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A son comes home to Mommy for some tender loving care on Valentine's Day.
Just in time for Valentine's Day, a loving son returns home to his incestuous mother.
*
A dream come true, with nowhere else to go, my son, Ryan, finally came home to me, on Valentine's Day, of all days. Gone for five, long, and lonely years, unable to find a job, after serving his country in Iraq and Afghanistan, his girlfriend, Nicole, kicked him out of their apartment, after living together for only a year. With me not having a couch and with my son's bad back injured from the war, I knew that he'd be sleeping, where he belongs, in my bed with me.
All so very innocent, a loving mother and her adult son coming together in hard economic times, we're both adults, after all. Only, after his father, Jack, died, killed in Iraq, grieving over my beloved husband, while dreaming about Ryan every night having sex with me, my son doesn't know that I've transitioned from a grieving widow to incestuous slut. I feared that God would take my son, too, in the way he took Jack. I couldn't bear my son not returning home safe to me.
Because of the raw and highly charged emotions of war, where my husband was killed and my son could have been killed, my psychiatrist told me that my grief has transferred my sexual feelings from my dead husband to my living son. She's wrong, of course, which is the reason why I don't see her anymore. My incestuous feelings towards my son are not a recent manifestation, as my psychiatrist believed, but because they look so much alike, as if my son was my deceased husband reincarnated, I've been lusting over my Ryan for years.
Hoping to avenge his father's death, Jack was the reason why Ryan joined the Army. Fearing he'd die, too, my sexual dreams about Ryan started, when he shipped out overseas and I was alone with my insane thoughts. Still a grieving widow, not ready to be so alone, maybe things would have been different, had Ryan not gone off the war, stayed with me, and helped me through my sorrow. Maybe had he been there emotionally for me then, I wouldn't want him as much as I want him sexually now. I don't know, my mind is all a jumbled mess, that is, until I see my Ryan. Then, I'm okay.
I wrote him every day, while dreaming about him holding me, hugging me, kissing me, and, eventually, touching me, where no son should ever touch his mother. I never confessed my feeling to him, of course. Hoping he'd want me, masturbating over him in the way that I hoped he masturbated over me, while thinking of having sex with me, I sent him some cheesecake photos of me. More suggestive than revealing, but always accidentally on purpose flashing him my panties, my bra, and sometimes more in the photos, while knowing full well that showing less is imagining more, especially when my man is away at war. Nonetheless, wishing that I could be so inappropriately naughty, I so wanted to send him a photo of me topless and naked even, but not wanting to shock him, turn him off, and scare him away, I didn't dare.
Wanting him to think of me as a MILF, a mother he'd love to fuck, acting as if I was unaware by smiling wildly, I sent him a photo of me sitting on the living room chair with my knees innocuously parted just enough for him to steal a peek of my bright white, cotton panties. Then, masturbating over exposing my panties to my son, I wondered if he'd think about touching me, licking me, and fucking me, as much as I thought about touching him, sucking him, and fucking him. A sexy game we used to play that inspired some hot pillow talk later, Jack, Ryan's father, loved it when I flashed his friends my panties during a drunken night of partying.
Because I've always had a hot ass and long, shapely legs, my husband's favorite body parts, I sent Ryan another photo of me standing on a ladder hanging Christmas decorations, while wearing a very, short skirt that exposed my panty clad ass cheeks. Having to take two dozen pictures to get the candid shot, I had to set the timer and angle the camera to capture the shot that looked most accidental, when it was all so preplanned. I wondered if my son enjoyed seeing my ass in a purposeful up skirt, as much as his father and his father's friends did.
Later, becoming even more daring, as I grew hornier and my lustful, incestuous desire for my son grew out of control, by the reoccurring sexual dreams that I had of him, I sent him a photo of me leaning over my birthday cake blowing out candles, one that he could clearly see down my low cut top. Not wearing a bra, I wore my husband's favorite top, a peasant blouse that widely opened, whenever I leaned forward. Jack loved when I wore that top, especially when not wearing a bra. I'd lean over his poker pals, while serving them drinks to flash them my abundant breasts and someone always grabbed a feel, when Jack left the room or when Jack pretended he wasn't looking. All in good drunken fun, allowing his friends a touch and a feel, they allowed me to return the favor by groping their erect cocks through their pants.
Speaking of breasts, pretending that I didn't know my breasts were so exposed with my big, hard nipples making their appearance, while pushing against the thin material of my bikini bra, and my pussy slit clearly visible in my bikini bottom, I sent Ryan a photo of me in my barely there bikini to show him how much weight I lost from not eating because I missed him. Especially in that photo, it wouldn't take much for him to imagine his mother naked. Jack loved it when I paraded up and down the beach, while wearing that bikini and flashing men my sexy body.
All preplanned but making it appear accidental, knowing full well my top would pop off by the force of the water, a few times I lost my top when a wave toppled me over. Pretending I didn't know my top was missing, I'd walk up to my blanket more concerned with my disheveled hair than being embarrassed by my exposed breasts. Always some nice gentleman returned my top to me, no doubt, while getting a closer and longer look at my tits. If only I could show Ryan my breasts, I would but not knowing how to make that appear accidental in a photo, I can't do that.
Lastly, Ryan wrote me telling me to get on with my life. Grieving long enough over his Dad, he hoped that I found another man, someone who'd love me, as much as his father had, to make me happy. He wrote that I was too beautiful to waste my life living alone. He told me to buy some sexy clothes to attract someone. Finally, as an accidental way to flash him my breasts, I sent him a much too revealing photo of me in my new, sexy nightgown, the one he told me to buy, after he told me to stop pining after Dad and go out on the town and have some fun. I knew my son could clearly see the outline of my breasts and my nipples through the sheer material of my nightgown. Thinking about him stroking his cock over me, while looking at his mother's naughty pictures, it's not easy teasing a man 8,000 miles away, but I hoped I had.
With the hope of the safe return of my son replacing the grief that I still had for his father, if it wasn't bad enough that my country took my husband, now they have my son's fate in their hands. Four long years later, and liable to be called back at any time with four more years on active reserve, when he was finally discharged and home safe, hoping he'd come home to me, he moved in with his slut of a girlfriend, Nicole. Shocked and saddened, insanely jealous, when thinking of them having sex, I couldn't believe it, when he chose her over me. I was devastated. Now, a year later, he's coming home.
Now that she threw him out and that he's finally here with me, sexually teasing him unmercifully, I plan on making him mine. Dressed in a short skirt and a low cut top, my usually sexy uniform of the day, one that routinely flashes him my panty and bra, I spent the afternoon flashing my son deliberate up skirt views of my white panties, when we watched TV in the living room, and intentional down blouse views of my bra, whenever he stands over me. Skilled in making my flashes appear accidental, after having flashed my husband's friends, co-workers, family members, neighbors, and strangers, not having to look to see if he was looking, I knew he was. I could feel the heat of his stare of desire burning holes in my panties and bra. Then, that night, in readiness for bed, wickedly, I donned my sheerest nightgown early and removed my panties.
Feeling so sexy, oh, my God, I'm such an incestuous slut. Even though I was completely covered by my nightgown, because of the sheerness of the material, I felt so arousingly naked. About to flash my son my breasts, my trimmed blonde pussy, and my ass crack, I felt so nervous. Wishing and hoping he'd take me and show me the lust that he had for his mother, in the way that his father did for me, and in the way that I had for my son, I felt so vulnerable. Ready to cross the incestuous line, I felt so depravedly wicked. Determined to show my son what no mother should ever show her son, I wanted my son to see what no son should ever see of his mother. Hoping my devious plan worked, I wanted to make Ryan horny enough that he'd want to touch me, hold me, caress me, and spoon me, as we slept.
With no lights on in the kitchen, but for the glow from the television in the living room, I stood in front of the open refrigerator door, as if trying to think what to cook for supper or pretending that I was looking for something buried in the back shelves. With my breasts hanging forward and my pubic hair clearly visible, knowing my body was so exposed to my son through my transparent nightgown, I could feel him staring. Remembering the sexy fun we had, after the hot pillow talk that I had with my husband, whenever I flashed his poker pals in this very way, I knew my son could see through my nightgown, as if I wasn't wearing one. Later, after supper, while he was watching TV, I'd walk in front of the bright screen, knowing that with no lights on in the living room and with the TV lighting me up, as if I was standing in front of an X-ray machine at the airport, he'd have the same clear view of me, only closer, that he had of me standing in front of the open refrigerator door.
The best part of my little incestuous game of exhibitionist teasing was when I leaned in front of him to wipe the dust off the TV screen. Just as I did with my husband's friends, I knew that he could see my ass crack and my pussy in between my legs. When I bent at the waist, while turning from side to side. Having already practiced my flashing moves in the privacy of my bedroom and in front of the full length mirror, I knew that Ryan could see my exposed breasts down my nightgown top. Intent on making everything appear unintentional and accidental, fully aware that he's his horny father's son, if this flashing show doesn't get him aroused just before bed, then nothing will.
Time for bed, I had unbuttoned a few strategic buttons by my breasts and raised my nightgown much higher than my modesty should allow but didn't, before sitting on the bed. With the nightlight illuminating the room enough for him to see my naked breasts and pussy with every twist and turn that I made, I just knew he'd be looking and he was. A flashing game that I so enjoyed playing with my husband's friends for the erotic delight of his father and now with my son for the erotic delight of me and hopefully him, Ryan had no idea that his mother is an exhibitionist, never mind that she's now an incestuous slut.
When he came in my bedroom, stood in the doorway actually, while watching me, giving myself a slow, sexy massage, raising my leg and lowering my leg, I seductively sat on the bed, while leaning down to put moisturizer on my long, shapely legs. With my nightgown unbuttoned and my breasts practically spilling out and my nightgown raised higher than mid thigh and climbing higher with each movement of my legs, I knew that I was flashing him my breasts and my pussy. Without even having to look, I could feel his lustful stare. With him not wearing any underwear, wearing just a tee-shirt and pajama bottoms, with his cock his sexual excitement barometer, I could clearly see the growing impression that his cock made in the thin material of his sleepwear. Now knowing that my teasing plan was working, before getting into bed, I hoped he'd feel just as amorous as I was, when sharing my bed.
Once in bed and beneath the covers, I raised my nightgown nearly to my waist and unbuttoned the rest of my buttons by my breasts. So very exposed, I knew that as soon as I turned away from him that my breasts would tumble out of my nightgown. Hoping that he'd spoon me during the night, knowing that wherever he'd put his big hand, he'd feel some of Mommy's skin, I couldn't wait for him to hold me, touch me, and feel me.
Turned away from one another, he slept on his side of the bed and I slept on my side. Then, during the night, taking the chance by risking it all, on the pretense that I was sound asleep and dreaming, perhaps about having sex with my dead husband, I rolled over and spooned him. With my naked breasts pressed firmly against his back, my pelvis pushed tightly against his ass, and my hand resting on his muscular thigh, I felt his breathing stop for a moment. What was he thinking, I wondered. Was he as sexually excited, as his father would be in this situation and as I was now or was he panicked by the anticipated sexual touch of his mother?
Imagining he was on top of me, slowly sliding his dick inside of me, and fucking me, while kissing me, when my hand fell from his thigh to his lap, my fingertips fell on his pajama covered cock. Dreaming and thinking about touching him for so long, with my fingers in constant contact with his penis, I felt him suddenly tense as much as his cock suddenly stiffened. I didn't even have to move my fingers for him to get him aroused and for him to have an erection. Pulsating against my fingertips, I felt his cock growing hard against the touch of my hand. Then, it happened. Just as my breasts tumbled out my unbuttoned nightgown, his cock poked out and emerged from his pajama pee hole. Feeling so very excited, my fingertips were in continual contact with my son's naked cock.
Oh, my God. I couldn't believe it. Not having touched him since he was a toddler and I was changing his diaper, I was certainly touching him now. A daring move on my part and on the pretense that he'd figure that I was having a sexual dream, I wrapped my fingers around my son's big prick. Holding him tightly in my hand, it's been a long time, more than seven, frustrating, masturbating years, since the death of my husband, that I've had a cock in my hand and to hold my son's nearly erect prick was so very exciting.
If he confronted me the next day about touching him and holding his cock in my hand, on the pretense that I was sleeping and dreaming, I'd pretend that I didn't know what he was talking about. Yet, knowing Ryan was just as awake as I was, especially when he slowly moved his hips back and forth, I knew my son wanted me to touch him, as much as I wanted to touch him. Gripping my son's cock tighter around to add to the necessary pressure to get him off, but not daring to move my hand to stroke his cock or my fingers to fondle the head of his penis, wanting him to believe that I was still sleeping, by the mere back and forth motion of my son's hips, I was giving my son a slow, sleeping hand job. A dream come true, I couldn't believe that this was finally happening and he was allowing me to masturbate him. If he'd allow me to do this, what would he allow me to do next?
With his breathing growing excitedly louder but not loud enough that I wouldn't think he was still sleeping, I could feel his excitement grow, when his cock hardened in my hand. Wanting to roll him over and suck his cock, I so wanted to take his big prick in my mouth, but I didn't dare. How would I ever explain that I was blowing my son in my sleep? I so wished my son would stick his big, hard dick in my warm, wet pussy but, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I pulled my hand away and suddenly turned away from him. A dangerous teasing game that I played, needing him to know the loving, albeit sexual touch of a mother, I needed him to think that I was sleeping. Still dreaming, I needed him to think that he could take advantage of me.
Having done my job in setting the teasing trap to sexually excite him enough for him to hopefully touch me, having aroused my son from his sleep and his cock to full erection, when he turned to spoon me, after I had turned from him, I was in Heaven. With my nightgown already up to my waist, he poked my ass with his big, hard prick. Feeling him lower his body, sticking my ass out further, as if to offer my exposed, already wet pussy to him, when he spooned me again, this time his stiff staff found a warm, wet place between my thighs and, when he wrapped his arm around me, his hand came in full contact with my exposed breasts.
Oh, my God, on the pretense that we were both sleeping, I was so excited that my son was touching me, while exploring my nearly naked body. When he cupped my breasts and lightly fingered my nipples, so as not to awaken me, I could feel his excitement for me. Just as his cock hardened with the touch of my hand, my nipples hardened with the touch of his fingers. Even with his father, after flashing his friends and having hot pillow talk, never have I been as wet now with my son spooning me, nearly fucking me, while feeling my breasts.
In the way that Ryan moved his hips for me to give him a slow, sleeping hand job, as if dreaming about fucking my dead husband, I slowly moved my hips back and forth for him to gently penetrate me and fuck me doggie style from behind. Already ready, I was so wet that with every slow and deliberate move of my body against his and his body against mine, we found a slow sleeping, sexual and highly erotic rhythm. Slowly but surely, with both of us not wanting to awaken the other, I felt his cock enter me and slide deeper inside me, until he was all the way deep inside and fucking me. My son's cock was buried in my pussy. My son was fucking me.
What should I do? Now that I know Ryan wants me, as much as I want him, should I awaken and confront him? Should we openly discuss the sexual attraction that we obvious have for one another? Or should I remain silent, while pretending that I'm still sleeping, that he's still sleeping, and allow my son to have sleeping sex with me? Deciding to continue our incestuous sexual ruse, I surrendered my body to my son and allowed my son to continue to fuck me deeper and faster.
Now, humping me and with me returning his humps, he was fucking me, really fucking me, while fondling my breasts and fingering my nipples. Unable to bear not kissing him any longer, when I turned to face him, he kissed me, before mounting. Returning his kisses, he slammed his big, hard prick inside me, while fondling my breasts and sucking my nipples. We were really fucking now. On the verge of having an orgasm, oh, my God, never have I been fucked like this before. So happy that my incestuous dream finally came true, my son was finally fucking me, his mother.
"Fuck me, Ryan. Fuck Mommy."
"I love you, Mommy."
Then, so far off in the distance, the ringing of a tiny bell, as if there was an alarm going off somewhere that came closer with each ring, abruptly awakening when thinking that it was the smoke alarm, now panicked awake from my sexual dream of my son fucking me, it was the telephone.
"Hello?"
"Mom?"
"Ryan? What's the matter?" I could tell by the sound of his voice that there was something terribly wrong. "What happened?" Fearing the worst, I asked. "Were you in an accident? Are you okay? Is Nicole okay?" Hoping that bitch, Nicole, was dead, I was disappointed that she was still alive. "Tell Mommy what happened."



"We've both fine, Mom, but Nicole threw me out of the apartment," he said, as if he was about to cry.
As if I was psychic by just dreaming that Nicole threw out my son, I couldn't believe it. My dream come true, my 23-year-old son broke up with his girlfriend, Nicole, on Valentine's Day, of all days. Finally. Hooray! Thank God. I always hated that cold bitch. Here I was thinking I'd be alone and lonely for Valentine's Day, now I'll have my son to celebrate a mother's love for her man on the day of love.
That bitch wasn't good enough for my baby boy. Too blinded by her blonde hair, pretty face, and big tits to see the bitch that I saw she was, she never treated him right. She never babied and pampered him in the way that he needed to be babied and pampered. For her to throw out my son, my baby, a real war hero, on a cold, wintry, February night, told me that she didn't love him. She didn't appreciate him. She didn't deserve him. She never loved him in the way that I love him and will always love him. With no place else to go, but to come home to me, I was happy, an understatement, to have my son back home with me.
"She threw you out?" I was so angry that I saw red.
"She said we're done," he said with his voice cracking.
"Oh, I'm so sorry, Ryan," I said so happy that I wanted to jump up and down, while dancing a jig.
"I think there's someone else," he said so heavy hearted. "I think she's been cheating on me, Mommy."
Wanting to scream that bitch in the phone, I held my tongue. Wanting to go to her apartment and drag her out by her bleached, blonde, teased hair and kick her out in the street in the way she did to my son, I controlled my temper.
"Come home, baby. Come home. Come home to Mama. Mommy will take care of her baby boy," I said with the loving reassurance he needed and the comfort I couldn't wait to give him.
Tempered only by the sexual fantasy vision of my son spooning me, while feeling my big tits and fingering my erect nipples, as he fucked me doggie style, the love that I felt for my son heated my lustful desire that I had for him, ever since his Dad died. Wanting to bash Nicole over the head with a shovel and slash her face with a shard of sharp ice, the hatred I felt for Nicole heated my anger. Wanting to show Ryan the silver lining, after he deserted his mother for the sake of that hussy, Nicole, if only my son knew that his dark cloud was my brilliant rainbow. I was happy for the opportunity to show my son the love that a real woman can give to a man, even if that man is her son, especially if that man is her son.
"No, that will never work, Mom."
Already sexually fantasying about us living together, sharing hugs, kisses, and laughter, while watching a movie on TV, when he said that will never work, as if he had scratched the DVD to my incestuous movie that I was watching, the vision that I had of sexually teasing and flashing my son evaporated. All of it gone in an instant, already excited by the prospect of him living with me and him sleeping in my bed, already looking forward to spooning him, I already had thoughts of me accidentally on purpose feeling his erection, while he slept. Just as he did in my dream, hoping he'd return the favor, I'd love for him to plant his erection between my ass cheeks, while fondling my big breasts through my sheer nightgown, before fucking me doggie style.
Only, just as I knew incest was wrong, a mother's love for her son, I knew my son would never want me in the way that he wants that bitch Nicole. He'd never touch me inappropriately in the way I wish he would and in the way that I yearned to touch him. Yet, now with him home and living with me, my perfect opportunity to tease him enough for him to change his mind, I'll make him want me. I'll make him want me to touch him and I'll make him want to touch me.
Why not? We are all so nakedly alone in this mean world, what's so wrong with a mother's devotion, albeit a sexual love for her son? Ruining my sexual fantasy, the sudden panic I felt of him not coming home, never coming home, submerged my nipples, shriveled my pussy lips, and dried my pussy, as if it was rotting in the desert. Going from suddenly being wet between my legs, especially after that sexy dream that I had, to stuck together dry, I so wanted to have some hot, sexy fun with my son. I needed to show him the real love of a woman, a mother's love, while he hopefully gave me the incestuous sex that I so craved. No matter what, so help me God, I needed for him to know that, even in his darkest hour, I'll be there for him, as I hoped he'd be there for me.
"What will never work, Ryan? Why not?"
"You only have the one bed, Mom. You don't even have a couch," he said. "And with my bad back, just as I'd never put you out of your own bed to sleep on the floor or in the recliner, I can't sleep on the floor or the recliner."
Sleep on the floor? Sleep in the recliner? Duh? No kidding. Trust me. So long as I have an empty bed, no man of mine is sleeping on the floor or in the recliner, I so wanted to say, but didn't. Now that I have the chance to bed my son, he'll be sleeping with me.
I know I only have the one bed, I wanted to say. No man of mine would ever forsake my bed for the floor or a recliner, especially when I have a hot bed filled with love. Why else would you think I offered you to come home to Mommy, other than to sleep with Mommy in her bed, I wanted to say, but didn't?
Any port in a storm, once I got him home and in bed with me, his father's horny son, his testosterone hormones would take care of the rest. Once I unbuttoned a button here and a button there and rubbed my big breasts up against him during the night and once I accidentally on purpose groped his cock, while he slept and dreamt, while pretending that I was sleeping and dreaming, too, he'll want me, as much as I want him. Once I had sex with my son and once he felt the pangs of guilt of having sex with his mother, I'd have total control over him. Only, I needed to get him in bed with me for my incestuously devious plan to work.
My son got his bad back from serving his country in Iraq and Afghanistan. When he returned home, after Nicole made a show of greeting him at the airport, such a cold fish and a selfish bitch, she was a bit standoffish, especially to me, an understatement. No doubt, the whore had a man or men back home on the side, while my son was serving his country overseas. No doubt, she has a man now, which is why she threw him out of her apartment and out of her life on Valentine's Day. Good riddance is all that I can say to that hussy, that no good tramp. He's better off without her. He's better off back home with his Mom. Mother knows best. Mommy will take care of her man.
"Ryan, I'm your mother. We're both adults. For God's sakes, we can sleep in the same bed. You can sleep in my bed, until you get back on your feet and get your own place."
Sleep? Who'd sleep? I imagined not sleeping much at all. The thought of him sleeping in my bed made me finger my nipples with the thoughts of him sucking them. Leaving the night light on to expose enough of me for him to see what I so wanted him to see, I imagined deliberately raising the hem of my nightgown to expose my ass and pussy to him, while hidden beneath the covers. Oh, my God, the thought of exposing myself to my son made me want to masturbate. With my breasts accidentally on purpose, of course, tumbling out of my unbuttoned nightgown, as I pretended to sleep, I imagined having a wardrobe malfunction. Unable to control the lust that he, no doubt, had for his mother, I imagined him touching me, feeling me, and exploring my body, sometime during the night, as I pretended to sleep.
"Mom? I can't sleep in your bed. That's so wrong on so many levels. That's just not right. Sorry, but I can't do that. I'm your son and you're my mother," he said protesting a little too much.
I needed to quickly think of what to say to get him in bed with me, before he asked one of his friends to allow him to stay with them. Somehow, I needed to convince him to stay with me.
"Don't be silly, Ryan. It's a queen sized bed. There's plenty enough room for the both of us to be comfortable. You sleep on one side of the bed and I'll sleep on the other. Trust me, our little secret, no one will know that we're sleeping together. Besides, allowing you to save some money, after you find a job, it's just temporary, until you find a place of your own," I said hoping he's say yes, while knowing full well that during the night, we'd come together with some cuddling, spooning, hugging, touching, fondling, and fucking.
Oh, my God, already getting wet, it's been a long time, since I had a man in my bed that wasn't unnaturally stiffened by a blue Viagra pill, as was my husband. With the weather forecasters promising a cold winter and, especially, with today being Valentine's Day, I'd love to cuddle and snuggle up to my son's hard body. With the lights off and the shades drawn, one never knows what happens behind a closed bedroom door, especially during a cold winter's night.
"Ever since I came home from Iraq, always being so hot there," he said pausing.
I waited for him to finish his thought and when he didn't, I confessed my thoughts.
"Yeah, so? That makes two of us. I get hot flashes during the night," I said with a laugh.
"That's not what I meant, mother," he said a bit annoyed and with sudden tension in his voice.
"What then? What did you mean to say, Ryan?"
"I sleep naked," he said.
What? Naked? As in nude? Did my son just say that he sleeps naked? Oh, my God. The imagined image of my son naked and in bed with me made me wet again. I imagined his cock becoming erect as he slept and as he dreamt of me sucking and fucking him. The thought of his engorged prick made me moist with desire for him.
Was he teasing me by telling me that he sleeps naked? Was he testing me? Was he flirting with me? Just as in my reoccurring sexual fantasy of a dream, with my hand over the side of him and in contact with his big, hard cock, I could only imagine rolling over to him and spooning him, before he rolled over to me and spooned me.
"Sometimes, I sleep naked, too," I confessed, as if a quivering, virginal school girl talking dirty to her teen boyfriend on the phone. My voice was shaking with the thought of being naked in bed with my naked son. I was quaking with sexual desire for Ryan. "Sometimes, I get so hot during the night that I cast off my nightgown. But for the soft glow of the nightlight, Ryan, even if we were both naked in bed together," I said pausing to allow the image of our naked bodies to fill my mind, "we can't see anything with the blanket over us."
See anything my ass, I'd be kicking that blanket off of our naked bodies during the night. I knew with the nightlight on that I could see plenty of him, as I hope he'd see plenty of me. I listened to him breathing on the phone, while wondering what he was thinking. Was he thinking of sleeping in bed with me? Was he thinking of me naked? Was he thinking of touching my naked body, while he thought I was sleeping? Was he thinking of me accidentally touching his naked body? Was he fingering his cock, in the way I was touching myself now beneath my skirt and through my panties?
"Mom, don't you think it would be wrong for us to be sleeping in the same bed together naked?"
Nearly stammering over the word, naked, he paused again? Was he imagining me naked in the way that I was imagining him naked?
"Ryan, don't be foolish. I'm your mother. I've seen your penis lots of times before." Only, I didn't confess that I couldn't wait to see his cock again. "If it will ease your mind about seeing me naked, when you come home, I'll strip naked for you to see my naked body," I said with a laugh and with a rush of hormones, while imagining stripping naked in front of my son. "Okay? I'll show you my ass, my tits, and my pussy and then you won't feel so uncomfortable, should you accidentally see me naked again."
"Mother! Really! That won't be necessary."
Not hearing him before, suddenly, I heard him breathing over the phone. Did I just excite him by the naked thoughts of me stripping off my clothes in front of him? Has he thought about me naked, as I've thought about him naked? Has he masturbated over the thought of having sex with meme, in the way that I masturbate over the thought of having sex with him?
"I just wanted to show you how foolish you were being in saying that we couldn't sleep in the same bed naked or not," I said unable to think of what else to say for him to come home to me. "I really wouldn't strip off my clothes," I said, unless you wanted me to, I so wanted to say, but didn't.
"Okay, Mommy dearest."
Okay, Mommy dearest? He shocked me by agreeing with me so soon, but what was he saying? Was he agreeing to come home or was he just agreeing with me about him being foolish?
"Okay Mommy dearest? What do you mean okay? Do you mean, you'll come home?"
I wanted to ask, do you mean that you'll come home and sleep naked with me in bed? Yet better to allow whatever will happen, happen naturally, I thought better of asking him what I was wondering.
"Yes, I'll come home. I have no place else to go," he said with sadness. "We'll give living together a try, until I can find a job and get a place of my own."
Shocked and excited, I couldn't believe my son agreed to come home. I couldn't believe, without actually saying it, that he agreed to sleep with me in the same bed. While thinking about sleeping naked in bed with me, I wondered if he had the incestuous attraction for me, as I had for him. Having convinced him so easily, if I had one of those red Staples buttons, I'd depress it, "That was easy!"
Thrilled and sexually excited more the words, I was so happy that he agreed to come home and sleep in the same bed with me. He always called me Mommy dearest, when I take care of things for him. When he said Mommy dearest, after not saying that for so long, I felt so important to be in his life again. Now that he ridded his life of that hussy, Nicole, I was his number one woman again. Only, hoping to be his lover, as well as his mother, I hoped that I could fill the hole that Nicole left by being more than just a mother to him.
Nicole allowed my son back in her apartment to collect his things. A typical guy, he stuffed everything he owned in several green, construction, trash bags, mixing his clean clothes with his dirty clothes, but I didn't care. Figuring that Nicole had head lice, bed bugs, and Herpes, I'd wash everything anyway. At least the trash bags were the heavy duty kind and not the kind that breaks when lifting them. I made him his favorite meal, beef stew and apple pie with ice cream.
Then, I waited for my son to get in the shower, before I made the phone call that any mother would make. I called his ex-girlfriend, Nicole. I needed to tell her exactly what I thought of her, but first, taking a breath to calm my anger by reveling in my sexual excitement, I needed to bring my son some clean towels.
Hoping to catch him naked, hoping to surprise him by walking in on him, while he was masturbating, hopefully, over me, but already hearing the water running, filled with sexual anticipation, I was so nervous about going inside the bathroom. As soon as I opened the bathroom door, I saw his naked silhouette behind the steamy shower curtain? Oh, my God, on the pretense of helping him to wash his back, before washing his cock, I just wanted to pull the shower curtain open. Every mother's right and to fulfill my curiosity, I just wanted a peek of him naked. The only thing that hid his naked body from me was just a few, thin millimeters of the shower curtain lining.
"Is that you, Mom?"
"Yes," I said hoping he'd whip open the shower curtain and show me his naked body. I so wanted to see his cock. "I brought your clean towels," I said taking my time hanging them, while watching the movement of his shadow behind the shower curtain. Unable to see the outline of his cock, I imagined I had.
"Thanks, Mom."
Wishing I could towel him dry with the a small facecloth, but not wanting to rush our hoped for incestuous relationship, I closed the bathroom door, gave him his privacy, and called Nicole, instead.
"You dirty bitch," I said, unable to control my temper, as soon as she picked up the phone.
"And how are you, Susan? The same, mean and miserable controlling mother, I see," she said with calmness.
"My son was the best thing that ever happened to you. You'll never find another loving and caring man like him."
"Loving? Caring? Ha! That's a joke. Loving and caring for who? Surely not for me. Loving and caring more for you."
"He told me you cheated on him, while he was away at war?"
"Cheated on him? Is that what Ryan told you? Is that what Ryan thinks?"
"Yes."
"I never cheated on him. I stayed faithful to him. Only, I was too much woman for him. I didn't pamper him and baby him in the way you've pampered and babied him all his life."
"How dare you?"
"How dare me? How dare you? Let me tell you the truth, Susan. As a man, Ryan is an immature child. He has intimacy problems and he's terrible in bed. He doesn't know how to even please a woman, never mind satisfy a woman, especially a woman that isn't his mother."
"Is that right?"
I could feel myself seething. If she was here before me, I'd slap her face and scratch out her eyes, before stripping her naked. Tearing off her blouse, ripping off her skirt, pulling off her bra, and stripping off her panty, I'd push her out in the street in the same way she threw out my son. Only, she'd probably enjoy exposing her phony tits and her tramp stamped ass to every man, while walking around the neighborhood naked, the slut.
"Ryan can't get an erection unless he calls me Mommy."
What? Erection? Mommy? When she mentioned Mommy and my son's erection in the same sentence, a hot flash suddenly interfered with me understanding what she said. Suddenly imagining his erect cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy, while he called me Mommy, she floored me by so openly talking about my son's penis to me, his mother. Picturing my son's limp cock growing as hard as steel, as long as a ruler, as a big around as a Kielbasa sausage, whenever he called his wife Mommy and whenever he called me Mommy, I couldn't believe what I was hearing.
Mommy? He calls her Mommy. Why? She's not his Mommy. I'm his Mommy. Why would he call his girlfriend, the woman that he has sex with, Mommy? If he should call anyone Mommy, he should call me Mommy.
"Mommy?" Oh, my God, I was stunned. Trying to remain calm, while maintaining my anger, I took a breath.
"That's right. No doubt, thinking of your naked body instead of mine and thinking about fucking you, instead of fucking me, Ryan loves calling me Mommy, when we're naked in bed. Eww," she said. "Mommy. He calls me Mommy. Can you imagine? That's so gross. That's so wrong. That's so sick. That's so incestuously perverted."
Nice, I thought. What's wrong with a son who loves his mother? I'd give anything for my son to call me Mommy, while I was naked and in bed with him. I'd love for my son to call me Mommy, while making love to him and before putting a hand to the back of my head, while I sucked his cock.
"I love you, Mommy. Suck my cock, Mommy. I need to cum in your mouth, Mommy," I imagined Ryan saying to me. "Oh, Mommy, I love you," I imagined him saying as he exploded all the lust he had he had for me in my mouth and down my throat.
Oh, my God, I was dizzy with sexual desire from the incestuous excitement of sexually pleasuring of my son with my hand, with my pussy, and with my mouth.
"Never mind getting off, Ryan can't get it up, unless he pretends my hand is your hand, my breasts are your breasts, my pussy is your pussy, and my mouth is your mouth around his cock, Mommy dearest," she said with unconcealed sarcasm, anger, and hatred.



Dizzy with desire for my son, I'd do anything to hold my son's cock in my hand, while he fondled my big breasts and fingered my erect nipples. I'd do anything to feel him slam his big, hard prick in my warm, wet pussy. I'd do anything to feel and to taste his cock in my mouth, before he exploded his lust for me down my throat. I'd do anything to make love to my son. Ryan, I love you!
"Give me a moment for me to understand what you're saying and what I'm hearing. My son thinks about me, when you masturbate him?"
"Yes, Mommy dearest," she said with even more of an attitude.
"And he thinks of me, when..." I paused to catch my breath, "you're making love with him?"
"For Christ sakes, Susan, yes, the man calls me Mommy, when his cock is buried deep in my pussy," she said with obvious exasperation.
"When you're sucking him," I said venturing forward and not believing that I was asking her such a personal sexual question about my son and about his penis, "when you have his penis in your mouth--"
"Yes! Yes! Yes! He imagines the one sucking him is not me but you, his mother, Susan," she said with a sudden soft sadness. "He imagines his cock is in your mouth."
"My son thinks about me sucking his cock?" Imagining sucking his cock, imagining his hand on the back of my head, imagining his hard prick in my mouth, and imagining my tongue twirling around the width and the head of it, I couldn't believe that I had just uttered that aloud. "I don't believe it. I can't believe it. I'm shocked."
"Yes, Susan, Ryan, no doubt, imagines you sucking his cock, blowing him, and cumming in your mouth, instead of cumming in my mouth," she said with venom.
"You dirty bitch," I said. "You filthy whore? You incestuous slut. How dare you talk to me, Ryan's mother, in that way about my son?"
"Bitch? Whore? Incestuous slut? I'm not the bitch, the whore, or the incestuous slut. If anyone is the bitch, the whore, and especially the incestuous slut, Susan, it's you, Mommy Dearest. I dare say that you want to fuck and suck your son, as much as your son wants to fuck and lick you. This is all your fault. You never allowed Ryan to grow into a man. He'll always be attached to your tits."
When she said that my son wanted to fuck and lick me, when she said that Ryan will always be attached to my tits, the image of breast feeding my baby boy overwhelmed me with sexual passion. Now knowing that he wants me, as much as I want him, I so wanted to strip naked and run into the shower to be with my son.
"Now, you listen here, cunt--"
"No, you listen here cocksucker and answer my questions," she said. "Before you allowed him to be with me, did you have sex with your son? Did you show your son your naked body?"
"No, of course, not. Ryan has never seen me naked," I said wishing he had and eagerly waiting when he did.
"I saw those photos that you sent him, while he was away at war. How could you send your son up skirt photos of your panties and down blouse views of your tits? How could you send your son a photo of you in a barely there bikini? What's wrong with you? You even sent him a photo of you in a transparent nightgown that left nothing to the imagination."
"Ryan told me to buy that nightgown and I just wanted to show him that I had. Those pictures were innocent pictures of a loving mother to her devoted son."
"Innocent my ass. Did you suck your son's cock, Susan? Did you allow Ryan to cum in your mouth? Did you fuck your son, Susan? Did Ryan cum in your pussy?"
"How dare you?"
"No, how dare you? Is that it? Is that why Ryan doesn't want to have sex with me? Is that why he thinks of you and calls me Mommy, when he's with me? Instead of saying, Nicole, the name of his girlfriend, because he thinks of you and not me, is that why Ryan must call me Mommy to get an erection and to cum? Did you suck your son, Susan? Did you fuck your son, Susan? Is that why he calls you Mommy dearest?"
I didn't answer her. I couldn't answer her. All in a rush, I remembered the United States Army coming to my door to tell me that my husband had died a hero in combat, while protecting his buddies. I remembered crying uncontrollably and inconsolably for weeks because my beloved Jack was gone forever. Then, when Ryan told me that he was leaving me to go to war, I remembered the love that I had for my husband manifesting into a sick and uncontrollable incestuous lust that I now have for my son.
Even though I never had sex with my son, feeling just as bad if I had, I wanted to have sex with my son. No doubt, by having sex with my son, just as my son imagined having sex with me, when having sex with Nicole, no doubt, I'd imagine having sex with my dead husband, when having sex with Ryan. How could I answer her to even deny her allegations, when I've been wanting to have sex with my son for years? How could I deny my incestuous feelings towards my son, when I'm plotting and planning to seduce him now?
I slammed the phone down on her. I couldn't listen to her accusing me of having sex with my son anymore. It wasn't that all that she accused me of embarrassed me. It wasn't that her accusations were disturbing or angered me. To hear her accuse me of having sex with my son and to hear her verbalize the sexual details of having sex with Ryan excited me. It excited me to hear Ryan's girlfriend say such dirty, incestuous things to me, his mother, about the sexual details of my son, as if we had already been lovers.
"Oh, my God," I said feeling such a warm rush of hormones moisten my pussy, as if Ryan was standing in the kitchen touching me, while kissing me.
Suddenly, I was so very horny. With all of the imagined intimate images of Ryan and I together in bed naked, I needed to touch myself. I lifted my skirt, moved my panties aside with my fingernail, and buried my finger in my pussy up to my knuckle, while rubbing my bean with my thumb.
"Oh, my God. I so need to be fucked and fucked hard. I so needed my son's hard cock in my warm, wet pussy."
Then, I pulled out my finger. I needed to smell the musky aroma of myself. I needed to sniff my finger, lick my finger, and suck my finger, as if I was sucking my son's cock, while imagining having oral sex with Ryan. Then, just as I recovered from the telephone conversation with Nicole, my son emerged from the shower and walked in the kitchen wearing just a towel. Good God, he looked so hot. Good God, he looked just like his father.
Leaving me to go to war, he had returned home as a man and the Army filled his body out with muscles that I never knew he had. Had he walked in the kitchen another few seconds sooner, he would have caught me fingering myself. Had he walked in the kitchen just a moment sooner, he would have caught me sucking my finger, in the way that I wished that I could suck his cock. Unable to help myself, feeling so very horny, especially after Nicole told me that he calls her Mommy, I looked at my son with love. When I looked down, I could see the outline of his cock bulging out the terrycloth towel. Be still my heart, he had a semi-erection.
With his head down, while towel drying his hair, he didn't see me looking, but I was staring. Wanting to touch him, feel him, wrap my fingers around his prick and cup his balls, I so wanted to reach out and touch his cock through his towel. On the pretense of teasing him and tickling him, my incestuous desire took all the self-control that I had not to rip the towel from his buff body. My perverted attraction to my son took all the self-control I had not to fall to my knees and take him in my hand, before taking him in my mouth and in my already so wet pussy.
"Fuck."
I was doubly stunned. First by the insightful conversation I just had with Nicole and now by the sight of my nearly naked son standing in the kitchen, while towel drying his hair. Not knowing what to do, never having been in this situation before, I so wanted to pull down his towel. Knowing now that my son thinks of me having sex with him, while having sex with his girlfriend, I wanted him to know that I think of him sexually, too. My son imagines me sucking his cock, instead of her. Fuck me, Mommy, blow me, Mommy, my son calls his girlfriend Mommy, when they had sex.
"What?" Ryan looked up at me with modesty by my verbalized expletive, before looking away.
"Oh, my God."
"What?" He stopped drying his hair to look at me again. "What's wrong?"
"I can't believe how much you look like your father," I said, suddenly filled with love and wanting to wrapped my arms around Ryan and kiss him, really kiss him, and French kiss my son. "I can't believe how much you look like Jack," I said feeling the warm tears run down my cheeks. "I miss him so much."
"It's okay, Mom. I'm here with you, now," he said holding me and hugging me so close that I felt his hard cock twinge against my soft belly. A good sign for me, just by holding me and hugging me, he was becoming aroused. He was getting an erection.
Allowing my imagination to extrapolate, while feeling his cock push against my stomach, I made the leap and imagined what his erect cock would look like. If his erect prick was the size of his father's cock, then I'd be a happy woman sleeping in the same bed with my son. If he was as big as his father, I'd welcome his cock in my hand, in my pussy, and in my mouth. If he so desired, I'd willingly give him anal sex and, if that was his thing, I'd make that my thing, too.
"Thank you, Ryan," I said pulling away from him to wipe my eyes.
"Oh, I almost forgot," he said reaching in a bag that he had moved in with and that now sat by the front door. He pulled out a small box and handed it to me. "I had bought this for Nicole, but with you in mind, you're now more deserving of this than she ever was. Happy Valentine's Day, Mom," he said handing me the box and lightly kissing me on the lips. I so wanted to wrap my arms around his neck and French kiss him, but I controlled myself.
When I opened the box, there was a gold locket and when I opened that, there was a photo of him.
"Oh, Ryan. Thank you, but I have nothing for you for Valentine's Day," I said.
"Having you in my life again, Mom, is gift enough for me," he said.
After Nicole told me how my son felt about me, instead of trying to lessen his attachment to me and downplay his sexual attraction to me, instead of confronting him and discussing his abnormal feelings, I decided to take advantage of his incestuous lust to me. Not knowing how long I'd have my son staying with me, I decided not to waste any time. When he disappeared in his room to change, I dumped out the remains of my vodka bottle and filled it with water and poured myself a glass, after prominently displaying the bottle on the kitchen table. With him thinking that I was drinking straight vodka, instead of water, I made sure he saw me drink more than I should.
I wanted him to think that I was drunk. I wanted him to think that I was vulnerable. I wanted him to take advantage of me, if he wanted. Now that I know that he thinks of me, when he's in bed with another women, I'd do anything for my son, even give him sex, if he wanted me to and if he wanted me.
It was still early, just supper time, when I went in my room to change out of my clothes and get into my sheer and sexy nightgown. Knowing that he could see plenty from the sheer material, I couldn't wait to flash him my hot body. I wondered if he'd look. I wondered if he'd stare. I wondered if he so be consumed by passion for me that he'd reach out and touch me.
"Why can't I have sex with my son? We're adults," I said stripping off my clothes and looking at my naked body in the mirror. "Not bad for a forty-two-year-old woman. I don't look a day over 35-years-old," I said turning side to side, while sucking in my stomach and puffing out my breasts. "I'm just as pretty, prettier even than Nicole. He likes blondes with big tits and that's me alright," I said cupping my breasts in my hands, before slowly running my fingers over my nipples and rubbing them, pulling them, and twisting them, until they were hard, while imagining Ryan fingering them, before sucking them.
When he told me that he felt uncomfortable about sharing my bed, after telling him that I'd strip naked, so that he could see my naked body, my over active libido took all the self-control I had not to walk out of my bedroom naked. I wanted him to see my naked body. Curious what his reaction would be to seeing me without my clothes, I wanted my son to see his mother naked.
Thinking of how to accidentally on purpose flash my son, thinking how my son could see me naked, without thinking that his mother is the incestuous slut that his girlfriend thinks that I am and that I know that I am, I could walk out of my room naked and say that I forgot that he was here. No that won't work. He'd think that he was invading my privacy and leave. He'd think that I was losing my mind in forgetting that he was here. Maybe with the vodka bottle so prominently displayed on the kitchen table, he'd think that I was drunk. I could do that. I could pretend that I was drunk. That may work. I could pretend, after his Dad died, that I had a drinking problem. Maybe he'd console me, by wrapping his arms around my naked body.
Then, recalling all the Nicole had said, having never considered my son being as incestuously attracted to me, as I am to him, finally occurring to me, I had an insightful epiphany. With us being the same height, the same shape, having similar pretty faces with the same blonde hair, big, blue eyes, and C cup breasts, Nicole looks much like me, albeit a younger by twenty years version. Did my son purposely look for a woman that looked like his mother? Was he trying to replicate his mother with her? Is it simply because he always wanted to have sex with me that he found a girlfriend who could be my daughter? Oh, my God. Too blinded by my grief and by the love of my son, I never realized this before.
In a rash and a desperate attempt at justifying what I was about to do in trying to seduce my son, I figured, once he had sex with me, he'd be over the mystery of having sex with his mother. I figured, then and only then, could he have a healthy and normal relationship with a woman, who wasn't his mother. Instead of talking to my son about his abnormal and incestuous sexual attraction to me, instead of teasing him into seducing me, I figured I'd suck him and then fuck him. I'd allow him to cum in my mouth. I'd swallow him, something that Nicole, no doubt, never did.
I couldn't wait to get him alone in bed with me. Just as I wanted to do to his hard body, I wanted him to know that he could do anything to my shapely body. I was hoping he'd touch me anywhere on the pretense that I was inebriated and because I was his mother. I couldn't wait for him to French kiss me. I couldn't wait to feel his big hands on my tits and my ass, along with his long fingers in my pussy. I couldn't wait to feel his cock inside of me and his lips on my nipples. I couldn't wait to feel his big, hard cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy. I couldn't wait to have sex with my son.
In truth, before Nicole confessed that my son wanted me, instead of her, all in fun, missing all the exhibitionism fun that I had with his father and his father's friends, I just wanted to play some sexy teasing games. Maybe just kidding myself, I thought that I just wanted to tease him by flashing him. With me being an exhibitionist, I just wanted to flash him my panties and bra. Perhaps going a bit further, flashing him my ass, my tits, and my pussy, I just wanted to show my son what he's never seen of his mother's body before, so that I could masturbate over all that I showed my son and all that he saw of me. Now, that I know how much he thinks of me and how much he wants me sexually, I wanted more than just to flash him. Now, that I know he thinks of having sex with me, I want to suck him and fuck him, after he licks and fingers my pussy.
I know it's wrong, but it's been a while since I had sex and I was horny. Not hoping for much more than some cuddling and spooning, I never expected things to get out of hand, as soon as they did. Understandably and in hindsight, in the way that Nicole looked so much like me, it didn't help that Ryan looked so much like his father, a man that I adored and still would have been with, had he not made the ultimate sacrifice and given his life for his country. When I closed my eyes, with them sounding so much alike, as if Jack was in the room with me, wanting my son even more, I no longer missed my husband.
After my son gave me the gold locket for Valentine's Day, bothering me that I didn't have a Valentine's Day gift for my son, and with him telling me that I was his gift, I cast my nightgown aside and walked out of my bedroom naked.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Ryan," I said standing in the living room with just my smile.
"Oh, Mommy. Just as how I imagined you to be, you're so beautiful," he said standing, holding me, hugging me, and finally giving me the kiss and the sexual attention that I so needed and wanted.
In just one scoop, he lifted me off the floor and carried me into the bedroom. In a pull of his sweatshirt and a push of his sweatpants, he was naked and in bed with me. Even in my wildest sexual fantasies, never had I correctly imagined what it would feel like to have my son's tongue in my mouth, his mouth on my nipples, and his fingers in my pussy. In all the incestuous sexual fantasies that I had over my son, never had I imagined what it would feel like to have his cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy.
Overwhelmed with sexual incestuous lust, we made love that night, the next morning, and every day for the next six months, until that fateful day, when he got a job, found his own apartment, and hooked up with a new girlfriend. Having experienced the love of a real woman, his mother, he no longer thinks of me in a sexual way, as I no longer think of him, now that I have a new man in my life, one of my husband's old friends.
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Blowjobs On Demand
Blowjobs On Demand
Husband adds personal pleasure to his wife's need to shop and spend money with a sexy, hypnotic suggestion.
"Jennifer, are you going shopping?"
Holding out his credit card, Charles looked at his wife, Jennifer, with a warm smile, knowing that she was about to go shopping for more clothes and shoes that she didn't need. Fortunately for him, he had stopped her just in time, before she left the house. What was a budget busting, sore point before, something that always erupted in an argument, Jennifer shopping for new clothes and shoes was a sexual pleasure now.
Already dressed and ready to leave, Jennifer stopped, turned, and stood still, as if frozen in a daze. Without saying a word, she looked at her husband, Charles, with a loving smile. With her natural blonde hair perfectly coiffed in place, her surgically enhanced, C cup breasts standing proud, and her bright, white, sparkling smile, surpassed only by her big, blue eyes, she was a one-of-a-kind beauty. By the promise of having a sensual girlfriend, a hot mistress, who truly loved sex, a significant other with real, sexual benefits, and the perfect wife who'd never say no because she had a headache, Jennifer was a very talented cocksucker. When on her knees and looking up at them with those big, blue eyes, while their cocks are buried in her mouth, many men have experienced sexual nirvana.
Responding to his question, as if she was on autopilot, she walked towards him smiling, as if directed by remote control. Suddenly acting as if she was a high priced stripper doing a personal and sexy striptease or a high class call girl hired for a private VIP client at the ready to perform in the privacy of a hotel suite at a trade show, she slowly, sensuously, and erotically walked to him, while unbuttoning her blouse. Such a beautiful woman, lucky to have her, most men would pay her a lot of money to watch the show that she was about to give her husband.
With the thought of what lay beneath, the mere sight of her lacy bra and cavernous cleavage hardened Charles's cock. Intently watching his wife slowly unbutton her blouse to see what each unbuttoned button revealed, he loved how she sexually teased him, when slowly stripping off her clothes. Once her blouse was unbuttoned and flayed wide open, as if lifting the veil from the work of art bust sculpted by a famous sculptor, she lifted her bra to expose her breasts to her husband in readiness for his touch.
Perfectly symmetrical, so round and so full, she had firm, C cup breasts with pink areolas and big, pink, puffy nipples that stood as proud as she was beautiful. Rivaling any topless pinup model, possessing better breasts than any stripper and many of Hugh Hefner's Playboy Playmates, Jennifer had beautiful breasts. Without a scar or a mark to give evidence that they weren't real, they were perfect, the only clue that they were fake. The best breasts that money can buy, his worthy investment to maintain his sexual lust for his wife, worth every dollar, as far as he was concerned, her breasts was money well spent. Charles loved fondling her big breasts and fingering her hard nipples, while she stroked and sucked his cock.
As if curtseying before her King, Jennifer knelt down between her husband's knees and fondled his cock through his pants, before unbuckling him, unzipping him, and pulling his pants and underwear down and off. With his dick so exposed and erecting itself at the ready, in knowing what was coming, she fondled his hardening prick. Playing with the head of his cock with her fingertips, she stared at his big dick, while kissing it, licking it, and stroking it. With her big, blue eyes cast upward and making constant and continual eye contact with her husband, she took him in her mouth and sucked him, while stroking him.
Charles loved when she looked up at him with her big, blue eyes and pretty face, when on her knees and sucking his cock. A feeling of power by totally possessing such a beautiful woman, when being blown, Charles didn't know that Jennifer was the one controlling him by the feel of her hand, the touch of her lips, the warmth of her mouth, and the wetness of her tongue, while sucking him. Stretching her pretty lipstick adorned lips around his wide cock, the sight of her sucking him excited him even more, when seeing his big, hairy prick buried in her beautiful mouth.
Usually just the opposite waiting for most women to summon the lustful desire that matched a man's lust, instead, with him always having to play catch up, eagerly waiting until she fully hardened him with her hand and her mouth, he couldn't wait until his hunger for her mouth reached and surpassed her enthusiasm to blow him. Without doubt, in the way that she pumped and sucked his prick, moving her head side to side and up and down, as if she was a naturally, big breasted woman riding a mechanical bull topless, his very own personal bobble doll, she made all the cock sucking, slurping sounds that men love to hear, when being blown. As much as he knew she loved to go shopping, as much as she loved spending his money, he knew that she loved sucking his cock.
Running his fingers through her long, lush, blonde hair, his desire to be sucked now matched her willingness to suck. With a hand to the back of her head and his other hand still fondling her breasts, his fingers fingered her nipples. Getting ready to show his appreciate for a blowjob well done, nearly on the verge of cumming, he humped her face and fucked her mouth. Jennifer continued stroking him and sucking him, until he exploded all the love he had for his wife in her mouth and all the lust he had for his beautiful woman her down her throat. Having such a willing partner, never has he had a better blowjob from any woman from his past and never could he imagine receiving a better blowjob from any woman in his future.
"Suck my cock, Jennifer. Blow me, baby. Oh, yeah, that's it. Suck it, Jen. Suck it. That's it. Don't stop. Don't stop. Suck my cock, Jen, suck it. Blow me, baby, blow me. Don't stop. Stroke me faster. Faster. I'm going to cum."
What a woman. What an incredible wife. Remaining on her knees to lovingly lick him clean, all the while looking up at him, while kissing, fondling, and stroking his big prick, the end of her blowjob was just as exciting as the beginning. The perfect wife, who was always instantly in the mood to blow him, any time he wanted, never making excuses and never saying no, all he had to do to be so rewarded by the pleasure of her hand, her mouth, her lips, and her tongue was to ask one, simple question.
"Jennifer, are you going shopping?"
Every time he asked those same five, simple words, his power of suggestion triggered her to suck his cock. As if his personal robot that was programmed to suck his prick, she'd walk over to him, while stripping off her blouse to expose her bra, before lifting up her bra to expose her breasts. Then, falling to her knees and undressing him, she'd give him the best, damn, head banging, mouth slurping blowjob he's ever had. In the end, he loved seeing her red lipstick all over his engorged dipstick. A mind control technique that he learned as an intelligence officer stationed in Iraq, when interrogating prisoners of war for information without having to torture them by water boarding them, by using a mere power of suggestion, he altered his mind control technique to use on his beautiful wife for his sexual pleasure.
With a hypnotic suggestion implanted deep within her sub-consciousness mind and reinforced every so often with another more powerful suggestion, whenever her enthusiasm to suck his cock waned, he'd put her under again. A satisfied husband serviced by an enthusiastic wife, a perfect marriage, his mind controlling technique had been working perfectly for months. No more fights over sex and no more arguments over her shopping for clothes and for shoes, he was thrilled, an understatement, when she wanted to spend his money. Once done sucking him and licking him dry, he'd freely give her his credit card, as her reward.
"Have fun shopping, Honey. Don't forget to buy a little something for me and for your sister," he said handing her his Black Card, the American Express Centurion Card.
His life couldn't be any more perfect, that is, unless he could somehow give Jennifer's identical twin sister, Julie, a hypnotic suggestion, too. His sexual fantasy come true, if anyone could have a sexual fantasy, when having a wife that gave him daily blowjobs, was to have Jennifer and Julie suck his cock together. As part of his continued sexual fantasy, needing Jennifer and Julie to continue to look so much alike, having already paid for Julie's breast implants, too, she freely showed him the plastic surgeon's artistry. Yet, despite having seen and felt Julie's breasts, it'd only be fittingly fair for a brother-in-law to fondle what he so generously paid for his sister-in-law to have for her to remain in physical likeness of her twin sister, while she sucked his cock in enthusiastic appreciation.
He was thrilled, an understatement, that he had a wife who'd suck his cock on demand, whenever he wanted her to suck his cock, and whenever he asked her that one, simple question. Every time she was ready to go shopping and every time he asked her about her shopping plans, she'd stop her departure to strip, stroke, suck, lick, and twirl her tongue around his cock, before leaving for the mall. He controlled her mind to unbuckle his pants, remove his clothes, and to stroke his cock, while giving him head, as soon as he asked her that one simple question.
"Jennifer, are you going shopping?"
With the blowjob an integral part of her shopping pleasure, just as she couldn't stop herself from shopping, she couldn't stop herself from sucking him, even if she tried. Because she loved to shop, because shopping and spending his money was her very favorite things to do, she was an easy subject to control by giving her his power of suggestion that included blowjobs, as part of her daily process. Suck cock, go shopping, and spend money, now one wouldn't work without the others. The only way she wouldn't want to suck his cock was if she tired of shopping for clothes and shoes, but that would never happen.
Once dreading to hear her say that she was going shopping to spend his inherited money on more clothes and shoes she didn't need, now he loved asking her, if she was going shopping. A win/win for both of them, he received a blowjob and she received a shopping spree. In the seven years they've been married, never has he enjoyed asking her if she was going shopping, as he does now. Even though she still spends his money, at least now, he gets some sexual satisfaction in return, whenever he wants it. Giving him the opportunity to rest after receiving one of her wonderful blowjobs, now he no longer minds, when she goes shopping, an understatement. Now, he looks forward for her to go shopping.
Even before his power of suggestion for her to give him blowjobs on demand, normally a willing participant and a talented cocksucker, Jennifer loved giving her husband blowjobs. Notwithstanding her love for sucking his cock, like any man, Charles wanted more blowjobs but didn't want the pressured obligation of having to return the sexual favor, that is, unless he was in the mood to lick Jennifer's pussy. Truth be told, if he didn't feel the pressured obligation to return the sexual favor, he'd have his wife suck his cock every day, some days multiple times a day. Yet, feeling pressured to sexually satisfy Jennifer, too, and guilty when he didn't, he was never satisfied by the limited number of blowjobs received, even from a woman who loved sucking cock, as Jennifer certainly did. With her constant shopping and spending of his money, his lack of blowjobs their only marital issue, the power of suggestion was the perfect solution in putting shopping, spending his money, and blowjobs together as one.
Oral sex for Jennifer, with him cumming in her mouth and her swallowing, was never a problem for her, as it was for so many other women, who sucked cock more as their wifely duty than their womanly pleasure. Admittedly, a woman with a self-confessed checkered past, it was hard for him to believe that she somehow maintained her virginity through college and through her brief working career as his private, personal, sexy secretary, that is, until she married Charles. Yet, somehow, despite her good looks, her voluptuous body, and her penchant for sucking cock, she had remained a virgin. With blowjobs her way of saving her virginity, a bit jealously disconcerting for Charles to hear about his wife's checkered past, she confessed that she had lots of boyfriends and had given lots of blowjobs, before they married.
"Lots of boyfriends? What do you mean by lots of boyfriends? Define lots of boyfriends."
He figured what women thought were lots of boyfriends, generally four or five, with all the women that men usually sampled, before marrying, the number of men that women were with always paled in comparison to the number of women that men had.
"You mean give you a number?"
"Yes, without going into details, of course, just a ballpark figure of how many blowjobs you've given. Four? Five?"
"Well, I started seriously dating at 18-years-old, when away at college," she said. "Always a very active woman, surrounded by so very many men," she said with her shy yet wry smile, "I had a lot of interests, music, sports, and games. Popular with the boys in the band, on the football, track, and swim teams, I loved playing chess at the chess club."
"Are you telling me that you blew all of those men?" Looking at her, as if there was something wrong with her for having blown so very many men, Charles looked at her with shocked uncertainty.
"Certainly not, Charles," she said shooting him a sour look, obviously insulted by his suggestion that she sucked every man she knew. "Do you think me a whore?"
"No, of course not, sorry," said Charles. "I just thought--"
"I only blew the ones that I dated," she said with defiant smugness.
Relieved somewhat but not completely comfortable with her blowjob confession, after discovering his wife was not as purely innocent, as he thought she was, when she told him that she was a virgin. Now wondering just how many men she dated, nearly afraid to ask the question, he looked at her with pained curiosity.
"So, just wondering, how many men did you date? Two? Three? Four?"
"Well, let's see," she said taking a moment to think. "There was Jim and Steve from the band. Jim played the trumpet and Steve played the harmonica," she said with a smile, as if remembering them playing their instruments, while she sucked their instruments.
"Harmonica? That's not even an instrument. Even I can play the harmonica. It doesn't seem appropriate that you'd suck the cock of someone who--"
"Do you want me to continue?" She looked at her husband with the superior attitude of a mother scolding her child.
"Yes, of course, sorry. Please continue, Jennifer. I won't interrupt you again."
"Glenn was the quarterback. Anthony and Ron were running backs," she said looking up at the ceiling, as if all the answers, along with her most intimate memories were there, while seemingly swooning. "Dave was the center."
"Yes, so, that's six men that you've--"
"Are you really going to keep count?" She shot him a look and laughed.
"I guess," he said with some trepidation. "Why? Is that a problem that I tally how many men you orally pleasured?"
"No, it's not a problem for me, so long as it's not a problem for you," she said with a shrug and an eye roll.
"Why should you having oral sex with several men from your past to merely maintain your virginity be a problem for me," said Charles trying to act cosmopolitan, but feeling heavy hearted, while wondering how he measured up to the other men in her past, especially the black men.
"Because I'll get you a pen and paper for you to keep score of all the men I've blown," she said with a laugh.
"Keep score? Certainly not. I'd never be so rude to count your lovers." Suddenly nervous, wishing he had never asked the question and wishing he had taken her up on her offer for a pen and paper, Charles imagined Jennifer kneeling in the middle of a football huddle that turned into circle jerk. With cum all over her hair, her face, and her breasts, he imagined her servicing five men at a time, before asking her with trepidation, "Do I need one?"
"You may," she laughed again, but Charles didn't share her laughter.
He didn't think it funny that his wife, the love of his life had given so very many blowjobs to so very many men. Then, when she reached to the coffee table and handed her husband paper and pen, his stomach sank.
"Just a guess, not that it matters, but were Anthony and Ron black men?"
He imagined two, big black men, one on either side of her getting a blowjob from her.
"Yes. Why? Does it bother you that I blew black men, as well as white men?"
"No, of course not. Not at all," he said in a quiet and preoccupied voice.
"Don't worry, Charles," she said, as if reading his mind. "Your cock is bigger than any black man that I've blown. Matter of fact, you have the biggest and best cock that I ever sucked," she said with a wide smile.
"Thank you, Jennifer, I think." Feeling a bit disconcerted before, he felt better now that he had the biggest and the best cock that she ever had in her mouth.
"You're welcome, Charles."
"Only, how many black men did you--"
"Are you going to continue to interrupt me or do you want me to tell you about my past?"
"Sorry, Jennifer, please continue."
"Okay. Let's see. There was Tyrone and Marcus from the track team, they were black. I dated Dean and Bob from the swim team. They were white."
"Just so I understand, just so I don't get this wrong, when you say you dated, does that mean you sucked their cocks?"
"Yes, silly," she said smiling, as if she was imagining their cocks in her mouth, again. "What boyfriend dating a girlfriend who looks like me wouldn't want me to suck their cock?"
"That makes ten men," said Charles holding up two hands, "four black men and six white men. Is that correct? Is that all the men you've blown? Or do I need to remove my shoes to keep an accurate count?" He looked at her with hurt that she had blown so many men and possibly a few more.
"Don't be mean, Charles. You were the one who asked the question. You were the one who was curious to know about my sexual past."
"You're right, Jen, and I apologize for my brash comment. Please continue."
"Where was I?"
"We're up to ten men that you sucked, four black men and six white men," said Charles still holding up both hands with extended fingers and now kicking off his shoes.
"I gave you a pen and paper, Charles," she Jen with another shrug and eye roll.
"Yes, I see that," said Charles lowering his hands and putting on his shoes, and quickly writing down the list of men that his wife told him that she had blown.
"Oh, I almost forgot. I blew Feng from the chess club. He's Asian. Chinese, I think."
"Feng? You blew some pimply faced, Chinese nerd from the chess club? You blew eleven men?"
"No, of course not, silly," said Jennifer with a laugh.
"Oh, I thought," said Charles relieved, "when you said that you dated them that--"
"Yes, I did say that and I did date them, but I didn't count all the others," she said with a laugh. "I blew many more men than that."
"All the others?" With a furrowed brow and a pained expression, Charles looked at her in disbelief. "What others? Gees, Jen, just how many men have you blown?"
"Well, when counting all the dorm parties that I went to and all the drugs and drinking that we did, there were so very many more men that I, um, dated," she said fluttering her eyelids, as if they were wings and as if she was about to fly away to a time in college, when she was carefree and sexually promiscuous. "Then, there were all the activities that we did, bowling, golf, ping pong, and movies later, that always somehow ended up at Rocky Bluffs Cliff, where we got better acquainted, in the backseat of a car, if you know what I mean."



"Yes, I can imagine what you mean by getting better acquainted, but ping pong? C'mon, really? Let's cut the crap and cut to the chase, Jennifer. Not that it matters now, but just how many men have you blown?"
"I don't really know, Charles. Had I had a pen and paper in the way that you're counting my past dating relationships now, I may have been able to come up with a more correct--"
"Take a guess," she Charles with exasperation.
"Conservatively?"
"Nah, I dare you to shock me. Go wild. Pick a number on the high side," said Charles looking annoyed that his wife was such a cocksucker. "You're not the only one who has had a bevy of lovers and a checkered past," he said with arrogant smugness. "I've been with twenty or thirty women, if I count and include those women that I made out with and felt their breasts through their blouses and bras, while they felt my cock through my pants."
"You don't really count having a sexual relationship with a woman that you merely kissed, while feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra, as she felt your cock through your pants, do you?"
"Guys are different than women, Jen. Even if our dates don't culminate in intercourse, climax with a blowjob, or even end with a hand job, we count making out and feeling them up as being intimate with a woman."
"Really?" Obviously shocked by the differences between women and men, Jennifer stared at her husband with curiosity. "Women don't count being with a man, unless they've had intercourse. Most times, blowjobs are nothing more than a French kiss. Matter of fact, sometimes, depending on the man, sucking his tongue in a French kiss can be more exciting, erotically exhilarating, and intimate than sucking his cock."
"Really?" Obviously shocked by the difference again, between men and women, Charles stared at his wife with curiosity. "A French kiss? Seriously, women believe blowjobs are equal to a French kiss?"
"Yes, sometimes they do, Charles. Blowjobs are more the big deal for a man than they are for a woman," she said with a unconcerned shrug of her shoulders.
"Maybe my question to you should be how many men have you French kissed, instead of blown," said Charles with a haughty laugh.
"Well, hoping that I don't shock you, if I were to go on the wild side and take a stab at how many men I sucked, keeping in mind College Bowls, Super Bowls, baseball and basketball games, playoff, championships, World Series games, yacht races, Kentucky Derbies, Indy 500's, Nascar events, and chick flicks, I probably sucked the cocks of more than..."
"Yes? Tell me. I can take it. Twenty? Twenty-five? Thirty? More than thirty?" Hoping for the best, while trying to stay strong and remain positive, Charles gulped his dismay at Jennifer's promiscuous confession.
"Don't get mad, Charles. You're the one who asked me the question and this was before I even knew you," said Jen.
"I won't be mad, Jen," said Charles with impatient trepidation.
"And I want you to know, even though I've had a lot of boyfriends in my past, even if I sucked the cocks of lots of men, I'd never cheat on you, Charles. Your cock is the last cock that I'll ever suck."
"Of course," said Charles with impatience. "So, how many men do you think you've blown?"
"Well, if I had to give it a number, probably more than a couple of hundred men."
"What? More than a couple of hundred men? Seriously? You had more than a couple of hundred cocks in your mouth?"
"Yeah, well, just off the top of my head, that sounds about right, but certainly, no more than three hundred."
He looked at his wife, as if she had just told him that she was impregnated by another man. Still staring at her, imagining her sucking man after man after man, he remained silent for a few minutes.
"I'm just shocked," he said with obvious disappointment that his wife wasn't the virginal bride that he thought she was, just because she never had sexual intercourse, that is, until she had that with him on their wedding night.
"I knew I shouldn't have told you," she said with embarrassed sadness. "Some things between a man and a woman should be left unsaid and never confessed. Wanting to be open and honest, not wanting us to have any secrets, I thought that you could handle the woman that I was."
"No, don't be silly, Jen. I'm glad you told me about your past and I apologize if I made you uncomfortable. All of that is behind you. Now, if we were ever to run into one of your old, um, dates, I'll know not to be jealous, I think. So, tell me, just curious, now that we're so openly discussing this, did they all cum in your mouth?"
"Charles. Really. Look at me," she said looking down at herself, before smiling up at him with her big, blue eyes. "I'm hot and was even hotter, when I was younger. Of course, they all ejaculated in my mouth. Who wouldn't cum in my mouth, if they had the opportunity?"
"You do make a good point, Jen, but did you swallow?"
"Now, really, Charles, it wouldn't be much of a blowjob, unless I swallowed, now would it?"
Maybe because he was jealous or hurt or a combination of the both because she had sucked off so very many men, and maybe having her suck off even more men was his way of using her to get back at her but, it was then, that he decided to go ahead with his cock sucking plan to share his wife's mouth with his friends. If she immediately remembered sucking more than two hundred cocks, possibly three hundred pricks, he could only imagine the real number of blowjobs she must have given men, before they met. Besides, if she already sucked more than two hundred cocks, what difference would a few more cocks make? The only thing that excited him more than having her suck his cock, was imagining her sucking the cock of another man, while he watched, of course. Not knowing until he tried, he wondered if his hypnotic suggestion would give him the control over her that he needed to watch her give his friends blowjobs, too.
Needing to try to see if his blowjobs on demand would work on his friend, he invited his friend, John, over the house and explained the situation. He had John sit in the chair in the living room, where he normally sat, when Jennifer got down on her knees, between his legs, and sucked his cock.
"Let me ask you a question, John."
"Sure, Charles. Go ahead."
"What do you think of my wife?"
"What do I think of your wife? Drop dead gorgeous, she's the most beautiful woman I've seen in my life. She's stunningly beautiful," said John smiling at his friend. "And truth be told, how you got someone like her is--"
"Yeah, well, the fact remains that I did," said Charles with a confident laugh. "Perhaps, no doubt, it helped that I inherited my Dad's fortune," he said laughing again.
"If it only takes money to buy a woman like Jennifer, you make me wish that I was rich, Charles. Yet, for richer or poorer, I know that she loves you," said John.
"You're right, John. Jennifer does love me, as I love her. So, let me as you this. Are you attracted to her?"
"Am I attracted to Jennifer? Listen, Charles, I'd never cheat with the wife of a friend and I apologize when I inappropriately hugged Jennifer a little too long and a little too hard, while groping her ass and feeling her tit on New Year's Eve, but I was drunk."
"I accept your apology, John, even though I didn't know you groped Jen's ass and felt her tit," said Charles with a laugh, "but I wasn't talking about that. Are you attracted to Jennifer?"
"Of course, Charles. Who wouldn't be attracted to Jennifer? One would have to be gay not to be attracted to Jennifer. I mean to say that I'd never fool around with another man's wife but--"
"What if I agreed that it was okay for you to fool around with my wife?"
"Pardon? I'm sorry. A sexual fantasy ran away with my mind. I thought you actually said that it was okay for me to fool around with your wife," said John with a nervous laugh.
"I did."
"Seriously?" John sat up in his chair to look harder at his friend. "Only, what do you mean by fooling around?"
"If you don't mind terribly, I'd like for Jennifer to give you a blowjob, while you play with her tits."
"Mind terribly? Oh, my God, Charles, no disrespect, but I'd love for Jennifer to suck my cock, while I play with her tits. Only, what does Jennifer think about this? Would she really suck my cock, while I fondled her breasts?"
"Calm down, John. I've given Jennifer a hypnotic suggestion. Every time I ask her if she's going shopping and spends my money, she sucks my cock, before leaving for the mall."
"Really? Wow. No kidding. Knowing how much Jennifer loves to shop and spend your money, she must be sucking your cock every day."
"She does like to shop and spend my money, and she does suck my cock every day."
"You're a lucky man, Charles, a very lucky man."
"Only, I wanted to see if my power of suggestion worked on someone other than me."
"Count me in, Charles. In the name of science and scientific experimentation, anything that I can do to help a friend, I'm here for you, Charles."
"So, you wouldn't mind terribly, if Jennifer sucked your cock?"
"Oh, I think that I can bear the experience, Charles, while keeping a stiff upper lip, along with everything else that will surely stiffen," said John with a wry grin.
"Thank you so very much for your indulgence in my little extramarital experiment, John."
"Don't mention it, Charles. It will be my pleasure, I'm sure."
"Stay right there and I'll call Jennifer. She's getting ready to go shopping."
"Jennifer?" Charles called her from the other side of the house.
"Yes, Charles," said Jennifer from upstairs and through her closed bedroom door.
Charles stepped from the living room and walked closer to the staircase for his wife to hear him, he raised his voice, before ducking out of sight.
"Jennifer, are you going shopping?"
A few, long, agonizing, yet exciting seconds of sexual anticipation ticked by, before Charles heard the bedroom doorknob turn and watched the bedroom door slowly open. With her hair carefully coiffed and her makeup perfectly applied, dressed in her favorite outfit, that looked much like an airline stewardess's uniform, a white, button blouse with a navy blue, short skirt, her perfect outfit to get in and out of while trying on clothes at the mall, he watched his wife emerge from the bedroom and descend down the stairs. Standing at a distance, but in sight of the living room chair, where John sat waiting, as if she was in a hypnotic trance, he watched Jennifer slowly walk down the stairs and into the living room to his friend.
Sure enough, as if he was sitting in the chair instead of his friend, Jennifer walked up to John, while slowly unbuttoning her blouse. One slow, unbuttoned button at a time, once her blouse was unbuttoned, she flayed it open and lifted up her bra. Then, she fell to her knees in between John's legs. Just as she had done to him so very many times, Charles watched his wife feel his friend's cock through his pants, while she looked up at John, as if he was him. He couldn't believe Jennifer exposed her breasts to his friend. He couldn't believe his wife was getting ready to suck his friend's cock.
Sexually excited watching his wife, he couldn't believe it, when she unzipped and unbuckled his friend, removed his pants and underwear, took his cock in her hot, little hand, kissed, licked, and fondled his prick, while stroking him. He watched John fondling Jennifer's big tits, while fingering her hard nipples. Then, when his wife lowered her head to take John's cock in her mouth and started sucking him, Charles unzipped himself and pulled out his cock, too.
He watched his wife blowing his friend, while he fondled the head of his prick. Masturbating himself, while watching his wife blow John, he watched his wife suck his friend to an orgasm. Then, when John put a hand to the back of Jennifer's head, he humped her face and fucked her mouth, in the way that Charles had done to his wife so many times, before unloading his cum in his pretty wife's mouth. Seeing the look of lust on John's face, he couldn't believe it, when he watched his friend explode his cum in Jennifer's willing mouth. Having worked perfectly, Charles couldn't wait to try his blowjobs on demand out on more of his friends.
One by one, Charles invited all his friends to his house, Tom, Jerry, Bill, Dave, Bob, Jim, Steve, and Paul. One by one, just as she had done with John and Charles before him, Jennifer blew all of his friends. Just as exciting to receive daily blowjobs from Jennifer, watching Jennifer blow his friends was equally as exciting.
Charles wondered what went through her mind, if anything at all, when he asked her if she was going shopping and when she was on her knees sucking his cock and now all of his friends' cocks. Under his powerful hypnotic suggestion, Charles wondered if she knew she was sucking his cock every day. Moreover, did she know she was sucking his friends' cocks, too?
Feeling as if he had the perfect life with the perfect wife, but for her history of all the men she blew in her checkered past, he felt he had his very own robotic Stepford wife, a wife that obeyed everything her husband requested of her. His dirty, little secret, and a secret that he swore his friends to keep, his friends all wanted Charles to teach them how to do that with their wives. Yet, even though he knew that if he taught his friends how to so control their wives that he'd be rewarded with blowjobs from their wives, too, he feared that his secret would be abused and discovered. Therefore, he refused their requests.
Jennifer was a confident woman with a strong jaw and with a good sense of self. Knowing that not all people can be so hypnotized and so controlled, even while under hypnosis, he suspected that having her do this particular behavior on demand and on command must have, at the very least, caused her some deep internal and sub-conscious confusion. Feeling bad about so controlling her, he didn't feel bad enough to stop. He knew that she loved him madly and wanted to please him, yet she had always followed her natural desire as to when, where, and how she'd suck him. With them not always on the same schedule of when to have sex, always a problem in their marriage, just as were her out of control shopping sprees, no doubt, blowjobs on demand not only stopped them from arguing over sex, as well as shopping and spending money, but also saved their marriage.
Charles wished that he could patent his power of suggestion and, for the betterment of mankind, share with all of male humanity the control he had over his wife. If others only knew what he was able to do with his wife and what they could do with their wives, girlfriends, and significant others, solely through mind control, they'd pay him a fortune to have that level of control over their women. Oh, my, God, blowjobs on demand, without any struggle, is every man's dream come true. Only, he knew the control that he had over his wife, would be abused in the way that he was now abusing his wife by forcing her to suck his cock every day, as well as the cocks of other men.
It wasn't as if Jennifer didn't give him oral sex often, she enjoyed going down on Charles. He was blessed that she was one of the rare women who enjoyed giving blowjobs and the act of her sucking him made her excited as well. She was a keeper and, admittedly, sometimes he felt like a real creep deceiving her, by so controlling her, especially after having her suck off all of his friends. Suspecting she had no idea that she had blown all of his friends, what he did by forcing her to suck his friends didn't make him feel creepy enough to stop commanding Jennifer to give him and his friends blowjobs. Only, Charles didn't know that Jennifer had a sexy secret, too.
"Jennifer," said her identical twin sister Julie, "you have so many beautiful clothes and shoes. I realize Charles is rich, but how can you afford to buy so much? Doesn't he complain that you spend so very much of his money, too much of his money?"
"Charles willingly gives me his unlimited credit card and I go shopping with it every day," said Jennifer.
"I wish my husband was as rich and as generous as your husband," said Julie. "What's your secret?"
"Blowjobs."
"Blowjobs? What do you mean, blowjobs?"
"I give Charles a blowjob and he hands me his credit card."
"I blow my husband, too, but he'd never allow me to spend so much money on clothes and shoes."
"Just as I go shopping every day, I suck his cock every day."
"Every day? Wait, just so I understand. You give Charles a daily blowjob to shop?"
"Yes, only he doesn't know that I know."
"He doesn't know that you know what...that you're blowing him? I don't understand. How could he not know that you know that you're blowing him, unless he drugs you and you're sucking him in your sleep?"
"He thinks that he's hypnotized me. Now, he even has me blowing his friends."
"His friends? Oh, my God, Jennifer, you blow his friends, too?"
"Yes."
"Charles has some good looking friends. Have you blown John?"
"Yes."
"Dave?"
"Yes."
"Jim?"
"Yes."
"And what does Charles do, while you're sucking their cocks?"
"He watches, while masturbating. Then, once I'm done, he gives me his credit card."
"Wow," said Julie falling silent. "Just wondering, do you think that Charles can teach his sexy secret to my husband, so that he can hypnotize me, too? I'd suck my husband's cock every day for new clothes and shoes."
"No, Charles won't share his secret with anyone," said Jennifer
"Just thinking and kidding out loud, but do you think Charles would like for the equally hot sister of his wife, her identical twin, his sister-in-law to suck his cock and the cock of his friends, while he watches and masturbates, so long as he gives you his credit card to buy me clothes and shoes, too?"
"Maybe," said Jennifer with a laugh. "If you're game, I'm game. Perhaps if you hung around the house more often, while giving Charles up skirt flashes of your panty and down blouse views of your bra and tits, he may decide to hypnotize you, too," she said with a laugh.
"So long as it's okay with you, Jen, I'd suck cock for new clothes and shoes," said Julie.
It wasn't long before Charles hypnotized, or at least, he thought that he hypnotized Julie and gave her a suggestion to suck his cock and the cock of his friends. Now Jennifer and Julie go shopping and spend money every day, that is, after they suck Charles' cock and that of one of his friends.
THE END
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Never Too Old for Love and Sex
An elderly couple finds true love and hot sex at the nursing home
Dear Sam,
In this day of e-mail, Facebook, and Twitter, I know that I should be sending you an e-mail, writing something on your Facebook wall, or posting you a Twit but, just like in the old days, a handwritten, perfume scented letter is so much more personal, don't you think? Besides, I can't send you a pair of my panties through the computer, now can I?
The scent, by the way, is Coco, by Chanel. I just hope you don't think me cuckoo for being so forward in confessing my feelings for you but we have such little precious time left to waste playing games. I want you to know that I haven't given anyone my panties, since Elvis, Tom Jones, and Engelbert Humberdinck.
While you're holding this letter in your hands and reading it, I hope you will think of holding and kissing me. Not too shy to admit it, too old to wait for you to know that I want you, and to wait for you to make the first move, I'm overwhelmed with love and sexual passion for you.
Love at first sight, from the moment I saw you from across the crowded recreation room, I loved you unconditionally. You were playing cards with the boys and I was playing ping pong and gossiping with the girls. By the way, we were all talking about you, the new, cute guy.
So long as you feel the same way about me, we're lucky to have found one another at our age. Truth be told, I don't feel 75-years-old and truth be told, you don't look 75-years-old. I apologize for being so bold and so offensively literal but, I was just wondering, can you still pound the pussy, please the beaver, part the clam, and pulsate the mound? My wet pussy aches for your hard cock.
It's okay if you can no longer cut the mustard, so long as you can still lick the jar, if you know what I mean. Other than with my fingers, my dildo, and my vibrator, I have a dildo autographed by George Clooney, by the way, it's been a long time since I've had sex. It's been a long time since I felt, fondled, and stroked a hard cock in my hand. It's been a long time since I tasted, licked, and sucked a dick in my mouth. Too long ago, I can't remember, when I had a prick banging, slamming, and fucking my pussy.
I'm not embarrassed to admit, especially with you being so good looking, that I'd like to have sex again, exclusively with you, before I die. I'd love for you to hump my face and fuck my mouth. I'm not one of those women who dabbles, when a man dangles his cock in front of her mouth. I dare say that I'd give you the best head banging, slurp sounding, cock sucking blowjob you ever had in your life. You may cum in my mouth, of course. I swallow.
Having never smoked and having only drank socially, always having exercised, I'm in excellent health for my age. I still have my sexy legs and round, firm ass. If I say so myself, I look pretty good naked. My C cup breasts don't sag as much as many of the other ladies modest B cup breasts. Many of these women need to take more pride in their appearance and, at the very least, wear a bra. There's nothing attractive about seeing their breasts hanging below their waist.
Truth be told, just in case you're wondering, my tits look the same as they did, when I was fifty-five-years-old. I bet that caught your interest, along with a stir in your pants. How would you like to touch, feel, fondle, and suck 55-year-old breasts?
Proud of my tits, very sensitive to the touch, my nipples make me wet when fingered, pulled, twisted, and sucked. Oh, Sam, my breasts need the touch of your hand and my nipples ache for your fingers and for your mouth. Hoping that I don't scare you away, I don't mind telling you, Sam, that I have the libido of a 40-year-old woman.
I'm always so very horny and I still get wet, if you know what I mean. Pardon me for being so bold but, I'd suck your cock, if you'd let me, I would. You've never had a blowjob, until I've blown you. Having sucked a lot of cocks in my life of more men that I care to remember, I love sucking cock, Sam. I'd have to remove my dentures, of course, but have you ever had a gum job? I've been told, more than once, that gum jobs are so much better than blowjobs.
Without my teeth getting in the way, I can put more pressure on your cock with my gums than I can with my teeth. Unlike other women who just dabble and lick instead of suck, when they have a cock in their mouths, I'm a real cocksucker. Just in case you missed it the first time that I wrote it, you may cum in my mouth, Sam. I swallow.
A free spirit, a real pistol, I'm highly spirited. If I still had the pole that I had in my bedroom here at the nursing home, I bet I could still put on quite the show onstage, just as I did backstage, too, especially, if I was wearing a short shirt without panties, if you know what I mean. I still have my onstage costumes. I was Madam Butterfly back then, such a long time ago. Only, the women here would surely think me a slut, a hussy, and a whore, if I dared give the men what they want, a senior citizen, striptease show.
Going by the nickname of Sparkie, people remark about my spunk all the time. A sensual and sexual woman, a real firecaracker, you'll never find a hotter and more generous lover than me, lover boy. I think that I get some of my moxie from my mother. Always acting like the lady that she was, she was married five times. A buxom, beautiful, bodacious blonde, the men in the neighborhood used to call her Zsa Zsa. No doubt, with my blonde, albeit dyed blonde hair and big, natural tits, I take after her.
Now that we're older, Sam, why waste time playing the chase and tickle games that the rest of the old fogies play, when they think no one is looking? As if they're still back in junior high school, some of these people are so very immature. I'd fuck you right in the hall, if you'd wanted. On my knees or lying down, I'd suck your cock in the men's room, if that was your desire. I'd allow you to strip me naked and parade me around the entire complex with a dog leash around my neck, if that would get your motor running.
"Woof! Woof!"
I'd rather be more direct in telling you that I want you and must have you. Do me, Sam, do me. Use me. Abuse me. Fuck my pussy and fuck my mouth. Make me cum. Make me your slutty sex slave. Do with me what you always wanted to do with a woman, but never had the chance or the courage. Let's have some real fun, Sam. Let's go out with a bang, instead of a whimper. Strip me naked, tie me up, and spank me. Oh, yeah, baby. Make me your bitch.
My high spirit and strong will makes me appear to be a bit stubbornly self-centered and a selfish kind of girl, but I just can't help myself, especially when I'm on task and am driven to complete my mission. With my new mission being bagging and banged by you, when I see something that I want, I go get it and what I want right now is you, Sam. I want to make love to you, my love.
"Fuck me, Sam. Fuck me. Take me, I'm yours."
You don't look like the sort of wishy-washy man to me and I get the impression that you wouldn't want your woman to be any other way, especially in bed, right? While holding hands laughing and talking, I'd love to take long walks with you. If you dared me, I'd even go skinny dipping in the pond with you.
Especially during the late spring, summer, and early fall, the rural area we live in is so rich with nature's aromas. On a clear day with the sun shining down upon it, the color of the fields of heather and the smells of wild flowers is breathtaking and so calmingly beautiful. No doubt, with the other residents watching out their windows, I'd love to lie out on a blanket in the open field and make love.
I love flowers, Sam, especially wild flowers, and that's a direct hint. Pick me some wild flowers, Sam. Never been a long stemmed, American beauty fan, with each rose looking exactly like the other. Now, wild flowers, with all their imperfections, are all so very different and more interesting, especially to paint. Much more like people, with every flower different in the way that snowflakes are different, looking at a freshly picked bunch of wild flowers is like looking at life in a vase.
I need to be with you, Sam. I'd walk with you forever, my big, strong man. Sadly, I wish we had more time to enjoy what's left of our lives together. With both of us still healthy, we still have time to take in all that the creator has given us to enjoy. There's still so much that we haven't seen and experienced. As you understand very well, after nearly eight decades of living life, we don't have much time left, so why play silly games by pretending that we don't like one another and want one another? I want you, Sam, I really want you.
What worries me is you, Sam, you seem to be out of sorts lately. It's my wish to make you happy, contented, and sexually satisfied. Having worked all your life, until your 72th birthday, so fidgety and restless now, I couldn't help but notice that you're not the type of man who enjoys retirement. Sometimes you look bored. Maybe it would help your spirit for you to find a part-time job but should we really be working at our age? I've watched, as you've tried over and again to find work and I've felt your disappointment each time the job doesn't come through. Should we really have to find work at this age? Maybe it's finally time we just relax.
With the world turned upside down and backwards, my Dad retired at 55-years-old. Granted, he didn't live much longer than that, but now that we're all living longer, we should finally do what we want to do, instead of having to work at a job we hate, just for a few dollars. What I want to do, Sam, is to make love with you. I need to have sex with you. My pussy aches for you. I need to suck your cock, Sam. Maybe, after being with me, you won't feel as fidgety, restless, and bored.
There is comfort to take when we cuddle up on the couch with a blanket over our lap, while watching TV together. I shocked you, when I put your big hand on my breast and fondled your cock through your pants, just as I shocked you, when I unzipped you. I so wanted to reach my hand inside your pants and pull out your penis, but you stopped me. Since we were sitting in back, I would have taken out my teeth, put my head in your lap, and sucked you. No one would have known. They were all too busy watching reruns of Golden Girls.
I try so hard to be a good but, always still so very horny, I sometimes succumb to my whims. I've been so terribly lonely lately, Sam. I figure, if not now, then when? We may as well grab for all the gusto we can, no matter what the consequences.
I'd take it as my personal responsibility to keep you happy and safe. My loyal concern for you knows no bounds. I will get both of us in trouble, if I'm not held in check, and that's always exciting to me. I need to tell you that it's a Godsend that you sometimes scold me and reprove me just enough without breaking my spirit. After all, it's my incredible spirit that makes me who I am, you know. Otherwise, I never would have sent you such an erotic love letter, as the one you're reading now.
Did you like receiving my panties, Sam? Sniff them, while imagining sniffing and licking me. I can't wait to feel your fingers, your mouth, your lips, and your tongue in my pussy.
I was walking through the cornfield the other day and spotted a coyote. Such a beautiful wild animal, the sight of him made me feel alive. He made me miss my dog, a German Shepherd, named Gus. Oh, Sam, having lived so long in the city, what a great adventure that was seeing that animal in the wild.
As soon as he spotted me waving my scarf at him to scare him off, he took off at light speed. That was so exciting and scary for me. I surely didn't want to become his lunch. Yet, I'd allow you to be my wild animal, Sam. I'd allow you to ravish me. I'd love for you to eat me, Sam.
When I hear the Canadian geese flying overhead and making such a racket, I envy the freedom that birds enjoy. If I die, I'd love to come back as a bird and enjoy the wind beneath my wings uplifting me higher, as I soared effortlessly through the sky.
If I could pick a bird, I'd pick a bird of prey, a hawk and you could be my pigeon. I'd eat you all up, Sam, I would. With their big wingspan and colorful tail feathers, Hawks are so beautiful to watch. Maybe with all that I've written in this letter and all that I've confessed to you, I'm scaring you away. Don't be afraid of me, Sam. I don't bite. I just suck.
The reason I decided to write this letter is to let you know that you are the most important person in the world to me and to thank you for all the loving care that you've already given me by being my friend. Only, I need more than friendship. As I overheard my granddaughter saying on her cell phone, I need a fuck buddy.
I want and need to take our friendship to the next level. Maybe you don't have the same feelings for me that I have for you, but that's okay. Maybe you're impotent and don't have those feelings anymore, at all, but that's okay, too. We can still cuddle. We can still make love and we can still have sex without penetration. In time, you'll love me, in the way that I love you. I'm so fortunate to have you in my life and I hope you feel the same way about me.
I love you, Sam, and always will.
Your loving woman,
Irene
* * * * *
Dear Irene,
What a wonderful surprise to receive your letter! As you can probably tell from my poor handwriting, I don't write very much.
Having never said it to you before, you make me want to confess my feelings now. I love you and care about you too, Irene. The L word has always been difficult for me to say, even at my age. You are my favorite, wild, crazy, and enormously funny, blonde, busty, beautiful babe in the whole world.
Man, I sure did the right thing when I picked you out of the group of card playing, senior citizen ladies at the nursing home, only to discover that you picked me. You've truly been a handful, but it has paid off now. Never have I had as much fun, just walking, while talking to you. You lived the life that I wish I had lived. Now that I know you want me, as much as I want you, I want to spend the rest of my years with you, my darling, Irene.
Let's get into my oversized, recliner chair and cuddle, while planning our new life together. There's room enough for two. Let's make a wish list, our personal bucket list, of all that we can do with our new found love relationship. Now that we're together, maybe instead of living here we can get our own apartment. Yet, just as I wrote that, I know that we can't live anywhere but here. With all that we have here, people who clean and cook for us, while medically caring for us, we can have a good life here, so long as I can sneak you in my room and you can sneak me in your room.
To answer your question, Irene, yes, I still can pound the pussy, please the beaver, part the clam, and pulsate the mound? I'd love to fill all your holes with my cock, baby. And don't worry about me not licking the jar, just as I'd love to fill your hand, your mouth, and your pussy with my cock, I'd love to fill your pussy with my tongue, too.
My Dorothy, God rest her soul, didn't do oral sex. In the forty-four years we were together, she didn't take me in her mouth, but for a few times. Even when she took me in her mouth, she never gave me a real blowjob. When she briefly sucked me, while stroking me, there was much more stroking than sucking. Then, when I was ready to cum, she'd pull me from her mouth and have me cum on her tits. Even though I always wanted to, even though I begged her to allow me to cum in her mouth just once, she never allowed me to cum in her mouth.
I'm glad you're a cocksucker, Irene, and I'd love for you to give me a gum job. I'd love to hump your face and fuck your mouth, Irene, I would, I really would. I'd love to make you my bitch, my own personal slutty, sex slave. Gees, if only my grandchildren could hear Grandpa talking dirty now. And I don't mind you pretending if I'm George Clooney, so long as I can cum in your mouth and you swallow. I'd make you my one and only fuck buddy.
Since you're being so sexually honest and open, there are some things that I'd love to do with you that my wife, God rest her soul, would never do. When in the recreation room, I'd love for you to wear a short skirt with a low cut blouse. Making it appear accidental, I'd love for you to flash Ben, Walter, Joe, and George. I'd love for you to give them plenty of up skirt peeks of your panties and down blouse views of your bra. Further, I'd love to go skinny dipping with you, so long as I can invite a few of my best pals to watch you stripping naked.
Wow! I can't wait to feel, fondle, finger, and suck your 55-year-old tits and nipples. I can't wait, Irene, to finally live out the sexual fantasies that I always wanted to do. Hurry and write back.
Love to you,
Sam
* * * * *
Dear Sam,
I'm going to make you the happiest man in this nursing home. Meet me in the recreation room at 4pm. Just for you, I can't wait to flash my panties, my bra, my naked pussy, and my tits to your friends.
Love, humps, hugs, and kisses,
Irene
* * * * *
Dear Irene,
You may not know us, but we're the staff that cleans your room, cooks your meals, and makes sure that you're safe. Along with your pink, scented panties, I found your letter to Sam and read it. The letter was the hottest letter I've ever read and if your pussy smells anything like your panties, I'm in Heaven.
I just wanted you to know that if Sam doesn't take you up on your offer, if Sam doesn't treat you right, then we are all interested.
Sincerely,
Tyrone, Anthony, Wally, and Bob
* * * * *
Dear Tyrone, Anthony, Wally, and Bob,
I'm a night owl and Sam turns in promptly at 9pm. As you already know, my door is always unlocked. What Sam doesn't know, won't hurt him. If you men were to sneak in my room after midnight, I promise to show you all a good time.
Bring some hot fudge and whip cream and we'll have our own little penis party.
Irene
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Tucked in the far corner of a dark, dancehall parking lot, Sarah, also known as Robert, was having sex in a car with Joseph, also known as Josephine. Having sex in a car was no big deal. A lot of couples have sex in cars. Yet, if a passerby could see through the steamy windows, a sight to behold, even at a Halloween Masquerade party, which this wasn't, they'd see a woman dressed as a man and a man dressed as a woman having sex in the backseat of a car.
With her shirt unbuttoned and her bra lifted to her shoulders, Josephine's hands were all over Robert's big tits. Unable to control themselves, unable to wait to make love at his house or her apartment, he filled her pussy with his cock in the backseat of his black Chrysler 300. In an out, they humped, while fucking. Deeper and deeper, Josephine pushed his cock in Robert's pussy.
"I love your tits, Robert. So big, so firm, and so round, I love sucking your nipples, while fucking you."
"Fuck me, Josephine. Stick your big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy."
Unusual for Sarah to be so openly sexual, with all the dirty talking she was doing, she was always able to maintain her decorum, even during her college days, when she was a sexy cheerleader for a horny football team that were free with their comments and quicker with their hands, when on the official team bus. Even though she was invited, more than once, to give some college jock a hand job and/or a blowjob, as their reward for winning a football game, whether on a plane, a train, or a ship, she never had sex in a vehicle. Sure, when dressed as Sarah, she kissed, fondled, groped, and felt plenty of men in cars before, while allowing men to kiss, fondle, grope and feel her, but she never did the actually sexual act in a car, that is, until now.
Beyond reasonability, as weird as it was wildly erotic, with her tongue down his throat, Sarah was making out with a man she had just met, a man who was dressed as a woman, while Joseph was making out with her, a woman he had just met, a woman who was dressed as a man. All a bit convolutedly topsy-turvy, their cross dressing not only added to their physical attraction to one another but also to their sexual excitement. Sometimes difficult to tell one from the other, with Joseph dressed as Josephine and Sarah dressed as Robert, reporting the sexual activity of their actions may be a bit difficult without a scorecard.
She wondered if Joseph was married or attached to someone? Unlike her to fool around with a man that was already in a committed relationship, Sarah no longer cared. All she knew was, after dancing with him all night, after feeling his firm, tight ass through his short skirt, and after going up the front of his miniskirt to feel his cock through his silk panties, she had to have him.
While on the dance floor, already wet with sexual desire for him, she imagined sucking him, before fucking him. With his cock nearly sticking out the side of his panty, the contrast of his hard cock against the softness of his silk panties was so very exciting. Between the floral scent of his perfume and the musky aroma of her cologne, their combined fragrances were intoxicating. With his body pressed and rubbing against her, nearly dry humping her with the beat of the music, no longer able to control her sexual lust for him, she needed to feel his big, hard cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy.
Now that the dance was over and with everyone gone home, they were alone, while sitting in the backseat of his car, a car that had a seat wide and long enough to accommodate whatever they wanted to do sexually. After feeling his big prick through his panty all night, she couldn't wait to see it. She couldn't wait to reach beneath his short skirt, push his panty aside, pull out his cock, and hold his prick in her hand, while stroking him, before sucking him. Never has she wanted to blow a man as much as she wanted to suck Josephine's cock. Wanting to feel the heat of his hardness in her hand, in the way that he was feeling the warm wetness of her tongue in his mouth, never had she given a blowjob in a car, until now. A first time for everything, never has she had sex with a man dressed as a woman, while she was dressed as a man, until now. Never has she wanted anyone to remove her suit pants, pull down her boxer shorts, finger, lick, and fuck her pussy, as she wanted him to do to her, until now.
"Oh, Josephine, I love the feel of your hard cock through your silk panties," said Sarah kissing and kissing Joseph. "Never would I have imagined the feel of silk would be so exciting against my fingertips. I can't wait to suck you," she said whispering in his ear, while licking the inside of his ear.
"Oh, Robert, I love the feel of your big, bra clad breasts through your men's shirt and necktie," said Joseph kissing and kissing Sarah.
With her hand fingering the head of his cock through his pink panty, while his cock pushed and pulsated against her fingers, Sarah felt Joseph's big bulge grow harder. Unable to wait any longer, she pushed Joseph's panty aside with her manicured finger and pulled out his prick. Fondling him, while stroking him and French kissing him, eager to take a peek, she lifted up his short skirt to see his big prick.
"Your cock is so big, Josephine," she said stroking him faster, while fondling the head of his cock with her fingertips.
"Your breasts are so big, Robert," he said feeling her through her clothes. "I love your big, hard nipples," he said taking them in his mouth to suck them.
While Sarah was kissing him, feeling his cock through his panties, before freeing and stroking his cock, Joseph was unbuttoning Sarah's shirt. Feeling her abundant breasts through her bra, before lifting her bra and exposing her beautiful breasts, he fingered her nipples, before sucking them. With no turning back now, unable to stop to find a more private place, the attention that he paid to her nipples was all that Sarah needed to put her over the edge. While Joseph reclined back in the comfort of the leather seat, Sarah lowered herself down to take his cock in her mouth.
"Suck my cock, Robert. Suck me. Blow me, Robert. Blow me."
"My pleasure, Josephine. I can't wait to take your big cock in my mouth."
Robert sucked Josephine's cock, until he was hard and ready. Then, Josephine removed Robert's dress pants and pulled down her boxer shorts. With his finger fingering her clit and fucking her pussy, Josephine leaned Robert back in the softness of the black leather seat. Then, draping her legs over his shoulders, before lowering himself and burying his makeup clad face and lipstick decorated mouth in Robert's warm, wet pussy, he licked and fingered her pussy. Once she was wet enough, once she was on the verge of having an orgasm, so wet that Josephine could slip his erect prick in Robert's pussy with the first forward thrust and deep hump, Joseph fucked Sarah.
* * * * *
With a tailored, pinstriped, blue suit, a fitted shirt, a complementing tie with gold tie tack, bejeweled cufflinks, a pair of crisply ironed, flattering slacks, coordinating socks, an alligator leather belt, a colorful pocket square precisely place in a suit coat, highly polished dress shoes, and a Fedora hat perched atop her head, appropriately tilted to one side, Sarah was now Robert, her Dad's first name. The whole nine yards, resplendent in men's clothes from head to toe, looking so very elegantly dapper, even better than how her father used to dress, pleased at what she had created, Sarah gazed at herself in the full-length mirror. A wish come true and a long time coming desire that manifested itself in her dressing as a man, when her Dad died, with her missing him etched forever in her brain, her need to continue her life dressed as her father permanently altered and transformed her feminine side to more of a masculine one.
In the perfected way that she looked, looking better than Julie Andrews in the movie, Victor Victoria, better than Madonna, when she dressed as a man in her music videos, and even better than Terri Griffith in the movie, Just One of the Guys, men's clothes were Sarah's intended, albeit not so subtle statement to make. By wearing men's clothes, the power uniform accepted in a male based society and one that opened so many doors for her, when dressed as a mister that were closed to her dressed as a miss, even though everyone knew she was a woman dressed as a man, her transformation would be complete, if only she had a penis. Then, again, if she had a penis, she'd no longer be a woman dressed as a man and the only thing she enjoyed more than dressing as a man was being a sexy, sexual woman.
Of course, her firm, C cup breasts, nearly impossible to hide, unless tightly bound and flattened against her chest, her blue eye makeup, long eye lashes, and blush rouge, her full lips colored with ruby, red lipstick, and her long, straight, blonde, hair declared that she's a sheep in wolf's clothes. Only, she was no sheep. In the way that the wolf never looked like a sheep, looking very much like a woman, even when dressed as a man, looking so much like one of Prince's entourage, back in the day, she was, indeed, the female version of Boy George. Oddly enough, as if she wore a uniform that equally attracted and appealed to both sexes, as well as all sexual orientations, whether heterosexual, bi-sexual, gay, lesbian, transsexual, transgender, and/or cross dresser, the uniqueness of how she so provocatively dressed was arousing not only to men but also to women.
Finally, in the way of Lady Gaga on steroids, no longer tortured and confused by her need to dress as a man, not wanting to be classed as one sex or the other, she understood how dressing as a man relieved her of her defined stamp that she was a heterosexual female, albeit a beautiful, heterosexual female, dressed as a man. Now, firmly planted somewhere in between, if only by her manly attire, with her physical transformation nearly complete, she left people scratching their heads, while wondering, is she straight, bi-sexual, lesbian, transsexual, transgender, or just a male impersonator?
As if demonstrating her personal dawning of a new age of Aquarius, no longer defined by just one word, woman, she was someone that begged a redefinition. Maybe ahead of her time, whether men or women, everyone would dress the same, as they do in North Korea and in George Orwell's 1984 world. The female world, as she knew it, ended, once she tied a full Windsor knot in her necktie and pulled up boxer shorts, instead of panties.
To Sarah, her alter ego Robert wasn't a cross dresser. Cross dressing as a man wasn't just for play or part of a sexual fetish, cross dressing as a man was serious business that stemmed from the love lost, when her father died. Much in the way that a service person in the military dons their uniform or a police officer transforms their person, when wearing the badge, the gun, and taking the oath to serve and protect society, as if putting on a uniform that not only disguised but also that redefined who she is, Sarah soon realized that donning the clothes of a man affected her not only physically but also mentally and emotionally. No longer feeling like an ordinary woman and unable, of course, to feel like a real man, in limbo between female and male, unable to go back and unable to go forward, feeling how a male cross dresser must feel, when needing to wear a dress, she was stuck somewhere in the middle.
With insights inspired by dressing like a man, already there emotionally, Sarah knew, not that she wanted to be a man, that she couldn't pull her sexuality change off in the way that Chaz Bono had done. If she didn't know any better, if Chaz hadn't been the daughter of Cher, a celebrity, but an ordinary person, she'd think that Chaz was born a man. Yet, truth be told, Sarah wasn't trying to fool anyone. Truth be told, she wasn't even a lesbian or a bi-sexual. No doubt, in honor and in memory of her father, perhaps a woman who needed therapy, she was just a woman who wanted to dress as a man. Surely, if she was trying to make people believe she was a man, she'd bind her breasts, remove her makeup, cut her hair, and take massive doses of testosterone to change her voice and to give her facial hair, in the way that Chaz had done.
If she was trying to deceive people in thinking that she was a man, instead of looking like some abnormality from the cover of Esquire and GQ magazines gone wrong, she wouldn't dress as perfectly, as she does. No man, but Carson Kressley, Tim Gunn, and Mr. Blackwell, dresses that way. If she really wanted to deceive people into thinking that she was a man, she'd buy a pickup truck, don a sweatshirt, and wear jeans, sneakers, and a baseball cap, which, by the way, is not only how most men dress but also how most women dress, too, but for the baseball cap.
* * * * *
It began two years ago when Sarah attended a dance at the Switchers Club. It was a club that catered to the cross-dressing crowd, typically men with women there, too, supporting and helping their man to make the cross dressing switch from male to female. They had contests every month not only for the best outfit but also for the best ability to fool the public in thinking that they were female. Yet, just in the way that Sarah dressed as Robert, a woman who looked nothing like a man, there were plenty of men who, when even in heels, makeup, and wigs, looking nothing like a woman, especially those men who refused to shave their mustaches and beards. To them, as it was for her, not really wanting to fool anyone, wearing the clothes was what was important. There were some gays and drag queens, who frequented the club, but it was mostly cross-dressing, heterosexual men who filled the dance floor every week with their wives, girlfriends, and/or significant others.
Sarah heard about the club and wanted to see what happened there for herself. Dressing as a man and not as a woman, this was her perfect opportunity to experiment, while not being deemed a freak and accepted for who she was. She had a great time dancing, talking, laughing, and drinking. While dressed as a man, with dating men and looking for a man out of the equation, not having to worry about the male/female rules of looking for someone in a crowded club, she could be alter ego, manly self. Everyone was so open and friendly at the Switchers Club that, for the first time, she felt comfortably accepted, while dressed as a man.
Sarah asked men to dance, at least she thought that they were men, and laughed when she realized she had been fooled by tall and beautiful women that were dressed as men. She didn't know, until nearly the end of the evening that her dance partners were women. With them hitting on her all night, she was shocked when her dance partners went into the ladies restroom to change and emerged wearing woman's clothes. Before leaving, hoping to get her number, they came over to chat with her at her table. Not interested in women, just men, Sarah politely turned them down. Typically the one who had others scratching their heads, it was fun being fooled and she laughed that she had been so deceived. Not knowing anyone else who enjoyed dressing as a man, until now, after having experienced cross dressing herself, now that she knew there were others like her, she more enjoyed dressing like a man.
As a young girl, Sarah had stomped around in her Daddy's shoes and put on his dress shirts. While he was away at work, wearing his clothes and smelling all his manly smells made her feel comfortable and happy. She didn't understand why she felt that way, but pretending she was her father was a wonderful feeling of security. She loved the way the shirts smelled of laundry detergent and starch, and if she got one of his shirts from out of the dirty clothes hamper, it smelled just like her Dad. She felt powerful and safe in his shirts and shoes. Her Mom's clothes didn't give her the same feeling. Her Mom's clothes made her feel weakly subservient. While other girls tried on their Mom's shoes, dresses, make-up, and jewelry, Sarah always gravitated to her Dad's clothes.
Sarah could have been described as a tomboy. She always preferred playing with the boys than with the girls. Whether to sporting events, fishing trips, or a trip to the hardware store, Sarah's Dad took her everywhere with him; they were best buddies. They went to the barbershop, Sears, the lumber yard, firehouse and many other male bastions that were hangouts for mostly men. Maybe it was because of his strong influence on her life, but Sarah found girls to be silly, foolish, self-centered, petty, childish, manipulative, and boring. She hated it when they giggled, teased, and batted their eye lashes at men. She thought them so stupidly subservient to behave in that way.
She used to play football, basketball, and baseball with all the guys in the neighborhood, until her Mom forbade her to do that anymore. Once she grew breasts, her Mom decided that her tomboy days were over. For the chance of a quick feel, a sneaky grope, a dry hump, and maybe even a kiss, when playing touch football, even though it was against the rules, the boys loved tackling her, getting her on the ground, and climbing on top of her.
Sarah wasn't a lesbian, she just preferred hanging around with the guys, instead of with the girls. Probably because of the relationship she had with her Dad and the insights that he gave her about men, she understood boys better than she did girls. Growing up in her neighborhood, she had more best men friends than she did have best girlfriends. With her hormones raging, Sarah discovered that she really loved men and wanted as many boyfriends as she could handle. She had a strong libido and was too hot to handle for many of the guys she dated in her teens. She was all woman, albeit a very strong woman, sometimes a man in a woman's body, nonetheless, she was definitely all woman. There wasn't any doubt in any minds of the guys she dated that she was one of the hottest women they had ever met.
Zsa Zsa Gabor reincarnated, born a natural blonde beauty with big, blue eyes, she was considered busty, curvy, and stunningly pretty. She had a bubble butt that stuck out just the right amount to give her a curvy figure, when looking at her from any side. Always so comfortable to be around, what the guys loved best about her was her great sense of humor and her quick wit. Was it not for her beauty and sexuality being the elephant in the room and always getting in the way of their friendship, she'd just be one of the guys. They were all so relaxed and comfortable with her that they'd talk about the most intimate details of their lives because they knew she'd never tell anyone, that is, until they matured and wanted to have sex with her, rather than just talk with her. Still, helping her process men, she understood the guy code and she'd never break their rules for any reason.
Sarah had plenty of boyfriends, but she hadn't found that special person to settle down with and raise a family. She wanted the kind of love that only comes around once in a lifetime. She wanted it all and wouldn't settle for less. Still a virgin, she didn't want to have intercourse with anyone until she found the right man. She had sucked some cocks, French kissed, touched, licked, and generally done everything short of intercourse, but she wanted to save that for the one special someone.
The men she dated seemed satisfied with a hand job and/or a blowjob and respected her wishes of her maintaining her virginity. There were a few who had a tough time taking no for an answer, so she didn't go out with them again. As she always told her friends, if a date pushed her about sex, they were toast. Yet, now that she enjoyed wearing men's clothes, in the way that Katherine Hepburn wore men's clothes in the 30's and 40's, she needed a man who accepted her in the way that she was.



Finding much more information about male cross dressers than female cross dressers, as is always the case with men versus women, before her evening at the Switchers Club, Sarah researched cross dressing and found little that could explain her needs and desires to dress as a man. When she attended the dance, hoping to experience the sensation that cross dressing men felt, not wanting to attend as Sarah, she attended as Robert. She bought an alternative sex magazine and found a small ad from a clothing shop that catered to all types of sexually erotic dressers and decided to give it a whirl. She felt a little odd at first because she wasn't sure how to tell the shop owner that she was interested in trying on men's clothing. All of that instantly disappeared when the shop owner approached her and confessed that there wasn't any request he hadn't heard before.
Sarah asked to see some men's suits and accessories and the adventure began. The shop owner had casual and dress suits of every size, color, and style to choose from and asked a few questions of Sarah, before he escorted her over to a specific rack of suits. Sarah's mouth dropped open as she gazed at the most beautiful suits that were made of the finest materials. The shop owner told her that he felt Sarah would be happiest with the best made, professional attire. He mentioned that there was just something about dressing in the finest of men's clothing that satisfied the power vibe that she was looking to have by dressing as a man.
"Oh...my...God," she said looking approvingly at her image.
It all clicked now. This is it! It was the power of the suit that made her feel like a man. Suits was the word that people used when referring to wealthy, professional men. Sarah felt the surge of power, when she stepped out of the dressing room and saw herself in the full-length mirror. She felt the kind of power that she imagined only men felt and she loved the way it stimulated her physically, mentally, and emotionally. Even though with her big tits, curvaceous body, and long, blonde hair, she looked nothing like a man, she still felt the power of the suit.
The shopkeeper picked out a Fedora for her to wear and Sarah tucked her hair inside the hat at first, before allowing her hair to freely cascade down her back. She loved the look. She felt fabulously fantastic and couldn't wait to try out her new look on others to see their reactions. Not wanting to fool anyone by pretending she was a man, it was enough for her to just dress like a man, while looking so much like a woman. She was tingling all over and couldn't wait to wear these clothes to the Switchers Dance.
Sarah got ready to go to the club and the most difficult problem was hiding her ample breasts. The shop owner willingly offered the assistance of his wife to show her how to wrap her breasts with gauze by winding the gauze tightly around them. Yet, proud of her C cup breasts, deciding not to hide them, and really not wanting to, nor trying to fool anyone into thinking that she was a man, Sarah didn't wrap her breasts. With so many men in attendance dressed as women at the dance, uniquely different, she wondered how she'd be perceived being dressed as a man. Something she'd never do, she hoped that they wouldn't feel that she was poking fun of them, attending the dance, as a woman dressed as a man.
After arriving at the club and having a couple of quick glasses of wine to calm her nerves, Sarah scanned the crowd for a likely candidate to try out her new male appearance and saw a beautiful, dark-haired woman sitting at a table alone. She was very pretty and Sarah watched her move to the beat of the music. The woman appeared to be enjoying herself, even though no one was with her. Not wanting them to know her secret, not wanting to take the time to try and explain, knowing her friends wouldn't understand her need to dress as a man, anyway, and would laugh at her, Sarah attended the party alone.
Even dressed as a man and still looking so much like a woman, Sarah was very handsome in her custom made suit, expensive shirt with cufflinks, and shoes made from the finest Italian leather. With her long, blonde, straight hair nearly touching her buttocks, lusted over by men and women alike, whether cross dresser or not, she was a catch of a lifetime for any man or woman.
"May I join you?" Sarah approached the table.
"Yes, I'd like to have the company," he said sticking out his big, strong hand. "I'm Joseph but tonight," he said with a wide, white smile, "I'm Josephine."
"Sarah," she said returning his smile, "but tonight, I'm Robert."
Even before he introduced himself as Joseph, though she looked so much like a woman, upon closer inspection, Sarah knew could tell that Josephine was a man. They chatted for a while, before he asked her to dance. Between the wine, the music, and the slow dancing, she was already swooning in his arms.
The beginning of a wonderful love affair, with Joseph and Sarah having cross dressing in common, they had a lot of fun finding outfits for one another to wear. The shop owner that had helped Sarah was happy to help Joseph, too. He always showed them the best of the latest fashions. Able to understand and learn more about the cross dressing experience together as a couple, Sarah and Joseph had fun. Doing his hair and makeup, Joseph tied Sarah's neckties. A regular couple at the Switchers dances, Sarah and Joseph were madly in love.
THE END
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After years of flashing her shapely body to any and every man looking her way, after years of struggling to control the urge to flash and wrestling with guilt, when she couldn't, after years of private psychotherapy and group therapy, Susan thought she was cured of her sexual disorder of flashing. Nearly raped the last time she showed herself late at night on an empty subway train was the catalyst for her to get help. She swore that exposing herself would never happen again.
Driven by the urge to flash, always planning an appropriate time and plotting the perfect place to show her shapely body, she was consumed by an inherent horniness that was only satisfied by exposing herself and masturbating over the experience of flashing later. Not understanding why she needed and wanted to show herself, wishing she didn't feel so compelled to show her body to men, she spent years of her life flashing her panties and her bra, and showing her ass, her pussy, and/or her breasts to relatives, friends, co-workers, and random men on the street. Every man she's ever known has seen some part or all of her naked body. Too many men she didn't even know have seen too much of her body. Thanks to therapy, glad that she was finally saved from herself, her need to expose herself was behind her or was it?
A somewhat rare condition for women, typically men are the ones with this particular sexual disorder of exposing themselves. A psychological condition that manifests itself in them flashing their cocks to unsuspecting women for a sexual thrill and to masturbate over later, Susan loved flashing her body to unsuspecting men to masturbate over their shocked look of surprise later. Only, when men flash their cocks to women, they are hunted, until arrested. Conversely, when women flash their bodies to men, they are wanted and dated.
After not having the urge to flash herself for several years, her need to flash herself started again, when she went outside to take out the trash. An innocent and innocuous chore, something she's done many times before, had she known that something as simple as taking out the trash would cause her to lapse and flash again, she never would have walked outside to empty her trash bag in the barrel. If only she had stayed inside her townhouse, if only she had been wearing her jeans and sweatshirt, none of this would have happened. Yet, perhaps, fate had intervened and what happened to poor Susan was kismet, as her flashing abstinence ended that day.
A prelude to summer, it was a late spring day with temperatures nearly high enough to be summer. Just coming out of the shower, hoping to beat the trash pickup, she heard the trash truck in the distance making its way down her street. Grabbing her robe and slippers, she grabbed her bag of trash and headed for the trash barrel that she had put out last night. A household chore that should have taken only a minute turned into a flashing nightmare, after the neighbor's dog toppled her trash barrel again.
"Get out of there, Buster. Beat it," she chased away the neighbor's dog that had knocked the trash barrel over and littered garbage everywhere.
As she squatted down to pick up everything, with her knees unmindfully parted, she felt a cool breeze blow beneath her robe, one that elicited a familiar feeling, when she was flashing. Suddenly, she felt so open. She felt to naked. She felt so exposed. She felt so horny.
Even though the sudden breeze felt freeing and good, the urge to flash felt controlling and bad. The sensation of the gentle wind fanning across her pussy lips tickled her pubic hair, as if the gentle breeze was nature's natural lover. It was then that she realized her furry flower was exposed to anyone passing. Yet, with most people already having left for work, few passersby were out at this hour of the morning, unless they were walking their dogs.
Then, when one part of her robe slipped from her thigh, even though she was still fully covered, she had the urge to flash. Remembering how she had flashed the pizza delivery guy, the mail man, the UPS man, the Fedex man, the Jehovah Witnesses, political campaigners running for office, petitioners wanting her to sign their petitions, traveling salesmen, and anyone and everyone who came knocking at her door in this very robe, she suddenly had the need to flash herself again. Not having had that urge, since she finished her therapy several years ago, her need to flash returned full force and with a vengeance. She'd call her psychiatrist, Dr. Jones, as soon as she went in the house. Maybe all she needed to control her abnormal urge to expose herself again was just another session of group therapy.
Nonetheless, now more mindful of the inherent flashing opportunity of her robe, especially in the way she squatted down and was so exposed with her knees apart, flashing her pussy to anyone she saw looking would be so easy. With the excitement of flashing creeping in her conscious mind, all she had to do was to turn more one way or twist the other, while opening her knees wider, on the pretense of picking up trash. In the way she squatted down now, she'd make her flash appear accidental to anyone looking and when it came to seeing any part of her, because she was beautiful, there was always someone looking.
Yet, beauty aside, whenever any women is showing anything, there is always someone looking. Even though she was supposedly cured from showing her naked body to men, she wasn't free from the thoughts of showing her naked body to men. Yet, so long as she could control the urge to flash, she was okay.
Still being cured from flashing didn't stop her from thinking about flashing. If she had the urge and the need to show more of her body, which suddenly she did, all she had to do was to loosen the tie around her waist. Then, when she stood, her bathrobe tie would fall and with just a quick twist and a fast turn, her robe would open.
With her robe open, her C cup breasts would spill out, first one and then the other, before she realized that she was so exposed, closed her robe, and retied her bathrobe tie. Only, too late, she imagined thinking. With someone always watching her, someone would have already seen her tits and, perhaps, even her pussy. The familiar excitement of being so exposed made her want to masturbate.
The perfect opportunity to accidentally on purpose flash herself, she'd love to show her naked body to someone, anyone who was looking. Only, even though she thought about doing just that, loosening her tie, before standing, turning, and twisting to allow her robe to fall open, the thought to flash herself was nothing more than an urge, an urge that she now was able to control, thanks to her psychological therapy. Erasing the thoughts of flashing from her mind, now that she was successfully able to control her lewd behavior and lascivious impulses, she stood and moved to pick up the trash and garbage that the wind had neatly deposited in small piles along the bottom of the garage door.
A life altering blessing, she was glad she had therapy that allowed her to control her flashing urges. She was glad that her sexual disorder of flashing no longer controlled her life in the way it had for so many years. She was glad that she hadn't flashed anyone any part of her in a long time.
Just coming home from the senior center, the headlights from her elderly mother's car lit her up and Susan stood, just as her mother pressed the garage door button. As if playing an eerie song from the Devil's violin, the garage door slowly creaked and squeaked open. When Susan stood in concert with the door raising, as if the Devil's hand commanded her to flash, the hem of her robe tangled in the garage door flashing trim. Unable to free herself, her robe lifted in concert with the garage door opening.
Susan's robe lifting with the garage door replayed what happened to Spanky's Mom, the ultimate stage mother, in the Little Rascals, so long ago. Back then, when Spanky's Mom rushed on stage to save Spanky some embarrassment, when he fell over in his heavy knight's armor costume, the stage hand, thinking he was funny, lifted the heavy stage curtain. The curtain hooked the hem of Mom's dress and, lifting up with her dress, exposed her silk slip, silk panties, and garters holding her silk stockings to the audience. Now, Susan's bathrobe moved higher in the same way.
As if happening in slow motion, she first thought there was someone standing behind her lifting her robe. In the way how her bathrobe lifted, she actually thought that someone was sexually molesting her from behind. Only, as if it were eerie music that announced the opening of a stage curtain before presenting a reluctant stripper onstage, there was no one there, but the mechanical sound of the garage door opening.
"Hey, what the fuck," she said turning to swat at her imaginary sexual molester.
Then, realizing it was the garage door lifting her robe, she panicked. Quickly struggling to set herself free, she couldn't. As if she was meant to flash, some supernatural force had worked against her therapy to expose herself without her approval and against her will.
Oh, the inhumanity of it all. Why her? Why now? Why not? Show them some skin, Susan, she heard a whisper from her own sub-conscious urging her to flash her naked body.
"Oh, my God."
As horrified, as she was excited, she knew someone would be seeing something of her this morning. With so little time to react, as if a contestant on some perverse Japanese game show, willing to tear the material, she turned and tugged at her robe to free herself, but to no avail. An unwilling victim, she couldn't believe the garage door was stripping her naked.
"No, fuck, no. This can't be happening to me."
Within an instant, with her shapely thighs already exposed and her robe climbing higher, pulling harder this time, she tugged again and again.
"God give me the strength to free myself."
Then, when her round ass and her blonde, trimmed pussy were revealed for anyone looking to see, she pulled even harder, as hard as she could, but without success.
"No! No! No!"
Unable to free herself, finally, with the garage door completely raised and her robe not only lifted but also opened wide, while bunched beneath her arms, her public display of total nudity was a sad, sick joke.
"Mom! Close the garage door! Mom!"
Unable to move freely, as if being constrained by her own bathrobe in some cruel flashing joke, and looking much like a scarecrow on a pole, her breasts were now exposed, too.
"Mom!"
Better than anything she had planned in one of her accidental, yet purposeful flashing scenarios, never could she have imagined using a garage door to accidentally flash her on purpose. In all the years she had flashed men, always making it appear accidental, with men walking away scratching their heads, while wondering if she had flashed them on purpose or by accident, never could she have designed such a perfect flashing accident. As if a deer caught in her mother's headlights, with her arms raised at shoulder level, while helplessly standing there so tightly tangled and so totally exposed, with her bathrobe covering only her arms, her shoulders, and her upper back, she was virtually naked.
"Mom! Push the button! Mom! Close the garage door," she yelled at her mother through the car windshield, while struggling to pull her bathrobe free. "Mom!"
Unable to even move her arms down low enough to cover herself from anyone looking, and to hide her breasts with her forearms and her pussy with her hands, her modesty was at the mercy of the garage door. In all of her flashes, flashes that only lasted a few seconds, never had she been so exposed for such a long time. Never had she been unable to control her flashes, as she was now. Helpless to pull the plug on her flash, as she had done so many times before, she was a puppet on a string and commanded by the will of fate.
Not noticing him the first time she looked and yelled at her mother through the windshield, when she looked to her mother again, she saw her mother's on and off again boyfriend, her next door neighbor, 67-year-old Mr. Simms, the neighborhood pervert. Always staring at her, leering at her, as if undressing her with his eyes, he no longer had to imagine what she looked like naked. With her bathrobe bunched up behind her, he had a good look of her pussy and tits now. Willing to flash Mr. Simms her naked ass, instead of her pussy and tits, she tried turning the other way but, unable to move enough rotate, Mr. Richardson, her neighbor on the other side of her was standing there with his dog anyway. With gapping mouth open, both Mr. Simms and Mr. Richardson stared at her tits, her ass, and her pussy. Then, just as her mother finally pushed the button to close the garage door, the three trash men appeared to applaud and whistle their appreciation for the free striptease show.
Unlike all the other times she flashed her body to unsuspecting men in controlled flashes, unable to exert control over this flash, humiliated, she was totally embarrassed this time. A good thing to feel a normal reaction to being so exposed, when showing a part of her that someone was not supposed to see, the emotion she felt, despite the sexual urges to flash that she had previously, helped her to believe that she was cured from her sexual disorder of flashing. Gathering up her robe and wrapping the material around her, she ran in her townhouse with her face a bright red. Yet, once upstairs in her bedroom, making a slow burn, the familiar excitement from what had just happened and from being so exposed to five appreciative men, made her want to masturbate with the thoughts of all she showed and all that they saw.
Reliving the experience in her mind, a sexual nightmare that had turned into a sexual fantasy, she recalled her mother laughing and Mr. Simms gawking. When she tried turning away from Mr. Simms, she saw Mr. Richardson standing there staring at her naked body, as his dog peed all over his leg and shoe. Then, she remembered the three trash men, her age and younger showing their obvious delight with all that they had seen of her. Already so sexually aroused, she opened her nightstand drawer, reached for her vibrator, and opened her bathrobe, just as her mother knocked on her locked bedroom door.
"Susan, are you okay? What happened?"
"I'm fine, Mom. My bathrobe got caught up in the garage door, as I was picking up all the trash that Buster got into, when he knocked over our barrel," she said knowing her mother knew nothing about her sexual disorder, her need to flash her naked body to men, and the sexual excitement that she was feeling now.
"Mr. Simms wanted me to tell you that he didn't see anything. The gentleman that he is," she said, "he wanted me to tell you that he averted his eyes."
Averted his eyes, my ass, thought Susan. If he was staring any harder and any longer, his eyes would have fallen out of his head. If only she was Medusa, she would have turned him to stone for looking so long and so hard. She waited for her mother to go downstairs, before she reclined back to pleasure herself, while thinking of all the five men saw of her naked body. Her neighbors Mr. Simms and Mr. Richardson, along with the three trash men saw her naked ass, her C cup breasts, and her blonde, trimmed pussy. Already wet from the thoughts of being so exposed, as soon as she touched herself with her finger and rubbed her bean, before inserting her vibrator, as soon as she fingered, pulled, and twisted her nipples, the sexual excitement of what just happened consumed her, as if she never had therapy.
Having promised herself to call her psychiatrist, she left a message on her voice mail for her to return her call. She'd talk to her psychiatrist later, after she masturbated and, since she's already been so nakedly exposed, after she had one last trip to the mall to expose herself again. Justifying her reason to flash with her need to flash at the mall, after having so much psychological therapy and now that she's already flashed her naked body to five unsuspecting men, albeit accidentally, she told herself that she needed to see if there was any difference in her desire to flash men. Masturbating over all that she already showed men of her naked body this morning, she masturbated thinking of all the things that she could do to show men her body at the mall. Excited by just the thoughts of flashing her panty, her bra, her ass, her pussy, and her tits, she was on the verge of...
"Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God! I can't believe this. I going to cum. Oh, my God! Oh, my God!"
When a wave of warm heat consumed her body, she exploded her flashing lust in the best orgasm she's had in a long time. Not having an orgasm like that, since she stopped exposing herself, she wondered if her psychotherapy had interfered with her ability to pleasure herself. Now, that she was finally free of the guilt of flashing herself, maybe now that she was older, smarter, and wiser, she could flash without fear her psychological baggage would cause emotional repercussions of guilt and shame. Promising herself to be more mindful of who she flashes and when she flashes, the last thing she wanted was to be raped by some man who didn't know the rules of playing the game of exhibitionism and voyeurism.
With her body tingling from cumming so hard and for so long, after taking a few long minutes to rest in the afterglow of her masturbation session that culminated in a powerful orgasm, actually having fallen asleep, she got up showered and dressed. A few years, since she last flashed anyone, she was suddenly filled with flashing ideas and the anticipation of flashing excited her now as it had never excited her before. So excited in the shower, while thinking about flashing her body to unsuspecting men, she masturbated again, this time with the shower massager pulsating on high.
Wanting to look hot but not slutty, she pulled from the closet her old flashing outfit from a few years back, a short skirt, the shortest skirt she owned, and a low cut blouse that falls open wide with the slightest forward lean. She wore her oh so sheer, nearly invisible bikini panties, along with her matching and supportive bra. For anyone looking, when she was flashing, her ass crack and pubic hair were clearly visible through her panty and her areolas and nipples appeared as if she wasn't even wearing a bra. The perfect outfit for a stripper or for a flasher, with her lingerie screaming, look at me, she was free to show her nearly naked body without anyone suspecting that she was purposely flashing them. The life of an exhibitionist, as well as a voyeur, doesn't get any better than this.
When she backed her car out of the garage, she saw Mr. Simms peeking out his blinds and when she turned to the right, Mr. Richardson was there again with his dog. Neither one waved, they never wave; they just stare. If only they'd follow her to the mall, her ever present admiring audience, she'd show them all that they're hoping to see. Yet, after having already seen her naked, she'd think that was enough of her for them. No doubt, after the free show she gave them, she imagined them masturbating their lust for her in a tissue. In the excited state she was in, she'd suck their cocks, if only they made the first move. Yet, lookers and not doers, just as she was just an exhibitionist and not a whore, they were just voyeurs and not rapists.
Excited to flash and unable to wait, on the way to the mall, she pulled alongside truckers and slowed to match their speed. With her driver and passenger windows down, in one glance the truckers, could easily see her areolas and nipples through her see through bra and her cleavage down her blouse. In the way that she had hiked up her short skirt nearly to her waist and fingering herself, while they watched, they could clearly see her pussy through her sheer panty.



She flashed a dozen truckers, before reaching the tollbooth. The man who collected tolls must have been monitoring the CB radio because, as she pulled in, he was already looking, staring, and ogling all that she was showing him. Taking her time to show him what she needed him to see, she asked him for directions to the mall, even though she knew how to get there. Never making eye contact, when he wasn't taking to her exposed tits, he was talking to her exposed pussy.
She parked her car in a spot where there was a man sitting in his truck. With her blonde hair, pretty face, and big tits, she knew the man was watching her. Even when she wasn't flashing, even when she wasn't showing her panty, her bra, her tits, her ass, and her pussy, men were always watching her. With her skirt up to her crotch and her transparent panty so exposed, she parked her car at the perfect angle for him to see her spread her legs, when she alighted from her vehicle.
Making her flash appear accidental, she pretended she didn't know he was there, when she reached down to buckle her shoe with her legs still splayed wide open. Knowing she was giving him a good long look of her sheer, panty clad pussy and her bra, nipples, and areolas, when she leaned down to fix her shoe, with him, no doubt, thinking that he was in the right place at the right time, no one would suspect someone who looked like her would flash someone who looked like him. He was the nineteenth man that she had flashed today.
Her first stop, of course, was her favorite place to flash, the shoe store, one that had a young, cute salesman helping her to fit her foot. She waited for the store to empty, so as to have the undivided attention of the shoe salesman, without having to endure the nasty looks, she'd, no doubt, receive from other woman, who wished they could be as brazenly provocative as she was, while wearing her short skirt and low cut blouse. So very easy to do, her favorite shoe store flash was to try on boots a size too small. With her foot raised high and with all the pulling, tugging, and struggling that the shoe store salesman did to fit her foot, before measuring her foot and getting the correct size, her skirt raised higher, as her legs parted wider. By the time he squished her foot in the too small boot, as if she was a patient having a gynecological exam, her foot was against his shoulder and her legs were stretched apart, as if she was doing a cheerleading split.
Then, when she put her foot on the floor and leaned down to feel where her toe was in the boot, the front of her blouse nearly fell to the floor. After getting a exciting good, long look of her panty clad pussy, the shoe salesman got another thrilling good, long look of her sheer bra clad areolas and nipples. Already having practiced her moves at home in her full length mirror, she didn't need a mirror in the store to see what the salesman could see of her. She just had to watch his eyes, along with the growing bulge in his pants. Just as she was excited to masturbate over all she was showing this poor man, she imagined that he couldn't wait to masturbate over all that he was seeing of her.
Having already flashed her naked body to her two neighbors and three trash men, her panties and bra to a dozen truckers, the toll booth attendant, the man sitting in his truck in the parking lot, and to the shoe salesman, she felt liberated from psychotherapy and group therapy. So long as she didn't feel guilty about flashing, so long as she flashed to an admiring audience of men and not children, what was wrong with flashing her body? She wasn't hurting anyone and all the men she flashed appreciated the free show of her sexy, sheer lingerie. If she was doing anything, she was doing public service work to all those men who were, no doubt, sexually frustrated and denied seeing the live nearly naked, lingerie clad body of a beautiful woman. The thoughts of them masturbating over all of what they've seen of her today, while thinking of having sex with her, made her happy that she was a sexual, cock teasing woman. With some of the men she flashed good looking, manly types, she'd suck their cocks, if she could, while they whispered in her ear, how much they enjoyed her flashing show.
Her next flashing episode was to happen at the one the rare women's clothing stores in the mall that still had curtains on their dressing rooms. With those curtains never closing all the way, accidental on purpose flashing was easy to do and she understood why stores switched to the privacy of doors for the modesty of their customers. Yet, there were many women just like her, exhibitionist women, who didn't mind giving admiring men a free show.
Looking up at the ceiling of a dressing room that had no roof, she wondered how much of a free show she'd be giving store security, too. She wondered if they copied the video of her to play over in the privacy of their home, while masturbating. She wondered how many men had photographed and had taken videos of her to post on the Internet. A star in her own one woman flashing show, she suddenly felt famous.
She collected a skirt, a blouse, and a bikini and quickly headed for the dressing room. Already having an audience in place, there was a boyfriend standing outside of one dressing room waiting for his girlfriend and a husband standing outside of the other dressing room waiting for his wife, no doubt. Closing the curtain in the middle, while leaving a three inch space on each side, one peep opening for the boyfriend and the other peep opening for the husband, as soon as she entered the dressing room in between the girlfriend and wife, she sensed both men gravitating to each side her dressing room curtain. Not having much time before the girlfriend and/or the wife emerged from their dressing rooms, she quickly began strip down to only her transparent bikini panty.
With each piece of clothing removed, as if a stripper paid to strip for a private party, her excitement grew with the feel of the heat from the men's stare. Prolonging her excitement and maintaining their attention by slowing her strip, while hoping that their women didn't emerge from the dressing rooms prematurely and before she could show their men her nearly naked body. First she unzipped and unbuttoned her skirt, allowing it to fall to the dressing room floor. Then, turning, bending, twisting, and stretching to pick up and neatly fold her skirt, she flashed them her ass crack, pussy lips, and pubic hair through her transparent panty. When, she removed her blouse to show them her nipples and areolas through her barely there bra, knowing they could see all she was showing and knowing they were staring, on the pretense that she didn't know they were there, she turned to face them without looking at them. Finally facing them with her head turned the other way to look at herself in the mirror, she reached around her back, unhooked her bra, and released her breasts.
No doubt imagined, she distinctly heard an audible gasp of pleasure from the two men, upon them seeing her naked C cup breasts. But for her neighbors and trash man today at the garage door opening, the truckers on the highway, the toll booth attendant, the man in the pickup truck, and the shoe store salesman, it had been a long time since she had flashed anyone and she was so very excited to have flashed these two men her naked breasts. As soon as she heard their girlfriend and wife emerge from the dressing room, show over, she quickly dressed and left the store. So far so good, as if picking off ducks at a carnival side show, with the number of men flashed up to twenty-two and growing, possibly twenty-four or twenty-five, when imagining what store security could see of her, she continually added unsuspecting men to her list of men that she had flashed.
Time to climb the escalator, she sat on a bench close to the escalator, while waiting for her perfect choice of men to go up behind her. Meanwhile, sitting there with her knees tightly closed, she knew she was giving every man who past by her a free show of her sheer panty. Because her skirt was so short, even with her knees modestly closed, the triangular opening above her thigh showed any man looking what they wanted to see. A couple of men stood across from where she sat, while pretending they were looking at something else, other than her sheer, panty clad pussy. Moreover, with just the little bit of leaning that she did, while rifling through her purse on the pretense that she was looking for something, gave them all a great down blouse view of her sheer, bra glad breasts and abundant cleavage. No doubt, just sitting there for a few minutes, she must have accidentally on purposed flashed more than 100 unsuspecting men and more than 100 unsuspecting women her panties and bra.
When she cut in front of the men to go ahead of them up the escalator, from the direction of their eyes, she knew they noticed her short skirt and she knew that, if they lagged a couple of steps behind her, which they did, they'd be able to see her sheer panty clad ass beneath her short skirt. Only, they didn't know that she wanted them to see more of her. They didn't know that she was about to flash them her ass crack and pussy lips through her nearly transparent panty. They didn't know that, by her taking a few steps up, once she was higher up the escalator, she'd turn to look back, before bending at the waist to give them a front, side, and back view of her transparent panty, while pretending to fix her shoe.
Good God almighty, she was a one in a million sight to behold for horny eyes. She didn't have to imagine all that they could see of her, she knew, as she had practiced that move in front of her full length mirror at home, while standing, turning, twisting, and bending at the waist on a step stool. She knew by turning and twisting, before bending that not only could they see her ass but also her pussy, too. She added three more men to the total of men, who saw what they all had hoped to see of her and what she willingly wanted to show them. Looking for more men to flash, figuring this may be her last time flashing, before volunteering for more psychological therapy that would surely end her urge to flash, she looked for more men.
Store after store, she flashed men everywhere she went. From trying out a massage chair and vibrating lounger that hiked her short skirt to her crotch, to trying out a mattress that flashed her panty to the salesman, when she climbed on and climbed off, to using an exercise bike that allowed her to flash an up skirt and a down blouse at the same time, she was in a flashing frenzy. Adding another six men to the growing total of men she flashed, the number of men she flashed grew to 131.
Jewelry stores were favorite places to flash, too and, in quick succession, she hit three of them at the mall. With her blonde hair and big tits, as soon as she walked in the store, there was always a man eager to help her. Leaning over the counter, while peering down and pretending to look at jewelry through the glass, she gave the salesman a good down blouse view of her tits. She didn't have to look up to know that he was staring down her top. Whenever she went to buy a piece of jewelry, because of the free show she gave the salesman, she always received the discounted price. Add another three men to her total of men flashed for today, bringing her total to nearly 134 men flashed in just a couple of hours, when counting store security.
Taking a break from shopping or, more appropriately, from flashing, she hit the food court for some lunch. She sat at a table, while deep in thought, as if she was a longshoreman with her legs spread wide looking out to sea. As if there was a spotlight over her head, staring at her from across the food court and able to clearly see from her feet to her waist beneath the table, she didn't have to look up from her reading material to know that men were gawking at her from across the big, busy room. Every table across from her and facing her was suddenly filled with horny men staring over at her exposed panties. Just by flashing them her panty and leaning forward to read her book, while giving them all down blouse views, she was drawing a crowd. Some man walked past for a closer look, while most men were satisfied to voyeur her from a distance. Add another three dozen men to her total flashed bringing her total flashed to 170 men.
Finally exhausted, she left the mall and drove home with the sexually excited thoughts of all the men she flashed, still fresh in her mind. Wanting, needing, and eager to masturbate over all that she showed and all that the men saw, she quickly stripped out of her clothes and put on her bathrobe. Rubbing against and exciting her nipples with her every movement, imagining a man's fingers fingering her nipples, the soft material of her robe felt good against her naked breasts and she couldn't wait to make herself comfortable on her bed. She couldn't wait to touch herself, before fingering herself. She couldn't wait to plunge her dildo deep inside of her pussy in the way she wished every man she flashed today were here now to fuck her and make her suck them. Rubbing her pussy with her finger, she imagined a 170 men gangbanging her and having their sexy way with her.
"Ding Dong!
"Fuck, just as I was getting comfortable, there's someone at the door. Isn't that always the case?"
Then, she thought, never finished flashing, maybe it was someone else she could flash. Purposely, as if just about to take a shower being her quick thinking excuse, she ran downstairs with her bathrobe wide open and her tits and pussy totally exposed.
"Ding Dong!"
As if a signal for the sexual contest to begin, the doorbell echoed the excitement of whoever was standing outside her front door. As if it were her signal to flash, the doorbell echoed her excitement to show whoever was there all that they, no doubt, wanted to see. Having flashed whoever came to her front door, she was ready to flash whoever was there now.
"Who is it?"
"It's your next door neighbors, Mr. Simms and Mr. Richardson."
What the Hell did they want, she wondered? In a moment of flashing adrenaline, could she dare flash them again, especially after they've already seen her naked at the garage door opening? With her hand tucked cavalierly in her bathrobe pocket, while casually opening her robe more, could she dare open the front door with her bathrobe open enough to expose her breasts and pussy to their horny eyes? Horny enough to do just that, opened the door and did just that.
As soon as she opened her front door, Mr. Simms and Mr. Richardson came rushing in her house with the three trash men and hordes of men behind them. There were the 12 truckers she flashed on the highway, the tollbooth taker, the guy with the pickup truck in the parking lot, the shoe salesman, the boyfriend and husband from the store with the curtains in the dressing room, the 100 men who stared at her when she was sitting on the bench, the three men behind her on the escalator, the men from the jewelry, exercise, lounge chair, and mattress stores, along with all those men from the food court. With 170 men in her house, they stripped off her bathrobe and carried her upstairs, as if she were their Princess prize and they were the victorious soldiers that stormed her castle.
A full sexual assault of men, never has she felt so many hands touching, feeling, squeezing, and groping her naked body. With hands groping her tits, fingering her nipples, squeezing her ass, and fingering her pussy, her fright turned from fear to pleasure. With one man putting a hand to the back of her blonde head and forcing her to suck his cock, another man fucked her. As soon as they exploded their cum in her mouth and/or her pussy, they switched with another man taking his turn. For six long hours, as if they were part of a non-stop, tag team wrestling match they fucked her, while forcing her to suck them.
Overwhelmed by their sexual lust for her, never has she had such a steady diet of cum. There was cum everywhere, on her pillows, on her mattress, on the wall and the carpet, and on her person. A night to remember, even with being a head cheerleader, no pun intended, and being gangbanged by the whole team and a few fans, after her team won the championship and she was voted the homecoming queen, never has she had so much cum in her mouth, in her hair, on her eyes, nose, cheek, chin, and chest. Literally covered in cum, she was so happy and sexually satisfied, albeit a bit sore. A fitting end to her flashing, with her being the flashing legend of the mall, now she could return to her therapy and finally put flashing behind her.
"Ring. Ring." As if hearing a bell, after the boxer had already been knocked out, she heard it again. "Ring. Ring." Emerging from the distance and coming closer, the ringing she heard wouldn't stop, until she answered it. "Ring. Ring."
After having fucked and sucked 170 men, as if in a drug induced daze of sexual Heaven, she reached for the phone.
"Hello? Oh, hi Doctor Jones. Flashing? No, I was just calling to let you know that even though I've had urges to flash, even though I accidentally flashed my neighbors and my trash men, when my bathrobe got caught in the bottom of the garage door and lifted my bathrobe over my head to expose my naked body to them, I haven't purposely flashed anyone. Actually, instead of acting on my impulses, instead of flashing, I went to bed. Only, I've been having sexual dreams of flashing, dreams that were so real that I actually thought that I did flash men again. I dreamt that I went to the mall and flashed 170 men, Doctor Jones. Then, I dreamt that the men followed me home and gangbanged me. I dreamt I was gangbanged by 170 men, doctor, all the men that I dreamt that I had flashed. Better that I dream about it than to actually do it. Right, doctor? Except for the vivid dreams, dreams that were so real and so much better than actually flashing, if I may add, I think that I'm cured. Oh, you want me to come in for therapy? When? You have a cancellation now? Sure. Okay. I can be there in fifteen minutes. Thank you for returning my call, Doctor."
Susan quickly got dressed but, when she opened her front door, an excited mob of men, 170 men, filled her townhouse and carried her upstairs. What she thought was a dream was real. She had gone to the mall and she had flashed men. Now, what she thought was her dream, was her reality and they gangbanged her.
THE END
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Inattentive boyfriend learns to appreciate his girlfriend on Valentine's Day.
It all started last week, the week before Valentine's Day was Larry's undoing, and in hindsight, he realized it was all his fault. When he was working in his second floor, home office late at night in readiness for a big civil lawsuit case. Ready for bed, he turned off the light and stood to yawn and stretch his tiredness, before snuggling in bed against his girlfriend, Diane. He wondered if she'd be in the mood for sex, probably not; she's been moody lately and they've been arguing a lot. When he turned to leave the room, a light out his window caught his eye.
With his drapes wide open and his bedroom light on, Larry's next door neighbor, Andy, walked around his second floor bedroom naked. Andy's master bedroom faced Larry's office and in all the years Larry's lived next door to Andy, those drapes have always been pulled shut and he's never seen his neighbor naked. Not a gay man, Larry wouldn't ordinarily look at another man naked, but seeing another person naked late at night, whether man or woman, was startling and he couldn't help himself from staring at Andy's naked image. Besides, there's something erotically naughty about spying on someone, when they don't know you're watching.
"I only wish Cindy was naked, instead of Andy," said Larry. "She's hot and he's not."
Still, he watched Andy hoping that Cindy would make a naked appearance, too. As soon as he wrapped his brain around seeing Andy's fat ass, beer belly, and swaying cock, quickly going from startling to exciting, in walked Cindy and she was naked, too.
"Oh, my God. Are you kidding me? A voyeur's dream come true, this is too good to be true," he said, while wondering if this naked show played every night, while he was in bed sleeping. "You lucky dog, Andy, to have a wife who looks that good naked. Damn, Cindy has such a hot body."
In voyeur's Heaven, as if watching a live reality porn show on TV, Cindy's round, shapely ass, big, firm breasts, and trimmed, blonde pussy were all there for him to ogle. With land at premium prices in his crowded bedroom neighborhood and costing more than the houses, the residents live close enough that Larry could almost reach out and fondle Cindy's big breasts, suck her pink nipples, and finger her blonde pussy. Even with their windows closed, Larry could hear them arguing, whenever they fought. Only, now that they're both naked, instead of hearing them arguing, he was hoping to not only hear Cindy screaming with pleasure but also to watch her having sex with Andy.
"How hot would that be to watch them fucking and sucking? Wow!"
Barely married six months, Cindy was Andy's young, sexy, new bride. Unaccustomed to seeing a naked twenty-something-year old, with the flat, toned stomach of a runner and the long, shapely legs of a dancer, she has such a hot body. Her naked vision, a mere memory of the hot women that Larry used to date, before he moved in with Diane, not that his girlfriend wasn't hot but, older now, Diane was no Cindy.
Being the voyeur that he was, he couldn't believe his eyes seeing both Andy and Cindy naked. Mesmerized by the naked sight of the both of them, especially her, unable to stop staring, he reached for his binoculars for a closer look. Wishing he was the one with Cindy, instead of Andy, wishing his girlfriend, Diane, was uninhibited enough to have the bedroom drapes open with the light on, he watched them sitting naked in bed talking, laughing, kissing, and touching. Their display of nude, public intimacy was so hot.
Just 24-years-old, Cindy was the newly hired healthcare worker for Andy's elderly mother, which is how they met. Andy, older than Larry by several years, was old enough to be Cindy's father. So truly shameful, the lucky bastard, when he allowed Cindy to move in with him, before marrying her, after divorcing his wife of twenty-something years, with the out of shape body that Andy has, how he landed such a young, good looking woman was beyond Larry's comprehension.
Because of their constant newlywed displays of affection, kissing, hugging, touching, and holding hands, the women in the neighborhood look at Andy with a jaundiced eye, while the men look at him with envy. Any man and some women, who've seen Cindy, no doubt, would lust over her. Who wouldn't? Tall, blonde, busty, beautiful, and shapely, she's a ten on a scale of ten.
Sadly, after Andy divorced with his wife, Beverly, and took up with Cindy, no one in the neighborhood has anything to do with him. Inwardly a beautiful person, an integral part of the neighborhood, Beverly, a more mature, full figured woman, was not as outwardly beautiful in the way that Cindy was stacked. Always included in the neighborhood activities, Larry and Diane, regularly had Andy and Beverly over for drinks, for cards, and for movie night. Now, even though he still lives next door, they never see Andy anymore, that is, until tonight and until now that Larry has both their naked bodies focused in his binocular lens.
"I would so love to fuck her perfect body? She's so hot. She has such an incredible ass," said Larry, while depressing his zoom button to zero in on Cindy's perfect breasts. "Better than any Playboy Playmate, she has great tits, too, the most perfect breasts I've ever seen."
Fondling her big breasts and sucking her erect nipples, while teasing her clit and finger fucking her pussy, he watched Andy roll Cindy over and slide his erect cock inside of her. A live sex show unfolding before his eyes, never having watched another couple having sex, other than on the Internet, Larry could only imagine how exciting it must feel to have sex with someone so young, so firm, so willing, and so hot. Then, when Andy started humping her, banging her, and really slamming his cock in her, he watched them fuck, until Cindy rolled him over and rode him, as if she was riding the bucking Brahma bull at Bronco Billy's Beef Barbeque Bar downtown. With her big breasts barely moving with her hips humping and grinding Andy's cock deeper in her pussy, while twisting, turning, jumping, and screaming, she rode him in the way that Larry wished his girlfriend, Diane, would ride him.
"Oh, my God, I'd pay a lot of money to watch this live sex show and here it is before my eyes for free. It's been a long time since I had sex like that with Diane," said Larry. "Now that I recall, with Diane preferring to make love, rather than to fuck, I haven't had animal sex like that, since I was dating her. Way to go, Andy, way to go, you fat, lucky bastard," said Larry, as if he had paid an admission ticket to watch and to cheer them having sex. "Fuck her, Andy, fuck her, really fuck her," he whispered under his breath, while intently watching them, so as not to arouse Diane from her sleep and spoil his voyeur fun. "Fuck her for all the guys who wish they had a hot, young chick like her in bed to fuck. Fuck her, Andy, fuck her. Fuck her hard for me, buddy," said Larry, while watching them fuck through his binoculars.
Even though Diane has a great, firm rack, natural C cup breasts, now that he saw Cindy's big boobs, he wish Diane had knockers like Cindy's tits. Definitely, by the huge size of them, Cindy's perfect breasts were a D cup or maybe even a double D cup. Without doubt, she has the best tits he's ever seen, better even than Pamela Anderson's big boobs.
"Wow. I just love her big jugs. I'd love to snuggle up against her big tits."
Watching them having sex was obscenely exciting and he was just about to pull out his prick and stroke himself to their public, sexual display, that is, until his office door opened and his girlfriend, Diane, walked in the room and turned on the light.
"What are you doing in the dark, Larry? Aren't you coming to bed?" She walked closer him. "What are you looking at through those binoculars?"
"Nothing, I, um, there was a beaver, I mean, a raccoon outside, and I just wanted to--"
"A beaver? A raccoon? Other than squirrels, the occasional skunk and muskrat, and that natural born killer of a Rat terrier that lives across the street, I've never seen wild animals in this neighborhood," she said with skepticism.
Diane grabbed the binoculars from him, looked out, and saw Andy and Cindy having sex. Even without binoculars, how could she not see them? With their bedroom drapes wide open and their bedroom light on, as if they were in an extension of Larry and Diane's house, they were fucking in plain view.
Even without the binoculars, looking over Diane's shoulder, as if Cindy was a pumping piston of a drilling machine, up and down and up and down, Larry could see Cindy fucking Andy. Even with their windows closed, he could hear them coming close to orgasmic pleasure. Envious and excited, he wished he was having animal sex like that, not so much with Diane but with Cindy. Careful that Diane didn't catch him looking too long and too hard at Cindy, Larry tried acting blasé about what he saw before and what he was seeing now. When he looked over at them again, Cindy looked as if she was about to have an orgasm and Andy, with his mouth gaping open, his face beat red, and his hands all over her big tits, looked as if he was about to explode from the sexual excitement of fucking such a hot, young woman, before dying of a heart attack.
"Oh, my God. A fat, old man with a woman half his age, this is so depravedly disgusting. I'm just glad that Beverly isn't around to see this," said Diane with anger, before removing the binoculars from her eyes to turn and address her boyfriend. "I bet he never fucked Beverly in the way that he's fucking that little slut now because, if he had, they'd probably still be married."
A sexual revelation, shocked by Diane's revealing confession, just as he'd loved to have sex with Diane in the way that Andy was having sex with Cindy, he wondered if Diane just revealed that she wished she could be fucked in the way that Cindy was being fucked now. Show over, Larry figured that Diane would give him back the binoculars and leave the office but, when she looked through the binoculars again and refocused them for a closer look, he wondered if she was a closet voyeur and an exhibitionist, too. Wow, wouldn't that be hot, if she was and if they could put on their own little show? If she thought this public, sexual display was so depravedly shocking and was so offended by their naked sexual show, then why is she needing another longer and closer look at Andy and Cindy through his binoculars?
"If you push that button right there, Diane," he said hoping to encourage her into embracing exhibitionism and voyeurism, by having her stay longer to watch, "the lens will zoom out enough for you to--"
"Eww. This is so wrong spying on someone, Larry. I've seen enough. I'm going to be sick," she said still standing there mesmerized and as if hypnotized, while watching the hot sexual action through his binoculars.
As if she had just kicked him in the balls, instead of congratulating him for doing his sworn duty as a testosterone filled, voyeuristic man, by Diane's comment that she was going to be sick, Larry felt he was doing something wrong by watching Andy and Cindy copulate.
"What? What happened? What's the matter? What did you see, Diane? Tell me."
"Oh, my God, Larry, I just saw Andy's cock," she said still staring through the binoculars. "He looked right at me watching him. He saw me watching him through the binoculars having sex. Then, he smiled, took his erection in hand, and waved his cock at me, just before exploding his load of cum all over Cindy," said Diane turning to face Larry and handing him back the binoculars.
"Wow." Saddened that he missed the climax of the free sex show, Larry could only manage to utter one word, after missing Andy cumming all over Cindy. He so would have loved to have seen that.
Unable to tell if Diane was angry, embarrassed, or excited seeing Andy's cock and watching him cum all over Cindy, not wanting to ruin this moment of sexual exploration, playing it by ear, he threaded lightly, while hoping that Diane would continue to reveal more of her sexual wants and needs. Hopeful of her sexual epiphany, maybe after Diane watched Andy with Cindy, this was their sexual turning point to a hotter and healthier sex life. Maybe, after watching the public sexual display of their neighbors, Diane will want to show other men more skin in the way that Cindy just paraded around naked. Maybe, finally, Diane will agree to flash the mailman, the UPS man, the Fedex driver, and the pizza delivery guy. Larry could only imagine the fun they could have flashing Diane's naked and semi-naked body to other men.
"Andy, that fat, old, pig just ejaculated all over her Cindy's face and chest, a woman nearly half his age. Oh, my God, that was so gross. He ought to be ashamed. He gave her a real cum bath. There was cum everywhere, Larry, everywhere. She had cum dripping from her hair, her eyes, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and all across her breasts. I never saw a man cum so much, Larry."
With his cock throbbing in his pants, Larry listened to Diane describe the sexual action she had just witnessed, while watching her reaction to the public sexual display. Was she appalled or excited? He couldn't tell. After all these years together, sadly and frustratingly, he didn't know his girlfriend well enough to read her.
Is this what she wants? Does she want him to give her a cum bath, too, while someone watches? Is cumming all over her face and breasts her sexual fantasy? Damn, why didn't she say something to him before? If he knew Diane wanted a cum bath, he'd be happy to accommodate her. He imagined Diane giving his friends a circle jerk. He imagined several of his friends standing over her, while masturbating or while she masturbated and sucked them, before they all gave her a real cum bath.
"Wow," he said excitedly, the only word he could utter that didn't reveal what he was truly thinking.
He so wanted to ask Diane, if he could give her a cum bath. He so wanted to ask Diane, if he could flash her naked body to other men. He didn't dare ask Diane, if she'd have his friends give her a cum bath. Instead, he allowed her to take the lead, so that he could follow, that is, until she ruined his sexual fantasy.
"Eww, eww, eww. He's such a gross pig," she said shaking, shivering, and wrapping her arms around her body, as is she had just walked through a spider web. "I can't believe he held his cock up in his hand, as if giving me a better look at his erection, before he splashed Cindy with cum. I can't believe he saw me looking. I'm so embarrassed, Larry. Knowing Andy, he probably thinks that I want him. Eww. Gross."
Already excited with the thoughts of him and his friends cumming all over Diane, she quickly burst his sexual fantasy bubble with a moral reality one. Then, to make matters worse, a chance of a lifetime, he couldn't believe he missed Andy cumming all over Cindy. With Diane not the true voyeur that he was or the hot exhibitionist that Cindy was, somehow she caught all the action, just at the right moment and he missed all the action at the wrong time. For sure, he would have given his right nut to witness Andy cumming all over Cindy. A memory that would have fueled his masturbation sessions for a long time, that would have been so hot to see her pretty face and big tits dripping with Andy's cum.
"Well, the thing about being a voyeur, Diane, is that you're not supposed watch someone with the light on," he said turning off the light. "You're not supposed to let your subject know that you're watching them and you're never supposed to be caught looking," he said with a nervous laugh, while hoping that he could somehow persuade Diane to stay to watch more and enlist her as a willing volunteer in his sexy games of voyeurism and exhibitionism. "Except in this case, with Andy and Cindy being so uninhibitedly open, maybe they wanted us to see them. Maybe they were hoping we'd watch them. Maybe they're exhibitionists. Maybe they're hoping we'll swing with them."
"Swing? What do you mean swing? What's that?"
As soon as Larry mentioned Cindy's name with the word swing, his cock hardened, while envisioning himself fucking Cindy, while Diane sucked Andy's cock. In a frenzy of arms and legs, a regular Bob & Carol & Ted & Alice, he imagined the four of them together in bed sucking, licking, and fucking. Oh, my God, a dream come true, he'd love to have sex with Cindy, while watching Andy fuck Diane.
"The swinging lifestyle is having an open sexual relationship, where you have sex with other couples separately or together."
"Eww, gross, Larry, that's so gross. I'd never have sex with anyone but you," she said giving him a long, hard stare, before shooting him a long look of accusation. "Is that what you want? You want me to fuck Andy, so that you can fuck Cindy? Is that it?" Thinking, at first, that she was seriously considering the thought of swinging with Andy and Cindy, when she shot him a look of anger that shriveled his penis and made him feel perversely embarrassed to be a normal, horny man, he felt sad that he'd never live his sexual fantasy of sharing Diane with other men. "I'd kill myself first, before I allowed Andy to even touch me."
"No, no, of course not, Diane. I'm happy with you. I love you, Diane," said Larry quickly back peddling, while his sexual fantasy with Cindy as his very own personal porn star evaporated. "I'm not a swinger. If I'm anything at all, I'm just a voyeur. I just like to watch. Especially if someone is purposely showing, there's no harm in that, is there?"
"A voyeur? Is that what you are, Larry, a voyeur? A pervert?" She looked at him, as if he had two heads and as if he was perverted, instead of being the normal, testosterone filled, healthy voyeuristic man that he was. "Just as you enjoy watching Andy fuck Cindy, you'd like to watch me having sex with Andy, wouldn't you? Is that it?"
"Yeah, I mean no. I don't want you having sex with Andy, that is, unless you wanted to," he said mumbling the last part low enough under his breath that Diane didn't hear. Instead, standing on his soapbox, he continued his position to defend himself with justification. "I may be a voyeur, but I'm not a pervert. I wouldn't want you to have sex with anyone but me," he said lying, while proud to be a voyeur, but saddened that she, no doubt, now thought him a pervert. His images of being a swinger in the swinging lifestyle deflated with his cock. "Especially when someone is blatantly displaying their naked body, there's nothing wrong with looking at what they are showing."
Tired of having to defend himself with her standing in judgment, Diane always accused him of cheating. Censoring them by stamping their sexual disapproval on their erections to spoil and inhibit their inherent voyeuristic fun, especially when another woman was involved, women were always so possessively jealous with their men. Larry believed that not only were all men voyeurs but also that all women were exhibitionists. Further, when it came to their man, women evoked a double standard of morals.
Why was it okay for their women to flash other men their panties and bras but not okay for their man to look at other woman, who flash them their panties and bras? When women enjoy wearing short skirts and low cut tops, why is it okay for women to flash their bodies to other men and then chastise their man for looking at other women? In the way he had been staring at Cindy, God forbid, he should be caught looking at another woman, there'd be Hell to pay, as there was now with Diane. Even though he wanted to try and save himself by saying to Diane that all women are exhibitionists, deciding not to push his luck by trying to defend that argument, figuring that she'd think he was calling her a slut, he remained silent.



"Is that what you were doing, being a voyeur, by watching them? You know, having lust in your heart over another, watching someone having sex is as much cheating, as is having sex with someone else."
"Looking is not cheating, Diane. Gees, I was only watching a couple that wanted to be seen. Besides, all men are voyeurs," he said instead hoping to use that as his defense. "With the light off and the binoculars to your eyes, you weren't watching. You were peeping, Larry. You're a peeper. That's what you are," she said raising her voice. "You're a peeping Tom, a regular pervert."
"Gees, Diane, I wasn't peeping and I'm not perverted. They were right there in the open and when I saw the light--"
"Does that excite you to watch another couple having sex?" She looked down at the bulge in his pajama bottoms. "Obviously it does or is it because you think Cindy is so young and hot that you lust over her, while wishing it was you fucking her, instead of Andy. Do you wish you were having sex with her, instead of with me? Is that it, Larry?"
"No, of course not," he said when he really wanted to say, fuck yeah! "I love you, Diane," he said taking a step closer to hug her. "I don't want to have sex with anyone, but you."
"Is that what you were about to do, play with yourself, while watching them?" She took a step back. "Eww, that's so nasty, Larry."
We could masturbate together, while watching them, he wanted to say but, in the foul mood she was suddenly in, he didn't dare. By the look she was giving him, she made his cock shrivel again. Suddenly cast beneath her judgmental stare, she made him feel ashamed, dirty, and perverted.
"No, I--"
"Don't you be getting any ideas about me doing anything like that, Larry," she said, as if reading his mind, while digging her fingernail in his chest.
"Ow," he said pushing her finger away. "That's going to leave a mark," he said rubbing the spot, where she nearly impaled me.
"Yeah, well, you keep your eyes to me and not on Cindy or I'll leave a mark on your face with my fist and with a knee to your balls, instead of just my fingernail on your chest."
"Gees, Diane, what's the big deal? I was just--"
"You were just what, Larry? Spying? Peeping? Lusting? Invading someone else's privacy, while wishing that was you with Cindy, before masturbating over all that you saw? That's sick, Larry. You need help."
"If they didn't want us to see them, Diane, they would have closed their drapes or, at the very least, turned off the light."
"I'm no exhibitionist, Larry. I'd never put on a sexual show for anyone to watch me in the way that Andy and Cindy violated our neighborhood. Not even showing any man so much as my bra strap, I'd never get naked in front of anyone, but you, Larry. Do you hear me? Do you understand?"
"Yes, I hear you. Yes, I understand."
She turned to leave, before turning back around and giving him a hard look.
"Oh, and by the way," she said putting her hands beneath her nightgown covered breasts and lifting them, before juggling them, as if offering him her fun bags. "Just as Pamela Anderson's tits aren't real, Cindy's tits aren't real either. So isn't her hair. They're extensions. Everything about her is phony. Her implants and hair extensions are probably made in China like everything else is today."
"Seriously?" As if hearing that there was no Santa Claus, Larry looked at Diane with shock. "Pamela Anderson's tits aren't real and Cindy's tits aren't real either?" Larry took the opportunity to look over again at Cindy's big boobs through his binoculars again. He was crushed. "Those aren't her real tits? They sure look real to me," he said depressing his zoom button.
"Silicone, Larry, they're silicone. Look at them," she said and he did again, only this time longer. "They don't move. With her being fucked like that, real breasts would move, real breasts would bounce up and down and sway side to side, while Andy was banging her. My breasts are real and her breasts are not."
"Oh," he said suddenly feeling disappointed and somehow cheated that Cindy's breasts were manmade. Still, truth be told, if that was him with Cindy, instead of Andy, fake boobs or real, he'd never kick her out of bed for eating crackers.
"I feel dirty, after watching that horrible sexual display. Having just taken one, I feel that I need another shower, before going to bed. You can stay and watch Cindy suck Andy's cock, while masturbating yourself, if that's what excites you, Larry, but I'm going to bed."
Gees, Cindy was sucking Andy's cock? Impatient for Diane to leave, it took all the control that he had not to put the binoculars up to his eyes and look. If he thought that Diane was serious about him staying to watch, while masturbating, he would have, but he knew better than to stay. He knew that if he didn't come to bed, he'd have a high price to pay tomorrow in arguing about what he stayed to watch and what he was doing, while watching.
"No, I'm coming to bed, too," he said downcast.
Already so very horny, in the way that Diane got to see Andy explode cum all over Cindy's pretty face and massive breasts, he wished that he could have stayed to watch Andy put a hand to the back of Cindy's pretty head and fill her sexy mouth with cum, before giving her a real cum bath. Boy, if only he had a girlfriend as young and as hot as Cindy, not that Diane wasn't young and hot, he'd be cumming twice in one night, too. Only, in the way that he hasn't been getting along with Diane lately, he's lucky to cum once a month, most times by his own hand.
As soon as he got in bed, he rolled over to Diane and cupped her beautiful breast in his hand. Hoping for some hot action of his own, after watching Andy with Cindy, he needed to cum. Hoping that Diane was amorously in the mood, too, after watching their neighbors, he was hoping that Diane would fuck him and/or suck him.
"Don't," she said pushing his hand away, as soon as his fingers ran across her nipple.
She was pissed, but why? He didn't understand. Maybe she was pissed because she thought that he was spying on his neighbors and he was. Maybe she was pissed because she thought that he was lusting over Cindy and he was. Maybe she was pissed because now she thinks that her boyfriend is a pervert and he is. Yet, in his defense, all guys are voyeurs. All men lust over other women. In that regard, being that voyeurism and lusting over other women is Diane's definition of a pervert, then all men are perverted. Knowing that he was a normal, testosterone filled man, he felt better about being the perverted voyeur that he obviously was.
Whatever the reason why Diane was pissed, it was obvious that Larry wasn't going to get any sex tonight. He would have been better off taking Diane up on her offer to stay and watch Cindy suck Andy's cock. He would have been better off had he masturbated over the hot action of his neighbors. He would have been better off had he just come to bed earlier and not seen the public sexual display of his neighbors in the first place. He would have been better off if Cindy was his girlfriend, instead of Diane. Definitely, he'd be better off if Diane had given him some hot sex.
As if there was a reemergence of an Ice Age but exclusively in their bedroom, the sudden cold chill between Diane and Larry couldn't be cut with a chainsaw to even fashion their sudden separation in the form of a broken heart carved in ice. As if an Arctic wind froze the sexual lust between them to a frigid, sub zero memory, filled with icicles instead of candles, needing some relief, Larry was so alone with his bad voyeur and now terribly horny self. As if Diane's mother was sitting in the corner of their bedroom knitting, while voicing her disapproval with "Tsk, tsk, tsk," and watching to make sure that they didn't have sex, Larry now felt so embarrassed that his beloved girlfriend caught him watching the neighbors having hot sex. He hated the look of disappointment she shot him, when she accused him of wanting Cindy over her, even though he did and accusing him of being perverted, even though he now felt he was.
As if the fact that he's a voyeur, as is nearly every man, has anything to do with him being her boyfriend, lover, and best friend, Diane made him feel morally abnormal and ashamedly perverted. That whole week leading up to Valentine's Day, she barely spoke to him. As if she was thinking about something, contemplating doing something, and plotting and planning behind his back, she made him feel so guilty that he watched Andy and Cindy having sex. Even though he apologized, his apology fell on deaf ears. Then, what happened the week before in him watching Andy and Cindy having sex, culminated a week later on, of all days, Valentine's Day, in Diane locking him out of their house.
"Diane? Hello? Honey? Let me in. My key suddenly doesn't work in the lock," said Larry talking through the closed and locked the front door.
"I had the locks changed, Larry," said Diane in a muffled voice from the other side of the door.
"You had the locks changed? Why? Did we have a forced entry? Were we burglarized?"
"Before I answer your question, answer my question."
"Okay?"
"Do you know what today is?"
What day today is? Duh, of course I know what day it is, thought Larry. What does she think I'm drunk?
"Do I know what day today is? Don't you know what today is? It's Tuesday, honey. Now let me in, please. I'm tired and I'm cold. It's freezing out here."
"What else?"
"What else? It's February..."
"And..."
"Oh, shit." He didn't even have to finish the answer, when he knew that today was Valentine's Day. "Fuck!"
"Sorry, I didn't hear you," she said with more tension in her voice.
"It's February 14th, sweetie," he said, as if he were a child admitting his guilt, after being admonished and before being brought to the principal's office for punishment.
"And what else?"
"It's Valentine's Day," he said in a soft, defeated voice.
"I'm sorry, Larry, but I didn't hear your answer," she said in a tone he had never heard. "What is today?"
"It's Valentine's Day, Diane. Today is Valentine's Day," he said, while wondering what was still open for him to buy her flowers, candy, and something sparkly enough for her to forgive him that he forgot today was the day of love.
"Now let me ask you this, since I already know your answer, when I watched you walk from the car to the front door empty handed."
It was then, in the way that he suddenly felt, when she spoke to him with a voice filled with sarcasm that he realized how many people he had put in this same position by mercilessly interrogating and badgering them on the witness stand. It was then that he realized how much he had hurt Diane, his beloved girlfriend, by not remembering her on this special day of love. It was then that he realized that his job was overtaking his personal life.
"Did you buy me a Valentine's Day card, Larry?"
"No, I--"
"Since I didn't see them, maybe you left them in the car to surprise me with them later. Did you buy me flowers, Larry?"
"No, I--"
"You know how fond I am of dark chocolate, especially truffles. Did you buy me candy, Larry?"
She kept saying his name and the only time she said his name with every sentence and each question, was when she was really pissed, like that time that he asked to drive her new car and he crashed by running into an oncoming car.
"Why did you even ask to use my car, Larry, when you have a new car? Why did I allow you to drive my new car, Larry? Tell me again, why you ran a stoplight, Larry?"
In the way she was then, she was like that now, only even more pissed. He could hear the tension in her voice. For his safety sake, he felt lucky that he had a solid, oak door protecting him from her. He just hoped to God that he hadn't ruined their relationship.
"No, I--"
"Maybe tucked inside your suit coat pocket, you bought me jewelry. Did you buy me diamond earrings or a diamond tennis bracelet, Larry? Did you buy me jewelry, Larry? Hold it up to the window, Larry. Show me the bling, Larry, so that I can see what you bought me for Valentine's Day."
Now wishing he had paid more attention to her hints, with all the ads she had left lying around the living room the past few weeks, because he was preoccupied with his job, he saw them but they didn't register. With Valentine's Day looming, her subtle and sometimes not so subtle hints didn't register in his brain in the way they should have. Preoccupied with work and now with the thoughts of Cindy's naked body, all of this could have been avoided, if only he had his secretary or a law clerk pick up whatever Diane so wanted for Valentine's Day. Now, such a terrible boyfriend and a horrible man, he felt like such a cad.
"Listen, Diane, I'm so very sorry that I forgot today was Valentine's Day, but wait right here and I'll run out and--"
"Too late, Larry," she said unlocking and opening the front door enough to toss out his small, overnight bag with a change of clothes and some toiletries, along with a room key to the Madison Hotel.
When she unlocked the door, before she tossed out his overnight bag, he thought she was going to forgive him. When she opened the door, he half suspected they were going to have a romantic evening. Sadly, his hopes for a reconciliation ended, when she slammed shut and locked the front door.
"Diane? Diane?" Not wanting to arouse the neighbors, Larry knocked lightly before rapping harder. "C'mon, Diane. Can't we discuss this?" Shivering from the cold, wondering which neighbor he could ask if he could spend the night, he looked around the neighborhood. No doubt, Andy would open his door to him and give him a place to sleep, that is, so long as he had Diane with him. When Andy was married to Beverly, with the grass always looking greener on the other side of the fence, he always had a thing for Diane in the way that Larry now had a thing for Cindy. "Diane, c'mon, please? I have no place to go and I'm so tired. Please open the door."
"I gave you a key, Larry," she said through the door. "Use it."
"You did?" Larry turned to look to where she tossed his overnight bag. "You gave me a key to the house?"
"No."
"Then, what key did you give me?"
"I gave you a key to a room at the Madison Hotel downtown, that's where you're staying tonight, until I cool off and decide what to do with you."
"What to do with me? Are you going to punish me because I've been too busy and preoccupied with working to build us a future?" He paused thinking of what else to say to convince her to allow him inside. "Is this because I watched Andy having sex with Cindy? Listen, Diane, this is childish. Can we talk about--"
"No. Go Larry. Just go. I want to be alone. I need to think. I really need to be alone with my thoughts now, before I really get angry and before I make a scene that will have the neighbors calling the police."
Boy oh boy, he really did it this time. He's never heard her as angry, even angrier than the time when he lifted her short skirt in the mall to flash the guys behind her on the escalator her bikini panty clad ass. Hoping she'd get a rush from strangers seeing her nearly naked ass for them to have some hot pillow talk and even hotter sex later, she surprised him, shocked him actually, when she turned and slapped him across the face and then left him there to walk home.
Just as he didn't understand her outrage then, he didn't understand her outrage now. If she was so shy and pissed about someone seeing her panties, why in the Hell was she wearing a such a short skirt in the first place, short enough that gave whoever was standing behind her on the escalator a glimpse of her panties anyway? Too late to make sleeping arrangements elsewhere, with nowhere else to go, and with it too cold to sleep outside in his car, he drove to the Madison Hotel.
To be honest, he didn't blame her for being angry. A day she set aside for love, celebrating February 14th with a nice dinner, a bottle of chilled champagne, and a decadent dessert after, Valentine's Day was her very special holiday. Being that he forgot Valentine's Day last year, along with her birthday, and their anniversary, he's surprised she hasn't thrown him out sooner.
Having had to work long hours and weekends on a big case his law firm asked him to handle, an endless case that has morphed into taking over his personal life, he's been so very busy, too busy. Too preoccupied with the law to think of Diane and to remember Valentine's Day, that last thing he had time to think about was love and sex, that is, until he saw Andy having sex with Cindy. Right now, dead at the door, he's just so very tired. He's so tired that even if Andy and Cindy were having sex right now with their drapes wide open with their light on, he wouldn't watch. Okay, maybe he'd look over briefly.
Wishing he could just sleep in his own bed, wishing he had remembered Diane today, of all days, Valentine's Day, he drove downtown, parked his car, and trudged through the hotel lobby. Already having the key in hand, he didn't need to check in his room. He just took the elevator to the 7th floor and unlocked the door to room 764. Maybe after a good night's sleep, she'll calm down enough for him to talk with her. Maybe with some belated, albeit, expensive gifts, she'll forgive him. It's a good thing the trial was postponed for a week. With all the crazy hours he's been working, the senior partner of the law firm gave everyone the day off tomorrow. He guessed she figured with it being Valentine's Day today, that everyone will be having an amorous evening tonight, that is, except for him and Diane.
Without turning on his light in the hotel room, preferring the darkness to the light, especially when he was upset, he even extinguished his office light at work, when thinking about a troubling case. Ever since he was a kid, he found lights too brightly distracting. Preferring the moonlight to manmade light, he opened the drapes to look out the window and stood with his forehead pressed against the cool glass, while thinking about how to patch things up with Diane. He loved her, he really did. A voyeuristic outlet, Cindy was just a diversion because he had been so horny and because Diane hadn't given him sex in a while. Had he more time at home to get her in the mood, had he not forgotten Valentine's Day, he wouldn't be standing here now alone in a hotel room looking out over nothing but dozens of rooms from across the courtyard.
In the way that the hotel was arranged with rooms that ran along both sides of a rectangular shaped courtyard, he had a bird's eye view of the rooms across from him, that is, if their light were on and their drapes were open. With nothing else to do, with him being so horny, forever the voyeur, he hoped to see some fodder to masturbate over later. It's ironically funny now that Diane should chastise him for being a voyeur. Exhibitionism and voyeurism is how they met five years ago last summer, after all. For sure, she wasn't always such a prude. More sexually playfully and amorously adventurous then, she changed and was turning into something of a middle-aged shrew now, instead of the fun filled tease of a woman she was, when they first met.
Living in the same apartment complex, they took the same train into the city. They didn't know one another then and, even though he remembered seeing her a few times, always too focused with work, he really never noticed her, until that one fateful day that he found himself sitting across from her on the train. A regular bookworm, with her nose buried in a book and her mind lost in a story, she was reading her novel, which is what she still does now, while curled up on the couch with a blanket and a cup of tea.
Bored with the long train ride to the city, anxious to get to work, he was preoccupied with a case, when wasn't he? Mindlessly staring across the aisle, while lost in thought, he couldn't help but notice the good looking woman sitting across from him. Suddenly, forgetting the complexities of his case, he concentrated his focus on Diane, when she slowly crossed her legs and gave him an innocent flash of her panty. So unexpected, the flash of her panty startled him enough to alert his steady, stealth surveillance of her.



As if an electrical jolt of electricity shocked his mind from legal matters to lecherous ones, oh, my God, that was so hot to see a flash of her white panty. Having looked up just in time, he couldn't believe his luck. He couldn't believe he saw her panty. An attractive woman, she was wearing a short skirt with bright, white panties and the sight of her panty covered mound excited him.
Forgetting about the preoccupation of work for a moment, after the woman sitting across from him flashed him her panties, exhibitionism and voyeurism was a game that he was now more interested in playing. Panty flashing was just the game that he needed to play to take his mind off his court case and get him through the long train ride. Wishing and wanting her to flash him again, taking care for her not to catch him looking, he hoped she'd uncross her legs and cross her legs the other way, while flashing him her panties again and again. Just as he thought that, he couldn't believe it, when she did just that. First one flash, when she uncrossed her legs and then another flash, when she crossed them again the other way.
Oh, my God. Better than playing games on his iPad, he wondered if she flashed him on purpose, perhaps knowing that he was looking, or by mere accident because her skirt was so short. He looked up at her face but, except for her long, blonde hair, her visage was hidden by her book. Having seen her waiting for the train before and now trying to remember what she looked like, remembering that she was pretty, he wished he could remember what she looked like.
He wondered if her face looked as good as her legs. Open to having a girlfriend, especially one so sexy, already fantasizing about her naked, he wondered if she was available or already in a relationship. Surely someone who looks like her would already be taken. Maybe she was just a frustrated, young housewife getting her kicks flashing a stranger with a bit of flashing fun.
Oh, my God, this is so hot sitting across from a woman, who doesn't know that she's flashing her panties, every time she crosses her legs, or does she know. What does it matter if she knows or not, so long as he rewarded with a flash of her panty? Still, he wondered, does she know he was watching her? Is that why she just flashed him her panty? Does she know she just flashed him her panty? Then, when she uncrossed her legs again, she left them uncrossed this time. With her knees tightly pressed together and her short skirt flatly in place, his speculation whether she was flashing him accidentally or not, along with the show, was over. Or was it?
When he looked at her legs again, even with her knees pressed tightly together, there was a triangular opening that ran from her mid thigh to her crotch. As if her panty clad pussy belonged to an Angel, the rising sun that streamed across the aisle, lit up her panty clad pussy, as if he was having a religious moment. Fixated on the clear view of her triangular patch of panty, he wondered about her. So hyped up with work that he had forfeited his personal life for his business one, he forgot his loneliness and how horny he always was. Now willing to pass the time with a friendly, albeit flashing female, instead of always being so alone, he wondered what it would be like to talk to her, to touch her, to kiss her, and to pull down her bright, white panty and lick her, before fucking her.
From what he could see of her breasts, partially hidden by her arms and her book, she had a nice rack and he imagined feeling her body through her clothes while kissing her, before reaching beneath her short skirt to feel her panty clad ass and push her bikini panty aside to finger her pussy. He wondered what she'd be like in bed. Horny with the early morning hour and from his unaddressed, sexual frustration, other than with his hand, he couldn't remember when he had sex last. He wondered if she sucked cock and if he could cum in her mouth. He wondered if she swallowed. He wondered what was her name.
Without having even seen her face, without even having met her, he was already having a sexual fantasy about her. Obviously, working too long and too hard, he needed some down time. If his firm wasn't so stringent about sexual harassment laws, there are a few secretaries that he'd love to give oral dictation to, while alone with them in his apartment. Only, trying to prove his worth to the partners of the firm, not even having the time to have a dog, he didn't have time for a personal life and the demands on his time to have a girlfriend.
Then, ever so slightly, with each jostled bump and sway of the train, as if they were two boats attached to the dock by their moorings, her knees drifted apart ever so slowly. Mesmerized by the sight of her drifting knees parting ever so slightly and ever so slowly, as if their parting was his very own, personal invitation to look and to see, with each gentle movement of the train, her short skirt climbed higher, while her knees parted wider. With every parting movement of her knees by the motion of the train, he was rewarded with more of a view of her inner thighs, the inner sanctum sanctimonious.
"Hallelujah," he whispered under his breath.
Without having even seen her face, he knew she was pretty. Judging her by her shapely form, figuring she was a runner, a swimmer, a dancer, and/or a skater, she had killer legs. Then, no doubt preoccupied with her book, as if her knees were his gates to Heaven and her thighs the highway to the promise land, Nirvana opened wide and she sat, as if she was a drunken sailor in a bar on shore leave. When her knees parted just enough to give him a clear and uninterrupted view of her panty, he was enthralled.
Having not had sex in a long while, he imagined kneeling before her and parting her knees wider, as she still read her book. He imagined reaching his hand between her legs to touch her, to feel her, and to cup her panty clad pussy. He imagined pushing her panty aside to finger her. Then, reaching his other hand beneath her book, he imagined feeling her ample breast through her blouse, first one and then the other, before unbuttoning her blouse and removing her big breasts from her bra, while she still turned her page and read her book.
"Hi," she said looking up at him and interrupting his sexual fantasy. As if he was deep in a hypnotic trance, she caught him staring at her panty. Denying him any more of a view of her panty, she closed her book, closed her knees, and crossed her legs, this time without flashing him her panty. "This ride is excruciatingly too long," she said looking at him with a smile, as if waiting for his reply. When none came, she introduced herself. "I'm Diane."
Already deep in a sexual fantasy about her, to return to reality took a moment for him to realize that she was addressing him. It wasn't until she said her name, that he erased his mind of her panty clad pussy, to look up at her pretty face. Diane, her name is Diane. He looked up at her face and, he was right, she was very pretty, prettier than any of those secretaries at work that he had been lusting over. Without doubt, remembering how she looked that day, she was prettier than Cindy.
"Larry," he said. "Pleased to meet you, Diane. Sorry, I was thinking about a case," he said holding up a handful of papers, as if he needed to use that as evidence that he wasn't staring at her exposed panties.
That's how they met more than 5 years ago. He couldn't believe it's been five years. If only he could capture and bottle the excitement that he had the first time she flashed him her panty, he'd never think of having sex with Cindy. He knew just as he loved her that she loved him. Just as he wanted to have children one day, she's been pressuring him to have a baby. Since there's no one he'd want to have a child with other than with her, they should get married, he thought.
Yet, he needed to make his career mark first and if he wins this case, he'll be golden. With so much pressure to perform, there was so much competition and he didn't want to be cut, as so many junior lawyers had already been cut from the firm. Still, especially now that she threw him out on Valentine's night, he missed her. If she was here right now, he'd kiss her, really kiss her, before asking her to marry him.
With his head pressed against the cool window glass of his hotel room, as if an icepack to a bad headache that eased away his frustration and weariness, he decided to surprise her with some flowers tomorrow morning, after hitting the jewelry store to buy her some bling, a diamond, maybe even a diamond engagement ring. Then, he'll make dinner reservations at the most expensive restaurant in town and, in the way he was feeling about her and missing her now, maybe he'd even propose. Then...wait one minute.
"What the Hell? What's this? No frigging way. Are you kidding me? I don't believe my eyes. This is too much. I can't believe my luck. I can't believe what I'm seeing."
When he looked out his hotel window, the light went on in the room directly across and a floor down from him. He watched a woman walking back and forth unpacking her suitcase and neatly folding her clothes to put away in drawers and hanging the rest in her closet. Because they weren't on the same floor, unless she stood closer to the window, he couldn't see above her shoulders. Unable to see her face and wishing he could see her face, he was glad that he could see her hot body.
He's a voyeur and for him to get sexually excited, unless really horny, he needed to see the face of the woman, along with all the other body parts. Only seeing her from her shoulders down, he wished she was in the room on the same floor directly across him. Nonetheless, from where he was watching her, unless she looked up, it was an undetectable vantage point for a voyeur. Horny enough that he wished she would, he hoped she'd start removing her clothes. With his head pressed against the window and peering down, unless she stood at the window and looked up at him, she'd never know he was standing there watching her.
"Bingo!"
As soon as he thought of her stripping, as soon as he thought what she'd look like in her lingerie or naked, she was standing by her mirror unbuttoning blouse.
"Fuck me. Are you kidding me? This is too good to be true. At least today won't be a total loss. If nothing else, in the way that I needed and wanted to masturbate over Cindy's naked body, now I can masturbate over this sexy woman undressing."
He watched the woman undressing and, with the body she had, an even better body than Cindy had, he wished she was his girlfriend. With someone like her in his life, without a doubt, he'd never forget her birthday, their anniversary, or Valentine's Day. If she was his girlfriend, taking her off the market and keeping her all to himself, he'd get down on his knee and ask her to marry him. Slowly and methodically, as if she were a call girl undressing for some VIP big shot in a strip club, as if preoccupied in thought, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse and cuffs, before flaying open her blouse and removing it to expose her pink, lacy bra.
With each unbuttoned button blouse, he stared to see what he could see and what she was showing. With each unbuttoned button of her blouse, as if given the pass to his own personal, private striptease show, his excitement grew. Then, when she removed her blouse and paraded around her room in just her bra and short skirt, she was so sexy.
"Oh, my God. Oh, baby, nice tits. This is one sexy bitch," he said to his reflection in the window. "If she looks this good in her bra, I can't wait to see her in her panty. I can't wait to see her in her panty and bra. I can't wait to see her tits. This is so much better than the hotel's X rated movies."
He watched her hanging up her blouse, before returning to her place in front of the mirror, his best vantage point to watch her undress in the room. With her drapes wide open and the light on, doesn't she know that she can be seen? Maybe she does know she can be seen. Maybe she doesn't care. Maybe she's an exhibitionist.
He wish Diane was an exhibitionist. He wished Diane would flash other men her panty in the way she flashed him her panty on the train, when they first met. Returning his focus back to the sexy stranger, he wondered if she hoping that someone was watching her undress? Maybe she was purposely undressing for someone. He looked around at the rooms that he could see from his angle that faced her to see if she was giving someone a show and to see if anyone else was watching her, but all the drapes that he could see facing her room were closed. The only drapes that he could see were open were his drapes and her drapes.
A voyeur's dream come true, with her drapes wide open and her light on, first he saw Cindy walking around her bedroom naked. Then, he watch her giving Andy the kind of wild sex he wished Diane would give him. Now it's this sexy stranger not caring who's watching her undress that has returned the voyeuristic excitement he had, when watching Cindy, before Diane interrupted his fun. If only Diane could be so unabashedly sexy and wantonly slutty. What are the odds that in the course of one week, he's witness to another voyeuristic show?
Then, when she reached behind her and unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt, he was riveted to the window. Holding on to the top of her skirt with her fingertips, before allowing her skirt to fall to the floor and collect around her ankles, as if he was there sliding down her thighs, falling for her, and crumpling to her feet, she wore matching pink, bikini panties. How hot was that? With her back facing the window, she bent at the waist to retrieve her skirt and carefully folded it, before walking over to the bureau to put it away in the drawer. When she bent at the waist, he looked to see if he could see her face, but with her backside facing the window, he was sidetracked looking at her beautiful round ass.
"Oh, my God, she has an incredible ass. I'd love to tap that ass. Fuck, I wish Diane looked like that and had an ass like her. Why can't I have a hot girlfriend like her?"
He watched her walk back to her place in front of the mirror. Then, she reached around behind her and unhooked her bra. Seemingly to take forever, before she peeled her bra from her breasts and removed her bra cups from her C cup breasts, he held his breath waiting to see her tits. He saw them in the mirror, before seeing them straight on, when she turned to toss her bra on the bed.
"Oh, my God. Look at that. She has amazing knockers. I'd love to fondle those breasts. I'd love to suck those nipples. Better breasts than Cindy's breasts, those are natural breasts, for sure, and not some plastic surgeon's creation."
Then, as if a stripper on stage, she wiggled out of her bikini panties. Bending at the waist again to remove them off her feet, she exposed the inside of her ass and pink pussy to him. Seeing as much of her as her gynecologist would, seeing more of her than any voyeur hoped to see, after missing most of the Andy and Cindy climaxing show, especially when Andy gave Cindy a cum bath, he couldn't believe his good fortunate now. Only, he wished he could see what she looked like, so that he could fantasize about having sex with her, while stroking his cock.
If he had a choice of seeing Cindy naked or watching his sexy stranger undress, he'd chose watching his sexy stranger. If he had a choice of watching Andy and Cindy having sex or watching this gorgeously hot woman strip naked, he'd pick the latter over the former. Watching a slow striptease show was always his first choice. Without a doubt, with a better body than Cindy, she was smoking hot.
"What a body. Oh, my God, what a body. She has an incredible body. Having a better body than Jennifer Aniston, Jennifer Lopez, Halle Berry, and even Blake Lively, he wondered what it would be like to have sex with a woman that had a killer body like her."
Then, taking a step back not to be seen, in case she looked up at his darkened window, he watched her turn and walk to the window, while holding up a big piece of paper with large, bold numbers written in black magic marker, 614. Taping the paper to the window, the paper was large enough to block him from seeing her face. Damn, he'd have loved to see what she looked like, so that he could imagine her stripping again, while he stroked his cock in bed tonight.
He wondered what the significance of the numbers were. He wondered what her name was, maybe Tiffany, LuLu, Crystal, or Veronica. With the only thing he could see was her perfectly symmetrical round breasts, her blonde trimmed pussy, her blonde hair peeking out the sides of the paper that she held up to her face and that was now taped to the window, and her unbelievable ass, he so wanted to see what she looked like. If she looked anything like her body, she'd be beautiful, the most beautiful woman he's ever seen.
"What the Hell is that number, I wonder? It's not the time."
Scratching his head, he looked at his watch and it was 8:30pm.
"It's not the date because today is February 14th, Valentine's Day. Wait one minute. Are you kidding me? No fucking way! That's her room number. I bet that's her room number. Fuck me. Oh, my God, 614 is her room number. Did she see me watching her? Does she know that I was watching her? She must know that I've been watching her strip naked. Is she inviting me to her room? Is she inviting me to have sex with her? Oh, my God. Oh, my God. What should I do?"
Too excited to be embarrassed that she caught him looking, he didn't know what to do. If he went to her room, he'd be cheating on Diane. After accusing him so many times of cheating, it would serve her right, if he finally did cheat on her. Frozen with indecision and paralyzed with fear that he was taking the first step in ending his relationship with Diane for the chance to have a sexual affair with a woman, who undoubtedly has the best body he's ever seen, he analyzed his options, in the way he analyzed his clients, witnesses, and cases.
"Do I dare knock at her door? Should I stay faithful to Diane, my longtime girlfriend, who threw me out in the cold? Maybe I should get with this woman and kick Diane to the curb in the way that she kicked me to the curb. Maybe, as a way to pass the time and soothe my loneliness, I could just go talk to the woman and take her downstairs for a drink in the bar, that is, after she puts on some clothes. Maybe, since I hate eating alone and haven't eaten, I could invite her to dinner. Only, what if she wants to dine in the room.? What if she prefers room service? What if she wants to have sex with me, as much as I want to have sex with her? Shit! What do I do? What should I do?"
Making a bold move, with his hormones determining his destiny and his horniness determining his fate, he took the elevator down to one floor and walked around the long rectangular corridor to her room. Uncharted ground, he was so nervous. He was so excited. He was so horny.
"Here it is, 614. This is it," he said lightly knocking and noticing that the door was left ajar.
"It's open," said a voice from within. Even her voice was sexy.
Wait a minute. Hold on. This is New York. What if this is a trap? What if he's being setup for a robbery? What if there are muggers on the other side of the door waiting to steal his wallet, his ring, and his watch? What if this was a police sting for prostitution and his picture would air on the evening news? Nah, she hasn't asked him for money and he'd never offer money for sex. What the Hell? He'll just see what she looks like, so that he can masturbate later, over her undressing and leave.
Ever so slowly, without stepping in the room, he pushed open the door. The drapes were still open but the sign was gone from the window. Still naked, she was on the bed with her back to him and to the door. There were red rose pedals sprinkled everywhere, all over the carpet, the bed, and her and written in red lipstick on the mirror read, Happy Valentine's Day.



Being the lawyer that he is and noticing the details that he does, there was a bottle of champagne chilling on the table, along with a repast of appetizers, shrimp, cheese, nuts, and crackers. The more that he pushed open the door, the more he could see of her. Her nude body a work of art, as if she was a Rembrandt model being painted from the back, her form, her figure, and her porcelain like skin were exquisite. For damn sure, if Diane looked anything like her, he wouldn't be standing here in this hotel room ready to have sex with a woman he didn't know what she looked like or even knew her name.
"Hi," he said. "I saw your...sign," he said taking a step closer, as the door slammed shut behind him.
Never has he seen a woman so beautiful. Never has he seen a sight so sexy. Her form exquisite. Her body was perfection. If her body looked this good from the back, he couldn't wait to see her from the front. He couldn't wait to finally see her face. He couldn't wait to touch her and to feel her. He couldn't wait to hold her and kiss her. Forget about eating and drinking champagne, and forget about Diane, he couldn't wait to have sex with her.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Larry," she said turning to face him.
"Diane!"
"If this is what it takes for you to notice me, then so be it," she said getting off the bed and wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him. "Did you know it was me?"
"Did I know it was you? Of course I knew it was you. How could I not know it was you? Once I saw your gorgeous body, I knew it was you," he said thinking quick. "Otherwise, I wouldn't be here standing in some strange, naked woman's room, now would I?" He lied. "As soon as I saw your gorgeous legs, from my room," he said lying again, "I knew it was you. Then, when I saw your perfect ass and your big, natural knockers, my sexy sight to behold, you blew me away, baby," he said kissing her. "You're so beautiful."
Nonetheless his lies to cover his ass, overwhelmed that this beautiful creature was his beloved Diane, he was beside himself with renewed passion for his sexy girlfriend.
"I love you, Diane."
"I love you, too, Larry."
"Let's get married, Diane."
"Oh, Larry. Yes, I want to marry you."
"First I want to give you a baby," he said. "Right here and right now and tomorrow, we'll go pick out a ring."
"Okay, but first I want you to give me a cum bath," said Diane. "I want to fuck you, suck you, and stroke you. Then, when you're ready to cum, I want you to cum all over my face, my hair, and my tits. In the way that Andy gave Cindy a cum bath, I want you to give me a real cum bath," she said giving him a deep, wet kiss.
Then, when Diane reached to unbuckle and unzip his pants, just before reaching her hand in his briefs to pull out his cock, Larry pulled the drapes closed, after noticing so many windows across from him. With their lights off and their curtains open across the way, in the way that the rooms faced one another from across the courtyard, it was the perfect setup, a voyeuristic paradise for voyeurs to watch him give his hot girlfriend a cum bath. Just as he enjoyed watching naked women, just as he wished he had seen Andy give Cindy a cum bath, he didn't want someone to see his naked girlfriend and/or to see him giving Diane a cum bath. Just as he loved watching others having sex, he didn't someone watching him have sex with his girlfriend.
With the drapes wide open and the other rooms just across the way, he couldn't help but feel there was someone watching them. He couldn't help but feel there was someone staring at Diane's naked body, in the way he had ogled Cindy. Only, shocking the shit out of him, as soon as he closed the drapes, Diane opened them. Then, standing in front of the window and looking out across the way, with her arms raised, while turning one way and then the other, she gave whoever was watching her a good, long look of her hot naked body.
"Diane! What are you doing? Close the drapes," said Larry panicked that everyone could see her naked.
"I wonder if there's someone across the way watching me, Larry, in the way you watched Cindy."
"Diane! Get away from the window," said Larry turning off the light. "Someone will see you."
"Why? I like showing my body," said Diane turning on the light and with her ass to the window, she bent at the waist, reached behind herself, and showed her pink. "When we go home, I'm going to order pizza."
"Pizza?"
"Yeah, when he go home, I'm going to flash. I plan on giving the pizza delivery man and every man that comes to the door a free show of my naked body, while you watch. I plan on giving Andy a hotter show than the one he gave me," she said with a wicked laugh. "I want to be your slutty exhibitionist wife and I want you to be my voyeur husband."
"Oh, Diane," said Larry wrapping his arm around her and giving her a hug. "I love you. Happy Valentine's Day."
"Happy Valentine's Day, Larry."
They were married in June and Diane had a baby November 14th, exactly nine months later. Both invited to the wedding, but in the middle of a bitter divorce, Andy and Cindy declined the invitation, after Diane gave Andy a nightly exhibitionist show from Larry's office that made Cindy close their bedroom drapes in jealousy.
Staying true to her word, a Valentine's Day that precipitated all that happened and one to be remembered for the rest of their lives, Diane flashed the pizza delivery man, the mailman, UPS and Fedex drivers, and any man who came to her door, that is, whenever she was home with Larry. Then, after her flashing show, they'd have hot pillow talk, while having outrageous sex.
THE END
This is a Valentine's contest story. Please vote. Please add me and/or this story to your favorite list.
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Loving wife gets an unexpected Valentine's Day surprise

*
Perhaps being the romantic that she was, Tina's favorite holiday, besides Christmas and her birthday, of course, was Valentine's Day. As the days grew closer, counting the days until Valentine's Day, she'd X off the time that passed on her Renoir calendar that hung on the refrigerator by a Cupid magnet. Every week, she'd leave a department store ad on the kitchen table, where she served her husband breakfast, a subtle hint, for him to see what it was she wanted and hoped he'd buy. She had already bought her husband Valentine Day gifts, a new putter for his golf bag and a buffer for his car, along with a Valentine's Day card that was funny and another card that was To My Husband from his Loving Wife. Finally, Valentine's Day was here.
Naively figuring he was waiting for the right moment to surprise her with his gifts of love on Valentine's Day, Tina waited all day and all night for her husband, Steve, to surprise her with his presents. Surely, in the way that she keeps a clean house, runs all the errands, cooks his meals, and never denies him sex, even though he hasn't asked her for sex in weeks, she thought that he was going to surprise her with a little something to show his love for her and his appreciation for all that she does for him. Never suspecting that he had forgotten that today was Valentine's Day, she was so deeply hurt, when he gave her nothing.
"Nothing. He gave me nothing," she said silently sobbing in the bathroom, while getting ready for bed. "He forgot that today is Valentine's Day. How could he forget me on Valentine's Day, when he knows how important Valentine's Day is to me?"
All day she wondered what he'd give her, along with his Valentine's Day card expressing his love. Flowers, perhaps roses and dark chocolate candy, would have been nice. She had hoped he bought her a piece of expensive jewelry, diamond earrings or a diamond bracelet. Wondering when her husband would recognize Valentine's Day, she wondered what her husband would give her for Valentine's Day. Unable to contemplate the unthinkable, that he forgot her on Valentine's Day because he didn't love her, she couldn't believe he gave her nothing.
So very upset, she tossed and turned all night. Pained by his rejection, she didn't sleep a wink. If she had a gun, so hurt and so angry, she may have shot him in his sleep. Forgetting his loving wife on Valentine's Day, an unforgettable crime worthy of the death penalty, temporarily insane when driven to a crime of passion, no jury would ever convict her for murdering her sleeping husband. Somehow, imagining his blood stained pillowcase and lifeless body in her dreams, consoled her and helped her to sleep.
Her sister and her friends called the next morning to tell her all they got for Valentine's Day and when they asked what Steve bought her, too upset to talk at first, she broke down crying, before pulling herself together to tell them.
"Nothing. He bought me nothing. Obviously, Steve forgot that yesterday was Valentine's Day. Can you believe it? After all that I do for him, he didn't even think enough of me to buy me a Valentine's Day card."
All day, she foolishly thought, no doubt, teasing her by delaying giving her his sentiments of love, he'd never forget Valentine's Day. Through breakfast, lunch, and supper, he gave no hint of remembering that it was Valentine's Day. Even though she set a special Valentine's Day candlelit table with wine and a dinner with meatloaf, his favorite and apple pie, his favorite dessert, he never mentioned Valentine's Day or even said that he loved her. Showing no outward signs of affection, even when the evening news showed happy couples celebrating Valentine's Day, wanting to say something but deciding to remain quiet, she silently steamed. Then, when in bed that night, he didn't reach for her to hold her and to apologize to her for forgetting Valentine's Day. A day that should have been filled with love and romance, he didn't even kiss her goodnight.
Not wanting to embarrass him by giving him his gifts, when he had nothing for her, she didn't give him anything for Valentine's Day, even though she had gifts for him that he hinted he hoped to receive for Christmas that she delayed giving him until today, Valentine's Day. Now, with him forgetting her on Valentine's Day, with him not giving her anything, she figured, she'd take his gifts back to the store and get something for herself, some perfume maybe or new shoes. With her heart heavy from his rejection, not feeling loved, respected, wanted, needed, and/or even appreciated, Tina turned her back to him and silently cried herself to sleep that night.
"He loves me. He loves me not. He loves me. He loves me not. He hates me," she said the next morning, while tearing to shreds both Valentine's Day cards she bought him.
Feeling so unappreciated, all the next day, she cried. After her husband didn't buy her flowers and candy, not even a Valentine's Day card, she was so hurt. She was so sad. Not even giving her a kiss, a hug, of whispering his loving words in her ear to reassure her that he loved her, she felt so unloved. Not even stating his excuse why he forgot her on their special day of love and romance, and without his promise to make his forgetfulness up to her, she was so angry. Feeling scorned, Tina wanted to get even. Payback a bitch.
"That dirty bastard. I'll fix him. He forgets that I'm Sicilian. Maybe I should remind him of my heritage by watching The Godfather movies tonight. We don't get mad, we get even," she said coiling up on the couch and looking as if she was plotting a murder and planning his untimely burial. "I'll think of something that will hurt him, as much as he hurt me."
Steve's younger brother Jerry, Tina's brother-in-law, always compliments her, albeit while leering at her, as if undressing her with his eyes. Visiting his mother from Seattle over the Valentine's Day holiday, he was staying downstairs with her, a yearly tradition. Unlike Steve, Jerry is a breast man and Tina, just like her Italian mother and grandmother, has big tits. With all the low cut tops that she enjoys wearing, hungry for the attention from a man, no doubt due to Steve's lack of attentiveness, she takes pleasure in flashing and flaunting her shapely body. Not shy in showing her abundant cleavage, especially when leaning forward, while fussing over a man, especially one who appreciates her ample endowments, as are most Italian women sexual, she's always been a bit of a cock teaser.
Two brothers so opposite in their appreciation of a woman's cleavage and shapely body, Jerry always stares at her breasts, along with the impressions her nipples make in her low cut, tight fitting tops, while Steve always tells her to cover up and act more like a lady, instead of a slut. With her husband's words as harsh, as if he slapped her across the face, unable to control her, his criticism of the way she dressed worked the opposite and made her want to show even more of her body. Jerry makes her feel like the attractive woman that she is and Steve makes her feel like the child she's not.
Not even caring about the stew of shit that she'd stir up between brothers, had she known what would happen, she may have thought twice about what she was about to do in seeking her Valentine's Day revenge. Then, again, never embarrassed by her provocative and sexually uninhibited behavior, Tina never regretted anything she did or didn't do. Even if she knew what Steve had planned in retaliation to her revenge, she wouldn't have changed a thing.
Tina and Steve live in a two family house that Steve's father left his mother, Mary, after he died. His mother lives alone downstairs on the first floor and Tina and Steve live upstairs on the second floor with their 19-year-old daughter, Julie. Knowing her husband was the jealous sort, an understatement, figuring that flashing his brother her breasts would get back to him, Tina wanted to tease Jerry for the sake of upsetting her husband, after he forgot her on Valentine's Day. Two birds with one stone, flashing her brother-in-law would not only make her husband jealous but also would soothe her bruised ego by making her feel desirable and wanted by his brother.
The perfect plan, Tina decided to flaunt Jerry her shapely body, while wearing her new, sexy nightgown, the one that she bought for Steve for Valentine's Day and didn't bother to wear. Since Steve is as cheap with his compliments, as he is with his money, maybe his brother will compliment her sexy body, when he sees her in her oh, so sheer and oh, so revealing, sexy nightgown. As horny as she was hurt, knowing Jerry was a voyeur, she wanted to live out her sexual fantasy of exhibitionism and flash Jerry, so as to use all that happened to masturbate over later. Truth be told, she couldn't wait to show Jerry her tits.
Who knows, in the naughty mood that she was in, maybe she'd allow him to touch her, feel her, and grope her, while slapping his hand away and pretending that she was deeply offended and embarrassed. Oh, yeah, now there's a sexy, teasing game that she'd enjoy playing for revenge. Definitely, she'd allow him a fresh grab or two of her breasts, perhaps even a feel of her round, firm ass. A way for her to get back at the both of them, Steve for ignoring her and Jerry for always leering at her, she could only imagine how angry Steve would be, when she told him that his brother had been fresh with her.
Already having learned her brother-in-law's morning routine by watching him from her second floor living room window, while having her coffee, she knew that Jerry went for a bike ride every morning with two of his friends, just before Steve left for work. He returned half hour later all sweaty and out of breath, after his brother left for work. Praying that it didn't rain and ruin her plans to flaunt and expose herself to her brother-in-law, she was happy that the weatherman forecasted a sunny, albeit chilly February day. With her daughter away at college and with Steve's mother leaving for work, about the same time that Steve did, with no one else around to witness her exhibitionism, she'd be alone in the house with Jerry.
With Jerry already gone for his bike ride, after Steve left for work, she headed downstairs to his mother's house and knocked on her door. Knowing what she was about to do was so wrong and so vindictive, which made it all so much more deliciously exciting, knowing there was no turning back now, she was as nervous as she was sexually excited by the thoughts of Jerry seeing her tits. Her virtually transparent nightgown modestly covered by her thick, terrycloth bathrobe, her only real concern was Jerry's two friends. Hoping that Jerry didn't invite them in his mother's house, she hoped they remained outside, so that she could flash Jerry alone.
Even in the horny and excited state she was in, she really wouldn't mind Jerry seeing her body, but not his two friends. Two strangers to her, she didn't even know them. She may be a exhibitionist slut, but she's not a whore. A simple revenge, all she wanted to do was to make her husband jealous by flashing her body to his brother because he forgot her on Valentine's Day. Just as she didn't want every man in the neighborhood seeing her in her sexy nightgown, she didn't want anyone else but Jerry seeing her tits. If Jerry invited his two friends in his mother's house, not knowing how to get around that, she'd cross that bridge later. Maybe, somehow, on the pretense that she needed to talk to him privately, she could get Jerry alone in a room and flash him her tits there, without his two friends seeing.
"Hi Mary," she said smiling at Steve's mother, a nice, old lady.
"Hi Tina," she said returning her smile.
"My computer service is out," she said lying. "May I use your computer to check my e-mails?"
"You can do that from my computer?"
"Yes," she said with patience knowing that her mother-in-law wasn't very computer savvy.
"You can check your e-mails on my computer?" Repeating what she asked in disbelief, Mary gave Tina a look of shocked surprise.
"Yes," said Tina again with some amusement by her computer illiteracy.
"I didn't know your e-mails were on my computer, Tina," she said. "Are my e-mails on your computer, too? How did they get there?"
"My e-mails are not actually on your computer and your e-mails are not on my computer," she said with a little laugh. "I just log in to my e-mail address from your computer."
"Oh," she said with a bit of confused embarrassment. "I don't know much about computers, but you can help yourself to mine."
"Thank you, Mary."
"There's still some coffee. I made extra for Jerry but I always forget that he doesn't drink coffee anymore. He drinks tea. The health nut is out riding his bike. It's too cold to exercise and I always fear that he'll slip on ice and be hit by a car," she said rubbing her arms and turning up the heat. "Is it cold in here? It's always so cold in here. Isn't it cold in here?"
"Thank you, Mary," said Tina already feeling overly warm in her thick, terrycloth bathrobe and overheated by her erotic plan to flash Jerry her tits.
Mary's apartment is always as warm as an oven. Tina doesn't know how she stands a house so hot. Her heating bills must be astronomical. Even the interior of her car is like that and, whenever she drives her somewhere, Tina can't wait to get out of the car to get a breath of cool air.
"Don't bother locking the door, Tina, when you leave. Jerry will be home from his bike ride in just a few minutes."
"Okay. Bye. Have a nice day at work," she said anxious for her to leave and closing the door behind her, when she finally did leave.
Getting more excited with the thoughts that her sexy flashing plan was about to become a reality, Tina watched Mary back her car out of the driveway and turn the corner, before removing her bulky bathrobe. This is it. She was finally going to show Jerry what he always wanted to see of his sexy sister-in-law.
As if a stripper on stage in costume, she felt naked without her big, bulky bathrobe. Already terribly excited by the thoughts of flashing Jerry her tits, she looked down at herself and her nipples were already making their appearance by pushing against the thin, shear material of her nightgown. Hoping to leave nothing to his imagination, wanting him to have a better look at all that she was showing and all that she hoped he'd see, she turned on the light and looked in the mirror to see how much Jerry could see of her. As if she was wearing nothing but lace covered Saran wrap, she left the light on, when she realized that he could see even more of her curvaceous body, when illuminated.
"Wow. He can see a lot. If he stares long and hard enough, he can nearly see the complete outline of my breasts, my areolas, and my nipples. Oh, yeah," she said staring at herself in the mirror, while cupping her big, firm breasts in her palms and running her fingers across her nipples. The mere touch of her nipples increased her sexual excitement. "I'd give him a quick feel of my tits, if he's boldly fresh enough."
Ready to flaunt her shapely body to her brother-in-law and now, perhaps, even to his two friends, if he invited them inside. if she wasn't so sexually excited, she'd be so very nervous. Taking a breath and closing her eyes to relax, she needed to remain calm. She needed to pretend that she didn't know that he could see as much of her as she knew she was showing and knew he could see. Never having done anything like this before, even in her wildest sexual fantasies, while masturbating, she didn't know that she was such an exhibitionist slut, until now. She felt so wickedly aroused in her sexy nightgown, knowing that Jerry would appreciate seeing so much of her exposed body through the sheer material, especially her breasts. Feeling as if a cross between a sexy diva and a slutty vixen, she loved playing the part of the desirable woman that she was.
Just as she did in her mother-in-law's house, when looking at herself in the mirror, before coming downstairs, she stood in her full-length mirror to see what Jerry could see of her through the sheer material of her nightgown. Feeling so shockingly daring, definitely, he could see the impression of her nipples and if he looked closely enough, which she knew he would, he could see the entire outline of her C cup breasts through the sheer lace of her nightgown. She felt much like Jennifer Lopez, when standing on the red carpet, while wearing her sheer gown that exposes her breasts, after being lit up by the flash of the Paparazzi cameras. With no one there but the two of them, she wondered if he'd reach out and touch her breasts. She wondered if he'd be brazen enough to finger her nipples. Just the thought of Jerry's hands cupping her breasts and his fingers fingering her nipples made her soaking wet and wildly horny.
Would he dare feel her tits and fondle her breasts, while fingering her nipples through her nightgown? What would she do, if he did? Just the thought of him inappropriately touching her excited her. Demonized by hormones, in the way she's been so horny lately, if he reached out his hand, she'd allowed him to feel her tits, before pulling away in feigned shocked surprise. Finally feeling so sexually alive and erotically adventurous, after being so ignored, she hasn't felt this way, since before being married, when she was still dating Steve and allowing him every liberty by feeling and fondling her virginal body.
Walking uncharted ground, without giving thought to the repercussions of a man who has lusted over her for years, what would she do, if she overly excited Jerry and he wanted her to touch his cock through his bicycle shorts? Would she touch his cock? What if he wanted more? What if he wanted sex? The thoughts of having sex with someone, other than her husband, especially the thoughts of having sex with her brother-in-law, made her wet. There was something deliciously forbidden about having incestuous sex, even though Jerry wasn't related to her by blood. Yet, feeling confident that she could handle herself in any situation, while figuring there wasn't anything wrong with a little touchy feely and tickle and grab between a brother-in-law and a sister-in-law, she'd cross that bridge when she came to it.
She paced back and forth in front of the mirror looking to see what else he could see of her and, no doubt, he could see plenty. Definitely, he could see the outline of her bikini panties. Only, sort of like wearing knee high stockings with a gown, she didn't like the look of him seeing her bikini panties through her nightgown. As if an expansion strip on a highway, her panties ruined the lines of her curvaceous body and she realized now why so many celebrities didn't wear panties beneath their designer gowns. In a wild and wicked move, aware that she'll be flashing her brother-in-law more than just her tits, she reached beneath her nightgown and removed her panties.
"Oh, my God. I feel so naked," she said stepping closer to the mirror in the way that she imagined Jerry stepping closer to her. "Clearly, as if I'm wearing a black bra beneath a sheer white blouse, he can see my patch of brown pubic hair."
Then, when a moist wetness between her legs warmed her, as much as excited her, suddenly, she felt so sexy. With just a thin, transparent piece of material between her and her naked body, as if she was naked, after removing her panty, now just as she could see her pussy and her ass, along with her breasts, while turning side to side and looking at herself in the mirror, Jerry could, no doubt, see her pussy and her ass, along with her breasts. Feeling so horny, she felt so vulnerable and for the first time in years, she felt like a sexy and desirable woman.



"Oh, my God, I just had another hot flash. Can I really flash my brother-in-law my ass, my tits, and my pussy? Oh, my God, I just had another gush of horniness. Oh, my God, I so need to get laid but, even though I think about doing him, I'd never do my husband's brother. Crossing the incestuous line would be so wrong. Teasing him is one thing but having sex with him is another. I may imagine having sex with Jerry, while masturbating, but I'd never have sex with brother-in-law."
Just from the action of removing her panties, just from the sexy thoughts that suddenly ran through her mind of having sex with Jerry and the thoughts that she was about to show her brother-in-law her nearly naked body through the sheerness of her sexy nightgown, tingling all over with sexual lust and desire, she could feel a familiar warm wetness between her legs. Not only was she about to show her brother-in-law her breasts but also her pussy and her ass, as well. With the thought that she was so nakedly exposed, she was already so terribly aroused. Yet, on the pretense that she didn't know she was showing all that she was showing and he'd be seeing all that he'd be seeing, she needed to remain calm, so that Jerry would think her flashing him was accidental and not preplanned.
"What would his reaction be from seeing so much of his sexy sister-in-law, the woman he's lusted over for years? What would my reaction be from showing so much of myself to my brother-in-law, my husband's brother? For sure, I'd never have sex with my brother-in-law, that's just one line that I'd never cross," she said, while thinking out loud and fantasizing about what it would be like to have sex with him. "Besides, sex is not what this was about," she said having to remind herself. "This is about exhibitionism and voyeurism. Innocent, albeit erotic fun, this is about teasing and flashing my husband's brother. More importantly, this is about making my husband jealously angry that his brother saw my nearly naked body. This is about getting even with my husband for being so insensitive to my needs, wants, and desires. This is about him forgetting me on Valentine's Day."
When not receiving what she needed from her husband, wanting to be loved, appreciated, noticed, and desired as a woman, she'd tease her brother-in-law. What she first thought was simple Valentine's Day revenge was more than that. From showing him her tits that had grown to showing him all of her body, Tina hoped to receive an injection of Jerry's lust to uplift her hurt ego.
A long time since she's purposely teased anyone's cock, suddenly she felt like the cockteaser that she has grown to become. Sure lots of guys look at her while, no doubt, lusting over her exposed cleavage, but she's never been a planned and purposeful participant in their sexy games of exhibitionism and voyeurism and flashing and teasing. Forever the faithful and loving wife, blaming it now on her raging hormones, this was the first time having such naughty, sexy, and inappropriate thoughts towards a man not her husband. Pretending that she forgot her brother-in-law was visiting from Seattle, pretending that she didn't know that he was out riding his bike, and pretending that she didn't realize how much of her body that Jerry could see through her revealing nightgown, she just wanted to make her husband jealous. In truth, she wanted to feel like a woman again and not a subservient and abused housewife.
If Jerry didn't tell Steve that he saw her in her nightgown, taking the payback to the next level, she was prepared to do just that. She figured that she'd model the nightgown for her husband, when he came home from work, and after his brother saw her wearing it. Not only did she need to show Steve how sheer the nightgown is and how much he can see of her but also how much Jerry had seen of her nearly naked body. Figuring that she'd tell him that she bought the nightgown expressly for him for Valentine's Day, she needed to see his reaction when reminding him of all that he missed Valentine's night. Did he purposely not acknowledge the holiday or did he just forget? No matter, she couldn't wait to see the jealous rage on his face, after she told him that his brother saw her in her sheer, sexy nightgown, when she went downstairs to use his mother's computer.
"Oh, my God, Steve, I was so embarrassed, when Jerry walked in the house and saw me sitting at your mother's computer virtually naked," she imagined saying to her husband, while modeling the nightgown for him to see all that Jerry saw. "I had no idea how much of my body Jerry could see, until I saw his eyes bugging out of his head and after I looked at myself in the mirror later."
"Tina, my brother saw you wearing that flimsy nightgown? How could you flaunt your nearly naked self in front of my brother like that? You slut! Have you no shame?" She imagined Steve saying to her with his face beat red.
Ready to retort to whatever his outrage, she had thought of everything defense to save her virtue and protect her reputation, as his forever faithful, albeit scorned wife.
"Because it was so hot in your mother's house, I removed my terrycloth bathrobe. In the way this nightgown is so sheer, no doubt, your brother saw my tits, my ass, and my pussy, Steve. Now that I know he saw so much of my naked body, I'm so embarrassed. With you the only man who has seen me naked, I feel so dirty and so violated," she imagining saying to him later that night.
"Why were you even downstairs, Tina," she imagined him saying, no doubt thinking that she is the slut she had become. She imagined him interrogating her, after suspecting that she had an ulterior motive in going downstairs in her sexy nightgown.
"With no one home, when I went downstairs to use your Mom's computer, I forgot Jerry was staying with your mother and I didn't know he went out for a bike ride every morning. I was so embarrassed, when he suddenly opened the front door, walked in the room, and stared at me, leered at me, actually, as if I was naked. Not realizing how much I was showing and how much he could see of me, I realized all he could see, when he leered at me, as if I was naked. As if I was sitting there naked, Steve, Jerry saw everything. I'm so very embarrassed," she'd say theatrically wiping an imagined tear from her eye for dramatic effect.
She could only imagine the rage of her husband knowing that another man, especially his brother of all men, not only saw her nearly naked body but also wants her, desires her, and lusts over her. A woman scorned, maybe then, he'd notice that she's an attractive and sexual woman which, of course, she is. A classic Italian beauty, her Sicilian blood as pure as her innocence, she was a virgin, when she married Steve twenty years ago. With her long, dark brown hair, mahogany eyes, olive oil complexion, and shapely body, she's a very beautiful and desirable woman that any man would love to bed.
After flashing Jerry all that he, no doubt, fantasized seeing of her, maybe then, after knowing that his brother had seen her nearly naked, voluptuous body, her husband would pay her the loving attention that she so desperately deserved, needed, and wanted. Maybe then, after getting even, he'd feel bad about not acknowledging Valentine's Day with his gifts and expressions of love. Maybe then, after feeling sorry, he'd appreciate all that she does for him to help him through his day. Maybe then, with the renewed excitement that she was more of a sexual woman, they could live together in loving bliss for the next twenty years.
Only, in the horny stage that she was in right now, after she flashed her brother-in-law her nearly naked body, she knew she'd be masturbating upstairs on her bed with the wicked thoughts of all that she showed Jerry and all that he saw of her. Even though she never would, maybe when she masturbated, she'd think about sucking Jerry's cock. Maybe she'd masturbate, while imagining Jerry licking her and fucking her in the way that she'd imagine sucking him and fucking him, if only she could, maybe she would, while knowing she wouldn't. Yet, surely, she'd only cross that incestuous line in her sexual fantasies and never in real life, especially not today in her mother-in-law's house, of all places.
With the sunlight pouring in the room and lighting her up, especially whenever she stood in front of the big, bay window, looking as if she wasn't even wearing a nightgown, without doubt, Jerry could see everything. As if standing in front of an open refrigerator door without any lights on in the kitchen or standing in front of the TV without any lights on in the living room, the sunlight made her thin nightgown totally transparent. Definitely, he could see her nipples, areolas, and the entire shape of her breasts, along with the dark impression of her trimmed pussy. If he stared close enough and long enough, he could count every one of her pubic hairs. Then, when she used the double mirror to see what he could see from behind, she knew he could see her ass crack, too.
"Oh, my God. It's as if I'm wearing nothing," she said looking at herself in her mother-in-law's mirror. "I feel so naked. I feel so daring. I feel so sexy. Feeling so very wicked, I feel so alive. I'm so horny."
Just as she thought that. Just as she uttered that aloud, she heard Jerry coming in the outside front hall with his bike and, thankfully, he was alone. She looked out the window and his two friends were sitting on the stoop waiting for him outside. He must be going out again, otherwise he would have invited them inside to stay warm.
She didn't have much time. Quickly, she moved to the computer, turned it on, and sat in the chair, but not before lowering her nightgown straps and pushing open the front of her nightgown to expose much of her cleavage. She looked down at herself to see what he could see, should he stand over her, which he always does, when she's wearing a low cut top. Oh, my God, even with her lowest cut peasant blouse, never has she exposed as much cleavage to anyone, especially not to her brother-in-law, of all people, while wearing this sexy, sheer nightgown.
"A good wife and a good mother, because of the neglectful way my husband treats me, suddenly, I'm such an exhibitionist slut. I can't wait to masturbate over all that I'm showing him and all that he's seeing," she said out loud, just as Jerry opened his mother's front door.
Having already practiced the moves upstairs, she knew with every movement of her arms on the keyboard and with the mouse that her nightgown straps would fall lower and the top of her nightgown would open more. Especially when leaning forward, on the pretense of looking more closely at the computer screen, she knew the entire top portion of her breasts, even her areolas and nipples would be totally exposed to him. Actually, when he stood over her and peered down her nightgown, with her nightgown top so low cut and so open, especially when she leaned forward, she delighted in the fact that he'd be seeing her areolas and nipples. If she was excited with the thought of her brother-in-law seeing so much of her cleavage, she was even more excited by the thought of him seeing her areolas and nipples.
Wishing she could rise out of her body to watch him staring and leering at her exposed breasts, as if she was someone else, wanting to see the excited look of lust on his face, knowing they were his favorite part of her body, she so wanted to show him her tits. Only, not ready for that, she wasn't that daringly adventurous and brazenly slutty. Yet, willing to show him most of her breasts, so long as she made her flash appear accidental, even though flashing him was purposely and thoughtfully done, she couldn't just show her brother-in-law her boobs.
With no way for her to accidentally on purpose flash him while topless, he'd no doubt think that she was a whore, if she showed him her entire breast. Showing him her entire breast would be so obvious, too obvious, and so wrong. Knowing that he was such a breast man and knowing that he was, obviously, attracted to her, more fun just to tease him a little and allow him to imagine the rest, while flashing him, it wouldn't take much to drive him mad with desire for her. Besides, after she flashed him and when he was alone in his room, no doubt, he'd imagine more than he saw, while masturbating over the nearly naked thoughts of her.
Comparing today to then, she thought back twenty years ago. Remembering that fateful day, she hasn't shown as much of her body that she's showing now, since her wedding day. With a huge wind gush and a bride's blush, the wind lifted the front of her wedding gown to her face, as she alighted from the limousine. Everyone standing out in front of the church, including Jerry, while watching and waiting for her, saw her sheer, white barely there panty.
Then, with the champagne freely flowing, she hasn't shown as much of her breasts as she's showing now, since the top of her wedding gown fell nearly to her waist, when she was dancing with her arms raised. A little bit tipsy from just two glasses of champagne, the only man who had ever seen her breasts, that is, before her top fell, was Steve. As if it was her fault, as if she had purposely flashed every man in attendance at her wedding, first her panties and then her tits, Steve was livid. Embarrassingly, she found out later that nearly every male family member, friend, and co-worker, including Jerry, had taken a picture of her exposed breasts, along with her exposed panty. Whenever she was horny and alone, whenever she felt the need to touch herself with her finger or vibrator, or fuck herself with her dildo, she imagined Jerry masturbating over all that he saw of her that fateful wedding day for years.
"Oh, hi, Tina," said Jerry talking to her huge line of exposed cleavage, as soon as he walked in his mother's bedroom and saw her sitting at the computer so exposed. "I didn't know you were here," he said smiling, as if happier to see her exposed breasts than to see her.
As if it was the sun beating down upon her on a warm summer day, instead of a cold day in February, feeling the heat of his stare, as if he was a starving man seeing food or a thirsty man seeing water, she couldn't believe how hard and how long he stared at her exposed breasts. Making her feel so much like the sexual woman that she wants and needs to be, after faithfully being married to the same man for 20 years, if only her husband wanted her as much as did his brother, she'd be a happy woman. In the way that he stared at her and in the horny state she was in, she was tempted to tear off her nightgown and allow him to have his wicked way with her.
The undivided attention of him staring at so much of her exposed breasts added to her sexual excitement. Making her so horny, she couldn't wait to go upstairs and masturbate over all that she had already flashed her brother-in-law and all that he saw. Her perfect plan coming true to fruition, her brother-in-law leered at her big tits in the way that she wish her husband would. After being married to Steve for so long, she forgot what it's like to be so wanted and so desired. Only, in the case of Jerry, she knew he lusted over her and it wouldn't surprise her, just as she couldn't wait to do herself, if he masturbated over the thoughts of seeing so much of her exposed breasts. Just as she'd masturbate about later, she wondered if he masturbated, while fantasizing about having sex with her. With him being such an appreciative audience, with him receptive for more, he made her want to tease him and show him even more of her hot body than just her breasts.
"Hi, Jerry," she said swiveling in her chair to face him.
She had raised her short nightgown, just before he entered the room and with her knees immodestly parted, she watched his eyes dart from her cleavage to her exposed thighs. Temped to open her thighs wider, tempted to flash him her naked pussy, but controlling herself from doing that, she wondered if he could see her pussy.
"What are you doing?" He said raising his line of sight from her thighs to her tits.
When she saw him staring at her breasts again, she leaned down in her chair to pick up an imaginary speck from the carpet to discard in the trash bucket. She knew that particular movement would show Jerry even more of her breasts and so much more than he's ever seen and only imagined seeing of her tits before, since the wedding. Also, she knew leaning down like that would lower her nightgown straps, while opening up the front of her nightgown and he'd see the entire front teardrop shape of her big breasts. Feeling like such a cock teasing slut and loving the feeling of being such a cockteaser, especially with having such a captive audience, she loved the arousing feeling of having a man desire her again.
"Your Mom said I could use her computer to check my e-mails. My service is out from the storm we had last night," she said folding her arms across her breasts from the self-consciousness of his continued stare.
"Sure, no problem. I'm going back out, after I take a shower. My two friends are waiting for me outside. Knowing how hot my Mom's house always is, they were too hot to come inside," he said. "I'm sweating from riding."
"I'm sweating, too," she said. "I had to remove my bathrobe. I hope you don't mind," she said unfolding her arms and moving them away from her breasts, so that he could get a better look of what she was trying to show him and what she was hoping he'd see. "It's always so hot in your mother's house."
As if trying to count the freckles she had on the top of her chest, he stared at the nearly bare images her breasts made through her nightgown. Aroused by his sexual interest, she felt her nipples hardening under the heat of his stare and she imagined him fingering her nipples, before sucking them. He already had a big bulge in his tight, bicycle shorts, and the mere sight of his hardening, Spandex clad cock made her horny. After having a 20 year, steady diet of Steve's cock, the only cock she's ever seen, touched, stroked, fucked, and sucked, she couldn't help but wonder what Jerry's cock looked like.
"No, I don't mind. I'm as much of a guest here as you are. My mother's house is your house," he said with a laugh. "And you're right. It's always an inferno in Mom's house."

"Before you shower, Jerry, can you help me? I can't find the Internet on your Mom's computer. With all these icons she has on her desktop, she has the Internet Explorer hidden somewhere," she said with a laugh, now knowing that with this invitation that he'd come closer to stand and lean over her, while getting a good down nightgown view of her ample breasts.
No doubt, especially with her leaning forward on the pretense of looking more closely at the computer screen, he'd probably see her areolas, maybe even her nipples. Hoping he would see all that she wanted to show him of her breasts, while wondering what she'd do, if he did, she wished he'd stick his big hand down her nightgown to feel and fondle her big tits, while fingering her nipples. No man, but for her husband, has ever felt the weight of her big breasts in his hands. No man, but for her husband, has ever fingered and sucked her nipples.
"My Mom is always inadvertently creating unnecessary desktop icons. Just as she doesn't know how not to make them, she doesn't know how to remove them," he said with an excited laugh.
"Thank you for your help, Jerry," she said looking up at him to make eye contact but his eyes were looking elsewhere.
Now knowing that he was getting a real good look of her breasts, she couldn't wait to go upstairs to masturbate, after showing him all that he had obviously seen. As if trying to see her nipples, he was looking down her nightgown top at her big boobs with such a determined stare. She didn't have to look to know he was leering. Giving him a good show and a long look, she was already so sexually excited. She couldn't believe she was flashing her brother-in-law most of her tits and the more she was showing him, by evidence of his growing bulge, the more sexually excited he was getting and the more she was getting sexually excited, too.



Remembering back nearly twenty years, except for what had happened at the wedding, Jerry hasn't seen as much as her breasts, since the time, before his father died, when he was living downstairs with his parents. Using her new baby, his niece, Julie, as his excuse to come upstairs, especially when his brother was at work, he'd hang around her, while watching her breastfeed Julie. Back then, a little self-conscious about breastfeeding in public, especially in front of her new brother-in-law, she didn't realize that Jerry hung around her, just to watch her breastfeed, while hoping, no doubt, to get a glimpse of her big, milk laden breasts.
Always covered by a towel, if only she was the exhibitionist slut back then that she is now, an easy flash to do, she would have accidentally on purpose dropped her towel and flashed him her breasts, while breastfeeding. Yet, still embarrassed from what had happened at her wedding a little more than a year before, especially after the big deal her husband made of her having exposed her breasts, as if it was her fault, she had become self-consciously aware of how much of her breasts she was showing back then. Then, gradually exposing more of her breasts by wearing low cut tops that showed more of her cleavage, it took years before she enjoyed the looks she received from men, whenever they noticed her big, jiggling, and bouncing boobs.
Nonetheless her one-time flashing history of accidentally exposing her sheer panties and big breasts at her wedding, along with her enjoyment received from men seeing her cleavage now, had she exposed her milk laden breasts to Jerry back then, when she was breastfeeding, she wondered if he would have sucked the milk from her breasts. If she was breastfeeding now, instead of then, in the horny state she was in and that he was obviously in, too, by the evidence of his growing erection, breastfeeding the perfect opportunity to flash him, she'd have no reservations about accidentally on purpose dropping her towel and flashing her brother-in-law her tits. Even though he got a good look at her panties and breasts at the wedding and, no doubt, had saved a photo of her lingerie and bare breasts to masturbate over later, when alone, notwithstanding that one flashing, albeit embarrassing accident, had she shown him her tits then, while breastfeeding, she wondered if he'd still be as interested in seeing her tits now. By the look in his eyes, he was more than interested in seeing her breasts again.

"I don't know why her connection isn't obvious," he said staring at the screen in-between staring down her nightgown. He was obviously acting as if he couldn't find the Internet icon to take a longer look at her tits.
"I have no idea where it is on this screen," she said leaning closer to the monitor, as her nightgown straps moved lower and her nightgown top opened wider. She was giving him a real good look now at all that he, not doubt, hoped and wanted to see. She wondered if he could see her areolas. With her nipples erect and pushing hard against the sheer material of her nightgown, she wondered if he could see the exposed tips of her mammary glands.
"Oh, here it is," he said leaning in closer to reach across the front of her to move the mouse and depress the enter key.
When he moved in that way, instead of leaning back in her chair to get out of his way, on the pretense of looking more closely at the computer screen, she leaned forward and his hand slowly brushed by the front of her breast and continued moving across her nipples. When his hand brushed her breasts, her nipples hardened and she felt a sexual shiver that went from her brain to her pussy. Wishing, more than wishing, having never felt another man's touch, she hoped he'd reach his hand down and inside her open nightgown top and cup her big breasts in his hand. More than just a sexual fantasy, for the first real time, she wanted her brother-in-law to touch her and to feel here in the way that she wished her husband would but doesn't.
If only he'd reach out his hand and grab and grope her breasts, more fodder for her to masturbate over later, she'd have given him a quick feel, while mildly protesting. If only he'd stick his hand down her nightgown, cup her breasts, and finger her nipples, in the sexual excited state she was in, she may have turned around in her chair and sucked his cock. Then, as if it was his personal libido thermometer and he had a high sexual fever, when she straightened her posture in her chair, she felt the hardness of his erection rubbing against her shoulder. Tempted to swivel around in her chair and feel his cock thought his bicycle shorts with her hand, she was so tempted to tease him more, by rubbing her upper body against his bulge, as if his growing erection was her personal back massager.
With the movement of her body, just as she had anticipated, the front of her nightgown straps had lowered significantly more and, other than stripping off her nightgown in front of him, there wasn't much more of her breasts that she could possibly expose to him without her being topless. So close to exposing her areolas and nipples to him, he was getting a real, double eyeful now. She didn't have to wonder if he was looking, she just knew he was. She didn't have to know what he was thinking, no doubt thinking about feeling her tits, while she sucked his cock, his lust for her filled the air and was there in his stare.
"Oh, I see it now. Thank you," she said.
"You're welcome," he said still standing so close to her with his hardening cock pressed against her shoulder, while looking down her top, before stepping away, no doubt, ready to leave the room to take his shower, while masturbating over all that he's already seen of her.
Not wanting him to leave, now in a sexual panic and wanting him, no doubt, as much as he wanted her, forgetting about checking her e-mails, the reason why she was supposedly downstairs in the first place, she was having too much fun teasing him to stop. Wanting to delay his departure, wanting to continue teasing him, and wanting to see how far she could go and how big his bulge would get, she opened Google. Then, not knowing what to type, she typed, while asking her question out loud.
"How to do proper crunches?"

"Crunches? I can show you how to do crunches, Tina," he said with a chuckle. "I was just about to do some in my room, before taking my shower," he said moving down to the floor.
"Oh, that would be great, Jerry, if you could show me," she said watching him get down on the floor. "I'd like to tone up to fit in my bikini for the summer," she said putting a hand to her stomach, while sticking out her big tits.
She watched him do a couple dozen crunches. By the stretch his cock made in his skin tight bicycle pants, it was obvious that she was successful in unmercifully exciting him by showing him most of her breasts. He already had an erection that he tried to conceal with his hand, when he saw her looking. From his vantage point on the floor, if she parted her knees just a little, he'd have a perfect up nightgown view of her pussy.
The mere thought that she could innocently and accidentally, on purpose, of course, flash her brother-in-law her pussy, after having flashed him her most of her breasts, excited her even more. Did she dare flash Jerry her pussy, too? Being that she was an innocent virgin, when she married, deemed a good, Catholic parochial school girl, and with Steve the only man she's ever known, could she show Jerry something that only Steve and her gynecologist have seen? She was about to open her knees and flash him her pussy, when he spoke.
"Maybe you should try doing some crunches, Tina," he said sitting upright.
Maybe she should try? Maybe she should try what? Flash him her pussy, while doing crunches? Hello? She can't get on the floor, not with what she's wearing or not wearing. She's wearing a short, sexy nightgown with no panties. Nonetheless, daring herself to get on the floor and knowing that she'd soon be showing him all that he hoped to see of her and more, and suddenly having the wicked urge to flash him her pussy, she moved from the computer chair to the floor like a lady. If she thought she was excited before, when flashing him most of her breasts, she was even more excited now knowing that she'd be flashing him her holy of most holies, her inner sanctimonious, her pussy.
As soon as she climbed down from the computer chair to the floor, she knew she'd be showing him more than any sister-in-law should ever show her brother-in-law. As soon as she was on the floor, her nightgown moved from just above her knee to the middle of her thigh. With him sitting by her feet and holding her ankles, if she spread her knees just a little, with her nightgown raising higher, while lifting her torso to do a crunch, she'd be flashing him her pussy. She so wanted to show him her pussy but, afraid to flash him what her husband's brother should never see of her, she didn't dare. Should she flash him? Could she flash him? Already wicked enough that she flashed him most of her breasts, how could she flash him her pussy, without being obvious?
She stretched out her legs, put her hands behind her head, and slowly lifted the upper half of her body. As if offering her breasts to him, he had a really good view of her tits now through the oh, so stretched tight, thin fabric of her nightgown. She watched his eyes burn two holes where her dark, brown nipples pushed against the sheer material of her nightgown. As if they were already in his mouth and hands, two big Hershey kisses that he could suck on, she could feel his lips sucking her nipples and his hand fondling her breasts.
She was so excited knowing that her brother-in-law not only was staring at her breasts but also that he could, no doubt, see her dark nipples through her nearly transparent nightgown. Unable to make the first step, other than what she already did in teasing him by flashing him her breasts through her nightgown, in the horny state she was in now, she'd let him suck her nipples, if only he'd make the first move by touching them, feeling them, and fondling them. With each crunch, with each upward motion, knowing she was flashing him more, she felt her nightgown climb higher up her thigh, until her nightgown was just a few short revealing inches from exposing her entire pussy to him. He was looking at her upper thighs now, as much as he was staring at her breasts before and she wondered if he could see her pussy. With her nightgown so high up, how could he not see her exposed pussy?
Did she dare show her brother-in-law her pussy? With him wanting to shower in preparation to go out with his friends, she knew that if she didn't flash him her pussy now that, once he had left to take his shower, once she was upstairs masturbating, and once he returned home to Seattle, for the first time in her life regretting anything, she'd regret not flashing him her pussy. Now or never, going for broke, willing to show him all that her husband has intimately seen and rejected of her, when he let go of her ankles, she asked him the next question with not only innocence but also with unimaginable sexual excitement.
"Should I do crunches like this or should I raise my knees?"
Not waiting for his reply, she raised her knees. As soon as she raised her knees, her nightgown hem immediately fell to the top of her pubic hair and, from where he was sitting by her feet, she knew that he could now see her exposed pussy slit and pubic hair through her legs. Oh, my God, she was so very excited that she was exposing her pussy to her brother-in-law.
With her neatly trimmed patch of pubic hair now clearly visible to him, along with the pink view that he, no doubt, had of her, she had crossed the innocent teasing line to the incestuously forbidden line. She knew she'd be flashing him her pussy, once she raised her knees, but she didn't care. It had been a long time, since she felt so sexually excited and wanting the sexual excitement not to stop, she wanted to continue teasing him. Wanting to show him her pussy, hoping he'd reach out and cup and finger her pussy, she wanted to flash him all of her pussy.
As if the sexual excitement caused a fire alarm to go off through her brain, her pussy was now fully exposed to her brother-in-law. Never thinking she'd be so daring and so slutty, having planned that she'd only flash him her cleavage, along with whatever bits and pieces of her body that he could see through her nightgown, even when she decided to remove her panties, she never figured on flashing him her pussy, too, that is, other than the dark patch of pubic hair that he could see through her sheer nightgown. Truth be told, she never figured that she'd be just as aroused as he obviously was. In flashing her brother-in-law, she not only surprised him but she surprised herself, too.
Now, with every crunch that she did, with her knees parted and her thighs opening up more to show her brother-in-law even more of herself, she knew he'd soon be seeing all of her. With her pink pussy lips glistening with her wetness, her clit fully aroused and exposed, and her nightgown now nearly up to her waist, just as most of her breasts had been exposed to him, as if she was completely naked, now all of her pussy was exposed to him, too. Her husband's brother was seeing what no sister-in-law should ever show her brother-in-law.
"Oh, my God, Tina!"
"What? What's the matter? Is there a bug? A spider? I hate spiders," she said looking all around her, while taking the opportunity to turn one way and then the other to expose her naked ass to my brother-in-law, too.
"Please, put your legs down and fix your nightgown. You're totally exposed," he said acting embarrassed, but still not averting his stare.
"Sorry," she said putting down her legs, grabbing the front hem of her nightgown and pushing it between her legs, but not pulling down the sides of her nightgown.
Even though he shocked her by his reaction of modesty, even though she felt a twinge of embarrassment reddening her face, she was too sexually aroused to care how much of her she was showing and how much of her he could see. With her arms outstretched behind her, sitting on her palms, she sat there so innocently with her nightgown bunched around her waist and crotch, while pretending that she didn't know that her pussy was still so exposed to him. Even though he still stared, obviously, even though he knew she was still so exposed, he didn't tell her to cover up this time. This time, he continued staring.
Even with his hand covering his bulge, she could clearly see that he was just as aroused as he was. He had a massive erection. Still feeling sexually aroused but now feeling guilty for having shown Jerry too much of her naked body, feeling like the slut that she was, the heat of his stare, along with the perverse look that he had on his face, suddenly made her feel uncomfortable.
Afraid she had gone too far, when she saw his erection, staring at his big bulge, as much as he had been staring at her exposed breasts and pussy, she so wanted to reach out and touch him, but she didn't dare. Wild with incestuous lust, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, she so wanted to take out his cock and stroke him, before taking him in her mouth to suck him. She was curious if his cock was just like his brother's cock. Never having experienced another cock, other than her husband's cock, she was curious if his cock felt the same way in her hand, as Steve's cock felt. She was curious if his cock tasted the same as Steve's cock did, too. Her little flashing and teasing game of Valentine's Day revenge had suddenly and unexpectedly turned into so much more, more than she had expected, and maybe even more than she could handle.
She pulled down her nightgown, as lady like as she could, as she got up from the floor. Yet, judging by his stare, she inadvertently gave him another good look of her pussy, along with her ass, when getting up from the floor. Now feeling so desperately foolish, having gone too far, she was embarrassed now. Having received more of a reaction that she hoped to receive, his stare made her feel just as perverted as he obviously was. Besides, now that she realized that she was mercilessly teasing him, she didn't want to be a known as his sister-in-law, the cockteaser, of Tina, Steve's slut wife. She imagined, as soon as she left, he'd be masturbating his lust for her in the shower and down the drain. If only she could, she wished she could watch him stroke himself and cum. In the horny state she was still in, nothing more than her sexual fantasy, she wished she could shower with him, while giving him a hand job.
Having already shown her brother-in-law most of her breasts, she just showed him all of her naked pussy. Wondering how much of this Jerry would tell his brother and how much of this that she dared tell her husband, she stood there in her sexy, nearly see through nightgown in embarrassed and regretful silence. She watched her brother-in-law stand, while he still stared at the dark impression her breasts and pubic made in her nightgown. Suddenly, she felt dirty and she folded her arms across her breasts to hide them. Suddenly, even though it was she who wanted to tease him and use him to make her husband insanely jealous in her twisted sense of Valentine's Day revenge, by the continued focus of his stare, she felt violated.
"You're so beautiful, Tina," he said.
Oh, oh, never fearing her brother-in-law before, suddenly, she was afraid. She knew by the crazed look on his face that she was in trouble. No doubt, she had gone too far by exposing too much of herself to a man, who was already crazy with sexual desire for her.
"Thank you," she said reaching for her bathrobe. "I'll leave you to take your shower, Jerry."
Only, reaching out for her and putting his arms around her, he grabbed her, held her, and hugged her, while trying to kiss her, before she could reach for her robe.
"Don't you want to take a shower with me?" He whispered his words in her ear that made her involuntarily recoil.
"Pardon?"
"We could shower together and I could wash your back, as well as your big breasts," he said running his hand across the front of her and touching and feeling her breasts through her nightgown.
Shocked that it was happening, even though she wished and fantasized that he would, not stopping him from touching her, instead, she stared down at his hand, while watching him feel her breasts. The touch of her brother-in-law's hand felt excitingly good at first, until she gathered her wits about her and realized what he was doing was sexually assaulting her. No one had ever felt her breasts, other than her husband. A cacophony of sexual feeling flooded her mind, and excited her but, suddenly afraid, she needed to remove herself from him.
"Shower together? No," she said with a nervous laugh, while wiggling from his grasp and pushing him away. "I'm married to your brother, Jerry. You're my brother-in-law. Showering together, seeing one another naked, would be so wrong."
"What does it matter, Tina? That nightgown is so transparent that you're practically naked now. Besides, I've already seen your pussy and most of your breasts," he said with a lecherous look, while running his index finger over her curvaceous body, as if her body was a road and his finger a car.
When he said he's already seen her pussy and most of her breasts, even though she still felt excited that he saw so much of her body, even though her excitement heighted, when he traced her body with his finger, she felt so very embarrassed, mortified, and humiliated. Oh, my God, what has she done? The dear, loving, and solid relationship that she once enjoyed with her brother-in-law will never be the same. Having gone too far, it was one thing for her to flash him and tease him, but it was quite another thing for her to show him her nearly naked body. Then, when he rubbed her exhibitionism in her face by confronting her with all that he saw, the realization of what she had done by showing him her pussy was all her fault.



He stepped closer to her. Then, he reached out his hand and cupped her breast through her nightgown in his palm. Staring down at his hand and watching him grope her, as if watching him touch someone else in a surreal dream, feeling as if she was having an out of body experience and watching someone else being felt and groped, she looked down at his hand fondling her breast and fingering her nipple through her nightgown. What felt so good before, when he first touched her, suddenly felt so bad now. Something that she imagined him doing and wanted him to do before, when she was first planning on flashing him, was now met with disgust and rejection. She couldn't believe he fondled her breast and fingered her nipple. She recoiled again.
"Jerry!" Hungry for the attention, even though a part of her wanted him to continue, she slapped his hand away.
"What? I only wanted to feel what you've been so determined to show me," he said reaching out his hand to cup her breast again through her nightgown and, this time, running his fingers across her erect nipples more forcibly, before pulling them and twisting them between his fingers.
Oh, my God, she thought she was going to cum, when he touched her in that way.
"Jerry! Stop. Don't," she said pushing him away again. "How dare you touch me in that way?"
"How dare I? Isn't this what you wanted, Tina, by coming down here wearing that barely there nightgown?"
"No, I didn't even know--"
"You didn't even know what, Tina? That I'd be home or was it your plan to tell my brother that you forgot that I was visiting?"
"What are you talking about? Get out of my way. I have to go upstairs."
Jerry blocked her path.
"I've always loved your body, Tina. Ever since I saw your panties on your wedding day, I've always wanted to lick your pussy, before fucking your pussy. I've always loved your big tits, Tina," he said stepping closer to feel her big boobs, again. "Ever since I saw your big tits on your wedding day, I've always wanted to see your big boobs again. I can't tell you how many times I masturbated over you, while staring at the topless picture that I took of you at the wedding, as I imagined touching, feeling, and sucking your big boobs. Ever since Julie was born and I watched you breastfeed her, I've always wanted to suck your big tits. I'm hungry for you. I've always wanted you, Tina."
"How dare you? Get away from me, you pervert."
"Pervert? If I'm a pervert, then you're a cockteaser."
As soon as she slapped his hand away, he stepped forward and filled his hands with both of her breasts. Feeling her and fondling her everywhere, groping her tits, cupping her pussy, and squeezing her ass, he was touching her where no brother-in-law should ever touch his sister-in-law.
"Stop Jerry or I'll tell Steve," she said pushing his hand away and taking a step back. "Get away from me. I mean it."
"You've been staring at it," he said looking down at the big bulge his cock made in his bicycle shorts. "Don't you want to see it? Don't you want to touch it and feel it, before you run upstairs, Tina? Let me give you something hard to masturbate over, Tina. Let me show you what I always wanted to show my sexy sister-in-law."
"Pardon?"
"My cock," he said. "You haven't taken your eyes off my erection, since I walked in the house."
He grabbed her hand and knowing what he was about to do, she pulled her hand away, but too strong for her, he put her hand on his erection through his bicycle shorts and held it there. Unable to move her hand away, afraid to move her fingers for fear that she'd excite him even more, she looked down at his big bulge, while feeling his cock in the palm of her hand through his bicycle shorts, before pulling her hand away in disgust. Already he was so hard, harder than her husband has been for her in such a long time. Admittedly, having felt so sexually frustrated for so long, she so wanted to feel his cock before, but once he forced her hand on his bulge, she felt sickened. Feeling violated, she felt used and abused. Now so afraid, she just wanted to run upstairs and lock her apartment door, while thinking of all that happened, while masturbating.
This wasn't medieval England, this was modern day times. He wasn't her Master and Lord of the manor and she wasn't his wench. He was her husband's brother, her brother-in-law, and she was his brother's wife, his sister-in-law. For sure, in the aroused and horny state that she was in, never having had sex with any man, other than with her husband, if he was someone else, anyone else, she may have given him a hand job, maybe even a blowjob. She would have enjoyed feeling the weight of his cock in her hand, before tasting him in her mouth. If he was anyone else, other than her brother-in-law, she may have allowed him to fuck her. Yet, even though she had fantasized about sucking his cock and making love to him, while upstairs alone and masturbating, she couldn't go down on Steve's brother. Taking her Valentine's Day revenge too far, having sex with Jerry would be so terribly wrong.
With him standing in front of his mother's bedroom door and blocking her escape, in one quick fluid tug, he pulled down his bicycle pants and quickly wiggled himself out of them. Shocked but unable to remove her eyes, she couldn't believe what she was seeing. When her brother-in-law exposed his cock to her, having been too focused on flashing her brother-in-law her breasts and her pussy, she never imagined that he'd flash her, too. Worse than that, she couldn't stop staring at his exposed, erect prick.
As much as she was disgusted by his sexual assault of her, she was excited. Her brother-in-law's cock was right there only two feet away from her and it was so big, so much bigger than her husband's cock. If only Steve had Jerry's cock, she'd be such a happy and obedient wife. If only Steve wanted her, as much as Jerry obviously did, she'd be a sexually satisfied woman. Oh, my God, she could only imagine what it must feel like to feel that monster inside of her.
"Jerry! What the Hell are you doing? Put your pants on now!"
"What am I doing? I'm doing that I should have done years ago," he said with a deranged look on his face. "All the times we were alone together, when I was with you upstairs and Steve was working, I so wanted to fuck you then, in the way that I still want to fuck you now. I can't tell you how many times that I masturbated over having sex with you," he said looking at her, as if she was naked. "Just touch me. Just take my cock in your hand and stroke me and I'll let you go," he said again pulling her by her wrist.
"Jerry, no, please don't do this," she said pulling her hand away.
"Touch me," he said. "Feel how hard my big prick is for you. Wrap your fingers around my hard cock, Tina. Stroke me, while imagining my cock in your pussy and in mouth and I'll let you go upstairs."
Reluctantly, on his assurance that he'd allow her to leave, she allowed him to move her hand to his exposed cock. Staring down at his exposed prick, as if he were her master and she was his sex slave, she wrapped her fingers around him. Still staring down at his erect cock, she slowly stroked him. Unable to help herself, she fondled the head of his big prick with her fingers. Then, as if an involuntary act, as if she was a teenager again in the backseat of a car giving her first hand job to her then boyfriend, Steve, nervously, yet excitedly, gripping him tighter, she stroked him faster. Just as she was enjoying the sensation of feeling his big, hard prick in her soft, little hand, she thought better of what she was doing and stopped. Having crossed the line, going way beyond her planned Valentine's Day revenge to make her husband jealous and appreciate her, stroking her brother-in-law's prick, albeit so very exciting, was so very wrong.

Just as she pulled her hand away and brushed by him to leave, in her mad dash for the bedroom doorknob, he grabbed her from behind. As if he had four hands, instead of two, touching her everywhere, he felt her tits, her ass, and her pussy, while kissing and kissing her. Every time she pushed one hand away, there was another hand going beneath or down her nightgown grabbing at her, groping her, fondling her, and feeling her. Touching her everywhere, feeling her where no brother-in-law should every touch his sister-in-law, he was out of control with lust for her.
Then, when he stuck his tongue in her mouth, she turned her head away. Again and again, he grabbed her chin and stuck his tongue in her mouth. It was then that she realized that if she returned his kiss, maybe she could get away. Surrendering him her lips and yielding her resistance to him, she gave him her tongue and returned his passion with a long, deep wet, French kiss, but when she tried to flee out the bedroom door, too fast for her, he grabbed her from behind again.
In the struggle that ensued, reaching down and grabbing and gathering up her hem, as if it all happened in slow motion, he ripped off her beautiful, new, sexy nightgown from her body and tossed it on his mother's bed. Stripping her naked, she covered as much as she could cover of herself with her hands and forearms. She was naked and he was possessed. Not to be denied, he pulled her to him and touched her and felt her where no brother-in-law should ever touch and feel his sister-in-law, while kissing and kissing her. Fearing that he'd raped her, she could feel his big prick pushing against her soft belly.
"Jerry! No! Stop! Don't!"
So very sorry that she had teased him, tortured him, actually, and used him to make his brother jealous, especially when knowing not only how much he's attracted to her but also how perverted he is. Suddenly, she was frightened. Yet, truthfully, especially after he ripped her nightgown from her body and stripped her naked, then after exposing his cock to her, forcing her to stroke him, and touching her everywhere, she was so very sexually aroused. If only he'd slow down and not act so crazy, if only he'd give her a minute to think and respond, maybe she'd take pleasure in doing him. Yet, in the way that he was now, out of his mind with lust, he frightened her and she was so very afraid.
Her brother-in-law just saw her naked flashed through her mind, as if it was a neon sign. Her brother-in-law just saw her tits, her pussy, and her ass. On sexual overload, her brother-in-law felt her tits, fingered her nipples, and felt her ass. As if replaying it all over again in her mind, as it was happening over and again in slow motion, she stroked her brother-in-laws cock, after he kissed her and she French kissed him back. Oh, my God, what has she done? What has she become? How can she even look her husband in the eye?
Nonetheless her guilt and her regret for teasing her brother-in-law, already so very aroused, she so wanted him to fuck her, but she couldn't do that. She so wanted to suck his cock, but she couldn't do that either. Yet, if he forced her to fuck him, if he forced her to suck him, then, if confronted, blaming it all on Jerry, she'd tell Steve that he forced her to fuck and suck him. Yet, already in a sexual frenzy of arousal, no matter if she was caught having sex with her brother-in-law or not, if he forced her down to her knees, in the excited way she felt, she'd suck his cock right now. Never having had another cock in her mouth, other than her husband's cock, she was curious what Jerry's cock would taste and feel like in her mouth.
Feeling and fondling her big tits, he fingered her nipples. Then, when she pushed his hand away, he pulled her to him again and reached around and squeezed her ass, while kissing her. If he was only a bit shorter, his cock would have found a warm, wet, familiar place between her legs, instead of trying to impale her belly. Finally, after she moved his hand away from her ass, he forced his hand between her legs. Grabbing a handful of her wet pussy, she felt his fingers entering her. Playing with her clit, he was finger fucking her and, the incestuous slut she had become, she was loving it.
"Oh, my God! Jerry, don't! Please. I'm begging you. Stop! Please! You're raping me."
Embarrassed because she was so enjoying it and embarrassed because she was so wet, she knew he knew that she was as aroused as he was. She felt his finger go deeper inside of her, probing her, exploring, and fucking her. Fucking her with his long, stiff finger, he was playing with and rubbing her clit and she was getting even more excited. Reaching the point of no return, breathing harder in her sexual excitement and in her attempts to resist him, while pushing him away, she knew he knew that she wanted him, as much as he wanted her. With his fingers already deep inside of her, feeling so forcefully violated, feebly struggling, she was angry that he was forcing her to have sex with him but was too sexually excited to resist.

Then, grabbing her by the back of her neck, he pushed her from his mother's bedroom and forced her in his bedroom, the guest bedroom. When she resisted, he grabbed her by her hair, pulled her in his room, and slammed shut his door. He was out of the rest of his clothes and naked within seconds. When she tried to leave, he slapped her across the face hard and pushed her back on the bed. Oh, my God, never having been slapped across the face before, never having been treated this way, feeling so very violated, unbelievably excited, she wanted him to slap her across the face again.
As if he had turned on a button that lay dormant somewhere deep inside of her, in taking what he so wanted with just one forceful push and one hard slap, she was so very sexually charged. No longer thinking of her plan of Valentine's Day revenge and about making her husband jealous, forgetting all about her husband, she just wanted to please herself, while sexually satisfying his brother. As fearful as she was excited, afraid to go where no sister-in-law should ever go with her brother-in-law, after feeling his fingers inside of her, she just wanted to feel his big cock inside of her now. Wicked and too embarrassed to admit it, she wanted him, as much as he, obviously, wanted her. Then, when she felt him mount her and spread her legs with his legs, when she felt his big, hard cock penetrate her, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him, never has she wanted any man, even her husband on her Honeymoon night, as much she wanted his brother.

Already inside her and sliding deeper, she returned his humps, when he returned her kisses. They were fucking now, really fucking. Too late to stop now, he fucked her, really fucked her and she fucked him back. He fucked her hard and fucked her deep, before making sweet love to her. Kissing and kissing her, she couldn't wait to feel his lips on her nipples and when she felt his tongue and his lips biting her nipples and felt his fingertips pulling, turning, and twisting them, she thought she'd have an orgasm.
With her husband, Steve, the only man she's ever blown, she couldn't wait to suck his brother. She so wanted to suck his cock. She couldn't wait to feel and to taste Jerry's cock in her mouth. She couldn't wait to suck her brother-in-law's big prick. She couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth. She couldn't wait to swallow all the lust that he had for her. Only, instead of allowing her to suck his cock, he lowered his body and planted his face between her legs and his tongue deep in her pussy.
"Oh, my God. Jerry," she swooned, while running her fingers through his hair, as he ran his tongue all over her drenched pussy with his finger rubbing her clit.
She couldn't believe he was eating her pussy, something that Steve seldom does anymore and something that he hasn't done in such a very long time. When she felt his tongue licking her pussy and his fingers teasing her clit and fucking her, she thought she had died and gone to Heaven. She couldn't remember the last time, Steve ate her pussy. She couldn't remember the last time her husband gave her an orgasm. Already hot, already out of her mind with lust, it didn't take her long to have an orgasm in her brother-in-law's mouth.

Now wanting to return the favor, she couldn't wait to suck his cock. She'd allow him to cum in her mouth, if only he would. She'd swallow every drop of his cum, she was so sexually charged. Only, it was then that he revealed his true intentions to her. He moved from the bed, stood, left the bedroom and opened the front door to his two friends. In a daze from the afterglow of having her pussy eaten and having an orgasm, she figured the Jerry left to go to the bathroom to rinse her pussy juices from him mouth and face, before returning to bed to allow her to suck him.
It only took her a few seconds to realize where he went and what he was doing. Suddenly, hearing two men come in house, hearing their voices and their laughter, by the time that she realized what was happening, she was in trouble. By the time she opened Jerry's bedroom door and ran from his room to her mother-in-law's bedroom, where she had left her nightgown, Jerry had returned to drag her back to his room naked.
Dragging her back to his room by her hair, the two strange men were already there standing in Jerry's bedroom and staring at her naked tits, ass, and pussy. As soon as she entered Jerry's room, he slammed shut the door and the two men were all over her touching her and feeling her everywhere. Oh, my God, she was so embarrassed. She was so frightened. Sick with dread, after only having sex with her husband, bad enough that she just had sex with his brother, but now she was, no doubt, about to be forced to have sex with two of Jerry's friends, strangers that she didn't even know their names. He gave her a shove and she fell back on his bed with her legs spread and her pussy exposed to the three men.
"Jerry! What are you doing? Jerry! No! Don't. Please! Don't do this," she said covering as much of her body with her arms and hands, as she could.

When she tried to get off the bed, six hands pushed her and held her down. When she screamed, Jerry slapped her hard across the face again. She fought. She slapped. She punched. She kicked and she bit, but all to no avail. Kissing her and touching her everywhere, determined to gang rape her, the three men overpowered her and had their wicked way with her.
After stripping off their clothes, one by one, each man mounted her and forced their cocks inside of her already wet pussy. Then, they fucked her. With deep penetrating, forceful, fast humps, they really fucked her. Never has she had animal sex like that before. Never has she had multiple orgasms.
Just when she thought they were done, just when she thought they were all sexually sated, and just when she thought she was free to leave, one by one, they grabbed her by my hair, slapped her across the face again, and filled her mouth with their cocks. First one, then another, and then the last. They humped her face and fucked her mouth, as if she was a blowup doll. It didn't take them long to explode their lust for her in her mouth and down her throat. Experiencing her first cum bath, never has she had so much cum in her mouth, all over her face, in her hair, and down her breasts. Then, when she looked up, her husband was standing in the doorway.
"Payback is a bitch, you slut bitch," he said. "Happy Fucking Valentine's Day, you whore. This is what you get for dressing like a slut and showing your tits not only to strange men on the street, but especially to my brother."
"Steve," she said wiping cum from her face and mouth. "What are you doing here? Why aren't you in work?"
"I knew if I didn't buy you anything for Valentine's Day and didn't even acknowledge the holiday, that you'd do something like this to get back at me, you're such a vindictive slut. You can't help yourself, you Sicilian bitch. With my brother here staying her for the week, I knew you'd try to make me jealous by exposing yourself to him. Now look at you with cum leaking from your pussy and your mouth. You got just what you deserve. You're nothing but a disgusting whore."



"None of this would have happened, had you given me a sign that you loved me. I love you, Steve," she said reaching for him.
"Get away from me, you bitch. My attorney will be in contact with you."
"You're attorney?"
"Yeah, my attorney. I want a divorce."
"You're filing for divorce?"
"Yeah."
"Well, then, let's have some real fun," she said to Jerry and his two friends. "C'mon boys, fuck me again and I'll suck you're cocks again."

THE END
This is a Valentine's Day contest story. Please don't forget to vote and add me and/or this story to your list of favorites.
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A 40-year-old virgin has a threesome with daughter and mother.
Unable to find her, Jerry, a 40-year-old virgin, grew tired of looking for the right woman. Truth be told, with one woman possessing this quality and another woman possessing that quality, after looking so long, he wouldn't recognize the right woman, if he tripped over her. Always striking out with the wrong woman, he made a pledge last Valentine's Day, his 39th birthday, after spending another lonely Thanksgiving, unhappy Christmas, and uncelebrated New Year's Eve alone, that this was the last year that he'd spend without a woman. He swore to himself that this year was the last year of his virginity.
Thinking it a big deal to be a virgin, when he was in his twenties and his friends were having sex with any available female, commendable to still be a virgin, when he turned 30-year-old, now that he'll be 40-years-old on Valentine's Day, being a virgin at his age is embarrassing. Even priests have more sex than him. His 18-year-old nephew is already in a sexual relationship and his 19-year-old niece is pregnant, again. Only, even with his best plans made to get laid, what suddenly got in the way of him having a hot date with an attractive woman and losing his virginity, before Valentine's Day was his best friend, Dan, dying of a sudden heart attack. Just a few years older than he was, taking stock of his own miserable life without a special someone, the reality of death hit him hard and just as Jerry didn't want to die alone, he didn't want to die a virgin. Yet, his pledge to lose his virginity will have to wait, until after Dan's funeral on Valentine's Day. A day typically saved for love has given its way to death.
Invited to spend the night, before starting his long drive home the next morning, Jerry was an overnight guest at his recently deceased best friend's house, after having attended his funeral on his uncelebrated 40th birthday. A childhood friend, he had known Dan all his life, before losing touch with him the past few years. Now alone with his widow, Elaine, and their 24-year-old daughter, Amanda, it was no secret that Jerry had always lusted over the both women. Nothing new there, with him being a 40-year-old virgin, Jerry lusted over any women wearing a skirt. In his defense, Dan's wife and daughter were striking beauties.
Two, hot blonde bombshells, sometimes difficult to tell one from the other, especially from behind, at 45-years-old, Elaine was young enough appearing and hot enough looking to be Amanda's identical twin sister. With Amanda looking more mature than her years and looking older and with Elaine watching her figure, exercising, and looking younger, both women looked 30-something-years-old. Of course, Jerry the horn dog that he has become, wouldn't mind losing his virginity to Dan's widow, Elaine. She was a nice piece of ass. Besides, they always had a mutual attraction for one another and, perhaps, with Dan out of the picture, as a physical way for both of them to grieve, rebound sex from a grieving widow may be me just what he needed on his birthday, Valentine's Day, the day of love and sex, to lose his virginity.
When Dan was alive, knowing that Jerry was a confirmed bachelor and an admitted virgin, his wife Elaine unmercifully teased him. Nothing more than touchy feely and a bit of kissing, along with a bit of desperate groping, after a long night of drinking, Elaine allowed him to feel her tits and finger her nipples through her blouse and bra, while she fondled his cock through his pants. Then, when in the deep, dark end of the pool, she allowed him to go up her bikini top and suck her nipples and down her bikini bottoms to finger her pussy, while she stuck her horny hand down his bathing trunks to fondle, squeeze, and stroke his cock, before submerging herself body beneath the water to take his cock in her mouth. Innocent, albeit erotic fun, always flaunting her sexy body and showing him her panties with up skirts peeks and her bra with down blouse views, too obvious in her intent to seduce him, even in front of her husband, Jerry suspected that Dan approved of Elaine flashing him. If nothing else, after Elaine flashed him and they fondled one another the entire night, he left their house with lots of masturbation fodder.
Knowing Dan as well as he did, he imagined that Dan and Elaine discussed all that she showed him, all that she did, and all that she allowed Jerry to see, feel, and do during some hot pillow talk that night. Fixing him up with women that he knew, Dan had always kidded him about his virginity, but Jerry remained steadfast in holding out for the right woman. Putting his career ahead of his nonexistent sex life, now that he was 40-years-old, now that he had pledged to lose his virginity, he was ready to finally have sex with a woman, rather than with his hairy hand.
No doubt, had Dan lived, as a way to finally pop his cherry, it wouldn't have surprised him, if Dan asked him to watch him having sex with Elaine, after inviting him to their bed. Then, a few years ago, Dan's daughter, Amanda, on her 21st drunken birthday bash, started in on the flashing fun, too, when she accidentally, no doubt, on purpose, lost her bikini top in the pool and walked around topless in front of everyone, while pretending she didn't know her bikini bra was floating in the water.
C'mon, are you kidding me? Give me a break. How could she not know she was topless? Jerry suspected that Dan and/or Elaine told their daughter that he was a virgin, obviously, which was why she started teasing him, too. Admittedly a bit inebriated, Amanda walked around the backyard topless, while flaunting her sexy body and exposing her tits for ten minutes to him, her mother, her father, and her friends, before acting shocked and embarrassed, and before diving in the pool to retrieve her bra.
With the sight of her beautiful breasts in plain view, while trying not to let her catch him staring, he wasn't about to tell her that she was topless. Already having lusted over her, before she even lost her top, he spent countless nights masturbating over the thoughts of touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking Amanda's big breasts, while she was on her knees sucking his cock. Before Amanda flaunted her topless body, he'd give anything to fuck Dan's wife, that is, until his thoughts now turned to having sex with Dan's sexually uninhibited, provocatively adventurous, and daring daughter.
Truth be told, if only for the sake of comparison, and in some perverse memory of his decease friend, he always wanted to do both mother and daughter. Yet, true to his commitment to abstain from sex, until he met the right woman, now with Dan gone, with two available and attractive women before him, maybe he already has. Having sex with Elaine and/or Amanda separately or at the same time would be his sexual fantasy come true. Fucking one, while eating the other, before having them switch, as if they were a female wrestling tag team and he was the referee, he'd love to see them both naked and on their knees in front of him together, while sucking his cock. Knowing that his mother and daughter sexual fantasy would never happen, knowing he'd never have sex with Elaine or Amanda, he always fantasized, while masturbating, what it would be like to have one or the other or both of these hot women in bed together. Now that Dan is gone and he's alone with his women, maybe this is his chance.
Awake most of the night with mixed emotions, sadness, while thinking of his best friend dying of a sudden heart attack and horniness, while thinking of being alone in the house with his best friend's hot wife and slutty daughter, he awoke with an erection, when his thoughts turned from suffering sorrow to having first time sex with his best friend's wife and/or daughter. Unable to sleep and in the mood for a drink, he went downstairs for a beer, when the scent of Amanda's perfume wafted through the hall and drifted by his guestroom door. She smelled delicious. Hoping to run into one of them, mother or daughter, hoping to catch them wearing nothing but a smile, he hoped one or the other was feeling just as randy and sexually adventurous, as he was. Hoping that one or both of them subscribed to the medication that he prescribed and possessed, hoping that mother and/or daughter would give him the best birthday gift on Valentine's Day, he wondered if they realized that, sometimes, the best way to cope with tragedy is to have hot sex with an appreciative, albeit 40-year-old virgin.
Knowing she was downstairs, by the fresh scent of her perfume, he surprised Amanda, when he turned on the kitchen light. No doubt, hearing him coming down the stairs, but for the soft glow of her cigarette, she was sitting at the kitchen table in the dark, while having a cup of tea. Being the horn dog that he is, the first thing he noticed was her barely there nightgown. Low cut and short, covered in see through lace, her nightgown was as transparent as his horniness was heightened and engorged by the sight of her nearly naked loveliness. Obviously, with her coming downstairs without a bathrobe, while knowing there was a male guest in the house, especially after she, no doubt, purposely lost her bikini top in the pool and flashed him her breasts three years ago, like mother like daughter, he figured her for the exhibitionist that her mother was. With both women equally as hot as they were willing, if Amanda was intent on showing what she had by wearing such a revealing nightgown, then he was intent on looking.
"Hi," he said breathing out his word, with a hungry look, as if he was drooling over the steak that the waiter just brought to his table.
"Hi," she said with disinterest, cocking her head one way to look at him and fouling him with her bad mood, before looking the other away to pollute the room with a cloud of blue cigarette smoke.
With her hair brushed in place and wearing makeup, even earrings, looking as if she never went to bed, but for the cigarette and her tattoos, she looked like an innocent bride on her honeymoon. He wondered why she'd be wearing makeup at two in the morning. Was she hoping he'd come downstairs? Was she hoping to get him alone? Was she hoping he'd see her in her barely there nightgown? Did she want to flash him her hot body, as much as he wanted to see her hot body? Did she want him, as much as he wanted her?
He stared as much at the amount of cleavage she was showing, as she shot him furtive glances at the bulge in his pajama bottoms. Tit for cock, the more he looked, the more she looked. As if she was a thousand dollar hooker and he was a deep pocketed John, flushed with cash, the air was suddenly thick with sexual desire. Already proud, while carrying around his morning wood, but for a tee shirt that hugged his muscular body, he wasn't wearing any underwear. With the head of his erection rubbing against the inside of his pajama bottom, he hoped his one-eyed Jack would pop out of his pajama and make his excited appearance known. Serendipitously introducing himself, his cock was his not so subtle compliment of seeing her in her sexy nightgown and his way of showing Amanda how much he not only appreciated how much she was showing but also how much he wanted her.
Knowing she was no virgin, when she unabashedly paraded around him in her teeny tiny bikini earlier in the day, an unusually warm day, even for Las Vegas in February, immediately after her father's funeral, he wished she'd lose her bikini top in the way she did the last time they met. After seeing her in her bikini, wondering if she had a preference, he couldn't help but notice her tramp stamp on her lower back that read any hole will do. Obviously, she was every bit of the wild slut that her mother was. Dan told Jerry stories of Elaine cheating on him with younger men and women. It excited Dan to know that his wife was so wanted by both sexes. An open marriage, so long as she told him all the sexy details of the affairs, who, when, where, and everything else in between, and so long as she gave him hot pillow talk, while giving even hotter sex, he was okay with Elaine taking other lovers.
A bold move and a risk he was willing to take to be with this exceptionally rare, albeit slutty beauty, he wondered what Amanda would do, if suddenly confronted by his exposed, erect prick. Would she stare? Would she look away? Would she be shocked and run from the room screaming for her mother? Would she reach her hand out to touch it, stroke it, and suck it? Maybe she doesn't dig older men or maybe, now that Daddy's dead, looking for a new Daddy, she does.
"What are you up so late?"
Jerry got a beer out of the fridge, popped the top, took a long sip, and walked over to the kitchen table. He stood over Amanda to enjoy her down nightgown view, as if hovering in a low helicopter, while enjoying the exciting view of the hotels that lit up the Vegas strip. As if peering down the vast drop from the top of the Hoover Dam, he peered down her open nightgown top, while waiting for her to answer. Overwhelming his eyes with roundness, his cock throbbed at the sight of her exposed breasts. With cleavage that rivaled Salma Hayek's perfect breasts, big, symmetrical boobs run in their family. Just as Elaine has a rack, Amanda has beautiful knockers, too.
A confirmed breast man, he'd loved to touch, feel, fondle, and suck her big tits, while fingering, pulling, and twisting her hard nipples. Only, wishing she would, if she leaned forward, just a little more, he'd have a nice down nightgown view of her areolas and nipples, too. Knowing he was looking and, no doubt, knowing all that she was showing and all that he was seeing, when she looked down at herself, without closing her nightgown top, obviously, she didn't care that he could see most of her breasts. Then, just as he figured she would, on the pretense of moving closer to the table to take a slow sip of her tea, she leaned forward to give him a better and longer down nightgown view of her breasts. Obviously, she wanted him to see her big tits, as much as he wanted to see her big tits and he did.
"I couldn't sleep," she said, after a sip of her tea and a long, soulful and mindless suck of her cigarette.
Watching her take her cigarette to her lips with her manicured fingertips, he wished it was his cock she was holding and sucking. Always envious of Brad Pitt, she had full, red lips like Angelina Jolie's full, red lips. Lips that he'd love to kiss and lips that he'd love to feel sliding up and down his cock, while leaving red lipstick marks, as if measuring how much water a boat took at sea, he was just as mesmerized by Amanda's lips, as he was by her breasts. Oh, yeah, he'd love for this sexy bitch to suck his prick, while he fondled her big tits. Knowing Dan was a fan of reading incest stories, especially father and daughter stories, he wondered if he ever had sex with his daughter. Now no longer hiding her intentions with furtive glances, he watched Amanda look up and stare at his bulge, before blowing her cigarette smoke at his cock and before looking up to make eye contact with him.
"I couldn't sleep either," he said stopping himself from saying anymore. Not wanting to ruin the mood, he wanted to say that he couldn't sleep because he was thinking of Dan, before he said that he couldn't sleep because he was thinking of her.
Using this chance, early morning meeting, as his perfect opportunity to get her alone, he decided to take the chance to see, if she was as interested in him as he was in her. Stepping closer to stand a mere foot away from her, with her mouth so close to his pajama clad cock that, if his erect prick poked out of his pajama bottom and he leaned forward just a few inches, at the same time, his prick would impale her lipstick clad mouth. Wanting it to happen, hoping his cock would accidentally on purpose appear, he voluntarily pulsated his cock to make it grow bigger and harder, while hoping that it would make its way out of his pee-hole opening. Every time his cock moved, catching the throbbing movement out of the corner of her eye, he watched her eyes turn to look at his pulsating bulge. His captive audience to his pajama puppet show, just as he was mesmerized by her tits, she seemed captivated by his dick.
"Is that for me?" As if his erect prick was a pesky fly that bothered her, she flicked his cock with her manicured fingers and nearly knocked it out of the opening, before dumping her cigarette ashes on his pajama clad bulge.
Nice. Oh, yeah, Dan brought her up right. Like mother like daughter, she was one class act. All she needed was a g-string, tassels on her nipples, and a pole between her legs to top off the slutty image that he had of her. Suddenly seeing her on stage, the thought of her making love to a pole, while stripping off her clothes, hardened his cock. Except for still wanting Dan's wife, never had he wanted anyone, as much as he wanted Dan's daughter.
"It is, if you're interested," he said looking down at his erect prick, before making eye contact with her and before putting a hand to his hip and sticking out his pelvis in his best Captain Morgan pose.
Wanting to just put a hand to her blonde head, he couldn't believe she touched his pajama clad cock with her fingertips. He couldn't believe she dumped her cigarette ashes on his erection. Then, as his cock grew bigger and stiffer, with one big pulsating push, as if this was meant to be and as if she was he one, it happened. His cock popped out of his pajama bottom and, just in the way that Amanda pretended she hadn't noticed her lost bikini top, Jerry pretended that he didn't know his cock was so exposed, sticking straight out of his pajama bottom, and pointing at her mouth.
With his throbbing and bobbing elephant trunk in the room, just inches away from her mouth, Amanda turned and stared at his cock, before looking up at him, and then turning away with disinterest. He couldn't imagine the number of cocks she must have sucked for her to be so cavalier about seeing his cock. He would have preferred had she feigned a bit of shocked surprise or slutty appreciation, while staring at his exposed prick.
"Nice cock, Jerry and I'm flattered by your obvious excitement but, really, I'm not interested," she said briefly making eye contact with him, before staring down at his exposed prick again and before looking away to pay more attention to her cigarette than to him. "I'm sure my mother would like to suck on that for you, though, if you take it and yourself up to her room. No doubt, she'll be expecting you," she said exhaling her coldness with her cigarette smoke. "Never making any secrets about her sexual attraction to men and women, for that matter, especially younger men and women, she's always had a special attraction for you," she said turning her head to stare at his hairy, one-eyed monster.
"I'd rather be with you, Amanda," he said hoping she'd reconsider his stiff offer. Now knowing, after Amanda's confession, how her mother feels about him, that if she rejected him, he could always go upstairs to Elaine's room and finally keep his pledge to lose his virginity on Valentine's Day, albeit a day late.
"Put that thing away," she said dismissing him with a wave her hand and a flick of her head and hair.
She looked away, while taking another drag of her cigarette, before squashing her butt in the ashtray in the way she had just squashed his chances of bedding her. When he didn't move to cover his exposed erection, she stood, walked to the sink, and dumped the rest of her tea. Then, with her hand pushing away at his cock, as if it was a subway turnstile, she shouldered her way past him.
"So what do you say?" Encouraged that the side of her hand brushing by his cock, Jerry took a step closer to her. "Don't you want to give Jerry, Jr. a kiss, a squeeze, a stroke, and a suck?"



"I'd rather eat bugs," she said stopping to turn back to look at him, before staring down at his cock again. "Suddenly, I'm bored. I'm going to bed," she said with a haughty lift of her pretty, blonde head and a toss of her long, straight, blonde hair.
"Bitch," he said depositing his beer on the kitchen table and reaching out for her, as she brushed by him. "You little cockteaser, coming downstairs dressed in your barely there nightgown and made-up, as if you're attending a dance at the Playboy Mansion Playmate party. Who do you think you're kidding? You want me, as much as I want you," he said taking her in his arms, pushing her forward against his cock with a handful of her ass, and kissing her hard.
Pushing him away and wiping his kiss from her mouth, she rejected him again. After already having made his intentions known by exposing his cock to her and now by grabbing her ass and kissing her, he didn't want to ruin his opportunity to finally lose his virginity. As if he was on Dancing with the Stars, he reached down, grabbed at the bottom of her nightgown, and twirled her around, as she walked by him to leave the kitchen. In one quick over her head pull and another hard tug that pulled her nightgown from her grasp, as if taking the wrapper off of a fine Cuban cigar without damaging the contents, her nightgown was off and she was naked. Having not seen the full naked impact of them in three years, he had forgotten what amazing breasts she had, so round, so full, and her nipples so pink. She had a blonde, trimmed pussy that he'd just love to lick and fuck. Who better to lose his virginity with than with sexy and slutty Amanda?
"Jerry," she said, while covering her C cup breasts with her forearm and her pussy with her hand. "Don't do this. This is rape."
"Rape my ass," he said with a diabolical laugh. "Had I not made my move first, after you finished your tea and cigarette, you'd be coming up to my room. You'd be the one raping me."
"Is this the kind of man you are?" Cowering from him, she stepped away from his grasp. "With your best friend dead, you prey on his daughter?"
"We all can use a little comfort, during a time like this, Amanda," he said stepping close and reaching out to hold her.
"My blanket in my room is all the comfort that I need. Get out of my," she said reaching for her nightgown that Jerry had tossed on the kitchen chair.
With one hard downward push of her shoulder, she was on her knees, eye to eye with his one-eyed monster. When she didn't immediately take the not so subtle hint to take him in her mouth, and when she tried to stand, as if pulling open a trapdoor by an attached chain, he pulled hard on her long, blonde hair.
"Ow!"
As soon as she opened her mouth to scream, with a forward pull of her blonde head, a hump of his hips, and a forward thrust of his cock, he filled her mouth with all of him. With Amanda on her knees, holding her in place, Jerry had a hand on each side of her pretty, little head. Humping her face and fucking her mouth, he was using her, as if she was a live blowup doll. Overruling her resistance, he could feel the pressure of her warm, wet tongue circumnavigating his cock, as if it was a soft propeller. Even in his wildest sexual fantasy about her, even after masturbating so many time about having sex with Amanda, never had he imagined how hot it would feel to have Dan's daughter suck his cock.
"Suck my cock, bitch. Suck it, you little slut. Suck my prick, Amanda. I need to cum in Daddy's little girl's mouth. Suck it! Suck it! Suck it!"
"No, let go of me, you fucking pervert," she said pushing his cock out of her mouth, just long enough to speak, before he pulled her hair again and stuffed his cock back in her mouth again.
A game that she obviously needed to play, as his unwilling victim, if she wanted to flee, he'd allow her to go, but he could tell that she was enjoying this sudden sexual struggle, as much as he was. Pushing against him to spit him from her mouth and to get to her feet to make good her getaway, as soon as she ejected his cock from her mouth again, she stood and paused, to voice her contempt, before turning to leave.
"You filthy pig," she said slapping his face and pounding on his muscular chess with no effect.
Truly knowing that she wanted this, as much as he did, if she didn't she would have run from the room, instead of stopping to hit him. He grabbed her by her hair, spun her around and, as if about to give her a rectal exam, bent her forward in the doggie style position. With a hand filled with as much lustful desire as was his cock, he reached down between her legs and grabbed a handful of her blonde pussy. Cupping her cunt, before sticking his fingers inside of her to fondle her clit and finger fuck her hole, he titillated her desire for him.
"Either you peed yourself or you really want me," he said with a laugh, while probing her deeper with one finger and rubbing her bean harder and faster with another. "For someone so unwilling, Amanda, you're so wet."
Just as he had suspected, always playing the innocent, coy virginal victim, the little slut was already sopping wet. Reaching around her, with a big tit in each hand and fondling them, her nipples were already erect, when he fingered them. With no better time to lose his virginity than now, a mere few hours after his pledged Valentine's Day and 40th birthday promise to himself, with no better woman to break his cherry, than with his deceased best friend's slutty daughter, he grabbed Amanda by her hips, pushed hard, and ended his virginity with a hump.
In a quick hump, he was inside of her. With several hard trusts, sliding his cock in an out, as if humping the air, while fast dancing in a disco, nearly banging her head against the kitchen wall, he was already deep inside of her.
"Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh, Jerry, don't stop. That feels so good. Harder. Faster. Just don't stop. Oh, my God. Oh, my God."
A longtime dream to fuck his best friend's daughter, filled with years of pent up sexual passion and desire for Amanda, his sexual fantasy had finally come true. Fucking her, banging her, and slamming his cock deeper and harder in her pussy, he was getting ready to unload all the lust he had for Amanda in her pussy, before deciding to make her blow him again. Having never experienced the warm, wet softness of a woman's pussy before, he couldn't believe how good it felt to fuck Amanda. Oh, yeah, just as she was good looking enough that he'd never grow tired of fucking her and she sucking him, she was good looking enough that he could cum twice in this slut, first in her pussy and again in her mouth.
"Hey! What are you think you're doing? Get away from my daughter, you filthy pig."
He turned and Elaine was standing behind him with a frying pan ready to conk him in the head. He lifted his arm and deflected her hit, just as she let him have it on the shoulder with the pan.
"What does it look like I'm doing? I'm fucking your any hole will do slut of a daughter," he said with a toothy grin.
"How dare you? With his body still warm, just buried in the ground, how dare you rape your best friend's daughter. How dare you hurt my baby girl? Get out! Get out of my house," she yelled slapping him on the back and shoulders, while his cock was still deeply buried in Amanda.
"Rape? She wanted me as much as I wanted her," he said pulling himself out of Amanda. "Like mother like daughter, she's nothing but a cock tease."
Figuring that Victoria Secrets had a two for one sale, just as Amanda was wearing a flimsy, see-thru nightgown, so wasn't Elaine wearing one, too. With her full breasts as exposed as Amanda's big tits and with her standing in the brightly lit kitchen, he could clearly see the dark impression her nipples and blonde patch of trimmed pubic hair made in the nightgown. It was finally so hot to see all that he imagined for so long.
Jerry let go of Amanda to grab hold of Elaine, when she raised the frying pan over her head again. He wrestled the frying pan from her hand and just as he did with Amanda, he took her in his arms and kissed her hard, while pressing her body against his with a handful of her round, firm ass. Then, when he let go of her, never expecting her to slap him, but expecting her to want him, as much as Amanda did, she surprised him, when she stepped back and slapped his face.
"How dare you fuck my daughter," she said looking as if she wanted to add, instead of me.
"Ow, you bitch. That hurt," he said, unprepared for it and not expecting it, while rubbing his face.
Knowing full well that she wanted him, as much as he wanted her, knowing full well that she was, no doubt, jealous that he was with her daughter, instead of her, he returned the favor and slapped her face harder. Her resistance crumbled with the loud slapping sound the side of her face made against his big hand and his cock hardened as much as her face brightened against the imprint of his fingers that temporarily tattooed to her face.
Instead of having a look of shocked surprise, instead of having a look of shame or anger, and a face full of tears, she had a look of lust. Her look of passion revealed that she wanted more than just a slap, but a bang. With one quick lift of her hem and a hard pull of her material, he ripped off Elaine's nightgown, too. Then, spinning her around, as if she had been a bad girl, a very bad girl, he slapped her ass hard, first one cheek and then the other. Now with both mother and daughter naked, he took a step back to get an eyeful of Elaine's C cup breasts and trimmed blonde pussy. While Amanda bit her lip in sexual revelation, Elaine rubbed her ass with sexual desire. With Amanda's face flushed from just having had the fuck of her young life and Elaine's face and ass red by the slap of Jerry's hand, like daughter, just like mother, they could have been identical twin sisters.
Obviously embarrassed to have been stripped naked, so physically assaulted, and sexually abused in front of her daughter, on the pretence of saving her self-image, she slapped him, she kicked him, and she punched him. Yet, determined to have his sexy way with mother in the wicked way he just did with daughter, with a forceful push to her shoulder, he forced Elaine down to her knees and filled her mouth with his still glistening, sticky wet cock. Only, unlike Amanda, as if his cock was her all day sucker, Elaine was a willing, if not aggressive participant. As soon as his cock was near her lips, she willingly opened her mouth and welcomed his cock inside. Damn, both of these women were experienced cocksuckers.
Then, when he buried his cock in her mouth and put a gentle but forceful hand to the back of her head, she wrapped her hand around his engorged prick and started stroking him, first lovingly and then faster. The fact that his cock had just been in Amanda's pussy and was now in Elaine's mouth was not lost on him. While sucking him, as if she was a Las Vegas show girl, she made all the cock sucking slurping sounds that all men love to hear to show that the woman is enjoying sucking their cock, as much as the man is enjoying having his cock sucked. Unable to decide and calling it a tie, he couldn't tell which was the better cocksucker mother or daughter. No doubt, now knowing the reason for his friend's sudden heart attack, if Dan was fucking both his wife and daughter, then he must have died a happy and sexually satisfied man.
"Suck my cock, Elaine. Suck it! Suck my cock. Suck your daughter's pussy juices off my big, hard prick. That's right, take it deeper. Lick it and suck it. Blow me, baby. I need to cum in your pretty mouth."
As if a contestant in a Japanese sexual game show, impatiently waiting her turn, Amanda watched her mother give Jerry the blowjob that he wanted and obviously needed. Watching Amanda out of the corner of his eyes to make sure that she didn't conk him with a frying pan, too, she surprised him, when she walked over to him and stuck her tongue down his throat, while her mother still sucked his prick. Kissing and kissing him, he felt Amanda's big tits and fingered her erect nipples, while Elaine was an unadulterated cock sucking machine.
Then, he couldn't believe his eyes, when Amanda leaned down, moved Elaine's mouth away from his cock and French kissed her mother, while feeling her breast and fingering her nipple. He watched Elaine return her daughter's kiss with as much passion, while fingering Amanda's pussy. Now, this is one sexy daughter does mother show, that Jerry would willing give up a blowjob to watch. Finally, his sexual fantasy come through, he was going to have his mother and daughter threesome.
"Let's go upstairs, Mommy," said Amanda to her mother, as if they had done this before. "We'll all be more comfortable in Daddy's bed. You're invited, too, Jerry," she said taking Jerry's cock in her hand and pulling him along by his stiff, wet penis.
* * * * *
"Oh, hello. I didn't know you were standing there. Have you been there long? You're here, no doubt, to read my story, Meant To Be Together, I'm the One, about a 40-year-old virginal man, me, who's sexual fantasy is to have sex with not only a beautiful, sexy daughter but also a hot MILF of a mother, too
Sorry. This is so very embarrassing, you caught me masturbating, while watching a porn flick. This is my favorite video, Mother and Daughter Does Daddy's Virginal Best Friend. Having a threesome with a mother and daughter has always been my sexual fantasy, that is, so long as they're both hot. If ever I could find such a situation, one in a million, I imagine, I'd be a happy man and would live the rest of my life in sexual bliss.
Yet, before I launch into the story, allow me to introduce myself, along with the elephant in the room. I'm Bob and, just like in the porn flick, I'm not proud to admit that I'm a 40-year-old virgin. Having just caught me masturbating, I'll understand you not wanting to shake my hand. There it is. I wrote it. I'm out of the closet. I'm a 40-year-old virgin. Now, let's get on with the story."
* * * * *
Feeling as sexually backward as I felt nerdy back in high school, I'm not proud of the fact that I never had sex with a woman and, in hindsight, even though I had offers that may have led to opportunities to have an intimate, sexual relationship with a woman, sex never happened. I'm the type of guy that a woman would have to burn me with a cigarette for me to notice her and hit in the back of the head with a baseball bat for me to see that she was coming on to me. Yet, now that I'm as focused on sex, as I was on my education and my career, with so many women flirting with me, while accidentally but, no doubt, intentionally flashing me their panties in up skirts and bras in down blouses, in hindsight, I can now see all the missed opportunities that I had not to be a 40-year-old virgin. Without doubt, it's my fault that I'm a virgin and I accept the blame.
In the way that most men dream about naked women, in the way that most men fantasize about being fucked and sucked, I dreamt about solving mathematical equations and scientific theories. In the way that most men lust over having sex with every available woman, I lust over earning my Ph D. and winning the Nobel Prize. Always too focused on school, going from undergraduate to graduate school and earning my bachelors degree and then my masters degree in quick succession, and now ingrained in my job at the research center, I never had time for sex, that is, other than with my hairy, right hand.
Embarrassed to admit it, never having lived alone, when my Dad died, I lived with my mother, until recently, but that's another story for another time. Now the captain of my own ship and the wizard of my own destiny, whether a girlfriend or a wife, except for Mom, I've gotten used to not having the complications of a woman in my life. Even though I'm terribly horny, except for the loving and totally innocent, albeit naked games that I played with my mother behind closed doors, I've grown accustomed to not having sex. Besides, even though I hate to write this because, being a scientist that believes more in the Big Bang than it the Holy Creator, abstaining from sex, in the way of a priest, makes me somehow feel Godlier than I am. Just in case there is a Holy Creator, maybe I've already scored some points with him or her for being so innocently pure for too long.
Sex I've always believed, is something that people should do with the one that they love and the one they want to give a baby. Sex should never be with random women picked up in a bar. With sex part and parcel with love, in the way that protons and neutrons interact with one another in the nucleus of an atom, and in the way of my own big bang, I'd have to fall in love, before having sex. Only, sadly and frustratingly, except for my devoted mother, I don't love anyone, yet. Instead, when not working, I spend my free time masturbating over watching my mother and daughter threesomes porn movie.
Nonetheless my perverse sexual fantasy, I desperately want to fall in love but, as unbelievably as it may sound, I don't know how to fall in love. What's so easy for some is so difficult for me. It's tragically funny how someone with an advanced degree, someone who can decode a blackboard filled with mathematical formulas and equations, someone who can endlessly talk about the mysteries of the universe, doesn't know how to fall in love, but I don't. In the way that I've been so accustomed to going to class, if they had a course in how to fall in love, no doubt, I'd excel at it. If they had a university of love, I'd proudly graduate with another degree, Doctor of Love.
Now that I'm older and the king of my destiny, pretenders to the throne, as my queen to my heart, I'm surrounded by witches and bitches, women that wanted me for all the wrong reasons, including my mother. They think that just because I haven't married and don't have any children that I must have money and they'd be right. They think that because I have a good job and now own a beautiful home that I must be loaded and they'd be right again. They think that they can just waltz into my life and take what I worked so long and so hard to accumulate and they'd be wrong.
"Stop! Incestuous sex is wrong! No, means no, Mommy!" Sorry, I digress.
I'm nobody's fool, especially when it comes to giving away my hard earned money for the mere sake of having sex with a woman. Sadly but perversely true, I could have had sex with my mother, but content to give her a full body massage, if you know what I mean, while she was naked and having her wash every part of me, if you know what I mean, while I was naked, except for my horny hand, I've never had sex with anyone, not even my mother. Even though I've been tempted by the more beautiful women, I just have to look in the mirror at my average, at best, face to know that they are all trying to play me to feather their nest, not so much for love but more for their financial security. They just want to use me and abuse me and once my money is gone, so will they be gone, too. I may be horny and desperate not to remain a virgin, but I'm not stupid.
Tired of celebrating Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year's with just my Mom, I'm tired of everyone asking me if I have a girlfriend yet, and laughing at my expense, when I tell them that I don't. I'm tired of everyone thinking that there's something wrong with me or that I'm gay. Not that there's anything wrong with being gay, but I'm not homosexual. Then, again, even I'm scratching my head over that one. If I never had sex, how would I even know if I was gay or not? Well, that's an easy question to answer and one that doesn't require a blackboard to write my theories and chalk to draw my conclusions. I'm attracted to women in the way that I'm not attracted to men.



I'm weary of my friends and family trying to fix me up with women they thought I'd love to have as a girlfriend. Only, obvious after the first few minutes of boring dialogue, I have nothing in common with the women they arranged for me to meet. Wanting me all for herself, no doubt, my mother is the only person, who didn't try to fix me up with a woman.
"There's not a woman out there that's good enough for my son," my mother always said, while clutching me to her breasts.
Yet, not wanting to be known as a Mama's boy, even though I was, staying strong not to have incestuous sex with my mother, even though she wanted me to, I rejected her, as I did all the other woman, who threw themselves at me. Saving myself for my dream woman, wherever and whoever she is, I needed to find my one and only. Better off taking control of my love life myself, now that I'm taking a break from my education to concentrate more on my research, before returning to school to earn my Ph D., and now that I'm settled in my career, it's time I marched in step with the rest of society. It's time I had a woman in my life. It's time I married and had children. It's well past the time that I lose my virginity and have sex not only for the sake of love and to make babies but also for the sake of fucking and cumming on a routine basis, other than with my hairy hand.
Leave it to me to do everything ass backwards, when all my friends did it the other way around. Having girlfriends since high school or college, they got the girl before completing their education and settling in their chosen career. I wonder, if they did a scientific study, who'd be happier, those who waited to have sex to focus more on their education and career or those, who had sex with their high school prom date, got married, and had children?
With marriage conflicting with them going to college, while I was earning my degrees, my friends were making babies. None of them have a good paying job and all of them are struggling with their finances. Yet, even in their misery, obviously envious that I'm able to live my life in the way that I want, they've always pressured me to find a woman, get married, and have a family. Apparently, they aren't happy, unless I'm in the same sinking bankrupt ship and upside down in a mortgage, and financially drowning at sea, as they obviously are.
A turn off seeing those friends that married too early, now just the opposite, instead of pressuring me to find a good woman, marry, and have children, they all tell me that they wished they had waited to marry. With so very many hot women out there, they wished they had finished school. They wished they had become this or that or married that one or the other one. Now, stuck in their jobs, their marriages, and weighed down by their sad, little lives, they hope to win the lottery, as their only hope of pulling themselves out of the muck.
It's funny how they all wish they had more money. With money not my motivation but education, I never cared as much about making money, as I more cared about my career. I more cared about my research than I cared about how much money I made. If I could afford it, should budgetary constraints at work become an issue, I'd work for free to continue my life's work. In the way that money came natural to me, money escaped them. They tell me how lucky I am to have a career and how they wished they were me, when sometimes, especially when I'm lonely and hear the clock of my life ticking away my time on Earth, I wish I were them. Sometimes I wonder if anyone is truly happy.
Not much of a drinker and not blessed with the social dating skills that I'd, no doubt, need to woo and win a woman's heart, instead of continuing to strike out, when trying to pick up women in bars and clubs, I decided to try one of those online dating sites. Much in the way of Brad Paisley's music video, Online, with Seinfeld's George Costanza, Jason Alexander, I posted my profile with an old photo and instantly had a bevy of women writing me. Figuring that I'd meet one or two nice women, someone who is much like me, a nerdy egghead, I was surprised by the immediate and overwhelming response of hot, available, and lonely women. If I did a study, plotted a graph, and charted the number of women that responded in the time frame that they responded with an algebraic equation, X times Y, well, suffice to say, just in a twenty-four hour period, that a lot of women responded to my profile.
"Wow! Look at all of these women."
From women my age and younger to women my Mom's age and older, cougars, now more preoccupied with playing sexy games with women online, instead of looking for love, it was fun to write anything that came to mind, that is, until I realized that the women responding to me may be doing the same thing, too. A self-defeating proposition in trying to find my love match, what good is it not being honest with them and them not being honest with me? Perhaps, as only a way to end my virginity, no doubt, by hooking up with a woman for a roll in the hay, by lying to them, I'll never meet anyone of moral character and superior quality this way.
"Duh, how will lying about who I am and what I'm not help me to find my one and only, my special someone? It won't. Already middle-aged, I don't have the time to waste."
Lonely and horny, always so very lonely and so very horny, I didn't want to spend another winter holiday alone and humping my hand, as I just had, while watching my favorite porn movie. It was when I agreed to meet a couple of the women for lunch that I realized, just as I had lied to them about being 6'4", having a full head of hair, and being rich, they had lied to me about being naturally blonde, busty, and beautiful. With me lying about my height, hair, and wealth, not that I was poor by any means, they lied about their hair, age, and looks, not that they were homely. Still, lying was not a good way to begin a serious relationship.
Defeating the purpose of why I was online to meet someone, I decided to start over again with the real me. I posted a new page with a new name and a more recent photo of myself. Receiving much less of a response, now the women that wrote me were more professional than slutty. Women closer to my age, able to compose grammatically correct sentences, they more had college degrees on their walls than tramp stamp tattoos on their asses.
Then, Michelle, a 35-year-old woman, who didn't even have a picture posted, wrote me. As if two strangers passing on the sidewalk, instead of connecting online, just an innocently innocuous note, all she wrote, was one word and one syllable, "Hi." Deciding to play her game, I replied to her e-mail. "Hi," I said, relieved somewhat that I didn't have to go through another long explanatory e-mail of who I was and what I was looking to find in a woman.
After reading the long winded e-mails of women, her concise note caught me off guard. Yet, to be honest, it's impossibly difficult to connect with someone, who doesn't post a photo of herself with her profile, never mind who doesn't write much of a clue about herself, other than the unrevealing word, "Hi." Without having an image of what she looked like, with all these other women sending me photos of themselves in all manner of dress and undress, I didn't pay much attention to Michelle's message, in the way that I paid attention to the other women with photos. Besides, I was already writing to Diane, Carol, Beverly, Mary, and Janice.
Not knowing what she looked like, I wondered if she was tall, short, shapely, heavy, beautiful, or ugly. Wanting to satisfy my curiosity that was now shrouded under a veil of mystery, looking for and hoping to find love, much in the way of looking for a black hole in the vast Milky Way, I decided to follow my instincts and answer her. The first time she responded, with only three more words and three more syllables, with brevity her strong suit, she wrote something that hit my heart more than the other five women had in all they had written.
"I'm the one," she wrote.
What? Huh? I'm the one? What does she mean by that? She must be crazy and I thought she was when, before I even had the chance to respond to her second e-mail, she sent a third e-mail.
"We were meant to be together," she wrote.
Comparatively speaking, a hugely more revealing e-mail, when compared to the other two, being that I'm and have always been a Star Trek fan, a Trekkie, actually, and a dedicated viewer of the award winning Big Bang Theory situation comedy on television, knowing that everything has a purpose and anything is possible in our uncharted universe, for the sake of love, I was willing to believe that I was the one and that we were meant to be together. Being the virgin that I am, with my lack of sexual experience, who was I to question her? As I do in my lab with my scientific research, I defer to those of superior intellect and, obviously, although I may have known more about the physical alignment of the planets in the universe, this woman knew more about the astrological alignment of the stars. Without doubt, by her one revealing sentence that we were meant to be together, with me having never been in love, she knew more about love than I did, so who was I to dismiss and/or question her?
"Besides, what if she's right? What if she knows something that I don't? What if by turning her away, by not answering her and not believing that I'm the one and that we were meant to be together, I'm changing my destiny and ruining my one and only chance at love and at getting laid."
Willing to give her a chance, imagining something psychically paranormal happening between us, even though I didn't have a clue what she looked like, but for her brief physical description she had posted in her bio of race, height, general weight, and hair and eye color, just as I imagined her being attractive, I imagined her being the one. Just as she already believed, I wanted to believe that we were meant to be together. Without even knowing what she looked like, being so lonely and so sexually frustrated, if only just a sexual fantasy to give more fodder to my masturbation sessions, I imagined being with her. Getting caught up in her little game that I was the one and that we were meant to be together, forsaking Diane, Carol, Beverly, Mary, and Janice that I had been corresponding with for weeks, I imagined falling in love with Michelle.
Whenever driving to work, taking my coffee and lunch break, and driving home from work, the song Michelle, by the Beatles, would come to mind and I'd sing the lyrics, as if singing the song to her. I imagined people asking us how we met. I'd tell them of how she wrote me without including a photo. I'd tell them that, at the time, I had no idea what she looked like. I'd tell them that she got my attention by telling me that I was the one and that we were meant to be together. I'd tell them that it was in the stars that we were supposed to meet and live the rest of our lives together.
"Wow! I'm the one. We were meant to be together. How romantic is that?"
Willing to forsake my search for my perfect woman, willing to defer to her better judgment, I had second thoughts. Because of the scientist that I am and in the way that I over analyze everything, I thought, did she mean that I'm the one or that she's the one? Why were we meant to be together? How does she know that? Is that assumption just a theory or is it fact? What scientific support does she have that I or she the one and that we were meant to be together? With me being the scientist and she being the fallible human, the woman, what if she's wrong? What if I'm not the one and we were never meant to be together?
Changing my thought process from negative to positive, going with the flow, and deferring to her more experienced judgment in matters of love and romance, my lust took over my training as a scientist and, instead of using my bigger brain to make a more informed decision, something I've never done before, I allowed my penis to do the thinking for me. With my cock overruling my brain, I imagined her being beautiful. I imagined her being sexy, sexual, and sensual. I imagined her giving me as much sex as I wanted. I imagined us falling in love. I imagined us getting married and having a baby. Now, convinced, I truly believed that I was the one and we were meant to be together.
It was only when I was lonely, horny, and masturbating over my favorite porn flick, Mother and Daughter Does Daddy's Virginal Best Friend, that I wondered what her mother looked like. Admittedly and immorally, always having been sexually attracted to my mother, even more so, after my father died, I controlled and masturbated my incestuous urges away, not an easy thing to do, when Mom was so willing to cross the incestuous line. Instead, as a somewhat more appropriate person for my lust and psychological relief, in my need to fulfill my Oedipus complex, even though in my circumstance my Dad was already dead, I misplaced and transferred my sexual desire for my mother to Michelle's mother and manifested my lust to her, even though I had no idea what she looked like either.
Having suddenly become such a pervert to fantasize about having sex with a mother and daughter, perhaps because even though I wanted to, I knew it was wrong to have sex with my mother, especially when I've yet to have sex with any woman. Nonetheless, not able to compare in beauty and sexuality to my mother, as a repercussion to my misplaced sexuality for Michelle's mother, I feared that I'd may subconsciously reject Michelle, if her mother isn't not only as hot as she is but also as sexual as is my mother. Unable to release myself for my apparent need to have a sexual relationship with mother and daughter, I feared my relationship with Michelle was doomed, before it even began.
Ah, what a perverse web I weave. What's wrong with me? Why must it be so hard for me to get laid? Wishing I could stop thinking and just go with the flow, why must I allow my mother and now her mother, a woman I never met and don't even know if she exists, interfere with my decision to make a love connection with Michelle?
Yet, in trying to peel away my psychological issues, as if my imagined sex life was an onion, what does my mother or her mother have anything to do with whatever relationship that develops with Michelle? I don't know. Maybe she doesn't even have mother. Maybe she was adopted or her mother is dead. All I know is that I've been working too hard and I need to relax. At this point in my life, whether for love or for lust, I really need to have sex. I really need to get laid.
Then, seeing through this ruse of love and romance with logic, I imagined Michelle being an old, wicked witch, who had cast a love spell over me for me to fall in love with her. Even though I wanted to believe that we could have a loving and sexual relationship that spanned this dimension of reality to another dimension that paralleled our universe, even though I truly wanted to believe, I wasn't convinced that I was the one and that we were meant to be together. Still skeptical, perhaps because of the scientist in me, rejecting her theory, I needed conclusive proof that I was the one and that we were meant to be together.
I wondered. Don't tell me that she believes we met in another life? God, I hope she's not one of those. Either she's a little psychic, a little crazy, or a little or a lot of both. Not wanting to be stalked by an insane women online, I was hoping she was more psychic than crazy, more beautiful than ugly, and more shapely than obese. With the excitement of meeting her winning over my caution, eager to meet her, I was interested to learn more about her.
Even without a photo of her, in hindsight, perhaps the photo would have gotten in the way of a developing an honest, open, loving, and real relationship, I was intrigued. Wanting to know why she wrote that comment that I was the one and what she meant by that comment that we were meant to be together, it was then that I took Michelle at her word and viewed her more seriously. Not even needing her photo to connect, from that point forward, we wrote regularly over the next few weeks and talked for hours at a time on the phone. Talking and writing about everything, we discovered that we had so much in common. Maybe I was the one after all and we were meant to be together.
Though I thought more than twice about doing it, wanting to be open and honest and, in hindsight, maybe revealing a little too much to her too soon, I revealed my sexual fantasy to her of having sex with mother and daughter. I even told her about my favorite porn flick, Mother and Daughter Does Daddy's Virginal Best Friend. Unfortunately, just as I said it, I wished I hadn't. Afraid now that she may think that I want to have sex with her mother, too, I feared she'd think less of me. I feared she think that I was a pervert and admittedly, I was, no doubt.
Before even meeting her, thinking that we had the relationship, where we could tell one another anything, when I confessed my perversion to her over the phone, I was hoping she'd confess her sexual peccadilloes to me, but she surprised me when she confessed none. By her not telling me her sexual preferences and/or perversions, figuring she didn't have any or didn't trust me enough to share them with me, she made me feel perversely uncomfortable and terribly self-conscious. Then, when she suddenly fell silent, before changing the subject, I knew then that I shouldn't have told her about my sexual fantasy. I should have waited, at least, until we met in person and made a physical connection, before telling her about my sexual fantasy. Hoping I hadn't ruined things between us and prematurely torpedoed our blossoming love/sex relationship by confessing having sex with a mother and a daughter was my sexual fantasy, silently swearing to myself to never mention my masturbation perversion and favorite porn flick ever again, I was relieved when she said what she's been saying all along.
"You're the one. We were meant to be together."
Oh, my God, comfortable and unsettling at the same time for her to write that and tell me that over the telephone again, it was as if she knew me. Maybe in the way that a star shines so cosmically brightly, before becoming a red giant and a white dwarf, when its mass collapses upon itself, and before cooling to become a black dwarf, maybe we were meant to be together. Maybe in the way of the brilliance and undeniable power of a supernova, we knew one another in some other life on the far side of the universe and were meant to be together again now.
Then, when Michelle sent me a photo of her standing with her 58-year-old mother, Diane, I was shocked. Much better looking than my Mom, hard to tell one from the other, the genetics in that family is amazing. Oh, my God, Diane looked like Michelle's older sister. Having the same pretty face, blonde hair, and hot, busty body, if I was in bed, under the blankets, and in the dark, I imagined that I wouldn't know, if I was with mother or daughter.
"Oh, my God. Wow! No frigging way. Are you kidding me? Michelle is just a beautiful as Amanda, Dan's daughter in my favorite porn movie, Mother and Daughter Does Daddy's Virginal Friend, and Diane was equally as hot as Elaine, Dan's wife."
Could this be the relationship that I've been looking to have all my life. A reason for everything, is this the reason why I'm still a virgin? Remembering after I confessed my fantasy to her of having sex with mother and daughter, after she fell silent without commenting on my confession, I thought it strange that she'd send me a photo of herself with her mother. Was she teasing me by the photo or was she trying to make me see the reality of my perversion by showing me how much more desirable she was than her mother? Nonetheless, removing my imagined sexual content from the image, getting my mind out of the gutter and looking at the photo, as nothing more than a photo, I chastised myself for having perverted thoughts about Michelle's mother, Diane. Promising myself not to think anymore about it, especially after seeing her photo, I didn't want to ruin my relationship with Michelle, before it even began.



Truth be told, wanting to masturbate over the mother and daughter photo that Michelle sent me and feeling guilty, when I did, not wanting to ruin my first real relationship with a woman and ruin the first time meeting her mother, if I ever did, that is, depending if I hit it off with Michelle, I forced myself to concentrate more on Michelle than on her mother. I tucked the photo in my desk drawer and forgot about it. Okay, okay, I mounted the photo of Michelle and Diane to my bathroom wall for obvious reasons of convenience, if you know what I mean.
Being the somewhat typically shallow man that I am, as all men are, if Michelle looked anything like her photo, I had to meet her. Moreover, if Diane looked anything like her photo, I was interested in meeting her, too. Blonde, busty, and beautiful, Michelle had all the physical qualities I had hoped to find in a woman. The fact that her mother was hot, too, a real MILF, was a bonus. Only, after Michelle didn't comment on my sexual fantasy confession, I needed to cool my jets over her mother. Yet, setting my perversion aside, even more than the gorgeous way that Michelle looked, a big positive, we were already best friends. Suddenly, with that one photo, our online love connection heated up with daily correspondences and phone calls that were just as revealing as the photos we exchanged. After pressuring her, I couldn't believe it, when she sent me a photo of herself topless.
"Wow! Nice tits. Boy, she sure has a rack." Just like Elaine was with Amanda, I wondered if Diane looked anything like Michelle topless. "Stop it! Control yourself. Forget about her mother as a potential lover and just concentrate on Michelle."
Feeling better after my personal pep talk, the perverted man that I had become, especially after having seen my mother topless many times, if only as a matter of comparison, I only wished Michelle had sent me a topless photo of herself standing beside her topless mother, too.
"There I go again."
In the way that Michelle had just shared a photo with me of herself topless, I knew she'd never share a photo with me of her mother topless. That's just nasty. That's so perverted.
"Oh, Lord," unable to stop, I imagined the three of us in bed naked with Michelle on one side of me and Diane on the other.
In addition to having masturbated over Michelle's topless photo several times, the image of the three of us naked and in bed together made me want to masturbate again. I'm not ashamed to admit that I masturbated not only over the thoughts of having hot sex with Michelle but also over having hot sex with Michelle's mother, too. Admittedly, having watched my porn flick one too many times, I reminded myself that I needed to forget about Diane and concentrate more on Michelle.
Being that it was nearly Valentine's Day, being that we were both celebrating the holiday alone, hoping to finally get a piece of the action and lose my virginity on, of all days, the official day of love, I arranged to meet Michelle on that very day of romance. Out of state, she lived quite a distance from my apartment in the city, several hundred miles away, in fact. She was renting a house in upstate New York. Hoping that I wouldn't have to spend the night alone in a hotel, hoping she'd ask me to stay the night, something I've never done before, I packed an overnight bag, just in case I got lucky. Not wanting her nosy neighbors to know that she had company and was entertaining a man, she told me to pull my car around back.
A very small house with the kitchen in sight of the back door, when I pulled up to her house and walked up her back steps, I saw her through the side glass of the back door. Not hearing my car, she was standing at the kitchen sink with her back to me. As soon as I saw her, so taken with her, I forgot all about her mother.
I remember that first vision of her and that first vision of her ass, as if it was yesterday. She was wearing tight jeans that hugged and served up her buttocks, as if on a platter. Always a breast man before, suddenly, with the ass on this woman, I was an ass man, too, now. Fortunately, with her being as busty as she was curvaceously shapely, I didn't need to make a choice of preferring her ass or her breasts. She had an abundance of both.
"Oh, my."
About to ring the bell, I stared at her ass, as I stood at her door. As is she knew I was standing there watching her, she turned to face me. Hard to believe, with her looking so hot in her picture, she looked so much better in person. Being that her favorite color was blue, she was wearing a tight, low cut, blue top. The cavernous line of cleavage that she displayed, hinted at the excitement that lay beneath her blouse and her bra. Oh, yeah, she had big tits alright and I couldn't wait to be invited to touch them, feel them, see them, fondle them, and suck them. With a perfect ass, a beautiful face, big jugs, and the fact that we had so much in common and had already hit it off and established a best friend relationship with our e-mails, I was now thrilled that I was the one and that we were meant to be together.
"Damn, she has big tits and an incredible ass," I thought to myself.
Having already seen a topless photo of her, I knew she had big tits, but to see the two, large impressions her breasts made in her tight, low cut blouse, especially from the side, was so much more erotically exciting than seeing her topless. Do me a favor, I wanted to ask her, but didn't dare, jump up and down for a minute. I just want to see something. Call me crazy, but I think women look better wearing clothes than being naked. Hiding whatever flaws they may have, clothes make what lay beneath so much more exciting and exotically erotic.
Being that it was Valentine's day, I gave her a box of chocolates, along with dozen white roses, no doubt, something that signified my virginity. Wanting to tell her, but too embarrassed to confess, if only she knew I was a virgin, I wondered what she'd say. After all the e-mails and phone conversations we exchanged, after even admitting my mother and daughter sexual fantasy to her, the only thing that I didn't divulge was my virginity. Not wanting to ruin my chances with her, if we hit it off, she'll find out soon enough that I'm a virgin.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Michelle," I said giving her the roses and the chocolates, along with a peck on the lips and a hug. It took all the self-control that I had not to reach my hand down and give her incredible ass a squeeze, but I didn't.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Bob," she said returning my kiss and hug. "Hopefully, this is our first Valentine's Day of many," she said giving me a smile that told me that she knew something that I didn't.
She had made lunch and whatever it was we ate, I don't remember. I was more intent on her sitting across from me than I was with the food on my plate. She wanted to show me the small town where she lived and we went for a walk after lunch. Talking, laughing, and holding hands, as if we were already boyfriend and girlfriend, even though it was cold outside, with her by my side warming my heart, I didn't feel the chill of winter.
We had our first kiss by the edge of a picturesque duck pond. Especially, being that it was on Valentine's Day, the first kiss couldn't have been more romantically memorable. With her breasts pressed against my chest and her tongue buried in my mouth, with all the correspondences and photos we exchanged already lighting our fires, she kissed me with as much passion as I kissed her. If there is such a thing as love at first sight, then this was it, because I was in love.
The essence of her is all in the kiss and after having abstained from sex and after having waited for so long to finally meet someone to fall in love with, my one and only, I empathically decided that I didn't want to be with someone that didn't make me feel something with her kiss. I've had lots of first dates in my time and lots of first kisses. Typically, thinking more about my work than about the woman that I was with, a first kiss after a first date was never anything special for me. Yet, Michelle's first kiss was electric. Without a doubt, just as I was in love with her, she was in love with me. Almost love at first contact of her soft, full lips, when she wrote me that first time that I'm the one, our first date was so romantic that now I was a true believer that we were meant to be together. A solid connection, forgetting all about my mother, her mother, and about my perverse pornographic video, love at first sight and love at first kiss, I wanted Michelle in the way that I never wanted another woman.
Having not even kissed a woman in several months, except for my Mom, imagine my excitement when we returned to the house and made out, as if we were horny teenagers babysitting. Never have I been as excited just making out with any woman. Then, when she allowed me to feel her breasts through her top, while kissing her, I was wild with desire for her.
There's just something so very exciting about feeling a woman's breast through her blouse and bra, especially when her nipples make their appearance in the palm of my hand. Having been a long time, since I've made out with a woman in the way that I was making out with Michelle, it's been a long time, since I felt such sexual excitement. Moving along at an excited pace, with one thing quickly leading to another, once she started feeling my cock through my pants, I started feeling her big tits under her blouse and fingering her erect nipples through her bra. Then, not sensing any red lights, with green lights all the way, I started to unbutton her blouse.
Expecting her to tell me to stop, unbuttoning one slow button at a time, in between deep wet kisses, and stopping to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before continuing, when I unbuttoned the last button, I flayed open her blouse. The sight of Michelle in her pale blue, lacy bra was a sight to behold. She had the kind of deep cleavage that I couldn't wait for her to bury my cock in, while leaning down to take my erect prick in her mouth. Oh, my God, she had such a beautiful body. Feeling the weight of her breast through her bra, first one and then the other, while running my fingers across the impressions her nipples made in her bra was so very exciting for me to do. Her tits felt so firm.
By the sheer passion of her kisses and the hard impressions her nipples made in her bra, I could tell that she was already excited. Desperate to feel and to see her naked breasts, not wanting to be too eager or aggressive, I didn't know if I should just push up her bra or unhook it. Suddenly, afraid that I was rushing things by trying to get her topless, satisfied with my quick progress, thus far, when I decided to reach around behind her and unhook her bra is when she asked me.
"Would you like to stay the night, Bob?"
Would I like to stay the night? Is that a rhetorical question that needn't be answered by a man, a virginal man, who has never had sex? Fuck yes, I want to stay the night and every night thereafter, are you kidding me? I'm in love.
All during my drive to her house, when first driving to meet her, I wondered how to broach the subject of spending the night. Deciding to play it by hear, hoping to maneuver my way to spend the night, I couldn't believe it when she was the one to ask me the question. Did she want me as much as I wanted her? With me being a virgin, hard to believe that someone would want me sexually. Finally, this was it. The point of no return, I was as excited as I was nervous. So long as I continued to play my cards right, so long as I didn't bring up my mother and daughter sexual fantasy again, my virginity was about to end.
Only, now what? Do I tell her I'm a virgin or do I pretend that I'm an experienced man of the world? She may think there's something wrong with me, if I tell her that I've never been intimate with a woman, especially after admitting my sexual fantasy was to be with both mother and daughter. Gees, what I dope I was for confessing that.
Hoping to encourage her to confess her sexual idiosyncrasies, I should have known from her e-mails that she was a nice, respectable woman. After I confessed my sexual fantasy to her, I felt like the pervert that I am for trying to force my perversions upon her in hoping that I could have an intimate relationship with her mother, too. Hopefully, she forgot I confessed that I always wanted to have sex with a mother and daughter. Hopefully, after meeting me in person, she'll think that I'm a normal, albeit virginal man, and not some pervert looking for hot sex not only with her but also with her mother.
"Yes, I'd love to spend the night, Michelle," I said as reserved as I could be, when I really wanted to jump up and down on the couch in the way that Tom Cruise did, when he confessed his love for Katie Holmes to Oprah.
"Only, there's something that I must tell you, Bob," she said biting her lip and showing as much apprehension in her eyes as I had butterflies in my gut.
Oh, oh, here we go. Oh, my God. After writing to her for weeks and talking to her on the phone for hours, after even sharing my sexual fantasy with her, how could she still have a secret? Yet, being the virgin that I was, I had a secret, too, one that I was still too afraid to tell her. Too good to be true, no doubt, it must be something really bad, for her to still have a secret. I just knew she must have a deep, dark secret that would surely ruin all that we had developed. Imagining the worse, just my pitiful luck, is this where she tells me she's a man or was a man, before her sex change operation? I looked at her hard trying to see her five o'clock shadow or if she had an Adam's apple, before discreetly looking down at her jeans and between her legs to see if I could discern (gulp) an erection.
Looking so much like my dream woman, preparing myself for the worst, I wondered, what if she is or was a man? What if she's a post op or a pre op transsexual and has (gulp again) a cock? Then, being the manly man that I think that I am, what if her cock is bigger than my cock? Holy shit, what if she wants me to blow her, before she fucks me up the ass? Oh, boy, even though she's a great kisser and has fabulous tits, I don't know about that.
Imagining the worse, I was sick to my stomach in thinking that I had just made out with a man who, no doubt, had breast implants, amazing breast implants. Yet, after having never felt so much sexual excitement in kissing Michelle or Michael, if that's his real name, maybe all this time I was gay and didn't know it. Certainly, if Michelle is really Michael, I truly enjoyed making out with her or him. Right then and there I made my decision, having already made out with her or him, no matter if she was a woman or a man, since I was already so attracted to her or him, I decided to stay the night. Hoping for the best, figuring it would be just my luck, I hoped she didn't have a penis. Bracing myself to hear the worst, I asked the question with trembling trepidation.
"What do you have to tell me, Michelle?" Whatever it was she had to tell me, she suddenly looked so scared. "It's okay. You can tell me anything," I said knowing that was a lie.
With her being so drop dead gorgeously feminine, I truly didn't believe for one minute that she was or once was a man. Maybe she has Herpes. Maybe she's HIV positive. Maybe she was raped and gangbanged and can't have, can never have, (gulp) sex and/or babies for the rest of her life. Oh, God. Suddenly, I imagined myself being an eternal virgin. Saint Bob, as pure as fresh, white snow, the everlasting virgin, the man who was never been intimate with a woman, suddenly the thought crossed my mind that I may end up with my mother, the only woman who'd want me. I cringed. Please God help me, I silently prayed.
After all that we've written, I didn't think we had any surprises left but, obviously, if she has something to tell me, I guess she didn't tell me everything. Maybe it's as simple and as minor as she's not a natural blonde. Maybe she was married before and is divorced or (gulp) separated or (double gulp) still married and cheating on her husband. Oh, my God, her having a husband would really suck. My first intimate relationship, I didn't want to be involved in the dreaded love triangle. Having watched enough CSI, nothing good ever happens to the innocent boyfriend. Maybe she has a kid. Whatever it was she was about to tell me, I had no idea. Yet, still wanting and willing to be with her, no matter whatever she was about to say, I hoped for the best, while dreading and expecting the worst.
I watched her reach down to take a sip of her drink. In a pensive stare, she looked off towards the end of the room, as if there was someone else in the living room with us. Then, she took my hand in hers and kissed it, before pressing it to her brad breasts and closing her eyes, as if praying to God to give her the strength to tell me, whatever it was she needed to tell me. She took a big breath, before opening her eyes and reestablishing eye contact with me. Then, taking another big breath, she gasped it out, as if she was a baby and I had just burped her.
"I'm a virgin," she said, as if all three words were one word. She gave me a look that told me that she was expecting me to bolt, run, and flee, while screaming obscenities.
She said the three words, I'mavirgin, so fast and so closely connected together that had I not been a virgin, too, I never would have understood what she said. Is that it? Is that all? She's a virgin?
Relieved that her one and only secret was that she's a virgin, I was so glad that she wasn't a man. Relieved that she didn't have HIV, I was relieved that she wasn't gangbanged, could have children, and, monumentally more importantly, could also sex. I don't believe it. Oh, my God. No longer seeing myself with big, white feathery wings, as Saint Bob, the eternal virgin, I was so very happy. This is too funny. Maybe after all of this indecision, I am the one and we were meant to be together.
"You're not going to believe this, Michelle," I said with a wide grin.
"What?"
"Something else we have in common," I said looking at her with eagerness to tell her. Knowing now that my virginal confession may show me in a positive light, after my premature sexual fantasy confession of wanting to have sex with a mother and a daughter, I was thrilled to tell her my sexual status. "I'm a virgin, too."
We looked at one another in shock, before we both burst out laughing. Here I was thinking that I was an oddity, when I just met my counterpart, a female version of me, another middle aged virgin. What are the odds of that?
"Well, I guess we'll have to take things slow and teach one another what to do."
"Yeah, maybe we can go to the mall first and buy Sex for Dummies or in our case, Sex for Virgins."
"I'll be back in a moment," she said giving me a kiss and a hug, before excusing herself to go upstairs.
A few minutes later, looking much like my imagined vision of Aphrodite, the Greek Goddess of love and beauty, she returned wearing her sheer, sexy, pale blue, and virtually see-through nightgown, and carrying a small towel to cover the sofa cushion and a sheet to cover the sofa. Now, even though I'm a 40-year-old virgin, a man who has never had sexual intercourse, it didn't take me long to understand that, when a woman removes her clothes and dons her nightgown in the middle of the afternoon, she's not tired. Moreover, when a virginal woman covers the sofa with a sheet and the sofa seat with a towel, sleep has nothing to do with her wearing a sexy nightgown and/or covering the sofa with a sheet and a towel. Chances are good that we're both about to get lucky and have sexual intercourse.
She sat on the couch beside me and, as if her body glistened with stardust, able to see most of her breasts through the sheerness of her nightgown, I found it hard to believe that I could be any more excited than I was, when kissing Michelle, but I was. Now, with her sitting there so ready and so willing, waiting for me to hold her, kiss her, touch her, feel her, and fondle her, wanting to savor the very moment of my lost virginity, before plunging myself into her wet warmth, I paused. Okay, that's enough reflection. I need to make love to this sexy bitch.



Kissing and kissing her, the excitement that I felt feeling her breasts through her blouse and her bra was nothing like the excitement that I felt feeling her braless breasts through her flimsy nightgown. Just as I was fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her nightgown, she fondled my cock through my pants. Kissing and touching, an exciting precursor to what we were about to do, delaying the inevitable, while heating our desire, by making out more passionately, a big step for the both of us, I could suddenly sense her apprehension.
"Why don't you get more comfortable," she said in a sexual excited voice.
Knowing she didn't mean for me to take off my shoes, put my feet up on the coffee table, and put on ESPN Sports channel, or in my case, the Discovery channel, I knew what she meant by me getting more comfortable, when she started unbuttoning my shirt and unbuckling and unzipping my pants. Not since the first time my mother removed my clothes, was I as excited as I was now, but that's another story for another time. She stripped me down to my underwear and we resumed making out, only this time even more passionately than before. Similarly excited, as if her deep French kisses was information about new galaxies just discovered in the endless universe, I couldn't get enough of her lips.
This time, just as my excitement grew, after she changed into her nightgown, while feeling her naked breasts through her nightie, when she felt my cock through my underwear, my sexual excitement increased exponentially. Her long, manicured fingers teased my underwear band, before she slowly slid her fingertips deep inside and grasped me with where no hand has ever touched me before, except for my own hand and my mother's hand, but again, that's another story for another time. Then, in a push and a pull, she removed my tee shirt and briefs and I helped her to remove her nightgown. Now, we were both naked. My first time seeing a naked woman that wasn't my mother, suffice to say, a huge understatement, I was excited. With her long blonde hair and peaches and cream skin, looking so much like my very own version of Lady Godiva, she was so stunningly beautiful.
I watched her looking down at my cock, my slowly stroking me to a bigger and harder erection. I watched her fingers fondling the head of my exposed dick, while wishing she'd take me in her mouth.
"You have a beautiful cock," she said. "It's so big."
"Thank you," I said, not knowing what else to say.
She reached in the end table drawer and pulled out a condom. Just as I watched the universe through the observatory telescope so very many times, just as a saw a comet streaking across the sky, and wished upon so many stars, my wish was about to come true.
"Let me," she said opening the condom and rolling it over and down my cock.
Our first attempt, and I do say attempt, at having intercourse, especially having intercourse on the couch, instead of on a bed, poking her rectum with my penis, as I couldn't find her vagina and, even when I did find the opening, I kept sliding forward and slipping out, was awkward, embarrassing, and clumsy. We laughed, as much as we humped. Nonetheless, when finally inside of her, the time we spent together with our arms and legs wrapped around one another, with our worlds miraculously intertwined and revolving as one, as if we were our own self-sufficient, satellite space station, was Heavenly. Had I known sexual intercourse felt this good, I may have gone to my high school prom, twenty-two years ago. Then, again, had I had sex, then, maybe I would have gotten the girl pregnant, never finished my education, and wouldn't be here on the couch with my cock inside of Michelle, the woman of my dreams.
"Meant to be together," I said whispering in her ear.
"You're the one," she said returning my whisper.
It was when I was finally inside of her that I thought, if she's a virgin, she probably never gave a blowjob. Having never had a blowjob myself, except for the one that my drunken Mom tried giving me, sorry, never mind that, Michelle probably never had a cock in her mouth. She's probably never tasted cum and, no doubt, doesn't swallow. Only, how do I broach that subject without offending her, by sounding like the pervert that she, undoubtedly, thinks that I am, after confessing that my sexual fantasy was to do her and her mother? Gees, I really wish I hadn't told her that. For such an educated man, sometimes I'm such a dope.
I figured I'd ask her, if she ever gave a blowjob or a hand job, after we finished having intercourse. An odd thing to think about, blowjobs and her sexual past, while having sexual intercourse for the first time, maybe my cock was the first cock she's ever seen and/or touched. Definitely, with her being a virgin, my cock is the first cock she ever had in her pussy. I figured I'd ask her more about her limited sexual experience, during the afterglow, after we finished and when we were resting and catching our breath, before having sex again, than to broach that tawdry subject now and, perhaps, ruin the mood. Once we were finished, after she removed the towel from the couch, and excused herself to use the bathroom, we relaxed on the couch naked.
"So," I said hoping that I didn't say something stupid to ruin everything, "let me ask you this."
"What?" In the way that I look up at the night sky, she looked at me with stars in her eyes.
"Being that you're a virgin," I said looking down at my cock, before looking back up at her.
"What?" She looked down at my erection, too, before taking my cock in her hand and fondling it. Then, she looked up at me with her big, blue eyes. "Oh, you think that I've never sucked a cock? Is that it?" She laughed.
"Well, yeah," I said thinking how much I love her laugh.
"Hell no. I've given lots of blowjobs. I love sucking cock," she said with a sexy look and a lustful laugh, while fondling and stroking my still erect prick.
"Oh," I said hoping she'd suck mine.
"I mean," she said turning red. "I'm not a slut, if that's what you think," she said laughing again. "Sucking cock was my way for me to keep my virginity intact. Wanting to save myself for the right man, my one and only, much in the way of a good night kiss today, men are always more than willing to except a blowjob, after a date, than to pressure me for intercourse."
"I see," I said satisfied, I think, with her blowjob explanation that she was giving blowjobs, no doubt, to save herself for me. "Maybe we should go upstairs," I said, "where we'd be more comfortable in the bed than on the couch," figuring now with not only her virginity confession but also her blowjob confession, especially since we just had intercourse and I was no longer a virgin, that she'd suck my cock, too, as she admittedly has sucked so many others cocks.
"Okay," she said, "but first, I have another confession to make. I have one more thing to tell you," she said looking uncomfortably embarrassed, after giving me a sullen look of apprehension.
Figuring that, with her no longer being a virgin and knowing, for sure, that she's not a man, that there was no more real surprises. Yet, I was just as stunned that she had another secret, as I was stunned by what she said next.
"What is it, Michelle? You can tell me anything," I said giving her a deep, wet kiss and a hug of supportive encouragement for her to tell me.
"I live with my mother," she said giving me the same look that I've given women, when telling them that I lived with my mother, too, before I moved out and bought my own house.
"Your mother? Okay, that's no big deal," I said, suddenly feeling my cock harden and throb, while thinking about Diane again. "So, where is your mother, now?"
I figured she was out with her girlfriends or at the senior center for the evening. Now, with the reality that her mother lived here too, silently and secretly, I admonished myself again for thinking dirty thoughts and after having masturbated over her mother before. How could I ever look her mother in the eye, without thinking of her naked and on her knees? Now, I really wished that I had never confessed my sexual fantasy of having sex with mother and daughter to Michelle. God, I'm such a pervert.
"She's upstairs."
"Upstairs?" I involuntarily looked up at the ceiling, as if I could see her mother through the plaster, while covering my cock with my hand. "Oh, but I thought this was a only a two bedroom house and you're using the second bedroom as your office."
"I am," she said. "I have a king sized bed," she said with a bit of awkwardness and embarrassment that suddenly flushed her face red, before composing herself. "Come upstairs with me and I'll show you. I'm eager for you to meet my Mom," said Michelle covering her nakedness with her sheer nightgown.
King sized bed? She sleeps in the same bed with her mother? Nah, having even more things in common, that would be too weird. If she does sleep in the same bed with her mother, even though that's what I did with my mother, when I was living at home, after my Dad died, I thought I was the only adult, who slept with their mother. If they did sleep together, I was accepting of her living with and sleeping in the same bed, as her mother. Not thinking that there's anything wrong with a loving mother helping with the personal hygiene of her adult son, I wondered if her mother washed her nude body, too, in the way my mother did mine, when I lived at home. Not that there was anything wrong with doing that, I wondered if she gave her mother naked massages in the way that I gave my mother full bodied naked massages.
In hoping for daughter and mother sex, I never considered the ramifications that, just as it was with Amanda and Elaine, in my favorite porn video, Mother and Daughter Does Daddy's Virginal Best Friend, that Diane would have to be just as intimate with Michelle, as I admittedly was with my mother, if we were to have a threesome. By the way, something that I could never tell my mother, should things work out with Michelle, Mom wouldn't want me to be with anyone but her. Being the pervert that I admittedly am, picturing Michelle sleeping with her mother, I imagined the two of them going at one another. Even though I controlled my incestuous urges and refrained from having sex with my mother, the visual of Michelle and Diane having sex was hot. As soon as I thought of them together, beating myself up for the pervert that I've become, I chastised myself for going there again. Erasing the image of them sleeping in the same bed naked and having incestuous sex, I assumed they had separate beds squeezed into one large bedroom.
"Okay," I said rushing to get dressed.
Quickly, I put on my clothes and fixing my hair, I tried to look presentable enough to meet her mother. I suddenly felt so awkward. Thinking that we were alone, trying to remember how loud I was, when having sex with Michelle, I wondered if her mother heard me having sexual intercourse with her daughter. Oh, my God, as if we were babysitters caught by her parent, how embarrassing is that, especially at my age, for her mother to hear me fucking her daughter?
Straggling behind her, while staring at, squeezing, and feeling her fabulous ass through and beneath her nightgown, I followed Michelle upstairs and stood behind her, as we stood in the hall.
"I love my Mom. I really love my Mom, Bob."
"I love my Mom, too," I said, albeit happy to still not be living with her and to have my own life.
"I told my mother about your sexually fantasy, with you wanting to have sex with daughter and mother," she said turning to me with wide-eyed excitement. What? She told her mother about my sexual fantasy? Why? Shocked that her mother knew something so very embarrassingly personal about me, it took me a moment to realize the ramifications of what Michelle had just said. Now I really felt a pervert.
"Pardon? Did you just say that you told your mother about my sexual fantasy to have sex with daughter and mother?"
"Yes, I did, Bob," she said with a wide smile and a giggle. "She was just as excited as I was to hear that your sexual fantasy of having sex with daughter and mother was the same sexual fantasy that she has of having sex with her daughter and her daughter's boyfriend."
"Wait, did you just say that your mother is excited to know that my sexual fantasy is having sex with daughter and mother because she shares my sexual fantasy?"
"Yes, I did, Bob," she said with another giggle.
It was then that I realized, my dream come true, that I was about to finally experience my sexual fantasy. What a day? What an incredible day? First I finally meet the love of my life. Then, I lose my virginity to her and, now, I'm about to experience my sexual fantasy. Now, I get it. I finally get it. I understood why Michelle wrote what she did, when she wrote that we were meant to be together and that I was the one. Somehow, psychically connected through the vast cosmos, she knew that I was the one and we were meant to be together.
"Michelle, just so that I understand, just so that I don't get ahead of myself and misinterpret your meaning, what exactly did your mother say, when you told her that my sexual fantasy was to have a daughter and mother threesome?"
"Well, Bob, just as a picture is worth a thousand words, come and see for yourself," said Michelle, removing my shirt, unbuckling, unzipping my pants in the hallway, and stripping me naked.
"Michelle!" Feebly, I protested. "What are you doing?"
Thinking this was all a surreal dream, even though I was about to experience my sexual fantasy, I was embarrassed. Having not even met her mother, yet, I was now naked. Maybe Michelle didn't tell me another secret that they were nudists.
"Don't be such a prude, Bob," she said stripping off her nightgown and slowly opening her bedroom door a crack, "Bob, this is my mother, Diane. Mom, this is Bob. Bob is or was a virgin, just like me, too," she said with an excited giggle, while opening the door wider.
Not quite in the room, with Michelle blocking my vision, from where I stood, I could only see that Diane was positioned on the bed. From where I stood looking over Michelle, I could only see Diane's pretty face.
"Hi," I said sticking a hand up over Michelle, while hiding my nakedness behind her.
"We just did the dirty deed downstairs. Wait until you see his cock, Mom. It's so big. It's so hard. It's so beautiful," she said opening the door all the way and allowing me to step in the room with her.
There on the bed, as ready as was Michelle was to have sex with me on the couch, was her naked mother, Diane, ready to have sex with me, too. As if I was dreaming, I couldn't believe what I was seeing. All that was missing from Diane was a rose between her teeth. For a 58-year-old woman, with the body of a 40-year-old woman, she looked hot. Similar body types, nearly body doubles, it was so very arousing, after having seen Michelle's big breasts to now see her mother's big breasts, too.
Once I was in the room, Michelle pulled me on the bed. With me in the middle, my excitement that suddenly grew bigger and harder was obvious.
"Hello, Bob," said Diane giving me a big welcoming smile, before looking down at my cock. Having just met her mother, my potential mother-in-law, should things really work out with Michelle, I thought of all the mother-in-law stories that I read on Literotica, so many men's fantasies, and here I was about to experience it for myself. "Michelle has told me all about you," she said looking down at my cock again. "You are a big boy, aren't you?"
Giving me a deep, wet kiss, while fondling my erection, before cupping my balls, Diane didn't waste any time getting better acquainted. Then, when Michelle took back control of my lips, Diane lowered her body halfway down the bed and took control of my cock. Oh, my God, I couldn't believe Michelle's mother, a woman I had just met, was sucking my cock, before her daughter even had a chance to have my cock in her mouth. A sexual fantasy come true, finally I was having sex with mother and daughter. Kissing Michelle, while her mother was sucking my cock, my sexual fantasy come true, was a feeling I never imagined having. Okay, maybe I did fantasize of Diane sucking my cock, when I was home masturbating over the photo that Michelle sent me of her and her mother but, even in my wildest sexual fantasies, I never seriously thought we'd be having a threesome. Even though I watched my mother and daughter porn flick a hundred times, I never thought something like that would happen to me.
"Oh, my God, Diane, suck my cock. Suck me," I said putting a gentle hand to the back of her pretty blonde head, while Michelle watched her mother sucking my cock, before taking her turn.
"My turn, Mom," she said lowering her body down on the bed, while her mother came up to meet my lips. "Let me suck Bob's cock for a while. I haven't had him in my mouth, yet. I can't wait to taste his cum."
Diane launched her lips at my lips, while allowing my hands to explore her sexy body everywhere. Seeing where Michelle got her hot body, I felt her breasts and reached around her to cup her wonderful ass. Then, I fingered her pussy, while sucking her big nipples. With Michelle orally attached to my cock and my lips attached to Diane's lips, an unbroken connection of mother and daughter, when I wasn't sucking Diane's nipples, I was kissing her. The feeling of having sex with a mother and daughter, plugged into two women that spanned a generation, a sexually charged current, the feeling was electric. Only, it was then that I wondered if Michelle's grandmother was alive. Nah, just kidding.
With me never having sexual intercourse before, of course, I've never experienced a threesome before. Yet, with some gentle guidance from Diane, what happened next came naturally. With Michelle positioned over her mother's head, I fucked Diane, while eating Michelle's pussy. Then, we switched, with me fucking Michelle again, while I ate Diane's pussy. Glad that I had waited so long to have sex, so much better than the video, never could I have imagined how hot having sex with a mother and daughter could be.
Going from mother to daughter and back to daughter and mother, when I wasn't fucking Diane and eating Michelle, I was fucking Michelle and eating Diane. Then, as if eager to give me a show, the two women went at one another. Taking a break, it was fun to watch Michelle kissing her mother and Diane returning her daughter's passionate kiss, before Diane lowered herself to eat her daughter's pussy, after Michelle returned the favor and ate her mother's pussy.
So much better than my favorite porn flick, Mother and Daughter Does Daddy's Virginal Best Friend, I was living my own porn flick. At one another for hours, whenever I was tired from fucking Michelle, when I had enough of Diane sucking my cock, and vice versa, I'd relax and watched Michelle go down on her mother, before her mother went down on her. Glad to be part of their happy family, they were such a nice family.
After having sex with Michelle and experiencing her mother in a threesome, now I know that I am the one and that we were meant to be together forever.
THE END
This is a Valentine's Day contest story. Please don't forget to vote, comment, and to favor me as your favorite author and this story as your favorite story. Thank you for reading, voting, commenting on, and favoring me as your favorite author and/or this as your favorite story.
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"Have you been to the new club?" Pauline whispered her weekend plans to her friend in the next cubicle at work. "I want to go there, so bad, this weekend. I heard it's awesome. Do you want to go?"
Here we go thought Amanda listening to the two airheaded young women discussing what and who they did over the weekend and who and what they want to do next weekend.
"Yeah. Don't bother going," said Lisa standing to talk to Pauline over her cubicle. "I went there a couple of weeks ago and didn't like it. Trust me, you're not going to like it either," said Lisa with a little laugh.
"Why?"
"I dunno," said Lisa with a shrug of her pretty shoulders, "I just thought it was weird."
"In what way was it weird? I heard it was great place to meet someone," said Pauline suddenly looking disappointed.
"Yeah, for sure, it's great place to meet someone, if you're lesbian. There's no men. Men aren't allowed inside," said Lisa laughing.
"No men! Really? How can they have a club without men?"
"It's for women only," said Lisa with a laugh. "Duh? Get it? The name of the club is For Women Only," said Lisa laughing at her friend's ignorance.
"Really? That's the name of it?" Pauline looked at her friend with surprise.
"That's the name of it," said Flora from the next cubicle. "For Women Only. Indeed, I heard it is the place to go," she said with a pause, "if you're lesbian."
"Have you been there, Flora?" Pauline stood to look over in Flora's cubicle.
Suddenly feeling embarrassed for Flora, Amanda couldn't believe the stupidity of Pauline's question. A woman with an obvious physical disability, the last place she'd frequent is a crowded club, never mind a lesbian club. The stupidity of her young co-workers never ceased to amaze her. Even when she was their age, she wasn't as dumb.
"Me? At a lesbian club? No," said Flora looking up at Pauline with a laugh. "Even if I was a lesbian, for obvious reasons, I don't go to clubs anymore. Those days are over for me," she said with some sadness.
"Sorry," said Pauline suddenly looking uncomfortably embarrassed.
After overhearing Pauline and Lisa talk about the For Women Only club, reconsidering her plans for this weekend of doing nothing but sitting in front of a television with her cat, Miles, and muting commercials, Amanda was suddenly excited about checking out the new club. Afraid of how she'd be perceived in her work environment, no one knew she was lesbian. Yet, now that she knows that she won't run into her silly co-workers, the coast was clear for her to possibly meet a woman at a club that was designed for women only, women who were just like her.
"Instead of naming the club For Women Only, in my case, they should have named the club, For Women Lonely," she said to herself with a sad, little laugh.
* * * * *
Having just walked in the door, the thump, thump, thumping sound of the body humping beat of the too loud bass assaulted her senses, as if it was a continual explosive echo of a pile driver laying the steel beam foundation of a skyscraper. Feeling as if her head would explode, the music in the club was so loud that Amanda already had a headache. With wall to wall women talking at the same time in a magnified state of continual, high frequency, static distortion of female voices, impossible to have a meaningful conversation, even with herself, she wondered how she could meet anyone here. Looking around at the mob of women, the place was just too crowded and too noisy to be any fun, and she was already set to leave.
Giving it another chance and hoping to spot someone within the crowd, someone who interested her, she took a slow second look around the huge room. This time she looked more closely at all those who made up the mass of loud women, before relenting to stay and taking a seat at the bar to order a drink. Turned off by seeing so many woman, too many women, women who looked too much like her, made up, dressed up, fed up, and desperately looking for love, feeling like another one of the herd, she realized she had made a mistake coming here. The packed house was filled with lonely and unfulfilled women hoping to make the same romantic connection that she hoped to make and, seeing and sensing the hopefully expectant look on their faces staring back at her, a reflection of her own sadness, was like looking in the mirror. Here for the same physical and emotional reasons that everyone else was, instead of feeling excited by the huge selection of women from which to choose, she was just another fish in a big bowl. She felt pathetic. Even though she was one within a crowd, she felt lonely.
Difficult to single out one woman, when there was so many of them, thinking she was unique, the sight of so very many women just like her, alone and lonely, was depressing. No doubt, she'd have a better chance at winning the lottery than making her love match here. Desperate to find someone, she didn't want to go home alone and be so alone for another night. What she did, so long ago in her college dorm room with her roommate was fun but, having gone so far beyond that since then, she didn't want another uncommitted relationship of empty sex again. She didn't want another relationship of wondering where and who her lover was with that night. She wanted to be in a committed relationship. She wanted a monogamous partner. She wanted love.
After college her fling with lesbianism ended. Rejecting the notion that she was lesbian and trying her best to prove otherwise, she lost herself in alcohol and drugs, and traded her self-respect for promiscuity, until she realized that it wasn't a man she wanted but a woman. Yet, more than wanting just any woman, she wanted one special woman. Someone there at night to cuddle with on the couch, while watching a movie, she wanted someone she could call during the day, when at work. Not having one now, she wanted a reason to look forward to coming home. She wanted love.
After experiencing this For Women Only club for the first time, not believing that she could find love here, whenever she thought of love, she thought of violins, roses, and candlelight and not a few hundred women dancing to heavy metal and rock 'n' roll with an outdated disco ball in the middle of the ceiling. Wanting to run out of the club screaming, suddenly wishing she followed the path of least resistance that her mother and grandmother had taken, wishing she had a life like her friends, filled with husbands and babies, suddenly, she couldn't think. Having an anxiety attack, she couldn't breathe. Suffocating with remorse and regret that her life was so empty, except for her cat, Miles, for the choices she made early in her life, clubs like this never worked for her. As if on a timed game show of musical chairs, clubs like this made her feel so pressured to find someone, before the buzzer buzzed, the music stopped, the lights came on, and she was out on the sideward and declared a loser, when the club closed and she walked home alone.
Clubs like this gave her a headache. Instead of feeling excitedly hopeful of finding her special someone, clubs like this magnified her depression and loneliness with hopelessness. Clubs like this made her feel that she'd never find anyone. Clubs like this made her feel that there was something wrong with her, a woman looking for another woman to love, especially when it was so much easier to find a man. For sure, in the sexy way she looked with her long, blonde hair, big, blue eyes, and shapely figure, she'd have an easier time finding a man to fuck her, love her, and support her than to make a real love connection with a faceless woman from this huge crowd of noisy females.
Overwhelmed by the music and by din of everyone talking at the same time, it was difficult for her to see the crowd of women as individuals, instead of as an entire mass of self-centered, chattering females. With the music a mask to make everyone think they're having a good time, she spotted dozens of women just like her, sitting alone and pretending to have fun, while sipping their drinks and waiting for someone to approach them. She wished she had confidence enough to approach other women, instead of hiding out by the bar with her back to the crowd. For sure, if she was more outgoing, she'd approach those women sitting alone. Only, seeing herself in them, when even she wouldn't approach them, why would anyone approach her? Trying her best to act perky, instead of slouching, she sat up on her barstool, while trying to appear fun loving, lively, and happy. Bobbing her head to the beat of the music, when she'd much rather bang her head on the bar, this place wasn't for her. Yet, not even giving this club a chance, wanting to go as soon as she arrived, she decided to leave, as soon as she finished her drink.
Thinking that she should try one of those online dating sites, by using the crowd of faces as her photo gallery, she tried to formulate her ideal woman, tall, short, fat, or thin, by scanning the crowd. With the outside appearance no longer mattering as much to her as the inside beauty now did, unless the woman looked Godly and piously saintly or slutty and trashy, she was unable to see the beauty within from a mere look. Feeling so much like a lesbian bachelorette in a skewed, never to be seen on TV, dating game, with so very many woman from which to choose, what physical features she liked about one woman, she rejected on another. Besides, speed dating at its fastest by just a look, just as they can't possibly know who she is by a glimpse, how can she possibly know the real person by just looking at them for a second within a crowd?
Now thinking more of online dating than wasting any more of her time at this club, she could write a profile that highlighted her professional accomplishments. She could describe herself and the type of woman she's looking for at length. Then, thinking more with her pussy than with her head, she thought of the sexy photos she had of herself that she could post to her ad to attract her perfect mate. There was the one taken of her in Mexico in her barely there bikini, she liked that one. Tanned and thin, she looked hot. Then, giving mixed signals, mixing sex with inner beauty, suddenly she felt sad that she was no better in treating other women than how men have treated her, as a sex object. For someone so smart and educated, wishing someone would somehow find her, instead of wasting any more of her life alone, while trying to find someone, she had no idea how to cut through all the bullshit to find her perfect partner.
A hopeless romantic, who was now more interested in the small pool of water that collected on the bar beneath her glass than the hundreds of loud, pretty, and obnoxious female patrons that jammed the place, even if she was, she didn't believe that her little Miss Perfect was here. Preferring a natural blonde with big, natural tits, and a tight, little ass, with one hot blonde looking like all the other hot blondes, if her perfect match was here, how would she ever find her? Without even giving this club a chance, being that she was already here as her only concession to stay, if she gave up and left now, she'd never find anyone. She'd go home alone to flip stations, while eating ice cream and having a drink. Boring.
She surveyed the crowd of women again with hopeless despair and anxious desperation, while wishing and so wanting to spot someone who interested her. Destined, no doubt, to leave alone and be alone for the rest of her sad, little life, but determined not to be, she suddenly realized that she'll never find her one and only, at least, not here, anyway. Believing more in fate, destiny, and in kismet, than in clubs, blind dates, and online dating sites, this huge gathering of mostly lesbian and bi-sexual women felt too forced and too desperate to work for her. Preferring to meet someone in a random elevator, on the subway, in a supermarket, or at the library, she didn't want any part of being like the collective mass of women here, alone, lonely, and frantic for love, but she was.
Then, as if there was a grizzly bear breathing down her neck, she felt a heavy presence, an unmovable force behind and beside her to her right. The tall, plus sized woman standing next to her barstool invaded her space and rudely leaned into her, as if trying to reach over her to get the attention of the bartender to order a drink. Amanda tried leaning out of her way but, with the three rowed, shoulder to shoulder crowd at the bar, that was just as dense as the crowd on the dance floor, there was no place for her to go. Hoping she'd just get her drink and leave, she was stuck between the bar and this discourteous person that smelled...oh, so good.
What is that fragrance, she wondered? It smells vaguely familiar. Not wanting to call attention to herself, playing it cool, as the diva she imagined herself to be, she hoped that the woman would just order her drink and leave. Knowing just by the imagined weight of her what the woman looked like without even having to turn to see her, she wouldn't be interested in a BBW woman. Acting as rudely disinterested in her as the woman was rudely obnoxious for leaning into her, she didn't even turn her head to acknowledge the woman.
"I noticed you the moment you walked in the club. I knew then that I had to have you," whispered the woman in her ear in the way that she imagined a female Barry White would personally recite a love song to her. "As if you were a timid deer, I could hear the trepidation in your little footsteps descending down the entrance stairs. Better than any decadent desert, sweeter than any ice cream, and wanting to lick you and lap you all up, you smell so sexually delicious. I can only imagine what it must feel like to be with you, to hold you, to touch you, to feel you, and to kiss you."
Transfixed on the barstool, mesmerized and listening to her every word, as if lying in bed and receiving pillow talk from her lover, she was as shocked as she was excited, by all that the woman said. Wishing that someone would approach her, while not expecting that anyone would, she was surprised that she was immediately chosen. Noticed from such a huge crowd of women, as soon as she entered the club, she was excited that someone finally wanted her enough to come up to her and whisper her lustful thoughts in her ear. So glad she didn't leave the club, maybe something good would come from this.
Suddenly giddy with sexual excitement by the sheer thought of getting lucky and being lapped up by her, Amanda imagined the woman whispering in her ear everything she'd like to do to her in her deep whiskey voice, while stripping her naked. Instead of turning to respond in kind, delaying her response by playing it cool and hard to get, not even turning to look at her, not wanting to be surprised, she tried imagining what she'd look like first, before turning to see if she was right. Unfortunately unable to make the physical connection enough to see her in her mind's eye, unable to put her sultry voice with a face, she couldn't envision what she'd look like. All that she could tell was that she was a big woman.
She had a husky, albeit sexy, upscale and, no doubt, educated, upstate New York voice. Reminiscent of the raspy voice her friends have from smoking, she had the type of voice that Amanda gets, when she awakens in the morning, after licking her lover too long the night before and her mouth and tongue gets too dry. Having not had sex in a long while, saving herself for the right woman, so very horny, the mere tickle of the woman's breath in her ear and the warmth of the her body pressed against the back and the side of her made her wish they were both in bed naked. From having been so horny for too long, as if the woman had hit her power on button, the sensation of her warm breath filled her mind with raw lustful emotion. In the way she surprised her by confessing to her that she had to have her, something she's never done before in her protective aloofness and disinterested manner of a supermodel, Amanda suddenly wanted to step out of her box and turn to surprise the woman, with a long, soulful, wet kiss.
With the woman lingering her lips close enough to kiss her, Amanda refrained from returning her lust by turning her head in her direction to share her sexual excitement. Not taking no for an answer, if only by her silence, the woman continued breathing her desire in Amanda's ear.
"Better looking than Faith Hill, you are the most beautiful woman in the room. Only, just like in Sammy Kershaw's song, She Don't Know She's Beautiful, I don't think you realize how beautiful you are," she said pausing, as if waiting for Amanda to say something in return. "A slow seduction, I'd undress you with my teeth."
With her mouth so close to her ear, after being undressed with her teeth, Amanda imagined her mouth being that close to her pussy. Always the submissive one, the one so afraid to show her real emotions for fear of embracing lesbianism, she quivered with the thought of a stranger, a powerful woman taking her, holding her, kissing her, undressing her, licking her, and making love to her, before telling her that she loved her. Always secretly wanting to be used and abused, pressured and forced, maybe even slapped around a little, spanked, and tied to the bed, at least once in her life, she swooned at the thought that someone noticed her, wanted her, and had to have her, in that sexy way. Then, as if she was sitting bareback in a fine, English leather, soft, handmade saddle, as if she was just claimed at auction and tattooed with a hot iron brand, she felt a big, warm hand plastered to her backside.
Had the woman been a man taking such aggressive liberty with her ass, she would have slapped his face, before kneeing him in the nuts and telling him to go fuck himself. It was then, when men so abused her that she was glad that she was a lesbian. Nonetheless, crossing the line, whether man or woman, how dare she grope me, thought Amanda? At first she was shocked by the feel of her hand on her ass. Immediately, she was angry that this woman dare touch her in such a sexual way. Then, feeling the stranger's desire flow through the palm of her hand through to her buttocks, she felt excited.
Because her sexual assaulter was a woman, without even so much as a squirm or a word of protest, and unlike her not to take exception to being so manhandled or, in this case, woman-handled, she allowed the woman to be so familiar with her so soon. Then, when the woman's hand didn't move, just stayed there in place, she didn't feel as violated, as she felt owned. As if the woman's hand was a claim on her buttocks, as if Amanda's ass belonged to her, she felt sexy to be so aggressively desired.
With the curve of her firm, shapely ass in the woman's big palm, somehow the feel of her warm, powerful hand centered her soul, relaxed her being, soothed her loneliness, and made her feel safe from harm. With just the feel of her hand on her ass, with her mouth still so very close to her ear, and with the pressured sense of her shoulder that still leaned into her, she could feel the power of this woman. A force to be reckoned with, suddenly, it was intoxicatingly exhilarating to imagine making love with someone like her, instead of the little, skinny, selfishly self-centered, blonde bitches she's used to bedding, who have personalities as phony as their big tits. Having placed appearance over substance for too long, maybe the reason she hasn't found love is because she's been looking for love with all the wrong women.
It was then that she realized, instead of all the powder puff, fluffy, empty headed blondes she's always been attracted to that she needed someone like this, a real woman, someone who could take charge of her, take care of her, and protect her not only from harm but also from herself. Even though she had never been with one, always wondering what it would be like to be so controlled, suddenly she realized that she was a real sucker for a testosterone filled butch of a female. Something she missed without having a man in her life, tired of being alone, she didn't want to be responsible for making all of her own decisions. Feeling pressured to decide and tired of making all the wrong decisions, she needed someone to help guide her through life.



When she finally turned in her seat to look at the woman, perhaps even kiss the woman, in an instant, the woman, along with her shoulder, her ear, and her hand were gone. Trying not to act as anxious and disappointed as she felt, casually turning to look one way and then the other, panicked that she lost an opportunity to find love, her secret, potential lover was gone without a trace. As if the woman was a Mongolian Monk, much in the way of blind Master Po in Kung Fu, no doubt, swallowed up within the dense crowd of women, she disappeared in thin air. She looked at the crowd trying to put a face to the voice, but there were just too many women.
Feeling as if she had imagined it all, was it not for the words she had whispered in her ear that now lingered in her mind and haunted her being, the feel of her hand on her ass was as if her touch never happened. Suddenly, feeling so alone, she felt lost. If only she had turned around sooner, she may have made a love connection. Perhaps, when she didn't acknowledge the woman whispering in her ear and putting a hand on her ass, the woman may have incorrectly assumed her disinterest. How could she be such a fool? Was must she play that same silly game of being better than everyone else? Sick to her stomach in the way she gets, when her cat, Miles, goes missing, what was she thinking not to respond?
With a hand firmly holding her ass, as if supporting her sadness and turning it to happiness, the woman had made her intention known. No doubt, feeling rejected by her aloofness, silly girl, Amanda didn't blame her for leaving. She wanted her and now losing her opportunity to meet someone to have sex with and, hopefully, to fall in love with, Amanda was saddened. As if she had just let go of her mother's hand in a crowd, she was panicked that she'd never see this woman again. No longer thinking of any other woman here but her, she only thought of that one woman, whoever she was. Not even knowing what she looked like, she'll never find her again. By not turning around to tell her that her perfume was intoxicating, by not telling her that she found her whiskey voice sexy and her words exciting, and by not telling her that she loved the feel of her hand on her ass, she had rejected the one that may have been the one. How could she be so stupid?
Wanting to cry, wanting to leave the club to get a breath of fresh, quiet air, hoping her mystery woman would keep sight of her and follow her out of the club, she finished the last sip of her drink and slid off the barstool, while trying to appear coolly desirable and terribly sexy. Hoping she was watching her, wishing she'd follow her, on her way out, thinking that every women she saw was the woman who whispered her lust in her ear, while knowing that none of them were, she was as heartbroken, as she imagined she'd be, if Miles suddenly died. Only, making her way through the dense crowd was worse than shopping at Macy's at Christmas time, worse than the crowd of a soccer game in Liverpool, when playing Manchester United, and worse than the crowd at a free Adele concert. As if the crowd was a wave at riptide that took her further out to sea, instead of closer to shore and closer to the door, the crowd was so thick that it pushed her along and away from the exit. She wanted to go one way but, as if this flow of humanity was a preprogrammed part of her destiny, the crowd forced to go another.
Unable to fight the crowd, deciding it was much easier to go with the flow with the thoughts that there may be a back entrance, not knowing where she was going, she followed the crowd down a long, dark corridor and into a pitch, black room that was so dark that she couldn't see her hand in front of her face. What is this place? Even after her eyes adjusted to the darkness, she still couldn't see anything. Even darker than in the haunted house tour she enjoyed taking at Halloween, much darker than in her bedroom at night with the shades and drapes drawn, as dark as if she was wearing a blindfold with a sack pulled tightly over her head, never has she been in a room as dark.
Away from the loud thundering beat of the music, except for the total darkness, this room was her salvation from the rest of the too busy and too noisy club. On the plus side, as if someone had turned down the volume, comparatively speaking, it was much quieter in the dark room. At least in here, she could think of that woman, whoever she was, leaning her warmth against her, whispering her sexy words in her ear, and holding her ass, as if she owned her. Still, as if standing there waiting for the lights to go on, after the power had gone out, being bumped and jostled with a random touch here and a groping hand there, too afraid to move and already feeling taken by her mystery woman to join in the touching fun, not knowing where she was, she waited to see what would happen next.
As excited as it was scary, had she been in this room with a crowd of men, instead of in a room with a crowd of woman, she may have been too frightened to stay. Definitely, she would have screamed her panic, until someone came to her rescue. If she was in the room with a bunch of men, she'd be afraid that someone would touch her, grope her, feel her, strip her, and force her to her knees to suck their cock. Instead, in a room with a bunch of woman, she relaxed to enjoy the moment of total darkness, along with the free feels of so many hands fondling her tits and feeling her ass. Somehow, as if it was all a surreal dream and she was floating through sexual space, with it being so darkly quiet, being one within the crowd was as comforting as she imagined astronauts feel, when in drifting through deep space.
"Are you aware that you're in the touching room?"
She found her. How did she find her in total darkness? As if her voice was plugged in her head, with just a husky whisper in her ear, there was that remarkably sexy voice again. As if she was an erotic disk jockey whispering her sexy dreams and desires on the radio, dripping with liquor spiked honey, her voice was pure erotica. Without even a touch, she felt the familiar, strong presence and smelled the intoxicating scent of her perfume. Having bought it for herself and rejecting it, she recognized it now as Donna Karen's Cashmere. What never smelled right on her smelled wonderful on this woman and she'd love to bury her nose deep within her naked moist folds of soft, wet skin, while lapping up all of her sweet juices. The woman was so close to her that she was surprised that she didn't step on her.
"Touching room? It's so dark, I didn't know where I was."
"I prefer the darkness," said the woman with a little laugh. "So much more revealing, when everyone else is on a level playing field but for me, all that I can't see in the light of day, I've learned to see in the dark of night."
"What's a touching room?"
Now willing to play her sexy game for fear that she'd leave again, but not knowing where to direct her question, unable to see, Amanda spoke, as if she was speaking to an Alien or to God. As soon as she asked her question, she felt the woman's magical hand on her breast and, even though the woman wasn't moving her hand and not fingering her nipple, wanting to be touched, her nipple responded and pushed against the palm of the woman's big hand. Just as with the mere touch of her ass, the mere touch of her breast made her feel so wanted, desired, sexy, and horny. Just as she didn't move her hand, when it was placed on her ass, the woman didn't move her hand now, when it was placed on her breast, even though Amanda wished she would.
So erotically sensual in her touch, Amanda wished the woman would fondle her breast, before fingering her nipple through her blouse and through her bra, while kissing her. She wished she'd put her other hand to her other breast and do the same. Without even knowing what the woman looked like, without even knowing her name, her bold touch was so very sensually erotic. With the total darkness of the room adding to her sensory deprivation of never knowing where and when she'd be touched, this phantom woman so excited her in more ways than when she was with her lover in the bright light of day. In the heightened desire she felt, if the woman unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her front snapping bra and she wished she would, she'd let her touch her naked breasts and finger her nipples, before sucking them.
"With you never being here before, I want to be sure that you know the rules," she whispered so close to her ear that she thought the woman was going to stick her tongue in her ear and, when she didn't, she was disappointed that the woman didn't lick her ear.
"Rules? There's rules for touching?" Fruitlessly trying to act as calm and as cool as the women, rules or not, so wanting to be touched, Amanda tried her best to see through the darkness but she couldn't see any part of the her. "I don't know the rules," she said biting her lip with sexual anticipation. Afraid to ask, but wanting to show the woman that she was interested, she asked. "Will you tell me what they are?"
"Too boring to tell you what is allowed, I'd rather show you," she said gently squeezing her breast, before lightly and slowly circling her nipple with her fingertip. Immediately Amanda's nipple hardened. "Showing is so much more exciting than merely telling, don't you think?" Amanda felt the woman's hot breath in her ear, before she felt the woman's tongue exploring her ear deeper, as deep as she wanted her to explore her pussy with her tongue and fingers.
Oh, my God. Instantly, she felt a familiar warm, wetness between her legs. As if experiencing a sexual fantasy in a dream state, never had she felt so manipulated and controlled and she liked the feeling.
"You may show me, if you'd like," whispered Amanda with breathless trepidation, while figuring the woman was about to touch her in all the places she suddenly so wanted and needed to be touched. If only for the sake of showing her the rules, she couldn't wait for the woman to show her what was allowed and not allowed to do in the touching room.
"If I make you uncomfortable, just say so and I'll stop," whispered the woman breathing her words in her ear, again, in the same way that she did at the bar. "Have you noticed," she said running a slow finger down the length of her naked arm, "that the darkness in the room makes all of your senses heightened? After a while, once you get over your fear of the darkness, you won't need a light to feel and to see."
Then, the woman flicked out her tongue again and licked Amanda's ear deeper and, twirling it around, as if fingering her pussy with her tongue, she licked it longer and deeper. Something she never liked before, a wet tongue in her ear, especially when in the backseat of a car with a man, now so very aroused, she loved having her ear licked.
"Yes, I understand," said Amanda breathlessly, while quivering and quaking with sexual desire for the woman.
"Being touched under these circumstances, where you can't see the one touching you, but can hear, smell, feel, and taste the one touching you is much more of an intensely sensual and sexually erotic experience," she said whispering in her ear again to be heard over the loud music that played throughout the club, but that was muted in this dark, touching room. "Will you give me your permission to lick you?"
Lick me? Are you kidding me? She wants to lick me here and in public, albeit in the dark room? Oh, my God, I would so love to be licked by her. Thinking all of that, she didn't say any of that. Sure, she thought, you may lick me. Yours for the taking, you may do whatever you want with me. There's no way that I want to lose you again.
Amanda wanted to strip naked and scream yes. Already so very wet, she wanted to throw her arms around the woman's neck and French kiss her and touch her in all the places that she's been touching Amanda. She couldn't wait for the woman fell to her knees, lifted up her short skirt, pull down her bikini panties, and fingered her, while licking her pussy and rubbing her clit. Eat me, she wanted to scream. She couldn't wait to feel the woman's tongue lapping up her wetness. She couldn't wait to be so touched, fingered, and licked by a sexy stranger in the dark, touching room.
"Yes," said Amanda in a desperate but controlled voice, followed by the only words she was able to utter. "You may lick me."
I need to be licked, thought Amanda. I so want to be devoured by her tongue, while she fucks me with her fingers. Lick me, please, lick me. Stick your whole face in my pussy. Make me cum. I so need to cum. I can't wait to feel your mouth on my pussy. Eat me. Eat me. Eat me.
Then, as if Amanda was a giant lollipop or a scoop of vanilla ice cream perched atop of a cone, as if the woman was a dairy cow, from her jawbone to her temple, she slowly and carefully licked the side of Amanda's face.
"Mmm, you taste good," said the woman with a lusty, little laugh. "I can only imagine what the rest of you taste like."
"I can only imagine," said Amanda disappointed, while wiping the woman's saliva from the side of her face with the palm of her hand.
Even in a darkened room, feeling the hordes of other woman around her and never having had a sexual experience in such a public area, she was excited to continue playing this sensually sexual game. Wanting and hoping the woman would touch her, finger her, and lick her elsewhere, and not disappear in the crowd in the way that she did before, she waited with great expectation for the woman to whisper her words in her ear, before touching her again.
"Close your eyes," said the woman.
"Close my eyes? Why? I can't see with them open," said Amanda with a laugh.
"Close your eyes," said the woman again.
"What's your name? What do you look like? Tell me. I need to know."
As much as she wanted to know the woman's name and description, Amanda wanted to tell the woman her name, just in case, they were separated again. Filled with so many questions, she was eager to know everything about her potential, new, secret lover.
"Close your eyes," said the woman again, this time more forcefully.
"No. First tell me your name," said Amanda.
"Shh," said the woman. "Just relax and close your eyes," she said in a soft, sultry voice that made Amanda obey.
"I'm Amanda," she said, after having closed her eyes.
"I know who you are," said the woman with lightness to her voice.
"You do? How do you know who I am?"
"Shh. Close your eyes."
"Why should I close my eyes? I can't see anyway," said Amanda protesting again, but this time with a nervous laugh of sexual anticipation. Afraid to close her eyes for fear that she'd leave again, opening her eyes again, while trying to see something, but still unable to see anything, she waited for the woman to continue.
"Trust me, if you close your eyes the experience will be so much better," she said with her soft, sexy voice.
"Please don't leave," she said as if a little girl asking her mother not to leave for work.
"I won't leave," said the woman with the assurance of a gentle hand to the side of her face.
"I want you," said Amanda, when she tried to kiss her hand but missed.
"I want you, too, Amanda."
Somehow knowing that Amanda's eyes were still open, she lightly took her two fingers and closed Amanda's eyes, in the way that a mortician or a family member does, when someone has just died. As if the woman could see in the dark, it was amazing that the woman was able to close her eyelids without poking her in the eyes. Then, she ran two, light, slow fingers down the length of each of Amanda's arms.
"You're giving me goose bumps," said Amanda shivering with sexual delight, while rubbing her arms.
This time, Amanda obeyed her New York woman and kept her eyes closed. As soon as she closed her eyes, able to hear every sound and smell every scent, her senses heighted and, instead of feeling relaxed, her sexual anticipation increased and she felt even more anxious and horny.
Slowly, she turned Amanda around so that her back rested against the front of her. Amanda obeyed her direction, as if she was a model being manipulated by a fashion photographer. She felt the women's big breasts pressed against her back and she was glad that the woman was busty. With Amanda barely only having B cup breasts, eager to touch them, feel them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them, she preferred a woman with big tits and she loved having the woman's breasts pressed against her back in such a forceful way.
Using just one finger, as if sketching her to canvas, the woman proceeded to trace and outline every inch of Amanda's body. Alternating from very soft to very firm, as if receiving a slow sexual massage from a sex therapist, she had the most sensual yet responsively and suggestively demanding touch she had ever felt. Going with the flow, Amanda allowed the woman's free access to her body. As if she was a lifeless and willing puppet and the woman was her mistress puppeteer, never has she felt so vulnerably controlled. Wishing she knew the woman's name, the woman lifted Amanda's right arm and raised it above her head. Lightly and ever so slowly, making her hairs stand on edge, she touched her arm on the outside, before doing the same along the inside.
Expecting the woman to feel her breast through her blouse and finger her nipple through her bra, anticipating her touch, she stopped her hand just before reaching her breast. When she did that in that way, Amanda so wanted the woman to caress her breasts. As if cracking a pretend egg on the head of a sitting subject and ever so lightly running her hands over their hair, as if it's the egg flowing down, the sensation of the touch made her feel, as if her breast had been felt. Then, when the woman picked up her left arm and repeated the process, Amanda was quivering with sexual desire. So erotically sensual, the feeling of being so lightly and slightly touched was as sexual as it was sensual and as exciting as it was pleasurable. Never has Amanda experienced such sexuality without even having her breasts felt, her nipples sucked, her clit fingered, and her pussy licked. If she was this good with her clothes on, Amanda could only imagine the lover this woman would be in bed, when naked.
Then, she felt the woman's left arm around her waist. In a forceful, yet gentle way, she ever so slowly pulled her closer. She left just enough space between them so that she couldn't feel their bodies touching, only imagining that they were. Again, the sensation of touching, as if by static electricity, was sensually exciting and erotically arousing. Only, Amanda found herself wanting more from her than just the sensation. Not wanting to ruin the game by rushing the game, especially when not yet knowing all the rules, Amanda was at a loss as to how to play the game to continue. Should she reach out and touch her, feel her, hold her, and manipulate her in the way that the woman had touched, felt, held, and manipulated her? When she decided that she'd reach out to feel the woman's breast, it was as if the woman sensed Amanda wanting to touch her. As if even in the darkness she could somehow see Amanda's hand reaching for her, she stepped back just out of the reach of her fingertips, and held her hands behind her back.
"Oh, so this is all your show," said Amanda with frustration.
"How can you play the game," said the woman with a sexy laugh, "when I haven't finished showing you all the rules?"
Then, as if reading her mind, she stepped closer and took Amanda's hand and placed it on her breast. Immediately, Amanda could tell the woman had natural breasts and she preferred that over what some male plastic surgeons believed that a woman's breast should feel and look like. Holding her hand, she ever so slowly and gently outlined her nipple with Amanda's finger. No doubt, just as excited as was Amanda, her nipples were erect, too. Then, she returned the favor and traced Amanda's nipples with her fingertips. Never had Amanda felt such excitement by someone merely lightly touching her nipples through her clothes.



With painstaking slowness and sensitivity, only something received from a slow hand and a woman's touch and not a man's rushed, desperate grope, the woman's hand expertly explored Amanda's body again, only this time touching her in all the places that she wanted to be touched. Putting her hand to her buttocks again, she gently squeezed her ass, before feeling it more completely. Then, with all the anticipated excitement of a stage curtain going up to begin the first scene of a Broadway performance, she reached beneath her short skirt and lifted the hem to cup her pussy through her thin, bikini panty. Oh, my God, wishing she wasn't wearing panties, with just the feel of her moist panty clad pussy in her hand, she thought she was going to have an orgasm. Not giving a care to where she was, in a dark room in a public place or a under the bright street lights on the city sidewalk, she was so ready to be fingered, licked, and fucked.
In the way she felt her erotic power, when the woman claimed her by putting a firm hand to her ass, Amanda could feel her desire. When she cupped her pussy and didn't remove her hand, as if her hand was battery powered or plugged in a live socket, electrified with live current, Amanda felt her lust. Accustomed to being with an aggressively horny man, Amanda was hoping that she'd trace her vaginal slit with her index finger, before pushing her panty aside, to touch her deeper and bring her to orgasm with her fingers. Standing so stiffly still in the darkness, seeing nothing but feeling, smelling, and hearing everything, she could smell her own excitement. Waiting for the sensation of her touch and the taste of her first kiss, Amanda didn't move, she didn't breath, while feeling the woman's fingers expertly move her panty aside. Finally, as if the sequence of events happened in slow motion, already dripping with sexual anticipation and orgasmic expectation, she felt her fingertips gently trace her slit, before dipping deeper inside to tease her clit.
Her fingers deftly but ever so gently explored her pussy deeper. Suddenly feeling as if she was Alice, as the woman's fingers explored her so very private and personal wonderland, she hoped to God that the woman wouldn't turn into the white rabbit, declare that she was late and leave. Deeper and deeper, the woman had two, long fingers inside of her now, and as if both of her fingers were vibrating, oscillating, and rotating dildos, she fucked her with her with one finger, while pressing down and rubbing on her bean with the other. Then, as if she was licking her pussy lips, she felt her tongue lick her mouth, before kissing her lips ever so lightly. Amanda wanted to bury her tongue in the woman's mouth, but taking the lead from her, she followed her direction by obeying the rules of the touching room. Hopefully, the woman would give her a turn next.
Impatiently selfish, with every minute that past feeling like an hour, feeling as if she was being sexually tortured by the woman going so slow in making love to her, Amanda wanted everything that this stranger was going to give her now. She paused now and then to repeat a touch, and when she deftly discovered her left nipple, she placed the bud between her two fingers and squeezed it ever so gently, before pulling, turning, and twisting it. As much as Amanda tried not to give way and show her heightened excitement, she was well on her way to an orgasm. Heightened? Did she say heightened? An extreme understatement, she had never been touched like this before by any man or woman. Even with her eyes wide open, with the pitch-black room closing off her sense of vision, the mere sensation of not knowing where and when she was going to be touched was utterly and intoxicatingly exciting.
Wanting to know who was touching her, wanting to see her face, Amanda's inner voice kept telling her to ask her to stop and leave the dark room with her but, not wanting to stop, wanting more, she loved how her body responded to be touched in the dark. Never having experienced being in someone's control, the erotic sensual sensations felt so wonderful. She couldn't believe that she was allowing a stranger, a woman that she didn't know her name nor seen her face, touch her body in a For Women Only club in any way and in any place she wanted. Unable to stop, she was enjoying the erotic setting, the sensual stroking, and sexual excitement too much to say no. In the way her New York woman was merely touching her through her clothes, before reaching beneath her panty, the sensation of her touch felt a million times better than when any other man or woman had touched her naked body before. Maybe it was because her previous lovers, especially the men, had all been clumsy and so rushed to get to their own pleasure that they didn't care enough to take the time to prepare her in the way that this woman was doing.
After she initially outlined the woman's breast with her fingertips, she stopped Amanda from exploring her body further. Pulling her hands out from behind her back, she tried to reach out for her a couple of times, but as if psychically knowing when she was about to touch her, she stepped away and said, "I want this to be for your pleasure this time. Next time, you may touch me too."
Amanda thought, did she just say next time? She didn't plan on ever coming back here again. Even though she was enjoying the touch of this woman, this place was just too noisy and too weird for her. This woman was pretty sure of herself to take next time for granted and that made her angry, especially when she had no idea what she looked like and wouldn't even tell give her name. Except for this time, there'd never been another time, so she may as well enjoy her one and only time with this woman. Not wanting anyone to know she was lesbian, she definitely wasn't going to risk her reputation by being seen here again in a club for woman only. Bad enough that she was publically risking her professional reputation by allowing someone to discover that she's lesbian, even though she's been out of the closet for years, her sexuality is personally private and, other than her previous lovers, few people know her sexual preference.
Her touches continued with intermittent French kissing, but this time New York obviously decided that some adventure beneath the first layer of clothing would be pleasurable for both of them. While moving Amanda's hands behind her back again, she raised her skirt above her hips and ever so gently placed her fingers on her inner thigh. Amanda let out a guttural gasp and thought she'd die if she didn't get to touch and feel her in return. She so needed to be kissed again. She traced her inner thigh and when she reached her panties, she outlined her pussy with one finger. Amanda tried to break loose because she was going to cum, but she held her fast.
With her mind intermittently questioning why she didn't tell her to stop, she was lost in the overwhelming heat and the erotic stimulation of her talented fingers. As if she already intimately knew her, she knew exactly what she enjoyed having done to her. Panting now, Amanda was making soft, groaning noises, when New York took her pointer finger and found her bean again beneath her panty and gently but forcefully rubbed it in the way she did before. She started manipulating her with a rhythmic motion and Amanda couldn't hold back any longer. Forgetting she was in a public place, albeit in a pitch black room, her climax was explosive and the most intense she had ever experienced, even more intense than from her own hand. She tried wiggling around to get close to her body in any way possible but, as if a teacher with her student, the woman wouldn't allow her access. She muted her voice as much as possible but, with her hands still held behind her back, without a free hand to cover her mouth, anyone nearby would have heard that she was having an orgasm. Not that it would have mattered, even if they heard her, as there were others having orgasms, too. This was the touching room, after all.
New York waited for a few seconds before lovingly fondling her, while holding her to bring her back to reality. Then freeing her hands of her, she kissed her on the forehead and without so much as a hug, with no thank you and no goodbye, just as she did before, she disappeared in the darkness without a word. Just as she did at the bar, with no trace of her but for the lingering fragrance of her perfume, the afterglow of the orgasm she just gave her, and her sexy voice still haunting her head, as if she were a ghost, she disappeared into the pitch-black room. Now, unable to find the door where she entered, bumping into women touching her and fondling her, while trying to make her stay to touch and fondle them, Amanda had no idea who this mystery woman was or where she was. She just wanted to leave this strange place to find her.
Self-conscious of her sexual excitement, still feeling the after effects of her orgasm, Amanda was trying to be as quiet as possible, when she just wanted to scream her sexual delight. Perspiring from the close contact of so many women, her pussy was so wet that her panties were sticking to her. Without so much as seeing her face, she couldn't believe that the forbidden touching of a stranger could be so erotically exciting and so sexually fulfilling. Emotionally drained but physically satisfied and sexually sated by a female stranger, someone who didn't need or want Amanda to return the favor, her erotic whispers still haunted her.
Her body was pleased, but the rest of her was filled with total frustration. Even though she obviously knew who she was, when she told her that she knew her name, it wasn't fair that Amanda didn't even know her name. Now, if she can't find her, when she dreams of her tonight, she won't know what to call her. Who was she and how can she find her again? Would she have to return to the club and wait at the bar, until she whispered in her ear again?
Following the growing loudness of the music, she put her arms out in front of herself and tried to feel her way to a door. Bumping into women touching her, feeling her, groping her, and fondling her, as if she was a pinball in Roger Daltrey of the Who's arcade game, the Pinball Wizard, and with the woman being the Pinball Wizard in making her feel all that she felt in such a dark room, she couldn't flee the club fast enough. She needed to collect herself to figure out how this all happened. Disorientated and finally asking someone for help, an unknown woman took her by the arm and showed her the way out of the room. As if emerging from a darkened solitary confinement prison cell, it took a couple of minutes for her eyes to adjust to the club beyond the touching room. Still reveling in the afterglow of her orgasm and thinking more about her mystery woman, the loud music didn't bother her in the way that it did, when she first entered the club.
Having never had sex in a public place before, embarrassed if anyone knew, Amanda hoped that the women she passed, as she walked towards the door, couldn't tell that she just had an orgasm. Wondering who her mystery woman was, she wondered what she looked like. Leaving the club sexually sated with a spent body and an empty heart, she would have preferred walking out and going home with her mystery woman. Then, realistically, she thought, maybe the woman is married. Maybe, the reason why she preferred the darkness, the woman hasn't emerged from her protective closet, yet, and doesn't want anyone to know that she's lesbian.
All she gathered from her experience was that she just had the best lover giving her the best orgasm she ever had. She wondered if she'd ever get to see her again and know her better. For sure, she would have loved to return the pleasure that she gave her. She claimed her coat from the coat check counter and put up her collar against the cold chill of winter. Heading out the door, hoping to find her there waiting for her, while smoking a cigarette or talking on their cell phone, hoping one of them was her, she eyed every the women standing outside smoking and/or talking on their cell phone. With none of them appearing to fit her voice, she was alone. Already a busy night, barely 10pm, most times she never entered a club before 10pm, never mind leaving one for home before 10pm. Sadly not to be, heading home to feed her cat, she thought how exciting her life could be with her New York woman by her side.
Immediately feeling so alone and lonely again, feeling as if she won the lottery but lost her lottery ticket, Amanda pushed the signal button to cross the street. With her hands as deep in her coat pockets as her mind was lost in thought, when she looked up, she recognized Flora standing at the corner waiting for the light to change. Taking a step back, deciding to let her go ahead of her, not wanting her to suspect that she had just emerged from the For Women Only club, she didn't want anyone to know that she was lesbian, especially her co-worker. With the street jammed with cars and some cars continuing through the yellow and red light, imagining the worst case scenario of Flora being hit by a car, she relented and put a gentle hand to the Flora's arm, when she stepped out into the crosswalk with her cane.
Feeling sorry for herself before, a blind, black, big, beautiful woman alone in New York, she felt bad for Flora. There go I before God. Here I am trying to find my perfect mate and this poor woman can't even see to cross the street. The poor thing. Sort of like feeling bad because when you're poor and can't afford shoes, there are people who don't have any feet. Shame on me, I should have a problem, she thought.
"Careful, Flora," she said. "There's cars going through the light."
"Amanda? Is that you?"
"Yes," she said trying to think of an excuse why she was on this side of town and relieved, when she didn't ask. Nonetheless, expecting Flora to ask her in work tomorrow, what she was doing on her side of town, she'll make an excuse tomorrow.
Flora accepted her help and Amanda deposited her on the other side of the street, before leaving her there.
"Thank you, Amanda," said Flora with a soft smile and in the same New York whisky voice that she used to disguise her voice in the club.
"It's you!" Afraid she'd flee again, Amanda took her by the arm again and hugged her, before kissing her. "That was you in the club, wasn't it?"
"I don't live far from her, Amanda," she said with a big smile. "If you'd do me the pleasure of coming home with me, I'd like for you to return the sexual favor that I gave you."
"I'd like that very much, Flora," said Amanda happy that she had finally found her special someone.
THE END
Please don't forget to vote, comment, and to add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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*
A sight to behold, Marcus walked in the kitchen to see his wife standing by the sink with her back to him. With the focus of his stare concentrating on the shapely roundness of her butt, his cock involuntarily pushed against his pants. So tightly firm, he always enjoyed fondling her firm ass. Preserved by diet and shaped by exercise, not ruined by fast foods and sitting all day, out of all the butts of his friends' wives, his wife, Kenisha, had the best butt. Obviously by the length of his focused stare, no doubt, as he routinely tried, only to be routinely rejected, wanting to take her right where she stood and fuck her up her ass, did he dare lift up her short skirt, pull down her bikini panty, and bend her over to have his wicked way with his wife in the kitchen? Always pressuring her to have anal sex with him, the unanswered question was not would she have anal sex with him now, but would she ever have anal sex with him?
"Umm, umm, umm, she has such a sweet ass," he mumbled to himself.
Even in college, she had that same, sweet ass that she squeezed in a tight pair of designer jeans and that he squeezed, when making out with her in his car. Apparently horny by just the mere backside sight of her, just as he was excited thinking about her ass then, he was even more excited seeing her ass now.
"Put a ring on that black bitch," his friends told him. Glad that he took their advice, marrying Kenisha was the best decision he ever made. Even if she never gave him anal sex, God perish the thought, she was still a fine looking woman and he loved her to death.
"I love her ass. I'd love to tap that ass right now," he mumbled under his breath, while still staring at her ass and fingering his cock through his pants. "Oh, yeah, my baby has ass. My baby got back." As soon as he thought that to himself, my baby got back, he thought of the song, Baby Got Back, by Sir Mix-A-Lot. The lyrics that he remembered of the song played through his head, as he stood in the doorway and stared at his wife's ass.
"I like big butts and I cannot lie...Baby got back! I like 'em round, and big and when I'm throwin' a gig I just can't help myself, I'm actin' like an animal. Now here's my scandal I wanna get you home and ugh, double-up, ugh, ugh. I ain't talkin' bout Playboy 'cause silicone parts are made for toys. I want 'em real thick and juicy, so find that juicy double. Mix-a-Lot's in trouble beggin' for a piece of that bubble. So I'm lookin' at rock videos knock-kneed bimbos walkin' like hoes, you can have them bimbos. I'll keep my women like Flo Jo. A word to the thick soul sisters, I wanna get with ya. I won't cuss or hit ya. But I gotta be straight when I say I wanna fuck, till the break of dawn. Baby got it goin' on. A lot of simps won't like this song 'cause them punks like to hit it and quit it and I'd rather stay and play, 'cause I'm long, and I'm strong and I'm down to get the friction on. So, ladies! {Yeah!} Ladies! {Yeah} If you wanna roll in my Mercedes {Yeah!}, then turn around! Stick it out! Even white boys got to shout, baby got back!"
Needing a bit of sexual relief, he walked up to Kenisha and kissed the back of her neck, before leaning into her. With his arms wrapped around her waist and his big hands reaching up to cup her big tits through her blouse, no doubt, testing to see how far she let him go, he lightly fingered her emerging nipples through her blouse and bra. He squatted down a little to find a familiar exciting place, where he buried the bulge in his pants between her ass cheeks in her short skirt, while continuing to fondle her abundant breasts through her blouse and bra.
He loved her breasts nearly as much as he loved her ass. By slowly moving his body up and down, as if doing mini squats, forever trying to get her in the mood, he rubbed the length of her ass crack through her skirt with the erection he had growing in his pants. With her back still turned to him and with her still facing out the big kitchen window, waiting for her to stop him, he unbuttoned her blouse one slow button at a time.
Exposing her bra clad breasts and her long, deep line of cleavage to any neighbor, who was looking, while fingering her big, black nipples through her bra and rubbing against her firm, round ass, just as it was unusual for her to allow him to undress her in front of any window, it was unusual for Kenisha to allow him to get this far with her so early in the morning. Total opposite in their sexual preferences, he was a morning man and she was a night woman. Preferring the light of day to have sex anywhere, living room, kitchen, and even outside, she preferred having sex in a darkened room, while beneath the covers. Ass or tits, such an ass man, if he had to choose one or the other, he'd choose her ass, but he loved her firm, full breasts and big nipples that, when sucking them, popped from his mouth in the way that a champagne cork pops from a bottle.
Not one to expose herself, normally a sexually shy and private person, especially when it comes to nudity, after what happened two weeks ago at the barbeque, by evidence of allowing Marcus to so expose her by unbuttoning her blouse in front of their kitchen window and in sight of her neighbors now, Kenisha had caught the exhibitionist fever. Now, with her hormones raging out of control, the sexual exhibitionistic slut she has suddenly become, she wished her husband would lift her bra and expose her big breasts to her neighbor, Mr. Johnson. Already out in his backyard mowing his lawn, tempted to knock on the kitchen window to get his attention and flash him her tits, Mr. Johnson always made excuses to engage her in conversation, whenever he spotted her sunning herself out back in her barely there bikini.
Only, just as most of the black men she knows do, he more stares at her ass than her breasts. Wondering what his reaction would be, if he happened to look over and see her standing there topless, if only her husband would lift her bra, she wouldn't cover her nakedness with her hands. Making her want to touch herself, just the thought of him seeing her naked breasts excited her. Only, with Marcus content to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her bra and with her relegated to only flashing her neighbor her bra clad breasts and cleavage, seemingly more interested in her ass than in her breasts, her husband showed no signs of lifting her bra and she wasn't about to reveal to him the slut that she has become by telling him to do so.
"Good morning, Marcus," she said leaning her head back to swoon in his arms, while he massaged her tits, fingered her nipples, and slowly humped, rubbed, and squeezed her ass.
No doubt, feeling the heat of her stare, seeing her standing there through her kitchen window, finally, Mr. Johnson looked over at Kenisha and waved, before his face showed signs of excited shock at what he, no doubt, saw. Standing there with her blouse flayed wide open and her bra and long, deep line of cleavage so openly and unashamedly exposed, she returned his wave with a sexy smile. If there was a man she'd cheat on her husband with, such a handsome man he was, she'd cheat on him with Mr. Johnson. With her husband not interested in tossing her salad, just as she wasn't interested in having anal sex with him, she wondered if Mr. Johnson would be interested in tossing her salad. If he tossed her salad, she'd suck his cock. Oh, yeah, in exchange for licking her ass, she would suck his cock. If he tossed her salad, even though she's been faithful to Marcus, with there being something so sexually exciting about Mr. Johnson, she'd even allow him to take her and fuck her pussy.
Damn, damn, double damn, if only Marcus had put a finger beneath her bra and lifted, as he always does, she'd be so exposed and Mr. Johnson would have seen her tits. Especially now that she was feeling so sexually excited by her man feeling her breasts through her bra and rubbing up against her ass with his erection, she would have liked to have flash her neighbor her breasts. Maybe the next time she's out sunning, she'll summon the courage sun topless or accidentally on purpose drop her bikini top, while he's talking to her. By the concentrated focus of his stare, however, knowing her neighbor was more interested in her ass than in her breasts, staring more at her ass, whenever he saw her in her bikini, he probably wouldn't even realize that she was topless.
"Good morning, baby," said Marcus in his best Barry White voice.
"Good morning, Marcus."
Already sexually excited, she turned to face him and they kissed, as if they were kissing on the dance floor at their wedding five years ago.
"Turn around and bend over, Kenisha," whispered Marcus to his wife.
"Turn around? Why?" Knowing he was up to something, Kenisha shot her husband a look.
"I just wanna see somethin'," he said with a sly smile.
"You want to see something? You've seen my black ass a million times before, Marcus," she said with an excited laugh, while watching Mr. Johnson parading back and forth and mowing the same little patch of grass, while looking over at her through the kitchen window. No doubt, seeing her in her bra, it made her hot knowing that Mr. Johnson was interested enough to continue to look over. "What do you mean, you want to see something?"
"Nothin', I just wanna see somethin'. C'mon, play along with me, baby. I just wanna see somethin'," he said kissing her neck, while continuing to feel her big, breasts through her bra.
"Oh, no. Hell no! I won't fall for that again. I'll not bend over, thank you very much. Fool me once, I'm not stupid enough for you to fool me again," she said with a hand to her hip, while waving her manicured finger in his face. "The last time you said that to me, that you wanna see somethin', was when I was wearing my tube top at the barbeque," said Kenisha with her face suddenly becoming flushed, while wishing Marcus had lifted her bra a moment earlier to flash Mr. Johnson her tits.
"Gees, Kenisha. Are you still mad at me about that? Get over it," he said laughing. "You must admit, though, that you were the hit of the barbeque," said Marcus with another but longer laugh.
"The hit of the barbeque my ass," she said sticking out a pouty lip.
"Actually, baby, and I'm sorry to say this being the ass man that I am, but the hit of your barbeque were your tits and not your ass," he said laughing at his wife.
"Very funny, Marcus, but if I was anything, I was the fool of the barbeque. Jump up and down, Kenisha. I just wanna see somethin', you said. Do you remember saying that, Marcus? Umm-hmm," she said tossing her hair with a flick of her head, as if she was a boxer dodging a punch. "The obedient wife that I am, I was so stupid to trust you?"
"Remember it? Are you kidding me? Oh, baby, I'll never forget that show," said Marcus with a dirty laugh. "Boy, we had some hot, sexy pillow talk, while having even hotter sex that night, after that tube top flashing incident."
"The fool that I am to jump up and down doing jumping jacks like Michelle Obama, while wearing my tube top, I couldn't believe it when my tits fell out of my top. Everyone, all your friends, my co-workers, your co-workers, and your brother saw my tits. With all of those cameras and cell phones flashing to take my topless picture, I'm sure my YouTube video is posted everywhere. Never was I so embarrassed. I just wanted to crawl in a hole somewhere and die. How can I ever face these people again?"
"Yeah, well, you were drunk enough that it took you several, very long seconds to realize that your tits were flopping around. That was so unbelievably hot, baby," he said wrapping a hand around her slim waist to pull her close enough to give her a another kiss, his excuse to reach down and cup her sweet ass through her short skirt. "Hey, if it's any consolation, at least everyone knows that your tits are real and not phony silicone," he said laughing again.
"Some consolation that is," she said pushing hard against his chest. "I was humiliated, Marcus, that you purposely did that to flash everyone my breasts. How could you do that to me?"
"C'mon, Kenisha, what's the big deal? When you didn't notice right away that your tits were out, I thought you were playing along. I thought you were enjoying flashing everyone your big boobs. Seriously, baby, I thought you were okay with flashing everyone your tits. Man, that was the best party we ever had, Kenisha," said Marcus laughing, while reaching out to fondle her breasts through her bra. "You should have seen how my friends were staring at your tits, baby."
"Maybe that was the best party for you, at my expense, Marcus, but it was the worst party for me. Thanks for telling me that I was so exposed," she said punching him in the shoulder. "I can't believe you thought that I was purposely flashing my boobs. You must think me a slut to think that I'd flashed everyone my breasts. I still cringe at the thought that all of your drunken friends saw my tits. Now, every time your brother comes over, he stares at my boobs through my top."
"My brother always liked you, if you know what I mean," said Marcus humping the air with his hips, as if he was humping her ass. "Just as I would, too, he'd love nothing better than to get down and dirty with you, if you know what I mean, baby," he said squeezing her ass.
"Yeah, unfortunately, I do know what you mean. Perversion must run in your family, because your father is just as much as a horn ball as you and your brother are. He's always staring down my top and copping a cheap feel of my ass, whenever he hugs me."
"Get over it, Kenisha," he said with a laugh. "It was all just harmless fun. Besides, that barbeque is in the past."
"Past? I'd hardly call two weeks ago much of a past, Marcus. How would you like it, if I pulled your bathing suit down in front of all my girlfriends, my female co-workers, your female co-workers, and in front of my mother and sister?"
"Seriously? Are you kidding me? Would you? I'd love for you to do that, baby." Marcus's face lit up like a Christmas tree, no doubt, by the thought of Kenisha flashing everyone his cock. "A great way for me to expose myself without consequences, I love the idea of my wife flashing my cock to every female that I know," he said laughing.
"You would," she said. "Well, don't get your hopes up because that will never happen. You're my man and what you have in your pants and between your legs belongs only to me."
"Seriously, though, I wonder what your mother would do if seeing my cock? What do you think she'd do, Kenisha? Would she look? Would she stare? I wonder what your slutty sister, Latoya, would do if seeing my cock? Just as I know she'd look and stare, would she reach out and touch it? Would she take my cock in her hand to fondle it, before stroking it? Would she fall to her knees and suck it? Oh, my God, Kenisha, that would be so hot for you to--"
"Don't even go there, Marcus. Don't you be disrespecting my mother and my baby sister by thinking about flashing them your cock," she said waving her finger in his face again. "I'm sorry I even used them as an example."
"Look, Kenisha, there's that Mr. Johnson, who's so hot for you. Turn around so that I can flash him your knockers," he said spinning her around and pushing her over to the sliding glass doors.
"Marcus! No! Don't you dare," she feigned protest, while giggling excitedly.
Just as Mr. Johnson turned and stared at Kenisha, Marcus lifted up her bra, before pushing her forward and squishing her breasts against the glass doors. Then, in an act of spousal disobedience, with Kenisha still plastered up against the patio doors, he lifted up her short skirt and pulled down her panties and spanked her black ass.
"Oh, my God, Marcus! He saw my tits! Mr. Johnson saw my pussy! You flashed our neighbor my breasts and my pussy! I'm so very embarrassed," she said pulling down her bra, pulling up her panty, and fluffing down her skirt, while moving away from the doors.
"He saw your ass, too, baby, when you turned to pull up your panties," he said with a dirty laugh.
"We go to the same church," she said crumpling in her husband's arms, hiding her flushed face, and laughing excitedly that Mr. Johnson saw her tits, pussy, and ass. "How can I ever face him now?"
"It's okay. Show's over. Mr. Johnson is gone. He probably went inside his house to masturbate over all that he saw of you," said Marcus with a dirty laugh.
"Eww, Marcus, that's so gross," she said pausing, while thinking about Mr. Johnson seeing her practically nude body. "Do you think he's really masturbating over seeing my boobs, my pussy, and my ass?"
More excited than embarrassed that Mr. Johnson would masturbate over her, she wondered if Mr. Johnson would say anything about seeing her in her bra and/or seeing her breasts, pussy, and ass. Now, she couldn't wait until she was outside in her bikini sunning herself again.
"Oops, Mr. Johnson. I'm so embarrassed. Please don't look at my tits," she imagined saying to him, while imagining him staring at her breasts.
With the hot body to wear it, maybe, to celebrate the occasion, she'll buy a new and more abbreviated bikini to flash Mr. Johnson even more of her shapely body. Now, she couldn't wait to sun topless or accidentally on purpose drop her bikini top, while talking to him.
"Duh, yeah, Kenisha. I'm sure he's in his house masturbating over all that he just saw of you. So, anyway, Kenisha, turn back around and bend over. I just wanna see somethin'," he said suppressing a laugh.
With no one else around but them, safe in her own kitchen, and with no apparent reason to distrust her husband, Kenisha obeyed, turned around, and cautiously leaned forward at the waist. Marcus stepped to his wife and caressed her firm, round ass, before slowly lifting her short skirt to her waist to expose her white, bikini panty. Reaching down between her legs to cup, finger, and trace her pussy, he continued feeling her pussy and ass through her panty, while reaching around her to cup her tits. Already moist from the excitement of her husband exposing herself to her neighbor and from touching her, Kenisha imagined it was Mr. Johnson standing behind her and fondling her ass, tits, and pussy. Marcus even leaned down to kiss her ass through her panty and lick her pussy through her panty, before ever so slowly pulling down her underpants in the way of a stage curtain going up during the beginning of a striptease performance.
"Marcus," she said breathlessly. Still standing in front of the patio glass doors, she looked out to see if Mr. Johnson was watching, but he wasn't, that is, unless he was watching them from inside his house. She imagined him watching her through binoculars, while stroking his big, black cock. "What are you doing? Someone will see us." Kenisha swooned at the attention that her man was suddenly paying her shapely ass. As if they were two dark chocolate Hershey kisses melting, her brown eyes flashed with excitement before softening, when she turned her head to see what he was doing to her ass.
"What am I doing? I'm pulling down your panties," he said.
"Why?"
Figuring they were going to have sex, she figured he was going to fuck her doggie style right there in the kitchen and in front of the sliding glass doors in plain view of Mr. Johnson's window. Instead of being taken by her husband, in the way that he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panty, she hoped he was finally going to toss her salad and she bit her lip in the sexual anticipation of Marcus licking her ass. After already being so exposed to her neighbor, she wished he'd walk her closer to the patio doors, so that Mr. Johnson could enjoy their impromptu sexual show and watch Marcus fucking her doggie style or tossing her salad, while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her nipples.



"Why? That's an easy question."
"Yeah, tell me why, Marcus. Tell me why you're lifting my skirt and pulling down my panties in our kitchen, baby," said Kenisha breathlessly.
With the sexual thoughts of Mr. Johnson still in her mind, thinking of his prick and him masturbating over the naked sight that he just saw of her, instead of her thinking about her husband's prick, the lyrics of Mary J. Blige's song, Kitchen, played through her mind.
"Never let girl cook in ya kitchen. All up in your fridge, and next will the stove, never let a girl cook in ya kitchen. When pot gets hot everything drops. Eyes on your man, hands on ya pot, if she runs in to help, tell her to stay in your spot. Never let girl cook in ya kitchen."
"Because, I wanna fuck you up the ass, baby," said Marcus. "I wanna take you anally, Kenisha. I want to stick my big, hard, hairy cock in you, where the sun don't shine."
As if Marcus just bumped the turntable, the sound of the needle screeching and scratching across her favorite Mary J. Blige album delivered her back from her sexual fantasy to reality and to the danger zone of her husband wanting to have anal sex with her.
"Say what? You wanna fuck me up the ass? Oh, no. Hell, no! I'll hit you upside your head, if you try fucking me up the ass, fool. They'll be no fucking this virgin ass," said Kenisha standing upright, pulling up her panty, fluffing down her skirt, and buttoning her blouse, before turning to face her husband.
"Why not?"
"You know that I don't do anal sex, fool," she said looking at him, as if he was drunk and/or crazy.
"Why not?"
"I told you before that I don't like it," she said lifting up her head, looking away, and shaking her shoulder length blue, black hair with attitude, as if she was Naomi Campbell readying herself for a photo shoot.
"Why don't you like having anal sex?"
"Must I have a reason? I don't know. I just don't," she said avoiding making direct eye contact, obviously uncomfortable with the topic of discussion.
"I assume you've had anal sex before then, for you to have such a strong opinion why you don't like it," said Marcus continuing to pressure her for an explanation. "Tell me why you don't like having anal sex? Maybe the man, who took you anally before, wasn't as gentle as he should have been for you not to--"
"I never have had anal sex," she said in a soft voice, while looking more uncomfortable with the subject. Seemingly more concerned with her hair than with her husband, she ran her fingers through her dark tresses to fluff out her curls.
"Say what?"
"I never had anal sex," she repeated. "Anal sex just doesn't appeal to me," she said with a shrug of her shoulders.
"Then, how do you know you wouldn't like anal sex, if you never had anal sex?" Not a man to be denied, Marcus persisted.
"Marcus, I don't have to jump off of a bridge to know that I wouldn't like jumping off of a bridge," she said. "Okay?"
"Yeah, well, you'd probably like bungee jumping, if only you'd try it," he said.
"Just as I'd never go bungee jumping with you and/or cliff diving, skydiving, scuba diving, mountain climbing, and all the other dangerous things that you feel you must do, I don't want you fucking me up the ass. Okay? It's not enough that you ride your motorcycle at racing speed in your apparent death wish to kill yourself, I just don't want you taking me with you, when you do. So, please drop it," said Kenisha giving him the I don't want to talk about this anymore look.
"So, now you think anal sex is dangerous?"
"I didn't say that Marcus."
"By comparing anal sex to bungee jumping, cliff diving, skydiving, scuba diving, mountain climbing, even riding a motorcycle, you just did.
"Yeah, well, a lot of gay men and heterosexual women have died from AIDs by having anal sex," she said shooting from the hip in her desperation to explain her imagined reasons why she wouldn't have anal sex with her husband.
"That's bullshit, Kenisha, and you know it," he said shooting her a harsh look. "I'll tell you what. I'll wear a condom, while we-"
"No, Marcus. I'm not having anal sex with you or with anyone."
"I think we should, at least, try once, baby," he said rubbing her ass through her short skirt.
"No, Marcus."
"In the same way you were so dead set against trying squid and then you liked it, you may enjoy anal sex, Kenisha," he said lifting the hem of her skirt past her hips again.
"No, Marcus. I can't believe you're comparing food to sex."
"Maybe not squid, but some foods are sexual, you know. Maybe, with a lot of wine, a little hot pillow talk, the right kind of lubrication, and the guidance of my gentle hand and my rock hard cock, I think we should ease ourselves into having anal sex," he said reaching beneath her skirt to feel her ass through her panty, while slowly pulling down her panties again.
"Stop, Marcus. Don't. Marcus no," she said grabbing her panties and pulling them back up again.
"Perhaps, with a little bit of ass play, we could--"
"Ease ourselves into it with ass play? What the Hell are you talking about? What the Hell is ass play? Listen, Marcus, my back tunnel is not an entrance but an exit," said Kenisha pulling down her skirt. "It's permanently closed to incoming and is only open for outgoing. Other than fucking my pussy doggie style, the only playgrounds you have are my hands, my mouth, and my pussy. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Kenisha, I understand loud and clear. You don't have to yell."
"Sorry," she said resting her head on his shoulder. "I just don't want to be fucked up the ass," she whispered. "Just the connotation of anal sex is a turn off for me."
"I hear you, Kenisha, and I understand your concerns but, conversely, the connation of anal sex is such a turn on for me," he said pausing. Yet," he persisted, "what if we just fooled around, had sex, and then, perhaps I could try penetrating your anal cavity with my finger to see if you'd enjoy--"
"Uh, uh, Marcus. No," said Kenisha standing tall and taking a step back to look her husband in the eye, while rubbing her ass with a grimace from her imagined penetration of Marcus's finger stuck up her ass. "What don't you understand about me not wanting your cock or your finger stuck up my ass? I don't find it exciting or even appealing. It's gross."
"I understand, Kenisha. I just thought that if I lubricated your inhibitions with enough alcohol and your ass with enough K-Y jelly, that I could slowly and gently introduce you to anal sex." Taking a lesson from the reverend at church, raising his hand high in the air and tilting back his head, as if speaking to his congregation, he put more exuberance into his sexual speech to convince his wife to have anal sex with him. "We could broaden our sexual enjoyment of one another's bodies and expand our erotic excitement by opening up another perfect pathway to pure pleasure."
"Perfect pathway to pure pleasure my ass. For you, maybe, but not for me," said Kenisha. "Where do you get this bullshit anyway, no pun intended?"
"Precisely, what I'm saying. Anal sex is pure pleasure and your ass is the perfect pathway to our increased sexual delight," said Marcus with a satisfied smile, as if he was victorious in saving souls for Heaven.
"Fuck you, Marcus. You're not fucking me up the ass with your cock, your finger, or your foot, and that's that."
"Kinky," said Marcus, "I never thought about fucking your ass with my foot, akin to fisting, I imagine. I'm sure there's someone out there into that, perhaps those crazy Japanese," he said with a laugh. "Judging from all their videos, they're into everything."
"Eww, Marcus, you're sick."
"Kidding Kenisha. Just kidding about fucking you up the ass with my foot or about fisting you, that is, unless you wanted me to and unless you'd let me try you may--"
"No anal sex and no fisting, Marcus. Do you hear me? Matter of fact, get away from my ass. Remove your hand from my ass. Step away from my ass. Now! I mean it."
"Okay, okay, no nothing, but the same old, same old. I get it," said Marcus throwing his hands up in the air. "I do."
In an anal sex standoff, they both fell silent. With her arms crossed beneath her breasts and in a closed body stance, as if protecting herself from his potential possible penetration, Kenisha gave her husband a long and thoughtful look, while now wondering about his past.
"What about you?"
As if a waist down naked video played through her mind of her husband, as if he was the Devil himself burning in Hell and forced to have anal sex for the rest of eternity, she imagined Marcus having anal sex with a bevy of naked, willing, old, and decrepit black women.
"What about me?" Marcus looked at his wife with curiosity. "What do you mean, what about me?"
"Apparently, for you to so pressure me about anal sex, you've had anal sex before?"
"Yes, of course, I've had anal sex before. Who hasn't? I've had anal sex lots of times, that is, before I met you, of course," he said snidely.
"Eww," she said figuring as much.
"Anal sex is no big deal, Kenisha, in the way that you obviously think it is. I mean, it is a big deal to me to have anal sex, but it's not the forbidden sexual position that you, no doubt, think that it is," he said looking at her to see if she was softening. "A better birth control method than abstention and the pill, people have been having anal sex for centuries. All through history--"
"Tell me this then," said Kenisha looking at him, as if he was perversely demented, "would you rather have anal sex than normal sex?"
"Normal sex? As far as I'm concerned, anal sex is normal sex," he said with a laugh. "Depending on the person and the situation, yeah, sometimes, I'd prefer having anal sex than fucking someone in the missionary position or doing it doggie style."
"How many times?"
"How many times, what?"
"How many times have you had anal sex?"
"Gees, I don't know, Kenisha. I didn't keep count every time I boned someone up the ass. Dozens of times, probably."
"With one partner?"
"No, with dozens of women and a few men," said Marcus with downcast eyes. "I went out to the clubs every Friday and Saturday night and there were a lot of hoochie mamas wearing short, tight blow me dresses with no panties willing and ready to do the down, dirty, and nasty with me."
"Say what? Excuse me," she said sticking out her hip with attitude and putting her hand to it.
"What do you mean, what?" Marcus looked up at his wife.
"Wait," she said holding up her hand, as if it was a mini stop sign. "Back up. Hold on. You had anal sex with dozens of women and a few men? Did you say that you had anal sex with a few men?" She gave him a hard look. "You allowed some Dudes to fuck you up the ass?"
"Actually, in the way that you're denying me your ass now, I never allowed anyone to fuck me up the ass. They just did," said Marcus defensively.
"What do you mean they just did? Someone just came along behind you, pulled down your pants, bent you over, and stuck his cock up your ass?"
"Yeah, pretty much, but I was drunk and in a holding cell in county jail, at the time, with two, big, white dudes, a couple of real rednecks, who were determined to have their wicked way with me. I was awakened from one humping me from behind and the other humping me in front."
"Eww, so gross, they forced you to blow them, too?"
"Yeah, they did. Then, there was that Reverend Allen giving me money, alcohol, and drugs, a powerful, determined, and sadistic man, when I was in the college choir, which may explain why I'm into anal sex now," he said with sadness.
"Eww. Gross. I'm so sorry, Marcus."
"Yeah, well, being the Reverend's cum vessel for a short while, before experiencing my own version of Deliverance by sucking some redneck's cock, while being fucked up the ass by another white, southern farmhand, wasn't as horrible as I thought it would be."
"Say what? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Huh? Having gay sex wasn't as horrible as you thought it would be? Is that what you just said? What are you going to tell me next, that you're gay?"
"No, of course not. I'm not gay. Absolutely not. You just do what you have to do, while in prison to survive."
"Prison? I hardly call being held overnight in a drunk tank surviving prison, Marcus."
"It was dark and I was sleeping. They were a lot bigger and tougher than me. I was afraid they'd hurt me, if I didn't submit to their sexual will," he said. "Better to give up my ass and give them my mouth, than for them to beat me, hurt me, and/or take my life."
"You'd better walk the straight and narrow, Marcus, and not do the crime because, obviously, you can't do the time. You'd never survive prison. For you not to slap Reverend Allen silly and for you not to fight off those rednecks, you'd be someone's bitch in jail, for sure."
"That's easy for you to say, but if someone tried raping you, I wonder if you'd resist or relent." Marcus looked at his wife. "Haven't you ever been sexually assaulted by someone and touched against your will?"
"No, never," she said, while thinking of Mr. Johnson forcing himself on her and having his wicked way with her. She wanted to say that it depends on the person, but she didn't. "That is, unless I'm having my sexual fantasy of a gangbang, while getting myself off with my vibrator. My worst nightmare in real life would be for two or more men to strip me naked and gangbang me, one from the front and one from behind. It's exciting for me to fantasize about being stripped naked and gangbanged, while masturbating, but not to actually experience that and survive that in real life. Just a sexual fantasy, of course, I don't want anyone's cock in my mouth or in my pussy, but your cock, Marcus. And including your cock, Marcus, I don't want anyone's cock up my ass."
"Wait. Hold on. Back up, baby. Start from the beginning. I missed that part about you fantasizing about being stripped naked and gangbanged. What did you just say about a gangbang being your sexual fantasy? You think about being gangbanged, when you're masturbating. Seriously? Are you kidding me? Wow, Kenisha, hot mama, I had no idea."
"Sure. Why not? Women have sexual fantasies, too. It's no big deal. It's just my sexual fantasy. Just because I think about it, doesn't mean that I'd actually want to be stripped naked and gangbanged, Marcus. I'd never have multiple lovers stripping off my clothes to touch me, feel me, fondle me, caress me, finger me, lick me, and fuck me all at the same time, while forcing me to be their sexual slave," she said swooning, as if she was experiencing her sexual fantasy now, while being stripped naked and gangbanged.
"Interesting," said Marcus studying his wife, as if he was imagining his wife with a cock in her mouth, a cock in her hand, and another one up her ass. "So, let me ask you a question," he said, obviously, controlling his urge to strip her naked and fuck her up the ass. "If I could arrange something like that for you, a gangbang with a few of my closest friends and even invite Mr. Johnson over, while I watched, of course, would you--"
"Would I what? Would I entertain you by fucking and sucking your perverted friends and our church going neighbor? Certainly not! Over my dead body, Marcus," said Kenisha staring at him with hostility. "Have you lost your mind? What's wrong with you? First you want to fuck me up the ass and now you want to pimp me out to your friends and our neighbor for a gangbang. Have you absolutely no respect for me?" Kenisha gave her husband a hard, long look.
"Sorry, Kenisha, I didn't mean that in the way that it sounded and in the way that you took it. After you inadvertently shared your sexual fantasy with me, I just thought that I could make your fantasy come true, by sharing my sexual fantasy with you."
"Having a bunch of men strip me naked and gangbang me is your sexual fantasy?"
"Oh, God, yes," said Marcus, he said clutching his heart and closing his eyes, as if he was about to cum. "I'd love nothing better than to watch three of four of my best friends, strip you naked and fill every one of your holes with their cocks."
"Eww! You're a very sick man, Marcus. Thanks, but no thanks. Don't do me any favors in expecting me to do your friends in a gangbang," she Kenisha looking at her husband and waving a shocked hand at him in sexual disbelief.
"So, let me get this straight, Kenisha," persevered Marcus, even though he was already on thin ice with his wife. "Do you mean to say that you never sucked another man's cock, before you sucked my cock," said Marcus staring at his wife, while waiting for her response.
"I'm not saying that at all. I've sucked plenty of cocks. Judging by how much I enjoy sucking your cock, you should know how much I love giving blowjobs, baby," she said, while reaching down to feel his erection through his pants. "There was even a time in my life, where I even loved receiving facials and cum baths. Sometimes, especially with some men that I'm not as attracted to, men who wouldn't take no for an answer after a date, men who turned a goodnight kiss into a wrestling match, I'd rather suck their cock than to fight them and fuck them, so I did."
"That's interesting that you wouldn't fuck a man that you're not attracted to but you'd blow him. Well, if you love sucking cocks so much, then why won't you let me fuck you up the ass?"
"One has nothing to do with the other, Marcus," she said looking at him with a sour look, as if having just taken a bite out of a lemon. "I don't know about you, but in my book, sucking cocks and ass fucking are two different things."
"Sex is sex, Kenisha. It's just sex. Sex is no big deal," said Marcus with a shrug. "Actually, since we're married and in love, anal sex is just another way to make love and to express our love for one another."
"Yeah, well, maybe sex is no big deal to you, but it's a big deal to me. I don't have sex with just anyone. Anal sex may be another way to make love for you, but it's not another way to make love for me. I'd rather you express your love by buying me flowers or taking me out to dinner than trying to fuck me up the ass. Besides," she said putting her hand to her hip and waving her finger in his face, "now that I think about it, when are you going to toss my salad, sucker?"
"Toss your salad? What does tossing your salad have to do with us discussing anal sex?"
"Everything. If sex is sex to you than ass is ass to me. You want me to do something for you, by having you fuck me in the ass, yet, you won't do anything for me, by tossing my salad," she said staring. "So, I ask you again," said Kenisha putting a hand to her hip again and waving her finger in her face in the way of a windshield wiper at high speed. "When are you going to toss my salad?"
"I'd rather not," said Marcus in a mumble.
"Say what? You'd rather not? Is that what you just said? Umm-hmm! Then, I'd rather not have anal sex with you," she said giving more authority to what she said by staring at her husband longer, before punctuating the ending with an ultimatum at the end of her manicured index finger. "When you toss my salad, bitch, is when I'll have anal sex with you," said Kenisha with a victorious smile, knowing full well that her husband would never toss her salad in the way that she'd never have anal sex with him.
"That's not fair, Kenisha," said Marcus looking at her, as if he was just outwitted and he was.
"Fair? Tell me about fair. Even though I've hinted at it and came out and asked you to toss my salad, you never have. I understand if you have an aversion to licking the inside of my ass, just as you should understand my inability to have anal sex with you or with anyone, but you don't."
"Sorry, Kenisha, but I am averse to sticking my tongue up your ass. Nothing personal. It's the physical ramifications of putting my tongue up your anal cavity and licking the inside of your ass that is so disgustingly deplorable to me. Imagining my tongue coated brown, I fear that if I tried, I'd probably vomit."



"I'm clean, Marcus," said Kenisha showing some offensive.
"That's not it, Kenisha. The thoughts of tossing your salad, licking you where you shit, just disgusts me. Wishing I was wearing a gas mask and a hazmat suit, I've seen and smelled some of your dumps, when you've forgotten to flush the toilet."
"You have not. I always flush the toilet."
"Nasty, they're just nasty, Kenisha. You need to stay away from that bean dip that you so love," said Marcus with a laugh.
"So, lemme get this straight, Marcus," said Kenisha ignoring his insult and waving her finger in his face again. "You'd willingly stick your finger up my ass."
"Yes, I would, of course," said Marcus. "I'd do that right now, if you'd allow me. You have such a wonderful ass," he said rubbing and cupping her sweet ass through her skirt.
"And you can't wait to stick your cock up my ass," said Kenisha.
"Oh, my God, yes, that's true, too. Absolutely. Only, instead of just sticking my cock up your ass, I'd buried my cock in your sweet, round ass, baby, while humping you so very hard," said Marcus and stomping his foot, as if he was giving his soul to Jesus in church. "Lord Almighty, I can't wait to fuck you up the ass, girl, while holding onto your big tits."
"Yet, there's no way that you'd stick your tongue up my ass to toss my salad."
"Sadly, Kenisha, no. Sorry. I just can't bring myself to do that," said Marcus with his ego deflated, no doubt, after his balloon burst, when it was apparent that Kenisha wasn't ever about to have anal sex with him.
"Well, then Marcus, it appears that we are at an anal standoff. I won't allow you to fuck me up the ass and you refuse to toss my salad."
"Apparently so," said Marcus with a long, silent pause. "You know, Kenisha, if I may, let me throw something out there."
"If you may? Sounds like you've been hanging around your white co-workers too much," she said laughing.
"Just a thought," he said putting a finger to his forehead, as if about to state a scientific or a medical revelation.
"What?" As if reading his one-track mind, she appeared to know what he was going to say.
"Now, don't take this the wrong way," said Marcus treading cautiously, while watching his wife carefully.
"Go ahead, continue Marcus but, as a warning, chose your words very carefully. I don't want to have to drive you to the emergency room again and sit there for hours, while waiting to be seen by a doctor."
"Emergency room? Say what?"
"Just say what it is you have on your mini-mind, Marcus, but mind your words," she said furrowing her brow with the rage that slowly brewed inside, before erupting in the way of a volcano. He should have known that, when a sister was denied given anything by her man, in this case, a good ass licking, he needs to not only measure his words but also be careful for what he asks.
"Now don't take this the wrong way, Kenisha, as I've never cheated on you before and never would but, if you won't allow me to fuck you up the ass," he said pausing, while watching her reaction.
"Yes. If I won't allow you to fuck me up the ass, then what?
"Then, I know someone who'd love for me to fuck her up the ass."
"You do? How coincidental for you," said Kenisha feigning a smile, while shooting her husband a wary look. "And who might that lucky lady be, who'd love to have your cock up her ass?" She looked at him with suppressed rage.
Perhaps, as if wondering if he should reveal the identity of the woman, who'd willingly have anal sex with him, he paused again, this time longer. Then, in a act of lunacy or bravery, he confessed the identity of the woman, who'd willingly have anal sex with him.
"Latoya," he said nearly in a soft whisper, as if he were a ghost whispering her name from one dimension to another.
"Pardon? Sorry, I didn't hear you, Marcus," said Kenisha looking a bit agitated with the possible realization that she was looking at a dead man. "I must have been hearing things, but it almost sounded, as if you said Latoya."
"I did. Latoya would willingly have anal sex with me."
"Latoya?" Standing erect and raising her eyebrows, as if she had just witnessed a horrible accident, a murder of a black man in her kitchen, Kenisha looked at her man, as if he was a rapist, a dead rapist. "My baby sister, Latoya?"
"Yes," he said timidly, while taking a step back from the reach of his wife.
"Lord almighty, oh, Dear God, Heaven help me," said Kenisha clasping her hands together and looking up at the ceiling, as if the Lord Jesus Christ was suspended there waiting to answer her prayers. "Give me the strength not to kill this poor fool, for he knows not the fury that will surely befall his pitiful body, if he dared to fuck my sister up her ass." Done praying and making her peace with God, she signed herself, before returning her focused attention to her husband. "And pray tell, how would you happen to know that my baby sister would love for you to fuck her up her ass?" She feigned another smile, while waiting for him to answer her question.
"Well, and don't get mad but, after the barbeque--"
"The barbeque where my tits fell out of my tube top?" She stood as stiff as the church going woman that she is, when someone takes the Lord's name in vain on a Sunday and in her presence.
"Yes, one and the same."
"The barbeque where everyone saw my boobs, when you asked me to jump up and down because you wanted to see something?"
She suddenly remembered Marcus flashing Mr. Johnson her D cup breasts, her pussy, and her ass, when she bent down to pull up her panties. She wondered if he got a good, long look at her nakedness. She wondered what he thought of her nearly nude body. She wondered what he'd do and/or say the next time he saw her out sunbathing, while Marcus was at work. Now, she couldn't wait to accidentally on purpose flash him her tits again.
"Yes, that's the one."
"The barbeque where, even my husband didn't come to my rescue to save me from being so embarrassed from being so exposed?"
"C'mon, baby, you should have nothing to be embarrassed about. You have beautiful breasts."
"Whatever," she said with a wave of her hand. "Go ahead, Marcus and tell me about my sister, but be careful what you say," said Kenisha, while fingering the handle of a heavy cast iron frying pan. "As her big sister, the one who raised her from a baby, the closest one she has to a mother, just be respectfully mindful of your words."
"Well," said Marcus, no doubt, by the long pauses, already editing what he was going to say. "We were in the kitchen dancing to music. We both had a little too much to drink. Then, Latoya turned around and was bumping, rubbing, and grinding her backside against my cock."
"And hopefully, your cock was still in your pants, I imagine," said Kenisha wrapping her fingers around the handle of the frying pan. "Correct?" She said the word, as if biting it.
"Of course, Kenisha. Latoya is your baby sister. I ain't no dirty dog that would be disrespectin' your family like that. I wouldn't--"
"Umm-hmm. Continue, Marcus. I'm suddenly fascinated to hear what happened between you and my sister."
"All I'm saying is that your sister was dirty dancing with me," he said taking a step back.
"Um-hmm, and you were just an innocent bystander humping my sister's ass. Is that it?"
"Exactly," said Marcus appearing happily relieved that his wife understood his actions were totally innocent. "No, I mean, we were dancing and I may have accidentally humped, rubbed, bumped, and grinded into her a few times."
"And where were your hands, while you were accidentally humping, rubbing, bumping, and grinding my sister's ass. Lord," she said looking up at the ceiling again, "please have this poor fool tell me that his hands were in his pant pockets and not on my sister's ass."
"Well, to be honest, Kenisha, she was vibrating her hips so hard and so fast that I feared she was going to hurt herself. You know, throw out her back. I may have reached out to--"
"To what, Marcus? Did you suddenly think that you were a holy man and could save my sister from throwing out her back by putting a hand to her? Did you put a hand to my sister? Did you feel my sister's ass? Was that what you were doing with my sister? Were you feeling her ass, Marcus, while accidentally bumping, rubbing, and grinding your cock in her butt?"
"Hell no, Kenisha. I was just trying to stop her from unmercifully teasing me, is all, baby. I swear."
Not believing anything that he said, but deciding against, denting his head with the frying pan, Kenisha looked at her man with hostility.
"Well, not a breach of confidence, as she freely tells everyone, I happen to know that my sister is into anal sex. We've discussed that in the past and I told her that I'm not into anal sex," she said with a shrug. "You're not a child anymore, Marcus. You're a man. If you're intent on fucking my sister up the ass and if she's agreeable to having you fuck her up the ass, then feel free to have anal sex with her. I can't stop you from being the dirty dog that you are, but I'd rather you fuck her in front of my face than lying about not having fucked her behind my back. I can live with that, so long as you keep your cock in the family and so long as you're not fucking anyone else, especially one of my girlfriends, up the ass."
"Wow! Thank you, Kenisha. You're a very understanding wife," said Marcus giving his wife a kiss on the cheek and a condescending pat on the ass.
"I am very understanding, Marcus," she said with a white toothy smile, "so long as you understand, while you're fucking my sister up her ass, your brother will be tossing my salad."
"Say what? My brother?"
"Yes."
"Andre would toss your salad?"
"Yes."
"Really?"
"Yes."
Marcus looked at his wife.
"Andre? Seriously?"
"Yes. Yes," said Kenisha.
"And how do you know that my brother would toss your salad?" Pushing his head back, as if a turtle sticking his head back in its shell, Marcus looked at his woman with apparent new sexual excitement.
"Because after you had me jumping up and down like the foolish and obedient wife that I am and after your dirty dog of a brother saw my tits, while you were accidentally bumping, rubbing, and grinding against my sister's ass, we were fooling around a little in the deep, dark end of the pool."
"So, that's where you disappeared. I wondered where you went. I thought you were in the house making drinks for everyone. Instead, you were fooling around with my brother in the pool. Nice," he said with as much sexual excitement, then he had when he flashed their neighbor her tits.
"Don't be calling my kettle black, when your kettle is the same color. Besides, just two drunken fools having a good time, nothing more happened than just a little touchy feely. I was touching his cock through his bathing suit and he was feeling my tits through my bikini top, while we were kissing."
"After your confession about blowjobs, you probably would have sucked my brother, if given the chance."
"I may have," she said with an embarrassed giggle. "He got me all hot and bothered enough that I may have taken his cock in my mouth had we been alone longer."
"Did you?"
"Did I what?"
"Did you suck my brother?"
"No," she said dreamy eyed and looking as if she wished she had. "And you would have fucked my sister up her ass, if given the chance. Correct?"
"I may have, had I had the opportunity," he said with a lusty laugh, while nodding his head, as if he was already in the process of humping Latoya.
"Did you?"
"Did I what?"
"Did you fuck my sister up her ass?"
"Hell no," he said with guilt, while looking as if he had. "Well, with you making out in the pool with my brother and touching him, while he was feeling you, that still doesn't tell me that my brother would have any interest in tossing your salad."
"Actually, whispering in my ear, when we were frolicking in the pool, he confessed that he'd like to lick me everywhere," she said rubbing the goose bumps that suddenly appeared on her arms. "Encouraged by his confession, I said, you know, Andre, my sexual fantasy is to have my salad tossed."
"And what did he say?" Marcus looked at his wife with shocked excitement.
"I'd do that for you, Kenisha. I'd toss your salad, so long as you sucked my cock," she said shamelessly to her husband.
"Suck his cock? Oh, yeah? And what did you say to him, Kenisha?"
"I'd suck your cock Andre, so long as you tossed my salad," said Kenisha.
"Well, it seems that you've found your perfect partner then, in my younger brother, Andre, Kenisha," said Marcus with obvious jealousy.
"Just as you've found your perfect partner in my baby sister, Latoya, Marcus," said Kenisha with resignation.
Neither one spoke for a while, until Marcus said what Kenisha was, no doubt, thinking.
"Are you as excited as I am at the prospects of broadening our sexual circle to include your sister and my brother?"
"I am, only, do we dare?" Kenisha looked at her husband with foreboding. "I'm agreeable to you anally fucking my sister, that is, so long as my sister is agreeable to being anally taken by you and so long as you do that with me in the same room. As I said before, I'd rather you do that in front of me, than behind my back. Wondering where you are at night, when gone from my bed, not wanting you to do anything behind my back, I don't want any man of mine being a cheating and lying dirty dog."
"Okay. Then, I'm agreeable to having my brother licking you everywhere and tossing your salad and you sucking his cock, so long as you do that with me present in the room, too. I don't know if it excites you in the way that it excites me, but I'd love to watch another man, especially my brother, having sex with you, my woman."
"Agreed, then," said Kenisha showing as much sexual excitement, as Marcus, no doubt, felt at the thought of fucking Latoya anally, as she felt to finally have her salad tossed.
"So long as my sister and your brother are in agreement, we'll arrange for a swapping session with the four of us in the same room," said Kenisha. "I'll call my sister and you call your brother."
"Agreed."
The next week, with Latoya agreeing to having anal sex with Marcus and Andre agreeing to licking Kenisha everywhere, including tossing her salad, after she sucked his cock, the four of them, Marcus & Kenisha & Andre & Latoya took their places in Marcus and Kenisha's master bedroom. Akin to the sexy scenario in the movie Bob & Carol & Ted & Alice, Kenisha felt awkward being in her bedroom and in bed with husband, her baby sister and, Lord have mercy, her young enough of a brother-in-law to officially make her a cougar. With dirty, nasty sex on her mind and doing the dirty, nasty deed with her brother-in-law, the only thing that preserved her family relationship from becoming one of perverse, incestuous sexual depravity was that she was still fully dressed and could come to her senses and change her mind. Yet, knowing full well why she was there in her bedroom with her brother-in-law, for the same reasons that her sister and husband were there, too, the sudden feelings of lust, whether incestuous of not, that she felt for her husband's brother, went beyond all modicums of decorum in how a sister-in-law should ever feel about her brother-in-law.
More than a bit awkward at first, as Marcus and Kenisha had remained faithful to their wedding vows, pillow talk about having sex with Andre was one thing but to actually do it, while knowing full well that it would be something remembered for the rest of her life, was quite another thing. If she went through with having sex with her brother-in-law, if she sucked Andre's cock, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and allowed him to toss her salad, how could she face him at all the family gatherings? How could she ever look him in the eye again? Years later, how would she feel knowing that her husband's brother saw her naked, touched her where no brother-in-law should ever touch his sister-in-law, while knowing that she allowed him to cum in her mouth and lick her ass?
Yet, immediately setting the mood and erasing all fears of tomorrow with the lust that she felt today, when Marcus started kissing Latoya, a younger, prettier, and shapelier version of Kenisha, the action between the two so closely related couples quickly heated up. Deciding to watch first, Kenisha and Andre watched Latoya and Marcus touching, feeling, caressing, groping, and making out. With each unbuttoned button that Marcus unbuttoned of Latoya's blouse, the point of no return quickly approached. Then, with her blouse unbuttoned, her tits out of her front snapping bra, her short skirt hiked up to her waist, and her panties pulled down around her ankles, it didn't take long for Marcus to nearly strip Latoya nearly naked. With Kenisha no longer praying to God for his mercy, the Devil was in the room with them that night.
Kenisha watched Latoya take Marcus's cock in her hand to finger the head of his big, stiff prick, while slowly stroking him, before taking him in her mouth. For what she'd kill another black sister for so doing, if ever catching some bitch with her man, she allowed her sister by blood to suck her husband's cock. Suddenly, Mary J. Blige's song popped in her head, "I'm Goin' Down," while she watched her baby sister suck her husband's cock.
Seeing Marcus's cock in her sister's mouth, the image of Latoya lips stretched around his big prick, while going down on her husband was surreal. She watched Marcus feel Latoya's big tits, squeeze her ass, and finger her pussy. Intently, she watched her baby sister stroke her husband's cock, while sucking her husband's prick. With her real live jealousy mixed with her raw sexual excitement, going back and forth from cupidity for her man to lust for his brother, she was sexually high with amorous emotions.
The look on Marcus's face was all telling. Without doubt, with his head back and his eyes closed, a huge understatement, he was having the sexual time of his life. While watching her sister suck his cock, a real professional, she wondered how someone so young could learn such commanding cock sucking skills so early in life. Knowing that she went clubbing every weekend, she wondered just how many cocks her baby sister sucked to have such a powerful hold over her husband. Then, when Marcus spun Latoya around and positioned her to take her anally, Latoya got on her knees and willingly lifted and poised her ass in the air awaiting Marcus to fuck her. So much in the way of a quarterback receiving a pass from his center, Marcus positioned himself behind her and gradually and gently filled Latoya's asshole with his cock.
While watching the sexual anal act, Kenisha felt a twinge of remorse that she should be the one sexually satisfying her man and not her sister. In a slow hump and a forceful trust, her husband's cock was deep inside of her sister's ass and, as if they were dogs in heat, the sight of Marcus and Latoya so joined together as one was a sight she'd never forget. As if they were watching a porn movie, Kenisha and Andre watched Marcus fuck Latoya from behind. Slamming his cock in her, banging her head into the mattress, they were really going at one another now. Her first time seeing anyone taken from behind, the fact that the players were her sister and her husband, the sexual sight was one to behold.
Then, when Andre started kissing and touching Kenisha, while she felt his growing cock through his pants, it didn't take the two of them long to catch up to Latoya and Marcus's sexual passion. She saw Marcus watch his brother unbutton and remove her blouse. The fact that she knew Marcus was watching gave her even greater sexual excitement. She made out with Andre, while he felt her firm breasts and fingered her big nipples through her bra. Then, when he unhooked her bra and released her tits to his horny hands, she unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped his pants. Allowing Andre to strip her nearly naked, but for her panties, Kenisha allowed Andre access to her nearly nude body with his hands and tongue. Then, sticking her hand down his boxer shorts, she fondled and stroked his cock to an erection, before she leaned down to take him in her mouth, while looking up at Marcus to make sure that he saw that she had his brother's cock in her mouth.



Marcus briefly stopped humping Latoya to watch his wife blow his brother. As if she was a bought and paid for professional, Kenisha was really sucking him now and, as promised, as soon as Andre exploded cum in Kenisha's mouth and she swallowed, he pulled down her panties. Beginning by licking and fingering her pussy, he continued paying homage to her cunt, until she had an orgasm from him eating her, before turning her around to lick her ass. Wanting to experience her husband toss her salad for so long, she was alive with screams of pure orgasmic pleasure, as soon as her husband's brother licked her ass. As soon as Kenisha had another orgasm, Andre turned her around and mounted her, while Marcus did the same to Latoya again. As if the two couples were in a fucking contest, Marcus fucked Latoya's ass, while Andre fucked Kenisha's pussy.
With Marcus fucking Latoya's ass and Andre fucking Kenisha's pussy, after cumming in her mouth and licking her ass, everything was perfect. Everything was perfect, that is, until, in an act of total erotic excitement and sexual depravity, Marcus spun Latoya around, positioned himself between the back of her black legs, and started licking the inside of her ass, as if she was a decadent, chocolate dessert. With Latoya moaning in pleasure, Marcus was going to town on her ass with his tongue, while fucking her with his finger. The one thing that he could do to ruin a perfect evening, he was tossing his sister-in-law's salad, after refusing to toss his wife's salad.
Oh, my God! Kenisha couldn't believe her eyes. When she saw her husband tossing her sister's salad, after he confessed that he was averse to tossing her salad, she allowed Andre to go where no man has ever gone before. Oh, yeah. With no turning back now, turning around and surrendering her ass to him, bumping, rubbing, humping, and grinding her ass into his cock, she gave him the green light to take her anally and he did. Applying a finger full of K-Y jelly, he slowly slid his cock inside of her ass, before humping her faster, harder, and deeper. Enjoying the ass fucking, as much as Andre, Kenisha was moaning in sexual pleasure and orgasmic delight.
"Fuck me, Andre. Fuck me up my ass. I want to feel your cock inside of me. Take me from behind, Andre. Fuck me harder! Fuck me faster! Fuck me deeper! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Now, with Kenisha initiated into having and enjoying anal sex, she included anal sex, as part of her love making with her husband. With Marcus no longer averse to tossing a salad, he included licking Kenisha's ass, as part of his love making. After that night of outrageous sex with her brother-in-law and Marcus with his sister-in-law, it didn't take long for Andre to hookup with Latoya.
Now married with children, the two couples enjoy vacationing together and occasionally getting together anally again, as a foursome, while on vacation.
THE END
Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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Always an early riser, Mary loved walking her gated community for the exercise and fresh air. The sights and sounds of noisy geese flying in formation overhead peppered with the other sights and sounds of nature, chipmunks and squirrels scrounging for food, along with hawks eying their kill and crows scavenging for anything dead to eat, were diversions that she always enjoyed seeing and watching, but not today. Today, on a mission, more focused on walking as fast as she could, her wonderment of nature was replaced by the anticipated sexual satisfaction of herself. If she could drive to where she needed to go, she would, but there was no place to park her car. If she could run to her destination, as she used to, when she was younger, she'd sprint at a World's record pace to get there in her hurry.
Such a long time ago, when she had that kind of energy to run as fast as a deer through the forest without falling, if only she was younger, she'd make the changes in her life then that would have surely given her a better life now. Knowing what she knows now, now that she's alone with no one in her life, her only regret, she would have married and had children. The only time her thoughts turn to remorse over not marrying was when she ran into her 28-year-old neighbor, Sam, who lived next door with his dog, Snowball, a cute, little, fluffy white Bichon Frise.
A quality young, good looking man, he'd be the type who'd interest her. Yet, realistically, with nearly forty years differences in their ages, every time she thought of Sam in that way, old enough to nearly be his grandmother, she felt ashamed, embarrassed, and ridiculous. However her feelings of shame, whenever she thought of Sam in that way, she felt sexually excited. Inspiring thoughts she thought were forgotten, she felt wickedly wild every time she saw him. Wishing she could make love to him, she felt like a sexual cougar. Whenever she thought of Sam in that way, she touched herself, fingering her nipples and dipping her finger in her warm wetness, while rubbing her bean, before feeling sad that their union would never be.
Separated in life by two, long, life altering generations, what would someone like him want with someone like her? She was too old and he was so young. Yet, had she met someone like him in her youth, without a doubt, he'd be the one she'd marry. Nonetheless, tempted enough by his good looks and her horniness, in the way Mrs. Robinson seduced Benjamin Braddock in the Graduate, wondering what he'd do, invite her in or turn her away, she fantasized about knocking at his back door naked, holding only a bottle of wine.
Preoccupied with other sexual thoughts, with her feelings more focused on what waited for her in the forest than on Sam, she no longer took her leisurely stroll through the woods to soothe her mind and heal her soul. Desperate to get there, today was uniquely different than all the other days that she took her morning constitutional. Normally going for a leisurely, albeit brisk walk around the landscaped paths that snaked through her community complex of lavish townhomes and that were beautified with lush greenery, her walk ended at the duck pond.
Having lived here for several years, she never knew they had a duck pond. Now, while thinking how different she wished her life was, she'd sit on a bench feeding the ducks bits of bread she brought with her in her pocket. Tired of being so alone and living alone, no doubt, her life would have been so much better with the inclusion and accompaniment of a man, a friend, a partner, and a lover all rolled into one. Only, resigned to live alone, after having given up her search for her white knight years ago, unable to ever find such a man, she was now too old, too tired, and too disinterested in sex to continue to look. Yet, today, forgetting about her loneliness and her sexual frustration, when thinking about Sam, with the knowledge of what was waiting for her at the end of her hike at the duck pond, she quickened her pace.
On a mission to rendezvous with her lover, Mary walked to the pond to have deeply probing, purely penetrating, and unadulterated wanton sex, the kind of sex that every woman wished they could have, especially with a phantom lover, one that she doesn't even know his name. If only her priest knew the sexual slut she had so quickly become, she'd be so embarrassed. Promising to say extra Hail Mary prayers and put a little more money in the collection plate, she struggled not to feel so damn guilty over something that felt so extraordinarily good.
"Oh, my God. I can't wait to make love to him. I can't wait for him to take me and to fuck me. I can't wait to feel him inside of me. He makes me feel so alive. He makes me feel so young and so wanted. I hope he's still there waiting for me," she said already glistening with as much perspiration from walking at a very fast pace, as she felt moist from her secreting vagina, when thinking about having sex with her mystery lover.
In the way that she now preferred, wanted, and needed to have sex without all the complications, there were no introductions and no names. Without having commitments, there were no broken promises, apologies, and excuses. With no reason to see one another again, unless she wanted to, and boy did she ever want to have sex with her lover again, she and he, whoever he was, were free to come and go as they pleased. Yet, even though she tried acting so cavalierly cosmopolitan about her shocking new sexual behavior and random albeit erotically exciting love affair, had he suddenly disappeared and if he wasn't there, when she arrived, she'd be inconsolably devastated.
Yet, never wanting him to leave, fortunately for her and for now, he stayed. Perhaps, he enjoyed her as much as she enjoyed him. Perhaps, he didn't care that she was an older, mature woman. She didn't know. He never said. Whenever she wanted to see him again, as if he could read her mind, he'd be waiting there for her, even if it was in the middle of the night, which is the time she went there last night and here she is going back again this morning.
A shameless whore, with nothing on her mind but him giving her an orgasm, suddenly feeling so much like the sexual slut that she has become, she didn't care. So much better than having sex at a swingers' function, not that she's a swinger, she isn't, or has ever had sex with a swinger, she hasn't, but she imagined it was. Yet, after forty years of not having sex, in the way that her sexual life has suddenly changed for the better, happening overnight, her feelings of sensuality and sexuality blossomed in a volcanic eruption. Running parallel to her sudden feelings of all things sexual, she imagined swingers at a swingers' party, the epitome of sensuality, sexuality, and forbidden debauchery, feeling the same way that she felt now, alive with passion and with sex. Not wanting to even know his name, not needing an introduction, she just wanted to feel the sexual excitement of the warm orgasm that he gave her throughout her entire body.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she said louder, while walking faster. As if she was a yogi chanting a mantra, she was preoccupied and possessed with sex, sex, sex, sex, sex. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
Dressed in just her sheer nightgown and fuzzy slippers, what she wore last night and the night before to see him, with her nipples already erect and her pussy moist from the sexual anticipation of him taking her, making love to her, and fucking her, if she could walk from her house to the pond naked without being seen by her neighbors, she would. Finally feeling free, sensually alive, and sexually invigorated, as if getting laid has given her an injection from the fountain of youth, in the way Jessica Tandy felt, when she played Alma Finley in Cocoon, this sudden revitalization of sexuality was her second chance at experiencing a fuller life. No longer looking at the duck pond, as just a small pool of water tucked away in the middle of a huge field, she's been having the best sex she ever had at the pond for a week. This pond, her fountain of youth, in the way that Ponce de Leon discovered his fountain of youth in Florida, six hundred years later and retired in Florida, Mary has discovered her own, private fountain of youth at the duck pond.
Never so much as getting a good look at her lover, she didn't know if he was a mere mortal man, a God, an Angel, a thing, or an Alien sent here from another universe and another planet for her personal use to make love to her and to pleasure her. Not really caring who he was, so long as he continued sexual pleasuring her, every time with him was better than the time before. So very happy, all that she knew was for the first time in four decades, she felt so sensual and sexual and she didn't care if some erotic extraterrestrial energy form ravished her, so long as he continued. If his far away planet is like that all the time, a sexual paradise of orgasmic pleasure, she'd rather be there than to stay here.
"Take me away. Take me with you. If you leave, don't go without me. Beam me up and take me aboard your starship, so long as you continue to give me wonderful orgasms with your beam of probing light."
Never having had sex in public, not caring who saw her naked body engulfed in sexual spasms, no longer shy about showing her ass, her tits, and/or her pussy, if her modesty and morals were her only price to pay for her sexual wickedness and pornographic pleasure, just the release of tension that she so needed, she'd have sex with this being every day, three times a day. As if aflame with sexual passion, never has she felt such delightful debauchery, when that glorious beam of warm light probes and enters her naked body, before flashing out of her every orifice. As if in a continual state of orgasmic pleasure, she imagined that pulling a long train in a swinger's gangbang wouldn't be as sexually fulfilling and orgasmicly satisfying, as it was making love to her alien lover. Always hoping for more, trusting him not to harm her or kill her, except for the first time, never has she felt fear from being so sexually used, emotionally abused, and physically violated. Giving herself of her own free will, her body is his to take and control. Her body, his personal vessel, is now just an empty shell without him.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Becoming more vocal as she neared the duck pond, she didn't care who heard her. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Not one to swear, as if possessed by her demonic lover, she quickly walked, while pounding her fist in her hand. As if walking to the steps that led up to the altar, where she'd be surely sacrificed, her only thought, dream, and desire was to have sex, deep, probing, all consuming sex that culminated in a mind altering, spine tingling, and toe curling orgasm, before she died. Never did she ever think that sex could be so mind controlling, life altering, and body consuming pleasurable.
"Make me cum. I want to cum. I need to cum. Take me. I'm yours," she said throwing her arms in the air, as she walked. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Whatever this thing is or whoever this being is, no longer in control of her senses, he or she has made her his bitch. His sexual slave to command, she'd walk a thousand miles to experience the full body pleasure that this Godly creature, Alien life form, angelic Angel, non-human entity, or demonic demon has given her. Without so much as him touching her or she touching him, never has she felt such sexual passion and pleasure, a sensual feeling that starts from within to glow out, as if she's a jack o'lantern filled with a halogen light at Halloween. Not even knowing if he was male, female, or sexless, just assuming that he was male, she didn't care what he was. As if he was already inside of her, injected by the sheer nuclear like energy of him, as if they were one, glowing with his power, she could feel him pulsating his orgasmic control inside of her. Even her dream man, Sam, never has she wanted anyone or anything, as she now wanted to have sex with her out of this world lover.
* * * * *
Watching the sun rise on a new day, the early morning, her favorite time of day to be out and about, Mary walked the wooded paths of her condo development each morning, just as dawn broke the horizon. Safe in this gated community, still dark, when she began her two mile hike, she loved the quiet solitude that the early morning hours afforded her. A Zen like luxury of meditation, a time when there was no one about, no joggers running their own, personal marathon races and no dogs pulling their owners on leashes to avoid, it was one of the few times of the day that she was alone with her thoughts.
The duck pond her only detour, two blue herons, three dozen ducks, and a gaggle of geese lived there, along with an annoying population of busy squirrels and squawking crows. Away from the main road, the pond was set back in the woods with its own private, little path and with a bench to sit on to contemplate nothing but nature. Because the path to the pond was so far away from the main road, few residents even knew the pond existed and never has she encountered anyone there to ruin her alone time, especially at that early morning hour. Only, typically seeing geese flying their V formation overhead, accustomed to seeing squirrels running helter-skelter through the grass, and hearing crows cawing their warnings of an intruder or a hawk, there was nothing that day but silence. It was so eerily quiet that the silence was startling obvious and frightening disconcerting. Weirdly and literally, the quiet before the storm, there were no blue herons, no geese, no deranged squirrels, no squawking crows, and no deadly hawks. As if there was a tropical depression looming and blowing in on the horizon, even the ducks knew enough to take shelter and were gone.
Never fearing this place before, with a feeling of foreboding now, while looking skyward for dark clouds, when her worse nightmare was waiting there before her down below in the duck pond, so preoccupied with looking up instead of down, she more worried of an impending storm than the doom that lurked down below at the bottom of the duck pond. Then, when she rounded the bend that led to the pond, she saw it and the sight of it startled her attention. In a circulating column of glowing green, a mesmerizing mist arose from the water with a hiss of vibrating energy. Appearing much like a chemistry experiment in a high school lab gone wrong, the closer she moved to the pond, the eerier the sight became. Yet, unable to look away, even though Mary's base instincts warned her to turn around and run to the safety of the main road, she didn't pay her natural animal instincts any mind. A big mistake that she later regretted before realizing how happy she was that she didn't listen to her inner voice and flee, as if hypnotized, she couldn't remove her stare from the glistening, glowing, and hissing, green mist.
She slowed her pace to get a better view from a safer distance but, instead of stopping, continuing forward, as if being pulled by a tow rope or by gravity, she felt compelled to walk closer to the water. Frozen in place by what she saw, the pond was aglow with shimmering water that continued from just below the surface to several feet above. A bit like looking into a lighted, albeit three dimensional swimming pool at night that created an optical illusion or a mirage, only the water was murkier and not as clear. Appearing as if spotlights had been placed beneath the surface of the water, the lights had a strobe-light effect on her, much in the way of a flashback, not unlike the time, when she had experimented with LSD in college, so long ago.
Allowing her imagination to run wild and discounting all that she thought, as soon as she thought it, in the way of a Stephen King supernatural or alien thriller, with the pond being big enough around and deep enough inside, she wondered if there was an Alien starship parked just below the surface of the water waiting and ready to take her and launch her into outer space. If only something as exciting would happen to spark her dull life, she'd welcome being taken by an alien being. Knowing there was something out there in the vast universe, other than her, not one to necessarily believe in God, the Devil, Angels, demons, the supernatural, and in aliens, barring any of the aforementioned, she figured there was a logical explanation for the water to rise and sparkle in such a way.
Perhaps, this was the resultant effect, after someone had dumped a hazardous chemical in the water. Perhaps, she should stand further back away, so as not to be sprayed and contaminated. Yet, on the pretense of a closer look to report the dumping incident, stepping closer to see, the watery light was not the kind of pulsing strobe light that she's accustomed to seeing at a nightclub. Rather, a mood altering beam that had an undulating glow with a probing kind of sexual rhythm to it that made her tingle and glisten all over, as if she was having a make out session with a man. Forsaking her caution of danger for sexual excitement, she felt compelled to step even closer.
Unable to resist the column of light, with the curiosity of a bookworm and the inquisition of a librarian, she couldn't stop staring. With interest driving her forward to identify the oddity, instead of fear telling her to flee, needing to know what it was that had her invaded her little community, she moved closer to the water and to the light. When she stepped too close, feeling as if she was being pulled forward by gravity from the cyclonic rotation of the uplifted water, already in a trance like state, she closed her eyes and lost all sense of herself, in the way that she had once been hypnotized by a hypnotist on stage. Putting her head back and stretching out her arms, as if an Native American Indian high on Peyote, she slowly moved to the beat of an imagined music that the misty light created in her head and that ran like a slow, burning fever through her body. No longer in control of her own body, she had given her will to the mist. Feeling the raw power of the energy, there was something sexually magical about the greenish mist of water that hovered in place over the pond and that made her suddenly so very horny.
Trebling with fear but destined by her curiosity and determined by her nature, her instinct screamed for her to get the heck out of there, but her legs and her feet were unable to obey her brain to leave. Now too late, she was doomed. With not another soul around at this early morning hour to help her should this thing turn out to be an Alien starship and shine a beam on her to take her away through the vast universe to another planet, a demonic demon to take her to Hell, or an Angel to fly her to Heaven, she remained so silently still. Still not knowing what it was to make the water sparkle and rise up so high at the duck pond, she no longer felt any real physical threat of danger, other than what she felt in her gut. With her not being a scientist to study the mist in the pond, but a retired librarian, she wasn't even sure what kind of help she even needed.
Suddenly, as if walking on water, somehow levitated over the pond, her feet were literally off the ground. Her toes, before the feeling ran through the rest of her body, were tingling. Already gone, following their instincts to fly away, even the birds and the squirrels knew enough to leave. When she saw that the birds and animals weren't there, she should have heeded that as her warning to flee. Feeling foolish that she didn't have the brain of a bird, already controlled by the mist, it was too late now for her to leave.
Realizing that she should be frightened to death, obviously because some force exerted enough control over her body to levitate her, she still wasn't afraid. As if a magic trick, as if evaporating from an acid bath, as if ten hands and 100 hundred fingers undressed her all at the same time, she watched her sneakers, her blouse, her pants, her bra, and her panty fade from view right before her eyes. She looked down at herself and watched as her clothes magically disappeared. Where did they go? Now naked, a prudish librarian, she wasn't embarrassed, but exhilarated with sexual excitement. Now so totally exposed, always so modest before, she didn't care, if it was one man or five men undressing her and stripping her naked. Now relinquishing control over her body, never experiencing those wicked thoughts as much before, she wanted sex.



As if standing naked in a tanning salon booth, the warmth of the beam that flowed through her body from the water below calmed her, soothed her aching bones, and removed her pains of arthritis. As if her skin was covered with tinker bells that sprinkled magical pixie dust all over her being, she felt a shimmering afterglow, the same feeling she felt, after just having sex and experiencing an orgasm. Feeling rejuvenated and more alive, as if she had just been shot with adrenaline, given a powerful vitamin, or just having had an orgasm, her body tingled and her inner being glowed, as if she was in the presence of God. With her age no longer a concern, if she had to guess her age now, in this mind altering, youthful state, she'd say she was twenty-something-years-old instead of sixty-something-years-old. So stimulating, she felt alive in a way she hasn't felt in decades. Is this how she'll feel, when she's dead? Is she dead? Now, suddenly a believer, maybe there is a God or some super being out there in this vast universe, after all.
After what seemed like a few minutes, yet was probably only a few seconds, Mary wondered, without really caring which, if she'd drop in the water or just continue to hover above the pond. She estimated that her body was three to four feet off the ground and she wasn't concerned about the water because it was only four or five feet deep where she floated and not more than eight or ten feet deep, at its deepest point. What caused some trepidation was that she hovered vertically, not horizontally, and that made her think, if she fell into the water she might injure her legs, break her hip, hurt her knee, sprain her ankle, and maybe put out her back, as well. Her only concern was that if she so hurt herself, not only wouldn't she be able to walk home but also she wouldn't be able to return here tomorrow.
A rather plain looking, quietly soft spoken, and reserved woman that many may have correctly guessed was a librarian and an old maid, Mary never really got much attention from men. Comfortably in her mid sixties, a bridesmaid and never a bride, but forever hopeful, sadly, her chance of having babies had long since passed. She was so lonely and even though it didn't seem probable, Mary still held fading hope that the right man would cross her path one day to sweep her off her feet, in the way that this alien levitated her over the water. Tired of being alone and lonely, she'd love to have a close companion, if only to go places and do things.
Never the casual sex type of woman, during her college days she had a couple of trysts with guys she dated for a while, but that ended, when they didn't want to be in a committed relationship with her. Once good looking enough and young enough to be so wanted and desired, both men had mentioned that they were shocked by her deep passion and in the way she made love. One said that she was the best lay he ever had and the another said she was a veritable sex machine. Their comments made her realize that she was just a piece of ass to them and they were incapable of understanding that she had given her most treasured self to them. Abruptly ending both relationships, forever searching for that one special man, who'd appreciate and commit to her, she's still secretly looking and hoping for him and for love.
After her college days, Mary, had only one serious love connection. She thought he wanted to marry her, have babies together, and live happily ever after. Only, what happens so often to so many women who fall in love, she made a critical error of trusting this man and not checking into his background. He was married, of course. Her brain told her that something was up when they never spent any weekends or holidays together. He'd make convincing excuses that he had to work or travel out of town. Because he was a salesman, on the surface, his excuses seemed plausible and, but for her suspicion, she didn't question that what he told her wasn't true.
Besides, giving more credibility to his lies, he always contacted her when he was out of town or working all night. He even gave her hotel telephone numbers, so that she could contact him. He did preface that with he was always in and out of the room and would sometimes be hard to reach. Because he always called her, taking him at his word, she never bothered to use the numbers he gave her.
One day, probably driven by her inner voice that things weren't as they seemed, Mary decided to surprise the man and give him a call. The phone number was to a local dry cleaning business and she knew right then that her guts had been right. She hired an investigator and found that her man was married and had three children. The pictures of him kissing his wife made her heart split in two excruciating pieces and it left a deep scar as it mended. Hurt beyond tears, Mary knew she'd never be the same trusting woman again.
When her married man came to her apartment the next time, not wanting a confrontation, not wanting to listen to anymore of his lies and excuses for fear that she'd believe him and take him back, she wasn't there, when he arrived. Leaving her front door unlocked, figuring he'd open the door and just walk in, as if he owned the place and her, as he always did, she laid the surveillance pictures of him with his wife and children on the coffee table in the living room. Next to the photos was a note written on the heart-shaped stationery that he had given her on Valentine's Day. After she wrote her note, she cut the heart into two pieces with uneven cuts. Symbolic of her heart in agonizing pieces, her pain, her suffering, and her sorrow were nearly unbearable.
"Never contact me again. How could you use a loving person like me and rip my heart to shreds? I am now broken," read the note.
She knew the note wouldn't mean anything to him. For all she knew, he wouldn't even read it. For all she knew, she was just another foolish woman, who had fallen in love with a married man. For all she knew, he may have several gullible girlfriends just like her. With his belongings packed in a box on the coffee table for him to take, she didn't want any trace of him left in her apartment. Just as she watched him enter and waited from the coffee shop across the street for him to leave, she watched him leave her apartment with his box of possessions.
As if her life was flashing before her, all of these memories ran through Mary's mind, as she continued to levitate over the pond. The pain of those memories was so strong that it actually interrupted the feelings of warmth and tingling that had been coursing through her body, while she hovered there, suspended in mid air. Yet, as if the light felt her pain and suddenly glowed with more warmth to ease away her heartache, she forgot about her past and just concentrated on her present.
A moment later, she screamed, when she saw something in the pond that looked like an alien creature. Looking much like the dark silhouette of a black sunken swan, she had never seen anything like that submerged beneath the water in her life. It was at the bottom of the pond staring up at her, yet it didn't move a muscle. The eyes were like two pools of black ink with a diamond sparkling in the center and it didn't have what we would consider a mouth. There were three or four diamond-shaped holes that gleamed with an exceptionally bright light. Then she realized that was where the light on the pond was coming from. Dark and demonic, the creature was about the size of a wolf. Knowing full well that it was neither wolf or black swan to be submerged in the water for so long, she knew this creature, whatever it was, wasn't of this Earth. Yet, even though she was startled by the sight of it, as if seeing the phantom of the opera without his mask, the warmth from the light returned her to her sexually excited mind altering state.
She was terrified and so very frozen in place that she couldn't even move her eyelids to blink her eyes. As if it was God whispering to her, the creature, or whatever the heck it was, began to communicate with her telepathically.
"One day, your life will change and when it does, you won't remember seeing all that you've seen here at this pond."
She tried to respond. She wanted to ask questions of it. Who are you? Why are you here? Why me? Unable to talk, all she could do was listen. Yet, no matter, as if reading her mind, the alien being answered all of her questions.
"I am Barahtz from a planet millions light years away. We possess the knowledge to quickly and effortlessly traverse the universe by using black holes as wormholes for shortcuts, going from one side of the universe to the other, without having to travel all that way. Having watched you from afar, you were so chosen because you represent everything that is good, kind, and loving in human beings. A tragedy that you never had children, it was our intent to correct that misfortune. Someone like you, as have millions of others, have been so chosen to help populate the Earth with better Earthlings. Someone like you, deserves to have children."
Too old to have babies, what did he mean by that? Treating the children who came to the library as her own, it's always been her dream to have children, a son and a daughter. Sadly, too old, thinking that all of this is just a dream, perhaps, she was still in her bed and dreaming now. Perhaps this whole thing is just a depressing dream, as if God is playing a trick on her by holding up the mirror to her sad, little life.
"One who doesn't fall in love so easily, your days of waiting for your dream man are over. Everything you've known about pain and suffering will vanish, once your new life begins."
New life? How in the world will I cope with a new life, when I'm so tired with the old life that I have now? Why give me such a gift of a new life or is it a second chance at life? Without having to verbalize it, she only had to think it for her questions to be answered.
"Yes, if only for your purity of heart, I am giving you a second chance of life. Someone like you should have a life filled with happiness, instead of sadness, and a life of accomplishments, instead of disappointments."
After he spoke to her, after he said all that he needed to say to her, the light dim, before it went out in the pond completely. The creature didn't surface or ever return. Maybe it was a subterranean species that lived below the surface or maybe she couldn't see with her human eyes, when the creature left the area. Maybe she had imagined all of it in a hallucination caused by hazardous chemicals someone dumped in the pond. Maybe all of this is a dream, a sick nightmare created from the new arthritis medication she's been recently taking. At that moment, all she knew is that she stopped levitating and gently came back to terra firma. Magically, as if she was never naked, her clothes reappeared on her body. Mysteriously, as if it was never there, the pond vanished.
Picking flowers and humming to herself, doing everything that a young woman would do on such a beautiful day, but skip, Mary continued her walk with no memory of the pond or the alien. Truth be told, but for a small pool of water that the ducks used, there was no pond in their little community. As she rounded the last arc of her walking circle, she saw Sam approaching her with his small dog, Snowball. She liked him. Filled with unrequited love, she really liked him.
They had spoken to one another on occasion and he seemed to be a pleasant enough man with a really good sense of humor. He was a man she'd have interest in, if only she was younger and prettier. Uncomfortably embarrassed, whenever she saw him, she wondered if he suspected and if he could tell, that she sometimes thought about him late at night with her hand down her panty. More than once, she had thought of him now and again, when alone and feeling horny. She wondered what it would be like to kiss him and to make love to him. Crazy with sexual desire for him, she wondered what it would feel like to have his hard cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy.
"He's a young widower," she overheard a couple of the residents gossiping about him, when he first bought his townhouse. "His wife was killed in a boating accident on their honeymoon and he hasn't dated, since he lost her five years ago," she said. "Taking his time to find the right woman, he's in no hurry to get married," she said.
"Good morning," he said, as soon as he stepped close enough for her to hear. He surprised her, when he stopped, obvious ready to chat. "I haven't seen your grandmother around," he said.
"She died," said Mary, not really lying. With the new Mary standing there before him, somehow she knew that the old Mary was dead.
"Oh, I'm so sorry. I didn't know," he said looking uncomfortable and remaining silent before continuing. "You look wonderful," he said. "You're actually glowing. Looking at you makes me smile."
"Thank you," Sam, she said. Unaccustomed to receiving attention from men, wishing she had met him forty years ago, she could feel herself blushing.
"I was wondering," he said, suddenly looking like a boy who wanted to ask her to his prom. "Would you like to go out to dinner with me this weekend?"
"Yes," she said, as if her response came from someone else.
Mary was elated and somehow felt lighter of heart than she ever had before. She didn't know why her body was so invigorated and her spirit was soaring, that is, until she looked in the mirror and saw that she was a beautiful twenty-something-year-old woman. The beginning of something wonderful, the being in the pond had given her a gift, a second chance at living life.
Mary and Sam were married six months later and everyone says that she has the most beautiful glow about her and attributed it to finding true love. Within the year, she was pregnant with twins, a girl and a boy.
THE END
Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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I dedicate this story to my nudist friends, Veronica and George. Happy birthday, George.
*
A beautiful blonde busty woman is bound and blindfolded, what would you do?
"Honey, I'm bored," Veronica looked at her husband, George, with her sad, blue eyes and red, pouty lips.
"I'm sorry that you're bored, baby doll," said George giving her a hug. "What can I do to help?" He stared at her sexy body, before looking down at the bulge in his pants and looking up at her to smile his lust at her.
"No offense and don't take this the wrong way, George, but I need something more exciting than just having sex with you," said Veronica with a dirty laugh.
"No offense taken, sweetie. Do you want to play a game? We can play a game."
"A game? You know how much I enjoy playing games, George. What kind of game do you have in mind?"
Suddenly filled with an erotic adventure and perked up with sexual excitement by the kind of sexy game she had in mind that she'd love to play with her husband, she gave him a sexy look.
"Well, we have Scrabble, Monopoly, chess, checkers, dominos, backgammon, or cards. Pick your poison," he said smiling at his wife of twenty odd years. "There's always pool, ping pong, darts, and a whole library of computer games, too."
"I'm not a child, George. I don't want to play a silly children's game. I have other needs, if you know what I mean," she said sticking her finger to her lips and licking it, before pushing her finger in her mouth and sucking on it.
"I don't understand, Veronica. You said that you needed something more than just having sex with me," he said obviously confused, but mesmerized by the sight of her sucking on her finger, no doubt, while thinking of her sucking on his cock.
"Bigger than us, George, I need to play a game that we both can play together, as well as with others. So you see, I do need something more than sex," she said giving him another sexy smile.
"What game do you have in mind, then, if not a child's game and if not a sexual game?"
"I didn't say that I didn't want to play a sexual game, George," she said giving him a look of lust, before taking a long, thoughtful pause. "Let's play the game that we played at last year's nudists' Halloween party," she said flushing with a bit of embarrassment, as she remembered the sexy game that she played with her husband, as well as a few of the other virile, young men attending the naked function.
"Seriously? Boy, nearly caught in the act, a big no no, we almost got in trouble for having sex at a nudist function. You know how that's frowned upon. They asked us to leave, if they caught us."
George's penis pushed his eagerness to play her sexy game against the inside of his pants.
"Yes, I'd like to play that game again, but not at a nudist function," said Veronica coyly. "Consider this game as my special birthday present to you, George."
"You want to play that sexy game again, as my special birthday gift?"
"Yes," she said fingering her nipple through her clothes.
"So, let me get this straight, so that I don't misunderstand, you want me to tie you up, again?"
"Oh, yes," she said reaching her hand down to cup her pussy through her tight jeans.
"And you want me to blindfold you?"
"Oh, God yes, yes, yes" she said looking as if she was about to have an orgasm, just by the sheer mention of being bound and blindfolded. She launched herself from the couch to throw her arms around her husband's neck and kissed him.
Playing reversed roles, as if Veronica was the wildly mad and sexually romantic Gomez Addams of the Addams family and George was more reserved and in control of his emotions, in the way of Morticia Addams, they were still as sexually active, as they were erotically adventurous. After being together for so many years, it was obvious to everyone that this couple were still not only in love but also so very hot for one another. Their flame of lustful desire still burned as hot as the first day they made love.
"Oh, my God, Veronica, you'd make me the happiest man in the world to watch you play that sexy game again. I can't wait."
"Well, prepare yourself to be the happiest man in the world, George, because, in honor of your birthday, I'm ready to play that sexy game again," said Veronica.
"Only, if not daring to be caught playing that game at a nudist function, where do we dare play that game? After already having played the home version of the game and having enlisted my brother, most of my friends, the mailman, the UPS and Fedex man, and the pizza delivery guy, as unaware participants in our little game of what would you do if you happened upon a bound and blindfolded beautiful, blonde, busty woman," said George, "we need some new, innocent contestants to unwittingly play our sexy game."
"Yes, that's quite the dilemma," said Veronica. "Without having the captive audience that we had at the Halloween nudist function and having already gone through everyone we know at home, who shall we enlist to play our sexy game with us? Strangers?"
"Gees, I don't know, Veronica. Do we dare play our sexy game with strangers again? We took a big risk tying you to that tree the last time we played. You pushed your luck, when those three hunters found you and had their wicked way with you."
"Stop it, George, you're making me horny," said Veronica rubbing her vagina through her pants.
"Those hunters all had guns," said George. Do we dare take our game on the road and try it in public, again? Are you ready for that, Veronica?"
"Oh, God, yes. I'm so ready to be stripped naked and used and abused, George."
"Even though I want to play that game, too, I'm not sure how to safely go about protecting you, honey. I wouldn't want anything to happen to my baby."
"Well, instead of picking a spot in the woods that was a bit too secluded, what if..." she said putting her finger to her lips again.
"What if what?" George looked at his sexy wife with loving adoration.
"Since we live across from the golf course and there are always men there, especially at such an early hour," said Veronica, "I was thinking that we should take advantage of that location?"
"Okay? Tell me more," said George, while fingering the head of his growing erection through his pants.
"You prop me up against a tree in the woods, a tree far enough away from the fairway to give us the privacy that we need to enjoy our game, but a tree closer to the 18th hole and the clubhouse. That way, we'd have a better chance of attracting a man to take advantage of me, if he knows that he can run to his car to make good his getaway should someone come. Only, just in case the guy that comes along is a whacko, just in case I need to flee, while screaming for help, don't tie me to the tree, this time."
"Okay, we can do that. As exciting as it is for you, watching you having sex with someone is exciting fun for me, too. Only," said George laughing, "am I going to hang the four F sign around your neck again?"
"Yes, we need a sign, but not the one that you hung around my neck the last time, NOW THAT YOU FOUND ME, FEEL ME, FUCK ME, AND FORGET ABOUT ME. That was just too crass. If I'm to play the innocent, virginal victim, we need to come up with a better and more believable sign," said Veronica.
"Hmm, let me think," said George. "I know. How about this? I'm a bitch. I spent all of my husband's money on clothes and shoes, before having sex with his best friend and his brother," he said laughing.
"Very funny, George, albeit true, being that I spend so much of your money on clothes and shoes and fucked your best friend, before making love to your brother but, now that I think about it, that sign will work," said Veronica with a sexy laugh. "Definitely, that's a sign that will provoke a man's anger and justify their reason enough to have their wicked way with me. With a sign like that, I'd have men taking advantage of me, instead of untying me, as they did the last time we tried playing our game, that is, before those three horny hunters happened along."
"Okay, let's do it," said George rubbing his hands together, as if he were a fly rubbing its forelegs together, after landing on a lump of dog excrement.
Wanting to look really hot, Veronica took her time getting ready. She put on a full face of makeup, with ruby red lipstick to give her that Angelina Jolie blowjob mouth and blue eye shadow to make her big, blue eyes appear even bigger. Then, she picked out her uniform of choice, a short, loose skirt with a button blouse that had a low cut scalloped collar, should her sexual assaulter not want to take the time to unbutton her blouse, but to reach down her shirt and feel her tits through and/or inside her bra. Underneath her clothes, she wore her white bikini panty and, for convenience sake, a low cut, front snapping bra over her C cup breasts. Her favorite bra, it was a bra that barely covered her areolas and nipples. Suffice to say, an understatement, she looked hot. No doubt, with her so helplessly perched up against a tree bound and blindfolded, no man in his right mind would untie her.
Once ready, they walked along the road to the golf course and George escorted her to a select tree, where Veronica took a seat in the soft grass. Even though she was concealed from view, with her shapely legs sticking out from her short skirt, if looking that way, golfers could still see her sitting there, when walking past that part of the golf course looking for their errant golf ball. Once someone strayed close enough, all she had to do was to cough or make a sound to get their attention.
As if Veronica had been accused of being a witch in Salem, Massachusetts, four hundred years before, George took great pleasure in hanging the sign of shame around his wife's neck that read, I'M A BITCH. I SPENT ALL OF MY HUSBAND'S MONEY ON CLOTHES AND SHOES, BEFORE HAVING SEX WITH HIS BEST FRIEND AND HIS BROTHER. Making sure they were alone and there was no one coming, he tied her wrists and blindfolded her, before leaving her there to fend for herself. Only, instead of tying her to the tree, as he did the last time and as he promised he wouldn't this time, for her safety sake, he loosely tied her hands together, should she need to free herself in a hurry to get away from someone who didn't correctly play their game.
He watched over her from a distance with his binoculars. Just a few hundred yards away, if Veronica was in danger, he could quickly run to her, while screaming at her sexual assailant to get away from her and leave her alone. Besides, one of their favorite games to play, it wasn't as if they haven't done this before and it wasn't as if he was forcing her to play. Just as they both enjoyed playing this sexy game, this was all her idea.
Once in place, with her wrists tied and her hands in her lap and her eyes blindfolded, it didn't take Veronica long to attract some action, when a golf ball nearly hit her thigh and rolled landing by her feet. Then, filled with the sexual anticipation of being used and abused, she heard someone approaching through the brush. Wanting to make sure he noticed her, she played her role to perfection.
"Help. Help. Hello? Is there someone there? Please, can you help me? Please, can you untie me?"
"Well, well, well, what do we have here, girlie?"
John, a 64-year-old, well respected divorce attorney, a highly regarded member of the community, and an avid golfer, who always preferred an early tee off time, happened upon something he's never seen before, but always fantasized about seeing, a helpless damsel in distress.
"My husband left me here because he discovered that I had sex with his best friend and," she said pausing to lower her head in shame, "his brother."
"I read that. Boy, by your own immodest and immoral confession, you are quite the little slut, aren't you? I have a good mind to turn you over, lift up your skirt, pull down your panty, and give you the spanking you so deserve and the spanking that your husband should have given you."
"Yes, I am quite the slut," responded Veronica with her head still hanging down, while secretly enjoying being called a slut.
"The sign around your neck also reads that you spent all of his money, too."
"I did," she said not looking up at him. "I'm a bad wife, a very bad wife."
"And it also reads that you're a bitch," he said looking at her, as if she was a pot of pure, sexual gold. "Are you a bitch?"
"I am. I am a bitch. I could have reached up and removed my blindfold, I could have walked away, but if this is my punishment to be so bound and blindfolded with a sign of shame around my neck, then so be it. God knows that I needed to be punished and having made peace with God and having atoned for my sins by apologizing to my husband, I accept my punishment. Now, please, Mister, untie me. Having learned my lesson," she said holding out her tied wrists. "I've been punished long enough."
"John! John," shouted his golfing friends passing by in the distance. "Where are you? Are you coming? C'mon, let's go."
"Take my clubs and go ahead without me," yelled John. "I'll catch up with you at the clubhouse, later. I have to go to the bathroom."
"Please untie me, Mister."
"Untie you? Why would I untie you? This is an opportunity of a lifetime," he said with a dirty laugh. "At my age, I don't get many opportunities such as this."
"Please, Mister, don't you have a conscience? As a good Christian man--"
"A conscience? A good Christian man? I'm a lawyer, a divorce attorney, for Christ sakes. I don't have a conscience and I'm not a good Christian man," he said laughing. "If you were my daughter, my sister, my sister-in-law, my mother-in-law, or even my own elderly mother tied up and blindfolded, I'd feel her up in the way that I'm about to feel you up," he said squatting down to grab two, horny handfuls of her breasts, before lifting up her short skirt to run his excited hand between her legs to cup her pussy through her panty.
"Oh, my God, you filthy pig. How dare you? You groped my pussy," said Veronica playing her role as he innocent victim, albeit the bad wife. "Are you quite done feeling me up, you sick bastard? How dare you inappropriate touch me, you dirty man? Never in my life have I ever been so sexually violated. I feel so used and abused. Get away from me, before I scream."
"Boy, you really are a bitch. If you were my woman, I'd backhand you for sassing me, but I have a better idea," he said unbuttoning her blouse, while looking around to make sure that no one was coming.
"Don't you dare touch my tits! Wait. No. Don't. Please stop. What are you doing?"
"I like playing with titties," he said pausing to feel her big tits and finger her hard nipples through her bra, "while having my cock sucked."
"Your cock sucked? Oh, no. No way! How dare you? I'll not suck your cock," said Veronica continuing to play her acting role to perfection and recoiling from his touch of her big breasts. "I'm no one's whore."
"Right now you are. You're my whore and, if you want me to untie you and if you expect me to set you free, then you'll suck my cock. Just as I've had sex with the women, who didn't have the money to pay me for their divorce proceedings, with me holding the key to their future happiness, just as you surely will, they allowed me to do whatever I wanted to them," he said fingering, pulling, twisting, and turning her nipples through her bra.
"Ow, that hurts. Don't be so rough with my tits. Oh, my God, I can't believe you're pulling and twisting my nipples through my bra," shriveled Veronica, while feigning embarrassment. "I'm so embarrassed."
"Don't be embarrassed. I'm not," said John with a dirty laugh.
"Listen, Mister, what if you just untied my hands and," said Veronica trying to negotiate her plea of mercy, as if she was an attorney making her case for a plaintiff's leniency, "I'll willingly give you a hand job, instead? How about that? Would you like for me to stroke your cock, Mister? I can just as easily make you cum with my hand, as I can with my mouth."
"Thank you for kindly offering me a hand job, but no thank you. You're so pretty, your lips are so full," he said running his finger across her lips, as if his finger was his cock, "and your tits are so big that I'd really prefer a blowjob, if you don't mind. I prefer you making me cum with your red lips, instead of with your soft hand," he said with a sinister laugh, while staring at her bra through her half unbuttoned blouse. "You really are such a beautiful woman. What's your name?"
"Veronica."
"Veronica? Is that your real name?"
"Yes."
"I suppose your husband's name is Archie, right?"
"No, his name is George and if you catches you inappropriately touching me, he'd kick your ass."
"Listen lady, your husband is the man who left you here to be so physically abused and punished," said John with a loud laugh. "If he'd do anything to me, at all, he'd thank me for giving you the sexual assault that you so deserve."
"Well, if you're so intent on molesting me, at least tell me your name."
"I'm John," he said. "Pleased to meet you, Veronica," he said patting her head, as if she was a dog. "Now, listen up," he said, as if instructing a client what to say in court. "Here's the deal. You suck my cock, I cum in your mouth, you swallow, and I'll untie you. Okay? If you don't do any of those things, then I leave you here for someone else to have his wicked way with you."
"Okay," said Veronica feigning embarrassment, while pretending to resign herself to his will. "Only, please be gentle with me. Other than my husband, his best friend, his brother, oh, and my cousin, I've never been with another man, that is, except for Dave, who I met at the nudist picnic, but he was so hot and I was so weak and vulnerable."
"Yeah, yeah, sure, lady, whatever. I've represented too many cheating and lying husbands that were more believable than you," said John more interested in her tits than her plead full explanation. Acting as if he wasn't even listening to her, he continued to undress her.
"Oh, the indignity of it all," said Veronica dramatically acting, as if she was Meryl Streep, while continuing to play her Oscar worthy role.
If she could have put the back of her hand to her forehead for more effect, in the way of a damsel tied to a railroad track, she would have, but her hands were still bound. John finished unbuttoning her blouse and then he unsnapped her front snapping bra.
"A front snapper. I like how that's so very convenient for me. Viola! Tits! Wow, you have amazing breasts, Veronica," he said upon seeing her breasts, while touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing her big boobs. "Your nipples are so big," he said fingering her big nipples, before leaning down to take them in his mouth, first one nipple and then the other.
"Can we just get this over with, John? I'm getting a leg cramp."
"Hey, that bitchy attitude will get you nowhere with me, Ronnie," he said unzipping himself and pulling out his cock. "I like that name for you, Ronnie. Does your husband ever call you Ronnie?"
"Sometimes," she said acting demurely submissive.
"Unlike those cheap hookers down at the social club, not wanting to rush anything, I plan on taking my time with someone like you."
He put an arm beneath her to lift her.
"Hey, what are you doing?"
"Get on your knees, so you can suck my cock. That way, anyone walking by will think that I'm just standing here, while taking a leak against this tree, instead of them seeing a beautiful woman blowing me."
"Oh, God, I can't believe I'm about to suck off a man that I don't even know," she said acting as if she was about to cry and acting as if she had never sucked a man she didn't know before.
"You know me, Veronica. Not a stranger anymore, I just introduced myself," said John with slyness, while holding out and rubbing his erection across her lips. "I'm John. Now, blow me, bitch," he said with a laugh.



"Pig!"
"Wait."
"What?"
"Kiss me, first," said John, moving his lips to hers.
"Kiss you? No, sorry, uh-uh, I'd rather blow you than kiss you," she said turning her head.
"Kiss me, first, I said, bitch," said John grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling, before sticking his tongue in her mouth. Then, after kissing her, French kissing her, in the way that Burt Lancaster kissed Deborah Kerr in the movie, From Here To Eternity, he pulled away.
"Eww, gross," spit Veronica. She reached up with her tied hands to wipe his kiss from her lips.
"Now, suck my cock, bitch," he said putting a hand behind her head, his cock by her lips, and pulling her forward. "Boy, if you were my woman, I'd fix your ass. I'd make you pay for having sex with my best friend, my brother, and burning through all my money. If you were my woman, I'd make you blow me every day, three times a day. As recompense to your husband and in honor to his punishment of you, blow me, Veronica. Blow me. Suck my cock, bitch."
Veronica took his cock in her mouth and started sucking him. Wrapping her tongue around his cock, while sucking him, she had trouble balancing herself on her knees and keeping him in her mouth.
"I can't do this," she said spitting his cock out of her mouth to speak.
"What? Hey! Why not? A deal is a deal. If you don't blow me, if you don't allow me to cum in your mouth and swallow, I won't set you free."
"It's not that. I agreed to blow you and I will blow you. I'll allow you to cum in my mouth and I'll swallow. I always keep my word. I just need the use of my hands. I never sucked a cock before without stroking the man. Just as you enjoy having your cock sucked, I enjoy controlling the man with my hand, while sucking him," said Veronica.
"Okay, I'll untie your hands, but no funny stuff. You owe me this blowjob for freeing you. Trust me, I can grab you and tie you up again for someone else to do God only knows what with you."
"Okay, okay, just untie my hands. My wrists hurt."
John untied her and, as promised, Veronica took him in her mouth again, this time, while stroking him, as she sucked him. This time, as if she was intent at winning first prize at a blowjob contest, she was really sucking his cock.
"Oh, yeah, that's right, baby. Suck my cock. Blow me, Veronica. Blow me," said John humping her head, while fucking her face. "Oh, my God. You are a truly great cocksucker. Suck it, Veronica, suck me. I'm going to cum. Yeah, that's right, stroke me faster, baby. Faster. Oh, my God, don't pull away. Please don't pull away. Don't stop. I need to cum in your pretty mouth and I need for you to swallow. That's the deal, baby, blow me," he said pushing her head closer and humping her mouth harder, just before unloading an injection of warm, oozy cum in her willing mouth.
"Okay," she said spitting him out of her mouth. "I blew you. You ejaculated in my mouth and I swallowed. Now, let me go. A deal is a deal."
"Wow! Holy shit, Veronica! That was some blowjob. That was so unbelievable, Veronica, so unbelievable. Without doubt, better than the blowjob received from my sexy secretary, better than the blowjob my wife's sister, and better than the blowjob received from my best friend's wife, who couldn't afford to pay me for her divorce, that was the best blowjob, I've ever had in my life."
"Let me go, now," she said holding up her hands, while her husband, George, watched through his binoculars from the distance.
Only, as soon as he shot his load in her mouth, filled with an all consuming sexual rage, he turned into a violent animal. Filled with lust for her, tearing at her clothes, he started stripping her naked. Ripping off her short skirt, he pulled her panties down to her knees.
"Wait! Stop! What are you doing? Don't! We made a deal," said Victoria kicking her legs at him and hitting him to keep him at bay.
"Screw the deal," he said turning into the typical lying and unscrupulous divorce attorney that he was. "I need to fuck you, Veronica. I need to stick my cock up your sweet, round ass," said John removing her panties from her ankles. "I need for you to pay for spending all of your husband's money and fucking his best friend, his brother, and now for blowing me, you little slut."
"No! Help! Help!"
George was about to come running from his hiding spot, when he spotted a man wielding a golf club running towards them from the other direction. He remained cool and tried to remain calm, while watching his beloved wife through his binoculars being practically stripped naked.
"Hey, you heathen! You demonic Devil," the second man yelled as he ran towards John. "Unhand that poor woman! Get away from her or with the strength of Saint Michael the Archangel, I'll strike you down and part your hair with my six iron."
John made a run for it and made good his escape, when her savior was more concerned with helping poor, Veronica, than with capturing her sexual assailant.
"Thank you," said Veronica. "He forced me to blow him and, practically stripping me naked, he was trying to rape me," she said feigning tears.
"There, there, my child. You're safe with me. I'm a priest, a man of the cloth," he said. "What's your name, my child?"
"Veronica, Father."
"Before I allow you to go free, Veronica," he said raising her blindfold, "get on your knees and let's pray," he said still standing and putting a hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, as if he was about to give her the Holy Sacrament and, no doubt, he was.
"Okay, Father," said Veronica getting up on her knees, raising her hands in prayer, and trustingly closing her eyes.
"Dear Lord in Heaven, thank you for delivering this beautiful woman to me," he said, while unzipping his pants. "In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost," he said pulling out his prick and pulling a handful of Veronica's blonde hair, "I anoint you."
"Ow! Father! What are you doing?"
As soon as she opened her eyes to see and her mouth to scream, he filled her mouth with his cock.
"Relax my child and suck, just suck," he said fucking her mouth, as if he was humping Sister Mary Elizabeth back at the convent. "I'm saving your soul, by filling you with the essence of me, a holy man, a man of God. Suck, my child. Suck."
Within just a few moments of experiencing the magical cock sucking skills of Victoria, he unloaded all that he had to give in her warm, wet mouth. Within moments of ejaculating in her mouth, another man came charging at them and the priest fled.
"Hey! You! Get away from her, you filthy bugger!"
"Man of God, my ass," said Veronica spitting out his cum and wiping him from her lips with the back of her hand. "You dirty bastard! You vile, evil man!"
While still in character and playing her part, as a helpless bound and blindfolded woman, an innocent victim, even though her hands were now free, she still yelled after him. Then, just as the third man ran up to her, with her short skirt all askew, her panties so exposed, and her tits still released from her bra and in plain view, she pretended to faint to the ground.
"Miss, miss. Are you alright?"
"No," she said returning to consciousness. "Two men forced me to blow them. It was horrible, just horrible. They made me suck their cocks," said Veronica. "The first man was a lawyer, an officer of the court, a divorce attorney, and the second man was a priest, a holy man, a man of the cloth, and a supposed man of God. Can you believe that? They ejaculated their cum in my mouth."
"That's terrible, just terrible," he said stroking her long, blonde hair, while staring at her exposed breasts. "What's your name?"
"Veronica."
"Veronica? That's such a perfect name for such a sexy woman. A woman who looks as stunning as you do, as beautiful as Cinderella or Barbarella," he said with a dirty laugh, "deserves to have a name with four syllables. Such a name takes time to roll off a man's tongue, while feasting his eyes upon the beauty before him."
"Thank you, I think," said Veronica, feigning embarrassment by his compliments, while still playing her role, but looking at her new hero with skepticism.
"Well, I can see why they assaulted you. You're so shockingly gorgeous, Veronica, but it doesn't help that you have that nasty sign hanging around your neck," he said removing it, while reading it.
"Thank you," she said.
"Did you really spend all of your husband's money," he paused to laugh, "on clothes and shoes?"
"Yes."
"And did you really have sex," he said pausing to gulp, before gasping out a breath of nervous air, "with not only his best friend but also his brother?"
"Yes."
"Damn," he said staring down at her. "You are quite the little vixen, a real minx," he said while staring, leering, at her, actually.
"What? What's wrong?"
"You have the most beautiful breasts, I've ever seen in my life," he said staring at her exposed tits. "So big and so perfectly symmetrical, a sculpted work of art, are they real?"
"Thank you, I think. Yes, of course, my breasts are real," said Veronica looking down at her breasts, before covering her nakedness by folding her arms across her chest.
"Don't worry, you can trust me. I'm a doctor," he said holding up his hands, as if he had just sterilized them, before falling to his knees and moving her arms out of his way to touch, feel, fondle, grope, and caress her sweet tits. "My God, they are real. You're breasts seem okay, more than okay, to me. There are no broken bones."
"Other than my breast bone, doctor, there are no bones in my breasts," said Veronica with sarcasm.
"I know that," he said with an embarrassed giggle. "Don't you think I know that? I'm a doctor for gosh sakes. Now, lie back and let me check you for injuries."
"Yes, doctor," said Veronica obeying the man and reclining back in the soft grass, while the good doctor unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and mounted her.
"Hey, what are you doing, doctor? I thought you were checking me for injuries."
"I am. Without having the availability of an MRI machine here on the golf course, I'm probing you for injuries, um, internal bleeding, with my penis," he said with a dirty laugh.
"I've had lots of medical exams, but never one like this, doctor. Are you really a doctor?"
"Actually, I'm not a medical doctor. I'm an English teacher, a college professor, with a Ph. D. in creative writing," he said while humping her pussy.
Already sexually excited from the first two men having their way with her, now wanting and needing to get what she so needed, an orgasm, she made sure to take advantage of this third man. Returning his humps with her humps, before turning him over, mounting him, and fucking him, with her big tits bobbing up and down and side to side, as if she was riding the mechanical bull at Big Bubba's Barbeque and Bottoms Up Beer Bar topless, she had an orgasm and then another. Then, waving her hand for her husband, the third man left, when he saw George running towards them.
"Well, what do you think?" Veronica looked at her husband with as much sexual excitement, as she had sexual satisfaction.
"I have it all on video," said George patting his camera. "You were amazing."
"I can't wait to watch it, after I shower and have some sexy pillow talk and hot sex with you," said Veronica.
"And I can't wait to play what would you do again, if you happened upon a bound and blindfolded beautiful, busty, blonde woman," said George.
"Happy birthday, George," said Veronica giving her husband a deep, wet kiss, along with a feel of his growing erection through his pants.
THE END
Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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What Would You Do If A Woman Was...
She's beautiful, she's bound, she's blindfolded, and she's so very helpless. What would you do?
What would you do if you happened upon a beautiful, shapely woman, who was bound and blindfolded and there was no one around? Think about it. You're alone with her and she's helpless. What would you do?
Would you inappropriately touch her, feel her, and fondle her through her clothes, or would you untie her? C'mon, be honest. It's just me, the writer, and you, the reader, here alone. No one will ever know what you did or didn't do with her but us. Besides, this scenario isn't real? It's just a story. Right? Or is it? So, tell me. What would you do?
Quite the dilemma deciding which shoulder you'd listen to, the one with the Angel coercing you to release her or the one with the Devil telling you to undress her. C'mon, be honest, would you feel bad for her, help her, and untie her, hoping that she'd reward you with a free feel, a deep wet kiss, a hand job, or maybe even a blowjob? Good luck with any reward like that ever happening, especially once she's free, once you remove the blindfold, and once she gets a good look at your ugly mug.
"Eww!"
Or, as would any testosterone filled, 100% American horny male, would you see this as your golden opportunity of a lifetime to have sex with someone so stunningly beautiful, unapproachably unreachable, and so helplessly bound and blindfolded? Oh, yeah, on a scale of one to ten, she's definitely a ten alright and at best, Pal, you know it and your mother knows it, you're only a four. Sorry, but we all can't be blessed with good looks. Just as in Victor Hugo's novel, the Hunchback of Notre Dame, someone must play the role of Quasimodo and toll the bell in the tower.
Except for the guy in back jumping up and down yelling, "Strip her! Fuck her! Force her to blow you!", are you still indecisive, as to what you'd do? Allow me to tempt you further by persuading your indecision with a heavy hand of imagery. Yes, perhaps, by painting a better picture of our victim, sorry, I mean, our bound and blindfolded woman, a picture of her may influence your decision, somewhat.
Let's say, for argument sake and for the purpose of this story, since I'm a beautiful, busty, natural blonde, albeit a modest woman, who is partial to writing about beautiful, busty natural blondes, that she's a beautiful, busty, natural blonde woman, too. Yet, for your scenario, whatever works for you to float your boat, she could be any woman you imagine her to be. Even though I wrote this story, I can only persuade you what to imagine by the use of imagery; I can't force you to imagine anything. Thusly, in that regard, she could be a tall brunette in the image of Jessica Alba, a sultry, Nicole Kidman lookalike redhead, a beautiful, albeit bossy, black woman ala Naomi Campbell, a fiery Hispanic Jennifer Lopez clone, or a mysterious Asian woman, think Lucy Lui.
"Now what would you do? Look at her. She's a real beauty, isn't she, and she's so vulnerable? Would you grope her or untie her? Would you help her or would you fuck her?"
Oops, sorry, I didn't write what she's wearing or, in her case, not wearing? Perhaps, helping you to see her better, knowing her attire will help your indecision and/or change your mind about what you'd do. Being that you're reading this story on Literotica, she's not wearing much clothes at all, of course. She's wearing a short skirt that exposes her long, shapely legs and a low cut top that already reveals enough cleavage to rival the exposure of Selma Hayek's big boobs, when walking the red carpet. Imagine this woman's cleavage, if you will, looking every bit of exposed as Christina Aguilera's silicone confections, while sitting as a judge on the Voice and wearing an open vest without her having the modesty of a blouse or a bra.
"Oh, yeah, you want tits? I just tempted you with tits. So, now what would you do, if this bound and blindfolded beauty had tits, whether fake or real, practically hanging out of her blouse?"
Yet, instead of practically being topless, as in the case of Christina Aguilera, our woman is wearing a bra, of course, a white, 36C low cut bra, along with a butt shaping pair of bikini panties. Other than shoes and her short skirt and low cut blouse, that's all she's wearing. Now, with that image in mind, can you visualize her? Do you see her in your mind's eye? In the way that she looks dressed like that, I bet you can't wait to touch her, feel her, and to get her naked. If you were playing strip poker with her, but for her shoes, she'd only have to lose four hands to be naked. Imagine. You wouldn't even have to stack the deck to get her to strip naked.
So tell me, now that you know a little more of what she looks like and what she's wearing, would you help her? Would you untie her? Would you remove the blindfold from her eyes? Would you call the police? Or, be honest, would you cop a cheap feel of her shapely body, while untying her and before removing the blindfold? Perhaps, because you're so damn horny and perverted, as is everyone who frequents this site, and she's so damn beautiful and sexy, you'd go a little further and have a little fun with her first, before helping out the poor, defenseless woman.
Would you be blatant in your physical abuse of her body to touch her, feel her, and caress her everywhere through her clothes, before untying her? Would you feel her tits through her blouse and finger her nipples through her bra? Can you just feel her nipples responding to your hairy palm sliding across them and your fingertips pulling them, turning them, and twisting them through her bra? Damn, she has big nipples, doesn't she? Oh, yeah, imagine how excited you'd be touching her big breasts and fingering her big nipples in that inappropriate way, while knowing full well that, while blindfolded and without seeing you, she couldn't identify you to the police.
Maybe after fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples, you've excited her enough for her to want you. Would you feel her round ass, too, while putting another hand between her shapely thighs to see if she's wet for you? Pushing your index finger down on her bean, would trace her pussy slit through her panty, before cupping her pussy and pushing her panty aside with your finger and probing her warm wetness to see if she wants you, as much as you want her?
"This is your chance, big guy. Go for it."
Being that this is just a fictional story, albeit, perhaps, your sexual fantasy, let's make this a little more interesting to possibly sway your indecision, shall we? Instead of going by my description of her, why don't you imagine what she looks like for yourself. Go ahead. Feel free to pick any woman on the planet to find in such a powerless position and precarious predicament. Just for a moment, humor me and imagine the woman of your dreams, a woman you'd love to find bound and blindfolded. Let's even suppose you knew the woman.
"Oh, wow!"
Think about all the woman you've lusted over and/or still lust over. Now, who would she be? Just to name a select sampling to get you thinking of one particular woman, would she be a celebrity, Megan Fox, perhaps, a movie star, Angelina Jolie, a singer, Faith Hill, a newscaster, Katie Couric, or a sportscaster, Erin Andrews?
"Who is she? Who do you imagine her to be?"
What if she was your next door neighbor, Veronica, the one you always spy on, when she's out front gardening and squatting down in her little, sexy sundress or sunning herself in her backyard, while wearing her barely there bikini? Can you see her? Imagine her there now wearing her sundress. How many times have you masturbated over seeing her panties in an up skirt, when she squats down pulling weeds? How many times have you seen her cleavage and the roundness of her big breasts in a down blouse, when she's bending forward to trim her hedge.
"Oh, yeah, you'd love to trim her hedge with your teeth, wouldn't you, if you know what I mean?"
How many times have you masturbated, after catching a quick glimpse of the sides of her breasts, when she unhooks her bikini top, while tanning in the sun. Oh, so close, so many times, you nearly got a look at her areolas and nipples. She's the same neighbor you watch through your binoculars, as she undresses in readiness for bed? Just imagine what you'd do if you came across her bound and blindfolded? You'd do her in a heartbeat, wouldn't you, so long as your wife wouldn't discover your extramarital affair.
"Right?"
Well, here's your chance. That's her, your sexy neighbor, Veronica, in the flesh, just waiting for you to make your move. A decision you may regret for the rest of your miserable life, what would you do, untie her and help her or undress her and fuck her?
I know, even better than your neighbor, how about this? What if the woman so indisposed was your old, college creative writing professor, Ms. Crabtree, the one who somehow always, whether it was accidentally on purpose, flashed you her panties in an up skirt, when she crossed her legs. How many times did she flash you her bra and cleavage in a down blouse, while leaning over you to destroy your paper with her angry, red marks? How many times did you masturbate over the thoughts of all that you saw of her, while thinking of all that you'd love to do to her? With her thinking, no doubt, that she is God's gift to literature, she was such an arrogant bitch, wasn't she? For sure, you'd finally have your share of sexual satisfaction, if only you could find her, feel her, fuck her, and forget about her.
"Oh, yeah, payback is a bitch, Ms. Crabtree. Bend over bitch and bark like a dog. You're my sexy bitch, now."
She embarrassed you in front of your classmates by calling on you to read out loud in your sophomore literature class? Do you remember that? How could you forget that? Michelle, the woman you had a crush on in your class, lost all interest in you, after that fitful and fateful scene instigated by Ms. Crabtree. Well, the Leprechaun has kissed your blarney stone with good fortune because this is your lucky day and your chance to get even with hot, Ms. Crabtree for making a fool of you in front of everyone. Now what would you do? Would you have your wicked way with her or would you take pity on her and set her free?
Just imagine this for a moment. What if the woman so bound and blindfolded was your crazy Aunt Helen, the one with the big tits. Maybe it was accidental, maybe it was purposeful, but she always grabbed you in a big, bear hug and pressed you against her bosom, while squishing her big tits in your face.
"Oh, my little Johnny," she'd always say, while wrapping her arms around your neck, as if giving you a wrestling hold and pulling your head down to give you a face full of her housedress covered, big bra clad breasts. "It's so nice to see you, again."
"Gees, Aunt Helen. I'm twenty-eight-years-old."
As if burying your head between two firm pillows, she gave you a tit sandwich, an erection, and masturbation fodder with her giant fun bags, until the next time Aunt Helen physically molested you. If you had her tits mounted on your steering wheel, you'd have no need for airbags. Do you remember how you used to masturbate hundreds of times over the imagined thoughts of touching, feeling, caressing, and seeing her big tits and sucking those big nipples. The size of nickels, as if they were a magician's hypnotic aid that forced your lips to pucker, they mesmerized you with sexual madness for crazy, Aunt Helen. Well, this is your chance. Now you can finally see, feel, and suck her tits. Your Aunt Helen is right over there bound and blindfolded.
If you knew it wouldn't get you in trouble with your mother, her baby sister, if you knew you could get away with it, and if you knew Aunt Helen would enjoy a quick feel of her massive breasts and a long suck of her enormous nipples, as much as you'd love to feel her massive breasts and suck her enormous nipples, would you? Could you? Should you? Do you dare? Well, now, here's your opportunity to feel Aunt Helen's big boobs. Bound and blindfolded, she's right over there waiting for you.
"Go ahead. Do it. Don't be shy. I dare you. Aw, c'mon. What are you a homo?"
I double dare you to feel her big tits through her clothes, before you unbutton her blouse, unhook her bra, and set those two, big boobs free. Aren't you just a little curious to know what her breasts feel like? Aren't you just a little curious to know what her breasts look like? Wouldn't you just love to bury your cock between her big breasts, while forcing her head down to suck your prick? Now's the time to find out, if Aunt Helen swallows.
Perhaps, it's not your sexy neighbor, your old teacher, or your crazy Aunt Helen that lights your fire. After reading so many brother and sister incest stories on Literotica, would it change your decision to untie her, if you stumbled across your pretty sister, Carol, who you always wanted to secretly touch and undress? Just in the way you masturbated over your busty Aunt Helen, how many times have you masturbated over your sexy sister, Carol? Think about all the times you tickled your big sister, just for an accidental on purpose feel of her ass and/or her tits. How could you forget the time, when you walked in at the perfect moment, when she was changing out of her bathing suit and you saw her naked? You can't even remember how many times you accidentally on purpose exposed your cock to her, with the hope that she'd take your exposed prick in her hand, her mouth, or her pussy, can you?
What if incest is not your best sex but taboo sex is more for you? What if it's your sexy sister-in-law, Maureen, who lights your fire? What if she's the one blindfolded and so tied? What would you do, then? If only for comparison sake to your wife, wouldn't you like to know how much alike they really are beneath their clothes, especially if your sexy sister-in-law, Maureen, is your wife, Colleen's identical twin sister? What would you do then, if that was her over there? Ah, if only your wife still looked like her twin sister. If only your wife didn't let herself go...to McDonalds, Burger King, Kentucky Fried Chicken, Domino's Pizza, Dunkin' Donuts, and Foo Wong's takeout Chinese, you'd have no desire to see her twin sister, your sexy sister-in-law, naked...or would you?
All through literature, incest has played a major role with a mother's love for her son and vice versa. Just to name a select few classics, Thackeray's Pendennis, with the lust that Helen had for her son Arthur, Shakespeare denotes Dane's lustful fondness of his mother, Gertrude, in Hamlet, and in George Eliot's Adam Bede, Mrs. Bede is happy that her husband died for her to pursue a romantic relationship with her son. With the aforementioned in mind, imagine if it was your incestuous, slutty mother, Stella, that you found in such a vulnerable position?
"Oh, yeah, now we're talking."
What would you do, then, huh, big guy? Would you touch her? Would you feel her? Would you undress her? Would you force your mother to have sex with you? Can you just feel yourself putting your cock in her tied hand or wiping your erect prick across Mommy's mouth.
"Wow!"
Just as she spied on you masturbating and you spied on her undressing, now it's your turn to take the next step in your incestuous relationship and inappropriately touch her, while stripping her naked. Would your first impulse be to untie your mother or to touch your mother? She's blindfolded, she'd never know it was you feeling her tits through her blouse and her pussy through her panty, or would she? If she did suspect that it was you, just deny, deny, deny. Surely, you'd never have another groping opportunity like this for the rest of your miserable life. What would you do, if that was your mother over there?
Last but not least, what if it's not your mother but your bodacious mother-in-law, Beverly, that you stumbled upon in such a perilous predicament? Oh, yeah, what would you do, then, huh? Tell me, unable to mind her own damn business, unable to stop talking, how many times has she butted in on your business and interfered in a private argument you were having with your wife? Too many times. Now that she's tied and blindfolded, now that she's so helpless, she still continues to put her foot in her big mouth by screaming her head off. This is your chance to shut her up. This is your golden opportunity to have you way with your sexy mother-in-law and fill her mouth with your cock.
"C'mon, no balls. Chicken. Go ahead, I dare you. I double dare you. At least feel her big tits, while taking a peek under her short skirt."
No? Not into incest and/or sexual relationships of taboo, then, don't allow me to make your choice that may or may not influence your decision, pick one of the women you've always fantasized about seeing naked? Imagine her bound and blindfolded. Imagine touching her, while stripping her naked. Do you have the image of her in your mind? What would you do then, if you happened upon her, your dream woman? I bet you wouldn't set her free. No way! I bet you'd get all sweaty with her real fast.
As an aside, for those of you who take exception to this story, for those of you who think this story is sickly disturbing, for those of you who'd immediately untie any woman found bound, remove the blindfold, and set her free without so much as a sweaty handprint on her blouse or a peek at her panty beneath her short skirt, please stop reading this story immediately. For those of you who'd never take advantage of a woman tied and blindfolded, allow me to ask you two questions. What's wrong with you and why are you here reading this story? If you don't leave now, you'll be removed by security.
"For you not to take advantage of such a situation, you're a disgrace! You sicken me. How dare you read stories here at Literotica? You ought to be ashamed. Get out! Leave! Go now. This site is only for perverts, I mean, amorous individuals, who enjoy reading porn, sorry, I mean, of course, erotic literature."
Now, that those pretending to be perverts are all gone, let's just imagine, that this poor, helpless woman was, are you ready?, your wife, Colleen's best friend, Samantha?
"Oh, yeah, you know the one. Samantha! Samantha! Samantha! Now we're talking."
Prettier, shapelier, sexier, better in every way than your short, fat, homely wife, even though your beloved wife is a great cook, a good mother, and doesn't look half bad in bed, so long as it's dark, especially when pulling the covers over her head, while she's blowing you. What Colleen lacks in sex appeal, Samantha exudes with her shapely, Godly blessed body. Good God man, you know you've been lusting over her for years. How could you forget? She's the one that you French kissed at your shotgun wedding to Colleen, when she walked through the reception line, before kneeing you in the balls. She's the one that you wanted to marry, had Colleen not told you that she was pregnant, when she wasn't and had Samantha not taken out a restraining order against you. Now's your chance to realize your unrequited lust for her. What would you do, if this so indisposed, lovely woman was sexy Samantha?
"Oh, my God. Is it really her? It is! Samantha is helplessly bound and blindfolded. She's so beautiful. Kiss me, baby. Now, suck my cock. Suck it! Suck it! Suck it!"
Tall, shapely, beautiful and looking as if she could be from Ipanema, Samantha has it all over Colleen in spades, including those full, pouty, red lips. After having fantasized about her for fifteen frigging long, sexually frustrating years, once, just once, you'd love to experience receiving a blowjob from Samantha, wouldn't you, especially without your wife or anyone knowing, including Samantha, that she sucked your cock? Instead of untying her, leaving her bound and blindfolded, imagine all the fun you could have with her full, red lips stretched around your cock, while you imagine her looking up at you with your hard, hairy cock buried in her beautiful mouth.



"Oh, yeah, her lipstick on your dipstick. You'd never wash your cock again, rhetorically, of course."
Imagine humping her mouth and fucking her face. Can you dig it? Imagine exploding your warm, oozy cum in her warm, wet mouth and she swallowing all the lust you had stored up for her for years. Instead of receiving the same old, same old from your short, fat, ugly wife, who just dabbles in sucking cock and doesn't even swallow, that is, when she doesn't have a headache, Samantha is right there. She's ready, waiting, and willing, kind of, not really, okay, not at all, to suck your cock and swallow all the protein that you're willing to give her.
Go ahead, unzip yourself and pull out your engorged prick. You're tempted to remove her blindfold, aren't you, to show her how much you want her. Unless you want to be some big guy's ball boy in prison, I suggest you leave her blindfold alone. Instead, go ahead and run your erect prick down the side of her face and across her lips, before grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling hard. Then, just like at your wedding, when she opens her mouth to scream, instead of filling her mouth with your tongue, you fill her mouth with your cock and finally give Samantha what you wished you could have given her at your wedding.
You know you want her. You know you've always lusted over her. What would you do then, if that was Samantha, so helplessly indisposed? Huh? C'mon, you're a man. You're only human. She's tied up and blindfolded for God's sake. You'd be crazy not to take advantage of the situation, strip her naked, and touch her here, there, and everywhere. Right? Just as you should, you could.
Oh, yeah, now we're talking. Unfortunately, there's no Samantha and your wife doesn't have any hot friends. Matter of fact, always the faithful husband, admittedly, your wife is pretty hot herself. You have neither the need nor the desire to sexually assault any woman, who's so helplessly bound and blindfolded. For sure, if ever you came across a woman so helplessly indisposed, you'd untie her and remove her blindfold immediately, without so much as taking a peek up her short skirt. Then, I ask you, if you have such a hot wife and if you have such a happy marriage that you don't need to grope and voyeur a woman so vulnerable, then what in the Hell are you doing here reading dirty stories, sorry, I mean, of course, erotic literature?
You make the rest of us feel dirty. When you're just as perverted as we are, you make us feel perverted by arrogantly lifting up your nose at such unacceptable behavior of taking advantage of a bound and blindfolded woman. Who are you to judge us? You don't know us? We're just readers, as far as you're concerned and this is just a fictional, albeit, erotic story.
"Get out! Go! Just leave, before I kick your ass."
Now that we're alone and among our own kind again, forget about your wives, girlfriends, and/or significant others for a minute. What would you do now, if you happened upon your favorite celebrity, Megan Fox, movie star, Angelina Jolie, singer, Faith Hill, newscaster, Katie Couric, or sportscaster, Erin Andrews? Yes, I agree, they're not even real people for God sakes. Precisely my point. They are all just an illusion, a manufactured figment of our imaginations put before us to sell food, cars, and prescription drugs. A 3D carefully created personality in high definition color, whoever it is you've imagined, she's here now bound and blindfolded ready for you to decide if you'd untie her or undress her. Wait, before you make a rash decision not to have your wicked way with your dream woman, unzip yourself and remove your cock, while thinking of what you'd do.
That's right. Relax. Sit back and close your eyes, while imagining the woman of your dreams bound and blindfolded and while thinking about your decision to help her or to ravish her. You're with your dream woman now, the one you've spent months, years even, fantasizing about. It's just you and her and, as if delivered to you on a platter, she's tied up and blindfolded. Just take a moment to imagine that sexy scenario. Can you feel your fingers fondling her big tits through her blouse? Can you imagine your hands going up her short skirt?
"How perfect is that? Are you kidding me? Unbelievable. If only this really happened to you, coming across your helpless dream woman, you'd be the happiest man on Earth."
I can understand you not wanting us to know that you'd take advantage of the woman, strip her naked, and have your wicked way with her. Yeah, yeah, sure, you can berate yourself with the lame argument, what if that was my daughter, my wife, my sister, or my mother? I'd hope that the man who found them, would respect them in the way that I plan on respecting this woman, by untying her.
"Bullshit! Pussy! What are you nuts? Take off her clothes and fuck her."
Then, when you're home and pretending to be in love with your short, fat, ugly wife, you can think of the good time you had with this woman. When Saint Peter comes to deliver you to Heaven or kick your ass to Hell, at least you'll still have the hot memory of having your wicked way with a bound and blindfolded beautiful woman. It would be sad, if you set this woman free and still went to Hell. It would be sad if, once home with your short, fat, ugly wife, you wished you had listened to the Devil, instead of the Angel.
"Take a stand, man! Enough is enough. It's time you grabbed for all the gusto, too."
The only thing stopping you from seeing her naked is that thin, cotton, button down blouse, that oh, so short skirt, her 36C cup bra, and her white bikini panty. Are you with me? Can you see her? Oh, yeah, bad to the bone, you bad boy, now tell me, what would you do?
You'd touch her, feel her, and grope her, wouldn't you? You'd strip her naked, wouldn't you? You'd force her to blow you, before parting her legs and mounting her. You'd fuck her, really fuck her. Then, after you were done with her, after she blew you and you fucked her, you'd do her again.
"Wow! Who's the man? Who's the man? You! That's who!"
Now, with your hand firmly around your cock, while stroking yourself to an erection and thinking about your favorite celebrity, movie star, singer, newscaster, sportscaster, old teacher, your aunt, sister, sister-in-law, mother, mother-in-law, or your wife's sexy best friend, or whomever the woman is that makes you crazy with lustful desire enough to do more than just untie her and remove the blindfold, what would you do? Do you have the woman's face and figure in your mind. You've dreamt about her, haven't you? You've masturbated over her, haven't you? You wished, just once, you could touch her, feel her, undress her, and have your wicked way with her. Well, now's your chance. So, tell me, what would you do, if you happened across your dream woman? Would you save her or ravish her?
Conversely, consider this? What if this is all a setup to see what you'd do, when seeing a woman bound and blindfolded? Either way, if this was a setup to see what you'd do, just as I wouldn't disappoint whoever setup this poor woman, if I were you I wouldn't disappoint myself by, at the very least, not even copping a cheap feel.
Pardon? If I were a man, you want to know what I'd do, if I happened across my dream woman? Well, being the exhibitionistic slut that I am, I couldn't help myself from taking advantage of the situation, if you know what I mean. Just as I'd love to be so bound and blindfolded, I'd love for someone to use me, abuse me, and strip me naked. I'd so love someone to take advantage of me, so long as he was good looking and not drooling, and force himself on me.
Again, if I were a man and if I were you, hoping she didn't know who I was, I'd start my sexual assault by touching her and feeling her through her clothes. A sexual fantasy come true, I'd feel her big tits through her bra, while fingering her nipples. Oh, yeah, there's nothing like the sexy sensation of feeling a woman through her blouse and bra. Then, I'd put my horny hand beneath her short skirt and feel her shapely ass, while cupping her pussy through her panty in my hand. A chance of a lifetime, should I remove her panty or unbutton her blouse? You decide. What would you do?
"C'mon, don't be a pussy. What would you do? Tell me. I need to know."
It's only you and her together. She's totally helpless with her hands tied together and a blindfold over her eyes. If I did nothing but untie her and remove her blindfold, maybe I'd make her day, but I'd regret that decision for the rest of my life. Wait, what if there was a way that you could have your fun and maintain your innocence? How about this? What if you went ahead and undressed her, stripped her naked, had your wicked way with her by putting your cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, and then pretended there was someone coming and left.
"Shit! There's someone coming," you say disguising your voice, before running away, only to return a minute later as yourself.
"Oh, my God! Samantha! Are you okay? You're totally naked and you're covered in cum. Allow me to help you by dressing you," you tell her, as your excuse to feel her body again. "Lift your leg so that I can put on your panties. Move your arm, so that I can help you on with your bra, now your blouse and finally your skirt. There. You're as good as new, kind of, not really, not at all, except having been ravished by some unknown villainous stranger, who ran off, just as I was cumming, I mean, coming. It's a good thing that I happened along to save you from God only knows what."
Now, finally, we know what you'd do if ever you happened upon a beautiful woman, who was bound and blindfolded. In the meantime, you'd vote a five for this story.
THE END
Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.



        

  
    Collecting Bottles, Cans & Friends
  
  Collecting Bottles, Cans & Friends

        Homeless woman prostitutes herself to survive by recycling.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/collecting-bottles-cans-and-friends

Title: Collecting Bottles, Cans & Friends

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Homeless woman prostitutes herself to survive by recycling.

Tags: susquehanna river, cans and bottles return deposits, harrisburg, recycling, tits, ass, and pussy, pennsylvania, prostitution, hand job, earth day, dumpster diving




This is an Earth Day contest story. Please vote.
Homeless and destitute, prostituting herself for money to survive, a woman collects bottles and cans, while making friends.
*
"Hi," said the man to Susan passing by her in the alleyway, while staring.
Accustomed to men staring at her, such an unusual sight to behold, men don't normally see a woman who looks like her, especially in an alleyway as dirty as this, collecting bottles and cans.
"Hi," said Susan turning her attention away from what she was doing to size him up with a streetwise look to see if he was a threat or a danger to her. Immediately accessing him as harmless, she went about her business of picking through the trash for bottles and cans.
"What's a good looking woman like you," he said stopping dead in his tracks to stare at her, "doing here in this dirty, rat infested alley digging through the trash?"
She turned again to look at him. Typical of him to not make eye contact with her, as if his eyes were lasers burning two holes in her shirt, instead he stared at the impressions her nipples made in her bra through her blouse. Feeling the heat of his stare, she folded her arms across her breasts to preserve the last bit of her modesty, something else already stolen from her, when first homeless. Knowing men in the way she does, no doubt, he thought that her high beams made an appearance just from the sight of him, but he'd be wrong. She was just cold.
"A new line to go with the times," she said with a chuckle, "what's a good looking woman doing in a dirty, rat infested alley digging through the trash? I'm collecting bottles, cans, and making friends. I've already collected some bottles and cans," she said holding up her plastic bag full of bottles and cans, "and now, just having met you, I made a friend. Actually, I'm just doing my fair share to clean up the neighborhood," she said with a sad laugh, unable to continue the pretense.
"Are you an environmentalist? Are you one of those people helping everyone to conserve in the hopes of saving the planet and donating whatever you collect to your cause? Global warming and all of that," he said with a wave of his hand, as if he needed his hand to punctuate his stupidity, "is that it?"
Obviously thinking that her feeble attempts to help save the planet were fruitless, he looked at her and laughed. No doubt, wanting to believe that she was someone that she wasn't, wanting to believe that she was more than his perception of her and she was, of course, perhaps he had trouble with the idea that a beautiful woman could be homeless, but she was.
"An environmentalist? Hardly," she said with a laugh, "I'm unemployed. I'm homeless. I'm tired. I'm cranky and I'm hungry," she said with sadness and with a bit of anger to her voice. "Having already swallowed my pride, no longer too proud to beg, I do whatever I can for a few dollars, even if it's digging through yucky trash for a few coins collected from discarded bottle and can deposits."
In the way that he looked at her, as if she was a decadent dessert, it wasn't her desperation or the fact that she was unemployed, homeless, tired, or hungry that stopped him in his tracks, no doubt, but her admitted need for a few dollars, along with the fact that she was stunningly beautiful.
"Always one to help the homeless, I'll gladly give you a few dollars," he said with a smile and a sly, unabashed pause, "for a feel of your tits."
When she turned to look at him, he walked over to her, while looking up the alley, before looking down the alley.
"Pardon?"
"You help me with a handful and I'll help you with a handout, so to speak," he said in his attempt to make light of her desperate situation, while trying to take advantage of her. He covered his insensitivity to her sad struggle with a shrug and a nervous laugh.
"I see," she said resting her bag of bottles and cans in the street. "For a feel of my tits, you'll give me money? Is that it?" Obviously, something that hadn't occurred to her before, that she had something to sell that someone would buy, she looked down to where he was staring at her tits.
"Yeah, sure, you have great rack. Definitely, I'll give you some money for a feel of your big boobs."
"How much?" She looked at him, as if he was a potential buyer at a yard sale.
"Two bucks."
"Two bucks to touch these?" She moved her folded arms from her breasts and stuck out her tits more. "Trust me, the feel of these breasts are worth much more than two dollars, Mister," she said cupping her breasts in her palms and lifting them through her blouse and bra, before looking at him with the flair of a Supermodel with a bad attitude.
"It's just a feel," he said taking another step closer.
"You a cop?" Susan surveyed the alley again to see if anyone was coming.
"Me a cop? No, I'm not a cop. I only wish I had a more exciting job," he said with a laugh. "I'm an accountant for an insurance company. Boring, but at least I have a job in this tough economy. So, what do you say? I'll give you two bucks for a feel of your tits."
"Yeah, sure, why not?" Immediately doing the math in her head, two bucks was equal to collecting 40 cans and bottles, a huge amount to collect for such a small amount of money. "But two bucks will only buy you a ten second feel of one of my tits."
A victim of circumstances in dire need of money, having dropped so low so fast, she was now relegated to being groped in a back alley for money by a stranger. A dangerous game to play, especially if coming across the wrong man, someone who wanted more for less, for two dollars, she took the chance. If she wasn't so hungry, she'd be saddened, embarrassed even, that a feel of her one of breasts was only worth two bucks, but just as her destitution hardened her exterior, her desperation softened her modesty.
"Agreed," said the man looming closer.
Immediately, he reached out his hand to feel her breast and Susan took a step back.
"The money first, Mister."
"Oh, okay. Sorry," he said pulling two wrinkled dollar bills from his pant pocket and handing them to her.
After she took possession of the money, he took possession of her breast with a touch, a grope, and a feel. Acting as if he was feeling a tit for the first time in his life, acting as if he was feeling his mother's or his sister's breast, he cupped her bra clad, C cup boob in his hand with exuberant excitement. He felt the weight of her breast though her blouse, before caressing it through her bra and running a stubby finger across her emerging nipple.
"Okay, that's enough, Mister. That's all you get for two bucks," she said recoiling from his touch, while stuffing the money in her jeans.
Obvious by his leering stare, excited enough to part with more money for more feels, he took a harder and longer look at her.
"If you willingly allowed me to feel your tit for two dollars, what would I get for five dollars?" He retrieved a five dollar bill from his pant pocket and held it in the air, as if he was holding a hundred dollar bill. "Would you show me your tits for five dollars?"
"No, not for five dollars but, instead of a down blouse view, I'll give you an open blouse view. I'll unbutton my blouse and show you my cleavage and my bra for five dollars," she said waiting for him to respond, before unbuttoning her blouse. "How's that for five bucks?"
"Okay, but for five dollars I have to feel your tits through your bra, both of them, this time, not just one," he said leering at her.
"Okay but give me the money, first, Mister," she said holding out her hand, as if she was a fruit vendor in the market selling melons instead of selling the feel of her breasts.
He handed her five dollars and she stuffed the bill in her pocket, before unbuttoning her blouse. Already having pocketed seven dollars, she quickly did the math in her head. Equating bottles and cans with dollars and cents, instead of how much she made per hour, when working at a job, she'd have to collect 140 bottles and cans to earn seven dollars. Between collecting the bottles and cans and returning them for their deposits, it would take her several, long hours to make the money that she just made in a few minutes of him fondling her tits through her bra. What would have disgusted her enough before to deny him a feel of her breasts, when she was gainfully employed, suddenly appealed to her now.
Giving him his money's worth with a unhurried striptease show, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse, while hoping he'd want more. After living in a shelter and sleeping in a room with dozens of others, with her modesty diminishing as her desperation increased, she'd show him whatever he was willing to pay to see. Maybe for ten bucks, she'd unhook her bra and show him her naked breasts. As morally ruined as she was financially bankrupt, what difference did it make to show some guy her breasts, whether in a shelter or in a back alley, especially if he was willing to pay for the privilege? She's done worse with a stranger picking her up in a bar, making out with him, and having him feel her up in his car, when she had a job and was out on the town with her girlfriends, after having a good time at a CFNM revue show.
As if he was staring at the hands of a magician hoping to discover the secret to a magic trick, he watched her unbutton one slow button of her blouse at a time. She stopped unbuttoning her blouse, as soon as her cleavage and bra were exposed. Then, as if she was Superman stepping in a phone booth to change, as if she was parting a stage curtain at a striptease show, she flayed open her blouse with both hands to reveal what he was so willing to pay to see and to touch.
"Gees, you have great tits, lady," he said wiping a hand across his mouth, as if he was a man dying of thirst, instead of a man hungry for sex. "What's your name?"
"No names, Mister. Now that you've seen my tits, go ahead and touch and feel them."
"Actually, I really haven't seen your tits," he said feeling her big boobs through her bra. "I've only seen your bra, your cleavage, and the impressions that your nipples make in the material," he said pulling one of her nipples out through her bra with his thumb and index finger.
"Ow," she said recoiling and taking a step back from his rough touch. "Hey, take it easy, Mister. Those nipples are attached to my breasts."
"Sorry," he said looking at her with a lustful stare. "How much more money for you to lift up your bra and show me your tits?" He took a step forward to trace her long line of deep cleavage with his finger, before dipping his fingertip inside her bra, no doubt, trying to finger her nipple, but Susan stepped back again.
"Ten bucks for me to show you my tits, Mister," said Susan immediately responding.
"Ten bucks? Okay, but I get to touch feel, fondle, and suck not just one but both of them."
"Uh, uh. Ten bucks just to see them. It's another ten bucks for you to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them."
"Okay, so lemme get this straight. For twenty bucks, you'll not only show me your tits but also I can play with and suck your tits."
"Yeah, for twenty bucks you can enjoy my tits, but for only five minutes."
"Five minutes? Twenty bucks for ten minutes. That's two bucks a minute."
"Uh, uh. Ten bucks just to see them and another ten bucks to play with them and to suck them for five minutes. Take it or leave it, Mister," she said looking at the man's watch hoping that he'd agree to the deal.
Already having spent the money in her head, she thought of all the food she could buy with twenty-seven dollars. An impossible feat, she'd have to find, collect, and return for deposit, five hundred and forty bottles and cans to earn twenty-seven dollars. If he said no, she'd relent and renegotiate her deal to offer him the ten minutes that he initially wanted for twenty bucks. Only, hoping not to be caught by a passing patrol car, she didn't want to delay this public, topless spectacle by exposing her breasts in the back alley for longer than necessary.
"Okay," he said reaching his hand out to lift her bra, "but call me Drew."
"Money first, Drew," she said taking a step back.
The man reached in his back pocket, pulled out his wallet, and handed her a twenty. Susan took the money and held it up to the light.
"It's real," he said with a laugh.
"You never know, Drew," she said. "I've learned not to trust anyone, especially when it comes to money."
"Well?" He stared at her bra, as if she was a stripper on stage about to get naked.
Susan looked both ways up and down the alley and up at the apartment windows that looked down on the alley, before stepping back and ducking between two dumpsters. Making eye contact with him first, with great aplomb, she ever so slowly unhooked her bra, a front snapper, and separated her bra cups, as if she was Moses parting the Red Sea. She watched his eyes widen, when he saw the miraculous display of her big boobs, in the way that she imagined he would, if her breasts were a big screen HDTV installed on Super Bowl Sunday.
"Wow! Amazing, just amazing. Those are the best tits I've ever seen," he said stepping forward and reaching his horny hands out to touch, feel, fondle, and caress her breasts, while fingering, pulling, and twisting her nipples, before leaning down to suck her tits. "You have fabulous breasts, better tits than any Playboy bunny. Are they real?"
"Yeah, of course, they're real, Drew," she said laughing. "How many homeless women do you know walking around with breast implants?"
Susan watched the seconds tick by on his watch, while thinking of all the food she could buy with $27.00. Then, as the second hand marked the five minute time, as if she was Cinderella fleeing the Prince's ball, she pulled away from him and hooked up her bra.
"That's it, Drew. Times up."
He gave her a sad look that the fun bag playground was closed.
"Wait, hold on," he said reaching down to finger his cock through his pants. "How much for a hand job?"
"A hand job? No way. Uh, uh. Sorry, Drew, I don't do that. I'm not a whore. I'm just hungry."
"Just hungry and not horny?" He looked at her with a face full of perverse lust. "Are you hungry enough to stroke my cock?"
"No, sorry."
"I'll give you another twenty bucks, if you stroke me, until I cum."
A time when she once wasted twenty dollars to have her nails done, twenty dollars was a lot of money to her now. She looked down at her broken nails and dirty fingers, twenty dollars was 400 cans and bottles. With another twenty dollars, she'd have forty-seven dollars, more money than she's had in a long time. Between the meals she eats at the mission, the food she gets from the food pantry, twenty-seven dollars was enough money to buy groceries and the other necessities of life for a month, so long as she was careful, only bought store specials, and clipped coupons.
"You're not a cop, are you?" She looked one way down the alley and then the other, before looking at the bulbous bulge that his erection made in his pants.
"If I were a cop, would I do this?" Stepping closer to her and now concealed by the dumpster, too, he unzipped his pants, reached his hand inside, and pulled out his stiff dick. "A cop would never show you his prick. That's entrapment," he said watching her stare as his exposed cock, while stroking himself to a bigger and harder erection. "With the money that I've already given you, plus another twenty for a hand job, you could buy more drugs."
"I don't do drugs. I don't even drink. I'm only doing whatever I can do to survive, until I can find a job," she said still staring at his exposed prick.
It had been a long while since she had seen a man's cock, never mind stroked a man's cock. The sight of his exposed prick didn't make her horny; it made her sad.
"Well, with the twenty-seven dollars that I've already given you and with another twenty dollars for a hand job, you could fill your cart with food, instead of with empty bottles and cans."
"Okay, but just a hand job. I'm not going to suck you, Drew," she said reaching out her hand for the money.
"Yeah, yeah, just a hand job, but I need to play with your tits, while you stroke me," he said reaching out to unhook her bra.
"Uh, uh, that's another ten bucks, Drew, thirty more dollars, altogether to play with my breasts, while I masturbate you."
"Okay, okay, but even if there's someone coming, unless that someone is a cop, you can't stop stroking me, until I cum," he said reaching in his wallet to pull out the last of the money that he had and handed it to her. "I'm glad I already had my lunch, 'cause I'm broke, now," he mumbled, while holding out his empty wallet and looking at her, as if he had just realized how she must feel being unemployed, homeless, and penniless.
"Agreed," she said stuffing the thirty dollars in her jeans, before reaching out for his cock. "I won't stop stroking you, until you cum," she said, while thinking of herself as a customer service representative and giving her customer a new, albeit sexually sated, sense of customer satisfaction.
Having been a while, since she had a cock in her hand, she missed the feel of controlling a man's excitement with her fingers and hand. Having made so little money collecting bottles and cans, she thought that she may be onto something with this new entrepreneurial touchy feely for money business. A line that she refused to cross, so long as she didn't have to get down on her knees to suck someone's cock in a dirty alleyway and so long as someone didn't rape her, beat the crap out of her, and steal her money, she wouldn't mind trading a few feels of her hot body and giving an occasional hand job to the right man for some much needed cash. With him playing with her tits and fingering her nipples, becoming more actively excited giving him a hand job, she wrapped her dirty fingers around his cock tighter, while stroking him faster. Yet, just wanting to get his hand job over with, she just wanted to get him to cum, so that she could leave, buy some much needed food, and go home to shower away her disgust for what she was relegated to do now for money.
Home? Where was her home? She didn't have a home. Her home was the shelter, that is, when they weren't full and, lately, they've always been full. Between the four legged and two legged rats that prowled the city, unable to sleep on the street, she had to get in line early to make sure she had a bed. If she didn't have the inner strength to survive, she would have given up long ago. Reaching a new low point, giving a hand job to a man she just met for twenty dollars, was something she tried not to think about. Doing what she must do to eat, she wouldn't die of embarrassment from jerking off some guy, but she'd die without food and, having no medical insurance, she couldn't afford to get sick by sleeping out on the street.
Getting his money's worth, Drew was all over her big tits touching them, feeling them, fondling them, caressing them, and fingering her nipples. Then, as soon as he leaned down to suck her nipples, again, and as soon as she reached in his pants to cup his balls, while stroking him faster, she could feel him getting ready to cum. Quickly stepping to the side, while stroking him faster, firmer, and longer, she watched him splash his lust for her all over the brick wall behind her. Just as he finished cumming, she watched someone enter the alley.
"Shit, there's someone coming," he said.
"Hurry," she said putting her tits away.
"Oh, my God, I'm still cumming. That was the best hand job I ever had," he said putting his cock away and zipping up his pants, while Susan was already pushing her cart down the alley and away from him.
* * * * *
Earth Day means different things to different people. Another day of being homeless and exposed to the inner city streets, Susan felt much like the bottles and cans she picked from the trash, discarded and empty. Tired and hungry, while scrounging along gutters and through trash dumpsters for bottles and cans for their deposits, Earth Day to Susan was no different than any other day. Doing more than her share in helping to save the environment and clean up her neighborhood were two positives that never occurred to her. She just needed the money.



Just trying to survive, just trying to collect enough deposit money to live on, after being unable to get a job, recycling bottles and cans was her only desperate way left to feed and clothe herself. To make things more manageable, she enlisted a shopping cart from the local grocery store to collect her bottles and cans. Never thinking that she'd be relegated to pushing a shopping cart full of bottles and cans through the streets, always having had a good paying job, with unemployment and homelessness her new reality, her ticket to surviving was to think out of the box. Speaking of a box, glad that she had the roof of the shelter over her head, she was glad that she wasn't living in an appliance box, as some of the other homeless people she knew. The hardcore homeless, preferring to take their chances on the street, refused to take refuge in the shelter for reasons of personal safety.
No longer able to afford her rent, having exhausted her unemployment and savings, she moved from Boston to central Pennsylvania in June to live with and help her elderly mother, after losing her job. Then, when the Susquehanna River flooded its banks and crested 30' above flood stage level in September, she lost everything. The worst downpour in Pennsylvania's history, the water overwhelmed their small basement apartment. With the flood waters reaching the second floor of the building where she lived, and contaminated with home heating oil, she was unable to salvage anything, not even her car.
Her life a waterlog mess, with everything ruined, food, clothes, furniture, photographs, small appliances, and electronics, fortunately, chauffeuring her mother around in her mother's car at the time for her doctor's appointment, luckily she had her laptop with her to write her stories, while waiting for her mother, otherwise she would have lost that, too. Still, she considered herself lucky, as three people lost their lives in the flood, one a firefighter trying to save an elderly man upside down in his car. Both were swept away. She felt for the residents of her neighborhood that had small children. Many had no other place to go than to the shelter. Trying to take care of and entertain small children, who don't understand why they can't go home, is no picnic, when living in a shelter and being so dependent upon someone else's generosity.
Trying to maintain a positive attitude, at least she had a roof over her head, even if it was only a temporary shelter. From the fall to the early winter, she spent Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year's at the women's shelter in downtown Harrisburg, the worst part of the city. Between the yelling and the fighting of her homeless neighbors, and the crime, the drugs, and the violence, feeling as if she was a resident in an insane asylum, there wasn't much celebrating going on there, just poverty. misery, and rage.
Not even safe at the mission, while waiting in line to be served her holiday food, her blonde hair was a beacon shining her beauty from behind and her shapely body a flag waving her desirability. With no man there to protect her, the two men of many standing behind her in line took their turns copping cheap feels of her round, tight ass and her firm C cup breasts. Preoccupied in thought with where else to apply for work, she didn't feel the men touching her at first. No doubt, they must have thought that they had a live one ready to have sex with them. Then, when one of them tried lifting up her short skirt, one of the few clothing items she had left, actually raising it high enough in back to expose her bikini clad ass, she couldn't imagine what they'd do, if she wasn't in a public place and they had her alone.
"Hey, fuck off, asshole," she yelled her indignation, while fluffing down her short skirt and moving up in line to step away from them.
With her mother looking every bit as beautiful as Dina Merrill of old and looking more like 60-years-old than 75-years-old, even her mother's ass and breasts weren't safe from the horny hands of those lechers that frequented the mission and waited in line behind them for a hot meal. Bump and grope, hump and feel, and touch and fondle, one would blame the other for touching, feeling, and groping parts of her shapely body that would get them arrested, if they were on the city street and not in a crowded mission. After deep budget cuts, the security in shelters and missions was as limited as their services were to help the homeless. With no one there to protect her from being sexually assaulted, she was everyone's everyday target. Then, when the two men followed them and sat at their table to continue their sexual abuse, albeit verbally this time, she and her mother moved to a safer table to dine with a single mother and her three, small children.
Not much of a life, after having lost everything, to have to live with her mother in a shelter and eat her meals at the mission, nonetheless, she was thankful for the bed and grateful for the food. Knocking on doors every day looking for work, while hoping that today was the day she'd get a job and this company was the employer who'd hire her, she heard the same thing over and again.
"Sorry, there are no openings."
"Sorry, you can fill out an application, but I already have a hundred people applying for this one job."
"Sorry, but you're overqualified. We'd never hire you for such a lowly position. As soon as the economy improved, you'd leave us for a higher paying job that had benefits."
"Sorry, but with so many others that are more qualified and willing to take less money than you, I can't offer you this job."
With most of the full-time jobs now made part-time, employers wanted those new hires to do two jobs made into one, while paying less than what one of those jobs used to pay. An employers' market, with most jobs offering no benefits, not even partial health insurance, and few of those jobs being very appealing, employers took advantage of a desperate workforce in a bad economy. Nonetheless, willing to work at anything for any wage, unfortunately, there were too many other desperate people with the same mindset.
Had she not been the center of unwanted attention by men, since the time she first developed breasts, Susan may have recoiled at the thought of what she allowed men to do to her for much needed money. Always uncomfortable with men staring and leering at her, embarrassed by the lewdly dirty things they'd say to her, she spent a lifetime fighting off men from groping her and trying to have their wicked way with her. Yet, she did whatever she had to do to survive and hated herself later for having to stoop so low to live. Sometimes, while looking through trash for bottles and cans, she'd occasionally allow some men she came upon in a back alley to cop a cheap feel of her for a few dollars.
Never volunteering herself for fear of being arrested for lewd and lascivious behavior or worse for prostitution, leery of those who approached her, she'd give a select few men a quick feel her breasts, ass, and pussy through her clothes for money. Lucky that one of them didn't drag her in a doorway and rape her, beat her, rob her, and even murder her, even though they all wanted more than just a quick feel, they all took no for an answer. Even though she was destitute and desperate for money, having more self-respect than that, she wasn't about to get down on her knees in a dirty, rat infested alley and blow some bum, especially one who hadn't showered in a while. Besides, bad enough being felt up by strange men and businessmen cutting through the alleyway, while on their lunch hour, other than a cheap feel here and there, other than a hand job, performing lewd sex acts on them was crossing the line.
With a network of homeless men and back alley dwellers, after the word spread that she'd willingly sell the feel of her body for money, she had a small side business of horny, homeless men and white and blue collar workers, who willingly parted with a few dollars for a quick feel of her big breasts, round ass, and blonde pussy, even if only through her clothes. Once they saw how pretty and shapely she was and knew she'd allow them to touch her, grope her, and feel her, all of them wanted more. Willing to be a bit more daring and relenting to do a bit more, depending upon her mood, she'd flash someone her breast for five dollars, give someone a feel of her bare breast or bare ass for ten dollars and, depending on the man, even give an occasional hand job for twenty bucks, so long as he was clean, but that's as far as she'd go.
Funny how she could justify what she did, when she did it for the sake of money to buy food. Yet, doing any more than allowing someone to feel her, while she felt their erections through their pants and stroked their cocks outside of their pants, made her feel too much like a cheap prostitute. Selling her decency and modesty for money, even though she drew the line at sucking and fucking, she tried not to think of herself as a hooker but, by definition and in all respects, giving sexual favors in exchange for money, she was. Able to justify what she did because she was poor, hungry, and desperate, whatever money she earned from allowing men to touch, feel, and grope her, she bought food and those necessities of life that she needed and not drugs and alcohol, as did so many others in her dire situation.
Between the police harassing her and her being the target of every crazy, long-term homeless man, who felt she invaded their private, personal territory by stealing their discarded bottles and cans, the city streets quickly became too dangers for a woman, especially a woman who looked like her. Tired of competing for every bottle and can with every drunk and drugged out bum sleeping on the street corner, men who soon wanted more than just a quick feel of her tits and ass and/or a hand job, she decided to move to a better neighborhood. Leaving the shelter, the only home she now had, and abandoning the mission, where she ate her merger meals, she packed up what few possessions she had left and took a bus with her mother across the river to Hershey, the more affluent side of Central Pennsylvania.
* * * * *
Having to leave her beloved shopping cart behind, hopefully, she'd find a job and wouldn't need a shopping cart. If she was unable to find a job in Hershey, she'd find another shopping cart and collect bottles and cans there, too. Hopefully, she wouldn't have to resort to that. Yet, with Hershey Park being the biggest tourist destination in the state, between the amusement park, the concerts they held, the sporting events, and the famed Hershey car show, she could only imagine how many return for deposit items there'd be for her to collect. Hershey Park was a bottle and can collectors paradise. Unfortunately, she quickly learned that the employees of the park policed the area of all bottles and cans and frowned upon anyone invading their private paradise with a shopping cart loaded with bottles and cans. Besides, designed more for cars than pedestrians, the parking area was so immense that it was difficult for her to walk end to end, especially when pushing a shopping cart.
First things first, she and her mother needed a place to live. She sought temporary shelter at the local church, where she befriended the reverend. With Susan being so easy on the eyes and possessing such a pleasant and amenable personality, it wasn't difficult for her to make new friends. In the way that she looked, everyone wanted to be her friend, that is except for the wives of those husbands, who gave her long, leering, lustful looks.
Lots of people wanted to help her, especially men, unfortunately for all the wrong reasons. In exchange for money, men were willing to give her a place to sleep for the night, so long as she slept with them naked and in the same bed. Wanting none of that, she wanted a job, but there were none, not in this bad economy. Instead, the kind reverend gave her a place to sleep and paid her some pocket money to help with the daily duties of the shelter and the food bank. With her mother making new friends, too, a church woman offered Susan and her mother a spare bedroom she had in her house.
"I heard from the good reverend about you being homeless, after losing everything in the flood, and I'd be grateful if you and your lovely daughter would stay with me, until you get back on your feet. I have a spare bedroom. I've been so lonely after my Henry died," she said with sad eyes, as if the mere mention of her beloved husband's name brought back memories.
Now living in a small bedroom in the house of her mother's new friend, after having to suffer through living at the shelter and eating meals at the mission, even though they had to share a bed, Susan and her Mom were safe from harm and grateful for the smallest of comforts in life. Yet, still without a job, but for the few dollars she earned helping with the shelter and their food bank, and struggling to live on her mother's meager Social Security check, Susan returned to picking up bottles and cans, this time, in exclusive Hershey, instead of downtown Harrisburg. Only, knowing that the local police would never allow her to continue with what she did in Harrisburg, especially in allowing men to feel her up for money in a back alley, she devised a new plan, one that accommodated her need for money and one that went along with what was acceptable to her new, affluent neighborhood.
Barely making enough money collecting bottles and cans to survive, there must be a better way, she thought, but what? How can she make more money just by collecting bottles and cans? Maybe, she thought, making new friends was the key to her success. Maybe she thought, instead of looking like a homeless woman, she'd have more success looking like the person she used to be and still is inside. She commandeered an errant shopping cart from the local supermarket and marketed herself by attaching a sign to each side of her shopping cart.
"PLEASE HELP THE HOMELESS."
A desperate measure during desperate times for her to so advertise, especially in prohibitively and restrictive Hershey, not too proud or too embarrassed to beg, she just didn't want to be arrested for panhandling. In truth and by definition, she and her mother were, indeed, homeless, and she wasn't lying about any donations received going to help the homeless, albeit namely them. Even though they had temporary shelter in an elderly church woman's home, they were still at the mercy and generosity of their new benefactress. Not that she would, but she could rescind her offer to shelter them and ask them to leave at any time.
Only, keenly aware of her affluent neighborhood, not wanting to look like a homeless beggar, she needed to more play the innocent, albeit beautiful, buxom, blonde part. Hoping for more, especially with her pushing the shopping cart, in the way that it would look if Ashley Tisdale or Jessica Simpson was pushing the carriage, but with everyone falling on hard times, her shopping cart advertisement only worked well enough for her to earn her just a few more dollars than what she made digging through trash dumpsters in downtown Harrisburg alleyways. Trying another tactic and dressing as if she lived in the this new, ritzy neighborhood. Instead of going out in jeans, sweatshirt, and sneakers to dig through trash and pick up bottles and cans from the gutter, she had her hair and nails done, bought a few sexy, albeit respectful outfits with what meager money she had saved, and hit the streets again.
Only, this time, wearing a short skirt to show off her shapely legs and a low cut blouse to highlight her long line of cleavage and enhance her big tits, this was her new uniform of choice. With her sexy appearance her way for the admiring men to notice her, she attracted those men who wanted to help the homeless, expressly hoping to help get her in their bed. Looking much like a stripper who found religion, her long blonde hair, pretty face, and shapely figure attracted a lot of attention, both male and female. Looking nothing like the homeless woman that she was, even the policemen that passed her by gave her a smile, a wave, and sometimes even a donation of few dollars to her worthy cause. If only they knew that her cause was more exclusively personally and that she was the one homeless, they'd frown on her publically panhandling on their clean city streets.
Staying off Chocolate, Cocoa, and Park Avenues, the main thoroughfares through Hershey, and pushing her cart up the side streets across from Mansion Road, where Milton Hershey used to live, she traveled the pristine streets, where all the big shot executives, who work for Hershey's assorted and varied businesses live. Once she became a familiar face, looking as if she belonged, she was accepted, when the residents emerged from their lavish homes to greet her and to give her green trash bags filled with bottles and cans. It was so much easier to collect bottles and cans, when the green trash bags that residents handed her were full of them. Instead of having to dig through dumpsters and gutters, by just advertising with a sign on her carriage and promoting herself by altering her appearance, she was now making so much more money in Hershey than she ever did in Harrisburg.
* * * * *
"Hi Susan," said Greg, an interior decorator, who owned a business on Chocolate Avenue in Hershey, appropriately named, Chocolate Is Not the Only Color. "I have some bottles and cans for you today," he said handing her a bag of recyclables, along with a check made out to her for $100.00, before giving her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. "It's so commendable of you to help the homeless. Truth be told, by giving you my recyclables, you make me feel as if I'm directly helping them, too. I'll see you next week, Honey."
"Thank you, Greg. Bye," said Susan waving him a smile.
"Yoo-hoo, Susan," said Mario, another neighbor from across the street, "I have some bottles and cans for the homeless," he said holding up a bag of recyclables.
Mario owned a woman's shoe store on Chocolate Avenue in Hershey, called Foot Confections, Sweet Feet. Knowing that he had a foot fetish and, once she gave him her shoe size, he'd emerge from his house each week with a pair of new shoes to give her, that is, so long as he could personally fit the shoes to her feet, no doubt, while ogling her panties beneath her short skirt. Certainly, for a free pair of new and stylish shoes, Susan didn't mind Mario stealing a peek of her panties in an up skirt. Being the exhibitionist that she is, she's routinely flashed her panties to shoe store salesman before. A game she loves playing, she's already shown unsuspecting men so much more than just her panties in an up skirt. Lifting her skirt and spreading her legs more, while looking down at the shoes that Mario fitted to her feet, she knew that from the angle where he squatted, that she was giving him all that he hoped to see.
So much better than collecting bottles and cans in the alleyways in downtown Harrisburg, with her pretense of helping the homeless so very commendable and innocent, making new friends in Hershey was easy. With the bottle and can deposits going to a worthy cause to support her and her homeless mother, Susan didn't think she was doing anything wrong or illegal and truth be told, she wasn't, theoretically, ethically, perhaps. Only, just in the way that she did in the back alleyways of downtown Harrisburg, it was then that she realized that she could make so much more money by befriending some of the lonely, horny, and wealthy men in her newly adopted Hershey neighborhood. So long as she was discreet, so long as they were giving her what she needed, money, and she was giving them what they wanted, sex, who would know?
By playing the part of the not so innocent and not so reluctant sexy vixen, Susan soon discovered that she no longer needed a job to earn a living. Except for continuing the pretense of pushing her cart, by merely using her face and figure, she no longer needed to collect bottles and cans. By just maintaining the charade of helping the homeless by collecting a token amount of bottles and cans, the signage displayed on her shopping cart was enough to admit her entrance to exclusive homes, that is, whenever the woman of the house wasn't around.



"Hi, Susan," said Walter, a retired, albeit, wealthy widower, while waving to her from across the street. "I have something for you," he said with a big smile, while standing in his open garage wearing just a bathrobe and slippers.
"Hi, Walter. I'll be right over," said Susan with a smile and a wave. "I bet you have something for me, Walter, you perverted, old man," said Susan mumbling under her breath, "and, no doubt, it's hidden beneath your bathrobe. Whoever invented those little, blue Viagra pills should be shot," she said to herself with a laugh. "Now, all of these old men think they are studs," she said still mumbling.
Susan crossed the street to his opened garage. A space that faced away from the street and was shaded by a stand of trees, the somewhat hidden location of his garage gave them privacy from the eyes of prying neighbors, especially when standing further inside. A big step up, definitely, servicing Walter in his garage in Hershey was so much better servicing a stranger in a dirty alleyway in Harrisburg.
"I have all these bottles and cans for you to take, Susan, so long as you don't mind digging them out of my recycling bin," said Walter with a big smile, while squatting down with her just enough for his bathrobe to accidentally on purpose split open at the knees and part more, when one side of the thin material fell from his thigh. "I have a bad back," he said feigning back pain with a grimace and turning to exposed himself to her more, "otherwise I'd help you."
He was showing so much more than just his smile now. In one prolonged flash, his semi-erect cock, testicles, and pubic hair were completely exposed to her, that is, if she was looking and, to satisfy his perversion of exposing himself to her and to feed his lust for her, while he feed her need for a donation, she was looking. Giving him what he so wanted, with him being an exhibitionist in need of a voyeur, Susan stared at his cock a little longer than she would have ordinarily. A game she enjoyed playing with this harmless, old man and one they played weekly, with each week getting more provocatively daring and sexually more revealing, Susan squatted down with him. With her knees parted plenty wide enough and with her short skirt hiked up nearly to her crotch, she flashed him her bright white panty and low cut bra. Now it was Walter's turn to stare at all that she was showing and, giving him an eyeful, she was showing him plenty.
"Thank you so very much, Walter," said Susan hiking up her short skirt each time she squatted down to retrieve one bottle and one can at a time, while flashing him more of her panties, bra, and cleavage each time. "You're too kind, Walter, to donate all of these recyclables to help the homeless. I appreciate your generosity and kindness."
While Susan still squatted, Walter stood and reached his hands in his pocket and, on the pretense of giving her some money to help the homeless, usually a twenty dollar bill, when he easily could have afforded to give her a hundred, his real intent was to flash her his cock again by purposefully opening his bathrobe, as he reached in his pocket for the twenty. Then, when Susan squatted again, with his hands still in his pockets, he'd accidentally on purpose push against the inside of his pockets to pull open his bathrobe just enough to flash her his cock to her again. This time, with his flash of his cock at eye level, at first pretending not to notice, she was still squatting down rummaging through his recycling bin. Playing her part as the innocent, albeit exhibitionist woman, by pretending to unknowingly flash him her panty, while still squatting down with her knees widely parted and her short skirt nearly up to her crotch, she'd look up at his exposed and now nearly erect prick, while acting as if she didn't notice the elephant in the garage.
"I'm so very excited that I can give you a little something extra each week for the homeless, Susan. It's such a good cause," he said leering at all that she was showing him while, no doubt, hoping that she was looking at all that he was flashing her.
"Thank you, Walter. I can see your excitement," she said feigning a blush, while suppressing a laugh. "Oh, my, Walter," she said staring at his cock.
"What? What's wrong, Susan? You're blushing," said Walter looking down at himself to see where Susan was looking and, no doubt, look to see what she was seeing.
"I don't know if you realize, Walter, but your penis is exposed," she said with an unembarrassed little laugh, before putting a hand to her mouth in a feigned look of shock. "I'm so very embarrassed," she said holding her hand to her mouth without averting her stare. "I'm sorry for staring but I've never seen a cock as big as your cock, Walter," she said, while thinking that she's never seen one as small.
"Oh, sorry, Susan," said Walter looking down at his little, erect prick, before looking up at Susan. "That seems to accidentally happen every time we're together. Perhaps, because you excite me so much," he said with a thoughtful pause, "I have a hard time, if you know what I mean, hiding my excitement."
"Actually, Walter, I do know what you mean. Other than collecting bottles, cans, and making friends, I could use a little excitement in my life myself," said Susan with a laugh.
Walter remained silent, while staring between Susan's legs at her exposed panty. By the pulsating movement of his still exposed cock, he appeared to be getting even more sexually excited. While looking down her blouse at her cleavage, down her bra at the roundness of the tops of her exposed breasts, and up her skirt at her white panty, his cock showed his appreciation of the down blouse and up skirt view that he had of Susan.
"Panty and tit for cock," he said with a perverted little laugh.
"Panty and tit for cock? Pardon? Sorry, Walter, but I don't know what you mean," she said knowing full well what he meant.
"Since, you're giving me a nice up skirt view of your bright white panties and a beautiful down blouse view of your cleavage and bra, I thought I'd return the favor by accidentally on purpose exposing my cock to you," he said showing more excitement in his quivering voice, while beaming a broad smile.
"Oh, Walter, you rascal. I'm so very embarrassed. Can you really see my panties from your angle? I had no idea. I was too focused on retrieving the bottles and cans from your recycling bin," said Susan leaning and looking down to peer up her skirt to see what Walter could see. Then, she put a finger to the top of her blouse to open it enough to see what he could see. "You must think me a hussy. No wonder why you're showing me your cock," she said with a laugh.
"Nonsense, I don't think of you as a hussy, Susan. I think you are a splendid young woman. If I had a daughter, I'd want her to be just like you."
I bet you'd love to have a daughter who looked like me, thought Susan, while laughing to herself over the X-rated antics of her perverted friend. If you had a daughter, I bet you'd flash her your cock in the way that you flash me your cock. I bet you'd ogle her panties and bra in the way that you ogle mine.
"I'm so very embarrassed. I had no idea my knees were so open and my skirt had climbed up so high. I didn't know you could see my panties and I had no idea that you could see my cleavage and bra," said Susan standing, while still playing his game and still staring at his exposed prick. "More focused on the bottles and cans, I didn't even know you were purposely flashing me your penis all this time, Walter. You must think that I'm such a ditsy blonde," she said with an exaggerated laugh.
"I don't think any such thing. my dear, I think of you as a beautiful, sexy, and desirable woman," he said stepping closer to her to hand her some money. "Please accept this donation to your cause."
"Thank you, Walter."
Just as they did in the alleyway in Harrisburg, when Walter handed Susan the twenty dollars, he grabbed hold of her wrist and pulled her hand to his uncovered penis, while holding her hand there in place.
"Touch me, Susan. Please feel my cock. Wrap your fingers around my big prick and stroke me. I'm so hot for you," he said grabbing a handful of her breast through her blouse, while running a finger across her emerging nipple that suddenly made its appearance to push against her bra. "You're just so damn beautiful."
"No Walter. Please, stop. I told you before that I'm not that kind of girl," she said pulling her hand away to prolong the tease, while knowing he'd try the same thing next week and, next week, just as she had the week before, she'd allow him to go a little further. Then, needing to keep him interested by showing him that she wasn't a slut, her way of giving him the sex that he wanted, while getting him to give her the money that she needed, she voiced her outrage. "How dare you disrespect me in such a deplorable way? How dare you put my hand on your cock and grab my breast? How dare you treat me like a common whore?"
"Sorry, Susan. I'm so sorry. I just can't help myself, whenever I'm alone with you. Please take this hundred dollars for the homeless," he said pulling a hundred from his other pocket and handing her both the twenty and hundred together.
"Thank you, Walter. I'll make sure it gets put to good use."
"Will I see you next week?"
"Okay, but only if you behave, Walter," she said staring down at his exposed cock again to give him more fodder to masturbate over, after she left.
Same time, same game, next week, their flashing and teasing games continued. Only this time, when Walter pulled her hand to his cock, she accepted him in her hand and wrapped her fingers around him, before slowly stroking him to an erection.
"I really shouldn't be doing this, Walter, but I just can't help myself," she said exchanging her disgust for lust. "I'm only human, too, and it's been a long time, since I've had a man's cock in my hand."
"That's right, Susan, wrap your fingers around my cock. Stroke me. Faster, just a little faster. Oh, yeah, baby, that's it. Don't stop. Faster. Please don't stop. Oh, my God, that feels so incredibly good, Susan."
"I can't believe I'm doing this, Walter. I'm not that kind of girl," she said holding his cock tighter, while stroking him faster. "I just don't feel right about this," she said stroking him even faster.
"Make me cum, Susan, and I'll give you more money to help the homeless," he said stuffing several twenties down her blouse and tucking them in her bra, as his pretense to feel her big tit and finger her erect nipple.
Once he coughed up the money, she stroked him even faster. Then, when she felt his excitement swell, when she could feel him getting ready to cum, as if she was a teenager giving her first hand job in the backseat of a car, on the pretense of suddenly realizing what she was doing was wrong, and becoming frightened, she abruptly stopped just before the point of no return. Stopping there made him want her even more. Encouraging his generosity, stopping there served her purpose, until next week.
"Sorry, but I can't do this, Walter. This is so wrong," she said releasing his stiff prick. "Even for the sake of helping to feed the homeless, I can't prostitute myself. I can't believe you forced yourself on me. I have to go," she said leaving his garage in a hurry.
"I'm sorry, Susan. I'm so sorry. Please forgive me," said Walter calling after her and obviously filled with more sexual frustration than sadness. "Will I see you next week?"
"Yes, but only if you respect me and not force yourself on me."
"Okay, I promise," said Walter, with a sly grin.
The following week, going just a little bit further each week, enough to get him to cough up even more cash, she wore her sheer, barely there panties, along with her peasant top, the one that fell far enough open that he could see her areolas and nipples down her blouse through her sheer, barely there matching bra. She gave him a good show of her panty clad, trimmed, blonde pussy, every time she squatted, and Walter was already hard by the time he reached for her wrist and pulled her hand to his cock. This time, she readily accepted his cock in her hand and tightly wrapped her fingers around his exposed prick to gave him a real hand job. This time, it didn't take him long to explode his lust for her all over his garage floor. Happy to stuff more money down her bra, happy to satisfy her need to help the homeless, so long as she satisfied his need to have sex with her, he gave her even more money than last week.
Knowing that it was inevitable, so long as he kept stuffing even more money down her bra, maybe next week she'd suck his cock just enough to maintain his interest and increase his donation. Then, the following week, maybe she'd allow him to play with her tits, while she'd really suck his prick. Perhaps, the next week, she'd even allow him to cum in her mouth. If he paid her enough money, she'd even let him eventually fuck her. Playing him for as much money as he was willing to give, a win/win situation for both of them, money for her and sex for him, obvious by his erection and him handing her money, her reason for returning, this was a game that they both enjoyed playing.
Donating whatever excess cash he gave her that she didn't need, she donated to the homeless shelter that sheltered her, the mission that fed her, and the church that helped her. Realizing that if all of those who had excess money to give, freely gave, there'd no longer be anyone homeless or hungry. Yet, with so many poor and needy, and with so many people too cheap to give, and with those who give expecting something in return, able to justify milking Walter out of some of his wealth, she didn't feel guilty about playing him, especially in the way that he was trying to take advantage of her. Besides, with Walter reminding her of her grandfather, who gave her a dollar, every time he hugged her, she liked the kindly old man and now wondered if her grandfather had been a pervert, too.
Then, heightening her game, in an act of making him wild for her, next week, she decided to really tease him by not wearing panties. With her legs parted wide enough to show him what he was so looking to see, his eyeballs nearly fell out of her head, when she squatted down to retrieve the bottles and cans from his recycling bin. So focused on staring at her exposed pussy, he didn't even bother flashing her his cock.
"Oh, Walter," she said, when feeling the heat of his stare, "aren't you tired of this game of looking up my skirt, while exposing your cock to me?" She watched him staring at her exposed pussy, every time she squatted to collect the recyclables he had put out for her.
"Oh, my God, Susan, thinking that I was imagining it, I couldn't believe my eyes at first, but you're not wearing any panties. I can't believe your pussy is right there in plain view, right before my eyes."
"Oops, sorry, Walter, I forgot to grab a pair," she said lifting the hem of her skirt to look between her legs. "I was in such a rush to leave the house that I forget to finish getting dressed. If I wasn't so young, I'd think that I was getting Alzheimer's disease," she said with a laugh. "How embarrassing is that? Please don't look at my pussy, Walter. I'm so very embarrassed," she said still squatting down with her knees still parted wide enough open to show him some pink.
"Are you going to give me a hand job again, Susan? After seeing your trimmed, blonde pussy, I could really use one. I really need to cum, Susan," he said with a look of hopefulness, as if having just asked his mother for some candy, while never removing his eyes from Susan's trimmed, blonde pussy.
"No, sorry, Walter. Not today. I just can't do that. It's wrong."
Walter had the face of a disappointed boy, when told that he wasn't getting a toy at the toy store.
"I was really hoping you would, Susan," said Walter undoing his bathrobe tie, pushing open his bathrobe, and taking his cock in hand, while slowly stroking himself.
"Walter! Oh, my God, you're embarrassing me. Someone will see you. I'll tell you what," said Susan watching him stroking himself faster.
"What?" He stepped closer to her, while stroking himself faster. Afraid that he was trying to cum to give her a real cum bath, while she squatted to go through his recycling bin, Susan stood.
"What if I sucked your cock, instead, Walter? Would that be okay? Would you like for me to blow you, Walter, instead of giving you a hand job? Would you like for me to give you a blowjob, Walter? I've been told that I'm a really good cocksucker."
"Oh, my God, are you kidding me? Yes, a sexual fantasy come true, I'd love for you to suck my cock, Susan," he said, as if being told by his mother that she was taking him to Disney World. He removed a wad of cash from his bathrobe pocket, peeled off several, crisp, new one hundred dollar bills, and tucked the money in her bra, while cupping her big breast and fingering her erect nipple.
In readiness of blowing him, Susan spread out a plastic bag on the dirty garage floor, before kneeling in front of him. With Walter staring down at her with his beady, brown eyes, Susan stared up at him with her big, blue eyes, while fondling the head of his cock with her fingers. Then, feeling his lust for her through his cock, she stroked him to a harder erection, before moving closer to take his hard cock in her mouth. Immediately, she felt a gentle hand to the back of her pretty blonde head. Not wasting any time, she was sucking him now, really sucking him, while stroking him. No doubt intent on cumming, he was humping her mouth and fucking her face, as if she were a blowup doll and her mouth was a glory hole.
By cupping his balls and tightening her grip around his erect prick, while stroking him faster, she could feel when he was ready to explode the lust that he had for her. Yet, before passing the point of no return again, just as she did with the hand job the week before, she stopped sucking him, spit him from her mouth, and stood. Had she done this with some back alley man in Harrisburg, he would have forced her to finish the job. Yet, Walter, a meek and mild manager, a retired top executive of one of Hershey's famed, successful companies, although he would have wanted to cum in her beautiful mouth, by the delirious look on his face, obviously, he appreciated even half a blowjob.
"I can't do this, Walter. My knees hurt. Besides, this is so terribly wrong. I've crossed the line. Even with you donating money to a good cause, this is perversion. This is prostitution. I feel so dirty. I hope I haven't ruined our friendship by crossing the line and by dirtying it with sex in offering to give you a blowjob. Please forgive me, Walter. I'm so sorry to have needlessly excited and frustrated you."
"Oh, my God, Susan, don't be silly. You haven't ruined our friendship and I'm so sorry that I made you feel that way," he said stuffing more money down her bra, while feeling her tits and taking a long pause, before speaking again. "Do you think, maybe, next week, you can finish the blowjob?" As if a dog being left alone for the day, he looked at her with sad eyes. "I've been wanting to know for years, what it would feel like to cum in a woman's mouth. My wife, Hillary, God rest her soul, didn't do oral sex," he said taking another thoughtful pause. "If you wouldn't mind terribly and forgive me for saying so, but I'd really love to cum in your pretty mouth, Susan."
"Gees, I don't know, Walter. You're putting me on the stop. Giving you a blowjob is one thing but allowing you to cum in my mouth is quite another. That's a big step. I only agreed to give you a hand job a couple of weeks ago and now here I am on my knees sucking your cock. What's next? Will you be asking to fuck me? Will you be expecting me to give you anal sex? We'll see, Walter, we'll see," she said waving her good-bye leaving, while counting her money, as she walked up the street with her shopping cart.



The following week, as it was the week before, dressed in his bathrobe and slippers with nothing else underneath, Walter was waiting for Susan with a small, plush carpet put out in front of where he was standing, obviously, for the comfort of Susan's knees. Weird that he never invited her inside his house, perhaps in respect of his deceased wife, he wasn't comfortable doing that. More probable, with his wife gone, Walter didn't appear the type to keep a tidy house and maybe he was embarrassed to show her that he was a pig. Always, they met in his garage. This time, not wasting time with idle chatter or with bottles and cans, immediately, Susan assumed her kneeling position and took Walter in her mouth. Determined for him to cum in her mouth, she was really sucking and stroking him now, as Walter stuffed a handful of hundred dollar bills down her blouse and bra, while feeling her tits and trying to finger her nipples.
"Suck me, Susan. Suck my cock," said Walter placing a fat hand behind her blonde head to, no doubt, insure that her mouth didn't prematurely abandon his cock this time. "Stroke me. Stroke me faster. Yeah, that's it. Oh, my God, Susan. This is so unbelievable. Oh, my God, Susan. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. Don't stop. Please don't stop," he said stuffing a few more hundreds in her bra. This time, while pushing her head forward and impaling her mouth with his stiff prick, he unloaded a mouthful of cum in her pretty mouth and, immediately, she spit out all that he gave her.
"Oh, my Walter. That was so much cum. You filled my mouth with so much cum that I could barely breathe."
"That was wonderful, Susan. Indeed, you are a very skilled cocksucker," he said watching her wipe his cum from her lips, "but do you think next week, you could swallow?"
"I don't know, Walter. We'll see? I'd have to be in the mood and with all the worries that I have about not collecting enough money for the homeless--"
"Don't worry about money, Susan. Don't you worry your pretty head about money. I'll pay you plenty, I mean, I'll donate more," he said staring at her, while reaching out to feel her breast and finger her hard nipples through her blouse and bra. "And," he said pausing again, "do you think next week that I could see and play with your titties, while you blew me? I really like feeling your big tits and playing with your hard nipples, especially while you're sucking my cock."
"Gees, Walter, you make me feel like a hooker, instead of an advocate for the homeless collecting money for the poor. I thought we were friends," said Susan sadly, while suppressing a feigned tear.
"I'm sorry, Susan. Please forgive me. I didn't mean to make you feel like a hooker and we are friends. Actually, Susan, now that my Hillary is gone, you're the only friend that I have. I'll tell you what, I'll donate extra money to the homeless, Susan, if you swallow and allow me to see and play with your titties."
"We'll see, Walter. We'll see. If someone saw me sucking your cock and reported me, I could get in trouble for this. Practically having sex in public, I could be arrested for this."
"Don't worry, Susan," said Walter looking out his open garage door, "no one will see you. "I'm the last house on a dead end street. The only person who comes here is the mailman and he's already delivered the mail."
Same time, same thing next week, Susan got on her knees, as soon as she entered Walter's garage. She unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her front snapping bra to expose her perfect C cup breasts to Walter. Immediately, his hands were all over her big tits, touching them, feeling them, and caressing them, while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
"Oh, my God, Susan, you have the best tits, I've ever seen and felt, he said. "Your tits are so much better than my Hillary's saggy tits, God rest her soul. I just love your tits," he said, while Susan busied herself taking his cock in her mouth, stroking him, and sucking him.
He was already hard, the hardest he's ever been, from playing with her tits and from her sucking him. Maybe because Susan not only allowed him to see her breasts but also to play with her big tits, but he exploded his cum in her mouth almost immediately. This time she swallowed and this time, when she hooked up her bra, he filled both of her bra cups with two handfuls of hundred dollar bills.
* * * * *
And so it went with Susan going from house to house. Sometimes, instead of a man giving her a flash and wanting a quick feel, it was a woman.
"Susan! How are you?"
Stella stood on her front porch holding her bathrobe in place with her arm, while shivering from the chill of the early morning air. Having already seen her naked body before, in the same way as Walter, Susan knew she wasn't wearing anything beneath her robe. A rich widow, who drinks too much to soothe her loneliness and her struggle with lesbianism, Susan liked Stella. Much like her, she was intelligent, strong, and fun.
"I'm good, Stella. How are you?"
"Horny, Susan, I'm always horny," she said with a laugh, while taking her sip of her alcohol laced coffee at 9am in the morning. "I wish I could find a young, boy toy like J. Lo found. I could use a stiff one right about now and I'm not talking about a drink," she said with a dirty laugh. "Come inside, I have some bottles and cans for you to take," she said escorting Susan inside her house. "Would you like a cup of coffee? I just made some fresh."
"Sure, I could use something stiffer than Walter's little cock," said Susan taking encouragement from Stella to talk about penises.
Stella put out a coffee cup, poured Susan some coffee, and added a shot of Sambuca.
"Was Walter flashing you his little cock again?" Stella laughed with Susan. "He's harmless. He's flashed everyone in the neighborhood his little prick. Seeing his little cock is more funny than it is shocking."
"It's all part of the game we play for him to cough up a few extra dollars for the homeless," she said wondering if she knew that she was doing more than allowing Walter to flash her. "I don't mind seeing his cock, seen one, seen them all. He flashes me his cock and I flash him my panties in an up skirt view and my bra and cleavage in a down blouse view, while squatting down to go through is recycling bin. I'm sure he masturbates over all that he flashed of himself to me and all that he saw of me, as soon as I leave. Only, this time he put my hand on his cock," she said figuring that if Stella heard differently, in an attempt to save her reputation, she'd say that Walter forced her to blow him, too. "Eww."
"Well, you're secret is safe with me, Susan," she said removing her robe to stand in her kitchen naked. "There's nothing that I don't have that you don't have and haven't seen before," she said looking down at her nakedness, before addressing Susan's shocked look with a laugh.
All part of the show and tell game that these uptight, sexually frustrated, rich residents played, Susan stared at Stella's naked body. With pert, B cup breasts, a toned stomach and shapely legs from playing golf and tennis at the country club and swimming laps in her in-the-ground heated pool, she looked pretty good for a mature woman. Obvious from the looks that she gave her, just as Walter wants a younger woman, so doesn't Stella want a younger woman, too. If she was Walter, she'd do her, but Susan wasn't interested in women in the way that she was interested in men and in the way that Stella was interested in her. Nonetheless, just as she played with Walter, a game they both enjoyed playing, in the way that Stella hoped to sexually take advantage of Susan, Susan hoped to receive a larger monetary donation from Stella.
"Aren't you cold, Stella?" Susan laughed, before taking another sip of her coffee.
"I'm used to walking around naked, especially out back. I enjoy giving all the old, frustrated men in the neighborhood a flash of my tits, ass, and pussy," she said with a laugh. "Actually, I've been thinking about becoming a nudist," she said turning from side to side, before turning completely around and putting her arms over her head with one leg bent in her best Betty Paige Playboy cheesecake pose. "What do you think?"
"You certainly have the body to walk around naked, Stella," said Susan taking a sip of her coffee. "Only, you have too good of a body to become a nudist. Have you seen some of the nudists? Most nudists are old and fat," said Susan with a laugh.
"I'd fit right in, then. I'm old and fat," she said sucking in her stomach and laughing.
"You're hardly old, Stella, and you're definitely not fat. You have a beautiful body. How old are you, 50-years-old?"
"Thank you. You're too kind, but add another dozen years to that," she said with laugh, before taking another longer sip of her coffee and before pouring herself another. "It's amazing what a few Botox injections along with a bit of plastic surgery, a lift here and a tuck there, can do for an old broad like me."
"I only hope that I look as good as you do in twenty-three years," said Susan raising her coffee mug in toast of her friend.
"You know, Susan," said Stella pausing to make eye contact, while giving Susan a soulful look. "I'd give you a much larger donation, if you gave me what I want, in the way that you give Walter what he wants."
Susan wasn't surprised that Stella suspected or knew what she did with Walter, since he wasn't very discreet. Knowing him as she did, she wouldn't be surprised if told all his neighbors that he was having sex with her. Yet, remembering what Walter said about not having any friends, they probably wouldn't believe him, if he told them.
"All for a good cause, Stella, in helping to feed the homeless. I give Walter want he wants by a flash of my panties and bra and he flashes me his miniature cock," she laughed, while raising her coffee cup in toast to her friend.
"Tell me, be honest, just between us girls, did you suck his little cock? Did you allow him to cum in your pretty mouth," she said running a manicured finger across Susan's full lips, before leaning down to give Susan a peck on the lips.
"Stella, really, I'm not going to tell you what I do and don't do with someone and Walter's little prick is the last prick that I'd have in my mouth. Eww. I'm going to be sick by just the thought of it."
"Sorry, Susan. I was just teasing you to get a reaction. Seriously though, Susan, just as a comparison, wouldn't you prefer to lick my sweet, wet pussy," she said putting two fingers to her cunt and lifting her lips to show Susan some pink, "than to suck his little, wrinkled cock?"
"Thank you, Stella. I'm flattered, but I'm not lesbian, not yet, anyway. Maybe, lesbianism will be an option open to me, after I'm fed up with the antics of men," she said with a laugh.
"You've never made love to a woman?"
"No," said Susan with an uncomfortable laugh.
"How would you even know you're not lesbian then, if you've never made love to a woman? I always had feelings for women, but I never acted upon them, until my husband died," she said taking the liberty to stick her hand down Susan's low cut, open top and beneath her front snapping bra to cup her breasts, while fondling her nipple. "Doesn't that feel good, honey? Don't you like it when I show you some womanly affection?"
"It does feel good, Stella, and I'm flattered by your sexual attention, but the fact that you're a good looking woman, Stella, doesn't excite me in the way it would, if you were a good looking man fingering my nipples."
"I'd be very generous to your cause, Susan, if only you'd allow me to lick your pussy and even more generous, if you licked my pussy," said Stella removing her hand from Susan's blouse. "Who knows? Maybe there's a little lesbian inside of you, too," she said reaching her hand down and under Susan's short shirt to cup her pussy through her panty, while tracing her pussy slit with her manicured finger. "If you moved in with me, imagine all the fun we'd have." Then, when she tried moving Susan's panty aside with her fingernail, Susan stopped her.
"Please don't," said Susan squirming away. "I'm not comfortable with you doing that, Stella."
"Sorry, Susan, but you're so damn beautiful that every time you leave, I touch myself while fantasizing about making love to you."
"I should get those bottles and cans you have for me, Stella," said Susan standing. "I have more houses to hit."
"Don't you want to stay and take a nap with me?" Stella give Susan a lustful look.
"A nap? No, I'm not sleepy," said Susan with a laugh.
"I'm not either," said Stella returning her laugh and taking a step closer.
Stella put an arm around Susan's neck and kissed her. Parting her lips with her tongue, she gave her a long, wet kiss. This time, returning her kiss, she allowed Stella to stick her tongue in her mouth. In the way she did with Walter, she gave Stella the same sexual affection. Then, Susan reached out and felt Stella's naked breast and fingered her nipple. Then, when, Stella reached beneath her short skirt again to toy with her pussy through her panty, she pulled away again. Ready to only go only so far, maybe next week, she'd allow Stella to finger her pussy, while kissing her. Maybe the week after that, she'd allow Stella to eat her. Maybe then, the following week, she'd return the favor and lick her pussy, too.
"I have to go, Stella. Really, I do," said Susan recoiling.
"Well, I only have a couple of cans and bottles, but take this money for the homeless," she said giving Susan three new twenty dollar bills. "Maybe next week I can persuade you to stay longer, perhaps even overnight."
"We'll see, Stella," said Susan thinking about Stella's offer to live with her. "I like you. I really do. You're fun. Yet, maybe if you didn't pressure me, I may respond in kind, one day."
"Okay, that's fair enough," said Stella.
Susan left Stella's house to hit Robert's house, while thinking about Stella's offer of moving in with her. If not for her mother, she'd consider living with Stella. Only, what would she do with her mother? Would Stella take in her mother, too? As part of the living arrangements, would she be expected to have lesbian sex with Stella? If not for her mother, after all the bad experiences she's had with men, she'd consider having a lesbian relationship with Stella. Yet, she knew her mother wouldn't like it or understand why she'd had a lesbian love affair with Stella. Nonetheless, better than living in a small room with her mother in the church woman's home, living with Stella in her big house with her in-the-ground pool could be fun.
* * * * *
Robert, a photographer working from home, his wife was a doctor at the medical center. With his wife gone all day and, no doubt, tired when she arrived home, she suspected that Robert was as lonely as he was horny. As evidence to her belief that money doesn't buy happiness, in the splendor that these people lived, she'd think that they'd be happier, but they weren't. They were just as sad being rich as she was sad being poor. She pushed his doorbell and, as if expecting her, Robert immediately opened his door.
"Susan! Hello. Come in. Come in. You can leave your carriage there. No one will steal it in this neighborhood. Besides the police come out full force for the smallest infraction. Sometimes I feel as if I live in Beverly Hills."
"What do you have for me this week, Robert?"
"I have a small bag of bottles and cans, but more importantly, when are you going to allow me to photograph you?"
"Why would you want to photograph me, Robert? Look at me, I'm such a frightful mess," said Susan giving him soft smile, while throwing back her lush, blonde hair with a sexy shake of her head.
"Nonsense. You're drop dead gorgeous. Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately, Susan? Oh, my God, you're every man's dream woman."
"Yes, all the time and I see the same sad, old face that ages every day staring back at me."
"Nonsense. Nonsense. You're not old. Trust me, having just turned 55-years-old, old enough to join AARP, I feel old," he said with a laugh. He looked at her, as if summing up all her parts. "How old are you?"
"You know you're not supposed to ask a woman her age or weight, but I'll be 40-years-old July 26th. And, before you ask, I'm a shapely 128 pounds," she said putting a hand to her waist and flipping out her hips.
"I'm 5'10", he said standing next to her. "What are you 5'8"?"
"Yeah," she said looking to be the same height as him with her shoes.
"Come down to my studio. I want to show you my work."
"I'm not going to remove my clothes, Robert, for you to photograph me," she said with a laugh.
"If you won't get naked, maybe I can convince you to wear something more sexy and sensual than what you're wearing now," he said with a look, as if he was already undressing her with his eyes.
"Here, go behind the screen and put on this," he said handing her what looked like one of his white shirts.
"Should I leave my bra and panty on or would you prefer I removed those, too," she said teasing him with a laugh and surprising him, when she removed her bra and panties.
"If you're asking, I'd prefer you model for me in the nude."
"Robert, you know that I won't do that."
"You need to trust me, Susan. I'm a professional photographer. Think of me as you would your doctor. I'm a trained professional," he said raising his hands with a laugh, as if he had just sterilized them. "Matter of fact, my wife is a doctor and that makes me a doctor, not so much by medical training, but by marriage," he said with a laugh. "I can do everything she can, but operate."
"Oh, I think you're operating just fine, Robert," said Susan laughing. "I can't believe I'm doing this but, maybe if I accommodate you, just this one time, you'll stop asking me to pose for you," she said removing all her clothes, her blouse, her short skirt, and even her bra and panty, before emerging from behind the screen in just his shirt that was only buttoned by three of the seven buttons, all of them by the stomach and lower chest.
"Sit there on the stool," he said putting a white screen behind her and adjusting his lights for less reflection.
"Gees, Robert, if I sit on the stool, I'll be flashing you more than I want you to see and/or photograph of me," she said pulling the shirt tighter around her lower half.
"I'll avert my eyes, while you scoot up on the stool to sit like the lady that are," he said putting his splayed fingered hand over his eyes, while laughing. "Just tell me when you're ready."
No doubt flashing him her naked pussy, Susan scooted up on the stool and crossed her legs.
"I'm ready," she said, "now that you just saw everything that I own."
"No, that won't work," he said going into his photographer mode. "Uncross your legs. You have such shapely legs that I don't want you to hide them."
With a hand holding the shirt down to her lap, Susan uncrossed her legs.
"How's that?"
"Better," he said firing off a dozen shots.
"Do you mind?" He walked to her to unbutton one more button of her shirt, before flaying it open more. With so much of her breasts exposed, barely covering her areolas and nipples, if she moved one way or turned the other, one or both of her breasts would flop out of the shirt.
"Gees, Robert. Suddenly, I feel so exposed. I feel so naked."
"You're stunningly beautiful, Susan. Say recyclables," he said looking through his lens, while firing off a dozen more shots, before she could even utter the word.
"Recyclables," she said, as his camera clicked and flashed.
"Say help the homeless," she said posing, while he took more photographs of her.
"Help the homeless," she said posing one way, before posing another.
"Say Earth Day," he said firing his camera at her, as if it was an automatic weapon.



"Earth Day," she said while he shot a dozen more photographs of her. "I think that's enough Robert. I'm blinded by all the flashes. All I can see are spots and you're making me dizzy by moving around me so much."
Robert took a few more photos of her in different poses, before stopping. Every time she moved, she had to fix her shirt for her breasts and/or pussy not to be totally exposed. Then, after he was done photographing her, when she was standing behind the screen changing into her clothes to leave, while Robert talked to her, he accidentally, no doubt, on purpose bumped the screen and it fell forward flat on the floor.
"Oops. Sorry Susan," he said firing off a dozen photos in quick succession of her standing there without her clothes.
"Robert!" Cowering there totally naked, without the aid of a screen, knowing she was a contestant playing his game of exhibitionism and voyeurism, she covered her breasts with her forearm and her pussy with her hand.
"I'd lift the screen up for you, Susan, but with my bad back, I can't," he said shooting a dozen more photos, before putting a hand to his back, while feigning pain. "I'll just turn around the other way, while you finish getting dressed," he said turning to look at her image in the mirror that conveniently faced her, while shooting more photos of her reflection through the mirror.
Susan pretended she didn't know that he could see her reflection in the mirror and, on the pretense that his back was turned to her, she gave him a real slow show of her naked body, while slowly and seductively getting dressed.
"Well, thank you for allowing me to photograph you," he said handing her several one hundred dollar bills, along with a bag of cans and bottles.
"It was my pleasure," said Susan.
"No, trust me, photographing you was all my pleasure," he said laughing, while scrolling through the naked photos of her on his camera. "I'll have the pictures ready next week for you to choose those you'd like to have at no charge."
"Thank you, I think," said Susan with a laugh.
"You're so very welcome, Susan. I'll see you next week."
* * * * *
Finally, after a long recession, the job market coughed Susan up a job. After all of her generous contributions and hard work collecting bottles and cans, she was hired as the new director for the local homeless shelter. Giving up her route of collecting cans, she didn't know that Walter had died of a sudden heart attack, until contacted by his lawyer, that he had made arrangements for her in his will. He left her ten thousand shares of Hershey stock that were valued at more than six hundred thousand dollars, along with his house, valued at eight hundred thousand dollars, and his cherished car, a classic Mercedes convertible.
A wealthy woman now, Susan generously shared her wealth with not only the homeless shelter that once sheltered her, the mission that once fed her, but also the church that was always there to help her. Having firsthand knowledge of what it truly feels like to be hungry and homeless, she helped put programs in place to help disadvantage women. In addition, using her own money, a grant she received from the state, and money received from donations solicited from local businesses, she established a job training program for misplaced women that found them jobs, after graduation. Giving them an hope and a better alternative, no longer would women have to collect bottle and cans, while being felt up and give hand jobs in dirty alleys.
Shortly after Walter died, Stella died, too. While on a cruise to Italy, she accidentally fell overboard, after having too much to drink. Deemed accidental drowning, Susan wondered if Stella's untimely death was suicide. She, too, remembered Susan in her will, leaving her beloved house to her. Susan sold Walter's house but kept Stella's house and lived there with her mother, until her mother died. Now, living alone and literally high on the hill, where the wealthy people live in Hershey, Susan was living the good life. No longer having to work at a job, rubbing elbows with the rich and influential, she spent her time holding fund raisers for homeless organizations, while championing the causes for those who didn't have money enough to have a voice.
* * * * *
"Ding dong!"
Someone was at her door. It was unusual for anyone to ring her front doorbell, as all of her friends know to come to the back door. Having just gotten out of the shower, with her wet hair contained by a towel, she was only wearing her sheer, short robe. She peered through the front door curtain, before opening the door.
Standing on her stoop was a good looking, twenty-something-year-old man, wearing a Hershey Bears sweatshirt and ball cap. His shopping cart was parked out front with a sign prominently displayed, Hershey Hockey Team Bottle and Can collection drive for the homeless. Reminding her of him, so long ago, she opened her front door.
"Hi," she said.
"Hi," he said staring at the impression her big tits made in her sheer robe. Not having to strain his eyes to see more of her through her sheer robe than he could have ever hope to imagine, he smiled his lust at her, no doubt, when he saw her nipples making their appearance. "I'm collecting bottles and cans for the Hershey's hockey in support of the homeless," he said talking to too much of her exposed breasts.
Being the exhibitionist that she's always admitted to being, just as Stella gave the neighborhood men a flash of her naked body, Susan enjoyed doing the same thing, so long as she made her flashes appear accidental. Loving to tease men, it more aroused her, when her flashes appeared accidental. She loved it, when the men wondered if what they just saw was by accident or on purpose.
"How nice," she said. "Come around back and I'll meet you in the garage. I keep all my recyclables there."
Having learned from Walter and Stella, while the man walked around her house to her garage, Susan opened her bathrobe a little more and folded over one side, while loosening her bathrobe tie. Now, when she squatted, she'd flash him more than just her interior bathrobe material. With just a squat here and a turn there, she'd be flashing him her breasts and her pussy, in the way that Walter used to flash her his cock. She met him out in the garage and he was already staring at the impressions that her nipples made in the thin material of her sheer bathrobe. By the apparent evidence of the bulge in his jeans that he unsuccessfully tried to conceal with his hand, her favorite game to play, she enjoyed this game of exhibitionism and voyeurism.
"Well, here's my recycling bins. I have one for bottles and another for cans. As you can see, they are quite full, as I recycle everything," she said, while reaching in one to pull out a can and in the other to pull out a bottle.
When she leaned in the tall recycling bins, just as she knew he'd be looking and he was, she knew the top of her robe would fall open enough for him to see her breasts, areola, and nipple, and it did. Then, she squatted down with him on the pretense of going through her smaller recycling bins that were mixed with bottles and cans.
"Thank you for donating all of these," he said loading his cart.
"I'm just so happy you came by," she said. "I haven't had time to bring these to the donation center."
With her squatting down in front of him and both sides of her robe off her thighs, her blonde pussy was in full view of his testosterone filled eyes.
Even though he was no longer collecting bottles and cans for the Hershey's hockey team, he stopped by every week just to visit. Just as she continued to flash him, wearing shorts that had wide legs and not wearing any underwear, he flashed her his cock in the way that she had flashed him her pussy and tits. It was inevitable that things would escalate and they did culminating in sex, dating, and marriage. Even though Susan was twenty years older, she finally found her perfect man just by collecting bottles and cans, while making friends.
Happy Earth Day. If you recycle maybe you'll make a friend, too, one day, like Susan did.
THE END
This is an Earth Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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*
I love my big sister, Susan, I really do, but not in the way that a brother should love his sister. When I think back, as far as I can remember, just as I've always been in love with my sister, I've always peeped on her dressing and undressing. With her being three years older than me, a lifetime, when a young adult, I was afraid to let my true feelings be known for fear that my Mom would take me to a shrink to have my head examined and maybe she should have back then. My sexual attraction to my sister started during the time that I was peeping on my mother and, instead of subsiding, as I developed from a young adult to a man, my physical attraction to my sister has matured and grown into the real love that a man feels for a woman, when he falls in love and wants to marry.
"Only, I can't marry my sister, can I?"
My incestuous attraction to my mother, Molly, wasn't nearly as strong as my twisted feelings of love that I have for my sister, Susan, but, after reflecting back on watching my mother undressing, if only for comparison sake, seeing my mother naked was exciting, too. Yet, whenever given a choice, more than incest but love, if they were both in their rooms changing in their bathing suits, I'd rather watch my sister strip naked than watch my mother. Even though I knew it was wrong to invade their privacy, I felt as if I were a big game hunter hiding in a clothes closet, instead of in a blind to bag his prey. Waiting for them to enter their room and for the exact moment when they'd stripped off their clothes, while already in place, was always so exciting.
"Oh, my God! My Mom is removing her dress and is standing there in her bra and panty."
Strangely enough, though, as if my Mom knew I was hiding in her closet watching her undress, perhaps her way of enabling me, she'd always turn around to face me, whenever she reached around behind her back to unhook her bra. Standing so silently still, I'd hold my breath waiting for her to remove her...
"Good God, she just removed her bra. Nearly close enough that I could reach out and touch them, my Mom's breasts, her areolas, and her nipples are right there before my horny eyes."
I'd stare at my mother's tits, while touching myself through my pajama bottoms. Then, when she removed her panties and showed me her big, blonde bush, is when I removed my cock from my underwear and masturbated in a handful of tissue. She stood in front of her mirror naked, while brushing her blonde hair, and through her louvered closet door, I had a clear view of the front and the back of her with the aid of her mirrored reflection. Only, content in just watching my mother undress, I never lusted over my Mom in the way that I lust over my sister.
Content to just masturbate over my Mom undressing, while watching her parade around her room naked, I never wanted to have sex with my mother in the way that I always wished I could have sex with my sister. Just as I've masturbated over my mother, I can't count how many times I've masturbated over my sister. The stealth skill set I learned spying on my Mom, I later used to spy on my sister. I always wondered, had my Dad not worked the graveyard shift, had my Dad been home more to monitor my immorally abnormal behavior, being that I still incestuously lust over my sister, if I would have grown up to be the pervert that I am today.
Having watched my mother dress and undress for years, I was 23-years-old and she was a matronly 55-year-old woman, when she and my Dad were killed in a car accident. Now five years later, it's just my big sister and I living together in the same house we grew up in. I don't know why, but I always suspected my mother knew I was there watching her and, never looking my way, where I stood hidden in her closet, she never opened her closet door to retrieve an article of clothing or to put one away. Her clothes were always already on the bed in preparation of changing.
"Weird."
I thought, as I got older, dated women, and had sex that I'd outgrow spying on my sister undressing, but I didn't. All paling in comparison to her, none of the women I dated measured up to my sexy sister. Embarrassed to admit, but if given a choice of watching my sister undress or some woman I picked up in a bar undress, I'd rather watch my sister strip naked. Too enamored, an understatement, with her naked body, whenever she was stripping off their clothes, I imagined Susan undressing for me.
So, being that this is an Earth Day contest story, what does incestuous peeping on my sister have to do with Earth Day? Well, since my sister earned her Ph. D in Earth Sciences three years ago from the University of Alaska, she's been an invited speaker at the Earth Day Symposium each year in St. Louis. It was because of her Earth Day project, funded from the grants she receives and that spotlights her research, that she enlisted me to help her with her field work in gathering all the information that she needs to give her talks to government officials and other experts in the field and her lectures to students. It's because of our working so closely together that my incestuous attraction to my sister grew, before finally coming to a head. Every day rain or shine, we'd head out to a different part of the rainforest to conduct her experiments. With her 24/7, except for not sleeping with her in the same bed, I only wished I did, nonetheless, I felt as if I was more her husband than her brother.
She's a scientist, a geologist actually, studying the effects that global warming has on the biggest rainforest in the world, the Alaskan rainforest, namely, the Tongass National Rainforest. Armed with a rifle and a handgun, I was her tag along photographer and protector, being that we were in bear country, should there'd be something or someone out there waiting to harm her. Yet, having stalked my sister for years, with an inherent built-in radar and eyes behind my head, I was more sensitive to the two legged predators than I was to the four legged ones. In comparison, if left alone and not threatened, unless they're hurt or protecting their cubs, a grizzly bear is less dangerous than a man intent on sexually assaulting a woman, especially in the wild wilderness of Alaska. In some parts of Alaska, especially where we were, the ratio of men to women was ten to one. Suffice to say that there were lots of horny, desperate, and dangerous men, who wouldn't take no for an answer, should the opportunity present itself to have sex with a vulnerable woman alone in the wild.
Even though I've watched my sister strip naked dozens of times, while hiding in her closet, each time I watch her strip naked is as exciting, as if it was the first time. Just as I know that it's wrong to peep on her undressing, I know that it's wrong to lust over my sister, but I'm unable to control myself from watching her strip. I don't know why I'm so sexually attracted to her, but I am. More than any other woman, wishing that I could touch her and feel her but unable to take that next step, for fear she'd reject me, she arouses me in a way that makes me want to touch myself, while just thinking of her undressing.
Having to be satisfied with just watching her undress, while masturbating, I can't get enough of ogling her naked body, while she gives me a nightly, naughty, striptease show. The anal geologist that she is, even when at home, she acts as if she's out in the field performing her conservationism work on the soil and her environmental testing on the water, in the way that she does, when writing about the flora and observing the fauna. As if she's meticulously recording every minute detail of herself undressing in her little scientific notebook, it amazes me how she undresses in the same exact way every night.
"Check it twice. Then, check it again," she mumbles to herself, while squatting down to record her research information in her scientific journal with her little, blue pencil that looks as if she had taken it from Big Bubba's Blue Balls Bowling and Billiards. Unlike others who only celebrate Earth Day one day a year, with every day Earth Day to my sister, as if she's a human mother nature, she's in tune with the planet. I've never seen a woman as excited over nature and all things natural, as when she's on all fours on the forest floor looking for clues as evidence to support her theories of the destructive damages to the environment caused by global warming, and how better to help with and improve conservationism. "Okay, you can photograph it now, Tommy. I'm done," she says to me, while looking up with a preoccupied look, sometimes looking right through me, as if I'm not even there.
Always mindful of the intelligence behind her big, bright, blue eyes, I'm careful not to be caught staring down her open blouse at her low cut bra and abundant cleavage. Enamored by her tits, the exposed roundness of the top of her breasts curve away and disappear down inside her bra with her cleavage, as if the sides of her big breasts are a design feature on an antique Chrysler Imperial. With her head down and her so focused on her work, she's oblivious of me staring at her exposed breasts.
"I love her tits. A real rack, she has beautiful breasts," I say to myself, as if my daily mantra in preparation of peering down her blouse.
I'd do anything to touch her breasts, feel them, caress them, and suck them. As if she's my model and I'm her photographer on a photo shoot, I watch her through my camera lens, while daydreaming about feeling her big tits. Then, as soon as she looks up at me, I slightly turn the camera away from her to focus on the image she wanted me to capture. If only she knew how enamored I am with her, I wonder her reaction. If only she knew how much I want to have sex with her, I wonder if she feels the same way about me, too. Yet, what stops me from acting upon my sexual impulses is because she's my sister. Because we're blood related, bad enough that I'm lusting over her, it's one thing to look but it's quite another thing to touch.
The dedicated and focused researcher that she is, so absorbed in her work, no doubt, thinking of me as just her baby brother, shadowing her, she's unmindful of my sexual presence much of the time. Unaware that her blouse is always so open and that her bra clad breasts are always so exposed, she doesn't know that I'm studying her in the way that she analyzes everything else in nature. Even when she's not there undressing in front of me, having watched her remove her clothes so many times before, I'm now able to visualize her slowly stripping off her clothes again, whenever I want. When alone in my room and thinking about her undressing, as if she's standing right there stripping for me, I masturbate over all that I remember seeing of her.
Only, while watching her undress, with the distant look that she has in her eyes, I wonder what she's thinking. So involved in her work, and with no man in her life, except for me, doesn't she ever get horny? More importantly, does she think of me, when she does? When she mindlessly lifts her head to the ceiling, while unbuttoning her blouse, is she imagining slowly stripping off her clothes for me? In the way that I'm so fixated with her shapely body, in the way that I study her, as if watching a flower blossom and bloom in slow motion photography, does she ever think of me in the sexy way that I think of her?
A modern day, albeit female version of Charles Darwin, admittedly, she seems more the naturalist than the woman and more the scientist than the lover. If I described her as a scientist and a geologist with a Ph. D, one may think of her as a wirily thin, grey haired, and plain looking woman, ala Supreme Court Justice Ruth Bader Ginsburg wearing a long black robe and thick eyeglasses, instead of a long, white lab coat and fashion flattering lenses. Only, they'd be wrong. With the educated brain, careful thought, and articulated speech of Miss Hathaway, as if she were a Wellesley woman educated in art instead of science, she possesses the unparalleled beauty and the curvaceous, big breasted body of Ellie May Clampett of the Beverly Hillbillies. Oxymoronic in every way, even after having known her all my life, Susan is as true an enigma, as she is a mystery to me. Honestly, other than her being so smart, beautiful, and sexy, fully aware that my lust for her is outrageously incestuous, I don't understand why I'm so attracted to my sexy sister, an understatement, but I am.
So precise and organized in her detailed observation and documentation of nature, when alone in her room with a hand down her panty and a finger rubbing her bean, while her other hand fondles her breast and fingers her nipples, does she think of me in the way that I think of her, while I'm in my room stroking my cock? Does she think of our times we shared together talking and laughing during our long, insightful walks through the forest, while discussing environmental conservationism? Or does she more think of collecting soil samples, testing water, and cataloging her specimens of insect, flower, and fauna? When making notes in her notebook, in readiness of her talk at the Earth Day Symposium about conservationism and in the continuation of her research of the ever changing environment, is she as distracted in her diligent geological research, as I am in my photographic research, as her research assistant?
Instead of just thinking about rocks and organisms, doesn't she ever think about simpler things, womanly things, such as sex and orgasms, as I always think of manly things, such as her being naked and having sex with her? Whenever I'm with her, I think of her naked, just as whenever I'm not with her, I think of her naked. Christ, unable to control my incestuous lust for her, so horny for my sister, I'm always thinking of her naked. Even when she's dressed, having seen her naked so many times, I see her as if she's standing before me naked. When most men would be satisfied seeing my sister's tits, ass, and pussy, I wish I could feel my sister's tits, ass, and pussy. Unable to remove the naked image of her from my mind, I constantly think of my sister's tits, ass, and pussy.
Alone in the woods with her and with not a soul around, sexually frustrated, I always feel guilty for being more focused on her, my beautiful eighth wonder of the world, than on the beauty of nature. It'd be funny, if she was just as horny, when with me, as I always am, when with her. It'd be my fantasy, if she thought more about having sex with me than about her research but, watching her work and realizing her dedication, I know she doesn't. The consummate professional, especially, when she's off exploring rocks, collecting soil samples, and testing water, so focused on her work, most times, she's oblivious to anyone around her, including me. It's a good thing that I'm there with her to protect her from bears and the more dangerously devious, two legged predators, who hide in the forest hoping to stumble across an oblivious female victim to sexually assault.
Even after having seen her naked so very many times before, wanting, hoping, and excited to see her naked again, I'm still aroused by the mere sexy sight of her low cut bra from the down blouse views that she routinely and unconsciously gives me. With her partially unbuttoned blouse, whenever she stoops over a rock, bends over a plant, or leans into an insect, I stand poised in preparation to ogle her, while watching her through the camera lens to capture whatever it is she wants me to photograph. Doesn't she know she's giving me a down blouse view of her bra, the long line of her cleavage, and the roundness of her breasts? Doesn't she care that I can see so much of her bra clad breasts? Wanting to, but so afraid to reach out and touch her, feel her, is she just oblivious or is she teasing me?
When alone in her room at night, while touching herself, is she just as excited knowing she showed me all that I've seen of her hot body, as I am having seen all that she's shown me of her hot body, while I masturbate? Knowing her as I do, no doubt, she doesn't know that I've seen so much of her body, as I have. Knowing her as I do, she'd be shocked, if I told her that I've seen her naked dozens of times, while hiding in her closet. Only, not sexually satisfied just seeing her naked body, I wish I could feel and make love to her naked body.
I wish I could explore and photograph her naked body in the exacting scientific way that she explores and has me photograph the natural occurrences of nature. Having seen the sight a hundred times before, it never fails to excite me to see a flash of her white bikini panty up an open leg of her short, shorts or her ass crack and the top of her panty band, when she squats down to collect a soil sample or analyze mysterious chemicals illegally dumped in the water. Unable to stop myself from looking, always, I peer up at her to see what I can see of her, whenever I give her a ten finger boost up for her to climb a rock face to test the composition and age of a rock formation. When she's climbing, with her legs spread as wide open, as I imagined them to be, while between her legs licking her pussy or on top of her and making love to her, I imagine confessing that I love her.
"I love you, Susan," I say to her, just to hear her say that she loves me, too, while wishing that I was her boyfriend and lover, instead of just her perverted brother.
"I love you, too, Tommy," she repeats mindlessly and so matter-of-factly, without ever lifting her head, while still digging in the dirt.
In the way that she tells me that she loves me, without emotion and so preoccupied in her work, she may as well as have said, "ditto." Still, imagining her meaning in a different way, the sound of those words, "I love you, Tommy," echoes endlessly in my mind and gives more fodder to my masturbation session. When I recall that she said she loves me, I pretend she said that not as a sister saying that to her brother but as a girlfriend saying that to her lover.
"If only she was my lover," I think to myself constantly, especially when I see something of her that I'm not supposed to see, such as a flash of her bra and/or panty.
If only she knew how much I loved her, wanted her, and lusted over her, I wonder if she'd want me, too? Then, when I reach up for her to help her climb down from the rocks, I'm always so tempted to accidentally on purpose cop a cheap feel of her round, firm ass or to grab a double handful of her firm, C cup breasts. Rather, being that we're related by blood, bad enough that I peep on her and ogle her naked body, to contemplate any other unnatural sibling relationship, especially a sexual one, other than a platonic and symbiotic one, would be wrong. Needing to be content just to grasp her around the waist and lift her 120 pound frame in the way of a dancing partner lifting his prima ballerina, I still wish for more. While holding her so close, with the sweet scent of peaches, I can smell her body wash, as I lower her to the ground. Wishing she was mine, I get more of a sense what it would feel like to hug and kiss her, even when innocently holding her.
When carefully walking in close step behind her, close enough to have the fragrance of her essence constantly in my nostrils, we take care to leave a smaller footprint, so as to trample less of the uninhabited forest floor. Yet, every time she bends at the waist in front of me, I'm tempted to accidentally bump into her ass on purpose and hump her hips doggie style, while reaching around her to cup her big tits in my palms. As if it's an erotic and surreal dream happening in slow motion, mesmerized by the mere sight of it, I watch a bead of her sweat appear and collect at the base of her golden hair and slowly slide down her swanlike neck. Tempted to lean to her, flick out my tongue, as if a frog grabbing a fly, and lick off her sweat, while fantasizing that I was licking her pussy, instead of her neck, I imagine my tongue slowly descending down to lick all of her perfect body. Suddenly, transported back in time, I'm Mickey Rourke armed with a tray of ice cubes to cool Susan's hot body, instead of Kim Basinger's hot body in the movie, Nine 1/2 Weeks. Wishing I could recreate that scene with my sexy sister, I'd give anything to cool her hot, naked body with ice, before reheating her with my tongue.



Between being alone with her in the forest and with the hot sun penetrating the canopy of leaves of the trees that beats down on us all day, needing a cool shower, I'm so sweaty hot, literally and figuratively. Sometimes wishing we were at the water park, instead of working in the rainforest with gnats and other biting insects, with me there waiting for her at the bottom with open arms, I imagine my sister speeding down a steep, slippery water slide and losing her bikini top at the end. With no one there but us and with her naked breasts pressed against my muscular chest, we plunge to the bottom of the pool and embrace in a long, wet, passionate kiss, before emerging to the surface to have sex on the shore. Ramming my cock into her, in the way she rams her testing probe in the soft soil to test the temperature and consistency of the ground, while lusting over her, everything that I watch her do turns sexual, when thinking of her doing all of that to her or she doing all of that to me.
Then, with more of them appearing and following the same wet route and sliding down behind the first one, I watch her beads of sweat disappear behind the collar of her open shirt in the way that I imagine my warm oozy cum dripping from her lips to collect in a small, lusty pool on her bulbous, naked breasts. With the hot sun heightening my lust for her, while hardening my erection, the back of her shirt is as damp as I imagine her panties are, after I lick her pussy through them. Knowing she'd say no, just wanting to throw caution to the wind and jump in the cool pool of water naked that we always happen upon in the middle of the forest, water not marked on our map, before I could even suggest the idea, she squats down to test the water.
"It's contaminated with toxic chemicals by some illegal dumper. I'll collect more of a sample to analyze at the lab. Maybe they can identify who the dumper was by the chemicals in the water," she said making a note in her notebook and a mark on our map to report the dump site to the proper authorities to earmark it for cleanup. As if a detective looking for a dumped body or the hidden murder weapon, she always finds what she's looking for by snooping around the dump site. "I found some empty barrels behind these bushes, Tommy. Photograph them from all sides. Maybe some of these labels will help us to identify and find the illegal dumper."
Yet, after being with her all day, nearly time to return home, I'd risk turning myself green for the chance to be naked with her outdoors, just once, even in contaminated water. I wouldn't mind her hosing me down naked, after I hosed her down naked. Just as I've seen her big tits, her round ass, and her blonde, trimmed pussy so very many times before, just once, I'd love to show her my cock. I wonder what she'd do, if I exposed my cock to her. Would she look? Would she stare? Would she reach out to touch, fondle, and stroke my cock, before falling to her knees and taking me in her mouth? Or would she be disgusted by the mere sight of my engorged prick and by the thought of having sex with me, her brother?
More than just a sexual fantasy, drying off her wet, naked body would be my pleasure, especially after she dried off my wet, naked body. I could see ourselves wearing nothing beneath our white safety jumpers, while being quarantined in an industrial hazardous tent for a week. Sleeping alone in the same tent, perhaps, moving our cots closer together, close enough to whisper our wicked thoughts and secret sexual desires, before snuggling, it'd be funny, if she wanted me, as much as I want her. Yet, knowing it's just my sexual fantasy and not her sexual fantasy, twisting me to think that she wants me, as much as I want her, I know she doesn't want me in the way that I want her.
Then, every night, right on time, better than any reality TV show on network television, it's show time. She walks in her room and flicks on the light switch. Intently watching her in anticipated preparation of her stripping naked, as if she's a modern day Lady Godiva undressing in readiness for her naked, bareback horse ride through town, instead of her being a scientist, a geologist, an environmentalist, and a conservationist with a Ph. D getting ready for bed, I wish every man could see what I've already seen of my sexy sister. In addition to her beautiful face, if only they could see her naked, with her big tits, slim waist, blonde pussy, and round ass, then they'd understand how I feel about her and the reason why I do.
"She's so beautiful. She's so sexy. I only wish she wasn't my sister. Then, again, if she wasn't my sister, I wouldn't be standing her hiding in her closet."
In the way that Ginger Rogers kept step with Fred Astaire, only backwards and in high heels, with two hands poised together behind her head in the way of Harry Houdini escaping from his shackles, I watch her skilled fingers deftly untie her braid, while imagining her unbuckling and unzipping my pants with those same long, slender fingers. As if a shimmering shower of sunlight sparkling against freshly minted gold coins, as if she's Rapunzel letting down her long, golden hair, she slowly shakes her head to unleash her sun drenched tresses. Already my beauty queen, if she were in a beauty contest, she'd win. My preferred woman to watch strip naked, if she were the headlining stripper on stage, she'd be laden with money thrown at her feet from the audience and tucked in her g-string. If only she were my girlfriend, instead of my sexy sister, I'd show her how much I love and want her.
If only she was my woman, I'd be the happiest man on Earth. Wishing it was me combing out her hair, I watch her standing in front of the full length mirror, while brushing her long, lush beautiful hair. With her natural blonde hair that runs the color spectrum from pure white to soft yellow to brilliant gold cascading all around my pelvis, I fall asleep every night with my hand around my cock, while imagining her leaning over me and blowing me. I'd do anything for her to come to my room naked in the middle of the night to awaken me with a blowjob.
"Susan! What are you doing in my room? Oh, my God, you're naked!"
"I couldn't sleep, Tommy," I imagine her saying, after startling me awake by her naked visit. "Go back to sleep, Tommy," she says to me in a whisper, while leaning down to lightly kiss my lips, as I reach up my hands to cup her breasts. "If you don't mind, I just came in your room to suck your cock." Just once, if only my sexy sister would enter my room naked and say that to me, I'd die a happy man.
As if she's a conductor on a train to nowhere but here, as if she's a ghost haunting the same place and space at the same moment in time, I could set my watch to the time she walks in her room every night to strip naked in readiness to take her shower. Wishing it was me pouring water through that shower head, splashing across her full breasts, dripping from her pubic hair, and following the curve of her back to fall from her amazing round ass, I'm envious of the shower water enjoying her naked body in the way that I wish my hands could. I'd do anything to shower with her. I'd do anything to lather up her sexy, naked body really good with soapy, warm water, before rinsing her clean. I'd do anything to sit with her, as she takes a bubble bath, while breaking one bubble at a time to see what that bubble revealed of her, before breaking another bubble and another, until there were no more bubbles left to hide her nakedness from me. Then, after she's squeaky clean, when she's standing in front of me wet and naked, I wish I could thoroughly towel her dry on the pretense of making sure that every crack and crevice of her soft, sexy skin was totally dry. After she's completely dry, I'd lick her wet again.
"Oh, yeah, from head to toe, I wish I could lick my sister."
Imagining showering with her with her back up against the wet, tile shower wall, her legs wrapped tightly around my waist, and her lips attached to mine, as if we were one, I'd do anything to feel her, touch her, and make love to her. While kissing and kissing her, French kissing her, before fucking her, really fucking her, with the back of her head gently bumping the shower wall, as if keeping count of all the times that I humped her, I'd do anything to feel and fondle her big tits, before sucking her pink nipples, while fingering her blonde pussy. After working with her all day and sweating with her in the hot sun, out of breath from climbing, and sometimes feeling as if I've already had sex with her, as my personal reward for giving her my undying devotion in helping her with her research, I'd do anything for my sister to suck my cock, while I fondled her big breasts. Only, while masturbating over the imagined image of her, the best that I can ever hope for is to imagine her sucking my cock, while I imagine fondling her breasts, as I watch her slowly strip naked.
Yet, there are some things that I wish I knew about her, if only to heighten the sexual excitement of my masturbation sessions. For instance, of course every woman does, but being that she's my sister and a nerdy scientist, I wonder if she sucks cock. If she does suck cock, I wonder if she swallows. Unless I asked her, unless she sucked my cock, how would I ever know? I should think that someone who looks like her, as hot as she looks, would not only suck cock but also would swallow, too. It would be such a waste, if she didn't suck cock and swallow. Something she'd never tell me, if she has sucked a cock, I wonder how many cocks she's sucked. While masturbating over my favorite sexual fantasy of her sucking my cock, just as it excites me to think of her sucking my cock, it excites me to think of my sister sucking someone else's cock, while I watch, of course.
I wonder if she'd enjoy sucking my cock, as much as I'd enjoy having her suck my cock. I wonder if she talks dirty in bed. If she's anything like me, her brother, I imagine she does. If she's anything like me, I imagine she loves having sex and making love. Imagining that she is exactly like me, I wonder if she's loud, when she has an orgasm. I wonder what it would feel like to be on top of her naked body with my cock buried deep inside of her pussy. I wonder what it would feel like to have her on top of me and humping me, while leaning down to hang her long, blonde hair across my shoulders and her big tits in my face. I wonder what she'd say and do, if I whispered in her ear, all that I was thinking and all that I wanted to do to her naked body.
"I love you, Susan. First, I want to make mad, crazy love to you and then, I want to fuck you like you've never been fucked before," I imagine saying that to her and shocking her into submission. "I want to give you an orgasm with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock."
As if she was there doing all that I was thinking, as if my thoughts were real, instead of just imagined as part of my sexual fantasy, I'd give anything to see her naked and on her knees in front of my exposed prick. Watching her stroke my cock and fingering the head of my engorged prick with her fingertips, I imagine her looking up at me, while kissing and licking my cock, as I reach down to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples. Then, just before she takes my stiff dick in her mouth, just before she sucks me, she looks up at me again with her big, blue eyes to tell me what I want and so need to hear.
"I love you, Tommy. A long time sexual fantasy of mine, I can't wait to suck your cock." I imagine her saying, while fondling and slowly stroking my cock to an erection.
"I love you, too, Susan. I can't wait for you to suck my cock," I imagine saying to her, while looking down at her kneeling in front of me and watching as she takes my cock in her warm, wet mouth.
I knew it, I just knew it, I knew my sister wanted me as much as I wanted her. Moreover, my sister sucks cock. My sister is a real cocksucker. Thank you, God, all is right with the world.
"I just love sucking your cock, Tommy. You have such a big, hard prick," I imagine her removing my cock from her mouth to say that to me. I imagine her looking up at me with her bright blue eyes with my hard, hairy prick in her hand and positioned in front of her mouth.
"And I love having you suck my cock, Susan," I say, while I imagine putting a gentle hand to the back of her pretty, blonde head, and pushing her forward, while watching her take me in her mouth again. "Now, don't talk, sweet baby, just suck. Blow me, Susan."
"Only," she says removing my cock from her beautiful mouth, long enough to ask me a question, "would you do me a favor, Tommy?"
"A favor? Sure, Susan, anything. Just name it," I imagine saying, while fondling her big breasts and fingering her pink, erect nipples. "What is it?"
"Would you mind terribly cumming in my mouth?"
Would I mind cumming in her mouth? Did my sexy sister just ask me to cum in her mouth? Are you kidding me? There is a God. Even though this is my imagined sexual fantasy, such a preferred and perfect question, I can't believe she asked me that. Wow! What a sister? What an unbelievable sister?
"Sure, absolutely. Of course, I don't mind cumming in your mouth, at all. It's the least that I can do. Actually, it would be my pleasure to cum in your mouth, Susan," I say with a sly, sexy chuckle.
"Thank you, Tommy," she says taking my cock in her mouth again and sucking me, before removing it again to ask me another question, "And, Tommy?"
"Yes, Susan. What is it baby?"
"After you explode all your lust for me in my mouth, would it be okay for me to swallow your cum? I mean, you won't think less of me, if I swallow your cum, my brother's cum, will you?"
Oh, my God. My sister not only sucks cock but also she swallows. As the good brother that I am, her innocent question, so rich with imagery makes me want to satisfy my sexy sister's every request.
"Of course, Susan, you may swallow. I'd never think less of you for sucking my cock, allowing me to cum in your mouth, and for swallowing my cum. Besides, it wouldn't be much of a blowjob, if you didn't swallow," I say with a lusty laugh, while happy that I could satisfy my sister by merely cumming in her mouth and agreeing with her request to swallow.
"Thank you, Tommy," she says taking my cock in her mouth again and sucking me, while stroking me.
"You're welcome, Susan," I imagine saying to her, while putting a gentle hand behind her head again, so as to hold her in place, while humping her mouth and fucking her face.
"Oh, sorry," I imagine her saying, while removing my cock from her mouth again to speak, "one last thing, Tommy."
"Yes, Susan?"
"If you don't mind and if it's not too much trouble..." she says looking up at me with my cock in her hand and poised by her lips. "I don't know if you can, but if you can...,"
"Yes, what is it, Susan?"
"Would you mind not exploding all of your cum in my mouth? Is it possible for you to hold some back?"
"Hold some back? I don't know if I can, but I'll try. Why, Susan? I don't understand."
Perhaps she fears that I'd gag her with all the pent up incestuous, sexual lust that I have for her. Perhaps she swallows but doesn't like the taste of cum, especially if she has too much of a mouthful. Thinking that holding back some of my cum may, indeed, ruin my blowjob, suddenly having the thoughts of blue balls, I don't think that I could delay ejaculating all my lust that I have for my sexy sister in her mouth and down her throat. A sexual feat nearly impossible to accomplish, stopping an ejaculation, I don't think that I could stop the volcanic eruption of cum, once it started flowing out of my cock, as if lava flowing from an active volcano.
"Having my beloved brother give me a cum bath has been a longtime sexual fantasy of mine. If you don't mind, I'd love for you to give me a cum bath, Tommy. I'd love for you to shoot a second load of your warm, oozy cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my tits," she said looking up at me with those big, blue impossible to disappoint eyes.
Bringing a tear to my eye, for the sake of Susan's happiness, if only to allow her to experience her sexual fantasy, too, in the way that I was experiencing my sexual fantasy, by having sex with my sister, how could I deny my sister a cum bath? Oh, my God. If I didn't know this was a sexual fantasy, I'd think this was really happening. Only, I wish this was real. Nonetheless, it's exciting to think of her asking me these questions, while masturbating over the thoughts of her blowing me, cumming in her mouth, her swallowing, and me giving her a cum bath.
"I'd be thrilled to do that for you, Susan. It would be my pleasure to give you a cum bath. Now, don't talk, Susan, just suck."
"Thank you so very much, Tommy," I imagine her saying, while taking my cock in her mouth again to suck me, really suck me, this time.
Back to real time and reality, from my hidden vantage point in her walk-in closet, I watch her slowly undress, as if she's purposely undressing for me. With her head poised to the ceiling, looking as if she's thinking of her day or getting ready to model nude for an artist, as if it's all happening in a surreal, slow motion dream, I watch her unbutton one slow button of her blouse at a time. Staring at her delicate fingertips, while wishing she was undressing me or I was undressing her, I imagine sitting on her bed, while intently watching her undress and enjoying her naked striptease show. No longer able to control my lust for her, I unzip my jeans, remove my cock from my underwear, and pull it out from my pants. Slowly, stealthily, and silently, I stroke myself to an erection, as I watch her expose her long line of cleavage, along with the top of her jiggling breasts that her bra doesn't conceal. Seeing all of her 36 C cup bra again, instead of just bits and pieces of it in a mere down blouse view, when I die, if I have the chance to pick what I can return to Earth as, if I can't return as her friend, her lover, and/or her husband, as if her bra cups were my horny hands, with my palms supporting her sweet tits, I want to return as her bra.
"Oh, yeah, better than returning to Earth as a bug or as her baby brother again, I'd rather return to Earth as her bra," I think to myself, while watching her strip.
Then, as if she was stripping expressly for me, I watch her unbutton and unzip her jeans, before wiggling herself out of them. Slowing sliding her pants down her legs, while exposing her bikini panties, in the way that I'd love to slide myself up and in between her legs to finger and lick her bikini panties, she sits on the bed to peel her tight jeans from her legs and off of her sexy feet and toes. Having never massaged anyone's feet or sucked anyone's toes before, I'd give anything to massage her feet, while sucking her toes. Then, standing to look at herself in the mirror, she turns one way, before turning the other. As if she's my personal Victoria Secret's lingerie model, albeit without the wings, so much better looking than that big facially featured, arrogantly spoiled, and horribly too skinny Giselle Bunchen, my sexy sister has a much hotter body. Seeing Susan in her bikini panty and form fitting bra, as if she's wearing a thinly transparent bikini made of satin and silk, is my preferred uniform of choice for her.
With her arms positioned behind her back, as if she's a contortionist preparing to squeeze her hot body in a small box, she reaches behind herself and unhooks her bra, as I inhale my anticipated excitement, while stroking my cock faster. No matter how many times I've seen her tits, I can't wait to see her tits again. As if she knows I'm there in her closet watching, staring, and leering, just as in the way that my mother used to do, she turns to face me, while I watch her ever so slowly remove her bra straps from her shoulders, before watching her peel her bra cups from her beautiful breasts to expose her areolas and nipples. If only for the sole purpose of helping her to dress and undress, I wish she was a Royal Princess and I was her lady in waiting.



Now topless, I stare at her naked breasts, in the way that I'd stare at a nude painting of a woman by Manet, Renoir, or Degas, while wishing that I could touch them, feel them, fondle them, and caress them, before sucking them. Still topless, I watch her cup each breast in her hand, first one and then the other, as if checking them for lumps and/or bug bites. I so wish she'd elect me, as her official tit tester. Taking my job seriously, it would take me several, pleasurable hours for me to fully examine her tits each night. Then, with a thumb to her waist band, as if there's a drum roll going off in my head with symbols, upon the completion of stripping herself naked, she slides her panty off in the way that I wish I could slide down the length of her to lick and finger her pussy, before fucking her pussy.
Stealthily hiding behind her hanging clothes to peer out her louvered closet door, concealed from her bedroom light and not daring to make a sound, I'm hidden away in the back of her closet watching her, while stroking myself. Then, as if it's all just a bizarre dream, as if I'm in a huge, crowded, quiet Cathedral at Easter, so quiet that I can hear a pin drop and echo, as it bounces, when it hits the tile floor, while the priest gives his sermon to a silently respectful and intently listening audience, my worst nightmare happens. As if I'm sitting front row center at a symphony orchestra performance playing Beethoven's 9th Symphony, just at the height of the music, and as if it was someone else fouling my perfect sexual fantasy with a loud, involuntary, uncontrollable, and obnoxious outburst, I sneeze.
"Ahhh Chooo! Oh, Fuck," I mumbled beneath my breath hoping beyond hope that she didn't hear me sneeze but, as loud as a canon shot, of course, she heard me sneeze. How could she not?
With me only a few feet away from her, concealed only by her louvered closet doors and hanging clothes, even with my sneezed muffled by her bathrobe sleeve held up to my mouth, how could she not have heard me sneeze? Just my miserable luck, of course, that she heard me sneeze. She'd have to be deaf, preoccupied, or so deep in thought, not to have heard me sneeze. Only, she's not deaf, nor was she so preoccupied or so deep in thought, in the way that she immediately cowered and tried to cover her nakedness with her forearm and hand. As if I was the boogeyman hiding in her closet, instead of her incestuously perverted brother, I frightened her.
In the way of a startled reindeer that we sometimes stumble across in the forest, before bolting in a flash, a jump, and a leap, I watched her standing motionlessly, while staring at the closet door. Suddenly, even though my cock felt so big and so hard in my hand a few seconds before, feeling as if I was a young man peeping on my sister, as I always did before, when living in the same house with our parents, I suddenly felt so small, so soft, and so ridiculous hiding in her closet. Incestuously driven to peep on my beloved sister undressing, already wrought with guilt, I felt so perverted and, no doubt, I was. Knowing it was wrong to have violated her privacy, I felt, as I did, all those other times that I spied on her, while she dressed and undressed and I peeped at her through the keyhole. Still standing there so nakedly exposed, already resigning herself to the fact that I've already seen her naked, no doubt, more than once, she covered as much of herself as she could with her forearm and hand, before flinging open her closet door.
"Tommy! What the Hell are you doing in there? Get out! Get out of my closet, you disgusting pig! What's wrong with you? How dare you spy on me like that? How could you violate your own sister," she said removing her arm from her breasts to punch me in the shoulder. So preoccupied seeing her breast jiggle with her punch, staring at her breasts and leering at her nakedness, I didn't even feel the pain of her punch. Wishing she'd punch me again, this time with both hands, if only for the pure pleasure of watching both of her tits jiggle, I was as excited as I was embarrassed.
Nonetheless the striptease show of her naked body, wishing there was a secret passage out of her closet, suddenly, I wished I were dead. Wishing I had magic powder to make myself disappear or a super hero power to make myself invisible, I wished that I could just cover my face with my hands, as I did when I was a small child, while figuring that if I couldn't see her, she couldn't see me. Even though I was fully dressed, except for my erect cock sticking straight out of my pants and being so sexually exposed, I felt so nakedly vulnerable, as she surely must have felt.
"Sorry," was the only word I could muster. "Sorry," I said again, this time trying to mean it.
Only, so insincere, my empty apology wasn't for spying on her but more for being caught peeping. With nothing else to say, as if a little boy being scolded by his mother, instead of his big sister, I realized my wrong. Never figuring I'd be caught, with nothing else to do but to take my medicine like a man, I didn't know what else to say than sorry. Only, I wasn't sorry that I saw my sister naked. I was thrilled. If anything, obviously by my erection, I was excited and I'd spy on her again, if I could without being caught. Further, to now be standing two feet away from my naked sister was my dream come true. Yet, happy that my voyeurism of her was finally over, glad that she caught me, at last, I was out of the closet, so to speak.
"Why, Tommy, why? How could you violate me like that? Oh, my God, I'm so embarrassed," she said, while shriveling back from my lustful stare.
"Sorry," I said again, assuredly just as embarrassed being caught, as she was embarrassed standing there naked.
"How long have you been peeping on me?"
"For years," I said with my head down. "It stopped, of course, when we both left Mom and Dad's house but started again, after I moved in with you."
Then, forgetting that my cock was still sticking straight out of my pants, when she looked down at my exposed prick, I looked down with her and, proud by the stiffness of my erection, it excited me to know that my sister finally saw my dick. So distracted by my sister catching me in the closet, forgetting for a moment that my cock was still sticking straight out of my pants, that is, until she looked down, now with new material to masturbate over, I couldn't believe it when she looked down at my engorged prick again and stared this time. As if her stare caused a mini fire alarm to go off in my head, I couldn't believe my sexy sister just stared at my dick. Already so excited that she looked down at my cock, but more unbelievable that she didn't just look at it, but stared at my it, I couldn't believe my cock was her focus of attention.
With her staring at my cock for as long and as hard as she did, does she want me, as much as I want her? Take it in your hand, I thought. Stroke me. Get down on your knees and take me in your mouth and blow me. With her staring at my cock, looking at it, as if it was something of interest she discovered in the forest, I was even more excited by her focused stare, that is, until I was ashamed over what she asked me next.
"Were you masturbating over me?" Not even waiting for me to answer, not even allowing me to enjoy the possible, albeit ridiculous thought that she was flattered and excited that I'd masturbate over her, her response burst my bubble. "Gross," she said giving me a look of incredibility.
"Sorry," I said with my head still down.
She gave me the same look of incredibility that my mother gave me, when she finally caught me spying on her, after removing her bathing suit and standing in her bedroom naked, before opening her closet door to find me standing there with cock in hand. For years, I had been spying on my mother in the same way that I was now spying on my sister. Remembering my Mom's naked body, as if I had watched her undressed yesterday, instead of years ago, Susan had the same exact body as did Mom, except for having breasts that were a little larger, shapelier, and higher up, of course, than Mom's breasts. A masturbation machine back then, I couldn't even take a guess at how very many times that I masturbated over watching my mother dress and undress.
"Wrong on so many different levels," said Susan continuing her tirade to interrupt the naked vision that I had of my mother. "It's incredible to me that my own brother, would not only peep at me undressing but also would masturbate over my naked body. Gross, that's so gross, Tommy. What's wrong with you?"
Too focused on her nakedness to hear her or to care about her indignity, I couldn't remove my stare from her beautiful body. Pushing my luck, after having already seen her in all manners of dress and undress so very many times before, if only she knew how many times I spied on her throughout our lives, while growing up and living together, I wondered what she'd think of me then. It was only recently that I came up with what I thought was a foolproof plan of hiding in her closet, as I did with my mother. Then, as soon as she was in the shower, just as I had done so many times before, I'd return to my bedroom and she'd never know that I was there watching her strip naked.
Thinking with my penis, instead of with my head, I should have known that, eventually, I'd be caught. I didn't figure that I'd sneeze, while masturbating, before having the chance to ejaculate my lust for her in a handful of tissue and before she disappeared in the shower and I returned to my room. Yet, in hindsight, subconsciously, no doubt, wanting to be caught, now that I was caught, I needed to know if she felt as strongly about me, as I did about her.
With nothing left to lose, having already embarrassed myself and humiliated her, having already temporarily lost my mind with lust for my big sister, I continued making a perverted fool of myself by my incestuous lunacy. With her catching me before I finished masturbating, and with my erect cock still throbbing and sticking straight out from my pants, I was as horny, as I was sexually frustrated. There before my eyes, my naked sister, the reason for my horniness and sexual frustration, in an act of insane desperation, having already crossed the incestuous line by spying on her undressing, I continued forward in forbidden territory in the hopes that she'd respond. I reached out for her and, with an arm around her waist, pulled her naked body to me. With one excited hand reaching down to cup her sweet, round ass and the head of my exposed cock touching her soft belly, I felt her big, firm breast with my other hand.
"Tommy, stop! Don't do this," she said in a quiet and controlled panic, while looking down at my hand and watching me finger her nipple.
Was she enjoying being touched by me, as much as I was enjoying feeling her or was she shocked and ashamed and just placating me? I didn't know. I couldn't tell. So wanting to suck her big tits, it was nearly as exciting to watch her watching me touch her, as it was to see her staring down at my erect prick. However she felt, I only knew how sexually excited I felt. My dream come true, I was finally experiencing my sexual fantasy in holding my naked sister in my arms.
Her breast felt so big and so firm in my hand and as soon as I fingered her nipple, it hardened. I so wanted to lean down to suck her nipple, but not wanting to go too fast too soon, not wanting to startle her and frighten her any more, in the way that I had, when she discovered me hiding in her closet and in the way of coming across a reindeer in the forest, I needed to take things slower. Encouraged by her not pushing me away, if she didn't want me to touch her, why is she watching me touching her? If she wasn't excited by my touch, why did her nipple become erect, when I touched it with my finger? If she didn't want me to touch her, why didn't she slap my face? Is she as excited as I am? Hoping that she was, unable to tell, I didn't know. Does she want me as much as I want her? Hoping that she did, I continued my sexual exploration of my sister's naked body.
"I love you, Susan," I said leaning my lips to her lips, while moving my hand from her breast to cup her blonde, trimmed pussy.
After feeling my sister's breast and fingering her nipple, I couldn't believe that I had her pussy in the palm of my hand. When I kissed her, just a light kiss, in the way of a brother kissing his sister, she shocked me, when she returned my kiss. After I kissed her, feeling her fear, sensing her trepidation, apprehension, and reluctance to, no doubt, continue forward down the Devil's darkly forbidden and dangerous road of incest, she was so stiffly motionless, in the way that we remained as silently still, when coming across a black bear in the woods. Nonetheless, taking the return of my kiss as encouragement and the green light that I needed to continue, I kissed and kissed her, while touching her and feeling her everywhere.
Then, taking the next step, when I stuck my tongue in her mouth, I thought she'd reject me but she didn't. She surprised me, when she willingly opened her mouth, accepted my tongue inside, and allowed me to probe her opened mouth with my tongue. She even closed he eyes in anticipation of my French kiss, only, when she didn't completely surrender her tongue or even move her tongue, I knew I had gone too far. Hoping to change her mind by getting her excited and more in the mood, I gently and slowly rubbed her clit with my finger and, when I did, instead of pulling away, she gasped and allowed me to gently rub her more. Already moist, I exerted a bit more downward pressure on her bean, while rubbing her a little harder and a bit faster. Then, when I slid my finger closer to her opening and felt her wet warmth, I tried entering her with my finger, but she resisted my passion by pushing back on my shoulders.
"Tommy, no. Don't. I'm your sister. This is wrong. This is incest. We can't do this. This is something we'd regret the rest of our lives," she said with a look of shame. "With you seeing me naked and me seeing your cock, even though I'm tempted, I can't. I just can't," she said taking a step back to release my hold of her.
"Don't you want me?"
I stepped forward to put my arms around her again. With one hand remaining motionless on her ass and my other hand cupping her pussy again, even though she recoiled before, she made no attempt to squirm from my grasp now, nor did she make any attempt to encourage me. Still, nonetheless encouraged by her lack of resistance, I continued feeling her softly ass and gently fingering her pussy.
"I do want you, Tommy, but not in a sexual way," she said with sad softness that turned to a look of disappointment.
"Don't you love me?" When all that I wanted to do was to give her pleasure, her look of displeasure made me feel sadly perverted.
I felt and squeezed more of her ass, while moving my index finger to gently and slowly massage her clit, before moving my hand up to cup her breast and finger her nipple. A sexual dream come true, standing there feeling up my naked sister for the first time is something that I will never forget for the rest of my life. Whenever masturbating and thinking of Susan, I'll always remember this first time holding her, kissing her, touching her, and feeling her.
"Of course, I love you, Tommy, but not in the way you need and want me to love you," she said talking to me, while watching me touch her and feel her in places, where no brother should ever touch and feel his sister.
As if I was a patient in a mental institution and she was the doctor in charge, as if I had just taken over the institution and, after stripping her naked, was holding her hostage, no doubt, not wanting to make matters worse, she calmly spoke to me in her unsuccessful attempt to quell my lust for her. If I was sexually attracted enough to peep on my sister undressing, if I was excited enough to masturbate over my naked sister, my excitement grew exponentially, when holding and feeling her naked body. The more she talked to me, while she stood there naked and I stood there with my erection pressed up against her soft belly, the more that I wanted her. No quelling my lust for her now, the longer that I felt her ass, fingered her pussy, and felt her breasts and nipples, the more excited I became.
"Don't you ever think of me, Susan?"
Unable to stop myself from touching her, feeling her, and fondling her, I caressed and groped her breast, while feeling the sheer weight of big tit in my palm. She had such great boobs, perfectly symmetrical in every way and the fact that I was standing there holding her, while feeling her naked breasts, and staring at her nakedness was a sexual fantasy come true. Hoping to convince her to have sex with me, in the way that she, no doubt, hoped that I'd allow her to get dressed, misreading my sister's kind and gentle spirit, I felt that this standoff could go either way. Hoping she'd allow me to have my wicked way with her sexy body, just this once, as her way to quell my incestuous desire for her, I somehow knew she wouldn't. A pivotal turning point of what could be a new and wonderful, mutually fulfilling and sexually satisfying relationship, after having waited so long to touch her, I didn't want to let her go.
"I think of you all the time, Tommy, but only in the way that a sister would think of her brother," she said squirming away from my touch again, when my finger fingered her nipple again.
Suddenly appearing ashamed and taking a step back to cover her breasts with her hands, she looked embarrassed that her nipples hardened to my touch. Was I getting to her? Was she getting excited? Did she suddenly want me as much as I've always wanted her?
"Just answer me these questions. Be honest. Tell me. When alone in your room masturbating, have you ever thought of having sex with me? Have you ever imagined sucking my cock? Have you ever thought of making love to me? Have you ever wished I was there licking your pussy, before making love to you?"
"Tommy, how dare you? If this is just some sick way for you to feed your incestuous perversion for me, I won't have this conversation with you," she said looking at me, as if I was deranged and, no doubt, I was. "I'm your sister and you're my brother. I'll never be your lover. Having sex is a line we should never cross and it's disturbing for you to even question me about my sexual wants, needs, and desires. That's just getting too inappropriately personal," she said looking down at my cock again, when my stiff erection pulsated and continued poking her soft belly. "Please cover yourself," she said taking a step back.
She still covered her breasts with her hands, but with her ass and pussy still so exposed, she seemed not ashamed or embarrassed that she was still naked from the waist down. If only I was a few inches shorter and she was a few inches taller, instead of rubbing up against her belly, my cock would have found a familiar warm, wet place between her legs. Putting my hands to her ass, I'd love to fuck her standing, while pushing her up against her bedroom wall. Bending her at the waist, I'd love to fuck her from behind, doggie style, while fondling her big breasts and fingering her hard nipples.
"Touch me, Susan," I said taking a step back and holding out my still stiff cock for her to see how big and hard I was for her, before taking two steps forward to offer it to her hand.
I watched her eyes look down at my erection again. As much as it excited me to see her standing there naked, it excited me even more, when she looked at my cock. I couldn't believed she looked and stared at my cock, again, more than once. If she didn't want me, why would she even look at my cock? If she didn't want me, why didn't she get dressed?



Hoping to coerce her to change her mind by giving her a gentle nudge, when she looked down at my prick again, I grabbed her hand and put it on my hard prick and wrapped her stiff, motionless fingers around my erection. Needing to cum, I so wanted my sister to finish where I had left off, when she discovered me hiding in her closet. Placing my hand over her hand, I slowly and gently moved her hand back and forth in a forced hand job, as if I was a horny teenager in the backseat of a car with his Prom date. If only she'd stroke me, I'd be such a happy man to finally receive a hand job from my sister. If only she'd masturbate me, perhaps my sexual lust for her would subside and my incestuous lust and sexual assault of my sister would have ended there, but she didn't masturbate me and my twisted desire for her escalated. If only my sexy sister would fall to her knees and take my cock in her beautiful mouth, my sexual fantasy come true, I'd be the happiest brother on earth.
"Tommy, no, I'm sorry, but I can't do this," she said pulling her hand away from my grasp and away from my prick. "You're my baby brother and I can't touch you in that inappropriate way. I'm horny, too, Tommy, but not for you. Sex between us is wrong. We can't give one another the sexual gratification that we obviously both so need. Always so wrapped up in my work, admittedly, it's been a long while, since I've had sex," she confessed with tears welling up in her eyes, as if they were my dark clouds to my blue skies. "I have sexual needs, too, but not for you. Not for my brother. I'm sorry, Tommy. I'm so sorry."
Accustomed to a woman saying no, when in a bar with her girlfriends, and then turning into a sexual animal, once removed from the jealous judgmental stares of her friends, being twisted enough in my lustful desire for her that I was unable to correctly read her, I wanted to believe that my sister wanted me too and was just playing hard to get. I thought of all the times she flashed me a down blouse view of her bra clad breasts, while she stooped over something in the woods. Was she teasing me or was she so focused on her work that she didn't know she was so exposed? How could she not know she was flashing me? She must have known that I've been peering down her open blouse.
Always so sexually frustrated every day, I thought of all the times that I masturbated over all that I saw of her. What did she mean, when she said that we both needed sexual gratification? She just admitted that she was horny, too. Was that a hint for me not to stop, but to continue? Was she horny enough to have sex with me? Was she lusting over me in the way that I was lusting over her? Never wanting to regret not taking advantage of this situation, after having waited for this opportunity for years, I needed to know, if she'd go all the way with me or not.
Only, obviously not interested in sexually satisfying me, pushing me away, she was suddenly as combative, as I was deranged. Everything changed in an instant. Maybe it was her standing there naked, maybe it was me touching her, maybe it was her touching me, but whatever it was, in the same irreversible way of pulling a fire alarm, as if an incestuous button had been pushed deep within me, there was just no turning back. In a desperate and despicable move, twisted enough to truly believe that she wanted to blow me, as much as I wanted her to blow me, with a hard downward push on her shoulders, I forced her to her knees. Then, with a quick hard pull of her long, beautiful hair, wanting to do this for years, when she opened her mouth to scream, I stuffed her mouth with all the lust I've had for her.
With my hard, hairy prick in my sister's mouth, all that I had imagined and more, having fantasized about Susan blowing me for so long, my big, hard, cock felt so good in her warm, wet mouth. Forcing my sister to suck me, I could feel her wet tongue trying to avoid my stiff prick. With a strong hand to each side of her head, as if her head was a box with a hole in the middle, slowly rocking my hips back and forth and my prick in and out of her mouth, I slowly humped her head. Then, when suddenly feeling the excitement that I needed to feel, with a strong, forceful hand to the back of her pretty, blonde head, I fucked her face harder and faster. Using my sister's mouth as a glory hole, with me doing all the work, feeling the tension of her full lips sliding up and down the length of my hard cock, it didn't take me long to cum in her mouth.
Cumming and cumming, as if the cum welled up from my feet, from having lusted over my sister for so long, never have I cummed as much. I couldn't believe how much cum I exploded in her beautiful mouth. Finally, thinking that I was done, when I pulled my cock from her mouth, I exploded more cum, a second load, across her pretty face, in her hair, and down her beautiful breasts. Only, as soon as I ejaculated, as if I was a vandal destroying an artist's masterpiece by ruining it with stringy, white strokes of indelible paint, I looked down at my sister covered in my cum. Realizing the wrong I had done to her, already sickened with remorse, I was sorry that I had forced her to blow me. What I could clearly see now that I couldn't see before, the guilt that I suddenly felt was greater than the pleasure that I had just received.
"Oh, my God. What have I done? Susan, please forgive me. I'm so very sorry."
After having watched her strip naked for years and never acting upon my sexual impulses to do more, in an act of incestuous lunacy, as if what I just did was part of my surreal, sexual fantasy, what was once a beautiful loving brother and sister family and working relationship in the field of environmental ecology and conservationism was now ruined. What have I done? If only I hadn't sneezed, she never would have caught me in her closet. If only I hadn't been so attracted to my sister, I never would have been hiding in her closet in the first place to watch her dress and undress. If only I hadn't kissed her, touched her, felt her, exposed my cock to her, and forced her to blow me, none of this would have happened.
As if she was a lifeless rag doll, as if I had shot her with a gun, I watched her collapse to the carpet. Forced to look at all that I did to my beloved sister, she had evidence of my lust everywhere, across her face, dripping from her lips, sliding down her chin, and collecting on her breasts. As if she had just been raped and, no doubt, she was, looking off in a vacant stare, she had an empty expression on her face. I remembered the look. She had the same expression now that she had, when our parents were killed in a car accident five years before, the reason why we were living together again now
"I'm sorry, Susan. I'm so sorry. What have I done? Please forgive me," I said sobbing, while repeating myself, as if I had been a bad child.
Resting on her side in the fetal position, looking as if she was about to suck her thumb, when I reached down for her, she recoiled.
"Don't touch me. Don't you ever touch me again, Tommy. Go! Just go. Take your things and just go. I want you out of this house and out of my life. For you to do what you just did to me, you are no longer my brother," she screamed with tears streaming down her face, while wiping my cum from her face with the back of her hand. "I don't want to see you ever again."
With her lying there so helpless and naked, unable to understand her anger. So twisted and deceived by my incestuous lust for her, I truly thought she wanted me as much as I wanted her. I truly thought she was teasing me and flashing me, when we were in the woods and her blouse was always unbuttoned enough to give me a down blouse view of her bra and cleavage. Maybe as my justification to do what I had done, I suspected she knew that I routinely watched her dress and undress but, obviously, she didn't. How could she not know that I was always watching her get naked, after all of these years watching her? A matter of trust, she trusted me not to peep on her but, now gone way beyond, I broke that bond of trust.
Nonetheless, in a silent fit of rage, I was tempted to continue what I had started. With the Devil influencing my thoughts and with her already naked, maybe I should fuck her. Always wanting to know what it would feel like to be inside my sister, maybe I should do her now. Now that I forced her to blow me, what difference would it make if I fucked her, too? Then, I thought, what if I made her pregnant? Not wanting to make matters between us any worse than it already was, not wanting to escalate this sexual assault into a police matter, maybe if I left now, she'd find it in her heart to understand and to forgive me one day. Still, with her lying there on the carpet so exposed, as if taunting me, tempting me, daring me to make love to her and really fuck her, it took all the self-control that I had to leave her lying there so naked and vulnerable.
That was the last time I saw my sister, after she threw me out of the house, three years ago. As if my pent up, incestuous lust for my sister invited the Devil in my life, I disrupted the karma of good and invited in evil. Realizing now that it was all my fault and not her fault, I wished I could take the spying, the peeping, and the incestuous lusting all back. I wished I could correct the wrongs that I had done to her. Wishing I had never forced her to blow me, after that one forced blowjob received from my sister, my life was never the same and a lot has happened since then.
With the help of a good therapist and dozens of private and group therapy sessions, I don't sexually fantasize over my sister, while masturbating, any more. Just as I blame myself for my sister never wanting to have anything to do with me, of course, still consumed with guilt and perhaps a stretch, having opened my life to evil, instead of good, ridiculous, of course, but I even blame myself for my parents fatal car accident, too. Had they still been alive, I wondered if she'd tell them how I violated her trust. Suspecting that she wouldn't and never would tell them, before even forcing my sister to blow me, sometimes unable to look my parents in the eye, especially my mother, after having spied on her, too, the guilt of invading my sister's privacy by watching her undress for years before, invaded my heart, as if it was a satanical knife. Believing whatever happened from something so horribly bad was my fault, maybe had I not lusted over my mother and my sister for as long as I can remember, maybe if I had led a better life and been more Godly and brotherly, maybe my parents would still be alive today. I don't know. Whatever the consequences of my actions, I was ready to shoulder the blame.
Then, while working alone in the rainforest, with me no longer there to protect her, my sister was brutally attacked and raped. What comes around goes around and, with me being no different than the man who raped her, the guilt from the rape of my sister weighed heavily upon my shoulders. Sustaining a severe head injury, when she tried to run to escape her attacker, she fell from a 30' cliff, hit her head, and her attacker left her for dead and, nearly, she was. Lucky she wasn't dead, unconscious and naked, fortunately, she was found by a group of hikers. Fortunately for her, she doesn't remember a thing. Fortunately for everyone, they caught the man who did this, when he tried attacking another woman, a cross country runner, in the same area, who just so happened to be an off-duty, female police officer. An expert in Judo, giving him the beating of his miserable life that he so deserved, she beat the crap out of him, when he jumped her from behind. I can only imagine the shocked surprise on his face, when she flipped him, pinned him to the group, and beat him senseless.
A small town crime report buried in the back of the local newspaper, I wouldn't have known what happened to Susan had my friend Dan, a rural police officer in the next county, not called me. Moving away and living on the other side of the country, when I asked him for the gory details, instead of telling me over the phone, Dan faxed me a copy of the attacker's confession. Had I read this confession before my psychological therapy, in the way that I did over the violent details of newscaster Lara Logan being stripped naked and sexually assault by two hundred Egyptian men, I would have been sexually excited and masturbated over the tragic details of the rapist attacking my sister. Fortunately for me, since my therapy, I learned that sexual assault and rape are not sexual crimes but violent acts. Glad that Dan shared the rapist's confession with me, what my sister survived was a real eye opener to what I did to her by abusing her trust in peeping on her, sexually assaulting her by groping her, and raping her by forcing her to blow me. With tears streaming down my face, feeling responsible for her attack, with me not there to help her with her environmental and conservational research, and protect her, while she was working, I read the confession with deep suffering sorrow and gut wrenching sadness.
Confession:
I saw her through the trees and I looked around to see if she was alone or with anyone else. She was alone. I couldn't believe that a woman this beautiful would be alone in this dense part of the forest. Someone who looks like her should always have a man accompanying her to keep people like me away from her. I'll tell you right now, if that was my girlfriend, sister, or mother, I'd never allow her to be in the woods alone.
Hoping she'd continue further away from the main path, she surprised me when she created her own path and walked deeper in the forest, a place where even I had never been before. Not wanting her to know I was there stalking her, I maintained my distance and, ducking behind trees, I even lost sight of her for a while. Then, afraid I was going to get lost, I was about to turn back, when I saw her squatting down over something and writing in her notebook.
"I have a knife," I said, when I grabbed a handful of her long, blonde hair.
When she turned to look up at me, I was taken by her beauty. Expecting her to scream, she surprised me, when she didn't even struggle. Every woman I ever attacked struggled and screamed. With me not being a big man, every woman I attacked fought me.
"Do with me, whatever you want," she said, "so long as you don't hurt me and leave me in peace to do my work. Just don't take my notebook. All my research notes that support my papers are there," she said more concerned about her damn notebook than about safety and about herself.
"Take off your clothes," I said, now figuring she'd scream, make a run for it, or fight.
"Do you want me to remove all of my clothes or just my jeans and panties?"
Saying that so matter-of-factly, surprised me. She said that, as if she had been raped before or as if it didn't much matter, if I raped her, so long as I didn't hurt her and left without taking her damn notebook.
"All of them," I said, since she was asking. "I'd like to see and feel your titties, after I fuck you and while you're sucking me," I said, surprised she was so cooperative, too cooperative.
"Okay," she said.
Okay? This is bullshit. Now suspecting she may be a cop and this was a police sting, I was wary of her. With everything working so easy, too easy, something just wasn't right. Only, every time I looked around for the men in blue to appear to arrest me, there was no one there but us. Feeling better, when she stripped naked, figuring no cop would remove all of her clothes, it was obvious that she wasn't wearing a badge, a gun, or a wire.
As if it was a surreal dream, I couldn't believe the conversation we were having. Never have I raped a woman, who cooperated. Never have I raped a woman who didn't resist or scream. Figuring if she was a cop, but knowing she'd never remove all of her clothes, if she was a cop, I felt relieved, when she stripped naked.
Quickly, I pulled down my sweatpants and poked one of my sneakered feet out of the pant hole, while watching her remove and blouse, bra, sneakers, jeans, and panties, and carefully folding everything in a pile on a rock. For obvious reasons, I don't wear underwear, and wearing oversized sweatpants allows me to remove one leg from my pants without having to remove my sneaker. Wearing tight jeans or removing anymore of my clothes would delay my escape should anyone happen upon me.
"You have a nice body, lady," I said.
"Thank you, but don't you want to know my name?"
"Nah, no names, lady," I said with a laugh.
"I'm Susan," she said sticking out her hand. "What should I call you?"
"Anything you want, lady," I said looking around, while watching for anyone coming through the trees.
"I'll call you Tommy, then," she said somehow looking smugly satisfied with that name choice.
"Tommy? Yeah, sure, whatever, lady," I said figuring maybe it was her fantasy to have sex with some guy named Tommy.
"Do you want me lying down or bent over?"
Lying down or bent over? Wow, what gives? She shocked me by giving me a choice.
"Lying down," I said wetting her pussy by licking and inserting my fingers inside of her first, before mounting her, as soon as she got on the ground.
To be honest, even though she was the prettiest woman I've ever seen and having the best body that I ever had sex with, it wasn't any fun with her cooperating like that. Sort of like having sex with my sister, it would have been hotter, if she fought and struggled. It would have been hotter, if I had to strip her naked and slap her around a little bit. Still, even though she didn't return my humps and passion, she was a good lay, nice and tight, just the way that I like my women to be. Everything was okay, until she willingly opened her mouth, took me inside, and she started sucking me. Then, as soon as I exploded my load of cum in her mouth, she started screaming.
"Tommy! Tommy! Tommy!"
She kept screaming for this guy Tommy, whoever the fuck he is. Panicked, I figured any second, some big dude named Tommy was going to come running through the forest. Yet, when no one came, I relaxed, until she started screaming again.
"Tommy! Tommy! Tommy!"
"Quiet lady," I said. "What the fuck? Someone will hear you, but she continued screaming, even after I slapped her across the face.
"Tommy! Tommy! Tommy!"
Figuring she wasn't calling for me, I don't know who Tommy was, but I wasn't going to stick around to find out.
"C'mon," I said, trying to calm her down, not sure where I was and figuring she knew better than me where we were. "I'll walk back with you the other way, until we hit the main path. Then, you go your way and I'll go my way."
Only, instead of walking with me, she took off the other way through the dense brush running through the woods naked and screaming.
"Tommy! Tommy! Tommy!"
I didn't know about her falling off a cliff, until seeing it on the news that night and reading about that in the newspaper the next day. Had I stayed away from those woods, the cops never would have caught me. Had I not attacked that cross country runner, some kind of butch dyke, martial arts Judo expert, who turned out to be a cop, I wouldn't be sitting here today in jail and writing this damn confession.
# # #
Wiping the tears from my eyes, feeling my sister's horror, I put the confession down and held my head in my hands, before reading the doctor's report detailing her injuries.
Doctor's Report:
Lucky to be alive, her life altering injuries damaged the part of her brain that holds her long-term memories. With her short-term memories intact, but with her brain permanently damaged, she may regain some small measure of her previous memories, but it's highly unlikely. There has been some progress made with new drug therapy just coming to market and with her being so young and so healthy, she may be a good candidate for that kind of drug therapy but, because the drug therapy is new and not fully tested in the marketplace, it's considered experimental by health insurance companies. Consequently, not paid for by most medical insurances, prescriptions for the drug are very expensive.



# # #
When I returned home to see Susan, she didn't remember me.
"Hi Susan."
"Hi," she said with a blank stare and with a look of, who are you?
"I'm Tommy. You're brother."
To look at her, except for her damaged brain, with her bruises and broken bones healed, you'd think there was nothing wrong with her. Only, tragically, even though she can plan for tomorrow, she remembers today, but not yesterday.
Glad that I read the rapist's confession and the doctor's medical report, I felt terribly guilty and fully responsible. Had it not been for me forcing myself on my sister, she never would have been alone in the woods. She never would have been raped. She never would have fallen from that cliff. She never would have hit her head and lost her long-term memory. With no one else to blame but me, it's all my fault.
With her being my next of kin, I did what any brother would do for his sister. Having already gone through her inheritance to pay her medical bills and with the state ready to take the house our parents left us and put her in some sort of long-term assisted living, medical care facility, I took care of her. I hired an agent to rent out our house and whisked her away from Alaska live with me in my house in Massachusetts that I had purchased from my share of the inheritance received from my parents estate. If I had to spend every dollar I had from my inheritance on her healthcare, I would. Only, taking a chance she'd say no. Hoping she'd remember who the Hell I was, while hoping that she didn't remember that I had spied on her undressing and forced her to blow me, I took the chance that she wouldn't run from my house screaming, as she did, when running through the woods from her rapist. After introducing myself to her again, feeling a bit as if she was Drew Barrymore and I was Adam Sandler in 50 First Dates, I explained her dire medical condition and our financial alternatives, before proposing my perfect plan for her to receive the healthcare that she so needed.
"Now, don't take this the wrong way," I said taking her hand in mind, while looking in her big, blue eyes.
"What is it Tommy? You suddenly look so serious."
"I can cover most of your medical expenses on my health insurance plan," I said with a long pause, while afraid I'd scare her by continuing.
"Yes, but I don't understand how you can cover my medical expenses, your sister, on your health insurance plan," she said looking at me with a face full of confusion.
"I can cover most of your medical expenses, Susan, if you marry me," I said still holding her hand, while watching for her reaction.
"Marry me? I can't marry you. I'm your sister, Tommy," she said with a giggle. "You can't marry your sister," she said looking at me nodding my head in disagreement. "Can you?"
She gave me a look, as if trying to remember someone she knew who married their brother. Perhaps, had she watched as much Jerry Springer as I have and lived in West Virginia, for a short spell, as I did, she'd have firsthand knowledge of a brother marrying his sister was fairly common in some countries, albeit still illegal in most states. Still, a desperate idea that was inspired by my guilty conscience, hoping to give her the medical care that she so needed and deserved to have, having no ulterior motives than to care for my sister, I didn't think it was such a bad idea.
"With you living with me in Massachusetts, on the other side of the country, no one needs to know we're brother and sister. Since I moved here, living alone and working from home in this small western Massachusetts town, no one knows me. With no questions asked, we'll find a justice of the peace in New Hampshire or Vermont and get married on the spot without a marriage license and/or blood tests."
"Okay," she said gleefully, as if agreeing to play a game or take a walk. "I'll marry you, but I'm not going to have sex with you, Tommy, my own brother," she said with a sexy laugh, while biting her lip, as if she was thinking about having sex with me.
Here I go again? Was I misreading her, while hoping that she wanted to have sex with me? Thinking that I was done lusting over her, after having had so much psychological therapy, I suddenly felt a twinge of lust for her that hardened my cock. If she was the aggressor this time and with her being so damn beautiful, therapy or not, I don't think that I could resist her.
"Of course not, Susan. You'll have your own room and bed." And I won't spy on you undressing, I thought to myself, while nearly blurting that out to her.
"Okay," she said. "Then, I'll marry you," she said with glee, as if she was a little girl and we were play acting to get married to be husband and wife. Reminding me of my big sister of old, a genius lacking in commonsense, she was so innocent that way.
Ready to fly to Vegas, Reno, or Mexico, if a justice of the peace wouldn't marry us in Vermont or New Hampshire, I didn't have to travel very far to marry my sister. I found a justice of the peace in a small western Massachusetts town not far from my house and, for the sake of a few hundred dollars, with no questions asked, no blood tests, and no background check, he married us. Husband and wife, even though we're still brother and sister under the eyes of the law, our marriage was all legal and, once I added her to my health insurance plan, she was eligible to share my medical benefits.
With comfortable living and sleeping arrangements, with each of us having our own bathrooms, we slept in separate bedrooms, as any brother and sister would. Now, sadly, with her work more of an avocation than a vocation, no longer funded by grants, we even continued with her research together. Only, instead of walking the pristine rainforest of Alaska, we walked the wooded areas of Massachusetts. Just as she'd never be the same, so wouldn't her research and contribution to earth sciences be the same. Nonetheless, I felt some measure of comfort knowing that I was helping my sister and, as the months passed, with the medication working and with her working in the field again, Susan started remembering more and more, bit by bit.
Then, as if our roles were reversed, what comes around goes around in some sad coincidence, perhaps in some perverse homage of my sister's nightly routine, I found myself undressing in the same, slow way my sister did, before taking my shower. Looking up at the ceiling, as if remembering my day, I removed my shirt one slow button at a time. Then, I unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped my pants, before sitting on the bed to kick off my shoes and wiggle out of my tight jeans. I removed my tee shirt, before standing to remove my briefs. Just in the way that Susan always did, when removing her bra and panty, after brushing her hair. Always thinking of the wrong I did to my sister, not happy with the man that I was seeing, I sadly stood naked, while looking at myself in my full length mirror.
Turning one way, before turning the other, even after having had so much therapy, as if rekindled by her living with me again, I was unable to fully remove the lust that I still felt for my sexy sister. Standing there naked and exposed, I couldn't help but think of my sexy sister, while remembering her stripping naked. For sure, being that I'm only human, having an incestuous setback, it didn't help that I was seeing my sister every day, while working and living with her again. Suddenly feeling horny and wanting to masturbate over her in the way that I always had, I thought of Susan naked again. Unable to control myself, I reached down and took myself in hand and fingered the head of my cock, while remembering her undressing in the slow and sexy way she did, when I hid in her closet.
Slowly stroking myself to an erection, I filled my mind with the naked images of my sister's big tits, shapely ass, and blonde, trimmed pussy from the past. Having seen her tits, her ass, and her pussy so very many times were memories that I'd never forget and were something that I could recall in an instant, as if she was still standing before me naked. Then, while stroking myself faster, wanting to cum over the incestuous thoughts of touching, feeling, and groping my naked sister, I remembered her on her knees blowing me. Oh, my God, even though that turned into such a frightful mess, I could use a little sisterly love right about now.
Then, as if imagining it, as if I were at a concert and the orchestra played the prelude to Peter and the Wolf, I heard the distinct metallic tingling sound of a hanger, before hearing a giggle. I walked to my closet door without realizing that I was still naked. Thinking that there was an intruder in the house, I pulled open the closet door and my sister fell out into my arms.
"Susan! What are you doing hiding in my closet?"
The familiar feel of her in my arms hardened my cock and it was then that I realized that not only did my therapy not work but also that I still wanted my sister, just as I did before, if not even more now. Just in the way that I had hid myself in her closet to ogle her, I couldn't believe my sister was hiding in my closet ogling me. In the way that I had held her with a hand to her ass, while she was naked, I couldn't believe my sister was holding me with her hand to my ass, while I was naked. Only, did she remember that I had peeped on her undressing? Did she remember that I felt and touched her, where no brother should ever feel and touch his sister, while forcing her to give me a slow hand job? Did she remember that I had forced her to blow me? Did she remember me giving her a cum bath? What did she remember? What she remembered, if anything at all, I had no idea.
"I wanted to see you naked, Tommy," she said putting a shocked hand to her mouth in an embarrassed giggle, while staring down at my exposed prick. Then, thinking that all she wanted was to see me naked, turning the tables on me in the way that I once turned the tables on her, she surprised me, when she reached down and wrapped her hand and fingers around my cock, in the way that I had cupped her naked pussy, so long ago.
"Susan, what are you doing?"
"Nice cock, Tommy," she said ignoring my question, while slowly stroking me to an erection and still staring at my cock. "I was watching you playing with yourself," she said with another giggle, "just as I thought, I could do that for him," she said looking up at me with her big, blue eyes. "I'd like to give you a hand job for taking me in, taking care of me, and being so kind to me," she said nodding her head, as if she was inviting me out to dinner as some sort of recompense for being kind to her. "Obviously, with you being sexually frustrated enough for you to masturbate yourself, the very least that I can do for you is to give you some sexual pleasure," she said giving me the same sexual look that I had always imagined her giving me.
A long time sexual fantasy come true, not having to force her to touch me, in the way that I had done more than three years ago, I was invigorated with renewed sexual lust for her, especially after she volunteered to masturbate me. Momentarily forgetting that I was her brother and she was my sister, even after all my private and group therapy sessions that taught me to resist the lust that I had for her, I was now lusting over my sister again. Yet, I persevered in trying to stop her from completely crossing the incestuous line.
"Susan. Stop. No. We can't do this. This is wrong," I said grabbing hold of her hand and stopping myself from saying anymore, while trying to be the strong one. Afraid to remind her that we were brother and sister, afraid that it would stoke a memory that I had once spied on her, felt her, touched her everywhere, and forced her to touch me, before forcing her blow me, it was enough that I temporarily stopped her from masturbating me.
Having second thoughts about blurting our real relationship out, I was about to say that this is incest. I was about to say that you're my sister and I'm your brother, but I didn't. With her hand still around my cock, she started slowly stroking me again in the way that I always wanted to feel her hand around my cock and stroking me. Too sexually excited, just as I didn't possess the self-control to stop her from stroking me, I couldn't bring myself to say anymore than I already had said. Instead, I watched her holding my cock and fingering the head of my erect prick, while slowly stroking me. Seemingly encouraged by my inability to stop her, she continued to stroke me to an even harder erection, while she stared down at my stiff prick, in the way that she examines and analyzes something that she finds in the forest. An obvious understatement, but watching my sexy sister stare at my cock was sexually intoxicating. Finally, after all these years, my sister was as sexually interested in me, as I've always been sexually interested in her. Finally, after all these years, I was about to have consensual sex with my sister.
"Actually," she said letting go of my cock to wrap her arms around my neck, before giving me a kiss. "This isn't wrong, Tommy. Beyond the fact that I'm your sister and you're my brother, I'm your wife and you're my husband," she said breaking the kiss to hold up the gold wedding band in front of my face that I put on her finger at our small and impromptu wedding ceremony.
Before I could protest, before I could even reach for my underwear to cover my nakedness, she kissed me again. What her first kiss was a sister kissing her brother, immediately turned into a deep, wet, sexual kiss of a girlfriend kissing her lover. As soon as her kiss ended, before I could even catch my breath, she pushed me back on my bed. Then, when she reached down to unbutton her blouse, knowing that I'd never control myself from having sex with her, once she started undressing and especially, once she was naked, I halfheartedly tried to stop her.
"Susan, what are you doing? Please don't do this. This is wrong. We can't do this."
"I'm giving you what you hid in my closet to see," she said with a sexy laugh, while giving me a sexy look. "Only, this time, it's on my terms. This time, my striptease is as much for you, as it is for me."
She always surprised me, floored me actually, with something that she unexpectedly remembered. It was encouraging that she remembered me spying on her undressing, but hoping she didn't remember me forcing her to blow me, it was erotically exciting enough that she remembered that I hid in her closet to watch her strip. One slow button at a time, while staring at me, watching me, as much as I was watching her, I watched her unbutton her blouse.
Lost in her sensuous sexuality, no longer able to push her away, my cock came to full life, when my sister exposed the top of her bra and her deep line of cleavage to me. Such fabulous tits, a once familiar sight, it's been a long time, since I've seen her tits and I couldn't wait to see them again. In stunned silence, as if enjoying an orchestra's crescendo heightening the suspense, with my incestuous lust building as much as my cock was hardening, I watched her continue to unbutton one slow button of her blouse at a time, until all of her buttons were unbuttoned. The sight of her removing her blouse in a slow striptease, as I sat naked on my bed with my cock arcing straight up, as if it was imitating the Leaning Tower of Pisa, watching her give me a willing, personal striptease show was something that I always fantasized her doing, when hiding in her closet so long ago.
"You still have your amazing body, Susan," I said reaching out to feel the top of her exposed, soft, big breasts.
"Thank you, Tommy," she said staring at my cock. "Touch yourself, while I strip. I want to watch you masturbate over the naked sight of me," she said with a sexy smile. "I want to see you cum."
Oh, my God, she's such a sexy bitch. Fingering my cock first, just as I didn't want this striptease ever to end, I didn't want to prematurely cum. Slowly, I stroked myself to a stiffer erection, as I watched her unbutton, unzip, and peel down her tight jeans. My favorite outfit to see her wearing, dressed in her sexy bra and bikini panty, seeing my sister in her panties and bra was, indeed, a sight to behold.
"You are so sexy, Susan," I said stopping my masturbating myself to slide my fingers over the impressions her nipples made in her bra, while running my hands down the sides of her slim waist, before reaching around her to cup her firm, round ass.
"Stroke yourself, Tommy. I want to watch you cum. Only, when you're ready to cum, tell me," she said leaning down to whisper her desire in my ear, "so that I can take your cock in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth, Tommy. I want to swallow your cum."
Oh, my God. My sister wants me to cum in her mouth. My sexy sister wants to swallow my cum. Are you kidding me? No longer having to force her, too good to be true, I was the happiest brother in the world.
Faster I stroked myself, while watching Susan undress. Slowly she peeled her bra straps from her shoulders, before reaching around behind her to unhook her bra. My familiar drum roll played in my head to build up the suspense, as she ever so slowly peeled her bra cups from her breasts. First one and then the other, to the accompaniment of my imagined symbol crash, she removed her bra and she was topless. To see her naked breasts once again, this time especially and willingly showing them to me, was something that I will never forget, as long as I live. I couldn't wait to touch them, feel them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them. Then, as if the same symbols that clashed at the end of her striptease, when I was hiding in her closet, an even more robust one sounded now, when she peeled down her panty and stood before me nude.
"I'm ready, Susan," I said stroking myself faster, but delaying my ejaculation, until she was on her knees between my legs and had taken me in her mouth.
"I can't wait to suck you, Tommy. I can't wait to taste you, again," she said.
Stunned by her words, she remembered blowing me. How much of that blowjob did she remember? Did she remember that I forced her to blow me? Did she remember me giving her a cum bath? Did she remember everything, before and after, or did she remember having my cock past her lips, before I unloaded my lust for my sister in her mouth. Even though I was shocked by what she just said, wanting to question what she remembered and explain any questions she may have had, I couldn't stop myself from cumming. With a gentle hand to the back of her beautiful, blonde head, I filled my sister's mouth with cum and, just as I did before, as soon as she pulled herself away from my cock, I exploded a second shot of cum all over her face, hair, and breasts. Covered with my cum again, this time, my sister was laughing, instead of crying. As if I had covered her with whipped cream, she wiped my cum from her face with her fingers, before licking her fingers clean.
"Oh, my God, Susan. I'm so sorry, but I couldn't stop from--"
"Oh, Tommy, you bad man, you really gave me quite the cum bath," she said rubbing cum from her eyes, nose, chin, breast, and hair, "but I love it. I love how much you visually show me how much you love me," she said with another laugh. "I only wish I can return the favor by cumming all over you, when you lick my pussy," she said with a sexy grin, while looking down at her cunt.
She didn't have to ask me twice. I pushed her down to the carpet, fell between her legs, and licked and fingered her until she had an orgasm in my mouth and didn't stop until she had another. Then, while she was still basking in the afterglow of being eaten by me, her brother, we started making out, as if we were two horny teenagers, instead of brother and sister. Seemingly wanting to taste herself from my tongue, she appeared more aroused having had two orgasms. Kissing and kissing her, while feeling her everywhere, I was just as sexually aroused as she was. After having time enough to regain my strength, I mounted my sister and made love to her. Something that I always wanted to do so long ago, after watching Susan strip naked, while hiding in her closet, kissing and kissing her, as if we were on our Honeymoon, I was now finally making love to my sister. We were kissing, really kissing, French kissing. Tasting myself on my sister's tongue, to feel her tongue explore my mouth, after my cock explored and came off in her mouth and after my tongue explored her pussy, was my dream come true.



Now that I was making love to her, I couldn't wait to fuck her, really fuck her. While remembering the lust that I once had for her, reignited again, after she kissed me, now I couldn't wait to feel my cock buried inside the pussy of my mother's daughter, my sister. Wanting me, as much as I wanted her, as soon as I mounted her, I felt her hand take hold of my cock and lead it to her pussy, in the way that I once did, when I pulled her hand to my cock and forced her to stroke me. The feel of her warm wetness was more than any masturbation fantasy that I ever had of making love to Susan. Fueled by every sexy dream, sexual fantasy, and masturbation session that I ever had over her, I humped her with all the love and lust that I had for her and she matched me hump for hump.
Then, not satisfied playing such a passive role in our lovemaking, she rolled me over and mounted me. With her tits bouncing with her blonde hair flying, as if she was riding a mechanical bull at Billy Bob's Beer and Barbeque, she humped me, even before I could hump her. Once so reticent about me touching her before, now she was so proactive in what she wanted and needed. My perfect lover, I felt my cock going deeper and deeper inside her warm, wet pussy. Then, as soon as I was inside, instead of making love to her, we started to fuck. With her humping me, just as hard and as fast as I was humping her, we were a rhythmic sex machine. Up and down and side to side, I watched her breasts bounce, before harnessing them with my hands. My dream come true, when my Susan leaned down to kiss me, while fucking me, she blanked my mind. When she broke off her kiss, not to be denied, with her breasts still hanging down in my face, I was already sucking her big nipples sucking them, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them.
Only, not wearing any protection, I was keenly aware that I could make my sister pregnant. Figuring that I'd quickly pull out, before I ejaculated, a bad pregnancy plan that had been disproven by millions of Catholics over time, she quelled my fears.
"Cum inside of me, Tommy," she said leaning down to whisper in my ear. "Give me a baby, Tommy. I want your baby. I want to give you a son," she said humping me harder and faster, while kissing me.
As soon as she told me to give her a baby, out of my mind with lust for her, my passion overtook my concern for having a baby born with two heads and no arms. Nonetheless, out of my mind with passion for my sister, wanting to know what it felt like to cum inside of her, I rolled her over and humped her harder and faster. After already cumming twice I didn't think that I could cum again, but I did, when she started screaming with her third orgasm. It didn't take me long to explode all the cum that I had been saving up for her, since the first time that I watched her strip naked.
"I love you, Susan."
"I love you, Tommy."
Nine months to the day later, we had healthy fraternal twins, a boy we named Tommy and a girl we named Susan.
THE END
This is an Earth Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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Warning: Even though there are some religious references throughout the beginning of this story, even though I pray to God a lot in this story, and even though I thank God for all the blessings bestowed upon me, this is not a religious story. God forbid, being that this is a porn site, sorry, I mean, an erotic literature site, of course, that I should reference the name of God Almighty in my story. My apologies in advance for those holier than thou readers of erotica, who are offended by me referencing God in my story. Yet, if God can forgive Mary Magdalene for being a whore, he can forgive me for writing this dirty story, I mean, this piece of erotic literature. As we all know, by all that happens in the world, between death, destruction, and devastation, God does have a fun, albeit a sometimes twisted sense of humor, an understatement.
"Shall we begin? Okay, here we go. Let's pray."
Did you ever pray to God for something, a certain toy, as a child, a new car, as a teenager, a quicker discharge, when in the military, a healthy baby, when married, a job that you hoped to get, when unemployed, a divorce, when stuck in a bad marriage, or a winning lottery ticket, when hoping for a large cash windfall? Well, maybe asking for too much, but throughout most of my life, apparently God wasn't listening to my prayers. No doubt, too busy doing other things and helping other people, who have real problems, woeful troubles, and serious issues than to get me all that I wanted, a toy, a car, a quicker discharge, that job, or a lottery ticket, God did give me the important things that I so wanted in my life, a healthy baby and, much later, a divorce.
Oddly enough though, it was when I stopped asking God for things and just prayed to him or her to give me guidance, peace, and strength to help me through my day, that he or she answered my prayers and fixed those things in my life that needed fixing.
"Wow! All this time I was going about it all wrong. Who knew?"
After praying to God for a while, I no longer had to ask for things to receive them. As if reading my mind in the way that only God can, I just had to subconsciously be mindful of what it was that I really wanted. Now, with God on my side, I developed a positive attitude and whether it was God given, or from my positive attitude, or from a combination of both, from out of the clear blue, as if a miracle, many things came my way.
"Thank you, Jesus!"
...And that was how and when I met my girlfriend's sexy, slutty daughter. Willing to accept her for who she was, a blessing or a curse, she turned out to be a blessing in disguise. Except there was a road hazard with flashing red eyes in our way, her scorned mother. Oh, boy, if you think a woman scorned is angry, try a mother scorned, when the other woman is her daughter. As if her mother was a big, old pothole that got in the way of us flying down our superhighway of love, after making a slight detour in our relationship to remove the obstacle, that was her mother, from our path, I couldn't have been happier.
"Thank you, God."
To be honest, I didn't even know that I wanted my girlfriend's daughter, until she was there standing before me. Thinking that I was somewhat happy in the relationship that I had with her mother, apparently God knew that I'd rather have the daughter over the mother, before I even knew. Certainly, I'm not trying to blame God for being a matchmaker but, strangely enough, as if struck from a Heavenly arrow of love from an Angel, it was love at first sight.
"Oh, my God!" Considering myself as the luckiest man on Earth, as if winning the Mega Millions jackpot, I hit the lottery, when I met her. "Wow! Oh, baby! Oh, baby! Oh, baby!"
Sorry, my apologies for being so rude. Allow me to introduce myself. I'm Drew and, if you don't know already by the subject of this story, Girlfriend's Sexy, Slutty Daughter, I'm a dirty old man. Honestly, proud to be the degenerate that I am, a title that I revere, take very seriously, and work hard to keep, I couldn't be happier to call myself a pervert. Raised up in class of degenerates to that of the Grand Wizard of perverts, officially, my perversion started when I dumped my 48-year-old girlfriend, Anne, for her 24-year-old daughter, Ellen. I know, what's most men's dream is most women's nightmare. Suffice to say that I'm just glad that Anne didn't have a gun, when she caught me naked and in bed with her daughter.
"Boy, that was awkward."
Even though I'm 6'2" tall and Ellen is only 5'4" in her stocking feet, accustomed to being with a much taller woman, for my benefit that she does, I'm okay with her wearing high heels and putting up her hair. Even though I'm 26-years-older than she is, more than twice her age, I have the advantage over her of having an extra generation of past experiences from which to draw upon, a good way for me to comfortably excuse and justify our difference in age. Yet, so far ahead of me in her sexual appetite, soon I'll be needing more than experience to sexually satisfy her. Thank God for testosterone supplements and Viagra. Whenever I'm out in public with her, accustomed to people looking, staring, and leering at me, as if I'm her incestuous father kissing and groping his daughter, height and age doesn't much matter, especially in the dark, when lying naked in bed and kissing, touching, fucking, and sucking.
"All that really matters, forgive me Lord, is that I am so fucking happy!" My apologies for jumping up and down like that.
With my testosterone dwindling in relationship to my libido decreasing and my age increasing, way past my twenty-something-year-old sexual peak, as a more mature, albeit fit, 50-year-old man, alas, I was nearing the end of my sexual life. Then, as if my energy was invigorated, feeling ten years younger, just by switching from a girlfriend my age to one more than half my age, I'm reenergized.
"Halleluiah! It's a miracle!"
To be honest, had someone asked me the question before I met Ellen, never would I have thought I'd be in this tricky situation, having sex with my girlfriend Anne's sexy daughter Ellen, but I am. Never did I ever think that a 24-year-old woman would want me but, obviously, by her being naked and in bed with me, while moaning in pleasure, from enjoying my experienced fingers, tongue, and cock, apparently, she wants me as much as I want her. A sexual fantasy come true and one that I didn't even realize I wanted, never would I have imagined how good sex can be with a woman so young, so willing, and so beautiful, but it is.
"Ah, never too old for love so you, thank you, Jesus! Thank you, Jesus! Thank you, Jesus!"
Only, now that I licked Ellen's 24-year-old, sweet pussy and she sucked my 50-year-old experienced, albeit not as hard as it used to be cock, now that we made out and made love, before we fucked, holding one another in the afterglow, I should be happier, but I'm not. Instead, that is, during a time before she found out about us, I'm troubled thinking, what in the Hell do I tell my 48-year-old girlfriend, Anne? What does Ellen tell her mother about me? It's bad enough that I'll be breaking up with her mother, it's bad enough that I've already cheated on my girlfriend with another woman, but how do I tell Anne that the other woman is (gulp) her daughter?
"Uh-oh. Dear God in Heaven..." Only, this time, even though the Lord All Mighty provided for me in the way that I got what I had wished for, I was now on my own, but now what? Oh, my God, what do I do now? "Please God, don't let her slash my tires again."
A sex filled family scenario that made Jerry Springer rich and famous, I never thought this would be my life, but it is and do you know what? Too happy to be apologetic, I'm not sorry. Definitely, if my shoe was on your foot, you'd dump your girlfriend, too, if you had the opportunity to sleep with her hot daughter.
"Right? Am I right? You bet your ass, I'm right. You'd be all over a 24-year-old faster than you can say, married? I'm not married."
Finally, after all the shit I've been through in my life, after all my prayers that God didn't answer, I deserve to have a hot, young chick in my bed. I deserve to finally be so sexually satisfied in bed that I'll never look at another woman again for the rest of my miserable life.
"Ah, life is good. My life couldn't be any better than it is right now," I thought to myself while watching Ellen suck my cock.
Now knowing how OJ Simpson must have felt, when his young, beautiful, and shapely wife cheated on him, there's only thing that would make my life really suck, one day. What comes around goes around, if Ellen was to dump me for a much younger man, I'd be devastated. Yet, I'd kill the son of a bitch, I mean, of course, I'll cross that bridge later, if ever that was to happen.
"Oh, yeah."
"Pardon, Drew. Did you say something? I didn't hear you with your cock in my mouth."
"No nothing. I didn't say anything, Ellen. Just so happy to be with you, I was just talking to myself. Now, don't talk and just suck my cock, baby girl. Suck my cock," I said to her, while putting a gentle hand to her beautiful brunette head, while my other hand felt her shapely B cup breast and fingered her erect nipple. "Suck my cock, Ellen. Suck it."
Fortunately for me, as this is my house, Anne will be the one leaving. After this scandal, once we tell her, if Ellen and I are still together, fortunately or unfortunately, I don't think we'll be seeing much of Anne, even over the Thanksgiving and Christmas holidays. If we're still together and if we marry and have children, it would be uncomfortably weird visiting grandma, while knowing we used to be lovers.
Now that I've seen mother and daughter naked, now that I've experienced mother and daughter sexually, they are both so uniquely different in bed, an understatement. Definitely, without doubt, a willingly responsive, sexual partner, daughter is so much better than mother in being proactive in telling me what she wants, while giving me all that I need. Instead, making me feel, as if I'm doing something dirty to her, whenever I gave Anne an orgasm, she muffled her excitement with a pillow held over her face. Ellen, at the other end of the sexual spectrum, screams her pleasure in the way of an opera star to make me feel like such a sexual, superhero, when she experiences an orgasm. Where Ann just dabbles and spits, Ellen is a talented cocksucker and swallows.
"Who's the man? Who's the man?" With both of them so much alike in some regards and so different in other regards, Ellen makes me feel like the man that I am, while her mother is never satisfied with who I am.
Yet sharing so many other qualities, when standing upright and fully dressed, without doubt, I made the right decision to leave mother for daughter. Feeling too happy, that is, until I think about Anne, I'm dreading the reality of having to confront her with an explanation why I don't want her anymore. Even more terrifying than breaking up with my girlfriend is why I want her daughter, instead. If Anne was a man, she'd understand, but she's a woman scorned by her boyfriend and deceived by her daughter. I should feel terrible about breaking up with Anne, but too happy to feel anything but love, I don't feel bad leaving her mother, when I feel so happy being with her daughter.
Other than that bit of unpleasantness hanging over my head, a gross understatement, as if my neck is positioned beneath a guillotine with my head ready to be loped off, I'm sexually sated, and erotically excited, while sick to my stomach by Anne's reaction, when I tell her. The ramifications of what I've done, dumping my 48-year-old girlfriend for her 24-year-old daughter, any man's fantasy come true, hasn't hit me, yet. Too happy to question my decision, I should feel guilty, but I don't. Too busy thinking with my cock, still too shocked and surprised that I bagged the hot, young chick, nothing else now matters but my happiness, her beautiful body, and us living together in sexual bliss for however long she wants me.
* * * * *
It all started, when my girlfriend Anne, asked me to pickup her daughter, Ellen, at the airport. Other than experiencing tunnel vision, while driving at high speed, other than being drunk from having too much to drink, not driving or drinking, I never had a conscious moment, when everything around me suddenly morphed into an elongated black tunnel, that is, until my first time seeing my girlfriend's sexy, slutty daughter. As if she was the only female on Earth, as if looking at her through binoculars and looking at her, as if I had blinders on that obscured me from seeing anyone else, the vision of this stunningly beautiful woman walking towards me filled me with sexual excitement. Never have I seen anyone so stunningly beautiful. Not realizing she was Anne's daughter, when first seeing her and thinking she was someone else, some movie star or famous celebrity, I wished she was there waiting for me. Wishing she was my woman, as if I were a Paparazzi photographer waiting in ambush to capture a candid shot of her, I wished I had brought my camera with me to secretly photograph her. Wondering who she was, who knew I'd be seeing a famous movie star or a celebrity at nearly midnight at the airport?
Had I known she was Anne's daughter, Ellen, the one I was there to pick up at the airport, I wouldn't have felt the urge to pull out my cell phone to snap a sneaky picture of her, and nearly I did. Then, when she spotted me from the distance, opened her arms, and gave me a big smile, expecting her to be smiling at someone standing behind me, I turned to look but there was no one there. Then, recognizing her from her childhood pictures and realizing she was smiling at me, suddenly filled with a glow of sexual lust, I knew it was her.
"Oh, my God! Are you kidding me? Wow, Anne has a hottie for a daughter," I mumbled under my breath.
Better than winning the lottery, better than having a perfect checkup at the doctor's office, and better than no longer having to pay my ex-wife child support, I'm in love. Lust at first sight, she already had a hold on me. Lust at first sight, even though I knew it was a sexual fantasy that would never happen, I've already made an unconscious decision to sacrifice everything I have and all that I will have, just for the chance to have one wicked, outrageous night of wild sex with her.
Almost as if being swept away in a surreal sexual vision, with the flip of her pretty head and a toss of her long, dark, brown hair, as if I was already dirty dancing with her, the sexy sway of her hips mesmerized me. With her body moving in sections, hips and tits and hips and tits, as if watching a mirage of a belly dancer advancing towards me, she was my sexual fantasy come true. With me standing there in a dream like state, unable to move, even though I'm conscious, I'm incapable of uttering a single, intelligible word or thinking a clear, cohesive thought that isn't related to thinking of her in all manners of undress.
Without even having met her to gaze in her big, brown eyes, without hearing her speak a single word to hear the sound of her soft, feminine voice, I'm already doing the unspeakably forbidden. I'm already imagining my girlfriend's daughter naked and in bed with me. What's wrong with imagining that? Until I think, what's wrong with me? Have I suddenly lost my mind? Yet, after checking my sanity and realizing that there's nothing wrong with me, I'm ecstatic that I finally found her, the woman of my dreams. Only, immediately bursting my balloon, doubting that she would, does she feel the same way about me, as I instantly feel about her?
"Nah, how could she? Why would she? Just as I don't know her, she doesn't even know me," I thought to myself, when seeing her. "Two people from different generations, I'd need a miracle for a relationship with her to work and that's when I prayed. Dear God, I haven't asked you for anything in a while, but..."
Ignoring all others around me, with my focused stare exclusively on her, as if my brain was suddenly rewired by the mere sexy sight of her, I've already forgotten everything I know and everything I've learned. If asked my name, I'd have to think twice about it. If asked where I live or where I parked my car, I wouldn't know. Turned into a blithering idiot, as if the stunning image of her is a hallucination, albeit an erotic vision effecting my libido, how can a woman so young have such a powerful effect on a man, who's more than twice her age? How can a woman so young have such a hold on any man, especially on me? Why do I find her so irresistibly attractive and so erotically seductive?
"Good God, Drew, get a hold of yourself. She's your girlfriend's daughter, for Christ sakes. Anne will kill you, if you so much as inappropriately look at her, leer at her, and lust over her, never mind touch her and try to have sex with her. Please God, help me. Please God, make me blind. No! Wait! Just kidding. Please don't make me blind, God."
Is my physical attraction to her so intense because she's my girlfriend's daughter or because she's so young and beautiful? Maybe a little of both. In the way that I wish I could hit the lottery, maybe because I perceive her as so unattainable is the reason why I want her even more. I don't know why I want her and I don't care what the reason is that I want her, it just is and I just want her, have to have her, but how? As if she's a big Hollywood star walking the red carpet to greet me, an ordinary mature man, I'm already lost in her presence.
Whether it's lust, love, or I'm going through a period in my life that I must experience as a required rite of passage path that I must take to emerge on the other side sane, whole, and normal again, how can emotions that feel so good be so wrong? Why must love between a woman so young and a man so much older, be so wrong? In an instant I realize that everything that's wrong with my current relationship with Anne could be corrected by ending it and starting a new one with Ellen. Tired of the same old, same old, tired of playing the responsible adult, doing the right thing, taking care of everyone, and doing all that's expected of me, why can't I have happiness, too, especially with someone like her?
"Dear God in Heaven, thank you for giving me guidance, peace, and strength, but I have enough guidance, peace, and strength in my life now, thank you very much. Please give me Ellen. She's right over there, God. The unbelievably beautiful woman, that's her. Ellen is what I want, God. I want Ellen. Whatever it takes, I'm willing to pay the price to have Ellen in my life. I don't care how you do it, God, but please, just do it," I silently prayed. "Amen. Oh, and thank you, God, in advance."
If I thought it would help for me to fall to my knees in the middle of the airport, I would have but, not wanting to make a spectacle of myself, not wanting airport security to think that I was a terrorist about to blow myself up or light myself on fire, I didn't fall to my knees. If I thought that it would help to summon the Devil to get this hot, young chick, I would have but, picking the better of the two options first and leaving that second option open later, if denied my prayers, I thought I'd try God first.
If only I was someone famous, an aging rock star or movie star, I'd have a model under my arm. If only I was someone influential, a powerful politician or a smart, billionaire, techno nerd, I'd have more of a chance of getting the hot, young chick. If only I had money, a lot of money, in the way of Michael Douglas with Katherine Zeta Jones, Woody Allen with Soon-Yi Previn, and Donald Trump and Hugh Hefner with everyone, I fatalistically realized that I only have one life to live. Seeing her walking towards me, as if she approached me in slow motion, while wishing she was mine and knowing that I'd never so much as touch her, never mind kiss her, feel her, and make love to her, I was filled with a gut wrenching sadness for a life that could have been.



"Alas, woe is me."
Seeing my life so clearly now, going from high school, to college, to the military, to a job, to marriage, divorce, and living with a woman I really don't even know and, apparently, don't even love, I suddenly realized that I've never lived any of my life in the way that I wanted to live it. No doubt, much like most men my age reaching the height of their insanity with some semblance of insightfulness of all the mistakes they made in their lives, but too old, too tired, and too broke to do anything about it, how sad is that? When stopping to look back and see all that I don't have and all that I could have had, had I made better decisions, with the temptation of her too much for me to deny, perhaps I would have had a chance with her now had I made better choices then. Alas, just too frigging old, with her being so incredibly young, I knew I didn't have a modicum of a chance with her. I knew it was all just a sexual fantasy that I'll be realizing, once home alone with my hand around my cock, while thinking of Ellen naked and having sex with me.
"Alas, it was never meant to be. Poor me. Woe is Drew."
Always with a woman that I thought I loved, until it was blindingly clear to me that I didn't, especially after having cheated on her, my life has always been the unhappy same. Having been stuck in a rut for so long, I wouldn't know happiness if it bit me in the ass, but here it was walking towards me. With my eyes disbelieving what I was seeing eyes, with my penis having more sense than my brain, my growing cock already knew that Ellen was the key to my happiness. Just once I'd like to be blissfully happy and sexually sated, before I die. Just once I'd love to get the one that I really wanted and the one that I really wanted now was Ellen.
"Ellen. Ellen. Ellen." In the way of summoning the Devil, I mumbled her name to myself in hopes that somehow she'd want me. "Ellen. Ellen. Ellen."
My life has been like riding a rollercoaster, but a ride that I never finished. Always having to pay for the ride before getting aboard, with the price of the ride too expensive, the enjoyment of the experience was over too quickly. Climbing that first hill, before rocketing down the next, I always got stuck somewhere in the middle and always at the very top of a hump. Having to jump off that ride to start another, just once, I'd like to see something through to the end. Especially in the beginning, with broken promises of sex, she'd boss me around and make me obey with guilt to do things that I didn't want to do, especially in the end. Hoping to please her, just so she'd leave me the fuck alone and allow me to live my life in peace to watch a football, baseball, basketball, and/or a hockey game, I caved, I accepted, and I pretended that I was happy, just for the sake of not arguing.
"In a minute! Wait! I'll take out the trash, walk the dog, wash your car, and paint the house after this quarter, inning, period or whenever the fuck the game is over. Okay?"
Now that my life is more than halfway over, when do I stop conforming to someone else's will? When will I stop living my live by someone else's standards of what I should do and when I should do it? When will I stop trying to live up to someone else's expectations of how and what my life should and shouldn't be? When is it my turn to find true happiness? With all of this internal dialogue coming to me in a rush, upon seeing Ellen walking towards me, she gave me my life altering epiphany. Seeing her made me realize how miserable I've been with Anne, how unhappy I truly am now, and how happy I truly could be with Ellen.
Confused by a plethora of suppressed emotions that surfaced in me, all at once, as if blood welling to the surface, after having been shot before dying, I watched my life flash before my eyes. Seeing her was as if watching an advancing tsunami threatening to sweep me away in a wave of bliss or in a sea of turmoil. I didn't know which. How could I know? I didn't even know her. Yet, knowing that I'd surely die with her in my life in trying to keep up with her and in pleasing someone so much younger, unable to flee, I didn't care if she was the eventual death of me.
"What a way to go? If she'd be the death of me, then I'm ready to die. What an unbelievable way to go!"
Without her even speaking a word, without her even knowing it, just by her acknowledging me in a crowded airport terminal with her big smile and unbroken look, if nothing ever happened between us, she's already changed my life. Awash with as much suffering sadness and soulful sorrow, when thinking of her mother, what's her name, as I was excited with sexual happiness by the mere sexy sight of Ellen, was the woman walking towards me the person of my true happiness or the reason for my worst nightmare? I didn't know. How could I know? To be honest, I didn't care, so long as she never stopped smiling at me.
Willing to risk it all with a roll of the dice, a turn of the card, or the spin of the wheel, I just wanted to take one more rollercoaster ride, but with her, before my life was over. Hoping to climb over the top of the highest hill without getting stuck at the bottom, as I always did in the past, I sensed that Ellen was the miracle cure that I needed to get me out of my doldrums. Like everything else that's happened in my life, always having made bad choices and poor decisions, especially when it comes to women, only time will tell, if she's my queen of hearts or just another wicked witch. Yet, knowing I was only dreaming, with too much of an age difference to overcome, sadly, I knew nothing would ever come of my lustful desire for her. Still, if nothing else, it was fun just to imagine.
Nevertheless, after seeing my life so clearly now, tired of living my life so controlled by someone else, what kind of life is that? After seeing Ellen walking towards me with open arms, I no longer wanted to live anymore of my life without her or without someone else like her. As much as I was excited about starting a new life with her, as much as I was sick with dread how to end my current relationship, even if only imagined, just thinking about ending my old life to start my new life made me happy. Then, as soon as I thought that, I thought, what am I doing? I'm too old to start all over again with another woman, especially with a woman young enough to be my daughter. Besides, there's no way that someone like her would want someone like me. I'm old enough to be her father, I mean, or her wicked, older brother and the thought of that was as troubling to me, as it was exciting to me.
"Wow. I can only imagine what it would be like to have sex with a woman more than half my age. Wait, before you start humping me again, Ellen, let me take another nitroglycerine pill. Okay. Go ahead. Hump away."
When assigned to pick her up at the airport, such an innocent, albeit inconvenient chore, especially at this late hour, when I'm usually already asleep in bed, forced to rearrange my day to include a nap, so that I wouldn't fall asleep during the drive to the airport or the drive home, I never expected so much as a hug from her. Yet now, after seeing her and already fantasizing about having her exclusively in my life, I'd be crushed, if she didn't hug me, touch my shoulder, and/or take my hand. In anticipation of her hug and/or her touch, I wondered if she'd kiss me on my cheek. If she did lean into me to kiss me on the cheek, maybe I'd turn my head quickly enough that she'd kiss me on the lips. Nah, that's something my Dad would do. That's dirty old man stuff. Without having even met her, I was already sexually fantasizing that she was my woman, while imagining all that I'd do to her, if only she was.
In anticipation of the ride home, already perversely effected by the mere sexy sight of her, I couldn't wait to engage her in some sexually charge conversation that was filled with double entendres, innuendos, and sexually explicit dialogue, something that would inspire an erotic dream about her later that night. Thinking of all the witty things I'd say to bridge such a large age gap, I wanted her to think me hip, cool, and sexy, instead of old, boring, and perverted. Immediately I realized that I'd only make a fool of myself, if I continued playing this role of a dirty, old man trying to act young and sexy. Deciding that, if nothing else, it was fun playing this pretend game, so long as I kept it to myself, I reveled in all the imagined possibilities of having her in my life. In the few seconds it took for her to walk to me across a crowded airport terminal, a multitude of sexy scenarios played through my head.
Nonetheless, no matter how much I wanted her, just as starting a sexual relationship with her was out of the question, starting a sexual relationship with her was out of my control. In the way that she'd perceived me, whether, hip, cool, or a perverted lecher, wouldn't matter. No doubt, she'd perceive me as old, wicked old, and too old for her. Nevertheless, in anticipation of getting her home, at the very least, hoping beyond hope to somehow see her naked, I couldn't wait to accidentally on purpose, walk in her bedroom unannounced on the pretense of giving her a blanket and an extra pillow, while she changed into what I imagined was her sexy nightgown. Even better, maybe she sleeps in the nude.
"Wow. How hot is that, especially if she sleeps naked above the covers? Maybe I could sneak in her room during the night on the pretense that I needed something...a tissue, perhaps."
Maybe, with her being in a new environment and possibly being afraid, she'd ask me to tuck her in bed and read her a bedtime story about the big, bad, sexually frustrated, horny, 50-year-old wolf. Suddenly naked images of her filled my brain with sexual lust for her, as I imagined myself opening her bedroom door just at the most opportune moment.
"Oops, sorry. So sorry, Ellen. I didn't see your tits, your ass, and your pussy," I imagined saying to her, as I opened her bedroom door, with my hand raised to my face and my eyes leering at her naked body through my splayed fingers.
While watching her walk closer, as if my eyes were the probing photographic lenses of a TSA X-ray machine, imagining the impressions her nipples made in her bra and the crevice her pussy slit made in her panty, I imagined her walking towards me in her sexy, sheer lingerie, low cut bra and bikini panty, my favorite outfit of choice, before imagining her stripping naked. Even from this distance, as if she walked towards me in slow motion, I could see that she had modest, albeit ample breasts, definitely a full B cup. I imagined touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing her beautiful breasts, before fingering, pulling, twisting, and sucking her nipples.
Already turning our first meeting from normal to erotic and my thoughts from friendly to sexual, the sexy sight of her controlled my pornographic imagination. In anticipation of seeing her panties in an up skirt, and/or her bra and cleavage in a down blouse, or seeing any part of her sexy body, even just her bra strap, I couldn't wait to masturbate over the passion filled thought of her having sweaty sex with me. Of course, being the good, Christian, church attending man that I am, I'd never do any of those things, other than masturbate, while thinking of her naked. Yet, last I checked, so long as I didn't act upon my perverse impulses, there's no crime in thinking that I'd do any and all of those things to her oh, so young and shapely body.
Enlisted as a reluctant volunteer to pick her up at the airport in the dead of night, if I didn't know I was wide awake, after guzzling down two cups of hot, black coffee, especially upon seeing her, I'd think I was still ensconced in bed dreaming an erotic fantasy about her. Now, needing more than caffeine, needing a stronger drug to soothe my sexually frustrated soul, what I really needed was a double, single malted scotch, neat, with water on the side and a stripper's pole between her legs for her to entertain me, while giving me a sexy striptease show of her hot, naked body. Already lost in thinking dirty thoughts, that was the first time that I met my girlfriend, Anne's daughter, Ellen, when picking her up at the airport.
Already inscribed in my brain, with her image permanently etched there, as if her lovely face was a brain tattoo, the memory of that first moment, seeing her so happy to see me, will remain with me for the rest of my life. Having become so sedately accustomed to Anne's sad, tired face, no longer connecting in the way that we used to, when we were first together and especially now, after she started working the graveyard shift,
we were done. Having run its course, a relationship that barely had two happy years, before everything turned sour and mundane, our relationship had been over for years. Then, when the epiphany of having someone like Ellen in my life hit me in the way of a lightning bolt, I knew then and there that ending my relationship with Anne to start one with Ellen or with someone like Ellen was inevitable.
When Anne wasn't working, she was sleeping and, as if I wasn't even there, when she wasn't sleeping, she was ignoring me reading her book or watching HDTV home designer and decorator shows. Sure, without doubt, everyone needs down time, but when her work, sleep, and relaxation time doesn't include me, she may as well live alone. Better off without me, I may as well not even be there for all she'd care. No longer wanting me in the way she once did, I can't remember the last time we had sex. I can't recall the last time we had fun. If asked to highlight our relationship, all I'd remember of it is her bitching at me to fix something or do something that I didn't want to do, such as picking up her daughter at the airport, which I'm now so glad I did.
Without her looking through me in the way that Anne does now, Ellen looked at me, in the way that her mother used to notice me a mere seven years ago, when we first met. Yeah, sure, Anne had shown me pictures of Ellen, but most of them were of her as a child. Acting interested in seeing her baby pictures, I had no idea that this gawky, little girl with braces and a teddy bear body would turn out to be such a raving beauty. I never expected her to look anything like this. If I did, I would have shaved, showered, worn clean clothes, and combed my hair, instead of just covering it with a baseball cap.
As if she was a fleeing, graceful gazelle being chased by a pack of wild hyenas on the African plain, she walked briskly towards me. With her hair flying back, as if she was a supermodel walking a runway with a wind blowing fan on her, she looked so hot. Instead of being just another passenger at the airport, surrounded by a herd of doting men from Brazilian and Italian soccer teams visiting America to play, she was the centerpiece of a crowd of admiring young, fit men at the airport. As if she was their superstar, a real live celebrity, they were all excitedly speaking to her in broken English, while following her, hitting on her, and trying to get her attention enough for her to notice them. Obviously enjoying the attention she received, she looked at them, smiled, and laughed. Backing off when they saw her walking towards me, no doubt, with them thinking that I was her father, being old enough that I could have been her daddy, she shocked them and me, when she gave me a full pelvis to belly body hug. With my cock pressed against her belly and her tits pressed against my chest, she hugged me, as if I was her boyfriend back from a tour of duty in Iraq and Afghanistan.
Oh, my God, the feel of her stomach against my cock was electric. Then, shocking the shit out of me and them, she reached behind me and grabbed my ass, while pulling me forward, and kissing me full on the lips. As if I suddenly had a fever, once she pressed her belly harder against my hard cock, we were already connected, as if we were naked in bed and making love. If only she was a bit taller and I was a bit shorter, my emerging erection would have found a familiar warm, wet place between her legs, but for her clothes. So tempted to reach down, cup her ass in both my hands, and lift her up, while hoping she'd wrap her legs around me, I didn't dare touch her for fear that there'd be someone at the airport who'd recognize me.
If I had died then and went to Heaven, I would have been blissfully happy with the thought that I was dreaming, while holding her and kissing her. Only, if I had died then and went to Hell, I would have missed her sticking her tongue in my mouth and French kissing me. Without doubt, unless I prematurely ejaculated now, I'll be masturbating, before dreaming about this tonight.
"Oh, my God! She kissed me. I can't believe she kissed me. Thank you, Jesus," I silently prayed.
Wondering if she's ever French kissed anyone so old, this was my first time French kissing anyone so young. Amid the whistling admiration of that horny bunch of young, foreign men, they watched her make a spectacle of me, as if I was Tom Cruise and she was Rene Zellweger in Jerry Maguire. Never having been kissed like that before, just as she melted me with her sexual hello, she mesmerize me with her lips, her tongue, her hand on my ass, and the feel of her warm body so close to mine. Then, what she said next shocked me more than her kiss.
"I love you, Daddy," she said pulling away without breaking eye contact with me and without a misdirection to acknowledge any of the staring and admiring men or a misstep to clue anyone watching that I wasn't her Dad. As if what she said was a bump of my turntable, with the needle scratching across my favorite love song, Strangers in the Night by Frank Sinatra, she excited me with her quick sense of humor and her fun sense of eroticism. Anne never would have done anything like this, that's for sure. Too embarrassed to be seen with me, sometimes, I think, Anne never would have made a spectacle of herself or of me by hugging me, kissing me in public, and calling me her Daddy.
By the shocked look on the faces of the soccer players and how quiet they all suddenly became, she said those four words, "I love you, Daddy," loudly clear enough for our audience of admiring and, no doubt, envious men to plainly hear. Then, in her continuation of the sexy game she played with them and with me, wishing she'd unzip me and pull out my cock and stroke me, before falling to her knees to suck me, almost just as good, she reached her hand down the front of my pants to slowly feel the growing length of my emerging erection. Oh, my God, feeling as if I was going to have a heart attack from the sexual excitement of her kissing me, a not even yet realized sexual fantasy already come true, I couldn't even wrap my brain around her feeling my cock through my pants, especially the shocking ramifications of her calling me Daddy.
"I missed you, Daddy," she said cupping my testicles through my pants. "Didn't you miss me?"
"Yes, oh, God, yes, I've missed you. You have no idea how much I've missed you. I've been dreaming of you and of this day for seven, long, miserable, and suffering years, ever since I turned 43-years-old and ever since I thought my sexual life, as I knew it, was over, when I got with your boringly, frigid mother," I wanted to say but, frozen in place by the sexual attention she rewarded me with for merely meeting her at the airport, I didn't.
Not having the power of speech, with my brain unable to match my thoughts with my voice, fortunately saving myself from embarrassment later, I didn't dare answer her loaded question. I didn't dare say what I was thinking. I didn't dare tell her that I already so wanted her over her mother. Not wanting to frighten her by having her think that I was a degenerate deviate, by coming on too strong, even though she blew my mind, I just smiled.



Then, even though I now knew who she was and, obviously, she knew who I was, without even so much as a formal introduction, a how do you do and a handshake, she lifted my right hand and placed it on her ample, left breast and squeezed. Then, stepping on my shoes and standing on her toes, as if she was my daughter and I was dancing with her at her wedding, she wrapped her arm around my neck, while pulling my lips down to her lips, closed her eyes, and French kissed me again. This time, her kiss was a much longer, deeper, and more probing kiss. Following her lead, having already lost my senses in her perfume, my mind to the feel of her soft, full, red lips against mine, and my dignity to the sensation of her breast that filled my hand, with a hand wrapped around her slim waist, I pulled her closer, closed my eyes, and returned her kiss. Immediately my mind blanked, as if I was floating on a cloud on my way to Heaven. With that second kiss, I was her sex slave forever. With that second kiss, she ruined me from thinking of any other woman but her, including and especially her mother, what's her name, my girlfriend.
With my left hand feeling her nipple emerging and pushing through the material of her blouse and bra, I felt the tip of her mammary gland hardening against the center of my sweaty palm. Unable to stop my fingers from moving, especially after she squeezed my hand in her encouragement for me to feel her tit, my fingertips felt her bra clad breast, as if I was testing for a ripe grapefruit in a supermarket. As if I was a horny teenager again sitting in the last row at the movies with slutty Gina, thirty years ago, never have I felt such sexual excitement, as I was experiencing now. Then, already having bet the farm, I went for broke, reached behind her, and grabbed a handful of her round, firm ass and squeezed. If I had the presence of mind and the balls enough to do it, I would have reached beneath her short skirt and grabbed a handful of her panty clad pussy, that is, knowing her as I do now, if she was even wearing panties.
Too sexually excited to be embarrassed, forsaking my honor, my dignity, and my modesty for a chance with her, I wanted to turn to everyone staring and tell them that I really wasn't her father, but her mother's boyfriend. Instead, with her second kiss raising me to new sexual heights that I haven't experienced, since I was a testosterone filled, always horny teenager, suddenly feeling like the lover that I wished I was, wanting to tell them all, indeed, that I was her boyfriend and her lover, I didn't say anything. It was then that I realized, instead of being her father or her boyfriend and lover, in a sudden sad sense of strained reality, I was merely her mother's boyfriend and lover. Other than that, wishing I did, I had no sexual connection or romantic claim to this woman. Obviously and sadly, she was just playing a sexy game that she must have played with other men before.
A mere mortal, albeit now an admitted dirty old man, who has just lost his mind over my girlfriend's sexy, slutty daughter, I was deranged with inappropriate thoughts of Ellen on her knees and sucking my cock or leaning forward, when taking her from behind and feeling her tits. Not wanting to ruin the moment, with my emotions heightened to that of a seething, smoking, and active volcano ready to erupt to show his lust for his girlfriend's daughter, I maintained my silence. As if I was an onion covered with complicated layers from having lived life for so long, she peeled them all away with just her kiss.
"How did she do that?" I thought to myself.
Only, when the kiss and the feel of her warm body against mine was over, when I was no longer a pawn in her sexy game that made her use me in her crave for everyone's shocked attention, especially mine, now alone with my bad self and feeling immediately abandoned, I was crushed. Oh, what a fool I've been to have played such a losing game with her. How could she use me and arouse me like that? Why me? Why her? Why now? Why the Hell not? So what? Who cares? The important fact remains is she French kissed me.
Coming home and living with us, after graduating from college, receiving her master's degree in physiology, and majoring in physical therapy, even after the prelude of that sexual episode at the airport, I couldn't even imagine what would have happened between her and me, if the first move was left up to me. Nothing probably. Never would I have kissed her or even touched her. With her being the daughter of my girlfriend, I never would have started something that I couldn't finish. I didn't dare. I wouldn't have had the balls to even kiss her, never mind French kiss her, in the way she French kissed me. Without doubt, I wouldn't have had the balls to grope her breast through her blouse and finger her nipple through her bra in the way she felt my cock through my pants.
Suddenly, feeling so sexually stressed, I needed some relief. Feeling a phantom pain in my neck that continued down my spine, before culminating in stiffening my cock, in desperate need of a bit of massage therapy, and with her coincidentally being a physical therapist, I wondered if she'd be willing to give me a naked massage, one that had a happy ending. Only, quickly returning to reality, how could I even think such inappropriate thoughts about my girlfriend's daughter, but I was. No longer thinking of how I'd hurt Anne, I was too preoccupied in thinking of how I'd please Ellen.
Because she was such a knockout, even had she not pressed her body against mine and kissed me, grabbed my ass, and felt my erection through my pants, no doubt, I still would have inappropriately been thinking of Ellen naked. Yet, the fact that she had already French kissed me, allowed me to feel her breast, and grabbed her ass, I so wanted to experience feeling her again. Heralding the introduction of her to my life, now whenever thinking of my girlfriend's, sexy, slutty daughter, the Eagles song, Witchy Woman, suddenly played a sad and sexually frustrating refrain through my head.
"Raven hair and ruby lips, sparks fly from her fingertips. Echoed voices in the night, she's a restless spirit on an endless flight. Woo hoo witchy woman, see how high she flies. Woo hoo witchy woman, she got the moon in her eye."
Only hoping she's not evil, whether real or imagined, definitely, she's my witchy woman. As if the elevator doors suddenly parted and seeing Marilyn Monroe, Jayne Mansfield, or Elizabeth Taylor emerge in their day, when seeing Ellen for the first time emerge from that airplane disembarking tunnel, beginning with how shockingly good-looking she is, I could go down the list describing all of the cliché attributes of her beauty. Suffice to say that she's beautiful, a real beauty and, whether on stage, screen, or in magazines, she's the most beautiful woman I've ever seen in my life.
Instantly, feeling my cock swell, as if playing the odds, when counting cards at a Blackjack table, taking a big gamble, she was worth the risk of getting caught cheating. Yet, with a bad storm brewing on the horizon, I was adrift in a turbulent ocean without a life vest or a paddle, while wondering what my chances were with her. Nonetheless, with my thoughts of abandoning my current ship to jump aboard her vessel and sail away with her from my safe harbor, forsaking mother for daughter, suddenly feeling as if I was a man overboard, instead of captain of my own lifeboat, I realized that I needed more than the strong, uncontrollable sexual attraction that I had for her. Other than how hot she looked, ready to sink or swim, I didn't even know the woman and she didn't know me, but she was worth jumping ship to find out more about her.
"Oh, boy," I thought to myself, while hoping my sexual attraction to my girlfriend's daughter wasn't my fatal undoing. Already in deep, way over my head and lost at sea, unable to think of anyone but her, I was in real trouble now. "Oh, boy," if this is my chance to live my life in the way that I want to live it, what do I do now?
Not even thinking about my 48-year-old girlfriend, Anne, in deference to her 24-year-old daughter, actually forgetting about Ellen's mother, as if finally meeting a movie star in person that I had lusted over for years, I was suddenly lost in the moment, a moment that never ended. Only, once seeing Ellen, even before she kissed me and allowed me to touch her, while feeling me, if a crime happened in front of my eyes at the airport, the criminal would have gone by me unnoticed and gotten away. Unless I was suddenly struck blind, I could not remove my stare from her beautiful face and sexy figure.
"Please God, I was just kidding before about wanting to be blind. Please don't strike me blind, especially not now," I thought to myself while staring at her beautiful face and shapely body.
Normally attracted to tall, blue eyed, busty, Texas blondes, women my age, a little younger or a bit older, in comparison, Ellen was just a little, young thing. Barely 5'4" tall without benefit of heels, she was a petite 115 pounds, but with the shapely body of 34-22-34, I found out later. A woman blessed with natural curves, she had a figure that kept me staring and maintained my sexual interest, whenever she paraded around me in her barely there bikini or in her short skirt and low cut blouse. I never tired of looking at her.
Knowing that I should have felt ashamed of myself for holding her, for French kissing her, for inappropriately touching her, and for wishing she were mine, I didn't care that she was only 24-years-old and I was 50-years-old. Somehow, at least to me, and hoping she'd feel the same way, too, our ages didn't matter. Quickly, I did the math in my head. Gees, just out of high school, she was only 18-years-old, when I was 44-years-old. Jesus. Yet, in fifteen years, she'd be 39-years-old, when I'm 65-years-old, not so bad, so long as I watched what I ate, stayed in shape, and took Viagra to remain sexually active. Moreover, in fifty years, she'll be 74-years-old and I'll be (gulp) 100-years-old. I should live so long, by then, no doubt, I'd be tired of her and will be looking for a younger chick, a nice 65-year-old.
Better looking than Faith Hill and Katherine Zeta Jones, my long time hot women standards that measured a woman's beauty and since, replaced by Jessica Alba and Natalie Portman, Ellen made them all pale in comparison. Hearing the song, The Girl From Ipanema play endlessly in my head, as she strutted her stuff, while walking towards me in the airport, she hit me in the way that Mia Farrow must have hit Frank Sinatra or Lauren Bacall hit Humphrey Bogart. Already dazed and disoriented, yet, realizing, of course, how easy it is for a younger woman to seduce an older man and make him fall in love with her, aside from money, power, and influence, I never understood why a younger woman would ever fall in love with an older man. Powerless to care about our ages or about her mother, love at first sight, I was already in lustful love with her, as I hoped she was with me, while knowing that she wasn't.
Perhaps, our huge differences in age would be an issue later but, at least for me, especially for me, it wasn't an issue now. Acting as if nothing happened during the drive home from the airport, sitting in shocked silence, while playing a looping video in my head of her touching me and kissing me, I listened to her endlessly talk about herself. Perhaps the nonstop drone of her voice would be annoying, one day, especially when she started talking about fashion, but it wasn't now. Sweetly feminine, she had the kind of voice that would make me hard, while she talked dirty to me in bed.
"May I suck your cock, again, Drew?" I imagined her being cutely submissive enough to ask my permission to suck my cock, while we lazed around in bed.
"Of course you may suck my cock again, Ellen. Please do. It would be my pleasure for you to suck my cock."
"Oh, thank you, Drew. Thank you."
"You're welcome. Don't mention it, Ellen. Just suck."
As much as I was stunned by her extraordinary beauty, I was still stunned by her sexy, albeit aggressively slutty behavior at the airport, that is, until she said something else that caught my attention, other than calling me Daddy.
"My mother is lucky to have a man like you," she said allowing me to catch her looking down at my crotch. "In one quick feel of you, I could tell that you have a big cock," she said still staring at the bulge my growing erection made in my pants, before looking up at me and smiling. "Having already been with a lot of men, I mean, a few men, I know enough that I prefer a man that has a big cock."
"Thank you," I said eager but nervous to broach the next subject for me to get a sense of her and hear her reaction to what happened. Catching me off guard by talking about my cock, it amazed me that she was the aggressive one and I was the shy one. Doing all that I imagined doing to her, she shocked me with her forwardness. "That was quite the show you put on for those poor men at the airport. Realizing that they understood more English than I understood Brazilian or Italian, I knew enough to know what they were all talking about, when they ended their sentences with Papa!"
"Isn't that every man's fantasy," she said putting her hand to my thigh and looking up at me to make eye contact, "to have sex with his daughter?"
Who's your Daddy? Oh, gees, I wanted to say, just take off all your clothes and call me Drew, Daddy, or whatever you need to call me to get you in bed. Glad that she wasn't my daughter, if she was, just by what I was thinking of doing to her, I'd be breaking the law in most of the United States and many other countries.
"No, that's not my fantasy," I said looking down at her hand, while wanting to grab it and move it to my cock.
Hoping she'd move her hand higher to touch my cock through my pants again, while thinking that it was my sexual fantasy to have sex with her, this young woman was way ahead of me on the sexual sophistication scale. Even if she was my daughter, she was beautiful and sexy enough that I'd, no doubt, want to have sex with her. Fortunately, she wasn't my daughter. Unfortunately, she was my girlfriend's daughter.
"Tell me, what's your fantasy, then?" She left her hand on my thigh, before finally removing it and when she did, suddenly experiencing separation anxiety, in the way of being spooned one minute, before my bedmate turned away from me the next, already I missed the warmth of her hand.
"Oh, I don't know, like every other man, I'm a voyeur. It turns me on to see something that I'm not supposed to see," I said hoping she'd show me some part of her body, while wanting to tell her that what happened at the airport was really my sexual fantasy come true.
Only treading unfamiliar ground, I didn't know what to say to someone so young, albeit so sexually provocative, to make her want me. Maybe I should be talking about Twitter or Facebook to her, but I didn't have either of those. Willing to continue playing her game, if that's what she was doing and if that's what it would take to get in bed with her, I was hoping for more. Yet, not wanting to risk a hot night of sex by asking her to make a commitment to me, a man old enough to be her father, with all of this going too fast too soon, I decided to play it by ear and go with the flow, by allowing her to take the lead.
"So, understanding voyeurism, as I do, if I was to raise my skirt," she said with a devilish grin. She reached down to raise her short skirt high enough up her shapely thighs to show me that she was wearing panties and, nearly driving off the road, I stared down at her panty clad pussy mound. "And if I was to unbutton my blouse," she said with a sexy smile. She looked over at me watching her, as she unbuttoned enough buttons of her blouse and flayed it open wide enough for me to see her bra, cleavage, and the full roundness of the tops of her breasts. "While acting as if I didn't know that I was so exposed," she said turning her head away from me to mindlessly look out her passenger side window. "Would seeing me sitting like this so exposed arouse you? Would seeing my panty and bra make you want me?"
"Yes! Yes! Oh, God, yes," I said staring down between her legs, before looking up at her breasts. Forgetting about trying to be Mr. Cool, I involuntarily blurted out my desire for her. Oh, my God, who is this woman?
Wishing I wasn't driving, wanting to stop the car and park along the side of the road and make out with her, I wanted to touch all that I was seeing of her. Unfortunately having to pay attention to the road, unfortunately trying to remain faithful to her mother, I excitedly looked over at her exposed panty and bra a half dozen times, before grinding my teeth in sexual frustration and tightly gripping the steering wheel, as if I was driving white knuckled in a road race.
"Men are so easy," she said laughing, while pulling down her short skirt and buttoning her blouse. "You guys are all alike no matter what your age."
Damn, she was such a slutty, sexy tease but, never having been sexually teased like that, especially by a woman so beautiful and one who didn't have to tease me to get my attention, I was loving every second of her attention. A gross understatement, even when I was a teenager, never have I been the focused sexual attention of a woman so young and so hot. Having been accustomed to women, who viewed sex as something they had to do, this young woman viewed sex as something fun and exciting. Already, she was years beyond her mother in understanding what men want and need. Already, willing to do whatever she wanted me to do, she had me as an active participant in her sexy game of tickle and tease.
"What's your sexual fantasy?" Hoping that I was acting hip, cool, and sexy, instead of old, boring, and perverted, I didn't want her to think that I was like all the other men she knew, just after one thing, which I was, of course, while hoping for more.
"Oh, that's easy," she said. "I'm such an exhibitionist. If I wasn't such a slut, I'd be embarrassed," she said with a sexy laugh. "Exposing myself turns me on, especially when showing my body to a man who appreciates all that I'm showing him. I love teasing a man," she said turning to look at me and waiting until I made eye contact with her, before turning away. "It turns me on to show a man something that he's hoping to see, but not expecting to see, while pretending that I don't know that I'm showing, as much as I'm he's seeing," she said with another sexy laugh.
"Wow," I said looking at her in disbelief that a woman as beautiful, as sexy, and as slutty as her really exists. "Is that what you just did to me? Were you experiencing your sexual fantasy, in showing me your panty and bra?"
"No, not at all," she smiled me her patience. "Flashing you my panty and bra was only for your benefit not for mine. For me to get aroused, a game that I enjoy playing, when exposing myself, it must appear accidental. It works better, if I think that the man is taking advantage of me by peeping. Preferring to play the innocent victim, instead of the beguiling vixen, I love driving men wild with desire for me. Then, if he plays the game correctly, I'll show him everything that he's hoping to see."
"Everything?" I looked at her, while imagining her naked and standing in the middle of a crowd of men.
"Everything," she said with a smile that made me smile.
Rule! Rules! Where do I find the damn rules to correctly play her game of exhibitionism and voyeurism? Or as women and men, are we born with an inherent knowledge how to correctly play such a sexy game? Only, absent that day, married, no doubt, to my ex-wife or living in sin with Ellen's mother, I didn't get the memo.
"Wow," I said again no longer trying to act hip, cool, and/or sexy but, instead prying her for more masturbation material. "Do you have any accidental on purpose flashes that you can share with me?" I looked over at her just as a sexy smile widened her lips.



"There are so many that I wouldn't know which ones to pick, Drew," she said laughing.
Suddenly imagining her saying so much more, it made me hot to hear my name roll off her lips. Kiss me, Drew, I imagined her saying. Undress me, Drew. Touch me, Drew. Lick me, Drew. Fuck me, Drew.
"It doesn't much matter which ones you tell me, just tell me some, as a way to pass the time," I said shrugging my shoulders, while trying to act coolly disinterested enough to be hip in wanting to know more details about her flashing her sexy body. Even though my cock was ready to show her how sexually excited she was making me by discussing her sexual fantasy, I was hoping that she didn't notice.
"Well," she laughed, obviously already seeing through my ploy. "I've accidentally on purpose lost my bikini top at the beach more than a few times, purposely have worn a short, flared skirt on a windy day with and without wearing panties," she said with a sexy laugh, while cocking her head to look at me from for my reaction.
Was she being honest or was she trying to shock me? Was this part of her game? Not knowing her well enough, but enjoying all of her that I was seeing and hearing, I didn't know.
"Remind me to bring my video recorder, whenever I go out with you," I said with a laugh in trying to act coolly funny but being totally serious.
"I've given men sitting across from me on a subway up skirt peeks of my panty, and men standing over me on the bus down blouse views of my bra and cleavage. Yet, malls are my absolute favorite places to tease men. Shoe stores that have men helping to fit my feet and dressing rooms that still have curtains, instead of doors are always a good way to allow men to see all that they're hoping to see."
"Let me know the next time you go to the mall," I said with a chuckle and in my calmest voice, while wanting to scream, holy shit! Are you kidding me?
Voyeur man meet exhibitionist woman. I just found the woman of my dreams. Only, just as it's too bad that she's so much younger than me, it's too bad that she's my girlfriend's daughter. Wishing I was born ten years later and Ellen was born ten years earlier, there'd only be six years between us. Then, I wondered, had I married her, if I'd be lusting over her mother, Anne, my mother-in-law, in the way that I was lusting over Ellen now. Eww, that's a gross thought. I just threw up in my mouth.
If this sexy relationship was to go any further, the reality of what may happen is not only devastating to my current girlfriend but also life altering to me. Not really even knowing Ellen, I had no idea what she was thinking about me and about all of this. Only, seeing that she was having a good time sharing her sexual fantasies with me, I didn't see anything wrong with me using her by getting her to impart more of her flashes. If nothing more than for masturbation material later, when alone in my room with my hand firmly around my cock, what she told me now about her sexual fantasy would make me cum later. I only wish she'd be there to watch. I only wish she'd be there to take my cock in her hand and stroke me, while talking dirty to me and telling me more about her experiences of exhibitionism.
"Why wait for me to go to the mall?" She flashed me that sexy smile that made me want to stop the car and lean to her and kiss her, while feeling her breast. "If you behave, maybe I'll give you a sexy exhibitionist show later," she said giving me a wink with a sexy laugh and touching my shoulder.
Way ahead of me on the sexual teasing scale, a mere pawn in her endless game of eroticism, sensuality, and sexuality, I couldn't tell if she was kidding or serious. Then, once home with her and with her mother working the graveyard shift as a nurse at the hospital, the reason why I was enlisted to pick Ellen up at the airport in the first place and the reason why we were alone together now, I didn't know what to expect. As far as I was concerned, even if it ended right now, this day couldn't be any more perfect.
Already past midnight but wanting to get to know her better, we stayed up having a couple of drinks. A willing participant in her game of flashing, I made sure to offer her the soft, low comfort of the couch, while I sat in the higher seated wing chair across from her, should she want to accidentally on purpose flash me her panty again. Only, with our conversation going so well, surprisingly sex took a backseat to us getting better acquainted, that is, until she excused herself to get ready for bed. Even though I was as tired as I was horny, correction, hornier than I was tired, I could have stayed up all night talking to her. As intelligent, as she was witty and sexy, I couldn't think of anymore to ask of her in a woman, other than wishing she was more my age. If only we were closer in age, if only she was Anne's younger sister, instead of Anne's sexy daughter, perhaps, I'd have a better chance of bedding her, no doubt.
Nonetheless, as a grand finale nightcap to my day, I couldn't wait to masturbate over the thoughts of kissing her, touching her, and feeling, while she kissed and touched me. I couldn't wait to replay her raising her short skirt to show me her panty and unbuttoning her blouse to show me her cleavage and bra, while stroking my cock to the imagined thoughts of her sucking and fucking me. I couldn't wait to fall asleep kissing my pillow, while dreaming of her sleeping naked in bed with me. I couldn't wait to see her again tomorrow morning.
Anne had given her daughter the guest bedroom, which was the furthest room at the end of the hall. Unless I was standing at the end of the hall and peeping through her bedroom door keyhole, unless I had the balls enough to be as sexually aggressive, as she had been and open her bedroom door without knocking on the pretense of delivering her an extra blanket and pillow, my sexy show was over for the night and I was going to bed with my hairy hand. Maybe tomorrow, while her mother is still sleeping, she'll emerge from her room wearing a sexy, nearly transparent nightgown, without possessing the modesty to wear a bathrobe. Maybe tomorrow, she'll allow me a peep of her body in an up nightgown view of her pussy or a down nightgown view of her tits. Maybe tomorrow, while I'm out back cleaning the pool, she'll want to take a swim in her barely there bikini or ask me to grease her Heavenly body with sunscreen. Maybe tomorrow, purposely by accident, of course, she'll lose her bikini top, "Oops", and flash me her tits.
"Tomorrow, tomorrow, I can't wait for tomorrow, but tonight, my plan is to masturbate, while thinking about her."
While picking up our empty glasses in the living room, her bedroom light caught my attention and I saw a flash of her reflection in the glass of the picture that hung on the wall across from her room. With her bedroom light on, her door wide open, and the hall leading to her room dark, the voyeuristic setting was the perfect invitation that not only caught me by surprise but also took all the self-control that I possessed to resist me from looking, staring, and leering. Unable to walk down the hall without being noticed and deemed a dirty, peeping, old man, if I stood at an angle and stared at the picture, I could see her reflection in the glass.
"Oh, my God."
Not having the brazen nerve to walk to her room and stand in her doorway, figuring she'd spoil my sexy fun by stopping her disrobing and slamming shut her bedroom door in my face, if watching her through the glass was the next best thing, I was happy with just that. Only, I couldn't help but think that I was a pawn in her game of voyeurism and exhibitionism again. Just as I couldn't help but think that she was teasing me again, especially after she confessed her sexual fantasy to me of exposing herself, I couldn't help but think that she was purposely hoping to flash me, while making it appear accidental. Was she hoping I'd see her naked? Did she just forget to close her bedroom door? Did she think that I already went to bed and she was alone? Whatever floats her boat, I didn't really care what she was thinking, so long as I got to see her naked. Happy just to go along for the ride as a spectator in her sexy game of flashing, I only wish I had more to look forward to with her than just seeing her naked reflection.
As if watching a late night porn movie, standing in the dark, while fingering the head of my cock through my pants, I watched her slowly unbutton her blouse. With her blouse flayed wide open and her exposed bra and cleavage in plain, albeit reflective view, she took her sweet time unbuttoning the cuffs on her sleeves, before removing her blouse and walking across the room to hang it over a chair. Did she know I was there watching her? Did she know that I could see her reflection through the picture glass and see her undressing? Then, as if this was my sexual fantasy come true, instead of being a pawn in her sexual fantasy, I watched her reach behind her and unbutton and unzip her short skirt. In direct proportion to my sexual excitement going up, her short skirt went down to reveal her white, bikini panty.
"Oh, my God. Thank you, Jesus," I said under my breath. "I owe you one for this, Lord. I promise I'll go to church every Sunday if she removes her bra and panty, before dousing the light or closing her door."
Now, dressed in my favorite outfit, a low cut bra that barely covered her areolas and nipples, and a skin tight bikini panty that hugged and served up her sweet ass, she looked as hot in her lingerie, as I had already imagined. I only wished I could see her head on and closer up, instead of just watching her reflection in the glass. Much prettier than Gisele Bundchen, if only she was taller, with the body she possessed, she could make it as a Victoria's Secrets lingerie model. Not wanting her to rush her striptease show, hoping she'd take her sweet time stripping, watching her, as if she undressed in slow motion, I watched her reach around her back and unhook her bra.
"Thank you, Jesus. I promise to say one thousand Hail Marys."
Involuntarily, I held my breath, while watching her bra straps slowly fall, first one and then the other. Did she know I was there watching her? Did she know that I could see her? Then, she peeled the bra cups from her perfectly symmetrical breasts. Oh, my God, she has such beautiful breasts, so much better than her mother's breasts, that I wondered for a minute if they were real or even, if she was adopted. Just as I knew she wasn't adopted, when her breasts moved with her every movement, I knew her breasts were real and not silicone.
As if I was standing there watching her through her bedroom window, instead of peeping on her through the glass of the hall picture, I couldn't believe my eyes, when she wiggle out of her panty. Standing there as if thinking of her day, while I wondered if she was thinking of me, she was totally naked. Naked, naked, naked, as if a fire alarm sounded off in my head, my girlfriend's daughter was standing in her bedroom naked with the light on and her door wide open.
"There is a God!"
Now, parading around the room without a stitch of clothes, she started unpacking her bag. So, tempted to unzip myself and take out my cock to the naked sight of her, so tempted to strip naked and walk down the hallway to stand in the doorway of her room to join her, it was then that I realized that if I could see her in the glass, she could see me, too.
"Shit! Fuck!"
Content enough having seen her naked, albeit just her reflection, not wanting to make a fool of myself by standing there long enough to be caught peeping and deemed a dirty, old man, I quietly retired to my bedroom. Only, I knew, after all that happened with my girlfriend's sexy, slutty daughter, there was no way that I could make it through the night without giving myself some sexual relief. Wishing I had the audacious perversity to walk to her room, take her in my arms, and kiss her, before fucking her, only, too afraid of all the potential ramifications of dipping my cock in my girlfriend's daughter, it was enough that she French kissed me, felt my cock through my pants, and flashed me her bra and panties. Now, after seeing her naked reflection through the glass, so happy that I was chosen as the reluctant volunteer to meet her at the airport, her sexy striptease capped off a perfect evening.
With my stiffened cock in one hand and a handful of tissues in the other, I closed my eyes, while imagining Ellen stroking me. As if it was all a just sexual fantasy, too sexually excited to believe all that just happened, never have I met a woman so beautiful, so sexy, and so perfect for me. Wanting to take my time cumming, wanting to prolong my ejaculation by masturbating slow, while replaying all that happened in my head, my mind was filled with thoughts of Ellen. Knowing that it would excite me too much, I delayed the part of seeing her naked, until the very end. Instead, while standing in the dark hall, I replayed the reflection of her unbuttoning her blouse. Oh, my God, way beyond my years, how can someone so young be so hot and so sexually sophisticated?
I thought about her unzipping and unbuttoning her short skirt. Holding my breath, while watching her short skirt fall, seeing her bikini panty clad ass was like nothing I could have imagined ever seeing. What an ass? She has such an incredible, round, firm ass. Then, remembering her reflection, I watched her reach behind herself to unhook her bra to show me her amazing breasts to me. A perfect B cup, she may not have the biggest tits, but she has the best tits. So shapely and symmetrical round, I only wish I could have seen her nipples and areolas more clearly. I only wish I could have touch them, felt them, caressed them, and sucked them. Still trying to wrap my brain around all that I've seen of her, I saw the reflection of her tits.
Then, when she pulled down her panties and wiggled her ass out of them, she was there naked, naked, naked and I caught a glimpse of her trimmed, dark brown pussy. Watching her meander around her room naked, I was so tempted to stand in her doorway. I wonder what she would have done then had I stood there naked with my cock in hand. Would she have invited me in her bedroom or would she have slam shut her door and told her mother the next morning that I not only peeped on her but also exposed myself to her? Wishing I had taken the risk, kicking myself for not walking to her room, seeing a better view of her naked would have been worth her telling her mother that I peeped on her.
Having only just met her, she's already French kissed me, felt my cock through my pants, and grabbed my ass. Knowing her for not even 24 hours, she French kissed me again, allowed me to feel her ass, put my hand on her breast, and flashed me her panties and bra. Then, admittedly, even though it was just her reflection, I saw her naked, not clearly, but enough for me to be masturbating over her reflective image of her now.
"God, oh, my God. Thank you God for not making me blind. Thank you God for giving my girlfriend a sexy, albeit slutty daughter."
Still not wanting to cum, wanting to delay the finale, I continued thinking of Ellen, while stroking my cock just a little faster. If only I had the balls enough to go to her room. I still can, but I didn't dare. What if she's sleeping? What if I startle her? What if she sleeps in the nude? Oh, my God. What if she's waiting for me to make a move? Oh, God. What should I do? Instead, needing to cum, so that I could go to sleep, before doing something stupid that I'll regret and that will embarrass me, anger Anne, and frighten Ellen, my safest bet, I was relegated to pleasuring myself.
"Do you need a hand?"
As if her voice was in my head, as if her voice was far off in the distance, as if an Angel was calling to me from Heaven and offering to help masturbate me, still stroking myself, I answered the question, as if talking to myself.
"Yes, oh, God yes. I need to cum."
Still unaware of her, unable to feel the pressure of her body, when she sat, she shocked me, when I realized she was there sitting on the edge of my bed. Even when she took my cock in her hand, I thought I was dreaming. It wasn't until she spoke again is when she startled me awake from my sexual fantasy of masturbating over her.
"With me having to learn massage, as part of my physiology program and as part of becoming a physical therapist, one of the side benefits of that is, I'm expert at giving hand jobs," she said with a sexy laugh.
"Ellen!"
Abruptly awakened from my sexual fantasy, she was sitting on my bed naked. Naked, as in having not a stitch of clothing on her beautiful body, she was naked, naked, naked. My girlfriend's daughter was in my bedroom and sitting on my bed naked. Just as I couldn't believe my luck, wondering if I was dreaming, I couldn't believe my eyes.
"I won't tell, if you don't tell," she said looking up at me in the dark, while fondling the head of my erect cock with her manicured fingers. "As soon as I felt you through your pants at the airport, I just knew you had a big prick and I couldn't wait to see it and to touch it. Just as I knew that your cock was wasted on my mom," she said with a sad smile, "I knew your cock wouldn't be wasted on me," she said with a sexy smile. "Having nursed too long, my Mom has become detached from her emotions and is too clinical, even with me and, I imagine, with you, too, Drew. My mom doesn't know how to sexually satisfy a man in the way that I can."
"Yes," was all that I could say in agreement with her. Wanting to confess how we haven't had sex in a long while, with her hand and fingers already around my cock stroking me and with one having nothing to do with the other, I didn't want to ruin a good thing by telling her about her mother's nonexistent sex drive. Instead, I watched her stare down at my cock, while I stared at her naked breasts in the dark.
"Touch me," she said. "Feel my tits. Finger my nipples. It excites me to have my tits felt and my nipples fingered," she said pausing to look up at my face, no doubt, to watch my reaction to what she was about to say next, "while sucking on a man's cock."
Not one to disappoint a woman, willing to give her whatever she wants, it's only fair that if she's willing to suck my cock that I should take one for the team and force myself to feel her tits, while fingering her nipples. As if her tit was the most precious thing in the world, I reached out my hand and took her naked breast in my hand, before fingering her nipples.
"Thank you, Jesus," I said in my silent prayer. "I swear I'll go to church every Sunday for the rest of my life."
"You got me all hot in bothered at the airport, when you surprised me by returning my kiss, before grabbing my ass, which is why I flashed you my panty and bra in the car," she said a bit breathlessly from the attention that I was paying her nipples and/or the attention she was paying my cock. "I was hoping you'd pull over somewhere dark. I was so hot for you that had you pulled over, I would have sucked and fucked you right there, Drew."
"I wanted to and I almost did, but I was afraid. I didn't want to frighten you," I said.
"You'd have to something really crazy to frighten me away from you," she said with a dirty laugh, before leaning down and kissing me again, while still holding and slowly stroking my cock. "Then, when you watched me strip naked through my reflection in the picture, waiting for you to make your move first, there was just no way that I wasn't going to have sex with you. After that exhibitionistic display, there was just no way that I wasn't going to stroke you, suck you, and fuck you. Then, even though I was waiting for you and expecting you to, I realized, because of my Mom, you'd never come to my room, so I came to your room, instead," she said with a giggle.



As soon as I touched her breasts and fingered her nipples, as if her nipples were her on button, she leaned down and took my cock in her mouth. I watched her in shocked disbelief sucking me. My girlfriend's daughter, a woman I only met a mere few hours ago was giving me a blowjob and what a blowjob it was. Better than any blowjob I could have imagined, she was giving me the best blowjob I've ever had in my life. Only, not ready to cum in her pretty, little mouth, there was so much more that I wanted to do to her first.
I needed to kiss her again. I needed to finger her, lick her, and eat her. I needed to give her pleasure first. If I was to win her heart, if I was to maintain her sexual interest, and keep her in my bed, I needed to sexually satisfy her by showing her that I wasn't a selfish lover. Just as she was giving me the damn best blowjob of my life, I needed to give her the best damn orgasm of her life. Then, before I fucked her, really slammed my cock deep inside of her, I needed to make love to her. Better than licking her pussy, better than having her suck my cock, I couldn't wait to French kiss her again and again, while my cock was imbedded deep inside of her.
"Wait, don't. Stop."
"What's wrong, Drew?"
"I can't wait to lick your pussy, but I really need to kiss you first, before I eat you," I said.
We kissed and kissed. We kissed, until my lips were red raw. We kissed, until I was satisfied that I had explored every shapely curve and crevice of her beautiful body a dozen times with my horny hands.
"Be my guest," she said lying back, spreading her legs, and lifting her pussy with her hand to show me some moist pink.
"Only, kiss me again first," I said realistically knowing this sexual fantasy would end as quickly as it started. In addition to seeing her naked, having her suck my cock, and with me about to lick her pussy, I needed something more to remember her by, after she disappeared from my life. "Even though you don't love me, kiss me as if you do. For a mere moment, just humor me and pretend that you love me," I said pausing to look at her. "With you so young and me so much older, I need to know what it feels like to be kissed, really kissed, by you, if you truly loved me."
"Even though I don't love you?" She looked at me with seriousness. "How do you know I don't love you?"
Wanting to believe that she did, but knowing better that she didn't, the look she gave me confessed that she did love me, but how could someone so young and so beautiful love someone so old and so average so quickly? Easy to understand how I could love her, but how could she love me? We just met.
"What do you mean? Are you telling me that you love me? Wait, is this another game you're playing with me?" I wanted to laugh away my awkwardness, but she wasn't laughing. "Are you teasing me?"
"My Mom told me all about you, Drew," she said taking my hand in hers, bringing it to her lips, and kissing it. "She used to talk to me every day, before she started working the graveyard shift. I know more about you than you can imagine. I know how she's mistreated you by rejecting you, after all the things you've done for her. After all the nice things she said to me about you in the beginning, I couldn't wait to meet you. Then, when I finally did meet you, something took hold of me at the airport and I couldn't keep my hands and lips off of you."
Then, we kissed and kissed. We kissed until my lips were sore but I didn't care. We kissed until I couldn't breathe, but now every breath of mine belong to her. Never have I kissed a woman who could excite me with just her lips. If I was to rate her kissing, she was, without doubt, the best kisser in my life. She made me feel as though I was twenty-something again. Quickly changing from lust to love, never have I felt such love for anyone. It's been a long time, since anyone has kissed me in the way she kissed me.
"Now that was a kiss that shows me you love me," I said.
"I love you, Drew."
"I love you, Ellen."
With both of us already naked, in the mood, and aroused, we didn't waste any more time talking. Just the touch of her body, so firm, yet, so soft, and so different from Anne's body, I forgot what it felt like to touch the skin of a woman so forbiddingly young. Where Anne was busting her nurse's uniform at the seams from inactivity and a bad diet, Ellen had the body of a champion figure skater or an Olympic swimmer. Where Anne refused to dye her grey hair, Ellen had gorgeous natural brown hair, the color of multicolored veneered mahogany, from dark blonde to cherry red to chestnut. Still, something that aroused my attraction to her, albeit a much younger version of her, I could see so much of Anne in Ellen. They had the same laugh, smile, and voice. I imagine that if they were both in a darkened room, I'd have difficulty picking one from the other, when just hearing them talk or laugh.
Touching and feeling her everywhere, she made me forget that I was twenty-six years older than she was. As old as her father, no doubt, if he was still on the scene, if he still cared what happened to his daughter, in the way that I once cared about Anne and now cared about Ellen, I'm sure he'd have plenty to say about me having sex with Ellen, after having had sex with Anne. As soon as I mounted Ellen and she took my cock in her hand to guide me in her already wet pussy, the sensation of easing my engorged prick inside of her with a gentle hump was a feeling that I've felt before with any woman. While she returned my thrust, making love to her was nothing I ever could have imagined, had I been relegated to just masturbating over the sexually fantasized thoughts of having sex with her, instead of actually making love to her.
We had hot sex and while holding one another in the afterglow, we made a fatal mistake, a blessing in disguise, really, of falling asleep. As if she was the evil Godmother, the Devil in a white nurses uniform, while standing in my bedroom doorway, she screamed us awake.
"What's going on here?"
Oh shit! Duh? You're a nurse, a medical professional. I'm naked, your daughter is naked, what do you think is going on here? This wasn't a joint medical exam. We just had sex, double duh. Wanting to answer her rhetorical question, I bit my tongue.
"Anne! Oh, my God."
"Did you fuck him?" She looked at Ellen and without even waiting for her to respond, she looked at me. "Did you have sex with my baby girl?" Not even waiting for us to answer, the guilt was all over our naked bodies. "How could you?"
"Listen, Anne, what happened was...I'm sorry--"
"I really don't want to hear your excuses or apologies. You make your choice right now, Drew," she said. "It's either her or me. Do you want me or do you want my daughter?"
What seemed like several hours of me contemplating my universe with boring Anne in it, instead of sexy, slutty Ellen, was only a few seconds. I suddenly thought of how much Ellen's mother, what's her name, meant to me. I took an inventory in my mind listing all of her positives and all of her negatives. For sure, Anne's positives far outweighed her negatives, I think. When she wasn't working or sleeping, she was a good cook, I think, if I remember back to the last meal she made. Close to the same age and always on the same page, I didn't have to explain book, movie references, and jokes to her. She made a good living as a nurse. A game that I could teach Ellen, no doubt, if she didn't already know how to play, she knew how to play Whist. For sure, without a doubt, I'd be foolish to rid my life of Anne for the sexy sake of her shapely daughter.
Then, I did the same with Ellen. I honestly tried to take an inventory of all of her positives and all of her negatives, but as soon as I thought of her first name, Ellen, I was incapable of having any normal, rational thoughts, but for the one. Damn, she looks wicked good naked.
As if her question, an ultimatum, actually with her question being the critical turning point in my life, I looked at Anne long and hard. Giving her the most apologetic and sincere smile that I could muster under such circumstances, I tried to let her know that I was sorry.
"I'm going to miss you, Anne."
THE END
Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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An up close and personal look at the writer behind the stories.
I've been busy writing, since I joined Literotica on January 1, 2007 and before, of course. I started writing, when I was 13-years-old. Graduating magna cum laude with a 3.65 grade point average, I received my bachelors degree in English from Northeastern University in Boston in 1999. I nearly went to Emerson College for my MFA. Having passed the test, interviewed, and accepted, I decided not to go. Unless I was going to teach Creative Writing, I didn't see the need to spend more money and time in school, when all I wanted to do was write.
Northeastern only required it's English majors to take just 5 writing courses. I took 32 writing and creative workshop classes, all they had, everything from expository writing, creative writing, magazine writing, news writing, and screenwriting, while reading everything I could find on writing. The only writing courses I didn't take were technical writing and business writing; they weren't creative enough for me. In every writing class my classmates moaned and complained, when the teacher gave them a 4 page paper to write. Typically, I'd hand in a 16 page paper.
My best compliment was when I made my creative writing professor cry. When I handed in my final exam, he read my paper first, while waiting for the other students to finish their papers. I wrote a story, base on the story, the Odour of Chrysanthemums by D H Lawrence. Only I told the story from the miner's perspective and not his wife's perspective. My story told the tale of the miner committing suicide and making it look like it was a mining accident, so that his wife would get his life insurance and live a better life elsewhere. A time just after the industrial revolution, when people lived a hard life, (some things never change) it was a dark tear jerker.
Anyway, the next period I was sitting in the back of the room of a Charles Dickens class, when my professor strode in the room. "I just read the best story in my 30 years of teaching," he proclaimed holding my final exam paper over his head. Then, when he saw me sitting there, he said, "But it was from another class and another student, a business student." He quickly changed the subject to Charles Dickens, but I was thrilled. Of course, I received an A in that class. He later confessed to me that he submitted my paper to the Dean of English for a writing award that Northeastern University gave to promising student writers.
One of my professors was the late, great Dr. Robert Parker, no relation. He was the first person to earn a Ph. D in detective fiction. I don't know why he became a teacher, when he so hated to teach. I seldom saw him. I more saw his student teacher.
Anyway, he wrote Spencer for Hire that became a TV series with Robert Urich and wrote Blue Bloods that became a TV series with Tom Selleck. My screenplay professor wrote every Moonlighting screenplay but four with Bruce Willis and Cybil Shepherd. That was a great class. As our final exam, we had to meet him at a restaurant and pitch him our idea for a movie project. I got an A in that class, when I pitched my project that I wrote in '95 about the Boston Strangler never being caught and still being alive and murdering again, 30 years later.
In my screenwriting class, I had to read the book first, before watching the movie. We'd compare and discuss what the writer did to write the book to make it come alive in the readers' minds and what the director did to make the movie come alive on the big screen. The only movie I saw that was exactly the same as the book was Edith Wharton's, The Age of Innocence. Because F. Scott Fitzgerald was such a rich writer with his imagery and well crafted words, his story the Great Gatsby didn't come alive on screen in the way that it did in his book. Even though I love movies, typically books are always better. Rarely is a movie made before the book is written, but Piano, by Jane Campion, was written after the movie was released.
With nearly all of my stories posted to Literotica, I've written nearly 1,000 stories and 100 poems under several names. In 2007 and 2008, I wrote under BostonFictionWriter, where I finished in second place, both years, in Literotica's year long Survivor contest. In 2008, I was nominated as the most influential writer and poet. No other writer has ever been nominated for both categories. Even though I didn't win, it was exciting to be nominated. My story, Love So Young, written under my BostonFictionWriter name, a love story about a 25-year-old woman falling in love with a 50-year-old man, is said, by my fans, to be one of the best stories on the site.
In 2009, I wrote under CarBuffStuff, PositiveThinker, and WmForrester. My story, I Love You, Mommy, written under my WmForrester name, was the most read story in all of 2010. Presently, it sits as the 94th most read story on Literotica's all-time, most read list with more than one million hits, not bad considering there are more than 50,000 writers and more than 3 million stories on the site. I would have had two other stories in the all-time top ten most read stories, written under my BostonFictionWriter name, had I not pulled them for publication in 2007. After only being on the site for two months, my mother-in-law story had 850,000 hits and my sister-in-law story had 650,000 hits. I can only imagine how many hits they would have had 5 years later, millions, no doubt.
In 2010, I wrote under the name of AndTheEnd and again finished in second place in Literotica's year long Survivor contest, the writer with the most stories in the most categories wins. I'm one of the few writers on the site, who writes in nearly every category. I write in thirty of the thirty-five categories. With writing a lifelong apprenticeship, writing in different categories helps me grow as a writer by stretching my imagination. Even though I've never had anal sex, am not into bondage, don't have a fetish, other than being an exhibitionist, am not gay, lesbian, or a cross dresser, I can imagine those who are, while writing about them.
In 2011, I wrote under my SuperHeroRalph name and won the 2011 Survivor contest. Without doubt, bar none, I am the most prolific author on Literotica. There may be one or two other writers who have written more stories than I have, but no other writer has written more words than I've written. Only, unlike so many other authors who throw words on a page, don't even name their characters, never mind develop their characters, all of my stories are real stories. All of my stories have a beginning, a middle, and an end. All of my characters, specifically my main characters are developed for the reader to see them in their mind. Too many writers don't even bother with dialogue, but just launch into the sex scenes. Without developing characters, the reader doesn't bond with the characters and doesn't feel the tension and realize their struggle. Too many writers just tell their story with huge paragraphs of narrative without showing their story by use of imagery and dialogue. The reader must see what the writer is seeing to enjoy the story.
This year, for 2012, I decided to write under my real name, Susan Jill Parker. Many of my readers, especially, when I wrote under my names, BostonFictionWriter, CarBuffStuff, and PositiveThinker thought that I was a man. I'm not a man. I'm all woman. Yet, being the baby in the family and having grown up with four, big, protective brothers, I've always been more a Tomboy type of girl. No doubt, just as they've inspired many stories, growing up with four older, forever horny brothers has influenced my writing by allowing me to write from the male's perspective. Preferring to throw a football, hit a baseball, and shoot a basketball than to play with dolls, I've always been athletic. Whether, skiing, water skiing, ice skating, or shooting, it was always my dream to compete in the Olympics. Alas, now too old, it's as much fun to write about doing all of that, than doing all of that.
Tired of answering the same questions, for the record, I'm 5'8" tall, weigh 128 pounds, and take a size 4/6. Naturally blonde with blue eyes, I'm a 36C with a toned 24" waist, 36" hips, and shapely legs. Without doubt, if ever I stopped running, solely based on other members of my family, especially my cousins, I'd be heavier. No, sorry, but I won't send you a naked or topless photo of me, nor do I want a photo of your cock. A Leo the lion, I'll be forty-years-old on July 26th for those of you, who want to send me a birthday card.
Much of what I write is from my real life experiences. A writer can only write what he or she knows. Many of my stories are true. My story, Exposing Oneself, a Sexual Disorder, written under my SusanJillParker name, from the garage door and through the mall, but for the sex at the end, is all true. My story Valentine's Exhibitionism/Voyeurism is true, too. My Ex was a voyeur with a wandering eye and it took me to strip naked from a distant window for him to notice me, which is why he's now my Ex, the foolish man.
My recent Earth Day contest story, Collecting Bottles, Cans, and Friends, is mostly true, too, but for the graphic sex throughout. I may be an erotic writer but I'm not a whore, even though I did spend four, happy, and sexually active years as a swinger in the swinging lifestyle, first with my ex and then with my girlfriend. We weren't lesbian lovers, if that's what you're thinking. Anyway, as in the story, Collecting Bottles, Cans, and Friends, I was homeless for four long, miserable months, after the Susquehanna River flooded it's banks in September 2011, before cresting 30' over flood stage.
Being unemployed for so long, having exhausted my 99 weeks of unemployment and all my savings, I moved to Pennsylvania from Boston in June to live with my elderly mother, after I no longer could afford my rent. We lost everything and I mean everything in the flood, as the flood water was contaminated with home heating oil. Still, I should have a problem, as three people died in the flood, one man was a fireman trying to rescue an elderly man trapped upside down in his car. Both were swept away. Now, I live in one small room in the house of a kind and generous church lady, who has opened her heart and house to us, until I can find permanent employment and get my life back to where it was. My brothers helped us with money, but with three of them living in Ohio and unemployed, and the other in California and underemployed, none of us were living on easy street, an understatement.
I lived in a homeless shelter with my Mom from September to the end of January in Harrisburg and ate my meals at a mission. For those who have never been homeless, I don't know if you can, but imagine spending the holidays homeless. It's so bittersweet, when the best time of the year, Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year's Eve, is still the worst time of the year. Having to be the strong one, all my mother did was cry. Instead of listening to Christmas carols and hearing people laughing, we listened to the people yelling and fighting. It was horrible. A shelter is a place that no one should experience and there were lots of single mothers with children living there. After suffering so much so young, I can only imagine what those children will take with them from the experience of living in a shelter, as adults.
Lucky that I could defend myself, glad my brothers had taken the time to show me some moves, I had homeless men and others hitting on me, while trying to cop cheap feels of my ass and tits. They tried forcing me to do things that I'd never do with them. I watched other women, good women, desperate mothers with hungry and sick children to feed and buy much needed medication, fall to their knees to take them in their mouth for just a few dollars. How sad? So sad. What has this country come to that we have so many people, too many people that are hungry, homeless, unemployed, and underemployed. Before they give our money overseas, our politicians need to help our citizens first. Only, they won't. There's no money in giving us jobs. There's only money in "spreading Democracy."
Already having lived not such an easy life, it's cathartic to relieve my mind of my woes and worries by putting my thoughts to paper. Having written more than six million words that have amassed tens of millions of hits, my passion is writing stories, developing characters, and creating imagery that makes the reader see and feel what I see and feel. It's fun and I'm having a good time. Actually, if it wasn't for my writing, excited each morning to get up and write, I would have lost my mind.
Now that you know something about me, I'd love to hear from you. Mostly, I'm writing this non-erotic story to ask for your vote and for your feedback. Too many readers don't vote. I don't know why that is? Maybe they figure if they vote, somehow, their wives or girlfriends will discover they're reading dirty stories, I mean, of course, erotic literature, on a porn site, I mean, of course, on a creative writing site.
For every 1,000 readers, who opens a story to read, only 5 readers will vote. That's a shameful statistic, but a true one. Still, that number pales in comparison to the next number. For every 10,000 readers, who opens a story to read, only 5 readers will leave a feedback comment and/or add me or any writer and/or my story or any story to their favorite lists. Now, how would you feel, if you put so much time and effort in writing a free story and readers can't even take the time to vote and/or make a comment.
As most of my stories are contests stories, I'm dependent upon you, dear reader, for your voting support. I'd love to win a few dollars in a contest. Literotica has monthly contests and six theme contests, Valentine's Day, Earth Day, National Nude Day, Summer Lovin', Halloween, and the Winter Holidays contest. Whether you read my story or someone else's story, please vote, comment, and/or add me and/or that writer and story to your favorites list.
We writers write because we love to write and must write but, also, we write for your sexual pleasure, I mean, of course, your reading enjoyment. We writers write for free. Just as Literotica does not charge you to read the stories nor does Literotica pay us to write them. All that I ask in return for writing you my story is for you to vote and/or make a comment.
It's a common courtesy when reading one of our stories to vote and/or comment. Your vote and your feedback is the only payment that we writers hope to receive. Your comment tells us not only if you enjoyed the story or didn't enjoy the story but also why you enjoyed the story or didn't enjoy the story. Think of your feedback, if you will, as applause. Would you go to a live performance and not applaud? It is no different with writers, who write stories for you on Literotica. When you read a story either applaud or boo. We really don't care which, so long as you explain why you applauded or booed. One of the worse comments to leave is, "I liked the story. I thought it was good." Or "I didn't like the story. I thought it was bad."
Truly, I'd love for everyone to like the stories that I write but it's so much better for a writer to know why you liked the story or didn't like the story. How are we writers going to write better stories for you, dear reader, if you don't tell us what you want and what you enjoy reading? Help us to help you. Vote, comment, and add us and our stories to your favorites list. Those interactions on your part inspires us to write better stories.
What is worse is when the story leaves the main board and languishes in the archives. The story still receives many hits but rarely receives a vote and never a comment. Do you think that because a story is archived that the writer does not need, want, appreciate or look forward to your feedback or vote of confidence? That story still appears on our page and we know when someone has voted and/or commented.
Surely, you took the time to read it. Surely, you must have been curious about the story to open it. Surely, you either enjoyed it or didn't enjoy it. Surely, after reading the story, you must have an opinion to share or a question to ask. Why not take a second to cast your vote or to write your comment?
By casting a mere vote, you can still remain anonymous if you want. You don't have to register with the site and log in with your screen name, that is, unless you want to leave a comment. Because of the huge number of bashers on the site, sorry, but I don't accept anonymous comments. You must register and log in with your screen name to comment on my stories, but you can still vote for them without having to register and log in with your screen name.
Personally, when I'm writing, I never read. Other than term papers and final exams, I didn't write a damn thing in college. Then, as soon as I graduated, I was a writing fool. I couldn't stop the flood of stories. I wrote six novel length manuscripts in five years.
Just as I can't write, when I read, it ruins my writing when I read someone else's work. My creative juices dry up and I stop writing once I start reading. Conversely, when I'm reading, I never write. I can't write, when I'm reading the work of others. Further, when I do read a story that I enjoyed, I vote and make a comment. On the other hand, if I read a story that I did not enjoy, usually, I'll vote but I won't comment, unless my comment is constructive and not destructive.
I never bash a fellow writer. I know the pain he or she had to endure to create, develop, write, rewrite, and edit the story. How rude is that? I dare say that if I was standing before you, you wouldn't bash someone to their face, so why bash the stories of writers, who are here to entertain you?
Yet, over and again, I've read comments from bashers who think that it's funny to bash the stories of those writers, who write here. Curiously though, most of these bashers can't even write a single grammatically correct sentence. Their illiteracy backfires more powerfully than their bash. Yet, they have the audacity to bash a 10,000 word story because of a typo. They only show everyone what fools they are.
So, if you take the time to read the story, please take the time to vote and/or to comment on the story after you have read it. After a while, we writers throw up our hands in frustration and say, "What's the use? No one liked my story. No one voted for it or commented on it. I give up. My writing must suck."
Now, what if all the writers suddenly felt that way and stopped writing their stories because you did not take the time to vote and/or to comment? That's right; there'd be no more stories. As a show of good faith, I want everyone and I mean everyone who reads this story to not only vote for this story but also to comment on this story. For once, just once, I want to see the hit total equal the vote and comment total. For once, just once, I'd like to know that there really are real people reading my stories.
I thank you in advance for your vote and/or comment.
THE END
Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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A 40-something-year-old man finds love with a 20-something-year-old woman.
*
I met Gwen at the restaurant, where I went for breakfast every morning, before work, after my wife, Linda, left me for a younger man. Just as I had no idea she had a lover, I didn't know my wife was unhappy enough to leave me. I mean, now that I think about it, she was pretty miserable, but what wife isn't? With everything, including sex so routine and predictable, the romance fizzles, after being married for a while. Still, totally clueless, I thought everything was the routine same, until it wasn't and until she was no longer there to cook breakfast. Now, I'm one of the regulars at Joe's Bacon and Egg. Honestly, I just come here for the coffee, a side of toast, sometimes a donut, but mostly to see and to talk to Gwen.
"Gwen, Gwen, oh, my God, Gwen. I love Gwen. I dream of Gwen. I masturbate over Gwen, while fantasizing about her in bed with me naked."
She reminds me of the daughter I never had. Now, I'm not one of those guys, who'd have sex with his daughter. I don't even have a daughter. I can just see us doing things and going places together. Definitely, if I had a daughter, she'd be just like Gwen. Linda couldn't have kids and that was okay in the beginning, but it became more of an issue with her, as she got older and after all of her friends and sisters had children.
We had the idea that we'd adopt, until it was painfully obvious that we couldn't afford the adoption fees and all the other bullshit that they wanted to put us through with impromptu home visits and background checks just to love a baby that someone else didn't want. They were talking two years of waiting with more meeting, when we just wanted a baby now. Now that I look back on the past, when our hope to adopt a baby ended was when Linda started drinking.
Sometimes, she wouldn't be home, when I got home. Sometimes, I'd have to go looking for her. Always, I'd find her in a bar or on her knees in a back alley with some drunk hanging all over her and feeling her tits, ass, and pussy. With her short skirt up to here and her blouse unbuttoned down to there, God only knows what she did, before I arrived, for someone to buy her a drink. She didn't have any money of her own.
At the very least, I know she had some guy touching her, where only I should touch my wife. Having caught her more than once, I knew she was giving strange men blowjobs for a double shot of gin. With some husbands wanting to witness their wives having sex with another man, I'm not one of those men. The vision of Linda on her knees with her tits out, while sucking someone's cock in a dirty alley is something that I'll never forget.
Her reason for drinking, so she said, was when she realized, she confessed to me one day, out of the blue, that she feared that I'd die before her. Then, after I was gone, she'd be alone, in the way she's always been alone having grown up an orphan. What could I say to that? How could I not excuse her bad, drunken behavior, even if she did have sex with men for drinks? It's not all her fault that she's a lush and a slut. I felt bad and I consoled her, as best as I could, but she dumped that on me, just as I was going out the door to work.
"I don't want to be alone, Bob. I hate being alone. I'm frightened to be alone. I can't be alone. Please don't go. Don't leave me alone. Take the day off from work and stay with me, Bob, please."
Ten years older than Linda, when I met her, maybe her not wanting to be alone is why she left me for a younger man. I don't know. Maybe because she didn't want to be alone is why she got with me in the first place. I don't know. She wasn't there for me to ask her, when I came home from work that day. Maybe it was all preplanned and she was leaving me that day. Maybe she figured I'd die soon, but with plenty of life left to live, it's apparent to me, especially with all the drinking and running around she did, that Linda had issues. Yet, just as she left me for a younger man, he'll leave her too, no doubt, for a younger woman, one day, once she doesn't look as good as she does now.
"...And so it goes, tweet, tweet," said Kurt Vonnegut. "...and so it goes."
"You're not alone, Linda. I'm here with you. I gotta go," I said looking at my watch. "I'm late for work. We'll talk all about your feelings of aloneness, when I get home. Okay?"
I kissed her good-bye and that was the last time I saw her. A blessing in disguise, now that I met Gwen, she wasn't there when I came home from work. She shocked the shit out of me, when I came home to a dark and empty house. She didn't even lock the front door. Her keys to the house were on the kitchen table with a note.
"Bye."
Bye? After fifteen years of marriage, one word with one syllable and three letters is all that I get for supporting her. Bye? I say bye to my grocer, my barber, and my banker. I'd never think that my wife would just pack up, leave, and just write bye to me. Because of that note, never again will I say bye to anyone. Instead, perhaps, I'll say, "I'll see you later, or so long, or in Roy Rogers and Dale Evens old lingo, happy trails, until we meet again."
As if she pulled a moving van up to the front door, all of her stuff was gone, clothes, furniture, and household items, anything that belong to her, except for my car, a '69 Camaro, the car I had, when we first met. She took that with her. I couldn't believe it. She always liked that car. I figured, if she took anything, she'd take the appliances, the 'fridge, the stove, and the washer dryer, but she didn't cook and wash clothes. I did all of that. Yet, fifteen years of marriage didn't mean as much to her, as it did to me. Apparently, fifteen years of marriage didn't mean as much to her, as did my car mean to her. Bye and good riddance to her, but I really miss my car.
Yet, in honestly, I loved her, I really did. Only, I'm not sure why I did. I miss her, I really do. Again, I'm not sure why I still miss her, but I do. She was a real knockout, when I met her, but was a real handful, when drinking. She'd tear off all her clothes and walk around the house and even outside in her bra and panty, topless, and naked even. She didn't care who saw her without her clothes. She turned into a real slut, when she was drinking. No doubt, she'd do anything and anybody for a double shot of gin.
Nonetheless, having been with her for so long, she was the only woman that I really loved. She was the only woman that I thought I really knew and who I thought knew me. I miss her voice. I miss her laugh. I miss watching television with her and making fun of people, that is, when she wasn't drinking. I miss sleeping in bed with her, even if we didn't have sex. Just to have her there was comforting. I miss having coffee and breakfast with her every morning. I miss our Sunday morning routine reading the newspaper and having donuts and coffee. I miss having her there to complain to and to tease her with my bathroom humor.
Instantly, all of that changed, when she's the one who left me alone. For someone who didn't want to be alone, I don't understand how she could have left me alone. With her never calling or writing, it's as if she died. Only, always thinking she'd come home, I never mourned her loss and grieved her death in the way I would have had she died, instead of having just packed up and left me for her hairdresser. Apparently, not all male hairdressers are gay men. I don't know, maybe she was just tired of paying to have her hair done.
Having always been attached at the hip to her for as long as I can remember, going steady, her thing, engaged, when I just wanted to get married in Vegas, and married in a big church wedding, instead, I'm a fish out of water trying to find love in the modern dating world. With my wife being the only woman I've known, since I was twenty-nine-years-old, with the Internet, texting, and Twitter, I have no idea where to begin to look for another woman to love. It isn't as if I have a switch in my brain and can turn off the feelings that I still have for her, just because she shut me out of her life. I just can't stop loving Linda, just because she left me, that is, until I met Gwen.
Now, with Gwen in the picture, I could fall in love with her, if given the chance. She's such a sweet woman. I'd live a much happier life, if only Gwen took Linda's place in my heart and in my bed. If only I was a bit younger and she was a bit older, I'd ask her out on a date. Only, feeling so lonely, I know that by having my feelings transferred to her that I'm just going through something, in the way of rebound love.
Then, when I see myself in all the other men, who go to Joe's Bacon and Egg, just to see Gwen, I feel like such a fool. Feeling pathetic sitting at a restaurant counter with all the other drooling men like me hoping for Gwen to give them some attention, I'm a 40-something-year-old man lusting over a 20-something-year-old waitress. What's wrong with me? Maybe I'm going through my mid-life crisis early. Next, I'll be driving a classic Corvette convertible soon and mourning the loss of the past and the 'good old days, instead of living my life now and in the present.
For sure, if Gwen was my daughter and I was her Daddy, I wouldn't want some 40-something-year-old man leering at my baby girl. There's just something wrong with that. Men should know better that, unless they are rich, a young woman doesn't want them, would never want them, in the same way that, unless she was rich, a young man would never want an older woman.
To be honest, even I get the creeps, when I imagine how she must feel being a targeted star of so many older men's sexual fantasy. If only she knew what I was thinking, she'd slap my face and call the police to have me arrested for the mere sexual content of my perverse thoughts. If only she was thinking what I was feeling, I'd be a happy man. Yet, just as I want her, I know she doesn't want me. She'd never want someone like me. Too tired and too crotchety, I'm just too damn old to start over again with another woman, never mind a woman so much younger than me.
No matter. There's just something about her that makes me stare at her. There's just something about her that makes me want to talk to her all day, which most times is impossible. She always has other customers and seeing myself in other men, there are plenty of regulars, younger and older than me, who'd love to take Gwen home with them to their bed.
Then, looking deeper than her blonde hair and shapely figure, looking all around the place, instead of looking just at her, I wondered what's a good looking woman doing in a dump like this? She's so beautiful. Surely, she can find a better job than this. Tall, blonde, blue-eyed, with big tits and a shapely figure, she's every man's dream woman. I swear, if every woman looked like Gwen, there's be no more extra marital affairs. Every man would finally have his dream woman.
There are blondes and there are blondes, but Gwen is a real blonde. I can always tell a natural blonde from dyed blonde by her eyebrows and complexion and Gwen is all natural. Always having the internal habit of comparing people in my life to celebrities, just as Linda was my Tiffani Thiessen, she looked just like her. If I was to compare Gwen to someone, she'd be a cross between a modern day version of Angie Dickerson and Tuesday Weld, two of my Dad's all-time favorite women and, now that I see Gwen, I see why. If I told my Dad about Gwen and if he lived closer, he'd be a regular diner here, too. Doing my best to remove the physical attraction, already friends, despite our huge differences in age, I wondered what her story was. Then, one day, after the breakfast crowd left and before the lunch crowd took all the good seats, I asked her.
"What's your story, Gwen?" As if I was a barfly in a bar sipping a beer, instead of a customer in a diner drinking coffee, I gazed up at her big, blue eyes from my regular stool at the end of the counter.
Accustomed to sitting at third base, when playing Blackjack, I purposely picked that stool because it gives me more elbow room. Now, instead of counting cards, I watch people and I see how the other men look at Gwen in the same way that I look at her. It's funny how the small things in middle age life become so monumentally important. When I was younger, I'd pee out my beer in a trough at a Red Sox baseball game at Fenway Park, now I prefer the privacy of a closed door bathroom stall. Next, I'll be soaking my teeth in a glassful of water, my feet in a basin of Epsom salts, wearing white socks, driving a Buick, and sitting on a park bench feeding the pigeons in Boston Common, while wondering what happened to the last twenty years of my life. How in the Hell did I get so old, when it seems that I just finished my stint in the Army?
"My story?"
Leaning down to melt my brown eyes and flutter butterflies in my stomach with her beautiful face, she rested her elbows on the counter. She was so close to me that I just wanted to reach out and touch her to see if she was real and to make sure that I wasn't dreaming. I always loved when she did that, when she made the conversation more intimately personal and exclusively private, by leaning down to talk to me in that way. Only, whenever she did that, I couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like to be standing behind her, humping her from behind and fucking her, really fucking her, while feeling her big, hanging breasts and fingering her hard, erect nipples.
"Kiss me," I imagined her saying. "Feel my tits. Make love to me."
Unlike any other woman in my life, even Linda, maybe just for a bigger tip, Gwen made me feel so important, as if I was the only man in the restaurant and the only man in her life. Moreover, hoping she didn't catch me looking, staring, gazing, and leering, actually, when she leaned down to me like that, her blouse always opened enough for me to see her long line of cleavage, the top of her white bra, and to see that she was naturally blessed with a set of C cup breasts. I like tits and Gwen had big ones. To me, a woman isn't a woman, unless she has tits and I could tell from her side profile that she had a set of beautiful knockers on her.
With the counter stool being higher than she was lower, did she know that I could see down her blouse? Did she know that I could see her bra and cleavage? Did she care? Or was she purposely flashing me her tits. Was she teasing me? Did she want me to see all that I was seeing?
"Do you like what you see? Do you like my tits? Would you like to feel my tits and finger my nipples. I bet you'd love to suck my tits, fuck my tits, and cum all over my big tits."
Whenever she flashed me her bra and cleavage, I always imagined her saying all of that, only she never said anything like that. She never talked to me in that way. It's only in my dreams and sexual fantasies that I imagined Gwen saying and doing all that I wished she'd do.
"Yeah, Gwen, tell me your story. I'm interested to know."
"Well, Robert," she said giving me a smile.
Whenever she smiled at me like that, I knew something good was coming. She was the only person, except for my mother, who called me Robert. Everyone else, my friends, my co-workers, and Linda called me Bob. No one called me Rob or Bobby, but Gwen, my Gwen, always called me Robert. Coming from her, I liked hearing her call me that. She made me feel as if I was someone else, someone named Robert, and someone more distinguished.
"Go on, don't be shy. Tell me your story. I'd really like to know more about you."
"I can't," she said eying the customers just entering the restaurant, after looking around her to see who else was listening and, whenever Gwen talked, they were all listening. "Not here and not now. I have customers," she said standing upright and slapping the counter with the palm of her hand, as if that was her signal to get to work or her signal to get up the courage to do something or say something. Then, when she reached in her apron pocket to pull out her book of receipts, she surprised me with what she said next. "But," she said putting her pen to her lips and looking at me, as if having second thoughts. "If you pick me up at my house," she said leaning down to whisper in my ear, "17 Glendale at 8 o'clock and take me out to buy me dinner, I'll tell you my story."
"Okay." One word, one syllable with four letters was all that I could say. Shocked that she'd want to have dinner with me, I suddenly felt foolish and less of a man that I didn't have the balls to ask her out first.
When she leaned down to whisper in my ear, so close that I could smell her body wash, imagining her leaning down to kiss me, I just wanted to turn my head and kiss her. I just wanted to stick my tongue in her mouth, while feeling her big tits and fingering her nipples through her white, starched blouse, and white satin bra. Then, she pulled out a small pad of paper and a pen from her other pocket and wrote something. Imagining she was writing me a secret love note, imagining she was writing me a dirty note of all the sexual things she wanted to do to my middle aged body and all the things that she wanted me to do to her oh, so young and perfect body, she surprised me by what she wrote.
"Here's my number. Call me, if you can't make it. Otherwise, I'll see you at eight," she said giving me a big smile. I never thought Gwen could be any prettier than she was, but she was so much prettier, when she smiled. To be so rewarded with her smile, if I was her man, I'd shower her with gifts, just to see her smile.
Wait? Back up. Hello? What just happened here? Pick her up at her house? Did she just say that? Buy her dinner? Did I just dream that? Did Gwen, the woman of my sexual fantasies just give me her telephone number? Did Gwen just ask me out on a date? Oh, my God.
"Sure," I said still stunned by all that transpired so quickly that all I could answer her with was a four letter, one syllable, word. Thus far, I could write my entire conversation with her on a postage stamp. "Only, I hope you don't mind riding in an old pickup truck," I said embarrassed suddenly and missing my classic '69 Camaro even more, the only hot car I ever had. "Linda took my car."
"You can leave your truck at my house, Robert. We'll take my car. I love to drive."
"Okay," I said finishing my toast and coffee and leaving, when Gwen was busy with another customer.
I left her a five dollar tip, instead of my usual two dollars, but as soon as I did, I felt guilty. I felt as if I was leaving a hooker a tip on a nightstand, not that I've ever been with a hooker. I hoped that she didn't get the wrong impression.
She turned and waved, as I was leaving. It was when she gave me a look that her eyes confessed that we'd be doing more than eating and talking, if you know what I mean. Yet, as soon as I thought that, I scolded myself for thinking that. There's no way someone like her would be interested in someone like me. Things like that never happen. Yet, that's how it all happened with Linda. She was beautiful and ten years younger than me, but fifteen years makes a whole lot of difference in the aging process and I was getting a little too ripe to be trying to harvest such a fine Georgia peach.
"Bye, Robert," she said turning to warm my heart and harden my cock with her smile again. Different than when Linda wrote bye to me, even though Gwen said, 'Bye', just in the way she said it with her big smile and solid eye contact, her saying bye was as if she said hello.
"Bye, Gwen. I'll see you tonight," I said louder than necessary and sorry that I had said that, as soon as I said it.
Still, when I saw the looks of the other men, I was glad that I said that. As if their heads were attached to my words, half a dozen heads turned to look at me, before turning to look at Gwen. Yeah, that's right suckers. I have a date with Gwen. How do you like them apples? She even gave me her telephone number, you losers.



I was half an hour early, when I arrived at Gwen's house. Actually, having left work early because all I could think of was being alone with Gwen, I had been ready since six. I parked my truck by her car, a red Mustang GT convertible. The car looked fairly new, and I wondered, how a waitress working in a two-bit diner can afford a forty-five thousand dollar car, when it stretches my budget just to buy gas for my truck. I walked up her front steps and rang the bell.
"Come in, Robert," she said from somewhere upstairs. "The door is unlocked."
"Hi Gwen," I said not knowing where she was and what else to say, when what I typically say to her every morning is, "Hi Gwen, I'll have the usual."
"Coffee and toast," she mumbles back, while writing in her book.
"I'll be down in a minute. There's coffee on the counter and beer in the fridge. Help yourself, Robert," she said. I loved how she said my name. Rolling off her tongue, as if my name was an endearment, she made me feel so special, whenever she called me by name.
Passing up a beer for a cup of coffee, having missed my afternoon coffee break to leave work early, definitely, I didn't want to fall asleep halfway through this date, if that's even what this was. With my luck, she asked me out to dinner to sell me some Tupperware or a yearly week at a timeshare. I poured myself a cup hot, black coffee and wandered around her living room. She had pictures everywhere, mostly of her growing up in this house. Always a pretty girl, she turned into a beautiful woman. Even though I was thrilled that I was standing here in her house, Gwen's house, I couldn't help but wonder why? I'm nothing special, just an average guy and Gwen is my real life movie star masquerading as a waitress in some hole-in-the wall, dump of a diner.
"God, she's so pretty," I said mumbling to myself. "She's the prettiest woman I've ever seen."
"Thank you," she said.
Standing right behind me, while looking over my shoulder, I never heard her come down the stairs.
"Wow. You look so much better in person," I said putting down her picture and laughing at myself.
As if I had chosen her outfit, she made the perfect fashion selection, a short shirt and a low cut button blouse. I figured that Gwen was 5'7" tall, but with the 2" heels she was wearing, she was almost my height. Honestly, funny how my mind works, when a beautiful woman is wearing such a short skirt, but I didn't know how she was going to get in her Mustang without flashing me her panties. Honestly, I didn't know if I should nod my head, shake her hand, or dare give her a hug. Instead, she took the lead, pressed her shapely body against mine, and gave me a peck on the lips, before hugging me, really hugging me, as if we were long lost cousins.
Oh, my God. Gwen kissed me. I mean, it wasn't a real, tongue down my throat kiss, but it was a kiss and it was from Gwen. I'll be thinking of this tonight later, when in bed with my bad self and my hand firmly around my cock and stroking myself, that's for sure.
"Are you ready?"
"I am," I said guzzling my coffee, as if I was drinking liquid Viagra.
Being the gentleman that I am, albeit the perverted gentleman that I'll always be, I opened her car door, while hoping she'd flash me her panties. With her legs nearly spread wide open to get in her car and her short skirt nearly up to her crotch, she didn't disappoint me. As if my eyes could move in two different directions at the same time, one eye looked down her low cut blouse at her exposed bra and cleavage, while my other eye was rewarded with a bright, white patch of her panty. Damn, she was so hot. She was so sexy. Thank you, Jesus for giving me sight!
"Well, what do you think, Robert? Are you ready for my life story?"
"I am," I said.
"I'll tell you all about me, once we get our food. I'm hungry, starving actually. I haven't eaten anything since lunch and that was only a bowl of chicken soup and a couple of crackers. Sorry, but I can't think on an empty stomach," she said driving out of the city.
"Nice car," I said giving her a look, as if asking her how she could afford it.
"It was a gift," she said.
"Oh?"
A gift? Who gives a beautiful woman a brand new Mustang GT convertible, as a gift, without expecting something sexual in return?
"Daddy bought it for me, when I graduated college with my master's degree."
Master's degree? Daddy? I wondered if Daddy was her father or if Daddy was her sugar daddy, some 80-year-old man, who was drooling over her, in the way that I was drooling over her now.
"What's your field of study?"
"Art history slash English literature, which is why I work as a waitress," she said with a laugh. "I thought I wanted to teach, but I changed my mind. I really don't like kids, especially someone else's kids," she said with a laugh.
It was then that I wondered if she prostituted herself on the side. Maybe she thinks I have money. Maybe she thinks that I'd buy her a gift, too. For sure, if she asked for a thousand dollars to have sex with her, I'd go to the nearest ATM. Only, I think my bank has a three hundred dollar limit. Matter of fact, I don't think I even have three hundred dollars in my bank. Linda took whatever I had saved. I wondered if she'd take a check, debit card, or credit card. I'd sell my soul for a naked, sweaty night with Gwen. Then, I realized, way ahead of myself and no different from all those other men leering at her from across the restaurant counter, that we were just going out for dinner. This wasn't a real date, was it?
"I know this place. It's not much to look at, but they have the best fried clams. Do you like clams?"
"I love clams," I said, suddenly thinking about sniffing, fingering, licking, and fucking her raw clam.
She headed in the direction of the ocean and it was about a twenty minute drive, but we made it there fifteen minutes before they closed. Hoping for an encore, I hustled around the car to help her with her door. Only, this time, she denied me the pleasure of a panty flash by getting out of her car herself, before I could clear her bumper.
Once we got our food, she parked in a more secluded spot, a spot that I would have chosen, if I was a horny teenager in a red, Mustang GT convertible with a beautiful woman. Only, within full view of the Atlantic Ocean, I wasn't understanding why this gorgeous girl was parking her car in a spot that was just as desolate as it was romantic. I wasn't some twenty-something-year-old stud. I was nearly old enough to be her father or wicked older brother, anyway.
It was then that I wondered how old she was. Bad enough that I was ten years older than Linda, not so much of a difference now, but it was a real issue to her parents and her friends back then, when she was barely twenty-years-old and I was nearly thirty-years-old. Maybe Gwen is older than I think she is. Maybe, if I can't get with Gwen, she has an older sister. Looking as if she's twenty-two, if she had six years of college, she's at least twenty-four, maybe even twenty-five. Definitely, in the way she looks so young, she can't be more than twenty-six.
"Can I ask you a personal question?"
"Oh, oh. Here is comes. You want to know if I'm married and have kids or why aren't I married and have kids?"
"Actually, in our talks at the diner you told me you're not married or attached and don't really like kids," he said with a laugh. "I was just wondering how old, or in your case, how young you are."
"How old do I look," she said turning her head to me, while batting her long eyelashes.
"I'm afraid to know but if I was to hazard a guess, I'd say twenty-two?"
"Twenty-two? Thank you. You're too kind."
"Then, I figured, because you've had six years of college, twenty-six."
"Twenty-six? Thank you again for your kindness," she said with a melodious and endearing laugh that made me want to kiss her.
"I can't imagine you being any older than that. You look so very young," I said, "sinfully young."
"I'll be thirty-two in July, July 26th. I'm a Leo."
"Thirty-two? Wow! I never would have guess you were thirty-two. You could have knocked me over with a feather. I'm shocked."
"Why?"
"Because Linda was ten years younger than me and with you, I felt as if I was a dirty old man," I said with a laugh. "That is, if this is a date."
"A date? Did you really think this was a date?"
My heart sunk in my stomach, when she said that. Feeling so embarrassed that I'd dare even think that someone like her would be interested in me, I was devastated. If it wasn't a date, then I didn't know what it was. Maybe it was just as what it appeared to be, two friends having dinner. I was so disappointed. Here I was expecting a big evening and this isn't even a date.
"It's not a date? I'm so embarrassed. I just thought--"
"It is a date, you big dummy. If I waited for you to ask me out, I'd still be serving you breakfast," she said with a laugh. "Honestly, I didn't know what else to do to get your attention. I practically served up my big boobs to your face, when leaning over the counter to talk to you. I saw you looking down my blouse, you pervert," she said with a laugh. "Still, even after flaunting my body before your eyes, you never asked me out. Why?"
"Why? Gees, Gwen. Look at you and look at me. You're so beautiful and I'm so...old."
"You're not old, Robert. You're wonderful."
"Thank you."
We spent the rest of the time together talking, while making eyes at one another. I so wanted to kiss her, but I didn't have the nerve. Here I go again. Afraid to ask her out, now I'm afraid to kiss her.
As if the food was an aphrodisiac, the clams were unbelievable. Being with her in the car, my senses were heightened. Everything smelled, looked, and felt better, when sitting there with Gwen. The batter just melted in my mouth and, after being accustomed to the tough, dried out clams they gave a Friendly's, these clams were succulently tender.
"You don't mind if I put the top up, Robert, do you? It's getting a little chilly."
"No, not at all." After she put up the top, she surprised me, when she opened her door. "Where are you going?" Had we already eaten our food, I would have figured that she wanted to walk along the beach and I'd be willing to do that, so long as I could hold her hand or put an arm around her shapely waist, while pretending that she was my woman.
"We'll be more comfortable in back," she said moving her seat all the way forward and flashing me her panties again, when climbing in back with her legs parted nearly as wide as they were, when she got in the car before.
Being that I'm six foot tall, I didn't think that I could fit in the backseat of a Mustang, even with my seat all the way forward, but I did. Actually, if I had to cut my feet off to fit in the backseat with Gwen, I gladly would have.
"Well, this is cozy," I said.
"You don't mind," she said reaching down to remove her shoes, "do you? I should have known better than to wear heels, after standing on my feet all day. My feet are so sore," she said rubbing them.
"No not at all," I said. "Make yourself comfortable." You don't mind if I take off my pants, do you? I thought of saying but didn't.
"Oh, that feels good," she said stretching out her legs and depositing her heels in my lap. "My calves ache."
Oh, my God. Does she know her heels are in contact with my bulging cock? If I didn't have an erection from seeing her panties twice, I surely had one now that her panties were in continue view of my horny eyes, while her feet rested on my growing prick.
"Nice stems, Gwen," I said looking down at her shapely legs and seeing that her panties were still exposed. I waited for her to pull her short skirt down, but she didn't.
"Thank you," she said looking down at her legs. "Maybe after eat, I can sweet talk you into giving me a foot massage."
A foot massage? Forget about a foot massage, I'd love to give her a head to toe massage.
"Sure, I'm the master of foot massages," I bragged, even though I've never given anyone a foot massage, while resting my hand on her foot, before reaching up to massage her shapely calf.
We ate and we talked, all while Gwen occasionally and unconsciously, no doubt, wiggled her heel over the head of my erect prick. Maybe this was the foot massage she was talking about.
"Be a dear, Robert and rub my poor feet," she said opening her legs wide enough to give me more of a view of her panty clad pussy mound, but not wide enough for me to think bad of her.
"How's that?"
Lifting up one leg to massage her foot, while exposing more of her panty, I rubbed one foot, before rubbing the other, she laughed with glee, when I did that. Each time I lifted her leg and massaged her foot, her legs opened wider and skirt climbed higher. Expecting her to notice her panties were so exposed, when she didn't pull down her skirt, I continued giving her a foot massage, while gazing up at her panties and hoping she didn't catch me looking. I couldn't believe that I had a constant and continual view of Gwen's panty clad pussy. If nothing else happened during this date, I'd go back to my lonely life a happy man.
Back and forth, I took her feet in my hand and massaged them. She closed her eyes and put her head back against the side of her car and, as soon as she closed her eyes, I reached up to massage her calves, while staring at her panties. My fingers were so close to her panty clad crotch that I wanted to reach out and cup her pussy, after tracing her pussy slit with my finger and rubbing her clit through her panty. Afraid to go any higher, I so wanted to massage her shapely thighs, before massaging her between her legs. Then, encouraged by the sight of her panties and the fact that her eyes were still closed, as if she was napping, I reached my hands higher and massaged her exposed shapely, firm thighs.
"Wonderful, That's just wonderful, Robert. I swear, just by massaging my feet, my calves, and my thighs, you could ask me to do anything and I would," she said opening her eyes to make eye contact with me, while giving me a sexy look.
Anything? She'll do anything for a foot, calf, and thigh massage? While thinking of her sucking my cock, I massaged her feet and legs, as if I was massaging her breasts and ass. Maybe from watching Pulp Fiction one too many times, I made foot massaging moves that I didn't even know I knew. Within just a few minutes, I had her moaning, as if she was having an orgasm.
"Are you okay, Gwen?"
"Okay? I'm better than okay," she said removing her feet from my lap and sitting up, while giving me another flash of her panty, this time a bent, open legged flash. My feet feel wonderful and I feel so relaxed. She looked me square in the eye and as if she was Marilyn Monroe or Kim Basinger, before breathing out her lust for me, "Since you've given me so much pleasure, is there anything that I can do for you, Robert?"
Aside from the long laundry list of sexual things that I wanted to ask her to do, unzip my pants, pull out my cock, and stroke me, before sucking me, I was afraid to tell her what I really wanted was sex. Still, putting my fear aside, I took a deep breath and summoned my courage to take the my first baby step in bedding Gwen.
"Well, if you don't think me too forward, I always wanted to kiss you."
"You've always wanted to kiss me? Why didn't you? With my face planted inches from your face, with my lips reaching for you across that dining counter, I've been waiting months for you to kiss me."
"You have?"
"I've always wanted to kiss you, too, Robert. As long as I live, I'll never understand men. Some men, need only a look for them to stalk you and others need a baseball bat to the back of the head for them to notice you. You fall in the latter category, instead of the former," she said leaning into me and pressing her breasts into my chest, while attaching her red lips to my horny lips.
Without even having to sneak her my tongue, she wrapped her arms around my neck and filled my mouth with her tongue. As if her breasts were magnetic and my hands were made of metal, my sweaty palm felt her abundant breast, while she kissed and kissed me. I was kissing Gwen. I couldn't believe that Gwen was kissing me, while I was feeling her tits through her blouse and bra. Immediately, her nipples pushed against my palm and I could feel that they were big ones. Between her flashing me her panties, the foot massage, and now the kissing and groping, I was in Heaven. If I died now, I'd die happy. By far, she was a much better kisser than Linda. By far, she had much bigger and firmer breasts, too.
Unable to wrap my brain around all that's happened so fast, I couldn't believe I was sitting in the backseat of a Mustang kissing and feeling up Gwen. Shades of what I did twenty years ago with my dates in my Camaro, before I married Linda, I was now doing with Gwen. I couldn't believe Gwen was allowing me to feel her breasts, while French kissing her. Going for broke, I unbuttoned one button of her blouse and looked down to see what I could see, while waiting to see what she'd do, before unbuttoning another button. She gave me the green light, when she kissed me more passionately, while reaching down to feel the tent pole in my pants. Something I always fantasized her doing, while masturbating, Gwen was fondling my cock through my pants, as I was feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra. Taking her lead, I went up her short skirt and felt her pussy through her panty. Oh, my God. Was I going to get lucky tonight? If I was a betting man, I'd bet on me.
"If you lick my pussy," she said breaking off her kiss to whisper in my ear. "I'll suck your cock."
This isn't happening. I'm dreaming. I can't believe Gwen just told me she'd suck my cock, if I licked her pussy. Having known her for months, always fantasizing her talking like that to me, I never heard her say an inappropriate word, until now. With no downside to that agreement, licking her pussy, before she sucked my cock, was a win/win for me.
"I'd like nothing more to eat you. I so want to lick you. I can't wait to remove your panties to finger you, Gwen, but unless I stick my legs out the window--"
"We'll go to my place, silly," she said laughing and giving me a kiss before climbing in front.
The drive to her place was only twenty minutes, but it was the longest twenty minutes of my life. We talked but I don't remember what she said or I said. All that I could think about was that I was going home with Gwen to have sex with her. My dream come true, I'll never ask God for anything for the rest of my life.
As soon as we got in her house and closed the front door behind us, we were all over one another, as if we were horny teenagers. Kissing and kissing and kissing, I've never kissed any woman as much as I kissed Gwen that night. She was topless and she had my cock sticking straight out of my pants, by the time she took me by the hand to her bedroom upstairs. We were both naked, before we even hit the bed. Never have I been as excited and she was so wet.
Immediately, I fell between her legs and fingered her, while licking her. I've eaten a few pussies in my life, but Gwen's pussy was the best pussy I ever had in my mouth. Forever ruining me for other women, if she let me, I could make a steady diet of her pussy. With my tongue and fingers buried in her cunt, I loved watching her squirm, while listening to all the wonderful sounds she was making. I was about to make Gwen cum with my mouth and fingers. Any second now, Gwen, the woman of my dreams was going to cum in my mouth and then she did.
"Oh, Robert! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Don't stop. Please, don't stop. Oh, yeah, right there. That's it. Right there."
As soon as she tensed her thighs and curled her toes, I knew she was done. Only, I continued licking her and ate her again and didn't stop, until she had another orgasm. With Gwen all over my face, we kissed. Covered in her sweetness, she seemed to enjoy licking my face, as if she was a new puppy and I was her master.



"Kiss me, Gwen, so that I know I'm not dreaming."
"Kiss me, Robert, as if you love me."
She startled me by saying the 'L' word. Was that what she wanted to hear me say, that I love her? Does she love me? There was only one way to find out, if she loves me, as I love her. Since she's already broached the subject by uttering the word love, in whatever context, and since I've been slow to ask her out and kiss her, I took the lead this time.
"I do love you," I said shocking even myself from blurting that out. Never have I professed love so soon to anyone, but now that it was out there, I was glad that I did because, if I thought she was passionate before, she turned into a wild animal now.
"I love you, Robert. I love you. I do. Right from the first day I saw you, I feel in love with you. Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me. Drill me with that big, hard cock. Make me cum with your cock in the way you made me cum with your fingers and tongue."
"Do I need protection?"
"I'm on the pill and I haven't been with anyone else in three years, since grad school."
"Well, Linda is the only woman I've been with for the past fifteen years, but we haven't been intimate in more than two years."
Kissing and kissing her, while feeling her everywhere, we made love, before we fucked. I haven't fucked anyone like that, since the first time I got with Linda. I can't remember the last time I had sweaty, needing a shower sex, but I had it that night with Gwen. I couldn't wait to shower with her.
My perfect lover, true to her word, as soon as I licked her pussy and gave her two orgasms, immediately after I fucked her pussy and gave her a third orgasm, she latched onto my cock, as if I was the blue plate, hot dog special at the diner and she was a starving woman. For someone so smart, for someone with two college degrees, she had a Ph D. in cock sucking. Never has anyone sucked my cock in the way that Gwen sucked my cock. The kind of blowjobs that all men dream about, after going to see a stripper do her thing with a pole, Gwen had mad, bad skills. Working on my pole, as if she was greasing it with her lips and tongue, I watched her go up and down on me, as her tongue twirled around the circumference of it. With her hand pumping me faster, it didn't take me long to shoot all that I had in her mouth.
In the same way that I kissed her with a face full of her pussy juices and with her licking herself from my face, as soon as I exploded my cum in her mouth, she kissed me. Only, she did something that no other woman has ever done to me before. As if I was her baby bird needing nourishment, she spit some of the cum, that I deposited in her mouth, in my mouth. The first time tasting my own cum, I thought I'd be disgusted. I thought I'd be sick and vomit. I thought I'd instantly develop a preference for fashion design, the color fuchsia, and turn gay, instead I was excited to taste myself on her.
"I like to share," she said sticking her finger in her pussy and sucking off her juice. Then, she stuck her finger in her pussy again. Only, this time, she stuck her finger in my mouth and I licked her finger clean.
I no longer go to the diner because Gwen doesn't work there anymore. Now, she exclusively cooks me breakfast, before we go to work. She teaches art history at the high school. Soon, we'll have a student of our own, as she's pregnant with our son.
THE END
Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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She should have left well enough alone. Never realizing how good she had it, a bitchy, spoiled wife wants more and gets less.
My Dearest Isaac,
With you always so busy, instead of talking to you in person, which is what I'd prefer to do, I'm writing this letter to you because we see one another so infrequently lately. Moreover, with so much to discuss and with you so very tired all the time, falling asleep in your chair and not even listening to me, by the time you finally arrive home, I forget all that I wanted to tell you. This way, putting my thoughts to paper not only relieves them from my mind but also allows you to read them at your leisure. Thusly, writing to you seemed the best way to explain my request for the need to renegotiate our pre-nuptial agreement.
Why we even still have a pre-nuptial agreement is absurd, Isaac, after all we've been through. When we were married nine years ago in Hava Temple, I was young, naive, innocent, and blinded by love. Moreover, proof that money means nothing to me, you didn't have the fame and the fortune that you have now. Still, I married you anyway, knowing you were a good man and eventually would be a good provider.
The pre-nuptial agreement drawn up before we were married, generous to me then, at the time, is no longer adequate now. Since we will soon be celebrating our tenth wedding anniversary, if you'd insist on keeping the agreement intact, then I'd like to discuss the possibility of making changes to a few line items in our pre-nuptial marriage agreement. Nothing big, hardly worth mentioning, but the changes will allow us to live a happier married life for the rest of our lives, until death do us part.
You work so hard, my poor, dear husband, and your dedication to having a successful career is the reason for our wealth and our good life. Thank you for giving me such comforting security. How so proud I am that my husband is the most prestigious neurosurgeon on the East Coast, perhaps in the country. A pride to the Jewish community, Mother and Father are very pleased with our match. Their son-in-law, the famous doctor, is all they talk about to their friends during the social hour at the synagogue and in their retirement community in Boca Raton, Florida.
"Our son-in-law, Isaac, the brilliant doctor, blah, blah, blah...," they say. Oh, they do so love to brag about you to anyone and everyone who will listen.
I'm hoping that the suggested changes spelled out in this letter won't create a need for you to work even more hours than you already do. Must you work every weekend and holiday, except, of course, for the Jewish holidays? Just once, Isaac, my beloved, I'd love for you to sit down to dinner at a decent hour to dine, instead of flopping in front of the television and having your meal there. Just once, I'd love to go out with you to dinner, to a movie, and/or for dancing. Just once, I wish you weren't so dog tired all the time. I'd love to have an intimate time in bed in the way that we used to do, when we were first married.
I realize it may seem unnecessary to you, frivolously silly and, perhaps, wasteful, but the first thing I'd like to discuss in our pre-nuptial agreement is our redecorating budget. Our home is a direct reflection on your professional success. Conceived at a time when you weren't earning as much and we were entertaining much less, we have a need to showcase our home in the way that you market and highlight your medical skills. I'd like to change the house redecoration clause from redecorating the house every twenty years to every five years, with a clause that every Spring and Fall, we buy a few timely, yet, elegant and stately pieces, antiques perhaps, switching out the old with the new. Coming home in the dark and leaving in the dark, you may not have noticed the horrible shambles our home has fallen in because of the long hours that you spend at the hospital, but it is embarrassing to have a home that has furnishings below the furnishings of others, especially those, who have less fame and fortune than we do.
In addition to the new redecoration clause, now that our family has grown, we need a new construction clause and a corresponding construction budget. Fully aware how much you love this house and with no intention of moving, the addition of a construction clause would give us the dream house that we both will enjoy for the rest of our lives. With 12 rooms, 6 bedrooms and 5 bathrooms, what was once a large house, when we were first married and when it was just the two of us, has now become so very cramped.
We should consider an addition to our home because the kids are almost teenagers. We need a media room, so that our children can entertain their friends and have overnight sleepovers, as well. We could hire Mel and Shava's architect, Harvey Goldstein, to draw up a little something up for us to see? He did Miriam and Hiram's house, too. Don't you just love Shava's new master bedroom suite? Grand enough to die for, opulently luxurious, it's so divine. While we're adding the media room, we could add a closet extension in our bedroom and maybe a spa tub in the master bathroom? My back has been bothering me lately and the tub would most likely fix that. Lastly, I'd like to expand the garage from a two car garage to a four car garage.
Hardly worth mentioning, but our jewelry addendum needs a little tweaking too. Everyone has already seen and commented on my jewelry. There have been so many more social occasions to attend lately and I can't imagine that you'd want your wife to appear at more than one fundraiser wearing the same accessories, now would you? Thinking more about you than about me, sweetheart, how would having me wear the same old jewelry reflect on your prestigious position in the community and within the medical society? Easy enough to correct that, I'm thinking we could triple the amount stipulated in our wedding prenuptial for my jewelry budget. I had no idea, when we signed the prenuptial paperwork, that our marriage would include so much entertaining and required attendance at dozens of social engagements.
Now that I have your focused attention, by the way, as for my personal allowance, really Isaac, we spoke about that last year and you wouldn't budge an inch. With everything costing more, the food, the utilities, gas for my Mercedes, even the housekeeper, the cook and the gardener are looking for raises. I'm just glad that I pay them from the household fund rather than from my personal allowance. I think that doubling my personal allowance may sound unrealistically extravagant now but not so much in a year or two from now. You should hear the amount of allowances Beverly, Judy, and Sheila enjoys.
Two thousand dollars a month for this and for that hardly covers my hair, nails, dry cleaning, make-up, and clothing expenses. How in the world am I suppose to cover country club lunches and gifts for my friends with that meager personal allowance? I feel like such a peasant when I'm out with the girls. With my eye to my budgetary restraints, I can't even order what I'd like from the menu because I don't want to cut into the money that I need for clothes and shoes. Doubling or tripling the amount you give me would show my friends how you never want me to go without and how much you love me.
While we're having this renegotiation, Isaac, how about looking into buying me a new car too? My Mercedes is five years old and it's a disgrace. Of course I wouldn't want anything like that but Saul bought Andrea a new Bentley and you know how much they cost. You're the best at what you do and your wife is driving around in such an old, nasty car. I know it's a very expensive model, but five years really dates a vehicle and makes us look like we're having financial difficulties. Oh, my God, when pulling up to the valet parking, what must people think of us and of me?
Of course, this brings us to the part where you'd like to know about the changes in our agreement that would effect and benefit you. Of course, you get some goodies, too. I'd never propose something so one-sided. I'd like to see you buy some new things, too, such as new clothes, golf clubs, and a golf cart. Also, your Lexus is a year older than my Mercedes. We both need new cars.
A given, of course, I'll continue accompanying you to any and all medical conventions you want me to attend. I'll make sure that you and the children are well fed, clothed appropriately and, hiring the best tutors, are educated. I'll also make sure the children attend the right parties and participate in those gatherings that will help them later in life.
As far as our bedroom activities are concerned, I'm willing to renegotiate those, too. Never one much into sex, I realize you have your sexual needs. So long as you go along with all of my other changes to the prenuptial agreement, I will allow you to have sex with me once a week instead of twice a month, as has been our previous agreement. Also, so long as we don't do anything sexual, we can cuddle with one another twice a week instead of once a week, and I will let you pick out the lingerie you'd like me wear, when we're together as husband and wife.
Now, you must agree, this is a huge change in our sexual arrangements and I'm willing to renegotiate even more, if there's something else you'd like to change. I know oral sex is an important issue and you've never been happy with my blowjobs. Instead of cumming in my hand or on my breasts, you can cum in my mouth, so long as I can spit out all that you ejaculate. Now, if you agree to the changes in our prenuptial agreement, as a special bonus surprise for you, I will try swallowing, but I can't guarantee that I won't gag and spit. Of course, as always, the barbaric act of anal sex is still out of the question, as is spanking, sex with other people, dirty talking in bed, and/or flashing my lingerie and/or naked body to others. My parents raised a good Jewish girl and not a whore.
I will also finally agree to let you decide where we vacation each year. Even though I know my choice and accommodations would be superior to your choice, I'm willing to make this concession and not complain about the choice and accommodations you make, so long as it's not camping somewhere out in a forest. I prefer room service to bugs. Any other trips we take during the course of the year would, with me arranging the first class flights and making the hotel accommodations, of course, will be of my choosing.
Please respond to my requests before our tenth anniversary next week. I'd like to have the details worked out before we go to the attorney's office for the annual CPA's review and audit. Time is money when we meet with Ezra Nussbaum, and if we have an agreement before the meeting, we'll save money on renegotiating ourselves, rather than with him being the third party. Do you see how thrifty and careful I am with your money? Besides, the money we save on the lawyer can be used to buy art, especially that painting that I've been coveting at the Cohn Museum of Modern Art.
Your loving wife,
Esther
My Dearest Esther,
Where do I begin to address your request for renegotiation? Hmm... let me think for a millisecond. Nah, I just can't go along with any of your requests at this time. Sorry.
I'm dragging myself around in a body that feels like a man twice my age because I work like a dog to meet your material and social demands. Pray tell, why aren't you satisfied with our beautiful home that you must redecorate it every five years? Leave our children alone. Instead of enlisting them and using them as your social standing tool to ingratiate yourself with people, who obviously don't even like you, please stop. Even though your car is barely five years old, may I remind you that I bought you the top of the line Mercedes model, one that cost more than twice the amount of any other Mercedes? With me paying for all the household expenses, your allowance is more than adequate to take care of your personal needs. If you want and need more money, I suggest you get a job like everyone else and earn it.
Would I like to improve our home? Nope. Would I like to sell more of my soul and spirit to give you more money and possessions? Nope. Would I like to have more conjugal rights to your cold, skinny body? Are you kidding me? Absolutely not! I can barely tolerate your sudden migraine headaches now.
You are cold, uncaring, greedy, ruthless, critical, and, frankly, an impossible to live with bitch. Nothing that I do for you is never good enough. Worse than even your mother, you are an impossible woman to please. Emasculating me with your endless demands, you make me feel as if I've been castrated and am only good to serve you as a money-making machine.
What you don't know, my dear, is that the thought of having sexual relations with you or cuddling up next to you in bed is repulsive to me. I'd rather work 18 hours a day than to be home and in bed with you. You make me feel so used and abused, when you could care less about having sex with me and about how I feel. I've only tolerated having sex with you so that you wouldn't discover what has really been going on in my life.
I no longer want you, Esther. I don't love you anymore, Esther. Now just smoky embers, the flame of desire for you slowly extinguished with your demands from me. The only bond that we still have is the beautiful children you gave me. If it wasn't for them, you would have been gone from my life a long time ago.
I have a wonderful woman in my life now, someone who treats me with a caring and loving heart. She makes me laugh and is generous of spirit, mind, and body. She asks me for nothing and appreciates everything she is given. She is the one that I should have married, instead of you. She is the one that I should have in my life, instead of you. She is the one that I want. I don't want you Esther.
So telling that you don't know and never picked up a phone to find out, but I haven't been at work every evening, every holiday, and every weekend. Many times I've been in her bed being held in her arms and thanking God for giving me such a wonderful woman in my life. She is your polar opposite. She is my true love. Forgive me for repeating myself, but I need for you to understand. I don't love you anymore, Esther.
Yes, Esther, I would like to meet with you next Thursday, preferably the day of our tenth wedding anniversary at Ezra Nussbaum's office for a different kind of meeting. The only negotiations that we will need to discuss are those relating to our divorce. It would be beneficial for you to get your own attorney by then, because I've already secured Ezra as my divorce attorney. A conflict of interest, he cannot represent you too.
My only regret is for our beautiful children and the pain they will surely suffer. I hope that we can remain civil and present a united front for them. They will need us to be strong, helpful, and loving.
The day our divorce is final, I will feel a tremendous weight has been lifted from me. My only regret is that I didn't have the courage to end this Hell of a marriage several years ago. Please, Esther, if ever you find another husband to love, be kinder and more loving towards him. It will improve your own spirit and soul and his life will be better than mine has been with you.
Your soon to be former husband,
Isaac
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Be careful what you wish for, because you may get your wish.
*
"What do you want to do today?" John looked at his friends, Bob and Mike.
"The Red Sox are playing Tampa Bay at Fenway today," said Bob. "Let's go watch them lose."
"Nah, unless you wanna roast in the bleachers, you just can't go to the ballpark and buy tickets," said John. "They've been sold out for more than nine years. Even if you buy a ticket from a scalper, all the season ticket holders and corporations have the best seats already taken, anyway. Besides, they're playing Tampa Bay away today at Tropicana Field in Florida."
"I'd rather go fishing, anyway," said Mike looking up at the sky. "It's a beautiful day to float the boat on the water, have a few beers, and a few laughs. What do you say? C'mon, let's go fishing."
"You guys are boring. You act, as if you're retired. You're already old fuddy-duddies," said John looking at his two friends. "You never want to do anything. Don't you know what day it is today?"
"It's Saturday," said Bob. "So?"
"What else?" John looked at his friends with a face full of excitement.
"July 14th," said Mike. "So?"
"What else?" John looked from Bob to Mike.
"I dunno. I give up," said Bob. "Is it your birthday?"
"I really don't care what day it is, other than I'm off from work," said Mike slapping Bob a high five.
"Today is naked women day, Nude Day," said John. "I say we go downtown and celebrate Nude Day with all those hot, young, drunken and drugged out chicks stripping off their clothes to celebrate the holiday naked on the Boston Common, while splashing and frolicking in the Frog Pond."
"Last year the cops came and threatened to arrest everyone for removing their clothes," said Bob.
"They threaten to arrest everyone, every year, but they never do. For one day a year, Nude Day, it's a game they all play to keep Nude Day from turning into a naked orgy. After the cops leave, the women take off their tops and bras again anyway," said John. "C'mon. Let's go. I wanna see some tits. I love tits, round, full tits, with big, puffy, pink nipples. Maybe we'll get lucky."
"Nah, we did that last year and almost got beat up by their drunken boyfriends for leering at their naked girlfriends," said Mike.
"C'mon, you guys. We should do something fun to celebrate National Nude Day, the naked holiday. A day of being naked only comes around once a year and by the time the freezing cold of winter comes around too soon again, we'll be kicking ourselves, if we don't do something sexually fun this summer," said John looking from Bob to Mike.
"Nah, I'd rather go fishing," said Mike.
"Me, too," said Bob. "At my age, the only time I'll get lucky is maybe catching a fish, instead of a naked woman."
"I know what we can do," said John. "We can go to Kelly's Irish Tavern and Pub in South Boston. We haven't been to Southie since the big brawl at the Saint Paddy's Day parade."
"Why get drunk in a bar, when we can soak up the fresh air and sunshine on a boat? We may even catch a fist or two," said Bob. "I'm with Mike. I vote to go fishing."
"Kelly's always hire strippers that walk the bar for the customers' entertainment on Nude Day," said John. "Last year, in honor of Nude Day, the owner had that Playboy Playmate, Miss July of 2011, signing autographed photos of herself naked self. Boy, did she ever have big tits. Maybe he'll have her again or have Miss Playboy Playmate of 2011 or Miss July of 2012. I just love Playboy Playmates."
"Nah, even though there are always lots of naked and semi-naked chicks in the bar and in the Boston Common, we never score because the three of us are old and fat," said Mike waving a hand of disinterest.
"Unfortunately, I have to agree with Mike. With my best days long behind me, if I were a younger man with more hair, all my teeth, and a harder and bigger cock, I'd gladly hangout at Kelly's Pub," said Bob. "Definitely, if I looked the way I did twenty years ago, I'd get lucky. In the way that I look now, I'll just be ignored."
"Yeah, young chicks don't want fat and old guys. If only I were rich, women wouldn't care what the Hell I looked like," said Mike with sadness. "C'mon, let's go fishin'. Not bad enough looking yet, to scare off the fish, the fish don't give a shit what the Hell we look like. I'll even buy the beer," said Mike.
Armed with a couple of coolers and a case of cold ones, John, Bob, and Mike guided their small boat to a place where they had never fished before. Further out than they usually go and further away from the shore, they hoped the fish were biting in this new place, out in the middle of nowhere. Still not having any luck with the fish and after drinking one too many beers, getting late in the afternoon, the three men more cared about heading for home than catching fish.
"Hey, look over there in the water," said John. "What's that?"
"It's a green fish bobbing it's head up and down in the water," said Mike. "It's taunting us and teasing us, begging to be caught," he laughed. "That fish is laughing at us. C'mon, let's get the bastard."
"Nah, you're drunk," said Bob. "That's not a fish. It's a beer bottle, to be exact, it's a Saint Pauli Girl beer bottle. Having swallowed enough of them, I'd recognize that label drunk and with my eyes half closed," he said slurring his words, while drunk and with his eyes half closed.
John steered his little boat close enough to grab the bottle by the neck.
"Hey, there's something inside," he said retrieving the bottle from the water and shaking it.
"Maybe there's a secret message inside," said Mike, "written by someone long ago, who was trapped on a desert island. Maybe they rolled up a map and stuck it in there to where they buried a chest of treasure for us to find. Boy, I'd love to find a treasure chest full of money."
"You have quite the imagination, Mike. Toss me the bottle opener," said John.
As soon as he popped the top, a bluish/green mist emerged from the bottle and grew bigger and wider, before taking form in the shape of a man more than 7' tall. With the bottom part of the him, his ankles and feet, still trapped in the bottle, all three men fell back on their haunches, when a Genii appeared suspended in midair.
"Whoever shall save me, I'm at your demand. I give you one wish. Your wish is my command," he said with authority and folding his arms across his chest, while glaring down at the three men.
"Gees, why couldn't we get Barbara Eden," said Mike whispering to Bob, "instead of this fat, old Genii? I always loved her. She had big tits and was wicked pretty."
"First of all, I'm in the same boat with you three knuckleheads. I can hear you," said the Genii. "Secondly, Barbara Eden wasn't a real Genii. She was an actress on a situation comedy in the '60's playing a Genii. Now make your wish, so that I can be on my way," he said impatiently. "I haven't seen my five wives and thirty-seven children in one-hundred-fifty years."
"Sorry," said Mike.
"He has a German accent," whispered John. "I figured he'd have an accent from a middle eastern country. Aren't all Genii's from Persia or Morocco?"
"Duh, Saint Pauli Girl is German beer. He's probably a German Genii," said Bob from Berlin or Heidelberg."
"I've been locked in that damn beer bottle, since the 19th century, 1857 to be exact, one-hundred-fifty-five years to be exact, when I gave the founder of Saint Pauli Girl his wish to start a brewery. I swear, I had no idea that St. Pauli was his wife. Oh, but that wench was wicked good in bed and even better, when on her knees. She did things to me that even a Genii can't and shouldn't do," he said with a smile. "Now make you wishes."
"Damn," said Bob. "I don't care how good someone is in bed, I'd never want to be trapped in an empty beer bottle for more than one-hundred-fifty-five years. That's just wrong."
"Pardon me, tired of waiting for you guys to make a wish, I really have to take a wicked bad piss," said the Genii, turning the other way to pee over the side of the boat. Twenty minutes later with the water steaming from a yellow haze floating across on the surface of the water, he was done peeing. "Ah, you have no idea how much better I feel relieving my bladder after one hundred and fifty-five years," he said patting his big belly.
"I never saw or heard anyone pee that long and that much. Look," said Mike pointing to the water. "Dead fish are floating to the surface. At least we know there are fish in there or were in there. Gross. The water stinks of urine."
"Sorry, sometimes that happens. Now, what the Hell do you guys want for setting me free? Whoever shall save me, I'm at your demand. I give you one wish. Your wish is my command," said the Genii folding his arms in front of his body again but being more officious this time, before looking at Bob first. "What's your wish?"
"I want to live to be 110, no 125, and be in perfect health, until the day that I die," said Bob to the Genii. "Deferring collecting Social Security, until I receive the maximum benefit in my old age, I wanna outlive my wife and kids and collect on their life insurance policies, too. Then, maybe at 95-years-old, I'll find a nice looking 40-year-old woman. I want people to say, when seeing me in my coffin, how good I still look for a dead man," said Bob to John and Mike.
"Are you sure your wish is to live to be 125-year-old and in perfect health?" The Genii looked at him long and hard. "Once I grant you your wish, I can't take it back."
"Yeah, I'm sure. What are you nuts? Who wouldn't want to live to be 125-years-old and be in perfect health?"
"Your wish is granted," said the Genii to Bob with a nod of his head.
Suddenly, magically, and instantly, Bob looked younger and had no more aches and pains. Muscles replaced fat and his hair and teeth returned to him. Then, when he looked down his pants, low and behold, his cock was bigger and harder than it's ever been.
"Wow! I feel great," he said doing his best impersonation of Tony the Tiger.
"What about you, nimrod?" The Genii turned Mike. " Whoever shall save me, I'm at your demand. I give you one wish. Your wish is my command," said the Genii with his arms folded across his chest, while glaring at Mike.
"My name is Mike, Genii. Careful or instead of allowing you to grant me my wish, I'll stick your ass back in this bottle," he said, while John held up the Genii in the bottle and as the bottle exploded in hand.
"Best you not piss off a Genii," whispered John shaking his head and recoiling away from the Genii.
"Yeah," said Bob looking out at all the dead fish. "Definitely, just as you don't want to piss him off, you don't want him peeing on you either."
"As a Genii of honor, even though you've insulted me, I'll still grant you your one wish. Just hurry up and make a wish, Mike, please. I have places to go, things to do, and people to see. What is your wish?"
"Okay, I want a million, no a billion American dollars in cash and in small, unmarked bills," said Mike, but not here and not right now. I want the money deposited down my cellar. Otherwise, my hardwood floor in my house would cave in. I'm always thinking," he said tapping his head with his index finger. "Do you know how much a billion dollars weighs? If he dumped a billion dollars on our little boat, now, we'd sink to the bottom."
"No, I have no idea how much a billion dollars weighs," said Bob. "How much does a billion dollars weigh?"
"Let's see," said Mike, "I read somewhere that a million dollars in one hundred dollar bills weighs 22 pounds. So, if a million dollars in one hundred dollars bills weighs 22 pounds than a billion dollars would weigh...220 pounds for 10 million, 2,220 for 100 million and--"
"Gees, a billion dollars weighs 22,220 pounds," said the Genii. "What don't you understand about just adding zeros. You really are a nimrod, aren't you? Let's get on with this, shall we?"
"Oh, and as part of my wish, I want a bag filled with tens and twenties, ten thousand dollars in total to be exact, with a note that just reads, 'Bye!', to rid myself of my wife, Sheila," he said laughing. "Once I have my billion dollars cash in hand, I'll be kissing her ass good-bye and ten thousand dollars is all she's worth. With us being married almost ten years, I figure a thousand dollars a year is more than enough to leave her."
"Are you sure your wish is to have a billion American dollars in small, unmarked bills deposited on your cellar floor, along with a bag of ten thousand dollars in small bills, with the note, "Bye!", to rid yourself of your wife, Sheila?" The Genii looked at him long and hard. "Once I grant you your wish, I can't take it back."
"Duh? Who wouldn't want to have a billion dollars in cash and to get rid of his wife at the same time? With being single and on the prowl again, I can only imagine all the things that I can do and all the women I can have with a billion dollars in cash," he said giving the thumbs up to his friends. "Aren't you glad we went fishing on Nude Day, John?"
"Your wish is granted," said the Genii to Mike with a nod of his head.
"Oh, my God. I can't wait to go home to see all that beautiful money," said Mike rubbing his hands together, as if he was a fly that just landed on a lump of excrement. "Money, money, money, a billion dollars in money."
"Now you," said the Genii to John. "What do you want? Whoever shall save me, I'm at your demand. I give you one wish. Your wish is my command," said the Genii folding his arms across his chest and peering down at John.
"That's easy," he said with a big smile.
"Aw, gees, there's always one in every crowd, who reads Arabian literature and who knows exactly what to wish for, when the time to make a wish is at hand. I already know what your wish is," said the Genii dryly. "It's been done before and by better men than you, Rockefeller, Carnegie, Vanderbilt, Gates, Zuckerberg, and Obama, even those no talent bums, Howard Sterns and Howie Mandel both came across a Genii, once in their lives."
"Then, of course, you already know that, as my one wish, I want more wishes," said John.
"I figured as much," said the Genii, "but you just can't ask for more wishes. We have a cap, you know. There's a limit to the number of wishes that you can ask for and that I can give you," said the Genii looking at John long and hard. "I'll tell you what I'll do to be fair. I'll give you three wishes, instead of just the one wish. That way, you can wish for health, wealth, and happiness, as everyone else with no imagination does, when they can't think of anything else to wish for, after they've wasted their one wish on world peace, or to feed all the hungry, or to cure Cancer. God, I hate hippies," he said. "They're all so altruistic and so out of touch with the today's state of political reality."
"I wish I had thought of asking for more wishes," said Bob. "I would have thrown in a beautiful woman, too with my longevity, one with big tits, named Crystal, Tiffany, Ellie Mae Clampett, or Elvira, if you know what I mean."
"Me, too," said Mike. "I wish I had thought to ask for more wishes. I would have wished that my wife, Sheila, was already my ex-wife and long gone, so I wouldn't have to go through a nasty divorce and give her any part of my billion dollars."
"I hope you're going to split your wishes with us, John," said Bob.
"Yeah, be a pal, John, and give us each another wish," said Mike.
"Thirteen wishes, Genii," said John. "My wish is to have thirteen wishes."
"I'll grant you five and that's as many wishes as--"
"One hundred wishes, then," said John. "I want one hundred wishes. My wish is to have one hundred--"
"Okay, okay. Whoever shall save me, I'm at your demand. I give you thirteen wishes. Your wishes are my command," he said folding his arms across his chest, while glaring down at John. "You're worse than Donald Trump. Every time he makes a wish, he buys another property, renews his stupid television show, The Apprentice, and gets divorced to marry another, young enough to be his daughter. raving beauty."
"Thank you, Genii."
"Thirteen wishes it is," said the Genii eying John with curiosity. "Your wishes are granted," said the Genii to John with a nod of his head. "Now make your wishes. I'm curious what you're going to wish for with 13 wishes."
"I don't want to make my wishes, now. I'd rather wait," said John with thoughtfulness.
"Smart man," said the Genii reaching in his pocket and pulling out a coin, a gold doubloon, and tossing it to John. "When you're ready to make your wishes, rub the coin and say, Genii three times and in quick succession."
Then, in the same bluish/green mist that he arrived in, he disappeared.
"Wow! I don't believe this," said Bob. "Look at me. I look and feel twenty years younger."
"A billion dollars. I can't believe I have a billion dollars waiting for me at the house," said Mike.
"What are you wishing for with your thirteen wishes?" Bob looked at John.
"Yeah, what's up your sleeve, John?" Mike looked at his friend with curiosity.
"I haven't decided, yet, but, since you guys didn't want to celebrate National Nude Day, I want to do something in the spirit of Nude Day for next year."
Even though the Genii warned them to be careful in what they wished for and to make sure that what they wished for is what they really wanted, Bob and Mike didn't put the thought in their wishes that John had. While driving home drunk, after dropping off John and Mike at their houses, Bob was too drunk to see the stop sign and crashed his truck into a station wagon full of six Nuns. A horrific accident, a waste of good pussy, five, young convent Nuns of the Holy Order of Saintly Virgins burnt to death in their vehicle.
Oh, the inhumanity of it all, to die before ever experiencing a cock. The one Nun, who didn't die was the Nun, who was sitting next to her unlocked door and who wasn't wearing her seatbelt. Miraculously with God protecting her, she was thrown from the car and survived with just a broken arm and leg. With the anger of a empowered court, a fed up judge, and a vengeful jury in support of Sister Mary Frances, she sat in the witness stand to point out the man, who killed her five fellow sisters.
"That's him! That's the drunken man, who sped through the stop sign and T-boned our car," said Sister Mary Frances.
Found guilty of five counts of vehicular manslaughter, his third drunken driving offense, the judge threw the book at him and sentenced him to 20 years to life for each Nun he killed. Basically given a life sentence with Bob already 45-years-old, even with good behavior, he wouldn't be getting out of prison for 80-years, when he'd be 125-years-old. Now, wishing he were dead, he wished he never wished for a longer life. Instead, like John, he wished he had save his wish. If he still had his one wish, he could use it to wish to escape from prison. If only, like John, he had the foresight enough to ask for more wishes.
Mike wasn't having much success with his wish either. Expecting to see a billion American dollars in small, unmarked bills, along with a paper bag filled with ten thousand dollars with the note, "Bye!", he saw nothing. With his front door wide open, as if his house had been suddenly abandoned, Mike was surprised to see his house was empty. With no sign of his wife, he knocked at his neighbor's door.
"Hi, Marge. Sheila isn't home and I was just wondering if--"
"Oh, I thought she was with you. An armored car, five of them, actually, left your house an hour ago. I figured you guys were moving. Here," she said handing him a bag. "Sheila gave me this to give to you."
When Mike returned home, he dumped the contents of the bag on the kitchen table and counted the money. A mere ten thousand dollars, there was a note intended for her but given to him, "Bye!" She left with all of his money.



John decided to use his thirteen wishes sparingly, albeit wisely, and not waste them on a bigger house, a new car, mere money, and/or longevity and health. Instead, before making any of his wishes, he waited. Months flew by from Nude Day, the day he encountered the Genii stuck in a St. Pauli Girl beer bottle. August, September, October, November, December, January, February, March, April, May, June, and July rolled by with John still not using any of his wishes.
He could have wished Bob out of Jail, but he didn't waste a wish on him. He could have wished Mike another billion dollar fortune, but he didn't waste a wish on him either. He needed all of his 13 wishes to fulfill his wish list. Finally, on Sunday, July 14th, 2013, Nude Day, John pulled out his gold doubloon and rubbed it.
"Genii. Genii. Genii."
Immediately, the same bluish/green mist appeared, but this time, instead of over the water, the bluish/green mist appeared in his house.
" Whoever shall save me, I'm at your demand. I give you one wish. Your wish is my command. Oh, it's you again. The thirteen wish man. I hope you'll make better wishes than your two friends," he said with a laugh. "What do you want? Tell me, what are your wishes, so that I can return to what I was doing with Lindsay Lohan, Paris Hilton, Britney Spears, and Kim Kardashian."
"John handed the Genii a Playboy magazine. My thirteen wishes are to have Miss January, Miss February, Miss March, Miss April, Miss May, Miss June, Miss July, Miss August, Miss September, Miss October, Miss November, and Miss December from the Playboy Playmate list. As my thirteenth wish, I wish for a billion dollar transferred to my account. I need the money to buy a yacht and to cover my traveling expenses, so that I can endlessly travel the world, while celebrating Nude Day every day with my twelve, naked Playboy playmates."
"Good use of wishes. I wish I had thought of that," said the Genii. " Whoever shall save me, I'm at your demand. I grant you your thirteen wishes. Your wishes are my command," said the Genii folding his arms across his chest. "Your wishes are granted," said the Genii to John with a nod of his head.
With his yacht christened, Saint Pauli Girl, John sailed away with his twelve Playboy Playmates, never to be seen again.
"Ah, don't you just love a happy ending? I do."
THE END
This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, make a comment and add me and/or this story to your favorite list.
Celebrities get naked, when models are a no show.
*
At the time, in celebration of Nude Day, it was a good idea to hire every day, average looking people, albeit emaciated looking people, to model nude, as the Director's way to show the continuing problem of world hunger in his documentary, Hunger Around the World. As a financial bonus, instead of hiring more costly professional models, models that would surely cost him $250 an hour, instead of the $50 an hour he paid these average, everyday looking people to model nude, hiring common people would give him the realism he needed, while maintaining the documentary's tight production budget. Just as they had one hundred select celebrities in attendance, they had ten nude models from the ten poorest countries in the world, Ethiopia, Niger, Central African Republic, Giunea-Bissau, Union of Comoros, Republic of Somalia, The Solomon Islands, Republic of Zimbabwe, Republic of Liberia, and the Democratic Republic of Congo, playing their naked roles. How the modeling agency found these people from these countries living in America and willing to strip naked in a documentary was a monumental task that took weeks of searching, negotiating, and planning.
Most people would think that India and Afghanistan would make the list of the poor of the poorest countries, but India and Afghanistan are rich compared to some of these other above mentioned countries of Africa. Further, the fact that these ten people from these ten poorest of countries in the world were all very dark in color added to the contrast of rich and poor and white and black, even though there were many black celebrities in attendance. Money and corruption are the reasons why there are so many hungry people and money and corruption are the reasons why there will always be hungry people.
Rather than just photographing naked people, rather than having well groomed, good looking, and well fed, albeit naked, professional models tell the world, why they're so hungry, the director thought it would make more of an impact statement to have average, too thin people, instead of models graphically showing the world hunger issues by displaying their too thin, naked bodies. Models freely choose to be so hungry for the sake of staying skinny to continue to model in their modeling careers, whereas the poor, starving people of the world that the movie was about, were those people, who don't have a choice with regard to hunger, as they never have enough food to eat. These were the people that the director wanted to capture mingling with rich celebrities at a cocktail party and during dinner. While the celebrities dined upon a literal feast of delicacies from around the world, these hungry appearing naked models would eat the insufficient and not very nourishing and/or appealing cultural food they normally eat, when living in their country. Of course, after the cameras were off, they'd be appropriately fed and given the same food, as their celebrity counterparts.
A documentary that no one has dared to do before, as an explicitly graphic display, to be released with the celebrated occasion of National Nude Day on July 14th at a theatre near you, no doubt, this film would not only open the eyes of so many but also would win awards. Maybe, after people saw this film, the world would make more of a focused effort to eradicate hunger and poverty around the globe by deposing those dictators and removing those politicians, who more cared about their personal wealth than they do about the people they represent. Where better a place to start than Hollywood to corral one hundred, very rich celebrities to help make their documentary? Whose better voice to use than to put the celebrity voices to all that they've seen and done to help others not as blessed, while in their travels around the world?
Imagine watching a film with Brad Pitt and his wife, Angelina Jolie, George Clooney with his current girlfriend, Stacy Keibler, Tom Hanks and his wife, Rita Wilson, Oprah Winfrey with her best (ahem) friend, Gayle King, Tom Cruise and his wife, Katie Holmes, and John Travolta and his wife, Kelly Preston, along with eighty-eight other celebrities and ten naked models peppered in the scenes and acting as if they're fully dressed. Designed to be such, the movie may have been an award winning documentary but what it turned into was a drunken, sexual fiasco. It wasn't until in the editing room that the director realized he had a much better movie edited from the cutting room floor than he had anticipated and ever hoped to dare imagine with his Hunger Around the World documentary.
Instead of making his movie on hunger, what he had instead was a movie on complacency, another reason why hunger exists, because if they're not the one hungry, too few others truly care enough to make a real impact on eradicating hunger. Instead of being there to make their impact statements on hunger, what he had was celebrities acting out as their spoiled selves. Instead of voicing their experiences, giving their opinions, and even offering solutions on how to solve the world hunger problem, celebrities were more concerned with who slept with who and who was sleeping with who. Actually, the best part of the film and the reason why so many people would go to see such a film about world hunger was to see the celebrities, people with no shame, washing their dirty laundry in public and on film.
The nightmare in Hollywood started when, someone, a lowly production assistant, no doubt, in charge of such minor details, since all the amateur models had speaking parts, forgot to register the nude models with the Screen Actors' Guild. At $2,335 a model to sign up 10 people is a stiff $23,500, which is where the celebrities come in to play. With each celebrity paying $10,000 a plate to be there as their goodwill publicity part of an award winning documentary on hunger, the million dollars received from just the cover charge would more than cover the SAG signup cost, along with production costs for the live shoot and the expenses to host the banquet. Only, with all the models given lines and speaking parts, without a SAG card, the nude models weren't allowed to appear and speak in the movie and, without nude models showcasing hunger, there was no movie, or so thought the director. Union rules are union rules and everyone from the camera crew, to the production staff, and to catering would just walk off the set.
"Attention everyone. Attention, please. Hi everyone. I apologize for the interruption. For those who don't know me from my documentaries, I'm Ken Burns, your host. Hi," he said lifting his hand in a wave, as he gazed upon the celebrity crowd, while the nude models filed from the room.
"Hi Ken," said a few celebrities from the crowd.
"I haven't seen this many celebrities in one room, since the Oscars," he said with a nervous laugh. "Unfortunately, in honor of Nude Day and to showcase world hunger, we were to have ten nude models to film, every day, average people, actually. Only," he paused to look out over the crowd again. "There was just one small, missed detail that someone forgot, along the way. Difficult to find people from the poorest countries in the world living here in the United States and even more difficult to find people willing to strip naked to be filmed, even on Nude Day, inexcusably, the modeling agency we used didn't supply us with SAG models. None of the models they gave us had a SAG card. Unfortunately, since all the models have speaking parts and as you all know, we can't use models that haven't joined SAG. Unfortunately, we can't make this documentary. Unfortunately..."
"Hell, why shit can the whole thing? We're all here," said Brad Pitt looking around his table. "Keep filming," he said with a wave of his hand. "You may be surprised, what you'll capture on film and after a lot of editing--"
"And a lot of drinking," said George Clooney raising his glass and making everyone laugh.
"With a little snip here and a big clip there, you just may have yourself a documentary," persisted Brad, despite the levity from his friend.
If only he knew how prophetic his words were. If only he knew that this film would go down in history, as the biggest celebrity orgy the modern world has ever seen. If only they knew that this naked bash would be the best damn Nude Day ever.
"Maybe we can give your camera crew enough raw footage that you won't need naked models to make your film," chimed in George Clooney. "You can always insert videos of naked people after the fact, ones without a speaking role, to show the contrast from rich to poor and well fed to starvation."
"For a little added spice and to give your movie an R rating, there's enough celebrities in this room with sex tapes. You can cut and paste some of those scenes in your movie," said Tom Cruise with a laugh and making everyone laugh.
"Don't you dare," said Paris Hilton feigning embarrassment.
"I'll see you in court with an injunction to stop your movie, if you do," said Kim Kardashian with a mean, little laugh.
"I don't care if you use my sex tapes," said Britney Spears.
"We all know something about hunger," said John Travolta. "With all of us having traveled the world, we've not only seen starvation first hand but also we've all been responsible in helping to help feed millions of people."
"Okay, alright. Fair enough," said the director. "Yeah, that's the spirit. Let's do this then," he said looking out over the celebrated collection of celebrities. "On you marks. Ready. Action!"
With 100 celebrities locked on a sound set stage made to look like a hotel ballroom, a dozen roving cameras roamed the floor filming the rich and famous sitting at their tables and eating dinner, while another eight stationary cameras shot the action and listened in from all sides of the huge room, as celebrities, hopefully, discussed poverty. If the naked models couldn't show the disparity between the rich and the poor than the sumptuous food the celebrities were served surely would.
"I'm hungry," said John Travolta. "Let's eat! Where's the food? I haven't eaten all day. I figured at ten grand a plate, we'd be eating something decent, so I saved my appetite."
"You're always hungry, Johnny," said his wife, Kelly Preston. "If you didn't exercise as much as you do, you'd weigh 300 pounds," she said with a laugh. "You'd look much like the character you played in your movie, Michael."
"Speaking of hunger. Did you know," said George Clooney staying with the hunger theme, "that Protein-Energy Malnutrition, PEM, is the most lethal form of malnutrition and hunger?"
"I didn't know that said Brad Pitt sitting next to his wife, Angelina Jolie, and at the same table as Stacy Keibler, George's date, Jennifer Aniston and her date, Tom Hanks and his wife, Rita Wilson, and John Travolta and his wife, Kelly Preston, one of George Clooney's old lovers. "With the thousands of poor people we helped in New Orleans, Louisiana, after hurricane Katrina, I always figured it was just not having enough food that starved so many. I didn't know there was a missing specific nutritional ingredient or component responsible for so many deaths," said Brad.
"I think the seating arrangement is rather odd," said Jennifer Aniston ignoring the hunger topic of discussion and interrupting the world hunger dialogue to interject her personal opinion with attitude. "Other than hoping we'd make a scene, by getting in a heated argument, even a catfight and rip off one another's clothes, no doubt, I don't understand why they continue sitting me with you, Brad, and you, Angelina," she said without looking at either one to address her displeasure with the seating arrangements.
"Maybe it's just for comparison sake," said Angelina, before slowly looking over at Jennifer and forcing a slow smile, as if she wasn't worth the effort of even turning her head to look her way, never mind smile at her. Then, sticking out her nearly bare chest that was barely concealed by her designer ball gown and pursing her full, red lips, she gave Jennifer her movie star look, while batting her long, false, eyelashes at her.
"Pardon?" Jennifer stared at her ex-husband's new bride with a face full of hate. "What did you just say to me?"
"Look at me," said Angelina with a slow wave of her hand, while slowly looking down at herself, as if displaying herself as a showcase on the Price Is Right, before quickly glancing at Jennifer, "and look at you. I look like a Hollywood movie star and, well...you don't," she said making a sour face at Jennifer, "is all that I'm saying."
"Bitch," said Jennifer.
"Now, now, ladies," said George. "We're all friends here or used to be friends, once," he said looking squarely at Kelly Preston's exposed, ample cleavage.
"Used to be friends is the appropriate phrase, isn't it George? After you gave my wife that pet pig, Max, who lived for eighteen, long years," said John Travolta, "I always wondered and wanted to ask you a question."
"Yes," said George. "What would you like to know, John?" Clooney turned to smile at his girlfriend Stacy, before focusing his attention on Travolta.
"What man gives the woman he's fucked a pig?" As if he was Vincent Vega in Pulp Fiction, John gave George and icy cold stare. "Were you calling my wife a pig, George, when you gave her a pig? Is that it? Were you calling my Kelly a pig?"
"Certainly not," said George looking from John to Kelly and back to John with shocked disbelief. "Why must we dredge this up every time we're together, John? The pig was just a gift, after Kelly said she'd love to have a pet pig," said George smiling at Kelly, before returning his focused attention to John, and after taking his girlfriend's hand in his and squeezing it.
"Even after all these years, I still can't remove the image from my mind of your hairy, naked body sweating all over my naked wife, while boning her," said Travolta to Clooney, while munching on a breadstick and nodding his head, no doubt, inspired to speak out, after seeing George eyeing his wife's abundant breasts. "Actually, I'm surprised that you even fucked my wife because," said Travolta taking his breadstick and using it as a cock prop to stroke and suck. "Truth be told, as reported in the Hollywood rumor mill, where there's smoke there's fire," he said with a laugh. "Much like what's been reported of you in the tabloids, I always thought you were gay."
"Johnny," said Kelly looking from her husband with awkwardness to give George an apologetic look, before looking back at her husband, "I can assure you that George is not gay," said Kelly with a nervous laugh, while patting her husband's hand, their secret cue for him to cool it and calm the fuck down.
"Is that right?" Ignoring his wife's hand pat, John looked at his wife looking at George. "Well, if you ask me, even back then, he had gay tendencies with him forcing you to suck his cock," said John, while using his breadstick as a pointer and demonstration tool, "before fucking you up the ass."
"Johnny, stop. I'm so totally humiliated," said Kelly. "I'm so embarrassed," she said raising her hand to cover her red face.
"When I was dating your wife, John, long before you married her or even dated her, I might add, I was always politely respectful of her," said George leaning forward and reaching across the table to smile at Kelly and to take hold of her hand, while winking at her, before refocusing his attention on his date, Stacy, and on John Travolta. "As a man who doesn't kiss and tell but, by disclosing the intimate details of our brief, romantic union this one time, in hope that this will forever end the never ending dialogue, once and for all, Kelly begged me to cum in her mouth, just as she begged me to fuck her up the ass. Isn't that right, Kelly? Tell him," coerced George. "Tell your husband how you begged me to cum in your mouth and fuck you up the ass, Kelly."
"This is hardly appropriate dinner conversation," said Tom Hanks looking apologetically at his wife, Rita Wilson, before looking at George Clooney. "Cover your ears, sweetheart," said Tom to Rita.
"Shouldn't we be discussing world hunger and talking about those who are starving," said Rita elbowing Tom's arms away, when he tried to cover her ears with his hands.
"Actually, George," said Kelly ignoring Tom and Rita's requests to change the topic of discussion from sex to hunger. "As I did with all my dates back then, I was prepared to blow you, but not fuck you, and certainly not fuck you anally," she said shaking her head from side to side, while making a disagreeable face, as if the bitter memory of their sexual union was something so sour.
"I see," said George. "That's not the way that I remember our date. The way that I remember our time together was you being hungry for my cock and you begging me to fuck you up the ass, after having blown me."
"Being that it happened so long ago, perhaps you're mistaking me for someone else," said Kelly looking at Stacy, "one of your long line of girlfriends."
"No, I remember distinctly that it was you. Trust me, guys don't forget their conquests, especially when their lovers were as beautiful and as sexually provocative and erotically adventurous, as were you," said George with a victorious smile.
"To be bluntly honest, George. My apologies to you, Rita, for having to be so graphically explicit, but I need to clear the air by defending myself for once and for all. I didn't know you were going to have anal sex with me, George," said Kelly pointing her manicured finger at him. "When you twirled me around and bent me over, with so very little time to react, I figured you were going to fuck me doggie style. I was shocked, when you plunged your cock deep in my ass, humped me hard, and had me squealing so much like Max, that cute, little, perfect, pet pig you gave me." She looked at George and bit her lip, as if reliving the experience again that happened so long ago.
"See? I knew it! You took advantage of Kelly by fucking her up the ass," said John, you dirty son-of-a-bitch.
"Mentioning it just in passing, even though I told you that pigs were cute, I never thought you'd actually buy me a pet pig, George. Maybe in the way that I was screaming and trying to pull away from you, when you were having anal sex with me, I reminded you of a pig. I don't know," said Kelly. "Yet, for you to buy me a pig, after so treating me as if I was your personal pig, forget about John suspecting you to be gay, in the deplorable, disrespectful, and rough way you treated me, truth be told, I always wondered if you hated women."
"He bought me a pet pig, too," confessed Stacy. "He buys all his women pet pigs. I didn't see the harm in it, but now I do," she said pulling her hand away from George's hand. "He bought you the smallest one, Kelly, and he bought me the biggest pig I've ever seen, an 800-pound porker. I see the symbolism, now," said Stacy with sadness. "I'm nothing more than his big pig."
"See? Even Kelly admits that you forced her to have anal sex with you and even your girlfriend admits you called her a pig, by buying her one, you dirty bastard," said John. "Even your current girlfriend sees the sick symbolism in you buying her a pet pig, too. You're a woman hater. That's what you are," said John pointing at George with the bitten end of his breadstick. "A God damn woman hater, which explains why you have a different woman by your side every time we meet."
"Allow your wife to finish, John. Let her tell her side of the story," said George trying to act calm but suddenly acting nervously embarrassed in front of Stacy and the rest of the others, who were silently sitting at his table. "Go ahead, tell him, Kelly, so that we can clear this up once and for all that I didn't call you a pig. Tell John that I'm not gay, as your husband believes I am, and I'm not a woman hater, as you and Stacy think I am," said George giving John a satisfied smile of vindication.



"It was a time just after I made the movie, Twins, with Arnold Schwarzenegger, in 1988, and three years, before I married Johnny in '91," said Kelly. "Arnold was another man, who wouldn't take no for an answer and who fucked me senseless, even though he was married to Maria Shriver at the time," said Kelly rolling her eyes, before putting a practiced hand to her forehead, as if she was a damsel in distress and about to be tied to a train track. "Insatiable for my mouth, he was another man, who always forced me to blow him, too. Oh, the indignity of being on your knees with a hard, hairy cock in your mouth, while wearing a designer gown, and forced to swallow. To be honest, to this day, I never understood one word that Arnold ever said to me, especially when he was sexually excited and cumming in my mouth."
"You poor, poor dear," said Angelina. "Tell us, Kelly. You're among friends. How did Arnold force you to blow him? Did he tie you up?" Suddenly Angelina appeared sexually aroused. "Did he force you to your knees and hold you down?" Her face was flushed and she started breathing heavier. "Did he slap you and tear off your clothes?" She looked as if she was going to have an orgasm. "Did he pull your long hair and, when you opened your mouth to scream, he filled your open mouth with his big, hard, hairy cock and humped your mouth and fucked your face?"
"No," said Kelly. "Not at all."
"Or did he put a heavy hand to the back of your head and fill your mouth with his little, soft cock?" Jennifer glared at Brad, before giving him a look of vengeful victory.
"No," said Kelly.
"Then, I don't understand how Arnold forced you to blow him, Kelly," said Rita.
"He offered me another movie role," she said wiping away nonexistent tears. "How could I say no to that? You all know how difficult it is for an older woman to get a good role."
"Oh," said everyone at the table at once.
"That's happened to all of us, I'm afraid," said Angelina. "We've all been in that position, some more than others," she said looking at Jennifer Aniston. "Did you like the knee pads I sent you for Christmas, Jennifer?"
"Fuck you, bitch," said Jennifer to Angelina. "I only did what I needed to do at the time that I was doing it. You on the other hand, no matter if they're men or women, you're playing your whore role 24/7."
"A rising starlet, I was so young and vulnerable back then," said Kelly. "I had barely fucked a few dozen men, before I met you, Johnny," she said with a plastic smile, while wiping away a nonexistent tear. "Practically still a virgin, I never had anal sex, until you, George. What did I know about anal sex? Surely something that felt so good can't be so bad."
"Tell me this," said John looking at Stacy. "I'm sorry, what's your name again? George goes through women in the way that I go through movie roles. You're very beautiful, by the way."
"Stacy. Stacy Keibler. Thank you," she said already appearing tense by the mood and the hostile conversation at the table. "I've seen all of your films," she said smiling at John Travolta. "You're a wonderful actor. I loved you in Pulp Fiction and Get Shorty, when--"
"Yeah, yeah, whatever, anyway, answer me this one question," said John dismissing her with a wave of his breadstick, as if he was a conductor conducting his orchestra with his sesame seed baton. "Does George fuck you up the ass?"
"Fuck me up the ass?" She laughed nervously. "I'd rather not say," she said blushing and noticeably stiffening, while eying George, but still maintaining eye contact with John. "That's rather a crassly personal question but--," said Stacy, no doubt, feeling pressured to answer the question under the star struck stare of John Travolta's celebrity status.
"The reason why I ask you that is because I don't think that Georgie boy, Boy George," said John with a sick laugh. "I don't think he can have normal sex with a woman. Secretly, if he hasn't already with his pal, Brad over there, what he really wants is a man and not a woman. As merely his window dressing for his fans not to suspect him of being the flaming fag that he is, that would explain why he's with so very many, beautiful women. Instead of a pussy, what he really wants is a cock."
"Hey, hey, fuckwad, George and I had sex only that one time," said Brad asserting himself with a point of his finger and a reassuring nod of his head.
"Thank you Brad for broadcasting that tidbit of personal, and I might add, closeted information," said George with a smile, while unbuttoning his collar, loosening his tie, and taking a long sip of his drink.
"We were drunk and curious about gay sex, as every man is," said Brad sitting back in his chair and nodding his head to Angelina with her nodding her head in agreement, while Jennifer had a sick look on her face, as if she was about to vomit.
"Been there, done that, honey," said Angelina patting Brad's hand, baby. "Sometimes you must try both sexes to discover the one that you prefer."
"It's not surprising that you still haven't picked which one to go with yet," said Jennifer with a laugh.
"At least I have sex with others and never with myself, you frigid, little bitch," said Angelina.
"Thank you for your support, dear," said Brad to Angelina. "Everyone knows that Angelina is bi-sexual," said Brad tucking a proud thumb beneath his vest. "Much like any man, she enjoys licking a pussy every now and again. Actually, in her case, more now than then," he said with a laugh. "Hey, I like the fact that my wife is a lesbo. She lets me watch," he said whispering to George, Tom, and John. "Sometimes, she allows me to join in on the fun, too."
"Oh, gross. I think I just threw up in my mouth," said Jennifer. "I'm glad I'm rid of you," she said to Brad.
"I'm a man and God knows I've been drunk," said John Travolta, "but I've never been curious enough to have gay sex with another man."
"Now that you mention it," said Stacy looking from John to George and back to John again. "When we have sex, when I'm not on my knees and giving him a blowjob, while sticking my dildo up his ass, it's always and only anal sex that he wants. Never does he mount me to fuck my pussy. He never even touches my pussy or plays with my clit, and never has he ever eaten me. He doesn't even touch my tits and/or finger my nipples," she said with a sudden sadness. "And I have beautiful tits, the best breasts that money can buy," she said pulling down her gown to show everyone at the table her perfect silicone breasts.
"Very nice," said Tom Hanks.
"Don't even go there," said Rita Wilson punching her husband in the shoulder.
"That's too much personal information, sweetie," said George. "Here, have a breadstick," he said handing her a breadstick and lifting up the front of her gown to cover her exposed breasts.
"I'll feel your tits and finger your nipples," said Brad with a big smile, while raising his hands chest high and opening and closing them, as if in readiness of fondling Stacy's magnificent breasts.
"Me too, but in addition to feeling your breasts, I'd finger your clit, while licking your pussy, too," said Angelina. "For sure, definitely, I'd lick your pussy, too. I'd give you an orgasm, you'd never forget," she said slowly licking her full, red lips.
"Thank you, Brad and Angelina, but no. I'm a one man and no woman kind of woman," said Stacy with a confused look on her face, while looking away from Angelina. "Anyway, George told me more than once that he really likes my ass, which is why, I imagine, he loves fucking me up the ass. I mean, I really don't care," she said leaning in closer to John to talk to him in a hushed whisper, "so long as he continues buying me these beautiful clothes, paying all my bills, and taking me on expensive trips," she said with the smile of a gold digger.
"Didn't I tell you he was queer? I told you he was a fag," John said to Kelly, while pounding his fist on the table. "I knew it. I just knew it. Confirmed bachelor my ass. No heterosexual man in their right mind is a confirmed bachelor. Why else, in the footsteps of Cary Grant and Rock Hudson, would any man not marry and have children? It's unnatural. It's un-American. It's abnormal. It's gay."
"Fuck you, Vinnie Barbarino," said George. "You're just an illiterate, ignorant fuck. You're still mad that I had my way with Kelly twenty-five years ago. You're just pissed that she sucked my cock and I fucked her up her ass."
"Vinnie Barbarino? No one has called me that in years," he said with a laugh. "Vinnie Barbarino would kick your ass for disrespecting my wife by buying her a pig, after she sucked your cock and you fucked her up her ass," said John pointing his half eaten breadstick at George, as if it was a jailhouse shiv.
"Go ahead and try and kick my ass and you'll be eating your food through a straw for a month," said George. "And speaking of fags and queers, don't be throwing stones at glass houses?"
"Huh? Throwing stones at glass houses? What the fuck does that even mean?" Suddenly, with his shoulders raised and his palms up, John reverted back to the facial expressions of Vinnie Barbarino.
"What it means, John boy, is, if you have a thing for the towel drops with cabana boys, happy endings with masseurs, and naked romps with room service waiters, don't be pointing your finger of accusation at me and calling me gay, when you're gay, also," said George. "Or do you hide your gayness in the closet by calling yourself bi-sexual," he said with a laugh.
"Gay? I'm not gay," he said looking at everyone around the table with a half-assed smile on his face. "Go fuck yourself, George. You don't know the facts. What you know are just the lies," said John going from the offensive to the defensive. "Those men are lying about me hoping that I'll pay them to make them and their false claims go away. I plan on defending my heterosexual reputation in a court of law."
"C'mon you guys. We're here for the greater good and to help world hunger and not to rehash old, sexual disagreements," said Tom Hanks.
"Tom's right. Let's not forget why we're all here," said Angelina making goo-goo eyes at Stacy. "If only for an evening, let's put all our differences aside for the bigger and much more important issue of world hunger," she said slowly licking her lips again, before pursing them in a kiss, while staring at Stacy.
"Home wrecker," said Jennifer staring her hostility at Angelina.
"Frigid bitch," said Angelina not even turning to look at Jennifer.
"Whore," said Jennifer pounding the table with her fist.
"Thank you," said Angelina. "If you played the part of a whore, instead of a frigid bitch, maybe you'd still have Brad in your bed."
Meanwhile the next table over wasn't fairing so well, either. Tom Cruise and his wife, Katie Holmes, sat with Nicole Kidman and her husband, Keith Urban, Cameron Diaz and her current boyfriend, Alex Rodriguez, and Penelope Cruz with her new boyfriend, Javier Bardem. Katie Holmes was already more than a little drunk and looking for trouble.
"Just tell me one thing, Cameron Dickass," said Katie.
"What?" Playing the part of the innocent virgin, dumb as a rock, Cameron looked at Katie with a wide smile, while batting her false eyelashes.
"Did you fuck my husband?" With her accusation coming from out of nowhere, she looked squarely at Cameron from across the table.
"Katie? What are you doing? Not here and not now," said Tom smiling a nervous laugh, while trying to control his wife. "Sorry, everyone, she's had a little too much to drink, after dieting to fit in that dress. You look beautiful, honey. That dress looks wonderful on you. Here, have a breadstick."
"Me? I certainly did not have sex with your husband," said Cameron leaning back to look at Alex with a nervous laugh, while turning to look to Tom, before looking around the table at the other guests and smiling. "Other than making out in a scene, I'd never fuck Tom. We're friends," she said reaching out to touch Tom's hand and quickly pulling her hand away, when Katie stabbed the table and just missed stabbing her hand with her salad fork.
"Don't you touch my husband, slut," said Katie.
Tom wrestled the fork from his wife's hand and smiled his apology to everyone.
"We made more than one movie together. We're professionals," said Cameron counting her blessing, along with her fingers.
"Oh, you're a professional alright, a professional prostitute, which would explain why someone like you has made so many films. From director to producer to actor, you've sucked and fucked everyone. Now, I'll ask you again, did you suck my husband's cock?" Katie persevered in her interrogation. Picking up a knife and pointing the business end of it at her, as if it was a pointer, she asked her question again. "Did you blow my husband? Did you have Tommy's cock in your mouth? Did you suck him? Did he cum in your mouth? Did you swallow my husband's cum?" Again, Tom wrestled the knife out of his wife's hand.
"Katie, calm down, honey," whispered Tom. "I apologize everyone. She's taking a new medication that doesn't mix well with alcohol. "Knock it off, Katie. You're embarrassing me in front of my friends," he whispered to his wife.
"Okay, okay, I admit. Guilty as charge," she said with a sexy laugh. "I did, I blew him, I did, but I didn't fuck him. I swear," said Cameron looking to her boyfriend, superstar New York Yankees third baseman, Alex Rodriguez, while mouthing the word 'sorry'.
"Typical," said Nicole to Katie, while patting her hand. "Just as he was never faithful to his first wife, Mimi Rogers, cheating on her with me, Tom wasn't faithful to me either, cheating on me with you, Katie."
"Typically? What's typical?" Tom looked at his ex-wife with a face full of controlled rage. "What the Hell did you mean by saying typical? What's so God damn typical about me compared to your fucked up life with Mr. Country Music?"
"You'd have sex with anyone and everyone, if you could," said Nicole with composure, albeit a tone that her Australian accent couldn't conceal. "You had sex with all of your leading ladies," she said looking at Cameron with contempt. "You're such a wicked whore, Cameron," she said with a disregarding shrug, while smiling at her. "You're just another Hollywood, no talent slut, who'd fuck, suck, and lick anyone, anywhere, just for a role," she said to Cameron. "You're no better than Angelina," she said waving at Angelina, while smiling.
"Oh, my God? How can you say that to me? How dare you say that to me? I'm talented," said Cameron not taking offense with anything else but with the no talent part that Nicole Kidman said.
"We'll discuss this later in private," said Tom to Katie with a smile, before directing his anger at Nicole. "Last I checked, Nicole, we're not married anymore," he said looking over at Keith and smiling. "Who I fuck and when I fuck them is not any of your fucking business," he said to Nicole, before focusing his anger on Keith. "Hey buddy," he said with a wide smile, "wanna drink?" He held up his glass, as if toasting him. "Oh, sorry, that's right, you're on the wagon," he said to Keith, while laughing. "Besides, drugs are your demons of choice, huh?"
"Blow me," said Keith to Tom.
"Blow you? Keith Urban just asked me, Tom Cruise, to blow him," he said to everyone at the table. "Sorry, but Tom Cruise doesn't suck cock," said Tom referring to himself in the third person. "You're sitting at the wrong table, if you looking for a blowjob from a man. I won't blow you but, from what I'm hearing from the next table over, maybe George Clooney, Brad Pitt, or John Travolta would suck your cock. Maybe you and your nasty, lesbian wife should sit over there."
"We're no longer married because you couldn't keep it in your pants," said Nicole to Tom with victorious vindication and vindictive validation.
"Finally," said Tom banging his fist on the table. "You get it! That was our whole problem in a nutshell, Nicole. Just as in the movie we made together with Stanley Kubrick, Eyes Wide Shut, my eyes were wide shut with you. You wanted me to keep my cock in my pants, while you had your sordid, secret, lesbian affairs with women. Did you know your wife is a dyke, Keith? Oh, yeah, she loves licking pussy more than I do," said Tom sticking out his tongue and licking the air, as if licking a pussy. "Only, she's the dominant one and not the submissive one. Definitely, she's the butch dyke in any lesbian relationship. Matter of fact, she should be sitting the next table over with Oprah, her lover, Gayle, Whoopi, and Rosie O'Donnell," he said with a laugh.
"I'm sorry for you, Katie. He's still the same little prick. I see you haven't changed him," said Nicole. "How's that phony church of Scientology working out for you, Tom? Are they still asking you for seven figure donations? Are they still sucking you dry, while pretending they're doing you some good and have your best interests at heart and in mind?"
The next table over was just as provocative with Howard Sterns sitting with Rosie O'Donnell, Whoopi Goldberg, Suzie Orman, and Oprah Winfrey, her lover, sorry, I mean, her best friend, Gayle King, Jodie Foster, and Ellen Degeneres.
"What? Couldn't Melissa Etheridge, Wanda Sykes, and Jane Lynch make it for the Nude Day Hunger Around the World celebrity dinner tonight or weren't they big enough lesbian stars to be sitting at this table?" Howard looked around at his captive lesbian audience, no doubt, waiting for someone to take his bait and waiting to take offense. As if he was Henny Youngman, Rodney Dangerfield, or Don Rickles with his poisonous one liners, persevering in his attack of lesbians and lesbianism, he continued his insults. "Is this a lesbian convention? I've never seen so many lesbians in one room." Howard looked around the table again, this time with a big grin.
"I can see why they put you at this table, Howard," said Oprah acknowledging his comment with a laugh. "To stir up some shit stew."
"So tell me, Suze," said Howard to Suze Orman, "from one Jew to another."
"Yes, Howard," said Suzie Orman rolling her eyes, while smiling.
"Do you do financial planning just for lesbians or do you help normal people, too."
"Normal people? You hold him, Gayle," said Rosie O'Donnell with a laugh, "while I beat the piss out of him with my dinner roll."
"Truly, I don't understand," said Howard moving his hand back and front of his mouth, as if giving a blowjob. "Don't you women miss having a cock in your hand, in your mouth, in your pussy, up your ass, and in your life?"
"The only experiences that I've had with men have all been violent and bad," said Oprah with eyes that confessed her pain.
"I wouldn't miss something I've never had," said Jodie Foster with a forced smile and a shrug of disinterest.
"I'm with Jodie," said Ellen raising her hand, as if in school. "Besides, much like a man having forced sex in prison, most lesbians would rather die than to have sex with a man."
"Why am I sitting at this table as the token male? There are other tables, where I'd rather be sitting. That table with Lindsay Lohan looks like fun," said Howard looking over to Lindsay and making eyes at her.
"Lindsay Lohan? She's lesbian, Howard," said Whoopi with a laugh. "Besides, they stuck you with us because we lesbians will kick your ass, if you get out of line."
The next table over sat Taylor Swift with Kanye West, Katy Perry, Lady Gaga, Fergie, Miley Cyrus, Adele, and Cristina Aguilera.
"I'm surprised they put you here with us, Kanye," said Taylor Swift. "I figured they'd seat you with the love of your life, Beyonce or with your current girlfriend Kim Kardashian," she said with a smile that barely concealed the hostility she had towards him.
"How many times must I apologize to you, Taylor, before you forgive me for grabbing the award and the microphone from your hand at the Grammys? I'm sorry, but I just couldn't believe you won over Beyonce. She's much more talented than you."



"What's so hard to believe, Kanye, I not only write my own songs but also I sing my own lyrics," said Taylor in defense of her winning the Grammy Award. "There's not a country western singer that hasn't asked me to write a song for them. They all know that I'm talented and am worthy of the Grammy. Why was that so hard for you to understand?"
"It was a crappy thing to do," said Lady Gaga. "If you did that to me, Kanye, I'd kick you in the balls."
"He doesn't have any balls," said Miley Cyrus.
"I have balls," said Kanye. "Wanna see them?"
"Yeah, go ahead. Show us your balls, then, if you have a set," said Cristina Aguilera. "I dare you. I double dare you. Go ahead, show us your balls, Kanye."
"I'll show you my balls, if you show me your tits."
"You wanna see my tits?" Cristina looked from Kanye to her big boobs and back to Kanye. Being that it's Nude Day," said Cristina lowering her gown to waist high, "I'll show you my tits, but you'd better be a man and show me your balls, after I show you my breasts."
As soon as Cristina exposed her big boobs, Kanye stood, unzip himself, and released his cock and balls from his pants to show everyone seated at the table his package. Then, he reached over and grabbed a handful of Cristina Aguilera's breast.
"Hey, Kanye," she said with a laugh. "My tits aren't a Grammy Award that you're grabbing but my breasts," she said pulling away from his grope, while laughing.
"They both feel the same to me, very hard and cold," said Kanye with a laugh and an insensitive shrug, after making a derogatory comment about Cristina's silicone breasts and feeling a handful.
"Too bad we can't say the same about your cock," said Cristina making all the ladies laugh at Kanye. "Definitely not very hard, your cock is small and soft. How do you fuck anything with that little thing. Doesn't it just fall out of the hole?"
"Maybe my cock would fall out of your canyon sized pussy, Christina, but I've had no complaints about me satisfying women."
"You need to grow a set," said Adele. "My little Yorkshire terrier has a bigger cock than you do."
"I think he has a cute, little cock," said Fergie reaching out her hand to grab a handful of Kanye's cock.
"Hey, give me a turn," said Taylor, leaning over to take Kanye's cock in her hand, in the way that he grabbed the Grammy from her. Then, when she leaned forward to take his cock in her mouth, he reached down her gown to cup her small breast and finger her hard nipple.
"This is supposed to be about world hunger and not about sex," said Katy Perry with a shock and offended look.
"I guess we're all starving for sex," said Christina. "Give me some of that cock, Kanye."
The next table over sat Jessica Simpson with Britney Spears, Khloe and Kim Kardashian, Justin Bieber, Paris Hilton, Rhiana, Chris Brown, and Lindsay Lohan.
"Just wondering," said Justin. "How many of you ladies are wearing panties?"
"Panties? Why do you ask?" Chris Brown looked at Justin, as if he was a pervert. "Do you have a panty fetish?" Chris looked at Justin and summed him up with a stare. "Are you wearing panties, Justin?" He shot Justin a look, as if he was going to shot him. "You look like a little pervert to me. Are you a little perv, Justin?"
"Yeah, I wear panties sometimes. So?" Justin puffed out his chest, as if he was normal and almost proud of wearing panties. "Depending on my creative mood, the silky material of panty gets my juices flowing. Wearing panties helps me to think," he said with a laugh, while taking a nervous sip of his drink. "What's wrong with that? I don't see anything wrong with that. A lot of men wear panties. Right?"
Ignoring his panty confession, no one answered him.
"I never wear panties," said Britney.
"Panties leave an ugly panty line. I never wear them either," said Kim.
"Me neither," said Khloe. Panties make me feel so restrictive, especially, when my man is ready to take me. I'd rather he'd just lift up my skirt and bend me over than have to fool with taking off my panty, too."
"I don't wear panties, unless I'm wearing pants and/or have my period," said Paris.
"I'm not wearing panties now, but I usually do. Panties make me feel sexy," said Rhiana.
"Whore," said Chris Brown under his breath.
"What did you just call me?" Rhiana looked hard at Chris Brown. "Did you just call me a whore?"
"Do you mean did I call you a whore, after you made the nude video of yourself and posted it on YouTube or because you reported me to the police for keeping you, as my woman, in her place," said Chris.
"Your woman? You don't own me, Chris. My bodyguard is right outside the door," she said motioning to the door, "and I have a taser in my purse. I'll fry your ignorant, black ass, if you say another derogatory thing about me. You can't hurt me no more. I'm no longer afraid of you."
"I never posted a nude video of myself, Chris," said Lindsay Lohan rubbing his thigh. "Now that I'm clean and sober, I'm a good girl," she said wetting her lips with her tongue, while reaching her hand up to feel Chris's cock through his pants.
"You'd fuck a pole if someone gave you enough drugs," said Chris. "Besides, you'd rather be licking on Rhiana than sucking on me."
"Probably, no doubt, and sadly, I would," said Lindsay moving her hand away from the bulge in his pants and looking at Rhiana with sadness.
The next table over sat Jay Z with his wife, Beyonce, Ice T with his wife, Coco, Snoop Dog, Jennifer Hudson, Cee Lo Green with his rented white cat, and Janet Jackson.
"Hey, Ice," said Snoop Dog. "What size bra does your woman wear?" Snoop Dog leered at Coco's massive tits down her open top. "Damn, those tits are huge."
"Don't be offending my woman and disrespecting me like that, Dog. I'll bust a cap in your ass," said Ice. "Besides, Coco is sitting right next to you. Ask her yourself, if you dare, but don't be surprised if she busts you one in the nose for being out of line."
"I meant no offense, Ice," said Snoop, while reaching behind Coco to feel her huge backside, without anyone seeing his hand and without anyone knowing he was feeling Coco's huge ass but for Coco.
"Don't apologize to me. Apologize to Coco," said Ice.
"My apologies Coco, but I'm never seen tits as big as your tits. Besides, if you weren't looking for someone to comment on what you're wearing or, in your case, not wearing, and all that you're showing, you'd wear a sweatshirt, instead of that low cut gown that shows so much of your wonderful womanhood." Snoop paused before speaking again. He wiggled around in his chair, as if he was chair dancing before his rapping. "Are they real? Can I have a feel?"
"You have a point there, Dog. Coco should be knowing what's up, if she's showing her pups," said Ice suddenly rapping with Snoop Dog. "Give Dog a feel of your big boobs, Coco, to show him that they're real."
"He's already been feeling my ass, Ice, to see if that's real, too," said Coco with a laugh, while looking from her husband to Snoop. "Maybe if I pass some gas, he won't think my ass is such a big deal," laughed Coco trying join in the sudden rap fest.
"Dog, you're a dirty dog, but I'm gonna do you a solid," he said whispering to his wife. "Do a brother a favor and pull one of your boobs out, Coco, for him to touch."
"Being that it's Nude Day and in the spirit of getting naked, you have ten seconds, Snoop," said Coco reaching inside her gown and flopping out one of her big knockers.
"Ten seconds? Ain't no brother that can properly feel a tit in no ten seconds, that is, unless you were sucking on my cock," said Snoop.
"I'm not going to suck your cock, Snoop," said Coco with a nervous little laugh, while turning to her husband. "Ice, Snoop wants me to suck his cock, while he feels my breast."
"Sure, that will be okay, Coco," said Ice, "so long as he doesn't cum in your mouth and so long as I can watch. Don't you be shooting your love juice in my wife's mouth, Snoop. I mean that," said Ice pointing his index finger at Snoop Dog, as if it was a loaded gun. "I don't mind her sucking on you a little bit, but that's as far as it goes. If you have the urge to cum, pull your cock out of Coco's mouth and grab a napkin or grab a hold of Lindsay Lohan, Brittney Spears, or Kim Kardashian over there. They'll blow you. They've blown everyone. Besides, Lindsay looks like she can use some protein."
"Okay, Ice. Thanks," he said bumping fists with his brother from another mother.
"Wait. Hold on," said Coco shooting her man a suspiciously jealous look "How do you know that Paris Hilton, Brittney Spears, and Kim Kardashian blows everyone?"
"That's common knowledge, Coco," said Ice slow to answer with a sudden look of nervousness. "Everyone knows those three women are ho's."
"Have they blown you, too?"
"Listen, Coco, I'm not going to lie to you. It was a few years ago and I was drunk. I didn't--"
"You didn't what? You didn't know your cock was in their mouths and they were sucking on you?" She looked from her husband to Snoop Dog. "Take out your cock, Snoop, and I'll suck you now that my husband has confessed to cheating on me with those three cunts," said Coco.
Snoop released his package and as soon as he did, Coco leaned her head in Snoop's lap to take him in her mouth. With her hand around his cock and his hand feeling her big boob, she was sucking him, really sucking him, now.
"Let me know, when you're going to cum, Snoop," said Coco removing Dog's cock from her mouth long enough to speak. "I don't want you cumming in my mouth."
"Don't worry, Coco. I promise not to cum in your mouth. Just suck. Don't talk."
With a heavy hand pressing her dyed blonde, pretty head down, within just a matter of minutes, Snoop unloaded a huge amount of cum in Coco's mouth and she spit all that he gave her in her napkin and tossed it under the next table over. Not knowing that Coco had just blown Snoop Dog and that Coco had spit his huge volume of cum in her napkin, when Cameron Diaz reached down to grab her lipstick from her purse, she found the discarded napkin of Snoop Dog's cum. As if in a remake of 'There's Something About Mary', Cameron thought Snoop's love juice was hair gel.
"Ooh, just what I need. Hair gel," said Cameron scooping the cum up in her hand and wiping it through her hair.
"Thank you, Coco, for letting me to feel your tit, while giving me a blowjob and allowing me to cum in your mouth," said Snoop, the last part in a whisper, while still grabbing her massive ass and touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing her massive breast and fingering her big nipple.
"That's enough, Snoop. You're giving my ass and breast rashes by rubbing on them like that," she said looking down at her breast.
"You're a lucky man, Ice, a lucky man to have a woman like her. She's a great little cocksucker."
"Thanks, Dog. Coming from anyone but you, I'd be insulted but with all the women you've been with, you know a good cocksucker, when you have one sucking your cock. That compliment means a lot to me."
The next table over sat Gene Simmons with his wife, Shannon Tweed, Stevie Nicks, Steven Tyler, Mick Jagger, Elton John, David Bowie, and Stevie Wonder. A table full of aging rock stars, all horny men with two hot blondes, one could only imagine their conversation.
"What kind of car do you drive, Elton?" Gene Simmons waited for the aging rock star to finish chewing his food to answer him.
"I have quite a few cars, actually, but my favorite cars are the old English cars, Rolls, Bentley, Aston Martins, and Jaguar. Proper cars they were, before they were taken over by VW, BMW, and Ford. Now, they're all a plastic mess, I'm afraid."
"Ice T has a couple of Bentley's and a Rolls," said Gene. "And Kim Kardashian just bought her boyfriend, Kanye West, a $750,000 Lamborghini Aventador LP 700-4."
"I still cherish my older handmade, hand crafted cars, before they gave way to mass production and were ruined by VW, BMW, and Ford," said Elton.
I agree that the new ones aren't nearly the same and don't have close to the handmade level they once had," said Ice T leaning in his chair to be a part of the car conversation at the next table. "What they lose in quality and craftsmanship, they gain in speed and technology. I just love cars."
"Aston Martin's are my favorite cars," said Mick Jagger. "I've been driving one, since the '60's. Even though they're owned by Ford now, I still think, even the new ones, are a proper English car, that is, except for some of the cheap hardware they mix and match from their other less expensive models."
"The Americans have always been stingy penny pinchers putting quantity over quality. German cars, Porsches, Audis, and Mercedes are my weakness," said David Bowie" Iman loves her little custom made Audi TT."
"Where is Iman?" Shannon looked at David with curiosity. "Is she here?"
"She's on a photo shoot in South Africa," said David. "Actually, her photo shoot ties into this movie, somewhat. Because she's so thin, they are using her as the African spokesperson for world hunger."
"How nice," said Stevie Nicks.
"What about you, Gene? What kind of car do you drive," said Steven Tyler.
"Even though I own a lot of cars, they're just transportation for me. I'm usually driven around in a limousine, instead of driving myself. When I must drive, I drive whichever car my family leaves me," he said with a laugh. "I do have a particular fondness for my Ranger Rovers, not that I've ever gone off road in a vehicle, but they are the perfect truck for going anywhere in any weather."
"I like driving the Rolls Royce that Oprah bought me for appearing on her show," said Stevie Wonder. "Now, that's a beautiful car, even if it was made in Germany by VW."
"Ditto that about the Rolls," said Ice. "I just bought a white one. I love the thing. It rides better than my Bentleys."
"No offense, Stevie, but how can you drive? You're blind," said Gene Simmons waving his hand across Stevie's sunglasses, "aren't you?"
"I had a custom race track built for me. The walls are all cushioned and we mounted special fabricated cushions around the car. My co-driver grabs the wheel, if I head for the wall," said Stevie. "Besides, much like Al Pucino, when he made that movie, Scent of a Woman, and played blind, Lieutenant Colonel Frank Slade, he drove that Ferrari through the streets with the help of his co-pilot. I don't have to see where I'm going to drive. I can literally feel my way around the track, especially when driving my Ferrari 458, it has such wonderful road feel."
The next table over sat Bruce Willis and his date, Ashton Kutcher and his date, Demi Moore and her date, and David and Victoria Beckham. No one was talking, not even about world hunger, that is, until Victoria Beckham spoke, after having seen some of the African models leaving the sound stage.
"Do I look fat in this dress?" She looked from the bone thin models to emaciated looking Demi Moore for her opinion.
"Fat? A pound away from being an Auschwitz prisoner, you're a literal bone, Victoria. I wish I were as thin as you are. You make me feel fat," she said looking at Victoria with jealousy. "That dress looks, as if it was made for you," said Demi to Victoria, before turning to Ashton. "Do I look fat in this dress?"
"Fat? You look sexy," said Ashton reaching beneath the table and under her dress to grab a handful of Demi's naked pussy.
"Thank you, but after comparing myself to some of the malnourished people I've seen here tonight, I feel fat, especially when comparing myself to Victoria," said Demi.
Ashton looked from Demi to Victoria and studied her. Always so rudely outspoken, always freely insulting people, never able to think before blurting out his stupidity, he appeared as if he wanted to say something to Victoria. For the first time, by the look of consternation on his face, obviously, he wrestled with his thoughts and then he said what he was thinking anyway.
"You're not anorexic," said Ashton, "are you?"
"Anorexic? No, I'm English," said Victoria.
"No, what I meant was--"
"Please don't educate her," said David leaning into Ashton to say in a hushed whisper. "I like keeping her in the dark about such things. Young, dumb, and full of my cum," he said in a laugh. "In such an unaware state of mind, her eyes are closed to all of my sordid indiscretions."
"I see," said Ashton rolling his eyes. "I need to get you two on Punked," he said with a laugh.
Kobe Bryant, Shaquille O'Neal, Mike Tyson, Michael Jordan, the Williams sisters, Venus and Serena, and Danica Patrick and her husband, physical therapist, Paul Edward Hospenthal, all sat at the next table.
"Don't touch me. I despise you. You sicken me," said Danica recoiling from his touch, when her husband put his arm around her shoulder. "Please go sit at another table. I saw a table in the corner filled with young women under the age of 18-years-old, where you can sit and inappropriately touch them."
"Very funny, Danica," said her husband. "I told you that I didn't have sex with that 16-year-old girl."
"Yeah, well, with you being 46-years-old and with me just turning 30-years-old, now that the world knows your preference for underage woman, I wonder if I'm actually too old for you. My psychiatrist told me the reason why I agreed to do commercials for the web site, Go Daddy, is only because of the name. Apparently, I'm still searching for my Daddy, which is, obviously, why I married you, a dirty, old man."
"Do you want me to take him out, Danica," said Mike Tyson. "'Cause I can take him out with one punch," said Iron Mike staring at her husband, as if he wanted to kill him.
"Thank you, Mike, I know you can take him out with one punch, but no thank you."
"I need some air," she said winking and nodding her head at Mike Tyson, while making eyes with Michael Jordon.
Both men escorted Danica outside to the balcony. Tyson sat on a bench, while Danica, with her ass in the air, leaned forward unzipped him, pulled out his cock, and started stroking him, before sucking him. Better than the blowjob she gave Mario Andretti and Roger Penske, Danica was sucking Mike Tyson's cock, as if he had the power to put her in an Indy car.
"Just wanting to be in the spirit of things, I'd never do this, if it wasn't Nude Day," she said to Mike Tyson, as she continued sucking him, while Michael Jordan raised her evening gown, pulled down her panties, and took her from behind.
Maybe it was because of John Travolta laundering his dirty laundry with George Clooney, or Katie Holmes outing Cameron Diaz's affair with her husband, but there was suddenly an atmosphere of angry sexuality in the room. Certainly, it didn't help matters, when Christina Aguilera exposed her breasts to Kanye West, and Taylor Swift groped his cock, before sucking him. It only made matters worse, when Coco blew Snoop Dog in public, after her husband, Ice, confessed his brief affair with Paris Hilton, Britney Spears, and Kim Kardashian. Perhaps, Danica Patrick sucking Mike Tyson and fucking Michael Jordan was the last straw. Yet, whatever it was, the subject matter of the film changed from a documentary of world hunger to a pornographic film about celebrities having a sexual orgy. Every table had some kind of sexual interaction happening.
"I still love you, Brad," said Jennifer Aniston, while kissing and kissing him. When he started feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, she unzipped him, pulled out his cock, and started giving him a hand job, before she fell to her knees between his legs to give him a blowjob. "I'm not a frigid bitch, anymore, Brad," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak, before sucking him again. "And you can cum in my mouth. I swallow now," she said looking up at her ex-husband.
Paying no never mind to what her husband was doing with Jennifer, Angelina had sexual thoughts of her own.



"You're so beautiful," said Angelina Jolie to Stacy Keibler, while kissing her and feeling her everywhere.
"I've never been with a woman, Angelina, that is, since college," said Stacy, "but after seeing how beautiful you are in person, I'd like to be intimate with you."
Not caring that his girlfriend was getting it on with Angelina, George Clooney was involved in a threesome with John Travolta and Kelly Preston. When both men weren't fucking and sucking Kelly, they were fucking and sucking one another.
"I've always loved you, George," said John.
"And I've always wanted to do you, John," said George.
Just as it was exciting to watch George and John have their wicked way with Kelly, it was disturbing to see George blowing John, before John fucked George up the ass.
Tired of her sniping at him, Tom Cruise finally had enough. He grabbed Nicole by the arm, pulled her to him, and kissed her hard. Then, as if they were doing a remake of Eyes Wide Shut, he turned her around, bent her over the table, raised up her gown, and took her like a dog. Too busy to care that her husband was having sex with his ex-wife, Katie Holmes was making out with Cameron Diaz. They were going at one another, as if they were two lesbians in heat. Rolling around on the carpet, when Cameron wasn't licking Katie's pussy, Katie's face was buried between Cameron's legs. Watching all the lesbian action of the two women, Alex Rodriguez masturbated, while watching Cameron having lesbian sex.
"Wow! This is way better than having animal sex with Madonna," said Alex.
After finishing her discussion about stock portfolios, returns on investment, and tax shelters, Oprah started making out with Suze Orman. No doubt, with financial investing in common, money was the one thing that aroused both woman. Having her own good time, after talking in length about their extensive shoe collections, Gayle King was kissing Whoopi Goldberg, while feeling her big tits. Under the table and away from the prying eyes of everyone else and the multitude of cameras, Ellen Degeneres was eating Jodie Foster. Making her own good time, Rosie O'Donnell was making eyes at Lindsay Lohan, before the two of them sat together to get better acquainted by kissing and touching.
Meanwhile Taylor Swift and Cristina Aguilera were having a threesome with Kanye West, while Justin Bieber watched. Taking turns sucking his cock, when Taylor wasn't sucking Kanye, Cristina was. Not yet completely out of the closet, Miley Cyrus masturbated over Lady Gaga, while watching Adele and Fergie kissing and touching one another.
"I'm not really a lesbian," said Lady Gaga. "I'm bi-sexual."
"I'm not a lesbian either," said Fergie. "I'm just experimenting."
"I prefer men, too," said Adele, "but I don't mind licking a pussy, once in a while."
"Kiss me," said Gaga to Miley.
"Kiss me," said Adele to Fergie.
Having a private party at his own table, Jay Z watched his wife, Beyonce, making out with Jennifer Hudson. A fan idolization thing, even though she wasn't lesbian and had never had a lesbian lover, Jennifer loved Beyonce and would do anything for her, even lick her pussy.
"Kiss her, Jennifer. Suck her tits. Eat her pussy. Oh, my God, this is so hot," said Jay Z pulling out his cock and stroking himself, while watching the lesbian sexual action between his wife and Jennifer. "The best Nude Day I've ever had, I want to watch you, Jennifer, lick my wife's pussy, before my wife licks your pussy."
Having the green light from her husband, no doubt wanting to make him happy, Beyonce fulfilled her husband's every sexual wish by having lesbian sex with Jennifer Hudson.
Britney Spears, Kim Kardashian, and Paris Hilton went from table to table looking for sex. With no one wanting to be seen having sex with them, afraid they'd be another embarrassed celebrity on a gone viral sex tape, everyone turned them down. Slapping her across the face in between kisses, Chris Brown and Rhiana were in the far corner making up, making out, and making rough love. Finally, finding someone who'd have sex with them, Gene Simmons of Kiss agreed to have sex with Britney Spears, Paris Hilton, and Kim Kardashian, while his wife, Shannon Tweed, fumed and fussed.
"I thought, once you married me, you were going to remain faithful," said Shannon to Gene. "How could you pass up having sex with me for sluts like them? How could you have sex with her," she said pointing to Paris Hilton. "She has Herpes."
"I'm a Jewish man, Shannon. Just as Jewish men can never say no, Jewish men can never be faithful. Actually, it's in the Torah. Infidelity is part of our religion. Sorry," said Gene. "Don't worry, I'll wear a condom and I'll make it up to you. I'll sign up for more therapy that we can show on our reality TV show, Family Jewels."
"Fuck you, Gene. Two can play this game," said Shannon stomping off to look for sex. "If you're going to have sex with these little sluts, then I'm going to find someone to fuck and lick me, too," she said turning to her husband, who was already busy with the three women.
"Go ahead," said Gene waving a hair of disinterest. "It's about time you had some fun, too."
Shannon walked over to Steven Tyler and Mick Jagger.
"Do either or both of you want to do me?" Shannon looked from one to the other. "I'm trying to make my husband jealous," she said lowering her gown to expose her breasts to the rock stars.
"Sorry, but I'm too old, Shannon," said Steven. "I'm all talk. I just can't get it up anymore. Besides, I have Herpes."
"I threw out my back, otherwise, I'd give you a good bang," said Mick. "I can still get it up, but not today. You can blow me, if you'd like," said Mick taking out his cock.
"Thank you, no. I get enough of that at home. I'm looking for someone to satisfy me for once," she said looking from them to look around the room for a suitable lover.
"I'll do you, Shannon," said Cee Lo Green, still holding his rented, white cat.
"Who said that? I could have sworn I heard a voice," said Shannon looking to her right and to her left.
"I said that," said Cee Lo. "I'm down here, Shannon."
"Oh, hi, Cee Lo," said Shannon looking down at Cee Lo, who stood barely chest level to her.
"I'm a sucker for a tall, beautiful blonde with big tits," he said smiling his toothy white grin. "I'll lick your pussy, until you cum and I'll lick your pussy again, until you cum again. Then, I'll fuck you, until you fall in love with my fat, black ass, Shannon. The way that I see things is that a tall, blonde, beautiful woman, such as yourself, should never go unsatisfied because a tall, blonde, beautiful woman--"
"Don't you ever stop talking? Just shut the Hell up and lick my pussy," said Shannon picking up Cee Lo and carrying him over to the table in the corner, where they had more privacy. At more than 6' tall with heels and hair, she towered over Cee Lo's 5'6" frame.
"Okay," said Shannon. "Sorry, Shannon. I promise I won't say another word. My lips are sealed, except to say how beautiful you are and what big, beautiful breasts you have. The fact that your husband has not only cheated on you but also rejected you and forced you to--"
"Don't talk, Cee Lo. Just lick, Cee Lo, just lick."
Sitting on his face to stop his blabbing and endless verbiage, Shannon mounted Cee Lo in view of her husband, while Elton John and David Bowie had gay sex in the corner. Entwined in the 69 position, both men were blowing one another. A celebrity sight to be seen, so many celebrities were having sex with other celebrities. No one would ever think they'd ever have sex with the celebrities that they were having sex with and no one would believe they were having sex in public and on film. Yet, there they all were having sex on Nude Day.
"I miss Michael," said Janet sitting in the corner topless, but for gold rings around her nipples. "Even though I'm the richest I've ever been, after selling all of my brother's possessions, including his shoes, coats, and gloves, and releasing songs to the world that he never wanted released, I now realize that money isn't everything. I wish someone would love me," she said looking around the room to see so many celebrities having sex. "How can anyone love the real me, when everything about me is phony? I'm a phony. Everything about me is fake, my tits, my hair, even my voice, enhanced by a mixer in a sound booth. I'm a loser. Waiter, bring me a dozen donuts and some ice cream. I'm tired of being on a Nutrisystem diet. I'm tired of wearing this body girdle," she said reaching beneath her dress to remove her girdle and to unearth a huge volume of fat around her waist and ass.
On the other side of the room, Demi Moore was blowing Ashton Kutcher, while Bruce Willis was fucking her anally. With all three of them so selfish and so self-centered, the three of them deserved one another. Meanwhile, David and Victoria Beckham sat alone at their table, while watching the sexual antics of everyone. No one offered them sex. No one wanted to have sex with them. Even they didn't want to have sex with or talk to one another. Looking so much like one of the malnourished Africans, Victoria was a walking bone. She looked as if she had anorexia. Moreover, she looked so unhappy.
"Just tell me one thing, Victoria," said David to his wife.
"What is it, dear?"
"Why are you still wearing that ridiculous hat? William and Kate's Royal Wedding was over months ago."
"Why? Don't you like my hat?"
"Truth be told, Victoria. The hat makes you look fat."
"I shall never wear the hat again," she said immediately removing the hat from her head.
"Make a wish," said a waiter passing by Victoria.
With her thighs the size of most men's arms, she didn't look healthy, not nearly as healthy as her soccer playing husband. With everyone having sex but them, with everyone captured on film in some sort of sexual position, it was a sad refrain that David and Victoria Beckham remained so sadly motionless.
With the movie no longer about hunger but about celebrity sex, the director was glad to have a Nude Day sexual movie better than was so much better than the Nude Day documentary that he had originally set out to make.
THE END
This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, make a comment and add me and/or this story to your favorite list.
A day of naked pleasure, not everyone celebrates Nude Day the same way, some go camping. Then, again, some celebrate Nude Day by going camping, while flashing.
*
Married three years ago today, July 14th, National Nude Day, George and Crystal celebrate Nude Day every year by Crystal getting naked and flashing her naked body to unsuspecting men. Something they've done, before they were even married as adventurous fun, when they were dating, they continued the tradition of flashing men to add spicy flavor to their marriage. Then, with sexy pillow talk later, about all their erotic adventures of exhibitionism and voyeurism, they'd replay their flashing incidences, while in bed together making love.
As much as he enjoys the look of shocked surprise on the lucky men she chooses to flash, George loves watching his wife parade around in the buff, especially when there are lots of men watching her naked form. He knows, after Crystal is done flashing for Nude Day, she'll be so aroused that she'll give him inspired sex. After she's done flashing for Nude Day, she'll come to bed wild for sex and hot for his cock. After she's done flashing for Nude Day, they'll return to the somewhat normal, albeit sexually promiscuous couple they are.
Only, this year, Crystal wanted to do something totally different for this combination Anniversary and Nude Day celebration. Rather than answering her hotel room door naked and walking through the hotel corridor to hit the vending machines and/or to get ice from the ice machine naked, she wanted to take her flashing outdoors. An outdoorsy type of woman, anyway, with a lot of begging, bribing, arm twisting, and cajoling, she convinced her husband to take her camping.
"Camping? Are you crazy? Camping? Are you nuts? I'd never go camping. Has all that blonde hair dye finally penetrated your mini brain? Do I look like a camper to you? Have you mistaken me, a city boy, an investment banker, as a Boy Scout and a lover of nature and the outdoors? I haven't gone camping since I was a kid. I hated it then and my opinion of camping hasn't changed any now. I hate the outdoors. I hate bugs. I hate that infernal noise that crickets make at night. Give me room service any day to bugs and sunburn."
"You don't have to be insulting, George," said Crystal with patience, while pleading her camping case to his voyeur side. "Think of all the fun we can have with you flashing my naked body to so many men around the campsite, George," said Crystal, while fondling his cock through his pants and blowing in his ear, before falling to her knees to unzip him, remove his prick from his pants, and stroke him. "Did you forget about that? Just imagine all the men, who will see me naked on Nude Day, our third wedding anniversary. You know how hot I get, George, when you flash men my naked body," she said taking his cock in her mouth and sucking him.
Never could he refuse Crystal anything, when she was sucking his cock. Giving him the best damn blowjobs he's ever had, she was such a talented cocksucker. Against going camping at first, he relented, when Crystal told him about all the flashing she'd do, as she blew him. Imagining all the fun he'd have flashing Crystal's naked body around the campsite, he still wasn't keen on the idea of camping, until he thought of all the naked fun they could have with all the men in the forest, who loved to camp, hunt, and fish.
He imagined himself standing off at a distance to watch men watching her dressing and undressing from her open tent flap. She could lose her bikini top in front of a select few men down by the water. Later, they could have sex in the forest knowing someone passing will see them and/or someone was watching them. Maybe he'd get lucky and, while she sunbathed naked, as she always does, three or four men would take Crystal and give her a gangbang, while he watched from a distance. Once upon a time, when she traveled the world high on drugs and alcohol in her modeling career, gangbangs were her preference.
A long drive to the campsite, by way of New Hampshire's long, winding Kangamangus Highway, George didn't mind driving because he was driving his brand new car, a triple black, custom made Bentley convertible. The only thing better than the feel of the car he received through the steering wheel and from the supportive driver's seat, was the looks of admiration and envy he received from the other drivers and passenger on the road. He loved it when people pointed and rubbernecked to get another look at his car, as he drove by them.
So much better than any of his old cars, mere Mercedes and BMW's, this car was worth every penny of the more than three hundred thousand dollars he spent to have it custom made for him. Taking care to park his car in a shady spot and out of the way of bird poop, after putting up the top and setting the alarm, he parked his treasured Bentley, a real black beauty, away from any trees. Then, following her lead, by taking the path least traveled, as if she had been here and done this before, he followed Crystal away from the campsites and through the dense forest, as if he were her luggage carrier, she was an explorer, and this was the uncharted wilderness.
"Honey, where are we going? The campsites are way back there," he said turning to look, as all the people faded from view, before disappearing over the horizon.
"We're just going to the end of this trail, George," she said walking five yards ahead of him. Hypnotized by watching her perfect ass arousing him, as if her butt cheeks were a live metronome that kept beat to her footsteps, he was content just watching her walk.
With Crystal walking without complaint of the heaviness of her knapsack, walking as if she was sashaying down the runway in a fashion show, he didn't want to appear, as the wussy man that he is by complaining, but he did, after a while.
"I'm getting tired," he said readjusting the heavy knapsack that he carried on his back and shoulders. "How much further is it?"
"It's just over the next rise, George."
"What in the Hell do you have in these knapsacks? Shoes? It's wicked heavy," he said repositioning the straps on his shoulders again.
"All the camping gear we need to set up camp with, sweetie," she said. "We can't camp out, unless we have a tent and cooking equipment," she said.
Half an hour later, after walking away from the campsite and through the woods for more than a mile, following a long winding, uphill foot trail, they finally came to a clearing.
"How much further, Crystal? This backpack is so heavy and I'm getting winded with all this walking. The only walking I'm use to doing is going from the house to the garage and from my desk at work to the coffee machine."
"We're here, George," she said walking to the end of the trail that stopped a hundred yards before reaching a high cliff that overlooked the vast splendor of the White Mountains.
"Thank God," said George dumping his heavy knapsack on the ground and collapsing in a heap.
Crystal ran to the cliff edge to look out at the view. When standing at the edge, as if overlooking Niagara Falls, there was a mountain stream of cold, clear water below. The rapid white water splashed white foam over big boulders that were washed clean from being there for thousands of years. Picture perfect, the view was spectacular.
"This is it! The end of the road! Look at this view, honey. It's so beautiful. This will make for a perfect campsite," said Crystal tossing back her long, blonde hair, as if she was about to give him a blowjob. "I want to take some pictures," she said reaching for her phone and taking half a dozen photos in all directions.
She surveyed the area with awe, while looking out over the vast vista, as if she was an explorer discovering a new territory. Only she looked ridiculous going camping with her long, manicured nails, designer outfit, and wearing her spiked, high heels, instead of sneakers. No longer Daddy's shooting, hunting, fishing, and adventure girl, once she started modeling, after she moved to Boston from Texas and married George, she was a spoiled diva.
"I don't like it here at all, Crystal," said George looking around with nervousness. "Something about this place doesn't feel right to me. I'm picking up on a bad vibe and my gut is never wrong. Trust me, I know. My gut has kept me out of prison."
"With all that walking and all this fresh hair, your gut is probably just hungry, dear," said his wife walking to him to pat his corpulent waistline.
"Nah, my radar is picking up on something and I'm always right. I always listen to my instincts. I have the instincts of a street cop."
"You a street cop?" She looked at him and laughed. "Make sure you tell the judge that you should have been a cop, when he tries you, convicts you, and sentences you for tax fraud, tax evasion, and for absconding with millions of your clients' investment funds."
"Very funny, Crystal, but most of those clients are dead or incapacitated in a nursing home. They have no idea what they have, don't have, and how much I took from them. Moreover, I worked hard for their money, investing it wisely for it to grow into small fortunes for me to steal. Much like Zero Mostel in the Producers and Nathan Lane in the remake, as Max Bialystock, I was the only friend many of them had. Taking them out to dinner, talking to them on the phone, and sometimes even forcing myself to have sex with them, their own children abandoned them to the likes of someone like me."
"Keep justifying what you did as altruistic and soon you'll believe that you're a hero, instead of a the villain and a common thief," said Crystal laughing.
"You don't seem to have a problem spending the money I give you, Crystal," she George with a defensive attitude. "Besides, after they signed over their power of attorney to me, all of our holdings are so hidden in the Cayman Islands that no government lawyer and CPA can untangle it to get to me. Even if there was a problem, with our assets all so liquid, we can leave the country at a moment's notice and disappear without a trace. I've already paid a man to prepare phony passports to get us out of the country should there be a warrant for my arrest."
"Whatever, George. I'm sorry I brought up work on our vacation," she said rolling her big, blue eyes and appearing already bored with the conversation. She looked out at the vast horizon again, before looking back at her husband. "So, why don't you like this spot? What's wrong with it? Look how beautiful it is. It's perfect. With the winding Kangamangus Highway in the distance, the views of the White Mountains in every direction are breathtaking. So much better than the smelly ocean, I just love the clean mountain air," she said taking a big, deep breath of fresh air.
"Why don't I like this spot? Well, for one," he said turning to look behind him through the woods. "We're too far out in the woods and too isolated. We're nowhere near the other campers. I'm sure there are bears out here. The restrooms are more than a mile walk back and I can't even see my car from here. Afraid something will happen to it, my new Bentley isn't even broken in, yet. Already, the best car I ever owned, I just love that car and I don't want anything to happen to it, Crystal."
"So that's it, you don't like this spot because you can't see your car. I know you love that car, George, the triple black goes with your black heart," she said with a laugh.
"Hey, all the great men from Rockefeller to Carnegie to Vanderbilt to Zuckerberg all had a checkered past of stealing from and/or taking advantage of the less savvy and/or less fortunate."
"Unfortunately, nothing has changed. The rich get richer and the poor get poorer. Even though, as your wife, I'm reaping the benefits of your unconscionable thieving through insider trading practices, exorbitant fees, and defrauding your clients, I still get a pang of guilt and a feeling of remorse, when I see the unemployment numbers on television and when I see old people eating cat food," she said fluffing out her blonde hair, before staring down at her fingernails. "Still, here we are on our vacation in the White Mountains and away from all of that."
"Maybe if I stand on this rock, I can see my car," said George ignoring his wife's sudden rash of conscience.
"Oh, stop worrying about your damn car, George. It's perfectly fine where you parked it between those two campers. No one can steal that thing with all the anti-theft devices you installed. The only thing that it doesn't do is shoot tear gas at anyone walking too close."
"I waited nearly four months for them to build that car, Crystal. It was my bonus to myself for surpassing all of my financial goals," said George with pride, while looking around to see why his wife so loved this spot. Other than the view, there wasn't anything he liked about it. "We're just too far away from everything out here. There's nothing way out here but trees and bugs," he said swatting at and missing a big bug that dive bombed him. "I can't even imagine this place at night."
"What fun is camping in the woods, George, if you're camping with a crowd of other people. We may as well stayed home and camped out in our backyard."
"I wanted to camp out in the backyard and put on a Nude Day flashing show for the neighbors to see, but you wouldn't hear of it. I wanted to have a Nude Day party with all of our guests attending the party naked. We could have had James setup our tent by the pool and Hilda could have brought out some barbequed food, while we pretended we cooked it around a campfire," he said with a satisfied smile. "To be honest, I wouldn't mind flashing Hilda my cock, on the pretense of it being Nude Day. She's very cute. Maybe if I had asked her, she'd join in the Nude Day fun and get naked, too."
"George please don't flash the household staff your cock. I'd be so very embarrassed," said Crystal with a hand to her shapely hip and a holier than thou attitude. "And I can't believe you're lusting over Hilda, when you have someone like me," she said pointing her manicured finger and stomping her high heeled foot with attitude.
"Yeah, well, as embarrassed as you're not, when lying out naked by the pool, while the staff looks out upon your naked body from their windows or when delivering you a cold drink or the phone, how is you flashing your tits, ass, and pussy to James any different from me flashing Hilda my cock or from me wanting to see Hilda naked?"
"That's different, George. I'm not flashing. I'm sunbathing. From my first modeling shoot, so as not to have tan lines ruin my shots, I've always sunbathed in the nude."
"I see," said George with a laugh. "Besides, Crystal, the reason why we're here is to celebrate our anniversary with Nude Day flashing activities," he said looking around their enormous, mountaintop campsite. "What's wrong with this picture?"
"There's nothing wrong with this picture," said Crystal holding up her camera to take more photos of the panoramic vista. "It's so beautiful. I'm going to send these to Daddy in Texas."
"No, not that picture, this picture," he said looking at her. "There's no one here for you to flash but birds, bugs, chipmunks, and raccoons. Where's all the men? You said you'd flash campers, hunters, and fishermen."
"To be honest, George. I need a break from flashing," she said with sadness. "Except for you by my side, I need to be alone. I'm tired of servants hovering over us, George, and after you had me flash the chauffer my pussy, when getting out of the car the other day, he's been different around me, more distant, standoffish, and not friendly at all. I know he saw my pussy and now he acts, as if he's afraid he'll lose his job for looking. Rather than being watched by the household staff, rather than flashing strange men my naked body, it's so much more fun to have some alone time with you."
"There's no reason why we couldn't have some alone time in a hotel suite, and remind me to have the head housekeeper fire the chauffer, when I get home."
"You're just being the girlie man that you are, George. Grow a set, just for today and act like a man for once. Embrace the outdoors. Breathe in that fresh mountain air. Enjoy the view, George, enjoy the view."
"Yeah, it's easy for you to be out in the outdoors. You're a country girl from Texas. Your Daddy took you big game hunting on African Safari. Born, raised, educated, and having worked in Boston all my life, my father didn't so much as take me to a ballgame to see the Red Sox play at Fenway Park. He was too busy. When he wasn't working, he was sleeping. Instead of circumventing the globe in the way you were a jetsetter Daddy's girl and supermodel, I spent my childhood masturbating over topless black woman in National Geographic in the back of the Boston Public Library in Copley square."
"Don't blame me for your sad, sorry life. Daddy invited you on safari with us. You could have came with us and bagged some big game," said Crystal. "You didn't want to go."
"Your father never liked me. Afraid that he'd mistake me for a hippo, I'd rather suffer through another seminar of IRS tax code changes than pretend that I was a big game hunter in the jungle of Africa. Even the lions would know they have a victim in me. Besides, in the cozy way that you two act together, something tells me that you bagged more than big game, when going on safari with your daddy."
"Just what do you mean by that, George?" With her hand on her hip, looking as if she was a mad Russian posing for a vodka commercial, she looked at her husband with steely, blue eyes.
"Everything with you is Daddy, Daddy, Daddy. Just how much of a Daddy's girl are you? Tell me," he said pausing, before speaking, as if having second thoughts about what he was going to ask her. "Have you slept with Daddy? Did you suck Daddy's cock, Crystal?"
With her eyes welling up, she looked at her husband, while kneading her hands, before turning away to look at her beloved mountain view.
"I comforted my father, after my mother died, if that's what you mean by sleeping with him. I moved back to Texas from New York to take care of my father," she said raising her chin with stoic justification, "until he got over his grief."
"Did you sleep with him, Crystal? Knowing how much you love sucking cock, did you blow your father, Crystal."
"I, um, comforted him, when--"
"Did you have sex with your father, Crystal?"
"You make loving sex between a grieving father and a grieving daughter sound so dirty, George. How dare you judge me? What we had was beautiful. We came together at a time, when we both needed--"
"Oh, don't give me that crap. Grieving my ass. Tiffany was just another stepmother that your father banged and married. She wasn't even your real mother. You only met the woman the one time, at your father's wedding."
"I was there for my Dad. He was crushed and devastated. He was so down in the dumps that--"
"He married his fifth wife, within six months. Yeah, I can understand how devastated he was, when Tiffany died from electrocution, when her blow dryer supposedly fell in the bathtub and she reached for it without thinking. Isn't that what he told the police?"
"What are you saying, George? Are you accusing my father of murdering my stepmother?"
"Cleared of all charges by the local police, I'm not making any unfounded accusations. What I am saying is like father like daughter, having fucked every photographer and licked and sucked every model you ever worked with both male and female, you're such a slut anyway. In the way that he indulges you and buys you whatever you want, I figured you for having an incestuous relationship with your father, too. In the way that he looks at you and touches you, whenever you're together, especially when he thinks that I can't see, you having sex with your father doesn't surprise me. He's just as horny and perversely perverted as you are."



"We're two peas in a pod, George, you and I. We both have our weaknesses," she said curling her hair with her long fingers, while nibbling on her lip. "Your weakness is for money. You can never get enough and my weakness is for sex. I can never get enough of that either," she said wiping away a tear and composing herself to change the subject. "Still, George, you must admit, this campsite is perfect with his panoramic view and with the sound of the rushing water down below. There must be a path we can take to get there," she said peering over the side. "I'd love to go swimming naked. Maybe someone will see me," she said smiling a sexy smile at her husband.
"There's no one here to see you, Crystal. We're alone. With my luck, I'll wake up to pee in the middle of the night and will fall ten stories to my death," he said peering over the edge with her and stepping back with dizziness. "Being this far away from civilization, there's no telling what lives out here," he said looking around with fear. "There could be bears or two legged predators of the woodsy kind like in that movie, Deliverance, with Burt Reynolds. I swear if I hear banjo music," he said pointing his stubby, fat finger at his wife, "I'm leaving you behind and running for my life, before they have me squealing like a pig."
"Well, if you're talking about Sasquatch, George, there's no such thing. Besides you're in New Hampshire and not in the back woods of the Carolinas, where that movie was shot."
"How do you know where that movie was shot?" George looked at his wife with stunned curiosity that she would know a movie tidbit like that, when all she cares about are her hair, makeup, and clothes. Just another dumb blonde, she doesn't know anything about anything.
"I was curious and looked it up on the Internet," she said looking away from him.
"Since when do you go out on the Internet? Your thing is shopping, talking on your cell phone, and doing more shopping, while talking on your cell phone. I don't understand," he looked at his wife, as if she was a potential credit default swap, a derivative, or a hedge fund under his investment consideration. "Why would you look up to see the isolated location of that movie, before dragging me out here in the middle of nowhere?" He looked at his wife with suspicion and in the way that he looks at any potential investor and investment.
"Oh, for Christ's sakes, George, always suspicious, even of me, your wife, you're acting paranoid. Instead of just enjoying nature, you act as if Big Foot is about to step out of the woods. You're acting, as if I'm planning on murdering you."
"I dare say I'd have a better chance with Big Foot than I'd have with men that you may have hired with guns, who live in the woods by their own accord. Men who'd have their way with a beautiful woman, such as yourself, Crystal. There's nothing that I can do to protect you and to stop them from having their wicked way with your naked body," said George getting on his sexual soapbox. "For men who'd rather be away from society and civilization, what better place to force you to have sex with them than at this remote location. Actually, now that I mention that, I wouldn't mind watching you service a few men, while they gangbanged you and I roasted marshmellows by the campfire."
"Fuck you, George for bringing up my past. I was young and desperate enough to have sex with anyone, who could advance my modeling career," she said looking at him with a face full of questioning. "Now you have me wondering, George, if you haven't arranged to set me up. You've always wanted to watch me pull a gangbang train," she said with a laugh, while softening enough to give him a smile.
"I'm sorry, Crystal," said George, when he saw his wife smiling at him.
"Just chill, George, lighten up. It's just a camping trip. I've been to more remote places on my modeling shoots than this," she Crystal flipping back her long, lush, blonde hair. "Besides, a favorite thing to do before, when I was bored, horny, and high on cocaine, I've sworn off gangbangs, once I finished with my modeling career and married you, George," she said walking to him to give him a kiss on the cheek.
"It's so desolate here," said George as if talking to himself. "No one can hear your screams and your pleas for mercy. On the drive up here," said George turning to look at his wife with a look of incredibility. "I saw a tank parked on someone's front lawn. A tank, can you imagine that? A tank. The tank was nearly bigger than their shack. What kind of person would park a tank on their front lawn? Who are these people?"
"Live free or die, don't tread on me, and give me liberty or give me death are their mottos. Just as it is in Texas, you're not in Boston anymore, this is gun country, George. If you don't have a gun, you're a nothing and a no one. That's just the kind of people, who live way out here, where there's nothing but wildlife and forest. Just as they are in Montana, Oklahoma, and Wyoming, these people are hardcore revisionists. I agree with you, there are some scary people in the back woods around here and I hope we don't come across any."
"Yeah, well, I don't care if it's the back woods of New Hampshire or Alaska, Crystal. Something just doesn't smell right to me. I'm helplessly out of my element and I don't feel safe here."
"Forget about the tank, George. They probably bought the tank to sell for a profit, as scrap metal. They're probably just a junk collector. You've been working too hard. Just relax, George. Take a big breath of the fresh mountain air and enjoy the view, honey. Okay? No one is going to come out of the woods and rape me and murder you. I promise. C'mon, come closer to the edge and look over the side with me. We can see the whole canyon from here."
"No thanks, Crystal. I can see the grandeur from here. Standing too close to the edge makes me dizzy," he said stepping away from his wife.
"I just love this place," said Crystal, as if she standing in a shoe store and buying another pair of Christian Louboutine shoes.
"Look," said George pointing to the ground. "We're right at the hub of paths that have been worn in the forest floor. They go off in three different directions," said George looking off in the direction of each path to see what he could see and if he could see anyone lurking in the forest.
"Oh, pooh, George, always imagining the worst, those paths have probably been there hundreds of years from the days of the first explorers and recreated by settlers, hunters, trappers, and Indians. We'll be safe here. I can just feel it," she said tilting back her blonde, pretty head, sticking her arms out to her sides, and taking in a big breath of air. "After fighting traffic in Boston, I just love being so totally alone. This high spot with this panoramic view reminds me of a lookout spot in Vienna that Jean Paul took me to on a photo shoot. It was so romantic," she said clutching her chest, while closing her eyes, "and he was such an incredible lover."
"No, actually, the paths look fresh to me, Crystal," said George ignoring his wife and squatting down to run his finger along the paths. "Do you see how the grass is--"
"Have you suddenly become a big game hunter or an Indian scout?" She laughed her way, no doubt, out of trying to diffuse his worry and to set his mind at ease.
"I don't see why we couldn't camp a mile back, Crystal," he said standing and not even listening to his wife. "What if we have to go to the bathroom in the middle of the night?"
"Oh, George, really. You're such a city slicker, a real tenderfoot. I brought a supply of toilet tissue. The first thing we do, after we put up our tent, is to dig a trench around the tent to collect the rainwater, should it rain and a hole for our toilet."
"You expect me to dig a trench around the whole tent and a hole for our toilet? A hole? Are you nuts? I'll not dig a hole and I'll not squat over a hole to take a crap and have something take a bite out of my ass in the dark."
"George, what's the big deal. It's just a hole," she looked at him, while rolling her eyes and sighing.
"I could have had room service at a hotel, instead of camping in the gnat infested woods," he said slapping at his neck, before slapping his arm. "Tricking me to go camping with you by telling me you'd flash unsuspecting campers, hunters, and fishermen for our Nude Day anniversary, all of this was your stupid idea. Look around you, Crystal. There's no one here for you to flash."
"Give flashing a rest, George. Being that it's our anniversary and Nude Day, what if I flashed just you, later?"
"I'm a fish out of water here, honey bunny," he said not even listening to her long enough to comment on her offer to flash him. "I'm not an outdoorsman. I'm an investment banker. What I know about nature can be fit on a signing line of an initial first public offering or a stock grab."
"Even in the best hotels, I squat over the toilet," said Crystal with a laugh. "I never sit on any toilet seat but the five we have at home. Besides, the fresh air will do you good, George. Not to mention, I didn't feel comfortable taking off all my clothes in celebration of Nude Day at the campsite. Did you see all those kids?"
"Huh? What? Yeah, there were a lot of people for you to flash and to see you naked, that's for sure, but there were a lot of kids," said George cringing at the thought of so many screaming kids. "I hate the little buggers. For the life of me, I have no idea, why in the world anyone would take their kids with them camping and while on vacation. For sure, if I had kids, I'd leave them home with their nanny."
"Not everyone can afford a nanny, George. Besides, being that we were married naked in Vegas on Nude Day, I'm more thinking of this vacation as a romantic Honeymoon than just another flashing scenario," said Crystal putting her arms around George's big waist.
Towering over him by six inches, in the way that Christie Brinkley towered over Billy Joel, when in heels, Crystal was six foot tall in stocking feet. She kissed his bald head with affection.
"I just love your body, Crystal," said George grabbing a handful of her silicone breasts, before reaching down to cup her sweet, round, firm ass. "The surgeon did a wonderful job with your implants. They are just amazing. If I didn't know they were manmade, I'd think they were natural. That was the best twenty thousand dollars I ever spent. I just love your big tits."
"Thank you, George," she said pulling from his grasp. "How about this? We stay here just for one night and tomorrow, before we even have breakfast, we check in at your hotel of choice. How's that? Then, when room service delivers our food, I'll answer the door naked again, after accidentally on purpose dropping my towel."
"That will work," said George with a grin. "Being that we're this far north in New Hampshire, at the very point where Maine, Vermont, and Canada are within ten miles of one another, I always wanted to stay at the Balsalms in Dixville Notch." He looked at her, as if he was about to tell her a scary campfire story. "Some say that hotel haunted. Some say people have died there. You know me and the Ghost Hunter show, I just love that stuff. I love being scared silly."
"So, is it a deal? We stay here the one night and then drive to the Balsalms?"
"Okay, but even if I have to walk through the woods in the dark, I'm not taking a dump in a hole in the ground."
"Suit yourself, George, but you'd better bring your flashlight and a gun. There's all kinds of nocturnal creatures out at that hour," she said with a laugh.
"You know I don't own a gun, Crystal. I don't need to own a gun. I can talk my way out of any situation."
"Yeah, well, unless your Doctor Dolittle," she said laughing, "I don't think animals own any stocks for you to swindle. You can take my gun. It's in my handbag."
"You brought a handgun?"
"A proud card carrying member of the NRA, I'm registered to carry, George. I don't go anyone without my pearl handled baby," she said patting her handbag.
"Not here, you might not be. You're registered to carry in Massachusetts not in New Hampshire. Have you checked the local laws?"
"Chill, George. This isn't an airport. This is the wilderness of the White Mountains of New Hampshire. No one in their right mind would camp out here unarmed," she said in her Texas exaggerated southern drawl.
"Okay, so, we stay just here the one night, then we go to the Balsalms Hotel, where you'll spend the rest of the weekend celebrating Nude Day and our third wedding anniversary by flashing your naked body to lots of unsuspecting men."
"Okay," she said with a big smile, as if she was a little girl and he had just told her that he was taking her out for ice cream.
Suddenly and unexpectedly, just as George had feared, literally from out of nowhere, three men appeared from the deep woods from three different directions and converged on them. George looked at his wife, Crystal, and not showing any fear or reaching for her gun, she just smiled.
"Hello," said one of the men. "I'm Larry and that's my brother, Charlie, and my other brother, Mike," he said sticking out his hand for George to shake.
"What do you want?" Not accepting his hand, George took a step back. Having learned to trust his instincts, he now knew his gut was right again.
"We want a few things, George."
"You know name? How do you know my name?"
"Of course, we know your name, George. Your reputation precedes you. You guys know who he is, don't you?" Larry looked from Charlie to Mike.
"Oh, yeah," said Mike. "We know who you are."
"We know you, George," said Charlie.
"Our Mom, Rose Rizzo--," said Larry.
"Rose, yes, I remember her. She's such a nice woman. How is your mother?"
"Dead," said Larry signing himself and looking up to Heaven, "God rest her soul."
"I'm sorry to hear that. I'm sorry for your loss," said George. "But I don't understand. What does her death have to do with me?"
"What does her death have to do with you?" Larry laughed. "You're a funny guy, George, a real funny guy. Isn't George a funny guy?" Larry looked from Mike to look at Charlie.
"Yeah, he's a real comedian," said Mike.
"I nearly peed myself," said Charlie with the stone cold face of a killer.
"Well, I'll tell you, George, what you had to do with my mother's untimely demise. You see, she may have lived longer, may have even been cured, if only she had money enough to afford her health insurance and buy the prescription drugs she needed. Along with so many others, my mom was one of your...I'd say clients but that wouldn't be correct. For sure, that would be too kind. What's a better term for what George does, Charlie?"
"Ponzi scheme," said Charlie. "He's a scam artist, another Madoff, but on a much smaller level. Mom was just another one of his trusting victims."
"Yes, Ponzi scheme is the right term for what you do. Thank you, Charlie. Instead of having clients, you have victims. Isn't that right, George?"
"That's not true. I helped your mother with her investments. Instead of paying her dividends, she signed the papers to continually reinvest her earnings."
"Oh, you helped my mother alright. Not a bad looking woman for her age, you went so far as to tell my Mom that you loved her and wanted to marry her. Did you have sex with my elderly mother, George? Was your fat body sweating all over my naked mother? Did you persuade my mother to suck your cock in the way that you persuaded her to entrust you with all of her money?"
"How much do you want to leave us alone?" George looked from one man to the other.
"You insult me. We don't want your money, George," said Larry with a broad smile. "We already have your money." He turned to look at Crystal. "Did you bring the money, Crystal?"
"I did," she said taking George's knapsack and her knapsack and dragging them both over to the men. "Three million dollars in cash, as agreed," she said. "It's all there."
"Three million dollars? What's this, Crystal? You're giving these men three million dollars of my money?" He looked from Crystal to Larry. "Your mother's estate was only worth a mere five hundred thousand dollars, if even that much."
"Let's just call the difference her return on investment," said Mike, "shall we?" Mike lifted his open shirt to show George the butt end of his handgun.
"Of course, yes, that's a fair return on her investment," said George. "Then go. You have my money. Take the money with my blessings and leave," he said looking at his wife. "I was wondering why those knapsacks were so damn heavy. Now I know."
"Thirty-three pounds apiece," said Crystal with a smile, "sixty-six pounds in total. Money weighs a lot, twenty-two pounds a million."
"Oh, we're not ready to leave just, yet, George," said Larry. Charlie walked behind George to bind his wrists with plastic cord. "Now that we have our money, we have a few other things that we still need to do."
"Today is your anniversary, Crystal. Happy Anniversary," said Mike grabbing her purse and tossing it to Charlie.
"She's packing," said Charlie opening her purse, going through the contents, and pulling out a small vibrator and a dildo, before pulling out her Smith and Wesson.
"You're so damn beautiful, Crystal," said Mike grabbing her around her waist and pulling her to him. He kissed her hard and square on the lips, while reaching around her to grab a handful of her ass.
"Get away from me, you pig," she said pushing him away, as if she was doing a bench press. "You have your money. Now go," she said with rage in her eyes, while pushing him away. "My body is not part of your dirty deal. The agreement was three million dollars in cash for you to push him off the cliff."
"What? Crystal! How could you? Let me go at once," said George struggling against his ties, while trying to pull himself as far away from the cliff, as he could.
"Calm down, George. No one is going to hurt you," whispered Larry.
George relaxed, while watching Mike manhandle his wife with focused interest.
"Being that today is Nude Day, in celebration of the naked holiday," said Charlie walking to Crystal and ripping open her blouse to expose her bra clad breasts, "I say we should celebrate the naked holiday by stripping her naked."
"How dare you?"
Crystal tried to recoil, but Charlie grabbed her again. She suddenly took on the airs of a rich, spoiled bitch. Playing the morally modest victim, albeit in reality, the immorally promiscuous vixen, she clutched her blouse closed, while cowering from her abuser.
"How dare me?" Charlie turned to Mike and laughed, before refocusing his attention on Crystal. "How dare me?" He backhanded her hard across her face.
"You liked that, George, didn't you? My brother backhanding your wife," said Larry. "It arouses you to have your wife manhandled by another man, doesn't it?" Larry looked at George and laughed. "I bet you wish you could slap your wife like that sometimes, huh? Moreover, I bet Crystal wished you'd slap her around a bit, too. Only, you'd be arrested, then you'd be civilly sued. There's no way you can get away with what we're going to get away with your wife today," said Larry looking from George to Crystal and laughing.
"It does excite me to see that bitch get what she so deserves," admitted George, while staring at his wife's exposed bra and abundant cleavage, before looking down at his forfeited money.
"George! Be a man for once and do something," said Crystal rubbing her face with her hand, while holding back her tears.
"Sorry, dear, but my hands are tied, literally and figuratively," said George with a grin. "I dare say, being that I've already paid my admission, that this show might well be worth three million dollars for me to watch," he said with a laugh.
"Being that it's Nude Day and she's wearing way too many clothes, strip her naked, Charlie," said Larry. "Wait, let me check with George first. Would it be okay for Charlie to strip your wife naked, George?"



"Be my guest," said George with a sinister laugh.
"No! Don't you dare! Get away from me, you filthy pigs! Stripping me naked wasn't part of our agreement. Don't you dare touch me. I'll have you arrested. I'll have you charged with rape. Get away from me. Help!"
"Scream all you want. No one can here you way out here, Crystal," said Larry. "The rush of the mountain stream blocks your voice. Besides, consensual sex, is hardly rape, Crystal. With all the gangbangs you've had in your sordid past, no one will believe we raped you. A jury would more believe that you raped us," laughed Larry, "especially when they hear that you've already had consensual sex with the three of us."
"You already had sex with these three men, Crystal?" George gave his wife a look of betrayal.
"How else do you think I was able to get them to help me do to you what you did to their mother? With three million dollars at stake and a chance to get back at you, the sex was just a little bonus," said Crystal with a hateful and hurtful look.
Charlie and Mike were upon her, before she could run. Four hands tore off the rest of her ripped blouse, while Mike worked to unhook her bra.
"Mike," said Charlie with a shrug, while staring at his brother in disbelief. "What are you doing?"
"I'm trying to unhook her damn bra but her tits are too big and this bra is so tight that--"
"Just pull it off over her head," said Charlie giving her bra a good yank and a hard tug, when Crystal tried grabbing her bra with her hands.
"Stop! Let go of me! Help! Someone help me," yelled Crystal for no one to hear.
While Charlie was pulling off her bra, Mike pulled down her pants and panty to her ankles and Charlie pulled them off. Now, naked the three men looked at Crystal's body with lust, while George smiled his pride in displaying his wife in the nude.
"Gee, Crystal, knowing that you were coming to our little party, you should have worn more clothes than just a blouse, pants, bra, and panty," said Mike with a deranged laugh.
"You have a beautiful woman, George. She has such a beautiful body, just beautiful," said Larry, while watching Charlie and Mike touch and feel her everywhere. "Her breasts look natural. Don't her breasts look real?"
"They're not? I thought they were real," said Mike.
"Wow. I never would have suspected they were silicone," said Charlie. "They even feel like the real thing. You must have spent a small fortune on these babies, Crystal."
"I did," said George, "twenty thousand and three operations."
"After she deceived you, George, after she took three million dollars of your hard earned money, man to man, what would you like us to do with her?"
"Gangbang her," said George without any hesitation. "Make her blow you. Fuck her, before fucking her up the ass. Give her rough, humiliating sex. Make her sorry that she was born a beautiful woman," said George with vindictive vengefulness.
"Do with me whatever you will. I've been gangbanged before, you bastards," said Crystal, as if she was some Patriot or prisoner of war taking the high ground to martyrdom. When Charlie approached her again, she spit in his face. "Asshole!"
"Bitch," said Charlie slapping her hard across her beautiful face.
"Well boys, you heard what George wants us to do with his wife. Since her husband gave us his blessings, give her what she so wants and so deserves. Give her rough sex. Besides, if she's been gangbanged before," said Larry with a shrug, while laughing, "she won't mind being gangbanged again."
Mike unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped his pants, before forcing Crystal to her knees with a hard push on her shoulders that threatened to break her collar bone, if she didn't assume the position. He pulled her long, blonde hair hard and, when she opened her mouth to scream, he put a heavy hand to the back of her head, pushed forward, and filled her opened mouth with his cock. Humping her mouth and fucking her face, it didn't take him long to cum.
"Cocksucker," said Crystal spitting out his cum.
"Actually, you're the cocksucker, Crystal, but I never pegged you for a spitter," said Mike laughing.
Then, it was Charlie's turn. He pushed her to the ground, licked his fingers and stuck them inside of her, before mounting her.
"She's already wet, the whore, and ready and waiting to be fucked," said Charlie to Larry, while laughing. "For someone who's had so many lovers, she's still nice and tight."
"I like being called a whore," she said wrapping her long legs around Charlie, as soon as he mounted her. "Fuck me. Fuck me, Charlie. Make me your bitch. Make me cum. I should, at least, get that much out of this."
Charlie fucked her, until he exploded all he had inside of her and he didn't stop humping her, until Crystal had an orgasm, too. Then, it was Larry's turn.
"Get on your knees, Bitch, and put your forehead down on the ground," he said.
"Kinky," she said.
Obediently obeying by assuming the position, as if she was a Muslin man in Mecca praying to Allah to give him his blessings to start a Jihad against the United States, she stuck her naked ass straight up in the air in anticipation of Larry's cock. Larry took his hand and ran it the full length of Crystal's pussy. Taking her wetness and his brother's cum, he wiped it inside of her ass, before shoving his cock inside.
"I see you've been fucked up the ass, before, Crystal. I can tell. My cock slid right inside, you slut."
"I've had anal sex plenty of times before and by bigger and better men than you," she said with a sick laugh.
"Bitch," he said slapping the side of her ass hard.
"Oh, baby, that's how my Daddy used to slap my ass. You can hit me harder than that, can't you?"
"How's this," he said whacking her harder on the same spot with a forceful wallop.
"Oh, yeah. That's more like it. You're going to make me cum," she said with a laugh, "if you hit me again."
Hitting her ass again and again, while fucking her butt, Larry fucked her ass hard, before exploding all that he had to give inside of her. Then, when finished with her, he pushed her aside, pulled up his pants, and walked over to George.
"Now it's your turn, George."
"Wait, what are you going to do to me? You said you wouldn't hurt me." Thinking that Larry was going to fuck him up the ass, too, not wanting to be pulled up and stripped naked, George became deadweight on the ground, while struggling to break free to run. "Please don't do this. You have my money. You gangbanged my wife. What more do you want?"
"Do you remember the last thing you said to my mother."
"Sorry, no, I don't. I have a lot of--"
"Allow me to refresh your memory for you," he said lifting George up to a standing position and dragging him to the edge of the cliff, while Crystal watched with excitement. "When she asked you for her own money, when she told you about her medical problems, and when she told you that she'd die without her medicine, do you remember what you said to her."
"Sorry, no. I don't remember," said George struggling to stay clear of the edge.
"You said, 'That just won't fly'. How about that, George? 'That just won't fly,' is what you said. Do you remember saying that to my poor mother, when she asked you for her own money?" Larry looked at George with a face full of hateful revenge.
"No, I never would have said that to your mother. She was such a lovely woman. If she asked for her investment back, part of it or all of it, I would have given it to her," said George looking as if he was about to cry.
"Are you calling my mother a liar, George? My mother never told a lie. She was a saint, George, a saint, that is, until she met the likes of you and you forced yourself on her, after stealing all of her money."
"No, no, I'd never call your mother a liar. She was a wonderful woman and the sex was consensual. She wanted to blow me. As far as her money was concerned, she must have misunderstood. Perhaps she spoke with my secretary and--"
"No, she spoke with you, George. She went right to the horse's mouth and, basically, you told her to go fuck herself," said Larry.
"I do remember something about that now," said George but it was so long ago.
"What does that even mean? That just won't fly," said Charlie.
"I have no idea, what he meant by that." said Mike with a shrug. "All I know is that he stole from Mom. He fucked her and then he fucked her," he said with anger.
"Surely, you're taking my words out of context because I'd never--"
"I wonder, George, if I pushed you off this cliff, if you'd fly," he said looking over the side at the bottom, before looking at George. "Maybe that's what you meant by saying that to my mother. Do you think you'd fly, George, or do you think your fat body would just explode, once hitting those big boulders down below. To be honest, George, if I pushed you off this cliff and being this high up, I don't think you'd fly. I think you'd die," said Larry laughing. "Don't you think George would die, if I pushed him off from here?"
"Oh, yeah," said Mike. "He'd never survive that high of a fall. He's too fat and out of shape to protect himself and roll with the fall."
"Roll with the fall? Look at the size of those boulders below. He'd open up like a watermelon dropped from a building," said Charlie laughing.
"Please don't do this," said George of the verge of sobbing. "Please don't hurt me. I have money. I can give you much more money than three million dollars. My car, a brand new Bentley convertible is parked a mile back. Take my car. You can have my car. Okay? Just don't kill me. Please. I beg you."
"Your car? Did you hear that? George wants to give me something that I already own. I already own your car, George. You've already signed that over to me," said Larry retrieving a change of title notice from his shirt pocket, while reaching in George's pant pockets to retrieve both sets of keys. "Crystal put this transfer of title in front of you last week and told you that it was the servants' weekly hours. Unlike you to be so carelessly trusting, George, and signing something without reading it, you signed the title transfer without so much as looking at it. Maybe you didn't read it because she was sucking your cock at the time. Do you know what else you signed without reading it, George, while Crystal was doing her wifely duties and giving you another blowjob?"
"No. I have no idea," he said to Larry, while looking at Crystal. "I trusted you, Crystal. I loved you. How could you do this to me?"
"You made me sick every time you touched me," said Crystal spitting her hatred for him on the ground.
"You signed your admission of guilt. You signed your knowledge of your Ponzi scheme. I have it right here, George," said Larry holding out his hand to his brother. "It's a real confession. You know, George, with all the people you've stolen from, this would make for a good book and a movie of the week."
Charlie pulled out a signed admission of guilt from his back pocket and handed it to his brother.
"That paper proves nothing. That's not worth the paper it's written on," said George with anger.
"Oh, I disagree with you, George. Signed by you and witnessed and dated by Crystal and my two brothers, and notarized by me, you're fucked, George. If I don't push you off this cliff to your death, you're going to prison for a very long time, where you'll be someone's bitch with that big ass that you have."
"You bastard. Push me, then. Kill me. I don't care. Without my money, my car, and my beloved wife, I have nothing to live for anyway," he said looking at Crystal with hate. "I may as well be dead."
"Push him! Push him off the cliff! Kill him," screamed Crystal. "Kill that fat mother-fucker! Explode his fat, fucking body on the rocks."
"Did you hear that, George? Imagine that. Your own wife wants you dead, no doubt, for your big life insurance policy and that ostentatious mansion you built her," said Larry unbinding his wrists. "No, George. I'm not going to kill you. We got what we wanted, a million dollars cash apiece, your new Bentley, and we had our wicked way your wife, as you requested us to do. What's fair is fair. We're even now," he said sticking out his hand to shake George's shaking hand.
"Let's go," said Larry to his brothers. "We're done here except...wait. I nearly forgot. Darn, how could I forget such a thing. Being that it's National Nude Day, in honor of the naked holiday, and being naked is how they celebrate their anniversary anyway, take off your clothes, George."
"You're not going to fuck me up the ass and make me squeal like a pig in the way they did to that poor man in Deliverance, are you?"
"George, we don't want your fat ass. We just had our wicked way with your hot wife. Do we look gay to you?"
"No," said George shaking his head.
"You just gave us a million dollar a piece and your brand new Bentley convertible. Do we look ungrateful to you?"
"No," said George shaking his head.
"Then, in the way that you were married in Vegas, strip off your clothes, George, so that you and you lovely wife can celebrate your Nude Day wedding anniversary naked."
"Okay," said George stripping naked. "Just don't hurt me."
"Boy, you really are a fat son-of-a-bitch," said Larry laughing with his two brothers. "Grab their clothes and shoes and throw them over the side," said Larry to his two brothers.
"No! Don't yelled Crystal, as her shoes and clothes flew through the air and landed on the rocks below.
"Stay in touch, George. I'll contact you, when I need more money. Nice doing business with you, Crystal. Oh and...Happy Nude Day, George. Happy Anniversary, Crystal," he said with a laugh. "Further proof that there's someone for everyone, you two deserve one another."
A long naked walk back to the campground and an even longer journey home, George and Crystal were abandoned in the forest without clothes, money, cell phone, and transportation. Their only hope was that someone would take pity on them, give them some clothes and a ride home. After walking more than a mile through the woods without clothes and shoes, with biting bugs having a party with their naked bodies, they finally reached a camper parked on the outskirts of the campground.
"Help! Help! Please, someone help us," yelled Crystal, while beating her hand on the camper's door, until a mountain looking type of man opened the camper door.
"Well, well, well. What do we have here? Can I help you folks?" He directed his question to Crystal's naked tits, before she covered them with her forearms.
"We've been robbed, stripped naked, and my wife was brutally sexually assaulted. Please, mister, can you help us with some clothes and a ride back to town? I'll gladly pay you handsomely for your trouble."
"Nah, I don't want your money," said the man waving a hand of disinterest at the mention of money, while still staring at Crystal's big tits and naked pussy.
"Will you help us with clothes and a ride?"
"Sure, I'm a good Christian man and a proud Republican. I always help a woman in need," he said wiping his hand across his mouth, as if was a man dying of thirst. "But, as my small token of appreciation to help you," he said looking at George. "I want her." He grabbed Crystal by the arm and pulled her inside his camper.
"No! Let go of me! George! Help me! Do something," said Crystal, while struggling against the brute force of such a big man.
"That's seems fair to me," said George laughing, as Crystal tried to pull away and break free. "Get in there and fuck and suck the man, Crystal, in appreciation of his help," said George pushing his wife from behind, while laughing. "She loves sucking cock, Mister, just as much as she loves anal sex," said George laughing.
"Oh, God help me," she said, while being pulled inside by the man and pushed inside by her husband.
Six hours later, they were home. Only, as ordered by George, the master of the house, after settling up with Crystal, paying her fair share of money for her not to report him to the authorities, Crystal's things were packed and deposited on the front lawn, ready for the moving men to load them. After paying off Larry, Charlie, Mike, and Crystal, with George still intact of most of his money, now with Crystal gone and out of his life, it was time he sold the house and left the country. A year to the day later, Nude Day, while sitting on the hot sandy beach of the Cayman Islands and drinking a sickening sweet umbrella drink, George was approached by three men and a woman.
"Crystal! Larry! Charlie! Mike! What are you all doing here?"
"Well, George, I heard that you're doing very well down here and could do a lot better, if you had a few partners. Crystal will give your clients extra special, personal care, if you know what I mean," he said raising his hand to his lips, as if he was stroking a cock, while sucking it. "And we'll provide you with protective security and peace of mind, so that someone like us, doesn't threaten you."
"And if I say no?"
Larry smiled at George.
"You know that no is not an option, George. Shall we shake on our new business venture?"
The men all shook hands and Crystal gave George a kiss. The party of five traveled the world running their financial scams and making more money than George ever dreamed of making, more than enough to split five ways. What started out bad on Nude Day ended up being all good on Nude Day, that is, so long as you're a thief.
THE END
This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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Without even playing baseball but doing a lot of scoring, Kathleen matures five, young men with hands on sexual education.
Chapter 1 - Kathleen
Such a long time ago, I was trying to remember the first time I was with a woman sexually. I remembered four women, before I remembered my beloved version of Maureen O'Hara, the redheaded, voluptuous Kathleen. How I could forget her for even a second is beyond belief? Kathleen was unforgettable.
What made the first experience all so much more exciting was when I imagined her as my personal, private version of Maureen O'Hara. Back then, my first celebrity crush, that is, until I lost my mind over Sophia Loren, I loved Maureen O'Hara. I had such a crush on her, especially when she played Mary Kate Danaher opposite John Wayne in the Quiet Man. It's funny, when she made that movie back in '52, she was about the same age as Kathleen in '68. Even though she reminded me a lot of Maureen O'Hara, Kathleen was a much younger and prettier version of her, and with a much better body.
The reason why I didn't immediately remember her was because it was so long ago. Having just turned eighteen-years-old, a lifetime ago, it was when I was young, supercharged with testosterone, and at the time when, just before experiencing so many women, I was suddenly having so much sex. Yet, she was my first one. Maybe because she was older than me, nearly twice my age, which is why I didn't think of her right away. Still, being that she was the best of the best and better than all the rest, I wouldn't think that I'd forget my first love, but I did, albeit briefly.
"Kathleen. Where are you? Twinkle, twinkle, little star, I wonder where you are. Wherever you are, I love you."
It was the late 60's, when we met. A time of non-stop sex, plenty of drugs, and Rock 'n' Roll with group after group emerging from England, The Beetles, The Animals, The Kinks, The Who, and the Rolling Stones, and later Cream, Jethro Tull, Led Zeppelin, the Grateful Dead, and Pink Floyd, life was different then than it is today. Compared to instant access to the Internet, being bombarded with CNN special reports, and sexual enhancement drug commercials, life back then was simpler. A time of innocence, immediately lost after the Kennedy assassinations and continuing down a slippery slope with Viet Nam, we all watched the world unfold live on the news. The whole world watch the Beetles disembarking a plane from England to America. The whole world watched the race riots in Detroit and in the south. "The whole world is watching!" They yelled during the Viet Nam demonstrations.
Back then, into physical fitness because of my fitness guru, Jack LaLanne, and boxing, because of my idol, Muhammad Ali, I never took drugs. My only drug of choice was Colt 45 malt beer for a quick, cheap high. A prisoner to the demon, my alcohol consumption started back then. Forty years of drinking, no doubt, have blurred the memories that I should have today but don't always have, ergo the reason why I didn't immediately remember Kathleen, but I sure do remember her now.
I remember her tits. Big, round, and firm C cup breasts with big pink puffy, erect nipples, she had beautiful breasts. As if a cork pulled from a bottle, she had the kind of nipples that popped out of my mouth with a noise, when I finished sucking them. They were Playboy Playmate breasts and they were the first tits I had ever seen, touched, felt, and sucked.
"Do you like my tits, Freddie?" I remember her asking me.
Do I like her tits? Are you kidding me? I couldn't believe she even asked me that. Duh? Do I like your tits? Ask me if I like getting drunk. Ask me if I like peeling rubber in my Dad's 409 '62 Chevy Impala, while racing a '67 Mustang GTA. Ask me if I like any woman's tits, especially one who is sitting in front of me topless, as she was then.
"Yes. I love your tits. You have beautiful tits, Kathleen," I said taking her question, as my invitation to stare at her tits.
It took all the control I had not to call her Maureen, after my fantasy woman, Maureen O'Hara. Probably because she was so much older than me, she wasn't shy like the other girls my age that I dated. God forbid I turned on the dome light at the drive-in movie in my feeble attempt to see what my hand was feeling, the shy girl would button her blouse and ask me to take her home.
"Sorry, I just dropped some popcorn and wanted to see where it landed. I didn't want the butter to stain my Dad's upholstery. I wasn't trying to look at your bra, really, honest."
"Pervert. You just wanted to see my bra. Take me home."
"Okay, okay, I just wanted to see your bra is all. I admit it. What's wrong with that?"
"Take me home. Now!"
At 32-years-old, Kathleen was old enough to be my really big sister or my aunt. She was different than any female that I had ever been with, not that I had been with many other women, since she was my first intimate, sexual relationship. Yet, when comparing her to all the other women who followed her, they all paled in comparison to her. She wasn't a girl, of course, she was a woman and, as a woman, she knew what she wanted and she wasn't shy about getting it and taking it. Right now, she wanted me and I wanted her.
"Do you want to touch them?" She looked down at her breasts and cupped them, while running her fingers slowly across her nipples, before looking up at me.
"Do I want to touch them?"
"Yes, do you want to touch my tits?"
Do I want to touch your tits? Is that a rhetorical question? No, I'd rather just stand here and drool, while staring at them. Fuck yeah, of course I want to touch your tits. Are you kidding me? She didn't have to ask me twice, which, she did, actually. My hands were all over her full C cup breasts.
"Easy," she said with a laugh. "They're attached to me."
Her tits were the first tits that I not only saw up close but also were the first tits that I felt outside of a bra. They were so big and firm and felt so wonderful in my big hands. Her nipples were the first nipples that I fingered and sucked. She had hard, big nipples and I loved twirling my tongue around them, while nibbling on them, as I caressed her other tit with my other hand, while fingering her nipple.
"You're staring at my pussy as if it's the first one you've seen," she said with a laugh.
Well, yeah...duh. Except for the pictures in men's magazines and catching my mother and sister naked from a distance a few times, I've never seen a pussy this close and for this long.
"It is the first pussy I've ever seen," staring at all that she was showing.
"Would you like a better look?"
"Yes," I said.
She slouched down in her chair, while looking down at herself and spreading her legs wider. Then, pulling her pussy lips up and open with her fingers, she revealed all of her glistening internal loveliness to me, before looking up at me and smiling.
Good God. Am I dreaming? Devoid of modesty, so brazenly bold, she wasn't like any woman I had ever known.
I remembered my friend Stephen telling me how he walked in on his older sister, when she just stepped out of the shower. Slow to cover herself, she was naked and he saw her tits and her bushy, brown pussy. Nearly every night, unless someone else had a better story to tell, we'd ask him to tell us the story again of how he walked in on his naked, older sister, so that we could masturbate over imagining seeing his sister naked, too. Every time he told us what happened and, every night, the story got better with Stephen's embellishment of the details before, during, and after. Every time he told us the story and sometimes when he didn't, we were just so horny that we'd masturbate to the new version of him seeing his older sister naked, while at home in the privacy of our small bathrooms or lying in the dark confines of our beds with the covers pulled over our naked bodies.
Kathleen's pussy was the first pussy I had been invited to see. She had a bushy, red pussy. She was the first woman, who allowed me to touch her pussy, lick her pussy, and stick my cock in her pussy.
"Would you like to touch my pussy?"
Admittedly, I really liked this game of her asking me sexual questions that had obvious answers. If they tested me like this in school, I would have received a full, four year scholarship to Harvard University or to MIT, the Massachusetts Institute of Technology.
"Yes," I said, now remembering being so nervous about how to touch her.
I reached my hand forward and she took it by the wrist and showed me where and how to touch her. She was so slippery wet and she gasped and closed her eyes, as soon as I fingered her. Then, after a few minutes, her eyes popped open like two, blue, bejeweled exclamation points.
"Would you like to taste me?"
I remember being afraid. I had never been that close to a pussy before and now she wanted me to taste her and to lick her pussy. Way better than the story that Stephen told us all about his naked sister, just then, I imagined telling my friends every sexy, sexual detail of what happened today, between Kathleen and I. With her asking me if I wanted to see and touch her tits, and to see, touch, and taste her pussy, I couldn't wait to hear what she'd ask me next.
"I don't believe you. You're such a liar," I imagined my friend Stephen's voice in my mind, after telling him what happened with Kathleen today.
I had no choice but to taste her. It was my duty as a horny teenager to oblige a woman offering me sex. I had to lick her pussy. If I chickened out and didn't lick her pussy, my friends would all be disappointed. I owed it to my friends to lick her pussy. It was my responsibility, as a horny, testosterone driven teenager, and my rite of passage that would take me from an innocent, young adult to a man.
Surely, if the shoe was on the other foot and they were offered to lick a pussy, they'd do it for me, so that they could tell me all about what a pussy tasted, felt, and smelled like later. Back then, a time before X-rated Internet videos, we all vicariously lived through the sexual experiences of our friends, so that we could go home and masturbate over what one or the other said to us later. Yet, it wasn't one of my friends being offered to lick Kathleen's pussy. It was me. I was the one chosen to carry the torch of erotic enlightenment and sexual development.
Without doubt, I'd be the first of my small group of friends, who ever licked a pussy. A sexually sophisticated man of the world, after having licked a pussy, I'd be a sexual God to my friends. They'd call me the pussy licker or the pussy eater. I'd be a legend and a hero, that is, until the day, when they'd licked their first pussy, after which we could talk about eating pussy like mature and worldly gentlemen over a beer, while watching the Red Sox lose another ballgame at Fenway Park.
I got on my knees and slowly, gradually, and gently moved my face near her full, red, furry covered opening. Glad that she didn't smell like tuna or canned cat food, after all the jokes my friends made about not ever wanting to smell a pussy, never mind lick a pussy, she had a feint musky, albeit not unpleasant odor. Just as I gingerly stuck out my tongue, as if her pussy was soft gelatin, she grabbed a handful of my hair, pulled my face to her pussy and mashed it there, while she slowly turned and twisted my head.
"Lick me, Freddie. Lap up my pussy juices," she said slouching further down in her chair, while opening her legs wider to accommodate my broad shoulders. "Stick your tongue in my hole, before licking the entire length of my pussy and before moving your tongue to my clit," she said pulling up on her pussy with her fingers to open it more and to give her a better view of me licking her.
Still frightened by my first pussy licking experience, I pulled my face back enough to see what I was licking. I didn't even know what the Hell a clit was. Putting her hands on each side of my head, she pulled me to her again. Unable to breathe, thinking that I was going to suffocate, but what a way to go, I was scared. I was nervous. I was excited. Then, I saw it.
That little shriveled thing must be her clit. To be honest, I thought she was deformed. I thought she had a little penis, but that wrinkled thing was her clit. Her clit was the first one I ever had one in my mouth. I wondered if I'd be considered gay sucking this miniature look-a-like penis. I wondered if all women had miniature penises or if just Kathleen had this unique deformity. I didn't know. I had no idea. All I knew was, licking her pussy was as horrible as I thought it would be.
She let go of my head and I moved away and stood, while pulling out my handkerchief from my back pocket to wipe her from my face and blow my nose, all the while still staring at her exposed, wet pussy. As if I had just been slimed, I was covered with her pussy juice. Just as sexually excited as I was, she was as wet as I was hard. The scent and wetness of her was up my nose and, as if adorned by some ritual, sexual, sticky perfume her wetness covered my face.
"Show me your cock," she said staring at the bulge in my pants. "I want to see that hard prick that makes that big bulge in your jeans," she said, as if she was Edie Adams telling me to 'take it off, take it all off.'
Damn! Much like my first dominatrix, later in life, she was so forceful and I liked how she took sexual control of me by ordering me to do, what I really wanted to do anyway. Sometimes, more fun to play the submissive role than the dominating one, it was a turn on having her demand what I had to do to satisfy her. All she needed was a whip and black, thigh high boots to play the role of my sexy mistress. Still, I couldn't believe what I was hearing and all that I was seeing, feeling, tasting, and smelling. With the sound of her feminine voice reverberating in my head, how can someone so sexy and so beautiful be such a slut? I couldn't believe it, when she said it again.
"C'mon, show me your cock," she said. "I want to see your prick. Please? Pretty please? Don't be so shy, Freddie. Show me your prick. Let me see your cock."
"Okay," I said.
She didn't have to ask me again for me to unzip my pants, even though she had asked me numerous times to show her my cock. I unzipped myself, reached my hand inside, pulled out my cock, and showed it to her. Actually, just the head of my cock was exposed to her, but I remember being so excited showing her my prick. Other than my mother and my sister, she was the first woman to see my cock.
Prior to her, when making out with a date in the park, or in my Dad's car, or at the movies, I literally had to physically force a girl's hand to my lap for her to touch my erect cock through my pants. Never did any girl touch my cock through my pants voluntarily and never did any girl, who I forced her hand to touch my cock, leave her hand there. Never did any of the girls I dated ask or want to see my cock. All the girls I dated were nice girls, virgins, so they all said. Girls didn't touch a man through his pants and ask to see his prick, back then, that is, unless they were whores or engaged to you.
She was the first woman to ask to see my cock, the first woman who saw my cock, the first woman to touch and stroke my cock, and the first woman to suck my cock. I remember she was sitting on her kitchen chair naked and I was standing in front of her. I was so excited. I was so nervous. I was so very hard and, when I put my cock back in my pants, she leaned forward, unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans and pulled them down to my ankles, along with my briefs. Nearly hitting her in her nose, my stiff prick bounced to life in front of her face. Only my doctor, a man, had seen my cock up close but, at the time, I wasn't erect, when my doctor was examining me. I was flaccidly embarrassed. Now, obviously by my erection, I was excited.
In all the fantasies that I had, while jerking off in my bathroom and bedroom, this was so much better. Never could I have imagined anything such as this or such as her. She asked to see my prick. She wanted to see my cock. She pulled my pants down and was staring at dick with great interest. I couldn't make a better woman than her or a better scenario than this, if I created it myself.
Her mouth was so close to my cock that I wished she'd take me in her mouth, while not believing that she would. Even though I was naive, it still took all the control I had not to wrap my hand around the back of her head, pull her forward, stick my erection in her mouth, and fuck her face. Only, that would be wrong. Even though she was naked and I was so exposed, I still figured she was a nice, wholesome woman. I was so naive. I thought I was the perverted one. What did I know?
"Do you mind?"
As if she asked me the question from a great distance, I remember her asking me that, while taking my prick in her hand, stroking me, and looking up at me with her big, blue eyes. Only, preoccupied with seeing her holding and stroking my prick, I thought I was stepping on her foot or was standing too close to her and invading her sense of space. I didn't know she was asking me if she could take me in her mouth. For a woman who was so sexually aggressive, she was so polite.
She wanted to blow me. Kathleen wanted to suck my cock. Are you kidding me? The thought of a woman asking me to suck my cock, wanting to suck my cock, and sucking my cock was so foreign to me. The only time that I could wrap my brain around having my cock sucked was in my dreams or when I was fantasizing about getting a blowjob, while watching one of my Dad's hidden porn movies, while masturbating.
Being with her naked was surreal, yet being with her naked was the really happening. Stuff like this never happens to me. I hadn't even received a hand job from a girl, yet, and Kathleen wanted to blow me. Still a virgin, I was yet to have intercourse and, after seeing a naked woman, feeling her tits, and licking her pussy, here I was about have my cock sucked and get my first blowjob. Something I figured wouldn't happen, until I was a Marine in the service or married and on my Honeymoon was about to happen right here and right now.
I'll always remember that first feeling, when she took my stiff prick in her warm, wet mouth. I'll never forget the sensation of her lips wrapped tightly around my long, thick member, as her tongue slowly swirled around the head of my hard cock. I'll never forget the sight of her looking up at me with her big, blue eyes, while my hard, hairy cock was buried in her beautiful, full mouth. No one has ever made love to my prick in the way that Kathleen had. I remember her hand slowly and firmly stroking me at the base of my prick, while her other hand gently cupped and lightly massaged my balls. So much better than I thought a blowjob would feel, her blowjob was like nothing I ever could have imagined.
I remember reaching down to cup her tits and finger her nipples, while she worked her oral magic on my cock. As soon as I touched, felt, and fondled her breasts, as soon as I fingered her nipples, while my cock was buried in her mouth, my sexual excitement increased exponentially. Playing with her breasts, while fingering her nipples, was so much more exciting, especially with her looking up at me with her baby blues and seeing my cock in her mouth. So willing and so wanting, the sight of my stiff prick in her mouth, along with the cock sucking sounds she made resonated in my mind for years.
For years later, the imagined sound and sight of seeing her and watching her, with my cock buried in her mouth, is what I thought of, whenever horny and alone with my bad self and with my cock in my hand. With the memory of this first blowjob indelibly imbedded in my brain, I spent years masturbating over my very own personal version of Maureen O'Hara, albeit better than that, Kathleen, sucking my cock. After this, after being blown by Kathleen, never could I watch another Maureen O'Hara movie without getting an erection, without thinking of Maureen O'Hara blowing me, and without thinking of Kathleen.



Prematurely ejaculating the first time being blown, I remember being embarrassed cumming off in her mouth so soon. Practically as soon as she wrapped her lips around my cock, stroked me with one hand, while cupping my balls with her other, I exploded a huge volume of cum. Never have I been as sexually excited. As soon as I exploded in her mouth, swallowing all I deposited, she accepted all of my cum without pulling away and without spitting out any of it.
Even though only a select few women in the neighborhood sucked cock, the ones that did didn't swallow. Too many spit and only certain ones, we all knew who they were, gave a blowjob, at all, anyway. Everyone wanted a blowjob from one of the women, who sucked cock, but no one wanted to date them or even be seen talking to them. A time of mixed messages and crossed signals, nothing, especially sex was out in the open and everything was swept beneath the carpet.
To be continued...
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Young couple stumbles upon an orgy, while thinking it was something else.
*
This is a true story. Any comparisons to anyone alive or dead is purely coincidental. The characters in this story, mainly, Julie and Rob, are real people. Nothing in this story is fictional or contrived. The events of this story is just as it happened in a small, mid-western town, somewhere in the United States.
Julie, a young, pretty blonde with a shapely body had been dating Rob, since high school. They attended their prom together, where they had their first kiss and not much else than that, being that she was a good girl and he was a shyly respectful boy. Nonetheless, even back then, as sexually immature as they obviously were, with that one, first spark of a kiss, something happened that ignited their feelings for one another.
"Oh, Rob," said Julie looking at him with moonlit stars in her eyes. "As if our lips were plugged into a wall socket, did you feel that connection?"
"I sure did, Julie," said Rob staring at his Prom date with love in his heart and lust in his eyes.
"We were meant to be together, Rob," said Julie taking his hand and clutching it to her breasts.
So shyly innocent, an old fashioned daughter that any father would be proud to have, Rob was the first and only boy Julie's ever kissed. Even though they've been dating now for more than four years, they've never seen one another naked or so much as seen any part of one another's body, other than their arms, legs, neck, and face without clothes, of course. Their fifth Nude Day together, a giant leap forward for them in the realm of sex, sexuality, and nudity, they jointly decided, with much cajoling from Rob, this is the year that they planned to strip naked on National Nude Day. Going from the modesty spectrum of sexuality to the exhibitionism and voyeurism side of being nude in public, finally, they, as well as everyone else, were going to see one another without their clothes. A daring plan before their impending wedding, wanting to do something so sexually reckless and erotically provocative, they were ready to take the naked Nude Day plunge.
"I can't wait to see you naked, Julie," said Rob already undressing her with his eyes and looking at her, as if she was sitting there naked.
"And I can't wait to see you without your clothes, Rob," she Julie blushing, as if she was a bride on her Honeymoon.
Both so very religious and devoted to God and family, they haven't done more than French kiss one another, while excitingly groping each other through their clothes. Sticking to their commitment, they made a pledge to abstain from sex, until after they were married, a five year pledge that has been nearly impossible to keep at times, but they've nearly done it. Even after being married, swearing only to have sexual intercourse in an effort to have children, the long wait to finish college, marry, and consummate their marriage on their Honeymoon bed was excruciatingly long and agonizingly frustrating.
"I've been dreaming of that day, when I'll be holding your baby, Rob," said Julie giving her paramour a hug and a kiss on the cheek.
"Me, too," said Rob not so much thinking about holding babies but thinking more about holding her naked body in bed, while humping her pussy.
What he wanted to say was, 'I can't wait for that day to feel my cock inside your hand, your mouth, and your pussy.' Only, he didn't dare talk to her in that vulgar way. Knowing how innocent Julie was, forget about swallowing, he knew she'd never even suck his cock without his help, guidance, persuasion, and after saying lots of prayers. Even though she was beautiful, even though he loved her, and even though she was well worth the wait to bed her, he wondered now what kind of sex life he'd have with someone so purely virginal and sexually innocent. He was a man with sexual needs and she was a woman of God, a saint, Saint Julie.
So as not to be separated, they even attended the same Bible college and worked part-time at the same company downtown. As if they were already married, other than having sex, with their dorm rooms just one floor apart, they saw one another every morning, before class, during the day for lunch, and every night, before bed. Inseparably devoted, they were in love. Inseparably dedicated to their mutually inspired mission in life of God and family, with one another's life partner already found, knowing how much better their sexual intimacy would be, when they did finally make love, speaking more for Julie, of course, they really didn't mind waiting to have sex.
As part of her daily diatribe, Julie openly criticized the promiscuity of Paris Hilton, Lindsay Lohan, Kim Kardashian, Britney Spears, and Jennifer Lopez, et al, celebrities who influence young people detrimentally, when showing their bad behavior in public with drugs, alcohol, and sex. At 22-years-old, Julie was still a good girl, a virgin, which is why she refused to sleep with Rob or live in an apartment with him, until after they were married. Always a step out of touch, when everyone their age were already having sex with multiple partners from the time they were still in high school, Julie and Rob stayed true to one another and promised to abstain from having sex, until after they were married. Instead of having sex, especially during those difficult horny times, they prayed, they drank a little wine, watched movies, and/or indulged in dark chocolate.
"Dear God, give me the strength to save my purity for my wedding night with Rob," said Julie on her knees with her hands tightly pressed together, "before I gain ten pounds from eating so much dark chocolate."
"Dear God, if I don't have sex with Julie's hot body soon, I'll die," said Rob, while masturbating in his room, "or I'll become an alcoholic from drinking so much wine."
Without even knowing them, when describing their unselfish love for one another, a more compelling, albeit a more boring love story than Cleopatra and Mark Antony, Lancelot and Guinevere, and Romeo and Juliet, their love story brings tears to the eyes of those, who have been deflowered, fucked over, and cast away, too soon in life's sea of sex filled lust and love. Oh, the shame of it all. Now too bitter to completely trust again, the past of all those who have had sex too soon, no doubt, will get in the way of their falling in love again in the future. Those who have given away their virginity too soon and to the wrong people, now used and abused, so much like second hand, wrinkled and soiled clothes, they could never know the pure love that Julie and Rob have for one another and will always have for one another, for as long as they shall live. Fearing walking through life with Hawthorne's Scarlet Letter tattooed on their foreheads, instead they walked with the shine of God's light in their virginal eyes.
With other couples their age already having experienced multiple sexual partners, with other couples their age already into perverse sexual acts, and with other couples their age, reading porn daily, I mean, of course, erotic literature on Literotica, Julie and Rob were lucky to have found one another so soon in life. Nonetheless, no doubt, their self-sacrificing abstention from sex was pure folly and lunacy to those, who don't subscribe from abstaining from sex and who know that Julie and Rob are still virgins. Without adding God and religion to the mix, few understood how anyone could abstain from having sex with the one, special person of their desire? Unnatural to abstain from sex, even animals in the wild have sex, not to mention Nuns and Priests.
Yet, easy for them, most times, not to have sex, when there were other more important things to preoccupy their minds, such as school and religion, most days they didn't miss not having sex in their lives. Before giving away their most precious possessions, their virginity, they wanted to make sure that they were with the right person, their life partner. How else to guarantee their sole commitment, until after the wedding, by abstaining from naked, sweaty physical contact? No matter, everyone who didn't abstain from sex questioned how anyone can not intimately and sexually touch and pleasure their true love? Solid in their love for one another and in God, keeping their virginity intact was all the more reason to wait, until they were naked and in bed on their Honeymoon. Those who have sex and who are sexual can never understand someone abstaining from sex. The meaning of virgins to them are virgin olive oil, Virgin Airlines, virgin wines, Virgin Records, and/or Virgin Mobile, but never virgin people.
More than being a good girl, Julie was a nice person. Being that Saint Julie was her snide nickname given to her by those women envious of her, typically cheerleaders, who'd have sex with anyone, any time, butter would melt in her mouth. Too good to be true, when not attending school and studying, she volunteered at the homeless shelter during every holiday and at the nursing home on Saturdays, where her grandmother was once a resident, before she passed. After her college classes, spending her free time helping to teach English at the library to those, who wanted to pass the citizenship exam, she taught the Bible on Sunday to those students of the Bible.
To save some money for her modest wedding, she worked as a Barista at Starbucks. Because Julie was so nice, warm, and friendly to her customers, she earned the most tips, and, in the way they do in a casino with the table game attendants, even though she had to split what she made with the other counter employees, she didn't mind. A phenomenon that had to be seen to be believed, when there was no one standing in the other lines for coffee, customers were happy to line up to wait in her line to be waited on by Julie. Starting everyone's day with a smile and a warm welcome, she was every man's and some woman's dream girl.
Wishing she'd open her door naked, suddenly appear in her bra and panty, or just stand in the doorway wearing a towel that suddenly fell, as so many of his other female customers do, the mailman loved whenever he had to interact with her with a special delivery envelope.
"She's my hottest customer," said the mailman to his postal co-workers, "and I look forward to seeing her. I only wish I could see her every day. I only wish I could have sex with her. I'd do anything to see her naked, to fuck her, and for her to suck me."
Wishing she'd open her door naked, suddenly appear in her bra and panty, or just stand in the doorway wearing a towel that suddenly fell, as so many of his other female customers do, the UPS man thought she was hot, too. No matter how big it was or how much it weighed, he'd happily carry, whatever package she had to deliver up the two flights of stairs to her apartment without complaint.
"She's my hottest customer," said the UPS man to his UPS co-workers, "and I look forward to seeing her, whenever I deliver a package to her house. I only wish I could see her every day. I only wish I could have sex with her. I'd do anything to see her naked, to fuck her, and for her to suck me."
Missing only a diamond studded tiara, her hair stylist, Antonio, treated her, as if she were a fairy princess getting ready for the ball. As if he were having a sexual affair with her hair, he spent extra time to make her hair look perfect. He listened to and remembered every word she said, as if her voice was coming from an Angel from Heaven above.
"Shall I book you another appointment next week, Julie? I just love doing your hair?"
"Next week? No, I won't need another appointment for a month."
"I love her," said the hair stylist to his co-workers. "I wish I could do her hair every day, while she was naked. I wish I could do her hair, while she was sucking my cock."
In the way that he treated her, never allowing her to wait more than a moment in his waiting room to see him, and even willing to make a house call should she be too sick to come to see him, her doctor thought she was his one-of-a-kind, perfect patient. He was always excited, whenever he saw her scheduled to see him.
"I always have an erection, when examining her nearly nude body in her dressing gown," he said admitting his unprofessional, sexual transgressions to his golfing buddies. "Not wanting anything to happen to her perfect breasts, I take extra time examining her breasts for lumps, if you know what I mean," he said winking to his friends, while holding up his hands chest high and opening and closing them. "She has a beautiful set of knockers, the best tits I've ever seen."
Obviously wishing she'd request gas to have her teeth cleaned, her dentist, no doubt, wished he could look beneath her short skirt at her bikini clad pussy and peer down her blouse and bra to see her ample breasts. He confessed to his friends that his sexual fantasy was touching, feeling, and fondling her anesthetized body. No doubt wishing to go, where no dentist should ever touch, feel, and fondle a patient, her dentist asked if she'd be his advertisement model because her smile was so bright, so white, and so perfect.
"As if my fingers are my condom covered cock, I love touching her full, red lips with my gloved fingers," he'd tell his closest friends. "I dream of her uttering the words from her lips, I love you, Doctor. You're the best dentist. I imagine kissing and kissing those same full, red lips that confessed her love for me. Then, when I'm horny and feel the need to masturbate, I masturbate over her sucking my cock."
The only people, who didn't like Julie, were women, of course, those clicky women she grew up with and who were always jealous of her. Attending Bible college, she had thoughts of becoming a Nun, if it wasn't for having to sacrifice the love of Rob to serve God. As if she was a real, live, blonde, virginal version of Snow White, everyone loved her, especially, animals, children, and even the elderly. Birds, squirrels, chipmunks, rabbits, raccoons, even an occasional deer would linger by her back patio door to watch her through the glass.
"I love you, Julie," said neighborhood children she passed by on the street. "You're so beautiful."
Even elderly strangers loved her from afar.
"I'd love to fuck her up the ass, after she blows me," said Jim, an old man sitting on a park bench with his buddy, Walter, as she walked by them.
"No longer able to cut the mustard, I can still lick the jar. I'd love to lick her pussy," replied his friend. "She has the best ass I've ever seen in all my 81-years on this planet," he said nodding his head. "Let's hope she goes to the Nude Day Orgy Event."
Rob was just as nice, too. He'd stop to help anyone needing a hand with a flat tire or in need of a ride. Even grouchy old, Mr. Jennings from the hardware store, who didn't like anyone, not even his own wife and children, especially his wife and children, liked Rob. Working together in the family business, his wife, Mrs. Jennings, was jealous that her husband paid more attention to Rob than he did to her, whenever Rob shopped in their store. Being that he was so very handsome, good, nice, and kind, from Sue Ellen, a big bloomer girl, to Mary Beth, the town slut, to Miss Anderson, the town drunk, to Mrs. Morrison, the town cougar, every woman in town, whether married or single, had a crush on Rob.
"I'd love him to lick my pussy," said Sue Ellen, the big bloomer girl.
"I'd love to suck his cock, cum in my mouth, and all over my face," said Marty Beth, the town slut.
"I'd love to get drunk with him, have him strip me naked, and then have his wicked way with my naked body," said Miss Anderson, the town drunk.
"I'd be his fantasy, older woman," said Mrs. Morrison, the town cougar. "He could pretend that I'm Mimi Rogers and he's Tom Cruise, or that I'm Demi Moore, and he's Ashton Kutcher, or that I'm Jennifer Lopez, and he's that 24-year-old, boy toy dancer that she fucks and sucks."
Attending the same Bible college with his beloved girlfriend, no doubt, Rob would have become a priest, had it not been for his love for Julie. Instead, Rob and Julie swore, once they finished college and were married, they'd travel overseas to Africa to answer their calling in devoting their lives as missionaries to help those less fortunate. Way better than George and Mary Bailey, in It's A Wonderful Life, better than Marie and Donnie Osmond, a better man than Forrest Gump, in Forrest Gump, and a better woman than Dorothy Gale, in the Wizard of Oz, there weren't two better, more wholesome people on the entire planet than Rob and Julie. Now, with college graduation behind them, they planned for a wedding at the end of September but first, wanting to live life by doing something uncharacteristically daring, they were intent on stripping naked on July 14th, in celebration of Nude Day.
Yet, alas, something was amiss that day. Something was not right. Unbeknownst to them, perhaps there was something in the air, when they devised their Nude Day stripping plan. Finally tired of conforming and doing what was expected of them, they wanted to do something wicked for the first time in their lives, before they tied the matrimony knot that bound them together forever.
Not wanting to become old fuddy-duddies without having done something recklessly impulsive, they wanted to live life. They wanted to have a story to tell their children and their grandchildren later in life about how they publicly stripped naked on Nude Day. With some convincing, much persuading, a good deal of cajoling, a lot of begging, and plenty of praying, and with his assurance that he'd never let go of her hand, Julie agreed to strip off her clothes for Nude Day and walk around with him in public naked.
Naked, naked, naked, Nude Day would be a double dose of daring, sexual excitement for Rob to finally to see the woman of his dreams naked. Naked, naked, naked, not only would Rob see Julie naked but also everyone in their small town would see Julie naked, too. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe she agreed to remove all her clothes. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe he was going to be naked in front of Julie. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait for Nude Day.
For a woman, who dressed and undressed in the bathroom with the light off, even when home alone, being nude in public was a first, big step in embracing a soon-to-be married life of sexual contact and intimate, amorous relations, exclusively with her husband, of course, the only man who'd ever touch her sexually in her life. As far as she and Rob knew, the Nude Day event was to break the Guinness Book World's Record of having the most naked people at the same time and in the same place. As far as Julie knew, hidden within and sheltered by thousands of other women, just like her, otherwise embarrassed to be naked in public by herself, she was safe from harm within the huge crowd of naked people. As far as Rob knew, with nothing that he could do about their wandering eyes, excited that so many men would see her naked, at the very least, he'd make sure that the love of his life was safe from harm and from the horny hands of other men, by never letting go of her sweet, little hand.
So as not to lose their clothes, those attending the Nude Day event stripped off their clothes in their cars and walked the quarter mile to the field naked and in their bare feet. As they were walking within smaller crowds of people, the walk to the field was more embarrassing than they'd feel being just another naked body within the crowd of thousands. Having to negotiate the pebbles that littered their way, they wouldn't be deemed naked, unless they were shoeless, too. After having made the commitment to strip off their clothes, Rob and Julie didn't want to be disqualified from not being counted as being naked because of a foot ware technicality. Besides, why should they care who saw them naked? In just a few weeks after their upcoming wedding, they were heading to Africa to become missionaries to help the poor, the sick, and the hungry. Merely being without their clothes now was just a prelude to what they were to face as missionaries in poverty stricken Africa.



"I can't do this, Rob," said Julie, when it was time for her to strip off her clothes and emerge naked from the car. She sat in Rob's parked car, a Honda Civic, while covering her eyes and turning red, as wave after wave of naked people flowed by their car windows. "I'm so embarrassed and I'd even be more embarrassed, if someone recognized me. I'd be so embarrassed, if someone bumped me and accidentally touched my naked body with their hand or penis. I'd be so embarrassed, if I bumped someone and accidentally touched their naked body with my breasts or hand. This was a dumb idea, Rob. I have no idea what I was thinking that I could do this, but I can't. I can't strip naked. I'm sorry, but I just can't."
"The whole town is here, Julie. You can't chicken out now. You'll regret not stripping off your clothes and participating in the Guinness Nude Day most naked people record for the rest of your life. I saw our neighbor, old Mrs. Cutty and our first grade teacher, Miss Platt, walk by the car naked, too. Truly, no one is paying any attention to anyone else. They're all focused on themselves and on breaking the Nude Day Guinness World's Naked record to put our small town on the map. C'mon, don't be a wet blanket," said Rob beginning to strip naked. "If you don't do this, you'll regret your fear of stripping naked for the rest of your life."
Staring at him with great, albeit controlled sexually interest, she watched Rob remove his shirt, shoes, pants, and underwear. As soon as his cock was so exposed to her eyes, for the first time in more than five long, sexually frustrating years that they've been together, his cock grew, as it hardened under the intensely curious stare of her eyes. Afraid to touch it, yet continuing to stare at it, she couldn't take her eyes off of his enormous prick.
"Touch me," he said reaching out for her hand and placing it on his engorged cock.
"It's so big, Rob," she said looking up at him, before looking back down at his cock and finally reaching out her hand to touch him and hold him. "It feels so hard. I had no idea. Your penis is the only one I've ever seen and touched."
"Okay, okay, that's enough, Julie. I swear to God, if you stroked me just once, I'd prematurely ejaculate all over your hand."
"Sorry, Rob," she said putting her hand to the top of her chest, as if she was about to faint from sheer sexual excitement.
"Now, it's your turn to strip naked, Julie. It's your turn to show me your beautiful body. I can't wait to see your tits, your ass, and your pussy," he said, as if he was a convicted criminal just released, after spending years of solitary confinement in jail.
"I'll strip naked, so long as you stop talk like that, Rob," said Julie. "You're making me very uncomfortable."
"I'm sorry, Julie," said Rob.
"Okay, here goes," she said.
Cowering in the car, turning more to Rob and away from the car windows, she unbuttoned her blouse to reveal her deep line of cleavage and bra to her fiancé. Then, she shimmied down her pants to expose her bikini panties to him. Sitting there in the hot car in her panty and bra, with it even getting hotter under Rob's heated stare of lustful sexual desire, she reached her hands behind her and unhooked her bra. Giving him a personal striptease show, slowly removing one bra strap at a time, before removing her bra cups from her breasts, she sat upright with her chest out to show Rob her tits, while looking in his eyes. She cowered and covered herself, when a passerby whistled his appreciation of her magnificent boobs.
"You have beautiful breasts, Julie," said Rob unable to remove his eyes from them. "May I touch them?"
"Yes, you may," she said puffing out her chest more, while watching him touch, feel, fondle, and caress her breasts, before running his horny palm across her hardening nipples.
"Please don't touch my nipples, Rob," she said cowering again and folding her arms across her breasts. "I swear to God, if you dare to finger my nipples, I'd suck your cock."
"Suck my cock?" Rob couldn't believe what he heard. Tempted to finger, pull, twist, and turn her nipples, while filled with the image of Julie sucking his prick and him cumming in her warm, wet mouth, it took all the self-control he had to respect her wishes and not touch her nipples. "Julie, where did you learn such a thing?"
"I've been reading about what married couples are expected to do on their Honeymoon. I may be a virgin, Rob, but I'm not a prude. When we're not trying to make babies, I plan on doing my wifely duties and giving you plenty of blowjobs or is it suck jobs?"
"Blowjobs, honey," he said, while trying to erase the image of his hard, hairy cock buried in her beautiful, virginal mouth. "Oh, my God, Julie. I can't wait for our Honeymoon," he said watching Julie roll down her bikini panty and exposed her blonde, trimmed pussy to him.
"May I touch you?"
"Okay," she said spreading her legs a little to accommodate his horny hand.
He reached over and cupped her pussy, before inserting his long, thick, stiff index finger.
"My God, Julie, you're already so wet."
"Okay, that's enough of that, Rob, until after we're married," she said turning bright red. "I swear to God, if you fucked me any deeper with your long, stiff, hairy finger, I'd have an orgasm."
"Yeah, we should go now with the rest of the crowd."
"If we stay in this car any longer, we'll get in trouble," she said leaning over to him to give him a long, wet kiss, while fondling his big prick and with him feeling her C cup breasts and fingering her hardening nipples.
"Okay, okay, that's enough, let's go," she said.
"Don't forget to stay with me," he said taking her hand in his, as soon as they alighted from the car. "Whatever you do, don't let go of my hand, Julie, not even for a second. With so many people here, I'd never find you again, if we separated."
"I'll be right by your side, sweetie," said Julie giving her fiancé a squeeze. "Look at all these naked people. I can't believe that I'm really part of this. Look there's my mom and my dad standing with your mom and dad. Gees, my Dad has an erection."
"Eww. So doesn't my Dad have an erection, too. Quick, go this way, Rob. Just as I'd be so embarrassed to see your Dad and my father naked, I'd be so embarrassed for my Dad and your father to see me naked," said Julie.
After reluctantly stripping off her clothes and emerging from the hot vehicle to the warm sunshine naked, this was the her first time being naked not only in front of Rob but also naked in public. Never having been outside naked before, she had never been to a nude beach. She didn't even lie out in the sun topless or even so much as unhook her bra not to get tan lines. Now here she was walking around in her birthday suit.
At first she felt, as if everyone was staring at her. Then, when she realized that everyone was naked, too, she started feeling less nervous and more comfortable being outside wearing just her skin. After a while, she forgot about being naked. After a while, she was having a fun time, the most fun she ever had being naked and without having sex.
Only, unfortunately, unbeknownst to Rob and Julie, there were two different Nude Day events happening simultaneously. The first event was the original event, the official Nude Day Guinness World Record gathering for the most naked people, the one that Rob and Julie thought they were attending. The second event was the official Nude Day Guinness World Record gathering for the largest sexual orgy sponsored by the Swingers' Alternative Lifestyle Organization of Las Vegas. Once the swingers made their Nude Day orgy event known to those attending the Nude Day naked gathering, superseded by human sexual desire and reckless perversion, of course, the Nude Day Guinness World Record gathering for the largest sexual orgy took precedence over the Nude Day Guinness World Record gathering for the most naked people. As no one showed up for the naked people event and being that everyone was there and ready to participate in the orgy, for the largest Nude Day sexual orgy event, the Nude Day for the most naked people event was cancelled.
"Unbelievable. Go figure," said one elderly park bench man to the other, who were there attending the orgy event. "Why they had both events on the same day and at the same place is dumb."
"Gees," said the other man laughing, "what are the odds that the Nude Day naked event would be cancelled in favor of the Nude Day orgy event? Give me sex to nudity any day," he said with a laugh.
"How dumb can they be thinking that anyone, who was already naked, would not want to participate in a world record sexual orgy? Oh, I gotta go. I just saw my healthcare aide. After flashing her my cock for years, I've always wanted to have her blow me and now I can legally stick my cock in her mouth without any repercussions and fears of being arrested for rape."
After reading this far and suffering through so much necessary narrative to develop Rob and Julie's characters, trust me and bear with me for just a bit longer because here comes the good part. If I wasn't writing this myself and if this wasn't a true story, I'd never believe what was about to befall upon our heroine, Julie, and our hero, Rob. Why does something so bad always happen to someone so good? It's not fair. I don't understand. Life doesn't make any sense. Is there no God? Oh, the insanity of it all. Yet, just as in all my stories, there's always a happy ending. Enjoy. Ah, only the good die young and, but for the 1,000 virgins that the terrorist imagine they're dying for in their Jihad, there's really no such thing as a virgin and if there is such a thing as virgins, they should be banned from reading this story.
"Virgins! Be gone with you. This story is not for you. This story is for those who enjoy sex, especially those who enjoy sex with a multitude of other people than their spouses, significant others, and themselves."
Somehow along the way, perhaps to sneeze, scratch an itch, or to swat at an insect, Rob let go of Julie's hand for only a moment. As if lost in a great wave of a tsunami, with tens of thousands of naked people in attendance wearing nothing but their smiles to allow Rob to recognize her in the crowd of flesh colored skin, Julie was whisked off in one direction and Rob was swept away in the other. It all happened so fast that there was no time to see where one and the other went. Swallowed up, with thousands of people there to experience a Nude Day world record sexual orgy than there'd be to watch a baseball game, the young, virginal couple just disappeared in the huge crowd.
Perhaps because of who was there, mostly old, overweight, perversely desperate, horny Caucasian men, the sexual orgy was slow to begin but caught fire, once it started. As the word spread through the crowd that the Nude Day naked event was cancelled in preference to the Nude Day sexual orgy, more people gathered to experience their perversion of having group sex with strangers. The sun, along with their sexual desire to have sex with lots of naked people heated up everyone's libido in the way of a flash forest fire burning every tree in sight. Then, as the word spread that Rob and Julie were naked and attending the Nude Day orgy, too, as if they were their coup d'état, the crowd grew in a frenzy looking for the virginal couple. By the time the word spread to Rob and to Julie that they were attending the Nude Day orgy event and not the Nude Day naked event, alas, it was too late to save them. Having already swallowed them, there was just no way the crowd of people would make a path to release them. After saving themselves and abstaining from sex for all the wrong reasons, for their religion and for God, they were doomed by the Devil to experience a real, live, modern day Caligula. God help them.
"C'mon, tell me and be honest, don't you just love a story with a happy ending? I do. A couple that good were just annoying, anyway. Seriously, this couple could have been Mother Teresa's children. Hmm, then, they would have been brother and sister. Now, that would have made for a good story, a brother and sister having sex. I wonder if that was ever written before? No mater, it's about time that Julie experienced a mega cream pie facial and Rob was attacked by a bevy of naked, obese, middle-aged, frustrated women, don't you think? After reading about how sickening sweet these two virgins are, wouldn't you just love to see them deflowered by a mob of naked people?"
Just as every women and some men wanted to have sex with Rob, every man and some women wanted to have sex with Julie. As if Julie was Lara Logan reporting from Egypt, surrounded by a huge crowd of naked, sexually excited men, she didn't walk more than twenty feet, before she was grabbed from behind and forced to her knees. Never had she seen so many erect cocks pulsating at eye level.
"Oh, the inhumanity of it all. Someone save the poor girl, that is, after she blows me, too."
Being that she was already and conveniently naked, hands touched, felt, groped, fondled, and caressed her everywhere, where no virginal woman should ever be touched, felt, groped, fondled, and caressed. Her screams of horror were silenced by the huge crowd of men waiting for their turn to stick their cocks in any available orifice of Julie's poor, virginal body. A virgin no more, a woman of the world now, having sex with nearly more men than Kim Kardashian, being fucked and forced to suck, she succumbed to the lust of the horny crowd, who were there hoping to break the Guinness Book World Record for the most people having sex at the same time. Only, this crowd was intent on breaking the Guinness Book World Record for the most men having sex with one woman, namely (gulp) Julie, the poor thing.
"Someone save the poor girl," I said to myself silently, before sticking my cock in her mouth, too.
If only she hadn't attended. If only they hadn't cancelled the Nude Day record for the most naked people and replaced it with the Nude Day record for the most people having sex. If only she had hadn't stripped naked. If only she had stayed in the car. If only she wasn't so beautiful and sexy.
"Look! There's Julie! Get her! Fuck her!"
Homeless men from the shelter were the first ones to spot her and grab her. Having always wanted to get their dirty hands on her, they were the first ones to have sex with her. Pushing her to the ground, one by one, they all mounted her and had their wicked way with her, with all of them cumming in her pussy. Fortunately for her, in anticipation of her marriage, she had just started using birth control. Just as I can only imagine her pain, I can only imagine their pleasure. As soon as the homeless men were done with her, she wandered aimlessly through the crowd of naked men trying to break free to find her true love, Rob.
"Rob? Rob? Where are you?"
"Look! There's Julie! Get her! Fuck her!"
The elderly residents and employees from the nursing home did the dirty, nasty deed with her, too. Jim, a spry 78-year-old, while Julie was still lying on her back on the ground dazed by being gangbanged by a dozen homeless men, sat on Julie's chest and forced his cock in her mouth. The first of many men that day to receive a blowjob from Julie, his friend Walter, a still active, 81-year-old, parked himself between her legs to lick her pussy.
"What are you doing down there, Walter?" Jim looked behind him, while Julie was blowing him. "Why don't you fuck her? Can't you get it up anymore?"
"Just because I can't cut the mustard, Jim, doesn't mean that I still can't lick the jar."
Finally breaking free from the elderly men, Julie continued her search for Rob.
"Rob! Rob! Where are you? Rob! Rob!"
"Look! There's Julie! Grab her!"
A few dozen men, who barely could speak English, students of hers that she had successfully taught to read and write enough English to pass their citizenship exam, didn't need to know English to know where to stick their cocks.
"Julie! Julie! Julie!"
As if that was the only word they could understandably say in English they all chanted her name, while making love to this big breasted, blonde, blue-eyed, beautiful, American woman. Lifting her off the ground and bending her over, as if they were fucking America, one by one, they all fucked her up the ass from behind, while forcing her to blow them from the front. Too horrible to even watch, I covered my eyes with my splayed fingered hands, while setting up my video camera to record all the action to watch later in the privacy of my home, if you know what I mean.
Finally breaking away from her English as a second language American citizenship students, she wandered through the throng of naked men.
"Rob! Rob! Where are you, my darling? Rob! Rob!"
"Look! There's sister Julie. Let's get her!"
Her Bible students, not afraid to take sloppy dozens, penetrated her in her holiest of holy holes, her mouth, her ass, and her pussy. Accustomed to seeing Julie on her knees praying, never have they had so much pleasure in seeing Julie on her knees sucking.
"Thank you, God, for giving us Julie," said one Bible student.
"Suck my cock, Julie," said another student of the Bible.
"Fuck me, Julie," said another holy book practitioner.
Once again, after Julie had ended her religious experience with her students of God, she pushed her way through the mass of naked men.
"Rob! Rob! Wherefore art thou, Rob?"
"Look! There's Julie! Get her!"
Starbucks' customers after Starbucks' customers, men who lusted over her every morning for months, while she served them hot lattes gave her their own sexual version of a hot, facial lattes. Lining up in a single file line, as if they were waiting to order their cappuccinos, instead of having sex with Julie, they couldn't wait to cum all over her face, her hair, and her naked chest. Never has any woman, even a Japanese woman being given a session of Bukkake, had more cum ejaculated over every exposed inch of her naked body. Finally done with her orgy of Starbucks customers, she broke away again.
"Rob! Rob! Where the fuck are you?"
Trying to make her way out of the crowd of horny men, who hoped to break the record for the biggest sexual orgy, being groped by hundreds of horny men, losing count of how many men she fucked and sucked, she was soon drained of her energy and her innocence. Now willing to do anyone, just to get the experience over with and get away to find Rob, she relinquished control of her body to any man who wanted her. And they all wanted her.
"Look," said the mailman.
"It's Julie," said the UPS man.
"Let's get her," said her doctor and dentist at the same time.
Her first threesome, was with her mailman, who bent her over and fucked her like a dog, while the UPS man forced her to blow him, by pulling hard on her long, blonde hair and filling her mouth with all of him, when she screamed. Patiently waiting their turns, as if sitting in their own waiting rooms, while waiting for the doctor to see them, one by one, from her doctor to her dentist, to her hairstylist, to her Bible school professor, even grouchy old Mr. Jennings had his cock sucked by Julie. Nearly every man in town had their wicked way with Julie's beautiful body and no longer virginal mouth. So sore from being fucked up the ass, so very many times, never had she swallowed as much protein.
"Rob! Rob!" After every man was done with her, she continued her search for Rob. "Rob! Rob!"
Finally, thank God, to the rescue, Julie's father and future father-in-law pulled her from out of the huge crowd of naked men.
"Julie! Are you okay? Oh, my God, you have cum over every square inch of your beautiful, naked body," said her father.
"You poor, poor dear," said her future father-in-law, holding her up by cupping her breasts.



With her eyes covered with cum, Julie looked up at without recognizing him.
"I'll suck and fuck you, if you help me find my Rob," she said to her own father, not realizing that he was her Dad.
"Julie, it's me. You're Dad. I'm with Rob's father."
Both men leered at Julie's naked body, as if she was the only naked woman there.
"I'll fuck and suck the both of you, if you help me find my Rob," she said dazed and disoriented.
"Okay," said her father. "I'll help you find, Rob," he said sticking his cock in his daughter's mouth.
"Okay," said Rob's father. "I'll help you find, Rob," he said bending her over and fucking her like a dog.
Then, both men switch, with Julie's Dad fucking his daughter and Julie blowing her future father-in-law.
"Oh, Daddy," she groaned, while fucking her father. "I love you, Daddy."
Rob wasn't fairing much better either. As if he was a Chippendale shipwrecked on an deserted island of sexually frustrated women, from Sue Ellen, the big bloomer girl, to Mary Beth, the town slut, to Miss Anderson, the town drunk, to Mrs. Morrison, the town cougar, every woman in town, whether married or single, including Mrs. Jennings had their wicked way with Rob by either having him fuck them or by sitting on his face and not allowing him to move, unless and until he licked their pussies to orgasmic pleasure.
"Fuck me, Rob," said Sue Ellen, the big bloomer girl, as she mounted him and filled her pussy with his erect cock.
"I want to do everything to you, Rob," said Mary Beth, the town slut, attacking his body, in the way so many men have manhandled her and were now attacking Julie.
"I want to blow you, Rob," said Miss Anderson, the town drunk. "Cum in my mouth, Rob. I want to swallow you," she said sucking him, while stroking him, until he exploded all that he had to give in her mouth.
"There you are," said Mrs. Jennings from the hardware store. She pushed Rob to the ground and pinning him down by sitting on his shoulders, she stuck her pussy in his face. "Eat me! Lick me," she said pulling his head up by his hair. "Fuck my hole with your fingers. Make me cum." She wouldn't let him go, until he sexually satisfied her with his mouth, tongue, and fingers.
"Purrrfect," said Mrs. Morrison the town cougar. "Having sex with someone so young makes me feel young, too."
Finally safe from harm, Rob's mother and future mother-in-law found Rob standing alone and dazed.
"There's Rob. Let's get him. I always wanted to have sex with my son," said Rob's mother.
"And I always wanted to have sex with your son, too, my future son-in-law," said Julie's mother.
Forcing Rob to lick their pussies, while Rob licked his mother's pussy, Julie's mother sucked his cock. Then they switched with Rob's mother sucking his cock and Julie's mother forcing Rob to eat her cunt. Not letting go of him, until they were done with him, Rob's mother mounted her son and fucked him. Then, it was Julie's mother's turn to have sex with Rob.
"Oh, mother," he moaned. "I love you, Mommy."
Finally, with everyone exhausted and sexually satisfied, when the Nude Day orgy was just about over, Julie forcibly struggled to separate herself from the huge mass of leftover men. When the horny women in the crowd found other men to fuck and lick them, Rob escaped and made his way to Julie, too.
"Rob!"
"Julie!"
Then, when they saw one another from the distance, just as they were about to embrace, running towards one another, as if in a remake of an Irish Spring, soap commercial of old, and as if Rob was the sailor kissing the nurse in Times Square on V-J Day, a multitude of cameras flashed all at the same time to capture their photos for eternity.
After looking for her throughout the whole event and finally finding her, saddened that she was so violated and no longer innocent, with true love conquering all, he was just glad that she was alive. Finally, after Julie had fucked and sucked so many men and after Rob had fucked and licked so many women, while so many men licked her and so many women sucked him, he was ready to have sex with Julie. He mounted Julie and nearly falling asleep, while on her, they reluctantly humped one another without any emotion and feeling.
Disgusted and disgraced, they slowly made their way back to their car. With Rob awash in pussy juices and Julie dripping with cum from her hair to in between her toes, they were a sorry, albeit sexy sight to behold. No longer virgins abstaining from sex, named the King and the Queen of the Nude Day Guinness World Record Orgy, Julie and Rob were estimated to having had some type of sexual contact with more than a thousand people a piece.
"King Rob and Queen Julie of the Guinness World Record Nude Day orgy embraced and kissed, after having had sex with hundreds of people each," reported the newswires, newspapers, and televised announcements of the Nude Day Guinness Book of World Records being broken for the most people having sex at the same time.
Hugely and singlehandedly responsible for helping to break the world's biggest orgy record, Julie and Rob were spotlighted as the most sensual and sexual couple in the world. Every newspaper from Boston to Bangladesh carried their naked photo embracing and kissing. They were famous and along with fame came fortune. Making the talk show rounds from Leno to O'Brien to Letterman to Ellen, they made personal appearances on every news magazine show, while naked, of course. A hot commodity, the offers poured in so fast that they needed to hire a secretary, a press agent, and a talent agent. With a book deal and a movie deal in the works, forget about going to Africa as missionaries, never being poor again, they bought a big house in Santa Barbara, where Kevin Costner and Oprah lives.
Unfortunately, after going through the motions of the wedding ceremony, ala Kim Kardashian, their marriage only lasted a few weeks. After having sex with so many people, Julie and Rob couldn't commit to just one person. Now they needed an army of men and a crowd of women to satisfy their every sexual want and desire. Realizing their pickings for lovers were slim, at best, they jointly operated a whorehouse in Las Vegas. Hiring a staff of male and female sexy and sexual entertainers, Rob took care of the woman and Julie took care of the men. Now with a story to tell their grandchildren, should they ever get married again and have children of their own, they'll never look at Nude Day the same way ever again.
THE END
This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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"What do you wanna do today?" Josh looked at his friend, David. "I'm bored. I'm tired of just hangin' around the house, but it's too hot to do anything else."
"I figured we'd go downtown," said David.
"Downtown? I don't wanna go downtown," said Josh. "It's too hot and hotter there with all those people and all those tall, granite buildings and no shade."
"Precisely why we should go?"
"Why in the Hell would you want to roast in the concrete jungle downtown, when we could go to the beach and, at least, jump in the water, when we got too hot?"
"Because, duh, dummy, today is Nude Day. Today is the one day in the year of naked women's tits, asses, and pussies publically displayed and legally exposed for our viewing pleasure," said David rubbing his hands together with excitement. "No matter if it's illegal to be so exposed all the other days of the year, today Nude Day celebrators are given a free pass, so long as it's a woman and not a man exposing himself."
"Where downtown? I don't want to be endlessly walking around in the hot sun looking for naked women in the way we did last year," said Josh.
"No matter where we go downtown, the park, a bar, or just aimlessly walking around, there's always naked or semi-naked chicks out and about on Nude Day. Some brave soul is always walking around naked or taking off her blouse and bra. Then, of course, there's the Nude Day parade. I don't want to miss that public display of skin."
"Nude Day parade? Last year the Nude Day parade was filled with gay men and lesbian women, not that there's anything wrong with gay men and lesbian women, but I'd rather go to the beach," said Josh.
"The beach? We always go to the beach. You always want to go to the beach. The beach, the beach, the beach, I'm tired of going to the beach. Why the beach?"
"I love walking the beach with my bare feet walking on the hot sand, while hearing the ocean in the background. It's so calm and beautiful."
"That's bullshit," said David. "You just want to go to the beach because of your foot fetish. You just want to see women's naked feet, never mind seeing their tits, asses, and pussies."
"So? At least I'm not leering at women, while hoping they strip naked one day a year on Nude Day. At least with my foot fetish, something that I can enjoy 365 days a year, whether women are barefoot, in high heels, open toed shoes, or flip flops, I'm more respectful of women," said Josh agreeing with himself by nodding his head. "You spend all your time staring at women's breasts and undressing them with their eyes, while the worst that I do is compliment them on their shoes and/or ask them if they'd like a foot massage," said Josh, while clutching his hands to his chest, as if he was about to have an orgasm. "Ah, naked feet, lots of naked feet and toes. The beach is my Nirvana, my foot fetish Heaven. I love walking the beach. There's not a better place to see more naked, women's feet than at the beach."
"Seriously, though and I realize that feet are your fetish, but aren't you tired of seeing, touching, feeling, and smelling women's feet? You work as a shoe salesman 40 hours a week, I'd think you'd be sick to death of women's feet."
"What are you nuts? Just as you never tire of seeing tits, I never tire of seeing, touching, feeling, and smelling women's feet. I love women's feet, whether naked feet or feet that are shrouded in white gym socks, or masked by pantyhose. Women's feet are my passion," said Josh looking as if he was going to have an orgasm in his pants.
"I dunno. I just don't get it. I can't see how you can even compare a woman's foot to a woman's breast. Give me tits any day to feet," said David. "Definitely, I'd much rather suck a nipple than a toe."
"Actually, working in a shoe store is not only about feet. You'd love working there. I get a lot of down blouses with women leaning down to look at their new shoes," said Josh with a smile. "I get women, who come into the store, women who are so very modest, that you'd think their knees were cemented together. Then, I get the opposite women, who purposely flash me their panties, that is, if they're even wearing any," said Josh with a laugh. "If only they knew that I'm more interested in their feet than their tits, their panties, and their pussies, how shocked they'd be? If only they knew that what I really want is to suck their toes and lick their feet and not finger their pussies and lick their cunts."
"Feet, feet, feet, it's always about feet with you. Give it a rest. Seriously, Josh, don't you ever get tired of women's feet? Women have other and better parts than feet."
"Not to me they don't. I never get tired of seeing, feeling, and licking women's feet. I live for women's feet, in the way that you live for seeing, feeling, and sucking on women's breasts," said Josh.
"Oh, God, I just love tits. Don't get me started on tits," said David. "No matter if they're A cup, B cup, C cup, D cup, or, God help me, double D cup," said David clutching his chest. "I love tits in the way you love feet."
"I wish I could feel and lick every foot and suck on every toe that attracts my attention," said Josh. "I'd be in Heaven."
"And I wish I could feel every breast and suck on every nipple," said David. "I'd be the happiest man alive."
"God, open toed shoes and sandals drive me mad with desire!" Josh grabbed his crotch. "Seeing a women's toe peeking out her shoe is much like you seeing a women's cleavage peeking out her blouse."
"Tube tops and low cut tops make me wild with lust!" David grabbed his crotch. "Every time I see a tube top, I want to pull it down to expose her breasts."
"Yet, you do realize, of course, unlike you, who are attracted to every woman, who has breasts, no matter what she looks like, I'm more selective in my search for the perfect feet and toes. Not every foot sexually appeals to me," said Josh with a look of a fashion designer rejecting a model for a crooked seam.
"That's not true, Josh. I'm a connoisseur of breasts, too. My rule of thumb is that women must have two of them," he said with a laugh. "All kidding aside, I don't like them too big or too small or hanging too far down and/or breasts that aren't shapely. Breasts that are flat and flabby don't do anything for me either," said David. "My favorite tits are firm, C cup breasts with big nipples. With her shoulders back and her chest puffed out, breasts that are displayed proudly are what makes me horny and what makes me glad that I was born a heterosexual man."
"Much like you with your specific selection of breasts, there are some feet that do nothing for me. Fat feet, feet with cracked and yellowed toenails, and calloused feet with bunions are gross. Yuck," said Josh. "Give me the delicate foot but not one that's deformed by being squished in a high heel shoe all day. A smallish size six to size seven shapely foot is a work of art. I can just see Michelangelo sculpting the perfect woman's foot, while touching, feeling, and licking her feet, as he created his masterpieces. You know," said Josh leaning into his friend, as if about to tell him a secret. "Japanese women have the best feet. Matter of fact, Asian women have better feet than American women. As they do with the rest of their body, Asian women take better care of their feet."
"Gees, don't get me started on tits," said David. "I love tits, areolas, and nipples. The bigger the tits the better, so long as they aren't too big and disproportionate to the woman's body, as are Dolly Parton's and Pamela Anderson's tits. Their tits are just too big. Tits make me crazy with lustful desire. They make my hands twitch and my fingers ache," he said raising his hands shoulder high and opening and closing them. "Whenever I see a beautiful rack, my lips take the shape of a goldfish," he said puckering his lips, as if he was a baby breastfeeding. "Playing with a women's tits and fingering her nipples, while she sucks my cock is better than winning the lottery."
"Feet do that to me," said Josh, holding his hands at thigh level, while opening and closing them. "Sometimes, without the woman even knowing, I stare at her feet, especially whenever I find the perfect pair that's so blatantly exposed in an open toed shoe or sandal. If only they knew I was lusting over their feet. I've always wondered if there are women, who find their feet as sexually arousing and sensually seductive, as I do. Yeah, sure, lots of women love a foot massage, but I'm looking for that one special woman, who wants as much attention paid to her feet, as I'll willing to give."
"I still can't believe that I was turned down for that mammography job they posted at the hospital. I am a male nurse, after all. It isn't as if I'm just a guy walking in off the street with a breast fetish applying for a mammography job. I'd love nothing better than to position women's breasts through two panes of glass, while squeezing them. Oh, my God, I'm getting an erection just thinking about seeing and touching so many tits every day. I swear, I'd work for nothing."
"Which is why they'd never hire a man to give women a mammography test," said Josh with a laugh.
"Lesbians have it made," said David. "Lesbians could give mammography tests to women and no one would suspect them of getting aroused from seeing, touching, and feeling so many breasts. I betcha doctors get aroused seeing, touching, and feeling so many breasts, too. I betcha doctors go home and masturbate over all the tits they've seen."
"Too bad you didn't continue with your education and go to medical school," said Josh. "The guys who have it made are plastic surgeons, those who do breast implants and breast augmentation surgeries. They see, touch, and feel tits all day long. Maybe you could work for one of them."
"Nah, applied and denied, I've already looked into that. They only hire beautiful women," said David looking at his friend with curiosity. "So, why are you suddenly on the foot fetish kick again? I thought you were cured of your foot fetish. What happened with Doctor McCracken that you were seeing for a while?"
"Doctor McCracken is more twisted than I am. We share the same foot fetish, but he's a cross dresser. He even showed me his collection of women's shoes," said Josh with a laugh. "Admittedly, it was fun going through his collection of shoes, but at size 12, watching him modeling women's shoes did nothing for me," said Josh making a sour face. "Watching him model those ridiculously huge gun boats that he had for shoes made me feel, as if I was in a Woody Allen spoof of a movie," said Josh laughing.
"No way! I never pegged old McCracken for a cross dresser. He's 6'5" tall. Not a good looking man, looking a bit like Howard Sterns, he must make for one ugly woman."
"Yeah, I can't even imagine him dressed in drag. You should see his closet, though. His closet is filled with flats, pumps, sandals, sneakers, espadrilles, flip flops, and heels, especially stilettos. Oh, my God, I love stilettos. He doesn't want his wife to know, which is the reason why he keeps his shoe collection under lock and key at his office," said Josh with a laugh. "I told my Mom that he cured my foot fetish, which is why I'm telling her that I'm going downtown with you to see naked and semi-naked women for Nude Day and to watch the Nude Day parade, instead of going to the beach to see feet. She'd think me more normal wanting to see naked women than just wanting to see naked feet."
"Are you still giving your Mom foot massages?"
"Oh, God, yeah. Every night I get an erection, while rubbing her feet. She always raises her skirt higher than necessary, whenever I give her a foot massage. I suspect she knows that I'm aroused massaging her feet, because she rests her heel against my throbbing cock and subtly wiggles it around, as if giving me a foot hand job," said Josh with a laugh. "I love rubbing my swollen cock against her soft feet, only I can't help but get the feeling that she wants me to massage more than just her feet, if you know what I mean."
"Gees, Josh. That's incest. Next you'll be telling me that you took a bath with your Mom, while washing her feet."
"Oh, God, I'd love to be naked with her in the bathtub, while washing her feet," said Josh closing his eyes and looking, as if he was imagining the scenario. "She's always flashing me her panty in up skirts, her naked pussy in up nightgowns, her bra in down blouses, and breasts in down nightgowns."
"Not that I'd ever want to see any part of her, but I've never seen any part of my Mom," said David. "Your Mom is hot. My Mom is not."
"I can't tell you how many times my Mom has caught me masturbating. Whenever she sees my erect cock, she stares at it, before closing my bedroom door without saying anything. I've heard her masturbating a few times and, figuring she was masturbating over me, I was tempted to open her bedroom door and watch her play with her pussy, while I massaged her feet."
"Tell your Mom that I'll massage her breasts. She has a great rack. I'd love to see, feel, fondle, and caress her big tits, before sucking her big nipples."
"Hey, that's my mother you're talking about."
"Sorry," said David falling quiet for a moment. "I'm just curious."
"Curious about what?"
"Have you seen them?"
"Seen what?"
"Your Mom's tits?"
"Gees, David, you're such a pervert, when it comes tits."
"C'mon tell me. Have you seen them?"
"Yeah, I have. So?"
"No way. How did you get to see them?" With his eyes bugging out of his head, David straightened his posture and was at full attention to hear about Josh seeing his mother's tits. Even though I've tried to sneak a peek, I've never seen my Mom's tits," said David with obvious disappointment that was quickly replaced by the sexual excitement of what Josh said.
"My Mom is always flashing me her breasts. I can't tell you how many times I've seen her big tits."
"No way. Oh, my God. Be still my heart," said David clutching his chest again, as if he was having a heart attack.
"I'll be sitting on her bed talking to her and suddenly, she'll stand and remove her bathrobe and put on her bra, while looking at me in her mirror."
"Is she naked?"
"No, she's wearing panties, but still, her naked tits are right there, three feet away from me," said Josh.
"You lucky bastard. I can't believe you saw your Mom's tits. What do they look like? Tell me."
"I'm not going to tell you about my Mom's tits. You'll start masturbating. Tell me about your Mom's feet and then maybe I'll tell you about my Mom's tits."
"My Mom's feet? What's to tell? They're two feet with ten toes. All feet look alike to me, except for men's feet. Men's feet are gross. They all have hair growing out of them."
"Your Mom looks like she'd have nice feet. I'd love to cum all over your mom's feet," said Josh looking up at his friend.
"Fuck you, Josh. And I'd love to cum all over your Mom's breasts," said David fingering his cock through his pants.
"Did you ever give your Mom a foot massage?"
"Me give my Mom a foot massage? What are you nuts? No. That's gross. I'd never touch my Mom's feet. Yuck. I'd rather eat nails."
"I'll let you massage my Mom's breasts, if you let me massage her feet," said Josh.
"Yeah, sure, right. As if that would ever happen. Me massaging your Mom's breasts and you massaging my Mom's feet isn't up to us," said David, suddenly studying his friend. "If only we could and if only they would, how do we get our Mom's to go along with that?"
"We can get them drunk," said Josh with seriousness.
"My Mom doesn't drink," said David.
"Oh, well. It's a good thing there are as many breasts out there, as there are feet," said Josh.
"C'mon, Josh I really wanted to go to the Nude Day festivities downtown," said David. "Please?"
"In the way that most women strip practically naked at the beach, we'll see more at the beach than we'd ever see downtown, especially if we go off the beaten path."
"Off the beaten path? What do you mean, off the beaten path?"
"If we walk along the other end of the beach, past the fence," said Josh with a sinister grin, "we'll see topless, maybe even naked women."
"We can't walk there. That's all private, Josh. We're not supposed to be there. We'll be arrested for trespassing."
"I know it's all private, but feet are feet to me, whether on a public beach or a private beach. The real difference is for you. The women on that private beach sun topless and naked. So long as we keep walking, they won't bother us. Who knows, we may even get lucky."
"Okay, let's go. I really need to see some tits today."
Josh and David walked along the pubic beach and continued all the way down the beach and past the fence that held the sign, Private, No Trespassing. As soon as they entered the privately declared domain, everything changed. It was as if they were at a different beach. The sand was whiter and cleaner. The homes were bigger and more luxurious. Then, they saw what they hoped they'd see, naked women.
Oblivious to them staring, they saw a few topless women sunbathing, but they were either at a distance from them, facing the other way, or lying on their stomachs. They couldn't make out much of the details of their naked breasts or their naked feet. With the private beach much smaller than the public beach, about to come to the end of the private beach and turn around to return the other way to walk the length of the public beach again, an older woman lying out naked and holding up a martini glass, called them over.
"Yoo-hoo! Hello?" She waved them over.
"Hi," said Josh.
"Hi," said David.
"Please don't mind me. I'm a naked, old, drunken broad," she said with a laugh, while brushing aside her shoulder length blonde hair. "Would you give me a hand?"
Immediately Josh looked down at her tanned feet and painted toes, while David stared at her big sagging breasts and exposed nipples.
"Sure," said Josh.
"Sure," said David.
"I'm sitting on this old, rickety, uncomfortable lawn chair because I don't have a ladder high enough to reach my chaise lounge chair in the garage. The man who cleaned out my garage last fall stored the thing on a hook that's too high up for me to reach. I don't have anyone else to ask. My neighbors don't like me because I'm a naked drunk. They'd never allow their husbands to help me for fear that I might steal them," she said with a laugh, while staring at them. "Truth be told, I don't want their old husbands. I'm into much younger men," she said pausing, while laughing, "men more your age. All of my ex-husbands were younger than me, except for the last one, he was older, but damn, if I can remember his name," she laughed.
"Sure no problem," said Josh. "We'll get your chair for you."
Josh and David followed the woman to her garage and David gave Josh ten fingers up to reach her chaise lounge chair.
"Thank you. Thank you, so very much," said the woman standing there in the buff, while sipping her martini. "I hope I'm not embarrassing you boys, but I was once a nudist. Now that I'm older, I really don't give a care who sees me naked."
"You have a great body," said David staring at her breasts.
"You're in wonderful shape," said Josh staring down at her feet.
"Oh, pooh," she said. "I'm old and wrinkled," she said looking down to where David stared at her breasts and to where Josh stared at her feet. "If you don't mind, can you just check the chair for spiders, before setting it up in front of my house on my private beach space? I hate spiders."
"Sure," said Josh.
"No problem," said David.
Both men checked the chair for spiders, before lugging it to the beach.
"Thank you," she said. "I so missed my chair. If I had my purse with me, I'd give you a tip."



"Actually, if you'd like to reward us for retrieving your chair," said Josh.
"Yes? Do you have something else in mind that you'd like me to do?" She looked down at the bulge in his bathing suit.
"I'm big into giving foot massages. I'd love to massage your feet."
"Really? You would? Coincidentally, I'm big on receiving foot massages," she said with a laugh. "I haven't had a good foot massage in years, since my husband died."
"And," said David staring at her breasts.
"Yes? And what would you like as your reward?" In the same way she stared at Josh's bulge, she stared at the bulge that David's cock made in his bathing suit.
"I'd love to massage your breasts," said David.
"My breasts? These old, saggy things?" She looked down at her breasts, while cupping them in her hands, as if serving them up to him. "Really? You would?" She looked at Josh with a sudden look of interest. "Truth be told, I'd love for you to massage my breasts. It's been a long time, since anyone has fondled my tits."
"I would," said David. "I'd love to fondle your tits."
"I wouldn't think that anyone would still be interested in touching my breasts. It's been so long, since anyone touched, felt, and caressed my breasts, but as a repayment to you for helping to retrieve my chair, you may massage my breasts, while your friend massages my feet."
"Thank you," said David.
"You must forgive my manners," she said. "Before you massage my feet," she said looking to Josh, "and you massage my breasts," she said looking to David, "I'm Irene," she said shaking the men's hands.
"Josh," said Josh, standing by her feet and leaning down to shake her hand.
"David," said David, standing by her breasts and giving her his hand to shake. "Nice to meet you, Irene."
"Well, now that we know one another, shall we begin with you boys massaging my feet and my breasts?"
"Yes," said Josh.
"Yes," said David.
With Josh on his knees massaging her feet and David leaning over her to massage her breasts, while occasionally teasing out her nipples with his fingers and lips, both men played the part of cabana boys.
"I hope you don't mind," she said to David, while reaching up to feel his erection through his bathing suit. "It's been a long time, since I felt a cock, ten years, actually. I was only 53-years-old, when my third husband died."
Josh was shocked that the woman was only 63-years-old. With her skin tanned, wrinkled, and weathered from the hot sun, she looked much older. Easily, he would have thought that she was ten years older. Whether it was the foot massage or the breast massage or a combination of both, but as soon as David concentrated more on her nipples, the woman was obviously becoming sexually aroused. After brushing off all the sand, that's when, Josh performed his magic on her feet. Something he only dared to do on his mother, being that this woman was so free and easy, and was once a nudist, he leaned down and took her naked toes in his mouth. Swirling his tongue around each toe, before sucking them, while still continuing to massage her feet, he flicked his tongue in between each toe. With his foot massage sexually arousing her and his tongue tickling her, he was rewarded with her cooing and giggling, as if she was a school girl.
"Oh, that feels so good," she cooed to Josh. "You give a masterful foot massage."
"Thank you, Irene. You have wonderful feet, two of the best feet I've seen," said Josh taking the liberty to rub his bathing suit clad cock over her feet in between licks and kisses.
"Coincidentally, my husband, God rest Saul's soul," she said finally remembering his name, "was a Podiatrist. He showed me how to care for my feet. Most people do nothing to their feet but clip their toenails, but Saul was big on footbaths and foot massages."
"I love your feet, Irene," said Josh massaging them, kissing them, and licking them.
"Show me what I'm feeling," she said to David. "I want to see your cock. Take off your bathing suit," she said to David. "You, too," she said to Josh. "Take off your bathing suit, Josh, and rub your cock all over my feet."
"Are you sure?" David looked all around.
"What if someone comes?" Josh looked from the woman to David and down the beach.
"No one can see us way out here. I'm the last house before the lighthouse. It's privately exclusive, very private. With the no trespassing sign posted, no one ever walks all the way down here, but I'm glad that you two ignored the sign."
"Okay, here goes," said David stripping off his bathing suit to reveal his erection.
Irene grabbed his cock, as soon as she saw it.
"Oh, my, you have a beautiful penis," she said reaching up to slowly stroke him, while toying with the head of his cock.
"Okay, here goes," said Josh stripping off his bathing suit to reveal his erection.
"Fuck my feet with your cock, Josh. I know you want to do that. Let my toes feel your cock," she said giggling.
Appropriately naked for Nude Day, both men had erections but for different reasons, David was aroused by her breasts and Josh was aroused by her feet.
"A long time since I've seen, never mind felt a hard cock, I want you to rub your big, hard cock, over my naked breasts," said Irene, "while your friend rubs his big, hard cock all over my feet, while massaging them."
"Really? Oh, my God, Irene, I'd love to rub my cock all over your big breasts," said David.
"And, except for rubbing my pajama clad cock against mother's delicate feet, while they were positioned in my lap, I've never rubbed my cock against the foot of any woman before. Even though I've fantasized about removing my cock from my pajamas and rubbing my against my mother's feet, I was always fearful that she'd think me an incestuous pervert. Now that I'm with you, I'd love to rub my cock all over your perfect feet, Irene," said Josh.
Irene lifted her head to look down at Josh rubbing his cock all over her feet. Then, she looked up to stare at David's big, hard cock. Then, when David leaned over her to rub his cock all over her naked breasts and exposed, erect nipples, she cupped his balls in her hand, while watching him. When he stood again, she grabbed him, took hold of him, and slowly and seductively stroked him, while looking up at him with her big, blue eyes. Using his cock as her personal dildo, she pulled him forward again by his engorged prick to rub his prick all over her tits, before rubbing his cock all over her shoulders, neck, and face. Then, teasing David with her lips, she ran his cock across her lips, while Josh massaged her feet and fucked her toes.
Kissing and kissing David's cock, as if she was kissing him, the special lip action that she paid David's prick was, obviously driving him mad with lustful desire for her. Then, flicking out her tongue, she licked the head and the sides of his engorged prick, while continuing to kiss and kiss his hardened cock. Finally, gently and gradually, she accepted him in her mouth to blow him. Ever so gently sucking him, as if his cock was a valuable artifact, she increased the tension of her lips with the tension and the speed of her hand. A cock sucking expert, she sucked on David's cock, as if his engorged prick was her last sexual meal.
David increased his breast massage of her big, albeit sagging breasts. Going from one to the other, before using both hands to finger, pull, turn, and twist her nipples, he was in tit heaven. Wishing he could lean down to suck her tits, he didn't want to get in the way of her blowjob. Instead, relegated to continue to only feel her big breasts, while fingering her nipples, his breast massage of her was still plenty enough to get him, as well as her, really aroused. Obviously, already excited from seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling her breasts, while fingering her nipples, it didn't take long for David to shoot his load of warm, oozy cum in her grandmotherly like mouth. A willing participant, an aggressive cougar, sucking him dry and licking him clean, she swallowed all that he had to give, except for what leaked out from the sides of her lips.
Josh, on the other hand, after massaging her feet and licking her toes, already had an enormous erection. Never has he been as excited giving a foot massage. Even though he was well aware that his preference for women's feet was a sexual fetish, he never put cock and foot together, until now. Truly, even though this woman was obviously older than his mother and not as attractive, what was sexually important and erotically arousing were her feet. Even though his mother had wonderful feet, Irene's feet were better. Just as David was most interested in her breasts and now her cock sucking skills, Josh was most interested in her feet.
Still staring at her feet, while massaging them, he leaned closer to allow his cock to stay in constant contact with her toes, heel, soul, and sides of her feet. Overwhelmed in his sexual desire of her feet, never has he been so sexually excited, even when massaging his mother's feet. Rubbing his cock all over her feet, literally fucking her feet in between her toes with the head of his cock, giving Irene's feet a cock massage was the most outrageous sex he's ever had with any woman's body part. He watched her suck David's cock, while David was all over her big tits. Without her even so much as touching his exposed prick, just as David shot his load in her mouth, Josh shot his load all over her size 7 feet. Now that he rubbed his naked cock all over Irene's feet, now that he shot his warm, oozy load of cum all over her naked feet, he couldn't wait to try this on his mother's feet.
Just as David's cum dripped from her lips and ran down her chin to collect in a small pool on her chest, Josh watched his cum splash her toes and run down her feet to stain her chaise lounge chair. Tempted to lick his own cum from his toes, wanting to suck his cum, along with her toes, he didn't dare for fear that David would think him even more perverted than he was.
As if a new door was opened to his foot fetish, what his mother did for him in allowing him to massage her feet, Irene did for him in allowing him to cum all over her feet. He couldn't wait to cum on the feet of more women. He couldn't wait to cum all over his mother's feet tonight. Now, working as a shoe salesman in the shoe store will be even more exciting. Becoming friends, David and Josh were regular visitors of the private beach and of Irene's.
Later that night, Josh gave his mother the best foot massage she ever had. Waiting until she was totally relaxed, he leaned down to take her toes in his mouth. As soon as he started sucking his mother's toes, while massaging her feet, with her nightgown raising in conjunction with her feet moving, she spread her legs wider than necessary. Encouraged by the close up view of his mother's exposed, naked pussy, Josh pulled his cock out from his pajamas.
As if in a sexual trance, he couldn't believe he was rubbing his naked cock all over his mother's precious feet. With his mother's toes feeling and teasing his naked cock, she knew exactly what he was doing. Then, in a sexual frenzy, when his mother reached down for his hands and placed them in between her legs with his fingers in contact with her pussy, he exploded cum all over his mother's feet. Now naked foot massages are part of Josh and his mother's nightly routine.
THE END
This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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Chapter Two - My Four Horny Friends
Now that I remember her and recall her face and her figure in more detail, she was a good looking woman, a huge understatement, and one who haunted my dreams and fantasies for years, after our brief sexual interlude. Even now, remembering her, as I would an old, favorite teacher, I remember her with love, lust, and affection. I remember her in this story with fond, albeit still excited sexual memories of her naked body. If she's still alive, I wonder where she is now and if she ever thought about me again later in the way that I'm thinking about her now and always thought about her. Probably married with kids and grandchildren, by now, I wonder if she'd recognize me forty years later.
It all started innocently enough. What did we know? We were just a bunch of horny, young men hanging around our neighborhood haunt, Slide Park, aptly named because there were two granite slides, when first walking in the park.
She was a woman who lived in our neighborhood and, at first, we never paid her any mind, that is, until she started making a spectacle of herself. My friends used to whisper that she was lesbian because she didn't have a husband or a boyfriend and because they never saw her with a man. I don't think we even knew what a lesbian was back then because everything about alternative sexual orientation was hushed; everyone who was gay or lesbian hid in the closet, and nothing was out in the open and on the table, as it is today. Besides, if we thought of lesbians, the only lesbians that came to mind was the butch dyke type of lesbians, those women who wore men's clothes and who'd beat the crap out of a man for just looking at them the wrong way. In our minds, there was no way that a beautiful woman could be a lesbian. Back then, we never suspected Vivian Leigh, Marlene Dietrich, Joan Crawford, Barbara Stanwyck, and Judy Holiday of being lesbian. They were too damn hot.
Back then, it was just unusual for a woman to live alone in our neighborhood, a place of families with lots of kids. Just as it was unusual for someone to work from home. Rumor had it that she was a writer. Rumor had it that she was a widow, after her husband was killed in Viet Nam. She didn't look like any widow that I ever saw. All the widows in the North End, the Italian section of Boston, wore black for the rest of their lives. Rumor had it that she was evicted out of Charlestown, the next neighborhood over, the Irish section of Boston, across the Charlestown bridge, where Osama bin Laden's relatives lived, before 9/11, after she was caught having sex with young men our age.
She was old or so we all thought, even though she was only 32-years-old. A bunch of goofs, we were all 18-years-old and acting more like 13-year-olds. Our maturity stunted by our closed neighborhood, we were all so very immature. What did we know about life? Not so much.
Without having graphically explicit television, sex education, and X rated Internet videos, we didn't know very much about sex either, that was for sure. Back then in the sixties of censored TV, prime time television consisted of cartoons, Top Cat, the Flintstones, and the Jetsons, along with mild situation comedies, Lucille Ball, Ozzie and Harriet, and Leave it to Beaver. With church every Sunday keeping us in check the whole week, we all answered to a higher power. What fear the Nuns couldn't instill in us with their ruler, the Priest at Mass instilled in us with his sermon and with threats of our souls being damned to Hell. After reading Dante's Inferno and Milton's Paradise Lost in high school, I was already scared out of my mind not to do anything wrong, immoral, or illegal.
With all of us virgins, we did nothing more than look, stare and leer, actually. Innocent voyeuristic perverts and perverse peepers, we spent our days trying to see whatever we could see as fodder for our masturbation sessions later. Jerking off a lot, while waiting and watching for opportunities to see down women's blouses and up their skirts, we welcomed the advent of the sexual revolution and the day of the mini skirt. Whenever we saw an opportunity for a down blouse and/or an up skirt view, describing it in great detail and embellishing it, we told our friends what we saw with enhanced descriptions and imagery getting better every time we retold the story. We were all guilty of jerking off later about imagining seeing that for ourselves. Still, a time just before the birth control pill was accepted as an option to birth control, with so many woman morally modest, a sight of a down blouse bra or an up skirt panty was, as a big deal as it was a rare occurrence. When the mini skirt and tube tops took control of our neighborhood and our horny eyeballs, we were happy to be alive.
"I saw a woman today at the market. She was reaching for the cheese in the dairy case and her blouse was wide opened, wide frigging open," said Joey, playing the part of the woman that he saw. Unbuttoning his shirt and bending forward, as if he was leaning and reaching in a diary case, he was giving us a good story. "I swear on my grandmother's grave," he said raising his hand, while looking from each one of us. "The top of her blouse was unbuttoned and she wasn't wearing a bra. I saw her tits, her areolas, and her nipples. I saw her whole breast and she had big tits. I saw everything," he said breathlessly, while wiping his hand over his face, as if he needed a drink to calm his nerves, after witnessing a murder.
Probably having just seen part of her bra, it was then that we all knew that Joey was making up the last part, but it didn't matter because he gave us something to imagine, while jerking off later that night. He was a good storyteller, our best storyteller and, with us eager to believe all that he said, he always made his tall tales sound believable. Probably, no doubt, he merely saw only her bra strap, but that was enough to spark his imagination and to motivate his creative ability to tell us a story that added to our never ending horniness and give us endless masturbation material later.
"So, what did she look like?" Stephen looked at him with skepticism. Always wanting proof, evidence, and just the details, in the way that Jack Webb wanted just the details on Dragnet, he was the disbelieving lawyer and mistrusting detective of the group. "How old was she? Was she pretty? What was she wearing? How tall was she? Was she fat or thin, Joey? Give us more details than that. You just can't say that you saw some woman's tits, areolas, and nipples and not give us all the other details," said Stephen. "It's un-American. It's just not right. We'd tell you everything we saw, if it was us. The least you can do is give us more details."
We all knew why Stephen wanted details, just as we all knew what he'd be doing and what we'd all be doing later that night. Our own version of Cool Hand Luke with Paul Newman, when that woman was washing an old car and getting all wet in the movie, we all used our imaginations to imagine our own version of a woman bending over and leaning in the dairy case and stretching to reach for cheese, while wearing an unbuttoned, loose blouse without a bra. Yet, Stephen, being so anal, always needed and wanted more details. Now, embellishing a bit on Joey's story and taking the liberty to change the female character, when I imagined expanding more on Joey's story, I switched from how Joey described what she looked like to how Sophia Loren, Marilyn Monroe or Jayne Mansfield looked like, while reaching for the cheese with an unbuttoned blouse. Definitely, it was more fun putting famous, sexy, celebrity face to the naked breast, while masturbating.
"That's nothing," said Anthony. "I saw my neighbor, Maryanne, this morning practically naked. She must have just gotten out of the shower because she walked out of her house just wearing a thin, little bathrobe with nothing underneath."
"Nothing underneath? How do you know she was naked underneath her bathrobe?" Joey looked at Anthony, as if jealous that he was stealing his thunder about seeing a woman's tits in the supermarket by trumping his story with that of seeing a naked woman.
"Because, when she stooped to pick up the newspaper outside her front door, her bathrobe opened and she had nothing on underneath. I saw her pussy," he said looking from one to the other. "I saw her big tits."
Immediately Elizabeth Taylor, Natalie Wood, Zsa Zsa Gabor, and Sandra Dee came to my mind, all at once. I imagined walking around Beverly Hills delivering newspapers and waving to one of those celebrities, when they stooped down to get their morning newspaper in front of me, while exposing much more than just their smile. Then, there she was, Doris Day, waving to me, just as a gust of wind blew open her bathrobe and she was naked, totally naked underneath. I imagined seeing her big tits and her blonde pussy, until I was abruptly interrupted from my sexual fantasy of Doris Day flashing me her pussy.
"Fuck you," said Joey. "No way! You saw her whole pussy? You saw Maryanne's big tits? Get the fuck out of here. Maryanne? I don't believe you. You're lying."
"Yeah, I did. Cross my heart and hope to die, I saw her naked body. I swear on my grandmother's grave," said Anthony. "Her pussy was so close that I could smell it."
"Yeah, well, if you could smell her pussy," she Ralph, "then, she needed a bath, which proves that you saw nothing because you said she had just gotten out of the shower."
"Oh, yeah? Your mother's pussy smells like tuna fish," said Anthony. "Besides, maybe she was just about to take a shower."
"Hey, hey, hey, no mothers," said Joey, always so protective of his mother.
Now that I think of it, we were more like a bunch of junior high school kids, than we were old enough to be drafted in the Marines to fight and die in Viet Nam. With no thanks to Senator McCarthy, the television programming and movies that we saw were much more censored, than they are today. We learned about sex and violence from whispering our misconceptions in the dark to one another. Now, kids learn about sex and violence from X Box video games. Game over. I wonder what they'll be like, when they're my age. I wonder what their children will be like, when they're their age.
All we had to get us off were stolen copies of ragged eared Playboy magazines, National Geographic magazines that showed topless African women, and art history books that the librarians kept on the top shelf behind them to stop us from jerking off behind bookcases to the nude pictures in the corner of the library. When I think about my early sexual maturity, sexually and emotionally retarded, we were sexually inexperienced compared to the sexually experienced teenagers of today. We were so immaturely naïve. If I miss anything of that era, I miss the innocence that has been stolen by dirty, lying, stealing politicians, the Internet, and reality TV.
Kathleen was in her early thirties and nearly twice our age. Even though she was good looking, in the way that Spanky of the Little Rascals had a crush on his teacher, Mrs. Crabtree, she was old, so we all thought, that we hardly noticed her good looks. We only always saw her from a distance and we always saw her wearing clothes. Besides, with our hormones controlling our minds and our horniness controlling our imaginations, we more noticed her body than we did her face. Suffice to say that she had a great figure. Still, we were more interested in the neighborhood girls our age, who were more our speed and who tempted us with flirty talking, sexy walking, French kisses, the hopes of getting to first base, and the fantasy of a quickie hand job, something that seldom materialized, even after we spent all of our money taking them to the movies and buying them pizza.
Even after the Kennedy assassinations, it was still a time of prolonged innocence. We learned about sex down the cellar, when our parents weren't home or in the park at night, where our parents couldn't see our desperate humping and hear our excited premature ejaculations. Our morals were instilled in us by the neighborhood cop walking the beat and by the local priest at Sunday mass that continued his lecturing, when he visited one of our homes for supper that night, a different house each week, or saw us hiding behind a tree, while taking a stroll through the neighborhood.
"I didn't see you at Sunday Mass, Freddie, but I see you hiding behind that tree."
"Yes, Father."
By the looks of the state of the world today, I think religion has gone underground with everyone praying to God behind closed, locked doors in hopes of winning the lottery or finding a cure for their sick child or a job for an out of work Dad. From the looks of current events, with all the gang violence and political corruption, people don't fear God in the way they used to, when I was a kid growing up on my knees with my hands pressed tightly together and my eyes closed, while asking God to forgive me for my sins and to raise me to Heaven, when I die. Now, it's all a world of dysfunctional lunacy with everyone out for themselves and no one helping their neighbor.
To be continued...
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Chapter Three - Flashing Us Her Panties Again
It was a small Boston, Roman Catholic neighborhood, where I grew up, where everyone knew you, where everyone gossiped about everyone, and no one could hide anything from anyone, that is, except for Kathleen. She lived alone at the end of a dead end street that many of the locals didn't even know or forgot existed. She had this little dog, a Beagle named Barky, aptly named because he barked a lot before he'd start howling. That dog made me hate Beagles and because of Barky, the perfect name for that dog, I never warmed to Charlie Brown's Snoopy. The dog barked at everything and everybody, and could bark and howl non-stop for an hour it seemed, before he'd stop from exhaustion. Actually, if it wasn't for her little dog, no one would ever have known she lived there.
With a view of the USS Constitution and the Bunker Hill Monument from her back kitchen window, her house ran perpendicular to the Old North Church on the front side and Atlantic Commercial Street out the back. Only three streets over from Paul Revere's House, she was situated in the most historic section of Boston. She lived across from a historic cemetery, Copp's Hill cemetery, in the North End, the Italian section of Boston, the gate to which was always closed and padlocked.
The local kids. who had too much time on their hands and no respect for anything or anyone alive or dead vandalized the graves of the revolutionary soldiers, both British and American. Back in the '50's, Copp's Hill was the same cemetery, where the robbers of the infamous Brink's Robbery hid their guns and temporarily stashed their cash to retrieve later. There were old tunnels beneath some of the graves that led all over that part of the city. Beginning from someone's cellar, the tunnels were used, when the early American revolutionists of Boston wanted to conduct secret meetings without the British soldiers knowing. Back then, under a strict curfew, it was illegal to walk the streets at night and/or gather outside a house or meet together, even at the Old North Church, especially at the Old North Church.
Her innocuous apartment, unless someone went out of their way to peer in her windows, was discreetly private. Situated across from the cemetery, she abutted a windowless building to the right of her, the park was beside her to her left, and the Boston Harbor waterfront was behind her. Consequently, her shades were always open. I guess she figured, unless all those dead bodies buried in the cemetery could still see and unless someone in Boston Harbor knew where to look with binoculars, no one could see her walking around naked, which is what she routinely did, we all soon discovered.
The city opened the cemetery gates during tourist season from May to September. Every day, around the same time, three times a day, Kathleen lifted up her dog and her leg to climb over the waist high, black, rod iron fence that prohibited her from walking her dog in the cemetery. Even though she had access to the open gate part of the year, she still climbed the fence because the gate was a block distance away from her house and a block distance back. So much more convenient, where she climbed the fence was just across the street from where she lived.
Back then, women didn't wear pants or jeans like they do today. Much in the way that everyone, who boarded an airplane appropriately dressed, most women wore skirts or dresses. Obviously, because that was her uniform of choice, Kathleen enjoyed wearing miniskirts, perhaps because miniskirts were the latest fashion and she had gorgeous legs enough to wear a miniskirt. Yet, every single time she stepped over that fence, she'd flash us her panties. The first time I saw her lift her leg to climb the fence and saw a flash of her panties, I thought I was imagining her sexy in between her leg flash.
Once we all realized that there was a free show at the same three times every day, we all made sure we were there for show time. Having only three network stations, CBS, NBC, ABC, and two UHF stations, channel 38 and 56, it didn't take much to entertain us, especially, when it came to sex. We all loved and looked forward to seeing Kathleen's bright, white and pastel colored panties. She did have nice, long, shapely legs for an old broad and we all got off on routinely seeing her panties without the fear of any repercussions.
Since none of us had a steady girlfriend yet, seeing her panties, especially on a regular basis, was a special sight for us to see. If nothing else, definitely, the flash of her panty gave us more to masturbate over, later, in the privacy of our bathrooms and bedrooms. Albeit just a quick flash, the vision of her panties would keep us entertained for hours and give us something to talk about and joke over later, while playing Whist in the park that night, smoking cigarettes, and drinking beer.
Moreover, fortunately for us, she didn't wear pantyhose. With all of us in agreement that the gay fashion designer, who invented pantyhose should be hung by the neck with a pair of his own pantyhose, we hated pantyhose. The only lingerie better than panties were nylons and garter belts. Every Sunday, she gave us a special treat, when she wore her garter belt and stockings under her miniskirt, her Sunday attire for church. We couldn't believe, when she climbed the fence, while wearing that sexy outfit, too.
"Hey, guys. There's that lady with the dog," said Joey.
We'd all stop playing cards to huddle behind the stone wall waiting for her to walk by with her dog and with each one of us vying to get the best spot for a better view to see more of her panties, while she slowly and carefully climbed over the fence. Barky knew we were there hiding, no doubt, while waiting for her to walk past us, cross the street, and climb over the fence with her miniskirt hiked up practically to her waist. Now that I think of it, she was left-handed, but she turned to face us and lifted her right leg to climb the fence. Being right handed, I always climb with my right leg first. I guess I can say that I'm right legged, too.
Now, that I remember her climbing that fence and flashing all of us her panties, I wonder if she knew we were all there looking. I wonder if she knew she was inadvertently flashing her panties. I wonder if she was flashing us her panties on purpose. Now that I know the sexual woman she was, without doubt, she purposely flashed us her panties. She knew we were there looking.
Nonetheless, the horny fools that we were, we stood there waiting, until Barky finished his business and for her to raise her short skirt nearly up to her waist again to climb over the fence and flash us her panties again on her way out of the cemetery to go home. Three times and six flashes a day, mornings, afternoons, and evenings, as if her flashes were a looping movie, she'd hike up her short skirt and lift her right leg to climb over that waist high fence. The only thing different with her flashes was the color of her panties. A different color each day, Kathleen was our sexy bitch to ogle.
Still, if she was concerned about us seeing her panties, we'd think she'd turn and face the other way, away from the park and away from our leering eyes. Maybe, she didn't care. Maybe, she didn't know we were there watching her lift her leg to expose her panty clad pussy. Maybe, as I suspect now, obviously, she flashed us on purpose. Nonetheless, now that I remember her panty flashes, giving her my benefit of doubt, I still wonder if she knew we were there watching her.
Yet, now, that I remember her public slow and careful flashing panty show, she must have known we were all bunched behind that chest high stone wall looking. How could she not know? With all the giggling, talking, and jousting for position we did, we were anything but quiet about what we were doing and what we were seeing. We peeked up our heads to watch her step up on the short wall, before hiking up her mini skirt and lifting her right leg high enough to clear the fence and plenty high and wide enough to give us all a good look of her crotch. Multiple times a day, rain or shine, we had daily between her legs views of her bright white, panty clad pussy or pastel panty clad crotch.
"Did you see her panties?" Anthony looked at her, as if seeing her panties for the first time.
"Yeah, she's wearing white ones today. I like the blue ones," said Joey.
"I like the yellow ones. Those panties are practically see through, they're so sheer. You can see her pussy," said Ralph wide-eyed. "She's got red pubes."
"Yeah, well, I like the white ones because with the contrast you can see her red pubic hairs sticking out the sides," said Stephen. "Definitely, she has a huge red bush."
"I hate the black ones," I said, "because I can't see anything."
"Yeah," we all said agreeing to that.
"The black ones bite," said Stephen.
Too dark to see anything, black panties were our least favorite. We were all such perverts and we'd talk about her panties, until it was time again for her to walk her dog and climb the fence again in the afternoon. No doubt, just as I did, we'd be home later that evening masturbating over seeing her panties again.
She lived in the neighborhood for a nearly year, before she ventured out to talk to any of us. Longtime residents were always standoffish, suspicious, and distrustful of strangers, which would explain why she was shy about approaching anyone in the neighborhood, especially us, a bunch of rowdy, male teenagers. Obvious by her red hair, being that she was Irish and living in an Italian neighborhood, she kept to herself. To be accepted, in our closed North End neighborhood, she'd have to either be born there or live there thirty years, before she'd be deemed one of the locals. Even then, treating her, as the pilgrims treated a redheaded witch, the residents would never trust her with any of their secrets and being that this was a Mafia protected neighborhood, we all kept plenty of secrets.
Because our houses were so small, huddled three and four story apartments that afforded us little or no privacy, we were always hanging out in the park across from the cemetery watching her, waiting for her to appear to flash us her panties, staring at her when she did, and trying to see in her windows at night. Before cable, satellite television, sports channels, VCR's, DVD's, and the Internet, there wasn't much else to do than to peep on the neighborhood's older woman, especially one who flashed us her panties multiple times every day. Besides, none of us owned a car or had any money. Relegated to date the girl next door or someone's sister, we couldn't even go for a drive and pick up chicks. Instead we hung out in the park playing cards, smoking cigarettes, and drinking beer with the money we got from our parents, winning at pool, or breaking open parking meters for the dimes.
Bored, horny, and always looking to see what we could see, she always had her shades up, even at night with her lights on, and we were always hiding behind trees in the park, while trying to sneak a peak in her windows. Because her windows were angled away from the park, to have a decent vantage point, we had to climb over a fence and out onto a small triangular ledge to peer out behind another fence to see her and to not be seen by her. I tried climbing out on the ledge a couple of times, but gave up when I couldn't see anything. Besides, I felt really perverted trying to spy on her like that. Yet, that's what all normal teenage boys did, spy, stare, leer, and ogle. Perversely perverted, always looking to see, we were all voyeurs trying to get a glimpse of a bra, a panty, or a naked breast, ass, and pussy. A couple of the guys said that they saw her changing for bed a few times. I suspect they imagined more than they saw. While imagining the things we hoped to see, we were always exaggerating the things we thought we saw but never saw.
"I saw her walking by the window naked," said Anthony.
"Who? Who'd you see walking by the window naked," said Joey.
"The woman who lives over there, you know, the one with that barking dog, who flashes us her panties every day."
"Fuck you. No way! Get the fuck outta here. You saw her naked? You're lying," said Stephen.
"Yeah, I did. I saw her naked. I swear. I was out in the park after dinner because my parents were fightin' again. I didn't want to hear that shit again," said Anthony. "It's that same friggin' fight mornin', noon, and night. So I went out for a walk and climbed out on the ledge to be alone with my thoughts."
"Alone with your thoughts? Fuck you and your thoughts," said Ralph. "Idiots like you don't have any thoughts. You climbed out on the ledge to peep on that woman. You were peeping at her, weren't you, you fuckin' pervert."
"No, seriously, I was depressed and just wanted to be alone. When I looked up, she was just standing there with her light on and her shades up, while walking back and forth and undressing."
As the revelation of the excited, albeit unknown reason why she suddenly stripped of her clothes took control of his face, he paused to look at all of us.
"C'mon, be honest. Did you really see her?" No doubt, wanting to believe that Anthony saw Kathleen naked, Stephen looked at Anthony with hopeful excitement.
"Or did you just imagine you saw her?" Ralph looked at Anthony with cynicism.
"Now that I think about it, now that I remember her glancing out the window, as she paraded back and forth naked, she must have known I was there watching her. How could she not see me? I wasn't hiding behind the fence. I was just sitting there out in the open on the ledge, while thinking."
"You think she undressed in front of you on purpose? You think she's just as perverted as you are?" Stephen shook his head at Anthony. "You're crazy. Women aren't sex fiends in the way that guys are. We're the perverted ones, not them."
"So, tell us," said Joey ignoring Stephen's disbelief, "what'd you see?"
"I saw everything, her ass, her tits, and her pussy. I couldn't believe my eyes. She has a nice body for an old broad," said Anthony with excitement.
"I bet your jerked off over all that you imagined you saw," said Ralph.
Truth be told, we all did that night. Vicariously living through one another, we all relived that day through what Anthony saw or imagined he saw by having him regale us with his story over and again. Whenever we tired of hearing that story, which was unusual, we'd have Stephen tell us about the time he saw his older sister stepping out of the shower naked, and then we'd have Joey tell us about the woman's tits he saw, when she was leaning over the dairy case, while braless.
To be continued...
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This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, make a comment and add me and/or this story to your favorite list.
A man coerces his friend to emerge from the closet on Nude Day.
*
"Well?" Brad looked at his friend Bruce with impatience.
"Well what?" Bruce shot Brad a look of annoyance.
With his body in the shape of a pretzel, Bruce curled in his chair in the living room with his arms folded across his chest and is legs tightly crossed as if he were a high fashion model posing for a fashion magazine photographer. In the way of a jackass not wanting to walk, Bruce returned Brad's stare with unmovable stubbornness.
"What do you mean, well what?" Brad stared at his friend with irritation, before sighing out his question. "Are you coming to the Nude Day beach party or not?"
"It's so hot outside, Brad, and I don't tan, I burn, especially if I'm standing out in the hot sun all day," said Bruce with an apologetic look. "You go ahead without me. I'm fine right where I am," he said pulling his arms around his thin body tighter. "I still have a lot of cooking and cleaning to do. Then, there's that pile of laundry, too."
"I have plenty of sunscreen you can use and, with the tent they set up on beach to protect the food from the sand and the insects, there's lots of shade there, too," said Brad with satisfaction, while ignoring his friend's household laundry list. "C'mon, let's go. I don't want to be late. I don't want to miss anything."
"I didn't sleep well last night. I'm so tired," said Bruce with a big, phony yawn and without making eye contact with his friend this time. "I'm too tired to go. I'll go with you next time. I promise," said Bruce shooting Brad a phony smile.
"You can take a nap on the beach," said Brad with an answer for every excuse his friend made. "They have those comfortable chaise loungers that you can put in the water to soak your tired body, when it gets too hot and there's lots of big umbrellas to protect you from getting too much sun, should you fall asleep."
"I'm not feeling very well. I think I'm coming down with something. I feel feverish," said Bruce with a sudden look of listlessness. Unfolding his arms and legs, he felt his forehead. "Suddenly, I feel sick to my stomach. I think I may have the flu."
"For Christ sakes, Bruce, you don't have a fever," said Brad feeling his friend's forehead. "You feel and look fine. Just get in the car, Bruce. Please, just get in the car. I'm tired of this nonsense."
"Nonsense? What nonsense?"
"Any time I want you to meet my friends, you make excuses, why you can't go. I'm tired of going everywhere alone, Bruce. Just once, I'd like to have you by my side," said Brad with a hurt look on his face.
"I'd go, really, I would but I'm expecting a package and I never know when UPS will arrive. If they leave it, I'm afraid someone will steal it."
"They'll leave it on the porch, Bruce No one will take it. Now, c'mon. Let's go."
"Gees, Brad. I'm out of excuses. Obviously, duh? I just don't want to go to the Nude Day beach party, Brad. Okay? Sorry, but I just don't want to go," said Bruce looking up at his friend with apologetic eyes, while wrapping up his body tightly with his arms and legs.
"No kidding. You never want to go anywhere with me. You never want to meet my friends. Why don't you want to go this time? Why don't you want to meet my friends? Are you ashamed of being seen in public with me?"
"Of course not. I'm not ashamed of being seen in public with you. Don't be silly," said Bruce with a half smile. "And I look forward to meeting your friends, one day, but not today."
"Then, if you're not ashamed to be seen with me in public and if you're looking forward to meeting my friends, then why won't you go to the Nude Day beach party with me?" Brad looked at his friend waiting for him to answer.
"Why? I'll tell you why," said Bruce untangling himself and sitting up in his chair with attitude. "Because it's all men. Men, men, men. The only friends you have are men. Don't you know any women?"
"Duh! It's a gay Nude Day beach party. Women are welcome to attend, but not many straight women want to hang around with a bunch of naked, gay men on Nude Day, when they'll have better chance of getting lucky with a bunch of straight men."
"But I'm not gay, Brad," said Bruce sitting upright to punctuate his straightness.
"Seriously, Bruce? You're not gay? Are you kidding me? You're gay. Matter of fact, there's not a gayer man on the planet."
"Seriously, Brad," said Bruce rolling his eyes, while sighing. "I'm not gay."
Being that it will be a while, before leaving for the Nude Day beach party, Brad went to the kitchen and poured himself another cup of coffee. Then, returning to the living room with it, he made himself comfortable on the sofa and took a sip of his coffee, before responding.
"Good coffee, Bruce," said Brad, after taking a sip of coffee.
"Thank you, Brad."
"So, where were we? Oh, yeah. You're not gay and you won't attend the Nude Day barbeque because everyone there is gay. Did I get it right?"
"That's right. I'm not gay and I don't want to go to the Nude Day barbeque because I'm uncomfortable being around so many gay, naked men," said Bruce with a nod of his head, as if he was giving the secret sign to an auctioneer to increase his bid.
"Having had this conversation over and again, it amazes me that you still believe you're not gay. Here's a newsflash, Bruce. You are gay. Born gay, since the day you first opened your eyes, you've always been gay. Matter of fact, if you were wearing a pink tutu, sprouting white wings, and wearing a bejeweled tiara, you couldn't be any gayer," said Brad pointing his finger at his friend, as if he was his fairy Godmother and had just granted him his wish.
"You're just angry because you're gay and I'm not," said Bruce validating his vindication by pursing his lips with an angry stare. "You're an angry gay man, that's what you are," said Bruce sticking his tongue out at his friend.
"You're the one that's angry, Bruce. I dare say, sort of like the man, who wears a ridiculous toupee and pretends he's not bald, you're angry because you know you're gay and pissed off that everyone around you knows your gay. Matter of fact, if you were the only gay man standing in a room of one hundred straight men and a man, gay or straight, was asked to pick out the one gay man in the room, they'd all pick you."
"Fuck you, Brad."
"It's time you came out of the closet, Bruce. It's time you embraced your homosexuality and marched in the gay parade. I'm so very tired of your heterosexual charade."
"I already told you, Brad. I'm not gay. Just because you think I'm gay, doesn't make me gay. I'll never be gay."
"Okay, okay, it's time for another intervention, Bruce. Now, we can do this the hard way or the easy way?"
"What's the easy way?" Bruce looked at his friend with fear.
"You get in the car and go with me to the Nude Day beach party."
"Then," said Bruce gulping, "what's the hard way?"
"I hold the gay man mirror up to your queer face and you finally see that you prefer men to women."
"It doesn't matter what you hold up to my face, even if you held your cock to my face, I'm still not gay."
"Are you saying that you'd like for me to hold my cock up to your face?"
"No. I'm not saying that at all. What I'm saying is that you can't make a straight man, a gay man, just by saying that he's gay. Eww, that's so gay."
"Shall we begin, then?"
"Begin with what?"
"The gay intervention," said Brad.
"I'm not playing your gay intervention game again," said Bruce curling his body back in the shape of a pretzel.
"Just answer my questions, Bruce," said Brad studying his friend, while formulating his questions. "Have you ever kissed a man?"
"Secure in my heterosexuality, I'm not embarrassed to admit that I've kissed a man. Kissing a man doesn't make me gay, Brad," said Bruce, "just because I kissed you. Lots of heterosexual men kiss men," said Bruce playing the gay intervention game, even though he said that he wouldn't.
"Newsflash Bruce. Heterosexual men are heterosexual because they don't kiss men."
"I'm not gay," said Bruce in a quiet voice.
"Have you ever had sex with a man?"
"Go fuck yourself, Brad. That's none of your business. Besides, you know I've had gay sex with you and having gay sex once or twice doesn't mean that I'm gay, just gay curious," said Bruce folding his arms even tighter around himself, as if protecting his perceived heterosexual self from his gay friend.
"Actually, we've had sex at least a dozen times over the years," said Brad, "but who's counting," he said with a laugh."
"A dozen times? We have?" Bruce looked at Brad. "We have not. Maybe, when I was drunk, you took advantage of my naked unconscious body, but that doesn't count as gay sex. That's rape, Brad. How could you do that to me, rape your friend," said Bruce raising his head in defiance.
"Drunk or sober, I can assure you that I've never had to force you to have sex with me, Bruce," said Brad. "Now, allow me to count the ways that you're gay. Shall I begin?"
"Listen, pal, much like a political poll, by putting a spin on everything you say, you can make your count amount to whatever answer you want," she Bruce with attitude. "I'd be the first to know, if I was gay and I'm not gay."
"You live with an openly gay man, Bruce."
"So? Why wouldn't I live with you? We're childhood friends. Best friends, forever, I've known you since kindergarten. We're best buddies," said Bruce with a fond smile.
"We only entertain other gay men. If that doesn't make you gay, then it makes you suspect to be gay," said Brad, licking his finger and marking an imaginary board, as if keeping score.
"I can't help it, if all my neighbors are gay. Besides, you're the one who fell in love with this old, Tudor house. I can't help it if the house is in a mostly gay neighborhood."
"We sleep in the same God damn bed, for Christ sakes, Brucie."
"Don't call me Brucie. You know I hate that name. I don't like being called Brucie. I prefer being called Buck."
"Buck? Okay, Buck, I'm sorry to tell you this, Buck, but, much like the stars in your favorite movie, Brokeback Mountain, you are gay...cowboy. Giddy up," said motioning his hand to his mouth, as if giving a blowjob.
"Fuck you, Brad. Besides, I only sleep in the same bed with you because the bed is a Tempur-Pedic and I love how comfortable the bed is," said Bruce shooting Brad a look. "Where else would I sleep? On the couch? Moreover, it's a king sized bed and I only sleep on my side of the bed."
"You walk with a wiggle, juicy Brucie," said Brad.
"I do not walk with a wiggle," said Bruce, "and stop calling me that. I hate that name."
"You wear gay clothes," said Brad.
"Oh, I do not wear gay clothes," said Bruce with a face full of anger.
"You have a pink shirt, Bruce, and yellow pants. If you played golf, modeled for Ralph Lauren, or was fabulously rich and lived in Palm Springs, Boca Raton, or Beverly Hills, I'd give you the benefit of the doubt. Yet, you don't play golf and you don't model for Ralph Lauren. Instead, you live here with me and can barely support yourself."
"Must a straight man be gay to love color? Must a straight me be gay to embrace fashion."
"Look at our dog," said Brad looking down at the dog.
"What's wrong with Coco?"
"Besides his name being gay, instead of a real man's dog, a lab or a retriever called Buster, you bought the same damn, ugly dog that Paris Hilton has, a Chinese Crested. And if that's not enough, you dress him in a different outfit every day," said Brad looking at the dog, as if afraid to touch him. "Now, if that's not gay, then I don't know what gay is."
"I named the dog after Ice T's wife, Coco, because she loves dogs. I just love her. And she has such a fabulous body, so boldly shapely, a woman with real curves."
"I think you more like her gay, best friend, Soulgee," said Brad with a laugh.
"I'll not deny that I like him, too. He's funny and adds a lot of drama to the show," said Bruce.
"Yeah, well, no matter, even Coco has a Bulldog. Do you think Ice T would ever buy a Chinese Crested?"
"Well, I think he's cute. Come to Daddy, Coco."
"You don't even like sports and that alone makes you gay. All heterosexual men and even most gay men love some type of sport."
"I do, too, love sports. I love ice skating. That's a sport."
"I'll give you that. You do love ice skating. You even know the names of all the moves and jumps that the skaters make on the ice. If not a gay ice skater, you, without doubt, could be a gay ice skating judge. Yet, unless you're watching the Bruins cross checking someone in the boards, ice skating, especially for a man, is very gay."
"I just love watching them gracefully skate, while wearing those skin tight, sparkly costumes. I think they're artistically pretty," said Bruce swooning with his hands under his chin and his eye lids fluttering.
"That's gay, Bruce."
"Oh, and I love watching the high diving competition in the Olympics. Greg Louganis was my favorite Olympian of all time," said Bruce with his hands under his chin, as if he was in love.
"Greg Louganis, although very talented, as you know, full well, was gay."
"So? A lot of athletes are gay. Just because I enjoy watching the Olympics doesn't make me gay."
"You're gay, Bruce."
"You're nuts, Brad. I'm not gay. Just because you're gay, you think everyone is gay."
"You drive a gay car."
"Oh, my God, I do not drive a gay car. I drive a man's car. I drive a Mustang. I couldn't drive a more manlier car, unless I drove a Corvette, a Viper, or a Hummer, but I can't afford any of those vehicles."
"You drive a wimpy, 6-cylinder Mustang with an automatic transmission. Mary Tyler Moore drove a 6-cylinder Mustang with an automatic," said Brad.
"I love that little, powder blue Mustang," said Bruce. "It's such a classic."
"Powder blue is a gay color for a Mustang, Bruce," said Brad with a chuckle. "You should have, at least, bought a red one or a black one, or even a silver one with big, bold racing stripes. Besides, real men drive Mustang GT's and Shelby Cobras with a six speed standard transmission."
"God will get you for calling my Sally gay."
"It's gay to name your car, Sally, Bruce."
"Yeah, well, at least I didn't give my car a man's name like you did. Who names their car Bruno, anyway?"
"A gay man," said Brad.
"I'm not gay, Brad," said Bruce.
"You still have a poster of Freddie Mercury of Queen on your wall."
"I loved his voice, is all. I don't have to be gay to be a fan of Freddie Mercury and of Queen."
"When the only other posters you have on your wall are of Elton John and David Bowie, instead of a poster of a woman in a skimpy bikini, then you're gay."
"Putting up a poster of a pop star doesn't make me gay. It just makes me a patron of popular music," said Bruce in defense in his taste of music.
"Speaking of popular music, I found your gay collection of popular music," said Brad with a laugh. "Those Cher, Madonna, Bette Midler, and Barry Manilow records that you stored in the garage are gay, gay, gay, and gay."
"I can't believe you went through my personal things."
"Trust me, I didn't. Out in the open, as you are nearly out of the closet, you don't hide your gay taste in music, as well as you try to fruitlessly hide your gay, sexual orientation."
"How can I be gay, if I like women? Duh! Answer me that. Huh? Go ahead and answer me that. I adore women."
"Doing their hair, Bruce, is not liking or disliking women. It's your profession, as a hairstylist. Speaking of which, being a hairstylist in a beauty salon is a gay profession, too."
"You're so wrong about me being gay that I could scratch out your eyes," said Bruce with anger.
"Scratch out my eyes? That's gay, Bruce."
"Okay, then, I could slap you across your face," said Bruce with a self-satisfied smile.
"Slap my face? That's gay, too," said Brad smiling at his friend. "You don't even have a girlfriend."
"I've had lots of girlfriends."
"Playing with Barbie dolls with the girls, when you were a kid is not considered having a lot of girlfriends. When was the last time you dated a woman?"
"I've gone to lunch and had drinks with the girls from work," said Bruce with a self-serving smile.
"Having lunch and drinks with the girls from work is not a real date, Bruce. When did you have a real date, where you made out with a woman, felt her body, stripped her naked, and then had sex with her?"
"I never have," said Bruce in a quiet voice with sadness. "Oh, wait," he said suddenly excited. "I went to my Prom with Becky."
"Becky is lesbian, Bruce. I'm sure you two had a great time." Brad remained silent, while looking around his apartment. "Just look at this place."
"What's wrong?" Bruce looked around the apartment with him, before looking back at his friend. "I meant to vacuum, but it's been so hot lately."
"You're a gay version of Felix Unger. The way this place is decorated and kept so clean, I feel, as if I'm living with Martha Stewart."
"That reminds me. She has this recipe for--"
"Stop," said Brad throwing up his hands. "Please just stop."
"What? You don't like my cooking now?"
"I love your cooking, Bruce. You are a wonderful cook, a wonderful homemaker, and you will make someone, hopefully me, a wonderful wife, one day."
"Wife? Eww. Nasty! That's so nasty. Are you crazy? I'd never marry you or any man. Eww. That's so gross."
"Saying eww is gay."
"It is not. Saying eww is the same as saying yucky."
"Saying yucky is gay."
"Must I watch everything I say now?"
"May I remind you that you're wearing a frilly, pink apron," said Brad looking at his friend and laughing.
"Oh, sorry. I meant to put that in the laundry."
"You do all the laundry and that's gay."
"Doing the laundry is not gay. Who's going to do the laundry, if I don't."
"You do my laundry, too."
"I do your laundry because you don't even know how to turn on the washing machine, never mind select the correct cycle for colors or delicate fabrics."
"Selecting cycles for colors and fabrics is gay. Real men would just wash all their clothes, whites, colors, jeans, and delicates in the same load."
"Eww! That's just so wrong," said Bruce with a limp wrist. "Sorry that you think I'm gay for doing your laundry, but I like doing laundry. It's therapeutic."
"Only a gay man would say that doing laundry is therapeutic and only a gay man would punctuate his words with a limp wrist."
"I can't help it, if I talk with my hands. I'm half Italian. Next you'll be saying that I lisp my esses."
"You do lisp your esses and have always lisped your esses, ever since you were a kid."
"So now you're going to make fun of my speech impediment? That's so mean of you, Brad," said Bruce putting his head in his hands. "Please just stop calling me gay. You're hurting my feelings. You're going to make me cry."
"Real men don't cry, Bruce. Crying is gay," said Brad.
"Real men do, too, cry," said Bruce defending his sudden, phony tears.
"Okay. I promise not to call you gay and/or insinuate that you're gay anymore, if you do just one thing for me."
"What?" Bruce looked up at his friend with a face full of pain.
"Come to the Nude Day beach barbeque with me and meet my friends. That's all you'll have to do. Nothing else. Okay?"
Brad looked at his friend, while waiting for him to answer. Bruce remained silent, while playing with his apron ties, before answering finally.
"Will I have to get naked?"
"Of course, you'll have to get naked. Duh! It's a Nude Day naked beach barbeque," said Brad laughing at his friend's modesty. "But I'll make a deal with you."
"Okay. What's the deal?"



"Once you're naked and after I introduce you to all my friends and you meet all my friends, if you don't want to stay, I'll drive us home. You won't have to rub elbows and/or any other body part with any of the gay men there."
"That's fair enough, but are all your friends gay?"
"Yes."
"Just let me get this straight. Once I go to the Nude Day beach barbeque, strip naked, and meet all of your friends, if I don't want to stay, you'll take me home?"
"Yes."
"Okay, I'll go."
Once at the Nude Day celebration, both men stripped naked, Bruce more reluctantly than Brad. Once naked, Brad walked Bruce around to all of his naked friends to meet them. Having met all of Brad's friends, Bruce remained distant and aloof, while walking the beach alone. Unless he swam far out in the cold water, it was difficult to play the wallflower, when on a nude beach at a Nude Day naked beach party. Obviously, if only by his ability to relax and have a good time, Bruce was anxious to leave but Brad was intent on having him stay.
"What's the matter?" Once out of the cold water and walking around the beach in the hot sun, Brad looked at his friend with renewed insight. "Why aren't you joining in on the fun activities. They're about to play volleyball."
"I don't like it here," he said kicking up sand with his toes, as if he was a little kid.
"Why not?"
"Everyone is gay," said leaning into Brad in a whisper. "I'm very uncomfortable surrounded by so many naked, gay men," he said looking Brad in the eyes, as if he was about to cry. "Can we leave now, please, Brad? You promised that we could. I want to go home."
When he acted like that so pathetically vulnerable and so erotically feminine, Brad just wanted to take him in his arms, kiss him, and protect him.
"What are you going to do at home, but mope around the house, Bruce? Our fun time is here at the Nude Day party," said Brad putting an arm around his friend's shoulder. "All of my friends are here and these friends can be your friends, too, if you'd only relax and enjoy yourself."
"I haven't even started the meal plan for next week and I've yet to make a shopping list," said Bruce counting off all that things he had to do with his fingers. "I still have all that laundry to do. Not to mention all the ironing, too. Both bathrooms need cleaning and I still need to vacuum."
"Sorry, Bruce, but we can't leave now. You're going to have to stay for a while longer, maybe even the whole day."
"Why can't we leave? We made a deal. You said if I went with you to the Nude Day barbeque, which I did, after I stripped naked and met all your friends, which I have, if I didn't like it, we could leave. You said you'd drive me home," said Bruce in a hoarse whisper, while trying not to make a scene. "You promised me, Brad, that I didn't have to stay, if I didn't want to stay."
"You don't have to repeat what I said. I know what I said, Bruce."
"Then, you lied to me," said Bruce.
"I didn't lie you, Bruce. I said, if you weren't having a good time, I'd take you home," said Brad.
"I'm not having a good time. I'm having a miserable time. I don't understand why can't we leave," said Bruce with misery.
"I told you already. We can't leave because you're having too good of a time," said Brad with a big smile.
"I am not having too good of a time. I'm having a terrible time. I'm totally miserable. Other than being around you, I don't like being around so many gay men," he said in a strained whisper to his friend. "Look at them all. Everyone is staring at me in the way that heterosexual man stare at women. I feel like a piece of meat. They all give me the creeps."
"There's an obvious reason, why they're all staring at you, Bruce. Look at yourself," said Brad looking at his friend.
"What? Do I have something hanging from my nose?" Bruce checked his nose. "Is my hair standing up?" He patted down his hair. "Oh, God, tell me I don't have toilet paper hanging out of my ass," he said reaching behind himself to feel.
"There's nothing in your nose. Your hair looks find. And there's nothing hanging out of your ass," said Brad patting his friend's naked ass.
"Brad, don't. Someone will see and get the wrong idea of us."
"And what idea is that?"
"That we're gay lovers," said Bruce.
"We once were gay lovers and I still want to be your gay lover, Bruce, or would you prefer I call you Buck?"
Brad kissed his friend and parted his lips with his tongue. Bruce allowed Brad to French kiss him, before pushing him away.
"Brad!" Bruce stepped away from his friend. "What are you doing?"
"I'm finally doing what I should have done years ago, showing you my true feelings for you," he said taking a hold of Bruce's erect cock.
"Brad! No! Don't. I want to go home now, please."
"Sorry, but we're staying," said Brad.
"But you said--"
"I said I'd take you home if you weren't enjoying yourself," said Brad.
"And I'm not enjoying myself," said Bruce. "I don't like it here, Brad. I'm not gay."
"Look at your cock, Bruce. Your cock is too hard for you not to be gay on Nude Day. You've been walking around with an erection all day," said Brad reaching down and wrapping his hand around Bruce's cock again, while giving him a deep, wet kiss.
Finally, it took Nude Day for Bruce to emerge from the closet. Bruce returned Brad's kiss and the two men kissed and kissed, while feeling one another's cocks, balls, and asses. Then, Bruce did something that Brad had fantasized his friend doing for years. Bruce fell to his knees in the warm sand to take his best friend in his mouth. Bruce was finally blowing Brad. Sucking him, while stroking him, Brad finally admitted that he was gay. It was then that their friendship finally morphed into something beautiful.
Brad continued sucking on his friend's cock. Acting as if a virginal man on his wedding day, after waiting so long to have sex with his bride, Bruce's passion for Brad's cock was all consuming. Sucking him deeper, while stroking him faster, Bruce continued blowing his best friend, until Brad exploded his cum in Bruce's mouth. With a few men watching them from a distance, Bruce and Brad inspired some of the other men to make love on the beach, too.
"I love you, Brad. Happy Nude Day."
"I love you, too, Bruce. Happy Nude Day."
Brad and Bruce were finally a real couple.
THE END
This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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Chapter Four - The Introduction
One day, shortly after Anthony's naked sighting of her, Kathleen walked through the park. Out of character for her to be there, in our little domain, it was shocking to see her walking through the park, our park. Maybe, we wouldn't have been so surprised by the sight of her had she been walking Barky, but she was alone. The somewhat good Catholics that we were, always feeling guilty, we looked at one another, while wondering why she was here walking through the park alone.
I suddenly felt guilty about Anthony supposedly seeing her naked and about talking about her being naked. With bad foreboding washing over me, I suspected she had a reason for being there. Maybe she heard and/or saw the five of us peeping at her, when she climbed the fence that morning to walk barking, while flashing us her panties. Maybe her routinely flashing her panties to us was, indeed, perhaps inadvertent, and now she was going to confront us with her indignation, along with her Irish temper. Suddenly, I was sick to my stomach. For sure, I didn't want her confronting my mother, especially not telling my father, that his son is a pervert.
Even though she lived across from the park and had every right to be there, walking through the park was something she never did the entire time she lived there. Normally, when she walked to the store to buy her groceries, she walked around the exterior of the park, staying on the sidewalk to get from her house to the store and back, probably to avoid us bunch of perverts staring at her. This day, was different. This day, she sought us out. This day, I'll never forget for as long as I live because this was the beginning of a sexual adventurous journey, a rite to passage road, that we all willingly and happily took with her.
"Hi," she said with a wave of her little hand, while walking over to us. "I'm Kathleen," she said with a smile that made my heart melt, when I realized just how beautiful she was up close. "I live over there," she said turning to point to her apartment windows. We didn't even turn to acknowledge where she was pointing, as we all intimately knew where she lived. "I have the little dog," she said looking at our stunned faces, as if trying to explain something in a foreign language. "You may have seen me walking him in the cemetery."
"Yeah, yeah," said Ralph, "sure, sure, that barking Beagle. I think I remember you, now. I thought you looked familiar," he said with a sly grin.
Maybe if you lifted your skirt, along with your leg to show us your panties, we'd remember better, who you were, I thought to myself, while thinking of her creamy, white thighs, round, firm ass, and bright white, bikini panties.
"That's his name," she said with a little laugh.
"What's his name? Beagle?" Ralph gave her a look of confusion, as if thinking why someone would name a Beagle, Beagle.
"No, Barky," she said laughing. "His name is Barky. He's been barking, since the first day I got him from the dog pound, so I figured that was a good name for him."
"I'm Ralph, the brains of this group," he said with a laugh. "That skinny, little kid over there is Joey, the good looking one is Freddie, the Italian looking one is Anthony, and Stephen is the lawyer and wannabe detective of the group," said Ralph introducing all of us to her.
"Hi, I'm Kathleen," she said smiling, while making eye contact with each of us and shaking hands with everyone.
Strange that she shook hands with us all, I've never shaken hands with a woman before. I remember she had really soft hands, especially after comparing her hands to my rough and calloused hands from playing baseball and lifting weights. When shaking hands with her, I felt as if I was shaking hands with my teacher or my aunt, even though I never shook hands with my teacher or my aunt. She was so much older than us, but there was something special about her. Her blue eyes were piercing in the way that Paul Newman's eyes came through the screen, when he played against Elizabeth Taylor in the movie, Cat on a Hot Tin Roof.
She was pretty, prettier than any teacher or aunt that any of us had, and so much prettier up close, instead of from the distance we usually see her from, when watching her climb over the cemetery fence to flash us her panties. Moreover, she had freckles. Too focused on watching her flash us her panties than looking at her pretty face, I never noticed how beautiful she was, and she was. With the flash of her panties holding my interest, sexual and otherwise, I never realized how pretty she was, that is, until now. I don't know what it is about freckles, but there's something sexy about a woman with freckles.
I knew she wanted something and I looked at her waiting for her to tell us what it was she wanted. Hoping for the best, while expecting the worst, I figured she'd call us all perverts for watching her climb over the fence to walk her dog. Yet, justifying my feeling of guilt, if she didn't want us to see her panties, all she had to do was to turn away from us and climb the fence with her right leg, instead of her left. Then, I figured that maybe she was here because she wanted to see which one of us peeped on her last night. Maybe Anthony was telling the truth after all. Maybe Anthony did see her naked. Maybe, after she was done being embarrassed, she was outraged and wanted to give us all a piece of her mind.
"I need someone to help me paint," she said making eye contact with me, before briefly glancing at the others. "Is anyone interested in making twenty bucks?"
She looked at all of us, in the way that a drill sergeant would look down a line of pitiful recruits or a prison guard would look at a bunch of new prisoners. For someone who looked so pretty and acted so nice, for some reason, I suspected that she had a dark side. Hoping I was wrong about her, I hoped her dark side was a sexy side, instead. Being that I was still a virgin, I didn't know which. Certainly, I couldn't tell a dark side from a sexy side of a woman, unless she hit me in the back of the head with a baseball bat. Even then, I'd question her meaning, while wondering about her intent.
Nonetheless, even with the distraction of her standing in front of me, temporarily quelling my sexual lust for her, the offer of earning a quick twenty dollars reverberated through my horny brain. At a time when a brand new '68, albeit a stripped Chevy Impala station wagon cost my Dad a few dollars over $2,800 and my Dad was making $150 a week working at the Post Office, twenty bucks for a few hours work was a lot of money back then. I remember looking at my friends and none of them answering her.
No doubt, taking in by her beauty, as much as I was, we all just stared at her. Obviously stunned by her presence and her voluptuous body, this was the first time we had seen her close up. This was the first time we ever saw her face, as we were always staring at her legs and in between her legs at her panties. She was a very good looking woman and she had tits, big tits, a rack, actually, definitely a full C cup. So preoccupied with her flashing us her panties, how in the Hell did we miss that she had big tits, too?
If I was to describe her now, I remember she had blue eyes, auburn hair, and freckles. The more that I looked at her, the prettier she became. She reminded me of someone, but who? Haley Mills? Tuesday Welds? Ann Margret? Maybe. I remember it really bothering me that I couldn't figure out, who it was she looked like and who it was she reminded me of, but she looked vaguely familiar, as if I had met her before or seen her somewhere before, but when and where?
"What about you?" She stared right at me, as if I was the only one there. "What's your name, again?"
I melted under her stare. Immediately, I was in love. Definitely, I was in lust. At that point, I would have painted for free, so long as I could stare back at her, in the way that she was staring at me.
"Freddie," I said trying my best not to stare at her big tits. "My name is Freddie."
"Well, Freddie," she said with a smile that made me want to confess to her that I was deeply, madly, and instantly in love with her. "Do you want to make twenty bucks?"
People were always picking me for things. I was a good looking kid back then, the best looking one of the bunch, which was the reason, no doubt, why she picked me. Everyone told me that I looked a little like a cross between Ricky Nelson and Clint Walker because, broader in the shoulders than my friends, I wasn't a skinny little thing like Ricky Nelson. Where all my friends were 100% Italian and looked every bit of their heritage, I looked more like my Dad, who was English and migrated here from the mid-west, when he was stationed in Charlestown, across the harbor from Boston, during World War II. After spending time in Boston, he met my Mom at a USO dance and he never returned home to Kansas and to the family farm.
Besides, my friends never volunteered for anything. Even if she offered to pay them one hundred bucks to paint, they'd never volunteer. They were all too lazy. Moreover, their parents would kill them, if they went into a stranger's house, even after being invited, especially if she was a woman, who lived alone. A time just after the Boston Strangler had been caught, with suspicions still running high, she could be a serial killer for all we knew. Definitely, I was the nicest one of the bunch of those goofs anyway. Truth be told, she was better off choosing me to help her paint her apartment than picking any one of them.
"Go ahead, you go," said my friend Stephen looking at me to wink at me, while giving me a nudge in the ribs. "You're the artist in the group. You're good at painting," he smiled, while giving me that look, which read that he wanted me to go, so that I could tell him everything that happened later. "He's a good painter," he said nodding his head to Kathleen. "He'll do a good job for you."
There was no way I could turn down twenty bucks and he knew it, especially after giving me that look, you know the look, the one where your friend stares at you, nods his head, and gives you the wink. With twenty bucks, at twenty-five cents a string or movie, I could bowl 80 strings of candlepin bowling or watch 40 movies. At fifty cents a seat, I could sit in the bleachers at Fenway Park to watch the Red Sox lose 40 games or at seventy-five cents a seat, I could comfortably lounge in the grandstands for 30 games.
All of my friends had money, their Dad's had better jobs than my Dad or owned their own businesses. A time, when employers weren't hiring teenagers without experience, the only jobs we could get were as a busboy, a stock clerk, and a mail clerk. All those jobs paid minimum wage. With the minimum wage, back then, at $1.60 an hour, twenty dollars was more money than I could earn in a day. After taking out taxes, I'd have to work two, full, eight hour days to net $20.00.
"Sure, lady, I'll help you. When do I start?"
I figured she'd say tomorrow, or hopefully the week end, or even next week to give me some time to masturbate over the visualization of helping her to paint her walls. I wondered if she'd paint, while wearing a miniskirt. I imagined all the up skirts she'd give me, when climbing the ladder or bending at the waist to dip her brush. I hoped she'd wear something low cut to give me some down blouse views, while giving me up skirt ones, too.
"Kathleen, please call me Kathleen," she said with a smile. "You'd make me feel like my mother, if you called me lady. Only, don't call me Kathy or Kate. My name is Kathleen."
"Okay, Kathleen, when do I start with the painting?"
"Well," she said looking down at her watch and back up at me. Fortunately, she had pretty blue eyes, the kind of eyes that I couldn't help yourself from staring at them and at her, which helped me from staring at her breasts. "What are you doing now?"
"Now?"
I figured I had a few hours to kill. I had just graduated from high school and, since I wouldn't be going to college, I didn't have to find a job, until after the summer. It was the first year of the draft lottery and with my draft number 306 out of a possible 365, and the army only drafting up to 180, I had scored a high enough number that guaranteed me of not going to Viet Nam, unless I was dumb enough to enlist in the Marines.
Different than today with financial aid, there were no college loans back then. Unless I went to a state school to become a teacher, I could only go to college, if I were rich or if I were bright enough to get a scholarship. Suffice to say that I wasn't rich enough to afford college or smart enough to win a scholarship. None of the kids from the neighborhood went to college, unless they went to night school, while working a full-time job during the day or if they found a job, where their employer sent them to a job related school and paid for their education. Then, there were the gung-ho dumb asses that joined the Marines figuring that they'd go to college under the G. I. Bill, after they returned home from Viet Nam. Only too many of my friends didn't return home alive and the ones, who did return home were too fucked up to do anything but drink and get stoned. School was the last thing on their fried minds.
To be continued...
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Chapter Five - The Seduction
Cougar strips naked in front of her cub.
I followed Kathleen to her apartment. Her place was nice but in disarray because of her painting project. Just a one bedroom flat with an eat-in kitchen, a living room, and a bathroom, her apartment was small but plenty big enough for just her and her little dog. Looking out her windows was a whole another perspective from my house. A layout so different than my parents apartment, it was weird seeing the cemetery from her bedroom windows, the park from her living room windows, and the Boston Harbor from her kitchen windows.
Moreover, a dog that barks at everything and everyone, it was weird that Barky didn't bark at me, even when I first walked in her place. I figured he would, as soon as I opened her downstairs front door. He always barked. Ignoring him to stare at Kathleen, while waiting for him to come to me, instead of me going to him, maybe because he sensed that I liked dogs and wasn't a threat to him was the reason why he didn't bark. Maybe because he already had my scent in his nose from me hiding behind the wall with the rest of my friends, while watching her climb the cemetery fence and watching her flash us her panties. Anyway, we got along fine and without incident.
"Here," she said, as soon as she entered the apartment and closed the front door behind me. She handed me this folded, white piece of material that I figured was a drop cloth, until I unfolded it.
"What's this?"
"Painter's overalls," she said. "Put them on so you don't get paint on your clothes."
I wiggled my foot in but my shoe got stuck in the pant leg.
"Take off your shoes," she said laughing. She had a nice laugh and a pretty smile. She looked even prettier, when she smiled and younger, too. Actually, before I knew her age, if I had to guess her age, I would have guessed that she was in her mid-twenties. I was floored, when she told me she was 32-years-old. "You never wore overalls before?"
"No," I said prying my foot out with great difficulty and removing my shoe this time, before sticking my big foot back in the pant leg. I'm a big guy and these overalls were just too small. There was no way that I could squeeze them over my bulky clothes. "These overalls are way too small," I said ready to give up, forget about earning twenty dollars, and go home.
"They won't fit over your clothes, silly," she said laughing. "You have to remove your clothes and put them on over your underwear." She looked down at the bulge my cock made in my Wranglers. "You are wearing underwear, aren't you?"
In the way she looked at me with a look of lusty hunger, when she asked me if I was wearing underwear, she suddenly made me feel a little uncomfortable, sort of like that time, when Father O'Malley touched me in my private place.
"Yeah, I'm wearing underwear," I said insulted that she suggested that I was a pervert, which I was. "Who the Hell walks around not wearing any underwear under their clothes?"
"Those flashers who just wear a raincoat and who are naked underneath," she said laughing.
"Well, I'm no flasher and I'm not wearing a raincoat," I said returning her laugh without totally understanding her joke.
Whether I understood her more mature humor or not, with the both of us sharing a laugh, immediately, I got over the awkwardness and felt at ease in being alone with her. She was a good looking woman and unlike the uptight older woman in the neighborhood, she was no Nun. She was fun. She was funny. I liked her and I had an erection just thinking about being in her apartment in my underwear, while thinking of her flashing me her panties, every time she climbed over the cemetery fence.
Except for the front door, the weird thing was that she had no doors in her place. There was no bedroom, closet or bathroom doors. I stood in her kitchen looking around for a place to change out of my clothes and into these overalls, a uniform that looked so much like the white suit that the ice cream man wore in his ice cream truck.
"Well," she said looking at me, while raising her eyebrows with her shoulders and hands, "what are you waiting for an invitation?"
"Where can I change? You have no doors."
"Oh, sorry, I removed the doors to strip off the paint," she said pointing to the doors leaning against the far wall. "There were layers of paint on the doors and the wood veneers underneath are beautiful. I'm going to restore them," she said with a smile. "You can change right here in the living room. I'll turn my back to give you privacy. I won't look. I promise," she said with a sexy smile that made me think that she'd look.
Then, when she turned her back to me to undress to change in her overalls, I was stunned. I was shocked. I was surprised. Without the privacy of a curtain or a door, suffice to say my stunned, shocked surprise was an understatement to the sudden sexual excitement that I felt, when she was undressing just behind my back. Even though she said that she wouldn't look, I made no such promise. I didn't say any such thing about me not watching her undress.
I turned my head and watched her, as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. It was then, when she turned suddenly and revealed her side profile to me that she jogged my memory of who it was she looked like. As if I was watching a scene in a movie that I had seen a dozen times before, I recognized her. That's who she looks like and that's who she reminds me of, Maureen fucking O'Hara. Oh, my God. I'm watching Maureen O'Hara unbutton her blouse. I couldn't believe I was watching a younger and prettier look-a-like version of Maureen O'Hara undressing.
I couldn't believe it. I just couldn't believe it. Consumed by sexual excitement, I froze. Here's a woman, an older woman, an attractive woman that I've seen around the neighborhood, but have never seen up close, haven't formally met, and/or spoken with, that is, until today, and she's undressing in front of me, actually behind me. With my head cocked to one side and my eyes bulging out of my head, I couldn't believe my eyes, when she removed her blouse and stood there with her back to me. I couldn't help myself from staring at the back of her bra. Other than on my mother and sister, I had never seen a bra that was on a woman before.
I stared at her curly auburn hair flowing over her shoulders and at her shapely and defined muscled back. Guzzling and memorizing the image of her to save for my masturbation session later, I took her bra straps and the back of her bra all in, as if she was a cold beer on a hot day. I couldn't wait to tell my friends that she removed her blouse in front of me, albeit with her back turned to me. Hers was the first bra that I had seen that wasn't in a dirty magazine, on a display mannequin in a department store, on a counter in a lingerie department, or that belonged to my mother and sister in the dirty laundry basket. Then, when she turned slightly to the side to hang her blouse over the kitchen chair, I saw the side of her bra cup.
Oh, my God, she has big tits, bigger tits than my mother's and sister's tits. When her blouse slid from the chair and onto the floor, she gave me a good look of most of her bra when she leaned down to retrieve her blouse and to hang back on the chair. My heart was pounding, my pulse was racing, and my blood was pumping everywhere, especially below my belt.
Frozen in place holding the overalls she gave me in my horny hands, I watched her, as she unzipped her short skirt and allowed it to slowly fall to the floor and collect around her ankles. As if imagining this, unbelievably, it was as if I was having a sexual fantasy, while jerking off about her. I couldn't have picked a better sexual fantasy to have, only this was no fantasy. This was real. This was really happening now. She was stripping off her clothes right there in front of me, actually, right behind me. Having never seen a woman undress before, it took all the self-control that I possessed not to turn around and stare, while watching her undress.
There she was in her white bra and white panties, the same white panties that all of us had snuck a peek at so many times before, whenever she climbed over the fence with her little dog tucked under her arm. I remember thinking that she had a nice round ass. I remember wanting to reach out my hand and feel her ass through her panty, but I didn't dare touch her or even have her catch me looking. Filled with guilt that she'd catch me looking, filled with sexual excitement of all that I wanted to see, I didn't know what to do.
Except for a few flashing incident with my mother and my sister, never have I seen a woman in her panties before. I looked down at her legs and they were shapely, too. She didn't have any of that cottage cheese stuff on the back of her thighs nor did she have those saddlebags that so many women have on the sides of their thighs. The sight of her legs made me wish that I could run my hands along the length of them, while pausing to pay homage to what was between them.
Eager to tell my horny friends every raunchy detail of all what happened. I couldn't wait to tell my friends all that I saw. They'd never believe me that she removed her blouse and her short skirt, while she stood behind me. The guys will never believe me, I thought. I could just hear Stephen's voice.
"Fuck you! No way! She changed out of her clothes in front of you? Get outta here. You're lying. She wouldn't do that. She looks like a nice woman and not a whore. Only a whore would change out of her clothes in front of you, a horny teenager."
I heard of older women picking up younger guys and doing them, if that was what she was doing and was about to happen, or were we just getting ready to paint? Then, I remembered that rumor about her being kicked out of Charlestown because she was caught having sex with a bunch of younger men. Yet, after meeting her and seeing how nice she was, I'd never believe she was that type of woman. For sure, she was no whore.
I was so naïve and a woman would have to hit me over the head with a baseball bat to get my attention. Yet, her baseball bat was her sexy body and her grand slam homerun was when she started to remove her clothes. If only I knew then, that I was about to round all the bases and score, I would have been more prepared for what was to happen. Knowing what I know now, albeit glad to play the game, I was just a spectator in her little ballgame.
"Batter up! Play ball!"
Every day, my horny friends and I lined up behind the wall to watch her scale the fence in hopes of seeing a bit of her panty and, now, here she is standing behind me so exposed in her bra and panty. When she climbed over the fence was one thing, lifting her leg and raising her skirt high enough to clear the rod iron fence in her miniskirt, but now here she is showing me the entire back side of her panty clad, round ass and her bra adorned back. Stunned into inaction, I couldn't believe my eyes. Too sexually inexperienced to wrap my arm around her and kiss her, while touching her, all I could do was stare.
Bending at the waist and staying in that position longer than necessary, she picked up her skirt, folded it, and placed it on the kitchen chair. With her standing there in her sexy lingerie, I couldn't believe that I was witness to a striptease show and that I was seeing Kathleen in her panties and bra. Shapely in the way of Ann Margret, she had a nice body, an understatement. I so wanted to wrap my arms around her waist, pull her closer, and hump her from behind, as my hand reached up and felt her tits through her bra. Only, it was one thing to think that and another thing to do that. Being more of a gentleman than that, I'd never do that.
When she turned to place her skirt on the chair, my eyes were transfixed on her crotch and I could see her dark patch of reddish brown pubic hair with some red pussy hairs sticking out the sides of her panties. Women back then didn't shave or trim their pussies in the way they do today. Then, when she reached around herself and unhooked her bra, slowly removed the straps from her shoulders, and tossed her bra on the kitchen chair, holding my breath, while watching her remove her bra out of the corner of my eye, I thought I was going to have a heart attack. Afraid to turn to look but needing to take a peek, so that I didn't regret for the rest of my life not looking, she was topless. Knowing all I had to do was to turn my head to see, her tits were on display for my horny eyes to see.
My mouth fell open, when she removed her bra. I couldn't believe she removed her bra. She was topless, but with her back turned to me. I thought I was going to faint, if I saw any part of her naked breast. Then, with her back turned away from me but now turning slightly my way to dress, I turned my head slightly to watch her, as she bent forward and stepped in her overalls. Now, I could clearly see her ass crack through her sheer panty and the entire side of her left breast, when her breast fell forward, as she bent forward to pull the overalls up past her knees. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. I was so sexually excited.
I would've given my right nut to see her nipples. From what I saw of the side of her tit, as big breasted as Anna from the neighborhood, she was definitely a full C cup, maybe even a small D cup. She had a nice, full set of round, shapely tits, not that I was a breast expert, but I've seen enough Playboy pictorials to know what a tit should look like and, from what I briefly saw of her naked breast, her tit looked just like the picture in the centerfold.
Actually, her tit was the first naked tit that I had ever seen, albeit only one side of one breast, it took all the control that I had not to step around her and take a good look of her tits. I wanted to twirl her around, take her in my big arms, and kiss her, while feeling her big, Maureen O'Hara like tits. I so wanted to see her areolas and her nipples. Except for all those women in Playboy, I had never seen a woman's nipples in person.
With my head slightly turned her way, while watching her out of the corner of my eye, I'd be so embarrassed if she caught me peeping. Little did I know, back then, that she was hoping I'd look. Little did I know, back then, that she was teasing me and seducing me. She turned to face me as she slipped the overall straps over her shoulders giving me a nice shot of her abundant cleavage and the side of her right breast.
"Well," she said.
"Oh, sorry," I said turning my back to her, kicking off my other shoe, unzipping, pulling down, and stepping out of my jeans, and unbuttoning my shirt.
There I was standing in my briefs and t-shirt with my back to her, while fumbling with the overalls, when, suddenly, she walked around me to grab some empty coffee cans from under the kitchen sink. After she walked around me like that, I wished I had done the same to her and walked around her, when she was standing their topless with her back to me.
Embarrassed by my erection, quickly covering it with my hand, and excited at the same time by all that I saw of her and, now, all that she was seeing of me, I couldn't stop staring at her. When she squatted down her overall top fell forward and I could clearly see most of her tits down her overall top. Oh, my God. I could have sworn I saw part of her nipples. Definitely, I saw part of her areola, I think or did I imagine that I saw? No matter, she was showing me more of her tits than I've ever seen on a woman not in a magazine.
Then, when she turned and caught me staring. I was mortified. I was humiliated. I was so embarrassed. I could feel myself turning a bright red. I didn't know what to say.
"You're going to have to do something about that?"
"What?" I was so embarrassed that she caught me staring down her overall top at her tits. I was so embarrassed that she was admonishing me for looking and for the pervert that I am. I wanted to flee from there and run home to masturbate over all that I saw of her. "I'm so sorry," I said with a stutter. "I didn't mean to stare."
I figured she was scolding me for looking down her overall top and staring at her tits. What the Hell did she expect? I'm human. I'm a horny teenager and she was standing there topless albeit with her back to me and now she was squatting down in front of me braless and with her top falling forward and opened enough for me to see most of her breasts. Being able to look down her overall top in this way was better than what Joey imagined he saw at the supermarket, when he imagined seeing a braless woman with an unbuttoned blouse reaching for the cheese in the dairy case. Definitely, I was seeing the real thing, instead of what Anthony imagined he saw, when he sat on the ledge and he assured us that she was parading in front of her window naked.
She looked down and straight ahead and I looked down to see what she was staring at. When I moved my hand away, my cock was at a 45 degree angle and pitching a huge tent in my cotton briefs. My cock was so erect that the section where I reach in my briefs to pull out my cock to pee was pulled forward and the entire side of my cock was exposed to her. Moreover, my entire underwear was pulled forward due to my massive erection exposing part of my balls and pubic hair to her.
"That won't fit in your overalls like that. Seriously," she said again, while still staring at my erection, "you're going to have to do something about that."
"Sorry," I said turning the other way and quickly wiggling in the overalls. Still, even to this day, having heard her say it twice, while staring straight at my erect cock, I wondered what she meant by saying that, 'you're going to have to do something about that'. What did she expect me to do? Did she want me or expect me to pull out my cock and jerk off in front of her? Now wondering if I should have, I always regretted that I hadn't.
"Stupid ass, you should have pulled your cock out and masturbated in front of her," I imagined hearing Stephen's voice in my head berating me for not giving her a masturbation show. "She practically invited you to do just that, you stupid ass. You're such a stupid ass, you stupid ass," I imagined him continuing to berate me.
I did have the urge to reach inside, pull out my cock, and jerk off in front of her, but I wasn't that perverted. I wasn't that depraved. I was so young and she was such a nice, pretty lady. Things, especially regarding sex, were different back then, not to mention that I was an innocent, virginal eighteen-year-old in the apartment of a woman old enough to be my aunt.
I wonder what she would have done had I pulled out my cock in front of her and started stroking myself. Would she have screamed? Would she have called my parents? Would she have reported me to the police? Or would she have watched me masturbate and cum for her? I read about women in Playboy who got off watching a man jerk off. Only, I couldn't do it. With no one knowing I masturbated, that is, except for my mother and sister, not even my friends, I always denied masturbating, even though we all masturbated. Nonetheless, I didn't want to be deemed a pervert, especially if that's not what she meant by me doing something about my erection and masturbating in front of her.
Even for me to see the back of her panty and bra, along with the side of her breast, enough for her to see my bulge tenting my underwear, I was so horny that I thought I would cum right there. Back then, I jerked off a lot, always twice a day, once in the morning and once at night. On those days that I was really horny, such as that day, I'd masturbate three and sometimes four times a day. For some reason, I hadn't jerked off yet that day, which made me even hornier. I so wanted to jerk off now, especially after all that I saw of her bra, her panties, and a good portion of her tits and all that she saw of me.



To be continued...
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*
"Hey, Joe. What do you say? Do you want to do something wild and crazy?" Paul moved his body around, as if impersonating Steve Martin's wild and crazy guy.
"Gawd, I hate it when you impersonate Steve Martin. It's so juvenile," he said looking at his friend with contempt for his forever good mood and sense of fun. "What do you have in mind?"
Joe yawned. Looking as if he was more ready for a nap than doing anything wild and crazy. The bags that Joe had under his eyes, along with his listless body posture revealed his energy level was dangerously low.
"Well, with it being Nude Day in just a few short weeks, I thought we'd march in the Nude Day parade naked. We can wear an abbreviated costume, of course, so we don't get arrested. Maybe a mask of some kind for our faces and our cocks. I'm looking forward to getting in the spirit of things for Nude Day this year," said Paul.
"Me march naked in the Nude Day parade? Are you crazy? Exposing a penis is for perverts and gay men. I'm no pervert and I'm not gay. I'd never strip off my clothes in front of the world. I'd be so embarrassed, if anyone recognized me. I'll go to the Nude Day parade with you, but not to strip naked and march. I'd go with you just to ogle the naked women," said Joe.
"Are you feeling alright, Joe? You seem a little tired and lethargic lately."
"Me feeling alright? I'm fine, except that I'm tired, probably from depression. I'm always depressed. The question is, are you feeling alright?" Joe looked at his friend with concern.
"Feeling alright? I've never felt better. I feel swell," said Paul smiling wildly at his friend. "Why do you ask?"
"You look almost giddy, as if you're high on drugs," said Joe. "It's annoying."
"There's no drug that could make me feel better than I already feel. I couldn't be happier. I'm so excited. I can't wait for Nude Day," said Paul. Happy as can be, as if he were a ventriloquist, Paul was one of the few people, who was able to talk, while still smiling. He looked at his friend with his big, permanently etched, smile plastered on his face. "Seriously, why do you ask?
"Because you're always smiling," said Joe raising his voice. "You're always so frigging happy," he said jabbing a stiff finger in his chest. "You're always so fucking annoying with your positivity and positive attitude," he said raising both his hands and closing them tightly, as if he was imagining choking his friend, "that I want to beat the happiness right out of you, so that you'll walk around feeling as miserable, as the rest of us always are."
"I can't help it, if I'm happy and you're not, Joe. Maybe, one day, my happiness will rub off on you, too. Come here, big guy and give me a hug," said Paul, still smiling.
"Hug? Men don't hug. Get away from me," he said looking down at Paul's obvious erection.
"I just wanted to give you a man hug, in the way athletes do, when they score a run or win a game. Give me a high five, then," said Paul slapping the air, when Joe refused to high five him.
"I've known you now for five, long, insufferable years and never have I seen you down in the dumps, depressed, and as miserable, as the rest of us always are," said Joe stepping out of hugging range. "Now you look even happier. Matter of fact, this is the happiest I've ever seen you. What the Hell is your secret?"
"I don't know. I'm just happy, I guess," said Paul still wildly smiling. "Maybe I was just born that way," said Paul still smiling, as if he had just won the lottery.
"Why, with all the shit dumped on us in life, are you so frigging happy? Why? I don't understand. Unless you're an Emcee on a game show, a judge at a Miss America contest, a photographer at a Playboy Bunny photo shoot, or a politician running for office, while collecting millions in donations to overflow his campaign war chest, no one goes around smiling all the time. Not even Cameron Diaz is as happy as you are and she's always so frigging happy."
"Different from you, one who is, obviously so burdened with stress and worry, I enjoy life my friend stress and worry free. I live my life to the fullest," he said looking down at the big bulge that protruded his pants, before he looked up at his friend smiling, "if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, I know exactly what you mean," said Joe looking down at his friend. "Listen, Paul, we've known one another long enough. You can tell me," said Joe taking a step back, before being impaled by Paul's protruding penis bulge. "Are you taking something? Is that it? Are you on something?"
"Taking something? On something? What do you mean taking something or on something? I don't take anything for my good mood, if you mean a mood and mind altering drug, such as Prozac or Zoloft."
"Prozac and Zoloft are not what I mean, Paul. Do you take something, you know," said Joe, obviously uncomfortable with the conversation that suddenly turned sexual, "that will give you a little help and an extra boost, when you need it the most?"
"A little help? An extra boost? You mean a protein bar? Other than drinking my two morning cups of coffee, Starbucks, French Roast, black, I grind my own beans, I don't know what you're talking about, Joe." He looked at his friend in the way that a father would look at his troubled son. "I've never needed an extra boost. I'm always up," he said looking down again at his penis bump that pushed hard against his pants.
"I didn't want to be so sexually explicit by having to graphically explain my meaning," said Joe. "I didn't want to be so pryingly personal, Paul, but, at a loss how else to explain, you leave me no choice. Are you taking testosterone supplements or Chinese herbs? Are you eating bull's balls or live oysters? Are you overdosing on Viagra or Cialis? No matter when or where, you always seem so willing, able, and ready for action," he said looking down at Paul's big bulge, "if you know what I mean."
"Oh, that," he said pulling his pants up higher to make his bulge loom larger. "No, I don't take any testosterone supplements or Chinese herbs. I don't eat bull's balls or live oysters. Although I do watch their commercials and laugh at those people sitting in two separate bathtubs, while wondering how they'll have sex like that, I've never taken Viagra or Cialis. I've never needed any help. I'm lucky in that regard," he said looking down at himself, before looking up to smile proudly up at his friend.
"Then, I don't understand," said Joe shaking his head, while scratching it. "Why do you always have an erection," said Joe making eye contact with his friend, instead of looking down at him.
"Everything I have is natural and God given," said Paul sticking out his pelvis in his best Captain Morgan pose to make his erection appear even more annoyingly noticeable. "All that I can say is that I've been blessed, Joe, really blessed. I'm a very lucky man in that regard, is you know what I mean. If I overdose on anything, I admit to watching too much of Joel and Victoria Olsteen. I'm over dosing on our Lord and Savior, the Almighty, Jesus Christ," said Paul signing himself.
"Gees, Paul, no offense, but I really hate that broad, especially after she showed her true colors by slapping that airline stewardess," said Joe.
"Oh, that. We all have our bad days," said Paul. "Even Victoria Olsteen has a right to be angry, when she's overly tired from traveling too much."
"Yet, you're never angry, Paul. You're always happy, happy, happy," said Joe raising his voice with every happy word.
"Well, maybe, Victoria Olsteen is why I'm as happy, as a pig in shit. To be honest, Joe, just between you and me, and if you say this to my wife, I'd deny I ever said this to you," said Paul with a sinister laugh. "I'd love to bone that Victoria Olsteen up the ass, after she dropped to her knees, not to pray, but to suck my cock," said Paul with a wink and a smile. "Man, she's one hot, holy woman."
"I dare say that having the hots for Victoria Olsteen has little to do with your constant erections. The way that I see things, Paul," said Joe looking down at his friend's bulge again. "If you ask me, you're just a lucky bastard, Paul, you lucky bastard. Do you know that? You're a lucky bastard, that's what you are, a very lucky bastard, you lucky son of a bitch. My wife--"
"Speaking of your wife, Joe, why haven't you introduced me to your wife and, now that I think of it, your daughter, yet? In all the years I've known you, you've never invited me to your house to meet your family. Never invited to your house for Christmas, birthdays, even a barbeque, I wasn't even invited to your daughter's college graduation party. I thought we were friends, Joe."
"Why haven't I allowed you to meet my family? For obvious reasons," said Joe unable to stop himself from looking down at Paul's big bulge. "Let's just say the reason why I haven't introduced you to my wife and daughter, Paul, is because they may be just a little too excited to meet you, if you know what I mean," he said looking down at his friend's bulge again.
"I see," said Paul.
"Now, don't get me wrong, Paul. Most women would love to meet a man as well endowed in the way that you obviously are, but not when the women are my wife and daughter. Do you understand?"
"I do, Joe. I understand loud and clear. Thank you for explaining, I think," said Paul scratching his head. "Admittedly, I do have a lot of women coming on to me. I don't know why that is. I've always been lucky with the ladies, I guess. Maybe because I still have all of my hair and have nice, white teeth. Maybe my positive attitude is contagious and they enjoy being around me. Maybe it's my--"
"I doubt that your hair, teeth, and positive attitude have anything to do with your success with women, Paul," said Joe with a laugh of sarcasm. "Getting back to what I wanted to ask you," said Joe.
"Yes? What would you like to ask me, Joe?"
"We're the same age, Paul, and I'm as sorry as I'm embarrassed to say that I'm no longer eager to please the beaver. I can't hump hard and long enough to pump the pussy. I've been down because I no longer have the erection to pound the mound. Feeling so much like a sexual heel, I can't seal the sexual deal. Feeling so lackluster, in the way that I am, I can't slam the clam in the way that I used to do, when you, obviously, still can."
"I hear you, Joe, and I'm sorry," said Paul.
"I don't get it," said Joe, while looking down at his friend's bulge again. "To be totally honest, Paul, I wish I had a cock as big and as hard as you obviously have," said Joe with sadness. "I can't remember, when I've had a boner, as big as the one you have now and as big as the boners you parade around with all the time," said Joe with envy. "How can you always have an erection? No one continually has an erection, not even smiling Bob from the male enhancement commercial. Matter of fact, now that I think of it, you remind me a lot of him."
"Well, my friend," said Paul smiling ear to ear, as if he was imitating smiling Bob, while putting a fatherly hand on Joe's broad shoulder. "I think I can help you. You, too, can have a continual and constant erection with my new patented process, my new invention."
"Patented process? New invention? What the Hell are you talking about new invention? What new invention? You invented something? What did you invent? And how can whatever it is you invented help me with my personal penis problem."
"Calm down, Joe, and I'll tell you," he said lowering his voice. "I don't want anyone to know just, yet. Presently, to be imported from the far east, the orient to this great county, I'm manufacturing my invention in a factory in China to be released to the world on Nude Day. The first shipments just arrived from Hong Kong yesterday."
"Yeah, so? What is it? What did you invent?"
"After years of research and market testing, with me as the guinea pig, I invented Paul's plastic, perfect, penis pump," said Paul standing with his hands on his hips, as if he was a super penis version of Superman. "Appropriately, I plan on releasing the first batch of penis pumps in July, precisely July 14th, on Nude Day, which is why I wanted to march naked in the Nude Day parade. My way of marketing, while personally advertising my product, I had planned on holding up a big sign advertising my penis pump, while giving out some discount coupons to potential customers to purchase one."
"Tell me you're not going to march in the Nude Day parade with nothing but your smile and an erection," said Joe looking down at Paul's bulge again.
"Yes, I am, going to march in the Nude Day parade, but covered up enough, so that I won't be arrested. After Wal-Mart agreed to buy one hundred thousand of my plastic, perfect, penis pumps to exclusively sell in their ten thousand stores and, if they sell, which they will, of course, without doubt, they've contracted to order one million more plastic, perfect, penis pumps. With my erect penis leading the way and with the exposure, no pun intended, I'll be receiving from the press, after my naked parade on Nude Day, I'm on my way to being rich and famous."
"Plastic, perfect, penis pump? That's your secret? A pump? A penis pump? A masturbation toy?" Wanting no part of a penis pump, Joe made a sour face, while waving his hands, as if he was a black diva named Kaneasha, wanting no part of a threesome with her dirty dog of a husband, LeRoy and her identical twin sister, Laticia.
"I don't understand your aversion. Why don't you like penis pumps, Joe?"
"They're so embarrassing. Everyone knows you have one. They make that whooshing sound, as if you're blowing up a balloon, when you're trying to pump up your penis. I knew a guy who had one back in the '80's. They don't work. Nah, sorry, but I don't want anything like that attached to my cock," said Joe.
Joe took a step back and waved both his hands, as if they were red, flashing, warning lights at a railroad crossing. As if he was the driver of a car stuck on the tracks with his drunken mother-in-law and unconscious wife still in the car, he acted as if he didn't want to be suspected, arrested, accused, tried, and convicted of a double homicide. Sadly and prophetically, years later, after relying on Paul's Plastic, Perfect, Penis Pump to make him popular with the women, that's exactly what happened to his mother-in-law, his wife, and to him later in life.
"I'm telling you, Joe, these penis pumps are great. More natural than Viagra and without the side effects and without those terribly backaches, headaches, and blurred vision. A penis pump is the answer to your prayers."
"Gees, I don't know, Paul, bordering on sexual toys for men, penis pumps are just too gay for me. Truthfully, I'd rather suffer my sexual life with my flaccid cock than to have a phony erection created by a plastic, perfect penis pump. I don't want to have to depend upon a plastic pump to pump myself up, before having sex with Mary. That's so gross."
"There's nothing phony about my erections, Joe, not the way that I do it," said Paul looking down at his erection with Joe. "Purely for demonstration purposes, go ahead and feel my cock, Joe. Feel how big and how hard my prick is," said Paul sticking out his hips for his friend to feel his erection.
"No, that's okay, Paul. I'll take your word for it. Thanks anyway for the invitation to feel your big, hard cock, but I'll pass," said Joe taking a step away from his friend.
"The hardware is all hidden in my clothes," said Paul. "Look at me. Other than the bulge that my cock makes in my pants, do you see any lumps, bumps, or wires?"
"No, except for that external, eternal, and infernal smile you always have plastered on your face and the constant and continual erection you have in your pants, you look normal to me."
"Without anyone knowing it, Joe, I'm standing here pumping up my penis. How about that? As if it's magic, my plastic, perfect, personal, penis pump is silently making my cock bigger and harder."
"That's so gross, Paul. I just threw up in my mouth. I just hope you're not pumping up your penis over the thought of me touching and feeling you."
"Don't be silly. I love women and not men. With normal every day men taking Viagra and Cialis, in the way that women pump up their breasts with padded bras and silicon, you don't have to be a gay or a perverted man to want to pump up your penis, Joe. Actually, instead of spending money on pills, all you need to do is to stick one hand in your pocket and push a button. Viola! That's it! The unit operates by one AAA battery."
"Actually, that is amazing, Paul, and I'm happy for your future success."
"Hidden away in my pants much like a tiny hearing aid concealed in your ear, no one will ever know that you have a plastic, perfect, personal, penis pump inside your pant pocket. Here, I'll show you. Stick your hand in my pant pocket and feel the mechanism," said Paul holding open his pant pocket to accept his friend's hand.
"Nah, that's okay, Paul. I'll take your word for it, if you don't mind," said Joe raising his hand up to his shoulder and taking another step back, while looking cautiously at his smiling friend. "I really don't want to stick my hand in your pant pocket to feel your mechanism, if you don't mind. It would be very awkward, should anyone see me with my hand in your pant pocket."
"Never mind then. I'll show you myself," said Paul reaching his hand in his pocket and turning it inside out. "See? The pump is hidden in my clothes."
"Wow, I see that," said Joe, still looking a little skeptical.
"Much in the way of a padded bra, the device has a small silicone encasement that fits over my cock and inflates, by grabbing my cock and squeezing it, while vibrating, in the way of an Anti-lock Braking System on a car. As if it's a tiny, computerized hand squeezing me and stroking me 10,000 beats a minute, the mechanical mechanism is thin, tiny, and lightweight. Made of light weight and very comfortable silicone, the encasement stretches with my cock. The entire mechanism that inflates the encasement to inflate my cock is as small as a 24 jeweled watch movement. It's so small that I can even hide my plastic, perfect, personal, penis pump in my bathing trunks without anyone ever suspecting that I have a plastic, perfect, personal, penis pump and am pumping up my penis, while standing before them talking or while walking the beach."
"No shit. Wow! That's amazing, Paul," he said watching Paul pump up his cock bigger and harder. "I always wanted to have an erection that impressed the ladies, while walking the beach. Now that I think about it, I'd love to stand before some of my wife's girlfriends with a cock that big and hard, while watching them looking down at my erection. As matter of fact, I'd love to stand in front of my mother-in-law with my cock so big and so hard that she'd be so distracted that she couldn't stop looking at it and would be too unhinged to interrupt me with her stupid talk."
"I must admit that all the ladies, even my mother and sister stare at my cock. You should see the homemade stuff women bring over my house, perhaps hoping that I'll give them a more up close look at my penis," said Paul with a laugh.
"Do you think that I can buy one from you?" Joe looked at his friend with a look of hopeful desperation. "I'm attending a Nude Day party with my wife that evening and I'd love to have this plastic, perfect, personal, penis pump on hand to use at a moment's notice. I can only imagine the looks on the women's faces."
"Buy one? Don't be silly, Joe. You're my friend. You don't have to buy one. I'll give you one for free," said Paul smiling wildly.



"Just curious, but how much are you charging for these pumps?"
"Retail is $59.99. Any amount less than that and men will think that they're junk. In order to give my product more credibility, I wanted to stay away from the $19.99 television marketing price of buy one and get one free."
"Good idea," said Joe. "So, lemme ask you this. If I'm standing there naked, how do I use to penis pump at the Nude Day party?"
"That's easy. Just excuse yourself to use the bathroom and take your bathing suit with you," said Paul.
"Then, what's the difference in using the pump over my hand?"
"The pump will maintain a harder erection longer. Your erection done with your hand, will only last, a few minutes after you stop stroking yourself. With my penis pump, you're good for, at least 30 minutes, sometimes longer, depending upon the person. Having pumped myself for so long, my pumps last more than an hour."
"I can't wait to try it, Paul. I can't wait for Nude Day," said Joe.
"Happy Nude Day," said Paul.
"Happy Nude Day," said Joe.
A few weeks later, Nude Day, Joe attended the Nude Day party with his wife and his plastic, perfect, personal, penis pump. A big hit at the party, he was a big hit with his mother-in-law the week before, when she gave him a blowjob, and a week later, with his wife's friend, Vivian, when she fucked him silly. Now, no longer sadly depressed, Joe is constantly and continually smiling.
With his cock now so big and so hard, always at the ready, and with so many women who want him, and so little time, constrained by his wife and under the always watchful and jealous eye of his mother-in-law, one night Joe was returning home from the VFW with his sleeping wife and drunken mother-in-law. He parked his car on the train tracks and watching from a safe distance, his wife and mother-in-law never knew what hit them, when the express train demolished their car. Blaming Paul and Paul's plastic, perfect, personal, penis pump for his troubles, the jury and judge didn't think that a penis pump was an adequate defense and sentenced Joe to life in jail. Wishing he had never heard of Paul's plastic, perfect, personal, penis pump, many of the men in prison were glad that they did.
"Just let me pump my cock up a little bigger and a little harder," said Big Bubba. "Okay, Joe, I'm ready for you. Bend over, bitch."
THE END
This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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This is a Nude Day contest story. Please vote, make a comment, and add me and/or this story to your favorite list.
A black man posts an ad on Craigslist for a naked black female escort on Nude Day and ends up with a white woman.
*
A single, black man looking for a single, black woman, as a Nude Day escort for an afternoon of naked fun and sun at the beach. Do not apply to this ad, if you are uncomfortable being naked or being around others, who are naked. There may be some kissing, hugging, groping, and fondling, but there will be absolutely no sex and no exchange of fluids. There is a $300.00 stipend for your time, trouble, and traveling expenses.
I'm looking for a good looking black woman to play my current girlfriend to make my old girlfriend jealous. Someone possessing not only good looks but also a shapely body, intelligence, and a fun sense of humor, along with some acting skills will get the job.
Please respond to Darnell at the above Craigslist's e-mail address with your name, photo, and phone number.
Not well thought out, Darnell placed his classified ad too late, a week before Nude Day, to find someone to respond. Too wrapped up in his own misery, his decision to attend the Nude Day barbeque was last minute. Besides, even if he had posted his Nude Day ad earlier, he didn't think he'd get anyone, anyway, who'd want to attend a naked Nude Day barbeque with him, a stranger, and spend the day naked with a bunch of other naked strangers. Really, what kind of woman would willingly strip off her clothes and spend the day naked in front of people she didn't even know? Maybe, he thought, someone would respond because he was offering three hundred dollars, but God only knows the kind of woman he'd get, what they'd look like, and how they'd act like in person. He cringed to imagine the folly of his error by placing such a desperately despicable Nude Day advertisement.
Deciding to go to the Nude Day barbeque, after he swore he couldn't bear to see his ex-girlfriend naked and in the arms of another man, who was naked, too, the want advertisement was his last minute, desperate attempt to win his ex-girlfriend, Felicia, back by making her jealous. Having fun just writing the ad and imagining Felicia possessively wild with jealousy, Darnell envisioned his ex-girlfriend begging him to forgive, forget, and restart their relationship. Now, with second thoughts, he should have stopped there, just written the ad without posting it. Honestly, he didn't think he'd receive any response to his advertisement. A hopeless, love sick act to win back his girlfriend, posting an ad was a good idea at the time, but now that he saw it in print, he felt like the pathetic loser that he was.
Even if he received responses to his ad, he had so little time to meet the woman and to make the arrangements for his Nude Day plan. Moreover, having just met the woman, how could he pull it all off without their role playing looking suspect and him looking ridiculous? If anyone answered his cry for help at all, he could only imagine the type of woman, who'd answer such an advertisement for a naked Nude Day escort. He didn't have to wait long to find out the type of woman, who'd answer such a request. He had more than a dozen responses the first day and a dozen more the next day.
"Hi Darnell, my name is Rhonda and I saw your ad on Craig's List. Attached is my nude photo."
"Hi Darnell, my name is Amanda and I saw your ad on Craig's List. Attached is my nude photo."
"Hi Darnell, my name is Diane and I saw your ad on Craig's List. Attached is my nude photo.
"Hi Darnell, my name is Juliet, Delonda, Amber, Tamicka, Kennisha, Elaine, Clairice, and Yolanda..."
"Blah, blah, blah. All the replies read the same. Boring. I can only imagine what they're like in person. Based upon the sameness of their responses, none of these women would fool Felicia. I should have told them to impress me with their intelligence and creativity, instead of with their naked bodies. I should have told them not to send me a naked photo of themselves," said Darnell to his friend, Terrell. "They all look like strippers and/or hookers to me."
"Gees, Darnell, are you kidding me? You have some hot women here. I'd pick any one of these three African American princesses," he said holding up their photos that Darnell printed out on his computer. "They all have big tits. Definitely, you'd make Felicia jealous, when seeing you with any of these three naked Nubian beauties on your arm. If you don't want them, I'll take them," he said with a laugh.
"All they'd have to do is open their mouths to ruin things and make me look like the pathetic, love sick ass that I am, Terrell. I'm trying to get Felicia back by making her jealous and not scare her further away, by making her think that I lost my mind in purposely trying to make her jealous by hiring an escort for the day."
"If you still feel that way about her, then don't go to the Nude Day barbeque. Seeing her in the arms of some other naked Dude will only make you crazy. I don't understand why you'd put yourself through that misery," said Terrell.
"Because we always attended the Nude Day barbeque and these were my friends, long before Felicia was my girlfriend," said Darnell with sadness.
"Maybe you should just forget about her and about the Nude Day barbeque, Darnell. There are plenty of women that would love to date someone like you," said Terrell. "You're a good looking guy with a good job. If I had a sister, I'd want her to date you," said his friend laughing.
"Thanks Terrell, but how can I forget about her, when I still love her? Even if I found someone else, I'd still be thinking of Felicia," he said looking away from Terrell to look out his bedroom window. "You're probably right about the Nude Day barbeque," said Darnell, as if talking to himself. "Maybe I should just stay home and get drunk."
"What about this one? You haven't even opened this one up, yet," said Terrell pointing to Darnell's computer screen.
"Oh, I didn't even see that one." Darnell opened the E-mail, while Terrell took hold of the mouse to open the attachment.
"Wow! Look at her, a white hot babe. She's the best looking one of the bunch. Too bad she didn't respond with a nude photo. Boy, I can only imagine what she'd look like naked."
"Do you mind, Terrell?" Darnell regained control of his mouse. "She is very pretty for a white woman, but I advertised for a black woman," he said looking at her face. "I never expected a white woman would answer the ad, especially one so pretty."
"What difference does the color of her skin make, Darnell?" Terrell suddenly took the high road, a road that he seldom traveled. "In case you've already forgotten what she looked like, Felicia was dark enough to pass as a black woman. Matter of fact, the first time that I met her, I thought she was from the Caribbean.
"Yeah, I suppose," said Darnell. "Actually, if Felicia saw me with this Caucasian beauty, she'd be jealous. Definitely, she'd want me back. Actually, now that I see her photo, this might work."
"That's right," said Terrell laughing. "Once you go black, you never go back to those pasty, white, Casper the Ghost men."
"I never dated a white woman," said Darnell with a face full of consternation. "I'd be nervous about taking her through this neighborhood. The sisters are worse than the brothers, when mixing white with black. Moreover, what in the Hell would we talk about? What would we have in common?"
"She's no different than Felicia and, when you first dated, you had plenty to talk about and plenty in common," said Terrell.
"That's true," said Darnell staring at the white woman's headshot.
"Besides, Darnell, what you're doing is hardly a date. She's nothing more than an escort for the day. Who knows, maybe you'll get lucky? I'd like to get lucky with her, that's for sure," said Terrell. "I'd love to see her on her knees with her white, pretty mouth stuffed full with my cock."
"She is pretty hot looking, even if she is white," said Darnell.
"What did she write, Darnell? What did she write?" Terrell leaned over his shoulder. "Tell me. What did she write?"
"Gees, Terrell. You're worse than a woman. Give me a minute to read my own e-mail," he said.
"Read it out loud," said Terrell.
"Okay," said Darnell.
"Dear Darnell,
I never responded to anything like this on Craigslist or anywhere before, but I felt compelled that I should. I don't know why. Life is all about taking chances and if I don't put myself out there, I'll never meet Mr. Right. Are you Mr. Right. I don't know. Your ad wasn't for someone to date but for someone to act as a onetime escort and I realize that, but you never know. Not that skin color makes a difference to me, but having grown up in a white neighborhood, I never dated a black man. Looking for a new adventure, however, I'm curious to know what I'm missing by not including minorities in my search for love."
"Oh, boy, Darnell, be careful. This one is looking for love. This one is looking to have your baby," said Terrell with a laugh.
"Shhh. Let me finish reading what she wrote," said Darnell.
"Now, about being naked in front of strangers, Darnell, I'm no prude, but I'm not a slut either. So long as everyone else is naked and the men attending are respectful of me being naked, I wouldn't mind being naked, too. I should tell you upfront though, that I'm looking more for love than for a good time, if not with you, perhaps, they'll be someone else there at the beach party with whom I can make a connection."
"See? I told you, Darnell. She's looking for love. She's looking to have your baby."
"Gees, Terrell. Lemme finish reading this," said Darnell. "Okay?" Darnell returned to finish what Samantha wrote.
"Don't worry. Even if I connect with someone else, I won't forget to play my role in making your girlfriend jealous. Attached is my photo taken of me last month.
Samantha."
"Wow. Even though she has a white name, instead of a proud African name, I even like her name," said Terrell. "Samantha, Samantha, Samantha, with three syllables, she has a musical name. Samantha, Samantha, Samantha, if you don't take her, Darnell, can I invite her to the Nude Day barbeque? Samantha, Samantha, Samantha," said Terrell acting as if she was in the room and he was holding her in his arms. "She's gorgeous. I only wish she had sent a naked photo of herself. I can't tell, if she has big tits or not from just a headshot. I wonder if the baby got back," he said with a laugh. "I hate those skinny, white bitches that don't have much of an ass. Still, with or without clothes, she's the best looking one of the bunch."
"Stand on the chair Terrell and look at the photo from that angle. Maybe you can see a down photo to see her tits and ass," said Darnell with a smile.
"Funny, Darnell, very funny," looking at his friend with confusion, while pausing. "Do you think that I could see more of her, if I stood on the chair?"
"Get down from the chair, Terrell. You're making an ass of yourself," said Darnell.
"Just kidding," said Terrell looking disappointed that he couldn't see any more of Samantha by standing on the chair and looking down at her photo, as if he could see a down blouse view of her.
"Yeah, for sure, she is very pretty and she appears to be the most intelligent one of the bunch, too. I'll need to meet her first, of course. I can ask her out for a cup of coffee to see what she's like in person," said Darnell. "For this to work, we'd have to hit it off and be compatible, as if we really are boyfriend and girlfriend."
"Okay, yeah, sure," said Terrell, while wiping his hand across his mouth, as if he was a man dying of thirst. He opened the attachment again to stare at her photo. "Print out her picture Darnell," said Terrell never removing his eyes from Samantha's pretty picture on the computer screen. "Meeting her first is a good idea. So, when do we meet her?"
"We? We don't meet her. I'll meet her," said Darnell closing the attachment and shutting down his computer.
That Monday, less than a week before the Nude Day barbeque on Saturday, Darnell arranged to meet Samantha at Starbucks. Seeing her through the window, as soon as he approached the coffeehouse and recognizing her immediately, she was already seated at a small, corner table. Never attracted to a white woman before, she seemed different, friendlier and not stuck up, as his white co-workers were at work. Suddenly, with a feeling that he knew her before in another life, he looked at her with curiosity.
As if there was a light shining over her head, it was funny how he spotted her so quickly. Hoping she didn't look up, he slowed his steps, while watching her through the glass. He wanted to get a good look at her first, without her knowing that he was staring. He was glad that she wasn't the type to make an entrance by arriving late. He hated those types of self-centered women.
Prettier than her picture, she looked even better in person. If Terrell was here, he'd definitely approve of her. If Terrell was here, he'd make a play for him himself. If Terrell was here, he'd say and/or do the wrong thing, as he always says and does, and scare her away. As soon as he walked through the door, their eyes met and, as if this was meant to be, it was odd how he already felt a strong connection to her.
"Hi, I'm Darnell," he said smiling and shaking her hand, when she stood.
Tall and shapely in the way of Venus and Serena Williams, Halle Berry, Beyonce Knowles, and Tyra Banks, but so much prettier than all of them, she was a vision of sexuality to behold.
"Samantha. Nice to meet you, Darnell," she said making eye contact.
Taking one another all in, they looked at one another, while smiling. Without doubt, she was spectacular looking and he wondered what she thought of him. He couldn't help but think why someone who looked like her would answer an advertisement such as his Craigslist ad.
"Please, sit," said Darnell.
"Thank you," said Samantha.
If first impressions meant anything at all to him and they did, he liked her. Still pining over Felicia, on a day that he was nervous about meeting Samantha, she was bright and colorful enough to make him momentarily forget his ex-girlfriend, something he hasn't done since they separated. Dressed in a pretty, green sundress that not only electrified her green eyes but also displayed her abundant cleavage, she wore her blonde hair in the way that Kim Basinger wore her hair in Nine 1/2 Weeks, in Batman, and in L. A. Confidential. Across her shoulders and cascading down the top of her back, her hair was her lioness mane. He figured, being that he was a Leo the lion and knew a lot of Leos, especially Leo women, by evidence of her lush, long hair and in the way that she wore it, that she was a Leo, no doubt, too.
"What can I get for you at the counter?"
"Just a small, black coffee with no sugar."
"We have something in common, already," he said with a smile. "That's how I take my coffee, too. Would you like a pastry. a cookie, a brownie, or a muffin with your coffee?"
Suddenly, he felt like a steward on a plane asking a beautiful female passenger, if he could get her something from the galley, coffee, tea, or me? Only, better than being stuck 30,000 feet in a flying tube, even though his head was still up in the clouds, he was down on the ground in a Starbuck's coffeehouse with the most beautiful woman he's ever seen. Only, with racism alive and well in modern day society, she was a white woman and a strike against him, he was a black man. Then, he realized that she answered his ad knowing that he was a black man. Nonetheless his or her preference for color, if only his mother could see him now, lusting over a white woman, she wouldn't be amused.
"Oh, no thanks," she said with a smile that warmed his heart and hardened his cock.
He turned to look at her from the back, when standing at the counter. He couldn't help himself from staring at her, she was so stunningly beautiful, even from the back. Athletic looking from the front, with C cup breasts that were raised as high as her shoulders were pushed back, from the back, with her perfect V shaped posture, she had the figure of an Olympic swimmer or a competitive tennis player. He could only imagine what she'd look like naked and in bed. while sweaty and screaming in orgasmic pleasure.
Wishing he could see her from behind, while she was standing, leaning, or bending, no doubt, he wondered if she had a perfect ass, too, and not one of those flat asses that so many white women have. Out of all the women there in the restaurant and even counting some of the attractive baristas behind the counter, she was the prettiest woman in the place. Definitely, she had the best body in the place. Eager to return to the table to talk to her, especially with what she wrote in mind, about looking for love, not wanting her taken by someone else, he noticed a couple of white men already eyeing her. So much better looking, taller, and shapelier than the present bachelorette, Emily, easily, he could see her as a contestant on the Bachelorette and commanding the attention of twenty-five bachelors, while hoping that she'd fall in love with them.
"I was just wondering about your zodiac sign," he said giving her his best Reggie Bush smile, when returning to the table with their coffees.
His friends all agreed that he could pass for Reggie Bush's double. Even Terrell, jealously and reluctantly agreed with that assessment of his clean cut, good looks.
"Yes," she said shooting him her smile again.
She looked even prettier, when she smile.
"Are you a Leo?"
"I am," she said beaming. "How did you know?"
"Your hair is a dead giveaway," he said. "All Leos, especially Leo women wear their hair long and full, like a lion's mane," he said with a chuckle. "I'm a Leo, too," he said pretending he had long hair, while shaking his head.
"What day were you born?"
"July 26th," said Darnell.
"And you?"
"August 12th," said Samantha.
"Well, so far so good. We both take our coffee the same way and we're both Leos. What do you do for work?"
"I'm an editor. I write teaching manuals, but I really want to write fiction," she said flashing her passion for writing across her face. "I have an MFA from Emerson College. Creative writing, not technical writing, is my love."
"Nice," he said. "That's another thing we have in common. I'm a writer, too," said Darnell smiling that they had writing in common, too.
"Three for three, we take our coffee the same way, are both Leos, and are both writers. That's so uncanny that we already have so much in common," she said. "What do you write?"
"Fiction. I only write fiction," said Darnell. "Unless I surrender my novelist dreams to writing crappy, little e-Books, it's impossibly difficult to publish fiction. Presently, the popular mainstream writers have the market in a stranglehold. Afraid of losing money, publishers don't want to risk taking the chance on a new writer, unless they think there may be a movie attached to the book deal," he said with a sad smile. "Did you know that 97% of everything published is non-fiction?"
"Really? No kidding. I didn't know that. That's a terrible statistic for a fiction writer," she said. "When counting newspapers, biographies, autobiographies, travel guides, journals, magazines, and even coupon supplements, non-fiction ruling over fiction makes sense."
"After not being able to publish any of my novel length manuscripts, I'm not embarrassed to admit that I started writing erotic stories, while hoping someone would discover me. Use it or lose it, writing erotica is just something that forces me to write every day."
"So, you're the man behind all those dirty stories that my perverted uncle reads," she said with a laugh.



"I am," he said sharing her humor. "If only my white fans knew that I was a black man, instead of a white woman, I wonder how many of them would still read me. Yet, even though the subject matter is a bit racy, different from the erotic literature norm, all of my stories are real stories with a beginning, a middle, and an ending. All of my stories have plot tension and fully developed characters that make the readers care what happens to them. Only just about sex, most other writers' of erotica write about sex from the start to the end. Some writers are so focused on writing the sexual parts that they even forget to name their characters. If they describe their characters at all, instead of weaving their description in the story, they dump their description all in one sentence."
"Actually, with so many the baby boomers aging, there's quite a large market for erotic literature," she said. "That new book, Fifty Shades of Grey, a trilogy, Fifty Shades Darker, and Fifty Shades Freed, about a literature student and a young entrepreneur is quite steamy and gives credibility to the market and the need for such a book."
"I realize that I have as much of a chance publishing, as I do of winning the lottery, but I'd love to make my living writing. Then, so long as I have a phone, a fax, and e-mail, I could write from home or from anywhere in the world," said Darnell focusing more on her eyes and her full, red lips, than on her exposed breasts. "That's a very pretty dress, by the way. The color highlights your beautiful, green eyes," he said using his compliment as his excuse to look down at her cleavage, as soon as she looked down at her dress.
"Thank you. Being that I didn't send you a nude photo, I wanted to show you that I had breasts," she said with a laugh and looking down at herself again, while moving her arms away from her breasts and puffing out her chest more.
"I can see that," he said taking her body language as an invitation to look at her cleavage again, especially when she looked down at her breasts again. "My ex-girlfriend wasn't very well endowed. It's funny how her mother, grandmother, and her two sister were busty, but she wasn't. Being small breasted was an issue more for her than for me. Barely a B cup, even though I'd rather she didn't, she wore padded bras," he said. "In the way that I hate false advertising, I don't like women, who pretend to be something or someone they're not."
"Well, take me or leave me, what you see is what I am," she said with a smile.
"I'll take you. I like all that I'm seeing," he said with a thoughtful pause. "I've been sitting here wondering, who you remind me of and it just occurred to me."
"Yes?" She smiled her curiosity at him. "Who is it that I remind you?"
"Cindy Garrison."
"Cindy Garrison? I never heard of her. Who's she? A porn star," said Samantha with a dirty laugh.
"She used to do this sports fishing show. She traveled all over the world fishing and eating. Google her, when you get home. She's very beautiful. You could be her sister."
"Thank you," she said blushing. "So, tell me about your ex-girlfriend. What's her name?"
"Felicia," said Darnell almost forgetting her name. Suddenly, as if he was talking about someone else from long ago, after meeting Samantha, Felicia no longer had a hold on him. Now, he looked at Samantha with the interest that he used to have, when looking at Felicia. More than just a beautiful woman, more than the fact that she was a nice person, he felt a connection.
"That's a pretty name," she said.
"She's the total opposite of you, which may be a good thing." At least, when I'm with you, I won't be thinking of her, he thought without confessing that. Instead, he said, "At least, when Felicia meets you, she won't think that I was pining over her enough to go out and find her clone."
"So, being that you're just using me to make her jealous, I think I should know something about her. What does she look like?"
"As petite as she is pretty, she's tiny, only 5'3" tall. She looks a bit like a much younger version of Susan Lucci from soap opera fame, but without all the hair and the big nose," he said looking at Samantha, while just realizing that she looked a lot like Katherine Heigl, only prettier. "A perfect size 4, up from a size 2, when we first met, she's tiny compare to you. I don't mean that you're big," said Darnell. "You're tall and shapely. How tall are you 5'8"?"
"I'm 5'9" tall. I've never worn a size 4," she said with a laugh. "I'm a proportional size 8, no doubt, from all the swimming, running, and tennis that I play. After I dashed their dreams of not going to medical school or law school, my parents wanted me to be a model, but I wanted none of that nonsense with controlling agents, catcalls, horny photographers, and backstage drug and alcohol parties that went with modeling. So, tell me more about Felicia."
"Born in this country, she's Italian, Sicilian, actually. Her parents migrated here from Italy. She has long, blue-black hair and dark brown eyes with olive skin. Her skin tone is so dark that some people mistake her for Indian, that's how dark she is. I suspect she has some black blood in her, somewhere in her heritage."
"She sounds beautiful," said Samantha.
"She is. At the time I met her, outspoken, brash, and opinionated, she was like no woman I ever met before. Only, my Mom thought she was from the islands, but upon closer inspection, especially with me being so dark skinned myself, she didn't like the idea of me dating a Caucasian woman, no matter how dark she was," said Darnell with a chuckle. "Mom was afraid that I was going to single-handedly dilute the genetics of our family and was glad, when Felicia ended the relationship."
"It's difficult enough trying to find the right person to love without having to please our parents, too. No matter who it is or what color they are, when love strikes, it makes no sense to analyze it," said Samantha, "just embrace it."
"Being that my Dad was from England and my Mom was from Ireland, migrating here, when jobs were scarce in the UK, meeting someone so different than all the black women I dated from my neighborhood, it was love at first sight, when I met Felicia. I think it's rather comical, my black parents living here in this country. He has an English accent and she has a thick Irish brogue. In the way that some people have a hard time understand them, they sometimes have a difficult time understanding me with my Boston accent."
"That is funny," she said. "So, you were born here, in Boston?"
"Yeah, I'm a US citizen but my parents aren't. Their allegiance is to the Queen and to the British Royal Family," he said with a laugh.
"That was really something watching the Queens' 60th anniversary party being queen."
"Yeah, the Diamond Jubilee was, even better than the royal wedding between William and Kate. A time just after I broke up with Felicia, watching the royal wedding made me sad," said Darnell.
"That's understandable that you'd be said watching that elaborate of a wedding," said Samantha, after breaking up with someone you'd hoped to marry."
"It was," said Darnell. "Only, now that we're not together anymore, being able to take a step back and look at our past relationship from a different perceptive, I don't think she ever felt the same way about me, as I felt about her," he said looking at her with sadness. "I dunno, maybe I dated her because I wanted to shock my parents. Besides, she's more interested in her own kind, an Italian man. Presently, she's dating one of my friends, Vito, and, with both of them fluent in Italian, they appear to be a perfect match."
"Then, if my question isn't too personal, why even bother to make her jealous in hopes of trying to get her back? If she didn't love you, never loved you, it sounds to me that you should just forget about her and should be glad to be rid of her," she said basking Darnell in the glow of her beautiful, green eyes.
"My friend, Terrell, said the same thing. I'm not sure why I want her back. Maybe it has something to do with the interracial aspect of our relationship. Maybe because she dumped me is why I want her back. I dunno. What I know is, I felt so rejected. At first I wanted to make her jealous enough to get her back, but now I just want to make her jealous. I want her to see me with someone better looking than she is and, certainly, that's you," he said looking down at the full impressions her C cup breasts made in her low cut sundress, before looking up at her pretty face and being lost in her eyes. "You're very beautiful."
"Thank you," said Samantha.
"Only..."
"Yes?"
"Now that I met you and, with me being a black man, I hope you don't take this the wrong way," he said pausing and thinking before speaking.
"What? What's wrong?"
She looked at him with concern and when she did, he imagined her taking care of him, when he wasn't feeling well or when injured. Something Felicia wasn't good at doing, caring for another human being, Samantha wore her heart on her sleeve. Kind and sensitive, she was the type of loving woman that he needed and thought he was getting, when he started dating Felicia. Only, how could he be so wrong about someone he loved?
"I hope I'm not making a fool of myself but, after meeting you, I no longer care about making Felicia jealous," said Darnell with a look of expectancy. "After seeing who's out there in the world, besides Felicia, I no longer care about her. To be honest, for the first time feeling this way, as you just said, I'm glad I'm rid of her."
"Well, that's good," said Samantha not speaking for a moment. "So, does that mean that you won't be attending the Nude Day barbeque?" She persevered, when Darnell didn't answer. "Does that mean you won't be needing me to be your naked escort," she said looking at him with obvious disappointment.
"No not at all. I'd still like to attend the Nude Day barbeque with you, but without pretense and under different circumstances, now. I'd like to attend the barbeque with you as my date, instead of as my foil to use against my ex-girlfriend. You don't have to strip naked, now, of course, unless you want to, and I'll still pay you the--"
"Don't insult me, Darnell," said Samantha with a grin.
"Sorry, I didn't mean--"
"You don't have to pay me to date you," she said giving him a look that made him go all soft inside. "You're good looking yourself, but more importantly, I like you. Your kind, intelligent, and sensitive. Being that we already have a few things in common, just the opposite of your heritage, where your Dad lived in England and your Mom lived in Ireland, my Dad was Irish and my Mom was English. Maybe this could be the start of something beautiful," she said with a laugh.
"Ergo the freckles," said Darnell pointing to her face and already seduced by her beauty.
"Looking more like my Dad than my Mom, I always tried to hide my freckles, but I've since come to terms with them and with her."
"I like your freckles," he said taking her hand. "Samantha..."
"Yes?"
"Will you go out with me on a real date and not on a pretend date to make my ex-girlfriend jealous?"
"Yes, I will," said Samantha smiling at him, as if he had just asked her to marry him. "When?"
"Well, the barbeque is on Saturday, I thought we'd have dinner Friday to get better acquainted, before attending the naked celebration."
"Okay," she said. "This is my address, e-mail, and phone number," she said handing him a business card. "I do freelance writing and editing on the side."
"I'll pick you up at 8," said Darnell. "I know a great, informal place we can go eat. It's a little hole-in-the-wall, where we can take our time dining, while talking. The restaurant isn't much to look at, but the ambience can't be beat," he said with a laugh.
Promptly at 8, Darnell picked up Samantha and headed east. With the Atlantic ocean on his right, he reached his destination and parked the car. The gentleman that he is, he hurried around the car to open Samantha's door. "People come from all over to eat here. Kelly's makes the best roast beef sandwiches, clam dinners, and French fries around."
"Well, you're right about the restaurant not being much to look at, but the ambience is unbelievable," she said looking across the street at the ocean. "It's beautiful."
"They have another newer and nicer restaurant about 5 miles from here, but I continue coming here because of the ocean views. If that's okay with you, I figured we could eat our food in the car, while talking," said Darnell, while imagining making out with her, after eating.
"I'd like that," said Samantha.
Once they received their food and returned to the car, they drove to a remote spot that had a spectacular view of the Atlantic Ocean.
"Well, what do you think of the food?"
"This is the best roast beef sandwich I've ever had in my life and the clams are so tender and juicy. I'm glad we ordered one of each to share. I understand now, why you love this place. There's still a huge crowd waiting out front to be served," she said looking back at the restaurant in the distance.
"I've been coming here with my friends, since I was a kid. After we were done partying, we'd come here for a late night snack."
Both fell silent, while they ate their food. The panoramic view of the ocean out the windshield was better than watching a movie. After having been in a committed relationship with Felicia for three years, he thought she was the one. He thought they'd marry her one day and have kids. Now, sitting in his car with another white woman, so soon after the breakup, suddenly feeling, as if he was cheating on Felicia, he tried to wrap his brain around his relationship with her having ended.
He wondered if Samantha was his rebound woman. He wondered if he was only using Samantha to forget Felicia. He wondered if he was only interested in her for sex. Yet, forget about looking at her, all he had to do was to listen to all that she said to know that she was smart, smarter than Felicia, and fun. Just sitting there talking to her was one of the best times he's ever had with a woman. Then, when he turned his head to see her beautiful face and stare in her bright, green eyes, all he had to do was to look at her to know that he wasn't interested in her just for sex but for love. Inside and out, she was gorgeous.
Sitting there, while making pleasant conversation and looking out at the vast, dark ocean, he wondered what it would be like to hold her. As he had done with Felicia so very many times before, he wondered what it would like to look in her eyes and kiss her. He could only imagine what it would be like to touch her and to feel her through her clothes, while kissing her. He imagined her hand feeling his cock through his pants, while he felt her breasts through her blouse and fingered her nipples through her bra, as they kissed and kissed. With Felicia no longer in his thoughts, with Felicia already becoming a faded memory, especially now with Samantha sitting beside him, all he could think of was Samantha. Who would blame him? She was gorgeous.
"I reread you ad," she said wiping ketchup from her lips. "There may be some kissing, hugging, groping, and fondling, but there will be absolutely no sex," she said quoting him with a laugh. "Only a guy would write that," she said shaking her head. "Only a guy would spell it out in that way."
Now he wished he had written not only may there be some kissing, hugging, and fondling but also there will be absolutely lots of sex. Only, had he written that, a woman like her never would have answered his want advertisement. Had he written that, he never would have met her and he wouldn't be sitting here beside her with the ocean view. Was it fate that he wrote what he did, when he did? Was it kismet that she was sitting here now with him? Is she the one? He didn't know, but he hoped she was.
"I wrote that because I was afraid that the wrong women would answer the advertisement and many did," he said defending himself. "I figured that women would think that I was looking for the wrong type of an escort. I figured, being that it was a Craigslist ad that women would think that I was looking for sex, especially when stating in the ad that I was paying $300 for their time, trouble, and traveling expenses," he said with a laugh. "Because of the money, I figured they'd think that I wanted a prostitute, when all I wanted to do was to make Felicia jealous, but now, with you, I no longer give a care about Felicia.
"I see," she said looking at him with those big, green eyes and that wide, happy smile. "Well, this is what I was thinking," she said putting her food up on the dashboard and looking at him in a way that he always had wished Felicia would look at him but never did. "I think we should get the kissing part out of the way, to see if we have a connection."
Kissing? She wants to kiss him? As if she read his mind, as if psychically knowing that he wanted to kiss her, she shocked him that she volunteered to kiss him. An experiment in her love connection, he didn't care, so long as he could kiss her. Hardly an hour into their date and she asked him to kiss her. His heart was beating harder. His pulse was racing faster. His cock silently hardened by the thought of kissing her. God, she was so beautiful.
Here he was sitting there thinking about kissing her, when she, out of the blue, asked him to kiss her. When he parked here in such a remote place, he wondered what she was thinking. He wondered if she was afraid to be so alone with him in his parked car with no one close enough to hear her screams or to see her struggling. A man she just met, he could be a serial killer or a rapist for all that she knew. Now, here she is coming on to him, as the aggressor in wanting to kiss him. Only, what if he didn't pass her kissing test? Would that be it? Would she ask him to take her home? Or would she finish the date with polite coolness, until he brought her home and would never return his calls telling him that she had a good time?
Even though this was his first date with Samantha, even though he had just met her, after having met her and having put so much of himself into winning her, he wondered what his life would be with her in it, before wondering what his life would be without her. Feeling a loss more than the loss he felt, when he broke up with Felicia, he never met a woman that he wanted as much as he wanted Samantha. After eating roast beef and clams, he wondered if his breath was okay to pass her kissing test. Fortunately, for him she ate the same thing, too.
It had been a long time, since he kissed anyone other than Felicia and he wondered how he should kiss her. Just as his kiss would be telling for her, her kiss would be as telling for him. She was right, of course. If there wasn't a connection, other than a sexual relationship which, obviously, she didn't want, why waste his time with someone that wouldn't blossom into a committed relationship?
"To be honest, since you're not looking to use me to make your ex-girlfriend jealous anymore and since I'm looking more for love than for sex, I don't want to waste both our time, if there's nothing there." She looked at him and smiled. "I can tell a lot from a kiss."
"Well, certainly, you don't have to twist my arm or even ask me twice to kiss you. I've wanted to kiss you from the first moment I saw you," he said looking at her looking at him. "Only, now that you've removed the spontaneity from our first kiss and made it more like a final exam, I'm a little nervous. I haven't been this nervous about kissing a woman, since I was in high school. With Felicia the only woman that I've kissed in years, I'm afraid that I might fail your kissing test."
"Sorry, you're right. That was dumb of me to announce that and make our first kiss seem so clinical. Only, after hoping to be swept away by my knight in shining armor and after having kissed so very many frogs, I'm more detached from romance than, when I was first looking for my soul mate," she said with some sadness. "Of course, I want romance but only with the right man. With men being more visual and women more emotional, it's harder for a woman than it is for a man to find that perfect someone. I'm looking for someone to marry and have a family and most men are looking for someone to have a good sexual time with, before moving on to the next woman."



"I can understand how meeting the same type of men looking for only one thing can be frustrating and demoralizing, but not all men are like that. Men want love, as much as women do," he said looking at her with stars in his eyes.
Preparing himself mentally for his first kiss, he looked at Samantha, while waiting to feel all that he imagined he'd feel, when falling in love with her. Then, using that motivation to put in his kiss, he hoped that he'd pass her kissing test, after he put more emotion behind it. Surely, rather than being disqualified by just one kiss, he'd love to have another chance with her. Only, this one kiss, as if he were a prince and she was Cinderella, may be the only chance he'd ever have with her.
Actually, with his fate in the stars, what difference would it make if he failed her kissing test? Left unencumbered to find Miss Right, as he is without Felicia in his life, he'd be better off without Samantha, too, if she wasn't the right one either. Yet, if he passed her kissing test, this is a memory that they could tell all their friends, their family, and even their grandchildren about for the rest of their lives.
Then, he realized that he was testing her, just as much as she was testing him. Just as if there was no connection for her, if there was no connection for him, what's the sense of trying to develop a relationship that isn't there? He already wasted three years with Felicia and, at thirty-years-old, he wasn't getting any younger. Yet, just looking at her, he felt something that he never felt with Felicia. He felt a connection and he hoped she felt one, too.
"Okay, are you ready?" She looked at him and puckered her lips, before laughing.
"Wait," he said returning her laugh. "Give me a moment to prepare myself. I need motivation," he said, as if he was an actor about to play his kissing part. "What's my motivation? You're beautiful and I'm terribly attracted to you. This one kiss may lead to a lifelong commitment or the end of this date. This one kiss could conceivably lead to even more kissing with touching, feeling, and groping. This one kiss could--"
"Are you done?"
"Sorry," he said looking at her. "Yes, I think so?"
"Is this all that you think about before kissing a girl for the first time?"
"I'm a guy. Don't you think about any of that?"
"No," she laughed. "I just allow it to happen."
"Actually, I'd rather not tell you what I think about before kissing a woman for the first time."
"I think I can imagine," she said with a laugh and looking down at the obvious bulge in his pants.
"Okay. I'm ready. Here goes," he said leaning into her.
As if it was a kiss in a censored '50's era movie, they kissed a full kiss, but without tongues. Finally, Samantha was the one to part his lips with her tongue. As soon as she did, they kissed longer, deeper, and more passionately. Only, it wasn't until the third kiss that they both showed real passion for one another. Forget about the first kiss, it wasn't until the third kiss that their lips connected them.
"Well, did I pass?" Darnell looked at her with stars in his eyes. "Because I know that I could have given you a better kiss, if only you'd give me another chance. I'm just nervous being put on the spot to perform like this. Just give me one more chance. I know that I can give you a better kiss. Maybe, if we stood outside the car and I could have--"
"Just shut up and kiss me, Darnell," she said putting her arm around his neck and pulling him to her.
They kissed and kissed and kissed, until Darnell couldn't stand the suspense and broke away from her.
"Well? Tell me. Did I pass? Did I pass your kissing test?" Feeling as if he had, he looked at her with desire. "I need to know, Samantha, if you're as attracted to me, as I am to you."
"Oh, yeah. You're a good kisser alright but more importantly, I felt something," she looked at him, while playing with his fingers. "What about you? Did you feel anything, when kissing me?"
"Did I feel anything? Are you kidding me? Oh, yeah, I did," said Darnell wanting to unzip himself and pull out his cock to show her exactly how much he felt and how hard he fell for her. He looked at her and smiled. "Yet, keeping in mind the ad that I wrote for Craigslist about kissing, hugging, groping, and fondling, this is what I was thinking."
"Yes?"
"Since we got the kissing part out of the way, being that it was part of my ad, I think we should get the hugging, groping, and fondling part out of the way, too," he said with a laugh.
"Oh, you do, huh?" She looked at him and laughed.
"I do," said Darnell puffing out his chest.
"It was, as if you read my mind," she said with a dirty laugh and a sexy look.
They kissed again. Only, this time, he felt her breasts through her dress and bra, while she felt his cock through his pants.
Kissing and kissing, while forgetting he ever dated, what's her name, Samantha groped his cock through his pants, while French kissing him. He felt her breasts through her dress and bra, as soon as her nipples made their appearance, he fingered them, too. As soon as he started fingering her nipples and teasing them out with his fingertips, the harder and bigger they became. The more he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples, the more excited she became. Then, once her nipples were erect and hard, he pulled them out even further with his fingertips, while kissing her.
Taking his cue by the way she was fondling his cock through his pants and by the passion she returned in his kisses, he stuck his hand down her low cut sundress to feel her breasts through her bra. A front snapper, it wasn't very difficult to release the snap and he did. Now with her naked breasts in the palm of his hand, he fondled one, before caressing her other breast. He pulled the front of her dress down to expose her breasts for him to see and for him to suck her nipples. Firm and shapely, she had fabulous, natural breasts. Then, testing the waters, he reached his hand down between her legs and up her short dress. Raising her dress high enough to exposed her white panty, he cupped her pussy through her panty, while tracing her pussy slit with his fingers.
Not one to allow him to have all the fun, she unzipped him and reached her hand inside his pants to feel his cock through his underwear, while kissing him. Then, she unbuckled, unbuttoned, and pulled down the top of his boxer shorts to expose his erect prick, while holding and fondling his cock. Slowly stroking him, while fondling the head of his cock, she looked down and stared at his erect penis. Once he moved her panty aside and inserted his finger inside of her and once he started rubbing her clit, she leaned down and took him in her mouth. He couldn't believe Samantha, the new woman of his dreams was giving him a blowjob, while he probed her pussy with his finger.
Honestly, when he first met her in Starbucks, he never thought she'd agree to go out with him. Then, when she sat with him in his car eating their food, while watching the ocean, he'd never thought she'd allow him to even kiss her, especially after she said he'd have to pass her kissing test. Now, feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, while inserting his finger deep inside of her and rubbing her clit, as she stroked and sucked his cock, he hasn't had this hot of a date in a very long time. Matter of fact, he's never had a better first date than this, even with his beloved Felicia. If his first date was this good, he couldn't even imagine his second date.
She stopped sucking him, before he ejaculated in her mouth. He was disappointed that he didn't cum, especially when, obviously, she had a quiet orgasm from him fingering her. Nonetheless, even though her lips were no longer around his cock, he still had her lips there to kiss and kiss and kiss.
"Well, I think that was enough for a first date," she said with a laugh, while snapping her bra and straightening her dress.
"So, do you mean to say that you agree to go on a second date with me?"
"I don't know," she said.
"You don't know? What do you mean, you don't know?"
Darnell put his cock away and zipped, buttoned, and buckled his pants.
"I haven't been asked, yet," she said with a sly smile.
"Samantha," said Darnell taking her hand in his. "Would you go on a second date with me?"
"Yes, Darnell, I will. When?"
"Saturday. Forget about the Nude Day barbeque. Let's go see a movie and then have dinner at a proper sit down restaurant."
"Okay," she said.
That Saturday, Nude Day, instead of attending the Nude Day barbeque, Darnell and Samantha watched a movie and had dinner after. Then, with everything going so well, Samantha invited him up for a nightcap. She poured him a drink before excusing herself.
"Pardon me for a moment," she said going in her bedroom. When she reappeared, he couldn't believe his eyes. Something he had only read about in Penthouse Forum, he never knew any woman who really did his. She was naked.
"Oh, my God, you're so beautiful," he said standing to stare.
"Being that this is Nude Day, being that we didn't attend the Nude Day barbeque, I wanted to show you all that you missed."
He walked to her to take her in his arms. Kissing and kissing her, while feeling her naked ass and her breasts, before reaching down to feel her exposed pussy, she was already so wet. Obviously, she wanted him, as much as he wanted her. He was still there the next morning, when she had to run out to the mall to buy the Sunday paper and some coffee. Glad to go with her, they walked through the mall holding hands and laughing like the lovers they now were.
"Darnell?" A sad, little woman approached them dragging an impatient man behind her.
"Felicia! How nice to see you," he said giving her a happy smile, with a kiss on the cheek. "How are you?"
"I'm good. I didn't see you at the Nude Day barbeque, yesterday," she said eyeing Samantha.
"Oh, that," he said waving a hand of disinterest. "I figured with us no longer together, that I'd only make you uncomfortable attending with my date," he said looking from Felicia to look at Samantha. "Samantha, this is Felicia my ex-girlfriend. Felicia, this is Samantha, my new girlfriend," said Darnell beaming.
"You know, Vito," said Felicia to Darnell.
"Yes, of course," he said sticking out his hand for Vito to shake. "How are you, Vito?"
"Good and yourself?" Vito and Felicia eyed Samantha. Who wouldn't? At six foot tall with her heels and hair, easily, she was still six inches taller than Felicia in her high heels.
"Good," said Darnell.
Darnell accomplished what he set out to do in making Felicia jealous, only he no longer cared. In love with Samantha, she was all the woman he'd ever need. They were married within the year.
THE END
This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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Chapter Six - Painting a Memory
Finally, we got to work and started painting her walls. Sexually exciting standing so close to her, even when painting, we worked side by side. I painted the walls, while she painted the trim. With her place being so small and with not much to paint, the painting went really fas. Besides, with her bending over, I spent as much time as I could on the ladder because that gave me a clear down overall view of her tits, especially when she leaned forward and reached for the paint can. On flashing overload, every time she moved, I saw some part of her naked breast or her panties, as her oversized overalls were open down the side and were loose on her in the back, too. Even when she was standing, especially, when I was poised on the ladder looking down, I could see the side of her panty clad ass. She made me so horny while watching her. As if I was watching a personal peep show, seeing bits and pieces of her panties and breasts was so erotic.
I imagined reaching my hand down her overall top and cupping her big tit, while fingering her nipples. I imagined my hand reaching down the back of her overalls and feeling her round, firm ass through her panty. I imagined my hand reaching down the front of her loose overall and feeling her between her legs, before pushing her panty aside and feeling and fingering her furry pussy. I imagined taking her in my arms and kissing her, French kissing her, while I felt her everywhere. I imagined her kissing me back, the feeling her warm, wet tongue in my mouth, as she reached her hand down my underwear and...
"Freddie!"
"What?" She startled me and I nearly fell from the ladder.
"You're dripping paint everywhere."
"Oh, sorry."
Embarrassed that I was so careless, after my friend, Stephen, vouched that I was such a good painter, I quickly climbed down the ladder to clean up the mess. I had been so preoccupied and so horny, while imagining touching her and kissing her that I wasn't paying attention to my roller. Good thing she had put down a drop cloth under the ladder where I was painting, otherwise, we'd be painting the floor the same color as the walls. I needed to focus on her walls, instead of on her ass, pussy, and tits.
She had taken down all her shades to paint. As if she had just moved in or was moving out, her apartment was wide open and everything we did echoed the emptiness through her small apartment. With anyone able to look in to see, it was a good thing we were on the second floor. Only with her apartment on the bottom of a hill, the park and the cemetery were situated higher and even though she was on the second floor, her windows were still at eye level to the park. It was late afternoon and we needed to put on some lights to see what we were painting.
When I reached for the overhead light switch is when I saw my four friends, Stephen, Anthony, Joey, and Ralph duck down behind the fence in the park. Holding onto one another, they were squeezed together on the ledge. How they all fit on that little ledge without falling off, I'll never know? They must have been watching the whole time, no doubt. From where they were positioned and with her facing their way, when she was slowly unbuttoning her blouse and unzipping her skirt, seductively removing her bra, and changing in her overalls, they must have seen her tits and had a full view of her panty.
After what Anthony said about her stripping in front of her window with the light on at night and in front of him, it was then that I wondered if she knew she was being watched. After she flashed her panties that first time, she was on our radar and we were always watching her. Nah, how could she know we were watching her? We were always so discreet. Besides, now that my friends are making perverted asses of themselves, my horny friends had to stand precariously on the ledge behind the fence to see her and had to hold onto one another not to fall. The only reason I saw them was because I knew where to look. Surely, unless she was peering out her window in the dark, not knowing where to look, she'd never see them. Guys will do just about anything to see a naked or even a semi-naked woman. She'd never figured they'd do that, stand on that little ledge, just to see her tits.
Still, when I thought about her undressing, while standing with her back to me, and facing the window, as if purposely giving my friends a free striptease show, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse and seductively removed her bra, much like Mandy Pepperidge, played by Mary Louise Weller, did in Animal House. Mindlessly thinking of the events of her day, she removed her bra, as John Bluto Blutarsk, played by John Belushi, climbed the ladder and stood in front of her bedroom window to watch her undress and to see her tits. Guys will go to extreme measures to see whatever they can see.
Now, I wondered if she knew they were there and if she was stripping, as much for them, as she was for me. Suddenly, I had a huge erection again, while thinking of her exposing her tits to my four friends. Lucky bastards, I wished I was them suddenly, that is, until I realized that I was getting a better view of her boobs up close and personal. No doubt, they were all wishing they were me.
I was so naive. It wasn't until years later that I figured this woman was driving us all crazy on purpose by flashing us. No doubt, her way of grooming us to make us all do what she so wanted and needed us to do. Just as we hoped she didn't know we were watching her, obviously, she knew we were always watching her. Just as she flashed us her panties on purpose every day, now she was giving me and my boys a great show of the rest of her body.
"I have to pee," she said suddenly.
Okay, I thought. Thanks for sharing, but that's really more information than I need to know. Am I supposed to announce to her, whenever I need to pee. too? Then, I remembered that there was no bathroom door. The realization of her lowering her overalls and sitting on the toilet topless, while peeing with her tits fully exposed was all consuming. This ought to be good, I thought.
Then, with the thought of her sitting so exposed on the toilet, the sexual excitement took over me in the way of a fever. Maybe, she'd grab a towel to cover herself. Maybe, she'd cover her tits with her hands and her forearm. Consumed by sexual excitement, afraid to turn my head to look and watch her undress, I felt, as if I'd be the one violating her, if I looked. Only, truth be told, obviously, she was the one hoping to violate me by flashing me her big tits.
Unable to convince myself otherwise, unable to stop myself from looking, with that, I turned my head slightly to watch her, as she slid out of her overall straps and headed for the bathroom. As soon as her overall straps fell from her shoulders, the side of her bouncing breast was exposed to me, as she walked past me. Full, firm, and shapely, oh, my God, she had such a beautiful breast.
Hoping she didn't grab a towel to cover herself, hoping she didn't preserve her modesty by covering her tits with her hands, when I thought of the lack of the bathroom door, when I saw the flash of the bathroom light, I couldn't help myself from turning my head to look, especially when I heard tinkling. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I couldn't wait to tell my friends, all that I saw. There she was mindlessly looking down, while sitting on the toilet topless and with the overalls around her ankles. A sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't believe my eyes. Seeing my first woman sitting on a toilet peeing, other than those topless women that I saw in Playboy, I was seeing my first topless woman, too.
Oh, my God. Get the fuck out of here. I couldn't believe my eyes. I just couldn't believe it. I was embarrassed for her but excited for me. My mouth was dry and my cock was getting hard again. Her tits were right there. Her tits were amazing. Forget about seeing a flash of Kathleen's panties, every time she climbed the fence to walk her dog in the cemetery, I just saw Kathleen's tits. If I died right now, so long as I went to Heaven, I'd be happy. No wait! Don't take me just, yet, dear God. I have a feeling that I'll be seeing more of her naked body, when she stands to pull up her panties to cover her pussy and pulls up her overalls to cover her tits.
Quickly, I looked away, before she caught me looking and refocused my attention on painting her wall. Only, when I looked down and to the left, I saw her reflection in the dresser mirror that rested against the dresser that she had moved a couple feet from the wall and had angled towards the bathroom. Now becoming a little suspicious of her intentions, had she repositioned the mirror purposely, so that I'd see her and should I need to use the bathroom, so that she'd see me?
I caught movement in the mirror out of the corner of my eye and when I looked down at the mirror, again, I watched her wiping herself, stand, flush the toilet, and bend forward to pull up her panties. Oh, my God. When she leaned forward to pull up her panties, her breasts hung forward and down in the way that I imagined her breasts doing, when leaning over me to suck my cock. Then, when she leaned forward again to pull up her overalls, the vision of her leaning over me with her big breasts hanging over my face for me to suck them, filled my horny mind with lust for her. Even though the show was over, what a show it was.
From her big tits to her red pussy, I saw everything. I saw her tits, her bushy, red pussy, and most of her round naked ass, as she turned to flush the toilet, before pulling up her panties. Except for quick, furtive glimpses of my mother's and sister's pussies, her pussy was the first pussy I had ever seen. Now that I think of it so many years later, she must have placed that mirror there on purpose knowing that she'd flash me. She must have orchestrated this whole thing, even with the placement of the ladder and the removal of all the doors. This whole scenario was a setup, her asking me to help her paint, the too small overalls, and now with the mirror angled to view the bathroom. No doubt, in my horny mind, the mirror was strategically placed to give me an accidental, yet, no doubt, an on purpose view of her naked body.
Suspicious now of her intentions, yet not truly believing that she'd purposely flash me, instead thinking myself perverted for looking, I discounted my own suspicions back then. Now, that I'm older, no doubt, hoping to seduce me, I know she was purposely exposing herself to me. Only why would she do that? Women aren't like that, are they? Just as Stephen had said to Anthony when Anthony suspected that she was flashing him on purpose, women aren't sex fiends, only guys are. Or are women just as horny as men are, too?
Then, when I turned my head in the other direction, there through the living room window, I could make out the silhouettes of my friends' heads. They were precariously standing on the ledge and peeking up from behind the fence watching, laughing, and giving me the thumbs up sign. From where they were standing they were in the direct line of sight with the bathroom. They must have seen everything, too, her tits, her pussy, and her ass, when she turned to flush the toilet. Oh, my God, just in the way she had given us all daily flashes of her panties for so many weeks, she just gave us all a show of her naked body.
I wondered if she knew that I had seen her naked. I wondered if she knew that my friends had seen her naked. With the bathroom light on and the shades off the windows, she must have known that they could see her standing there with her panties and overalls bunched around her ankles. Just as how could she not know that I was watching her, how could she not know my four horny friends were watching her, too? Just as I saw her tits, her pussy, and her ass, how could she not know they saw her tits, her pussy, and her ass, too?
Yet, in her innocent defense, why would a woman, a beautiful, albeit older woman, flash me and my four horny friends her naked body. Further, in her innocent defense, why she'd think that someone was standing precariously on the ledge and squatting down behind the fence, just to see her naked is ridiculous. Especially after having seen Kathleen naked, my horniness is making my imagination run wild.
My mind was racing. My pulse was beating. My heart was pumping more blood than I needed, especially to my cock. I was so excited. I was so horny. I saw Kathleen's tits, her pussy, and her ass. This was too much. We worked for the next few hours without interruption and accomplished all of the painting. Only, I couldn't wait to go home to masturbate over all that I saw of her. She stood by the bathroom sink to clean the paint brushes and to wash her hands.
"Do you want something to eat?"
"Sure," I said wondering if she was going to ask me to eat her pussy, now that I saw her naked.
She opened the fridge and I stepped down from the ladder to peer inside, only, with her leaning to look in the fridge with me, even though I just saw her naked breasts, I was more interested in looking down her overall top at her tits. Oblivious to my stare, I stared down her overall top lusting over her tits, while she bent at the waist and leaned in to peer in the refrigerator. I couldn't get enough of looking at her tits. She really had a nice rack. I'd give anything to reach my hand down her overall top to feel her big tits. I wish I could caress her breasts and fingered and suck her nipples. Only, something like that only happens in a porn film. Something like that would never happen to me, especially with someone who looks like her.
"I can make you a cold cut sandwich," she said looking up at me and catching me looking down her overall. Only, she did a peculiar thing. As if she was looking to see what I could see of her, she looked down her overall top, too, before removing the cold cuts from the fridge. Damn. She caught me looking. Only, if I wasn't embarrassed before seeing her standing naked in the bathroom, surely I wasn't embarrassed now.
"Okay," I said. "What do you have to drink?"
"Coke or orange soda."
"Orange, please," I said using the bathroom sink to wash my hands.
We sat on the floor in the corner of living room, away from the freshly painted wall, the only place my friends couldn't see us.
"How old are you, anyway?" She looked at me with a curious stare.
"How old do you think I am?"
"By the way that you act or by the way that you look?"
"What do you mean?
"By the way that you look, I'd say you were twenty-two-years-old, but by the immature way you and your friends act, I'd say you were 15-years-old," she said with seriousness.
"Eighteen," I said taking a sip of my soda to wash down the gooey white Wonder bread. "We're all 18-years-old, but I'll be nineteen next week, July 26th." "You look older," she said. "Are you a virgin?"
"No, I'm a Leo."
"I didn't say Virgo," she said laughing. "I asked if you're a virgin."
I nearly choked on my orange soda.
"Yeah," I said wanting to say no and turning bright red with my reluctant answer.
"I figured as much, by the way you've been staring at my breasts and by the huge boner you can't seem to hide."
"I'm sorry," I said looking down at the bulge in my tight overalls and covering it with my hand. "I've never seen a woman before."
"You've never seen a woman before?" She laughed. "Don't you mean you've never seen a naked woman before? I'm sure you've seen lots of women before. Your mother is a woman," she said laughing. No doubt, because of the writer and editor in her, she was always correcting me.
"I'm sorry for staring at you, Kathleen, but I was shocked when you were undressing in front of me. I nearly died when you took off your bra. Then, when I saw you sitting on the toilet topless, I was so horny. I couldn't believe it, when you stood to pull up your panties. You're the first naked woman I've ever seen. Then, when you leaned down to pull up your overalls and your breasts hung down like that, well I don't dare even tell you what I imagined," I said debating if I should tell her or not. "I couldn't help but think of you blowing me, while I played with your big tits and fingered your nipples."
I couldn't believe I said what I did. Never have I talked like that to a woman before and here I was talking so disrespectfully dirty to Kathleen. Only, I knew that if I didn't say what I did, I'd regret not saying it.
To be continued...
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This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, make a comment and add me and/or this story to your favorite list.
Naked, naked, naked, Grandpa is blamed for forcing female relatives to strip naked on Nude Day.
*
This how to story explains not only how to see your female relatives naked but also how your female relatives will not only see you naked but also ask to see you naked, too. Further, this how to story explains how your female relatives will ask you to have sex with them. Unbelievable as it sounds, this is a tried and tested foolproof plan. Do try this at home, but use caution. For this plan to work, you must be deemed the victim and not the aggressor. For this plan to work, you must be the submissive one. Shall we begin?
Be honest. Everyone wishes they could see their female relatives naked, right? Whether it's a daughter, granddaughter, mother, grandmother, sister, aunt, or cousin, all men want to know what their female relatives look like without their clothes. Albeit less in number and in their desire to see their male relatives naked, there are some women who'd like to see their fathers, grandfathers, sons, grandsons, brothers, uncles, and cousins naked. C'mon, there's no one here but me, the writer, and you, the reader. No one will ever know the incestuous pervert that you are by silently and secretly answering yes to the below questions. Are you ready? Let's proceed.
Have you ever wanted to see your female relatives naked, especially without having any detrimental consequences? Do you wish there was a way that your female relatives could see you naked without thinking of you as a total incestuous pervert? Have you ever wanted to have sex with your female relatives? Even better, have you ever wanted your female relatives to offer you sex with no strings attached, no guilt, and no penalty for being the horny, albeit incestuous male that you are? Here's how Tommy, the main character of this story, did all of the above without getting found out, that is, until after he had sex with all his female relatives.
Whether it's their mother, sister, cousins, aunts, or grandmothers, many men would love to see their female relatives naked but I'm not one of them. That's what Tommy told everyone, after talking about what Grandpa just did to this one or that one. Using Tommy as their sounding board, his female relatives trusted him with all their secrets. They had no idea that Tommy was just as, if not more perverted, than Grandpa.
"Have you ever thought about having incestuous sex?" No doubt, now thinking that all men were incestuous perverts, Tommy's sister, Sally, looked at her brother with questioning eyes, after being peeped on by Grandpa.
"Incestuous sex? Eww. Gross. Nope, not me," said Tommy. "I'd never have sex with a blood relative. That's just wrong. That's just nasty."
Sally looked at her brother, obviously uncomfortable with what she was about to confess.
"Grandpa tried to watch me undressing, but knowing he was there peeping through my bedroom door keyhole, I didn't undress. I slept in my clothes."
"He's such a disgusting degenerate, Sally," said Tommy showing a bit of outrage. "I don't want you going over there alone anymore," said Tommy playing the protective big brother, with a face full of disgust, while holding a hand over his hardening cock, over the imagined image of grandpa peeping through the keyhole to watch his baby sister undress.
"That's not all," she said biting her lip.
"What? Did he try to touch you? Did he molest you?" Tommy looked at her know that his grandfather did something to his sister. "Tell me, Sally. What did the bastard do?"
"Much like those Japanese videos, where perverted Japanese men lift the skirt of unsuspecting woman and pull down their panties to expose their asses and pussies--"
"Sharking. It's called sharking," said Tommy.
"Sharking? That's a weird name for doing something so perverted," said Sally. "Anyway, when I was loading the dishwasher, he lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties. When I bent forward to pull up my panties, he stuck his hand between my legs. He fingered my pussy, Tommy," said Sally beginning to cry. "He touched me where no grandfather should ever touch his granddaughter."
"That dirty bastard," said Tommy. "I'll kill him!"
"No! Don't. It's okay. He's just a harmless, sick, old man," said Sally keeping a stiff upper lip.
"That's so disgusting. I'd never do something like that to anyone, never mind to a female relative."
"When I turned to admonish him, Tommy, he was standing there smiling, while holding and stroking his exposed cock in his hand. I saw Grandpa's cock, Tommy. That was so gross and I was so embarrassed," she said looking, as if she was about to cry. "He tried to grab my hand to put on his erect prick, but I pulled away from him."
"I'm sorry you had to be witness to his bizarre behavior, Sally," said Tommy, while wishing he could expose his cock to his sister.
Much in the way of Grandpa was always trying to do, whether it's their mother, sister, cousins, aunts, or grandmothers, many man would love to have sex with their blood related female relatives.
"Nope, not me. Incest is just not my cup of tea," repeated Tommy. "Sorry, but I can't help it, if I'm normal and Grandpa's not. I draw my limits, when it comes to sex and my female relatives are not on my sexual conquest list. Gross, that's so gross. Something that I detest, for me, incest is not best," said Tommy grooming them, whenever he had an audience of female relatives to show his disgust for Grandpa. Appearing so sincere, they all not only believed him but also trusted him.
Unfortunately, having heard Tommy lambast his poor grandfather for copping a cheap feel of his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousins, having ostracized him from the family for routinely flashing his cock to his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousins, Tommy now used his grandfather as his excuse to not only see his female relatives naked but also to have sex with his female relatives. His incestuous plan was deliciously devious. Tommy was a real sly one. Where most incestuous perverts are too obvious in their intent to bed their female relatives, Tommy was very sneaky about his intentions.
For sure, Tommy, the main character in this story felt differently about incest than what he professed. He not only wanted to see every one of his female relatives naked but also he wanted all of his female relatives to see him naked. Moreover, looking and not touching was not enough for Tommy. He wanted to have incestuous sex with all of his female relatives. After he fucked every single one of his female relatives, he wanted them all to suck his cock.
Tommy had much desire to see his MILF of a mother, his sexy sister, his hot cousins, and his attractive aunt, along with his busty grandmother, especially his busty grandmother, without their clothes. Born bad to the bone, he was just twisted in that way. Cut from the same cloth of his grandfather, he's abnormal, no doubt, but Tommy was smarter about not showing his proclivity for incest and for wanting to have sex with his female relatives. His incestuous peccadilloes were his dirty, little secret and not for family discussion, as was his grandfather's sexual liking for the females in the family. Yet, pretending that he never wanted to see his female relatives naked, pretending that he never wanted any of his female relatives to see him naked, he pretended that he'd never have sex with his female relatives, when he fantasized, while masturbating, about having sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousins, and his grandmother.
"Gross," he was the first one to say, whenever someone mentioned incest.
Actually, playing a game of trust and deceit, Tommy left everyone to believe that he's normal and well adjusted, when he wasn't. In the way that he openly verbalized his outspoken negative opinion about incest, never would any of his female relatives ever suspect and ever imagine that he's the incestuous pervert that he is. In actuality, a chip off the old block, albeit skipping a generation over his Mom, he has his Grandfather's degenerate, genetic code. Without doubt, with Grandpa the real pervert in the family, Tommy was the incestuous master. Having sexually molested and/or flashed every female member of his immediate and/or extended family, Grandpa's a real incestuous pervert. How he escaped arrest and being sent to jail or to an insane asylum is beyond Tommy's understanding. Only, Grandpa's fatal undoing was not being smart about his looks, wants, desires, touches, and flashes.
A failure that Tommy used in his favor, apparent in his intent to sexually use and incestuously abuse every female relative, Grandpa was too obvious in his objective. Much in the way of a fisherman baiting his hook with a fly or a spider weaving his web, with everyone now knowing that Grandpa is an incestuous pervert, he should have been a bit more subtle about his perversion. It's better to leave the female relatives scratching their heads, while wondering than giving them proof that he's a pervert by openly flashing them his cock. Had Grandpa made his flashes appear accidental, had Grandpa been satisfied with an occasional down blouse and/or a subtle up skirt, a welcome part of the family, instead of a man so detested, he still would have been endeared and revered. Now alone with his bad self, poor Grandpa lives without any female relatives visiting him to molest and/or to flash. A reality that Tommy didn't want to be his, he went out of his way to distance himself from his perverted Grandfather.
Although he wished that he could, in the way of the cliché that still waters run deep, Tommy hasn't yet sexually molested and/or flashed any female member of his immediate and/or extended family. Every day, he masturbates over having sex with a different one of his female relatives. From his thinking about his mother blowing him, to imagining his sister sucking his cock, to fucking his aunt and cousins, and to sexually abusing his grandmother, he imagine them all without their clothes and on their knees or on their backs, one time or another. Without a doubt, he's the same incestuous pervert that his grandfather is, only playing it cool and playing it smart, he's biding his time. Trying to think of a way to violate their trust without them ever knowing they've been sexually used and abused, a devious degenerate, without doubt, he's much so worse than Grandpa.
Always wondering what his female relatives looked like naked, while masturbating over the wicked thoughts of seeing them in their panties and bras, he can't wait to see his female relatives naked, especially his sexy sister, Sally, and his MILF of a mother, Elizabeth. Unable to, yet, come up with a way to see them without their clothes and without them suspecting him as being just as twisted as Grandpa, it took him a long while to think of a way to accomplish both his goals. Finally, he came up with a perfect way for him to see all of his female relatives naked. By using the exaggerated illness and subsequent premature death of his grandfather as his cover, he devised a foolproof plan to see all of his female relatives without their clothes, which is why the name of this story is entitled, How To See Female Relatives Naked?
The only question that he had left to answer was, when to implement his sinister, incestuous plan? Then, he thought of the reason to justify his ploy. How perfect would it be for his naked female relatives plan to come together on National Nude Day? Perfect. The day of nudity, his female relatives would never suspect him as the choreographer and orchestrator of the Nude Day plan naked female relative plan. Instead, they'd see him as just another one of Grandpa's victims.
Being that Tommy's so much into incest and as evidence by how popular incest stories are on the Literotica site, he intimately understood how seeing one's female relatives naked is a huge turn on for men and even some women, not only in regards to their male relatives but also to their females relatives, too. Yet, again, more of a how to story of how to see one's female relatives naked, this is not an incest story, per se. Sorry, but there's absolutely no incestuous sex involved, not really. Okay, maybe there's just a little incestuous sex in this story. Actually, to be honest, once you read by the introduction of players, there's more than just a little incestuous sex. Truth be told, this story is filled with incestuous sex. To be totally honest, what happens later in the story is more akin to a naked female and naked male incestuous orgy.
Yet, Tommy, our incestuous hero, had to take care not to reveal his perverse plan. Too much incestuous sex and he'd be discovered as the incestuous pervert that he is. Not enough sex and he wouldn't be sexually satisfied and you wouldn't even be sitting here reading this story. Best to leave his female relatives scratching their heads wondering, if he's an incestuous pervert, than to leave them without any doubt that he is. After given and taking the bait, after leading them down the perverse road, better for his female relatives to make the first move than for Tommy to show his hand. In that way, they'd have no one to blame but themselves for being sexually molested and emotionally abused by Tommy, he had come up with the perfect plan to see his female relatives naked.
As an addendum to this story, for Tommy's horny Nude Day plan to work, and if you readers want to try this plan at home, any idea for sex must come from your naked female relatives and not from you. This is very important. For your personal naked female plan to work, you must be deemed the victim and not the seducer. Better that any incestuous contact be their idea and not your idea. Yet, how can that be possibly accomplished? Allow me to explain. With Tommy acting much like the victim, the female relatives must be seen as the villains and as the sexual aggressors and incestuous predators. The female relatives must be perceived as the ones instigating the incestuous contact and the ones sexually taking advantage of him. Oh, it's such a good plan that I'm surprised no one has thought of it before.
Not an easy thing to do, a big risk and a dangerous gamble to take but one with a huge payoff, first to have his female relatives voluntarily strip naked and then to have them willingly want to have sex with him was his perfect, perverted plan. Unfortunately, with just one phone call to Grandpa, his whole house of cards could blow up in his face at any time. Unbelievable as it sounds, relatively easy to accomplish the first part of the plan of having his female relatives voluntarily strip naked, there was only one way to accomplish the second part of the plan of them wanting to have sex with him. A lot of alcohol was needed to get them in the mood to want to have incestuous sex with him. Once their sexual inhibitions were relaxed by lots of booze, once his female relatives had an excuse to explain their bizarre behavior on being inebriated, he'd wait until they were a bit drunk to make the first move. Yet, even before the alcohol, he needed to come up with a reason for them to strip off their clothes and he already had a good one.
Instead of a story filled with incestuous sex from beginning to end, even though most of this story is filled with incestuous sex, wanting to be more creative, in honor of Nude Day, as his gift to all of you, Tommy wanted to give everyone the ability to see their female relatives naked, should they have a need and desire to see that. Instead of only seeing female relatives naked and female relatives seeing you naked, Tommy wanted to explain how you, too, could have sex with your female relatives. This is a how to story that Tommy hoped would instruct and/or inspire you, dear reader, on not only how to see your female relatives naked but also on how your female relatives can see you naked, while giving you the ability to have sex with them, too. So as not to ruin it for the rest of us, please take care in how you implement your naked female relatives Nude Day plan.
Whether a son wanting to see his MILF of a mother, his sexy sister, his hot cousins, his attractive aunt, or his big breasted grandmother naked, incest is a huge taboo around the world from America to India, to Japan, and to Russia. Even when it's a horny mother-in-law or a sexy sister-in-law, most of the incest stories on this site culminate in a male member of the family initiating sexual contact between female relatives. Now, what you do, when you get your female relatives naked is your business and is not up to the writer of this story to write. The writer's job is just to give the reader one possible idea on how to get your female relatives naked, by showing you precisely how the main character, Tommy, did it.
In the way that every male reader of incest wishes that he could see their female relatives naked, this story is about a man, who needs to see his female relatives naked for a reason other than and in addition to sexual gratification. More about having complete control over them for them to voluntarily remove their clothes, he not only needed to see his female relatives naked, he not only needed to have sex with his female relatives but also he needed to know that he can. By tricking his female relatives to voluntarily strip naked without protest and have sex with him, having them agree to remove their clothes and initiate the sexual contact is even better than having to spy on them, drug them, or hypnotize them. I apologize for the long, narrative beginning but the explanation is necessary for you to understand how you, too, can do this at home to see your female relatives naked. Shall we begin with the story? Happy Nude Day.
"Nice camera, Tom," said Sally. "How can you afford such a fine camera, when you don't even have a job?"
"Grandpa bought it for me."
"Grandpa? What? Wait. Hold on. Back up." Sally looked at her older brother in total disbelief. "Grandpa bought you a camera? Which grandpa?"
"Mom's Dad."
"No way! You're lying. He's Scottish. He still has the first dollar he ever made. He still has his first car, a '47 Packard. He'd never buy you a camera, especially such an expensive camera. What kind of camera is that anyway?
"It's an $800.00 Canon Rebel t3i. He bought me the complete outfit with 50mm lens, 55mm-250mm telephoto lens, case, and all the accessories," said Tom.
"May I see it?" She held out her hand.
As was his way to have her see that it was just an innocuous and innocent camera and nothing to fear, especially when the man standing behind the lens would soon be taking her naked photographs, Tom happily handed his sister the camera.
"It's awesome," she said, while looking through the lens.
"Yeah, especially after my last camera was a point and shoot camera, I never thought I'd have such a fine camera as this."
"I don't understand. When the man has more money than God, he doesn't buy any of us anything, not even a card for our birthdays. Why you? Why such an expensive camera? Why now?"
"Actually, the gift has a double edge to it. I don't own the camera, yet."
"Double edge? What do you mean you don't own the camera, yet? You said he bought you the camera."
"Grandpa told me that if I gathered all the female relatives together, you, mother, our cousins, our aunt, and grandma, only those female relatives over the age 18-years-old, no kids, of course, to take a family photo, that I can keep the camera," said Tom.
"That's it? All you need to take is one lousy photo of all of us for you to keep this camera? Nice," she said.
"Yep. That's it. That's all that I have to do is to take one photo of the women in the family to keep the camera," said Tommy beaming with pride.




"I wish he'd offer me such a deal. Ask Grandpa if I took a photo of all the male relatives, over the age of 18-years-old, if he'd buy me a camera, too."
"Actually, knowing Grandpa, as we all do, I don't think he's interested in a photo of all the male relatives, as much as he wants a photo of all the female relatives."
"Eww. Gross. Even though I really don't want to know but why he only wants a photo of just the female relatives, I can imagine," she said pausing to shake away her disgust for her perverted grandfather. "Okay, I'll bite. Why does Grandpa only want a photo of those female relatives over the age of 18-years-old? God, he's such a pervert."
"Because--"
"Wait a minute, something isn't right. I don't get it, Tom," said Sally scratching her blonde, pretty head. "We're talking about Grandpa here. I just know there's a catch. What's the catch?"
"Well, to be totally honest, under the guise of Nude Day--"
"Nude Day? Duh! Oh, now the light dawns on me. I knew it! I figured as much, knowing the pervert that grandpa is. With the promise of giving you a fancy camera, he enlisted you to do his dirty work, did he?"
"He did. I can't tell a lie. Tempted by the Devil himself, I couldn't say no. I always wanted a camera like this."
"So that's it? He wants you to take a naked photo of everyone. Is that it? God, he's such a degenerate."
"Yes, that's it and, yes, he is such a degenerate."
"Tommy, you may as well as give him back the camera," she said handing her brother back the camera, "because no one in their right mind is going to pose naked for you, especially knowing that the photo is expressly to be used as fodder for Grandpa's masturbation. Why would they? Why should they, especially when you're the only one benefitting on the deal by getting a fancy camera?"
"Grandpa figured as much and told me to tell everyone that everyone who poses naked for the female family photo will be included in his will and anyone who doesn't pose naked will be left out of his will."
"Yeah, right. Big deal. Who cares? Knowing Grandpa, he'll live to be 100, as did his father, before him. By then, we'll all be too old to care, if we're in his will or not."
"I don't think Grandpa's going to live to be 100-years-old," said Tommy with downcast eyes, while shaking his head from side to side, before looking up at his sister to give her a sad look.
"What do you mean? What are you saying? What do you know that you're not telling me?" Sally looked at her brother with genuine concern.
"Grandpa has cancer, Sally," said Tommy pausing for dramatic effect. "And his cancer is incurable," said Tommy wiping a non-existent tear from his eye. "He's dying, Sally. Grandpa is dying."
"Oh, my God," said Sally with her eyes welling up with tears. "Even if he is an incestuous pervert, a real pig, he's still my grandfather and I still love him," she said getting up from her chair. "I need to call him. I need to see how he's doing and if there's anything that I can to--"
"No, please don't call him. He knew everyone would want to call him. After all the Chemo he's had, he's too frail right now for visitors," said Tommy standing to put his hand on his sister's hand, so that she didn't pick up the phone. "He said for no one to contact him, until...the end...when we give him the Nude Day photo of everyone naked," said Tom wiping away another non-existent tear, before blowing his nose.
"That's so Grandpa," said Sally grabbing a tissue to blow her nose, too. "Staying so strong to the very end, the bitter end, he never wanted to be made a spectacle of and to be treated any differently than how we treat him now--"
"With contempt and abject disgust," said Tommy reeling her in, after feeding her the bait.
"No! Don't you say such things about poor, dear Grandfather. A good man, but for his perversely perverted and cheap side, he's so stoically Scottish through and through."
"You're right. I'm sorry that I was so disrespectful of Grandpa. Poor Grandpa," said Tommy shaking his head. "Poor, poor Grandpa."
"God, I feel so guilty for not seeing him, since the last time I saw him, when I was loading his dishwasher and he lifted up the back of my short skirt and pulled down my panty to expose my naked ass to his horny eyes. Not realizing right away that my skirt was nearly up to my waist, I didn't realize what he was doing, until he pulled down my panty. Then feeling the draft, I was so exposed to his degenerate eyes. Feeling safely oblivious in his house, he had a good, long look of my panty clad ass, before he saw my naked ass.
"You poor thing," said Tommy giving his sister a brotherly hug, when, instead, he wanted to reach behind her, pull up her skirt and pull down her panty, too.
"Then, when I turned to confront him, while pulling up my panty, he put a hand between my legs. He fingered my naked pussy, Tommy. Stepping away from him to fluff down my skirt, he felt my breast and fingered my nipple through my bra, while flashing me his erect cock. Eww! Gross."
"I'm sorry that you had to endure that, Sally," said Tommy squishing his sister against him, while feeling her big tits being squashed against his hard chest. He wished he could feel his sister's breasts through her bra, while fingering her nipples.
"I swear, Tommy, if I allowed him, he'd have sex with me, his own granddaughter. Eww, Tommy, Eww! That's so nasty," she said shaking her hands, as if she was trying to dry them, after touching something so dirty and so slimy. "Even though what he did was so gross, I feel bad that I fled his house, after calling him a sick pervert."
"It's okay. He's not mad at anyone," said Tom. "With him dying a horrible death, deservedly so or not, this is a time for us to put our feelings aside, no matter how despicable was his behavior. When the patriarch of our family dies, no matter how perverted he was, this is a time for all of us to come together, as a family."
"Then, I don't understand. Why does he want the photo, if he doesn't want to bother with any of us, until...the end?" She sobbed in her tissue, before blowing her nose again.
"Well, in the vein of you can't take it with you, leaving everyone all his money, the only thing he wants to take with him and the only thing that he wants to see, before he closes his eyes for the last time, is a nude photo of all his female relatives. No doubt, giving him a feeling of accomplishment and closure, in seeing the naked photo of you all, before he dies, he'd like the photo to be placed in his casket and buried with him."
"Wow, he's an incestuous pervert right to the end. Even though my skin is crawling right now, even though I feel the need to shower, I feel so bad. I could have, I should have flashed him my pussy and/or my tits. I should have given him the striptease show that he wanted, when I stayed there overnight and he was peeping at me through my keyhole. I knew he was there watching me, while waiting for me to undress, which is why I went to bed in my clothes. What harm would it have done to show him my naked body? What harm would it have done to stare down at his cock, when he flashed himself to me?" Sally looked long and hard at her brother. "Now that I know he's dying, as a memory to his lunacy, I wish I voluntarily showed him some skin."
"He's not such a bad man, Sally. He's just a little perverted is all. Who knows? Maybe someone sexually abused him, which is why he's tried to sexually abuse every female in the family. If you still feel sorry for Grandpa, if you still feel bad that you didn't flash him, now's your chance to redeem yourself in his eyes and be included in his will at the same time, by posing nude for him."
Sally fell silent, and Tommy wondered if she was thinking about posing nude for the family photo or not. Trying to read her, he watched her biting her lips, while twisting her tissue into a tiny rope. Knowing she was the first link in his perverted chain, if only he could get her to go along with his devious plan, he'd have a much better chance of getting his mother to go along with stripping naked, too. Then, once Sally and his mother stripped naked, hopefully, the rest of the family would agree to having him taking the Nude Day, naked female, family photo, too. He waited with baited breath, while thinking what else to say to his sister, should she not agree to pose.
"Now that you've explained why Grandpa wants the photo, so long as you put the one and only photo of me naked in his coffin, I'll pose naked for Grandpa. I will. I'll do it," she said raising her chin with a stiff upper lip to look at her brother with tears in her eyes. "I'm just so sad that he's dying. With Dad's father living so far away, Mom's father is the only Grandpa I ever knew," she said wiping away her tears.
"Thank you for agreeing to pose naked for the photo, Sally. Only--"
"Yes?"
"I need a favor," said Tommy, while pretending that it was a big deal to ask of her.
"Anything, Tommy, anything. Just ask."
Anything? If only he had the balls, he'd ask her for a blowjob, but he knew she'd never suck his cock, not now, anyway. Maybe later, she'd be willing to blow him but, a bit premature, he hasn't revealed the rest of his perverted plan to her.
"Would you help me with the others? Coming from me, instead of from you, the female members of the family may be more reticent to strip naked, if I asked them rather than you."
"Yeah, sure, I can do that for you, Tommy. Only," she said looking at her brother with anxious trepidation, "who's taking the photo?"
"I am," said Tom with sadness, as if being forced to take the photo, after being bribed to take the photo for the sake of keeping the camera.
"Oh, no, Tommy," said Sally waving her hands in the air, as if she was calling a cab. "I can't do that. I can't pose naked in front of you with you taking the photo. That would be so wrong for my brother to see me naked. And no female member in the family will pose naked for you either, that's for sure. Besides, under Grandpa's last wishes, if you're not in the photo, you won't be included in his--"
"Grandpa doesn't want me in the photo, Sally. He only wants a photo of the female relatives. Yet, just to set everyone at ease, I plan on stripping naked with everyone else to take the group photo," said Tommy nodding his head with sad eyes, as if stripping naked in front of all his female relatives would be an embarrassing sacrifice on his part. "It's not right, if everyone is naked but me. I figure that, if I'm naked, too, everyone will be more comfortable with me being in the same room, while taking the photo."
"Oh, okay. Yeah, sure, that makes sense. Actually, that's a good idea, Tommy," she said looking down at the bulge her brother's cock made in his pants. "Only, won't you be embarrassed stripping naked in front of me, your baby sister, and Mom, Grandma, and the rest of the family."
"Thinking of the bigger picture, instead of thinking of myself being embarrassed, just as you are, I'm stripping naked for Grandpa, Sally," said Tommy holding his head high, as if he was about to go into battle to sleigh the dragon. "Even though I won't be posing in the photo, I'm stripping naked so that everyone won't feel uncomfortable seeing me fully dressed photographing them, while they are all naked," said Tom with a sad smile, while nodding his head.
"That's very nice of you to do that, Tom," said Sally looking down at the bulge in his pants again.
"Putting my embarrassment aside is the least that I can do. I'm stripping nude, hopefully with everyone else, to make Grandpa's last moments on Earth happy ones," said Tom laying it on thick.
"I'll call Mom, but she's going to want to call her father," said Sally picking up the phone and punching in the number.
"Don't. It's imperative that she doesn't call Grandpa, Sally. With nothing concrete, I'd rather surprise him with the photo. He had doubts that I could get everyone together, but now that you understand the logic behind it, it's up to you to explain to get everyone on board."
"You're right," she said putting down the phone. "I'll do what I can, Tommy. A photo of us all naked would make him go peacefully, albeit sexually excitedly." She looked at her brother with curiosity. "So, just curious, how much money do I stand to receive by getting naked for Grandpa's photo?"
"A lot. Enough to pay for your college education, buy a new car, and set you up with a nice house in the country or a swanky apartment in the city."
"Okay, I'll do it," she said seemingly excited by the thought of stripping off her clothes in front of her older brother and/or inheriting a lot of money. "So, how do we begin?"
"Well, we begin by first making the scrapbook."
"Scrapbook? You mean family mementos? Does he want my baby photos with a lock of my hair?"
"No, he doesn't want that kind of scrapbook," said Tommy, while stopping himself from saying that he'd more want her soiled panties. "In addition to the family photo, Grandpa asked to have a page with a few photos of each female family member naked."
"What? A whole page? Are you crazy? Oh, no. No, way, Tom. That's not going to happen. That's going overboard. That's crossing the line," said Sally waving her hands. "Hidden within the crowed of female relatives, especially with me being one of the shorter ones, I don't mind posing nude, so long as everyone else is nude. Yet, I certainly won't have you standing here shooting, personal naked photos of me posing for you with my legs spread. I'd be more than embarrassed. I'd be mortified. I'd be humiliated. I'd never be able to look at you in the eyes again, while knowing that you saw every square inch of me."
"Sally, seriously, what difference does it make? Just as you're not into incest, I'm not into incest either. We're not incestuously twisted in the way that Grandpa was. I'm your brother and your my sister. I love you, but not in that twisted, sexual way. We have the special brother and sister bond of love and trust between us that can never be broken," said Tommy, while laying it on thick again. "Fifteen years ago, we used to take baths together. God, I hope you don't think that I'm a pervert, too," he said with a hurt look.
"No, I don't think that you're a pervert at all, Tommy. I'm sorry. It's just that it's so embarrassing to strip naked and pose in front of you, my big brother."
"For this photo session to work, you mustn't think of me as your brother," he said holding her and hugging her. "You must think of me as a professional photographer and yourself as a professional nude model. Just as you'd never lust over a naked photo of me, I'd never lust over a naked image of you. Gross. Yuck. I'm physically ill, when thinking about the two of us having sex."
"You're right, of course, Tom, but I'd still be so embarrassed to have you see me naked."
"That's where the wine comes in, Sally," said Tom pouring his sister a glass of wine. "After a couple of glasses of wine and with a little, mood music," he said hitting the remote for the stereo, "and some soft lighting," he said turning off the overhead light and lighting a few candles, "you'll be so relaxed that you won't care that you're naked."
"I'll let you know, after I've had some wine," she said with a laugh, while guzzling the first glass and pouring herself a second glass of wine. "Just how sick is Grandpa, again?"
"He's dying, Sally. He's dying," said Tom with sad eyes again, while shaking his head. "The doctor only gives him a few weeks to live, maybe even days," said Tom putting a hand to his forehead, while pretending to hold back his tears. "He's in a lot of pain, Sally, a lot of pain."
"And exactly how much money are we talking about him leaving everyone, especially me, in his will?"
"Well, he has his big house, of course, in Murrayfield, Edinburgh, the best part of Scotland. That's easily worth a few million, depending upon the housing market. Plus, after he divorced Grandma, he traveled the world collecting antiques and art. No doubt, his collections of valuables are worth much more than the house. That '47 Packard at auction is worth money, too. That car is a classic. Oh, and don't forget his stamp and coin collections. He's been adding to those, since he was a child. Then, there's his stock portfolio. Grandpa never sold any stocks. He only bought stocks. I have no idea how much his stock are worth, but I can only speculate that they're worth tens of millions of dollars."
"Okay, I'm ready," said Sally guzzling down her second glass of wine and pouring herself a third. "Do you want me to strip off my clothes first, before you photograph me or--"
"Honestly, Sally, I'm just as embarrassed, as you are," he said feeling his cock throbbing in his pants by the mere thought that his sexy sister was about to strip naked, before his eyes. "I'd prefer you pretend I'm not even here, Sally. Act as if you're undressing for bed, but slower so that I can format, frame, and focus the shots, before taking them. You may have to stay in a pose longer than necessary, if you don't mind," he said, while imagining his sexy sister standing before him in all manners of undress longer than necessary. "I'm sorry, but I'm not comfortable, yet, with this camera or with the fact that my sister is stripping naked. Look my hand is shaking," he said. Only, his hand wasn't shaking with nervousness. His hand was shaking with sexual excitement.
"Okay, take your time with the shots. I'd rather you get the photo right the first time than to have to retake them, but this is really weird, Tommy, really weird. I swear to God, if you ever show any of these photos to anyone outside of our family, I'll kill you."
"I'd never do that to you, Sally. No one will ever see any of these photos," he said, while thinking of all the sites, where he could post her naked photos.
Matter of fact, he couldn't wait to order Christmas cards with everyone's naked image on the front of the card. Ho, Ho, Ho, would have a new meaning for Christmas.
"This is just between you, Grandpa, and the rest of our female relatives," said Sally.
"Of course," said Tommy. "Besides, just as it would be a twisted reflection on you to pose naked for me, your brother, it would be a twisted reflection on me for having taken the photos of you, my sister. Just as you don't want anyone to know that you posed for me naked, I don't want anyone to know that I photographed you naked."
As soon as Sally started undressing, unbuttoning her blouse to expose her cleavage and 36C cup bra to her brother, Tommy took a half dozen shots of his sister demurely posing. By the time she removed her blouse and sat there posing in bra and jeans, Tommy had already taken a dozen cheesecake photos of his sexy sister. Then, when she stood to remove her jeans, from her panty band to the in between her legs money shots, he captured all the action, as she unbuttoned, unzipped, and wiggled herself out of her skin tight denim. Now standing there before him in her white, low cut bra and white, bikini panty, she stopped the slow motion striptease to guzzle her third glass of wine.
He couldn't believe his sister voluntarily stripped down to her sexy underwear in front of him. He couldn't believe his sexy sister was sitting on the couch in her low cut bra and bikini panty. He couldn't believe the shapely body she had. In all the years of living with her, after seeing so many up skirts and down blouses, never has he seen so much of her shapely body, as he was seeing now. In all the years of living with her, never has he wanted his sister, as much as he wanted her now. Taking all the self-control that he possessed from reaching out to touch her and feel her, where no brother should ever touch and feel his sister, he couldn't wait for her to remove her bra and panty.
"Wait, I need more wine before getting naked," she said covering her exposed bra clad breasts with folded arms.



"Here," said Tommy pouring her another glass of wine, her fourth, and handing it to her.
She took a big sip, while watching him watching her loose her inhibitions.
"Well, what do you think?" She slowly turned 180 degrees and bent at the waist to show him her panty clad ass, before turning back 180 degrees to show him her bra clad breasts.
"You have an unbelievable body, Sally. Any man would love to have you naked in bed," he said with the thought of her naked and in bed with him.
"Thank you, Tommy, but what about you?" She looked down at the bulge that tented his jeans.
"What do you mean? What about me?" Tommy looked at his sister with clueless eyes, even though he knew exactly what she meant and wanted to see.
"I don't want to be the only one standing here naked. You said that you'd strip, too."
"I said that I'd strip for the group photo to make everyone feel more at ease," said Tommy playing it cool. "I didn't say that I'd strip naked for you now. Gees, Sally, I'd be so embarrassed for you to see me naked," he said feigning embarrassment. "My God, I could never show my baby sister my cock."
If only she knew how much he wanted to strip in front of her. If only she knew how much he wanted to show his 22-year-old sister his cock. If only she knew how much he wanted to show her his erection that she just gave him by her posing in her sexy underwear. Stunned, shocked, and excitedly surprised, he couldn't believe his plan was working so well. He couldn't believe this was really happening.
In all the years that Grandpa tried to see and feel every female relative, in all the years that Grandpa flashed every female relative his cock, here he was with his sexually shy sister not only stripping naked before his horny eyes but also demanding that he strip naked, too. Even though his sister was the epitome of a dumb blonde, never did he think his perverted plan would work so well, even on her. Yet, the big question still remained unanswered. Would his devious plan work as well on his mother and on the rest of his female relatives? Even more than his sister, he'd love to see his mother nude. Even more than his mother, he'd love to see his aunt, his cousins, and his busty grandmother without their clothes.
"Yeah, well, it doesn't seem fair that you're fully dressed, while I'm about to strip naked. Besides, after I've stripped naked, it would make me feel more comfortable posing for Grandpa's scrapbook, if you were naked, too, Tommy. Please? Pretty please, Tommy? Please remove your clothes. C'mon, it's only fair that I see you naked, too," said Sally slurring her word a little.
"Oh, okay," said Tom reluctantly. "If it will make you feel more comfortable, Sally, I'll remove my clothes. Only, don't be surprised and offended, if I have an erection."
"I'd be insulted, if you didn't have an erection," said his sister with a sensuous look and a sexy laugh, while sipping more of her wine and staring down at the bulge his cock made in his pants.
Already filled with incestuous lust for his sister, Tommy couldn't wait to remove his clothes and show Sally his cock. Quickly, kicking off his shoes, he unceremoniously stripped down to his tee shirt and briefs. Purposely pausing, as if embarrassed, with his cock already pitching a Big Top tent in his underwear, Sally stared at the pole his erection made in his tight briefs. Then, as soon as she reached behind her and unhooked her bra, Tommy quickly removed his tee shirt. He didn't want to miss the moment, when his sister removed her bra cups from her breasts. Not disappointed and as promised, she waited for Tommy to format, frame, and focus the photograph, before removing her bra.
'Oh, my God,' Tommy thought to himself, while holding his breath in anticipation of seeing his sister's tits. 'Oh, my God,' he couldn't believe his sister was really going along with his perfect, perverted plan and actually stripping naked. 'Oh, my God,' he couldn't believe it, when she removed her bra.
Reminding him of and looking a bit like of Christina Aguilera, he couldn't believe his incestuously horny eyes, when she removed her bra. His sister's big breasts were right there in front of him. Too easy, getting his sexy sister was just too easy. With the memory of seeing his sister's big tits, he'll be masturbating over this moment for the rest of his life. He so wanted to compliment his sister on her breasts but, not wanting to break whatever spell he held over her, he didn't dare.
As if she was a deer caught in his headlights, he didn't want to scare her into getting dressed, instead of undressed. Instead, looking at her through the camera, so that she didn't catch him leering, he kept his thoughts and his hands to himself. Afraid to make any comment that would bring her back to reality and awaken her from her drunkenness for her to realize that she was stripping naked in front of her big brother, he didn't want to frighten her in stopping her slow, sexy, Nude Day striptease. He was still stunned that his sister was standing there topless, while he took shot after shot of her big tits.
"Well, what are you waiting for?" As if she was getting ready for bed or, more likely, for sex, she stripped off her panty to reveal her blonde, trimmed bush. "I'm naked," she said, while raising her arms, turning around, and bending at the waist to give him good shot of her ass and pussy. "I can't believe that I'm naked in front of my big brother, but I am," she said with a drunken laugh. "Now, it's your turn to be naked, too, Tommy. C'mon, show me your cock," she said slurring her words.
Tommy fired shot after shot of her breasts, of her pussy, of her ass, and of her entire naked body. Staring at her naked form, before raising his camera and taking the time to format, frame, and focus each shot, he couldn't believe his sister was immodestly, immorally, and incestuously standing in front of him naked, while posing and, obviously, having as much of a good time, as he was having. Naked, naked, naked, his sister was naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe his sister was naked. Naked, naked, naked, now she wanted him to strip naked, too.
Unbelievably, upon her request, he was about to strip naked, too. Forget about having an erection, he had one from the first unbuttoned button of her blouse. Already so very excited from seeing his sister's naked body, he'd have to think about baseball to control himself from fucking his sister, once he was naked, too. He'd have to think of last year's World Series for him not to put a hand behind her blonde, pretty head and fill her mouth with his cock.
"It's difficult for me to strip and photograph you at the same time, Sally," he said firing shot after shot of her naked body, while showing his modest reluctance to strip.
"Allow me to help you, then," she said stepping forward and reaching out her hands to pull down his underwear and expose his erect prick. "Someone has a woody," she said laughing and grabbing his cock. "Wow, Tommy. Your cock is so big. It's so hard," she said squeezing him, while fondling the head of his big prick. "Did I do that to you?" She giggled, while running her fingers across the head of his cock.
"Gees, Sally, I can't believe you're grabbing my cock."
"Just as you've must have been curious about me, I was always curious about my big brother's prick," she said beginning to slur her words. "You can feel my breasts, if you want," she said looking down at her big tits and seemingly puffing out her chest and sucking in her flat stomach, no doubt, to make her tits appear even bigger, before looking back up at him. "I don't mind you touching and feeling me, after drinking nearly four glasses of wine," she said giving him a sexy look with her big, blue eyes, while laughing and slurring her words. "You could probably have you wicked way with me. You could probably fuck me and I wouldn't care. Only," she said putting her finger to her lips, as if about to tell him a secret. "Whatever you do, don't touch my nipples. If you touch my nipples, I swear, I'll suck your cock. Tommy!"
"Sally! Oh, my God. You're drunk. I can't believe you'd really suck my cock, if I touched your nipples? You would? Really?"
"Oh, God, yes. I would. I've given blowjobs before," she said with a sexy look, "just from a man playing with my nipples. I can't help it if my nipples are my erogenous zones," she said still fondling the head of his erect prick, while staring at his cock. "Just don't touch my nipples, okay?"
As if inviting him or daring him to touch her nipples, she looked down at her tits again, before looking back up at him. She said that, as if she wanted him to touch her nipples. She said that, as if she wanted to use him touching her nipples, as her pretense to suck his cock. As soon as she told him not to touch her nipples, he reached out and felt her breasts. With his palm slowly traveling across her nipple to feel her other breasts, he innocently ran his palms across her nipples, over and again, while she slowly stroked his cock.
"Oh, my God, Tommy. I asked you not to touch my nipples," she said breathlessly, while stroking his prick to an even harder erection, while putting her thighs together and squirming, as if she was trying to masturbate herself. "Look how big you made them," she said looking down at her nipples, before looking up at him with sexual pride.
He so wanted to wrap his arm around her slim waist, pull her to him, and kiss her. He so wanted to push her back on the sofa and fall between her legs and fuck her. He so wanted to force her down to her knees, pull her long, blonde hair, and fill her mouth with all of him, as soon as she opened her mouth to scream. Now that he knew his 22-year-old baby sister sucked cock, he'd do anything to feel the sensation of his sexy sister giving him a blowjob, really sucking on his cock, while he played with her big breasts and fingered her sexually sensitive nipples.
Pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, he wanted to sexually arouse her that she'd fall to her knees and take him in mouth. With him feeling, fondling, and caressing her breasts, while fingering her nipples, and while she fondled and stroked his cock, he couldn't believe it when she fell to her knees and looked up at him with his hard, hairy cock in her little hand. He couldn't believe his baby 22-year-old sister was about to blow him.
"What the Hell is going on here?" Tom and Sally's mother, Elizabeth, stood in the doorway. "Why are you two naked?" When Tommy turned, she directed her question to her son's exposed and erect cock.
Terrible timing, Tommy couldn't believe that his mother walked in at the moment his sister was about to take his cock in her mouth. Perfect timing, Tommy couldn't believe he was naked in front of his mother. As if his cock was the only part of him visible, he watched his mother's stare focus only on his cock. Apparently, she was enjoying the view of him, as much as he was enjoying exposing himself to her. If only Grandpa knew, he'd be so proud that he was able to convince his sister to strip naked. If only Grandpa knew, he'd be so envious that he had exposed himself to both his mother and sister. If only Grandpa knew, he'd wish Sally would stroke his cock in the way that she stroked her brother's cock, while he played with her tits and fingered her nipples.
"It's Grandpa, Mom," said Sally bursting into tears and running to her naked to hug her.
"Grandpa? What about Grandpa? What happened to Grandpa?"
"He's dying. He has cancer," said Sally, while Tom was happy that he didn't have to lie to his mother to explain.
"Oh, my God. I don't believe it. I told him to stop smoking," she said shaking. Then, she looked from her daughter's naked body to concentrate her focus on her son's big prick. "I still don't understand. What does Grandpa dying have to do with you two being naked. Cover yourself," she said to Tommy's prick. "Put something on," she said to Sally.
"We're still shooting, Mom. We're not nearly done, yet."
"Still shooting? Not nearly done with what?" Elizabeth looked from Sally to Tommy. "Having sex? Were you having sex with your sister? Were you having sex with my baby, Tommy? How dare you?"
"Sex? Mother! Really," said Sally. "You're so naive. We weren't having sex at all. I was just posing for Tommy."
"Naive? With you posing on your knees with your mouth only inches away from your brother's erect penis, what am I to expect, when my son and daughter are naked together? Who wouldn't think you were having sex, when I saw your hand wrapped around your brother's penis and his hand was feeling your breast," said Elizabeth, still staring at her son's erect cock.
"We were just formatting and framing the shot, Mother. In honor of Nude Day, in sexual satisfaction of his incestuous perversion, Grandpa wants a photo of all his female relatives naked, before he dies," said Sally.
"What? A naked photo? That's appalling. I don't give a care what my father wants. The man is daft. I'll not pose nude for my father, especially not in front of my children," she said suddenly getting on her high horse. "The both of you get dressed now. Immediately!"
Even though she said no, her body language said yes. She bit her lip and wrapped her hair around her fingers, while not removing her eyes from her son's cock. Oh, yeah, it was obviously apparent that not only the naked sight of her son but also the incestuous thought of herself posing naked for her son had aroused her.
"Anyone not in the picture, Mother, is not in his will," said Sally with chilling conviction.
Tom was suddenly proud of his little sister. He couldn't have enlisted a better ally to help unfold his devious, incestuous plan, while hoping to solicit the help of his mother.
"His will? What does his will have to do with a damn naked photo of every female relative of our family on Nude Day, especially if he's dying anyway?"
"He wants to see the naked photo of us all, before he dies. Then he wants to be buried with the photo, Mom," said Tommy giving more credibility to him standing there with his cock at full erection.
In a burst of pent up emotion, his mother exploded in tears. Suddenly, he felt guilty for deceiving her and telling her that her father was dying, but he didn't feel guilty enough to tell her the truth that he wasn't dying. The truth was that Grandpa didn't have cancer and, by lying to her and to his sister, just to see them naked, that lie made him even more perverted than her father. They both ran to comfort her. With his cock rubbing up against his sister's naked ass, before pushing against his mother's clothe belly, when she hugged him, he thought he was going to prematurely ejaculate cum all over his mother's blue skirt.
"Okay," she said wiping her tears with a tissue. "Now, it all makes sense. Of course, I'll pose nude for the photograph," she said drying her eyes and blowing her nose. "What time is everyone coming over?"
That was easy. If he had a Staples red button, he'd push it. He couldn't believe his mother so readily agreed to pose nude.
"Actually, I haven't called anyone, yet," said Sally.
"Then, I don't understand," she said still staring at her son's cock. "Why are you two naked?"
"For the scrapbook photos," said Sally with the assuredness of her dumb blonde smile.
"Scrapbook photos? What the Hell are you talking about now? What scrapbook photos?" Tommy's mother looked from her naked daughter to her son's erect cock and back to her daughter again.
"In addition to a group photo to take with him to Hell, no doubt, Grandpa wants a scrapbook page of everyone posing naked," said Sally.
"That sick, old fuck. Knowing him, as I do, he would want a scrapbook. Between his stamp collection, his coin collection, and his postcard collection, Dad was always big on scrapbooks." Already relenting to strip naked with a shrug of her shoulders, she looked from her son to her daughter and back to her son again. "What should I do first? How do you want me? Where do you want me?" She looked around the living room, before pushing the coffee table out of the way. "Do I just start stripping off my clothes?"
How did he want her? Where does he want her? Boy, those were loaded questions for a mother to ask her naked, horny, perverted son. Wishing that he could say, that he wants her on her knees or on the living room carpet with her legs spread wide open in anticipation of him mounting her and fucking her, he didn't say any of that.
"Have some wine, first, Mom, to relax you," instead, he said to my mother.
Truth be told, after seeing his little sister naked, after stripping naked in front of his sister, after his sister took hold of his cock in her little hand and was just about to take him in her beautiful mouth, and after his mother has seen him naked, he needed a glass of wine, too. Now on sexual overload, the excited anticipation of his mother agreeing to strip naked, too, was an incestuous fantasy come true.
"No, I'm okay. I don't need any wine to strip naked for my Dad," she said. "Having molested me and my sister for years, touching us, feeling us, groping us, and coming in our room, when we were dressing and undressing, he's already seen me and my sister naked plenty of times. The deranged degenerate that he is, I can't tell you how many times, he's exposed himself to us."
With all of this Nude Day stripping going along too easily, Tommy couldn't believe that this was really happening. His Mom didn't seem to care, if her Dad saw her nude, but what about her son seeing her naked? His Mom was about to strip naked in front of him. Maybe because her daughter and son were already naked, her stripping naked didn't impact her enough for her to realize that she was about to strip naked, too. Maybe seeing her son's cock aroused her enough that she wanted to show him her body, too. He had no idea what his mother was thinking. Maybe she was just as incestuous perverted as was her father. Having never seen his mother aroused or naked, he was playing his perfectly perverted, Nude Day plan by the seat of his pants.
He poured her a glass of wine and, after stating that she didn't need any wine to strip naked for her father, she drank the wine he had poured for her anyway. Moreover, she didn't start stripping, until she poured herself another glass of wine and drank that, too. Undressing as fast as he could fire off the shots, she had her blouse unbuttoned, before he could stop her.
"Mom, wait. You're removing your clothes faster than I can format, frame, and focus the shot," he said wanting her to slow down for her to give him a slow and deliberate striptease in the way that Sally had just done.
"Sorry. I'm upset over the news that my father is dying and I'm still a bit in shock seeing my children standing there naked, as soon as I walked in my house," she said still staring at Tommy's exposed erection. "I don't know what the Hell I'm doing."
"Just relax, Mom," he said giving her another hug, his excuse to impale her belly with his erect cock, while feeling her bra clad breasts on his naked chest. "Stand by the couch, Mom. Pretend that we're not even here. Pretend you're alone in your room undressing for bed," he said. "Think good thoughts, something pleasurable, while slowly removing your clothes."
"I need more wine," she said with a giggle. "I can't believe I'm about to strip naked in front of my children. This is the most outrageous and most fun thing that I've done, since my Prom night, when Jimmy and Robert, stripped me naked..." she said, suddenly stopping herself. "Oh, never mind that," she said with a laugh. "I was drunk then, just as I'm a little tipsy now."
Giving him a show, while looking in the camera, his mother more slowly removed her blouse this time, while posing and smiling. Standing there in her blue skirt and white bra, Tommy took a few shots of her, before she removed her skirt. He couldn't recall ever seeing his Mom in her bra and panties for such a prolonged period of time. He's seen some quick flashes of her in her underwear, but this was so totally different and more sexually exciting with her willingly stripping for him and for his camera, supposedly, on the pretense of stripping for her father's last dying wish. Excited for her to strip naked, not wanting to rush things, he leered at his mother in her underwear through the camera lens, while taking photo, after photo. Granted, she didn't have the shapely body that his 22-year-old sister had, but his Mom looked pretty hot for a 48-year-old woman. Reminding him a bit of Shannon Tweed, Gene Simmons' wife of Kiss, definitely, he'd do his Mom, if ever she offered him sex.



She sat on the couch in her underwear, while drinking her wine and occasionally staring at his cock. From the sight of seeing his sister naked and now with his mother in her underwear, he had one of those erections that never goes down. He wondered, once his mother had more wine and was naked, if she'd grab his cock in the way that his sister had and in the way that he wished she would. He wondered, once his mother was naked, if she'd allow him to feel her breasts in the way his sister had and in the way that he so wanted to do for so long, while masturbating over the naked image of his mother. He wondered, like daughter like mother, if his mother's nipples were as sensitive as were his sister's nipples. That would be awesome, if her nipples were her erogenous zones, too. While running his palms across her nipples, he imagined copping a cheap feel of his Mom's tits, in the hopes of sexually exciting her in the way he sexually excited his sister.
"How much do you think Grandpa is worth?" With his hook of wealth baited, he looked at his mother, while waiting for her to answer.
"Plenty. He's loaded. He bought land in Scotland years ago from farmers and shepherds at auction, when they died without any kin. Back then, just after the war, no one had any money but him. His house is worth plenty but his land is worth even more. Attending every auction, he had the cash money to outbid anyone daring to bid against him. If stripping naked will guarantee that I receive some form of payment for what he's done to me over the years, than I'm glad to strip off my clothes," she said. "Well, here goes," she said standing.
He watched her move her hands behind her back to unhook her bra. Just as he saw his sister's breasts, he was about to see his mother's breasts. He couldn't believe that he was about to see his mother's breasts. He couldn't believe that he was about to photograph his mother's breasts. He couldn't believe that his mother was just about to remove her bra. He couldn't believe that his mother was stripping naked, just as he couldn't believe his sister had stripped naked. As if she was flashing her boobs in New Orleans but only to him, she removed her bra and waved it over her head.
Oh, my God! There they were his mother's tits. Exactly how he imagined them to be, after masturbating over the imagined thoughts of her walking in his room topless, he couldn't believe his mother was stranding before him topless now. With big boobs running in their family, damn, she had big boobs.
"Wait, Mom. Don't move around so much. I want to get a good photo of your breasts," he said watching her big breasts bounce and sway.
"How's this?" She turned one way, before turning the other, while sucking in her stomach, Then, she cupped her breasts in her hands and raised them, as if offering them to him to touch, feel, and suck. With both of them having the same size and shaped breasts, definitely, his mother had much bigger nipples than Sally. Where Sally had pink nipples and areolas, his Mom had brown nipples and areolas. Excited to find out if her nipples were her erogenous zones, too, he so wanted to reach out his horny hand and touch his mother's breasts, while fingering her nipples. Then, as if in slow motion, he watched her slide down her panties. In an instant, she was naked.
His mother was naked. Naked, naked, naked. He couldn't believe his mother was naked. His cock throbbed to the naked sight of his mother. Leering at her through the camera lens, he couldn't take enough photos of her naked body. He couldn't wait to view them all later, in the privacy of his room with his hand around his cock.
"Oh, my God, Mom," said Sally laughing. "When was the last time you trimmed that thing? You have a forest of public hair. Wait, Tommy. Don't take anymore pictures. Mom, let me trim that jungle for you, Mom" said Sally. Daughter and mother disappeared in the bathroom and when they emerged, his mother had a trimmed patch of dark blonde, pubic hair.
While they were in the bathroom giggling, he scrolled through all the pictures of Sally stripping naked, before watching his mother stripping naked, again, too. She was naked. His mother was naked. Just as he couldn't believe his sister was naked, he couldn't believe his mother was naked, too.
It was such an unbelievable plan to tell them that Grandpa was dying and wouldn't leave them their inheritance, unless they stripped naked and posed for the Nude Day naked female photograph. More unbelievable was when they emerged from the bathroom, his sister and mother even posed naked together for him to take their nude photos for the pretend scrapbook that he told them his grandfather wanted. Then, setting the timer on delay, with Sally on one side of him and his mother on the other of him, they all posed naked together. With his mother's breast rubbing on one side of him and his sister's breast rubbing against the other side of him, he'll be masturbating over these pictures for years.
Unbelievably, even better, his Mom spent the next hour naked and on the phone calling everyone, while he shot candid photo after candid photo of her. After an explanation and a lot of wine, within two hours, his two cousins, Julie and Jenna, his aunt Victoria, and his grandmother, Mary, his grandfather's ex-wife, were all naked and in his living room posing for their scrapbook photographs, too. Needing the wine to lessen their inhibitions, it was a good thing that he had a full supply of wine on hand. By the time everyone removed their clothes, they were all more than a bit tipsy and sexually aroused. By the time everyone was tipsy, they were all having a good time.
With him being the only man in the room, the women were free with their hands. After his cousin Julie set the stage by taking him in her hand and stroking him, before taking him in her mouth and sucking him, as if he was a CFNM dancer, his other cousin, Jenna, his aunt, Victoria, his mother, Elizabeth, and his sister, Sally, even his grandmother, Mary, all did the same, stroking him, before taking his cock in their mouths. Sexually exciting enough that his two cousins and aunt took his cock in their mouths, he couldn't believe it, when his mother and his sister started sucking his cock, too. Then, when his grandmother started blowing him, he couldn't believe that his plan had worked so well.
Never did he expect that all of his female relatives would so willingly strip naked. Never did he expect, they'd all take his cock in their mouths. Apparently from all the sexual activity making his mother horny, she pulled him down on the couch and on top of her. Situated between her legs, she reached under him and aligned his erect cock with her pussy. With the approval of everyone, with everyone watching, clapping, and cheering, he was actually fucking his mother. A sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe his cock was buried in his mother's warm, wet pussy.
"I'm next" said his aunt, Victoria.
Oh, my God. Excited enough that every naked female member of his family took his erect prick in their mouths and sucked him, he couldn't believe that he had just fucked his mother, too. Now, his aunt, his mother's baby sister, wanted him to fuck her also. Never in a million years did he think that his Nude Day plan would go off so perfectly.
I'm after her," said his cousin, Julie.
"Age before beauty," said his grandmother, Mary. "Play with my tits, while I suck your cock," said his grandmother. "Pay special attention to my nipples," she said whispering her alcohol laced breath in his ear. "Fingering my nipples makes me hot," she said removing her dentures to suck him. "Did you ever have a gum job, Tommy?" Without waiting for him to answer, she started sucking him.
"No Grandma," he said in shocked excitement that even his grandmother was sucking his cock and giving him a gum job.
"Well, you can't say that anymore," she said taking his cock deeper in her mouth and gumming him.
"Oh, my God." Because she didn't have any teeth, only gums, she was able to put more pressure on his cock. He actually felt, as if he was fucking his grandmother's mouth. "Wait, Grandma. You're going to make me cum."
"It's okay. You can cum in Granny's mouth," she said. "It's been a long time, since anyone has squirted any love juice in my mouth."
"Suck my cock, Sally. Quick," he said.
Not wanting to cum in his grandmother's mother but needing to cum in his sister's mouth, he pulled his sister down behind him. If he was going to cum in anyone's mouth, he wanted to cum in his sister's mouth or even in his mother's mouth. He removed himself from his grandmother's clutches and grabbed his sister by the hand. While the rest of them were talking, laughing, and drinking in the living room, his sister was on her knees blowing him, really sucking on him, while he fingered, pulled, and twisted her nipples. After seeing his sister, his mother, his aunt, his cousins, and his grandmother naked, after them all sucking on him and him fucking his mother, he was beyond horny.
"Oh, my God, Sally. Suck my cock. Suck it. Just don't stop. Don't stop. I'm gonna cum. Oh, my God, I'm gonna cum."
"Cum in my mouth, Tommy," she said removing her cock for a second to speak. "I want you to cum in my mouth."
Just about to cum in his sister's mouth, he never even heard the phone ring.
"That's was my father on the phone," said his mother standing in the kitchen doorway and staring at her son with rage, just as he unloaded a huge volume of cum in his sister's mouth. Then, when his sister extracted him from her mouth and turned to look at their mother, he unloaded a second blast of cum across her face and all over her naked breasts.
"Tommy, you ejaculated all over me," she said with a laugh. "I have cum everywhere. Oh, my God, it's all over my face and breasts and even in my hair. You should have saved some cum for Mommy," she said looking up at her mother.
"How could you?" Interrupting the sexual scene of a horny brother with his sexy sister, his mother looked at him with fire in her eyes. "How could you tell me that my father has cancer and is dying, when he's not?"
"Sorry," he said.
Only, he wasn't sorry at all. His perfect Nude Day plan not only got him to see his sister, his mother, is aunt, and his two cousins naked but also his grandmother. His perfect Nude Day plan allowed him to fuck his mother, have his grandmother give him a gum job, and made his sister want him to cum in her mouth.
Pulling him away from his sister, she grabbed her son by the hand and pulled him down on the couch. She sprawled him across her lap and started slapping his ass hard with the palm of her hand. When the word quickly spread that Grandpa was not dying, hands were taking their turns slapping his bare ass. First it was his angry mother slapping his ass, then his humiliated sister slapped his ass, before his embarrassed aunt and his offended cousins took over slapping his ass. Finally, after putting her teeth back in her mouth, his vengeful grandmother walloped his ass, too. His ass was so red raw that he could hardly stand, never mind sit.
"This is the worst thing that you could have ever done to this family, Tommy. How could you do this to us? How could you deceive us into stripping naked, so that you could photograph us? How could you get me to fuck you, your grandmother to gum you, and your sister to blow you. Much worse than your grandfather ever was, you're evil, Tommy. I don't know what to do with you," said my mother.
"I know what to do with him," said his grandmother. "Let's give him a dose of his own medicine," she said whispering in her daughter's ear, his aunt's ear, his cousin's ears, and his sister's ear. Immediately, as if he was a CFNM dancer stranded on a deserted island with six horny women, twelve hands descended upon him and pulled him down to the carpet. Once he was down on his back, squirming, while trying not to have his sore ass touch the carpet, his grandmother sat on his face. Pulling a handful of his hair, she lifted up his head to her crotch and mashed his face in her pussy.
"Lick my pussy. Lick it. Make me cum," said his grandmother.
At first, the ramifications of licking his grandmother's pussy was exciting but not as much as the reality of licking grandma's, old pussy. It wasn't very pleasurable until, while licking her pussy, he felt someone take his cock in their mouth. While he was licking Grandma's pussy, someone was blowing him, but who? Giving him more sexual excitement, he continued licking and fingering Grandma's pussy, while trying to see who was blowing him.
Able to finally steal a peek behind his grandmother, it was his aunt, Victoria, his mother's sister, sucking his cock. Then, when his grandmother had an orgasm finally, his aunt took her position on his face. Now, he was eating his aunt, while his mother was sucking his cock. He couldn't believe his cock was buried in his mother's mouth. Just as he couldn't believe his sister blew him, just as he couldn't believe he shot a load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed, he couldn't believe his mother was blowing him, too. Between his sexy sister blowing him, his aunt blowing him, and now his mother blowing him, his cock was getting a little sore. An endless procession of pussies and mouths, as soon as his aunt had an orgasm from him licking her, his mother took her position on his face, while his sister took his cock in her mouth again.
Finally, when his mother was sexually satisfied, it was his sister's turn to be eaten, while his cousin, Jenna, sucked his cock. Then, after Sally had her way with his tongue buried in her pussy, it was Jenna's turn to be eaten, while her sister, Julie sucked his cock. Finally, just when he thought Jenna was the last female relative to have her incestuous way with him, just as Jenna removed her body from his face, his grandmother mounted him. One by one, after forcing him to lick them and, after sucking him, his grandmother, his mother, his aunt, his sister, and his two cousins fucked him.
Never did he think that his plan would work so well. Never did he think that there was such a thing as too much incestuous sex. Figuring he'd be lucky to trick his sister into getting naked for his pretend photo shoot, he couldn't believe, when his mother fell for it, too. He couldn't believe, when his mother called the rest of the female relatives to participate in the photo shoot. Then, once they were all drunk and naked, forgetting all about Grandpa, the focus was on giving him sex and on him giving them an orgasm. Without a doubt, this was the best Nude Day that his family ever had.
THE END
This is an Nude Day contest story. Please vote, comment, and add me and my story to your list of favored authors and favored story. Thank you for reading, voting, and/or commenting on my story.
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Chapter Seven - Virgin No More
"I thought you were a gentleman. You weren't supposed to peek, Freddie," she said giving me a serious look that wanted to make me get up and leave. "You weren't supposed to look. How dare you ogle my naked body? You knew there was no door to the bathroom, yet, you disrespected me by taking advantage of me by looking. How could you violate me like that? I'm so very embarrassed that you saw me naked."
"Sorry," I said hanging my head, while feeling like such a pervert, after she had been so kind to me. "I couldn't help myself from peeking, staring, actually. It's just I had never seen a naked woman before and, well, I'm sorry. I really am," I said feeling more excited than sorry.
"Don't be sorry. I was just kidding. Besides, it's normal that you looked. I would have been disappointed, if you weren't curious enough to want to see me naked." She looked at her breasts down her open top, before looking up at me. "So, you saw my breast?"
"Not all of them, just part of them in a quick glance," I said hoping she'd believe me. "I'm sorry, Kathleen, really I am. Please forgive me. Please don't tell my Mom. She'll think me a pervert. If you ever told my Dad, he's beat me red with his strap. I just don't know what got over me to--"
"Do you want to see them?"
"What? See what?"
Now that I remember back, I was much like that the guy, Brett, who played the kid in Pulp Fiction, when Samuel L. Jackson, as Jules Winnfield, and John Travolta, as Vincent Vega, are holding their guns on him, after he stole Masellus Wallace's briefcase. Jules asked the kid a simple question but because the kid was so nervous, knowing he was going to die in the way that I somehow knew I was going to get laid, all he can say is "What?"
I knew what she meant but the "What" just involuntarily blurted out of my mouth, as a nervous reaction to the enormity of her question and the enormity of her big, naked breasts.
"My tits," she said cupping her breasts through her overalls and holding them up, as if offering them to me. "Would you like to see my breasts?"
"Seriously?" I looked at her not knowing if she was joking and teasing me or not Then, I looked down at where her breasts were partially hidden beneath her overall top. I could already see part of the roundness of them sticking out the sides and the top of her overalls. "Yeah, sure, I'd love to see your breasts," I said in a fog and putting down my soda and half eaten sandwich to more focus on her breasts than on my food.
Still not believing she was asking me if I wanted to see her tits, while wondering if she was really going to show me her tits, I stared at her overall bib, as if her naked tits were already out on display. As if watching her in slow motion, something that I masturbated over for years later, slowly she reached her hand up and slid the overall straps from her shoulders and let the bib part of her overall fall forward. In an instant, there they were. I couldn't believe my eyes.
I wondered no more, if she was really going to show me her breasts because there they were less than two feet from my horny hands. She showed me her tits and yes, she was a definite C cup alright and her nipples were sticking straight out, as if I had already fingered them and sucked them. By her nipples already being erect, figuring that she was just cold, with my lack of experience, I had no idea that she was just as aroused as I was. I had no idea that she wanted to show me her tits just, as much as I wanted to see her tits.
"Go ahead. Don't be shy," she said looking down at her tits and puffing out her chest, before looking up at me. "Touch them. You can feel them if you want, I don't mind. Really, I don't she said with a smile, as if she was offering me another orange soda."
Never have I had a woman so brazenly bold and immorally immodest to ask me if I not only wanted to see her breasts but also if I wanted to touch and feel her breasts. Never have I been as sexually excited as that moment before reaching out my horny hands to feel Kathleen's naked breasts. I couldn't help but wonder, if I was dreaming. I couldn't help but wonder, if I was home in my room with my hand around my erect cock and masturbating over the thoughts of what was really happening now.
"Really? I can touch them?"
"Yes," she said staring at my face, in the way that I was staring at her tits.
"Are you sure it's okay for me to feel your tits?"
Again, I just blurted out the question like a dope, while she gave me the green light with a smile and a nod of her head. I reached out my horny hand and felt one breast, before reaching out my other hand to feel her other breast, while expecting her to scold me, before pulling my hand away. When she didn't berate me, reaching out both my hands again, while laughing with glee with the very touch and feel of her firm breasts, I cupped her left breast with my right hand and cupped her right breast with my other hand.
"Touch my nipples. It's okay. I want you to touch them."
"Your tits are amazing," I said while touching, fondling, caressing her breasts, and fingering her nipples.
"Pull my nipples a little, while squeezing my tits. You can turn and twist them a little, too. Don't be afraid of hurting me. I like the feeling, when you pull and twist my nipples like that. It feels good. Women like that."
Feeling as if I was being tutored by a live, reality Sexual Education teacher, I squeezed her tits, while pulling her nipples and giving them a gentle twist and a tug. My first time seeing naked tits and touching nipples, never mind squeezing, pulling, and twisting them, certainly, I didn't want to pull them off or damage her beautiful tits in any way.
"Yeah, that feels good," she said closing her eyes. "Hmm, I like it when you slowly slide your palm across my nipples. Yeah, just like that," she said taking my hand in her hand and gliding my palm across her nipples. "That really feels good. Gently though, not too rough or too fast," she said opening her eyes to look at me with her big, blue eyes. "Now that they're so hard and erect, you can suck them if you want. Go ahead. Take my nipples in your mouth and suck them."
"Really? Seriously?"
If I want? Are you kidding me? No, if you don't mind, I'll just finger, pull, and twist your nipples, instead of sucking your nipples. What kind of guy do you think I am? Do you think me easy that I'd just suck any woman's tits? Of course, I'm that type of guy and, of course, I'd love to suck your nipples.
Pretending I was about to suck Maureen O'Hara's big tits, I leaned down and took one of her big tits in my mouth, while fingering her nipple on her other tit. Then, I switched off to suck her other nipple. Oh, my God, sucking her tits was way better than taking Drivers' Education and learning how to drive.
"Do you like my tits?"
Do I like your tits? Is she serious? Are you kidding me? If there was a tit contest, she'd win.
"Yeah. You have great tits. I love your tits. You have better tits than the tits I've seen in Playboy. You have better tits than Ursula Andress's tits and Bridget Bardot's tits," I said wanting to say that she had better tits than my dream woman, Maureen O'Hara, but I couldn't. After masturbating over her so very many times, I didn't dare spoil the sexual memory of my best actress.
"Really," she said looking down at her tits and then looking back up at me with those magical blue eyes. "You think I have better tits than Ursula Andress and Bridget Bardot?" She looked down at her tits again, before looking back up to me.
"Oh, God, yes. I do. They are so symmetrically perfect. A work of art, they're sensational." A time just before breast augmentation surgery had become popular, if a plastic surgeon needed a breast model to fashion artificial breasts, she could have gotten that job.
"You read Playboy?"
"I do, but it's my Dad's magazine. He doesn't know that I know where he hides it."
Willing to tell her that I read my Dad's Playboy magazine regularly, I'd never tell her that I masturbate to all the naked pictures of the women, especially to the recent photos of Stella Steven's and Jane Fonda's appearance in Playboy, as Barbarella. Oh, my God, that layout was so hot. Then, she asked me the question anyway.
"Do you jerk off over the all naked pictures of topless women?"
"No," I said immediately being embarrassedly defensive and pulling my horny hands away from her tits, as if her breasts were a hot stove and I just burned my fingertips.
Suddenly I felt like a pervert not only because I read Playboy but also masturbated because I masturbated over the pictures in Playboy. The sort of perverse behavior that the good Catholic girls my age in the neighborhood would take offense to, Kathleen was obviously aroused and finding erotic pleasure in my appreciation and fascination of the naked, female breast, so much so that I'd ejaculate over the mere photos. Now, I was really embarrassed because I sensed that she knew that I masturbated over the Playboy Playmate photos.
A time, when no one asked sexual questions, I couldn't believe she was asking me all these so very personal and so very sexual questions. If I wasn't so excited at the sight of her tits, I'd be embarrassed. If I wasn't so aroused that she was standing there topless, after allowing me to touch, feel, and suck her tits, I never would have confessed my penchant for my multiple times a day masturbation routine. Yet, now feeling a bit liberated from my sexual inhibitions and my Catholic imbedded guilt, I was happy to take a romp on the dark side to play a while in the Devil's playground.
"C'mon, Freddie. Don't be shy. You can tell me. Do you play with yourself, while looking at the naked photos of women's breasts?" She was staring down at the big bulge my erection made in my overalls, while fondling her own breasts.
"Yeah," I said remembering what she said before about my erection, 'you're going to have to do something about that.'
Now, that I think of it, maybe she wanted me to jerk off in front of her or maybe she wants me to masturbate in front of her now. Now that I think about it, after touching, feeling, and sucking her big tits, I'd love to masturbate right now.
"Tell me and be honest. Are you going to play with yourself, when you go home, while thinking of seeing, touching, and sucking my tits?"
"Good God, yes," I said not only believing the way that I just blurted it out but also that I just confessed to her that I was going to masturbate over all that happened today.
Her undressing in front of me, her seeing my erection tenting my underwear, her stripping naked to pee, and her allowing me to have my way with her big tits, something that meant so much to me at the time, something that was monumental important to me, was all just a game to her. I was putty in her womanly hands. Yet, even though she exerted such control over me, I didn't care, so long as she gave me what I wanted and what I wanted was her beautiful body.
"You could play with yourself now. You could play with yourself right here, while I watch you stroke your cock," she said looking down at my big bulge before looking up at me.
"No, I'd rather wait until I get home," I said suddenly feeling embarrassed.
"Do you want to see my pussy?"
"Are you kidding?" Having never seen one before, I couldn't wait to see her pussy. I couldn't wait to tell the guys all that's happened. "I'd love to see your pussy," I said.
She stood, pulled her overalls down the rest of the way, and kicked them off. Then, she did it. She removed her panty. Even though she asked me if I wanted to see her pussy, I really didn't think she'd show me her pussy.
She shocked me. As if she was alone and getting ready to take a shower, she removed her panties and sat back down on the chair. I couldn't believe my eyes. Other than very quick glimpses of my mother's and sister's pussy, her pussy was the first pussy I had ever seen up close. She was so furry, bushy actually. While staring at her red, bushy pussy, I couldn't help but wonder if this was how Maureen O'Hara's pussy looked like.
"You're staring at my pussy, as if it the first one you've seen," she said with a laugh.
Well, yeah...duh.
"It is the first pussy I've ever seen," I said too aroused to be embarrassed.
"Do you want a better look," she said slouching down in her chair and spreading her legs wider. She stared up at me. "So, tell me, what do you think? Do you like my hairy cunt?" She moved her hands down and touched herself. I watched as she reached her fingers inside and played with herself, while staring up at me with those mesmerizing blue eyes. Then, she stuck her pussy juice covered fingers in her mouth and sucked them.
"I love your cunt," I said excited by just uttering the dirty word.
"Do you want to touch me? Do you want to touch my pussy, Freddie?" She sat there staring at me, while fingering herself.
"Yes," was all that I could breathlessly utter.
I reached my hand forward and she took me by the wrist and showed me where and how to touch her. She was so slippery wet. She placed her hand on my hand and moved my fingers to where they should be. Then, she put her head back and closed her eyes, as I fingered her pussy and fucked her with my long, stiff fingers. I played with her tits with my other hand and pulled and twisted her nipples with my fingers. Then, with her eyes wide open and her blue eyes bulging, she looked at me, as if I had just hit the switch to turn her on.
"Do you want to taste me?"
There was something sexy in the way she looked at me and in the way that she said things. Never suspecting that sex could be like this, so pleasurably mutual, I never met a woman like her before. I'd do anything to satisfy her and for her to continue for her to look at me like that. I couldn't believe that I was about to lick my first pussy. Wait until I tell the guys that I licked a pussy. They'll die. We'll be talking about this forever, that is, until they lick their first pussies.
I got on my knees and moved my face nearer to her red bush. As soon as I took a quick, short lick, she grabbed me and pulled my face to her pussy. She held my face there and I was drowning in her pussy juice, she was so wet.
"Lick me, Freddie. Lick my pussy. Lap up my pussy juice. Stick your tongue in my hole before you lick the length of my pussy and move your tongue to my clit, while touching me and fucking me with your fingers."
I didn't even know what a clit was. Afraid to touch her, as I was even more afraid to lick her, as soon as it started, it was over. She let go of my head and I moved away and stood, while pulling my handkerchief from my back pocket to wipe her from my face and blow my nose. As if she had cummed all over my face, I was so sticky wet.
"Do you want me to jerk you off," she said touching her tits, cupping them and fondling them, "while you play with my tits? Would you like me to stroke your cock, while you suck my nipples."
Oh, my God, she was so erotically hot with all the pillow talk she was giving me. I felt that I had just died and gone to Heaven. She asked me if she could jerk me off, instead of the other way around with me asking if I could masturbate her. How many times have I asked women to put their hand on my prick and stroke me? How many times have they all declined. How many times have I put a woman's hand on my cock, only to have them immediately pull their hand away? Now, here was a woman willing to strip naked, who was volunteering to masturbate me.
"Yes," I said in a high pitched voice that didn't sound as if it belonged to me.
"I want to see your cock. I've been dying to see your big prick. Take off your overalls," she said. "Let me see your cock. Show me your cock, Freddie."
I couldn't believe she was so hot to see my cock. Something that I only saw in one of my Dad's porn movies, she undid the strap of the overalls and as soon as she did, she pulled them down to my ankles, along with my underwear. I was naked. Never have I stood before a woman naked.
"You have a big cock," she said reaching out her hand, as soon as she pulled down my underwear.
"Thank you," I said, not knowing what else to say, when a woman tells me that I have a big cock.
Then, she pulled me forward closer to her, as she stroked me.
"Play with my nipples," she said, while staring at my cock and stroking me faster.
"You have a beautiful prick," she said. "Do you mind?"
"What? Sorry."
I took a step back. I thought I was stepping on her foot, but instead she pulled me closer by my erect prick, while moving her head closer, before taking my prick in her mouth. She was blowing me. I couldn't believe she was blowing me. She was giving me my first blowjob. I couldn't believe she had my cock in her mouth. The sight of my big, hard, hairy cock stretching her beautiful mouth, while she stared up at me with her big, blue eyes was so unbelievable. I exploded in her mouth, as soon as she sucked me for only a few seconds. She took it all, my entire load, and swallowed.
Being that I was so young and always so ready to cum, I was hard again within only a few minutes. Now, I know why older women want younger men. Now, I know why Kathleen wanted me.
"Fuck me," she said. "Stick that big, hard cock in my wet pussy," she said as she moved pillows from the sofa to the floor. "Make love to me, Freddie. I need to feel you inside of me."
That was the first time I kissed her and it was magical. She was the first woman who blew me, before she even kissed me. I could taste my own cum in her mouth, but I didn't care. I was getting laid.
Her pussy was so wet, warm, and tight and I loved the feeling of her, when she returned my humps. Then, she locked her legs and arms around my back, while we slowly fucked. She rolled me over and sat on top of my cock, while humping me harder and faster, as if she was a drilling machine and my cock was her personal drill bit. I reached up and played with her bouncing tits, until I shot another load of cum in her, this time in her pussy, instead of her mouth. No longer was I a virgin. Having just gotten laid, I was a man.
To be continued...
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Chapter Eight - Reliving the Memory
It was late, early evening, and I had been at Kathleen's place several hours for an unbelievable day of painting and screwing. Well, certainly, the screwing was the unbelievable part of the day but, then again, the painting wasn't so bad either because of everything that led up to the painting preparation, the actual painting, and the cleanup of the mess that I made. It was because of the painting and the errant doors that I got to see Kathleen's little striptease show, when she changed into her overalls in front of me. Never having experienced a woman removing her clothes in front of me, a gross understatement, bit of exhibitionism was as shocking as it was exciting.
Truth be told and I'm as embarrassed as I am excited to admit this, but except for my mother and older sister, I've never seen a naked woman before, never mind a woman in her panties and bra. Other than mere photographs in Playboy, again, other than my mother and sister, Kathleen was my first woman that I saw naked, up close and personal. Just as I couldn't believe my eyes, when she unbuttoned and removed her blouse in front of me, I couldn't believe my eyes, when she unzipped and removed her skirt and stood in front of me in her panties and bra, albeit with her back to me. With sexy lingerie being my favorite outfit of choice, looking so much better than even a woman standing there naked, Kathleen was sexy and sensual decked out in her panty and bra. Then, when she reached behind her back to unhook her bra, when she flashed me the entire side of her breast, while stooping to pull up her overalls, having never seen such an erotically exciting naked sight, I thought I'd cum in my pants.
She had big tits, C cuppers that looked even bigger because she was tall and slender, albeit shapely. She stood 5'7" and appeared to have weighed no more than 125 pounds, so thin for a man, but oh, so shapely for a woman, she had an incredible body. The narrowness of her waist made her breasts appear so much fuller, rounder, and bigger, and with her hips curving out to her ass, so round and so shapely, her naked body was akin to a long, winding, banked curve on a racetrack. With my pulse racing, my heart pumping, and my engine revving, I couldn't wait to run my hands along the full length of her. I couldn't wait to touch her, while negotiating all of her dangerous curves. I couldn't wait to feel her naked, sexy body and in my arms. Relegated to just watching her, I could only imagine how she'd feel
While she undressed, just as she removed her bra, I wished I had the nerve to walk around her and see her tits, in the way she walked around me and saw me standing there in my underwear with my cock pitching a huge tent. I wish I had the nerve to spin her around and kiss her, while she was topless. I wish I could have touched and felt her C cup breasts, while sucking her nipples and reaching down her panties to finger her pussy but, never having done that with any woman before, not even one my own age and especially one her age, I was afraid. So sexually unsophisticated, so naively virginal, I was so afraid to make the first move on her.
I was afraid she'd take my intentions wrong because I misread her intentions. I was afraid I'd ruin everything, before it even started. If I touched her, if I felt her, if I took her in my arms and kissed her, I was afraid she'd scream rape and demand that I leave or she'd call the police. She wasn't just any Italian woman from the neighborhood. She was an older woman, an Irish woman, and with my lack of experience with any woman, Italian or Irish, holding me back and stopping me in my tracks, I was scared into inaction.
When I removed my jeans with my back to her and she walked around me on the pretense of getting empty coffee cans under that sink to collect the paint, she stared at my erection that tented my underwear. Embarrassing and exciting at the same time, I wanted to show her my cock but, again, I was afraid. Clearly, with my erect cock so stiffly hard, she could see the side of my exposed prick through the pee hole in my underwear. Clearly she could see my balls and my pubic hair that were exposed from the underwear being pulled away from my body by my erection.
Except for those times, when my mother walked in on me naked and except for those times, when my older sister caught me masturbating, no woman has ever seen my cock before. Even then, hoping they did, I couldn't tell if my mother and/or sister liked seeing my cock. Any time they walked in on me with me being so exposed, it all happened so fast that I couldn't tell if they were excited, embarrassed, or disgusted by the sight of my prick. I only knew that they looked. I only knew that they saw my erect prick. Other than that, I only knew how I felt, excited that they saw my cock and wishing they'd stayed, so that I could show them more.
When my mother and sister burst in my room, while I was standing there naked, it happened so unexpectedly fast that I didn't even have the time enough to react to put a hand down to cover myself. Whenever one or the other caught me masturbating, usually my sister, even though I was so embarrassed, once I composed myself, I wished they'd stay to watch me cum. As if they were deer caught in headlights, both my sister and mother looked down at my cock and stood there staring longer than they should have, before turning to leave and closing the door behind them.
Always so horny, I always had an erection, back then, and whenever they entered my room unannounced they saw my cock at my fullest extension. Maybe, that's why they looked longer at me because my cock was erect and so big. I don't know. A time when neither my mother and sister were having sex, maybe they liked what they saw. Maybe they were just horny for a cock, any cock, even my cock. I don't know that either.
So surreal, as if it all happened in slow motion, my mother and my sister both stared at my cock, at least, I think they did and I masturbated over them staring at my cock for months. Actually, while fantasizing about them touching me, I masturbated over my mother and my sister seeing me naked for years. Only, I never told my friends about my mother and sister seeing me naked. I never told them about my mother and sister staring at my cock. In the way they thought about the forbidden, incestuous relationship that Joey had with his mother, they'd really think me perverted, if I told them that I got off having my mother and my sister seeing me naked.
With my horniness escalating with my hormones raging out of control, if it wasn't for Kathleen releasing the sexual tension that I had, I probably would have flashed my mother and sister on purpose. Who knows? Maybe I would have tried something with my sister and/or my mother. Maybe I would have touched them and felt them inappropriately. Maybe, I would have tried to have sex with them. I wonder if my mother or sister would have taken me up on my offer to have sex with me. If I had to pick one, I'd pick my sister but, back then, because my Mom was so young, she was hot, too. Moreover, there was more lust in my eyes, whenever she saw me naked and, especially, when I saw her naked. She was never as shy as my sister was about sex, especially incestuous sex.
Whenever my sister caught me masturbating, she'd stare at my cock, before calling me a pervert and slamming shut my bedroom door. Minding my own business in my own room with the door closed, she's the one who opened my door without knocking. She's the one, who barged in my room, while I was masturbating and stood there staring at my exposed prick, yet, I'm the pervert. Why is that? Why does she get a free look at my manhood, when she denies me so much as a down blouse and/or up skirt, most times. What the Hell did I do, other than to answer my personal need to ejaculate in the privacy of my own room?
After that incident, it was as if she went out of her way to catch me masturbating and she caught me several times more, once just as I exploded cum all over my stomach, chest, and thighs. Right at the very height of my sexual excitement, I didn't care if she was standing there staring at me explode a volume of cum. Matter of fact, I was even more sexually excited knowing that she was there watching me cum. That day, while my cock continued oozing cum, she closed my bedroom door behind her and stood in my room staring at my prick, as I wiped cum from my stomach, chest, and thighs with toilet tissue. Even though, obviously, she enjoyed the free masturbation show, she lambasted me with foul names for having caught me pleasuring myself.
With my cock still in my hand, just as it excited me to have her still standing their staring at me, while calling me names, it excited me for my sister to see my naked cock so big and so hard, just as it exploded cum. It took all the control that I had not to ask her if she wanted to touch me, stroke me, and masturbate me. It took all the control that I had not to ask her, if she wanted to take me in her mouth and lick me clean, while I was still cumming. Always so terribly horny, not that I'd do that to them or ever want them to do that to me, but I always fantasized about my mother, especially my mother, or my sister, jerking me off, blowing me, and/or fucking me.
I used to wonder, back then, if I was perverted or just normal. With so much testosterone flowing through my 18-years-old veins, with the ever present thoughts of incest crossing the line and distorting my sexual excitement, my definition of perversion was as twisted, as it was normal among my peers. At that age, all of us so very hormonal, whether man or women, especially man, we're all perverted.
Then, thinking back so very long ago, there was that one time that I opened my mother's bedroom door and saw her standing by her dresser naked. Turning to face me, as if confronting my horniness with her immodesty, she gave me a full frontal view of her naked body. Standing there with her hands on her hips, while looking at me looking at her, I memorized every detail of her naked body. Motionless, with incest heating my desire for my own mother, I couldn't move. There just a few feet away from me was my mother's big tits and her bushy, dark brown pussy.
"Please knock the next time," she said without cowering and/or making any move to cover her nakedness. "Now get out of my room, please, so that I may get dressed." When I didn't move fast enough, couldn't move fast enough, she walked to me and pushed me out of her bedroom. "Get out," she screamed slamming shut her door.
I so wanted to reach out and cup her big breast. I so wanted to finger her dark brown nipple. I so wanted to finger my mother's pussy to see what it felt like to feel a woman and to feel the place where she birth me. Had she given me any encouragement at all, I would have pushed her back on her bed and mounted her. Had she given me any encouragement at all, I would have pulled out my cock, pushed her down to her knees, and had her suck me. Yet, as excited as I was seeing my mother naked, I was guilt ridden for having incestuous desires for my mother and for my sister.
Needing to get laid, probably, no doubt, she was always so angry, but why was she so angry? Was she angry because I saw her naked? Was she angry because she purposely flashed her naked body to me and because I didn't make a move to touch her, feel her, and grope her? Maybe she wanted me to push her back on the bed and force myself on her. Maybe she needed me to make the first move, so that she'd always have me to blame and to feel guilty that I fucked my mother. Maybe, unable to bring herself to cheat on my Dad, she felt safe cheating on him with me. I don't know. I'll never know.
Why didn't she try covering herself with her hands and/or her forearms. She could have pulled the bedspread from the bed to put over her nakedness, if she was so embarrassed. She could have grabbed a pillow. The pillow would have hidden her tits and pussy from my horny eyes, but she didn't shield herself from my sexual stares. Yet, she made no attempt to preserve her modesty and we never had a conversation about all that I saw of her that day.
Thinking back on that fateful day, I couldn't help but wonder if she was angry at herself because she was driven to show me her naked body. I couldn't help but wonder, if she was angry at herself for being sexually excited showing me her naked body, as I was excited seeing her naked body. Nonetheless her anger, the reason for her anger, and for my obvious sexual, albeit incestuous excitement, I didn't dare make a move. I stood there and stared.
Over the years, I can't even count how many times I masturbated over seeing my mother's naked body. Over the years, forget about my sister for a moment, I can't even count how many times I fantasized about having sex with my mother. Back then, incest was something that only happened behind closed doors and to those ignorant people who lived a solitary life in the woods. Incest was something that no one even dared whisper about doing or wanted to do. Yet, so many men had sex with their sister, mothers, daughters, aunts, and cousins. Most times, it was only a problem, if they became pregnant.
The first time I saw my sister naked, an explosion of sexual emotion, I was so embarrassed and so excited. Yet, always, after getting a good look of her ass, tits, and/or pussy, I was always so horny afterward that I couldn't control myself from trying to time opening her bedroom door perfectly and without knocking, when she was changing out of her clothes, for me to get another look of sister naked. Never did I catch her again, when she was naked, but I caught her plenty of times in her panty and bra. It's funny how her reaction to me seeing her in her panty in bra was even more violent than me seeing her naked. Always, she threw whatever was handy, a book or a shoe, at my head. Now, that I think back about it, I was more successful at catching my mother naked than catching my sister naked.
Now, that I think back about it, hoping that she was to save me from feeling so guilty, I wonder if my mother was standing there naked waiting for me to open her bedroom door. Now, that I think more about it, even after I opened her door unannounced several times, she never locked her bedroom door and she never told my father that I saw her naked or in all manner of undress. Now that I think more about it, with my father sleeping, when not working, and drunk the rest of the time, I imagine my mother's sexual life was non-existent.
It would be sadly funny, if my mother had been just as horny as I was. Maybe my mother was thinking of me in the way that I thought about her. Maybe, had I stepped in her room and held her in my arms and kissed her, while touching her, feeling her, and groping her, she may have liked the sexual attention that only a son could pay his mother. Only, a line I never could cross, seeing and showing was one thing, but touching was a whole different matter.
Totally opposite of my mother. My sister was a whole different animal. Where my mother was revealing, albeit angry being seen naked, my sister was a psycho. I never knew which way the wind was blowing, whenever I saw something of her that I shouldn't see. Whereas, my mother would never mention that I caught her naked or in her underwear again, threatening to tell my friends, my sister would call me names and hold the fact that I was an incestuous pervert against me to get whatever from me that she wanted.
Something she never did before, always covered up in a bathrobe, after all those times my sister caught me masturbating, after all those times she saw my cock, she started walking around in just a towel for an extended period, after her bath. Now, I wonder if seeing my cock made her horny, not so much for me, her brother, but for a cock. Now, I wonder if she got off showing me bits and pieces of her naked body, as fodder for her masturbation, as well as my masturbation, too. Created from the same genes, maybe my sister was just as horny as I was.
Then, whether accidentally or on purpose, I really couldn't tell which, it was then that she started flashing me her pussy and her ass in up towel and up nightgown views and her tits in down towel and down nightgown views. On the pretense of painting her toes, always sitting across from me with her legs open enough to give me a good view or her panties or her naked pussy, she knew I was always looking. Only, every time I got a glimpse of her forbidden body parts, always with a yell followed by a barrage of name calling, she ended her naked flash with a slap, a pinch, a punch, and/or a kick. As obviously was my mother, with me being her punching bag, maybe my sister was angry at herself for being so incestuously attracted to me and for being so perversely perverted and horny that she'd flash me, her own brother, her ass, tits, and pussy. She was such a teasing bitch anyway, but it was worth whatever punishment she doled out to me for me to see some part of her naked body that I wasn't supposed to see.
Now, that I think of it, I wonder if my mother and sister were just as perverted as I was. Who knows? Why not? We all had the same genetic makeup. Once, after my sister slapped me, tired of her physically abusing me, I pulled the towel off of her and she chased me in my room naked. Wishing I was naked, too, we wrestled on my bed, while she beat the crap out of me, and even though she kneed me in the balls and slapped me across the face, it was worth the pain to get some cheap feels of my sister's naked ass and tits.
Only, fast forwarding to my sexual experiences with Kathleen, just like my mother and sister, was Kathleen really staring at my cock? I didn't know. I couldn't tell. It sure looked as if she was. Yet, did she really want me or was it all so innocent? Was it my twisted mind and dirty thoughts that created the hope in my horny imagination that revved me up on testosterone overdrive?
I was so young. I was so naïve. I was so horny. Between being young, naïve, and horny, I wasn't thinking straight. Not sexually experienced to know, there was just no way that I could tell if Kathleen was coming on to me or not, even after she stripped naked to use her bathroom without a door to pee.
All the while we painted her walls, with me on the ladder and her doing the trim on her knees, I stole perverted peeks down her overalls at her tits and panties. I did more peeking than I did painting and come to think of it, knowing I was looking, she never admonished me for peeking more than painting. Did she not know that I could see, as much as I saw. Did she know that I could see her tits down her top? Did she not know that I could see most of her panties down the sides of her open overalls?
On the pretense of painting, was her flashing me the reason why I was there? How could she not know all that she was showing and all that I was seeing? After undressing in front of me, knowing that I was peeking, maybe she didn't care what I saw of her tits and her panties. Was she flashing me on purpose? I didn't know. For sure, after we had sex, I knew she had been flashing me purposely. After we had sex, in the way that Mrs. Robinson seduced Benjamin in the movie, the Graduate, and in the way that Jennifer O'Neal, as Dorothy, seduced Hermie in the Summer of '42, I knew that Kathleen had seduced me.
It was as sexually arousing to play our mutual game of voyeurism and exhibitionism and touchy feely, as it was to finally strip off our clothes and have sex. Even more arousing than the actually sexual act, the teasing, the foreplay, and the seduction is what stayed with me all these years and is what I remember and masturbate to now, when I'm lonely and horny. The culmination of the sexual act, in the way of fireworks exploding in the finale and disappearing in a smoke filled sky, wasn't as everlasting as the excitement received from extended foreplay. The chase is always better than the capture. That first look, the first touch, and the first kiss, are things that I more remember than my first sexual encounter. It's always the buildup, before the storm, that's so exciting.



Before Kathleen, except for my mother and older sister, no woman had ever seen me standing in my briefs. Yet, there I was standing before Kathleen, a stranger before that day, with a huge erection created from staring down her overall top that fell forward, as she leaned beneath the sink to get empty coffee cans for the paint. Before Kathleen, except for my mother and older sister, no woman had ever seen my cock. Definitely, a memory to remember and someone never to forget, Kathleen gave me plenty of sensually erotic and sexually exciting sexy sights to masturbate over for years to come. She gave me something to masturbate over, other than the sexual thoughts of my mother and sister and I'm forever grateful that she pulled me away from my incestuous thoughts and replaced it with sexual perversions about her.
With just a glance and a furtive look out of the corner of my eye, I could see her cleavage and most of her tits. When standing on the ladder and peering down, I could have sworn I saw her nipples. Definitely, I saw her areolas. This flashing game, better than any game of tickle and tease that I played with my sister and occasionally played with my mother for nothing more than a quick feel of her breasts, was unbelievable.
I couldn't wait to tell my friends all that I saw of Kathleen. Never would they believe me in a million years. For sure, they'd think I was making it all up. Only, I didn't have to make up anything. It all happened just as its written here.
The sides of her overalls were unbuttoned and, along with the sides of her breasts, I could see most of her panties. I love her panties. Even after having seen her panties so many times, when she climbed the fence, while wearing a mini-skirt to walk her dog in the cemetery, I never tired of seeing her panties. I so wanted to run my hand between her thighs and along the length of her panty. I so wanted to stick my hand down her panties and finger her wet pussy and now I have.
Unbeknownst to me, all this time, she had been teasing me. She played me. She figured, no doubt, that I was an innocent and immature virgin and she figured right. It didn't take much to get me going. A down blouse view of her cleavage or an up skirt view of her panty was all that it took to make my cock hard and me ready to do, whatever she needed me to do to see more of her. Only, now in hindsight, seasoned after so many sexual experiences, along with marriages and divorces, I wish I had known then, what she was like now.
When she never removed her eyes from my erection, I figured she just liked me. I figured she was as shocked and embarrassed, as I was excited and horny. I didn't think that a beautiful woman, moreover an older woman, would be attracted to an 18-year-old goof like me. More attracted to my hard cock than she ever was to me, I should have known then that she was purposely teasing me, while trying to seduce me. I was so young. I was so dumb. I was so naive. I never thought a woman would lust over me and would want me in the way that I lusted over her and wanted her.
Never have I experienced such a day of lustful desire in my life, as I did that first day painting with Kathleen. What a day? What an incredible day? What an unbelievable day of sex. I was so horny. I couldn't wait to go home and masturbate over everything that I saw, felt, and did. Only, thinking that was the end of it, I had no idea that it was only the beginning. With her, the spider, weaving her sexual web, I was caught and there was no way that she was allowing me to go free.
Then, after she unmercifully teased me with all those sexually stimulating questions, when asking me if I wanted to see her tits, feel her tits, suck her nipples, and see and lick her pussy, she blew me. I still can't believe she blew me. It felt so good to not only feel my cock in her mouth but also to see my cock in her mouth, as I played with her tits and fingered her nipples.
After all the times I masturbated, while sexually fantasizing about my mother and my sister blowing me, my first blowjob was much more unbelievable than I had ever imagined. Then, when I gently placed my hand behind Kathleen's head, as I humped her mouth, an impulsive reaction, no one needed to tell me what to do for me to cum in her mouth. Even though I ejaculated prematurely, it was incredible, when I exploded my cum in her mouth. It was even more unbelievable that she not only allowed me to cum in her mouth but also that she swallowed all my cum. Women my age, especially in my neighborhood, nice parochial, Catholic school girls, an oxymoron, if there ever was one, would never do what she did and/or allow me to do what I did. Then, again, in thinking back, the parochial Catholic school girls were always the first ones to get pregnant, before they were married.
Just as watching her stripping was arousing, as if giving me a personal tutorial tour of her naked body, having her voluntarily show me her naked body, while explaining what to do, was arousing. Then, after she allowed me to touch and feel her everywhere, and after we had sex and I licked and fucked her pussy, she made me feel like the man that I hadn't yet become. Even after she took control of me and I followed her lead, threading on uncharted ground, I was afraid to overstep my boundaries. Only, never having had sex with a woman before, I didn't even know where my boundaries were. Learning quickly, I was so new to this and, fortunately, she a good teacher.
Immediately, by her gentle hand and kind words, she made me feel special, experienced, and wanted. She made me feel as if I was her man, she was my woman, and we were a couple. More than just her lover, I was in love. I viewed her as my wicked older girlfriend and, as soon as I thought of her in that way, I thought about all the things we could do together and places we could go, bowling, miniature golf, and the movies. Suddenly, I was falling in love with her until...
To be continued...
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Chapter Nine - Teasing My Friends
She stood and walked to the window. It was now dark outside and every light in her apartment was brightly lit because we had been painting. I was dizzy and I didn't know if my dizziness was from the freshly painted walls or from watching Kathleen immodestly and immorally stand by her window naked. With no shade, curtain, or blind to preserve her modesty, she was shockingly exposed to anyone looking. Staring at the back of her, I could see the front of her by her reflection in the window. Her mirrored reflection gave her an angelic like appearance, as if she was a ghostly figure haunting me now in the way that she surely would years from now.
I couldn't take my eyes off of her naked form. Having never seen a naked woman before that wasn't a forbidden image in an X-rated magazine, I could get enough of seeing her ass, her tits, and her pussy. She was so beautiful and I was in love with her. From any angle, the back, the front, and the side, she had such a shapely body, a body that every woman should have but that so few had. In the way that a bodybuilder was blessed with genetics to build muscles, she was blessed with beauty. I felt as if I was staring at a piece of sculptured art or a naked perfectly formed and anatomically correct mannequin in a department store window. She was pure perfection from any angle and in every way. Glad that she was mine, she was my wicked older girlfriend.
As if her window was a mirror that the light reflected her nakedness, clearly, I could see her tits and her pussy from where I sat. I stared at her ass, as I fingered the head of my cock. Just looking at her standing there naked made me horny again. By just the naked sight of her, I wanted to have sex with her, again. Then, when she touched her body, I couldn't believe what I was seeing. As if she was a naked dancer Go-go, in a window on Bourbon Street, in New Orleans, I watched her feeling her tits, pinching and twisting her nipples, and reaching down and fingering her pussy. Being that she was giving me a private masturbation show, I couldn't help but stare.
With her legs spread wide and her pussy pushed forward, she leaned back and put her weight on her haunches to reach all the way back with her palms on the floor behind her. Wow! Giving the Olympic gymnastic champion Nadia Comeneci a run for her money, I didn't know she had gymnastics skills. Returning to a standing position, she rested her head back and closed her eyes, while she slowly, sexually, and seductively danced, as if she was a naked stripper on stage. As if I wasn't even there and was watching a live sex show, she touched herself everywhere that I imagined touching her and everywhere I had already touch her. This sexy show was so hot, too hot not to have an audience and I wished my four, horny friends were here to see this.
She was sizzling. She was making me mad with desire for her. Yet, I couldn't stop staring nor did I want to interrupt her dance by touching her. I just wanted to watch what she'd do next. I needed to see how far she'd go. Only, I'd think, with her doing such a sexy dance, that she'd turn to face me. Wasn't she dancing expressly for me, after all. Wasn't this sexy, naked show my reward for helping her paint her walls? Unable to see her face in the reflection of the window, I'd have love to see the expression she had on her face and to know what she was thinking. Was she thinking about me, while dancing in that way or was she thinking about someone else, an old boyfriend from her past, perhaps, or a new boyfriend in her future. I didn't know. Actually, if she was thinking of someone other than me, I didn't want to know.
It was then that I now believed Anthony, when he said he had seen her that night when he was out on the ledge, after his parents had been fighting. He didn't want to hear them fighting, he said. He wanted to be alone with his thoughts, he said. Now I believed him, when he told us that he had looked up and had seen Kathleen standing there naked, as if she was purposely exposing herself to him. Maybe she was erotically dancing for him in the way she was now dancing for me. Maybe she didn't know that anyone could see. Maybe she didn't know he was there. Then, again, maybe she did.
It was an incredible sight to see, one I was so lucky and happy to behold. I was mesmerized by her sexy sexual and sensual erotic actions. Instantly, I had an erection. As if I wasn't even there in the room with her, certainly, the sight of her was more erotic with her turned away from me, than if she was facing me. More caught up in her face than in her body, had she been facing me, I would have missed more of her naughty show.
Certainly, more arousing and artistic in nature that I could see her reflection through the window than seeing her straight on because, still, I waited for her to turn and dance expressly for me. Even more exciting, in the way that she ignored me by not turning around to face me, she made me feel as if she was alone in the room and I was a voyeur watching her from afar. As if I was a peeper, I felt so wickedly depraved watching her perverse, private dancing show of touching and of masturbation. I pretended she was Goldie Hawn on Laugh-in and instead of dancing for the viewer audience, she was dancing just for me.
Slowly dancing, she swayed her hips to her imagined music, while moving her body from side to side. Except for some sexy celebrity in a movie or on television, I had never seen a woman move her body in that way fully dressed, never mind naked. An arousing sight to behold, I continued watching her without ever taking my eyes off her. I imagined, no I wished that there was someone out there, who could see her to appreciate this sudden, erotic, private show that she gave me and that was exclusively all mine. Still, imagining someone watching her, imagining someone could see her, I wanted him, whoever he was, and everyone else to know that Kathleen belonged to me. Not the jealous type, just the opposite, excited that someone else would sexually want my woman in the way that I sexually wanted her, it was okay for someone to look, so long as they didn't touch.
She made me feel wickedly naughty to think that someone might see her, my new wicked older girlfriend, and my lover naked. Alas, unless they were dumb enough to climb out on the narrow ledge and stand precariously upon it, while squatting down and holding onto the fence, there was just no way that anyone could see her. Besides, who in the Hell would go to such extremes of doing that, anyway, standing out on the ledge, just to see Kathleen dancing naked, touching herself, and masturbating? I laughed with the thought that every guy from 18-year-old to 88-year-years-old would be standing out on that ledge, as well as some women, too, if only they knew that Kathleen was giving a free naked show for anyone and all to see. If only they knew she was shamelessly dancing naked with the lights out and in front of her windows without shades, curtains, or blinds to conceal all that they could see of her.
It stirred my imagination that she was an exhibitionist and I wondered just how adventurous of an exhibitionist she was. With her not shy about showing her naked body, I imagined all the naughty and sexy games we could play. I imagined her taking me for a ride in her car, while she flashed her tits to the truckers on the road or raised her skirt high enough for the toll booth attendant to get a glimpse of her panties or, knowing her as I do now, not wearing panties, and flashing her pussy. I imagined her climbing the cemetery fence without wearing panties to walk her dog, while I stood and watched the reaction of unsuspecting men passing by, who got a good glimpse of her naked ass and bushy pussy. I imagined her trying on clothes in a department store dressing room without closing the curtain all the way and giving all those bored boyfriends waiting for their girlfriends and horny husbands waiting for their wives a show of her hot body.
'Gees, I was already so horny thinking of all the hot fun that I could have with her at the mall. Only, we'd have to travel to a distant mall, one in New Hampshire, so that no one would recognize me with my slutty, older girlfriend.'
I imagined her flashing a shoe store salesman her panties or her pussy, while he helped her try on boots a size too small. I imagined her sitting at the food court with her knees spread open wide enough for an audience of men to see between her legs. I imagined her shopping for furniture and climbing on an off a bed or climbing in and out of a chair, while exposing herself. I imagined going to the beach with her and her emerging from the water without her bikini top. I imagined all the men who'd volunteer to help her find her bra. I imagined us going to a nude beach and her being the woman possessing the best body. I imagined the pillow talk we'd have later about all of her exhibitionistic flashing, while asking her how she felt about showing her hot body to other men besides me, her new, young boyfriend.
Then, I imagined myself on the other side of the window watching her erotic show of touching and masturbation, while I played with my cock. I imagined myself standing on the narrow ledge, while watching her sexy show. I imagined myself before I met her and as would a stranger, who had happened along and was lucky enough to witness such a sight. Never does anything, such as that ever happen to me, a naked woman in a window sexily, sexually, and unashamedly playing with her shapely body.
I imagined being in the park, on the other side of the window with the both of us masturbating for one another's pleasure, while I watched her and she watched me. Yet, I didn't have to imagine anything. I was there and she was here now in front of me giving me a such a thrilling sexual show. Here she is and even though I'm seeing her from the other side, she still made me excited to imagine someone other than me seeing her from the street. Such a sexy woman, I can't believe she's all mine.
She touched herself, as if I wasn't even there, while standing before her window without a shade appearing so much like one of those New Orleans prostitutes, who stand in the window giving those who pass by a free show of exhibitionism, hoping someone will take them up on their advertised special offer and come inside. Up until that point, I thought it was only guys who flashed their bodies and masturbated. Up until that point, I thought it was only guys who exposed themselves to women. Up until that point, I thought it was only guys who were horny. Up until that point, I didn't know anything. With still a lot to learn, now I do.
A bit behind sexually, as were most young adults my age back then, my parents never told me about the birds and the bees and there wasn't any sex education classes in school. It wasn't until my 13th birthday that my friends straightened me out explaining about cats and dogs. Up until that point, I thought all dogs were male and all cats were female. I felt stupid thinking that and, fortunately, I never told anyone. I also thought that a couple immediately had a baby, once they were married. I didn't know they had to have sex and intercourse for the woman to become pregnant. Just as I know so little now attracted to and attached to such a worldly woman, what did I know? Yet, with such a great teacher, my cougar and her virginal cub, I was learning.
"Your friends..." she said pausing and preoccupied with touching herself, as if she was thinking about what to say next before saying it.
"My friends? What about my friends?"
"Do you think they might be interested...?" She said that surreally, as if she was somewhere else far away. Again, she paused. I watched her feel her tit with one hand, while her fingers deftly played with her nipple, while the other hand rubbed her clit.
"Interested? Interested in what?"
I was more interested in watching her masturbate than in listening to what she was saying. Her voice, was much like the broadcast signal that comes on the television before the programming begins and continues after the programming ends. Unless she was saying dirty things, something so erotically sexual, her voice was so much like distortion and annoying static that interrupted my erotic fantasy of her masturbating for my private, personal pleasure. Watching her touch herself was nothing like I have ever seen and better than any fantasy that I have ever could have imagined, when alone in my room masturbating. I wanted to watch her cum.
"...in helping me around the house, too?"
Too busy watching her masturbate, I didn't get her implication. Her body shuddered with the orgasm she gave herself, as soon as she started talking about my friends helping her...around the house. Never had I seen anything like this before. She gave me another huge erection watching her. Too young to attend a striptease show, this was better than any strippers' show that I could have imagined.
"What? Did you say something? Pardon? I'm sorry, but I didn't hear your question? Please repeat what you just said," I said finally returning to reality from my erotic fantasy of watching her masturbate.
How could I possibly hear what she had to say? I was too busy watching the show and watching her. Having never seen a woman masturbate before, not even realizing that women masturbated, too, she had just masturbated herself. Oh, my God. What's next? What can this woman possibly do as an encore to that purely sexy, personal show.
"Do you think your friends would help me around the house?" This time, when she asked the question, she turned to look at me.
I was too naïve to understand her meaning. Help her around the house? I looked around her small apartment and after we finished painting it, what more work could she possibly need? Her place looks good to me. Maybe, she has a cellar. Maybe, she needs help to clean out her cellar. Maybe she wants my friends to wash her car and/or walk her dog or to help build a deck on her roof, where she can hang out her laundry and tanning. Maybe she wants a place to watch the fireworks on the Fourth of July. Speaking of fireworks, she just give me fireworks by showing me her exploding with an orgasm. Trying to see what chores she needed down, I really couldn't think of any that my friends could do for her.
"Sure, I can ask them. What do you need them to do?"
As soon as I stood up from the floor and saw her standing by her window without a shade in the bright light of the room, I saw the silhouette of my four horny, virginal friends staring back at us from across the park. They were all there watching her. Somehow standing on that little narrow ledge so much like sardines packed on a Japanese commuter train platform, while waiting for the express train that had been eternally delayed, they were who she was giving a show to and not me.
Now, I knew what she was doing and what she wanted help around the house with, but I still couldn't believe it to be true. I thought she was my woman. I thought I was special to her. I didn't know that I was just another cock to her. I thought only guys viewed women like that, as just another piece of ass and as just another conquest. I didn't realize that she thought of me as just another piece of meat.
Suddenly, I felt so used and abused but, honestly, I liked the feeling. Then, in a rush of emotion, suddenly, I was insanely jealous. Never has a woman stirred such emotions of possession in me before, not even Victoria, my prom date. Never had I met a woman such as this. Never had I fantasized that such a woman even existed. As if she was my wet, warm, semen that collected in my hand, after I masturbated, she was sliding away and slipping through my fingers to fall in the arms of my four friends.
To be continued...
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Chapter Ten - "Ask them to come over."
"Ask them to come over," she said breathlessly and still quaking from her orgasm.
"Now? Are you serious? You want my four, perverted friends to come over here now?"
"Ask them," she said turning to look at me. She had a sly, sexy smile that I found so endearing and that made me want to stick my tongue down her throat and make sweet love to her again. The look she gave me made me do anything she asked me to do. "I want you to ask them over...to help me," she said the last three words in a barely audible whisper.
That was all she had to say and somehow, I suddenly understood the household help she needed from my four friends. She turned away from me and I watched her staring out her window but, as if she already knew that I'd obey her request and invite my friends, she didn't look back at me to see me waving them over. Now with her naked body still pressed against the cool glass, she was too busy giving them her free window show of her naked body. She was too busy staring at my four friends, while showing them her naked body. With my hand covering my erection, I turned to look out the window and waved them over.
"Aren't you going to get dressed?" I looked at her. "You're naked and they'll be here in two minutes."
"Silly boy," she said with a smile. As if asking me if I wanted another soda, she asked, "Do you like to watch?"
Stunned that she had no desire to cover her naked body, when I didn't answer her about watching, when I wasn't even sure her meaning, she leaned into me with a deep, wet kiss, as she reached her hand down to cup my testicles, before wrapping her fingers around my cock. Then, she grabbed a cushion from the floor, put in back on the sofa, and made herself comfortable. Now, I knew what she meant by asking me, if I like to watch.
All four of my friends ran from the park and fell into her small apartment instantly. Barky barked, howled, sniffed them all, and then returned to his bed in the kitchen. Apparently, he was already familiar with their scents from all those times he walked by us. We were all guilty of hiding behind the wall to watch Kathleen cross the street, climb the cemetery fence in her mini-skirt, and flash us her panties to walk her dog in the cemetery. We were all guilty of lusting over her from afar. Now, with the tables turned, she was the one lusting over us but up close.
Always, I wondered if she knew we were there peeking. I always wanted to ask her, but feeling like the pervert that I was back then, I never did. How could she not know we were watching her flash us her panty? We giggled and talked foolishness, so much and so loud, like the immature boys we were, instead of 18-year-old men we hoped to be. She must have known we were all there hiding behind the wall waiting and watching for her to give us an in between her legs flashing show of her panties.
Only, if she knew we peeped on her, did she not care that we were there waiting to see her panties or was she flashing us on purpose wanting us to see her panties? I wish I had the forethought to ask her that question back then, a question that was seemingly irrelevant then, especially now that she was sharing her naked body with me, but since then, my question has grown to have more weight of curiosity now. So immaturely naive, I never knew there were women who flashed men. I never knew there were women, who were just as perverted as I was. I never knew there were women, who lusted over me in the way that I lusted over them.
As horny, young men, we were the ones who thought that we had inappropriate thoughts. Never did we suspect that women were capable of having equally as wicked thoughts. From the time we discovered sex, we were made to feel that we were the perverts and that women were ladies. We were made to feel that we were the aggressive predators and they were the innocent victims.
Back then, if only we knew that women wanted sex, just as much as we wanted sex, our sexual urges and desires may have been more out in the open and in tune, rather than hidden away in our dirty minds, while masturbating in our bathrooms. If only we knew women were just as horny as we were and masturbated just as much as we did. If only we were more sexually sophisticated, we may have had a smoother bridge to cross from our repressed, sexual upbringings. With fewer obstacles to block our escape from the puritanical societies protected under church rule and religion that tried to preserve our sexual inhibitions with the guilt of sin during the sexual revolution of the 60's, for sure, we would have had an easier time of morphing from boys to men.
Seeing her sitting there on the couch, she looked so comfortable being naked. She was what I imagined a nudist to be. I had heard about those nudist camps that were hidden away somewhere on paths less traveled in Vermont and/or tucked away in the woods of northern Maine's coastal area, or by the isolated, private beaches of Cape Cod and Martha's Vineyard. Having read about them in Look magazine, I always imagined accidentally coming across one such place and spying over their fence, while taking some candid photos of the nudists with my black and white Polaroid camera. Yet, I never stumbled across a nudist and nudity, that is, until now.
Back then, before the Internet, we didn't even have a movie camera. No one in my neighborhood could afford one. Yeah, sure, there were those families who could afford movie cameras, but we were a bunch of inner city kids and none of us or our parents had money enough to afford anything other than rent and food. I used to fantasize about nudists' colonies, until I finally saw a partially blacked out picture of some of the people in the nudist's camps in a magazine some years back. There was another magazine article in Look Magazine, which has since gone out of print. The article gave nudists' and their colonies some free press, not that they needed any more exposure.
Based on the blacked out photos that they dared print back then, too many of the nudists were fat and old. Then again, it may have been because I was young and slim that everyone over 40-years-old appeared to be fat and old. Not that there is anything wrong with being fat and old but, as far as I was concerned back then, naked fat and old people should have been banned from recreating at a nudist colony or, at the very least, required to wear a warning tag around their neck.
"Unless you're really horny or perverted, or as fat and old as we are, you really don't want or need to see this."
I suppose, once I'm old and fat myself, and toothless and drooling, while residing in a nursing with the rest of the old, fat, and toothless residents, I'll probably lust over some old and fat woman, who has no teeth and sagging breasts. Yet, now that I'm still in my prime, I'll keep my thoughts about the perfection of naked, nudist women, as unrealistic as my fantasies are about them.
It may have been just that one nudist camp that Look Magazine published photos from and that had a higher percentage population of fat and old nudists, but after reading that magazine article and seeing those photos, I stopped fantasizing about nudism, nudists, and nudists' camps then, that is, until now. With Kathleen sitting naked on the couch, I imagined her being a nudist. For sure, I'd join any camp where someone looking like her was a practicing nudist. She'd make a great nudist. If nudist camps were to advertise, she'd make for a perfect spokeswoman. She with her voluptuous body is what nudism is or should be all about. If they put her naked photo in a magazine under nudist colony, more people, especially men, would join.
Maybe, I'm a naked elitist, nudist snob, but I imagine those with a perfect body, who'd want to show their bodies and those with not such a great body, who'd prefer not removing their clothes in front of those with great bodies, should have separate nudist camps. Then, again, where else can those, who don't have a perfect body, feel comfortable enough to show their not so perfect bodies, other than at a nudist colony or a nude beach? Still, in the way that Kathleen was so comfortable in her skin, with not an embarrassed bone in her body, even though I had a good body, I could never be as openly exposed as she was now.
Now that I know that many nudists don't have a perfect body, I'm sure that nudists and nudism have a cross section of the population filled with as many good bodies as there are not so good bodies, much like a nude beach. On the other hand, too much of the population today is obese or bordering on obesity and, perhaps because of the Internet, nudism has lost much of the forbidden taboo and lusty luster that it had back in the fifties and sixties. Now, if you want to see naked people, you just have to go out to cyberspace to watch a video. Therefore, I propose because of the Internet, we all have become closet nudists or, at the very least, exhibitionists and voyeurs to some degree.
Even after comparing Kathleen to all the women I have known since, never have I seen a woman so relaxed and comfortable, while being naked. So many women that I know, women with great bodies, are ashamed of their bodies and would never want to be seen or photographed naked. By using flattering clothes, they go through great deception to hide their bodies because they may have extra weight around the middle or they imagine their thighs are too big or their hips are too wide, but whatever, guys don't really care about all that, especially when the woman is naked and in bed with them.
Most guys don't even see any a woman's imperfection, especially when both consenting parties are naked and are about to have sex, especially in a darkened bedroom without the visual aid of light. We only see tits, asses, and pussies. Seriously, we'd much rather have a woman who is comfortable with her body and in her own skin, so that she'd be more of an exhibitionist, allowing us to be our natural voyeur selves, while showing us and others more up skirt and/or down blouse views.
Kathleen was such a woman. Kathleen was the perfect slutty girlfriend. Willing to do anything at any time with any one, she was the closest thing to a swinger without being a swinger. Now that I think of it, maybe she was a swinger. I don't know. Only, the swingers that I know have more discrimination, not that me and my friends needed to be discriminated against. Yet, most female swingers shied away from gangbangs and from having sex with men that were younger than their sons. To each their own, there were plenty of swinging women, who loved a good gangbang and who could never have a sexual partner that was young enough.
Suffice to say that Kathleen was comfortable with her body, an understatement. Sure, it's easier to be comfortable with your body, when the body you possess as perfect as was her body, yet, still my idea of perfection, may not be someone else's idea of perfection. I'm sure that if Kathleen was asked back then, if she had a perfect body, she'd say no and that she didn't like this or that about her body, while wishing it was bigger here or smaller there. Then, again, if I or any of my four, horny friends were asked, especially now after all these years have gone by, if Kathleen had a perfect body, we'd all reply that she was a Heavenly Goddess. We'd all say, in chorus, that she was the best lay we ever had.
Yet, now that she was here with me sitting on the sofa naked in front of my four friends, I was filled with mixed emotions. I was embarrassed for her and excited for myself, at the same time. Also, I was a bit jealous that my perverted friends were seeing Kathleen, my now apparently ex-girlfriend naked, too. It was weird that I was thinking of her as my ex-girlfriend, even though she really wasn't even my girlfriend in the first place. She was just an older woman, who used me for her personal, sexual pleasure, as she was now about use my friends.
What the Hell? What did I know? Only a few hours ago, I was an 18-year-old virgin and now look at me. I'm a man of the world with my imagined jilted girlfriend leaving me in favor of my four, horny friends, who are hoping to get some sexual experience from her, too. Alas, no doubt, it won't be long before she rejects us all for a basketball team from China, a baseball team from Japan, or sailors on leave from the United States Navy. Yet, looking back, thinking of her as my girlfriend was certainly a normal feeling to have towards the first woman, who helped me sexually become a man. Always, I'll be forever grateful to her.
I was so young and vulnerable then and I was looking at her through rose colored lenses without seeing her for who she was or what she was. Yet, if that was an older man lusting over much younger women, so long as they were of legal age, we wouldn't even think of him as odd or perverted, only normal in a lustful and horny sort of way. We'd think of him as a man and a lover of women, albeit younger women. We'd even joke about his sexy antics, boast about his sexual prowess, and even comment that he must have a lot of money because, why else would that young chick be with that old guy?
Only, she was an older woman, who lusted after men, younger men, and men who were nearly half her age. She was a cougar before they even used the word cougar to describe older women attracted to younger men. Proudly, without reservations, we were her private, personal, pride of cubs. We all had our own special memories of Kathleen.
"Meow!"
I remember back then, after all of us got what we wanted from her, we regarded her as a whore. Even though we all loved her in one way or another, we talked about her badly, as if she was a bitch of an ex-wife. A way for me to feel better about her rejecting me for my friends and a way for my friends to feel better about her rejecting them for other younger men, no doubt, that was still wrong of me and us to feel that way about her. If she was here now, I'd apologize to her for thinking that about her and for saying all the mean things I said. If she was here now, I'd thank her for making me the man that I am today. If she was here now, I'd treated her with the respect of a special lady that she so deserves.
Admittedly, with love in my heart and lust in my eyes, I didn't feel that she was a whore, when I was with her and having sex with her, because I really liked her, even loved her probably. She was smart, pretty, and fun. Even more than that, she was my Maureen O'Hara. Yet, just as bad in intent, as I was loose in comment by not defending her reputation and by participating in her being bashed by joining in the fun, I went along with the comments that my friends made, so as to fit in with the group and not to have them think me different and call me pussy whipped. Yet, as the years passed, we regarded her with desire and talked lustfully about those sexy times with her. Now, that I'm older and wiser, I regard her with warm and fond memories, my mature paramour, my sexy Maureen O'Hara, who helped guide me through my rite of passage, by having sex with an older woman.
Only, when compared to her male counterparts, she wasn't a whore at all. She was normal in a perverted sort of way at worst, perhaps, just as were her male counterparts, and just as we were as perverted, back then. And I dare say, if other women possessed the body and the opportunity to bed a younger man, they would have taken that experience and run with it, possibly, so long as no one else discovered their sexual preference for younger men and their lustful albeit embarrassing indiscretions. I guess, now that I recall the incidences of that day, those times with her were some of the best times of my life.
Normally just the opposite, when having sex for the first time, carefree and exciting, I only wish all of my sexual adventures had been as good, as my first sexual experience that I had with Kathleen. She was, without a doubt, my first sexual love. Now that I had experienced an older woman, over with and done with the cougar and cub thing, I prefer women my age. I prefer women a bit older or a bit younger than me. I prefer women, who I can have a conversation with and women, who share my background and common interests. Nonetheless, not in judgment of anyone for their sexual preferences, whatever floats your boat is fine with me, so long as your peccadilloes, perversions, and sexually fetishes, don't hurt anyone.
To be continued...
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Chapter One - The black binder filled with erotic stories
"Mom! I'm home. Where are you?"
"I'm up here in your room, Jason," said Elizabeth to her son dryly.
Thinking it odd, Jason immediately noticed her stern tone. Normally, she's in the kitchen to give him a hug and a kiss on the cheek, as if she had been there waiting for him to come home to greet him. Normally, as if he was the man of the house and, no doubt, he was, she was eager to listen to how his day was, while serving him milk and cookies at the kitchen table, as if he was still her little boy. Normally, she's happy to see him. Today was different. He felt the tension in the air and in her voice. Something was wrong, but what? Then, he realized that she was in his room.
"Oh, shit. What did she find?"
An overload of thoughts went through his head. What's his mother doing in his room? With respecting one another's privacy a big issue, as much for her, as it is for him, she never goes in his room. Did he forget to close his bedroom door? No, he remembered closing it, when leaving for his college class. Did he forget to shut down his computer? No, he didn't. He remembered shutting it down. Even if he had left his computer up and running, everything is password protected anyway, he thought to himself, while putting down his books and removing his backpack. There's no way his technology phobic mother could read any of what he's written about her on his computer.
'Oh, shit!'
Maybe she found a pair of her panties and/or her bra that he used to feel, while masturbating and forgot to put back in the laundry bin.
'Oh, fuck.'
Sick with worry, knowing she found something, but what, he scaled the stairs to his room two at a time.
"Hi, Mom," said Jason with a forced smile, while standing in his doorway and looking around his room to see if anything looked disturbed.
His mother was sitting on his bed. She never sits on his bed. What's that all about? A foreboding feeling of doom took hold of him, as if being sent to the principal's office, when he was back in high school, so long ago.
"Hi, Jason," she said without standing to give him a smile or a kiss on the cheek and he was too upset with her to go to her to get one.
"What are you doing in my room?"
He tried acting calm, when he was panicking inside. He knew she had found something, he could tell by her stiff demeanor, but what? As if she was the bloody Queen of England, she was always so stiffly judgmental, but today she was his mother on steroids. Today, she invaded his privacy. Suddenly, he felt so controlled by her.
He should have known this living arrangement would never work. With all of his friends living just off campus in their own apartments, a 22-year-old grown man, he was still living at home with his mother. Only, feeling bad about leaving her, having been so close to her for so long, putting off the inevitable, he picked the local university, instead of leaving the state to go to school. He figured living at home, instead of on campus, would not only save money but also would make her feel better about him maturing into a man and no longer being her little boy. Only, what would she do, when he found a woman, got married, and left her to live his life?
He wondered what she possibly could have found. He didn't use drugs, but maybe one of his friends left a joint or a roach of marijuana behind, when last they visited. Oh, God, how embarrassing would that be, if she found evidence of him masturbating, especially at his age, a spent tissue, perhaps, or his nude photos of Jennifer Lopez, his cougar idol. Maybe, being that she was already sitting on his bed, she was going to give him the birds and bees talk. Yet, at 22-years-old, even though she still treated him, as if he was her little boy, he was no longer a horny, pimple faced teenager; he was a man.
Oh, shit, maybe she found his spy magazine, the one with the color camera circled that he was saving to buy to spy on her stripping naked to take a shower, dressing and undressing for bed in her bedroom, or hoping to catch her masturbating in bed. He chose that particular camera because the software automatically downloaded the live feed to his computer. Pretending he was sitting behind his computer doing his homework, he could watch his naked mother, instead, from any room in the house on his portable, wireless laptop. Whatever she found, he could tell by the look on her face that she found something bad. Whatever it was, he was fucked.
"Well," said Elizabeth seated on his bed with her knees pressed so tightly together, that they looked, as if they were cemented.
Yet, even with her knees so tightly pressed together, because of her preference for short skirts and because of her shapely thighs from jogging around the neighborhood, she still inadvertently and routinely gave him a sneak peek of a triangular patch her panty, just above her thighs.
"Yes? What is it, mother?" Acting as if someone in the family had died, her stiff demeanor frightened him.
Just as she was so damn beautiful, she was so damn anal. Just once, he'd love to see her relax. Just once, he'd love to see her drunk, or high, or so happy that she didn't care about all the unimportant things in life that made her so crazy. He tried to get her to meditate by buying her a book and a tape for Christmas, but she never did. A day at the spa, he bought her a massage for her birthday, but she never used that either. An attractive woman, he wished she'd find someone to make her happy and to get her off his back, but that dating service that he submitted her profile to didn't work. She had a few dates and he suspected she had sex, but the men she dated, probably players just looking for sex, never called her for a second date. For better or for worse, two peas in a pod and attached at the hip, as if they never cut the umbilical cord, they were still stuck together, as mother too attached to her son.
Knowing she was thinking about what to say, he watched her wrestle with her thoughts. In the way she smoothed down her short skirt and placed her hands in her lap, as if to purposely deny him his customary up skirt view of her panty, if he was looking, he figured she somehow knew that he was always looking to see what he can see of her. Yet, how in the Hell did she find out that he was a voyeur and she was his personal, private exhibitionist? With the use of diversions to divert her attention away from his sexual intentions and away from his incestuous stare with well placed mirrors, going out of the way with precautions to make the house a secretive voyeur's paradise, he had been so careful over the years for her not to catch him looking.
"I was putting away your clothes, when I decided to change your sheets," she said looking up at him with a horror, as if he had just told her that he was a serial killer. "I found your black binder full of disgusting, dirty stories about me tucked beneath your mattress," she said pulling out the book from behind her back and holding up his sordid book of incestuous stories with her as the starring character.
"I'm sorry, Mother," he said with his head down, as if he had just broken the window again playing baseball on the front lawn, when he was a kid.
"I must admit, because the writing was top notch, it was an interesting read," she said with smugness.
Nonetheless, her compliment, she looked at him, as if he had just stabbed her through the heart. She looked at him with a face full of hurt, in the way she must have looked at her boyfriend, when he told her he didn't love her, after impregnating her with him 23-years ago and deserting her to raise him alone. Always so positive, she always looked for the bright side of things and the fact that she was complimenting him on his erotic writing about her, his own mother, was a bit of a stretch.
"Mom! You read my stories?" Lightheaded, he was paralyzed with fear, while nearly every dirty word he wrote about her fast forwarded through his mind in the way of a supersonic ticker tape. Sick with remorse, he couldn't move. "How could you? That's personal. That's private. That's mine."
"So wrong on so many different levels, how dare you write those dirty stories about me, Jason, your own mother!" She said holding up his black binder, as if she was a holy woman holding up the Bible to ward off the Devil in her house.
She looked at him in the way she did, when he came home from Junior High and used swears word, before she cured him of that, by washing his mouth out with soap. She hated foul language and would have nothing to do with any man, who used it, which is why, no doubt, she's alone and lonely now.
"I don't understand, Mother. We had a privacy agreement. Why were you even in my room, under the pretense of laundering my sheets, when I do my own laundry," he said watching her eyeing him, as if he was a stranger in her house. "I don't go in your room and go through your stuff," he said suddenly feeling guilty and so much like the incestuous pervert that he was, when remembering going through her panty and bra drawer to masturbate to the feel of her sexy lingerie, whenever she was out shopping.
"Is this what I pay your college tuition for you to do, to write dirty stories about me?" She waved the book at her son, as if it was a Playboy magazine she found in his bedroom fifty years ago.
"Mom, I can explain."
"Explain? How can you possibly explain that you wrote perverted stories about me, your own mother? How can you possibly defend your incestuous pornography?"
As if he had already violated her and raped her, as so often he imagined doing, actually, he did violate her by writing such trash about her. Suddenly feeling so guilty, how could he do such a thing to her? She looked at him through sad eyes that suddenly welled up with tears and her sad look pained his heart. Even more than that, as if he had betrayed her and, no doubt, he had, she looked at him with such a suffering sorrow that he wanted to throw himself at her feet and beg her forgiveness.
Only, he was torn. Even though she discovered his dirty secret by finding his erotic stories, he'd never stop writing them. He couldn't stop writing them. With his passion his writing and his mother, his sexual release that relieved his sexual frustration in not being able to have sex with his mother was writing about having sex with his mother.
"Look at the stories from my point of view. They're just stories. They're not even dirty stories, Mom, not really. They're loving family stories, about a mother's love for her son and a son's love for his mother. They're erotic literature and they're not all about you," he said in his defense. "I only used you as--"
"Not dirty stories? They're disgusting stories. They're nothing more than pornographic filth."
Only, as soon as she stopped listening to interrupt him, he knew that he had no defense. With his explanation sounding good in his head, as soon as he started verbalizing it, he realized that his justification for incestuously writing about her was as ridiculous as were his stories. Wishing he never had printed out his stories and wishing he had left them on his hard drive, he wished he lived alone. Afraid of losing all that he had written, he printed the erotic stories as a backup security measure, should his computer crash and something happen to his backups. Busted, he was so busted.
After she read all that he's written about her, what could he possibly say to appease her and to make her forgive him for using her in that disgusting way? Suddenly feeling so perverted, he was so embarrassed for his mother to know that he had written incestuous stories about her. Now, she knows that he's a pervert. Now, she knows that she can't trust him in her own house. Now, instead of walking around in her nightgown, instead of stepping out of the bathroom just wearing a towel, and instead of wearing her bikini out back by the pool, she'll always make sure that she's modestly covered. His voyeurism of his mother was officially over.
"I'm sorry, Mom."
"The stories that I read are trash, Jason. The stories that I read are so sexually explicit that I'm embarrassed that my son would write such filth about me," she said flipping through the binder. "Shocking, so very shocking. How dare you write this trash about me? How could you write such dirty things about me? It's bad enough to think of this filth, but why would you put such disgusting thoughts to paper? What's wrong with you for you to write these stories about me, your mother?" She looked at him, as if he had just slapped her. "At a loss for words, Jason, I just don't know what to say to you, other than I'm deeply hurt."
"My stories are not trash, Mom," he said trying to find a high road to take that would take him away from the low road he was walking. "They're all quality stories, albeit erotic literature, about a mother's love for her son and a son's love for his mother."
"Bullshit!" She picked up his binder and opened it. "Explain to me how Mom Catches Me Masturbating Over Her Panties is a quality story. I exploded my cum all over her panty is what you wrote," she said reading from his story. "Is that what you do, masturbate over my panties?" She looked at him with his head down and when he didn't answer, she continued.
"No, I don't masturbate over your panties, Mom," he said finally and lying.
"Here's another good family story about a mother's love for her son," she said flipping through pages. "My Drunken Mother Forces Me to Have Sex with Her," she said looking up at him, while turning page after page looking for passages to quote. "After she forced me to lick her pussy, she pulled down my pajama bottoms and impaled her mouth with my cock. Those are your words, Jason. You wrote that filth about me. Is that your sexual fantasy, me forcing you to have sex with me? Do you fantasize about licking my pussy, while I suck your cock?"
He never heard his mother use such words. As soon as she said licking her pussy, he thought about being between her thighs, while licking her pussy. As soon as she said sucking his cock, he thought about his mother on her knees sucking his cock. As if a sexual fantasy come true, as if they were having forced pillow talk, he couldn't believe he was having this impromptu sexual conversation with his mother, of all people.
"No, Mother," he said in a small voice. Finally free from the hiding and sneaking around, instead of feeling guilty for writing his incestuous stories, instead of feeling guilty that she found his stories, he felt sexually aroused that she was quoting what he wrote. As if they were having pillow talk, it was exciting to hear her read his words. "It's just a story, Mom."
"Here's a good one, Videotaping My Mother Undressing," she said looking at him with shock. "And here's another good one Watching My Mom Masturbating," she said looking around his room. "I found your Spy book, by the way, with a tiny spy cam circled. Is there a camera hidden in my room? Have you hidden a camera in the bathroom? Are you watching me, Jason, hoping to catch me naked or to see me masturbating? Must I watch for video cameras recording me stripping naked in my own house? How dare you write this vile, disgusting crap about me, Jason, my own son. I no longer know who you are. You make me feel so violated and so dirty."
When she merely mentioned stripping naked, he imagined watching her undressing. He imagined her in bed with her eyes closed, her knees up, and her fingers buried deep in her pussy. He'd give anything for his mother to give him a free show of her hot, nude body.
"There's no video cameras watching you, Mom," he said now glad that he didn't order the video camera.
Now that she knows, he'd be so embarrassed had she found a camera in the bathroom and in her bedroom. Glad that he hadn't, it was then that he realized how he would have violated his mother by spying on her. Still, the thought of seeing her strip herself naked aroused him.
"Here's another good one, Helping My Mother Take a Bath," she said looking up at him. "Is that what you'd like to do, Jason, strip me naked, while touching me and feeling me everywhere, on the pretense of helping me to take a bath?"
"It's just a story, Mom," he said suddenly imagining stripping her naked, while touching and feeling her everywhere, on the pretense of helping her to bath.
"And what about this one, Taking my Mom to my Prom and to my Bed. Have you seriously imagined us having intercourse? So wrong on so many different levels, how could you, Jason. I'm your mother."
"It's all just fiction, Mom," he said suddenly thinking about lying in between his mother's legs, while making love to her, before fucking her, really fucking her, and slamming his big, hard cock inside of her warm, wet pussy.
"And what about Mom Gives Me a Birthday Blowjob?" She turned the page and started reading aloud. "She sucked my cock, while stroking me. I couldn't believe my Mom was giving me a blowjob and what a blowjob it was, the best blowjob I ever had. I told her that I was about to cum, but she didn't care. She told me that she swallows and she said it was okay if I cummed in her mouth, so I did and she swallowed all my cum," read Elizabeth from her son's story. "How are any of these good family stories about a mother's love for her son? They are all nothing but vile pornography."
"I really wasn't thinking of you giving me a blowjob, Mom," he said lying.
He couldn't count the number of times that he masturbated over the imagined image of his mother on her knees with his cock buried in her pretty mouth, while she looked up at him with her big, green eyes. Just as he was thinking about her sucking his cock then, he was thinking about her sucking his cock now. Hearing her read what he wrote and hearing her utter words that he never heard cross her lips was arousing. He couldn't wait to write another incestuous story of this scenario and of her finding his black binder filled with incestuous stories about her.
"Can it, Jason. For you to write that story, you had to imagine me blowing you and cumming in my mouth," she said staring up at him, before looking down at the book again. "And what about this new one, the only story not finished," she said holding up the open page of the story, before tossing the book to him. "This one is a real quality story, Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day," she said looking up at him with sarcasms. "How dare you? To think that I'd ever strip naked for you, my own son, will never happen in your my lifetime. What's wrong with you? How could you turn out to be such a sexually deranged monster. I'm appalled. I'm disgusted. I'm ill."
He wished his mother would embrace the nude holiday and strip naked. Throwing all of her sexual inhibitions aside, he wished they could celebrate the holiday together. Just once, he'd love to see his mother naked. He could only imagine the better story he'd write, if only he had his mother's naked body as his inspiration.
"I'm sorry, Mom, really I am but they're just stories," said Jason in his quiet voice and with his head down and his eyes cast to the floor in the way that he did, when he broke her vase, crashed her car, and after she discovered the beer party he had, when she went to see her mother over the long weekend. Mortified and sick to his stomach that she knew his secret, he picked up his book and tossed it on his bed beside her. "The stories are just part of my creative writing classes. It's all just fiction," he said looking up at her with a face full of shameful guilt.
What else could he say? There was nothing he could say to change her opinion of him and of his stories? As if he had sexually violated his mother by writing such explicit and graphic sexual content about her, there was no apology big enough for him to utter and for her to accept. Now that he was of legal age and with no place else to go, he feared her throwing him out of the house.



"Your creative writing class?" She looked at him with shocked disbelief. "Do you read these stories about me in class in front of everyone, including your teacher?" She looked at him in horror. "I'm mortified. I'm humiliated," she said slapping his mattress with her hand. "I can never show my face at your university again with everyone now thinking that we have an intimate, incestuous relationship. How could you so violate me with your words? How could you so privately embarrass me and so publically humiliate me."
"No, mother. I haven't read any of these stories in class. These are just stories that I write on my own and--"
"And what?"
"I post them."
"You post them?" She looked at him with shock. "What do you mean, you post them? You post them where?" Not giving him a chance to answer, she repeated her question. "Where do you post these dirty stories about me fucking and sucking you?"
As soon as she said fucking and sucking him, he couldn't help but think of her naked. He couldn't help but think of her on her back with her legs spread ready to accept his hard cock in her warm, wet, tight pussy. With her finding his stash of erotic stories, with her now knowing his incestuous secret, with him so attracted to his mother before, it didn't take much to get him aroused now. His mind was filled with the forbidden imagined image of fucking his mother. His mind was filled with the imagined image of his mother on her knees and sucking his cock.
"I post them on the Internet," he said softly, not believing that he was telling her everything, but relieved, actually, that she knew his secret.
"What? Oh, my God," she said clutching her chest, as if she was having a heart attack. "You post them on the Internet? God help my poor boy," she said signing herself and looking up at the ceiling with her hands tightly pressed together, as if God was there looking down, while listening to her. "You post them to Facebook?"
"No, Mother. I don't post my stories on Facebook," said Jason.
"Oh, my God. Everyone knows your name, now. No! Oh, no! How dare you? What's wrong with you, Jason? I'm so embarrassed," she said staring at her son.
"Just as no one knows who you are, Mother, no one knows who I am," said Jason but falling on deaf ears, as his mother was no longer listening to what he had to say.
"We're going to make an appointment to see a psychiatrist today because there's something seriously wrong with you," she said waving her stiff, index finger at him. "For you to write such filthy, perverted, and incestuous stories about me, your own mother, that's so horribly disgusting. I have no words to express how badly I feel. I just can't believe all that you've written about me. I'm mortified."
"I don't use my real name, Mother. No one knows it's me writing the story about you or that it's even you in the story. I don't even use your real name or description," he said trying to calm her panic by assuaging her fears that her identity was not known worldwide. "You read my stories, nowhere does the name Elizabeth, Liz, or Beth appear in any of my stories. The name that I use for the mother's character is always the same. I use Julie and she's blonde with blue eyes and has D cup breasts, instead of a brunette with green eyes and C cup breasts."
"How do you know what bra cup size I am?" She looked at him with shocked embarrassment, while folding her arms across her breasts and reaching her hand up to clutch the collar of her blouse closed.
Oh, oh, he was busted again. He wondered now, if she suspected that he masturbated, while fondling her lingerie. Playing the innocent victim card, he persevered in his lies.
"I've seen your bras in the laundry hamper, Mommy," he said, as if he was still her little boy, while thinking about all the times he masturbated, while holding, feeling, and sniffing her bra and panty. "And I don't post the stories on Facebook," he said again, in case she didn't hear him say that the first time.
He loved her underwear. Maybe because they belonged to his mother, but her bras and panties were so erotically sexy. When all of his friends' mothers were older and fatter, his mother was a MILF of a mother. When all of his friends' mothers wore underwear bought from Wal-Mart and K-Mart, his mother wore Victoria Secrets' underwear. In a multitude of materials, styles, and colors, in the way that he's written so many times about her bra and panty, he'd love to see his mother model her sexy bra and panty just for him.
"What site is it that you post these dirty stories about me, then, if not Facebook?"
"Literotica."
"What? Liter what?"
"I post them to Literotica.
"Literotica? What is that some incestuous porn site for perverts and degenerates, who sexually fantasize about their mothers fucking them and sucking their cocks? Oh, God help me. My son has lost his mind to incest," she said looking up at the ceiling, while signing herself again.
Every time his mother used the words fuck and suck in reference to all the stories that he wrote about her, he was dizzy with sexual excitement. Every time his mother used the words fuck and suck in reference to all that he's written about her, he couldn't stop himself from imagining fucking his mother, after she sucked his cock.
"Literotica is a writing site and just as not all my stories are about you, not all my stories are dirty stories, I mean, erotic literature. I write some non-erotic stories, humor, poetry, and stories about other people, too."
"Why do you post them online, if the stories are just for your creative writing endeavors and are, as you said, personal?"
"Because Literotica has writing contests, Mom. This new story is for the Nude Day contest and, if enough people vote for me, I can win some money to help with my college expenses. I was only thinking of helping you in defraying some of my educational costs, by entering these stories about you in their contests," he said hoping she'd believe him by taking what he said, as his altruistic excuse to write his incestuous stories about her.
"Can it, Jason. That's bullshit. I'm not an idiot," she said looking at him, as if he was deranged.
"Sorry, Mom, it was worth a try."
"How much?"
"How much what, Mom?"
The perverted son that he was, he imagined his mother was asking him how much he'd pay her to have sex with him. If he had a thousand dollars to give his mother for sex, he would, but he didn't. Maybe she'd take an IOU for her to give him a blowjob. He'd do anything for his mother to suck his cock, while he played with her big tits and fingered her nipples.
"How much money can you win in these writing contests?"
"Oh. Well, it's not very much money for the work and effort put forth to create, develop, write, and edit such quality stories, but it may lead to something else, an e-Book, perhaps, or a writing job with a publisher. First prize is $150, second prize is $100, and third prize is $75. Only..."
"Only, what?"
"I'm stuck, Mommy," he said looking at her with sad puppy dog eyes, the same eyes he looked at her with, before she bought him a used car to travel back and forth to college. "So prolific before, my writing has dried up now and suddenly stopped. Alas, I can't write a thing," he said putting the back of his hand to his forehead and looking at her with sadness. "I've been staring at the same blank page for hours, days, in thinking of what else to write. For the first time, my problem is that I'm having a difficult time writing about you."
To be continued...
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Chapter Two - Swallowing it all, Hook, Line, and Sinker, Mom Takes the Bait
"About me? Why suddenly now are you having problems writing about me," she said looking at him with disbelief, before looking down at his book filled with erotic stories about her, "when you never have before?"
"Now don't get mad and don't take this the wrong way," he looked at her, while waiting for her to give him a nod of affirmation and when she did, he continued. "But I've been trying to write about you naked and I just can't," said Jason trying to control the sexual excitement that he suddenly felt by the thoughts of agreeing to strip naked and her sitting in his room and on his bed naked.
Had he stuck a pin in her, he wouldn't have gotten more of a reaction. Had he torn her cross from the wall and the thrown the picture of Jesus with his Apostles at his Last Supper in the trash, he wouldn't have received an angrier stare. Had he ripped open her blouse, which he so wanted to do, he'd never evoke such a disgusted look.
"Don't get mad? Don't take it the wrong way? How can I not get mad and take that the wrong way, when my perverted son is stuck trying to imagine me naked, while writing a story about me, his mother, naked? Oh, boohoo. That's just too damn bad you can't imagine me naked. Newsflash, Jason, you're not supposed to imagine your mother naked," she said lecturing him in the way that she always did.
When she acts like that, so confident in herself and so angry at the world, is when he's attracted to her the most. Filled with opinions and ideas, his mother is a real woman and not some empty headed, cute, little ass or a blonde piece of fluff, that he dated in the past. Obviously, none of his prior girlfriends measured up to Mommy. None of his girlfriends could fill her size 7 shoes.
"All that I've written so far for this story is garbage," he said continuing in hopes of trying to explain the difficulty that he was having in trying to write her nude character with the hopes that she'd take pity on him and strip naked.
"Garbage in is garbage out, Jason," she said with a satisfied motherly look. "Writing incestuous stories about your mother is garbage from the start. Trying to imagine me naked is fruitless. You will never see me naked," she said wrapping her arms tighter around herself and crossing her legs to make herself look like a pretzel.
"It isn't believable," said Jason ignoring his mother's comment and persevering, in spite of her negative opinion of his creative work, albeit incestuous writing, along with his hint of wanting to see her naked. "My writing, suddenly, about you is all forced. For the first time in more than 3 years, I may not have a story to enter in the National Nude Day contest and if I don't enter a story, I won't have a chance to win any money. Moreover, I'll lose all my fans."
She looked at him unflustered by him wanting to see her naked and about him not winning any money, that is, until he mentioned fans. As if his writing became realer because there were readers, she softened.
"Fans? What fans? You have fans?"
She looked at him with a face full of surprise that her son would have fans reading his stories about her. A flash of sexual excitement crossed her face, before she returned to being his mother.
"Yes. Mostly older men, of course, but tens of thousands of people from all around the country and all around the world, United Kingdom, Australia, Japan, China, India, Germany, France, Spain, and the Netherlands write comments and e-mail me about my stories and about you, Mommy."
"They write to you about me, your mother, having sex with you, my son, and about you, my son, having sex with me, your mother?"
"Yes, Mommy, they do. They love my stories. They love your character. They think you're hot," said Jason feeling his cock twinge and so wanting to tell his mother that he thinks that she's hot, too. "I even receive comments and e-mails from some women, too, who have a secret desire to have sex with their sons."
"Gross," she said making a sour face, as if having just bitten a lemon. "I don't know how a mother could ever have sex with her son. That's just so perverse."
"Just because it's a son's sexual fantasy to have sex with his mother or a mother's sexual fantasy to have sex with her son, doesn't mean that either will go through with it. Incest is just a sexual fantasy for most, more for some and less for others. Just reading about the possibility of having sex with your mother or with your son is stimulating enough for most people to masturbate over the thought of having incestuous sex," said Jason suddenly wondering if his mother masturbates and if she does, what arouses her enough for her to masturbate.
"So, that's what these stories are? In addition to being a sexual fantasy, writing about me naked is fodder for your masturbation? My son writes masturbation stories about me being naked? That knowledge makes me sick to my stomach."
"You could look at it that way, mother but, truly, they are just stories to me," said Jason having a hard time letting go of the image of his mother lying on her bed with her legs spread, while she masturbated herself over having sex with him.
Who knows? Maybe she's being so resistive to his stories of incest because he struck a familiar chord. Maybe she's just as attracted to him, as he's attracted to her. Only, being his mother, she had to show more restraint. Being his mother, unable to run wilde, she must set an example. Being his mother, she can't force her son to have sex with her in the way that he'd like to force his mother to have sex with him.
"Then, I don't understand how imagining me naked, while stripping for Nude Day, should be a problem for you, when you've already written so very many stories about me naked," she said with her face flushing red. "You've imagined me undressing, you've imagined me masturbating, you've imagined me taking a bath, giving you a blowjob, taking me to your prom and to your bed, and having sex with my naked, drunken body," she said breathlessly, as if his hot bedroom and/or his stories were beginning to get to her. "What more is there possibly to imagine that you haven't already imagined?"
"It's not at all like that, Mom. My stories are not just about incestuous sex. My stories are about real people, people who aren't incestuous perverts, but people who come together at a time, when they need love the most."
"Your stories are filthy pornography," she said pointing a finger of shame at him, as if her next line was going to be that he'd burn in Hell for all that he's written about her. "Love has nothing to do with your stories. Sex, sex, sex, your stories all about sex, forbidden sex, and incestuous sex."
"My stories are real stories with a beginning, a middle, and an ending," said Jason ignoring his mother's comments and persevering in defense of his stories. "All of my stories have a plausible plot, tension, dialogue, imagery, description, and character development. Any time I write about having sex with you," he said looking at her, as if imagining having sex with her, "it's always written in a loving way and not in a crass or pornographic way. Any time I write about having sex with you, it's more about love than it is about sex."
"I don't care how lovingly you think you write your story, the fact that you're writing about having sex with your mother cannot disguise the fact that you're writing about incest. You can put a leash on any animal, but only a dog is a dog, and your stories are trash, no matter how you present them," she said looking smugly satisfied with herself for voicing her opinion in such an articulate and metaphoric way.
"I write stories that are believable and stories that could happen between any mother and son, under the right circumstances. In all of my stories, always there's a reason why a mother and son come together, be it for love, comfort, sex, or something else, a tragedy or even a death in the family, no matter what their relationship, mother/son, father/daughter, or brother/sister, we're all humans. We all have needs sexual or otherwise."
He watched her unfold her arms and uncross her legs. Was she softening? Has he worn her down and won her over, just a little bit? He didn't know. Not able to be in the head of his mother, not able to know what she was thinking and feeling, sometimes, she was so hard to read.
"I did noticed that about your stories, many of them are about real life issues and about real people," she said distinctly softening.
"Thank you for noticing, mother."
As if they were having a conversation about something else, other than incest, she dropped the tension she had in her shoulders and gave him a soft smile. Then, she fell silent for a moment, while looking at him and he wondered what she was thinking.
"After having read all of your stories, regardless of the vile material, you have an innate ability to tell a good story. Even though the subject matter is so grossly disgusting to me, I can still read beyond that to know that you're a good writer, Jason. Nonetheless the quality of the story and feeling so uncomfortably violated, while reading it, the fact that you've chosen to write stories about me having sex with you is not only abnormal but also disgustingly disturbing Jason," she said, pulling her blouse tighter around her neck to deny her son a down blouse peek of her abundant cleavage and bra, should he be looking.
Watching her body language express what he hoped she was feeling, but saddened by what she was obviously now feeling, he could tell just by looking at her that she suddenly felt so very embarrassed by their topic of conversation. No doubt, by all that she must have inadvertently shown her son of her body over the years, and all that he saw of her by what he wrote and what she read in his stories, either she was totally mortified or sexually aroused. Was her face flushed from embarrassment or desire, he couldn't tell which?
Nonetheless, how she felt, she now knew that he's always looking, while hoping to see whatever he could see of her panty and/or her bra, her pussy, and/or her breast. Regaining her stiffness, she sat like the lady she is. After reading his stories, even though he unsuccessfully tried to convince her otherwise, that his stories were only stories and nothing more, she now knew that he was sexually attracted to her.
He wondered how long she could maintain that uncomfortable posture around the house of always making sure she was modestly covered, before slipping to be more comfortably relaxed in her own home and walking around in her flimsy nightgown and bath towel, in the way that she used to do in front of him. Surely, just as she couldn't always keep her hand up to her throat to deny him a down blouse view, she couldn't always keep her knees tightly closed to forever deny him an up skirt view, too. Only, seeing what he shouldn't see of his mother would be more fun, if she wanted him to see more of her, too.
"I'm sorry, Mom, but I can't help myself from writing about you. I can't help myself from being attracted to you. Look at you, you're gorgeous," he said taking his compliment and the fact that she found out his secret, as his opportunity to stare at his mother.
As is his compliment was her light switch, she lit up and became more animated. He couldn't believe the immediate transformation in her. Just by a few complimentary words, it was as if he stroked her. It was then that he realized how lonely his mother was for affection and needy for attention.
"Thank you, Jason," she said gushing. "But you realize, of course, that I'm your mother and incest is a line you we can never cross with me. You can never have sex with me, your mother, Jason. That's just wrong. That's just nasty," she said shaking her head, while folding her arms tightly around her body again, as if she was cold or, more probable, as if she was protecting herself from him.
Obviously satisfied that she had told her son what she needed to tell him, in the way she was telling him, she spoke to him without scolding him, as if she was politely telling to him to pick up his room. Only, Jason stopped listening to what she had to say, after she said that she had read all of his stories. A sexual fantasy come true, always wishing he could share his sexy stories with her, he couldn't believe she read not just one or two, but all of his stories. Now that she had read them all, he wondered if she had a favorite.
"You read all my stories?"
"Yes. I forced myself to read them," she said straightening her posture, as if sitting in a church pew and looking over the sinners with abject superiority. "I needed to know just how mentally disturbed you are, so that I could speak to the psychiatrist with some knowledge of your state of mind," she said making eye contact with him but breaking the eye contact, as soon as she started talking about his stories.
"I'm not crazy, Mother," said Jason taking offense.
"We'll seek a professional opinion to determine that, Jason. Nonetheless and whatever your state of mind, by reading your stories, I was hoping to gain more insight of your mental illness and talk intelligently about the planned therapy for your condition created by your sexual attraction and incestuous attachment to me, your mother," she said so coldly, as if she was a psychiatric nurse.
"Mom, you're making a mistake. I don't need therapy," he said.
"You realize, of course," she said ignoring his plea by talking over him, "that's there's a possibility that you may have to be institutionalized and/or be drugged, should the doctor's therapy not work on you to remove the abnormal and immoral sexual feelings that you have towards me," she said without any emotion that he wondered what in the Hell she was thinking for her to say of that to him.
"Institutionalized? Drugged? I'm not insane, Mother. Just because I fantasize about incestuous sex, just because I write stories about incest, and just because I write incestuous stories that are about you, doesn't make me crazy," he said looking at her with frustration in trying to make her understand that, as much as he was sexually attracted to her, he was also a creative writer of fiction.
Truly, just as he sometimes forced himself to believe and wanted her to believe, that they were just stories, he knew differently. He knew that every story he wrote, he wished he could realize. Every story he wrote about his mother made him want her even more.
"Obviously, Jason, you write stories about incest and use me in your stories because you want to have sex with me," she said looking at him with detachment, while pausing, as if expecting him to answer her in the affirmative. "Dr. Sigmund Freud would have a party in analyzing you," she said with a snide laugh. "Not only thinking about but also writing about us having sex is twisted and wrong. I can't even imagine how your mind works, which is why you must be observed by a professional in a controlled setting."
Jason looked at his mother without speaking. He was graduating college next year and with a possible job opportunity already lined up in addition to the courses he was taking through the summer, he didn't have time for therapy. He realized now that he had misread his mother. Foolishly, he had hoped she'd be so flattered that he was writing about her that she'd willingly strip off her clothes for him to write a better story. Tempted to come clean months ago, he imagined his mother embracing his writing and embracing him naked, while in bed and having sex with him. He imagined him reading his stories to her. Only, he was wrong. How could he be so wrong about her?
Maybe he is insane. Maybe writing mother and son incestuous stories is wrong, after all. Maybe he does need to talk to a psychiatrist. Suddenly, much like Alex, played by Malcolm McDowell, in Clockwork Orange, he imagined himself medicated and locked away in a padded cell and under constant supervision, while he still masturbated over the thoughts of having incestuous sex with his mother and crying out, 'I love you, Mommy!'
Everything would be wonderful, if only his stories had excited her in the way that his stories had excited him and so many of his readers. Everything would be wonderful, if only she was sitting there naked and sexually aroused, after reading his stories, when he walked in his room. He imagined his mother naked and masturbating, while reading his stories. He imagined his mother attacking him, tearing off his clothes, and having sex with him. If only his visions were more than just his imagination.
He'd be so very happy to know that his mother wanted to have sex with him, as much as he wanted to have sex with her. If only his stories had made her horny in the way they made him and so very many others horny, he'd finally experience his sexual fantasy of having sex with his mother. If only, she'd agree to have sex with him, finally inspired, he'd have an entire library of mother and son incest stories to write. If only his stories had made her sexually want him, in the way that his stories made him sexually want her, his life would be complete. Obviously now, abandoning all hope of ever having sex with his mother and of ever seeing her naked, none of what he wrote will ever happen. Instantly, he lost interest in writing another incestuous story again.
Instead, now ashamed of himself and embarrassed by all that he's written about her, a real reality check, she threatened to expose him to others by bringing him to a psychiatrist for psychiatric help. How can incest, something that makes him feel so good and so sexually excited to write and read about, be so wrong? He didn't understand. He'll never understand, even if the doctor was to give him medication and electric shock therapy, if that's what they still did anymore, they'd never stop him from writing and reading about incest, while thinking about and masturbating over having sex with his mother.
Granted, even though he wanted to have sex with his mother, it wasn't as if he was acting upon his desire to have sex with his mother, by forcing his mother to have sex with him. He was only writing and reading about having sex with his mother. If anything, he deemed writing and reading about having sex with his mother, as a healthy alternative to actually having sex with his mother. Now, instead of her embracing his writing, instead of him continuing to find pleasure in writing and reading about having sex with her, he was deemed mentally disturbed by her.
He looked at his mother sitting there so shapely, so sexy, and so pretty, albeit so prim, so proper, and so uptight. He smiled at the image that flashed through his mind of her sitting there naked, while still acting so prim, so proper, and so uptight. In the way of Harry Potter exacting a spell, if only he possessed a magic wand that made his mother naked and made his mother want him sexually. If only he could hypnotize her into not only removing all her clothes but also willingly want to have sex with him. If only incest was an acceptable form of sexual contact between relatives, especially mother and son, he'd be so happy.
Even with her looking at him with horror, as if he was perversely deranged, for sure, he'd do her, if he could. She was so hot. She was so sexy. She was so pretty. She was his idea of a real MILF and he loved her not in the way that a son loves his mother but in the way that a man loves a woman.
Looking at her sitting there so stiff, as if she was constipated, undressing her with his eyes, desperately trying to envision her without her clothes, instead of being relegated to only imagine, he couldn't help but wonder what she looked like naked. Tired of imagining her naked, he'd give anything to finally see her naked.
'Take off your clothes, Mommy,' he imagined saying to her. 'Now jump up and down, Mommy. I just want to see something. I just want to see you naked. I just want to see your big tits bouncing up and down and side to side, while you're naked.' Instead, unable to truly see her without her clothes, he focused more on his incestuous stories.
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Chapter Eleven - The Prelude to the Gangbang
A typical guy thing, especially at that age, embarrassed that I was sitting there naked in front of my friends, other than with my shirt off or in the shower, after gym class in school, they had never seen me naked. Preserving some of my modesty, I grabbed a pillow and held it in lap, while I sat in the chair across from Kathleen. To be honest, I don't think my friends would have noticed I was naked. Too focused on Kathleen's hot, naked body, with none of us having ever seen a naked woman for such a prolonged period of time, their eyes were glued to her.
Usurping me, by her calling over my friends, and by my friends peeping on us from the park, they and she had robbed me of telling my friends the best damn, sexual story that any of us ever had to tell. Now, maybe even better, soon all of us will have an endless supply of stories to tell and memories to remember. Being the first to have sex with Kathleen, fucking her and eating her pussy, was way better than any down blouse and/or up skirt story that any of my friends had to tell. Having her suck my cock was way better than any story Steven told about seeing his big sister stepping out of the shower naked, better than any story that Joey told about his naked mother and all the down blouses he thought he saw in the supermarket, and better than any story that Anthony told about seeing Maryanne naked.
Only, with our innocence forever lost by this experience that we were about to embark upon now, we'd never sit in the shed in Slide Park and talk about naked sisters, down blouses, up skirts, and the accidental nudity of neighbors. Who am I kidding? Even after we fucked and were sucked by Kathleen, some things never change. Until the day we all die, voyeurs until the end, we'd always talk about all the tits we saw, the asses we thought we saw, and the pussies we hoped to see.
First and without doubt, jumping from virgin to swinger, this group sex experience would certainly supersede my first sexual experience with Kathleen, with her as my sexual education teacher. Now so much more sexually sophisticated than when we first spied on her climbing the cemetery fence to flash us her panties, after what Kathleen was about to do with us, we'd all be men of the world and, even though we'd still be voyeurs, we'd be way beyond sneaking a peek of a woman's bra and panty. Actually, now that I think about it, no man is ever beyond looking at a woman's exposed bra and panty.
Still, even though we'd look, no doubt, even though we'd hope to see all that we'd imagined we'd see, nonetheless, after experiencing Kathleen, the sexual excitement that we once had and shared about seeing a down blouse and/or up skirt view was now officially over. With our innocence lost, our sexual excitement to masturbate multiple times a day was over, that is, until later in life, such as now, when we aren't having as much sex, as we were having back then. There'd be no need to masturbate, when we all had someone like Kathleen living in our neighborhood. Cougar woman, meet virginal men. Virginal men, meet cougar woman. There couldn't be a better sexual match than this.
Wishing I could turn back the clock but keep the sexual knowledge that I have now, along with the innocence that I had then, maybe Kathleen would have kept me around, as her long-term lover than just casting me aside for my four, horny friends. Who knows? I'll never know. Now, instead of telling the story of the sex that I just had for someone else to write about it, the shell of the testosterone filled man that I once was, I'm relegated to writing erotic literature and pornographic sex stories to publish as E-books.
We were all men now, after having seen Kathleen naked. Yet, what happened today was ten times better than the time that Stephen walked in on his older sister naked, better than the stories that Joey told about his mother and all of his down blouses and up skirts, and even better than the story that Anthony told about seeing Maryanne naked. A sexual memory, our sexual story, much like the story of the fisherman that caught the big fish that grows bigger, every time he tells his story, we'd never forget, what happened today. We'd have this memory for the rest of our lives. Never would we be the same, so sexually and emotionally unsophisticated, what happened today would change our lives forever.
"Does anyone have a cigarette? I need a cigarette," she said looking up at my friends staring at her with eyes wide and mouth open.
With everyone smoking back then, not armed with the evidence that cigarettes caused cancer, all four of my friends reached in their pockets for their smokes and lighters, while never removing their eyes from Kathleen's nakedness. Always working out in a gym punching a bag, sparring, and/or lifting weights, I was the only one of the bunch, who didn't smoke. Ralph was the first to give her a cigarette and light it for her. It's funny the little things that I remember and never forget. With none of us having any money, they were all cheap about sharing their cigarettes, back then. Yet, when naked Kathleen asked for a smoke, they'd give her our whole packs without complaint.
"Thank you," she said, while holding Ralph's shaking hand in hers to hold his hand steady enough to light her cigarette.
She turned away from them to look out her window and slowly blew a big puff of pale blue smoke in the air, while clicking her jaw to make four circles with the smoke, as if each little circle was her own personal lasso to rope my friends. With all of us being roundup and so tightly tied together, she was so smooth that we didn't even know we were being roped into being innocent participants in her sexual rodeo. Nonetheless, even if we knew she was using us for her own sexual needs, we wouldn't care. With no place we'd rather be, there's nothing we'd rather do than to have sex with Kathleen.
Acting as if she didn't know she was sitting there naked, she knew exactly what she was doing to drive us mad with desire for her. Acting as if she didn't know what she was doing to us, as we discovered later, it was obvious that she had played this game before with others. Too sexually excited to care, no doubt, especially later, we all knew what she was doing to us. She was turning us into her personal pride of wild cougar cubs, while helping to mature us all into men.
I've never seen anyone blow circles before with cigarette smoke. I guess I lived a pretty sheltered life up to that point. Never having seen a naked woman other than my mother and sister, I never had sex, until I met Kathleen. Even so much as thinking that all cats were female and all dogs were male, I didn't realize what she meant by asking me, if my friends could help her around the house. While waiting for her to sexually command us, we watched her mindlessly blowing circles with her cigarette smoke, as if none of us were even there.
Speechless and nervous, all the guys just stared at her naked body. She looked away from Ralph, Anthony, Joey and Stephen, while continuing to mindlessly blow circles with her expended cigarette smoke. Then, finally, when she returned her attention back to my four friends, she looked from Ralph to Anthony to Joey and Stephen. She gave them a long lustful stare with her bright, blue eyes. before letting out a tired sigh. As if they had all been hypnotized, as if she was in complete control of them and she was, I'll never forget that moment and the contented look of in control she had on her face, while sitting there naked and looking at my friends. Unable to stop myself from not imagining otherwise, with her being so damn sexy and so damn beautiful, she was my personal version of Maureen O'Hara.
"Did you enjoy my little naked show?" After casting her bait with her strip tease show, after hooking them on the line with her sitting there naked, she reeled them in, while looking from one to the other and smiling. "Did you like watching me touch myself?" As if she was Madonna performing on stage, she dropped her fingers to her pussy. "Have you ever seen a woman touch herself? Have you ever seen a woman masturbate? Have any of you seen a naked woman?" She let out a laugh, when none of them responded to any of her questions.
"I did," said Stephen. "I saw my sister, when she came out of the shower and I walked in on her. Only, she doesn't look anything like you naked. My sister is short and fat and not tall and stacked like you."
They all nodded their heads, while smiling and giggling like little girls. Joey's face was red with embarrassment and Stephen looked down on the floor most of the time, as if he was embarrassed, too. Staring more at her tits than at her face, Ralph and Anthony never removed their eyes from her nakedness. I watched their eyes move from her tits to her pussy and from her tits to her pussy, before focusing on her tits. I wanted to tell them that if they took a step backward, they could better see both her tits and her pussy at the same time. Yet, I don't think they would have heard me.
They appeared to be in a sexual trance of lustful desire and a horny daze of sexual delight. She put out her cigarette in the ashtray and moved her hands to her breasts and fingered her nipples, while looking up at them to watch their reaction. The four of them watched her without blinking their eyes. Immediately, her nipples responded to her touch, popped out, and became erect.
"Oops, dear me. Look at what I just did. Look how big my nipples get," she said teasing them by looking down at her nipples, as she pulled them out, even more. "It feels so good, when I finger my nipples like this, twist them like that, and pull my nipples out this way," she said fingering, twisting, and pulling her nipples out to full erection. "I just love my tits," she said cupping a breast in each of her hands and lifting them up, as if hugging them, before lifting them to her mouth to suck her own nipples, first one and then the other. "They're so big and firm. Don't you think I have nice tits?"
Again without anyone responding, as if they were bobble head dolls sitting on the backseat of a car's package shelf, they all nodded their heads in unison,. She licked her fingertips and returned her hands to fingering her nipples again. My friends' eyes were transfixed watching her touch her nipples and play with her tits. Never have any of us witnessed anything like this before. She had big tits, natural, firm and symmetrical breasts. Playboy playmate breasts, they were perfect tits in every way.
"I love sucking my nipples," she said moving one breast to her mouth to suck her nipple, before moving her other. "I bet you wished you could all suck your own cocks," she said with her sexy smile. "I love feeling, caressing, and fondling my tits. I love touching my breasts. Do you enjoy watching me playing with and sucking my tits in the way I'm doing now?"
Again they all nodded their heads. She was really teasing them, now. A sexy siren, she was such a sexual tease. With one hand still fingering her nipple, she reached down with her other hand and rubbed her pussy with her palm, before reaching her fingers inside to finger her clit. Then, acting as if they weren't even there in the room with her, showing them a lot of pink, she closed her eyes and spread her legs wide open, pulled up her pussy lips, and fingered her clit, while looking down at herself. She knew just what she was doing, by giving them a good look of her vagina. Opening her eyes, she lifted her head and gave them all a sexy smile, before she closed her eyes again to slowly masturbate herself.
They watched her play with her clit and finger fuck herself with her long, manicured fingers. With none of us ever having seen a naked pussy up close before, never mind seeing a woman masturbate herself, the sexually aroused expression on her face added to their excitement. If there was an Oscar given for sexually teasing these four, poor, young men, she would have won the award. Then, after she had a small, quiet orgasm, when she pulled her fingers from out of her cunt and put them to her mouth to lick off her pussy juices, as a final touch to put them over the top, the excited looks on their faces were priceless.
"Do you like watching me play with my pussy? It feels so good, when I touch myself," she said reaching her hands up to pull, turn, and twist her nipples. Again they nodded their heads while staring at her.
Not only in just the way she did things but also she was so sexy how she said things was just so sexy. No women we ever knew talked dirty like this. Before Kathleen, masturbation was something that no one admitted doing, especially not us and never women. Before Kathleen, none of us even knew that women masturbated and now there we were all witnesses to her pleasuring herself. Before Kathleen, we always thought that it was only the men who were horny, perverted, talked dirty, and masturbated. We never knew it was women, too, albeit, of course, not all women. Before Kathleen, we never knew there were older women, who wanted younger men. Before Kathleen, we were all so naive.
"Did you all get hot and bothered watching me in the window standing there naked?" Looking from one to the other, when no one answered her question, she asked another. "Did I make you horny, while watching me dance so slowly and so seductively in front of the window?"
She raised her arms of her head and wiggled her hot body in her seat on the couch, as if she was chair dancing, and they all watched her tits raise with her arms. In the way that she said things so sexy and demur, no one would think that she was so sexually depraved, but she was. For the fourth time, they obediently shook their heads without talking.
"Do you like what you see?" She looked down at herself, moved her hands away from her body, and opened her arms and uncrossed her legs. She looked up at Ralph with her big, blue eyes and asked, "What's your name?"
"Me?" Even though she stared at him and nodded her head to him, he looked to his three friends, before responding. "Ralph," he said.
"Do you like my body, Ralph?"
"Yes," he said nodding his head.
"Do you want to touch me?"
He stepped forward and leaned down to feel her left breast. Then, as if being burnt by a hot pan, he pulled his hand away, while nervously giggling. When he stepped forward and leaned down, she reached out and felt his cock through his pants. Then, she looked to Anthony standing next to Ralph and made eye contact with his brown eyes.
"What about you? What's your name? Do you like my body?"
"Anthony," he said. "Yes, I like your body," he said nodding his head yes.
"Do you want to touch me?"
Unbelievably, he stepped forward, leaned down, and felt her same breast in the same way that Ralph had just done. Just as she had done with Ralph, when he stepped forward and leaned down, she reached out and felt Anthony's cock through his pants. She had these four, poor saps eating out of her hand. She was in total control of them. Next, it was Joey's turn and she looked up at him, but he looked down at the floor with red faced embarrassment.
"Look at me," she said to Joey. He lifted his head and took her all in with a look of lust. "What's your name?"
"Joey," he said looking back down, as quickly as he looked up.
"Do you like my body, Joey?"
"Yes," he said, nodding his head up and down, while looking longer at her, this time.
"Do you want to touch me?"
"Yes," he said again, while stepping closer and reaching out his horny hand to touch her.
Instead of feeling her breast, without sticking his fingers inside of her, he reached down and cupped her pussy. Mostly, running his fingers through her auburn forest, he felt her bushy, red pubic hair. As she had done with Ralph and Anthony, she felt Joey's cock through his pants, too. With his hand up to his face, he stepped back smiling and gave a look to his three friends, while giggling inside his palm. Stephen looked at Joey shaking his head and then looked back at her.
"What about you?" She looked to Stephen. "What's your name?"
"Stephen," he said without breaking the focused stare he had on her tits.
"Do you like my body?"
"You have a beautiful body," he said shaking his head, yes, too, as if to highlight his response in the affirmative. "Do you want to touch me?"
"I do," he said.
He stepped forward, while reaching out both hands and felt both of her tits, before stepping back. Only, before he stepped back, she reached out both her hands and felt his cock, too. As if my four friends were disciplined students in some sexually depraved school, after talking about sex every day for as long as I can remember, now that they have a naked woman sitting in front of them, their polite, reserved behavior bordered on bizarre. If it was me, I'd be all over her bodacious body. Even though their sexual excitement was obvious, they were all so very shy, even shier than I was with her, my first time, when helping her to paint her walls.
As soon as she asked the last of my four friends if they liked her body, she stood and slowly turned around. Then, showing them all of her body, she turned back around the other way and finally turned her back to them. Giving them a real show, she leaned over the couch and wiggled her ass to give them all a better look between her legs. They all looked like they were going to pass out from horniness. A time when sex was never discussed in public, a time when censorship controlled the television airwaves and cartoons commanded prime time television, and a time when it didn't take much more than a down blouse or an up skirt to make us crazy with lust, she knew exactly what to do to make us crazy with sexual desire for her.
Then, she stepped back and planted her ass against Ralph. Instinctively, he put both his hands on her hips and pretended he was humping her. He looked to his friends smiling and giggling like the school boy that he still was but wouldn't be for very long. Next was Anthony's turn and she did the same to him, pushing her shapely ass up against his crotch. Placing his hands on her hips and pretending he was humping her, too, he responded in the same way that Ralph had. Then, it was Joey's turn, only this time, when she moved up against him and rubbed her ass against his bulge, he reached a hand between her legs that made her giggle with delight by slowly running his hand along the full, wet length of her pussy. Then, he did something weird; he smelled his hand and, as if rejecting her, he wiped his hand on his pant leg. Last was Stephen, and he humped her, as if he was giving her anal sex, as he reached out and cupped a breast in each hand.
With every question she asked, my four perverted friends nodded their awestruck heads without saying a word, other than 'yes'. What does she have to do to get these guys going? Now that I remember back, having just experienced sexual overload and, apparently, more than they could handle, I think they were all in sexual shock. Yet, Kathleen wasn't about to have them leave, without first having her wicked way with all of them.
Without doubt, she did have an incredible body and the best body that we ever saw, perhaps because she was the first naked woman that any of us had seen up close and personal. It was the late 60's and we were all so very young and inexperienced. At a time during the sexual revolution, times were changing quickly and we were all threading new ground, while running to stay on the same page. Granted, at the time, much more sexually sophisticated than my father was growing up on a farm in Kansas during the '30's, '40's, and '50's, I wasn't much more sophisticated than any of my four friends growing up in Boston during the '60's, but I wasn't as backward as my friends obviously were.



I had just broken my cherry an hour ago with Kathleen. I had only seen my mother and sister naked and neither of which had bodies as good as Kathleen's body, but I've seen some good bodies in Playboy and her body compared very favorably with their bodies. If nothing else happened here, we'd all be talking about this day, masturbating over the memory of Kathleen standing there naked and teasing us, while embellishing this sexual memory with our imaginations for the rest of our lives.
Now, that I see her without my eyes filled with lustful desire and without leering at her, as my friends are doing now, and in the way that I had done before having sex with her, she really did have a great body. Her breasts were perfect, full, firm and shapely. Her stomach was defined and flat, her ass was firmly round, and her legs were long and shapely. Genetically perfect, no doubt, born with a great body, as so few of us exercised back then, all the body parts that defined a woman having a great body were there. Long before Bo Derek hit the beach with Dudley Moore, on a scale of ten, Kathleen was a ten.
Usually women have one, two or three of the ingredients necessary to be deemed to have a great body and seldom do women possess all four ingredients, big, shapely tits, flat stomach, round ass, and long legs, but she had them all. Moreover, she was pretty, too, beautiful, actually, so consider for a woman to be a ten, she needed those five ingredients, big shapely tits, flat stomach, round ass, long legs, and good looks. As a bonus, she had big, bright, blue eyes, and thick, lush, and shiny, auburn hair. Plus, scoring as high as any of the other five ingredients, the fact that she was an exhibitionist, had sex with me, and swallows, when giving a blowjob, made her a perfect ten. What the Hell? Just those two last facts alone, made her a ten in my eyes. Definitely, she was a ten by my scorecard and any man's standard.
To be continued...
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Chapter Three - Do You Have a Favorite?
"Do you have a favorite?"
"Do I have a favorite what?"
She looked at him with disgust, as if she'd been asked her favorite sexual position. It was a look he had never seen from her before, unless she was talking about her neighbor, Vicky, who had been married and divorced three times and who had slept with many of the neighborhood's married men. Now he wondered if she did not only have a favorite incestuous story but also a favorite sexual position. No doubt, his naked mother's favorite sexual position for him, would be with his mother her on knees looking up at him with his stiff cock buried in her mouth, while he played with her tits and fingered her nipples.
"Do you have a favorite story?"
As if a fast forward movie, Jason's stories ran through his mind. He thought of his story, Mom Catches Me Masturbating Over Her Panties, while remembering all the times he masturbated, while holding and sniffing her worn panties. When thinking of another one of his favorite stories, My Drunken Mother Forces Me to Have Sex with Her, he imagined her coming home drunk with him having to undress her for bed, while feeling and touching her everywhere. The imagined images of his story, Videotaping My Mother Undressing, ran through his mind, while the companion story to that, Watching My Mom Masturbating, stirred his cock to an erection. Then, he thought of his story, Helping My Mother Take a Bath. Rub-a-dub-dub, he'd love to wash her big tits in the bath tub. Taking my Mom to my Prom and to my Bed was always one of his favorites, where he imagined making out with his mother in the backseat of a car, before he thought of another one of his favorite stories, Mom Gives Me a Birthday Blowjob. Alas, the thought of his new, unfinished story, Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day, made his heart ache and his cock throb.
"Jason! I'm your mother," she said interrupting his remembered compilation of his incestuous stories about her.
He looked at her and she appeared embarrassed. Yet, he wondered, was she embarrassed by his question or by what she felt, while reading all his stories and by thinking about which story was her favorite.
"It's just a story, Mom and it's just a question," he said with a shrug.
"Just a story? Just a question? You wrote explicitly sexual, dirty stories about me, your mother, and then you have the audacity to ask me if I have a favorite, incestuous story about me having sex with you, my son. How dare you? What's wrong with you? Have I lost you to the Devil?"
Knowing her in the way that he did and in the way that only a son could know his mother, she was complaining too much. With much in common genetically, he wondered what else they had in common. Wouldn't it be funny, if his mother was as titillated by reading his incestuous stories, as he was writing his incestuous stories? Wouldn't it be sexually exciting, if his mother thought about bedding him, as much as he thought about bedding her? Wouldn't it be ideal, if his mother masturbated over him, as much as he masturbated over her. Maybe she feels and stiffs his underwear, before putting them in the wash. Maybe she licks and sucks his cum stains in the way that he licks and sucks her panties and in the way that she'd like to lick and suck his cock.
"Sorry, Mom," said Jason returning back to reality and looking at his mother with a sudden renewed insightfulness, while keeping in mind that she read all of his stories.
"I don't know what else to say to you, other than I'm very disappointed in you," she said, her way of always making him feel guilty.
Nonetheless, no matter what she said to shame him, he still couldn't believe that she read all of his stories. If she was so offended by all that he wrote, if she was so grossed out by incest, why would she read all of his stories? He couldn't believe he was about to ask her the question, but he needed to know the answer.
"Forgive me for being so boldly disrespectful, Mother, but if my stories so offended you and if you didn't stop reading my stories, after starting to read the first story, and if you continued reading, until you read all of my stories, you must have enjoyed reading them. Thusly, I dare say, you must have a favorite story or favorites."
Elizabeth looked at her son, while running her fingers through her long, lush, brown hair and biting her lip. She looked, as if she was about to do or say something impulsively out of character. With her words telling him no, her body language said the opposite. In the way she played with her hair, there it was, the first sign that he was getting to her. He's never seen her look this way, fearful and vulnerable, yet, excited, while still trying to be in control.
If she had a cigarette and was a smoker, he imagined she'd want a cigarette right about now. If she had a drink and was a drinker, he could see her sitting on his bed with a cigarette in one hand and a drink in the other, while discussing which stories she liked the best and why she liked them. Only, his mother wasn't the smoking and drinking type. Not even if it was a discussion about the birds and the bees, never is when she'd ever talk to him about sex.
Too taboo of an off limit subject, she'd never openly discuss sex with him, especially incestuous sex between mother and son, especially incestuous sex between him and her. She was more than a bit uptight, when it comes to revealing her emotions, sexual or otherwise. Now that he saw firsthand how she reacted to his stories, he wondered if she was a victim and a survivor of sexual abuse. He wondered what happened to her to make her so uptight and nervous.
So quick to point him in the direction of a psychiatrist, he wondered if ever she had therapy over what may have happened to her. Discussing sex with her was taboo, which is why discussing his stories of incest with her and forcing her to talk so openly about sex, of all things, was so much fun for him to watch. He watched her squirming, while trying to remain in control. Only, she surprised him, shocked him, actually, when she finally, openly, and honestly answered his question.
"Actually, I do have a favorite story," said Elizabeth continuing to run her fingers through her long hair to fluff it out, as if she was brushing it in readiness for bed.
Then, she did his favorite thing. She tossed her full, lush head of hair back in eagerness to give him her opinion of which story she enjoyed the most. Now, instead of looking at him with distain, she looked at him with renewed interest. She looked at him in the way that he so often imagined her looking at him, when they were just about to kiss.
Every time she flipped back her hair with a toss of her head, he imagined his mother leaning over him and flipping back her hair, before taking his cock in her mouth to suck him. If Jason read his mother's body language correctly, in the way she continually touched her hair, when talking to him, and in the way she continued to make solid eye contact, when looking at him, unbelievably and undeniably, he'd say that she was as sexually aroused as he was. After reading his sexy and sexual stories about her, was she as sexually aroused by reading his stories, as he was sexually aroused in writing his stories. Only, more than a bit gun shy, after being wrong about her before, he wondered if he was wrong about her again, now.
Perhaps, her telling him which story she enjoyed the best would give him some insight into what she was thinking. Now, as if a fast forward movie, all of his stories about her ran through his mind again. Mom Catches Me Masturbating Over Her Panties, My Drunken Mother Forces Me to Have Sex with Her, Videotaping My Mother Undressing, Watching My Mom Masturbating, Helping My Mother Take a Bath, Taking my Mom to my Prom and to my Bed, Mom Gives Me a Birthday Blowjob, and his unfinished story, Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day. The sudden flash of images of imagining her naked, while performing so very many sexual acts on him was an incestuous overload.
"Which one or ones did you like the best, Mom? Aside from the deplorable sexual material, I'm just curious, which story interested you," he said switching out the word 'excite' with 'interest'.
She looked at him, as if he was a perspective boyfriend, than her son. In the way she looked at him, her stare excited him. He wondered if it was her pheromones giving off a sexual discharge that aroused him even more.
"First, I need to make this clear that I continued reading your stories not so much because of the vile content of the material, Jason, and not so much because they were all about me, but because the writing was so good. Not an easy thing to do, being that I'm your mother, but I was able to detach myself from the material and from the story by pretending that you were writing about someone else," she said a bit haughtily with attitude, while playing with her hair again.
"Of course, Mother. I realize that," he said, while wondering if she knew she was playing with her hair.
"I concentrated more on the writing than on the subject matter. To be honest, even if they were about someone else's mother, the subject matter was offensively deplorable and the explicit, incestuous sex was perversely horrible. Yet, I persevered," she said, while continuing to make finger curls with her hair. "I continued reading your stories because you, my son, created them, developed them, edited them, and wrote them. I'm so very proud you, Jason," she said pausing from playing with her hair to wipe a tear from her eye.
"I see," said Jason unable to hide his disappointment that his mother wasn't ready to have an incestuous relationship with him.
"You're a wonderful writer, Jason, very talented, indeed, but you need to chose a different subject."
"Thank you, Mother."
"Perhaps you could write a story about a boy and his dog or a love story about a woman your age and about you falling in love with someone, who falls in love with you, too," she said suddenly looking at him, as if he had just picked her up in a bar and was about to make the moves on her.
"Yes, of course. Perhaps, I should write those stories," said Jason confused by the look she was giving him. Then, he noticed the impressions his mother's nipples suddenly made through her bra and blouse. Was she cold or was she sexually excited, he wondered? "So, forgetting about the offensively deplorable subject matter for a moment, Mother, and forgetting that the incestuous stories were about me making love to you, just for creative writing sake, being that you already said that you have a favorite story, which particular story did you enjoy more than the others?"
"Actually, and I'm embarrassed to admit this," she said blushing, while looking away, before establishing eye contact again, "but the story about me having sex with you, my son, while drunk, seemed plausible to me," she said looking at him with desire.
"My Drunken Mother Forces Me to Have Sex with Her? Is that the story?"
"Yes, for multiple reasons, all related to naughty feelings of guilt and wicked feelings of taboo, I can see that happening," said Elizabeth, her face turning Ferrari red in color.
"Really," said Jason.
The fact that she was so deeply blushing was telling. He wondered if he'd have any sexual success in getting his mother drunk. Only, other than wine at Thanksgiving and Christmas dinner and a glass of champagne at New Year's Eve, she seldom drank alcohol and never indulged in drugs. If she was freely discussing incest now, he could only imagined how sexually excited his mother would be, when high on cocaine. No doubt, she'd be a wild woman in bed. No doubt, she wouldn't care, if it was her son that she was fucking and sucking.
"It's difficult for me to believe that any mother would have sex with her son, of course, but if the mother was so incapacitated by alcohol and if her son was so perverse in thought and determined in his incestuous desire to have sex with his mother, I could see how that could happen," she said curling her hair with her finger again. "That is, so long as their sexual union was a loving one, done in a loving way, as only a mother can do with her son, and not merely a sexual one," she said continuing to twirl her hair around her finger in the way that he imagined her twirling her tongue around his cock.
"I see, Mother. Thank you, that's valuable feedback, especially coming from a mother's perspective," said Jason wishing his mother was drunk and naked now.
"I don't think that any mother would turn away her son," she said turning red again, "especially when she was drunk or high and/or when her son was in desperate need of some emotionally understanding, loving affection, and physical attention, such as, if he returned home from war and was mentally or physically wounded or, after a bad breakup with his wife or girlfriend."
"I see," said Jason now thinking that, if only he had a sad enough story to tell his Mom, she may willingly give him sex. "Actually, that's very valuable and insightful feedback, Mother, something that I can certainly take away with me to use with my next story, if ever I find the inspiration to continue with and finish this Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day story first," he said with exaggerated sadness.
Then, he thought of all that she had just said. Was she asking him to get her drunk? Was she asking him to tell her something that so troubled him that she'd give him her emotional understanding, loving affection, and physical attention? Was she asking him to take advantage of her, while she was so incapacitated and/or feeling so motherly towards him? Treading on uncharted ground, he didn't know. So completely wrong about her before, and no longer trusting his instincts about her now, he couldn't tell what she was thinking.
"Having read how you wrote and worded that particular story about a drunken mother having sex with her son," she said seemingly preoccupied with that one particular story and that one particular scenario of a son taking advantage of his drunken mother. "When removing the incestuous sex, it was a truly beautiful and loving story," she said suddenly becoming more animated, as if she was imagining Jason taking advantage of her in that story.
"Thank you, Mother."
"I can see how that really could happen, a son taking advantage of his passed out, drunken mother," she continued, not dropping the subject, obviously having more to say on the subject. "Undressing her, removing her blouse and skirt, seeing her in her bra and panty, before unhooking her bra and sliding down her panty, stripping her naked, and seeing her completely nude, actually," she said pausing from quoting his story to toy with the top button of her blouse.
"Yes, that would be exciting for a son to see his mother drunk and/or incapacitated and nude," said Jason with his mind filled with the imagined image of his mother drunk, incapacitated, and nude.
"I imagine a mother wouldn't resist being put to bed, but would welcome the sordid, albeit seemingly innocent help from her son to undress her. Then, while freely feeling her naked body, I can understand a son wanting to touch his mother everywhere. Just as you wrote it, I imagine a son wanting to feel his mother where no son should ever feel his mother," she said pausing to bite her lip, while fluttering her eyelashes.
"Thank you for that valuable feedback, Mother," he said. As if she was confessing her incestuous, sexual fantasy to him, as if she was writing her own incestuous story, she was making him hot and horny for her.
"Being that she was drunk and so indisposed, I imagined him touching her, feeling her, and exploring her body would only be normal and natural for a son, excited from seeing his mother naked, to do. Under those circumstances, I can understand a son wanting to have his wicked way with his mother in that forbidden, sexual way and his mother wanting to have her sexual way with her son," she said becoming flushed and flustered, as if she was about to faint from sexual arousal.
"Thank you, Mother. I'll take your valuable feedback, as a compliment to my writing," he said now wondering how he could get his mother drunk enough for her to play out her sexual fantasy, if indeed, that's what this was.
Going with the flow in his thoughts about her being drunk and naked, maybe her friends could take her to dinner, he thought. Maybe then, so long as she didn't drive herself home, she'd use her excessive drinking during dinner, as her excuse to come home drunk and allow him to strip her naked and help her to bed. He imagined slowly undressing her, unbuttoning her blouse to expose her bra and unzipping her skirt to expose her panty. He imagined touching and feeling her through her bra and panty, before unhooking her bra and sliding down her panty. Once she was naked, fingering her nipples and fingering her pussy, he imagined picking her up in his arms and putting her to bed. Once she was in bed and with him leaning over her to suck her big tits, he imagined her touching his cock through his pajamas, while he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples. He imagined her removing his erect cock from his pajamas and taking him in her mouth.
"Or, as despicable as human nature can be, in the case of your story, a mother using her drunkenness, as her excuse to hide her true sexual feelings for her son and to seduce him to have sex with him, the story, My Drunken Mother Forces Me to Have Sex with Her, probably happens more than we know," she said picking up a magazine to fan herself.
"I see," said Jason, continuing to wonder if his mother was hinting at having sex with him by giving him the thought to get her drunk, along with the thought of what would happen, if he did get her drunk.
Just as in his story, he suddenly imagined his mother drunk, helpless, and naked. He imagined undressing her, stripping her naked, and putting her to bed, while touching and feeling her big breasts, fingering and sucking her nipples, and rubbing her clit, while finger fucking her pussy. He wondered the kind of sounds she make, when having an orgasm. He looked at her full, red lips and wondered what it would be like to kiss them and to French kiss her. After hearing her reveal her sexual feelings, even if he was to fulfill her sexual fantasy, he'd always wonder, was she really drunk or was she pretending to be so indisposed?
After stripping her naked, he'd so love to strip himself naked, while she was naked, too. Imagining himself sleeping in the same bed with her, moving her hand to his cock, maybe even moving his cock to her drunken lips to see if she'd take the hint and suck him, he could only imagine the reaction she'd have the next morning finding herself naked with him naked in bed with her, too. He wondered her reaction to seeing and feeling his cock. He wondered if his mother sucked cock. He wondered if she'd allow him to cum in her mouth. He wondered if she swallowed.
"Perhaps, without even realizing it, as a very talented writer, you've used your insightfulness for incest to capture the secret, forbidden desires of a mother for her son," she said almost in a whisper, as if she was talking to herself about herself, while admitting something to him that was so forbidden, yet so exciting. "Truth be told, I'm sure just as many mothers have wicked thoughts about sleeping with their sons, as sons have about sleeping with their mothers. Only, with a woman different than a man, a mother wouldn't act upon her incestuous impulses in the way that a man would. She'd have to be taken and forced to enjoy the incestuous, sexual encounter."
Was his mother asking him to take her? Was she asking him to force her? Was she asking him to rape her. He imagined taking her in her arms and kissing her hard, before ripping off her clothes and stripping her naked. He imagined her trying to fight him off, but too strong for her, he imagined having his wicked way with her. Then, finally, embracing the inevitable, he imagined her wrapping her shapely legs around his strong back to fuck him, as if she was a wild animal in heat. He could only imagined the blowjob that she'd give him then, after he gave her an orgasm with his mouth and another one with his cock. He could only imagine the hot sex they'd have every day thereafter.



"My Drunken Mother Forces Me to Have Sex with Her is one of my favorite stories, too," he said wondering if she liked that particular story because she imagined herself as the main character in that story or if she had thoughts about getting drunk and pretending to be incapacitated, as her excuse to have sex with him. "Because of the titillation factor, whether it was accidental or purposely done, there's a lot of teasing by the mother of the son in that story."
To be continued...
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Chapter Four - It's Just a Story
"I mean, God only knows, we all have sexual needs and with me not having a man in my life for years, since your father left me, at 17-years-old, when I was pregnant with you," she said unbuttoning the top two buttons of her blouse and flaying the top portion of the thin, pink material open enough to reveal some cleavage, while waving her hand by her face. "Suddenly, it's so hot in your room, stuffy, actually."
"I'll put on my fan. How's that, Mother?" Sexually exciting him that his mother was hot, literally and figuratively, he angled his small, portable fan towards her. "Is that better?"
"Yes, thank you, honey. I mean, I've had sex with other men before, of course, especially after joining that dating site, which was more of a sex site," she said blushing, while letting out an uncomfortable laugh. "Unfortunately, nothing serious ever happened and those three men that I had sexual relations with, didn't call me again," she said with apparent sadness. "Out of practice, I guess, maybe I'm not very good in bed," she said with another sad, little, nervous laugh.
"Um, that's way too much information, Mother," said Jason holding up his hands and looking, as if he was about to be sick. "I really don't need to know about your past sexual experiences with other men, Mom. It's enough that I imagine them, when writing about them in my stories," he said laughing to hide his feeling of jealousy.
Only, truth be told, he wished she'd share all the sexy details of her sexual encounters with them. An image that made him as sexually excited as it made him insanely jealous and angry, he felt sick that a man had sex with the object of his sexual attraction and sensual affection, his mother. Now, he couldn't help but imagine his mother naked and in bed with those three men, as if they were gangbanging her, while she fucked and sucked them and they licked and fucked her.
He couldn't help but imagine his mother writhing naked in sexual pleasure and having sex with so much sexual passion. He wondered if she sucked cock. He wondered, if she allowed those three men to cum in her mouth. He wondered if she swallowed.
For him to salvage a mother and son relationship that he so enjoyed and treasured, before she found his book of incestuous stories about her, even if he so believed otherwise, he needed to make her understand that, even though his stories were about incest and about her, they were just stories and nothing more than that. Of course, those stories that he wrote were more than just stories to him. With his incestuous thoughts written out in stories that relieved his brain of the sexual frustration of not being able to have sex with his mother, they were his incestuous sexual fantasies coming alive, if only on paper.
Only, in the gullible and vulnerable way his mother was, he felt confident that he could make her believe that he had no other ulterior motive than creative writing, when writing those nasty and dirty stories about her. So long as he could explain his motives in such a way that she felt that his stories were more innocent than perverse, maybe she'd agree to having sex with him, one day, or, at the very least, agree to strip naked and show him more of her hot body, whether accidentally or purposeful. For sure, he wasn't insane. If he was anything, he was just crazy like a fox. Now, like mother like son, he felt certain that his mother wouldn't take him to see a psychiatrist, especially after suspecting she was having the same incestuous thoughts about him, too.
"Nor will I ever tell you in detail about my sexual experiences," she said with another nervous laugh, while fluffing back her hair again and making solid eye contact with her son. "After reading about all of your incestuous thoughts and sexual desires, I wonder," she said laughing, "is the erotic writer getting a little uncomfortably unnerved by a real dose of his mother's sexual reality?"
In the way that Lily Tomlin of Laugh-in used to do, she tucked a fingertip in her cleavage, while looking at Jason with a look that made him feel that she was undressing him with her eyes. Certainly, cock for tit, he had already undressed her with his eyes so many times before, that he couldn't keep count. Without even crossing the line, in the way they were both eying one another, whether they knew it or not, they had already crossed the incestuous line in the way that a mother shouldn't sexually think about her son and in the way that a son shouldn't sexually think about his mother. Besides, Jason had already crossed the line long ago, when writing his first incestuous story about having sex with his mother. Years later, she had already crossed the line, too, by reading all of the stories that he wrote about her with obvious sexual excitement.
"It's not that, Mom. It's just, even though I can imagine us in a sexual relationship, especially when I'm in my creative writing zone, once I stop writing, as if my incestuous scenario is a bubble, it bursts and you return to being my mother again, instead of my sexy lover. Admittedly, to say that my sexual fantasy is a letdown, once I stop writing about you having sex with me, is a gross understatement. Honestly, even though you may think me mentally maladjusted and my writing perverse, truly, they are just stories to me," he said trying his best to make his mother believe his lie by giving her a sincere look of innocence.
"I see and that's so interesting that, once you're away from your creative writing mode that you can return from the incestuous sexual relationship to a normal mother and son one. Now, after explaining about your writing and about your stories, I fully understand how you feel in that regard."
"I'm glad that I could finally make you understand that my writings about you are nothing more than creative stores, Mother."
Both fell silent for a moment, before a sly, sexy smile took control of Elizabeth's and until she spoke.
"Sorry, but just bear with me for a moment, so that I can fully understand your meaning that all that you write are, indeed, just stories and that once you are out of your creative writing mode, you return back to a mother and son loving family relationship, instead of a mother and son incestuously sexual relationship," she said giving her son a pert smile. "With what you just said in mind about your incestuous thoughts ending, as soon as you stop writing, let me ask you this, then."
"Yes, Mother. What would you like to know?"
"Are you saying that, even if I offered you sex that you'd reject me and not have sex with me?" Not waiting for his answer, she asked another question. "Are you saying that, even if I invited you in my bathroom to help me bathe that you'd decline?" Again, not waiting for him to respond, she continued her interrogation of her son. "Are you saying that, even if I came home drunk and passed out on the couch that you wouldn't take advantage of me by undressing me, touching me, feeling me, and having sex with my unconscious body?" She looked at him a victorious smile. "Just so that I understand, are you saying that, even if you invited me to some gala event or a New Year's Eve celebration, once having a bit too much to drink that you wouldn't try to kiss me, touch me, and feel where no son should ever touch and feel his mother?" She smiled at him again, as if he was perilously hanging on to a cliff edge with his fingertips and she was ready to step on his fingers to watch him fall. "Are you saying that, even if I offered to blow you, as your special birthday gift, that you'd say no?"
He was floored. Filled with sexual images of her offering him sex, of her inviting him in her bathroom to help her take a bath, and of her coming home drunk and him taking advantage of her by undressing her and seeing her naked, touching her, feeling her, and having sex with her unconscious body, he was stunned by all that she asked. He imagined escorting his mother to a New Year's Eve celebration and having his wicked way with her, after the stroke of midnight, when their innocent mother and son kiss turned into an incestuous French kiss.
Then, with Happy Birthday playing through his mind, he imagined his mother falling to her knees, unzipping his pants, reaching her hand inside, and pulling out his cock. He imagined her holding his engorged prick in her hand, as she fondled the head of his cock with her fingertips, while stroking him. Then, with her looking up at him with her big, beautiful, green eyes, he imagined her taking his cock in her mouth and blowing him, really sucking him. As if his stories made enough of an impression on her for her to instantly recall them, he couldn't believe all of what his mother said to him. Never has she ever talked like this before, with such sexual openness and erotic directness.
"Gees, Mom," said Jason stealthily adjusting his growing erection in his pants from his incestuous imagery overload. "When you put it that way, honestly, I don't think I'd say no to any of those scenarios. Oh, my God, Mom. No man, whether blood related or not, could ever say no to having sex you," he said looking at her, as if he was a man on a mission to have sex with his mother, while waiting for her to give him the word.
"Oh, Jason, you know just what to say to a woman," she said blushing, while fanning herself with his binder of erotic stories from the heat in his room and from his sexual compliment of her.
In was then that he realized, every time he complimented her, she'd gush. Maybe compliments was not only a way to her heart but also to her pussy. Obviously hungry for a man's attention and affection, even if that man was her son, maybe especially if that man was her son, he had never seen his mother so softly pliable. Putty in his hands, with just a few well placed, kind compliments, he wondered how far she'd go?
To be continued...
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Chapter Twelve - The Gangbang
"I bet you all want to fuck me, don't you?" As soon as she said that, this time the four dopes giggled like Japanese school girls.
"Don't you want to fuck me?" When none of them responding, she asked her question again. "Don't you want to fuck me?" Still they didn't respond. They just giggled. "What's wrong with you guys? Do you want to fuck me or don't you?" She looked at them incredulously. "You do want to fuck me, don't you?"
Finally, they all nodded their heads, while looking at one another and giggling and without saying or doing anything and still staring at her naked form. What a bunch of immature perverts they were. Since I was already a man of the world having had sex with her, I felt embarrassed for their naiveté. Having been teased by the virginal neighborhood women, who were nothing more than cockteasers, I figured they didn't think she was serious about her offering them sex. They all looked from one to the other again, before nodding their heads like bobble dolls. Unbelievably, they were so inexperienced that they didn't know what to do. It was up to her to take control of them, so she did, as if they were her obedient sex slaves or her cute, little cougar cubs. Controlling what they did, when they did it, and how they did it, they obediently obeyed her every wanton command.
"If you want to have sex with me, if you want to fuck me, then take off your clothes," she said. "I've already shown you all of me; let me see all of you. Show me your bodies. I want to see what you have to offer, before I decide to let you have your wicked way with me. I want to see your cocks. Show me you cocks," she said while watching them strip out of their clothes. "I want to see who has the biggest, the longest, and the thickest prick," she said still fingering her nipple and playing with her clit again.
With a focused stare that went from one to the other, Kathleen watched them undress, in the way that they had been staring at her naked body. She appeared to be taking delight in their all male striptease review. Even when we were going midnight skinny dipping at the end of the wharf in Boston Harbor, even after we had been doing some drinking and were drunk, never have I seen my friends strip so quickly. Never have I seen my friends naked, as it was always dark, when we skinny dipped. Only, different this time, they weren't stripping to go swimming, they were stripping to fuck Kathleen.
Now that she was really getting raunchy and now that they were finally taking her seriously, they were all naked within a few seconds. Joey was the last to get naked, as he was trying to remove his pants without first kicking off his shoes. Standing at attention much like soldiers in line waiting to be examined by a doctor or a line of prisoners waiting their turn to be strip searched, they all stood in a neat, naked line and with their hands covering their cocks. To be honest, they looked ridiculous, grown men made to strip naked by the mere orders of a woman, albeit a naked woman.
"Move your hands away from your cocks. I want to see your cocks," she said.
Immediately, they all obeyed, with one looking down at the other and all of them looking at Kathleen.
"Turn around," she said. "Show me your asses. I want to see your asses."
Obediently, they all turned their backs to her.
"Now, bend over, spread your legs, and cough," she said with a laugh and with that she stood and walked down the line of them feeling their balls and cupping them in her hand.
Guys are so easy. Guys will allow women to do anything to their naked bodies, especially a woman so beautiful and sexy as was Kathleen. We don't care. We're all such perverts, especially at that age.
"Okay, you can turn around, again. Such a shame," she said shaking her head, while looking down the line from one exposed cocks to another. One by one she reached out her arm and took their cocks in her hand, first Ralph's cock, then Anthony's cock, then Joey's cock, and last Stephen's cock. "All these young men and not one of you have an erection," she said with a laugh. She moved her hands away from her body to expose more of her nakedness, while turning one way to the other, as if she was a fashion model modeling the Emperor's clothes. "Don't I arouse you sexually? Don't you like women? I thought you liked my body? What's wrong with your guys? Show me that you want me."
Apparently, accustomed to being the pursuers and not the pursued, the aggressors and not the victims, obviously by their inaction and by the embarrassed looks on Joey's and Stephen's faces, she made them nervous. Truly, I was embarrassed for them.
"It's a little cold in here," said Ralph making his excuse and looking down at his shriveled and limp, little penis, while casting a look over at his other three naked friends, who were not, presently, any bigger than he was.
"Freddie, your horny buddy over there, had a constant erection. He probably has one now under that pillow he's holding in his lap." She was right. I did. Trying to shame them into action, she used me as her example of someone who wants her. "Come here, Freddie. Let me see your big prick. Show them all what their erection should look like. Show them how much you want me and, obviously, they don't."
Much like an obedient little puppy, I walked to her with my pillow firmly planted in place. She removed my pillow and my erect cock bounced straight forward, as if pointing my lust at her belly. She kneeled down, took me in her mouth, and started blowing me for a minute, but stopped suddenly to reach out her hand for one of the guys to light her another cigarette. She took a long drag, before continuing to blow me. When she stopped blowing me, I returned to my chair and sat without concealing my cock with a pillow. She looked down the line of my four friends, while taking another drag and blowing out a haze of blue smoke.
As if it all happened yesterday, it's funny how I remember her standing there smoking and staring. I remember thinking that she reminded me of Bette Davis, in the way she smoked her cigarette. Yet, even more irreverent than Bette Davis and more flippant than any woman I've known, even when compared to some of the sexually aggressive women of today, she moved with the excited energy of Kathryn Hepburn. Without doubt, Kathleen was my very own movie star, my Maureen O'Hara.
"Just let me look at you," she said pacing back and forth in front of them, while staring at their cocks, before looking up at their faces. "Jerk off for me," she ordered. Make your cocks hard," she said. "I want to see how big your pricks can get," she said, while marching up and down the line of my four friends, as if she was a drill sergeant. "If I like what I see, I'll blow you, all of you, just like I did Freddie. I'll suck the one who has the biggest cock, first."
As if it was a staged show in Tijuana, Mexico, never in my life have I witnessed such a frantic stroking scene, as my four friends stood in front of Kathleen feverishly pulling their pricks. Within seconds, just as I still had, they all had boners that stuck out straight. Kathleen put out her cigarette, took the pillow from the couch, and tossed it in the middle of the floor. She sat on the pillow and looked up at my friends.
"That's better," she said with a laugh. "Gather around me, boys, in a semi-circle. Come closer. Don't be shy. Get a little closer so that I don't have to lean forward as much." She said while reaching up and taking Stephen's and Ralph's cock in her hands. Now, only inches away from her mouth, she had four stiff cocks pointing at her face before her.
"Is this what you want?" When neither Stephen nor Ralph answered her, she asked again while looking up at them and making eye contact. "Tell me, is this what you want?" She slowly and seductively stroked both of their cocks, while looking at them waiting for them to answer.
I was getting excited and a bit jealous watching her giving my two friends a hand job. Surely, if Kathleen was giving out hand jobs, I wanted one, too.
"Yes," finally, they both breathlessly uttered at the same time.
"Is this your sexual fantasy, a hot, naked mature woman with her hand wrapped around your cock and stroking you, while jerking you off? Tell me, do I remind you of your mother? Do you wish your mother would stroke you like this? Have you ever fantasized about your mother giving you a hand job?"
As soon as she said that I thought of my mother, my sister, and my aunt jerking me off and I was horny again. Kathleen was such a hot, sexy bitch and she always knew exactly what to say to make us all want her, not that we needed her to say anything to want her. She was sitting there naked for God's sakes. Any man would want her dressed or naked.
"Or have you sexually fantasized about your teacher stroking your cock like this? Tell me. Who do I remind you of? Do I remind you of your aunt? Do you sexually fantasize about your aunt or maybe you sexually fantasize about your mother's friend," she said. As if she was reading my mind, as is she knew me so well, she was saying what I was thinking, when I was just thinking of my mother's friend giving me a hand job. "Do any of you have an older sister that you think about, while masturbating? Do you sexually fantasize about your sister jerking you off, before blowing you? If not me, whoever you've sexually fantasized about, pretend that I'm her."
Oh, my God, when most women would never want a man to think of another woman at a time like this, she invited them all to think about someone else, their fantasy woman. Wow! What a woman! What an incredible woman.
When she mentioned older sister, I thought about all the times my sister came in my room without knocking, while I was masturbating and knowing full well that I was masturbating. Knowing my sister would never do anything like that, wrap her hand around my cock, that was still a favorite fantasy of mine. I couldn't count how many times I masturbated over the sexual fantasy of my sister helping me to masturbate.
"Go ahead; close your eyes and think of your mother, your teacher, your aunt, your mother's friend, or your older sister staring at your erect prick, while giving you a hand job."
As soon as she said mother, or teacher, or aunt, or mother's friend, or older sister, I watched them all close their eyes, while watching their cocks stiffen. It was as if she was hypnotizing them into thinking of her as someone else. So erotically sexual, way ahead of her time, she was our very own version of Dr. Ruth. Definitely, they were all under her seductive spell. The hottest woman with the best body that I ever met, I didn't want anyone else but Kathleen.
"It turns you on to pretend that I'm your mother, or your teacher, or your aunt, or your mother's friend, or your older sister jerking you off," she said looking up at them with a smile, "doesn't it?"
"Yes," they all said so much like obedient little boys.
"Tell me," she commanded. "I want to hear who you're thinking about and what you're thinking, while I stroke your cocks. Who do you wish I were and what do you wish I'd do? Tell me who I remind you of," she said.
"My teacher," said Stephen.
"My Mom's friend," said Anthony.
"My Mom," said Joey.
"You," said Ralph.
"Me? Really, Ralph? You're sexually fantasizing about me. I rather like that answer the best," she said with a laugh. "Well, here I am, Ralph," she said with a laugh. "I'm your sexual fantasy come true."
"I sexually fantasize about you, too, the other three chimed in at the same time," with none of them wanting to be excluded from her sexual favors, no doubt.
We all figured that Stephen would pick his older sister, as the one he'd sexually fantasize about stroking his cock. He was always spying on her and talking about seeing her naked. Stephen surprised me admitting to sexually fantasizing about his teacher because his teacher was a man. Maybe, he meant another teacher. Joey was no surprise admitting to sexually fantasizing about her Mom. He was always talking about his mother. He was a Momma's boy and he was always walking around his mother naked and trying to catch her naked. Anthony was right on the money sexually fantasizing about his Mom's friend. Almost as hot as Kathleen, she was always flashing us something, her panties or her bra. Only, she was married to this big, burly steelworker, so we were all careful not to disrespect her by having him catching us looking, whenever she was showing. If she ever knew we all sexually fantasized about her, while we jerked off, we'd all be in big trouble with her husband.
I returned my focus to watching Kathleen slowly jerking off Ralph and Anthony. Very ambidextrous, if you think it's easy to stroke two cocks at the same time, not that I've ever tried or would even want to try, as I'm straight and not gay, I imagine it's not a very easy thing to do. Try rubbing your stomach in one direction with your right hand, while rubbing your head with your left hand in the opposite direction. Then, when Ralph had his head back with his eyes closed thinking of Kathleen, no doubt, she leaned forward and took him in her mouth, while still stroking Stephen. I couldn't believe Kathleen was blowing Ralph. Then, with Stephen thinking of his male teacher, I wondered, she switched off and took Stephen in her mouth, while stroking Ralph. Back and forth she went from Ralph's to Stephen's cock and back again.
"Let me know when you're about to cum," she said looking from Ralph to Stephen with her big blue eyes, the eyes that I foolishly thought she was saving only for me. "And for God's sakes, I like having my tits fondled and my nipples fingered, when I'm sucking cock. Play with my tits and finger my nipples," she ordered. As soon as she said that Ralph took one of her breasts in hand and Stephen took the other.
"Don't worry, Kathleen, I won't cum in your mouth," said Ralph happy just to get a blowjob, no doubt.
"Contrary, Ralph, I want you to cum in my mouth. I don't know what type of girlfriends you boys are used to being with, but to me it's not a blowjob unless you cum in my mouth. That's the whole I idea of blowing you. I'm sucking you off. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste your warm, salty, oozy load of cum. And I swallow, too," she said with a sexy grin. "I want to swallow all of your cum."
She started blowing Ralph more aggressively now, while moving her head back and forth and making those wonderful cock sucking sounds that all men love to hear. All the while she was blowing Ralph, she was still jerking off Stephen. It was hugely erotic watching Kathleen blow one of my friends, while jerking off the other. Never missing a beat with either one, she was extremely coordinated and appeared as if she was totally enjoying herself.
"I'm going to cum," said Stephen.
Immediately, she removed Ralph's cock from her mouth and took Stephen's cock in her mouth just, as he exploded a volume of cum that seemed to last minutes but was only a few seconds. As soon as he was done gushing, she took Ralph back in her mouth.
"You," she said to Joey reaching out her hand, "give me your cock."
Joey stood closer to her and offered her his cock. Now, she was really blowing Ralph, while beating off Joey.
"Oh, my God. I'm gonna cum," yelled Ralph just as he violently exploded his seed in Kathleen's mouth.
With all of us virgins and with Ralph never having been blown before, instinctively, he put a hand to the back of her head and moved his hips in a humping motion, while humping her head and fucking her mouth. As soon as he stepped away, she waved over Anthony and started jerking him off, too, while leaning forward to take Joey's cock in her mouth. Both Joey and Anthony reached down to fondle her tits. Whenever they fingered her nipples, she immediately became more excited, that is, if Kathleen could be more sexually excited than she was.
It was exciting to watch her stroke Joey's cock, while blowing him and stroking Anthony's cock at the same time and, then, switching from Joey to Anthony and back again, until both shot their loads in her mouth. She was quite skilled at this, so skilled that I wondered if this was her first with a circle jerk gangbang. With no one to compare her to, other than my imagination, even in my wildest sexual fantasies, I never imagined anything such as this.
To be continued...
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Chapter Five - Call Me Elizabeth
"For the sake of salvaging our mother and son relationship and growing it into a more mature one, I'm just curious," she said with a sexually satisfied smile, as if he had just given her a verbal orgasm with his compliment, that no man would ever turn her down for sex. "Would it help to grow our relationship by removing the stigma of awkwardness and by eliminating some of our mother and son barriers, if we addressed one another differently?
"What do you mean, Mother?"
"Perhaps, if you called me Elizabeth, instead of Mom, Mother, and Mommy that may be a first step. I mean, you're a 22-year-old man now, Jason. Even though I love and find such motherly comfort in your endearments, you don't always have to call me Mom, Mother, or Mommy. From now on, call me Elizabeth," she said raising her chin and flipping back her lush, long hair, as if she was a woman he had just met.
"Maybe," said Jason. "Yeah, calling you Elizabeth instead of calling you Mom, Mommy, and Mother may help eliminate the barrier that we always have between us. Anyway, Mom, I mean, Elizabeth, regarding our mother and son relationship, as you will always be my mother, whether I call you Mom or Elizabeth, conversely just because some stranger is my biological father, that doesn't make him my Dad."
"Oh, assuredly and without doubt, I wholeheartedly agree with you. Only, where did that come from, Jason?" She looked at him with confusion. They had discussed all of this before and she had told him that, obviously, his father wanting nothing to do with raising him.
"Obviously, Mom, even though we discussed and I understood, it still bothers me that my father never contacted me. After wrestling with the hurt for so long, the man who impregnated you is just a stranger to me, as he is to you, now. I've given up hope of ever meeting him. Actually, after never having even met him, after all these years have passed, he's just some random man you had sex with the one time and--"
"Actually, he wasn't some random man, Jason. I had sex with him more than just one time," she said with a blush, while fingering her hair.
"Oh? I didn't know that. I just assumed that I was nothing more than a onetime accident."
In the way that she said that he wasn't some random man made him realize that maybe he was a man she already knew and had known for years. Already twisted with his incestuous thoughts over his mother, maybe the man who impregnated her was a family friend, a married man, or relative, but who?
"You're no accident, Jason. God put you here for a reason," she said giving him a loving look.
"Thank you, Mom. Sorry, I mean, Elizabeth," he said with a smile. "Since were on the subject, can you tell me something, anything more about him?"
"It was such a long time ago, Jason. Living in a rural area, there were more farm animals than there were people. He was just a man from my neighborhood and I loved him. Moreover, it wasn't just having sex with him the one time, as you assumed. We had a love relationship and not just a sexual relationship. Only, my relationship with him was more love and his relationship with me was more sex," she said with sadness.
"I see. I'm sorry to have brought this up again, Mother," said Jason.
Both mother and son paused, before Elizabeth broke their silence by speaking again.
"We had sex numerous times, dozens of times, over a period of weeks and months. Truth be told, in the rough and disrespectful way that he treated me, as if he was angry at himself and at me for him seducing me, I was his slut bitch. Nonetheless his lack of caring, I was always hungry for his big, hard, hairy--"
"Mother! Really. That's quite enough. I really don't need to hear anymore."
Now, with her explanation of how he came to be conceived, he took her at her word that his father was just some neighborhood man. Nevertheless, he still wondered how delicious that would be, if his mother had already been seduced by her father and by incest. Looking so much like his grandfather, he couldn't help but suspect that his grandfather was his Dad and his grandfather had been his mother's lover.
His grandmother had died, when his mother was young and Elizabeth had stepped into the role of caretaker for her father. Being that they lived alone in a rural area, he wondered what else she did for her father, other than the laundry, the cooking, and the cleaning. Maybe they slept in the same bed. Maybe giving him sex was her expected duty to do. Surely, her having sex with her father would explain why she ran away from home, shortly after he was born. With her no longer having anything more to do with her father, may give a clue that he was the one who impregnated her.
"Sorry, Jason. With all of this sexy and sexual talk, I got carried away. It's just so hot in your room that I don't even know what I'm saying," she said defending her personal, sexual disclosure, while fanning herself by fluffing out her blouse with both hands and inadvertently exposing more of her bra clad breasts to her son.
"Okay, okay, Elizabeth. I get the picture," he said figuratively, but wanting to say literally, when he saw more of her bra. "Anyway, after nearly twenty-three years later, whoever my father is, I'd think he'd contact you or me. I'd think he'd be curious to know about me and/or about you. He doesn't even know if you aborted the baby or had a son or a daughter. does he?"
"He knows that I had a boy," she said with sadness.
"He doesn't even know if you gave up the baby for adoption. He doesn't even know if I even exist."
"He knows that I kept the baby and that you exist, Jason. "
"He could be dead for all I know."
"I'm sorry, Jason. Always having my Dad in my life, always so very close to my Daddy, with one half of your identity a mystery, I can't imagine how incomplete you must feel having never known your Dad."
Afraid to ask her, but not wanting her to think him so perverted that he'd think that she had an incestuous affair with her father in the way that he wanted to have with his mother, suddenly Jason wondered just how close to her Daddy she was. Always too familiar with his mother, kissing her on the lips and patting her on the ass, he was always leering at her. When in her bikini, he remembered his grandfather taking longer than necessary to put suntan lotion on his mother's back and legs. Something that happened so very long ago, he remembered his grandfather standing in her bedroom doorway, while she changed into her swimsuit. Surprised that he remembered any of that and all of that, being that he was so young, it made sense to him now that they may have had an incestuous, sexual relationship. In made sense that his grandfather may be his father.
Now, he couldn't help but wonder if he was his grandfather's child. Wouldn't that be weird, if his grandfather was his father. Certainly, without doubt, that would explain his need to write incestuous stories. Now, he wondered, with his attraction to his mother, with him writing erotic literature, and with her reading all of his incestuous stories, if it was all because he and she had her father's perverted genes. Suddenly, he felt doomed to repeat his incestuous family history by wanting to have sex with his mother. Suddenly, wanting to break the incestuous cycle he no longer wanted to have sex with his mother. Yet, all he needed to change his mind and to renew his lust for his mother was just to look at her.
"Don't be sorry, Mom. None of that was your fault. You were young and in love. You didn't know he was a cowardly asshole, who couldn't face up to his responsibility," said Jason taking his mother's hand and kissing it, before leaning over to her to give her a kiss on the cheek and a hug.
"Thank you, Jason, for comforting me and for understanding," she said returning his hug.
To be continued...
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Chapter thirteen - "I need a smoke? Who has a cigarette?"
The guys all went for their clothes to get Kathleen a smoke, but Anthony was first to find his this time. Unwilling to share with one another, with me the only non-smoker in the group, it's funny how they were all so cheap with our cigarettes, back then, but not so cheap to give Kathleen a free cigarette. No doubt, making us think we were doing something for her, making us believe we were real men, instead of virginal young adults, lighting her cigarette was something that we all watched Humphrey Bogart do with Lauren Bacall or Clark Gable do with Carole Lombard. As if taking a lesson from one of the movie stars we watched on our little black and white television sets, Anthony leaned to her and lit her cigarette, while she reached out and stroked his cock. As if this was all a dream and she was our sexual fantasy, erotic, fairy Godmother, she inhaled and let out a big cloud of light blue smoke.
"Tell me if I'm right," she said looking from one to the other. "Was that your first blowjob?"
They all looked one from the other looking as if they were afraid to admit it and waiting for one or the other to admit it first.
"Yeah," said Joey.
"Yeah," said Stephen.
"My first," said Ralph.
"Me too," said Anthony.
"Did you enjoy me sucking you off?"
"Yeah," they all answered at once.
"So, tell me, what was the best part," she said taking another drag of her cigarette, while letting out a bunch of circles with her snapping jaw.
"When I came in your mouth," said Ralph.
"Me too," echoed the other three.
"I don't believe it," she said smiling proudly. "What are the odds? I never expected to pop the cherry of one virgin and I popped the cherry of five." She looked at them again. "Except for Freddie, who I just fucked silly, all are virgins?"
"Yes," they all answered nearly together.
"That's terrible. What's wrong with you guys? I lost my virginity twenty years ago, when I was 15-years-old and my boyfriend was the same age. Have times changed that much? Here it is modern times, 1968, in the midst of the sexual revolution and all of your guys are still virgins at 18-years-old. I lost my virginity seventeen years ago, when all of you were 1-year-old," she said with a laugh. "Well, we'll have to do something about that, now, won't we? We can't have you going through another birthday without getting laid. I need to make you all some first time, sexual memories."
She took another big drag of her cigarette, before extinguishing it in the ashtray and letting out another big cloud of smoke.
"Okay, who's first? Who wants to dip their cock in my pussy, first?" When no one responded and when no one volunteered, she pointed to Ralph and Anthony. "Okay, you and you," she said to them. "Let's go in the bedroom where we'll be more comfortable. Follow me boys, so that I can make you men."
I watched Kathleen lead the way to the bedroom with Ralph and Anthony in tow giggling behind her. She had such a nice ass. Never have I met anyone so comfortable with being naked. They were both so excited that they were giving one another high fives and clowning around punching each other in the shoulder and giggling like school girls. Once in her bedroom, Kathleen sat on the bed waiting for them to stop goofing around.
"You guys act like children. Come here," she said to Ralph. "You've gone soft. Let me suck you hard, again."
He walked to her and she fondled his semi-erect cock, while looking up at him with her sexy blue eyes, before stroking it to an erection and then taking in her mouth to blow him again. As soon as she started blowing Ralph again, I got an erection. It was so hot to watch Kathleen give Ralph a blowjob. I stood in the doorway watching the action, while Joey and Stephen sat on the couch with their backs to the sexual activity going on behind them.
After all the stories that Stephen told us about seeing his big sister naked and after all the stories that Joey told us about seeing his mother naked and seeing down the blouses of so many women in the supermarket, they're disinterested behavior surprised me, as much as it baffled me. How could they not watch Kathleen fuck Ralph and Anthony? This was a monumental moment in our sexual development. Not only were Ralph and Anthony getting laid for the first time, but watching Kathleen fucking and sucking two men was our first group sexual experience.
I wondered what the Hell was wrong with them. They're weird. For as long as I can remember, having known them since the first grade, they've always been weird. Maybe, they're just tired from the blowjob that Kathleen gave them. Maybe, they didn't want to get too excited watching the action between Kathleen, Ralph, and Anthony, while waiting for their turn, but if it was me, I'd be standing there, as I was standing there then, and watching the action, while hoping for another turn fucking Kathleen or getting blown by her. A memory never to forget, she was an incredible woman and I couldn't get enough of her, even if it was only watching her having sex with someone else.
I watched Kathleen remove Ralph from her mouth and climb in the middle of the bed. She made herself comfortable by arranging her pillows beneath her head and putting one in the small of her back. Definitely, no doubt, as if she was a professional call girl or hooker, she had done this before.
"No," she said when Ralph tried to mount her. "I'm not wet enough, yet. Go down on me, first. Lick my pussy. Eat me." She looked at him sitting motionless at the end of the bed. "What? What's wrong? You never licked a pussy before? Oh, for Christ's sakes."
Ralph turned to look at me. He looked scared. This was his first pussy licking experience and I could commiserate with the feeling, since Kathleen was the first pussy that I ever licked, only a mere few hours ago. I gave him the thumbs up sign and waved him with a nod of encouragement to go ahead. Ralph got between her legs and started gently licking her gradually at first, until she grabbed him by his ears and pulled his head forward. She mashed his whole face in her cunt. Oh, my God, knowing what she wanted, when she wanted it, she was a sexual animal.
"C'mon, don't be afraid. Lap me, bitch," she said. "You lick me like a cat lapping milk. Move your tongue around in there," she said as she moved his head around, while holding it between her hands. "Fuck me with your finger and tickle my clit, while licking me. I'd like to get off, too, you know," she said with a bit of impatient hostility.
Gees, I never heard her talk like that. She never talked like that to me. Yeah, she grabbed my head, pulled me forward, and ordered me to lap her, but she never called me her bitch in the way she called Ralph, bitch. I watched Ralph wrap his arms around her thighs and bob his head up and down, while licking her. He looked as if he was getting into it and doing a good job.
"You," she said to Anthony. "You've gone soft again. What's wrong with you guys? Aren't you excited? Kneel on the bed beside me so that I can suck your cock, while your virgin friend eats my pussy."
Immediately, Anthony obeyed her, knelt on the bed, and leaned into her, while offering her his cock. I watched her stroke Anthony's cock, while Ralph was eating her pussy. She had one hand on the back of Ralph's head and her other hand around Anthony's cock.
"Okay, stick that big cock in my mouth," she said to Anthony.
Man, could she suck cock. She was an amazing cocksucker, so amazing that I wondered how many cocks she sucked. She was going to town on his cock in the way that she went to town on my cock. It was so hot to listen to her make all those wonderful cock sucking sounds. Just as he looked like he was about to explode a load of cum in her mouth, she stopped.
"Go take your friend's place," she said to Anthony directing all the sexual action, as if she was a director on a sound stage making a pornographic film and Ralph and Anthony were her actors. "And you come up here and switch places with your friend," she said to Ralph.
I watched Anthony delicately lick her pussy, before she pulled him by his hair and mashed his face in her pussy, in the way she had done to Ralph and me.
"Like my pussy," she said to Anthony. "Lick it. Stick your finger in my hole and wiggle another finger around my clit. You guys are unbelievable. You need to learn what a woman wants and how to get a woman off, if you hope to ever get lucky again and to keep your woman happy, once you do get lucky."
Kathleen was insatiable. While Anthony was eating her pussy, she was going to town on Ralph's cock, stroking him and sucking him.
"Okay, I'm wet enough. You can fuck me now," she said to Ralph. "Come on, come on. Mount me, before you go soft again."
Immediately, Anthony move away from in between her legs for Ralph to mount her. He looked relieved that he didn't have to lick her pussy anymore. As soon as Ralph mounted her and she started fucking him, I don't think he lasted three minutes, before he shot a load of cum in her.
"Don't worry, I'm on the pill," she said. "It's a good thing there are four of you. Maybe, I'll at least get a decent fuck," she said with a laugh. After Ralph ejaculated inside of her, he looked as if he wanted to fall asleep on her. As if she was a wrestler in a wrestling tag team, she patted him on the back and shoved him off of her. "Next!"
Ralph climbed off of her and Anthony mounted her. He lasted longer than Ralph, maybe because he had more of a rest between her blowjob. Still, he didn't even last five minutes, before he shot a load of cum in her.
"Freddie, sweetie, come here and fuck, Mommy," she said. "I need a good fuck," she said.
Boy was I ready, even if it was sloppy thirds. Yet, I didn't even think of that then. I was just happy to get laid, again. I had been walking around with a boner for an hour.
I mounted her and immediately starting kissing her. Maybe because of all the cum she had inside of her already, but she was so slippery wet. A big deal to me before, shoving my cock in a cum filled cunt, didn't much matter to me now. I didn't even think about the thought that she had Ralph's and Anthony's cocks in her mouth, until later when they both teased me about it. Yet, wrapped up in the sexual moment of Kathleen, I didn't care. She was my Maureen O'Hara and I was getting off on making out with her, while fucking her. With her having such a fabulous body, she was so beautiful and was such a great kisser that she blanked my mind of all thoughts but her.
Then, every once in a while, as I was fucking her, I'd lean my head down and suck her nipple. She had great tits and I loved her knockers. The other guys didn't kiss her, fondle her tits, and suck her nipples in the way that I did. They didn't make love to her, in the way that I did. She wasn't special to them in the way that she was so very special to me. They just slammed, banged, and fucked her. Maybe if they had gotten more into the moment, maybe if they had viewed her more as a lover than as a sexual aid, they would have given Kathleen some sexual pleasure, after she gave all of us so much.
With my hands beneath her and grabbing and feeling her round, firm ass, as I pushed myself deeper inside and pulled her closer, my horny hands were all over her voluptuous body. I treated her more like a romantic partner and more like a girlfriend than just a lay. Yeah, sure the sexy, love sick shine wore off some, after seeing her give blowjobs to and fucking all my friends, but she still turned me on, especially when kissing and touching her. Then, when she returned my passion with her passion, I was lost in her kisses. When I think back about how I felt about her then, with age not even a consideration, if she asked me to marry her, I would have.
Besides, imagine all the great pillow talk sessions we could have had with her telling me about all of her prior lovers and sexual experiences. I wonder how many other gangbang trains she pulled and how many men she fucked and sucked. I wondered if she was ever in the swinging lifestyle. I wondered if she had ever been to a nudist colony. Yet, as soon as I thought of all those questions to ask her, I quickly forgot them because my cock felt so good in her pussy and my tongue felt so incredible in her mouth. The only question that I still have now is, I wonder where she is, who's she with, and what she doing?
Still not long enough to sexually satisfy her, I lasted longer this time. I broke Anthony's five minute record going nine minutes based on my Timex watch. I must have made Anthony and Ralph horny because they both had enormous erections and, after I climbed off her, they jumped on either side of her on the bed and started touching her, kissing her, and sucking her tits, before they both fucked her again.
A time before AIDS, no one wore condoms back then, especially with someone like Kathleen, who told us that she was on the pill. Yet, I wonder, what if she wasn't on the pill and what if she had used us to get her pregnant. Maybe having a baby was her personal agenda. I have no idea and didn't even think about that then. A 32-year-old woman alone and without a man in her life, maybe, she wanted just wanted to have a baby without having the complications of a husband.
At that point, I really didn't care what her personal agenda was. She was giving us all sex and we were all happy. Finally, for now, I was done. I had cum off three times, fucking her twice, and getting a blowjob once. Sexually satisfied, I was ready for a nap. Only, I wanted to see Kathleen cum. For all that she did for us, I wanted to make sure that she got off, too. Willing to do anything to help give her the pleasure that she so deserved, ready to call in the reserves for them to get in there and fuck Kathleen, I turned looking for Joey and Stephen.
To be continued...



        

  
    Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day Ch. 06
  
  Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day Ch. 06

        "I did have a question about your erotic, incestuous story."

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mom-strips-naked-for-nude-day-ch-06

Title: Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day Ch. 06

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: "I did have a question about your erotic, incestuous story."

Tags: nude day, erotic story, up skirt, down blouse, sex with son, sex with mother, mother/story, masturbation, incestuous story, blowjob

Series: Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day


Chapter Six - I did have a question about your erotic, incestuous story.
The eternal pervert that he is, when he hugged his mother, squeezed her actually, the top of her blouse opened more giving him a great down blouse view of her bra and cleavage again. As soon as he broke off his hug of her, no doubt, knowing that he was looking, putting a hand to the top of her blouse to close it but deciding to leave it as it was, she flushed with either embarrassment or sexual excitement. Hoping it was latter instead of the former, he couldn't tell which.
"So, anyway, getting back to my story, did you find the characters engaging and believable?" Jason looked at his mother for a clue, as to how she felt about his stories and/or about him.
Hoping she wouldn't notice, when he moved to sit on his bed next to her, he slid his body back against the length of her thigh. When he sat like that, pushing up against her and sliding his body up and along her left thigh like that, he purposely bunched up his mother's short skirt high enough to give him a view of her panty, when he stood up and stood in front of her again. Hoping she didn't notice her short skirt in disarray and higher up her thigh, he couldn't wait to look to see, if he could see her panty. He loved his mother's panty and he especially enjoyed the view of her exposed pussy mound. With her now being more relaxed about their sexual conversation and about her seating position, no doubt, after the mother and son conversation they had, her knees drifted further apart. Hoping she didn't notice that she was so exposed, he couldn't wait to stand in front of her and, hopefully, see her patch of panty.
"I did, Jason. Actually and I'm embarrassed to admit this, but even though I never thought of you in a sexual way, in the way you wrote so lovingly about me, I couldn't help but think of you in a sexual way. I couldn't help but think of you as my lover, albeit incestuous lover, after reading your stories," she said turning red again, while fluttering her eyelids and giving out an uncomfortable laugh. "Your story was a lovely moment, instead of a disturbing one," she said with her face flushed and with embarrassed excitement in her voice.
Never has his mother talked so freely with him about her feelings before, especially when it came to sex. He was floored by all that she said. Even though he's imagined and written about his mother in all sorts of sexual positions, for the first time, he saw his mother more as a sexual woman than as his uptight mother.
"Really?"
Jason's eyes fell to the side of his mother's breasts again. She had big tits. In the way they appeared in her bra and filled out her nightgown, he imagined she had beautiful breasts. He loved his mother's big tits. He only wished he could see them, touch them, feel them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them. So attracted to his mother's breasts, especially after talking so openly and honestly about having incestuous sex with her, he was tempted to reach out and touch them, but he didn't dare.
"I did have a question about your erotic, incestuous story, though," she said looking up and folding her arms across her breasts, when she caught him staring at her tits.
"You may ask me anything about my writing, Mother," said Jason reestablishing eye contact with his mother.
"But will you answer all that I ask you?" She looked at him with skepticism.
"Pardon?"
"Well, it's foolish for me to ask you questions that you won't honestly answer," she said waiting for him to answer, before looking away.
"I'll honestly answer any and every question you ask of me, Mom," he said.
With her skirt raised to mid thigh, wishing he could feel her thigh but not wanting her to realize her thigh was so exposed, he patted her knee instead and left his hand there, as if a barrier, while hoping she didn't fluff down her skirt.
"Okay, fair enough. I was just wondering..."
"Yes, Mother. What were you wondering?"
Jason looked at his mother's breasts again, before looking down at her exposed thigh, while wondering if he could see her panties and thinking that he could, if he stood in front of her. Only, how could he get up and stand in front of her without her noticing his intentions and without her noticing that her skirt was raised high enough for him to see her panty? He was so tempted to sit on the floor in front of her, in the way that he used to do, when she read him a bedtime story. He'd definitely have a clear view of her panties, then. Only, he'd be too obvious in his intent, especially now that she knew he was so hot for her and was always looking to see what he could see of her.
Even just a few years ago, when he was 18-years-old, so very emotionally immature and sexually inexperienced, he was too young to do anything about his incestuous feelings for her then. Not understanding the sexual feelings that he had for his mother, especially when he saw his mother's pussy up her short nightgown or parts of her breasts down her low cut nightgown more than a few times, he knew what he'd do now, should he see her pussy and/or her breasts. For sure, he'd reach out and touch her. For sure, figuring that she was flashing him purposely, he'd reach out and feel her. Only, just as he has read her wrong before, about her wanting him as much as he wanted her, he needed to take it slow to make sure they were on the same page.
"These stories that you write about me are so very sexually explicit and realistically believable. Honestly, I was surprised by some of the things that you wrote about me," she said running her fingers through her hair again and taking her tip of her hair across her face and to her mouth, while giving him a sexy look.
"Thank you, Mother, for the compliment, but they are just stories," he said knowing differently.
"To be honest, they are more than just stories, Jason, especially the parts about culingus and felacio," she said turning a bright red, while looking at him dead in the eyes. "I can't remember reading anything as steamy," she said waving her hand in front of her face.
"Admittedly, just as it was difficult for you to read that, it was difficult for me to write that," he said, but for different reasons he thought without saying.
"Au contraire. Squirming a little in my chair, I'm embarrassed to admit that I was more than sexually aroused a few times, while reading all that you wrote. Forgetting for a moment that you had written it, I had no idea that you, my baby boy, knew about such sexual things. Oh, my God, I can't believe what I'm about to say, maybe because it's been so long, since I've had a hard cock in my hand, in my pussy, and in my mouth, but I almost felt that, when I was reading what you wrote, that you were writing about you eating me and me blowing you."
Actually, did she forget that he wrote all of these stories with her in mind? Nonetheless, her getting lost in his erotic story, he couldn't believe that his mother just said that she imagined him licking her pussy. He couldn't believe that his mother just said that she imagined sucking his cock. As sexually aroused as he was sexually frustrated, he didn't know what to do with all of this information that she had just confessed.
Should he ask her, if he can lick her pussy? Should he ask her, if she'd suck his cock? Should he take her in his arms and kiss her? Should he just strip off his clothes to see her reaction to seeing his exposed cock and to see what she'd do, when seeing the sexual passion that he has for her in seeing his erect prick? Only, he couldn't sexually assault his mother in that incestuous lurid way. He needed to prepare her and season her to the idea of having sex with him.
"Really? Wow! That's quite a compliment to my writing," he said instead. "Actually, Mother, I'm shocked. I've never heard you talk in this way."
As soon as she uttered the words culingus, the image of him positioned between his mothers leg and licking her pussy filled his mind. He imagined fingering her, while rubbing her clit and reaching up to finger her nipples. Then, when she said felacio, her sucking his cock immediately replaced him licking her pussy and he imagined her on her knees blowing him. Figuring now that she did, he wondered if she swallowed. Just as he'd do anything to lick her pussy, he'd do anything for her to suck his cock. He'd love to cum in her mouth, while playing with her big tits, fingering her hard nipples, and watching his mother swallow all that he had to give her.
"I'm a woman first and your mother second, Jason," she said giving him a sexual look, while continuing to curl her hair with her fingers. "Getting back to the story that you wrote about a son taking advantage of his drunken mother, able to give me, the reader, such vivid imagery, that just shows me the great writer that you are."
"Thank you, Mom," he said giving her a hug and feeling the back of her bra through her blouse, enough of a sensation on his fingertips to make his cock throb and his imagination wonder what she'd look like topless.
"Only," she said abruptly ending his hug, "I was wondering..."
"Yes, Mom?"
She gave him a look that she had never given him before. Sexual and sexy, she was so softly vulnerable that he wanted to take her in his arms and kiss her. If she was any other woman than his mother, picking up on her subtle, sexual cues, he would have. She made him feel, as if they were on a date and were exploring one another's sexual peccadilloes with a battery of questions. A way for him to gradually develop a sexual relationship with his mother, eager to know what she wanted to ask him, he was just as eager to answer whatever question she asked.
"Have you masturbated over having sex with me?" She discreetly looked down at the bulge in his jeans, before reestablishing eye contact.
Immediately, as if a fast forward movie, he recalled the hundreds, maybe even thousands of times, that he masturbated over the thoughts of his mother naked and giving him sex. She was his favorite woman to think about, when masturbating. Sure, he had masturbated over other women before, but always he returned to masturbate over his mother. It didn't take him much to start masturbating over her. An up skirt or a down blouse view was all that he needed to see to make him horny enough to need to cum, while thinking of her sucking his cock. Just with her asking him, if he masturbated over her, he wanted to unzip himself, pull out his cock, and stroke himself in front of her.
"Oh, God, Mother, this is so embarrassing," he said shocked and sexually excited that he just caught his mother looking at his bulge in the way that he was always looking at her tits. "Um, well, to be completely honest, yes, I have masturbated over the thought of having sex with you, Mother."
"Being that you've already graphically written about it, it's only normal that you masturbate over having sex with your mother, Jason. Men have been sexually attracted to their mothers going back to the dark ages. Shakespeare wrote about it more than once. Only..." she said looking down at his bulge again, before looking up at his face.
"Yes, Mom?"
"I was just wondering," she said blushing again, while twirling her hair around her finger. "Do you still masturbate over me now?" She asked her question so demurely, while looking down at the floor, before making solid eye contact with him, while continuing to twirl her hair with her finger.
Does he still masturbate over her? He never stopped masturbating over her, he wanted to say. He wanted to masturbate right now with the hopes that she'll help him and stroke him, before taking him in her mouth to suck him.
"Gees, Mom," he said not believing that he caught his mother looking at his bulge again. "You're really putting me on the spot here but, since I agreed to answer all of your questions, yes I do still masturbate over you. Sometimes my own stories get me so very aroused that I imagine what it would be like, if they were true and if I was having sex with you. Besides, look at you, Mom. You're hot. You're gorgeous. You're a real MILF. Every man would want to do you."
To be continued...
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Chapter 7 - What's a MILF
In just the way she gushed, not only did he know that she knew what a MILF was but also he knew that the way to her heart was with compliments, sexual or otherwise. With no man in her life, obviously she was hungry for the attention of a man. Now, he wondered if she was hungry for sex from him, too.
"MILF? What's a MILF?"
Acting like the sexy diva she was, she looked at him, while biting her lip, before tossing her hair again in the way of a Playboy Playmate sexy kitten playing her part in a Playboy XXX movie.
"Um, well, don't get mad and take this the wrong way and out of context but a MILF is a mother that I'd like to fuck."
As soon as he said the word fuck, he could feel his eyes fall from her face to her tits and to her pussy. Imagining her naked, as if the mere thought of fucking her was the code word to his sexual arousal, he felt his cock harden by the mere thought of fucking his mother.
"So, is that it?" A look that he's never seen from her before, she looked at him with lust in her eyes. "You'd like to fuck me?" She looked at him with the interest of a blind internet date sitting across from him in a cocktail bar.
With his mind twisted in the way that he was so focused on having incestuous sex with his mother, even though she asked a rhetorical question, he turned it around in his mind, while pretending that she was the one, who actually asked him, if he wanted to fuck her. Honestly, as if it was a test and/or a trick question, he didn't know how to answer her seemingly innocent question. Only, his mother the Queen of double sided questions, meaning what she said but never saying what she means, never asked innocent questions. With her questions a double sided sword, he knew that, however he answered her question, she'd lope off his head.
"Sorry, Mom for the disrespect. That was just an inappropriate figure of speech. Forgive me," he said a pausing, why debating if she should jump from the frying pan into the fire. "Actually, truth be told, in a perfect world where incest was not only acceptable but also encouraged," he said pausing again, before speaking. "I'd love to fuck you, I mean, make love to you, Mother," he said not believing that he actually said that to his mother.
"I see," she said falling silent, while looking down to study a spot on his carpet.
He followed her eyes with his, hoping that the spot wasn't a cum stain from one of his more violent masturbation sessions, when thinking of her naked and on her knees. Glad that he finally admitted his incestuous desire for her, he watched her, while wondering what she was thinking. Was she thinking about him fucking her? Was she thinking about her making love to him? Never able to tell with her, he wondered what she was feeling.
With her continuing to play with her hair, while giving him sexy looks, was she just as sexually aroused as he was? He didn't know. He couldn't tell. A line harder to cross than he had thought, sadly frustrating, maybe the only way he'll ever see his mother naked and experience his mother sexually is through his stories and/or in his sexual fantasies, while masturbating over the naked thoughts of her.
"Any time I go out with you, Mom, I mean, Elizabeth, people think that you're my girlfriend or my older sister. Unless they know us, never does anyone suspect that you're my mother. If they thought anything, they'd probably think you're a cougar dating a younger man."
"A cougar?" She blushed, while looking at him with lust in her eyes. "Do you mean in the way of Demi Moore with Ashton Kutcher and Jennifer Lopez with that 24-year-old boy, toy dancer?"
"Yes," he said smiling that she mentioned Jennifer Lopez, his favorite female celebrity. Just as he knew she knew what a MILF was, he knew she knew what a cougar was, too.
"Oh, I rather like that thought," said Elizabeth putting a fingertip to her lips. "Me dating a younger man and a younger man wanting an old broad like me is a rather delicious thought," she said with a sexy laugh, while studying him.
"Actually, I'm sorry that I mentioned that, Mother. I'm not sure how much I like the idea of you being a cougar," he said with a nervous laugh.
She looked at her son with renewed interest, studied him, actually. With MILF and cougar, no doubt, on her mind, maybe she was thinking that he was a new gateway to her older woman with a younger man sexuality. Then, she validated his thoughts by verbalizing her thoughts.
"Maybe you can bring some of your college friends around for me to tease, when I'm out back and tanning in my sexy and revealing bikini," she said with a sexy laugh and throwing back her hair with a sexy toss of her head.
So uptight before, he couldn't believe the total transformation in his mother now. As if she was experiencing her own little sexual revolution by the mere mention of calling her a MILF and a cougar, he hoped that she included him in her plans to fuck and suck younger men. No longer thinking of her as his mother, he perceived her as a sexy, sexual woman, especially, when she looked at him like that, while tossing back her hair and smiling at him in that sexy way.
"I don't think so, Mother," said Jason suddenly feeling jealous that she'd sexually tease his friends and not sexually tease him. Besides, he didn't want his friends to think that his mother was a player, a MILF of a cougar, and a whore.
Both mother and son remained silent for a moment, while Jason imagined introducing his three, horny friends to her. He recalled the image of his mother in her barely there bikini, when his grandfather was oiling up her butt cheeks, so long ago. Never has he seen so much of her hot body, when she wears her barely there bikinis. Then, when she undid her bikini bra, while she was on her stomach, with the entire sides of her squished breasts so exposed, never has he seen so much of her tits. Not to mention, in the way her bikini bottoms were cut, as if she was wearing thong panties, instead of a bikini, never has he seen so much of her ass and what a fabulous ass she has.
At the time, coming home early from school because of a cancelled class, she didn't know he was home. She didn't know he was up in his room leering at her, while masturbating over her. She didn't know how much he saw of her and how much he wanted her hot body. Or did she know he was there watching her? Maybe, as lonely as she was horny herself, she was teasing him. The sight of her in her bikini was the inspiration that he needed to write his first story about her more than three years ago and with her giving him more inspiration with down blouses and up skirts, he has stopped writing incestuous stories about her, ever since.
Given the sexy image by her, he couldn't help himself from imagining bringing home his friends to leer at her nearly naked body from upstairs in his bedroom, while his mother tanned out in the hot sun by the pool. Suddenly feeling the inspiration for another incestuous story, he imagined introducing his mother to his three, horny friends. He wondered if they'd want her, as much as he wanted her. Surely, in the way that he imagined them staring at her, they'd give him the visionary proof in their lustful leers, that his mother was just as hot as he was twisted.
Sitting around the pool with the four of them staring at his mother's ass, before she sat up in her chaise lounge, while clutching her untied bikini top, he imagined himself going behind her to tie her top for her again. Only, tying it loosely again, loose enough that, when she stood and moved around, her breasts would surely make their appearance. Sure enough, as soon as she emerged from the house carrying a tray of lemonade for his friends and as soon as she leaned over them to serve them their drinks, he imagined her top coming untied and her big tits spilling out from small bra. Tying her loosely top for her again, while hoping she didn't notice, he imagined her diving in the pool and her surfacing without her bikini bra.
He imagined she not realizing that her breasts were on display, until one of his friends reached up to grab a handful. When he ran his finger over her exposed nipple, she recoiled from his grasp, but another one of his friends grabbed her and ripped her bikini bottom off of her. Now naked, he imagined her trying to cover herself with her hands and forearm, but his friends pulled her arms behind her back.
"Jason, help me," he imagined her screaming.
"I'll help you, Mother, that is, after I help myself," he imagined saying, while reaching out his hands to touch and feel her everywhere. Now naked, he imagined his friends forcing his mother down to her knees. Then, one by one, they took their wicked turns with her mouth.
"Let me ask you this, then," she said bursting the bubble of the new story that had quickly morphed and developed in his mind into, Mom and my Four, Horny Friends, a Gangbang.
"Yes?"
"Do you have a favorite story about me?"
To be continued...
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Chapter Fourteen - When it cums to gay sex, boys will be boys
I was about to yell out and call for reinforcements but, for some reason I just turned my head instead and looked in the living room. Ready to call in the reserves for them to get in there and give Kathleen a good fuck, while hoping that between the five of us we could make her climax, I was looking for Joey and Stephen to come help When I turned my head to look for them and to see where they were and what they were doing, I couldn't believe my eyes.
I saw Stephen and Joey kissing. Kissing. They were kissing. I couldn't believe it. They weren't kissing just a little bit; they were going at it like horny Prom dates. They were French kissing. Gross. Yuck. I was sick to my stomach thinking about kissing Joey or kissing Stephen and there they were making out with one another.
My childhood friends, my best buddies, shocked and dismayed, I couldn't believe my eyes. They must have thought they were alone. Certainly, they didn't see me; otherwise, they'd never do what they were doing in front of me. Perhaps they figured the three of us; Ralph, Anthony, and I were still in the bedroom fucking Kathleen, while having our little foursome.
Yet, this small apartment had no doors. Kathleen had removed them all to strip off the paint and, since I had already fucked Kathleen, I allowed Ralph and Anthony to go in alone, while I stood outside the door and watched and waited for my turn again. Unless we were all squashed together on her small bed, there was barely room enough in her bedroom for two people, never mind four.
Actually, already exhausted from painting and from all the sexual activity, I was about to take a nap on the couch, that is, until I saw Joey and Stephen going at one another, while sitting together on the sofa. There was a mirror on the floor that was angled perfectly at the couch and from where I stood, when looking down from my standing position, I could see their reflection in the mirror. Had they not been so preoccupied with one another, surely, they would have seen me, too. Removing them on the pretense of painting, Kathleen had moved all the mirrors around the apartment in similar fashion, no doubt, to give whoever was there the perfect action shots, without making it appear that the mirrors had been purposely placed there.
Yet, as much as I could have moved away, I couldn't stop looking, staring, actually. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Not that there's anything wrong with gay sex, today, but back then it was forbidden, especially in my small neighborhood. Never in a million years would I have suspected that my two, childhood friends were not only gay but also hot for one another. In hindsight, now, that I think about it, they were always together. I wondered how long this had been going on or if this really was just their first time.
I mean, really, it was just a kiss, albeit a French kiss. French kissing one another doesn't make them gay, does it? Only, they were both sitting there naked and they both had erections. Growing to the evidence of their sexual orientation, certainly French kissing and having erections, made me suspect my worst fears as true. Yet, giving them the benefit of the doubt, maybe they have erections from seeing Kathleen naked. Hating to admit it, I suspected they had erections from seeing one another naked?
Flabbergasted, I stood there in stunned silence, while watching their homosexual show, especially when Joey moved his hand and grabbed Stephen's cock. My mouth dropped, when Joey touched Stephen's cock. He actually had his hand and his fingers wrapped around Stephen's cock. He was touching, feeling, fondling, and holding Stephen's cock in his hand. Then, he started slowly stroking him, while kissing him. I couldn't believe it. I just couldn't believe it.
Joey was giving Stephen a hand job. Then, Stephen took Joey's cock in his hand. Now, Stephen had his hand and fingers around Joey's cock and was slowly stroking him, too. Stephen was giving Joey a hand job. They were each jerking one another off, while making out. Shocked, I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I didn't want to believe what I was seeing. I didn't know what to do.
What the Hell? With Kathleen naked in the other room, here they are about to get laid for the first time in their lives, instead, they're sitting on the couch giving one another a hand job and having gay sex. They only stopped stroking one another to fondle one another. Yet, there they were jerking one another off, while kissing, kissing, and French kissing.
Not wanting them to see me, I ducked back in Kathleen's bedroom and peeked out at their reflections in the mirror. When I looked back, they had moved to the sixty-nine position. Oblivious to the mirror reflecting their homosexual activity, was it not for the mirror angled to reflect the couch, I never would have known where they were and what they were doing, that is, unless I walked to the couch and looked over the back of it. Joey was sucking Stephen's cock and Stephen was sucking Joey's cock. Shocked wasn't the word. Somehow I felt betrayed. Two of my best friends were gay. How can that be? How could I not know? Now, I wondered, merely by association, if I was gay, too. Now, I wondered, if their gayness was a contagious thing. Definitely, if I could control myself from being gay, I would.
'Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. I couldn't believe Joey and Stephen were gay.'
In a world where everything was always the same, much simpler times, when excitement for us was watching Mission Impossible, I Spy, and Bonanza on television, and James Bond in the movies, gay sex between friends was never a topic of discussion. Gay sex was a sin against the God and the Catholic Church. Gay sex wasn't allowed in my small, Mafia controlled neighborhood. Now, here it was right in my face. Years later, those same Caucasian old men, the priests we trusted, who spent their lives to make us all feel guilty, were all violating children in the rectory, under the full knowledge and protection of the Bishops, the Cardinals, and the Catholic Church.
Although, at first, I was offended, these were my childhood friends, after all. How could I stop liking them? Nonetheless, I couldn't believe they were gay or experimenting or whatever the Hell they were doing. Even though I was disturbed by their homosexuality, I couldn't stop myself from watching them blowing one another. Having never seen gay sex before, I was seeing it now right in front of me. Had they looked up even once they would have noticed my reflection in the mirror, but they were too busy, kissing, French kissing, feeling one another up, making out, masturbating one another, and now blowing one another.
I had never seen two guys suck one another's cock before and, to be honest, as disconcerting as it was, as if I was watching the aftermath of a horrible car accident, I was more than a little bit grossed out but not sickened enough to stop watching what they'd were doing. These were my best friends. I had known them all my life. I still couldn't believe what I was seeing.
I was curious to see how far they'd go. Even though I didn't think they'd blow one another, when they were just kissing and giving one another a hand job, sure enough, there they were blowing one another. I mean, kissing is one thing and, okay, a hand job is the next step, but I never thought they'd voluntarily take a cock in their mouths. I was sure of that. I never thought they'd suck one another's cock.
I wondered what suddenly happened to make them turn gay. The only thing that I could think of was that it had to be Kathleen walking around naked that got them all turned and twisted around. Perhaps, she made them so sexually excited that they didn't know what in the Hell they were doing and with who they were doing it with. It had to be the blowjob that she gave them that made their brains crazy with lustful desire for one another. Yeah, that must be it. Of course, that has to be it.
I looked back at Ralph and Anthony. They were giving Kathleen her money's worth. After needing to take a shower from watching the gay show that Joey and Stephen were putting on, it was quite the show watching the heterosexual threesome of Anthony, Ralph, and Kathleen go at one another. They were still on the bed with Anthony and Ralph getting ready to fuck Kathleen again. I figured they both should last longer this time. I figured they'd be fucking her for the next twenty minutes, at least, anyway.
I couldn't believe that I was witness to a live homosexual sex show going on in one room and a heterosexual show happening in the other room. I didn't know where to look. To my right were my friends, Ralph and Anthony fucking or getting ready to fuck Kathleen and to my left were Joey and Stephen lying on the couch blowing one another. Not wanting to miss anything, even the gay show, my head was moving back and forth, as if I was at a tennis match watching Arthur Ashe and Jimmy Connors play. Already on sexual overload, I was surrounded by sex and sexual activities everywhere I turned.
Now, looking back and remembering the activities of that day, it was akin to being in the back of a bar in Tijuana or in a smoke filled room in Bangkok. Never had I witnessed this extent of sexual activity, until I tried the swinging lifestyle myself more than a decade later. Only, even then, in the orgy rooms filled with a bunch of swingers or at a house party with a select group of invited swingers, homosexual sex was always discouraged, whereas sex between two women was always encouraged. Yet, again the double standard rears its ugly head, even in the swinging lifestyle, especially in the swinging lifestyle, homosexuality wasn't allowed.
Now, it all made more sense to me. I found it curious that both Joey and Stephen appeared a bit embarrassed, when they saw Kathleen naked. Both were a bit reticent to have sex with her, even after she willingly offered them her body. Unlike Ralph, Anthony, and I, willing and ready to be part of the sexual action with her, we couldn't wait for her to suck us and fuck her. Being that they were both virgins, as we all were, I figured Stephen and Joey were just shy. I never figured them for being gay.
Then, looking back, there were all those times we used to go midnight skinny dipping off the pier in Boston Harbor. While the rest of us were diving off the pier and swimming, always, they'd disappeared somewhere in the dark. We figured they were still swimming in the water down by the other end to get away from the sting of the jellyfish, but they always appeared together naked way down by the far end of the wharf.
"Hey," said Ralph, "what were you two doing down there alone in the dark, blowing one another?"
"Fuck you," said Stephen.
"Homos," said Ralph.
"Fuck you," said Joey.
As all guys did back then, we used to tease one another about being gay, even though we knew that none of us were gay. We used to tease Joey and Stephen about blowing one another, even though we knew they never would. After all the stories that Joey told us about lusting over his mother and all the stories that Stephen told us about his naked sister, we never suspected for a minute that they were gay or would ever blow one another.
Now here they were acting gay and having gay sex. I couldn't help but wonder if all of our teasing about them being gay made them gay. Nah, probably, their mothers made them gay or they were just born gay, I guess. Figuring this wasn't the first time they had gay sex, I wondered now, if they were pleasuring one another back then, having gay sex, and sucking one another's cock, when we went skinny dipping. Probably, no doubt, they were.
I recalled the conversation that Stephen had admitted to Kathleen that he thought of his teacher when he jerked off.
"Who do you imagine me to be," said Kathleen to Stephen.
"I imagine you to be my teacher," said Stephen.
Now, Stephen's teacher was a man and I gave him the benefit of the doubt, while figuring and hoping that he was thinking of the Art teacher, Julie, because she's a little hottie and is young, shapely, and blonde or the music teacher, Mrs. Moran because she has big tits and was always bending over us showing us her cleavage. The fact that Stephen admitted to us all that he fantasizes about his teacher, Mr. Wallace, really grossed me out. What's wrong with him? How could he be gay? He's one of my best friends.
Now, that I've witnessed Stephen with Joey, I still can't believe that Stephen fantasizes about sucking off or being sucked off by his old, homeroom teacher, Mr. Wallace. It made me wonder if Mr. Wallace is gay, just as it made me wonder if Stephen and Mr. Wallace had already gotten together and done one another, after graduation. If he hasn't already, it made me wonder, if after this little experiment with Joey, Stephen would take things a step further with Mr. Wallace, now that he's already graduated from high school and no longer has that teacher and student moral code issue.
Nonetheless, even though, it was obvious to me now that both Joey and Stephen were gay, it wasn't as obvious to me how they became that way. Were they born gay? Was it something that happened in their childhood that made them gay. Maybe it was a strong mother influence over a weak father influence. Now that I remember, sexually attracted to his Mom, Joey was always talking about his mother.
To be continued...
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Chapter 8 - "Do You Have a Favorite Incestuously Erotic Story About Me?"
"Do I have a favorite story about you? Yes, I do," he said without even having to think. "Only, I'm embarrassed to admit it," said Jason removing his hand from his mother's knee, while so wanting to tell her about the brand new story that he had just imagined.
"Go on, tell me, Jason. I'm curious to know, especially after I confessed which one of your stories is my favorite. Tell me which story is your favorite. We're both mature enough and close enough that we can discuss anything and everything, even sex. Don't be embarrassed. We've already openly discussed so much already," she said patting his knee. "Instead of thinking of us as mother and son, think more about us as a man and a woman, Elizabeth and Jason."
When she said, 'instead of thinking of us as a mother and son, think more about us as a man and a woman,' Jason wanted to push his mother down on the bed and mount her, while kissing her. Imagining stripping off her clothes, just once he'd love to know what it would feel like to fuck his mother.
"Well, to be honest, Elizabeth..." said Jason standing on the pretense of stretching.
Nonchalantly, he walked in front of his mother to see if he could see her panties in an up skirt view. Surprisingly, her skirt was short enough, raised up high enough, and her knees were parted open enough that he had a clear view of his mother's inner, shapely, creamy thighs and her bright, white panty. Even when her knees were tightly pressed together, she was a woman with the type of body that, when she sat in a short skirt, there was a triangular opening above her thigh that exposed her panty. Countless times he spied his mother's panties, when she sat wearing a short skirt, Whenever she was sitting in the living room or outside entertaining, he watched the eyes of the other men go directly to her crotch, knowing they were enjoying the same view of his mother's panties that he so enjoyed seeing and that he was enjoying now.
He always wondered if she knew she was flashing her panties. How could she not know? How could she be so oblivious to men's leering looks and stares? How exciting would that be, if she had been flashing them on purpose? How exciting that would be, if she had been flashing him on purpose?
Not wanting her to catch him looking, he stood far enough back that he could see all of her body, along with her big breasts and pretty face, at a glance, and not just her panty. Forcing himself to look away, he made eye contact with his mother, before losing his mind in the impression her pussy mound made in her panty and the impressions her nipples made in her blouse. Only, too late, with his mind running away with his imagination of seeing her naked, she caught him staring at both her panties and nipples. Now keenly aware of her son's antics, she scolded him for looking.
"Jason, you horny Devil," she said closing her knees, pulling down her short skirt, crossing her legs, folding her arms across her breasts, and turning a bright red. "Were you just looking at my panty and the impressions my nipples are making through my blouse and bra? Was Mommy inadvertently flashing you bits and pieces of her body?"
"Sorry, Mom. I couldn't help myself from looking. It's a habit," he said turning red. "When I saw your nipples make their appearance, especially after you read all of my stories, I became sexually aroused. Then, when I saw that your panties were exposed, too, I'm only human," he said with an unapologetic shrug.
"It's okay. I understand, Jason. You're at that age, where your hormones are controlling your brain," she said with a warm smile.
"Just as you said, you're a woman first and my mother second, well, I'm a man first and your son second," said Jason sitting next to his mother again, but not close enough to bunch up and raised her skirt again. "Looking at you is how I get the fodder and the inspiration for a new story," he said, while thinking about his new story and about his mother giving him and his three horny, friends forced blowjobs, while they fondled her big tits and fingered her hard nipples.
"Can you really see the impressions my nipples make through my bra and blouse," she said unfolding her arms to pull her blouse tight, while looking down at herself. If her nipples weren't obvious before, they were definitely more obvious now. "Oh my, you can. I'm so very embarrassed," she said, only this time, as if she was teasing him, without turning red this time.
"Sorry, Mom. I can't help but look, when you're showing. You're so beautiful," he said forcing himself to look away from the impressions of her nipples.
If he was sitting there with another woman, other than his mother, this is when he would have leaned in to kiss her. In the way she was returning his look, if she was sitting there with anyone but her son, no doubt, this is when she would have returned his kiss, he imagined thinking and hoping.
"Focus Jason, focus," she said folding her arms across her breasts again, when he was staring down her blouse. "We were discussing which story is your favorite," she said with a sexy laugh.
No doubt, a sucker for the compliments and the attention that he was paying her, he had no idea how easy it was to seduce his mother. Now he understood how those three men she dated on that dating sight got so lucky so soon. Apparently, all they had to do was to compliment her and they'd have her in bed naked.
"Oh, gees, sorry Mom. Favorite story? I don't know. There are so many," said Jason suddenly not only feeling uncomfortable that he was caught staring between his mother's legs at her panties but also that he was caught again, this time staring down her blouse at her cleavage and bra.
Already so sexually aroused by their topic of discussion and by his mother inadvertently flashing him her panties and the impressions of her nipples, his mind reeled with passages he had written in his stories about having sex with her. How could he possibly pick just one story about having sex with his mother, when all of his stories about having sex with his mother were his favorite stories? Instead of being relegated to write incestuous stories about having sex with his mother, he'd give anything to have sex with his mother. Only, just as he knew all his stories were fiction, he knew he'd never have sex with his mother. Forget about having sex with her, he knew he'd never even see her naked.
"It's alright, Jason. You can tell me," she said patting her son's thigh, before lightly rubbing it, and then leaving her hand there, in the way that he had left his hand, when patting her knee. With her hand just a mere few inches from the bulge his cock suddenly made in his jeans, he wished his mother would move her hand higher and touch him deeper. He wished his mother would touch and fondle his cock through his jeans, so that he could touch and fondle her breasts through her blouse and bra. Cock for tit, as his invitation to touch and feel her, he so wished his mother would touch and feel him first.
"Actually, if I had to pick a favorite story, Mother," he said looking at her bright, green eyes, "it's always my latest story. The fact that I'm not able to finish this story is so frustrating. I don't know why, but this new story is as elusive as it is so very exciting to me to write. What gets in my way is..."
"Yes? What gets in your way of you finishing your Nude Day story, Jason?" A mother's touch, encouraging him to speak, she gently rubbed his thigh in the way that he imagined her stroking his cock.
"What gets in the way of me finishing my Nude Day story," he said looking down at her breast, before looking back up at her eyes, "is wondering what you look like naked. I'm having a difficult time imagining the image of you without your clothes."
"I see," said Elizabeth looking from her son to look down at the floor, while biting her lip. "Honestly, Jason," she said pausing for a long moment. "I'm sorry, but I can't help you with that. That's just a bridge we can't cross," she said almost in a whisper, while slowly shaking her head from side to side. "It would be immorally wrong for you, my son, to see me, your mother, naked. It's one thing for me to inadvertently flash you my panties and for you to see the impressions that my nipples make through my blouse and bra, but I'm be so very embarrassed to be so nakedly exposed to you without my clothes."
Even though his Mom was saying no to removing her clothes, her body language was saying yes. Just by the way she constantly touched her hair and how she fluttered her eyelashes and bit her lip, whenever he complimented her or when she revealed something so very personal to him, he could tell that she was thinking about posing naked for him. Needing to think of a plan, needing to come up with a way how she'd comfortably remove her clothes without her thinking that it was incest and that they were crossing the incestuous line, it was up to him to convince her why she should remove her clothes.
If he could come up with a convincing enough argument, chances were good that he could get her naked. Maybe, along with a few compliments and his confessed need for some motherly comfort and affection, all it would take is a bit of alcohol and a valid reason why she should allow him to see her naked. Not knowing what else to say to get her naked, all he could do was to say what he felt. With that in mind, what he said was this...
To be continued...
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Chapter Fifteen, "I love you, Mommy!"
Then, now that I think of it, Joey was always sexually fantasizing about his mother. He was always talking about himself being incestuously intimate with his Mom.
"My Mom has a nice body. I'd love to fuck her. I wish she'd suck my cock."
"Gross, Joey," said Ralph. "That's so fucked up sexually fantasizing about your own mother."
Definitely, Joey was a Mamma's boy but, now that I know he's gay, I never thought of him as being that kind of Mamma's boy, if you know what I mean. Even though he's the most perverted one of my friends, I never thought he'd have incestuous sex with his mother. His Mom was a single mother and Joey's Dad had never been around. Much like so many of our father's living in the North End of Boston, we figured that Joey's father was in jail. Some speculate that Joey's Mom had Joey out of wedlock and was never married. We all wondered what the real story was but Joey wasn't talking.
From puberty, Joey spent years trying to see his mother naked and, as confessed to us, he caught her plenty of times. Apparently, once she discovered he was looking, she wasn't too shy about walking around their small apartment in just her panty and bra and/or a flimsy, transparent bathrobe that never fully closed all the way, so he said.
"My Mom is always walking around in her bathrobe that has a missing button by her breasts and another missing button by her pussy. I can't tell you how many times I've seen bits and pieces of her tits and pussy," said Joey with a sick look on his face.
"That's fucked up, Joey," said Ralph reprimanding him just enough, without saying too much that would discourage him from telling us more about the incestuous relationship he had or hoped to have with his mother.
"While watching TV, she sits across from me on the couch with her legs open enough for me to see her panties or her pussy," said Joey.
"As if she's the Virgin Mary, my Mom sits, as if her knees are cemented together," said Anthony. "I've never seen so much as my mother's bra strap."
Maybe Joey's mother knew he had gay tendencies and was trying to seduce him, hoping to turn him heterosexual, something we know now that's impossible to do. Still our best storyteller, whether Joey was making the whole thing up and telling us the stories that we all wanted to hear, it really didn't matter. We all relied on his stories to masturbate over later and, no doubt, to make us think that he was one of us, a heterosexual, horny man with a brain filled with incestuous thoughts.
"When she drinks wine, sometimes she falls asleep on the couch with her bathrobe opened enough for me to see her panty and bra, sometimes, even her tits and pussy," said Joey. "I had to help her up to bed several times," he said giving us the assurance that he was telling us the truth by nodding his head. "A few times, I even helped her remove her bathrobe to help her on with her nightgown."
"Fuck you, liar! You saw your mother naked," said Anthony, "while helping her on with her nightgown? No way! I don't believe you, Joey."
"Yes, I did," said Joey, "more than once. She was so drunk that I even got plenty of feels of her tits and ass. Once, I even fingered her pussy."
Even though we all knew incestuous sex was wrong, even though we'd never try to have sex with our own mothers, and even though we only believed half of what he told us, hearing Joey talk about seeing and feeling his mother's body always made us all horny. After one of Joey's storytelling sessions, we'd always masturbate over all that he said later than night, while thinking about Joey having sex with his mother, us having sex with our own mothers and/or the mothers of others, too.
Joey confessed to us multiple times, over whist games in the park, all the times he saw his Mom's tits, ass, and pussy. Being that he was always telling tall tales, we didn't believe him. We never knew what and how much to believe. Yet, wanting to believe him, he always told a good story that we were always eager to hear.
"In the summertime, on those really hot days," he said. "My Mom goes to bed naked and, every morning, while waiting for the sunrise to light up her room enough for me to see, I sneak in her room to awaken her. Rubbing her eyes first, while stretching and yawning and kicking off the rest of the sheet that covers her pussy, slowly she'd reach for the sheet to cover her nakedness but sometimes, still half asleep and/or half drunk, she didn't even bother to hide her nudity from me."
Even though we didn't believe him that his mother slept in the nude, even though we didn't believe him that he saw his mother naked, when we never saw our mothers naked, we all took the vision of his mother lying naked on top of the covers away with us to our bedrooms that night. Especially the way that he told it, stopping and pausing at the right times for us to imagine what he was seeing or imagining all that he imagined he saw, he told a good story. With our hands around our cocks later that night, we all imagined ourselves as Joey walking into his mother's room and seeing her naked or walking in our mother's room and seeing our mother's naked.
We always wondered how much was true and how much was figments of his imagination. Still, it was sexually exciting to imagine that it was all true and his stories, especially the incestuous ones with his mother, made for really hot conversation, especially, at the time, before Kathleen, when we weren't getting any sexual action ourselves. Which is why it was such a big, sexual deal for us, when Kathleen walked her dog three times a day, climbed the cemetery fence, and flashed us all her panties. Five young testosterone filled, virginal men, we were masturbation machines.
Even though Joey continued his down blouse stories of seeing women in the supermarket, Stephen retold his story of seeing his sister naked, after her shower, and Anthony still swore that he saw Maryanne naked, seeing Kathleen's panties on a regular basis was the only real time that we saw anything sexual. Oh, my God, when I think of how we were all so excited that first few times to see a flash of panty, that was so hot to see Kathleen's white or pastel panties. Now, unfortunately, after seeing and feeling every part of Kathleen's shapely, naked body, merely seeing her panty will never be the same.
Still, when we thought about the scenario of Joey seeing his mother naked, it all made sense what Joey said about his mother sleeping naked because no one had air conditioning back then, just the rich people. And, because it was so hot in our stuffy, small apartments, many of us slept naked in our underwear. With Kathleen flashing us her panties in conjunction with Joey's incestuous stories, we were all masturbating, no less than, four times a day.
"My Mom pretended to be embarrassed, but almost every day, especially on those days that the temperature climbed with the humidity, it'd play out the same way. She didn't move fast enough for me not to catch a glimpse of her naked body. She'd quickly throw a sheet over herself, while I brought her some coffee and toast and sat on the bed to talk. Then, as we talked and she moved around on the bed, the sheet would slowly slide down exposing most of her breast. She'd leave it like that acting, as if she didn't know her breasts, areolas, and nipples were exposed to me."
"Fuck you, Joey. You're lying. You expect us to believe that your Mom is sitting in bed topless, while drinking her coffee, as you stare at her tits," said Ralph, no doubt angry that he didn't have a similar vision at home.
"Because my Mom has a bad back, after working all week, I give my Mom back massages on Sundays."
"Get outta here, Joey," said Ralph. "No one gives their Mom a back massage."
None of the rest of us ever gave our Moms a back massage, we all had Dads and that was their job to do that. Other than to hug our mothers on their birthdays, Valentine's Day, or on Mother's Day, none of us so much as touched our mother's hand.
"Just wearing her panty, she'd call me to come in her room, when she's read," said Joey. "She'd be lying on her stomach topless with the sheet covering her from the waist down. I could see the whole sides of her squished tits."
"Yeah, okay, Joey. Tell us some more lies," said Ralph, no doubt, hoping that Joey would, so that he could go home to masturbate over all that Joey had said about massaging his mother's back.
"I removed my underwear and go in to her bedroom just wearing my pajama bottoms. Then, as soon as I get an erection from giving my Mom a back massage and from seeing the sides of her squished tits and parts of her panty, my cock would accidentally on purpose slip out of my pee hole," he said with a sick, little laugh. "While kneeling on the bed, with a knee on each side of her hips, I'd rub my erect cock against my mother's sheet covered ass and, a couple of times, I even dripped a little pre-cum on her sheet, but she never said anything."
"Now I know you're making this shit up, Joey. How can your mother not notice you humping her ass with your little prick," said Ralph. "Maybe you're telling the truth. With your cock being so small, maybe she didn't notice you humping her ass," said Ralph with a laugh.
"Blow me," said Joey. Now that I think of his favorite retort being blow me, now that I know he's gay, I can't help but wonder if he really wished that Ralph would blow him. Undeterred by Ralph's insulting interruptions, he continued. "She falls asleep, as soon as I start massaging her back," said Joey with a sly laugh and an answer for everything.
We didn't believe that one either, but now, suddenly, I do. He was such a little pervert. Even though we didn't believe him, we all wanted to believe him. His stories gave us lots of masturbation material. While fantasizing that it was our mothers that we were massaging, we all used to jerk off over Joey's stories about his mother and over her showing her naked body to him. We even jerked off over his cock falling out of his pajamas. We all wished we had mothers like Joey's mom. All of our Moms were fat and weren't as young and as good looking at Joey's Mom. A real MILF, before the MILF acronym was even invented, Joey's Mom had a great figure. She was hot.
"Did you ever flash you Mom your cock?" Ralph looked at Joey with as much disgust as he did with sexual excitement.
"I tried giving her a show a couple of times, but I was always up before she was. Yet, hanging around my bedroom naked, while pretending that I was getting dressed, whenever she came in my room to put away the laundry, she caught me naked plenty of times. A couple of times she caught him jerking off," said Joey.
That was one story we believed because he was always jerking off and even our own mothers caught us masturbating.
"Knowing the little pervert that you are, Joey, I believe that story," said Ralph.
"Yeah, I did," said Joey.
"You would expose yourself to your mother," said Ralph. "You're nothing but a little pervert, an incestuous pervert."
"Blow me," said Joey.
"Homo," said Ralph.
He told us that they never talked about sex and that when she caught him, she'd just say, "sorry" and leave his room closing his door behind her. He told us that he was always fantasizing about his mom, when jerking off. With all of us only having one small bathroom, he told us more than a few times that he walked in on her, while she was taking a shower on the pretense that he had to pee really bad.
"Mom, I have to pee real bad."
"Just don't flush the toilet, Honey and no peeking," he told us she always said.
Yet, he always peeked. The shower curtain didn't close all the way or maybe she didn't close it all the way, knowing her little perverted son would pretend that he had to pee to sneak another peek at her naked body.
"Yet, after I peed, when I stood in front of the sink, taking m time, while washing my hands, I could see her naked reflection in the bathroom mirror.
He took great relish in describing her body, her ass, tits, and pussy to us. He was so convincing that his stories were hard not to believe. Joey definitely had a thing for his Mom. He was infatuated with him mother, an understatement. He was always talking about her. We used to call him Norman Bates, after we all saw the movie Psycho.
His Mom was cute, 5'3" with B cup tits, maybe 110 pounds, and had brown hair. We always asked him if we could stay over, especially in the summertime when his mom supposedly slept naked, but he never invited us. We were all so horny back then. I even asked him to take a photo of her with my Polaroid black and white camera, but he never did.
Now, that I've witnessed this little display of affection between Joey and Stephen, it made me wonder what other incestuous, sexual games Joey's mom played with him that made him like this. Much like which came first the chicken or the egg, it was a time when none us knew, except for human behaviorists, knew if someone was born gay or made that way. It made me wonder how far he had really gone with his Mom or if he made up the whole thing. I didn't know what to believe. Joey was always lying about everything. Moreover, it made me wonder if someone is born gay or is turned gay by what happens or doesn't happen during their sexual development. It made me wonder if his Mom had turned him gay by teasing him like that or if he was just born that way. Just as I didn't know if Joey's stories were true, I didn't know if Joey was born gay.
Certainly, I know that he was always so devoted to his Mom and overly protective of her. He was jealous when she had a couple of guys take her on a date and he questioned her afterwards, as a father would question his virginal daughter. One time, he admitted to us that he was so horny that he pretended that he had crabs, just so that his mother could examine his cock and balls and he could jerk off about it later. Truly a creative plan and one that worked, that is, unless he made the whole thing up, but he sounded so convincingly believable at the time, we all bought it. Without doubt, Joey was our best storyteller.
"She never took her eyes off my cock the whole time she was examining me," said Joey with obvious sexual excitement.
"Well, yeah, you asked her to examine your cock for crabs, Joey, and she's examining you," said Ralph. "Duh!"
"As soon as I pulled down my pajama bottoms to show her my balls, I got an erection.
"Don't be embarrassed Joey. I'm your mother," he told us she said. "It's normal for you to get excited."
He told us the whole time she was staring at his cock; he was staring down inside her partially opened bathrobe at her tits. Every time she leaned forward, he said, her bathrobe opened more giving him more of a view of her areolas and nipples and every time he saw more of her tits, his cock grew bigger and harder, until it was sticking out straight and only inches from her mouth.
"I so wanted to reach my hand down to feel his tits. I wished she'd beat me off, while I was feeling her tits," said Joey. "Then, here comes the good part," he said.
"I'm sorry, Joey, Honey," he told us she said, "but Mommy has to handle your penis to lift it out of the way to check underneath," he told us, she said.
"If your cock was sticking out straight, Joey," said Ralph with skepticism, "then why did your mother have to lift it out of the way?"
We thought we had caught him in a lie. We thought he had ruined the story. Disappointed that we thought we caught him lying and that his stories were untrue, we wanted to believe everything he said. Yet, he explained what happened or maybe he just lied some more. Definitely, he'd make a great lawyer or negotiator.
"She moved it out of the way, before I got a really big erection. It was only semi-erect," he said. We believed him because we wanted to believe him. We needed the fodder for tonight, when we were alone and horny and had our hand around our cocks. "Yet, as soon as she touched my cock, as soon as she held it in her hand, she never let it go."
He said he couldn't believe it, when she picked it up with her fingertips and held it in her hand. Immediately, he got so hard, while she held his cock in her hand. Even though all of us guys didn't buy that, we still jerked off later that night over what Joey told us happened between him and his mom. Even though we all said that she could have asked him to lift his cock out of the way himself, we still believed him, when he told us that she did.
Then, he told us the best part. After his Mom checked his cock and balls and found no sign of crabs, he told her that he was really still itchy. He stood there scratching his cock and balls in front of her making it all raw and red. She went to her bedroom and returned with hand cream, whereupon she rubbed hand cream all over his cock and balls. With hand cream coating her hand, she stroked his cock to an even harder and bigger erection. He had her do that twice a day for three days, until she threatened to take him to see a doctor, after he had exploded cum all over his mother's hand. Miraculously, his crab condition cleared up on its own.
We didn't believe him back then. Still, it was a good story, especially the part about the hand cream and his mother stroking his cock, until he exploded cum all over her hand. Alone in our rooms that night, we could just imagine his mom rubbing hand cream the length of his cock and all over his balls, while giving him a hand job. Now, if what he said was true, then there was no way for her to apply the hand cream without stroking his cock a little bit. He told us that he had an erection the whole time and nearly came off every time she applied the cream to his cock and balls and really did cum off the last time she applied the cream to his cock.
He was always telling stories, just as he probably made up the story about the woman leaning over the cheese case and not wearing a bra, he probably made up these stories about his mother, too. Now, I wonder if his stories were all true, especially since he's obvious gay. Why would he lie about his mom, if he's gay? Still, it was hot to think of Joey's Mom with her hand around his cock, while kneeling between his legs to examine his penis and balls for crabs, just as it was even hotter to think of her applying hand cream to his cock and stroking him, just before he ejaculated all over his mother's hand.
"Wow!"
We all wish we had thought of that as an excuse for our moms to give us a hand job. We all wished that we had the balls to try that with our own moms or aunts or sisters, but we didn't. Still, when we thought of Joey's story, we inserted our moms, aunts, and sisters in our own perverse sexual fantasy. We all jerked off over the image of Joey's mom giving her son an accidental hand job, while putting skin crème on his erect prick.
He said that she wrapped her soft, little hand around his engorged prick and held it the entire time she was checking him out and that her face, her mouth, actually, was only inches away from his cock. If he ejaculated then, he would have cummed all over her lips. He even told us that she stroked him a little, but we definitely didn't believe that. He said that her stroking him was an involuntary act.
"C'mon, seriously Joey," said Ralph. "What the Hell? You're such a little pervert."
Yet, even though we didn't believe that his Mom had stroked him a little bit or about the hand cream, or that he exploded cum all over his mother's hand, we all still jerked off later that night thinking about Joey's Mom checking him for crabs and stroking him, while putting lotion on his cock. Then, again, we wondered, what if Joey was telling the truth about his mother. Moreover, what if he and his mom did more than what he told us. It wouldn't surprise us if they were having sex.



Just as there still is today, there was a lot of incest going on back then. Who would know what they did behind closed doors? Maybe that's why Joey is gay today, because she forced herself on him. Maybe his gayness is from being sexually abused. Maybe his mother, other than birthing him, has nothing to do with her son being gay.
He told us that he could feel his mother's breath on his cock, his mother's mouth was so close to his prick, while examining his cock. He told us that he beat off three times a day to her checking his penis, holding his cock, and rubbing hand cream on him twice a day for three days for months and still does, sometimes, when he's really horny. Yet, seeing Joey and Stephen blowing one another was, by far, more shocking than all the stories, whether imagined or real, that Joey told us about a mother's love for her son and son's incestuous lust for his mother.
I kept looking from my two friends with Kathleen to look back to see what Joey and Stephen were doing. Then, as if I wasn't shocked and grossed out enough, seeing their erect pricks buried in one another's mouth, I couldn't believe it when they both exploded cum in one another's mouth.
To be continued...
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Chapter Sixteen - "Now What Should I Do?"
After watching Joey blow Stephen and Stephen blow Ralph, after watching them cum in one another's mouth, I was as shocked, as much as I was disturbed by the sight of two of my best friends having gay sex. Now what should I do? Should I rat on them? Should I tell the guys that Joey and Stephen just gave one another a blowjob? Should I tell them that they're gay lovers? They'd never believe me. I still don't believe it myself.
Should I tell them that they were jerking off one another before giving one another a blowjob? Should I tell them that they were making out and French kissing? What should I tell them, if I should tell them anything at all? Or should I keep quiet and let them stay in the closet, until they admit their sexual preference and tell everyone themselves that they're gay and had gay sex? Being that they were still my friends, albeit gay friends, I decided to keep their shocking secret.
Suddenly, I felt myself maturing. Maybe it's none of my business what they do behind closed doors, but they were out in the open, as if hoping to get caught. Maybe, they were just experimenting. Yeah, that's it. They were just experimenting. Sure, a first time for everything, only, I never experimented with gay sex. Yet, what the Hell does that even mean anyway? Just as I never kissed another guy, I never gave a guy a hand job or sucked another guy's cock. I never wanted to experiment with another man. I'm happy being a straight guy and can't even imagine being a gay guy.
Maybe, in the moment, after Kathleen had gotten them so aroused by giving them both a blowjob, their first blowjob, they were caught up in the moment of receiving a blowjob and were curious what it was like to give a blowjob. Yeah, that's probably it, but I was aroused, too, when Kathleen gave me a blowjob and I didn't feel the need to blow one of my male friends. Then, I thought, what if this wasn't the first time? What if that wasn't their first blowjob?
What if they had sucked one another off before? What if they had sucked off other guys before? What if, when they're not with us, they hang out around train station and bus terminal restrooms, as in that novel, the Midnight Cowboy. I read the book in '65 and read recently that they were making a movie from the book with Dustin Hoffman and Jon Voight? Wow. Suddenly, Harry Nilsson's Midnight Cowboy theme song, Everybody's Talkin', endlessly played through my mind. Suddenly, I pictured Stephen wearing cowboy boots with a big cowboy hat and Joey playing the part of Ratso Rizzo. Suddenly, I thought of the both of them wearing black leather and nipple clips or one of them dressed as a woman Stop it!
Nah, I'm being crazy. Just because they're gay doesn't mean they're perverted and would have sex with anyone for the sake of having sex. Does it? Joey is a pervert, though, but that was when he was a straight pervert. What does that make him now, normal or a gay pervert? All of this is so confusing. Not being gay myself, I didn't understand any of it. Barely still a virgin, I've only had sex the one time with one woman.
I caught movement in the mirror and stepped back out of the reflection. Until I thought this out, I didn't want them to see me and them to know that I knew their dirty, little secret. I didn't want them to know that I saw them blowing one another. I waited a few seconds, before leaning back in to see their reflection in the mirror. They switched positions and were sitting upright now. Moving out of the way just in time, I was glad that I moved out of my reflection. Surely, they would have seen me standing there. How could they not? Without doors on any of the rooms, it wasn't that big of an apartment.
I took a step and leaned forward to look in the mirror to see what they were doing. They were just talking. Only the fact still remained that they just had gay sex and are gay. Suddenly, I envisioned them both hanging out in gay bars and loosing contact with their neighborhood buddies, the guys they grew up with, and disowning us all for their gay friends, Chad, Todd, Bruce, and Jeremy or whatever. Suddenly, I was sad. I imagined Joey becoming a famous hair designer and Stephen a fashion designer or both going in business together as home decorators. Suddenly, I was out of my mind nuts with stupid thoughts. They're gay. So what?
I wondered what reaction the guys would have. I mean, I'm fairly opened minded, but I was stunned. Having known them most of my life, I never figured Joey and Stephen were gay. Watching them together sexually was the most unbelievable thing I had ever seen. I never would have guessed that horny little Joey, who always fantasized about his mother jerking him off and blowing him was gay and Stephen, who always talked about seeing his sister naked was gay, too. I don't think Ralph and Anthony would be as understanding, as I was about such worldly things.
They blew one another. They really blew one another. They're both cocksuckers. I was still in shock. First, I couldn't believe I saw Joey and Stephen kissing one another, French kissing and making out. Then, I couldn't believe I saw them jerking one another off, stroking one another's cocks. And now, I couldn't believe that they blew one another and ejaculated in one another's mouths. I couldn't believe it. I just couldn't believe it. With gay sex trumping first time sex, seeing Joey and Stephen together superseded what happened between Kathleen and I.
I guess it wouldn't have bothered me as much, if they weren't my childhood friends from the neighborhood. It may not have bothered me as much had I not witnessed it and had I had time to become accustomed to and understand the idea of them being gay. It was just a shock. Of all people, Joey and Stephen, I never suspected them as being gay lovers.
Now that they were done, now that I witnessed the whole thing, I didn't want them to see me, as much as I didn't want to look at them. I didn't want them to know that I knew their dirty, little secret. I didn't want to embarrass them and ruin a friendship by being party to and having the closeted knowledge of them being gay. Taking a deep breath of the testosterone, I walked back in the room where Ralph and Anthony were taking turns fucking Kathleen. Suddenly, glad that I was a straight man, I could feel my testosterone welling up inside me and hardening my cock, by the mere sight of Kathleen naked. Even though there's nothing wrong with being gay, thank God I'm not gay. I have enough problems being Italian.
Even though I'm not gay and/or don't have any thoughts about being gay, watching my two friends give one another a blowjob gave me an erection. Now, I wondered if I was gay, too. So as not to have their gayness rub off on me, being that I was an 18-years-old virgin, just a few hours before, what did I know? I convinced myself that my erection was from watching Ralph and Anthony with Kathleen, which it may have been and, hopefully, it was. The three of them were going at one another like dogs in heat and really having hot sex.
I walked in the room, just as Ralph collapsed in a chair. Now, Anthony was fucking Kathleen doggie style. She was bent over the bed with her ass wiggling way up in the air, while Anthony, slamming his cock inside of her, fucked her really hard. I slid across the bed and down between Kathleen's arms and immediately, we started making out.
I loved kissing Kathleen. She made me feel, as if I was kissing Maureen O'Hara. She blanked my mind when kissing me, which was exactly what I needed, after witnessing the gay sex between Joey and Stephen. Even after all these years, she's still number one, as the best kisser on my list of all the women I ever kissed. Always comparing one woman to the other, it's funny how my mental list of best kissers survived, after all these years.
Then, I eased myself further back on the bed until my erect cock was in sucking range of her mouth. She teased me with her tongue, hand, and lips before immediately taking my erect cock in her mouth and sucking it, really sucking it. Man could she suck cock. If there was an award given for the best cocksucker, she'd win. Yet, even while she was blowing me, I couldn't remove the thoughts of Joey blowing Stephen and Stephen blowing Joey.
When she started making all those loud, slurping, cock sucking sounds, while sucking my cock, she focused my attention from Stephen and Joey to her. Then, she started talking dirty, real dirty to me with things that no woman would ever dare say to a man. Heating up my manly libido, glad to be a heterosexual man, definitely, she was making me feel a lot better.
"I love sucking your big prick, Freddie. Stick that hairy cock in my mouth. Do you like it when I suck you? Do you like it when I take your whole cock in my mouth and deep throat you? Do you like feeling my tongue swirling around the head of your prick? Do you like it when I talk dirty to you?"
"Oh, God, yes, yes, yes, and yes."
"Do you want to cum in my mouth, again?" She asked moving my cock from her mouth to speak.
"Yes, Kathleen, I really want to cum in your mouth," I said putting a hand on the back of her head and gently pushing her down, while I fucked her face with my hips. I could feel her take my cock deeper before she released it and did her magic with her twirling tongue around the head of my cock.
"Do you want me to swallow your cum?"
"Yes, swallow me, Kathleen. I want to watch you swallow my cum."
Because Anthony was so proactive in fucking her from behind, Kathleen was being jerked forward and every time she jerked forward, she's bounced me on the bed. It was an incredible feeling to be part of a jerking and bouncing threesome sexual chain of fucking and sucking.
She was so freaking pretty. She was my Maureen O'Hara and every time I thought of Maureen O'Hara sucking my cock, my cock got harder and I got hornier. Every time Kathleen jerked, she'd tightened her lip lock around my cock and sucked harder. She didn't even have to stroke me with her hand because she was stroking me with her mouth and lips. The feeling was incredible. I loved it when she looked up at me with her big, bright blue eyes and gave me a smile with my cock in her mouth. Seeing her looking up at me like that was an incredible sight, the sight of seeing Kathleen with my cock in her mouth, and one that I never tire of reliving even after all these years.
Just by her kisses and the way that she looked at me, I could tell then and there that she liked me, really liked me. She made me feel different from the other guys and I still felt a little bit like her special boyfriend, even though she blew my four friends and fucked Ralph and Anthony to exhaustion. She treated me better than she did them. She was more rough and impatient with them and more gentle and loving with me.
Not to mention, while Kathleen was blowing me, really sucking my cock, and making all those cock sucking sounds, I was in direct contact with my favorite parts of her body, her C cup tits. She had beautiful tits. I loved her big breasts and couldn't get enough of them. Within arms' reach, I loved feeling the weight of her big breasts, while playing with her erect nipples.
I reached both my arms forward and cupped a breast in each hand, while my fingertips were in constant contact with her big nipples. There's something about feeling hanging breasts when getting a blowjob and her breasts were so full and so firm. Her tits were so firm and so shapely. Maybe because she never had kids and because she was in shape, her breasts were still very high up and didn't sag at all.
Remembering it, as if it was yesterday, instead of more than 40-years ago, she had these big nipples that really popped out when she got excited, as she was now. When I pulled her nipples from my mouth, after sucking them, they made a noise, as if they were champagne corks being released from a pressurized bottle. It was a turn on to feel her hard nipples. She loved it when I fingered, pulled, and twisted her nipples, the harder the better. Matter of fact, weird that she was into a little bit of BDSM, I couldn't squeeze her tits hard enough for her liking. Maybe, because I loved her tits and there was no way that I could abuse her beautiful tits, I was a bit too gentle with them, which is why I couldn't squeeze them hard enough to her liking.
Then, I discovered that if I raised my foot up and angled my big toe back, by bending my knee a little, my big toe was in direct contact with her clit. She was so wet that it only took a gentle but firm touch to get a reaction from her. I was so glad that I had trimmed my toenails that morning. I never knew my toe was so flexible. As if I had another hand with a big thumb, the surprised look on her face, when I first touched her clit with my big toe made her quiver. She shot me a big, sexy, blue eyed smile. She was even prettier when she smiled and when she smiled at me and flashed her big, blue eyes at me, she melted my heart.
She loved it. She really loved my big toe. Now, with Anthony fucking her pussy doggie style, she blowing me, and me playing with her tits and nipples, while rubbing her clit with my big toe, every time Anthony humped her making her jerk forward and bounced me on the bed, this back and forth and up and down action was the perfect formula to get us all off and it did, all at the same time.
I heard Anthony yell that he was cumming and he did. He was having violent spasms, while cumming off inside of her, while Kathleen was having an obvious orgasm from my big toe massaging her clit. I don't know if it was a chain reaction or the excitement of her blowing me, while looking at me with her big blue eyes or Anthony cumming off, but I shot a load of warm, oozy cum in Kathleen's mouth, nearly the same time that Anthony unloaded himself in her pussy and Kathleen had an orgasm. I watched, as she took all my cum and swallowed. With her first blowjob just an incredible memory that I'll never forget, the second blowjob was even better than the first blowjob.
To be continued...



        

  
    Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day Ch. 09
  
  Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day Ch. 09

        Not crossing the incestuous line by embraciing incest.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mom-strips-naked-for-nude-day-ch-09

Title: Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day Ch. 09

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Not crossing the incestuous line by embraciing incest.

Tags: taboo, sex with son, sex with mother, incest, masturbation, nude in public, mother and son sex, up skirt and down blouse, pornography, erotica

Series: Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day


Chapter 9 - We Can Embrace Incest
"We can cross the incestuous line, mother, if we embrace it," he said taking her hand in his and kissing her fingers.
When he kissed her fingers, he wondered where her fingers had been. Did she masturbate herself with these fingers last night or this morning? He subtly sniffed her fingers, while kissing them and while hoping to smell evidence of her musky aroma, her sexual scent, so that he could masturbate over that later, while sniffing his fingers, along with her panties that she had discarded in the laundry hamper.
He imagined her fingers of one hand fingering her nipples, while playing with her clit with the other, before probing herself deeper with a long, stiff, manicured finger. He imagined her getting undressed last night with these fingers and getting dressed again this morning with these fingers. If only her fingers could talk, what an amazing story they'd tell about his mother's naked body. He wished his fingers were so lucky to touch her in all the places he imagined she touched herself with these beautiful, motherly fingers.
"Embrace incest? How can we possibly embrace incest without crossing the line and having incestuous sex? I don't understand, Jason," she said looking at him with pleading eyes, as if asking him to help her to understand by coming up with a valid reason, so that she could strip naked in front of her son, before having incestuous sex with him.
Never having used the word sex before in asking her to strip naked, that is until he called her a MILF, it was then that he realized, way ahead of him, that he was just talking about her removing her clothes and posing naked for him to write his Nude Day story and she was already talking about having sex with him. So that's the issue, then. Now he knew the real reason for her reluctance to strip naked. She's not struggling about getting naked. She's not embarrassed to show him her nude body. She's already past that point of no return of removing her clothes in front of her. She's struggling about having sex with her son.
Obviously, she's already agreed to get naked in her mind. What her real issue, obviously, was whether or not she should have sex with her son. So transparent, as if he could read her mind, finally, he was shocked, albeit excited to realize, that his mother was a step ahead of him in thinking about having sex with him. Now knowing what she was thinking, he persevered in his argument for her to give him further proof to her thinking and for him to reach the first step, getting her to agree to strip naked.
"Instead of thinking of incest as something dirty," said Jason baiting his hook and casting his line further out in deeper waters, where he hoped his mother was fishing. "Instead of thinking of it as incest, at all, we should more think of the artistry of the human body. Yes, rather than thinking of me, as your son, and you, as my mother, think of me, as an artist, Mom, and you as my model and as an expression of my art. Whether painting, sculpting, or writing, if you will and if you can, think of your naked body as an artist's tool to do his art."
"An artist? Oh, Jason, you're just trying to bamboozle me into taking off my clothes in front of you," she said with a laugh, while stroking her hair again. "Nice try," she said with a sexy, green eyed look that melted his heart and hardened his cock.
When she said 'taking off her clothes', perhaps in the sexy way she said it, he had a clearer image of her naked now. When she said 'taking off her clothes', in the way she touched her hair and in the way she looked at him, he suspected that she was imagining herself removing her clothes, before standing before him naked. Encouraged by her body language, encouraged by the fact that she was still sitting there listening to him trying to persuade her to remove her clothes, obviously, all she needed was a reason why she should and she would. Based on that assumption alone, by her embracing incest, as he already has, he was about to give her his reason how she could remove her clothes without all the guilt and without having to feel bad later that she had exposed her naked body to her son.
"Not at all, Mom. I'd never trick you to get naked," he said, while thinking how better it would be for her to strip naked with the onus on her. He thought how much better it would be for her to voluntarily strip off her clothes and voluntarily have sex with him than to deceive her.
For his first foray into the unexplored grounds of incest to work, removing the guilt of having deceived and used his mother, her stripping naked must be as much her idea, as it is his. Only, how does he do that? As much as he wanted to see her naked, he needs her to want him to see her naked. Only, how does he get there from here? It would be a bonus, if his mother wants to see him naked, too, as much as he wants to see her naked.
It's one thing to persuade her to reluctantly remove her clothes, as a hesitant victim, and quite another thing for her to remove her clothes, as a willing participant. Instead of shamefully submitting, he needed her to embrace incestuous nudity as something that she was excited to do. For sure, instead of him kissing his mother, he'd love for his mother to kiss him. Instead of him groping his mother, he'd love for his mother to grope him. Instead of him being the aggressor, he'd love to somehow convince her to assume the role of the cougar teaching her cub how to make love to a woman, who just so happens to be his mother.
"Then, I don't understand how we, as mother and son, can embrace incest without breaking the laws on the books in most states and countries," she said in seriousness and without laughing.
Just by her not fleeing his room, just by the interest she showed in continuing their incestuous conversation, he could tell that she was interested in not only exposing her naked body to him but also in having sex with him.
"Consider this," he said looking squarely in her green eyes, as if he was about to kiss her. "If I was an aspiring, struggling artist, one who couldn't afford to hire a nude model, and asked to paint you, my mother, in the nude, would you pose naked for me?"
"Oh, Jason," she said curling her hair with her fingers again. "That's different."
"If I was a talented but destitute sculptor and asked to sculpt the naked form of the woman that I loved the most, my mother, to express my artistry through my model, would you allow me the pleasure of sculpting your naked form? Sorry, that's the wrong word. Would allow me the professional courtesy to see you naked, so that I could experience my art through your naked body?"
"I don't know what a painter and a sculptor has to do with you writing a Nude Day story called, Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day. Painting and sculpting are artistry and writing what you write is pornography," she said staring at him, as if she was getting aroused by the image that he gave her of being nude in front of him.
"First of all, Mother. What I write is not pornography nor is it considered pornography. What I write is erotica and my stories are very erotic. As you already know in some of the books that you read, there's a huge difference between pornography and erotica. There's as much artistry in my words of expression and imagery, as there is images in a painter's painting and a sculptor's sculpture."
"The fact remains, Jason, is that you're asking me to strip naked, so that you can write a better Nude Day story from seeing my naked body. The fact remains, Jason, that I'm your mother and you're my son."
"I see," said Jason feeling her biting the bait and putting tension on his line of bullshit. "Yet, Mother, consider what I said about an painter, a sculptor, and a writer, wouldn't you classify us as all artists?"
"Yes, I suppose, depending what the painter paints, the sculptor sculpts, and the writer writes," she said looking at him.
"Don't you think that, by embracing art and artistic expression, that this is an interesting way for us to embrace incest without having us doing anything incestuously wrong or immodestly immoral?"
Jason looked at his mother, while trying to read her. She was so difficult to read sometimes. He wondered, if he ever knew what she was thinking. Giving her his best argument for her to strip off her clothes, he hoped that he had convinced her.
"Since you put the example that way, that is a rather good argument about you being an artist or a sculptor, instead of being a writer of erotic literature and my son. Actually, in both of those examples, as artist or sculptor, as would a doctor in an examining room, you can be an artist that sees me naked and still be my son, I suppose," she said, obviously thinking more seriously about his proposition, as her way to give her son what he needs, while taking what she wants from her son.
"Being that I'm a writer, I am an artist, Mother," said Jason taking his mother's hand in his again. "With all of the mediums of artistic expressions, writing is just as difficult, if not more so, than painting or sculpting. Trying to describe something with my words is just as difficult as painting a picture or sculpting a statue."
"Nonetheless, whether I consider you an artist or not, the fact remains that you're still my son and I'm still your mother," she said looking at him, while, no doubt, thinking of all that he just said.
"In the realm of the creative world of artistry, we are merely a man and a woman first and a son and a mother later. Moreover, who better to model the story that I need to write than my mother?"
"You do make a strong point, however, and probably, if you were, indeed, a painter or a sculptor, wanting to help you with your art and artistry, no doubt, I'd allow you to paint or sculpt me in the nude," she said looking squarely at her son without turning red and without speaking for a few moments, as if she was pondering what she was about to do. "So, what are you asking me to do?"
Already knowing what he wanted her to do, no doubt, this time, her face flashed red, while her fingers played with her long lush hair, as if her fingers were making circles of delight in her son's pubic hair.
To be continued...
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Chapter Seventeen - Kathleen Has an Orgasm
As soon as Anthony came off in her pussy and I came off in her mouth, Kathleen screamed and in orgasm. I felt proud that we finally got her off. She deserved it for all that she did for us. Between Anthony's cock in her pussy, my cock in her mouth, my big toe gently but firmly rubbing her clit, and my fingers pulling and twisting her nipples, she had a violent and hard orgasm. I thought she was having a seizure but when she shot me a smile and gave me a wink, I knew we had finally, sexually satisfied her. Damn, I never thought she'd cum. To be honest, that was a lot of work and I was starting to get a cramp in my calf. Boy, that would have ruined everything.
We all collapsed on the bed in a heap. Kathleen reached over and wrapped her hand around my cock. Cum still flowed out of my cock and ran down along her hand and collected on my thigh. She leaned over and kissed me and we made out for a while, before she leaned down to lick my cock, her hand, and my thigh clean. She was such an insatiable cum slut.
I loved kissing her and that's what I miss the most, when remembering her. Not the great blowjobs or the hard, desperate fucking, but her kisses. Totally blanking my mind and delivering me to field of fragrant flowers, no one has ever kissed me like that. Only, when she was kissing me, I knew she wasn't kissing me. She was kissing someone else, a love lost, perhaps, or an unrequited love. I didn't know. I had no idea. Maybe I reminded her of someone. I found out later that I did.
"That was fucking amazing," said Kathleen. "You boys have done me in and worn me out. Oh, my God! I've never cum so much and so hard in my life, as I did today," she said putting her hands to her tits and squeezing and pushing them together, before she reached down the length of her and placed her hands on her pussy with her fingers inside. "That was wonderful. Oh, my God, suddenly, I feel like a nap," she said yawning and stretching her beautiful, naked body.
Still, it took three of us to do the job, while she got us all off over and again. We all looked over and Joey and Stephen stood in the doorway staring at the four of us, Anthony, Kathleen, and I on the bed with Ralph still collapsed in the chair sleeping. I looked down and Joey and Stephen had erections. I couldn't help but wonder if they had erections for one another or from the excited anticipation of getting ready to have sex with Kathleen and, admittedly, with a woman for the first time.
I couldn't remove the image from my mind of seeing Joey and Stephen kissing and then blowing one another. I still couldn't believe they were gay. I was in shock. Only, I wondered why they were just standing here staring. Wondering if they were staring at my cock, suddenly, I felt uncomfortably awkward that I was naked in front of them and started getting dressed.
I looked away from them wondering what was going to happen now and wondering if they were going to go through the charade of fucking Kathleen. Maybe they'd use her to prove to themselves and to us that they weren't gay, in case we suspected otherwise later and busted their balls by unmercifully teasing them. This should be good, I thought, because I don't know how someone can fake liking women in front of their straight friends, friends who've known them for years and friends who know them so well. No doubt, we'd could tell immediately if they were faking their lust for Kathleen. Moreover, we'd let them know about it by calling them gay, queer, and faggots. That's how it was back then, especially in my closed, Italian neighborhood. The residents weren't as understanding and tolerant of others, who weren't just like them.
That's probably it, of course, they'll put on a show to prove to us and maybe to themselves that there're not gay. Why else would they be standing here if not to prove something to themselves and/or to us? They'll both give Kathleen a courtesy fuck to prove to us that they aren't gay should we catch them doing gay stuff together later. It will probably be a polite little fuck with only a few humps and will be over very quickly. Maybe, while they're fucking her, they'll think of fucking one another up the ass or of blowing one another, instead of thinking of fucking Kathleen or her blowing them, just to get through it and just to be done with it and her, they're such frauds.
Understandably and undeniably, they couldn't chicken out now. It was expected of them to have sex with Kathleen, after we all had. If they didn't go through with it, at the very least, we'd berate them, call them names, and call them gay. Being that they were virgins, with women that is, it was expected of them to have sex with Kathleen. At the worst, if they didn't throw her a proper bang, we'd have our suspicions confirmed that they were, indeed, gay. I mean, I was the only one, who knew the truth that they were gay. No one else saw them together. Besides, just as Kathleen was my rite of passage, I guess, their gay fling was their rite of passage.
They were virgins and this was their chance to remove the stigma of being a virgin by doing Kathleen and by going through with this little, heterosexual charade. Maybe they won't even cum or maybe they'll cum prematurely. Maybe, they'll stand proud in front of all of us and admit that, indeed, they are gay. I didn't know. I really didn't care. All that I knew was I just had the best damn day of my life in having sex with Kathleen, my personal Maureen O'Hara.
I wondered how my friends would handle the news that Joey and Stephen were gay. I mean, there's nothing anyone can do, if they are gay. After what I witnessed, no doubt, they are, in fact, gay. Probably, knowing Ralph and Anthony, as I do, if they knew they were gay, they'd have nothing more to do with them, just as Joey and Stephen would end our friendship soon, anyway. Growing us up into men, it's funny how Kathleen changed all of that for us, prematurely, no doubt, as eventually with time, our friendships would have drifted apart, anyway.
That's how it was back then, black and white, norm and conform. There weren't any grey areas. There wasn't the tolerance of being black, just as there was no tolerance for being gay, in the way that there is now. The straights hung around with other straights and gays coexisted with other gays. It was a rare occurrence for two gay men to hang around together. Typically, especially in my neighborhood, gay men remained in the closet and didn't dare reveal their true sexual orientation for fear of a beating or worse. Even when, no doubt, a gay man would be happier living elsewhere, where there were other gay men, having grown up in this neighborhood, they didn't want to be ostracized from their family and friends.
Yet, if they do go through with having sex with Kathleen, knowing Joey as I do, he'll probably pretend that Kathleen is his mother. That's how he'll get through with having sex with her. That's how, as a gay man, he'll be able to screw a straight woman.
Knowing Stephen as I do, he'll probably pretend that Kathleen is his older sister. He's always had the hots for his big sister. That's how he'll get through this. That's how, as a gay man, he'll be able to screw a straight woman, too.
Who knows, maybe they're bi-sexual? Maybe, they like men, as much as they like women. Lucky bastards, those bi-sexuals. Even though I'd never want to be one, with a continual supply of sexual partners, it must be so exciting to be able to have sex with both sexes. Maybe, what they did earlier was just experimenting and was the first time or maybe it's just part of their bisexuality.
Still, according to some people, unless you're gang raped in prison and forced with the threat of a bad beating or death, if you suck a cock, even just once, then you're gay. Only, fortunately for them, Kathleen saved their gay asses by having an orgasm with Anthony and I. Now, they wouldn't have to go through with their little, heterosexual charade. She was done. Show over. She was too tired to fuck anyone else. Now, they wouldn't have to fuck her. Now, they can go back to pretending that they're not gay.
"Oh, no, there are still two more of you. I lost track," she said turning her head to acknowledge Joey and Stephen standing in the doorway. She laughed. "Oops, sorry. I forgot. Only, I can't," she said she said with a shrug and a half smile. "Sorry, boys, but I'm too tired and a bit sore. I hope you understand. I'm going to have to give you two a rain check for another time. I'll make it up to you, I promise, I will. I'll give you both a proper fucking, along with a great blowjob, after I recover from all of this."
As if on a mission to prove their manhood, Joey and Stephen looked at one another and nodded. From the intensity on their faces, it was obvious that they wouldn't take no for an answer. They entered her bedroom and moved me and Anthony off the bed and out of their way. As if Somali pirates sharing their spoils of war, with Kathleen their grand prize, they were like animals in heat and were all over Kathleen touching, kissing, licking, and feeling her everywhere. Although Kathleen was worn out, their sexual attention brought her back to life and she accommodated them somewhat. Unbelievably, their actions were getting to her and the rest of us aroused, again.
Working much like a wrestling tag team, when one wasn't doing something to some part of her body, the other was. Where'd they get all this sexual energy? There were hands touching her, groping her, and feeling her everywhere. Not one to turn down sexual gratification from lovers nearly half her age, Kathleen appeared to enjoy the renewed attention, albeit without the lustful exuberance that she demonstrated before with the three of us.
Suddenly, she looked old. Suddenly, she looked tired. Suddenly, showing a look I've never seen on her face before, she looked sad. In love with her in the way that any 18-year-old young man easily falls in love with the first woman, who has taken him under her sexual wing, I was concerned for the welfare of my precious Kathleen, my imagined Maureen O'Hara. Wanting to savor her and this day forever, I didn't want my vision of her tarnished in any way, especially not by Joey and Stephen.
Joey was sucking her tits and kissing her, while Stephen parked himself between her legs and was licking her. All that I could think of was that Stephen was getting a big mouthful of Anthony's cum that he had just deposited in Kathleen's pussy. Maybe that's why he was eating her. Maybe he was pretending he was blowing Anthony. Maybe, he always wanted to blow Anthony and this was the next best thing. Maybe, that's why he was there licking Kathleen's pussy. Maybe, he enjoys snowballing. Who knows? I surely don't know. I'm not gay and I don't pretend to know what a gay man thinks about such things.
As if it were a well choreographed dance, they switched places. Now, Stephen was all over Kathleen's tits and kissing her and Joey was licking and fingering her pussy. Never have I seen such a frenzy of sexual activity. Even more sexually active than Anthony and I, they appeared more determined to get her off, than they were on satisfying themselves. Certainly by the look of the sudden rush on her face and the sight of her erect nipples, Kathleen was seemingly enjoying the threesome experience. By her passive participation, allowing herself to be so ravished, she was obviously gaining a second wind and was beginning to really get into the sexual orgy and becoming more proactive.
She was the one who opened this Pandora's Box, after all. She was the one who seduced me and then seduced my four friends. She was the one who lured us all up to her apartment on the pretense of helping her around the house, an obvious understatement and misrepresentation of her real sexual intentions. Now, too bad for her, if she's sore and/or tired, in the way that Joey and Stephen acted, she was about to get the fucking of her life. Playing with fire, what else did she expect from five, horny, young men?
Then, just as had Anthony done, they pulled her up and bent her over. Controlling the sexual situation, Joey took a position behind her and reached up to grab her tits, as she helped direct his cock in her pussy. Stephen followed my lead and slid across the bed and fell between her arms and started kissing her. They were making out now, really making out. By their actions, definitely, Joey and Stephen weren't virgins. Virgins didn't act like this and like us, as we did, when we were with her. Virgins didn't have the sexual confidence to take such controlling command of the threesome.
Now, I wondered how true the stories were of Joey with his mother and Stephen with his older sister were. I wondered if they only told us part of the story. Maybe, all this time, Joey was fucking his mother and Stephen was screwing his sister. Wouldn't that be a twist? Boy, I'd love to hear those stories.
Stephen was kissing her, as if he were a drunken sailor on shore leave, while fondling her tits and she returned his kisses with as much lustful passion. Then, when he had enough of her lips on his lips and wanted to feel her lips on his cock, he move up the bed and impaled her mouth with his erection. She took all of him deep in her mouth, in the way she had just sucked my cock. He placed both hands behind her head and fucked her mouth, as if he was fucking her pussy. She reached down and moved his leg up and positioned his big toe on her clit, just as I had done. Apparently, she really liked the feeling of a big toe on her clit, while she was getting fucked doggie style and sucking on the cock of another man. In the way that Anthony and I were with her, the three of them were a tightly meshed and well orchestrated chain of sexual activity.
Now, with Joey fucking Kathleen and humping her forward from behind, and with Stephen's cock buried in Kathleen's mouth, he bounced Stephen on the bed up and down on the bed. Joey humped, she jerked, and Stephen bounced and humped, while they did it all over again. An amazing sight to see, Ralph, Anthony, and I stood around the bed watching little Joey fucking her, while she sucked Stephen, and as Stephen's big toe rubbed against her clit. Joey and Stephen made Ralph, Anthony, and I look like the clumsy amateurs we were. Then, they switched off again. Now, Stephen was fucking her doggie style and Joey was getting a blowjob, while fondling her big tits and twisting and pulling her big nipples. Again, Kathleen reached down and moved Joey's big toe to her clit. I should have patented that big toe move back then. I would have made a lot of money with it today.
Kathleen reveled in orgasm after orgasm. After watching the three of them, I'd say that she was glad that the boys hadn't taken no for an answer. Screaming her delighted pleasure with what Joey and Stephen were doing to her naked body, we watched the activities in suppressed horny envy. Once again, Kathleen was having a good time. Insatiable in her actions, fucking and sucking Joey and Stephen, she was a nymphomaniac sexual machine.
I remembered back to all those times that Kathleen climbed that fence in a mini-skirt, while holding Barky in her arms on the pretence of walking her dog three times daily, climbing that fence six times, three times to get in and three times to get out. She must have known we all were always there watching her every move. She must have known that she was flashing us her panties, as sure as we could clearly see her panties. She must have known she was teasing us and that her teasing spirited this lustful gangbang of an orgy. Now, this was her payback for sexually teasing us.
Finally, over and done, with Kathleen collapsed on the bed again, I thought my two gay friends were done with her. Only, this wasn't nearly over. Oh, no. Their fun had just begun. I was shocked and couldn't believe what they did next.
To be continued...
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Chapter 10 - So What Are You Asking Me To Do?
"I don't really know, Mother," he said knowing that they both knew precisely what he was asking her to do and, no doubt, what she was thinking about doing.
They looked at one another without speaking. An uncomfortable moment of silence, he knew this was the time that he could either turn her completely off or convince her to strip off her clothes.
"Are you asking me to strip naked?" She looked at him looking down at the floor. When he didn't answer, no doubt, couldn't answer her blunt question, she asked him again. "Are you asking to see me without my clothes? Are you asking me to see me naked, Jason, so that you can write your story?"
There it was. She asked him, when he couldn't ask her. All he had to do was to say yes. All he had to do was to look up at her looking at him and nod his head. Yet, afraid that if he just blurted yes to her questions, she'd say no. He needed to think. He needed to act more needy and more uncomfortably embarrassed. He needed her to believe that she was in control and that she was the one wanting to strip naked and not the other way around.
"You read all of my erotic stories, Mother," he said looking up at her and making eye contact. "You now understand that my stories are just stories, even though my stories are incestuous in nature and about you. You're privy to all of my sexual secrets of masturbation over the thoughts of having sex with you and even though I masturbate over you having sex with me, mother, my masturbation has more to do with my hormones than with my story," he said looking at her looking at him.
"I know that," she said. "I was your age, once," she said with the warmth of a motherly smile.
"With me just writing stories about you before," he said gulping down his sexual excitement, as if drinking his last sip of beer, before summoning the courage to ask a woman to dance, "now I'm asking you to strip naked," he said. And with you thinking about having sex with me, where does it end, he wanted to add, but didn't. "All of this has escalated so unexpectedly fast that I'm not sure what I'm asking of you, Mother, other than to see you naked. No doubt, the sexy, nude sight of you will help me write a better story."
"Don't fret, Jason," said Elizabeth moving her hand from his mid thigh to his upper thigh, only a few mere inches away from his bulge, to pat him with her sympathy.
With both of them on the same page, with her knowing her son so well, no doubt, she knew what he was thinking and what he was thinking was the what she was thinking, too.
"I'm sorry, Mom, if I gave you the wrong impression, but--"
He so wanted to move her hand to his bulge, but didn't dare. Just once, he'd love to feel his mother's hand on his cock through his pants, as much as he'd love to feel her breasts through her blouse and bra. Not wanting to ruin things by forcing himself on his mother too soon, happy that she's already come such a long way already, he was content to gently and gradually nudge her along with the Devil down the road of incest.
"No apology necessary. It was all my fault," she said biting her lip again. "Forgive me for presuming your intention, that you wanted me to get naked for sex, but are you asking to see me naked, just for the sake of your artistic endeavors or do you have a different and incestuous agenda in mind?" She looked at him looking at her. "I already told you, Jason, incest is a line that I just can't cross. I don't want to go there..." she said stopping.
He looked at her with curiosity. Was she going to say, I don't want to go there again? Was he right in suspecting that her father was her lover and that his grandfather was his father, too? Fucked up. That's so fucked up. No wonder why he's so fucked up, too. Driven to do it by genetic coding, no wonder why he writes these stories of incest about his mother. No wonder why he's already been able to get his mother to consider stripping off her clothes. No wonder why he sensed that she had thoughts about having sex with him. Now or never, he took a big breath and a long step off the cliff that he'd surely fall in his embarrassment, should she shocked him by saying no.
"Yes, mother, I'm asking you to strip naked for the artistic sake to help me write a better Nude Day story," said Jason now believing that his impromptu plan was working and his mother was thinking about stripping naked. Wanting her to undress, needing to see her naked, he wanted to assure her that she'd be safe with him. "No, I don't have a different and incestuous agenda in mind," he said lying. "I'd just like to see you without your clothes."
For a fleeting second, a flash of disappointment crossed his mother's face. He saw it and he couldn't believe he saw it. Such a brief glimmer of shocked disappointment, obviously, she was the one disappointed that, once she was naked, he wouldn't make a move on her. Only, instead, once she was naked, that is, if she'd ever agree to strip naked, for his perfect, perverse, incestuous plan to work, she had to make the first sexual move on him.
She had to be the one to want sex from him and not the other way around. She had to be the one to entice him. She had to be the aggressor. No doubt, while he was thinking about seeing her naked, obviously, she was thinking about him not only seeing her naked but also giving her sex. He had her where he wanted her to be now. Definitely, at the very least, she'd be stripping off her clothes for him. And then, she said exactly what he was thinking, presuming, and hoping she'd say.
"In anticipation of Nude Day," she said putting her hands on her knees and leaning forward, "if I stripped off my clothes in front of you and I'm not saying that I will, but if I did get naked, would seeing me nude enable you to write your Nude Day story and, perhaps, win some prize money?"
He could feel his cock harden with the imagined excitement of seeing his Mom without her clothes. As if watching a fast forwarding, pornographic movie flash through his mind, he imagined seeing her C cup breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. He wondered if she was bushy, shaved, or trimmed. He couldn't wait to see her ass. She has such a perfect ass and he's lusted over feeling her naked ass for as long as he could remember.
He needed to backpedal. He needed to show his mother than he's not the deranged pervert that she still believes he is. He needs to continue to insure her that what he writes are just erotic stories and not sexual fantasies of her with him sweating naked in bed. He needs to continue his innocence, so that she'll play out her fantasy of being the cougar.
"Actually, Mom, I wouldn't want you to do anything that you're not comfortable doing, but seeing you naked would, no doubt, help me flush out my story and allow me to write a more realistic one," he said pausing to carefully word what he was to say next. "Yet, I truly understand the ramifications of incest and I realize that incest is a line we should never cross. Only, I'm not sure if me seeing you naked is technically crossing the line, Mother, especially if seeing you naked is purely for artistic sake and to encourage my artistic endeavors," he said laying it on thick with broad strokes, before climbing aboard his soapbox.
"Much in the way of a nude photographic art exhibit, you do make a valid point, Jason," she said curling her hair again with her fingers.
Never has he ever seen his mother play with her hair as much. Never has he ever seen his mother so reticent and nervous. He wondered if he mistook her reticence and nervousness for sexual arousal. He wondered if his mother was sexually aroused. He wondered if her cunt was wet with the thoughts of him touching her, feeling her, fingering her, licking her, and seeing her naked, in the way that his cock was hard by all of those incestuous thoughts and more. His mother's cunt. Just the thought of his mother's cunt made him crazy with incestuous desire for her. His mother's cunt. If she agreed to strip naked, he'd be seeing his mother's cunt.
"Yet, because of the openness of society today, the incestuous line is blurred, especially when we mix art in the discussion of it," he said continuing in his verbal bullshit. "Truly, I don't expect you to pose naked before me, just so that I can see you naked. There's a much larger picture than that. Perhaps, however, you'll agree to pose naked for me to continue with my art of writing and for me to write an award winning Nude Day erotic story about you," said Jason.
Oh, brother. Even he was embarrassed by all that he said. Yet, if she was a willing victim, surely with the cloak of artistic expression draped across her shoulders and down her big, naked breasts, with nothing else to hide her nakedness from his horny eyes, perhaps, she'd agree to remove her clothes and show him her naked body. Willing to say anything at this point, just to see his mother naked, feeding his mother a crock of shit about incest and art, even he was so smoothly believable that, in the name of art, he wanted to remove his clothes.
He looked at her watching her for any sign of submission. Did she buy all of that? With her body language the only clue he had to what she was thinking, he watched her intently. She touched her hair and moved it away from her face. Her touching her hair was a good sign. A win/win for him, she wouldn't even have to believe all what he had just said, if she was just as interested enough in stripping naked in front of him, as he was interested in watching her strip naked.
"All that you said is very convincing true, Jason," she said beaming him a wide smile. "I'm now wondering, if I should have sent you to law school, instead of enrolled you in this creative writing program." She looked at him with a renewed insight. "I'm not such a prude that I'd be embarrassed for you to see my naked body, Jason," she said wrapping her hair around her manicured fingers again, while making full eye contact with him and wetting her full, red lips with her tongue. "After changing your diapers and giving you baths, I've seen you naked too many times to remember," she said with a twinkle in her eye, while nibbling on her lip again.
"So, what are you saying, Mother?"
As if he was a contestant on the Price Is Right and the model was just about to pull back the curtain, as if he was a contestant on Let's Make a Deal and picked door number 2 instead of door number 1 or door number 3, a drum roll played through his thoughts.
"Well, I guess what I'm saying is and I can't believe that I'm saying this but, if having me strip off my clothes and if seeing me naked will help you with your education and your artistic expression, by enabling you to write a better Nude Day story, I suppose that will be okay. So long as we keep our naked adventure professional, a secret to ourselves, and promise not to tell anyone, not a soul, I mean that, Jason," she said pointing a finger of warning at him.
"Of course, Mother, I promise not to tell anyone," said Jason, raising his right hand, as if he was swearing on the Bible, before giving her a hug, while still not believing that his mother just agreed to strip naked in front of him.
"I'd be so very embarrassed, mortified, if anyone knew that I undressed and posed naked in front of my son, so that you could write a dirty, Nude Day story about me," she said with a sick laugh. "It's one thing for a horny son to want to see his mother naked, but quite another for a mother to voluntarily show her naked body to her son. I could never face my friends and relatives again," she said, as if talking to herself, "with the realization of them knowing that I voluntarily and willingly stripped off my clothes in front of you. Oh, my God, I'd be so humiliated."
"I'm shocked, Mother, that you'd think I'd violate your trust by telling anyone that you posed naked for me. Just as I wouldn't tell a soul," said Jason, that is, while thinking, except for his cyber blogging friends, "I never expected you to agree to strip off your clothes, just so that I could write an incestuous story about you stripping naked for Nude Day. Thank you, Mother, for helping me with my art and with my education," he said with controlled sexual excitement.
"Oh, can the crap, Jason. I've already agreed to strip naked," she said with a little, nervous laugh. "I never thought I'd ever agree to strip naked in front of you. Only, being that you can only write what you know, I really don't see how you can possibly write such a realistic Nude Day story about me stripping naked for Nude Day, if you haven't seen me naked. It just doesn't make any sense how you could possibly write about my breasts, my ass, of my pussy, if you've never seen my breasts, my ass, and my pussy," she said making eye contact with him again, while still twirling her hair around her fingers.
He couldn't believe his mother just said the words, breasts, ass, and pussy. He couldn't believe she said those words twice in the same sentence. With each word that she uttered, he had an image of her big breasts, her round ass, and her dark brown pussy. Soon to find out, soon to see for himself, now, he wondered again, about what her areolas, nipples, and her round ass looked like. He wondered, again, if she was bald, trimmed, or bushy.
As if he had just won the lottery, he couldn't believe that he somehow persuaded his Mom, of all people, a real holly roller to strip naked in front o him. Maybe his mother is right. Maybe he should have attended law school and become a lawyer, instead of declaring himself as an English major and taking literature and creative writing to become a writer.
Only, now that he thought more about it, while hoping that she was, maybe she was the one using him. With all the accidental up skirts and down blouses she gave him over the years, with her parading around out back by the pool in her barely there bikini, maybe she wanted to strip naked all along but wanted it to be his idea in the way that he needed her stripping to be her idea. Maybe she wants him to see her naked, as much as she wants him to see her naked. No matter who's idea it was, whether it was her idea or his idea, he was about to see his mother naked, naked, naked, naked.
"Precisely my point, Mother, precisely my point," he said nodding his head in agreement, excited that she agreed to get naked in front of him. "Thank you again for indulging me, Mother."
"Only, and I'm sorry that I must say this to you, but I just want to make it clear that we stop there."
He was right. Just as he's had thoughts about having sex with her for years, like mother like son, she had sex on the brain, too. Playing her game now but with her showing her hand to lure him in, obviously, she wanted to fill his brain with having sex with her. By all that she said, by all that she eluded to, his intent was to see her naked and, no doubt, her intent was to have sex with him.
"Pardon? I don't know what you mean, Mother," he said playing dumb.
"What I mean and must so bluntly say is that I remove my clothes, you see me naked, I get dressed, and you write your story. Okay? They'll be no touching my ass and feeling my breasts," she said, while looking, as if she was swooning over the mere thoughts of her son touching her ass and feeling her breasts.
"Yes, Mother, of course. Just as a painter and sculptor is respectful of his models, I'd be respectful of you. What else were you thinking I'd do, Mother? Rape you?"
With her face flushed and her mouth falling open, she looked as if she'd pass out with the mere mention of the word rape. Maybe she wanted him to rape her, force himself upon her, and, obviously give her some fantasy sex.
"Sex," she said looking at him, as if just the mere mention of the word excited her. "We can't have sex," she said pointing a finger at him, in the way that a politician lies about promising not to vote for new taxes. "Even if your next story is about me having sex with you with me on my knees blowing you," she paused to allow the image of her on her knees, while sucking his cock, to simmer. As if the image of her blowing her son interrupted her train of thoughts, as if she was somewhere else, she finally continued. "Don't you dare think that, in the name of your art, artistic endeavors, and artistic expression, that I'll dare have sex with you and/or blow you. Do you understand me? I'd never suck your cock, Jason."
Already on pillow talk overload, his mother was on sexual steroids. Ass, tits, pussy, blowjobs, and sucking cock, his mother said all those words that he only imagined her saying in his sexual fantasies and that he only wrote in his incestuous stories about her. Damn, she's such a sexy bitch, when she's talking dirty.
"Yes, Mother, of course, I understand," he said suddenly filled with the image of his mother on her knees, with his hard, hairy cock cumming in her mouth, while she's looking up at him with her big, green eyes.
"Good. I'm glad that I made myself clear. I'm just getting naked and that's it," she said, this time with a flash of sexual excitement running across her eyes that confessed otherwise.
He imagined her stroking him to make him finish cumming in her mouth, but pulling him out prematurely, he imagined himself shooting a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. With his cum everywhere, he imagined his mother covered in his cum, while lying naked on the living room floor.
"I'd never ask you to blow me or to suck my cock," he said saying the words with sexual excitement, while hoping that he wouldn't have to ask her. Now that he got her to agree to pose naked, he hoped she'd agree to voluntarily blow him, too.
"I can't believe I'm going to strip naked in front of my son for the sake of his artistic endeavor and artistic expression," she said, as if she was absent mindedly talking to herself and as if she reminding herself to do the laundry or to make dinner.
Both son and mother fell silent again, until Jason looked at his mother with renewed lust. So long as he promised not to tell anyone that she posed naked for him, he still couldn't believe that she just agreed to strip naked for him. Now, instead of her just stripping naked, showing him her body, and getting dressed, he thought about having sex with her. He thought about her giving him unbelievable sex. She just willingly agreed to show him her nude body, while saying that she wouldn't blow him. For her to voluntarily state that she wouldn't blow him, obviously, sucking his cock was on her mind.
With just a few well place compliments, a bit of cajoling, and a believable scenario, he couldn't believe getting his mother to agree to undress in front of him was this easy. Moreover, for her to be the one bringing up sex, no doubt, she was the one thinking about having sex with him. Now he wished he had left out his book of erotic, incestuous stories about her months earlier for her to find. Once she was naked, once she was with him without her clothes, he figured it would be so easy to convince her to have sex with him and to blow him.
To be continued...
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Chapter Eighteen - Disciplining Kathleen
With other apparent plans for Kathleen, they both removed their socks. Joey used his socks to tie her wrists to the bed posts, while Stephen used his socks to tie her ankles. Watching them so control her by tying her up like that, they shocked the shit out of me. Even though I had just gotten blown and laid by Kathleen, even though I wasn't a virgin anymore, these two sex fiends were way ahead of me in their kinky fetishes. I don't know what porn magazine they've been reading, but I'm never seen this in any Playboy magazine that I read, of a woman being tied to the bed. It just seemed wrong. If Kathleen wasn't seemingly enjoying being tied up, I would have pulled the plug.
"Oh, you dirty little boys," she said smiling without resisting. "I didn't know you two had it in you to play this kind of sexy game. Oh, dear me. Help, help," she laughed, "I'm helpless against you two," she said with a laugh. "Help," she joked. "Help me. Someone help me," she said while feigning resistance by pulling against her binds.
Suddenly, I imagined Kathleen tied to a train track by the villain with a train bearing down upon her, while the hero stood helplessly by watching things unfold. Powerless to do anything, going along with my friends, I felt helpless to intercede on her behalf without being considered a wimp and called a coward and a chicken. Normally back then, from watching one too many reruns, this is where Superman makes his appearance or Roy Rogers or the Lone Ranger and Tonto saves the day.
Yet, seemingly just a little foreplay, it was all okay because Kathleen didn't seem alarmed. I was more shocked than she was, that she was tied to the bedposts. Maybe she's done this sort of thing before. Nonetheless my shock and her being a good sport, she played along with the sudden bondage and with them. She appeared to be enjoying it and, even being so tied, she still seemed to be in control. So, who am I to complain or even question Joey and Stephen's sudden need for a bit of bondage?
"I'm all tied up. Help. I'm all a thither now," she said playing along with their game of bondage. She looked up at them with her big, blue eyes. A sight to behold, even though she had been so fucked over by Ralph, Anthony, and I, seeing her naked and tied to the bed, she was still quite the beauty to behold. "So, what do you have in mind, boys, what do you have in mind? What's next in your dirty little perverted mind? What will you make me do tied up that I wouldn't do unbound?"
She laughed and I laughed with her. She was right. Willing to do anything sexual to anyone, I don't think Joey and Stephen could shock her. The shoe was always on the other foot with Kathleen. No doubt, having already lived a wild and carefree life, she was no one's fool.
Joey, the little pervert that he's always been, grabbed one of Kathleen's kerchiefs and blindfolded her with it.
"We're going to play a little game called pain and pleasure," he said looking at the rest of us and laughing.
No doubt, a game he had played before, I wondered if this was a game he had learned from his mother. Maybe, she tied him up and had sex with him. Maybe, he tied her up and had sex with her. No doubt, definitely, by all the things he had confessed to us about his mother flashing him and him flashing his mother, home schooled, this sexual game of pain and pleasure was learned at home. With his mother being just as crazy as he was, I could just imagine his Mom tying little Joey to the chair and giving him pain, if he didn't eat his food, do his homework, or give her an orgasm.
"Being tied and blindfolded is fun and I like the pleasure part, but I have a low tolerance for pain," said Kathleen with a nervous laugh.
Suddenly, knowing Joey as I do, I was a little worried, too. Not the submissive type, I saw a flash of fear in Kathleen's eyes and I was at the ready to spare her the pain, if this game got out of control. Maybe from watching one too many Alfred Hitchcock films, I was already expecting the worst from my twisted, little friend..
"One of us will do something to your body and if you guess who it is, you'll receive pleasure. Only, if you guess wrong, you'll receive pain."
With the odds already stacked against her, the chances of her guessing which one of us giving her pleasure was a 5-1 long shot, whereas the chances of her not guessing correctly and getting pain was four out of five.
"Okay, this has gone far enough," she said struggling against her wrist and ankle ties. "I'm not into pain. I don't want to play any game that involves pain. All my relatives are pacifists and I'm the biggest baby when it comes to—Ow! Hey, that fucking hurt!" She yelled, when Joey slapped her naked thigh with his hand.
"If you're going to play my game of pain and pleasure, you must learn the rules," he said with a sick laugh.
"I don't want to play your game," she said struggling to free herself.
Joey grabbed her hairbrush from her dresser and had Stephen push her over on her side. Then, without any warning, he slapped her ass with the back of her hairbrush really hard.
"Shut up, Bitch," he said, "or you'll get another one!"
What the fuck? Little Joey, the pervert, had turned into a deviant demon. He was angry, no doubt, angry with women, angry at his mother, and angry with being gay, no doubt. Only, he was taking out his anger on the wrong person. He was taking out his hostility on Kathleen, by hitting my dream woman, my Maureen O'Hara.
"Hey, come on Joey," I said. "What the fuck? Untie her. She's had enough. She's sore and tired. We're all tired. I just want to go home."
"Stay out of this Freddie. This is our turn with her," he said pointing the hairbrush at me, as if it was a gun. He made a move towards me, as if he was threatening shoot me or hit me with the hairbrush. That would be the last thing he'd ever do, hit me with a hairbrush. I'd break his wimpy arm and stick the hairbrush where the sun don't shine. Only, he'd probably enjoy the hairbrush being stuck up his ass. "You guys have been hogging her all freaking day," he said with a repressed, red faced anger that scared everyone into silence.
In all the years of Joey being Joey, we never saw him acting like this. As if he was a pampered, pet dog that reverted into a wild wolf with the possessiveness of protecting his bone, he was a madman. With us being just five 18-year-old boys barely graduating high school, we didn't have the education, the intelligence, and the insight to realize that Joey was crazed and crazy. We just thought he was acting crazy normal. All we knew was that he was our friend, albeit our gay friend, but that information was only known by me. Had I had the emotional awareness that I possess now, I would have grabbed the hairbrush out of his hand, as soon as he picked it off the dresser. Had I had more insight into our storytelling, little Joey, I would have stopped this misadventure, before it even started, when he first tied Kathleen to the bed.
Unbeknownst to me then, but so obvious to me now, apparently, he was a monster that his mother made him into by forcing him to have sex with her, when he was too young to understand such adult feelings and emotions. Just a suspicion that had become a supposition, I had no idea if he ever had sex with his mother, as I still have no idea now. Yet, from the looks of things and from the crazed look on Joey's face, in the mold of Alfred Hitchcock's Norman Bates of Psycho, in the way that he was so aggressively acting towards women, I wouldn't be surprised, if he was a real Mommy's boy, if you know what I mean. After that day of him physically abusing Kathleen, Psycho became little Joey's street name. It was no surprise to any of us that he liked the name.
Then, I wondered, maybe that's why they had gay sex, I thought, because we were hogging Kathleen and they were so horny that they turned to one another for relief and a release. Yeah, that's it. Joey and Stephen probably aren't gay at all, just a little sexually frustrated and confused. Nah! Even if I had to wait three days for a turn with Kathleen I'd never turn to Anthony or Ralph for sexual relief, in the way they turned to one another. I'd never give my friends a blowjob because I was horny. I'd just masturbate. Oh, yeah, definitely, they're gay alright.
Ralph, Anthony, and I looked on to see how this would play out, before deciding to intercede on Kathleen's behalf and pull the plug. We weren't too concerned because, if it came down to it, the three of us could overpower and take those two little powder puffs, Joey and Stephen. Moreover, we all knew them better. They really wouldn't hurt her. A couple of whacks with a hairbrush won't harm her. My Dad's done much worse to me with his belt buckle and with his fist. My backside is still scarred and a couple of my teeth are loose from his nightly, drunken beatings. Besides, knowing Kathleen, she'd probably enjoy a few love taps.
Besides, with the three of us, Ralph, Anthony, and I, acting as her personal bodyguards, while watching, the game that Joey suddenly devised could be fun, so long as he didn't take it too far. I mean, if he thinks that he's going to burn her with a cigarette and scar her beautiful body, then I'd beat the shit out of him because no one was going to harm my Maureen O'Hara.
"It's okay, Freddie," said Kathleen. "I don't mind this game of bondage, so long as it doesn't get out of hand and hurt too much. Actually, I find being tied up and blindfolded exciting. I've been in far worse situations," she said. "Remind me later to tell you about the time, after my car broke down, when the Hells Angels came to my rescue and I had to— Ow! Jesus Christ!"
"Shut the fuck up, Bitch," said Joey giving her another hard wallop with the hairbrush.
"That fucking hurt, you little shit," said Kathleen pulling against her ties.
"Keep running your mouth and I'll show you what real hurt is, Bitch," said Joey pinching her thigh.
"Ow! God damn you, Joey," said Kathleen.
As if she was speaking in tongues, something I hadn't noticed before, when Kathleen was angry, she spoke more with an Irish brogue. Curiously, I wondered if I did the same, spoke more with a Boston accent, when I was angry. As it is, anytime I leave the city, especially, when going out of state, no one understand me with my Boston accent. Nonetheless, I found her Irish brogue as sexually exciting, as I did surprising. So very sexy to hear her speak like that, I'll have to ask her to give me pillow talk later with her voice laced and peppered with her brogue.
"Hey, that's enough Joey," I said.
"Yeah, quit it, Joey," said Ralph. "Don't call her a bitch and don't you pinch her like that again."
"You hit her again with that hairbrush and I'll bash you teeth down your throat," said Anthony.
"Oh, yeah?"
"Yeah," I said speaking for the three of us.
It took all the control I had not to call him a little fag and not to tell everyone what happened between him and Stephen, the other queer, in our small group of friends. Yet, if he continued down this women hating road, I'd out him, if it meant sparing Kathleen some pain. Only, knowing Joey, as I did, outing him may escalate things. Embarrassing him in front of Ralph and Anthony may be the thing that really makes me go out of control.
Yet, even though I was angry with him hitting, hurting, and calling my Kathleen names, this game of bondage with her being blindfolded and tied up was the most exciting game that I've ever witnessed. Much like my friends, as if we were three cuckolded husbands watching our wives being stripped naked, blindfolded, and tied to the bed to be ravished by two men, we all wanted to see what was going to happen next, before pulling the plug. We all wanted it to continue, so long as Kathleen wasn't too resistant to it and so long as Joey and Stephen didn't really hurt her.
Stephen motioned to Ralph to lick Kathleen's pussy. Ralph finally moved his tired body out of the chair and climbed between Kathleen's legs. At this point, Kathleen was so fucked over that we all probably had snowballed one another and tasted a bit of one another's cum. Ralph gave her pussy a few licks, while reaching up to fondle her tits and finger her nipples. Watching Ralph interact with my imagined girlfriend was making me horny all over again. Even though she was sweaty, smelly, and fucked over, she was still so very pretty and she had an unbelievable body. Not to mention that she was an incredible lover and the best kisser who ever kissed me in my life.
"Okay, Kathleen," said Joey, the sudden anointed game show host of Pain and Pleasure, Guess Who Just Licked My Pussy. "Who was that who just licked your pussy?"
"Um, Freddie, no wait, Stephen, no, can he do it again? He only gave me a few licks. He didn't give me enough information to tell." Joey motioned to Ralph to lick her more.
"Oh, I know. That's my Ralphie," she said with a wide smile. "Am I right? Am I right? Do I get pleasure now?"
"Good guess, Kathleen," I said. "Now, she gets pleasure and no pain, right?"
I stared down Joey. I didn't want him hurting my perceived girlfriend anymore. Strictly wanting to see pleasure, I wanted the game to continue but without the pain.
"Okay because she correctly guessed, who was licking her pussy, she gets pleasure. Ralph, continue licking her pussy," commanded Joey.
Ralph fell between her legs again and consumed her pussy paying special attention to her clit and fucking her with stiff long fingers, while reaching up his other hand to finger her nipples. Kathleen wiggled her ass all over the bed while smiling and cooing.
"I like this game," she said. "This is fun. Yeah, baby, lick Mommy's pussy. Make Mommy cum in your mouth, again," she said lifting her hips to hump Ralph's mouth. "Lap my cunt, baby. Fuck my warm, wet pussy with your long, stiff fingers," she said wiggling her pussy in Ralph's mouth.
Damn, Kathleen gave good pillow talk. I swear, she'd make good money getting a job as one of those phone sex operators that are appearing everyone with their own 900 numbers.
"Okay, Ralph, that's enough. You can get up," said little, Nazi boy Joey. "Let's give someone else a turn."
"Hey, that wasn't nearly enough pleasure," said Kathleen. "I didn't cum," she said with a pouting face full of sexual frustration.
He motioned with hand signals for Ralph to return and lick her pussy again.
"Okay, Kathleen, who was that who just licked your pussy?"
"That was my baby, Freddie. I can tell his licks— Ow! Fuck! Hey, take it easy. That really hurt," she Kathleen from Joey pinching her leg again.
Joey stepped back, while Stephen turned Kathleen's body to reveal her round, shapely ass and he whacked her really hard with the hairbrush again.
"Ow! You asshole! That really fucking hurt. I don't want to play this fucking game anymore," she said pulling against her ties. Her face was beat red and she had tears in her eyes. She looked scared and never have I seen her scared before. "Let me the fuck up. This game is over, now. I'm serious."
She was angry, now. I had never seen Kathleen angry. Always so in control before, always so nice, I had never seen her out of control. I had never heard her even swear before. Now, she was mad, I was mad.
"What the fuck, Joey?" I moved toward him and stood between him and Kathleen.
"Untie her," said Anthony reaching for her wrist ties.
"Wait! My turn with Kathleen isn't done, yet, and this game is part of my turn. It's not over, until I say it's over. You guys had your fun with her. You guys were hogging her while we waited. Now it's our turn," he said pointing to Stephen, while looking at the three of us.
"Yeah, well, don't pinch her and don't hit her hard like that again or I'll take that hairbrush and beat your skinny ass with it," said Ralph. "I don't want to play this stupid fucking game no more," he said sitting down in his chair. "This sucks. This is some sick shit. I was having a good time, until gay boy here ruined it."
Gay boy? I looked at Ralph slumped in the chair with his eyes closed. He called Joey gay boy? Did Ralph know something that I didn't? Did Ralph know that Joey was gay or was he just calling him a name? Did he see him blowing Stephen in the mirror, too? Or did he witness something down at the wharf, where we all went skinny dipping. That comment floored me. Why was I the last to know that Joey and Stephen are gay?
Joey motioned to me to get between her legs and lick her pussy. I shook my head no and gave him the finger. Then, he looked to Anthony and he shook his head no and gave him the Italian salute with a hand to the crook of his arm. As far as the both of us were concerned, by no longer participating, the game was over and we were done helping him hurt, someone who has given us so much pleasure and so many memories that will last us a lifetime. Instead, Stephen got between her legs and licked her pussy.
"Let me up! I don't want to play this fucking game anymore," she said struggling against her ties again. "You two are fucked in the head. I'm serious. Let me the fuck up."
"I'll let you up," said Joey. "If you guess who just licked you, then the game is over. That's all you have to do is guess correctly."
He motioned to Stephen to lick her some more, while he moved to the other side of the bed, away from Ralph, Anthony, and I.
"And I won't fucking kill you, if you let me the fuck up now. I don't fucking know who licked me. I have no idea. I can't tell anymore. My pussy is numb. I don't want to play—"
Bam! Bam! Bam! Joey wailed the side of her thigh hard three times with the hairbrush, before I could grab him and the hairbrush. I flew over the bed and with a hand to his scrawny neck, I grabbed his wrist, and pushed him hard up against the bureau, while grabbing the brush out of his hand. Stephen tackled me, but Ralph and Anthony were all over Stephen and Joey pushing them both down on the floor and ways from Kathleen.
"Get the fuck out of here," I said threatening them with the hairbrush.
We untied Kathleen. She was crying and her thigh and ass were a bright red.
"My hero," she said hugging my neck, while sobbing.
To be continued...
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Chapter 11 - Agreeing to Strip Naked

"So, how do we go about me striping naked for you?"
She looked at him and he couldn't tell if she was nervous or excited. Always so hard to read, in the way of a sexual Dexter, instead of a murderous one, she was a magician at hiding her feelings from him. Her lack of emotions made him wonder, if she had been sexually abused by her father. Always so unemotional, even when, especially when, she found his collection of incestuous short stories about her, he wondered if her real feelings about anything had been severed so long ago.
Only, not wanting to ruin seeing her naked by upsetting her in bringing up her past, not wanting to run the risk of her changing her mind of not stripping off her clothes, he didn't dare ask her about her father. Maybe, once she was naked, maybe, after they had sex, if that was ever to happen, when lying in bed sharing the afterglow of mutual orgasms, he'd ask if her father is his father, too, but not now. He didn't want to ruin his excitement of seeing his mother naked.
When she agreed to remove her clothes in front of him and parade around him naked, he wondered how she could still have her look of innocence on her face. About to turn her into an incestuous slut, someone who lived in a trailer in a trailer park, instead of a nice house in suburbia, she was still his mother. Even though he had talked her into stripping naked, the fact that he was her son, this prelude to incest not only soured his stomach but also hardened his cock.
He looked at her with excited nervousness, as if he was asking her, when he could open his Christmas gifts. By all measures, unwrapping his mother of her clothes, her naked body just may be the best gift that she's ever given him. As excited over the arrival of Santa Claus, he was even more excited by the anticipation of his mother showing him her tits, her ass, and her pussy. Still, it bothered him that his mother was no longer as troubled over getting naked, as he was still excited about seeing her naked.
Being that it was so easy, too easy, to get her to agree to strip off her clothes, he couldn't help himself from being suspicious. Was this whole thing a ruse? Maybe she knew he wrote erotic, incestuous stories about her. Maybe she knew how to access his computer and read his stories. Maybe she knew he hid his book of stories beneath his mattress. Whatever the game, her or his, the fact that he was finally going to see his mother naked was all that matter to him now.
"Well, in the same way they do a nude scene in the movies in Hollywood, I imagine," she said. "We begin with flowers, soft lighting, candles perhaps, soothingly relaxing, romantic music, and lots of wine," she said with a laugh. "Especially the wine. We can't forget the wine," she said laughing again.
"Being that you're my movie star, I'd rather see you in bright lights," he said imagining seeing the sexual splendor of every little detail of his mother's naked body in revealing bright lighting.
"Sorry, but it's enough that I agreed to strip naked and it's enough that I'd have to be drunk for you to see me naked," she looked at him and smiled. "I couldn't get drunk enough for you to see my naked body in bright lights. Candlelight is the best that I can do for you, Jason," she said with a sexy laugh. "At 39-years-old, I don't have the body that I used to have. I have a lot of flaws," she said looking down at herself with a laugh.
"Oh, Mother, don't be so modest. You have a beautiful body," he said wanting to run to her, hold her, kiss her, and caress her.
"Only, now that I think more about stripping naked, I do have one condition," she said putting a fingertip to her lips with a sly look.
"You name it, Mom. Anything," said Jason. So excited that his mother just agreed to strip naked and show him her naked body, he'd willingly agree to any condition she had from doing his own laundry to cleaning the whole house. "I'm at your disposal. Your whim is my pleasure. As you servant, your desire is my--"
"Don't be so cocky, Jason. I haven't told you my condition, yet."
"Okay, I'm listening. What is it?"
As if they were about to embark on a date, Jason figured she wanted him to treat her to Chinese food, or to a movie first. He tried thinking of all the new movie releases, while wondering they should go see. Perhaps, instead of Chinese food and a movie or in addition to Chinese food and a movie, she wants him to pay for the alcohol that she needed to remove her clothes. No matter what it was, whatever it was, he didn't care what the condition was, so long as he saw his MILF of a mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe he was going to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see his mother naked.
"If I'm going through the embarrassment of posing naked for my son to write his Nude Day story, in the honor of Nude Day, as my condition to strip naked in front of you," she said looking at him with a victorious, little smile. "You must strip naked in front of me, too," she said laughing.
"Mother!"
It would be one thing to see his mother naked and quite another for his mother to see him naked, too. Something that he could agree to, he couldn't believe that was her one and only condition.
"It would be less embarrassing for me, if both of us were naked," she said glancing down at the bulge his cock made in his jeans.
"Oh, my God."
Not even having the time to wrap his brain around his mother stripping naked, he was on incestuous overload with the thoughts of stripping off his clothes and showing his mother his cock. Cunt for cock. It only seemed fair. If he'd get to see his mother without her clothes, then she should see him naked, too.
"There's a logical reason to my voyeurism of your nude body," she said. "Later, should you decide to break your promise and tell someone about me stripping naked for you and embarrassing me, as my way to embarrass you, I'll tell someone, your future girlfriend, future wife, and/or future mother-in-law, perhaps, that you stripped naked for me, too." She looked at him, as if waiting for him to respond. "Think of my condition as my way to guarantee your discretion, my reputation, and my honor."
He liked that his mother was using her reputation and honor as her ploy to see him naked. Even though he'd be sexually excited, an understatement, even though he'd, no doubt, have an erection, he was more than happy, another understatement, to meet her one condition. She could have asked him for anything and he would have obliged and met her demand, just to see her naked body.
"Oh, my God, Mother, I never figured you for extortion, but I like it," he said with a laugh. "Having me strip naked, too, is quite a condition but one that gives me a bit of insight in what I'm asking you to do. Just as you'll be embarrassed stripping naked for me, I'll be embarrassed being naked in front of you, too," he said, while thinking just the opposite and how excited he'd be to strip naked in front of his mother. "It's only fair that if I'm seeing you naked that you see me naked, too." As if she was already sitting there naked, he looked at her and smiled. "Okay, so long as we're both respectful of one another's naked bodies, I agree to your condition."
"Good," she said leaning forward with her hands on her knees. "My nude posing has suddenly turned into a Nude Day naked celebration. If my girlfriends only knew that I was about to get naked in front of my son, they'd think that I was the insane one," she said with a laugh. "Then, again, some of my friends may be envious of me," she said with another laugh. "Not everyone is as morally modest, as I am, when it comes to nudity, especially nudity in front of their sons. A few of my friends have spoken openly that having sex with their sons is their sexual fantasies."
"Really," said Jason. "Which of your friends fantasizes about having sex with their sons?" He ran the list of the faces of her friends through his horny mind.
"Never mind that. Knowing you, you'd be knocking on their door on the pretense of writing an erotic story and wanting to interview them," she said with a laugh.
Filled with incestuous excitement, thinking about all that just happened, Jason fell silent, while looking at his mother and imagining her nude. Forget about him writing his Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day story, too excited over the prospect of seeing his mother naked and of her seeing him naked, he couldn't even think about writing a Nude Day story now. Instead, he thought of her friends lusting over their sons. Just as he wondered, if she lusted over him, in the way that their friends lusted over their sons, he wondered, if his mother lusted over him, in the way that he lusted over her.
His sexual fantasy come true, his mother just agreed to strip naked. His mother just agree to allow him to see her naked, beautiful body. He still couldn't believe it. Moreover, as her one condition for her to strip naked, she wants him to strip naked in front of her, too.
Honestly, if he had made the condition himself, her asking him to strip naked couldn't be a better condition to make. He couldn't wait to show her his cock. He couldn't wait to show her his erection. He wondered, when she was naked, if she'd allow him to touch her. He wondered, when he was naked, if she'd reach out and touch him. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe that they were both going to be naked soon.
"Only, I'll need some wine, lots of wine, too, Mom, and don't be surprised if I have an erection, when I strip off my clothes, after you strip off your clothes," he said with a nervous laugh, while blushing.
"With your excitement of me seeing you naked, I'd be disappointed, if you didn't have an erection, when seeing me naked," she said with a dirty laugh.
To be continued...
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Chapter Nineteen - Thanks for the Memories
Without warning or notice, Kathleen unexpectedly moved from the neighborhood shortly after our day of sexual fun. I wonder if one of the neighbors overhead us talking about our sexual adventures. Maybe someone, other than my four, horny friends, saw her posing and dancing in front of her windows naked. Maybe someone with binoculars saw the five of us have sex with our very own, Mrs. Robinson. Maybe now that she fucked us and took our virginity, she's off looking for more virgins. All that I know is that she's gone.
A closed Italian neighborhood, the residents don't take too kindly to single women, especially a good looking redheaded, Irish woman, having a good, sexual time with the neighborhood young men. Boston already had an infamous reputation for burning redheaded witches, back in the 18th century. Definitely, if discovering her past and what she's been doing in her present, I could see them tying her to a stake and setting her on fire. Yet, although Kathleen wasn't a witch, certainly, she was nothing like the other women in the neighborhood. The women who lived here don't like any woman, who wasn't just like them. I can just picture a contingent of Sicilian Italian women marching down to her apartment, dragging her out by her long, lush hair, and making her an offer that she couldn't refuse to accept.
We never saw her leave. One day she was still there and the next day she was gone. Had we known she was moving, we all would have helped her pack. Yet, why would she even bother painting her apartment, if she knew she was leaving, unless she was asked to leave or else, unexpectedly?
When I walked upstairs to look for any sign of her, her doors were still off the hinges and everything was gone. Gone, gone, gone, she was gone. She must have left in the middle of the night or the first thing in the morning. Knowing the Mafia Moms like I do, I hope they didn't take her for a ride, if you know what I mean. I hope Kathleen isn't swimming with the fishes, if you know what I mean.
I wished I could have said goodbye to her. I wished I could have thanked her for making me a man. I wished I could have reconnected with her later in life. I wished she hadn't left. I wish I could have had just one day alone with my Maureen O'Hara. I would have enjoyed one more day of sex.
I wonder where she went. I wonder who she's with and what she's doing now? I wonder if she told her husband or the man in her life about the times, when she was a cougar, a seducer, and sexual education teacher of young, virginal men. I wonder if she thinks of us in the way that we all think of her. I wonder if she thinks of me in the way that I will forever think of her.
Wherever she is, albeit elderly now, I imagine she's still beautiful, fun, funny, and sexy. With her big blue eyes and her big tits, I imagine her looking even more like a mature Maureen O'Hara. My real live movie star, she was my first love and the imagined image of her stayed with me throughout my entire life, even after I was married and had children. I hope, wherever she is and whoever she's with, that she's happy.
Still, trying not to think any less of her, not wanting to think of her as a whore, now that I'm older and have daughters and sons of my own, before I discovered the reason why she was the way she was, I wondered why she was like that. With all the young men she seduced in Charlestown and in the North End of Boston, and only God knows where else, why was so driven to have so very much sex with so very many young, virginal men? Why did she seduce me and then invite my friends over to gangbang her? What woman does that? No woman, unless they are a paid prostitute or a professional call girl, does that. What woman behaves like that, so sexy, so sensual, so willing, so easy, and so nice?
I wondered if any of us made her pregnant. Maybe she has a 43-year-old child that looks exactly like me, Ralph, Anthony, Stephen, or, God forbid, little Joey. Hopefully, she couldn't have children or was on birth control. Hopefully, none of us made her pregnant. I'd be sad if there was a child of mine out there, somewhere, wondering who his father was. Maybe, if she did get pregnant, she told everyone that she was pregnant with someone else's child, instead of pregnant from gangbanging five, virginal men. I have no idea and, probably, I'll never know where she is and what she's doing.
Surely, glad that she had turned us all into men, nonetheless, her sexual behavior wasn't normal, not even close. Even for the sixties, during the height of the sexual revolution, her behavior would have raised eyebrows, even from the believers of free love on the West Coast, forget about the uptight proper Bostonians on the East Coast. Much in the way of everything else, even fast food, fast cars, and McDonald's hamburgers, the sexual revolution started on the West Coast in the early 60's and, the sexual wave that consumed the country, didn't hit Boston, until my time with Kathleen in 1968.
Missing her in the way of a lost love, I used to routinely check her abandoned, empty apartment for a clue to where she went. Newspapers collected on her stoop and mail piled up in her mailbox. Even though it was illegal to do, with a careful eye cast over my shoulder, I'd routinely go through her mail to see, if there was some new information that I could use to find her. I didn't discover where she went, but I discovered why she behaved, as she did, so dangerously promiscuous, when there was a letter from her husband's sister in the mailbox. Her sister-in-law? Wow! I didn't know she was married. Holy shit. Even though it was against the law, in the name of finding Kathleen, I couldn't help but open her mail and read it.
Dear Kathleen,
I hope this letter finds you happy and well.
I found these, when I was cleaning out Doug's old room. We cleaned out his room years ago, after he married you, but there were still boxes of his things stored in his closet. He told us he'd be by to collect them, once he was discharged from the service and after you found a place of your own to call home. I still can't believe he's gone. As if it all happened yesterday, I still miss him.
Anyway, here are a few snapshots of him as a teenager, one taken, when he was on his way to his high school prom with you. You have the recent photos of him in his uniform and if you still have them, please send me one of him in his dress blues. I'd like to have that to frame for my wall to show my sons that their uncle was a hero in the Vietnam War.
To this day, I still don't understand why he dropped out of college to join the Marines and volunteered to go to Viet Nam. He was so happy with you. You were together forever and I couldn't wait for the two of you to have children. Only, he was taken from us too soon. Only 25-years-old when he died, a month away from being discharged, he was excited about coming home to you and to us, his family.
Love,
Donna
Wow. Kathleen was a married woman. Her husband was a Marine killed in Viet Nam. Holy shit! From what Donna wrote, Kathleen was once a nice, normal, married woman, who married her childhood sweetheart. Maybe, after having gone through so much misery of losing the love of her life, sex is how she was able to feel something enough to quell her pain. I don't know. I guess I'll never know why she did the things that she did. Yet, happy she crossed our paths, I never would have met her otherwise.
Suddenly, I was angry. I felt used and abused by her. Suddenly, with the memory of her tarnished by deceit, I didn't like her anymore. Then, I looked at the pictures that Donna sent. One of them, the photo of her brother, Doug, with Kathleen at their Prom, in that photo, Doug looked just like me. He could have been my older brother. Maybe that's why Kathleen picked me out of the group of five to help her paint. Maybe that's why she kissed me, as if she was kissing someone else. Maybe kissing me made her think that she was kissing Doug and that he wasn't dead. How so awful? How so sad? Maybe lost in time, she was thinking of better times and places, when with me and my four friends.
I was happy that I could give her some peace. I was happy that she could feel some pleasure. Only, I always wondered where she is now. Maybe she's dead. Maybe she's married with children. If she was married with children, by now, she'd have grandchildren. Maybe she wouldn't even remember me, but just once, I'd love to meet her again. Just once, I'd like to pretend she was my Maureen O'Hara again. Just once, I'd like to hold her in my arms, kiss her, and tell her that I miss her and still love her.
THE END
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Chapter 12 - Preparing to Strip Naked
The next day, acting as if they were two, underage teenagers buying liquor for the first time, Jason and his mother hit the wine store and roamed the aisles, while giggling like children in a toy story.
"How much wine should we buy, Mom?" Jason read the back of the bottles for the amount of alcohol contained in each. Knowing his mother wasn't much of a drinker, he figured to find the wine with the most alcohol. With table wines ranging from a low of 8% to a high of 14%, he zeroed in on wines that contained 13.5% alcohol.
"Two bottles of wine should be plenty to make us both tipsy enough that we won't be too embarrassed to remember what we said and/or did," she said talking low enough, so that no one else would overhear their incestuous plans. "Any more than that and we'll be sick, instead of drunk. Wine gives me a terrible hangover and makes me terribly ill. I don't want to risk my clean carpets for the sake of my modesty," she said with a laugh, while giving him a sexy look.
To remember what we said and/or did? Why would she say that? What was she expecting or hoping to happen? Is she expecting to say and/or do more than he thought she would, when just stripping off their clothes? Is she expecting him to say and/or do more than he thought he would, when just stripping off his clothes? If only by his mother's comments, he was sexually excited. Then, when factoring in that he was going to see his mother naked and she was going to see him naked, he was totally aroused.
"I agree," said Jason. "The last time I got drunk on wine, I barfed. Inherited from you, no doubt, I have a low tolerance for alcohol. It only takes me two glasses of wine to get me drunk," he said lying, while figuring he'd blame his imagined, lewd, horny behavior on drunkenness should he inappropriately touch, grope, and feel his mother's nude body, once she was nude and tipsy herself.
He imagined grabbing her hand and putting it on his erect cock, while moving her hand back and forth to stroke him. He imagined his mother passed out drunk on the couch and putting his cock by her lips to see, if she'd take him in her mouth and suck him. He imagined touching and feeling her everywhere, while exploring every inch of her naked body with his fingers, mouth, and cock. He imagined acting drunk and unconscious, while allowing his mother to explore every inch of his naked body with her fingers, mouth, and pussy.
Suddenly, he was excited by the thought of not only seeing his mother's tits but also feeling his mother's tits, while fingering her nipples. Even though he knew she'd never allow him to feel her breasts and finger her nipples, just the thought of feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples excited him. Then, again, he never thought she'd agree to strip naked either and she did. Suddenly, as part of the naked, Nude Day agreement he made with her, he was excited by the thought of exposing his cock to his mother. He wondered, if she allowed him to touch and feel her, if she'd reciprocate by touching and feeling him, too.
Yet, then again, getting mixed signals from her, with her talking about sex and him only talking about her getting naked, he wondered, if he was opening up Pandora's box by hoping they'd have sex. Even though having mother and son sex was every young man's fantasy, especially if he had a hot mother, as was Elizabeth, he wondered how he'd really feel, if he was in a sexual relationship with her? Having sex with his mother could be the best thing he ever did or the worst thing he ever did. He wouldn't know, until, if ever, it happened.
That evening with all the shades drawn, soft music playing in the background, and candles lighting the mood throughout the living room, Jason looked at his mother in the way that he always looked at his mother, with repressed lust, possibly, for the last time. Done imagining her naked, he was, finally, going to see his mother naked. Finally he was going to see her tits, her pussy, and her ass. Finally, as he always wanted to show her, he was going to show her his cock.
After they arrived home from the wine store horny and sexually frustrated, not even having the time to masturbate over all that she said, all that he imagined seeing of her, and what was about to happen, suddenly, she was ready to strip off her clothes. This is it. He put the wine on the coffee table in the living room and she took her seat on the couch. He looked at his mother for one last time to see her fully dressed, before she willingly stripped nude. She's ready and eager to strip naked. He couldn't believe it. Surprised by her gameness to get naked, he never thought she'd be so eagerly aggressive. Even though she willingly agreed to pose naked for him, he figured he'd have to persuade her to strip, after she had a few glasses of wine first.
"Well, how do you want me?" She looked at him with unblinking eyes, as if she was his real live model for him to direct or his blowup doll for him to sexually abuse.
A loaded question that filled his mind of her in all sorts of sexual positions, she looked at him with innocent eyes and with expectant, raised eyebrows, as if asking him what color to paint the living room. Instead of twirling her hair with her finger, she was twirling the fringe on the sofa pillow. He couldn't help but imagine what famed psychiatrist Sigmund Freud would think of his mother's twirling behavior, whenever she discussed the topic of sex with him, specifically incestuous sex.
Twirling, twirling, and twirling, he watched her mindlessly twirl the pillow fringe in the way that he imagined her twirling his pubic hair with her finger, just before taking his cock in her mouth. Twirling, twirling, and twirling, he imagined twirling her pubic hair, while licking her pussy, before reaching up to feel her big tits and finger her hard nipples. Twirling, twirling, and twirling, he couldn't wait to fuck his mother from the front, the side, and the back.
Just from the sexual anticipation that she'd be without her clothes soon, he was filled with increased incestuous lust and sexual desire for his mother. Now that he was going to see her naked and she was going to see him naked, he wanted to answer her question of exactly how he wanted her by telling her in great detail. Get in bed with me naked and make motherly love to me, while talking dirty to me, he imagined saying. Get on the floor and on your back with her legs spread wide open, he thought of saying. Get on your knees in front of me and suck my cock, he wanted to say that to her, too, but afraid of ruining her getting naked, he didn't say what he was thinking and so wanted to say.
Still, he wanted to say, I want you in bed naked with me naked beside you, on top of you or underneath you. I want you bent over the kitchen counter with my cock buried in your pussy and my horny hands cupping and feeling your big tits. I want you in the shower up against the shower wall and with your legs wrapped tightly around my waist, while my cock is buried deep in your pussy. I want you out in the garden, so that everyone can see me fucking my mother. I want you on your knees and sucking my cock in front of all my friends and all your friends. Only and again, he didn't say any of those things. Instead, acting as if he was a psychiatrist and she was his patient, wanting and needing her to take the lead, wanting her to tell him what it was she wanted and how she wanted him, he played dumb.
"What do you mean, Mom?"
She was so sexual. She was so sexy. She was so pretty. Even though he saw pictures of her, when she was younger, just as he couldn't image how beautiful she must have been before, when she was his age, he couldn't imagine her without her clothes. In the way she must have driven men crazy, it was no wonder why she was pregnant with him at 17-years-old. The reason, no doubt, why she's so determined for him to get a college education, even agreeing to strip naked to help him write his story, it's a shame that she dropped out of high school in her senior year. Sadly, every girl's dream, she didn't even make it to her Prom, never mind having that big, expensive, dream of a wedding.
Trying to get in her head to understand what she was thinking, he wondered if she was looking at tonight's activities, as something she'd do after the Prom that she didn't attend. He wondered if she was looking at him, as if he was her Prom date. He wish he had known her then. Only, if he knew her then, when she was his age, never having been born and not being her son, he wouldn't be standing here now waiting for her to strip off her clothes and ready to see her naked. Always a reason for everything, even when not knowing what that reason was, until later, standing at the precipice, the point of no return, there was a reason, no doubt, why mother and son were about to embrace incest and cross the incestuous line.
"What I meant by, how do you want me, would you rather I make a grand entrance by entering the room naked, as if your old mother suddenly embraced nudism?" She waved her arms and danced on her toes, as if she was a prima ballerina, while pretending to be naked.
"No, I don't think that would work, Mother," he said becoming even more sexually excited, when imagining his mother making a grand, albeit naked entrance by walking in the living room naked.
"What if I wore my sexy, blue, silk bathrobe with nothing underneath and spent the evening teasing you, by flashing you my tits and pussy, before finally getting drunk enough to remove my robe?"
Now he wondered if she had teased him before by flashing him up skirts and down blouses. All those times he saw his mother's panties, bra, pussy, cleavage, and tits, all those times that he masturbated over all that he saw, he felt so perversely guilty afterwards. Now, he wondered if his mother had purposely flashed him for her to masturbate later, over all that she showed him and all that he saw of her. Like mother, like son, wouldn't that be a riot, if his mother just as perversely perverted as he was?
"No, that won't work either, Mother," he said. "Other than just seeing you naked, I need something more than that to inspire me to finish my story."
"I'm not going to give you sex, Jason, if that's what you're thinking in needing something more, as inspiration to finish your story," she said giving him a look that confessed him otherwise.
As if waiting and expecting him to ask her to give him sex, she looked at him with a face full of excitement? Was she waiting and expecting him to take her in his arms and kiss her, while touching and feeling her everywhere? Did she want him to make the first move, so that she could blame him for all that was about to happen.
"I wasn't inferring that I needed you to give me sex for you to finish my story, Mother. I only meant that I needed more realism than having you just walk in the room and strip naked," he said looking at her, as if she was sitting there naked.
"Oh, I know. How about this idea?" She put a manicured figure to her lips, before giving him a sexy look. "What if I entered the room fully dressed and," she looked at him and smiled, "I had you slowly remove my clothes?" Swooning over what she just said, she talked excitedly enough that he knew that fully dressed is how she preferred entering the room and stripping her naked was his choice, too. "We can pretend we're on a hot date and you're hot and horny to see me naked."
Either his mother was getting caught up in the idea of stripping naked for him or she was just teasing him. Maybe she was just reading his mind. He couldn't tell which. It's been years, since he's seen his mother this animated, not since she signed up for that online dating site and started meeting and having sex with men. With that thought in mind, he couldn't help but wonder if she perceived him as one of her suitors. Maybe she was thinking about having sex with him, after all. Maybe, trusting him enough to strip naked, she finally felt safe enough to be her sexual and sexy self.
"Fully dressed, I think, Mom. I've always been horny to see your naked body, I mean, of course, solely for the purpose of writing my Nude Day story," said Jason not even having to think about his answer. "Yes, as if we were on a hot date and I was your horny suitor, I'd rather you were fully dressed. Having you fully dressed would be so much more realistic, especially if you allowed me the honor of slowly removing your clothes and stripping you naked," he said enjoying the idea of being on a hot date with his mother and stripping her naked himself. "We could pretend we're on a Nude Day date. Slowly building up the tension, seeing you in your bra and panty, before seeing you totally nude, would allow me to write a much better story."
Suddenly Jason's mind was filled with the thought of slowly unbuttoning his mother's blouse and seeing the first glance of her cleavage and the top of her bra. One slow unbuttoned button of her blouse at a time, he'd look to see what each unbutton button revealed, before continuing to unbutton the next button. So much better than having her enter the room naked or in her bathrobe with nothing on underneath, the fact that she volunteered for him to strip her naked was something that even if he had thought to suggest, he never would have dared ask her to do, even if he had thought of doing that himself. Truth be told, he'd be happy with any way she wanted to strip naked and for him to see her naked, so long as he got to see her naked. He still couldn't believe that she was willingly going to go through with this Nude Day charade, just for him to write his Nude Day story, while both of them pretended that, because of his art, that they weren't crossing the incestuous line. It was as ridiculous, as it was exciting.
Once her blouse was unbuttoned and flayed wide open, he imagined removing his mother's blouse and seeing her sitting there beside him in her bra with her exposed cleavage. The imagined image of his mother sitting beside him and before him in her sexy, low cut bra made his cock throb with sexual excitement. Visualizing the whole sexy stripping scenario in his mind first, so as to not make any mistakes, once her blouse was off, he'd unzip her short skirt. He imagined having her stand and turn with her back to him. With his fingers trembling, as he unbuttoned the button of her skirt, before pulling down the zipper, he imagined pulling down her skirt to expose her panty. Seeing her in her panties from behind was something he's never seen before. He imagined the sight of her panty clad, round, firm ass. Once sitting on the couch with her in her bra and panty, he imagined them talking, laughing, and drinking their wine, as if she was fully dressed and as if they really were on a hot date.
Now dressed in just her sexy lingerie, as if she were wearing clothes, instead of just wearing her panty and bra, he imagined her parading around the living room in her bikini panty and 36C bra, while getting snacks and leaning at her waist to change the music and flash him an in between leg shot of her panty clad pussy. He imagined her asking for his help in unhooking her bra and turning to face him, before removing her bra straps and her bra cups from her breasts. As if she were a stripper on stage, he imagined her stand to slowly remove her bra straps to build the suspense, before removing her bra cups and showing him her big breasts, her areolas, and her nipples.
Then, while watching him and looking at him to see how he perceived all that he was seeing of her, he imagined her slowly and seductively rolling down her panty for him to see her brown trimmed pussy, bushy pussy, or bare pussy, he didn't know which, but he was looking forward to finding out which soon. The image of his naked mother standing before him topless and bottomless was all consuming and he couldn't think of anything else, except for stripping off his clothes for her, more exciting. Forget about writing his damn story, just as he couldn't wait to show her his cock, he couldn't wait to see her tits, her ass, and her pussy.
Finally, having imagined her naked, if it wasn't enough that he was going to see his mother naked, she willingly agreed to allow him to strip her naked. Maybe, if when he was undressing her, he'd accidentally on purpose touch her breasts, her ass, and/or her pussy. As a bonus, he didn't know which, either he'd strip naked in front of his mother or she'd strip him naked. Maybe, if when she was undressing him, she'd accidentally touch the bulge that his cock made in his thin, cotton underwear, when she reached out to pull down his underpants. Then, when she leaned forward to remove his underwear, he imagined his cock springing out in her face and nearly impaling her mouth.
He imagined his mother staring at his erect prick. He couldn't believe his Mom was going to see his cock. He couldn't believe his Mom was going to see his erection. He wondered if she'd just casually look at his cock or if she'd stare. Maybe, if she had enough wine, she'd reach out and touch him and stroke him, before taking him in her mouth to blow him. He knew she wanted to blow him. He could tell.
"I agree. Adding fodder to your creative imagination and to your story, having you undress me, while pretending we're not mother and son, but a man and a woman on a date, is much more natural, less contrived, and very sexually exciting, too," she said taking her second sip of her wine.
There it is again. She mention the s-e-x word again. No doubt, while he'd be satisfied to see her naked and for her to see him naked, she's looking for some hot sexual action from him.
"Yes, that would be more sexually exciting, Mother," he said.
"Do you have a preference what I wear?" She looked at him with seduction in her eyes.
Oh, yeah, hmm, what should she wear? What should she wear? Actually he didn't care what she wore, as he was only interested in what she wasn't wearing, he wanted to say. Yet, now that he thought about it, it was just as important and sexually stimulating what she was wearing, as what she wasn't wearing. Suddenly, an entire selection of his mother's clothes scrolled through his mind, as if he was watching her modeling her fashion in a fast forward, runway, modeling show. She had so very many sexy outfits that made him wild with incestuous desire for her. If only she knew, maybe she did, how many accidental up skirt and down blouses she's given him over the years, she'd understand his sexual lust for her.
Being that she was his mother, he always thought that her flashes were accidental, but now, being that she's such a willing participant in his stripper's striptease show, he wondered if her flashes were more on purpose than by accident. Perhaps, as fodder for her own, private masturbation sessions, she had been teasing him by flashing him for years. Perhaps, over the thoughts of having sex with him and over the thoughts of him having sex with her, she masturbated as much as he did. Wishing he could undress her in everyone one of his favorite outfits, it was difficult to narrow his selection of what she should wear to just one.
"Actually, because you have gorgeous legs and big breasts, Mom, I'd rather you wore a short skirt, a low cut button blouse, panties and bra, of course, and high heels. Being that my story is sexual, you look so sexy in that outfit."
"I can do that," she said giving him a sexy look. "Any specific color?"
"You look best in earth tones, yellows, oranges, greens, and browns, Mom. Earthy colors brings out your killer green eyes."
"Thank you, Jason. You're such a treasure," she said fawning all over him, while taking another sip of wine.
"Thank you, Mom, and you're the best Mom that any son could have," he said standing to give her a pelvis to pelvis hug.



When he hugged her like that with his cock pressed against her belly, never having sexually hugged her like that before, feeling her breasts squished against his chest and being so very tempted, he so wanted to reach down and cup her sweet ass, before she disappeared in her bedroom. Only, not wanting to ruin seeing her naked with premature feels of her hot body, he controlled himself from inappropriately touching her. No doubt, once she was naked, there'd be plenty of time and opportunities to explore her naked body. For now, he needed to play it cool, so as not to startle her into waking up from this sexy dream.
A few minutes later, with her hair and makeup done, Elizabeth appeared in the living room wearing a green button blouse, a short, brown skirt, and her brown high heels. A younger, prettier, and more voluptuous version of Catherine Zeta Jones, she looked stunningly beautiful, as beautiful as Lynda Carter, ex-Miss World USA of '72, who later became Wonder Woman in the TV series. She looked as if she was going out on a date. Glad that she wasn't, hoping that he'd get lucky, as he hoped for with all his dates, he was glad that his mother was his date for the evening.
"Well, what do you think?" She turned around to give her son a full 360 view of her. "How do I look?"
He especially like this green blouse because the buttons were pulled tight across her chest and he had a good view of her bra through her button hole openings.
"Absolutely gorgeous, you look beautiful and very sexy, Mom."
Only, suddenly, instead of feeling sexually excited seeing her dressed in his chosen outfit, he felt bad for her. Obviously for her to agree to play dress up and for her to agree to strip off her clothes, no doubt, she was lonely. He felt guilty that he had so controlled and deceived his mother in agreeing to remove her clothes with just a few kind words and compliments. Yet, in understanding how she possibly felt and the reason why she agreed to strip naked, endeared her even more to him. Two peas in a pod, obviously, they were so much alike in their need for incestuous sex. Even though he'd never say no and knew what he'd do, if she offered him sex, he wondered what the outcome would be of them having a forbidden, sexual relationship.
To be continued...
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Chapter 13 - Now What?
"Well, how do we do this? Do I have you strip off my clothes and you strip off your clothes or do I have you strip off my clothes and I strip off your clothes?"
She stood there, as if posing, in her brown, short skirt and green button blouse. She was nearly his height in her high heels and the mere sight of her made him want to take her in his arms and kiss her, while running one hand down behind her to feel her round, firm ass with another hand feeling her C cup breast through her blouse and bra.
"I was just thinking about that, Mom. Actually, I don't know," he said looking at her with a nervous smile. "Only, this won't work in the way that I thought it would. It's too rush and too contrived. I won't receive the inspiration that I need to write my Nude Day story, if we just strip off our clothes and act like we're nudists celebrating Nude Day. Other than seeing you naked, I may not get the inspiration that I need to write my story from that."
As if he was manufacturing a back story, he was thinking that he needed a sexy scenario, other than seeing his mother naked, to help him write his Nude Day story. Even though she agreed to strip, based solely on his artistic expression, even though she bought all his lies, if only for the sake of his story, he still needed a valid reason why his mother would agree to willingly strip off her clothes for Nude Day.
"What do you mean?" Batting her long eyelashes, she looked at him with innocent vulnerability. "I thought all you needed was to see me naked to write your story."
A player in his game of incest, now it was her turn to play the dummy. Suddenly, with an insightful glimpse into what his mother was thinking, indeed, just as he had always suspected, he felt manipulated and controlled by her. She was no dummy, no doubt, for sure, and she knew exactly what he meant. A critical time, he needed to not only be careful in what he said but also in what he did. Not wanting to frighten her into changing her mind about stripping off her clothes, at the same time, he didn't want to come across to her, as the pervert that he was. Only, now, by all that she said and all that she did, he suspected that she was just as perverted as he was.
"I don't know. Now that this is real, now that you're ready to allow me to see you naked, I need to rethink this. Just as I must have a plot in mind to write my story, we need a sexy scenario, why we're alone together and why we're about to get naked," he said looking to her for suggestions, while still wanting her to take the lead.
"I see. Yeah, that makes sense," she said. "So, as if we're actors acting in a movie or in a Broadway play on stage, what we need is a script. Is that what you mean, Jason?"
No doubt, wanting him to make the first step, she tossed the ball back to him.
"Yeah," he said. "As if I'm acting out my story, before writing it, a script is what we need, along with a bit of direction," he looked at her and smiled.
She was so damn beautiful, especially in his uniform of choice, a short skirt and a button blouse. Even though she already agreed to have him undress her, he wondered if she'd allow him to feel her tits through her blouse and finger her nipples through her bra. He wondered if she'd allow him to run his horny hands up her short skirt and all over her shapely thighs, before cupping her pussy through her panty and feeling her shapely ass. Already so very horny, already way ahead of himself, it was enough that she agreed for him to see her naked. Naked, naked, naked, he was about to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, she was about to see him naked, too.
"Well, let's see. Let me think," she said pacing back in forth in front of him in her sexy high heels shoes. She had killer legs without them and with them, he wanted to run his tongue along the length of hem. "The sexy scenario, of course, would be Nude Day," she said tapping her lip with her manicured index finger, while pacing across the living room rug. "There's a lot we can do with that," she said turning to face him, as if soliciting his ideas. "The key word being nudity, of course."
"Yes, but unless the people stripping naked are a couple in a love relationship, typically people remove their clothes as a naked celebration with others on Nude Day."
"Jesus, Jason," she said stopping her pacing to put a hand on her hip and to flash him a green eyed look of parental scolding. "I'm certainly not about to invite people over to watch me strip naked for you. I'd be so embarrassed for anyone, other than for you to see me naked."
She tossed her hair back, as if she was getting ready to kiss him. In the way that she flipped her long, lush, dark brown hair, he imagined her flipping her hair out of the way, before blowing him. If only his friends could see them now. If only his friends knew what they were about to do, a mother stripping naked for her son and a son stripping naked for his mother. Nude Day or not, they'd all wish that they were in his lucky shoes. Suddenly, he imagined his mother naked and surrounded by several of his horny friends. He imagined parading his naked mother around the neighborhood where they lived, while wishing everyone a Happy Nude Day.
"That's not what I meant, Mom."
"What did you mean, then, Jason?"
"I don't know. I just need more of a storyline to write my story than for you and me to just strip off our clothes."
"Oh, I know," she said with a sexy smile. "What if I were a cougar, a friend of your mother's, who always had her eye on you."
"A cougar? Yeah, that's good. That will work," said Jason. "That would be fun for me to play your cougar cub."
He wondered how far his mother would play her part. He imagined her stripping him and tying his naked body to the bed. He imagined her blindfolding him and teasing and tickling him with a feather, while she licked him where no mother should ever lick her son.
"After being out and about on the town shopping, we bumped into one another. Because you helped me with my bundles and bags, I invited you back to my place for a glass of wine," she said sitting on the couch beside him and holding up her wine glass, as if toasting him, before taking another sip of her wine.
"Yeah, that's good, Mother. That's very good. I like the idea of you playing a cougar," he said using her as a sounding board and ready to bounce his ideas off of her, too. Being that neither was willing to take the lead, the fact that they both worked in concert to develop a Nude Day stripping plan was a good way for them to make stripping arrangements without either one assuming the responsibility and feeling guilty about their incestuous plan later.
"I'm glad you like it because I do, too," she said with a sexy smile, as if she was already playing her cougar role.
"You take me home and try to seduce me in the way that Anne Bancroft did to Dustin Hoffman in the Graduate, when she played Mrs. Robinson. That was such a hot scene, when she was sitting on that barstool with her legs spread and flashing him her panty, pantyhose crotch, or her pussy. I don't know which, as they never showed the full frontal view," said Jason raising his wine glass, as if toasting his mother, while thinking about Simon and Garfunkel's song, 'Here's to you, Mrs. Robinson'.
"Perfect," said Elizabeth with a sexy smile, while assuming the open legged sitting position of Mrs. Robinson and flashing Jason her panties in the process.
"Oh, my God, Mother, this is so much fun acting out my Nude Day story, before I even write it. Yes, this is the kind of inspiration that I need to write a better story," he said losing his mind in the exposed sight of his mother's white panties.
"Elizabeth, Jason, call me Elizabeth or Jennifer, after your preferred cougar celebrity Jennifer Lopez," she said closing her legs and pulling down her skirt to deny her son any more of an up skirt view than he had already seen.
"Actually, Mother, I'd prefer to call you, Elizabeth. I've always loved your name. Elizabeth is such a feminine name."
"Thank you, Jason. So, it's settled, a way for us to remove the awkwardness in us removing our clothes, an older woman with a younger man is a great scenario for us to play, while pretending that we're just acting. Besides," she said flipping her hair again, "I always loved that movie. Dustin Hoffman has always been one of my favorite actors. Yeah, that would work with me playing Anne Bancroft's role as a sexy and horny Mrs. Robinson," she said with wickedness in her eyes. "I can definitely play the part of the cougar."
Jason looked at her and smiled, while wondering, if his mother was going to play the sexy naked scene that Mrs. Robinson played, when she trapped Ben Braddock, played by Dustin Hoffman, in her bedroom.
"As if our living room is the movie set, we can pretend we're actors on a date, a hot date, in an erotic movie with kissing and touching," said Jason suddenly imagining making out with his mother and suddenly realizing that he said too much that revealed what he was hoping to happen.
Not wanting to play all his cards and show her his hand, just as he said hot date, he knew that he had said and suggested too much by him mentioning of kissing and touching. Not missing a chance to catch him, she was right there to pick up on what he had said.
"On a date, a hot date? What do you mean on a hot date?"
While running her tongue across her lips, before flipping back her hair again, she looked at her son with controlled excitement. Oh, she was such a sexy siren, especially when she acted so shyly demur and modesty innocent. Just as he had been playing her, no doubt, she had been playing him. Two peas in a pod, they were meant for one another. It was too bad they were mother and son. Actually, about to embark on a new sexual, albeit incestuous adventure, it was a fortunate situation that they were mother and son.
"Sorry, Mom, maybe that was a wrong choice of words," said Jason trying to backpedal.
"By a hot date, what did you mean by kissing and touching?" No doubt knowing exactly what he meant, she paused, while fluttering her eyelids, as if she was kissing and touching him. Her face flushed, as if she was about to have an orgasm or faint. "I thought you were just going to remove my clothes," she said looking at him, while moving her open hand to the side of her face and feigning shocked surprise. "You didn't tell me we were going to pretend we're on a date, a hot date with kissing and touching."
"To be honest, Mom, and don't take this the wrong way but, for me to write my story, kissing and touching is the only way I can get the inspiration that I need," he said taking a leap of faith, while hoping that she's sexually aroused enough and had enough wine to go along with his idea of kissing and touching.
"I see," she said with another momentary pause, while looking at her son, as if he was an eligible bachelor and she was the bachelorette on the Bachelorette. "What kind of kissing? Mother and son kissing? Just a peck on the lips or," she paused to take another sip of her wine, before refreshing her lipstick. Then, finishing off her glass, she poured herself another. "Do you mean real kissing, deep French kissing, with probing tongues," she said with a laugh to cover her nervousness.
"I don't know, Mom. It would be a little weird French kissing you, I think," he said, when he wanted to say, it would be so very sexually exciting to French kiss you, while feeling your big tits. He looked at her and when she met his stare with her stare and gave him a look, as if she wanted to be kissed, he looked away.
"I agree. It would be more than a little weird for me to French kiss my son, as if he was my hot date and my potential lover" she said with a nervous laugh. "And what kind of desperate touching? Are you talking about rushed feeling and desperate groping in the way that all horny men do, when they have me alone and can't take no for an answer?"
There she said it again. She thinks of him as her potential lover. Suddenly, Jason imagined his Mom on a hot date. He imagined a man kissing her, before touching her. Feeling her tits and going up her short skirt, he imagined the man forcing her head down to his lap to take his cock in her mouth. Even though he'd be jealous, he'd love to watch his Mom in action, while giving someone a blowjob. How hot would that be to watch his mother sucking someone's cock?
"I don't know, Mom, I mean, Elizabeth. For me to elaborate about really kissing you with tongues, while touching, feeling, and groping you is too much pressure and expectations. Just as it's difficult to play out this sexy scenario with you, it's difficult for me to imagine me kissing and touching you, and it's even more difficult for me to play actor and director, at the same time. To be totally honest, Elizabeth, I'm just as shy about kissing and touching you, as you must be uncomfortable about me kissing and touching you," he said lying. Honestly, he couldn't wait to French kiss his mother, while feeling her hot body.
"Perhaps, we're getting ahead of ourselves," she said with motherly wisdom with a sudden dose of modesty. "Maybe we should just play it by ear and see what happens. We won't know how comfortable or uncomfortable we are with kissing and touching, until we kiss and touch one another. "Okay?" She took a sip of her second glass of wine.
"Okay, Mom," he said standing and pacing, while thinking.
"Drink your wine, Jason, otherwise you'll never be in the mood to French kiss your old mother," she said with a nervous laugh, while revealing her true intentions.
So that's her plan. Even though she said otherwise and to play it by ear and see what happens, she wants to French kiss him. Suddenly the image of French kissing his mother, while feeling her breasts filled his mind with incestuous lust. Suddenly the image of sticking his tongue in his mother's mouth, while sticking his hand up her short skirt and cupping her panty clad pussy in the palm of his hand filled him with unrestrained sexual desire and hardened his cock.
"Don't worry about me not wanting to French kiss you, I've always wanted to French kiss you, Mom," said Jason softly in his glass and too softly for her to hear, while he guzzled his wine.
"Come sit here beside me on the couch, Jason," she said patting the seat next to her.
Jason sat next to his mother and, just in the way that she patted the sofa seat, she patted his thigh in a loving way, while he rubbed her knee in a sexual way.
"Well, this is nice," he said. "With the candles soft music, and wine, it's all so very romantic," he said looking down at her, as if inviting her to kiss him.
"Are you as nervous as I am?" She looked at her son, before taking another sip of wine.
To be continued...
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Chapter 14 - The Kiss
This was it. This was really it. He was so nervous. He couldn't believe that he was about to kiss his mother. Once they kissed, once their lips touched and once he parted her lips with his tongue, there'd be no turning back. Once they French kissed, forget about his inspiration as artistic expression to write his Nude Day story, going way beyond that already, he'd be crossing the line.
She looked at him and he looked at her, as if they had already been lovers. With all the mind games they've been playing and all the teasing they've been doing, they had been lovers, cerebrally but not physically. With all of Jason's logical thought erased by the lust that he had for his mother, about to cross the imaginary incestuous line, about to go where no mother should go with her son, going beyond the point of no return, none of that seemed to matter anymore. What mattered more was the lust that Jason had for his mother and, obviously, the lust she had for him. Not only were they about to kiss, with her playing the part of the sexy cougar and him playing the part of her cub but also they were about to touch.
Mother and son kissing and touching was only something that he wrote about in his stories. Mother and son stripping naked was only something that he had imagined in his bedroom at night with his hand around his cock. Mother and son having sex was still something that he couldn't imagine happening. Never thinking that it would ever happen, here he was at the precipice of his own, real live erotic story. For sure, after this night, he'd write the best mother and son Nude Day story ever written, Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day. Oh, yeah.
"Are you as nervous as I am?" She looked at her son, before taking another sip of wine.
"Yes, I am very nervous. To be honest, Mom, focused just on seeing you naked to write my story, I never even thought of French kissing you, while touching you," he said lying again. "Yet, now I realize for me to write my story, I need to act, as if I'm just a man with a woman on a hot date and not a son with his mother in the living room at home."
"Being that I'm nervous, too, maybe if we kissed, maybe if we got that over with and out of the way, we won't be as nervous about French kissing one another," she said looking at her son, in the way that he figured she looked at those men that she met and had sex with from that online dating site. "Maybe the kiss will allow us to know what to do or not to do next."
"Okay," he said putting his arm around his mother's shoulders and pulling her closer, as if he was at the movies or in his car with his date.
Only, as soon as he touched her, he suddenly felt differently about her. Unlike his dates his age, he realized that she was a woman that he couldn't control. As soon as he touched her shoulders, as if the incestuous spell that was over him had broken, he realized that what he was doing was wrong. This was his mother that he was about to kiss. This was his mother that he was hoping to see naked. This was his mother that he wanted to give him sex.
She created him and made him all that he is today. She cared for him as a baby. She breastfed him and here he was hoping to recreate that moment and that bond between mother and child by not having her feed him but by having her give him sex and incestuous pleasure. For sure, if he continued and if they went through with this, Mother's Day would never be the same, he laughed to himself but Valentine's Day would be oh, so much better.
Although he's imagined it and had written about it, a first for everything, especially today, he never held his mother in this way. As if she was his date, while hoping to make it to first base, when he held her in this way, she felt so small and so vulnerable and he felt so excited and horny. With his hand sliding across her back to rest on her shoulder, she had a firm, yet, soft body and, by the mere touch of her back and shoulder, along with the feel of her bra strap through her blouse with his fingertips, his cock swelled with his sexual excitement and his incestuous intentions. Knowing that he'd be masturbating over the memory of this day for the rest of his life, not wanting this to be a fast forward memory, wanting to savor every first moment with his mother, he wanted to take things slow.
Obviously, feeling differently about savoring the moment and wanting to take things slow, not wasting any time and taking his message from her, when she leaned into him he leaned into her, until their lips met. If a woman did this to him, kissed him first, he'd suspect he'd be getting lucky. If a woman did this to him, made the first move, he'd figure that she was hot for him and would be sucking his cock later. Only, this woman wasn't just any woman. This woman was his mother.
At first their kiss was just a quick peck, a kiss that any mother would give her son in the morning or a night. Then, perhaps, in acting the part of the Casanova to more befit his mother and son erotic story, he kissed her full on the lips in the way that Lana Turner kissed John Garfield in the movie, The Postman Always Rings Twice, back in the '40's, with all of the government controlled censorship. Only, with the kiss just starting, not even giving him the time to relish in the thought that he was finally kissing his mother, not allowing him to make his moves, she stole his thunder by assuming the part of the aggressive cougar, when she parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him.
His mother French kissed him. He couldn't believe his mother French kissed him. All this time he was worried what to do and how to react, whenever he did, whatever he did, and she was already beyond all of that foolishness of speculation and self doubt. His mother, no doubt, was a woman, who knew what she wanted and what she wanted was him.
Shocked and excited, figuring he'd have to be the one to French kiss his mother first, Jason couldn't believe it, when she took control of the kiss by relinquishing her tongue to him so soon. With his tongue now buried in her mouth, French kissing her, as if she was his Prom date, he couldn't believe that he was French kissing his mother. Oh, my God, in all the horny nights that he imagined kissing her, French kissing her, he never knew that it would feel this good to kiss his mother. Yet, even more unbelievably than that, as if this was meant to be, he couldn't believe that she was returning his kisses with just as much passion.
Lost in her kisses, kissing and kissing her, his cock hardened, as his passion swelled. Even more excited that it was his mother that he was kissing, kissing, and kissing, the more he kissed her, the more excited he became. Playing games with his mind, as soon as he kissed her deeper, momentarily forgetting that she was his mother, his sexual excitement swelled. Then, as if his libido was attached to an elastic band of motherly love and incestuous lust, as soon as he realized again that it was his mother that he was kissing, he became even more excited. Never has he felt such sexual excitement, when kissing any other woman.
Already lost in her kisses, momentarily forgetting that he was French kissing his mother, before realizing again that he was, whether it was learned behavior or an involuntary reaction, his horny hand reached down and felt and fondled her breast. Oh, my God, as if his hand had a thousand more nerve endings for him to feel more sexual excitement, the excited pleasure that he received feeling her breast was as if his hand was on sexual steroids. Back and forth, returning him from ecstasy to reality, as soon as he touched, felt, and caressed his mother's breast, he realized he was feeling his mother's big tit. Yet, knowing that he was and truly believing that he was, with his mind playing games with his passion, as soon as he French kissed his mother and touched his mother's breast, he felt as if he was kissing and feeling someone else.
A perfect fit in his big hand, he loved how her big breast felt through her blouse and bra. Her full, firm breast filled his horny hand and, as soon as he fondled and caressed her breast, he could feel her nipple emerging through the satin, silk, and cotton of her bra and pushing against his horny palm. Feeling, fondling, and groping her breast, while kissing and kissing her, her tit felt so firm and so full in his hand. He loved feeling a woman's breast through her blouse and bra, while kissing her, and the fact that he was feeling his mother's breast, was sexual excitement he never knew he could have.
He couldn't wait to see her topless. He couldn't wait to touch her naked breasts. He couldn't wait to feel the weight of them in his horny hands, while his fingers played with her nipples. He couldn't wait to take her nipples in his mouth and suck her tits. He couldn't wait to see her naked. Wondering if she'd stare at it, wondering if she'd reach her hand out to take it, touch it, feel it, fondle it, and stroke it, he couldn't wait for her to see his erect cock. Never has his cock been as big and as hard, as it was now for her. He couldn't wait to have deep, penetrating sex with her.
"Is this what you do on a first date, Jason?" As if awakening him from a sexual fantasy, she broke off her kiss to laugh, while looking down at her son's left hand caressing her breast. Her nipple was the size and as hard as one of her blouse buttons.
"Oh, sorry, Mom," said Jason embarrassed and pulling his hand away from her breast and removing his arm from her shoulder.
After having so very many sexual fantasies about her, after masturbating so very many times over the thought of the naked sight of her, and after having written so very many erotic, incestuous stories about her, it wasn't until she said something that he realized that she was actually there with him, too.
"It's nice to know that my son likes my big tits," she said with a laugh.
"Sorry," he said again without sharing her laugh. "It's impulsive. For a minute, in the way you kissed me, blanked my mind actually, I forgot I was kissing my mother. I imagined I was kissing someone else, Michelle, a woman I like from the coffee shop," he said lying again.
Enjoying every second of feeling her, touching her, and kissing his mother, but for a solitary moment, when he knew that she wasn't another woman, he knew full well that he was kissing his mother, while feeling her breast. Moreover, as if taking a baby away from a breast too soon, he couldn't wait to kissing and feel her breast again.
"No, that's okay," she said with a wave of her hand and a sexy laugh. "There's no need to apologize. It's all so very natural. I'm a woman, after all, and you're a man, but call me Elizabeth, instead of Mom. Okay? Not needing a dose of reality to ruin the mood, I feel a little perversely perverted, with you French kissing me, while feeling my breast for you to call me Mom," she said with a laugh.
"Okay, Mom, sorry, I mean, Elizabeth."
"For this to work, for me to give you the inspiration that you obviously need to write your Nude Day story, Jason, you need to remain in the moment and pretend that I'm your date and not your mother. Whether I'm Michelle or someone else, you need to pretend that I'm whichever woman you imagine me to be, other than your mother. The only way this will work, Jason, is if we remove the mother and son connotation and replace it with a man and woman connection," she said giving him such a sexy look that she melted his heart and hardened his cock.
"You're right, Mom. Sorry, Elizabeth," he said pouring himself a second glass of wine, while she polished off her second glass of wine and held out her glass for him to fill her a third glass of wine.
"Now that I give it more thought, in addition to pretending we're on a hot date, maybe it really would help us to pretend we're with someone else."
"Good idea, Mom. Yeah, I like that idea."
"Who would you pick, Jason, as your date, if you could choose any woman to kiss and to touch?"
"Oh, that's easy. Katy Perry. I just love her and with you having the same dark hair, that is, when she's not coloring her hair blue, you look a little like her, but you're so much prettier and have a much better body," he said looking down at her blouse covered breasts again.
"Thank you for the compliment, Jason," she said gushing, while pulling her blouse tighter to reveal the impressions her nipples made in the silky material, before taking another slow sip of her wine and reestablishing eye contact with her son.
"Who would you pick, Mom, if you could chose any man to kiss and to touch? George Clooney? Brad Pitt?"
"No they're both too old for me. If I could pick someone famous, a good looking celebrity, I'd pick Ryan Reynolds. He's more my age and he's so handsome, like my son," she said kissing him on the lips. "He'll be thirty-six in October and I'll be forty in July."
"Okay, then, with me thinking of Katy Perry and you thinking of Ryan Reynolds, while we're kissing one another, can we try this again? Actually, now that I think more about it, since you're playing the part of the cougar and with you almost the same age as Jennifer Lopez and with me almost the same age as her 24-year-old, boy toy, I'll imagine that you're Jennifer Lopez, instead of Katy Perry. I love Jennifer Lopez. She's so beautiful and so sexy. She reminds me of you, but you have bigger tits, I mean breasts."
"Thank you, Jason. You're so sweet," said Elizabeth swooning with all the attention and compliments he was paying her.
Again, Jason put his arm around his mother's shoulders and pulled her to him, while leaning down for a kiss. Then, while kissing her and exploring her mouth with his tongue, but this time keeping his horny hand to himself and in his lap, she stopped him, nearly as soon as he parted her lips with his tongue.
"Wait, Jason. This just isn't right. This is wrong. I can't do this."
"Wrong?" Jason looked at her with a face full of disappointment. "What's wrong?"
He feared that his mother had second thoughts. He feared that she couldn't go through with their devised sexy scenario of her playing Jennifer Lopez and him playing Ryan Reynolds. He feared he'd never see her naked and she wouldn't want to see his cock. He feared that he'd never write his Nude Day story. He needed to think of something to say to convince her to continue to go through with this Nude Day striptease show but, unable to come up with anything else, his mind was blanked by his sexual frustration and her deep, wet kisses.
To be continued...
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Chapter 15 - Just Don't Touch My Nipples
"Wait, Jason. This just isn't right. This is wrong. I can't do this."
"Wrong?" Jason looked at his mother with a face full of disappointment. "What's wrong?"
Fearing the worst, he feared that his mother had second thoughts. He feared that she couldn't go through with their devised, sexy scenario of her playing Jennifer Lopez and him playing Ryan Reynolds. He feared that he'd never see her naked and that she wouldn't want to see his cock. He feared that he'd never write his Nude Day story. He needed to think of something to say to convince her to continue to go through with this Nude Day striptease show but what? Unable to come up with anything else to say to convince her otherwise, his mind was blanked by his sexual frustration and her deep, wet kisses.
"I don't want to cramp your style and ruin your story," she said giving him a sexy look. "If feeling a woman's breast, while French kissing her, is what you normally do, when with a woman on a first date, Jason, then you may feel my breasts, while French kissing me. I don't mind, really I don't," she said puffing out her chest and giving him the green light to feel her tits. "Actually, I like the comfort of you touching me in that way."
"Thank you, Mother," said Jason feeling awkward that he was caught feeling her breast. Yet, now that she said it was okay for him to feel her breasts, he felt better about feeling his mother's tits.
As if about to open the safe to see the precious family jewels, feeling as if he needed to crack his knuckles, and blow on his fingertips, before feeling his mother's tits, Jason was overwhelmed with incestuous, sexual anticipation.
"Actually," she said putting the back of her hand to her forehead, as if it was a cool compress and as if she was Gloria Swanson, "no one has touched me like that in such a long time. To be honest, and I know that I shouldn't say this because I'm your mother, but tonight, I'm Elizabeth or Jennifer or whomever you want me to be, but I like the feel of your hand on my breast, while pretending that you're Ryan Reynolds feeling my boobs."
"And tonight, you're my Elizabeth," said Jason lightly kissing his mother's lips.
"Pretending we're not who we are, but someone else, is so erotic," she said giving him the sexy look of Elizabeth, instead of the motherly look of his mother. "You have a gentle touch and it's been a long time, since anyone has touched me in such a sexual way. Only," she said pausing and looking up at him, as if she was asking him to do just the opposite, "please don't touch my nipples. Okay?"
"Your nipples? Why mother?" Thinking that she had her period or was about to get her period, thinking that her nipples were sore, afraid to ask, Jason persevered. "What's wrong with your nipples?"
"My nipples are my erogenous zone and I'm not responsible for what I'd do, if you sexually aroused me by fingering my nipples," she said, as if she was Sally Kellerman, nurse hot lips Houlihan in Mash, always saying one thing, but meaning something else. "I swear, even more effective than rubbing my clit and fingering my pussy, the key to my sexual passion are my nipples."
"Mother!" Filled with confused emotion, he looked at her with shocked embarrassment and incestuous excitement. "I never heard you talk like that."
"And I never thought I'd be making out with my son and asking him not to touch my nipples," she said laughing to, no doubt, hide the look of danger on her face.
"Okay, Mom," he said kissing her again, while relieved that his mother wanted him to not only continue kissing her but also to feel her breasts. "I promise not to touch your nipples."
Only this time, not only given the green light to feel her breasts but also the information to know where to touch her and how to touch her, his hand more aggressively felt her full, C cup breasts through her blouse and bra, first one and then the other. He loved how her breasts felt in his hand through her blouse and through her bra, so firm and so heavy, while kissing her. Feeling her breasts, while kissing her added to his sexual excitement and his cock was already aching to fuck her and for her to suck him.
Again, as if she wore a sign around her neck that read, 'Do Not Touch', drawn to it, as a moth to a light, as soon as he felt her breasts, he felt her nipples make their appearance through her bra and blouse, and in the palm of his hand. Stunned that her nipples felt so big and so hard, suddenly having a difficult time keeping his promise to his mother to not to touch her nipples, his hand remained motionless, while his fingers kneaded her breasts. Afraid to break his promise to his mother that he just made not to touch her nipples, afraid that if he touched her nipples, he'd prematurely ruin everything and she wouldn't strip naked, he felt, as if he was behind the wheel of a brand new, Mustang GT and asked to keep the speed limit to 35mph.
Why would she tell him not to touch her nipples, if she didn't want him to touch her nipples? Maybe what she said was simple and true. Maybe she didn't want him to touch her nipples. Then, again, giving him mixed signals before, maybe she wanted him to touch her nipples. Knowing that he'd break the promise he just made not to touch her nipples, knowing that he couldn't help himself from touching her nipples, maybe this was her way to put the blame on him, she should he ignore her request and touch her nipples.
Did he dare touch her nipples? He so wanted to touch her nipples. As soon as he felt her nipples push against the palm of his hand, she responded by kissing him even more passionately. He didn't have to be her experienced lover to know that she was already aroused, even without him even touching her nipples. Her kisses told him that she was aroused and as if her nipples were tiny erect penises, her hard, erect nipples told him that, too.
Surely, no doubt, with her knowing, by her telling him not to touch her nipples, was like telling him not to have another freshly baked, chocolate, chip cookie. Just as he loved her big tits and not her erect nipples, he loved her homemade chocolate, chip cookies. Just as one cookie wasn't enough, just as he couldn't stop himself from having a second chocolate, chip cookie, there was no way that he was going to keep his promise by not touching her nipples.
He knew what she wanted him to do and, no doubt, she wanted him to touch her nipples. Only, even now more nervous about touching her nipples than he was about kissing her and feeling her breasts, he was afraid that her nipples was the lid to her Pandora's box. There was no telling what would be unleashed and what would happen, if he ignored her request and touched her nipples. No doubt, by him touching her nipples, it was obvious that he was giving her what she so desired and what he so wanted. A win/win for both, how could he not touch her nipples?
With the encouragement received from her and from the wine, going for broke, he ran a slow finger over her erect nipple, first one and then the other. He fingered her nipples through her blouse and pulled them out more through her bra. Figuring his mother told him that her nipples were her erogenous zone and her gateway to sexually exciting her for a reason, he focused more on her nipples than on any other part of her body now. Ever so lightly running his palms and his fingertips across her nipples, he felt her passion grow and her nipples enlarge and harden with his deep, wet, warm kisses.
Whenever he touched her nipples, she responded in the way that he had sexually fantasized she would, when he was in his room alone and masturbating over the thoughts of making out with her and having sex with her. Never has he kissed a woman so passionately before, as he was kissing his mother now. Never has he been kissed by a woman as passionately before, as his mother was kissing him now. Never has he felt as sexually excited, as he felt now.
Going against her expressed wishes in hopes of exciting her even more, he continued fingering her nipples through her bra and blouse. Immediately, she responded by kissing him harder and deeper. Once he felt her nipples harden, he pulled them out even more with his fingertips, while feeling fondling, and caressing her breasts. Her nipples were so big. Her nipples were so hard. He couldn't wait to see them. He couldn't wait to suck them.
He already knew his Mom had big nipples, he's seen the impressions that they made in her sheer nightgowns, sheer blouses, and wet bikini bra before, but he's never touched them, until now, and seen them as big as they were now. They were huge, bigger than Jayne Mansfield's nipples, bigger than Loni Anderson's nipples, bigger than Kim Basinger, Pamela Anderson, and Dolly Parton's nipples, she had bigger nipples than even Angelina Jolie. She had the biggest nipple impressions he's ever seen and being the big movie buff that he is, he's seen plenty.
He couldn't wait to see them without her blouse and bra in the way of his lustful desire. He couldn't wait to take her naked nipples in between his fingers, before taking them in his mouth. He couldn't wait to suck his mother's big tits. He couldn't wait, he couldn't wait, he couldn't wait.
"Jason, please, don't. Stop. I beg you. I asked you not to finger my nipples," she whispered shrinking from his touch to fold her arms across her breasts, as if she was cold or as if she was violated on a bus or in an elevator. "You're making me crazy with incestuous lust for you," she said squirming, while shivering.
"Sorry, Mother," he said even though he wasn't sorry.
"To be honest, kissing you is one thing and allowing you to feel my breast is quite another, but for you to sexually arouse me in the way that you're doing now by fingering, pulling, squeezing, twisting, and turning my nipples is wrong, Jason. I won't have sex with you. I can't," she said with her big, green eyes confessing otherwise.
"Sorry, Mother," he said again, but this time with a devilish grin. "Too wrapped up in how much kissing you, while touching you excites me, I didn't realize how much kissing you, while touching you would excite you, too."
"I feel what you feel, Jason, when you touch me," she said looking at him with the eyes of a woman, instead of the eyes of his mother. "Just because I'm your mother doesn't mean that I don't have sexual feelings. Other than that I'm a woman and you're a man, there's no difference in my sexual excitement from your sexual excitement," she said. "Genetically the same, the only difference is that you're male and I'm female."
Instead of stopping, instead of obeying his mother, and instead of keeping his promise not to touch her nipples, being the brat he's always been, his plan was to continue fingering her nipples. When they started making out again, as soon as she invited him to do so, by moving her arms out of the way, he continued feeling her breasts, but while still fingering her nipples. Her nipples were still big and hard and with just the first touch, she was already squirming and breathing harder. As if her nipples were akin to the feeling he received, when a woman fingered and stroked his cock, as if her nipples were an extension to her clit, it was then that he realized the control he had over his mother and her body through the mere touch of her nipples.
Breathlessly kissing him, she was so vulnerable. Wiggling and squirming her body on the couch, while helplessly in his control and under his spell, she was so sexy. She was so sexually excited. Even up this close, with his face plastered against her face and his lips pressed against her lips, feeling as if he was kissing an angelic movie star, she was so beautiful.
Allowing him to touch her and feel her, she was so easy. All that it took to get her going was to French kiss her, while fingering her nipples. If she was this aroused with him just fingering her nipples, he couldn't wait to take the next step and reach his hand under her short skirt to feel her panty clad pussy. He couldn't wait to finger her slit, before pushing he panty aside to probe his mother deeper, while kissing her and still fingering her nipples.
Never removing his hand from her breast and his fingers from her nipples, he kissed her again and again, only each time even more passionately. Each time, he kissed her with increased passion, she returned his passion with deeper and longer French kisses. They were really making out now, really going at one another, and French kissing, while Jason fingered, squeezed, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples. Then, when Elizabeth dropped her hand to her son's lap to feel and fondle his cock through his pants, immediately, Jason broke off the kiss.
"Mom!"
"Oh, don't be such a prude, Jason," she said reaching for her glass of wine to take, yet, another sip. "I was just sexually touching you in the way that you've been sexually touching me. I warned you, Jason, not to touch my nipples," she said scolding him, as if he hadn't picked up his room, while slurring her words. "I couldn't help but fondle your cock through your jeans," she said with attitude and justification, "as soon as you started fingering my nipples again."
"You grabbed my cock through my pants, Mom," said Jason looking at his mother with a mix of shocked disbelief and sexual excitement. "I can't believe you grabbed my cock."
In all of his masturbation sessions, he imagined his mother grabbing his cock through his pants and now she finally did. Glad that she grabbed his cock, nonetheless, he couldn't believe that she grabbed his cock. Even though his cock was covered by his pants and underwear, even through the thickness of all that material, her hand and her fingers still felt so very good feeling and fondling him.
"You make it sound like no woman ever felt your cock, before." When he didn't answer her, she repeated herself, but this time, in the form of a question. "Has no one ever felt your cock through your pants before?" She looked at him with sarcasm. "If they haven't touched you, Jason, then you haven't been with a real, sexual woman before," she said sipping more of her wine.
"Sure, lots of woman have felt my cock through my pants, but you're my mother."
"Not tonight, I'm not. I'm Elizabeth or Jennifer or Michelle or whoever the Hell you want to think I am for us to get naked and for you to write your story. Besides, didn't you think this would happen with the wine, the music, the lighting, the French kissing, and the touching?" Fluttering her eyelids, while looking up at him with lust, she was still swooning by his kisses and by his touches. "I warned you not to touch my nipples," she said breathlessly, obviously, while denying all responsibility for what she did and, no doubt, what she was about to do.
"I fantasized about me touching you and you touching me, Elizabeth, but I never thought it would really happen. I mean, I was so surprised, when you agreed to strip off your clothes for me to write my Nude Day story, but I never thought we'd be on the couch making out like horny teenagers, in the way we are now," said Jason. "I never thought I'd be feeling my mother's tits and fingering my mother's nipples through her blouse and bra, while my mother fondled my cock through my pants."
"Well, just as I told you not to think of me as your mother, not tonight, anyway, I told you that my nipples are my erogenous zone. I warned you," she said sipping more of her wine without apologizing to her son for grabbing his cock. "I'm not responsible for my actions, if you continue to sexually arouse me in the way that you are by fingering my nipples."
"Okay, Elizabeth, I understand," said Jason nodding his head in agreement, but thinking otherwise, in his nipple fascination to continue to maintain her sexual excitement.
"I swear, Jason, if you continued feeling my nipples like that, squeezing them, pulling on them, turning them, and twisting on them, I'll suck your cock," she said looking him square in the eyes. "I swear to God, I will. I'll suck your cock. You make me so sexually excited by French kissing me, feeling my tits, and playing with my nipples that I'll frigging blow you."
"Mom!" Suddenly, Jason's mind was filled with the image of his mother on her knees with his hard, hairy cock buried in her mouth.
A sight he's always imagined, he couldn't count the number of times that he sexually fantasized, while masturbating over his mother blowing him, while staring up at him with her big, green eyes. He couldn't count the number of times that he put a hand behind her pretty head to hump her mouth and fuck her face. He couldn't count the number of times that he exploded his cum in her mouth and she swallowed. He couldn't count the number of times that he shot a second load of cum all over her pretty face, dark brown hair, and beautiful breasts.
It took all the control he had not to reach out and grab her nipples with both hands. It took all the control he had not to rip open her blouse, lift her bra, and suck on her big tits in hopes that she'd suck on his hard prick. It took all the control he had to whip out his prick and push her down to her knees for her to blow him.
"Please stop calling me Mom, Jason. Tonight, I'm Elizabeth or Michelle or Jennifer or whomever you imagine blowing you. Tonight, we're just a man and a woman on a date. Tonight, I'm a cougar, a friend of your mother's, who picked you up at a bar and is intent on seducing you. Tonight, just for one night, we are not mother and son."
Blowing me? There it was again. His Mom just admitted that she wants to blow him. She wants to suck his dick. He couldn't believe what he just heard. The image of his mother blowing him, really sucking his cock, and him cumming in her beautiful mouth, consumed him. Beginning the day with her sitting up in his room, no doubt, pretending to be shocked and offended by his incestuous stories about her, here they are a few hours later making out, feeling up one another, and talking about blowjobs.
"Sorry, you're right, I forgot, Elizabeth."
"Besides, I'm sure that if you were French kissing Michelle from the coffee shop, Katy Perry, or Jennifer Lopez, while feeling their tits and fingering their nipples through their blouse and bra, they'd be feeling your cock through your pants, too, before taking out your cock and stroking you, before sucking you."
Even more erotic and sexually exciting than having Jennifer Lopez or Katy Perry feeling his cock through his pants, before taking him out of his pants to suck him, the vision of his mother sucking his cock was all that he could think about and all that he now wanted. The vision of his mother taking out his cock, holding his erect prick in her little hand, while stroking him, before sucking him fueled his passion for his mother. He couldn't wait to strip naked. He couldn't wait to show her his cock. He couldn't wait for her to see his erection. He couldn't wait to see, if she'd take his erection in her hand, before taking his hard cock in her mouth.
"Elizabeth! Please stop talking about blowing me. You're making me really excited," he said repositioning his erection that hardened in his pants. "Even though this was all my idea, this whole thing is a getting a little weird and a lot out of hand."
Forget about his mother getting naked in front of him and forget about him getting naked in front of his mother, all Jason could now think about now was his mother sucking his cock. Consumed with the thought of his mother on her knees and giving him a blowjob, while he played with her tits and fingered her nipples, all he could think about was cumming in his mother's mouth and her swallowing his cum.
To be continued...
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Chapter 16 - We Can Stop Now, If You'd Rather Not Continue
"We can stop now," she said leaning away from him and sitting up, "if you'd rather not continue stripping off our-"
"Stop? No, no, I want to do this. I really need to do this, Mother, I mean, Elizabeth, really I do," he said gulping down another sip of wine, before continuing fondling his mother's breasts and fingering her nipple, while kissing her.
He hoped he hadn't ruined things between them by protesting too much. He hoped he hadn't made her feel too uncomfortable to continue to show him her naked body. The last thing he wanted to do was to awaken her from her sexual dream state to make her realize what she was doing with him was wrong. The last thing he wanted to do was to have her change her mind about stripping off her clothes. The last thing he wanted was for this sexual, incestuous fantasy to end.
"Are you sure, Jason?" She looked at him with those big, green eyes, those full red lips, and with a beautiful face that no man, even her son, could ever deny anything she wanted. She put a finger to her lips, no doubt, to make what she was about to say even more dramatic. "Because we can stop now. I don't have to strip naked, if--"
"No, Mother, please, I really need to see you naked," he said breaking off his kiss to get her assurance that she'd continue with her Nude Day striptease.
After coming all this way, after working so very hard to convince her to remove her clothes, after being so damn sexually excited over the anticipation of seeing her naked, he thought he'd cum in his pants. Now, with the suddenly disappointment that she may change her mind about stripping, after imagining her naked for so very long and so many times, he didn't know how he could make it through another day without seeing his mother naked.
Naked, naked, naked, he needed to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, she couldn't stop now. Naked, naked, naked, he wanted to show her his naked body, too. Just once, just this one time, if only he could see his mother naked, with his sexual fantasy realized, his life would be complete. Hoping beyond hope that she'd continue with his sexual fantasy of her stripping off her clothes, his heart was in his mouth, until she spoke again.
"Shall we continue then?"
She put her hand in his lap and with her long, manicured fingers toying with the head of his cock, playing her part of the cougar, she leaned in for another kiss, while feeling and fondling his erection through his pants. With his hand feeling his mother's breasts and, now that he knows her nipples are her erogenous zone, his fingers pulled, turned, and twisted his mother's nipples through her blouse and bra. With her hand fondling his cock through his pants, tracing the magnificent size of him with her fingers and squeezing the hardened length of him, she continued to finger the head of his cock. Losing themselves in their French kisses and in touching one another's bodies through their clothes, there was no turning back now. They were both lost to their incestuous lust for one another.
Offering no resistance, Elizabeth even allowed her son to unbutton her blouse, feel her breast, and finger her nipples through her bra, something Jason never imagined he'd be doing. With her looking down and watching him unbuttoning her bra, she watched him tease her nipple out through her bra with his fingers. Obviously, she was just as sexually excited as he was. Obviously, she wanted him to touch her, as much as he wanted to touch her.
Just the sight of her full bra was exciting, but to feel her breasts and nipples through her bra was outrageously erotic. The more he fingered her nipples through her bra, the more excited they both became and the more she returned his passion. Her nipples were so big and so hard. He couldn't wait to see them. He couldn't wait to suck them. Yet, with his mother's body perceived as his personal playground of pure pleasure, it wasn't until he reached beneath her short skirt and cupped her pussy through her panty that she stopped him from continuing further.
"Just what do you think you're doing, young man?" Slurring her words, while laughing, she tried to keep a straight face and look at him with seriousness. "I'm not that kind of woman that you can feel my breasts and finger my nipples through my bra and then cup my pussy though my panty, without giving me something in return," she said with a long, thoughtful pause, while giving him an indignant look, before giving him a sexy look. "How dare you think that you can ravish my body, without allowing me the same pleasure."
"Something in return? What do you mean, Mom?" He knew exactly what she meant. A teasing game she enjoyed playing, ready to take the next step with her, he couldn't wait to see where this would go.
"I mean, if you're going to grope me, then I want to grope you, too. What's good for the goose is good for the gander. Stand up," she ordered giggling, while reaching her hand up to unbuckle and unbutton his pants.
Forget about having just crossed the incestuous line, the sound of his zipper was the incestuous line being torn to shreds. Jason held his breath, when his mother pulled down his zipper and flailed open his pants to expose his shirttails and underwear. This was it. Not a sexual fantasy and not a dream, this was really happening in real time. This was what he had been waiting for and masturbating over for years. His mother was finally going to see his cock.
He gasped, when she grabbed his cock through his underwear with her manicured fingers. Even through his layer of thin cotton, the heat of his hand heightened his sexual arousal for her. Slowly, while looking at him with those big, green eyes so lovingly, in the way that only a mother can look at her son, she only broke her eye contact to peer down at his underwear clad cock. She felt the length of him with her hand, while teasing him with her fingers. Then, she took hold of his cock through his briefs, as if she was reaching her hand in the meat tray to take out a kielbasa to cook. When, she reached down inside his pants and cupped his balls through the thin cotton material of his underwear, he thought he'd prematurely ejaculate.
The sexual sensations that flowed through his body consumed him in his desire for her. In shocked excitement, unable to utter a single word, he watched his mother fondle his cock through his briefs. Then, when she tugged on his elastic band, she looked up at him, before peeking inside. Then, reaching her hand inside, she took hold of his naked cock and pulled him out, while holding him gently in her hand. A sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe what he was seeing. His mother was staring at his cock. His mother was holding his erect cock in her hand, while staring at his big prick. His mother was smiling jubilantly, as if she had just won the grand prize at the county fair.
"Oh, my God, Mother," he said looking down at his cock in his mother's hand. "What are you doing?"
"What? Is there something wrong, honey? Am I squeezing your penis too hard, dear? I'm not hurting you, am I, sweetheart?" She tightened her grip, while laugh at his embarrassment, and slowly stroking him.
"No, not at all," he said breathlessly.
"You have such a beautiful, big penis, dear," she said. As if it was a big boo-boo, she leaned down to kiss the head of his cock in the way she kissed his scratched arm and scrapped knees so many times.
"It just feels so damn good for you to touch me in that sexual way," he said staring down at her hand, while wishing that she'd follow her kiss through and take him in her mouth.
"Jason! What did I tell you about cussing? Damn is not allowed in my house," she said knocking him out of his sexual dream state. "People would think that I didn't raise you right in the way that you cuss, sometimes," she said looking up at him.
"Sorry, Mommy," he said reverting back to being her little boy, while thinking how ridiculous it was for her scold him for cussing, when she was sitting there nearly naked and holding his erect prick in her hand.
"I just love the feel and the weight and the size of your big prick, Jason," she said slowly stroking him to a bigger erection. "I never imagined my son's cock would feel so good in my hand."
"You're making me so hot for you, Mom."
"I'm glad that I can do that for you, baby," she said stroking her son a little faster. "You have such a beautiful cock, Jason. You really do and I like that your prick is so hard for Mommy," she said pulling him down beside her by his big prick.
As soon as Jason sat beside her on the couch, they started French kissing again. Only this time, with his mother giving him a slow, loving hand job, Jason unbuttoned the rest of the buttons of her blouse, before reaching behind her to unsnap her bra.
"It's a front snapper, honey," she said. "Would you like me to unsnap it for you?"
"Yes, Mom, please," he said, as if answering her in the affirmative for a double serving of melon.
She reached her hands forward to unsnap her bra and released her breasts to the pleasure of her son's horny hands. As soon as he saw them, he stopped kissing her to stare at her exposed breasts. A woman, ordinarily so modest, so religious, and so judgmental of others, he couldn't believe that she willingly and so easily, unsnapped her bra for the pleasure of her son. The first time seeing his mother's tits close up and in their entirety, he couldn't believe his eyes. She had a real rack. A beautiful pair of jugs and he couldn't wait to touch, feel, fondle, caress, and suck.
Desensitized by a barrage of X rated movies, R rated TV, and pornography videos on the Internet, even though they were, indeed, his mother's tits, his mother's actual, naked tits, he couldn't believe that he was seeing his mother's tits. Having wanted to see her breasts for so long, perhaps, it was the alcohol that made him doubt that he was seeing his mother's breasts. Yet, even though he was truly seeing his mother's tits, from this close up angle, without seeing her face in the same shot, her tits could be anyone's naked breasts. Continually, he stared from her breasts to her face to make him realize that he was seeing his mother's tits. Not being a mortician, a forensic criminologist, or even a plastic surgeon, who specializes in breast implants, he needed to lean back in his seat, and away from his mother, to get the full effect of the view of his mother's face, along with her naked breasts.
Viola! It worked. Seeing her pretty face together with her big tits is what he needed to make him believe that he was actually seeing his mother's tits. Indeed, seeing the two together, her beautiful face and her big breasts, is what made him a believer. Now, not a dream. Not a sexually fantasy. Now he truly believed that he was seeing his mother's tits.
As if about to reach out to touch a treasure chest of gold and precious jewels that were locked away beneath her bra, as if he was reaching out to turn the key to start a Mustang 500 Cobra, he felt her naked tits in his hands and fingered her nipples, while she continued stroking his cock and as they continued to French kiss. Now, the more he played with her exposed nipples, the hotter she became. If this was Heaven, he could die now. No woman he's ever kissed, no woman he's ever touched and felt, no woman he's shown his cock to, has sexually excited him more than has his mother.
"Do you like Mommy's tits, Jason?" She broke off from his kiss to look down at her exposed breasts with him, before looking up at his eyes.
"Do I love you tits? I love your tits, Mom. You have beautiful breasts," he said staring at them, while feeling them, fondling them, and caressing her perfect tits in his big hands, while fingering, squeezing, pulling, twisting, and turning her erect nipples.
A game she enjoyed playing by asking him questions that had obvious answers, if his college tests were as easy, he'd be studying at Harvard, instead of at a state college.
"Do you like Mommy's nipples, Jason?"
"I love your nipples, Mom. They're so big and hard," he said looking down at her nipples that he held between his fingers, while pulling them, turning them, and twisting them. "I can't wait to suck them."
"I love the feel of your hard cock in my hand. It's been a long time, since Mommy has felt a cock in her hand and the fact that I'm feeling my son's cock in my hand makes the sexual sensation so much more thrilling," she said, as if she was Katy Perry, whispering his lust for him in his ear, as he fondled her tits. "Mommy has your cock in her hand, Jason," she said with a giggle. "Suck my nipples, Jason. Take mommy's tits in your mouth and suck them. Mommy needs to feel your mouth on her nipples."
He leaned down to suck her nipples, first one and then the other, while she squeezed his cock harder and stroked him faster. Then they started French kissing again, only this time, even more passionately. Now, inevitable, he knew that it would be only a matter of time, before they'd be licking, sucking, and fucking. Without a doubt, they'd be having hot sex soon.
This time, no, not this time, when he lifted her short skirt high enough to expose her white panty, she didn't stop him from looking at her, touching her, groping her, and feeling her panty clad pussy. Instead of stopping him, she spread her knees and thighs wider to allow him access to her moist cunt. He was suddenly nervous about touching his mother in her most sacred place, the holiest of holy places, a place where he had emerged from inside of her womb, as a baby at birth. In pretending that she was someone else, he replaced the thought of her as his mother with the thought of her as a sexual woman, Elizabeth and/or his real life, very own, Jennifer Lopez. In the way that he'd love to finger Jennifer Lopez's pussy and in the way that he'd love to lick Jennifer Lopez's pussy, before fucking Jennifer Lopez's pussy, he couldn't wait to finger, lick, and fuck his mother's pussy.
Tracing and gently rubbing her pussy slit through her panty with one hand, while feeling her breast and fingering her nipple with his other hand, he kissed and kissed her. Then, as he did before, he cupped her pussy again but, this time, he pushed a finger against her panty clad hole. Apparently, perhaps, as if it was his cock, she enjoyed the sensation of his finger pushing against her pussy opening, and she responded by fondling the head of his erect prick with her fingers. Then, pushing her panty aside with his index finger and navigating his mother's pussy through her untrimmed forest of dark brown, pubic hair, he slowly reached his finger inside of her to feel her warm wetness.
Ready to fuck him, she was already so wet. Ready for his fingers to fuck her, his fingers slid right in and probed the inside of his mother's cunt. He was finger fucking his mother's cunt now. He couldn't believe that he was finger fucking his mother, while rubbing her clit. He was touching his mom, where he always wanted to touch his mother and where no son should ever touch his mother. More than that, with her head back and her eyes closed, playing her role as the cougar in heat, obviously, she wanted him to touch her there.
"Oh," she cooed. As soon as he touched her, finger fucked her, and rubbed her clit. Then, when he continued playing with her pussy and fucked her deeper, she gasped and closed her eyes.
"What? Sorry, Mom. Did I hurt you?"
To be continued...
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Meeting Lynn, while walking my dog through the dog park.
She stopped me in my tracks when she suddenly appeared from behind some shrubbery with her South African puppy, Seymour, a Rhodesian Ridgeback. He had spotted my dog, Polo, and ran out to play chase. My dog is the chase champion, only he likes to be chased and not chase other dogs. The fastest dog at the dog park, no dog can catch him. I should have named him Flash or Zip in the way that he can run, jump, leap, and zigzag away from any dog at will.
I watched her dog interact with mine. He was so young, so clumsy, and so funny in his play. His big paws too big for the size of him made him look as if he wore oversized shoes that caused him to trip and stumble. So terribly uncoordinated, he was as laughable as she was beautiful. Then, I looked at her, again, so young, so self-confident, and so self-assured. In a word, a true beauty, mesmerizing is how I'd describe her.
Who is this woman and where has she been all my life? The thought that I was so very much older than she was and that she hadn't been born yet, when I was searching for my one and only, filled me with sadness, guilt, and shame. Easily, I was twice her age. Suddenly, I felt lecherous and foolish. If I were her dad, I'd be warning her about guys like me, just as I had warned my daughters about older men being after only one thing. Yet, there I was lusting after this, oh, so young, beautiful woman. Without me realizing it, I had become one of those guys.
"He's too old for you, Honey," I imagined her father talking about me, when she brought me home to dinner to meet her parents, as if I was some young grad student. "Don't throw your life away over him. Find someone your own age. If you were to have children with this guy, he'll be old enough to be their grandfather when they are still in high school. Besides, he's only after one thing."
"Only after one thing..."
Of course, the dialogue that I imagined her father having with her over me is the same dialogue that I had with my own daughters. His thumbnail assessment of me would have been correct, only, love at first sight, I wanted more than sex from her. I wanted everything. I wanted the stars and the moon. Until death do us part, I wanted to love her forever.
Sex screamed through my mind. Yes, I want to fuck her. Yes, I want to do dirty, nasty things to her shapely body and to her beautiful mouth. Yes, I want her. All of this went through my mind in the first few seconds of meeting her. Never have I been as taken with a woman, have seen a woman so beautiful, and have wanted any woman as much.
When I looked at her, she made me feel so sensuously soft and fuzzy warm inside like the feeling I get from my first bite of rich, dark chocolate or from that first kiss after a romantic evening or when seeing someone as enchanting as was she. The thought of making love to her was a deliciously decadent thought that I enjoyed savoring for as long as I could because I knew that it would never happen. I knew that she would never be interested in a man like me, a man who was twice her age.
Normally, someone like her would make me feel old and foolish. Yet, the moment that I saw her, she made me forget my past and yearn for a future with her in it. If only I was rich, I'd make her mine by tempting her with my wealth and money. If only I was younger, I'd entice her with my good looks and hard body. If only I was powerful and influential, maybe, she'd want me then. If only she was mine for one night, I'd cherish the memory of her for when I'm older and no longer of a mind to entertain such sexual thoughts of a wild and crazy fantasy of having an intimate, sexual relationship with her.
With a complexion so fair and so healthy, she looked brand new. I bet she smelled new, too. I saw her in the way that I'd see my new, shiny car for the first time. She's a real beauty with great lines. Can I touch her? Can I take her for a spin? How fast will she go? What will she do in the corners? She has that new woman smell. I can't wait to take her for a long drive to the beach, to the mountains, and to go parking at some romantic spot overlooking the ocean.
With her dark hair so shiny and her hazel eyes so bright, the contrast of the two made her look catlike in appearance, dark brown hair almost black with green-blue eyes that tore through my skin, as if a laser to my heart. She moved with the sexuality of a woman who knows that she has a hot body, but that doesn't need to show it; she has no reason to prove anything to the world. She had class. With that, I knew she was modest and private, and I liked that about her. It's funny the things that I imagine, when reading into a person and finding out later how right or how wrong I was in my instant, thumbnail assessment of her.
We connected so immediately and so easily that I felt that I knew her already and that we were already friends. Much in the way of watching a favorite movie over and again, every time I looked at her, I noticed something else about her that I had missed before, something that made me want her even more. Her beauty stole my conscious thought and it was not until I walked beside her for some distance that I noticed that she was tall, 5'8" and had quite the figure beneath her loose fitting dress.
I had to pry my eyes and forcibly turn my head away, so that I wouldn't be caught staring at her beauty. I didn't want to make her feel uncomfortable in my presence and for her to think me rude, lewd, or just another horny, old guy lusting over her outside appearance without taking the time to learn more about her and who she is inside. Instead, I decided to play it cool, so that she'd enjoy our time together, remain in my company longer, and hopefully, walk with me a bit more, at least, until we were standing at the end of the earth together.
My ulterior motives worked because she walked with me the entire time that I was at the dog park. I so wanted to endear myself to her, but I had so little time to do that. To me and my imagined hope, her time with me almost felt like a date and I imagined that we were a couple taking a stroll together, after having a sumptuous meal, before heading off to bed to have wild sex. That warm thought, and with her by my side, lifted my spirit made me feel young and vital, again, something I thought would never happen to me, after my divorce.
In this world of people, those who take little pride in their appearance, she was a shining star. Without doubt, being genetically perfect and looking like the woman that every man could lust over, love, and live with for the rest of their lives, she already had a head start. Still, so many women even don't put a brush through their hair or some gloss on their lips, when heading off to the dog park with their dogs. Embarrassed to say, some dogs look better than their female owners. Do they feel that because they're in a relationship that they no longer have to look appealing anymore? Do they feel that just because they're walking the trail in a dog park that no one will see them? Or do they just not care anymore and have given up on themselves?
There she was at the dog park wearing a smart dress that she could have worn to a restaurant. Her hair, clean and neatly tied back, displayed a feminine hairclip. With her hair pulled back like that, the effect highlighted her cheek bones that gave her an elegant look. She wore makeup, a rarity to see women wearing makeup at the dog park, the mall, or the supermarket these days. Everyone is so casual, too casual in appearance with blue jeans, wrinkled t-shirt or sweatshirt, and dirty, white sneakers being the uniform of the day. She was stunning. When compared to the other women at the dog park, she looked like a Goddess that had magically appeared on Earth just for me, I imagined, and just for me, so I hoped. That was the first time that I met Lynn.
Over the next few months, I saw her occasionally and, always, she looked as beautiful as she did the first time I met her. I tried planning my day accordingly, being at the park the same time that I saw her there last, hoping to catch her again and always, so as not to embarrass myself or have her think me a stalker, I tried to make our chance meetings appear accidental. When, after a time, I didn't accidentally on purpose see her, I started haunting the place and taking my dog there multiple times a day, until it was ridiculous with people asking me if I lived at the dog park. Besides my dog was getting too thin and muscular from all the exercise and I was getting too preoccupied with the thoughts of hoping to see her again.
In the back of my mind, I hoped that she believed in fate and would pick up on the serendipitous circumstance of my preplanned, coincidental encounters. In the back of my mind, I hoped she found me as appealing as I found her. I hoped that she was single and without a boyfriend. Of course, I was crazy to think that someone, who looked like her would be without a man. Moreover, I was deluding myself in thinking she'd be interested in someone as old as me. Without doubt, I was too old for her. Without doubt, she was too young for me. Oh, God, perish the thought and erase the image of her licking a pussy from my mind, but I hope she's not lesbian.
"I don't come here as often as I would like," she said when I finally saw her again, after a long absence. I was so happy to finally see her. Whenever I walked with her, instead of lumbering along, I had a spring to my step and a big, dumb smile on my face. "My dog loves the park and I love the exercise of walking within the beautiful scenery. I wish I could take him here every day but..." she paused to give me a sad smile with her face suddenly becoming troubled. "I don't always have the time to take him," she said in a softer voice that was suddenly distant. It was obvious that she was hiding something.
I come here too much in the hopes of seeing you again; I wanted to admit to her but did not dare. She made me want to get down on my knee and declare my love for her. Suddenly, I felt foolish, desperate, and pathetic. I don't even know her and to think that I have fallen in love with her was preposterous. Definitely, I need therapy. Love at first sight; who believes in that anymore? Yet, love is the only thing that could and can transgress age. Right? Maybe no, maybe yes, if only, I wished, oh, God...
She gave me a glimmer of hope every time she looked at me and smiled, as if I was her wicked older boyfriend. She smiled at me. She actually smiled at me. That's good right? Moreover, I made her laugh with my dry, sometimes blackly sardonic sense of humor. Over their head, most people don't get my humor, but she thinks that I'm funny. That's okay. I'll play the fool for her, if she'll stay with me a little longer and if she'll seek me out again to walk with me through the park.
I love it when she pays me the attention worthy of her smile. I love it when she laughs. She has such a musical laugh, a laugh that makes me laugh with her. I so enjoy her happiness that I bask in her joy. She makes my day whenever I see her, again.
If she wasn't beautiful enough before, when she smiles, she becomes even more beautiful. Her smile made me hunger for her and want her even more. Don't stare. Don't stare at her; I had to keep thinking to myself, so that I wouldn't make a complete ass of myself. Play it cool. Stay calm. Relax, don't say anything stupid and whatever you do, don't stare at her.
To my favor, whenever she saw me, she'd wave and come running over to me. She made me feel special when she did that. Suddenly, I was launched back to one of those old Irish Spring soap commercials, where the two lovers run toward one another, through the heather, to embrace in a tender kiss.
I loved watching her run, while watching her generous breasts bounce up and down and side to side. She has a rack, not overly big and not too small, probably a small C cup, but nice shapely breasts that I dream about every night, when I'm alone with her in my thoughts and lonely. I imagined her running towards me, wrapping her arms around my neck, and pressing her lips against mine in a long, wet kiss. I can almost feel her tongue against mine. I can almost feel her body pressed against mine. Only, it wasn't me who she wanted to see. Unfortunately, it was my dog. She loves my dog. She made me wish that I was him.
"He's the cutest thing, ever," she said, scooping him up off the ground to give him a big hug and a kiss on his head. "Polo, I love you. You're so sweet. Do you want to come home with me?"
Yes, I nearly involuntarily said, while wishing I could lick her face in the way that my dog was licking her. Who said dogs are dumb? My dog was wicked smart to be as attracted to her as I was. I so wished that I was a dog, a dog my parents had named me Polo, so that she'd think me cute, too, and scoop me up in her arms. There I was jealous over the attention and affection that my dog received from her. Watching him lick her face made me want to lick her everywhere.
I loved the sound of her voice, soft and feminine without being high pitched and too girlish. I couldn't imagine her nagging me in that voice, yet, if she did, I wouldn't care just to hear her talk. And she was smart, too, a college graduate working towards her master's degree in special education. I couldn't help but wonder, what's wrong with her? Surely, she has some fault, perhaps a hangnail or a crooked toe. No one can be this perfect.
She loved my dog because with all the running through the fields and frolicking down by the water, my dog wore out her dog. It's a rare dog that can wear out the lion hunter, a Rhodesian Ridgeback, but her dog was no match for the speed, agility, and endurance of my long legged Rat Terrier.
Polo is the new breed of Rat Terrier. Instead of breeding a Manchester Terrier, a Beagle, and a Fox Terrier, the new breed of Rat Terrier uses the Manchester Terrier, a Whippet, and the Italian Greyhound. Polo has the elegant poise and grace of the Manchester Terrier with the long legged speed and endurance of a Whippet and the narrow bodied agility of the Italian Greyhound. The closest dog to a mutt, but a short haired, non-allergic, pedigree without having all the health issues of a purebred, he's a wonderful dog and a great companion, even with children.
I'd walk with Lynn the distance of the three mile loop that was the dog park, sometimes, going twice around whenever the time and energy allowed. She made me wish that I was 25 years younger. Still, the difference in our ages didn't stop me from being her friend and from taking her away with me in my dreams that night or whenever I was alone and lonely. The essence of her always stayed with me, her smell, her smile, and her bright, hazel eyes. She was always with me in my thoughts, until I saw her again. Every time I saw her, she excited me as if it was the first time meeting her.
She made me recall the book by Milan Kundera, 'The Unbearable Lightness of Being'. Suddenly, I felt as if I was the main character, Tomas, rejecting Frederich Nietzsche's doctrine of eternal reoccurrence and his argument that in a world of objective meaningless, one must fall into nihilism unless one's acts recurs eternally, giving us a lightness of weight throughout eternity and, in effect, living forever. Who wants to live forever? Yet, if I could live forever with Lynn, I would.
My life, before meeting Lynn, was nihilistic in a way. With the onset of age and the state of the world with war, poverty, and despair, I began to believe that nothing is worthwhile and that life is pointless and human values are worthless. Now, suddenly, after meeting Lynn and imagining the possibilities that there is someone out there for me, who looks like her, fantasizing about her being part of my life, I felt a sudden lightness of being with hope for a new beginning and with her by my side in eternal happiness. I found love. Of course, for me, love is the lightness of being. Of course, I was just dreaming and being the foolish old man that I am.
Certainly, I'm no literary scholar, but the beauty about reading a good book or any book is that I take away with me, whatever meaning that fits my purpose and discard the rest. That's the beauty about being human; we're all so much alike, yet we're all so different in our thoughts and desires. Just as Tomas wanted a second chance at a new life with the woman that he loved by his side, I imagined Lynn was my second chance at reliving my life renewed.
Having made mistakes with my ex-wife gave me the experience not to make the same mistakes again with Lynn, only, the thought of her with me was such a heavy burden of supposition and a premature, preposterous proposition, at best, that it weighed me down with sadness, whenever I wasn't with her. I knew that being together as a couple with her would never happen, yet it was so very uplifting to imagine us together in love. Nonetheless, if the only time that I was to share with her was going for a walk with our dogs through the dog park, then so be it. At least for that hour, I was a happy man.
Still, desire haunted me and my lust for her tortured me. Realistically, why would she love me? I'm an old man compared to her. She'd certainly have emotional issues, a father complex, to fall in love with a man twice her age. Yet, if only she did, if only she could, and if only she would, I'd be so happy and I'd make her so happy.
Today, she looked a bit down, almost sad, only smiling when watching her dog interact with mine. She wasn't as talkative as she usually is, and I gave her more space without interrupting her thoughts with conversation. I didn't dare ask her what was wrong. I didn't know her well enough to intrude upon her private life and her troubled thoughts. Besides, I was happy just to be there with her. No doubt, I was a bit selfish in the fact that I didn't want to ruin my good time weighted down by the conversation of her bad thoughts. Yet, no matter, I wanted to offer her my shoulder. I wanted to offer her more than my friendship; I wanted to offer her my love. I wanted to reach down and take her hand in mine and walk away with her.
She was so very young. How old was she? I never asked her, but maybe, she was 25-years-old, half my age. Definitely, I'm old enough to know better and to know that she'd not be interested in a man like me, a man past his prime, and a man embittered by life and no longer carrying the torch of idealism. I was old enough to be her father.
Whenever she left me, after the brief time we were together, she made me feel old, vulnerable, and sad. Yet, when I was with her, when I was in her presence, I felt young, energetic, and alive. Her youth and zest for life rejuvenated me. She was my addictive elixir and my fountain of youth. Never has an hour gone by so quickly. Never has a walk through the woods of the dog park been so enjoyable, and dialogue between two people been so free, so easy, and so interesting.
"What's wrong?" I said finally, suddenly seizing upon the moment and feeling secure enough by the openness of our conversation in our quickly, growing friendship to ask what was troubling her.
"Oh, nothing," she said after a long, thoughtful pause, "just boyfriend troubles."
As soon as she said the word boyfriend, I was jealous. Suddenly, I pictured her naked and orgasmic in the throes of lustful sex, while in the arms of her young, hot boyfriend. The thought of his cock in her mouth and her blowing him angered me. I imagined him handsome, tall, and wealthy. Surely, a woman this desirable, this sexy, and this beautiful is most deserving of such a man as that. Suddenly, as if from out of nowhere, her boyfriend appeared before us.
To be continued...
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Chapter 17 - Mommy Needs to Cum
"Oh," she cooed, as soon as he touched her, fingered her pussy, and rubbed her clit. She was so wet. Then, when he continued playing with her pussy and fucked her deeper with his long, stiff finger, she gasped, "Oh, my God," and closed her eyes.
"What? Sorry, Mom," he said withdrawing his finger. "Did I hurt you?"
"Hurt me? No, don't be silly," she laughed, while taking his hand, holding it, and pushing his finger deep back inside of her. "You're pleasuring me, baby. You're giving Mommy just want she wants and just what she needs. It's been a long time, since someone touched me there, like that, and in that way," she said looking in his eyes, before leaning in to him to kiss him and to whisper in his ear. "I love you, Jason."
"I love you, too, Mom," he said.
Her lips were still pursed so close to his ear that he felt she was about to tell him a secret and was surprised, when she did.
"Fuck me, Jason. Fuck your mother. Fuck me with your long, stiff fingers. Mommy needs to cum. Make Mommy cum, Jason. Make Mommy your sexy bitch," she whispered, before inserting her tongue in his ear and swirling it around and making him sexually crazy, while blowing her warm breath in his ear.
As if her tongue was the secret switch that turned him on, Jason probed his mother deeper, while she stroked him faster, as they kissed and kissed. He was finger fucking her now, really finger fucking her. Just as he couldn't believe that he was French kissing his mother, he couldn't believe that he was finger fucking his mother. Using one finger to keep her wet and another finger to keep her excited, every time he rubbed and pressed on her clit, she moaned her pleasure, while stroking his cock faster. She was so slippery wet anyway, that he almost didn't need a second finger.
A fantasy come true, even though he thought about it, dreamed about it, and wrote endlessly about it, he never thought he'd be having sex with his mother, when all he wanted her to do was to strip naked. How in the Hell did that lead to this? Never thinking that she'd agree to ever strip naked in the first place, forget about having sex with him, he never thought he'd be kissing her, French kissing her, while she held his erect cock in her hand and stroked him. Yet, here he was, with her tits hanging out of her bra and totally exposed and pleasuring his mother's pussy with his fingers. Even though the kissing and the sex was exciting, he couldn't wait, until she was standing before him naked.
Every time he inserted his finger deeper, as if his finger was his cock, she gasped with sexual excitement. He loved it, when she cooperated by leaning her pelvis forward, as if she was humping his finger and trying to take his finger in deeper. Even when he wrote his stories, even when he imagined what his mother would look like naked and what she'd be like, when having sex with her, he never imagined it would be like this. He never imagined she'd be such a sexually willing partner. He never imagined that she'd want him, as much as he wanted her. A dream come true, he was overloaded with sexual excitement for his mother's hot body.
In the way she sat like a lady, talked to him in the way that a mother talked to her son, he never thought she'd agree to any of this. In the way she's so religious and devoted to God, the genuine article, a real holier than thou, church woman, once without her clothes and her Bible, he never thought his mother would be so sexual. Little did he know. What did he know? Being that she was older, albeit only 39-years-old, and didn't have a man in her life, he figured sex was over for her. He was so naive to think that, yet, with her being his mother, a son never thinks that his mother is as horny and as sexual as he is and, boy, was she ever.
Except for all the accidental up skirt views of her panties and the up nightgown flashes of her pussy, except for all the down blouse flashes of her bra, and the down nightgown views of her tits, other than very brief glimpses, he never saw any part of his mother's body before, especially in the way that he was enjoying staring at her nearly naked body now. In the way that she's so hungry for his cock, he couldn't help but wonder if all her flashes were not accidental but purposeful. He tried to remember back to all the times that, whether accidental or purposeful, that she flashed him her panties, pussy, bra, and tits.
Wouldn't it be something, if his mother had been teasing him all this time? Wouldn't it be something, if his mother knew that he wrote erotic, incestuous stories about her and had been reading all he wrote, all along? Wouldn't it be something, if she had seduced him in the way that he thought he was seducing her? Wouldn't it be something, if she wanted him, as much as he wanted her. Obviously, in the way that she was squirming all over the couch and moaning, he now knew that she wanted him, as much as he wanted her.
In the way she was acting now, so sexual and so delighted by his lips and fingers, he wished he had tried something like this with her before, but who knew? Who knew? For sure, he didn't know that his mother was like this. Even though he had thought about it, he never thought for one second that his church going, Bible thumping, uptight, so judgmental of a mother would ever be interested in him, as her lover. Yet, maybe with the time not right then, definitely, for whatever reason, the time was right now.
Look at her, with her blouse flayed wide open and her big tits hanging out and with her skirt raised waist high and her panty exposed and skewed to the side, she's squirming and she's moaning. She's so ready to be fucked. If he put his lips up to her pussy right now, she'd grabbed two handfuls of his hair and pull him forward to lick her, while fingering her. If he put his cock by her mouth right now and ran it the length of her lips, she'd take him inside her mouth, while stroking him and sucking him.
"Your hand feels so good on my cock, Mother, only, I'm getting a zipper burn," he said looking down at his exposed penis.
"Oh, sorry, honey," she said letting go of his cock to hook up her bra, before leaning down to kiss the side of his erect prick, where the redness appeared.
She actually kissed his cock. His mother, the star of his sexual fantasies and the main character of his erotic, incestuous stories, just kissed his cock. He couldn't believe that his mother just kissed his cock.
"Oh, my God, Mother, you just kissed my cock," said Jason in shock excitement, while putting his cock back in his underwear.
"I'd do a lot more than just kiss your cock, if you cock was as exposed as my tits have been, before I put them back in my bra," she said looking at the bulge his cock made in his underwear.
"Jesus, Mother," he said not realizing by all his references to God and Jesus that he was so religious, but his nearly naked mother had a way of evoking a born again religion in him with her incestuous sexuality.
She looked up at him with the deranged sexual look that he usually has on his face, when masturbating over the thoughts of her naked.
"Take off your pants, honey," she demanded, "and I'll remove my blouse, bra, skirt, and panty. It's all part of your story, anyway," she said slurring her words again. "You wanted to see me naked. Right?"
"Yes, Mother, that's right. It's all about my story. Me writing my story was all about seeing you naked," he said nervous that she was calling his bluff by not only stripping off her clothes but also by giving him sex.
Even though he wanted her to give him sex, even though he fantasized about her giving him sex, while writing about them having sex, now that she was about to give him sex, he was frightened by all the forbidden ramifications of having sex with his mother. She looked at him, before leaning down to take another sip of her wine. Then, she staggered to stand in readiness to remove her blouse, bra, skirt, and panty.
"C'mon, c'mon, you too. I'm standing here in my underwear with my ass, tits, and pussy nearly hanging out and exposed to my son, the least you can do is to show Mommy your cock," she said removing her blouse, unhooking and removing her bra, unbuttoning, unzipping, and allowing her skirt to fall to the floor, before removing her panty.
Finally, there she was. With nothing but her believe in God and her love for her son, she was naked. As if she was the first woman he had ever seen naked, he stared at her big, hanging breasts, her areolas, and her nipples, before staring down at her somewhat trimmed, albeit bushy pussy, before looking around her to see her round ass. She was naked alright. His mother was naked. Yet, no longer thinking about his story, he was more thinking about having sex with his mother's naked body. Giving him a shrug of her shoulders with her eyebrows raised and her palms facing up, she gave him a look, while waiting for him to strip.
"Okay," he said with a laugh.
Jason kicked off his shoes and removed his pants and underwear. Just as she was totally exposed to her son, he was finally totally exposed to his mother, too. Incestuous sexual excitement overwhelmed him. If it wasn't enough that his mother had stripped naked, if it wasn't enough that he was seeing his mother's nude body, her breasts, her pussy, and her ass, and if it wasn't enough that he was standing before her naked, too, he knew they were about to have sex. Christmas in July, Elizabeth's naked and willing body was the best Christmas gift that she could ever give him and that he could ever receive.
Way beyond crossing the line, already way past the point of no return, this was it. This was really it. Seeing his mother naked, this was what he so wanted. Seeing his mother naked, this what he so imagined happening during all of his masturbation sessions about her and in all of his erotic incestuous stories about her. Now that he finally got what he wished for, he was suddenly and inexplicably afraid.
His sexual fantasy come true, he was seeing his mother naked. His sexual fantasy come true, he was showing his erect cock to his mother and she was staring at his big prick. Sticking straight out, as if imitating a diving board, by the sight of his naked mother, his cock was the hardest it's ever been. His sexual fantasy finally realized, he was about to lick and fuck his mother, while she sucked and fucked him, too. Sexual fantasies don't get any better than this, but this was no sexual fantasy. This was real. This was really happening.
"How's that?" Encouraged by her immodest and immoral nakedness and fueled by his incestuous desire for her, he stood in front of his mother, while turning side to side to show her his erect cock.
"Better," she said reaching out to take him in her hand again, before leaning down to pull him to her mouth to kiss his cock. "Much better," she said.
He watched her, as she fell to her knees, a vision he had imagined hundreds of times. She gazed up at him with her big, green eyes, while showering his cock with kisses, before she flicked out her tongue to lick the head of his big prick. The image of his naked mother kneeling there before him with her hand around his cock and his prick poised by her mouth was like nothing he had ever imagined.
"Oh, Mother," he said quivering with the anticipation of her taking him past her red, full lips.
"You have a beautiful cock, Jason. It's so big and so hard. I just love my little boy's prick. I can't wait to take you in my mouth to suck you," she said looking up at him and smiling. "Would you like that, Jason? Would you like Mommy to suck you? Would you like Mommy to blow you? Would you like to cum in Mommy's mouth?"
Even though he so wanted her to blow him, even though he knew her giving him a blowjob was about to happen, with all of her erotic questions about sucking him, blowing him, and cumming in her mouth, as if all a dream, she awakened him.
"Mom! Pardon me? Did you just ask me, if I'd like for you to suck me? Did you just ask me, if I'd like to cum in your mouth?"
With his mind reeling with the hundreds of incestuous fantasies that he had about his mother naked and giving him sex, not only couldn't he believe what he was seeing but also he couldn't believe what he heard her just ask. Did she really ask him that or was he just thinking that and fantasizing about her asking him that? A long time sexual fantasy come true to receive a blowjob from his mother, his mind was filled with his topless mother on her knees and blowing him, while looking up at him and stroking him. Then, when he looked down again, there she was.
"Yes, I did ask you, if you want me to suck you and I did ask you, if you'd like to cum in my mouth," she said with a sly, sexy laugh. "Actually, I can't wait to excite my baby boy so much that he'd cum for Mommy in her mouth," she said licking the entire length of his cock and cupping his balls, before swirling her tongue around the head of his big prick, while looking up at him. "I can't wait to taste your cum, Jason, and to swallow your cum," she said continually looking up at him with as much sexual lust for him, as he had for her.
"Oh, my God, Mom. That feels so good. Suck my cock, Mom. Suck me. Blow me, Mommy. I so need to cum in your mouth."
"It's been a long time, since Mommy had a cock in her hand, never mind in her mouth. It's been a long time, since Mommy has given anyone a blowjob," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak, while stroking him faster and reinserting his cock in her mouth to suck him deeper, before removing him from her mouth to speak again. "I want to give my son the best, damn blowjob of his young life, so that he can write the best damn Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day story and win the Nude Day contest. But first, you must do something for me," she said slurring her words with another giggle, while reaching for her wine glass on the coffee table to take another sip of wine.
He figured, for her to be slurring her words, for her to be kneeling there naked, and for her to suck his cock that, definitely she was drunk. For her to be cussing, definitely, she was even drunker than he thought she was. For her to question him about sucking him, giving him a blowjob, and cumming in her mouth, she's had way too much to drink. Only, if getting his mother drunk was the only way for her to strip off her clothes and to suck and fuck him, then so be it.
"What, Mother, anything, anything? You just name it, just ask me," said Jason willing to do anything for his mother for her to blow him, for him to cum in her mouth, and for her to swallow him.
She wiggled her index finger, beckoning him to lean down to her. Bending at the waist, he moved his ear closer to his mother's mouth. He stared down at her kneeling before him with his big, hard prick in her small, soft hand. He watched her slowly stroke him, while gazing up at him. He looked down at her big breasts just waiting for him to touch them, feel them, and suck them. A long time coming, he couldn't wait to begin their forbidden sexual relationship.
"I want, no, I need for you to lick my pussy," she said slurring her words with a giggle, while whispering in his ear again, as if she didn't want anyone else to hear, even though they were alone. "I want you to lick me, while finger fucking me, and playing with my clit and fingering my nipples. I want to feel your face up against my warm, wet pussy and your tongue inside my cunt. I want you to make Mommy feel good. I want you to make Mommy cum," she said whispering and giggling her incestuous, sexual desire for her son with intoxication in his ear. "Would you mind licking Mommy pussy first, before Mommy sucks your cock? A long time, since I sucked someone's cock, Jason, it's been even longer, since anyone has licked my pussy. It's been a long time, since I've had an orgasm, Jason. Will you give Mommy an orgasm?"
Normally, whenever he's seen his mother on her knees, with Bible in hand, she's praying. Now, as if she's praying to him to give her all that she wants and needs, he was thrilled to fulfill her sexual desires with the thoughts that she'd be fulfilling his soon, too. He couldn't believe his mother said all of that to him. Making him crazy with all of her dirty talk, hearing her say all the things he's fantasized her saying and all the things that he's written about her saying in his stores was beyond erotic. It was surreal.
He could only imagine the pillow talk he'd have with her, if they were in bed, now, instead of poised on the living room carpet. No doubt, if she wasn't inebriated, she'd never talk dirty to him in that way, that's for sure. So uptight before, she'd never confess her sexual desires to him. Now, his very own cougar to physically use and sexually abuse, she was a wild woman willing to suck his cock, so long as he gave her an orgasm by licking her pussy. Always the ever obedient son, how could he say no to his mother? How could he refuse her request for an orgasm, when he was hoping to receive the same from her? Cunt for cock, it was only fair that he lick her and give her an orgasm, before she sucked him and made him cum in her mouth.
To be continued...
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Chapter 18 - I'm Going to Lick You, Now.
"I want, no, I need for you to lick my pussy," she said slurring her words with a giggle, while whispering in his ear again, as if she didn't want anyone else to hear, even though they were alone. "I want you to lick me, while finger fucking me, and playing with my clit and fingering my nipples. I want to feel your face up against my warm, wet pussy and your tongue inside my cunt. I want you to make Mommy feel good. I want you to make Mommy cum," she said whispering and giggling her incestuous, sexual desire for her son with intoxication in his ear.
"Oh, Mother," he said with excitement.
"Would you mind licking Mommy pussy first, before Mommy sucks your cock? A long time, since I sucked someone's cock, Jason, it's been even longer, since anyone has licked my pussy. It's been a long time, since I've had an orgasm, Jason. Will you give Mommy an orgasm? Mommy needs to cum in your mouth."
Normally, whenever he's seen his mother on her knees, with Bible in hand, she's praying. Now, as if she's praying to him to give her all that she wants and needs, an orgasm with his tongue and fingers, he was thrilled to fulfill her sexual desires with the thoughts that she'd be fulfilling his soon, too. Asking him all that she wanted him to do, he couldn't believe his mother said all of that to him. Making him crazy with all of her dirty talk, hearing her say all the things he's fantasized her saying and all the things that he's written about her saying in his stores was beyond erotic. It was surreal.
He could only imagine the pillow talk he'd have with her, if they were in bed, now, instead of poised on the living room carpet. No doubt, if she wasn't inebriated, she'd never talk dirty to him in that way, that's for sure. So uptight before, she'd never confess her sexual desires to him. Now, his very own cougar to physically use and sexually abuse, she was a wild woman willing to suck his cock, so long as he gave her an orgasm by licking her pussy. Always the ever obedient son, how could he say no to his mother? How could he refuse her request for an orgasm, when he was hoping to receive the same from her? Cunt for cock, it was only fair that he lick her and give her an orgasm, before she sucked him and made him cum in her mouth.
"I'd love to lick your pussy, Mommy. Only, if you don't mind, I must call you Jennifer or Elizabeth. The connotation of me licking my mother's cunt," he said afraid to use the word but needing to use to word, especially after she just used it, excited him. "Licking my mother's cunt is something my friends used to tease one another about doing. Now, here I am about to lick you, finger fuck you, and make you cum."
"Of course, Jason, I mean, Ryan. I'm sorry. I forgot this isn't real and we're just play acting for the purpose or you writing your Nude Day story," she said breathlessly, while standing and wrapping her arm around her son's neck and pulling him down to the couch and to her pussy. "So long as you lick my cunt, you can call me anything you want, even call me your bitch," she said whispering in his ear, while laughing with intoxication.
"I could never call you my bitch, Mom. That's just too nasty. Right now, at this moment, when I'm about to lick your pussy, I prefer calling you Elizabeth, if you don't mind, so that I don't think that I'm about to eat my mother's cunt. Then, again, right now, at this moment, especially when I'm about to eat your pussy, because it's so exciting, I can't help but think that I'm going down on my mother."
She slouched down more on the couch and opened her legs wider, while touching herself. With her tits hanging there waiting to be touched and sucked and he legs wide open, she was so vulnerably exposed. He watched his mother's skilled fingers play with her clit and probe herself deeper. What took him minutes to excite her with his finger only took seconds for her to do the same. On the verge of giving herself an orgasm, she pulled him to her.
"Oh, Mother," he said reaching out his tongue to lick her.
Unlike the way she was so ready to suck his cock, he was suddenly reticent to lick his mother's pussy. Nonetheless the nasty connotation that he had in his mind about licking his mother, put there from his friends, when teasing one another about their mothers, he put his feeling aside, once he started licking, licking, and licking her. Once he started licking her and fingering her, he was enjoying the experience of licking and playing with his mother's pussy. In the way that he'd love to put a hand behind her head to hump her mouth and fuck her face, while his mother sucked his cock, his mother put her hands on each side of his head and pulled him closer for him to lick her deeper. Immersed in her warm wetness, he was really licking his mother's pussy now.
"After you give me an orgasm with your mouth, your fingers, and your tongue," she said looking down at him looking up at her, while running her fingers through his hair, "you can even fuck me later. Mommy needs a good fuck from her lover boy. Yeah, baby, how would you like to stick your big, hard prick in Mommy's warm, wet pussy? Would you like to fuck Mommy? Mommy would love to fuck you," she said not waiting for him to answer. His mouth was too busy eating her to talk anyway.
"Oh, yes, Mommy. I'd love to fuck you," he said finally coming up for some air with his face wet and glistening with his mother's pussy juices.
As soon as she saw his face so wet, she reached for him and pulled him up to her and passionately kissed him. No doubt, the sight of herself all over her son's face aroused her. Fueled by the desire to fuck his mother, after giving her an orgasm by eating her, Jason slid his body down the length of her and fell between his mother's legs again. Before he could even stick out his tongue to lap her and to lick her, as if his whole face was a giant tongue, she pulled his face into her wetness and, holding his head in place, she rubbed his face along the entire length and width of her pussy.
Licking and licking her, he probed her with his long, stiff fingers, while rubbing her clit. Licking and licking her, whether licking her with his tongue or probing her with his fingers, his mother reacted to his every lick with a squirm and to his every touch with a gasp. Never has he been with such a proactive, sexual partner, when eating a woman's pussy, in the way she was so proactive, when he was eating his mother's cunt. She wasn't shy in telling him what she wanted and he wasn't shy in giving her what she needed.
Reaching up to caress her big breasts, while fingering her hard nipples, he soon realized that the more he played with her nipples, while licking her pussy, the more excited she became. Humping his mouth, while cooing, she wasn't kidding that her nipples were her erogenous zones. Wanting to be the ever obedient son, wanting to do a good job of eating his mother, licking his plate clean in fulfilling her every sexual desire, as if he was sitting at the dinner table, he wanted to not only give his mother an orgasm but also he wanted to give his mother the best orgasm she ever had.
He knew that if he got his mother off, that she'd get him off, too. He knew that if he pleasured her by licking her cunt that she'd pleasure him by sucking his cock. Cunt for cock, he could only imagine the blowjob she'd give him, after giving his mother an orgasm. Cunt for cock, he couldn't wait to finally see his mother on her knees with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth. Licking, licking, and licking his mother, he continued fingering his mother, while licking her.
"Oh, Jason. Oh, my God, Jason. Oh, yeah. Ohhhhh, Jason. Oh, yeah, baby. That's it. Right there. That's the spot. Don't stop. Lick me right, baby, right there. Lick me, lick me, lick me, just don't stop licking me and fingering me. Don't stop, baby. Don't stop. Fuck me, Jason. Fuck me with your fingers. Deeper. Deeper. Oh, yeah, baby deeper, harder, and faster. Oh, my God, Jason, I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Mommy is going to cum in your mouth, my sweet boy. Mommy is cumming. Please don't stop," she said grabbing two handfuls of his hair and pulling his face closer to her pussy. "Lick me, Jason. Lick me. Fuck me with your fingers. Make Mommy Cum. Play with my nipples with your other hand. Oh, yeah, that's it. Pull my nipples. Squeeze my tits hard, harder. Lick me, Jason, lick me. Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!"
Pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, while feeling, fondling, caressing, and squeezing her tits, she had her first orgasm with her son's face between her legs, before having a second orgasm, when he continued eating her pussy. His mother is multi-orgasmic. Who knew? He wished her was, too.
"I'm going to give you another orgasm, Mother," he said continuing to lick and lick her.
Now that she was so hot, ready, and vulnerable, he just couldn't pull himself away from between her legs to stop. With his face full of his mother's cunt, all he could think of, while finger fucking and licking his mother, was that he was such a good boy eating his mother's pussy. Something he always fantasized about doing, a sexual dream come true, licking his mother's pussy, while finger fucking her, as he played with her nipples, he was doing all of that now. Giving his mother sexual pleasure was like nothing he had ever imagined. So loving with her, she was so grateful for him.
As soon as she had her second orgasm, before she could even bask in the afterglow and catch her wind, he wiped his face with his hand and mounted her. Invigorated by the incestuous fact that his mother's sexual excitement was all over his face and up his nose, it excited him, a gross understatement, that his sexual partner was his mother. Flushed with a mix of testosterone and adrenaline, as if he was armed with a double dose of Viagra, as soon as the head of his cock touched his mother's warm, wet, slippery pussy, she pulled him right inside with her fingers.
Humping and humping her, as if he was humping the real Jennifer Lopez, he humped his mother and she returned his humps with hers, as if he was Ryan Reynolds. It wasn't long, before she caught her second wind and returned his humps, even harder. Making love to his mother, he was fucking his mother now. Making love to her son, she was really fucking him now. He couldn't believe he was fucking his mother and his mother was fucking him. Then, she rolled him over and he couldn't believe this was really happening.
With his mother on top of him, sitting up on his cock, with her big tits bouncing up and down and side to side, as if she was riding a mechanical bull in a bar, he harnessed her tits with his hands. At first, Jason was fucking his mother, but now, she was fucking him. Now, instead of making love, instead of kissing and kissing, they were fucking, really fucking. With his mother returning every long, hard hump of her son with her own, they were now in a tight, hard, fucking rhythm, as if they were one body. Then, eventually slowing down their pace, making love now, he rolled her over and with his thrusts slower, he was inside of her deeper. When he felt her getting ready to cum, again, when she clutched him so hard that he thought she'd skin him alive with her fingernails, he quickened and increased his humps harder, faster, and deeper.
"Oh, my God, Jason. I'm going to cum. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Don't stop. I can't believe I'm going to cum through intercourse. That's a first for me," she said breathlessly. "Fuck me, Jason. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Fuck me deeper. Fuck me faster. Just fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. Fuck Mommy, Jason. Fuck Mommy. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck. Fuck me harder, Jason. Hump me harder. Oh, my God! I'm cumming! Mommy's cumming. Oh, my God! Oh, God! Oh, God!"
Such a dirty girl, he couldn't believe his mother loved dirty talking in bed. This time, after her third orgasm, he allowed her time enough to recoup. Spent himself, he couldn't believe he not only ate his mother twice and gave her an orgasm twice but also he fucked his mother. He gave her three, strong orgasms, two with his mouth and fingers and one with his cock. With her arms and legs still tightly wrapped around his sweating body, she hugged him, as if he was about to go off to war.
"I love you, Mother," he said giving her a deep, wet kiss.
"I love you, Jason, my dear, sweet boy," she said returning his deep, wet kiss.
Still having the taste of his mother in his mouth and with all her wetness all over his face, his cock, and his pubic hair, he felt sexually alive. Something he imagined doing for years, he finally did. The real incestuous experience of having sex with his mother was nothing that he could have imagined and ever written about, until he experienced licking her and fucking her himself. Now, fueled with a new inspiration, he couldn't wait to return to his story. Only, when he looked down, still reeling over licking and fucking his mother, Elizabeth was already kneeling between his legs. His sexual fantasy come true. With his cock in her hand and poised by her mouth, she slowly stroked him, while looking up at him. His mother was about to blow him. His mother was ready, willing, and waiting to suck his cock.
To be continued...
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Chapter 02
Lynn accepts Freddie's housing invitation, after breaking up with her boyfriend.
"Is this what you do? You meet men here." He looked at her with a face full of rage and at me with a look of deadly jealousy. "Is this the guy you always talk about?" He said pointing and shooting me a look of distain. "Are you Freddie?"
"Yes, I'm Freddie. How are you?" I put out my hand for him to shake and withdrew it, when he snubbed me with a lift of his chin.
Always talk about? She always talks about me? I've made an impression with her. Suddenly, I felt lighter, younger, and taller. Suddenly, I felt as if I was an important part of her life. Suddenly, I felt like Tomas in Milan Kundera's book, 'The Unbearable Lightness of Being.'
"Come home now! I'm sick of you disappearing for hours with this flea bag of a dog." He looked down at the dog with jealousy and then back up at her. "The dog must go. You decide; it's either me or the dog!"
I knew Lynn well enough by now to know that he was a goner with that stated ultimatum. She'd never part with her dog. She loved Seymour and Seymour loved her.
Her boyfriend wasn't tall. He was shorter than me by a several inches. He wasn't very good looking either, average in appearance, at best, with a potbelly and a receding hairline already forming at his young age. Figuring that he was around her age, he appeared ten years older. Maybe, tops, he was 28-years-old. I figured, surely, he was wealthy and was shocked to learn that he was an unemployed graduate student and an ill-mannered, hot tempered, struggling and aspiring artist, at that.
Stereotypically, he sure had the miserable and self-centered disposition for that role down pat. He sure was an asshole. He was so intense that he had the personality to be a terrorist, should his life suddenly turn as sour as was his disposition. He had that fanatical look of lunacy on his face, and I hoped it would by her choice in choosing the dog over him. Then, he took that choice away from her.
He approached her, as if I wasn't even there, while yanking her, pulling her by the arm, and dragging her forward with him. Her shoe popped off and when she stopped to reclaim it, when she resisted his hold on her by pulling her arm away and breaking free of him, he grabbed her by the front of her dress ripping it and exposing her bra and the top of her breasts.
Again, she pulled away from him. This time, he stepped forward and slapped her hard across her face. The violent force of his slap knocked her head back and immediately created a red welt in the shape of his hand on her cheek. I could see his fingers on her face. She didn't cry or scream or get angry, even. By her reaction to his slap, I figured that this wasn't the first violent attack, upon her person, by this bastard.
With her head down and her shoulders slumped forward, she suddenly became withdrawn, obviously disappearing within herself. That, no doubt, was how she emotionally protected herself from him. I felt her pain, and I'd be God damn, if he was going to hit her again, especially in my presence.
Her puppy, protecting his pack leader, lunged at him, but he kicked the dog hard in the ribs and the dog cowered whimpering away in pain. He was just a puppy after all, the poor thing. Try kicking a full-grown Rhodesian Ridgeback and he'll be missing a foot.
All of this happened within a few seconds and in shock of what transpired so quickly, I had no time to react, until now. He wasn't going to hit her again, ever, that's for sure. So long as I was there to protect her, he wasn't going to touch her, ever again.
"Hey!" I yelled taking an intimidating step towards him. "What's wrong with you?"
"Who are you, her father?" He gave me a look that made me realize that this clown only understands a baseball bat to the back of the head. "Get lost, old man," he said with a wave of his hand that discounted me not only as a human being but also as a man who could punch him silly. "You don't have a chance with her...Freddie. You're too old," he said with a sick laugh that made me want to shove his teeth down his throat and bury my size twelve shoe up his ass.
The way that he spit out my name made me angry. I wanted to bitch slap him into tomorrow. I was jealous that someone like him had someone like her. I felt my rage building.
"Don't," she said looking to me obviously embarrassed, before looking back at him. "He'll hurt you. He's crazy," she said in a whisper.
"You're just like all the rest of those middle aged men, who flock to her, a pathetic, old man hoping to get his cock sucked." He looked at her and pointed, "Look at her. She's a baby boomer magnet. Tell him." He looked at me, "That's how she made it through college, waiting tables, smiling for tips, letting the old men get a feel of her ass and a glimpse of her tits." He looked back at her, "Did you suck their cocks in the back alley, too?" He pointed to me. "Did you suck his cock, yet?"
"Hey, that's enough out of you!" I yelled pointing my finger at him, while dizzy with the imagined image of Lynn sucking my cock.
"Or what, old man?" He smiled a sick smile. "Or you'll bleed all over me, after I beat you senseless. I've had lessons in martial arts."
Old man? That's twice he said that. Beat me senseless? Martial arts my ass. No practitioner of the martial arts would ever hit a woman. He not only slapped the woman that I love but also kicked Seymour, called me old man, and now he's insulting my perceived woman. This clown is going down.
My dog loves Lynn and he wasn't about to allow him to get away with hitting her. The ankle biter that he is, he grabbed hold of his pant leg. In his feeble attempt to shake off the lockjaw grip and steadfast determination of a Rat Terrier, he reached down to grab my dog by the collar and Polo bit his hand three times, before he could even withdraw it.
"Good dog. Good boy. That's a good dog, Polo. I'll give you a cookie, when we get home," I said with a laugh.
My dog is lightning fast. The ass actually tried to kick my dog, too. Now, he had gone too far and it was time for him to learn some manners from this old man.
"I'll take you to court and have your dog put down for him biting me," he said holding his bleeding and swollen hand. "You'll pay for this."
This guy was hopping mad. His face was red, his eyes were bulging, and he was holding his bleeding hand, where my dog bit him. Only, this time, he made the fatal mistake of ignoring me, again, big mistake. When he took another step towards her, I stepped in front of him. Easily, I outweighed him by fifty pounds. I have muscle mass on my side and he has no class on his.
When he reached out with his right hand to push me aside, an unmovable object, I decked him. Hitting him hard on his chin with a left uppercut, I knocked him up and off the ground and flat on his back. It was a textbook hit. I felt all of my knuckles find the soft underside of his chin. With a whiplash effect, the back of his head hit the ground hard and bounced. He looked dazed. Then, when he stood, he had limited use of his wobbly legs, other than to use them to take his ass out of the park. He came at me again but I stopped him with my index finger.
"Oh yeah? You going to make me pay? If anyone is paying, it's you," I said. "You never put your hands on a woman, dirt bag. Do you understand?" I said poking a long, straight finger in his ribs and turning it like a screwdriver for added excruciating pain. "And you're not even half the man that I am. You are a nothing but a loser, loser."
He got this deranged look on his face, a look that came from years of getting his way with no one challenging him. He turned away from me to look at her.
"Don't bother coming home," he said ignoring me and shooting her a look full of hateful rage.
"Don't worry. I won't," said Lynn. "We're done."
He turned to me with a look that told me that he was thinking about trying me again, but instead, he rubbed his jaw and stormed away.
"I'll leave your things outside the door in the hall," he said from a distance with a wave of his hand and without turning back to look at her.
She was crying, when I turned to her. Seeing her cry the way she did made me feel a hunger for her deep down in my soul. I wanted to protect and save her from him. I wanted to save her for myself. I wanted to free her from her pain and suffering. I wanted her.
"Don't worry. You're rid of him. He's gone. He's no good. No one should hit a woman. No one should make you feel less than who you are."
I put my arms around her and hugged her. She felt so good in my arms like she belonged there. I wanted to stay there holding her forever. What felt like minutes was only a few seconds. Her body, the little that I felt of it, her back, shoulders, and waist felt firm yet soft and womanly.
There wasn't a part of me that wasn't aroused. Softly, I kissed her forehead and whispered in her ear that it was okay and that everything would be alright. I wanted to reach down and cup her ass. I wanted to press my penis against her pelvis. I wanted to push her down on the ground and show her my deep, penetrating love for her. Yet, I controlled myself. I behaved. Tonight, when alone with the erotic thoughts of her, I'll imagine that I did all of those things and more. Tonight, when alone with my thoughts of her and with my hand around my stiff cock, she'll be naked in my imagination and she'll be mine.
She touched all my senses. Her hair smelling clean and fresh, the feel of her in my arms, and the sound of her vulnerability, as she cried softly against my chest, made me want to lean down, lift up her chin, and kiss her, but I controlled myself from making a fool of myself and kissing her. Tonight, I'll kiss her in my dreams. Tonight, when she comes to me in my sleep, I'll feel her lips and her tongue against mine.
"No, it won't be alright," she said suddenly through her tears and pulling away from me. "Now, I have no place to live. Where am I to go?" She looked up at me. "I have no money. I'm a poor special needs teacher. I don't earn enough to afford my own place," she said through her tears. "I teach Autistic children." She wiped at her tears with her hand.
"Don't worry, Lynn, we'll think of something, temporary," I said without having any plan in mind, other than to soothe her.
"My Dad wanted me to go to school for business, for accounting, but I wanted something nobler and something more meaningful. I wanted to work with children." She nodded her head, "Had I listened to my Dad, I'd have had a better job, a job that could have afforded me my own apartment, instead of living with a psycho artist, who abuses me and treats me like shit."
Someone who lives such an altruistic life should not have such misery piled upon her head. She, who could model or make movies in Hollywood, gave her life to children with Autism. As a person, as a desirable woman, can she get any better than this? She was my Sister Theresa with movie star looks and a porn star body.
I had an idea that my penis suddenly liked. Suddenly, responding to the possibilities of her in my life, I had an erection. The timing of her sudden homelessness gave me a glimmer of hope that I could persuade her to expand our relationship from the dog park to my home and to the rest of my life. Perhaps, this serendipitous moment would work out for the both of us.
"Listen, Lynn," I said trying not to show my hopeful excitement, "You can stay with me for however long you need," I said hoping that she would say yes and hoping that she would never leave. I feared she'd say no, but what the Hell. I just blurted it, "I have a spare bedroom."
"Oh, great, just what I need being dependent on yet another man, who can throw me out at his whim."
"Nah, I'd give you a 30 day notice...in writing...before I kicked you to the curb," I said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"You live alone?"
In the way that she asked the question and looked at me made me feel like I needed to explain that I was not married, gay, a reclusive pervert, or a serial killer.
"I recently broke up with my girlfriend," I said looking at her to see how she received that bit of information. Some women are ugly criers, but even when Lynn was crying she was beautiful, especially when she was crying, so softly vulnerable, she was beautiful. Her flushed face gave her color that I imagined she'd have, after having orgasmic sex.
"Oh, sorry," she said wiping the tears from her eyes with her hand.
"It's okay. It's been a year since my girlfriend left," I said mindlessly trying to replace baseball with the thoughts of Lynn naked and in bed with me.
As soon as I said that I broke up with my girlfriend out loud, I couldn't believe that it's been a year. I've been alone for a year. No wonder why I'm lusting over this child of a woman. I'm lonely. I'm pathetic. I'm hopeful she'll say yes.
I gave her my handkerchief to dry her eyes and blow her nose. Suddenly, feeling my age that I carried a handkerchief, yet, happy that I had one to offer her, still I wished that I didn't have one in my back pocket, along with my comb and the band aids that I carried with me, just in case.
"Thank you," she said.
"I'd love the company. Sometimes, it gets lonely with just the dog, and by our interesting conversations these past few months, we get along quite well." I smiled. "We've become friends."
"Are you're sure that I can stay with you until...?" Her voice drifted off when she looked down at her dog. "What about my Seymour?" She looked up at me. "What about my dog?" She started crying, again. "I can't leave my dog." She squatted down and threw her arms around Seymour sobbing.
"Don't worry about your dog, Lynn. I love dogs, especially Seymour," I said giving her dog's head a quick rub. "Besides, Seymour and Polo have become best friends. He's welcome to stay, too. There's plenty of room for all of us. I have a big fenced-in backyard where they can play..." all day, I wanted to say, while we remain in bed making love.
From where I stood and how she squatted with her dress hiked up and her knees separated, I had a clear view up her dress and at her white panties. As much as I tried to avert my gaze, as much as I tried not to look, I stared. I had a clear view down her torn dress and at her abundant cleavage and at the top of her breasts. Her body was magnificent.
My cock stirred again with the thought of seeing her naked and with the thought of her sucking my cock. Then, I thought about what her boyfriend had said, 'She's a baby boomer magnet. You're just like all the rest of them who flock to her, a pathetic, old man hoping to get his cock sucked.' Then, I thought of what I imagined her father would say about me, 'He's only after one thing.'
Sure, I'd love for her to suck my cock, but I'd like to think that I'm better than that and what we have is more than that. I'd like to think that this is the start of something unbelievable, beautiful, and what I have longed to have in my life, since I divorced my wife a dozen years ago. So what if she is half my age? It wasn't as if I was looking for someone so young, it just happened.
I followed her in her car to his house helping her to pick up and pack her possessions. She said that he was upstairs in his art studio hiding out, probably until we left. Then, she followed me to my house.
I haven't been as excited about Lynn, my dream woman, coming to stay with me, since the first time that I knew I was about to get lucky, so many years ago, and the first time getting laid. I mean, I had no pretensions or intentions of having a sexual relationship with her. She was so young, the same age as my daughters, probably, but she was so beautiful and we connected so easily. I could hear my daughters, now, in stereo, identical twins, both talking at the same time and saying the same things.
"Dad, what's wrong with you? Are you crazy? We're the same age. You're such a pig. I hate her. I hate you. Don't ever talk to us, again." Yeah, sure, that is, until they need money.
I've never been attracted to younger women, until meeting Lynn. She was different, more mature and certainly, with me being a bit immature, we met in age somewhere in the middle. Perhaps, I thought, this could work. Stop! She's a child. You're old enough to be her father or much older brother. That sounded better, a much older brother, than being her father. Yet, both rang too much like an incestuous relationship and a forbidden union. It was so taboo, after all, an older man with a younger woman. I could hear the whispering now, every time I walked around my small town.
"Is that his daughter?"
"No, that's his girlfriend."
"Shame on him," would say the women.
"Shame on him? Good for him," would say the men. "He's a lucky bastard."
Then, I thought about Michael Douglas with Katherine Zeta Jones. What was the attraction there? Surely, it wasn't the money. She could have had nearly any man. I thought about Tony Randall fathering a child at 77-years-old and a second child at 78-years-old? What a role model he is for us older gentlemen in helping to keep the possibilities of love and sex with someone much younger alive.
Suddenly, the image of the late Anna Nicole Smith with her now deceased, 90-year-old husband J. Howard Marshall did not bode well with my confidence of winning her affection. Suddenly, I felt like Arte Johnson, the incorrigible dirty, old man of 'Rowan & Martin's Laugh-in', making a pass at Ruth Buzzi. I felt a bit ridiculous, deciding instead to take it slow, hoping that it will happen naturally with time. After all, if it is meant to be, it will happen. Maybe, now that her boyfriend is out of the picture and she's coming to my house to live with me, I have a chance. Maybe, now, she'll give me rebound sex. I laughed at her fucking me day and night with rebound sex. Boy, I only wish, what a way to die? Only, I wanted more than that.
Chances are she'll stay overnight and be back together with her abusive boyfriend tomorrow. Chances are I'm going through something, a delayed middle-aged crisis, perhaps, with the one year anniversary of my girlfriend leaving me. Chances are she'll break my heart. Realistically, what are my chances?
It was a short drive to my house. I live at the end of a cul-de-sac where trees surround my property affording me a level of privacy to walk out on my front porch naked, if I so wanted, without anyone seeing me. Not that I would walk out on my front porch naked, who wants to see a 50-year-old man naked? Maybe, a 50-year-old woman would want to see me naked, but surely, not a 25-year-old, beautiful woman.
Most of what she had were clothes, old clothes, nothing new or special. She didn't have very much. She moved in with her boyfriend from her parents' home after college and he had everything that she needed: furniture, appliances, and dishware. Even the television set was his. At least, she had a car, an old Honda Civic, and could get around herself without being dependent upon me for transportation, although, if it meant her staying with me, I'd chauffeur her anywhere, anytime.
I made her comfortable in the guest bedroom, which was at the end of the hall. Not having to share a bathroom, having her own, it was as if she had her own suite, which by her reaction to the accommodations was a favorable one. The arrangement afforded her a level of privacy, if she wanted it. At this point, I'd accommodate her in any way that would make her comfortable, and happy, and make her stay. Hell, I'd give her the master bedroom, my bedroom if that persuaded her to stay longer.
Almost giddy, I was off the floor with happiness that she was here with me in my house and in my little world, which now suddenly expanded to include her and her dog. I never knew how alone I was, until her presence filled my life with conversation, laughter, and joy. Now, I looked forward to the little things that became big things, when living alone. Now, I had someone to watch television with and to go places with. Suddenly, I wanted to go everywhere and do everything with her. I wanted to show her off to my friends. Yet, I dreaded the inevitable fall from this temporary high, when she left, one day, maybe sooner than later, knowing that it would come eventually and hit me hard, when it did. In the meantime, I decided to live in the moment and not to think about tomorrow and her leaving.



To be continued...
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Chapter 19 - I'm Going to Suck You, Now.
Still having the taste of his mother in his mouth and with all her wetness all over his face, his cock, and his pubic hair, invigorated from eating his Mom's pussy, he felt sexually alive. Something he imagined doing for years, not only seeing his mother naked but also having sex with her, he finally did. He couldn't believe it. Not only did he eat her pussy but also he gave her two orgasms, while eating her pussy and fingering her nipples. Not only did he fuck his mother but also he gave her an orgasm through intercourse, the first she's ever had.
Now glad that she found his binder of erotic, incestuous stories about her and glad that he convinced his mother to strip off her clothes and show him her naked body, he was glad that she took his sexual fantasy a step further, by enticing him to have sex with her. The real incestuous experience of having sex with his mother was nothing that he could have imagined and ever written about, until he experienced seeing her naked, making out with her, licking her, and fucking her himself. Now, fueled by a renewed inspiration to write, he couldn't wait to return to his story. He couldn't wait to write the best story of his life, Mom Strips Naked on Nude Day.
Only, when he looked down, still reeling over licking and fucking his mother, still tasting her in his mouth, Elizabeth was ready already and kneeling between his legs, while adoringly looking up at him with motherly love. His sexual fantasy come true, he had imagined her on her knees, between his legs, and looking up at him with her big, green eyes a thousand times, while masturbating. Now, here she was, just as she was in his sexual fantasies. With his cock in her hand and poised by her mouth, she slowly stroked him, while looking up at him and smiling.
As if his cock was her wooden spoon, she gave him the same sexy smile and look she did, when beating the batter to make pancakes or mixing the batter to make chocolate cookies for him, instead of what she was doing now in beating his cock. He watched her hand moving up and down with her arm moving side to side, whether cooking or stroking his cock, she was making the same motion. Now, whenever she's making something, while holding a wooden spoon in her hand, instead of his engorged cock, he'll always have an erection. Now, whenever she's making something with a wooden spoon, he'll always think of this day, the first time she stroked his cock, before sucking his cock.
As if it was all a surreal dream, he had a difficult time processing that his mother was about to blow him. He couldn't believe it. After him giving her the pleasure of three orgasms, his mother was ready, willing, and waiting to suck his cock. Undeniably, he'll remember this day for the rest of his life, the first time and, hopefully, not the last time, she sucked his cock. He'll be jerking off over the sexy sight of his mother kneeling between his knees and looking up at him with his cock in her mouth, whenever he's horny and alone.
"I'm going to suck you, now, Jason," she said looking up at him with love in her eyes. "Because you gave Mommy such pleasure, because you gave Mommy three orgasms, I'm going to suck your cock in the way that no other woman will ever suck your cock. I'm going to give you the best blowjob you ever had and the best blowjob you'll ever have, that is, until I blow you again and again."
He touched her hair, before running his hand down the length of her cheek and to her chin, while looking at her adoringly. Then, with her poised on her knees in front of him, he ran a slow finger across her lips, while imagining her sucking him. She closed her eyes and flicked out her tongue, as if she was already licking him. Then, as if turning on the lights in a theatre, after the show, opening her eyes to awaken him from his sexual fantasy with reality, she stared up at him and took his finger in her mouth, as if she was already sucking him. This wasn't a fantasy. This was real. The image of his mother sucking his finger in the way that she was just about to suck his cock, was a memory she made for him to have.
"Suck me, Mom. Blow me, mother," said Jason reaching down with both hands to run his fingers through his mother's long, lush, dark brown hair in his readiness to hump her mouth and fuck her face. "I need to feel my cock in your mouth, Elizabeth. Blow me, Mommy," he said reaching down to cup her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples.
Kissing and kissing his cock, as if making love to his big prick, while licking the full length of him and pausing only to pay homage to his testicles with her lips and tongue, she swirled her tongue around the head of his engorged prick. Then, taking the head of his cock past her lips, before taking all of him in her mouth and sucking him, she looked up at him again with her big, green eyes and smiled. There's nothing more endearing and loving than having his mother smile up at him, while his cock is buried in her mouth. If it wasn't enough that she was blowing him, she made him feel that she was enjoying sucking his cock, as much as he was enjoying her sucking his cock. Maybe she was. It certainly appeared that she did.
With her tongue visibly swirling all around, giving him a real show, she moved his cock in and out of her mouth, so that he could see, while watching her sucking him. Better than any porn movie he's watched, the sight of his mother with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth was so exciting. Even though her cock sucking had just started, never has he received a blowjob more enjoyable and more sexually exciting.
Unable to help himself from thinking of her doing this to other men, he wondered how many men she sucked. He imagined her allowing him to watch her give someone a blowjob, sometime. He imagined having a threesome with one of her friends or his friends. Now, that they've both erased the incestuous line, forget about just crossing it, he imagined his mother wanting to swing with him, as much as he'd love to swing with her.
As she did, when French kissing him, while allowing him to feel her breasts and finger her nipples, she blanked his mind with her cock sucking skills. Never did he think his mother was a cocksucker and to find out that she's a great cocksucker was something that he'd never be proud to declare, that is, until now. Forget about blowing him, never did he ever think that she'd allow him to cum in her mouth, one day, and swallow him. Yet, here she was ready to do just that.
Now that he's experienced his mother's mouth and tongue in the way that most sons never experience their mothers tongue and mouth, she was right. Never has he received a blowjob like this before. Most, so called, nice women his age, just dabble, when sucking cock, that is, if they even suck cock at all. In comparison to the women he had been with and to the woman who have given him a blowjob, his mother was a real professional. If ever there was a need and by evidence of all the men who wanted to be with a woman, who enjoyed sucking cock, as much as they enjoyed having their cock sucked, she could give a course on how to suck cock.
Most nice women his age don't allow him to cum in their mouths and never swallow him. Just as he'd soon find out, his mother was different. She already told that she wanted him to cum in her mouth. She already told him that she wanted to taste his cum. She already told him that she wanted to swallow his cum. Only, taking his time cumming. he didn't want this blowjob to end so soon. Reveling in the sight of his mother poised on her knees and between his legs with his cock in her mouth, while looking up at him with her big, beautiful, green eyes, he wanted this blowjob to last forever. Yet, his mother had other ideas.
Stroking him faster and harder, while sucking him tighter and deeper, unable to slow the feeling of excitement that he had, even when he tried thinking of other things, of income taxes, work, and mowing the lawn on a hot day, when he'd rather watch a baseball game, while drinking a beer, it didn't matter what he tried to think about. His mother was between his legs sucking his cock. Even though he tried to prolong it, even though he forced himself to think of anything else but his cock buried in his mother's mouth, it didn't much matter.
"Oh, my God, Mom. Jesus. Jesus, Mom," he said putting a hand to the back of her head and reciting his words, as if praying to God and thanking him for his mother. "Suck me, Mom. Suck me. I'm going to cum. Oh, my God. I can't believe I'm going to cum in my mother's mouth. Blow me, Mom. Suck me. Suck my cock. Oh, yeah, that's it. Right there. Stroke me. Stroke me, Mom. Stroke me faster. Good God your tongue feels so good. I'm cumming, Mom. I'm cumming!"
It didn't take him very long to cum in her mouth, actually, explode was more the word. True to her word, she swallowed every drop he gave her, before she licked him clean and continued sucking him, as if she was giving him a back-to-back blowjob. What a blowjob? What an incredible blowjob? Never in his life has he had such a blowjob and never in his life could he ever imagine having a blowjob better than the one his mother just gave him.
Yet, maybe because of the pressure of his cock being in her mouth, even though she continued to suck him, squeezed all the cum out of him, and licked him dry, as soon as she pulled his cock from his mouth, he exploded a second spurt. Perhaps the image of seeing her withdraw his cock from her mouth, made him explode a volume of cum across her face, hair, and breasts, he didn't know, but he was glad he had. The sight of his mother covered in his cum was nothing that he ever had imagined or could have had imagined. Seeing her like that was so sexually exciting. His cum was everywhere. Where did it all come from, he had so much cum?
Coating her hair, his cum dripped from her eyelashes, her nose, her mouth, and her chin. The sight of seeing his naked mother, so aroused by his incestuous lust that he had for her that he could be so sexually excited by her blowjob that he'd applaud her cock sucking skills with such, warm oozy praise, was the best compliment that he could have given her. As if she was a woman in a Japanese video, he gave his mother a real cum bath. Not expecting that, the second cumming, and splashing across her face in shocked surprise, she laughed, while wiping her face and hands with her panties. A newly emerging sexual fetish, there was something so sexually erotic about watching his mother wipe his cum from her face with her worn panties.
Never could he have imagined how good it felt for his mother to suck his cock and for him to cum in his mother's mouth. There was just no way that he could have described the warm, cozy, homey feeling of having his cock buried in his mother's mouth, until he experienced it for himself. Never could he have written about such a blowjob before. Now, he couldn't wait to write about her blowing him and to describe what her blowing him felt like, so that the reader can imagine that it was their mother sucking them, instead of his mother sucking him. Now, that he saw his mother naked and she saw him naked, now that he experienced his mother in the forbidden, incestuous, sexual way that no son should ever experienced his mother and that most sons fantasize about experiencing their mothers, he couldn't wait to finish his Nude Day story.
"Happy Nude Day," Jason, she said climbing up to him to bury her cum coated tongue in his mouth.
"Happy Nude Day, Mom," he said feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, while kissing and kissing her.
He could taste himself on her, but he didn't care. If she was willing to blow him, if she was willing to allow him to cum in her mouth, and if she was willing to swallow him, what's a few drops of cum between mother and son?
"Oh, my God, Jason, I swear, if you start fingering my nipples, you're going to have to fuck me again."
"I love you big tits, Mom. Besides, as soon as I can, I want to fuck you again."
He pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples, before leaning down to suck them. Then, basking in the afterglow, they held one another, while lightly kissing, fondling, and touching. When he regained his strength, when his energy returned enough to harden his cock, he mounted her again. Only, she pushed him to the side and mounted him.
"It's my turn to fuck you, now," she said pinning his shoulders to the carpet with her palms. "Just as you've always wanted to fuck Mommy, Mommy has always wanted to fuck her son. I need to feel you cum inside me, Jason. Don't worry, even though I'd love to have your baby, Mommy can't get pregnant."
Sitting on top of him, as if she was riding the mechanical bull at Bob's Big Beef Barbeque, she reached behind herself to position his cock to slide inside of her. He imagined bringing her down to Bob's Big Beef Barbeque to ride the mechanical bull. He imagined her wearing a short skirt with bright white panties and a low cut, sheer top without the benefit of a bra to keep her tits from falling out of her blouse. With her skirt raised up past her crotch and her big tits totally exposed and bouncing side to side and up and down, he imagined her mounting and riding the mechanical bull. With the image of all the men watching her sexy, sexual bull riding display, with her giving him plenty of dirty pillow talk later, he imagined bringing her home and licking her and fucking her again, before she sucked his cock and he exploded the lust he had for her in her mouth.
As soon as she touched his cock with her fingers, his prick sprang back to life. Now, imbedded again in his mother, they slowly humped one another. With her arms in the air and her breasts bouncing up and down and side to side, Elizabeth rode her son, while fucking her son. Just when the rhythm was going faster and the humps harder, Jason turned his mother over and mounted her again. Now he was fucking her, really fucking her. Intent on cumming in her pussy, as soon as she had her fourth orgasm, he unloaded all he had to give inside of her.
Totally spent, they stayed like that for nearly an hour, before getting up to shower together. After experiencing such forbidden and sinful pleasure, their mother and son relationship would never be the same. So much better, if he knew the bliss he'd feel, after having sex with his mother, he would have had sex with her years ago. Now, inseparable, they did everything and went everywhere together. Moving to where no one knew they were mother and son, they lived as husband and wife.
Inspired to write Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day, after seeing his mother naked and experiencing her body, he wrote this story. The best story he's ever written. After winning the Nude Day contest by writing such a true, incestuous story, living with his mother as man and woman, he couldn't be happier.
To be continued...
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June married young, at twenty, and by the time she was twenty-five, she had 3 children under the age of five-years-old. Unable to afford any more mistakes, after a night of passion, she had her tubes tied. Now, thirty-years-old, her last child was in school with his brother and sister. Finally, home alone with time on her hands, she could hear herself think.
Her husband worked as a machinist at Machine Die Cast Tool and made $18.00 an hour. A good wage for this small town, but not nearly good enough to pay all the bills, never mind to pay for any of the extras. They only have the one car, a 2004 Ford Taurus with over 100,000 miles on the odometer and it runs like crap. Good enough for her husband, John, to make it back and forth to work, which, fortunately, was only a ten mile roundtrip. Unfortunately, once he takes the car, unless she drives him to work on those days she needs to run errands, she's without transportation.
John works six days a week, half day on Saturday. The overtime that he makes, usually, 10 overtime hours a week, keeps them afloat. He plays the lottery every week hoping to win, but never wins more than a free bet. Forcing himself to quit smoking cold turkey, he buys his six pack of beer every Saturday, takes the kids to the park on Sunday, and does it all over again on Monday. Most times, it's a good life with a good wife, until he gets to thinking that he wants more.
Now that all three kids are in school, June had hopes of finding a part-time job to make a little extra money to tie them over, until payday Friday. Only, with nothing more than a high school education and no office or computer skills, the only place willing to hire her was McDonalds or Wal-Mart, neither of which appealed to her.
That's where Larry, her classmate from high school, comes into the story. He pimps on the side. Larry, a clerk at the sporting goods store rubs elbows with customers that have a few bucks. His main girl, Josephine, got knocked up and wants to keep the baby. His other girl, Daisy, after getting beaten and robbed by one of her Johns, has suddenly lost her appetite for the oldest profession and wants out of it. That's where June comes back into the story, again.
"Hey, how ya doin', Jane? What are you doing in here?"
"It's June."
"Yeah, yeah, whatever so, is June a month that should mean something to me?" He looked at her with a smug grin that she wiped from his face with a stare, while speaking a language that even he understood.
"June is my name, asshole."
"Oh, sorry. Can I help you find anything?"
"John's birthday," she helped clear his blank stare by crossing her arms across her breasts, when he focus his stare to her tits. "My husband's birthday is coming up and I'm shopping for a gift." She looked at Larry who started leading her to the high end fishing gear. "I only have thirty bucks to spend, Larry." She vaguely surveyed the store. "What can I buy that looks like it costs more? Do you have anything on sale that's a good value?"
"Well, what does he like to do? Does he like to hunt or fish?"
"He punches his bag in the garage. That's about the only thing he has time to do. Between his job and helping out with the kids on weekends, he barely has time to watch television."
"Boxing, huh? Do you know if he has a pair of bag gloves?"
"Bag gloves? You mean the gloves you put on your hands to hit the bag?"
"Yeah," he said walking her over to the boxing section and picking up a nice pair of weighted Everlast gloves."
"Yeah, he does, but they're old, worn, and smelly. They aren't heavy like these. I don't think they're even leather." She stuck her hand inside the glove. "These are nice, real nice." She smiled proudly. "He's been teaching me how to hit the bag and how to throw a punch. He said that I have a good left hand."
"Yeah, these are the best bag gloves we have, Jane," he said and corrected himself, when she shot him another look. "I mean, June."
"How much are they?"
"These are too much," he said looking inside and pulling out the tag. These are a hundred bucks." He held them up like he was holding a trophy. "These are what the professional boxers use."
"Yeah, well, that's way out of my budget," she said pulling the glove off her hand and gently setting it down, as if it was an expensive dish of chinaware. She tightened the grip of her shoulder bag while looking off in other directions of the store.
"I'll tell you what," he said rubbing his mouth, as if he was a man dying of thirst. He had a thoughtful face, as if he was about to tell her a secret.
Larry took her all in with one look. He peered down her gaping sweatshirt, when he threw his arm around her shoulder. She had a nice set of C cup tits and with a little makeup, her hair cut and colored, and a proper outfit, she'd look pretty hot, hot enough for someone to pay big bucks to fuck and/or suck.
"When is John's birthday?"
"Oh," she said slithering away from his hold, "I have some time, not until next month, August 27th."
"Good. That's good," he said, as if he was arranging his schedule in his mind to attend John's birthday party, after being invited. Only, June hadn't invited him.
He studied her figure again with a look that paid special attention to her hips. She had a nice ass and great legs for someone, who has given birth to three kids. Most of the women he knows have already started packing on the pounds.
"These are going on sale in a couple of weeks, marked down to $69 and with the employee discount that I receive; I'll pick them up for you for your thirty bucks. Actually, I get a 20% discount and can buy them for $55.00."
"I only have $30.00 to spend," she said looking at Larry with suspicion.
"Don't worry about it, June. I'll make up the difference, as my gift to you for your husband," he said with a creepy smile.
"Really? You'd do that for me? Why?" She looked at him with suspicion.
"Sure, we go way back, Jane," he said her name wrong again.
"It's June."
"Yeah, sorry, whatever, I had a brain freeze."
He looked at her face again. Had anyone known he was a pimp looking for a hooker to work the upcoming holiday season at the hotel downtown, June was certainly pretty enough to make him some much needed extra money and fill his stable of none. He handed her his salesman's business card.
"My cell phone number is on there. Give me a call in a few weeks and I'll drop off the gloves, when John's not home."
"Thanks, Larry."
"Yeah, sure, no problem," he said watching her ass wiggle away, as she left him and the store behind.
A few weeks later June called Larry.
"Hello."
"Hi Larry."
"Who's this?"
"June."
"June? June who? I don't know any dame named June."
"Bag glove June from the sporting goods store," she said with a laugh, ready to hang up the phone.
"Oh, June, yeah, hi. How are ya?"
"John works Saturday mornings," she felt the uncomfortable silence, "my husband, birthday John."
"Yeah, yeah, I'm with you. You're the birthday bag glove lady."
"Yes," she said relived that he finally remembered her.
"And you want me to drop the bag gloves off Saturday morning, while he's at work?"
"Yes and I'll pay you the thirty dollars for the gloves."
"Thirty dollars?"
"Yeah, you said that the gloves were going on sale for $69 and with your discount that you could get them for $55. You told me that you'd make up the difference," she said with nervous anticipation, while thinking what else she could buy her husband on short notice, should Larry not come through with the gloves.
"Did I say that?"
Suddenly June was in a panic.
"Yeah, you did, Larry."
"I thought I said $50."
"Well, if that's the case then forget about..."
"I'm just having some fun with you Jane, I mean, June."
That Saturday morning, Larry was out to her house dropping off the bag gloves for John's upcoming birthday party.
"Hi, Larry, come in," she said suddenly having second thoughts about inviting Larry in her house, but the kids were in the living room playing video games. It wasn't as if she was alone with him.
"Here are your gloves, Jane."
"It's June, Larry, like the month."
"Yeah, right, sorry. I guess I have one of those mental blockades. Once I get something in my head, I can't remove it. June, June, June. Okay, I got it."
"Here's your $30.00," she said handing him a ten and a twenty with a smile. "Thank you so much for doing this for me, Larry. I very much appreciate the favor. Maybe I can do you a favor, sometime."
"Yeah, sure, no problem."
He looked behind her at her bedroom and she responded by blocking the doorway with more of her body. Her small house was eternally cluttered with the toys of three kids playing everywhere in the house. She relented and stepped away from her opened bedroom door, when he insisted with his look.
"Do you want a cup of coffee?" She deflected his attention from her bedroom to the kitchen.
"Sure, I'd like that. We can catch up on old times," he said following behind her.
She led him to the kitchen where he sat waiting for his coffee.
"Cream and sugar?"
"No, just black, please."
She sat and sipped her coffee, while wishing she hadn't invited him in her house, when her husband wasn't home, but there was no other way to get the boxing gloves. She could have met him at the store, but she didn't have a car. Wishing she never allowed him to do her the favor of getting the bag gloves, she wished he'd just leave. He gave her the creeps for some reason, probably the way that he looked at her, undressing her with his eyes. Her husband would be home soon and he was the jealous sort with a violent temper.
"So, do you like working at the sporting goods store?"
"Like it? It sucks. It's just a job that I do to make contacts."
"Contacts? What do you mean, contacts?"
"I operate an escort service."
"Really? An escort service? Here in nowheresville?" She laughed. "I wouldn't think there'd be a need to hire an escort around here with everyone knowing everyone and there's no place to go, except for the movie theatre, the diner, the gas station, the strip mall, the factory, and the hotel," she said pausing with the image of the hotel in her head. Now, she understood, why someone would need an escort.
"That's right. We have a hotel and a convention center downtown. A man gets lonely and wants the company of an attractive female for coffee, dinner," he said pausing, "and dessert."
June quietly sipped her coffee wondering about the life of an escort. It sounded so much more exciting than keeping house and watching over three, small kids. John never takes her anywhere. There's never any extra money or time for a movie. It's always such a bother trying to find a babysitter for three kids and scrapping up the money to pay the babysitter puts them over their entertainment budget, when they can just barely afford the tickets to the movie.
"Just curious. What does something like that pay?"
Larry jumped at the opportunity to sell his service to her.
"It depends, June," he said getting her name right, this time.
"It depends on what?"
"On the time spent together and the level of service you give the customer. Some of these out of town city slickers tip pretty good for women, who are extra nice to them, if you know what I mean," he said with a wink and a sick smile.
"Nice to them? What do you mean by nice?" June was no dummy and could tell that Larry was holding back and not being forthcoming with information. "What would a girl have to do to make the big tips?"
"Well, you know, some guys get lonely and might want to spend some alone time with the escort in the privacy of their hotel room."
"You mean sex?" She stood and shot him a look. "Prostitution?"
The thought of having sex with a strange man excited her, but made her sick to her stomach at the same time. She had only been with John. They were steady boyfriend and girlfriend, since high school. She's never even seen another man's cock, never mind touched one, other than John's cock.
"It's none of my business what two consenting adults do behind closed doors, June" he said raising his hands and waving them like little stop signs at a railroad crossing. "So long as I get my piece of the pie, everyone is happy," he said taking a sip of his coffee. "Think of me as a facilitator, a matchmaker, a--"
"You're a pimp, aren't you?"
"I don't refer to myself as a pimp. I'm in the entertainment business. I'm more of a provider of a lady of the night to a gentleman of distinction. There are those who travel the country and who appreciate the attention of a beautiful woman, when in an unfamiliar town. Traveling for a living is a lonely business and I'm here to help fill that need."
"You dress it up all fancy like Larry, but it still smells like you're just looking for a whore." She gave him a hard look. "Is that why you came sniffing around me? Is that why you got me a good deal on boxing gloves for my husband hoping to get on my good side and hoping that I'd work for you?"
"Listen, June, everyone can use a bit of extra pocket money. The work is easy. You go only as far as you want. The rest is up to you. There's no pressure. No strings. Some guys are so lonely for a woman's companionship that they just wanna talk. Some guys just wanna feel and see your tits. Other guys expect a little more, a hand job. Some of my girls make as much as a thousand dollars a night for giving guys blowjobs and more." He gave her his smug look. "Do you suck cock, June?"
"Get out of my house, Larry."
"C'mon, June, it's just sex," he said wrapping an arm around her waist, in the way of a Boa Constrictor.
"Get out, Larry," she said pushing against his chest and unwinding herself from his grasp, while pushing him out the door with a straight arm.
"Listen," he said turning to face her and reaching out his hand to cup her tit through her blouse. "You have my card, call me if you change your mind and if you want—"
"My husband will be home soon," she said looking down and watching his fingers find and feel her nipple, "and if you don't want him trying out his birthday gift on your face, I suggest you leave. Now!"
Even though the thoughts of being an escort intrigued her, at first, she didn't think of the sexual requirements of the job, until now. Sounding like fun, she thought only of the entertainment factors, going out to eat, attending shows, and having interesting conversation with someone of the opposite sex. Now, June didn't think any more about Larry or about his escort business. She rationalized that when Larry presented her the proposition, she had just sent her last child to school and was bored with her life of housewife. Now, thinking more about and confronted with the reality of what was expected of her as an escort, she decided that she couldn't sell herself for any amount of money.
It made her skin crawl to think about another man kissing her, touching up, and expecting her to give him a hand job, blowjob or to fuck her. Notwithstanding how she first felt about having sex with a man, other than her husband, when she thought about the feel of a stranger's cock in her hand, in her mouth or up her pussy, she became sexually aroused. Maybe, she'd reconsidered, if the money was right and the man was nice. She could do it with an attractive man, someone more her age, but chances are that she'd have to escort a much older man, someone who wasn't as attractive and/or appealing. Suddenly she thought of a bald, fat man in his fifties sickened her. She threw up in her mouth a little and her skin crawled again.
Besides, what would she say to John? How would she get out of the house? How would she explain the sudden infusion of money? In all the years together, she had never lied to him, not once, not ever.
Still, there was a flicker of excitement whenever she thought about Larry fondling her tit. Even though Larry was not much to look at, wasn't her type, and she wasn't attracted to him, his sudden touch of her nipple through her blouse and bra with his fingertips sent sexual shivers throughout her body that made her wet with desire for the attention of a man, other than her husband. She wondered what it would be like to make love to Larry and to suck his cock. She wondered what his cock looked like, if he was cut or uncut and how big he was. He had made her horny enough that day, but she resisted reaching down and feeling his erection. She knew that he had one because she saw it grow, as soon as he touched her breast.
Now, she wished he had forced her hand down on his erection and made her touch his cock and feel it. While she touched her wet spot in the privacy of her closed bedroom, she wished that he had forced her to blow him. She liked the attention that he gave her and the way that he looked at her was how John used to look at her. The realization scared her that she'd do anything to receive that attention again. Moving her finger away from her pussy, she quickly erased the thoughts of Larry from her mind.
John had steadily been working 50 plus hours a week and he was always so tired, too tired to do anything, even have sex, except for her giving him a blowjob. He was always in the mood for that. He was never in the mood to spend some extra time pleasuring her. Yet, when it came to reciprocating and satisfying her sexually, he had already turned over and gone to sleep. They hardly ever made love anymore, not since the kids were born, one right after the other. And now, with the things that had suddenly happened and changed their lives for the worse, John was depressed. Sometimes he had trouble getting it up and would suddenly go soft in her mouth. Tired of having to satisfy herself with her fingers, she was always so horny. She missed the feeling of a man inside of her humping her, while fucking her.
She missed the romance and the attentiveness that diminished more with the birth of each child. Now, with her days filled with drudgery and with one day melding into the next, until she didn't know what day it was, except for the joy of her children, she felt that there was no purpose to her life. She was too young to give up her life to them and to relegate her identity to just that of wife, housekeeper, and mother. She wanted something more. She wanted some excitement in her life. Only, there was never any extra money for anything. She couldn't remember the last time John took her out to eat or to a movie or bought her flowers. She couldn't remember when there was money enough to get her hair done. forget about buying something new.
The next few months were rough. The manufacturing plant where her husband worked had fallen upon hard times with cash flow problems and he soon became nervous about his job. He had seniority, but it was not a union shop and they had just cut out all of his overtime to save money due to production cuts. Now, June was hard pressed to live on his regular paycheck without the overtime. They had continually counted on that extra money. The overtime is what kept them afloat. It was a trickledown effect and they were at the bottom of the trickle. General Electric, the company's biggest customer, gave a large contract to India with some of the work that would have come his company's way was now earmarked for overseas. Unless the company found new customers and more business, layoffs were inevitable.
Even the local McDonald's and Wal-Mart weren't hiring. Suddenly, everyone was tightening their belts readying for a recession. There were no jobs and those that had jobs were digging in and doing everything that they could do to keep them. People stopped spending money. Entertainment, movies and going out to dinner, were the first things to stop. Restaurants were shortening their hours or closing completely. Especially with all the mortgage foreclosures, everyone feared a recession that could last years.



Their worst fears materialized when John was laid-off indefinitely a week before Thanksgiving. Normally, the company passed out turkeys to their employees, but this year there wasn't even the money to do that. They had no savings to fall back on and the realization that John wouldn't receive his extra weeks pay as a Christmas bonus that they used to buy the kids gifts on layaway at Toys-R-Us was a reality check of what was to come. John's unemployment check, which was much less than his regular salary that they struggled to live on, was all that they had now. With the three little ones always getting sick or hurt, with doctors' bills and prescription drugs part of their yearly budget, she didn't know what to do to make ends meet.
June had gotten through plenty of tough times, but this time was worst than what she had experienced. They had an adjustable rate mortgage and the interest rate suddenly jumped up 3 points and two hundred dollars more a month. They had expected the increase and were hoping to refinance their mortgage for a lower fixed rate, but now with John out of work they were at the bank's mercy. Moreover, their only car needed a transmission and their temporary health insurance had higher co-pays and less coverage. Financial ruin was quickly closing in upon them. Now, the extra money they paid on their credit cards to help pay down their debt was now reduced to minimum payments that only kept them current with the interest charged. June had nightmares that she was drowning and she was. She was drowning in debt.
They needed an infusion of money to stop the bleeding. June panicked. She didn't want to lose her house. She needed to have transportation and she wanted her children to have the best healthcare available. She had only graduated high school and without having an education and/or skills she had little to offer an employer. Employers had their pick of applicants, who had college degrees and years of experience.
She called Larry.
To be continued...
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Chapter 02
Desperate for money, June gives prostitution a try.
June picked up the telephone receiver three times and hung it up three times. The fourth time, she dialed the number and, holding back her tears, she cradled the receiver to her breast.
"Hello? Hello? Hello?"
"Hi Larry, it's June," she said finally lifting the receiver to her ear and mouth.
"Well, well, well. Do you need more sporting goods because, this time, after the way you treated me the last time, it will cost you full price."
"I apologize for my rude behavior, Larry, but you must understand that John is the only man I've ever been intimate with and you shocked me, when you grabbed my breast and fingered my nipple."
"You probably felt the same way the first time he fucked you, June, no doubt. Right? Am I right? Right? Yeah, sure, no doubt, you probably still think that you're a virgin."
"After birthing three children, I'm sure that I don't think of myself as a virgin, Larry," she said with a laugh. "Besides, just because John and I were in love and I was a virgin, when we had intimate relations, doesn't mean that I'm a prude either. I've been around."
His abrupt manner reinforced her reason for not wanting to call him. She felt sick to her stomach and it took all the control she had not to slam the receiver down in his ear.
"Love, what is love anyway? No one is in love with anyone. We all love ourselves too much to love someone else. We all love money. Money is what we love. Money is the only thing that anyone loves. There's no room for love without money and there's no room for love with money. Money gets in the way of love, June. You can live without love, but you can't live without money."
She hoped that he wasn't right. You're wrong, she wanted to say, but didn't. His sudden outburst, albeit somewhat prophetic, shocked her. After being so poor for so long, after her lack of money has diminished her love for her husband, she knew he was right. Nonetheless, she didn't want him to know that she agreed with anything that he said or thought, except for that bitter fact that she needed money to make ends meet. Moreover, upping his use from a six pack a week to a six pack a day, John had started drinking again. There were no jobs and his unemployment was quickly running out. Bill collectors were calling night and day.
"Can we meet somewhere out of town where we can talk over a cup coffee?"
"You can meet me here at my place, June," said Larry. "No one will see you."
The thought of meeting Larry at his place excited her and revolted her at the same time. Having never been alone with another man without her husband and/or her children acting as her protectors and preservers of her reputation, it had been a long while, since she had sex and she was horny, but not necessarily for Larry. She was horny for the warm feel of a hard cock inside of her pussy.
"I'd rather we met at a public place where we can—"
"Is that what you're going to tell all your clients, when you're called to escort them? Hell, if you can't even meet face to face with me, your manager, then maybe we shouldn't even be having this conversation."
She thought about it. He was right. Besides, what did it matter? Either she was going through with this or not. Either she was doing this or not. Larry wasn't a problem. She could cold cock, if he became fresh, in the way he did, when he grabbed her breast and fingered her nipple through her blouse and bra. Truth be told, in the horny way she felt right now, she wouldn't so mind him touching her in that way again.
"Okay, okay, what time?"
"You know where I live?"
Knowing him like she did, he probably still lived at home with his mother.
"Are you still on Heather Lane?"
"Yes."
"What time?"
"Now, meet me now."
"No, I can't. I have the kids. John went out to the employment agency. I don't know when he'll be back," she thought, figuring, no doubt, he'd hit the bar to feel sorry for himself over one too many beers, before heading home drunk. She pondered what time was a good time to meet Larry. "I'll meet you tonight, around 8pm, after I put the kids to bed. I'll make an excuse to John to leave."
"I'll see you then and don't—"
The sound of his voice grated on her nerves and she hung up the phone, before he finished any more of his stupid talk.
John didn't come home. Just as she figured, he was out drunk somewhere feeling sorry for himself. She called her mother to babysit the kids, while she went to meet with Larry. Hoping he wouldn't be stupid enough to drive home drunk, John had the car, so she had to take the bus to his house.
Excited at the same time with the thought of the sexual adventure, she was sick with the thoughts of working for Larry and having sex with strange men. She was tired from her worry that caused her not to sleep a full night. Desperate and unable to think of what else to do, they were stuck. She didn't want to lose her house. She didn't want to be put out in the street by the sheriff, like some stray dog. There wasn't even enough equity in the house to sell it. They only bought it three years ago and had to pay points and a higher interest rate that was now even higher. They stood to lose the down payment they put down to buy the house, if the bank was to take it.
She walked up the path that led to Larry's house. The houses were far enough apart and the bus stop was not near any of the houses that no one saw her. Besides, except for Larry, she didn't know anyone from this part of town. She hadn't been down around here in years, when she had to go this way to go to high school.
Larry was waiting for her on his front porch with a big ass smile on his face, as if to tell her that he knew she'd changed her mind and work for him. The little sexual excitement she had with the thoughts of escorting strange me, while traveling on the bus was replaced by fear. She didn't trust him. For all that she knew, maybe his escort business was all imagined. Maybe this was just a ruse to get her alone.
"It took you long enough to get here. You said 8 o'clock. It's almost 8:30, he said holding up his watch arm. I figured you weren't coming. I was just about to go out to check on my stable of women," he said lying. The only woman he hoped to have was her.
"I had to wait for my Mom to get to the house. Then, I had to wait for the bus. John has the car," she said without looking up at him, suddenly filled with dread.
"I would have picked you up," he said and she shot him a look that told him that was a bad idea. "You're Mom could have—"
"How could I explain that I was going to your house?"
"Yeah, well, if you're working for me, that's a bridge we'll have to cross, because I'll need you to make your appointments on time. Come inside," he said acting like the gentleman that he wasn't by holding the door open for her.
As soon as he closed the front door behind her, he was all over her trying to kiss her. When she resisted his attempts to kiss her, he felt her ass. When she pushed him away, he squeezed her tits. She felt like she was back in high school at the drive-in. Then, when he tried lifting up her blouse, she kneed him in the balls.
"Jesus Christ, June! Great! That's just great," he said. "Is that what you're going to do, if a paying client wants a little sexual comfort?"
"A sexual little comfort? Is that what you were trying to do? I thought you were attacking me," she said with smugness. She stepped back from him and fixed her clothes. "I don't know, Larry, I just don't know what I'd do if someone attacked and molested me in the way you just did." She looked at him bent over and holding himself. "I'm sorry. You surprised me. It was just a kneejerk reaction," she said with a laugh. "I didn't expect that from you," she said taking a step forward to touch his shoulder. "Are you okay?"
He rushed at her again and they struggled. He kissed her hard this time and she pulled away, but he pushed her back up against the wall again and kissed her again. He was too strong for her and even though she could have struggled more to resist him, this time, she allowed him to kiss her and, when he forced his tongue past her lips, she allowed that, too.
He reached between her legs and felt her where no one but John has ever touched her. Even though she recoiled from his touch, she responded by not brushing his hand away. Obviously, for him to touch her in the way, touching her through her pants and panties, he knew how to pleasure a woman. She was glad she decided to wear pants and not her short skirt.
Immediately, as it had before, his hand found her breast and she allowed him to touch her there, too. His hands were all over her big tits. Fondling and caressing her breasts, he fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra. She stopped him when he started unbuttoning her blouse.
"What the Hell you doing, Larry?"
"This is how it works, June. You gotta have sex with me first, before I hire your ass. How do I know if you're any good? How do I know how much to charge my clients if I don't know what you can do?"
She looked at him with as much horniness, as she looked at him with emptiness. He made her feel dirty. She was sickened by the thought of him having sex with her. She was sick to her stomach and wanted to vomit all over him.
Having already thought about it, she wanted to escort men, talk to them, go to dinner with them, watch a movie, and have a drink. Maybe, she'd even go as far as a goodnight kiss and some light petting, but not this desperate groping and, especially, not in this way. More akin to a wrestling match, this had nothing to do with making love. Only, there was nothing romantic about trading sex for money. Love had nothing to do with prostitution. She thought of her alternatives and there were none. The phone, gas, and electricity were due for shutoff, if she didn't pay the past-due balance, at the very least. She needed money and she needed money now.
She moved her hand away and allowed him to continue unbuttoning her blouse. Larry unbuttoned her blouse and splayed it wide open. No man but her husband, had ever seen her in just her bra before. As if he was a starving man hoping to suck out some milk, he fell upon her bra covered breasts and sucked her nipples through her bra. That's going to leave a mark on her bra, she thought, deciding to wash her bra, as soon as she got home. He reached down and unbuttoned her cuffs, slipped her blouse from her shoulders, and removed it. Then, he reached down fumbling with her button, before unzipping her pants and forcing them down to her ankles. He lifted her feet out of her pants and pushed them aside with his foot.
Standing in front of Larry in her bra and panty, June didn't help him strip her. She couldn't. She was somewhere else thinking other thoughts. She was anywhere but here with Larry having his way with her body. Such a fairytale romance in marrying her childhood sweetheart, what has her life become? Comatose like, she was in shock. She didn't more. She couldn't move.
Next, he reached behind him and unhooked her bra. The smell of his cologne, English Leather, she didn't know they still made that fragrance, upset her stomach. Once he removed her bra, he was all over her C cup tits. Always proud of her natural C cup breasts, so firm and so shapely, they were magnificent. He took a step back to look at them before reaching out to touch them, feel them, and caress them. He fingered her nipples, tugged at them, and pulled them out until they were fully erect. Then, he moved forward to take them in his mouth.
"You have beautiful breasts, June. The best tits I've ever seen and I've seen so beautiful knockers to know that you big boobs are the best."
"Thank you, Larry," she said looking down at him staring at her tits.
If she had a cigarette, she'd smoke it, but she didn't smoke. If he had offered her a beer, she'd drink it, but she didn't drink alcohol either. Always a good girl, if being bad meant that she'd be good to make more money in tips, then she was prepared to be bad, very bad.
When he leaned down to suck her nipples, with thoughts of her babies sucking her tits, she cradled the back of his head with her hand running her fingers through his hair. It was a mindless reaction. Forgetting for a moment that it was Larry sucking her tits, it felt good to feel him suck her nipples. She imagined he was someone else. She imagined he was John and that everything was okay between them. Only, it wasn't John. It was Larry. It had been a long while since John or any man paid her any attention to her, even if that attention came from Larry.
He felt her between her legs and through her panty fingering her pussy through the cotton material, before pulling them down and off. She felt so violated. He fell to his knees and, as if smelling the natural, musky scent of her, he stuck his nose in her untrimmed bush. She felt so humiliated.
"You need to either shave all this hair off or trim it. Guys don't like a full bush, unless they have a fetish for it and pay for you to grow it. Most guys want a shaved beaver."
He pulled her by her arm to his bedroom and French kissed her deeply before pushing her back on the bed.
"Wait," she said, pulling away from him. "Where's your Mom?"
"She died last year."
"Oh, I didn't know. I'm sorry, Larry," she said without receiving an acknowledgement from him.
"I like your body, June. We can make money with what you have to offer men and women."
Women? She hadn't thought about having sex with a woman, until he mentioned it. She wasn't lesbian, but the thought of being with a woman appealed more to her than it did having a bald, fifty-something, fat man pawing her.
Quickly he stripped out of his clothes and offered his erect cock to her. She took it in her hand without looking at him and held it without stroking him. How could she fall so far so fast? After never even lying to her husband, here she was naked and in bed with another man and about to cheat on her husband with the Devil himself. Help me, Jesus, she thought, but Jesus didn't answer her prayers, when Larry stuck his cock deep inside of her mouth.
"Look at me," he said. "Make me feel that you really want me. Stroke my cock, June. Your money, your return customers, and your tips depend on how good you make your man feel." He moved closer to her. "Take my cock in your mouth. Suck it and while you're sucking me, look up at me and smile to show me that you're enjoying sucking my cock, as much as I'm enjoying having you suck my cock."
She stroked him while staring at his circumcised cock. He wasn't very big, certainly much smaller than John. She looked up at him before looking down at his erect cock and before taking him in her mouth. She stroked him as she sucked him, while looking up at him with her brown eyes. She twirled her tongue all around his head, while stroking him faster and hoping that he'd cum soon, just to end this unpleasant experience. Although it had not been that long since she sucked John's cock, finally in the mood enough to suck Larry, she was horny enough to blow him, too.
"Okay, that's enough," he said moving away from her head and moving between her legs. "Show me what you got. Fuck me senseless, June. Fuck me, as if you love me," he said with his sick, little laugh.
She humped him as soon as he inserted himself in her pussy. She was already wet. She was so horny that she would have fucked anyone at this point, even Larry. It had been a long while, since she had gotten laid.
Unfortunately, Larry was a disappointment. He wasn't much of a fuck. He shot a load of cum within five minutes, slam bam. She was so glad she made the decision to have her tubes tied. She'd never want to be pregnant again, especially with his baby or anyone's baby.
"That was incredible. You're the best piece of ass I've ever had."
She figured that she was the only piece of ass he ever had and wondered which farm animal won the prize for second place.
"So," she said looking at him.
"So what?"
"How much would I make on my back sucking and fucking someone like that, in the way I just did you?"
"For all that you did and for the way that you look? You'd be my top earner. I'd charge fifty bucks just for a hand job, hundred dollars for a blow job, and two hundred bucks for intercourse, and more, if you stayed the whole night, and even more, if they wanted you to stay the entire weekend."
"Give," she said extending her hand palm up.
"Give what?"
"You owe me $350."
"The fuck I do," he said staring her down.
"I gave you a hand job, blew you, and fucked you. That's fifty for the hand job, a hundred for the blowjob, and two hundred for you fucking me. You owe me $350."
"I'm not paying you shit."
She stood and erected all of her 5'9" frame against his 5'7" skinny body. Then, she put her hand to his scrawny neck, squeezed, and pushed him up against the wall.
"I need the money, Larry. If you want me to work for you, you'll pay me what you took from me and what you owe me. Pay me or I'll beat it the fuck out of you." She squeezed her hand tighter around his neck. "Oh, and thanks for the bag gloves. My husband has been teaching me a few moves."
"Okay, okay, but you're working for me now. After this, you dance to my music and whatever I say goes. I set up the appointments and you do the rest. Whatever you make, we split 70/30, seventy for me and thirty for you."
"Fuck you. We me taking all the risks, the split is fifty, fifty," she said squeezing tighter.
"Okay, okay, 60/40 and we have a deal."
"Fifty, fifty," she said squeezing tighter and pushing him back harder.
"Fuck! Okay, okay," he said gasping for breath, while nodding his agreement. She let him go and he walked to his dresser. He removed a roll of money from his sock drawer, peeled off some, and counted out $350.
"After this, when you give me another hand job, blow me, and fuck me again, the price is $175 with me taking out my split."
"Don't worry about that, Larry. I'll never touch your scrawny, little cock again, with my hand, mouth, and/or pussy."
"I'll see you back here Saturday night. I have a couple of clients, who need some comforting, if you know what I mean."
"Here at your house?" She looked around the small house. "We're going to do it here?"
"My place is cheaper and more private than any hotel and just as comfortable. Besides, I can take care of things should there be a problem," he said pulling out a handgun from his drawer.
"Put that away, before you shoot yourself," she said backing away, before he accidentally shot her.
June took a ride home from Larry. He let her out a few streets from her house. When she opened the door and went to her bedroom, her mother and John were drunk, naked, and in bed together.
To be continued...
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She stood in my bedroom doorway clutching her pillow. "May I sleep with you," she asked.
Now that she was here, there was so much I didn't know about her and so much that I needed to know, the little things that suddenly become so important, when they're missing from your daily routine. Does she drink coffee? What does she eat for breakfast? What time does she go to bed? What time does she get up in the morning? What does she look like in the morning without makeup?
There was so many things to learn about her. Which programs does she watch on television? Does she like watching baseball, the Boston Red Sox? What about football, the New England Patriots? Basketball, the Boston Celtics? Hockey, the Boston Bruins? It was then that I realized that I needed to get a life, instead of living my live vicariously through the lives of professional athletes.
My quandary about her private life continued in my mind. What kind of music does she like? Which side of the bed does she prefer? Does she sleep in pajamas, a nightgown, or in the nude? I could only imagine the image of her sleeping in the nude. Okay, the last two questions, I admit, are premature, but maybe, if it was to come up in conversation, in readiness of her sleeping arrangements, I'd make special note of her preferences.
I helped her with her things, moving what she needed me to carry, lift, and move, and helping her to arrange the empty closet in the guest bedroom. No one has been here since my girlfriend moved out last year and before that, my twin daughters stayed with me, until they got their careers going. I was not only excited about having a roommate but also excited about specifically having her as a roommate. If nothing else, an understatement, it was someone to talk to on a daily basis. It sometimes gets lonely living alone and, as much as I hated to admit it, I was just beginning to get used to the quiet, emptiness that my life had become, without having a woman in my life.
I had to make a conscious effort not to stare at her, she was just so damn beautiful and I was so damn attracted to her that I could not help myself from staring. Afraid of ruining this temporary arrangement by making her feel uncomfortable, continually, I told myself not to stare at her but to play it cool. Only, inside, I was dying. I was dying to touch her, to hold her, and to kiss her. She consumed my every thought. I was falling in love with her.
She grabbed a pair of jeans and a t-shirt from her suitcase and came over to me and turned around.
"Would you do me the honors?"
It had been a while, since I've been with a woman and, at first; I didn't know what she wanted me to do. Then, she pointed to the back of her dress. I unzipped her dressed and was rewarded with a view of the back of her bra. Frozen in place, I stared at her back. I had a view of the top of her panty while imagining showering her neck and back with kisses. Then, I could not believe it when she leaned down, pulled up the hem and lifted her dress up and over her head.
She turned to face me and smiled. There she stood not three feet away from me in her low cut, sexy lace bra and bikini panty. As if she was standing before me fully clothe, she talked, as she dressed.
"You have a beautiful home, Freddie."
"Thank you," I said telling myself not to stare at her semi-naked, underwear clad body, but I wasn't listening to myself. I stared. I stared at her bra and I stare at her panty, while wondering what were beneath those oh so thin and oh sheer silk and satin pieces of material.
Boy did she ever have a body. She had a Playboy magazine body, but without the phony tits. Everything about her was real, genuine, and sincere. Just as I thought that, I realized that I was putting her high up on the pedestal, as I did with my ex-wife. and as I did with my ex-girlfriend. You'd think that I'd have learned from the bad experience I had with my ex's. I needed to stop doing that. No doubt, she's just like me, human with all of her foibles, yet, she was worthy of that lofty pedestal position. Only, one of the things that gets me going is seeing a shapely woman in her panties and bra and she was certainly shapely.
"I'm sorry," she said laughing. "Did I embarrass you?"
"No, no, not I all," I said, while thinking that arousing me was more the word. "I have to sit down before I pass out," I said suddenly hot and waving my hand in front of my face, while discreetly making an adjustment to the position of my growing penis. "Actually, yes," I said. "I'm not accustomed to seeing a woman strip off her clothes in front of me."
"I've never harbored any inhibitions, when it comes to nudity." She laughed, again. "That was one of the things that drove my boyfriend nuts," she said shrugging her shoulders, before shimming her t-shirt over her head. "For an artist, he's such a prude."
I figured from my first assessment of her that she was a very modest and private person. Now, I know better, I was wrong. Already my pedestal that I had put her on had a crack in it. Yet, I preferred a woman, who didn't have too many inhibitions and was more open with her feelings. I watched her as she wiggled her round, panty clad ass in her jeans. I wondered if she was shaved, trimmed or bushy. Since there was no evidence of errant hairs or a dark shadow, I ruled out bushy.
"Prude? I'd more like to think of him as an asshole," I said with a chuckle.
"All of his friends have seen me naked," she said with a shrug.
"Naked? Really? How?"
I figured her boyfriend forced her to strip naked. More excited by the prospect of her giving me pillow talk of all the times that guys have seen her naked than by the thought of seeing her naked, there was something about her that drove me mad with sexual desire for her. Now, there's a glaring difference between a 50-year-old man and a 25-year-old man, older men are content to watch and to savor the sexual images, before jumping head first in the deep end of the pool, whereas the younger men always want to dive headlong without checking first for water.
More erotic in nature than pornographic, we older men appreciate the growing lust that colors our imagination and strokes our cerebral desire in time, whereas our younger counterparts are more concerned with the physical aspects of satisfying their penis with sex now, long before their brain has had a chance to catch up with their cock. We older guys play it cool longer, while fanning the flames of sexual desire to bring the passion of the woman to a warm glowing ember before we act. Easier to extinguish with just a blow, forgetting about the heat, or lack thereof, of the woman, the young studs strike, when their flames are highest, long before the fires have permanently been stoked. Too quickly their flames douse, often times in a matter of minutes, while our fire still burns brightly years later.
"They always had an excuse to come over without an invitation, when they knew my boyfriend was painting me in the nude. I was slow to cover up and they got a show," she said with another shrug. "My boyfriend threw them out time and again." She looked at me with those blue-grey eyes. "I guess I could have been a nudist." She smiled, "I thought it was funny. Guys are so easily aroused."
Suddenly, I heard another, albeit longer crack in her pedestal. I hoped for my sake that she could maintain her balance and not fall from the high height that I put her.
"Well, feel free to walk around in the nude," I said with a chuckle. "You're my guest and if you're more comfortable without your clothes, so be it. I'll force myself to tolerate you walking around naked," I said with a laugh.
"Thank you," she laughed, "but I don't want to give you the wrong impression of me, at least, not yet," she said giving me a sexy look.
As long as I live, I will never forget that look. That was her first look of serious, sexual interest in me. Sirens and alarm bells went off in my head telling me that I had a chance of a love affair with my angel. Her boyfriend was wrong about my chances with her. Having already moved her into my house, I'd say my chances of a love connection were good, very good.
"Unless you committed murder and murdered me," I said, "you could never give me the wrong impression of you."
"Want some coffee?" She said looking at her watch. "I usually have coffee this time every day."
"Sure," I said happy that she was a coffee drinker.
"If you show me where the kitchen is, I'll make it."
I escorted her down the hall, through the dining room, and into the kitchen. She glanced outside where Polo and Seymour played.
"Are they okay?"
I stood a few feet behind her admiring the impression her round, firm ass made in her skin tight blue jeans.
"They're fine," I said removing my stare from her backside for fear that she'd catch me enjoying more the view of her ass than that of the pets playing out back. "They're having a ball."
I stood by the back window watching them play, while she played Suzy homemaker in the kitchen. It felt good having a woman in the house, again. I wondered if she cooked. It didn't matter, as I like to cook and, besides, someone who looks as good as she does, doesn't need to cook.
"Polo likes having a live-in friend," I said watching the dogs play. "And I do, too," I said looking at her and giving her a smile.
"Thank you for having me stay here with you," she said turning and returning my smile, before looking out the back window again to watch the dogs play. "Only, I don't know how much Polo will like him, once he's full grown because, judging by his paws, he's going to be a really, big dog, nearly as big as a Great Dane."
Her comment stunned me. She forgot about the past with her boyfriend, skipped the present with me, and talked about the future with us; at least, staying with me until her dog grew to his full size. That was several months away. I was on cloud 9 drifting off with sounds of Jimmy Buffet playing Cheeseburger in Paradise and with the thoughts of her shacking up with me for the rest of the year, at least, if not for the rest of my life. I was getting ahead of myself. One day at a time. She's here today and I can only hope she stay here tomorrow.
Nonetheless, there was no calming my excitement. The rest of my life echoed in my mind. I suddenly wondered how much longer I had to live. My father died at 90, maybe, I'll live to that age. Imagine 40 years of Lynn. I had goose bumps thinking of all the good times we could have and all the sex we could have in 40 years. I wondered if I could still get it up at 90, 80 or 70, even. Thank God for Viagra.
Once the coffee finished brewing, we took our cups out to the back screened-in porch to watch the dogs play. They never tired of running, jumping, leaping, and playing. We sat like old friends sipping our coffee, talking, laughing, and getting to know one another better. I reached out and touched her cheek where he slapped her. It was my excuse to touch her, to see if she was real, and to prove to myself that I wasn't dreaming and imagining her in my house.
"That's gonna bruise," I said. Her skin felt so soft.
"I'll cover it with makeup," she said gently touching it with her fingertips.
"I should have given you some ice to stop the swelling." I touched her hand and kept it there when she did not move away. "I'm sorry that I didn't think to do that."
"I'm fine, really I am, thank you."
"He's done this before, hit you like that?"
"Yes, several times." She took a long thoughtful sip of her coffee. "I don't know why I stayed with him for as long as I did, but I had no place to go. I didn't want to go home to my parents and I couldn't afford a place of my own. I'm just glad he's out of my life and this time for good," she said looking at me with a sad smile. "Thank you. I'm grateful to you."
"It's okay. Don't mention it. I'm only too glad to help. He really is a bastard."
"I knew there was a reason why you came into my life," she said, as if we were suddenly psychically connected. She looked at me with a look that melted my heart and smiled. "I always believed that there's a reason for everything." She touched my fingers with her fingers and we sat there drinking coffee, watching the dogs play, and holding hands.
"Bastard! I hope I broke his jaw. I would've twenty years ago, when I punched my bag regularly. I would've knocked him out with that uppercut. Then, I would've stomped on his balls when he was down and out."
"Someone beat you to that, I think." She laughed. "He has a very demure penis."
I felt my cock stir hearing her talk about another man's package.
Her smile and her beautiful, erotic eyes touched my heart and I so wanted to lean over and kiss her. Only, I needed to fan the flame. I didn't want to rush the fire by smothering it with my horniness. She must have sensed the moment because she leaned over and kissed me. It was so surreal and I couldn't believe. It was a short kiss, a peck really, but it was on my lips. It was so quick that I didn't have a chance to react to it and to kiss her back. I didn't even have the chance to close my eyes. She caught me by surprise.
Our first kiss, the romantic that I am; I wished it had been longer with our naked bodies and tongues entwined in passion. I wished we were in a better setting than my back porch, somewhere with a sunrise or a sunset, perhaps, by the ocean, or atop a mountain, or in the valley by a scenic stream. Still, I was ecstatic for her sudden and unexpected display of affection.
Later that night, as I drifted off to sleep thinking about her sleeping in the guest bedroom, my hand found my cock and I began stroking it to a nice erection. She had made me horny all day, especially when she changed her clothes in front of me and especially when she turned to face me in her bra and panties. She has a wonderful body, the best body these old eyes have ever seen.
I thought about slowly undressing her and when she was naked finally, asking her to turn from side to side, so that I could revel in the beauty of her naked body. I thought about her standing before me in her bra and panty, as she did earlier. I thought about her in those skin, tight blue jeans. Normally, I don't sleep in the nude, but tonight it was hot and humid and I was horny. Since I'm not a big fan of air conditioning, unless I really had to waste electricity to cool the house down, I run the overhead fans with the windows and my bedroom door wide open for the cross breeze. Still, even with that, it was uncomfortably warm.
I wondered if she was hot. I wondered if I should switch on the air conditioning for her comfort. I wondered if she slept in the nude. I wondered if she slept with the bedroom door open. I wondered if she slept with the light on, with the bedroom door open, and in the nude. I thought about walking down the hall on the pretense of rechecking and securing the house for the night to see what I could see of her. Hoping to catch her lying on her bed asleep naked, figuring, no doubt, that I would, and unable to control myself from staring at her naked body and/or touching her naked body, I thought better of it.
Slow and smooth is better than fast and jumpy. The last thing that I wanted to do was to scare her. The last thing that I wanted to do was to make her unduly uncomfortable. The last thing that I wanted to do was to make her leave and flee my house in the middle of the night for fear that I'd rape her. Slowly stroking myself, instead, I figured that I'd just masturbate my horniness for her in a tissue. Then, when I looked up, she was standing in my bedroom doorway clutching her pillow against the length of her body. Quickly, I moved my hand away from my cock.
"I can't sleep," she said. "It's been a while since I slept alone," she said yawning. There was a long pause and she stunned me with what she said next. "May I sleep with you?"
To be continued...
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June catches her husband and her mother naked and in bed together.
Mom! John! What the fuck! Are you kidding me?"
She threw her handbag at her husband. He blocked it with his big hand and all the contents spilled out all over the floor and the bed. Lipstick, makeup, change, checkbook, and money, three hundred and fifty dollars, to be exact, flew in every direction.
June, John, and June's mother, Nancy, stared down at the three crisp one hundred dollar bills with a fifty. John reached for it, but June rushed over, scooped it up, and stuffed it down her bra, before he could get his big mitts on it.
"Where you'd get that kind of money?" As if looking at her for the first time, he looked at her with a hard stare. "And why are you dressed like that, like a whore?"
She figured that this wasn't the first time John and her mother were together. They were always flirting and laughing over their private jokes that she never got. Why not? John was a good looking guy and her mother was lonely. She was still very attractive. No doubt, with her sucking and fucking her husband, she still had sexual desires, lustful needs, and incestuous urges.
It was a small town with only so many available men. There was no place for her mother to go to meet someone without having the entire town gossiping about her. How convenient, perversely twisted, so very private, and incestuously sordid to have her get what she needs from her daughter's husband? And her husband dare calls her a whore because she fixes her hair and wears a bit of lipstick and eye makeup. How dare he, when he's nothing but a drunken scumbag.
Now, it all made sense why John hasn't been having sex with her, not for a while. She figured it was because he's been drunk more than he's been sober and just couldn't get an erection. Now, she figured that he's been having sex with her mother, instead. She remembered reading that story he left open on the computer, when he rushed to go to the bathroom suddenly, Escalator Stripped My Mother-in-law Naked by Bostonfictionwriter. He was probably in there jerking off over it, the pig. She read the story and thought it was hot, especially if you were the type of guy, who was into that kind of forbidden, incestuous writing. Now, obviously seeing him naked and in bed with her naked mother, she figured that he was.
She remembered one day, John had come home for lunch. He never comes for lunch. She had called her mother over to watch the kids, while she ran some errands. When she came home suddenly, after forgetting to take the prescriptions for the pharmacy, her mother came up from the cellar with her blouse buttoned up in the wrong holes. She had a drip of white stuff in the corner of her mouth that she said was foam from the latte that John had bought her.
Even though she suspected differently, even though she wondered if that was the truth, she believed her. Why wouldn't she? She was her mother. Now, she wondered if it was her husband's cum on her lip and not foamed milk. Now, she wondered if she had been sucking him off down the cellar, while doing laundry just before she came home from running errands. Maybe in a rush to get dressed to babysit the kids, her blouse was like that already and she just hadn't noticed. The two of them probably figured that they had plenty of time to fool around and they would have, had she not forgotten the prescriptions at home on the kitchen table.
She never thought anything of it, that her mother was always walking around her husband in her nightgown, bending over, squatting down, and leaning over him to help pick up when June was sick in bed and needed her mother's help with the kids. She figured that John would never been interested in her 50-year-old mother's body, when he had her 33-year-old body to fuck. Now that she thought more about it, John was always free with his touchy feely hands tickling her, holding her, and hugging her mother. She stupidly thought it was just a sign of affection between mother-in-law and son-in-law. Matter of fact, she was happy that they got along so well. Only, know she knows that it was more than that. It was sex.
It was all coming back to her now. She remembered the time the three of them went to the beach and her mother asked John to put lotion on her back. She thought it was funny that, instead of rubbing her back with lotion, he stole her bikini top. The sight of her mother running after him down the beach holding her tits in her hands was hysterically funny, but not so funny now.
In hindsight, it was more of the sexual games that they played. Little did they try to hide their sexual games from her naïveté. He played his sexual games with her mother that he should have played with her, his wife, but with three, small children to care for and always so tied, she didn't have the time or the inclination to play any sexual games. Notwithstanding the teasing and the good relationship that he had with her mother, she trusted them. When she trusted someone, it was easy for them to cheat because she would never believe that they will, especially with her own mother.
She remembered one time her mother was cleaning up the spilled cereal the kids had dropped at breakfast. John stood in the doorway watching Nancy squatting down while talking to her. From where he stood, she was certain that he had a clear view down her nightgown of her tits and up her nightgown of her pussy, as she never wore panties to bed. The thoughts sickened her and she erased them from her mind, while never believing that her husband would be interested and/or attracted to her mother in the way that she should be attracted to her.
She figured it was all in her imagination that troubled her thoughts with sleeplessly, while worrying about how to pay the bills and now worrying, if John still wanted to stay married to her. She never believed that her mother would purposely flash her son-in-law but, obviously, she was. She'd never think that her husband would be looking to see what he could see of her mother's tits and pussy but, obviously, he was. That's crazy to think that her husband would have lustful thoughts and sexual desires for her mother but, obviously, he had.
She thought it was her imagination that her Mom enjoyed giving John a show of her panties, bra, pussy, and tits whenever she could make it appear accidental. Now, she wondered if her mother had been flashing her husband on purpose all these years. By sexually teasing him with flashes of bits and pieces of her naked body, she wondered if her mother had been the one, who lured her husband to have sex with her. Maybe it was her fault and not his. Yet, it takes two and he could have said no but, obviously, he didn't.
Yet, what did it matter, now? He succumbed to her sexual charms and had sex with her. He's just as guilty for having sex with his mother-in-law, as she is for sucking and fucking her son-in-law. Now, she knew what was going on between them behind her back. Now, that she's seen it with her own two eyes, she wanted them out of her house and out of her life.
Had she not been witness to her mother naked in bed with her husband, she would have thought quick, made up an excuse, and lied about where she got the money. Now, because she was hurt and betrayed by the only two people she loved, besides her children, she wanted to hurt her husband and mother as much as they hurt her.
"Where'd you get the money?"
Grabbing her by the neck, in the way that she took hold of Larry, he took hold of her. Then, when she didn't answer him right away, he took her by her shoulders and shook her. He was naked and his wiggling semi-erect cock was still glistening with her mother's secretions from just having had sex with her. Disgusted by the naked sight of him, just as she did with Larry, she kneed her husband hard in the balls and he collapsed on the bed.
"Do you want to know where I got the money to keep a roof over our heads and feed our children, while you're out drinking, getting drunk, and fucking my mother? I fucked and sucked a man for it." Tears poured down her face. "Yeah, while you were here fucking my mother, John, I had sex with a man for money, so that we can keep our house and pay our bills. I gave him a hand job, blew him, and then fucked him."
"Who is he? I'll kill him!" He said still in pain and clutching himself, while in the fetal position with a face full of rage and a handful of ruptured balls.
"Get out! Both of you get out. Get out of my house," she screamed.
John and Nancy gathered up their clothes and left together.
"I'm sorry," said Nancy to her daughter. "We'll be at my house, when you come to your senses and want to talk."
"Come to my senses? I'd have to be drunk and as crazy as you two are to have that kind of delusional sense." She slapped her mother hard across her face. "Get the fuck out of my house," she said pushing her mother towards the door. "Get out!"
Nancy had June, when she was seventeen. June swore she'd have a better life than her mother had. She never knew who her father was. Probably, her mother didn't know that either. She was drunk then, as she's drunk now. She had stopped drinking, but fell off the wagon when the man she was seeing regularly left her suddenly for someone younger. Same story, but still sad, a man dumping the woman his age for someone younger.
June felt history repeating itself. She felt no escape from the poverty, from the misery, and from the Hell of a life her mother had lived. The only way she knew how to make money now was to give men what they wanted. Prostitution was the only way she knew how to get herself out of poverty and misery. Only instead of climbing out of the hole she was in, she was digging it deeper.
With the recent events of her husband losing his job, the possibility of them losing their house, and now the discovery of an affair between her husband and her mother, June felt history repeating itself. Can her life get any worse than this? Then, she thought of her children. At least they were healthy and relatively happy. Nonetheless, she felt no escape from poverty and misery, from the Hell of a life her mother lived, and growing up in a house without a father and with little money. Suddenly, as if stuck in a Twilight Zone, some form of limbo, before falling to Hell, she felt like she was living her mother's life.
Fortunately, she was born with enough commonsense not to follow in the footsteps of her mother and to outwit any man, who tried taking advantage of her. The only thing she had to make money with was her above average intelligence, her good looks, and her hot body. That, she figured, was more than enough to improve her financial situation. Moreover, she figured that if she looked this good now, after having three kids and never having an extra dollar to properly take care of herself and groom herself, she couldn't imagine how good she'd look with some pampering.
After digesting all that she saw between her husband and her mother, when she opened her bedroom door and saw her husband fucking her naked mother, and realizing this affair had been ongoing, she had an epiphany. She decided that she'd not only survive but also thrive. If the only way she knew how to make money now was to give men what they wanted sexually, then she'd do that. She'd prey on the weaknesses of men, and on those, who wanted to use her for sex. She'd play them for their money. It was a fair enough trade. Sex for money. With each getting what the other wanted, with the men wanting sex and she wanting money, the trade was a fair one.
If prostitution was the only way she knew how to get herself out of poverty and misery and to make a better life for herself and her three kids, and to move somewhere else, away from this small town, then not only was she willing to do that but also she'd be the best damn prostitute that money can buy. After what she did with Larry and what she saw between her husband and her Mom, she was already past the point of moral modesty and shock. Her choice was clear and her mind was made up. Only, she realized by embracing the Devil, instead of climbing out of the hole she was in, she was digging it deeper. Nonetheless, she was a firm believer that sometimes she must go down to go up.
Alone and desperate for money, June suddenly had no one to depend upon but herself. She needed money to hold onto her house. She needed money to shelter, feed, clothe, and pay for medical care for her children. Now, with her mother no longer there to help her babysit her three children, she needed money to pay for a babysitter while she made money and made love to men to make ends meet.
To be continued...
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His nightly routine, Jason pulled his binder of erotic, incestuous stories about his mother, out from beneath his mattress to read his stories, while masturbating and thinking about his mother naked. After having already written his Nude Day story, he needed something new to write about his mother, a new incestuous story, but what? He's written so many. He's written them all, My Drunken Mother Forces Me to Have Sex with Her, Videotaping My Mother Undressing, Watching My Mom Masturbating, Helping My Mother Take a Bath, Taking my Mom to my Prom and to my Bed, Mom Gives Me a Birthday Blowjob, and his new favorite, Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day.
Maybe if he sleeps on it, after he comes home from his college class, he'll start writing a new story. No longer in the mood to masturbate, but more in the mood to think about his next story to write, he stuffed the binder back beneath his mattress and went to sleep. All the next day, already having some ideas in mind, Jason couldn't wait to go home to start his new story about his mother.
"Mom! I'm home. Where are you?"
"I'm up here in your room, Jason," said Elizabeth to her son dryly.
Thinking it odd, Jason immediately noticed her stern tone. Normally, she's in the kitchen to give him a hug and a kiss on the cheek, as if she had been there waiting for him to come home to greet him. Normally, as if he was the man of the house and, no doubt, he was, she was eager to listen to how his day was. Normally, if he was still her little boy, she served him milk and cookies at the kitchen table. Normally, she's happy to see him. Today was different. He felt the tension in the air and in her voice. Something was wrong, but what? Then, he realized that she was in his room.
"Oh, shit. What did she find? She found something," he just knew.
An overload of thoughts went through his head. What's his mother doing in his room? With respecting one another's privacy a big issue, as much for her, as it is for him, she never goes in his room. Did he forget to close his bedroom door? No, he remembered closing it, when leaving for his college class. Did he forget to shut down his computer? No, he didn't. He remembered shutting it down. Even if he had left his computer up and running, everything is password protected anyway, he thought to himself, while putting down his books and removing his backpack. There's no way his technology phobic mother could read any of what he's written about her on his computer.
'Oh, shit!'
Maybe she found a pair of her panties and/or her bra that he used to feel, while masturbating and forgot to put back in the laundry bin.
'Oh, fuck.'
Sick with worry, knowing she found something, but what, he scaled the stairs to his room two at a time.
"Hi, Mom," said Jason with a forced smile, while standing in his doorway and looking around his room to see if anything looked disturbed.
As soon as he entered his room, his room wreaked of sex. He remembered masturbating last night over the Nude Day story that he wrote about his mother but, preoccupied in thinking about his next story, he stopped and didn't finish. He made a note to himself to spray some air freshener, after his mother left. Unless, no way! Wouldn't it be funny, if his Mom was masturbating on his bed, while thinking of him in the way that he masturbates in bed, while thinking of her? Oh, my God Nah, that's just his overactive imagination running away with his wishes. Too piously religious, he doubted that she even masturbated.
Nonetheless, it was an odd occurrence seeing his mother sitting on his bed. She never sits on his bed. What's that all about? Suddenly, sensing a dark cloud on the horizon, a foreboding feeling of doom took hold of him, as if being sent to the principal's office, when he was back in high school, so long ago.
Then, when he looked at her, really looked at her, he couldn't help but notice that her nipples made the biggest impressions in her blouse that he's ever seen. They were huge, so big that his lips involuntarily took the shape of a goldfish. When he looked down her skirt was raised high enough up her thighs that he had a clear view of her bright, white panties, his favorite panties. Whenever she's out and he's horny, unless she's wearing them, those are the panties that he grabs to masturbate over the thoughts of her wearing them.
"Hi, Jason," she said without standing to give him a smile or a kiss on the cheek and because she violated his privacy by being in his room and sitting on his bed, he was too upset with her to give her one, too.
Immediately, he knew there was something wrong.
"What are you doing in my room, Mom?"
He tried acting calm, when he was panicking inside. He knew she had found something, he could tell by her stiff demeanor, but what? As if she was the bloody Queen of England, she was always so stiffly judgmental, but today she was his mother on steroids. Today, she invaded his privacy. Today, she was the Mother Superior Catholic Nun. Suddenly, feeling so much like her child, he felt so controlled by her. Then, she gave him look that frightened him. He hadn't received that look from her, since she discovered that he had a beer party, when she went to visit her sister.
"I found your binder filled with filth, Jason, beneath your mattress, when I was changing your sheets," she said pulling out his binder from behind her. "I read your Nude Day story, Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day with great interest," she smiled at him insincerely, before giving him a demonic stare. "How could you write such vile filth about me, your mother?" She waved his binder of stories at him, as if it was her dildo that he had discovered in her nightstand drawer and brought to his room to masturbate over, while smelling it and licking it. Guilty as charge, he's done that before. "How dare you?"
A look she's never given him before, she gave him a look of hatred now. With murder in her eyes, she looked as if she wanted to kill him, strangle him to death with her bare hands or beat him to death with his book of erotic, incestuous stories about her. Actually, he thought, that wouldn't be such a bad way to go, so long as he could peek up her skirt, while she was beating him to death.
"I'm sorry, Mom," he said with downcast eyes, while pretending to look at the floor, when he was staring at her exposed panties. He stared at her pussy mound, he stared at the outlined indentation of her visible slit through her panties, and he stared at her shapely thighs, while wishing he was positioned in between them. "It's just a story?" God, he was such a pervert to notice his mother's nipples and to be staring at his mother's panties at a time like this.
"Just a story? Just a story?" She slammed his binder on his desk from where she was still sitting on his bed. "You wrote about stripping me naked. You wrote about kissing me, French kissing me. You wrote about touching me everywhere, where no son should ever touch his mother. You wrote about eating my pussy and giving me two orgasms with your mouth, your fingers, and your tongue, and a third orgasm with your cock," she said, this time not fluttering her eyelids and/or touching her hair, as he had her do in his story. He's never seen her so angry.
"Truly, I'm sorry, Mom. It won't happen again," he said, while thinking until I write my next story about you tonight, bitch.
"You wrote about me blowing you," she said shaking her head with disappointment. "How could you write about me sucking your cock, Jason, with you cumming in my mouth and swallowing my own son's cum."
She was making him horny with the images she was giving him. Suddenly, all that he could think about was her on her knees sucking him and him cumming in her mouth, while watching her swallowing him. She gave him a hard look, as if he was a stranger writing porn about her, instead of being her son writing incestuous stories about a son's love for his mother.
"I'm sorry, Mother, really, it's just a story," he said. "I meant no offense."
She move herself off his bed and walked to him. She gave him a look, as if she was about to slap him across the face and then, she did. He couldn't believe his mother slapped across the face. If she was going to slap him, he'd prefer she'd pull down his pants and underwear, put him across her knee and paddle his ass. Notwithstanding her type of slap, the sound of her hand on his face transgressed a generation of him maturing from a man to a boy. To be so treated, as if he was still a child with his mother slapping him across the face, was humiliating. As if she had just given him a lobotomy, the slap knocked all the lust that he had for his mother from his head and replaced it with rage.
"Meant no offense? Then, I meant no offense by slapping your face. That's for writing that disgustingly degrading story about me," she said with tears streaming down her face, while punctuating her statement by stabbing her index finger in his chest.
"Mother! I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," he said holding his reddening face.
If her slap hadn't shocked him enough, her reaction to his story was something he never considered, when writing such a sexual and incestuous story about her. Not considering her feelings before, when writing his stories, her slap awakened him to make him consider her feelings now. Now, instead of feeling incestuously attracted to his mother, he felt ashamed.
Only, truth be told, without any remorse, he wasn't sorry. In a sick sort of way, he was excited that his mother had such a realistic reaction to reading his story. His starring character in all of his stories of incest, she was his number one fan. For her to be so upset, this upset to evoke that kind of violent emotion from his ordinarily unemotional mother, for her to slap his face, then he knew that his writing was good and that he had gotten to even her. He was suddenly proud of what he had written, a masterpiece of a mother and son incest story.
At first impulse, her slap made him angry and he so wanted to push her back on his bed and kiss her, really kiss her. Only, even though he's written inappropriate stories about her, this was still his mother. Nonetheless, in an overwhelming incestuous urge, he had a sudden image or ripping open her blouse, pulling down her short skirt, pulling her bra over her head and off, and tearing down her panty. Oh, yeah, it wouldn't take very much to strip this sexy bitch naked, just four items of clothing.
Other than visualizing her in his stories, writing endlessly about it, and thinking about it, while masturbating, he had never seen his mother naked. Maybe now was the time. Maybe today was the day. After not only writing about her stripping naked but also about her giving him hot sex, how perfect would that be to finally have his wicked way with his pious mother?
If she was going to act like this over a stupid story, if she was going to look at him with hatred and slap him across his face in anger, obviously something that she'd never forgive him for writing, he may as well do the dirty deed. After he stripped her naked and after fucked her, he wondered if she'd blow him. He wondered if she'd suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth, before swallowing him, so long as, just like in his story, he gave her an orgasm with his mouth, fingers, and tongue. Maybe there was a wild, sexual to her beneath her holier than thou demeanor. Oh, yeah, he' love to see this sexy bitch naked and on her knees, but not praying, rather sucking.
Only, respectful of the family bond that she was his mother and he was her son, he didn't have to do any of that. As soon as his mother slapped him and stared at him with hate, he knew that he had deeply violated her. Then, as if she was an Academy Award actress playing an Oscar worthy role, her face changed, morphed actually, from hatred, to love, and then to sexual excitement. He couldn't believe the immediate transformation in her. Then, even more unbelievable than her slapping his face, she took his face in her hands and kissed him, really kissed him, before parting his lips with her tongue. Without doubt, bar none, a passionately kiss from his mother was the best kiss he's ever had in his life. From a slap to a kiss, and what a kiss it was, he couldn't believe his mother French kissed him.
"Never have I read such a hot story," she said kissing and kissing him with obvious sexual excitement. "I've been up here masturbating, while reading your hot story. See? Smell," she said holding her musky finger to his nose, before running her finger along his lips and inserting it in his mouth. Without doubt, his mother inserting her finger in his mouth, the finger she used to masturbate herself with, was the most sexually arousing and incestuously erotic thing that's ever happened to him.
"Mother," he said licking her finger.
"I want you to do everything you wrote in that story to me," she said in between kisses. "I want you to strip off my clothes, feel my breasts, finger my nipples, suck my tits, finger my pussy, eat me, lick me, and," she said with a quiver, "fuck me."
"Mother, I can't do that. You're my mother," he said torn between maintaining a normal relationship with his mother over making her his sexy, incestuous bitch.
"Yes you can do this, Jason, and yes you will. If you can write about having sex with me, then you can have sex with me. I want you to make love to me, Jason. If you could write such beautiful, sexual things about me, your mother, I can only imagine what a lover you'd be, while worshiping my naked body."
"But, Mother," he said pausing, "you're my mother."
"Then, after you do all of those beautiful and sexy things to my body," she said ignoring his words with an excited smile and a giddy laugh. Instead of wanting to have incestuous sex with her son, she was acting as if she was telling him that she was taking him to Disney World, "I want to suck your cock," she said with enthusiasm, while leaning closer to him to whisper in his ear. "I want you to cum in Mommy's mouth and I want to swallow you, my son."
On an around tour of her body, definitely, she was taking him on a trip, but not to Disney World. She wanted to take him to places, where no son should go with his mother. Only, there was only one thing wrong with this scenario. She scared him. Truth be told, he was scared out of his mind.
Truly, his Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day story was just a story. Even though he masturbated over his story, over her, and over holding her panties, he never thought for a minute that he'd ever have sex with his mother. Now with her on fire and calling his bluff, he didn't know what to do. Yet, truly, his Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day, obviously, was more than just a story for her. Now, with her as excited over him in real life, in the way that he's been excited over her in his sexual fantasies, his story had morphed into being more than just a story, but a reality.
"Mother, but it's just a story," he said hoping to awaken her from her sexual fantasy, while taking a step away from her.
Perhaps, she was giving him a dose of his own medicine. Perhaps, she was seeing how far he wouldn't go in hopes of curing him from writing such incestuous trash about her. Perhaps, her teasing him and making him believe that she wants him, as much as he was her, is her way of getting even.
"A story? Just a story? Ha! Not for me it is and apparently, not for you either. What you wrote is more than a story, Jason. What you wrote is more than a sexual fantasy. Looking into my mind and peering into my heart, what you wrote is a vision. What you wrote is a story about our forbidden love."
"Mother, please, you're making me mad with sexual desire for you. I'm only human. I can only resist you for so long," said Jason pleading with her to stop, but he was so weak, too weak to say no, and she was so strong in her desire for him.
"Just as I've been lusting over you for years, ever since your 18th birthday, you've been lusting over me, too," she said giving him a perverse look. "Just as I was hot for my father, just as I couldn't get enough of Daddy's cock, now I'm hot for his son and now I want your cock, too."
His son? I'm his son? Did my mother just say that I'm my grandfather's son? If only by the way they acted, when around one another, he always suspected that his mother had an incestuous relationship with her father. Now his suspicions were confirmed. He was a love child born from incest. For sure, that would explain some things, no doubt, the reason why he's so sexually attracted to his mother and the reason why he feels the need to write incestuous stories about her. Nonetheless this new revelation, he needed some time to think.
"No, Mother. You're wrong. It's just a story. We can't do this. This is incest," he said pleading with a deranged woman, who was intent on having sex with his young, hard body.
"You've been leering at me, while hoping to see my panty, my pussy, my bra, and my tits. I can't tell you how many times, I accidentally on purpose allowed you to see what you were so hoping to see of me," she said with a sexy laugh. "Oh, I had so much fun sexually teasing you, Jason, while knowing you were up in your room stroking your cock. I can't tell you how many times I wanted to barge in your bedroom, when I knew you were masturbating to help stroke you and to suck you.
"Mother!"
"I can't tell you how many times you purposely flashed me your cock. You pretended you were embarrassed, only by your erection giving you away, I knew you were excited. Just as I had, you pretended it was accidental, only by how often it happened, your intention was purposeful," she said giving him a sexy look, before putting an index finger to her lip and licking it. "I can't tell you how many times I looked away, while wanting to stare and while wanting to fall to my knees to suck you. How did you know that I wanted you, as much as you wanted me? Obviously by all that you wrote in your story, you did."
"I didn't know, Mother, truly, I had no idea that you were lusting over me, as much as I was lusting over you. It was just a story," Jason backed up against his bedroom wall, but with no place to go, he was trapped.
She reached her hand down felt his cock, before cupping his balls through his pants. Then, with a look of depravity, she unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped his pants and watched them fall to the floor in a heap, before French kissing him again.
"Undress me," she said whispering the lust she had for her son in his ear again. "Strip me naked. Fuck me, Jason. As your mother and legal guardian, I'm giving you permission to lick my pussy," she said licking the side of his face, "and to fuck me," she said humping his body into the wall.
"Oh, Mother," he said wrapping his arm around her waist to revel in her deep, wet kiss.
"Fuck me, Jason," she said breaking off her kiss to speak. "Fuck your mother. Fuck, Mommy, Jason and as God as my witness, after you do and after you've sexually satisfied me, I will give you the best damn blowjob, you'll ever have in your life."
Jason kicked off his pants, as his mother unbuttoned his shirt and pulled down his underwear. Her warm hand was all over his erect cock. Fondling him, while stroking him, she fell to her knees to take him in her mouth. Sucking and sucking him, she stopped, before he got too excited.
He couldn't believe his mother grabbed his prick He couldn't believe that his mother had his cock in her mouth. He couldn't believe his mother was blowing him. A sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe that his mother wanted him, as much as he wanted her.
"Oh, Mother, that felt so good," he said.
She moved up to him and kissed him hard, French kissed him, and he could taste his own cock in her mouth, but he didn't care.
"Now strip me, Jason, and fuck me," she said pushing her pussy into him, as if her cunt was a secret passageway, a black hole to an new universe, where they both could travel to expand their relation of mother and son, to man and woman making love. "After reading your story, I need to cum," she said French kissing him again.



Unlike in his Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day story, where he took his time to unbutton her blouse, while stopping to see what each unbuttoned button revealed, before continuing, quickly, he unbuttoned her blouse. Exposing her C cup bra and abundant cleavage to his horny eyes, he removed her blouse from her hot, shapely body, as if he was unwrapping a very expensive birthday gift. Then, with all the lust that he harbored for his mother, desire that morphed from young adult, testosterone filled curiosity to a man's incestuous lust for his mother, he unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. As if watching her skirt descend in slow motion, he watched the blue, cotton material fall to the floor and crumple around her feet, in the way that all of his incestuous inhibitions fell.
A sight to behold, he took a step away from her to see her in her bra and panty. With his horny hand around his erect cock, he couldn't count the times he imagined seeing her in her bra and panty. Even though he was eager to strip her naked, even though he was eager to see her without her bra and panty, he had to touch her through her bra and feel her through her panty to satisfy all the wicked thoughts he had about feeling her through her underwear.
He reached out his horny hand and cupped her breast and did the same with her other breast, while his fingers searched and found her nipples. He pulled them out through her bra. Already, they were so big. Then, as if reaching his hand in a warm bag of dough, he reached his hand down to cup his mother's pussy through her panty. Feeling the weight of her mound, he slid his finger along her slit to trace her opening, while imagining his cock sliding easily inside.
Then, with a drum roll sounding off in his head and a symbol crash, as soon as he released her naked breasts, he reached his hands out to unhook her front snapping bra. There in an instant, two massive, sexual preoccupations that he had lusted over seeing and touching for years, there they were, her big, full breasts. She had such beautiful tits and his hands were instantly all over them. Only, just as in his story and as if she wasn't sexually excited enough before, as soon as he touched her nipples, she was insane with incestuous desire for him.
Then, the piece de resistance, as if removing all barriers between them, he pulled down her panties. Oh, my God, just like in his story, his mother's brown, bushy pussy was right there. As soon as she was naked, she grabbed his hand.
"Touch me, Jason," she said excitedly. "Finger your mother in the way you did me in your story. Make me cum, Jason," she said breathlessly. After reading that story, after masturbating and not yet getting off, before you came home from college, I need to cum."
As soon as he touched her clit and fingered her pussy, she gasped. As soon as he fingered her, she pushed him down to lick her. Quickly, as if tied together at the hips and by their lips, they found their way to the bed, where Jason licked his mother's cunt, until she had an orgasm. Then, just as he wrote in his story, he didn't stop licking her, until she had a second orgasm. While enjoying the afterglow, before she had a chance of enjoying the moment, he mounted her.
She reached down to guide her son inside her. A long time sexual fantasy, he was making love to his mother. Only, instead of deceiving her, tricking her by his logic, and getting her drunk on alcohol, their sex was consensual. A son fucking his mother and mother making love to her son, this was an incestuous dream come true for both of them.
Humping and humping her with all the strength and virility of a 22-year-old, he didn't stop, until she was at the verge of having a third orgasm. Returning his humps and humping her son with all the sexual excitement that she had in humping her father so long ago, she was now humping her son. They both had an orgasm at the same time. Wishing he could continue the cycle, too bad, his mother can no longer get pregnant, he thought how bizarre for his son to have an incestuous affair with his grandmother, who was actually his Mom. Wow!
Enjoying the moment, while thinking of all the changes that would happen with his mother no longer his mother, but his lover, Jason figured they'd move somewhere, where no one knew them to live as husband and wife. With her looking younger and him looking older, no one would suspect that they were mother and son. Then, when he looked down, his sexual fantasy come true, his mother was already poised between his legs with his cock in her hand, while looking up at him with her big, green eyes.
"I'm going to suck you, now, Jason. I'm going to blow my son. Only, you must promise, Mommy," she said, as if asking him to eat all of his vegetables, "that you'll cum in Mommy's mouth. If you do cum in Mommy's mouth, Mommy will swallow," she said, as if promising to give him dessert after.
"Yes, Mother, I promise. Blow me. Suck my cock, Mom."
As soon as his mother took him in her mouth, as soon as she started stroking him, while sucking him, he thought of his next story to write, Mom Fucks and Sucks Me Senseless. Then, before even continuing his thoughts about that story, he thought of another story to write, My Mother's Father is my Dad.
THE END
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Can I sleep with you?
Can I sleep with you? Am I dreaming? Did Lynn, the woman of my dreams, just ask me, the old perverted guy, if she could sleep with me?
Always breaking an uncomfortable moment with humor and always ruining my chance with a beautiful woman by saying the wrong thing, at the wrong time, a freight train of thoughts ran through my mind. Sometimes humor works, but most times it doesn't. Probably, it would more work for me, if I looked more like George Clooney and/or had his money. Only, I was a middle aged man with a head over heels attraction for a beautiful woman half my age.
No, Lynn, it's very inappropriate for you to sleep with me. How dare you ask me that? What is wrong with you? I'm old enough to be your father. You ought to be ashamed of yourself to want to put me in such a awkward and compromising position. How could you, a guest in my home, insult me by asking me a question like that?
Go away. I'm too upset to even talk to you. Get out! Get out of my room immediately. I can't stand to look at you, I'm so deeply offended. Please, return to your room, before I throw you out of my house and into the night the night to fend for yourself against, nocturnal creatures of all kinds.
As ridiculous as was her question, the retorts that I thought but, thankfully didn't verbalize, was just as ridiculous. Then, I wondered, what did she mean by wanting to know if she could sleep with me? Did she want to sleep or did she want to have sex?
"Yes, of course, you can sleep with me," as if she had just asked me, if I wanted a million dollars that she had found in her purse. Sleeping with her was like winning the lottery, anyway.
I moved to the side to make room for her, when what I really wanted to do was to move closer to the middle of the bed, so that she'd be butting up against me. When she passed by the moonlight that glowed through the open window, it revealed her shapely silhouette proving my suspicion that she was naked. Be still my heart. She's naked. Lynn, the woman of my dreams, is naked, in my room, and about to sleep with me in my bed. Thank you, Jesus!
Being that I was already in the room, when she entered, my eyes had already adjusted to the darkness and I could make out more of her voluptuous body, as she climbed in bed beside me. My heart and pulse raced to beat one another in my desire for her. It was times like this that I wish I had a crash cart or a nitroglycerine tablet in case I had a heart attack. Code blue! Realistically, I wish I had taken a Viagra. Still, with her walking by the window like that, I didn't need a Viagra because I already had a solid erection.
It was all so surreal and I couldn't have imagined a better dream than the one that was happening now in real life. Earlier that day, we were out walking our dogs in the dog park and I was happy just to be in her company, even for only an hour and now, here she is in my bedroom and in my bed naked. Generally, after I'm out with her walking through the dog park, that night, just before retiring to bed, I masturbate, while thinking about her. If I had fantasized this scenario, I never would have believed it. I never would have believed that this lovely and sexy 25-year-old woman would want to be with this lonely and horny 50-year-old man. Something like this never happens to someone like me.
She got in bed beside me and even without touching me, I could feel the heat of her body. She was hot. She was so very hot. I wanted to touch her and to feel her everywhere. I wished that I could hold her in my arms and kiss her. Just with the thought of her with me, my cock grew without the touch of my hand, until it stood straight out and up. Even though I was sexually excited, I was embarrassed and thought about turning away from her, so that she wouldn't see my erection. Now, I knew the answer to both of the previous questions, when wondering about her. She sleeps in the nude and she prefers the left side of the bed.
"I hope you understand and won't be offended that I don't want sex," she said with a pause. "That is not to say that I'm not attracted to you."
"It's okay. Don't worry about it," I whispered. Now embarrassed again, I figured she saw my erection.
Truly, it did not matter. Of course, I would have preferred an intimate, sexual relationship with her, but a platonic relationship, one where we sleep together in the nude, will certainly do just fine. I couldn't wait for the morning light to see her lying beside me naked. I wondered if she'd mind, if I took a few candid photos of her.
"It's just that I only need comfort and, well, you've been so nice to me by allowing me to stay in your beautiful home, and suddenly, I feel so close to you, closer than I ever have with my boyfriend or with any man," she said pausing again. "And you make me laugh. Some of the things that you say are so funny," she said laughing, no doubt thinking of some of the funny things that I had said. She paused again and I could feel that she had more to say, so I didn't respond. "I like you, Freddie. I really like you. You have been so very nice to me and never have you taken advantage of me, even with me lying beside you naked. I feel safe with you. I never felt safe with my boyfriend." I felt her exhale a relaxed breath. "I know you'd never take advantage of me for sex."
Damn, what do I have sucker written on my forehead? Does she think me a eunuch? I didn't know how to respond to her. I stayed quiet for a moment digesting what she said. Suddenly, she made me wish that I wasn't naked. She made me wish that I was wearing underwear and was not lying there with an erection. Now, I felt that I had betrayed her trust. I felt like a pervert. I felt like the wretched lecher that I was. I could feel my erection softening.
"Sex? Yes, of course, I understand. Please, don't worry about that. Sex never left, um crossed my mind," I said and we both laughed.
"Only, if you don't mind, Freddie, can you hold me? I can't fall asleep without being held, first."
Can I hold her? Is she kidding me? This just gets better and better. She's asking a horny, naked, middle aged man to hold her young, naked, sexy body against my decrepit, wrinkled, naked body. My mind was racing with imagined images of me having sex with her.
"I'd love to hold you, Lynn," I said wanting to finish it with...forever. "Only," I said with a pause, "I'm naked."
"That's okay. I'm naked, too."
I opened my arm and she snuggled beside me laying her hand on my hairy chest. The heat from her hand made my penis pulsate. From what I could feel of her without touching her, she felt incredible. I focused on the part of my body that touched her body trying to discern the shaped of her breasts by the sensation of them against my ribs. It was then that I wished I was built like a spider with 8 legs, or in my case, 8 arms with 8 hands.
The feel of her naked tits pressed against my ribs made me want to reach down and cup them. It was torture and she was driving me mad with sexual desire for her. This cuddling without touching was tortuous and felt too much like a couple's sex therapy class. Holding her like this, without touching her, was so erotic and so frustrating at the same time. Her patch of pubic hair tickled the hairs on my thigh and I so wanted to reach down and finger her. Afraid to touch her, afraid she'd get the wrong impression, and I'd touch something that I couldn't resist not touching, I stayed there with my hands out and my fingers splayed. Going for broke, rolling the dice, and taking the gamble, I asked her the question.
"Do you mind if I touch you? I don't mean in a sexual way but—"
"Touch me? Yes, of course, you may touch you, silly," she said laughing.
Slowly, softly, and gently, as if she was breakable, I ran my hand along her shoulders, down her back, and down to the top of her ass touching the top of her ass crack with the tips of my fingers. I so wanted to feel her firm ass, to cup her sweet bottom, to squeeze it, and to allow my fingers to probe her further between her legs. She has a wonderful ass and I've been lusting over her ass, since I first met her. I so wanted to feel her tits and to finger her pussy. I so wanted to make sweet, slow love to her. Only, one step at a time. She was already in my bedroom naked.
"I like that," she said. "That feels nice. You're touch is relaxing."
Great, I thought. Instead of turning her on, my touch is putting her to sleep.
I continued giving her a light back and shoulder massage with my hand traveling from her shoulders to her back and to just above her ass. Would you mind if I turned on the light? I never sleep in the dark; I wanted to say, but didn't. I laughed at the ridiculousness of the thought, while imagining her in an examination room with a 1,000 watt light bulb overhead illuminating her naked body.
Now, turn to the side and move your arms over your head. Now, lay on your back. Open your legs. Wider. Wider. Raise your knees. I was crazy with the thought of her posing in all kinds of positions. I thought about her boyfriend painting her in the nude. Boy, what a dope he was to lose his beauty.
She moved her hand across my chest with her fingers playing with my chest hairs. Her elbow came in contact with the tip of my now semi-erect penis and it suddenly sprung to life again with her accidental contact. My cock, not giving a care who, when, and where he fucked, tried to fuck her elbow.
"You have a nice, hard body," she said slowly running her hand over my chest, shoulders, biceps, and stomach. "I like a man with muscles. My boyfriend was a wimp. He had no muscles at all."
When she reached down and felt my stomach, my cock pulsated against her forearm. I was hoping that she'd reach her hand down just a little further. I wished I could feel what it was like to have her small, soft hand wrapped around my big, hard cock, as she stroked me. I wondered what it was like to have her mouth on my cock, as she blew me. I couldn't help but think about making sweet, slow love to her and then to pound her body with the lust of my desire.
"Well, you aren't so bad yourself. From what I have seen of you in the moonlight, you have a very shapely figure."
"Thank you." She moved her arm away and my stiff cock bounced off her elbow again. My cock was determined to fuck her elbow. "Sorry, I've given you an erection," she said with a giggle.
"It's okay. There'd be something seriously wrong with me, if I didn't have an erection with you lying beside me naked," I said laughing. "Being a heterosexual, horny man, I'm expected to become aroused, when a beautiful, naked woman crawls in bed with me to cuddle."
"Do you," she paused and it was a long pause that made me imagine every possible question that she was about to ask me, but never did I imagined her asking me this. "Do you want me to do something about that for you?"
"What do you mean?" As soon as I asked the question, I felt like the fool. I knew exactly what she meant.
Slowly, she moved her hand down my chest, along my stomach and touched my pubic hair with her fingertips, before reaching further down and taking my stiff cock in her hand. Her hand felt warm and soft, as if it belonged there. The excruciating length of time that it took her to slide her hand down from my chest to my cock was teasingly erotic. I think that I held my breath the whole time in sexual anticipation.
"I can relieve some of the stress of the day for you, if you'd like."
"What you are doing now feels wonderful," I said afraid to ask her to masturbate me. I mean, I haven't had a twenty-five-year-old give me hand job in twenty-five years.
Glad that she ignored my shy reticence, with that, she began slowly stroking me. The touch of her hand wrapped around my cock made me the hardest that I have been in years. She reached down and cupped my balls and then returned to holding and stroking my cock. She repeated the process several times. In the way that she fondled my cock and balls, it felt more like an erotic massage given to me from my personal, sex therapist than it did a sexual act. Lynn was giving me the best, slow hand job I have ever had in my life.
"Oh, Lynn, that feels incredible. Only, if you continue stroking me, you'll make me cum. I'm so very horny right now and have been ever since I met you."
There was a silence between us, but I could feel her thinking and knew she was about to ask me something.
"Have you thought about me," she said pausing, "naked?"
"Yes," I said instantly not even having to think about the answer.
"Have you imagined me touching you like this?" There was a slight quiver to her voice.
"Yes," I said suddenly feeling a bit awkwardly perverted.
"Did you ever masturbate," she said this time with a longer pause, "when thinking of me?" She asked in a breathless whisper.
"Lynn, I—"
"It's okay, you can tell me. I won't be offended. Matter of fact, communicating your sexual thoughts and desires excites me to know that you thought of being with me sexually, while masturbating to those thoughts." She laughed. "It's erotically intoxicating, when a woman knows that she drives her man wild with lustful desire for her.
I couldn't believe that she was getting turned on with this dirty pillow talk. I couldn't believe she called me 'her man'. Definitely, she was my kind of woman. Dirty pillow talk is paramount to putting me in the mood for hot sex. I just love a dirty girl, especially this pillow talking, dirty girl.
"Yes, I've masturbated, while thinking about being with you," I said glad that it was dark and she couldn't see me turning red and excited to be a participant in her pillow talk game. I felt foolish asking her the question, but I did. "Have you thought about me?" I said expecting her to laugh and to say, no.
"Yes, a few times, I wondered what it would be like to make love to you. I wondered what it would feel like to be in bed with you naked, as we are now, and with my hand around your cock as it is now."
"Did you ever masturbate when thinking about me?"
"Yes, I masturbated over the thought of you, after the first time we walked through the dog park. You were kind to me and made me laugh. That night, I touched myself with the thoughts of making love to you."
Oh, my God. She masturbated over me. I thought I was the only pervert to masturbate over anyone.
There was another silence as she continued slowly stroking my cock. Her hand felt amazing. She was so gentle and yet held it firm enough to give me the perfect tension. I could have not given myself a better hand job.
"What do you think about?"
"You know," I said, "the regular stuff." She continued stroking me only, now, a little faster, no doubt, either aroused that I masturbated over her or wanting to sexually excite me more with the hopes that I'd be more informative.
"Tell me. I want to know. I like this game," she said. "Did you think about making love to me? Did you think about eating my pussy? Did you think of me blowing you? Did you ever think of me sucking your cock? Did you imagine what it felt like to cum in my mouth?" She laughed. "Did you think of my tits and sucking my nipples?"
Oh, my God. Never have I been with a woman so forwardly sexual. The way she asked me those questions in rapid fire succession confessed that she was getting aroused, while giving me a hand job. Damn, as if sent from God, she was my Angel of sexual mercy. My kind of woman.
"Lynn, you are driving me nuts with all these questions." My cock was so hard and she was making me so horny with all this talk. "You're going to make me cum with all this hot, dirty talk."
"You don't like talking dirty during sex?"
Sex? Was that what we were having, after expressing telling me that she didn't want sex?
"Are you kidding me? I'm the master of dirty talk. I love talking dirty during sex. Only, you're going to make me cum," I said again.
"It's okay, Freddie, I want you to cum. That's the whole idea, after all, of relieving your stress."
She continued stroking me faster.
"Lynn," I said excitedly, "may I feel your body?"
"Yes, please, I want you to touch me, only not my pussy, not yet, not tonight." She laughed again. "I've been wondering when you were going to feel my tits and finger my nipples, only please don't suck them, not yet. I'm horny, too, you know, after stroking your cock while stroking your libido."
I thought that strange that she didn't want me to touch her pussy. I figured maybe she had her period or was getting her period or was not ready yet to take that step with me, an older man.
I reached down and felt her ass. I had been lusting over her ass. She had the best ass that my hand has ever felt. I loved feeling her ass. I couldn't get enough of touching her ass.
"You have an incredible ass, especially when it is highlighted in your tight jeans."
"So you like my ass, do you?" She laughed a melodious laugh. I loved her laugh and it was exciting to hear a woman laugh in my house again.
"No, I don't like your ass. I love your ass," I said with a laugh, while feeling the perfect round, firmness of her cheeks.
I reached my other hand over and across, and taking her breast in my hand, I fingered her nipple, while wishing that I could suck them. Her breast felt so soft, yet weighty and so very firm. Having been with women more my age, it had been many years, since I felt firm breast in my hand. All the women I've been with up to this point have been mature women, women who care more about their reading material than they do the condition of their bodies. Obviously, none of them had the supple body of a 25-year-old.
Even though she expressly told me not to suck them, I briefly touched her nipple. Her nipple was so very erect and they felt big between my fingers. I wished I could have seen what he breasts looked like. I wished I could have leaned down and taken her nipple in my mouth, but she had asked me not to do that, not yet, anyway. I so wanted to explore her pussy with my fingers, tongue, and cock.
"You have wonderful tits," I said. "The first time I saw your cleavage, was when your boyfriend tore open your dress. Seeing your bra, the top of your breasts, and your cleavage, made me so horny. You have that deep, natural line of cleavage that women pay plastic surgeons thousands of dollars to get."
"Do you really like my tits?" I watched the silhouette of her head look down at herself and I wondered how much she could see of me and of my cock.
"I love your tits."
"Touch my nipples," she said. "I know that I said for you not to go easy with my nipples but, I'm horny and I like having my nipples touched."
My fingers worked her nipples. Her nipples were so erect and her tits were big and firm. Fingering them, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, I loved playing with her nipples. I couldn't wait for the morning light to show me her body. It took all the control that I had not to snap on the light.
"There's some tissue on the nightstand next to you," I said feeling the sensation that I was getting closer to shooting my load.
"Tissues? For what? I don't need to blow my nose," she said with a laugh.
"I'm getting ready to cum," I said, fearing that I'm make a sticky mess.
"I won't need any tissues, Freddie," she said sliding halfway down the length of me and taking me in her mouth.
To be continued...
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Oh, my God! I couldn't believe this was happening to me. I couldn't believe that my gorgeous, dream girl, Lynn, was giving me a blowjob. Oh, baby, yeah, that's right, suck my cock. I was afraid to verbalize those thoughts for fear that she may be offended and stop.
She stopped and removed my cock from her mouth.
"Am I doing something wrong?"
"No, this is great," I said hoping that I wasn't doing something wrong for her to stop blowing me.
"Well, you were so quiet," she said pausing and looking up at me with her hand around my cock inches from her lips. "Tell me what you want. It excites me to hear you talk dirty. The more you talk, the hornier I get, and the better the blowjob that I'll give you." She put my cock back in my mouth and I watched her looking up at me, while waiting for me to tell her.
Quiet? I guess I've always been quiet, while having sex. What does she want me to do, bounce up and down on the bed, while screaming as if I'm a woman having an orgasm? Nonetheless, I figured I'd be more verbally responsive.
"Oh, baby, yeah, that's right, suck my cock. Suck it! Lick my prick, Lynn. Blow me. I love it when you suck my cock. Suck, Lynn, suck it. Blow me baby," I said new at this and feeling ridiculous saying all those things to her.
"Freddie, suddenly, I feel like I'm playing second base for the Boston Red Sox," she said laughing. "There's a huge difference between erotic pillow talk and needless chatter."
We both laughed.
"Sorry, it's just that when you said the more that I talk the better the blowjob, I didn't want to miss out."
"Don't worry," she said with a chuckle, "you won't."
The more that I said how pretty she was, the more that I said what a great body she had, and the more that I said how good her blowjob felt, the more into blowing me she was getting. Accustomed to being around women my age, women who didn't appreciate my dirty pillow talk, Lynn was refreshingly exciting. Only, it would take me a while to get back in the pillow talking game.
She started making those loud slurping and sucking sounds that are such a turn on, when I'm getting blown. I love hearing those sounds as audio feedback showing how much the woman is enjoying sucking my cock. With her lying with me in bed naked, especially in the way that she looks naked or fully dressed, this was too much to wrap around my brain. If I had wanted to custom make a woman, Lynn was her.
Where did someone so young learn to give such a blowjob? How did she become so skilled and adept at sucking cock? Where did she learn the magical things that she was now doing to my cock with her tongue, lips, and mouth. Definitely, I was receiving the best blowjob of my life. I couldn't help but start humping her head and fucking her mouth.
I played with her hair and touched her face. I wished I could have snapped on the light. I touched the base of my cock with my fingers tips to feel her lips around my erection with my cock buried in her mouth. When I touched my cock and her mouth, it gave me the image that I needed to get more excited. She sucked me while stroking me and within a few minutes I shot a load of warm semen in her mouth. She took it all as she continued sucking me and swallowing every bit that oozed out of my cock. She licked me dry.
"Oh, fuck! Lynn! Jesus!" I held her head between my hands, while humping her head and fucking her mouth. I could not stop cumming.
"Hmm, that was good," she said licking a few drops of my cum from her lips.
"Can I do something for you?"
"No, remember, we agreed" she said. "I asked you to understand that I did not want sex?"
She didn't want sex? Other than in the mind of President Clinton, since when is a blowjob not considered sex?
"But, you just blew me. Isn't that sex?"
"That's just a blowjob between friends. That's not sex. Now, if you were to lay me, if we were to have intercourse and fuck, then that would be sex." She laughed. "If you were to stick that big cock up my ass, then that would be sex." She kissed my cock. "If you were to make me cum, then that would be sex."
"So, let me get this straight. If I cum, while you're blowing me, that's not considered sex, but if I eat your pussy and make you cum, then that's considered sex," I said with confusion.
A real eye opener to the mind of the younger generation, her comment made me wonder how many friends she has blown. I found that information erotically exciting and hoped that she'd share that data with me in future pillow talking sessions.
"Yes," she said giving me that sexy smile that I could see even in the dark.
"Okay," I said still confused, but nonetheless sexually satisfied.
There's so much that I needed to understand about the younger generation. Back in my day, if I received a blowjob, that was paramount to a marriage proposal. Now that I think of it, anytime I get horny, I can ask Lynn for a bit of naked friendship and maybe, she'll understand and give me a blowjob. I like this not having sex thing. Now, I understand Bill Clinton's reasoning, when he was caught with Monica Lewinski.
As far as I was concerned, it was a unique situation and a fulfilling relationship having Lynn in my life. The weeks flew by with her sleeping beside me in the nude and with her giving me regular hand jobs and the occasional blowjob, after which, every time, I held her until she fell asleep. Believe it or not, my favorite thing to do with her was not the regular hand jobs or the occasional blowjob, it was holding and spooning with her, until she fell asleep.
I had forgotten how it felt to feel someone so young. Without a wrinkle on her perfect body, with her skin feeling so soft, she smelled so new. Do you know what I mean? She even smelled young. Her skin was so soft, yet so firm. Just touching her made me feel young again.
After being with Lynn, I could never go back to being with another woman my age. She ruined me for that. Every night, I stayed awake staring at her, while watching her sleep, until I fell asleep. She was so beautiful and, for that moment in time, she was mine and I was mad with desire for her.
Other than allowing me to feel her tits and ass, spooning together with my arm around her and my hand cupping her tit and fingering her nipple, while my cock was firmly pressed against her ass, she didn't want me to touch her pussy or to give her an orgasm. Still, holding her was what I loved doing the best with her, anyway, so I was happy. To me, foreplay was what connected me with her and the rest was anti-climatic. I just loved the feeling of her in my arms, the intimacy, and the closeness of cuddling.
We had yet to even French kiss and I so wanted to explore her mouth with my tongue. I desperately wanted to make out with her. I suspected she feared that if we started making out, she'd want to go all the way and she wasn't ready for that. Maybe with her boyfriend just dumping her, it was too soon.
Nonetheless, it was wonderful having her there with me. I looked forward to the mornings where we sat with our coffee watching the dogs play. The afternoons were the same sipping coffee, while watching the dogs, and talking. Now, instead of takeout food, Lynn cooked. Every night, she made something different and something delicious. She wasn't a great cook, but after living alone for a year, her cooking tasted way better than, what I was having delivered to the house most evening
After a while, our relationship changed. I felt it. We grew closer. There was a bond between us, only with me being so much older than her, I didn't know if it was a bond of love or just companionship.
Then, one day, it was a day like any other, when she looked at me differently than she had before. The change in how she looked at me was obvious, I thought. Only, I hoped I was reading her look correctly. Before, whenever she looked at me, she looked at me as if I was her best friend. Now, every time she looked at me, she looked like Cupid's arrow had found her heart, I hoped. She looked at me with love and as if I was her lover. We had been living together now for more than two months and Seymour was beginning to resemble a small pony in size. He was just a bit smaller than a Great Dane. Even for a Rhodesian Ridgeback, she was right, he was going to be big.
"I've been thinking about us," she said with a pensive look that frightened me at first.
Immediately, I suspected the worst and thought that she was preparing to tell me that she was moving out and leaving me. Suddenly, sadness overtook my mood and I couldn't say anything but stare at her. I was in love with her. I loved her. Even though I was old enough to be her father, I truly loved the woman.
Nonetheless, it was gratifying for me to know that she was thinking about us and that she thought about us as a couple. Prior to this sudden conversation, I was beginning to feel like her man instead of her friend. Her man...I liked the sound of that. Only, now, I feared that it was over. Perhaps, she found someone more her age. If she did, I'd be devastated.
"I've grown to have feelings for you, Freddie. I've enjoyed our time together."
Oh, oh. Is this the kiss off? What is she trying to tell me? I was waiting and ready for the prerequisite but word that they say on the television show, The Bachelorette, when they're just about to give someone the boot.
"I like you and you're a wonderful person...but I don't see us continuing in this way."
Trying to keep a brave face on the outside, I was crying on the inside. I expected her to say that, I really did, but I was still surprised, shocked actually, to hear her utter the words. Fuck! I wish I wasn't so much older than she was. I wish I was younger. I wish she wasn't so damn beautiful. This is so cruel to have her in my life and to have to let her go.
Why? I thought we connected. What did I do wrong? What did I say wrong? What could I have done different and better to make her love me? All these things rushed through my mind at once.
I looked at her, listening to what she had to say without interrupting her thoughts, hoping beyond hope that this was not the end and that I was misunderstanding her meaning. I was having a difficult time reading her. I feared hearing the words that it was over. Now that I have experienced more of her, I didn't want to live without her. Now that our relationship had moved from acquaintances walking our dogs at the dog park to living together and sleeping in the nude together, I wanted more. I wanted it all. Hoping she wanted to continue, I hoped that this was her good-bye speech. I had cold sweats and my stomach soured with the thought of her leaving me.
"At first, I had a problem with the difference in age. You're almost the same age as my Dad," she said with a chuckle. "If he was to find out that I was shacking up with a man his age, he wouldn't understand. He'd wonder what he did wrong, no doubt, believing that it was his fault, somehow, that I needed a Daddy figure in my life. There is no way that he'd believe that I could ever fall in love with an older man." She frowned, "He'd be mad. He'd be disappointed in my choice. He'd try to dissuade me from being with you."
"I'm sorry to hear that, Lynn," I said not knowing what else to say.
What does she mean? Does she love me? She referred to the L word. Her mouth was moving, but I didn't hear what she said, after the word love in reference to me, an older man. I know that I love her and have loved her from the first day that I met her, when she appeared from behind some shrubbery with her puppy. I was sick to my stomach with dread. Fearing the rejection, I almost didn't want to hear what she had to say.
"He'd be pissed at me and mad at you."
She paused to look at me, while watching how I was receiving what she had to say. I remained motionlessly quiet, stunned actually, while waiting for her to finish. My emotions were a rollercoaster. Feeling ten feet tall with the thought and the hopefulness that she, indeed, had fallen in love with me, I felt crushed that she was leaving me, perhaps, for someone else, someone younger, no doubt.
"I know my Dad would want me to be happy and he never liked my ex-boyfriend. He thought he was a prick and if I ever told him that he hit me, he'd kill him with his bare hands." She smiled, "My Dad would like you and would be happy for me to know that you have treated me well, with respect, and have been very kind to me. I could see you being friends, good friends, with my Dad."
She walked over to where I was sitting and sat on the arm of the chair taking my hand in her lap. She mindlessly played with my fingers, as she thought of what next to say. I tensed trying to read her. Was her sitting beside me, while playing with my fingers a good sign or a bad sign. I hoped that with her relaxed body language and with her touching me was a good sign.
"Tonight, when we go to bed, I want to make love."
Make love? She wants to make love with me. So, that's what this was about. I was ecstatic. I was in Heaven. She gave me such a soulful look that I had the urge to scratch her ear and pet her head. I've been around the dogs way too much and I don't think she would have understood if I suddenly said...Good girl.
"I never have intercourse with anyone unless I have strong feelings for them," she said giving me a look that melted my heart. "I stopped having intercourse with my boyfriend months before we ended it at the dog park. For me, it was over long before that day that he hit me for the last time." She lifted my hand to her lips and kissed my fingers. "I'm ready to take the next step with you, Freddie, that is, if you're ready to take the next step with me."
If I am ready? Are you serious? Pinch me, I'm dreaming. What time is it, 4pm? Can we go to bed now? Suddenly, I'm very tired, sleepy, actually. I can barely stay awake. I wanted to yawn, but didn't. I didn't want her to think that I was bored and not interested in all that she said. All of these thoughts flashed through my mind like an electrical current, but I didn't dare utter any of them. I didn't want to make light of the seriousness of our relationship and this moment, with levity, as always I do at the wrong time.
"Lynn, I couldn't be happier. Yes, of course, I want to see where this will go." I looked up at her and smiled. "I have feelings for you, too, deep feelings." I couldn't resist. I grabbed my cock and we both laughed. I couldn't help but inject some humor. It was suddenly feeling a bit melodramatic.
"I'm so happy, Freddie," she said giving me a kiss.
"In the short time that I've known you, you've touched my heart." I put my arm around her waist. "At first, my attraction to you was physical because of how gorgeous you are and because of how young you are. I am attracted to younger women. I was flattered to think that someone as beautiful as you, someone as young as you, would be interested in an old man like me."
I coughed pretending that I was feeble and she laughed. I loved her laugh. I loved making her laugh.
My hand lightly massaged her back moving from the back of her bra to the top of her panty, as I formulated my thoughts. I loved feeling her underwear beneath her clothes. I find it so erotic to outline her bra and trace her panty with my fingertips knowing what pure pleasure lies beneath those thin layers of silk and satin fabric.
"Now, everything is so right with you, with us. Everything is so natural. I can't imagine you not being part of my life. I can't imagine you getting up and thanking me for my hospitality and leaving suddenly for another man, a younger man. That would kill me."
"That will never happen, Freddie. You're stuck with me," she said with a laugh.
"Well, if having you in my life is being stuck with you, I'm glad to be attached to you at the hip." I stood and grabbed my car keys. "This is an occasion to celebrate. I'm going to drive to the liquor store and pickup a bottle of champagne."
"Oh, goody," she said clapping her hands. "I love champagne."
"Tell you what; I'll stop by the market and pickup a couple of lobsters, too. Let's make this a night to remember."
With that, I was out the door and on my way to buy all the fixings to celebrate a new beginning with a new woman in my life. I was so happy.
In the excitement, I inadvertently left my wallet home. I didn't realize that I didn't have it with me, until I was standing in the checkout line ready to pay for the champagne. Normally, something like that, forgetting my wallet would put me in a foul mood, but I was in such a good mood that I didn't mind the drive home to get it. Even the thought of the return drive back to the liquor store didn't bother me, as it normally would have. Normally, just thinking about driving back and forth would have made me tired. Now, with her in my life, I felt younger and didn't feel as beaten down as I did before. Life, suddenly, with Lynn in it was good.
There was an old, battered pickup truck parked out front, when I pulled up to the house. I don't know why, but I sensed something wrong and instead of pulling in the driveway, I parked the next house down. The trees in front of my house gave me plenty of cover, enough to sneak around back where the back light was on and where I heard voices. It was him, her damn ex-boyfriend pleading his case and wanting her to take him back. How he found where I live, I have no idea, but it took him more than two months to do it. Maybe, he followed us home one day from the dog park. Wanting to know if she was still interested in him, I stood there listening to them.
"Lynn, I know I screwed up. I treated you like shit and called you names. I hit you. And I'm sorry for that. I'm sorry, Lynn. I'm so sorry. I really am so sorry" he said.
He was just inside the back porch with one foot on the top step. He was standing with his back to me and she was sitting in front of him with his body blocking her view from seeing me peeking around a tree. I was glad that she didn't allow him in the house. I figured he must have come around back, when she saw who it was and didn't answer the door. "I love you. I'm lost without you. Please, come home. Please, let's give it another try. I love you, Lynn."
"I'll never go back with you. I don't love you. It's over between us." In the way that she said that, cold and detached, I believed her. Only, I hope I never hear those words from her lips. Then, she said it. "I'm happy with Freddie. He's good to me. He makes me laugh," she said smiling. "And I love him."
When she told him that she loved me, it sent goose bumps down my arms. She loves me. Roses are red and violets are blue, Lynn loves me and I love her, too. She really loves me.
Only, the look on her boyfriend's face was instant rage. Lynn didn't see it, but I did. He covered himself almost immediately with his sincere and trusting face. This guy was a sick bastard, a real psycho.
"Lynn, I'll be good to you," he said taking a step closer to her. "I'll treat you better. I promise that I'll never hit you, again."
"You'd better leave, John, before Freddie gets back," she said practically growling at him. "He's not going to like you on his property. And I can't be responsible for what he does to you, especially after I told him that was not the first time you hit me."
John. His name is John. Funny how she never mentioned his name and I never asked.
"Fuck him! Who the fuck does he think he is?" Instantly, he turned from the apologetic boyfriend to the raving, lunatic artist that he really is. I was so glad that she saw through him and realized who he really was, a real prick. Some people will never change.
"You'd better go, now. Freddie will be here any minute."
"He's an old man. What's he going to do to me? He got lucky that day, when he hit me. I wasn't expecting that. He sucker punched me and if he ever tried that again, I'll kill him." He took a step towards her; actually, walking onto my back porch. He lifted her up off the chair and pulled her out the back door. "You're coming home with me, now."



With the dogs barking their heads off in the fenced in backyard, he never heard me walk up behind him.
To be continued...
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It had been a long time since Linda had a day off, but here she was home alone and bored. With a chance to flip channels without her husband home to hog the remote, something on Jerry Springer caught her attention. It was a demonstration of bondage and discipline. She had heard of it, of course, and even joked about it, but never had she seen an actual demonstration of it. Wondering if it was for real, intrigued by the underground mystery and taboo surrounding it, she watched the characters, a woman leading a man around on a chain, while acting out their roles.
The woman, Mistress Catherine, a tall and striking redhead, was dressed in sexy lingerie, a pushup bra, thong panties, with garter belt and hose. She was the Dominatrix, who led a man, named Peter, dressed in black leather and wearing a dog collar, around the stage. She spanked his ass with a paddle, while telling him that he was bad, very bad. By the excited look on his face and the obvious bulge in pants, the man being spanked was getting more aroused with every paddle. Something that would hurt her, if being spanked like that on the ass, he appeared to enjoy being spanked and humiliated. Definitely, he enjoyed not only being bossed around by this sexily dressed and attractive woman dominatrix, but also controlled by her. Obviously, he'd do anything to please his Mistress Catherine.
"Yes, Mistress Catherine," he said groveling and without making direct eye contact with her.
Linda couldn't believe her eyes. Mistress Catherine treated her sexual slave, Peter, worse than anyone would treat their dog. Matter of fact, no one would treat their dog in such an inhumane way, by paddling their ass. She even made him lick her boots.
Married too long and bored with her sex life, this sudden and surprising alternative sexual lifestyle of bondage and discipline not only intrigued her but also sparked more than her curiosity in Linda. Suddenly wanting to dress like that, the sight of seeing Mistress Catherine so sexually dressed made her sexually aroused. Nonetheless, temporarily putting such sexy thoughts aside, she went about her household chores not thinking any more about bondage, discipline, and sadomasochism, until later in the afternoon, when she found herself on the computer and surfing the Internet.
A voracious reader, she stumbled across Literotica, a web site of erotic and pornographic stories. She couldn't believe the number of stories, hundreds of thousands of them, perhaps, even millions, that this web site offered for free. Excitedly, she scrolled down to the BDSM category and read a few stories that interested her.
She read one particular story, by BostonFictionWriter, that immediately appealed to her called, Slap Me Again, Only Harder This Time, about a woman being blindfolded and tied up by a masked intruder. The man stripped the woman naked and every time she resisted, he'd slap her ass harder and harder, until she submitted to his will. He squeezed her tits and pulled and twisted her nipples to her obvious sexual delight. Instead of being fearful, the ass slapping, tit squeezing, and nipple pulling and twisting was sexually arousing the woman so much, that she and her intruder had hot sex, the hottest sex she has ever had. He forced her to do dirty and nasty things to his body and she willingly did them without resistance or complaint. He made her his sex slut.
Similarly, much like the woman in the story, Linda was a mother and a housewife. Never had she imagined that this sexually depraved lifestyle would appeal to her, no less turn her on so, but it did. Oddly enough, the funny thing was that the masked man was the woman's next door neighbor. Lusting over her for years, he had been spying on her and watching her in all stages of undress. His bedroom window faced her bedroom window and he had been watching her get dressed each morning and undressed each night. When the woman's husband went on a business trip, by so concealing his identity with a mask, the neighbor took the opportunity to introduce himself sexually to his unsuspecting neighbor.
The story ended with the woman leaving her husband and moving in with her neighbor, where she was forced to have sex with not only him but also his wife. The woman would do anything to please her master, even to have hot, lesbian sex with his wife, while he watched and participated in a threesome, later. A sexual sight to behold and a sexual fantasy that was now quickly becoming Linda's own sexual fantasy, she couldn't believe that there was such a subculture of sexual delight and debauchery out there, just waiting for her to embrace it and participate in it.
While reading more of the story, she discovered that during her time with this man, he even forced her to have sex with the pizza delivery man. Certainly, she was old enough to be the pizza delivery man's mother but that didn't stop her from disobeying her master and not having hot sex with him. She had to have sex with him to please her master, who was watching her from the hall closet. It was all part of her probation and training, he told her. It was all geared to see, if he could trust her to obey her and to take orders.
Later, he even forced her to have incestuous lesbian sex with her sister and her sister-in-law. There were no limits to the control that her master had over her. She was his sexual slave. Fortunately for her, in her ability to please her master, what were the odds that her sister and her sister-in-law would want to have lesbian sex with her? No matter, indeed, it was just a story, a fictional story at that, and Linda suspended her reasoning of disbelief for the sake of the story and to inspire her imagination for her to embrace more of this unbelievably exciting scenario as her sexual fantasy.
The story so turned her on that she started touching herself. She imagined being blindfolded, tied up, and spanked. She imagined a strange man having her wicked way with her, while forcing her to do dirty and nasty things that she never even did with her husband. So sexually aroused, after reading that story, she stripped herself naked, slapped her ass, squeezed her tits, and pulled and twisted her nipples, as she fingered her soaking wet pussy and clit. Aroused by the sexy sexual thoughts of having hot, incestuous, lesbian sex with her sister and her sister-in-law, she imagined being forced to lick another woman's pussy and forced to have her pussy licked by another woman.
Just like in the story, the thoughts of being forced to have sex with her neighbor and the thoughts of having lesbian sex were too much to imagine and made her so hot with desire for him. She imagined being forced to have sex with the pizza delivery man, the Fuller Brush man, the mailman, and the UPS man, while her master watched her perform from the hall closet. She masturbated to a nice orgasm thinking about her next door neighbor, Paul, forcing her to do dirty and nasty things to his body, to his wife's body, Julie, to her sister, to her sister-in-law, and to whatever man dared to come to her front door. Suddenly, she was depraved with sexual excitement, after reading that story, Slap Me Again Only Harder This Time, about incestuous bondage and discipline between a mother and her son.
Coinciding with the story, as it turns out, her neighbor had been watching her, when she skinny dipped with her husband in the pool at night. Now knowing that he was there peeking over the fence excited her and she spent plenty of sexually frustrated nights masturbating over the thoughts of Paul seeing her naked body. She wondered if he masturbated over the sexy sight of her. She wondered what he looked like naked. She wondered how it felt to kiss him, to touch and to feel his cock, to make love to him, and to suck his prick.
Fully aware that he was there watching her, being that she's always been a bit of an exhibitionist and giving him a real voyeuristic show, she enjoyed teasing him by toweling herself dry beneath the patio light, while making sure that she turned to face him and giving him a good show of her trimmed pussy, round ass, and big tits. Now, whenever she thought of him and whenever she saw him spying on her, she imagined him dressed in leather, tying her up, and stripping her naked. She imagined him pounding her pussy with his big, hard cock and doing whatever he asked her to do. She imagined him spanking her, squeezing her big tits, and forcing her to blow him. She found the fantasy so erotic that she thought about playing it out with her husband, Freddie.
She typed in the words bondage, discipline, sadomasochism and thousands of web sites appeared. It didn't take her long to find what she wanted. She grabbed her husband's credit card and ordered everything she needed to satisfy her every wanton, sexual desire and had it shipped next day air express, so that she'd have it for this weekend. That was yesterday and this is today.
To be continued...
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Ah, thank God it's Friday. Unbeknownst that his wife, Linda, was already fully aroused and waiting for him to come home for the weekend, Freddie stopped at the liquor store and picked up a case of beer, a big bag of chips, a can of cashews, and the new Playboy and Penthouse magazines. Home for the weekend after a stress filled week, he was looking forward to flopping in front of the television in his La-Z-Boy recliner and treating myself to a weekend of football, semi-naked, young cheerleaders, and doing nothing but drinking beer and surfing channels. Who knows, maybe after his wife goes to bed, he'll catch a flick on the XXX channel. Some of those movies are pretty hot and are a good way for him to relax and release the tension by masturbating over them. Yeah, baby, life doesn't get any better than this. Maybe, he'll even call out for some Chinese, too.
"Honey, I'm home," he said surprised that Linda wasn't there waiting for him, as soon as he opened the front door. It was payday and she was always there waiting for him on a Friday for him to give her some of his hard earned money. He looked in the living room, peeked in the kitchen, and yelled up the stairs. "Linda? Where are you?"
"I'm up here in the bedroom. And I have a surprise for you."
Oh, geez, a surprise for him only meant that she went shopping and spent more money on clothes and on shoes that he can't afford. He wondered what she bought now. He greeted the dog, shooed away the cat, and closed the front door. Definitely, he's more of a dog person than a cat person. Allergic to cats, as long haired one is a walking hair ball, the cat belongs to his wife.
He removed his suit coat and hung it in the hall closet, set down his briefcase, and loosen his tie, as he scaled the 13 steps to the second floor. It's times like these that he wish he had a ranch with everything on one floor. Tired of going up and down the stairs, they have 3 floors, 4 floors if you count the cellar. Definitely, now that the kids are gone, it's time to downsize and think about moving somewhere warmer and less expensive than this state, the Commonwealth of Taxachusetts.
Besides, this house is too big for only two people. When he heard the squeak of the third step, he thought, something else to fix, one of these day, but not now and not this weekend. This weekend is about doing nothing, no household chores and no errands, nothing but football, cheerleaders, beer, and X-rated TV. This weekend is about relaxing and taking it easy.
He couldn't wait to pour himself a tall, cold one. After that gridlocked, aggravation filled ride home, he needed to decompress and relax before he was back in gridlock traffic and in the weekly grind of doing it all over again Monday morning. Only, he figured that his wife of 25 years needed help hanging new drapes or wanted to show him something, a new bedspread or shoes probably, that she bought at the mall. Not that she needs another pair of shoes, when she already has a hundred pairs that she doesn't wear. Some surprise that is that she needed to go shopping and spend more money.
Suddenly, he envisioned her trying on shoes with the help of the shoe salesman, while wearing a very. short skirt. He'd volunteer to pay for her shoe purchase if only she'd play that game of exhibitionistic peek-a-boo with her panty. It would be so hot for a young guy to get all flustered, while looking up his wife's short skirt with her legs spread wide open and seeing her white panties. He could imagine the shoe salesman going home and masturbating over that view for years. Oh, baby, already, he was getting sexually aroused thinking about masturbating over that scenario himself with the imagined thought of what all his wife was flashing to other men.
Maybe later, he'll pull his prick, but now he needed a cold beer, as soon as he found out what it was his wife wanted to show him. Yet, sill hung up on the thoughts of his wife being an exhibitionist, that would be so hot, if she was and if she'd agree to do something like that. He envied guys, who had wives like that, wives who are exhibitionists and wives who aren't afraid to show their bodies. Lucky bastards.
Unfortunately, his wife is attractive, but she's not a hottie. Her hot days are behind her. Moreover, she's not sexually adventurous in the bedroom. Matter of fact, it's been quite some time since she's given him a blowjob. Generally, when he gets horny, she'll jack him off, while he plays with her tits and fingers her nipples. Not nearly as good as a blowjob, jacking off is something that he can do himself. His favorite thing to do is sucking her tits, before she leans down to suck him, but she said that her nipples have been sore lately. He wondered if that was just an excuse not to blow him. Oh, well...
Now, that the kids have moved away, after college, he wasn't looking forward to another boring weekend with the Mrs. Maybe, she'll go out to the mall with her friends to spend more of his money, while he zones out in front of the big screen watching college and pro football and drinking copious amounts of beer, before falling asleep drunk in front of the TV. Now, as far as he was concerned, that's a weekend.
As soon as he rounded the corner and entered the bedroom he saw her standing there before him. Made up wearing blue eye shadow and red lip gloss, her blonde hair looked like she had just come from the hairdresser. She looked pretty and in the way how he imagined Rene Zellweger's mom looking. He's never seen a photo of Rene Zellweger's mom, but he figured her looking the same as her daughter, albeit a bit older.
"Honey! Wow! What's all this? You look so hot, Linda." His eyes popped out of his head, when he took a closer look at what she was wearing or not wearing. "Where'd you buy that? Is that new? I don't remember seeing that. I would have remembered you wearing that." The semi-naked image of her made me spit out his excited thoughts as if he were a sexual machine gun.
"Calm down, big boy." She twirled around. "So what do you think, Freddie?"
"What do I think?" He looked down at his growing erection and smiled. "I think we both really like that outfit." He walked closer to inspect what she was wearing and to feel her body, especially her silk and satin covered tits. He loved feeling his wife's big tits and fingering her nipples through her lingerie. She calls it groping but he calls it being romantic. "What is it a giant girdle?"
"No, silly, it's a corset."
"It makes your waist look so tiny and your tits look so big, huge really," he said staring at her big breasts, while touching them, feeling them, and caressing them.
"Yeah, well, I think I need you to loosen the ties a bit," she said exhaling, "before I pass out." He walked around behind her to inspect the sexy contraption, while loosening the ties. "Suddenly, I can't breathe," she said doubling over and holding her stomach.
"How'd you get into this? All the ties are in the back," he said fumbling with the laces that were pulled too tight. "Geez, these things are really pulled tight."
"I had Julie help me squeeze myself in this."
"Julie? No way! Our neighbor actually saw you dressed like this?" Suddenly, he imagined Julie wearing something like this, too. He imagined himself standing behind Julie and being so close to her that his cock rested between her ass checks. Imagining that his wife was Julie, she smelled so good and her skin felt so soft. Then, after loosening her ties, when he reached around her to feel her tits and finger her nipples before he—.
"Phil did, too."
As if a needle had just scratched the romantic song that was playing through his mind, he stopped.
"What?" Although he heard what she said, he could not believe she said it. It made him, jealous, angry, and sexually excited all at the same time.
"Phil saw me wearing this."
"Phil? Julie's husband, Phil? Our next door neighbor? Get out! Phil saw you in this, too? Are you serious?" Knowing that he'd think about the image of him seeing Linda in her corset, he knew that he' jerk off over this later.
"Yeah, well, Julie wants to get one and she wanted Phil to see it on me, before she went out and bought one for herself. She wanted to get his opinion on what he thought about it, before she spends the money, but she didn't tell me that he was coming over, too. I didn't have a chance to say no. He walked in the bedroom with her." She paused and looked away from me. "He's the one, who tied the back of the corset so tight. Julie didn't have the hand strength to do it."
"What the fuck, Linda? Phil was up here in my bedroom dressing you in your lingerie?" Hoping he would, so does that mean that he gets to see Julie in her corset, too, he wanted to ask but didn't dare?
He looked down at her bikini panties. Her ass checks stuck out on both sides and her dark pubic hair was an obvious shadow in the front.
"He saw you in your panties?" He looked down at her panties again to see what he could see.
"Yeah, Freddie, he saw me in my panties. I didn't have a chance to throw on anything else, when I saw him just—"
"Gees, Linda, your ass is hanging out."
"It is not," she said turning to look at her ass in the mirror. "Well, yeah, I guess it is a little."
"Your panties are practically see-through."
"They are not."
"I can see your pubic hair, Linda."
"You cannot," she said looking down at herself in the full-length mirror.
"Well, I guess you can," she said with an embarrassed laugh.
"See, I told you."
"Yeah, well, I guess he saw more than I thought he could see," she laughed.
"Geez, Linda, Phil saw you practically naked."
"I know and it's a bit embarrassing. I had no idea my panties were so sheer."
"And your tits are practically falling out of this girdle, corset, contraption, whatever it is. If I can see your areolas, then he saw them, too," he said looking more closely at her corset.
"You cannot."
"Every time you move your nipples make an appearance," he said getting more sexually excited that Phil not only saw her in her panties but also saw her areolas and nipples, too.
"They do not."
"Yes, they do. Go ahead, raise your arms just a little bit and watch what happens."
"Really?" She looked at him disbelievingly, before stepping closer to the mirror. Then, when she moved her arms, even just a little, side to side and/or up and down, her nipples played peek-a-boo with her corset.
"See? I told you."
"Oh, yeah, I guess you can see my areolas and my nipples." She laughed and shrugged, "What does it matter? When he walked in the bedroom with Julie, I only had on my panties."
"Wait. Back up. When Phil walked in our bedroom, you were only wearing your panties? Are you kidding me? You were topless?" He was stunned.
"Yeah," she said looking away from me and avoiding eye contact.
"Wait, hold on, let me get this straight. Phil saw your tits?" He looked at her not believing that his next door neighbor and friend, Phil, saw his wife's knockers.
"I covered them with my hands and turned around as soon as I saw him, but yeah, he got a good look at them, before I had a chance to react."
"Geez, Linda."
"Well," she said throwing up her hands, "it's nothing that he hasn't seen before, when peeking over the fence at me, when we're skinny dipping in the pool."
"Peeking over the fence? What do you mean? Phil peeks over the fence? You saw Phil peeking over the fence?"
What the fuck, Linda? He wanted to say, but didn't. This is way too much information all at once. He was on sexual overload. Next, she'll be telling him that she had sex with Julie and/or with the pizza delivery man. Next, she'll be telling him that she's been getting it on with her sister and his sister. Now, that's an image that he'd like to see, her having lesbian sex. As soon as he thought that, he admonished himself for being such a pervert. Hey, it's not his fault, he justified his guilt. All guys want to see women with women, even if they are related.
"Yeah, a couple times," she said looking at him and shrugging. "It's no big deal, Freddie. Besides, it was dark. What could he possibly see?"
"No big deal? Are you kidding me? Phil not only saw you in your sheer panties but also he saw your tits. Then, you tell me that he saw you naked, too, while we were skinny dipping."
"Gees, Freddie, it's just a naked body. Calm down. Really, it's no big deal."
If it's no big deal, then it's okay for me to see Phil's wife, Julie, in her panties, topless, and naked, he thought without saying it. It's only fair, after all, and it's no big deal, he thought to himself, but did not dare say it out loud for fear that she'd think that he was lusting over Julie, which, of course, he was. Julie is a little hottie that he'd would love to bang. When Phil has someone like her in his bed, why'd he be looking at his wife was beyond him. No doubt, the grass is always greener on the other side of the fence.
"If it was no big deal, then why didn't you tell me that Phil was sneaking peeks of you over the backyard fence, while we were skinny dipping."
Suddenly, he was jealous, enraged, and felt violated that Phil saw his wife topless and naked. He thought about going over there and giving him a piece of my mind, along with a punch in the nose.
"Just as you are now, I figured you'd be mad."
As soon as she said that, he calmed down. He didn't want to discourage her exhibitionistic behavior, that's for sure. Then, he started getting sexually excited about Phil seeing Linda topless and naked and about hoping to see Julie topless and naked, too. The vision of Phil looking at Linda and Linda showing him her nearly naked body hardened his cock. He wondered if this was the start of his sexual fantasy, of Linda showing off more of her body. Maybe, finally, he could convince her to buy new shoes, while wearing a short skirt and flashing the shoe salesman. Maybe, finally, he could convince her to drop her towel and expose her naked body to the pizza delivery man, the mailman, and the Fedex and UPS man.
"Mad? I'm not mad." He suddenly got quiet, while allowing the sexual voyeuristic excitement of Phil seeing Linda's tits and naked body to well up from his stomach to his head. "Actually, I'm kind of sexually excited that he saw you naked."
Suddenly, he felt a bit like a swinger imagining the four of them swapping partners. Only, the image of him fucking Julie overshadowed the image of Phil fucking Linda. God, I'm horny, he wanted to say, but didn't. He wished she'd suck his cock right now, while he felt her big tits and fingered her nipples, while she gave him pillow talk about Phil seeing her tits, seeing her in her panties, helping her with her corset, and seeing her naked. He wished he could confess to Linda his sexual lust for his neighbor's wife, while Linda gave him hot sex and more pillow talk.
"You're so bad."
"What about you? Aren't you embarrassed that Phil invaded your privacy and was peeking over the fence at you?"
"Embarrassed that my next door neighbor saw me topless and naked?" She looked at him and laughed. "Nah, good luck to him, if he gets off on seeing my old, fat, naked body."
"You're not old and you're not fat. And you know it, too." He looked at her in her sexy corset. "You still look good." Being romantic with her again, he reached out and groped her tits and fingered her nipples again. "You still get me hot."
"Well, thank you, Sweetie."
"So, tell me, did you get aroused that Phil was standing in our bedroom and saw you topless and saw your tits? Were your nipples sticking out? Did you get wet?"
"No, of course, not. Geez, Freddie, you're such a pervert." She looked away avoiding eye contact, a sure sign that she was excited that he saw her tits. "I was too embarrassed."
Although she tried to hide her sexual excitement and sexual lust for Phil, by avoiding eye contact with her husband, he's known his wife long enough to know by her answer that she was aroused that Phil saw her tits. Suddenly, he saw Linda in a different light. Maybe, she's not the prude that he thought she was.
To be continued...
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Kathy had a perfect little life. She had plenty of money. She had no worries and no cares. Everything in her life was going along perfectly.
To look at all that she had materialistically, anyone would envy her lifestyle. The house, the cars, the trips, the clothes, and the jewelry, she had it all. Fortune without fame and flying beneath the radar is always better in life than showing off and bragging about what you have. It's best not to draw attention to yourself, especially when you've had a colorful past. Let's just say, should her husband decide to run for political office one day, with so many of her skeletons ready to burst out of her closet, he wouldn't have a prayer of being elected with her by his side. The tabloid press would dig up enough information about her and nude photos of her during her wild and crazy college and socialite party days that their lives would be forever ruined.
Fortunately, for her, her husband harbored no such political aspirations. The only aspirations he harbored were collecting as many of those small, green pieces of paper that had Benjamin Franklin's photo on them. His God was money and he worshiped it. He worked as an investment banker and recently, a few years ago, had become a partner in the firm. They lived in a perfect house right on the 9th hole of the golf course of an exclusive country club.
When the banks did well and the economy boomed, he made money. When the banks failed and the economy busted, he made money. With his money needle pegged to global financial markets and growing economics, instead of national political agendas, no matter what happened, he made money with his investments around the world.
A bad day for Kathy was when she forgot to wear her pearls to lunch with the girls. Big, expensive, and just perfect, she loved her exquisite pearls. They were her gift from her husband when he made partner. If she had to pick just one item of jewelry to save in a fire, that one item would be her exclusive pearls.
Married for twenty-five years last June, she had a 23-year-old daughter, named Mandy, and a 21-year-old son, named Randy. Kathy just turned 45-years-old and was at the pivotal point in her life where she was considering having some cosmetic surgery done to freshen her look and give her a more youthful appearance. Pressured by her friends, who already had the surgery, she didn't want a surgeon taking a knife to her face, no matter how skilled he was. Having known many woman, who have had a facelift, she can always recognized someone who has had the surgery done.
Accustomed to her beauty preceding herself to help open doors and to make her the center of attention, with her imagined sudden lack of interest from the opposite sex, especially from those men younger than her, she was just beginning to feel her age. In her uncharacteristic lowered self-esteem and wounded self-confidence, even though she thought differently about herself, whenever men young and old saw her, she was thought of differently by others that the opinion that she had of herself. Whenever she walked in a room, she was still a head turner and a conversation interrupter.
Only, when she looked in the mirror now, she imagined what she'd look like in ten years or in twenty years. She was beginning to look how she remembered her mother looked, when her mother was her age now. It was a frightful horror because, at the same time, she remembered what she looked like ten and twenty years ago. As was everyone and everything else on Earth, yet so much more difficult for a woman, she was getting older and every time she peered in the mirror, she imagined she saw new wrinkles and new sags.
Even though aging was inevitable, especially when her mind felt so much younger, she needed time for her brain to catch up with her body. Even though she looked middle aged, she still felt so young. She felt no different now that she was in her forties than she did, when she was in her twenties. Certainly, she didn't feel 45-years-old and she still possessed much of the vibrant energy and vitality that she had in her twenties, especially when on the golf course or the tennis court. She had yet to slow down and adjust to a more sedentary life. A wakeup call to how much better she looked than most women her age, women who didn't have the time or the money to pamper themselves with designer clothes, hair, makeup, creams, lotions, and spas, she needed a minor adjustment in her perception of her age and how others perceived her. She needed a reality check.
Her only consolation was that she was aging with the rest of her peer group. Only, sometimes, whenever she was down on herself and in a funk, unbeknownst to her, she was aging better than the rest of them. Certainly, even without having plastic surgery, a non-smoker who exercised regularly and who watched her diet, seldom drank, and took care to wear sunscreen. when out in the sun, she looked ten years younger than her age and much younger than all of her friends her age and younger even.
Nonetheless, feeling sad that life was passing her by, while she sheltered herself in her little cocoon of luxury, where did the time go? Twenty years rushed by with the blink of an eye. As if it were yesterday, she still remembered being newly married. It wasn't that long ago that she was walking her children in a stroller, chauffeuring them back and forth to grade school, and attending high school and college graduations. It wasn't that long ago that her husband made his first million dollars, moved them from upstate New York, where she was from and where she met him, to this lovely closed community and exclusive gated estate in northeastern Massachusetts. She couldn't believe that was more than a dozen years ago.
She remembered that she looked good, real good, ten years ago. She wished she could have always stayed thirty-five forever. She loved that age. She was old enough not to be bothered with all the immature bullshit, but not too old that she still couldn't enjoy all the immature bullshit.
Some of her friends have already been under the knife and she envied the results, but cringed at the pain, the bruising, the swelling, and the forced isolation, while they heeled. Was it all worth it? She didn't think so, at least, not for her it wasn't. Blessed with good genes, she was glad that she didn't have to do all that to still look young and attractive. For the time being, she was content with her skills at applying her makeup. Maybe in a few years, she'd reconsider. Maybe in a few years, going the way of Heidi Klum and so many other celebrities, who weren't vain enough to have surgery and Botox unnaturally alter their looks, maybe she just wouldn't care.
She felt that plastic surgery was a vicious cycle that had to be repeated in five to ten years, too. Always, there was the risk that something could tragically go wrong. Always there was a chance that they could make a life altering or fatal mistake on the operating table. Reluctantly, she decided, she'd rather age gracefully without having a surgeon pull, nip, and tuck her skin beneath her hairline and back behind her ears. How dreadful to have her face pulled so tight that it hurt to smile. How embarrassing to know that everyone knows that she was vain enough to have plastic surgery.
Still, she had to give her brave, albeit vain friends credit. They looked ten years younger. They looked rested. They looked happy. Only, she was nervous. She had heard some of the horror stories of botched surgeries and she was vain, but not vain enough to put herself in the hands of a surgeon's knife. Still, her friends pressured her to go ahead and, at least, have a consultation. She promised she would, but never did.
She was friends with Christine, Ellen, Audrey, and Brenda. They were all members in good standing of their little gang of women, who looked like one another, dressed like one another, thought like one another, and talked like one another. They even had a gang name, The Rich Bitches, and a gang sign, when out on the town shopping, they'd flash their American Express Black cards, the ultimate credit cards that had an unlimited credit line.
They lunched together, shopped together, and talked about their perfect little lives to one another. It was a glorious existence being rich and not having to work at a mundane job all day, while their husbands made money. Able to hire people to clean their perfect homes, care for their lush lawns, filter their posh pools, cook their delicious meals, pamper their precious pets, and chauffer them, wherever they needed to go, they were free to indulge themselves at the spa for hair, makeup, massage, and skincare treatments.
Except for the young men she dated in college, once married with all the naked, sexual parties behind her, Kathy never had sex with anyone other man than her 52-year-old husband, Robert. Although, define sex, that is. As was Bill Clinton's definition of sex, she never had penetration from any man other than her husband, since she's been married. In Clinton's case, even though he didn't believe that an exchange of fluids constituted sex, Kathy did and in all the years of her marriage she has never exchanged fluids with anyone other than her husband. Certainly, there have been episodes of touchy feely, especially when alcohol was involved, but she was careful not to ruin her reputation for the foolishness of a flirtatious fling.
She was a good wife and a good mother. She was Robert's trophy wife and he was her security blanket. Robert liked how they looked together. An average looking man, short and stout, and looking much like the stereotypical banker and, but for the top hat, he looked a bit like the man that appears on the cover of the Monopoly game. No doubt, he was happy that his money could buy him the affections and loyalty of such a beautiful and charming woman, who looked as good as did Kathy. She appreciated how he kept her in the lifestyle that she had grown to love. In the way that there is someone for everyone, they not only deserved one another but also they were made for one another, the socialite with the rich man.
Often, her husband commented that they looked much better together than did Senator McCain and his wife, Cindy. McCain was his idol, a political measure of the man that gives insight into Robert's political preference. She, on the other hand, certainly hoped they looked much better together than Senator McCain and his wife, Cindy, as Senator McCain was twenty years older than Robert and Cindy McCain was nearly ten years older than she was. Moreover, she preferred Obama over McCain. She always thought that Michele Obama was always so poised and charming. Still, she understood his preference of an older man with a younger woman, albeit Robert was almost eight years older than she was, whereas John McCain was eighteen years older than his wife.
Remaining forever faithful, until death do you part, she never cheated on him. She never even thought about cheating on him. Although, there was that young tennis pro at the club that she was so smitten with and a new, handsome golf pro, too, who she found interesting enough to flirt with, while having him give her some pointers with her game. Still, she'd never do anything more than masturbate in the bathtub, while imagining them tying her up, spanking her ass, and forcing her to have sex with them. Oh, how this little vixen loved to vex men, while playing the virginal victim. Oh, how this socialite of a woman, so wanted to be bound and disciplined.
To be continued...
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Freddie rescues more than one damsel in distress, when Jamie is at the front door.
"John! Let go of me!" She said pulling away from him.
Sneaking up right behind him, with him so focused on hitting her, when he lifted his arm to slap her, I broke it. It was a loud snap and he fell to the ground in pain. Once he was on the ground writhing in pain, I pummeled him with kicks to his head and torso until he got up. He took a wild swing at me with his unbroken arm and tried to kick me to no avail. I assaulted his face with punishing blows that knocked him senseless. Blood exploded from his nose, when I broke it and I heard his jaw break, too, when I served him a final uppercut. Had I been younger and stronger, I would have killed him. Thankfully, I didn't. No doubt, he'll be drinking his food through a straw for a while.
I was so angry. How dare he come to my house? How dare he hurt my Lynn? She was my Lynn now, the love of my life. No one was going to hurt my Lynn, especially not him. He's hurt her enough.
Only, he wasn't worth spending the rest of my life in prison. The punishment that I gave him was payback for all the times that he hit my Lynn and I was glad to have her see him get the beating that he so deserved. Somehow, I managed to stop myself, before I crossed the line and hurt him mortally. I hadn't given someone such a beating, since I was in a barroom fight, when stationed overseas in the Marine Corp half a lifetime ago.
After I beat the crap out of him, I picked up his lifeless body by his ear and balls, stuffed him back in his truck, and called the police. The police arrived within five minutes and arrested him for trespassing and assault on a woman. The cop who took the call was an old friend and wrote in his report that I was protecting my property and defending my girlfriend. The next step was to take out a restraining order on his ass, which we planned to do on Monday.
After the police took him away and towed his truck, I took Lynn by the hand and we both went to buy the champagne and lobsters together, which was what I should have done before, as a couple in the first place. There was no way that I was leaving her out of my sight, again. Safe with me, there was no way that anything like this would happen to her again.
As a couple...it had a nice ring to it and the words echoed in my ear in the way of wedding bells. Ring...I thought about buying her a ring, not an engagement ring but more of a friendship ring. Only, it was too premature. I'd love to buy her a diamond, but I didn't want to rush anything and scare her off. Let's start with some French kissing and hot sexual intercourse first, I thought to myself, as we drove home from the liquor store. Instantly, I had an erection with the thoughts of French kissing her and making love to her.
Lynn, true to her word, was quite fond of champagne. We nearly finished half the bottle, a Jeroboam, equal to 4 bottles, with our lobster. After dinner, we skipped dessert. I had picked up a mouth watering strawberry shortcake at the bakery, her favorite. It had puffy clouds of white, whipped cream and fat, red juicy strawberries. It looked delicious. Only, once we started kissing, French kissing, our appetite for food was replaced with our appetite for sex.
We barely made it to the bedroom removing one another's clothes, walking as we kissed and kissed. She was a great kisser. the best kisser. Never have I known lips that have made me so wild with passion. Her lips were so full and her tongue was so teasingly delightful. Between her reaching down and feeling my cock and her kisses, she made me hot with desire for her. She blanked my mind with her soulful kisses. Now naked and aroused, we fell back on the bed and as I tried to mount her, she pushed me off and mounted me. She was wild with desire.
Man, she was energized. What a woman? What a woman? Oh, my God, what a woman? As soon as she was on top of me, she reached down and inserted my hard cock in her wet pussy. She was so wet that it just slid in, deep inside of her. It fit solidly tight, as if it belonged there. She gasped when my cock inserted itself deep inside her pussy and then she smiled.
"Oh, you're so big." She wiggled her ass. "It feels so good." She leaned down to whisper what I wanted to hear. "My boyfriend's cock was just an appetizer compared to your python. This..." she said wiggling her ass, again, "is the main course." She kissed me and before raising herself up again to hump me, she whispered in my ear, "Fuck me, Freddie, fuck me real good. I want to be fucked by you."
What is it with dirty talk and with pillow talk that is so arousing? She made me crazy with desire for her. I loved the fact that talking dirty aroused her.
With her hands pressed against my pectoral muscles, she rode me. Never have I been with a woman who's moved her hips as much. As if she was riding an amusement ride, she moved them up and down, front to back, and side to side, then all over again, while changing the routine with surprising creativity and heightening, speeding, and slowing the rhythm of her movements. She was amazing. She rode me with her knees firmly planted in my ribs like she was riding a wild stallion bareback, which now that I think of it, she was. She made me feel as if I was one of those Sybian sex machines that Howard Stern cajoled Carmen Elektra and Pamela Anderson into trying. She was humping me and pumping me for all that I was worth.
She was so tight and so proactive with her sexual participation that I've never been laid like this before. I could feel myself getting ready to cum. Quickly, I stopped the feeling by thinking of something else. I thought of the beating that I gave her loser boyfriend. Only, that made me even more excited. With such force, such rhythm, and such speed, Lynn was humping me like I've never been humped before, then...as if she was a bride on her Honeymoon, she cam violently. First she screamed and then she whimpered. As if she was dying from being pierced by a sword, she put her head back, gave out a soft sound, and her whole body tensed, before shuddering and shaking. She collapsed beside me on the bed in a sweating heap.
My turn. I rolled over on her, inserted my cock in her, and pounded her. I wanted to make her cum, again. I wanted to take control. I wanted to give her another orgasm, my orgasm. I watched as her tits danced to my humping movements. I love her tits. She has wonderful tits. I leaned down and sucked her nipples, first one, and then the other, as I fucked her harder and harder and faster and faster. Then, we kissed and kissed.
I soon found out that we both love kissing, while fucking. She delighted in my ability to pound her pussy with my stiff cock and, just as I was ready to explode, she had another orgasm, then, we had one together. She dug her fingernails in my ass and then wrapped her arms and her legs around my back, while holding onto me for dear life. It was magical. It was outrageous. It was the best sex that I have ever had in my life.
We lay there sweating and feeling all fuzzy warm and cozy, while sipping more champagne, when the doorbell rang. Even after eating a big meal, I was definitely feeling the effects of the champagne and I imagined that Lynn, weighing almost half as much as me, was a bit tipsy, too. I didn't want to get up. After having hot sex with Lynn, I just wanted to stay in bed, close my eyes, and go to sleep.
Reluctantly, I got up, grabbed a towel, and held it in place around my torso, as I headed for the front door. I figured maybe it was my friend, the cop, needing more information. I had taken a Viagra and my erection was still quite noticeable behind the towel. Definitely, I'd have an erection for a couple more hours. I opened the door not knowing who'd call at this time of night. It was Jamie, Lynn's best friend. Although this was the first time meeting her, I recognized her from the photo of the two of them that Lynn kept on the nightstand.
As soon as I opened the front door, she took a step inside and collapsed in my arms. When I went to catch her, I lost my towel and, as she slumped in my arms, I felt her hand brush by my cock. Being the horny guy that I am, I looked at her, while wondering if her touch was accidental or on purpose, but her eyes were closed. Being the horny guy that I am, while holding a second, beautiful 25-year-old woman in my arms, I suspected that her touch was on purpose. Nonetheless, if her touch of my cock was accidental or on purpose, the touch of her hand on my naked erection felt good and I looked at Jamie with a different eye, with a lustful eye, and with an eye that would widen soon at what I was about to experience.
She had been badly beaten. I figured it had been Lynn's ex-boyfriend, who had assaulted her, the prick. Now, I was even happier that I had given him the beating of his life; he'll have even more charges pressed against him Monday morning. Beating it out of Jamie is how he found out where we lived, no doubt. I picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. Only, when I went to lift her, her arm remained squeezed between her body and my body with her hand in constant contact with my cock. Boy did that feel good having another 25-year-old woman touching my cock with her hand.
We guys are incorrigible and even though I already had one beautiful, naked 25-year-old woman in bed with me, in my horny guy thinking, I was hoping she'd wrap her fingers around my erection and stroke me. I laid her down next to Lynn, who was also still naked. Again, I felt her hand lightly travel the length of my cock, as I gently set her down on the bed. I gave her another look, but her eyes were still closed. Was her touch accidental or was she teasing me? Then, as if depressing her on switch, her eyes popped open and I watched, as Jamie's eyes went from my stiffening erection to Lynn's bare breasts. It was then that I decided that her touches were no accident.
Never in my wildest imaginings would I have fantasized about what was to happen next.
To be continued...
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Chapter 4
June has a late night, sexy date with Mr. X
In a fit of rage over catching her husband and mother together in bed, June vented her anger by smashing his picture against the wall. Then, she took out her anger on the vase that her mother had given them for their wedding gift ten years ago. As if a reminder of her life, the smashed pieces that scattered glass across the floor somehow made her feel better, now knowing what all she needed to fix that was broken.
She looked at the shattered glass, as she would her shattered life. She looked at the broken glass, as if it were puzzle pieces that once put back together would certainly show the cracks but would be whole again. Just as she was able to pick up the shards of glass, she was able to clean up and salvage her life. She may have a few cracks from putting her life back together but it was nothing she figured that she couldn't handle. Growing up in her mother's house, she's been through worse.
She thought her world was over, when her husband and mother pulled out of her driveway and left her life. She thought she had hit bottom, when her husband lost his job, gave up and lost his desire to earn a living and made the decision to start drinking again. She thought she couldn't go any lower than she had, when she had no money to buy food and medicine for her children. She thought it was over when the bank threatened to foreclose on her house and put her and her kids out in the street. Now, having been shaken awake that she was the one who controlled her life and not her husband and/or her mother, she realized John's drinking and her mother's cheating were the best things that could ever have happen to her.
Her situation of woe had awakened the fighter in her. She wasn't going to allow her husband nor her mother to bring her and her children down, too. If they want to wallow together in the gutter, then they can do that without her. Not able to go any lower than she already has, there was no way but up for her. Larry, in his country bumpkin simplicity, had shown her the way to emerge whole again from her desperate situation.
She pulled the money she made that night from her purse and flattened it out on the kitchen table. She lined up the three one hundred dollar bills and a fifty, three hundred and fifty dollars, in front of her. This is what she made fucking and sucking off Larry. In a few short minutes, she made nearly as much as her husband made in a week. It was then that she realized she didn't need him anymore. It was then that she realized that she was alone and dependent upon herself to make ends meet. It was then that she decided to call Larry.
"Hello? Larry?"
"Hi, June. What's up? So be honest. C'mon, you can tell me. Did you like what I gave you the other night and want to come back for more?"
"Did I like what you gave me? You mean having skanky assed sex with your skinny body? I'd rather eat shit and die than to fuck and suck you, again," she said pausing in her anger to throw up a little in her mouth. "Trust me, sex with you will never happen again."
"I was that good, huh?" he said ignoring her. "No matter," he said with a cackle. "So anyway, speaking of you eating shit, June, I have a client who will pay you four figures to watch you eat his shit, so long as you swallow it."
"Gees, Larry, is there no end to this shit, no pun intended? Are your clients as fucked in the head as you are? So, let me guess. Who's your client, you?"
"Funny, June. You're a real comedian. No, I'm not that perverted," he said with a laugh. "But I can tell you stories that will make your pretty hair curl," he said with a laugh. "So, what do you want then? Why are you calling me? I figured, I'd never hear from you again."
"I need money, Larry, a lot of money. I want you to set me up with as many tricks as you can. Only, I don't want weirdoes and psychos. Go hire some trailer trash whores to do those dudes. I only want the respectable ones doing me, married men, who aren't happy in their sex lives with their prudish wives. And if you set me up with any creeps, I walk. I'll go work for someone else or I'll go into business for myself."
"Someone else? There's no one in this town supplying entertainment, but me. And there's no way you can do this all by yourself. You need a pimp to set up your appointments and to schedule your time. You need a pimp to protect you from the head cases." He laughed his usual Larry laugh. "You need me to make it all work, baby."
"Is that what you call it? Entertainment? Well, your show is not the only one in the sexual circus. There are plenty of others, who'd jump at getting my ass on their street corner for sex."
"Okay, okay, there's no reason to panic. I have some regulars, who I can call and who will treat you right, pay you well, and show you a good time," he said.
"That's just what I want for starters," she said with a laugh.
"For starters? What do you mean for starters?"
"I have some conditions."
"Conditions? What do you think this is a fucking union? Next you'll be asking me for benefits, perks, a contract, and retirement. Oh, no, June, Hell no. Larry doesn't work that way," he spoke of himself in the third person. "Larry is the one in charge, not you."
"About being in charge, I'm coming to that, Larry."
"I'm getting ready to hang up this phone, June, if you continue to disrespect me like this."
"Disrespect you? You don't know the meaning of the word, Larry. You disrespected yourself, when you sold yourself short by taking on the low end of the business and by hiring the trailer trash whores, who you kindly call prostitutes. They're nothing but lowlife, dirt bags. Besides, if you hang up on me, Larry, than you're even a dumber fuck than I thought you were. Now, listen to my proposal."
"Proposal?"
"Just shut the fuck up and listen."
"Okay, I'm listening."
"I want a cell phone."
"Is that all? I can do that."
"I want a car."
"A car? No fucking way, June. I'm not buying you a car."
"And not a shit box either. I want dependable transportation, a new car. I saw your bankroll. You must have more than a hundred grand squirreled in your sock drawer. You can easily afford to buy me one or lease me one."
"I don't know about no car, June. I don't even have a new car."
"Larry, stop thinking small time. Start thinking big. Start dreaming. Think of this as a business. And think of a car for me as an investment for the future and an asset of your corporation."
"An asset of my corporation, I like that," he said with a laugh. "Okay, I'll think about it. What else is on your list?"
"I want health insurance for me and for my kids."
"Health insurance? I don't even have health insurance."
"Well, you should, especially someone in your business should someone break your leg or arm. And that's not all, Larry. I'm not done."
"What the fuck, June? You haven't even worked for me, yet, and you're making demands on my bankroll."
"You'll meet my demands Larry, and you'll have to buy two more bureaus to fit all the cash that I'll hand over to you to fill your sock drawers."
"Yeah, yeah. We'll see. What else?"
"I need you to pay for a complete makeover, hair, skin, nails, makeup, perfume, and everything, the whole works. I need clothes, an entire wardrobe. I need to look nice, classy, but sexy nice. And I want a health club membership."
"A health club membership? What the fuck, June? I ain't no Rockefeller?"
"You put your cows to work to pay for what I need and I promise you won't regret it."
"Yeah, well, you'll have to earn, while I'm funding you. Don't think that you'll be going to the gym and working out, while I'm supporting. I want you on your back and supporting me."
"I can do that. I have to do that, Larry. I need money and I need to earn a living to save my house, but don't sell me short and don't sell me cheap. I want $500 an hour."
"Five hundred an hour?" He laughed. "Ain't nobody gonna pay you that kind of dough in this small, hick town."
"They will in the city."
"The city?" No doubt, something he hadn't even considered, Larry suddenly spoke with excited interest. "Okay, I'll agree to everything you ask, if you meet my one demand."
"What's that?"
"We get an apartment in the city together and act like a normal, married couple to maintain a respectable appearance."
"And what do I do with my three kids, Larry?"
"Not to live, but just to hangout, when we're in the city. The apartment will be our safe place to take a client, instead of paying for a hotel room and drawing attention to ourselves. Like everything else, we split the cost 50-50."
"Well, actually, that's the first good idea that you've mentioned. Only, with clients knowing where we live, what's to stop them coming up unannounced?
"The doorman. That's why we pay extra to live in a luxury place."
"Yeah, that's good. Okay, I'll agree to that, but no sex. Sex is only for paying customers," said June. "I'll only fuck and suck you again, if you pay me," she said with a laugh.
"Why should I pay for it when I get it for nothing with the other girls?"
"Those other scumbags, you mean? Go ahead, it's your cock," said June.
"It's a hole to stick it in. They serve a purpose," said Larry.
"Larry, if you want a high end escort service with call girls, instead of prostitutes and hookers, you have to start thinking like a high end businessman and not like a dumb ass," said June.
"Enough with the name calling, June. I can call names, too, you know," said Larry.
"Sorry, Larry. I'm just trying to help us make some money and you're not going to make any money, if you continue running down your business with trailer trash women with no teeth and no class."
"Okay, okay, but it's not easy to always find new talent, especially in this small town," he said.
"You're looking in the wrong places. Your problem is you think with your pecker and not with your head. After I get my feet wet, I'll help you with the interviewing process. Maybe, after I've been on my back for a while, I'll take over the girls, as their Madam, while you exclusively work on making new clients and setting appointments," said June.
"Let's just concentrate on present business and not future business," said Larry. "When can you start?"
"Now."
"Seriously? Now?"
"Now."
"I'll call you right back."
Larry called June back within 15 minutes.
"I have a guy, Mr. X, coming from a couple towns over. Only, he's very particular about things."
"Mr. X? Particular? What do you mean particular?"
To be continued...



        

  
    Sex for Money, Rent, & Food Ch. 05
  
  Sex for Money, Rent, & Food Ch. 05

        Mr. X will pay extra.  What Mr. X wants, he gets.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sex-for-money-rent-and-food-ch-05

Title: Sex for Money, Rent, & Food Ch. 05

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Mr. X will pay extra.  What Mr. X wants, he gets.

Tags: sex for money, woman of the night, thong, hooker, push up bra, selling your body, call girl, pimp, prostitute, oldest profession

Series: Sex for Money, Rent, & Food


Chapter 5
Mr. X will pay extra for what he likes. What Mr. X wants, he gets.
"Well, for starters, he likes shaved pussies and you have a bush. You have time to shave off your fur before he gets here. Also, he likes the young stuff. I'm thinking that maybe, if you put your hair in braids and wear something that looks like a school uniform, you know, a short skirt with a white blouse, maybe you can pass. Also, talk dumb and ditzy, like a dumb blonde and chew gum. He loves the helpless, dumb blonde type. He likes playing the protector, the smart guy, and the big man coming to the rescue."
"Not easy to play a dumb blonde, when I have brown hair," she said with a laugh. "Okay, is there anything else that I should know about Mr. X?"
"Yeah, there's one more thing. Bordering on acting, as if they love him, he likes his women to cum. Listen, I don't care if you fake it, but make it believable and loud. He'll pay extra big, if you give him a good show, one that makes him feel like he got you off. Enjoying having the image of a Don Juan, he has a thing about pleasing his woman, before she pleases him."
"Okay, I got it. I can do that," said June writing everything down, while thinking about all the times she faked an orgasm with her husband, just so he'd finally climb off of her and go to sleep.
"Oh, and, I almost forgot. There's just one more thing."
"Yeah? What's that?"
"Wear a lot of makeup. He's got a thing for blue eye shadow and he likes bright, red lipstick and Angelina Jolie lips. He has a thing about going home with lipstick on his dipstick."
"Lipstick on his dipstick? What's that?"
"Lipstick on his cock," said Larry shaking his head and laughing. "You have a lot to learn about this business, June."
"I'll bring a whole tube of lipstick to reddened his cock, if that's what it takes for him to part with more of his money."
"Good, but don't wear no perfume. He's allergic."
"Larry?"
"Yeah, June?"
"Being that this guy is so particular, being that this guy is looking for a specific woman, how much can I expect to make with this guy?"
"Well, here's the thing, June, if you give him everything he wants, we can make a thousand dollars, that's $500 each. That's not bad for an hour's work. And if you can do what I think you can do to make this guy and others pay more, there's a specialty sex market that I've always wanted to tap and develop."
"Specialty market? What do you mean specialty market?"
"Fetishes. You make the big bucks with special request sex and by satisfying specific fetishes," said Larry.
"What kind of requests?"
"Anything and everything goes," said Larry with a laugh.
"Define anything and everything, Larry, because there are some things that June doesn't do," she said suddenly copying Larry's way of talking by talking in the third person.
"You really never know, until you're in bed with the guy and suddenly, he's handcuffing you to the bed, tickling you with a feather, worshiping your feet, just wanting to talk, or wanting to pee in your mouth," said Larry with a laugh.
"Gross. I'm telling you right now, Larry. I'd never let some sicko pee on me, never mind peeing in my mouth," said June.
"Most guys just want to get off, June. Most guys want to do to a prostitute what they can't do with their wives. As a way to ease you into the specialty market, there's a group of guys who come to the store every year to buy stuff for their little trip. They tell their wives they're going hunting and fishing for a week, which they do, but also they bring a hooker along with them for some relaxing fun, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, I can only imagine their definition of relaxing fun," she said with a smug laugh. "I'm following you so far, Larry."
"Well, a guy I know a few towns over supplies them with the hooker for the week and she makes, are you ready?"
"Yeah, Larry, I'm sitting the fuck down waiting with baited breath for you to get the point."
"See, that's your problem June, you need to stroke a guy more to get him off. You just can't beat him over the head with a rolling pin. You need to make the man feel that he wears the pants and that he has the balls and not you. You need to--"
"Larry! Okay, okay. What the fuck? Spare me the sermon. Don't you tell me what my fuckin' problem is, Larry," she lost her patience with him. She hated stupid people and Larry was dumb, even when they were in school together, he could barely read. "You have no fucking idea what I've been through already to get my head wrapped around this sex for money game. A woman who's only been with one man, her husband, to suddenly suck and fuck the likes of you, before agreeing to prostitute herself, to some fuck wad, who calls himself Mr. X, either help me or--"
"Okay, okay, June. Calm down. What's the matter? What's wrong?"
"I kicked my old man out of the house for having sex with my mother."
"Wow! Your mother? That's heavy. Incest is still the best, baby," said Larry laughing. "Now, there's a story I'd love to read on Literotica, Me and My Mother-in-law Have Sex."
"Larry!"
"Okay, sorry, June."
"Yeah, thanks for your support but sorry gets me squat, I need money."
"Um, you know, June, now that I think about it, I was just wondering."
"What Larry? What depraved question must you ask me?"
"Well, I just thought I'd mention it, like daughter like mother, and all that genetically encoded stuff, but do you think your mother would be interested in the entertainment business. I have a couple clients who are older and want—"
"In the entertainment business? My mother prostituting herself for you? Fuck you, Larry. Fuck you."
"Okay, okay, don't blow a fuse. You can't blame a guy for trying."
Thinking about the monetary rewards of offering sex for money, there was a long silence, before June spoke again.
"So, you never told me. How much did that hooker make for doing those guys for a week?"
"Ten grand. Yeah, that's what I'm talking about, ten thousand bucks, ten yards."
"No shit."
"That's what Sal told me but, then again, Sal tends to exaggerate, as to how much he makes and how much he doesn't make depending on who he's talking to, you know. If he's bragging to me, he's making a bundle. If he's talking to his ex-wives or an agent at the IRS, then he's destitute. Anyway, he said that these guys coughed up two grand each for the pleasure of having sex with this woman any time they wanted."
"That's fucked, Larry. I never knew about all this stuff. Now, I wonder if my husband was every with a prostitute."
"It's easy work, June. It's easy work to go for a cruise on a nice boat, while relaxing and working on your tan. All you have to do is to have sex with five men."
"A gangbang, Larry? I'm hardly broken in to do this type of work and you already want me to pull a train?"
"Well, I don't know if theyre into gangbangs and circle jerks, maybe they are, but most guys want one on one. Most guys like that want their privacy. The way that I figure, June, is that one goes below deck, while the others are up above. The way that I imagined it was them taking their turns with you, one at a time. Now, if they want someone for a gangbang, that's extra," said Larry with a chuckle.
"I don't see how that's easy work, Larry, servicing five men for a week. Yet, two grand each, huh, for any time they wanted sex? Maybe that's a lot of money for you, but it doesn't sound like it's enough money to do 5 dudes for a week."
"Ten grand is more money that I'd make in a--"
"I'd want twenty, Larry. Yeah, I'd want them to pay me twenty thousand to put out for five men over a week."
"Twenty? See, that's what I like about you, June."
"What's that?"
You're my Catherine Deneuve and my Angelina Jolie of hookers."
"I'm not a hooker or a prostitute, Larry. I'm a call girl. There's a big difference between the three," said June.
"Got it," said Larry. "That's the thing about you, June. You have the class that guys want and that men will pay extra to get.
"Instead of talking, Larry. I need to get ready. I'll see you soon."
June jumped in the shower, washed her hair, shaved her legs, and shaved the hair from around her vagina. She dug through her closet to find a short skirt that resembled the parochial school uniform she used to wear in high school. She found a tartan skirt, one that she just needed to raise the hem from just above the knee to mid-thigh.
She took extra care to go heavy on the makeup without making her face look too much like a Halloween mask. Once she finished applying lots of blue eye shadow and a heavy coat of bright, red lipstick, she more looked like a movie star or, at least, a Broadway stage performer.
"If Mr. X wants lipstick on his dipstick, then he shall have a red ring the length and circumference of his penis," she said with a laugh, while looking at herself in the mirror.
She found a tight white button blouse. The cut, fit, and design of the blouse highlighted her bust more than her other blouses and when worn with the top few buttons unbuttoned together with a pushup bra, the combination made her tits look bigger and fuller and her line of cleavage deeper. Not that she had small tits or needed any help with a pushup bra to make her tits look bigger, she had a full C cup. She chose a white thong that made her ass cheeks look deliciously edible and that barely covered her freshly shaved pussy. Had she not shaved her pussy, she'd have pubic hair sticking out of both sides of her underwear.
Deciding to abandon the pushup bra because it was too tight, she found her front snapping bra, the one that she wore with her bride maid's gown, when her best friend Becky got married. The front snapper gave her cleavage like those women in 18th century England who wore corsets. She figured that a front snapping bra that didn't have straps was so much more convenient than wearing one that she had to remove her blouse and bra to reveal her tits. This way with two snaps, they were out and ready to play and with two snaps she was dressed.
She combed back her hair, parted it, and tied the back ends of it with hair ties in two ponytails. Between her outfit, makeup, and ponytails, she looked ten years younger. All she needed was some bubblegum, which she borrowed a pack of Bazooka bubblegum from her daughter's dresser drawer.
The last thing she put on were her red, high heel shoes, the ones with the 3" heels and the ones that made her calves look great. At 6' tall with her heels, she felt so tall. With high heels, short skirt with thong underneath, shaved pussy, unbuttoned blouse, and front snapping bra, she felt so sexy. Instead of on her way to have paid sex with someone calling himself Mr. X, she felt as if she was going to a masquerade ball. Although she felt a bit ridiculous wearing these clothes and making up herself like this, she enjoyed the role playing. Had she not married and had children, wanting to be an actress, she had the looks and the intelligence to be a big movie star. Turning side to side, she looked at herself in the mirror. In her bias opinion, she thought she looked good. In reality, she looked like a cheap whore.
Even after having three children, her legs were still shapely and her body still sexy. Her flared skirt was so short that she showed a lot of thigh, nearly all the way up to her ass cheeks with her every movement, especially when climbing stairs. Her tits looked incredible, big and high up. Any man would pay big bucks to fuck and suck her tits. It was then that she realized the extent of special, sexual requests. This part of it, when clients ask for special requests, was more than just having sex. This was fun. She almost felt like an actress acting a role in a movie, albeit a porn movie, than she did a call girl.
It was such a small town that she didn't want to take a cab to Larry's house for fear that the cab driver, once chatting over a cup of Joe with the regulars at the local coffee shop, would gossip about her. Telling everyone what she was wearing and where he took her, they all knew that Larry was the town pimp. Not the big city where everyone is too busy with their business to mind your business, this was small town USA after all. Even though what she did and with whom she did it with was none of anyone's damn business, but her own, it became everyone's business, when residents passed their time sitting out on their front porches gossiping. Yet, afraid to run into someone she knew and unable to take a bus wearing this abbreviated, erotic outfit for the same reason as not being able to take a cab, she called Larry.
"Hi Larry."
"June! Where are you? Mr. X is on his way. He'll be here any minute."
"Mr. X? You make him sound so mysterious like he's a spy or a science fiction character."
To be continued...
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Chapter 7
Then, there's a threesome with Lynn and Jamie and with me in the middle.
It was surreal, there I was naked with an erection while Lynn, naked too, barked orders at me.
"Get some ice and a wash cloth. And get some antiseptic and some band aids. And bring more pillows."
I've never purposely exposed myself to a woman before, but after the freeing feel of parading around in front of Jamie naked, a gorgeous young woman, who I had never met until now, was surreal. With her looking, with Lynn not complaining, and with me enjoying the exhibitionism, I had no intention of covering myself. Exposing myself felt too sexually wicked. This was my house after all and if I wanted to walk around naked, I would. Besides, Jamie was an uninvited and unexpected guest and no one was complaining and asking me to cover up my nakedness.
More embarrassed by my nakedness than they, obviously were, I was sexually excited at the same time, as the stiffness of my cock pointing straight out confirmed. Every time I caught Jamie looking at my erection it made me more excited to the point that I wanted her to stare at my cock. I wanted her to reach out her hand and touch my cock. In the way that Lynn had given me a slow hand job, I wanted Jamie to stroke me, too. Maybe it was the Viagra and the champagne, but unable to stop the flow of my sexual fantasies, I wanted her to put my cock in her mouth, as I touched her everywhere. My sudden lustful desire for Jamie now controlled my brain.
There I was with my beautiful Lynn lying naked in bed and, suddenly, I was lusting over her equally as hot, but not as beautiful friend. What is wrong with me? Maybe it was the champagne that made me so terribly horny suddenly. Maybe, it was the Viagra in combination with the champagne. I wondered now if I was not supposed to drink alcohol when taking Viagra. I wondered if I was going to suddenly turn into a depraved sex fiend. Nah, I was that already.
I wondered if I was going to have a heart attack and die from all this sudden excitement. First Lynn tells me she loves me. Then, she tells me she wants to make love. Then, her boyfriend attacks my baby. Now, this, Jamie in my bedroom with Lynn and I naked.
I was running back and forth from the bedroom to the bathroom with my cock bouncing up and down and side to side. I watched her eyes focus, while staring at my erection as if she was watching a game of ping pong. It felt so wickedly exciting and decadently delicious to have Jamie, another 25-year-old woman, staring at my prick and she did stare at my prick, because I caught her looking at it more than a few times.
She seemed to be fascinated with my cock. Maybe, my cock was the first 50-year-old cock she had seen. Maybe, my cock was the first uncircumcised cock she had seen. Although she tried to be subtle about looking at my penis, she was definitely looking at my erect penis and the more she looked, the more aroused I became and the more that I wanted her to look.
Apparently, Lynn didn't think anything of being naked in front of her best friend nor did she care that I was naked too. That was weird, so weird. Any moment I expected her to admonish me for exposing myself to her best friend and yell at me to cover myself, but she didn't. Any moment I expected her to look at me and view me like the pervert that I am and how most guys are, but she didn't do that either. Just as was Jamie, Lynn was enjoying the show of my cock, too.
Maybe, she felt that this was a medical emergency and that all taboos went out the window in first caring for Jamie. Maybe, after this is over, Lynn would be upset with me that I paraded naked around her best friend and I'd have Hell to pay, but I was surely enjoying the situation that I was thrown in now. Maybe, Lynn was like me, a little drunk, and just didn't care. Maybe, Lynn was a voyeur and an exhibitionist and got off on the idea of me exposing myself to her friend.
Then, I thought about how Lynn was constantly and continually being caught naked by her ex-boyfriend's friends. I wondered if she felt the way that I felt now, embarrassed and excited at the same time. I wondered if she did exposed herself on purpose and if the feeling of exposing herself was intoxicatingly addictive, in the way that I was feeling about it now. Again, I wondered if she was an exhibitionist. I wondered if I was an exhibitionist and didn't know that until now. I wondered if it, somehow, turned Lynn on to have her friend see me naked, which made me wonder if Lynn was a voyeur. Although, I'll have to take care in how I broach the subject, so that she doesn't think me more of the pervert that I am, I'll have to ask her about that with our next pillow talk session.
Some guys would be insanely jealous, if another man saw their woman naked, but it excited me thinking about all those guys seeing Lynn's naked body. She has a beautiful body and she told me about a couple of her ex-boyfriend's friends, who'd always return for another peek, even after being verbally brutalized and threatened with physical harm by her ex-boyfriend, if they returned without an invitation again. During our pillow talking sessions, I had her describe her ex-boyfriend's friends to me and tell me about their reactions to seeing her naked. I had her tell me about all of that, while my cock was buried deep inside of her and having that conversation with her, while having sex with her, always made me swell. Just as it made me, it made her excited to talk about exposing her naked body to men.
This was all so very new to me. I felt so free and alive being nude. Even though what I was doing was a bit perversely perverted, walking around naked and exposing myself to my girlfriend's best friend, for some reason, I didn't feel like the degenerate that I am. I felt more like a hot stud. I felt like I was one of them, someone their age, a young man in a unisex college dormitory.
My modesty and inhibitions melted away with every flash that I gave Jamie. Moreover, now I wanted Jamie to look at my cock. I wanted her to see my big prick. I wanted her to see me naked. I wanted her to want me and to desire me. I wondered if seeing me naked was making her hot and wet. Just as I wondered if seeing me naked was making her want me, I wondered if seeing my cock was making her as horny as it was making me.
Who knows, maybe we could have a threesome. As soon as I thought it, I buried the thought. How could I possibly think about cheating on Lynn with her best friend? Wait, is a threesome cheating? Besides, Lynn and Jamie would never do one another, would they? They'd never have lesbian sex, would they? They'd never eat one another's pussy. I wondered if they would. Yet, what if they already have? The thought of a threesome with Lynn and Jamie was so very sexually arousing.
Still, I was disgusted with myself for even thinking about having sex with Jamie. For sure, it must have been the combination of Viagra with Champagne to make me feel and think this way. Suddenly, I wondered if having sex with a hot 25-year-old recharged and somehow boosted my Testosterone levels. Only, now that I was intimate with Lynn, now that I fucked Lynn, I was curious about Jamie and wondered how she'd measured up to her.
Jamie was a bit out of it and Lynn propped up a bunch of pillows, behind her head and back to make her more comfortable. Jamie kept closing her eyes, but I could tell that she pretended to close her eyes, so that she could stare at my cock through her partially opened slits. Her attention that she paid to my naked body made me so horny. The focused attention she paid my big prick made me feel like the man that I used to be.
"Did my ex do this to you?" Lynn held her hand, while questioning her.
"Yes," she said in a pained murmur while Lynn cleaned up the dried blood from her mouth, nose, and ears.
"Where else did he hit you, Jamie?"
"He kicked me in the ribs, the stomach, and stomped on my ass. He hit me everywhere. He just kept hitting me, beating me, and kicking me until I told him where to find you."
I couldn't believe it, when Lynn began undressing her in front of me. I couldn't believe it, when Jamie put up no resistance. I didn't blink for fear of missing something. I wanted to capture this moment, to replay it all back in my mind on those days, after Lynn, no doubt, dumped me, when I was alone and horny. It certainly created for a hotter moment, when Jamie stared at me, as Lynn carefully undressed her and slowly revealed her hot body to me.
I wondered if Jamie was getting off at me seeing her being undressed, as much as I was getting off seeing her being undressed and as much as I was getting off with her seeing me naked. I wondered if Jamie was as much of an exhibitionist as I was a voyeur. It was so hot to watch Lynn undressing Jamie. I wondered if Lynn was getting off on exposing Jamie to me.
I just stood there and stared. It took all the self-control that I had not to reach down and start stroking myself, as I watched Lynn exposing Jamie's beautiful body to me. I don't know if Lynn realized that I was there watching or if it just did not matter, since I had already been standing there with my cock at full erection in front of her best friend, anyway.
I couldn't believe it when Lynn started unbuttoning Jamie's blouse. Now, Jamie is almost as hot as Lynn. She is a good looking woman with a rack a cup size bigger than Lynn's. When Lynn unbuttoned Jamie's blouse, she flayed it open. Her bra, cleavage, and big bra clad breasts were there before my horny eyes.
There before me was Jamie's big, white, lacy bra. Her erect nipples already made a big imprint against the sheer, lace fabric of the material. Obviously, seeing through the sheerness of her bra, whereas Lynn's nipples were pink, Jamie's nipples were brown. Clearly, I could see their impression through her bra. Her tits were a definite C/D cup as Lynn's was a definite B/C cup, and Jamie had great cleavage. I only wished I could have gotten a look at her tits. Remove her bra, take off her bra, show me her tits, I continually said to myself, while hoping that Lynn would psychically receive my thoughts and act on them.
"Freddie, look, she's bruised all over."
I stepped closer to the bed staring at Jamie's bra covered tits pretending to examine her bruises. The closer that I came to her, the larger my eyes swelled to encompass her big boobs. I just wanted to lower myself down to Jamie and nuzzle my nose in her cleavage. She had beautiful cleavage, the kind of cleavage that women would kill to have or pay thousands of dollars to get. Then, Lynn unzipped Jamie's jeans and slowly pulled them down. Oh, my God, I thought I was going to faint, when I saw the top portion of Jamie's blue panties. It can't get any better than having my hot girlfriend strip her hot girlfriend down to her panty and bra. I could have sold tickets to this party.
I was treated to a show of Jamie's sheer, blue bikini panties and I couldn't believe it, when Jamie's panties came down with her pants and exposed the top of her trimmed patch of dark brown pubic hair to me. When I saw Jamie's pubic hair, I wanted to dive in bed and start licking her pussy, before burying my cock in her. This slow strip show was making me so freaking horny.
"Freddie, help me remove her jeans."
Am I dreaming? My hot girlfriend wants me to remove her hot girlfriend's tight jeans.
"Okay," I said, while still staring.
Okay, no problem, Lynn. I'll just grab her jeans by the bottom of her legs and pull. Oops, her panties are coming off with her jeans. Darn. Sorry, Jamie, I wanted to say. I won't look...too much.
My mind was filled with dirty thoughts. I was so glad that none of what I was thinking slipped out of my jaw dropped mouth. I continued removing Jamie's pants without bothering to pull up her panties and Jamie didn't reach down to make any attempt to cover her nakedness nor did Lynn. Jamie watched me watch her. Are you kidding me? If this was not so erotically hot, it would have been bizarre. My cock continually went from a semi-erection back to a stiff erection over and again.
"Look Freddie, her legs are all bruised, too," said Lynn pointing at Jamie's bruised legs, while inviting me to look closer.
I had a hard time looking away from Jamie's pussy slit, but I did to look at her shapely but bruised legs. While leaning down to inspect her bruised thighs, I was close enough to her pussy to inhale a sweet whiff of Jamie's sweet scent. I put my hand on Jamie's thighs turning them and spreading her legs a little, as if I was a doctor conducting a thorough medical examination. I allowed my knuckles to gently brush her pubic hair repaying her the sexual teasing favor, when her hand gently but seductively brushed by my cock, as I carried her in the bedroom and put her down on the bed.
If nothing else, Jamie, like Lynn, had nice legs and, just as I already had with Lynn, I imagined myself parked between Jamie's legs, while licking and fingering her oh, so young and oh, so forbidden pussy. Both women were very athletic having participated in dance classes, gymnastics, ice skating, and track and field events, all through their lives together, as childhood friends. I stared at Jamie lying in the middle of my bed semi-naked. She had a nice body. Only, she was not as pretty as Lynn. Still, I'd never kick her out of bed for eating crackers, that's for sure. She was no dog by any stretch of the imagination. Only, when seeing them side by side with Lynn, she paled in comparison. On a scale of 10, Lynn was a ten and Jamie was a nine.
Had she been alone on the bed, there'd be no issue with her not being as pretty as Lynn. Lynn was so pretty that she made everyone else look bad. If you were to see Jamie out and about without Lynn's shining star stealing the spotlight of attention from her, any man would definitely hit on Jamie. Yet, when I've been drinking champagne and my girlfriend's best friend is there before me in her bra with her panties down around her thighs, while I'm standing there naked with a Viagra induced erection, Jamie looked damn good to me.
"Jamie, Honey, turn on your stomach, so we can see your back," said Lynn.
Jamie turned and Lynn pulled down and removed her panties. What the fuck! Are you kidding me? I was in shock. I couldn't believe it when she did that. Suddenly, my cock went from semi-hard to hard, as I stared at Jamie's round, firm ass. Damn, she has a nice ass, as nice of an ass as Lynn's. I so wanted to slap that ass, fondle that ass, caress that round, sweet ass, kiss that ass, and fuck that ass. I wanted to lick that ass. Her ass was smokin' hot. I'd give anything to tap that ass.
"Freddie, do you have a digital camera? We should take some photos of her bruises for the police."
What? C'mon. Is she serious? No way. She wants me to actually take nude photos of Jamie? Okay, where's the camera. Am I on Candid Camera? Is this a joke? Are we making a porn film? Yeah, prop Jamie up on her knees and bend her over, so that I can get the whole, hole shot, too. The police are going to love these candid photos.
I couldn't believe that Lynn wanted me to take nude photos of Jamie. By the time I returned with the camera, Lynn had already removed Jamie's bra and turned her back around. My psychic thoughts must have worked. My eyeballs nearly fell out of my head, when I saw Jamie's huge melons and her brown, trimmed pussy. As soon as I saw her tits, with them standing in place and not flopping to the side, even though Jamie was on her back, I knew they weren't real, but surgically enhanced perfect globes of erotic, sexual delight.
Nonetheless, whether natural or surgically enhanced, tits are tits and Jamie had two, big, perfect boobs. To Lynn's emergency medical credit, Jamie did have bruises on her breasts, as well, they required me to photograph her tits, too. Before applying ice packs to reduce the swelling, Lynn helped Jamie move side to side while I snapped candid photos of her ass, tits, and pussy, and the bruises that were all over her body.
"He beat me with a bamboo stick, everywhere" she said, "until I told him where to find you. He just kept hitting me and hitting me. It took all that I had to block my face. I didn't want him to hit me in the face."
As if I was a Playboy photographer snapping photos of Angelina Jolie, I snapped dozens of photos of Jamie's naked body making sure I got some good close-ups of her knockers with her face in the photos. Being that I'm not a forensic scientist or a mortician, I don't like seeing nude photos of just body parts without seeing the woman's face. Seeing her face with her nakedness makes the photo so much more appealing to me on more of a personal level. Now, when I look back on these photos years from now, instead of thinking, there's a photo of a naked, headless woman, I'll be thinking, there's a photo of Jamie naked.
Her nipples were huge. I made sure that I took a few extra shots of her tits for my personal photographic library collection in case the relationship that I was enjoying now with Lynn didn't work out and I suddenly found myself alone and horny. Between seeing Jamie naked and her seeing me naked, just when I thought the excitement for one evening was over, just when I thought that this was all that I could take, Jamie managed to pump more blood to my cock.
"Can I stay here with you guys for the night? I'm afraid to go home," she said making big, sad eyes at Lynn, before staring down at my Viagra drugged cock.
To be continued...
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Chapter 3
Tie me up, blindfold me, and make me blow you.
"Let me show you what else, I bought," said Linda.
Unable to concentrate on what Linda bought at the mall, he was still reeling over Phil seeing his wife topless in his bedroom and naked out by the pool. His erection grew bigger with the thought of Phil seeing his 45-year-old wife in her most sexy lingerie. He thought about his neighbor seeing her in her sheer panties with her ass crack and the dark shadow that her pubic hair made. He thought about him seeing her topless and seeing her tits, her areolas, and her nipples. Then he thought about him seeing all of her naked body, while she skinny dipped in the pool.
Forget about watching football and getting drunk in front of the television, he couldn't wait for some hot sexual action with lots of erotic pillow talk later tonight. He needed to ask her about Phil barging in the bedroom, when he was topless. He needed to know how she felt, when Phil saw her topless. He needed her to whisper in his ear that it turned her on for him to see her big boobs.
As always, he was looking forward to some hot pillow talk. She's already confessed her attraction for Phil, several months ago, when they were in the throes of having hot sex, and he's already confessed his attraction to her for Julie. She told him that she'd suck Phil's cock, if ever she had the chance and he told her that he'd fuck Julie, if ever he had the chance. With the stage already set, they treated their pillow talk as just pillow talk, something that aroused them. Yet, now they both suspected that their innocent pillow talk was more than that, a prelude to swinging, perhaps. Maybe it was just sexy talk behind closed doors between a husband and his wife. Nothing like that ever happens, next door neighbors swapping their partners for some hot sex with someone else. Right?
They had lots of pillow talk that they never acted upon. They talked about her exposing herself to the pizza delivery man, while he hid in the closet and watched her expose herself to him. That was a hot scenario to imagine. As they discussed, she'd answer the front door wearing something totally see-through and without wearing any underwear, or she opens the door wearing a small bath towel that she loses, when she accepts the pizza and gives him the money. Even though she'd never actually do something like that, they even talked about her giving the pizza delivery man a blowjob.
Once, when he asked her, which one of his friends she'd do, she picked Phil, of course. Yet, then she'd do, she floored him, when she confessed her sexual attraction to his sister. She went so far, as to tell him about the time her and her own sister fooled around, when they were both drunk and horny, so long ago. Damn, imagining Linda with her sister, that was such hot pillow talk.
Suddenly, now that he thought more about it, he remembered her always standing in the light of the patio towel, while drying her naked body, after her moonlit naked swim. If she knew Phil was peeking over the fence, looking, and staring, then, it appears that she was purposely giving him a show. That would explain why they always had passionate sex, after they went skinny dipping. Knowing that he was there looking, she must have been turned on before, during, and after showing her naked body to Phil. Maybe, just as Phil is an obvious voyeur, she's a closet exhibitionist.
Suddenly, the reality of her trying on shoes, while wearing a short skirt and flashing her panties or, even more daring, her pussy was becoming more of a reality. Maybe, after a little pillow talk with Phil as the main focus, he'd make her horny enough to do more than just show her panties in a shoe store. He wondered, if she'd flash her tits to truckers on the way to the mall and on the way home from the mall. He wondered if she thinks about having sex with Phil in the way that he thinks about having sex with Julie. He wondered if Phil and Julie think about having sex with them. He wondered, if they were having hot pillow talk about swapping partners, too. He wondered if Julie thinks about sucking his cock, in the way that his wife thinks about sucking Phil's cock. Damn, maybe his wife is a slut and he never knew it. Hot damn. Double hot damn.
"So, what's the occasion?" He watched her go through the pile of bags that littered the bed. "It isn't our anniversary, is it?"
"No, you goof; you missed our anniversary already, last month. Remember?"
"I did?" Now, he felt like a real shit heel. He should have bought her flowers and an anniversary card, maybe even taken her out to dinner. "I'm sorry, Honey, I'll make it up to you."
"Don't worry about it, Sweetie, you already have."
"I have?" He looked at her with confusion. "How did I do that?"
"I charged all of this lingerie on your credit card," she smiled that smile she smiles, when she buys three pairs of shoes and a handbag, after making up from an argument that was, as usual, his fault. Now, he wondered, if she started a fight just to go shopping. "And it was expensive."
"I don't want to know what it all cost. I'll find out soon enough when I get the bill. Where did you get it?"
"The Internet."
"Geez, you can buy everything on the Internet," he said turning to leave the bedroom to go downstairs for a beer.
"Wait, where you going?"
"My back hurts, I have a headache, and I need a brewski. I just want to flop in front of the TV, while channel surfing."
"Well, hurry back with your beer. Don't turn on the TV, yet, because I have more to show you."
When he turned to leave, she hit him in the ass with something.
"Hey, what the—" He turned to look and she was laughing, while holding a pink, feathered whip. "You've got to be kidding me."
Suddenly, she got excited like the way she used to get so long ago and she made smile, when she started pulling more things out of the Internet shopping bag. Seeing her like that again, excited and happy, made him realize why they were still relatively happy together and not divorced, as were so many of their friends. He really loved her and seeing her like this again, sexy and adventurous, made him wonder, if they were just a mere step away from exploring more of his sexual fantasies of swinging. Her flashing her panty in the shoe store, having sex with Phil, doing the pizza delivery man, and having sex with his sister and her sister, may be not just pillow talk but a soon to be reality.
"Look, Honey, I bought a pink feathered blindfold and pink feathered wrist and ankle ties, too," she said with a wink and a sexy smile. "Do you want to tie me up and have your wicked way with me?" Then, she pulled out this huge dildo that, when she hit the switch, the curved head slowly circled and pulsated.
"Oh, my God, what the Hell is that? It appears alive" he said with a laugh.
"It's my big, blue dildo, Bruno," she said sticking it between her legs, before taking it in her mouth.
"Blindfold? Wrist ties? Ankle ties? Dildos?" Looking much like a woman from Edith Wharton's Age of Innocence with her tits spilling out over her top, he looked at her thinking about Phil jerking off over the vision of seeing his wife topless and naked. Unable to erase the image of Phil entering his bedroom and seeing Linda topless, he couldn't stop thinking about him walking behind Linda to help her tie her corset, while she stood there in her transparent panties. Consumed by thoughts of Julie buying a corset, too, he wondered if Phil would allow him to see Julie topless, in the way that he had seen Linda. "Have you been watching Jerry Springer, again, Linda?"
"No, don't be silly. I don't watch trash TV," she said lying. "I've been reading some erotic literature on one of those sexy web sites, Literotica, and I wanted to try something new." She looked at him with a mischievous smile.
"Something new? What do you mean? Whipped cream?"
"No, actually, I thought we try something much more daring than dessert topping. I want you to tie me up, blindfold me, tease me with these feathers, whip me, but not too hard, slap my ass, squeeze my tits, pinch and pull my nipples, and make me do dirty, nasty things to your body. And," she said with a wicked smile, if you were to invite someone else in the room, when I was tied, blindfolded, and naked, I wouldn't mind. It would be our little secret," she said with wickedness.
Blindfold? Wrist ties? Ankle ties? Dildos? Invite another man to see her tied, blindfolded, and naked? He looked at her looking much like he perceived the woman, Ellen Olenska, who Michele Pfeiffer played in Martin Scorsese' movie, The Age of Innocence, written by Edith Wharton.
She wants to do dirty, nasty things to his body? He was floored. Suddenly, she has an entire laundry list of sexual things that she wants to try, when he could barely get her to give him a hand job from before. Maybe she's been reading one too many romance stories, now called erotic literature. He's known this woman for almost 30 years and he realized that he doesn't know who she is anymore. He thought hard trying to think of something new that he wanted to try and all that he could come up with was the same old stuff, a blowjob, where he cums in her mouth, and she swallows.
Actually, now that he thought more about it, now that she's turning into the sex crazed animal that he's always been, he'd love for her to be more sexually adventurous. Hung up on all that the fun they could have at the mall, he thought about her trying on shoes, while wearing a short skirt with a young shoe salesman helping her. Now, with more of a realistic hope that she'd do some of these sexy things, he thought about her exposing her body to men, maybe showing her tits to truckers on the highway, as he drove beside them or flashing her semi-naked body to husbands and boyfriends waiting for their wives and girlfriends outside of department store dressing rooms. He thought about her answering the door in a sheer nightgown or just a towel to tease the pizza delivery man, the mailman, the UPS man, and/or the Fedex man.
Yet, what he thought most about was her having sex with Phil, while he watched. Maybe he'll invite him over, when Linda is tied to the bed, naked, and blindfolded. He thought about Phil having sex with Linda, while he had sex with Julie. He thought about both couples agreeing to swap partners. Only, out of fear of being embarrassed, rejected, and being thought the pervert that he obviously was, he didn't voice his fantasies of exhibitionism and voyeurism, just yet. For fear of awakening her from her sudden sexual dream, he didn't say any of those things. It was enough sexual excitement just for him to think about them.
"Linda, I don't know what to say. What has gotten into you? Have you been drinking?"
"Drinking? No, but I've been a bad girl, a very bad girl," she smiled a sexy smile, "and I need you to discipline me. She bent at the waist and stuck out her ass and lightly began hitting herself with the pink feathered whip. "Maybe, you can take me over your knee, pull down my panties, and spank my naked ass in front of Phil, until it is red and until my desire for you is heated to a slow boil." She smiled, "If you were to take control of me, if you were to be my master and make me your sexual slave, I'd have to do whatever you wanted me to do. I'd even blow Phil, if you ordered me to blow him."
So, that's it. She's all hot and bothered thinking about sucking Phil's cock. The shoe store, department store, pizza delivery man, his next door neighbor, lesbian sex, and group sex, suddenly flashed through his mind with the speed of an XXX rated movie on fast forward or a speeding express train going through a dark tunnel, before emerging into Orgy Land. Orgy Land, a place where every man wants to go, but few have dared set foot. Orgy Land, the land where sex and sexual fantasies are encouraged and satisfied. Orgy Land, if there was even such a place, was his my dream destination and his imagined vacation spot.
"So, where are you and the Mrs. vacationing this year?" He imagined asking a co-worker.
"Oh, we might drive to Yellowstone National Park or take the kids to Disney World."
"What about you? What are your vacation plans?" He imagined his co-worker asking him.
"We're going to Orgy Land," he said with a big smile.
"Orgy Land! No way!" He imagined his co-working looking at him in total disbelief and jealousy. "I mentioned Orgy Land to the wife and she mentioned divorce court. Wow! Orgy Land. You're such a lucky bastard to have a wife, who's willing to go with you to Orgy Land."
"Everyone off the train, here we are at Orgy Land. Watch your step. There are slimy condoms everywhere," he imagined the conductor of a fantasy train, much like the train, The Hogwarts Express, in Harry Potter, while helping his wife down the steps and helping himself to ample feels of her big tits.
Erotic literature? Literotica? She's getting off reading dirty stories. If he knew all it took was for her to read dirty stories, he would have read dirty stories to her years ago.
As if a faucet, she went from cold to hot overnight. Suddenly, he was afraid much like the time she dented his car hood with a baseball bat, after he locked himself in the car because she was in a raging moment of menopause that lasted six months. She screamed at him, while denting his car, that he doesn't talk to her anymore.
"Yeah, they have all these hot, sexy stories. I'll show you later," she said with the excitement that she usually reserves for finding a new recipe. "Maybe, you can get some ideas of things that we can try."
"All aboard for Orgy Land!" Again the express train to Orgy Land appeared waiting for them to climb aboard the train to swinging and sexual fantasy land.
"You're not going through the change of life again, are you?"
"No," she said vehemently shaking her head, while smiling and giving him a sexy look, as if he was a giant piece of dark chocolate.
He looked at her hard trying to see any evidence of the lunacy that he's have already seen, after having been through her menopause with her before.
"Because if you are having another menopause moment," he said making the sign of the cross, "I'm going to visit my brother in Missouri for a while." He looked around the room. "Where's my football helmet? I need to start wearing that around the house again, along with my earplugs."
"Football helmet? Earplugs?" She looked at me like him as if he was the crazy one.
"Yeah, I need the football helmet, when you get moody and throw stuff at me. Also, I need the earplugs, so that I can't hear you yelling at me that I don't talk to you and crying, when I don't answer you."
"Don't be a fool, Freddie," she said with her hands on her hips. "I'm just trying to put some sexual excitement into our sex life or lack thereof." She suddenly looked sad. "We're still young and I want us to be a vibrant, sexual couple again. I want to experience the way that it was before, when we couldn't keep our hands off one another." She shook her hips like she was dancing. "I want to get down and dirty. I want to be kinky, baby." She stepped towards him, placed her arms around his neck, and kissed him. "I want to be your bad girl, your dirty girl, and your sexy woman."
He still didn't believe that this was really happening and that this was all about sex. He figured she had gotten into the wine, again. She does that every time she makes Italian sauce.
"Tell me this, then," he said taking a step back, while looking in her eyes to see if she was inebriated, "we're not having pasta, by chance, tonight, are we?"
"Pasta? No, I bought lobster and champagne."
"Lobster and champagne? You haven't sampled the champagne, yet, have you?"
"No, why?"
"Nothing, just wondering."
"Listen, you don't have to worry because there's only one change of life and I've already been through that. I'm done with all of the hot flashes, emotional traumas, and angry episodes. Besides, I'm on hormones and finally, they're working their magic with my libido."
Hormones? What kind of hormones? Suddenly, he thought of her turning into a green, hulking monster and swinging a bat like Barry Bonds. It was apparent to him that he needed to carry his football helmet around with him at all times. He could make a run for it but she'd catch him, before he made the bedroom door.
"Thank God, Linda, because that period of our married life was horrible," he said with a forced smile.
"Now, that the kids are gone, I thought we could have a bit of sexual excitement," she said stepping closer to him and reaching down to feel his cock through his pants. Then, as if they were dating and sitting in the car on the pretense of watching a drive-in movie, she stuck her tongue in his ear that sent shivers all over his body. He loved it, when she does that, he thought. "So, go get your beer and hurry back because I want to show you what I bought you to wear tonight."
"What do you mean? You bought me something to wear?"
He looked at her wondering if he should call the therapist that she saw last year, when he prescribed something to make her sleep, after she was crying all the time over nothing. He looked at her wondering if she had taken herself off the doctor's medication without his consent. People usually go crazy when they do that and, gulp, kill people.
"Don't worry; you're going to love it."
"Tell me, Linda, you didn't buy me one of those leather outfits that they had on that movie, Pulp Fiction, that we watched last month."
I could tell by her sexy, sly smile that she did. Suddenly, banjo twanging music from the movie Deliverance, with Burt Reynolds, where he and his friends are hunting in the woods and are overtaken by hillbilly men, who are intent on having gay sex, filled his brain with misadventures of anal sex.
"God help me," he said turning to leave the bedroom, again. "I need something stronger than beer. I'm going to have a shot of Jack."
To be continued...
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Chapter 2
Even rich, privileged women have dirty secrets and sexual fantasies.
Butter would melt in her mouth, and her smile, when cast in a man's direction, would make him do anything she asked. She was the type of woman that so many lust over but that few ever have. Educated, articulate, intelligent, witty, and funny, she had the charm, the confident poise, and the practiced personality to make any guest feel at home and at ease, while entertaining them with interesting conversation in her home or at a cocktail party.
When talking to her, she made her guests feel, as if they were the only one in the room. She made her guests feel as important and privileged, and as special, as she thought she was. She had a knack for getting the best out of people, especially men. She had a flirtatious sexy way of making men feel that they had a chance with her, should Robert suddenly have a heart attack and die or should they divorce.
Little did they know that, while she knowledgeably talked to her guests about current events, passionately discussed art, expressed her taste in music, or recommended a good book, a great movie, or a fine wine, married or not, she was undressing them with her eyes. Imagining them naked, she imagined them making love to her and imagined sucking their cocks, before and after they made love to her. A woman held prisoner in a marriage of convenience, instead of love, she hungered for the lustful attention of a man, any man, who'd show her the forceful, sexual affection and domination that she yearned to have again, and that she once had during her wild and crazy party days.
The husbands, including her own, were unaware of her dual personality. If only they knew she was always so horny, they may have taken her up on her secret desire of needing to have rough sex and of wanting to be being tied up and slapped around. If only they knew she was everything and so much more than what they imagined she'd be in bed, they may have been more forceful with her and gotten from her what they so wanted. If only they knew that she desperately wanted them, as much as they desperately wanted her, they definitely would have risked the scandal of a romantic affair to be sexually intimate with her.
Suddenly having trouble getting and maintaining an erection, without taking a pill, Robert, on his best days and when in an amorous mood, was only an adequate lover. Nothing adventurous or spontaneous, as soon as she gave him a blowjob, he'd be off to sleep. Occasionally, he'd return the favor and lick her a little but, as he grew older, because of his bad back and bad knees, those days were getting fewer and further in between. Except for ones given her from her own hand and by one of her many sexual toys, it had been a while, since she had an orgasm. Certainly, having married him for the financial security, instead of for love, he's never given her an orgasm. He was always at the office and sometimes working weekends or away on overseas business trips, especially whenever there was a special deal going on or a special client, who he was trying to romance to have him or her commit their assets or have them invest their investment portfolio with his firm.
After having experienced every sexual position in her college days, after having a life filled with erotic activity and sexual promiscuity, once she married Robert, she had grown content just to tease men, while showing them a bit of innocent skin with an up skirt flash here and a down blouse flash there. It was fun and sexually exciting again for her to imagine men wanting her and undressing her with their lustful eyes, while she imagined them making love to her. Recently becoming a bit of an exhibitionist, she enjoyed the attention she received when the guys stole a look up her short skirt or a nonchalant glance down her low cut blouse or designer gown.
Just as much as she enjoyed pretending that she didn't know they were looking, she enjoyed pretending that she didn't know that she was showing. Whenever she saw a handsome man with a cute dog, she was never shy about squatting down to make a fuss over his dog, while giving him plenty to see with an innocent down blouse view of her breasts and a purposeful up skirt view of her panty. Whenever trying on shoes a size too small or boots on in a shoe store, she wasn't shy about giving a young, good looking shoe salesman an inadvertant look between her legs.
Athletic after years of dance classes and gymnastics as a child, but probably from playing a lot of tennis during the past twenty odd years, she always a toned body with shapely legs, a flat stomach, a tight ass. Without having celluloid saddlebags on her thighs or flabby wings on her triceps, she was most proud of her shapely breasts and her firm, round ass. As much as they were her prideful joy, her permanently, perfectly perky, B cup breasts were the envy of all her friends. Until she showed them, none of them believed that she didn't have breast implants. She looked marvelous in a bikini and having seen her sunning topless by their backyard pools, her gang of rich, bitch friends were still all surprised that her breasts were natural and not surgically enhanced silicon creations of a plastic surgeon.
A game she enjoyed playing, flashing an attractive man accidentally on purpose was all just innocent fun and part of being a woman, who still wanted to feel that she was still attractive, desirable, and sexual. No doubt, looking ten years younger, certainly, she didn't look her age and at 45-years-old, she was still young enough and looked good enough to command the attention of a roomful of horny and sexually unsatisfied men, especially those who were all her husband's age or a bit younger, and especially those, who were a bit older. Now, instead of giving her body to whatever man who forcefully took it, she had grown content to just want to be noticed, wantonly wanted, and secretly desired. Instead of acting out her every horny thought, it was all left providence and to her imagination, while she masturbated.
Besides, it was all just a game to her that made her wonder, if she was going through the change of life. Suddenly, with the hot flashes she's been experiencing, she was horny all the time. As the way she was when she was in her late teens and early twenties, she was always thinking about sex now. If anyone could read her mind, they'd see that it was filled with dirty thoughts of being bound, while forced to suck cocks and fuck strange men doggy style. For someone who looked so classy and who appeared to be an unapproachable, rich bitch, she was such a down to Earth, roll in the mud. Fuck her in a haystack type of girl or, preferably, tie her to the horse stall and ride her like a wild mare, she loved pillow talk and talking dirty, while giving her lover everything he sexually wanted and lustfully desired.
Her favorite fantasy was for two men to attack her. She imagined them tearing off her clothes. She got so wet, when she thought about them not unbuttoning her blouse, but ripping it open and exposing her bra clad breasts, while she pretended to feign embarrassment. She imagined them pulling off her short skirt and breaking the zipper in the process. She imagined them slapping her across the face, when she mildly resisted, before vehemently protesting them cutting her bra off with scissors and doing the same with her panty.
Now, stripped naked, she imagined the men touching her everywhere and forcing her to kiss them, first one and then the other, while they caressed and fondled her tits and pulled and twisted her nipples. She imagined one man fucking her doggy style, while slapping her ass and she imagined the other man forcing her to suck his big, hairy prick, while pulling her hair and slapping her face. She loved thinking about that fantasy, while touching herself at night, while her husband worked late hours of the evening or was away on one of his business trips.
She liked being forced. So long as they didn't hurt her, she liked it rough. So long as they forced her, she'd do anything and everything that they wanted her to do. Even though she didn't look the part, she enjoyed being treated like a dirty slut and an insatiable whore that she imagined she still was and used to be. If only she could have it all, sex and money, she'd be happy.
Only, the difference is that, being married and playing the faithful wife to such a rich and successful man, whose ability to get clients depended upon him having a sparkling clean reputation, she couldn't get what she needed from Robert. He was a dud in bed. If only he'd attack her in the way that he went after an investment portfolio or a stock offering, she'd be a sexually satisfied wife. If only he'd push her back on the bed and tear off her clothes, she'd never think of wanting sex from another man again. If only he'd slap her around, she'd be satisfied to be his woman. If only he'd tie her to the bed and demand that she do whatever was his desire, she would. Only, standing up high on her pedestal, she was his trophy and he'd never do anything to violate her beauty with violence. A softly spoken man, a gentleman, he didn't have in him what she needed and so yearned to have.
He worked too many hours and went on too many business trips. Gone two and three days at a time, he was never home. Once in a while, on those trips where he was gone for a week at a time, he took her, especially if he was going to Europe, especially Paris or Geneva. Yet, having been there several times, she was bored to go with him to Europe again and sit, so much like the obedient wife and listening to her husband talking and watching the men leering at her, while she undressed them with her eyes. Already having everything she needed, it wasn't any fun to shop alone. She invited her friends, but they always had other commitments.
She wondered if he was having another secret, sordid affair with another one of his secretaries or endless interns. He did have an admitted penchant for young and beautiful women, as she once was, when he chased after her with gifts and promises of a good life. He was such a lecher and just as she was faithful her him, she was surprise to discover that someone, who looked like him, as short as he was rotund wasn't faithful to her. Money bought him everything, even an endless array of young, beautiful women to service his twisted, sexual needs. Besides, he was so polite, too polite for her liking. She loved talking dirty, but he didn't like it, when she said anything vulgar or inappropriate, as he called it, during sex.
She craved real sex, body sweating, hip humping, and deep fucking, the sex that she couldn't get from him. Being married and not wanting to ruin her financial arrangement with her husband, as his faithful, trophy wife, she couldn't get real sex from anyone else for that matter. The only time her husband had been her lover was when they were dating and that quickly waned, once they were married and even more so after the birth of the children. What is it with guys and children? Just because she's a mother now, doesn't mean that she's not the same woman with the same sexual needs. Now, thinking of her as the mother of his children, he doesn't even cum in her mouth.
To be continued...
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Chapter 8
Lynn and Jamie make love, while Freddie is sleeping.
"Can I stay here with you guys for the night? I'm afraid to go home," said Jamie making big, sad eyes at Lynn, before staring down at my Viagra drugged cock.
What? Can you stay here with us? Fuck yeah! My brain was reeling with thoughts and possibilities of Jamie staying here with us naked, but I tried not to show my enthusiastic excitement for fear that Lynn would say no and/or order me to put on some clothes. Only, my cock couldn't control its dirty desire for Jamie. With the possibility of Jamie being our naked bedroom guest, my true feelings of wanting to fuck her were divulged by my cock growing hard again.
"Yes," said Lynn looking to me for permission. Trying to act casually cool about Jamie staying over at my place, I nodded my head yes. "Of course, you can stay here with us," said Lynn smiling and winking at me, before turning back to comfort her friend.
"I'll go makeup the guest bedroom," I said turning to leave the room.
"Wait," Jamie said patting the bed and looking up at me with big eyes, before focusing her attention to Lynn, "I don't want to be alone tonight. Can I sleep here with you guys?"
What? Jamie wants to sleep here? Are you kidding me? Am I that drunk that I thought that I just heard Jamie ask Lynn if she can sleep with us in our king-size bed? This just continues to get better. Am I dreaming? Is this a joke? Where's the hidden video camera?
I imagined all three of us squeezed in together with me positioned in the middle of the bed, while my cock served as the bed's barometer for the possibility of sex. I imagined rolling over in the middle of the night boning Jamie up the ass, as I felt her big, round, phony tits in my big horny hand.
"Oh, sorry, Jamie," I imagined saying. "I didn't mean to fuck you up the ass during the night. Please pardon my intrusion. I thought that I was having a dream. Go back to sleep, please. I'll be done in just a minute. Oh, life is good, life is so good, when there's not one, but two naked 25-year-old woman in bed with me.
"Sure, baby, no problem," said Lynn wrapping an arm around her and kissing her on the lips. Wow, that was hot, Lynn kissing Jamie on the lips. I'd love to see more of that, but I never met two more heterosexual woman. Just a never to happen sexual fantasy of mine, they'd never make love to one another, that's for sure. "You can stay with us for however long as you like. Isn't that right Freddie?"
Lynn looked up at me, while looking at my face, while Jamie looked down at me, while staring at my cock.
"You're welcome to stay for as long as you want, Jamie," I said with a devious smile. "I have plenty of room."
What the Hell, maybe the three of us can live together, I thought. I have a big bed and plenty of Viagra. Both of you can share...me.
It was late and we were all tired. If I was still feeling the effects of the champagne, I'm sure that Lynn was, too. Still, even though we were all tired, the three of us hung out in bed naked together, while talking and laughing. Only, every time Jamie laughed, she hurt. I gave Jamie a few glasses of Champagne to relax her and soon she was feeling the effects of the alcohol, too.
I figured that any moment, I'd be banished to the guest bedroom, while Lynn and Jamie shared my bed, but I wasn't. Wishing that I could sleep with the light on, so that I could ogle Jamie's hot naked body all night, Lynn turned off the light. Damn. Then, just when I thought that it couldn't get any better, it got better.
"Please, can we leave the light on? I don't want to be in the dark," said Jamie. "I'm so very afraid."
"Sure Baby," said Lynn turning back on the overhead light and hugging her friend. I don't know, maybe it's just me, but there's something so very erotic about two naked women pressing their naked tits together, while hugging.
Now, with the light on, I had an entire night of ogling Jamie's hot body, as I pretended to sleep, albeit with my eyes wide open. Being that there's no way that I can sleep in a room with the light on, I had no intention of sleeping anyway. Come to think of it, there's no way that I can sleep with two, hot, naked women in bed with me with the light on or off. Seriously, I tried closing my eyes, and covering them with my forearm, but I felt as if I was being interrogated by the police at headquarters. Finally, I felt the exhaustion and the alcohol overtake my will to stare at Jamie's massive breasts and I dozed.
Alone and drifting, feeling a bit like Hemingway's Santiago, when looking to hook the big fish, I felt as if I was floating on a raft far out to sea with the hot sun beating down on me. The water was gently swaying me back and forth and up and down. Only, I was dreaming. Then, remembering that Jamie was naked and in bed with me, I opened my eyes to see, if she was still here and to see if it all wasn't just a dream and a sexual fantasy. As soon as I opened my eyes, I realized that I wasn't on a raft floating and the sun wasn't overhead, and that none of this was a dream.
Instead of being on a raft in the ocean with the sun beating down on me, I was in a bed that was shaking with the light still on overhead. I looked at my watch and I had only been asleep for twenty minutes. When I turned my head, I saw Lynn positioned between Jamie's legs going at her pussy licking, fingering her, and sucking her, while Jamie was having an orgasm.
Fuck me. Are you kidding me? Lynn looked like she was getting excited, too, while eating Jamie's pussy. Lynn was playing with her pussy and masturbating herself, while eating her friend.
Oh, my God, better than any XXX rated porn video, this is so wild. Not wanting them to suddenly stop, I pretended to still be asleep. Yet, closing my eyes enough so that they'd think that I was still sleeping and opening just enough that I could see, I didn't want to miss this lesbian show for the world. Where's the camera? I so wanted to capture this moment and save it to my hard drive to view later, after Lynn dumped me for a younger man, someone more her age.
Lynn was licking Jamie and ramming her finger up her pussy, while Jamie was arching her back, wiggling all over the bed screaming, squeezing her big tits, and pinching her erect nipples. Neither one was trying to be quiet. It was almost as if they were trying their best to awaken me, so that I wouldn't miss the show. Maybe, I thought, they were trying to wake me so that I would join in. Nah! They were doing fine without my help. Nonetheless, watching Jamie having an orgasm with her mouth wide open, I so wanted to reach over and stick my cock in her gaping mouth. I hoped that they didn't notice my erection, a dead giveaway that I was awake, but guys always get erections, when they're sleeping.
Lynn moved up from Jamie's pussy and the two began kissing, French kissing. They were going at one another, as if they were lesbians serving a life sentence in prison for taking advantage of a mature 50-year-old man. Just as it was so outrageous to see two women sexually going after one another, it was so hot to see the woman, who I love, lick, finger, and French kiss her best friend. I wish I had the balls to roll over to Jamie and stick my big, hard cock between her legs and do her doggy style, as she made out with my girlfriend. After hearing Jamie scream, I wanted to make her scream, too. Just as Lynn had just done, I wanted to make her cum, too.
Watching them make love, I was jealous and I took note of their kissing. They kissed differently than how guys kiss women. They were more loving with their kissing and touching without all the desperate groping. It was hot to watch them kiss, while feeling one another's tits, finger one another's nipples, and watching them lovingly touch their hair and their face. Guys would just grabbed their asses and tits, while humping their crotches. It made me realize the animals that men are and the lovers that women are. After watching this loving display of affection, I realized that I needed to be more like a woman than a man in my sexual movements. I needed to be more loving.
Then, if it wasn't enough watching Lynn lick, finger, and make out with Jamie, it was Jamie's turn to go down on Lynn. I saw Lynn look over at me and, when she saw that I was still asleep or, in my case, pretending to be asleep, she closed her eyes and put her hand on the back of Jamie's head, while lightly running her fingers through her hair. Never in a million years would I ever think that Lynn and Jamie were lesbian or bi-sexual lovers. As if she was giving Jamie a hair massage, she lovingly played with Jamie's lush, dirty blonde hair, as Jamie started licking and fingering Lynn's pussy.
Obviously, this was not the first time that these two had done this. They looked too experienced. They looked too comfortable. They looked like lovers. Lynn was really getting into having her pussy licked and finger fucked by Jamie. She was turning her head from side to side, while moving her tongue around her lips. I couldn't wait to fill her mouth with my big prick.
It was so hot to see my girlfriend and her best friend having sex. It was so hot to watch my girlfriend have her pussy sucked, licked, and fingered by another woman. Never have I experienced watching two women doing one another. Never have I been as turned on watching a female couple having sex. The fact that I was intimate with one of the woman and knew the other woman, made it all that more sexually excitingly. This was way better than any porn movie that I've ever watched. This was my personal porn movie, right here, right now, in my bedroom, and on my bed.
Then, just when I thought that the evening was finally over, just when I thought that Lynn and Jamie would finally fall asleep, what happened next was too good to be true. Even though this was the sexual event of my life, even though this was what men fantasize about, a little too drunk and much too tired, I couldn't stay awake. I knew, as soon as I closed my eyes, I'd be asleep within seconds and this wonderful day would finally end. It had been a long day, it was so late, and I was so tired.
Sexually sated after having hot sex with Lynn, I was still a feeling a little drunk. Had I not taken the Viagra, I couldn't have gotten it up, especially after consuming that much champagne. I closed my eyes thinking about Lynn licking Jamie's pussy and about Jamie licking Lynn's pussy. That was the hottest sex show I've ever witnessed. I closed my eyes with the vision of the two women making out. I closed my eyes, happy that I was here with the both of them naked beside me and in bed with me.
What a day. What a fabulous night. I'm so happy. This is the best time of my life. Yawning, I stretched, curled up, and closed my eyes for the night. I couldn't wait for tomorrow.
As soon as I closed my eyes, I started dreaming. I dreamt that Lynn was kissing me, French kissing me, while Jamie was sucking my cock. What a dream? What a fabulous dream? If what I had just witnessed was not hot enough, now, I was having an even hotter dream.
My cock hardened with the thought of it in Jamie's mouth. Boy this is some dream. I felt my cock pulsate at the thoughts of Lynn watching her best friend blow me. I felt my cock grow harder with the warm, wet feel of Jamie's tongue swirling around the head of my big prick, as she stroked me with her soft, little hand. Believe it or not, but my dream was way hotter than watching the two women having sex with one another. My dream felt so real. I was having an incredible dream. I was having the best dream of my life.
Only, when I forced myself to open my eyes, there was my sweet baby doll Lynn kissing me. Man, she's such a good kisser. I love it when she kisses me. I love kissing her. I love that she woke me up by kissing me. Only, while kissing Lynn, I couldn't help but feel that incredible sensation that I feel when getting a dynamite blowjob. Not fully awake, I was still half asleep. Was I still dreaming? How could Lynn kiss me, while blowing me at the same time?
The alcohol left me in a relaxing daze and I wiped away the sleep from my eyes. When I looked down, there was Jamie attached to my cock sucking away with her head bobbing back and forth. She was sucking my cock, really sucking my cock, while making all of those cock sucking sounds, noises that get guys off, whenever we hear them. As if my cock was her last meal, Jamie was devouring my prick and taking it deep in her mouth, only removing it to lick my balls. Lynn's hot girlfriend was licking my balls. Boy did that feel wonderful when she licked my balls. She was really into sucking my cock. Between the sweet French kisses of Lynn and the cock sucking skills of Jamie, I was in Heaven.
I watched Jamie sucking my cock for a while, before pulling her up to me. Lynn scooted her body down and where Jamie had left off, she took Jamie's place and started sucking my cock. Now, it was Lynn's turn to suck my cock, while Jamie and I made out and, as I got better acquainted with her perfect tits. She attached herself to my lips in the way she had attached herself to my cock, while I fondled her huge melons and fingered her big nipples. She was a wonderful kisser with full lips like Lynn's and she knew how to use her tongue. I couldn't wait to fuck her. I couldn't wait to eat Lynn's pussy, while I fucked Jamie. This, my first threesome, I wanted to experience it all. Suddenly, I was no longer sleepy. I was alive with the lust of hot sex with two young hot woman. I felt as if I was such a player.
Lynn stopped blowing me to see what I was going to do. I scooted down to the bottom of the bed pulling Jamie down with me. With my cock positioned between Jamie's opened legs, I directed Lynn and had her move her body above Jamie's head with her legs spread wide open and her pussy within the reach of my mouth and tongue. I ate Lynn's pussy, while I fucked Jamie.
I love eating Lynn. I love her sweet pussy. I love feeling her wetness all over my face and up my nose, as I licked her and fingered her, while watching her orgasm. There's nothing like the feeling of eating the pussy of a beautiful woman that you love, while fucking another beautiful woman. I haven't had this much sex, since I was 25-years-old. Suddenly, at 50-years-old, I felt like a super stud. Who's the man? I'm the man.
Oh, my God, the feeling of doing two women at once is amazing. No matter what I did, if one was blowing me, while the other was kissing me, or if I was fucking one, while eating the other, the feeling was completely depraved and so sexually satisfying. It encompassed all of my senses at once and completely filled my brain with sex. Never have I experienced anything like this before. Matter of fact, after having two women at once, I don't know how I can go back to just doing one woman. If only I could, somehow, convince Jamie to stay with us a little longer, if only I could, somehow, convince Lynn to accept this type of sexual arrangement more permanently, I'd die a happy man.
Only, I figured that having sex with two women would eventually kill me. I mean, how much Viagra can I safely take before my penis just falls off or explodes? Surely, there must be a warning label for that. Danger, taking too much Viagra will make your penis fall off or explode.
"What happened to Freddie?" I imagined my friend John asking my friend, Mike.
"Oh, he died," said Mike.
"Died? You're kidding! He was so young, only fifty," said John. "How did he die?"
"He was living with two, hot, beautiful and sexually depraved, 25-year-old women and having sex, a threesome, morning, noon, and night," said Mike.
"Wow, what a guy?" John looked at Mike with a sad smile. "So, he had of a heart attack?"
"Nah, having taken too much Viagra, his penis exploded, before falling off. He had a major hemorrhage, but he died with a permanent smile on his face. You should have seen him at the wake, he looked so happy," said Mike. "With a big assed smile on his face, his eyes were wide open, and his arms were outstretched with his hands up, as if he was feeling tits. There was no way the mortician could get his arms down without breaking them, so he cut two holes in the coffin."
"Wow! That's how I want to die," said John. "That's exactly how I want to die."
"Yeah, me too," said Mike.
"Way to go, Freddie," said John.
"Way to go, Freddie," said Mike.
Although Jamie didn't have the desire for conversation and dirty talk, like did Lynn, she took an active participating roll, when having sex. Quite the dirty girl, she had sex, as if she was a guy on testosterone steroids. She was a real screamer and she didn't just move her body with my humps, she slammed her body into my cock. She was proactive. She fucked like a guy, a guy who had been away at sea for an extended period of time. She wanted to fuck and to get fucked. Never have I been with a woman who fucked like that.
"Fuck me, Freddie! Fuck me!" She yelled over and again, as I fucked her. "Fuck me! Fuck me!"
There was no making love to Jamie. Love wasn't part of her sexual equation. Having sex with Jamie was more of a fuck fest than it was a love affair. If I was married to Jamie, I'd need hip replacement surgery. Fucking Jamie was like playing a contact sport, a heated tennis game, or a wrestling match. In the way she used the entire bed, when fucking, was like rolling around on the canvas mat of a wrestling ring. It was difficult to do or think of anything else other than fucking, when fucking Jamie. I was glad, when Lynn took a break to go pee. Now, instead of being distracted by eating Lynn's pussy, while fucking Jamie, I could really concentrate on slamming my cock into Jamie to get her off, so that I could get some much needed sleep.
She had an orgasm, finally, thank God, I never thought she would. Who's the man? Who's the man? She exploded hard and screamed at the top of her lungs. To lessen the pressure, I had to open my mouth, so that my eardrums wouldn't explode. Lynn returned from the bathroom, laughing.
"Jesus, Jamie, it's a good thing we live at the end of the cul-de-sac and not near a cemetery because you'd wake the dead."
"Oh, Lynn, Freddie fucked me like I've never been fucked before."
...And never will, again, I wanted to say. I was lucky that I was so excited this time, the first time, but there was no way that I could continue this level of fucking or even repeat this marathon humping session. I was a literal fuck machine. I outdid myself. It had to be the champagne. I think the Champagne bubbles carried the Viagra straight to my cock in the way that rocket fuel goes to the space shuttle.
Lynn looked at me lying next to Jamie. She had a glisten to her eye, as she viewed my naked body.
"And you, you're my Superman, my superhuman man. You're such a horny guy. I can't believe you still have an erection."
What? I do? I still have an erection? Cut it off, I wanted to say. Please, no more. Kill me, now. Suddenly, I remembered the warning on the Viagra bottle, 'Seek medical attention if your erection last more than four hours.' What time is it? What time did I start fucking? What time did I take the Viagra? I don't remember anything except pussy and tits, fucking, and blowjobs.
Lynn dived from where she was standing and impaled her mouth on my cock. Good God, she's blowing me, again.
"I love your cock, Freddie," she said in-between her kisses, sucking, and licks. She held on to my shoulders as she raised herself up along my body. She started kissing me with deep, wet, French kisses that instantly made me desire her. Then, reaching down, she inserted my cock in her moist pussy. "Fuck me, Freddie, in the way you did, Jamie. I want to feel your lust for my cunt. I want to cum, too, again. Fuck me, my superhuman Superman."
Oh, God, there's all that dirty pillow talk again. If you want to get me going, just talk dirty to me and Lynn, as if she was in charge of launch control, knew all the right buttons to push in the right sequence. I rolled her over and started banging her, really pounding her pussy, in the way that I just had with Jamie. I was a machine, a sex machine, a fucking, fuck machine that blew a circuit and couldn't be turned off to stop humping.



Maybe because Jamie had been a screamer, now Lynn was getting more vocal. I leaned down to kiss her and before I parted from her lips with my tongue, I whispered in her ear.
"Scream for me, baby. I want to hear you cum."
Louder and louder her pleasure filled the room, until she let out a scream of passion that surely would have awakened the dead had we lived near a cemetery.
There we lay with Jamie on one side of me and Lynn on the other.
To be continued...
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Chapter 4
Mistress Lynn's been bad, very bad and needs to be punished.
He threw back a double downstairs and poured myself another double shot of bourbon to take upstairs with him to help him deal with Mistress Linda. He'll need the alcohol to tie her to the bedpost, if that's what she wanted him to do. He needed the extra shot of alcohol, if she wanted him to call over Phil to see her stretched out on the bed naked. Suddenly, calling his bluff by pressuring him to perform, he was afraid, so very afraid. A meat and potatoes, missionary, sexual kind of guy, she was already way ahead of him with bondage, discipline, toys, and costumes.
When he returned from downstairs and entered the bedroom, just as he had suspected and just as he had feared, there it was flat out on the bed, leather pants, leather vest, and a leather helmet with a zipper and slits for the eyes, nose, ears, and mouth. Even though the suit was empty, looking too much like living and breathing skin, somehow, it looked alive. Suddenly, he felt that he was dressing to go to a gay bar. Bright lights with disco music from Saturday Night Live filled his brain along with the vision of the band members of the Village People asking him to dance. Suddenly, their song pounded its beat through his head.
"Body...wanna feel my body? Body...such a thrill my body. Body...wanna touch my body? Body...it's too much my body. Check it out my body, body. Don't you doubt my body, body. Talkin' 'bout my body, body. Check it out my body.
Every man wants to be a macho, macho man, to have the kind of body, always in demand. Jogging in the mornings, go man go, works out in the health spa, muscles glow. You can best believe that, he's a macho man, ready to get down with, anyone he can.
Hey! Hey! Hey, hey, hey! Macho, macho man (macho man), I've got to be, a macho man. Macho, macho man, I've got to be a macho! Ow... Macho, macho man, I've got to be, a macho man. Macho, macho man (yeah, yeah). I've got to be a macho!"
He downed his bourbon and slammed the empty glass down on the bureau. He looked from her to the black leather suit and back to her. Tied to the Lally column in the basement, he imagined being found wearing that outfit, when the fire and police departments came to his house for a false alarm emergency.
"Linda, are you crazy? I'm not wearing that. Look at it. It's frightening."
"Please," she said walking over to him again, reaching down, and slowly rubbing the full length of his cock with her manicured fingers. "It would make me so horny, happy, and appreciative, if you wore this outfit for me," she said in a sexy voice that made him think of season one on Baywatch with Pamela Anderson wearing her tight, red bathing suit, before breast implants.
"Linda, unless I was going deep sea diving, this is what all those gay guys wear, when they're trying to hookup with someone of their own sex."
"I have this sexy feeling that if you tied me up, blindfolded me," she said while unzipping him and reaching her hand inside his pants, "slapped my ass, pulled my hair, disciplined me because I was naughty, and forced me to suck your cock, while wearing that getup, that I just might give you the best damn blowjob you ever had."
"Wait, the best damn blowjob that I ever had? Do you mean that I can cum in your mouth, instead of on your tits?"
"Yes," she said leaning into him and sticking her tongue in his ear, again. Geez, that drives him wild with passion. "And I'll swallow you, too," she said giving him a sexy look.
"Are you serious?" He looked at her, while wondering if he could believe her and trust her to have him cum in her mouth. "Don't tease me." It had been years since she allowed him to cum in her mouth, New Year's Eve, more than seven years ago, and even then, she spit. She didn't swallow. The thoughts of filling her mouth with a warm load of his cum and watching her swallow made him wild with desire for her. "Just to make sure. Let me get this straight. If I wear this outfit, you'll not only blow me but also I can cum in your mouth and you'll swallow?"
"Oh, yeah," she said pulling out his cock and stroking him to a solid erection. "I'll suck you off better than my Dyson Animal vacuum sucks up the cat hairs from the carpet."
Oh, my God, he could only imagine the blowjob, she'd give me. There's not a cat hair in the house after the purple Dyson Animal vacuum has made a pass over the carpets and the hardwood floors. He was so freaking hot and so freaking horny. Now that he was motivated, he quickly removed his clothes to try on the black leather outfit. At this point, he would have put on a pink Tutu if that would get me my special blow job.
"Wait," she said putting her hand against my chest. "Go shower, first, Freddie."
He ran off to the bathroom naked and returned within five minutes.
"That was a fast shower. I didn't hear the water running."
"I sponged."
"You sponged?"
"Yeah, like you do when you're running late for work in the morning. I washed the important parts with a face cloth, while paying special attention to those areas that needed extra washing, if you know what I mean," he said grabbing his crotch in the way that Michael Jackson used to do.
He walked by her, picked up the leather pants, and wiggled into them.
"Wow, you look so hot," she said feeling his leather covered ass. "This feels so erotic."
"Geez, Linda, these are so tight, too tight, and so hot. I feel as if I'm am wearing extra skin," he said struggling to pull the pants up all the way. "A scuba diving outfit isn't as tight," he said sucking in his beer belly to zip himself. "I feel like a giant sausage in these leather pants."
"Now, the vest," she said handing him the vest.
"Well, what do you think," he said flexing, while posing.
"Ooh, I like how that looks on you. It shows all your muscles. Very hot. You look like my sexy superhero."
Suddenly, he imagined himself wearing a cape and having a big CD on his chest for Captain Discipline or for Captain Dickhead for agreeing to wear this costume.
"Never would I want anyone to see me wearing these, I feel a little foolish, Linda."
"Shh, you'll ruin the mood. Here, try on the hood."
Again, he heard the dueling banjo music from the movie Deliverance, while envisioning a scene from Pulp Fiction.
"Can't I just wear the pants and vest?"
"C'mon, Freddie, the hood will get me in the mood. It will make me feel like I'm being ravished by a masked intruder." She looked at him with wanton abandoned. "I like the idea of pretending that you broke in the house to steal and didn't know that I was in the house. Then, when you saw me, you took the opportunity to strip me naked, tie me to the bed, and fuck me."
"Geez, Linda, I never knew you had such an active, sexual imagination. I thought only guys fantasized like that kind of stuff."
"Are you serious, Freddie? Women hold the rights to fantasies. Why do you think they sell so many romance novels? You guys are so dumb." She smiled, "If you read some of the books we women read, you'd know how to get us in the mood to have much better luck in bed."
Yeah, he'll make a note to read some of her bullshit books during half-time of the football game, he thought to himself, but didn't dare voice that out loud.
"So, is that want you want?" He asked changing the subject. "You want to feel forced?" Suddenly, still hung up on the idea, he thought of the pizza delivery man having his wicked way with his wife and forcing her to suck his cock, while he hid in the closet, watched, and masturbated.
"I don't know what I really want," said Linda, "until we try some stuff."
Try some stuff? What did she mean by that? Suddenly, he imagined them being in the swinging lifestyle and in an orgy surrounded with arms, legs, tits, ass, and pussy. He imagined her going down on a woman and a woman going down on her. He imagined her having sex with two guys, while he watched or him having sex with two women, while she watched. Oh, baby. What's next?
"Here," she handed him the pink feathered ties. "Tie me up, but not too tight. I'm claustrophobic."
Well, this is fun, he thought to himself. For the first time, he was feeling sexually aroused having total control over his wife. It was erotically hot spreading her legs before tying her ankles and wrists to the bedposts. If only he could put a gag in her mouth to stop her from talking, this bondage and discipline stuff would be perfect. Finally, he'd have peace and quiet without having to hear her incessant chatter.
What's that, Honey? I can't understand you with the gag in your mouth, he imagined saying to her. Oh, you want me to go downstairs, drink beer, and watch football, while you rest up here with your wrists and ankles tied to the bedposts? Okay.
Yet, if I gagged her, she couldn't blow him. If he gagged her, he wouldn't be able to cum in her mouth. It was a difficult decision, gag her or blowjob, gag her or blowjob. He kept considering the two in his mind, but the blowjob won the decision by a small margin. He was about to slip the blindfold over her eyes when he imagined him taking—
"Wait, untie me. Hurry."
"Untie you? Why? I just tied you. Is it the claustrophobia?"
"No, I have to pee. Hurry."
"Geez, Linda, you didn't know you had to pee, before I tied you to the bedposts?" He struggled with the knot that got tighter, as she pulled to free herself. "Don't pull, you're making it tighter."
"Hurry, I'm going to pee myself. I really have to go."
"Okay, okay, there, you're free. Go pee."
In hindsight, good thing he didn't gag her. She would have peed all over the bed. That would have ruined everything, especially his blowjob. She returned to the bed.
"Oh, I feel so much better peeing," she said with a laugh. "Okay, I'm ready for you to tie me to the bedposts again."
"Did you sponge?" He looked at her and smiled.
"Sponge? What do you mean, did I sponge? I showered earlier," she said.
"You know," he said looking down at her panty clad pussy. "I don't want to have a mouthful of urine, when I am eating your pussy later."
"I wiped myself, Freddie, if that's what you mean." She looked at him with attitude, as if he had just stepped in shit and tracked it in the house. "You're ruining the mood," she said slowly enunciating each word.
"Me? Ruining the mood? I had you tied up and helpless," he said with a smile, while holding his head up high and puffing out his chest proud to be a testosterone filled male. "I'm always in the mood."
"What you consider being in the mood and what I consider being in the mood are at odds with one another." He had no idea what she meant by that. He knew it was a bash, but because he was going to get a real blowjob, where he ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed, instead of cumming on her tits, he took her bash as a compliment.
"Thank you, Honey."
"Besides, I can't help it if I have a small bladder." She looked at him smiling like a fool. "And I can't help it if I don't have the sex drive of a dog in heat in the way that you do."
"Woof! Woof!" He play bit her neck. "Okay, okay, so should I tie you up again?"
"Yes, but don't tie the knot too tight. I don't want to have rope burns. I have to see my doctor tomorrow for a checkup and I don't want her to think that you're holding me hostage in the cellar and only letting me out of the house for my doctor appointments," she said with a laugh.
Suddenly, an image of her sitting in the dog's old kennel down the cellar, as he entertained a young, sexy lady upstairs flashed through his mind. Geez, this bondage and discipline stuff was giving him some ideas.
This time, he put the blindfold on her first and then tied her wrists. Then, he started tickling her with her pink feather. She was laughing so hard that it hurt her.
"Don't you tickle me. Okay, that's enough. No, stop. Freddie! I mean it! Stop, no, oh, God!" She hadn't laughed like that in years.
"And this little piggy went to the market."
"No, not my feet. Don't tickle my feet."
"And this little piggy went, wee, wee, wee, all the way home."
Gagging her was beginning to appeal to him, again because, as soon as he tied her ankles, she went crazy.
"Untie me! Untie me! Hurry! Hurry!"
"What?" Fuck! He knew he should have gagged her. At this rate, he'll never get a blowjob.
"I have a cramp in my leg. Hurry. Oh, God. Oh, God. Ow! Ow! Ow!"
"Which one?"
"The right one. Hurry!"
He untied her right leg and she stretched it out.
"You aren't as limber as you used to be," he said with a cautious laugh. He remembered, when he first met her and she told him that she was into gymnastics and Yoga. That Honeymoon night was a night of sexual positions that he never saw in the Kama Sutra manual. Man, she could lift both feet behind her neck. As if she was an Olympian gymnast, he felt as if he was fucking a glory hole, when fucking her in that way that, with her legs out of the way. "Maybe you should stretch, before I tie your ankles, again."
"Maybe, you should just tie my wrists," she said breathlessly. "Otherwise, you won't be able to remove my panties without untying me."
"I'll rip them off with my teeth."
She shot him a look as if he was making fun of her.
"Those are my good panties, Freddie."
"Okay. Never mind. Just let me untie your other ankle. There. Better?"
"Yeah."
"Linda, I'm sorry, but I have to remove this hood. I'm sweating like a pig. This thing is so hot and uncomfortable." He unzipped the hood and struggled to pull it off without removing his hair. Looking a bit like Donald Trump's identical, twin brother, Dillon, his hair looked as if he had a bad comb over.
"Alright, but leave the pants and vest on." She looked at me with passion. "It makes you look like a bad boy biker."
"Wanna go for a ride on my hog?" Suddenly, he imagined himself looking like a Hells Angel's biker. Only, with these tight leather pants and with the hood staring back at him from the bed, he felt more like a gay angel.
"Oh, yeah, I want to ride your big hog, alright," she said.
"Okay, but I have to undo and unzip these leather pants. They're way too tight. They aren't the relaxed fit that I'm used to wearing. My stomach feels like a sausage in a casing that is about to explode and I need to fart."
As soon as he unzipped the leather pants, his cock popped out as if it had been holding its breath and couldn't wait to get out of the hot, leather, skin tight pants. Never has he I had such an erection.
Now, that her legs were free, his hood was off, his pants were undone, and his cock was sticking straight out, he felt better. They started making out in the way that they haven't made out in years. It was awesome and when he reached down to suck her nipples, she said something that surprised him.
To be continued...
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Chapter 9
Life together after the afterglow, three is not a crowd
"Well, I'm so glad that you both had multiple orgasms. Once, when Jamie licked your pussy," I said to Lynn, "and once when Lynn licked your pussy," I said to Jamie. "Then, again, when I fucked you, Jamie and again when I fucked you, Lynn." I put my hands over my face and pretended to sob. "Only, I haven't cum, yet."
With that, Jamie and Lynn took their positions on each side of my still stiff cock and took turns kissing, licking, sucking, and stroking it. I couldn't believe that two women were sucking my cock. I was getting a blowjob from two gorgeous sexual freaks that were half my age. The blowjob that I was getting was just too pleasurable, too exciting, and too much for me to hold back any longer and I erupted an explosion of cum. First Jamie got a mouthful, and then Lynn licked up the remainder of my semen. I was spent. I was drained. I was dead, but God, was I happy. If I died now, I'd have no regrets.
"Any regrets, Freddie, now that you are dead," I imagined Saint Peter asking me.
"No Saint Peter. I died having a threesome with Lynn and Jamie."
"Lucky bastard. Go ahead on into Heaven. You deserve it, Freddie."
Then, what the fuck, no way, these women are depraved. It can't be. This is too much. When will it end? Jamie and Lynn started kissing, again. I was just too tired to watch but I did. I couldn't help myself from watching them make out. So excitingly enamored with watching woman French kissing, I couldn't turn away. They are too freaking sexy not to watch them kiss and touch one another. How the Hell could I sleep, when a show like this, a once in a lifetime experience, was happening before my eyes?
First Jamie started sucking Lynn's gorgeous tits and then Lynn started sucking Jamie's huge jugs. Fingering and rubbing one another, they both had their hands between one another's legs, while they were kissing and masturbating one another. Then, Jamie flipped around in the 69 position and started licking Lynn's pussy, again, while Lynn licked Jamie's pussy. Oh, my God. I figured no way that they could keep this up and continue this sexual pace, but they did for another 10 minutes, when they both came, again, with Lynn being just as vocal was Jamie. Their screams were deafening. They even got the dogs barking.
They fell back on the bed laughing. That was it. We were done. Somehow, I managed to keep up with them. I did pretty well for an old man. Yet, it was the participants that maintained my erection. What man wouldn't be excited being in bed with the likes of these two naked women? Having two women who looked as good as and as hot as did Lynn and Jamie, anyone would have a permanent erection, too.
The three of us slept until noon the next day. A couple of times in the early morning once around 6am and another time around 9am, I awoke to pee and to ogle Jamie. She had a beautiful body and her big tits never moved. Just as Lynn's breasts did, natural tits splay out, when a woman lays on her back, but not these silicon sensations. They stood proud. Now that Jamie was in the middle of the bed, I loved spooning her and sticking my half erect cock along the crack of her round and firm, shapely ass, while casually throwing my arm around her and feeling the weight of her big tit. I noticed that during the night, she did the same to Lynn, throwing her arm around her and feeling the weight of her tit.
Sometime around 4am, while Jamie was spooning Lynn, she masturbated her. They thought that I was asleep. They didn't know that I was watching them with one eye open. I always thought it was only guys that were horny. Then, Lynn turned to face Jamie and the women were briefly kissing. At some point during the night, Jamie spooned me with her hand around my cock, until I got an erection. By the rhythm of her breathing, with her big breasts rubbing up against my back, I could tell that she was sleeping and was feeling my cock in her sleep. Boy that was hot.
The women were up before me. The smell of coffee and bacon and the sound of their giggling, laughing, and talking woke me up from my deep, sound sleep. As soon as I yawned, they both came running in the bedroom naked, but for their aprons tied loosely around the front of them. They launched themselves on my poor, hung-over body. A sexual fantasy come true, feeling much like Hugh Hefner must have felt in his heyday, boy it sure felt wonderful having two hot women with me in bed, waking me up, and kissing me good morning. Missing one Angel, I suddenly felt a bit like Charlie of Charlie's Angels.
"Good morning, Freddie. How did you sleep, Sweetie?" said Lynn giving me a soulful, long wet kiss.
"I slept like the dead," I said returning the passion of her kiss.
"Good morning, Freddie, How did you sleep, Honey?" said Jamie giving me a lusty, long wet kiss.
"I slept wonderfully," I said returning the passion of her kiss.
They both looked at me with their happy and expressive eyes and I just knew that something was up. I could just tell that they wanted to ask me something. Pinch me because I'm dreaming. This is the happiest time of my life. If I had written this as a fictional piece, I never would have thought to write what they were about to ask me.
"Freddie?"
"Yes, Lynn, what is it?"
I could tell by the way she looked at me and then turned to look at Jamie and started giggling that the two of them had cooked up more than breakfast. Something was definitely brewing along with the coffee. After experiencing all of my wildest sexual desires last night, I couldn't imagine what it was that was on their horny minds.
"Did we shock you with what happened last night?" Lynn turned to Jamie and they giggled again, as if they were school girls hiding a secret crush.
"You don't think we are sluts," asked Jamie, "do you?"
Lynn was acting so coyly demur and Jamie was acting so brazenly bold. If they were cops, this is the part where they play good cop, bad cop. Only, if I was a prisoner arrested of an alleged crime, these two sex pots could interrogate me any time.
Lynn was so sexy and cute, when she looks at me like that. As if she's a wild horse, I love how she flips her hair with the toss of her pretty head. That movement drives me crazy and, when she does that, I imagine her tossing back her hair, before blowing me. Whenever she does that, I want to push her back on the bed, the floor, or the table and fuck her. Then, the sight of Jamie sitting there topless, with her breasts so big that the apron can't possibly cover more than one at a time, I just wanted to lean into her and suck her big nipples.
"Shocked me? No, it's hard to shock me," I said even though I was shocked that Lynn was licking Jamie's pussy. "I've been around. And I certainly don't think you're sluts. Horny and depraved, maybe, but not sluts," I said laughing. I looked from Lynn to Jamie and back to Lynn. Both were smiling at me and waiting to hear more of my response. "Actually, surprised is more the word, yeah, surprised is more befitting how I felt. when I saw you two kissing."
"Surprised that Jamie and I got it on together or surprised that we had a threesome?"
"Well, I never expected you and Jamie to be lovers. That was a surprise. Yet, even before that, I was surprised, when you stripped Jamie naked," I said. "That was shocking."
"I'm glad you liked my naked body," said Jamie.
"And I sure was happily surprised, when you woke me up kissing me and with Jamie sucking my cock. Yeah, that was a surprise. And I was surprised by how proactive you both were. I was surprised by how much you both obviously enjoy one another and enjoy sex."
"Thank you, Freddie," said Lynn giving me a kiss.
"Definitely," I said with a laugh, "I was surprised by the screaming, first Jamie and then you." I laughed remembering how Lynn tried to imitate Jamie with her screams of pleasure but couldn't even come close to the volume of her scream.
"By the way, don't worry about Jamie and me," said Lynn. "We both like men, an understatement," she said with a sexy laugh. "We are not lesbians or anything like that. We're just best friends--"
"With benefits," said Jamie laughing. "I love cocks too much to be a lesbian. If anything we are selectively bi-sexual," said Jamie with a chuckle. She looked at Lynn and then back at me. "We've only been with one another. Neither of us has been with anyone else." Jamie made a face full of rejection. "I can't imagine doing another woman. It was different making love with Lynn."
"It's more natural when your lover is your best friend," said Lynn. "We're just good friends, who took it a step further, when we were both between guys, were a little depressed, a lot drunk, and very horny," said Lynn. "It just kind of happened."
"Now, there's a story that I'd love to hear more about," I said hoping that they would tell me more, "the first time you two had sex."
"Pillow talk, Freddie, pillow talk," said Lynn laughing. "I'll save that for our next pillow talking session."
"Yeah, lots of girls experiment with lesbianism, especially when they're away at college. Away from home for the first time, they find themselves alone with their hot roommate," Jamie said laughing and winking at Lynn. "Actually, we found it very comforting to hold and spoon one another, when sleeping in the same bed."
"So," said Lynn holding onto my cock and gently rolling it with her fingers as if she was holding onto my finger. "Did you have a good time?"
"Did I have a good time?" I could tell by their expressions that they were already anticipating my answer. "No, sorry. I didn't. Actually, I was bored to death."
"Bored?" They both laughed. "You could have fooled us the way that you never lost your erection," said Jamie. "Bored my ass, you were ready to explode with excitement."
"I'm kidding. I had the time of my life. Never have I had sex with two women before and never have I watched two women having sex. Last night was amazing. I can die happy now because I've experienced every man's dream, a threesome with two hot women. You two are really something."
I almost overstepped the boundaries by saying that I hoped we could continue having a threesome. At the last second, I thought better of saying that because I didn't want to ruin what I had with Lynn. I didn't want Lynn to feel that she wasn't good enough for me or not enough for me. I didn't want her to think that I needed Jamie in my life, too. I figured what happened last night was a fluke, a sexual miracle, and a once in a lifetime kind of thing. Admittedly, Lynn and I were a little drunk and Jamie was feeling a little beat up, literally and figuratively. We all came together at the right time in the right place. As if I had won the lottery with last night's sexual fireworks, lightning never strikes twice. Right?
I couldn't help but stare at Jamie. The apron she wore could not conceal her enormous boobs and they peeked out the sides every time she moved. Seeing the sides of her tits peeking out, while watching her nipples play peek-a-boo was starting to give me an erection. Every time she moved, I could see part of her areola and nipple. Her nipples were so big and erect that I just wanted to suck them. How hot is that?
Seeing her wearing that apron made me want to call pizza delivery and have her answer the front door dressed only in that apron. I had an erection just thinking about the look on the guy's face, when Jamie opened the front door. I imagined the guy's look on his face, if both Jamie and Lynn opened the front door wearing only their aprons. Now, that's hot. She looked hot wearing just an apron, they both did.
"Did you girls have a good time?" I winked, "Did I satisfy your every sexual urge? Did I make you want more?"
"We had a wonderful time with you, Freddie. You're a generous lover. Yes, Freddie, we want more," said Lynn laughing.
"A wild man is more like it," said Jamie making Lynn laugh with her. "Where did you get the energy?"
"Yet, I hope that you know that it's more than sex." Lynn suddenly became serious. "The reason why I'm so attracted to you is because you're not like the young fools my age, who only want to be with a woman to get laid or to get a blowjob. None of the guys my age are ready to commit."
"Yeah, it's totally different with you," chimed in Jamie. "A real man, a manly man, a man's man, you're mature, funny, wise, and stable. And, ala Archie Bunker, you don't wear white socks like my father does," she said with a laugh.
"Well," interrupted Lynn looking at Jamie and then back at me, "I wanted to know...and you don't have to answer right now, you can think about it." She paused. A hesitant and serious look came over her face.
"Lynn, please, you can ask me anything. I love you."
Shit. I couldn't believe that I had just said that. I just told Lynn that I love her. That was the first time that I said that. It just came out. I was just as surprised in verbalizing that as was she. Oh, my God. Now what? What if she doesn't love me? What if she doesn't feel the same way about me? How could I be so stupid? I just ruined our beautiful relationship. Now she'll think me a stalker.
A startled look flashed across Lynn's face for an instant and then she blushed. She suddenly looked so sweet and vulnerable that I wanted to take her in my arms and kiss her. I knew now that I really did love her and that I was glad that I had said what I had said, even if I did blurt it out instead of saying it at a romantic time, when we were alone. There's no taking that back. It's out there now. Besides, I don't want to take it back. I love her. I really do. I love Lynn and I want her to know that I love her.
She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It was a tender kiss, a kiss without tongues, but a meaningful kiss. Then, she hugged me and whispered in my ear.
"I love you, too. I love you, Freddie."
I held her for what seemed like an hour, but it was only a minute. Holding Lynn is my favorite thing to do. My fountain of youth, I could hold her forever. Holding her makes me feel younger.
"So, speak your mind, ask me," I said as we broke off our hug.
She looked at me and smiled, before looking at Jamie and taking her hand, as if I was the preacher and they were a lesbian couple getting married.
"Can Jamie live with us?"
I was feeling warm savoring the thought that I just told Lynn that I love her and that she just told me that she loved me. Nothing could be wrong now. I know I told her to speak her mind, but I never expected her to ask me, if Jamie could live with us. After living alone, when my previous girlfriend left, I had adjusted to being alone and was just getting accustomed to having Lynn in my life and having her live in my house with her dog. Now, she asked if her girlfriend could move in, too. Oh, boy.
No doubt, because I made her feel so comfortable about asking me anything and telling me everything, she just blurted out the question without thinking about it. Otherwise, she would have waited, until the right moment, when her mouth was around my cock and we were alone. I was just as surprised seeing Lynn having sex with Jamie, as I was when she asked me if Jamie can live with us. No, actually, I was still even more surprised, when Lynn stripped Jamie naked in front of me. Now, that was shocking.
I mean, it was something that she should have asked me privately. It was something that we needed to talk about, and it was something that I needed to think about. Now, that I think about it, it really could be wonderful to have Jamie here. What am I nuts? What is to think about?
Any guy would jump at the chance of having not one gorgeous woman, but two gorgeous women living with them and sleeping in the same bed. Yet, I was concerned. I was afraid of that infamous triangle. I didn't want unforeseen complications developing that may ruin my relationship with Lynn, the love of my life.
Both of their faces dropped when I looked from Lynn to Jamie and back again to Lynn. I think they thought that I'd have jumped at the chance to continue our sexual orgy of a threesome relationship but, in the back of my mind, I was fearful of losing Lynn. More concerned about maintaining my love relationship with Lynn than having sex with Jamie, I love Lynn and I didn't want to lose her. I thought this was too early in our relationship to involve a third person. I was just getting to know Lynn and now Jamie's personality would change everything.
Maybe a 25-year-old, testosterone filled guy would have jumped at living with Lynn and Jamie, but I was fearful and cautious. I didn't want Jamie to serve as a wedge or a love interest between Lynn and me. I wanted Lynn all to myself and watching Jamie pleasure Lynn gave me a pang of jealousy because there was no way that I could compete with a woman loving another woman. There was just no way that I could satisfy Lynn in the way that Jamie could satisfy her. Then again, there was no way that Jamie could satisfy Lynn, a heterosexual woman, in the way that I, a man, could satisfy her.
"You put me on the spot," I said to Lynn taking her hands in mine. "I want what we have to work, our relationship, you and I. I want us to be a couple." Then, I looked at Jamie. "Jamie I more than like you. What happened between us last night was magical and has brought me closer to you than I could ever imagine as a friend and as a lover, but I don't want what we experienced last night, as a threesome, interfering in the relationship that I have with Lynn. I love Lynn." I looked at Lynn. "I love you, Lynn."
"Freddie, I love you, too, and I understand, only, we thought that—" Lynn tried to explain and I interrupted her.
"Wait. Hold on. I didn't say no. I just want to set some ground rules, so that we all understand."
Jamie and Lynn held hands. They knew now by my tone and by my mannerisms that I'd allow Jamie to live with us.
"It's apparent to me that you're important to Lynn," I said making eye contact with Jamie, and you, obviously make Lynn happy providing her with things that I'm unable to give her."
They kissed and then giggled like little girls excited at the thoughts of having a party.
"Yes, you can live with us and I'd love to further explore the sexuality of having a threesome again. Only, I want you, Jamie, to understand that, although I totally enjoyed last night and although I like you and would love to experience having sex with you again and again, I love Lynn. The relationship that I have with Lynn is more than the relationship that I want with you."
"Freddie, speaking for Lynn, we understand and I'd never do anything to come between you and Lynn, that will undermine the relationship, or lessen the love that you have for her." She looked at Lynn and then back to me. "It's just sex." Again, they laughed like school girls.
If only I was 25-years-old, maybe I would understand their carefree attitude about it just being sex, but where I'm at in my life, it's harder to separate sex from my feelings of love. Suddenly, they made me feel old. Difficult to detach my emotions of love from sex, it was more than just sex to me. I was beginning to fall for Jamie, too, which made me wonder if I could love two women at the same time. Clearly, I could see this becoming a dream arrangement or a triangular nightmare.
"Oh, my God!" Lynn and Jamie hugged bouncing up and down on the bed. "We can all live together," said Lynn. "We can all live together."
"This will just be like our college days," said Jamie.
"Oh, God, what did I agree to?" I looked at the women and they laughed. I blessed myself and said, "God help me."
"Don't worry, Freddie," said Jamie, "we'll take care of you like you're a king."
"Yeah, not only will you have a hot meal every night, but you will always have hot sex from one or the other or both of us," said Lynn laughing.



"C'mon, breakfast is getting cold," said Jamie.
"Here's your apron," said Lynn tying it around me as I stood, "to cover your man tool."
The both roared laughing when the apron was too short and didn't cover my cock.
"I guess we need to tie this at your waist," said Lynn.
We gorged ourselves on pancakes and bacon. When we finished the last of the coffee, it was early afternoon.
"I need to shower," said Lynn.
"Me too," echoed Jamie.
"You know, the shower in the master bedroom is big enough to fit the three of us and I've never showered with anyone before, but have always wanted to do that."
"You haven't?" said Jamie. "Well, you are in for a treat."
With that, we all headed upstairs, removed our aprons, got in the shower, and turned on the water. Immediately, Lynn and I started fooling around touching one another and kissing. The pulsating water felt good and I felt like I was standing beneath a waterfall. She surprised me when she kneeled down on the shower floor and sucked my cock to an erection. Then, she stood against the wall and inserted my cock in her already moist pussy. We fucked like that for a few minutes, before I felt Jamie licking my ass. She was tossing my salad. I've only had that done once before, but never when I was fucking another woman. The feeling of her tongue and finger up my ass, as I fucked Lynn was unbelievable and I shot my load within a couple of minutes.
Lynn was obviously still horny but Jamie took care of that by going down on her right there in the shower. Almost immediately, she had an orgasm. Lynn reciprocated going down on her knees and licking her pussy. Now, if this was a highlight of what I could expect living with two hot and horny women, then I'm thrilled that I agreed to this living arrangement of the three of us sharing a bed together and participating in a threesome.
Only, in hindsight, knowing what I know now and didn't know then, had I known what would happen with this arrangement, had I given it more thought with my head, instead of my penis, I may have said no.
To be continued...
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"Jamie, where's Lynn?"
I continued my relationship with Lynn and Jamie living together with the dogs, Seymour and Polo. Life couldn't be any better. Never have I been as happy. Living with two, gorgeous 25-year-old women made me feel younger, vibrant, needed, and desirable. Even though I got less sleep and did more outdoor activities, I was never tired in the way that I was always exhausted before. The way that I felt before depressed, lonely, and irritable, as opposed to how I felt now, happy, outgoing, and energetic was all just a state of mind that affected my physical well being, now, I felt younger and appreciated. I loved being alive.
We shared the chores with each one doing the things that we didn't mind doing. I did the vacuuming, repairing, fixing, and whatever heavy lifting that needed to be done. Jamie did the cooking, since she liked to cook and was an excellent cook. Lynn did the dishes and the cleaning up afterward, and we all shared the remainder of the housework. We made sure that splitting up the household chores was fair and equitable. What was once a dreaded chore and now one of our favorite things to do, we all went to the supermarket together. I never thought food shopping could be such fun, but it was and it became an outing that we all looked forward to doing it.
We were sensitive to one another's needs and moods giving one another space or a hug, whenever needed. Quickly, our relationship blossomed evolving into more than just sex. We no longer thought of age as a condition of love or of sex. We were just people who loved one another and who shared our bodies and sexuality with one another. Almost in a Hippie state of Zen mind, it was a beautiful thing. Although I truly cared for Jamie, I truly loved Lynn and would always love Lynn, until the day that I died.
One of the good things about our relationship was, because there was no sexual tension, as there is with normal married couples, we got along splendidly. We never argued, sniped at or were mean to one another. Sex was never an issue or a chore. It was an enjoyable and immensely pleasurable activity. Matter of fact, after having lived this way with two women for more than a year, now, I recommend this arrangement to anyone who wants to try it.
Although, some women may prefer a two man threesome relationship rather than a two woman threesome relationship. Having already experienced it, I prefer a relationship with two women. It helped that Jamie and Lynn were sexually attracted to one another, too. Having that third party acting as a buffer in the relationship serves an important role that removes the boredom that so many relationships suffer and eliminates the rut that many relationships experience. When one person doesn't feel up to something or doesn't like doing something, whether it is sex or food shopping or playing a game, the other is always available to pick up the slack.
The relationship continued without a hitch until one day, when Lynn informed me that she needed to visit her mom, dad, and her sister in upstate New York. She told me that Jamie was going with her, too, and that they would be gone the entire weekend, from early Friday morning, until late Sunday night. I didn't like the idea of her going without me, but there was nothing that I could do.
"Lynn, I don't understand, why are you suddenly leaving me? Why can't I come with you?"
"I'm not leaving you, you goof. I'm just going to see my family. There's something that I need to talk to them about and I'd rather not have you there. I need to talk with them alone and without you. You'll meet them soon enough, don't worry."
"What it is that you have to talk to your mother and sister about and what is it that you are unable to tell me?"
"It's just girl talk," she said with a shrug.
"And that's why Jamie is going with you?"
"Well, yes, she's a girl, after all, and she can help me to explain you and sell you to my parents," she said with a grin. "They're more apt to agree on things in my personal and private life, if I have someone else there, such as Jamie, who can validate and verify what it is that I'm saying. She can vouch for you, not that you needing vouching," she said with a laugh. "Yet, being that you're so wicked old," she said with a another laugh, "I need her there to help make my shocked parents understand the love that I have for you."
"You know how much I hate sleeping alone," I said putting my hands around her waist, pulling her to me, and kissing her neck.
"You have the dogs," she said laughing.
"Funny, but I'm not sleeping with the dogs," I said looking from her to the dogs.
"We'll be back before you know it," she said giving me a kiss. "It's just for a couple of days."
"You aren't going to tell your mother about our relationship, are you? I mean, about the torrid sex and the threesome," I said teasing. "You aren't going to tell your mother, father, and sister about you and Jamie having hot sex are you?"
"Of course not," she said laughing. "My mother and father would never understand about that, about sex, and especially about threesomes. My sister might though," she said with a laugh. "She's a slut like me." She put my face in her hands and kissed me on the lips. "I'm going to tell her about us, though, about love, about soul mates, and about a secret that I've been keeping from you and that I'll tell you when I return."
"Secret? What secret? And why do they get to hear what the secret is, before I do?"
"I'll tell you in a couple of days."
"Is it a good secret?"
"It is for me and I hope it is for you, too."
"Your mother doesn't know about us?"
"No, she thinks that I'm still with my whacko boyfriend. I figure having Jamie there, as support, will help me to convince my Dad that you're a nice guy and not a predator or a dirty, old man." She smiled, "He always liked Jamie."
"But, I am a dirty, old man."
"You're my dirty, old man," she said pulling me close for a quick kiss.
"So, this is beginning to sound serious," I said, "as if this is the next step."
"It is serious. We love one another. This is the next, big step." She picked up her suitcase to load in the car. I took it from her hand to carry it out. "Then, once my Mom and Dad are okay with us, I'll have them meet you."
"It sounds like a plan." After loading her and Jamie's suitcases in the car, I kissed her and gave her a hug. Then, I kissed Jamie and hugged her, too. It was weird going from just having a dog to keep me company to having two, hot, 25-year-old women in bed with me. My head was still trying to adjust to have a regular, sexual routine of threesomes. "I'm going to miss you, both of you. It won't be the same without you."
"You'll be alright. Enjoy the time alone," said Lynn running back to me to give me another kiss.
"Oh, I won't be alone," I said with a grin. "I plan on having a dozen women over the house while you're gone."
"Very funny. You had better not."
"I'm just kidding. I'd never cheat on you, Lynn." I looked at Jamie. "Or you, Jamie." We all laughed.
Lynn and Jamie said they'd be gone three days and not returning until late on Sunday, but on the second day, Saturday, Seymour woke me up howling and scratching at the door, as if he wanted to go out to pee. Afraid to let him outside, at this hour of the night with all the nocturnal creatures out and about, especially skunks, I leashed him and quickly ran him out to pee. Of course, I had to take Polo with me, too. I just hoped this wouldn't be a nightly habit, waking me up to pee.
There was a full moon that night and it was creepy outside. I had an eerie feeling as if something or someone was out and about watching, waiting, and lurking in the dark. I hate it when I get foreboding feelings or premonitions like that. Once back inside, suddenly, a cool wind blew the draperies shut and blocked the moonlight from entering the open bedroom window. Two tired to get up again, staying in the darkness, I didn't bother with the drapes.
The sudden draft gave me a cold chill and goose bumps all over making my hair stand up on my arms. Then, Seymour started whining like he usually does, when Lynn is coming home from work and I relaxed figuring it was her. It always amazed me that the dogs knew she was coming from blocks away. It was late, after midnight, and I was still half asleep and too tired to get up to see what the matter with him was. Then, I heard the key in the front door and was glad that she was home early. I heard the excited dogs downstairs being greeted and at that point, I knew my Lynn was home.
I missed her. I really missed her. I was glad that I wouldn't have to sleep alone another night. Then, figuring something was wrong, I wondered if everything was okay. It is a several hour drive and it seemed odd for her to come home in the middle of the night. Maybe, when she told her parents about me, they were mad that she was living with an old guy. Maybe, she had a big fight with them and left there angry and drove home. I figured I'd give her some space, not ask her any questions, and let her tell me all about it in the morning, in her own time, after she had some rest and sorted things out in her mind. Always able to discuss anything, I figured we could talk about it at breakfast over coffee.
I heard her enter the bedroom. She was so ghostly quiet. The room was totally dark and I was afraid that she'd be crashing into the furniture, but she didn't. I saw the dark, shadowy silhouette of her. Her eyes must have adjusted to the lack of light very quickly. I had pulled the shades and closed the drapes earlier because I went to bed with a splitting headache and the glow of the full moon lit up the bedroom. Now, with the drapes blown closed on the other bedroom window, the room was totally dark.
Figuring that my headache was from the wine at dinner, or from the tension I felt about Lynn leaving and not taking me with her to meet her parents, the dark room lessened my headache. Then, being that full moons always gave me the creeps, ever since I was a kid, I wondered if I was just feeling tense because I was alone with Lynn. Nothing good every happens, when there's a full moon. Whatever it was, whether it was the wine, self-imposed tension, or the full moon or the combination of all three, I just wanted the day to end to go to bed with my baby.
It's not the same without Lynn there in my life. I didn't realize how alone I was, until she and Jamie went away. Suddenly, but for the ticking of the clock, the house was too quiet. It's funny how I was feeling so lonely and depressed, until I heard her key in the door. Then, I was excited. I'm just so glad that she's home safe and sound. Although, I was tired, a favorite sexy thing of mine to do, I was compelled to watch her undress. She's so damn sexy and watching her remove her clothes, even in the dark made me horny. As soon as she started undressing a light breeze fluttered the curtain and I could see a little more of her in the moonlight, even to watch her get naked.
My eyes were already adjusted to the darkness and I watched her strip off her clothes. She has such a wonderful body and I couldn't wait to hold her in my arms. Actually, I wanted to make love to her, but I knew that she'd be tired, after driving all that way. I wondered what happened to Jamie. Maybe, for some reason, Jamie decided to stay or come home by bus or by the train. Maybe, she was delayed.
Then, I thought, maybe, she's coming home with Lynn's Mom, Dad, and sister. Fuck. Now, I was nervous about meeting them. I wondered what they looked like. I wondered what they were like. I wondered if her sister looked like her. I never even saw a photo of any of them. For the past year, I've been too busy becoming accustomed to this new and unusual living and lifestyle arrangement. Has it been a year? I need to buy Lynn an anniversary present. I need to buy Jamie something, too. Besides, the sex was taking up all of my free time, not that I am complaining but, after a while, a guy could use one day without sex.
Finally, she crawled in bed naked beside me. It must be cold outside because she was cold, so very creepy cold that she gave me the shivers. I pulled the blanket over us and wrapped my arms around her to warm her body with mine. I touched her everywhere. I love feeling her naked body and pressing her boobs against my chest and feeling the tickle of her pubic hair on my thighs.
"Welcome home, Baby. I missed you."
Not one at a loss for words, she was ethereally quiet. Now, I knew something was wrong. Now, I knew she was sad and needed me to comfort her. Maybe, she and Jamie had a fight. Maybe, her parents were dead set against her living with me, the old guy. Maybe, she had returned home to talk to me alone. Maybe, this is it. Maybe, it's over between us and she wanted to be alone with me, without Jamie, to tell me. Maybe, she found someone else. If she ever left me, devastated beyond words, I'd miss her spirit. My mind was reeling with suppositions and what ifs of not having Lynn in my life, a thought that I could not bear and even ponder for more than a second.
Then, I wondered about the secret. Beyond curious, I so wanted to ask her. I couldn't wait to find out what the secret was and I almost asked her, but thought better of it. I wanted her to tell me in her own time. Maybe, she got a promotion at work, a raise in pay, or decided to return to school to finally complete her Master's degree, after taking a leave of absence. Maybe she hit the lottery. It would be nice having a young, beautiful rich woman keeping me, instead of having to work as a writer, while hoping to write the next bestseller. Even if she was rich, I'd still write. I'd never give up writing. I was excited to find out what it was that she was keeping from me.
Then, she kissed me. I can't explain it, but her kiss was like the first time she kissed me. It was hauntingly erotic and felt almost as if I was kissing her in a dream. Her kiss aroused me in the way she had aroused me the first time. Suddenly, after just two days away from her everything felt so brand new; it felt as if I had a new girlfriend.
We kissed and kissed. I haven't kissed her as much, since the first time we kissed. Even though we've been getting it on as a couple and as a threesome, it has been a few months since we've made out like this. Kissing is my favorite thing to do in the whole world, French kissing, and Lynn was the best French kisser that I've ever kissed. Her kisses excited me like nothing else. I couldn't get enough of her kisses. Holding her in the moonlight was romantic. Holding her naked body was so erotic. This memory, right here and right now, would last me a lifetime and I never wanted to let her go. Never have I kissed her like this before and never have I been kissed like this before. This was so romantic.
It's weird how, when I finally marry or live with the woman I love, I always get away from kissing. When I date someone, I'm always so crazy mad for kissing. I can't get enough of kissing. We kiss all the time. Then, once I get the person who it is I want, after a while, I forget about kissing. Much like stoking the flames of an eternal fire, the kissing is such an integral part of love making. I'm so glad that Lynn has recaptured and returned the kissing back to our relationship. I love kissing her.
Then, I felt her hand. She reached down and took my already stiffening cock in her hand and began stroking me. It doesn't get any better than to have the woman that I love French kiss me, while stroking my cock. The only time she let go of my cock was to cup and caress my balls. She was so careful not to rupture me and so gentle with her touch. Albeit her hands were still so very cold, cold enough to give me chills, her touch felt so esoterically arousing that not even I understood the seductive control she had over me.
She knew what I liked. She knew how to give me pleasure. She knew all the buttons that she needed to press to make me wild with passion for her. Yet, this time, it was weird. This time, there was no pillow talk, no dirty talk, and no talk at all. I knew, now, that she was terribly upset over something, but what? I hoped that this time with her was not the last time with her. Her hand jobs always felt more like massages than they did a sexual thing and that made them so much more erotic. It doesn't get any better than to get this kind of spiritual hand job from Lynn except to have the woman I love give me a Heavenly blowjob, which she suddenly slid her body down half the length of me and took my cock in her mouth.
Again, just as were her kisses, when she started sucking my cock, it felt new and fresh, as if it was the first time that she blew me. It really did feel like the first time all over, again. Whoever said absence makes the heart grow fonder must have had me in mind because this was the best sexual experience that I've ever had, after not having her in my life for only two days. First the French kisses that just curled my toes and hardened my cock, and then the spiritual hand job, and now this Heavenly blowjob, Lynn certainly knew how to arouse me completely and continually.
If she continued blowing me, I was ready to shoot my load in her willing mouth. There was no way that I could hold back, once receiving this much unworldly stimulation to the head of my cock. Suddenly, she stopped and slid up and started kissing me, again. Man we were really making out. I haven't made out with a woman like this, since I was a teenager on Prom night. The emotional feeling that I was getting from just kissing her made me realize how much I missed her and how much I loved her. All of this felt so mystical and so magical. It was the best time that I've ever had with her and I never wanted this warming, lustful, and loving feeling to stop.
She pushed me back and climbed on top of me. Again, it divinely felt, as if I was fucking an Angel and we were making love for the first time. What is happening? This is so bizarre. I didn't want to question something this stupendous, but the feeling that I had with her was totally strange and renewed.
Imagining she was someone else, other than Lynn, I would have freaked out had my arousal not been so erotically exciting. She lifted me to higher heights than I've been lifted to before. We both had an orgasm together, only instead of screaming, instead of waking the dead, she was totally silent in her orgasm, whereas, I was explosive with my screams of pure pleasure and passion. She just held onto me for dear life, as if this was our last night together and that feeling made me afraid that it was. That dire feeling made me want to never let her go.
Never have I felt more love for any woman than I felt for Lynn right now. If there's a God in Heaven, thank you. Thank you for giving me Lynn.
I kept my arms around her. She was shivering, she was so cold. Figuring that it was something bad, figuring that this was the end of the line for us, as a couple, I so wanted to ask her what was wrong, but knowing Lynn as I do, if she wanted to tell me, she would have told me. Obviously, she wasn't ready to share her feelings with me. No doubt, her parents were dead set against our May/December relationship. Something terrible must have happened on her trip west. Maybe, she's not feeling well. I felt her forehead and she didn't have a fever. She was just so freaking cold.
Sometime during the night, we fell asleep. I don't remember letting her go from my embrace. I know that it was late, when I finally dozed. The last thing that I remember was feeling a cool breeze and seeing the curtain flutter. We made out for a long time, before and after the sex. A marathon occasion, longer than any sexual experience we've had since we've been together as a couple, and longer and more intense than any sexual experience I've ever had with anyone, that night, without doubt, was the best sex that I've ever had with Lynn or with anyone in my entire life.



After having sex with Lynn like that, I couldn't wait to have sex like that with her tomorrow. After having sex with Lynn like that, I didn't want to have sex with anyone, not even Jamie, not anyone. No one can top that. After that surreal experience with Lynn, I was hers forever.
I was startled awake around 7am, which is late for me. Usually, I'm up by 5am. Jamie was sitting on the edge of the bed staring down at me. I figured Lynn was in the shower, already. Only, I hoped she made coffee or was making coffee.
"Hi," I said rubbing the sleep from my eyes and looking up at her.
It was obvious that she had been crying. It was obvious by the look on her face that there was something dreadfully wrong. Now, I knew that she and Lynn must have had a horrible argument. Maybe, this is it for the threesome. Maybe, Jamie is moving out. Yeah, I bet that's it. Jamie is leaving. Normally, I would have felt bad, really bad, about Jamie leaving, but after what transpired early this morning with n Lynn, to be honest, I was glad she was going. No more threesomes, no more bi-sexual sex of the lesbian kind, I wanted Lynn all to myself. I was no longer willing to share Lynn with anyone, even Jamie.
Only, Jamie surprised me, when she fell into my arms crying. I felt bad, really bad. Definitely, she could stay here longer. I wasn't about to kick her out, that's for sure. I held her without saying anything. I waited for her to speak. I waited for her to say something, anything. I needed to know what was wrong. I just stayed like that holding her and thinking about the sex that I had with Lynn earlier this morning. I was still glowing from that sexually erotic experience. I was so sexually satisfied, after having sex with Lynn that even though I was naked, I didn't even think about fondling Jamie's big tits or feeling her firm, round ass. My thoughts were with Lynn.
"Jamie, where's Lynn?" I was hoping that Lynn would take care of Jamie, so that I could get up and get dressed.
Jamie just started bawling. She broke down sobbing. She was shaking, she was crying so hard. Definitely, they must have had a horrible fight. I wondered what over? I wondered, if it had something to do with me. Maybe Jamie was in love with me. Maybe it had something to do with the secret, whatever that was. Maybe, the secret is that Lynn wanted Jamie to leave. Maybe, that's why she is crying. Maybe, she thinks that by crying that I'll be sympathetic and overrule Lynn, and ask her to stay, since this is my house. My mind rambled with all of the possibilities.
"What? What's the matter, Jamie? Did you two have a fight? What is it? Tell me. Where's Lynn?"
"Lynn's dead."
To be continued...
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Chapter 11
Lynn's younger sister, Gwen, comes for a weekend visit.
The words did not register. I heard them but did not understand them. What nonsense is she saying to me? How can Lynn be dead, when I was just with her early this morning?
"There was a crash...Lynn's dead...Lynn's dead...she's dead."
I pushed her away and sat up in bed.
"Lynn! Lynn!" I jumped out of bed and searched the house. "Lynn! Lynn!" I returned to the bedroom to confront Jamie.
"She's gone, Freddie. She's gone," said Jamie collapsing with me on the bed.
"What do you mean? Lynn! Where are you? Lynn! Don't fuck around like this, Jamie. This isn't funny," I said pushing at Jamie's shoulder and still not believing her. "This isn't funny." I couldn't even say the word dead. "Don't fuck around like that!" I said to Jamie shaking her. "That's no joke. That's not fucking funny, Jamie. That's not fucking funny." I looked in her eyes and I knew. "Where's my Lynn? Where's my Lynn?" I pulled her to me and just started crying.
Falling into my arms, Jamie submitted herself to me sobbing and sobbing and I knew then that what she said was true. Only, it made no sense, she was just here with me. We made love. How could she be dead?
"When did this happen?"
"Last night."
"Last night? When last night? What time?"
"Some time just before eleven and was pronounced dead just after midnight. A drunk driver fell asleep at the—"
"Where were you?"
"I was at her parent's house. Lynn went out to pick her sister up at a friend's house. On the way there, she was only a few miles from home, when a drunk driver slammed head on into her car," said Jamie through tears and gasps for breath.
"She was here, Jamie. She was here with me." I looked at Jamie horrified that it was not a dream and all so real. "We made love. She was here with me."
"No, she couldn't have been with you," she said looking at me, as if I had lost my mind. "I was at the hospital, when they pronounced her dead. Maybe you were psychically connected to her, but you must have been dreaming. She died at the hospital, Freddie, Lynn's dead. She's dead," she said sobbing.
"No, it wasn't a dream. I wasn't dreaming. It was real. Seymour...even Seymour whined like he does when she comes home from work. I heard her greet him downstairs." I looked at Jamie and shook her. "She was here with me. We kissed. We hugged. We made love. I was holding her. We both fell asleep."
"Freddie, she's gone."
There was a long pause, where we just held one another without either of us saying anything.
"Did she say anything before...before she died?"
"She said to tell her you that she loved you and that she was sorry."
"Sorry? Sorry for what?"
"I imagine sorry for dying," said Jamie with a shrug, while blowing her nose.
Jamie softly sobbed, again.
We stayed like that laying in bed holding one another and comforting one another for an hour or so, until she fell asleep and I got up to make coffee. I was in shock expecting it all to be a bad joke and expecting Lynn to walk through the door any minute. My mind reeled with unfinished thoughts and I didn't know what I was doing. I had to dump the coffee back in and recount the number of scoops three times. When Jamie fell asleep, I let her sleep but she only slept for half an hour. She joined me in the kitchen and we sat and talked over morning coffee.
"Her parents are making the arrangements and," she said looking at me, as if wondering if she should tell me or not.
"What?" I looked at her, while waiting for her to continue.
"They don't want to include you in the funeral services. I'm sorry," she said.
"I understand them not wanting me there at her funeral, but I can't understand why they are denying me to I see Lynn. Why can't I say good-bye to her?" I looked at Jamie with so many questions and having a hard time formulating any of them and having just as a hard time picking which one to ask first. "I'd just like to say good-bye to her," I said crying.
"They're having a private service with family only. Even I'm not allowed to go, her best friend," said Jamie with sadness. "I guess they blame me for her death, as much as they blame you."
"They blame me for her death? Why?" Suddenly, I hated her parents.
"Had she not moved to Massachusetts from New York, had she not traveled to New York to see her parents, she'd still be alive," said Jamie with another shrug. "It's crazy, I know, but they're grieving, while trying to make sense of it all."
"Maybe they're right, somewhat. Had she stayed with me and not traveled to New York, she'd still be alive." I looked at Jamie with curiosity. "Tell me this, then, why did she suddenly go to see her parents?"
"She didn't tell you?"
"No. What? Tell me what? She said that it was just girl talk. She did say that she had a secret and would tell me what it was when she returned. She said it was a good secret. Do you know what the secret was?"
"If she didn't tell you, Freddie," she said looking at him, before looking away. "Maybe I shouldn't tell you either."
"What? Tell me. Don't deny me that. At least tell me what her--"
"She was pregnant. She was pregnant with your baby. She was so happy. The doctor who tried to save her told me that the fetus was that of a boy."
I just started crying. This was too much to take in all at once. First my girlfriend, the love of my life is dead, and now our unborn baby, our son is dead.
Jamie and I stayed together for a few months after Lynn's death. Although we found it comforting at first to be together, until we found it too painful to be together. Everything we did and/or said reminded us of Lynn. We both loved Lynn in different ways and that paralleled and interfered with how we felt about one another. She moved away. The last that I heard was she was living with some guy somewhere.
When Lynn died, I felt as if I had died, too. Her dog was a constant reminder of her and I cherished Seymour. He was a total goof around my dog. My dog being the dominate one; it was weird to see this giant Rhodesian Ridgeback being so submissive to a diminutive Rat Terrier.
Slowly, I was getting back to where I was. Only, I realized that I'll never get back to where I was but, at least, I was getting up in the morning, getting washed and dressed, and not going to bed drunk. Then, from out of the blue, I got an eerie telephone call.
"Hello?'
"Freddie?"
The voice on the other end sounded just like Lynn's voice. She even said my name the same way.
"Lynn?"
My heart was pounding. Maybe Lynn really isn't dead. Maybe the whole thing was a joke or a way for Lynn to end our relationship.
"No, this is Gwen, Lynn's sister."
I thought it was Lynn calling from beyond the grave. Only, it was Gwen, Lynn's younger sister. They sounded exactly alike. Jamie had given her my telephone number and had encouraged her to call me, when she was feeling up to talking to me. She wanted to meet me, come visit me for a few days, and collect Lynn's personal possessions. She wanted to hear what I had to tell her about her sister and how she lived her life with me.
Just out of college, she was only 23-years-old and wanted to move east to Boston to start her career in journalism. She had just gotten a job with CBS Nightly news as a News Desk Assignment Editor, a ground floor opportunity, while being groomed as an On-Camera Reporter. Certainly, she was good looking enough to work in front of the camera, instead of behind it. The job started in a few of weeks, not giving her much time to collect Lynn's things, find a place to live in Massachusetts, and move her things from New York.
I watched her from the window pull up in her car, a cherry red BMW 1 series. Once she emerged from her car and turned to face me, my heart skipped a beat. The resemblance was startling. She looked just like her sister, Lynn. She was the same height, had same hair color, and she had the same magnificent body. Had I not known Lynn was dead, I'd have thought that her sister, Gwen, was her. She was a dead ringer for her. I stepped out on the front porch taking the dogs with me. The dogs greeted her first.
"Hi," I said from the porch as she stepped from her car, "welcome." I watched the dogs vie for her attention. "I hope you like dogs."
"I love dogs," she said smiling and giving both Seymour and Polo lots of love.
I outstretched my hand as she approached me with a big smile. She surprised me by walking up to me, bypassing my hand, and giving me a big hug and a smooch on the lips. Then, she hugged me again. I stood there for a few seconds afraid to touch her. until I submitted to her will and wrapped my big arms around her shapely body.
It took all the control that I had not to imagine that I was hugging Lynn. It took all the control that I had not to reach down and cup her sweet ass, which is what I always did to Lynn when holding her and hugging her. Gwen felt so much like Lynn; she smelled like Lynn, and her hair was just like Lynn's. We remained like that hugging one another for a few minutes, until she released me from her hold.
"It's so great to finally meet you," she said with a big smile that made me smile, too. "My sister and Jamie couldn't say enough about you." When she broke her hug, she stepped back from me to give me an approving stare. "I thought they were exaggerating but now that I see you in person, they did not nearly say enough good things about you," she said with a smile. "They were right," she said waiting for me to respond.
"Right about what?"
"With your muscular build, you look like that western actor from the 60's, Clint Walker."
"Clint Walker? I haven't heard that name in years, since the movie, the Dirty Dozen. How do you know him from the 60's?"
"My Dad is a huge western fan and Clint Walker was his favorite cowboy, when he played that gunfighter, Cheyenne Bodie."
"Do I look like him now that he's in his 80's or before when he was younger?"
"You look like him before, when he was younger, of course," she said laughing.
"...And you look so much like..."
I could not help but stare at her. She was just as beautiful as was her big sister. I t was such a cruel joke to play on someone mourning the loss of his love to have someone, who looks exactly like the person I just lost. I couldn't imagine how Lynn's parents must have felt having Gwen around as Lynn's mirror image. They looked so much alike that they could have been identical twins.
Seeing Gwen and talking to her was shocking, jolting, and created bittersweet flashbacks filled with excitement and sorrow. I needed to sit down before I fell down and collapsed on the porch bench. She sat beside me and took my hand in hers. I looked down at her hand as my fingers encompassed her small, soft hand, a hand that felt so much like Lynn's hand. Her fingers were exactly the same as Lynn's.
"Are you okay? What's wrong?"
I looked up at her. She was so beautiful, as beautiful as was Lynn that I just wanted to kiss her, while pretending that I was kissing Lynn.
"I mean, I knew you were her sister, but I never expected you to look so much like her, exactly like her. You two could have been twins. It's startling," I said with a pause collecting my thoughts. She looked at me waiting for me to finish. "I'm sorry, but it's painful for me to relive her in you."
"I'm sorry, I should have warned you, somehow." She sat beside me silently holding my hand. "Do you want me to leave?" She looked up at me with Lynn's blue/grey eyes.
"Leave?" I looked over at her smiling and patting her hand. "No, of course not, I'm so glad that you're here. Just give me a minute to..." I looked at her again suddenly feeling the urge to kiss her again. "God, you're just as beautiful...just give me a moment."
Her voice, her diction, and her mannerisms were all so much the same as Lynn's. It was scary uncanny. Immediately, I was attracted to her. Still too soon, still grieving over Lynn, I never got to say good-bye to her. Immediately, as if she was Lynn reincarnated, I wanted to take her to bed. I stood and pulled her up with me.
"C'mon, let's go inside and I'll show you the house and your room."
We went inside the house and I made her comfortable in the guest bedroom, which was the bedroom at the end of the hall. She insisted that she stay in the same room that her sister had, before Lynn and I started sleeping together in our threesome arrangement with Jamie. Not having to share a bathroom, having her own, it was as if she had her own suite. The arrangement afforded her a level of privacy, if she so wanted it.
At this point, after meeting her, reliving Lynn in her strong resemblance, and hearing her voice and watching her mannerisms, with everything about her reminding me of her sister, I would accommodate her in any way that would make her stay longer. Already saddened about her leaving, I never wanted her to go. I wanted her to stay longer than the weekend that she had planned. I wanted her to stay with me forever, I guess to replace her sister, so that I wouldn't hurt so badly.
Suddenly, the thought of Gwen in my life, instead of Lynn, was so perversely offensive to me that I almost vomited. Surely, I knew that even though they looked so much alike, they were two individual people with different feelings, wants, and needs. Still, I was giddy with happiness that she was there with me in my house and in my little world, which suddenly expanded greatly, again.
Her visit was uplifting. I was happy that she was here. When I first saw her, and how much she looked like Lynn, I expected to be miserably depressed and I wanted to send her away. Instead, once I accepted how much she looked like Lynn, it was just the opposite. In a weird way, with not having a chance to say good-bye to Lynn, her visit was cathartic, enabling me somehow to get closure in the sudden and tragic death of Lynn through her sister.
In a morbidly perverse sense, this was my way of talking to the dead through the living and it was a way for me to discover things that I didn't know, didn't have a chance to know about Lynn. I found learning more about Lynn growing up as a child so very healing and comforting. If nothing else, she took my mind off my mourning. The mere activity of talking to her kept my mind busy and my spirits lifted.
I helped her with her things, moving what she needed and helping her to arrange the empty closet. No one had been here since Jamie moved out some months ago. I wasn't only excited about having a roommate again, albeit a temporary roommate, but the fact that she looked so much like Lynn lifted my spirits from the depressed state that I had been in lately. If nothing else, she was a diversion and someone to talk to for a few days.
I had been feeling so lonely and Gwen helped me through my loneliness. Only, I had to make a conscious effort not to stare at her and not to call her Lynn. She was just so damn beautiful and looked so much like her sister, that I was instantly attracted to her.
"Do you drink coffee?" I said hoping she'd say yes.
"Coffee? Yes. I'm addicted," she said.
"Great." I'll put on a fresh pot. "Lynn and I..." I paused not knowing if I should proceed to talk about Lynn to her.
"Please, I want you to talk about my sister. That's why I'm here," she said suddenly looking very sad. I felt her pain and gave her a hug. "Maybe, somehow, my visit can help us both heal," she said looking at me with her soft blue-grey eyes.
"Okay," I said not knowing where to begin.
"Lynn moved out of the house, while I was still in high school, and then I went off to college. So, I haven't spent as much time as I would have like to with my big sister. I was hoping that you could help me by telling me more about her, the things that I didn't know about her."
"In that regard, we have that in common. I was hoping that you could tell me about Lynn as a child and what it was like growing up with her." We smiled at one another and I felt that I should continue the conversation, telling her about the Lynn that I knew.
"It's a deal," she said. "You tell me how Lynn lived her life with you and I'll tell you about how she grew up as a child."
"We always had coffee this time of the afternoon," I said volunteering what information that came to mind. "Then, we'd take our cups to the back screened in porch where we sat and talked about everything and laughed over nothing, while watching the dogs play."
"I'll tell you what," she said, "you show me the kitchen and I'll make the coffee."
She was just like her sister, taking charge of things.
The dogs abandoned me to follow her and I could not blame them. Who said dogs are dumb. I'd follow her, someone who looked as good as Lynn, to the end of the earth.
I put out some biscuits to have with our coffee and as soon as it brewed, we took our cups out back. She even took her coffee the same as did Lynn, black with one sugar.
At times, it was difficult to talk to her without staring, without swooning, and without wanting to lean over to kiss her. Although, I had never seen a photo of her, certainly, I felt as if I already knew her from what Lynn had told me about her baby sister. Whenever she looked away, I studied her face looking for the smallest imperfection in her to make me realize that she wasn't Lynn. Physically, she was an identical, genetic copy.
Perversely perverted, I listened intently as she talked to me wondering, while what she looked like naked. Being that I was grieving over Lynn, while sitting here with a carbon copy of her, how could I not wonder what she looked like without her clothes? I wondered if her tits were the same. Wondering if she was shaved, trimmed, or bushy, I wondered if her pussy tasted the same. I wondered what she was like in bed. I wondered if she talked dirty and if she screamed when she had an orgasm.
I couldn't believe that I was already undressing this nice, young lady with my eyes. I couldn't believe that I was such a degenerate. Yet, I missed Lynn so very much and here was her sister looking so much like my lost love, I couldn't help but imagine Gwen in all sorts of sexual and depraved positions. I had to force myself to think of something else, anything else to say to take my mind of sex.
"Do you like baseball?"
"Yeah, my whole family follows the games."
"How 'bout those Red Sox? I can't believe they won another World Series. Do you think they'll become a baseball dynasty like the Yankees used to be?"
"I hope not, being that I'm a Yankees fan," she said with a laugh.
"Yeah, that's right. You guys are from New York. I forgot."
She helped me with dinner, tuna steaks with brown rice and peas. Even though I opened a bottle of wine and offered her some, I decided to forgo the wine. Since Lynn died, I've numbed enough of my days with alcohol.
"This is the perfect wine with fish," I said. "I apologize for not joining you in a drink but I've had more than my share of wine over the past few months."
"Oh, that's okay, I understand. I found myself drinking more than usual and had to make a conscious effort not to drink," she said pausing to take a sip of her wine. She paused again, perhaps, while reflecting on what she was about to say. "Unfortunately, my mother has been drinking more than she ever did in the past. Lynn's death has hit her the hardest."
"I hope that I can still meet your parents, one day."
"My father, in his convoluted logic, blames you for Lynn's death."
"He does? How?" I was stunned by this sudden revelation, even though Jamie had touched upon her family somehow blaming me for Lynn's death.
"He said had Lynn not moved to Massachusetts from upstate New York, she would have not fallen asleep at the wheel." She looked at my pained expression. "See? I told you it was convoluted. She could have died anywhere, anytime. Obviously, it was her time to go."



"I understand your father not wanting to like me. We're nearly the same age, after all. And if it makes him feel better in his grief to blame someone for the loss of his daughter, than I can shoulder that burden," I said with a sad smile, while nodding my head.
"You're a good man, Freddie," she said consuming her first glass and allowing me to pour her a second. "I can see why my sister fell in love with you."
She stood, kicked out her chair, and leaned over the dining room table, and when I stood to meet her, I had a nice down blouse view of her bra and ample cleavage. She gave me a kiss on the cheek and a hug. Then, when she pulled her chair back to the table and moved to sit, with a quick flash, her white panties peeked out their hello with a triangular, over her thighs, as she sat in her chair. Maybe, it was the hot coffee that I was drinking, but suddenly I was feeling warm, hot actually, after having a down blouse view of Gwen's bra and an up skirt view of her panty.
Again, unable to help myself, lonely and sad, I wondered what Gwen looked like naked. I wondered if she looked like her mother or her father. I imagined that if she looked like her mother that I'd be attracted to her mother, too. I laughed to myself. Who's next? Am I going to want to fuck her mother, too, if I had the chance to meet her and, maybe even her grandmother, if I was ever to meet her?
"The wine is very good," she said. "It goes down too easy and doesn't burn at all like most of the wine that I drank too much of in college."
"Ah, I see you've grown accustom to wine of questionable vintages," I said laughing. "I assure you that you'll find no Boones Farm Apple wine in this house, only French, Italian, and a few bottles of Californian."
"Yeah, well, when you're in college, you buy what you can afford and I could only afford the wine with the screw top bottles."
Wondering how much of a party girl she was, I suddenly envisioned her drunk at a dorm party. I suddenly pictured her wearing a barely there bikini at spring break and exposing her tits to everyone. It surprised even me, when I said what I was thinking.
"So, are you one of those naughty and fun loving girls that they show on Spring break doing the wet T-shirt contest or the bikini contest?"
"Oh, yeah, I did all of that and more. Trust me, I was wicked naughty," she said with a dirty laugh. "I must admit though that I look fabulous in a bikini, that is, when I wasn't walking around topless," she said striking a pose that made her tits look even bigger. "It was fun. Only, much like Lindsay Lohan, I can't hold my alcohol."
She can't hold her alcohol? Well, that's certainly good to know.
"In that case, drink up. I'll open another bottle," I said laughing, while suddenly thinking about her walking around my living room in just her bikini panties and nothing else.
"Trust me, Freddie," she said giving me a sexy look, "if I have more than couple of glasses of this delicious wine," she said holding up her glass to swirl around the wine, "you'll be putting me to bed and taking advantage of me, I'm afraid."
"Well, rest assured, Gwen, that I'd put you to bed and probably undress you, so as not to wrinkle your clothes," I said in a voice that impersonated the late, great comedian, W. C. Fields, "but I'd never take advantage of you, Lynn's baby sister."
"Well, that's good to know." She laughed. "As far as undressing me, I'm much like my sister in that regard, we could have been nudists. My mother is like that, also. I can't tell you how many nude beaches we've frequented, but my Dad is an absolute prude."
I made note of the nudist remark. Suddenly, drunk and naked, I imagined seeing Gwen, her mother, and Lynn standing together on the sand of a nude beach with nothing on but a smile. Damn, I was so freaking horny right then.
"Do you smoke?"
I looked at her sitting pretty in her smart, short skirt and button white blouse. Whenever she crossed her legs, she flashed me a triangular patch of white panty and every time she leaned forward, I was rewarded with a nice down blouse view of her ample cleavage. Damn, she has nice tits. Stop staring, Freddie, I repeated to myself. Feeling so much like the pervert that I am, I felt like I was leering at her, especially every time she crossed her legs or leaned forward.
"No," she said with a toss of her hair, the same toss that Lynn did that made me crazy with desire for her, whenever she looked up at me and was about to tell me something about herself. "I was a runner in high school and in college." She gave me a sexy smile. "And I'll have you know that I was on the swim team, as well," she said putting a hand to her hip and flashed me a supermodel smile.
"Yeah, I can see that," I said admiring her figure. "With your broad shoulders and slim waist, you have more of a swimmer's figure than you do a runners body."
"Do you smoke?"
"Nah, I never did. I was into boxing heavily at a very young age." I took a sip of my coffee. "My uncle owned a famous boxing gym in Boston across from the Boston Garden. I was the only white kid there."
"I'm tired," she said with a yawn and a sexy stretch.
"Come, let's get you to bed. We can sit and talk tomorrow. You must be tired after that long drive."
"No, actually, if you don't mind, I'd like to stay up and talk for a while longer," she said while pouring herself another glass of wine, a third glass, "and have another glass of this fine wine."
"Well, I'm glad that you're not driving because if wine treats your head the way that it attacks mine, it has a way of sneaking up on you." I laughed. "Let me know when you're ready for the wet T-shirt contest and I'll get the hose and some dollar bills to stuff down your panties."
"I think one more glass will put me in that mood," she said with a sexy laugh and a naughty look.
We adjourned to the comfort of the living room. I offered her the softness of the sofa, while I took my usual voyeur seat across from her in the soft, worn leather of the recliner. She had another glass of wine, her fourth glass, while I settled for another cup of hot, strong, black coffee. I knew that either she'd be sleeping where she was sitting or I'd be carrying her to bed. Hoping for the later, instead of the former, I imagined having to strip off her clothes for bed.
After a while, I watched her eyes briefly close, as she began to slur her words. Lynn was the same way. Whenever she had more than one glass of wine, she was tipsy. Now, with Gwen consuming nearly four glasses within a two hour period, I figured she was a bit drunk. With her skirt raised past the top of her thigh and her panty clad ass fully exposed, I watched her, as she set her empty glass down, before leaning over to the side and passed out asleep.
To be continued...
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Chapter 12
Drunk & asleep, stripping Lynn's little sister, Gwen, naked.
As soon as she fell to the side, her short skirt climbed up the back of her thigh and she gave me a wonderful up skirt view of her white, bikini panty clad ass. Now, with her taking a drunken nap, I could stare at her in peace without making her feel uncomfortable and I sat like that watching her to see if she'd awaken. Still grieving the loss of Lynn and with her baby sister looking so much like her, I couldn't stop myself from staring at her. She was just so damn beautiful.
She had such long, lovely, long legs, as shapely was her big sister's legs. Quickly, I became excited by the exposed panty vision of her. A double edged sword, even though ogling Gwen's panties momentarily stopped me from missing her sister, ogling Gwen made me miss Lynn. She had the same shapely ass that I remembered Lynn having.
When Gwen didn't move, using not wanting her to sleep there on the sofa as my excuse, should she awaken while carrying her, I allowed my cock to react to the thoughts of carrying her to bed. Then, I sexually exciting thought about undressing her took hold of me, as if it was a fever. Did I dare do remove her clothes? We joked about me taking advantage of her, when she was drunk, and stripping her naked. She even acted as if it was no big deal for me to see her naked. Like her sister and her mother, she could have been a nudist, she said. Now, with her nudism in mind, I so wanted to see her naked.
I so wanted to see how much she looked like Lynn without her clothes. Only, undressing her would be so wrong. Yet, missing Lynn so terribly much and, if only for just one night of pretending Gwen was Lynn, I so wanted to touch her, hold her, and kiss her. Deciding to go ahead and undress her and to see how far she'd allow me to go, before awakening from her drunken sleep, I imagined her allowing me to strip her. Besides, it was late, I was horny, and I needed to see Gwen naked.
Hoping she didn't awaken, I waited a few minutes to see if she'd awaken on her own but when she started breathing deeply and regularly, I figured she was sleeping soundly and it was time to put her to bed. Looking so much like a blonde, busty angel, and looking so much like her sister, if wearing a blonde wig, she was in a deep, drunken sleep. Gently, trying not to awaken her, I lifted her off of the sofa and carried her in my arms.
Even her weight felt about the same as her sister's. I figured she was 115 pounds. I allowed my nose to smell the fragrance of her hair. Her hair smelled wonderful. As I carried her, my hand came in contact with the side of her breast. It felt firm. I so missed Lynn's tits. Lynn had amazing breasts. Carefully, I laid her upon her bed. Her skirt had risen around the middle of her thigh and clearly, I could see her panty, along with the impression her pussy slit made in her panty.
It took all the control that I had not to fall between her legs and lick her pussy through her panty. It took all the control that I had not to move her panty aside with my fingers and finger fuck her, as she slept. Only, being that I still wanted to strip her, I didn't want to ruin things. I didn't want to awaken her.
As if she was drugged, indeed she was, drugged with alcohol, she slept so peacefully. Resisting the urge to strip her, trying to control my lust for my dead girlfriend's baby sister, I thought about leaving her dressed in her clothes and sleeping. I thought about the ramifications of what she'd say if I undressed her. What if she was angry that I had taken it upon myself to strip her naked? Not wanting her to abruptly leave without having her tell me more about Lynn as a child, I didn't want her to be upset with me. Only, I was so very sexually excited seeing her lying there with her panty fully exposed.
Her parents already thought me enough of a pervert by sleeping with one daughter, what would they think of me, if Gwen told them that I stripped her naked? Yet, with a drunken, beautiful woman, helplessly sleeping in my house, my horniness overruled my resistance and, selfishly, I decided that I didn't care about her feelings and about the ramifications. I decided to risk it all by stripping Gwen naked. Once I made the decision to strip her, I was so excited. An opportunity of a lifetime, I may never have this chance with her again. I needed to see Gwen naked. Being that she looked so much like a blonde version of her sister, I needed to see my Lynn naked, again.
I sat beside her on the bed stroking her dyed, blonde hair, while waiting to see if the touch of my hand to her hair would awaken her. Being that she looked so much younger than 23-years-old, she reminded me of a sleeping child. Being that I was so much older than her and she was so much younger, I suddenly felt like a pedophile by having the thoughts of undressing her.
As if giving my sleeping beauty the opportunity to awaken and to stop me from stripping her, I leaned down and softly kissed her lips. It was a loving kiss and she surprised me when she opened her mouth, surrendered her tongue, and returned my kiss with a French kiss. Figuring that it was an involuntary reflex, I couldn't believe that I was French kissing Lynn's 23-year-old sleeping sister. After our kiss, tempted to give her another, I looked at her to see if she was still sleeping and she was.
With only a two year difference between the age of the sisters, I looked down at her at her face, instead of her body. Barely looking 18-years-old, she looked so very young, so much younger than Lynn. Definitely, if I was a bartender, I'd card her before serving her a drink. When she was born, I was 27-years-old. When she graduated high school at 18-years-old, I was 45-years-old. What's wrong with me to sexually lust over someone so young? She's young enough to be my daughter, but I didn't care.
With that one kiss, she gave me an erection. I figured someone this beautiful must have been kissed thousands of times by dozens of admirers. I wondered if she had a boyfriend, a steady man, a fuck buddy, or a friend with benefits in her life. We never got to broach that subject before the wine took control of her and had its effects on her. Yet, even though I so wanted to undress her, watching her so peacefully sleep, as if I was there watching one of my daughters sleep, suddenly feeling so much like the dirty, old man that I am, I was reluctant to despoil the image of her lying there, as if she was a virgin. Then, I realized, while looking for justification to strip her, much wilder and more sexually sophisticated than was her big sister, this woman is no virgin. Oh, yeah, with college dorm parties, drunken spring break wet tee shirt and topless contests, she's been around. Even her own sister called her a slut but with affection.
Expecting her to awaken at any moment, yet, wanting her to touch me, wanting her to feel me, after missing Lynn's hand on my cock, gently, I took her hand and moved it to the bulge in my pants. As if it belonged there, her small, warm hand felt so good on my erection. Controlling the urge, I wanted to unzip myself, pull out my cock, and wrap her unconscious fingers around it. I couldn't help but wonder, if I moved my cock across her lips, if she'd take it in her mouth to give me a sleeping blowjob, while dreaming of blowing someone.
She looked so pretty sleeping so soundly. Ever so gently, I lifted her skirt with my fingertips and raised it to just above her crotch. I wanted to see her legs. I wanted to see more of her panty clad pussy mound. She had beautiful legs with slender and shapely thighs. Then, slowly, as if I was a safecracker cracking a safe that had a trigger alarm, button by button, I gently unbuttoned her white cotton blouse, while looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before continuing.
She wore a white, low cut, lacy bra. Her breasts overflowed the cups of her bra and I gently massaged the tops of her breasts with both my hands. So soft, so supple, and yet so firm, I couldn't wait to see her tits. I couldn't wait to suck her nipples. Figuring she'd awaken any second, I was so brazen in undressing her. Only, bad enough that I put her hand on my cock through my pants, lifted her skirt to exposed her white, bikini panties, and unbuttoned her blouse to reveal her fabulous bra clad breasts, dare I remove her bra and panty too?
Her tits were a little bigger than Lynn's tits, possibly as big as Jamie's breasts. Only, where Jamie's breasts were silicon confections, Lynn's breasts, even when hidden by her bra, felt and appeared natural. Did I dare remove her bra? As nervous as I was sticking my hand down my Prom date's gown to feel her tits and finger her nipples, while in the backseat of my car so very long ago, I was just as nervous undressing Gwen. Just as I thought I was doing something wrong then by feeling up a young women who was so formally dressed, here I am about to feel up a young woman who's so informally dressed. It's funny how times like these trigger familiar emotions.
I reached out my horny hands to feel Gwen's tits through her bra. Her breasts were beautiful. They felt so round, so full, and so firm. Definitely, they were natural; I could tell. Clearly, I could see the impressions that her nipples made in the satin material of her bra and I thought it odd that her nipples would be so erect, while she was so soundly sleeping. It made me wonder if she was pretending to be asleep.
When seeing the impressions of her nipples made through her bra made me want to run my palm across them, Only fearing that I'd awaken her, I controlled the urge to pull her nipples out more with my fingertips. Then, I wondered if women were the same as men getting sexually aroused as they slept. I know that I get plenty of erections when sleeping. Relegated now to having to take Viagra, I wish I could have captured and bottled some of my sleeping erections and save them for when I needed them, when awake, and now that I'm older. Maybe, when I French kissed her she suddenly became aroused.
When her blouse was all unbuttoned, I flayed it open. I couldn't help myself and felt her big tits through her bra, while careful not to fondle her nipples, as I didn't want to awaken her. There's nothing like the sensation of feeling a woman's tits through her bra. They felt amazing. She had wonderful tits and I couldn't wait to see them, touch them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them. I reached over to unbutton the buttons on her sleeves. I didn't want to try to remove her blouse yet for fear of waking her and for fear that my little strip tease show would end prematurely, before I had stripped her naked.
Next, I unbuttoned the button of her short skirt and ever so slowly unzipped it. There, as I had already seen, when she had fallen over on the couch, were her white, bikini panties. Slowly, as if a pickpocket removing a wallet from someone's pant pocket, I pulled her skirt down and off. If there's anything that will give me a raging erection is seeing a beautiful woman in her bra and panty and now I had a full erection. She wore her bra and panties as if they were a snow white bikini. She had the body of a lingerie model and the face of a cover girl, movie star.
The gene pool of this family is amazing. I could only imagine what her mother looked like. Then, being the pervert that I am, I thought that maybe her mother would want to come for a visit too. Then, like daughters, like mother, maybe her intolerance for alcohol runs in the family and with a little wine, I may get to strip naked the mother, too. Who knows, maybe once grandma discovers that I stripped her daughter and granddaughters naked, she'll want to come for a visit, too. My mind was reeling with three generations of Lynn's naked female family members, before I refocused my attention back to Gwen.
Just as Lynn had, Gwen had a flat, toned stomach, but different from Lynn, who didn't have any tattoos, Gwen had a little tattoo of a diamond just above her panty. I found the tattoo enticingly erotic and wondered if she meant that she was a gem to be uncovered or her pussy was a jewel to be discovered. Maybe, she was a diamond in the rough who liked sex rough. Who knows what she meant, but her tattoo served its purpose in getting and maintaining my undivided attention in wanting to see her pussy.
I couldn't wait to lick her tattoo. There's something so viscerally appealing about a woman who gets a tattoo, so long as she doesn't overdo it. I enjoy the subtle artistic surprise of the story behind a creative tattoo, a tattoo that's covered by her clothing, that's only seen when removing her clothes or, in my case, stripping her naked.
Gently and taking care that her head didn't flop back, I sat her up, removed her blouse, and unhooked her bra without removing it and laid her back down on the bed. Hoping she didn't, I watched her to see for any sign of her awakening. She was dead asleep. As if unwrapping a very expensive gift, I wanted to savor the moment when I revealed her breasts to my horny eyes. She was so stunningly beautiful. I didn't know which to do first, panties or bra and, being that her bra was already unhooked and would be easier to remove than her panties, I excitedly decided to remove her bra first. I figured that if I tried removing her panties first and if she awakened, then I'd never get to see her breasts. My hands were shaking, I was so excited.
Gradually, careful not to rouse her from her silent slumber, I slid each bra strap down and off her shoulders before peeling away her bra cups from her perfect tits. The spectacular sight of her breasts was amazing. I looked at the tag on her bra, 36C the same size as her sister. Yet, where Lynn was a small 36C, Gwen was a full 36C, so full that she probably could have worn a 36D, but her tits look so much better in a tight bra than they would in a bra that fit her. The same nipples and areolas, they were just like Lynn's tits perfect in every way only just a tad bigger and fuller.
Oh, God, how I so wanted to fall upon her breasts and take her nipples in my mouth but I didn't dare. So afraid of waking her before getting to see her completely naked, I didn't want to awaken her. Besides, it's one thing to strip her naked on the pretense of putting her to bed to not wrinkle her clothes, albeit a weak excuse, it's quite another thing entirely to sexually assault her. I didn't want to do sexually assault Lynn's younger sister, even although stripping her naked was sexual assault. If she so wanted, she could have me arrested, but my mind was somewhere between her tits and my better judgment was buried in her pussy.
Next, I peeled her panties down and off. Now, she lay naked before my eyes. She was shaved. Her pussy was totally free of hair and stubble. She must have shaved before coming here. I wondered if she shaved her pussy especially for me. I wondered, as she was shaving her pussy, if she was thinking of me eating her silky, smooth pussy. With her pussy shaved in that flawless way, she looked brand new.
Only, I was disappointed. I prefer a neatly trimmed pussy to a shaved or bushy pussy. I guess that the reason why I prefer trimmed to shaved pussies is that I prefer women to girls. Being that she was so very young to begin with and looked even younger with her not looking her age, now with her pussy shaved, she looked like a little girl. Gently and slowly, I pushed her legs apart by her ankles. Her pussy lips glistened in the light. She was sexually aroused. She was wet.
I was so tempted to lick her and probe her with my fingers. I wanted to strip off my clothes and fuck her. It was then that the realization hit me. My God, she's even younger than Lynn. She's only 23-years-old, just having turned 23-years-old, at that, and I'm more than twice her age. Only, even though she had face of a teenager, she had the body of a woman.
No matter her age and how young she looked, truly, I'm a dirty, old man ogling Lynn's baby sister, who I just stripped naked. What the Hell is wrong with me? I just sexually assaulted Lynn's little sister. Now, I felt guilty. Now I felt bad. Only, I was too horny to care.
Not wanting to violate her any more than I had, needing to leave her room before I raped her, gently and slowly, I lifted her to put her legs beneath the top sheet and covered her with that. I returned to my room with the erotic thoughts of seeing Gwen naked. Unable to fall asleep thinking of fucking Gwen, my hand found my cock. I closed my eyes and slowly stroked myself back to a nice erection.
Wanting this masturbation session to last a long while, I slowed my strokes to make sure that I didn't get too excited, prematurely excited enough to cum. With the thoughts of my cock buried in Lynn's pussy or her on her knees sucking me, I stopped, whenever I reached the point of heightened arousal and the point of no return. Just as it was so sexually exciting to see Gwen naked, it was so sexually exciting to undress her. Not wanting to cum, yet, I wanted to continue the vision of Gwen naked in my mind, while my hand gently and slowly stroked myself to an orgasm. Only, I was interrupted before I could cum.
"Freddie...I don't feel well...I'm going to be sick."
To be continued...
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My eyes popped open. There she was standing by my bed naked and looking down at me, while watching me stroke myself. Quickly, I covered my cock with my hand. How long had she been standing there? She caught me masturbating. How freaking embarrassing is that, masturbating over the imagined naked image of Gwen, when she's standing right here naked?
I rushed out of bed. There was no time to grab anything to cover my nakedness and, really, I didn't care. Besides, she already saw me stroking my cock and just in the way that it happened when I exposed myself to Jamie. It felt exhilarating to walk down the hall beside her naked with my cock bouncing up and down and side to side. I escorted her to the bathroom and held her hair, while she puked up my fine, French white wine and tuna steak dinner.
As I leaned down closer to comfort her, while holding back her hair, my erect cock was perched so close to her mouth that I couldn't help but envision her blowing me. At that point, with her naked and on her knees in front of the toilet, I would've done anything for her to suck my cock. For someone who was going to be sick, she didn't look sick. We stayed like that poised by the toilet with her on her knees and me leaning over her holding her blonde hair out of the way. Only, she didn't puke.
"Do you feel better?"
I saw her looking up and over at my exposed cock and just as the feeling that I received when Jamie first saw me naked, I truly enjoyed Gwen seeing me naked. It aroused me to have her see my cock. Already, I had quite the erection going. She ignored my question to ask her own.
"How did I get naked?" She looked down at herself and covered her breasts with her forearm. I don't remember undressing," she said looking up at me. "Did you undress me?" When I didn't answer her right away, she asked another question. "Did we have sex?"
"No, we didn't have sex, Gwen. I just thought...I'm sorry...it was just that..."
She got a stern look on her face and I figured she was mad. Obviously, she was correct when she said that she could've been a nudist because. when she stood, she made no attempt to cover her nakedness, even though there was a towel right there and she didn't appear embarrassed. Then she walked to the bathroom sink and she stood in front of the mirror, while looking at me in the mirror, before splashing some cold water on her face. After she dried her face with a towel, she turned to me. "Take me to bed, please," she said brushing her hand by my still erect cock to take me by the hand.
Shit! She's pissed at me. I helped her up and walked her to her room.
"No," she said looking up at me, "your bedroom." She looked down at my cock and then made eye contact with me. "I want to sleep with you." She took my cock in her hand and held it for a few seconds before allowing it to bounce away. "I want to experience what my sister experienced."
I looked at her not believing my ears.
"Are you sure you want to do this?"
"Yes," she said looking down at my cock, again, this time staring at it. "I want to see how big that thing really gets."
"Do you understand that if I take you to bed that I will—"
"I'm not a virgin, Freddie. I need to feel sexual comfort just as much as you do," she said playing with the head of my cock with her fingertips. "Right now, I could use a good, hard fuck and who better than the man who loved my dead sister to fuck me."
"Actually, now that you put it that way, Gwen, I think, I could use a little sexual comfort too."
She had a way of saying things that aroused the animal in me and turned me off at the same time. I wish she hadn't used the words, "dead sister", it disturbed my senses in so many ways and, with her standing there naked, excited them too.
The walk to my bed felt longer than I remembered. The thought of her sharing my bed naked just as did her sister was exciting beyond words.
"Wait," she said. "I think that I had better brush my teeth...and pee."
"Okay, I'll be in my bedroom."
I returned to my bedroom giving her some privacy in the bathroom. Quickly, I took a Viagra. I figured that I'd need one with a 23-year-old woman. I was glad that I had recently filled a prescription for testosterone supplements, Andro-Gel. Between that and the Viagra, my erection was more than good to go. Only, after remembering the outrageous and raucous sex that I had with Jamie, I hoped that having sex with Gwen didn't kill me. She appeared to be in really good shape. She had the body of a professional tennis player, or an Olympic swimmer, or a gymnast. She had muscles.
She appeared at my door just as Lynn had done that first time and so many times after looking hot and desirable. The look of her young, naked body took my breath away and made my cock spring to action. Bring it Baby! Show me what you got! I'm ready for you, I wanted to say but didn't.
My expression and erection did all the talking for me. She crawled in bed beside me and the feel of her firm, warm, young body next to mine was like no feeling that I've ever experienced. I hated to admit it, but she had a better body than did Lynn. She was firmer in places where Lynn was womanly soft. She was more athletic and her tits were bigger and her ass rounder both combining to make her waistline Dolly Parton tiny. Younger, stronger, and firmer, she was a bionic Lynn.
She fit so neatly at my side. The sensation of feeling all of her against my body was overwhelmingly exciting to my senses and even though I wanted to kiss her, even though she gave me that go ahead and kiss me look, I delayed my kiss.
"What's wrong."
"There's nothing wrong," I said looking at her, all of her. "The first time I kissed Lynn, actually, she kissed me, she caught me by surprise. I have a funny feeling that I want to remember our first kiss. Being the romantic that I am, I want this kiss to be a special memory that I'll remember--"
"Whatever," she said wrapping her arm around my neck, pulling me to her, and kissing me.
We kissed and kissed again. The feeling of her lips against mine, her tongue against mine, and my arms holding her body against mine with my hand slipping down to cup her firm, young ass was so eerily familiar yet so uniquely different. Already so sexually aroused, I couldn't stop kissing her. She made my cock the hardest it's ever been. She returned my kisses in kind totally blanking my mind with her passion. When I was lost within Gwen's kisses, anyone could have entered my home and murdered me and I never would have known. Moreover, I would have died a happy man knowing that a 23-year-old beautiful and shapely woman was willing to have sex with me, a 50-year-old man. It was pure pleasure to kiss her, while touching and feeling her hot body and even better when she kissed me back with attitude.
Maybe because it had been a few months since I had gotten laid. Jamie was the last action that I had, before she left. I realized that I was terribly horny, but perhaps I was feeling that this may be the last time that something like this will happen to me, that is, having sex with not only a woman so beautiful and curvaceous but a woman so young and innocent. It was as if God had sent me an Angel.
Innocent? There I go again putting another woman on another pedestal. Gwen wasn't innocent. She had been around. At least, at the time, I thought she was an Angel but, based solely on her sexual peccadilloes, as it turned out, she was more like the devil in disguise.
Except for her dyed blonde hair, she looked so much like Lynn, but Gwen was her own person. She kissed more lustfully than did Lynn. When I kissed Lynn there was a relaxing erotica in her kisses whereas with Gwen, it was a rushed purpose, the purpose being to get her to a place, a place of heightened arousal, where I could fuck her and make her cum. I could tell by the first kiss that Gwen was a sexual animal, a literal fucking machine. If I feared anything, I feared not pleasing her.
Whereas Lynn kissed me with love; Gwen kissed me with unbridled passion. As Lynn was an active participant in love, Gwen was an active participant in sex. This sudden and surprise union was not about love. It was about copulation. Never had I been with a woman, even Jamie, who enjoyed sex as much.
In the way that Gwen went about sex, she left love out of the equation. There was no room for love with Gwen. It was animal fucking. Truly, I felt as if I was fucking a wild beast. To her it was a surgical operation and carnal knowledge at its clinical definition; it was unadulterated fornication. There was no pretense of romance with Gwen. Whereas, I wanted to make slow, sweet love to her and to her curvaceous body, as I had done so many times with her sister, she just wanted to get fucked, fucked now, and fucked hard.
It did not take her long to find my cock. Her hand immediately engulfed it. And in the way that she grabbed on to it, I could tell that this was not the first cock that she ever had in her hot, little hand. She had a firmer grip around it than Lynn ever did and I liked that, at first. She gripped it as she would a tennis racket, one that gave her a wicked backhand. In the way that she jerked, moved, and stroked my cock she grabbed my prick, as if it was a stick shift in a muscle car, one that had a stiff clutch.
Where Lynn was very gentle, Gwen was rough. In the beginning, a woman who knows what she wants, was a turn on in the beginning because she knew just how to stroke it to give me maximum pleasure. Where Lynn was sensual, Gwen was sexual. Just by her obvious enthusiasm for my cock, she made me hot. She went at my cock as if it was her personal dildo. If I had a seatbelt attached to my bed, I would have buckled myself in because with Gwen I was in for one Hell of a wild ride.
As I was to discover, the two siblings were nothing alike in bed and the comparatively innocent man that I was, when compared to the sexually experienced Gwen, I couldn't wait to explore more of her to compare the differences of the two sisters. I couldn't wait to know what it felt like to be inside her. I couldn't wait for her to suck my cock. If nothing else, I know that I was in for a memorable sexual experience reminiscent of how Jamie was when fucking me because Gwen was a fuck machine on steroids. She was a girl who can't get enough of a good thing and one who returns for seconds and thirds.
There was nothing shy and demur about Gwen. She knew what she wanted. She knew how to get it. She knew she was going to get it.
In the beginning, when I was standing there naked holding her hair as she vomited in the toilet with my cock so very close to her mouth, I suddenly felt so much like the spider luring another victim, this time an even younger victim, to its web. I felt guilty, after having stripped her naked. I felt perverse standing there naked in her moment of weakness, when she was about to wrench up her guts in the toilet bowl, but didn't. While thinking about her sucking me off and thinking about cumming in her mouth, I felt like the dirty old man that I am.
I thought about what her father would say and how he would perceive me, as I would have thought about a man my age assaulting my daughter the way that I had assaulted Gwen by stripping her naked when she was passed out on my guestroom bed. Now, not only had I had sex with one of his daughters but also I was about to have sex with the other one of his daughters, too. Reflecting back to when she was on her knees waiting to puke in the toilet, when she looked up and over at my semi-erect naked penis, of course, I could not help but think about her sucking my cock. Only, as I'd discover later, she was the spider and I was her victim. Female spiders always eat their male lovers after copulation. God help me.
Had I known then what I know now, I would have grabbed her by her hair and forced her to suck my cock and she would have not only been happy that I made such an aggressive move but she would have loved it. Maybe after that, after forcing her to suck my cock, with me having the upper hand and with me being the one in control, this wild affair would have been over then. Unfortunately, once I invited her into my bed, I was hers for the taking.
Here I am treating her like she is someone worthy to stand atop a pedestal and she'd rather be on her knees sucking my cock, as I slapped her around. In actuality, I was the innocent one. I was the one who she could have put high up on the pedestal. Instead, I was just another notch on her pink belt. Suddenly, being just another sexual victim of Gwen's, I felt so used and abused. I felt like a piece of beefcake meat, but in a perverse sort of way I liked the feeling.
She was so similar to her sister in appearance, that it was easy to draw the parallel conclusions that they would be similar in bed. Boy, as it turned out, that was so completely opposite to think that they were anything alike. She was so different in bed. Where Lynn was the generous lover, soft, and gentle, Gwen was the sexy vixen, tough and rough. Foxy sly in her way to get what she wanted and what she needed, she was a very dangerous woman. Boy, if ever she was in the corporate world, she'd have a rocket ship ride up the ladder of success by sleeping her way to the top.
I attributed much of the difference in making love with Lynn than just having sex with her was because we were lovers and in love. Whereas, not feeling the same way about Gwen that I did for Lynn, it was strictly sex with Gwen. As if we were competing in a contest, one that I'd never win, we were sexual combatants intent on getting the prize, the ultimate orgasm. It was obvious that she had more of a lustful appetite for sex than did her sister and me, for that matter. Unlike her sister who enjoyed pushing my sexual buttons with dirty talk, Gwen was quiet, business like in her quest to sexually satisfy herself.
She did all of talking with her body and through her sexual actions. There was no wasted energy with her. If she was going to sweat anything, she was going to sweat while fucking. She didn't talk much during sex, didn't talk dirty, and there was no pillow talk. There was just plain and simple raw fucking. She wanted to be fucked and hard. She expected to be fucked and I had better not disappoint her or I'd be fucked and she'd fuck me up. In the realm of be careful what you wish for, I was lusting over the woman of the dark, sexual places. Be afraid, be so very afraid and I was. I was afraid of Gwen.
"I like it rough," she said. "The rougher the better."
Those four little words hit me like a bucket of cold water when abruptly awakened while comfortably snoozing in a hammock. Here I was thinking that I was the one taking advantage of her, when she was the one taking advantage of me. She likes it rough. What exactly does she mean by that? Explain rough. Is she expecting me to fill a burlap bag with soda cans and beat her body, or does she want me to push her down a flight of stairs, before mounting her. Maybe I should drag her behind my car, before taking her from behind. Oh, oh, I'm in serious trouble here.
Wouldn't you just prefer a nice back massage to get you in the mood? Maybe, I could rub your feet before we make love, I thought and without verbalizing my thoughts to her. How about a little conversation? Only, Gwen wanted none of that. Now that I opened Pandora's box by unleashing my snake, when walking around in front of her naked, I unleashed her beast, when she told me that she likes it rough.
It would have been enough for me that she wanted to have sex with me, but now that she told me that she wants rough sex, I was at a loss what to do. I've always been a kind, gentle, and grateful man, especially when in bed naked with a naked woman who's more than half my age. The fact that she wanted sex, rough sex, and sex the rougher the better made me realize that I was out of her league. It was then that I wished I had the official rule book for having rough sex.
"I enjoy feeling frightened and being forced," she said with a soft smile.
Oh, shit. This woman is into some seriously heavy sex. Scottie beam me up, now! I have a feeling that she'd prefer a couple of convicts, who've been serving hard time and just broke out of prison to ravish her. Suddenly, I had an image of her being gang banged by a bunch of Hells Angels and being pissed off because they didn't have any more to give her, after she wore them out.
"And it is okay if you want to slap my ass, hard, really hard, the harder the better."
Slap her ass? What made her tell me that? Do I look like an ass slapper? I'd never slap Lynn's beautiful ass and Gwen's ass is, believe it or not, even better. Slapping her beautiful ass hard, really hard, is akin to throwing red paint on the Mona Lisa. Now, why would I slap her ass? I'd much rather feel her ass, squeeze her ass, and lick her ass. I'm sorry, Honey, I wanted to say, but slapping your ass does nothing for me.
"I like it when you, as the strong he-man, take control of me, the weak woman."
I have a feeling this broad could bench press more than me. There's nothing weak about this woman. Suddenly, this strong he-man is getting a bit weak in the knees at the thoughts of trying to satisfy her sexually by giving her rough sex, forcing myself on her, and slapping her ass really hard. Gee, Honey, wouldn't you prefer a little sweet talk mixed in with some dirty talk?
"I like it when you force me to do dirty and nasty things to your body," she said with a determined look in her eyes that scared the shit out of me.
Dirty and nasty things? What dirty nasty things? The only dirty, nasty thing that I could imagine was when Jamie tossed my salad, licked my ass, but that felt good, really good. Suddenly, I felt as if I was in an XXX movie and I was the dumb pizza man showing up at the porn star's house.
I've never been with a woman who preferred rough sex to gentle sex, so this was a new road for me to explore and a road that I willingly took to have sex with someone as young, beautiful, and voluptuous, as was Gwen. Only, I've never been with a woman who has had such an established sexual agenda with a list of preferences and admittedly all of that was a bit intimidating. Suddenly, I wished that I had headgear, elbow and knee pads, and a chest protector. I felt much like a rookie wrestler about to enter the squared circle with a professional mauler. I felt as if I was standing in the Roman Coliseum entered in a competition, a game, where only one survived and everyone was betting against me.
"Gwen...Gwen...Gwen," I could hear the crowd chanting, as I stood in the coliseum quaking, while waiting for Gwen to make her entrance naked and standing upon her white chariot powered by her black horse, named Devil. Swiftly, she enters the coliseum whipping her horse to make it run faster in the way that she was about to whip me to hump her harder.
At first I thought it funny that she wanted me to slap her ass, so I complied by lightly slapping her firm, round cheeks. No problem. I can do this. Here you go, Honey. Consider your ass sufficiently slapped. Isn't this fun? Surely, I didn't want to turn her off by slapping her ass too hard and by hurting her beautiful bottom. Actually, I'd have preferred to take a little nibble out of firm, round ass. Besides she had such a wonderful ass that I just wanted to feel, caress, and massage her, firm, round cheeks before...huh?
"Harder," was all that she replied.
Again, I slapped her round, firm ass a little harder than before as I humped her burying my cock deeper inside of her.
"Harder," she said again.
Harder? What the fuck? Is she kidding me? Is she serious? How hard is too hard? She made me wish that I was wearing a belt with a big western type buckle so that I could beat her with it. Is that hard enough for you, sister? Wait let me stand up so that I can take a running jump swing at your sweet ass.



I slapped her ass again and again harder each time. I slapped her ass as hard as I could. I slapped her so hard that my hand hurt. Only, it was soon obvious to me that I couldn't hit her hard enough to please her. The harder that I hit her shapely ass, the harder she wanted me to hit her, and the more proactive she was with her sexuality. My slaps were turning her on and making her a sexual animal. Only, I was afraid of what I was unleashing.
If she was this turned on and proactive sexually now, what would she be like when she was aroused. My slaps were unleashing the beast in her. I imagined Gwen picking me up and throwing me against the wall, before she fucked me senseless while I was upside down. Suddenly, I thought of the Hulk, the green monster mass of muscle and I was afraid of Gwen the sexy siren. Then, I thought of the movie with Uma Thurman, My Super Ex-Girlfriend. Help me dear God.
Run for your life! Save yourself! Gwen is sexually aroused! It's every man for himself. No man is safe, when Gwen is sexually excited. If only she knew what I was thinking.
I knew then that, no matter what I did, I was not the man for her. I'm too old and too gentle to satisfy her. Yes, alas, I wasn't man enough for her. She needed a Hun, Attila the Hun, or a red bearded Viking intent on rape and debauchery, or a pirate who had been away at sea too long. She needed someone like Wilt the Stilt Chamberlain, the fornicator of 20,000 women or Gene Simmons of Kiss the sexual manipulator of countless backstage encounters.
Unfortunately, I was no Marquis de Sade or Don Juan, I was a mere mortal and Gwen needed the Devil himself. Only, Satan could satisfy the likes of her. Yes, that's right, she needed Jack Nicholson. I could see Jack now with Gwen bent over his knee, as he wailed the Hell out of her firm, round ass, while making it red, raw.
"How's that feel?" I imagined the Devil asking Gwen.
"Harder," I imagined her replying.
I knew, no matter what I did, I couldn't sexually satisfy her. She needed a 6'5" professional athlete with a cock equaled to his ego to sexually satisfy her. Whereas, I was a lover looking for love, she was an animal looking for sex. She would have preferred someone coming up behind her, lifting up her skirt, tearing down her panties, and bending her over a chair. Then, if she protested at being fucked up the ass, a few slaps would not only make her stop resisting but also would light her fire to high flame.
"Pull my hair," she said.
"Pull your hair? But it looks so nice. Why muss it up?"
Now, this is going too far. What if I just gave you a noogie, I wanted to ask her, but didn't.
"Make me blow you."
"Don't want to blow me? Listen, you don't have to blow me, if you don't want to suck my cock."
"I like being forced," she said. "Make me blow you."
Make you blow me? I can't do that? That's too much like rape, I thought to myself wondering what in the Hell she would ask me to do to her next.
"Force me to get down on my knees and suck your cock."
"Okay," I said gently pushing down on her shoulder.
This is bizarre. Never have I been with a woman who wanted me to force her to do sexual things to me. Okay, there was that time with my female cousin down my cellar but that was a long time ago and before they had the sex registry. Let's forget that I even mentioned that.
"Slap me across my face."
"Slap you across your face? I can't do that. I can't hit a woman. I'd much rather kiss your face than slap it."
"I get off when I feel that I am forced to do something and the nastier the better."
"You do? Why? Wouldn't you rather if I just went down on you and licked and fingered your pussy?"
Instead of turning me on, she was turning me off.
She slid her body up to me, reached out her tongue, and licked the entire side of my face like a lioness would before eating you. Oh, yuck. Why the Hell did she do that? That's gross. This is too much. Now, the entire side of my face is wet. Fuck.
"If you force me to," she said whispering in my ear. "I'll lick your ass, stick my tongue up your asshole, and make you cum with my finger."
"Gees, Gwen, does your mother know you talk like that?" Nonetheless, at least we were talking. "Actually, if you toss my salad, I'll do anything that you want."
I'll beat you upside your head with a hammer, if you ask me to, so long as you stick your long, sweet tongue up my ass, I wanted to say, but didn't. Only, make sure that you brush your teeth and, especially your tongue, before kissing me, again.
"Take me," she whispered while licking the inside of my ear.
Take you? Take you where? I'd rather just stay here with you and have sex with you, if you don't mind.
"Fuck me in the ass," she said.
Fuck you in the ass? Listen here, sister, I don't fuck anybody up the ass. Sorry, Honey. I'm many things but I am not an anal type of guy. Suddenly, slapping her harder on the ass was becoming more appealing.
Her voice sent shivers down my spine. She made me wish I was 25 years younger. She made me wish my cock was harder, longer, and thicker. She made me see my demise.
"But look, he's still smiling. He looks so happy. ...and what was the cause of death?" asked the police Lieutenant of the Coroner.
"Well," said the Coroner looking at Gwen all bloodied, bruised, battered, and beaten, "apparently, after he beat the snot out of her, she fucked him to death."
"Wow! Get her telephone number because when I'm ready to die, that's who I'm going to call and that's how I want to die." The Lieutenant looked over at Gwen again, "She is gorgeous. I'd love to beat the piss out of her, too, before she fucks me to death."
Suddenly, I remembered Jamie tossing my salad in the shower the time that the three of us, me her, and Lynn had sex in the master bedroom shower. The feeling of Jamie's tongue licking my ass and asshole and her finger fucking me while I buried my cock deep inside Lynn felt like nothing that I have ever experienced. With motivation renewed, I grabbed some of her hair in my hand and pulled it.
"Harder," she said.
Oh, geez, you're going to be sorry when you're older and suddenly have a bald spot. I pulled her hair harder forcing her head down on my cock.
"Suck it, Bitch. Suck my cock. Blow me," I said in my best Hell's Angels biker voice. I half-heartedly slapped her face. I couldn't hit a woman and I had trouble keeping a straight face and not laughing. Certainly, by not slapping her face as hard as I slapped her ass, I was ruining the moment for her.
Then, she told me, not asked me, to squeeze her tits and pull and twist her nipples. I was waiting for her to pull out a whip. I half expected her to pull handcuffs from out of her ass and cuff me to the bed. What is next with this woman? And where did she learn all of these things at such a young age. Definitely, she's spending way too much time reading porn stories and watching porn videos.
I've never been with a woman who wanted her tits squeezed and her nipples pulled and twisted. Is this a normal thing to do with the younger generation? I mean, maybe, they wouldn't be into squeezing tits so much if they were ever to have a mammogram. To me, it was a little weird to squeeze tits, although I did apply for a job as a mammogram technician, once, and they turned me down for obvious reasons.
To me, it was weird to do anything but worship tits and nipples and, definitely, not abuse them. I wanted to suck her tits, caress her tits, and fondle her tits, and not squeeze her tits, pull her tits, and twist her tits. Her request deflated my sexual sensitivity, as if she had taken her fingernails and scratched them down a blackboard or worse, kicked me in the balls and ruptured me. The last thing that I wanted to do was squeeze her tits and pull and twist her nipples but I complied with her wishes. If that is what it takes to light her fire, then who am I to question her sexual peccadilloes. I wanted to get her off and I did my best to do that.
"Harder," she said when I squeezed her tits.
Harder? Again, I squeezed her tits as I fucked her pussy.
"Harder," she said again.
"Harder? I can't squeeze them any harder, Gwen. I have a bit of Arthritis in my hands."
Between slapping her ass and squeezing her tits, my hands hurt like Hell. I looked at my hands and they were already swollen.
It appears that, just as I could not slap her ass hard enough to please her, I was unable to squeeze her tits hard enough to please her. She made me want to run down the cellar stairs and get the vise. I envisioned myself turning the handle on the vise while asking her, "How's that, are your flat as a pancake tits squeezed hard enough for you now?"
"Harder," I imagined her replying.
What the fuck? Harder? I can't squeeze them any harder. What if you lay out in the driveway topless and I drive over your tits with my car?
Damn, this was not what I had envisioned when she told me to take her to bed. I envisioned making sweet, gentle, albeit passionate love to her. Only, she wasn't into that. Sweet and gentle was oxymoronic when it came to having sex with Gwen. Gwen knew what she wanted and she wanted it rough and wild. With someone as beautiful as was she, who'd have thought that she was a sexual animal?
I envisioned a romantic liaison. I envisioned falling in love with her. I envisioned her being sweet, sweeter than her sister, perhaps, because she was younger. I envisioned her being innocent. I envisioned her telling me to be gentle with her because this was her first time.
Certainly and unfortunately, this rough sex is not any kind of sex that aroused me. I come from a generation where we had to beg for a blowjob and were lucky if we received a hand job, and that was from the woman we ended up marrying. Gwen was resistant to everything that worked with Lynn. I felt that I was at a loss with Gwen.
I didn't know how to treat her. I didn't know how to arouse her and make her cum. She made me feel inadequate. She made me feel that she wouldn't be sexually satisfied unless I treated her like a whore. Treating my beloved Lynn's sister like she was a whore was so against how I felt about women. I'm a lover of women not an abuser of women.
Every time I tried talking dirty to her, she rebuffed my sexual verbiage. She didn't want to hear me talking dirty to her. She didn't want to hear my voice. She didn't want to talk. She wanted action and not words. She just wanted to fuck.
"Shut up and fuck me," she said slapping my ass harder than I slapped her ass.
Geez, that fucking hurt, I wanted to say, but didn't. What the Hell is wrong with you?
To be continued...
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Chapter 14
Taking back control from Gwen by giving he what she wants
After a while, she made me feel that I was not a guy made to feel lucky to fuck her but a guy that just had a job to do. Suddenly feeling used and abused by her, powerless in her control, I had better fuck her hard and fuck her good. Only, too tired to take the lead, she wore me out and, now I just wanted to quit and go to sleep. I was done. I was finished. I was just so tired.
"Hey, old man!" She shook me awake. "What are you doing, old man, sleeping on me? Wake up, old man, wake up."
Normally, if it was a young guy calling me an old man, as was the case with Lynn's old boyfriend, John, he'd be drinking through a straw in a hospital room. Yet, Gwen was a young woman and a beautiful woman at that. Instead of hurting my ego by poking fun at my age, she sexually emasculated me. It was obvious to me that I couldn't slap her ass painfully enough or fuck her hard enough to please her.
With me still sleeping, she lifted my head up by my hair and slapped me hard across the face. Maybe, she was into this sadomasochism shit, but I surely wasn't. If she slapped me across the face again, she was about to find out how really hard I can slap her. Whereas, I wanted to make love, she wanted me to beat her, and if I wasn't going to beat her, then she was going to try and beat me. At that point tired of playing her games of pain and torture, I was ready to go out to the car and get the tire iron from out of my trunk and take it to her head a couple of times.
"How's that, Gwen? Is that hard enough for you?" I imagined myself saying, as I bounced my tire iron off her head.
"Harder," I imagined her saying with me running out of my house naked and screaming mad with her running behind me. "Where are you going old man? You can't run away. Get back here and beat the piss out of me before fucking me to death."
I grabbed her wrist when she reached back ready to slap me again and pinned her arms back on the bed. I kissed her hard and then bit her nipple even harder, afraid that I might bite it off. Instead of screaming out in pain, she loved it. Suddenly, as if I gave her a shot of adrenaline, she came alive. I thought about rolling her over and sticking my cock up her ass. She'd probably love that too, so long as I didn't lubricate her first. Yet, I'm not the anal type of guy. I prefer facing my women when I'm having sex with them. I mean no offense to those who love anal sex, but anal sex is just not for me.
I struggled with the thoughts of slapping someone who looked so beautiful. The way she looked made me want to kiss her not slap her. Where did this desire to be so physically brutalized and so roughly manhandled come from? Then, I remembered Lynn's boyfriend slapping her across the face. Now, I wondered what kind of upbringing these girls had. Maybe their father abused them. I suddenly visualized their father forcing them to shower naked in front of him, while he slapped their ass with a paddle.
After I bit her nipple, she was so aroused that she started blowing me again, when all that I wanted to do was sleep. Dear God, save me from Gwen. The last straw was when she was applying too much teeth to my cock. Maybe, some guys are into pain but, not my kind of sexual aphrodisiac, penis pain does nothing for me but hurt. I've not felt pain like that since Mary Elizabeth gave me a terrible blowjob on prom night, while wearing her braces.
"Hey, geez, easy with the teeth. That hurts, Gwen."
"Sorry," she said looking at me kind of funny, as if I was the weird one and she was the normal one. "All my other boyfriends like having their penis bitten."
Really? All of your other boyfriends? Just how many other penises have you bitten? And who are all your other boyfriends? Wolverines? Beavers? Rats? I wanted to say all of these thoughts, but I didn't dare. She was still a guest in my house, albeit a sexual guest. Besides, I didn't want to come off as a whiner, a crybaby, and as a man who couldn't take as much pain as she could give and obviously take. I didn't want to appear the wimpy guy that I apparently am and that she thinks I am, compared to Iron Miss Maiden Gwen.
Notwithstanding all the pain and suffering of having sex with Gwen, aside from the brutal beating, the eventual sex with her was more than pleasurable. Never would I have imagined in a million years that I'd be fucking Lynn's 23-year-old baby sister. Never would I have imagined in a million years that a 23-year-old would be so hot to fuck this 50-year-old body. Never would I have imagined in a million years that Lynn's sister was so fucked up and I was so out of touch by what the younger generation sexually wanted and what I was no longer able to give. Now a big hit in the retirement home, being that I was still able to drive at night, I couldn't wait to find my place on the porch in a rocking chair, while whistling at the woman my age with their tits hanging down to their waist and their stockings and panties bunched down around their ankles.
What the Hell! I decided that I'd play her game of sexual sadomachism and painful torture to see how far I could go. Being that she was here in my bed naked, willing and able, I was curious to see what happens, when I sternly complied with her every sexual desire and depraved whim.
'Wham!'
She jumped. She flinched. I got to her. I slapped her ass as hard as I could, so hard that I saw her wince in pain. Before she could react, before she could reach around behind her and rub her ass, or slap me, before she could stop me and tell me that slap was too hard and that slap was enough, I slapped her again and again and again.
'Wham! Wham! Wham!'
Nearly breaking my heart to do it, as if smashing a priceless vase against the wall, I slapped her perfectly round, fruit like firm, and exquisite pink ass again and again. After a half dozen hard slaps with my meaty palm, my hand hurt and her beautiful, white ass flaming, welted, red raw, I looked in her eyes to read her reaction.
The insane look on her face told me everything that I needed to know. Instead of crying in pain, instead of trying to hurt me back for hurting her, inflamed with passion, she was on sexual fire. She grabbed me around the neck and kissed me like she never me before. Never have I been kissed by anyone, including Lynn, with such lustful desire. Help me dear God. Save me from Gwen because I just turned on the sexual beast in her. Look out, run for you lives. The sexual monster is loose. I just aroused the sleeping sexual animal in her.
She grabbed my cock as she would a hammer and shoved it up her pussy, as if I was fitting a plumbing pipe in a hole that had a tight fit. There was nothing gentle about her inserting my cock up inside of her. She rammed it up there. Such a dirty girl, she was so sexually aggressive.
As soon as her lips locked onto mine and her tongue twirled around my tongue, already having learned from the last sexual experience with her, I squeezed her big tits as if I was juicing oranges. Tears came to her eyes and I felt her inhale with the pain. Thinking that I had won and she was finally submitting to my will and to the strong grip of my hands, I felt her withdraw and then return with more passion than before. Instead of her rejecting my rough assault to her body, she not only embraced my physical passion, she wanted more.
"Fuck me, Freddie," she said in a deep voice that made me wonder if there wasn't someone else in the room, a demon or the Devil himself. Expecting her head to spin around, while she vomited green, she continued her sexual verbal assault. "Fuck me, Freddie. Fuck me, hard. Slam that big, hard cock deep in my warm, wet pussy."
Ah, there it is. Pillow talk. As if I was Popeye and dirty, pillow talk was my can of spinach, that was all the dirty talk that I needed to slam my big, cock deep inside her pussy. Now eager to please her beaver and really pound her mound, no longer a wussy, I was really fucking her pussy. Over and over again, slamming her clam, my Viagra drugged cock parted her pussy lips and drove itself deeper and deeper inside of her. Finally, I was happy to seal this sexual deal.
For someone so sexually experienced, she was still so tight. I had her moaning and wiggling her proud ass within a few minutes. Then, she started returning my humps and really started humping me. If there was a Gold medal in the Olympics for humping, Gwen would win it. I could hear them playing her song from Transylvania, Romania, while she stood on the podium with her gold humping medal around her neck and humping the judges.
She humped me hard, very hard, but I humped her back even harder, even bouncing the top of her head off the headboard of the bed. I humped her so hard that I was afraid I was going to break a bone or crack open her skull or definitely, at the least, break my bed. The harder that I humped her, the harder that she humped me back and the tighter was her grip around my back with her legs. She rode me bareback like a bucking bronco. She dug her fingernails so deep in my back that I could feel myself bleed.
Finally, after a two hour long, first time sexual marathon with Gwen that made me get up, pee like a racehorse, put my head between my legs and take some deep breaths, check my pulse and blood pressure, and drink a quart of water, once it ended, we slept like people who had been up for 72 hours, while walking through the hot desert in search of water. Water...water...water. Finally, after finding an oasis and filling our bellies with water, we collapsed from exhaustion.
I remember the old days, when I could make love for four or five hours and cum three and four times in a sexual session. I remember the old days, when getting laid by women, such as, Lynn, Jamie, and Gwen were just figments of my fertile imagination, while jerking off alone in my room to an old issue of Playboy magazine. I remember the old days, when I was more prepared physically to endure such a sexual marathon, as I just did, without having any adverse effects and without having to have the help of Viagra and the testosterone supplement, Andro-Gel.
Now, for me, at my age, (cough, wheeze, hack), feeling as if my heart is about to explode, two hours and cumming once, maybe twice, are all that I can endure. After that, I start getting cramps in my legs, spasms in my back, and get nauseous and headachy. Suddenly, needing to buy a rocking chair, I yearned for the days when I can relax with a rousing game of Shuffleboard or Bridge, while making small talk filled with innuendoes aimed at someone's sexy but elderly wife.
Actually, now that I'm older, I'm embarrassed to admit it, maybe my sexual life, as I once knew it, is over. After two hours of hard humping and forceful fucking, I begin to get bored and my mind wanders, while thinking of other things, politics, gas prices, and baseball. Yes, there, I wrote it. Bored with sex with a woman more than half my age, I'm chagrinned to write that I'm not the pervert that I used to be and still think I am. Egad, I'm a normal, aging baby boomer who believes his age is the same as his level of maturity, which stopped when I started drinking huge amounts of alcohol in my twenties. After two hours of having hot sex with a woman who is too perfect to imagine she's real, unbelievably and admittedly, I get tired, I get sleepy, and I get bored. What the fuck is wrong with me?
Suddenly, I yearn for dialogue, conversation, and a few belly laughs with a woman who's my age. I wished the woman lying next to me was one who still dreams of Elvis, remembers the Beatle invasion, knows the sound of a Chevy 427, recalls the time when I could run to the corner store and buy a quart of milk, a loaf of bread, a pack of cigarettes, the newspaper, and get back eleven cents change from a dollar and use that to buy two candy bars, a snickers and M&M's or a soda and a bag of chips. Suddenly, I wanted a woman who likes me for who I am, and who's a widow or has an ex-husband and grown children, and (gasp) sagging tits, and stretch marks.
After two hours of sexual intercourse, I just wanted it to end and I wanted her to go away, so that I can sleep. After having two hours of wild sex with Gwen, I'm thinking about going over to the other side, turning gay, and marching in the gay parade. After two hours of sex, I wished there was another guy in the room who could take over where I left off.
"Okay, Jesse, it's your turn. Get in there and good luck to you. And remember, slap her high, slap her low, and slap her hard."
After two hours of fucking, feeling, pinching, pulling, touching, hitting, licking, and sucking, I start wondering about other things. Gee, the Red Sox are playing tonight. I wonder how they're doing.
"Hey, Honey, would you mind if I put the game on low, while you blow me and I beat the shit out of your ass?"
"Buchholz has a no hitter going into the ninth inning. He just needs to get out three more Baltimore Orioles batters to make baseball history, as the first Red Sox rookie to ever throw a no hitter."
Oh, yeah, that would go over real big, if I verbalized my need to watch a Red Sox baseball game during sex. I can see her blowing me now, sucking my cock with all the skill and determination that she can muster to get me off, so that she can put me to sleep. Instead of having sex with my decrepit body, I can see her content to do other things that she really wants to do, such as read a hot romance novel or calling in four or five sailors to have a gangbang, instead of having tepid sex with me.
"Honey, bob your head the other way and more to the side, instead of bobbing your head up and down, you're blocking my view of the baseball game."
"With two outs in the ninth inning and two strikes on the batter, Buchholz just needs one more strike. Can he do it? Will he make baseball history?"
Normally an early riser awakening at 5am each morning, it was 9am when I finally opened my eyes. I looked over at Gwen and she was dead to the world. I ogled her naked body for a few minutes before getting up to pee again. I never peed as long and as much, since I turned fifty.
Damn I'm one lucky son-of-a-bitch to have someone like her sleeping naked in my bed next to me. I was still in disbelief that I had just fucked Lynn's 23-year-old, baby sister. Damn, even with her lying on her stomach with her head buried in the pillow, she's so shapely. Damn, she is outrageously hot. Damn, she is gorgeous, I thought as she turned over to lie on her side. Damn, I'm tired. Damn, I'm old. Damn, I'm sore. I'm just glad she's only staying for the weekend. I can't even imagine week of Gwen, never mind a lifetime of her.
Imagine a Playboy Playmate, yeah, the one who wins the Playmate of the Year...only hotter and younger. That's Gwen. That's what Gwen looks like and here she is lying beside me...naked. Are you jealous? Well, you ought to be because this is a once in a lifetime sexual encounter that any man would give his right arm and leg to do her if he could. Only, I was done. I was exhausted. Out of my league, she wore me out.
Gwen is the type of woman that sexual dreams are made of and that erotic web sites are created over. Gwen is the super siren of every man's sexual fantasy and lustful desire. Gwen is the Jenna Jameson of the everyday man's average world. Think of the word sex and you'll think of the name, Gwen. They're synonymous. Any man would sell his soul to spend an evening with Gwen. Only, I no longer wanted her. I had enough of her. I was way too old for her. Where Lynn made me feel younger, Gwen made me feel older.
Notwithstanding how exhausted I felt now, the memory of this sexual union will last me the rest of my life. Years from now, when I'm alone and lonely and jerking off in the bathroom, the recalled vision of Gwen and her voluptuous, young, flawless body will fill my mind with her firm round ass, full shapely tits, pink areolas with puffy nipples, and shaved juicy pussy. Yep, I can see it all now, me in my late fifties having not had sex in a few years, except for that young, female hitchhiker that I picked up and who gave me a blowjob for a lift to the next city and who stole my wallet (that's another story for another time), remembering my weekend with Gwen will give me enormous pleasure.
Yet, here she is now naked and dead asleep beside me. I really need to make the most of this time with her. I really need to make this the most memorable memory ever, even though it already is. Enjoying the moment, I stared at her perfect, naked body, until I could no longer keep my eyes open. She was so very hot and so very young, but I was so very sated and so very tired. She did me in with that non-stop fucking, kissing, and fucking.
I'm not the man that I used to be. It's apparent to me now that I'm way too old for her. She'd kill me but, oh boy, what a way to die. I threw my arm around her cupping her big tit in the palm of my hand and spooned her with my semi-erect penis growing soft and resting in the deep recess of her perfect ass, as I quickly fell back to sleep.
Abruptly, early that morning, too early to be awakened, after having a night as hot as I had, I was awakened by a car beeping its horn in my driveway. A last ditched effort to arouse us from our slumber, after we apparently didn't answer the telephone and/or the doorbell. At first, it sounded as if it was far off in the distance, gradually coming closer and closer, and gradually offending my ears and waking me up from my sound sleep. Then, with the dogs barking her arrival, the hectic, panicked sound of the car horn filled my brain with loud static in the way of an endless air raid siren warning me of impending danger and doom of bombs dropping down from the sky.
Feeling my age now, while wishing for a Ben-Gay massage with a beer chaser, I crawled out of bed all bent over and cramped. Still tired and annoyed that someone's car horn woke me up, I was so freaking grumpy and felt so freaking old. Geez, I thought, I need to have sex with women my own age because these Olympian athletes, first Lynn, and then Jamie, and now, Gwen are killing me. I'm just glad that Lynn only had the one sister. Gees, perish the thought, but imagine if Gwen had a identical twin named Gayle.
I need to face reality and admit that I can't run with the young bitches anymore. Too tired to roam too far from home, this big, old dog just wants to sleep. Now, who the Hell is that out there beeping their damn car horn? It sounds like it's in my driveway.
I peered out the window to look for the asshole leaning on his horn. The car was in my driveway. Holy shit! Recognizing the car, God answered my prayers because the cavalry is here. As if the Navy fleet was in, I couldn't be happier to welcome my unexpected, surprise visitor.
To be continued...
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Love So Young
Chapter 15
Jamie to the Rescue. Hopefully, she can help me tame Gwen.
I ran to the bathroom, took another piss, threw on a bathrobe, and ran downstairs to greet my unexpected houseguest. It had been several months since I saw her and since she moved from my house. I opened the front door and gave her a big bear hug.
"Jamie! I'm so glad to see you." I stepped back holding her at arm's length. She looked wonderful. She looked hot. "You look good," I said taking her all in with one lustful stare.
"Hi, Freddie," she said.
Ah, after being alone again without a woman in my life and now suddenly flush with two, gorgeous woman, Gwen and Jamie, the pervert in me has returned with the vision of sexy Jamie being stripped naked by Lynn the first time I met her.
Dressed in a very short, flared skirt that sways with the movement of the light breeze, she had a mostly unbuttoned blouse that showed her massive cleavage and peeks of her sexy yellow bra. I envisioned her driving through the toll booth on the Mass Pike and giving the toll taker a quick, hot flash of the tops of her full swollen silicon breasts and the full length of her shapely thighs. Seeing her again was like seeing her for the first time.
"How've you been?"
"I'm good, Freddie." She smiled, stepped forward, and gave me a kiss and a hug. Then, she patted my belly and stepped back. "You put on a couple pounds. How are you?"
"I'm ecstatic now that you're here," I said leaning forward to return her kiss and hug. "I missed you." Her lips were soft and full and her kiss electric.
She returned my kiss with another. At this rate trading kiss for kiss, we'd be making out soon. I could tell by her look that there was still some magic lingering there behind those big, brown eyes.
"I needed to leave this house and I hope you understood my leaving so abruptly." She looked up at me and her eyes filled up. I knew she was thinking about the passing of her best friend, Lynn. "I needed some time away."
"Yes, yes, of course. I understand completely but, why this sudden visit?" The last that I heard you were living with some guy, somewhere.
"Well, my some guy took off with some girl to somewhere else," she said with sadness. "Hey, no one likes to be cheated on and being rejected for another." Her smile turned from embarrassed to happy.
"Well, he's an idiot for cheating on someone like you," I said trying to cheer make her feel better.
"Actually, I was the one who cheated on him," she said with a laugh. She looked at Gwen's shiny red Bimmer parked in the driveway. "Then, a little bird," she said with a sexy smile, "Gwen's mom, told me that you have a houseguest for the weekend."
"Ah, yes, the psycho nymphomaniac is asleep in my bedroom as we speak. She's lying there completely naked and dead to the world," I said in a whisper. "Gwen is quite the little sexpot." As if locking away my cock from having any more for sex, I pulled my bathrobe tie tighter and let out a sigh. "She wore me out."
"Well, it's unfortunate that there was no one to warn you about her," she said laughing. "Don't fret, Freddie, I'm here to save you from her."
"Thank God for you, Jamie," I said laughing.
She stepped inside and put her overnight bag down, put both palms beneath her tits, and adjusted them in the movement of a female prison guard at a maximum security prison or a head nurse at a psych ward getting ready to do battle with an unruly inmate.
"I've had a bit of experience with her type of sexually insatiable appetite." she said with a knowing look and a laugh.
"Please come in my messy house," I said laughing and stepping aside to allow her entrance further inside. "Since you left, I haven't had a decent meal. It's all been takeout."
"I can see you're getting a bit of a potbelly from eating too many carbs," Jamie rubbed my stomach again with a chuckle and reached down and felt my cock.
"Matter of fact, I don't think I've properly vacuumed, since you left. The spiders have taken up permanent residence."
"I can see the cobwebs," she said looking up at the ceiling. Immediately, I had an erection. She kissed me again only this time fuller, longer, and deeper on the lips. "I missed you, Freddie."
"I missed you, too," I said grabbing a big handful of her breast.
"Later," she said letting go of my quickly growing cock and pushing my hand away from her tit.
'Later', I thought. 'I'm not so sure about later. My penis is still so sore from Gwen's rough touch. Later may be a few days from now.'
"You know where everything is. I don't have to show you anything. Shall we have the same sleeping arrangements?" I said with a shit eating grin hoping that she would say yes.
"Yeah, sure," she said giving me a sexy look. "Why not?" She laughed. "You gave me the best fuck that I've had in a while."
Suddenly, I felt pressured again to perform. I wondered if I had enough Viagra to do Jamie and Gwen together in a threesome.
"Thank you, but you must give me time to recover from Gwen."
"We have time, Freddie," she said laughing. "Relax. Don't be so tense to perform as if you're a 25-year-old."
What she said removed the pressure from me and made me feel better. I loved her laugh. It was a full laugh, a musical laugh, and a laugh that made me laugh with her. Always upbeat and positive, Jamie was fun. I thought of her and Lynn with me laughing and having fun. Suddenly, I missed Lynn so terribly much and I was sad beyond tears, but I tried my best not to show it and not to ruin Jamie's surprise visit.
She walked into the house ahead of me and, when she turned, she stood in the morning light that lit up the kitchen. Now that I see her again, and see her in a different light and without Lynn by her side to diminish her beauty, this is a girl that I definitely could fall for and live with for the rest of my life. I didn't notice her as much before because when she stood next to Lynn, she almost became invisible. Lynn was so very beautiful that she'd make Pamela Anderson or Cameron Diaz look plain.
I took her to the master bedroom to show her Gwen sleeping like the dead. The sight of Gwen naked and sleeping so soundly was startling even for me, as it obviously was for Jamie. I could have made a pile of dough selling tickets to passing men for the chance of seeing Gwen naked.
"Psst, hey buddy, come here, you wanna see Gwen? For ten bucks I'll show you my 23-year-old naked hottie."
Boy did she ever have a hot body. Certainly, I had to pinch myself to realize that I had just fucked and sucked this 23-year-old hottie to total orgasmic deep sleep.
"Well, she has certainly filled out in all the right places from when I remember her as a kid," said Jamie eying her everywhere and never removing her stare from her nakedness. "I haven't seen her since she went away to college. Of course, I saw her a few months ago at the funeral but she was dressed all in black and standing upright."
"Yeah, she's pretty hot," I said staring down at her shapely body.
"I never thought she had such a killer body in the way of a Barbie doll." She looked up at me. "I'd kill to have her body. Her tits are amazing," said Jamie stepping closer and leaning forward for a better look. "Are they real?"
"Oh, yeah," I said. "It's all in the genetic makeup. There's nothing phony about this girl. What you see is what you get with Gwen."
Suddenly, I wondered what her mother looked like, if Lynn and Gwen looked this good, I could only imagine how hot her mother must be, that is, unless they got their good looks from Daddy. Suddenly, my cock started responding to the sight of Gwen naked, again.
"I can see that it must have been very hard for you," said Jamie laughing and looking down at my growing erection and then back over to Gwen before looking at me. "She's flawless."
We stood staring at Gwen's amazing body.
"Can I get you some coffee?"
"Sure," said Jamie looking at her watch, "but let me demonstrate some of my techniques in control by waking up sleeping beauty first."
Okay, I thought to myself. This ought to be good. I took a step back and allowed Mistress Jamie to do her thing.
She looked down at Gwen sleeping so soundly before she crawled on the mattress like a commando on a secret, stealth mission. Without disturbing Gwen's slumber, she made herself comfortable between her outstretched legs. She turned and winked at me before moving her mouth ever so close to Gwen's exposed, shaved pussy, so close that, if Gwen had not shaved her pubic hair, Jamie's mouth would have been buried in her bush.
Without touching any part of her body, she flicked out her tongue ever so gently and licked Gwen's pussy. Immediately, I noticed how different women eat pussy than guys eat pussy. Women don't waste any licks. They know exactly where to lick, how much pressure to put behind their licks, and when to finger fuck and suck. Guys are all over the place hoping that by giving a massive amount of licks that they'll eventually hit a homerun and score with an orgasm. Usually, the woman tires of the guy fumbling around, fakes an orgasm, and gives him what he wants, a blowjob. Later, after he leaves, she'll get herself off by masturbating.
Gradually, she increased the pressure of her tongue and the length of her licks. Gwen stirred and I could see her pussy begin to glisten with moisture. Jamie's tongue parted Gwen's pussy lips like a flower blooming in the morning sun. It was an amazing lesson to watch a skilled professional at work. Please, do not try this at home.
Although it was more than a couple of minutes before Gwen reacted to Jamie's licks to her shaved pussy, it was an amazingly arousing sight to witness Gwen slowly being sexually stimulated awake. It has always been one of my fantasies for a lover to awaken me with a blowjob and here I watched in complete awe and envious fascination, as Jamie gave Gwen my secret fantasy.
Jamie sucked her clit with precision slowly increasing the pressure licking it harder and more deliberate with her tongue, even getting her lips in there to do her magic with Gwen's clit. It was almost as if Gwen was dreaming of having her pussy eaten and reacting to what was happening in her dream. She still had her eyes closed. Then, when Jamie started finger fucking her, Gwen started fondling her own big tits and pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, until they were erect.
I so wanted to lean down and take her big nipples in my mouth, as I fondled her big knockers. I suddenly had the urge to lie over Jamie, pull up her short skirt, pull down her bikini panties, and bury my cock between her legs, as she ate Gwen or to go to Gwen's side of the bed and offer my cock to her half opened mouth. I watched Gwen start to wiggle her ass and move her legs, stretching them out completely and then withdrawing them and bending them up and spreading them more apart. Inside and out, she had a beautiful pussy. Obviously, what Jamie was skillfully doing to Gwen's pussy was giving her plenty of pure physical pleasure. It was so very hot to watch Jamie eat Gwen's pussy and to watch Gwen responding to being eaten in her sleep.
Then, when she opened her eyes and stretched with her arms over her head and yawned, I couldn't remove my eyes from her uplifted tits. Even at that angle, they still looked big. Still, it was another minute before she realized what was happening. She looked down and saw Jamie between her legs. I wish I had the forethought to grab my digital camera because the surprised look on her face would have won a prize somewhere. Yeah, can you imagine seeing this video on America's Funniest Home Video television show? Gwen grabbed Jamie's head between her hands and really started getting into it. She pulled Jamie's face deeper in her pussy and humped her mouth with her wet pussy.
Only, as soon as Gwen touched Jamie, Jamie stopped eating her. She turned Gwen to her side and let loose with a massive wallop to her ass. Wham!
"Ow! That fucking hurt," with her eyes immediately welling up with tears.
I was shocked. Here I was practically beating the skin off of Gwen's ass and Jamie gives her one wallop that got to her. I stood there in dumbfounded disbelief with my mouth open.
"Did I tell you to touch me, bitch?"
'Wham!' Jamie whacked her ass again.
"No," said Gwen in a quietly submissive voice. "I'm sorry."
'Wham!' Again, Jamie whacked Gwen's ass.
"Did I tell you to talk?"
"No," said Gwen in a fear filled voice. "I'm sorry."
'Wham!' She slapped her ass again.
"Sorry is no excuse, bitch," she said
Jamie reached up and grabbed her tits, one in each hand and squeezed hard. Gwen winced in pain. Then, she twisted, turned, and pulled her nipples. Determined not to make a sound without permission again, Gwen covered her mouth with her hand. After she recovered from the initial painful impact, I thought Gwen was going to have an orgasm. The look on her face was total arousal.
Jamie scooted up on the bed and lifted her skirt up to her waist exposing her sheer, yellow panties. Damn, she had nice legs with shapely thighs that culminated with a round, camel toed mound between them. To see her panties exposed like that was freaking arousing. The sight of her on my bed with her skirt bunched up around her waist and her panties in full view brought back memories of our first night together when she came to my door and collapsed in my arms after Lynn's ex-boyfriend beat the crap out of her.
That was one of the hottest times that I ever had helping Lynn to strip Jamie naked, a hot time that was only eclipsed by last night when I stripped Gwen naked. It was obvious to me now that I really enjoyed stripping women naked. Ah, life is good when you're a horny guy and are surrounded by young, beautiful, hot women who don't mind being stripped naked. Thank you, God.
The first time meeting Jamie, the images of Lynn stripping Jamie naked filled my mind with lust and my cock with blood. I had a huge erection watching what happened later that night. It was so erotically exciting to watch two women about to go at one another. I felt like I was watching a porn movie only this was real and was happening in my bedroom.
"Now, take off my panties and lick my pussy. I need to cum in your mouth." Jamie grabbed a handful of Gwen's hair and in one hard pull forced her face between her legs. Gwen winced with the painful forcefulness of Jamie's hair pull.
My cock instantly responded to what Jamie demanded Gwen do, take off her panties and lick her pussy. I couldn't wait to see Jamie's pussy, again. I couldn't wait to watch Gwen eat Jamie. I couldn't wait to watch Jamie orgasm from being eaten by Gwen.
It took all the control that I had not to reach down and start stroking myself. It took all the control that I had not to jump in between them and have a wild orgy but my penis was sore and I was spent. I still hadn't recovered from my two hours of non-stop fucking with Gwen. I needed a shot of Adrenaline or some Human Growth Hormones to make me into Superman, again.
I was in awe of Jamie's total control over Gwen. She knew just want to say and do. Then, I remembered Jamie telling me that she had only been with Lynn sexually. Obviously, for her to eat Gwen and order Gwen to eat her, the truth was otherwise. Suddenly, I had a vision of Jamie with all types of women and with her being the tough bi-sexual Butch. Only, as soon as the word Butch flashed across my mind, it dissipated because Jamie with her short skirts and matching lingerie was just as feminine as Gwen and as was Lynn.
Immediately, Gwen responded. She carefully reached up and removed Jamie's panties and got comfortable between her legs. It was so excitingly hot to watch Gwen peel away Jamie's panties exposing her trimmed pussy. I watched Gwen's tongue flick out her lustful licks and her fingers playing with Jamie's clit. It was very erotic watching Gwen eating Jamie's pussy. Gwen had Jamie wiggling her hips on the bed in no time. I watched as Jamie unbuttoned her blouse and lifted up her bra exposing her huge jugs. Deftly, she began fingering her nipples as Gwen continued eating her and finger fucking her.
Watching Gwen lying there naked with her perfect ass exposed to me, while eating Jamie was too much to endure and it took all the self-control that I possessed not to fuck Gwen up the ass or to bury my cock deep between her legs deep in her pussy. Obviously, Jamie's pussy was not the first pussy that Gwen had eaten either. Who are these women?
Obviously, Gwen was getting into this action too, as she slowly and then more quickly started rubbing her thighs together like a grasshopper. The room smelled of sweet sex. These women made me feel sexually inept. These women, obviously, at their young age, have had more sexual experience that I've had at double their age. Already, I had a stiff erection watching the sexual activity of Gwen going down on Jamie. Suddenly, Gwen stopped and stared up at Jamie.
"Did I tell you to stop?"
Jamie gave her a hard slap across her face. Oh, my God. Just the loud sound of that slap made me wince. I clearly saw the imprint of Jamie's fingers on Gwen's face. I made a mental note to never piss off Jamie.
"No, but—" said Gwen recoiling, rubbing her face, and holding back her tears.
I thought for sure she was going to start crying. I thought for sure that Gwen, bigger and stronger than Jamie would retaliate and hit her back and there in the privacy of my bedroom would begin a wild catfight. Now, that would be hot to watch Gwen and Jamie rolling around on the bed naked while slapping one another.
"But what, bitch, but what?" Jamie didn't even give her a chance to speak. She raised her hand in readiness to slap her again.
"I, uhm, I have to pee," said Gwen recoiling away from her reach. "I have to pee real bad."
"Okay, go pee and we'll finish this later."
Gwen ran to the bathroom and Jamie scooted off the big bed, claimed her panties, and put them on. She looked at me with a big smile and then looked down at my stiff cock, shrugged, and laughed.
"You just have to know how to handle her." She winked. "She's very submissive, you know. You were giving her all the wrong signals making her go in an unfamiliar dominant direction, no doubt." She pointed to Polo and Seymour lying by the foot of the bed sprawled out sleeping soundly. "Unfortunately, and forgive the reference, but you must think of her as you would a dog. You have to be the pack leader and once she perceives you taking control from her and for her, she willingly will give it up to you."
"Interesting," I said finding it difficult of thinking of Gwen as a dog and then thinking that Gwen was the best looking dog that I ever saw. If I was to think of her as a breed of dog, she was definitely an Afghan hound, beautiful, elegant, and graceful.
"As most dogs are happy being led, she doesn't want the control to make decisions of her own. Having sexual control puts her in a panicked state, while removing some of the sexual fantasy and excitement that she'd otherwise feel, when correctly controlled by her master or in my case, her mistress."
"I had no idea," I said shocked by all the information.
"Besides, she doesn't get aroused controlling you as she would, if you controlled her. She doesn't know what to do when she's in control. It confuses her to make sexual decisions. Her sexual desires are contingent on you and on you directing her where to go and what to do. She's happier, when you tell her what to do and allow her to concentrate only on her and on your pleasure, without having to think about what happens next."
"I can see that now," I said.
"It's up to you to lead her where you want her to go. That's the only way that you can sexually satisfy her. Then, once she's feels she's in your control, she's your sexual pawn."



"Yeah, well, I guess I did everything wrong in the beginning but towards the end, I gave her want she wanted, I think," I said with a nervous laugh while shaking my head and feeling a little foolish that these women knew more about this sexual stuff than I did. "I dunno it was all new to me. She's the first woman that I had sex with who wanted to be hit," I said with a shrug. "Maybe because I was holding back, but I couldn't hit her hard enough please her or squeeze her tits hard enough to pleasure her."
"That's because you started out on the wrong foot with her. Had you immediately followed her lead when she told you that she liked being hit," she said looking at me. "She did tell you that she liked being hit, right?"
"Yeah, she did. I did strip her naked, though," I said with a laugh.
"You did? No way."
"Yeah, she was drunk and asleep and I couldn't resist," I said suddenly feeling guilty that I took advantage of her.
"You know, Freddie, stripping a woman naked, so long as you don't hurt her and/or you're not some sex fiend on the street, is every woman's fantasy."
"It is?"
"It's mine," she said giving me a look. "I was so hot for you, when Lynn stripped me naked," she said giving me a kissing and taking hold of my cock.
The telephone ringing interrupted our conversation and brought me back to reality. I left to room to answer it and to allow myself some privacy.
"Hello? Oh, hi! How are you? It's so nice to finally talk to you."
I was not only shocked by the identity of the caller but also by what this unexpected telephone caller requested of me.
To be continued...
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Chapter 16
Gwen and Jamie leaves. Freddie's alone with his bad self.
"Yes, of course, I'd love for you to come and stay for a visit. When? Next weekend? Okay. Sure. I'd love to finally meet you. Hotel? No, don't be silly. I won't hear of it. I have plenty of room to put you two up here at my house. Oh, you're coming alone and without your husband? I'm sorry to hear that. I would have liked to meet him. I hope he feels better. Give him my best regards. Yes, of course, I'll e-mail you directions to my house. Just let me grab a pen and paper. What's your e-mail address? Okay, I have it. I'll see you Friday evening. Good-bye."
When I hung up the telephone, I thought better of saying anything to Jamie about the identity of the caller or about the details of the telephone call. I don't know why, but I for some reason I kept it from her. Besides, I took the call in the den and she was in the kitchen unable to hear anything.
Now, I was suddenly preoccupied with the thoughts of my surprise visitor making an unexpected visit next weekend. Well, if nothing else, it will give me reason to pickup and clean up the house. I grabbed a couple cups of coffee and sat down at the kitchen table with Jamie. We drank our coffee while chatting like old friends who haven't seen one another for a while. We enjoyed one another's company without any of the uncomfortable pauses in our conversation that happens sometimes when you haven't seen someone in a while and begin to grow apart.
I've made an observation over the years, which is, once you've seen someone naked, experienced the pleasure of their body, and given them the pleasure of your body, there's nothing left to hide. A bond of friendship is formed where, even if years pass without seeing this person, I still hold the deep rooted fondness that I held for them, when I first got together with them. All the pretenses, along with the false barriers of inhibitions, are gone. At that point, more like old lovers reuniting, I'm more than friends with them.
There's a freeing openness after having had sex with someone, someone you ordinarily felt close to begin with, and now you're linked together in a bond of lust and in some cases love that will last the rest of your lives. Being that I was their lover, having entwined our naked bodies for sex and for love, it's as if we're one person. That, I think, is the biggest thing that I like about the swinging lifestyle. When I swapped partners with another, I instantly connected and became close friends, at least, that's how it was for me, when I was in the swinging lifestyle so many years ago and that's how I feel about Gwen and Jamie now.
Of course, there are exceptions to every rule. The exception to this is when the person who you've seen naked, experienced the pleasure of their body, and given them the pleasure of your body is an ex-husband or an ex-wife or a psycho, stalking boyfriend or girlfriend. At that point the bond of trust is broken and the pretences and inhibitions are replaced by fear, disgust, betrayal, and/or anger.
We made some small talk while waiting for Gwen to emerge from the bathroom naked. It seemed as if she was taking a long time in there but women are like that. As if peeing against a tree or in an open trough in the men's room of a baseball game, guys just stand, pee, and give it a quick shake, rinse their hands and they're out. Women look at their hair, stare at any imagined new wrinkles, check for lumps on their breasts, and turn one way and the other looking at their body to see if they are suddenly fat or are still fat. Once guys reach a certain age, the age of the baseball cap, as a daily fashion accessory, guys just don't care that much about their appearance other than to make sure there are no boogers hanging from their nose.
'Okay, just a quick check of my nose, there no boogers, I'm good to go.'
The sound of the shower interrupted our conversation. As soon as we heard the shower, we looked at one another and laughed at the fact that we had the same sexy idea at the same time. There's something erotic about sharing personal time with someone, such as taking a shower together. I put down my coffee and removed my bathrobe while watching Jamie as she put down her coffee and quickly stripped naked.
Damn, it was hot watching her strip off her clothes, skirt, blouse, bra, and panty. I love watching women, especially women who have a body like Jamie's body, get undressed and get naked. She has a fabulous body, even if she does have fake tits. Still, with her flat stomach, shapely legs, and round ass, she looks good. Only, her tits don't move in the way that natural tits move about and sway like Gwen's tits. Also, her nipples appeared unusually higher making her tits appear a bit too perky. Still, tits are tits and I love her tits equally as much as I love Gwen's tits.
Gwen was just soaping up when we walked in on her. She didn't immediately notice us enter the shower. She had her eyes closed and was softly singing to herself, while washing her hair. She was using the master bedroom shower, a space that was certainly big enough for the three of us. Matter of fact, three more could easily fit, if there ever was the cause for having six people showering and/or playing together. Hey, you never know, there could be a plane crash on my street with the female survivors needing to take an emergency shower.
'Okay, for your, uhm, personal safety, I'll be showering with you,' I imagined saying to the female crash survivors. 'I need five women at a time to take a shower with me. No, don't remove your clothing, yet. You, Sister Mary Francis, you tall, Texas Blonde, you cute, little cheerleader type, you Angelina Jolie look-a-like, and you with the big breasts. Yes, it's important that I shower with you, so that I, um, can check you for injuries. Yeah, that's it, please form a single line and put your arms over your head, so that I can slowly, I mean, quickly undress you. What's that? No, the men can use the other bathroom at the end of the hall. Yes, they can check themselves for injuries. I won't be doing that. Geez, do I look gay to you?'
When I remodeled this house, I put extra attention and money into the kitchen, bathrooms, and closets. I knew that those extra cost additions would pay me dividends whenever the time came that I wanted to sell the house and would enable me to sell the house quicker, too. Now that I suddenly had female houseguests, I was glad that I constructed a more woman friendly house.
I grabbed the soap from Gwen and started soaping her up, while paying special attention to her big tits, her pussy, and her ass. Shockingly, her tits, pussy, and ass were so very dirty. I really needed to take the extra time and care to scrub them extra good. A hardship to bear scrubbing a dirty girl's tits, pussy, and ass but it was one that, as host of the house, I took it upon myself to do. It was my responsibility to my female houseguest, after all. If ever I want to feel up a woman, volunteer to soap her up and she'll love it. Trust me, it works every time. Of course, it helps greatly if the woman is already naked.
'Hello, police, there's a perverted man standing on the corner holding a bar of soap and a towel and asking passing women if they want him to soap them up, while taking a shower with him.'
I loved standing behind her soaping up her back all the way down to her ass and lower still down between her legs. As I reached around her and soaped up her big, firm tits, my hand slid down her flat stomach and continued to the far reaches of her shaved pussy and then back around to her ass and all over again, tits, pussy, ass and tits, pussy, and ass. This was my last chance with Gwen. She was leaving early tomorrow for Boston to find an apartment.
At first, I had hoped that she'd stay with me longer, a lifetime, but, now, after I experienced her insatiable sexual appetite, one sexy weekend visit with her was enough to last me for a while. Besides, she was so young and energetic that she made me feel old and tired. She exhausted me. Even though I enjoyed having sex with her, I'd be happy to have some normalcy in my life, again. After having non-stop sex with three beautiful, young women, I was looking forward to having a hot dog grilled on the barbeque and a beer, while watching the ballgame from my recliner.
We started making out and she reached down and soaped up my stiff cock real good. The feel of her firm grip on my soapy cock felt so slippery good. Then, I turned around and while Gwen was still soaping up my cock from behind, I started soaping up Jamie's naked body. The feeling of soaping up two different naked women, going from one to the other and back again, is erotically depraved and even though both had great bodies, they both had different bodies. Jamie was a little shorter and didn't have the broad shouldered slim waist athletic build of Gwen. Whereas Gwen was a full 36C, Jamie was a 34D. Where Gwen was firm, Jamie was womanly soft. Nonetheless their body dissimilarities, both women's bodies added to the stiffness of my erection.
Then, when I pushed Jamie against the shower wall, she reached down and inserted my cock in her wet pussy. When I lifted her up and held her in place and began a slow humping rhythm, she wrapped her legs around me. Meanwhile Gwen was on her knees kissing my ass. Then, I felt it. I felt her tickling tongue licking inside my ass crack. There's no other feeling like it. She was tossing my salad and I was really getting into her licking my ass. It felt so good that I was having a difficult time on focusing on fucking Jamie and she was going to make me cum if I allowed her to continue. Knowing that Jamie was here for, at least, a few more days and that Gwen was leaving tomorrow, I lowered Jamie to a standing position, pulled my cock out of her pussy, and turned to Gwen.
Before I could move, practically slapping her across the face with it, as soon as I turned to her, Gwen took my cock in her mouth. There she was in the shower on her knees sucking my cock. I was not ready to cum, yet, by a long shot but she was intent on sucking me. She was making all of those sexy sucking sounds that women make and that guys love to her, when they're getting blown.
I reached down, lifted her off her knees, pulled her up to me, and kissed her. Normally, I would have had her brush her teeth and tongue before kissing me but having just soaped up and washed my ass thoroughly and not having moved my bowels yet this morning, I was squeaky clean. Besides, I was so freaking turned on that I think that I would have kissed her if I just had a bad case of diarrhea. Then, I gave her a hard wallop on her ass.
'Wham!'
She rewarded me with a more passionate kiss and I walloped her ass, again. I could feel her suddenly getting more aroused. Thanks to Jamie, I was beginning to get the hang of this.
We fell back against the shower wall with me against the wall and with her facing out to Jamie. I knew that Jamie would take the signal and she began tossing Gwen's salad. As I was fucking Gwen, I wondered why she jumped so suddenly every so often. I wasn't complaining it felt good to have her jump like that because it felt like a hump and that made my cock go in deeper inside her pussy. Then, when I looked over her shoulder, Jamie was pinching Gwen's ass, while she was tossing her salad. Gwen was getting so very aroused by the painful pinching action.
The three of us stopped playing to finish our shower and, once we dried off, we headed back to the bedroom and to the bed. Gwen rushed out to the kitchen to get some coffee while Jamie and I kept the bed warm for her. Although I was hot to fuck Jamie, I knew that I could have sex with her any time after Gwen left for home tomorrow morning. As I didn't know when and if I would ever get another chance like this again, I wanted to spend more time with Gwen's hot body and I got the impression that Jamie wanted to spend more time with Gwen's hot body, too. I figured the two of us could give Gwen a day of pleasure that she'd soon not forget.
Gwen gulped down her coffee and jumped in bed between us. I was eager to watch the two women together and Jamie took my cue when I scooted over to give the two women more room on the bed. They started kissing with Jamie acting more like the man. While she kissed Gwen, she felt and squeezed her tits and pulled and twisted her nipples. Then, she reached down between her legs and fingered her clit before inserting a finger. Gwen was instantly aroused by Jamie's forceful actions and it was arousing for me to watch these two women make out like this. Jamie had Gwen moaning within seconds.
After watching the women for several arousing minutes, time that was unbearably long for me to be excluded from their erotic fun, I motioned for Jamie to scoot up higher while I scooted down lower. I made myself comfortable between Gwen's legs while Jamie practically sat on Gwen's face. The three of us were going to have an orgasmic chain of pleasure. It didn't take long for me to make Gwen cum.
Jamie had done most of the work and it was up to me to continue with my tongue and fingers where Jamie had left off with her finger. She was getting close to cumming, as I could taste the difference in her juices when she did. She tasted warmer and sweeter when she had an orgasm on my tongue. Suddenly, she was there, her juices were warmer and sweeter. I looked up watching her orgasm.
I reached up and pulled and twisted her nipples hoping that would push her over the top and it did. The more aroused Gwen became with my licks, finger fucking, gentle clit massage, and with the pulling, turning, and twisting of her nipples, the more she got into licking Jamie's pussy. It was electrically exciting to have two women getting off at nearly the same time. Then, it was my turn. Jamie started blowing me, teasing me at first with little licks that started with my balls and that eventually led to her taking my cock deep in her throat, while Gwen was tossing my salad, again. When I turned away from Jamie to face Gwen, Jamie resumed tossing my salad where Gwen left off and Gwen impaled her mouth on my cock. Back and forth, they took their turns trying to get me off. There I was a 50-year-old man getting blown and having his salad tossed by alternating 25-year-old and 23-year-old women, sex doesn't get any better than this.
It amazed me that I didn't cum. Too tired, maybe because I was still feeling the effects of last night but this morning, I was glad that I accidentally took a Cialis instead of a Viagra last night. With the Cialis, I was good to maintain an erection for another 24 hours, whereas the Viagra would have worn off long ago. Old habits die hard and my doctor insists that I no longer need the Viagra or the Cialis, once he prescribed the testosterone supplement, Andro-gel. Still, I felt like a 35-year-old man again, whenever I take a Viagra or a Cialis in conjunction with the Andro-gel. Age is not an easy pill to swallow.
I needed to fuck Gwen, again. I pulled my cock from Jamie's mouth and turned to Gwen. She reached down and inserted my cock inside of her as I mounted her. She was so wet and she was so ready. I couldn't imagine either of these women saying no or that they had a headache. Gwen pushed me back with her strong legs, rolled me over, and mounted me. She rested her knees on the bed with her ass raised up in the air a little. Jamie took up position behind Gwen and tossed Gwen's salad as I fucked her.
I humped her higher to give Jamie some clearance to work with and for her to maintain contact with Gwen's vital parts. I could feel Jamie's tongue moving from where my cock was in Gwen's pussy and upward. There's nothing like the feel of a threesome, one older man with two younger women. It's total sexual involvement, and when one tires, he or she can take a break and allow the other two to continue. Only, I was the only one tiring. These women were insatiable.
Between my fucking Gwen and Jamie tossing her salad, it didn't take her long for Gwen to cum. I was happy that I still had enough of a stiff cock for Jamie. We assumed the same position of Jamie on top and with me fucking Jamie this time and Gwen tossing her salad. Jamie was unable to hold back for very long and she gave it up within a few minutes. Fortunately, with the thoughts of what was to come, I was able hold back. I didn't want to cum in Gwen or in Jamie. I was saving myself for my favorite position, the magical magnificence of a dual blowjob.
The women took their positions on either side of me taking their turns sucking my cock while scooting up to French kissing me in-between blowing me. Then, when they both took up sentry at my cock, I reached both my hands down and grabbed Gwen's right tit in my right hand and Jamie's left breast in my left hand. I was in Heaven and it would only be a few minutes before I shot all that I had in me in them. It was then that I exploded a huge load of warm cum in Gwen's mouth. Jamie licked off the rest of my cum off, while continuing to blow me. Just as she released my cock from her mouth, another gush flew out and hit Gwen across the face. Both women laughed uncontrollably. Except for the first time having sex with Lynn, may she rest in peace, this was one of the best times that I have ever had.
Then, while Gwen went to use to bathroom to clean up, Jamie and I started making out like horny teenagers. She was kissing me as if she was in love with me and I couldn't take my hands off of her big tits. Of course, the first thing that I thought of was rebound sex. She had just broken up with her boyfriend after she found someone else, cheated on him, and he left her. Hey, rebound sex is okay with me. After being with Jamie like that, again, like the first night that I was with her, I couldn't wait for Gwen to go home, so that I could be alone with Jamie to see where this would go. Maybe, this wasn't rebound sex. Maybe, this was something real.
Even though it struck me as odd how Jamie suddenly appeared, again, out of the blue after leaving so abruptly, I was happy she was here and was thrilled to see her again. I understood her motives for leaving but it was difficult to lose a friend after losing Lynn. In that regard, her leaving was a bit selfish, but I chalked that up to her immaturity. After all, I lost Lynn, too, and Jamie and I could have helped one another through our tears and sorrow by staying together longer, at least, until the hurt healed somewhat.
Nonetheless, the timing of her resurfacing was good and something that I needed. Before Gwen and her, I was alone and lonely and now after spending some hot sexual time with both of them, I felt like my old self. Now, I wanted to do things and experience life again instead of getting drunk while watching television. Only, I knew that Jamie was leaving soon, too. I don't know why I knew, I just did.
Jamie and I helped Gwen pack her car with her sister's things. Although, I offered them all to her, she allowed me to keep the photos that I took of Lynn, the jewelry I bought her, and a few keepsake reminders of her. It was sad packing up the boxes of Lynn's stuff. None of us relished the idea of going through her closet and drawers, but we did. Along with having a little wine to help numb our way through the process and having one another there for the emotional support, somehow, we packed it all up. Actually, it was easier with the three of us doing it. When one of us came across something that made us nostalgic about Lynn or made us feel melancholy, we had the other two to help us through it with hugs and by sharing the laughter and the tears.
Nonetheless, even though she was dead, it felt like we were invading her privacy. It felt as if any minute she would walk through the door and catch us going through her private and personal possessions and admonish us for being so insensitive and invasive. We were all still in shock and none of us could believe that she was dead. It felt as if it were a bad dream. It felt as if she was still alive and only gone from the house for an extended period of time on a trip and would return. With Lynn dying so suddenly and so tragically, I firmly believe that the good die young. I guess I'll be among the living for a very long time.



We said our good-byes complete with hugs, kisses, and promises to stay in touch. Yet, I knew once she left that I would never see Gwen, again. She was a honey of a girl. Whichever lucky guy gets her, certainly, will have his hands full, but boy what a ride. I envy him. If only I was younger, I would never let her leave. A woman that beautiful and that sexually uninhibited is a rare being and a rare find.
Still, just as it was all a fluke how Lynn had come in and gone out of my life, it was a fluke that I had hot sex with two 25-year-olds, Lynn and Jamie, and deliriously outrageous sex with Lynn's 23-year-old baby sister, Gwen. Unfortunately, my only real memories left me now of Lynn are the images of her that haunt me and, of course, Seymour, her giant Rhodesian Ridgeback of a dog. When I'm alone and lonely, she comes to me in my thoughts and I think of her. Unfortunately, thinking of her makes me sad and makes me feel even more alone and even more lonely. It's a vicious cycle of self-pity, self-indulgence, and depression. Probably, I should join a support group or seek therapy to help me through the loss of her. Probably, I won't, preferring to suffer through it alone and using the loss of her as an excuse to return to drinking.
Especially now after meeting Gwen, she filled my mind with the memory of her sister. But for her dyed blonde hair, it was startling how much she looked like Lynn. The contrast of Lynn's light colored eyes was shocking against her dark, lush hair. Gwen's dyed blonde hair somehow removed the contrast that he eyes made.
Just when I was beginning to feel a bit better, Gwen arrived to bask me in the shadow of her dead sister. And now she is gone and now I am back to missing my Lynn. I'm glad that I still have Jamie here to help me through another day, even if it is only temporary. One day at a time is good advice and what I need to do to get me through the horror of losing Lynn, the love of my life. Nonetheless, it felt good to finally be home alone with Jamie. I felt more connected to Jamie than I did Gwen. Although, I knew that I'd never feel the connection with Jamie that I had with Lynn, I still enjoyed Jamie's company and liked having her around.
She was fun and she gave life to the house. Unfortunately, nonetheless, it still felt like sex with Jamie and not love. Although there was a huge sexual attraction between us, that is where it began and ended. I was glad for her visit because I knew that once she left, again, that she'd be out of my system and I'd have no more second doubts wondering if she and I could have made a go at it. I know now that it was not to be and that she was just a good friend with benefits.
For the next few days, I had trouble concentrating on anything but that surprise telephone call and about the upcoming weekend. Lynn's mother, Marianne, was coming for a visit to meet me. I must have made quite the impression with her family for first Lynn's sister, Gwen, to drive all that way from Rochester, New York east to where I lived in Massachusetts and now for her mother to want to meet me, too. It was a long drive.
To be continued...
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Chapter 17
With Lynn dead and Gwen and Jamie gone, I'm alone with my bad self.
When I thought about the beauty of Lynn and now Gwen, I thought about Marianne and I couldn't help but wonder what she looked like. I would have met her at the funeral but Lynn's Dad made it clear that he didn't want me there and I respected his wishes. It was his daughter after all and in his eyes, I was just her lover. Still, I would have appreciated a moment to say good-bye to Lynn in private, before they put her in the ground forever.
Nonetheless, I didn't want to intrude upon the sorrow of their loss of their daughter by rubbing my presence in their faces. Sure, I would have liked to pay my last respects, but Gwen gave me the location of Lynn's plot and I plan on making a pilgrimage west to Rochester to visit her grave, one day, soon. Seeing her there, resting in peace, will make me happy. Maybe I'll take the dogs with me. Maybe I'll take a chair with me and sit and talk to her for a while. I know that she's not there in spirit, but she's there in body, albeit decomposed body. I believe a visit will help to ease me through the reality of her loss and make me feel better.
Since Lynn and Gwen looked so much alike, I wondered if Marianne looked like an older version of her daughters. I hoped not. I seriously didn't want to find myself in bed with Marianne, too, enough is enough. Next, I'll be sleeping with the grandmother, the aunt, and any cousins who show up on my doorstep. After having sex with three young women, the thoughts of me having sex with Marianne, who was nearly 10 years older than me was not an appealing thought.
I did the math. When I was 15-years-old and jail bait, Lynn's mom was 25-years-old. Then, when I was 30-years-old, Lynn's mom was 40-years-old. It seemed weird and a double standard that I was bothered by seeing myself with an older woman, and not bothered seeing myself with a woman half my age. It's a guy thing, I guess. Besides, lots of women see themselves with younger men more than they do with older men. Then, again, women are more apt to be with older men for money and security than men are of a mind to be with older women for the same. It was then that I decided to tell Jamie that Marianne was coming for a visit to meet me.
"Marianne called me."
"Marianne? Lynn and Gwen's mom?"
"Yeah."
"I figured she would," she said eyeing me with a knowing look. "Was that her on the phone the other day?"
"Yeah," I returned her look. "I don't know why I didn't tell you then. It was, well, there was just so much going on with Gwen here and then you surprising me. Then, when Marianne called I said to myself, now what? What next?"
"It's okay, Freddie. You're still not thinking straight. You're still in mourning. We all are which, to some degree, would explain this huge impromptu sexual orgy we all found ourselves having. In some convoluted way, I know that the only reason Gwen had sex with you was to feel a connection maybe that you shared with her sister." She looked like she was going to cry. "It hasn't been that long since Lynn—"
I kissed and hugged her so that she didn't have to finish the sentence. So, Lynn was the only reason why Gwen had sex with me? I was shocked. Yet, having no regrets for the sex that I had with Gwen, that's okay. Nonetheless, I persevered.
"So," I said with a laugh and a feigned hurt look on my face, "you don't think that Gwen was attracted to me? And that the only reason why she had sex with me was to feel connected to her sister?"
"Yeah, no, I don't know," she said with an uncomfortable laugh. "It makes sense, but then it doesn't make any sense but that's Gwen." She looked at my confused expression. "I'll put it in baseball terms. Gwen is to the family what Manny Ramirez was to the Red Sox. Any time anything is unexplained, we all say, that's Gwen or that's so Gwen."
"Oh, okay, I understand now."
"An unexpected pregnancy, she was a nearly a change of life baby for Marianne. Gwen had special needs, developmental issues growing up and stayed behind a year in school."
"Yeah, I saw that about her. She didn't get some of my jokes. They went straight over her head." I contemplated the floor. "In that regard, she was nothing like her sister. Lynn was as quick witted as me and always volleyed my comments with a funny retort."
We sat there silently not saying anything for some period of time, twenty minutes or so, until I broke the silence with a question.
"So, you figured Marianne would call me?" I looked at her. "Why?"
"Well, when Lynn and I were there visiting her to tell her that Lynn was pregnant, she was so happy for her. She was happy that someone like you had come in her life. It didn't matter that you were so much older. She trusted Lynn's judgment," she said looking at me with a warm smile. "I should warn you about Marianne, though, something that I didn't have the chance to warn you about Gwen."
"Warn me? Why would you have to warn me about Lynn's mother?"
"Marianne is a bit of a cougar. She's had affairs with younger man, men that were much younger than you," she said.
"Does her husband know?"
"I don't think so." Then, she looked away and back again, this time with a troubled face. "It mattered to her Dad, though, that his daughter was dating a man such much older. He was upset, which is why he probably is not coming to meet you and why he banned you from attending the funeral. He figured you were a pig taking advantage of his daughter, his little girl."
"I understand. If it was my daughter seeing someone so much older, I'd think that, too. that he was just taking advantage of her for sex," I said.
Jamie remained silent a long while before speaking, again.
"Marianne felt bad about you not being at the funeral. She figured that you deserved to be there being that you were so much a part of her daughter's life towards the end and she knew that Lynn would have wanted you there, too."
"Still, it hurt not being able to say a final good-bye to Lynn." I paused looking off in the distance thinking of Lynn's laugh. "I know how guys are and how they assume other guys are," I said looking at Jamie. "But I truly loved her."
"I know you did," she reached over and took my hand.
"Imagine how upset Lynn's father would be," I said looking over at Jamie and laughing, "if he knew that I just did his baby girl, Gwen, too."
"Not as upset as he'd be if he knew we both did Gwen," said Jamie with a laugh.
We both laughed and making light of a terrible situation, that being the death of Lynn, made us feel a little better. We spent the remainder of the day doing nothing. The most we did was to have our coffee out on the back screened porch, talk, laugh, and throw a ball around with the dogs. After combating and satisfying Gwen's sexual needs, I needed a day like this. Only, I wanted to show Jamie a good time, too. I wanted to spend some quality time with her and have some memories of her incase this was the last time that we saw one another.
I wanted to show her that I cared for her. I wanted to be intimate with her before she decided to leave, again, which I figured would be later tonight. She had a job to go to tomorrow. Moreover, much like Gwen, I truly figured that this could be the last time that I saw her and whatever private time we spent together today, may be our last.
It was late afternoon when we decided to take a nap. Actually, we had no intention of napping. We just wanted an excuse to go fool around, not that we needed an excuse, but it was a subtle way for each of us to get what we wanted from the other without making one feel pressured. This way, while we were lying beside one another supposedly napping, if something else was to happen, then it did not seem planned, but spontaneous.
Jamie was dressed in her usual attire a half unbuttoned blouse and a short skirt. She loved showing off her tits and her legs. Besides, feeling her up through her clothes while making out with her was one of my favorite things to do with Jamie or with any woman. Another favorite thing of mine to do was to undress her. I found that slowly removing her clothes as we made out, exceedingly erotic.
Even if I had been with and seen a woman naked a countless number of times, feeling them up through their clothes before slowly stripping them naked, always gave me an erection. There's something erotic about unbuttoning a blouse and seeing her bra and then unzipping her skirt and seeing her panty. I love kissing a woman when she's clad only in her panty and bra. Fooling around with her while she's in her lingerie is nearly as hot as slowly removing her bra and seeing her tits and/or peeling down her panties and seeing her pussy and ass.
As soon as we climbed on the bed, we started fooling around, kissing, touching, and caressing. Obviously, neither of us had any plans on taking a nap. Touching her, feeling her, and kissing her blanked my mind. Where Gwen made me feel old, having sex with Jamie made me feel young. Even though there was only a two year difference in age between the women, it was obvious that Jamie was the more mature of the two. It was a relief that I didn't have to slap her ass or squeeze her tits or pull and twist her nipples. I was so glad to have a fairly normal sexual relationship with Jamie, although having sex with someone half my age is not really normal. It is un-fucking-believable.
'Quick someone get the smelling salts. Freddie has passed out again. C'mon, Freddie, snap out of it. Get back in there and fuck her. We know you can do it. Freddie, Freddie, Freddie, can you hear me?'
Oh, lucky me. Yet, I knew that all of this was coming to an end. Soon, I'd be alone, again. Unfortunately, after having sex with these three lovely, young women, I'd be unable to have a normal relationship with a woman my age. What a cruel joke it is to have these women practically throw themselves at me and then to have them fade away leaving me to solely rely on sexual gratification from women my own age.
Before 23-year-old Gwen came into my life and 25-year-old Jamie reappeared, when I was alone and lonely, I suddenly felt old. Without them here, the house felt so empty and the joy and the laughter that filled me up completely last weekend was now gone from me. The quietness of the big, empty house was a constant reminder of how alone and lonely I was. Every day quickly became another mundane day with the same routine.
It was as if someone had made their wish and blown out the candles at a birthday party and it was over that quickly. All of that build up, the Happy Birthday song was sung, the presents were opened, the cake was eaten, and now the guests were gone. The party was over. The sting of reality hurts more when you are without someone there to share your life. Everyone needs someone in their life.
It felt as if it was closing time at the bar when the bright lights go on and it is time to go home. The reality of the outside world that lurked outside the bar and that hid in the dark recesses of the dimly lit, expansive room now shoved me back from my brief escape from reality. It was the same feeling when I'm out in the street half drunk at 1 am and you don't want the party to end, but everyone has gone home and I'm alone. All of my friends have wives with kids and families. It's tough to party when there is no party and when the party is over.
I never felt drunk when partying, that is, until I'm alone. Once alone with my bad self, I feel sick, tired, disorientated, and don't want to be alone. Yet, after Lynn, Jamie, and Gwen left I was alone, as if stumbling home drunk and disoriented. If that's my life after the loss of Lynn, Jamie and Gwen, then this is my reality and I hate it. I hate living alone. I hate being alone. I'm the type of man who needs a woman in his life. Suddenly, I felt like Michael J. Fox in Bright Lights, Big City, when his model of a wife dumped him and he was so alone that only the smell of fresh bread could return him to reality. In my case, I missed the smell of Lynn.
No matter the suffering sorrow that I felt from Lynn dying, I didn't want the candles blown out, yet, first with the departure of Gwen and now Jamie. I didn't want to be lit up in the bright light and standing out front on the sidewalk. I didn't want the party to end. After reveling in all this sexual, social, and fantasy activity, I feared being alone. In the dark recesses of my mind, when I was fucking Gwen and making love to Jamie, loneliness haunted me. The sudden quiet when everyone is gone, finally, is deafening and debilitating. Loneliness is like a hunger that is never satisfied until you have someone in your life, again. Loneliness weakened my spirit like Kryptonite weakened Superman.
I didn't mind looking in the mirror before, when I was a young man, but now, as an older man, I don't want to see my reflection anymore. I hate my image and I hate having mirrors in my house that lurk in every room and that come to life as soon as I turn on the light. Now, never turning on a light, I walk around in the dark. What happened to me? I blinked and 25 years has passed me by. All that I did was blink. Where did the last twenty-five years go?
Why couldn't I have met Lynn or Jamie or Gwen then? Ah, they weren't even born yet? Yes, of course, I know that. Then, why could I not have been born later? It's not fair. This sucks. This really sucks. I don't want to go home, live alone, and be alone with myself.
I wanted to have slow, passionate sex with Jamie that would last forever. I wanted to make love to her instead of fucking her. I needed to know if there was something else there, something to take me to the next level with her, and something that would endure the length of time. Yet, even though the sex we had was hot, magical even, it paled in comparison to the sex that I had with Lynn.
Yes, I love Jamie but not in the same way that I loved Lynn. I knew now that I'd never replicate what I had with Lynn with Jamie. My love affair with women was over and my heart died when Lynn died. I cringed at the thought of being alone and lonely for the rest of my life. Suddenly, I saw myself as an embittered old man, a recluse who lived alone. How awful to have no one in my life and to be alone with my twisted thoughts all day, every day? How awful to have no one else to ponder, care for, talk to, worry about, and laugh and relax with over a cup of coffee? How awful it is to be me?
With the tragic and sudden death of her, the love affair that I had with Lynn was over before it even started. Then, I looked to Jamie to get me through my grief. Why did she return? Why did she come back to tease me with her beauty and charm? Now, that she had come and gone again, I wish she had stayed away because the pain of her leaving the second time is worse. The loneliness that I feel now is more severe than before.
She was so very young and so very beautiful, surely not as beautiful as Lynn, but I could have loved her, maybe, one day. If only she had stayed for a while longer, another day, then another week, a month, and a year would have passed. Surely, then, I would have loved her and she me. Now, she's gone, too. Lynn, Gwen, and Jamie are all gone and I am alone with the dogs, Seymour and Polo. Yes, I love my dogs, but they're not a fair exchange for hot, sexy, young women.
It was almost 9 pm when Jamie drove away Sunday night. But for the dogs, I was alone, again. Only, this time was different. Maybe because the house was so alive with life, with Gwen and Jamie, and now suddenly so dead, this time was worse than it was before. There was eeriness to the house, a feeling that stuck to the walls, the floor, and the ceiling like electro-magnetically charged dust.
The dogs felt it. They were ill at ease, restless, pacing around the house, whining, and they wouldn't lie down. It freaked me out when they sat straight up wagging their tails while staring up at the ceiling or turning their head from side to side while looking up at the wall. Suddenly, they preferred staying outside than being indoors. In and out, as soon as I put them out, they wanted to come back inside. They were just as restless as I was. Now, I really felt alone with no young naked women, but for the friendly, loyal dogs to occupy me.
I've never been to a psychic and have never had my palm read or my fortune told. Definitely, I'm not one who believes in ghosts, but if I did, I would have thought that Lynn's spirit was here. Maybe, the energy of Gwen and Jamie's visit brought her here, and maybe, that was the underlying reason for their visits. Maybe, she exists and is alive in another dimension, and maybe, she's watching me and can hear me but I can't see or hear her. That's ridiculous, isn't it?
"Lynn, if you're here, I miss you and I love you, baby." As soon as I said it I felt foolish but saying it made me feel better. "So, what's it like being dead?"
Figuring she was with God in Heaven, I stared at the ceiling, while talking to her and hoping that she could hear me. Maybe something would come through from the other side, from her to me. Listening, I strained to hear a whisper, anything, and jumped when Seymour's tail knocked an empty beer can from the coffee table. The dogs were ill at ease again and walked to the back door and stood by it until I let them out again for the twentieth time today. Weird, so weird.
I need a drink. I broke open my scotch, the good stuff, the Glenlivet, 21-years-old. Ah, if only I had a nice, blonde or a redheaded 21-year-old right now. I could do her proud.
"Good evening," I said acting foolish and pretending that I was meeting a young woman, as I poured myself a double. "What's your name young lady? Emma? That's a lovely name for such a beautiful woman. Would you like to accompany me home and fuck my brains out? You would? Wonderful."
Only, I was already home and there's no one here but me and the dogs. The dogs wanted to go out again, because they're suddenly afraid to stay in the house, no doubt, because of my girlfriend, who is now a ghost, and is haunting me.
To be continued...
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Chapter 18
A cougar wearing white gloves, nylons, garter belts, and giving blowjobs
The next few days slowly drifted by until it was late Friday night, a little after 10 pm, when Marianne pulled in my driveway. She drove one of those Volvo Cross Country things. I hate Volvos, especially crossover SUV's. They're so safe, so dependable, so boring, and not much fun. I hoped she wouldn't be just like her car. After having sex with her daughter Gwen, if she was a car, she'd be a Lamborghini, brutally fast, while still sexy.
To me, there's nothing like taking my life in my hands in a rear wheel drive speedster, such as a Mustang or a Camaro, peeling out and burning some rubber, as I sling the rear end sideways, until the traction and stability control kicks in and catches it, just before it spins a donut. Now, those are real cars, especially during a first snowfall in the winter and especially with the traction and stability control turned off. Yahoo! It's more fun never knowing if I'm going to make it home alive. Hang on to your balls because, unsafe at any speed, we're going downhill on an icy road and taking dead man's curve at twice the sane speed.
Just before she arrived, I thought that I should have gotten her cell phone number because I was beginning to worry. I thought she'd be here by now. Granted it's a long drive, but it was getting late, too late for a woman to be on the road alone, especially after what had happened to Lynn. I was glad when she arrived, finally.
I watched her from the upstairs window as she pulled in the driveway. Having been so curious what she'd look like, I wanted to see what she looked like, before running down and opening the front door. I got a look at her through her windshield. Much like her daughters, Lynn and Gwen, she looked blonde and pretty. Then, I stood and watched her from my front porch and was shocked when she stepped out of the car.
Dina fucking Merrill live and in her prime. That's who she looked like. She looked just like Dina Merrill. Only, be still my heart, she had the body of Angie Dickinson. A cross between Dina Merrill and Angie Dickinson, she made me wonder what grandma looked like. Between Lynn, Gwen, and now Marianne, the gene pool in this family is amazing. My fantasy dream women all rolled into one, she had the face of Dina Merrill and the body of Angie Dickenson. Wow! Hot!
So, is that what Gwen will look like when she's nearly 60-years-old. Marianne was absolutely stunning. Truly, I figured that she'd be short and hippy and look nothing like her daughters. Boy was I wrong. The genetic makeup of Lynn and Gwen's family is spectacular. They must be Nordic because they certainly aren't one of us fat Americans. I could just see the three of them skiing down a mountain slope in the Bavarian Alps, while representing Sweden, Norway, or Denmark in the Olympics. Tall, shapely, beautiful, and blonde, unless they're from Texas, women around her just don't look like that.
Now, I know where her daughters received their beauty from because Marianne was a knockout. Definitely, she didn't look 60-years-old. Had I not known her age, I would have guessed that she was in her late forties. She looked that good.
I ran down the front steps and gave her a hug. She felt firm in my arms and when I hugged her, her perfume sexually assaulted my senses. She smelled wonderful. She smelled like a woman and not like the girls that I had been bedding, Lynn, Jamie, and Gwen.
"I love your perfume," I said breaking the hug and taking a step back. "What fragrance is it?"
"Chanel," she said.
I knew for it to smell that good that it had to be expensive. It had been a while since I had experienced the sensation of Chanel. To my nose, there's not a better perfume in the world. Now that I think about it, with Marianne born 60 years ago, it had been a while since I've been with a woman who was born more than 25 years ago. Suddenly, I've become such a dirty, old man degenerate.
I carried her overnight bag inside and gave her a quick tour of the house. She kept eyeing me out of the corner of her eye. It was a curiously coy look of interest.
"What?" I checked my fly and looked down at myself to see if there was something wrong. "Why do you keep looking at me like that?" I chuckled a smile.
"Like what?"
Refined, properly poised, and educated, she even sounded like Dina Merrill, but she had the sexy movements of Angie Dickinson.
"You look at me like you're curious about me and unsure what to make of me."
"Oh, I'm sorry. Please forgive me. I was just trying to see what Lynn saw in you, I mean, why she'd want to be with a man much older."
"Do I look that terrible?" I said looking down at myself again.
"No, not at all," she laughed making me laugh with her. "Actually, you look quite good. Now I understand why my daughter would find you attractive and irresistible, actually. You're quite delightfully charming and fetching in a manly sort of way, much different than her Dad." She gave me another long look, this time more approving. "Being that Lynn was never close to her father, I feared she'd be looking for the Daddy she never had in dating you."
"Thank you, I think," I laughed away my awkwardness.
"You don't look 50," she said looking at me from head to toe.
"Actually, I'm not 50. I'm 49. I won't be 50 for a few months, yet."
"Well, you look 39," she said with a big smile.
"Thank you," I said beaming with her compliment. "You don't look 60."
"Actually, I'm not 60. I'm 59. I won't be 60 for a few months, yet."
"Touché," I said as we both shared a laugh. "You look 49."
"Oh, you're such a flirt, you bad boy," she said with a blush and touching my arm with her gloved hand.
Too busy noticing her, that's when I noticed them. She wore white gloves. I haven't seen a woman wear white gloves since Donna Reed of the Donna Reed Show and June Cleaver of Leave It To Beaver in the fifties and sixties. Where do you even buy those things? Creepy, scary, and erotic all at the same time. Suddenly, I imagined those white, gloved hands wrapped around my cock, as she stroked me to an erection, before she took me...stop it!
As if she was about to challenge me to a duel and slap me across the face with her glove, consumed with lust for her white gloved hand, I was transfixed watching her remove her white gloves, one, slow, sexy finger at a time. She put them in her purse, along with her vibrator and dildo, I imagined. I have to stop thinking of her like that about her. Christ, she's old enough to be my aunt or way older sister. More important than that, I needed to show some respect. She's Lynn and Gwen's mother. I can't go there. What's wrong with me?
She is very beautiful though and has a hot body for an old broad. Nearly my height, Marianne was tall, taller than both her daughters, but she wore high heels and her hair was made up higher than how her daughters wore their hair, flat to their heads. I figured without the heels and hair that she was the same height as them, 5'8" or 5'9" maybe. She was thin but shapely, a size 6 or 8. I can never tell with women, and she, judging by her side profile, was a full B cup, maybe even a small C cup, much like Lynn. She was a good looking woman, that is, for a senior citizen.
I laughed to myself suddenly having sexual thoughts of bedding Lynn and Gwen's elderly mom. That would just be wicked of me to do something like that, and, immediately, I erased the thought from my mind. Still, I couldn't help but wonder what she looked like beneath the dress, the slip, the bra, and the pantyhose. Being that she was from that era, I wondered if she wore nylons and a garter belt instead of pantyhose. Now that would be hot. Nah, other than strippers, no one wears sexy lingerie like that anymore. The erotic part of it was, instead of feeling older as I did with Gwen, I felt younger in Marianne's presence and I liked that feeling.
"What can I get you, coffee, tea or—" me, I wanted to say, but didn't dare.
"Do you have any scotch? After that long drive, I need a drink."
"Scotch?" I gave her a surprised over my shoulder look. I had pegged her for a tea sipper and not a whiskey drinker. "Are you a scotch drinker?"
"Well, I'm a little fussy as to the brand of scotch that I prefer but—"
"I have some Glenlevit that I occasionally take a dram of when I'm alone and watching television late at night and just want to relax." For fear that she'd make a related comment and think me preoccupied with things in their 20's, I didn't dare tell her the age of the scotch. If only she knew that I had sex with Gwen, too, she'd probably flee from my house.
"Glenlevit is good."
"How do you take it?"
"Straight up with just a splash of water."
"Ah, a connoisseur." I smiled. "I take it the same way. Ice ruins the taste and the bouquet." I turned to get her a scotch talking as I walked away. "You can tell a true scotch drinker by how he or she takes it."
"I'd like to freshen up a bit first, before I relax with a drink. May I use the ladies room?
"Certainly. The ladies room is down the hall. The first door on your right," I said.
When she emerged from the bathroom, I poured her drink, splashed some water in it, and handed it to her. She took a long sip as if she needed it. Probably, she did after that marathon drive from Rochester, New York to Boston.
"Very smooth." She took another small sip. "Glenlevit eighteen?"
"Twenty-one."
"I'm impressed."
I waited for her to make a twenty-something-year-old comment, but she didn't. Obviously, she had more class than that to take a cheap shot at her host.
"Yeah, well, along the way, I tried many of them. I waffled back and forth between Glenlevit 12 and Glenfiddich 12, that is, until I discovered Glenlevit 18. There's a huge difference between the 12 and the 18 but a very subtle difference between the 18 and the 21. Yet, once you go from 12 to 18, you just can't go back to 12. I received this bottle as a gift. Most people can't taste the difference between 18 and 21 and if you can't than you can save some money by sticking with the 18, but I can. The 21 is lighter and is so much smooth that it's almost syrupy sweet."
I was talking too much and talking too much about scotch. She's going to think that I'm full of myself or worse, a drinker, even worse, a drunk, when I'm not any of those things.
"Well, I see you know your scotch, as well as your women."
Hmm, what did she mean by that? Maybe she's not as classy as I thought she was. I let her remark pass. I didn't want to start a game of tit for tat. Maybe she was referring to Lynn. I wondered if she knew about Gwen. Nah, Gwen would never have sexual pillow talk with her mother about me.
"Excuse me for a moment," I said.
I got up and went to the kitchen and took out the food that I had ready in the fridge, a plate of cheese and crackers and a plate of fruit and vegetables. Now, if Gwen and Jamie were still here, I'd be opening a bottle of bubbly and we'd be doing something erotic with the fruit and vegetable plate. Suddenly, I imagined Marianne lying on my dining room table naked but for a couple of Ritz crackers on her nipples with thick celery stalks covering her pussy. I imagined her covering my cock with whipped cream, as she... Stop it! What the Hell is wrong with me?
Maybe because I was nervous being there with my never to be mother-in-law, I found myself looking at her legs, especially every time she crossed them. She had nice legs and I was horny. I was always horny. I hadn't had sex since Jamie left Sunday night and there sitting across from me was some fresh meat, albeit aged a bit, but still looking tender rather than tough.
Her legs were shaped much like Gwen's and Lynn's legs, only older and, but for the pantyhose, they looked the same. Damn, I hate pantyhose. Probably some gay fashion designer, but whoever invented pantyhose must hate heterosexual men. I wish she had worn just panties beneath her short skirt. If she just worn panties beneath that short skirt, she'd have flashed me by now, in the way her daughter Gwen did. Stop it! Jesus! What the Hell is wrong with me? She's old enough to be my...babysitter. Actually, I wouldn't mind Marianne babysitting me.
As soon as I thought the word babysitter, I thought of Kathy Conroy who used to baby sit for my daughters. I'll never forget giving her a ride home that snowy, cold night. We made out in the front seat of my car. Feeling her tits, sucking her nipples, and sticking my horny hand up her short skirt and down her panties, I made it all the way to third base, before she swatted my hand away. Instead of fucking me in the backseat of my car, she gave me a hand job and then a blowjob.
She couldn't get me off with her hand because it was so cold in the car and her hand was like ice, even with the heater on in the car, it was still freezing. Then, when she started sucking me, as I fingered her nipples, I exploded in her mouth, just as her front porch light went on and her father came out to stand on the porch, no doubt, wondering where his daughter was. If only he knew his daughter was busy blowing me, but with her head down and with me slouched down in the seat, he didn't see us. We were parked just down the street and I waited from him to go back inside, before I started my car and dropped off his daughter. Boy that was close.
Let's see, if I do the math, I was 30-years-old and Kathy was 20-years-old. Magically, there's that 10 year age difference, only the other way around, with her younger and me older. Suddenly, that ten years didn't seem too much of a hang up for me or for her back then. So, why should it bother me now, when it's reversed with me being younger than Marianne this time instead of me being older than her? Maybe I'll just think of Marianne as my babysitter babysitting for me.
Then she crossed her legs again, only this time more slowly and more deliberately. Was she purposely trying to flash me? Perhaps that first scotch went straight to her head. Then, there, as if it was a 60 mph curve ball, instead of a 100 mph fastball thrown right down the middle of home plate, I saw the top of her nylons, the clip of her garter belt, and the triangular patch of bright white panty. Oh, Baby, Mommy is an erotic, sexy bitch.
Suddenly, my cock grew to my new appreciation of her sexy lingerie and to her flashing me. Then, with the thought of her white gloves that lay hidden in her purse, I wanted her to don her sexy white gloves again. Suddenly, between her gloves and her sexy lingerie, I saw her in a new light. Hello, sexy MILF of a grandma. Only, after Lynn lost her life and our baby, she wasn't a grandmother, yet. I just hoped that Gwen was on the pill. I hope I didn't make that crazy bitch pregnant. I couldn't take a steady sexual diet of Gwen.
Now all that I could think about is Marianne flashing me her panty. Damn, I haven't seen a garter belt since the sixties. I didn't even know they still made them. She must have sent away special and ordered it from Frederick's of Hollywood, along with those white gloves. I couldn't help but wonder if she wore her lingerie especially for me. In the way that Lynn came to my room that first night to ask if she could sleep with me and in the way that Gwen allowed me to strip her naked, this evening may get interesting after all.
"May I freshen your drink?"
"Yes, that would be lovely, thank you," she said handing me the glass.
Preoccupied with the white gloves, when I saw her naked hand, I wished she was still wearing those damn, sexy gloves. I'd love to fill her gloved hand with all of me. Gees, that's enough. I need to stop thinking that way about Lynn's mother.
We sat there talking while sipping our scotches, eating cheese and crackers, and fruits and vegetables. It was getting late after 1:00 am and Marianne was working on her third scotch, a double. Actually, they were all doubles and she suddenly looked like she was feeling the effects of the drinks. Oh, shit that 21-year-old scotch has a way of sneaking up on you. Suddenly, I remembered Gwen not being able to hold her alcohol. Now, watching Marianne begin to nod off, I know where Gwen got her inability to handle her liquor.
"C'mon, let's get you off to bed," I said standing.
As soon as I said the words, C'mon, let's get you off...I thought about getting her off by masturbating her, while in bed. Stop it! I needed to focus my thoughts elsewhere. I needed to act the gentleman. This is the mother of my beloved Lynn and that wild and crazy Gwen.
"I'm not tired, yet," she said suddenly appearing wide awake. "I'm having a relaxing time talking to you." She hadn't said anything in the last ten minutes. She was nodding off. "Let's have one for the road, shall we?"
"Okay, sure." I made her a fresh drink, a small one this time and, in just a few minutes, I watched her down the last of it.
I sat in my favorite catbird seat, where I prefer sitting, when entertaining an attractive woman wearing a short skirt, while hoping she'll flash me her panty. She sat across from me on the soft sofa and I sat higher up in my Queen Anne chair. If Marianne was showing anything, I'd see it from this angle. Not one to disappoint me, towards the end of the last drink, she had become a bit careless about the arrangement of her skirt and the way that she was sitting. No longer sitting like a lady with her knees cemented closed, she was sitting with her knees apart enough to give me a continual view of her bright, white panty. Hello sexy Mama.
Especially now that her above the knee length skirt had risen to the middle of her thighs, as if she was an exhibitionist in the way that her daughter Gwen was, she was giving me a real voyeur's between her legs show of herself. Continually, she flashed me her white panty and with the scotch weaving its magic on me, too, if she wasn't shy about showing, I wasn't shy about looking. I stared at her exposed crotch, while wondering what she'd look like without her clothes and what she'd taste like with her lying on her back and her legs spread and draped down my shoulders.
It was all so very erotic seeing flashes of her nylon and garter that culminated in me seeing her bright, white panty and that further rewarded me with the display of her camel toed crotch. Between the alcohol and my innate horniness, she was turning me on a bit. Imagining that I was there with Dina Merrill and Angie Dickinson combined as one, I so wanted to sit next to her on the couch and play tongue hockey with her, while running my hand over her proud bra covered tits, before slowly running my hand down her slim waistline to the far reaches of her, where no man has touched her in years, no doubt.
With one hand feeling her breasts while fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra, I imagined running my meaty palm down and up her skirt to her panties. I imagined my long, experienced fingers pushing the edge of her panties out of the way for me to explore and deftly part her pussy lips with my probing fingertips. Stop it! Stop it, now. This is crazy.
Now, almost 2:00 am it was so very late and she was slouching again.
"You need some rest, Marianne. C'mon, let's put you to bed."
"Okay," she said now with her legs fully spread, while trying to stand up from the softness of the sofa.
"Let me give you a hand," I said with a devious smile.
After enjoying more of her panty show for a few seconds, I stood and reached beneath her arms to help her up, while feeling both sides of her bra covered breasts. Being that she was a bit drunk, figuring she wouldn't notice or think it was an accident with me being a little tipsy, too, if she did notice, I made sure that my palms brushed by the front of her bra hoping to feel her nipples, as I lifted her and I did. Either she was cold or sexually aroused by purposely having flashed me her panties, but her nipples were already erect. She had nice knockers and it felt good to feel tits again, even if it was bra clad, elderly tits.



Who am I kidding? I'm not any spring chicken and, especially with the fact that she's well preserved, she's not that much older than me. A ten year age difference is nothing today, not like it was years ago. No one would even raise an eyebrow if a man was to have sexual relations with an older woman. Only, a huge barrier, she was Lynn and Gwen's mother. Now, that was a real issue bordering on an incestuous dilemma, but not one that I haven't already bridged by sleeping with sisters, her daughters.
With my arm around her and my hand in constant contact with the side of her breast during the slow inebriated walk down the hall, I helped her to the guest bedroom and sat her on the bed. As if she was a drunken sailor sitting on his bunk, her legs were now wide open. Slowly, I removed my hands away from beneath her arms, while feeling the sides of her breasts, as I withdrew them. She sat there dazed and looking dizzy and disoriented. Nonetheless, she was looking quite kissable and I so wanted to kiss her. Missing Lynn and Gwen's kisses, I was curious if mother kissed as well as did her daughters.
"Are you going to be okay, Marianne?"
"Fine, I'm fine," she said slurring her words with a wave of her hand at me, while unbuttoning her blouse.
Frozen in place and standing in the room only two feet from her bed, she shocked me, when she started undressing. Not wanting to miss her unexpected strip tease show, I couldn't leave. Instead, I watched her undress. Now, with her blouse unbuttoned and open, I stared at the sight of her cleavage and white, lace bra. She undressed herself, as if I wasn't even there or if we were already lovers. Then, I remembered what Lynn said about her family, that they were not shy about nudity and that they all could have been nudists. Hello Mommy.
I watched her fumble trying to find the zipper on her skirt. I couldn't wait to see her panties and garter belt. She stood with her blouse gaping open exposing her white lacy bra and turned side to side was still unable to find her zipper to her skirt. I watched her hand feel each side of her before feeling the back of her.
"For the life of me, Freddie, I can't seem to find my zipper," she said throwing up her hands and laughing. "Can you lend me a hand?"
I approached her and squatted down to find her zipper. She leaned down on me as if I was giant pillow, she took me up in a big bear hug. I could feel her bra covered breasts on my back and they felt erotically wonderful. I so wanted to stand and feel her tits. I found her zipper and unzipped unbuttoned her skirt. She stood with my help and, with my feeling the sides of her tits again, allowed her skirt to fall to the floor.
"Oops," she said laughing as she fell back on the bed.
There she was in her half slip with her blouse splayed open. Just as Lynn used to do to me, every time I heard it, her laugh was intoxicating and I laughed with her until the both of us laughed hysterically.
"You're going to have to get me out of these clothes," she said. "Because I think I'm a little too tipsy," she said with a hiccup.
She looked up at me with the same sexy smile that Lynn used to give me. Suddenly feeling as if Lynn was back in my life, albeit a much older version, I wanted to lean down and kiss her, while imagining that I was kissing Lynn, her 25-year-old daughter. I stepped closer to her with the thoughts of stripping her naked, as I did with Jamie and Gwen.
"Okay," I said giving her a hand.
"You have to promise not to look," she said scolding me by waving her finger in my face. "I don't want the both of us being uncomfortably embarrassed tomorrow morning."
I don't mind being uncomfortably embarrassed for the opportunity to see you naked, I wanted to say but didn't.
"I'll turn off the light," I said, instead, turning to hit the switch to extinguish the light.
"No," she said with a laugh. "If you turn off the light, how am I supposed to know that you are not peeking?
"You have a good point there," I said stepping closer to her and sitting on the bed, while she stood in front of me. Her bra clad breasts were right there. With the sweet smell of her Chanel perfume making me want her, I helped her off with her blouse. I just wanted to bury my face between her breasts. Instead, I reached for the waistband of her half slip and slowly lowered it, as if I was unwrapping a precious gift.
"Besides, after my baby died, I can't bear the dark anymore," she said beginning to cry.
"I'm so sorry, Marianne," I said.
I stop undressing her to stand to hold her and hug her. She felt good in my arms as good as Lynn and Gwen felt. Delirious by the fragrance of her perfume, I just wanted to kiss her, while feeling her everywhere, but I was afraid.
"Now, close your eyes," she said laughing. "I don't want you seeing me in my panty, after you remove my slip."
I've already seen your panty, I wanted to say, but I didn't dare say that. Instead, I closed my eyes and slid her half slip down and off. My cock stiffened to the feel of my fingers touching her bare thigh. I felt her garter and nylons as I slid off her slip. Still holding her, I had one hand on the back of her panty. With a visual of her etched in my mind, I so wanted to see her standing there in her bra, panty, garter, and nylons. Only, afraid I'd ruin her impromptu striptease show, I didn't dare open my eyes at this point. Hoping she'd want me to strip her naked, I didn't want to prematurely stop her from wanting me to help her undress. I needed to see her naked so that later I could return to my room and masturbate over the naked sight of her.
"Okay, now remove my bra, please," she said. I couldn't help but imagine hearing Dina Merrill voice asking me to remove her bra, while hoping to see breasts that looked like Angie Dickinson's breasts. "Wait, are your eyes closed?"
"Yes."
"Okay, then. I'm ready if you are."
She sat on the bed with her back to me. As if a teenager with his date at a drive-in movie, I reached up and fumbled with the hooks of her bra. I hate unhooking bras. I was never any good at getting them unhooked and it seemed twice as difficult with my eyes closed.
There I was leaning against her and feeling her soft skin, while taking in the fragrance of her Chanel perfume when, finally, I unsnapped it. Holding her bra in place, afraid to remove my hands, I opened my eyes a crack while watching her slide the bra straps from her shoulders. Then, as if she was a stripper, as if she was Angie Dickinson reincarnated, holding her bra in place with the cups covering her breasts, while exposing more of the tops of her breasts to me, she turned to look at me. She gave me a sexy look, when she saw that I was looking.
"Naughty boy. Shame on you. No peeking."
I snapped shut my eyes, but it took all the self-control that I possessed not to open my eyes at that point and stare. She made me feel as if she was my teacher, babysitter, older sister, aunt, or mother scolding me for wanting to sneak a peek of her tits.
"Now, my garters, but I'm afraid you'll have to open your eyes to see what you are doing."
I didn't wait for a second invitation and opened my eyes. She had already removed her bra, when my eyes were still closed, but covered her tits with her hands. Standing there topless but for her hands cupping her breasts, there she was in white panties, garter belt, and nylons. I could see her dark patch of pubic hair beneath the panty. With her making me so horny with this slow striptease, I so wanted to fall between her legs and lick her pussy through her panty.
Putting her foot between my legs, I lifted her leg and with one hand holding her leg and the other hand unhooking the snap, I took my sweet time undoing her garters and sliding off her nylon. Her legs felt so good in my hands. She had soft skin. When my horny hands touched her foot and, when I slid off her other nylon, my fingers tickled her foot, she giggled as if she was a little girl.
"Are you ticklish?" I looked at her with a devilish grin.
"Don't you dare tickle me. That's not fair," she said still hiding her breasts beneath her hands. "Stop it. No, please, don't."
I started tickling her feet and she was rolling around the bed laughing. Then, when I tickled her waist, she let go of her tits to grab my hands to stop me from tickling her. There they were, my patience rewarded, I hit the jackpot with the sight of her big breasts. Her tits were in plain sight for my ogling. Definitely a full C cup, she had beautiful tits and this sudden playful attentiveness from me must have aroused her sexually because her nipples were fully erect.
What is it with tits? They appear never to age. Unless breasts are really old, they always look so young. Her tits looked just like Lynn's tits, albeit not as proud. Even though she was sixty-years-old, 59-years-old actually, she looked like she had young tits.
I wanted to hold her tits in the palm of my hand and feel and caress her tits, while running the palm of my hand across her nipples. I so wanted to lean down and take her nipples in my mouth. I really wanted to suck her tits, while cupping her pussy through her panty. I couldn't stop staring at how beautiful and desirable she looked topless. Then, when I reached for her panties and she stopped me.
"I think that I can remove my own panties, thank you very much, Freddie. You've been a big help. Thank you."
"Are you sure?" I said not taking no for an answer, as I gradually continued inching them down.
"You're such a fresh boy. You've already seen my tits and now you're intent on seeing my pussy, are you not?"
A rhetorical question that I didn't dare answer, it turned me on to hear her say tits and pussy. Imagining she was my teacher, babysitter, older sister, aunt, or mother, my penis pulsated at the thought of her talking dirty to me in bed. I continued rolling down her panties until the top of her pubic hair was exposed and then just a little further until all of her pussy was revealed to my horny eyes.
Just as I had stripped Gwen, I had just stripped Lynn's mother. I looked up from her pussy and tits to look at her face. Looking at me wide eyed, she was flushed and she was breathing faster. Looking down at my horny hand, she watched me slowly removing her panties. With her hands by her sides and her tits still uncovered, I stared at her tits and then at her pussy again. With one quick pull, she was naked.
To be continued...
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Chapter 19
Freddie has sex with Dina Merrill and Angie Dickinson combined.
I was so horny and I had such an erection. I wanted to fuck her so bad. I wanted to lean down and kiss her and make out with her. I wanted to screw her like she has never been screwed before. I wanted to eat her while finger fucking her. Instead, now that I've seen Lynn's and Gwen's mom naked, I stood to leave. Somehow, with my erection standing straight out in my pants, I managed to stand.
"Well, good night."
Who said that? I couldn't believe that I was telling this naked, attractive, albeit older woman good night.
"Oh, no you don't Buster," she said. "What's fair for the goose is fair for the gander."
"What?"
"I'm standing here naked, big boy. You've seen me in my birthday suit," she said falling back on the bed and raising her arms and spreading her legs. "You've seen my tits, my ass, and my pussy," she said with her hands outstretched and up over her head. "Only my husband has had the pleasure of seeing me naked." She looked down at the obvious bulge in my pants. "Now, it's my turn to undress you and to see what you look like without clothes." She laughed a dirty, sexy laugh, "I want to see what my Lynn got to see."
I didn't dare tell her that both Jamie and Gwen got to see my cock, too. Then, she'd really think me perverted. Definitely thinking that I was only into younger women, which I was, she'd shut me out by closing her legs. Only, too horny not to throw her a bang, I wanted to accept her and not rebuff her.
"Marianne, really, this has gone far enough. This is embarrassing for me," I said lying. "You're Lynn's mother. You're going to regret this in the morning."
"I'll regret it more if I don't get to see you naked," she said with a dirty laugh, while staring at the bulge my cock made in my pants. "And if I don't get to see your cock."
With every dirty word she uttered, first tits, then ass, then pussy, and now cock, she was driving me wild with desire for her. Maybe it was the alcohol; maybe because she was there naked before me, and maybe it was a little because she reminded me so much of Lynn, I found it impossible to resist her and not to comply with her request to strip naked.
For someone who looked like her, who looked like Dina Merrill, and who had a body like Angie Dickinson had, for her to say tits, ass, pussy, and cock was erotically exciting. With that, she forced herself up and grabbed me by my waistband. Immediately, she had my t-shirt pulled up over my face and I felt her fingers unbuckling and unbuttoning my pants. By the time I removed my t-shirt, she had my pants unzipped and half-way down my thighs exposing my boxers.
"I figured you for briefs," she said with a laugh, while feeling my cock through my underwear.
I stepped out of my pants.
"There, satisfied, now? It's late. I'm going to bed. Good night."
"Oh, no you don't," she said reaching out for me.
Again, she pulled me forward by the waistband of my shorts and I fell forward on top of her. Suddenly, I felt her hand move down and fumble around. She reached in my boxer shorts and grabbed my erection. Lynn's Mom had her hand around my cock. Gwen's Mom was stroking my erection. Suddenly, I imagined how hot this would have been if she was my mother-in-law.
"Oh, you are a big boy. Now, I really know why my Lynn was attracted to you," she said running her fingertips across the head of my prick.
Again, I managed to stand and again she pulled me forward by my waistband only, this time, in one quick movement she had my boxers down around my knees. I fell forward and she was there waiting for me. In a quick movement, she slid her body down and took my cock in her mouth. Oh, my God, Lynn and Gwen's mom was blowing me. The warm wetness of her mouth felt incredible. I couldn't help but think that I was getting a blowjob from Dina Merrill. I couldn't believe that Lynn and Gwen's mother was giving me a blowjob. Having not even kissed her, never have I had my cock in a woman's mouth before kissing her first. This was a first.
She was devouring my cock, licking and sucking me, while moving her head back and forth. She was acting as if she hadn't had a cock in her mouth in years. I could feel her tongue twirling around the head of my prick as she sucked me, licked me, and stroked me with her hand. Certainly, it wasn't as good of a blowjob as the ones that Lynn, Jamie, and Gwen gave me. For an old broad, she was adept at sucking cock.
She removed me from her mouth, slid her body back up, and we French kissed. This time, no longer feigning resistance, it was mutual. She had pushed my buttons and I was ready to do her. I was feeling her everywhere. I felt her tits, fingered her nipples, felt her ass, and had my hand between her legs cupping her pussy, while fingering her clit and finger fucking her. Not as wet as her daughters, she was still wet enough for me to enter her.
"Fuck me, Freddie. Slam your big cock inside of me," she whispered in my ear. "I want to feel your big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy."
Oh, geez, she talks dirty. Obviously Lynn took after her mother. Well, that's it for me. With a naked, old broad on my guestroom bed and talking dirty to me, this is too much, a dream come true, and sex with her is inevitable.
"Oh, Marianne, baby, I can't wait to stuff my big cock in your pussy," I said wanting to be a participating contestant in her game of dirty, pillow talk.
Even though she was already wet, I figured she may have a problem with dryness so I fell between her legs. Maybe she's on hormone supplements, but I didn't see a problem with her being aroused. Still, since I was down there already, I was curious to know what her pussy tasted like, especially after having already eaten Lynn and Gwen's pussy. Licking and licking her, while fingering her, unable to tell the difference, she tasted the same as her daughters. Being that her pussy tasted like both her daughter, I pretended I was eating Lynn, instead of Gwen. After only a few minutes she reached down for me.
"Fuck me, Freddie," she said again. "I want to feel your big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy."
"Oh, yeah, baby talk dirty to me. You have no idea how much you're turning me on with your dirty talk."
She spread her legs and I mounted her. I felt her hand reach for my cock and direct it inside her pussy. She started humping me and I humped her back until we had a regular slow rhythm going that went faster as our sexual desire grew for one another. My cock was so hard and I was so horny. I continued fucking her for about fifteen minutes until I felt her stiffen beneath me. She cam quietly. Not even realizing she had an orgasm, it was weird. Maybe her generation didn't scream, but her daughters surely did, especially Gwen. Gwen was a real screamer, much like Jamie.
Somehow, I managed to coax her to my bed where I was more comfortable. Sometime during the early morning, we had sex again. She was insatiable. Then, that morning, she gave me the pleasure of my fantasy.
I was having this dream that I was getting this wonderful blowjob. I dreamt that a beautiful woman was sucking my cock. When I opened my eyes and looked down finally, Marianne was kneeling between my legs on the bed sucking my cock. Immediately, I reached out for her hanging tits. I love feeling hanging tits, while getting a blowjob. I love feeling the weight of them in the palm of my hand as my fingers explore her nipples. There's nothing like the feel of hanging tits, especially when the woman is blowing me.
I thought of Lynn sucking my cock. I thought of Jamie sucking my cock. I thought of Gwen sucking my cock. Now, I thought of Lynn and Gwen's mother sucking my cock. What could only eclipse Marianne blowing me is if she were my mother-in-law, but I never had a chance to get that far with Lynn. With all of those sexy thoughts in my mind, as soon as I cupped Marianne's big tits and fingered her erect nipples, I exploded. I couldn't believe that I just ejaculated in Marianne's mouth. When she felt me cumming, she took me deeper in her mouth and milked me more by applying more pressure with her lips while swirling her tongue around the head of my cock. She swallowed all of my cum and licked me clean afterwards. She gave me an incredible blowjob.
We lay there silently for some time holding one another. It felt different holding her than it did holding Lynn, Jamie or Gwen. She felt more like the fuzzy relaxed feeling that I get when I'm home alone sipping fine cognac whereas with the others, the younger women constantly talked at me fast, so fast that I had to focus to understand what it was they said. Besides, they said things from their generation that I didn't understand, didn't care about, and/or didn't connect with anyway. Having sex with someone half my age made me feel as if I was having a beer at a nightclub that played blaring music in the background and while trying to hold a conversation. Instead with Marianne, as homey comfortable as I was sexually excited, I felt as if I just had sex with my teacher, babysitter, aunt, or mother.
I had my arm around her with my hand in constant contact with her breast. I love tits and I loved her tits. She had wonderful tits and for a woman her age, surprisingly, they still felt firm and barely sagged. She had one hand on my chest playing with my chest hair, with her other hand around my cock. Her warm hand felt good around my cock. Lightly, she stroked me while running her finger tips over the head of my cock and switching to cup my balls with her palm. Then, she spoke.
"You are the only man besides my husband that I ever gave oral sex."
After what Jamie told me about her being a cougar and having had sex with younger men, I wondered if she was telling me the truth. Maybe she was telling the truth. Why would she lie?
"Really? Wow," I said not sure how to answer that.
I could have said congratulations, you are the 1,000th woman who has given me a blowjob, but somehow that wouldn't have gone over the same way. Suddenly, I had an image of balloons and confetti falling from the ceiling with an announcer holding a microphone and a sexy girl dressed in costume holding a banner that read, Congratulations on your 1,000th Blowjob.
"Before you were married, you never gave your boyfriend a blowjob."
"Good girls didn't suck cock back then."
"Good girls didn't suck cock? Of course they did, that's why they were deemed good girls," I said with a laugh.
Hearing Marianne saying cock was erotic. As if she was a Wellesley woman in the way of Diane Sawyer, she even enunciated her words like Dina Merrill. I suddenly pictured Dina Merrill saying cock only it was Marianne who said cock. I suddenly imagined Diane Sawyer giving me a blowjob. With her spitting out the nightly news so fast, I wondered if she swallowed.
"Did you at least give your old boyfriends a hand job?"
"I may have done that to a boyfriend or two when we went to the drive-in movie."
Suddenly, I had an image of Marianne looking much like Lynn when she was younger, unzipping some horny, pimply faced teenager, taking out his cock and clumsily giving him a hand job. I imagined him spurting cum all over her little, white gloved hand and she reaching in her purse to grab a tissue. It's funny the images I get when someone else is talking. Okay, now, we're talking dirty pillow talk. This is getting interesting.
"So, tell me, I'm curious, when you were at the drive-in movie, did you let them feel your tits?"
Again, I had the image of the pimply faced kid reaching his hand to her breast as he's kissing her, while hoping to score second base and feel some breast.
"Yes, of course, lots of boys felt my tits." She blushed and smiled. "I don't mean that how it sounded," she blushed again.
It's been a long time since I've been with a woman who blushed. Susan Riley, one of my first girlfriends, comes to mind after the first time she saw my cock, when I pulled it out and put it in her hand thirty years ago.
We were so young, barely nineteen. She blushed the entire time she held my cock. She sat there staring at it and never removing her hand and not even stroking me. She didn't know what to do, I guess. My cock was the first cock she ever held. I had to put my hand around her hand to show her how to stroke me. When I ejaculated, finally, and shot a wad of cum on her sweater, she screamed.
"Even though I was fairly popular and it was common for young men to try and feel a girl's breast, when we were dating. there weren't a lot of young men waiting in line to feel my breasts. Back then, busy with school, I had a reputation to keep, which the woman of today no longer care what reputation they have or don't have. They care more about their credit score than they do about their reputation. Back then, it was a game and a contest to score with a girl by feeling her breast and it was our responsibility to protect our reputation by not allowing our dates to get beyond first or second base, at least, until we were dating steadily and/or engaged, married even."
As soon as she said dating steadily, I thought of going steady. Boy that brought back memories of giving my best girl my high school ring.
"You must understand," she said. "My father didn't allow me to date until I was 18-years-old. It wasn't the way it is now then with morals so loose. Approved by my family, I was a virgin, when I married John, my one and only husband."
I couldn't believe I was talking sex with Lynn's Mom. Excitingly erotic, being with her naked, after we just had sex was surreal.
"Did you let them take your tits out and suck your nipples?"
"I don't know, Freddie," she said with a chuckle, "It was so long ago but, yes, I suppose. Remembering back, I'm quite sure that one or two of the young men who I took a fancy to had the good fortunate of sucking my tits, especially when I was attending college."
Again, I had the image of that pimply faced kid feeling Marianne's naked tits and fingering her nipples, before sucking her them.
"Now, can we stop this talk? It's a bit disturbing for me to tell you so many personal and private thoughts."
Geez, just when I was getting to the good part. I was just about to ask her about if she allowed any boys to touch her pussy and get to third base. Funny how a woman who just sucked my cock. allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed was uncomfortable sharing her personal and private thoughts.
"Yeah, sure, I can get carried away a bit. Dirty, pillow talk is a turn on for me."
We got quiet all of a sudden. There was an uncomfortable awkwardness in the way that happens, when you awaken sober after doing something stupid when drunk. I really wanted to continue with the dirty, pillow talk. Now, I didn't know what the Hell to say? So, how about those Red Sox? Nah, that wouldn't work, besides, she's from New York and if she follows baseball, she's a Yankees fan, no doubt. Then, she returned to the subject of blowjobs and blurted out this gem.
"You're the first man, including my husband who ever ejaculated in my mouth." She looked at me. "That was the first time that I ever tasted sperm and the first time that I swallowed."
Oh, geez, does this mean that we are engaged? At first, she made me uncomfortable by saying that. To me, it was no big deal cumming in a woman's mouth. Sperm? Only a 60-year-old woman would call cum sperm. Yet, when she said that I was the first man to cum in her mouth, it excited me and, for good measure, I wanted to cum in her mouth again.
For me, it was expected. I would have been more surprised and certainly more disappointed if she didn't want me to cum in her mouth and instead asked me to cum on her tits. Today, cumming on a woman's tits is like kissing your sister. I'm glad she made an exception to her rule of not cumming in her mouth. Did she want me to feel indebted to her or was she telling me that I was special, special enough that when her husband kicked off, I was next on her list of potential husbands. Boy, now, that would be awkward being Gwen's stepdad. I suddenly got an image of me parenting Gwen.
'Gwen, did you brush your teeth and tongue after your blew your boyfriend, after he ejaculated in your mouth, and after you tossed your girlfriend's salad?'
'Yes, stepfather.'
Suddenly, I had this image of bending Gwen over my knee after she had been bad, very bad, lifting up her skirt, pulling down her panty, and spanking her. Yet, I already did that.
'Harder,' I imagined her saying.
I looked at her shocked that not only was I the second man she has ever blown, but that I'm the first man who ever ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed. She could have fooled me. She was so good at it. A natural born cocksucker, instinctively, she did everything right. The swirling action with her tongue, the feel of her lips and the pressure she applied on my cock, along with the feeling of my cock in her mouth was Heavenly. Even when thinking about Diane Sawyer blowing me, I couldn't have asked for a better blowjob.
Reality quickly returned me to what she said about me being not only the first man besides her husband that she has ever blown but also the first man she has allowed to cum in her mouth.
"Really? I'm the first man who every ejaculated in your mouth?"
"Yeah," she said looking over at me, "really. I've never tasted cum before."
"After all the years you've been married, I can't believe your husband never ejaculated in your mouth? I just find that so hard to believe that he wouldn't want you to do that and you refusing him."
"Oh, no, never. I never refused him. I wanted to suck his cock only he never allowed me to suck his cock" she said, "he's a bit old fashioned when it comes to sex." She looked away from me. "He thought that too much of a dirty thing to do with his wife's mouth, the mother of his children." She smiled. "He said blowjobs are what prostitutes do and not wives."
"So, he's been with prostitutes?"
"My husband?" She looked at me shocked that I would ask such a thing and then with a perplexed look on her face, as if she was wondering about it for the first time, she said, "Oh, no, at least, I certainly hope not."
"I don't think that I've ever been with a woman who didn't allow me to cum in her mouth. I've been with a couple of women who didn't swallow and one who spit it out all over me. That was quite a surprised mess, but they all swallowed."
"Well, I'm from a different time where good girls didn't give blowjobs and good girls never allowed a man to cum in her mouths."
"It makes me glad that I wasn't born back then," I said with a laugh.
She fell quiet again before volunteering more information about her personal sex life with her husband.
"John hasn't been able to get an erection for some years now." She looked at me. "He's 69, much older than me, and he can't take Viagra because of his heart condition."
"That's too bad," I said. "Viagra is a miracle drug, I hear," I said. "I've never used it myself," I said lying. Had it not been for Viagra, I never could have satisfied Lynn, Jamie, Lynn and Jamie, Gwen, Jamie and Gwen, and now Marianne.
Never letting go of my cock, the only time she removed her hand from my cock was to switch hands from holding it with her left hand to holding it with her right hand. She fondled my cock as we talked and it felt wonderful.
"It's been a long time since I had a cock in my hand," she said looking down at my stiffening prick, "and longer since I have had a hard cock in my hand," she said with a laugh. She removed her hand from my cock to turn my head and we kissed. "You are a wonderful lover. I wanted to give you pleasure as your reward for giving me so much pleasure."
Different from the younger women that I've recently had sex with, I found it erotic to be intimate with an older woman. She was refreshingly different. More appreciative of all the attention that I paid her, she was gentler and less athletic. Yet, what she lacked in stamina she made up for in passion. Much like me in that regard, perhaps she figured, that I may be the last person she may be intimate with for the rest of her life.



It felt good knowing that I could take my time with her and enjoy and remain longer in the moment of the afterglow with the help of a hug, a kiss, and a cuddle in-between the sexual intercourse. I didn't feel pressured need to perform, as I did with younger women.
When I was with Lynn, Jamie, and Gwen, I was always trying to prove that I could still give them a good fuck, as good if not better than their younger lovers. I had nothing to prove with Marianne. A refined woman, in the way of an expensive, French wine of superior vintage that begged the drinker to sip and savor, instead of a bottle of cheap Champagne that had been shaken and popped its cork prematurely in a quick gush and guzzled, she was a quality bed partner.
Still, she was more lady like than were the younger women and I dared not take liberties that I would have not thought twice about taking with Lynn, Jamie or Gwen. Such as, never would I walk up behind her and grope her ass or grab her tits. She'd take it as a violation, as opposed to the younger women taking it as a playful reaction. Sexual games that I'd ordinarily play with my younger lovers, I imagined were of no interest and served no purpose to her. On the other hand, I felt that my conversation with her was guarded. I repressed more thoughts than I verbalized for fear of insulting her. I had no such fear of that with Lynn, Jamie or Gwen. Short of calling them whores, which I'd never do, there was not much else that I couldn't say to them.
I realized that even though it was fun having sex with Marianne, just as it was with her daughter Gwen, I wouldn't want a steady diet of either of them. After a while, I'd be bored, sexually frustrated, and be looking for hotter and younger action, in the case of Marianne, and older action in the case of Gwen and Jamie. As expected, I began getting a little melancholy thinking about the end of the weekend when she was expected to leave and I was alone again. I've grown to hate being alone. I truly need a woman in my life. I held her closer until she left me to go to the bathroom.
After a while, I heard the shower running and decided to do something totally unexpected. Being that she was leaving and, no doubt, I'd never see her again, especially naked, I wanted to shock her. I was curious to see her reaction. When I opened the bathroom door, instinctively, Marianne covered herself with her hands and arms. I laughed at her modesty and she did, too.
Even though I saw her naked in bed with me, it is different to see her standing there in the shower naked. She looked good. She looked really good. Her stomach was toned and flat but for a very small, almost indistinguishable pot belly and her curves were more womanly. I noticed that she had some gray pubic hair.
"Well, I'm not sure why I did that, cover myself like that," she said with an uncomfortable laugh. "You've already seen every bit of me up close and personal."
I took the soap from her and started soaping her up. As I had done with Gwen. I paid special attention to her dirty parts, her tits, ass, and pussy.
"You're dirty, so very dirty," I said and she laughed. "You require a good scrubbing to get clean."
Hey, I was having a good time with my hand and the soap and she was getting nice and clean at the same time. The way that I looked at it, it was a win/win situation, rub a dub, dub, Freddie is rubbing Marianne in the tub. Besides, she seemed to enjoy the attention that her naked body received from my skilled hands and fingers. Then, it was her turn.
"My cock is so very dirty, yes, very dirty indeed."
I handed her the soap and she lathered me up real good paying special attention to my cock, ass, and balls. It felt good to have her soap up my cock. It was erotic when she gently cupped my balls washing them and as soon as she lathered up my ass crack, I thought of Gwen on her knees in the shower tossing my salad. I could just imagine the look on her face if I asked Marianne, a Dina Merrill clone, to toss my salad? Boy if she did, that would start up a whole new conversation. I could hear her say, you are the first man' salad I ever tossed. Still, I liked the feeling of her slippery hand stroking my cock in the shower while we kissed and as I felt her tits and fondled her nipples.
When we finished showering we returned to the bedroom to get dressed. I watched her put on her panties and then her bra. I could tell that she was not accustomed to dressing in front of her husband, because she turned her back to me as she dressed. It was funny the difference in generations. Just as Gwen's generation explored sex without feeling guilty, Marianne's generation was hung up on nudity, and that made me curious about the comment that Lynn made that her entire family could have been nudist. Now, I figured she must have been talking about herself and her sister and surely not her mother. Perhaps, her mother gave them the impression of being more open with her nudity, so as to not give them sexual hang-ups, as her generation surely had.
Still, this sudden shyness about her nudity was curious. After being sexually intimate with one another, she should feel more comfortable with me by now, I'd think. She did allow me to soap her up real good without trying to stop me. I touched her everywhere over and again. That was fun and that was hot and she appeared to have enjoyed the physical attention. Maybe having sexual relations broke down the barrier of how a nudist otherwise feels about her body and maybe she felt uncomfortable, a rather weird phenomenon.
Maybe having been intimate with one another was what we both needed to get through the loss of Lynn. Maybe, that would explain why she is suddenly a bit unnerved for me to see her naked, now that she's sober and not drunk. I'd think that it would have been the opposite and that she'd have no inhibitions left. Who knows, it doesn't matter really, it's just idle thoughts about the sexual behavior of people that I will never understand, but will always contemplate.
Besides, this would probably be the last time that I ever saw her. My contact with her was through her daughter Lynn and now with Lynn dead, there was no reason for her to see me again. The only reason why she made this pilgrimage from Rochester to Massachusetts was because she was curious about me, that it gave her some closure with her daughter's death, and because she felt guilty that her husband had banned me from attending the funeral.
Never in a million years, I'm willing to wager, did she think she would find herself in bed with me or did she? How did that all this come about, actually? Alcohol played a major role, but still, this weekend was bizarre. These past couple of weeks have been bizarre with first Gwen and now Marianne, and then, before that with the sexual affair with Jamie.
She continued dressing next putting on a button blouse. Then, she slipped on her garter belt. It was kind of an unwieldy contraption seeing it without the nylons attached; it did not appear very sexy. She pulled up her knee length skirt over her garter belt. I waited until she sat on the bed to put on her nylons before pulling her back to me and kissing her.
I was still naked and had no intention getting dressed so soon. I wanted to make love to her, again. I didn't want her to get dressed. I still wanted to play. Not wanting to be alone with my bad self, I didn't want her to go. I figured that it may be a while before I took on another lover and I wanted to make the most of it with her, my Dina Merrill clone.
If there's one thing I enjoy, it's feeling a woman through her clothes and my hands were all over her tits while we kissed. Her nipples instantly responded and she began kissing me breathlessly. I was getting to her and she responded by touching, feeling, and stroking my cock. I reached beneath her skirt and between her legs feeling her panty clad pussy. It excited me to touch the silk fabric of her panty that covered her moist mound. Slowly, I moved my finger along her panty and along her pussy lips before reaching my hand inside her panty. My fingers found her clit and as I teased her with my fingers, I reached deeper inside and finger fucked her until she started wiggling her ass. She was so quiet. All the while my mind imagined that I was feeling up Dina Merrill the way she looked 40 years ago.
"Let me hear what you feel? It is a turn on to hear you react to my touches."
Almost silently, she started moaning. More sexual hang-ups from her generation, still, for someone from that age bracket, she wasn't as hung-up. This was my favorite, kissing and feeling her through her clothes. Already, I had a nice erection and I moved her hand back on my cock. She surprised me when she leaned down and took me in her mouth. I guess my previous assumption was correct about her wanting to make the most of this visit, too. My cock probably would be the last cock she sucked, unless, of course, years from now, she found herself in one of those co-ed nursing homes with a horny, old, man named Mr. Peepers.
"Come on, Baby. What are you saving it for? Give it up."
I could see her being the star of the nursing home and sucking off some of her retired new friends with them writing her room number on the men's room stall. For a good time, go to room eleven and ask for Marianne. I could see her becoming quite the swinger in her old age, finally celebrating the sexual revolution, albeit a bit too late. I could see the other women being jealous of her Dina Merrill beauty and her sexual prowess.
"Did you see Marianne last night with Mr. Peepers? It was scandalous. Who does she think she is, Dina Merrill?"
She removed my cock from her mouth and I pulled her up to me. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to see her tits again. I wanted to suck her nipples. I began unbuttoning her blouse and felt the weight of her tit through her bra. My fingers found the impression that her nipples made and I took each one of them in my fingers through the fabric of the satin material gently pulling them out to full erection.
"I need to suck your nipples," I whispered in her ear. With that, she removed her blouse and I unhooked and removed her bra. I liked sucking her tits. She had such wonderful tits.
I so wanted to talk dirty to her. I so wanted her to talk dirty to me. I decided to verbalize my thoughts.
"I love your tits. I love sucking your nipples." I could tell by her silence that my talking dirty did nothing for her.
Then, I removed her panties, but not her garters. When I mounted her, she reached her hand down and inserted me. She was wet, but not sopping like Jamie, Gwen or Lynn. Still, she was wet enough that I entered her with ease, probably because having given birth to two children she was bigger than the Jamie, Gwen, and Lynn. Still, those little girls were quite experienced although, I never thought of Lynn as being experienced, just gently used and slightly sexually experienced, that is, until I came along.
Then, it hit me that I was fucking Lynn and Gwen's mother. Suddenly, I felt like the degenerate that I am, and that I was taking advantage of her. Yet, she was so very attractive even if she was sixty-years-old. Yeah, she had a few stretch marks and more wrinkles than both her daughters combined, but she could still make love, and she was still very desirable. Sexually and sensually, she was still hot. She still knew how to screw and she moved her hips to the rhythm of my humping. Definitely, she was still sexy for an old broad.
Besides, I needed her now and I needed this. It was more than just sex. It was companionship and someone to talk to and to pass the time with, but even with that, it was more than that. Marianne was not just anyone, she was Lynn's Mom.
After making love to Gwen, Lynn's sister, Jamie, Lynn's best friend, and now, Marianne, Lynn's Mom, I felt closer to Lynn than ever before. Truly, albeit too late, I felt as if I knew Lynn better than I did before she died. Obviously, I needed to have sex with Lynn's best friend, her sister, and her mother to get through the death of her. And now after being intimate with Marianne, I dreaded her leaving me alone with my grief over her daughter.
To be continued...
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Chapter 20
Lynn's spirit returns to Freddie for one final good-bye
I still missed Lynn. She was gone, gone forever, and never to return. Death is so final. Or is it? Who's to know? No one dead has ever returned to tell us what it's like to die. Or have they? Are the dead here, now, among us in a parallel dimension and we just don't know it? Do the dead walk beside us and we just can't see them, hear them, and touch them?
There are some who claim that the dead walk among us. There are some who claim they feel them. There are some who claim they see them. There are some who claim that they talk to the dead. What's the deal with that? Do you believe in life after death? Is it true that we don't die, we never die? I don't know. Now, that Lynn is among the dead, just as I'd like to feel her, see her, and talk to her again, I'd like to believe that she's out there somewhere waiting for me. It would give me great comfort to know that I could meet up with her again, one day.
Yet, if the dead are here, do they protect us? Are they our angels? Are my grandfather, grandmother, mother, father, and every relative and everyone who I ever knew and who has died, here with me now looking over my shoulder as I type this story? Are they my welcoming committee to ease me from life to death? And what happens to those who have lived a bad life and an evil existence? Is there no one to help them make the transition from Earth to Hell? Do they die alone? How awful is that? Maybe we all die alone. Maybe, in the way that we don't remember anything before we were born, there's just nothing when we die.
I know my Lynn is in Heaven. I know she's there now surrounded by angels and visiting with relatives, friends, and acquaintances and all those who have passed before her. Only, I wish she'd give me a sign, anything to make me know that she's okay. Suddenly, there was a huge crash in the living room and the dogs were barking wildly. It sounded like someone had broken a window to break in the house.
I left Marianne alone to check on what made the noise. The picture that I had taken of Lynn with Seymour and had blown up and framed fell from the wall. Asked and answered, there was my sign. I figured Lynn was here and she was unhappy with me for having sexual relations with her mother, her sister, and, probably, with Jamie too. Although, since, we both had sex with Jamie, I figured she wouldn't be angry over that.
Who knows? Maybe, she's jealous. I don't know. Suddenly, I felt as if I had been cheating on her, even though she was dead. Suddenly, I felt that I had stained our love and sullied her image of me. I felt that I had disappointed her. I figured the dropped picture was my wakeup call.
I wouldn't have slept with her sister and/or her mother and Jamie for that matter had we all not been grieving. I wouldn't have slept with any of them had I not hated being alone and lonely. Besides, we all found life bearable when we comforted one another. Sure, we could have hugged one another and talked, but being sexually intimate with one another was what helped us to forget, if only for an hour or two.
Considering that I couldn't think about anything else when in the throes of making love and about to cum, having sex with those close to her made me feel better. Making love is one of the few times that I forget the past and live in the present. Making love is one of the few times where life suddenly becomes bearable to make me want to continue living it. Making love gives me hope by exchanging my sadness for happiness. Never have I been sad or unhappy while making love.
As soon as I entered the living room, I felt it. Filled with her spirit, the house was energized. The dogs were wild. I've never experienced anything like this before. I could feel it. I could feel her. It was surreal. It was magical. It was mystical. I felt as if I was at a séance, only I didn't have to summon the dead. She was already here.
The hair on my arms stood up and I had goose bumps everywhere. I put the dogs out. They didn't want to stay in the house and I couldn't calm them down. When they weren't howling, they were cowering and shaking. Within the confines of the fenced backyard, they were happy to go outside and to go as far away from the house and from the ghost, as their legs would take them.
Animals know when something paranormal happens. They have a sixth sense of such things better than humans do. Animals listen to their instincts, whereas we dumb humans ignore them and suffer the consequences of not depending on and listening to our natural warning system when danger presents itself. Sometimes, in that regard, an animal, especially a dog, is smarter than we are. Whereas, we'll remain to confront a stranger or an unknown danger, an animal, with a stronger senses of self-preservation, will flee rather than fight and, most times, won't fight until cornered.
I debated telling Marianne about the presence I felt. She might think me odd and/or crazy. Besides, I didn't want to unduly upset her. I didn't want to make her feel guilty for allowing herself to let down her inhibitions and find comfort from her grief and sadness while in my arms for sex. Definitely, I thought better of telling her that Gwen found the same comfort with me too. Being a mother, Gwen's mother and knowing her daughter as only a mother does, I figured she knew or suspected that already, anyway.
I picked up the picture and placed it behind the sofa. Then, I picked up all the broken glass. I figured that I'd see if Marianne felt the presence of her daughter. I figured that would save me from thinking that I had lost my mind over losing Lynn. I figured that if Marianne sensed the presence of Lynn, then we'd discuss our thoughts. If she said nothing, then I'd keep quiet about what happened, about what I felt, and what I sensed.
Some people believe that the spirit of the dead returns to visit the living. Some people believe in ghosts. Some people believe in reincarnation. Some people want to believe and find comfort in the hope that their loved one is not dead but still alive somewhere in space, in time, and in another dimension.
Perhaps, they find solace in the fact that, even though they can't see or touch the dead, if they feel they are here with them, then just talking to he or she gives them comfort. Some people don't believe, don't want to believe, and would rather face the finality of the death of their loved one now, so that they can grieve, forget, and continue forward with their lives without them. Whichever way is not the wrong way, it's just their way.
Then, there are those who go through life oblivious. They feel nothing. They sense nothing. They believe in the here and the now and not in life thereafter. They believe that once they're gone, they're gone. Those are the non-believers, the people who don't believe that there's a God. They don't believe that Heaven and Hell exists. Who's to say which is right? What does it matter? Whichever way you believe or don't believe is what gives us comfort when we die.
Many who face death and who have the time before they die, suddenly, switch their beliefs. Suddenly, hoping there is, they believe in God, in Heaven, and in Hell. Suddenly, they don't want to die with the knowledge that this is it and once they're gone they're gone. Too final to believe that, it's more comforting to think that when we die we fly up to Heaven to live eternity in bliss.
I'm not one of those nonbelievers. I believe in God and in Heaven. I believe in the Devil and in Hell. I'm not oblivious to Lynn's spirit. I can feel and I can sense her presence. I know she's here with me, now. Yet, for how long is the question.
Did she return to see if I was okay? Did she return because she was looking for her mother and not me and returned here because her mother is here with me, now? Did she return when Gwen visited or when Jamie returned for the second time? I don't know. I didn't feel her then in the way that I feel her now. Did Gwen and Jamie bring her here with them. Did she linger here, once they came and after they left? I don't know. Is she stuck here with me forever? I just don't know. What I do know is that I feel her and know she's here with me, now.
Silently, I prayed for her soul to be lifted to Heaven. As troubling as all this supposition is, I'd rather have the sense of her here than to have nothing and no feeling of her presence, as I did before. As disturbing as it is to have a picture fly off the wall and have the dogs go wild, I'd rather have them here to let me know that they sense her, too. Otherwise, without the picture falling from the wall and the dogs whining, barking, howling, cowering, and shivering, I may have miss the feeling of her and not realize that she is about. Seemingly, the dogs are my early warning detection between the worlds of the living and the dead.
As horrible was her death with the sudden and final loss of her, I'm glad she's here now for whatever the reason. Maybe I can influence her to stay. Maybe we can come to some arrangement where she'll stay here with me and wait here with me, until it's my time to go off with her. Maybe she's meant to be with me forever throughout life and death. Maybe we're eternal soul mates, spirits who transcend life and death and who travel in worlds that we don't even know yet exist.
"Lynn, if you're here. I love you." I listened waiting for a response and hoping for a sign that she was here. "I'm sorry that I slept with Gwen. Truly, I'm sorry that I slept with your sister." Again, I listened, waiting for a response from her and hoping for a sign of her presence. "I'm sorry that I slept with Jamie. Only, you must understand that having sex with Jamie didn't matter. It was just sex. It was just the two of us finding comfort in whatever way we could to feel closer to you."
Again, I gave her the opportunity to come forward, as she had that night when she died. I waited to see if she'd show herself to me, as she did before. Waiting and listening, I continued talking to her, even after I heard no response and felt and sensed nothing.
"I'm sorry that I slept with your mother. Just as with Jamie, with Gwen and your mother, it was the three of us finding comfort. I was the conduit. I was the attraction. They came here to me. They sought me out in my loneliness and in my despair. We all helped one another to live through another day without you. Do you understand? I hope you do."
Again, I listened, waiting for a response and hoping for a sign of her presence. But for the ticking of the clock and the sound of the rustling leaves from the breeze that blew through the trees outside, it was so very quiet and so very still. I waited hoping she'd let me know that she was there with me. I looked around the expanse of the big room searching for a sign and looking for anything that told me that I was correct in my instincts. I closed my eyes, put my head back, and focused my mind on the hereafter hoping to hear her voice.
"I felt her, too."
"Jesus, Marianne, you scared the shit out of me." I flopped down in my chair. I was so lightheaded. My heart pounded in my chest. I thought I was going to faint. At that moment in time, Marianne's voice sounded exactly like her daughter Lynn. "Oh, my God, I thought it was Lynn talking to me from beyond."
"I'm sorry, Freddie," said Marianne stepping in the room and taking a chair across from me. "I felt her, too," she said looking around the living room and up at the ceiling. "As soon as I walked in your house, I knew she was here with you. I didn't want to say anything for fear you'd think me crazy. I was waiting for you to say something." She looked around the room again and up at the ceiling. "The sense of her is unbelievable and undeniable. She's here. I know she is. She's always been here."
"You did? Really? You felt her? You think she's here?"
I gave her a hard look wondering if she really felt her or if she was just saying that to make me feel better and not wanting me to think that I was crazy and had lost my mind over the death of her daughter.
"She's here, Freddie, she's here" she said, again looking around the room as would a psychic. "I know my daughter. I feel her. She's here with you now," she said with tears flowing from her eyes.
Again, the hair stood up on my arms and I had goose bumps and a cold chill.
She spotted the broken picture lying behind the sofa.
"There's your sign," she said pointing to the picture. "I imagine that was all she could give you to—"
"The night she died," I said wiping the tears from my eyes. I paused for what felt like an eternity before I spoke again. "She was here."
"Here?" She reached in the pocket of her bathrobe for a tissue. "What do you mean?"
"She came to me," I said taking a big breath and looking up at the ceiling not wanting to cry. "She came to me that night after she died," I said looking at her and making eye contact. "She was here," I said allowing the tears to fall from my eyes like water falling from a faucet.
Marianne lightly sobbed in her tissue. I wanted to go to her and comfort her but I needed to finish the story. I needed to tell her what happened that night. I needed to do it now, while I still had the strength and this was the right time to do it.
"I thought it was her coming home. I didn't think anything of it. I even heard the key in the door at least, I thought I did. Maybe, I imagined I did. I don't know. I don't know what's real anymore." I looked over at her, again. "I remember it was a surreal night, a night with a full moon and with a sudden strong wind that picked up just before she arrived." I took a breath and relaxed. "Now, I know what they mean when they say, look what the wind blew in because the spirit of her came riding in on that wind."
I looked over at her crying and she looked up at me. The look in her eyes told me that she wanted me to continue. She wanted to hear what I had to say and she wanted to know more about what happened that night after the death of her daughter.
"She greeted the dogs downstairs. I heard the familiar playfulness of the dogs in the way they both act around her. They loved her. Yet, the funny thing is, even though she was greeting them, giving them love, and playing with them, I never heard her voice. Distinctly, I remember trying to listen to hear the sound of her voice but I didn't hear it. As if her voice was far off, I heard her voice in my mind.
I looked over at Marianne for a sign that she wanted me to continue. I know what I was telling her was bittersweet. It was just as upsetting as it was comforting to tell the mother about her deceased daughter's first moments of death after life.
"Please, continue, I want to hear what you have to say. I must know what happened that night. Anything you can share with me now is a comfort and may mean so much to me later."
I nodded my head.
"Then, she came upstairs to the bedroom, undressed, and came to bed." I folded and unfolded my hands trying to remember every detail. It felt as if it was yesterday. Yet, it feels as if it was so long ago. My mind, maybe because of the grief, was dense with the memories of her. "I remember that she didn't turn on the light, which was odd for her. She always had lights blazing," I said with a chuckle. "I was always going around turning off lights after she left a room."
"Yeah, both my daughters think that I have stock in the electric company." We shared a laugh before I continued.
"She undressed in the dark, but I saw her silhouette and when she came to bed...I'm trying to remember. I remember touching her but not touching her, feeling her but not feeling her. Whatever the sense of her was, I now realized that it wasn't in my mind and all my imagination. She was really here." I looked at her. "Do you know what I mean? It was by rote and by the memory of her in the way that we made love. Yes, I made love to her ghostly spirit. Still, it was her spirit and it was her."
I got up to get more tissues. I took some and handed the box to Marianne. I looked at her before continuing. I realized that I was sitting on the edge of my chair, tense and upset. Instead, I should be happy that she's here with me. I leaned back in the comfort of my recliner, took a deep breath, and tried to relax.
"We made love and it was the best ever." I looked over at Marianne. "Sorry."
"No, please, that's okay. I need to know everything that you can remember. Please."
"Only, she seemed so very upset and I remember her being so very cold. Actually, I knew she was upset because she never spoke to me. Always, especially when we're making love, she's the chatty one. And I so much enjoyed that about her, about talking with her and sharing all of my thoughts with her. Not that night, though, she was surreally quiet. She didn't say a word and I didn't press her to speak.
I remember that I figured she had a spat with you, her father, Gwen or Jamie, which would explain why she was home prematurely. I knew she was upset over something, unbeknownst to me at the time, she was upset over her death, no doubt, now in hindsight. I didn't press her to talk. We just held one another falling asleep until when I awoke with a start and Jamie was there sitting on my bed telling me that there had been a horrible accident."
"She came back to you, Freddie. She loved you," she said reaching over and taking hold of my hand. "She must have really loved you to do whatever she had to do to find her way back to you. I'm so sorry for not overruling my husband and allowing you to come to her funeral."
"No matter, she's here with me now. I can feel her. Only, I don't know how much time she has to stay. I don't know if she's here for good or temporarily. I don't know. I don't know anything."
Marianne sat quietly staring off in the room. She was smiling. She looked happy. She looked the happiest that I have seen her since she first arrived, then, she spoke.
"I'm glad she's returned, even if only in this form. I'm glad she's home with you now for however long." She turned to me. "With the spirit of her here it's no longer so final a farewell. Now, I feel that I may have a chance to communicate with her." She gave me a smile.
"I feel better knowing she's still around helping me to adjust to her death. I don't feel as empty, as I did before," I said.
She smiled again while looking up at the ceiling before setting her sight on me.
"I'm so glad that I came here for a visit and had a chance to meet you. Although, I never would have expected us to get so close so soon," she said with a laugh. "Yet, after what we went through with Lynn's death, it is understandable that we both sought comfort in whatever form, even sex." She looked at me and smiled. "Sex is part of life after all."
"Well, I am glad you were here to experience the feeling of her presence. Otherwise, had I been alone and the only one feeling her here, I'd be questioning my sanity. All of us, Gwen, Jamie, you and I have been walking around like zombies without energy and with bags under our eyes since Lynn died. Now, that Lynn has returned and is here with me, we can continue on with our lives knowing that she's okay. "
To be continued...
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Chapter 21
For those who believe reincarnation, Heaven can wait
Yes, I can feel my Lynn," said Marianne looking around the room. "I feel her energy," she said inhaling deeply, putting back her head and wrapping her arms around herself. "I feel her spirit. I know she's here," she closed her eyes and said with a smile. Then, when she opened her eyes, she looked sad and she suddenly appeared older. "It's going to be hard for me to leave knowing that she's here."
"We don't know how long she'll stay, Marianne. Maybe, it's a temporary thing."
I didn't know what else to say to comfort her. I was hurting too much to help her through her grief when I couldn't help myself through mine. Maybe together we were helping one another more than we realized. Maybe the sex that we had helped us more than we knew.
"I'm just glad she's here," said Marianne.
"They say when people die tragically, suddenly, and instantly that they return to the place where they died or return to the place where they had peace and happiness and haunt there. She was happy when we were together. I've heard that those who have died instantly, don't know that they're dead and need someone, a medium to help them along their way to find their final resting place."
"Yeah, I heard that too," she said looking at me and waiting for me to continue.
"Maybe, it is unfair to Lynn and selfish of me, but I wouldn't hire a medium to help her along her way. I'd rather she stayed here with me in whatever form, even as a ghost, a spirit, an apparition, a feeling, a sensation, or whatever. I hope she'll stay here with me until it's my time to go. Then, perhaps, I can show her the way."
I looked around the room and then focused my attention back to Marianne when she started talking again.
"I now know how you feel about having her around as a spirit when you said that it's no longer so final a farewell," she said. "It's somehow comforting to know that she's here even as an apparition or some form of energy, even if it is just a feeling imagined or real. Sensing her gives me comfort."
"At least, now, I don't feel that I'm alone. At least, now, I feel that I have someone to talk to other than the dogs," I said.
"Somehow, I feel that we were brought her here, Gwen, Jamie, and me," she said giving me a satisfied smile. "Perhaps, we were the magnet that attracted her home to you and maybe, she'll stay here with you until you can handle her leaving. Maybe, her purpose being here is to help all of us through our grieving period. The sadness of our loss is holding her here and once we're all at peace with the death of her, then she'll leave and forever rest in peace." She made the sign of the cross. "Amen."
"Amen," I said. "You may be onto something with that logic. She may have been following you guys around from place to place until you deposited her here with me. For all I know, she may leave here when you leave and follow you home," I said with sadness.
"I don't think she will," said her mother. "I think she'll stay here with you. This was her home with you and the dogs. I can feel that she was happy here." She looked over at me. "She returned here for you. She knows that you're the one who's hurting the most. She knows that you needed her to return."
She made me cry and I wiped the tears away from my eyes with my hand. I don't usually cry, but I felt better after releasing some tears over Lynn, finally. With men not supposed to cry, being a man, I thought I was strong. I thought I was beyond crying over Lynn, but being a man had nothing to do with how I felt. Without a doubt, even after the months that passed since her death, I was still grieving the loss of her, as if it had just happened yesterday.
It was later that evening after Marianne had left and had been on the road for a few hours that she called me on her cell phone.
"Freddie, I just wanted to let you know that the feeling of Lynn is gone. She's not with me. She didn't follow me home. Is she still there with you?"
"Yes, she's still here. I feel her even stronger than before."
I heard her softly sobbing.
"Well, I'm glad," she said with shaking voice through her tears. "Listen, this is our little secret. Okay? I don't want the rest of the family to think we're crazy. Not everyone believes in ghosts, especially my husband. He'd think that I lost my mind or was being hysterical and needed therapy," she said with a laugh and a sniffle.
"Yeah, sure, I understand. You take care, Marianne. You have my number. You can call me anytime and anytime you want to come for another visit, just give me a call."
Suddenly, I pictured Marianne falling asleep on the couch drunk. I pictured undressing Marianne before she undressed me. I pictured having sex with Lynn and Gwen's mother. I remembered the shower scene and the sex we had after. Sure, she can come for a visit anytime.
"Thank you, Freddie; that means a lot to me."
"Listen," I said, "if you feel her with you, please call me."
"Yes, certainly, I will."
"Bye, Marianne."
"Good-bye, Freddie.
Over time, the feeling of Lynn came and went, sometimes stronger and other times weaker. Sometimes I felt her for only a few minutes before the feeling of her faded away while other times she was there with me most of the day. When she was there, I felt her looking over my shoulder. The feeling of her blowing on my neck or in my ear was nerve racking. I could imagine her laughing when annoying me like that.
Certainly, I felt her presence stronger when her mother was here. Yet, even though the feeling of her there came and went, always, she was there with the advent of some anniversary, such as, our first date and our first kiss. She returned for her birthday and for my birthday. I know she was here when Seymour got loose and was nearly hit by a car that stopped just in time. I know that Lynn saved Seymour's life. Then, for the longest time, I felt nothing. She stopped coming to see me.
I tried to feel her by closing my eyes and concentrating on the memory of her. On those days when I was so alone and lonely and missed her so terribly much, I tried summoning her by concentrating on the image of her and holding her picture or something that belonged to her and that she cherished. When she didn't materialize, I feared she was gone for good.
I needed her here with me even if only as a ghostly spirit or as a feeling or a sense of something skulking around the house. After the orgy of physical and sexual contact with Jamie, Gwen, and Marianne was over, I was so sad, so lonely, and so empty with the loss of her. It was comforting when I felt her here with me. When she wasn't around, I was depressed. I felt so alone and so lonely without hearing her voice and her laugh and without feeling her body next to mine in bed as we spooned. Never did she return to me, as she did the night of her death. That night was our last intimate time together and a memory that I'll cherish for the rest of my life.
It was such a bittersweet experience to feel her there with me one day and then not to feel her at all the next. I had no control of when she'd come, when she'd go, and how long she'd stay. I wondered if she was out in Rochester visiting Marianne or in Boston visiting Gwen or Jamie. Maybe she was in Heaven, finally, where she belonged.
Still, Marianne said she'd call me if she felt Lynn's presence there with her and I never doubted that she'd call me to let me know. I suspected, though, that Lynn would make less visits, as more time passed. A gradual process of mourning her again, days turned into weeks and weeks into months without feeling the presence of Lynn. Finally, I figured she wouldn't return again. She was gone for good and all that I had left of her were memories.
I made a pilgrimage out to Rochester to visit her grave selfishly hoping that it would stir her to return home with me. I took a stool with me and sat there for couple of hours talking to her with the dogs. I would have stayed longer, but it started thundering before it started raining, really pouring, and I feared being struck by lightning. Besides the dogs wanted no part of sitting out in a storm. Unfortunately, my praying and my visit to her grave didn't encourage her to follow me home. I feared that she was gone forever.
No longer did the dogs stare up at the wall or at the ceiling wagging their tails. No more did they get wild for no apparent reason. I knew she was gone and I wanted to call Marianne to tell her that Lynn was gone, but I thought better of it. It was better that Marianne believed that Lynn was still around me. I didn't think she'd want a telephone call from me telling her that her daughter was gone, finally. I figured by my silence, she knew that anyway.
I wanted to see Marianne when I was in Rochester, but I felt guilty. How could I look her husband in the eye after having sex with not only two of his daughters but also his wife? If he hated me before, he'd want to kill me now. Besides, it would have been awkward to visit with Marianne and her daughter Gwen, after Gwen moved back home when her job didn't last.
Gwen was unpredictable and there's no telling what she may have said about what had happened between us in front of not only her father but also her mother. I could just hear Gwen laughing while reminiscing of the time when she tossed my salad in the shower. Just as I could hear her father saying, "You did what? Marianne, where's my shotgun?"
Now, I felt terribly alone again. I hate being alone. Whether she's dead or alive, I need a woman in my life. Only, I don't mean that how it sounds. I need someone in my life, but not just any woman.
I want that special woman, someone who I'm deeply attracted to on all levels, a woman who I think about when leaving the house and who makes me not want to leave her bed. I want a woman who I think about all day long, a woman who makes me impatient to get home, and one who I love to kiss and hold. I want a woman who will never make me want to look at another woman. I want a woman who makes me giddy with happiness and lustful with desire, and when we make love it's magical. That's the woman that I want. If there's such a woman for me, where is she?
Even though I've had an abundance of sexual relationships within the past year and a half with Lynn, her best friend, Jamie, Lynn's sister, Gwen, and Lynn's mother, Marianne, believe it or not, I'm a one woman type of guy. I much prefer love to sex and would rather have someone to talk to and laugh with, do things with, and travel to places, as well as having the intimate relationship with all the hugging, holding and sex.
I'm too old and too set in my ways to be partying with the young chicks anymore. I want something real and everlasting. I need someone my own age this time around. I miss having a meaningful conversation. I wish I could find someone who's totally into me and who shares my interests.
It was at the supermarket where I met Kate. Obviously, by her looks, I was attracted to her at first glance. She was tall, thin, good looking, and wearing a Red Sox baseball cap. It's always good to meet another faithful Fenway fan and the fact that she was beautiful made her so much more interesting. From the back, because of her gray hair, she looked fifty-something but, after looking at her again and upon closer examination, especially from the front, her beautiful skin contradicted her age. Had she colored her hair, she'd look thirty-something.
I never understood a woman who turned her back to youthfulness by allowing her hair to gray naturally without coloring it, that is, until I met Kate. It not only suited her but also, amazingly, it looked good on her. Now, after seeing her with her shoulder length, flowing gray hair, I couldn't imagine her hair any other color. In the way of first introducing rich cream to dark, strong coffee when it swirls around before mixing with and turning a lighter shade of brown, or when seeing the glistening glass and chrome of modern architecture next to the brick and wood of old world charm, she looked young and old at the same time while capturing the qualities of both youth and maturity in one glance. I liked the look.
It was weird, in one look I could see how she looked in her youth and could imagine what she'd look like as she aged. When she turned away from me and I viewed her from the back and then when she turned towards me and I viewed her from the front, I felt as if I was viewing Oscar Wilde's picture of Dorian Gray, but as a hologram, young to old and old to young. Weird, so very strange.
Yet, puzzlingly, there was something so very familiar about her. I felt that I had met her before or knew her from somewhere long ago. Without a doubt, it was her eyes. Filled with an expressiveness of emotion, they were deep and electric grey-blue eyes. Her eyes reminded me of Lynn's eyes.
It was apparent that intense intelligence abounded behind those sexy and erotic eyes. She captured me and summed me up in one look. I felt transparently violated and her look made me feel used. She made me feel naked but not in a sexual way. In a truth be told sort of look, she removed the layers of pretenses, deception, and foolishness about me. I felt that she saw the real me and was looking at the person that hid beneath my masked persona. Immediately, by her overt look, I could tell that she liked what she saw and a mutual attraction flickered before catching fire.
Suddenly, I thought of that movie, Heaven Can Wait with Warren Beatty playing Joe Pendleton and Julie Christie playing Betty Logan, the remake of Here Comes Mr. Jordan with Robert Montgomery and Evelyn Keyes. In the original movie, Joe Pendleton is a boxer who's in the pink of his physical fitness, whereas, in the remake, Joe Pendleton is the quarterback of a professional football team at the height of his successful career. In the original movie, Joe dies of a heart attack in the boxing ring, whereas in the remake, Joe is hit by a car while riding his bicycle through a highway tunnel.
Nonetheless, as it was in the original movie, the main character died when an angel, hoping to spare him from the pain and the suffering of dying, prematurely, pulled his spirit from his body. Only, just as happened in the original movie in the boxing ring, the boxer wasn't having a heart attack and would have not only survived but also won the fight. In the remake, the car would have swerved and missed him and there would have been no accident. In an attempt to rectify his mistake, the angel takes Warren Beatty around to different people who are about to die hoping to find a comparable body for Joe Pendleton to inhabit. Finally he puts him in the body of a rich industrialist, Leo Farnsworth. Only, unbeknownst to Joe, there's a plot, by his wife and his wife's boyfriend, to murder him. Now, Joe and the angel are on a panicked mission to find another body to inhabit before it's too late and he's dead forever.
Meanwhile, he meets a woman, Julie Christie, and has fallen in love with her. He knows now that the angels are searching for another body to place him inside. Fearing that he may lose touch with this love at first sight woman, he warns Julie Christie that if anything was to happen to him, and that if he was to die, she should give a stranger a chance. Figuring that fate would intervene and inevitably bring them together again, but that he'd be a stranger to her, he tells her that it's in the eyes.
The eyes are the window to the soul and the only way that she'll recognize him again. With all of this supposition flashing through my mind within nanoseconds, I wondered if Kate had a similar accident and the angels, having made a terrible mistake by taking Lynn too early, put Lynn's spirit in another body. Nah, grasping at straws with my grieve twisting my mind, that's just crazy or is it?
"Sorry," I said, as we reached for the same package of stew, beef bones and our fingers barely touched.
As if an electrical shock with a subsequent surge of energy, the feeling that I received when I touched her fingers was jolting. The sensation of her presence, standing so close to me without making contact, penetrated my soul. I couldn't stop staring at her eyes. She melted me with her look and I was forever lost in her stare.
"Go ahead," she said pulling her hand away and reaching for another package.
"Thank you," I said staring over at her and hooked by her hypnotic eyes that set my heart ablaze with desire for her. "I give my dogs these as a special reward. This is the only package with a small bone and a big bone. I have two dogs a Rhodesian Ridgeback and a Ray terrier. It keeps them quiet for a couple hours."
Suddenly I felt pathetically lonely that I had to explain why I wanted this particular package of bones to a stranger and why this particular package was so important to me. Yet, it wasn't the package of bones, of course, it was her. Just as it was the first time that I met Lynn at the dog park, engaging her in conversation was my simplistic way of prolonging my time with her. Just as I didn't want Lynn to leave that first time I met her, I didn't want this woman to go either. It was my way of hoping to instigate something more, if only a longer conversation.
"Yes, I understand," she said giving me a look as if there was something wrong with me.
"This package has a big bone and a little bone," I said holding up the package to show her while staring at the package and then looking up at her again. She was stunningly beautiful. Suddenly, feeling ridiculously weird that I was going on about this package of bones and about the dogs, and suddenly feeling that I've been home alone way too long with just the dogs, I needed to explain. "I have a big dog, a Rhodesian Ridgeback and a little dog, a Rat Terrier."
As soon as I said that, realizing that I was repeating myself I was embarrassed for myself. I sounded like someone who was mentally challenged telling her that I have a big dog and a little dog. What the Hell is wrong with me? Why is this woman making me so nervous?
"I know, you said that already," she said with a laugh. "Please," she laughed and raised a hand to stop me from talking, "You don't have to explain. You may have that particular package of bones. I'll take another. I only use them to give flavor to my broth."
Her assurance relaxed me and immediately, I felt comfortable with this woman and, now that I found her, I didn't want her to disappear from my life.
"Hi," I said sticking out my hand. "I'm Freddie."
"Hi Freddie. I'm Kate," she said smiling and shaking my hand.
Her hand was so soft and I did not want to let go of it. I didn't want her to leave and was trying to think of things to say to keep her there.
"Hi," I said again unable to think of anything else to keep her there talking to me.
She blanked my mind with her beauty and with those eyes that reminded me so much of Lynn's eyes.
"It's nice to meet you," she said turning and about to leave.
"Pardon me for being so forward and personal," I said touching her hand with mine and stopping her from going.
"Yes?" she said looking at me with those eyes again.
"Do you have someone in your life?"
"Pardon?"
I'm such a dummy. In the way that I blurted that out, it sounded too much as if I was trying to intrude upon her personal and private life. I sounded too much like a stalker. She looked at me oddly and I would have, too, if someone, a stranger, had asked me a question, such as that and in that way. I rephrased the question and smiled.
"Please, forgive me for being so impetuous, but are you married or do you have a boyfriend?"
"Oh," she said smiling. "No, I'm divorced." She made eye contact with those hypnotic eyes before answering me, "And, presently," she laughed, "I'm without a boyfriend."
"Listen," I said suddenly feeling a psychic connecting with her gaze, "I haven't had lunch since my girlfriend died." I saw the shock that washed over her face. "I'm sorry," I said laughing. "I've been home alone way too long with the dogs. Obviously, I forget how to communicate with a human, especially with a beautiful woman." I took a big breath. "What I meant to say was, I haven't had lunch with anyone since—"



Suddenly, she turned pale and I knew that there was more beneath the surface to this woman.
"How did she die?" Saving me from making more of a fool of myself, she interrupted me to look at me with interest.
"She died suddenly...in a car accident."
"I'm sorry," she said wringing her hands. "I had a car accident eighteen months ago, a very severe one and I nearly died. I was in a coma for sixteen days." She looked weird distant suddenly, as if she had left her body and someone else was speaking for her. "To say that the accident was a life altering experience is an understatement." She pulled a handful of her hair forward. "When I awoke I was totally gray. I decided to keep my hair that way, as a reminder of how fleeting life can be."
She touched me with her story, with her sensitivity and with her personality, and, of course, with her looks. Her accident was about the same time of Lynn's accident. After loving Lynn, never did I ever think that I could fall for someone again. Suddenly, I was so very nervous again. I was afraid that she'd leave and I'd never see her again. I was in a panic.
Could she be Lynn? Did an Angel make a mistake, when he took my Lynn? Did he put her in Kate's body? Is our meeting in the supermarket at the meat counter destiny? Here's the woman of my dreams standing in front of me and I'm tongue-tied. I took a breath and relaxed. Maybe, she's Lynn reincarnated. Nah, it can't be. There's no such thing, or is there? Who knows?
To be continued...
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Chapter 22
Heaven can wait, the reincarnation from Lynn to Kate.
She told me that she was in a serious car accident. She told me that she could have and should have died. Maybe Kate was supposed to die and did die in that accident. Maybe Lynn wasn't supposed to die in her accident. Just as what happened in that movie, Heaven Can Wait, did Lynn's Angel, hoping to save her from pain and suffering, make a mistake and take her spirit and her soul too soon? Was Lynn supposed to have survived that accident? Then, when the Angel was trying to fix his or her mistake, was Kate's body the only body available for Lynn to return in to me?
I looked at her while looking for any residual clues of Lynn as evidence to my crazy supposition. Other than her eyes, the same beautiful eyes as Lynn's eyes, Kate looked nothing like Lynn. Other than she was tall, beautiful, and had the same shapely body, well, there's my clue. As hot as was Lynn, in that regard, Kate looked a lot like Lynn. Only, where Lynn was younger, Kate was older by 20 years. By teasing me with the thought that Kate may be Lynn reincarnated, was Heaven sending me a message for me to stay with a woman my own age? A message I'd be happy to take, if only Kate would have me, I'd be a happy man.
Only, with her on her way to checkout to pay for her groceries and with the chance that I'd lose her and never see her again, I had to act fast to stop her from leaving the store. Hoping she was just as interested in me as I was in her, I had to think of something witty, funny, and/or intelligent to say to delay her departure. Not able to think of anything, I asked her the obvious.
"Would you like to grab some lunch?"
There, I said it. I put myself out there by telling her that I was interested in her enough to invite her to lunch. If this was meant to be, if she was, indeed, my Lynn, she'd say yes. Preparing myself for rejection, I watched her while trying to read her body language. Hoping, while waiting for her to accept my invitation to lunch, she looked at her watch and back at me.
"What do we do with our groceries?"
Relieved that only groceries stood in our way of finding everlasting love, I wanted to take her carriage with mine, roll them down the aisle, and leave. Who cares about groceries, when I'm about to rekindle my love affair again with my dream woman reincarnated in someone else's body? Needing to think of something to say that would appease her and make her stay with me, at least long enough for me to talk to her over lunch, I took a long shot that she'd agree. Again, if she was Lynn and if this was meant to be, she'd go with me whatever the Hell I said.
"We can drop off our groceries and meet back here," I said hoping to allay any safety concerns that she may have in being with a total stranger by asking her to meet me back at the supermarket, a public place.
"I have a better idea," she said with a smile and a thoughtful pause before continuing. "Why don't you follow me home and you can help me with my bundles and then I'll do the same for you."
"Okay, yeah, sure, so long as you don't look at my messy house," I said with a laugh and feeling good that she obviously trusted me enough to ask me to her house. "Like I said, I've been alone for a while."
"Well, normally, I don't invite strangers, especially strange men, to follow me home and help me with my bundles nor do I volunteer to go to a strange man's house unescorted, but I feel safe with you for some reason," she looked at me, as if trying to place my face. "There's something in your eyes that looks so very familiar. It's weird but I feel as if I've met you somewhere before long ago."
"Me too. I got that same feeling when I looked in your eyes. You have very beautiful eyes."
I wanted to tell her about that movie, Heaven Can Wait, but I figured that reference can wait, at least, until I got to know her better. I didn't want her to think that I was totally strange and that the only reason why I was attracted to her was because I thought she was the reincarnation of my dead girlfriend. That would go over real big.
"Thank you," she said looking down at my hands. "I couldn't help but notice your hands when you touched my hand. You have nice hands. Women notice men's hands. Your hands are strong with long fingers and clean fingernails."
"Yeah," I said looking at my fingernails before looking back at her. "I don't like getting my fingernails dirty."
"What do you do?"
"Do? You mean for a living? For work?"
"Yeah," she laughed at my clumsy conversation. "What's your occupation?"
"Oh, nothing, I don't have an occupation. I write. I write novels, short stories, and poems. After having had some early success writing a couple of bestsellers, I retired early from the rat race of getting up to go to work every day. I work from home now and am free to write whatever I want, whenever I want. Not having to dance to the drumbeat of a publisher is what every writer wants but few ever get. I was lucky. Now they solicit me, instead me having to solicit them."
"A writer? I never met a writer before. My last boyfriend was a school administrator. My ex-husband was a salesman."
"And what about you? What do you do?"
"I used to model," she said looking almost ashamed instead of being proud.
"Obviously," I said taking that as an invitation to look down at her body. "I could tell that. You look like a model."
"It was so long ago and such a brief period of my life. I modeled while I was in college and continued while I earned my master's degree. If nothing else, it paid the bills but, having to fend off the advances of so many men, it was too fast of a life for me. Now, more able to go with the flow, I'm a public school teacher."
"That's an interesting career path going from modeling to teaching. I wish I had a teacher who looked like you when I was in school. All my teachers, including the women had mustaches," I said with a laugh.
"Well, I don't have a mustache," she said laughing. "When I was modeling, they wanted to put me under contract, but I thought better of it. Between the catcalls and the rejections, I modeled enough to know that it wasn't the profession for me. Besides, I didn't want to move to New York and throw myself in the fast life of fresh fashion photographers, pushy agents, and impromptu invitations to parties that I'd regret going to the next day. A career that usually ends at thirty-years-old, I'm glad I stayed in school and finished my education."
"A teacher, huh? That's weird. My girlfriend was a special needs teacher. She taught children who had Autism and was returning to school to finish her Master's degree."
"That' an admirable profession. I don't have the patience for that, I'm afraid. The kids that I teach test my patience enough without trying to teach children with special physical and emotional needs. I don't know how someone can teach children with so many difficulties to overcome. What was her name?"
"Lynn."
"Lynn? No kidding, that's a weird coincidence. My mother's name is Lynn. Named after her, my middle name is Lynn. My real name is Katherine Lynn, but ever since I was a little girl everyone called me Kate and it stuck. For some reason, maybe because it was my Mom's name, I always liked the name Lynn and wished she had named me that, instead of Katherine. Lynn rolls easier off the tongue than Kate," she said looking at me with those eyes.
"Well, Katherine Lynn, what do you say we head on up to the checkout line and continue our spur of the moment date?"
"Okay, sure. I'd like that," she said touching my arm.
I followed her home and helped with her bundles. It was weird seeing what she bought at the grocery store on a weekly basis. With the both of us buying a lot of the same grocery items and foods, jumping way ahead of myself, I couldn't help but think of the money we'd save if lived together. Ripe for a relationship, she was easy to know and, as if we had already been boyfriend/girlfriend, we made an immediate connection.
"Well everything is put away," I said stuffing the last box of rice in her cabinet.
"Thank you," she said leaning to me to kiss me on the cheek.
She smelled good, clean and fresh, as if she had just emerged from the shower and I couldn't help but imagine her naked. I so wanted to turn my head and kiss her on the mouth, but I didn't want to rush her, especially if she really wasn't my Lynn. Taking it slow, with me already in her house, this potential love affair was already on the fast track enough already.
"Are you ready to see my messy house?"
"Lead the way she said."
We both got back in our cars and she followed me home. Figuring that I'd rather eat in with her than eat out, I ordered take out Chinese as I drove to my house. The timing of the delivery surprised her, when it arrived only a few minutes after I gave her a tour of my house. Even stranger than the feeling that I received when her fingers touched my hand and even stranger than the familiar sense that I felt when I first looked in her eyes, was when she met Seymour for the first time.
She received a better greeting than I ever received when coming home. In the way he reacted when meeting her was conclusive evidence that she was, indeed, Lynn reincarnated. Never has this dog been as excited. Polo, the hyper Rat terrier, was docile in comparison to Seymour. Other than Lynn, never has this dog greeted anyone in that way. He was wildly crazy. He let out this big unearthly howl and I thought he was going to have a heart attack.
At first, I thought he was going to attack her and before I could react and come to her rescue, he jumped up on her and put his big paws on her shoulders as if to hold her in place while licking her face and whining. Who said dogs are dumb? I wished I could have licked her face in that way. His tail was wagging so fast that I thought it was going to launch itself from his big body. From that time and every time he was with her thereafter, he never left her side. Animals know and just as I suspected she was, he knew that she was Lynn, too.
We ate our lunch, talked and laughed, and shared a bottle of wine out on the back porch, while watching the dogs play. Talking about everything and laughing over nothing, we discussed our entire lives in a mere few hours. If I closed my eyes, sitting there with her felt as if I was sitting there with Lynn and having our coffee, in the way we used to do while watching the dogs play. Being with her was so free, so easy, and so right. Feeling as if I've known her longer than a day, when she stood to look out at the dogs, sensing the time was right, I stood, took her in my arms, and kissed her.
Our first kiss, it was a light but meaningful kiss. A kiss without tongues at first, it quickly became more passionate. With her the same height and having the same shapely body as Lynn, I felt as if I was kissing Lynn. Then, when she opened her mouth and surrendered her tongue to me, a sure sign that she liked me as much as I like her, we were making out as if we were horny teenagers.
Strangely enough, all the other times I made out with a woman, even Lynn, I couldn't wait to feel her breasts and cup her ass in my hand. Only this time, maybe because she was older, I was more respectfully reserved. Strange that I'd admit this after having had so much sex with Lynn, Jamie, Gwen, and Marianne, but I was more excited with Kate's kiss and with her lips than I was by her body. That's not to say that I was rejecting her body and didn't want to touch, feel, and caress every fold of her beautiful skin.
This time, taking things slow, I controlled myself from rushing. This time, I wanted to take my time. This time, knowing in advance that she was the one, I wanted to savor the memory of kissing her and permanently etch the feel of her in my mind. Only, unable to control her wild side, she had something else in mind.
She surprised me when she reached down and felt my bulge through my pants. It wasn't until she touched me first that I explored her body. First I felt her ass by running my hand along her backside. Squeezing her firm ass and cupping her shapely ass, I felt her breast by reaching up to feel one tit before feeling the other. A good sign that she was aroused by my kisses and touches as much as I was by her kisses, when I slid my palm across her breasts, her nipples were already erect.
As if it belonged there, her hand felt good on my cock, even if it was only through my pants. She had this neat way of feeling the length of me, while grabbing me, as if she was a blind woman feeling an erect prick for the first time. Then, when I reached my hand between her legs and cupped her pussy through her jeans, she gasped. When I tickled her with my fingers, the passion of her kisses increased as I slowly ran my fingers along her pussy slit and applied a little pressure through her pants. If this felt so good through our clothes, I couldn't wait to be naked with her.
"Where's your bedroom? It's been a while since I've made love. I really need to get laid," she said whispering and laughing in my ear.
Especially with the promise of dirty talk, our first time together was too easy. Someone who looked like her could have anyone. Yet, she was choosing me. Obviously, she wanted to make love with me as much as I wanted to make love with her. If this was Lynn reincarnated as Kate, to be honest, I was glad that she looked more like a mature 45-years-old woman than an immature 25-years-old girl. With her not telling me how old she was, nor would I dare ask, I figured she was in her forties, even though she looked like she was in her thirties, especially when the light was right. When she still looked this good right now, I could see why she was selected to model back then.
"Follow me," I said taking her by the hand.
Glad that I had at least made my bed, I kicked my dirty socks under the bed as I walked by them. Just as it was magical kissing her standing up, it was even more exciting kissing her laying down. With my excitement increasing with every feel of her shapely body, I touched her everywhere through her clothes and she did the same to me. Not in a rush to see her naked, taking my time touching her and feeling her, even though I loved feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra, I couldn't wait to see her topless.
Continually telling myself to slow down, I couldn't wait to see her naked. I wanted the memory of our first time together to be something that I'd remember for the rest of my life and I didn't want the memory to be a ruined blur because I was too horny and too hot for her to enjoy the moment. Nonetheless, even though I wanted to take my sweet time with foreplay, I couldn't help myself from undressing her. Button by slow button, I unbuttoned her blouse in between long, wet kisses and loving touches. My horny hands were all over her C cup bra. Better than Jamie's, Gwen's and Marianne's, her breasts felt just like Lynn's breasts.
Then, not sharing my desire to enjoy the moment and make this our lasting memory by her undressing too fast, she stood, removed her tight jeans, unbuttoned the rest of her blouse, and removed that too. Slow down I wanted to tell her, but too excited by the mere sight of her panty and beautiful body, I said no such thing. Now with her adorned in my favorite woman's outfit of choice, even better than seeing a woman naked, seeing her standing before me in her sexy bra and bikini panty was a sight to behold. I stood to remove my pants but she stopped me.
"Allow me," she said.
With me wanting to take my sweet time with her, she was in a rush to strip me. She unbuckled, unzipped, and pulled down my pants before pushing me back on the bed. Then, she removed my shoes and pulled off my jeans. Next she unbuttoned my shirt and removed that along with my tee shirt. She made me feel as if she was an emergency room nurse and I was an accident victim needing to be prepped for the doctors examination. Now with me just in my boxers and her in her bra and panty, we resumed making out. Only this time, with both of us in our underwear, we had more access to one another's bodies.
As if she was the man and I was the woman, continuing her sexual assault of my body, she stuck her hand down my shorts and grabbed my cock, while I felt her breasts and fingered her nipples through her bra. Then, when she started slowly stroking me to a harder erection, figuring that I was falling behind in my exploration of her, I stuck my hand down her panty and cupped her pussy before feeling her warm wetness with my fingers. She was already so very wet. No doubt, by the passion of her kisses and in the way she so quickly stripped off my clothes but for my boxers, she wanted me as much as I wanted her. Now eager to return the favor, I couldn't wait to strip her naked too. I couldn't wait to mount her and make love to her.
My only issue was wrapping my head around her and all of that's unexpectedly happened so quickly. Having just met her at the supermarket, believing her to be Lynn reincarnated, here I am in bed with Kate. Never have I bedded a woman so fast, not even Lynn. Excluding Jamie, Gwen, and Marianne, casual sex never happens to me. Only, I wasn't considering this casual sex. I was thinking of this, our first union together, as the real deal. Yet, she wanted me as much as I wanted her and that surely helped in both of us getting what we so wanted. Still, all of this was so surreally weird.
After Lynn haunted me, after I no longer felt her presence, and after I mourned her again, as if she died again, when her spirit left me, I kept thinking that this is Lynn when, of course, this was Kate. Not wanting her to think me crazy, not wanting her to think that I was so still so sad in my loss of Lynn to imagine that Kate was Lynn reincarnated, maybe it was just the writer in me that made me want to believe that there was Heaven, Angels, and reincarnation. Only, in the way that Lynn and Gwen could have been twins, except for their sexual peccadilloes, Lynn and Kate had so many things in common that they could have been sisters. Besides, the only proof that I needed, Seymour knew that Kate was Lynn and that was enough for me.
In the way that Kate looked at me, she reminded me of the way that Lynn looked at me. In the way that Kate kissed me and blanked my mind with her deep, wet kisses made me think that she was Lynn. In the way that Kate felt in my arms was as if I was holding and about to make love to Lynn. Wanting to believe, with not just one thing hitting me over the head to make me believe that Kate was Lynn, it was all the little, subtle things that had me scratching my head and looking at her cross-eyed.
She slid down the bed to take me in her mouth. Oh, my God, my beautiful ex-model, sexy school teacher, and soon to be live-in, permanent girlfriend is blowing me for the first time. I wanted to remember every second of this unexpected, sexual experience. Looking down while watching her suck me, I couldn't believe she was sucking my cock. Then, when she looked up at me with those big, beautiful eyes with my cock buried in her mouth, she reminded me so very much of my Lynn.
I couldn't wait to return the favor. I couldn't wait to fall between her legs for an up close and in depth look at her pussy. I couldn't wait to finger her in the way that she was stroking me. I couldn't wait to lick her in the way that she was sucking me. Only, being the breast man that I am, I needed to see her tits first.
While she sucked me, while she busily bobbed her head up and down and side to side, and while she made all of those wonderful, slurping, cock sucking sounds that I love to hear, sounds that tells me that she's enjoying blowing us as much as I'm enjoying being blown by her, I reached around her and unhooked her bra. Then, ever so slowly, wanting to remember and preserve this moment forever, I lowered her bra straps, as if they were ribbons on a gift wrapped package. Without removing her bra cups, needing the imagined image of her breasts to fill my mind before having them fill my eyes, but needing them to fill my hands first, I felt her breasts through her bra again. Only, this time, after I felt her breasts through her bra, still keeping her unhooked bra in place, I reached my hand inside to feel her breast and finger her nipples, first one and then the other. They felt magnificent.



Finally, excitedly ready to see her breasts, I reached down for her and removed her bra. Her breasts were perfect C cups. In the way they were so shapely, her breasts reminded me of Lynn's breasts only just a tad larger. Tit for dick, with her still sucking my cock, I caressed her big tits and fingered her nipples. As soon as I took her nipples between my fingers, she took my cock deeper in her mouth. As soon as I pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples, I could feel her excitement increase. It felt so good to feel her breast in my hand with my cock in her mouth.
With her still on her knees, a long reach, even for my long arms, I reached my hand in her panties and played with her trimmed pubic hair before inserting a finger, while teasing her clit with my other finger. As soon as I played with her pussy, she was squirming, she was wiggling, she was hot, and she was ready. Interrupting and temporarily forsaking her impromptu blowjob to eat her, I reached down for her and she removed her panty, as she slid up to me. As if we were a moving conveyor belt of sexual activity, as she slid up as I slid down and sucked her nipples along the way.
I couldn't wait to sniff her. I couldn't wait to bury my nose in her cunt. I couldn't wait to lick her. I couldn't wait to taste her. I couldn't wait to slide my tongue all over and inside her wet pussy. I couldn't wait to eat her.
As if she was warm, sweet, tapioca pudding, I buried my face in her pussy. My tongue lapped her while my finger fucked her. Not as vocal as Jamie, not as sexually demanding as Gwen, and not as set in her ways as Marianne, a nice in between balance, she was still more vocal than Lynn. Then, unbelievably, as if she was my custom made, dream woman, she said exactly what I wanted to hear.
"Lick me, Freddie. Fuck my pussy with your fingers. Make me cum. I need to cum. Lick me, baby. Lick me. Lap my cunt juices."
Dirty talk. Just as Lynn was into dirty talk, just as Jamie, Gwen, and Marianne weren't, Kate was giving me dirty talk. I love dirty talk. I love a woman who explicitly tells me what she sexually wants, so that I can explicitly tell her what I sexually want too. Indeed, we were a sexual, love match made in Heaven.
"I love licking your pussy, Kate," I said while licking her and fingering her. I love fucking you with my long stiff fingers. I want to make you cum," I said with my face buried in her pussy and careful not to call her Lynn.
"After you give me an orgasm with your mouth and another one with your cock, I can't wait to suck your big prick again. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth. I can't wait to swallow you. Lick me, Freddie. Lick my pussy and fuck me with your fingers and I'll give you the best blowjob you've ever had in your life."
I'm in love. I just found the one woman perverted enough for me. One who reminds me of Lynn, one who is even more beautiful than Lynn, and one who loves talking dirty in bed. I was baffled in trying to think who she reminds me of, when looking up at her from this angle with my head between her legs and with her lifting her head to look down at me with those eyes, mostly because of those eyes. Then, I got a sense of who it was. She looks like that Brazilian model, Adriana Francesca Lima, only Kate is much prettier.
Her dirty talk made me more sexually excited for her. I licked and fingered her more passionately. I was enjoying eating her more than I've enjoyed eating any woman. In the way that she humped my mouth with her pussy, in the way that she pulled me by my hair and pulled my face into her cunt, unbelievably Kate was more sensuously sexual than Lynn, Jamie, Gwen, and Marianne. I licked her until I felt her long legs tense and saw her back arch. As if trying to shove my tongue deeper inside of her, as if trying to fuck her pussy with my tongue, pulling my hair harder, she impaled her pussy with my face.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God. I'm going to cum. Don't stop. Whatever you do, don't stop. Lick me, Freddie. Lick me. Lick me, while playing with my clit and fucking me with your finger."
I waited for her to come down from the ceiling. I gave her a moment to regain her energy. Then, when she reached out for me, I mounted her. Immediately, I felt her hand reach down to direct me inside of her. Just as I entered her, I realized that I was more than hard enough to penetrate her, even though I forgot to take a Viagra. Obviously, I didn't need a drug to make love to Kate. She was my drug.
Without saying a word, forsaking dirty talk for French kissing, our first time together, we made long and loving love with deep, wet kisses in between. All happening over a three hour period of marathon sex, the second time together, we fucked. I banged her, really banged her hard. Then, with me spent and sweaty and her with her hair back and her face flushed, gushing as is she was a supermodel on a Caribbean photo shoot, we rested while holding one another.
Then, when I felt myself drifting off to sleep, she let go of me to slide down the bed and to take me in her mouth again. As if I was ready to be shipped to the morgue, as if I was dead on arrival in the back of an ambulance, she resuscitated me and aroused me back to life with her hand, lips, and tongue. Then, once I was hard and ready, she mounted me. With her hair flying as if windblown and her big tits bouncing, she rode me as if she was a cowgirl and I was her bucking bronco. The lovemaking that I experienced with Kate was even better than the lovemaking that I had with Lynn. Even though I connected with Lynn, we disconnected on other levels of maturity, no doubt because of the differences in our age. Now, with Kate nearly my age, we were more of a solid match.
That was three years ago and Kate and I are still together, only we're married now, making it official two years ago. I still haven't told her about the Heaven Can Wait movie or that I suspect that she's my girlfriend reincarnated. I don't think that I ever will. It's our secret, Seymour's and mine. It doesn't matter, now. I'm with Kate now and not Lynn. Lynn's dead, gone forever and never to return.
I love Kate for who she is as a person. She's much like Lynn in many ways but so different in other ways. Sometimes she says things and/or does things that are so reminiscent of Lynn that I can almost see her soul emerging from Kate's body. Other times, she's totally opposite. It's weird. Fortunately, with Kate, I have a woman who possesses all the things that I loved about Lynn, beauty, sense of humor, and she talks dirty in bed. Moreover, closer to my age, she's a woman who shares many of my interests and a woman who I can freely converse with about books, television, and movies without having to explain all the historical references of my conversation.
Before Lynn's death, I couldn't imagine my life without her. Then, when she died, I never thought that I'd get over the loss of her. Now, with Kate in my life, life is good, real good. My love so young relationship with Lynn was never as good as love right now with Kate.
THE END
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This is a Summer Lovin' contest story. Please give me the support of your vote.
Perverts hold their first support meeting but something goes awry.
"Welcome everyone to Perverts' Anonymous, the Summer Session," said Joe, a forty-something-year-old, average looking man. "Actually, being that this is our first meeting, presently, this is the only seasonal session but we hope to have more Perverts' Anonymous meetings in all the seasons and in cities all over the country," said Joe with a prideful smile.
"Thank you, Joe," said a few people from the crowd who obviously knew how Overeaters Anonymous, Alcoholics Anonymous, and Narcotics Anonymous works.
"When I had this idea to start a Perverts' Anonymous chapter, I first needed to admit that I was a pervert, not an easy thing admit. With my perversion taking control of my life, I had to admit that I needed help, again not so easy to admit. Obviously with the warmer summer temperatures people wear less clothes and, more than any other season, summer is the season that I need the most help controlling my perversion." Joe paused while looking out over the group with sadness.
"I feel for you, brother. The summer is my most difficult time too," said someone from the audience.
"Seeing you all here ready to tell your story and offer your support to those telling their stories, I wish I had a support group years ago," continued Joe ignoring the interruption. "Much like many of you do, I carried the weight of my sexual perversion alone and in secret from my family and friends. Unless I was obvious in my leer and careless with my intention, no one knew I was a pervert but me." He looked from person to person with sadness. "Bearing the brunt of all my guilt, it was hard carrying that heavy, dark load of perversion alone."
"What are the rules, Joe?" A voice from the crowd interrupted Joe's speech again.
"Rules? There are no rules here, per se. You attend when you feel the need to talk about your perversion. If we find that we need more rules, we can make our own rules as we go along. For now, the only rules are there's no masturbation in this room, especially while someone is telling their story. Masturbating while someone is telling their story is just wrong. Counterproductive on so many levels, public masturbation is just nasty, especially while at a Perverts' Anonymous meeting. Being that we're all perverts and perverted in one way or another, with some more perverted than others, there are some obvious rules of decorum that we need to follow," said Joe looking out over the crowd. "This is a no smoking and no cell phone area. There's no recording of anyone by video or audio," he said pointing to the no smoking, no cell phone, and no recording signs taped to the wall.
"Can we still carry our cell phones with us, so long as they're turned off?" Asked a woman waving her hand, as if she was in school and Joe was her teacher.
"Yes," said Joe. "So long as cell phones are turned off for the duration of our session, you may have your cell phones with you."
"Is that it? Is that all the rules?" Asked someone else.
"Because the nature of this meeting is trying to help one another with our personal perversions, there's no hooking up with anyone while in this room. You can hookup outside and on your own time but not here. We're here to help one another with their sexual peccadilloes and not encourage random sexual activity that will work against them getting the help they need. Lastly, unless invited to speak by the speaker, there are no questions and comments allowed while someone is talking. We want this to be a secure and friendly environment, a place where people feel free and safe enough to tell us their story, without us unfairly judging them to make them feel bad enough not to return," said Joe looking around the room.
"How do we begin?" Asked another voice from the crowd.
"Being that I'm already standing here, I'll begin by showing everyone how it's done," said Joe putting both hands on the podium, raising his chin, and looking out over the crowd of perverts. "I'm Joe. I'm a pervert and I need help," he said proudly, while surveying the sea of faces.
"Hi Joe," said the group as a whole.
"My perversion is women's feet. Being that this summer season has been unduly warm, I've been bombarded with visions of women's feet. With all the women's naked feet and exposed toes here tonight, I'm having a hard time controlling myself from staring, leering, touching, feeling, sniffing and licking women's feet and sucking their toes," said Joe with a sad laugh. "Just as the female foot is my pleasure, the female foot is my demon. Even though women's feet are my sexual weakness, unfortunately, most women don't share my foot fetish."
"You can suck my toes any time, Joe," said a man in the audience with a laugh.
"Thank you, but I'm not into men," said Joe. "Anyway, whether bare, covered in gym socks, netted with nylon, or hidden from view in shoes, I love women's feet. Most women's feet are so delicately divine. Feet, feet, feet, I can't get enough of women's feet. As a way to continue to feed my perversion, literally a fox in a henhouse and possessing the patience of a saint, excitingly, albeit sometimes frustratingly, I work in a women's shoe store helping women select shoes. Needing to make a living and with jobs difficult to find, I can't quit my job for the sake of helping my perversion. Instead, I'm hoping that these meetings will keep my foot fetish in check while working at the shoe store."
Some late arrivals entered the room and Joe stopped talking and smiled while waiting for them to take a seat.
"If any of you are into up skirts, I could tell you a few stories about some of the exhibitionistic women who regularly shop the shoe store to try on shoes, correction to flash me their panties, that is, if they're even wearing panties," he said with a laugh. "I had no idea what exhibitionists women can be until I squatted down in front of them to fit them with shoes. One particular woman, a good looking blonde, comes in from time to time to try on boots a size too small. Obvious in her intent to flash me her panty, instead of allowing me to correctly size her foot and bring her a boot that fits, she struggles to force her foot in a boot too small. Playing the part of the panty voyeur instead of the foot fetish pervert, I allow her to flash me for the sake of spending more quality time with her feet. Trying on boot after too small boot, while opening her knees wider and raising her legs higher, she gives me a good show of her panty clad, pussy mound and pussy slit," he said while eying a blonde sitting in the front row as if she looked familiar and as if he recognized her.
"Is the shoe store looking for help?" Asked a pervert from the audience. "I wouldn't mind working that job, helping women try on shoes, while ogling their panties and pussies all day," he said with a twisted laugh.
"Unless invited by the speaker, no comments, please," said Joe playing dual roles as host and as speaker. "Anyway, I had an erection my entire workday, not so much from seeing women's panties and pussies but from touching, feeling, and caressing women's naked and stocking covered feet," he said with a shrug. "Now no longer able to control my sexual perversion, I can't help myself from leering at and wanting to feel women's feet, which is why I started Perverts' Anonymous and why I'm here," he said looking down the line of the women who sat in the first, few rows with their feet so shamelessly, albeit innocently exposed.
Obviously, now knowing Joe's admitted sexual perversion was podophilia, the worshiping of feet, specifically women's feet, the most common form of sexual fetishism, they saw him leering at their feet. All the women who sat in the first, few rows tucked their feet back beneath their chairs and out of sight of his perverted, leering eyes, that is, all except for one woman. A brazenly bold but beautiful, blue eyed, busty, blonde woman sitting in the front row, instead of making her feet and toes less obvious by hiding them beneath her chair, as if unmercifully teasing poor Joe, stretched out her long, shapely legs and wiggled, curled, and splayed open her red polished toes in her sandals. Oblivious to a man who didn't have a foot fetish, her erotic foot display may have gone unnoticed had she not been purposely flashing her exposed feet and wiggling her toes to a man who already confessed a serious foot fetish.
Admittedly, even if one wasn't a pervert with a foot fetish, calling attention to herself by shamelessly flashing her feet and wiggling her toes, indeed, she had beautiful feet, feet that any man or women would love to massage, lick, and suck for him or her to have his or her way with her pussy. Any man or woman with a foot fetish or not while in the throes of having sex with her, undoubtedly, would want to suck her sexy toes. Looking as if he were a man dying of thirst and needing a drink, wiping his hand across his gaping mouth while staring at her feet, the action of her moving toes made him give her his undivided attention before he collected himself and resumed speaking.
"I love anything that has to do with women's feet, shoes, stockings, toenail polish, and foot massages, especially foot massages," said Joe directing his speech to the blonde woman's wiggling toes instead of to the crowd. "My real weakness, I can't give women enough foot massages. Holding and caressing their feet in my horny hands, I love giving women foot massages. With so many exposed feet, the summer is my most difficult time for me to control my foot fetish, which is why I decided to start Perverts' Anonymous as a support group to help those with sexual problems that control their lives," he said repeating himself for more stranglers who entered the meeting late. "Women's feet are controlling my life but now I'm hopeful that I can conquer my dark monster. Thank you," said Joe.
"Thank you for sharing, Joe," said the group applauding.
"If you'd like share your sexual perversion story with us, we'll not judge you. I'm not a medical doctor, a psychologist, or a psychiatrist. I'm just a fellow pervert who understands how sexual needs can control someone's life. We're all just here to listen, understand, learn, and support your struggle to be free of your dark, sexual passenger. Perhaps there are those who will never get up to tell us their story and share their perversion with us but, instead, who receive help from just listening to the struggle of others with their sexual perversions. That's okay. There's no pressure for anyone to speak. Maybe, one day, they'll want to share their story with us too," he said pausing to look from person to person with a caring, compassionate, and understanding smile.
"I implore you to team up with another member as your personal sponsor to help you with controlling your perversion. You must understand that you cannot stop your perversion alone," he said pointing a warning with his index finger while leaning an elbow on the podium. "The sexual urge is too overwhelmingly strong for you to harness it alone. One more thing, being that this isn't a dating club, you should team up with a member of the same sex. Those of you who are gay or lesbian should team up with partners of the opposite sex. Also, it will help you to overcome your struggle more by teaming up with someone who shares or compliments and thereby better understands your perversion."
"What do you mean by teaming up with someone who compliments our perversion?" Asked someone from the audience.
"Perhaps, someone who enjoys bondage can team up with someone who enjoys discipline or an exhibitionist can team up with a voyeur, that is, so long as they're of the same sex," said Joe. "Just as we wouldn't want a woman who enjoys bondage teaming up with a man who enjoys discipline, we wouldn't want a female exhibitionist who's trying to control the urge to expose herself to a team up with male sponsor who enjoys looking," said Joe suddenly enjoying the spotlight of being the expert on perversions.
"Thank you. I understand," said the person who asked the question.
"What's your perversion?" Joe stood tall as if he was the main speaker at a self-help seminar. Surprised that there were as many women needing help with their sexual perversions as there were men, Joe looked out over the audience of a mixture of 100 men and women. "What's your perversion? That sounds like a good title for a game show, doesn't it? What's your perversion?" He looked around the room again as if he was an auctioneer looking for the last, high bid. "Would anyone like to share your perversion with us and tell us your story why you feel that perverted sex is controlling your life?"
"I'd like to tell my story," said a man in his 50's.
Looking as if he was already on death row, he stood and slowly walked to the front of the room. He walked with his head hung as if walking the aisle of a courtroom ready to confess his crime to the court, receive his verdict from the jury, and accept his sentence from the judge. Just looking at him, in the way that he carried himself, slowly walked, and turned his lowered head from side to side while staring at everyone, he looked like a pervert. The type of man that a father would take his daughter's hand and/or his wife's arm and cross the street, when seeing him leering and coming toward him, nonetheless, the man needed to be commended for realizing that he had a sexual problem and wanted help.
"C'mon up," said Joe encouraging him with a wave of his hand and clap of applause.
Joe's applause evoked more applause from the rest of the audience. The man walked up to the podium to shake Joe's hand and turned to look out over the group to share his story.
"Hi, I'm Larry. I'm a pervert and I need help," he said wiping a bit of drool from his mouth while staring at some of the women in the audience.
"Hi Larry," said everyone.
"The same as Joe, the summer time with women wearing less clothes, is my most difficult time of the year for me to control my perversion. What's my perversion? I'm a voyeur. I enjoy spying on women. That's my perversion," he said pausing his speech to put his head down and to stare at the floor as if he was thinking or had suddenly fallen asleep. Then, the man looked up at the ceiling as if addressing God or an imaginary person that suddenly appeared in the room.
"Thank you," said Joe thinking that Larry was done talking. He took a step forward to reclaim the podium and stepped back when he realized that Larry wasn't quite finished speaking. "Sorry."
"My sexual perversion started when I was just a boy," said Larry leaning forward to put two, hands on the podium to stare out at the crowd. "I used to play with my Matchbox cars on my linoleum, kitchen floor. Playing on the floor was my pretense to peer up my mother, my sister, my aunts, and my cousin's skirts. Oh, yeah, countless times, I've seen all of their panties over and again. My entire life has been filled with a preoccupation of up skirts and down blouses, mostly up skirts," he said clenching his white knuckled fists before raising his arm high. "I can't get enough of seeing panties, especially bright white, tight, cotton, bikini panties, my favorite panty to see. Not green, red, yellow, and blue, perhaps because I went to parochial school, I love bright white, tight, cotton bikini panties," he said raising his voice in the way that Hitler mesmerized a gathered crowd. "Panties, panties, panties, panties, I love seeing panties."
The same blonde, pretty woman who stuck out her sandal clad feet and wiggled her toes at Joe, suddenly hiked up her short skirt nearly to her crotch and parted her knees. As if she was imitating Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, as if she was a baseball player sitting on the dugout bench with his legs spread wide open, obviously an exhibitionist, calling attention to her panty, she slowly crossed and uncrossed her legs without pulling down her short skirt. With her skirt climbing higher and her knees parting wider, she smiled while flashing Larry a deliberate up skirt look of her bright white, tight, cotton, bikini panty. Larry stopped what he was saying to leer and Joe, seeing the woman's obvious panty flash too, wrinkled his brow and silently shook his head at her. Sufficiently admonished enough by Joe to stop her flashing, the woman uncrossed her legs, fluffed down her skirt, and cemented her knees together, as if she was sitting in church.
"I can't tell you how many panties, bras, naked pussies, and bare breasts I've seen," continued Larry looking from the blonde to the audience and back to the blonde. "Hoping to see something that I shouldn't see, a down blouse view or an up skirt peek," he said looking at the blonde woman again. "I spend my days riding the subway and the bus line. Like Joe, I've even thought about working in a woman's shoe store. I wish I could, but not with my bad back," he said looking over at Joe and giving him a smile. "Sorry, but I need some water. Suddenly, I'm parched."
Joe poured him a cup of water and handed it to him.
"Here you are, Larry."
"Thank you, Joe," said Larry sipping some water before continuing.
"You're welcome, Larry."
"On windy days downtown, with those skyscrapers creating quite the wind tunnel and with the backs of women's skirts blowing and billowing up as if flags flying, is one of my favorite places to be. The mall is another of my favorite haunts too. Evoking a memory of playing with my Matchbox cars, staying back a few steps, I follow women wearing short skirts up an escalator and bend forward just as they reach the top to look up at their panties while pretending to tie my shoe," said Larry looking down with face full of sudden remorse.
"Pervert," said a woman from the back of the room.
"Quiet please," said Joe.
"Oblivious to me staring and leering, I can't tell you how many miles I've walked in the hopes of getting an eyeful. I love watching women sitting on the grass in the park and having their lunch with their skirts hiked up as high as my hope and their legs opened as wide as my eyes are ready to see something," said Larry looking at Joe and the blonde woman before abruptly returning to his seat.
"Thank you for sharing, Larry," said Joe giving him his appreciation with applause. "Is there someone else, who'd like to tell us their perversion and share their story with us?"
"I'd like to share my perversion," said a man standing up and walking to the front.
"That's great," said Joe applauding him and evoking more applause from the crowd.
"I'm Mike. I'm a pervert and I need help," he said taking his place behind the podium.
"Hi Mike," said the crowd.
"Just as up skirts and panties are Larry's perversion, tits and bras are my perversion. Without doubt, better than any other season, unless I lived in a much warmer climate, the summer season is my best time to see tits and my most difficult time to control my perversion. I like, correction, I love tits, titties, jugs, boobs, melons, tatas, knockers, breasts, air bags, bazookas, and big balloons. Whether fake or phony, the bigger the breasts the better. Not too small but not too big, my favorite tits are women with racks that are a C cup to a double D cup. Oh, yeah, tits are my thing," said Mike staring at women's breasts in the audience.
From his podium perch, Mike stopped talking to look from woman to woman, no doubt, by their reactions, to stare at their tits through their clothes. Under the leering heat of his stare, most women crossed their arms over their chests. Then, thinking that Mike was done talking, as he had prematurely done with Larry, Joe took a step forward to reclaim the podium.
"Sorry," said Joe, when he realized that Mike wasn't quite finished. "Please continue, Mike."



"I don't even bother looking at B cup, padded bras clad breasts or A cuppers, that is, unless they're on a braless women jogging by me with her boobs bouncing and her nipples making permanent impressions in her tight shirt, or if she's leaning in front of me to give me a free down blouse show of her titties."
Again the same blonde woman sitting in the front row slowly, methodically, and unmercifully unbuttoned one of the buttons of her blouse to reveal her long line of cleavage. With the gentle movement of her fingertips, as if pushing away cellophane on a box of imported chocolate covered cherries, she flayed open the top portion of her blouse to reveal the bulging roundness of the top of her breasts and the white lace of her sexy bra. Better than any tits there, she had magnificent, natural jugs.
Then, as if she was about to do battle in a women's prison cell with her lesbian cellmate or as if she was wearing an uncomfortable pushup bra that was a tad too tight, she put her hands beneath each one of her C cup, fully overflowing breasts and lifted and adjusted them. Mesmerized and nearly hypnotized by the sight of what she was doing with her exposed cleavage and bra clad melons, with her every salaciously, sexy movement, the tops of her breasts swayed and jiggled as if they were buoys on the water. Then, while looking up at Mike staring at her sudden show of exhibitionism, as if slowly running her palms over a speed bump, she paused at the big impressions her erect nipples made through her bra and blouse. Finally, as if smoothing out any wrinkles in her blouse, she ever so slowly ran her hands down the front of her breasts in the way that he wished, no doubt, he could.
"Ahem," said Joe, while making a stern face at the woman. "Please continue, Mike."
"I spend hours every day looking at women's tits passing by me in the street or while surfing online," said Mike looking from the blonde, pretty woman to look out at the crowd before staring back at her. "My way of giving something back, my way of helping myself, I mean, my way of helping women with their breast health, I applied for a job as a technician at the mammography department but, no doubt, they only hire lesbian women for that position," he said suddenly looking as sad as he appeared horny when he first took the stand. "I wish I could have a normal life without having to spend my day thinking about, staring at, and masturbating over tits, titties, jugs, boobs, melons, tatas, knockers, breasts, air bags, bazookas, and big balloons." he said still staring at the blonde woman before returning to his seat.
"Thank you, Mike, for staring, I mean, for sharing. Is there anyone else who'd like to stare, sorry, I mean, share?"
Reminiscent of Carolyn Jones in her walk, the original Morticia in the Addams Family, a slim, albeit very shapely, extremely sexy, and exceedingly attractive Asian woman wearing a short, skin tight skirt stood. As is she was walking while wearing a kimono, she wiggled her way to the front of the room. As if her hair was painted there, she had long, shiny, black hair that streamed all the way down her back to just beyond her waist. She took her place behind the podium and before saying a word, she looked out over the crowd as if looking for her victims. With some audience members saying later that they could smell incense, as if she was a Buddhist monk about to meditate before chanting, as if she was a martial arts expert concentrating before giving an opened fist demonstration, she closed her eyes and put her head back. Then, she raised her head, looked forward to pop open her black eyes and bow to the audience, and smiled.
"I'm Christine and I rike to fawk," she said the word 'fawk' with enough forceful conviction that some said later that every time she said the word 'fawk', they imagined they heard the sound of a gong.
"Hi Christine," said everyone.
"I don't know why it is, but I can't get enough of fawking. Man or woman, I'rr fawk anyone, anytime, anywhere, and any place. Much rike everyone else doing their own perversion during the summer season, I fawk the most during the rong, hot summer season too."
Again calling attention to herself from the speaker, the blonde, pretty woman discreetly put her hand to her mouth with her index and middle finger positioned in the shape of a V, while flicking out her tongue, waving it up and down, and licking in between her fingers as if she was licking Christine's pussy. Larry craned his neck to see if the blonde was still sitting like a lady, while Mike continued staring at her exposed bra clad breasts, and Joe looked up from the blonde's beautiful feet to her face and smiled, while shaking his head.
"Oh, I'd fawk you anytime, anywhere, and any place, brondie. You're haaawt," said Christine.
"Please continue, Christine, without addressing your comments to any one particular person," said Joe shaking his head and showing another face full of disappointment at the hot blonde.
"It would be one thing if I fawked for money but I don't. I fawk just for the feering of fawking, of being fawked, and of being used and abused by someone, whether man or woman. I've fawked outside in cars, trucks, vans, motor homes, even on a moving motorcycre. I've fawked at football, baseball, hockey, and basketball games. I've fawked in restaurants, restrooms, at the mawrr, the food court, and in airpranes. I've fawked at work, at schoor, and in church. I'd fawk someone here, anyone, man or woman, if I courd," she said looking out over the crowd with sadness as if she was sad that she couldn't fuck someone in the room now or was sad that she felt so compelled to continually fuck.
As if this was the basement of a Catholic church instead of a meeting of Perverts' Anonymous and everyone hit bingo at the same time, a dozen hands went up in the air. As if they were at a baseball game and the ball girl was looking for someone in the stands to toss a foul ball to, men and women competed for her attention.
"Me! Me! Pick me," said members in the audience. The attention Christine received put a confident smile on her face.
"I've fawked by brother-in-raw, my father-in-raw, my mother-in-raw, and my sister-in-raw. I've fawked all my friends husbands and boyfriends. I've fawked all my friends and all their friends. There's no one I know that I haven't fawked. I'd like to go just one day without fawking and needing to be fawked," she said leaving the podium.
"Thank you, Christine," said Joe. "Is there anyone else?"
"Pssst," said Larry to Christine, as she slowly wiggled by him to find her seat. "I'll be your sponsor," he said with a hopeful look.
"Fawk off," said Christine.
"I'd like to share my perversion," said a man sitting to the side by the windows.
"Great," said Joe waving him up to the podium.
"I'm Bill, a long time pervert, I like flashing my cock to unsuspecting women."
"Hi Bill," said the audience.
"With the summer's good weather and longer days of sunlight improving my chances of exposing myself to unsuspecting women, I roam the streets watching for victims, I mean, women to flash. Doorways are good places to flash, street corners where I can see in both directions are good too, and even from behind parked trucks. I've flashed on buses, subways, and in my car. As if my exposed prick is a monster, I love it when women stare at my cock with a shocked look on their face. I couldn't begin to count the number of women who've seen my erect prick. I've flashed all those who don't know me, everyone who knows me, and anyone who comes to my house."
As if she was wearing a raincoat with nothing underneath, as is she was a lewd and lascivious male flasher, the blonde made a movement with her blouse, as if she was ripping open her coat and exposing herself. Then, with her hand in her lap, she pretended she was a man with a cock in her hand and was masturbating over all the women flashed. Bill stared at her before giving her the finger.
"Hey, that's quite enough," said Joe admonishing the woman again. Then, when Joe stared down at her feet, she curled and wiggled her toes. "Please continue, Bill," said Joe without removing his stare from the woman's feet.
"I've flashed my mother, my sisters, my aunts, my cousins, my wives friends, my sisters-in-law, and my mother-in-law multiple times. Always making it appear accidental, I've flashed the Avon lady, the real estate woman, petitioners collecting signatures, and Jehovah witnesses. I've flashed them all. I've even flashed the hotel maids when I travel. Pretending that I'm a nudist, typically hotel maids slam shut the door, once they see a naked man, but I actually tell them that I'm a nudist upfront.
"Pervert," said that same woman from the back of the room.
"Many hotel maids still leave the room when they see I'm naked but others, once I tell them I'm a nudist, clean the room with me standing there naked and talking to them. Some look, some stare, and others look away. Some maids have even asked me questions about being a nudist, one reached out and touched me, and another propositioned me for sex. Being that I'm not a nudist and don't know anything about the nudism, I have fun pretending I do. Sadly, now that flashing is controlling my life, before being arrested and having my name permanently listed on the sex registry list, I need help to stop my flashing," said Bill quickly unzipping himself, pulling out his cock, and flashing his cock to everyone in the room.
"Eww," said the women.
"Thank you for sharing," said the men laughing.
"I'd like to share my story," said a tall, busty, big, beautiful, black woman."
"Please tell us your story," said Joe.
Broad shouldered and thick hipped, as tall and as busty as Serena Williams, she was one hot, sexy mama.
"Hi, I'm Kenisha and I'm from Detroit," she said with attitude while looking around the room to see if anyone took exception to her and/or to her hailing from Detroit. "Go Tigers! Go Lions," she said pumping her fist.
"Hi Kenisha," said the crowd.
"I'm a little nervous," she said waving her hand in front of her face. "I've never told anyone this before, that is, except for the hundreds of men I've been with sexually," she said.
She looked at Joe for support and he winked at her, while nodding his head and giving her encouragement with a little wave of his hand.
"Just tell us your story, Kenisha. I'm sure it's nothing we haven't heard before," said Joe.
"Just as Christine loves fawking, sorry, I mean, fucking, I love sucking cock. There I said it. Whew! I didn't think that I could," she said looking at Joe and smiling. "There's not a man I know that I haven't sucked his cock. All my boyfriends, all my sisters' boyfriends or husbands, my friends' boyfriends or husbands, men that I just met at the bar, my uncles, my cousins, my brothers, my father-in-law, my father, and even my grandfathers, I've sucked all their dicks." She looked out over the audience. "I can't help myself," she said putting a finger to her full lips, as if about to suck it. "A natural born cocksucker, a cock sucking machine, I love sucking cock."
She stopped speaking suddenly to look over at the blonde woman licking her lips and putting her hand to her mouth as if to yawn. Then, she curled her fingers in a loose fist and moved her hand back and forth, as if she was giving a blowjob. Moving her head up and down and side to side as if she was really sucking someone, she was putting on quite the cock sucking mime show.
"Say what? You little, white bitch. What's wrong with you? I'm up here baring my soul and looking for help and you're making fun of me," said Kenisha shooting the woman an angry look. "You dumbass Barbie doll, I'll fuck you up. You look like that skinny, skanky assed, country western singer, Taylor Swift, but with tits. Tell me, honey, are those tits real? My big double D breasts are real," she said putting her hand beneath each one of breast and lifting them and juggling them as if straightening them.
Mike stood to look at the blonde woman before staring up at Kenisha's big melons. Her breasts made two, huge, mountainous impressions with a deep, natural valley in between the fold of her tight top. No doubt, if someone was to lean their face between her big boobs and yodel the sound of their voice would echo.
"Let's just focus on your story, Kenisha, shall we?" Joe gave the blonde woman a pursed lipped, dirty look.
"After they cum in my mouth and I swallow, I'm always ashamed of myself when it's over. Disrespecting myself for being on my knees before a man who's usually equal or inferior to me, I feel bad about myself but not bad enough to stop sucking cock. While I'm stroking a man with his big, hard cock in my mouth and cupping his balls in my palm, I own that motherfucker. I'm in control," she said banging the podium with her big fist.
She enunciated the word 'own' and pointed her index finger to the ceiling as if she was in a Gospel meeting in church or was Oprah Winfrey talking about her OWN network. She yelled out the word 'motherfucker' as if the word was the incarnation of the Devil himself.
"Wow, what a woman?" Mumbled Mike under his breath.
"I love controlling a man with my hand, my mouth, my lips, and my tongue. Controlling him is the feeling that I love to have. Then, when I look up at him and he puts a heavy hand to the back of my head to hump my mouth and fuck my face, I do everything I can to get him to cum in my mouth so that I can swallow him. Hell," she said putting a hand to her hip and sticking out her big, round ass, "it ain't no blowjob, unless you swallow. Isn't that right, sugar," she said looking at the blonde woman. As if telling her to go fuck herself, with a toss of her head, she flicked out her chin at her. Then, as if punctuating her story with a period, she looked at Joe and nodded her head.
"Amen, sister," said Mike standing to applaud. "Bravo! Bravo!"
"Thank you for sharing, Kenisha," said Joe applauding her.
"It feels so good to get that off my chest," said Kenisha cupping a big breast in each hand, as if she was going to serve up her chest to the audience.
With her big, black body moving in sections, tits, pussy, and ass, tits, pussy, and ass, Kenisha slowly and rhythmically walked back to her seat. As if his eyes were being eclipsed by two, full moons, Mike's eyes widened as large as her big breasts loomed closer. Cast beneath the shadows of Kenisha's big balloons, Mike smiled up at them as if he had found religion and had seen God and, obviously, he had.
"If you need a sponsor," said Mike to Kenisha with a big smile. "I'm your man," he said talking to her tits, instead of looking up at her big, brown, beautiful eyes.
"You're the breast man, right?"
Kenisha moved a hand beneath one of her big, double D sized breasts and lifted it, as if she was about to toss it over her shoulder. As if he was a goldfish at feeding time, Mike's mouth involuntarily opened with the obvious hope that she was about to fill his waiting mouth with her big tit.
"Yeah. I'm Mike," he said still taking to her tits and staring at her mountainous breasts. "Our perversions complement one another. With me loving big tits and you having big tits and with you being a cocksucker and me hoping to have my cock sucked, I think we can really help one another, if you know what I mean. What do you think?"
"Gotcha, honey. I know exactly what you mean, baby, and we'd make a good team," said Kenisha shaking his hand and smiling at him before returning to her seat.
"Anyone else who'd like to share?"
A young, attractive and fairly normal looking 30-something-year-old man wearing a suit and tie stood.
"I'd like to share."
"Take the podium," said Joe applauding him with the others applauding him too.
"I'm Robert and my mother is Tanya. I'm a pervert and I need help."
"Hi Robert," said the group.
"Incest is my perversion. I love my mother a little too much. She's a real estate agent and always dresses for her job. Every day she looks hot," he said smiling, as if he was envisioning his mother. "As are many men attracted to their mothers, I'm attracted to my Mom. Blonde, blue-eyed, busty, and beautiful, I'd love to strip her naked and have sex with her. Unable to find a job after graduating college, I still live at home. Unlike Kenisha who has guilt after sucking cock, I have no guilt incestuously lusting over my Mom. Only, I know incest is wrong."
"Incest is best," said someone from the audience.
"Quiet please. Let's give Robert his chance to tell his story," said Joe.
"I've gone out of my way to see my mother naked. I've gone out of my way to expose myself to her. Tits and pussy for cock and balls, I'm just as excited seeing my Mom naked as I am with her seeing me naked. Acting as if I have something important to tell her, hoping to see her without her clothes, I impatiently wait and quietly listen at her bedroom door until I think she's undressing or dressing and quickly open her door without knocking. I've caught her naked and topless more than once. Well preserved, looking like a cross between a blonde and much younger version of Mimi Rogers and Raquel Welch, she has such a shapely body for a 45-year-old woman. Routinely, I catch her in her bra and panties. When I catch her so indisposed, acting as if she's not even embarrassed, she stands there not making any move to cover herself and says to knock the next time."
"Eww, I love you Mommy," said a woman in the crowd.
"We only have the one bathroom and when she's in the shower, I walk in on her on the pretense that I have to pee. If she didn't want me to see her naked, she'd lock her door. Right?" He looked around the room, as if waiting for someone to agree with him.
"Maybe she trusts you not to peep on her," said someone from the audience.
"So wanting to rip open the shower curtain, I watch her naked shadow behind the nearly transparent, plastic material as she soaps up and rinses off her magnificent body," he said so focused on what he wanted to say that either he didn't hear or he ignored the previous comment. "Then, when I go to my room to masturbate over having seen her naked silhouette, when she's finished with her shower and wearing just a small towel that barely covers the bottom of her cleavage to just below her pussy, she always opens my bedroom door to tell me to knock the next time. I just want to rip the towel from her beautiful, naked body," he said raising his voice. "I wonder what she'd do, if I did. I wonder what she'd do if she was standing there naked."
"Maybe if you tickled her or called for pizza delivery, she'd drop her towel," said someone laughing.
"Please hold your comments, unless asked to comment by the speaker," said Joe.
Robert looked out over the crowd with a sexually excited look. Then, he stepped out from behind the podium, unzipped himself, and reached his hand inside his pants.
"Sorry, Robert, there's no masturbating here," said Joe.
"Sorry," said Robert zipping his pants.
"Please continue with your story," said Joe.
"Even though she tells me to knock the next time, when I barge in on her, she opens my bedroom door without knocking and barges in on me. Always, as if she knows what I'm doing, she catches me with my cock in my hand and stroking myself," he said.
"Probably because you're always masturbating over your mother," said the blonde woman. When Robert looked down at her, she pulled out a book from her purse, "Mommy, I Moaned." Holding it up in front of her face for Robert to see the title, she started silently reading.
Robert looked at her book and then looked at her with a face full of sexual excitement.
"Miss?" Joe looked at the woman and shook his head. She returned the book to her pocketbook. "Sorry, Robert, please continue," said Joe.
"Even though my cock is exposed and even though I'm still stroking myself, she stands there staring at my erect prick. Just as she makes no attempt to cover her nakedness when I catch her undressing and dressing in her bedroom, an incestuous game we play, I don't hide what I'm doing either. With her obviously enjoying my masturbation show, sexually inspired by her standing there watching me, I stroke myself faster and harder. She watches me shoot a load of cum all over my naked body before she closes my bedroom door. Just as we're both afraid to take the first step to cross that imaginary line of incest, I know she wants me as much as I want her.



"Sounds to me like you've already crossed the imaginary line of incest," mumbled the hot blonde.
"She always parades around me in her sexy, flimsy, nearly transparent, and low cut nightgown with nothing underneath," said Robert either not hearing or ignoring the blonde. "Every time she leans in the refrigerator, stands in front of the TV in the evening without any other lights on in the living room, or walks by the big bay window in the morning with the sun pouring in, I can see through her nightgown, as if she's naked. Returning the favor, I'm always exposing myself to her. She looks but--"
"I think we have the idea, Robert. Thank you for sharing," said Joe. "Is there anyone else who'd like to share their perversion with us?"
"I'd like to share," said a cute, redheaded, professional football, cheerleader type.
"The floor is all yours," said Joe.
As she walked by the men to take the podium, Larry stared at her ass, Mike stared at her breasts, and Joe stared at her feet.
"Hi everyone. I'm Jenna." she said jumping around the podium stage with a back flip, a handstand, and a leg split as if she was auditioning for the head cheerleading position instead of telling her story at a Perverts' Anonymous meeting. "J-E-N-N-A, she said while making signs with her arms in the shapes of the letter of the alphabet that comprised her name.
"Hi Jenna."
"Well, like um, much like Robert, incest is my perversion too. Only, instead of being hot for my Mommy, like um, I'm hot for my Daddy. In case you didn't already guess by my hot body," she said standing away from the podium to toss out her hip and, with a straight forward kick, raised her ankle to her forehead, "like, um, I used to be a cheerleader and a gymnast. Like, um, I enjoy teasing my Dad by having him help me with my holds and poses. Like, um, there's not a part of my body that Daddy hasn't inadvertently touched and felt," she said running her tongue across her lips.
"J-E-N-N-A," said Larry under his breath. "I'd love to bend and twist her in a pretzel."
"Being that it's been so hot lately, like, um, 90's every day, I live in my barely there bikini. Like, um, home from college, I relax by the pool, while doing handstands, back flips, and leg splits. Double jointed, I can actually put both of my ankles behind my head.
"Wow," said Larry, Mike, Joe, and Christine all at the same time.
"I'm always falling out of and losing my bikini top. Like, um, oops," she said with a perverted laugh. "Daddy works from home and I always ask him to put sunscreen on my nearly naked body. He takes his time massaging the crème in my soft supple skin, especially all over my ass checks and the side of my exposed breasts. Sometimes, pretending that I don't know he's home and looking, like, um, I enjoy laying out back topless. He thinks that I don't know that he's looking but I know he is. No doubt, like um, father like daughter, as horny as I am, like, um, he's as hot for me as I am for him," she said suddenly looking down at the blonde woman.
Again, as if not paying attention to the speaker, the blonde reached in her purse and pulled out another book and held it up for Jenna to see, as she silently read, "Daddy, I Groaned."
When Jenna saw what the blonde was reading, as if suddenly dizzy with desire, she reached out a hand for the podium to steady her balance. Then, as if sexually aroused, she inhaled a deep breath, and bit her lip.
"Ahem," said Joe causing the blonde to put the book away.
"One time, like, um, after having broken up with my boyfriend and feeling so sad and horny, like, um, I pretended that I was drunk. Crying on his shoulder, acting too drunk to know any better, I acted as if my father was my old boyfriend. While he consoled me, like, um, I started French kissing him. When he stopped me from kissing him and finally pulled away from me, I removed my bikini in front of him. Like, um, I actually stripped myself naked. Then, when I spotted his erection, I stuck my hand down his bathing suit and, like, um, wrapped my hand around his cock. I knew he wanted me, but instead of giving me what I wanted, like, um, he put me to bed."
"I love you, Daddy," said someone from the audience.
"Like, like, um, um, I so want to suck my father's cock and would have had he given me any encouragement. Like um, why is that so wrong to want to give Daddy some pleasure? Like um, why can't I blow my Daddy? When we splash around in the pool he accidentally on purpose feels my breasts, fingers my nipples, and grabs my ass. I continue having sexual fantasies about fucking and sucking my--,"
"Like, um, thanks you for sharing, Jenna. Like, um, I think we all get the idea," said Joe looking over the crowd before looking at his watch. "We have time for one more speaker before we end the meeting. Is there anyone else who'd like to share?"
"I'd like to share," said the blonde, pretty woman. "I'm Susan," she said turning to look behind her without standing. "I'm perverted and I need help."
"Hi Susan," said everyone.
"Much like everyone else, the summer season is the most difficult time of the year for me too. With the warmer weather, I have the constant need to expose myself. So long as it appears accidental, I so love flashing my body to unsuspecting men. Flashing my panties and/or my tits, I love leaving them wondering if they were flashed accidentally or on purpose."
"Please stand and take the podium, Susan, to tell us your story," said Joe.
Susan stood just as her short, wraparound skirt, somehow got caught in her chair, ripped wide open, and fell to the floor. Her long, shapely legs, her pussy mound, and her camel toe, evident through her bright, white, tight, cotton, bikini panties, were immodestly exposed to everyone. Unabashedly turning to face the crowd, she made no attempt to cover herself or to retrieve her skirt.
"Oops," she said putting her hands to her face as if she was Marilyn Monroe standing on the subway grate and a train passed beneath her to blow up her white dress with a big breeze. "That's the third this week my skirt has fallen off me. Why does this always happen to me? Sorry," she said looking down at her panty before looking up at all those who stared. "Please don't look at my panties," she said turning her back to the audience to bend at the waist. When she took her sweet time to retrieve her skirt from the floor, Larry stood up on his chair for a better look of her panty clad ass and in between her legs. "I'm so very embarrassed," she said turning around again to face the audience while wrapping her skirt around herself.
As if she was a female version of Buster Keaton reincarnated and as if she was wearing breakaway clothes, when she walked to the podium, she somehow caught her blouse on a loose nail and ripped it wide open. Recoiling in feigned shock, she struggled to pull her blouse free of the nail. Then, as if her bra was a jack-in-the-box and she was already so tightly wound, her front snapping bra literally flew open to expose her perfect, C cup breasts. Now Mike stood up on his chair for a better look of Susan's tits, titties, jugs, boobs, melons, tatas, knockers, breasts, air bags, bazookas, and big balloons.
"Sorry," said Susan with a laugh while making no attempt to cover her nakedness. "If I wasn't such an exhibitionist, I'd be embarrassed, but I'm not. Exhibitionism is my sexual perversion," she said throwing her hands up in the air and jumping up and down with her breasts bouncing while still on full display, as her skirt fell to the floor again to expose her panty. "I'm an exhibitionist."
"I know you," said Joe staring at her panty and then staring at her feet before looking up at her face. "I'd recognize your panty and feet anywhere. You're that woman who comes in my shoe store to try on boots a size too small while flashing me your bright, white, tight, cotton, bikini panties.
"Guilty," said Susan with a laugh.
"And I know you," said Larry. "You're that woman on the bus and the train who always flashes me your panty and bra.
"Guilty again," said Susan with a shrug.
"And I know you," said Mike. "You're that woman on the beach who loses her bikini top, just as I walk by you and again as I walk by you going the other way."
"Sorry, but I love flashing my tits," said Susan.
"I don't know you but I rove you," said Christine. "Let's fawk. You're so haaawt."
"Let's get her," said Joe. "I'll take her feet."
"I'll take her ass," said Larry.
"I'll take her tits," said Mike.
"And I'll take her pussy," said Christine.
The three men and one woman chased Susan around the room, until a Catholic Priest and Nun appeared from out of nowhere to stop the action.
"In the name of God, unhand her," said the Nun holding up her crucifix as if warding off the Devil. "I'm Sister Mary Kathryn Elizabeth from the order of the Most Holy Virgins and I have plans for rehabilitating this young, sexy, beautiful, exhibitionistic woman."
"Oh, no you don't, Sister Mary Kathryn Elizabeth. In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost," said the priest signing himself. "Over my dead body will you take this beautiful girl into your convent of lascivious lesbians. I have plans for this woman on her knees and prone at the altar. I'll take over from here," said the priest. "She's coming with me to my rectory."
"Father O'Malley, what are you doing here?"
"I was going to share, I mean, I noticed a member of my flock and I wanted to listen to what--"
"You ought to be ashamed, Father."
"You should ashamed too, Sister. What are you doing here?"
"Me? Um, I, um, was collecting for the poor and needy. Yeah, that's it," said Sister Mary Kathryn Elizabeth.
Joe looked from Sister Mary Kathryn Elizabeth and Father O'Malley to Susan.
"Let's get her," said Joe.
Joe, Larry, and Christine grabbed poor Susan and ripped off her panties while Kenisha grabbed Mike. She lifted her top and bra and impaled Mike's mouth on her nipple. Going from one breast to the other, he sucked one breast while caressing the other. Then, with Mike still attached to her big breasts as if he was a Remora fish attached to a shark, Kenisha fell to her knees, unzipped his pants, and reached her hot, horny hand inside. She pulled out his cock and started sucking him while he caressed her big tits and fingered her black, erect nipples.
With Joe prone on the floor feeling Susan's feet and sucking on her toes, Larry was on his knees tossing Susan's salad, and Christine was on her knees licking Susan's pussy. Father O'Malley and Sister Mary Kathryn Elizabeth were fucking and sucking in the back of the room.
"This Perverts' Anonymous meeting hasn't helped me. I'm going home to fuck my Mommy," said Robert.
"Like, um, this meeting sucks. I'm going home to suck my Daddy," said Jenna.
That was the first and last Perverts' Anonymous Summer Session or any session Perverts' Anonymous had.
THE END
This is a Summer Lovin' contest story. Please don't forget to vote.
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*
Glad for the experience, it had been a long, hot, emotionally charged and sexually frustrating summer spent with my mother-in-law. Surviving the heat, a record number of 90 plus degree consecutive days, no longer feeling sorry for myself, I was looking forward to the cooler temperatures of fall to clear my head for a fresh start. It all started a year ago last summer when my wife, Samantha, left me and our baby, Michael, for not only another man but also for another lifestyle.
I experienced some of the best times in my life with my wife, the love of my life, and I had some of the worst times after she left. Down, depressed, deceived, used, and abused, it wasn't until after she left me that I could clearly see her for the horrible person that she was. Sad and lonely, and forsaking my friends and family to heal myself alone, I hid myself in my house with my mother-in-law, Christine, and my son, Michael, as my only companions. I was devastated by her leaving me and it's taken me a more than a year to get my life back.
After my wife invited her mother to live with us in Massachusetts to help care for our infant son, Christine sold her house in California and moved east. Surprisingly and thankfully, perhaps out of guilt, loyalty, devotion, or the love of her grandson, she stayed with me, even after her daughter left. Maybe like me, she figured her daughter would return one day. Maybe like me, she was just as lonely as I was, that is, until I discovered that she was just as sexually attracted to me as I was to her.
Slow to simmer to a summertime boil, my sexual relationship with Christine started a year after Samantha left when I saw her unabashedly standing in my bedroom doorway in her sexy nightgown. A sight to behold, but a perilous bridge to cross, if I made love to Samantha's mother, that one act would seal my fate by putting a final exclamation point to end my marriage with her daughter forever. Still harboring hopes of her returning, if Samantha returned, she'd never forgive me for having had sex with her mother. Yet gone for more than a year, my wife already ended our marriage when she left me and abandoned our child. Nonetheless, with mother more woman than daughter could ever be, if I began a love relationship with Christine, she'd never leave me in the way her daughter had and she'd never forsake her grandson in the way that Samantha had abandoned our son.
"May I sleep with you?"
Preoccupied in thought over imagining Christine naked while fingering my cock through my pajama bottom, I was about to masturbate over her again, my regular nightly routine. As if I had imagined her voice floating through my unconscious mind, she surprised me. When I heard her voice, I was sitting on my bed contemplating my day spent with the woman of my desire while wishing I wasn't sleeping alone. When I looked up at my mother-in-law, the woman I now love, she stood in my bedroom doorway biting her lip, playing with her nightgown ties, and looking at me with sexuality, trepidation, and vulnerability. As stunned as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe she was standing there so exposed in her most revealing dressing gown. I couldn't believe she asked if she could sleep with me.
Wearing makeup with her hair beautifully done and smelling of sweet perfume, I looked at her not believing she was really standing there. Was I dreaming or did she really ask if she could sleep with me? After sexually fantasizing about her for so long, was it wishful thinking that played tricks with my mind? A huge leap of faith in our quickly changing relationship, obviously with both of us lonely and sexually attracted to one another, already knowing the answer to her question, did she really think I'd say no? Just as I never said no to her daughter, I'd never say no to her mother.
With her standing in the hall, the nightlight behind her illuminated as if she was an angelic illusion. I couldn't help but notice the dark impressions her areolas, nipples, and blonde patch of pubic hair made through her sheer nightgown. Staring at her as if she was my angel sent to me in my time of need, I saw her glance down at the bulge in my pajama bottom before she looked up at me to make solid eye contact. I wondered how long she had been standing in the doorway. I wondered had she seen me fingering my cock, if she would have liked what she saw. Had she not said a word for a few more seconds with me not knowing she was standing there watching me, she would have caught me pulling out my prick and stroking myself over the naked thoughts of her. With her standing there watching me, I couldn't help but wonder, had she seen me masturbating, if that would have killed or encouraged my chances of sleeping with her.
A man who needed to be hit over the head with a baseball bat to understand when a woman was hitting on me, did she look down at my cock so that I'd understand that she didn't want to sleep with me but wanted to have sex with me? With her wearing her low cut and nearly transparent, blue, pastel nightgown, looking so much like a blonde, busty angel dressed in a soft cloud of silk and satin, she showed me more of her beautiful body than I've ever seen before. She showed me more of herself than I was showing her of myself. Being the horny and perverted son-in-law that I am, after seeing her standing there so exposed, I was eager to return the sexual favor and expose myself to her.
Just because she was nearly naked with her big breasts nearly hanging out of her nightgown, not wanting to ruin things, I didn't dare be so vulgar as to flash her. Not wanting to scare her off and extinguish what we had before taking the time to heat up our sexual fire, being that she was already eager to give herself to me, I thought better of whipping out my cock. Suddenly having second thoughts, I felt guilty for what I was about to do. Even though she just asked if she could sleep with me, even though she's wearing her sexiest nightgown that exposed most of her naked body to me, she's still my wife's mother. If the shoe was on the other foot, I wouldn't want my brother-in-law sleeping with my mother. Only, I didn't have a brother-in-law and my mother looked nothing like Christine.
As if the past year fast forwarded in my mind, thinking back of all our times together, it was then that I thought of all the subtle signs she had given me and all faint hints that should have told me that she wanted me. How could I be so dumb not to notice her wanting me? How could I not know that she was as interested in bedding me as I was interested in having sex with her? Having never seen so much of her body, even on the beach in her barely there bikini, as if she was my new bride instead of my old mother-in-law, not that she was old, just older than me, she was wearing something that I imagined she'd wear on her Honeymoon. Being that my 30th birthday had just passed and with her nightgown looking more like thin, tissue paper than expensive sleepwear, I thought of her as my belated, gift wrapped, birthday present sent to my room psychically by my wishful thinking.
"Yes," I said staring at her with lust in my eyes and love in my heart.
A sexual fantasy come true with me saying yes, all that was needed to seal our romantic union, one word and one syllable meant so much more than giving her my permission. It meant the start of something life changing. It meant that I was about to sleep with Samantha's mother, my mother-in-law. It meant that I wouldn't feel lonely and horny again, so long as Christine stayed with me and so long as we continued this sexual relationship.
When she walked in my bedroom, not knowing what else to do, I stood as if standing for a lady entering the room. Ready to embrace this new sexual relationship, I stood poised to hold her, touch her, feel her, caress her, kiss her, and make love to her. Only, as soon as I stood, as if seeing me standing with her from afar, I balked. Suddenly feeling so very perverted and having second thoughts again, I felt that I was cheating on Samantha, even though she had been cheating on me. My brain was saying no but my cock was saying yes.
Now embarrassed as much as I was excited by seeing her so exposed and vulnerable, the bulge of my semi-erect penis was obvious in my pajama bottom and I was embarrassed by my own sexual expectations and anticipations. With my emotions flip flopping, being at a disadvantage physically by involuntarily showing her how I felt, I was embarrassed by my emerging erection but excited at the same time that she saw the lust that I had for her. This wasn't just any woman that I was about to bed, this was my mother-in-law. A sexual taboo, the forbidden sexual family connection resonated in my mind. Of all people, how could I be so lonely, so needy, so horny, so desperate, so despicable, and so perverted to want to have sex with my mother-in-law? What's wrong with me? What's wrong with her to solicit me for sex, her own son-in-law?
Had her daughter still been with me, I never would have considered having sex with her mother. Then, again, had she not been my wife's mother, because of how gorgeous she looks, the sexy body she has, and the sexual attraction that I have for her, I would have tried to have sex with her months ago. Even after developing feelings for Christine, so afraid to approach her and make my feelings known, I became frustratingly content to lust over her from afar. Instead of trying to bed her, instead of embarrassing myself by making a pass at her, my nightly routine was to masturbate while thinking of having sex with her. Wanting to have an intimate relationship with her for months and still too nervous to make the first move, my sexual frustration may have endlessly continued and culminated with neither of us getting what we wanted had Christine not asked to sleep with me.
Taking her by the hand, I led her to my bed. As if we were about to have our first session of couple's therapy and needed to discuss what we were about to do, we sat in silence with our hands in our laps. Surely, preferring not to talk but to kiss, I didn't need to talk about what I wanted to do with her. Just as I had already done with her daughter, the first time that I was with her four years ago, I knew what I wanted to do with her mother.
Attracted to Christine from the first day I met her, especially now in the way I missed her daughter, and especially now with her in her nightgown and asking my permission to sleep with me, I wanted to have sex with her. Lusting over her for years, I wanted to touch and feel her everywhere. Feeling so lonely and so horny, and with her looking so very much like Samantha, sometimes even mistaking mother for daughter, especially in the dark and especially when so wishing that she was Samantha reincarnated while pretending that she was, I wanted to make love to her. Yet, not wanting to make the same mistake twice and wanting to go through whatever this would become with my eyes wide open, I was hesitant to begin something that I may not be able to finish or something that could easily backfire and become another emotional disaster. After ruing the day I bedded daughter, I didn't want to rue the day I bedded mother too.
Even though the abrupt end to my marriage wasn't my fault, I blamed myself that it was. Being that we were already best friends and fun companions, I didn't want to ruin my relationship with my mother-in-law with sex. Instead of being so eager to be with her physically, something new for me to resist the urge, I took a step back to take my time while waiting to join her sexually. Now that we were already close friends and were already there emotionally, our next step was to explore one another's bodies sexually. We both knew that we wanted to have sex and I was just as nervous as she was to take that next step. Yet she took that first step already by asking me if she could sleep with me.
Wanting to reassure her, along with myself, with her sitting beside me, I looked at her and smiled before taking her hand in mine again. Afraid to say anything for fear that I'd say something dumb enough for her to realize the perverted son-in-law I am and make her flee my room, I sat there lovingly holding her hand while playing with her fingers. What was there to say? There were no words for how I felt about wanting to sleep with my wife's mother. Either we had sex or we didn't.
Needing to feel that she was real and that I wasn't dreaming, I put my arm around her and ran my hand along her shoulder before continuing down her arm. The sexy sight of her was so arousing. Her perfume made me dizzy with sexual excitement and I just wanted to kiss her. Only, knowing that my kiss would lead to more, I debated with myself before taking a step that could either ruin my life more or make me the happiest man on earth. Should I or shouldn't I have sex with my mother-in-law? This was a big step.
Even though I had put sunscreen lotion on her body many times, I had never touched my mother-in-law in the way that I was touching her and about to touch her now, sexually, erotically, romantically, and seductively. Even though this was Samantha's mother sitting beside me in her nightgown and even though she already gave me the green light by asking if she could sleep with me, I felt as if I was a teenager at the cinema with my date while trying to work up the courage to make it to first base by feeling her breast. With the nightlight that lit my room enough for me to see, I could discern part of her breast down her nightgown. It was obvious that she had natural breasts that were just as wonderfully amazing as her daughter's silicon breasts.
"I'm so nervous, Stephen," she said in the way that I imagined she'd say, if I was sitting with her at a doctor's office to give her moral support while waiting for the results of a medical test. "You're not just any man," she said looking at me with apprehension. "You're my daughter's husband, my son-in-law. Only, so attracted to you, I'm so very lonely."
If we were to have a love affair that lasted longer than the three years that I had with her daughter, I wondered what she'd look like in twenty years. Quickly, I did the math in my head. In twenty years, she'll be sixty-eight and I'll be fifty. Not so bad, so long as she stayed active, was healthy, and stayed out of the sun. With her collecting Social Security and me working at a job, financially this could work. Gees, what the Hell am I thinking? I'm about to have sex with my mother-in-law.
"I'm nervous too," I said looking deeply in her blue eyes and giving her a smile of encouragement while figuring that lonely was a woman's code word for horny. "You're so beautiful, Christine," I said trying to relax her, calm myself, and excite her all at the same time. "Just as you're lonely, I am too," while almost blurting out the word horny. "From the first day I met you, I've always been attracted to you." With you looking so much like your daughter, especially at your age, I'm a lucky man, I thought but didn't say my backhanded compliment.
Even though I so wanted to kiss her, I was afraid. Her lips were forbidden fruit. The Devils playground, her lips were off limits. Her lips were Eve's apple given to Adam and her pussy was Dante's Inferno on my certain, future admittance to Hell.
Even though I was working up my nerve to kiss her and seduce her, I didn't dare. Had she been any other woman showing up in my room wearing what she was wearing, I would have kissed and felt her beautiful body by now. Had she been anyone else, I would have stripped her naked and already been busy making love to her. Only, she wasn't just any woman. Even though I wanted her and had fantasized about having sex with her, with her here now calling my bluff, it was difficult for me to wrap my brain around having sex with her.
So very hesitant, even though she was the one who made the first move by coming to my room in her revealing nightgown and asking to sleep with me, I didn't understand why I was so afraid to kiss her. As if her lips were suddenly electrified barbed wire, for fear of a fatal shock, I was afraid to touch her lips with mine. Should our romantic connection be a mistake and prematurely end, having already established a bond of trust and a strong connection, hopefully those warm feelings would surely transcend any future physical and emotional relationship problems we'd have and not ruin our friendship.
With both of us going into this with eyes wide open, we weren't children. With both of us needing some sexual comfort, we weren't infatuated teenagers driven wild by puppy love; we were mature adults. Yet, analyzing our sudden sexual connection, did we feel the need to have sex because Samantha rejected us by leaving? Feeling her consternation along with my own, I needed to ensure Christine, as well as myself, that what we already had and what we were about to do couldn't be ruined by being needy, feeling guilty, and having second thoughts. What we already had was a strong foundation for love. What we already had was the most fun that I've ever had with a woman without removing her clothes. Being that I was still married to her daughter, what we were about to do was wrong on more than one level, nonetheless, what we were about to do was so right on many other levels.
"Kiss me," she said.
With too much temptation to say no, but slow to react, it took her to appear at my bedroom door nearly naked for me to understand that she wanted me as much as I wanted her. It took her to ask my permission to sleep with me for me to invite her in my bedroom. It took her to tell me to kiss her for me to kiss her. What's wrong with me? If I don't kiss her now, she'll think that I don't want her. If I don't kiss her now, she'll think that I'm rejecting her for the hope her bitch and whore of a daughter will return. After developing deep feelings for my mother-in-law, I no longer wanted my wife. I wanted mother over daughter.
Unable to say no and unable to tell her to return to her room, I wrapped my arm around her waist, pulled her to me, and kissed her as if we were standing in front of Niagara Falls. When she allowed me to part her lips with my tongue and she responded with hers, it took me a moment to wrap my head around and get beyond the fact that I was French kissing my mother-in-law. Something I've imagined doing in my sexual fantasies and masturbation sessions and something that I wanted to do for so long, was finally happening now. Only this was different. This was real and not a sexual fantasy. With her lips so full and her kisses so passionate, I loved kissing Christine more than I ever enjoyed kissing her daughter. A thousand miles away, with her daughter always so preoccupied with her past, current, and future modeling assignments, and just going through the motions, she was never there with me in our relationship.
A year ago, missing her daughter as if she had suddenly died, I never would have French kissed her mother but now I was French kissing Christine, the woman I love. With my two-year-old son asleep for the night in the next room, we had hours to ourselves. Perhaps with both of us afraid to get more comfortable in bed, as if falling back in bed was taking a plunge deeper than we were ready and willing to take, we sat together on the edge of the bed kissing.
Even though I couldn't wait to touch her and feel her, more aroused kissing her than I imagined I'd be touching her, her kisses reminded me of kissing her daughter when we first started dating four years ago. Only now with my eyes wide open, kissing Christine was better than kissing Samantha. When I closed my eyes, I imagined Samantha was there with me. Then, when I opened my eyes to look in Christine's eyes, my excitement grew with the thoughts that Samantha was gone and I was making out with her mother.



Eager to feel her body, wanting to feel her breasts and finger her nipples before moving my hand along her shapely thighs, continuing up beneath her nightgown, and touching her between her legs, I needed to go slow. Wanting to enjoy every moment, I didn't want to rush things. We had plenty of time to take things slow. We not only had the whole night, we had days, weeks, and months together for us to get better sexually acquainted.
After having spent a wonderful year and an erotic summer doing things and going places with mother instead of daughter, Samantha was always too busy to do and go with me. Christine gave me memories that I'll cherish forever. Having become close friends before we became lovers, I was content just to kiss her while holding her without sexually touching her. She was so beautiful and kissing her was like nothing I could have imagined. Then shockingly and excitingly, taking things in her own hands, it happened.
While I was the one who masturbated every night with the thoughts of touching her, feeling her, and exploring her body with my hands, my mouth, and my cock, before I even had a chance to feel her firm, round ass, she was the one who touched me. While I kissed her and while I built up the courage to touch her, I felt her hand move down from my shoulder to feel my chest. Her hand felt so incredibly good that I didn't dare move for fear that she'd remove her hand. Then, before I could reciprocate her touch to cup her breast and finger her nipple, I felt her hand slowly slide down my stomach and come to rest in my lap. With her fingertips so erotically close to my cock, just mere inches away, the passion of my kisses grew with my desire for her to touch me where I needed her to touch me. Would she or wouldn't she touch my cock? I couldn't believe my mother-in-law was poised to touch my cock.
Now my focus was more on her touching me than on me touching her. Focusing more on her lips, her fingertips, and my cock instead of on her hot body, wishing she'd move her hand just a little closer to my engorged, throbbing prick and wishing she'd take my cock in her hand and stroke me, I was so hot and horny for her. Then, as if psychically reading my mind, she did what I hoped she'd do. Touching me where no mother-in-law should ever touch her son-in-law, she ever so lightly touched my cock through my pajamas with her fingertips.
As if gently taking my pulse, the feel of her fingertips lightly touching my cock was electric. As if plugged in a wall outlet, my cock came alive, pulsated, and hardened to her magical touch. Then, while I continued kissing her, as if my prick was hers, she moved her whole hand over my penis as if protecting me from harm and/or claiming me as hers. Leaving her hand atop my penis, as if she was getting ready to move her lips down to smoke it, I felt her fingers gently knead my penis before lifting it through my pajama as if she was delicately holding an expensive cigar.
"You have a nice body," she said lightly touching the head of my cock with her fingertips while looking in my eyes before looking down at the big bulge my prick made in my pajama.
As if she was deftly turning the combination to a safe, I felt her fingers fondle the head of my penis in the way that I couldn't wait to finger her nipples. Only I knew if I touched her, felt her, and caressed her, I'd be lost in my lust for her and there'd be no turning back. Already too aroused with incestuous lust for her, I'd move too fast and ruin everything if I started prematurely feeling her. Besides, comfortable with her making all the right moves, I didn't want to interrupt whatever she was doing with my penis to make all the wrong ones.
Although I've been wanting to see her naked, feel her naked body, make love to her, and fuck her, disturbingly, frustratingly, and unbelievably, I wasn't ready for that just yet. Even after having French kissed her mother, I still wasn't over her daughter. Having pined over her daughter for more than a year, I needed to put Samantha behind me forever before I could move forward and truly enjoy having sex with her mother. Not knowing where she is and what she's doing, with Samantha still absent from my life, I didn't know how I'd react if she was ever to return. Needing to see her again, I needed to know for certain that I wanted mother over daughter. Once I had sex with mother, daughter would never want me back. Perhaps once I had sex with mother, I wouldn't want daughter even if she returned.
After her daughter left me and abandoned our baby, thinking back to how it all began last summer between Christine and I, my mother-in-law's question reverberated in my head every time I thought about how my illicit, extramarital love affair started. After all the times I masturbated while thinking of having sex with Samantha's mother, her question and my answer had been a long time coming. Still in love with her daughter, how could I begin a sexual relationship with her mother? Yet living without Samantha in my life and living with Christine in my life, just as I couldn't imagine my life without Samantha in it before, I couldn't imagine my life without Christine in it now. Feeling a bit twisted being in love with daughter and mother, my feelings of love finally diminished enough for Samantha to manifest more for Christine.
"May I sleep with you?"
A place where I'd never go before I was ready to go now. No longer playing the jilted lover, for the first time, when I looked in Christine's blue eyes, I no longer saw my wife's mother. I no longer felt as if I was doing something wrong. I no longer saw Samantha staring back at me to make me feel guilty. Over with playing the abandoned husband, when I stared down at her ever present cleavage, I no longer saw my mother-in-law. I saw her tits. Now, when I kissed her and parted her lips with my tongue before making passionate love with her, I saw her for the woman that she is and has always been. I saw Christine.
Like mother like daughter, kissing Christine reminded me of kissing Samantha. Beautiful in her own right, who wouldn't want to kiss Christine? Where Samantha faltered, Christine shined. An amazing, talented, and intelligent woman, the spitting image of her daughter physically, only she was a much morally better and a more mature person. As pretty as she was on the outside, she was beautiful on the inside too, something that couldn't be said about selfish, self-absorbed, and self-centered Samantha.
Funny how at a time like this I'd think that but, while I was ready to make love with her mother, I wondered where her daughter was. Who knows where she was and who she's fucking and sucking? Had Michael not looked so much like me, I'd question if the baby was even mine. Yet, now that I've cared for him for two years, it wouldn't matter to me who fathered the baby. He's my son.
Now that I was about to have sex with Christine, I wondered, if I had married her instead of Samantha and with my role as husband reversed, if I'd want daughter over mother in the way that I wanted mother over daughter. A human weakness, are we ever happy with the one we have? My question was a mute one, as Samantha was the one who left me and not the other way around. Madly in love with her, she was the one who didn't want me. She was the one not happy enough with me to leave me.
Maybe my wife figured by leaving me with her mother, if the two of us were left alone long enough we'd gravitate to one another. Maybe she was smarter than I thought. Maybe knowing me as the sexual man that I am and the attractive, lonely woman her mother is, she knew us better than we knew ourselves. Perhaps a stretch, her devious way to keep it all in the family, but maybe her leaving us together was her way of matchmaking me with her mother. Whatever my speculations and suppositions, Christine was now in my life instead of Samantha.
A different time back then, with pregnancy more of a working woman's disease than a blessing, her mother had a modeling contract on the table that was withdrawn when she became pregnant with Samantha. Preferring to raise her child than have an abortion to travel the globe for the sake of art, photography, and beauty, she preferred making her own life at home with her child as any good mother and wife would. Only her love story abruptly ended when her husband cheated on her with her best friend. With history repeating itself, he left her and abandoned his child for another woman just as Samantha left me and abandoned Michael for another man.
In the way that there's a reason for everything, as a single mother, Christine took a job for a modeling agent as her top administrative assistant. Even though she was eventually offered another contract to model and declined, she did some impromptu, fill-in modeling jobs on the side, whenever models were a no show. Preferring to stay behind the camera, she stayed in the background, that is, until she introduced her daughter to her boss. A one in a million face and body that launched dozens of advertising campaigns, Samantha was the innocent darling of the modeling industry for ten, long, insufferable years.
Samantha, Samantha, Samantha, as famous as any pro athlete, it had always been all about Samantha and her modeling career. From the time she was discovered at 15-years-old by her mother's employer, a top modeling agent, she had always been the shining star, the superstar, and the emerging supermodel. Making the rounds and appearing on all of the high fashion magazine covers, she had an entire entourage doting on her to help her walk down the runway. With their sole purpose to make her happy, she was made to feel special. She was privileged. Treated like royalty, she was spoiled.
Now that she's gone, with Samantha no longer financially supporting us, it was just her mother and me fending for ourselves. With her modeling career nearing the end, she didn't need us anymore in our moral support roles to help her get through her day. Always surrounded by people, she had enough bloodsuckers on her payroll helping her to get up, get dressed, and get out to earn money. It was always only about the money with her anyway.
"May I sleep with you?"
It wasn't as if Christine asking to sleep with me came out of the blue. After Samantha dumped me and ended her relationship with her mother, our way to get through our days without her, we had fooled around a little before Christine stood at my bedroom door in her sexy nightgown and before we developed a sexual relationship. Nothing more than kissing without tongues, hugging without humps, and touching without feeling one another sexually, we soon became dependent upon one another for all our needs.
Basking in her shine and hidden behind her shadow, as if Samantha had been our sun and we were her moons revolving around her, the titillation of our teasing, flirting, and flashing made us forget how unhappy we were when she left. Always at her side at fashion shows, parties, and premiers before, no longer Samantha's handsome husband and her mirror image mother, we were now anonymous in our stay at home roles. A slow burn building, as if our sexual relationship was meant to be, had I started off this way with Samantha in the way that I did with Christine, slow and easy instead of fast and wild, perhaps we'd still be together.
"Thank you for the wonderful dinner," I said giving Christine a kiss on the cheek and reaching around her back to give her a polite hug that any son-in-law would give his mother-in-law while wishing that I could reach down to feel her tight ass.
"Oh, you're so very welcome," she said throwing her arms around my neck with a wide smile while squishing her C cup breasts against my muscular chest as if she was my lover.
Every time she hugged me like that she made me feel as if I had just won an award for something. Every time she kissed me like that, I wanted, expected, and hoped for more. Making me take a step back for the guilt that I had in my perverted sexual feelings for her, she always surprised me that her hug was more sexual than mine. Yet, innocently I figured, no doubt sensing my loneliness, she was just trying to comfort me where her daughter failed. Gradually, as our loneliness grew and our connection increased, our kisses went from a kiss on the cheek to a peck on the lips with our hugs lasting a little longer.
The first time we touched lips, as if we were both surprised that we kissed, our eyes remained open. Then with the pecks lasting a little longer, considered more of a smooch than a peck, closing our eyes with the anticipation of the kiss while hugging, we kissed in the morning after we awakened and at night before retiring for bed. Especially in the beginning, kissing one another as if we were brother and sister or an old couple who had been married too long, our kisses were more displays of genuine affection and of friendship than of sexual desire and of lust. After a while, it was the excitement of kissing mother that stopped me from missing daughter. It was Christine's kisses that had me thinking more about her than about Samantha. More than longing to kiss Samantha and yearning to have sex with her again, I now longed to kiss Christine and yearned have sex with her.
"Good morning, Christine," I said welcoming that body to body physical connection and eager to touch my lips to hers. "It's going to be another beautiful sunshine day of summer."
Afraid to make my feelings for her known, I didn't know how to make the kiss last longer without being obvious in my intention and foolish in my misplaced desire. Being that she was still my mother-in-law and I was her son-in-law, waiting for her to take the first step or give me a sign of encouragement, I didn't want to make Christine afraid to stay with me. Fearing that I'd ruin things should Samantha return, I didn't want her mother telling her daughter that I made a pass at her. Better the other way around with her making a pass at me, having to be content with lusting for her while masturbating over her, we discussed the weather instead.
"Good morning, Stephen," she said returning my eagerness with her kiss. "Yes, not as hot as yesterday, the weatherman said that it still may hit ninety degrees."
When I closed my eyes to kiss her, I imagined I was in bed with her naked and making love to her. When I closed my eyes to kiss her, I imagined she loved me as much as I loved her. Sadly and frustratingly, she was talking about the summer weather being hot when my temperature for her was already boiling. Eventually adding color to our friendship, we made lots of small talk while ignoring the elephant in the room, our obvious sexual attraction for one another.
Over time, our hugs lasted longer with our entire torsos touching and with my horny hands feeling the back outline of her bra and moving all the way down to the top of her bikini panty. Just by hugging Christine, I was aroused and it took all the control I had not to reach one hand down to cup her sweet ass and move my other hand around to feel her big breast. Expecting her to pull away from me when my cock made a hard appearance against her, I was surprised when she didn't end our hug and take a step back.
Just as I could feel the softness of her stomach against my erect cock, I imagined she could feel my big prick against her toned belly. Maybe she enjoyed hugging me as much as I enjoyed hugging her. Maybe it aroused her as much as it aroused me to feel my hard prick pressed against her soft tummy. But for a few pounds heavier than her always too thin daughter, she felt the shapely same in my arms as did Samantha. When holding Christine, I couldn't help but feel that I was holding Samantha in the way that I imagined she'd feel twenty years from now.
"I'll see you tonight, Christine," I said giving her a hug and a smooch on the lips before leaving the house for work.
Pausing each time to make the kiss last just a little longer, always when I kissed her, even just a smooch, I imagined more. I imagined us naked and in bed together French kissing while making love. As soon as I thought that, I remembered she was my mother-in-law and not my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover. Yet as soon as I thought about us together in bed naked, I was hot for her and my cock ached for her.
Always in the back of my mind stopping me from taking the next step, what if Samantha returned suddenly and unexpectedly? What if she was sorry and wanted to be part of our lives again? What would I do embroiled in a lover's triangle between mother and daughter? Who would I chose? Which would want me? Would mother or daughter fight the other over me or would I lose both of them?
With our faces splashed all over the tabloids, what if the press got a hold of famed model's husband having sex with her mother? Even though she left me and abandoned our son, with her money she could sue me for custody and win by legally spinning the truth with her lies to make the breakup my fault. Just as I was afraid to start a sexual relationship with her mother, not wanting to risk losing my son to her daughter, I was forever hopeful of Samantha's return. Nonetheless, pining over daughter didn't stop me from lusting over mother.
"How was your day?"
In the way that I once yearned her daughter would treat me as her loving husband, her mother treated me as her loving son-in-law. Always touching my hand, my arm, my shoulder, or my leg, Christine looked at me and smiled before returning my hug with her own smooch on the lips. Wishing she'd slip me hers, it took all the self-control that I had not to slip her my tongue, lift up her short skirt, cup her sweet pussy, and push her back on the carpet, the table, or the bed and make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her and slamming my cock inside of her.
With mother looking so much like daughter, never missing Samantha in the way that I needed to miss her in order to forget her, being with Christine and living together in the same house, made me feel as if nothing had changed and everything remained the same. Gone on modeling assignment for days and weeks at a time, giving me a rushed phone call or a truncated e-mail, her daughter was never home anyway. Now, as if her daughter no longer existed, I wished I knew then what I know now. Even with our differences in ages, unbelievably and undeniably, the mother and not the daughter was who I should have dated from the start.
Incapable of showing sincere affection and real caring, her distant, self-absorbed daughter never showed me the attentiveness her mother did. After getting to know Christine while seeing Samantha for the miserable bitch she was, I was pleasantly surprised when all that I wanted and needed in her daughter I found in her mother. After a while, sexually fantasizing over Christine in the way that I used to over Samantha when we were dating, I so wanted to part her lips with my tongue. After a while, having already fantasized about making out with her, I wondered what it would feel like to French kiss my mother-in-law. I wondered if Christine kissed the same exciting way as did her daughter back when we were dating and so in love.
Stopping me from taking her in my arms to tell her that I love her and want her, there was always that imaginary line that I wasn't completely comfortable crossing. It's one thing to masturbate over the thoughts of her and quite another thing to have sex with her forbidden body. Being that I wasn't blood related to Christine, my apprehension to begin an intimate, sexual relationship with her was more of a taboo than it was my balking at real incest. Nonetheless, still married to her daughter, the thoughts of having sex with my mother-in-law and her having sex with her son-in-law was as disturbing as it was exciting.
Still forbidden to most God fearing, Bible thumbing, and church going people, uncomfortable with others knowing what I do behind closed bedroom doors, especially with my mother-in-law, if I was to have sex with Christine, not needing the approval or wanting the shame of family and friends, I'd keep our relationship to ourselves. Nonetheless, the perverted thoughts of having an incestuously forbidden, sexual relationship with my mother-in-law didn't stop me from imagining her naked when alone in my room with my hand around my cock and stroking myself. The lust that I felt for Christine didn't stop me from staring, leering, and peeping at her in the hopes of seeing something that I wasn't supposed to see. Sexually sated through my masturbation sessions over her enough to temporarily calm my horniness, however my lust for her increased whenever I saw her panty in an up skirt on her bra in a down blouse.



My sexy outfit of choice, better than imagining seeing her naked, I wondered what she looked like in her bra and panty. I wondered what she looked like naked. I wondered if she talked dirty in bed. I wondered what she acted like and sounded like when having an orgasm. I wondered if her pussy tasted the same as her daughter's pussy. Being that she was 18 years older than me, nearly from another generation, I wondered if she sucked cock. I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth and if she swallowed. While stroking myself, just the mere intimate, sexy thoughts of her dressing and undressing for me maintained my erection and, just imagining Christine in all manners of undress, was enough to make me cum.
As if we were already husband and wife, after having spent so much quality time together walking while talking, crying and laughing, going out to eat, watching movies at home, playing Scrabble and cards, going food shopping, to the theatre, and to the beach together, we enjoyed one another's company. More than just wanting to have sex and more than being hoped for lovers, we were best friends. With a new woman in my life, I was in a better place. My life was different and so much better now with Christine than it ever was with Samantha. A better person than I was before, not as delusional and angry, finally free of her self-centered, self-absorbed, and spoiled daughter, I was happy with her mother.
When I went to the movies with her, accustomed to going to the movies with her daughter, as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, I still put my arm around her shoulders while watching the film and holding hands. Unlike her daughter occasionally giving me a public blowjob in the movie theatre, too much of a lady, I could never imagine Christine sucking my cock at the movies. Still, she'd rest her head on my shoulder and look up at me with her big, blue eyes during a love scene. As if expecting me to kiss her, her subtle signal, maybe I should have.
Whenever we found a babysitter to go to the beach without the baby, as if we were lovers as well as friends, we'd walk the length of the beach and back holding hands. Then, hot from all that walking, we'd frolic in the water and lay next to one another on our towels with our toes buried in the hot sand. While putting sunscreen on one another's bodies, we touched one another nearly everywhere but the places we both so wanted to touch. Unable to resist the urge, feeling freer outdoors, it's funny how I felt more comfortable taking liberties with her hot body in public, in the water, and on the sand than I did in the privacy of my own home. Perhaps, as if haunted by my sexual feelings, with the walls of my house filled with and hanging on to the sexual desire I had for her, outside it was all play and indoors it was too real.
"Last one in the water is a rotten egg," she'd suddenly say to give herself a lead while racing me to the water.
Hugging and kissing her without tongues while wading in the water, I'd press my Spandex clad torso against her Spandex clad belly. Then, coming up behind her to push and gently rub my bathing suit clad penis against her bikini bottomed ass, while reaching up to cup the underside of her big breasts through her bikini top before falling forward in the water with her, I was incorrigible and she was such a tease.
"Shark attack," I said grabbing her from behind and holding her tight against me while pretending to gnaw on her neck.
"Stephen, you naughty man, be careful with your hands," she said laughing and pushing my hands down away from her breasts while turning to face me. Then turning the tables on me, she'd unexpectedly grab a handful of me. "Tit for cock," she said with a laugh.
Grabbing me more than I ever dared grab her and playing my game with sexually aroused excitement, as if my cock was a tug toy, she'd pull me forward by my bathing suit clad erection while laughing. Then, as if a spark that lit a flame, something between us noticeably changed. After we were thrown together when Samantha left, lust was always in the air before, but it was something more tangible and more deeper than that now. No longer masked by sex, what we had was real affection for one another. What we had was love and we both were ready to move to the next level.
Always feeling so horny and with Christine there to remind me of how much I missed her daughter, the only thing wasn't getting from Christine was sex. The polar opposite, now questioning why I was even with her, not getting anything else from her, the only thing I ever got from Samantha was sex. Just missing the sex, if only I could have all that I was missing from Samantha in Christine, or vice versa, I'd be a happy man. If only I could morph the two women together as one or if only the three of us could live together sexually, my life would be complete. Unfortunately, the three of us living together sexually was as much of a fantasy as Christine wanting to have sex with me. Not nearly perverted and as horny as I was, I knew she never would.
Hoping to see something that I shouldn't see, a flash of her panty in an up skirt or a down blouse view of her bra, I always made sure that I sat across from her or stood over her. No doubt with her feeling comfortable in my house, she trusted me not to take advantage of her by looking. Whenever her knees were a little too far apart to give me an up skirt view of her panty or an up nightgown view of her pussy, I looked. Whenever her loose blouse was unbuttoned enough to give me a view of her bra or her nightgown was leaning open enough to give me a view of her cleavage and a partial view of her breasts, I looked.
Slow to adjust herself and correct her wardrobe malfunctions, was she oblivious to my stares or was she was flashing me? Maybe it was my wishful and perverted thinking but I couldn't help but have the feeling that she enjoyed showing me her body as much as I enjoyed seeing her body. If mother was anything like daughter, I figured she'd be just as horny, just as sexual, and just as an exhibitionist as I was a voyeur. One day, when her knees were as far apart as my eyes were crossed while staring at the triangular piece of cotton between her legs, she looked up from the magazine she was reading to catch me mindlessly leering at her exposed pussy mound and at the impression her camel toe made in her sheer, yellow panty.
"Stephen, you randy man, were you staring at my panty?" She gave me a look of admonishment before closing her knees and crossing her legs.
"Sorry," I said embarrassed that she caught me looking. "With you looking so much like your daughter, I was just thinking of how Samantha used to sit like that across from me. I meant no disrespect. I guess I'm just horny."
"It's okay. It was my fault for not sitting like a lady," she said. "I'm just glad I have on clean underwear," she said with a laugh.
The early morning and late evening with her wearing her nearly transparent nightgown is my favorite times of the day. With the morning, summer sun pouring inside the house, when she stands by the big, bay, living room window looking outside, I can nearly count her blonde, pussy hairs. As if she's standing there naked, I can see enough of her to imagine the rest. After staring at her ass, with her turning one way to look out the window the other way and with me enjoying the nearly naked, side profile silhouettes views of her breasts, always she turns to face me to talk to me and to cause me to quickly remove my stare. Now with her areolas, nipples, and blonde patch of pubic hair clearly visible through her thin nightgown, we'd talk as if she's fully dressed, as if I couldn't see any part of her body, and as if I wasn't aroused and interested in seeing, touching, and feeling more of her.
As soon as she looked away, attempting to memorize every minute detail of her sexy body, I stared at all that I can see of her. After she caught me staring at her panty in an up skirt, not wanting her to feel uncomfortable enough to start wearing a robe, I didn't want her to catch me looking again at what she was showing through her nightgown. I didn't want her to see me leering. Not wanting her to see me staring, I didn't want her to know that I wanted her as much as I had once wanted her daughter.
With her walking around me without the modesty of a bathrobe, with me being so horny, and with me so terribly attracted to her, doesn't she realize that I can see her shapely body through her sheer nightgown? Is she that oblivious to my stares or is she purposely flashing me? Maybe her flashing me was all very innocent. I wondered. Whatever her reason to tease me, whatever her game, innocent or not, I enjoyed the view.
"Stephen. Hello? Weren't you listening? I was talking to you," she said looking at me as if I was drunk. When she looked down at herself, she saw the reason for my hypnotic stare. "Oh, dear, so used to living alone, I didn't realize this nightgown is so transparent," she said pulling her nightgown tightly to the side to look at her hand behind it while giving me an even better view through it. "Were you stealing peeks of my body?"
"Sorry," I said. With me so terribly attracted to you and with me so terribly horny for you, I wanted to rip off your nightgown and have sex with your beautiful, naked body, I wanted to say but didn't. "Stealing peeks of your body? No, of course not. Don't be silly. Don't flatter yourself, Christine," I said with a laugh. "I was just mindlessly staring off in space while thinking of the work I still needed to do for Monday."
In the evening, as if she's a stripper being spotlighted on stage, she stands in front of the television in her thinly, revealing nightgown to clean the screen or to pick out a movie. With no other lights on in the living room to ruin my view, I can see through her nightgown as if she's naked.
"You missed a spot," I said hoping she'd lean lower to give me a longer and better view of her shapely body.
"Where?" She took a step back to look at the TV screen before bending and stretching while showing me all that I wanted to see.
"There," I said pointing and watching her breasts lean forward with her body while imagining that she was hanging her tits over my face.
When she leans in the refrigerator while wearing her nightgown and looking for something to eat, as if she's standing in front of an full body view X-ray machine, she's illuminated by the refrigerator light. Enjoying the voyeuristic view, I take those nearly naked visions of her with me to my room to masturbate over her later.
"Where are the black olives?" She stuck her head out of the fridge to look at me staring at her.
"I think they're way in the back behind everything," I said having purposely moved them there and in the hopes she'd take longer to find whatever it was she wanted.
I wondered if she masturbated over me in the way that I masturbated over her. I wondered if she was just as horny as I was. Horny enough that I figured she'd want to see as much as my body as I wanted to see of her body and as much as she was showing me her body, I made a habit of walking around the house in just a tee shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear and with my pee-hole unbuttoned. Driven by my lust for my mother-in-law, I had become a exhibitionistic pervert. After feeling so voyeuristically horny being flashed nightly and given early morning views of her naked body beneath her nightgown, I couldn't believe that I was relegated to flashing my MILF of a mother-in-law accidentally on purpose peeks of my cock.
Excited by what I hoped I was showing her and by what I hoped she was seeing, I pretended that I didn't know I was so exposed. Trying to tease her in the way she teases me when she obviously pretends that she doesn't know all that I can see of her body through her nearly transparent nightgown, every now and then my cock made a surprise appearance. Just as I hoped she's purposely flashing me her panties, pussy, bra, and breasts, I enjoyed purposely flashing her my cock. Even though she maintained her decorum with constant eye contact whenever I was so exposed, I know she still could see my cock in her peripheral vision.
If only she'd stare at my cock whenever it accidentally on purposed dangled from my pajama, I'd have something to masturbate over later that night. If only she'd take me in her hand and stroke me before taking me in her mouth and invite me to fuck her pussy, I wouldn't have to imagine all that I imagine while masturbating. Then, lost in my lust for her while I unabashedly flashed her, she awakened me from my sexual fantasy of her.
"Stephen. Fix yourself. You're exposed," she said with a little laugh while looking down to stare.
"Oops, sorry," I said tucking myself back inside.
I did it. I flashed my mother-in-law my cock. She looked. She saw my cock. She actually stared at my prick. Imagining her reaching out to touch me and take me in her hand to stroke me before falling to her knees to take me in her mouth, I couldn't wait to masturbate over that little, sexy charade later.
Glad that I was with her alone during the summer, better than any other place, the beach was my favorite place to be with her. As genetically blessed as was her daughter, Christine looked hot in her barely there bikini. Not nearly looking her age, I don't know of very many 48-year-old women who can get away with showing so much of their bodies but I never tired of looking at whatever she was showing. Much like seeing Heather Locklear in her prime in a teeny weenie bikini, whenever seeing Christine in her white, barely there bikini, I imagined seeing her in her bra and panty.
When she went for a dip in the ocean, her soaking wet bathing suit was stuck to her skin as if she was wearing Latex, disposable gloves. Watching her through my sunglasses, when she ran up the sand towards me with her now nearly transparent bikini, I wondered if she knew I could see the shadows of her pink nipples and her blonde patch of pubic hair. When she turned her back to me to face the ocean to enjoy the view or the horizon, she gave me my perfect vertical view or her ass to enjoy. Watching her bend while drying her hair with her towel, she showed me the outline of her ass crack through her bikini bottom.
"That's my favorite bikini," I said using my compliment to stare longer at all that she was showing.
"Thank you," she said. "You don't think it's too sheer? You can't see anything, can you?"
"Nah. Your modesty is intact," I said lying.
In the way she looked at me, I knew she was testing me and teasing me.
Having made me so horny with her display of exhibitionism. Whenever she flashed me her body through her bikini, while her back was turned to me, as if they had accidentally fallen out, I'd remove my cock from the netting of my bathing suit and sit facing her with my cock and testicles in full view. Just as I looked at her when she was showing, I caught her glancing at me when I was so exposed. Making it grow firm without having to touch it with my hand, the hot, summer sun felt good on my exposed cock.
Having as much fun flashing her as I was excited to see her flashing me, with me no longer missing her subtle hints of voyeurism, I wondered if she was getting my not so subtle hints of exhibitionism. Was I making her as aroused as she was making me? Unable to read the signs and unable to get her signals enough for me to take the next step, that is, if she was even sending any signs and/or signals, I didn't know until that night when she appeared at my bedroom door.
"May I sleep with you?"
Her years of running, playing tennis, and beach volleyball shaped her legs, toned her stomach, and perfected her ass. Easily she looked ten years younger from the front. Not that her face was old, her face was beautiful but she was one of those women who, when seeing her from the back, looked twenty years younger. It was my exciting privilege when she asked me to rub sunscreen on her soft, firm, and supple skin.
After watching her flash me and after seeing so much of her exposed body, always I had an erection. Kneeling beside her with my Spandex clad erection so very close to her mouth, I imagined her pulling down the front of my bathing suit, reaching her hand inside, and taking me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. Now that I think about it all of my sexual fantasies of my mother-in-law have the same theme of her blowing me. If only she knew what I was thinking and if only she knew it was her I wanted and not her daughter, I wonder if she'd rescind her request for me to rub sunscreen all over her toned, nearly naked body or if she'd agree to give me all that I wanted from her.
With her on her stomach, her top untied, and the sides of her squished breasts and rounded ass cheeks in plain view, as if she was an alabaster statue carved from stone, I stared at her mesmerized by her beautiful, well preserved body. Concentrating on her back, giving her more of an erotic massage than a gentle rub, it took me a few tries before I summoned the courage to rub sunscreen on the sides of her exposed breasts and massage her round ass cheeks with the slimy lotion. So close to touching her areolas and fingering her nipples, waiting for her to protest to stop my horny hands from touching her where no son-in-law should touch his mother-in-law, I rubbed her longer and slower than need be.
Oozing sunscreen out of the container as if oozing cum from my cock, unable to touch the parts of her that I so wanted to feel, the sexual excitement I felt massaging her was frustratingly anticlimactic. Oxymoronic in protecting my mother-in-law from sunburn with sunscreen when she needed more protection from me and my horny hands than from the hot sun. Once I passed that first awkward hurtle of rubbing my mother-in-law's back and the sides of her breasts, I wished that I could cup her pussy through her bikini bottom and rub her clit while fingering her. I couldn't wait to massage her ass cheeks while slowly and deliberately moving my hand higher between her shapely thighs.
Each time I moved my hand closer to her pussy, as if dizzy with hunger, a wave of sexual excitement carried me away with her to a deserted, tropical island with white, sandy beaches and clear blue and green pastel waters. The higher I moved my hand and the longer I left it there, as if in between the tops of her thighs were her G-spot, I could feel her tense and inhale. Was she embarrassed that I was touching her where no son-in-law should ever touch his mother-in-law or was she hoping that I'd take our relationship a bit further and move my hand higher to finger her pussy? I didn't know. Sometimes unable to read the subtle signs, afraid that I'd make a fool of myself, I couldn't tell if Samantha's mother wanted me to touch her as much as I wanted to touch her.
After having a couple of cocktails in the evening, wine mostly, as if there was the gravitational pull of a full moon attracting us or a giant, imaginary magnet drawing us together, we were on the verge of starting something forbidden. With our words as seductive as our flashing actions, as if we were having pillow talk without the sex, our conversations were laced with sexual innuendoes. For her to not only to participate in the dialogue but also to heighten the dialogue by confessing her naughtiness with her own provocative sexual suggestions, she enjoyed the sex filled repartee as much as I did.
"Before you became a grandmother, Christine, what did you do for fun...grandma?"
"Grandma? Even though I love being Michael's grandmother, hearing you call me grandma makes me feel so old," she said looking at me smiling as if waiting for me to contradict her and I did.
"You're not old, Christine. You're beautiful. You look like you're in your thirties instead of your forties, especially from the back," I said with a dirty laugh.



"Oh, so you like my ass, do you?"
"You have a beautiful behind. You have the ass of a twenty-year-old."
"Thank you, Stephen," she said with another laugh while taking another sip of her wine.
"Tell me about your sex life," I said looking at her with excited sexual anticipation in the hopes she'd confess more fodder for me to masturbate over later.
"My sex life? What sex life?" She laughed. "Besides, if I had a sex life, it would be privately off limits."
"C'mon, I'll kiss and tell if you will," I said.
"Much like your sex life has been after Samantha left, my sex life is non-existent too," she said with a reticent pause and looking at me as she was hiding something, but what?
Such a strange comment for a mother to make about her daughter. I wondered what Samantha leaving had anything to do with her sex life. Is my mother-in-law, the main care provider for my son hiding sexual secrets? Does she have skeletons in her closet that she doesn't want exposed? Perhaps she has a tarnished past. Obviously with her just as sexually aroused discussing sex, maybe she was once as sexual as her daughter.
Wanting her to continue to play the sexual innuendo game, I needed to feed her some dirt so that she'd reciprocate and feed me some too. Only, she was right. After Samantha left, other than by pleasuring myself with my own hand, my sexual life ended. Nonetheless this sexual jousting was fun.
"I still masturbate from time to time," I said out of the blue but not confessing that I masturbated over her nightly.
"You do?" She looked at me as if shocked that I'd pleasure myself with my hand and I looked at her as if shocked that she didn't. "Over what?"
Over you I wanted to say and, perhaps because of the second glass of wine I was drinking, I shocked myself when I said what I was thinking.
"Over you."
She looked at me as if I threw cold water in her face. I wondered if she'd give me the same look if I stuck my cock in her face. Wanting to apologize to her for being so disrespectful, that is, until I realize that I hadn't verbalized my thoughts.
"Over me?" She looked at me incredulously. "You masturbate over me?" She laughed out loud. "Seriously?" Then she looked at me with curiosity. "Why?"
Already taking my leap of faith, jumping out of a plane without a parachute or diving in the deep end of the pool without checking if there was any water, I was walking on thin ice in confessing my lust for my mother-in-law. A risk worth taking, I suspected she felt the same way about me as I felt about her.
"Why? Why not? Why wouldn't I? Look at you. You're gorgeous. You're sexy," I said pausing in my sexual confession to fortify my courage with another sip of wine before blurting out what I was thinking. "I'd do you, if you weren't my mother-in-law," I said with a laugh.
"You'd do me? You would? Really?" She raised an eyebrow to look at me with sexual interest. "Thank you, I think," she said with a laugh. After a long, thoughtful pause, she said something in her glass while sipping her wine that shocked me. "And I'd do you, even if you are my son-in-law," she said in a quiet voice while slowly crossing her legs to flash me her white panty beneath her short skirt.
Calling me on my bluff, only that was before and this was now. Now that she's standing in my bedroom doorway asking my permission to sleep with me, I should have recognized her not so subtle sign when she confessed that she'd do me, even with me being her son-in-law. Even though I was flattered, even though I was sexually excited by knowing that my mother-in-law would do me, I was afraid. Still in love with her daughter, I was as bewildered as I was bewitched by her mother. Believing the improbable but knowing that it wouldn't happen, I kept the memory of Samantha alive by believing that she'd return one day.
Covering our forbidden sexuality with humor while pretending that we were only kidding and teasing, should we hit a too personal nerve, each evening we'd delve further to expose our sexual wants, needs, desires, and experiences. With both of us hurting, lonely, and feeling rejected because of her daughter being our common thread, we were ripe for this mother-in-law and son-in-law sexual connection to happen. Unfortunately, as if it was still a festering, open wound, just as the love for her mother stopped me from missing her daughter, the love of her daughter interfered with me falling in love with her mother.
Even after Samantha left, missing her so terribly, expecting her to appear from out of the blue one day, I still held reservations of developing a sexual relationship with Christine until after I was over Samantha. Before going from daughter to mother, I needed closure. Having not even spoken with Samantha, all I had was her one telephone message telling me that she was leaving and not returning. Perhaps had I divorced her daughter things would be different but, with Samantha still my wife and among the missing, Christine was still my off limits mother-in-law.
In the way that Ireland Baldwin looks so much like her mother, Kim Basinger, Samantha and Christine could have been sisters instead of mother and daughter. The fact that they looked, talked, and walked so much alike kept Samantha alive in my mind as if she was still there with me. Being with her mother, even platonically, made me miss her daughter even more and made my life so much more frustratingly difficult. Able to look without touching and then having to go to bed alone, even if I wanted to, I couldn't forget Samantha with her mother there living in my house with her grandson. When she came to my room wearing her sexiest nightgown, makeup, perfume, and her blonde hair done, I was ready to take our relationship to the next level.
"May I sleep with you?"
Obviously for her to finally be so brazenly bold to come to my room, I had missed all over subtle signals and not so subtle hints. She wasn't asking to sleep with me because she was tired. She came to my room looking for sex. In the sexy way she looked and in the sensual way she looked at me, coming to my room dressed as she was, she knew I wouldn't say no.
Too afraid to pull the trigger myself, she was the one asking to have sex with me when I should have been the one asking to have sex with her. Had she asked me to sleep with her a year ago, hurting from Samantha leaving and longing for her to return, I would have said no. Now, after platonically living together for a year, after becoming closer to her than I ever was to her daughter, I was ready to take our relationship to the next level. By that look in her eyes, the same look that I had in my eyes, she wanted me as much as I wanted her and I was ready to be sexually intimate with her.
Did I dare make love to Samantha's mother after making love to Christine's daughter? Even though we weren't blood related, we still live in the same house. How dare I think that I could go from mother to daughter without having perverted thoughts of incest? Even though I wanted her, not so much because she was my off limits mother-in-law but because she was a desirable woman, I still couldn't help but feel that I was doing something lecherously wrong and sexually forbidden. Maybe because I was about to do something so wickedly yet deliciously forbidden, the feeling that our relationship had that bad to the bone sensation, attracted me more to her than to another woman my age or to a woman her age.
A long, hot summer and a sexually frustrating year in the making, taking us both a year to take our relationship to the next level, it all started last summer and didn't come to a conclusion until this summer. Not until seeing the other side, it's funny how things aren't clear until going through the dark tunnel of discontent and wrestling with my demons imagined or real. Without Samantha in my life and with Christine always there for me, it took me a year to realize that my life now is much better than it was then. With things never how they seem to be, it's funny how there's always a rainbow. Exchanging constant drama, sexual frustration, and questionable love for companionship, satisfying sex, and real love, I'm glad that Samantha is gone and Christine is still here.
Samantha, is a 28-year-old, over the hill, swimsuit model. At the end of her modeling career and struggling with aging, when she left, I didn't understand why she left me and abandoned our son, Michael. Unable to give up her exciting lifestyle for me and her son, now I understand why she left for fun in the sun with her famed, fashion photographer and constant traveling companion, Francesco. To be honest, I thought she was happy. I was wrong. What did I know? To be honest, I thought he was gay. Again, I was wrong. What did I know?
In love with her, I was so naive. With her wanting to continue her supermodel fantasy life and live on the French Riviera, who'd blame her for leaving gridlock Boston traffic for the exclusivity of Monaco? Still, too cowardly to face me, I never suspected she'd run off after leaving me just one lousy phone message. Certainly, after being together for three years, after getting married and having a child together, I deserved better than that.
"Hi Stephen. I decided to take that job in France. Take care of yourself and take care of Michael. Good-bye. I don't plan on ever returning. Sorry. Give my mother a kiss for me," she said. "She'll understand."
Job? What job? Is she kidding? Is this a joke? She doesn't plan on ever returning? Who does she think she is, Roman Polanski? Sorry? Sorry for what? Is she sorry for my pain and suffering or is she sorry for leaving our child without a mother?
When I played back the message for the thousandth time I went from shock to sadness to rage. How could she leave me? How could she leave our baby? How could she just leave without an explanation? How could she leave us for him? How could she cut off her mother?
I could sue her for divorce. No doubt, I'd win a big settlement. Yet, it wasn't about the money. Hoping she'd change her mind and return, I didn't want her out of our lives. I still wanted her to be my wife, the mother to my son, and the daughter to her mother. As if the heart of our family was missing, holidays weren't the same without her there with us.
What did she mean by telling me to give her mother a kiss for me, she'll understand? When I asked Christine what she meant by that, she rolled her eyes and shrugged. What kind of wife leaves her husband without discussing it? What kind of mother abandons her child without so much as a hug and a kiss goodbye? After all she sacrificed for her daughter, what kind of daughter turns her back on her mother? What's wrong with her? What's wrong with me for even missing her. Good riddance and goodbye.
She must be on drugs again. Maybe that's it. Maybe she's high. Maybe she's been kidnapped, raped, beaten, and tortured and is being held for ransom, but there's been no other calls except for her one message. I replayed her message over and again searching for clues in her words and diction to tell me that she was leaving me voluntarily. There was nothing in her message but her annoying voice that I suddenly grew to hate.
With her out of the country, out of touch, and out of reach, unless I traveled to Monte Carlo, I couldn't find her to ask her and to beg her to reconsider her immature foolishness and come home. For someone so beautiful on the outside, she was so ugly on the inside. For someone so savvy about her career choices, she was so stupid about everything else. Life, love, and relationships, she didn't have a clue.
She ripped out my heart and flushed what we had down the toilet. For her to leave me is one thing but for her to abandon our baby is something else entirely. I was devastated. I was lost. I was crushed. I couldn't eat. I couldn't sleep. I couldn't work. I felt nothing but the emptiness I felt when she left. I wanted to die and if it wasn't for my son and for my mother-in-law, I may have taken my life. Only, Michael deserved better than a mother leaving him and a father killing himself. Not a good way to start out his life with such parental rejection, I needed to show my son that life was better than that. Lucky she didn't take him with her, now nothing else mattered but my son.
In the way that Jamie Conway felt, played by Michael J. Fox, when his famous model wife, Amanda White, played by Phoebe Cates, left him, suddenly I felt like the main character in Jay McInerney's, Bright Lights, Big City. Only that was fiction and what I was feeling and going through was real. If Francesco was before me now, I'd kill him. Suddenly, I understood why jilted, angry lovers and deceived, cheated on husbands went to jail for murder. Yet, unlike his mother thinking only of herself, I had to think of the welfare of my son over the selfish rage I was feeling now.
Unlike Amanda in the movie, married to Jamie without children, Samantha was not only married but also she had a child. Now that she's no longer single, she has responsibilities at home that she didn't have before when she was free to go anywhere, anytime, and do whatever she wanted with whomever she wanted. She's a woman who never should have married and who never should have had a child. Blinded by her beauty and her body, I never had the chance to think through our future, long term relationship together for me to say no.
No? How could I say no to her? A younger version of Christine, in the gorgeous way she looks, who in their right mind would ever say no to her? Even now that she's hurt me and broken my heart, how could I reject her in the way she's rejected me? If she returned now, I'd forgive her. Still in love with her, if she returned now, taking her back with opened arms, I'd still want her.
Not wanting her to get away, I popped the question a year after we met at a party and started dating. A year after that she was pregnant and a year after we had Michael she was gone. In hindsight, obviously, I was more ready to settle down than she was, an understatement.
A swimsuit model, she knew the ramifications of her age in her chosen career. A swimsuit model, she knew the ramifications of becoming pregnant. What was she thinking? If she still wanted to model, if she wasn't ready to retire, why did she have a baby? If she still wanted that fast life, why did she marry me?
One or the other, a modeling career or a family, someone as immature as she obviously was couldn't have both. I thought she loved me as much as I loved her. I thought she loved our baby. I thought she loved being a mother. I thought she loved her mother. I thought she was as happy as I was. Apparently, now that she's gone and never to return, she loved the fast life more than anything or anyone else.
I should have read the writing on the wall. Unable to work, other than modeling maternity clothes, being a hand and/or foot model, and making public appearances on news magazine shows, she was a miserable bitch when she was pregnant and even after she had the baby. Filled with postpartum blues, she was morosely sad and inconsolably angry. After the baby was born, using work and travel as her convenient excuse to leave us and shirk her domestic and wifely responsibilities, she was never home and I was the one caring for Michael. A year before she stopped modeling to concentrate more on attending parties to make professional connections, so she said, we had her mother come live with us to help care for Michael so that I could return to work.
Now that I think more of it, her mother was the one to upset her and anger her. Always arguing, always at one another' throats, for some unknown reason, it was obvious to me that Samantha didn't get along at all with her mother. Maybe it was her mother who pushed her too early to model. Maybe her mother, missing her chance at her modeling career, lived vicariously through her daughter. Maybe because her mother became pregnant with Samantha, playing the guilt card, she used her daughter to fulfill her dreams of living that kind of high fashion lifestyle. Still, whatever it was to make them so upset to constantly quarrel, now that so much time has passed, it was nothing that they couldn't work out by discussing their feelings and apologizing to one another.
Understandably, now that I know her better through the conversations I've had with her mother, ex-supermodel Samantha wasn't the type of woman to settle down with a husband, housework, and a baby. She had been enjoying the high life too long, since she was discovered at 15-years-old. Now tied to me through marriage, to motherhood with her baby, and to her mother at birth, as if we were an anchor that lagged far behind her cigarette boat that raced her out to some billionaire's yacht, apparently we were no match for what other men could give her to stay with us.
"May I sleep with you?"
Christine stood in my bedroom doorway. Obviously, we both knew the answer to her question.
"Yes," I said standing as she walked in my bedroom.
Once in my room, we sat on the bed in silence looking at one another.
"Kiss me," she said.
Wanting to do this for months, I wrapped my arm around her waist, pulled her to me, and kissed her. When she allowed me to part her lips, I gave her my tongue and she responded with hers. A year ago, I never would have French kissed my mother-in-law but now I was French kissing Christine, the woman I love. A year ago Christine never would have made the first move nor would she have welcomed my sexual advances.
With my son sleeping for the night, we had hours together. We sat on the edge of the bed kissing. More aroused kissing her than touching her, her kisses reminded me of kissing Samantha only better and more meaningful. If Samantha was the appetizer, Christine was the rest of the meal and the dessert. If I closed my eyes, I imagined Samantha there with me. Then, when I opened my eyes to look in her eyes, my excitement grew with the thoughts that I was making out with her mother.
Eager to feel her body, wanting to feel her breasts and finger her nipples before moving my hand up her nightgown and between her legs, I didn't want to rush things. A memory that I wanted to remember, a first time experience that I wanted to savor, I was content to just kiss her while holding her. She was so beautiful and in the way that her daughter's kisses blanked my mind the first time we were sexually together so long ago, so did her mother's kisses blank my mind now.
Even though I couldn't wait to touch her, she was the one who touched me first. While I kissed her, I felt her hand feel my chest before she slowly slid her hand down my stomach to rest in my lap. Her fingertips teased the head of my cock and it felt good to have her fingers in contact with my pajama clad penis. Then, when she moved her hand and rested it on my cock, my passion for her heightened as my erection hardened. Kissing her while she held my pajama clad cock in her hand was magically exciting. As if she was turning the combination to a safe, I felt her fingers skillfully fondle the head of my cock in the way that I couldn't wait to fondle her nipples. Only, not wanting to frighten her away, I knew if I prematurely touched her, felt her, and caressed her beautiful body, I'd want to make love to her but I wasn't ready for that just yet. Not wanting to spoil things by rushing things, I was content taking my time.
Evidentially she was readier for a sexual relationship than me. For me, a sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't believe it when she reached her hand inside my pajama bottoms, fondled my naked prick, and pulled out my cock. Such a bold move that I wanted to do to her by sticking my hand down her nightgown to cup her full breasts and finger her nipples, she did to me by sticking her hand in my pajamas to take hold of my prick. A sight to behold and something that I've imagined happening and masturbated over for months, I looked down at my mother-in-law holding my cock in her hand. She ran her fingers over the head of my engorged prick in the way that I couldn't wait to finger her nipples and rub her clit.



"It's been a long while since I've had a cock in my hand," she said remaining silent while staring down at my exposed prick. Breathlessly, I watched her slowly stroke me. "You have a beautiful cock, Stephen," she said while ever so gently continuing to slowly stroke me. Watching her holding my engorged prick, I was ready to reach down her nightgown and cup her breast when she took control and told me what to do. "Touch me, Stephen."
Still not wanting to rush things, wanting to take my time to make this moment with her last forever, but taking my lead from her, I ran my hand along her arm and shoulder before reaching down to feel her thighs through her nightgown. She had beautiful legs and I couldn't wait to fall between them. While kissing her, I cupped her chin in my hand before running my hand down along her neck. Now with her holding my cock and me lovingly touching and caressing her, my kisses became even more passionate. Finally, while kissing her with my eyes closed, as if I was a blind person feeling something without the aid of sight, ever so delicate in my touch, I slowly lowered my hand down the front of her to touch, feel, fondle, and caress her breasts through her nightgown. After her giving me so many down blouse views, the sensation of her big tits in my palm was something I lusted to do.
Avoiding her erect nipples, wanting to heighten her sexual arousal by teasing her with my touches, I wanted to excite her as much as she excited me by first touching my cock with her fingertips before taking me in her hand. Finally cupping her breast in my hand, I felt the roundness, the firmness, and the weight of her breasts. Unable to wait any longer, I reached down her nightgown to cup her naked breasts in my hand. With Christine having natural breasts and Samantha sexually enhancing her breasts, I preferred the feel of mother over daughter and my horny hands were all over her big tits while kissing and kissing her.
When her nipples hardened against my palm, I pushed her back on the bed and ran my hand up her nightgown and along her shapely thigh to feel her naked ass. I thought of all the up skirt views she gave me and now I was about to be treated to a up close and personal view of her blonde pussy. Like mother like daughter, Christine had an incredible body, shapely legs, and an amazing ass. My horny hand was all over her firm, round ass before my hand reached around her to feel her in between her legs. The fact that I was French kissing and feeling my mother-in-law not only didn't escape me but excited me.
Already so wet, when I cupped her pussy with my hand she gasped and when I probed her deeper with my long, stiff fingers, she wiggled and moaned. Unable to wait any longer to take her nipples in my mouth and suck her big tits, I pulled down the front of her nightgown to expose her beautiful breasts. Kissing, sucking, and fingering her, I was so hot for her. Then, when she spread her legs to invite more than my hand and fingers inside of her, I fell to the floor and pulled her to the edge of the bed. Now poised between her legs, I raised her nightgown higher than her belly to stare at her beautiful cunt. A sight to remember, in a few seconds, I'd be doing more than just staring at her pussy. Running my fingers through her trimmed pubic hair, I started fingering her before licking her.
"Oh, Stephen, you beautiful man, lick me," she gushed at the first touch of my tongue. As if my tongue was an extension of my cock, I impaled her hole with my tongue. She was already so wet. In a long, wide lick, I spread her secretions all over her pussy. "Lick my pussy, Stephen. Lick my pussy. Fuck me with your fingers while licking my pussy."
Licking and lapping her while fingering her, with her dirty pillow talking exciting me, I buried my face in her sweet cunt. Licking and lapping her while fingering her, I couldn't wait for her to cum so that I could mount her and make slow, sweet love to her before fucking her. Licking and lapping her while fingering her, I couldn't wait to give her the pleasure I imagined giving her when masturbating over the naked thoughts of her all these months. Only, not so fast. A long time coming, taking more than a year to get her in my bed, I wanted to take my sweet time.
Now with the family experience of going from daughter to mother, just as Samantha had done when I licked her pussy, as if she was having a seizure, I knew as soon as she grabbed two handfuls of my hair and as soon as she tensed her body and pushed her legs straight out that she was getting close to having an orgasm. Taking the cue, not wanting her orgasm to escape her in the way that it escaped her daughter so very many times, I licked her longer and I lapped her faster while fingering her deeper and rubbing her clit harder. As soon as I intensified my oral assault on her pussy, she opened her legs even wider while pulling my head forward with two hands. She raised her knees, humped my mouth, and mashed my face in her warm, wet pussy. Not wanting her to get away without cumming, I fingered, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples with my other hand. A Godsend and my sexual salvation, as soon as I played with her nipples, as if that was the combination to unlock her orgasm, she exploded her warm, sweet cum in my mouth.
"That was incredible, Christine," I said so aroused that I pleasured my mother-in-law with my mouth and fingers.
My mind was on fire with the thought that I just ate my mother-in-law. Something I yearned to do, I never thought I would. Feeling so much like the lover that I never felt like when with Samantha, I may have been just as excited by her orgasm as she was.
"Come here, lover boy," she said smiling with ecstasy and reaching for me.
Unlike her daughter who I'd eat for an hour and she'd never cum, I was gratified that Christine had an orgasm so soon. Happy that I could pleasure her with my fingers, tongue, and mouth, I was determined to give her another.
"Not yet, Christine," I said with a sly look.
Instead of obeying her, instead of climbing up to her to meet her lips and instead of impaling her with my hard cock, I continued licking her.
"Oh, my God, Stephen. No," she said mildly protesting. "I've never had two orgasms," she said falling back on her pillow when I silenced her protests with my fingers and licks.
As soon as I fingered her pussy again, as soon as I rubbed her clit again, and as soon as I fingered, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples again, with her wiggling all over the bed as if she was a dog with an itch, I had her hot all over again. She raised her knees and opened her legs wider to give me better oral access. Never have I had such a beautiful view of my mother-in-law as I was having now. As if I was her personal pussy eating machine, because she reciprocated my hard work by having an orgasm, I ate my mother-in-law's pussy with more sexual excitement than I've ever eaten her daughter's pussy.
Maybe if I had given Samantha the oral sex that I was now giving her mother, perhaps she'd still be with me. Maybe if Samantha had shown as much interest in wanting to be eaten by me as her mother showed in me eating her, I wouldn't be in between her mother's legs right now. If ever I had the chance again to pleasure my wife with my mouth, I would but I knew that would never happen. Instead excitedly and contently aroused to give sexual pleasure to Christine, I put Samantha out of my mind.
"I love your blonde pussy, Christine. I love sucking your pussy while fingering your clit. I love eating your cunt."
Oh, shit. In my sexual excitement, I hoped I hadn't gone too far in my dirty pillow talking. Something her daughter loved, I didn't know how much Christine appreciated my sexual vulgarity.
"Oh, my God, Stephen. Always wishing they would, always too shy to ask, and, no doubt, always too afraid of offending me, no one has ever talked dirty to me like that. I love dirty talk. Tell me explicitly more what you want to do with Mommy's pussy."
Figuring she wanted me to call her Mommy, I was eager to oblige. Whatever she wanted and needed for her to cum in my mouth was okay with me. I didn't mind a little dirty pillow talk while pretending she was my Mommy.
"I love sticking my tongue in your sweet, tight hole, Mom. I love lapping your sugary cunt, Mommy. I love my head in between your beautiful thighs while looking up at you watching me eat you, lick you, and finger fuck you" I said in between laps. I reached up for her nipples while licking her. Turning, twisting, and pulling her nipples harder than I did before, I could tell by her gyrating movements that I was getting to her. "Cum in my mouth, Mommy. Cum for me again. You son needs to taste you."
"Oh, my God. I don't believe this. I'm cumming again. Sweet Jesus. I've never cum more than once when being eaten. Lick me, Stephen. Lick me harder and lick me faster. Yeah, that's it. Lick my pussy. Fuck me with your long fingers while licking me. Fuck me, Stephen, fuck me. Yeah, that's it. Oh, yeah, baby, don't stop. I'm cumming. Mommy's I'm cumming. Oh, my God, I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Oh, God."
She had a second orgasm and my glistening, sticky wet face was covered in her pussy juice.
"That was amazing, Christine," I said wiping my face with my hand.
"Come to mommy, baby."
"Wait, I need something to wipe my face," I said with the juicy secretions of her all over my face and up my nose.
"Don't worry about that. I'll lick it off," she said laughing while reaching down for me as I wiped my face with my tee shirt and hand.
We were making out as if we never kissed before. I never knew my mother-in-law had such sexual passion. Kissing and kissing, her hand reached down for my cock and guided me inside her. Ever so slowly while still weighted down by the conscious ramifications that I was about to make love to my mother-in-law, I felt my cock slowly slide inside of her warm, wet pussy. Once seated deep inside of her, when she started slowly humping me, I grabbed onto her sweet ass with two hands and pulled her up to me while humping her. Returning my humps, I never knew that Samantha's Mom would be so sexually proactive. I returned her humps and maintaining a hard, fast rhythm, immediately we went from making love to fucking.
Just the feel of her beautiful body in my arms and the feel of her underneath me aroused me in a way I've never been aroused before. Then when she rolled me over to mount me, where I was making love to her, she was fucking me. Wild in her motions, humping me while bouncing on me to force me deeper inside of her, I watched her big boobs jiggle. I reached my hand up to harness her tits while fingering her nipples and as soon as I pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples again, Christine was Samantha on steroids. Everything that her beautiful daughter should have been in bed, she was. Compared to her, Samantha was a cold, dead fish.
She fucked me. She really fucked me. Turning her over again to mount her, I wanted to make love to her first before fucking her. With long, slow humps, I impaled her beautiful body with my long, thick cock while kissing and kissing her.
"Oh, my God, Christine, you feel so tight. You feel so good. You have such an amazing body," I said while watching her tits bounce up and down and jiggle side to side as I humped her body faster and harder.
"Fuck me, Stephen. Fuck me. Bang me with your big, hard cock. Slam that long, hot thing inside of me," she said wrapping her arms and legs around my back. "It's been a long time since I've had a good fuck."
Humping her faster and humping her harder, forget about making love, now I was fucking her with all that I had. We were a humping, fucking machine. A well oiled piston, I was pumping her for all that I had.
"Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God. I don't believe this. I'm going to cum again," she said. "Never have I had an orgasm through intercourse. Don't stop, Stephen. Oh please don't stop. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. Harder. Faster. Don't stop. Oh, my God! Don't stop. Oh, God! Oh, God! Stephen!"
So gratifying and a pleasure for me to give her an orgasm as it was obviously for her, she was so much easier to get off than her daughter. I could lick Samantha for an hour and she wouldn't cum. Even when eating Samantha's pussy, perhaps because she was so preoccupied with herself and with her modeling career, she never relaxed enough for me to give her an easy orgasms. As if Christine was having a religious experience, Samantha never sexually evoked the Lord's name in the way her mother just did. Samantha never screamed her sexual pleasure in that way either to let me know that I was giving her pleasure.
With her unable to focus on sex because her mind was always elsewhere and never there with me, even when we were naked in bed, Samantha never had two consecutive orgasms, forget about having three. For some reason, especially after her mother lived with us, as if she had been raped or sexually abused or was just nervous that she'd hear us, Samantha didn't like having sex very much, that is, unless she was in control, we were alone, and she was in the mood. Impossible to always hit upon that triple play, once her mother arrived we seldom had sex. Maybe because her father wasn't on the scene, maybe because her mother was so strong and domineering, Samantha didn't like to be told what to do, even when having sex. With her being too much of the self-important supermodel, never would I tell Samantha to suck my cock, even in pillow talk.
After having sex with Christine for more than an hour, I was done. I was finished. I was spent. Even though I didn't cum inside my mother-in-law, sexually sated until tomorrow morning and so very happy that she was in my bed, I just wanted to go to sleep while holding her. Normally with that kind of hard and fast intercourse, I would have shot my load but maybe because she was Samantha's mother and still feeling weird about fucking my mother-in-law, I couldn't ejaculate inside of her. Something I needed to overcome and get used to, perhaps that's something we could discuss later. Only, as soon as I thought that I couldn't cum inside my mother-in-law, Christine was on her knees and in between my legs blowing me.
She was sucking my cock. Not just dabbling with my erect prick, as if she was a thousand dollar call girl, she was really sucking my cock. I watched her blonde head bob up and down and rotate side to side. Without having to beg her for a blowjob in the way that I had to beg her daughter, I couldn't believe my mother-in-law was voluntarily on her knees and blowing me. Better than any sexual fantasy I could have, the sight of Christine looking up at me with my cock buried in her mouth was so sexually and erotically exciting. Lipstick on my dipstick, as if proof that she really blew me and this wasn't a dream of a sexual fantasy, when she pulled my prick in and out of her mouth, she coated it with a wide band of her bright red lipstick.
I watched her looking up at me with her beautiful, big, blue eyes while my cock was buried in her pretty, little, lipstick covered mouth. I could feel her tongue tease the head of my prick, while she stroked me with one hand and cupped my testicles with her other. Amazing, just amazing, like mother like daughter, Christine was skilled at sucking cock. Stroking me while sucking me, the suction of her mouth and the propeller like feel of her warm, wet tongue was amazing.
Early in our dating relationship, Samantha gave me a lot of blowjobs, the best blowjobs I ever had in my life. Then, once we were married and especially after she had the baby with late night feedings and early call times for her modeling jobs, blowjobs were far and in between. Actually, I was the one who got up more with the baby than she ever did. Yet, no matter if I allowed her to get her extra beauty sleep, no matter if I tried pleasuring her first, she was seldom in the mood to suck me. After a while, jealously suspicious, I figured she was sucking someone else and, no doubt, I was right. Now, starting over again with a new woman in my life, if solely judging by our first sexual encounter, Christine is much more physically willing and sexually responsive than Samantha.
"Blow me, Christine," I said putting a gentle hand to the back of her beautiful head while lovingly stroking her lush, blonde hair with one hand and excitedly holding her breast and fingering her nipple with the other hand.
Swirling her tongue around the head of my cock, as if she was licking a lollypop or sucking a hard candy, she did things to my cock that her daughter never did. A delightful cocksucker, acting as if she was really enjoying sucking my cock instead of suffering through it in the way Samantha did, she was a much better cocksucker than her daughter. Probably she could have written a blowjob instructional manual, Christine had cock sucking skills that I wished she had taught her daughter. As if her beautiful mouth was a glory hole, I humped her mouth and fucked her face. After licking her dry, I so wanted to cum in her pretty mouth. After masturbating to so many sexual fantasies of her on her knees and looking up at me while blowing me, just as she was now, I so needed to cum in her mouth. Suddenly wishing I take it a step further and could give her a cum bath, I needed to feel what it's like to explode all that I had in her beautiful mouth and all over her gorgeous face.
"You have such a big, hard prick, Stephen. I love sucking your cock," she said removing my cock to speak before taking me in her mouth again to suck me and stroke me.
"Blow me, Mommy. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your mouth. Make me cum, Christine."
Never wanting this blowjob to end, I watched her sucking me. After she sexually satisfied me, I couldn't wait to sleep with her in my arms and to make love to her again early in the morning before Michael awakened. Better than I ever could have imagined having sex with my mother-in-law, I should have made my move months ago. Only, maybe she would have been the one to balk then in the way that I balked now. With the shock of Samantha leaving out of the blue, neither of us were ready for a sexual relationship, especially me. Even though I was excited when Christine arrived, I was devastated when Samantha left. Without doubt, having sex with Christine was the best sex that I've ever had with anyone, even her daughter.
"May I sleep with you?"
Thinking that I was hearing things, thinking that Christine was joking, and thinking that I was imagining Christine's voice again asking me the same question that I've already verbally and sexually answered, when I turned my head to my bedroom door, Samantha was standing there with suitcase in hand. We both looked at her.
"May I sleep with you?" She asked our permission again. "I'm so very tired," she said putting down her suitcase. "I'm so very lonely. And I'm so very sorry," she said starting to cry.
I didn't dare ask her what happened to Francesco and Monaco. I was just glad she was home.
"Samantha," I said as if I was calling her name in a dream.
"Yes, of course, you may sleep with us," said her mother taking charge to answer the question for me.
Still looking so beautiful, she seemed to sad. She looked so skinny. Standing there in her high heels and her hair up, she looked so tall.
We welcomed Samantha back to our little family with open arms. Embarrassed that she caught me naked and in bed with her mother while her mother sucked my cock, none of that seemed to matter to her when she started removing her clothes. As if I was dreaming this whole sexy scenario for my wife to be standing in the doorway while her mother was pleasuring me with her pussy, her mouth, and her hand, this entire sexual adventure was strangely weird.
It had been more than a year since I've seen my wife. It had been more than a year since I've seen my wife naked. When Christine removed my cock from her mouth, we stopped to stare at Samantha stripping. As if nothing else mattered and nothing was amiss, as if being naked and having sex with her mother and her mother being naked and having sex with me was perfectly normal, and as if she hadn't disappeared for a year, we watched her undress. As if this scene was something from out of Stanley Kubrick's Clockwork Orange, the whole thing was bizarrely surreal, incestuously erotic, and depravedly wicked.



Watching her undress as if seeing her undressing for the first time, mesmerized by the action of Samantha's sudden striptease, we watched her unbutton her blouse and unbutton and unzip her short skirt. As if in the way of all of our objections to having incestuous sex suddenly disappeared, we watched her blouse flutter and skirt fall to the floor. Then, when she reached around her to unhook her bra and slid down her panty, she was as naked and as vulnerable as we were. Now with her naked body there to compare to her mother's naked body, the only difference between the two was Samantha was a few inches taller, a few pounds thinner, and had a shaved pussy. Other than that, especially when lying down, they looked exactly the same.
Expecting her to go see our sleeping son, expecting her come to me, her long lost husband and the father of her child, I was speechless when she crawled in bed next to her mother. With me on one side of her and her mother on the other, I watched Samantha turn to Christine and French kiss her. She French kissed her. I couldn't believe she French kissed her mother. My mind was ablaze with raw, sexual excitement. Samantha was French kissing her mother. I couldn't believe my eyes. Maybe I'm a prude and this kiss was nothing more than the official mother and daughter greeting they do when in Monte Carlo, Monaco, but we weren't in Monte Carlo, Monaco. We were in Massachusetts. Never have I witnessed such a incestuous kiss between Samantha and Christine and between any mother and daughter.
"I love you, Mommy," she said coming up for air.
I love you, Mommy? Wow. Now there's a great title for an erotic story, I Love You, Mommy.
"I missed you sweet baby," said Christine impaling her tongue in her daughter's mouth again.
Stunned and sexually excited, as if they weren't mother and daughter but two lesbian lovers, I watched them kiss in shocked silence. Had I not been there as witness, I never would have believed these two were so sexually intimate. Yet, years together before I came along on the scene four years ago, who knows what happened behind their closed bedroom doors. Maybe this incestuous connection had much to do with the way that Samantha acted and argued with her mother. Maybe this was the reason why she disappeared for a year after her mother moved in with us. Then, including me in their private sexual show, Samantha leaned to me and kissed me in the way she kissed her mother and in the way she kissed me the first time I kissed her. When she kissed me like that, blanking my mind of all that had transpired, all was forgiven.
"Welcome home, Samantha," I said meaning it. "I love you. I missed you. I'm glad you're back."
"I love you too, Stephen. I'm so very sorry. Can you ever forgive me?"
Too sexually excited to lambaste her and too happy to see her to be angry with her, I was just glad that she was home until, perhaps, she left me again for someone else. Now that I know her, without doubt, just a matter of time and timing, I knew she would. Yet, so long as I had Samantha whenever I had her and so long as I always had her mother with me, as far as I was concerned, Samantha was free to come and go as she pleased.
"Yes, I understand. Of course, I forgive you," I said while wanting to say, so long as I can continue to sleep with you and with your mother.
Only, not even waiting for my answer, I didn't even have to ask the question. If their French kissing one another wasn't enough of a shocking surprise, Christine was already between her daughter's legs licking and fingering her pussy. After I had put Samantha and then her mother on a pedestal, after I was the one thinking that I was the perverted one lusting over mother and daughter, I had no idea that they were sexually hot for one another.
As if I had a built in lesbian meter, I could usually tell when a woman preferred her own sex. With more than lesbianism going on between these two, only a psychiatrist could unravel their story. To be honest, I didn't care. To be honest, I didn't want to know what transpired between them. As if I had identical twin wives, I was just happy to be in bed with the both of them. Whether lesbians and/or incestuously perverted, I didn't care what their story was, so long as they included me in their sexual reunion and erotic debauchery.
"Lick me, Mommy. Lick me. It's been a long time since you've given me oral pleasure," she said putting a heavy hand to the back of her mother's head.
Unable to remove my eyes from my beloved Christine eating her daughter's pussy, I was shocked. I was amazed. I was sexually excited. While Christine ate her daughter, I couldn't get enough of my wife's lips and silicone tits. With me kissing and kissing Samantha it wasn't long before Christine gave her daughter an orgasm, something that I had a terrible time giving her. Then taking over where her mother left off, Samantha impaled herself on my cock, while Christine kissed me.
"Oh, my God, Samantha. Suck my cock. Suck it. Blow me baby. I'm ready. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum."
A first for everything, never have I asked Samantha to suck my cock. Then, as soon as I announced that I was cumming, Christine lowered herself down to me. With Samantha on one side and Christine on the other, they took turns sucking me. As if a Texas oil well, as soon as I started cumming, as soon as I shot in my wife's mother, two for one, my mother-in-law grabbed my cock from her daughter and drained the rest of me.
Never have I had such a wonderful blowjob. Never have I been as sexually excited. As soon as Christine thought I was done, she pulled me from her mouth and with the suction of her sucking me released, I shot a second load all over her beautiful face. As if my cock was a hose, she moved my cock to spray her daughter's face with the last of my cum too.
"Oh, my God, Stephen," said Christine. "How long were you saving that? That was so much more than a mouthful," she said laughing while wiping her face with her fingers and licking them clean of my cum. "That was my very first cum bath," she said laughing.
"I love you, Christine," I said giving her a big, wet kiss.
"I love you, Stephen too," said Christine.
"I love you, Samantha," I said giving her a big, wet kiss too."
"I love you, Stephen," said Samantha.
Never would I have thought that I'd be having a threesome with my wife and her mother. After being so miserably lonely for more than a year, never would I have imagined I'd be so happy. With this the best summer of my life, never would I have imagined my life would turn out this way, but finally, I was happy that we were a family again.
THE END This is a Summer Lovin' contest entry. Please vote.
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Chapter 6
The late, great Michael Clarke Duncan was small compared to Mr. X
"Well, yeah, Mr. X is what he refers to himself as, so I'm not about to ask him for his real name or for an ID just to have sex with you. Anyway, I need you to get over here fifteen minutes ago. He'll be here any minute."
"I need a ride, Larry."
"A ride? Do I look like your chauffeur? Take a fucking cab or the bus, just get here now."
"I can't take a fucking cab or the bus, Larry. With what I'm wearing, this short skirt, white blouse, red high heels, and with my hair parted and tied in pigtails, I look like a God damn teenager turned hooker. Did you forget we live in a small town? In the way that I look wearing all this makeup and with my lips covered with red lipstick, taking a cab or a bus is out of the question. People know who I am. People will talk. Now, if you were to buy me that car that we discussed then—"
"A car? Fuck you, June. I'm not buying you any car," said Larry raising his voice in the phone."
"Never mind then. I just won't go," said June. "I'll stay home."
"Won't go? Stay home? Wait. Hold on. You have to come," said Larry with a long pause. "Okay, okay, I'm leaving now to pick you up and you'd better be standing out front waiting for me."
"Thanks, Larry."
June watched for Larry through her hall window. She stepped out on her front porch when she saw his car come speeding down her street.
"Wow," he yelled out his window when she walked up to his car. "You look hot. You certainly look the part. Mr. X is going to like you, especially in that short skirt and unbuttoned blouse," he said reaching out his hand to grab a handful of her breast through her bra.
"Thank you, Larry," she said slapping his hand away. She walked around his car to get in on the other side and spread her legs wide to get in his car. "I feel so exposed," she said with a laugh.
With her skirt nearly up to her crotch, when she sat, Larry reached over to grab a feel of her shapely, naked thigh.
"Did you shave your pussy?" He looked at her when she didn't answer. Then, he moved his right hand between her legs as he drove with his left hand. "Lemme see," he said coaxing her with his hand to lift her short skirt and move her panty. "Show me your pussy, June."
"Mind your manners, Larry," she said slapping his hand away as if she was his mother and he was reaching for food before saying grace. "Baby soft, my smooth as silk pussy is for paying customers only and not for you."
"Okay, okay, I just wanted to make sure you didn't forget to shave off your fur. You had quite the bush on you before. I really need this guy to be a repeat customer. The last thing I want to do is to piss him off by you not shaving your beaver. I don't want to lose him. He's a big paying customer."
"We're covered, Larry. You just worry about driving me to Mr. X and I'll take care of the rest," said June. "That is, unless you'd like to suck his cock yourself."
"I'm all man, June. I don't do guys," said Larry shooting her a look.
Instead of being nervous about having sex for money with a stranger, she was more concerned about her kids and her little life. She had four hours before she had to pick up her kids at her cousin's house, the next town over. The money she made tonight allowed her to arrange for her cousin, Sally, to babysit the kids, whenever she needed. It was a sweet arrangement so long as it continued and so long as she prostituted herself for money. Sally didn't have skills enough to get a job that paid what June was willing to pay her an hour to sit with her kids. Besides, the kids loved going to her house because she had a cat, a dog, a horse, and two ducks.
"You never told me what this Mr. X looks like, Larry." June looked at him while watching his face for any clues to his lies.
"Um, looks like? I didn't? I thought I did." He looked at her. "Well, do you know that Michael Clarke Duncan dude, the actor that played in the Green Mile and who just died recently, he's tall and, oh shit, he's here now."
Mr. X pulled up front just as Larry pulled in his driveway. He let June out and she went in through the back, so as not to be seen prematurely and spoil Mr. X's surprise.
Imported from Detroit, he had a fancy car. A shiny Chrysler 300 SRT8 with the 6.1 liter 425hp Hemi engine stroked and massaged to over 500hp, his car had every factory option, including some that were custom installed, such as gull wing doors. Instead of chrome trim, he had gold trim with 20" gold plated wheels and grille, blacked out windows, and a custom gold and black paint job that made the car look more like a Bentley Continental than a Chrysler.
Wishing she could just leave her life behind, she wished she could go for a long ride with Mr. X. Instead of his doors opening out in the way of a normal car, they opened up like one of those expensive, imported, Italian sports cars, a Lamborghini Countach. She remembered her husband telling her about the supercar and showing her one at the auto show that they attended a lifetime ago before they were married and when they were happy.
When he stood out of the car, she couldn't believe her eyes. She didn't so mind that he was a black man but she had never seen a man as big. A massive man, he was enormous. Bald, black, and built, he was beautiful. Either his car was low, very low, to the ground or he was a giant. She figured the latter was more the truth than the former, especially when she saw him standing next to Larry. He dwarfed him. Easily, he was a foot taller than Larry and weighed more than twice as much. Mr. X was one big, black, beautiful man.
Standing about 6'8" tall, Mr. X was tall alright. Larry failed to tell June that Mr. X was a black man. Being that his God given name was Malcolm, Mr. X was his aptly given nickname and the name he was known by to his friends, family, and employees. June peeked out Larry's window as Mr. X emerged from his automobile. Just as she had never seen a car such as this before, she had never seen a man as big. His car was beautiful and he was magnificent.
Having never been with a black man before, a faithful wife and only having sex with her husband, and recently with Larry, she didn't know how she'd feel about having sex with a black man. Without doubt, she was curious. Without doubt, she was attracted to him. A man so big and powerfully built, swallowing her body whole, she'd feel so safe in his arms.
She wondered what his cock looked like. She wondered if his cock was as proportional in size to his height. Her husband had an average cock and Larry's prick was even smaller. She imagined, in the way that he and his car were bigger than life, that his cock would be too.
"Hi, Mr. X, nice to see you again." Larry shook his hand. "Nice car, Mr. X. Is it new?" Larry walked around the car as if he was a potential buyer at a custom, Chrysler dealership. "Do you think that I could take it for a spin around the block?"
"No, Larry," he said with a big, wide, white smile. "No one drives my car," in his deep baritone voice.
She watched the verbal exchange noticing that Larry looked as nervous as he looked ridiculously small standing next to him. When he shook his hand, Larry's hand disappeared in the meaty mitt of Mr. X as if Malcolm was wearing a catcher's mitt.
"So, how you doin', Larry? I caught a quick glimpse of that special someone you got for me when that pretty, young thing ran inside your house from around back," said Mr. X pointing to Larry's house.
"I promised you something special, Mr. X, and I know you won't be disappointed. Matter of fact, Tiffany is my new girl that I recruited just for you. She's special, if you know what I mean," said Larry winking.
Apparently, after seeing how good June looked, Larry felt the need to give her a proper call girl name that equaled her hot appearance. Only, having just thought of the name, he didn't think to tell June her new name was Tiffany.
"Is that right? Tiffany," he looked at Larry with suspicion. "That names sound too delicate for me. With me being so big, I don't want to break her," he said with a booming laugh. "That name evokes an expensive crystal chandelier or a fine piece of jewelry from Tiffany's."
Not your average bear, Mr. X was born in Detroit and educated in Michigan. Thinking that he was a retired basketball or football player, no one would believe that he graduated from the University of Michigan top of his class with honors. After acing the college boards, prouder of earning a four year college scholarship more for his intelligence than for his athletic abilities, he was chosen for their basketball and football programs but declined both their offers. Seeing the bigger picture and perhaps a bit snobbish in his preference of education over sports, the president of the university was more pleased to see an underprivileged black man earn a quality education than wasting his life and intellectual talents playing sports.
"Yes, sir, Mr. X. That's her name. Only someone as beautiful and sexy should have such a name. C'mon inside and I'll introduce you to Tiffany," he said stopping to look at the car again. "I can pull your car in my driveway for you, Mr. X," said Larry holding out his hands for the car keys.
"You live on a dead end street, Larry, and I haven't seen a car drive down here," said Mr. X looking around the neighborhood. "With all the security devices I've installed on that car along with my own personal security that I carry around with me," he said opening his jacket to flash Larry the butt end of a pearl handled gun. "I'm sure my car will be fine where it is."
"Wow! That's a big gun, Mr. X. What is that a 44, a 45? May I see it?"
"No, Larry. Just as you can't drive my car, you can't see my gun. Licensed to carry a concealed weapon, I never pull my gun unless I'm gonna use it or clean it," he said giving Larry a deadly stare.
"Let's go inside the house, Mr. X," said Larry.
"Oh, my God," said June out loud while watching Mr. X standing outside with Larry. "Definitely, for someone so big, he must have a huge cock. This guy will split me in half. I don't think I could get my mouth around him if his cock mirrors the size of him."
She watched from the window as Mr. X followed Larry up the front porch steps and onto the porch. She heard the wooden steps groan from the enormous weight of him. Suddenly, remembering Larry's description and reference, Michael Clarke Duncan from the movie, The Green Mile, came to mind again, only this man was bigger and better looking. She remembered her husband telling her that, by using special boots and camera angles, they made Michael Clarke Duncan appear much bigger than his 6'4 ½, 260 pound frame in the movie.
Heavier when he died, ballooning up to 300 pounds, this Mr. X guy was at least 6'8" and had to weigh over 300 pounds. Yet with him being so tall, he didn't look fat, just built. He had muscles everywhere. His neck and his arms appeared bigger than her waist. What the Hell would Larry do to protect her should this guy get out of hand?
"After you, Mr. X," said Larry holding the screen door for his most special customer.
Mr. X's face lit up when he spotted June standing in the middle of the living room smiling.
"Tiffany, this is Mr. X," said Larry giving June a wink and the thumbs up sign. "Mr. X, this is Tiffany."
"Nice to meet you," said June shooting Larry a look while staring up and shaking Mr. X's hand. "My name is June and not Tiffany," she said glaring at Larry. Larry sometimes confuses me with another one of his girls. He has so many women working for him," she said even though she knew she was his one and only prostitute.
"It's my pleasure to meet you, June. Everything that Larry said you are, you are so very beautiful," he said twirling her around by her fingertips. "My mother's name was June."
"Really?"
"Yes, it was. Normally, people name a baby girl June if she's born in June, but my Granddaddy loved the summertime and hated the winter. With June born in the dead of winter, he'd be damned if he was going to name his daughter January," said Mr. X laughing out loud with a thunderous roar.
June and Larry laughed with Mr. X too.
"Well, I was born in June, Mr. X. Matter of fact, I was born on Flag Day, June 14th."
"Please call me Malcolm."
"Okay, Malcolm, shall we get down to business," said Larry.
"Not you, Larry. You can continue calling me Mr. X." He gave Larry a look that could remove wallpaper. "I only invited the lady to call me Malcolm."
"Yes, sir, sorry, of course, Mr. X," said Larry rubbing his hands together as if he was a fly finding food. "What do you have in mind for tonight?"
"Well," he said looking from Larry to June, "I have a good feeling about this woman. I like you, June. Matter of fact, I've never been in such a good mood as I am now."
"Thank you, Malcolm," said June beaming a smile.
"This woman is so much better than the fat, ugly, toothless whores you've been trying to peddle me," he said turning to give Larry another mean stare.
"Yeah, well, you know, Mr. X—"
Without even acknowledging him with a look, Mr. X looked held up a hand that was bigger than his whole head in front of his face.
"You interrupted my thought process little man. I wasn't done talking."
"I'm sorry, Mr. X. I apologize for interrupting you. Please continue with your thought process."
"After meeting June, tonight is a very special occasion, very special, indeed," he said again looking at June from head to toe before wrapping a big arm around her waist. "I'd like to take this lady for a trip around the world." With that, he reached in his pocket and pulled out a roll of money and deposited it in Larry's hand.
As if the head teller at a bank, Larry quickly counted the stack of hundred dollar bills. He counted it again to make sure of the amount. Then, he held the money up to the light to make sure it was real until Mr. X shot him a look.
"There's, um, one thousand, two thousand, $2,500 here, Mr. X," said Larry giving it a quick count again to make sure. Mr. X had already turned away and was walking off with June. "Do you want fries with that?" Asked Larry under his breath while watching June and Mr. X disappear in the bedroom together.
"When I told Larry to get me someone special," he said sitting on the bed, "I never thought he'd find someone as fine as you. You're special," he said. "Someone who looks as good as you do should be making movies instead of sucking cock."
"Well, thank you, Malcolm."
"Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure, you're paying me to do whatever you want. I can certainly answer a question."
"Why do you do this? Why do you prostitute yourself?"
"Actually, I just started and aside from being forced to have sex with Larry, you're my first customer." June sat beside him on the bed. "My husband, after turning to the bottle, lost more than his job a while back. He lost his will to work and to provide for his family. I do this to keep a roof over me and my three kids' heads."
"And your husband, what does he think about you sleeping with other men."
"My husband? I threw his ass out after I caught him in bed naked with my Mom."
"Damn, I read stories about dudes into fucking their mothers and mother-in-laws on Literotica. Unless your mother looks as good as you do, that's nasty for husband to have sex with his mother-in-law.
"What about you? Why do you do it? Why do you have sex with prostitutes?"
"It's easier and uncomplicated. There's no love, just sex. My wife won't give me sex anymore, hasn't for years. Don't get me wrong. She loves me and I love her. We've been together since we were kids, but she's lost that lovin' feelin' when she developed a low opinion of herself. She's depressed. All she does is sit around the house and eat. She's eating herself to death is what she's doing," he said with sadness.
"Has she been to a doctor, a nutritionist, or a personal trainer? It may be something as simple as hormone replacement, a special diet, and/or an exercise program."
"Doctor? Nutritionist? Personal Trainer? Lucille doesn't believe in any of that. She never leaves the house. All of her problems are due to her weight. She's very heavy. If she needs anything, she needs a psychiatrist to unravel all that's wrong with her but she won't go see one." He took a big sigh.
"What do you think happened to her to make her like that?" June looked at him with kindness.
"Oh, I know what happened to her," said Malcolm with a booming voice. "She was raped, gangbanged, when she was young, when we were first married. She was a very beautiful woman and when she was raped, she didn't want to be beautiful no more, so she ate. Fat or skinny, I still loved my Lucille."
"We all have a story to tell, I guess, Malcolm."
"Yeah, well, some of us no longer have a story to tell. I found the motherfuckers who raped my Lucille and who caused her such misery and me such pain." She watched Malcolm make an angry face and slow, white knuckled fist. "Trust me, those niggars won't be rapin' anyone no more or tellin' stories about what they did to this one and to that one. I fixed them all and I fixed them for good."
"That's good, albeit a bit scary, Malcolm," she said pausing. "Like you do, I believe in an eye for an eye too." June looked at the diamond rings he wore, the fat gold bracelet that barely fit around his big wrist, and the thick, shiny gold chain that hung from his huge neck. "Just curious, if you don't mind my asking, with all your bling, what do you do for a living?"
"Normally, not wanting to give away my identity, as if I'd be hard to find," he said with a big laugh. "I'd never tell a woman of the night my business, but I trust you and I like you, June. I own a car accessory store. We sell wheels and custom stuff. If ever you need something for your car, come see me. I'll take care of you," he said smiling handing her a business card.
"I don't even own a car and Larry won't buy me one to get around," she said with sadness.
"I thought everyone in America own at least one car," he said giving her a curious stare. "I love cars. Cars are my passion."
"That explains your car. I love your car, especially those doors. I'd love to go for a ride in it with you."
"You would?"
"Oh, yeah, I'd love to go for a ride in your car."
He looked at her and smiled.
"What d'ya say we get outta here and buy us some food. I'm hungry. I'm always hungry," he said with a big laugh and putting his hands on his knees to push himself up from the bed.
"Sure, that'd be fun."
"Only, I don't think you can go into some of the fine eating establishments that I frequent dressed like that," he said laughing. "We'll have to do takeout and eat in the car, if you don't mind."
"Yeah, I do look a bit ridiculous, don't I?"
"Actually, to me, you look exactly the way I'd want my woman to look."
"Well, thank you again, Malcolm. I really like you."
"And I like you too, June."
June and Malcolm emerged from the bedroom.
"That's it? You're done? Gees, that was fast. Didn't I tell you she was good, Malcolm, sorry, I mean, Mr. X? Hey, where are you going?"
"For a ride," said June. "I'll see ya later, Larry."
Once June was outside, Malcolm turned around and stepped inside to confront Larry.
"You touch her again and I'll kill you," he said screwing a big, stiff, index finger in his chest as if it was the barrel of his gun. "You dig?"
"Yeah, yeah, I'll never touch her again," said Larry taking a step back from the big man.
To be continued...
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Malcolm eased the big Chrysler off Larry's street and continued west until he hit the entrance ramp to the highway. Driving faster than everyone else around him, his idea of merging with traffic was to launch his car off the on ramp as if his big Chrysler was a race car reentering the track on the restart of race. When he planted his size 16 shoe on the gas pedal, with a roar, a howl, a shake, and a shudder, the car zoomed forward turning from a sedate luxury cruiser to a powerful muscle car. The torque from the big engine pushed and pinned June back in her seat until Malcolm hit a cruising speed of 100 mph. Never had she experienced such a feeling of excited exhilaration since the time she rode the big rollercoaster at the county fair.
Inspired by the speed and Hemi power of Malcolm's car, she imagined him picking her up in his big arms and carrying her to bed. She imagined him feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra and feeling her ass through her skirt and panty before undressing her and stripping off her clothes. Taking his time to arouse her and to seduce her, instead of understanding that she was a call girl with her John, she imagined him being her big, bad boy lover.
Taking his sweet time to unbutton her blouse, she imagined him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her bra. She imagined his big, black hand going up her short tartan skirt and his big, thick fingers pushing aside her white, thong panty to rub and tickle her clit before penetrating her pussy. Unsnapping her front snapping bra as if her breasts were his surprise gift, she imagined him staring at her C cup tits before reaching out his enormous hands to touch them, feel them, caress them, and suck them. Arousing herself with her own imagination, she couldn't wait until he stripped her naked.
Her sexual fantasy of being stripped naked and being taken by such a powerful man made her knees weak with sexual anticipation. She felt the same rush thinking about him making love to her as she did when he floored the accelerator. With all the weight of his big, black, beautiful, naked body pushing her down and pinning her into the mattress, she imagined him having his wicked way with her naked body and forcing her to do dirty and nasty things that she'd never do to another man.
'Fuck me, Malcolm, stick that big, hard, black cock in my warm, wet pussy,' she imagined saying as he drove in silence.
She wondered what it would be like to have sex with a man so big, so strong, and so powerful when he pounded her pussy and parted her clam with the long, hard thrusts of his big muscled hips. With mixed emotions of nervousness and excitement, imagining giving reversed birth to a baby, she imagined his supersized cock parting her shaved, pussy lips and penetrating her cunt deeper than any man has gone before. Sitting beside the best and not wanting to fuck any of the rest, she imagined she was about to get the fucking of her life.
She wondered what it would be like to take his big, black prick past her red, full lips. She imagined sucking him and taking him deeper in her mouth and all the way down her throat in an attempt to deep throat him. She imagined his warm, oozy cum splashing up against the back of her mouth. Between his big cock and his load of cum nearly gagging her, she imagined being proud that she could sexually satisfy such a man. She wondered how many other women have had the erotic pleasure and sexual satisfaction of bedding such a supersized man. Before even having sex with him, never has she had such sexual thoughts of erotic excitement about a man before.
As if she was sitting on a giant vibrator, the rumble of the car's exhaust penetrated the car seat and tickled her between her legs. She ran her fingers along the stitching detail of the fancy interior as if she was running her fingers along the length of his cock. The safety and security of being with Malcolm made her swoon in his company and she rested her head against the headrest hoping that he'd stop the car soon and kiss her, touch her, feel her, and make love to her. Never has she wanted to suck anyone's cock in the way she wanted to blow Malcolm now.
What a man? What a man? He was such an incredible man. Feeling as if he was her super He-Man, never has she felt as protected with her husband, John, as she did with Malcolm. John was just a little taller than average, but Malcolm was a giant. Glad they were sitting down in his car, he was so tall that, even with her 5'9" height, she had a stiff neck gazing up at him when standing.
Where before, she felt dirty and as if she was doing something wrong when Larry asked her to be his prostitute, now she felt wickedly hot. Feeling wanted, feeling desired, and feeling sexy, never has she felt so much like a woman when in the company of such a man. He made her feel feminine. He made her feel special. He made her feel alive with sexual excitement.
He was a real man, a manly man, a macho man, and a man who'd take care of her no matter what. Instead of her making all the decisions and doing all the worrying, as she's done her whole marriage, she liked the feeling that she could relinquish the control finally to someone stronger and smarter while trusting that he wouldn't make mistakes and fuck it all up. Even if it meant having sex with him, she exhaled a big sigh of relief and relaxed. Especially if it meant having sex with him, she exhaled an excited smile. Only she knew her joy wouldn't last and tomorrow he'd be gone and she'd be back to her little life with her three kids and with Larry pimping her out to someone else.
"I love your car, Malcolm. Big, black, and powerful, it's so you," she said looking at him with stars in her eyes in the way she'd look at a celebrity, if meeting one in person, and in the way she thought he'd be looking at her.
"Thank you," he said more ready to talk about his car than about having sex with her. "I have a new car on order, a Cadillac CTS-V."
"I never heard of that model."
"A two door coupe instead of a four door sedan, it does everything that this car does only it accelerates faster, stops quicker, and turns better. Think of it as a Corvette with a Cadillac body," he said with a chuckle. "I'm a sucker for big, heavy American cars. I love the safety of them, the spacious interiors, and the power they have."
"I can't imagine a car better than this car," said June running her hand over the seat. "I love this car. It's beautiful."
They whizzed past hotel after hotel and motel after motel. With the approach of each motor inn, wondering where he was going and when he was going to stop, she imagined stopping at this one or at that one and doing whatever was his sexual pleasure. Nervous before meeting him, frightened if only by his name, Mr. X and by the sheer size of him, she'd do anything Malcolm asked of her now. She liked him. She really did.
She enjoyed being in his company. He made her feel so safe. Instead of stopping, he drove her a few towns over to a favorite takeout chicken place he knew not far from where he lived. Oxymoronic in his liking for chicken, an educated, wealthy, black man, who could afford any fancy restaurant and navigate any French or Italian menu, he still saved a special fondness for the comfort food of his youth.
"I hope you like fried chicken because if you do, you're in for a treat."
"Who doesn't like fried chicken? With three kids to feed and a healthy serving of protein, it's a cheap staple in my house," she said with a laugh as he parked his car in front of the restaurant. "Do you trust me to order for you?"
"Sure," she said more interested in sucking his hard cock than in eating a crispy thigh.
He left her sitting in the car while he walked to the stand, ordered the food, and brought it back to the car to eat. He was already munching on a piece of chicken as he approached the car and handed her the bag of food.
"Sorry, I couldn't wait. I'm hungry," he said with a big laugh.
"I can't say that I blame you. It smells so good."
As if he was holding a petite appetizer, the drumstick looked so tiny in his big hand. After watching Malcolm eat, she suspected that food was a sexual experience for him. If he devoured her in the way he devoured his chicken, watching him suck on the bone in the way that she couldn't wait to suck on his boner, she'd be a happy woman.
"Whenever I think about sex, I become hungry and whenever I'm hungry I think of fried chicken," he said with a laugh. "My Mama made the best fried chicken, but this place, Flossie's Fried Chicken, is a close second. The batter is so tasty and sweet on the outside and the chicken is so moist and tender on the inside. The combination of the two textures and flavors make me want to eat more. Even when I'm done, I crave it in the way that I crave Chinese food."
June suspected that once Malcolm finished eating his food that he'd be thinking more about sex and about eating her than about eating chicken. With his belly full of chicken, she assumed his cock would be hungry for her. Discovering more about the man from just this brief repartee that revealed his preferences, if only for food, sex, and cars, seemingly, sex, food, and cars, not necessarily in that order, were his deliciously decadent pleasures and unified in his mind.
She could tell by the size of the big bulge in his pants that he was as horny as he was hungry. Kinky in a way, she was glad that he was unable to separate the two appetites. She imagined herself in bed and her naked body covered with fried chicken. She imagined him eating his food while devouring her body.
Instead of eating there in a public parking lot with other people sitting in their cars enjoying their takeout food, he drove to a secluded spot he knew. At that point, with no motels and hotels in sight, she figured they'd be having sex in the car. Kinky. She hasn't had sex in a car since Drive-in movie night with her husband so very many years ago. Once parked at the private place, Malcolm invited June to join him in the backseat.
"Why don't we get more comfortable back here. With the seat all the way up, I can stretch out my legs," he said unbuckling belt and unbuttoning his pants to get more comfortable.
She had assumed correctly and figured with him unbuckling his pants that this was it and that they were about to have sex in the backseat. Maybe his thing was to combine his loves, fast, powerful, luxury cars, fried chicken, and sex with a call girl. Suspecting his car was his sexual phallic symbol, as if he needed to have one, she figured his car was more than a sex symbol for him but a rolling motel bed. Only, now, she wished he had a roomy RV than a cramped Chrysler.
Maybe she'd have more room if he stuck his long legs out the passenger side window while she leaned over him and sucked his cock but that would be a strange sight to see. Maybe he could stand outside the car, while she sat inside the car and blew him. Nonetheless, she was ready to give him pleasure and to satisfy his every sexual need, whatever it may be. She wanted to keep him as a client and that meant sexually satisfying him for him to return.
Not since her husband, John, had his way with her at the Drive-in movie so long ago, before children, mortgage payments, unemployment, and drunkenness, had she contemplated having sex in the backseat of a car. Back then, he had an old beat up, '70 Mach 1 Mustang that had a backseat more cramped than the front seat and she swore never again. At least the Chrysler had a lot more room than the Mustang but with Malcolm's big body taking up most of the interior, the not enough space inside was just as tight. Wondering how on Earth he could be comfortable enough to have sex, she remembered she had a leg cramp that wouldn't subside for fifteen minutes. Her leg was sore for hours.
Having sex in the car was for young couples who had nowhere else to go. Now, even though he had options and could afford a motel or hotel room, the thought of having sex in the car sexually excited her. Again, she felt dangerously wicked having sex in public. She felt sexy. She felt wanted. She was aroused and she was eager to please him.
"Without the steering wheel and the console in the way, there's more room to spread out in back," he said. She sensed his nervousness. That was cute that she made such a big man nervous. "See?" He reached around the seat to push the power seat button that moved the seat. "Especially with the front seats moved all the way forward, there's more legroom and I like having lots of legroom," he said stretching out his long legs.
"That fried chicken was good, Malcolm, nearly as good as my fried chicken," she said wiping the last bit of grease from her lips and fingers.
"Oh, yeah?" He looked at her and smiled. "Then, you'll have to invite me over to dinner some time and make me some."
"I'd love to do have you over some time, so long as you don't mind eating with three kids."
"I love kids."
"Do you have any kids, Malcolm?"
"No. Lucille had a few miscarriages. She has a lot of health problems because of her weight, the usual things, high blood pressure and diabetes. I told her that she's going to die unless she slims down some." He rubbed his big stomach. "Me? I'm lucky. Because I get plenty of exercise riding my bike and pumping my iron, my metabolism works overtime. I'm as healthy as a horse."
"I'm sorry to hear Lucille's not able to have children. You'd make a good father."
"I would. I wish I had a son or two, even a daughter would be nice. I donate my time and money to some of the youth groups in the neighborhood. We have a football and a basketball team that I coach. Too many kids don't have a father figure to look up to and many of their mothers are children themselves. They look up to me and even though I find that rewarding, I'm pressured to show them the right example."
"You're a good man, Malcolm," said June while wondering when he was going to kiss and touch her or if he wanted her to kiss and touch him first.
"Even though many of their single moms literally throw themselves at me, I can't imagine their disappointment in me if they knew that I frequented prostitutes. Besides, different than having sex with a prostitute, I'd never cheat on Lucille with one of the women from my neighborhood. She be devastated."
He fell silent again while eating and June sense something was wrong.
"You're so quiet. What's wrong, Malcolm?"
"Oh, nothing," he said falling quiet again while eating his chicken and longingly looking out his car window. "I was just thinking that if Lucille hadn't been gangbanged maybe I'd be sitting here with her instead of with you." He looked at her, as if he had just insulted her. "No offense."
"None taken," said June. "I understand. I feel the same way about my husband. He's not the same man that I fell in love with and married. He's someone else, someone different, and someone that I've grown to despise. I still can't believe he fucked my mother. I still can't believe my mother sucked his cock. Both of them deserve one another."
"I guess we have that in common," he said with sadness. "Just as you miss your the man that you married, I miss the woman that I married and the woman that I still love." As if he was remembering the good times, he stopped talking, no doubt, when he started recalling the bad times. "We used to have so much fun walking while talking. Talking about everything and laughing over nothing, she gave me memories that I'll never forget."
"There's help out there for her, Malcolm, especially for someone with your money," said June looking at him with understanding. She paused while wondering if she knew him well enough to ask the next question. "How big is she?"
"She's big. Like me, she's always been a big, boned woman, 6' tall with double D breasts but not as big as she is now. With her being so depressed, I don't remember the last time she laughed. I wish I could get her to see someone and talk to someone but, content to eat herself to death, she won't go."
"I'm sorry, Malcolm," said June.
She remembered Larry telling her about guys like Malcolm, content to just sit and talk instead of wanting to have sex. Yet, she never pegged him for one of those men. She figured he was a wild, sexual animal and not much of a talker. Nonetheless, being that she was being paid for her time, as if he was her patient and she was his therapist, she'd listen to whatever he had to say.
"I'm full, Malcolm. Here," she said pushing the tray of chicken towards him. "You eat the rest." Having an ulterior motive, she was hoping that if she seduced his appetite with food, he'd be hungry for sex.
"Fried chicken is my favorite," he said reaching for another piece. As if he was munching on a Chinese fortune cookie instead of a chicken drumstick, the chicken looked so ridiculously small in his big hand. "Most of my friends love barbeque or that sushi shit, but I could eat fried chicken every day, all day, and not get tired it. If ever I was on death row and asked what I wanted for my last meal, I'd tell them fried chicken," he said with a laugh.
The food seemed to have a narcotic effect on him and instead of becoming horny, he grew silent while pondering his thoughts over another drumstick.
"Penny for your thoughts," she said as she rubbed his massively muscular thigh.
"I was just wondering why I love fried chicken so much," he said waving a clean drumstick bone in his hand. "I think my love for chicken stems from my childhood. I grew up poor and my parents had 5 children to feed. Probably because chicken was so cheap back then, the only time I got enough food was when my Momma made fried chicken." He laughed. "She made three heaping plates of it. While my sister fought over vegetables after my Daddy had his fill, I'd be fighting my three brothers for the extra pieces of chicken." He laughed again. "With my brothers nearly as big as me, there weren't any leftovers at our house."
"Wow, I can't imagine your brothers as big as you."
"You can say that I come from a big family literally and figuratively," he said with a chuckle. "You won't find any of us driving one of those little, foreign cars, that's for sure."
It was apparent from the conversation that they liked one another and, instead of becoming lovers, they were quickly becoming friends. As soon as June finished eating, she put down her soft drink, pulled out lipstick from her purse, and thickly reapplied her lips. She tried finding her open purse in the dark car to tuck away her lipstick, but missed.
"Shit, I dropped my lipstick somewhere between the seat cushion," she said daintily sticking her manicured nails between the top and bottom cushion.
"Don't worry about it, I'll find it for you later. These seats fold down; it's probably in the trunk."
She reached her finger over to Malcolm's ear and started seductively playing with it, touching his ear lopes, circling his ear with her index finger, and sticking her finger inside his ear.
"So, tell me, Malcolm," she said in her sexiest voice. Since you paid Larry twenty-five hundred dollars to be with me, what I can do for you?" She allowed her hand to fall on his oak sized thigh again and rested her fingertips on his crotch. "What do you want? What do you like?"
"I guess because I'm lonely and love to talk, I rather just talk," he said looking at her as if sorry for confessing that he was lonely. "Imagine someone like me, who can have just about anyone, pining over his wife and being lonely."
"I'm sorry, Malcolm. We can talk if that's what you want and what will make you feel better," she said removing her fingers from his ear and her hand from his thigh.
"Talking is what does it for me, baby," he said looking at her with a big smile. He took her hand and put it on his crotch and rubbed her palm against the big bulge in his pants. "Some call it pillow talk, but more than pillow talk especially when continued out of the bedroom, in the kitchen, the living room, outside, and in the car, I call it arousing erotic conversation. Talking is what it's all about. Dirty talk fills my mind with images that I can take away with me after the sex is over. Sexy talk filled with dirty words and actions is so cerebrally sexy."



June's fingers felt the head of the big man's bulge. She slid her hand further over more of his big prick and grabbed more than a handful of him. With a cock to match his stature, he was definitely a big man.
"Oh, yeah? Dirty talk is what turns you on, is that it? You like to talk about it, don't you, you dirty man?" She looked deeply in his big, brown eyes. "Well, I'm a well mannered woman, a parochial school girl, a virgin who was taught never to talk with her mouth full, if you know what I mean," she said running her tongue across her lips and unzipping his pants.
"Oh, my Lord, June," said Malcolm staring at her hand grabbing his cock.
"Sorry but I don't expect I'll be doing much talking with my mouth full of your big, hard, black cock," she said looking down at the bulge his cock made in his white underwear. "I can't wait to taste you. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth," she said reaching in his underwear and taking hold of his hard prick in her soft hand.
"Wait. Hold on, girl. Slow down. Take it easy. Where's the fire?"
"What? Did I say something wrong? Do you need me to do and say something in some kind of preferred order? I can talk dirtier than that, Malcolm. Just tell me what you want. Just tell me what to do."
He stopped her by putting his big hand over hers. With his prick beneath her hand and her hand on top of hers, she could feel the sheer power of the man. She'd never want to meet him in a dark alley alone, that's for sure.
"I may have given you the wrong impression of me, June." He removed her hand from his cock and held it. "I like you. I like you a lot. I really do. There's something about you that I find so exciting. I've never met anyone like you. All the other women I've been with were just cheap whores and what we did was just sex. Only, with you it's different. You're real. You're someone that I could fall head over heels in love with but I don't cheat on Lucille."
"I don't understand, Malcolm," said June shrinking back in the soft leather of the car seat.
"Being with you, even though we haven't done anything yet is the closest I've come to cheating on my wife. I've never cheated on Lucille and I'm not about to cheat on her. I may be a lot of bad things but one of the good things about me is that I'm a faithful, loving husband who believes in the sacred sanctity of my marriage vows...for better or for worse, until death do you part. I love my Lucille. We've been through a lot and she's always been there for me, until now, when she can't even help herself never mind help me."
"Never cheated? Malcolm, c'mon, seriously," she said looking at him in shocked disbelief. "Do you seriously expect me to believe that you never cheated on your wife when you're sitting here with me, a call girl that you requested to be dressed like a teenaged slut?" She took her hand back from his and leaned further away from him.
"Hold on, June. I didn't mean to upset you."
"I was a virgin when I was married. The only man I had sex with was my husband, that is, until Larry raped me. I never cheated on my husband until he cheated me by no longer wanting to provide for me and our children. Then, the last straw was when he'd rather have sex with my mother than with me."
"I hear you, June, but it's not the same," he said looking at her with sadness. "You no longer love your husband and I still love my wife."
"Bullshit! That's just bullshit, Malcolm, and you know it. I see the real you. You can't fool me. I'm not one of the stupid bitches you fuck and allow them to suck you before you kick their ass to the curb. I know who you are," she said remaining silent to think about all that she just said and to compose her thoughts.
"You don't know me, June. You don't know anything about me. I bet I'm the first black man you've ever been with," he said with a victorious grin. "You have no idea all that I've been through. When people see me they invariable thing that a man so big must be a professional athlete and not a scholar and an intellect."
"You're hiding behind a woman's skirt. You're using your wife as a ruse. You're happy to be married to a woman who doesn't want a real relationship. So long as you provide her with all the food she needs and so long as you don't disrespect her by holding up your philandering ways up to her face for her to see the phony you are, you're free to come and go as you please to do whatever you want. A man without complications, a nagging wife and demanding children, you're more a bachelor than a married man."
"I bought and paid for your white ass. How dare you talk to me like that!"
"Now that you protest your indignation, I wonder if you're even married. Now that you're so exposed," she said looking down at his unzipped bulge, "I wonder if Lucille even exists than in your mind."
"You don't know me, June. You just think you do," he said raising his voice.
"Tell me this then, if you'd never cheat on your wife, why did you pay for a prostitute? If you don't cheat on your precious Lucille, what are you doing here with me, now? And what did you do with all those prostitutes before?"
"It's none of your business what I did or didn't do. I didn't pay for you to flap your gums. I paid for you to--"
"To what, Malcolm? To suck your cock or to talk dirty to you?" She looked at him with a hard stare. "Tell me this. Did you fuck them? Did they suck you? Did you take them around the world in the way that you told Larry that you were taking me? Or did you just talk them to death in the way that you're talking to me in going on about your cars and your fried chicken."
"We just talked and I just listened," he said with a big smile to cover his obvious anger. "There's no harm in hiring a prostitute to just listen while I talk. That's not cheating, is it?"
As if seeing a side of her that he hadn't seen before, he looked at her with renewed respect. Suddenly being defensive, perhaps, because he was so scary big, obviously no one talked to him in such a rude manner, no one stood up to him, and no one challenged whatever he said before as the truth. Having lived a lie with her marriage, June knew that after lying about something for a long while, even the liars believes their own lies.
"You're an educated man, what do you talk about to these women who are as dumb as a stump?"
"I like talking about my stuff and listening about their stuff."
"Stuff?"
June had an edge to her voice. She knew that he was trying to play her but she'd have none of that. Already down that road with her lying husband, she wasn't about to take that dead end with Malcolm. The funny thing is that, hoping Lucille didn't exist and hoping that Malcolm wasn't married but single, she was looking for more than just sex from Malcolm. She liked him. A sexual, sensual woman, a wife, and a mother, she wasn't a prostitute. She was looking more of a relationship that having one time sex with a John.
"Yeah, you know, stuff," he said avoiding her eye contact.
"So that we can discuss stuff too, tell me, what kind of stuff do you like talking about and listening to?"
"You know, sexual stuff."
"I see. Well that narrows it down a bit," she said with sarcasm. "What kind of sexual stuff?"
For a man who supposedly enjoyed dirty talk, she felt his sudden discomfort with the conversation, especially after he sidestepped her question by not going into detail about what kind of sexual stuff that he enjoyed discussing. Hoping to tease him into telling her more, she lightly rubbed his big thigh before leaving her fingertips in contact with his growing bulge.
"Not only will Lucille not give me sex," sadness took hold of his face, "but also she refuses to even talk about sex. Any time I broach the subject of sex, she tells me that she's going to pray for me to resist Satan's temptation. Satan's temptation? I tell her that there's no Satan if it's sex between a husband and wife, but she's convinced herself that sex is only for procreation and against the good book if it's done without having children in mind. Sometimes, I feel as if I'm talking to a cult member. Unfortunately, now, that she can no longer have children, sex for her is over. Based on what she reads in the Bible, sex is not something to enjoy but to endure as a sacrifice to have children."
"That's terribly, Malcolm. I feel bad for you. Only, be honest with me," she looked at him as if she was a psychiatrist and he was a convicted felon trying to fool the doctor by using the insanity defense. "You're not married, are you?" She watched his eyes for an involuntary expression. "If Lucille even exists, who is she? Definitely she's not your wife, I know that for sure. Is Lucille your mother?" She looked at him trying to read his face and when he flinched she knew the real story.
"What are you saying, woman? You're just talking daffy. Maybe we should forget about all of this and I'll drive you back to Larry. You can keep the money."
"Lucille's your sister, isn't she?" When he put his head down in pained defeat, she knew the truth. "Your brothers raped your sister, didn't they?" She looked at him hard for a long time before asking her next question. "You killed your brothers, didn't you?"
To be continued...
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Chapter 8
Incestuous Sex, Lies, and a Journal Hidden Under the Mattress.
"I made it look like a gang hit. I made sure my brothers never raped her again. The police were happy to collect their bodies and erase a dozen unsolved crimes with the death of them. As if wiping out my past, by wiping out them, with no one else to hold me back, I was reborn by the death of them. They were no good," he said to her with a face full of sorrow.
"You don't have to tell me anymore, Malcolm, if by making me explicit in your crime makes you uncomfortable. I understand," said June rubbing his big knee. "What you say to me, I'd never tell anyone. You can trust me with your secret."
"Thank you, June," he said looking at her as if he wanted to get it all off his chest. If June had suspected he had never told anyone what he had done, she'd be right. He looked at her as if trying to read her before continuing. "The much maligned stereotypical, inner-city black male, when there are more good, young, black men and women than bad, they hung their bad actions on everyone else. In and out of jail, gangbangers into drugs, robberies, assaults, beatings, carjacking, and rapes, you name it, they did it. All three of my brothers had rap sheets longer than my arm. Even though I still had a foot in the gutter, somehow I was able to pull myself out of the sewer and they weren't. Yet, with me being their brother and their deep pocket, I was always there helping them, bailing them out, paying for lawyers, giving them jobs, and buying them cars," said Malcolm looking away from June to look at the floor of the car.
"You're a good man, Malcolm," said June.
"As if they were angry that I made something of myself, it didn't matter all that I did for them, they wanted more. They weren't happy unless I was doing a poorly as they were. I tried to get them to return to school to learn a trade but they wouldn't go. They said they could sometimes make more money on the streets in a day than I could make in a year."
"You tried being a good brother by setting an example and by showing them a different way that they refused take," said June. "None of what happened was your fault, Malcolm. You shouldn't feel guilty about doing what you did in protection of your sister. For all you know, having already crossed that incestuous line and getting away with it by sexually assaulting her once, now an easy victim with their invisible tramp stamp they put on her, they may have sexually assaulted her again and again."
"The last straw was when they tried to involve me in one of their dirty schemes. They threatened to blackmail me and extort money from me for a mistake I made with my sister a very long time ago, if I didn't go along with them. Stupidly, when I had been drinking heavily one day, I entrusted my brothers with my incestuous secret," said Malcolm looking at June with shame. "Had I done what they wanted me to do, I would have lost all that I worked years to build. I would have lost my company and my reputation in the community. Worse than that, I may have gone to jail."
"Just be thankful that you turned them down," said June.
"I cut them off for good and had nothing more to do with them for almost a year. I didn't answer my phone when they called or open my door when they came knocking. They knew how to get to me by using and abusing my sister," said Malcolm looking at June and pausing before continuing. "They knew I'd come running when she called."
"So what happened with Lucille? Tell me. You can trust me not to tell anyone," said June looking at Malcolm with a face full of as much curiosity as she had understanding. "How could they sexually attack their own sister?"
"Lucille was the baby of the family and, fun and funny, she liked everyone and everyone liked her. Except for my three, bad seed brothers, we all helped one another and looked out for one another. A close knit family growing up, we always had one another's backs. Then, as we matured, our family dimension changed. Now only out for themselves, my three brothers were jealous of my success."
"That happens in the best of families, Malcolm," said June.
"Yeah, well, I didn't have the best of families. I had the worst of families," he said with coldness. "After my brother Louis was shot and killed in a drug deal gone bad and my brothers, Marcus and Anthony, absconded with the money and the drugs, they needed a place to hide. It wasn't the police they were hiding from, it was their own gang members."
"Geez, Malcolm, it's good that you stayed clear of that, otherwise the gang would be looking for you," said June.
"Being the gregarious and affable person she is, my sister took their heat. Agreeing to put herself in danger to help them, Lucille put them up in her apartment after my sister Camille refused to help. They stayed with Lucille for a few weeks before their incestuous lust for her grew completely out of control," said Malcolm with sadness. "It wasn't from my brothers' gang that Lucille needed protection from, it was her own brothers."
"I'm so sorry, Malcolm," said June.
"With my brothers staying at her place, a small, one bedroom apartment, and with them drinking and doing drugs, it wasn't long before they started spying on her dressing and undressing. Except for the front and back doors, with her not having locks on any of her doors, not even the bathroom door, they continually peeped on her. Then, taking it a step further, she told me they were always brazenly walking in on her, standing there, and watching her as she was dressing and undressing. She told me that they were always walking around her naked and flashing her their dicks."
"Eww, gross," said June. "I can't believe they did that to her, the poor woman."
"Lucille told me that what started out as an innocent hug and kiss turned into groping and forced French kissing. She resisted their sexual advances but, growing bolder with their lust, they continued to escalate. With them touching her where no brother should ever touch his sister, when they tried kissing her and putting her hand on their cocks, she had enough of hiding them. When she asked them to leave was when they raped her," said Malcolm holding his hand in his head. "They raped my baby sister."
"That's unbelievable. That's so shameful. That's despicable," said June. "How could they do that to their own sister?"
"Now, don't get me wrong, Lucille can take care of herself. No lightweight, she's a big woman, six foot tall and one-hundred-seventy pounds but, grabbing her from behind, they bound her wrists behind her back with one of those police twist ties and covered her mouth with duct tape. Coercing her to tell me the details of what happened, after giving her a lot of patient understanding and brotherly loving consideration, she told me that they sat her down on the couch. Then, as if it was a scene taken from Stanley Kubrick's Clockwork Orange or a video taken from a Japanese subway train where men molest women in public, they took their time cutting off her clothes with a pair of scissors."
"Good God, that's so bizarrely shocking," said June.
"As if they were playing a sick game, they cut holes in her blouse to expose her bra before snipping out pieces of her bra to expose her nipples and breasts. Then they cut pieces out of her pants to expose her panty before snipping holes in her panty to expose her pubic hair, pussy, and ass. With my sister crying behind her duct taped mouth and her clothes looking so much like Swiss cheese, Marcus cut off the rest of her clothes while Anthony felt her breasts, fingered her nipples, and licked her pussy. Once she was naked and submissively quiet, they threatened to stab her with the scissors if she didn't blow them. They removed the duct tape from her mouth, pushed her to her knees, and forced her to suck them. Forcing her to swallow, she told me that she sucked Marcus first and then Anthony."
"Bastards," said June. "Those dirty bastards! If they were here now, I'd kill them myself," said June.
Stripping her, touching her, and molesting her, as if she was some cheap party whore they brought home from a strip club, Marcus spread her legs, mounted her, and fucked her. Then Anthony did the same. I was never as angry when Lucille told me what they did to her," said Malcolm grabbing the back of his car seat with his big hand, violently shaking it, and looking as if he was going to rip it out of the car.
"Calm down, Malcolm. It's okay," said June rubbing his leg.
"I needed to hear from my sister's lips what happened before confronting my brothers. Even then, after they raped my baby sister, I gave them every consideration of mercy and every chance for them to redeem themselves by them telling me the truth. Instead of being honest with me, instead of being a man and admitting what they did, they lied. Looking for some sign of remorse, when all they gave me was their contempt, seeing myself in them in the way that I used to be, I knew that if I didn't end their lives, they'd ruin mine."
"You did what you had to do," said June. "It's okay, Malcolm. It's all behind you now."
"Instead of saying they were sorry, instead of begging me for mercy, instead of wanting to make amends to my sister, before they died, they told me that the sex was consensual. What fuckers! Can you imagine them blaming poor Lucille for their incestuous depravity? How low can they go in their depravity. When I looked in their eyes, a criminal to the very end, they truly believed that they were innocent of raping Lucille."
"Wow," said June.
"They told me that she was the aggressor. They told me she was coming on to the from the first night they were there. They told me that she'd dress and undress with her bedroom door open. They told me that she was the one teasing them by walking around her apartment topless and naked. They told me that she wanted to fuck and suck them but, knowing my Lucille in the way that I do, I knew better. I knew they were lying. Just as I knew the bad men my brothers were, I knew the good woman my Lucille was. In the way I put them high up on my pedestal, just like my mother, my baby sister was a saint, Saint Lucille. With the woman incapable of lying, I just had to look in Lucille's eyes to know the truth." Malcolm looked away from June to stare out his car window.
"I'm so sorry, Malcolm. I'm not a violent person, but I understand that you did what you had to do," said June looking at Malcolm. "I don't think I could kill anyone unless they were trying to kill me or my children but it must have been so horrible for you to have to murder your brothers for the safety of your sister."
"Getting away with crimes all their lives, serving too little time for all that they did, they deserved to die for what they did to Lucille," said Malcolm making a big fist and pumping it. "They had no right to do that to their own sister. What they did was so wrong, especially after she helped hide them."
"Some people are just born evil, Malcolm," said June.
"After all that happened, she was never right in the head. She had nightmares. I tried getting her to see someone, but she wouldn't go. Afraid to go out, she never left her apartment. On the pretense of having her do some paperwork for me, I supported her, paying all her bills and expenses. She didn't even go out to buy groceries. She bought all that she needed online and had them delivered. That's when she started gaining weight. No doubt eating from stress and not even going out to walk, she ballooned to more than three hundred pounds."
"The poor, poor woman," said June.
"A sad and lonely existence, she remained alone with no man in her life and no children. Then, one day, years after the sexual assault, after she didn't answer her phone, I went to her apartment" he said looking at June with tears in his eyes. "I found her dead," said Malcolm hanging his head. "She killed herself. She committed suicide. Thinking that this was the final chapter and the worst of it, the death of her would have been the death of me, had I not found my salvation and my redemption by stumbling on the truth."
"Oh, my God. How so tragically sad? I'm so sorry, Malcolm," was all that June could say after this incestuous triangle and murderous confession prematurely ended their evening of sex. "The worst of it? What do you mean, the worst of it? What do you mean by the death of her would have been the death of you, had you not found your salvation and your redemption by stumbling on the truth?"
"Just as you never know what people do behind closed, bedroom doors, you never know what skeletons people have hiding in their closets," he said as if he was a Reverend in church giving a Sunday sermon.
Malcolm remained silent while looking at June.
"I don't understand, Malcolm. You're talking in riddles. What does your sister's suicide have to do with your salvation and redemption? How much worse could things have gotten than your brothers raping your sister, you killing your brothers, and your sister committing suicide?"
"Honestly, June, that's not even the worst of it," said Malcolm shaking his head and taking her small hand in his big hand.
"Seriously? You're kidding. Not the worst of it? How can it get any worse than that?"
"Sparing my older sister, Camille, from cleaning out her apartment, when I was boxing up Lucille's belongings, I found her journal hidden under her mattress. I took it home with me and after reading it, I destroyed it."
"What did she write?" June looked at Malcolm with a face full of apprehension.
"What didn't she write? It was all there. What she wrote was quite the eye opener into the sordid, sexual life of my baby sister. I thought she was an Angel. I thought she was a saint. She was a whore. Much like me with all the sexual escapades I've done in my life, like big brother like baby sister, I had no idea she had such a dark side to her life. I thought she was one of the bright lights in my family. Always trying to emulate her goodness and positive attitude, the truth in her journal surprised me."
"We all have things we regretted doing, Malcolm. No one lives a perfect life," said June..
"Before I started earning a lot of money, while I was working hard to build my fortune and my brothers were being arrested and put in jail, my sister did a lot of late night clubbing. When she was unemployed for a time and desperate for cash to pay her bills, she exchanged sex for money for rent and for food. I've read what she wrote over so many times that I practically memorized the last page."
"You don't have to tell me, Malcolm, if it's that painful," said June stopping him but looking as if she couldn't wait to know all the dirty details. "Sometimes it's best you remember the dead in the way you remembered her when she was alive and before reading the sordid truth in her personal journal."
"Damn, she wrote" said Malcolm ignoring June's suggestion to not defile the memory of Lucille when his sister already had done that herself. As if praying, as if meditating, and as if calling forward all that he read from memory, he closed his eyes and remained silent for a while. Then, as if he was getting in character before reading a rehearsed script, he abruptly started speaking. "I didn't know Malcolm was going to kill Marcus and Anthony for something they didn't do. It was all my fault and now it's all my fault that my brothers are dead."
"Oh, my God," uttered June.
"I never should have partied with them. I never should have dressed and undressed in front of them. I shouldn't have walked around the apartment topless and naked in front of them. A sister sexually teasing her brothers, what was I thinking? Even though I've always been sexually attracted to them, I was asking for trouble," continued Malcolm. "Only, I was drunk and high and as stoned as they were. It the way that I seduced my big brother, in the way that I fucked and sucked Malcolm so very long ago, I always wanted to suck and fuck Marcus and Anthony too."
"You had sex with your sister?" June looked at him with disdain.
"It was a long time ago. We were drunk. We were troubled. We were poor. We were stupid. We were lonely and in need of some sexual comfort. As if a spark that ignites a curtain and with our young, horny bodies a blazing inferno, one thing quickly led to another. Even though we were both of age, even though she wasn't a virgin and the sex was consensual, being that I was older and should have known better, I always felt guilty for taking advantage of her. After that, I took care of her with money in trying to make things right. Years later, when she told me that Marcus and Anthony raped her, blaming myself and still feeling bad for what I had done so long ago, I lost my mind as if I was the one who had raped her."
"I'm sorry for prematurely prejudging you for having sex with your sister. It's wrong but I understand now. It's just that with my mother having sex with my husband, whether it's a mother-in-law and son-in-law or a brother and sister, I'm unduly sensitive to that type of forbidden relationship," said June.
"It's okay. I understand too. I do," said Malcolm.
"I'm sorry for interrupting you. Is there more to what Lucille wrote?"
"There is," he said continuing to recite from memory again. "It was just a blowjob, she wrote. It was only supposed to be just a quick lay. I didn't think they'd take things further than that. Even though I always sexually fantasized about having sex with my brothers, I never would have had sex with them had I not been high on cocaine. What happened served me right. Getting more than I bargained for, after they fucked my pussy, I couldn't believe it when they turned me around and fucked me up the ass over and again too. Treating me like some cheap bought and paid for whore, that wasn't right. Hurting like Hell, they could at least have lubricated my ass first."
"Jesus Christ, Malcolm, this is unbelievable," said June.
"I couldn't believe it when they pounded my ass, really pounded my black ass as if I was some prison cellmate," undaunted by June's outrage, Malcolm continued. "I should have known with them being in prison so long that they'd prefer anal sex to regular sex, she wrote. Using me like the whore that I've become, over the next few days, I don't how many times they fucked me and made me blow them. I would have fought them, if I wasn't so enjoying the welcomed sex. I should have known what I did was wrong, but I never thought Malcolm would do what he did for the sake of me. Thinking that I was only telling him stories to get him sexually aroused in the way that I used to do when telling him about my sexual experiences with my boyfriends, I didn't think he'd take me seriously. No longer able to live with the guilt, I wish I were dead."
"So, just as they were all lying, in their own way, they were all telling the truth. The sex between Lucille, Marcus, and Anthony was consensual, that is, until they took her anally," said June.
"Yes," said Malcolm.
"And all that Lucille told you about her brothers reenacting a scene from Clockwork Orange by cutting her clothes with scissors was a lie too?"
"Yeah. With me blinded by the guilt I carried from my youth for having had sex with my what I thought was my innocent sister, I was unable to see her for who she was, a sexual woman of incestuous passion and free will. I guess I didn't want me to know and was unable to believe that she was the instigator enticing my brothers and not the other way around," said Malcolm with sadness.
"Obviously, blaming yourself for having sex with your sister, that makes sense that it was your guilty conscience that interfered with your judgment in seeing your sister for who she really was," said June trying to comfort him. "I'm sure I'll be confronting that issue myself, when my children grow older and question my logic for giving out sex for money, rent, and food."



"She changed after she was sexually assaulted. She was never like this. We used to tease her because she had big tits, huge knockers. She had a lot of boyfriends but I never thought she was having sex with all of them. Lucille was no virgin, but she wasn't a whore either, at least I didn't think she was. Who knows? Maybe she was. No matter, my kid sister and my best friend, she was normal in every way and we had a great brother and sister relationship, once we got by our sexual attraction."
"She sounds normal to me," said June. "If anything I was backward sexually, having only experienced two men in my life, my husband and Larry, that is, until meeting you, which by the way, we still haven't done anything, Mister," she said with a nervous laugh.
"She was just as sexual as I was back then, not that we had sex again but, as she eluded to in her journal, we openly discussed the men she dated," said Malcolm ignoring her comment again. "Mostly for titillation sake, I told her that I got off on hearing her talking dirty and hearing her sexual confessions. Talking about sex with my kid sister was probably where my fetish for dirty talk started. With me always giving her money, paying for this and buying her that, she reciprocated my kind, generosity by telling me about all the blowjobs she gave to men. My sister said that she loved sucking cock and I truly believed that she was making up stories just to excite me as recompense for the money I freely gave her. Yet, now that I know her better through her journal and through her stories, what she told me weren't stories but real sexual encounters that she had with numerous men."
"It's all so tragically shocking, Malcolm. No one would ever believe this if it wasn't all true," said June remaining quiet while waiting for him to speak again.
"Before all of this happened, she was fun loving. Then, even though she never left the house to go to church, she was into the Almighty Lord and the good book. No doubt, her prayers are what got her through her darkest hour, but that was years ago. It's time to move on, but it was apparent to me that she'd never get over what happened to her," he said pausing to make eye contact with June. "I didn't tell her that I killed Marcus and Anthony. I didn't have to tell her. She knew me well enough to know what I had to do to give her peace and to not make her afraid again. Only, I made the fatal mistake of believing her over my brothers. Trusting her over them, I should have realized that they were all playing me for money."
"They were bad men, Malcolm, if you hadn't taken their lives, it would only be a matter of time before their own gang members or the police would have," said June. "As far as your sister, she was only trying to get by in telling you what she thought you wanted to hear. It was all such a tragic misunderstanding," said June.
"Maybe she still would have been alive today if only she had talked to someone, a therapist, someone who is trained in counseling rape victims, but she refused to see a doctor. Other than our minister, who checked on her at her apartment from time to time, she talked to no one about what happened, not even with me or her big sister, Camille. She used to be close to her sister but she shut her out too."
"So all of that about you being married was a lie?" June looked at him with insight.
"It was," said Malcolm."
"Pretending she was your living wife, you used your dead sister as a way and as your excuse not to get close to women," said June with even more insight. "Is that it?"
"Yes," said Malcolm ashamed as if he was just caught lying to his mother. "Only it's different with you, June. You're the first woman who has touched me deeper inside. Able to talk to you about everything and able to tell you all my secrets, you're the first woman I trust."
"Well, I like you too, Malcolm and I'd like to get to know you better, if only you'll allow me inside. I think we've taken a giant leap by you trusting me with your dark secrets," said June. They remained silent while June wondered how to broach the next subject after Malcolm ruined the sexual mood by expounding so much personal tragedy.
"Well, where do we go from here?" Malcolm looked at her while waiting for her to respond.
"Being that you still have some time left on the clock," she said looking at her watch. "Maybe we can preserve this date after all," she persevered with a sexy smile and a slow cross of her legs to flash him her panty. "Tell me and be explicit. Don't omit a thing. What kind of sexual stuff do you talk about when with other women? Then, tell me what I can do for you, Malcolm," she said resting her hand in his crotch.
To be continued...
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Chapter 9
More than just a job and not all just dirty talk, Malcolm makes June a proposition.
"There's nothing that you can do for me that I can't do for myself, June."
"There's nothing I can do for you? I don't understand," she said looking at him. "Unless you're a contortionist and have a blowup doll at home, I can think of a couple of things that I can do for you that you aren't able to do for yourself," she said with a laugh.
"Point taken," said Malcolm laughing too. "Actually, pillow talk but without actually having sex does it for me. I can't get enough of dirty talk. I enjoy asking women what they've done and who they've done it with. I like knowing what their most embarrassing situations were, such as, if they were caught undressing or masturbating, if they lost a bikini top at the beach or someone was peeping on them through their bedroom window. I love knowing what turns them on and what makes them horny. I enjoy them telling me about what they think about when masturbating."
When he looked over at her, she removed any judgment from her face and accepted him for who he was, a horny, lonely, untrusting, big, black man.
"Being that you're so specific about your fetish, it certainly sounds like you know what you want," said June. "Only, other than you masturbating yourself while thinking about all that women told you about their most embarrassing experiences and what they think about while masturbating, just talking about sex and not having sex doesn't sound so sexually fulfilling to me. After they disclose what they've done and who they've done it with, after they tell you their most embarrassing experience, and after they confess what turns them on and what they masturbate about, the next progression would be having sex with them."
"Unfortunately, other than with a prostitute, there aren't many women who are comfortable freely talking about their sexual past, especially to a stranger. There's always that false premise that women are supposed to be pure and innocent. Conversely, from all the woman I've known, including my beloved sister, dear, departed, Lucille," said Malcolm bowing his head and signing himself. "Just as much of a sexual animal as are men, most women are sluts."
"And most men are pigs," said June with a laugh. "We're all human, Malcolm. We all have needs, wants, and desires," said June not wanting to be classified as a slut even though being paid to dress the way she was dressed and willing to do what was expected of her deemed her a slut.
"Maybe they feel guilty for what they did in the past and, in the way of holding up a mirror of shame to their face, they don't want to discuss what they did with someone who may be in their future. Maybe they think I'd think them a slut or a whore and, no doubt, I would. Most women think it odd that I want to know what they did sexually anyway. Perhaps they think if we were to develop a relationship, I'd throw it up in their face one day and, probably, one day, I would. That's why I pay Larry to find me someone for the privilege of having an arousing, erotic conversation."
"I see," said June looking at him with interest. "So let me get this straight. With all the women that Larry supplied you with, you just talk to them? You never touched them? They never touched you? You didn't have any sex with any of them?"
"I know it may sound odd and I may have told you or suggested differently to you, but it was all just talk, June, along with a bit of peeping, if they flashed me. Sadly and unfortunately for me, believe it or not, there aren't very many women who know how to correctly and seductively flash a man."
"What do you mean?" As if she was Sharon Stone in the movie, Basic Instinct, June turned more in her car seat to face Malcolm while slowly and seductively crossing her legs to flash him her panty.
"So much more erotically exciting, I prefer a woman who can make her flashes appear accidental. I love leaving a woman while scratching my head and wondering if she flashed me accidentally or on purpose. Maybe it's something that dates back to my childhood in seeing up skirts and down blouses of my mother, sisters, aunts, and cousins, but it sexually excites me to see something that I wasn't supposed to see. Seeing an up skirt flash of panty or an up nightgown flash of a pussy, or seeing a down blouse view of a bra or a down nightgown flash of a breast is more erotically arousing than seeing a woman standing before me naked."
"Wow," said June. "I understand what you're saying but, if given the choice, I don't think there'd be many men who'd pick an up skirt flash or down blouse view over seeing a naked woman."
"Unfortunately, being that most prostitutes have been sexually abused, even a prostitute may be reluctant to talk about their past sexual encounters with me. Most think me weird for wanting to know what they did with their Johns," said Malcolm shrugging his big shoulders. "I don't like women who can't talk about what they've done and who they've been with sexually. If they can't openly talk about sex, too secretive and probably hiding something, then they can't be trusted."
"Not all women, even prostitutes are comfortable talking about sex, Malcolm," said June.
"Precisely my point, June. To be honest, so long as they're classy and not slutty, I like whores who enjoy being a prostitute, those who aren't shy, embarrassed, or uncomfortable talking about sex and about their past, personal, sexual experiences." He made eye contact with her and smiled. "I'm surprised that Larry never told you what I like?"
"Apparently, from our conversation now, I don't think Larry even knows what you like. Otherwise he would have told me upfront that you like to talk about sex and to listen to a woman talk about sex rather than having sex," said June with some rejection. "Honestly, I was surprised that someone who's as good looking and as much of a manly man as you is just a talker and not a doer." June looked down and marveled at how small her hand was in his before looking up to make eye contact with him. "Listen Malcolm, I know you paid Larry $2,500 for my services and I feel obligated that I should give you something to—"
"What we're doing now, openly and honestly talking while holding hands, is what I like to do, June. Besides, with you dressed the way you're dressed, with your blouse unbuttoned enough that I can see your cleavage, your bra and a bit of your titties, and with your skirt raised high enough to flash me your panty is enough sexual stimulation for me."
"What else, Malcolm? Surely, just dirty talk isn't enough to get you off," said June removing her hand from his and hoping not to frighten the big man by running a slow hand along his muscular thigh. "Surely, in addition to talking, you enjoy having sex with a woman, don't you?"
He stared down at her hand before looking up at her. As if he was a fly and she was a spider, he was already trapped in her web.
"I go home and take care of that business myself," he said looking at all that she was showing and seemingly a bit uncomfortable confessing that he preferred masturbating himself to having sex with women. "If you'd like to do something for me, June--"
"Yes, I would, Malcolm. Tell me what you want. Anything and I'd be happy to sexually satisfy you," she said running a slow tongue over her lips while placing her hand on his bulge.
Malcolm stared at all that June was showing. He stared up her skirt at her panty and he stared down her blouse at her bra. He seemed content just looking until he asked to see more.
"If I could see a little more up your skirt, see your panty, your pussy mound, and your pussy slit, and see a bit more down your blouse, more of your cleavage, your bra, and part of the top of your tit, that will help the process along for me to recall when I'm masturbating over you later."
June went a bit overboard in her attempt to sexually please him. With a foot planted on his massive thigh, she spread her legs, lifted up her short skirt to her waist and, with a hand beneath her skirt, pulled her panty to the side to expose her smoothly shaved pussy. With him staring at her exposed panty and pussy lips, she unbuttoned another button of her blouse and pulled her bra down enough to expose most of her breasts and her areolas and nipples.
She watched him staring from her tits to her pussy and from her pussy to her tits. She was as aroused showing him her tits and pussy as she hoped he'd be aroused seeing them. A sexy game of erotic exhibitionism and voyeurism, living the life of the bored, unhappy housewife and busy mother, she never sexually played with anyone, not even her husband during their dating and early married days. With her sexual attraction to him taking a back seat to his fetish, putting an active sex relationship on the back burner for now, she was happy to play his game of dirty, pillow talking. Even though he was yet to touch her, feel her, and undress her, he made her feel sexy. He made her feel wicked. He made her wet.
"How's that?"
Malcolm looked at her as if she had just insulted him.
"No, sorry, that doesn't do it for me," he said crushing her with embarrassment.
"Sorry," she said removing her foot from his leg.
She fixed her panty and put her tits back in her bra while thinking that he thought the worst of her for so shamelessly exposing herself to him. No doubt, now he must think of her as a slut even though she's playing the role of one sitting there with him in the backseat of his car with the little that she's wearing.
"Don't get me wrong, June. I'm not rejecting you. That's not it at all. You're a very beautiful and desirable woman and I appreciate your effort to please me," he said with a smile. "As I tried explaining to you before, I like seeing something that I'm not supposed to see. The hint of something is more exciting than seeing a woman naked. It's real good if I see something by accident, even if it's an accidentally on purpose flash."
"I see," she said with some disappointment that she was unable to sexually excite him.
"A flash of panty when a woman crosses her legs to get more comfortable or a peek down a blouse when she's leaning forward to rifle through her purse is what fills my mind with the visuals that I need to masturbate over later. Always wanting to see more and imagining later that I did, I prefer an erotic tease instead of a flagrant display."
"Then, I don't understand," she said suddenly feeling like Julia Roberts ridiculously dressed as prostitute, Vivian Ward, in Pretty Woman. "If you don't like all that I'm showing, why am I wearing this ridiculously revealing outfit? Why did Larry tell me to shave my pubic hair, wear extra makeup with bright, red lipstick, and put my hair in pigtails?"
"He did? Larry told you to do that? He went so far as to tell you what to wear? He told you to dress like this? I don't believe it. I don't believe him." Malcolm roared laughing. "What you look like now is the type of woman that Larry likes? He likes the young, dumb, 18-year-old, bubblegum chewing girls instead of an older, intelligent, and more mature woman."
"Do you want a piece of bubblegum?" She reached in her purse and pulled out a piece. "Larry told me that you like women who chew bubblegum," she said with a laugh.
"He prefers girls to women, which is why he insisted you shave your private parts. I go more for the elegant lady, someone my age, a little younger, or even a little older, than the college coed slut. You'll never see me hanging around Spring Break in the way that Larry goes there every year," he said with a laugh. "I enjoy taking a woman out someplace nice and having a good time while talking about sexy things."
"That little prick. That little shit,," said June fuming. "Wait until I see him again. Wait until I get my hands around his scrawny, little neck. I'll coldcock him one."
"This was Larry's last chance to give me what I want. Figuring that I'd want what he'd want, he must have felt pressured. He's not very smart, is he?"
"Larry? Smart? He's a dope," said June with a shrug.
"I told him that I was going elsewhere because of the trashy women he arranged for me. I told him that unless he could provide me with a more refined woman that I'd never ask him to supply me with another prostitute again. I told him that I wanted someone without tattoos, teased, bleached, blonde hair, an attitude that matched her bad complexion, someone who didn't smoke and/or take drugs, and a woman that had teeth," he said looking at her as if she was a piping hot plate of crispy, fried chicken. "He promised me someone special this time. He promised me someone really sexy and hot. He promised me you," he said smiling. "And except for that ridiculous, foul ball of an outfit you're wearing, he finally hit a homerun, a grand slam by fixing me up with you."
"Thank you, Malcolm," she said gushing with his compliment.
"I like you, June. I really do."
"I like you, too, Malcolm," she said lightly rubbing his bulge.
"What if—" he said staying quiet for a long minute, "what if?"
"Yes? What if what, Malcolm?" June reached up her other hand to play with his ear in the hopes of teasing him to have sex with her.
"What if, instead of working for Larry, you worked for me?"
"Worked for you? I don't know anything about the automotive accessory business." June looked at him with disappointment while thinking that all she was good for was sex and Malcolm didn't even want that. He just wanted to talk. He just wanted to listen. "Married with children all my life, I don't know how to do anything, Malcolm. I haven't had a job in an office in—"
"No, not that kind of work," he said with a big laugh. "I don't see you answering phones and filing. Although I wouldn't mind seeing you leaning over a desk while wearing a low cut blouse or squatting down with your legs parted while filing."
She looked at him while thinking what he meant. Then the revelation of his meaning took hold of her.
"Do you mean hooking for you with you as my pimp? Is that what you mean? Do you want me to be your prostitute?"
"Well, not thinking myself as a pimp or you as a prostitute, I wouldn't phrase it like that, but yeah, I guess. Only, think of me more as a benefactor and you as a companion. I'd call what we'd do as more of an escort service and you an escort instead of a hooker." He smiled. "I have friends who come to town from time to time and who'd love to have the company of someone like you. They'd not only treat you well but also they'd pay you well for your time too."
She looked at him a bit shocked that she was interviewing for a job instead of having sex with the big man. Nonetheless, interested to hear the rest of his proposition, she'd much rather work for Malcolm than for Larry.
"How much do you consider well paid?"
"Oh, I figure you're definitely worth much more than Larry is paying you. Once we buy you some new clothes, get you into some sexy but classy outfits, and get you all beautified in one of those spas that pamper your body as well as your spirit, you'd be spectacular looking, a one of a kind beauty. Easily, you'd earn $500 an hour with some men willing to pay someone who looks as classy as you do a $1,000 an hour or more."
Already she was looking forward to a day spent at a spa luxuriously pampering herself. While imagining getting a massage and having her hair, nails, and makeup done, she's never imagined having such decadent treatment. As if she was Cinderella and Malcolm was her fairy Godfather, June reveled in receiving that kind of money for escorting and/or giving someone sex. Suddenly, imaging all the money she'd make, she envisioned having her house painted, the leaky roof fixed, and buying a new car. Then, bursting her fairytale bubble, suddenly jealous, she figured that she wasn't the only one. She had to ask him the question.
"How many other woman are you running in your stable?"
She looked at him with nervousness. Maybe working for Malcolm was akin to taking a leap from the frying pan to the fire. Maybe he'd be worse that working for Larry. Maybe acting so nice now, he'd beat her later.
"Other woman? Stable? I don't have any other women. I don't have a stable. If you accept, I'll just have," he said with a laugh.
"I don't understand."
"What's to understand? I'm offering you a job and a way away from Larry."
She's always been good at reading people but, a bit perplexed after receiving mixed signals from him, she was having a difficult time reading him.
"If you have a successful automotive accessories business, then why do you need money from an escort business on the side? How much can you possibly make having only one woman in your escort service? It's doesn't seem worth your while to--"
"Money? You misunderstand. I don't want any of your money. I can assure you," he said with his big laugh, "I don't need your money or anymore money. I have more money than I know that to do with. I'm a millionaire many times over. I give much of my money away to friends and family, even to deserving strangers, especially if I know it will give them a foot up in helping them to take care of themselves." He touched her hair and continued moving his hand down and across while allowing his fingers to brush her cheek. "Specializing in high end cars and giving my customers unparalleled customer service, the automotive accessory business has been very good to me."
"Then, I don't understand, Malcolm," said June.
"What's to understand? Think of me as your benefactor instead of your pimp. Think of yourself as a companion instead of a whore. Whatever you earn you keep. You don't have to split what you earn with me in the way you must split with Larry. What you make escorting my friends is your business and your money. What I guarantee you that Larry can't is your safety. Trust me. I know some bad people. No one will dare hurt or abuse you while you're in my care. I can promise you that. You're days of being afraid are over."
"Okay, you sold me. I'm interested but I'm confused." She looked at him again. "If you don't want money, what do you get out of our business arrangement?"
"What do I get? I get a lot. I finally get what I want that I haven't been able to get with Larry. I pick who you will be with when. Unless you fall in love and want to stop our mutually beneficial arrangement, part of our private agreement is that for the time you work for me, you must abstain from sex. You can't be with anyone else other than with who I choose."
"Okay, I can do that," said June. "Other than who you tell me to have sex with, I agree not to have sex with anyone else," she said still looking at him with confusion. "Unless you're just trying to help me and being nice to me, I still don't understand what your angle is."
"Here's my angle. After you've finished with a client, once you've relaxed and refreshed yourself from your sexual adventure, we'll meet and you'll tell me everything that happened and you'll answer all of my questions, no matter how unimportant and/or inane they may seem to you."
"Seriously? Is that all?"
"That's it," said Malcolm.
"Sorry for my disbelief. Let me get this straight," she said looking at him as if he was crazy. "You'll buy me a new wardrobe of clothes, pay to send me to a spa, and protect me while I'm servicing your friends and making more money in just a few hours than I can make in a month?"
"Yes," said Malcolm with a smile. "All I want out of our arrangement is some straight, sexy, dirty talk."
"Okay. I get it," she said, "I'm starting to understand your motive."
"For me, it's more exciting that I personally know the men you're with while listening to you talk about what you did with them. Asking you questions and hearing your answers would be much more erotically arousing than watching any porn movie."



"More exciting than experiencing it yourself?"
"Oh, yes."
"Why don't you just videotape the room?"
"I could do that and I may do that, but watching it and hearing it is not enough for me to feel what you felt while having sex with the men that I choose. I need to get in your head and I can only do that if you tell me all that happened and what you were feeling as it was happening. I told you, I'm into talking and not doing. Talking and listening to you is what sexually arouses me. Talking is what I want. Through your words and emotions, I prefer creating my own images than watching them unfold on television or experiencing them myself in a bedroom."
"Okay, I get it. I do. Whatever floats your boat, Malcolm," she said with a shrug. "I can do whatever it is you want. I can have sex with your friends and I can tell you everything that happened and how I was feeling as it happened. Yet..."
"Yet, what?"
"Why me? There are lots of women out there who'd jump at working for you and for this kind of one-sided deal. So, what's the catch?"
To be continued...
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Sex for Money, Rent, & Food, Chapter 10
June agrees to work for Malcolm but on one condition.
"Why you? Well, for starters, it's not just the physical sex that lights my fire, June," said Malcolm. "The verbal stimulation for me is just as exciting as the physical stimulation. In my case, the verbal stimulation is more exciting than the physical stimulation. My problem has always been that not all women, who do what you do, have the creative intelligence enough to cerebrally satisfy me."
"I see," she said. "For a man so big and so strong, you seem to be wired more like a woman than a man, Malcolm," she said with a sexy smile. "With men more visual and women more emotional, much like you in that regard, women require more cerebral stimulation than do men."
"Having my brain sexually stimulated is more exciting to me than having a woman making my cock hard with her hand and/or mouth. Preferably and even so much as not seeing nor knowing what the woman looked like and with neither of us allowed to touch the other, I'd almost prefer being in a pitch, black room with a woman who has a sexy voice and a dirty mind as her only tools to stimulate me."
"Interesting," said June.
"She'd talk dirty to me as I masturbated to her words," he said looking at her as if afraid she'd think less of him for the confession of his sexual fetish. "If there was a way to arrange that kind of erotic interplay without having me come off creepy, I would. Only, I don't know how to do that other than to look for a woman who is willing and able to satisfy my needs," he said looking deeply in her eyes. "I think I found that woman in you."
"Actually, being with you in a dark room with just my voice to arouse you, albeit challenging, sounds like fun, Malcolm. I'd love to try something like that with you sometime. I'd love for my words to be so sexually arousing that I can make you cum without touching you," she said with a sexy smile. "Wow. How hot is that?"
"See? That's what I mean and that's why I like you, June. You understand what a man wants and what a man needs without questioning his desires and passing judgment on his fetishes to make him feel guilty."
"There's nothing for you to feel guilty about, Malcolm. Words whispered in your ear can be just as arousing as a tit in your hand or, in my case, a cock in my mouth. Sometimes sexy thoughts are more stimulating than getting laid. Think of dirty talk as mental foreplay without the physical interaction," said June.
"You get it! That's exactly what I mean, June. I imagine a woman as beautiful as you with a voice as sexy as your voice playing through the speakers in my house. No matter where I am, in the bedroom, in the kitchen, in the living room, or in the bathroom, and even in my car, I'd hear her sexy voice in my head enticing me to pleasure myself to her arousing words," he said closing his eyes as if imagining his sexual fantasy.
"Of course the problem becomes when you prefer one over the other. There needs to be a healthy balance of dirty talk and physical sex. I'll have to work on that with you," she said grabbing his cock through his pants.
"I'm willing to work with you on that, June," he said opening his eyes with a smile.
"Relax," she said in her sexiest voice. "Allow me to excite you with my voice without touching you with my hands or mouth," she said moving her hand away from his bulge. "Think of me as June, your personal, erotic computer you had installed in your house for your sexual, listening pleasure," she said looking at him. "I can do this Malcolm. Maybe you could even prepare a dialogue for me to recite, different one each day. "Maybe if there's interest enough, we can record our sexy thoughts on a computer chip and market our idea. Imagine a blowup doll being able to talk dirty."
"I may not be interested in a blowup doll," he said with a big laugh, "but I know you can excite me with your words which is why I offered you the job," said Malcolm. "Yet, dirty talk is not the only condition of the job."
"What other condition is there?"
"I have white friends too, of course, but all my close friends are black men," he said. "Black men want white woman but not all white woman want black men. I need a white woman who'd be agreeable to exclusively having sex with black men. Much like me, all the black men I'll introduce you to are successful, educated, and respectful. They'll treat you like the lady you are, especially if I introduce you as my special friend. However, you must never tell them that you're reporting everything they did with you to me. I prefer them thinking that I'm your man and am sharing you with them and not spying on them for my sexual pleasure, if you know what I mean."
"Yes, I understand what you mean. You're the man," said June with a chuckle and giving his package a gentle squeeze while lightly teasing the head of his prick with her finger. "Only..."
"Yes? Only what?" He looked at her affection.
"You're the first black man that I've ever been with and even now, with you refusing to have sex with me and only wanting to talk about sex, I still haven't experienced what it's like to be with a black man," she said with a laugh. Still playing the professional call girl, she decided not to tell him that she was horny and hot for him. "If your friends are much like you, considerate and kind, then I don't see a problem with me having sex with them or with you, especially with you and especially with them helping me to earn a nice living. I'm not a racist, Malcolm. I'm a woman who's been sexually neglected all of her adult life. I'm a woman who's looking forward to making up for all that I lost by having some hot sex."
"I know that, June. Just as I know you're not a racist, I know you have needs too. Otherwise you wouldn't be sitting here with me, a supersized, black man while wearing what your wearing," he said with a booming laugh.
"Only, I'd prefer experiencing being with a black man first before agreeing to only exclusively having sex with black men," she said looking up at him while rubbing her hand along his bulging erection. "Since you're here with me now, alone in the back of your car, as any good pimp would, I mean, benefactor, why can't you break my interracial cherry and personally show me what it's like to be with a black man? I'd like to know what it's like to be with you sexually." She looked at him with as much sexual excitement as she did curiosity. "I'm curious to know."
There was an uncomfortable pause where they looked at one another. Knowing that he'd never make the first move, based on his sexual peccadillo that he'd rather just talk and listen than to have sex with a woman, June leaned over and kissed him on the lips. When he didn't pull away or push her away, she parted his reluctant lips with her tongue. With her fingers already toying with the head of his cock through his pants, she slid her hand down to feel the rest of his growing erection while French kissing him.
"No, June, please, stop. You mustn't," said Malcolm putting his hand over hers. "Damn, you're such a hot woman. I've never been with anyone like you before. It's so hard to say no to you."
"Then don't say no. Go with the flow, Malcolm. Please? Think of my sucking your cock as a practice run for me to see if what they say is true."
"And what do they say?" He laughed.
"Once you go black, you never go back," she said with a chuckle.
"Take my word for it. Think of black men as sexual vampires. It's true. Once you go black, you'll never go back," he said returning her chuckle. "They'll own your white ass with their big, black cocks."
"I wish you'd let me do something for you," she said moving her fingers beneath his hand. When he allowed her to move her fingers, giving her an opened door with his passive, albeit silent agreement, she knew that he wanted more. "Besides, wouldn't you get more out of me telling you what happened between you and your friends, if you've already experienced me for yourself?" She looked at him and smiled. "Think of having sex with me as necessary research for you to more enjoy the visualization of my words."
"You do make a strong argument, June, but I can't. I'm sorry."
"Why not?"
"I told you already. It's not the intimate sex that I want; it's the dirty talking that I need. As if in a constant state of foreplay with dirty, pillow talk or in a continual state of afterglow arousal with sexy banter, it's the talking about the sex and not the actually act that does it for me," he said.
"Must our relationship have to be so sexually one-sided. I have needs, too, Malcolm and, after all of his talking about sex and with my hand feeling your enormous cock through your pants, I'm pretty frigging horny right now. I'm human, too, you know," she said lightly touching his hardening prick with her fingers while wondering what more she could say to change his mind to have sex with her. "What if I gave you a running, dirty talking dialogue while giving your hot sex? What if I included both as a way to light your fire?"
"That might work," he said. "I'm willing to give that a try, if you are."
As if giving her a reluctant, conciliatory consent when he removed his hand from his her hand, she continued gently moving her hand over his big bulge through his pants. He looked down to watch her feel his cock through his trousers.
"Do you like it when I touch you like this?" She looked up at him and asked another question when he didn't answer the first one. "Do you like it when I feel your cock through your pants?"
Again, he didn't answer her. Instead, he looked up from what she was doing to look at her before quickly looking back down again at her feeling his prick. Apparently, as was his idea of sex, was one-sided, his idea of dirty talking was one-sided too. Obviously he'd rather listen than participate in the dirty talking dialogue.
"How does it feel when I touch you like this, Malcolm?" Feeling the girth of him, she lightly squeezed his bulge with her fingers while running her fingertips over the head of his cock again. "As much as you need dirty talk, I do too," she said hinting for him to join in their backseat pillow talk and tell her something erotically provocative enough to get her in the mood, even though she was already in the mood to suck him.
Again, as if he suddenly lost his ability to verbally communicate, he didn't answer her. As if he was a nervous teenager about to have his first sexual experience with a woman and with her playing the part of an aggressive prostitute, he just stared down watching her hand and her fingers feeling his cock. For such a big man, he was so submissively respectful. For such a big man, he was so sexually shy. Needing to feel him respond to her loving affection and sexual attention, she leaned to him and kissed him again. She never thought this gentle giant would be so passive. She never thought he'd be so sexually stunted to only want to talk and not do.
"Do you like it when I kiss you?" She waited for him to answer before kissing him again and before asking him another question. Hoping he'd answer, she was playing his game after all.
"Yes," he said finally but only giving her a one word, one syllable answer.
She leaned into him and kissed him again. This time, more cooperative but without fully returning her kiss, he allowed her to part his lips more easily.
"Touch me," she said. "Feel me."
When he didn't respond by volunteering his hand, she lifted his big, left hand and placed it on her right breast. Not moving it away, when he left his hand there and gently felt her breast through her blouse and her bra as if he was feeling a ripe melon, she knew she had him where she wanted him. Still fondling his cock through his pants as he fondled her breast through her clothes, she felt his cock grow bigger and harder with the feel of her tit and the erection of her nipple. Definitely, she assumed, by Malcolm's obvious sexual excitement, he was a breast man and June had beautiful, shapely, and firm breasts with big nipples. So, he wasn't all talk after all, she now knew.
With him not objecting and by his obvious sexual excitement with hers matching his, she leaned forward and moved her hand higher to unzip him. With her fingertips poised on his zipper ready to pull him open as if he was can of male meat and with him more preoccupied with her body than with her fingers, she watched his eyes dart down to look at what she was showing with her bloused so unbuttoned, her cleavage so exposed, and her skirt raised so high. With him French kissing her and feeling her breast, as if trying not to make a sound and as if he was sleeping, she didn't want him suddenly becoming aware that he was being unzipped. Slowly and stealthily, not wanting to frighten the big man with her sexual aggressiveness, as if secretly opening the combination lock to a safe, she slowly and silently unzipped his pants again.
He didn't resist her undressing him this time. Instead, he watched her unzip him. Such a tall man, he had a much bigger zipper than a smaller man and much longer zipper than her husband's familiar, normal sized zipper. Unzipping him was as if watching a zipper parody played on Saturday Night Live with the sound that a small zipper makes versus the louder and longer sound of a much bigger zipper. Once she unzipped him, once his sexual safe was unlocked and gaping wide open, she reached her hand inside his pants and felt his big, black, hard prick through his underwear. Just as was he so big on the outside, his cock was huge on the inside too.
As if holding onto a thick pole or a piece of pipe, she moved her hand along the length of him to answer her unasked question. With the feel of him telling her what she needed to know, his cock was comparable in proportion to his height. She looked up at him with obvious sexual excitement by the monstrous feel of him. His prick felt as big as he looked. Finally, his passion for her made him return her kiss while he fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra.
"You have such a big cock, Malcolm," she said breaking off her kiss to whisper her sexy dialogue in his ear. "I love how your penis feels beneath my hand. I can't wait to see your cock. I can't wait to touch your naked prick. I can't wait to feel your hard penis. I can't wait to suck your big dick," she said hoping that her words were exciting him as much as they were exciting her.
"Oh, June, baby, you're making me so hot with your words," he said.
Somewhat satisfied that she was making him hot, albeit only with her words, she hoped she was making him equally as hot with her hand too.
"I want to suck you, Malcolm," she said leaning forward to explore his ear with her tongue before sexily whispering her words to him. "I need to feel your big, hard, hairy cock in my mouth. I want you to stretch my lips wide open while humping my mouth and fucking my face," she said. "Make me your dirty, white, bitch, Malcolm. I want to be your cunt," she said.
Undaunted by his reluctance to have sex with her, her sexy words were his combination to his sexual vault that was still locked within. Daring to sexually assault the giant, June reached inside his boxers and wrapped her fingers around his naked prick. The mere touch of him excited her enough to harden her nipples more and she could feel the familiar warm, wet feeling between her legs. Ever so slowly, she stroked him to a harder erection while kissing him as he felt her breasts through her blouse and fingered her nipples through her bra. Wondering just how big this whale of a monster would get, she pulled out the top portion of his cock and stared down at him. As if his prick was an iceberg with the biggest part of it still submerged in his underwear, she could only imagine how big he was.
As if she was reaching her hand in a snake pit or taking hold of an eel at a fish store, pulsating. throbbing, and twitching, his cock came alive in her hand. The first time finally seeing his prick, the first time seeing and holding a black cock in her soft, small hand, and the first time holding a cock so big, his cock was enormous. Without doubt, even though her sexual experience was limited to her husband, John, and her pimp, Larry, Malcolm's cock was not only the biggest cock she ever held in her hand and but also the biggest cock she had ever seen. His cock was so much bigger than the CFNM strippers she saw on stage when she attended a birthday party for one of her girlfriends. She wondered if his cock would even fit in her mouth. She wondered if his cock would fit in her pussy. She wondered what her beautiful, black man looked like naked.
"Oh, Malcolm, your cock is beautiful. You have such a wonderful prick. I love how big it is. I love feeling the power of you in my hand. Look at me holding you. You make my hand look so small in comparison to your cock. It's so hard," she said slowly stroking him. "I love how big you are. I love how hard you are. I love how you feel in my hand." She looked from his prick to him. "Do you like me touching you and feeling you in this way?"
"That feels so good, June, but tell me more. Being that I prefer dirty talk to the actual sex, talk dirty to me. Also tell me that you'll work for me so that we can continue this discussion on a regular basis," he said looking down at his giant prick in her little hand.
"I'll agree to work for you only under only one condition," she said removing her stare from him to look back down at his magnificent prick while slowly stroking him and before looking back up at him.
"What's that?" Malcolm looked up from her stroking his cock to look at her.
"Every time we get together, before I sexually satisfy you with my words, before I talk dirty to you by telling you what I did to your friends' cocks and what they did to my naked body, you must promise to satisfy me with your big, black cock. My condition is that you must give me what I sexually need with your cock before I give you what you cerebrally need with my words."
He stared at her before looking down again at her hand holding him and stroking him while her fingers fondled the head of his prick. He gave her a thoughtful nod and with that, she slowly slid her body down, unbuttoned and unbuckled his pants, and pushed down his underwear enough to pull out the rest of his supersized cock and giant testicles. She stared at his cock while stroking it, kissing it, and licking it.
"Do you like it when I kiss and lick your big prick, Malcolm?" She asked looking up at him with her big, green eyes while kissing and licking his prick.
"Yes," again, as if a reluctant guest on Leno or Letterman, he answered with a one syllable word.
"Tell me what you want," she said.
"No, you tell me what you want to do to me and my prick, June," he said giving her a wide smile. "That's the deal. I need you to talk dirty to me and not the other way around."
"Obviously, Malcolm, I want to fondle the head of your prick with my fingertips," she said staring down at his cock while fondling him and before looking up at him again with her big, bright, green eyes. "Does that feel good when I do that?"
"Yes," he said.
Ready for the challenge, apparently getting Malcolm to open up more would take some time.
"Obviously, I want to stroke your big prick in my little hand," she said slowly stroking him while alternating her focus from his cock to his brown eyes. She gave him a sexy smile. "Tell me, do you like it when I stroke your prick, Malcolm?"
"Yes," he said as if he was a foreigner and the only word he knew of English was yes.
"Obviously, I want to kiss your cock and lick your cock. I want to feel, fondle, and cup your big, balls while licking them. I want to stroke your cock while sucking your cock. Would you like for me to do all of that to your cock?"



"Yes, June, I'd love for your to kiss and lick my cock. I love for you to feel, fondle, and cup my balls while licking them. I'd love for you to stroke my cock while sucking my cock," he said.
Some modicum of success, even though he repeated what she had just said word for word. Nonetheless, she earned more of a response from him than just yes. Suddenly, feeling as if she was controlling him with her hand and about to control him with her mouth, she enjoyed playing this sexy game of erotic questions and answers. Excited by the anticipation of his next answer, she kissed and licked his prick while formulating her next question.
"Do you want me to put your big, black prick in my mouth?"
"Yes," he said looking in her eyes.
"Do you want me to suck you, Malcolm?"
"Yes," he said staring at her holding his cock in her hand.
"Tell me. Say the words, Malcolm. Tell me what you want. Tell me what to do," said June staring up at the big man.
"I want you to take my big, black prick in your little mouth and suck me, June, while I hump your beautiful mouth and fuck your gorgeous face," said Malcolm with obvious sexual excitement.
"Before I take you in my mouth, Malcolm," said June teasing him. "You must promise me something first," she said torturing him.
"What's that, June? What is it you need me to promise you before you suck my cock?" He brushed away some of her long, chestnut hair that fell forward in her face. He looked at her as if he was in love with her. "I need to see your pretty face while you suck my cock," he said. "You're so beautiful. You're so sexy."
Taking his hint, as if she was a beautiful filly getting ready to run a slow race of seduction instead of a fast horserace, she tossed her hair back with a flip of her head and smiled up at him with her big, green eyes.
"I love it when you do that," he said reaching his big hand out to stroke her beautiful hair. "That's so hot and you have such beautiful, shiny hair."
"Do what? What's so hot?"
"I find it so erotically and sexually arousing when you toss your hair back like that with a flip of your pretty head. Now whenever I need to, I can visualize you tossing back your hair before getting ready to suck me. Now that I have that visual forever etched in my mind to replay later of you flipping back your beautiful, long hair, you just gave me a memory that I'm unable to create unless I've seen it for myself. I thank you for that and I thank you for convincing me to have sex with you," said Malcolm.
"You're welcome, It's my pleasure," she said with a laugh.
"Sorry for interrupting you but what was it that you wanted me to promise you before you suck me?"
"You must promise me, Malcolm..."
"Yes?"
"Promise me that you won't hold back."
"Hold back? What do you mean, June? What you see is what you get with me. I'm as honest as I'm open," he said looking at her with as much sexual lust as he was looking at her with romantic love.
"Yes, I know that about you and I love that about you but that's not what I meant."
Oh, oh, she said the L word. It just slipped out. She wondered if he noticed her faux pas. In the way she was looking at him and in the way that she was pandering over him, she wondered if he now thought that she loved him. Maybe she did love him. She didn't know. Maybe, more than just sex, what they had was love at first sight. Accustomed to being abused by her husband and not being fully appreciated by her pimp, she could easy fall in love with Malcolm, a man who treats her with kindness, attentiveness, and respect.
"What did you mean about me holding back?"
"Promise me that when I make you so aroused with my hand, my mouth, and my tongue," she said kissing and licking his cock, "that you'll cum in my mouth. I need to taste you, Malcolm. I need to feel your warm, oozy cum splash against the back of my throat," she felt his cock throb in her hand with her words.
"Don't worry, June. I don't think there's a man alive who could hold back from cumming in your beautiful mouth while you're sucking him," said Malcolm with a laugh.
"One more thing," she said with a sexy smile and tossing her hair back again if only for the benefit of his visual recall later.
"Yes? What is it June?"
"Would you mind terribly if I swallowed your cum instead of making a mess by spitting?" She looked up at him and smiled.
"It wouldn't be a much of a blowjob unless I ejaculated in your mouth and you swallowed, now would it?" He touched her cheek before leaning his big, upper body down to kiss her. "If it will make you happy for me to cum in your mouth, June, and for you to swallow me, who am I to deny you that pleasure?"
"Thank you, Malcolm."
Slowly, as if opening her mouth wider for her dentist, she took his giant, black cock inside her mouth. She never had a black man's cock in her mouth before. She never had a cock this big in her mouth before. The girth of his cock stretched her lips. Suddenly, she felt how a snake must feel when swallowing a much larger animal. When she wrapped her hand around his dick, she could barely touch her fingers around. She pulled him from her mouth to look at it. He must have been 10 inches long and 5 or 6 inches around. As soon as she took him in her mouth, she was excited. She was wet. She looked up at him watching her suck him before removing his prick from his mouth to speak.
"Do you like watching me suck you?"
"Yes," he said.
While staring up at him, she flicked out her tongue again to lick the head of his dick and the length of his cock before she continued blowing him. She could feel his excitement throbbing and stiffening in her mouth. As if measuring his excitement with her hand and with her mouth by the pulsations of his cock, she received pleasure in controlling his excitement by wrapping her hand around his cock and gently stroking him. Moving her hand up and down faster, she sucked him while swirling her tongue around the tip of his big dick. He was so big. He was so hard. He was so powerful. He was so beautiful.
"Touch me," she said again and removing his cock from her mouth to speak. She watched him touching her before she resumed sucking him.
She felt Malcolm's big fingers unbutton the rest of her blouse and when he reached his hand inside to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her bra, she was aroused. Then, when he inserted his big hand inside her bra. She could feel his breathing change and she knew that she was getting to him with her mouth, lips, and tongue as much as he was getting to her with his cock and his hand. With his hand too big to comfortably fit between her bra and her tit, glad that she had worn a front snapping bra, she removed his cock from her mouth to sit up and unsnap her bra. Sitting up straighter, she stuck out her chest. It was so sexually exciting to watch him staring at her breasts.
"Do you like my tits?" She looked down at her naked tits before looking up at him.
"You have beautiful breasts, June."
"Touch me, Malcolm. Feel me as if I were your lover and you were making love to me," she said suddenly feeling so vulnerable that she exposed her loneliness and unhappiness to him. "Cup my breasts in your big hands and finger my nipples."
Using both hands, he took both of her breasts in his hands while fingering her nipples.
"Slowly run your palms across my nipples," she said as if she was his sexual education teacher and he was her student. "Finger my nipples, Malcolm. I like having my nipples fingered. I like having my nipples, pulled, turned, and twisted," she said leaning back down in his lap to suck him, while he pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples.
"Malcolm, your cock is so big. I love sucking you." As soon as she said that, she could feel him become more excited. "I love blowing you. I love feeling your big, hard cock in my warm, wet mouth," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak and reinserting it again before removing it again. "I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth. I can't wait to taste you. I can't wait to swallow you."
"Oh, baby, this is so wrong."
"Cum for me, Malcolm. Cum. I can't wait to feel you explode in my mouth," she said sensing his sudden resistance that disappeared with her every sexual word she said, with every fast stroke she gave, and with every deep suck and tongue swirl she delivered. Stroking him faster while sucking him deeper, she felt the excited results of him in her hand and in her mouth. Verbally validated, she knew that it was her words that controlled him more than her actions.
"Oh, June, baby, suck my cock, honey. Suck me," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her head.
"I want you to cum in my mouth, Malcolm. Cum for me," she said removing his cock in and out of her mouth to speak. "I want you to shoot your warm, oozy, load down my throat. I want to swallow all of your cum. I want you to hump my mouth and fuck my face as I suck you," she said stroking him faster and harder while sucking him deeper. "Then, after you cum in my mouth," she said looking up at him to give him a sexy look. "I want you to save some cum to cum again all over my face. Give me a cum bath Malcolm. Make me your cum bath bitch. Now go ahead and stick your big finger up my warm, wet pussy as I continue sucking you."
She pulled his hand down and put it up beneath her short skirt and, obediently as if he were a boy instead of a man having sex for the first time, he obeyed. His big index finger pushed her panty aside, teased her clit, and felt her wetness. Finger fucking her with one, long, thick finger as he teased her clit with the other, no longer talking, she was too busy sucking. The harder she sucked him and the faster she stroked him, the more excited he became. Until he grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head forward and down in his lap. Putting a big, heavy hand to the back of her head, he thrust up his hips to hump her mouth while fucking her face. As if a canon shot, he exploded a volley of cum in her mouth.
"Oh, Malcolm," said June after she accepted and swallowed his warm, slimy goop. "Oh, Malcolm," she cooed running her tongue over her lips. Then, as soon as she removed him from her mouth, as if a surprise attach, he shot a second load of cum all over her face and tits.
"Oh, my God, June, what have you done? I'm so very sorry. This is so wrong. I can't believe you blew me. I can't believe you sucked me off. I can't believe you swallowed my cum. I can't believe I gave you a cum bath. Look at you. You're a mess. You have my cum everywhere," he said with a laugh.
"Don't worry, Malcolm. What happened here is our dirty, little secret." After she wiped his cum from her face, hair, and tits with some tissues, she took his big face between her hands and kissed him. "Okay? It's our secret. So long as I tell you what everyone else does, no one needs to know what we do." She laughed, "And the next time we're together, I want you to fuck me with that big tool. I want you to pound my pussy and part my clam with you black kielbasa. I want to experience that big, black cock deep in my cunt. Only, with you being so big" she said with a laugh, "I'll be on top."
Malcolm drove June home. Making sure she made it safely home, he let her out at the top of her street and watched her as she walked to her house.
"Bye, Malcolm. Thanks for the great evening," she said smiling and waving him good-bye.
"You have my card. Call me and we'll talk more about our future plans," he said out his open car window as he slowly drove away.
As June neared her house, she saw her husband's pickup truck parked in the driveway. When she opened the front door, he was there waiting for her explanation of who she was with and where she was.
To be continued...
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Chapter 11
Home sweet home, safe at last, June has an unexpected visitor.
June opened her front door to her husband waiting there for her. With his eyes bulging and his face red, he was hopping mad. She hasn't seen him this mad since he lost his job and blamed everyone, the Democrats, the Republicans, the Chinese, and his mother for not forcing him to stay in school to get a college education.
"Where were you?" John looked at her with a face full of rage. "Do you know what time it is? Look at the time," he said holding up his wristwatch to her face while tapping the crystal with his index finger. "It's after midnight. Who were you with and where'd you go? Where were you?"
"None of your business," she said walking away from her to grab the keys to his truck.
"Where you going now?"
"I have to get the kids from Sally."
"I picked them up hours ago. They're upstairs sleeping," he said looking at her as if he hated her. "Some mother you are," he said making a sour face. "It's after midnight. You've been gone for hours. I know because I got here a little after eight o'clock and you weren't here. No one was here. So I called Sally and she said you went out but she wouldn't tell me where."
"I'm a better mother than you ever were a father to those kids," she said looking at him with as much hate as he had for her. "Some father you are fucking my mother, not working, not even looking for a job, and getting drunk every day. How long have you been fucking my mother? How long has she been sucking your cock?"
"Don't you be asking me questions before you answer mine. Answer my questions. Who were you with, where were you, and what were you doing?"
"I'll answer your questions after you answer my questions, John. How's that?" If her look could kill, he'd be dead. "While I was gone, did you fuck my old, bitch of a fat mother today again? Did you suck her big, saggy breasts? Did your dirty fingers finger her smelly pussy? Did you lick her cunt with your alcohol laced breath? Did you bend my mother over and fuck her like the animals you both are? Did you push her down to her knees for her to blow you and for you to cum in her mouth?"
"I'm not answering any of your stupid questions," he said walking away from her but she followed him and stayed in his face.
"Tell me, John, tell me. While I was gone and you were alone, did my mother suck your little cock? Did she blow you? Did you put your hand to the back of my mother's head and cum in her mouth or weren't you able to get up an erection again? Answer me this, John, are you happier with my old mother instead of her young daughter?" She looked at him waiting for him to answer her questions but he ignored her.
"I'm done with all of that monkey business. I haven't seen your mother since you caught us together and threw us out of the house," he said with defiance.
"You're drunk now, aren't you, you drunk? Did you drive to Sally's house drunk to pick up my children, you sack of drunken shit? I can tell by how you parked your truck that you drove drunk," she said hoping he drive away drunk so that she could call the police on him. "Isn't one DUI isn't enough for you? Get another one and they'll suspend your license again or throw your ass in jail again should you injure or kill someone."
She was glad that her mother wasn't there. She was glad she didn't walk in on them again fucking and sucking. She would have really lost it had her mother been there having sex with her husband. She wondered how long it's been going on and how many times they had sex. Yet, none of that mattered now. She just wanted him out of her house and them out of her life for good.
Even though she tried not to care, she was still hurt by him cheating on her, especially with her mother, of all people. If he cheated with anyone else, a co-worker, a neighbor, or one of her friends, she may have forgiven him but she'd never forgive him after he cheated on her with her mother. As if cheating with her mother was his way to get back at her for some unknown reason, it worked. The vision of the both of them drunk, naked, and in bed together washed across her mind as if she was having a bad nightmare while still awake.
"Fuck you, bitch. Where've you been?"
"Out."
"Out where?"
"None of your fucking business. You're not my husband anymore. Your just some unemployed, drunken loser, who'd rather have incestuous sex with his mother-in-law than having a normal, sexual relationship with his wife."
"Maybe if you gave me more support, I wouldn't drink?"
"Give you more support? I did everything for you, John, but wipe your ass. All you had to do was to fall out of bed and go to work. All you had to do was to bring home a paycheck to save us from foreclosure. All you had to do was to stop drinking. You washed your hands of everything else, me, the kids, and the house because you're supposedly working too hard all day, so hard that your company discovered they could do without your lazy ass and shit canned you."
"Maybe if you gave me sex, I wouldn't have to have sex with your mother. She cares about me more than you do."
"Maybe if you had stopped drinking long enough to maintain an erection, we would have had more sex but you'd rather drink than fuck," she said.
He looked at her as if he had just noticed how she was dressed. Her skirt was so short, too short and short enough that she'd flash her panties if she sat. He'd never allow her out of the house wearing a skirt so short. Her blouse was half unbuttoned and her cleavage and bra were showing. Again, as if she was his teenage daughter instead of his wife, he'd never allow her to go anywhere looking like that, especially with all the makeup she was wearing.
"Where did you go dressed like that? You're dressed like a whore? Where's you get those clothes? I don't remember you having those clothes. You never wore those clothes for me. You never dressed like that for me. Look at her, just look at you," he said flicking a finger at her low cut and partially unbuttoned blouse.
"Saving them for your sorry ass, all these clothes are clothes that I had for years and that I had hidden in the back of my closet. Maybe if you took me out somewhere without me having to beg you to take me to a movie or hound you to come shopping with me, I would have dressed sexy for you. Only, you'd rather drink with the boys at the bar than to take me out for a drink or for a nice dinner. Being that you'd rather be with men than with your woman, maybe you're gay," she said with a victorious smile.
"Fuck you. I'm not gay," he said changing the subject. "I saw a car. Did someone give you a ride home? Who was he? Was it a man? Was he one of your Johns? What were you doing at this hour? Why are you doing this to me? Why are you doing this to us?"
"Why am I doing this? Why am I earning money? Because you won't get a job. Because you won't bring home some money. Because all you do all day is drink, play video games, and fuck my mother, I have to do what I need to do to make a living to keep this house and to feed and clothe our kids." She looked at him with hatred instead of love and non-caring instead of understanding.
"Is that what you call making a living by sucking and fucking men? Is that what you call making a living by selling sex for money? Is that what you call making a living by disgracing yourself? I know what you're doing," he said pointing a shaky finger of accusation at her. "You're fucking and sucking men, aren't you? You call it making a living, I call it sucking men's cocks for money. I call you a prostitute, a hooker, and a whore. You fucking whore." He stepped closer to her.
"Back the fuck off, John. I mean it or I'll coldcock you one," she shoved him back with a stiff arm. "Get the fuck away from me. You stink. When did you shower last, you drunk?"
He stepped closer as he asked more questions.
"Did you blow them, whore? How many cocks have you sucked. Did they gangbang you? Did you let them cum in your pretty little mouth? Did you talk dirty to them in the way you used to talk dirty to me? Look at all this shit? What is all this shit? What's with all the lipstick, June? Lipstick on the dipstick, is that it?" He grabbed her face in his hand, squeezed her lips together, and smudged her lipstick all over her face with his palm until she pushed him away.
"Don't touch me!" She shoved him away again and he stepped forward again.
"Did you fuck them, whore? Did they cum in your pussy?" He reached his hand beneath her short skirt and cupped her panty clad pussy in his hand and squeezed. "How much did you make tonight fucking and sucking men?"
"Get the fuck away from me," she said swinging a hard, fast fist at his forearm to break his hold of her cunt. "Yeah, I'd rather be a fucking whore and have men cum in my mouth and in my pussy than to be with an unemployed drunk who refuses to provide for his wife and kids and who fucks his mother-in-law. Why don't you just leave? Go! Get out! Leave! I don't want you anymore. This marriage is so over. We're done. We're through."
"This is my house too," he said. "I don't have any other place to go but here," he said looking at her with sadness.
"Why don't you just go home to your own mother and fuck her instead of my mother. Or have you already fucked your mother which is why your fucking my mother now. Is that it, John? Are you a motherfucker? Not only are you a cunt but also you're a motherfucker, motherfucker."
"How dare you talk to me like that, bitch!"
"Motherfucker," she said spitting out the word as if spitting at him.
He ran to her and slapped her hard across the face, so hard that she fell back and hit the back of her head on the coffee table as she fell. As if a struggling beetle that has fallen on its back, once she was helplessly and defensively on her back and on the carpeted floor, too dazed and disoriented to get back up, as if he was a rapist and he was, he was all over her tearing off her clothes.
"You fucking whore," he yelled slapping her across her face again. "You fucking whore," he yelled ripping open her blouse and exposing her bra. "You fucking whore," he yelled pulling down and off her skirt. "You dirty cunt," he said tearing off her blouse until she was on the floor beneath him in just her bra and bikini panty.
She struggled against the weight of him, but he was too big and too strong and she was too weak from hitting her head and from him slapping her. When he reached for her bra, they struggled, but he managed to unsnap it to expose her breasts. He squeezed her breasts as hard as he could with both hands, hard enough to make her scream in pain and to bring tears to her eyes.
"Get off of me! Let go over me! Take your fucking hands off of me, you filthy pig!"
"You fucking whore," he said slapping her everywhere, her face, her breasts, her stomach, and her thighs.
Slapping and slapping her as if slapping his frustration with being unemployed and separated from the only thing that gave him an identity and a reason to live, he took all his frustration out on the only person he once truly loved. He reached down and, in one fluid motion, tore off her panty. Now naked and with the weight of him still on her, he undid his pants, pushed his pants and underwear down to his knees, spread her legs with his knees, and mounted her. He started dry humping her before he licked his fingers and was able to part her lips open enough with his fingers to fuck her. When she resisted, he started choking her. When he couldn't get an erection, he banged her head on the carpet in frustration. When she fought back, he choked her harder.
"I'll kill you, you fucking bitch. I fucking kill you, you whore. Die, cunt, die."
June tried pushing against him, but he was too strong, too enraged, and too crazy. She was never so afraid for her life as she was now. He was determined to kill her. She was going to die and there was nothing she could do to save herself.
With her life flashing before her eyes, she saw happier times with him. She thought of when they first met, when they were married, and being so happy to buy a house and start a family. She thought of her children. Only, starting to blackout, as if a flower prematurely dying before it fully bloomed, losing consciousness, she was fading.
With him chocking her and with him tightening his grip around her neck, unable to swallow, she couldn't breathe. Using the last bit of energy she had before she was gone, she kicked and flailed her body but all to no avail. With her weighing only 125 pounds and him weighing 200 pounds, she didn't have the strength to move him off of her. If she couldn't move him off of her and if she couldn't stop him from chocking her, then she was going to die.
In all the raucous uproar, John never heard Malcolm pull up behind his pickup truck carrying her lost tube of lipstick that he found on the floor of his car. He never saw Malcolm's giant body slowly lumber up the front steps as if a dark, avenging Angel coming to give John the justice he deserved. With all the commotion going on inside, he never heard Malcolm banging on the front door, ringing the doorbell, and rattling the doorknob. He never saw Malcolm until the door that he smashed off the hinges with a big shoulder hit him in the back while he was choking, sexually assaulting, and trying to kill June.
As if he was a focused linebacker intent on picking up a fumble, Malcolm had a face full of rage. No doubt, with him having a dark side too, it was probably the same face full of rage that he had when he shot and killed his two brothers for raping his sister, Lucille. Now here before him was a man beating, chocking, and raping his June. Life is funny sometimes and history certainly does repeat itself, but thank God for men like Malcolm.
He had no idea who this man fucking, slapping, chocking, and yelling at June was. Never having met her husband, he didn't know if he was her husband, a client, a home invader, or a psycho. She told him that she had thrown her husband out of the house after she caught him having sex with her mother. She told him that she lived alone with her kids which is why he returned with her lipstick and it was a good thing he had. All he knew was that someone was hurting his June.
As if taking out the trash, he reached his strong arm down and grabbed him by the back of his belt with one massive hand. He wrapped his other hand around his neck, squeezed, and pulled him off of June. In one fluid motion, as if doing a clean and jerk with a jerk, he erected his full height and tossed John against the wall so much like a bale of hay or a human battering ram. Flying through the air head first, when her husband's head struck the wall and put a hole in the drywall, he collapsed in an unconscious heap.
"June. June. Are you okay, baby?"
"Yeah, yeah, I'm okay," she said coughing through her tears. She sat up.
"Who is he?" Malcolm looked over at him with her.
"My husband," she said sobbing in her hands. "Did you kill him? He looks dead," she said looking at her husband not moving.
"Nah," said Malcolm walking to John to give him a kick in the ribs before reaching down to feel his neck for a pulse, "I just tossed him a little is all. If I wanted to kill him, he'd be dead already."
Coughing and making sounds as if he needed medical attention, when John stirred and tried to stand in the way of a drunk going against a sober and much bigger bouncer in a barroom brawl, Malcolm nudged him down again with a hip check and a shoulder shove that sent him flying against the wall again.
"Best you stay down little man before I really put the hurt to you," he said in his big, booming baritone voice.
Again, John tried standing and when he did, Malcolm pinned him against the wall. With a hand around his neck, he lifted him up off the floor and held him there as if he was hanging beef.
"Get off of me, boy," he said John struggling to break Malcolm's chokehold. "That's my wife."
"Boy? Did you just call me boy, cracker? Are you kidding me?" Towering over him by 10 inches, Malcolm wrapped a big hand around his pencil neck. "You're either blind, suicidal, or crazy calling me boy to my face?" He sniffed him. "Well, that explains it, you're drunk."
John took a swing that bounced off Malcolm's shoulder.
"You'd have to do better than that to knock me off my feet." With that, Malcolm gave him an uppercut that sent his head backward against the wall again and his butt to the floor when his knees crumbled.
Malcolm turned to June. Naked and weak, he helped her to her feet. Trying to catch her breath, she was coughing and gasping for air.
"Are you okay? Do you need me to take you to the hospital."
"No, I'm alright. I just need to catch my breath," she said. "If you hadn't been here, he would have killed me," she said holding her neck before giving him a hug and crying in his chest. "How did you know I needed help? Why did you return?"
"Your lipstick," he said reaching in his pocket and pulling out her lipstick. He handed it to her. "It rolled beneath my foot as I was driving."
"Oh, Malcolm, thank God for you. You're a Godsend, a real lifesaver, and my hero," she said standing on her toes to kiss his lips.
"Go on upstairs and put on some clothes," he said hugging her and kissing the top of her head after returning her kiss. "Then, grab what you need, collect your kids, and I'll take you somewhere safe. Don't worry about leaving stuff behind, whatever else you need, I'll buy you."
"But, this is my house Malcolm," she June looking around her small house.
"Not anymore it is. Trust me, I've seen this before, rather than another man have you, a guy like this will kill you than not have you."
"Thank you, Malcolm," she said covering her nakedness with her torn clothes and running upstairs. She quickly returned with two suitcases and her kids.
"Let me get you some ice," he said going in the kitchen. "You're going to have a bruise on your face where he hit you."
"I hit my head on the table too," she said holding the back of her head. "It really hurts."
He wrapped some ice in a dish towel and handed it to her.
"You have a big bump there," he said lightly touching the back of her head with his fingers. "You may have a concussion. Don't worry about the suitcases, I'll get them. You take the kids out to the car while I talk some sense to your husband."
Malcolm filled a pan with cold water and threw it on John to soak him awake.
"Get up, you miserable piece of shit," he said with a kick of his foot to his ribs before taking his big foot to hold down the side of his head.
Having not learned his lesson, John stirred and raised his head up enough to spit on him. His spit landed on his Malcolm's knee.
"You son of a bitch. These are new pants," said Malcolm looking down at his leg before looking down at the reason for his rage.
He grabbed John by the hair and pulled him up to his knees.
"You can wipe that off with your face, you miserable piece of drunken shit." He pushed him back and John's head hit the wall again. "Now listen to me fool because what I say now is the difference in your living or dying. I don't care which." He slapped him hard across the face when John closed his eyes. "That's for hitting a woman," he said slapping him hard across the face again. "Don't pass out on me, white boy."
"Fuck you," said John still defiant in his drunkenness.
"Listen to me," said Malcolm lifting him by his hair. "If you ever try and see June or the kids again, I'll kill you. If the police ever find your dead, dismembered body, you're mother won't even recognize you after I'm done with you." He shook John's head hard by his hair. "Do you hear me cocksucker? Do you understand what I'm saying to you motherfucker?"
"Yes, I hear you. Yes, I understand. Now, just get the fuck out of my house," said John still full of drunken defiance.



When Malcolm turned to leave, John stood and made a wild, drunken dash for the living room and for the shotgun that was mounted over the door frame and for the box of shotgun shells that were hidden on the shelve behind some books in the bookcase. John grabbed the shotgun shells first before he turned to grab the shotgun. For a big man, Malcolm could have played safety. He tackled John before he reached the shotgun and knocked him unconscious. Seeing what John was after, he reached up, and broke the shotgun in two pieces over his leg.
To be continued...
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Malcolm's business arrangement turns sour when he has second thoughts.
Arranging for temporary housing, albeit luxury accommodations, Malcolm put up June and her three children in a swanky, penthouse condominium that he owned downtown. He hired a nanny to watch the children when he needed June to service his friends. Only, wanting to give her some space and some time after what happened between her and her husband, he told her to call him when she was ready to see a client. Until then, he left her alone with her children.
"Take whatever time you want, a week, a month, however long you need. I don't care. I need you to recover. I need for you to have your head on right to focus on our mutual satisfaction agreement. I need you to feel safe and sexy. I need you to earn some money for yourself and to give me some dirty talk," he said in his deep baritone voice capped off with his big booming laugh.
In was nearly a month when June picked up the phone and called Malcolm. They hadn't seen one another since he put her up in his lofty palace. Excited to hear his voice, she couldn't wait to talk to him. She missed him. Only, she didn't want him to know that she was in love with him. Unfortunately, there's no room for love in her business. Best she back burner her feelings of love and romance until after she was done having sex for money. Maybe once she's made enough money, she can concentrate more on finding a nice guy. For now, she needed money.
"I'm ready to earn my keep, Malcolm," she said as soon as he picked up the phone.
"Not wasting any time on small talk, you're right to the point," he said laughing. "Hi, how are you?"
"I'm better thanks to you," she said without emotion.
The fear of what was to come paralyzed her. More than she felt when working for Larry, her role in life was official now. She was a professional call girl working for a rich and powerful man, a man who could protect her and keep her safe from harm. Instead of feeling relieved, instead of feeling safe, she felt nervous. What she did for fun and money with Larry was now the real deal and the big time. Just as she had much to gain, she had much to lose too.
She had better not screw this up or she'd be out of here on her ass and on the street with no job and no money. All she had to do for Malcolm to give her all that she needed to live in style was to suck and fuck black men. All she needed to do was to supply Malcolm with enough titillation that he'll allow her to continue living here while she earned lots of money. A dream deal, she didn't understand why she wasn't happier. If anything she was sad.
"Did you get all the things I sent over?"
"Yes, thank you," she said. Afraid to open some of the bags and boxes, except for the things he bought for her children, all that he bought her were still in the unopened bags and boxes. Judging them by the stores she shopped, everything he bought her was expensive. "I was going to call you to thank you and to let you know they were received, but I figured you got that information from the doorman already. Only, how did you know my sizes?"
"I went through your things when you were taking the kids to school. My first time snooping through a woman's closet, I was glad that I didn't find anything personal," he said with his big laugh. "I hope you don't mind. I wanted to surprise you."
"You did," she said with a laugh. "With the doorman delivering packages every day for a week, it was like Christmas."
"Listen, June, even though you're the one who called me to tell me that you're ready to see clients, tell me if it's too soon. After all that you've been through, I don't want to rush you. Even though I have someone in mind, I'm willing to wait. After I told him about you, champing at the bit to meet you, I have a client who's available at a moment's notice, " he said.
"I see," she said in two words and two syllables, answering him in the way that he used to answer her, short and succinct.
Her stomach turned with the thoughts of having sex with a man she never met before. She was sick with dread to have sex with someone other than Malcolm. She realized now that she was all talk and could never do that gangbang that Larry wanted her to do. She didn't understand why she didn't feel as uncomfortable meeting Malcolm as she was feeling uncomfortable meeting someone else. Maybe because she's met Malcolm and has grown attached to him is the reason why she wished she never made this agreement with him.
Only, what else could she do? Just as she was stuck living with her drunk, unemployed husband, after Malcolm helped her and set her up here, she was tied to this arrangement. Besides, once she had sex with the first man that Malcolm arranged and once she got her feet wet, maybe she'd warm up to the idea of giving men what they needed in exchange for what she needed. It was all just sex for money, just as Malcolm had told her, she needed to get her mind right.
"No, I'm good. I'm ready. Matter of fact," she said choosing her words carefully. She wondered if she should reveal her feelings for the big man but, diving in head first, she took the leap of faith anyway. "More than looking forward to having sex with a strange, black man," she said with a nervous laugh while hoping he'd take her not so subtle hint, "I'm more looking forward to having sex with you while telling you all about what he did to me and what I did to him."
She remained quiet while listening to hear if he'd renege on their agreement to satisfy her with his cock before she pleasures him with her words. More than the money she'd earn, more than him putting her up in this beautiful condo, she was more excited about finally having sex with him.
"Good, good, that's good June. I'm looking forward to hearing you tell me all that happened too. I'm glad you remembered our arrangement. I was worried that blow to the head you took may have given you amnesia," he said with a big laugh. "Anyway, the man that I'd like you to meet is my best friend. I've known him all of my life. He's a good man and like me he has a big cock," he said.
This was it. Without any further ado, without any more discussion, it was all just business to him now. She's spent the last month reaping the benefits of his generosity and not it was her turn to reward him with what he wanted all along. Even though she was happy to finally earn some much needed money, even though she was excited about finally having sex with Malcolm, she was crushed that she'd first have to have sex with someone else before having sex with him.
Moreover, she now knew that he didn't want her in the way that she wanted him. If he wanted her at all, he'd never allow another man to have sex with her. She was crazy to think that he'd be interested in her. Why would he? Why should he? A poor, white, uneducated woman saddled with three, small children who turned to prostitution out of necessity to make ends meet, why would someone like him want her when he could have anyone, white, yellow, or black?
Just as she agreed, she had to service his friends. A deal was a deal and her having sex with his friends was the deal. Tragically for her, after what happened in the backseat of Malcolm's car and after the near death altercation with her husband, somewhere along the way she had lost her sexual adventurous appetite for prostitution and her lustful desire to service any man other than Malcolm for money. After he showed her the kind, generous, and caring man that he was, she had fallen for him. Just as she knew he was kind, generous, and caring, she knew too that he was dangerous should she double cross him and not go through this agreement.
She had no choice. After he arranged her safe passage and gave her a place to live, after he spent thousands of dollars on clothes for her and gifts for her children, she couldn't say no to him. She owed him. How could she deny the man who saved her life the simple sexual pleasure of what he wanted, when all that he wanted was dirty talk? How could she deny the man she loved and the man who gave her a second chance at happiness anything? She couldn't and she wouldn't. Whatever he wanted her to do, she would, even if it meant having sex with someone else.
Even if she was successful in blanking her mind of emotions, just going through the motions, faking the intimacy, and having sex with anyone other than Malcolm would break her heart. Yet, as per their agreement, having sex with someone else was the only way that he'd have sex with her. Having sex with someone else was the only way that she could give him some sexual satisfaction. After not seeing or hearing from him for a month and finally hearing his voice on the phone, she knew now that she loved him. Only, falling in love with him would be her undoing.
Sadly, just as she knew she loved him, she knew that he didn't love her. He only loved talking and listening. He loved the visuals he received from talking dirty. He loved fast cars, fast women, and money. He didn't love her. He'd never love her. She was just another employee to him.
Best she put her emotions aside and blank her mind from feeling anything but the job she agreed to do. It was just a job after all. Her job was to have sex with black men. Her job was to tell Malcolm everything she did to them and everything they did to her.
Hoping beyond hope, perhaps she had a silver lined cloud to brighten her dark sky. She wondered if after having sex with someone to have sex with Malcolm, if she could make him fall in love with her. Women have been doing that with sex since forever. Maybe after the first time having sex with him, she'll learn what he likes and what he needs to have other than dirty talk. Only, someone like him could replace her any time with another woman, maybe even a black woman. Besides, he's the type of man who'd want a child of his own, a boy, no doubt, and she's already had her tubes tied. She berated herself for thinking about giving him a baby, a boy, when he only wanted dirty talk.
"Okay. How do we do this? Do I meet him somewhere for a drink? Do we go to dinner first? What? You tell me. This is all new to me. In case you forgot," she said with a laugh. "You were my first client. I haven't had sex with anyone except my husband and one time with Larry. Moreover, even with you, based on Bill Clinton's definition of sex, having only given you a blowjob, we really didn't have sex," she said with a little laugh.
"I hear you, June, and I didn't forget about your limited sexual experiences. Hell, compare to all the hos I've been with, you're practically a virgin," he said with another loud laugh."
Not wanting to hear all the women he's been with, she abruptly changed the subject. A pang of jealous hit her heart in the way that she wished jealousy would make him call this whole thing off and not go through with it. Much in the way of Richard Gere with Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman, she imagined him rescuing her from her call girl fate by claiming her for himself.
"Do I go to him or does he come to me?"
"He'll come to your place for sex. It's just sex. Have dinner before he arrives or after he leaves. That's up to you. He's the type of guy that doesn't want anything else but sex. Sex with a beautiful, willing white woman is all that he wants. He just wants sex," he said.
"Okay," she said while thinking, he's much like you, only interested in sex in that regard, but she didn't voice her protest, that is, until he became more specific in his friend's needs.
"By the way, he loves anal sex."
"Anal sex?"
"Why? What's wrong?"
"I never had anal sex," she said.
"Oh, oh, that's a problem," said Malcolm. "Are you willing to try having anal sex or are you totally turned off by the thought of being fucked up the ass?"
"Totally turned off," she said without hesitation.
"Maybe after a couple glasses of champagne, some lighting, romantic music, a warm bath, and--"
"I don't think I can Malcolm. Especially with it being the first time, anal sex is something that I need to be eased into doing. Perhaps that's something you can help me with before doing that with a stranger," she said pleading her case.
"Okay, yeah, sure. Don't worry about having anal sex, June. I'll talk to him about that. I'm glad you told me," said Malcolm.
"I'm willing to do everything else short of that, Malcolm. Okay?"
"Yeah, sure, okay. Really, don't worry about it, June," he said. "I'll take care of it."
"Okay. When?"
"Saturday night. I'll arrange for the Nanny to take the kids overnight," he said," in case he wants to stay overnight.
"So, how often am I doing this?"
"Doing what, June?"
"Having sex with black men."
"As often as you want. You tell me. I have a lot of rich, black friends who'd want someone like you."
"Sorry for being so crass to ask about money, but money is the reason why I agreed to do this, after all. How much is he paying me?"
"A thousand dollars an hour. You decide how long you want him to stay. If he spends the night, five or six hours, the going rate is ten thousand dollars."
"Must I stay awake to earn that kind of money?" She laughed.
"You're free to make your own agreement with him. So long as he's happy and wants to return for more, whatever you two decide is fine with me."
"What's his name?"
"No names, June. He doesn't know your name. Just as I'm sure he'll make up a name, you're free to make up a name too. We'll get together Sunday for brunch and you can tell me all about what happened."
"Brunch? Here or at your place?"
"I'll take you out to a restaurant where we can be alone."
"Aren't you forgetting something, Malcolm?"
"What?"
"You pleasure me with your cock before I pleasure you with my words," she said with some reservation.
"Oh, yeah, that's right. I forgot. Sorry. Then, I come to your place and you can tell me all that happened after we make love. Okay? How's that?"
"Perfect," she said as if a school girl having just being invited to a prom. Thank you Malcolm."
He hung up the phone and, but for dropping off the children at school and picking them up, June stayed sequestered in the condo for the rest of the week. Malcolm gave her his custom Chrysler 300 to use after he picked up his new car, the Cadillac CTS-V coupe, the one that he told her about. She should be happy but she was sad. She should be grateful to be safely away from her husband but she was unsettled and feeling restlessly anxious. It was a big adjustment living here as big as it would be servicing Malcolm's friends. She wanted love instead of sex. She wanted Malcolm instead of someone else. Only and obviously, it wasn't to be.
Right on time, precisely at 8pm, the doorman announced her a visitor.
"Send him up," she said wanting to ask the doorman what he looked like. Only, she already knew what he looked like. Only, it didn't matter so much what he looked like. All she knew was that he was a black man. Truly, it didn't matter what he looked like. She loved Malcolm and when with this stranger, her way of getting through this, she'd pretend she was with him.
Dressed for the occasion in slinky, black dress that Malcolm bought her, she looked stunning. When she opened the door to greet her John, she was surprised that it was Malcolm.
"What are you doing here? Did your friend cancel?"
"No he's here."
She stepped by him to look out in the hall.
"Where is he?"
"He's standing in front of you. Me."
"You?"
"Yes, me," he said smiling at her. "I'm your date for the evening and I plan on staying overnight and forever, if you'll have me."
"Oh, Malcolm," she said reaching up to kiss him while hugging him.
"I don't want you having sex with anyone else but me, June. By the way, I was only kidding about the anal sex," he said with a booming laugh. "I love you, June. I love you," he said pulling out a box from his pocket and falling to one knee. "Will you marry me?"
"Yes," she said without even opening the box. "Only, I'd have to finalize my divorce from John, first."
"I already have my lawyers working on that for you."
THE END
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This is a Halloween Contest story, please give me the support of your vote. Thank you.
It takes a Halloween swingers' dance to finally bring mother and son together.
*
After graduating college and unable to find a job to support himself, Christopher, a video game, wannabe entrepreneur was invited to return home to live with his recently divorced mother. Having already paid for his college and bought him a used car, his mother volunteered her continued support by offering to clothe, feed, and shelter him. Always having been sexually attracted to his mother since forever, now with his father out of the picture, his chance to live alone with his MILF of a mother was an offer that he couldn't refuse.
With his raging hormones controlling both his brains, he was always eager to play some sexy games of voyeurism and exhibitionism with his mother. Maybe while living alone with her and without his dad there to ruin things, he'd finally see her in her bra, in her panty, or naked. Maybe, just as his friend's mother did, she'd accidentally on purpose drop her towel after her shower and flash him her naked body. Maybe, if he felt horny enough and the moment was right enough, he'd flash her his cock to see her reaction. Would she look, would she stare, or would she look away? Or, being that they were from the same gene pool, would she'd be just as horny and just as sexually attracted to him as he was to her? Would she reach out and touch him and stroke him before falling to her knees to suck him. Even if nothing else happened, having sex with his mother was a sexual fantasy that he masturbated to over and again.
"I still have the big house after divorcing your father Christopher. You could return home to live with me and live in your old room while working on the creation of your video game business," said Elizabeth. "You'd be helping me as much as I'd be helping you," she said with a motherly smile.
"Mom," he said mildly protesting, "I can't live back home." He looked at her with feigned sadness and disappointment.
"Why not?" She looked at him with kindness, motherly affection, and love.
A woman who seldom showed her emotions, calm, deliberate, analytical, and always on her toes, she's been trained to maintain a poker face. Only, aggressively ambitious, a formidable force and a close to the vest player, whatever game anyone played with her, they'd lose. Perhaps because he was her son and not her mission's target, she looked genuinely disappointed that he may not accept her invitation to live with her. Yet, if anyone was to read her face, they'd misread her look as a mother's love for her son instead of a mother's lust for her son. Just as he's been sexually attracted to her since forever, she's been sexually attracted to him since he became of legal age four, long, and sexually frustrating years ago while he was away at college. Had he not left to attend college, they may have already done something incestuously sexual that they'd regret. Besides, always accepting another mission and forever traveling, she was never home.
"Seriously Mom, what girl would date me, once I tell them that I'm still living at home with my mother? They'd think me a loser. They'd think me a Mama's boy," he said looking at her with desire. "They'd think me gay."
"Don't be silly Christopher," she said pausing to give him a sexy look as if she was hitting on him in a bar. "Why would you want a girl," she said putting her hand on her hip and striking a sexy pose, "when you have a woman like me?" Serious in her comment, she didn't laugh but he laughed nervously when the look she gave him undressed him with her eyes and seduced him as if was standing there naked.
Elizabeth has always been difficult to read. A deep thinker, a strategic plotter, and an every angle planner, by not wearing her emotions on her sleeve, no one ever sees her coming. Giving men one look when she meant something else entirely was how she's been so successful at staying alive. Having worked undercover too long and missing out on so much of her personal life, she hoped to recapture all that she lost with her son. With her maturity stunted by her Hollywood esque occupation and in never feeling her age by all the daring things she's done, she preferred the younger men to those men closer to her 48-year-old age. Only those young men in good physical condition that possessed the wit, the intelligence, and the stamina to not only keep up with her but also to sexually satisfy her need apply. Done with all of the dangerous duties of her job, her son was her only concern now and the one she had chosen to groom.
A legend in foreign affairs, young men all over the world loved her and still lusted over her at the mere mention of her spy code name, Madam Flowers. It was a name given to her by the DGSE, Direction generale de la securite exterieure, France's version of our CIA, because she carried a bouquet of flowers to conceal her gun. She had been nicknamed by her victims, those who lived to tell what happened, as Red Rose, so named because she always left a red rose behind. Her real code name was still classified information by the CIA.
In the name of her God and country, she couldn't count the marriage proposals she's received. In the name of the Central Intelligence Agency, she couldn't count how many men she's bedded. In the name of her sworn duty, she lost count of how many men and women she had to murder to complete her assignment, to escape alive, and to protect her anonymity.
Yet, and so it goes, the one man that matters to her the most is the one man she can't have. A real taboo, a violation of laws in most countries around the world and in nearly all 50 states, he's off limits. He's, of course, her son, Christopher. Why would a woman who can have any man lust over her son? Why would a woman, who's so worldly sophisticated, lower her morals to want to have incestuous sex with the one man that she created from her womb? With her multi-degreed education, even she was at a loss to answer such an easy question.
"You have a point there, Mom. You're more woman than any girl I've dated that's for sure," he said with a smile.
"Having grown accustomed to having your father around the house, I hate living alone after he left me for that bimbo half his age," she said with a feigned, sad smile and a pretend tear while falling into that lonely and helpless motherly role. "I get so lonely sometimes," she said with sad eyes and taking a tissue to blot away her non-existent tears. "I could use the company," she said still looking at him with sadness and giving him a look as if she was about to cry. If she was being judged by her performance, she'd win an Oscar for her role as a kind, caring, and loving mother. Truth be told, she was a conniving, calculating, and vicious bitch. "I hate going places and doing things alone."
"Oh, Mom, I had no idea you were so sad," he said falling for her acting job and giving his poor, lonely, pitiful, albeit sexy mother a hug. "You could have any man. You're so beautiful and sexy mother. Someone who looks like you should never be alone and lonely without a man. I'm sorry you haven't found someone."
If only he knew she has found her man. If only he knew that he was her man and she always gets what she wants. It won't be long before he awakens to a single, red rose on his pillow too.
"Thank you Christopher but I don't want just any man," she said making eye contact with him with her big, blue eyes. If only he knew that she wanted him. Someone so unafraid to slip across a border unnoticed and break into an embassy and assassinate a dignitary if need be, so frightened of incest, she was afraid to make the first move. "You could be my handsome, sexy escort, she said fussing with his hair and fixing his collar as if she was remaking him in the image of how his father looked so many years ago.
A marriage made in Heaven, she so loved his father, whatever was his name. Only, lucky she didn't put poison in his drink and dump his cold, dead body in the sea, he had become unnecessary baggage. In her line of work, she was too driven by espionage to have a husband and a child. Yet, where her husband was an albatross, her son was her jewel. Had she chosen another career path, no doubt, she'd still be married to...what's his name?
"Escort? I can't be your sexy escort. I'm your son mother."
Unable to hide his proud smile, he seemed flattered to be so deemed as her handsome, sexy escort. Yet, like mother like son, no doubt, Christopher was thinking of the sexual implications of what it meant to be a male escort, a gigolo, and a sexy sexual provider of sex to lonely women. How dare he defile his mother by thinking of her as a lonely woman, one who'd need to hire a man to escort her anywhere, especially to bed, when she'd surely have her pick of men wanting to bed her.
"Only being that you're my son," she said looking at him with a sexy smile. "We could have a bit of adventurous fun by pretending that we don't know one another. We could enter a club separately and you could pick me up at the bar," she said. "You could buy me a drink and dance with me while I pretended that I'm a sexy cougar and you're my young, stud of a date," she said putting her arms around his neck and giving him a light motherly kiss on the lips.
No doubt, she was pushing the envelope of decency by giving her son such a sexy scenario while pressing her sexual organs against his sexual organs, albeit fully clothed. Hoping he'd take the ball and run with it, hoping he'd take her more than subtle hint serious and seduce her, he chickened out by backpedaling. Obviously, just as she was, he feared taking the first step to cross that line of incest too.
"Actually that sounds like fun mother. I don't know about the cougar and stud thing," he said lying, "but I'd like to take your dancing."
"That's the only thing that I miss about your father, the dancing," she said with a laugh and holding him while swaying her hips to an imagined music as if she was about to dance with him. "He was such a good dancer," she said while wondering what the Hell her ex-husband's name was.
After she opened up to her son, after she revealed her loneliness and vulnerability to him, and after she asked him to pick her up at a bar and take her dancing, he looked at her with obvious shock by her sexy confession. Normally in the real world, the dating world, and the world of women his age, women like this, especially women who looked like her and who looked at him in the way that she was looking at him, were ripe for the taking, especially after that sexual admission. Lonely and vulnerable women, especially lonely and vulnerable women who just confessed their lonely vulnerability would, no doubt, be receptive to his romantic advances and sexual moves.
Alas, if only she wasn't his mother. If only she was some sexy, college coed from Nebraska or Iowa and on the rebound after breaking up with her handsome, hunk of a boyfriend, he'd score. Nonetheless, even though she was his mother, she was giving him all the sexual signals that he was accustomed to receiving when looking for a Saturday night date.
"You need to get out more Mom and have some fun. Actually, now that you mention role play and dancing--,"
"Yes?" With her interest was piqued, interrupting him, and not even allowing him to finish talking, she asked. "What about role play and dancing?"
"There's a Halloween Masquerade party Saturday, October 27th at the hotel downtown."
"Really? Oh, how fun. Can we go?" Giddy with delight, she practically jumped up and down. "Would you mind taking your old mother dancing while dressed in costume? I'd love to attend a Halloween masquerade dance with my sexy son as my chaperone," she said spinning and twirling herself around the floor as if she was dancing.
"Absolutely, Mom. I'd love to take you dancing, only, you should know--," he said gulping his confession with a long pause.
"Yes? What is it that I should know Christopher? That there may be other, younger, and prettier women there and that you cannot dance all of your dances with me. Is that it? I understand that you need to find someone. No matter, just as I--"
"No, that's not it at all mother. The Halloween Masquerade is a swingers' dance."
"Swingers? A swingers' dance? Oh Christopher, shame on you for inviting your mother to a swingers dance," she said with a scolding look. "Eww, that's so nasty. I thought you stopped going to those dances."
Still playing her morally modest, motherly role instead of her real role as the woman jealous of her son having sex with other women instead of her, women who were nasty swingers, she stepped away from him to give him a stern, practiced look of disapproval.
"It's just a Halloween dance Mom. It isn't as if people are having sex on the dance floor, although, admittedly, sometime towards the end of the evening that happens when some people drink a bit too much," he said with a laugh.
"Other than the obvious, Christopher, I don't know what you get out of going to those disgusting dances. The first thing that some men do when they turn 21-years-old is to go to a strip club to have a drink. Instead, you attended a Halloween swingers' dance on your 21st birthday last year," she said putting the back of her hand to her forehead to graphically feign shame and disappointment by the look she gave her son. "You make me wish I had you in the summer, instead of the fall. Then, you'd be going to a Fourth of July barbeque instead of a swingers Halloween dance on your 21st birthday."
She could have been an actress in the award winning role that she was playing. If only he knew his mother's secret background, he'd be shocked. If only he knew all that his mother had done for the sake of her country, he'd never believe her. If only he knew she's never told the truth about anything in her entire life, he'd know he was being deceived now by her. If only he knew she's lived a double life for the past 25-years, no doubt, he'd want to know everything about her.
Still classified as top secret, there was so much that she couldn't and would never share with him. For fear of their safety, having lived such a clandestine life, a life of multiple identities, disguises, lies, and trickery, she couldn't tell him even if she wanted to break her silence. Maybe, one day, she'd write a book. Yet, if she did, she'd put them both in danger. There are still plenty of men who'd love to know where she lives to pay her back for all that she's done to them. The information of her real identity is worth a lot of money to the right men.
"Actually, I did stop going to the swingers' dances and I will stop going to them again, but this dance is important to me. This is the Halloween dance. With everyone wearing a costume and with more than 200 couples attending, the Halloween dance is the best and the biggest dance of the year. This is the dance that gave me the inspiration to write my video game. Since the software that I'm developing is for an X-rated, swingers', sexual game, I use the swingers' dances as my way of doing research. I promise that I won't attend another swingers' dance after this dance because I'll be finished writing my software."
"Research my ass," she said not believing him and looking at him with as much suspicion as she's been trained to do, especially when someone makes such an outrageous statement and especially when that someone is her son. "You attend those dances for some free and easy sex. You're as horny as your father," whatever was his name she thought. "I hope you're not having unprotected sex at those places Christopher," she said. "You never know what sexual disease you'll contract until it's too late."
"I use a condom but seriously, I'm not there to get laid. I'm there for fodder for my video game," he said. "C'mon Mom, please go with me. It will be fun. You'll have a good time. Please attend the dance with me. I don't want to go to the Halloween dance alone. I'll look too much like a pervert. Who knows? Maybe you'll meet someone. Maybe you'll get lucky."
As if playing poker with her son and bluffing, not yet ready to reveal her hand, an ace to the ten royal, straight flush, Elizabeth had every intention of attending the dance with her son. She had every intention of getting lucky too. She'd use the swingers' dance as her way to seduce her son. She'd use the swingers dance to make him want her in the way that he's never wanted any woman before and never will again. She'll show him moves he never knew existed and show him things he never knew he wanted. The Geisha woman of spies, she could do things with her body that he could do with animation on his computer.
"Meet someone? Eww. Get lucky? Who with some pervert? How dare you think that I'd attend a dance for sex," she said with indignity. "I'd never have sex at a swinger's dance. How crude and crass is that attending a dance as an excuse to have sex. No thank you Christopher. Besides I don't want anyone recognizing me attending one of those sordid events," she said. "I'd be so embarrassed with someone thinking that I was on the prowl and available for any and every man to bed me," she said having never been embarrassed by anything she's done with anyone. "Moreover, being there with my son, they'd think we were...intimate."
Just uttering the word intimate in reference to her son made her moist with desire for him. She felt her nipples hardening by the thoughts of his touch. A reflexive action, her knees buckled with the thoughts of kneeling before him while sucking his cock.
"Everyone's in costume Mom. With the lighting subdued, no one would recognize you. Besides, you don't have to do anything with anyone you don't want to do because no means no," he said nodding his head for the added negative effect. "If anyone approaches you other than to just dance, just say no thank you. Besides with you being with me, I'll protect you Mom. Don't worry, you'll be safe. I'll be your sexy escort. I'll never leave you out of my sight and out of my arms. We'll dance the whole night as if we're in love. You can even play the cougar and I'll be your cub," he said with a laugh while wrapping an arm around her waist as if she was his girlfriend. "Okay?"
"I don't know Christopher. Let me think about it. We'll see," she said already excited by the prospect of accompanying her son to a swingers' Halloween dance.
Actually, glad that she was divorced and living alone, but for her son, after hiring a security professional, she secretly setup her husband with a stripper and arranged for a friend to take some sexually, explicit photographs of the two of them together naked and in bed. Just as she was eager to put her career behind her, Elizabeth was happy to have ended her marriage too. Instead of a union of love, which it was in the beginning, their relationship had morphed into a marriage convenience. Always traveling on assignment, she was never home. Now with her husband Joe, Bob, Jim, Dave, whoever he was, out of the picture, recently retired, and with the thoughts of living with her son, life couldn't be better.
Unable to help herself from lusting over him, every time she looked at him, she stared in her son's blue eyes as if she was about to kiss him before making love to him. No doubt, having lived such a violent life, her forbidden love for her son was a manifestation of the post traumatic stress she was diagnosed as having by the company's shrink. She's murdered nearly as many men as she's loved. Nonetheless her psychological disorder, wishing he wasn't her son, wishing he was just another young, dumb cock she could suck, fuck, and leave, she wished she could grab his ass and touch his prick instead of only being relegated to feeling his arm, his back, and his shoulder.
Always wanting to touch him in a sexual way but never having touched him in an inappropriate way, she was always touching him and he was always touching her. With him staring at her in the same lustful way that she stared at him, she knew there existed a secret, sexual attraction between them. Knowing he'd never make the first move, no doubt, for fear that she'd think him perverted to want to have sex with his mother, it was up to her to seduce her son. Especially with his hormones raging, seducing him was easy enough to do only, a bit more difficult for someone else but not for her, she needed to make him think that he seduced her and not the other way around.



Exciting her in the way that his nameless father once did, she couldn't help herself from staring at him. He was so handsome and she was so lonely and sexually frustrated. Having experienced such a full sexual life in her clandestine career, now that her career is over, the sex abruptly stopped too. Once a daily and sometimes multiple times a day occurrence, having lived without sex since her retirement a few months ago, it was frustratingly apparent how much she missed and needed to have sex in her life. Sure, she could meet someone at a dance, pickup someone at a bar, or even join a dating service, but none of them would sexually satisfy her in the way that she's used to being sexually satisfied after having dated a bevy of powerful, influential, and worldly, albeit young men.
None of the men she'd meet here would interest her in the way that her worldly lovers interested her before and in the way that her son interested her now. With her son a blank slate and with the sexual attraction already there, she could fashion him in the image of his father, Gary, Henry, Steve? With the right clothes and hairstyle, needing more help in his seductive understanding and sexual sophistication of women, she could mold him and create him to be a cosmopolitan man, a man of the world.
Whenever he hugged her, with her feeling his strong back, arms, and shoulders, she loved it when he lightly ran his fingertips across the outline of her bra through her blouse before sliding his hand down to the top of the impression of her panty through her short skirt. Anticipating the feel of his hand and the sensation of his touch, but teasing her by stopping short of grabbing her ass or feeling her breast, she wondered if he knew how touching her in that way made her so terribly horny. Just as he was always hugging her, she was always hugging him. It was just an innocent hug between mother and son, albeit a hug that always turned into a full body press with her squishing her full, C cup breasts against his muscular chest and him pressing his hardening cock against her tone stomach.
Just as she couldn't help from touching him, he couldn't help from touching her. Although neither one would dare cross the incestuous line by inappropriately touching one another sexually and go where no mother should touch her son and no son should feel his mother, sex between the two was undeniably and undoubtedly inevitable. If Elizabeth had anything to do about it, awaiting the right opportunity, having sex with her son was just a matter of time. If Madam Flowers had anything to do with it, she'd be bedding her son on a bouquet of roses while laying all the incestuous guilt on him.
The need to bed her son was mildly erotic in comparison to all that she's done in her career. An international spy who used her body to get the information that she needed for her agency and for her country, she had done much worse than incestuously lusting over her son. Admittedly, having always been a cougar, she's lusted over her son ever since he turned of legal age. When alone with her bad self in her bedroom, whenever she reached to touch herself where she wished her son would touch her, she wondered what it'd feel like to be naked and in bed with him. She wondered what it'd feel like to kiss him with her tongue exploring his mouth in the way that she sexually fantasized about his hands exploring her naked body and his fingers exploring her pussy.
Being that a mother always knows her son, she suspected that he wanted her as much as she wanted him. Only, incest was a delicate balance in a game of cat and mouse and a game that she excelled at playing. As if she was a venomous spider and he was a helpless fly, she needed to entice him to her web for him to make the first move. No doubt, with her being an opportunist, the Halloween's Swingers' dance was the perfect venue to do just that. After having seduced many men to get close enough to kill them, seducing her son for incestuous sex would be easy.
With her son looking so much like his father, Hal, Frank, Louis, as if going back in time to recapture all the years she lost living out of a suitcase and traveling from country to country, being with her son made her imagine living with his dad, Ed, Brad, Charlie, when they were first married so very long ago. So happy and having sex in every room of the house, they were so much in love back then. Shockingly, Christopher looked so much like his dad, Tom, Ryan, John, that she looked at her son as if looking at her ex-husband, Anthony, Mario, Tyrone, 25-years ago. He was so handsome and she was so beautiful then. They made for the perfect couple. Yet, having given up so much, too much, to live this double life of espionage, wanting a second chance at happiness and, perhaps, a sexual fantasy come true, how good would it be if she could recapture all that she lost with her husband, Ralph, Walter, Ed, with her son?
Dating at twenty-three-years-old, married a year later, and pregnant a year after that, she took a maternity leave and a leave of absence from her job to enjoy living with her husband and son before returning to another new assignment. With her husband agreeing to be a stay-at-home dad watching Christopher, Elizabeth, an international investment banker and fluent in six languages, was now free to accept worldwide undercover assignments. Glad to be working again at the exciting game of espionage, she returned to working for the Agency a year after Christopher was born.
"Okay, Mom, I'll move back home but it will just be for a little while until I can find investors to fund my software company. Working day and night on my software, I won't even have the time to look for a job if I'm serious about starting my own business."
"Don't worry about a job, Christopher. I'll take care of your expenses while you look for your funding. You may stay here with me for as long as you need," she said giving him another kiss on the lips.
So long as they were having incestuous sex, he could live with her for as long as he wanted. If he couldn't find funding, she had plenty of money enough to fund his software company herself if need be. Having collected two fat paychecks her whole career, one as an investment banker and another as a spy, plus whatever she was given as gifts in between by admiring men and whatever she stole from her deceased victims, money wasn't an issue.
With voyeurism and masturbation his preferred sexual release, by his looks and his actions, it was no secret that Christopher lusted over his mother, Elizabeth, a 48-year-old divorcee. Unbeknownst to him, however, the perfect mother and son incestuous arrangement and potentially forbidden sexual scenario, Elizabeth always lusted over her 22-year-old, computer whiz of a son. Reading all the signals but afraid to run with the ball, with neither one willing to take the first step to cross the incestuous line, their sexually frustrated lives living together were filled with teasing, innuendoes, suggestive conversation, flashing, unfinished thoughts, and unspoken words.
Indeed, maybe the Halloween Masquerade party was a way for them to get together sexually. In the way that she drugged so many other men, she imagined drugging her son and having her wicked way with his semi-conscious, naked body while laying all the guilt on him for seducing her. Only, she wanted more than that. A relationship she once had with her husband, she wanted a real love relationship, albeit a mother and son sexual relationship with Christopher.
First things first, once returning home, Christopher put the Halloween dance on the back burner to satisfy his sexual need for voyeurism by spying on his mother dressing and undressing. Stealthily devious in their deception in the incestuous games they both played, like mother like son, after a trip to the spy store, he was ready. Having arranged to create a web site for the owner of the retail store and help out with other computer needs in exchange for deep, discounted prices on surveillance equipment, he purchased and installed six, tiny, wireless, color cameras with microphones in his mother's master bedroom and bathroom and hooked up the live feed to his laptop computer. If only Elizabeth knew how technologically sneaky he was, she'd be proud.
With two cameras in the bathroom, one facing the shower and the other shooting out from the angle of the mirror over the sink, except for the toilet, he had the bathroom completely covered. Because the bedroom was such a large room, he installed four cameras, one over the bed looking down from the light, another shooting out from her vanity table, a third shooting out from her full length mirror, and a last camera that shot inward from the bedroom door to get the entire view of the room. With all the cameras hidden and/or disguised as something else and with him thinking that his mother was so oblivious to such technological things that, even if she was staring right at them, she'd never find his hidden cameras in a million years.
Each camera had a tiny, zoom lens that activated with just a click of his mouse to zoom in and out with precision. Installed in places she'd never notice, he tested them on his computer for angle and clarity. With just a click of his mouse, he had six boxes on his computer screen that he could go from one to the other. With another click of his mouse he could fill the screen with whichever camera shot he wanted. With a third click of his mouse zooming in on the action, he was ready to see his mother in all manners of undress. He couldn't wait to see her undressing. He couldn't wait to see her in her sexy bra and bikini panty. He couldn't wait to see her naked.
Worth the multi-thousand dollar investment in buying six, high quality, color cameras and the software to operate them, he paid a fraction of what he'd have at retail prices in exchange for all the computer programming work he did for the owner of the store. Now with the cameras in place and with the live, wireless feed attached to his laptop, he was ready to capture every naked image of his mother. Wherever she was in those two rooms, he could see her on his computer as if he was a defense department security officer and she was an employee. Voyeurism was his perverse diversion that he needed to relax to when tired of writing software code. Having always spied on unknowing women in college, spying on his mother dressing and undressing was so much more exciting than spying on strangers.
The money that he spent on surveillance equipment was chump change compared to the amount of money that he needed to seed his video game business. Conservatively for him to hire all the programmers, graphic artists, writers, and staff support, along with renting an office space and buying all of the technical equipment, he figured he needed a few million dollars just to start. Famed Boston Red Sox pitcher, Curt Schilling, lost 50 million dollars in a start up computer game company in Rhode Island that employed more than 300 people. Not a typical son accepting defeat by losing money in a software venture, Christopher didn't want that to happen to him. Besides, a computer geek, he figured he was better suited to be successful in a video software game than would a retired, baseball pitcher.
Not a typical mother, Elizabeth got whatever she wanted and what she wanted now was her son sexually. A retired CIA operative, recruited right from college and sworn to secrecy, no one knew about her double life, not even her ex-husband and especially not her son. In the way he leered at her when she flashed him her panties in an up skirt and her pussy in an up nightgown, she knew he wanted her. In the way that he stared at her bra in a down blouse or cleavage in a down nightgown, she knew he was interested in more than just looking.
In the way that he, sometimes, accidentally on purpose flashed her his cock in his desperate horniness of her, she suspected her son of having as much of an incestuous libido for her as she had for him. After all, like mother like son, they were made from the same genetic makeup. Only, no matter what she did to tease him, to arouse him, and to seduce him, he never made the first move to initiate having sex with her, that is, until now, when he installed his six, hidden cameras with microphones. Just as he had already formulated his plan of spying on her, she needed a plan to seduce him too
With nothing dumb or innocent about her, she was a giant leap ahead of her son in her stealthiness. With him being a computer expert, but with her trained to suspect everyone and expect the unexpected, she suspected he'd install cameras to spy on her. When he returned home to live with her, as a matter of routine in her field of work, she swept the house and found all six cameras and listening devices. Proud of the stealthiness Christopher demonstrated to install such invasive surveillance, albeit showing his voyeuristically incestuous hand, in was then that she realized that he was content in just watching her stripping naked when she'd rather be fucking and sucking him.
Now more obvious than before with his incestuous gamesmanship, a game that she was eager to play, Elizabeth needed her own plan to seduce her son. She's done worse in having sex with foreign nationals in her 25-year career with the CIA than in wanting to have sex with her son. Yet, wanting to preserve her motherly reputation with Christopher and not wanting him to think any less of her, she didn't want to be deemed the incestuous whore and ruin the close mother and son relationship they enjoyed. Instead of her seducing him, turning the tables on him, she needed him to seduce her. Being that she was his mother and he was her son, she needed him to feel guilty for having sex with her.
Willing to wait until he was ready, she'd rather that he'd make the first move. She'd rather that he shoulder the guilt of a son seducing his mother instead of a mother seducing her son. He's already set the stage and crossed the incestuous line by installing his surveillance cameras to spy on her. Yet, with her having the upper hand by not only knowing there were cameras in her bedroom and bathroom but also knowing where they were, she planned on being a willing participant in his incestuous game of voyeurism and exhibitionism. If watching her through six camera lenses didn't make him crazy enough to want her, seduce her, lick her, and fuck her then she needed a way to further entice her son. If his plan of voyeurism and her plan of exhibitionism failed to seduce her son, the swingers' Halloween dance was her ace in the hole to move him from being just a passive voyeur and her just a passive exhibitionist to both of them being active, incestuous, bed partners.
Just as she did when out in the field to save her life, as if playing a chess game with her son, she needed to anticipate all of his next moves before he even thought of them. With him having already invited her to the dance and with her not saying no, she figured that the Halloween Masquerade Ball was her last and best way to seduce him. By dissuading him from the sexual charms of other sexy, female swingers and in conjunction with a bit of alcohol, perhaps she could somehow use the Halloween dance to her advantage in her seduction of him. In the meantime, as her way of teasing him, she'd play the innocent victim instead of the aggressive predator, she'd play his incestuous, video game of exhibitionism and voyeurism before making her real moves of seduction at the Halloween dance.
"I'm going to get ready for bed Christopher," said Elizabeth yawning. "I'm tired. It's been a long day," she said stretching her long, thin, shapely body.
Knowing her son would run upstairs to his room as soon as she closed her bedroom door, she couldn't wait to strip for her son. As horny for him as he was for her, she couldn't wait for her son to see her parading around her bedroom in her sexy bra and panty. She couldn't wait for her son to see her tits, her ass, and her pussy. She couldn't wait for her son to see her naked.
"Okay Mom," said Christopher giving his mother a hug and a kiss on the lips goodnight.
"I'm glad you're back home with Mommy, Christopher. Afraid before and nervous by every little sound outside, having you here with me and having a man around the house again makes me feel so safe."
A fifth degree, black belt in martial arts, and personally instructed in close hand-to-hand fighting by a team of Navy Seals, if only Christopher knew that his mother had been a top CIA agent, albeit retired, and was a trained assassin with master skills in all kinds of weaponry, he'd never believe her. If only Christopher knew she had an entire arsenal of weapons hidden in every room of the house, he'd be shocked. If only Christopher knew how dangerous she was, he never would have agreed to live with her, never mind want to have sex with her. With Elizabeth always getting what she wanted, having sex with her son was the frosting on her cake. She didn't need his protection. All she needed was his voluntary, sexual cooperation.
"I'm glad to be home mother," he said hugging her.
When he broke off the hug, his hand slid down her back and his fingertips continued down to lightly touch and fall across her ass. He sent shivers down her spine when he touched her ass in that sensual way. She wished he'd grab a whole handful of her ass. She wished he'd stick his hand up her short skirt and cup her ass through her panty before reaching around her to grab a handful of her pussy. She wished he'd strip her naked and force her to do all that he, no doubt, sexually fantasized her doing to his naked body while doing all that she sexually fantasized about him doing to her naked body. She wished he'd handcuff her to the bed and force her to be his incestuous, slut bitch.
As soon as her bedroom door closed, he turned off the television, went up to his room, and turned on his computer screen. He clicked on camera one. As if he was there in her room with her, he watched his mother turn on her bedroom light, pull out her sexy, nightgown from her dresser drawer, and carefully lay it on the bed. As if he was watching an X-rated video, watching his mother getting ready for bed was so much more exciting than watching a paid, porn actress. As if he was watching his incestuous, sexual fantasy play across his computer screen, watching his mother getting ready for bed was surreal.
"This is good, really good," he said grabbing a handful of tissue before pulling down his sweatpants to stroke himself to an erection by the sexy sight of her. "I have the perfect view of her. Oh, my God, I can't wait for her to undress."
When his mother stood before her full length mirror, Christopher clicked on camera two. Excited by the sexy sight of her, as if he was there directing her, she was taking her sweet time looking at herself in the mirror before beginning to disrobe. As if he was there standing in front of her, as if he was orchestrating her disrobing movements psychically, he watched her slowly unbutton her blouse one slow button at a time. As if she was a stripper on stage giving him a private, slow show of her sexy body, he stroked himself to an erection while watching her undress. With her blouse unbuttoned and her bra and cleavage exposed, he watched her look at herself in the mirror while she turned from side to side.
"I wonder what she's thinking for her to dress so slowly and for her to give me such a sexy show of her hot body. Maybe she spotted the cameras and knowing that I'm watching her, she's purposely giving me a slow, striptease show. Nah, my mother would never spot the cameras. She has no clue that I'm watching her undressing. She's an investment banker, not a spy. She'd never suspect that her son is a pervert. She'd never think that I installed six wireless cameras just to watch her undress and dress. How perfectly perverted is that?"



She had a flat, toned stomach, no doubt from all the tennis she played and all the swimming she did. If only he knew it was from all the basic training, martial arts, and survival conditioning she had. Then, as if he was watching his woman and he were her man, he watched her remove her blouse, carefully fold it, and deposit it in her laundry hamper. Switching back and forth from camera one, full room view, to camera two, full length mirror view, there she was in full color on his computer screen in her sexy bra and short skirt.
"I love her big bra. I love her long line of cleavage. I love how the top of her tits jiggle when she walks. Take off your bra Mommy. Take off your bra. Show me your tits," he said stroking himself a little faster to the image of his mother in her sexy, white bra.
After having masturbated while holding her bra and feeling and sniffing her panty several times in the past, he knew her bra was a 36 C and her panties were his sexual dream makers. He loved her sexy underwear. Glad that she had the body to wear bikini and thong panties instead of granny panties, he couldn't wait for her to remove her short skirt.
He watched her standing there in her bra and short skirt while he stroked himself to an even harder erection. He watched her unbutton, unzip, and remove her short skirt. Viola! There she was in her bra and panty. As if she was standing on a beach in her barely there bikini, she stood in front of her mirror in her sexy bra and bikini panty. A sight to behold, an image he's never seen, he stared at his mother in her sexy lingerie while stroking himself.
If only she knew he was spying on her, she'd be so upset. If only she knew he was watching her undress, she'd be so mad. If only she knew he was about to see her naked, she'd probably ask him to leave her house. Yet, whether she'd be upset, mad, or throw him out of her house, none of that mattered, at least, not right now that she was about to get naked. The only thing that mattered now was that his mother was giving him a slow striptease show and he was finally going to see his mother naked. He prayed she didn't turn off the light. Wow, how frustrating would that be if she turned off the light right at the good part?
"Oh, my God, my mother is an absolute MILF. She looks so hot in her bra and panty. I can see her pussy mound and her pussy slit as if I'm there in the room with her," he said talking to himself. "She more looks 35-years-old than 48-years-old. How did she get such a hot body? I'd love to feel her while French kissing her. I'd love to feel her breasts through her bra and her ass through her panty. I'd love to remove her bra and suck her big tits. I'd love to fuck her. I'd love for her to fondle my cock while I play with her titties and finger her nipples. I'd love to watch her fall to her knees and take my big cock in her mouth," he said slowly stroking himself to all that he was saying and all that he was watching. "If I zoom in I can see her ass crack through her panty every time she bends forward at the waist. That's right Mommy give me a sexy show. Bend over for me again while I imagine fucking you, my sexy, little bitch."
Indeed, in the way she slowly undressed and in the way she paraded around her bedroom, she acted as if she knew he was watching her and she did. She acted as if she was giving him a slow, personal, striptease show, and she was. Teasing him with her motions while seducing him with her body, she took her sweet time undressing. She suspected that she was driving him wild with his incestuous lust for her by playing her part as the victim instead of the predator and she was. Pretending to be oblivious to the four bedroom cameras watching her, not reaching for a robe to cover her semi-nakedness and never looking directly at the cameras, Elizabeth sashayed around her bedroom in her sexy underwear. Knowing he was watching her, with her bra and panty her favorite, sexy outfit of choice and one that showed the shapely contours of her body, she was having too good of a time exposing herself to her son. She imagined him masturbating to the sexy image of her and he was.
Christopher clicked from camera two, the view from the full length mirror to camera one, the view of the entire room. Then, when she unhooked her bra without removing the straps from her shoulders and her cups from her breasts, she mindlessly walked around her room while busying herself touching that and moving this. Staring at his computer screen as if watching paint dry, he stared at her bra straps while waiting for them to fall. Ever so slowly and gradually as one bra strap slid from her shoulder to her upper arm and the other bra strap followed too, he held his breath waiting for her bra cups to fall and expose her breasts to him with every nonsensical movement of her hands and arms. When her fallen bra cups were just about to fall from her body to expose her breasts, she did the unimaginable. She moved her bra straps back over her shoulders.
"God damn it! Why'd she do that? Take off your bra Mom. Show me your tits," he said.
Obviously not wanting to cum yet, needing to at least see her tits first, Christopher slowed his stroking, no doubt, until she removed her bra and he saw her tits. Having never seen his mother's breasts before, other than in a down nightgown glimpse of bits and pieces of her breasts, the desire to see his mother's tits were understandably exciting. Without further delay, he watched her unceremoniously remove her bra. Her breasts were right there in full view of cameras one, two, and three. He instructed his printer to print out a few candid shots of his mother's naked breasts as she paraded around her room topless and naked but for her panties.
"There they are, my mother's tits. Wow! She has a rack. So big and so shapely, I love my mother's tits. She must be cold because her nipples are erect. Gees, they're really erect. Maybe she's sexually excited. Maybe walking around her room makes her horny, which is why she's parading back and forth. Maybe the breeze on her nipples makes them hard. I wish I could feel her breasts. I wish I could finger her nipples. I wish I could suck her nipples while sliding a hand down the front of her panty to finger her pussy. I wish I was there inside her bedroom with her," he said slowly stroking himself.
She walked around her bedroom jiggling her breasts as if she was sportswriter, Erin Andrews, in her hotel room while being spied on by some pervert in the way that he was perversely spying on his mother. Stroking his cock a little faster, he stared at his mother's breasts while watching her walk that way, the other way, and back again. Obviously not caring what she was doing or why she was walking around her room so much, he was content just staring at her big, shapely, jiggling tits.
"Maybe if she agrees to go to the swingers' Halloween dance with me, maybe after a few drinks, maybe if I could get her drunk enough, she'd allow me to see her tits and/or feel her tits. Maybe we could share a room and while she was in the shower, I could barge in on her on the pretense that I needed to pee really bad. Maybe if she was drunk enough, she'd open the shower curtain while I was there to show me her naked body as she toweled herself dry. Maybe if she was drunk enough, she'd even ask me to help her wash her beautiful body. Nah, my mother isn't like that. Except for my dad, no doubt, a virgin when she married and a forever faithful wife, she probably hasn't had sex with anyone before and during her marriage and even after her divorce," he said putting his mother high upon his loft pedestal.
She sat in front of her vanity mirror and he switched to camera three. With his printer busy printing topless photos of her to expressly use for the purpose of masturbation later, more candid color prints followed of his mother sitting there topless in just her bikini panties. Topless, vulnerable, sexually aroused, and horny from stripping off her clothes and showing her son her nearly naked body, Elizabeth was fully aware that her son was watching her from every conceivable angle imaginable. Brazenly, as if she was sitting there fully clothe or as if she was an actress acting in an R-rated movie, Elizabeth played her part perfectly for the camera. As sexually aroused showing her body to her son as she imagined he was seeing her body, she wished she was in his room masturbating him before sucking him. Eager to give him a dancing breast show, she picked up her brush and counted as she brushed her long, lush, blonde hair one hundred times, fifty times with her right hand and fifty times with her left.
"Just look at those tits dancing. I love her big tits. I love her big nipples. She has fabulous breasts. I love watching her big, boobs bounce and jiggle with every movement she makes. Bounce those tits Mommy. I'd give anything to touch them, feel them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them. Oh, Mommy, I want you. Mommy, I love you. I wish I could cum all over your big tits after cumming in your mouth. Blow me Mommy. Suck my cock."
Done brushing her hair, Elizabeth stood to face camera two again. Knowing her son was a breast man, she was intent on driving him mad for her big tits. She moved closer to the full length mirror and, as if she was Joan Crawford telling Cecil B. DeMille that she was finally ready for her close up, she walked closer to the mirror to give herself a breast exam and to check her breasts for lumps. Feeling, touching, and squeezing them, checking one breast before checking the other, she lifted each one of her big breasts while staring at them in the mirror.
"Oh, my God, just look at those tits. I'd love to give my mother a breast exam," said Christopher. "Hold those tits up for me Mommy as if you're about to stick them in my mouth to suck. Oh yeah, Mom, show me your tits Mom," he said stroking himself faster.
Holding her breast up to the mirror as if offering her tit up to her son, she reexamined one before repeating the process with the other. Stroking himself faster and faster, he was nearly ready to cum at the sexy tit show his mother just gave him. Then, unexpectedly, when she ran her palm across her nipples, he stopped stroking himself to watch what she was doing.
"What the Hell is she doing? Is she playing with her nipples?"
As soon as her nipples became more erect, she fingered them. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, she played with her nipples while sticking her hand down her panty to finger herself. He watched her knuckles moving inside of her sheer, white panty. Then, removing her hand from fingering her pussy, she licked and sucked her fingers before lifting her breasts to her lips to suck them, first one and then the other.
"Fuck me! Are you kidding me? First she fingers her pussy and now my mother is sucking her own tits. I'd love to barge in her room and offer her my help. I'm so horny. I'd loved to touch, feel, fondle, and caress my mother's big tits before fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her big nipples. I'd love to suck my mother's big tits in the way that she's sucking them now. Wishing I could masturbate her, I'd love to finger my Mom's pussy while sucking her nipples."
Slowly, as if giving a paying customer a good show by bending at the waist, she slid her panties down her toned stomach, over her round ass, and down her shapely legs before turning around to expose her perfect pussy to her son. Show over and, no doubt, bedtime. She was naked. His mother was naked.
"There it is, the money shot and what I've been longing and waiting to see, my mother's cunt. Her pussy is right there. Oh, my God. I don't believe she's naked and live on my computer screen. I figured her for a bushy beaver or a trimmed pussy, I never figured she'd be bald. I'd give anything to watch her shave her pussy. I'd give anything to cup her sweet pussy, to part her lips with my finger, and tickle her clit while fucking her with my long, stiff finger before licking her. Oh, yeah, definitely, I'd love to lick my Mom's pussy. I'd make her cum with my fingers and tongue before mounting her and fucking her. I'd love to make her my sexy bitch."
Now naked, Elizabeth walked around the bedroom. She looked at her books as if looking for a book to read and went through her videos as if looking for a video to watch. Then, still standing there naked, turning this way and that way, she turned on the television and flipped stations before turning it off.
"I'm so bored. I'm so lonely. I'm so horny," she said for no one to hear but for the secret surveillance microphones installed by her son. As if she was an actress in a porn movie, running her slow hands all over her naked body before pulling up her pussy lips and inserting her finger first in her pussy and then in her mouth, she said, "I wish I had a man to lick me and fuck me. I wish I had a big, hard cock to suck."
"Oh, my God, in a million years, I never would have thought my mother would be horny and want a cock to suck. She's my Mom. Even though I know she's a woman, I never thought of her as a sexual woman. Even though I know she must have had sex once to have me, I never thought of her having sex. I never figured she sucked cock. I figured at her age, sex was over," he said staring at his mother's naked image. "Come to my room naked Mom and I promise you won't be bored, lonely, and/or horny anymore," he said stroking himself faster. "I'd lick you. I'd fuck you. I'd offer you my cock to suck. I love you Mommy."
"I love my body. I love touching, feeling, and fondling myself," she said just as she reached in a drawer and pulled out her vibrator and dildo.
Ignoring her nightgown, she sat on her bed, moved to the center, fell back, and spread her legs wide while Christopher clicked on camera four, the view from the overhead light over the bed. He couldn't possibly have a better view of her pussy unless he was her gynecologist or her lover licking her.
"Fuck me. Oh, my God. Like mother like son, here I am masturbating and my mother is about to masturbate too. If only we could masturbate together. If only I could masturbate her and she could masturbate me, how hot would that be? While positioned in the sixty-nine position, if only I could lick her while she sucked me, I'd be in Heaven," he said watching his mother touch herself.
"I wish I had a man's fingers inside my cunt instead of my vibrator," she said teasing her clit with her vibrator. "I wish I had a man's cock inside my mouth instead of my dildo," she said sticking her dildo in her mouth and sucking it.
"I wish I had the balls to walk in her room naked and ask her if she needed a finger, a hand, a mouth, or a cock. Wow, look at her bald, naked pussy glistening. If I were there now, I'd lick and finger her pussy. I'd make my mother cum. Look at her tits. If I were there now, I'd suck her hard, erect nipples. Mommy, I love you. Mommy, I want you. Mommy, I want to lick you. Mommy, I want to fuck you," said Christopher stroking himself faster to his mother's masturbation show. "Mommy, mommy, mommy," he said stroking himself faster.
Closing her eyes, Elizabeth aroused herself by fingering her pussy first before using her vibrator on her clit. Then, once aroused, she abandoned her vibrator for the dildo. Slowly sticking the dildo deeper in her cunt, turning and swirling it around while moving it in and moving it out before moving it all around, she fondled her tits and fingered her nipples with her free hand. Taking up the vibrator again, she ambidextrously pleasured herself with both hands and both toys at the same time.
"I wonder what she thinks about while masturbating," he said. "I wonder if she thinks of me while fucking herself with that long, hard rod. If I didn't think she'd kick me out of the house, I'm barge in naked on her to ask her if she needs my hand, my fingers, my mouth, and my cock." Instead, stopping stroking himself to watch her, not wanting to cum just yet, Christopher watched his mother pleasuring herself.
Giving her son a real masturbation show, when she removed the dildo from her pussy and replaced it for the vibrator, she moved the dildo to her lips and licked off her pussy juices from it before taking it in her mouth as if giving a blowjob. Twirling it, licking it, moving it in and moving it out, she sucked her dildo as if she was sucking a cock while teasing her clit with the vibrator. She continued pleasuring herself with her vibrator until...
"Oh, sweet Jesus. Yes, that's it. I'm cumming. Oh, baby. Oh, my God. Lick me Christopher. Lick Mommy's pussy while Mommy cums in your mouth. Feel my tits and finger my nipples while licking me. Make Mommy cum and Mommy will suck your cock. Oh yeah baby, I'd fucking blow you. Mommy will let you cum in her mouth and Mommy will swallow you if you make Mommy cum. Cum for me Christopher. Cum. Cum in Mommy's mouth."
"What? What did she just say? Lick me Christopher? Lick Mommy's pussy? Make Mommy cum and Mommy will suck your cock?" Wanting to hear what she said again to make sure that he hadn't imagined it, Christopher replayed the video and watched his mother pleasuring herself all over again.
"Oh, sweet Jesus. Yes, that's it. I'm cumming. Oh, baby. Oh, my God. Lick me Christopher. Lick Mommy's pussy while Mommy cums in your mouth. Feel my tits and finger my nipples while licking me. Make Mommy cum and Mommy will suck your cock. Oh yeah baby, I'd fucking blow you. Mommy will let you cum in her mouth and Mommy will swallow you if you make Mommy cum. Cum for me Christopher. Cum. Cum in Mommy's mouth."
Switching back to camera four and to real time, Christopher watched his mother have an orgasm. Obviously his mother wants him as much as he wants her. Yet, even though he now knows that they both want one another, fearing she'd kick him out of the house, how could he cross the incestuous line to have sex with her without looking like a perversely perverted son lusting over his mother? If she ever found his cameras and if she ever knew he spied on her, she'd disown him. Even though she said that she wanted him to lick her, even though she said that she'd suck his cock if he made her cum, and even though she said that he could cum in her mouth and she'd swallow him, that may have been just pillow talk during the heat of her masturbation session. Nonetheless, now that he knows that she wants him as much as he wants her, he needed a plan to seduce his mother. Maybe the swingers' Halloween dance was the way for him to do that.
"I'll pressure her to attend the swingers' Halloween Masquerade dance with me on the pretense that I need her to make someone jealous, but who? I need to find a woman her age or older and not as good looking," said Christopher talking to himself. "Maybe once at the dance, after plying her with alcohol, she'll allow me to feel her hot body while dancing with her. Maybe once back in the room, she'll have sex with me. Only, she'd never go to the dance with me. She's too uptight. My Mom's not a swinger. She's not a slut."
Christopher turned off his computer and stopped stroking himself to rethink his plan to seduce his mother.
"She's just a lonely woman alone masturbating in her room while thinking of having sex with me in the heat of the moment. Just as she'd never attend the dance with me, she'd never have sex with me. How could I be so perverted to think those incestuous thoughts about my own mother? After all that she's done for me, how could I so disrespect her by installing cameras to watch her strip naked? I feel like such an unappreciative cad only, I couldn't help myself from wanting to see my mother naked and if I had to make the choice again of respecting my mother by not spying on her, I'd spy on her again," he said for only himself to hear.
The next morning, even though he felt guilty about the incestuous thoughts that he had for his mother, he was unable to stop his voyeuristic perversion. When he heard his mother running the water in the bathroom, he monitored cameras five, the one by the bathroom mirror and camera six, the one by the shower. Not wanting to see his mother sitting on the toilet, he purposely omitted a camera for that location. There she was standing in front of the bathroom mirror in her sexy nightgown brushing her teeth. He stared at the impression her nipples made in the sheer material of her nightgown and, as if the first time seeing her tits, he stared down her nightie at her breasts when she leaned in the sink to rinse.



"I just love her big tits. I just love her big nipples," he said touching himself again. "I love you Mommy."
As if a stripper standing on stage, she stood in the middle of the master bathroom and, from different angles, he had clear shots of her from both cameras five and six. As if watching her removing a sheet from a sculpted work of art, a sculptor's masterpiece, he watched his mother remove her nightgown. Again, as he was last night when she readied herself for bed, he was rewarded with her nakedness. Naked again, naked, naked, naked, his mother was naked before his horny eyes again.
Only this time lit up in the bright light of the bathroom, he had a much clearer view of her shapely body. As if she was his living and breathing Venus, she had such a hot body. As he did the night before to the naked, sexy sight of his mother, instead of pulling down his sweatpants, he pulled his cock out from the pee-hole of his pajama bottoms and stroked himself to an erection. Then when she moved to the shower, he refocused on camera six. As if he was standing in the shower with her, he watched her wash herself.
"That's right Mom, wash your dirty body. If I was there in the shower with you now, I'd soap you up real good before pushing you up against the marble wall and fucking you. Oh, yeah, I'd lather your naked ass with my horny hand while washing your big tits and cupping your sweet pussy."
Knowing that her horny son was watching her, knowing that he could see her naked body from every angle, and figuring that he was masturbating to what he was seeing, she gave him a real, steaming hot, slow, shower show. Taking her time to wash her breasts, she spent a lot of time washing and fingering her pussy. Then, bending at the waist while pretending to be oblivious to the camera location by not looking up at it, she turned to face the camera to wash her ass and in between her legs. Touching herself where she imagined her son touching her and touching herself where she imagined her son wished he could touch her, she was even more incestuously wicked than he was in her exhibitionism of her body and than he was in his voyeurism of her.
After watching her naked show, today was the day that he was to put his plan in motion. Today was the day of the swingers' Halloween dance. Having not mentioned the dance again since the time he received the invitation and first invited her to go to the dance with him, his plan was to make her feel guilty by having her think that he thought she had already agreed to go to the Halloween dance with him. Obviously eager to begin the discussion necessary to set his devious plan in motion, Christopher was already waiting for her downstairs when Elizabeth walked in the kitchen fully dressed.
"Mom, I need your help," he said innocently blinking his eyes at her while flashing her his best smile.
"You do? Anything. Just ask me," she said with a smile. She ran her hand over his head in the same way she did when he was a little boy, the same hand she used to feel her naked body. She stopped to push his hair behind his ear with her finger, the same finger she used to pleasure herself. "What can Mommy do for her beautiful boy?"
"Well," he said pausing to make eye contact with her, "the swingers' Halloween masquerade dance is tonight and--"
"I wish you'd stop attending those swingers' dances Christopher. Those people are nothing but a bunch of perverts," she said acting in her motherly role. "The women who attend those dances are wicked whores and the men are deranged degenerates."
"Actually, Mom, that's not true. I've met some of the nicest people there," he said looking up at her to give her another smile. "You'd be surprised who attends those dances, firemen, policemen, lawyers, doctors, and dentists, regular people who are normal in every way, other than having an overactive libido," he said with a laugh. "Besides, I need to attend the dance for the research that I need to do with my sexy, swingers, video game."
"Well, I'm not surprised by that list of attendees. Many of those occupations hide sexual perverts and deviates," she said warning her son of the danger of his actions. "I'd rather my baby stayed away from perverted people."
If only he knew that she was one of the most sexually perverted women he knew. If only he knew that she was grooming her young stud to be her cosmopolitan, worldly, sexual man.
"You said you'd go with me," he said lying while looking at her with a face full of disappointment.
"I said no such thing Christopher. I said that I'd think about it and I have thought about it. I can't attend such a vile, sexual display of humanity, especially with my son."
"Actually, being that you didn't say that you wouldn't go, I just assumed that you'd attend the dance with me," he said looking at her the hopefulness of a boy asking her for a puppy.
"I can't go to a swingers' dance, Halloween or otherwise. The thought of attending such a dance sounds so nasty," she said with the reprimand of a mother. "Besides, I'm your mother and your my son. It would be wrong for us to be seen in public together at a swingers' dance. People would talk about us. People would gossip about us. Everyone would imagine the worst. People would think we were having sex," she said suddenly sexually aroused when mentioning the word sex in reference to her son. She thought of her son licking her pussy. She thought of fucking her son before falling to her knees to suck him. "People would think we were incestuously perverted."
"What if I told you," he said staring up at her in readiness to watch her reaction, "that Mrs. Blake is a swinger?"
Using that tidbit of information as his ace in the hole, his trump card, and his checkmate, he looked at her as if he were a Cheshire cat hoping to convince her to attend the dance with him. Counting on her attending after seeing her naked and masturbating herself, especially after seeing her naked and masturbating herself with the sexual thoughts of him, unfortunately, the realization of his sexual fantasy of seducing his mother was as realistic as Alice in Wonderland being real. He looked at her with pleading eyes while watching for her reaction to his latest revelation.
"Irene Blake? Tommy's mother?"
Not surprised, she always knew he was attracted to his friend's mother, especially before she gained all that weight. Yet, always a step or two ahead of him, seeing through his ploy, she figured that he was merely trying to make her jealous as his ruse to get her to go with him to the Halloween dance. Even though her son was no dummy, he was no match for her deceitfulness. Way ahead of him in his game trickery and deception, she already knew where he was trying to go with this.
"Yeah and I've always had the hots for her."
"You have?" With a look of shock taking hold of her face, she acted surprise. "Irene Blake?"
Continuing her acting, she looked at him with feigned, shocked surprised. Irene was older than her by 5 years and not nearly as good looking. Moreover where Elizabeth was tall and shapely, Irene was short and a little chubby but with big tits. There was no way that her son would settle to bed her instead of his mother.
"I have," with a sexually excited smile.
"Why on God's, green earth would you have the hots for a short, overweight, middle-aged woman? I don't understand Christopher."
She looked at him knowing that he was sexual putty in her hands and everything she said to him now was something she'd use against him to seduce him later.
"It started when she answered the door just wearing a towel," he said seemingly embarrassed and sexually excited by confessing what really happened. "She invited me inside to wait for Tommy who was out walking the dog and when she turned from closing the door, in a flash, a scream, and a giggle, she accidentally dropped her towel."
"You saw Tommy's mother naked?"
"Yes, I did."
"Irene flashed you her naked body?"
"Yes, she did."
"That little whore. Accident my ass. That was no accident. In the way she's always wearing low cut tops that flash her tits and short skirts that flash her panties, when she's wearing them, I'm sure her flashing you wasn't accidental," said Elizabeth feigning anger.
Then, with a feeling of possessiveness taking hold of her emotions, no longer having to fake her outrage, suddenly she was jealous that Irene was trying to seduce her son by flashing him her naked body.
"Now that I know she's a swinger, I don't think it was an accident either Mom," said Christopher stoking her jealous fire. "With her hands to her face as if in shocked surprise, instead of her hands concealing her tits and pussy, she just stood there staring at me staring at her while acting shocked and making no attempt to cover her nakedness until she finally picked up her towel and wrapped it around herself."
"She's such a little whore. A cougar, that's what she is," said Elizabeth sexually excited by the very word. "I have a mind to go over right now and give her a piece of my mind," said Elizabeth feigning anger. "Promise me that you'll stay away from her Christopher."
She wondered why she hadn't thought of dropping her towel in front of her son and/or her son's friends herself before. Only, after being flashed by Mrs. Blake, it was a good thing she didn't drop her towel in front of Christopher too. No doubt, being so supposedly and accidentally flashed by two middle-aged women, he'd think that all middle-aged women went around dropping their towels and exposing themselves to men more than half their age. By openly discussing their sexuality, suddenly she felt just as wicked as Irene must have felt when standing naked in front of her son or maybe in the way that Elizabeth doesn't feel wicked about trying to seduce her son, Irene didn't feel wicked at all about exposing herself to Christopher.
"Mom, don't. It happened four, long years ago when I was leaving for college. Then, when I saw her at the swingers' dance, I was shocked."
"Did you say hi, Mrs. Blake. Remember me? I saw your naked body when you dropped your towel on purpose, you slutty, dirty bitch."
"No I was too surprised to approach her. Besides she was with another man."
"Another man? Where was her husband?"
"Home, I guess," he said. "Perhaps he doesn't know his wife is a swinger."
"Or maybe he doesn't care his wife is a swinger," she said, "so long as she gives him pillow talk by telling him who she had sex with and what she did. There are plenty of men who enjoy that kind of sexual relationship." Already surmising who the other man was, nonetheless, she looked at her son with curiosity. "Who was the other man? Do you know?"
"Tommy," he said with another Cheshire cat smile.
"Tommy? Her son?"
"Yes."
"Oh, my God! She's such an incestuous pig to attend a swingers' dance with her son."
"Yes, which is why I want you to attend the dance with me."
"Are you out of your mind Christopher Joseph? Oh, no, even if I considered attending the swingers' Halloween dance before, I'd never go now," she said.
"Mom, it's no big deal. It's just a dance. C'mon please?"
"A dance with swingers, are you crazy?" She paused to stare at her son. "Just as I don't understand what you get out of attending those dances, other than the obvious, I don't understand what you see in her Christopher. She's at least five years older than me and not nearly as attractive as I am. I'd think you'd find someone more your age more sexually exciting. There are plenty of woman out there that you--"
"What can I say Mom, I'm attracted to older women," he said staring in her big, blue eyes before focusing on her big tits.
"Well not all older woman want a younger man," she said returning his look with a sexy smile.
"Precisely my point Mom, but not in the case of Irene Blake. She only swings with younger men. Since she's never met you and has no idea what you look like, I figured that if you attended the dance as my date, when she sees me with you, an older and more attractive woman, that I'd make her jealous and get her in bed," he said.
"Whether making her jealous with me or not, I wouldn't think you'd have any problem seducing that tramp," she said looking at him with disinterest when she really was interested in attending the dance with him as her sexual escort.
"Please Mom? Pretty please?"
Reminding her of how he used to ask for things when he was just a little boy, she looked at him and smiled.
"If I agree to go with you to the Halloween party, I'm not having sex with anyone Christopher. I mean it. I'm just going there as your escort and to dance. We go, have a drink, dance, and come home. That's it."
"Okay but--"
"But what?"
"We need to rent a room Mom."
"A room? Why?"
"It's too far to drive home at that early hour of the morning and with the both of us drinking, to be safe, we should stay there overnight."
"You're right, of course. I'll give you my credit card to book two rooms," she said suddenly thinking about sleeping in the same room with her son, even though she said otherwise.
"Two rooms?"
"I'm not going to stay in the same room with you Christopher. That would be so inappropriate."
At this late hour, the day of the dance, they'd be lucky to book a room and would have to accept whatever room they had left, probably a single room.
"Thanks for the use of your credit card but I'll be lucky to get one room," said Christopher giving his mother a kiss on the lips. "Since this is the day of the dance and with most swingers booking their rooms weeks in advance, the hotel is filled for partygoers wanting to spend the night."
"Well, I guess we'll have to accept whatever we can get," she said imagining sleeping in the same small bed with her son.
Just as it was with every other dance with more than one couple shacking up together in a room, the small hotel would be overcrowded. Since he was making a last minute reservation, they'd be no way that he'd be getting a room with king or queen sized bed. The larger rooms are the first to go. All they'd have left would be small rooms with a single bed. His mother wouldn't know until it was too late that they'd be sleeping in the same room and, hopefully, sharing the same small bed. If she protested, he'd go down to the front desk to get another room or a cot. Of course, he'd return telling her that all the rooms and cots were taken. It was a good plan from the eyes of a horny son wanting to sleep in the same bed with his mother.
As soon as they entered the room, before his mother even closed the door, she noticed the elephant in the room.
"Christopher what's wrong with this picture?"
"What picture?" He said not looking at the bed and looking at the pictures on the wall instead.
"There's only one, small bed," she said with feigned outrage in her eyes but real incest in her heart.
"I know," he said going for broke with his gamble. "It was the only room they had left. Sorry."
"I can't sleep in the same bed with my son," she said looking at him. "Look how small that bed is. It's not even a queen sized bed. We'd be sleeping on top of one another," she said.
The image of her sleeping naked beneath her naked son before she rolled him over and slept on top of him filled her mind with incestuous lust.
"It's okay, Mom. These things go on until all hours of the morning. We'll be only using the room to change and shower. We can crash with our clothes on for an hour or two after the dance and the private parties are over, then go home. Okay?"
"Okay, I guess this room will do," she said looking from the bed to him.
Elizabeth went in to take her shower first and emerged from the shower wearing just a towel wrapped around her shapely, naked body and another towel wrapped around her hair. She thought of Tommy's mother dropping her towel in front of her son. Tempted to pull that same trick, tempted to flash him her ass, pussy, and tits, but with plenty of time for that later, she controlled herself from showing her intentions too soon. Instead of flashing him her naked body, she flashed him her bra and panty. Walking around the room with her blouse half unbuttoned and her short skirt hiked up every time she sat and slowly crossed her legs, she gave him a sexy show of her lingerie.
"It was a jam packed house and being that it was short notice, not wanting him to think that she had any intention of attending the Halloween dance with him, Elizabeth didn't have time or the mind to rent a costume. Most attendees wore costumes. With the fit, hard body to carry the illusion, Christopher was dressed as a boxer. Wearing boxing shoes, he bought an Everlast robe and trunks and hung a pair of bag gloves around his neck. Elizabeth wore a powder blue, silk button blouse with a navy blue, short skirt. On her way to the ballroom she passed by the employees lounge and quickly and discreetly ducked inside.
"Mom, where are you going? That's employees only. The dance is this way," said Christopher standing outside and talking to the door while waiting for his mother to emerge. She came out wearing a hotel nametag that read, Esmeralda. "This nametag will do as my costume," she said pinning it to her blouse with a laugh.
"You're going to get in trouble, Mom."
If only her son knew the kind of danger she put herself in when visiting foreign countries to commit her crimes of espionage, stealing someone's nametag from an employee locker was hardly worth a worry.
"Tonight, I'm not your Mom and you're not my son. I'm Esmeralda," she said pointing to her nametag and laughing. "We're just another sexy, sexual couple enjoying a fun filled evening at the swinger's Halloween party. Okay?"
Wanting to stick her tongue down his throat while feeling his bulging cock through his pants, she gave him a motherly kiss instead.
"Okay Esmeralda, then being that I'm not your son, call me Kid Dangerous," he said holding up one of his boxing gloves. "Tonight Esmeralda, you're my sexy woman," he said putting an arm around her slim waist before reaching his hand down to grab a handful of her firm, round ass through her short skirt and bikini panty. "Tonight Esmeralda, we make love before having wild sex."
That's the ticket, she thought. Even though he wanted her to think that he was kidding, she knew he was serious. Already soliciting her, he's already thinking of making love with her before having wild sex. With her plan to seduce her son working while making it appear that he was the one who seduced her, she was ecstatic. The only thing that could screw up her plan is for some sexy, young swinger to make the moves on her son.
"Knock it off, Kid, or you'll be down for the count with a hard right hand," she said laughing while reaching behind her to evict his hand from her ass. "Behave yourself and don't embarrass me. I'm still your mother and can pull down your pants, put you across my lap, and slap your naked ass," she said to make him think that she wasn't interested in an incestuous, sexual relationship.
"Gees, Mom, if you spanked my naked ass here, you'd have a line of volunteers both male and female wanting to be spanked too," he said laughing.
Even though his hand felt good on her ass, she didn't want to give him the wrong impression of her, not yet anyway. Obviously having a good time, they danced, they drank, and they talked. Able to handle any physical altercation that may arise or sexual assault with aplomb, she wasn't worried about swingers groping a feel of her hot body. Her only concern was some other woman capturing the interest of her son. Even though she was hot and still sexually desirable, she knew that she was no match for some sexy, young swinger. Yet, in her favor was that she was his mother and with incest on both their minds, no doubt, he'd prefer bedding her to anyone at the dance.
The three times that men asked her to dance and got fresh with her on the dance floor, she stomped on the foot of one for grabbing her ass in the way her son had done, kneed one in the balls for feeling her breast through her blouse, and head butted one in the nose for trying to stick a hand up her short skirt. Then, when she saw a sexy, pretty, young woman making her way over to her son, she tripped her. While helping her up off the floor by putting a painful pressure hold on her arm, she whispered in her ear.



"That's my son and I'm his mother. We're together, bitch, and three's a crowd. Beat it before I kick your ass and wipe the dance floor with your unconscious body." Never to be seen again, the woman disappeared in the crowd and in the opposite direction.
"Are you having a good time, Mom?"
"Yes. I can see why you enjoy these dances. They're fun and the some of the Halloween costumes are outrageous," she said looking around the room at all the costumes. "Look, there's Spiderman with Snow White, Batman with Princess Leia. Those are weird combinations. Look there's two people in costume as President Clinton and Monica Lewinski. Someone's going to get lucky tonight," she laughed.
"After the dance Mom, they have a suite of rooms, orgy rooms, they're affectionately called, where anything and everything goes. I thought that we could--"
"I'm not interested in that Christopher," she said making a sour face as if she had just bit into a lemon. If she wasn't with her son and if she wasn't trying to be on her best behavior as his respectable mother, she'd give him and everyone else a sexy show. "It's enough that I accompanied you to the dance, don't you think?"
"Most people just go there to watch Mom."
"Don't call me Mom, Christopher. Call me Esmeralda," she said pointing down at her nametag.
"Sorry Esmeralda. Anyway, it's not a mass of people having sex in the orgy rooms if that's what you think. It may be a man getting a blowjob from a woman while others watch and perhaps wait their turn. Or it could be two women going an one another while others watch. Sometimes there are threesomes and foursomes too but those are usually done in one of the private rooms. Most who go to the orgy room just want to be watched having sex. In addition to the orgy rooms, a lot of swingers have private parties. Most swingers leave their doors open in the hopes that other interested swingers will wander inside and take them up on their open sexual invitation."
"Eww, gross," she said when she really wanted to say wow. She looked at him and smiled. "Are you getting enough research fodder for your video game software?" She took his arm and gave him a peck on the lips.
"Not yet Mom, which is why I'd like to go to the orgy room but I'd feel perverted going there alone," he said looking at her with pleading eyes.
"Okay, okay, you don't have to look at me like that. I'll go but if it's nothing but an orgy, I'm leaving."
Staying together and keeping to themselves, with neither of them wanting to mingle, they danced and danced. Acting as if he was a prepubescent teenager, he lightly groped his mother's ass and the side of her breasts while dancing. He was driving her crazy with his light touches. She wished he'd feel her up instead of just teasing her. She figured that if she was any other woman, other than his mother, he would have made the moves on her by now.
Acting obvious to his touches by acting a little bit drunk, every time he touched her, she discreetly moved her body in the direction of his hand and fingers for him to feel more of her. Every time he touched her, as if giving him silent permission, she pretended not to notice his desperate gropes and delicate feels. She couldn't wait to get him alone in their small hotel room.
Instead of becoming swinger participants, watching others having some sexual fun, they more became voyeurs. Being that he was an unabashed voyeur, she knew watching others sexually interacting would arouse him. When they weren't dancing, they were eating, drinking, talking, and laughing. As if they were a romantic couple instead of mother and son, being that they were at a swingers dance, Elizabeth allowed her son liberties with her body that she'd never allow when out in public. Eventually, every time they danced, building his confidence with a couple of drinks, Christopher's hand found a permanent place on his mother's round, firm ass, along with the side of his hand and arm in contact with the side of her breast.
After the dance, they took the elevator to the top floor and followed the crowd down the end of the hall. Trailing behind her son and having to walk through a crowd of people lining both sides of the hall, the room was wall to wall people. With all the women seductively dressed and all the men free with their hands, just walking in the room without being sexually assaulted was a challenge. As soon as she entered the dimly lit room, a hand grabbed her breast and another hand grabbed her ass. Instinctively, grabbing the men's thumbs while still moving forward, she twisted the hands away from her with such fast force that she nearly broke their arms.
Sure enough, there topless and kneeling in the middle of one of the rooms, was Tommy's mother, Mrs. Blake. Apparently, according to what Christopher told her, Tommy's mother was always entertaining the crowd of men with her tits, hands, and mouth. Surrounded by six men feeling her tits and fingering her nipples, she had a cock in one hand and a another cock in her mouth while stroking the both of them. The other four men contently waited their turn while masturbating to the topless sight and sexy feel of her big tits. As soon as she satisfied one man and as soon as one man ejaculated in her mouth, all over her face, and/or on her tits, she moved onto the next man.
"Mom?"
"What's the matter? You look as if you've seen a ghost."
"Look over there," he said pointing a discreet finger while pretending he had never seen her in a circle jerk before.
"Is that Tommy's mother with six men? Oh, my God. She's such a wicked whore." She looked at her son with feigned disgust, "And you wanted to kiss that mouth? Eww."
"I know. I'm crushed. I never thought she'd be that much into swinging.
"It's so very disconcerting that she's the woman you been lusting over all these years?"
"Not anymore," he said, "especially after seeing the guy she's blowing."
"Who is that? He looks so familiar. Where have I seen him before?"
"That's Tommy."
"Tommy? Her son? She's blowing her own son?
"Yeah."
"Eww, gross, I'm sorry Christopher but this place is depraved. You can stay here alone if you want but I'm going back to the room to relax. I'm feeling a little a little sick to my stomach."
"I've had enough of swinging and I now have plenty of sexual information to finish writing the code for my video game. I'll go back to the room with you Mom," he said taking her arm with the back of his hand pressed against the side of her breast. "We can have a drink in the room and watch some television."
"Okay, I'll watch TV but I don't think I should drink anymore. I don't want you taking advantage of your old mother in the way that Irene is taking advantage of her own son," she said laughing and taking at tighter hold of her son's arm.
He escorted her back to the room by putting his other hand on the top of her ass as if telling all the other swingers that she was his. Once in the room, Christopher turned on the TV while his mother, having changed her mind about having another drink, made them a drink.
"Here you are, Christopher," she said handing her son a drink.
She thought about slipping her son a Mickey but after he intently watched Irene enjoying a circle jerk with her son as the main man, she didn't think she'd have to slip her son anything other than her big tit in his horny hand for him to be in the mood to want to have sex with her.
"They have porn movies, Mom."
"Porn movies? Good God Christopher, haven't you had enough porn for one evening, but if you want to watch that, it's okay with me? Some of those movies are so ridiculous that they're funny," she said hoping the movie, along with his drink, would make him horny enough to make a move on her.
"Here's a Halloween porn movie that's appropriate for us Mom."
"What is it called?"
"It's called," he said turning to look at her, "are you ready?"
"Yes," she said with some impatience. "What's the title?"
"I Love You Mommy," he said with a laugh.
"I Love You Mommy? Eww. I can only imagine how much and in the way that a son loves his mother in that film. I wonder if Irene and Tommy have seen that movie," she said with a laugh.
With him wanting to watch, I Love You Mommy, if ever she was given one, he gave her a not so subtle hint as to what was on his mind. If only he'd summon the courage to kiss her, touch her, feel her, and seduce her. On the pretense that she had too much to drink, she'd give him no resistance. She'd allow him to have his wicked way with her stripped naked body. So long as he fingered her, licked her, and gave her an orgasm first, she'd fuck, suck, and give him one too.
"Written by WmForrester of Literotica fame, the movie is about a son who sexually fantasizes having sex with his mother," he said reading the on screen description. "He marries a woman who looks just like his mother, albeit a younger version. As his mother's birthday gift, she surprises him with a visit on Halloween for his birthday. Only, he misses his own surprise birthday party by going out with his friends and getting drunk. When he finally makes it home, drunk and in the dark, with his mother asleep on the couch, thinking that she's his wife upset with him, he mistakes his mother for his wife and leans down to French kiss her. One thing quickly leads to another and they have hot, incestuous sex."
"Well, if the son was drunk, that wasn't his fault. Obviously it was the mother who wanted to have sex with her son," she said defending the son by throwing the mother under the bus.
While waiting for her son to select a movie, Elizabeth sat on the bed and slowly crossed her legs while flashing her son a prolonged view of her white, bikini panties.
"How about this one Mom?" He paused to watch her mother cross her legs the other way while staring at her exposed panties. "This movie is called, Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day, written by another Literotican, SusanJillParker, but being that it's nearly Halloween, I think I Love You Mommy is more appropriate. Don't you?" He turned to look at her.
"Eww, Christopher," she said looking at him. "Seriously, how many sons sexually fantasize about having sex with their mothers?"
"Mostly all of them, one time or another," he blurted with a laugh. "All sons wish they could have sex with their mother, especially when their mother is as hot as you are Mom."
There again, he said his attraction to her with a compliment. He was weakening. It would only be a matter of time before he'd make a move on her.
"All of them? Really?"
"Sex with your mother, the Oedipus complex, also known as Oedipus Rex, from Greek mythology, has been written about all through history. In Sophocle's play, Oedipus the King, King Oedipus killed his father to marry his mother."
"Tell me this then," she said slowly and seductively crossing her legs again the other way to give him another view of her panties. "Have you fantasized about having sex with me?" She looked at him while running a slow tongue across her full, red lips and fluffing her hair with her hand.
"Sure, lots of times, but I was younger," he said with a laugh while lying.
"Well, at least you won't have to kill your father to marry me, being that I'm divorced from him. Besides, being that we only have the one bed, you don't have to fantasize about sleeping with me either, albeit while wearing our clothes," she said returning his laugh.
Christopher sat on the bed next to his mother while watching the I Love You Mommy pornographic movie. The bed was so narrow that their bodies were in constant contact with one another. As soon as she scooted back her skirt climbed up a few inches. With her legs comfortably spread, if only he'd walk to the foot of the bed and turn to look, he'd have a clear, constant, and continual up skirt view of her panties, pussy mound, and pussy slit.
"Wow look at that Mom," he said getting up from the bed to walk to the TV for the remote. He stood at the foot of the bed while turning to look at his mother, no doubt, as his pretense to stare at her panties. Acting oblivious to her son's voyeurism, she continued watching the movies. "He's kissing his mother, French kissing her while feeling her breasts," he said looking over at his mother while staring at the bulbous bulges her breasts made in her blouse before looking back down at her panties.
"Now seriously Christopher, how could he not know he's kissing his mother and not his wife?"
"You saw his wife Mom. Having the same body type and hair color, they look like sisters. Besides, he's drunk and it's dark," said Christopher suspending his disbelief by defending the main character in the movie.
"I don't care if I was drunk and it was dark, I'd know if I was kissing my son," she said.
"You would?"
"Definitely," she said.
"I saw this Japanese game show online where a mother stands naked behind a wall of cutouts with two other women," he said returning to his seat beside his mother. "Her face is hidden from her son but her breast and pussy are exposed. Just by seeing, feeling, sucking, and licking his mother's tits and pussy, as well as the other two women's tits and pussies, he must identify which woman is his mother for him to win cash prizes," said Christopher.
"That's so gross Christopher. You spend too much time watching porn," said Elizabeth noticing and staring at the big bulge in her son's pants. "When I was in Japan, I never rode the subways because they were so crowded and the men were so free with their hands."
"So anyway, after the son makes his guess and he typically guesses right, then it's the mother's turn. She must identify her son's cock in the same way that he identified his mother's tits and pussy. She feels and sucks three men's cocks before guessing which one is her son's cock," he said.
"That's really disgusting Christopher," she said pausing in her response before asking her next question. "So, did the mother correctly guess her son?"
"Sometimes but not always," he said. "Which is my point. I bet you couldn't tell if you were French kissing me or someone else," he said.
"Now how are you going to prove that?" She laughed a sexy laugh while giving him a sexy look. "Are you going to blindfold me and rustle up five swingers from the Halloween party for me to kiss?"
"I could do that or you could just kiss me," he said staring in her blue eyes.
"You mean a regular kiss and not a mother and son kiss?"
She looked at him with the anticipation of a woman waiting and wanting to be kissed. Here we go. It's about time she thought to herself.
"Yeah, a real kiss, a French kiss, and a kiss with tongues," he said looking at her with incestuous excitement.
"Wouldn't that feel weird French kissing your mother?" Twirling her hair around her fingers, she played with her long, blonde hair while looking at her handsome son with seduction in her eyes, lust in her heart, and incest on her brain.
"Weird? Why would I feel weird? You're hot Mom and honestly, I always wanted to know what it would be like to French kiss you," he said with shyness.
A big moment before crossing the line of incest, she looked at him while contemplating the kiss.
"Really? You always wondered what it would be like to French kiss me?"
"Yeah," he said.
"Well, truth be told, I've wondered what it would be like to French kiss you too," she said.
"Do you want to see what it's like?
"What the Hell? No harm done," she said while propping up another pillow behind her to make her more comfortable. "Being that I'm a little tipsy anyway, it's just as kiss, albeit a French kiss between mother and son. We're at a swingers dance anyway and anywhere else French kissing my son would be inappropriate," she said looking at her son while playing with her shoulder length, blond hair. "But here, being that we're alone and both a little tipsy, I'm game if you are," she said.
"Really Mom? I may French kiss you?"
"Sure why not? It's just a kiss and an innocent experiment," she said with a shrug of her shoulder.
She put her drink down on the nightstand and leaned into her son and he put his drink down before putting an arm around her slender waist. In the way they've been kissing for years, first they kissed without tongues. Then he parted her lips with his tongue. He was French kissing his mother and she was returning his French kiss with hers. Then when they continued French kissing, when they really started making out, he reached his horny hand to feel her breast through her blouse and bra. Gently, as if it her breast was breakable, he felt and lightly squeezed his mother's breast. Then, as if her nipple was the magic button to unlock her passion and, no doubt, it was, when he began fingering her emerging nipple through her clothes, she broke off the kiss to look at him.
"Is that what you do with all your dates?"
"What?" He looked at her with innocence while not removing his hand.
She looked down at his hand and noticed the obvious impression of her nipple pushing against her bra and creating a big bump in her blue, silk blouse. Although she wanted him to continue feeling her and although she wished he'd stick his horny hand up her short skirt and cup her pussy through her panty, she was his mother and he was her son. She needed to stay in character and reprimand him for taking advantage of her by feeling her breast and fingering her nipple.
"You grope them?"
"Sorry, Mom," he said removing his hand from her breast. "Your kisses blanked my mind and I thought I was with someone else. I got carried away thinking of Tommy's topless mother blowing him. You must admit, even though she's a bit pudgy, she does have big, beautiful breasts and there's something about a mother having sex with her son that so forbidden."
They remained silent while looking at one another.
"Tell me, I'm curious to know," she said turning her shapely body to face him. "What did you find exciting about that perverse display of depravity? Granted, it may have been exciting for you to see Mrs. Blake topless again, but what Irene did in the orgy room at the Halloween party in sucking off six men, one of which was her son, was beyond disgusting."
"It may be disgusting to you mother but it was sexually exciting to me. Seeing Mrs. Blake topless and on her knees while watching her sucking six men was exciting. Moreover, knowing that one of those men was her son was even more exciting."
"I don't understand Christopher. Explain something to me. Why was it more exciting for you to watch Irene blow her son than to watch her suck one of those other men?"
"Um, well, you know," he said.
"Is it because when you watched Irene suck her son, you imagined me sucking you?" She put a hand to her son's thigh. "Is that it? Does it sexually excited you to think of me blowing you?"
"Yes," he said looking down at his mother's hand while, no doubt, wishing she'd move her hand higher.
"Well, get those disgusting thoughts out of your mind, Christopher because I'll never suck your cock," she said lying. "That's just so nasty, a mother sucking her own son," she said looking down at his bulging cock that made its appearance known through his pants while making sure that he caught her staring at his hardening prick.
"I wasn't asking you for sex, Mom, just some companionship and cuddling."
"Companionship and cuddling? That's bullshit. You just want to have sex with me," she said. "If all you want is companionship and cuddling, maybe I should get you a dog," she said with a laugh.
"No, Mom, not at all. I don't want to have sex with you. Really, I don't," he said lying. "I just miss those days when you'd invite me in your bed and hold me."
"Before hormones, horniness, Oedipus complex, and erections, you were just a little boy," she said laughing while staring down at his big bulge again.



"Despite hormones, horniness, Oedipus complex, and erections, why don't we get more comfortable beneath the covers," he said taking the hint of her stare. "I'm cold."
"Okay, but you have to promise to behave. I'm a little tipsy from the alcohol and I really don't want to be fighting off my son to preserve my reputation. I don't want to do anything that I'll regret in the morning," she said.
"I promise to behave Mom. I'll be the perfect gentleman and the son you always wished to have."
"Well turn off the light and, so as not to wrinkle our clothes, strip down to your underwear and I'll do the same. I'll warm you by cuddling under the covers. How's that?"
"Okay. Only, can we French kiss some more?"
"Sure, why not? It's just a kiss and being that we've French kissed already, I don't see any issue with us continuing to French kiss, so long as you promise to keep your hands to yourself."
"I promise Mom."
"Only turn off that movie please. All of that screaming with her having an orgasm is annoying," she said.
"Annoying? I find it exciting."
"I guess you would," she said being that you're here with your mother about to cuddle you in our underwear. I Love You Mommy is disgusting. A bit too literal for me, that movie makes me feel perverted especially when I'm about to strip down to my underwear and get beneath the covers while French kissing my son," she laughed.
Christopher turned off the movie and the light. He stripped out of his Halloween boxing costume, boxing trunks, tee shirt, and his robe. Clad only in his briefs, he pulled the covers over his nearly naked body. Removing her short skirt and blouse, he watched the black silhouette of his mother undressing. Even in the dimly lit room, especially in the dimly lit room, she was so sexy.
It was too dark to clearly see anything but knowing that she was going beneath the covers in just her bra and panty while he'd be there in just his briefs was sexually exciting enough. As soon as Christopher was under the covers, he put an arm around his mother's waist and found her lips. With their naked legs intermingling, he already had an erection from French kissing her and an erection that grew harder with the mere touch and feel of her naked back.
"Christopher. What the hell is that poking me?"
She reached down and grabbed and felt his erect cock through his underwear.
"Sorry, Mom, I have an erection."
"Well, angle that thing away from me so that I can warm you with my body," she said letting go of him to scold him. "I don't dare turn around and have you spoon me with that hard thing poking me in the ass," she laughed.
"Okay, Mom," he said angling his body to the side before sliding a hand down the back of her panty to cup her ass. "Gees, Mom, you have an incredible ass."
"Thank you, Christopher, but isn't it enough we're kissing? What happened to your promise about keeping your hands to yourself? Must you stick your hand down my panty to feel my body too? I'm not your sexy swinger date. I'm your mother," she said with a laugh.
"I love touching and feeling you Mom. You have a beautiful body," he said feeling and squeezing his mother's naked ass. "In the way you fill out your tight jeans, I've always lusted over your ass."
"How do you know I have a beautiful body when you've never seen me naked?"
"Well, um, I've seen you in your bikini and you're hot."
"Thank you Christopher," she said French kissing him again.
"You know, Mom," he said breaking off her kiss to speak. "You'd be more comfortable if your removed your bra."
"I would, huh?" She laughed. "Actually, your right, I would be more comfortable and I'm sure you wish that I'd remove my bra but I'm not about to remove my bra in front of you, my son. It's enough that I'm in my bra and panty and French kissing you while you're impaling my belly with your erection and feeling my naked ass," she said squeezing the head of his prick through his underwear with her fingertips again. "What if I did that to you? What if I inappropriately touched you. How would you like it?"
"I'd love it," he said. "C'mon, Mom, I can't see anything. It's pitch black in here. Remove your bra. Please?"
"No Christopher," she said removing her fingers from his cock. "It's not that dark. You can still see plenty. Besides, it's enough that I'm in my bra and panty and French kissing you. Next you'll want me to make love to you," she said dizzy with the thought of making love to her son.
"Actually, I have a confession to make Mom," he said.
"A confession? You do?" She looked at him waiting for him to speak. "Yes? What is it?"
"I've already seen you topless?"
"You have?" Playing her innocent victimized part to perfection, she lifted her head off the pillow to look at him. "When? How?"
"I've already seen you naked?"
"You have? When? How?"
"Promise me you won't get mad."
"I'll make no such promises. Just tell me Christopher," she said already knowing what he was going to confess.
"I installed cameras in your bedroom and bathroom and hooked the live feed to my laptop. I even watched you masturbate last night. That was so hot to watch what you did with that dildo," he said with a nervous laugh.
No doubt, had it not been for the alcohol, he never would have told his mother about the cameras. Yet, now that he made his confession, his forthcomingness allowed her to continue her game as his innocent mother.
"Oh, my God, Christopher. You've invaded my privacy? You've been spying on me? Have you no decency? Have you no shame? How dare you! I'm so embarrassed. I'm mortified," she said playing the part of the victim. "I can't believe you watched me masturbate." They remained quiet before she asked another question. "I'm just curious. Tell me if you don't mind."
"Yes? What mother? Anything. I'll tell you anything and everything. Whatever you'd like to know."
"Were you masturbating while watching me masturbate?"
"Yes, I was, especially after I heard what you said about wanting me to lick your pussy," he said persevering in his perversely perverted, incestuous, sexual seduction of his mother. "I heard what you said about wanting to suck my cock if I made you cum. I heard what you said about me cumming in your mouth and you swallowing me," he said.
"Oh, my God, that's so embarrassing," she said feigning her discomfort by fanning her face with her hand. "Well, of course you realize that those were all just my private thoughts verbalized as excited sexual words in the heat of my orgasm." She punched his shoulder. "How dare you invade my privacy! How could you do that to me? I'm so humiliated Christopher."
"Sorry Mom, but in case you don't know, I've always been sexually attracted to you," he said leaning to kiss his mother again and moving away when she turned her head away from him. "I've always wanted to have sex with you."
Both remained silent until she spoke again.
"Well, I have a confession too," she said.
"You do? What could you possibly have to confess to me?" He looked at her. "I'm the pervert, not you Mom."
"I worked for the CIA for 25 years as an international spy?"
"What? You're kidding?" He looked at her with shock. "A spy? Ha, ha, surely you're joking."
"It's no joke. I was a spy," she said leaning up on her elbow to look at her son.
"You were? Really? You worked for the CIA?"
"I was and I did," she said nodding her head.
"Cool," he said. "Hmm, that's interesting. With you as my espionage and intelligence consultant," he said laughing, "maybe I could incorporate some of your experiences in my video game."
"That's not all."
"I'm not sure what could top that unless you were a trained assassin and killed people too," he said while watching her nod her head.
"I've done that too," she said.
"Wow. Way cool. My Mom he killer," he said looking at her. "So besides being a spy and an assassin, what else do you have to confess?"
She looked at him with a sexy smile while reaching down to feel and fondle his cock through his briefs.
"I knew you installed cameras in my bedroom and bathroom. Being that you're a computer geek, I figured you'd spy on me changing."
"Mom, I feel so used and abused," he said with a laugh while tracing her cleavage with his fingertip. "You purposely gave me a sexy striptease show?"
"I did. I gave you what you wanted and what I needed, a real sexy striptease show of my naked body. I've been as sexually attracted to you as much as you've been sexually attracted to me," she said. "I knew the swingers' Halloween party would be our way to finally bring us together."
"Cool," he said kissing her. "Then can have sex?"
"No, sorry," she said still playing her game of seduction. "We can't have sex. It's wrong," she said while waiting for him to seduce her and force her to have sex with her. "It's one thing for you to see me naked but quite another to actually have incestuous, sexual relations. I'm your mother and you're my son. Exciting before while imagining us being sexually intimate, especially when I was masturbating, now that I more think about it, I can't go through with it. Sorry but I just can't."
They remained silent until Christopher spoke again.
"Then, being that I've already seen your tits Mom, why don't you, at least, remove your bra?"
"Okay, I can do that much but keep your hands to yourself. No getting fresh with my tits," she said raising her scolding finger.
"Okay."
"You promise?"
"I promise," said Christopher.
Distracted while she sat up in bed and turned her back to him to remove her bra, he removed his briefs. Now with Christopher naked beneath the covers, they moved closer together and started kissing again. As soon as Elizabeth pressed her naked breasts against her son's muscular chest, she felt his hard, naked cock poking her in the belly.
"Did you remove your underwear?" She said reaching down to touch his naked cock with her fingertips and pulling her hand away as soon as she did.
"I did," he said.
"You're incorrigible. You're a naughty son Christopher."
"Touch me Mom."
"Touch you? I am touching you," she said running her hand across his chest."
"No, I mean, touch my cock."
"I just did through your briefs."
"Touch me now that I'm naked. Hold my stiff cock in your hand," he said grabbing her wrist and pulling her hand down. "I've always wanted to know what it'd feel like for you to hold my prick."
She took her son's cock in her hand and fondled the head of his hard prick with her fingertips.
"I don't mind holding your cock in my hand Christopher, but I'm not going to give you a hand job, if that's what you want and expect me to do."
"That's okay. It feels good for you to hold me like that," he said forcing his mother to give him a slow hand job by humping her hand in slowly rocking his hips.
"You have a bigger cock than your father," she said feeling the width and length of him with her fingertips while wondering again what in the Hell was the name of her ex-husband, George, Mathew, Ronald...
"I do?"
"Yeah, you do."
"Mom?"
"Yes."
"May I feel your tits?"
"No, I don't think that's appropriate Christopher. Isn't it enough that we're French kissing, you're naked, I'm topless, and I'm holding your cock?"
"I like holding a breast while making out with a woman."
"Okay but please don't touch my nipples. My nipples are very sensitive and--"
"As soon as she gave him permission to feel her big breasts, he was all over her tits and fingering her nipples."
"Christopher, I asked you not to touch my nipples," she said cowering from his horny gropes.
"Why not? You're nipples are so big and so hard Mom. I wish I could suck them."
"You can't suck my nipples Christopher."
"Why not?"
"You'll sexually excite me if you finger and suck my nipples," she said turning her head to look seductively at him. "I may do something now that I'll regret later."
"Something you'll regret? Like what? Are you afraid you won't be able to control yourself from having sex with me, your son?"
"I can control myself more than you can," she said massaging his cock while he humped her hand.
"I see. Then if you can control yourself more than I can," he said with a sinister sneer, "I dare you to take off your panties."
"My panties? I'm not removing my panties. Isn't it enough that I removed my bra and that you're naked while we're French kissing, I'm holding your cock, and you're feeling my tits? Suddenly, I feel just like the incestuous whore that Tommy's mother is."
"You'd never be a whore Mom. You're too sexy. C'mon Mom, I double dare you to remove your panties. Chicken."
"No Christopher."
"Are you afraid I'll make you wet? Are you afraid you'll show me how sexually aroused you are over me?"
"I'm already wet," she said breathlessly.
"Really? You are? I made you wet? Lemme see," he said sticking a horny hand between his mother's legs and cupping her pussy through her panty.
"Christopher Joseph!" She pushed his hand away as if he was an assassin trying to stab her.
"I can't believe I made you wet Mom," he said putting his fingers to his nose to sniff his mother.
"Eww, Christopher, did you just sniff your fingers after feeling my pussy through my panty?"
"Sorry Mom, I did. I'm so horny, especially with you topless and me naked in bed with you while French kissing you," he said. "Don't worry. You smell fresh."
They stayed like that staring at the ceiling and not talking.
"I could give you a release," she said looking at him.
"Release?"
"You said you were horny."
"I am."
"What if I gave you a release so that you'll stop pawing me and go to sleep," she said gently and ever so slowly stroking his cock. "Would you like me to give you a release?" She held his cock a little tighter in her hand while stroking him a little faster.
"Do you mean a hand job mother?"
"Yes," she said. "I can do that for you. After changing your dirty diapers for years, masturbating my son wouldn't be so terribly horrible. We could think of it as a medical procedure and you could think of me as your nurse instead of your mother," she said with a sexy laugh.
"My sexy nurse, I like that," he said. "Only, it would be so much more erotically exciting to think of my mother stroking my cock instead of some nurse."
Christopher removed the covers from his naked body. He watched his mother starting at his engorged prick in the way that he stared at her beautiful breasts.
"I thought you were cold," she said talking to his prick instead of him.
"Not anymore. I'm hot now," he said watching his mother take him in her hand and slowly stroke him in the dark. "That feels good Mom, really good. I love feeling your hand on my prick. I'll be masturbating over the memory of this for years," he said cupping her breasts in his hand while watching her stroke him.
"Being that we're living together Christopher, you don't have to masturbate yourself anymore," she said with a sexy smile, "when that's something that I can do for you."
"Really? You'd masturbate me every time I'm horny?"
"Yes, it would be my pleasure to make my son cum," she said giving him a French kiss while still slowly stroking him.
"May I masturbate you too, whenever you're horny?"
"Let's not get ahead of ourselves," she said with a smile. "We'll see how this even goes before planning to jump in bed again."
"That's fair enough mother."
"Tell me when you get close to cumming," she said grabbing a tissue from the nightstand.
"I don't want to cum," he said.
"No? Why not?"
"No yet."
"Christopher, I'm not going to give you a hand job all night. Mommy is tired and Mommy is a little drunk, obviously the reason why I'm having sex with my son," she said with a laugh.
"What if you gave me a blowjob Mom?"
"A blowjob?" She pulled her hand away from his cock as if it was on fire only to take him in her hand again. If she was sending him a message it wasn't one of rejection. It was one of seduction. It was a message of her trying to make him believe that she was just as innocent as he was. "You want me to suck your cock after I've made my feelings known about how disgusting it was to see Irene sucking her son?"
"Yes, I do Mom. I'd like to know what it feels like and what it looks like to have my cock in your mouth."
"I'm not going to suck your cock Christopher, especially after watching Irene suck her son. That's just wrong. That's just nasty," she said lying when she couldn't wait to suck his cock.
"So, lemme get this straight in my head. Had you not seen Tommy's mother suck him, you would have blown me?"
"That's not what I said."
"Actually it is mother."
"If you were any other man other than my son naked and in bed with me, I'd suck you. I'd blow you. I'd be thrilled for you to cum in my mouth," she said, no doubt driving him crazy with her words.
"If you won't give me a prolonged hand job and if you want blow me," he said feeling her breasts and fingering her nipple while she watched him touch her.
"Yes? If what?" She looked at him mesmerized by the action of his fingers on her nipple.
"Then can we make love?" Switching to her other breasts, he continued feeling her breast and fingering her nipple while she continued staring down at his fingers.
It had been a few months since she had sex. She was horny and he was making all the right moves.
"Christopher, I'm your mother. I'm not going to have sex with my son," she said.
"But you already had sex with me Mom by allowing me to fondle your tits, play with your nipples, and by giving me a hand job," he said with a big smile.
"You do have a point there," she said with a laugh.
"I want you Mom. I really do. I've always wanted you in a sexual way," he said French kissing her.
"I can't Christopher," she said letting go of his prick again. "I just can't. It's wrong for us to be doing what we're doing now. I can't take that final step of penetration whether taking you in my mouth or in my pussy," she said lying again.
She couldn't wait for him to make love to her. She couldn't wait to fuck him. She couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth.
"Why not?"
"I can't voluntarily make love to you, my own son. It would be so very incestuous wrong for us to have a sexual relationship," she said looking at him through the darkness and remaining silent for her last word to reach his horny ears with one last glimmer of hope. "Unless....
"Unless? Yes? Unless what mother?"
She looked at him as if she was a spy, he was a foreign national, and she making a secret deal for her government.
"Having been required to have sex before, having been forced to submit body to the whims of men, my reluctance to the will of my captors, and having watched men having their wicked way with my naked and tied body, for me to enjoy having sex with you," she said looking at her son with nervousness.
"Yes, mother. Yes? How can you enjoy having sex with me?"
"For me to enjoy having sex with you, my own son, I need to be forced to have sex with you," she said in a quiet voice as if she was embarrassed when she was really sexually excited by the thoughts of her son taking her, abusing her, and using her.
"Forced? What do you mean forced mother? I can't force you to have sex with me. Can I?" He looked at her in shocked disbelief. "Wouldn't that be wrong for me to force you to have sex with me?"
"I can't willingly have sex with you. I can't. I just can't. You need to take me Christopher. You must put our mother and son relationship aside by pretending that you're Kid Dangerous and I'm Esmeralda. Pretend you're a terrorist and I'm a beautiful American tourist that you've captured and having your wicked way while waiting for my loved ones back in American agreeing to pay my ransom. Take me Christopher. Take me. Have your forced wicked way with my naked body."



"Take you? Take you where? I don't understand. Why can't we stay here? What do you mean by taking you?"
"For me to have sex with you, you'd need to make me your slutty, incestuous bitch."
Granted he was obviously sexually innocent but she couldn't believe how dense he was.
"Gees, Mom, I wouldn't know how to even go about taking you and making you my slutty, incestuous bitch."
She looked at him waiting for him to take her, slap her, and ravish her. When he didn't, she helped him along.
"There's a pair of handcuffs in my purse. Get them for me," she said.
"Handcuffs? Where did you get handcuffs and why do you have handcuffs in your purse?"
"Never mind. It's a long story that goes back to my days in Istanbul and Morocco," she said with a laugh.
Christopher stumbled out of bed, found her purse, and pulled out the handcuffs.
"Here you are Mom," he said climbing back in bed beside her.
"Put them on me," she said, "but not too tight and put them close enough together so that I can release them with my fingernails."
"You can open handcuffs with your fingernails?"
"I've opened handcuffs with my tongue when in dire danger and when I had to free myself," she said slowly licking her lips with her tongue before curling the end of her tongue in the shape of a tiny key.
"Gees Mom, now that I know how adept you are with your tongue, I really want you to suck, my cock."
"Make me your slutty, incestuous bitch and I'll do more than just suck your cock," she said grabbing his balls and gently squeezing.
"Really? You'll suck my cock if I make you my slutty bitch."
"Oh, yeah, I will and more."
"I can't see. I need a light," he said getting up off the bed to turn on the light. "Oh, my God Mom, you have an incredible body.
Proud of her naked body, instead of grabbing for the sheet to cover herself, she arched her back and spread her legs wider to show her son more of herself.
"And you have a beautiful cock," she said reaching out her hand to touch him, hold him, and fondle him before pulling him to her lips and taking him in her mouth. She released his cock to speak. "Now handcuff me to the bed," she said, "and force me to do whatever you want me to do."
"Anything?"
"Yes, anything," she said with seduction.
"May I lick and finger your pussy Mom?"
"Yes, of course. At the very least, I was hoping you'd give me an orgasm with your fingers and mouth before I gave you one with my hands and mouth," she said with a sexy look.
"May I make love to you?"
"Of course, you can make love to me, that is, so long as you fuck me long and hard after," she said. "Now that I'm handcuffed, I'm yours to do whatever is your will. Now that I'm helpless and vulnerable, I can't wait to feel your big, hard, hairy cock in my soft, warm, wet pussy."
"Will you suck my cock in the way that Irene sucked her son?"
"Yes," she said, "only so much better," she said swirling her tongue around her lips while curling and uncurling it as if her tongue was her personal, pink corkscrew. "You haven't had a blowjob until I've sucked your prick Christopher."
"May I cum in your mouth Mom and will you swallow?"
" Mommy can't wait to blow her son. Mommy can't wait to taste her son. Mommy can't wait to swallow her son. Only, don't ask my permission Christopher, just take me and tell me what you want me to do. Besides, it's not a blowjob unless you cum in my mouth and unless I swallow Christopher," she said with a sexy laugh. "Moreover being handcuffed to the bed doesn't give me much choice now does it? If you have a mind to and if you so wanted after you're done licking and fucking me and after I've finished sucking you, you could even stick your big, hard cock up my ass."
"Gees Mom, I never had anal sex before. I'd be happy enough licking your pussy, fucking you, and having you suck my cock. I don't know if I'd want to fuck you up the ass too."
"Maybe later," she said. "Anyway, take me Christopher. Take me. Make me your sexy, cum slut," she said with sexual excitement.
With his mother handcuffed to the bed, Christopher fell between her legs and licked and fingered his mother's pussy. With Elizabeth already so aroused, ready, and horny, it wasn't long before he gave his mother an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue.
"Oh, baby, lick Mommy. Make Mommy cum. Lap up Mommy's pussy juices. I need to cum in your mouth Christopher. Fuck me with your fingers Christopher while licking my clit with your tongue. After you eat me and after you fuck me, Mommy will give you the best blowjob of your life."
Licking her and fingering her, while reaching up to feel her big tits and play with her erect nipples, it wasn't long before she was on the verge of having an orgasm.
"Oh, yeah, that's right. Right there. Right there baby. Don't stop. You're going to make Mommy cum. Lick my clit while fucking me with your long, stiff fingers. Harder. Lick me harder. Deeper. Fuck me deeper. Harder and deeper. Oh, yeah. Oh, baby. Oh, my God! Oh, God! I'm cumming Christopher. I'm cumming."
He stayed like that positioned between her legs while blowing his hot air on her pussy after she had her orgasm. Giving her a moment, he wiped his face of her pussy juices with the sheet and met her lips with his. They kissed and kissed while he touched and felt her everywhere before he mounted her. She reached down and positioned his hard cock inside of her warm, wet pussy. They made love before they started fucking, really fucking. Once they started fucking instead of making love, releasing the handcuffs with a click of her fingernail, Elizabeth rolled Christopher over and mounted her son. With the bed so narrow and more made for one person than for two, they nearly rolled off the bed and on the floor. Now fucking him as if he was a CFNM dancer, she was intent on having another orgasm with his cock.
She humped him and he returned her humps. After having waited so long to have sex with him, she was so aroused fucking her son that she quickly had hard another orgasm. Never has she been as sexually excited as she was now. He had such a hard, big cock and with her patient motherly love, she showed him how to use it to please and pleasure her. After having given his mother two orgasms, one with his mouth, tongue, and fingers, and a second one with his cock, she gave him what he wanted, a blowjob.
She slid her body down to him and teased him with her hand, her fingers, and her tongue before taking him in her mouth. Sucking, licking, and stroking her son, Elizabeth gave Christopher pleasure with her mouth and with her hand. He reached down to fondle her breast and finger her nipple while his mother blew him. She sucked, licked, and stroked him, while he humped her full, red mouth and fucked her beautiful face. It wasn't long before he put a hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and exploded his incestuous lust for his mother in her mouth. She swallowed all the warm, oozy love juice he gave her before licking him clean. Still sexually insatiable for one another, they rested until he mounted his mother again and made love to her again. Ejaculating a second time they took another breather before Elizabeth mounted him but in the sixty-nine position this time. She sucked his cock to another erection while he licked and fingered her pussy to a third orgasm.
With everything happening for a reason, perhaps if Elizabeth wasn't trying to recapture all the love life she lost with her husband with her son, she may never dreamt of ever having sex with her son. Perhaps if Christopher had found a job after graduating college, he never would have moved in with his mother and had the opportunity to spy on her undressing by installing six cameras in her bedroom and bathroom. Perhaps if it hadn't been for the swingers' Halloween costume party, they may never have enjoyed the incestuous sexual relationship they were enjoying now. Without a doubt, had Elizabeth not had post traumatic stress that manifested in her need to have sex with her son, she may never have seduced him. Had it not been for the lust they had for one another this first sexual encounter may have been their last.
Yet, whatever the reason they were incestuously together sexually, it was all good. Even after Christopher started his software company, they remained living together as if husband and wife instead of mother and son. With him sleeping with her in the master bedroom, they were sexually intimate daily. Happily in love, now instead of lusting over one another, they're having sex with one another. They can't wait for the swingers' Halloween dance next year.
THE END
This is a Halloween Contest story, please give me the support of your vote. Thank you.



        

  
    Born Beautiful, Rachel's Story #01
  
  Born Beautiful, Rachel's Story #01

        A woman without rights living in Munich, Germany in 1860.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/born-beautiful-rachels-story-01

Title: Born Beautiful, Rachel's Story #01

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: A woman without rights living in Munich, Germany in 1860.

Tags: sex with father, sex with mother, munich, sex with brother, sex with daughter, germany, sex with sister, industrial revolution, incest novella, women's rights

Series: Born Beautiful, Rachel's Story


Please note that just as all sexual acts are reluctantly consensual, all characters in this story are over 18-years-old. With Olga, 35-years-old, her son, Karl, 20-years-old, and her daughter, Rachel, 18-years-old, there are no underage characters in this story.
*
A Woman Without Rights Living in a Man's World in 1860 Germany.
"No! Stop! Don't! Please, I beg you," cried Olga while pulling against her ties.
Frozen in fear and unable to move from her bed, Rachel hugged her pillow in resigned horror while listening to her mother beg for mercy in the barn. Being sensitive to such things anyway, perhaps sensing something by picking up on her father's foul mood and her brother's horniness, Rachel just had this very conversation with her mother last night. With them drunk again, with her father angry at everything and everybody again, and with Karl horny again, she had a feeling that this would happen again. Before she climbed in bed, she pushed her chest of drawers against her bedroom door.
It had been a while since her father and brother took her mother out to the barn for discipline and here she was being disciplined again. Only discipline had nothing to do with the unspeakable things they did to her mother. Feeling guilty as the one responsible for bringing home that women's right's flyer and, no doubt, her father's justified reason to discipline her mother, as if her father needed a reason to beat his wife and allow his son to sexually abuse his mother, she only hoped they wouldn't take her next.
"Why Mama does Papa take you out to the barn to beat you and allow Karl to sexually molest you before whipping you? After all you do for them, I don't understand why they so abuse you," she looked at her mother with confusion and continued when her mother didn't respond. "Is this the life that I can expect to have when I marry a man?"
"These are troubled times for Germany Rachel. Your father has a lot on his mind. Not all men are as angry as your father is and your brother just does what his father tells him to do. Although you will never forget, I hope that when you give your heart to a young man, love will be enough to carry you the distance to forgive him for hurting you, beating you, and allowing his son to rape you, as I have done with my husband and my son."
It was obvious by her mother's words that the man Rachel married would undoubtedly hurt her, beat her, and allow her son to rape her, that is, if she was fortunate enough to have a son. That was how men treated women back then and, more than one-hundred-fifty-years later, that violent abuse against women still continues today in some households. Using a broad, black brushstroke, her mother had just painted a bleak picture of the horror that her daughter could expect in her near future. Bad enough she was forced to listen to the horror of her mother being so abused but to think that this may soon be her reality too, Rachel wanted no part of any of that.
"I don't understand Mama how you could love such a mean man," said Rachel about her father. "In the conceived, reincarnated monster of Papa, your son is no better," she said about her brother. "Why do they do this to you? Why must you suffer because of them? Why can't you make them stop?" She paused to look at her mother while waiting for her reply and watched her drop her head in silent shame before speaking.
"I have no control over what they do or don't do," said Olga nearly in a whisper.
"With a roof over our heads and plenty of food to eat, unlike so many others around us who have nothing and no one, we should have a problem. We should be a happier family instead of being such an abused and abusive one. I don't understand why Papa takes his anger and frustration out on you."
Olga looked up at her daughter to smile her love before touching Rachel's cheek. She brushed back her long, chestnut hair that fell in front of her green eyes, the same color hair and eyes as her mother.
"Because they can. As a woman, we have no rights. All we have is the hope that our love is enough for a man to respect us and not beat us."
"Love? What is love? Other than the love that I have for you, Papa, and Karl, I know nothing about love. I should know about such things Mama. I'm old enough now to know," said Rachel.
"Love just happens and you'll know when it does. Even in an arranged marriage when we don't chose our partners, love does. Thinking that our lives will be better than our mothers' lives and thinking that a man is the answer to all of our problems, we're blinded by love. Unable to think clearly, and with other women our worst enemies in filling our heads with their foolish delusions of love and handed-down expectations of how women must act when in love, women surrender who they are and all they could be for the sake of the men they love."
"I have a lot to learn about love, men, and marriage," said Rachel. "Instead of it being a silly game, it all sounds so complicated."
"Don't fret. Now that I know all the mistakes I made, I will teach you how not to make the same mistakes," said Olga. "Yet because of you and your brother, it wasn't a mistake to marry your father. My mistake was that I was so young. With your father so much older than me when we married, I allowed your father to control me in the way that a father controls his daughter instead of in the way that a husband loves his wife. Conforming to his wishes, catering to his whims, and sacrificing myself for him by spoiling him, I did too much to accommodate him."
"Thank you Mama for telling me this."
"Men on the other hand are the ones who don't change. Even though many women believe that they can change their man, men are incapable of changing their ways and correcting their bad habits. By hitching her wagon to his, a woman makes the mistake of setting her lovesick heart on a man and allowing him to fill that blank place that she was unable to fill herself and that has taken hold of her soul throughout her wretched life," said Olga. "Something that sometimes is so very elusive, hope is our only cure. Only abandoning us when we need hope the most that medicine always escapes us to leave us with despair."
"I hate living here Mama," said Rachel with her brow wrinkled with perplexity. "I don't do anything but work and I don't go anywhere but this farm. It's as if I'm a prisoner held here against my will. Why am I not allowed to go to town and have some fun? Maybe I'd meet a handsome stranger, fall in love, and marry."
"Especially now with all the violent unrest, it's dangerous for a woman to travel alone and your father and brother would never take you to town with them," said Olga. "With a woman looking like you in a town of angry, drunken men, there'd be a riot over the right to claim you. Even as violently angry as your father is and even as big and strong as your brother is, they'd be unable to protect you against a mass of men who'd want to do unspeakable things to your naked, virginal body."
Longing to have intimate carnal knowledge, Rachel suddenly imagined herself being stripped naked and taken behind a building for a few men to have their wicked way with her shapely body. Even though she was pure and had never experienced a man in the Biblical sense, she still had impurely wicked thoughts that fueled her sexual fantasies whenever she masturbated herself when alone at night in her room. She's dreamt what it would feel like to have a man want her, kiss her, touch her, and feel her. She's dreamt what it would feel like to have a man on top of her and inside of her while making love to her before fucking her.
During those times of the month when she's feeling so uncontrollably horny, she's even dreamt about what it would feel like to take a man in her mouth and suck him. Even though she'd be horrified with the reality of strange men taking her from the safety of her father and brother, that still didn't stop her from imagining dozens of hands touching her in places where she only touches herself. The thoughts of being so wanted and so desired by so many men hardened her nipples before she felt a familiar warm sensation between her legs.
"Already an old maid, you were married at 14-years-old and I'll be 19-years-old soon," said Rachel. "You had Karl by the time you were 15-years-old and me when you were 17-years-old," she said looking at her mother with hopefulness. "Not that I even have anyone in mind but when will I be allowed to marry Mama?"
"Times were different when I married your father in 1839 than they are during these modern and troubled times of 1860. Before the German revolution and all of this talk about the unification of German states, the advent of the second industrial revolution taking over where the first industrial revolution left off, and now with women's rights protests and equal rights demonstrations, life was simpler then and people were happier."
"You sound just like Papa, Mama when he rants and raves about the social issues, the economy, the church, the state, and the King," said Rachel with a laugh. "Still unable to let go of the past, the way that Germany used to be is all that he talks about, especially when he's drinking."
"It's hard not to side with a man when sleeping in the same bed while watching him toss and turn with all of the injustices inflicted upon him in the course of his day," said Olga. "He used to sleep like a baby after working so hard on the farm. Now he worries about things that he can't control."
Rachel looked at her mother with consternation. Now that they were alone while her father and brother were on the front porch drinking, this was her opportunity to protest and tell her mother how she felt. Hoping that her mother would champion her cause and what she said now would reach her father's ear later, she'd never dare tell her father how she felt for fear that he'd slap her and beat her in the way he abuses his wife.
"Not even allowed to attend at dance Mama, all my time is spent here doing chores on the farm. How will I marry if I've yet to be introduced to a young man and chaperoned on a date?"
"When the time is right Rachel, your father will arrange for you to meet someone and marry," said Olga with reticence. "Karl will chaperone your dates to make sure you're safe."
"Karl? I don't want Papa picking my future husband and I certainly don't want Karl scaring away whoever I chose," said Rachel with a face full of horror. "I see the look on the faces of men when they see Karl for the first time and see how much bigger he is than them."
"Unfortunately for you, Rachel, born beautiful, your beauty is your high price to pay. Being that you weren't born a boy and are unable to help your father around the farm in the way that your brother does, your life has taken a different path. By aligning you with a suitable suitor from a wealthy family, your father only wants the best for you."
"You mean he wants the best for himself," she said looking at her mother with frustration. "When Papa looks at me, when he's not staring at my body, undressing me with his eyes, and trying to fondle me through my clothes, he sees gold, he sees silver, and he sees more land and livestock. I'm just future income to him."
"Yes, your father has high hopes for your future that will benefit our family too. Unlike me, falling in love with your father, a hardworking farmer, when I was so young, so naive, and so innocent and before I knew the beautiful woman I'd become and that would have allowed me to have any man, you'll marry a rich man. You'll marry a man of importance and a man who can give you every luxury, satisfy your every materialistic whim, and afford you every opportunity for happiness."
"Our life would have been so different had you married a rich man Mama," said Rachel while imagining herself dressed in gowns and jewels.
Had her mother not been so physically, emotionally, and sexual abused, had her mother slept more and not been worked nearly to death, Rachel imagined them looking more like sisters than they do mother and daughter. Once full of life, energy, and positivity, her mother was so beautiful. With the uncertainty of the times, these past ten years have taken a toll on every German.
"Your husband will give you all the things that I never had living on a working farm," said Olga smiling at her daughter. "Don't worry. Your married life will be so much better than mine. Even though I still love your father and my son, you're my real joy. I promise you that, so long as I'm alive, no harm will ever come to you."
"Thank you Mama." Rachel gave her mother a hug.
"I love you Rachel." Olga returned her daughter's hug. "Soon you're father will find you a suitable man to marry."
"Having not even had a boyfriend, I'm so very inexperienced. Other than the slobbering of Papa and Karl, I've never even been properly kissed by a man. Other than the desperate groping that I must endure from my deranged, drunken father and my perverted, drunken brother, I've never been touched, fondled, and caressed. Other than Papa and Karl forcing me to touch their pricks and flashing me their penises when they're drunk, I've never felt and/or seen a man's cock and I'm curious to know what they look and feel like when they grow big and hard."
"Even though these are modern times Rachel and for the sake of your reputation, those are things saved for your wedding night and your wedding bed. For a virginal woman to marry in a good family, she shouldn't have any sexual experience and/or erotic thoughts," said Olga looking at her daughter with exasperation before addressing her daughter's next concern.
"Yes Mama," said Rachel suddenly feeling embarrassed that she shared too many of her sexual thoughts and secret desires with her mother.
"They are good men Rachel when they're not drinking. Best you keep yourself locked in your room with your chest of drawers pushed against your door when they're drunk. Besides, with too much free time on their hands now, gone all day, they'll be busy working the fields again soon. Now that the weather is changing and they are nearly out of alcohol to drink, their brief respite won't last much longer," said Olga.
"Living here is an abomination Mama. Our lives here are hopeless, yours more than mine," said Rachel holding her mother's hand. "You've already made your bed and I'm still waiting to make mine. I'm still young. I can still flee to America and start life anew. Come with me Mama. Runaway with me."
"I can't leave my beloved Germany. This life is the only life I know. Even though their drunken abuse may be the death of me, I'd never leave your father and my son," said Olga.
"I want to go to America one day but I'm afraid to go alone. Safer that I remain above deck then to go below, I'm afraid to be aboard a ship with so many men," said Rachel. "Notwithstanding my valid worries, my catalyst that will cement my indecision may be if Papa chooses the wrong man for me to marry."
"I pray that you'll give your father's prospective marriage selection in picking a man for you a fair chance. If you were to runaway he'll never forgive you."
"I can't imagine the abuse you'd suffer if I ran away and denied Papa from receiving his bounty for marrying me off to a wealthy family."
"Just remember my sweet daughter not to judge me but to learn from my mistakes and to live your life not for me or for your father but for the happiness of yourself. Without women's rights I have no control and no say in what my husband can do and does to me or to you, his daughter. Perhaps you'll have women's rights in your lifetime and will be free from forced slavery, indentured servitude, and being at the mercy of a man. Nearing the end of my life, I'm so tired and downtrodden. Pity and the love that I have for my children are the last emotions that I have left."
"Oh, Mama. Don't say that. You're still young. You have plenty of years yet to live," said Rachel.
"My quantity of life may have been diminished by the quality of life already lived," said Olga with sadness. "When the man I love turns his heavy hand of convoluted judgment against me and replaces my pride with humiliation, I'm done. He wounds my love with violence and replaces my happiness with suffering by dragging me from the comfort of my bed and down a flight of stairs by my hair. He orders his son to carry me out to the barn to be beaten as if I'm an animal. Then, he takes pleasure in watching his son strip me naked and have sex with me while he watches and masturbates. Willing to sacrifice my body to save yours, my hope and my dreams are for you. My salvation is in you dear Rachel."
"Mama," said Rachel crying as if her mother was on her deathbed and dying.
"I now know that I'll only have peace when the last roof I have over my head is a coffin lid," said her mother before retiring for bed. "I'll help you with money stolen from your father's and brother's pockets for you go to America Rachel," said her mother with a sad but determined smile. "They're always too drunk to know any better."
* * * * *
It was raining and well past midnight when Rachel was awakened by a scream. Hugo, Rachel's father, was in the barn again with his wife, Olga, her mother, and his son, Karl, her brother. With booming thunder as if Thor's hammer was being banged against her bedroom roof and flashes of brilliant lightning that lit up her room brighter than her candles and lit up the summer's night sky against a full moon, it was a powerfully loud and scary storm. As if God was angry with this family and, no doubt, he was, the thick fog that covered the landscape prevented her from seeing the horror that took place within the barn.
The lull before the storm, just a few hours ago, so peacefully yet unnervingly quiet, there wasn't a bird, a reptile, an animal, or an insect about. They all knew enough to hide. Only with nowhere to go, other than to jump out her bedroom window and run, Rachel had nowhere to hide. Moreover with her next door neighbor miles away and with men everywhere abusing their womenfolk in the same incestuous way as her father and brother abused her mother and, no doubt, hope to soon abuse her, she had no place to run. Trapped helplessly in her bedroom, she was so tragically vulnerable.
Dark, bleak, and cold, it was a night for a fire but there wasn't one burning in the fireplace. Snuggling herself beneath the covers, Rachel shivered from the cold and from the thoughts of what was happening to her mother in the barn. Yet, once the storm was over, the bright, summer sun that brings light, life, and hope will temporarily make her forget what had happened here this night, that is, until it happens again.
With nothing now that she could do, she needed to sleep. Only, she feared sleep. She feared they'd come for her too and she wanted to be ready and not be pulled from her bed, dragged down the stairs, carried out to the barn, tied to the horse stall, and stripped naked as they routinely do to her mother. If she was to be taken anywhere against her will, she wanted to walk out on her own accord with her head held high and not be dragged or carried to her whipping post.
"How dare they!"
Unable to sleep but too tired to get up to begin her chores, she was in that dazed place between being fully awake and being sound asleep. With her mind ready to start the day, she was unable to overcome that tired feeling that held her body prisoner. Her mind burdened by the sense of things about her was free to percolate her thoughts with worry. With a consciousness of all that was happening around her and an inability to control her thoughts from thinking the worst, her sleep was nothing more than a bad dream. Confined by an overpowering heaviness with words spoken or sounds heard real and/or imagined to give her dreams visions and her imagination wings until both were woven into one, terrible nightmare that was too horrible to verbalize, she tossed and turned in her bed with sleeplessness.



Normally her farm a cornucopia of sights, a cacophony of sounds, and possessing a myriad of mysterious movements that moved stealthily in the tall grass, everything was so unearthly and stilly quiet before and frighteningly loud now. With the rain pelting down with a loud hiss, as if the Devil's evil serpent commandeered her farm, the only sounds that could be heard over the rain were the screams of her mother that emanated from the barn. As if the cries were an eerie siren that warned her to stay away, the screams could be heard from the 300 meter distance between Rachel's bedroom window and the barn door.
"No! Let me go! Please, I beg you. Let me go! Please Let me go. I'm sorry. I won't do whatever it was I did again. I promise. Untie me. Please untie me."
The suspense, that fearful fright of standing idly by while the life of the one she loves so dearly trembles in the balance was debilitating. Yet there was nothing that she could do to change the fate of her mother. Unable to see but only to hear, the imagined thoughts of what was really happening in that damn barn took hold of her mind, labored her breathing, raced her pulse, and made her heart beat rapidly. With the violent images of her mother tied to the horse stall and stripped naked, Rachel was having a panic attack. She couldn't breathe. She couldn't think. Desperate for a breath of air she would have opened her bedroom window but she didn't want to hear her mother's screams any louder than what they already were.
Having happened so often before and with many of her emotions severed and detached from the abusive horror her father and brother exposed her to, Rachel listened to her mother's screams and pleas for mercy with sadness while hoping that she wasn't next. Other than to volunteer herself and take her mother's place, and other than to shoot her father and brother dead, there was nothing she could do to help her mother but to listen helplessly to her screams. Sparing her mother the pain, she wished the lantern would fall, the barn would catch fire, and they'd all perish in the flames.
Better off without them, she'd get a good price for the farmhouse and the land, enough to get her reestablished in America. Only, no one would buy from a woman. She'd have to find a man to help her sell her own farm and to take charge of the money for her. Yet, with no one in mind, she didn't trust any man to negotiate on her before and take control of her money.
If only she was free. Never looking back, she'd like to know what it would be like to be alone and on her own in a new country. After all the pain and suffering her father and brother have given her, she'd like to live her life without them. Certainly, her life couldn't be any worse without them than it was now with them touching her, feeling her, groping her, and forcing her hand to touch them.
"How dare they!"
To be continued...
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Baravian Alps and beer, life in Munich, Germany, change is in the air and everywhere
'Twas a dark and troubled time in Munich, Germany in the summer of 1860. With Richard Wagner composing his music as background to the times as if men were marching to keep beat to the change, the low thump, thump, thumping sound of his tuba mimicked man against machine with machine winning. Even the music that reflected the times was dark, turbulent, and angry. With the city air filled with coal dust, with the stench of people who didn't regularly bathe, and with drunks sleeping it off on every corner, a time of ominous foreboding, of doom, and uncertainty, 'twas a time of anger, rage, and violence fueled by beer, beer, and more beer. If Charles Dickens was born German instead of English, he would have written the ominous backdrop to this story.
"Please, sir, I want some more," said Dickens' character, Oliver Twist in Oliver Twist. Only, Rachel has had quite enough; she didn't want or need any more of her father's and brother's sexual abuse.
Back then with all the violence and bloodshed, the Oktoberfest could have been called the German blood fest. With gay King Ludwig II in control and his insane brother, Otto, running interference, 'twas a time just after the German revolution. Except for the wealthy factory owners, no one but the rich aristocracy was happy. After more than one hundred and fifty years later, some things remain the same. Some things never change and the middle class, even today, is still downtrodden, poor, and angry.
"Long live the King!"
* * * * *
"Please, stop Hugo. I beg you! Why are you punishing me? Whatever I did, I'm sorry. I don't deserve to be so abused," said Olga. "I'm sorry for whatever I did to deserve your punishment. I'm sorry. I'm very sorry. Please forgive me. I won't do it again. I promise," she said looking up at her husband with sincerity and remorse. "Please untie me. I can't even stand I'm so very tired. I'm sore and I hurt. I just want to go back to my bed. Please, I beg you to stop this and untie me."
* * * * *
German men wanted a constitution. German men wanted to have rights. German men, no matter ranking or standing, wanted to be equals in the eyes of the law. As France and the United States had their Bill of Rights, German men wanted a Declaration of the Rights of German People too. Oddly, with women not part of the bill of rights equation and with women having no rights at all, not even to vote, even after the Declaration of the Rights of German People was passed, it was oxymoronic that men inserted the word people instead of just naming men.
In the way they treated their women back then, they should have named their bill of rights the Declaration of the Rights of German Men. After the German Revolution created even more change with even more uncertainty, the age of unification unified Germany's patchwork of states. With everything changing and nothing remaining the same, these were modern times after all. The last thing that men needed was trouble from the one constant they could count on not to change, their women. Afraid, obedient, respectful, submissive, and disinterested about all things social, economic, and political, they liked their women kept in the dark. They liked their women just the way they were. Whether woman or man, God forbid the person who tried to change their women. Secluded on his farm miles from the main road, not even allowed to accompany him to town, God forbid the person who even talked to this farmer's wife and/or daughter.
"Women! Women! Women! Leave our women alone."
Only, tired of living in a man's world without having any rights, women were the ones who wanted change. Women were tired of being silent, obedient, respectful, submissive, and disinterested in all things social, economic, and political. No longer did they want to be kept in the dark. No longer did they want to be silent and/or silenced. They wanted to be heard. They wanted to vote. With having no rights at all, women were the ones with the most to gain. Knowing that they'd soon have their own little revolution too, women were the ones who instigated their men to revolt. As if caged animals waiting to be let loose, pushing their personal agendas along behind the rage of their drunken and abusive husbands but for different reasons, behind every bad, drunken, and abusive man was a conniving, deceitful, and treacherous woman. With the tempest in a teapot steaming before boiling emotions to overflow, these were troubled times indeed.
"Women, women, women, watch out for the women."
Steadfast and strong, women were always there in the background to help their men, support their men, and love their men. Unbeknownst to men nor would they ever even admit to the importance of women for fear they'd be perceived as being weak if giving women the credit they deserved, men were nothing without their women cooking their food, cleaning their houses, caring for them and their children, and relinquishing their bodies to them. Unfortunately, adding to the trouble of the times, a slow burn that suddenly erupted into a volcanic inferno and the one, last piece of unrest that sent everything else in panicked commotion and disruptive chaos were women.
'Twas a time that the equality of women and women's rights took center stage by giving faces and names to the suffragettes. 'Twas a time of marches, demonstrations, and protests. 'Twas a time that freedom and equality pitted men against women. No longer willing to suffer alone behind closed doors, protesting, angry women filled the city streets with their signs, placards, and hatred for how men mistreated them, disrespected them, and physically, sexually, and emotionally abused them.
Unlike those pussy whipped Brits and Americans, German men would never tolerate their woman embarrassing them and/or allow them to bring them shame with all of this equal rights nonsense. Instead of equality, what they needed was discipline. Instead of women's rights, what they needed was a good beating. Instead of using their mouths to voice their opinions and shout their equal rights slogans, the only time that men wanted to see women's mouths open was to eat their food and suck their cocks.
"Men! Men! Men!"
With their public demonstrations and protests, with their placards and signs, and with their heated words, mottos, and slogans adding to men's frustrations, women wanted things to change too. With both men and women beaten down and with both men and women wanting the same thing, equality, men weren't ready to submit to the demands of women, especially after having been forced to submit to everything and everyone else. Besides, why should men relent to women when no one, not the king, not the church, not the state, and not their employers, were relenting to their demands of them not wanting change?
"How dare they!"
Heard over the thumping sound of Wagner's tuba, heard even over the final crescendo of the entire German Symphony orchestra, and heard even over the unmuffled booming beat of machines, the annoying, high pitched, and insufferably demanding voices of women made men unable to think while enjoying their beer. 'Twas a time that women not only confounded men but also made them angry. As if suddenly women were a horse that wouldn't listen or a dog that wouldn't obey, 'twas a troubling time indeed for men.
"Indeed, how dare they!"
"Oh no! No way! Equality my ass. Women's rights will never happen. Not in my lifetime and not in my motherland," said one man to the other man while drinking copious amounts of beer.
Finally done drinking while riling against the system and helpless to make a change, they fell out in the street drunk and singing military songs of the revolution on their way home to beat and abuse their women.
"Women! Women! Women!"
* * * * *
"Please untie me Hugo! I beg you. I'm sorry for whatever it was I did. My wrists are bleeding, my back hurts, and I can't stand anymore," said 35-year-old Olga looking up at her 45-year-old husband with fear. "I'll be good. I'll give you the respect that you deserve. I'll obey always and forever without question and without complaint. I promise I will, only untie me please." She looked to her 20-year-old son, Karl, for help. "Help Mommy Karl. Please untie me. Don't allow Daddy to hurt Mommy anymore," she said crying. "Please Karl, I beg you."
* * * * *
Beginning in the late 1840's when everything else was changing and seemingly all at the same time, knowing the time was right and seizing the opportunity, women wanted change too. Having already suffered enough abuse and disrespect, women didn't want things to remain the same. Men were unable to have any peace from being under the thumb of their king. They didn't have any input from the changes happening at work. With factory owners displacing men in favor of machines, men were made to feel unappreciated, unimportant, and powerless. Ironically, with all the changes taking place that emasculated and belittled them, men were made to feel much like the women they used, abused, and disrespected.
Continuing from the workplace to their place of worship, they were even made to feel guilty in church for not conforming to the modern day changes when the church never easily conformed to changes either. When what was happening to German men were major changes in their lives and to their lifestyles, it took a meeting of Cardinals in Vatican City and endless masses with nonstop praying from priests, nuns, and worshippers, along with a Papal degree for the church to change their position on even the smallest of things. With the men of the times feeling beaten down and broken, especially now when not even able to control their own women, what else were they to do other than to drink more beer and beat their women into submission? God help them as these were troubled times indeed.
* * * * *
"Karl, talk some sense in your father. Untie Mommy." Olga looked to her son for help. "Please help me. I beg you. I'm so tired. I'm so dizzy. I can't even stand."
"How dare you look at your son instead of looking at me," said Hugo in a rage.
He slapped his wife hard across her face and left the imprint of his meaty hand and fat fingers on her cheek as if she was cattle and had just been branded by him.
* * * * *
Women held back and refused to give men what they wanted, sex, sex, and more sex, until and unless they relented to their demands of equality. Risking more abuse and willing to take the chance of being beaten again, this time for the sake of equality and freedom, women whispered their demands in their husbands' and boyfriends' ears at night. They wanted something that men were born to have and something that men weren't ready to give. The God given right to have, they wanted what men had, what only men could have, and what only men could give them.
They wanted equal rights. They wanted power. They wanted influence. They wanted freedom. Ready to give up beer before submitting to the demands of their beloved and abused women, as if that would ever happen, and before giving women equal rights, power, influence, and/or freedom, their one last bastion of control, men weren't ready to relinquish the power they held over their women.
"How dare they!"
In the way that many women died trying to protect themselves from the men who supposedly loved them, many men died trying to protect themselves and their jobs from something they couldn't protect themselves and stop from happening anyway. Trying to protect themselves from change, men wanted everything to remain the same. Even if they braced their bodies against the factory doors to keep them from opening wide enough to admit a machine, they couldn't block change. Even if they stopped one machine from being moved in and assembled by sabotaging it, they couldn't stop change. Even if they burned the factories down to the ground, the factory owners would rebuild them bigger, better, and with even more changes. No matter what they did and how much they riled against the system, they couldn't protect their jobs and their little lives from changing.
"Change! Change! Change! We don't want change! We want things to remain the same!"
As if trying to stop evolution with a revolution and as if trying to halt history with violence and bloodshed, change was inevitable. No matter what they did and what they said, they couldn't stop the machines from replacing them. No matter how much they raged against their king, they couldn't stop change. No matter how much they protested against the rich, powerful, and influential factory owners, they couldn't stop change. No matter how much they complained about the confining constrictions of the church, against the unfairness of their state, and against their demanding and unhappy women, change was here to stay. No matter how much they talked about social, economic, and political changes, and no matter how much beer they drank, change was still unavoidable. In the scheme of things with progress so much bigger than any army of angry, drunken, German men, and with machines faster, more efficient, and more profitable, no longer as needed, men were just an unnecessary afterthought that were used to complement, maintain, and repair their hated nemesis, the dreaded, noisy, smelly machine.
"Men! Men! Men! Leave us alone. We don't want machines. We don't want anything to change. We demand that everything remain the same."
The backbone, the voice, and the strength of Germany, their precious motherland, how could a mere machine replace a mighty man? How dare their king, their government, their church, the owners of their factories, and now their women dare change everything they've known all of their lives? How dare they! How could they! Why would they! Why should they submit to change?
Truly, there was a lot going on in such a short period of time. 'Twas a time just after the German Revolution, 'twas the time of the first Industrial Revolution merging with the advent of the second Industrial Revolution, and 'twas a time when women not only wanted to be heard but also wanted to be treated as equals. No uninformed, illiterate, drunken man was equipped to deal with any of that, never mind with all of that, happening at the same time. Overwhelmed, the only solace they found was drinking beer, beating their wives, and sexually assaulting their daughters. Especially when they found peace in their homes, comfort in their barns, and contentment while on their land, what else were they supposed to do? Some things never change but if it was left to the women to take control, they'd make sweeping changes right now and forever.
"How dare they change anything! How dare they change everything! Women! Women! Women! Women will always be dependent upon and submissive to the will and the whimsy of men. Men! Men! Men! Men will always be better than a machine and women will never be the equal of men."
Even with women demanding changes too, the one thing that remained the same and the one thing that men could count on not changing was their beer. Thank God their beer never changed. God forbid the man or machine that tampered with their Bocks, their Doppel Bocks, their Pilsners, their Helles, their Maibocks, their Kolsches, their Alts, their lagers, or their beers. In an era of change, beer was the last familiar thing that men had left.
"Beer! Beer! Beer! Gott sei Dank!" Thank God they said in German that no one tampered with and changed their beer.
Their beers remained the same. Why not? Why wouldn't they? Their fathers, their grandfathers, and their great grandfathers, having perfected the formula over centuries, brewed it right the first time and brewed it right there in Germany by hand and without the need of a stupid machine. Looking the same, smelling the same, and tasting the same, if they could count on one thing that stayed loyal to them, it was their German beers.
"Gott sei Dank! Prost! Prost! Prost!"
Indeed, the 1860's were hard times that would grow more difficult as the world quickly evolved from the dependency of men to the reliability of machines. A new sport of contests with drunken men pitted against newly invented machines sprouted up across the country at beer fests. Men were eager to show their strength and endurance while inventors wanted to demonstrate the technological superiority of their new mechanical inventions. With men, big men, strong men, and powerful men always losing to machines and with factory owners taking more notice of the machine than of the men and/or of the contest, etched in the stone cornerstones of new and more modern factories, the writing was on the wall. Change was here to stay.
'Twas a labor intensive time when most everything was made and assembled by hand instead of by machine. When large factories employed masses of bodies to do the work of one machine, citizens all over the world were reluctant to embrace anything new, especially modern, mechanical technology that would eventually put them out of work and out of a job. When one factory owner installed a machine, in their attempts to remain competitive, all the other factory owners scurried to install a machine too. The race for the latest technology and greatest machine soon followed and never stopped. Men were doomed and so were their women.
Fortunately or unfortunately, with not all factories able to afford a machine, with machines not yet totally reliable, with machines routinely breaking down, and with parts not readily available, there were still plenty of bugs in the system to allow men to temporarily return to the times of how things used to be. With some technology ahead of its time, it was difficult to find someone living in a small town possessing enough technical ability and mechanical sophistication to even service and maintain the machines. Only, out of their control and powerless to stop progress, those who lived then had no choice but to submit and go along with and adjust to whatever were the inevitable changes, just as we who live now must do the same.
"How dare they! They dared indeed to force change upon us!"
It was inevitable after all and there was nothing that any one man or a thousand men could do to stop it. With modern day social telecommunications not yet invented, mass medias that were necessary for people of one country or even one city to stay in touch with one another, most Germans were out of touch with what was happening with one another and what other changes were taking place in the world. Unless they came to town to buy supplies, those who lived on a farm were secluded, isolated, and aloof. They didn't like or trust those transients who lived in the city, people who rented a room and didn't have roots enough to own land and/or even have a family. Filled with rumor and hearsay instead of with factual information, without having CNN telling them what to think and what to believe, it was an uninformed time of suspicion, supposition, and speculation.
In the way that Christopher Columbus saw the world as flat, Germans, as did everyone else of that period, only saw what they could see in front of them. What they saw, heard, smelled, tasted, and touched was their reality. With the peasants unable to imagine anything out of their scope, most were unable to see the big picture. Germans weren't alone in their limited myopic viewpoints. Germans were no different in resisting the technological, social, political, religious, and economic global changes that were happening simultaneously around the world than were any other citizen of any other country.
* * * * *
"No! Please stop! I beg you to untie me! Dear God in Heaven, no! Please don't do this to me again, not after all that I've done for you. How dare you! How could you? No, not again. No! I can't take this anymore. Just kill me. Kill me. Kill me now. I'd rather be dead than to live another day with you," said Olga looking to her husband with begging eyes before looking to her son with sexual lust.



* * * * *
"What was that? I thought I heard a scream," said Rachel awakened from her sound sleep at an ungodly hour of the early morning. "What time is it?"
She didn't know. Even the rooster hadn't yet crowed. Sensing something was wrong, she lifted her head from her pillow to listen before sitting up in bed with anxious foreboding.
"Was I dreaming it or did I really hear a scream? Was that an animal or a human?"
She peered out her bedroom window looking for ghosts, goblins, and ghouls, but unable to see through the darkness and through the fog, there was nothing to see and nothing to hear but the whistling wind, the pouring rain, and those ever present, scary shadows that made her imagination run wild with fright.
To be continued...
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Chapter 3
Olga relearns how to respect and obey her husband while sexually satisfying her son
"Why are you doing this to me?" Olga looked from her husband to her son and back to her husband again. "What have I done now to deserve such abuse? I can't take the beatings and the whippings anymore Hugo," she said not protesting to her husband about having to sexually pleasure her son after her husband beats her and before he whips her for enjoying having sex with her son a bit too much.
* * * * *
Germans were resistant to the change of a machine doing a man's job, the same job that their fathers, grandfathers, and great grandfathers did before them. A scenario all too familiar and that still happens today, German men were angry that machines forced them out of work and forced those still working to work harder and faster for increased production and for less wages. Removed from their little routines, German men were angry that dumb, noisy, and smelly machines forced them to think and to rethink everything they manually did in the past to the new, modern way of now doing things by machine. They were angry that machines forced them to retrain and remaster new skills before they could work on the factory floor again and earn money enough to feed and clothe their families. Out of a job to support their families and out of money to buy beer, they were forced to comply, respect, and obey. Having to give the same compliance, respect, and obedience to their employers that they demanded from their wives and daughters but, with the women's rights movement interfering, disrupting, and confusing their women, respect and obedience was more difficult to get.
"If it ain't broke, don't fix it," said workers in German. "We don't want stupid machines. We don't need smelly machines. A man can think and feel, a noisy machine can't. A man is better than a machine."
Alas, begging to differ with them, factory owners preferred buying and installing one machine than having to pay ten or a one hundred men wages. Once the machines went in, the protesting workers walked out. They assembled in the dirty, city streets and collected at the beer gardens to voice their outrage of man pitted against machine, especially with machine winning over man every time. Instead of being listened to and instead of given a voice, they were beaten by the police and forced back to work, that is, those who still could work and those who were still needed to feed the production line and run the machines.
With the outrage of workers barely, duly noted, their discontent was drowned out by the thumping sound of factory machines, the golden coin sound of progress for factory owners, and the sound of protestations and demonstrations of workers not wanting things to change. Always eager to climb aboard, the alcoholic laced voyage that beer took men on to temporarily make them feel better that night, never failed to make them feel worse the next morning. Proud and angry, there was nothing that these pitiful, hardworking, German workers could do other than to submit, respect, obey, return to work, drink more beer after work, beat their wives to act out and lessen their frustration, and have sex with their daughters so soothe their tortured souls.
* * * * *
"No! Please! I beg you Hugo. Please untie me. I'm sorry for whatever I did. Whatever I did, I won't do it again. I promised," she said looking at him with fear before looking at him with rage.
"You don't even know what you did, do you?" He looked at her with a face of confusion and frustration. "How could you not know what you did to so disrespect and shame me?"
"I don't know what I did but I'm sorry for whatever it is I did. I have rights as your wife," she shouted. "I have rights as the mother of your--"
"Rights? Rights! You have no rights," said Hugo slapping his wife hard across her face again.
* * * * *
Suspecting the worst, Rachel now knew what she heard wasn't a dream but a scream. It was her mother screaming. She remembered that her father and brother were drunk again last night and she went to bed early before they tried to kiss her, touch her, feel her, grope her, and force her hand down to touch their bulging cocks through their pants as they'd done so very many times before. They're both such vile, disgusting, and perverted pigs and worse when they're drunk. Bad enough that a son has sex with his mother with the blessing of his father but how dare a father feel his daughter and a brother lust over his sister! Is there no end to their incestuous lust? Is there no boundary that cannot be breached? Is there no modicum of decency that cannot be violated. How dare they!
Obviously sometime during the night while she was sleeping, they had taken her mother out to the barn again to beat her, strip her naked, sexually assault her, and whip her. Living in a small, five room farmhouse, being that they were never quiet, especially when they were drunk, normally she'd awaken with their noise, loud talking, and singing. Normally she'd hear them, but she was so very tired from doing all of her chores and helping her mother to do her chores too that they could have barged in her room and surprised her. Overpowering her in the way they did with her mother, dragging her down the stairs and carrying her out to the barn, they could have taken her instead of her mother.
Every time her father and brother drank and every time they were drunk, their physical, emotional, and sexual abuse worsened from just talking, to touching, to groping, to fondling, to striping, and to raping. It was only a matter of time before they tired of sexually abusing her mother and turned their incestuous eyes to her. Her high value as a virgin married off to a wealthy family was the only thing that stopped them and saved her from the same fate that her mother suffered and must endure.
Nonetheless, they were still free with their hands and it was only a matter of time before they forced her to her knees and filled her mouth with their incestuous lust for her. Her virginity needn't be ruined to stroke their cocks before sucking their cocks and she wondered why they hadn't thought of that and forced her to suck them before now. Before they thought to do that and before they forced her to blow her own father and suck her own brother, she needed to flee from this crazy place now but how and where would she go? The entire country was filled with incestuous lust with fathers having their wicked way with their daughters, sons forcing themselves upon their mothers, and brothers impregnating their sisters. Is there no end to this mad debauchery?
"How dare they!"
She wished they'd just leave her alone. She wished her mother would just stop screaming. She wished she was born an ugly man instead of a beautiful woman. She wished she could go back to sleep but she couldn't. Too tired to get up and too early to start her sixteen hour, long day to do her chores, helpless to do anything to save her mother from the abuse of her father and brother and not wanting to hear the screams of her mother, she put her pillow over her head, her fingers in her ears, and cried herself to sleep.
* * * * *
A time of upheaval, an age of uncertainly, and an era of dramatic changes, the only thing that men could control was their families in their own homes and the happenings on their own land, that is, most times but not all times. Their safe havens to do just that, men in their own homes acted out their economic, political, religious, and social frustrations with drunkenness and/or with violence. Unless they were rich and/or had the ear of the king, in the way that Richard Wagner, the king's favorite composer had, they were powerless everywhere else in society to voice their justified opinions and/or to demonstrate their free wills.
Penniless but for the meager wages they earned on the factory floor or from their farms, they needed to take back control over some part of their miserable lives. Yet, but for the brand of beer they drank and the women they married, the daughters, cousins, sisters and/or girlfriends they sexually abused, every part of them and their lives was suddenly controlled by someone or something else. With only women and farm animals, not necessarily in that order, deemed lower in status than poor German men, there was always something or someone more powerful controlling them.
"God help them!"
Defiant against any woman infringing upon their God given right of men's superiority, the last straw was the Women's Rights Movement demanding that women be deemed equal. Yet, with men acting out in frustration, it was women who were beaten for the bad news of current events. It was women who suffered for men's disgruntlement with the king, the church, and the state. It was woman who paid the ultimate price of their folly with pain, suffering, and/or death for causing men's degradation and emasculation by their wanting to have equal rights and equality. It was women who paid the pitiful penalty with their humiliation by men forcing them to have incestuous sex with their fathers, their sons, and their brothers.
"How dare they! How dare they! How dare they!"
* * * * *
When seeing it from the distance off the main road, looking so much better than when seeing it up close, the wooden building was nothing more than an innocuous barn set back on a working farm. With the land all around it manicured with neatly plowed fields when not filled with row upon row and acres of crops, there was nothing different from this farm to distinguish it from any other farm in the area. Hardworking farmers, the Germans were known for their farming skills and for their farms. Farming was a big business in this part of Germany of lush land filled with rich topsoil and there were lots of farms competing with one another. Looking much like all the other farms in the area, no one passing by this farm would ever suspect there was anything amiss and suspect the horror that happened in that horrible hangar.
"I'm glad I own this farm and this land," said Hugo puffing out his chest, "instead of having to live in the city and be dependent upon factory owners to give me a job." After pontificating his points and his riles against the system, he always ended his diatribes with the same words, glad to own a farm and farmland. "I'd have even less control of my life than I do now in trying to sell my crops to price fixed markets."
Alas, Hugo felt the pinch then that farmers feel now. Even though everything was changing, some things remain the same and never change.
Yet, his farm, especially his barn, was as much of a place of torture as it was a place to house his animals. Set behind and a distance away from the main farmhouse, in a dilapidated hangar of horror, seething with evil and filled with incestuous lust, the broken down, weathered barn loomed larger when walking closer than the main house did up close. Ironically, looking at it from a distance, especially when seeing it for the first time, the barn looked as if it could have once been a house of worship instead of a hangar of horror. Only with these two barbarians, Hugo and his supersized son Karl, looming inside and prowling their land in the way of demonic, diabolical wolfs, there was no God present in this barebones building and on this God forsaken land.
God help the women who set foot in this barn. Unfortunately, helpless against their drunken whimsy, there were no Angels of mercy inside this barn to save anyone, especially Olga, from the physical and emotional abusiveness of her husband and the sexual abusiveness and depravity of her son. This was where the Devil and his son did their diabolical duty with deranged depravity and delirious delight. With only God able to save her, Lord help her, only God was nowhere to be found on this farm and in this barn. Seemingly, undoubtedly, and assuredly, God had abandoned her just as her husband had turned against her.
"God help her. God save her. For the sake of her beautiful daughter, may God strike down her husband and her son."
This German family's secrets weren't out in the open nor were they open for discussion over a room temperature beer served at the bar. Passed down over the generations for more than two hundred years of fathers leaving this farm to their sons, left to him by his father, this was Hugo's farm and his land now. One day, all of this would go to his dimwitted, albeit hardworking son Karl. Whatever happened here on his land, in his farmhouse, and especially in his barn wasn't anyone's business but that of his family.
Privately discreet, but for the late night screaming and early morning horror show, with their next door neighbor miles away, there was no one to hear them and no one to tell their secrets. With nothing to illuminate their incestuous freak show but the full moon, the shining stars overhead, and the one, dim, flickering lantern suspended on a hook, their secrets weren't acted out in the main farmhouse but were hidden back behind the house in the privacy of the barn. Appropriately or inappropriately, the barn was where Hugo housed all his animals. Being that he and his son acted as if they were animals too when drunk, what better place to bring his wife to be physically, emotionally, and sexually abused than to the barn? The barn was a place where no one was welcome and no one went but the farmer, his wife, his son, and his daughter. Unless they were willing to risk a farmer's wrath and an ass full of buckshot, the barn was off limits to everyone else.
Nearly too drunk to see and definitely too drunk to reason with, Hugo awakened his wife in the middle of the night with a shake, a shout, and a slap. Whatever he could grab of his wife in his drunkenness and in the darkness of night, he pulled. He dragged and pulled Olga kicking and screaming from her bed by her long, lush, chestnut brown hair, her firm arms, her shapely legs, and her short, thin nightgown. Pulling her and dragging her to push her down the stairs, step by every painful step, in a ball of arms and legs, she fell in a rush and bounced off every wooden step below as if bouncing off every hard rock while plunging from a waterfall. Then he dragged his wife of 21-years by her hair through the house and deposited her on the stone kitchen floor to the sexual delight of his horny son.
With her nightgown in total disarray, the hem of it settled just below her bellybutton. With her bare, big breasts spilling out of her low cut top, the erectness of her nipples confessed her sexual excitement of being so violently abused by her husband and so nakedly exposed to her son. With her long shapely legs spread wide enough to expose her bushy, dark brown pussy, her hidden, naked secrets were revealed to her son for him to see all of the hidden sexual charms of his mother. When other more Christian sons would avert their eyes and look away from the nakedness of their mothers, Karl lustfully stared at his mother's uncovered breasts and naked pussy with incestuous depravity.
In defense of Karl and in deference to her husband, other mothers and wives would quickly cover their nakedness with their nightgown and their hands. Other mothers and wives would normally be embarrassed, mortified, and humiliated that their adult age son saw so very much of their naked body for such a prolonged amount of time in view of their husband. Instead, Olga discreetly smiled her incestuous lust for her son while making no attempt to cover herself. When her husband wasn't looking, knowing that she'd soon be taking her son's cock in her mouth and sucking him while he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples, she slowly ran her tongue across her lips while staring at the big bulge that Karl's erection made in his pants. A sexy game and forbidden scenario they all played, instead of shame, humiliation, and embarrassment, obviously by her actions and sexual arousal, Hugo's violence added fuel to the illicit, incestuous and erotic excitement that this mother enjoyed with her son.
Taking over where his father left off, with one big hand and one strong arm, Karl lifted his mother up in his right arm and, as if lifting a bale of hay, he moved her high up on his chest. Heading out the door behind his father, he held the swaying lantern in his left hand. Trailing behind his father as if he were one of the dogs on the hunt for rats and rodents of the four legged kind instead of the two legged sexual predators that these two were, he carried his mother out of the house and to the barn for her to relearn her lessons of discipline. Too drunk to be mindful of the snakes that may be lurking there in the tall grass and the grasshoppers, beetles, and spiders that would surely hitch a ride on their pant legs, Hugo marched out in front of them through the field as if his high steps kept beat to an imagined music of a German band.
With his back turned to them and with his son's lantern lighting his way but leaving Karl and Olga in total darkness behind him, Olga took the opportunity to reward her son for his gentleness. She wrapped her arm around her son's thick neck and French kissed him. Clothe only in her worn, thin nightgown, fortunately for her, 'twas a warm, summer night instead of a cold, winter night. Once inside the barn, having done this more than a dozen times before and with each family member knowing the part they needed to play and what they needed to do, Olga went into her usual act of playing the forced victim of incestuous seduction.
"No! Stop! Please! I beg you, You mustn't do this to me," cried Olga a seemingly sometimes forced, sometimes reluctant, and sometimes willing victim. "Let me go! Let me go! Let go of me!" Her struggling, her screaming, and her drama, whether acted or real, much in the way that she faked her orgasms, whenever her fat husband was on top of her grunting, sweating, and farting, obviously added to Hugo's sexual excitement.
Blocking his father's view with his big body from seeing what he was doing with his wife, Karl gently lowered his mother down in front of the horse stall and tied her wrists to the top rail. Once tied there, once unable to move, and once unable to struggle to resist, commencing with his sexual appetizer of his personal version of foreplay in readiness for his incestuous love affair with his mother, Karl felt and touched his willing mother where no son should ever feel and touch his mother. Touching, feeling, fondling, caressing, and cupping her big breast through her nightgown while fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, he reached his hand behind her to cup her firm, round ass in his big, strong hand. Then, moving his hand to the front of her, he reached a hand beneath her nightgown to cup her abundant soft and curly, dark brown fur before fingering her already wet pussy. Probing his mother in the way that he should be probing his wife or his girlfriend, he gently and slowly plunged a long, stiff, wiggling finger inside of her. Instead of being met with a shake and a shudder, instead of being met with her resistance, and instead of receiving her scream of rejection, he was met with a loving smile, a sexy look, and a gasp of pleasure.
As if he was her lover and he was, as if he was her husband instead of her son, gently rubbing her clit while still fingering her nipples, he gave his mother a taste of what more was to come later. With a fine line between pain and pleasure, if only her husband knew how much his physical abuse excited his wife in readiness to pleasure her son, he'd be shocked. Not knowing what goes though his troubled, drunken mind, maybe Hugo knew how his violent actions sexually aroused his wife. Maybe Hugo knew that Olga's sexual awakening would make her lust for her son in the way she once lusted for him. Maybe this was his plan all along and if it was how dare he!



To be continued...
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Man against machine, machine wins, and, tied to the horse stall beaten by her husband and sexually abused by her son, Olga loses her struggle in the barn.
Submitting her will to him for the sake of the masculinity and pride of her husband, Olga sacrificed herself to be physically and emotionally abused. For her husband to feel that he exerted some modicum of control over some portion of his miserable life, she allowed him to beat and whip her naked body nearly to death. Undoubtedly, in the hopes that he didn't kill her and do the same to her daughter next, and in the hopes that he'd get what he needed from beating and whipping her, she allowed her son to sexually abuse her so that the both of them would leave her daughter alone. A kind and loving mother and what any mother would do, she sacrificed herself to protect her daughter.
For the sake and safety of her daughter, Rachel, Olga volunteered to take her place to be sexually molested in the barn. Her unspoken agreement to be chosen to be so battered and so abused was her motherly decision to save her daughter from the same fate. Olga was an unwilling victim in her husband's game of pain, debauchery, and torture. Yet, when there was sexual pleasure given to her by her son, instead of the physical violence delivered her by her husband, she was more than a willing volunteer.
Albeit aroused by the beatings and not as much by the whippings that came after Karl pleasured her and she pleasured him, not that she had any choice in her decision being that she was tied to the horse stall, she needed the beating to get her in the amorous mood to have incestuous sex with her son. For lack of a better word, not as normal for a mother to sexually want her son in the way that a son wanted his mother, the pain she suffered from her husband was what she needed to freely cross that incestuous line. Just as she disliked the violence and the physical abuse given to her by the hand of her husband, in anticipation of getting herself ready to be intimate with her son, she tolerated the pain and the suffering for the sake of the sexual pleasure. She needed the beating to excite her sexually more and to make her feel guilty less. Wicked in her justification of what she needed to make her feel where she needed to be to survive this crazy father and son team, she learned to not only look forward to but also to love the sexual attention given her by the hand, the mouth, and the cock of her son.
Screaming and kicking, allowing him to think that he was in control, if only in control of her, her son, and her daughter, she vehemently begged her husband to stop beating and whipping her. Cooing and fawning, she not so vehemently begged her son to stop stripping her, touching her, feeling her, caressing her, and sexually assaulting her. Even though everything was changing, some things remained the same, especially all of those things that occurred within the barn between this horrible husband, his perverted son, and his wicked wife. The reason why she was in the barn again was because her husband was drunk again, Olga didn't obey again, and her son was horny again. Especially when the incestuous mood heated up in the house between father and daughter and between brother and sister, perhaps if only for the sake of wanting to have sex with her son again and to save Rachel from the same fate, one may wonder if Olga instigated this visit to the barn.
Even during these troubled times of uncertainty and frustration, with women not always readily available for Karl to date when living out on a farm miles from his next neighbor and living even further from the city, some things never do change. Conveniently available to satisfy his every sexual whim were his shapely mother and his sexy sister. Being that he received his father's approval to have sex with his wife, Karl was happy to be the obedient son by obliging not only his father's perversion but also his mother's libido. While his father sat and watched while masturbating himself, Karl pleasured his mother.
"You must be punished Olga," said her red faced husband spitting out his anger as he yelled. "You must learn to respect and obey me."
"Let me go! Please let me go! Don't do this to me, not again," cried Olga. "I beg you. Please stop. Please don't. No! I can't take this anymore. Please stop."
"You must learn to obey your husband," he said again repeating himself in his drunkenness. "Having forgotten all of your lessons, you must relearn them now again. You must learn to respect me," said Hugo.
"Why should I respect you when you don't respect me?" Flooded with tears, she looked up at him with a face of fear while struggling against her ties.
"You're a woman Olga. You don't deserve respect. You don't get respect; you give it," said Hugo with a sneer and a slap.
"Why should I obey you when you're so cruel to me even when I'm obeying and respecting you?"
"What you call obedience, I call disobedience and what you call respect, I call disrespect. I see the looks that you give me. I hear you whispering behind my back to my son and to my daughter," he said pointing a finger of contempt at her. "You don't respect me, you disrespect me."
When once she looked at him with love, she now looked at him with fear. When once he looked at her with love, he now looked at her with hatred.
"Dear God in Heaven, haven't I suffered enough?" As if God was there ready to swoop down to save her, Olga looked up to the rafters of the barn before refocusing her attention to her husband. "How can I respect the man that beats and whips his wife? I can't take this anymore Hugo." Olga stopped her screaming to start crying while trying to plead some sense to her husband. "As a weak woman, as your loving wife, and as the caring mother of your children, I have some rights to--"
"Rights! Rights? What rights? Do you mean women's rights? Your insistent delusion of women's rights is why you're here in the barn again Olga," he said looking at her as if she had lost her mind. "Women have no rights," yelled Hugo in German as if she was a captured prisoner of the German revolution instead of his wife and the mother of his children. "Unlike me, a man, the owner of this house and this land, you're a nobody and a no one. Unable to even vote, even in the eyes of Germany, you don't even exist."
"Surely, Hugo, as the woman you love, I have the right to--"
"You have no rights," he said again, this time louder. As if his finger was a gun and he was about to shoot her dead, he made his lambasting more personal by pointing his index finger at her face and only inches away from her nose. "My animals are not only more valuable to me than you are but also have more rights than you do," he said with a laugh. "They have the right to go to market to fetch me a fair price and they have the right to be slaughtered and to be eaten to feed me. If you have any rights at all, you have the right to respect me and obey me."
But for her ties holding her in place, her binds stopped her from moving not much more than a few inches in either direction, side to side or up and down. Appearing woozy after being violently awakened from her sleep and dragged down a flight of stairs from her bed, she was dizzy against the onslaught of his physical, emotional, and verbal abuse. No doubt exhausted from being so brutally beaten after working all day to maintain her house and serve her husband and her son, as if she was a dying swan in the last scene of a ballet, she crumbled against the weight of herself and the unsteadiness of her legs. She would have collapsed to the ground were it not for her binds that tightened against her wrists and held her in place to prevent her from falling further. Weak kneed from being beaten and exhausted from lack of sleep, the weight of her slim, shapely body that pulled against the leather straps hurt her wrists enough to make them bleed.
"Karl," she said to her son looking at him with love. "Help Mommy. Untie me. Please, I beg you. My wrists hurt and are bleeding. You're big and you're strong, you can stop this abuse. Don't let your father do this to me."
Obviously torn by his blind dogged allegiance to his father and his incestuous lustful love for his mother, Karl looked from his mother to his father and back to his mother again with eyes that begged her forgiveness for not untying her and for not stopping the physical abuse. Intent on arousing his sexual lust for his mother by touching her and feeling her in the way that his father was determined to soothe his rage by beating, whipping, and controlling his wife, no doubt wanting this incest to continue, Karl didn't intercede on his mother's behalf. Undoubtedly, if his father's abuse of his mother worsened, he'd step in with a heavy hand to stop his father from really hurting and/or killing his mother. Instead of untying her, instead of setting her free, and instead of protecting her from further harm from his demonic father, on the pretense of helping her to stand and to take the pressure off of the leather straps rubbing against her skin, he took pleasure in touching, feeling, and caressing his mother everywhere through her nightgown.
What son would touch, feel, and caress his mother's body in such an incestuous, sexual way? Albeit being that she was tied to the horse stall and was unable to stop the sexual abuse, what mother would allow her son to touch, feel, and caress her body in such an incestuous, sexual way? Nothing new to this family, this incestuous sideshow had been happening since Karl's 18th birthday, a son having his perverted way with his mother and his mother obviously enjoying the sexual attention that her husband was unwilling and/or unable to give her. Only and unfortunately, the incest escalated since Rachel had turned 18-years-old.
Undoubtedly the sexual frustration of a father controlling his urge to touch his virginal daughter and a brother kept from having his incestuous, sexual way with his innocent sister, played out more with a husband abusing his wife and a son having his way with his mother. Either Rachel would marry soon or she'd find herself serving the violent whims of her father and the sexual lusts of her brother. Either she'd earn her keep by rewarding her father with more land and livestock with a mutually beneficial marital union or she'd be taking her place in the barn too. Other than to abuse her and other than to make her family money by marrying her to a wealthy family, Hugo had no use for another useless and helpless woman to be so dependent upon his generosity in feeding her and sheltering her.
With his big, broad back blocking his father's view, Karl felt and caressed his mother's big breasts and fingered her instantly hardening nipples before reaching around her to take a big handful of her firm, round ass through her nightgown. With Olga looking up at her giant son with lustful love, he felt his mother with all the incestuous lust of a son given permission to have sex with his mother by his father. Lifting her helpless body to a standing position with one, big hand, he removed the pressure off of her wrists while feeling more handfuls of her firm, big breasts and her round, shapely ass with his other hand through her nightgown again. Once his father was done beating, lecturing, and lambasting her, as he has always done in the past, he'd give his son permission to pleasure his mother while he watched and masturbated over the sexy sight of the two of them together before whipping her for enjoying her son too much.
With Hugo no longer able to sexually satisfy his wife and with Hugo no longer able to maintain an erection while inside of her because of his excessive drinking, in the way that he'd one day give his son the farm, he prematurely gave his son his wife. Relinquishing his sexual control over Olga in favor of watching his son pleasure his mother and watching his wife pleasuring his son, he left his husbandly, sexual duties to Karl. Bad enough that a son had sex with his mother and bad enough that a mother enjoyed having sex with her son, it was even worse when a father agreed to the incestuous union between a mother and her son. Even worse than a son having sex with his mother and a father agreeing to their incestuous behavior was when a father watched his son pleasuring his wife while masturbating his lust over their incestuous, sexual display.
A wicked woman in 1860, even as a married woman and an obedient wife, Olga wasn't supposed to enjoy having sex with her husband and/or with anyone else, especially with her son. Something she never enjoyed even when they were first married, she hated, actually dreaded, having sex with her husband. Slam bam and without even a thank you ma'am, she didn't enjoy having sex with Hugo when he was always so angry and always so mean. Fat, disgusting, and with too much hair on his shoulders, chest, arms, legs, and back, when he didn't smell of beer and cigars, he smelled of dried sweat. Having sex with her husband wasn't as nearly as pleasurable, a gross understatement, as it was having sex with her son.
Yet, when having sex with her handsome son, she was eager to do whatever she could to please him in reciprocation of him pleasuring her. Taking more than the two minutes of penetration without foreplay, Hugo never kissed her, touched her, felt her, and adored her body in the way her son did. Karl took his time with his mother. Kissing her, touching her, feeling her, caressing her, and complimenting her, Karl made her feel like a sexy woman before inserting his big, hard, hairy cock in her wide open and willing mouth. In the way she looked up at him with his cock buried in her mouth and in the way that she willingly accepted his erect prick in her mouth, she obviously enjoyed sucking her son's cock. Obviously wishing she was his wife instead of his mother, no doubt, she wished he'd give her an orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue before mounting her and making love to her before fucking her.
"Please Hugo, I beg you to stop," she said looking from her son to her husband. "I'm sorry for whatever it was I did." She looked back from her husband to her son. "Karl, please talk some sense to your father. Untie Mommy. Please help me."
"Sorry mother but I can't," he said in a quiet whisper and in a defeated voice.
It was unlike her son to be so submissively timid, seemingly weak, and almost apologetic. Always so kind and gentle around his mother, he only acted out of character when drunk and when around his drunken father. So much bigger than his father, Karl was a big brute that was a throwback to his maternal grandfather, Bruno, a strong man in the circus in the 1830's. In the immense physical size and strength of him, he was a gentle giant. He had a kind nature and a good heart, otherwise, only when provoked and riled, did he become a big, scary monster. Because he was dimwitted, acting as if a caged grizzly bear suddenly set free, he was the butt of jokes until those who made fun of him quickly learned not to provoke him and not to anger him.
"Please don't allow him do this to me," she said playing both their games while whispering and looking up at her son with her big, green eyes and watching him fondle her firm, shapely breasts. "Not again, please not again. Don't allow your father to do this again to me. He's drunk and I'm so very tired. He doesn't know what he's doing. He's angry over everything else and over things that he can't control," she said looking down and pausing in her pleading to watch him caress her big breasts while fingering her hard nipples through the thin, worn material of her nightgown. "That feels good Karl. Mommy likes it when you touch and finger her nipples like that," she said standing on her toes to whisper in his ear as he leaned down to receive her message.
"I love your big tits Mommy. I love your big nipples. I love you Mommy," he said returning her whispers. "I wish you were my woman. I wish you were my wife," he said. "I'd have sex with you every day."
"I am your woman," she said. "Maybe one day, after your father leaves this Earth and you inherit the farm, I can be your wife."
"Why is Papa so angry with you?"
"He's not angry with me Karl. He can control me. He can count on me to obey and to respect him. I'm not his problem," she said as her son lifted the back of her nightgown to feel more of her bare ass before moving his big hand to the front of her to cup her bushy, dark brown pussy. She gasped when he touched her and gently parted her lips to feel her wetness.
"I love feeling your ass mother as much as I like fingering your pussy. It makes me so hot to touch you and to feel your naked body beneath your nightgown," said her son.
"Oh Karl, my big, beautiful boy, fuck my pussy with your long fingers and rub my clit in the way I taught you to do," she whispered in his ear. "Suck Mommy's nipples through my nightgown. Suck them, Karl, suck them. I like it when you suck my nipples."
"I love sucking your nipples mother," said Karl sucking one nipple through her nightgown while fingering the other nipple and before switching from one to the other and back again.
"I wish you could make love to Mommy. I wish you could stick your big, hard cock in Mommy's pussy. I wish you could fuck Mommy," she said breathlessly in his ear when he continued sucking and fingering her nipples.
Seemingly the more she referred to herself as Mommy, the more sexually excited her son became. Then when he inserted his index finger and wiggled it deeper inside of her while rubbing her clit with his middle finger, she started softly moaning.
"What's all that whispering? What are you two plotting behind my back? I can't even trust my own family," said Hugo in a drunken daze with a disgruntled wave of his hand before taking another long drink from his bottle.
"Nothing Hugo. Karl was just helping me to stand. My wrists are bleeding and my legs are so weak. Untie me please dear husband. I'll be good. I promise. I'll obey you. I'll respect you. I will. I promise. You don't need to discipline me anymore. Having relearned my lessons, I will always respect and obey you."
"Respect me? Ha! The only time you respect me is when I take you to the barn to teach you respect. The only time you obey me is when I'm beating you and whipping you. I'm starting to believe that you enjoy being beaten and whipped so that you can have sex with your son," said Hugo with a sneer while looking from her to look at his son before returning his focus to his wife. "Is that it Olga? Do you enjoy having sex with Karl? Is the reason why you disrespect me so that I'll take you to the barn? Is the reason why you disobey me so that your son can pleasure you in the way that I no longer can. Is that it?" He stared at her waiting for her to reply.
"No, I don't enjoy my son touching me. As part of your respectful obedience, you force me to pleasure my son. Being tied to the horse stall, what choice do I have, dear husband, but to allow my son to touch me where no son should ever feel his mother? You make it sound as if I want to be beaten and whipped," she said giving him her best look of feigned pitiful sorrow. "You make it sound that I enjoy having sex with my son," she said obviously hiding her look of anticipated sexual excited.
"I've known you too long for you to lie to me. You can't lie to me. Just by seeing your face and just be seeing the impressions your erect nipples make in your nightgown, I know you enjoy Karl touching you, feeling you, and caressing you while fingering and sucking your nipples. Tell me. Do you enjoy your son's fingers inside of your pussy?" He gave her a hard stare. "I bet you love sucking his cock, don't you. I bet you love him cumming in your mouth," said Hugo obviously getting sexually excited enough to finger his cock through his pants. "I bet you'd love to fuck your son. You're no better than a German whore in a whorehouse," he said waving his hand at her. "You're worse than a German whore in a whorehouse, a mother enjoying having sex with her son."



"You're not mad at me Hugo. You angry over all the other things that you can't control. You can control me. You don't know what you're doing in--"
"I know what I'm doing Olga," he said while watching his son manhandle his wife. "I'm disciplining you for disobeying and disrespecting me," he said staring at her wide eyed as if he was crazy and he was.
"You treat me as if I'm the enemy, a trespasser, and/or a poacher caught on your property instead of your loving wife," she looked at him with sadness before looking at him with insight. "You're not angry at me Hugo. You're angry with everyone else and everything not in your control," she said.
"You have crazy ideas Olga that a woman is as good as a man," said Hugo pushing his son back and away from his wife to allow him the room to pontificate his point while pacing back and forth in front of her as if he was a teacher lecturing and lambasting his only student. "How could you think that?" He shook his head. "I'll never understand why you think that."
"I'm human too Hugo. I deserve to be--"
"You're a woman. You deserve nothing. You deserve only what I give you," he said waving his finger in her face before slapping her again.
"I'm your wife and the mother of your children. Are you too drunk to know who I am? Your treatment of me is wrong. I deserve better than this."
"Deserve? You deserve nothing. You're entitled to nothing. It doesn't matter that you're my wife and the mother of my children. You're a lowly woman. Men are born to be God's soldiers. Men are the chosen ones, not women," he said pointing to the roof of the barn as if he was pointing to God sitting there in the rafters looking down at him with approval. "Men are smarter, stronger, and better than women," he said pounding his fist in the palm of his hand with the declaration of each adjective as if he was in church and pounding the bully pulpit. "Do you hear me? Do you understand?"
"Yes Hugo, my dear husband, I hear you and I understand you. I'm nothing and no one without you telling me when to eat, when to breathe," said Olga putting her head down in shame while mumbling the last part of her submission under her breath, " and when to shit."
"Women are only here to give men what we need, sons, food, and sex," said Hugo continuing his drunken sermon. "Women are only here to give men pleasure not pain, happiness not sadness, and obedience not disobedience. Worthless without me, you're not my equal. What I am is your superior, your protector, your provider, your teacher, and your disciplinarian," he said standing in place to puff out his chest and blow out his too proud nonsense. "The king of my castle, I'm the boss of you," he said pounding his chest before pointing at her.
"Yes, your majesty," she said under her breath too softly for him to hear but loud enough to make her son to smile.
"Don't forget that. Never forget that," said her husband slapping her hard across her face to get her attention when she looked away from him to look helplessly at her son. "How dare you not look at me when I'm talking to you!" He pointed his fat, stubby finger at her face. "Respect and obedience Olga, respect and obedience is all that I ask of you. Once you learn to respect and obey me, I won't have to discipline you again."
"Hugo, have mercy. I respect you and I obey you. I do. I really do. I've always been a good wife ever since I married you when I was only fourteen-years-old and you were twenty-four-years-old. You're my man, the only man in my life. Other than my son forcing himself on me with your blessing," she said looking at her son with an apologetic look before focusing her attention back to her husband, "I've always been faithful to you. Having intimately known you since I was a virgin on our Honeymoon bed, I've never been intimate with another man. Haven't I always given you the respect that you deserve for providing for me and our family."
"You respected me then. You obeyed me then but not so much now," said Hugo looking at her with disdain. "Now you say one thing and do another."
"I've always obeyed your every verbal command, your every unspoken look, and your every sexual whim? Proud to be your wife and the mother of your children, I've always treated you with the respect and obedience you deserve as you my husband and me your lowly wife. Please have compassion for me," she said begging him with her eyes and continuing asking for his mercy when he didn't answer her. "How can you do this to me after all we've been through together and after all that I do for you?"
Obviously feeling shame in being so helplessly humiliated in front of her son, not looking up at her husband, Olga stared at the ground in utter misery while sobbing.
"Just as I own this farm and these animals," he said looking around the barn before looking back at her, "I own you. How dare you bring that Women's Rights pamphlet in my house! How dare you have crazy thoughts of equality! How dare you think you're the equal of me! You must be punished for disobeying me and for disrespecting me," he said pointing his finger at her again as if personally blaming her for all of his political, economic, and social frustrations.
To be continued...
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Chapter 5
Hugo punishes Olga before Karl has his wicked way with his mother
*
"Please forgive me, dear husband. Please have mercy on me," she cried. "I'm sorry for reading that women's rights flyer. I'll never read anything ever again. I promise. I'll obey you. I'll respect you. I'll be your loving wife."
"You must be punished for believing that you're the equal of me," he said. "Rachel is the one I'd love to punish for teaching you how to read," he said mumbling under his breath and too low for her to hear, otherwise Olga would have strongly reacted to her husband wanting to discipline his daughter in the way that he was disciplining his wife.
"Help! Please someone help me! May God strike you dead for the pain and suffering you have given me," cried Olga to the deaf ear of her husband while struggling against her ties.
In his drunken rage to her screaming, he stepped forward to tug hard at her nightgown. Pulling her to him by the front of her nightgown, he jerked the weight of her against her ties that held her wrists. With her buttons flying everywhere, he ripped open her nightgown to expose most of her naked breasts to the horny and happy eyes of her son. In just one, hard pull most of her tits were right there in plain view. In just one quick yank of her nightgown, rewarded with the view of much of her breasts, both father and son were sexually excited but for different reasons. Obviously, Hugo's sexual excitement was driven by watching his son having sex with his wife while Karl's sexually excitement was seeing his nearly naked mother helplessly tied to the horse stall. No doubt, being that they've done this many times before, both knew they were going to get their perverse wishes.
Hugo looked at his wife with a face full of sexual excitement before looking at his son staring at his mother's exposed cleavage. He looked back at his wife who looked from her husband to her son with her facial expressions going from fear to sexual arousal. An anxious moment of pain that was about to turn to pleasure, being that television wasn't even yet invented, what these three did in the barn was better than any porn movie on HDTV.
With her full cleavage and the front, rounded sides of her big breasts bulging out of her nightgown, she looked as would a 16th century wench would look when leaning forward to serve beer at a beer fest while wearing a revealing peasant blouse that showed most of her abundant, hidden assets. Looking from the image of his nearly topless wife, Hugo looked at his son again staring at his mother as if she was a big juicy steak and he was a starving man. Obviously, just as she was sexually exciting her son by being so exposed, Olga sexually excited her husband by all that she was showing his son.
"Please untie me, Hugo, please," she said looking from her husband to her son again as soon as her husband finished talking.
With her every sudden movement revealing a bit more of her tits and with her areolas now in plain view, seemingly having a mind of their own, her breasts moved as if they were trying to jump out of her nightgown. No doubt enjoying being the center of their manly attention and their sexual lust, with her look of sexual depravity that matched their looks of incest, obviously wanting to see what they were seeing of her for herself, she looked down to where her husband and son were staring. By the sexy look on her face, evidentally pleased that her breasts were so exposed and that she was so wanted and desired, instead of feeling embarrassed, instead of feeling humiliated, and instead of feeling shame, she gave them both a sexy look.
Apparently, by the amorous expression on her face, she was just as sexually excited as they were. Apparently, she wanted her husband to watch his son sexually abuse her as much as he wanted to watch her being so abused. Apparently, she wanted her son as much as he wanted his mother.
With her breasts practically spilling out of her nightgown, Karl stared at her big, hard nipples pushing against the thin cotton material of her dressing gown. His built-in sexual barometer, with Karl's big, bulging cock pushing against his pants over the sight of his mother's breasts, the incestuous, sexual lust between the two was obvious. Olga stared as much at her son's hardening prick that tented his pants as much as he stared at her tits that threatened to fall out of her nightgown.
"Help Mommy Karl. Untie Mommy, please," she said feigningly pulling against her ties while purposely jiggling her breasts as if hoping they'd fall out of her nightgown.
When her husband turned away from her to concentrate more on drinking from his bottle, she looked down at her exposed breasts again before looking up at her horny son to give him a sexy look. Karl looked away from his mother to watch his father before returning his focused stare to his mother's breasts. No longer interested in the sexual antics of his wife and son, Hugo walked back to his position by the support beam to nurse his bottle. Having not yet received his father's permission to have his wicked way with his mother, obviously by his focus stares of his mother's breasts, Karl was eager to begin his incestuous, sexual molestation of his mother. With his father leaning against the support beam of the barn and more interested in drinking his bottle than in watching his wife, Karl stepped closer to his mother to block his father's view from seeing what he was about to do to his mother.
In anticipation of having his wicked way with his mother, he felt, fondled, and caressed his mother's big breasts through her nightgown. Because of the narrow cut of her waist and the well-formed flow of her 36" back and chest, her C cup breasts appeared bigger on her shapely frame, especially when they were so exposed as they were now. Genetically blessed, high up but not as high up as Rachel's big tits, still Olga's big tits didn't sag all that much. Especially being that they looked so much alike, no doubt Karl imagined touching and feeling his sister's shapely breasts while feeling his mother's big tits.
Obviously sexually excited by his mother's immorally immodest display of her nearly naked body, he ran a slow palm over her nipples before fingering them, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them through her nightgown. Olga gasped with erotic delight to the incestuous attention received from her son. Evidentially already sexually aroused by the size of her nipples, she closed her eyes in enjoyment of sexual sensations that her son was giving her by feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. No doubt, if they were alone, she'd be more vocal in telling her son what she wanted.
In all the years they were married, taking her shapely body for granted when so many other farmers' wives were pleasingly plump, her husband never appreciated her in the way her son worshiped her. Her husband never felt her in way her son did. Her husband never looked at her with the lust in the way her son did. Her husband never gave her the sexual pleasure that she was obviously feeling now that her son did.
Before leaning down to suck his mother's nipples through her nightgown, Karl looked over his shoulder at his father. Hugo was still leaning against the support beam in a drunken stupor and incoherently mumbling to himself. Taking one hard impression of her nipple in his mouth before taking the other, Karl sucked his mother's nipples through the thin cotton material. As if she had two big bull's eyes on her nightgown where he sucked her nipples to their full erectness, he left two, big, wet spots on the front of her nightgown.
Olga peered down at her son's mouth to watch him suck and nibble on her nipples. She angled her sexy body to him when he sucked on one nipple and angled her body the other way when he sucked on her other nipple. Then when he reached his horny hand inside her nightgown and pulled out one breast before pulling out her other breasts, she brazenly stood there topless while lustily eyeing her son as he eyed his father before turning back to eye her. Pleased with what he had done and at what his mother was so unabashedly showing, Karl took a step back to stare at his mother's exposed tits.
"You have beautiful breasts mother," he said stepping forward to whisper his compliment in her ear. "I just love you big tits."
The perfect incestuous storm, a son sexually lusting over his mother was nothing new but a mother lusting over her son was something out of the ordinary. Why not? Only fifteen years older than her son, married as a virgin to a man nearly twice her age, she never had the pleasurable sexual experience from her husband that her son was giving her now. Having had two children before her 18th birthday, sex was never enjoyable with her husband then as it was with her son now.
The sight of Olga standing there so helplessly tied to the horse stall while her son had his wicked way with her body was as erotically exciting as it was incestuously outrageous. Especially back then when women were covered from their necks to ankles and even now, a woman so exposed, so helplessly tied, and so vulnerable was most men's sexual fantasy but for that man to be her son was something else all together. It takes two to have an incestuous love affair and this mother was just as incestuous wicked as was her son. No doubt, just as Olga wanted to save her daughter from the same fate, perhaps Olga was jealous that once they had their wicked way with Rachel, they wouldn't want to take her to the barn anymore.
"Hey! You whore! What are you doing over there with your tits hanging out like that," said her husband slurring his words.
"You ripped open my nightgown. You did this to me," she said. "Don't you remember Hugo? You exposed my breasts to our son. How dare you!"
"Ah," he said waving a disinterested hand at her. "Well cover yourself. Your son is staring at your breasts," he said with a sick laugh. "Knowing you as I do, you're enjoying the attention."
"How can I cover myself with my wrists tied to the horse stall? Untie me dear husband and I'll gladly cover myself," said Olga looking from her husband to look down at her breasts before looking at her son.
A prelude of what was to come, as soon as Hugo turned away again and fell silent, Karl was all over his mother's tits, feeling them, fondling them, caressing them, and sucking them.
* * * * *
A time of manufacturing progress with machine over man and machine being better, faster, and cheaper than man, those in power thought that the second industrial revolution would be a Godsend. But for a few squirts of oil and with regular maintenance, machines didn't need a bathroom break, a lunch break, a sick day, a holiday, and/or vacation time. With no laws in place to govern their safety, pollution, and noise, machines could work around the clock without complaint and without having to be compensated with weekly wages and/or overtime. Even though overtime and healthcare benefits weren't offered back then, machines didn't need any additional entitlements to entice them to work.
'Twas the same, sad, old story then that it is now, albeit with new workers. Thinking that the new technology was a second coming at a time of government discontent, employee dissatisfaction, and worker disenfranchisement, in the way that America needs to be competitive against China now, Germany needed the new technology then to remain competitive with Great Britain and France. Just as it is today with imports and exports driving the economy and pushing and pulling the economic climate in the way of the moon setting the times of the tides, it was no different back then. A vicious and never ending cycle, workers needed more money and better jobs to keep up with inflation and factory owners needed more production with less costs to return the capital investment they put out to buy the costly machines. A time when everyone had very little rights, just as German women and all women throughout the world wanted equal rights, German men wanted a Bill of Rights too.
Only, with the advent of the second industrial revolution, especially with all the confusion in the beginning, politicians promised more jobs because of the new, modern, mechanical technology. With one machine doing the job of ten, twenty, and even more men, there were even less jobs. 'Twas a strikingly familiar scenario then with machines as it is now with computers. Just as politicians and business owners lied to Germans then about the advent of modern machinery creating more jobs, politicians lied to us now and telling us that there'd be more, higher paying jobs with the advent of computers. In fact, with ATM machines replacing bank tellers, self-checkout, credit card kiosks replacing store clerks, and self-pumps replacing gas station attendants that would clean your windshield, check your oil, and fill your tires, there were less jobs. The only jobs that computers created in the beginning were low paying data processing jobs.
Even though all things must change, some things never change, and some things remain the same. If anything there were more low paying jobs with computerization. Many of the higher paying computer related jobs were outsourced overseas because of cheaper labor rates and nonexistent employee labor benefits. As it was then and as it is now, whenever there was more of anything for the select few minority, there was less of everything for the vast majority. Just as it was then, it is now. There were more unemployed and idle workers with nothing, no job, no money, and no hope.
The massive changes instigated workers to unite and enraged citizens to revolt. The emergence of the second and more encompassing industrial revolution, deemed the Technological Revolution, along with all the major changes that emerged with it, wasn't welcome by all. Rejected and/or resisted by many and accepted by few, the only ones to embrace the Technological Revolution were the factory owners. Stuck between a rock and a hard place, with factory workers not the only ones feeling the pinch, farmers were at the mercy of merchants fixing prices.
"How dare they! Only what else is new?"
Accustomed to and comfortable with the way things were, most workers didn't want things to change. Most workers wanted everything to remain the same and to be done in the same way that their fathers, grandfathers, and great grandfathers did before them. How dare they change everything they've known! With handcrafted skills passed down from generation to generation, their hands and experienced fingers could do things and feel things that no machine could. Instead, for the sake of quantity over quality and for the sake of progress increasing production while cutting production costs, factory owners embraced the new machines while rejecting the quality of experienced journeymen producing handcrafted, albeit more labor intensive and expensive goods.
* * * * *
The lord of his house and the master of his farm, Hugo was the landlord of his land. Yet, even being so far from the city and so removed from the riots and demonstrations, as if the air was thick with the misery and the sorrow of the masses, even he felt the unrest and the anger of the times on his secluded farm. To fill his imagination with unfounded rumors, speculations, superstitions, anger induced heresy, and suspicions, all he had to do was to talk to passing farmers or go to town to listen to and get caught up in the angry men complaining about the rich versus the poor. The conversations they had then are the same conversations that we're having now between Republicans and Democrats. With everything out of his control, what little that Hugo could control was his family by dishing out his violent discipline to his wife in his barn.
"You're no better than an unruly dog that bites the hand of the one who feeds him," said Hugo to his wife. "When undisciplined, much in the way of a vicious dog not being taught to obey and to walk with his master, women act out in frustration and confusion when left alone to make their own decisions. Women don't have the mental capacity to ponder, to analyze, and to plan things in their minds in the way that men do. Men must protect women from the folly of themselves by doing all the thinking for them. Women need to know who's the boss and who's their pack leader by treating them like the dirty, ungrateful dogs that they are."
"Please Hugo, have mercy on me and my aching body. I don't know what I did to deserve your punishment but I'm sorry for whatever I did. I don't remember what I did to deserve your violent abuse but I'm sorry for whatever I did to deserve such terrible punishment," she said. "I'm just tired and want to go to bed."
"You don't know what you did?" He turned from his wife to his son. "Watch Papa, Karl, to learn how a man treats and disciplines his woman for respect and for obedience. You'll thank me later when you have a woman of your own."
"Yes Papa," said Karl watching his father put his bottle down and approach his wife.
"I'm sorry Hugo. Truly I am. If I disrespected you in any way, I'm sorry. If you thought that I didn't obey you, I'm sorry. I just don't know what I did."
"You know what you did," he said with vileness while pointing a finger of retribution.
"I'm sorry," she said while seemingly and suddenly remembering what it was she had done. She pled her case for mercy again. "I'm sorry for reading that women's rights literature. Yes, is that it? I'm sorry. As soon as you untie me, I'll run to the house and burn it in the fireplace. Okay?"
"Yes and what else?" Hugo looked at his wife as if looking at a disobedient child before looking at his son with pride for the humiliation of his mother.
"What else? I'm sorry for thinking that I'm a human being and not a dog. I'm sorry for thinking that I'm your equal. How dare I! I'm not equal to you. I'm weak. I'm a nothing and a no one without you telling me what to do and when to do it. I'm sorry for everything. Please forgive me master," she said looking up at him with a face full of remorse and shame.
"Yes, that's good," he said staring looking at his son with prideful smile of victory.
He stared at his wife's exposed breasts before looking at his son staring at his mother's exposed breasts. Seemingly enamored with his mother's tits, Karl stared at his mother's breasts in the way that her husband should but didn't. Just as Karl had already taken over much of the responsibility of the farm, the new, albeit not yet crowned king of the castle and man of the house, a son taking over the sexual responsibility of pleasuring his mother when a father couldn't was a recipe for violence and a formula for disaster.
There were times when, while watching his wife suck his son, Hugo looked inconsolably jealous and insanely angry. Drinking seemed to be the only elixir that temporarily took away his pain to only replace it with more anger later. He looked as if he wanted to do harm to his son for doing all that he was sexually doing to his mother that he was unable to do with his wife. Yet, most times, Hugo looked at his son with pride while watching him touch and feel his mother and he looked at his wife with sexual excitement while watching her suck her son.
"Untie me please dear husband. My arms hurt. My back is sore. My wrists are bleeding and I can't stand any longer. I've learned my lesson. I did. I'm tired, Hugo. I'm so very tired. I just want to go back to bed. I only have a few hours of sleep left before I have to get up to do all of my chores."
"That's better, much better. Do you see Karl, how men must treat women for them to submit and to obey? Men must treat their women with an iron fist," said Hugo pounding his fist in the palm of his hand again.
No doubt, if he thought by peeing on her to mark her as his and for her to submit to his will, he would. Fortunately for Olga, Hugo wasn't into water sports. His thing was watching his son having his wicked, incestuous way with his wife while he masturbated.



When he turned his back on her to gloat to his son and walked away to drink more from his bottle without untying her, lashing out at him, she grew strong instead of meek and angry instead of apologetic. If the advocates for women's rights along with the rest of the suffragettes were there in the barn with them, they would have beaten Hugo to death with their placards. The opposite in what her husband was trying to accomplish in showing his son how to control a woman, obviously fortified instead of beaten down by the extent, length, and brutality of his abuse, it was obvious from her sudden, disobedient outburst that she'd rather die than to be so controlled by him.
"I'm sorry for meeting you," she yelled. "I'm sorry for marrying you. I'm sorry for having your children, especially your son who strips me naked while you watch and touches and feels me where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. I'm sorry that your son forces me to suck his cock and cum in my mouth with your blessings."
"Shut up!" Hugo advanced menacingly towards her.
"Instead of respecting me, your wife and the mother of your children, you disrespect me by allowing your son to inappropriately touch me, fondle me, and feel me while you masturbate. You vile, filthy pig, you're a horrible man to watch your son fondle my breasts, finger my nipples, and suck my tits. You watch him force me to blow him and watch him cum in my mouth me while you masturbate your soft, little prick," said Olga repeating herself and no longer begging her husband to stop.
"That's enough out of you Olga," said Hugo slapping her hard across the face again. "This is why you're here in the barn again Olga. You're an unappreciative woman. I give you a roof over your head and food to eat and what do I get in return? I get your disrespectful and disobedience."
"I'm sorry for living my life as a woman. I'm sorry for having been born a woman. I wish I was born a man and you were born a woman so that I could discipline you for all that you've done to me," she said bursting in tears.
With a red face full of rage, Hugo turned to confront his wife, the once love of his life.
"Because of your stubbornness, obstinance, and disobedience, and for bringing shame on me, I could kill you Olga. I'd be within my legal rights as a German man and my God given rights as a Christian man to end your life for the disrespect and disobedience you've given me," said Hugo stepping closer to her and close enough that, when he spit out his words, his spit fell on her face.
"Just let me go back to bed. Untie me. I beg you."
"Don't you understand how you disrespect and disobey me? Why can't you understand that?" As if trying to knock some convoluted sense in her by knocking her head sideways, as if she was the crazy one and he wasn't, Hugo paused in his verbal assault of her to push at her head with his hand.
"You're no Christian. You're no man. What I do understand is that I'd rather be dead than to continue living with you and being your wife," she said giving him a foul look as if he were a big bug found in her kitchen that she needed to evict from her house.
"You'd rather be dead? You don't want to be my wife? Is that it? I can arrange that for you, if that's what you want. I can bury you in the back of my land where no one will ever find you," he said staring at her before speaking. He remained quiet until a menacing smile took hold of his face.
"Do it then. Kill me. I don't care," she said looking at him with defiance and hate. "Better I should be dead than to live another minute with you."
Hugo gave her a long, hard look before speaking. As if suddenly becoming lucid with insight, he replaced his anger with a slow, sinister smile.
"If you'd rather I not discipline you to respect me," he said pausing. "If you'd rather I not force you to submit your will to obey me," he said pausing again to give her a toothless smile. "Perhaps I should drag Rachel from her bed, pull her down the stairs by her hair, and have Karl carry her out to the barn, tie her to the horse stall, and strip her naked."
"No! Please don't," cried Olga.
"If you refuse to respect and obey me, Rachel can take your place in the barn. Maybe I should discipline her instead of you. Maybe my daughter would be less resistant to respecting and obeying me than her mother is," said Hugo with a vindictively victorious smile.
"No!" Olga withered at the mere mention of her daughter's name. "Don't you dare touch her! You leave my daughter alone!"
"Maybe I can show you how to obey me by disciplining her. Maybe by watching my daughter submit to her father, you'll see how a wife must conform to her husband. Maybe by watching your son having sex with his sexy, shapely sister--"
"No, please don't touch my Rachel. I beg you," cried Olga. "Leave her alone Hugo. Please leave her alone."
To be continued...
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Trading her for her mother, Hugo threatens to take Rachel to the barn for discipline
"No, please don't touch my Rachel. I beg you," cried Olga. "I'll do anything you want just leave Rachel alone."
With the safety of her daughter at stake, Olga looked at her husband with fear while he looked at her with hatred.
"She's the one who gave you the Women's Rights flyer after all. She's the reason why you're here in the barn now," he said pacing back and forth in front of her while waving his arms. "My rage against your lack of respect and your total disobedience is more her fault than it is yours. I should be disciplining my daughter instead of her mother."
"No! Please don't touch my Rachel," cried Olga.
"It's not your fault," ranting and raving as if talking to himself before pointing his finger at his helpless wife. "You're just too stupid to know any better. Like mother like daughter, she's the one who takes after you in her disrespect and disobedience of me. Perhaps she's the one who should be tied to the horse stall, stripped naked, and beaten, and not you," he said red faced and wide eyed.
"Please don't Hugo. I beg you," said Olga through her tears. "Leave Rachel alone."
"Yes, perhaps she's the one who should be beaten, stripped naked, and whipped and not you," he said again, this time laughing a dirty laugh with the mere mention of tying his daughter to the horse stall and stripping her naked. "Exchanging her young, beautiful body for your old, wrinkled body, I can arrange that switch for you if you prefer," he said waiting for her response. When she didn't answer him right away, he looked to his son to instruct him. "Karl, untie your mother and go fetch your sister."
"Yes father," said Karl immediately obeying and ready to untie his mother until she kicked at him for him not to come any closer.
"No! Don't you dare touch my daughter," she said looking from her son to her husband. "I'll be good. I'll respect you. I'll obey you. I'll do anything and everything you want. Just tell me what you want me to do."
"It's too late Olga. I'm tired of having to drag out of your bed, pulling you down the stairs by your hair, and commanding Karl to carry you out to the barn to play these silly games of bondage and discipline with you. Instead of disciplining you, I should be disciplining your disrespectful and disobedient daughter."
"No! Please don't. I beg you," said Olga sobbing.
"Once I discipline Rachel, you'll follow her lead," he said. "Once I beat her, once I have Karl strip her naked, and once Karl forces his sister's hand and mouth to do unspeakable things to a brother's body maybe you'll--"
"No Hugo. You mustn't touch Rachel. Please," she said looking up at him with pleading eyes. "I beg you to leave our daughter alone."
"Karl?"
"Yes father," said Karl ready and eager to do his father's bidding so long as it meant he was to fetch his sister, tie her to the horse stall, and strip her naked before having his wicked, incestuous sexual way with her naked body.
"I swear to God that I'll kill you if you touch my Rachel," she said staring at her husband with hate. "I swear, I'll kill you in your drunken sleep if you touch her. I'll take my butcher's knife and I'll stab you in your black heart," she said spitting out her words as if her mouth was a knife.
"Kill me? Ha! You'll do no such thing Olga, because if you don't kill me, if I survive, you'll fear what I'll do to you and to your precious daughter. Even if you kill me, you'll fear what Karl will do to Rachel without me here to control him and protect her," he said with a sick laugh. "Do us both a favor Karl. I'm tired of listening to her. Untie your mother."
"If you harm my baby girl, I swear, before I kill you, I'll cut off your little cock and feed it to the pigs. Take me instead," said Olga pulling against her ties and staring up defiantly at her husband. "I'm ready to be punished. I'm willing to obey. Do with whatever you want with me but leave my daughter alone. She's the only thing good that I have left."
"Wait Karl," said Hugo when his son stepped forward to free his mother. Hugo stepped closer to his wife to broadcast his message in her face. "As the owner of this farm, as king of my castle, and as lord of my land, will you give me the respect that I deserve Olga?"
He offered her his hand to her lips for her kiss it as if he was the King of Germany.
"Yes, yes, I will my Lord," she said kissing his hand before blankly looking down at the ground.
"Will you submit your will to me and obey me?" He stood before her staring at her while waiting for her to answer.
"Yes, yes, I will my dear husband," she said nodding her head up in down as if she was one of the horses in the barn and as if she needed the motion of nodding her head to reinforce her words. "Whatever you want me to say, I'll respect your wishes. Whatever you want me to do, I'll obey your every command," she said in a soft and defeated voice. "I promise."
"That's better. That's much better," he said looking from his wife to his son with smugness. "Do you see Karl how men must treat their women for respect and obedience?"
"Do whatever you want to me, punish me and I'll do whatever you want me to do," she said puffing out her naked chest. "I'll respect you. I will. I'll obey you. I will. Only punish me and not Rachel. Leave my Rachel alone. Have Karl strip me naked and rape me and not her," she said looking to her son and puffing out her exposed and abundant breasts with bravery and self-sacrifice again before returning her focus to her husband.
"I see that we're finally making some progress in you relearning your lessons of discipline and obedience," said Hugo with smugness.
"Please discipline me and not her. Spare her by taking me. Don't spoil your daughter because of my disrespect and my disobedience," said Olga pleading her husband for mercy while reinforcing her self-sacrifice for her daughter's sake. "She's innocent. Please, I beg you Hugo. Don't hurt my Rachel."
Obviously feeling that Rachel was temporarily safe from harm again, Olga relaxed and stopped her pleading. No doubt feeling that she won this war but lost the battle by sacrificing her body for her daughter's, she braced herself for the beating that would surely come from her husband's hand followed by her having to pleasure her son with her mouth. Unbeknownst to the men thinking that they were in control of their women, a mere woman controlling her man by having him believe that he was controlling her, she flashed a self-satisfied smile of contentment. No doubt thinking that she had deceived her husband yet again. Already having poisoned his son with his anger for everything and hatred for everyone, just when she obviously thought her daughter was safe from the despicable actions of her husband and the incestuous perversions of her brother, Hugo turned to Karl to infect him with more of his sick depravity and his twisted sense of incest.
"Untie your mother Karl."
"No! Discipline me and not my daughter," cried Olga. "Please beat me. I beg you. Please whip me. I beg you. Please command your son to have his wicked way with my naked body. I'm willing to do whatever I must do to save my innocent daughter from the perversity of you and from the horniness of my son."
"Having tried unsuccessfully to discipline you before Olga, somehow I don't believe you now. I don't expect you to learn your lessons by you just telling me that you'll respect me and you'll obey me," said Hugo. "You must think me as dumb as you are and as dimwitted as my unfortunate son is."
"No that's not true dear husband. I think you're as smart as you think you are," she said with a sly grin when he looked away.
"You're only telling me what I want to hear for the sake of our daughter. I'm not a fool Olga. Maybe after I take Rachel to the barn and punish her for thinking that she's my equal, you'll finally learn that women have no rights."
"I have learned my lesson dear husband. I will respect you and I will obey you," she said with submissiveness. "I've learned my lesson, I have. Never again will I embarrass or shame you. The king of this castle, you are my lord of this land, and the master of my body. I am nothing. It is because of you that I have food and shelter. I thank you for your kind generosity."
"Nonetheless your fawning and being that you've said all of this many times before, especially whenever I mention Rachel's name, perhaps I should call your bluff," he said. "Being that the reason why you're here is mostly her fault, perhaps I need to finally get Rachel involved in your discipline," he said looking to his son and ignoring his wife. "Wouldn't you like to strip your sister naked Karl, while touching her and feeling her everywhere?"
"Oh, yes father, I would," said Karl.
"No," said Olga. "Please don't. I beg you to leave Rachel alone."
"Wouldn't you like to have your sister touch and feel you everywhere with her hands and pleasure you with her mouth while on her knees in front of you as you touch, feel, fondle, and caress her big breasts and finger her hard nipples?"
"Oh, yes, father, I would," said Karl. "I'd love for Rachel to touch and feel me everywhere with her hands before pleasuring me with her mouth while on her knees before me as I touch, feel, fondle, and caress her big breasts and finger her hard nipples."
"No, please don't," said Olga. "God Almighty, don't ruin our innocent daughter Hugo. You mustn't touch your sister Karl."
"Wouldn't you rather have your shapely, sexy sister give you incestuous, sexual pleasure instead of your mean, miserable mother giving you her lip before surrendering you her mouth and tongue?"
"Yes Papa. I'd love for Rachel to give me incestuous, sexual pleasure instead of Mama giving me backtalk."
"Please, I beg you. Leave Rachel alone."
"Wouldn't you rather have sex with your stunningly beautiful sister, instead of having sex with your disrespectful and disobedient mother? I know that I would," said Hugo with a sick laugh while continuing to tease his son by dangling the thought of his naked sister tied to the horse stall in the barn.
"Yes father. Yes father, I would," said Karl with sexual excitement.
"I'd love to fuck Rachel into submission too," said Hugo rocking his hips back and forth in the air. "I'd love to bend my daughter over like the dog that she is and bury my cock and cum in her sweet ass," said Hugo with lust.
"Yes father, I'd much rather have sex with my sexy sister than with my old mother. I'd love to fuck Rachel up the ass, too, Papa."
"No Karl, you mustn't deflower your innocent sister," begged Olga looking from her husband to her son. "Please don't. Please leave her alone," she said looking from her son to her husband. "You mustn't do that to her."
"I'd love to have sex with Rachel too Karl. A father fucking his daughter is just as exciting as a brother fucking his sister," said Hugo with another sick laugh. "Born so beautiful, I'd much rather have sex with my gorgeous daughter than with my ugly wife. I bet her mother would respect and obey me then if I ruined her precious daughter."
"Respect you? Obey you? I'd kill you," said Olga spitting at her husband and missing him when Hugo stepped back and laughed. "If you dare ruin my daughter, I'd kill you."
"Oh, yes Papa," said Karl ignoring his mother. "With your permission, allow me to go and fetch Rachel. I'd love to strip my sister naked while touching and feeling her everywhere. I'd love for my sister to touch and feel me everywhere with her hands before sucking me with her mouth. I'd love to cum in my sister's mouth and watch her swallow all the lust that I had to give her. Of course, Papa, being the respectful and obedient son that I am, I'd love to watch you have sex with Rachel first before offering my sister to me. Sloppy seconds wouldn't bother me at all, so long as I could have sex with my beautiful sister."
"Take me you dirty bastards and not her. Do what you must to me and not to her. You mustn't ruin your sister Karl. You mustn't ruin your daughter Hugo. She's our future. She's the only good thing this family has," she pleaded.
"Just imagine what your sister looks like naked Karl. Just imagine how soft and supple her firm young body feels. I bet you'd love to strip your sexy sister naked while touching her everywhere," said Hugo to his son with a sinister, drunken laugh. "I bet you'd love to have sex with your sexy sister instead of with your bitchy mother. No doubt, you would, just as I would too. I'd love for Rachel to suck my cock."
"Rachel's been bad, very bad father for showing mother that women's rights flyer and I'd love to discipline her instead of Mama. Yes, absolutely I would. Imagine women thinking that they are equal to men. It's crazy," said Karl with a big laugh while raising his arm to make a huge muscle.
"Even my dimwitted son makes sense Olga," said Hugo laughing in his wife's face.
"Hugo, you mustn't harm Rachel," said Olga.
"It's all Rachel's fault Papa. She's the one who disobeyed you and disrespected you and not Mama," she Karl giving his mother a wink. "I'd much rather have sex with my beautiful, sexy sister instead of my disrespectful and disobedient mother," said Karl giving his mother another wink while looking apologetically at her as his father busied himself drinking from his bottle. "With your permission father, may I go and drag Rachel from her bed, pull her down the stairs by her hair, and carry her to the barn?"
"See? I'm not the only man who wants to discipline Rachel," said Hugo wiping liquor from his lips with his dirty sleeve before laughing out loud. "Karl would love to have sex with her too," he said with a dirty laugh. "Like father like son, we both have the same taste in women. Like mother and then daughter, we truly love our women," he said laughing.
"Please stop this Hugo before it gets out of hand," said Olga trying to reason with a drunken man.
"I love Rachel, Papa," said Karl. "I do. I really do."
"I know you do," said Hugo. "I do too. She's our family's secret, hidden treasure. Having managed to keep her away from men to maintain her virginity, few outside this farm even know she exists. Maybe it's time that we unwrap her and see what's beneath all of her clothes," said Hugo with lunacy.
"No, you mustn't Hugo," said Olga looking from her husband to her son. "Karl, don't you dare touch your sister. I'll kill you if you do. I swear to God and I swear on the graves of my mother and father that I'll kill you both in your drunken sleep if you harm my daughter," said Olga.
"I'd love to fuck Rachel, Papa," said Karl ignoring his mother. "I would. Really, I would. I'd love to have Rachel kneeling before me and sucking my cock. I'd love to have Rachel looking up at me with her big, beautiful, green eyes as I bury my big, hard, hairy cock in her sweet, small mouth before putting my big hand to the back of her chestnut hair," said Karl. "I'd love to hump my sister's mouth and fuck my sister's face until I explode my lust for her in her willing mouth."
"And I would too Karl. I'd love for my daughter to blow me too. I'd love to cum in my daughter's mouth while fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples. She reminds me so much of my wife so very long ago," said Hugo looking to the rafters as if reminiscing of old times. "And now look at her. She's old, disrespectful, and disobedient."
"I love Rachel. I do. I really love Rachel Papa," said Karl looking at his father eager anticipation. "Should I go fetch Rachel now? Why don't I just go get her and carry her out to the barn. I'll just untie mother before I go fetch Rachel," said Karl walking towards his mother.
"Calm down Karl. You're getting way ahead of yourself and getting overly excited," said Hugo with a laugh. "You see, my dear wife, even your son would rather have sex his sexy, sensuous sister than to suffer through having sex with his mean, miserable mother again." He looked at her and laughed. "I'm doing you a favor by allowing my son to pleasure you. I'm doing you a favor by allowing you to suck my son's cock while he fondles your saggy breasts and fingers your nipples."
As big as two men and stronger than four, Karl was as dimwitted and simple minded as his father was angry and bitter. What God giveth God taketh away and God chose to give Karl brawn over brains. Not understanding most of what his father ranted about in regards to the government, the politicians, the economy, the social issues of the times, and the king, he listened to his father in the way of an obedient and loyal dog listening to and being mindful of his master. Unless his father's words related to the work that he must do to maintain the farm, he was the perfect son for such a deranged, demented, and demanding father. Already having proven his loyalty by having sex with his mother upon his father's behest, as if that was a real hardship for him, he was a respectfully, obedient son. Without question, suggestion, or complaint, he'd go along with anything and do everything his father asked of him, especially if it meant that he could tie his sister to the horse stall, strip her naked, and have sex with her in the way he's already had sex with his mother so very many times before.
"No! Rachel's a virgin. Just as I was a virgin when I married you and just as it was important that I be a virgin then, you mustn't deflower your daughter now," cried Olga. "You mustn't touch her in that sacred way. You mustn't ruin her for someone else," said Olga pausing in her protest to talk some sense to her husband. "Abuse me and not her."
"Karl?" Hugo looked from his wife to his son.
"Yes, father?" Eagerly awaiting the go ahead instructions to fetch his sister to the barn, Karl was obviously ready to free his mother. In the way his father did to his mother, Karl was obviously eager to drag his sister from her bed, pull her down the stairs by her hair, carry her to the barn, tie her to the horse stall, and strip her naked as he did with his mother.
"You stupid, drunken fools. Worth her weight in gold because she's so beautiful and so desirable, she's worth more to you pure than deflowered," she Olga penetrating the alcoholic fog in Hugo's head with the promise of money and prosperity. "You'll get more land, more animals, more prestige, and more respect by marrying her to some wealthy family with her virginity still intact than having your son take her virginity from her," she said staring at her husband. "You're as dimwitted as your son is if you ruin your daughter and spoil the chances of this family to have financially security."
Reasoning with her husband with money, the only thing that mattered to him more than the love of his wife, the respect of his son, and the sexuality of his daughter, this was her last chance to save her daughter.
"I know you're right Olga, but there is only so much disrespect and disobedience a man can tolerate from his women," he said obviously weakening in his steadfast position not to involve his daughter in the physical, emotional, and sexual abuse.
"Please don't touch my sweet Rachel. I beg you. My disobedience is not her fault. It's my fault and I'm sorry," she pleaded. "I'll be a good wife. I promise. I'll respect you. I'll obey. Now let me go. I've learned my lesson. I'm sorry."
"Maybe if you respected me, I wouldn't have to beat you before allowing Karl to control you by having his wicked way with your naked body and whip you later for enjoying sex with our son a little too much. Maybe if you obeyed me, I wouldn't have to have Karl drag Rachel from her bed, pull her down the stairs, and carry her out to the barn to be disciplined too. Like mother like daughter, maybe had you given me another son instead of a worthless daughter, we wouldn't be having this discussion now," he said raising his voice.



"Worthless daughter? You're beautiful, virgin daughter is worth more to you than ten sons," said Olga.
"Maybe if you gave me the respect and the obedience that I deserve," he said pausing to look at his wife. "Maybe if you didn't negatively influence your daughter with your bad attitude in the way that I've motivated my son with my fatherly lessons," he said pausing to take another drink from his bottle. "I wouldn't have to teach you the same lessons over and again before having to take the time to instruct Rachel too," said Hugo sitting down in a heap.
"No! Please! Don't. Better you should beat me, rape me, and whip me than to touch my daughter, my sweet, innocent Rachel," she said looking up at her husband's stern face with sorrow. "I'm begging you Hugo, not to ruin Rachel."
"Karl?" Hugo staggered to stand.
"Yes, father," said Karl at the ready to run from the barn to the house to fetch his sister.
"Better you should pry out my eyes so that I can't see and pierce my eardrums so that I can't hear than for me to see and hear you physically and emotionally use and sexually abuse my daughter in the way you've used and abused me," she yelled. "If you're intent on having your wicked way with our daughter, better you should kill me now than for me to know the lengths of your degeneracy. Better you should kill me now than for me to suffer living another minute with you because, mark my words, I will kill you if you harm my daughter," said Olga sobbing.
"Help your mother get ready Karl," said Hugo sitting down against a support beam while watching his son stripping and molesting his mother.
To be continued...
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Karl controls his mother by stripping her naked and having sex with her.
*
With Hugo having dragged her out of bed, Olga was naked but for the thin material of her well, worn, homemade nightgown. Right on cue, after already given the go ahead nod from his father to prepare his mother, Hugo seemed content to drink his bottle while Karl eagerly felt and fondled his mother's exposed breasts and felt her ass through her nightgown.
"Touch me Karl. Feel Mommy's tits," said Olga in a low whisper.
Touching his mother where no son should, he felt her abundance breasts and fingered her erect nipples, while reaching around her to feel her round, shapely ass. He leaned his tall, muscular body down to her and parted her lips with his tongue. A son kissing his mother in the way that a man kisses his wife or his girlfriend was frowned upon in public but, so long as no one knew what families did behind closed doors, Karl French kissing his mother was acceptable behavior in the privacy of their barn.
"I want you so bad mother," whispered her son.
Not taking the time to untie her, in an act of incestuous, sexual lust, having already removed her breasts from her nightgown and even though her husband had torn open most of the front of her nightgown, Karl cut the straps off her nightgown with his knife. She's already sown her straps so many times before that it didn't matter if she took a needle and thread to them again. As if claiming her for him and in a act of taking sexual control of his mother, he pulled the rest of the material of her nightgown down to her waist.
"Oh, Karl," she gasped when he stripped her to her waist before correcting herself for the benefit of her husband. "No Karl!"
"You have a beautiful body mother," he whispered with adoration.
No doubt, with both of them feeling it, there was something so intoxicatingly sexual and heatedly arousing about a man taking what he wants and when he wants it from a woman. Moreover, especially when that man was her son and that woman was his mother, Olga was not so genetically different from being incestuously aroused in the way that Karl was.
"I love it when you force me to do the things that I want to do to your body," she whispered.
Living in a man's world, although not much has changed, it was more of a man's world then than it is now. Yet, unbeknownst to most men, even more so back then, women were always willing to comply with the sexual advances of a man, especially if the woman knows that the man will show her a good time. Olga's son, Karl, was a not only a loving son but also a good and unselfish lover. Where his father was always in a rush to satisfy himself, Karl enjoyed taking his time to satisfy his mother first. He was so much better than his father ever was.
"I love your body mother," he returned her whisper as if they were talking in church.
Even if it meant that she had to endure a beating from her husband, she was looking forward to something her husband never gave her in all he years they were married, an orgasm. Even if she had to endure a whipping from Hugo later after having sex with Karl, she was looking forward to the sexual satisfaction that her son always gave her. The pleasure that her son gave her was worth whatever pain her husband gave her.
"Thank you, my sweet son," she said whispering while watching to make sure that her husband was still more interested in his bottle than in what they were doing.
Topless, still tied to the horse stall, and at the mercy of her powerful son, willing to do whatever he wanted her to do to sexually please him, Olga was so vulnerably exposed. With her large breasts immorally and immodestly exposed to him, Karl stepped back to stare at his mother's naked chest before reaching out his horny hands to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and caress them.
"I love your tits mother. You have such big, beautiful breasts. I can't get enough of them," he said returning her whispers.
Showing him as much incestuous lust in her eyes for him as he showed for her, she watched him stare at her nakedness. Giving him a sexual look without any sense of embarrassment for being topless before her son, obviously by the sexy look on her face and the perverse look on her son's face, she enjoyed exposing her breasts to her son as much as he, no doubt, enjoyed seeing his mother's tits.
"Thank you Karl. It makes Mommy very happy that you love her big breasts," she whispered with a smile for his compliment.
Only, her erected nipples were her excited undoing and her telltale sign of being sexually aroused. Seeing Hugo watching her reaction to her son staring at her tits, fondling her breasts, and fingering her nipples, she recoiled with feigned shame before looking down at her hardening nipples.
"No Karl! You mustn't touch Mommy in that way," she said as if she was an actress on stage playing the role of an embarrassed mother instead of a grateful lover.
No doubt, if her hands were free to make her part of feigned embarrassment more believable, all part of her incestuous game of shame, as part of her unwilling victim role, she would have tried to fight off her son, slapped his face, and covered her nakedness with her hands. Only helplessly and defensively tied to the horse stall and limited in her show of outrage and humiliation by her vocal indignation and her facial expressions, she wasn't free to do any of that. Then, when Hugo looked away and busied himself drinking, welcoming the amorous touches of her son, she stuck out her chest with pride. She looked up at her son to give him a sexy smile of sexual arousal instead of a feigned look of shame as he stared down at and felt her breasts while fingering her nipples.
"I love you mother," he whispered turning to make sure his father wasn't looking first.
Karl cupped her entire breast in his big hand while leaning his big body down to French kiss his mother. While exploring her open and welcoming mouth with his tongue, something her husband seldom did, he teased and coaxed her nipples to erect more. Then he slowly ran the palm of his hand across her nipples before fingering them, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them.
"That feels so good. I love it when you play with my nipples," she whispered.
Filled with incestuous lust and unbridled passion, there was something more erotically sexual about a son having sex with his mother when his mother welcomed his sexual advances. Sexually forbidden, it was the wickedness of incest that made their union so much more erotically exciting. One could only imagine their passion if Hugo wasn't present in the barn. Perhaps more and perhaps less, no one would ever know but one could only imagine their passion if they weren't mother and son.
"You have such big nipples mother. I love your big nipples," he whispered in her ear as if telling her a secret.
Olga looked down to watch her son finger, pull, turn, and twist her nipples with his right hand while feeling, fondling, and caressing her other breast with his left hand. Teasing him with her eyes, she looked up at him with sexual desire when he excited her. No doubt, if her hand was free and Hugo wasn't there with them, she would have been feeling and stroking her son's cock in the way that he was feeling her breast and fingering her nipples.
"Kiss me Karl while fingering my nipples," she said in a low whisper.
With Karl's big back blocking his father's view, he leaned down to French kiss his mother again. This time Olga returned her son's passion with her own by kissing him harder and deeper once he excited her by hardening her nipples. Even if Hugo had seen his wife's passion for her son, obviously too drunk to realize that his wife was enjoying her son's sexual attention as much as his son was enjoying having sex with his mother, father was to blame for putting mother and son together in this unholy, forbidden position. Only, before the invention of the radio, television, and the Internet, what else was there to do on a lonely farm in the middle of nowhere?
"I love your big tits mother," he said whispering his lust for her in her ear while caressing her breasts and fingering her nipples.
The more he played with her nipples the more excited she became. Turning, twisting, and pulling her nipples again and again, he leaned down to suck her nipple, first one and then the other.
"Thank you Karl," she said standing on her toes to whisper in his ear. "I love when you feel my breasts and finger my nipples. I love it when you take my nipples in your mouth and suck them before gently nibbling them."
"You have amazing breasts mother and your nipples are so big and so hard that I just want to bite them while sucking them," he said whispering in her ear so that his father wouldn't hear the erotic game they played.
"Bite my nipples Karl. Bite them but not too hard. Nibble on them," Olga whispered. "I love it when you bite my nipples only not too hard."
Licking and blowing his hot breath inside of her ear, he aroused his mother's sexual desire for her son. He undid the clips that held her hair up in the way she arranged it when sleeping and watched as his mother's hair fell from her head, collected over her shoulders, and cascaded down her back and across her breasts as if she was Lady Godiva riding horseback naked.
"You look so sexy with your hair down mother," he whispered. "With your long, chestnut hair and shapely body," he said grabbing a handful of her round, firm, nightgown clad ass in his hand and pulling her to him, "Rachel looks just like you. When I have sex with you mother," he said whispering his incestuous, sexual lust for his sister in his mother's ear. "I imagine I'm having sex with my sexy, beautiful sister."
She recoiled at the sound of her daughter's name coming from her son's lips at a time like this. Rachel had everything. Youth, beauty, and freedom from having to cater to every whim and whimsy of a husband. All Olga had was Karl and she didn't want her daughter commanding the misplaced attention of her son's lust in the way that she commanded the attention of her husband's misplaced lust. Having heard enough of the incestuous, sexual lust that her husband held for his daughter, she didn't need to hear the same incestuous sentiments from her son. Only, not wanting to ruin a good thing, she needed to tread lightly when it came to Rachel.
"Promise me you won't touch your sister Karl," she said after hearing a familiar sexual fantasy from her son that she's heard so many times before from her husband. "Promise me you won't touch Rachel," she whispered staring up at her son with the same green eyes of her daughter. "For the future of our family and for the financial security of all of us, we must keep Rachel pure. Promise me you won't touch your sister," she whispered again moving her lips closer to his ear. "If you promise me not to touch your sister," she said with anticipated sexual excitement, "I'll make you happy with my mouth." She impaled his ear with her tongue before running her tongue across her lips while seductively staring up at her son before whispering. "Would you like to cum in Mommy's mouth again?"
"Oh, yes, mother. I so want to cum in your mouth," whispered Karl while touching his mother's lips with his dirty fingers.
"Would you like Mommy to swallow you again?"
"Yes, mother, I'd love for you to swallow me," whispered Karl again.
"Promise me then Karl," she whispered in the way of a prisoner making a deal with a prison guard for special treatment. "Promise me by swearing on your soul that your sister will remain safe from having sex with you."
"Yes mother. Anything. I'll promise you anything for you to suck me and for me to cum in your mouth again," said Karl with as much sexual excitement as he had for her the first time she sucked him.
"Promise me that Rachel is safe from you and promise me that you'll protect her from her father. It's important that Rachel remains a virgin," she said again and again in her attempts to penetrate the dimwittedness of her son. "With so much turmoil happening in Germany and for the financial future of all of us, she must remain a virgin Karl. Rachel is the only hope we have of living a better life. Do you understand? By marrying someone rich and powerful, Rachel is the one who can protect us from harm."
"Yes mother, I understand," said Karl looking down at her with even more excited lust as he had before she agreed to suck him and allow him to cum in her mouth.
"Promise me then Karl. Promise me that Rachel is safe from you and her father," said Olga.
"I promise I won't touch Rachel, Mother. I promise I'll protect her from Papa," whispered Karl while touching and feeling his mother everywhere before running a slow finger across her full lips. "I promise to keep her safe so long as you suck me, allow me to cum in your mouth, and swallow my cum," he whispered with delirious with incestuous passion for his mother.
"Thank you Karl. You won't regret your promise to me to protect your sister," she said with a sexy smile. "I promise to make you happy, very happy," she whispered.
With those few men who have ever seen Rachel, lusting over her in the way that dairy farmers lust over a prized bull, Hugo kept his daughter locked away until he was ready to marry her to a wealthy man. No doubt, as he had done wooing Olga so very long ago, fearing that his daughter would flee his farm for the first man that asked for her hand, he didn't want men coming to his farm to woo his daughter and ask for her hand in marriage until he had arranged a union. Just as Karl promised his mother not to touch his sister and to protect her from his father from touching her, Hugo already made the same promise to himself to protect his daughter from the horny hands of his son.
Being that he was her father, being that sexual abuse was his God given prerogative, of course, he may touch, feel, and strip Rachel naked but he'd never violate her in the sacred way that he allowed his son to violate his wife. Further, not a stupid man, Hugo was fully aware of the financial rewards, the promised security, and the influential protection that a wealthy family wielded in Germany, especially during such a bad economic climate. By marrying his virginal daughter to a family of wealth, power, and influence, she'd finally make him happy that he had such a beautiful daughter instead of another strong, dumb son.
Without doubt, he'd protect his daughter from being violated by his son or by any man. Obviously by not dragging her from her bed and having Karl carry her out to the barn, as if it was his own idea, he had silently agreed with his wife's commonsense that Rachel was worth more to a wealthy man as a virgin than as a scorned women that was sexually abuse by her father and brother. For the time being, she was worth more as a maiden than as a deflowered woman. For the time being, Rachel was safe from the penetration of his cock but not from his incestuous stares, gropes, touches, and feels of his horny hands.
"Suck me mother. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," whispered Karl.
When Karl moved his finger slowly across her lips, as if his dirty finger was his cock, Olga licked her son's finger clean before taking it past her lips and inside her mouth to suck. Swirling her tongue around his finger and licking his fingertip in the way she'd suck and lick his cock, she teased him with her mouth and tongue. With her husband, oblivious to their incestuous antics, napping against a support beam, they were safe to continue their forbidden, sexual union. Gently and silently moving her head back and forth and side to side, as if she was sucking her son's cock instead of his finger, she stealthily and silently sucked and licked his finger in a secretive way so her husband wouldn't awaken and notice their incestuous passion for one another.
"I can't wait to suck your big, hard cock Karl," she whispered her sexual excitement with delight.
"I'd rather be with you, mother, than with Rachel. You're so beautiful. You're so sexy. I love your shapely body," he whispered his lust in her ear while reaching his horny hand down and around to touch his mother's ass beneath her nightgown before moving his hand forward to feel her between her legs. He cupped her pussy before parting her bushy lips with his big finger to penetrate her wetness. Suddenly the barn was filled with the musky odor of Olga as Karl fingered and rubbed his mother to a silent orgasm. "I love you Mommy," said Karl kissing her, feeling her breasts, and fingering her nipples again with his other big hand.
Where Hugo was a slam bam two minute fucking kind of man, Karl was the master of slow, erotic foreplay. Taking his time touching and feeling his mother's body, it was just as obvious that he loved feeling his mother as much as she enjoyed being touched by her son. Only, when Hugo abruptly awakened from his short catnap to take another drink, playing the abused victim, Olga voiced her displeasure with her son for the sake of her husband. Hugo suddenly stopped drinking and leaned to peer around Karl. Hugo watched his son incestuously feel his mother while he fingered his cock through his pants.
"Karl, stop. Please stop. Don't touch Mommy in that way. How dare you! That's so wrong. I'm your mother and you're my son. I'm not some cheap, dance hall whore you'd find in a bar in Munich," she said talking louder for Hugo's benefit before looking around her son to give her husband a practiced look of shame and humiliation. "You mustn't touch Mommy's breasts. Please don't finger my nipples. How dare you finger my pussy! I'm so embarrassed. I so humiliated."
"Judging by the size of your nipples Olga," grunted Hugo while sitting up and leaning to the side to peer around his son again to watch him sexually abuse his wife. "I think you're enjoying this mother and son moment of togetherness a little too much," he said with a sick laugh and a big burp. "It appears to me that you want your son as much as your son wants his mother."
"How dare you, you filthy, fat pig! You're the one who commanded Karl to tie me and for you to--"
"Silence woman! You're giving me a headache," said Hugo temporarily stopping verbally abusing his wife to fortify his thoughts with another long drink from his bottle. "Is it because my cock is no longer hard for you that you suddenly want your son? Is that it? You're nothing but a cocksucker, a dirty, whore of an incestuous cocksucker," he said with contempt. "I know you love it when Karl touches you in that way, just as I know you love sucking his cock especially when he shows his desire for you by cumming in your mouth. As are all women, including my still virginal daughter, you're all such wicked, conniving whores."
Suddenly, as if being hit with a bucket full of cold water, Hugo became lucid enough to take control of the cruelty that obviously manifested within him and within his barn. Fueled, no doubt, by his misplaced frustrations along with copious amounts of alcohol, Olga was the one who needed to pay for her to obey. Having already voiced his agitation and his annoyance with the quickly changing events of a modern day Germany unfolding before his eyes, with everything in his daily life changing and with everything now so confusing, he was obviously angered that he was unable to control anything other than his family. Now, even with trying to control his family, he was having difficulty controlling his wife.
With women wanting more rights and becoming more independent controlling his family, especially his wife and daughter, gave him a obstinate time. They wanted equality, they wanted freedom, they wanted to be treated better, they wanted what he was born to have and what he could never give them. Even though he allowed his wife the pleasure to service her son when he was no longer able to pleasure her, not that he ever did, obviously blaming her for seducing him and as if everything was all her fault, he looked at Olga with a face full of jealous rage.



Staggering to stand, he stood to grab the horsewhip from the hook. Judge, jury, and executioner, his whip was what he used not only to dish out his punishment but also to inflict the pain on someone else that he obviously felt from living such a hard life. As if the whip was the only way that he could connect with his wife, he held the whip in his hand in readiness to whip her while drinking from his bottle again before sitting down on the ground again and leaning against a support beam to steady himself again.
"Please don't whip me again Hugo," she begged. "I beg you not to whip me Hugo. Please."
With her begging falling on deaf ears, as if he was alone in his room and masturbating to his incestuous thoughts of his wife with his son, he watched his son aggressively manhandle his mother before reaching his hand inside his pants. He pulled out his cock and stroked himself while watching Karl kiss, touch, caress, and feel his mother. Holding his cock in one hand and his horsewhip in the other, only putting down the horsewhip to pick up and drink from his bottle, Hugo fingered and stroked his cock while Karl felt and sucked his mother's big tits.
"No! Please, stop, Karl. You mustn't touch Mommy in a sexual way," she said showing her mortification for the sake of her husband not whipping her when she saw that Hugo was watching. "Please stop feeling my breasts and fingering my nipples. I'm so very embarrassed. I beg you," she said more for the sexual excitement of her husband than for the scolding of her son.
Then, standing again to unravel it, he whipped the horsewhip at the air and stopped when he spooked the horse and the horse jumped and kicked at his horse stall. Miles from nowhere, a father and his son had nothing else to do to entertain themselves but to drink and have incestuous sex with their women. A drunken father beating and whipping his wife and a horny, perverted son stripping and having his wicked and forbidden, sexual way with his mother was nothing uncommon on a lonely farm in German in 1860. Even though, no doubt, many men were either having incestuous sex or sexually fantasizing about incestuous sex, no one spoke about incestuous sex.
Who was to know or even care about this families' physical and incestuous abuse when their next neighbor was miles away and was probably doing the same dirty, nasty things to their womenfolk? Within the barn that housed an entire hangar of dark, dirty secrets and with no one around to see and to stop them if they did see what went on in the barn, who was there to complain that a husband shared his wife with his son and a son forced his mother to suck him? With little to do on a lonely, isolated farm when not working, once the men started drinking, best the women stay out of sight.
Typically pushing her back on a stack of fresh, fragrant hay, it was common for a brother to have wicked sex with his meekly and mildly struggling albeit willing and seductive sister in the privacy of the barn. Pretending she didn't want him while playing her sexy game of tickle and run, most times it was the sister that instigated their incestuous relationship by teasing her brother. With her hormones flying too and with nothing to occupy her time but for chores, the sister wanted her brother as much as he wanted her. With brothers too busy with chores, most times it was the bored sister who was the sexual predator and not the brother.
It was only when fathers discovered that their sons were having sex with their daughters that sisters blamed their brothers for raping them. Justifiably outraged that their innocent daughters were no longer virgins, it was then that fathers took up with their daughters where their sons left off with their sisters. Unless it was made public fodder for the sermon on Sunday's Mass, it was no one's business what happened in the barn. Thinking and caring more about their collection plate than about passing their moral judgments when it came to what their faithful parishioners did behind their closed doors, the Church didn't want to rile Christian households with undue restraints put upon their women by voicing their disapproval of men having incestuous sex with them.
Already controlling them enough with guilt and already twisted by the secret sexual interplay happening behind closed, rectory doors, incest was a fine, closeted line that even the church feared publically and politically crossing. Forget about the mass population as a whole, when even the royals worldwide were having incestuous sex and still arranging incestuous marriages between their cousins and brothers with sisters, the clergy would, no doubt, anger the members of the royals and the royal family by denouncing incestuous behavior. During a time before mass communication, women were unable to voice their outrage against violence and forced incestuous sex. If they didn't want a beating, they obeyed.
Living alone on a farm miles from nowhere and having little or no contact with anyone but their intermediate family, most women didn't know what was normal, sexual behavior and what was not. With nearly every household having incestuous sex, especially during those long, dark, cold winter nights, who was to stand against what was happening behind closed, bedroom doors? Rather than scream in the night for no one to hear and rather than fight a hopeless fight that they'd seldom win, women submitted to their fathers and brothers. So long as they didn't make them pregnant, it was only sex after all.
Instead, already controlled by guilt and shame, only whispered about, no one openly discussed incestuous sex for fear that others would think they were having it or were victims of it. Talked about in hushed, suspicious, drunken whispers at the bar, with so many men doing it and so many women succumbing to it, few people would even think it odd that a son had sex with his mother, that a father lusted over his daughter, and a brother wanted his sister sexually. Since the beginning of time, most men were already having sex with their sisters, mothers, grandmothers, aunts, nieces, cousins, daughters, mothers-in-law, and sisters-in-law too. Rather, wishing it was them instead of him, being that Olga was such a tall, attractive, and shapely woman, those men with short, fat, and unattractive wives would find it jealously exciting to know that Karl was enjoying his mother in such a sexually forbidden way. Obviously enjoying the incestuous union between the two, Hugo so enjoyed watching Karl sexually satisfy his wife that he masturbated while watching his son with his mother.
Yet, just as Karl and Hugo would never tell anyone what happened in the privacy of their barn, none of their business, they didn't want to know what was happening in someone else's barn either. No doubt, undeniably, they just assumed what was happening on their farm was happening on every else's farm. No doubt, undeniably, they just assumed that it was okay for a son to have sex with his mother while his father watched and masturbated. Silently okay for a son to have sex with his mother, a father to have sex with his daughter, and a brother to have sex with his sister, God forbid the stranger who had sex with their women. The only thing that saved Rachel from the same incestuous fate as her mother was that she was born beautiful and would fetch her family a hefty, financial reward when marrying her to the right family.
"Don't worry, Mother, I'll be gentle," whispered Karl with a sick and sexually excited laugh after receiving the nod of permission from his father to sexually abuse his mother.
To be continued...
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Why do I write erotica, especially incest stories? The short answer is because I was bitten by a vampire.
This is a true, sexually explicit story that shows actual sexual experiences. Caring only of protecting the innocent, I used actually first names to reveal the guilty. For those of you who may be offended by reading such a graphic, incestuously erotic story, please do not continue reading. For those of you who enjoy reading a private glimpse into the sexual life of an innocent, nearly virginal, albeit sexual woman, please continue reading. All characters depicted in this story are over the age of 18-years-old. There are no underage characters in this story. If you chose to read my story, please give me the courtesy of your vote at the end of the story. Thank you for reading Why Do I Write Incestuous Erotica?
So why do I write erotica? Because I was bitten by a vampire. Vampire? C'mon, seriously? What does a vampire have to do with erotica or incest. Besides, excluding ex-husbands, ex-boyfriends, ex-wives, and ex-girlfriends, there's no such thing as a vampire, a non-human thing that sucks the life out of you, is there? For me to make the connection of erotica and vampires, perhaps a bit of a stretch for some, allow me to explain why I write erotica, especially incestuous stories by reading this story. I shall explain why having and/or writing about incestuous sex is much like being bitten by a vampire.
* * * * *
"Being that I'm a woman, a beautiful woman, and a modest woman, why do I write erotica, especially incestuous stories?"
Having been asked this question many times before from readers, and for those who'd like to know why I write erotica, especially incestuous stories, this story is my answer. Only you'd better pull up a chair, make yourself comfortable, smoke 'em if you have them, and make yourself a drink or a cup of coffee because it's a long story that has taken years to surface enough for me to understand why I write erotica, especially incestuous stories. Being that my passion is writing, for some strange, inexplicable reason, out of all of the stories that I've written, I enjoy writing erotica, specifically incestuous stories, the most.
Why do I write incestuously erotic stories? Not questioning it, I never knew why until, one day, when I sat and pondered the question by looking back on my life. Filled with emotional upheaval, sex, violence, incest, debauchery, and depravity, a much harder life than most women, my life hasn't been an easy one. By my true confession that I enjoy writing erotica, especially incestuous stories, and with my response begging the question to be answered as to why I enjoy writing erotica, especially incestuous stories, I figured that I owed my readers my answer. For those of you who have read some of my stories, especially Who is the Writer, SusanJillParker? story, now that you know something about me, why do I write erotica, specifically incestuous stories?
Yet before I answer the question, as troubling to me to write as they are exciting for me to write, why do I seemingly enjoy writing incestuous stories, especially mother and son incestuous stories? Weird yet the reason is psychologically understandable, once I scratch the surface by telling you some of the horrible events that happened to me in my life for me to help you understand the way that I am today. Alas, no doubt, I'm a disturbed writer who is as twisted as much if not more than many of my readers. For those of you who care to know, once you understand my tarnished background, troubled past, and my tormented mind, you'll no longer wonder why I not only enjoy writing erotica but also why I enjoy writing incestuous stories.
* * * * *
"I Love You, Mommy!"
I wrote that story under my WmForrester name back in October of 2009. I Love You, Mommy was the most read story in all of 2010. Presently, it sits at #77 of the 250 most read Literotica stories of all time with more than 1.2 million hits, not bad considering there are more than 50,000 writers and 3 million stories on the site.
My stories, Stripping My Mother-in-law Naked and Sex with my Sister-in-law Samantha, written under my BostonFictionWriter name, would have been in the top ten most read Literotica stories of all time had I not pulled them a few months after I wrote them in 2007 to publish them. After only appearing on the site for 3 months, my mother-in-law story had already amassed 850,000 hits and my sister-in-law story had already amassed 650,000 hits, quite a lot on this site in such a short period of time. Being that it has taken me three years to amass 1.2 million hits with my I Love You, Mommy story, I can't imagine how many hits my mother-in-law and sister-in-law stories would have amassed had I left them on the board. Five years later, I figure they would have had a few million hits each.
Nonetheless the success of some of my incestuous stories, it's a bit disconcertingly weird that a mature, college educated, and sophisticated woman would enjoy writing incestuously erotic stories about a mother having sex with her son. What's inherently wrong with me for me to enjoy writing stories such as that? Yet, for some bizarre reason, I do enjoy writing about a mother lusting over and seducing her son or a son lusting over and seducing his mother. Notwithstanding my passionate love for writing and for my preference in writing erotica, specifically incest, even I didn't understand why I not only enjoyed writing erotica but also why I enjoyed writing mother and son incestuous stories, that is, until I made a connection to what happened to me in my sordid past.
Sometimes, when writing my mother and son incestuous stories, I wondered if I had a son if I'd have sex with him. I'd like to think that I wouldn't but, honestly, I don't know. Being the way that I am, as twisted as much if not more than many of my readers, perhaps had I a son, I may have had sex with him. No doubt, based on that confession alone, albeit sexually satisfied, had I had a son, I would have been a terrible mother.
* * * * *
In thinking about all of the sexual scenarios, incestuous sex between a mother and her son makes me wonder what if...
"You have a beautiful penis Johnny," said Susan to her 18-year-old son while reaching out to take him in her hand to touch him and to hold his throbbing cock. Having lusted over her son since he became a man and since his father left, she's been waiting for this moment for a long time. While looking up at him, she wrapped her fingers around his cock and slowly stroked him to an erection. "Do you like Mommy touching you in this way?"
"Yes, thank you mother," he said watching her stroking him. "I love watching you stroke my cock."
A loving mother holding her son's cock in her hand, she looked up at him with as much sexual lust as he was looking down at her. Not even pausing to ponder the question whether she should stop or continue forward, instead she paused with excited anticipation and sexual trepidation before asking her question.
"Would you like me to take you in my mouth?" Already knowing his answer, Susan stared up at her son before looking down at his pulsating prick.
"Yes mother," he said staring down his mother's low cut and loosely fitted nightgown that had suddenly fallen forward and open. Immorally and immodestly flashing her son her tits, Johnny leered at her exposed breasts. "I would love for you to suck me."
As if this was the first time that this mother had sex with her son, this was their incestuous game that they enjoyed playing whenever they got together. His mother had beautiful, big breasts and he couldn't wait to see them, touch them, feel them, caress them, and suck them again, as she always allowed him to do while she masturbated him before blowing him.
"Would you like to cum in Mommy's mouth?" She asked while on her knees stroking her son and looking up at him adoringly with her big, blue eyes before giving him a sexy smile.
"Oh, yes, Mother," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde head before impaling her mouth with his hard, hairy cock.
* * * * *
Now that I think more about having sex with my son, had I had a son, I probably wouldn't have sex with him. Even though the thoughts of having incestuous sex with my imagined son is an exciting sexual fantasy to have, the repercussions of having forbidden sex that would certainly take years of therapy on psychiatrists' or psychologists' couches to unravel wouldn't be worth the few minutes of incestuous sex. Especially after all that's happened to me and after all that I've been through, I wouldn't want to put any son of mine through any and all of that.
If I had been blessed with a son, I wouldn't want him to start his sexual life as scarred and as scared as I always was. Besides, the thoughts of having sex with my imagined son doesn't excite me in the way that it does when imagining one of my female characters having sex with her son. To me, the incestuous erotica that I write about a son lusting over his mother, doing whatever he can do to see his mother naked, writing about his attempts to seduce his mother, and a mother willingly wanting to have sex with her son are just a fictional stories. Surely, the incestuous, fictional stories that I write don't really happen in real life...do they?
* * * * *
"You have a beautiful body mother?"
Looking at her as if she was naked, Mike, Susan's 20-year-old son, stared at his mother's figure as if she was a decadent dessert on his personal menu of sexual foods. He leered at his mother with as much lust as she stared at him with surprised confusion that he'd dare blurt out such a so shockingly sexual compliment. She was her mother after all and he was her son. Mother and sons weren't supposed to have sexual thoughts for one another.
"Thank you, I think," she said pausing as she seductively fingered her lush, blonde hair. As if afraid to ask the question, she contemplated him with her blue eyes. "Tell me," she said wetting her full, red lips with her tongue, "how do you know I have a beautiful body?"
Sexually frustrated and always so very horny, all it took was for her son to compliment her for her to imagine stripping herself naked in front him to show him the beautiful body that she truly did have. When he said that she had a beautiful body, as modestly embarrassed as she was sexually excited, she nonchalantly looked down at herself to see if any part of her was exposed. Even though she's had incestuous thoughts about her son and even though she wanted to, other than seeing her in her bikini, she's never inappropriately walked around him when not fully covered. Other than giving him a few, discreet, accidentally on purpose flashes of her panties when slowly crossing and/or uncrossing her legs after having one too many glasses of wine, she's always acted like a lady in the way that any mother should when alone with her son. Other than giving him a few down blouse views of her bra and cleavage when purposely leaning forward on the pretense of picking up something from the carpet while wearing her low cut, loose tops, she's more acted like his mother than the incestuous slut that he obviously wishes her to be.
Yet, recently and out of character, perhaps it's hormonal, she's had this wickedly wanton desire and incestuously lustful need to walk around her son in her nearly transparent nightgown. Wanting him to see her naked body, after he complimented her on her body, now she was intent on flashing him her body. With the impressions of her nipples, the dark shadow of her blonde, pubic hair, and her ass crack clearly visible, especially when leaning forward to stretch the thin material of her nightgown across her backside, she's been so horny lately. Acting oblivious on the pretense that she wasn't aware that her nightgown was so shockingly see through, she's been walking in front of their big, bay window every morning to open the drapes.
As the sun poured through her nightgown clad, 40-year-old body to show her son her nakedness, she didn't have to guess what he was thinking when she saw his erection tent his pajama bottoms. No doubt, she was enjoying her flashing show as much as she was having fun flashing herself. Only, not wanting to open that forbidden door, content with just teasing him with sexy flashes of her nearly naked body, she didn't dare cross the line of incest for fear of the lifelong consequences. Later, when alone in her room masturbating over him and, on doubt, with him in alone in his room masturbating over her, she'll remember all that she showed her son.
She reminded herself again that he was her son and she was his mother. Her son had been so dependent upon her since she divorced her husband and even though they had become close, sometimes too close with all the pelvis to pelvis hugging, prolonged holding, and constant kissing without tongues, she wondered if their mother and son relationship was a normal one. If she was to go by how she felt about her son, she knew that her feelings of wanting sexual attention from him wasn't normal. She feared falling to the dark side and taking up residence in the Devil's playground by submitting her will and her body to her son.
She looked at her son with as much shame and embarrassment as he looked at her with incestuous lust and sexual excitement to notice her body enough to compliment her. When she looked more closely at him again feeling a familiar wetness between her legs, she shared his forbidden sexual desire when she noticed the big bulge in his jeans. Suddenly, she felt guilty for all the incestuous thoughts she's been having about her son when pleasuring herself with her dildo and vibrator. Imagining him French kissing her while touching and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother, she's been imagining making love to her son before sucking his cock and allowing him to cum in her mouth.
Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, just once, she'd love to flash him her naked body if only to see his reaction. Would he want her in the way that she wants him? Would he touch her, feel her, and make love to her in the way that she yearned to make love to him? Nothing more than an excited reaction of her private sexual fantasy when she's about to cum from rubbing her clit with her finger while fingering her nipples, just once, she'd love to see, touch, feel, and stroke his cock to know how he measured up to his father.
"I've been watching you dress and undress on my hidden video camera mother," he confessed while making eye contact.
Dizzily delirious with incestuous depravity, her son watching her strip naked was a speeding freight train on a collision course doomed for disaster but she didn't care. Obviously, he wanted her as much as she wanted him. Unable to move and unable to respond, imagining him watching her while masturbating over the sexy, naked sight of her, she stood there silently stunned that her son had invaded her privacy by watching her strip naked. With a million sexually wicked thoughts flashing through her mind but unable to take the lead on any of them that meant crossing the incestuous line, he made that decision for her.
As if happening in slow motion, she watched her son unzip himself and pull out his already erect penis. As if he was someone else other than her son, with her pulse racing and her heart beating, she stared down at his cock before staring up at him and before returning her stare to his engorged prick. Even if it was inevitable that she'd be fucking and sucking her son, it had been a long time since any man wanted her enough sexually, albeit incestuously, to so brazenly expose his penis to her, in the way that her son was doing and so wanted her now. As if she was hypnotized to touch him, she reached out her hand and wrapped her fingers around his big, hard prick before stroking him. With a gentle hand to her shoulder, her son pushed her down to her knees. Wantonly and lustfully, as if this was meant to be and she was playing a character in a porn movie, she willingly opened her mouth and took him inside.
* * * * *
So, again, especially mother and son stories, why do I write erotica? As best as I can figure, I write erotica because I'm a survivor of incest. Moreover, I was bitten by a vampire.
"Whew! There I said it. That's big load off my busty chest. I feel better now."
Especially in my case, being that I can only write what I know, just as it takes a sexual predator to know another sexual predator, it takes an incest survivor to know another incest survivor. Allow me to count the ways how I've been sexually abused and incestuously used. Certainly, as there were so very many other sexual experiences that I successfully denied men from having with my body, if I counted all of the times that men have tried to force me to do sexual things that I didn't want to do, I'd have a 300,000 word life story entitled, Susan's Story of Shunned Sex. Now that I have your interest, shall I explain why it is that I write erotica, especially mother and son incestuous stories?
* * * * *
Not counting my 22-year-old prom date, Mike, I was barely 18-years-old, when he forced me to give him a blowjob in the backseat of his car, a new Chevrolet Camaro Z28. After the prom and after having had one too many drinks at our makeshift bar outside by his car, we drove to a secluded spot by the beach. Walking, talking, laughing, hugging, and touching, we were having a good time kissing.
"It's getting late. Let's go back to the car," he said.
Being that it was just before midnight, as if I was Cinderella at the Ball, I figured our prom date was over. I figured it was past his bedtime and he had to get up early for work the next day. I figured he was being respectful of me and wanted to deliver me home safe and sound at a respectable hour. I figured wrong.
"Thanks for a wonderful evening Mike," I said trying to fit my dress without squishing it in the front seat of his car and without flashing him a down blouse view of my bra or an up skirt view of my panties, which I so wanted to accidentally on purpose do anyway.
"Let's get in back," he said. "We'd have more room to make out before I drive you home."
Shocked that he wanted to make out with me, having just started dating, I was so young. I was so naive. I was so innocent and I really liked him.
"Okay," I said still swooning that this 22-year-old college senior wanted to make out with me, an 18-year-old, high school senior.
Once we closed the door, kissing and kissing me, his sexy lips were attached to my red, full lips as much as his horny, impetuous hand was attached to my breasts. Feeling my big tits through my dress and bra while fingering my nipples, always having to swipe guys hands away from my big breasts at the movies, tonight was different. Tonight, as tipsy as I was horny, I wanted him to touch me and to feel me. Being dressed up and having a good time at the prom, I felt more like an adult than I did an immature 18-year-old teenager and I willingly allowed him to feel my big breasts and finger my erect nipples, so long as it was outside of my dress and not down my dress and bra.
Then, as if he suddenly grew two more pair of hands, he was all over me. As soon as I thwarted him from sticking a hand down my dress to fondle my naked breast, he successfully stuck his hand up my dress and in between my legs to finger my pussy slit through my panty. I'm not going to lie and write that I wasn't sexually excited by him touching me in such a sexual way. Even though I was embarrassed when he pushed my panty aside with his finger and touched my wetness, I was aroused. Now sexually excited enough to allow him to finally stick his hand down my dress to cup my breasts and finger my nipples, I would have done anything at that point.
Now with my tits nearly out of my dress, he fingered my pussy and rubbed my clit, while alternating between sucking my nipples and French kissing me. Then, when he put my hand on his bulging cock through his pants, moved it around while holding it there, and humping my hand, I didn't try to pull my hand away. No harm done, only feeling him through his pants, it was sexually exciting to feel his cock through his pants. Yet, not wanting him to get any more sexually excited than he already was and not wanting to start something that I couldn't finish, I finally pulled my hand away when he started directing my fingers to fondle the head of his cock while squeezing his shaft. Quite the ambidextrous, dirty devil, I don't know how he did it as I never saw him but somehow, while kissing me, he managed to unzip himself with one hand and pull out his cock while feeling my tits and fingering my pussy through my panty with his other hand.



Still a virgin and living a sheltered life, not even having a steady boyfriend and with my parents being overly protective of me because of my good looks and overtly sexually developed body, his was the first naked cock that I had ever felt. I had plenty of dates put my hands on their erect pricks through their pants, but Mike's cock was the first naked cock that he forced my hand down to feel. As soon as my hand touched him, he wrapped my fingers around his hard prick and, with his hand over my hand, he directed me to slowly stroke him to a harder erection. Truth be told, the first hand job that I had ever given when most of my friends had already had gone all the way with their boyfriends, I really didn't mind giving him a forced hand job.
Now done kissing me and done feeling my breasts and fingering my pussy, he gave the back of my head a gentle nudge. At first I thought my head was in the way of him looking out of his car window and I lowered my head to give him an unobstructed his view. Only, as soon as I willingly lowered my head, with a heavy hand to the back of my blonde hair, he pushed my head all the way down and nearly impaled my mouth with his erect cock. I had never given a blowjob before and his cock was the first erect prick to bounce off my lips.
"Suck it," he ordered. "Blow me Susan," he said. "I need to feel my cock in your mouth."
"No, I'm a good girl Mike. I don't suck cock," I said trying to push my head up against his hand but he was too strong and too determined for me.
Then, with a hard tug of my long, blonde hair, when I screamed in pain, he filled my mouth with his cock. Holding my head in place with a big, strong hand while humping my mouth and fucking my face, he stuck his hand inside my low cut, prom dress to fondle my tits and finger my nipples before removing his hand and sticking the same hand beneath my dress to finger my pussy through my panties again. Not even allowing me to take a breath of air, he didn't let go of my head until I felt a warm, oozy gush of his cum hit the back of my throat and coat my tongue with a salty splash. Trying not to swallow him, I had no choice when he wouldn't let go of me until I did. Albeit forced, that was my first blowjob.
Being that I was still a virgin and because he was older and more mature than me, I could count him as my first sexual predator. Only and honestly, being that I was so pressured by my friends to have sex before heading off to college, when I told them that I was going to the prom with him, they put it in my head to at least give him a blowjob and, albeit a bit forced, I did. Truth be told, even though he forced me, I wanted to blow him as much as he wanted me to blow him. I needed to know what it felt like to have a man's cock in my mouth. Little did I know, the victim that I was that I'd have plenty of men's cocks in my mouth throughout my life.
Foolishly, I thought I was in love with him. I thought he loved me too. Only, he never called me again after the prom. Now, so many years later, it took me a while to even remember his name.
* * * * *
My first sexual molester was my 24-year-old cousin Bob. Ready to start college, I was only 19-years-old and just out of high school.
"I have a graduation gift to give you Susan, before you head off to college and I don't see you for four, long years," he said. "Can you swing by Saturday?"
Without going into all the gory details of what happened to me and what he did to me, too horrifying to for even me to write about it, never mind recall it all, I was drugged, beaten, tortured, brutalized, stripped naked, and raped multiple times over three, agonizingly, long hours. Enough said about that. Only and unfortunately, that wasn't the worst of it.
Fearing that I'd report him to the authorities, have him arrested, and embarrass him in front of our family and mutual friends, when he was done having his wicked way with my semi-conscious naked body, he tried to drown me in his bathtub. What he would have done with my dead body, God only knows. At the last minute, still panicked but losing consciousness, while he held my head underwater, I watched my life flash before my eyes. Thinking that he was going to kill me, he had a change of heart. Glad to survive, gather myself and my clothes to run to my car and drive away with my life, fearing repercussions if I told anyone, I told no one but my psychiatrist and, recently, years later, my friends and family. I never had anything more to do with my cousin Bob ever again.
* * * * *
Admittedly, after dating a lot that summer before college and after allowing a man I dated a few times to take my virginity, even when I was still a virgin, always flashing and teasing, I was no virgin back then. Suddenly feeling as the sexual woman that I was quickly becoming, as wild as I was feeling frisky to be free of my parents and away from home and living with my girlfriends, some may have even considered me a slut being that I was always an exhibitionist. It wasn't my fault that I liked men and enjoyed flashing them my body. Absolutely loving the attention of men looking at what I was showing, I was born to tease or maybe I was twisted by all that happened to me for it to manifest in my flashing and teasing men.
I enjoyed flashing men my body while on spring break, at Mardi Gras, or whenever dancing at a club. Yet, always making my flashes appear accidental by acting coyly embarrassed if caught, an up skirt or a down blouse was just as exciting for me to flash someone as I imagined it was for someone to see me flashing. Unfortunately, what comes around goes around and I blamed myself for being physically attacked and violently and sexually assaulted because of my sexy, erratic, and erotic behavior. A virgin one day, I was a slut the next. Perhaps in the sexy way that I dressed and the teasing way that I flirted, maybe I gave my cousin the wrong signals. Still, that was no reason for him to violently and brutally, sexually attack me. He was family and not some stranger who picked me up at a bar. He drugged me. Yet, now that I think more about why I write erotica, I wonder how much my need to flash men relates to me being sexually abused by sexual predators.
In hindsight, maybe after drugging me, stripping off my clothes, and raping me over and again, he was just trying to scare me into silence by nearly drowning me in his bathtub. Scaring me silent, he succeeded. Nonetheless, not wanting to take that chance again, I stayed as far away from him as I could. I think if I saw him again, I'd flip out and attack him with whatever I could grab. Besides, obviously a violent, sexual predator and with me now knowing that he was one, he stayed away from family gatherings. No more coming over unannounced to watch a basketball, baseball, football, or hockey games and no more birthday parties, Fourth of July barbeques, Thanksgiving Day meals, and Christmas dinners, no one has seen or heard from him since my incident. After I told my family all that happened to me and everything he did to me, now they know why cousin Bob is among the missing. Like them not to say anything about what they did, it wouldn't surprise me if my big brothers tracked him down and beat the shit out of him for what he did to me.
Sadly and tragically, diagnosed with post traumatic stress, besides having nightmares, besides going around locking doors and windows, always looking over my shoulder, and being afraid enough to carry a weapon with me, those who are victims of sexual abuse typically have more than one abuser. No different than any other victim of violent, sexually abuse, I had five violent sexual abusers who forced and/or coerced me to have their sexual way with me. As if I had a sign on my forehead that read, VIOLENTLY ASSAULT ME AND SEXUALLY ABUSE ME, they did. Perhaps by my good looks and shapely body or more likely because I was just unfortunate to be born a beautiful, outspoken, not so shy, and exhibitionist of a woman, too nice, too trusting, and too naive, I was a target for their unwelcomed advances.
* * * * *
My second sexual predator was one of my English literature, college professor. Thinking it was those short skirts and low cut tops that I liked wearing to class to show off my long, shapely legs, abundant cleavage, and sexy figure, even though I enjoyed the stares, sometimes I attracted the wrong attention. Flashing a lot back then, maybe I flashed my professor my panties in an up skirt and my bra and cleavage in a down blouse one too many times. I imagined that I must have driven him crazy for him to do what he did to me. A year after my cousin had his wicked way with me, on the pretense of inviting me to his office to talk about my final exam, my college professor coerced me to blow him. Now that I think back about how he groomed me with compliments and personal attention, he was my second sexual predator.
Attracted to him as a father figure and trusting him as I'd a trust a teacher or any figure in authority, perhaps, I wouldn't have sucked his cock had I not been attracted to him. Perhaps I wouldn't have sucked his cock had I not been enamored with the intelligence and envious of the articulation of the silver tongued man. Thinking that I was in love with him, definitely, I was infatuated with him. Being that he was so scholarly, so sophisticated, and so worldly, I truly and immaturely believed that he was in love with me too. I truly believed that he'd leave his wife for me. I was so dumb. Already setting the stage for me to be victimized again, perhaps I wouldn't have sucked his cock had I not had that unfortunate and incestuous experience with my cousin violently raping me and sexually abusing me before trying to murder me.
As my cousin did before the brief, sordid affair that I had with my professor, ripe for the taking, perhaps, my professor would have not solicited me had he not seen something in me that a sexual predator sees in his intended victims. Granted I was a provocatively dressed slut but that's still no reason for a man, an educated man at that, to take sexual advantage of one of his 20-year-old students. That's what I was, a victim and that's what I still am today, a woman alone in a man's world, a victim to be used, abused, and victimized. Now older and wiser, albeit not as attractive as I was in my twenties but still better looking than most women at my 40-year-old age, even though I still enjoy flashing men, especially when at the mall riding the escalator, trying on clothes, or being fitted for shoes, I'm not the victim now that I was then. Having been around the block a few times, I'm not afraid to tell some asshole to go fuck himself while wielding and ready to swing a baseball bat.
Plain and simple, when it comes to sexual predators, being that I'm good looking, especially that I'm attractive, they only see my shapely ass, my big tits, and my blonde pussy. With the woman behind the face and the body unimportant in their quest for sex, they don't see me for the person that I am. I'm just another victim in a long line of victims to these men. To these men, I wasn't even a woman per se. I wasn't even a person per se. I was just a thing, a vessel to be used and abused. Instead of being someone, I was something for them to use to get themselves off and to have them cum in my hand, in my mouth, or in my pussy. Someone to be used and abused, I trusted them and they all betrayed me by deceiving me. I'm such a fool. They were only after one thing, sex, and once I gave them that, free to return to their cold wives and bitchy girlfriends, they were done with me.
"How dare they!"
I'm not proud of what I did with my college professor but after that incident with my cousin, I suddenly had a real and warranted fear of men and it wasn't until I got older that I was able to control and use men in the way that they had always controlled and used me. After seducing me with his words and romancing me with his compliments, not very subtle about it, my professor just stood from his chair to walk to where I was sitting in his office. Staring at him in stunned silence, I watched him unzip himself and reach his hand inside his pants and underwear to pull out his cock. Acting if he was offering me treat, something good to eat, he dangled his engorged prick in front of my face while stroking himself to an even harder erection. This was my professor a degreed man with a Masters of Fine Arts degree in creative writing and a Ph.D. in philosophy. I was shocked to see such a scholarly man holding and stroking his erect prick in his hand. I stared at his cock before looking up at him and before returning my focus to his exposed penis again.
Old enough to be my father, it wasn't about him being attracted to me as a love interest, he was already married after all. It was more about him wanting to have a onetime sexual relationship with me. Assuredly and embarrassingly, there was no future for his career in bedding a student. As far as he was concerned, perhaps because I was so pretty and had big tits. and perhaps because I had been flashing him, it was just about sex. Knowing him as I did, always one with his nose in a book when his head wasn't in the clouds, perhaps he had read one too many classical romance, literature novels. Perhaps he imagined me as someone else, his literary love interest.
No doubt, being that my literature professor was so fond of Cervantes' Don Quixote, perhaps I was his Dulcinea or his Elizabeth Bennett, his personal, prized whore that Jane Austen wrote about in her book, Pride and Prejudice. Maybe I was his Annabel Lee that Edgar Allan Poe so delirious described in his poem, The Bells. Truth be told, I had no idea what he was thinking. For all that I knew, I may have been his Madame Bovary in Gustave Flaubert's book by the same title. Being that he was most read, I may have been some combination of his imagined image of Ellen Olenska in Edith Wharton's Age of Innocence, his Ophelia in Shakespeare's Hamlet, his Hester Prynne in Nathanial Hawthorne's Scarlet Letter, or his Anna Karenina in Leo Tolstoy's novel of the same name. Definitely, when he dumped me, it was obvious to me that I wasn't his Juliet.
Now remembering it years later, with his cock in my mouth while he fondled my big tits and fingered my nipples, it was just a blowjob. It was just about me sucking him and him cumming in my mouth. With no room for me in his future plans, this improper, sexual liaison was all about him. As if he was closing the book on me, as if he was done reading me and onto someone else, when he was done with me, he was done with me and there was nothing left for me to feel other than rejection and the emptiness that I had been used again by yet another sexual predator.
In hindsight, when he pulled out his cock and dangled it in my face while stroking himself, I could have screamed. I could have fought him. I could have reported him to the dean of the college but with his word against mine, I didn't want to win that battle to lose the war. A well respected college professor with 30-years of teaching experience versus a student accused of flashing a teacher to entice him to have sex with her and then blaming him and reporting him for the indiscretion, it was no contest.
Who knows, being that he fashioned himself as a romantic reader of classical literature, maybe he had a long list of female students reporting him and maybe my complaint wouldn't have been the only complaint filed against him. The last straw, maybe my complaint would have cost him his job. Maybe he may have blamed me for ruining his teaching career. Having watched one too many CSI dramas, maybe he may have stalked me and tried to harm me. Glad that nothing more ever came of it, especially after nearly being murdered by my cousin, I chalked up the experience with my professor as a valuable life lesson learned.
Oddly enough though, the priorities that I had back then were skewed. Young, dumb, and horny, I was more concerned with my grade point average than I was with my reputation. Knowing what he wanted by the brazen display of his cock and what I could give him by his huge erection, I got the message. I wasn't as stupid as I imagine he thought I was. Figuring that I had already been through worse, getting more from my professor than I ever got from my cousin, if nothing more than the promise of an A grade, I gave him what he wanted and he gave me what I wanted. Even going through the trouble of changing schools for fear that he'd tell his buddies that I was an easy mark for their sexual advances, I made sure never to take another class with him again.
* * * * *
Undaunted by some of my disturbing sexual experiences and using the incidents to learn from my errors, unfortunately, the tragedy of my life continued. Several years later when visiting my Uncle Henry, who lived alone after his wife died, I experienced my third sexual predator.
"Jesus, are these guys just waiting for the right opportunity to present itself. Whether prom date, cousin, teacher, or uncle is any woman safe anywhere?"
Not my cousin Bob's father but another uncle, he sexually assaulted me by touching me and feeling me where no uncle should ever feel his niece. Shocked, embarrassed, and ashamed, every time he inappropriately touched me, feeling sick to my stomach, I recoiled. I always suspected that he was a dirty, old man by the sexual things he said, the off-color jokes he told, and the way that he perceived women as things to be used and abused. Years in the making, it started slow in the way that he leered at me and tried to inappropriately grope me. Foolishly and naively, I thought that by just being alert and mindful of him was enough to keep me safe. I was wrong.
Always breaking off his grinding pelvis to pelvis full body hugs, I never voluntarily prolonged his uncle and niece lingering kisses that always seemed to last longer. Fending off his groping hand that was always plastered to my round ass or reaching up to feel my firm breast that he enjoyed squishing against his chest, I always felt that I could handle him. Besides, always enjoying an honest and open relationship with him, being able to discuss anything with him even sex, he was my uncle and with me having four, big, burly brothers, he'd never cross the line with me. My brothers would kick his ass if only I wasn't so embarrassed and ashamed to tell my brothers what he did to me. Blaming myself for his inappropriate, incestuous behavior because of all the times that I flashed my uncle my panties and bra and cock teased him with sexual innuendoes, even immorally and immodestly sharing my private sexual life with him, obviously, he thought that I was just as incestuously attracted to him as he was to me. Big mistake.
Then, one day, perhaps because his wife was no longer there to run interference to fend him off and to protect me from him, he did something totally unexpected and out of character, even for him. Practically stripping me naked by stealthily coming up to me, he squatted down behind me while I was washing his sink full of dirty dishes. As he erected his posture, in one quick, fluid movement, as if pulling a dust cloth off of a valuable piece of furniture, he pulled my dress up and over my head and held it there with one big, strong hand. Being that my uncle is 6'5" tall and very powerful, I was as helpless as I was defenseless.
"Uncle Henry! What are you doing?"
Taking me by surprise and thinking that it was just a sick joke at first, for an instant I stood there in shocked disbelief. I thought he was kidding and teasing me before tickling me. He was always tickling me for an obvious accidental on purpose feel of my breasts and/or ass. With my hands soapy wet, for a split second, I didn't even realize that my panties and bra were so exposed to him until I remembered what it was that I was wearing or not wearing. With my arms helplessly up in the air and the neck opening of my dress too small to fit over my head when zippered up all the way and in the way that it was, I was unable to free myself of him. As if trying to fight myself out of a paper bag, I just stood there squirming, struggling, and screaming.



"Uncle Henry! Hey! Stop! What the Hell are you doing? Don't!"
Then, as soon as he inappropriately touched me, I knew what he was doing. As if I was standing there for his personal, sexual delight, he felt my breasts while fingering my big nipples through my bra. I'll never forget the feel of his big hands cupping my breasts, feeling my breasts, fingering my nipples through my bra before feeling the top exposed portion of my breasts. Then reaching his hand behind my back and down, he felt and squeezed my ass before reaching down and around to cup and finger my pussy through my panty. My uncle was touching me. My uncle was feeling me. Standing there in my bra and panty, I felt so violated.
I was sick to my stomach. Panicked, being that I had flashed him and teased him so very many times before as my sexy game that I played with every man, I blamed myself for his sexual assault. Yet, being the exhibitionist that I am, it was one thing for him to see me in my bra and panty, but quite another thing for him to touch me and feel me through my bra and panty, which he did continually, non-stop. We were family. He was my beloved uncle and I was his favorite niece.
"Uncle Henry! What the fuck? What are you doing? Stop!" My screams were muffled by the material of my dress over my mouth.
Then, I remembered those Japanese videos where the molester cuts a hole in the woman's uplifted dress by her mouth and forces her to blow him. Is that what my uncle wants, a blowjob? Is that what my uncle expects me to do, to blow him? Is he wanting and expecting me to suck his cock? After being forced to blow my cousin, and coerced to suck my college professor, enough is enough, I'd bite my uncle's cock off before I sucked it.
It was then that I realized how totally defenseless and helpless I was. In just a push down of my panty and a pull up of my bra, he'd have me naked. Squirming and struggling, I only hoped he wouldn't try to remove my underwear but, as soon as I thought that, horrifyingly enough, he did. While he held my dress over my head with one, big hand, I felt his thick fingers reach beneath the underside of my bra and lift. Even though I squirmed, even though I struggled, and even though I jumped around as if a fish out of water being taken aboard a fishing boat, in one fluid motion, as if he was pulling his Boston Red Sox baseball cap off of his head, he pulled my bra up and over my breasts.
As if releasing my melons to take their place in a fruit bin, I felt my breasts flop down and rest on my lower chest. I was so mortified. As soon as my breasts were out of my bra and so exposed, I felt his big, horny hands feel me, fondle me, and caress my tits while his fingers pulled, turned, and twisted my big nipples. Too scared to be sexually excited and too embarrassed to admit that I was but, being that my nipples are one of my erogenous zones, with him knowing all the right buttons to push and with him touching and feeling my nipples in the way that he was touching and feeling my nipples, he had me sexually aroused nonetheless.
Then, when he pulled down my panties to my knees and tried to finger my pussy, I feared he'd rape me. Maybe he just wanted to see me naked as if that wasn't bad enough. Maybe he just wanted to feel my naked body, even worse. No matter how much struggling and screaming I did, unable to break free and with nothing that I could do to preserve my modesty and save my dignity, figuring it would be over soon, I relaxed and allowed him to trace my pussy slit with his finger. I don't know if I was more embarrassed with Uncle Henry seeing me naked, with him feeling and touching me, or with me being sexually aroused because my nipples were erect and my pussy was wet. Always so horny anyway, my uncle Henry was making me sexually want him in a way that I never thought I'd incestuously want him.
Alternating between feeling my breasts, fingering my nipples, squeezing my naked ass, and cupping and fingering my pussy, no matter how much I struggled and screamed, not caring if I ripped my dress to shreds in trying to get away from him, I couldn't break his hold of me. Then, as if there was a speaker put to my ear, I heard the sound of his zipper. He leaned me forward as if to fuck me like a dog and, when I felt his erect cock against my skin, I thought for sure that he'd rape me. In the way that it had with my cousin, my life flashed across my mind with my uncle.
Thinking of my prom date putting my hand on his cock through his pants, while feeling my breasts through my dress, I remembered him unzipping himself and pulling out his cock as if it was yesterday instead of a dozen years ago. I remembered him forcing my hand on his exposed prick to wrap my fingers around him. With his hand positioned on top of mine, I remembered him forcing me to touch him, hold him, and stroke him. I remembered him forcing my head down for me to take him in my mouth and to suck him.
As if my Uncle Henry was my crystal ball inspiring me to look back in my past to recall all of my unpleasant sexual experiences, I remembered my cousin putting something in my drink. Even though I was conscious of what he was doing and aware of everything around me, I didn't even have the strength to struggle. Kissing and kissing me, I remembered him touching me everywhere through my clothes. I remembered him undressing me and feeling my naked body. I remembered him sucking my nipples and licking my pussy before forcing me to blow him. After I blew him and after he ejaculated in my mouth, delirious with incestuous desire for me, I remembered my cousin fucking and fucking me. He was such a sick bastard.
As if my life was suspended in time, I remembered my college professor talking and complimenting me while lightly touching my hair, my shoulder, and my thigh before exposing his cock to me. Eye level with his cock, I remembered him looking down at me while he stroked my hair and moved his hips closer to my mouth. As if in a daze, as if this private lesson was part of my class assignment, I remembered voluntarily putting my hand around his cock to stroke him before closing my eyes to take him in my mouth to suck him. Now back to the present, here I was with my beloved Uncle Henry in the same dire, sexual situation.
As if I was able to watch him feel me and touch me, apparently, I was so upset that I was having an out of body experience. As if the woman he was fondling and fingering was someone else, I watched him have his wicked way with her naked body. Awakening me from my resigned submission that my uncle was about to rape me and there was nothing that I could do about it, as if there as a speaker hooked up to my ears, it wasn't until I heard that exaggerated, loud sound of his pant zipper being lowered that I reacted into action. Then, as if I was a burn victim in a hospital and the mere touch of his cock to my naked ass caused me terrible pain, I suddenly had superhuman strength.
Humiliated and feeling so foolish that I trusted my uncle enough to put myself in danger again by being alone with yet another sexual predator of a man, never was I so embarrassed and felt so deceived. My mother's brother and my Godfather, he was my favorite uncle. Finally, when I felt his naked cock poking me in the ass, not wanting to be taken anally, not wanting to be taken by my uncle at all, in a rush of adrenaline, it took all the strength that I had to struggle myself away from him. With my dress still bunched around my chest and my underwear askew, I ran from his house and jumped in my car. If he had emerged from the house to chase me, I would have run him down with my car. Fortunately for him, he stayed in his house, no doubt, to masturbate over all that he saw and felt of me. I couldn't wait to go home to the safety of my apartment, lock my door, and take a long, hot shower.
* * * * *
Only, once in the shower and showering is when I discovered my fourth predator. Something fell from the ceiling and hit me in the head. I jumped figuring that it was a big bug, a spider. I hate spider or worse a roach. Rubbing my hair, when I looked down at the drain, it was a small bit of masking tape. Masking tape? How in the Hell did that get way up there? Then when I looked up at the high ceiling in my bathroom, I noticed something I had never noticed before. There was a dim glow of a red light. Obviously the tape had been concealing the light.
"What the fuck? What the Hell is that?" Only, I knew what it was. "Are you kidding me?"
I turned off the water and dried myself before donning my robe and putting a stepstool in the shower to have a closer look. It was a tiny camera. I couldn't believe it. No doubt, my landlord, a fat, short, hairy men from some God forsaken country, had been watching me for how long, I had no idea, maybe ever since I rented this apartment last year after I divorced my husband. I grabbed the camera with both hands and jumped from the ladder while pulling the camera down from the ceiling. With my hair still wet and wearing nothing but a robe and slippers, I banged on his door.
"Open up! Let me in," I yelled.
When he didn't open his door, I decided to use a different tactic to gain entry. Knowing that he was standing there looking, I stood back from his door to allow him to see me through his peephole. I opened my bathrobe wide and mouthed the words, "I'm so horny. I want you. I have to have you. Fuck me!"
Being that he was naked from the waist down when he opened his door and with his little erection still in hand, he must have been masturbating over my naked body while watching me showering. When he opened his door with a big, sexually excited smile on his face, I bum rushed past him and ran inside his apartment. With his recorded video set to pause, there I was on his 50" HD TV totally naked. I removed the video from his player, pulled the DVD from the wall and through it against his television screen. The TV fell from the stand with a horrible crash. With him yelling at me in some foreign language, I took the entire stack of videos he had beside his TV and put them in the box he had on the floor with the other videos marked with numbers, apartment numbers, no doubt.
"Hey! What are you doing? You can't take those!. They're private property. They don't belong to you. They belong to me. Get out! Get out! Get out of here. I'll sue you! I'll evict you! I'll kill you."
"These are my free rent cards," I said shaking the box of videos at him. When he made a lung and a grab for the box, I kicked him in the balls. "If I so much as see you sniffing around me again, I'll take these to the police," I said slamming his door as I left with his videos.
One by one, over the course of a week, I forced myself to watch them. He had every apartment in the complex under his perverted surveillance, the dirty, little bastard. I lived there another two years rent free, before moving to Pennsylvania from Boston to live with and care for my elderly mother. Then, on moving day, when I was leaving with my car loaded with my stuff, standing there naked with his cock plainly in sight, he gave me the finger from his big bay window. Free rent for everyone, I smiled and waved because I had already given him the finger when I mailed his videos to each and every resident of the apartment complex. I could only imagine the women's husbands, boyfriends, and sons banging on his door.
* * * * *
My fifth sexual predator and assuredly not my last sexual predator was my father-in-law. When first married, we lived with my husband's father to save money to buy a house. His father was long since divorced and he seemed like a nice enough man. Yet, whenever my husband was working, he worked nights back then, my father-in-law gradually made his sexual attraction to me known. Granted and admittedly, no doubt, I stoked his sexual fire by accidentally on purpose flashing him my panty up my short skirt and my pussy up my open legged nightgown. My game to always play, something that I was able to control and control men, I wasn't so innocent flashing him my bra and abundant cleavage when wearing low cut blouses and my big tits when wearing low cut nightgowns. Certainly, I accept my share of blame for encouraging my father-in-law's bad behavior but he was out of control.
Yet it takes two and he was as much at fault trying to see me naked as I was at fault for accidentally on purpose flashing him bits and pieces of my body. Now his game to play, pretending he didn't know I was changing, even though my bedroom door was closed or pretending that he had to pee and couldn't hold it, being that we only had the one bathroom, he was always walking in on me when I was changing and/or showering. A man on a sexual mission, being that he was always so fascinated with my big tits, he was always trying to catch me in my underwear, topless, and/or naked. Being that I've always been an exhibitionist and have always enjoyed the sexual attention of a man wanting to see my body, and at a time when I was participating in the swinging lifestyle with my ex-husband, admittedly it was fun playing my cock teasing game of flashing my father-in-law up skirts and down blouses. As my way for me to keep my reputation intact, so long as it appeared accidental, with a flash of my panty here or a flash of my pussy there and a flash of my bra and breast here, there, and everywhere, I never minded showing my body to my father-in-law or to any man.
Then, escalating the game of voyeurism and exhibitionism, an unwelcomed, shocking surprise, an understatement, my father-in-law started returning the favor of exhibitionism and voyeurism by exposing himself to me. It's one thing for a woman to sexily flash a man her panty and bra, even her pussy and breasts, but quite another thing for a man to disturbingly and purposely flash a woman his erect cock. Whenever his son wasn't home, acting as if he didn't know he had a big boner, he walked around me in his underwear with a difficult not to notice erection. Like son like father, my father-in-law had a big cock too and I had a difficult time not looking, staring, and leering in the way that he's always looked, stared, and leered at me.
When he wasn't walking around me in his underwear, he was wearing a loose bathrobe with nothing underneath and damn if his bathrobe tie didn't always, suddenly come undone and completely open at the most opportune time for him to flash me his naked, erect cock. Actually, all that it took for me to see everything he had was for him to bend or stoop on the pretense of picking something up from the floor. Now that I think of it, with me thinking that he was just a clumsy, old fool, while I was sitting there watching television, he was always dropping things and picking them up in front of me, no doubt to flash me his cock and balls.
He'd wear his pajama bottoms without underwear with his erect cock suddenly flopping out and/or swaying back and forth practically in front of my face. Obviously wondering if I'd take the hint and grab at the bait, he was keen to see my reaction to seeing his prick. Most times, I pretended not to notice and that made him mad enough to parade back and forth in front of me until I did notice enough to tell him that he was exposed. By then, already a professed swinger, I had seen a lot of pricks and he didn't have anything that I hadn't already seen before.
No doubt hoping that I'd do the same and expose myself to him, which I did eventually, being that I'm not embarrassed to admit that I'm an exhibitionist, it wasn't until I called his bluff and exposed my naked body to him that he finally left me alone. When he walked in on me for the fiftieth time when I was showering on the pretense that he had to pee, I turned off the water and opened the shower curtain. Staring him down, I just stood there watching him leer at me. Forget about my morals, without preserving my modesty by reaching for a towel to cover my nakedness, I brazenly and unabashedly showed him what he had been lusting to see, my naked big breasts, areolas, and nipples and naked, blonde trimmed pussy. Knowing he had been dying to see my tits, he stared at my big tits as if he was a man dying of hunger.
As if I won and as if he silently agreed that our little game was over, he meekly left the bathroom and never barged in on me again. I guess he didn't want to take our daughter-in-law/father-in-law an incestuous, sexual step further. I wonder what I would have done had he called my bluff and tried to have sex with me. Nonetheless, even though I was the victim, thinking that these sexual assaults were all my fault in the way that I dressed, provocatively talked, flagrantly flashed, and/or sexually teased, not only did I feel too guilty to report my abusers, I was too embarrassed and too ashamed to share this with anyone until now. Not wanting anyone to ruin my sexy game by broadcasting my erotic intentions, I didn't want anyone to put the blame of being sexually assaulted, used, and abused on me for flashing them. Being that much of it happened so long ago, in the same way that I use my real name to write erotica, now I just don't care who knows what I write and why I write erotica, especially incestuous stories.
* * * * *
So why do I write erotica? That's easy silly. I was bitten by a vampire, of course. My vampires were my sexual predators. My take on the subject of vampires is those who have been sexually abused by a sexual predator is the same as being bitten by a vampire. There's no difference between the two to me. Now we all know that there are no such thing as vampires but we all know that there are sexual predators abound. I write erotica because I was bitten by a vampire. My sexual predators were my vampires. Instead of drawing blood, they drew something from deep within me that changed me and transformed me into what I am and who I am today. Fortunately for me, I had years of therapy yet, even after all of that therapy, private and group counseling sessions, here I am writing erotica on a porn board. Go figure.
Many of those who have been sexually abused, whether incestuously abused by a relative or sexually abused by a stranger, become sexual abusers themselves. Many who have been sexually abused turn to alcohol and/or drugs to help them soothe their pain. Some commit suicide. Meant to be that I'd be sitting here writing erotic, incestuous stories, if that's all that I'm driven to do, then I'm one of the lucky survivors of incest. Yet, still, I guess, I've always wondered how different my life would have been had I not been forced to blow my prom date, had not been alone with my cousin, coerced to suck my professor's cock, violently and sexually assaulted by my perverted uncle, and used by my father-in-law. Who knows, maybe I would have been a nun.
Begging yet another question by my unsolicited confession, just curious, I wonder how many of you readers have had similar experiences. Leave a comment and/or send me an e-mail. Maybe you too were sexually abused. Maybe the reason why you enjoy reading my stories is because you were bitten by a vampire too.
THE END
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Susan reveals the friendships and family relationships lost over her need to write erotica.
As a seemingly well adjusted, single woman on the surface, just as no one would know that I'm unemployed and still homeless, no one would know that I write erotica of all things to write. Who knew? Go figure.
With my four, big, older brothers living in Ohio and Michigan, no longer their sexy, Aunt Susan to their adolescent children, they've passively disowned me by not staying in touch with me, no doubt, because of what I write. How dare I live my life in the way that I chose to live my life! Is erotica so offensive to some people to disown your own blood, your only sister? Why is that? What am I missing for me not to understand? I don't get it.
"Tell me because I'd like to know."
In hindsight, I never should have told them that I write erotica. I never should have asked them to read and to vote for my stories. Perhaps they're embarrassed that their little sister is a slut. Proud of what I write and damn if I'll apologize to anyone for all that I've written, I write erotica. So what?
Yet and unfortunately for a writer of erotica, this is still puritanically moral America after all and my brothers are no different than most folks who haven't gone through all the sexual abuse that I've gone through that has turned and twisted me in a way to make me find writing erotica creatively appealing and sexually satisfying. Conversely, on the other side of the coin, by the twisted e-mails that I receive from Bible thumping, foot stomping, born again Christians, who tell me that I'm going to burn in Hell for writing an erotic story, the Bible Belt is alive and well and presently represented on Literotica.
"Praise the Lord. Thank you Jesus! I've been saved!"
Strangely enough, however, it puzzles me why these men are preaching to the choir while reading Literotica. It doesn't make any sense. Isn't it a sin in their twisted minds to be reading such pornographic trash and erotic literature? Or are they looking for the Lord Jesus Christ, not in the scriptures of the Bible but in the pages of the pornographic and erotic stories on Literotica? Is there a religious message hidden in some pornographic or erotic story that I'm missing? Perhaps they are looking more for Mary Magdalene that they are looking for the Lord Almighty.
Starting with saving my round, firm, white ass, are they trying to convert the sinners or are they just disguising their enjoyment for reading pornography and erotica with the justification that they are here to save lost souls and round up stray lambs while lecturing to me that I shouldn't be writing erotica? Fools that they are, they aren't fooling anyone. How dare they! Not really men of God, they're just flimflam men who cloak their bad intentions by quoting the Bible to their benefit. They are hypocrites in the way that Jim Swaggart and Jim Bakker were when making all of us feel guilty for not giving them our hard, earned money while women fucked and sucked them behind closed, bedroom doors. Somehow their falls from grace vindicated us and made us feel not only human with all of our frailties but also more normal after all. While watching Tammy Bakker crying crocodile tears on TV after Jessica Hawn's celebrity career catapulted, it was gratifying to watch them all fall back down to our level.
"Thou shall not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain," they write worse than that when they write me and threaten me with physical harm and escalate their scary words with death threats.
It always amazed me how religious wars are the bloodiest of wars and how some of these religious zealots are such phonies. Even in Milton's Paradise Lost and Dante in his Inferno put the Popes at the very last circle of Hell, the 9th level. Shades of the Marquis de Sade, a French aristocrat in the 18th century imprisoned by his cousin, King Louis XVI, for the pornography that he wrote and the women and men that he bedded, some of these maladjusted men scare me. Even when conjuring up and writing about my most mentally disturbed characters, they pale in comparison to these men. Be afraid, be so very afraid, shades of Dexter, as if I'm Edgar Allan Poe reincarnated, I await to hear a rap, rap, rap on my chamber door.
"Perhaps, I should stop writing erotica. Let me think about that for a second. Nah! If they can't take a joke, fuck 'em."
Has nothing changed in 300 hundred years? Can you imagine a man threatening me, a poor, defenseless, albeit beautiful, busty, and modest woman with physical harm or with death for writing a dirty story? Kettle black, he's judging me for writing the stories that he loves to read. Unfortunately, a woman writing erotica on a porn board is not safe. Having had to delete my Facebook page because some whacko found it and started posting personal information about me, I've received all types of disturbing e-mails, along with photos of cocks, just for writing erotica. Delete, delete, delete, as soon as I receive them, I delete them.
Yet, strangely enough, many of these men who profess their religion and confess their high moral standards to anyone who will listen are my biggest fans. Go figure. Even though they bash all of my stories, before taking the time to write me to quote my storylines and point out my every typo, apparently, they take the time to read all of my stories too. That's weird. One would think that if they hated my stories and hated me that they wouldn't read me and/or write me. Thank you, I think. Only, if you would and if you could, can you just read me and not write me. Can you just vote for me without bashing me?
When a fan writes, "I'd like to strip you naked and force you to blow me before strangling you to death for writing about a mother sucking her son's cock," that's as shockingly disturbing as it is ludicrous. Imagining him strangling me is bad enough but when he tells me his sexually fantasy is having me suck his cock, now that's really disturbing. If I had a choice, better that I should be strangled to death than to blow him, I'd pick the former over the latter.
"Do what you will to my dead body, you lover of necrophilia, the only way you'll have me is when I'm dead."
No longer a woman alone in a man's domain, there are plenty of women who write and read erotica but not in my close circle of proper, Bostonian friends which have greatly diminished since I confessed that I write erotica before moving from Boston to rural Pennsylvania to care for my elderly mother. None of my prudish, Back Bay, Beacon Hill, and South End female friends, even those who write, write erotica. None of my old friends contact me anymore, even though I've left messages on their phones, sent them e-mails, and mailed them unreciprocated greeting cards during the holidays and for their birthdays. I felt bad until I started writing this story. I feel better now.
Just as it did with my brothers losing contact, I'm sure that my girlfriends no longer stay in touch with me because I write erotica. Maybe wishing that they could inappropriately behave in the way that I do, my naughty words, thoughts, desires, and erotic stories must make them feel uncomfortable as they masturbate themselves while reading my stories. Oh, well, at least my legion of bashing, creepy fans still write me and down vote all of my stories to make sure that I'll never win a contest while on their watch. If only all of those fans who truly enjoy all that I write would vote for my stories but, sadly, most of them, 99.5% of them, a real statistic, don't bother to vote.
Religiously, never fail, every day, when I open my e-mail there are a few disturbing e-mails from men with mental problems that are much larger than their penis size. No doubt, if their cocks were bigger than their mental problems, they wouldn't be sitting here bashing my stories and/or writing me disturbing e-mails. They'd be having sex with a real woman instead of a blowup, rubber doll. Rather, if only those readers who loved what I write would write me with good comments to offset the disturbing e-mails received from some of my nasty, bashing readers, I'd be a much happier woman.
"Whore! Slut! If you were my wife or my girlfriend, I'd teach you not to have sexual thoughts. I'd give you a real lesson in sex. I'd take you over my knee, pull up your short skirt to expose your white, bikini panty, pull down your panties to expose your naked ass and blonde pussy, and spank your ass, while... Hold on a second. Sorry, I have to masturbate, I mean, go to the bathroom. I'll be right back. Okay, I'm back. Where was I? Oh, yeah, I'd strip you naked, tie you to the bed, blindfold you, and force you to have sex with all my friends."
Wow! Now there's an image. Certainly, if I was their wife or girlfriend, trust me, I'd rather be forced to have a bikini wax and my head shaved than to have sex with them. I'd never have any sexual thoughts, especially if it came to thinking about having sex with them. Now maybe having sex with their friends would be a different story, especially if their friends were cute and treated me with respect instead of with contempt.
Yet, oddly enough, except for that foolish series of books, Fifty Shades of Grey, none of my ex-girlfriends even read erotica. Seemingly, as if they've just discovered sex, sexuality, sensuality, and women's sexual fantasies, those books are all they discuss. Been there, done that, way beyond that, "Hello, I was a swinger," those books are boring. I guess they never needed to fantasize about sex when they already had their favorite sexual fantasy, money.
When I told Buffy, Muffy, Priscilla, and Cynthia that I write erotica, as if I had told them that Macy's cancelled their 10% off sale, they looked at me as if there was something wrong with me and, by their judgmental looks, maybe there is. Having never said no to a man and having always enjoyed sex, apparently there is something wrong with me for being so sensually sexual. I love sex and being that I haven't had sex in a long while because of my personal circumstances in not having a permanent residence, I miss having sex. Sex is an important part of life. Compared to them however, I may be a slut but I'm no one's whore. Compared to them, now that they've found religion and redemption, a Nun would be deemed slutty.
Now outside looking in, I'm an outcast to those friends who have grown up with me and who have known me all of my life. When I'm still the same person that I was when we hung out together, they're the ones who have changed and not me. Familiarly writing about myself, I'm still the same slut now that I was then only 20 years older. Unfortunately, perhaps from smoking one too many cigarettes instead of sucking one too many cocks, (conversely, never having smoked a cigarette myself but I've sucked lots of cocks) with their hair pulled back so tightly to give me a headache by just looking at them, their lips are as puckered as I imagine their pussies are dry.
"Wow! What is all that about? Why are they all rejecting me? With all of their money, why are they all so unhappy? Me? Despite all of the bad things that has happened to me, relatively happy even though I'm poor, I'm still smiling while writing erotica."
Even though I've been pushed around, knocked down, and punched in the gut by a batch of bad luck that included unemployment, homelessness, poverty, and hunger, I still have my passion for writing. No one can take that away from me, not even women who used to be my friends and who now look down at me as if I'm dirt. No doubt, even if I got down on my knees and begged my ex-girlfriends to forgive me for having sexual desires, wanton thoughts, and for writing erotica, they wouldn't even hire me to clean their houses. No doubt, a double sided coin, if I got down on my knees and their wives weren't home, they're husbands would be happy for me to suck their cocks while playing with my big tits and fingering my hard nipples. Bad in morals in the eyes of my ex-girlfriends, I'm even more bad in sexuality in the eyes of their sexually frustrated, horny husbands.
"What's the big deal? It's just sex," I tell them as if having to defend myself for having erotic thoughts, sexual needs, and incestuous desires. "It's just as story," I tell them as if apologizing for writing what I wrote about mommy having incestuous sex with her son, a horny brother falling in love with his sexy sister, a husband having forbidden sex with his mother-in-law, or a brother-in-law finally receiving a blowjob from his sister-in-law.
What pornography is to fiction, erotica is to non-fiction. Erotica is real. Erotica is everyday life. Erotica is here to stay. Open your eyes and look around you. Pornography is not real, it's all sexual fantasy. Pornography may come and go before hiding underground but erotica is here to stay mainstream and above ground. Whether movie, novel, erotic story, television commercial, or live outside on the street, erotica is in your face. Just ask Generals Petraeus and Allen about their sexy e-mails. How many pages did the FBI report to find of inappropriate e-mails between a commanding officer and a woman with questionable morals and intentions, 20,000 or was it 30,000?
"Are you kidding me? Holy shit. Wow! And they dare call me a whore. It just makes me wonder what these Generals didn't do that they were supposed to be doing to have the time to write 20,000-30,000 sexy e-mails. Did one of our sons and/or daughters unnecessarily die because these generals were busy trying to get a blowjob to do their jobs? How dare they!"
No matter how moral you are, no matter how religious you are, no matter how good your intentions, if you deny your sexual feelings, they will bite you in the ass. Don't these holier than thou holy rollers believe that incestuous sex between a mother and her son and a brother and his sister really happens, when it does? Don't they think that their husbands' lust over their sisters-in-laws and mothers-in-law, when they do? One just has to go to the mall to watch all the men ogling the women and all the women dressing in the hopes of being ogled to experience the sexuality and the sensuality of being a woman in a man's world. It's that easy when all I have to do is to flash a bit of my panty or my bra for a man to give me a smile while asking me out on a date.
Unless you're living in an Arab country or on another planet, a woman showing more of her leg and/or panty in an up skirt of her cleavage and/or bra in a down blouse is erotic. That's erotica. Too wrapped up in their idyllic lives, thinking more about pornography most men don't think about erotica, that is, until they stumble across Literotica and read one of my stories. Yet, wearing short skirts and low cut blouses when shopping at their favorite stores, and bikinis when on vacation or out back by their pool, forever trying to attract men's attention, my ex-girlfriends still dress provocatively sexy while pointing the judgmental finger at me for writing erotica.
How dare they make me feel so guilty for writing what I write! Had I known my family and friends would take such exception to me writing erotica, I never would have told them that I write erotica. Truth be told it's none of their business what I write and, albeit proud of all that I've written and wanting to share my stories with them, it was my mistake for shooting off my big mouth by asking them to read and vote for my stories. Only, to me, it's just a story. To them, it's evil and I'm the Devil. I'm going to Hell because writing against God, I'm writing for the Devil.
"Who knew? I thought I was just writing an erotic story."
Even though all of my friends were born with silver spoons in their mouths and all of them had the very best educations, in the wild and crazy way they acted when they were younger, I had no idea they were so straight laced now. What happened to them to prejudge me for what I choose to write? More importantly, what happened to me for writing all that I write? Am I as twisted as my readers for writing the stories that they read?
Who am I kidding? What I write is more than just a story. What I write are my sexual fantasies. A fast forward movie of naked men and naked women and of cocks, tits, asses, and pussies that constantly barrage and continually run through my mind before emerging from my brain down to my fingertips for me to write an erotic story, I am nothing without my sexual fantasies.
I had no idea my friends were so closed mindedly, uptight bitches. Even though I know differently when we attended the same college parties together before they married their rich lawyer husbands, they all act as if they've never had sex before and have never been fucked, really fucked hard before. Stupid, phony bitches that they are, I hate them. They make me wonder if they've ever had a cock in their mouths even though I know they have. Assuredly, being that they rejected me, certainly no better than me, they are all closeted cocksuckers who secretly lust over their cabana boys, waiters, hairdressers, lawn care young men, and contractors.
Yet, in the snobbish way they act now, they make me wonder if they've ever sucked a cock, if they've ever had their man cum in their socialite mouths, and if they've ever swallowed, even though I know they have, they did, and still do. Perhaps now that they've reached the pinnacle of their financial success, too rich to dirty their designer gowns by getting down on their knees to a suck cock, refusing to take a man's swollen prick past their lips, they lick it instead of suck it. Perhaps, instead of sucking cock, they just dabble and leave the dirty deed to someone like me, a woman who writes erotica.
"Tell me when you're ready to cum Reggie," said Buffy, "and I'll pull you out of my mouth so that you can cum on my tits."
Good God! C'mon. Seriously? What's wrong with these women? Even if she had the best tits, the most beautiful breasts, breasts like my breasts, what man would rather cum on a woman's tits instead of cumming in her mouth? Jesus Christ, is it any wonder why her husband had sex with his sister when even his sister gave him a better blowjob than his wife? Is it any wonder why their husbands cheat on them with their secretaries, with someone they picked up in a bar, and with someone like me, a woman who enjoys sex and a woman who writes erotica. I could probably make a living showing their wives, teaching them, and instructing them on how to suck cock. Only, they'd have to get down and dirty to be on my level if they want to be a sexy and as sexual as me.
Being born a beautiful woman is not all champagne and roses. Rather, it's my curse. Spending my life having to fight off men, men who think they know me with just a glance, a glare, a stare, a leer, and a vulgar expression, I would have had an easier time of it if I looked more like one of my small breasted, angry, jealous ex-girlfriends. Justifiably, in my defense, after all the sexual abuse I've suffered, I have every right to be as sexually twisted as I am.
My excuse for writing erotica is that I've been bitten by a vampire. My vampires were my sexual predators. Yet, making me the person who I am today, I'm not willing to change one thing that happened to me. Even with all of their money, I'd much rather be the sexual woman that I am than to be the stuck up bitches that my ex-girlfriends are. With newly minted money licked to stick to my naked body, what fun is having money if you don't have wild sex atop a bed of one hundred dollar bills?
In hindsight, my fault, I never should have told them that I write erotica. I never should have had them read my stories. After they read some of my erotic stories, not only did they handcuff their husbands to them, no doubt to save them from me, not that I wanted any of their husbands, but also the close friendships we once had cooled to ice. Bad enough that I was a divorced woman alone, apparently an evil vixen, I was a woman who not only had participated in the swinging lifestyle but also one who writes erotica. For sure, compared to my uptight friends, definitely there's something wrong with me. I'm normal. I had more fun attending a swingers dance than I ever did attending a dance at the country club, the Elks club, or Las Vegas night at the church.



Moreover, never one to keep the private details of my life private, my friends knew that I participated in the swinging lifestyle with my ex-husband. When I told them all about my experiences they seemed interested and as sexually excited hearing them as I was telling them. Apparently, they only accepted us as a couple for them to flirt with my ex-husband, when I was still together with him. Yet, after we divorced, instead of deeming me a friend, they deemed me a threat.
Insincere phonies, playing me and using me, they lied. Acting excited by the thoughts of having sex with a stranger, I even invited them to some of the swingers' dances but, making excuses, they never attended. Not willing to even try my sexy, sexual lifestyle, once I told them who I had become, they no longer embraced me. When at a swingers' dance, I told them that no meant no and that they didn't have to sex with anyone, just dance, have a drink, eat something instead of someone, and socialize by just talking instead of sucking and fucking.
With all the cards stacked against me I was naive. I never should have told my friends my personally private, sexual affairs. In hindsight, all of this was my own doing. Bad enough that I'm a divorcee and an erotic writer but I was an ex-swinger too. Down and dirty with the devil, the fact that I wrote incestuous stories didn't score me any points either. Too polite to show it and too afraid to show me or to tell me the truth, I could only imagine what they really thought of me and what these catty bunch of women were saying behind my back.
Looking back now, they were always jealous of me. No doubt thinking about having breast implants, my small breasted friends stared as much at my natural, big breasts as their husbands did. Yet, instead of being happy for me that I found a fun outlet and my passion to write, unfairly judging me, they used all that I told them against me. For sure, I had more fun with my swinging ex-friends than I ever did with any of them and if I had to pick my swinging friends over my childhood friends, I'd pick my swinging friends. A deep connection, there's an instant bond that goes beyond friendship after you've had sex with someone. After seeing them naked and totally exposed, there are no more pretenses.
No longer inviting me to their homes to hold their babies to play with their dogs and stroke their cats, they made me feel that I was out to steal their husbands and ruin their marriages. I wasn't. By their cold looks, the hushed whispers, the insincere smiles, and by what they said and didn't say, no longer welcomed in their homes and in their lives, they made me feel as if I'm a perverted leper. Maybe compared to them, I am perverted by having experimented with the swinging lifestyle when I was younger then and writing erotica now. No longer on speaking terms and no longer sharing my dirty, little sexual secrets, I no longer ask them to read my stories.
Even though I no longer speak to their wives, their husbands still send me sexy e-mails. Obviously, hoping I'll take them up on their offers of dinner and sex, they think I'm an easy mark. Obviously they'd go to bed with me if I gave them the go ahead. Yet, just because I participated in the swinging lifestyle and just because I write erotica, I'm not a whore. I still have morals and class.
An enigma to them, just as I know how to get down and dirty, I know how to act like a lady too. Their husbands are the phonies who don't have morals and class by hiding behind their wives and their pretenses when they are the ones who'd have sex with me if I gave them the nod. Yet, even though they've all hit on me and I've declined, their husbands still read all that I write and still write to me after about all they've read. That's no surprise being that they're married to the sexually cloistered women that their wives are.
So long as they look and don't touch, always looking at me with lust while asking to read my stories and asking about my latest story, before I moved away, their husbands were my biggest fans. No doubt, being that I look better than and am mores sexually appealing than their fat, small breasted, and sexually frustrated wives, I'm sure they fantasized about having sex with me while reading my stories and masturbating. I'm sure if I invited any one of them to a swingers' dance without their wives and without their wives knowing, they'd attend.
Unfortunately, instead of seeing me as a writer, they look at me as the whore that I'm not. How dare they! Just as they are men with a sexual past that are trying to get with me in the present and behind their wives' backs, I might add, I'm just a morally principled woman with a sexual past who writes erotica. So shun me, ignore me, force me to suck your cock before strangling me to death, and if I survive, I'll write an erotic story from my experiences.
THE END
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How to write an erotic story?
I write fiction. I write erotica. I write erotic fiction. Now locked in that particular genre for the past five years, that's all that I write.
So, being that this is a how to story, specifically how do you write an erotic story, shall we begin? Honestly, I don't have a clue how to write an erotic story, I just do without thinking about it. I guess, after having written so many erotic stories, without even thinking about what I'm doing and how I'm writing them, the stories just come naturally to me. Yet, even though I have no idea what I'm doing, I'm one of the few writers on this site who routinely writes in 30 of the 35 Literotica categories.
I write: Anal, BDSM, Celebrities, Erotic Couplings, Erotic Horror, Exhibitionism & Voyeurism, Fetish, First Time, Gay Male, Group Sex, How To, Humor & Satire, Incest/Taboo, Interracial Love, Lesbian Sex, Letters & Transcripts, Loving Wives, Mature, Mind Control, Non-Erotic, NonConsent/Reluctance, NonHuman, Novels and Novellas, Reviews and Essays, Romantic, Sci-Fi & Fantasy, Toys & Masturbation, Transsexuals & CrossDressers stories, non-erotic poetry, and erotic poetry. Having never had anal sex, having never been tied and blindfolded, having never met a celebrity, or had sex with anyone not of my race, I don't have to be a cross dresser or addicted to toys and masturbation to experience any of that to research and feel enough of it to write a compelling story. A bit prolific, an understatement, I've written stories on Literotica since 2007, I have written stories and poems under the names of AndTheEnd, BostonFictionWriter, CarBuffStuff, PositiveThinker, SuperHeroRalph, SusanJillParker, and WmForrester.
Actually, my apologies, I'm sorry but I can't tell you how to write an erotic story. I can only tell you how I write an erotic story. Are you ready? Come closer to the screen so that not everyone can see. Let's begin.
It's simple. Just before I go to bed, just before I put my head on my pillow, and just before I close my eyes, I think of a story that I want to write. While I'm sleeping my brain percolates my idea and writes the story for me. Seriously. This sleeping writing technique seldom fails.
As soon as I awaken, I'm a writing savant. I'm typing as fast as I can to write the story before I forget it. Sadly, I've forgotten more stories than I've written and I've written more than 1,000 stories, more than 100 poems, and more than 7 million words that have amassed more than 150 million hits on Literotica alone. I recently deleted 250 stories from my BostonFictionWriter name to rewrite and re-edit them as e-Books. A slow process but once I have a whole library of e-Books to generate income, I hope my patience and hard work will pay me dividends, that is, so long as I can trust a publish to give me an accurate accounting of royalties, sometimes harder to do than to write the story.
My writing sleeping, writing technique of allowing my brain to percolate my story as I sleep works for me and may or may not work for you. I've honed my skill of telling my brain what I want by even having it awaken me at a certain time and it does, right to the minute. Weird. It makes me wonder what else my brain can do while sleeping if I put my mind to it. I've tried telling it to give me the lottery number but that hasn't work yet.
By allowing my brain to think of a mainstream fictional story or an erotic fictional story before retiring by just thinking of a character, an image, or a category, gives me a story to write the next morning. Never having to stare at a blank page while wondering what to write, I don't write anything other than fiction. Writing non-fiction to me is like French kissing my brother.
"Eww."
Yet, if I wrote an incestuous, erotic story about French kissing my brother then, no doubt, after kissing him, I'd be on my knees sucking his cock too. Again, I don't have to French kiss and/or blow my brother to write a realistic brother and sister incestuous story. Now the aforementioned is as incestuous as it is pornographic writing, that is, until I develop my brother's character by the use of dialogue, description, and imagery and write the rest of the story with a bit of tension. Yet, not only am I digressing but also I'm jumping ahead.
How to write erotica is the same as me telling you or, more aptly, showing you how to write, which is preposterous as no one can tell or show you how to write. If you know how to write, you can write erotica or anything else for that matter. Whatever you write, the secret behind good writing is practice. Just write, write, and write is all that you need to do to hone your writing skills. It helps if you read too while you're writing.
As it is with most writers, my best writing is inspired writing. Inspired writing? What's inspired writing? When I first started writing, as does everyone, I stared at a blank page while wondering, 'What should I write? What should I write?' I don't stare at blank pages anymore. I just write.
How did I reach that place where I don't stare at a blank page while wondering what to write? I only write when I feel that I want to write and I never sit down to write unless I'm inspired. It could be an image, a thought, or a word that inspires me. It could be something I saw on the news or when I was out for a walk. Anything that I see, hear, feel, smell, and/or touch can give me the inspiration that I need to write a story.
When I first started writing my window of inspiration was only open for five minutes. Trust me, you'll know when your writing is inspired. As if you're possessed, the words flow. Instead of having to think about what words to write, you're writing whole sentences and entire paragraphs as if someone else is depressing the keys. I wrote my first story in that way. I knew the beginning, the middle, and the end, even the title of the manuscript and the titles of the chapters too. Sixty thousand words later, I wrote the story as fast as I could type it. It's weird when that happens.
Even though it was inspired writing, because my window of inspiration was only open a few minutes a day back then, it took me six months to write my first manuscript and a year to edit the thing. I'm no grammarian. I hate editing and I respect those who can edit. I'm not an editor. I'm a creative writer. Yet, everything that I write, I read over dozens of times before reading it out loud twice, not an easy feat to do when some of my stories are 30,000 words and that doesn't even include the 60,000 word novels, and 120,000 word chapter stories.
Yet, the more that I write, and I written a lot over the years since I've been seriously writing, the longer my window of inspiration remained open. Now my window of inspiration routinely stays open for hours at a time, five to six hours seems to be my maximum to write anywhere from one thousand to twelve thousand words every day. Only when tired, ill, and/or distracted by thinking of something else will my window remain closed. It's the rare day that I don't feel like writing. Rain or shine from 5am until noon, I'm writing whether on a computer or by hand. If I'm not writing a story, I'm thinking about a story.
You can pay tens of thousands of dollars to attend college classes majoring in English with minors in English Literature and/or Creative Writing while listening to a professor pontificate and taking endless, useless notes that you'll never read again, once the final exam is over, as I did. Or you can just read, as I did too, before committing yourself more to writing by going to school and earning your bachelor's degree in English with Literature and Creative Writing minors, as I did too. For those who want to teach someone how to write, you can earn your MFA, Master's of Fine Arts degree.
Only, for those looking for a shortcut to become a writer without paying your dues by reading, writing, going to college and spending your life practicing writing by writing, sorry, but there are no shortcuts to learning how to write. Unless you're self-taught, wicked smart, wicked perceptive, and/or gifted, you can't see and wouldn't recognize what the writer does while writing his or her story. Once you learn the process of writing, there are no secret formulas, writing is just disciplined, dedicated, and hard work. What I like about writing is creating and developing stories. Writing whatever I want whenever I want to write it, it's just me, my story, and my characters.
If you're serious about writing, you should start by reading a good writer, my advice to you is to read the classics. That's always a good place to start. Begin by reading Shakespeare, Hemingway, Faulkner, Fitzgerald, Twain, Dickens, Hawthorne, Emerson, Cervantes, Austen, Melville, Tolstoy, James, Shelley, Wilde, Dumas, Woolf, Joyce, Homer, Bronte, Salinger, Wharton, and Morrison, the list of classics are endless and is a good place to begin before even tackling the endless list of current writers. What the writers do with words and sentence structure is as exciting as it is seamlessly magical. Just feeling their book in your hand before even opening it to read it is powerful.
The best thing that I ever did was to earn my bachelor's in English. Why? Having to read two to five books a day to maintain my course load, reading so many varied authors made me aware of not what I've learned but how much I didn't know. With every one book that I read, there were thousands more to read. As if a disease, I couldn't wait to finish one to start another. Truly, after reading so very many of the classics with more unread than read, it's no longer a mystery to me why so many writers are depressed, alcohol and drug dependent, and/or kill themselves, especially back then before television and the Internet. So very many stories, too many stories, are as dark as the doom that the writers must have felt during those modern times were filled with illness, depression, isolation, and desperate desolation.
It's funny how we all think that modern times are the times that we are living now when they're not. We only have to look back to the prior centuries to know that we're the same fools that our ancestors were in believing that they were living in modern times. I suspect that modern times haven't happened yet and won't happen until humans have evolved much more than they have now. Now, with still so much crime, illiteracy, greed, and hunger, not much better than our cave dwelling ancestors, we're all still barbarians under the surface.
Honestly and seriously, I'm sorry to write this but... No one can teach you how to write. Either you have it in you to want to write or you don't. Those of you who are real writers with some level of home schooling, talent, and/or college credits know what I mean. Yeah, sure, a teacher can teach you all the rules of grammar, a literature professor can broaden your horizons by giving you a list of which classics in literature to read, and/or a creative writing professor can teach you the basics of good creative writing. After leading you, they can't force you to write. They can't sit beside you while you're alone in a room writing, creating, developing, reading, rewriting, and editing. All of that is up to you.
Writing is a never ending process. Writing is discipline. Writing is loneliness. Most times exciting, writing can be boring, and/or stressful. Writers are cursed because writing is something that we must do. Writing is our passion and our cross to bear while seeking the write word, simile, metaphor, or imagery.
Always so critical of storylines and characters, even when not writing, we're continually creating stories in our over active minds. When we watch a movie, not only do we already know the ending but also we have a better ending in mind. Like anything else, no one can make you write just as no one can teach you how to write. Either you have that driven spirit to write or you don't. For those of you who are serious about writing, not only do I suggest you read everything you can but also take as many creative writing courses and creative writing workshops as you can. Moreover, take a few courses in screenwriting, not so much to become a screenwriter, but to see what a writer does when writing a novel when compared to what a director does when making a movie.
If you're looking for secrets on how to write erotica, there are no secrets. Secrets? Back up. Seriously, there are no secrets to writing erotica or to writing any story. Like everything else, writing takes practice. The more that you write the better writer you'll be. I figure in 40 years, so long as I continue to write, when I'm 80-years-old and in a nursing home peeing and shitting myself or an insane asylum ranting and raving, I'll be a wicked good writer by then.
Everything you do, no matter what you do, is because you want to do it. Everything you do, no matter what you do, is hard and not easy. If something is easy to do than it's not worth doing it. You'd be bored instead of challenged. If writing was easy instead of being so very painfully hard, when done writing your creative masterpiece, you'd never receive that self-satisfaction that you've accomplished something really important in your life.
Do you want to be a better writer whether writing non-fiction, fiction, erotica, or porn, my advice to you is to just write? It doesn't matter what you write. Write what you know, write what you want, and write what you feel. Also stretch yourself by writing in different viewpoints, perspectives, voices, and in a diverse number of categories. You won't know what you enjoy writing until you're writing it. Much like living, writing is a lifelong apprenticeship and the longer and more you work at it, the better writer you'll be. Just as there are no tricks, gimmicks, or shortcuts to writing a good story, there are no tricks, gimmicks, and shortcuts to becoming a better writer.
Admittedly, there are those writers who are gifted and born to write. I'm not one of them. I'm just a hack. Working hard to perfect my craft, my passion and discipline to write is bigger than my talent. Yet, not ready to give it up, I love writing stories, even if they don't sell and even if they're not read. They are still my stories that I wrote, created, and developed. Being that I can only write what I know, unless I stretch myself and force myself to do a bit of research, they are my characters who needed to be released from my head and they are all part of me.
My philosophy that no one can teach you how to write erotica or any other type of story is true with most things in life. For you to do them, you must have that driven desire to do whatever it is you want to accomplish. Much like driving a car, once you learn the basics and the rules and laws of the road, you're free to drive. If you're licensed to drive and know how to drive, you can drive any car, no matter if it's a Ford Focus or a Chevrolet Corvette. If you can write a story, you don't need me to tell you how to write erotica. Nonetheless, just for the fun and sexual excitement of it, let's persevere down the sexy road of writing erotica.
Unfortunately or fortunately, depending upon what the readers prefer reading, this site is filled with writers and readers who mistake pornography for erotica. Trust me, they're not nearly the same. To me, pornography is much like eating plain toast without butter and jam, boring. This site is filled with stories of undeveloped characters and talking heads having sex with one another from the beginning of the story until the end of the story without even so much as the writer naming and/or describing the characters. How boring is that when the reader can't imagine what the characters look like in the story they've invested their time to read. How unfair is that when the writer didn't take the time to show, not tell, his readers what his characters look like?
For me, a story that doesn't have developed characters is not a fun and/or an exciting story to read. When all the characters are one dimensional and are as flat as this page, the reader will never connect with the story. If a writer can't take the time to develop characters, no one will care about the characters and/or the story. If there's one secret to good writing, develop your characters. Once fully developed and once living and breathing, your characters will grab the keyboard from your hands and tell their own damn story, which is the reason why I'm able to write in so very many categories without having to experience so many sexual things. The only time that writing what you don't know is transcendent and dependent upon something else is when the writer develops characters enough to allow them to tell their own story and from their own experiences.
While we're on the subject of characters and characterization, what do your characters look like? Do you know? Of course you know what your characters look like otherwise you wouldn't be writing and/or reading about them. Then, why aren't you showing the rest of us what your characters look like? How dare you cheat we readers out of the biggest piece of your story and out of the most important part of your story? You, the writer, owe the reader, for investing their time to read your story, to develop your characters. It's your responsibility as the writer of the story to show the reader what your characters not only look like but also act like through their actions and who they are through their dialogue. Even though writing pornography may be, writing erotica is not just about writing the sex scenes.
Surely, you've read about thousands of characters. Surely, you know what characters look like, don't you? If you don't, you ought to know what they look like. Before you were the writer, you were the reader after all, if anyone should know what characters look like you should know what characters look like. Right? Characters are different for every story you say? Perhaps, not really, but okay, I'll take that as a plausible answer.
First of all, if you don't know what your own characters of a story look like then you haven't developed your characters. If you, the writer, can't see your own characters, then there's no connection between the writer and the reader and the reader won't read your story. Tell me. Whether you're a writer or a reader, what do your characters look like? C'mon. I want to know. You've already hinted at a character description by naming your story the Life of Emma or Jesse Gets a Job. What do Emma and/or Jesse look like and, as important, why do they do the things that they do? Being that they're based upon a human, perhaps they do something totally out of character.
Do you have a favorite description of characters because even if you say that you don't, I dare write that you do. I know that I do. My favorite characters somehow always tend to look much like me, tall, blonde, busty, and with blue eyes. As a writer, I can only write what I know and all that I need to do is to look at myself in the mirror to see a character that I'd like to write about and most times that's me. Yet, not all my characters look like me. I'm free to imagine any and all kinds of characters. Yet, I'm cheating the reader by keeping all of that character information to myself by not developing my characters fully so that the reader can see and feel what I see and feel when they read about my characters in the story that I wrote.
Looks are arbitrary anyway. Being that I'm an American living in America, I think I'm good looking and there are as many who would agree as there are as many who would disagree. Yet, when we travel the world, because I don't look like the woman of their land, whether they are Asian, African, or Arabian, I may be deemed unattractive, totally disgusting, even.
By the writer allowing the reader to see and feel our characters is the reason why we need the writer to lead us to where we, the reader, need to go to understand the story through character development. Without using a heavy hand and weighing down the story with lecturing narrative and writer intrusion, instead with just a gentle nudge, a good writer can put us in that special place of suspended disbelief to actually believe that the fictional characters we are reading about are actually living, breathing, and real. How cool is that? For just the price of a book, the magical entertainment of suspended disbelief is wicked cool to me.



Truly, the characters that you read about are more your characters than they are the writers' characters. For sure, the characters that you read about in my story are not the characters that I created but are ones that you morphed in your mind to fit the people that you've met in your life. Even if I described every detail of my character, which no good writer ever would do because that would be boring, you'd have a different perception of my character than I do. Based on your life's experiences, you'd have your own perceptions. You'd take my characters and add your own physical descriptions and traits by comparing them to people you've met in your life and people that you know, like, love, and hate. In that regard, essentially, my characters are more your characters than they are mine.
Yet, when a writer doesn't take the time to develop characters well enough to make the reader see and feel them, the reader will never bond with them or with the story. In essence, having invested so much of your precious time to read a story, you'll feel frustrated. You'll feel cheated. Yet, before you rashly and too harshly judge the amateur and professional writers who write for Literotica, keep in mind that we writers write for free. We writers write for your entertainment and for your emotional, physical, and sexual satisfaction and personal gratification.
We writers need your votes, your comments, and your feedback for us to write a better story. Think of voting for the story that you read as applause. Surely, if you attended a live performance you wouldn't insult the performers by not applauding them. So why is it that so many readers, 99.95% of them, sadly and frustratingly, a real statistical number, don't vote? Moreover, 99.995% of readers don't make a comment. Based solely on my numbers posted to my stories and what other writers have complained about too, one reader out of every thousand readers who opens my stories actually votes and one reader out of every ten thousand readers who opens my stories leaves a comment.
The small amount of voting and reader interaction with writers is as shocking as it is disappointing. We writers aren't machines pumping our stories. We're human. We're readers too, just like you.
Now, of course, I have no way of knowing how many readers who open my stories even read my stories, yet that's neither here or there. The lack of voting support and comment feedback are still dismally and disturbingly low, especially after we writers go through the hard work to write the best story that we can write for you for free. We writers write here for free and because we are writers driven to write and must write, the very least that you, the reader, can do is to applaud us by giving us your vote, your feedback, and/or your constructive criticism. Please, I ask you to do that for us.
If the writer is a decent enough writer they'll use imagery, as well as description, to show their characters. It's not enough that a writer writes that she's blonde, blue-eyed, and busty and it's unforgivable for a writer to dump everything to know about the character in one sentence or even in one paragraph. It's always better to weave the character's descriptions and personality traits throughout the story so that the reader is mindfully reminded of what the character not only looks like but acts like too.
Moreover, we want to know more about the antagonist and protagonist than just their physical appearance. What kind of person is she? Is she a bitch or a virgin? Does she cheat on her taxes? Does she kick her dog? Does she even have a dog? What kind of dog does she own? Or maybe she prefers cats? What kind of car does she drive? Does she drive fast or slow? Or maybe she's not a woman but a man, a bald man, a fat man, a gay man, a macho man, a sports man, a man with a beard, mustache, tattoo, or scar.
Much like this story, How to Write an Erotic Story, this site is filled with stories of narrative with little or no dialogue to break up the endless black words that fill the page and to give the readers a chance to catch their breaths and rest their eyes. This site is filled with stories of faceless, nameless people fucking and sucking. Sex, sex, and sex, instead of writing a real story with developed characters, it's as if the writer is stiff arming the reader by distancing the reader while distracting the reader with just sex and more sex. Writing just about sex doesn't constitute a story.
While keeping all of the character development and imagery in his or her head, it's as if the writer is writing the story that he or she'd like to read to masturbate to while reading their own story. They write stories that are truncated and missing important pieces of information for the rest of us to understand, feel, and even follow the progression of their story. They write stories that remain more in their mind than what they've written on their computer. A story written in that way will never be remembered if even read. A story like that is just pure pornography and not erotica.
Now there's nothing wrong with writing pornography. Pornography serves a need, so long as it doesn't involve minors and unnecessary violence. Most stories written on the site are more pornographic than they are erotic. Most readers who come to the site prefer reading pornography than they do erotica. If pornography is what you want to write and if that's what your readers want to read, good for you. You're writing to your audience. Yet, don't bash me and my stories because I don't write pornographic stories. I write erotic stories. Unfortunately most writers and readers mistake porn for erotica. Vastly different, it's not nearly the same.
Think of pornography as a stripped Honda Civic, a car to get you from here to there, just as a pornographic story will get you from horny to aroused to cumming in a tissue. Good luck with that. Now that you porn readers are already done masturbating, it's time for the rest of us erotic readers to read some erotica. Just wondering. For those of you even knowing what a Honda Civic is, did you see the car in your mind's eye? You did? Really? You saw the car? What color was it? What year was it? Was it a four door Civic or the more sporty two door?
Now think of erotica as a brand new, custom made Bentley Continental GT with shiny, chrome wheels and a two tone, true blue over steel blue, metallic painted and hand rubbed exterior. Imagine sitting on a red leather, hand stitched, tufted interior with supportive seats that can be reflected in the high polished, burled walnut of the dashboard. The headliner along with the carpet is real wool and everything you touch is handmade and perfectly fitted with the weighty heaviness of precious metals. Do you feel the softness of the red leather? Can you smell it? Can you smell the wood and see the mirror finish of burled walnut of the dashboard?
If only by the name, the description, and the imagery that I painted of the car, you know that the car is expensive. If you know the car enough to envision the sleekness of its lines, you know that it's fast and powerful just as you know the man that's driving the car is rich and powerful too. Only forget about him. This isn't his story. This is your story. Imagine yourself behind the wheel of this unbelievable car. If only your father could see you now.
Unlike the plain Jane Honda Civic, with 567 horsepower and 575 pound feet of torque, I bet you can't wait to drive it. I bet you can't wait to take it out for a spin to see how fast it is on the straightaway and how it handles in the curves. They claim that this two and a half ton, all wheel drive, behemoth can go from zero to sixty in only 4.3 seconds. Just walking up to it, you couldn't help but notice the huge red calipers of the brakes. I bet you can't wait to drive it through your old neighborhood to show all of your envious, old friends. Wait, I'm not done yet.
Now that you can see the car, let's go all the way. Picture a beautiful, blonde woman with mesmerizing blue eyes half your age sitting beside you in your blue, Bentley Continental GT as you motor down the highway. Rid of your ex-wife, no longer having to work for a living, life doesn't get any better than his. If you were alone, you'd appreciate driving this car more but the scintillatingly stunning woman sitting beside you is distracting you from enjoying the Bentley. Only someone so beautiful and so shapely could steal the shine of the spotlight from such a fine automobile.
She's wearing a low cut, powder blue blouse that not only compliments the exterior of the color of the car but also lends contrast to the red leather seats by not overwhelming her. Her sheer, silk blouse is more unbuttoned than it is buttoned. Is she wearing a bra? Judging by her nipples making their impression in the silk material known, she isn't wearing a bra.
Wow, how could a woman with breasts that large get away with not wearing a bra without sagging. If she leaned a little more, you may even be able to see her areola or perhaps her nipple. Gees, where in the Hell did you find her? Scratching your head, between the car and the woman stealing your mind, unable to clearly think, you wonder if she came with the car.
Her short, dark blue skirt that's climbed nearly up to her crotch makes you wonder if she's wearing panties. Extrapolating from that thought, you wonder if she's shaved, bushy, or trimmed. You wonder if this car will impress her enough for you to get lucky with her tonight. Maybe she's not like that. Maybe she's a good girl. Maybe she's a virgin. You look over at her. Nah, she's not any virgin that you ever saw.
Where are you going? You don't care. It's enough that you're driving a Bentley with a beautiful blonde sitting beside you. Wait, what is she doing? What the Hell? Are you kidding me? No way!
You watch her unbutton the rest of her blouse and flay it open all the way to reveal the most beautiful natural D cup breasts you've ever seen. Wow! Only, she's not showing you her breasts, she's flashing her breasts to the truckers on the highway.
"Fuck me!"
As if this car doesn't attract enough attention, she will. How could she do that? How dare she do that? It's then and only then that you realize that this woman needs an accessory to go with her big tits. You reach in the glove box and hand her the blue box from Tiffany.
"Wear this while flashing Veronica. I don't want you to catch cold," he said to her.
"A diamond necklace! Thank you Daddy," she said leaning to you to give you a kiss while fondling your growing erection through your pants.
Gees, so busy enjoying that car and admiring her, you somehow forgot that she was your daughter that you've been having incestuous sex with for the past month.
Now if porn is what you want to write and all that you want to write, then you don't need me to tell you how to write an erotic story because erotica is not for you. You'd never consider driving the fancy Bentley over the basic Honda or maybe you would. Yet, after all and nonetheless, this site is Literotica and not Literpornica and it's funny how erotica is always mistaken for pornography. Yet, let me tell you this, if you continue to write pornography, you'll never get the busty, beautiful blonde sitting next to you in a Bentley. With most women preferring erotica to pornography, you'll always be driving a Honda Civic alone with your bad self.
So, what's erotica? Erotica is from the Greek word Eros. Eros, think of Cupid, is the Greek God of love and not the Greek God of pornography. Erotica could be works of art in literature, photography, film, sculpture, and painting that contain thought provoking, sensually stimulating and sexually arousing descriptions. Ah, there's the key. Erotica contains thought provoking, sensually stimulating, and sexually arousing descriptions and imagery. That sounds like porn to me. Doesn't it to you? So what's the difference?
Well, there are a few things that are conspicuously missing from pornography, back story, plot or storyline, character development, description, imagery, and tension. Where pornography concentrates on sex, erotica fills in the blanks with back story, plot, character development, description, imagery, and tension. I repeated the ingredients of an erotic story versus a pornographic story twice because they are important and the major differences between the two stories. Erotica combines the human anatomy with the sexuality and sensuality of art. Erotica is more cerebral, where pornography is more physical. Where erotica is more showing, pornography is more telling.
Showing and telling? What's that? No matter if a writer writes erotica, pornography, mainstream fiction, or even non-fiction, the writer who shows the reader what he or she means by the use of description, imagery, and dialogue will write a much better story than a writer who merely tells the story by lecturing to the reader with endless narrative. Showing the reader uses writing techniques that connects the reader with the story so that the reader can fill in whatever he or she needs to imagine what he or she needs to read a better story and/or to actually see what it is that the writer is writing. Much like reading a history, geography or an accounting book, when a writer merely tells a story instead of showing a story, then the reader is just able to skim the story without connecting with the story, without connecting with the characters, without feeling anything, and while remembering very little.
If you're favorite movie is a porn movie, then chances are you won't enjoy reading erotica. For sure, in reading erotica, there's never enough sexual action for the reader who prefers pornography. So, what's the difference between porn and erotica? Porn is visually and mostly geared towards men. Its sole purpose is to physically arouse and stimulate the male species and the testosterone filled reader, while he masturbates to the story. Pure and simple, with nothing else to the story's benefit and to link the story to reality, the sole purpose of the story is to arouse men to masturbate. To me and for me, and most women and many men would agree, porn is good but erotica is so much better. Geared more toward women, erotica can be more satisfying for men too, that is, if men will take the time to allow an erotic story to unwind long enough to evoke the images needed to sexually excite them. Erotica is the slow burn of a couple's orgasm and not the rushed, slam bam sex of self-masturbation.
Whereas porn is a man cumming in a tissue, erotica is a woman being seduced long before having an orgasm in bed by the hand, the mouth, and/or the cock of her partner. Erotica gets you in the mood, not so much for the pleasure of your hand but more for the joint pleasure of you with your sexual partner. Erotica allows you to consider all the possibilities while porn, once you've sexually satisfied yourself, makes you wonder why you even started reading the story in the first place. Whereas porn appeals more to men, erotica appeals more to women and is often written by and for women, even though there are plenty of male erotic writers and readers.
Whereas pornography is more unrealistic and not deserving the name of erotica, pornography can never go where erotica goes in the psyche. Pornography is a horny teenager cumming in the bathroom or his bedroom. Erotica is Don Juan giving a woman what she needs, a cougar or an older man seducing a much younger man or woman, or a romantic story filled with sexual suggestion, innuendoes, and imagery. Instead of merely describing the scene of incestuous sex between a mother and her son, erotica explains why a mother has given herself to her son. Even though both may be fiction or not or some mixture of fiction and non-fiction, erotica is more believable, revealing, and exciting. Erotica is real life. Erotica is more arousing and satisfying than pornography. Erotica is the appetizer, the soup, the salad, and the full meal and not just the dessert.
Don't believe me? Except for the guy in the back of the room drooling while masturbating, as I'm writing this story, how many pornographic stories can you remember? The same goes for pornographic movies. They are all forgettable. Why is that? Because typically pornography doesn't have a storyline and developed characters. Generally, there aren't any well crafted lines of dialogue to evoke a quote or a memory. Conversely when a reader reads an erotic story, chances are that he or she will not only favor the author by adding him or her to his favorite author list but also will favor the story too.
Just because a writer takes the time to show a real story, to develop characters, to insert dialogue, tension, and imagery in his or her story doesn't mean that the sex is less exciting than the sex found in a pornographic story. Chances are, because of the time that the writer takes to show the reader the story, the erotic story is much more enjoyably satisfying than a pornographic story. Because of the character development and scene development, along with the tension of wants, needs, and desires of the characters portrayed in erotica, erotica shows a more complete story than a pornographic story does. No one remembers a pornography story, they more remember pornography stars and the sexy sex scenes.
If you read a non-erotic novel about a couple in love, because of the omission of the sex scenes, that story fails to show you the whole story. Unless the story shows of one small snippet in their long life, typically, a story such as that is not believable. Whereas, if you read a pornographic story about a man and a woman, a story that's loaded with sex from the beginning to the end, that only tells you the sexual side of the story, that's not believable either. Now, if you read an erotic novel of a man and a woman, one that shows you instead of telling you the whole story of their relationship, sexual and otherwise, that story is more completely satisfying. Erotica stimulates the mind and the imagination with arousing emotions, as much as, if not more than the body. Now that's how I write an erotic story.
The End
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Tim finally experiences what Tom's been getting from his mother all along.
"When Timmy leaves for band practice," said Tom's mother, Theresa, while giving him a sexy look that only a wicked mother would give her incestuous son. "I have a special, early Christmas gift for you that I need to wrap first," she said with a smile that promised him a sexy surprise. "Give me five minute and then come to my room."
While his brother, Tim, was at his college band practice and attending the chess club after that, and with Burl Ives singing Frosty the Snowman in the background, Tom impatiently waited five minutes before opening the door to his mother's bedroom to receive his early Christmas gift. The fourth time going through this, he was leaving for war again and his mother was upset again, so upset that she wouldn't deny her son anything, even incestuous sex. Just as she did when he was deployed to Iraq the first two times and now with his second deployment to Afghanistan, she was willing to do anything and everything to give her son an early Christmas gift to remember. With her there waiting for him posed on her bed in the dark, when he snapped on the light, obviously, in the way that he was staring at her, he couldn't believe his eyes.
Having gone way beyond flashing him up skirts and down blouses and having gone way beyond accidentally on purpose flashing her his cock, they were well past kissing beneath the mistletoe and desperately groping one another's bodies while drunk on New Year's Eve. With both of them being so very naughty and incestuously bad instead of being nice and good as any mother and son should, they've been having incestuous sex for four exciting years, since he turned 18-years-old and when she was 37-years-old. Now with him 22-years-old and her 41-years-old, the flames of a mother's love for her son and a son's lust for his mother have intensified instead of extinguished. Besides his nosey brother Tim, the only thing getting in the way of Tom continuing this incestuous, sexual relationship with his mother was him being deployed to Afghanistan again. It wasn't right and it wasn't fair but, not having any choice in the matter, it was his duty as a soldier to obey orders and go wherever they sent him.
No doubt expecting something special when his mother told him to come to her room for his early Christmas gift, assuredly, even he never expected this. When Burl Ives finished singing Frosty the Snowman and started singing Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer, now and for the rest of his life, every time he heard those two songs, he'd think of this magical Christmas alone with his mother without his twin brother interfering to ruin their sexy fun. As bright red as Rudolph's nose, there she was his mother, Theresa, in the middle of her bed wearing nothing but a smile and a big, red bow with a wide red ribbon that read Merry Christmas. The sash sloped down from her shoulder and rested between her shapely breasts to make her appear as if she was a Miss Nude America contestant. Even though they've been having sex for four years, this was his first time seeing his mother totally naked in the light.
"Mother, you look so beautiful," he said staring from her face to her full breasts and down to her dark brown, trimmed pussy, before looking her all over again as if she was just what he wanted for Christmas. "This is the best Christmas gift you could have given me."
"Take off your clothes son," she said with a big sexy smile before putting her finger to her lip to sexily whisper her lust to him, "because my son is all that I want for Christmas."
As if it was their first time together, instead of it being more than a dozen times together, Tom stripped naked and fell beside his mother on the bed. Perhaps seeing his mother in the bright light of her bedroom made him want her even more but he took his time touching her, feeling her, caressing her, groping her, and fondling her while kissing her. If his hands weren't feeling her breasts then they were squeezing her ass or were positioned between her legs fingering her wet pussy. With Christmas carols playing and Nat King Cole singing in the background, they were unaware that Tim had installed a tiny camera in his mother's bedroom and would soon be downloading and watching their incestuous, sexual escapades on his laptop computer in the privacy of his bedroom while masturbating. Even though he was gone from the house and purposely left them alone for them to feel that they had enough privacy to have sex, suspecting that they were incestuously intimate but needing proof of their sexual relationship, now he'd be able to watch this incestuous exchange later on his computer.
French kissing his mother as if he had never French kissed his mother before and acting as if he was on his Honeymoon, perhaps because this would be the last time he'd be making love to his mother for a long time, Theresa returned the lust of her son with her own. While he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples, she fondled his cock, cupped his testicles, and squeezed his naked ass. Rolling around the bed making out, as if all that happened to her in her troubled past had stunted her maturity, Theresa still acted as if she was 19-years-old and her son, Tom, was her long gone ex-boyfriend, Vinnie.
"You're so beautiful Mom. I love your sexy body. I can't get enough of you," he said feeling and touching her everywhere. "I can't wait to lick your Mom," he said whispering the lust he had for her in her ear. "I can't wait to eat you. I love licking your pussy. Merry Christmas Mom," he said sliding down her body and stopping between her spread legs when she opened them wider. She stared down at him while he fingered her and licked her as she ran her fingers through his dark, brown, curly hair.
"Lick me Tommy. Lick Mommy. Make Mommy cum," she said sexually cooing her sexual wishes to her son while pulling him by the hair to mash his face in her wet cunt. "Mommy needs to cum in her son's mouth."
"I love it when you talk dirty to me Mom," said Tom coming up for a breath of air while reaching up to fondle his mother's breasts and finger her erect nipples.
"I'll talk dirty as much as you want," she said looking at her son with wickedness. "So long as I can call you Vinnie."
Vinnie was the twins' biological father. Never heard from again and dead for all she knows, he left her to join the military when Theresa told him that she was pregnant with his twin babies. Sadly, perhaps because her sons looked so very much like their father, she received some modicum of peace pretending that she's having sex with her absconded boyfriend instead of with her son. In the way of Charles Dickens when he wrote his Great Expectations about old Miss Havisham wanting to forever stop the clocks, after her jilted love affair when her finance abandoned her at the altar by still wearing her wedding dress, Theresa was lost in time by pretending that her son, Tom, was her lost lover, Vinnie.
"You can call me anything Mom, so long as you have sex with me and talk dirty to me," said Tom with a dirty laugh.
"Finger my pussy Vinnie while rubbing my clit and while reaching up to squeeze my breasts and finger my nipples. I love having my nipples fingered. Lick my cunt Vinnie. Lick Mommy. Mommy needs to cum. Make mommy cum."
"I love calling you Mommy while my face is buried in your sweet pussy Mom," he said licking her and fingering her while looking up at her and only stopping to speak.
"Oh yes Vinnie, yes. That's it. Don't stop. You give Mommy such pleasure with your fingers and tongue. Lick me. Lick me. Eat my pussy Vinnie," she said pulling him closer by his hair again. "I love you Vinnie!"
Tom licked his mother and continued licking his mother while fingering her pussy. With her on her back naked, her legs spread wide, and her big breasts jiggling, she unknowingly gave her son, Tim, a wild, wicked sex show as he recorded their every intimate moment of their incestuous affair together. As if they were alone instead of being invaded by a hidden video camera hidden in the ceiling light, she squirmed and moaned all over the bed. As soon as Tom gave her an orgasm with his fingers, mouth, and tongue, he mounted his mother to give her an orgasm with his cock.
"I love you mother," said Tom while kissing her as Theresa reached her hand down to guide her son's cock inside of her warm, wet pussy and as he slowly humped her for his cock to move deeper inside of his mother.
"I love you Vinnie," she said returning her son's humps.
Once inside his mother, they made love as if they were husband and wife or boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mother and son. Fucking and fucking her, it didn't take Theresa long to have a second orgasm. Not wanting to cum in his mother just yet, Tom wanted his mother to suck him first and cum inside of her later when he was fucking her again.
Whenever Tim disappeared from the house and whenever they had enough alone time to have sex, they had sex for hours. Being that she was his Christmas gift and being that they wouldn't be having sex for a long time, today was a special holiday occasion and just as she planned on having sex with her son for hours, he had plans on having sex with his mother for hours too. No doubt enjoying the sight of seeing his mother with his hard, hairy cock buried in her small, pretty mouth, after making love to her and after fucking her hard and fucking her long, he couldn't wait to see the look on his mother's face while she was sucking him. There was nothing as magically exciting when she looked up at him with her big, brown eyes while his thick, hard cock was buried in her small, beautiful mouth.
"Oh, Vinnie, you've made Mommy so very happy. Now it's my turn to make you happy," she said with a sexy smile.
"I love you mother," he said kissing her.
"I want to give you something to remember me and a reason for you to come home when you're off fighting a war for our freedom," she said sliding down the bed to take her son's cock in her hand before taking him in her mouth. "Tell me what you want Mommy to do Vinnie. I like it when you tell me what to do to your naked body."
"Blow me Mom. I want you to suck my cock mother. I want to watch you sucking me. I want to watch you stroke me while staring at my cock before looking up at me with your big, beautiful, brown eyes and as I hold your breast in my hand. I want to watch you lick my cock and my balls, while looking up at me. Then I want you take me in your mouth to suck me Mom, really blow me while staring up at me."
As if this night together was a religious experience, Amy Grant sang Silent Night in the background as this mother was ready to suck her son.
"I can do that," she said stroking him before taking him in her mouth and only removing his hard, hairy cock to speak. "I know how fond you are of cumming in my mouth, would you like to cum in Mommy's mouth again?"
"Yes Mom, I would and I'd like for you to swallow me too."
"It wouldn't be much of a blowjob unless I swallowed your cum Vinnie," she said with a sexy laugh.
Oblivious to the camera lens watching and recording them, when Tim got him to watch his brother with his mother from above he'd have all the evidence he'd need while watching Tom staring down while watching his mother licking him, stroking him, and sucking him.
"Blow me Mom," he said taking her head between his big hands to hump her mouth and fuck her face. Suck my cock Mommy. A memory to give me happy nights while alone in my bunk, now every time I hear Silent Night, I'll be thinking of you stroking me, licking me, and blowing me. I love you Mommy."
"I'm glad that I could give you a Christmas to remember," said Theresa. "And I love you Vinnie."
* * * * *
Tim is an identical twin. His 22-year-old brother, Tom, having already served in Iraq twice, was leaving for his second deployment in Afghanistan two weeks before Christmas. An emotional time for this family, especially for their mother, Theresa, the upcoming Christmas holiday was the only thing that kept everyone's spirits positive enough to remove the always present thoughts of danger and of thinking that Tom may return in a body bag.
Sparing no expense, only two weeks after Thanksgiving, Theresa decided to celebrate Christmas early. For the benefit of maintaining her emotional spirits high and for the sake of her son, she kept herself occupied and energized with Christmas decorations and Christmas music. Replacing negative thoughts with positive ones instead of dwelling on what may happen to her beloved son in combat, she set up their artificial Christmas tree and decorated the entire inside and outside of the house with lights. Except for stripping off all of her clothes, tying her naked body in a big, red bow, and giving herself to her son as his early Christmas gift, which she thought of doing and actually did do later, she did everything she could do to give Tom a Christmas to remember.
Fortunately for Tom but unfortunately for Tim, Tom is his 41-year-old mother's favored son. Weird that she'd have a favorite son when they're her identical twin sons, but for their personalities, they're genetically the same. Yet, for the sake of his mother and brother, Tim joined in the spirit of the early holiday celebration. Tim has always been jealous of his brother because of his athletic prowess. No matter, inseparable, that is, until the Army separated them, his brother is still his blood, his best friend, and his identical, twin brother. Born only 2 minutes apart, everyone perceived Tom as Tim's big brother which didn't help Tim's self-confidence of always being in Tom's shadow.
Nonetheless their sibling rivalry and silly squabbles, to say that these brothers are close is a gross understatement and a huge misrepresentation of the bond that they have as twin brothers. Thinking so very much alike, they have the same thoughts and finish one another's sentences. A bond that goes beyond being brothers, being born identical twin brothers is a weird and special relationship that they enjoy, that is, except when it comes to the protection and the self-preservation of their mother.
When thinking of his brother and/or mother lying to him and deceiving him, even more hurtful when his brother lies and deceives him, Tim sees red as if seeing Tom dressed as Santa Claus in a bright red, velvet suit. Wishing it was him when thinking of his twin brother having his wicked way with his mother and his mother sucking her son's cock, Tim is as jealous as he is angry. Tom is so secretively protective when it comes to talking about mother Theresa. Always freely discussing everything, perhaps because of the embarrassment, the shame, and the guilt associated with having a forbidden incestuous relationship with his mother, Tom never mentioned the extent of the sexual relationship he enjoyed with his mother. Even though Tim suspected that they were doing something incestuously forbidden, having a better chance of finding out what his brother bought him for Christmas than what he was doing with his mother, Tom would never admit that there's something going on between them.
Figuring he'd always have his twin brother around to do things with and to experience college life together, it was upsetting when Tom, at only 18-years-old, suddenly joined the Army right after his high school graduation four years ago instead of going off to college with his brother Tim. Being that there was a war going on and that Tom would surely be sent to the Middle East again and be in harm's way again, just as she did the first time, their mother cried for weeks before that fateful day of Tom boarding his plane to leave again. Writing to him nearly every day, just in the way that his father did before him abandoning her to join the military at only 19-years-old, she finally accepted that her son needed to live his life to do his duty to God and to his country for the protection of his family and for the continuation of democracy.
"God bless America!"
Only, other than to separate them, God and America has little with this story. This story is about a mother's incestuous love for her son and a son's incestuous lust for his mother. Wading in treacherous waters in the dreaded triangle of emotions as deep as those feelings of being born a twin, love and incest when separated are totally and diametrically opposing, disturbingly conflicting facts of life. Yet when all three ingredients are combined, twins, love, and incest, the formula is an explosive combination for disaster. Navigating such a fine emotionally charged land mine line, one must be a high wire demolitions expert for such an incestuous relationship to work and not to explode in their faces.
Normally or abnormally, as the case may be, most incestuous feelings are usually one-sided, typically with a son lusting over his mother and a mother not returning her son's incestuous lust. It's unusual when a mother lusts over her son in the way that mother Theresa lusted over Tom and even more unusual when both mother and son lust over one another in the way of a man lusting over an unrelated woman. Yet, even though this story has been continuing between Tom and his mother for four, long years, the real story started when Tom left for Afghanistan for the second time and when Tim was left alone with his mother again, this time during the Christmas holiday.
"God help him because poor Tim has no idea the incestuous sex kitten that his mother is."
Berating himself for having inappropriate sexual thoughts about his mother, Tim thought that he was the incestuous pervert for even having such perverse thoughts about his brother fucking his mother and his mother sucking his brother. Feeling guilty that he could think such incestuous sexual thoughts about his brother being with his mother, he admonished himself for thinking that his mother would be party to such a twisted, fobidden relationship. As shocking and as troubling for Tim to think that there was an incestuous, sexual relationship happening between his twin brother and his beloved mother, if nothing else and even if there wasn't, it was sexually exciting for him to imagine that there was. In the way that she conspicuously dressed to see her son off at the airport, more dressed as a prostitute than a mother, with her big breasts practically hanging out of her top and her short skirt revealing her sexy legs all the way up to her inner thighs, he suddenly envisioned his mother provocatively dressed as a Santa's helper and asking his brother what he wanted for Christmas. Imagining her wearing a green velvet outfit that exposed as much of her breasts and legs that were exposed now, he couldn't blame his brother for incestuously lusting of his mother because he was incestuously lusting over her too.
"Ho! Ho! Ho!"
It didn't seem fair that with his brother being bad, his mother being naughty, and with him always being so good, that is, before he installed a camera in his mother's bedroom, that his brother should receive his Christmas wish of having incestuous sex with his mother when he had the same Christmas wish too. Instead of having sex with his mother in the way that his brother obviously was, Tim spent many days stroking his cock while imagining his mother undressing for his brother. Stroking himself faster, he imagined his brother kissing his mother while touching her, feeling her, fondling her, and caressing his mother's shapely body. If it was, indeed, true that they were having sex, he couldn't believe that his lucky brother was doing all the things that he only imagined doing to his mother. Being that they were twins, identical twins at that, being that obviously they had the same sexual desires for their mother, and being that they looked so much alike, why one and not the other? Why would his mother have sex with his brother and not have sex with him? Wishing he could write Santa Claus to make his wish, only taking care in what he wished for, incest was a big step and one that could have tragic repercussions and lifelong consequences.



Suspecting that his brother and mother were lovers, he wondered when it started and how it started. Feeling hurt and rejected that she wasn't having sex with him, he didn't understand why she picked his brother to be so intimate with instead of being as intimate with him. Being that he was always around his brother, he thought back to the times when Tom and his mother were alone long enough to have sex. Too busy with his own life, he couldn't recall a specific time.
As painfully jealous to imagine them together sexually it was exciting to imagine them together sexually. Wondering how it all started, it was exciting to imagine their first time together. With his wild imagination filled with suspicions and conjecture, he always wondered how it all began and who initiated the affair. Who seduced who seduced captured his thoughts as it did to imagine them sexually together. He wondered how long they've been having a secret, sexual, incestuous relationship. Always walking in the house with a young, sexy, pretty cheerleader on his arm, he wondered if it was his wicked brother Tom who seduced his mother or if it was his mother's possessive jealousy that drove her to seduce her son. With his mother always telling them how much they looked like their father at his age, he already knew that his mother was attracted to their good looks.
With Nat King Cole singing Chestnuts Roasting on an Open Fire in the background after Bing Crosby now sang White Christmas, and with snow gently falling outside his window, he wondered if he'd have a white Christmas in a couple of weeks after all. More than that, he wondered what it would feel like to French kiss his mother while roasting his chestnuts in the fire of his mother's warm, wet vagina. Imagining his mother in a green, velvet elf suit, he wondered what it would feel like to caress her body through her clothes while kissing her. Knowing his brother was as much a breast man as he was and with his mother having beautiful, C cup breasts, he could only imagine the pleasure his brother must have felt the first time seeing, feeling, and sucking her big tits.
If there was a Santa Claus, all Tim wanted for Christmas was to see his mother's big tits, touch his mother's big tits, fondle his mother's big tits, caress his mother's big tits, and suck his mother's big tits while fingering his mother's big nipples. Only, at 22-years-old and, no doubt, towering over diminutive Santa, he couldn't imagine himself going to Macy's department store to wait in line to sit on Santa's lap and to tell Santa that what he wanted for Christmas was his mother's big tits. Rewriting Don Gardner's lyrics of All I Want for Christmas is My Two Front Teeth, Tim silently sung the song to himself while staring at the impression his mother's big breasts made in her blouse.
"All I want for Christmas is my mom's big tits, my mom's big tits, my mom's big tits."
Always horny, whenever he thought of his lucky brother doing his mother and whenever he stared at his mother's breasts long and hard enough through her clothes, while his mother was downstairs cleaning or getting ready to cook dinner, he always needed to go up to his room and masturbate over the sexy thoughts of her with his brother. Not wanting to cum all over himself, he undid his pants and pulled them down to his ankles before lifting his shirt and tee shirt to his chest while thinking of his brother having sex with his mother.
Stroking himself while thinking about French kissing his mother every time she stood beneath the mistletoe, he wondered if that's how his brother started his forbidden relationship with his mother. Stroking himself harder and faster, he imagined his mother jumping out of a giant sized, gift wrapped, Christmas box wearing nothing but gift tags on her nipples, one breast for him and one breast for his brother. Maybe they started their incestuous relationship when they kissed New Year's Eve four years ago when she was tipsy with champagne and Tom was leaving for Iraq for the first time. Maybe his brother forced his mother to have incestuous sex with him. Maybe his mother seduced his brother. Wondering what happened and how it all started, he had no idea.
"Oh yeah, that was fast. I'm going to cum," said Tim stroking himself with the thoughts of his brother having sex with his mother. "Oh my God. Wow," he said getting ready to shoot his load. "Not much of a leap thinking about myself with my mother, thinking about my mother with my brother is so exciting," he said while imagining his mother sucking his cock instead of her sucking his brother's cock.
Then as if his stiff cock was a Christmas tree and his cum was a shooting star that traveled up through the trunk and along all the branches, he could feel himself getting ready to explode his cum everywhere.
"That felt so good," he said holding his stiff, throbbing cock in his hand while cum still oozed out of it to coat his horny hand as if it was white frosting coating a Christmas cupcake. "I only wish my mother was here to stroke me and to suck me in the way that I imagine her stroking and sucking my brother. I wish she'd accidentally walk in on me while I was masturbating," he said wishing she saw him exploding his cum over the sexy thoughts of her.
He wondered what her reaction would be to seeing his hard prick. Would she stare? Would she look away? Would she berate him? Maybe that's how it started between his brother and mother. Maybe his mother caught Tom masturbating and volunteered her hand and her mouth. Still stroking himself with the incestuous thoughts of his mother sucking his brother, he was nearly ready to cum again.
"Knock, knock," said his mother barging in on him.
Feeling the need for privacy but so glad that she didn't give him any, she knocked on his bedroom door while immediately opening his door without even waiting for him to respond. As if he were a motionless deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car, he froze holding his oozing cum dripping cock in his hand while his mother stared at all that he was showing. His mother saw his cock. She saw his stiff prick. Moreover, no doubt knowing that he had just masturbated being that his hand was covered with his cum, his mother was staring at his dick. Maybe with his brother leaving, she'd be as horny as he always is. Maybe with his brother gone, she'd give him hot, incestuous sex.
"Gees, Mom, do you mind? I have my door closed for a reason," said Tim feebly protesting while covering his exposed cock with both hands.
"Well, it isn't as if you're wrapping my Christmas gift Timmy," she said with a laugh while watching him quickly put his cock back in his jeans. "Besides, it's nothing that I haven't seen before when I changed your dirty diapers. Masturbation is normally, especially at your age. Maybe it's time you had a girlfriend," she said looking at him with curiosity. "Do you date?"
"Mom," said Tim with exasperation. Even if he had a girlfriend and even if he had a sexual life, he wasn't about to tell his mother about his personal life.
"Making sure that we leave in plenty of time to drive your brother to the airport, I just came up to ask you what you wanted for dinner but I see that you're busy," she said with a laugh as she closed his bedroom door.
"I'm done Mom," he said feeling so lame and embarrassed, instead of feeling sexually excited, that his mother caught him masturbating after always wishing she would. "We still have plenty of food leftover from yesterday's Christmas dinner. I'll just reheat some turkey, potatoes, and stuffing and have that with cranberry when I come downstairs," he said. "I'll be finished eating in plenty of time to go with you to the airport with Tom."
"Okay," she said opening his door for another long look at him before closing his door again.
Now that she was gone, excited that she caught him masturbating, only with his hand wrapped around his cock in the way and blocking her view, he wondered how much of his cock his mother actually saw. He wondered if she was as sexually excited seeing his cock as he was sexually excited in showing her his cock. Making him wish that he could give his mother a cum bath after she took his cock in her mouth and sucked him, she was staring hard enough and long enough to make him wonder what she was thinking for her to stare at his cock so long and so hard.
Maybe she was comparing his cock to his brother's cock. Maybe with Tom leaving, she's thinking about starting an incestuous sexual relationship with him. Yet, always jumping to conclusions, if it wasn't for the video of them in bed naked together, for all that he would have known was that they weren't even having sex. Only, now with the video he had as his first, tangible evidence, he knew differently. He knew the truth.
Feeling horny again with the thoughts of his mother naked and fucking and sucking his brother, he unzipped himself and pulled out his cock to stroke it while imagining walking in on his mother while she was taking a bath. Their bathroom door didn't have a lock on it and all it would take for him to see her naked was to open the door as she stood up from the bathtub. Nonetheless, it was hotter to imagine her as a captive prisoner sitting in the bathwater so exposed. Staring down at her, he imagined her big breasts submerged just below the bubbles. One bubble at a time, as if she was a stripper, he imagined popping her bubbles with his finger until her big tits were right there in plain view.
A captive audience and knowing she'd never get up naked in front of him to leave the cover of the water, he suddenly imagined unzipping himself and pulling out his cock to masturbate in front of her while she was sitting in the tub. Even though he wished he could, he'd never dare purposely exposed himself to his mother. Yet, with the images running away with his sexually frustrated imagination, he wondered what she'd do if he did that, just pulled out his cock in front of her and started masturbating. Would she look or would she look away? Would she yell at him to get out and scold him later as if he was a bad boy? Maybe she'd stare and watch him masturbate before offering him her hand to help stroke him and her mouth to cum inside instead of having him cum in her bath water.
Stroking himself harder and faster, after he watched her staring at his exposed prick, maybe she was the one who seduced his brother. Including himself in that assessment of his mother too maybe she's just as wicked as her son. Suddenly with the thoughts of his mother seeing and staring at his cock, he had the need to cum again. Only with no time to spare, he had to go downstairs, eat, and go with his mother and brother to the airport. Instead, he put his cock away to save his cum for later.
With Tom appearing so handsomely resplendent in his uniform, while imagining the worst case scenario being the best case scenario, that his mother was fucking and sucking his brother, it was so very sexually exciting in the way he saw his mother act at the airport. When Tim excused himself to go to the men's room and returned looking for them and with them nowhere to be found, he finally spotted them off in the distance and in a secluded corner of the airport behind a baggage cart. Obviously thinking they were out of sight, Tim saw his mother and brother making out as if they were horny teenagers. Not just hugging and kissing her son good-bye, she was French kissing Tom and he was returning her long, lingering kisses with his own French kisses. Even though he always suspected an incestuous, sexual relationship happening between them, and even after getting proof of their incestuous, sexual relationship with a well placed, hidden video camera, Tim was still stunned to see them being so publicly passionate before his eyes.
In the way his brother was grabbing and feeling his mother's ass with one hand and groping and caressing her breast and fingering her nipple through her blouse and bra with his other hand, his affectionate, sexual, public display was shocking. It was one thing to see a man making out with a woman but when that woman was his mother and the man was his brother, well, words couldn't express the twisted feelings of outrage and betrayal mixed with sexual excitement that Tim felt. Frozen in place, unable to remove his eyes from staring at them kissing, hugging, and touching, and unable to go to them to stop it, he watched his mother rub her son's cock and cup his testicles through his pants. Expecting her to do so, especially in the slutty way she was acting, he expected his mother to fall to her knees, unzip her son, pull out his cock, and start sucking him right there in the middle of the airport but she didn't do that.
When seeing these two together, no doubt, passing people would think that Tom was her much younger husband or her cougar boyfriend instead of her son. In the way they were French kissing one another and feeling one another through their clothes, no one but Tim would think that they were mother and son. Wishing his mother would kiss him in the way she was now kissing his brother, he quickly scanned the airport for any other mothers making out with their sons in the way that his mother was making out with his brother but he didn't see any.
After seeing them together last night on the video camera that he recently installed and now with his suspicions confirmed, even though he was shocked to see them French kissing and feeling up one another at the airport, Tim wasn't as surprised as he would have been to see this open display of public, incestuous, sexual affection. He now knows what they've been doing behind his back. Only with his brother going off to war, this wasn't the proper time to confront them and to upset Tom with the video proof of his suspicions. An emotionally filled time, they were both already upset, too upset, enough.
Nonetheless, with a silver lining to every dark cloud and a rainbow after every storm, with his brother thousands of miles away and out of the picture for a year or more, whether she wanted her other son or not in that incestuous way that she carried on with her favored son, it wouldn't matter what she wanted. Not one to be denied, Tim figured that it was his turn to get with his mother. If his whore of a mother was giving his brother sex, then she was going to give him sex too. Only, now that he thought that, how would he do that? It's one thing to think about having sex with his mother but quite another thing to actually do it. A line that he feared crossing, he had no idea how to seduce his mother without making himself appear perversely perverted.
Going from feeling sexually excited seeing them being so brazenly and incestuously romantic, suddenly feeling the sexual frustrating sensation of a rollercoaster of emotions, sadly, jealously, and angrily, he wish he was having sex with his mother instead of his brother, Tim's mother never French kissed him for earning a college scholarship and for making the Dean's List all four years that he was in college. Tom was never an A student in the way that his brother was and Tim was never the athlete that he was and his father was. Not fair that his brother was chosen over him, none of this was fair. If she was having sex with Tom, why wouldn't she have sex with him?
Seemingly all Tom had to do was to join the Army and go into combat for his mother to spread her legs before falling to her knees. All Tom had to do was to scare his mother with the thoughts of him not returning home alive for her to fuck her son. Marking them off on his calendar, all Tom had to do was to count the days before he'd be leaving for his mother to fall to her knees and open her mouth to suck her son. For a chance to be with his mother, he thought about joining the military but he'd never do that. With his luck, while he was gone away doing basic training, his mother would take up with someone else and he'd be stuck serving the rest of his time in the service.
"God damn it! Why him and not me?"
This wasn't James Jones' novel, From Here to Eternity, his dirty bastard of a brother was no Burt Lancaster or Montgomery Clift, and his whore of a mother was no Deborah Kerr or Donna Reed. These were real people and not some fictional characters between the pages of a book or superimposed on the silver screen. This is his mother and his brother having an incestuous, sexual relationship behind his back. How could he not know? How could he be so stupid not to see what they were doing? Why were they doing this to him and not including him?
"Fuck!"
Theresa was Tim's mother too and if she was having incestuous sex with his twin brother and obviously she was, then he wanted to have incestuous sex with his mother too. Having to be content in sharing everything in their lives, what's fair for one is fair for the other. If his mother is having sex with his brother, and conclusively by the evidence of his video proof she is, then he wanted to have sex with her too.
Always doting on her favorite son, his mother attended all of Tom's baseball and football games while Tim stayed home studying and doing homework. Not once did she ever attend any of his band practices or his chess matches, even though his high school band was chosen to march in the Macy's Thanksgivings Day parade four years ago and he took home the trophy in chess. Going off by bus without his mother and brother by his side to march in the Macy's Thanksgiving Day parade, leaving them for the day alone in the house, he wonder if that's when their incestuous affair started.
With him out of the picture and Tom alone with his mother, he'd do anything to learn the dirty details of their first sexually intimate time together. Now, after seeing them together at the airport and on his video tape before that, he suspected while he was off playing the clarinet or the oboe at his college band practice, she was playing his brother's flute and slide trombone at home. He knew while he was making his moves to capture someone's queen or to checkmate their king at his college's chess club, she was making all the right moves on his brother to get him in bed or his brother was making on the right moves on his mother for her to give him head.
"How dare she! Cocksucker! She's a slutty bitch and he's a dirty bastard! How dare he! Son of a bitch, the dirty bastard," he said realizing that what he said was so appropriate. Yet, if his twin brother was a son of a bitch and a dirty bastard then he was one too for wanting his bitch of a mother to suck his cock too.
Never married, Tom and Tim were born bastard babies illicitly conceived in the back seat of a black, '85 Mustang GT after her high school prom in 1989, which may explain his love for Mustangs. Never to be heard from again, their biological father left them and abandoned her as soon their Mom told him that she was pregnant with his twins. He was such a dirty bastard not to be man enough to accept his responsibility and take care of his sons. How could he leave her? How could he leave them?
"Pregnant? No way! We only did it the one time," he said with a sneer before looking at her with suspicion and to infect her with his poison. "How do I even know they're my babies?"
"Because I don't sleep around. Except for Tony last year, you were my one and only. I love you Vinnie," she said.
Later, when they were old enough to understand the asshole their biological father was, she told her sons about the last dialogue she had with their father.
"Yeah, well, Theresa, you're on your own. I'll see you. You should have been on the pill or asked me to use a condom. This is all your fault. Bye," he said getting in his Mustang and driving away and not to be seen or heard from again.
After trying to call him, write him, and going by his apartment, he was gone. Night after night, she cried herself to sleep. The last she heard of him was that he joined the Army just in time to be shipped overseas to fight in the Gulf War. Maybe that's where he met his demise. Maybe had he accepted his responsibility and stayed with Theresa to raise his sons, he'd be alive and happy today.



From what little his mother told him about his biological father, a real jock, captain of his track team, ace pitcher of his baseball team, and star quarterback of his football team, he made no mention of continuing any sports after high school and/or even going to college. Oddly enough, other than the few prom photos that she had of them together, the only cherished photo she had of him was one taken of him proudly standing with his car and wearing his high school, 12 letter sweater for running outdoor track and playing baseball and football. Running, running, and running, if he's even still alive, no doubt, he's still running. She still keeps the picture of him on her nightstand next to her bed. Obviously, he cared more about that damn car than he did for her or for his unborn babies.
With the financial help received from her father and the babysitting help received from her mother, Theresa was able to get a good job after high school and attended community college classes at night while working full-time. Being that she was tall, blonde, busty, and good looking, qualified enough by her looks instead of her administrative skills, she was hired as a secretary for an oil company executive. More concerned with what she looked like than what skills she had, she turned that one job into her career and her golden parachute when that oil company was bought out by another much larger oil company. No doubt, judging by what her boss paid her, she was doing more than just filing and answering the phones for him. After only working for twenty years and investing her money wisely, selling her stock options in the oil company after the stocks split and split again, she prematurely retired to raise her sons. Fortunately, untouched by recession, whether the economy was bust or boom, the oil companies were flourishing.
Sadly and tragically, an unrequited love that was never meant to be, she must have loved this mystery man, Vinnie, enough to never date again. Perhaps with two babies to raise, when they were both barely 19-years-old and just a year out of high school, it's a rare man who'd take on that kind of baggage to begin his life? Regardless of the hardships, never considering abortion or giving them up for adoption, with the help of her mother, she raised her sons alone and her boys appreciated all the hard work she did in keeping them fed, healthy, and safe. Yet, somewhere along the line, perhaps she was lonely or perhaps she saw something in Tom that she didn't see in Tim and that reminded her of Vinnie, her lost love. Actually, the spitting image of their father, they both looked exactly like their Dad. Nonetheless, as if she lost part of her mind, the part that reasoned and the part that had commonsense and decency, single motherhood took its psychological toll on her when she started an incestuous relationship with her favored son.
Being that this story has a Christmas theme, this story would have been an endearing story of a mother's love for a son and a story with a happy ending were it not for the triangular divide of a mother making love with one son and ignoring the other by not including him. Even worse that they were identical twins, had she included both her sons in a threesome orgy of incestuous sex, there'd be little to write about other than a mother sucks one son while fucking the other. Fortunately, for me the writer and you the reader, writing an incestuous story is more fun when there's plenty of jealous tension between the protagonist and sibling rivalry between the antagonist.
Always hugging and kissing, with a hand on a shoulder, an arm, or a leg, Tom and his mother were always touching one another. Whispering their personal conversations and laughing over their private jokes, Tim always scratched his head over the special relationship his mother enjoyed with his brother, one that didn't include him. Every time he walked in the room they stopped laughing and fell silent. Feeling ostracized from his brother when it came to his mother and feeling rejected by his mother when it came to his brother, he wondered what he did wrong not to enjoy the special status that his brother enjoyed with her. Then, one day, filled with as much jealousy as he was with hurt and curiosity, expecting the truth, he finally confronted his brother to confess his suspicions.
"What's going on between you and Mom?"
"Me and Mom? What do you mean?"
"She treats you better than me," said Tim deciding to begin by threading lightly while suddenly feeling as if he was one of the Smother brothers doing their comedy routine.
"She does not. She treats us the same," said Tom with a nervous laugh. "Ever since we were kids and for as long as I can remember, she goes out of her way not to play favorites."
Tim looked at his brother in readiness to read his face before dropping the incest bomb. Only, hard to read, his brother avoided making eye contact with him.
"Are you having sex with Mom?"
Still not looking up at his brother, Tom's face fell in direct relationship to his mouth falling open.
"What? Sex? Me having sex with Mom? Are you nuts?"
Although Tom finally and briefly looked at him, Tim watched his brother avoid making eye contact with him. As if his eyes were a video camera, he recorded his brother raising his eyebrows and quickly blinking his eyes. Based upon the psychology course he took in college, raised eyebrows and rapid eye blinking were two of the many off-the-cuff telltale signs that he was lying.
"You didn't answer my question," she Tim with purpose. "Are you having sex with Mom?"
He stared at his brother again only to read the same telltale signs. Obviously, no doubt, trying to preserve his mother's reputation, with incest a sticky and embarrassing subject, he was lying.
"Of course not," said Tom still not looking at his brother. "Why would you think that? You have quite the perverted imagination Tim. I'd never have sex with Mom and she'd never have sex with me. Eww, that's just nasty," he said still avoiding making eye contact with his brother. "What's wrong with you to even think that never mind ask me that?"
Being that they were twins, Tim didn't need his brother to answer his question to know that he was having sex with their mother. He figured that if he wanted to have sex with his mother, then his brother, no doubt, wanted to have sex with her too. Protesting a bit too much, Tom told his brother that he was just imagining things and, believing his brother, for the longest time he thought he was, that is, until he discovered differently when he monitored her bedroom with a hidden camera hooked up to his laptop computer. With his hidden camera invading his mother's privacy, even if he didn't find evidence of his mother and brother having sex, at least he could masturbate to his mother dressing and undressing. Knowing they wouldn't do anything while he was there in the house with them, he always made an excuse to leave them alone for several hours. With the camera on and Tim out, he finally had his proof that they were incestuously, sexually intimate.
Even though he felt like a real cad for spying on them, it wasn't fair that Tom always received a longer hug, the better piece of steak, a bigger piece of pie, the perfect slab of cake, and a smile instead of a scowl. Not really wanting to believe that his mother was an incestuous slut and his brother was a perverted bastard, if solely based upon their personal interactions, a connection that his brother obviously had with his mother that he didn't, he always suspected there was something sexual going on between the two of them. Yet with no evidence to support his suspicions, that is, until he had the video proof of his mother wearing nothing but a red ribbon and a red bow for Christmas, all his suspicions did was to fuel his hormone induced, sexual fantasies of his brother doing his mother while he masturbated to the thoughts of them together sexually.
Tim rode home with his mother from the airport in silence. He wasn't talking and apparently, with her son and lover going back into battle, she was too upset to talk too. Instead of talking, he stared at his mother. The first thing she did was to remove her coat before getting in the car and as soon as she sat in her car seat, he watched her skirt climb up in direct proportion to his cock hardening. Too hot and too uncomfortable to wear a heavy coat in the car, giving him something to preoccupy his mind and maintain his incestuous lust for her, he was glad that she was sitting beside him in her low cut blouse and her short skirt for the long ride home.
With her skirt hiked to the middle of her thigh and her long, shapely legs spread wide open to allow her to depress the clutch with one foot and the brake and the gas pedal with the other, he looked over at his mother. Even though he's already seen her naked in her room on his laptop computer, seeing her dressed like this was sexier than seeing her naked. Beginning to get horny while watching her short skirt riding higher up her slim thigh, if he leaned forward enough and cocked his head enough to peek between her legs, only too obvious to do that in a closed car, he could probably see her panties. Dressed to say goodbye to his brother at the airport, being that she wasn't wearing a bra with Tim clearly seeing the impressions that his mother's nipples made in her sheer blouse, he wondered if she was wearing panties.
Nonetheless her wearing panties or not, the sexy sight of her driving with her skirt nearly hiked up to her crotch and with her blouse halfway unbuttoned, made him horny for her. After all the times that he imagined what she looked like naked, after watching her undressing and stripping off her clothes, and after watching the video of her having sex with his brother, now he knew. Standing in where his brother left off, he was ready to have sex with her too. He spent years wondering what she'd be like in bed and now having watched her with his brother over and again on video, he knew that too.
"What's wrong? Why do you keep looking at me like that?" She looked over at her son before quickly returning her attention to driving.
Not wanting to cause her to have an accident, Tim had an uncontrollable urge to stick his hand up his mother's skirt and in between her legs to see if she was wearing panties, only he didn't dare. As part of the continuation of his early Christmas gift, he imagined his brother being treated to one last feel of his mother's pussy while French kissing her his goodbyes at the airport. He had the uncontrollable urge to stick his hand down his mother's mostly unbuttoned blouse and cup her big breast in his hand while fingering her big nipple. After seeing them together, kissing, hugging, and groping, he knew that his brother was all over his mother's big tits while French kissing her. Only, with his brother out of the picture for at least a year, not wanting to ruin whatever may develop between them, he had plenty of time to seduce his mother later.
"Oh nothing. I was just thinking about Tom going off war again. I'm sorry Mom," he said looking over at her while partially touching her naked thigh and her skirt. He left his hand there for a long minute before squeezing her thigh and before finally and reluctantly taking it away.
He was so tempted to move his hand in between her legs and move it higher up her thigh. He wondered what she'd do if he did. Would she stop him from feeling her panty clad or naked pussy by swatting his hand away or would she allow him to cup her panty clad or naked pussy? Whether she was wearing panties or not, he felt his cock swell and pulsate by the erotic thought of touching his mother between her legs and fingering his mother's cunt.
For an old broad, being that 41-years-old was old to him, his mother still had nice legs and when his hand was on her thigh, he could feel the heat of her body through her thin, short skirt. After now knowing that she was doing his brother, being that she was his captive audience in the car, he was so tempted to run a slow hand along the inside of her thigh and continue all the up to her panty clad or naked crotch. After his brother was done kissing and feeling on her, he wondered if she was as sexually aroused then as he was now.
"As if your brother is still here, we should continue with our lives and celebrate Christmas," she said giving Tim a soft, forced smile.
Not as smooth with women as Tom, a gross understatement, with his mind filled with incestuous thoughts and with his mother in the starring role, now with all the time in the world to do so, he wondered how to go about seducing her. He could blackmail her. He could show her the video that he has of her and his brother of having sex. He could flatter her before getting her drunk, drunk enough that perhaps she'd think that he was Tom instead of Tim or, in her case, Vinnie instead of her son.
Being that he was alone with her now, as his personal payback for her having sex with his brother and not with him, he could drug her, strip her naked, and tie her to the bed to have his wicked way with her. Only, just as she was with his brother, instead of forcing her to do something that she didn't want to do, in the way that she so willingly fucked and sucked Tom, it would be so much better if she wanted to have sex with him voluntarily. Unfortunately, not as sexually sophisticated as his brother when it came to bedding women, still an inexperienced virgin, he had no idea how to go about seducing his mother. This was his mother and not some slut he picked up at the bar.
Taking much of the pressure off himself to seduce his mother, he decided to take things slow and play things by ear. Maybe instead of acting his nerdy self, he could act more like his brother and watch football games with her as did his brother. With his arm around his mother's shoulders, his brother was always sitting on the couch with his mother as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend. Tim wished he could do that with her but he never enjoyed the relationship that he had with her that her brother did. Besides not much of a sports fan, he hated football.
He wished he could show his feelings to his mother but the thoughts of incestuous sex always got in the way of him touching her in the way that Tom was always touching her. The first time he ever touched his mother inappropriately was just now when he put his hand on her naked thigh on the way home from the airport and, just from doing that, he already had an erection. He wished he had it in him to take his incestuous lust a step further. He wished he could be so bold to ask her to pull over so that he could hold him, kiss her, and feel her in the way his brother just did at the airport.
Maybe now that he was alone with her, they could begin developing more of an incestuous sexual relationship by talking and becoming best friends, a bond that would supersede that connection of mother and son. Maybe now with his brother gone, they could transgress their mother and son relationship into more of a man and woman sexual friendship. The fact that she's already showed that she's lonely, perhaps after a while without Tom, she'll be horny too. Maybe he could play on her missing his brother, her son, to open a sexual door for him to walk through and fill that role. Maybe she'll give him rebound sex. Maybe, eventually, she'll want him as much as she wanted his brother.
With the outside of their house already decorated for Christmas, the house looked so much like a department store Christmas display. As soon as they pulled in the driveway, he jumped out of the car and ran to the other side of the car to open the door for his sexy mother. Having ulterior motives in mind that superseded him being a gentleman and a kind and caring son, he was more interested in finally getting an answer to his question. Was she wearing panties or not? With her skirt now nearly up to her crotch when alighting from the car, he knew full well that she'd flash him an up skirt when getting out of the car. If he was too afraid to have sex with his mother, he may have to settle for up skirts of her panties and down blouses of her bra and cleavage while masturbating in his room over watching her naked video of her having sex with his brother.
Good God Almighty, as soon as he opened her car door, with her legs spread as wide as his lust for her was and her skirt raised as high as his horniness for his mother was, Theresa gave her son a beautiful flash of her bright, white, bikini panties. Knowing that he was standing there staring, did she purposely flash him her panty or was her flash an unplanned accident? Then, when she leaned around her car seat to reach in back for her coat, with her legs spread even wider and her skirt climbing even higher, he saw her panty clad ass cheeks too. So tempted, he so wanted to put a heavy hand to his mother's back to hold her body down across the console while fingering her pussy through her panty and reaching around her to feel, fondle, and caress her big tits while fingering her nipples through her blouse. Only he was her son. He couldn't treat his mother in such a disrespectful way.
Playing miss innocent instead of playing her real part as the incestuous slut of a mother that she was, she looked up at him staring down at her. As shocking as it was exciting, she made no attemp to cover her exposed panty until she saw him staring too hard and too long. Obviously and finally, with his stare making her feel uncomfortable, she put a hand to the center of her skirt to push it down and closed. Then, once she alighted from the car and closed the door behind her, something he's seldom done since he was a little boy, he wrapped a strong arm around his mother and hugged her. Giving her a full body press, while pretending she was his girlfriend instead of his mother and so wanting to reach down to cup her sweet ass through her skirt in his hand, she felt so good in his arms. Perhaps, as did his brother, expecting him to kiss her and grope her, she surprised him when she just stood there frozen and not moving.
"Timmy, what's wrong?"
Every time she said, 'Timmy, what's wrong?', he couldn't help but think of all of those old reruns of Lassie that he watched when he was a kid. 'Is Timmy in trouble Lassie?'
"I miss Tom already," he said wondering if he could use missing his brother as an excuse to sleep with his mother tonight
A good plan on the surface, maybe tonight, on the pretense that he was having bad nightmares, he could go to his mother's room. He'd tell her that he couldn't sleep and ask if he could sleep with her in the way that he used to do when he was a kid. Only, this time, he'd wear his pajama bottoms, the one with the big opening in the front and, not buttoning it, he wouldn't wear any underwear. Undoubtedly, with his erection growing by being in bed with his mother, his cock would surely fall out during the night.
No doubt, as she slept with her nightgown hiked up to her waist and her naked ass within his horny reach, he imagined innocently rolling over and spooning his mother as she slept and as he pretended he was sleeping. He imagined his swollen cock resting between her ass crack while his other hand cupped her nightgown clad breast and gently fingered her emerging nipple. Imagining fucking his mother doggie style, he was getting horny again just thinking about spooning and feeling his mother. He needed to masturbate again. If his incestuous sexual fantasies were all that he had to look forward to, that would be okay with him, so long as his mother gave him some new up skirts and down blouses. Yet, even if she didn't and sat like a lady with her knees cemented together and even if she wore turtlenecks instead of low cut tops, he still had that naked video of her having sex with his brother to watch while masturbating.



"Me too," she said reluctantly returning his hug at first before hugging him tighter. "I love you Timmy."
"I love you Mommy," he said reverting to saying his favorite phrase of affection when he was just a little boy.
When they broke their hug, she surprised him when she kissed him on the lips. It was nothing more than a mother and son kiss and a kiss without tongues but he was surprised nonetheless. He couldn't remember the last time his mother kissed him on the lips. Is this how it started with Tommy with just an innocent hug first and then a kiss between a mother and her son? She was always kissing his brother and never kissing him, he always wondered what it would be like to kiss her, really kiss her, French kiss her. So wanting to return her kiss and so wanting to part her lips with his tongue while reaching down to cup her sweet ass before reaching up to feel her braless breast, he wondered if she felt his hard cock pressing against her soft belly while hugging him.
Hugging his mother in the way that he just did and, especially with her returning his hug and voluntarily kissing him, was as if he had just reached first base. Playing the obedient albeit submissive son, he helped her on with her coat while making sure that he lightly and inadvertently touched some part of her sexy body with his fingertips in the process. With the knowledge of the intimate and incestuous relationship that she had enjoyed with his brother burning a hole in his mind, figuring that he needed to take things slow, he didn't know how to parlay that incestuous information into having sex with his mother. Once inside the house, he helped her off with her coat while touching some part of her in the process with his fingertips again.
So wanting to grab her ass and/or fondle her breast through her clothes in the way that Tom was feeling her at the airport, he didn't dare. Going about his planned seduction more intelligently and intellectually instead of more perversely and erotically, it was his play it by ear plan to slowly drive his mother wildly crazy with incestuous lust for him. He needed her to want him as much as he wanted her. Waiting on her to satisfy her every whim, with her retired and him on Christmas vacation and on a temporary hiatus before starting grad school in the fall, he'd have all day and all night to seduce his mother. Maybe by New Year's Eve, getting her tipsy enough on champagne, he'd summon the courage to kiss her, really kiss her, French kiss her while feeling her abundant breasts, her round, firm ass, and pressing his hard cock through his clothes against her soft belly.
"Would you like a cup of tea mother?" Tim put on his mother's favorite Christmas CD, a selection of singers from Bing Crosby to Celine Dion. "I just need to change into something more comfortable," she said.
Figuring that she'd emerge from her bedroom wearing a nightgown, she changed into another blouse and skirt but this time, she was wearing a bra. Damn. And her blouse buttons were all buttoned. Double damn.
"Yes tea would be lovely," she said rubbing her shoulder. "Only, if you don't mind, I'd prefer something a little stronger, a glass of wine perhaps. I think I may be coming down with something. I'm feeling so very achy," she said stretching out her limbs.
"How about a backrub?" Tim imagined stripping his mother naked on the necessary pretense to rub her back.
"I'd like that," she said. "Tom used to give me the best massages."
Aha! Massages. His cock pulsated at the thought of his brother massaging his mother. Suddenly he was filled with as much jealously as he was horniness. Maybe that's how their incestuous relationship started with fucking back massages, that bastard. Tim imagined his mother on her stomach and naked but for a towel, a small towel, a facecloth that covered not much more than her ass crack. Tim poured her a glass of wine, handed it to her, and watched her drink. If only he had something to put in her wine, he could drug her and undress her on the pretense of putting her to be naked so that she wouldn't wrinkle her clothes.
He watched her gulp down half the glass of wine before putting the goblet down on the coffee table. Knowing that his mother was a one drink, giddy drunk, a cheap date, and knowing that his brother was a Casanova with the woman, maybe alcohol was how Tom got his mother in bed. Giving his mother the benefit of the doubt, he always thought more of his mother and less of his brother. For sure, his brother was the one who seduced his mother. Surely, it was his brother who took advantage of his mother and not the other way around. If that was the case, if his brother was the one who took sexual advantage of his mother, the question was could he take advantage of his mother in the way that his brother had?
Being that he was the good son and his brother was the bad boy, suddenly filled with disappointment, his heart sank with the realization that he'd never get his mother in bed. Nonetheless, going through with the pretense as his way of at least touching his mother, he agreed to give her a backrub. Maybe he'd see something he shouldn't. Maybe he'd allow him to touch something he shouldn't. Maybe after drinking her wine she'd fall asleep and he could touch, fondle, feel, and caress his mother where no son should.
"Close your eyes and relax Mom," said Tim gently rubbing her shoulders and back before kneading them.
Wishing he had the nerve to grab two, big handfuls of her bra clad breasts through her thin blouse instead of rubbing her back, he didn't dare. In just massaging her back, he was getting another erection. Never has he touched his mother in this way. Wishing she hadn't put on a bra, but glad that she did in a way, he could feel her bra strap through her blouse and when she leaned forward to give him access to her back, he could feel the back of her bra. Tracing the back of her bra with his fingers, he wished he had the balls to unhook it on the pretense that her bra was in the way of him massaging her back. Feeling his cock hardening with the mere thought of unhooking his mother's brazier and with the naked video of her fast forwarding through his mind, he felt as if he'd cum in his pants with the mere touch of his mother's sexy back.
"Oh, that feels so good Tim," she said rolling her head around from side to side. "You have wonderful hands."
Taking the chance that she would and nervous that she'd say no, he summoned the courage to manipulate his mother to his sexual benefit.
"Stretch out on sofa so that I can get the rest of your back Mom," he said knowing full well that with her short skirt already climbing to her crotch again that there was just no way that his mother could move and position herself to lie flat on the couch without flashing him her panties.
Only, not much of a drinker, she surprised him when she drank the rest of her wine and held up her glass for a refill before leaning forward to stretch out on the couch. Just as he thought she would flash him her panties, she flashed him her panties while looking up at him staring down at her. Only this time, she didn't put her hand between her knees to obscure his view between her legs. She immodestly and immorally flashed her son her bright white, bikini panties. He so wished that he could remove them with his teeth before fingering her and licking her.
"I think after seeing Tom off at the airport, I'm going to need to get good and drunk," she said looking at him and giving him the smile that she always saved for his brother. "Let's get drunk together, shall we? Yeah, let's get good and drunk, smashed, blitzed, and paralyzed," she said looking up at her son with a sexy smile and a lusty laugh.
This may be easier than he thought it would thought Tim. He imagined his mother drunk. He imagined her standing atop the coffee table and removing her clothes to the holiday Christmas music of Johnny Mathis singing Oh, Come All Ye Faithful, until she was wearing nothing more than just a Santa Claus hat and slippers. He imagined her helping her naked body to bed and, on the pretense of helping her on with her nightgown. He imagined touching and feeling his mother where no son should touch and feel his mother.
"Sure. Okay. That would be fun mother. It's been a long time since I've had one too many drinks," said Tim pouring himself a scotch while realizing that it sounded funny being that he was only 22-years-old and had only legally been drinking for a year. Actually, he had his first drink at 18-years-old and, just as every other male his age, he never stopped drinking.
Wishing he had the balls to bring his sexual scenario from sexual fantasy to reality, he wanted to tell his mother to unbutton her blouse so that he'd have access to her back, but he didn't dare. What the Hell, she was on her stomach and he couldn't see anything anyway. What difference would it make if her blouse was unbuttoned? Yet, if she unbuttoned her blouse, he'd have better access to her bra. He imagined rubbing her back while feeling the back of her bra before feeling the side of her bra clad breasts and before stealthily unhooking her bra as if he was opening a locked and alarmed safe. Only, having never unhooked a woman's bra before, not very coordinated, he'd probably need a pair of scissors to unhook his mother's bra.
"Do you want me to remove my blouse so that you'll have access to my back?"
What? Huh? Are you kidding me? Speechless, he didn't know what to say and how to respond to her question.
Forget about asking his mother to unbutton her blouse, did his mother just ask him if he wanted her to remove my blouse? Too stunned to talk, way better than just having her unbutton her blouse, Tim couldn't believe his mother offered to remove her blouse. Oh, my God. His cock throbbed to the sexual anticipation of seeing his mother in her sexy bra, even if it was only seeing her bra from the back. Even though he's already seen every part of her naked body but, with his hidden camera of not very good quality and watching the black and white video as if it was someone else on a security camera in a department store or a casino, seeing his mother live and in person, even if only in her bra, is better than any video of her naked.
"Sure, yeah, actually that's a good idea Mom," he said trying to play it cool and as if her removing her blouse was no big deal.
"Turn off the lights first and light the Christmas tree. I don't mind you seeing the back of my bra in dim lighting," she said with a little chuckle and an unexpected show of modesty, "but I don't want to give you a show of my bra clad breasts," she said with a laugh.
Quickly Tim turned off the over head light and lit the Christmas tree in time to watch his mother sit up again and flash him her panties again. He loved seeing her panties and with her thighs so shapely and her legs so parted, this time he saw the impression of her pussy slit through the thin material of her panty. "Turn around," she said with a little laugh while unbuttoning her blouse.
"I've seen you in your bra before mother," he said hoping she'd change her mind about having him turn around. He'd like to watch her undressing for him live as he imagined she undressed so many times for his brother.
"You have?"
"Sure lots of times. Always rushing around the house not to be late for work when you were working, you always emerge from your room in your bra and panty while putting on your bathrobe."
"I didn't know I was giving you a show," she said laughing.
"It's no big deal Mom. You're my mother and I'm your son," he said hoping she'd remove her skirt too after confessing that he's already seen her in her bra and panty. "I don't think of you in a sexual way," he said lying while imagining her naked and fucking her before having her suck him.
"Well, if that's really the case, being that the only lighting is coming from the Christmas tree in the corner, I should remove my skirt too so that I don't wrinkle it," she said.
No fucking way! He couldn't believe what he was hearing. As if she could read his horny mind, he couldn't believe that his mother willingly agreed to not only remove her blouse but also her short skirt. Either she was playing him and/or or teasing him or she was already tipsy from the wine. Either way, it didn't matter to him which, so long as he got to see his mother in her sexy underwear. Once she removed her blouse and skirt, with her lying on the couch in her bra and panty, he'd have much more access to the really good parts of her hot body. Much better than opening gifts under the Christmas tree, he couldn't wait to watch his mother unwrap her sexy body by removing her clothes.
He watched her sit up before standing. With him staring at his mother as if she was stripper on stage about to strip naked, she stood to brazenly unbutton and remove her blouse before the much appreciated eyes of her horny son. As if she unbuttoned her blouse in slow motion, he watched her unbutton her blouse one slow button at a time. Treated to the view of her cleavage, as if she was wearing her bikini top beneath her blouse, he stared at every inch of her lacy, low cut, white bra. From what he was seeing of her now that she was standing there with her blouse flayed open and remembering what she looked like topless in the video that he had downloaded of her, she has magnificent breasts.
When she unbuttoned her sleeves to slide her blouse over her hands to remove it, as if she was doing this to give him a prolonged view of her in her bra, he watched her fold her blouse and carefully put in on the ottoman. Then putting a hand behind her back to unbutton and unzip her short skirt, while mindlessly looking down at the carpet as if she was alone and undressing in her bedroom instead of undressing in front of him in the living room, she allowed her skirt to fall to the floor. He watched her flash her beautiful panty clad ass when she bent at the waist to retrieve her skirt. Even in the dim, colorful on and off flashing light of the Christmas tree, seemingly standing in a cheap motel with a hooker instead of standing in his living room with his lingerie clad mother, Tim got an eyeful of his mother standing before him in her sexy bra and white, bikini panties.
"You have a beautiful body mother," he blurted without even thinking.
Even though he was staring at her, he didn't want his mother to know that he was enjoying the view but he was.
"Thank you Tim," she said polishing off her second glass of wine.
Unable to reach all of her underwear clad body with the back of the couch in the way, he thought about asking her to get down on the carpet. As soon as he thought to ask her that, suddenly he had a vision of his mother on her hands and knees on the carpet in her bra and panties, while he kneeled behind her to hump her panty clad ass as he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples through her bra. Trying to remove his horny mind from the view of his mother standing there in her panty and bra, it didn't help his over active libido when Jingle Bells started playing. Instead of jingle bells he thought of jingle balls. Instead of jingle bells, he thought of jiggling breasts. Having more access on the bed and being much more comfortable, sensing that his incestuous sexual desires would be so transparent if he asked her, he wished he had the nerve to ask his mother to lie on her bed instead of on the couch or on the carpet but, too afraid, he didn't dare.
"Unless you want to get down on the carpet mother," he said waiting for her to respond and when she didn't, figuring she didn't want to get on the carpet, he altered his suggestion. "Take your place on the couch mother and I'll--
"Let's do this in my bedroom. We'll be more comfortable there," she said giving him a sexy smile that she only reserved for his brother before but now flashed him.
Is this really happening? Is this how it all began with Tom? Did his mother seduce his brother in the way that she's seducing him now. Is she seducing him now or is he misconstruing his mother's words because of his incestuous intentions? Is that what this back rub and underwear clad massage is all about, a seduction instead of a back manipulation? He didn't know. Is that what she's doing? Too twisted by the lust that he had for his mother, he had no idea. Is she manipulating him for sex in the way that she manipulated his brother? He could only hope. Is she seducing him now or is she only interested in having him give her a massage? If only she was. Out of his element when it came to women, even with his mother and especially with his mother, he had no idea if she was trying to seduce him or not.
"Okay," he said following her. "Sure."
"Wait, I'll need another glass of wine," she said with a look that told him that she was well on her way to becoming inebriated. "Drink up. You're lagging behind me," she said with a laugh.
Tim poured his mother a third glass of wine and him another scotch before heading in her bedroom. As if she was already passed out drunk, she was already face down in the middle of the bed when he entered the room and, wishing she was naked and he was naked too, he stood in the doorway to stare at his mother's round, panty clad ass and her bra clad, shapely back. Even for an old broad, she was so incredibly beautiful. She had such a wicked hot body. If he didn't know how old she was, judging her just by her perfectly, round, firm ass, he'd think that she was more his age.
"I'll put your wine on the nightstand mother."
"Okay," she said. "I'm ready for my massage only," she said turning to look at him. "Please be respectful," she said pointing an index finger at him before putting her finger to her lip as if she was about to tell Santa Claus that she was naughty instead of nice and he had better be good instead of bad.
"What do you mean?"
Already having intentions of touching her, feeling her, and groping her where no son should ever touch feel, and grope his mother, he knew exactly what she meant.
"I mean, just because I'm on my bed in my underwear doesn't give you license to touch me inappropriately and to feel me where no son should ever touch and feel his mother." As if she could read his mind, she said the same words that he was just thinking. "I mean, of course, I realize all young men your age have sexual needs," she said pausing to look at the bulge that was forming in his pants. "But don't forget that I'm your mother and not some college tramp that you're about to seduce."
Bullshit. What a crock of shit, he thought. She's playing her innocent Mommy card. Maybe she's waiting for him to make the first move on her. Maybe that's what Tom did. Maybe he made the first move. Only with her already dressing like a slut before with her short skirt, half unbuttoned blouse with no bra, flashing him her panties, and kissing him outside when the returned from the airport and now with her on the bed in her bra and panty, she's already made the first several moves.
Only, no doubt, waiting for him to make a move, how far will she go in her seduction of him? With how far he's gotten with her already, he didn't think he'd have to make any moves on his mother with her making all of the moves on him. Moreover, if only she knew that he was not only an incestuous pervert but also a virgin. He wondered if that would make a difference or not to her wanting to seduce him or not seduce him. He decided to keep that as his little secret for now.
"Oh course mother. I wouldn't dream of inappropriately touching you," he said lying again while thinking of her on her knees and sucking his cock. "I'll be a gentleman."
Only, now that he saw her lying face down with the sides of her bra visible, he wished she was topless with the sides of her squished, big breasts visible. At the very least, he wished he could at least see the sides of her breasts to that he could take that image of her back to his room and masturbate over his topless, panty clad mother.



"Maybe I should remove my bra," she said turning her head to look back at him, no doubt, to see his reaction. "If you promise to behave," she said arching herself up on her elbows to turn to get a better look at him, "I'll remove my bra."
Shocked, stunned, and surprised, he couldn't believe this was happening. He couldn't dream this. He couldn't sexually fantasize this. In the way she was posing on the bed, if he was standing in front of her, he'd have a clear down bra view of her breasts. Only, he was positioned closer to her feet than to her shoulders and he inched his way up to her for a hoped for closer view when she removed her bra.
"I promise to behave mother," he said.
"Get me an oversized towel from the bathroom first," she said.
"Okay."
It took him a long, excruciating minute to find the towel in the linen closet and not in the bathroom. When he returned back to the room, her bedroom light was on, her wine glass was half empty, her bra was off and on the floor, and she was lying on her stomach topless.
"Slide the towel beneath me," she said raising herself on her hands and knees as if doing a pushup.
With her panty clad ass in the air and her big boobs hanging down, instantly again, he had the fantasy of humping her from behind while reaching up to fondle her breast and finger her nipples. Only instead of having to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples through her bra, her naked breasts were right there in front of his horny eyes. Tim stared at his mother's breasts hanging down from her body while imagining being beneath her. He imagined her hanging her tits in his face before sliding down to take his cock in her mouth.
"Tim? How's that? Tim?" Flashing him a bit more of her naked breasts, she cocked her body to look at him. "Earth to Tim," she said laughing. "Are you staring at Mommy's titties?"
Staring? No, leering, Tim wanted to confess while leering at his mother's titties. There was just no way that he could slide the towel beneath his mother without getting a good and closer look of her tits and he did. He only wished he was as naked as she was.
"Beautiful," he said staring at his mother's exposed, beautiful, hanging breasts as if they were diamond jewels.
"Before you climb on my bed, take off your shoes and maybe you should even remove your shirt and pants. After you give me a massage, I'll give you one too."
What? Seriously? She wants me to remove my shirt and pants? Suddenly he had the image of his mother massaging him where no mother should massage her son.
"Really? You will?"
Tim imagined his mother massaging his underwear clad body and his erect cock through the thin material of his cotton briefs with her long, manicured fingers. Only, already having an erection now, he couldn't imagine the erection he'd have with his mother massaging his back and legs. Visualizing the image of his mother touching, grabbing, and feeling his cock through his underwear, he wondered if he rolled over, if she'd massage his cock too. Intent on giving him a massage with a happy ending, he imagined her taking hold of his erection and stroking him before sucking him while looking up at him with her big, beautiful, brown eyes.
"Sure, I'd be happy to give you a massage. With all of the sports related injuries Tommy has had, I've given your brother lots of massages. I'm surprised I never gave you a massage too," she said with a look of confusion as if she was trying to remember if she had ever given him a massage.
"I've never had a massage," he said.
Suddenly Tim imagined his mother straddling his brother's naked body while massaging his cock with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy. Not much of a stretch, being that they were identical twins, he imagined his mother straddling his naked body while massaging his cock with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy. Quickly Tim removed his shoes, his shirt, and his pants. Wearing just his briefs and with his erection already tenting the thin, white, cotton material, he climbed on the bed and took his place bedside his mother. He's never been so close to her with so little clothes. Even though he wanted to have sex with his mother and even though he masturbated over the incestuous, horny thoughts of having sex with his mother, he was embarrassed by his erection. With his incestuous lust for his mother bulging out his briefs, he saw her glance over at his stiff member.
"I'm sorry," she said with a sly, sexy smile.
"Sorry for what Mom?"
"Did I do that to you?"
She stared at his stiff prick bulging out his briefs so much that his pubic hair, testicles, and the side of his cock by the base was clearly visible should she be looking and she was staring. Albeit through his underwear, he couldn't believe she was staring at his erection. No longer thinking of her as his mother, he thought of her as a woman. Only, so much more exciting to think of her as his mother lusting over him as much as he lusted over her, this was the moment of truth.
"Sorry Mom. That's so embarrassing," he said. Yet, unable to take his cock in hand and seduce his inebriated, nearly naked mother, he covered his erection with his hand.
"Don't be embarrassed Tim. Your brother always got an erection when I gave him a massage too. It's no big deal. It's just a fact of life. Even I got aroused when your brother massaged me."
Tim imagined his brother getting an erection while his mother took him in her hand before visualizing his brother massaging his mother. He imagined his mother getting wet and her nipples getting hard from his brother massaging her body.
"Tom gave you a massage?"
"Sure lots of times," she said.
Too afraid to ask, he wondered if his brother massaged his mother while she was topless and in her panties as he was about to do now.
"Well perhaps if I concentrate on massaging your nearly naked body," he said I won't be as sexually excited," he said with a laugh while making her laugh too.
"It's just a body Tim. There's no need to be embarrassed or even sexually excited," she said. "I'm your mother and your my son," she said giving him a motherly smile while lifting herself from her bed and turning more to the side to face him.
As if he was in shock, unable to remove his eyes from her naked breasts, he watched her turning to face him. He couldn't believe she was turning to face him. When she turned to him, she exposed her beautiful breasts to him. He couldn't believe his mother was exposing her tits to him. Staring at her big breasts, her round, pink areolas, and her erect nipples, seeing her breasts in person was so much better than seeing them on a black and white video. Instantly he had a raging erection.
"I know that Mom," he said talking to her tits while staring at his mother's exposed tits, "but you have beautiful tits."
He couldn't believe he said that.
"Thank you," she said looking down at her naked breasts before looking up at him. "I'm glad you like them."
Her big tits were right there. Not a dream, he could clearly see her tits. Not a sexual fantasy, she was showing him her tits. So tempted to do exactly that, if he lifted his hand he'd be touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and caressing them, while fingering her nipples. He couldn't believe that he was seeing his mother tits and she didn't care.
"Give me your hand," she said taking his hand as if helping him across the street when he was just a child.
As soon as he gave her his hand, she pulled him to her to put his horny hand on her naked breast. Her hard nipple was right there in the middle of his palm and pushing against his hand. He was touching and feeling his mother's tit. Afraid to move his hand, not even moving his fingers, he stayed like that staring at her right breast while feeling her left breast.
"Mom..." was all that he could say.
"They're just tits Tim. What's the big deal? You act as if you've never felt a woman's breast before. I'm sure you've felt lots of tits."
"Actually, too busy with band practice and the chess club, I haven't Mom. Your breast is the first breast that I've had in my hand," he said. "Still a virgin, I'm a bit of a nerd and the only reason why women even talk to me at all is to get with my brother."
"Seriously? You're still a virgin?" In the way that he broke the kitchen window with a baseball ten years ago, didn't admit it, and lied to cover it up, she looked at him as if he was lying to her.
"Yes. I'm a virgin," he said embarrassed by his confession.
"You've never had sex? Seriously?"
"No, I've never had sex," he said now feeling uncomfortable by his sexual inexperience and with his mother's breasts in plain view.
"Are you gay?"
"Mom! No I'm not gay, not that there's anything wrong with being gay but I'm not," he said.
"For twins," she said, as if talking to herself, "you two couldn't be any more different."
"Sorry Mom to be such a disappointment to you but I'll never be like Tom," said Tim with sadness.
"Don't be silly Tim. I love you for the man that you are," she said sitting up to reach for him and to hug him. Then, when she broke her hug, she reached out her hand for his underwear band. A sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe it when she started pulling down his underwear.
"Mom? What are you doing?"
"It's just a cock Tim. I've seen lots of cocks even Tommy's cock. Just because I'm your mother and you're my son doesn't mean that we can't explore one another's bodies. Besides, it's time that you're no longer a virgin and who better to teach you how to make love to a woman than your mother."
"Make love? You mean have sex?"
"Yes. You're my son and I love you. I don't mind having sex with you if you don't mind having sex with me," she said smiling at him as if they were about to share an ice cream instead of one another's bodies.
He watched his mother pull down his underwear and when his cock poked straight out as if it was a diving board, with her never removing her eyes from his stiff prick, he watched her stare at his cock.
"Gees Mom. This is so embarrassing," he said looking down from his prick to look back up at her staring.
"There's nothing to be embarrassed about Tim. You have a beautiful cock. May I?" She looked up at him while reaching out her hand for him.
"Yes mother," he said watching her take him in her hand.
"I love your big, hard cock Tim," she said fondling the head of his erect prick with her fingertips. She remained quiet for a long minute while feeling him, fondling him, and staring at his penis.
"Thank you Mom," he said, his eyes transfixed on his mother's hand fondling and feeling his erection.
"I used to relieve your brother's tension before a big game," she said while lightly, gently, and ever so slowly stroking him before looking up at him to make eye contact while never missing a beat stroking his cock. "I can do that for you too, if you want," she said giving him a motherly smile.
"You mean a hand job?"
"Sure, why not? I don't mind, if you don't mind," she said. "Tom loved for me to give him a hand job."
"I don't think I can Mom," he said risking it all in hopes for more by playing her.
"Why not?"
"I'd be too sexually excited with you giving me a hand job," he said watching her stroking him a little faster. "I'd want to kiss you, touch you, and feel you everywhere."
"I guess that's only expected and only fair that if I'm pleasuring you that you'd want to pleasure me too," she said with a sexy smile.
Only removing his eyes from her big tits to stare down at her stroking his cock, he stared at her nearly naked body again.
"Mom?"
"Yes?"
"May I kiss you Mom?"
"Yes," she said.
"I mean, French kiss you."
"Yes," she said closing her eyes while obviously waiting for his lips to kiss her.
Tim leaned to his mother and kissed her without tongues. He felt her tense when he parted her lips with his tongue. Just as his brother was doing at the airport earlier, he was French kissing his mother now.
'Mom?"
"Yes?"
"May I feel your breasts while kissing you?"
"Yes Timmy but don't touch my nipples?"
"Why not?"
"Because you'll sexually excite me," she said giving him a sexy look that told him that she wanted him to finger her nipples and sexually excite her.
"Isn't this what we're doing, sexually exciting one another to take our minds off of Tom going to war."
"Yes but if you sexually excite me," she said looking as if she was lost in thought.
"If I sexually excite you, what mother?"
"Oh, never mind," she said.
"No, tell me. If I sexually excite you, what?"
"I'd want to suck your cock," she said in a whisper without looking up at him to make eye contact.
"You say that as if it's a bad thing," said Tim with a sexually excited laugh while fondling her breasts as she fondled his cock.
"It is a bad thing. It's incest and with one thing leading to another," she said pausing again. "I'd want you to lick my pussy before making love to me."
"I can do that," he said sexually excited by the prospect of licking his mother's pussy. "Other than those on a magazine or in a movie, I've never even seen a pussy never mind licked a pussy. Your pussy is the first pussy I've seen up close mother."
"You're like a blank slate," she said with a devious smile. "I can show you. I can teach you. I can train you to be my sexual man," she said with a sexy laugh. "What would you like to do first? Tell me. My body is yours for the taking," she said reclining back while spreading her legs.
"To be honest Mom, having never had my cock sucked before, I'd love for you to suck my cock mother."
"Tell me," she said looking at him with sexual excitement. "What else would you like to do Mommy?"
"I'd like to touch you, feel you, and finger your pussy before licking your pussy mother. I'd like to make you cum and before making love to you and before having you suck my cock."
"Yes, I'd like all of that and more," she said making herself comfortable on the bed by propping up a couple of pillows behind her head for her to watch her son eating her as acting as if he was telling her what he wanted for supper. "I'm ready when you are," she said spreading her legs again.
"Tell me if I'm doing something wrong," said Tim getting comfortable between his mother's legs. "Should I put my arms beneath your legs or above them?"
"Beneath my legs is more comfortable for me," she said.
Getting up the courage to lick his mother, the first pussy he's ever seen up close. He touched her trimmed, dark brown, pubic hair first before cupping all of her cunt in the palm of his hand.
"How am I doing so far Mom?"
"That feels good what you're doing but touch my slit with your fingers. Being that I'm already horny and aroused, I'm already wet. Part my pussy with your fingers as you would part my lips with your tongue before French kissing me."
"Like this?" He moved his fingers along his mother's slit and gently inserted himself.
"Yes, now rub my clit with one finger as you move your finger deeper inside me. Fuck Mommy with your finger Tim as if your finger is your cock and continue doing that as you lick me. I swear baby, if you give Mommy sexual pleasure and if you give Mommy an orgasm, Mommy will suck your cock in the way that no one will ever suck your cock again," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Being that I've never had my cock sucked, my blowjob measurement shouldn't be a difficult one to beat," he said.
Tim lowered his head and began licking his mother. As if licking something to see if it was still good, he gave her gentle licks at first. Then getting more into his mother with his fingers and his tongue, literally and figuratively when she started squirming around on the bed, he gave her deeper laps and deeper finger fucking probes while reaching up to feel her big breasts and finger her hard nipples. Feeling confident that he knew what he was doing from watching his brother having sex with his mother, he fingered her pussy deeper and rubbed her clit harder and faster while licking her.
"Oh, Timmy, that feels so good. I can't believe that this is your first time giving a woman oral pleasure. You're a natural at eating Mommy's pussy. You're giving Mommy such sexual satisfaction," she said while running her manicured fingers through her son's hair. "Only, insert your finger part way, while pushing forward like this," she said directing his finger, "and while rubbing my clit. Yes, that's it. That's better. That feel so good. Now play with my nipples. Pull them, turn them, and twist them while squeezing my tits. Don't worry. You won't hurt Mommy. I love having my nipples fingered and my breasts squeezed while you're eating Mommy's cunt. Yes, just like that," she said. "That feels so good baby."
"I love eating your cunt mother," said Tim licking his mother while finger fucking her.
"Oh, yeah, that's it, Timmy. Eat me. Lick me. Lick my pussy. Lick mommy. Make mommy cum. I need to cum. Oh, my God! Your mouth on my pussy, your tongue licking my pussy, and your finger fucking my pussy, feels so good. I love the feel of your fingers inside of me. Go deeper. Fuck Mommy Tim. Fuck me with your long, stiff fingers while licking me. Now reach up and pull, twist, and turn my nipples and squeeze my tits while licking me and rubbing my clit. Yes! Yes! Just like that. That feels so good baby," she said swooning while wiggling her ass all over the bed.
"I love your big, beautiful tits Mom," he said feeling one breast before feeling the other. "I love your big, hard nipples. I can't wait to suck your tits. And I can't wait for you to suck my cock. I can't wait to feel the feeling of having my cock in your mouth Mom."
"Me too Tim. Me too. Oh, my God Tim. I'm going to cum. You're going to make mommy cum. Fuck me Tim, fuck me with your finger. Don't stop. Just don't stop. Lick me Tim, lick me. Oh, yeah, right there. Rub my clit right there, don't stop," she said putting her hand over his hand and her finger over his. "Rub me, lick me, and fuck me my sweet boy Tim while fingering my nipples and squeezing my tits."
Tim obey his mother as if he was obeying his college professor. He licked his mother while fucking her with one of his long, stiff fingers and rubbing her clit with his other finger. He licked her while fingering her nipples and squeezing her tits with his other hand. Then, trying something on his own, he reached beneath his mother with both hands and, grabbing two big handfuls of her firm, round ass, he lifted her pussy up to his mouth. Licking and licking her while fingering her, he lapped her warm wet pussy while pushing his finger deeper inside her.
As soon as Tim felt his mother's legs tense, as soon as he heard her gasp and scream, he felt her cum and when she did he tasted her.
"Timmy! Timmy! Oh, my God, Timmy! I'm coming. Mommy is coming."
When she came, her cum tasted sweeter and warmer than her regular pussy juices. Excited about the sexual anticipation of fucking his mother's pussy and about her giving him a blowjob, he couldn't believe he just ate his mother's pussy. His first pussy ever, he couldn't believe that his mother came in his mouth.
"That was incredible Mom," said Tim wiping his mother's pussy juices from his face. "You were so wet."
"Come here my sweet boy. Come to Mommy," she said wrapping her arm around her son's neck and kissing him with a deep, wet, French kiss. While she fondled her son's cock and her fondled his mother's breasts, they kissed again and again.
"You have beautiful breasts mother. I just love your big tits," he said fingering her nipples.
"And I love your big, hard cock. I need to taste you," she said. "I need to feel your cock in my mouth. I want to give you a blowjob, blowjob that only a loving mother can give her son."
Tim watched his mother slide down the bed to take him in her hand before taking him in her mouth. She stroked him while looking up at him as she sucked him.



"Does that feel good?" She said removing his cock from her mouth to speak before returning his big prick to her mouth while looking up at him.
"Yes Mom," said Tim staring down at his mother sucking his cock.
"Do you like it when Mommy stares up at you while she's sucking your cock."
"Yes mother, I do," said Tim staring at his mother moving his cock in and out of her mouth while licking his shaft and cupping his balls while staring up at him.
"Does it excite you to see your big cock buried in my mouth?" As soon as she as she asked the question, she took him deeper in her mouth.
"Yes," said Tim getting more excited. "Oh, my God mother. You just deep throated my entire cock."
He put a hand to the back of her pretty head and stroked her lush, dark brown hair while watching his mother suck him, lick him, and stroke him. Showing them that they're enjoying sucking their man's cock as much as the man is enjoying having his cock sucked, he was making all of those cock sucking sounds that men love to hear when a woman is sucking their cock. Only this wasn't just some random woman who was blowing him, this was his mother sucking his cock. He couldn't help himself from humping his mother's mouth while fucking her face.
He couldn't wait to cum in her mouth. He couldn't wait to watch her swallow his cum. Only more important than cumming in his mother's mouth, especially with him still being a virgin, he wanted to make love to his mother first. He wanted to fuck his mother. He wanted to know that it felt like to have his stiff prick buried in his mother's warm, wet pussy. After giving his mother an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue, he wanted to give her a second orgasm with his cock.
"What's the matter Tim?" She removed him from her mouth to speak. "Don't you want to cum in Mommy's mouth? I'd love to taste your cum. I'd love to swallow my son."
"I do but not now mother. If you don't mind, I'd rather make love to you first Mom."
"I'd like that too," she said. "I'd love to feel your cock inside of me."
"Mom?"
"Yes."
"You don't have to call me Tim."
"Why not? What do you mean?"
"You can call me Tom or," he said pausing, "Vinnie"
"Vinnie? Why would I do that? Why would I call you Vinnie? And I definitely don't want to call you Tom," she said making a face as if she had just bit in a lemon.
"I know when you were intimate with Tom, you enjoyed calling him Vinnie and he enjoyed you talking dirty to him."
"And how do you know all of this? Did your blabbermouth brother tell you that we were having sex? I can never trust him to keep a secret."
"He didn't have to Mom," he said. "I installed a camera in your bedroom, up there by the light," he said pointing to the ceiling.
"A camera?" She looked around her room before looking up to where he was pointing. "You spied on me?" She looked at her son before looking up where he had pointed at the ceiling. "You watched me having sex with your brother?"
"Yes," he looked at her expecting to be angry but she wasn't. She looked sexually excited that she was the star of his incestuous, sexual video.
"You watched me dress and undress?" She gave him a look that revealed even more of her sexual excitement.
"Yes," he said remembering all the times he watched his mother get ready for bed and entering her room wearing just a towel after showering and before stripping off her towel to reveal her naked body to the camera.
"You watched me masturbate?" Now playing his game of voyeurism with her own home version of exhibitionism, she gave her son a look of naughtiness. "You watched Mommy pleasure herself and play with her pussy while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples? You're such a naughty son," she said with a laugh.
"Yes mother but I did all that because I love you and I wanted you."
"And I love you too Tim. I don't need to call you by any other name than the name that I gave you. I only called your brother Vinnie because I couldn't call him Timmy. I so wanted to pretend that I was with you instead of your brother. You're a better man than your brother and/or your father. I love you for the man who you are," she said looking at him with love instead of lust. "To be truthfully and brutally honest, I've always wanted you instead of your brother. Even though your brother has your father's talent and natural ability for sports, you remind me more of Vinnie than he does. He was a kind and caring man who changed once I told him that I was pregnant. Being with you is as if I'm still with him, only better."
"I love you too mother but more than in the way of a son loving his mother. I love you as a man would love his woman," said Tim.
"And I love you as a woman would love a man instead of a mother loving her son," she said kissing. "Make love to me Tim. Make love to Mommy. Then, after we make love, I want you to fuck me, really fuck me hard and long. I want you to part my clam and pound my pussy," said mother Theresa to her son while laughing with sexual glee.
As soon as Tim mounted his mother, she reached down for his cock and directing his cock to her pussy, once Tim felt her warm wetness, he grew even more sexually excited. Kissing and kissing her, he humped himself deeper in his mother and she returned his humps with slow, hard humps of her own. With Tim feeling even more sexually excited the deeper he was inside of his mother, not wanting to cum in her pussy and fearing that he'd make her pregnant, he stopped to wait for the sexual excitement to lessen.
"I can't do this Mom."
"What do you mean? Why not?"
"I'm afraid I'll make you pregnant. I can't imagine the child we'd have if I gave you a baby. We had a child with four arms and no legs," he said with sadness.
"It's okay," she said. "You need not worry about making me pregnant. I had my tubes tied years ago with the births of you and your brother. I didn't want a baby by any other man than by my Vinnie and I was blessed with two," she said hugging and kissing her son. "Now make love to Mommy before fucking Mommy, Timmy. Make Mommy happy. Make Mommy cum again. When you're done making love to me and when you're done fucking me, after you've cum inside my pussy, I'll blow you until you cum in my mouth."
Humping, banging, and pounding her, Tim fucked his mother. Humping her harder and humping her faster, too hard and too fast to even kiss without hurting one another, Tim was on the verge of cumming and Theresa was on the verge of having her second orgasm. A beautiful thing, transgressing their closely related familiarity with their sexuality, they were no longer mother and son but a man making love to his woman.
"Mom, I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum," he said stopping his humping to delay his orgasm.
"Just another minute Tim. Hump me faster and fuck me harder for just another minute. I'm almost there. We can cum together," she said holding him tighter while whispering in his ear. "Yes, that's it. Don't stop. Please don't stop."
They were both sweating and the noise their body made slapping against one another added resonance to their sexual excitement.
"I love you Mommy," said Tim.
"And I love you Timmy," she said. "Now fuck Mommy. Really fuck Mommy and we'll cum together.
After resting for a minute, Tim regained his composure. He humped his mother with all the lust he's had for her for years. Recalling all the times he masturbated over seeing an up skirt of her panty, an up nightgown, dark view of her pussy, a down blouse view of her bra and cleavage, and a quick down nightgown view of her ample breasts, he pounded his mother with all the incestuous lust that he had. Fucking and fucking his mother, he humped and humped her with lustful passion. Fucking and fucking her son, she returned his hump harder and faster with incestuous love. As if it was the big bang, in that last instant when all the fireworks explode together on the fourth of July, mother Theresa had a screaming orgasm while Tim exploded a bucket of cum in his mother.
They stayed like that holding one another while sweating. She hugged her son and he rested against his mother.
"I love you Mommy," he said again.
"I love you Timmy," she said kissing him. "Now that I'm rested, I need to blow you. Mommy needs to suck your cock. I want to give you the first, real blowjob of your life. As a special, early Christmas gift to me, I need for you to cum in my mouth."
"I don't know if I can cum again so soon Mom," said Tim protesting.
"Trust me," she said, "when I'm done sucking you, you will."
With him still resting, she impaled her mouth on his cock. Stroking him while sucking him, Tim instantly grew hard. With Theresa looking up at her son with a mouthful of his cock, Tim reached down to fondle her breast and finger her nipple. As if his cock was a volcano, he erupted with an orgasmic volume of cum. No doubt thinking her son couldn't possibly have any more cum, as soon as she released his cock from her mouth, he exploded a second volley of cum. He gave her a real cum bath. With cum in her eyes, her hair, her nose, and across her face, she was dripping with cum.
"Where did that come from?" She laughed. "I thought I had swallowed all of you. You're brother never had this much cum. Oh my God, you've given quite the cum bath. I have your cum all over me," she said laughing.
"Maybe you've been fucking and sucking the wrong son," he said pushing his mother down and mounting her again. "I can't get enough of your pussy Mom. Fuck me! Fuck me until my cock falls off inside you."
"Oh, Tim. You make Mommy so happy. Make love to Mommy. Give Mommy another orgasm. Fuck Mommy Tim. Fuck me. I only wish I could have your baby. I only wish I could have your beautiful love child."
"If we did, we could name him Vinnie," he said with smugness.
"Or if I had a daughter instead of another son, I could name her Susan," said his mother if she's a girl. "Susan Jill, I've always liked that name."
THE END
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Chapter 8
Son forcing mother to have sex with him and mother enjoying the sexual relationship
With father and son taking turns drinking from the bottle and falling down drunk, Hugo stopped beating his wife to watch his son having sex with her. Touching and feeling her everywhere, Karl pulled her nightgown all the way down and off before untying her wrists. Once she was naked and once she was untied, Olga continued playing her meekly vulnerable, unwilling victim part while her son removed his cock from his trousers.
"No Karl! Stop! You mustn't!"
Watching the sexual interaction between mother and son with intensity, her husband stroked himself while watching his son pull his mother's hand to him. When Karl forced his mother to take him in her hand, Hugo stroked himself faster. Karl wrapped Olga's fingers around his cock and while humping her hand with his hips, he moved her hand with his to stroke him.
Playing along with her son as the unwilling victim, undoubtedly with the incest adding more sexual excitement to their sexual encounter, a mother stroking her son's cock whether as a willing or unwilling victim was just as sexually arousing as it was incestuously wrong. From chocolate to fattening foods, to drinking and smoking, bittersweet as with everything else in life something that feels as good as having sex with one's mother shouldn't be deemed so wrong. Nonetheless, as his pretense to show his father that he was forcing his mother to masturbate him, he slapped her while holding his hand over hers. Back and forth and in and out, he moved her hand with his. He humped her hand with his hips while clenching her fingers tighter around his cock.
"Let go of me. Let go of my hand!"
With one hand positioned over her hand while she stroked his cock, he continued kissing her and feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples with his other hand. With her feigning embarrassment and shame, merely for the benefit of her husband, she recoiled and pulled her hand away again and again. Wrapping her fingers around his cock again and again while holding his hand there, now giving her son a much better hand job, she gave a realistic show of being victimized for the sake of not enraging her husband anymore than he already was.
"Stroke me mother. Stroke my cock."
Needing more to show her husband that she was more the unwilling victim than the willing participate in their mother and son incestuous lovemaking, even if Hugo didn't believe her act, obviously it was worth a whipping to her to have sexual relations with her big, strong son. Learning how to treat a woman from his father's mistakes, Karl was a much better lover than his father. In the way that he enjoyed his mother's body, he gave her as much pleasure first as she gave him pleasure after.
"Karl, please stop. I beg you. Please don't."
Already aroused from his mother's reluctant hand job, with a heavy hand to her shoulder, showing her husband all the struggling necessary to make him think that her son was forcing her to her knees to pleasure him with her mouth. Feigning her resistance, Karl forced his mother to her knees. A promise is a promise after all and telling him that he could cum in her mouth and that she'd swallow his cum, she promised him she'd pleasure him with her mouth if he not only didn't touch Rachel but also promised to protect his sister from his father.
"Karl, don't do this. It's wrong for a mother to suck her son. It's wrong for a mother to give her son sexual pleasure. It's wrong for a son to cum in his mother's mouth."
With his big back blocking his father's view, he took his stiff prick in hand and, as he did with his fingertip, he ran his cock slowly back and forth across her lips. She wrapped her hand around her son's cock and stroked him faster and harder. The mere fact that Olga was on her knees in front of and looking up at her son, Hugo didn't need to see to know what his wife was doing to her son and what his son was forcing his mother to do. Teasing her lips with his prick as if teasing her lips with food, Karl seemingly enjoyed the sensual, erotic foreplay of slowly moving his cock across his mother's mouth while she stroked him.
"Lick my cock mother. Take me in your mouth and suck it."
Before flicking out her tongue to lick her son's cock and before voluntarily stroking him with her hand, Olga looked around her son to make sure that her husband wasn't watching them but he was. She motioned with her head for her son to come closer to block her husband's view and Karl took a step closer to his mother. He served up his erection to her willing mouth again while further blocking his father from seeing what they were doing. Leaning to the side again to peer around his son, now with Hugo keenly watching his wife with his son, Olga went into her act pretending that she didn't want to suck her son.
Turning her face away and moving her head from side to side, she wiggled and squirmed her mouth away from her son's big prick. A game she needed to play to avoid a beating and a worse whipping, undoubtedly, as it was before and as it will be now, all part of their incestuous game, she knew that both a beating and a whipping were inevitable. Once she was done pleasuring her son, her husband would begin hurting her. At least hoping for some pleasure before suffering her pain, with an orgasm the end result of having sex with her son worth the pain she'd surely suffer at the hands of her husband, the tradeoff was one that Olga was willing to endure.
"No, Karl. You mustn't do this. Please stop. Don't. Stop. What you're doing is wrong. I beg you to stop. Please. I'm your mother and you're my son. How dare you! Let go of me. Let go of my hand. I refuse to touch you. I refuse to stroke you. No! Don't! I refuse to suck you," she said with feigned defiance while raising her voice louder with each protest. "Karl, please stop. Please don't do this to me. Let me go. No. Hugo, do something. Help me. Hugo, please do something to stop Karl from forcing me to suck him. Help me Hugo. Dear God in Heaven what did I do to deserve this abuse."
With her acting so believable and her plight so pitiful, if there were Oscars given back then, Olga surely would have won one for the role she played as the sexually abused mother forced to have sex with her son. Even though she obviously wanted to be touched, felt up by him, and stripped naked, she acted as if she didn't want her son touching and feeling her naked body. Even though she obviously wanted to stroke her son and take her son in her willing mouth, she acted as if she didn't want to stroke and suck her son. Even though and especially since this was all Hugo's doing, she made the best of a bad situation to save her daughter and to give herself some sexual pleasure in the process along with the pain.
"Suck my big cock mother. Suck it," said Karl.
Her obvious way to show her husband that she was being forced to sexually pleasure her son, she played the part of the innocent prey, the abused wife, and the sexually molested mother. So as not to be whipped afterward, she tried to convincingly play her role as the unwilling victim by turning her head, closing her mouth, and moving her mouth away. All to no avail, no matter what she did, as part of his deranged desire to hurt his wife while she pleasured him with the incestuous show of pleasuring her son, Olga was the one who'd pay for this folly.
"Take me in your mouth mother. Suck my cock. Suck it."
"No Karl. Hugo! Do something."
On the pretense of screaming her pain, it wasn't until Karl pulled hard on her long, chestnut brown hair that that she looked up at her son with her big, green adoring eyes and a sexy smile that she willingly opened her mouth to take his cock inside. When his mother opened her mouth, with a thrust and a hump of his hips, he was inside a forbidden warm, wet place where so many sons fantasize being and so few have mothers willing to sexually satisfy them with their mouth. A perfect incestuous relationship, with his mother wanting her son as much as he wanted her, their passion for one another was what she should have had for her husband but what her husband never had for her in the way that her son did.
"That's right mother. Suck my cock. Suck it. Lick it while taking it deeper."
Sucking her son while licking him with her swirling tongue, Karl turned his head to watch his father watching them while she continued stroking him and he humping her mouth. No doubt sucking her son in the presence of her husband was her only way to salvage something from this forced incestuous seduction and to gain some modicum of control over her husband for the physical abuse he forced her to suffer. Obviously sucking her son more for the pleasure than for feigned sexual abuse of being forced to suck her son, she controlled her son with her lips tightened around his cock while he controlled his mother with his hand pushing against the back of her head. She continued sucking him and stroking him while he humped her mouth and fucked her face. If a stranger was to unexpectedly enter the barn, in the way she was willingly stroking him and passionately sucking her son and in the way that Karl was excitedly humping his mother's mouth and fucking her face while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, no one would know or even suspect they were mother and son, but lovers, husband and wife.
"Oh yes mother. That's good. That's very good. Don't stop. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum."
With a big, heavy hand pushing the back of her head forward, as if he was holding the leg of a horse to shoe it, after sucking him a while and with the sexual tension building, obviously needing a release, he was possessed with incestuous lust for his mother's mouth. Humping her mouth and fucking her face as if she was a cheap, two bit whore he had picked up in a bar in Munich instead of her being his mother, he continued fondling her bare breasts and fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples as she sucked him deeper and stroked him faster. As if she was a willing victim and she was, she swirled her tongue around the head of his big prick while stroking him faster and longer.
"Stroke me mother while sucking me. Yes, that's it. I'm going to cum. Don't stop. Stroke me faster. Yes mother. Yes, yes. Oh God! Oh God!"
Wanting him to cum to sexually satisfy him and needing him to cum to control him with her mouth for her to keep him as a much needed friend than a foe, she did her best to give her son what he wanted and needed. Not daring to make those cock sucking sounds that her son, no doubt, would love to hear to show that his mother was enjoying sucking his cock as much as he was enjoying having her suck his cock, she quietly sucked and stroked her son harder and faster while Hugo fingered the whip. Karl exploded in his mother's mouth. After watching his son unload his incestuous lust for his mother in her mouth, after Karl ejaculated in Olga while Hugo watched his wife pleasure his son, immediately, he was angered that his wife and the mother of his children was nothing more than a cheap, German whore.
"How dare she," he mumbled while tightening the whip in his hand. "No good whore."
After watching his wife willingly swallow her son's passion for her without spitting any of it out of her mouth, he was enraged when she swallowed him.
"How dare she pleasure another man with her hand and her mouth," he mumbled even though that man was his son and even though he was the one who arranged for this incestuous scenario to happen while he watched and masturbated. "How dare he!"
"Oh mother, that was the best blowjob you've ever given me," said Karl stroking her dark hair while kissing her on each cheek.
With her no longer appearing as the unwilling victim, watching his wife gazing up at her son while licking his prick clean and gently cupping his balls, Hugo's usual routine was to whip his wife for seemingly enjoying sexually pleasuring her son a little too much. A sick, sexual game that this husband played with his wife, the only winner in this amusement was the son being rewarded with a motherly blowjob. A sad sexy, albeit incestuous scenario, whether she resisted her son or relented to the forbidden, sexual advances of him, Olga was the only loser in this match. Either way, she'd receive a whipping. All let to Hugo's imagination, the only extent in the duration of the whipping was how much she seemingly enjoyed having sex with her son.
"Filthy whore," said Hugo. "No good whore."
She was the one who wouldn't be leaving the barn without a whipping from her husband. She was the one who paid for all the negative effects of the coming of the second Industrial Revolution and for all of her husband's frustration with the economic, political, and social injustices of the times. Without her receiving the respect from her husband or from her son, indeed, her husband was right. With her being a nothing, a no one, and a lowly woman, she was the one with no right to live her life in the way she wanted to live it.
"How dare she want what a man had," mumbled Hugo. "How dare she think she'd be treated any better than a common street whore just because she was the loving wife to her husband and the mother to his children! How dare she even think! How dare she suck her son! How dare she!"
Only, this time was different with Karl. Instead of her blowing ending their incestuous affair, this time, while still fondling his mother's bare breasts and fingering her erect nipples, still sexually aroused and not yet totally sexually sated to allow her to be whipped by his father, Karl wanted more than just a blowjob from his naked mother. Seemingly, by the sheer sized of his engorged erection, even after cumming off in his mother's mouth, determined to have his wicked way with his mother, he was still sexually excited and aggressively aroused. Obviously, if only by the deranged look on his 20-year-old face, Karl wanted more than just cumming in his mother's mouth and her swallowing his cum.
"Mother, I want you. I must have you. I need to make love to you," said Karl kissing and kissing his mother while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples before stopping to stare at her as if remembering what he must do.
No doubt, by the aggressiveness of his actions, in the way stood while scooping her up in his arms and placed her down on the ground with such determined conviction, obviously, he wanted to take control of his mother. Evidently, he wanted to own her body in the way that his father possessed his wife and controlled him. Like father like son, only a better man than his father, as if showing his mother that he was her lover and showing his father that he was not such a dimwitted man, he needed to make love to his mother before fucking his mother.
"No Karl! What are you doing? I sucked you, I can't fuck you too! You're my son. Please don't. Hugo! Help!"
With her mildly protesting, no doubt, playing her husband's sick game by resisting her son, she acted as if he overpowered her when she willingly fell back as he pushed her to the dirty ground, spread her legs, and mounted her. Struggling against the sheer size, the heavy weight, and the enormous strength of him, she feebly tried closing her legs to disallow him forced entry. Yet, forcing her legs open with his hands and wetting her pussy with his tongue before sticking a long, fat finger inside of her, she was already wet enough for him to take control of her. Licking and licking her while fingering her, he gave his mother as much pleasure with his tongue and fingers as she gave him with her mouth.
"Oh Karl, you mustn't lick Mommy. Oh my God! Oh my God!"
Something her husband never did for her, her son was doing for her now. Giving her an orgasm with his mouth and his fingers, Olga stopped playing her foolish game and relented to the pleasure of her son.
"Lick Mommy Karl. Lick me. Rub me. Yes, right there while you lick me. Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! I'm going to cum my sweet boy. Mommy is going to...God!"
Finally, after Olga exploded with an orgasm and while Karl held his mother to tight until she regained her composure, he mounted her. When he moved his cock to her, her hand was already there waiting to position him inside of her. Slowly humping his mother, moving his cock deeper in her wet pussy, he humped her and she returned his humps. Now fucking his mother with all the pent up lust he's had for her, humping her harder and humping her deeper with all the force of pushing a fat pig in the stall, he pounded his big cock into her, as if he was tossing bales of hay high in the loft.
"Fuck me Karl! Fuck me! Fuck Mommy. Don't stop. Faster! Harder! Fuck me!"
Lasting so much longer than the two minutes of sweating and grunting his father did when having sex with his wife, he humped his mother with the runaway incestuous lust of a son having consensual sex with his mother. Five minutes, ten minutes, fifteen minutes, and more than twenty minutes later, humping her and fucking her, no longer a victim but a willing incestuous participant, Olga wrapped her long, shapely legs around her son's strong back and screamed her sexual passion for her son.
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! I'm cumming again."
"I'm cumming too mother. We're cumming together," said Karl.
No doubt, it was painfully obvious to Hugo now that Olga was not only enjoying sexually pleasuring and controlling her son as much as Karl was enjoying sexually pleasuring and controlling his mother but also that she wanted her son more than she wanted her husband.
"Oh my God, Karl. Karl! Karl! Oh my God! Karl. No you mustn't fuck Mommy," said Olga trying to cover her sexual satisfaction with protest but she was too late and too obvious in her sexual pleasure of her son. As a last resort she tried to change her plea from ecstasy to horror for the benefit of her husband while biting her lip, no doubt, with the dread of the whipping she was about to receive from her insane husband. "Please Karl. Get off Mommy."
Assuredly knowing she'd be getting a whipping anyway and wanting to take something other than blood, tears, and scars from the physical, emotional, and sexual abuse, Olga returned her son's humps with as much incestuous passion as he humped her. Humping one another in a sordid rhythm, when he humped her, she humped him. Humping harder and humping faster, back and forth and in and out, Karl humped his mother harder, faster, and deeper and Olga returned his every hump with as much sexual passion.
"Oh God," screamed Olga.
"Oh God," screamed Karl.
As if he too was pounding his fist in frustration, instead of pounding his cock in his mother, not blessed with the intelligence enough to understand his father's dissatisfaction and discontent, Karl fucked his mother with all the misplaced anger of his father. After being so controlled by a socialist, German government, a good economy for the employer but a bad one for the employee, and by an insane King Ludwig II, the only freedom they had was what they did in the barn behind the house and what they did on their land. Albeit still insanely angry, Hugo felt invigorated watching his son pleasure his wife. Even though she'd pay a price for showing her passion in sucking and fucking her son, undoubtedly watching Karl sexually satisfy his mother was his twisted gift to Olga for putting up all of his bazaar antics
"Karl! Karl! Oh my God, Karl. Don't! Stop! Don't! Stop! Don't stop! Don't stop! Don't stop! I'm cumming. Mommy's cumming," she said whispering the last parts of her passion for him and for only him to hear in his ear. "Oh my God, I can't believe I'm cumming for my son," she whispered in Karl's ear.
"Oh mother! This feels so good to be so wrong. I love you Mommy! I love you."
As soon as his mother screamed her sexual pleasure, Karl released his with a last, fast series of hard humps of his hips and a deep, prolonged thrust of his engorged prick. As if exploding his frustration along with a second load of his cum for being born dimwitted and as if exploding his frustration by being so controlled by his father, he exploded his rage sexual and otherwise from whence he came in the one responsible for his birth. He filled his mother's pussy not only with his passion but also with his cum. Holding one another while hugging, sweating, and whispering their lustful love for one another, with both of them, no doubt, fearing the inevitable wrath of Hugo, Karl relinquished control of his mother to his father while Hugo stood to unravel the whip.



To be continued...
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Susan lay in the corner of the doorway protected from the wind behind a dumpster. Even though it wasn't that cold yet, maybe from her not eating enough food, she was cold. She wrapped her arms around herself and shivered while remembering that she was hungry. She heard a noise that had awakened her and now she couldn't go back to sleep. She wondered what time it was. The bars must have just closed. There was someone coming.
She peeked through the crack between the wall and the dumpster to see who was in her alley. Three, young men walked towards her talking and laughing. They looked harmless enough. When most times she remained silently motionless until they walked by, whenever hearing and/or spotting rats, roaches, or men she couldn't remain quiet. She needed money for breakfast.
Always having second thoughts about approaching strangers, especially men, especially when there was more than one man together when she was so alone and so vulnerable in a deserted alley, yet desperate for something to eat, she grabbed her empty, coffee cup. Maybe today was the start of a better day. Maybe these three men were here to help her, an answer to her prayers. Flattening down her hair, hoping they'd take pity on her and give her a couple of dollars, she tried making herself more presentable to look less like a bum.
"Spare change," she said holding up her empty cup and smiling just as they passed by her. "Help the homeless."
All she needed was another quarter to buy herself a cup of coffee in the morning. If she got another dollar, she could buy a muffin too or an egg and sausage sandwich from McDonalds. Never thinking she'd be in this desperate position begging for spare change while sleeping in an alley, she couldn't go back to the shelter because of what happened to her the last time she was there. Better off and safer outdoors than she was inside, so long as the temperature wasn't so unbearably cold, she'd rather be sleeping here than to sleep there.
"I ain't got no spare change and if I did, I wouldn't give it to you, you bum. Get a job," laughed a man and making his two friends laugh too.
Watching them walk away, she lowered her cup and when they passed her, as if a cat sleeping on a couch, she curled herself back in a tight ball and pulled some cardboard over her.
"Hey," said one man to his friend. "That's no dude. That's a broad."
"A broad?" He stopped and turned around to look back at her. "No way."
"Yeah, way, she has tits, big tits. I saw them when she stuck out her hand for money."
The three men turned around and walked back over to her. Towering over her and with the dumpster blocking her escape, they surrounded her as if they were prison guards looking down at a frightened inmate.
"If I give you my hard earned money," said the first man laughing. "What are you going to do for me?" He gave her a not so subtle hint what he wanted and expected her to do by grabbing at his crotch.
"Do for you?" Susan looked up at him as if she was in a daze and had been awakened from her dream. In was late. She was tired and now that she was awake, she remembered how hungry she was before falling asleep. "What I'd do for you is to thank you very much for helping me to get something to eat," she said holding up her cup again.
"That's not the kind of gratitude that I'm looking to have for helping a woman in need," said the first man.
"What say you give us a look and a feel of those big tits," said the second man. "Then maybe we'll think about giving you some money."
"Yeah, I'll give you a dollar for showing me your big tits and another dollar for giving me a feel of your big tits," said the third man. "Maybe I'll even give you five dollars for sucking my cock and cumming in your mouth, that is, so long as you swallow and don't spit."
"No, I can't do that," said Susan clutching her shirt around her breasts as if she was clutching herself to protect her pocketbook from being stolen. Only she didn't have a pocketbook nor did she have any money. All she had were the clothes on her back, a bag of cans she collected, and a bag with some personal things, toothbrush, toothpaste, hair brush, roll of toilet paper, a clean pair of socks and panties, and some sanitary pads she stole from the ladies restroom. "Please, I'm begging you. I really could use a cup of coffee. All I need is another quarter," she said pleading with them to help her.
"I done told you already. I'll give you a dollar if you flash me those big boobs," said the third man insisting. "Another dollar for giving me a feel and five dollars to suck my cock."
"No, sorry," she said turning away from them. "I can't do that. I'm old enough to be your mother," she said with a nervous laugh while hoping, if they weren't going to help her, that they'd just go away and leave her alone.
"That's okay," said the third man. "I like older woman. My mom's flashed me her tits and given me a feel from time to time, especially when I give her some weed."
"Pervert," said one of his friends. "You felt up your mother?"
"You'd feel her up too, if you had a mother as hot as my mom," he said in defense of his incestuous actions.
"What if you suck my cock for a ten dollars?" The second man unzipped himself, reached his hand inside, and pulled out his cock.
"Go away before I scream. I mean it," said Susan.
"Go ahead and scream lady. Everyone screams all the time in this neighborhood," he said screaming at the top of his lungs. "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! See? No one cares about you and your tits but us."
The first man reached for her and she pushed him away. The second man grabbed for her and pulled to a standing position while the third man reached to feel her breasts through her shirt but she slapped his hand away before he could touch them.
"C'mon lady, give it up," said the first man feeling Susan's big breasts. "Show me your tits."
"Stop it!" She slapped his hand away again while taking a step back and looking for a weapon. "Get away from me!"
"My hand felt some big ass titties in that shirt you're wearing. You're not even wearing a bra, you slut," said the first man laughing.
"She's not wearing a bra? Lemme have a feel," said the second man.
The second man stepped closer for a feel of Susan's big tits and she slapped his hand away hard. Now with him too close to her for her to really haul back to whack him a good one, he stepped even closer and when he did, she slapped him hard across the face. Only more focused on feeling her big tits than he was on being slapped across his face, he reached out with both hands and grabbed two, full handfuls of her big boobs before ripping open her shirt to exposed her massive, D cup breasts. When she grabbed at her shirt to close it and to button it, the third man grabbed her from behind and grabbed both of her wrists. He pulled her arms behind her back while the first man had a good, long look and an uninterrupted feel of her big boobs.
"Let go of me," she screamed squirming, turning, twisting, and pulling while the man touched, fondled, felt, and caressed her breasts while fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
"Wow! Look at the tits on her. They're amazing. They're so big and so firm," said the second man laughing before leaning down to take her big nipples in his mouth. As if he had never sucked a tit, he was really sucking her tits. "Mama's got some big, milk jugs."
"Give me a feel of those tits baby," said the first man.
"She has bigger and shapelier breasts than the stripper in the club," said the first man.
Immorally exposed and pulling away from the third man who held her arms behind her back, she launched herself at the second man who ripped open her shirt, fondled her breasts, and sucked her tits. As if she was Iron Mike Tyson charging across the ring at Leon Spinks, with a perfect textbook combination, she hit him hard with a straight, right hand to the nose and a left uppercut to the chin. The combination of quick, hard punches lifted his head up and back and knocked him down on his ass as if he was a losing opponent in a Blockhead Fighting Game. In one quick pull, the third man still positioned behind her, pulled down her sweat pants to her knees while laughing.
"Look! She's not wearing any underwear. Her ass and pussy are right there," he said laughing.
When Susan bent at the waist to retrieve her pants while exposing all of her ass and her blonde pussy to the one who pulled down her pants, he grabbed two handfuls of her naked ass before sticking his hand between her legs to cup her untrimmed, bushy, blonde pussy.
"How dare you! You filthy pigs! You animals! Get the fuck away from me," she said screaming at them, fighting them, kicking them, and punching them while swinging and throwing anything at them that she could find in the alley.
When she reached down to pull up her pants, the first man pushed her down on the dirty ground. Now with her legs spread as if a beetle on its back, all three men had a good look at her naked tits and her exposed pussy. While she was still down on the ground and trying to get up, the second man straddled her, unzipped himself, and pulled out his cock.
"Suck my cock Mommy. Blow me! I need to cum in your little, bag lady mouth while feeling those massive tits," said the second man while laughing as he turned to look at his friends.
"I'm next said the third man."
"I'll take sloppy thirds said the first man laughing."
When the second man pulled her up by her hair to stick his cock in her mouth, with a quick kick to his balls, she bent him over in pain. She pulled up her pants as she stood. Trying their best to overpower her, the other two were at her kicking her and punching her. Stuck in the corner in the way of Mohammad Ali doing his rope-a-dope, protecting her face while blocking their punches with her forearms and kicking back with her legs, she used the protection of the dumpster and the backdrop of the brick wall behind her to her advantage.
Even though she was holding her own, with weak and tired from not eating and with them much younger opponents, there was just no way that she could defend herself against the three of them much longer. It was only a matter of time before she'd be overwhelmed, overpowered, and dragged inside of a doorway to be raped, beaten, and maybe even murdered. A senseless crime and a brutal murder, it was only a matter of time before she'd be just another homeless person found dead in an alley.
"Get out of here! Leave me alone. Help! Help! Someone help me! Please! Call the police! Call 911! Help! Help! Rape! Rape!"
"Help! Help! Someone help me!" The three men mocked her while laughing at her. "Ain't no one comin' to your rescue lady," said the first man.
"Ain't no one gonna risk a bullet to help a bag lady," said the second man.
"You're on your own baby," said the third man.
To be continued...
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Dave hates noise. Wanting the noise to stop and wanting everything to be quiet, Dave just wanted some peace.
As if her scream was meant for only him to hear and as if the woman's distant scream was amplified and played through a speaker in his ear, her scream was deafening. Assaulting his senses, Dave came to action. With the vision of a marching band and a parade, with him in his dress blues, and with her scream playing his song in the background, he was ready to do battle.
'From the Halls of Montezuma to the shores of Tripoli. We fight our country's battles in the air, on land, and sea. First to fight for right and freedom and to keep our honor clean. We are proud to claim the title of United States Marine.'
Not even trying to be quiet, there were four of them in an alley yelling, swearing, and making a lot of noise. Usually not having to repeat himself to get his message across, especially whenever referring to himself in the third person, Dave hates noise. It was after hours and they were downtown where even the police didn't dare respond unless they had plenty of backup, dogs, and were dressed in riot gear. Unable to sleep again, his nightly routine since retiring from the Marine Corps, Dave was out for an early morning walk again.
With the night and the early morning hours filled with all kinds of nocturnal wildlife, he couldn't count the number of skunks, bats, rats, opossums, owls, stray cats, dirty dogs, and unfaithful husbands and wives that he's seen when walking around his neighborhood at these odd hours. When people should be home sleeping they were out at all hours doing whatever. Once in a while he'd even see a single mother walking with her young children. A world in motion there was always someone doing something and at this hour not much of it was legal.
He wished he could run but running attracted too much attention, especially when running at this hour through a residential neighborhood. With all the break-ins and home invasions, after surviving three wars and nine deployments, with his luck he'd be shot running by someone's house. Best he kept a low profile by lurking in the shadows in the way of a Ninja warrior hiding before surprising its enemy. Always seeing someone before they saw him, if he didn't want someone to see him, they wouldn't. The element of surprise kept him alive.
Usually, as long as he stayed off the main street it was quiet at this hour and he enjoyed being alone with his thoughts. He seldom had a problem or an altercation and if he did, an understatement, he could handle himself in any situation. Yet, because of a main water leak, so as not to wade through flooded streets, he had to alter his direction. Turning and twisting his way without ever knowing the reasons why, as if his life was his fated destiny to be at the right place at the right time, he had to take a detour and walk down the main road for a couple of blocks before cutting back to the relative safety of the residential neighborhood.
Sometimes but not always referring to himself in the third person, understandably not always wrapped too tight after all he's been through, he experiences one if not all of the side effects of being in a war night and day. As if he's a resident in a mental ward in the way that noise unnerves him, worth repeating, Dave hates noise. It doesn't even have to be a big noise but noise goes right through him as if he's being electrocuted. He can't stand loud music. As if it's static noise, even people rudely, loudly, and obnoxiously talking on their cell phones at the bank in line ahead of him unnerves him and assaults his senses enough to make him leave the line. Noise makes him nervous, restless, and jittery. Noise makes him want to beat the crap out of the person creating all of the noise.
"Shut the fuck up! Just shut the fuck up! Stop the noise. Close your hole before I close it for you!"
Those were the thoughts that ran through Dave's mind in the way of a runaway freight train. Even though he'd never talk to someone like that, threaten them, and show them his hand, he'd just hit them to stop the noise.
Running out of the house screaming with his hands over his ears, he'd never be good around a crying baby. That happened to him when he visited his sister after seeing combat action that he'd rather not remember. Never talking about all that he experienced, the memories were attached to him as if they were a second, raw, red, bleeding and painful to the touch skin. Reliving them in his nightly nightmares were bad enough and he'd have those horrible visions for the rest of his life. Back then, just before he retired, he was on leave for some much needed R & R to get his head back on straight after being wounded again in a battle that killed all of his men but him.
Questioning why he was the only one to make it home, wishing that he was dead too, surviving is not all that it's cracked up to be when he's the last man standing. Charging them with a machine gun in each hand and a grenade in his mouth, no doubt, had there been a witness left to testify what he did to fight the enemy and to save his men, he'd be awarded the United States Congressional Medal of Honor. Only there were no witnesses. All the witnesses to his actions were dead. Still his commanding officer put in papers to give him another medal to pin on his chest and that's when he retired.
He didn't want a medal pinned on his chest to remind him that his men were dead, that he was alive, and that he killed so many people. More than he could even possibly wear, he already had more than enough medals, ribbons, and stripes on his uniform to decorate the uniforms of a dozen men. He had no idea how many men he single-handily shot in that one battle but he killed a lot, enough to make everything go quiet. He knew it was quiet because he stood in the middle of his kill zone with smoking guns in hand while listening. The only sound he heard was the eeriness of death. He wondered if the men he killed were in their version of Heaven with a thousand virgins because surely alive and alone with his guilty conscience, bad memories, nightly nightmares, and sleepless nights, left alive and living here was his version of Hell.
When he returned home and visited his sister, she had a new born baby that never stopped crying. Too much noise with her two other kids running around her small apartment always yelling and fighting, he couldn't stay there. He gave her enough money to pay her rent and to buy food but he had to leave. He was forced to listen to too many suffering Marines screaming in horrible pain after their limps were blown off by an IED roadside bomb, an improvised explosive device, that maimed and killed so many of his good buddies.
Back then, the pencil pushers and bean counters were giving soldiers vehicles without armored plating and supplying them with guns that jammed. What were they thinking? No doubt, the defense contractors were thinking of all the money they'd make selling inferior armaments to the United States military. Apparently, they didn't care that they were responsible for the deaths and injuries of so many Americans fighting another useless war for power, oil, and money. If it wasn't for Senators Kennedy, Kerry, and McCain forcing Congress and the Pentagon to give his men what they needed to protect themselves and kill the enemy, more of his men would be wounded or dead.
Ever since he was diagnosed with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, the new term for battle fatigue, having had a few psychotic episodes, sometimes he acted as if he's a crazy man on mind altering drugs, Rambo on steroids with an ecstasy chaser. Even though he's had evidence of having PTSD for years, the military doctors didn't officially diagnose him as having that and didn't tell him that he was so afflicted until he was honorably discharged. How convenient for the military to use him in such a personally damaging way for their benefit.
With all of the fighting and leadership experience he's had, too valuable of an asset to be sidelined, all they cared about was putting him back out on the battlefield. Even though he could claim it and put in for a disability with the Veterans Administration for all the times he was wounded in combat, preferring to leave that money on the table for a veteran who really needed it, not wanting anything more or less than what was coming to him, he retired at fifty-years-old. He gave thirty years of his life to his country and now he just wanted to be left alone in peace and in quiet with his 75% pension along with his pass to the base to buy whatever he needs at discounted prices.
No more bomb blasts, no more rat-a-tat-tat machine gun fire, no more yells for "Medic!", no more waiting for the bomb that you never hear exploding or the bullet that you never hear coming for you, no more war, and no more noise. Just quiet, nothing else but silence enough to hear birds singing and crickets chirping. Just peace and quiet is all that he wants. Is that too much to ask to have after all that he's been through in helping to save his country from terrorism and their citizens from terrorists?
"Can't I have some peace and quiet? Please?"
Actually, the perfect candidate to be living in Montana, Wyoming, the back woods of Maine, or even Vermont, places where there are more animals than people, he should be living in the country rather than in the city because just a truck backfiring causes him to get down on the carpet or the street and grab his weapon. Yet, a city boy, he felt more comfortable in pollution, urban squalor, and over crowdedness than he did in the scenic majesty of mountains, lakes, and expansive scenery. The country was too quiet and, if left to his own devices, he could imagine himself going off the deep end and setting booby traps for anyone who dared trespass on his property. Yeah, best he should be out and about with people than seeing and imagining things that aren't there when living alone with his bad self.
An understatement, Dave not only prefers the quiet, he needs the quiet to stay focused and centered. Quiet keeps him not only balance but also sane. He prefers reading and meditating than to listening to a television blaring endless commercials, annoying infomercials, and drug commercials that lists dozens of side effects. As if he's Master Po of Kung Fu, with his head shaven but his eyes wide open even when they're closed, he needs the deep solace that comes from personal reflection after experiencing such terrible trauma.
With a head for math and an appreciation for science, he's self taught in chemistry. More than just knowing how to construct a bomb, he knows how to manufacture Ricin, a deadly poison to kill more than one person at a time. Only, angry enough to kill more than one, he had a list of people he'd like to see dead. Ricin, a weapon of mass destruction in quantities large enough to kill, all someone needed to do was to smell it. Yet, happy just to study chemistry, memorize chemical formulas, and know all the chemical compounds, he preferred the deep introspection of self-improvement tapes, along with the soft sounds of country western music. Jennifer Nettles of Sugarland is his favorite. More than once when alone at night, he's imagined himself with her.
"Dave loves Jennifer Nettles."
Unfortunately, no matter how he insulates his house for quiet, no matter how much medication his takes, no matter how much he meditates, and no matter how many self-improvement tapes and country western music he listens to, it's always the same. The noise that he hears inside hurts his head, infiltrates him, panics him, and attacks him as if the noise is trying to personally piss him off. In the way of a foul stench suddenly appearing in his nose, noise leaks in his home and fills his ears as if it's blood oozing beneath the cracks of his door, dripping from his ceiling, and crawling through the crevices of his windows.
Everywhere he looks, he sees red. Everywhere he looks, he sees blood, the blood of his victims and the blood of his men. His hands are stained forever with their blood. Blood, blood, blood, even when he eats, breathes, and sleeps, he can taste their blood. Too horrific for even him, Mr. macho man, to go through, the memory dead bodies and the stench of burning skin will never leave his nostrils. Feeling as if he's covered in blood, routinely he takes two showers daily and still, he can't get rid of the sight and the smell of blood.
Just when he thinks he's getting a handle on his rage something like this happens, more noise. The noise that's unnoticed by others is deafening to him. Dave hates noise and it's his duty as a Marine to make it quiet. Not as loud as it is in a closed confinement, the noise is better when he's out walking. His one last battle to fight and the biggest war for him to win, it's the noise that draws him right in for him to stop the noise and make it all quiet again. No longer being forced to live with it, Dave confronts it by handling it.
"Dave hates noise. Shhh, be quiet. Don't make a sound. If you make a sound...I'll kill you. After that, after you're dead, they'll be no more noise and you'll be quiet forever."
Even though he didn't like the odds and felt bad for the poor bastard being so beaten, three of them were beating up on one, helpless, homeless man. Even though it wasn't a fair fight, the one being beaten obviously wasn't afraid to defend himself and knew how to handle himself. Keeping a watchful eye while slowly walking by the alleyway, minding his own business, he was about to continue going along his way without stopping to help when he heard it. Having stuck his big nose in someone else's business too many times before, he wasn't going to intercede on someone else's fight again, even an unfair fight, that is, until he heard a woman's voice.
"Stop! Don't! Leave me alone! Help! Please! Someone help me! Rape! Call 911! Rape!"
Yeah, as disturbing as it was unbelievable that three men would beat up on a poor, homeless man, it was even more unbelievable that the one being beaten was a poor, homeless woman. As if he was on a reconnaissance mission and heard a sound, a mere foot passed the alley entrance, he stopped walking and stood frozen to listen. How could three men beat a poor, defenseless, homeless woman? How dare they!
"That was a woman's voice. I'm sure of it. I heard a woman scream for help," he said for no one to hear.
Immediately he remembered how the Taliban treated their women whenever they made too much noise. They'd just shoot them in the head. Problem solved. No more noise. Only, we're not animals. We've civilized and when a woman screams for help, with him being the right man, at the right place, and at the right time, she was lucky that Dave was there to help her.
"Help! Someone please help me! Call 911! Help! Rape!"
"That's not right. That's not fair. That's messed the fuck up. That's just nasty. Those dirty, fucking bastards," he said turning back to the alley. "How dare they make so much fucking noise!"
To be continued...
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Chapter 9
Brunette, green-eyed, busty, sexy, shapely, and beautiful, introducing Rachel
'Twas an unusually eerie, summer night, a full moon lit up the barren cornfield as if nature had left a nightlight on when Rachel put her head down on her pillow to sleep. Exhausted from her long day of chores, she was beyond tired. She was exhausted. It's not easy working on a farm in 1860.
"It's so quiet, too quiet," she said feeling the sensation of weather looming. "The lull before the storm."
It had been a long, hard day of physical labor and unlike her father and brother who were now free to lounge around the house and do nothing but drink beer for a week or two, her chores and her mother's chores were never done. From the time they opened their eyes until the time they closed them, they were always working. Cleaning the house, making breakfast, lunch, and dinner, feeding the animals, and doing whatever women's work needed to be done from darning socks to sowing clothes, Olga and Rachel never had any free time.
Her father and her brother had too much time on their hands and were making drunken asses of themselves. In between the plowing and planting seasons, nevertheless with always something to do around a working farm, her father's time to fix whatever was broken before her brother tilled the soil in readiness to grow the winter crops, they were enjoying their brief leisure time. They worked hard enough to enjoy the down time but not when all they did was to make nuisances of themselves and get in the way of her doing her chores. Instead of being gone all day working the fields, both of them hung around the house as if they were on vacation and this was a hotel. Actually they were on vacation from working their twelve hour days and with her and her mother waiting on them hand and foot, this farmhouse was their hotel and they were their not so merry maids. Never totally without work on a farm, her father and brother were taking a much needed break to recoup their energy by drinking and talking stupid.
"Give me a kiss Rachel," said Karl grabbing her around the waist and pulling her to him while reaching down to cup her ass through her petticoats and fondle her big breast through her dress.
Then when he grabbed her hand to move it down to the bulge that his cock made in his pants, she pulled her hand away and slapped his face.
"Get away from me you pig. You stink," she said stomping on his foot and pushing him away to break his hold on her. "Brothers aren't supposed to kiss and feel their sisters in a sexual way. What's wrong with you?" She looked at him as if he were crazy or drunk, which he was. "Yet, if any man other than you touched me, groped me, and tried to kiss me, you'd kill them."
"You're damn right I would. You're my baby sister and I'm your big brother. It's my responsibility to protect you from--"
"The only protection I need right now is from you Karl," she said running away from him.
Getting in the way of her and her mother's work, singing, talking loud, and being noisy, stupid drunks, the self appointed king and prince of the castle and lords of their land, when not laughing and horsing around, were insanely out of control with angry diatribes, violent attitudes, and incestuous lust for Rachel and her mother.
"Do you know what's wrong with this country? Do you know what's wrong with our government? Do you know what's wrong with the King?"
Hugo stood in the middle of the room as if he was on stage looking from his son to look to at his wife before focusing his stare on the impressions that Rachel's button sized nipples and abundant breasts made in the tight bodice of her dress. Only, having heard it all before, especially when he's been drinking, no one was listening to him now but for his son. Before getting too drunk to ask the questions, Hugo was now too drunk to coherently and intelligently answer any of them.
With Rachel just having to scratch the surface by giving them an unguarded sexy look or even a an inadvertent flash of her ankle or calf, always inappropriately present, their lewd and lascivious behavior was worse when they were drinking. Groping and grabbing, where no father should touch his daughter. Feeling and caressing, where no brother should feel his sister. Their incestuous behavior was always worse when they were drunk.
If they could strip her naked, they would. If they could have sex with her naked body, they would. If they could force her to her knees to suck their cocks, cum in her beautiful mouth, and watch her swallow, they'd do that too. The only thing that stopped them from stripping her, fucking her, and forcing her to blow them was that she was a virgin and a valuable family asset.
"Karl! Stop! Don't touch me! I hate it when you touch me in that way," she Rachel removing his dirty hand from her breast and running away from his clutches again. "You're a disgusting pig."
With her drunken father and randy brother, suddenly the farmhouse loomed small. Feeling the lull before the storm. Restlessly uneasy, unable to relax enough to let down her guard, Rachel had an ominous feeling of doom. An unrelenting sense of quiet desperation pained her in the way of a dull, unceasing toothache. She wanted out of his crazy house. Wishing she had wings and could fly, she wanted to flee from her father and brother and be as far away from them as she could.
"Twinkle, twinkle little star..."
Every night she wished upon a star but her wishes never came true. She wished she lived elsewhere. She wished a handsome man would ask her father to marry her. She wished a wagon of gypsies would kidnap her and cart her away from this awful place and away from her father and brother. She wished she lived in America. Even after falling asleep thinking that her wishes would come true and she'd waken in another bed somewhere else, she was still here the next morning.
A country girl and a farmer's daughter, if Hollywood had existed then and known her, more than one hundred years before the Beverly Hillbillies aired, the original Elly May Clampett, played by Donna Douglas, they would have fashioned her character after Rachel. The only distinguishable difference between the two woman was that Elly May had blonde hair and blue eyes where Rachel had chestnut hair and green eyes. Surely, if Rachel was Elly May Clampett, then dumb as a stump Karl was the likeable and affable Jethro. With Hugo shrewdly wise, he could have been Jed Clampett with a touch of Mr. Drysdale mixed in him. Yet, in the shapely and beautiful way that Olga once looked, especially long ago before the physical, emotional, and sexual abuse saddened her and took its toll on her, albeit still a beautiful woman when compared to other farmers' wives, she was no Granny Clampett or Miss Hathaway. Olga still looked pretty good and good enough for her son to continually lust over his mother and have sex with her instead of trying to have sex with his sexy sister.
Leaving the house to get away from them but careful where she walked whenever she wasn't near the main house, so as not to be caught alone with either or both of them, she walked down by the stream and stayed hidden in the grove of trees. Her safe recluse, she could duck behind a tree before they spotted her and remain hidden there until after they left. Always mindful of the ever present wildlife, bears, wolfs, and snakes, she was more afraid of the two legged, human wildlife than the four legged animals and the slithering legless reptile versions. Her private place to go and to be alone with her thoughts, yet still an involuntary prisoner of this land, she made the best of her life by taking the time to go for long walks to enjoy nature. In the distant shadow of the Bavarian Mountains, it was truly beautiful here.
Alternating with her eyes lifted to the sky and her nose cast down to the ground, with her head back and her arms stretched down to touch the tall grasses with her fingertips, she felt the breeze, the moisture, and the subtle changes in the weather as she walked. Without doubt, there was a storm coming. She could tell by how everything green looked up to the sky for rain.
She was one with the earth, accepting of the wind, and the content with the sky no matter if it was blue and calm or grey and angry. Positive in nature and just happy to be healthy and alive, in a era where few lived past the age of 45-years-old, she was an 18-year-old woman who seldom complained. Blessed with intelligence, commonsense, and an inherit sensitivity, as if she was an incarnation of Mother Nature herself, she read the obvious and not so obvious signs of nature that others often missed when running helter-skelter through their lives.
As if she was Mother Earth personified and walking the Earth in human form, sensing the lull before the storm, she felt the sensation of an exaggerated atmospheric inhalation that sucked up a big breath of air. Then, taking it all in and holding it until everything was quiet before blowing out a bad wind in a disappointed sigh, she felt the change in the air. With the humidity skyrocketing up and the barometric pressure dropping down, she had a sinus headache. She didn't need any manmade weather instruments to feel the changes in the climate that she keenly felt with her body. Without even looking, all she had to do was to lift her head to the sky and close her eyes to feel the subtle and sometimes not so subtle changes in the weather.
Definitely there was a storm coming and she could feel that it'd be a bad one. Already so humid and not wanting to be caught outside in a lightning story, best she cut her alone time short and head for home. Wishing she could have stayed out longer to avoid her drunken father and brother, she'd turn in early for the night. She hoped she'd fall asleep before the boom of thunder and the flash of lightning awakened her. Walking faster to make it home before the rain, she headed upstairs undetected, closed her bedroom door, and pushed her dresser against it.
Quickly getting out of her clothes, she put on her nightgown, pulled back the covers, and dove beneath the sheet. So very tired but too early to sleep, once in her bed, she closed her eyes and tried to calm herself with her breathing to relax. Earlier in the evening, before she readied herself for bed, when she was out walking to be alone with her thoughts and to commune with nature, she was already disturbed by the quiet. Unnaturally calm, too unnervingly quiet, she sensed there was something wrong. Knowing that sleep tonight would be elusive, if ever it was to come, just as it was too uncommonly quiet to comfortably sleep, it was too hot.
Sensing evil in the air, the silence and the stillness of the night frightened her. No longer hearing her father and brother, either they went out or they fell asleep. Not wanting to put herself in jeopardy to check, she remained locked in her room. Waiting and listening, finally, she got out of bed and trying not to avoid the steps that creaked, without taking a light with her, went downstairs to stand out on the front porch to get some air. With the dogs locked in the barn sleeping when not killing rats, if there were wolves about looking for food, the dogs would have been barking. Knowing they traveled in packs and seldom traveled alone, she took the rifle with her before stepping out on the front porch to peer through the darkness. Shooting one would frighten off the others.
With her father and brother already drunk and not asleep downstairs, not seeing the shine of a lantern, obviously they were out wandering the grounds in the dark drunk again. Sometimes, especially when drinking, neither one of them had the sense enough that God gave them to stay indoors and just go to bed. Especially as drunk as they were, it was dangerous to prowl around the farm without a light and a gun. Not knowing nor caring where they were and what they were doing, she figured they may have been in the barn and left the barn door open. Hoping they'd be struck by lightning, when she saw the first flash of lightning in the distance, she was glad she'd soon be safe inside and in her bed again. She feared an impending lightning and thunder storm coming that would spook the horses. Before she went upstairs to bed, Mother Nature's nightlight, the moonlight allowed her to see that the distant barn doors were secured and the horses were safely inside.
As if there was a hawk soaring high above her in the sky, no doubt looking for a late, night meal, her early warning device much in the way of an alert dog barking, it was too late in the evening for the cawing and cackling cacophony of crows to be a noisy nuisance that foretold of someone or something approaching. Without the chatter of squirrels, the rustle of rats, rabbits, chipmunks, snakes, turtles, and the noise of ducks and geese to alert her, it was so unearthly quiet that even the crickets would have been an intrusively loud welcome but they were quiet too. So weirdly quiet, it seemed that every animal, reptile, bird, and insect was asleep or knew enough to hide from the approaching weather but her.
"It's so quiet. Where do they all go? Maybe they're all smart enough to hide below ground or up in the trees. There's so much to learn from nature if observant enough to see," she said for no one to hear.
She returned safely inside, closed the front door with the unsettling feeling of being watched, and climbed the stairs for bed again. Just in case her father and/or brother returned and tried to climb in her bed as they'd tried to do before, she pushed her dresser against her door again. She couldn't have been asleep for more than a an hour or two when she heard the scream. Wanting to fall back to sleep but sensing there was something wrong, fearing that she may be in danger, she struggled to open her eyes. As if she dreamt herself screaming, as if she was having a bad dream, the noise awakened her in a fright.
"What the Hell was that? It sounded like a scream."
Already on edge with the unearthly quiet before, even though she was exhausted from working hard all day, the mystery of not knowing if it was a scream she heard and, if it was, where the scream emanated from would surely keep her awake. Being that it was so very quiet again now, did she really hear a scream or did she imagine it? Was it a dream or was it real? Hoping to hear the scream again for her to make out what it was and where it had come from, she sat up in bed while waiting to hear it again.
Not making a sound, not even breathing, she intently listened. Asleep when she heard it, she heard something but what did she hear? Was it a screech or a scream? Was it animal or human? Maybe Mr. Owl perched outside her window in the tree swooped down to catch another rat. Hiding in the hay, rats had the run of the barn and the cornfield whenever the dogs weren't killing them. Maybe the cat played with a mouse downstairs in the kitchen. Whatever it was and wherever it was, what was it? She didn't know. Even though she quietly listened, even though it fell so stilly silent outside for her to hear, she didn't hear the scream again.
Waiting to hear it, listening intently while remaining awake not to miss it, it was quiet again now, too quiet, as quiet as it was before, and now she was wide awake listening for the noise she heard. Too early to get up, she wondered what time it was. Too tired to start her day, she wondered what had awakened her. Too frightened to go back to sleep, she stayed in her bed listening, thinking, and peering out her window while trying to see what or who was out there at this late hour. Too tired to get up and too afraid to walk around in the dark again, she remained positive that the noise was nothing more than a bad dream. Unable to kid herself that what she heard wasn't real, she gave in to her suspicions, suppositions, and premonitions to imagine the worst by fearing the most horrible.
"Who's out there? There's something or someone out there. I just know it. I can feel it," she said to herself for no one to hear.
Knowing that rain was inevitable before, raining now, it had started raining sometime during the night. Even by the light of the full moon and the occasional flash of lightning in the far distance, the thin fog as if a sheer curtain that concealed the evil that lurked outside, veiled the landscape to make it more difficult for her to see out her rain speckled bedroom window. Normally it was so dark outside anyway, as dark outside as it was dark inside her bedroom, especially this time of the early morning, before the morning's first light and before the clockwork like crow of the rooster. Even with the light of the full moon, it was still too dark to identify nature's dark and scary shadows.
With her face pressed against the cool, wavy glass of her bedroom window, the scary shadows she saw made her wonder if there were ghosts and/or monsters lurking about her father's farmland. Maybe there were bandits and marauders out and about hoping to kidnap her, strip her naked, and make her do whatever they sexually so desired. As sexually excited as she was frightened by a bandit or marauder kidnapping her and forcing her to do all sorts of sexual things, she closed her eyes hoping to have a sexual fantasy while fingering her nipples and touching herself beneath the covers.
Reassuring her fright by trying to fall back to sleep while blocking out the deafening silence, she took some big breaths of bravery. She tried to calm her feelings of foreboding by convincing herself that what she heard was just her imagination and just a bad dream. Besides, after what she's already witnessed by seeing how tragically her mother's been so abused, after all that she's experienced being beaten, and after all that she's suffered being brutalized herself at the hands of her father and her brother, she knew that she needed to fear the living more than the dead. Much more monstrous, men were much more frightening than ghosts.
To be continued...
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Three men against one is not a fair fight, only the one being beaten and sexually assaulted is a woman.
As if stepping in a phone booth to emerge as his own version of Super Marine, as if he was Charles Bronson in Death Wish, Sylvester Stallone in First Blood, or Arnold Schwarzenegger in Collateral Damage, a one man deadly fighting force, he couldn't live with himself if he didn't help her. After all he's been through to help people and after all the murderous acts he's done to save people, what kind of man would he be if he walks away from someone needing his help now? Even if she was a sad, street urchin of a bag lady, comparing her to some of those poor, defenseless Taliban women, she still had rights. She doesn't deserve to be beaten by three men just because she's a bag lady. She doesn't deserve to be sexually assaulted just because she's a woman alone in an alley.
As does everyone else in this nation that he helped to keep free, she had the right to live her life without the fear of being beaten and sexually assaulted. She was still a human being and, in this stuck in a recession economy, with his sister being a single mom with three, small children on food stamps, welfare, Section 8 housing, and home heating oil assistance, homeless and helpless, she could have been his sister. She was a helpless and defenseless woman fighting three, fucked up men who, obviously, were trying to rape her. If all his hand-to-hand combat training was to come down to this one interaction with him playing the superhero Marine, he had to help her. He had to save her. There was no one else there to help her and it was up to him to save her.
No longer a ticking time bomb, he no longer charged wildly with machine guns firing in each hand and a grenade in his mouth ready to throw to stop the noise by creating even more noise. He was now more able to control his rage somewhat, most times, but not all times, like now. Yet scratch the surface and his anger was still there pulsating, percolating, and brewing in the way of impatiently waiting for that first cup of coffee to be ready. It was as if there was an alien creature alive, living inside of him, and waiting to be unleashed upon these poor bastards who didn't know any better than to make noise.
"Dave hates noise," he said cracking his knuckles in readiness to use them.
As if a fuse, he could feel his anger flashing, seething, and burning until it erupted and exploded in his head. Only because of all the psychological therapy he's had, the medication he's taking, and meditation he's done, he was a different man that the wild man that had returned home from three wars and nine combat deployments. Now more in control of his emotions, more complete in his mind and body, he had the clarity of thought of a Zen master with all the fighting skills of a Ninja warrior and a Shaolin Monk combined. As if he was playing a video game, he saw everything. Now not only more able to control his anger but also he was able to harness his rage to use against those who caused the noise that angered him.
"Dave really hates noise," he said trying to re-center himself to focus on what he needed to do.
Never a barking dog, he didn't waste his energy with stupid talk and idle threats. Never striking anyone until his hand, his foot, his knee, his elbow, or his head was forced, every blow he threw hit his target with devastating accuracy and damaging aftereffects. With his strikes causing off the charts blunt force trauma, pity the poor bastards on the bad side of him. Pity the poor bastards who made noise that upset him. Pity these poor bastards who were going to pay what they did to this poor bag woman.
Breaking a bone and/or severing a tendon, every kick caused damage. Able to knockdown and/or knockout his opponent with one lightning quick strike, every punch caused a devastating head injury. He knew precisely where to hit someone to stop the noise. He knew precisely how hard to hit someone to silence his opponent. Once all was quiet, the peace quelled his violent temper and troubled mind. Cause verses effect for the expected resultant conclusion, it was more the noise that bothered him than it was the man causing it. Only, pity the man, it was through silencing the man that he could stop the noise.
If he was anything, because of his rage and because he was now more in control of his anger, the best of the best, he was an efficient killing machine paid and trained by the United States Marine Corps. Now, a retired Marine, he was free to walk the city streets as an innocuous civilian. Go figure. How can a trained killer not do what he's been trained to do? Just as he'd never be retired, he'd never be an innocuous civilian. A trained assassin, a killer, and a fighting machine turned into a mild, mannered neighbor. Perhaps not a superhero and a super marine but more of a wolf in sheep's clothing, nonetheless, he was no mild, mannered Clark Kent.
A mindset that needed to be deprogrammed, it's impossible to go from one to the other without drugs and psychological therapy. From a killing machine to a man out for a walk, without having drugs, years of therapy, and without him leaving dead bodies behind of all those who pissed him off by making noise, living his life normally was as impossible as most men and woman who dared tried walking in his shoes. Only, much like serial killer Dexter who needed to kill to stop the quaking in his brain, every so often when the noise in his head grew too unbearably loud, Dave needed to stop the noise by beating the poor bastard to a bloody pulp who was responsible for making all the noise.
"Oh, yeah, that will teach you to make noise. Next time, maybe you'll think twice about opening your big, loud mouth," he imagined saying to his victims, whether at a baseball game, a bar, or out for a walk as he was now, while justifying his brutal, physical attack.
As if distracted by what was running through his mind, he refocused on his mission when he heard her voice again.
"Help me! Someone help me! Please! Rape! Rape! Call 911! Call 911!"
Already having had his fill of those making this raucous uproar, it was time to put an end to the noise. It was time to make everything and everyone quiet.
With old habits hard to break and as if he was a one man SWAT team, he took a peek around the corner to clear it. Then he poked his head around the brick wall again before yelling. Before poking his head down the alley again and leaving it there to look to see what they'd do while looking to see if the path was clear for him to enter, with a one syllable word, he initiated contact with a yell.
"Hey!"
He could have verbally assaulted them personally by calling them vulgar names. Yet, a waste of breath and a distraction, even though he was intent on attacking them physically, if they so desired, not that he was a religious man, Dave rarely swore. He could have continued walking. He could have remained quiet. He could have minded his own business and allowed them to rape her and even murder her. He could have entered the alley stealthily and unannounced and slit all their throats before they even knew they were cut and bleeding out to die.
Too busy sexually molesting her, with her shirt torn wide open and nearly pulled off of her, her big breasts so exposed and her pants pulled down around her ankles again to reveal her naked ass and pussy, they never would have seen him coming until he was right up on them. Even from a distance in the dim light, he could see she had a decent body for an old broad, big tits, round ass, and shapely legs with a flat stomach. In the way of flies on food or on a dead body, six hands were touching her, feeling her, fondling her, and caressing her everywhere. Obviously intent on raping her, when one wasn't feeling her big tits and fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, another was feeling her ass or trying to finger her pussy while forcing her hands on their exposed, stiff pricks.
What if this was his mother, his sister, his aunt, or his cousin? He hoped that someone would help them in the way that he was about to help her. With his decision already made by making his presence known with a yell, now he had to help her. As a man, Marine or not, it was the right thing to do.
"Stop! Don't! No! Let me Go! Help someone! Help! Help! Rape! Call 911!"
With the therapy, medication, and meditation changing his tactical offense, he could have done what he used to do with a volley of hands and feet. He could have run at them with fists punching and feet flying. Now with his calm mind working as if he's an alien robot programmed to complete a mission, he was focused and ready to engage the enemy as if a sensei ready to train his disciples. Able to read the make, the year, and the model of every vehicle and memorize every license plate of every car parked in that alley with just a quick look, these dudes better run but they didn't.
Moving away from the brick wall and away from a lucky ricochet shot should they fire a gun but still staying in the shadows, as if advancing upon another fighter in the ring, he stepped out while keeping his body a narrow target instead of wide one. As if he was a professional quarterback on a champion football team, he changed his strategies of defense and tactics of offense with every step closer he took and every move they made. As if he was Anderson Silva, one of the greatest mixed martial arts fighters, ready, apprised, and aware, he was a professional and they were amateurs.
"Go fuck yourself old man," said the smallest one.
Discounting him with a stare as not a threat, he looked away from him to leer at and feel the woman's nearly naked body.
"Old man? Dave's not an old man," he said referring to himself in the third person again.
Looking good for his age with all the diet and exercise he does and with strangers mistaking his age for 45-years-old instead of 60-years-old, he couldn't believe he called him an old man. As if he threw water in his face, as if he slapped his face with a glove to challenge him to a duel, and as if he had chosen the one phrase that would anger him, he angered him. Still able to knockoff 250 pushups, a thousand crunches, a hundred pull-ups, still running 10 miles nearly every day, and punching his heavy bag for an hour, he bench presses 300 pounds for reps and sets. Still able to get and maintain an erection as hard and as long as he could in his 30's, he wasn't an old man by any stretch of the imagination yet. In the way that Arnold Schwarzenegger challenged Jack LaLanne to a pushup contest when he was in his thirties and Jack was in his sixties, Arnold stopped at 250 pushes and Jack continued to 1,200.
"Back the fuck off old man," he said again when Dave continued advancing.
"Old man my ass. Dave is not an old man," he said.
Looking a bit like Bruce Willis in Unbreakable, Dave Ryan was the real deal, living version of David Dunn in the movie. Dave wasn't any old man that they've ever seen before. He wasn't ready to yell his battle rattle, 'Hoo-Rah!', just yet. He no longer needed that adrenaline rush to do what he needed to do, especially with these three, dimwitted fools.
What he had now, being calmly in control, was so much better. When he knew that he was going to end the noise to make everything quiet, he had a clarity of mind that couldn't be distracted and a determination of purpose that couldn't be swayed. His decision was already made. Even if they begged him not to, apologized to the woman profusely for beating her and nearly stripping her naked, and paid her for all the damage and indignity they caused her, he'd still beat the shit out of them.
Able to summon up enough adrenaline only when needed, he didn't need any additional adrenaline at all with these three fools. If he had to, only needing his right or left thumb, in the way that Sean Connery did as Lt. Colonel Caldwell in the Presidio, he could fight them all with one arm tied behind his back. Besides, just because he's retired from the Corps doesn't make him old, it made him smart and it made him still living above ground. Between coming in contact with missionary soldiers, he was pushing his luck rubbing elbows with the CIA. Sometimes hard to know who was the enemy, he figured if he was someone else's bitch, served one more master, and one more hitch, it would be his last one and he'd be coming home in a body bag as did so many of his buddies.
"What's wrong with you for hitting a woman?" He stepped closer with each word. "Didn't your mother teach you anything?"
No longer charging headlong into battle, he was smarter now. Instead of peppering his targets with the potty mouth of a drill instructor, which he was for a while, and with a dozen kicks and punches, he only needed one clear shot to make his point and to make his world quiet again.
"Fuck off," said the tallest one.
Rubbing their naked cocks against her nearly naked body, they were all touching her and feeling her while she struggled. Obviously, it was their intent to have a good time with her before they beat her bloody or killed her.
"Let go of me! Stop! Stop touching me! Let me go!"
"Get off of her now," he said putting his hand in his pocket to act as if I had a gun and, of course, he did.
Registered to carry, he had a beauty of handgun on him just in case things got out of hand in this not so safe neighborhood where no one dared walk the streets after dark but for the criminals looking for oblivious victims and no one dared stopped to help anyone for fear that they'd be a victim too. Only, Dave was nobody's bitch. Between a .22 and a .45, he was carrying a .32 caliber, antique Beretta, small enough to conceal in the palm of his big hand yet powerful enough to kill. Only, a scared rule he didn't break, he never pulled a gun unless he's going to fire his weapon and if he discharged his gun, he wouldn't miss.
"What's it to you? Mind your own fucking business," said the smallest one, a Hispanic man of about 20-years-old. "Beat it old man."
The second man cold cocked her when she turned to look at him entering the alley and coming to her rescue. Then, as if dropping a hundred pound sack of potatoes in a warehouse, he pushed the woman to the ground, no doubt, in readiness to mount her and fuck her. Yet before he focused his attention to the woman, he gave Dave a deadeye look while the tallest one, a black man of about 25-years-old, kicked her in the ribs when she was unconsciously and defensively down on the ground.
Assessing his enemy with the glance of a trained assassin, either him or them, he's killed more men, women, and children than he could count or even remember. He pegged the tall, black man as the most dangerous one of the three and he figured him for having a gun. He'd be going down first. The smallest man, no doubt angry that he was so small and always looking to prove how tough he is in front of his friends, was the most predictably unpredictable. He'd take him down at the same time that he'd disable the first man. The third guy, the one who just sucker punched the woman, along for the ride, was just a tag along and it wouldn't take much to disable him.
"Assholes," he said under his breath to blow off some steam while entering the alley and looking up and all around.
He wished he could carry a special card that identified him as a dangerous man and a killing machine, so that he wouldn't have to bother with creeps like this. Worn in the way of a police badge or a tattoo on his forehead, or even a 7th degree black belt sown into all of his clothes and worn around his waist, he imagined them running away like the rats that they are whenever they saw him coming. Yet outnumbered, even if he was a cop in uniform, too stupid or too high on drugs to know any better, he didn't think these dopes would run, especially if they thought that they had the upper hand with him being an old man. Besides, as if a pride of lions with their kill, being that the woman was nearly naked and on the ground, they'd never abandon her and their chance of having gangbang sex because of one, crazy, perceived as easy to handle, old man.
Already committed after pissing him off by calling him an old man and needing to show them that he wasn't an old man, they were going down now. Mindful of an ambush, he's always leery of closed environments especially alleys where someone could be protecting their friends from above. As he walked closer, he eyed the woman. She was just an old, defenseless, dirty, bag lady of a pitiful woman dressed in rags, albeit with a smokin' hot body. Damn she had big, natural tits. Doing just fine defending herself, he felt bad for her because it wasn't until he opened his big mouth that they got the upper hand and demolished her.
A tough, old broad and a real back alley brawler, she used the alley to her benefit by pushing off the wall while punching, kicking, ducking, bobbing, and weaving to make them miss and hit the wall behind her instead of hitting her. Someone taught her how to box and if the fight had been one-on-one instead of a three-on-one, she would have cleaned the street with their unconscious body. She was holding her own until, the one with all those prison tattoos surprised her and cold cocked her from the side, when she stopped punching and blocking to look at him entering the alley instead of looking at them. One punch to her soft, sweet spot and she dropped like his duffle bag when he finally made it home in one piece from the Middle East.
"Cocksucker," he said under his breath again. "Now why did you do that? Dave doesn't like that. That makes Dave angry," he said referring to himself in the third person again and swearing again.
"Dave?" The black man laughed. "Who the fuck is Dave?"
"You better back the fuck off old man and mind your own fucking business before you get hurt," said the man in the middle with all the prison tats, a another Hispanic man, about 22-years-old, and the one who cold cocked the bag lady.
"It's okay with me if he wants to take her place," said the biggest man with a laugh. "I don't care who I beat to a bloody pulp. I just need to hit someone," he said slamming his fist in his hand.
They were all so young but old enough to know better and not too young to die for being so stupid. What Dave deemed as volunteers for dangerous duty, he wished he had these three in his squad. Either he'd straighten out in a real hurry or they'd be dead. No doubt, if they were in combat and thinking they were going to die and these three would die, they'd be peeing themselves.
"You're a bunch of tough guys beating up an old, bag lady. Let's see how you do against a real man and against a United States Marine, Master, Gunnery Sergeant Ryan retired," he said looking down at his chest as if his nametag and/or medals were still there. "Something that I never give anyone, this is your one and only warning," he said. "Last chance, best you leave now before I hurt you three real bad."
"When we're done with you, your mother, if she's still alive old man, won't recognize you," said the little man with the big mouth.
As if he was Billy Jack in the movie of the same name, a half-bred, American, Cherokee Indian, ex-Green Beret, Viet Nam veteran, and a master of Korean martial art, Hapkido, in the way he did in the movie declaring what he'd do to them before he even did it, Dave boasted his actions.
"First I'm going to hit your right temple with my right knuckle to render you unconscious," he said, "before kicking the gun from your friend's hand by hitting a pressure point on his forearm with my left, steel toe. Then, with a karate chop to his throat, he'll wish he was dead. Lastly, I'm going to hit your tattooed friend with an open handed slap to his solar plexus that will cause internal bleeding and horrible pain and/or death. And," he said pointing an index finger in the air as if an afterthought, "there's nothing that you can do to stop me."



"Say what? Are you warning us? Are you threatening us? Are you crazy? How are you going to hurt us real bad when I have a gun, my friend has a knife, and my other friend has a pipe," he said watching his friend pickup a pipe from the gutter.
The black man turned to him with a face full of anger to tell him that there's no man and no amount of beatings that could set him straight to make him see the light. Only he hasn't had a beating until he got one from Dave. A real martial arts technician, punching him deep enough to damage a vital organ and to cause internal bleeding, Dave could hurt him without so much as leaving a bruise or a mark on the outside of his skin. The man reached in his waistband and, as if he was a quick draw, pulled out a gun before walking over to the woman on the ground. Knowing he had a gun before even seeing it, Dave already figured as much.
"Leave her alone," Dave said while surveying them and the alleyway as he dared walked closer.
"Fuck off man," said the third man, the one with all the tats turning to him menacingly while making himself a bigger target by facing him and confronting him in a menacing posture. Instead of turning his body to the side in the way of a boxer or a cage fighter to conceal his vulnerable spots, he left himself wide open to an assault. Dumb move. Apparently, they didn't know any fighting techniques. It was obvious that they've never had any training in hand-to-hand combat and have never been in a fair fight, the three of them against a retired, old man of a Marine.
"Don't you know it's not right to hit a lady?" He distracted them by engaging their mini brains in conversation while walking closer.
"Lady?" He laughed. "She ain't no lady," said the little one pulling a knife while the other two left her to walk up on either side of him. "She's a nothin' and a no one. She's nothin' but a whore. She's just another homeless bitch. Ain't no lady that would live and sleep in an alley with the roaches and the rats."
"Yeah, this was all her fault for stopping us," said the tall man. "She asked us for money and I told her that I'd give her a dollar if she sucked my cock," he said grabbing himself in the way that Michael Jackson used to do.
Not even interpreting the words, not hearing what he was saying, all that Dave knew was that he was yelling and Dave didn't like all the noise that he was causing. Without all the deafening noise and without the stench of death and burning vehicles, it was downtown Baghdad and it was downtown Kabul all over again. Suddenly as if under attack and he was, as if he needed to fight back and he did, it was as if it was all happening in slow motion. Knowing exactly what he was about to do, he was a second from leveling the playing field and stopping the noise. No doubt figuring that he was just some sixty-year-old fool intent on committing suicide, if they only knew who he was and if they only they had seen him fighting in battle, they would have fled the scene already but they stayed there as if daring him to fight.
Fight or flight, Marines, even ex-Marines, and especially retired Marines don't run. Semper Fidelis, always faithful, he's never turned down a mission. Always able to stop the noise, as if he was Peter Graves as James Phelps in Mission Impossible, it was his accepted mission to save the woman now. Once a Marine always a Marine. Marines are born to be Marines. They never retire. Fighting is in their blood. Fighting is who they are, the best of the best, they're better than all the rest.
Once finished fighting and once retired, they just learn to blend until something like this happens and they can't blend, they just react. Trained to put his opponent down on the ground and to render him helpless, he was expert at overpowering, disabling, and killing. As if there was a trigger that set him in motion, his years of training reflexive and without thinking, a combative defense that never leaves him and returns to him in an instant, he was ready, willing, and able. He was still a Marine and the music started playing in his head again.
'From the Halls of Montezuma to the shores of Tripoli. We fight our country's battles in the air, on land, and sea. First to fight for right and freedom and to keep our honor clean. We are proud to claim the title of United States Marine.'
Besides, being that there was only three of them. With only one knife and one gun between them, it wasn't a fair fight. Just wanting to stop the noise while saving the woman, he'd rather fight than flee. He wouldn't feel right until they were all down on the ground unconscious and bleeding and she was safe from them.
As if he was James Earl Jones as Sergeant Major Goody Nelson in Gardens of Stone, he gave an order.
"Make a hole and make it wide," he yelled while marching towards them and as if he was walking through a swarm of enlistees in the barracks with the commanding officer walking behind him.
"What? Huh? What the fuck does that mean, make a hole and make it wide?" The little man looked at him and laughed. "You're crazy old man but not too crazy to die."
Too stupid to obey a simple order, wanting them to stay just the where they were, he knew that they wouldn't move if he ordered them to move. Without a weapon in his opened hands, as if he were Achilles in Homer's Iliad running towards Hector, the Prince of Troy, and his two bodyguards, he took three, giant running steps towards the three defenseless men.
To be continued...



        

  
    Bag Lady & the Retired Marine Ch. 04
  
  Bag Lady & the Retired Marine Ch. 04

        Dave befriends a homeless woman by giving her money and food.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/bag-lady-and-the-retired-marine-ch-04

Title: Bag Lady & the Retired Marine Ch. 04

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Dave befriends a homeless woman by giving her money and food.

Tags: homeless, bag lady, unemployed, blonde, marine

Series: Bag Lady & the Retired Marine


Dave befriends a homeless woman by giving her money and feeding her.
With hands and feet flying too fast for the untrained eye to see and definitely too fast if you're the intended victim to defend against, as if it was a slight of hand, card trick that needed to be seen in slow motion to see it, appreciate it, and enjoy it, the noise stopped immediately. Almost before it even started, the altercation was over. Having trained these very techniques thousands of times at home, in the gym, in the Dojo, and in combat, these three men didn't stand a chance against Dave.
Even though Dave already told them what he'd do to them and what to expect, they had no time to react. Before the smallest of the men could even react by reaching up his hand to slice him with his knife, Dave struck as if grabbing a fly in mid flight. In the way that he hit the little man on the side of the head with such speed and with such force, his right knuckle hit a bull's-eye on his right temple and he was unconscious before he even hit the ground. As if it was all a choreographed danced, the offensive moves were seamless. Fluid in motion and all at the same time, as if he was Matt Damon in Born Identity fighting the Zurich police in fast speed, when his hand hit the first man, his foot was already kicking the second one.
He kicked the gun out of the biggest man's hand by hitting a pressure point in his forearm with his steel toed shoe and while fracturing his arm in the process. When the man watched his gun flying through the air instead of looking at Dave, stepping into him with an open handed chop to the throat, the man fell to the ground in pain with two hands to his neck and gasping for air. With a quick step and a side turn to the left, he moved seemingly without even thinking. As if he was a piston, squatting down and using his whole body to explode up with high pressured power, he flicked out his hand and doubled over the third man with a Karate shot with the heel of his hand to his solar plexus. Without having the time to even lift the pipe he was holding, down on the ground, it was a hit that would have stopped his heart had Dave hit him just a little higher and a little harder.
Over in three seconds with one knuckle, one kick, one chop, and one open handed hit, it wasn't much of a fight. They would have had more of a chance had there been two more of them. He picked up the gun and as if disassembling his weapon to clean it and reassemble it again, he removed the clip, emptied the chamber, and threw it all in a trash bin. Then, he picked up the knife and broke it in two against the brick wall and tossed that in the trash bin too. Unless they were willing to jump in there and root around with the rats and roaches, he didn't think they'd retrieve them to use on anyone else. It took him longer to disable the weapons than it did to disarm the three men.
The perfect scenario for him, he couldn't count how many men he's trained to face three, armed men in combat and these three, hapless men were just misfit, training dummies, and all with weapons that they didn't know how to use. First rule, never point a gun unless you're going to fire it and keep a knife close to your body, otherwise your attacker will just take it away and use it against you. Moreover, never give away your intentions, don't even flash a pipe until you're ready to use it. He guessed they didn't know any of that.
"Are you okay?"
Her shirt ripped wide open and her pants pulled down, he looked down at Susan on the ground nearly naked. With her big breasts exposed beneath her torn, open shirt and her pants down around her ankles to reveal her blonde pussy, flat stomach, and round ass, Dave felt as much sensitivity for the woman as he did lust. It had been a while since he had sex and he was horny by the naked views of her hot body. He put an arm beneath the woman to help her to her feet, while she bent at the waist to pull up her pants. Being that Dave likes big breasted, blonde women, even homeless women who looked at hot as she still did, even in her disheveled appearance, unable to advert his eyes from her nearly naked body, he watched her tits fall forward when she bent forward to pull up her pants.
He couldn't help himself from imagining those big tits hanging down in his face while he felt, fondled, and sucked them and before she blew him. Recoiling from his leering stare, no doubt knowing that he's already seen most of her naked body, she clutched her shirt closed in embarrassed shame and false pride, being that she was homeless and sleeping in a dirty doorway in an alley. She grimaced when she reached her hand up to try and do something with her hair while holding her blouse closed with her other.
"Yeah," she said looking up at him with shock, "thanks." She surveyed the three men motionless on the ground. "What happened to them? How did you do that so fast? I didn't even see you hit them."
"I needed to stop the noise. They were making too much noise," said Dave holding his hands over his ears while shaking his head as if he was a disappointed and disapproving parent. "They were giving me a terrible headache with all the noise they were making. Dave doesn't like noise."
"Dave? Who's the Hell is Dave? I thought you were alone," she said looking around the alley before taking a step away from him.
With a street smart look, she summed him up before grabbing for the wall with an unsteady hand.
"Are you sure you're okay?" He put a strong, steady hand beneath the inside of her arm again. She was rewarded with his kindness while he was rewarded with a feel of the side of her big breast pressed against his hand.
"Yeah, I'm fine. Thanks. I'm just a little dizzy. They hit me pretty hard," she said pulling away from him while rubbing her jaw with one hand and closing her shirt and clutching her ribs with the other. "I think he may have broken my rib when he kicked me," she said grimacing in pain while tenderly feeling herself through her shirt with her fingers. "If I wasn't feeling so weak from not eating, I would have kicked their asses."
"Breathe in," he said. "May I?" She allowed his hand access inside her shirt. Her reached inside her unbuttoned shirt to feel her rib with an experienced fingers and a gentle hand. "Take a big breath in and a slow breath out. Does it hurt to breathe?"
Being that she wasn't wearing a bra and her breasts were so large, when he reached his hand inside her open shirt to feel her rib, her heavy breast rested on the top of his hand. After having been groped most of their lives, especially if they happen to have big breasts, most women know that men don't need to use their fingers and horny hands to feel women's breasts. Men have breast sensors all over their bodies. They can cop a cheap feel of a woman's breast with their forearm, elbow, knee, leg, shoulder, back, and even with the back of their hand. Solely from the firmness of her breast upon the back of his hand, as if he was Sherlock Holmes on a breast investigation, he deduced correctly that she was younger than she looked. In the way that she was holding her own in fighting them, he wondered if she was an undercover cop but if she was, she'd have plenty of backup watching her back.
"No, it doesn't hurt to breathe but it hurts to move," she said.
"Lucky for you it's only bruised and not broken," he said reaching his hand inside her unbuttoned shirt again to feel her rib again as his pretense to feel her breast again, if even only with the breast sensors on the back of his hand.
"Thank you," she said and pulling away from him again when, no doubt, realizing that he was copping a cheap feel on the pretense of checking her for injuries.
In the way she was so shapely put together, in checking her for more internal injuries, he'd love to give her a complete physical exam from pussy to breast. She had a beautiful body and he wouldn't mind seeing her naked again.
"You'll be fine in a few weeks," he said reluctantly removing his hand from inside her shirt when she pulled away from him.
As if he was an emergency room doctor and, in the way that he's helped soldiers survive battlefield wounds, he was more than qualified to tend to her bruised ribs. After seeing her up close, a real diamond in the rough, he'd love to give her the full attention that she needs.
"Bastard," she said kicking the unconscious man in the ribs, the one who kicked her in the ribs, ribs, before kicking him in the face.
"That's going to leave a bruise," he said laughing. "Okay that's enough," he said wrapping his arms around her and pulling her away from the man before giving him his own, swift Karate kick to the ribs.
Definitely, in the way that he kicked him and knew how to hurt him, no doubt, he broke his ribs for the bruised ribs that he gave her. When he wrapped his arms around her, with both arms around both of her breasts and her round ass firmly pressed against the quickly emerging bulge in his pants, he imagined being with her and making love with her.
"Bastard," she said more focused on the unconscious man than on him holding her while feeling her body with every sexual nerve ending that his body possesses. When Dave pulled her away from going berserk on the man, she spit her outrage on the man after extricating herself from his hold again.
"You're thinly bony," he said. "You weigh nothing. When did you last eat?"
He looked at her while imagining her in cleaner clothes, a short skirt and a low cut blouse, her hair done, and wearing makeup. She'd be stunning. He looked at her while wondering why she was out here alone with no one to protect her. He looked at her as if seeing her for the first time.
"Eat? I dunno." She looked at him confused while wiping her nose with her dirty sleeve. "What day is it today? After a while, I lose track of time," she said with sadness. "When you're out here with no money and no hope, it's hard to tell one day from the next. They all feel the same with morning dragging into night before starting all over again."
"C'mon. The diner is open down the block. I could use some grub and I hate eating alone. My treat."
"Okay," she said picking up her two bags of cans.
"Leave them," he said.
"Leave them? Are you nuts?" She looked at him as if he were crazy. "I can't leave my cans."
"You can't take those with you in the diner," he said.
"I can't leave my cans," she stomped her foot as if she was a spoiled child. "Someone will take them. It took me all day to collect those cans. There's enough money in those bags to buy me coffee and a muffin and to eat off of for a couple of days. There must be three hundred cans in those bags. That's about fifteen dollars and there's not another can to be found in this whole alley," she said looking at her bags with a knowledgeable eye but a bit hard pressed to do the quick math in her head. She stared at her plastic bags as they were filled with money.
"Here," he said handing her three twenties. "I just bought them from you. Now they're my cans. Leave them. C'mon, let's go eat."
"Okay," she said stuffing the money in her pocket while stuffing the bags of cans behind a trash bin and covering them with cardboard. "I'm just making sure that no one steals your cans," she looked up at him and smiled while wiping dirt off her face with her dirty sleeve. "Will they allow me inside? I know the diner. I tried buying coffee there once before and they were rude to me," she looked at him with sadness.
"Don't worry. You're with me. You're my guest. They'll allow you to eat there," he said with kindness.
"Even though I was so cold, so tired, and even though I just wanted to sit and rest before falling over, they said that I had to take the coffee outside to drink," as if she was about to burst in tears, she continued telling him her sad tale. "As good as any other customer, I was a paying customer too," she said with anger.
She paused as if thinking about if she should continue telling him the rest of her sad story. She looked away from him with an embarrassed look.
"What? Tell me," he said. "Trust me. You're with a friend."
"I really needed to use the bathroom and as soon as I walked back outside and the cold air hit me, I peed myself," she said beginning to cry. Dave wanted to hug her but backed off to give her some space.
"I'm so sorry," said Dave, "and I apologize for their treatment of you.
"I heard the waitress laugh to the other waitress that I smelled," she said looking at him with tears in her eyes. "Okay, yeah, sure, no doubt I smelled after I peed myself but I don't smell, especially in the cold," she said lifting her arm to smell her pit. "I don't know how anything can smell anything or anyone in the cold. Besides, I take a shower, not every day, but I shower in the shelter whenever I can."
"Don't worry about not being served. You're my guest and you don't smell," he said moving her long, blonde hair out of the way with his hand while sniffing her and before taking her by the arm again, as she buttoned what buttons were left on her shirt.
Not a typical bag lady, when he moved her lush, blonde hair out of the way, he imagined she was Rapunzel or Cinderella. He imagined moving her hair from her face just before her. As if she was a movie star on a sound stage, after seeing her closer and under the soft glow of the street light, and after she cleaned herself up, he wouldn't mind waking up to her every morning. Suddenly, he had an image of her wearing a long, lavender nightgown that buttoned halfway down the front. He imagined himself taking the time to slowly unbutton every button while looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before reaching his hand inside to feel her abundant breasts and finger her hard nipples while kissing her.
Continuing his sudden enamored vision of her, especially after seeing her without any warm outerwear, he imagined dressing her for the cold while warming her within his strong arms. He imagined buying her fleece gloves, a tam hat, in the way that Talia Shire wore in Rocky as Adrian, and a scarf wrapped around her neck. Wearing nothing more than an unzipped, 800 down vest to keep her warm and to protect her from his horny hands, he imagined himself kissing her while feeling her everywhere. He imagined marrying her and buying her a cute, little, green Mini Cooper S as her wedding gift. A common occurrence, a protector falling for the victim, he wondered if she was falling for him too.
"Thank you," she said. "You're kind."
"Here," he said removing his light jacket. He pulled out his shirttails to cover his holstered gun. "Wear this," he said placing his jacket over her shoulders while holding out the jacket to help her arm inside.
Taking her all in as if noticing her for the first time, he liked that fact that she was tall, maybe 5'9", and nearly as tall as he was. He liked that she was blonde and busty. He had a thing for blonde women with big tits. Only all the blondes he's ever been with were dyed blonde and judging from her pubic hair, she's a natural blonde just as her breasts are natural and not surgically enhanced. Unless she was a stripper and a hooker, he couldn't imagine a homeless woman living in the alley with silicone breasts.
Unable see, he wondered what color eyes she had. Always too busy being a hardcore Marine, he never took the time to really look at a woman until now in the way that he was looking at her. All the women in his life were one night stands of drinking, desperate groping, and sweating in a cheap motel room. All of the women in his life didn't matter to him in the way that this woman suddenly mattered to him now. He wanted to help her and take care of her. Was this fate that they met or was he thinking more about her as a romantic connection than she was thinking about him?
"Thanks," she said putting on his jacket and zippering it against the cold and to hide her exposed breasts while staring down at his concealed weapon. "You have a gun?"
"Yes. I do. A part of me as if it's an extension of my hand, I don't go out without my weapon."
"Then, I don't understand."
"What don't you understand?" He looked at her.
"Why didn't you use it on them?"
"I didn't need to use my gun on them. I was in no imminent danger or threat of death to use deadly force. Besides I never pull my gun unless I'm going to use it," he said. "Furthermore, my gun could be taken from me and used against me. Besides my real weapons are my mind, my resolve, my hands, and my feet. None of those can be used against me. Sometimes, especially in close combat, a gun just gets in my way." He looked at her and smile, "And besides," he said with a laugh, "there were only three of them."
"Yeah but, they could have--"
"They could have what? Bled, vomited, and peed all over me?" He laughed. "As it was, it wasn't a fair fight," he said with a smug laugh. "Seriously," he said as if it was no big deal, "There were only three of them. Having been down this road before in more dangerous situations, it takes more than three to get the better of me."
"But one had a gun, the other a knife, and I saw the third one reaching for a pipe. How is that not a fair fight? Fair for them but not for you," she said with a look of disbelief.
"It was obvious to me in the way they were standing and holding their weapons that they had no idea how to use them. As far as I was concerned, their weapons were my weapons to take from them and to use on them," he said with a grin.
"Who are you?"
"I'm a United States Marine, Gunnery Sergeant Ryan, retired at your service Ma'am," he said with a shit eating grin.
"Wow! Lucky me," she said returning his smile. "I'm unfamiliar with all the military designations but isn't a Gunnery Sergeant in the Marine Corps equal to a Sergeant Major in the Army?"
"Yes. The navy has their Master Chief Petty Officer and the Air Force has the Chief Master Sergeant. All are the same pay grade. Why do you ask?"
"I'm a movie buff. I used to watch the old black and white movies when I was a kid. A latch key kid, my Mom worked during the day and I stayed home alone after school. I remember watching this one, old movie, Soldier in the Rain, one of my all time favorite movies, right up there with Requiem for a Heavyweight with Anthony Quinn, on the Waterfront with Marlon Brando, and Old Man and the Sea with Spencer Tracy. Anyway, Solder in the Rain starred Jackie Gleason and Steve McQueen. Jackie Gleason played a tough, smart, Sergeant Major who did crossword puzzles in pen. Have you seen the movie?"
"No. Well, here we are," he said opening the door of the diner.
"Wait. I can't go in there. Can't we take the food to go," she said baulking by taking a step backward. "They'll recognize me. I'm hard to miss. There aren't many homeless women living in the street, especially one that's a tall, blonde, with big tits," she said with a laugh. "TBBT."
"TBBT? What's that?"
"That was my nickname in high school, TBBT, tall blonde with big tits," she said with a laugh.
Grabbing her by the hand, he took her hand in his and walked in the diner ahead of her while pulling his reluctant, late night, supper guest along.
"Hi Pete," he said with a wave. "My sister and I are going to grab the booth in back," he said pointing to the empty booth.
"Yeah, sure, Dave," said Pete smiling at Dave before he scowled when eyeing Susan and her disheveled appearance.
Pete didn't dare say a work after Dave stopped a robbery attempt one early morning. Open 24 hours, his usual routine after his late night, early morning walk was to hit the diner for coffee with apple pie and ice cream. As he approached the restaurant, always alert, Dave heard shouts from the street before opening the door to the small diner. Pete was out on the floor. He's never out on the floor. He's always positioned behind the open, high counter window in the kitchen, while his waitress takes cares of the customers out front.



With just a telling look from Pete, as if Dave was Clint Eastwood in the movie, Magnum Force, walking in his favorite restaurant for his morning coffee with the waitress salting his coffee instead of sugaring it, he knew there was more than coffee brewing. There was trouble. Not waiting for the men to reveal their weapons and make their deadly move, Dave made the first strike with a sidekick to the knee of the man who stood closest to him. His gun hit the floor before he did and reaching down to recover the weapon and coming up fast and hard, Dave pistol whipped the second man in the nuts with his friend's gun while taking his weapon from him too.
Just as it was in the alley, the altercation was over in three seconds. Just it was in the alley, it took him longer to disable the weapons than to defeat the perpetrators. Pete called the police and had the two arrested. Ever since then, whatever he ordered was on the house. Only tonight, wanting to give this homeless woman a belated Thanksgiving Day feast, he intended to pay for her food.
They sat in the booth across from one another. Sally, the waitress, handed them menus while looking from Dave to stare at Susan before looking back at Dave with a questioning look on her face.
"Coffee?"
Dave looked at Susan and she nodded.
"Two coffees," he said and the waitress left to retrieve her pot.
"Order whatever you want. Whatever you don't finish, you can take with you to eat later," he said. "Don't worry about what it costs. The prices here are cheap enough and I can afford anything you want."
"Okay," said Susan already busy looking at the menu before she looked up to study Dave. "Thank you."
"What's your name?"
"Susan. Susan Jill Parker."
To be continued...
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Dave and Susan begin a beautiful friendship over breakfast.
"Nice to meet you Susan Jill Parker. I'm Dave. Dave Ryan," he said offering her his big hand.
Seeing her up close, as if seeing her for the first time, he saw her bloodied nose, her split lip, and the discolored, puffy mouse under her eye. His hero, she took as much of a beating as she gave. Those bastards, if they were here now, he'd beat the shit out of them all over again.
With the odds stacked against her, he was just glad that he was there to help her and to save her. No telling what those men would have done to her had he not been there to come to her rescue. Definitely they would have raped her and maybe even murdered her. Always just the tip of the iceberg, just another sad statistic, a homeless woman found dead in an alley, end of story, was no big deal. Most times, no one even claimed the body to identify it.
Buried in an unmarked grave, he couldn't imagine dying alone without family and friends mourning his death in the way that so many of his buddies died on the battlefield. When he died he wanted to die at home surrounded by all the people in his life. Only, having alienated everyone for the sake of the Marine Corps, he had no one to say good-bye to, to watch him pass, and to wish him well on the other side.
He had no family and no friends. His only family was his sister and her children, but he hasn't seen them in years, hasn't even called her since the time that he ran from her house screaming because of the noise her children made. In exchange for his Marine good buddies, he lost all contact with everyone else years ago. Now that he doesn't drink and party in the way that he used to do, he lost contact with his Marine buddies too.
If he was penniless and homeless, he'd be much like her, alone on the city streets. Only he figured her for having more of a story than that. Definitely with someone as good looking as she is, she had more of a story to tell. Besides her good looks and hot body, there was real intelligence behind those eyes. What he didn't know but he perceived, there was something in her that attracted him to her. Putting her beauty and body aside, be it her poise or her self-confidence, there was something about her that he liked. Having already seen her naked, he wondered what she'd be like in bed.
"Nice to meet you Dave Ryan," she said returning his handshake with a smile before taking a big gulp of her coffee and downing the cup. For a homeless woman, she had soft hands and he figured her for a sexy secretary or an anal bookkeeper in her other life. She looked around as if she was looking for someone or something before leaning forward to whisper to him. "Do you think they'll allow me use the restroom?"
For someone so brave against three men, she was so timid in her request to use the restroom. He could only imagine the verbal abuse she must have been subject to and taken when sneaking in a fast food joint to use their restroom without having the money enough to buy anything.
"Sure. You're with me, a paying customer. C'mon, I'll show you where it is," he said using that as his excuse to help her up when she grimaced from moving and stood with bruised ribs. "It's right over there. You take your time and do whatever you need to do."
It was then for the first time in the bright light of the diner that he saw how disheveled her appearance was. Looking as if she had worn them for days and, no doubt, slept in them too, her clothes were dirty, wrinkled, and stained. She looked as if she could use a bath, actually soak in a tub. In a country so rich and in a country that routinely helps the people of other less fortunate countries, he felt sorry for her and angry for her unfortunate situation. Feeling his need to help her, we should take care of our own citizens before reaching out to help the citizens of the world, especially when so many don't want our help and/or appreciate our help. Giving our money to Pakistan so that they can shelter the Taliban and giving our money to Egypt to watch them burn our flag in the street, is when he'd pull the plug on the gravy train to watch them come crawling and begging the United States of America for help.
Suddenly, he was angry that so many people were unemployed or underemployed. He was angry that we sent all of our manufacturing jobs to Mexico, Japan, Taiwan, India, Brazil, and now China. It's nonsense that we support China by employing their people with all of our jobs and then have to borrow money from them. When did that happen?
In a country so rich and so productive, everyone who's able to work and who wants to work should have a job. No one should be wandering the street with no place to sleep. No citizen of the United States, people he risked his life to protect, should go hungry. In the way that the CIA routinely replaces one dictator for another, it's time we cleared those old, white men out of Washington and replaced them with those who are willing to serve the public and not themselves. Instead of a Republican Party or a Democratic Party, just as our forefathers envisioned, we should have one party, the American Party. Not a party for the rich or a party for the poor but a party for everyone.
He watched her walk down the hall and disappear in the ladies room. Nearly as tall as he was, she was tall and he didn't realize how tall she was, maybe 5'9", until she stood next to him. Wondering if she was wearing heels, she wasn't. She was wearing dirty, white tennis shoes. That's when it hit him. What woman doesn't have a proper pair of shoes?
Hard not to notice and to be sexually attracted to, he wondered if she didn't have the body of a porn star, if he'd still have the need to help her and if he'd be sitting here with her now in the diner ready to feed her. Truth be told, obviously, he was just as alone and lonely as she was. Yet, was sex getting in the way of his compassion and commonsense? Was he more interested in fucking her than in helping her?
Living in a dirty, back alley, she was a homeless woman for God sakes. Was he that desperate for a woman that he's now searching the back alleys of the city for them instead of hooking up with someone on an online dating site or in a bar? Maybe with all the shit that he's had to deal with in his life, he felt as disconnected as she was. Having been so wrapped up in himself and in the military while fighting the wars of the world, he never had the time or the need for a woman in his life as he had the time for and wanted someone now.
Nonetheless the sudden sexual attraction that he felt for her, he'd like to take her home with him, that is, if she was agreeable to that but he didn't know how she'd react to his invitation. Not very suave with the ladies, he didn't even know how to go about asking her without insulting her or offending her. Just because she was homeless doesn't mean she wasn't proud. Everyone has pride whether false or real. Yet, if she was to accept his offer of shelter, once there, once alone with her in his house, then what?
He's never been in a committed relationship. If nothing else, she could shower and he'd take her to buy new clothes tomorrow. Maybe he could take her someplace to get her hair, makeup done, and nails done. His very own version of Pretty Woman, he was curious what was beneath all that dirt and all that bad attitude. Then what? Once he feeds her, shelters her, dresses her, and gets her hair, makeup, and nails done, what happens then? Not being much of a deep thinker, playing it by ear and unable to answer his own question, he didn't know.
Yet, careful where he thread, maybe she'd think that after saving her from those three men and buying her a hot meal that he was looking for sex and maybe he was. Even though he hadn't had sex in a while, since before he left the service and visited Bangkok for some much needed rest, recreation, and relaxation, he wasn't as interested in having sex with her as he was in helping her, or so he convinced himself to believe. Yeah, sure if sex was offered, he wouldn't refuse but more than that, he was lonely. He was more looking for companionship and conversation than in fucking her and in her sucking him.
It's sadly funny how the pain of isolation and loneliness can sting more than the searing and piercing bite of a bullet. Having survived three bullet wounds and after receiving 5 Purple Hearts for injuries received in combat, he was a coward when it came to love. He feared starting a relationship that he wasn't capable of finishing. As if he had been shot in the heart, he was suddenly sad that he never married and had children. It was obvious to him now that he was no longer a Marine, how empty his life was. A life that was the envy of his friends, especially when he showed up wearing his uniform with all of his stripes and medals, he was the one who was envious of them. Having gotten all that he wanted then, they had all that he wished he had now.
"I'm buying," said Dave walking over to Pete standing behind the kitchen counter window while waiting for Susan to emerge from the restroom. "Whatever she doesn't eat, she'll take with her," he said to Pete before turning his attention to the waitress. "And the next time she comes in for coffee, let her drink it here and don't embarrass her by saying that she smells."
"Okay," said the waitress, "but that wasn't me Dave. That was Molly. Especially now knowing that she's your sister and being that it's been so cold outside, I would have allowed her to drink her coffee inside Dave," she said with a kind smile.
"Thank you," he said to her.
"Having been there myself, before I got this job, I know how it is on the street," she said. "I'll never forget how cold I was, the coldest I've been, while standing around with no place to go and counting down the minutes when waiting for the shelter to open. Standing in line with so many pitiful people, the thing that stuck with me was the indignity of it all and how I wasn't even able to support one person, myself."
"Actually, she's not my sister. She's my friend," he said again, this time with a smile. "Thank you," said Dave handing her twenty dollars.
As if she had taken a bath, Susan emerged from the bathroom twenty minutes later looking like someone else. Instead of dragging her tired ass behind her and instead of having the angry look of Tugboat Annie on her face, she strode from the bathroom as if she owned the place. Her hands and face were spotlessly clean and her hair was pulled back away from her face for Dave to notice that she had big, blue eyes, eyes that he couldn't stop staring into them. The biggest change in her was in her attitude. She was smiling instead of frowning.
"Wow," he said. "If I didn't know we were the only two people here, I'd think you were someone else," he said with a laugh. "I hardly recognized you. You clean up real good. Actually, you're very good looking and with the right clothes, your hair done, and some makeup, you'd be stunning," he said while Roy Orbison's Pretty Woman played in his head.
"Thank you," she said blushing, "but with you wanting to redo my wardrobe, my hair, and my makeup, you're not gay are you?" The waitress poured her more coffee and she laughed with the waitress before taking a big gulp of coffee. "Not that there's anything wrong with you being gay but--"
"Gay? Me? Hardly. There's no don't ask, don't tell with me. What you see with me is what you get. Even though I'm an ex-Marine, I'm still a Marine. I'll always be a Marine," suddenly having the urge to salute her. "I'm all man, a macho man, and if I have a character flaw, it's sometimes that I'm too much man," he said taking her all in as if he was smelling and staring at a bouquet of roses.
"I can see that," she said. "At ease, Marine," she said with a laugh. "I don't bite."
Suddenly, while staring at the menu, they both fell quiet, that is, until Dave tripped all over his feelings, when opening up, something he never does.
"It's different with you though. For some reason you let out my soft and sensitive side," he said staring at her. "And I like seeing the other side of me coming out when being with you. It makes me more human than being just a big, bad, ex-Marine."
"Yeah, well, don't be crying in my food Midnight Cowboy. This is the first meal that I'll be eating in a long time that doesn't have alley dirt in it," she said laughing.
"If I'm the Midnight Cowboy than you're my sidekick, Ratso Rizzo," he said with a laugh.
"Eww. Gross. Gee thanks," she said laughing too.
"Actually, that was a good movie," he said. "I'm surprised you remembered it."
"I'm a huge movie buff. I've seen every Hoffman movie and Jon Voight was wonderful in that too. Just wondering," she said with a teasing laugh, "Did you like Brokeback Mountain too?"
"Okay, enough with the gay jokes. I can assure you that I'm not gay," said Dave.
In the way she was teasing him with their light hearted repartee, he wouldn't mind leaning over the table and kissing her to prove that he wasn't gay. He'd like to kiss her. After saving her, no doubt, saving her life for him, yeah, he'd like kiss her. He wished he could kiss he full, red lips. Only, she's the one who should kiss him, if only to show her gratitude.
Suddenly, after seeing her naked in the alley, his mind was filled with the image of her without her clothes. He imagined her sitting across from him naked, as naked as she was in the alley. He imagined her wearing something sexy, a bra and panty from Victoria's Secret. The only real conversation he's had, if you want to call pillow talk conversations was with women he paid to fuck and suck him. Other than his sister, not knowing what to say or how to act, reminding himself of Clint Eastwood in Heartbreak Highway, when he played Gunnery Sergeant. Tom Highway, he's really never sat with and talked to a woman while she was wearing clothes.
He remembered her tits, so big, and so full. Never had he seen breasts like that before. She had the most beautiful breasts he's ever seen and, suddenly feeling horny and feeling a deep sexual attraction for her, he'd love to feel them, see them again, and suck them. Only he feared that his sexual attraction for her would get in the way of helping her. Not being a psychiatrist, he hoped that his attraction to her was more than some convoluted need that stemmed from his childhood in wanting to help her and protect her.
"Speaking of wondering, if you don't mind me asking, how old are you?" His question was met with a blank stare before she flashed him a soft smile.
"It's not polite to ask a woman her age and/or her weight."
"I only asked because you looked so much older in the alley than you do now that you're all cleaned up and looking so good," he said with an uncomfortable smile.
"How old do I look?" She sat back in the booth and smiled. When she did that, sat like that, he imagined a photographer taking a family photo of her and her baby after they were married.
"Thirty-something, thirty-three?"
"Thank you. You're kind. I just turned 40 on July 26th."
"Forty, the big four O, you don't look forty. That must have been hard for you."
"Not as hard as being homeless and living on the street," she said with seriousness. "How old are you?"
"How old do I look? No one guesses my age. Everyone is always wrong. They all thing that I'm younger than--"
"Sixty?"
"Sixty!"
"Older?"
"Hell no. Most people think I'm forty-five," he said striking a pose as if waiting for her to take his picture.
"So," she laughed, "how the Hell old are you then?"
"I'm fifty."
"Oh, well, um, yeah, I can see that now. You don't look fifty, kind of, not at all, not really, I guess. You fooled me," she said laughing.
"Very funny," he said sharing her laugh.
"Well, this is a real unexpected treat with you coming to my rescue and then copping me to a free meal," she said changing the subject of age to voice her appreciation of his help and a free meal. "It's been a long time since I've eaten like this. I promise, when I get a job that I'll repay you for--"
"There's no need to repay me. Pay it forward is all I ask you to do. Just as someone helped me when I was lost thirty years ago, before I joined the Marines and found my true calling, give a helping hand to someone else one day. You helping someone else will be my repayment and my reward."
"Thank you."
"So, what are you hungry to eat?" Even though he's been there a hundred times before and even though he orders the same thing every day, apple pie with ice cream and coffee, he opened the menu and stared at it as if seeing it for the first time.
"Well, to be honest, I miss having breakfast. Most days all I can afford is a cup of coffee and sometimes a stale muffin. After walking by this diner in the morning and smelling the pancakes and sausages cooking on the grille, I've been dreaming about pancakes and sausages for weeks."
"Well, think of me as your genie," he said with a laugh. "Your wish is my command," he said folding his arms across his body. "If it's flapjacks and sausages you want then pancakes and sausages you shall have."
Ready to take their order, the waitress approached the table again with pen and pad in hand.
"We'll start off with two orders of pancakes with a double side order of sausages," said Dave to the waitress.
"Oh and can I'll have an omelet with hash browns, toast, and orange juice on the side?" As if asking his permission, Susan looked Dave before looking to waitress.
"Yeah, whatever you want. That's good," said Dave. "I'm going to fatten you up," he said with a laugh after the waitress left. "You're too skinny."
"Don't worry. Whatever I weight I gain goes to my tits," she said. "I was a D cup before losing fifteen pounds that I couldn't afford to lose. I've always been 130 pounds but weighed only 115, the last time I checked. I may even be less now that I haven't eaten all day or yesterday, I think." She looked at him and smiled. "Thank you in advance for giving me my tits back."
"You're welcome Honey but," he liked calling her Honey and by the obvious smile on her face, she liked him calling her Honey too. "You still have tits, big tits, from what I saw of you in the alley."
"God, that was so embarrassing," she said putting her head down and covering her eyes with her hand as if trying to erase the memory. "You saw too much of me," she said with a an embarrassed laugh. "You saw all of me. You saw what I'd never show until a fourth or fifth date."
"The light was dim in the alley. I hardly saw anything of you," he said lying when he saw all of her, a sexy sight that burnt an indelible impression of her nakedness in his mind. He looked out the window when someone caught his attention. "Look," he said peering out the window and directing Susan to look where he pointed with his finger. "There's those three men," he said with a laugh. "And they're coming in here."
"Oh, no they're not. Please don't let them hurt me again," she said picking up the knife from the table and holding it at the ready to defend herself.
"Don't worry. I'll take care of it," said Dave getting out of the booth and walking to the door to meet them as if he was a bouncer.
"Let's go in here," said the little man to the other two. As soon as he reached for the door, Dave was there waiting for him.
"The diner if full. Go somewhere else."
Immediately they retreated. By the looks on their faces, no doubt never expecting to see him again, especially so soon, they were afraid. With the smallest man helping the biggest man to walk and the third man limping behind as if he was drunk or elderly, the three, beaten victims made their way down the street before a police car slowed, pulled over, and stopped them. Calling for backup, two more police cars flew in from the opposite direction. Too injured to run, they threw their hands up in the air before getting down on the ground and the police took them in custody. Dave figured that someone must have made the call. Who knows, they may have been on a crime spree and maybe they had attacked someone else before attacking Susan.



"Good. I feel better. I'm glad they're arrested," said Susan before confessing. "I asked Pete to call the police. I have a good mind to go and press charges."
"Leave it alone Susan. Better that you should remain an anonymous victim than having these men know your name," he said with a look of wisdom.
"Yeah, you're right. No doubt, they'd track me down, even though it's not a difficult thing to find me being that I'm living on the streets," she said with sadness.
"If you don't mind me asking, why are you on the street?"
"I moved here from Boston last June to live with my Mom after divorcing my husband. We had a beautiful basement apartment across from the Susquehanna River. Then, in September, the worst flood in the history of the Susquehanna River happened. The water crested 30 feet above flood stage. The water was higher than the second floor of our apartment building."
"I remember that flood. It rained, down poured actually for days."
"The Red Cross gave us some clothes, food, and directed us to a shelter but not much else, and FEMA only helped those who owned homes not those who rented. With the flood water contaminated with home heating oil and raw sewage, and with the fire and police not allowing people back in their neighborhood for three weeks, until the water receded and the properties were inspected, I lost everything including my car. It's was thirteen-years-old anyway, but that car was better than walking and taking the bus. No doubt, if I still had the car, I'd be living it in."
"I remember that the water in Hershey was as high as the roofs of the fast food restaurants and they had to demolish them and rebuild them. Wasn't there bison trapped under water that they had to shoot at the Hershey Zoo?"
"Yeah that was sad," she said. "It's funny how some people cared more about those bison being trapped underwater than they did about all those people like me who lost their homes and possessions. Three people were killed in the flood, one was a firefighter trying to save an elderly man trapped upside down in his car. Both were swept away."
"So, why aren't you in a shelter?"
"I was but the shelters aren't safe. Believe it or not, that is, until tonight with those three men, I felt safer outside on the street than I felt in the shelter. There's a lot of crazy people in the shelter. I still go there to shower, wash my clothes, and grab a hot meal at the mission or the church. Even at the mission and the church, men are always grabbing at me and groping me. I was so tired and hungry one day that I didn't know that the man standing behind me had lifted my skirt nearly to my waist. He must have thought he had a live one, but I bashed him in the face with my food tray."
Dave watched the waitress bring over the pancakes and sausages.
"More coffee?"
"Yes, please," said Susan.
"So, I was thinking."
"Yes?"
"I don't want you to take this the wrong way but..."
"But what?"
"If you wanted to..."
"Yes?"
"Um, you know, um, you could bunk with me, until you got a job and back on your feet. I have a spare bedroom," he said looking at her before staring down at his food. "The grub is good here, although this is my first time eating anything other than apple pie and ice cream."
She looked at him blankly.
"Are you inviting me to stay with you."
"Yes, I guess I am."
"Do you have an Internet hookup?"
"Internet hookup? Sure. Why?"
"I write stories."
"Stories? What kind of stories?"
"Erotic literature."
"Erotic literature? You mean sexy stories? Dirty stories?"
"Yeah."
"Cool." He looked at her in between bites of his food. "So is that a yes."
"Yes."
To be continued...
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Mike steals money from his cellmate, Dave, but must give him his wife and daughter as payback.
Michael slept in his bunk with his eyes wide open while counting the hours, the minutes, and the seconds until they came for him. Wishing he could sleep through the torturous wait, he couldn't believe how slowly this day was ticking by.
He couldn't wait to go home. He couldn't wait to see his wife and daughter. He couldn't wait to sleep in his own bed. This was his last night here and he couldn't wait to leave. Having paid his debt to society, tomorrow he'd be a free man to do whatever he wanted to do and what he wanted to do was to have sex with his wife.
Having served his whole sentence and with no worries about answering to the parole board and a parole officer, tomorrow he'd betray his cellmate's trust and dig up the money he told him where he hid it and disappear to some tropical island or third world country where no one would ever find him. A million bucks in cash, only, first things first. Tomorrow he'll buy pancakes and sausages for breakfast, pizza for lunch, and Chinese food for dinner, along with dark chocolate, potato chips, and beer, lots and lots of beer for dessert.
Feeling horny and needing to masturbate for one last time in his prison cell before leaving, he pulled out the photos of his wife, Christine, that she had sent him of her topless and another one of her in her sexy bra and bikini panty. Damn, she has such a hot, shapely body and he couldn't wait to see her naked again. He unzipped himself and removed his cock from his underwear while thinking of all that he'd do to his woman once home. Fondling his cock while slowly stroking his cock as the thoughts of his naked wife filled his mind, he couldn't wait to have sex with her. With his wife looking a bit like an older version of Eva Mendez, his daughter could have been Eva's twin sister, that is, if she had one.
His wife was a beautiful woman. Exotically erotic, she was his dream woman and to think that she was his wife was his dream come true. Never having been a guy chasing after blue-eyed blondes, he loved his wife's long, lush, dark, brown hair as much as he did her big, beautiful, brown eyes and her huge, firm, fabulous breasts. Being so incarcerated to pay his debt to society, they missed five of one another's birthdays. No summer vacations, no barbeques, no long weekends lazing around in bed or out by the pool, no Christmases together, and no going out on New Year's eve, they haven't made love in five, long, sexually frustrating years. Having been together since high school, they'll just have to make up for all that lost time when he gets out of jail and comes home for good.
No more crime and no more time served, from now on, he's walking the straight and narrow, his path to righteousness, that is, once he digs up Dave's buried treasure and leaves forever. A million bucks would allow him to live the rest of his life in luxury, so long as he picks the right country. Willing to learn the language, customs, and traditions, somewhere down in South America, maybe Ecuador, would suit him just fine or he could move to some small island in the South Pacific where no one would think to look.
Back then when he first met his wife Christine, she was a wild woman with a bit of a sexual past, an understatement, and he was a hot tempered, jealous man, another understatement. Nothing he couldn't handle, but she made him wildly jealous in the way she freely flirted with other men as if he wasn't even there in the room with her. Any other man would be angry but he realized early on all the fun they could have in playing their sexy games with unsuspecting men who wanted to get their horny hands on her big tits and their hard cocks in her panties. With all the teasing she's done, the innuendoes she said, and in the way that she provocatively dresses to show off her big boobs, her long, line of cleavage, and her shapely legs, she's a bit of a slut, another understatement.
Women hate her but men love her. Mesmerized by her beauty and infatuated by her body, every man wishes he could have sex with her while every woman wishes she'd eat shit and die. A low cut top with a short skirt was always her uniform of choice to wear. A bit of an exhibitionist, yet another understatement, so long as her flashes appeared accidental, she loved flashing her big tits as much as she loved flashing her bright, white, bikini panties to unsuspecting but happy men. Her promises of what lay beneath, flashing her bra and panties was her way of baiting her hook for sex and for money. A beautiful gold digger who could fleece a man while making him go away happy, once she got her claws in a man, she didn't let go until she got all that she wanted, money, jewelry, furs, cars, and trips.
As the years passed with her still the same sexy Christine, only even more sexually provocative by all the sexy clothes she wore, the inappropriate things she said, and all the sexy and sexual things she did, what made him insanely jealous before made him sexually excited now. He loved watching her going through her little flashing routine of unmercifully, sexually teasing men into wanting her and into feeling that they have to have her. Going with the flow, a win/win sexual scenario for both, whenever she used her natural, sexual attributes to her benefit, he enjoyed a nice lifestyle by letting his wife off the married woman's leash every now and again, especially when she had a big player wiggling on the line. A mutual beneficial tradeoff, forsaking their marriage vows for the sake of earning a few dollars to maintain their lavish lifestyle, after playing their sexy game dozens of times before, their infidelity wasn't much of a sacrifice now.
Now, instead of getting angry at how she must have the attention of every man around her, so long as she tells him what she does and with whom she does it with, while giving him hot sex, he's okay with her sexual antics. The pillow talk they had about who she fucked and sucked and who else she wanted to fuck and suck was outrageously exciting. Being that he was older now and not as horny as he once was, hard pressed to keep up with her libido before, he couldn't keep up with his wife now and it was blatantly obvious to him that she was just getting started.
When she was 18-years-old, back in her senior year of high school and in her first two years of college, popular with the men, albeit still a virgin, who knew how to use her sexy body and her dirty mind to her sexual and monetary advantage, they used to call her the blowjob queen because she refused to have intercourse until after she was married. Before hooking up with Michael, as she did with him, she gave her boyfriends blowjobs instead. Once the word spread that she sucked cock and swallowed, a rare find with most women, even today, she had lots of boyfriends, whether white, yellow, red, beige, brown, or black, that is, until Michael put a ring on her finger. Still, every so often, whether out to dinner, at a grocery store, or at the mall, they'd bump into some man who had their cock in her mouth and their cum in her stomach.
"Christine? Wow, you still look amazing. How great to see you," they all said while staring at her exposed cleavage and her big tits. "How are you?"
"I'm good. This is my husband Michael," she said to abruptly end the awkward moment and prematurely conclude the conversation.
As they left and invariably they all turned to check out her beautiful ass, she'd turn and hold her hand up to her ear and mouth while mouthing the words, call me before running her slow, deliberate tongue over her lips. She couldn't be any more obvious in her meaning if she put a hand to her mouth as if she was stroking a cock while sucking a cock. She was such a sexy slut but, so long as she was his slut most times, that is, he loved her just the same. Never a dull sexual moment with Christine, he could always count on her to sexually excite him.
Michael stroked his cock while looking at her picture and staring at her big, D cup breasts. He couldn't wait to feel her big tits and suck them again. Five years is a long time to be without his beloved Christine and he couldn't wait to have sex with her again. He couldn't wait to feel and fondle her huge breasts and finger her big nipples, while she sucked his cock. He couldn't wait to make slow, passionate love to her. With her screaming his name, along with a long list of others, he couldn't wait to fuck her, really fuck her.
Then, as if it just occurred to him, he wondered who took the photo of her topless. He wondered who it was who saw her big tits. He wondered who took the photo of her in her bra and panty. He wondered who else saw her in her sexy lingerie. Maybe no one saw her topless. Maybe no one saw her in her sexy underwear. Maybe her camera has a timer on it. Maybe she asked one of her girlfriends or her daughter to take the photo. Then, knowing his wife in the way he does, maybe she has a boyfriend. Maybe, yet, another man has not only seen her in her bra and panties but also has seen her topless.
Already knowing the answers to his silent questions, he wondered if she's been faithful to him. He wondered if she had many more sexual confessions to make to him of all the men she drove crazy when showing her cleavage and flashing her panties. He wondered if she returned to her old ways of sucking cock. He wondered if she's fucked anyone while he's been in prison for five, long, miserable and sexual frustrating years. He wondered about all the games she enjoyed playing with the mailman, the UPS man, the Fedex guy, the Jehovah Witnesses, the door-to-door salesmen, the candidates running for political office, and the pizza delivery and Chinese food delivery men by flashing them all her sexy body. Never, not once, so long as she answered the door in a towel or when wearing less, have they had to pay for any fast food delivery.
It would be okay if she fucked someone so long as she told him who it was and so long as she still loved him and wanted him. It would be okay if she sucked someone so long as she had stories to tell, pillow talk, of all the men she fucked and sucked, once they were together again as husband and wife, 'til death do they part, for richer, for poorer, and in and out of jail. She was such a slutty exhibitionist but he loved her and he loved that about her. So sexual sensual, she was as horny as any man that he knew. Truly blessed, he was lucky to have such a sexually exciting woman in his life.
Figuring that his wife, no doubt, was fucking and sucking someone while he was rotting in this jail cell, his interest in his wife lessened as his cock grew soft with the imagined images of her in another man's arms. His cock would harden again, if only he had more details, more images, and knew who the man was she fucked and sucked. Just as he suspected she was, if he knew that his wife was fucking and sucking men, he'd be happy to have some hot pillow talk but there was no pillow talk in prison. Besides, even when she wrote him and visited him, obviously not wanting to drive him mad with jealousy, she didn't tell him about her sexual activities when he was in jail in the way that she freely told him about all that she did and wanted to do when he was with her in bed.
Suddenly feeling sad and lonely, missing his daughter as much as he missed his wife, he pulled out the photo of his daughter, Julie, from his pocket. In just five years, my, my how she has grown from his little girl to such a sexy, beautiful woman with tits as big, if not bigger, than her mother's big breasts. Like mother like daughter, a spitting image of her mother when she was her age, his wife sent him two photos of his daughter in her barely there bikini, one photo taken from the front and another photo taken from the back. Looking at her was just as if he was looking at Eva Mendez without the mole. Wow, she has a hot body, even hotter than her mother did back then. Toned, tanned, and fit, a real knockout, her mother didn't exercise in the way that Julie obviously did.
With her big tits hanging out of her bikini bra and the only thing covering her naked ass was dental floss between her shapely ass cheeks, his wife used to have an ass like that, so round and so firm. Not that she doesn't still have a great ass but after seeing Julie's ass, she puts her mother's ass to shame. Then, uncomfortable by his incestuous thoughts but sexually excited looking at his daughter's bikini clad photos in a sexual way nonetheless while stroking himself, he wondered why his wife would send him such a sexy and revealing photo of his daughter. Did she think that he'd masturbate over his daughter's photo in the way that he's masturbating over his daughter now and in the way that he masturbated over his wife's photo hundreds of time? No doubt knowing he would, now lusting over his daughter as much as he was lusting over his wife, prison has turned him into an incestuous degenerate. Then, again, never shy about taking a walk on the dark side with the Devil, admittedly, he's always been a pervert.
Only 19-years-old, he wondered if his daughter was a virgin and with her looking like this and flaunting and freely showing her sexy body, he suspected that she wasn't. He wondered if his daughter has sucked a cock yet, in the way that her mother once did and probably still does, especially now that he's in jail and she's free to do whatever she wants to whomever she wants. With her mother the cock sucking queen, somehow he knew his daughter was a cock sucking princess too. Anointed with her sexual and sensual spirit, he figured that his wife passed his daughter the blowjob queen crown, or maybe his wife still proudly wears the blowjob queen crown, or maybe she shares the blowjob queen crown with her daughter. A proud husband, he was an even prouder father. With the bodies they both possessed and not shy about showing their God given physical attributes, both of them could be champion cocksuckers for all that he knows. How would he know what goes on behind closed bedroom doors, especially with him being locked away in prison.
As soon as he thought about his wife sucking so many cocks, he thought of his daughter sucking someone's cock. From there it wasn't much of a leap to imagine his daughter sucking his cock while he fondled her big tits and played with her hard nipples before reaching around her to squeeze her round ass. Switching gears from his slutty wife to his sexy daughter, he grew as hard again as his thoughts grew horny. With as much incestuous lust for his daughter as he had horniness for her mother, he ran a slow finger across the photo of his daughter's full lips while imagining her blowing him, sucking him, and allowing him to cum in her pretty mouth before swallowing him.
"As as a special homecoming surprise for you leaving prison Daddy, I'm going to blow you," he imagined his daughter saying while falling to her knees and in between his legs. He imagined her looking up at him as she unzipped him, pulled out his cock, and stroked him while staring at his cock before staring up at him. He imagined feeling her big tits through her blouse and bra while she stroked his cock. "I love you Daddy," he imagined her saying before taking his stiff prick deep in her mouth to suck him while he stuck a horny hand down her blouse and inside her bra to cup her naked breast and finger her hard nipple.
"Thank you Julie. You're a good daughter and a very good cock sucker. Suck Daddy's cock. Blow Daddy," he imagined saying while putting a gentle hand to the back of her pretty head.
Other than with his right hand and the one time with his cellmate, he hasn't had sex in five, long, sexually frustrating years. That forced abstention from sex had twisted his mind in thinking bad thoughts about his wife having sex with a multitude of lovers. His sexual frustration caused him to have incestuous thoughts about him having sex with his beloved, sexpot of a daughter. Yet, where he could no longer get hard enough to masturbate while thinking of having sex with his whore of a wife, he grew instantly hard when thinking about having sex with his virginal daughter.
If only Julie wasn't his daughter, he'd tap that sweet ass. If only Julie wasn't a virgin, he'd fuck her beautiful, bald pussy. Having never seen her pussy, he imagined she'd have a shaved pussy. With a hand to the back of her pretty head, if only she wasn't his daughter, forcing her to blow him and forcing her to suck his big prick, he imagined pushing her down to her knees, humping her mouth, and fucking her face before forcing her to swallow him. Oh, yeah, if only she wasn't his daughter, he'd make love to her before fucking her, really banging her pussy. Only, if she wasn't his daughter, in the way that she doesn't sexually want him now, she'd never want him then either.
He'd love to know what it would feel like to have his cock buried in Julie's beautiful mouth while reaching down to feel her big tits and finger, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples before sticking his hard, hairy cock deep inside her pussy. Perhaps, if she wasn't his daughter, she'd give him such sexual pleasure. Perhaps, if he wasn't her father, she'd blow him too. While he masturbated, as if she was there in his prison cell with him, he could just imagine and truly visualize her stroking him and sucking him while looking up at him with her mother's same big, beautiful, brown eyes.
"I love you Daddy. Do you want me to suck your cock Daddy?"
"Yes," he whispered while imagining his daughter poised before him on her knees.
"Would you like to cum in my mouth Daddy?"
"Yes," he whispered again.
"Would it be alright if I swallowed your cum Daddy."
"Of course. It wouldn't be much of a blowjob unless you swallowed," he said nearly screaming his sexual fantasy.
After she blew him, after he ejaculated in his daughter's pretty mouth, and after she swallowed his cum and licked him clean, he'd love to know what it would feel like to fuck his daughter, really fuck her hard, so hard that she'd cum too. Even though he could see much of her body in the photo his wife sent him of her and even though he could see more of his daughter's body than any father should see, he still wondered what she looked like naked. He loved to see her without that barely there bikini hiding the best parts of her beautiful body, her areolas, her nipples, her bare ass, and her shaved pussy. He wondered what she sounded like when having sex. He wondered if she was loud, a real screamer in the way her mother was. He wondered if she talked dirty and gave hot pillow talk in the way her mother always did. He wondered if she'd want to have sex with him as much as he lusted to have sex with her.
"Hey, what's all that shakin'? What are you doin' up there? Are you masturbatin' over those photos of your wife and daughter again? Gees, Michael, you're such an incestuous pervert," said his cellmate Dave with a laugh.
To be continued...
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What happens when we die after sex with a beautiful woman as our last memory?
What happens when we die? As if it's a replaying movie, is our last memory of life what we continue to keep after death? Is there life after death? Or once we die, is there nothing in the way that we felt and remembered nothing before we were born?
Is there God? Is there Heaven and Hell? Are there Angels? Or are we humans nothing more than descendents of aliens who have come to this planet thousands of years ago in search of another place to live after their planet was uninhabitable? With billions of galaxies and billions of stars in each galaxy to think that we're alone is ludicrous. Who are we to think that we're so special that we're not alone and that we're the best and most advanced life form in the universe?
Having seen another dimension with her own eyes, what she saw is her own private version of the Twilight Zone and the Outer Limits. With someone or something living in her bedroom closet, Emma suspects that what she's been living through for the past 30 years is as creepy and as scary as having monsters living under her bed and the boogieman hiding in her closet when she was a little girl.
* * * * *
Emma lay in bed exhausted from another day of taking care of difficult patients at the nursing home. Old men, her life was filled with angry, and bitter elderly men. Too old to live without assistance and medical care, they were too healthy to die. Being the good woman that she was, she wished there was more that she could do to help them to have a better life. Finally, she stumbled across the magic cure that made men happy to see her.
Home alone with no one to talk to but for her bad self, she was lonely and she was horny. Being that they were all old men, with some more than three times her age, normally her patients didn't make her horny but this time, 69-year-old, Mr. Benchley did. Needing a man in her life and needing and wishing she had someone to take care of her, she had been horny all day and was still feeling horny now. She touched herself while thinking about all that she allowed Mr. Benchley to do to her and all that she did to him. Just as she was his magic elixir, he was her sexy dreamboat.
Lifting her nightgown to her chest, she closed her eyes and fingered her nipples while rubbing her clit. Inserting her finger deeper inside of herself, she imagined having sex with a man, any man her age. Having the Monday off before Christmas, she was happy that she had a long weekend ahead of her to relax and recoup her energy. She was exhausted from caring for the elderly. Even though she'd be working Christmas Day, working the holiday didn't bother her since the residents, all but for a few, were always so cheerfully pleasant on Christmas with family and friends visiting them. They didn't revert back to their old selves until after the new year when all the festivities were over. Then, overtired, as if they were little kids, they grew grouchy and hard to handle.
Wishing she had a hard cock to fuck and a big prick to suck, she had to settle for her finger and her imagination. She rubbed and fingered herself until she felt that warm sensation and that sexual excitement that she always wished would last longer. Just a fleeting moment, masturbating herself wasn't nearly as good as having a lover masturbate her and make love to her while kissing her. With her sexual excitement turning to lonely depression and with her nightgown still bunched around her chest, she closed her eyes and was nodding off when a noise awakened with fright.
It was an unusual sound emanating from her bedroom closet of all places. At first she thought that maybe she had a mouse but after hearing the sound again, she thought differently. Sounding as if there was someone breathing in her closet, every now and then there was a whooshing sound as if a gust of wind was blowing against her closet door. Afraid but with her curiosity overtaking her fear, she got out of bed to investigate. Not making a sound to listen, she stared at her closet door expecting God only knows what to emerge. With her hand poised on the doorknob, afraid to open her closet door while fearing what she'd find, she took a big breath of courage. As if hoping to surprise whoever was hiding in there, she flung open the closet door.
With panicked fright overtaking her, too late to flee, she stood frozen when she saw what it was in her closet before passing out and collapsing to the carpeted floor of her bedroom in an unconscious heap. When she awaken, whatever or whoever they were, were gone. She screamed, but no sound came out of her mouth. Never having been so afraid, she wondered what would happen next and would she survive the experience?
* * * * *
Emma worked as a nurses' aide at the Happy Valley nursing home, an exclusive elderly care facility with plenty of private rooms for those patients who wanted and could afford to pay for their privacy. Because her body was exceptionally shapely, a porn star in a tight, white, nurses uniform, every man's fantasy nurse, most of the men and even some of the women at the nursing home requested her for their baths and for their physical therapy in the swimming pool and the whirlpool bath. Who'd blame them for requesting someone who looked as hot as she did in her uniform?
Impossible for her to keep count, she had been groped and fondled so many times that it didn't bother her in the way that it once did. Grossed out in the beginning, her aversion to being touched, felt, and groped diminished with the sexual pleasure she felt from being so sexually used and abused. What was once an annoying part of her job grew to be the most enjoyable part of her job. As if she had been hypnotized by something or someone not of this earth, there were times when she was horny enough that she wanted to be touched and felt so long as the men were respectful of her. As if she was the one chosen as a vessel between life and death, she accepted her role.
Especially in the beginning when she first started working at the nursing home, feeling violated, it upset her for a male or female patient to touch her where they'd never touch her were they strangers on the street. It was the rare occurrence, mostly when thinking about her grandfather feeling her when she was a young woman, that she felt sexually excited by the feels and gropes of elderly, horny men and old, withered women. She's been told so many sexual jokes that she's heard than all. She's heard so many lewd comments, that she's become immune to them.
Five years ago, when she was just starting her job, she chastised the patients whenever they touched her and felt her, but it never made a difference. As soon as she scolded them for touching her, they'd feel her again. What did they have to lose actually? Most days, except for the attending nurse or a visit from the doctor, she was their only contact. Feeling and touching her was what most of them lived to do. Now, going with the flow, especially in this recession of an economy, she's just happy she has a job.
Despite their desperate gropes, the cheap feels, and their horny touches, the worst is always when they try pulling up her short uniform to stick an elderly hand between her legs and to fondle her pussy through her panty. Having an older man, a man old enough to be her grandfather, touching and feeling her panty clad pussy made her sick to her stomach. It's not easy to preserve her modesty when she's pushing a meal cart, changing a diaper, carrying a bedpan, and/or leaning and bending to make a bed. As shocked as she was sickened the first time that it happened and as if there was a switch in her head that transformed her thought process, she realized that her patients are not just names on a chart but are people like her, only older.
As if a real mental and psychological transformation within her has taken place, sometimes, she sees some patients as if they were younger, her age even. When she sees them in that way, she feels a sexual attraction for them. For those men who she thinks are still cute and especially when she's in a horny mood, slow to react, she'll allow them a cheap feel of her big breasts and a big squeeze of her round, firm ass while pretending that she doesn't know that they're touching her and feeling her. Her patients best kept secret and their secret defense was that many of the men faked that they had dementia or Alzheimer's disease so that they couldn't remember and be blamed for their wicked behavior. Only, when no one was looking, by their subtle winks and happy smiles, she knew better. Having a natural fascination for pricks, many of the men could still get stiff erections and she was always enamored by a hard cock, even one three times her age.
Whenever she's trying to move them to make them more comfortable so that they don't get bed sores and especially when she's leaning over them to fluff up their pillows is when they feel her breasts through her uniform and finger her nipples through her bra. Accustomed to being groped, fondled, and felt, she purposely stays in that vulnerable position longer. Unlike the men her age groping around in the dark, the quick hands of the older men have no problem unbuttoning or unzipping her uniform, depending upon what she's wearing, and their experienced fingers know precisely where to touch her to receive the most bang for the feel. For those old men that she likes, pretending that she's slow to react and/or doesn't realize that they're touching her, she allows them to feel and to see more of her sexy body.
Now that she thinks about it, all the old men have had peeks of her bra and panty so many times that it doesn't make a difference anymore what they see and feel of her. Now knowing they'd always be peeking and looking to see, she wears sexy bras and panties to work. So long as they still allow her to do her job, end her shift, go home, and leave the memory of them behind for her to recall only when needed to masturbate herself, she's happy for the extra, sexual benefits of the job.
With some of them actually expecting a hand job and/or a blowjob, she can't even count how many old men have exposed their cocks to her while pulling her hand to touch them. To be honest, after a while, whether seeing one too many flaccid cocks or hard pricks, she gets horny too. She's human after all too with sexual wants, needs, and desires. At twenty-five years old, unmarried, unattached, and unencumbered without kids, when she first started working there, she's wise way beyond her years because of having lived a tough life on the inner city streets of Detroit.
The work was already difficult enough without having to be manhandled and mauled by the horny male and even some of the sexually frustrated female residents. Never knowing what kind of behavior was awaiting her in each patient's private room increased her daily stress. Nonetheless her difficulty with some patients, Emma loved helping all of her patients and felt the work was a calling more than a job. Yet, whether it was verbal or physical, never taking no for an answer, she felt resentful from the outlandish behavior that several male patients demonstrated in trying to use her by abusing her for their personal, sexual satisfaction.
Yet, thankfully, not all of her patients behaved badly and many brought her great joy, and aside from staying because jobs were hard to find in this bad economy, the job satisfaction she received was real reason why she stayed. What she enjoyed the most was, just by talking and listening to them, she brought comfort to those suffering from loneliness and depression. Sadly, the only visits some of them had were from the nursing home staff. Feeling their unhappiness, Emma tried to bring them cheer with her good mood and positive energy, along with willingly allowing them free gropes and feels of her sexy body.
In all started 25 years ago, when she was 30-years-old and had been working at the nursing home for five years. Five years of being touched, felt, and groped finally escalated to something else. After her transformation, never was she ever horny again.
* * * * *
"Good morning, Mr. Benchley, how are you today? Have you already had your breakfast?"
Emma held her breath because Mr. B. was one of the worst offenders. There wasn't a day that he didn't grope her, feel her, and fondle her. As if the man had four hands and two cocks, he was always touching her with his naked penis.
"No, pretty lady, I haven't had my milk yet. Will you bring your beautiful breasts over here and let me suck them for my breakfast?" He laughed in the way she imagined he always laughed, even as a young man. "You have the biggest tits I've ever seen and the firmest boobs I've ever felt Emma."
"Thank you Mr. Benchley but you're going to have to do better than that. I receive that compliment several times every day," she said with an unabashed laugh.
"C'mon Emma, show me your tits. Make a dying man happy before he leaves this earth to see his maker," he said with another laugh.
"Sorry, Mr. Benchley but I can't show you my tits."
Nonetheless her negative reply, he persevered by continuing his inappropriate, verbal, sexual assault of her without hesitation.
"When you bend over to bathe me and when your loose top leans forward along with your sexy, low cut bra, sometimes I can see part of your areolas and the top and sides of your pink nipples Seeing your tits, even part of them, makes me get a stiffy. Do you want to feel?"
Pushing aside the sheet, Mr. B. looked down at the big bulge his emerging cock made in his pajama bottoms before grinning like the Cheshire Cat in Alice in Wonderland as he spouted forth his sexual thoughts.
"You know that you're out of line when you speak to me like that Mr. Benchley and you're going to get me in trouble with the head nurse."
"I don't understand why she's called a head nurse when she refuses to give me head," he said laughing again.
"As your healthcare provider," she said ignoring him, "you should give me the respect that I deserve. We've been over this before and you said that you'd stop groping me and talking dirty to me," said Emma with exasperated patience.
"Seeing you and feeling you is the one thing that I look forward to every day Emma. It's not my fault that you have such a beautiful body, big breasts, long dark hair, a gorgeous smile, and your eyes, oh, my God, your eyes are beyond compare. Bright, mesmerizing green with a golden ring around the outer edge as if you're a cat, my personal pussy, your eyes appear as if they're two gravitational, full moons that attract me to you. Just by staring in your eyes, I feel that I could fall into them, be lost inside of you, and never emerge."
"Thank you Mr. Benchley but there's nothing special about me," she said with blushing modesty.
"Everything about you is special Emma. Add to your good looks and sexy body with all of your kindness and intelligence, you are one of a kind and a very special woman. All that I think about is you coming to see me every day. I hate when you have a day off because I miss you so very much. You make me want to be young again and impale you with my cock every day, twice a day."
"Well, thank you Mr. Benchley but can we stop with the inappropriate talk now please?"
"Will you suck my cock Emma?"
"Mr. Benchley! No," she said with a nervous laugh.
Transfixed and staring, she watched him reach his hand inside his pajama bottom and pull out his erect cock. As if his big prick was a weapon, he waved it in front of her before he started slowly stroking himself.
"Please Emma. Touch me, stroke me, and suck me," he said pleading with her.
Normally accustomed and unresponsive to his sexual antics, today, his sexual forwardness as well as his smile moved her in a strange way and touched her with empathy for him. As if this room was his personal prison cell, how awful it must be to be stuck here all day, every day. At least she got to go home. At least she could drive somewhere else. Maybe because over the weeks and months, he opened up and told her his feelings for her is why she felt some forbidden intimacy with him.
Because of his obvious erection, she noted that Mr. B. was feeling frisky today. Also by the old photos she's seen of him, she knew that he was extremely handsome when he was younger. Looking a bit like Sean Connery in appearance and reminding her of Jack Nicholson in his naughty attitude and the similar smile he always flash, he was still a very attractive man at sixty-nine-years-old. If it hadn't been for a stroke, no doubt, he'd be on the golf course, the tennis course, or in the swimming pool swimming laps.
Deep down she liked him and she felt sorry that such an obviously strong and virile man was trapped in this semi-paralyzed body. She felt bad that he was required to be here instead of being allowed to go home. Yet, for whatever reason, family members aren't always willing and able to care for the elderly in the way that it was her job to do.
Even though his cock was still erect and exposed, Emma ignored his request for a hand job and/or a blowjob. Working around him as if that part of his body was an exposed flame, nonetheless, she couldn't help but wonder, even on very old cocks, that they don't look much different than they do on the cocks of the men her age. Much the same with tits, unless they sagged terribly, cocks are cocks and it was difficult for her not to be sexually aroused when seeing an erect cock, especially when she's been feeling so horny lately. On this day of him not taking no for an answer, he was getting to her.
Intent on caring for him in a professional manner without any more discussion about his perverseness or about her giving him a hand job and/or a blowjob, she needed to give him his sponge bath. As if he were her child, she began undressing him to bathe him. As she leaned over to unbutton his pajama top, with his fingers poised over the top of her uniform and pulling it forward, Mr. Benchley peered down her top for a look of her cleavage. A bit of an exhibitionist and proud of her natural endowments, she slowly moved his hand away from her top while he filled his other hand with her panty clad pussy by reaching a horny hand beneath her uniform and cupped her in between her legs. For a man with a stroke, he seemed pretty active today. Obviously, his medical condition is improving enough for him to be discharged soon.
"Mr. Benchley, if you want a sponge bath, you'll have to quit touching me. I can't work with you grabbing at me. Stop it," she said slapping his hand away from trying to go up beneath her skirt again.
"Okay, I'll behave," he replied with a child-like voice.
Emma slid down his pajama bottom and acting as if she didn't notice that he still had an erection, she pretended that he didn't. She washed his public areas as gently as possible and when she was done used a fresh facecloth to wash his private areas. Mr. B. took her hand and forced it to his penis. When she resisted, he wrapped her fingers around his cock. As if it belonged there, she couldn't deny that his cock felt good in her horny hand.
"Will you suck my cock now, please. Please, Emma. Please," He said in a desperate voice. "It's been so long since I've had a blowjob, and as you can see, I'm still viable with a cock that works just fine. Blow me Emma. Please suck me. You don't even have to allow me to cum in your pretty mouth, if you don't want me to do that."
There was a sad tone in his voice that made Emma's heart break for him and she thought about helping him out with a hand job. She knew what other nurses did for some of their special patients. One nurse even married a wealthy, old man and another accepted a job as his private nurse in his home. Only, Mr. Benchley wasn't offering any extra benefits for her to give him sex.



Besides, if discovered, not only would she lose her job but she'd never be allowed to work in another nursing home again. How embarrassing would it be for her friends and family to know that she was fired for giving a man nearly three times her age sexual satisfaction. With the little pay that she made, still better than being unemployed, desperation, depression, isolation, and homelessness would only be a short few months away if she was caught with Mr. Benchley's engorged prick in her hand or in her mouth.
Not struggling to remove her hand from around his cock, she wouldn't even consider anything like this if she wasn't feeling so horny and the mere feel of his cock in her hand made her moist with sexual excitement and her nipples hard with lustful desire. It had a been a long while since she had sex and she struggled with herself for another minute with the thoughts of giving sex, at least a hand job, to Mr. Benchley. Meanwhile the horny and persistent man that he was, Mr. Benchley started slowly humping her hand while making a pathetic whimpering sound. Letting go of his cock, she looked at him with the eyes of a healthcare worker wanting to help her patient.
"Stay there and don't move. I mean it," she said as if talking to a child. She turned away from him and walked towards the door.
"Emma. Wait. Don't go. I'm sorry. I'll be good. I'll behave," he said trying unsuccessfully to pull up his pajama bottoms and then covering his erection with the sheet.
She walked to the door and looked out to see if there was anyone in the hallway. Then, she did something she wasn't supposed to do and could be fired for doing. She locked the door to his room behind her. Locked doors were not allowed, but she wasn't going to take the risk of sexually helping him without taking some precautions that she wouldn't be caught and lose her job. Better that she be reprimanded for locking a door than being fired for stroking a cock. She could always blame the locked door on him. As her defense, she could say that on the pretense of going to the bathroom, he climbed out of his bed and locked the door. Her heart was racing with the fear of possible discovery, but she wanted to give him some modicum of pleasure and some sexual relief. Maybe if she masturbated him, he'd leave her alone to do her job.
Wrapping her hand around his engorged prick, voluntarily this time, she slowly stroked him to a bigger and harder erection. Having seen lots of cocks in her career, she was impressed with his cock. He had a long, thick cock, a cock that would no doubt give her pleasure if ever he was well enough to fuck her. Enjoying the sexual experience as much as he was, his cock felt good in her hand.
Meanwhile, his hands were all over her big tits, feeling them and squeezing them through her uniform. Allowing him to do so without protest, he reached up and unzipped her uniform. Then, as if a kid at Christmas feeling wrapped presents to feel what they are inside, he felt her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her bra. When he tried lifting up her bra to expose her tits, she stopped him.
"No, it's bad enough that I'm giving you a hand job," she said looking towards the locked door while listening for anyone coming. "You can't lift my bra. You'll just have to be satisfied feeling my tits and fingering my nipples through my bra. Okay, Mr. Benchley."
"Paul," he said. "Call me Paul."
"Okay Paul," she said stroking him a little faster and harder while hoping that he'd cum soon.
"Yes, okay. Thank you Emma. Thank you. God bless you. You're a good woman."
Stroking him faster and harder, Emma continued giving Mr. B. a hand job while he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples through her bra. Only, he didn't know that this hand job was as much for her as it was for him. She was so enjoying the feel of a hard cock in her soft hand. Feeling so very horny, she was so tempted to throw caution to the wind and lift up her bra so that he could feel her bare breasts, finger her nipples, and suck her big tits while she masturbated him.
It didn't take him long to cum and when he came, he groaned and moaned with such pleasure that she felt compelled to do just a little more. Suddenly becoming a wicked nurse's aide, she leaned down and took him in her mouth to lick him clean. She was blowing him, really sucking him and it wasn't long before he ejaculated again, this time, in her mouth and this time, she swallowed the evidence of the sexual pleasure she had given him.
Then, she washed the cum from his cock, replaced his pajama bottoms, and walked to the head of the bed. Intent on receiving some sexual satisfaction for herself, she slowly unzipped the rest of her top and lifted her white bra for him to see her big tits. As soon as she released her breasts, his hands were all over them. Leaning more toward him, she allowed him to pull, turn, and twist her nipples but also she allowed him to suck her big tits.
Not satisfied with her tits, he reached his horny hand up beneath her uniform to cup and finger her pussy through her panty. Not recoiling in the way that she usually does when he tries to finger her pussy through her panty, this time she didn't resist. When he tried moving her panty to the side, she allowed him entry. Already so very wet from stroking him, sucking him, and from him feeling her big tits and sucking her erect nipples, she thought she'd cum. He rubbed her clit but just as he tried inserting his finger inside of her to fuck her with his finger, she stopped him.
"You mustn't tell anyone that I did this for you Paul. I mean it. This must stay as our little secret. I'll be fired if anyone knew that I gave you sex," she said walking towards the door while putting her breasts back in her bra and zipping her uniform.
"Yes, of course. I promise not to tell anyone," he said now looking at her with love instead of with horniness. "You're so beautiful Emma and I will never forget what you've done for me. Will you do this for me again tomorrow?" He asked her with joy in his voice.
* * * * *
Having already crossed the line once already, Emma wasn't as nervous about locking the door again the next time she was intimately together with Paul. Besides, the nursing home was releasing Mr. Benchley soon, right after the holidays and she'd probably never see him again. With staffing cuts and the holiday looming, there were fewer staff on the floor and, fucking and sucking him, she enjoyed her private, intimate times with Paul.
As soon as she locked his door, she unzipped her uniform, and lifted her bra up and over her big tits. Not having to be told, she knew that they were beautiful breasts because she had been told that by every man she had dated. Her long, dark hair, her big, green eyes, and her firm, D cup breasts were her beast features, especially her breasts. She loved her breasts.
She had large, firm breasts, with light, pink, puffy areolas and darker pink nipples. As she walked closer to him and leaned over him, she held her bra up higher so that he could gain access to her tits and fondle her nipples. He pulled them gently and then took turns sucking each breast, first one and then the other, while she fondled his cock through his pajama bottoms. It didn't take him long to get hard.
Only, Emma was surprised when she became so very aroused this time. Immediately she felt the dampness between her legs turn to wetness. Already his experienced fingers made her nipples so hard and it sexually excited her when he pulled them, turned them, and twisted them while sucking them. He knew just what to do to make her want him more.
Even though she thought that it was recklessly risky to put her job in jeopardy for some quick sex, unable to quell the lust she had for him, she was driven to continue having sex with him. She needed to feel his big prick inside of her. As if playing Russian roulette, time was not on her side, and discovery may be only a few minutes away, but risking it all, she removed her panty. She climbed on the bed and lay next to Paul with her pussy next to his head and her head near his cock.
"Oh, God, Mr. Benchley, you've made me so hot, that now I want something from you. Please satisfy me with your mouth and fingers. I need a sexual release too." At this point Emma was so horny, that she didn't care if she lost her job or not.
Paul rubbed her clit with his fingers before inserting one in her vagina to finger-fuck her. In the way that she was positioned on him, he could have been anyone with fingers, a mouth, and a cock. She was so wild with passion that she began a humping action. He took the hint and increased the pressure on her clit and inside her pussy. She buried her head in his crotch and licked and sucked on his penis while he took care of her pussy.
He removed his finger, pointed his tongue and inserted it inside. He lapped her pussy, continued to use his fingers until she was close to orgasm, and when she started to tighten, he removed his finger again and replaced it with his tongue. She continued sucking and licking him as he fingered and licked her. She bucked and covered her mouth when she screamed so that no one would hear her as she came. Emma used her other hand to continue stroking his cock and he groaned loudly as he ejaculated in her mouth a moment later. It was by far the best oral sex she had ever experienced.
Wanting more, she moved her body and gently so as not to hurt him, resting on her knees on the bed instead of on him, she inserted his still stiff cock in her drenched pussy. Slowly humping him to develop a rhythm that she controlled, he surprised her when he returned her humps. They were fucking now. The deeper his cock slid inside of her the better if felt.
"Fuck me Paul. Bang my pussy. Make me cum. I need to cum. Oh, my God, you're such a good lover. I just love you big, hard cock. Yes! Yes! That's it. Right there. Fuck me. Hump me harder. Oh, baby. Don't stop."
Knowing their alone time was short, as soon as she had an orgasm, she climbed off of him and got dressed. Wishing she had the time to enjoy the afterglow by cuddling, after a couple of minutes, with her face still flushed and the room smelling of sex, she returned back to earth. She sprayed some air freshener.
She was nervous that she had sex with her patient. It was one thing to give a patient a hand job. Plenty of nurses have done that to special patients. It was another thing to blow a patient. Not many nurses will willingly suck a patient's cock. It's more a patient forcing a nurse to blow him. Yet, it was quite another thing to fuck her patient.
All she could do was hope that he didn't report her, or that if he did, no one would believe him. She had been working at the nursing home for five years and had a great reputation. Just as the staff probably wouldn't believe the men who pretended to have dementia or Alzheimer's disease if they reported an incident like this, she figured that they wouldn't believe Paul if for some unknown reason he reported her for giving him what he wanted. Nonetheless feeling guilty that she had taken advantage of her patient as much as he had taken advantage of her, but with her having more to lose, the best that she could hope for was that Paul didn't report her. Yet, why he'd report her when she was giving him what he asked her to give, sexual satisfaction and sexual pleasure. A win/win for both, she liked the idea of having sex with him.
"My dear Emma," said Mr. Benchley as if he was the lord of the manor addressing his upstairs maid. "This was by far the best sexual experience I've ever had," he said with a smile while positioning his hand over his pajama clad cock. "I will adore you for the rest of my life. And I will include a little something for you in my will."
"Oh, Paul. You're too modest. You're quite the stud puppet in having such a hard erection at your age. I know men a third of your age who go soft. With your experienced fingers, mouth, and tongue, you must have been an unbelievable lover in your youth. Thank you for all the pleasure you have given me."
When she spoke to him, Emma was still on Cloud 9 from her orgasm. As is still in a sexual daze, she unlocked the door before looking out to see if the nurse was coming to give Mr. B. his morning medications. She already told him which medications not to take. Some medications reduce his sexual desire and made his erections go soft.
Even after Mr. Benchley was discharged, picking and choosing her victims carefully, she continued having sexual relations with a few of the better looking and more virile men. Starting with a mutually agreeable hand job before graduating to a blowjob, before actually getting in bed with her patient to fuck them, she continued this sexual arrangement throughout her career there. Swearing them to secrecy, the last thing she needed was for them to talk, gossip, and blab her indiscretions. In her favor, as the years passed, those she had sex with died and were replaced with younger patients. As she aged from 25, to 35, to 45, and now at 55-years-old, having worked at the same facility for 30 years without suspicion and without being caught, she was now closer in age to the patients.
She wondered how many old men she stroked, sucked, and fucked. She had no idea. At least a dozen men a year times 30 years would be 360 men, probably closer to 500. If she counted all the times she's been intimate with each man, she's had sex thousands of times in the course of thirty years. By the time she tired of one, there was another man taking his place.
No longer horny, after always being so horny, she found a way to have her cake and eat it too without making a commitment and without having to wait on a man hand and foot in her private life. Forget about marriage, forget about being tied down with unappreciative children, she was free to live her personal and professional life the way she wanted to live it. Instead taking from her patients what she so needed and wanted, she figured these sexual indiscretions were as much to their benefit as it was to her. She couldn't imagine a better sexual arrangement than the one she's been enjoying.
* * * * *
Years later, she read of Mr. Benchley's passing. She was 30-years-old when he was 69-years-old. He lived to be 94-years-old. She wondered if he thought of her with fondness in the way she thought of him. Yet, with all of the men she had sex with coming back at her in the way of an explosion, what she had seen in the closet shocked her.
After having sex with hundreds of men over a thirty year period and after reading about one of her favorite patient's dying that day, Emma wasn't sure if she was dreaming as she stood at the closet door. Now fifty-five-years-old, after working in a nursing home for 30-years, she'd prefer dying at home rather than being put in a nursing home. Yet, with no husband, no children, no family, and no real friends but for all of those old men that she's had sex with, most of which were now dead, there was no one to care for her in the way that she's cared for others.
When she opened that closet door, her fear was so paralyzing and overwhelming that she went into shock and had a stroke. She couldn't move her body and just fainted. When she had regained consciousness, when she had awakened, they were all still there and the closet door was open wide. The closet was on an outside wall and, as if this was her portal to somewhere beyond, somewhere between life and death and her purgatory between Heaven and Hell, when she had opened the door, the blue sky with its puffy, white clouds could be seen.
As if they were a collage of dead faces, every man she ever had sex with and who had died was there. Figuring she was dreaming, she wasn't because, if she was, then this dream had been going on for thirty years. Whenever anyone that she had sex with died, every time she returned home from her shift and opened her closet door they were there. As if they were all trapped there or came there to watch her, they all just stood and stared. Even though she knew they were there, her reaction was always the same. She'd pass out and awaken to see the blue sky with the puffy, white clouds.
There was no interaction, no talking, and no touching, just looking. Accustomed to them all being them, albeit briefly, until they disappeared and her closet returned from a portal to a closet, she enjoyed stripping off her clothes to give them all a sexy show. Every time she opened that damn closet door there was someone new and the new ones replaced the old ones, until the old ones moved to the back and eventually disappeared. She figured that maybe they went to Heaven or to Hell but being that she had given them so much sexual pleasure, perhaps the memory of her was the last memory that they had. Only, this time, instead of waking up at home, she awakened in a nursing home, the same nursing home where she worked for thirty years.
"Hi, I'm Michael," said a good looking man of about 30-years-old. I'm your nurse's aide. If there's anything you want or need, you just tell me," he said with a smile. "Being that you've worked here for thirty years, I was told to give you special privileges. When the cook heard you were a resident, she said to tell you that you may have your pick of the menu."
"Oh, I see," she said reaching out her hand to feel his cock through his pants. Immediately, she felt his erection. "I was hoping you meant something else entirely by special privileges," she said unzipping him, reaching her hand inside, and pulling out his cock.
"Emma, this is so inappropriate. I could be fired."
"Lock my door," she said. "I need to suck your cock while you suck my tits. I need to pass my special gift to you."
The End
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Chapter 10
The scream, her mother's scream, was coming from the barn.
Preoccupied with premonitions and with none of them good, whether imagined or real, Rachel stared out her bedroom window trying to determine if the shadows she saw and the images she feared were friend or foe. As the moonlight lifted the early morning fog, it didn't take her long to realize that her ghostly shadows were just tree branches moving in the warm, summer breeze and her demons were nothing more than distant scarecrows moving in the field with the wind. Was the scream a dream, her imagination, or did her brother and father take her mother to the barn to be disciplined again?
Suspecting the latter over the former, she suspected and rightly so that the only monsters out and about at this hour were her father, Hugo, and her brother, Karl. The Devil incarnate himself in father and in son, they were her definition of evil; they were the real demons. In the brutal way they treated women and in the way they viewed women as weakly inconsequential, to be taken and sexually used and abused at their whimsy, they'd put fear in any good, God fearing, Christian woman.
"I can't sleep it's so hot," she said kicking the covers off of her and staying like that with her nightgown up to her waist.
Suddenly feeling horny and wickedly sexy, with no other men around, she wished her brother were here to see her pussy. Feigning sleep and pretending that she didn't know her pussy was so exposed, she wondered if after staring at her naked cunt, if her brother would touch her in the way they he was, no doubt, touching her mother now. In the horny state she was in now, she'd allow him to touch her and feel her, before allowing her to force her hand to touch his cock through his pants in the way he always did when he was aroused by the sexy sight of her.
"Fuck! I'm so horny that I'm thinking about having sex with my stupid brother. Eww. Having gone to bed so early, too early to sleep because of my stupid brother and drunken father, I'm wide awake now."
Too unbearably hot and humid to go back to sleep and too early to leave her bed to begin her chores, as if she was a damsel in distress, she put the back of her hand to her forehead and closed her eyes while still wondering what the noise was she heard. Feeling so alone and so lonely, with not even her neighbors within walking distance of the farm and too far away to travel to town without a horse and wagon, she felt alienated. Wishing she had a friend to talk to and to share her feelings and desires with, she was trapped in this small room on this large farm in the middle of nowhere. Everyone else's needs were taken care of but for her needs.
"God, I'm so horny," she said feeling her breasts and lightly fingering her nipples.
Making slow circles around her areolas before teasing out her nipples, first one and then the other, she pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples. Once her nipples were erect, with the sexy thoughts of having sex with a man, she continued fingering her pussy.
"I wish there was someone here to see me naked, a tall, dark, and handsome stranger. If only to upset my father and anger my brother, I'd allow him to do dirty and nasty things to my virginal body while I explored his body by doing dirty and nasty things to his body too," she said for no one to hear.
Forsaking her pussy for her tits, she unbuttoned her nightgown and raised her tits to her mouth to suck her nipples.
"I'm always so horny in the morning. I wonder if I wasn't so bored if I'd still be so horny. I wish I were married. I wish I had a husband to fuck and suck. I'm old enough now to start my life away from this farm of lunacy. I wish I had a baby."
She reached down again and her fingers found their familiar wet spot. She slowly and gently rubbed herself before fingering herself deeper while thinking about having sex with a man and while thinking about fucking and sucking some tall, dark, and handsome stranger. The only guilty pleasure she received was from her own hand when touching herself to rub her clit and finger her nipples. Now, after suspecting she'd be the next, intended victim of her father and/or brother, even the pleasure she received masturbating herself was ruined by the unsolicited, incestuous lustful leers and desperate gropes of her father and brother. She removed her hand from herself, closed her eyes again, and tried to sleep.
Always touching her, feeling her, and groping her, sickened by their sexual debauchery and incestuous depravity, her father and brother stared at her in the way they leered at her mother before they took her to the barn for the first time. Feeling violated by their stares and by their unwelcomed and inappropriate touches of a father groping his daughter and a brother feeling his sister, before forcing her hand to touch and feel them through their pants, they made her feel dirty. They made her feel sorry that she was born a woman instead of being born a man. Turned off on sex by the twisted perceptions of sexuality that made incest not only acceptable but preferable to men but abhorrent to women, men thought that what a woman wants is the same as what a man wants. Only, her worst nightmare being so incestuously desired, sex with her father and/or her brother is not what she wants at all.
With those perversely dirty thoughts in mind, she no longer wanted to masturbate herself for fear that she'd be just as sexually depraved as they were one day. Intent to remain chaste, a sexual and sensuous woman in a maiden's body, she wanted to remain purely virginal by only giving herself to God and to her future husband, whoever he may be. Only, she wished he was there with her now to rescue her from them. She'd give him sexual pleasure for the promise of his help. With her father so horribly mean and her brother so monstrously big, it would take a special man to rescue her and to save her and her mother from them.
"Dear God in Heaven help me and help my mother. Save us from my father and brother. Stop my mother from being beaten, raped, and whipped," she prayed. "And save me from the same fate before it happens."
Only falling to her knees to pray and not to suck cocks, she didn't want to lay with someone, especially not with a family member, until after she was married. Definitely, she didn't want to have sex with her father and/or her brother unless forced in the way they forced her mother. Still, she was more than a little curious about seeing cocks, touching cocks, feeling cocks, stroking cocks, sucking cocks, and fucking cocks. Cocks, cocks, and more cocks, the hornier she grew the more she thought about cocks. All she thought about lately were big, hard cocks. Fearing some inherit medical condition of lunacy that she wouldn't want to continue the cycle of lunacy, if she were to become pregnant with her father or brother's baby, she didn't want to be nor did she want her child to be as perversely twisted as were her father and her brother.
The Devil's child and being that she was her father's daughter, maybe she was the Devil's child too but she didn't want to continue the cycle of incest first with mother and then with daughter. If they forced her to have sex with them, she'd kill herself and the baby rather than to give birth to their bastard, monstrous baby. No matter if the only woman available was their daughter, mother, or sister, they were animals needing to be fucked and sucked at will for only their selfish pleasure and not for the pleasure of anyone else.
She felt as if she was owned and bound in indentured servitude until she paid back her father's disappointment in having been born a daughter instead of a son and a kitchen helper instead of a farmhand. Merely because she was a woman and not a man, her father and brother treated her less than she was when she was more than either of them could ever be. All they wanted to do was to control her, mount her, and push her to her knees to suck them. With a forceful hand to the back of her head, she knew that if she gave her father and/or brother any sexual encouragement, they'd take her out to the barn to cum in her mouth before stripping her naked to beat her and fuck her before whipping her for making them do that to her. It was all their twisted game to play and she wanted no part of it.
"I wish I was born a man so that I could beat them every time they did something horribly inappropriate to my mother and me," she said shaking her fist in the air. "I wish women had freedom and equality. I wish women had the power to be listened to and to be right. I wish women were free to give their opinions without checking with a man first before they dared open their mouths. I wish women could make their own decisions without having to receive the permission from a man on how to think and what to think."
By their amorous looks, inappropriate touches, and frantic, freehand gropes of her breasts and her ass through her clothes, even though she was a virgin, they made her feel as sexually abused as her mother must feel. Hating having been born a useless woman, feeling unworthy and ashamed of herself for having sexual feelings, in the way they sexually lusted over her, they made her feel perversely dirty whenever she pleasured herself. When she had any normal sexual feelings at all, feeling guilty for having them, she felt evil for having the sexual and sensual feelings of a normal, hormone filled woman. Instead of feeling like the woman she is, they made her feel as if she were a thing to be abused or an animal to be used. They never made her feel proud, loved and cherished.
Instead of making her feel like the doting daughter and the loving sister she once was, they made her feel sexually desired and lustfully wanted in the way of a whore of a woman that she's not and never will be to them. They didn't make her feel like the young, beautiful, and intelligent woman she was. Instead, even though she's done nothing wrong to feel that way, other than to masturbate herself in the privacy of her bedroom, they made her feel wicked, reckless, and slutty. Unable to help the fact that she was born beautiful, they made her feel that their lust for her was her fault just for looking the way she does. Born beautiful, it wasn't her fault that she was born beautiful. Yet, even if she was born ugly and/or horribly deformed, that wouldn't matter to these two demons once they started drinking. Surprised if they haven't already had their sexual way with farm animals, they'd still fuck her and force her to suck them, if they could.
"It's not my fault that I was born beautiful. I wish I was born ugly," she said, even though she was glad she was born beautiful instead of ugly. "I wish I was born flat-chested and didn't have big tits. I wish I was fat and ugly as are so many farmers' daughters."
Looking so much like her mother when her mother was her age, glad that she wasn't flat-chested, fat, and/or ugly, she liked how she looked. She liked how her clothes fit her shapely form and flowed down and over her womanly curves. Even though she made sure to cover every part of her body and to expose nothing to the wicked eyes of her father and to the horny eyes of her brother, the few men who have seen her knew she was beautiful and had a sexy body beneath her clothes. As if she was a tall tree with arms that stretched out against the blue sky and as if her lush hair were leaves that accentuated and accented the branches, she loved how her dark chestnut hair contrasted her bright, green eyes.
Shunning her as the obedient daughter and loving sister she grew to be, they only saw her as a sex object and the incestuous slut they wished her to be. They viewed her as a low class whore to be fondled, felt, groped, stripped, beaten, and fucked before she sucked them and whipped, after they had sex with her, under the pretense that she enjoyed the sex too much. Now, in the way they looked at her, she didn't feel pretty. Even though she was tall, beautiful, and shapely, she felt ugly. In this family of insanely incestuous men, the last thing she wanted to be was pretty enough to be sexually desired by her father and/or her brother. If anything, she needed to look less desirable instead of more and unattractive instead of more attractive.
"Maybe there's something that I can do to myself to make them less attracted to me and not want me sexually," she said while thinking what could she possibly do to change her appearance from beautiful and desirable to ugly and unwanted.
In the way that her father and brother seldom bathe, maybe if she bathe less too, they wouldn't like the smell of her. Smelling as bad as they did when working out in the field under the hot sun all day for days without taking water and soap to their filthy bodies, maybe if she bathe less, they'd leave her alone. Maybe if she bathe less, they wouldn't want her. Only, she couldn't stand the smell of herself if she smelled as bad as they sometimes did.
Besides, knowing them, they may be more attracted to her womanly, unwashed scents than if she perfumed herself with bath salts and lilac. Instead, unable to help how she looks, looking as beautiful as her mother once did and looking at them with her mother's same green eyes and long, lush, chestnut hair, she wondered if she'd end up just like her mother, tied to the horse stall in the barn. She wondered if they'd used her in the way they used her mother, as just holes for them to stick their dirty and disgusting cocks.
She had no rights and was never allowed to express her opinions, even over the nonsense that her idiot of a brother spouted. Wishing she had been born a man instead of a woman, she wished they were dead and she was free. She wished they'd just leave her alone. She wished she could run away and never return to this farm of sexual fetishes and incestuous lustful desires. Not having any money nor knowing anyone, she had no place to go. Without even having a horse to ride or a wagon to take her, she was stuck here with them while waiting for them marry her off to a wealthy man or to take their turn with her when they couldn't.
"I hate my life. I wish I were dead," she said not meaning the last part.
As if it were all a dream, as if she had heard a baby crying in pain and she was a new, nervous mother awakened by every distant, muted, crying sound, she recalled the sound as if she just heard it again. It was then that she realized that it wasn't a howl of a ghost or screech of an animal but a scream of a woman she heard. Then, off in the distance, distorted by the whoosh of the wind and caught up in the rustle of the leaves of the trees before reaching her ears through her closed window, she heard the scream again. Now that she was listening for it and with her ear poised waiting to hear it again, she recognized it as a woman's scream. It wasn't so much the noise that startled her awake from her sound sleep but, as if she was the one screaming and suffering, it was the panicked horror of the screamer that she felt and that awakened her.
When she looked out her bedroom window again as the fog slowly began to lift in the way of smoke clearing a room after a magician's fiery, magic trick, she saw the distant, dim glow of a lantern coming from the barn. Hung on a nail and gently swaying and slowly rocking in the warm summer breeze as if the yellow light was cautioning her of danger and warning her to stay away, the shimmering, shaky shine of the lantern's faint burn was a foreboding sight to see. The only time there was a lantern in the barn was when one of the animals was sick and her father spent the night caring for it. Now that she knew that the scream wasn't a dream, now that she knew that the scream wasn't a baby crying in pain, a screech from an animal being caught and eaten, or even a sick animal attended to in the barn, she immediately knew what it was.
"Those bastards! I hate them," she said for no one to hear. "I wish they were both dead and we were free of them."
No longer asleep but wide awake, she recognized the scream this time without even having to hear it again. It was her mother's scream and her mother's pleas for mercy. Hearing her scream again and again, with her mother, no doubt, in horrible pain, her mother was in the barn screaming. Wanting to run to the barn to help her and to save her and wanting to take her mother in her arms to hold her, wishing she could trade her own body for her mother's, there was nothing that she could do but to helplessly listen in horror to her mother screaming.
"I'll kill them," she said mad enough and with enough pent up rage to pull the trigger but not thinking that was crazed enough that she could.
She wondered if the rifle was still downstairs by the front door or if they took it with them to the barn. If she could shoot animals, a bear, a wolf, and a deer, there's not much difference in shooting men who acted like animals. Feeling herself becoming enraged, she thought about shooting her father and brother. Even if she got away with murder, two women living alone out here without protection, who'd protect her and her mother? Who'd come to their defense and to their rescue should they be attacked?
A man's world, with a legion of unemployed, desperate, and drunken men wandering the land, they'd only be at the mercy of another man. For better or for worse, stuck with her father and brother, who knows what would befall them without the safety and the financial security they provided? Besides with her father and brother dead, buried, and rotting in the back of their land, who'd plow the field and plant and reap the crop? Who'd run the farm? Seeing to her womanly chores, she had enough to do as it was without taking on men's chores too. There was just no way that she could do any more than what she was doing now.
Thunder made her jump and lightning illuminated and parted the sky in the way that only God can. Even over the sound of the storm, she heard the crack of the bullwhip tearing open her mother's soft, beautiful skin. Alternating with the sound of thunder and the crack of the whip, along with her mother's screams, as if the noises were a sad, sick song that gave sound to the terrible torment of the tumultuous times, she heard the crack of the whip again and again. Perhaps now that she was awake, now that she knew what the scream was, and now that the scream didn't have to penetrate the fog of sleep or the fog and the wind outside, the scream seemed louder and longer this time.
"Leave her alone," she screamed for no one to hear. "Leave her alone," she begged hoping they'd psychically hear her and obey. "Leave her alone! For God sakes, leave my mother alone!"
When they wouldn't leave her alone and when her mother continued screaming, she couldn't take it anymore. The guilt of her doing nothing to help her mother was much worse than her mother's screams.
"Stop screaming! Just stop screaming. Please just stop screaming," she said covering her ears with her hands. "I can't bear to hear you screaming and suffering."
With sleep leaving her and her mind clear, she remembered now. With Rachel routinely getting up early to feed the animals, obviously not wanting to awaken her for her to know where they were going and what they were doing, her father and brother get up even earlier whenever they take her mother to the barn. Half asleep when she heard them, she now recalled them leaving the house. She thought she was dreaming but she wasn't. It was so late and with all the nocturnal creatures out and about, but for the glow from the full moon, it was too late to be outside in the dark. Startled awake before falling back to sleep, the last thing she heard was the screen door slam shut and her father's voice.



"Bring the lantern, Karl," she remembered he said in his deep voice and thick German accent as if ordering a beer and a knockwurst sandwich in a Bavarian bar.
Her father and brother had been drinking heavily all day again. After days of drinking, they took her mother to the barn again. They only took her mother to the barn when they were drunk and they were drunk again last night. She wondered what her mother did now to deserve such punishment and to be party to such abuse? Whatever her slight transgression against them was, they didn't need a reason to take her to the barn to abuse her, beat her, torture her, strip her naked, rape her, and whip her.
After not happening for a while, now that they're done reaping the fields, selling their crop, and resupplying and restocking the farm, they drank away whatever profits were left before starting all over again to plow and seed the fields. As if having their way with her mother was just another step in their farming season, the sexual abuse was happening again. Every time they took her mother to the barn, their physical and sexual abuse worsened. She wondered if the full moon had anything to do with their incestuous lunacy. Only this time with her mother paying for the sins of her daughter and with their wickedness their unjustified excuse to take her mother to the barn, Rachel knew that it was all her fault. She knew 'twas only a matter of time before they took her to the barn too.
To be continued...
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Susan loves to expose her naked breasts to men so long as it appears accidental.
The mall is Susan's favorite place to flash her body and being that there aren't very many women's dressing rooms left that have curtains instead of doors, Susan was a frequent shopper of Helen's Dress Shop. She wasn't the only one who knew that this dress shop had curtains instead of doors on their dressing rooms. Many of the voyeuristic men knew that too.
Knowing there were always men watching her shop, especially for bras, there were always men watching a big breasted woman shop for bras while trying to make themselves appear innocuous. Whether they were shopping with their mothers, their wives, their significant others, or their girlfriends, the last place they'd want to be on a Sunday afternoon was shopping at the mall, when they could be home watching football. Understanding of that and with the help of her appetite for exhibitionism, Susan did all that she could to make their voyeuristic shopping experience enjoyable.
Blonde, beautiful, blue-eyed, and busty, at 5'9", and as tall as any Texas beauty queen, Susan was blessed with natural, big tits and not those silicone confections that plastic surgeons make women believe that they want and must have. Having had her 36 D cup breasts since high school, she was lusted over by every student, parent, and teacher, especially when she played field hockey, basketball, volleyball, and/or ran track. Even when wearing a sports bra was no match for these massive mammary glands. As if poetry in motion, there's just something mesmerizingly musical when a big breasted woman runs while playing sports.
"Ba boom, ba boom, ba, ba ba boom."
Whether she was wearing a coat, a blouse, or a bikini, nearly all heterosexual men were fixated with her big breasts. Being that most women, nearly 50% of them, are a modest 34 B and being that most women wear padded bras to fill out what God didn't feel the need to give them, most men stare at the impressions her tits made in her clothes. Proud of her breasts, if asked her best features, she'd say her natural blonde hair, her big blue eyes, and her D cup breasts. Susan loved her tits and unlike other women who wore baggy clothes, minimizing bras, and folded their arms across their breasts as if to hide them, Susan was proud of her big tits in the way that any man would be proud to have a big cock. Being that she was an exhibitionist and love showing all that she possessed, she loved wearing tight and low cut revealing blouses.
Certainly, there are lots of women with big breasts, whether a C cup, a D cup, a double D cup, or bigger, but most women with larger than average breasts are obese. Not defining the contrast, and losing much of their sexy shape, their asses and bellies are even bigger than their breasts. Moreover, with most of those overweight women, if they lost their excess weight, they'd also lose most of their breasts by going down a breast size or two. What made Susan different was that, even when she was 115 pounds as an 18-year-old senior in high school, she still had D cup breasts. Now that she's a woman, at 130 pounds, she still has her big tits. Only, her breasts appear even bigger on her shapely, slim frame than they would if she weighed 50 pounds more.
"Do you have any bras in size 36 D other than white and black," she stood at the bra counter asking the saleswoman. "I'm looking for something other than black or white," she said again when the saleswoman looked at her blankly while staring at her tits. She gets that a lot, blank stares. Enamored by her big tits, women are always jealous of other women. Yes, even women stare at her tits. Women don't have to be lesbian to wish they had breasts as big as her breasts. "I want a bra with color, blue, yellow, or green," she said holding the only bra of color that she could find, a red one.
"Unfortunately, the colored bras tend to be in the smaller sizes," she said with a plastic, albeit jealous smile. "I'm not sure if we have any pastel colors in your size but I think we may have a blue, a yellow, and/or a green one in back. I'll look," she said. "Try that one on and I'll bring what I have to you in the dressing room."
"Thank you," said Susan heading off to the dressing room where there were already an audience of bored men waiting for their women to emerge from the dressing room.
There was a man in his early twenties waiting for his mother, a man in his thirties waiting for his girlfriend and an older man sitting squarely in the middle of the bench waiting for his wife. Perfect, thought Susan. Playing her part as the sexy diva, knowing what men want in their sexual fantasy with a big breasted woman, Susan always shopped wearing white gloves. Perhaps a little weird to other women that she shopped while wearing white gloves, the men appreciated her white gloved hands.
Harkening back to the 1950's and before, especially popular during the Victorian age, 1837-1901, a time gone by, a lady back then never left her house without her white gloves. Never should a lady touch anything slimy, dirty, or smelly with her bare hands, even if it's a hard, hairy, throbbing cock, especially if it's a hard, hairy, throbbing cock. Besides, even if she felt conspicuous wearing her Heloise Good Housekeeping white gloves, white gloves was something that, surprisingly, even Martha Stewart doesn't wear. By the looks she received from women, she wasn't dissuaded from wearing her white gloves because, by the looks on the men's faces, especially the older men, she was encouraged, compelled actually, to continue her with her white gloved shopping excursion.
In the way she was so prim and proper, a true Back Bay and Beacon Hill Bostonian, she realized long ago that they all looked upon her as if she was Donna Reed, June Cleaver, Dinah Shore, Harriet Nelson, or Lucille Ball reincarnated. There's something sexy and sexual about a beautiful, busty woman wearing white gloves. All she needed was a flared skirt and petticoats to perfect their sexual fantasy of their mothers, no doubt. Don't believe me? Just imagined a your mother's snow white gloved hand tightly grasping your erect cock while stroking you.
"I love you Mommy," wrote Wm Forrester when he wrote his incestuous story about a mother's love for her son, the most read story in Literotica in all of 2010 and presently #76 in the top 250 most read stories of all time with more than 1.2 million hits.
So transparent in their thoughts by the way they either stared at her white gloved hands or her enormous breasts, she was excited that she was the star of so many men's attention. If only pillows could talk, Tweet, Twitter, Facebook, and e-mail, no doubt, she'd be the star of their sexual fantasies later that night. There were always a few men who followed her around the mall, those men who practically lived at the mall hoping to see something they shouldn't see as fodder to masturbate over later. Knowing they were there but never acknowledging them by turning to look at them, smile at them, wave, or shake their hand with her white gloved hand, even if she was to give them the finger with her white gloved hand they'd be more sexually excited than insulted. To see the image, all you need to do is to imagine Minnie Mouse giving Mickey Mouse the finger to understand that bit of imagery.
"Fuck you Mickey. I'm leaving you for Goofy. He has longer fingers than you."
Anyway, Susan's sexual thing to do was to accidentally on purpose flash unsuspecting men. Not as easy as it sounds and/or seems, how do you flash someone without them thinking that you're flashing them on purpose? Surely, she didn't want men coming after her and following her home on the hopes that she'd continue her flashing game in private. Her game to play, so long as she was in control, she loved driving men wild with sexual lust for her by showing them all that they hoped to see. Much more than flashing them, when seeing her white gloved hands and imagining what she could do with them, she imagined that any man would love for her to give them a hand job while wearing her white gloves, especially while she was topless. With her big boobs bouncing and jiggling to the beat of her fingers fondling and hand stroking, white gloved, topless hand jobs, no doubt, was every man's secret, sexual fantasy.
A sexual fantasy come true, Susan couldn't believe it when the store installed a bench right in front of the five dressing rooms. Wow, now with men not minding the waiting, they had front row seating. As if she was an actress or a stripper on stage, perfect. No matter where a man sat on the bench that was long enough to hold five men, her captive audience sitting there bored while waiting for their mothers, wives, significant others, or girlfriends to try on their clothes and get the Hell out of that always too warm store, they could see her changing in whichever dressing room she chose. Picking the middle dressing room, her favorite, as if sitting at first base on a Blackjack table but for different reasons, the middle dressing room allowed everyone, no matter where they sat on that bench, a view of her trying on bras.
When she closed the curtain, by closing it fast enough and closing it hard enough, the curtain never closed all the way. She purposely left the curtain open just enough for them to see enough of her. Those men who sat to the left of her could see inside the dressing room and those men who sat to the right of her could see her reflection through the dressing room mirror. A win/win voyeuristic situation for every man sitting on that bench, it was just as sexually satisfying for Susan to expose herself as it was for the men to voyeur her topless body.
She imagined the men sitting outside of the dressing room thinking that maybe she was a naughty woman and she was. She imagined them thinking that maybe she'd give him a private show of her big, beautiful breasts and she would. They sat in front of her dressing room as if they were obedient boys waiting for the school nurse to examine them with her white gloves. Whether they were 18-years-old or 88-years-old, no doubt, they all wished she'd give them a striptease show in the same way that they watched women emerging from behind a curtain at a strip club. No doubt, they all wished she'd give them a white gloved, hand job while flashing them her tits.
Only, someone like her, so classy, so sexy, so refined, and so beautiful would never flash them her naked breasts, would she? Someone like her could have any man. Why would someone who looked like her flash her tits to someone like them? Apparently, they didn't know that she was bitten by a vampire when she was younger. Now, just as it was her vampire's need to expose himself to women then, it was her need to expose herself to men now. Apparently they didn't know that just as they had a need to see her tits she had the need to flash them her tits.
Having seen her enter the dressing room carrying her red bra as if it was a flag that signaled the start of the show and now knowing she was in there getting ready to try on a bra of all things, the men sat there staring as if mesmerized by the mere curtain. Preoccupied with the dressing room curtain and with the woman behind it, assuredly they all wished that the dressing room had no curtains on them at all or that they had Superman's powers of X-ray vision to see through the curtain. Ending their hope of seeing any part of her voluptuous body, sadly and disappointedly, they watched her close the curtain to change. Only with Susan having practiced this curtain closing move enough by using her shower curtain at home, jamming it by bunching it all up together, she knew exactly how to close the curtain without closing it all the way. Moreover, she knew precisely how much to leave open to give them all a good view of her beautiful boobs.
Whether the men thought that the curtain was stuck or she inadvertently didn't close the curtain all the way, or maybe she left the curtain open on purpose to flash them her bare breasts, who cares? What did the reason matter when they were about to see two, big, beautiful boobs? So long as they could see what they all needed to see and so long as she showed all that she needed to show, that was all that really matter. Maybe later, when the men were home masturbating over all that they saw of Susan's tits, they'd scratch their heads while wondering if she flashed them accidentally or on purpose. For now, it was all a mute point.
There was a twelve inch opening at the end where Susan stood facing the mirror, not very much but plenty enough to see, especially with her facing the mirror. Being that men are so gullible, so pliable, and so agreeable especially when it comes to a beautiful woman willingly or accidentally flashing her tits, they'd never believe that she'd be just as slutty and just as horny as they obviously are. Susan used that belief and their guilt to make them feel that she was the victim and they were the predators. She enjoyed making them feel that they were taking advantage of her by looking, staring, and leering at her big, naked tits when she was the one who wanted to show them her big, naked tits.
No doubt giving her the benefit of the doubt, not ever thinking or suspecting that she'd be as randy as a common woman and/or a whore, obviously, of course, she didn't realize that the curtain was open enough for them to see her, watch her, and stare at her while she tried on her bra. It's funny how with three men sitting on a bench watching the same show that none of them responded to or even looked at the other. Different than when they were horny teenagers when they'd be giving one another the thumbs up, a high five, or at least a shit eating grin, not wanting to miss a thing, they just remained motionless while staring at the curtain as if they were about to witness some magic or a puppet show.
"Show us your tits!" As if they were psychically in tune with the God of exhibitionism and voyeurism, if a mind reader was to read their horny minds, read one, read them all. They'd all be thinking the same thing. "Show us your tits!"
Evidentially feeling as if they was doing something wrong, feeling as if they was doing something illegal, and feeling so much like the voyeurs that they were, as soon as Susan appeared in their line of sight, even though she was still fully clothed, they looked away. Apparently embarrassed that each man knew what the other man was thinking, no doubt, they all felt that they were better than that and would never take advantage of a woman by peeping on her while she tried on bras because her curtain wasn't closed all the way.
"Thou shall not covet thou neighbor's wife." Not even knowing if Susan was married and if she was, no doubt, not caring, the tenth commandment had nothing to do with this one woman's, topless revue show.
Sitting there on the bench as if jurors at a trial, they had the perfect, unobstructed view of Susan removing her clothes to try on sexy lingerie. With each man looking in a different direction, whether to the left, the right, up, or down, they all focused forward as soon as Susan made a move to remove something. One man averted his stare before looking in the direction of Susan. Another man focused his stare on Susan as if he was high on drugs and couldn't look away even if he wanted to look in a different direction. The third man, after looking here, there, and everywhere, refocused his stare back to Susan as if his eyelids were glued open. Their lucky day, being at the right place at the right time, who gives a care about missing a football game when there's a show of naked tits? Oh, yeah, tits trump football any day. Obviously, in the way they were staring at her now, it was obvious that none of them could believe their eyes.
As if they all had just won a lottery and they all did, in the way they were staring, none of them could believe their luck. Every heterosexual man's sexual fantasy, watching Susan about to undress was so much better than any dirty magazine and so much better than watching any woman undressing in a movie. No doubt, with every man thinking the same thing, they only hoped that she didn't notice that the curtain failed to close all the way and reclosed it herself again. By the determined focus of their stares, no doubt, they only hoped, that preoccupied with trying on her bra, she didn't see them staring.
As if watching her in slow motion, no longer looking anywhere else but at her, removing one slow finger at a time, as if she was a stripper removing her feathers or balloons, they watched her remove her white gloves before slowly unbuttoning her blouse. Acting as if she was just another ditsy blonde, she never turned to look at them. Not even looking at their reflection in the mirror to acknowledge that they were there watching her, leering at her, and lusting over her, obviously, if they could see her through the mirror, she could see them too. Instead, mindlessly, she stared up at the ceiling as if she was contemplating her day.
Oblivious to them staring, leering actually, they all appeared as if they were terrorists about to explode their vest bombs when she flayed open her unbuttoned blouse. Then, when she removed her blouse, she revealed her supersized bra as if it concealed nuclear weapons and it did, two, big, bomb sized boobs. As it is in America, as it is in Texas, and as it is with Susan about to flash her tits to these poor men, everything at that lingerie store and inside that dressing room that day was bigger and better. As if they were two huge mountains that protected a deeply defined valley, dressed only in her bra and short skirt, they stared at her bra clad breasts and her long line of cleavage as if they were men dying from thirst.
"Got milk?"
Looking at her massive bra clad breasts from the side and only averting their stare long enough to look at her breasts from the front reflection of her in the mirror and to make sure that the saleswoman didn't see what they were up to in peeping on a customer changing in the dressing room. Watching them watching her, the saleswoman was fully aware of their deviant and inappropriate sexual, voyeuristic antics. Turning from side to side as if modeling a bra on television, they watched her look at herself in the mirror before she reached around behind herself to unhook her big bra to release her huge breasts. All she needed to be a Victoria's Secrets angel were wings. Inhaling a joint erotically, excited gasp of excited air with the sexual anticipation of seeing her big, naked breasts, the room fell quiet when they held their collective breaths.
One slow bra strap at a time, she wiggled out of her bra straps while holding her bra in place. As if removing a drop cloth from a valuable piece of artwork, as if she was a stripper stripping for her male audience on stage and she was, and as if there was a drum roll going off in their collective heads, no doubt they heard the symbols crashing as soon as she removed her bra.
"Ta-da!"
Having just seen the woman for the first time, not just any woman but a blonde, beautiful, blue-eyed, busty woman, obviously, they couldn't believe that they were rewarded by the sight of her big, naked breasts. Without even turning her head to acknowledge what they were seeing, as if she knew that they were watching her, they watched her cup her breasts in her hands while turning from side to side to look at her huge tits in the mirror. Then, perhaps too obvious in her intentions, they may have wondered if this naked breast show was purposeful and for their benefit. Lost in space, as if her breasts were suddenly eclipsing their planet, she stepped closer to the mirror to fill their eyes with her reflected twin, full moons. Continuing her exhausting albeit sexually exciting show and, no doubt, with every man wishing they were her doctor or breast exam technician, they watched her feel her breasts for lumps as if she was giving herself a breast exam.



"Lord have mercy on them," because Susan was topless in the dressing room.
Pretending they weren't looking and acting as if they weren't enjoying the free show, they all adverted their stare when the saleswoman walked over with some different colored bras. Assuredly, having seen this behavior before, she knew what the three men were doing. Instead of going into the dressing room from the end with the opened the curtain, she entered by the other end and opened the curtain wider than necessary to give all the men a good look of Susan's exposed breasts without even having to see her reflection in the mirror. Then emerging from the same end and looking at the open end of the curtain as if looking to see what they were seeing, she looked at them not with disappointment or disapproval but with sexual excitement.
Perhaps they inspired the sexy saleswoman to flash her boobs to men one day. Not knowing her well enough to read her look, perhaps she wished that she was giving them a striptease of her breasts and that they were staring at her? Perhaps, being that she worked in a lingerie store and a shapely body was a condition of her employment, the saleswoman had big breasts too. Certainly her breasts weren't as big as Susan's D cup breasts but she was definitely a full C cup.
With the saleswoman leaving them to assist another customer, the men refocused their attention to Susan's massive melons. Trying on and modeling bra after bra and making her selection of which bras to buy, she took her sweet take putting on her bra and removing her bra while standing there topless to exam the bra in her ungloved hands. When the show was over, before getting dressed, before putting on her bra and blouse, and before donning her white gloves, she turned and looked at the men and smiled.
"Tommy," said the woman to the right of Susan while poking her head out of the curtain, the young man's mother. Even though she barely opened the curtain, it was obvious that Tommy's mother was standing there in her bra and panty. "See if you can find this blouse in a size 8," she said handing her son the blouse and exposing most of her bra clad breast and panty to him and the other two men sitting there on the bench.
No doubt not wanting to miss Susan's finale, Tommy found what he needed and hustled back to his mother. Not thinking, probably because he was so sexually excited from Susan's strip tease show and seeing her standing there topless, when Tommy returned with the larger sized blouse, he pulled back the curtain, as if he was about to climb in the bathtub to take a shower. Taking her a long second to react, topless and with her tits exposed to all three men, including her son, especially her son, there was Tommy's mother wearing nothing but her panties and an embarrassed look. Tommy stared while his mother screamed. Too late for her to cover herself, but not too late for all three men to see the sideshow, Tommy and the other two men saw his mother's B cup breast and panty clad ass.
Wow! What a day. What an incredible day.
"Tommy!"
Trying to cover her breasts with her hand and forearm while trying to close the curtain, not as quickly as she wanted to, she struggled to close the jammed curtain while Tommy returned to his bird's eye seat to stare at his mother's breasts with one eye and Susan's breasts with his other eye. Having to submit to fully exposing both of her breasts again for the sake of closing the stuck curtain, Tommy's mortified mother finally uncovered both breasts to reach up to close the curtain with both hands.
Finally, concluding her flashing game, Susan caught them all looking and enjoying the display of her bare breasts. She saw them all staring. Obviously, she knows they've been watching her undress, flash her tits, and model her bras. She knows they've seen her big tits. Yet, still standing there topless, moving the curtain to the side and more open, she looked right at them while purposely flashing them her breasts.
"Which of these bras do you like?" Holding out the red, the blue, the green, and the yellow, she addressed them as if she was fully dressed instead of standing there topless. Her huge melons with her demitasse saucer sized areolas and thumb sized nipples begged to be touched, felt, fondled, caressed, and sucked.
Brazenly blatant and immodestly immoral, still standing there with her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples so completely exposed, the three men appeared more embarrassed than she did. No doubt, they'd give anything for her to invite them to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and caress them before sucking her big tits. Instead of looking up at her and instead of looking at the bras that she held in each hand, one man addressed her tits.
"I like them all, especially the red one," said the 60-year-old man.
Acting uncomfortably embarrassed that not only she knew that he had been peeping on her but also that the saleswoman knew too, perhaps he feared that he'd be reported to the police and arrested as a peeper. Yet if she was purposely showing him her breasts, than by definition, he wasn't peeping. He was just looking at all that she was showing and all that she wanted him to see. No doubt, even though he now knew better and even though he knew that she was obviously, purposely flashing him, he still appeared embarrassed by her blatant display of her semi-naked body.
Uncomfortably embarrassed that she caught him looking, perhaps figuring that she'd complain and make a scene at the front desk, he stood to leave. Giving the woman the privacy that she deserved to get dressed, he walked a distance away and stood between the dressing room and the front desk to wait for his wife to emerge from the dressing room while still waiting for his wife to emerge from the dressing room. Nervous albeit still sexually excited, perhaps fearing that the saleswoman would call the police for him spying on her customer, he acted as if he didn't know if he should stay or flee.
"I'll take these," said Susan marching by him to the sales desk to hand the saleswoman her bras.
THE END
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Dave entertains Michael with his favorite sexual fantasy about his wife and daughter.
"Good morning Dave," said Michael with a laugh. "Yeah, there's nothing else to do here but to stare at the ceiling and the wall and masturbate."
"Well you can come down here and suck my cock," said Dave with a laugh. "I'm horny too."
"Fuck you Dave. I'm not going to suck your cock. Suck your own cock. That was a onetime thing that happened between us when I was drunk and horny. Trust me, that homosexual, sexual encounter will never happen again. Yeah, suck your own cock," said Michael again, this time with a laugh.
"Whatever," said Dave. "Being that today is your last day here and that we may never see one another, being that I'll be on parole and can't associate with known felons, it was worth a try to ask you for a blowjob. If I don't ask, I don't get," he said with a sad laugh.
"The one and only time we had sex was when we made that batch of moonshine," said Michael with a laugh. "Never again. I didn't know where the Hell I was or who I was with. I thought I'd die with that headache. That headache lasted two days."
"Well with you getting out of here tomorrow, you lucky bastard, you won't have to have sex with men and/or masturbate yourself. You'll have your beautiful wife and lovely daughter to do that for you, you lucky bastard. You're such a lucky bastard."
"Truthfully, even though I sexually fantasize about having sex with my daughter and even though I fantasize about seeing her naked and me touching and feeling her while she sucks and fucks me, I'd never have sex with my daughter," said Mike. "That's just wrong. That's just nasty, a father lusting over his nineteen-year-old daughter is only something that you read about happening on that erotic story site, Literotica. Stuff like that doesn't happen in real life. Having just graduated high school last year and off to college this year, she's just a baby. She's my baby," he said with a laugh. "I could never have sex with my baby girl."
"I dare say Michael that if you fantasize about having sex with your daughter, then you want to have sex with your daughter," said Dave with seriousness. "Especially after that sexually explicit photo your wife sent you of her, any man would want to have sex with your daughter, even her own father," said Dave with a sick laugh.
"What about you? You'll be getting released soon too," said Michael changing the subject while leaning over the side of the top bunk to look down at his friend.
"Yeah, I hope I will. I have my parole board meeting on Monday and will find out then if I'll have to serve out the rest of my time or not. With all the overcrowding, I've been a model prisoner in the hopes that they'll release me early. I'm figuring ten years of a twelve to fifteen year sentence is plenty enough time to serve. If it wasn't for a couple of infractions, I may have been released long before now. Then, once free, I'll dig up my money and disappear."
"You're lucky you have money buried and waiting for you," said Michael. Intent on digging it up after Dave told him where he buried the treasure when they were both drunk on moonshine, he'd take his money long before Dave got out of prison and disappear with it. "I have no money. I'm broke."
"Broke? How could you be broke when having two women who look like your wife and daughter. If your anything at all, you're rich. You're lucky you have two hot, beautiful, sexy women waiting for you to come home to them. I'd trade my money for women who looked like them anytime," said Dave. "Matter of fact, if I could just spend one night with your wife and daughter, I'd freely give you the money that I have hidden."
"Seriously? You'd give me your money to have sex with my wife and daughter?"
"You bet I would. In a blink of an eye I would," said Dave.
"Don't tempt me," said Michael. "In the way that I feel now about suspecting my wife of cheating on me and by the looks of my daughter in her barely there bikini, figuring that my daughter is the slut that her mother was and still is, I'd be tempted to trade any amount of money for the both of them."
"If you don't mind me saying so Michael, if Christine was my wife, I'd do her night and day. And if Julie was my daughter, incest or not, no offense, but I'd be doing her too. That sexy broad needs to be fucked and fucked hard. If she was my sexy daughter, I'd be humping her mouth and fucking her face with my swollen cock. Daddy needs to teach his daughter how to sexually satisfy a man," said Dave with a dirty laugh.
"That's enough Dave. That's my daughter that you're disrespecting."
"You can't tell me that you wouldn't do your daughter if you could Michael."
"I hear you brother and maybe I would if we were both drunk enough. Being that my wife had a sexual past of sucking cock, I was just wondering if she's been faithful to me. For better or for worse, in health and in prison, I'm hoping that she kept her marriage vows of fidelity while knowing full well that she didn't. Then, I was wondering why my wife would send me such a so revealing photo of my daughter. I can see part of her areolas in that barely there bikini," said Dave staring at the photo of Julie. "Her tits are practically out of her bikini top. I can only imagine all the horny men who saw and lusted over my daughter on the beach that day.
"Lemme see those photos again Michael." Michael handed Dave the photos. "They are beautiful women Mike and you're a lucky bastard, a real lucky bastard to have a wife and daughter who are as hot as that. Damn Christine has huge knockers. What are they a C cup?"
"She has a D cup," said Michael.
"Wow! And Julie has big tits too."
"Like mother like daughter. She's a D cup too," said Michael.
"Do you mind Mike? One last time before you go, I promise I won't get any on the photos," said Dave unzipping himself and pulling out his cock.
"Be my guest. Go right ahead. Anyone else and I'd be pissed that they'd want to masturbate over my wife and daughter's photo but, after sharing a cell and spending 23 hours a day with you for five years, you're my brother from a different mother."
"Thanks Mike."
"Only," said Mike. "Can you do me a favor?"
"Yeah, sure Mike, anything for you. Just ask."
"In thinking of my wife being unfaithful, I'm having trouble masturbating. Would you mind giving me a hand in--"
"Yeah, sure, so long as you leave the photos of your wife and daughter when you leave, I can do that for you again, that is, so long as you're not expecting me to give you my actual hand," he said with a laugh. "I don't mind reliving that sexy scenario again for you. That will help me to masturbate too," said Dave. "Just let me know when you're ready."
"Okay, yeah, sure, I'll give you the photos before I leave. Matter of fact, keep them now. I won't need to stare and masturbate over them anymore when I have the real thing at home," said Michael unzipping himself again and pulling out his cock. "Go ahead. I'm ready whenever you are."
"I'm in a bar and I spot this beautiful chick sitting alone having a drink. Without doubt, she's not only the best looking broad in the place but also the best looking broad I've seen in a very long time. And she has a body to match her face and a body that would make any man do anything she asks of him."
"That's my Christine alright. Boy, you have her pegged alright," said Michael.
"I approach her and ask if I could buy her a drink but she takes one look at me and she's not interested. In the way that she looked at me and immediately discounted me without even so much as talking me to give me a fair chance, she made me angry. She made me feel rejected. She made me wish that I was younger but unless I had money, most women her age and with her looks aren't interested in a 65-year-old man, especially one who looks like me. I'm no 007, Sean Connery, that's for sure, but I know my way around a woman's naked body, if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, I know what you mean Dave. Yet, from what I know about Christine, Dave," said Mike, "looks aren't as important to her as they are to other women. Look at me, 5'10" tall, portly, and balding, I'm no Brad Pitt," he said with a self-deprecating laugh. "With your sense of humor, intelligence, and creativity, Christine would fuck you, at the very least, blow you," he said. "Definitely, my Christine would suck your cock. Actually, not saying much about me or you but Christine would blow anyone," he said mumbling under his breath before laughing out loud.
"She looks tall Mike," said Dave. "How tall is your wife?"
"Only an inch shorter than me, Christine is 5'9" tall and when she wears heels and has her hair up, she towers over me. Please continue with your sexual fantasy of my wife and daughter."
"Well being that I'm a hardened criminal and a convicted felon with a record as long as my arm," said Dave with a laugh, "after having one too many drinks and unable to take no for an answer, I follow her home."
"This is the good part," said Mike rubbing his hands together with anticipated sexual excitement. "I love this part of your story."
"I watch her go inside her house. The house is on the outskirts of town and she lives at the end of a deserted road. It's a small house and with no other cars in the driveway, I figure she lives alone," said Dave looking up at Michael looking down at him, while both men stroked their cocks and masturbated in unison. "Turning off my headlights, I park my car a distance away and walk the 500 feet. Then, walking from window to window, I watch her walking from room to room while removing her clothes."
"Oh, baby, this is so hot," said Mike. "I can just picture Christine doing that, stripping off her clothes as she walks around the house with the lights on and the shades up. She's such a slutty exhibitionist. She loves showing her naked body to men."
"With me being outside in the dark, with her being inside in the bright light, and with the bright interior light reflecting back in her reflection, unless I put my face to the window, I know she can't see me," said Dave stroking himself faster. "Slowly as if she's a stripper on stage, I watch her unbutton her blue, silk blouse. Such a beautiful and sexy woman, I would have given anything to feel her magnificent breasts through her blouse while kissing her."
"That's my favorite thing to do too," said Mike, "feeling her big tits through her blouse and bra while kissing her. Immediately whenever I feel her tits through her blouse and bra, her nipples make their immediate impressions and I get a harder erection."
"Once her blouse is unbuttoned, she flays it open," said Dave. "My eyes are transfixed on her long line of Loni Anderson like cleavage. Then when she removes her blouse, I stare at her big, low cut, white, lacy bra. One sexy bitch, damn this broad has big tits."
"I love it when you call my wife names," said Michael.
"When she reaches around to unbutton and unzip her short skirt, I know this broad is about to get naked. Naked, naked, naked, I couldn't believe that I was there at the right place and at the right time," said Dave.
"After you're paroled, I'll have you over for drinks Dave. I'm sure Christine will show her appreciation for being my best friend for five years, if you know what I mean," said Michael.
"Thank you Mike and I do know what you mean. That's mighty neighborly of you offering your wife to me. I can't wait for your invitation," said Dave.
"Sorry to have interrupted your story Dave. Please continue," said Mike.
"Maybe she's getting ready for bed or to take a bath," said Dave. "It really didn't matter to me which, so long as she was getting naked, naked, naked. I couldn't wait to see this beautiful broad with this hot body naked. Being that it was so late, figuring she was undressing for bed, I figure the former rather than the latter. I mean, who takes a bath at one in the morning?"
"Christine has taken baths at all odd hours, especially if she knows there's someone watching her undressing. Truly, she's such an exhibitionist slut. I've told you stories about how she flashes her panties on the bus and the train and how she flashes her tits to truckers and toll booth attendants on the highway," said Michael.
"Damn Mike, you're such a lucky bastard to have such a hot, sexually playful wife," said Dave.
"Whether getting changed behind a partially closed curtain in the dressing room of a department store or trying on shoes while wearing a mini skirt without panties, I can't tell you how many times she's flashed her tits and pussy at the mall. So long as it appears accidental, she loves teasing by showing her sexy body to unsuspecting men," said Michael. "Being that I know how Christine would strip naked, if she knew you were outside watching her, it makes me wonder if she knows that you're watching her in your story."
"So there she is parading around in her sexy bra and panty and I'm watching her while fingering my cock through my pants. Then, as if I'm John Belushi in Animal House, she turns to face me while removing her big bra," said Dave raising his voice to show his sexual excitement. "Oh, my God, what beautiful tits this babe has, the best tits these old eyes have seen."
"See? I told you. Didn't I tell you that she has big tits? I knew she knew that you were there watching her, which is why she turned to face you before removing her bra," said Michael discussing the fictional, sexual fantasy as if it was happening in real time. "God, my wife is such an exhibitionist slut, even in your sexual fantasy," said Michael with a laugh.
"As soon as she removes her bra, she slides her panties down to reveal a trimmed, dark, brown bush before turning to show me her round, tight ass," said Dave. "No doubt, figuring that there's no one out there watching her strip naked, obviously, even though you think differently Mike, she doesn't know that I'm watching her walking around her living room naked. I continue watching her as she slips on a slinky, sexy, silky, red nightgown over her shapely naked body."
"Oh, my God, I'd do anything to be a fly on the wall to watch you watching my wife strip naked before having your wicked way with my Christine," said Michael while stroking himself to all that Dave was saying about his wife. "If only my daughter was there too. I'd love to listen to you sexually fantasizing about having sex not only with my slutty wife but also with my slutty daughter too."
"When she walks to the bedroom, she turns off the light. Show's over, only not for me. I creep to the back door. Lulled into the naivety of thinking there's no crime and criminals out there, the people in this rural neighborhood never lock their doors even at night. They're what we criminals call victims," said Dave with a laugh.
"You changed the story around this time. I like it. Okay, so you're inside my house, I mean, her house. Now what?"
"Living all alone," said Dave, "this woman doesn't even have a dog to alert her. I walk down the hall and her bedroom door is wide open. I peek in her bedroom and she's on her side sleeping. Slowly and stealthily, I creep in her bedroom and just as I'm about to put my hand over her mouth, she sits up and turns on the light."
"Fuck," said Michael. "This is all new. I love this version of your story so much better. Then what? Does she scream? Does she call the cops?"
"Calm down Michael. Take a breath. Relax and I'll tell you what happens," said Dave.
"This new version of our sexual fantasy is good, real good, even better than the original version. I love your sexy stories. I'm sad that this will be the last time you tell me such a wonderful incestuous, sexual fantasy. I'm going to miss you Dave," said Michael. "So tell me. What happens next?"
To be continued...
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Dear Senator John Goff,
Having personally struggled with this bad economy, it's long past the time that I write you. I'm a middle-aged daughter of second generation immigrants to this wonderful land and my heart is broken by what has taken place in our country. I'm expressing what it's really been like for millions of United State's concerned and united middleclass citizens during this economic recession and the tragic downfall of our country. Yes, I truly mean tragic downfall when referring all that's happened since the year 2000.
Having been born of Eastern European descent, actually, Czechoslovakian on my Mom's side and English on my Dad's side, working hard is a way of life for me and not just my occupation. I held my first paying job at fourteen years old and worked hard my whole life until for the first time I couldn't find a job. Not the way that it used to be, leaving one job one week for a better job the next week, I've been out of work for a very long time. Now with no more money coming in, having begged money from all of my friends and relatives, I've used up all of my unemployment benefits that some malign as entitlements given to the lazy, the users, and the abusers of the government welfare systems.
Being that I'm a sexual incest survivor, the only reason I haven't given up hope is that I'm a survivor. Never giving up is my personal ray of hope and my life's light that never completely extinguishes. Having already been homeless, surviving on the streets, sleeping in shelters, and eating at missions, after a flood took everything that I owned, I've already been through my lowest point. Now the only way is from here is up, that is with the helping hand and the assistance of my government.
Having volunteered my time at shelters before, I've always been a proud woman and have taken care to provide for others' needs as well as my own. It was a real eye opener for me to stand on the other side of the counter. For someone with my ethical and hard working background, it was a humiliating experience to stand in line at the mission while waiting to accept free food when I was always the one donating it. If I hadn't been so hungry, I never would have accepted it. Having so much false pride, I'd think that someone else needed the food more than I did.
I also had to register at a food bank and, when I went there for the first time, all I could feel was shame for being so poor, anger for being terminally unemployed, and desperation for myself and for the others who were there seeking help as well. There were lots of single mothers with small children just as there were plenty of middle-aged men who should be working instead of standing in line and waiting for a free handout. All of us voiced the same issues. Willing and able to work, we all want to work and to earn a living but there are no jobs. Nonetheless with all of us needing to survive to look for work for another day, we all did what we needed to do to endure the hardship by accepting help when we needed it the most.
I'm also without health insurance and haven't been to the doctor in well over three years because I can't afford to have a check-up. The fees and the co-pays are astronomical and testing of any kind is not possible for someone in my dire, financial situation. I'm poor and desperate but more than that, I don't fit the definition of what others think of as a poor person is. I was middle class. Now, without any income, I'm the poorest of the poor and the most desperate of the desperate. There, I've finally said it. I'm poor and desperate.
I've worked temp jobs whenever they're available and whenever they call me. Better than picking up cans and bottles from the gutter, I've never turned down work no matter how little the pay and belittling the job. Only, it's hard to accept work and to pass on jobs to earn some money when I don't have a car and the bus route doesn't go all the way to the mall from where I live in the spare bedroom of a Mennonite woman on her farm. Difficult for you to understand my financial situation when, no doubt, you've never been in my shoes. I don't expect you to understand my medical situation either. As a public servant, now there's an oxymoron, a politician serving the public, unlike the constituents that you represent, you have access to the best healthcare benefits in the world.
If you have the best healthcare, being that I'm your boss, the voter who put you in office and who pays you by my taxes to represent me, shouldn't we have the same healthcare too? Yet, you dare call our meager healthcare Obama care when you public servants have the best healthcare in the world. How dare you! I wonder what we, as average American citizens, should call your healthcare, Royalty care?
Whenever I hear the word entitlements, it makes me want to scream. When the rest of us are struggling, our elected, public servant politicians, refer to the hardworking, albeit unemployed and underemployed middle class as lazy people who refuse to work. How dare they! How dare you!
Our elected officials see us as people not trying to help themselves while holding our hands out for free public programs. It's an outrage that the hard working poor, the underemployed, the unemployed, the elderly, the disabled, and the good, law abiding, retired citizens who have worked so hard to build this great country all of their lives are viewed as no good for nothing money grubbers and entitlement takers. If you were to make your entitlement benefits public and if we were to tabulate all of the entitlement programs of the legislators, no doubt, you'd be embarrassed and we'd all be enraged. Between the free trips, free meals, free gifts, healthcare, doctors that come to see you instead of you going to see them, your private cafeteria and gym, and the extravagant budgets you are given with every Congressional committee you sit on while doing absolute nothing, how dare you call the kettle black.
The vast majority of the unemployed middle class have tried over and over again to find work without success. Yet, after you sent all of the high paying manufacturing jobs out of the country to Canada, Mexico, Brazil, Japan, Taiwan, India, and now China, the only jobs left are service related part-time jobs, jobs with the lowest hourly rate and jobs without benefits. The best I've been able to get is some temporary, part-time work with no benefits that paid slightly higher than minimum wage. Just as I can't survive on that, there's no getting my life back on that low wage. All that it would take to ruin all that I've worked so hard to build, is to become ill.
Sincerely,
Concerned and United Middleclass.
Dear Concerned United Middleclass,
Forget the formalities just because I'm a United States Senator and you're not. Please, call me Jack Goff.
Now, who are you and why do you keep writing me?
Go away.
Senator Jack Goff
Dear Jack Goff,
Now that we're friends, kind of, not really, not at all. You don't have to call me Concerned and United Middleclass. Please call me CUM.
Whether Republican or Democrat all I hear on the news is that the House and Congress is stuck in a stalemate, a standoff of stubbornness that hurts every taxpayer and every voter but you. If you were all sincere about turning the economy around and paying down the deficit, you'd put Americans back to work instead of outsourcing our jobs. You'd pass laws to make it illegal for American companies to shelter their income in countries where they don't pay taxes.
Tragically, the reason why you don't want to put Americans back to work is because there's no money in it for you. There's more money in helping big business make higher profits by taking advantage of the cheap labor overseas. It's not about the recession, the deficit, or about jobs, it's all about money, which is why every politician leaves Washington much richer than whence they came. Unlike the rest of us, we become poorer and you become richer.
It seems to me, with your big budget to run your large staff that cater to your every whim, you've never known what it's like to do and to go without. With your health club membership, free cafeteria food, all expense paid vacations, lease cars and homes, free gifts, and benefits that the average American will never know what you receive for being such a self-sacrificing public servant, we're all duped to believe that we're the ones looking for handouts when it's just the opposite Senator. How dare you say we're not entitled to unemployment benefits, Social Security, Medicare, and Medicaid, after we've all worked so very hard to earn them and after all the entitlements that you, your colleagues, and your family receives. When the rest of us are struggling to pay back college tuition loans, your children are attending the best universities for free by you passing legislation that will favor the colleges in your district. Shame on you for making pacts with the devil. Bordering on extortion, isn't that bribery?
What in world do you think it feels like when we hear that our government is emptying out the coffers to the banking industry without an accounting and/or follow-up for how the money is distributed and/or spent. An open ended, no interest loan, when will that money be paid back when you don't even know how much was given. Just as our loan documents are part of our credit history, shouldn't those loan documents to banks, automakers, and insurance companies be of public record too? When do I get my bailout Senator?
Instead of helping the economy by giving loans to start businesses, buy homes and cars, the banks horded their TARP monies instead and didn't help those who were supposed to get their financial support. When the rest of us were losing our homes, our cars, our 401K's, our future, and our hope, the banks and oil companies were making record profits and giving 8 figure bonuses. When I don't have a job, can't afford to pay rent, buy food, and pay my college loans, where is my bailout?
Sincerely,
CUM
Dear CUM,
Never one to admit that Senator Jack Goff and CUM don't work hand in hand, you stroke me and I'll ejaculate you, I mean, I'll take care of you.
If you'd like to make a contribution to my reelection campaign, please send your check made out to me personally, or cash, preferably cash, should I not win reelection, to Jack Goff.
Thank you and have a nice day.
Sincerely,
Senator Jack Goff
Dear Jack Goff,
Here we are borrowing from China to distribute what we borrow to foreign lands. Every year we give billions and trillions of dollars to countries who despise us. It's a waste of the lives of our people and of our money to fight wars we can't possibly win because the people involved have been at war for centuries and do not have any intention of co-existing in peace. Those trillions of dollars that we give to every country other than our own could well served feeding the hungry and sheltering the homeless here in our own country. We have too many disabled, unemployed, hungry, homeless, and poor in this country.
Yet, instead of fixing a broken economy, by turning the focus at home to what's happening overseas, we waved the American flag and blamed the war on revenge for the destruction of the Twin Towers. Truly, I don't understand why we started a war with Iraq. President Bush said they had weapons of mass destruction. Yet, weapons of mass destruction were never found. Vice President Cheney's old company, Halliburton, was awarded a no-bid contract to supply our troops. Are you kidding me? A no-bid contract in this time of government waste and watch dog spending, how and why was Halliburton given a no-bid contract?
In the meantime, Angelo Mozilo, a Bush, close personal friend and campaign contributor, the CEO of Country Wide Bank, the bank that gave out so very many fraudulent mortgages to those who lost their homes, was given a free pass. After paying a fine, he was allowed to walk away with 450 million tax free dollars while the rest of us couldn't afford to put food on our tables and gas in our cars. Yet, if a black man stole a loaf of bread to feed his family he'd be incarcerated for twenty years.
Testifying and lying to Congress, Treasury Secretary Paulson assured us that Lehman Brothers, his old company, was sound one month and bankrupt the next month. Being that he was a savvy business man and United States Treasurer, why did he say that, especially when he knew it wasn't true? Furthermore, why wasn't he charged with perjury, arrested, and sent to jail? I'll tell you why. Because he needed to cash in his stock options before Lehman Brothers filed for bankruptcy and the rest of us found out the real truth about his own company.
Now, I'm not financial wizard, but isn't that called insider trading and illegal to do? He's another one who walked away with 450 million tax free dollars on the pretense of serving the public. Too outrageously disturbing to be true, if I read all of this in a novel, I'd never believe it.
With too many greedy hands stealing from the same pot at the expense of the average middle class American, it's as if our government has gone insane and no one knows where to begin to fix the massive problems. As you know from the polls, the vast majority of Americans do not trust elected officials to act upon our behalf and believe that they are incapable of compromise to effect the appropriate changes needed to save our county from destruction. Aren't you embarrassed to even accept a paycheck when you haven't earned it? If you're not, you should be. Shame on you.
Sincerely,
CUM
Dear CUM,
Thank you for contacting the office of Jack Goff. I've enclosed a tiny American flag and an autographed photo of me with the president. I'm the one way in the back of the room, to the left, in the corner.
Sincerely,
Senator Jack Goff
Dear Senator Jack Goff,
Thank you for the flag and for the picture.
Why isn't it possible to enact laws that will keep our jobs in our country? Free enterprise and competition was a good thing when initiated. Yet, with the advent of a global economy ruling over a national one and our laws against monopolies broken in favor of the United States having one mega bank, one huge oil company, and three select car companies price fixing, the subsequent laws that passed to encourage free trade were done so in favor of big business and against the continuation of unions and the betterment middleclass.
We need tougher laws on immigration, as most all other countries have, and we need some emergency laws passed to stop exporting jobs and to make it more affordable for foreign countries to import our goods. We also need term-limit laws for our elected officials so that they will spend more time working on the people's business instead of spending the majority of their time working on their own personal business of fund raising for re-election. We need to stop pact funding, phony umbrella companies funded by billionaires to push their personal agendas. We need to put a leash on lobbyists so that they can't forward their interests over our interests. We need to take care of the United State's citizens first, secure our borders, stay out of wars unless someone is trying to attack our land, and to stomp out the corrupt greed in government and business.
No one needs to take home a bonus of several million dollars while there is so much suffering going on all over the country. The greed of government officials and corporate business is disgusting. How can those greedy individuals live with themselves? Have they lost their sense of decency? This horrible greed is going to be the downfall of our nation if something isn't done now.
We need serious and thoughtful help now. One only need research the fall of the Roman Empire and see the amazing similarities of their fall from greatness with the way the United States' policies are today. Our society will end just as the Roman's did if we don't quickly make the needed radical changes.
There are so many of us continuing to suffer and the majority are losing hope for their personal future as well as for the country's. Please shake up the other law makers and try to make them understand the seriousness of this situation. Please. Now.
Signed,
CUM
Dear CUM,
Please don't rock the boat.
Now fuck off.
Senator Jack Off
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Susan has the need to flash only she becomes the one being flashed.
Susan, a 40-year-old cougar was horny again. Her need to flash came more often now with the advent of the warmer weather. She loved showing unsuspecting men her shapely body so long as it appeared accidental. The sexual feeling she received from flashing herself didn't work if men suspected she was flashing them intentionally. Besides, not wanting to be confronted, attacked, and/or raped, just wanting to sexually tease them, she'd rather leave the men scratching their heads while wondering if she had flashed them accidentally or intentionally.
Being that she was living in a new city, a place where she had never flashed before, no one knew her here. They'd never recognize her would never suspect her of flashing them. Whether flashing men a down blouse or an up skirt, it was the same to her, so long as she flashed some part of her body for her to masturbate over all that they saw of her later. Unless she was wearing a sun dress without a bra or a low cut, unbuttoned top, harder to flash her bra, cleavage, and tits, it was easier to flash her panties. Something she always enjoyed doing on a bus and/or train, just the act of crossing and uncrossing her legs flashed her panties to the man sitting across from her.
Without being too obvious, not wearing her shortest skirt, she wore the one that climbed up her leg in the way that a man's hand does during a good night kiss. She wore her sheer, white bikini panties, the one that showed her dark patch of blonde, trimmed, pubic hair whenever her skirt climbed high enough and whenever she spread her legs open wide enough. She was getting excited just thinking about flashing her panties. Visible through her sheer blouse and bra, her nipples were already erect and hard and she could feel that familiar warm, wet sensation between her legs.
Being that the best place to flash was the mall, she headed for the shoe store but not just any shoe store. The store she chose to flash in had to have a man helping women. Moreover, even though any man would suffice in her need to flash her panty, she preferred flashing younger men to older men. Yet, not just any man, a younger and attractive man was always more sexually exciting for her to flash than flashing an older and an unattractive man.
Having seen it all before, harder to flash older men without them thinking that she was flashing them intentionally, she received more of a reaction from a younger man. Younger men were always so much more sexually excitable, especially when seeing the panties of an older woman. Perhaps, she made them think of their mother flashing them her panties. Further, she enjoyed witnessing their reactions to them seeing her panties while watching their erections tent their pants with the more flashes of her panties that she showed. She imagined them going home and masturbating over all that they saw of her. Wishing she was a fly on the wall, she only wished she could watch them masturbating over the sexy thoughts of her.
A small instate shoe store chain, Shoe Showcase was her chosen place to flash her panties. Preferring to go there on a weekday instead of a weekend, she preferred when the store was less crowded, as soon as they opened or just before closing. Today, she went there twenty minutes before closing. She hated flashing her panties when there were other women who knew what she was doing and giving her dirty, judgmental looks. Instead of making her feel sexy, their dirty looks made her feel slutty. Even though she knew she was an exhibitionistic slut, she didn't need to be reminded about her lack of modesty and morals by envious woman who didn't possess the body she had. Besides, whenever she was the only customer, she had the undivided attention of the shoe salesman.
She opened the door of the store and walked the aisles looking at shoes. She scoped out the store as if she was going to rob the place while hoping the manager, an older man in his forties, would go in back and leave his junior salesman alone so that she could flash him without him interfering and ruining her sexy fun.
"Michael, I'm going to leave a few minutes early. I have an errand to run and a bank deposit still to make."
"Okay, Glenn. I'll see you tomorrow."
She browsed the shoes before picking out a black pair of sexy heels and taking a seat to try them on and to begin her flashing.
"I can help you with those," said Michael, a twenty-something-year-old salesman.
As soon as he squatted down to fit her, she relaxed her knees and caught him looking between her legs. Even though she wasn't showing much yet, she wondered what he saw of her for him to look again but longer this time. Definitely, whatever he was seeing he liked. She did have long legs and shapely thighs and she wore her bright white panties because they were easy to spot than colored or black ones. Oh, yeah, when she was flashing her bright white lingerie, as if she was flashing her high beams, there was no mistaking that the one being flashed could see her the triangular piece of panty between her legs.
Because their thighs were so big, obese woman had to open their knees wide to flash their panties but she didn't. Even when she sat with her knees closed tightly together, someone sitting across from her could still see the patch of panty over her knees. This time she gave him something to see when she parted her knees a little more by merely leaning down to feel the shoe on her foot. She had his attention now. He was looking and when he stood, she noticed his bulge in his pants that he tried covering with the shoebox. With the shoe not even starting yet, that was easy.
She brushed her blonde hair back that had fallen in front of face when she was looking down at her shoe and he was staring in between her legs. She looked up at him with her big blue eyes and smiled.
"Do you have these in brown?"
"I'll go check in back," he said turning to leave.
When he returned with the brown shoes she noticed his zipper was down. Now either he peed and forgot to zipper himself or he pulled his zipper down purposely. Either he was playing with himself in back or he's a flasher too and was flashing her. Well, two can play this game, only she wondered how far he'd go. It's much more difficult for a man to flash a woman than it is for a woman to flash a man. All a woman had to do was to lean forward to give a man a down blouse view of her bra and cleavage or slowly cross her legs to give a man an up skirt view of her panties.
"Oh, that's nice," she said accepting the shoes while staring at his unzipped zipper while wondering what his cock looked like and while wondering if he was circumcised or uncircumcised.
As soon as he squatted down again, she could see his white cotton underwear. Obviously, she was as enamored seeing his underwear as he was seeing hers. Her preferred choice because she could more clearly see the bulges, he was wearing briefs instead of boxers. As her knees opened wider, her skirt climbed higher. The point of no return and going right to the top level to her panty flashing, being that he wanted to play too, she was ready for the next step.
"What do you have in boots?"
"Boots? We have quite a large selection in sizes, styles, and colors," he said with a smile while staring at her white, sheer, bikini panties. She knew that in this bright light that he could see her patch of blonde pubic hair. "Only, if you don't mind, being that it's after closing time and with the mall closing soon, I'm going to lock the front door," he said with a bit of trepidation. "I don't want any more customers coming in after the long day I've had already," he explained to her as his justification for locking the store.
"Sure, no problem," she said knowing that he was up to something and not minding being that she was up to something too.
"What kind of boots?" Waiting to ask her the question until he was standing in front of her and staring in between her legs at her exposed panties again, she was enjoying how horny this young man appeared to be. He was making her arousing her with the sexual anticipation of what might happen next.
"Black boots, calf high, size 9," she said knowing full well that she took a size 10.
A game she enjoyed playing, the best way to flash him, really flash him her panty, was for him to struggle to fit a boot a size to small on her foot.
"I'll be right back," he said and disappeared in back again.
Being that he was gone longer than necessary to retrieve a pair of boots, she wondered what he was doing back them. Figuring he was in back masturbating over seeing her panty, she wished she had the balls to step around the counter and peek and peep on him in the backroom but before she could even get up from her chair, he returned with her boots. He held the shoebox in front of him and when he squatted down again, his cock was out of his underwear and hanging there by the unzipped material at the front of his pants. Oh, my God, with him flashing her, the shoe was on the other foot and she couldn't believe her eyes. With his dark, tuft of pubic hair sticking out of his pants, the entire side of his erection was visible. A first time for everything, in all the times she's flashed her panties in a shoe store never has the salesman flashed her his cock.
Being that she was a professional flasher herself, she knew he was flashing her on purpose. His face was red and his breathing was shallow. She could tell he was as sexually excited seeing her panties and flashing her his cock as she was sexually excited flashing him her panties and seeing his cock. Wondering where this would lead, she was ready to play his game instead of having him play her game. Only, being that she was sitting there with her skirt up to her crotch and her legs spread wide open while he fruitlessly tried fitting her with boots that obviously didn't fit her, she was still in a position to tease him a little more.
She wondered if she flashed him even more of her panty by raising her leg if she'd sexually excite him even more. Figuring the stiffer and bigger his cock grew, the better her chances were of seeing his hard monster popping out of his pants. After flashing her panties and after he flashed her part of his cock, in her horny state now, she wouldn't mind seeing his young, hard prick. He was young and good looking. She wondered what would she do if his cock was sticking straight out of his pants. Would she stare at his exposed prick? Would she reach out and touch his cock, wrap her fingers around his cock, and stroke his cock before taking his cock in her mouth to suck his cock?
She wondered what he'd do if he was so exposed with his cock sticking straight out of his pants? Would he pretend that he didn't know and notice that he was so exposed? Or would he act embarrassed? Would he force her to touch him? Would he impale her mouth with his prick? Or would he take her around back, bend her over, lift up her short skirt, pull down her bikini panty, and fuck her?
The real question was, what would she do? When all she wanted to do was to flash her panties to him, never expecting him to flash her his cock, would she allow him to have his wicked way with her hot body? How so deliciously wicked, she didn't know and wouldn't know what she'd do and how she'd react, until she reached that point of no return.
Unable to zip the boot, she placed her foot in the too small boot while he struggled to fit her. There was just no way that her foot was fitting in that boot. Allowing him to raise her leg, when he lifted her leg, she opened her knees as wide as she did when having sex in the backseat with her last date. With her skirt nearly up to her waist and her legs spread wide open that he could count the tread count of her panty, she watched his eyes transfixed on her crotch. In the way that he was looking, staring, and leering at her panty clad pussy, she wished she wasn't wearing any underwear. How much further would his eyes bulge out of his head and his cock tent his pants, if he was staring at her exposed pussy instead of her white panty?
Instead of measuring her foot, he was determined to squeeze her foot in this too small boot, no doubt to prolong the view of her panty. After a strong grab of her leg and a big push of her foot, enough of a push to bend her knee and to unexpectedly cause him to fall forward, his mouth was now so close to her cunt. As if he was getting ready to fall to his knees between her legs and lick her through her panties, she was so ready to feel his fingers push her panty aside before feeling his tongue licking her and lapping her, while his fingers fucked her. Only, he didn't make a move to touch her panty clad pussy. Instead he gave up.
"I think you need a bigger size," he said. "Let's try a size 10," he said disappearing around back again.
This time when he returned his cock was even more exposed. He squatted down to fit her foot with the boot but when he stood, his erection popped out of his pants in the way of a clown popping out of a jack in the box. A real pro at exposing his cock, she knew this wasn't the first time that he flashed his cock to a woman. Not looking down at himself, not acknowledging that his prick was sticking straight out of his pants, he acted as if everything was normal. If he stared at anything, he stared at her wide open legs and exposed panty while she stared at his erection. Only, she couldn't stop staring at his cock. She couldn't take her eyes off of his big, stiff prick.
"You have a beautiful prick," she said taking back control of their flashing.
"Oh, I'm so sorry," he said looking down at himself before looking up at her with lust. Obviously pretending that he didn't know his cock was sticking out of his pants, she wasn't fooled. Quickly he reached to put his cock away.
"No don't put it away. I like seeing it," she said. "It's been a while since I've seen a hard cock and even longer since I've seen a cock so young, so big, and so hard. It's beautiful," she said. "I love your big prick."
Showing more of himself by turning to the side, he struck a Captain Morgan pose with his head tilted back, his chest sticking out, and his hips pushed forward.
"May I touch it?"
"Sure," he said taking a step closer to her.
She reached out her finger and poked at it with her fingertips as if checking for fresh bread.
"May I feel it?"
"Of course," he said. "I'd love for you to feel my prick."
Then, when she wrapped her fingers around his prick, he reached down to cup her pussy through her panty.
"It's so big and it's so hard. Would you mind if I stroked you?"
"Sure, go right ahead," he said watching her stroke him. "I'd love for you to stroke me."
While she stroked him, he traced her pussy slit with his fingertip before pushing her panty aside and entering her with his finger. Being that she was already wet, she was just as sexually aroused as he was.
"If you don't mind," she said looking up at him with her big, blue eyes while stroking him and running a slow tongue across her red, full lips. "I'd love to suck you."
"Mind? No I don't mind at all. I'd love for you to suck me," he said. "I'd love to cum in your mouth. I'd love to watch you swallow."
Scooting forward in her chair while leaning forward, she impaled her mouth with his cock. Taking him deep while stroking him, licking him, and sucking him, she stopped when she felt his hand to the back of her head and when he was just about to cum. As if taking his sexual temperature, feeling his sexual excitement by cupping his balls to feel them throb and pulsate, she knew precisely when he was about to cum. Wanting to leave him sexually frustrated and wanting him to leave him with the hopes of wanting more, she removed him from her mouth, put her shoes on her feet, stood up from her chair, and fluffed down her skirt.
"I have to go now. Perhaps, we can do this again. We could work as a flashing team. Call me," she said writing her phone number on a piece of paper and handing it to him.
"Call you? You only gave me your phone number. I don't even know your name."
"Susan. Susan Jill Parker," she said stepping forward to give him a deep, wet, French kiss before turning, unlocking the door, and walking out of the store.
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Twinkle, twinkle little star, when life hasn't turned out the way that it was meant to be, a scientist discovers a way for people to make their dreams come true.
"Angelo and Angela sat kissing in a tree, K-I-S-S-I-N-G."
Angelo loved Angela. They were to be married. The wedding was already planned. He was so excited and she was so happy, that is, until Maria came along to ruin everything. Casting a sexual spell over Angelo, she made three before making four with a baby.
Alas, an unfortunate mistake, Angelo loved Angela and not Maria. With her long, dark, brown hair and big, brown eyes, Angela was everything he wanted in a woman, except for one thing. She was a virgin. It was good that she was a virgin but frustratingly, she wanted to stay a virgin until her wedding night.
The love of his life, Angelo loved kissing Angela while feeling her modest sized B cup breasts and fingering and sucking her petite, dark brown nipples, before reaching beneath her skirt and beneath her panty to finger her sweet, albeit virginal, trimmed, Italian pussy. Different from an American pussy, Angela had a sweet olive pussy. With her hand firmly around his swollen cock while stroking him and looking up lovingly at him, she gave him the best blowjobs. She sexily gazed up at her future husband with her big brown eyes while stroking him, licking his balls, and sucking his cock. For a virginal woman, she was a skilled cocksucker and even though she wouldn't allow him to cum in her pussy, she readily allowed him to cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum with all the gusto of swallowing bubbles from a guzzled glass of champagne.
Even though Angelo and Angela did everything but have sexual intercourse, with Angelo being a virgin too, as a man wanting to have more sexual experience than his wife, he wanted to know what it felt like to be inside of a woman before his wedding night. Unfortunately, being that Angela was Sicilian with strict Catholic upbringing, she was saving her virginity for her husband in her wedding bed and on her wedding night. Especially back then, the custom for a newly married Sicilian woman in Sicily was to hang her nuptial sheet out the window to prove with her own blood that she was a virgin. A bit medieval but still their custom in this small, sunny paradise of a village just outside of Palermo, Sicily, their town lay protected by a harbor and within walking distance from the coast of the Tyrrhenian Sea.
Alas, sadly, where all of his friends were having hot sex, really banging their girlfriends and seemingly fucking every women wearing a skirt, Angela was still a virgin. No conniving, convincing, and vino could change her mind from her staying that way, that is, until her wedding night. Wanting to remain faithful to his beloved, Angelo masturbated a lot while thinking of having deeply penetrating, sexual intercourse with Angela. He couldn't wait to part her clam with his penis and really pound her pussy.
If it wasn't for Maria making her presence known by teasing him, flirting with him, and making her availability known to him by flaunting her shapely, sexy body at him, he may have refrained from cheating on Angela. With Maria's long line of cleavage that advertised her abundant breasts so fully exposed, along with the impressions of her nickel sized nipples always present in her tight, braless tops, he never would have thought that there may be a way for him to have his cake and eat it too without having any repercussions. Only, little did he know, thinking with his cock instead of with his head, he thought wrong.
Grown much bigger and busier now after being away for 40 years, even though some things remained the same, other things in his small, coastal village have changed drastically and improved dramatically. When transported back to his home village, Angelo barely recognized the countryside outside of Palermo, that is, if it wasn't for the fact that he was returning there precisely at 3:33pm, on April 24, 1972, Angela's 22nd birthday and the day of their wedding. Only, their wedding was cancelled because of Maria. She was pregnant with Angelo's baby, a boy, they named Vito.
"I'm pregnant Angelo," she said flipping her pretty chin up at him as if she was giving him the finger.
"Fungool," said Angelo.
"Fungool? Fungool you Angelo."
"Pregnant? I can't believe you're pregnant Maria."
"What are you going to do about me being pregnant? Huh?" She asked with attitude while pushing out her curvy hip before putting her hand on it. "Are you going to make me an honest woman by giving your child your name?"
"Fungool," he said again. "My name? How can I give you my name when I'm marrying Angela? I can't give two women my name."
Shorter than Angela, Maria wasn't as pretty as Angela, only she was no dog by any means. Angela was just than much more good looking. Only when compared to Angela did Maria pale in comparison. If Maria was to walk in a crowded room, all eyes would be on her, that is, until Angela arrived. Yet, what Angela lacked in tits and hips, Maria had those body parts covered in spades. With the bad attitude and the bodacious body to be a big, beautiful, black woman from Detroit, only being that she was a Sicilian Italian, she was about to make Angelo an offer he'd best not refuse.
"Fungool."
Not a bad looking woman, Maria had big, D cup breasts, so much bigger than Angela's barely there B cup breasts. Because Maria was so young, barely 22-years-old, she seldom wore a bra, even though with her massive breasts she should help support them from sagging, swaying, and bouncing around whenever she ran to give Angelo a hug and a passionate, wet kiss. Yet, in the way that Angela, with her tall, slender, and shapely body, along with her olive tone complexion, looked as if she could have been from northern Italy, Milan possibly, Maria, with her shorter and squatter stature and darker complexion definitely looked more Sicilian. Especially with her big mouth and bossy attitude, there was no mistaking Maria for anything else but for a Sicilian woman. Moreover, Maria was a baby making machine and, back then, before she gained fifty pounds later in life, ten pounds with each baby she had, she exuded sex.
Where Angelo loved Angela for different reasons, her beautiful face, her kind spirit, her sense of humor, and goodness, there was something about Maria that drove Angelo wild with sexual passion. Where Angela was so good, Maria was so bad. Just as he loved Angela's blowjobs, he loved fucking Maria. Humping her with horniness, she returned his humps with passion until they developed a rhythm enough to orgasm at the same time. Torn, turned, twisted, and tormented between his all consuming love for one woman and his deep, sexual passion for the other, his decision was made for him when Maria became pregnant. Yet, with his little bird ready to fly away to Capistrano with a new man in her life and with him moving away to start his life in America, never to see her again, Angelo still loved his delicately sweet Angela.
Not very different from when men take a mistress, looking for something syrupy and sugary to eat, in the way of a female dessert, fruit pie, where Angela was the sweet dessert, soup to nuts, Maria was the full, seven course meal, a literal banquet feast of womanhood. Only, not the modern woman that Angela was, that is, except for her maintaining her virginity, Maria was so Italian, too Italian, and so very Sicilian. Definitely, Maria could be a Mafia bosses' wife. Dressed from head to toe in black for the rest of her life, she'd even bode well as his widow should her husband not meet with her demanding expectations and have a premature demise not so much from the sharpness of her tongue or from the bullets of his rival gang, but from the slashing skill of her quick hand when wielding a knife. Best to lock up the knives whenever Maria was riled, she had a Sicilian temper and Angelo feared her in the way that Saint Peter feared the Devil.
"Pregnant? You're pregnant? I can't believe you're pregnant. We only had sex once, a couple of times, a few times maybe, but not more than a couple dozen times. You can't be pregnant Maria. How could you do that to me? Why aren't you on birth control?"
If she had a knife in her hand she would have stabbed him. Surely, she would have slashed, cut him, and watched him bleed to death.
"Birth control?" Talking as much with her hands as she did with her big mouth, she waved her hand in front of his face at him. "I'm Catholic stupido. How could I do that to you? Faccia brutta! You're the one who made me pregnant asshole," she said with her face getting red and that little vein pushing through the skin on her forehead.
"Mama Mia, but I'm marrying Angela, Maria. I can't marry you too, can I?"
"Mama Mia my ass. I'm more than enough woman for any man. You won't need Angela after being married to me," said Maria talking with her hands again. "I don't know what you even saw in that tall, skinny bitch, Angela. She must have given you one Hell of a blowjob because I know for a fact that she's a virgin. She thinks her pussy is made of Vatican gold and she's too good to be fucked. I spit on her," she said spitting at his feet. "I'll wipe the street with her if she dares come between me and my man."
Oh, oh, as if he was unclaimed land, she's already staked her claim to his head, his heart, and his ass by declaring him belonging to her.
"Seriously, Maria, how can I marry you when I'm marrying Angela?"
"After I kill her, how can you marry her when she'll be dead and buried in the ground," said Maria with a look of seriousness that told him, perhaps she'd be more suited to be the wife of a Mafia Don and the mother to the Godfather's children than to me married to him and be the mother of his children.
"Can't you get an abortion?"
"An abortion?" As if there was a mouse by her feet, she jumped off the floor with the mere mention of the word abortion. "Get an abortion? An abortion? You want me to abort my fetus? Are you crazy?" She signed herself before looking up to God.
"Yeah, I mean no. I'm not crazy but I'd like for you to have an abortion so that we can forget this ever happened and I can marry my true love, Angela," he said taking a step back when he thought horns were about to sprout from her head.
"I'm Catholic. A sin against God and the church, Catholics don't have abortions. We suffer through our mistakes," she said nodding her head.
"Maria. Please. I beg you not to have this child," said Angelo with tears in his eyes.
"I'm sorry Angelo. You made your bed. It's in God's hands now," she said signing herself again. "You must marry me instead of Angela and that's that," she said whipping off her hands as if they were coated with salt after she poured salt in his broken heart.
Now it was Angelo's turn to get mad and he pointed his finger of accusation at her.
"You tricked me. You made me make love to you. You forced me to have sex with you. You're such a little puttana."
"Little puttana? After they stand you up beside me at the altar, my brothers will kill you before I have a bastard baby without a name and a proper baptism. I'm no man's puttana," she said pointing a finger in his face before lifting her big tits with both hands as if she was about to toss them over her shoulders in readiness for a fight.
"Fucking puttana. That's what you are. You're a whore."
"Puttana? A whore? I'm no puttana and I'm no whore. I suppose I tricked you into removing my clothes while you kissed and kissed me. I'm a witch. I vexed you. Is that it? I cast you in a love spell. I tricked you into sucking my big tits while fingering my wet pussy. While licking my pussy, I forced you to drink my magic potion, my pussy juices, instead of wine. Is that what you're saying and is that what you believe?"
"Jesus Maria, I can't believe you got yourself pregnant," said Angelo sick to his stomach.
"As if you weren't there? I got myself pregnant? How dare you! I made you make love to me by making your cock hard enough with my mouth so that you could fuck me. Is that it? I forced you to have sex with me by overpowering you and impaling my pussy with your cock. Is that it? I put the words in your mouth when you said, I love you Maria. I love you. I really, really love you, while you were really, really fucking me. Stupido!"
Yeah, he fucked her and yes the sex was good but she was the type of woman that he just had to look at her to get her pregnant. Moreover, she was the type of forceful and aggressive woman that already had her claws in him so deep that he was no longer his own man. He was her man. Forsaken, he was doomed.
Thinking with his cock instead of his brain, especially after a little too much vino, he should have known better than to have anything to do with Maria. The epitome of the Italian Mama before she even delivered a child, with those big hips and those big jugs filled with milk, she was born to have a big family. With one foolish act, Angelo ruined Angela's life and changed his destiny forever. With no way out but to marry her, he was doomed forever. Forever, he'll be paying for this one mistake. Forever, he'll have to live with Maria instead of with Angela, his true love. Forever, he'd wonder how different his life would have been living in Italy if he married Angela instead of marrying Maria and moving to the United States of America. Forever, his life was ruined forever.
* * * * *
"Who shall speak against the union of this man and this woman, speak now or forever hold your peace," said the priest looking all around the church while waiting for someone to object to the marriage. He continued when no one came forward. "I now pronounce you Angelo and you Maria, husband and wife. You may kiss your bride."
With his thoughts with more and more with Angela, pining for the loss of her, Angelo slept in a cold bed with his wife Maria. After she gave birth to Vito, Mario, Julio, Filippo, and Maria, giving her all the children that she so wanted, he was done with her and it had been a years since they had sex. Food, instead of sex, became their passion and with all the cooking and baking she did, he had gained 100 pounds since being married to her and she had gained fifty. He remembered the days when they were so hot for one another. Forty years later, he wondered how different his life would have been had he married Angela instead of marrying Maria. Only, now just a sexual fantasy instead of a lifetime commitment, he'll never know the answer to that question.
Listening for the sounds of his wife sleeping, snoring actually, he reached in his pajama bottom and fondled the head of his cock while thinking of Angela naked. Naked, naked, naked, he thought of Angela's full, red lips. He thought of her modest, B cup breasts and her small, dark brown nipples. He thought of her pussy and how he loved to lick her and make her cum. He remembered all the times she sucked his cock while staring up at him before he exploded his sexual passion for her in her mouth and before she swallowed all that he had to give.
"Angela, Angela, Angela..."
He wondered where she was now and who was she with. No doubt, she was sucking another man's cock while he was fucking another woman, a woman he didn't love in the way that he loved Angela. He wondered if she was with a man that she didn't love too. In the way he was touching himself now, he wondered if when she touched herself she thought of him. Always with him in his thoughts, he wondered if she still thought of him in the way that he still thought of her. Forty years later, he wondered what she looked like now. He wondered if she looked the same or if she grew fat in the way that he and his wife had grown fat.
"Angela, Angela, Angela," he whispered while stroking his cock and sexually fantasying about his beloved Angela.
"Fungool Angelo. Stop playing with yourself and go to sleep," said Maria with an elbow to his ribs.
* * * * *
Dr. Louis Durkin, a scientist working with a grant in an Massachusetts Institute of Technology laboratory, couldn't remember when he saw the light of day last. Sequestered in his lab, he arrived before sunrise and left late at night. Emerging from out of the darkness and into the light, he walked out of his lab for the last time defeated, defamed, disillusioned, despondent, and depressed. Having to leave this chapter of his professional career unwritten in the way a writer abandons a story because of an elusive ending, in his case, an unproven theory, with his research unfinished, his life was over. A dismal failure and having lost all his credibility among his peers and colleagues, after prematurely broadcasting and publishing his success, no one would hire him now. Feeling certain that he'd win the Nobel Prize for Science, he'd win nothing more than a booby prize now. How so embarrassing.
Even though he had tenure, even though he could fight them in court with the help of the teachers' union, he decided to take their generous severance package and resign in disgrace. His cherished alma mater, he had embarrassed the university he so loved. The students, even his colleagues, made fun of him. Calling him a Trekkie, they called him Captain Jerk, instead of Captain Kirk, and called him Dr. Spoof instead of Dr. Spock the laughing stock, after his research had summarily failed before prematurely ending.
Getting here so early and leaving so late, it was always an eerie feeling to see the college campus so deserted. Normally, he had students available to help him unload and carry supplies in his lab. Today, when he needed the help the most to load his rental truck with all of his belongings, he had no one but his sad, defeated self. With all the free advice, the jobs, and the internships that he gave his students over the years, there wasn't one person to help him pack. After paying him so much respect and giving him so many accolades, as if he had already won the Nobel Prize, now feeling duped and deceived, no one wanted to be seen with him, an embarrassed failure of the university.
* * * * *
Ten years ago today, it was a rainy day that inflamed his passion to succeed. Ten years later, it was a grey October day that melted his resolve to quit rather than to continue in disgrace while looking for something that wasn't there. In the way that George Bush looked for non-existent weapons of mass destruction, Dr. Durkin looked for proof of his molecular transportation theory. Theoretical it was possible. Only, theoretically, he was unable to prove it. A theory is just a theory without having scientific evidence and conclusive proof that would prove his theory. Tired, hot, and sweaty, never to return again, he just wanted to pack his truck and leave his beloved campus forever. For him to move forward, he had to put all of this behind him.
Each year, with more funding in place, he had hoped for a breakthrough of his exhaustive but failed experiments to invent a molecular transporter, much like the one they had on Star Trek. He always thought it possible to turn the human form into energy and reconvert it back to flesh, bone, and blood. Unfortunately, ahead of the current technology and without being able to try, experiment on, and tinker with the process on a human form, now admittedly the process of dematerialization and re-materialization was years away from being a reality. A dismal failure, he felt like such the mad scientist. Way before his time, for him to succeed in transporting objects, never mind humans, just to store the complete DNA information on hard drives of one human being before being transported, he'd need a storage facility as big as the Empire State building and a supercomputer to process such encoded information was way out of his grant funding budget.
What he thought possible in saving DNA instructions, before transporting humans, was impossible to replicate in the lab. Forensic scientists work with pieces of DNA strands daily but not as a whole and certainly not as exhaustively in the way that he was required to work with the complete nucleic acids that contain the genetic codes needed to preserve the DNA encoded functioning strands of all known living organisms. Even as a scientist who doesn't believe and who has never believed in God, it's difficult not to believe in God or some Alien being after seeing all that makes up one person, never mind the billions and billions of iterations of the human race. Just one mistake, one miscoding, one missing bit or unreadable byte of computer information, and only God knows what could happen and what monster he'd create. Even if the FDA and a dozen other Federal and state agencies approved him to go forward with human experimentation, unless someone was on death row or dying of cancer anyway, no human would dare volunteer to serve as his human guinea pig.



Yet, based on the visitations that the Earth has had from Aliens throughout time, he suspected that we are all children born from Alien beings, super humans, if you will. Only and unfortunately, with all of us so genetically encoded, it will take us eons to unlock the secrets that we have stored just in our brains, never mind in the rest of our body. Our brain, our computer backups, if you will, and knowing that all he needed was there, he's been trying to find the key to unlock it but failed miserably.
Assuredly, it won't be until the day that we are able to make more use of our brains and/or find a more superior life force that we'll finally realize the secrets of the universe, et al, the human body and the human brain. Until then, we are no more than a collection of prehistoric idiots. Out of the billions of inhabitants of this more than 5 billion year old planet and more than 10 billion year universe, had they lived today, he could list a mere one hundred people who walked the Earth before him and who may have been able to bridge the gap from man to God or from man to Alien. Galileo, Einstein, Darwin, Freud, Pasteur, Kepler, Fermi, and Faraday among them, just to name several, no intellectual match for any of them, he was heads and shoulders below their genius.
Much like the process of Cryogenics, the science of bringing back someone frozen from the dead, to transport someone by pulling their molecules apart and putting them back together in the exact order and location they were before, he'd have to kill the person first in the hopes of bringing them back to life later. Only, once back, is that really them or is it their clone? Moreover, what about the soul?
Something he never accounted for or even considered, being that he didn't believe in God and being that he can't even see it, touch it, and feel it to replicate it, even if he was able to transport someone, would they return to life without their soul? Then, when they die, would they be denied access to Heaven or not allowed entry to Hell? Where do these life forms that he recreated without souls go when they die? Do they just no longer exist? With the church and religion against him, and making his work impossibly difficult by protesting outside of his lab and breaking in his lab and sabotaging his experiments, too many religious, zealot protesters thought he was trying to play God.
"How dare they! Those stupid idiots cost me my job, ruined my research, and ended my career."
Moreover, when trying to transport someone or return someone from having been transported, what if something went wrong? God forbid if he lost power or if there was a sudden electrical storm and the computer crashed, there was so much that could go wrong. Just a nanosecond of a power surge would ruin everything. It wouldn't take much, but some of their DNA could be lost and not transferred in the process of transportation. What if he was transporting more than one person? Could their molecules become mixed? What would happen then? He cringed at the thought of thinking what could happen if something went wrong when transporting the human form with an animal form.
In essence, instead of transporting them, he could be creating a living and breathing monster to unleash upon the world. He could invent the next Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. Without even realizing it, thinking that his process of transporting someone was successful, he could release mayhem upon the world by creating a superhuman or more likely an inferior being to the one being transported. Imagine the liability he'd face. Imagine the civil lawsuit that could be brought against him, his grant providers, and the university. There could even be criminal charges that could land him in jail for the rest of his life. With the limited technology he had at his disposal, not wanting to play the part of a mad scientist, the science of molecular transportation was all too risky, before his time, and way beyond his abilities to do.
After going through the myriad of paperwork and permits, if he experimented on a human and failed, he'd be even more of a laughing stock than he was now. No doubt, in today's litigious society, he'd be arrested, convicted of a crime, and sued civilly. He'd lose everything he's worked so hard to earn. His reputation as a scientist ruined, at the very least, he'd live the rest of his life in exile and obscurity. Besides, he never even reached the point of trying his experiment with humans.
Unable to even begin transporting humans, his research had been spent trying to transport plants, insects, and mice. He could transport them, to God only knows where, but the problem was in trying to get them to return. For him to return them, he needed to know where they went and he had no idea. They just disappeared in the way they disappeared on Star Trek. Only he didn't have a Scotty to beam them back up to whence they started and where they belonged. Whatever he tried to transport disappeared. Basically what he invented was an evidence free, no clue left behind, killing machine instead of a molecular transporter.
Certainly, in hindsight, now that he's failed, thinking that he could build a transporter was strange science that bordered on mad science. Regaled and rejoiced in the beginning at being on the edge of a new technological era, a mere ten years later, his research was viewed by the scientific community, as something that would interest Doctor Frankenstein, had he lived today. When his experiments failed to bring back what he transported, he lost the credibility of the scientific community as a whole. His published journals more of a science fiction novel, where an embarrassment to him, to his grant providers, and to the university. Then, with the negative press that the protesters created, companies that embraced him and his research before with grants that not only paid for his research but also supported him, no longer wanted to be mentioned with him in the same scientific journals and/or news articles now.
He was done. He was finished, after losing the grant funding that he so needed to continue his work and his research. Even the military, the last one to buy in and the first one to leave with all the budget cuts, they pulled their Pentagon funded money from his project. All of those years of work and research was for naught. All of that time and energy that he invested was wasted. He didn't know where to begin. He didn't know what to do. How can he just give up and throw away research that he's been working on all of his life? His dreams of winning the Nobel Prize vanished, along with his wife. Working around the clock, sleeping at the lab, he was never home anymore anyway.
Now that all his employees and interns were gone, standing outside his lab with his moving truck filled, he was left with nothing but his notes, his computers, and his lab equipment. He took one last look at the MIT campus in Cambridge, Massachusetts before leaving to find a storage facility to safeguard his equipment. Without a buyer to buy any of this useless stuff, he would have been left with a warehouse full of junk, that is, had he not had a last minute idea, an epiphany of sorts in what to do with all of his research equipment. In his most desolate moment, he realized that he had stumbled over something bazaar. As interesting as it was exciting, if not more marketable, along the way, he had another idea of what to do with his research that didn't include transporting bodies just minds.
Not sure what he found, too busy with trying to transport humans to entertain the thought of any other breakthroughs, those findings that he discovered and ignored before hit him hard with the excitement of their possibilities now. With his hair uncombed and wild in the way of comedian, Dr. Irwin Corey, looking so much like the crazy professor that he was in his white lab coat, it was a good thing that he didn't tell a soul of his other discoveries. For sure, the government, namely the military, would have claimed his inventions as their own by sticking a top secret label on it. If they knew that their grant money had enabled him to develop something nearly as extraordinary as a transporter, they'd want it. Unable to do anything with it, they'd just stick it in a vault and in a guarded warehouse somewhere.
Revoking his security clearances and with the government done with him now after having washed their hands of him, abandoning him as their chosen star researcher, he was free to continue the research on his new project, so long as he did it in secret. He needed time to think about how he could market his creation to someone to make money, enough money, perhaps, to fund and continue his human transporter research project on his own. He realized now much in the way of an exploded planet coming back together with gravity in the exact same way it had exploded, his theory was an impossible one to prove. Yet, much like in the movie, Total Recall with Arnold Schwarzenegger, he realized that in trying to turn the human molecules to an energy source and reconfigure them back to exactly the way they were before being transported, he made a huge, accidental discovery.
In his intensive and exhaustive studies of the human body, especially the brain, by introducing specific, secret drugs in a chemical cocktail of sorts. Namely and specifically, he loaded the brain with neurotransmitters such as, Caffeine, Serotonin, Norepinephrine, and Dopamine, as well as other chemicals too. He realized that he could give people experiences, a memory, not unlike a Timothy Leary LSD trip, if you will, as if they've actually experienced them and lived through them. Of course, being that it was all drug induced, the feeling would dissipate once awakened but they'd still have their implanted memories as if they had truly experienced them. How much is that worth to have a memory of climbing Mount Everest or traveling in a submarine to the bottom of the ocean or traveling in a space shuttle to outer space? He could only imagine what a wealthy person would pay to have memories so specific and memories that they'd never have but always wanted.
From traveling to faraway places, to driving exotic cars, to having sex with celebrities, he could only imagine the endless possibilities of memory implants. Being that he already had the capability of giving people a memory of their choice, other than to research the memory, he didn't need to do any further research to give them the specific memory. He already had everything in place to give those implanted memories to those who were willing to pay him a lot of money. Whatever experiences they always wanted to have but never had the time, the money, opportunity, the talent, the fortuitousness, or the resources to have, he now could give them.
Only, how would he find such people who could afford to pay him exorbitant sums of money for the pure pleasure of him giving them merely a realistic memory? When he thought more about it, in the way of typical vacationers taking a summer vacation and a trip, all we are left with are our photographs, videos, souvenirs, and memories. Surely, based on the subject's memories, by hooking the subject's brain up to a computer with especially designed visualization software that he had developed and injecting them with secret mind altering drugs, he could even give them photographs of the experience, as if they had taken them with their camera. Now switching gears from a smaller piece of the pie, instead of reinventing the whole pie, pure genius, he was as excited about memory implants, as he was about trying to invent a molecular transporter.
Figuring he'd be deemed just another crackpot and his idea a scam, this time he refrained from prematurely publishing his papers until he had conclusive proof that his memory implants really worked. So as not to call undue attention to himself and to his memory implants, no doubt for them to be stolen by the government, before he could successfully use them on a paying customer, if only to merely test the waters, he put an ad on Craigslist, of all places. Surely someone of interest will contact him. He busied himself writing the ad as soon as he got home.
"Scientist, MIT grad, can implant memories. Memory implantation is a way for you to visit faraway places and/or do things you always wanted to do, without leaving the comfort of my laboratory. From skydiving to underwater exploration to space travel, you name it and I can implant it and even give you photos of your trip."
Even though he wrote the ad, even though he could do everything as advertised, the ad sounded too much like science fiction. Nonetheless, he posted the ad and waited for his e-mail account to respond. Within minutes, mostly questions, he received dozens of e-mails. Within hours, there were hundreds of e-mails. By the next day, he had thousands of e-mails. He was on to something enormous.
People were just as eager to leave their reality, as he was eager to help them leave. Yet, for a price. What was the price? How much should he charge them? Well, that would depend on where they wanted to go and what they wanted to do. It was all in the programming after all. It was all in the code. The more that they wanted to experience, the more code he'd have to write and the more time it would take for him to write it.
All it took was information and he had plenty of that. The Internet was his best source. The information, words, photos, and videos were all there and were all that he needed to download, along with his brain expanding and mind altering drugs, to give his customers whatever they wanted for whatever price they were willing to pay.
Dr. Durkin read through the e-mails, until he found the one perfect candidate, his first human guinea pig to test his memory implantations. Angelo Giovanni, an olive oil and wine importer turned pizza parlor chain owner, wanted to experience the woman he loved for decades, but didn't marry. A touching and romantic story, she was the one who got away. Now, married forty years with 5 children and 14 grandchildren, he needed to know what it would have been like had he married Angela Andolucci, instead of his current wife, Maria Palermo.
* * * * *
Fortunately for Dr. Durkin, for the sake and success of the experiment, and for the satisfaction of his customer, Angelo had saved all his old love letters from Angela. In addition, he had photos of her, when she was a young woman and later, found more photos of her, after she had some success as an Italian chef. Her name was all over the Internet, along with video, plenty of videos, until abruptly the record of her stopped just before her 47th birthday. After that Angelo and Dr. Durkin were not able to find any other mention of her.
Perhaps having made enough money and having had enough success, she prematurely retired to live her life with her children and grandchildren. No matter, being that Angelo wanted to know what it would feel like to have sexual intercourse with Angela as a young woman, Dr. Durkin had more than enough literature and video to implant him with that memory and give him that memory. Mingled in with the photos that Angelo had of his wife, Maria, Dr. Durkin could easily insert Angela for Maria, whenever necessary and wherever needed. Everything he needed to give Angelo the experience of being with Angela, instead of living with Maria was there for the taking and there for the implanting.
There was a lot of work involved before the implantation process. Much preparation needed to be done to give Angelo a believable experience. Would a million dollars be too much to ask him to pay or would that even be enough? A very successful and wealthy man, certainly Angelo could afford to pay that much and more. He had the money and would, no doubt, be willing to pay that exorbitant fee for the memory of being so sexually intimate with his beloved Angela. Moreover, he'd be under for a long time, 8-12 hours, depending on how long the drugs lasted on him. Being that he was a man in his sixties, sixty-four-years-old actually, the drugs may even have longer lasting effects. Dismissing the thought that he could die while being so drug induced, unproven and untested, his only real concern were the side effects and not the fatal consequences.
Certainly, as anything of a medical nature, the memory implants had risks. More from the drugs that he needed to give Angelo than the actually memories he'd implant, he had no idea how Angelo would react to receiving a flood of memories, memories that may overwrite, override, and even replace his real memories. The brain was still uncharted territory. Any procedure that had to do with the brain and the nervous system of the body could be dangerous, even deadly. Yet, surely, this procedure was not nearly as dangerous as trying to molecularly transport someone from one place to another and back again. All he was actually doing was implanting a memory by using the memories that he already had and replacing Maria with Angela. It seemed easy enough to do that it was no big deal, especially after his weird science of molecular transportation.
The first thing to do was to meet with Angelo and have him relate the exact experience that he wanted to have with Angela. Dr. Durkin prepared an exhaustive list of questions for Angelo to answer. The preliminary work that he did, questions and answers, photographs and videos, and the client's wishes and desires would all help to make for a more realistic experience and a longer lasting memory implant.
"What experience do I want to have? What memory do I want to take to the grave? What do you think Professor? To be honest," he paused, "I want to know what it would have been like to have had sex, sexual intercourse with Angela," said Angelo in broken English. "Moreover, I don't want to experience sex as a 64-year-old man but as a 24-year-old man. I need to know if I married the right woman. I need to know for once and for all if Angela was meant for me. I need to stop torturing myself and souring the memories of Maria by those memories that I would have had with Angela."
A new wrinkle, other than someone asking to have sex with a celebrity, sex was something that he never seriously considered. Dr. Durkin looked at the man with intrigue. Not one to turn down a challenge, he wondered how he'd do it, give Angelo the exact memories that he wanted of having sexual intercourse with Angela. He had the old photos of Angelo and of Angela but not of them having sex. He could exhaustively pick Angelo's brain as to what he experienced when having sex. He could document how he felt kissing, touching, feeling, and having oral sex with Angela forty years ago, as compared to how he felt now when having sexual intercourse with Maria. Yet, somehow having to manufacture one, the missing piece would be the one memory that Angelo wanted to have.
Angelo wanted to know what it felt like to make love to the love of his life. He wanted to know what it would feel like to fuck Angela, really fuck her when they were both so young. There was software already out there that would show what the woman her dimensions and age would look like without her clothes. Moreover, he had videos of her and he had his client to give him the information that he needed of all the sexual experiences that he had and wished that he had. Definitely, it was doable. Only, would it be believable? Only, Angelo would know.
One week later after loading everything about Angelo and Angela, even Maria, in his computer, in a darkened room, too dark to see his hand in front of his face, Angelo was hooked up to a computer as if he was on life support. The computer screen flashed his thoughts as if his brain was the main processor of a video game that played his thoughts through computerized interpretation. From this video of Angelo's thought waves, the computer translated his thoughts to images. A newly invented, one of a kind program, Dr. Durkin needed this kind of elaborate software to perfect the images that would become Angelo's memory implant.



It was as if the computer was reading his mind and playing his thoughts on the screen in a sort of fast forward movie that spanned forty years. Instead of Angela there with her boyfriend and later her husband, she was now there with Angelo. Angelo was superimposed in every situation from walking, talking, and laughing, to watching a movie together, to making love. From the computer's imagery, Dr. Durkin copied that video that played and even made print copies of it to give to Angelo later. Proof that his memory implanted experiment was working, Angelo was hopped up with Dr. Durkin's mind altering drugs to keep him dreaming in full color.
Getting his money's worth, Angelo was with his beloved Angela, as if he was really there with her. When she gave birth to her twins, Vincenzo and Luigi, Angelo was there. With the memory implanted in his brain, he raised those boys as if they were his own. The memories of Angela's husband memories were now Angelo's memories too.
Yet, when they made love, the intimacy is what made the screen come alive with color. Kissing and kissing Angela, the color of the screen turned from cool green to electric blue to brilliant red. Angelo made love to Angela in ways he never made love to Maria. No amount of sexual passion that he had for Maria could make up for the love that he had for Angela. He always knew he loved her. He always knew that she was the only woman for him and had he not made that one mistake with Maria in having sex with her and making her pregnant, he would have been happily married to Angela.
They were so joyously happy together. Meant to be together forever, Angelo and Angela had a wonderful life filled with happiness, love, sex, and devotion. All that was missing was a dog and they bought two toy terriers that completed and accentuated their happy family.
With the memories implanted in his brain and the videos and photos to give evidence that he was there in her life all of these years, he raised those boys as if they were his own. From preschool to grammar school, to high school and college graduation, he was there at the wedding when they were married. A twin ceremony for both sets of twins, their identical twin boys married identical twin girls, Donatella and Michelangela, on the same day and at the same wedding ceremony. Everything was perfect. Finally, he discovered the truth. He was meant to be with Angela and not Maria.
With their 25th wedding anniversary soon approaching and Angela's 47th birthday on that same fateful day of April 24th, Angelo gave his wife of 25-years an early anniversary gift, a brand new 1997 Ferrari 550 Maranello. She had always wanted a Ferrari and Angelo couldn't afford one until now when he started importing his olive oil and wine to the United States. Now, blessed a million times over, their life together couldn't be any better.
It was on that treacherous mountain road, on their way to the wedding reception, that Angela lost control of the Ferrari after upsetting the balance the car when negotiating a double S curve. She came rocketing down the straight too fast while approaching a hairpin curve. Never completely regaining control of the car, unbalanced and traveling at too high of a rate of speed for her driving skill, the car zoomed off the highway and launched itself off the mountain road. Airborne and with Angelo's life flashing before him, he took Angela's hand.
"I love you," said Angelo. "I really, really love you and I will love you forever."
"I love you too Angelo," said Angelo.
When they leaned in to kiss one another, as if their kiss was the symbol of the fireworks they felt inside when kissing, the car exploded upon hitting the rocks belong.
As soon as the car exploded the computer screen went white and the heart monitor that monitored Angelo's vital signs went flat. Dr. Durkin did his best to revive Angelo with CPR. He even shocked his heart with a defibrillator but to no avail. Recording and videotaping everything from the mind's eye of Angelo, as if he was sitting in that car with Angela, he died with her in that car on that day.
Then, the computer screen flickered before brightening to a full screen of pure, mesmerizing, white light, so brightly luminous that Dr. Durkin had to shield his eyes. There in the center of the light, as if they were ascending to Heaven, were Angelo and Angela walking hand in hand. Somehow through the magic of his computer technology, Dr. Durkin had not only captured their deaths but also captured their life after death. With his computer continuing to record all that was happening, he watched Angelo and Angela being met and greeted by their relatives. Then, there above their heads, as if levitating above them, was God welcoming them to his Heavenly kingdom.
Then the screen went black, as black as the room was before Dr. Durkin turned on all the lights in his feeble attempt to save Angelo's life. Now he wondered with Angelo dying a tragic death at 49-years-old in Italy, never marrying Maria and crossing the ocean to start his pizza chain in America, he wondered if all of those memories were gone and replaced with those of Angela. He closed Angelo's eyes knowing that he had given him the memory in death that he always wanted to have in life.
The End
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Embarking upon the forbidden, a mother and son test the waters of having an incestuous relationship.
"Mom?"
"Yes, Joey. What is it?"
"I need a favor?"
"A favor? What? Whatever it is, can it wait? I'm busy cleaning the house."
"No. It's can't wait any longer. I have something I've wanted to ask you for years."
"For years? For goodness sakes? Why wouldn't you ask me whatever it is before now? I'm always available," she said sitting on the side of his bed and putting a hand on the side of his thigh as if she was about to lean down and kiss him. "We have a good mother and son relationship and, especially after your father suddenly died last year, we've developed an even closer relationship with each of us helping the other through our grief, despair, and depression. You can ask me anything and I'll give you an honest answer."
"Thanks Mom," he said reaching out to touch her hand and playing with her fingers when she touched his hand, he gazed up at her before wiping away a clump of blonde hair that fell in her eyes.
"So, tell me," she said with a smile. "What is it you'd like to ask me? Ask me anything, anything at all. You know that you can always talk openly and honestly with me."
"Yes, I know that but I don't want to ask you something that will make you angry at me mother."
"Angry? Why would I be angry over you asking me a question?"
"Because you get angry over stupid stuff," he said with an nervous laugh.
"We're both adults Joey. Just because being 21-years-old technically makes you a man doesn't mean that you're still not my little boy. You'll always be Susan's little boy," she said mussing his chestnut hair with her hand. "I'd never get mad over you asking me a mere question."
"You promise you won't get mad at me?"
"Yes, I promise," she said with a laugh. "Now tell me. What's your question? I still have laundry to do."
"Well, being that I miss Dad--"
"I do too," she said with a forlorn sigh. "Your father meant everything to me. He was my whole world and just as are you, he was a wonderful man," she said wiping a tear from her eye while staring at him with love. "I can't believe how much you look like him. I have pictures of him when he was 21-years-old and in the way that he looked then, you could be his twin brother now," she said with a loving smile.
"I know. I saw those photos of Dad too," he said. "I can definitely see what Dad saw in you, when I saw some of the old photos of you when you were dating Dad. Especially the one of you in your barely there bikini, you were hot Mom, not that you're still not hot, just older."
"Older? I'm only 40-years-old Joey. That's hardly older," she said tickling his ribs. "Thank you, for the compliment, I think, Joey but I wish you wouldn't go snooping through my things. I mean, I don't mind showing you my old photos, so long as you ask me first. There may be a few photos of me that I'd rather you not see," she said.
"I know," he said smiling a cheesy smile.
"You know what?"
"I saw them."
"You saw me naked."
"I did."
"Oh, God. Well that was a long time ago. Twenty pounds heavier, I wish I still looked like that," she said.
"You're still hot Mom," he said, "a real MILF?"
"MILF? What's that?"
"A mother I'd like to fuck?"
"Joey! You're not supposed to want to fuck your mother." She punched him in his shoulder. "You're not supposed to have such inappropriate thoughts about me." She looked at him and smiled before her facial expression of a loving mother was suddenly replaced by a sexual excited woman. "So what is it you wanted to ask me?"
"I wanted to know what it would feel like to kiss you."
"Kiss me? You want to know what it feels like to kiss me? I have no idea," she said with a laugh. I imagine it would feel the same kissing me as it would kissing any other woman."
Obviously knowing what he mean, she looked at him with feigned confusion.
"You know that's not what I meant mother."
"You've kissed me a thousand times," she said with suddenly nervousness. "Especially now with your father dying suddenly, as if we both need to say goodbye every time we part company in case we should never see one another alive again, you kiss me on the lips when you leave and you kiss me on the lips when you return home."
"No, that's not the kind of kiss I'm talking about."
"What other kiss is there between a mother and her son?" She reached her hand up to push back her hair before giving him a deep look with her big, blue eyes.
"A real kiss," he said.
"A real kiss? You mean a kiss between a man and a woman? That kind of kiss?"
"Yes."
"A French kiss?"
"Yes."
"Joey, I can't kiss you in that way." She looked at him as if he just told her that he was gay before looking at him with nervous trepidation. "Now why would you want to kiss your old mother?"
Nonetheless, as if getting ready for him to kiss her, she pulled her hand away from his hand to tie back her hair with an elastic she kept in her housecoat pocket.
"I need to know."
"You need to know what?"
"It's driving me crazy Mom."
"What is driving you crazy? Tell me Joey. You can tell me anything," she said with concern.
"Well promise you won't get mad," he said looking at her in the way a son should never look at his mother.
"I already promised you that I won't get mad. You can tell me anything," she said touching her son's chest with a gentle hand.
"I need to know what it's like to kiss you, really kiss you, French kiss you."
"I don't think that's a good idea Joey. A kiss like that, is more of a sexual kiss between consenting adults and not the type of kiss that should be experienced between a mother and her son," she said with obvious reservation as if she was thinking what it would be like to kiss her son too.
"I think about you a lot. I dream about you too. I have sexual fantasies about you," he said.
"There's nothing wrong with that. It's healthy for a man your age to have--"
"I've been masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with you."
"Masturbating? You're been masturbating over me?" She looked at him with a look of sexual excitement. "Seriously?"
"Yes."
They fell silent and Joey wondered what she was thinking. Was she thinking about him stroking his cock over the thoughts of her? Was she thinking about him cumming all over his hand, chest, and stomach while being so sexually excited by the thoughts of having sex with his naked mother? Or was she thinking about masturbating him so that he wouldn't have to masturbate himself? Having a difficult time reading her, he didn't have a clue. A good sign, she didn't leave his room. She was still sitting there on his bed and she wasn't angry by his sexual confession.
"Why me?" As if his confession had unleashed something forbidden in her, she asked him the question in a low, far away voice.
"Because you're beautiful, sexy, and I love you Mom," he said touching her knee. "There's no one that I'd like to have sex with than with you."
"I love you too Joey only not in that way," she said with an understanding smile. "We can't have sex."
"Why not?"
"Because that's incest and incest is--"
"I don't see what's wrong with two people exploring their feelings and their bodies just because they're related by blood. It makes no sense. If anything, an incestuous relationship between a mother and her son would be more--"
"Don't," she said putting her finger to his lips. "I can't go there." She pulled her finger away when he took his mother's finger in his mouth and sucked it in the way that he wished he could suck her nipple. "Joey. Eww. Don't do that. That's gross. You're making me feel all weird inside."
"It's not gross how I feel about you Mom," he said moving his hand to her thigh and leaving it there when she didn't move to resist him from touching her there. He was only a few inches from touching her pussy and just the thoughts of fingering her gave him an erection.
"You need to get out of the house more Joey instead of staying home alone with me. You spend way too much time in your room looking at porn. I'm fine now. You don't always need to keep me company and go with me on my errands. I can do things for myself now."
"I'm always thinking about you, Mom."
"I'm always thinking about you too but not in that way. Still, believe it or not, you're normal in the way of the Oedipus Complex. Every son wants to have sex with their mother," she said with an uncomfortable laugh. "You just have too many hormones raging through your body and too much time on your hands. Once you return to college, you'll be too busy to give your old mother another thought, sexual or otherwise," she said with a nervous laugh.
"Have you ever thought of me in that way?"
"In what way? You mean sexually?"
"Yeah,"
"Certainly not," she said pulling her hand off of her son's chest. "I'm your mother," she said, "and you're my child, my baby boy. I'm the one who changed your shitty diapers."
"And you're the one who breast fed me too."
"You remember that?"
"You didn't stop breast feeding me until I was five-years-old Mom," he said with a laugh. "Yeah, I remember you breast feeding me. I remember you having big tits too," he said reaching out to put his index finger when he saw the impression it made through her bra and housecoat.
Slow to react, it wasn't until she looked down and watched his finger fingering her nipple that she realized he was touching her where he shouldn't.
"Joey! Don't do that. Stop," she said brushing his finger away.
"Sorry Mom."
"Oh, Joey," she said leaning down to him to give him a hug and a motherly kiss on the lips. Only with his hand trapped between her breast and his body, he cupped her big tit in his hand. Not moving his finger this time, she didn't even know that he was copping a cheap feel of her big tit. "I know you're sad because your father died but I'm not going anywhere for a long, long time. You don't have feel that you need to make love to me for me to know how much you love me."
Only, he could tell she was lying about never sexually thinking about him. Just by the mere mention of the thought of him thinking about her sexually inspired her nipples to make their appearance through her bra and housecoat. She had big nipples too. Just as he's imagined sucking her nipples now, he remembered sucking his mother's milk then. Besides, he's heard her in her bedroom and in the bathtub masturbating when she thought he wasn't home or in a different part of the house where he wouldn't hear. In the heat of her passion, just as she's having an orgasm, she's even heard him call his name which is what prompted this sudden confession.
"You didn't answer my question?"
"Question? What question? You haven't asked me a question. Did you ask me a question?"
She appeared distracted. No doubt, after giving her something else to think about, he caused her some confusion along with her sexual excitement. Only, he was hoping to cause her even more sexual excitement with what he was about to ask her next.
"May I kiss you?"
"Kiss me? I'm not going to have sex with you Joey if that's what this is about. I'd never have sex with my son."
"It's just a kiss Mom."
She looked at him while biting her lip and fingering one of her buttons on her housecoat.
"If all that you want is a kiss, I guess that would be okay."
"A real kiss?"
"Yes."
"A French kiss?"
"Yes, I know what a real kiss is Joey."
"With tongues."
"Yes but that's all. Okay? Nothing more than that. I mean it," she said scolding him as if he had already done something wrong when he was hoping to do something so very bad before doing something so very good.
"Okay," he said propping up his pillows and sitting up in his bed.
He leaned to her as she leaned to him.
"This is foolish Joey," she said moving away from him at the very last moment. "Are you sure you want to do this, kiss your mother?"
"Are you kidding me? Oh, God yes Mom. I need to know what it feels like to kiss you, really kiss you."
"Know what? What is it that you need to know about kissing me? What's the big mystery? If you've kissed a woman, you've kissed your mother. We're all built the same with lips and tongues."
"You're so much more than mere body pieces mother. Besides, I need to know if my sexual attraction is imagined or real and if my lustful desire for you is mainly because of what I'm truly feeling for you or merely what I'm going through with Dad's death."
"I see," she said suddenly looking so pensive before sticking out her chest with resolve and moving up her chin with confidence. "If I can help you with a kiss, I'm willing to kiss you Joey. Only, it's just a kiss. Please don't take a mother kissing her son in his time of grief as your invitation to grope my body through my housecoat," she said looking down at herself to straighten the material.
She leaned into her son again and closed her eyes this time. As soon they touched lips, Joey parted his mother's lips with his tongue. She responded by relinquishing her tongue to him and they were kissing, really kissing, French kissing. Joey was finally kissing his mother and she was returning his kiss.
Only, as soon as he reached for her breast, actually felt his mother's tit through her housecoat and bra before squeezing, fondling it, and caressing her breast, he was disappointed. Normally, his mother didn't wear a bra beneath her housecoat. She seldom wore anything beneath her housecoat. Wearing her housecoat after she's taken a shower or before she showered, she was normally naked under that thin bit of cotton.
"Joey! Stop," she said pushing his hand away from her big boob. "You promised you wouldn't grope me."
"Actually, I didn't promise that I wouldn't grope you and I wasn't groping you. I was only feeling your breast through your housecoat and bra. Trust me, I couldn't feel a thing. Besides you promised me you'd kiss me and you didn't."
"I kissed you."
"It wasn't long enough for me to know how I feel about you. It wasn't a real kiss. You broke it off too soon."
"So what are you saying?"
"I'm saying that I'd like for you to kiss me again only, this time, longer. Yeah, that's what I'm saying. You need to kiss me again Mother."
"I'm not going to sit here and make out with my son, Joey. That's just wrong. That's just nasty. That's just asking for trouble."
"Trouble? Why is a kiss between a mother and son asking for trouble? It's just a kiss Mom unless you feel that there's more."
She looked at him as if pondering her options after he asked her if he could use her car.
"Well, okay, but this is it. And don't twist what I say around to make it appear that French kissing is my idea when it was all your idea. This is the last kiss," she said leaning down to him again.
This time, as soon as their lips touch and as soon as he parted her lips with his tongue, he reached a hand between her legs and up her housecoat. Only, as soon as he touched her panties and forced his hands deep between her legs to cup her panty clad pussy, she pulled away, pulled down her housecoat, and closed her knees.
"Joey! What the Hell are you doing? What's gotten into you? Gees. Oh, my God. You touched me where no son should ever touch his mother."
"No I didn't."
"You touched my panty and cupped me in your hand."
"Technically I touched you where no son should ever touch his mother but it wasn't as if you weren't wearing panties."
"I'm just glad that I was wearing panties, otherwise you would have..."
"Would have what?"
"Never mind."
"So what if I did touch your pussy? Would you have been embarrassed by the fact that you're wet for me?"
"Wet for you? I assure you that I'm not wet for you," she said sitting back on her haunches to get up on her high horse.
"Show me then. Let me feel," he said reaching his hand beneath her housecoat again.
"I'm not going to allow you to feel my pussy Joey. What's wrong with you?"
"Then, what about my kiss? I'm still waiting."
"I kissed you twice already Joey. We're done kissing."
"You said you'd give me real kiss Mom but every time we start kissing you stop."
"Well that's because you're groping me," she said flattening down her hair with her palm. "If you promise me not to grope me again, I promise I'll give you a real kiss, a kiss that ill curl your toes," she said with a chuckle. "Okay?"
"I dare you to curl my toes Mom. Being that my toes have never been curled, my toes need to me curled."
"Okay then. Are you ready for some toe curling?"
"Yes," said Joey closing his eyes and puckering his lips.
This time, instead of him kissing her. She kissed him. Only, as soon as their lips touched and as soon as Joey parted his mother's lips with his tongue, and as soon as his mother showed the sexual passion she had hidden for her son, he pulled his mother's hand beneath the covers and put it on his cock.
"Joey!"
"What now mom?"
"You're not wearing any underwear. You put my hand on you."
"So?"
"You promised not to grope me."
"I didn't grope you Mom. You groped me."
"I did no such thing. You forced my hand on your penis."
"Do you want to see it?"
"Unless you want me to change your diaper, certainly not," she said too late before Joey threw the covers aside to expose himself to her.
"Joey! Oh, my God."
"What?"
"You have an erection," she said staring down at her son's cock.
"I know."
"You're so much bigger than your father."
"I am?"
"Yes," she said looking from his cock to his face before looking back down at his cock again. "Did I do that to you?"
"Do what?"
"Give you an erection?"
"Yes."
"I'm sorry Joey that I affect you in that way but...it's so big," she said staring at him without speaking. "This is all my fault. Is there something that I can do to make you not want me?"
"Well, yeah. Duh?"
"What? Just tell me. I'm willing to do anything to help you not want me in a sexual way."
"Well, you could start by stop walking around me in your housecoat without wearing any underwear. I don't know if you realize it but you spend the day flashing me your big tits down your housecoat top and/or your pussy through you unbuttoned buttons and opened legs."
"Okay," she said. "I can do that but my housecoats are so comfortable. Nonetheless, I promise to always wear a bra and panty beneath them."
"Then there's the matter of your nightgowns," he said watching his mother stare down at his cock before looking up at him.
"My nightgowns? What about my nightgowns? I'm covered, aren't I?"
"Not hardly Mom," he said with a dirty laugh. "You never wear a bathrobe and I can see right through your nightgowns as if you're naked, especially when you stand in front of the open refrigerator door at night without a light on in the kitchen, stand in front of the TV without a light on in the living room, and when you open the curtains in the bedroom in morning and stand in front of the big bay window in the living room. With the sun flowing through your sheer, nearly transparent nightgown, I swear that I can count the hairs on your pussy."
"Joey! Oh, my God. I had no idea. I'm so embarrassed," she said blushing.
With his covers kicked back and his cock still sticking straight out, she put her hand on the clump of covers by his thigh and he moved her hand to his thigh before moving it to his cock again.
"Touch me Mom."
"Apparently, whether I like it or not I am touching you," she said staring at his erection before looking up at him again.
"Stroke me."
"Is that what this is all about? You want me to give you a hand job?"
"Yes."
She stared at his cock before staring at him.
"If I masturbate you, will you stop this nonsense for once and for all."
"Yes," he said.
She wrapped her fingers around his cock and started slowly stroking him.



"I must admit, it's been a while since I've given a hand job," she said.
"I know, it's been a year since Dad died," said Joey. "This feels so good Mom, incredible, just incredible."
"Actually it hasn't been a year since I've held a man's cock in my hand," she said looking at him. "Dad's friend Jack came by when you were at school to offer his condolences and, being that I was so sad, one thing led to another and I masturbated him."
"You did?"
"Guilty as charged," she said while stroking her son a little faster. "Then your Dad's brother came by to pay his respect and being that he looks so much like John and with me being so sad and so horny, I sucked him."
"What? Seriously? You gave Uncle Mike a blowjob?"
"I did. It was just the one time and I'd never do it again. I was at my most vulnerable time. He calls and e-mails me but I ignore him."
"Would you blow me, Mom?"
"What? Blow you? I can't do that. Isn't it enough I'm masturbating you," she said looking down at his cock.
"I've never had a blowjob?"
"Seriously? With all the woman you've date, no one has taken you in their mouth?"
"No. Besides, Tommy's mother blew him and Stephen's mother blew him too."
"What? Seriously? Tommy and Stephen's mothers blew their sons."
"Yes."
"Gees, Joey, I don't know. It's one thing to masturbate you but another thing to suck you."
"I won't cum in your mouth Mom. I promise."
"Yeah, well, you have a habit of breaking your promises."
"Seriously, I promise not to cum in your mouth. I'll let you know when I'm ready to cum and will pull myself out of your mouth."
"If I do this, you mustn't tell anyone. I mean it. I swear if anyone knows that I blew you, I'd be mortified."
"I won't tell anyone Mom. I promise."
Well, being that you've never had a blowjob, I guess so long as you promise not to tell anyone and promise not to cum in my mouth, it would be okay for me to suck you."
"Thanks Mom. I promise not to tell anyone and I promise not to cum in your mouth," he said watching his mother lean down to take him in her mouth. As soon as she started sucking him, he started moaning. "Oh, my God Mom. That feels so good. I had no idea. Only..."
"Only what?"
"Would you mind if I played with your tits while you sucked me."
"Sure okay," she said allowing him access to her housecoat by moving her arm out of the way.
"I mean, outside of your housecoat and bra."
"Gees, I don't know Joey. I'd be embarrassed for you to see my tits."
"Please Mom? Please?"
"Well okay, so long as you don't suck them and so long as you don't play with my nipples."
"Why can't I touch your nipples?"
"Because if you finger my nipples, I'll get sexually excited too," she said.
"Okay," he said. "I promise I won't finger your nipples."
Susan removed her housecoat, unhooked her bra, and removed that too. Sitting there in just her panties, she suddenly appeared uncomfortable with all that she was showing her son.
"Oh, my God, this is so embarrassing," she said covering her breasts with her hands.
"You have nothing to be embarrassed about Mom. You should be proud instead of being embarrassed. You have beautiful breasts. They're so big. They're so firm," he said reaching out both hands to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and caress them. "How big are they? They're C cup?"
"They're a D cup," she said looking down at herself before watching him stare at her.
"Blow me Mom. Suck my cock."
She started blowing him again and, already breaking his promise, he started fingering her nipples. Turning them, twisting them, and pulling them, she was getting just as sexually excited having her son finger her nipples as he was getting sexually excited having his mother suck his cock while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. It wasn't long before he felt the need to cum and with a strong hand to the back of her head, he forced her head down and impaled her mouth with his cock. Humping her mouth and fucking her face, as if he was a volcano exploding lava, he ejaculated a huge load of cum in his mother's mouth. He left his hand there until she swallowed him. Then, when he let her go, no doubt thinking she was safe from him, with the pressure of her mouth off of his cock, he unloaded a second load of cum all over her hair, face, and breasts.
"Joey! You little bastard. You promised you wouldn't cum in my mouth. Not only did you cum in my mouth and forced me to swallow you but also you gave me a real cum bath too. I haven't had such a cum bath since I sucked my father-in-law. How dare you! Oh, my God. I just swallowed my son's cum. Eww. Gross."
"Sorry Mom. I couldn't help it."
"Bullshit! You lied to me. Just as you promised you wouldn't touch my nipples, you made me dripping wet."
"Sorry Mom. Wait. You sucked grandpa?"
"I was drunk. It was a weak moment. I had just found out that your father cheated on me and grandpa was consoling me. Then, he started kissing me, touching me, and feeling me. Before I knew what was happening, one thing led to another and before I knew it, I was sucking his cock and he was cumming all over my face."
"Gees, Mom. I had no idea you were such a, I mean so taken advantage of by all the men in our family. I'm sorry."
"If you're not sorry now, you will be."
"What do you mean?"
"Two can play this game," she said standing and removing her panties. "Get up out of that bed and lick my pussy. Now that I've given all that you need from me, it's my turn to get what I need from you."
"Mom?"
"What's the matter?"
"I've never licked a pussy before."
"Well, it's time you learned young man," she said grabbing a handful of his hair, pulling his head down, and mashing his face in her warm, wet cunt. "And after you eat me, you're going to fuck me and fuck me until I cum," she said. "Do you hear me?"
"Yes Mother."
Joey and Susan continued their incestuous relationship until Susan found a man and Joey found a woman. They look upon their brief incestuous encounter with love.
THE END
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Chapter 11
The Horror Hidden in the Barn.
A time of massive changes and social unrest, 'twas the season of mass discontent
'Twas the summer of the German Revolution and the advent of the second Industrial Revolution with women wanting equal rights adding to the upheaval of social unrest. Confused by a slew of social, economic, and political changes that effected most who held a job, manufacturing or otherwise, workers no long knew what to expect after being thrown from their comfort zone. Even when at home with their wives, girlfriends, and/or daughters all talking about women's rights and equality, there was no peace for the frustrated men who were reeling from having too much change thrown at them all at once.
Seemingly with massive, world-wide changes happening every 50 years in the lives of most people, there was no other time like their own. With no other era like it, since the first Industrial Revolution in the 18th century and the dawn of automation with the advent of the modern day computer in the mid 20th century, there was a lot happening in just a short amount of time during the 40 year span of 1840 to 1880. With men being replaced by machines and machines doing a faster, better, and cheaper job than men, most Germans were against the changes that came with big, mechanical factories over small businesses. Even though there were those who embraced modernization of factories, generally factory owners standing to make more profits, most men, especially those losing their jobs and having to start over again with retraining, were in disfavor of the second Industrial Revolution.
Some men tried single handedly to stop progress and sabotage the new technology by disabling machines in the hopes that their jobs would return to the old ways of making things by hand instead of by machine. Working on the factory floor and being pressured for more production by the floor supervisor, they had to work harder and faster to increase production and to keep their jobs. No longer rubbing elbows with the owner of a smaller and more employee friendly business, most workers missed the good, old days of personally being recognized for a job well done. Now they weren't even a name, just a number.
A time just before mass production, no job was easy back then and not all employers, whether big factories or small companies, treated their employees well or even fairly. Yet, with industrial injuries and work related accidents and deaths on the rise, working conditions were even worse than better on a big, factory floor that now housed, smelly, noisy, and dangerous machinery. With owners looking to increase their profits by lowering their costs per unit produced, production was more important than hand assembled craftsmanship, the talent of skilled workers, and the experience of valued journeymen. The safety of men wasn't even a consideration. When working side by side with a few hundred employees instead of a dozen, the workers already felt as if they were just another employee and not someone significantly important to the company.
Hand assembly and job satisfaction in doing a good job well done were replaced in favor of machinery producing more units. It wasn't the men that worked the factory floor that mattered, what mattered more were more units that met established quality control standards. After putting out so much money in capital investment to fill their factories with machines instead of with men, more units to earn them more money and not the job satisfaction and/or the safety of their employees was the only interest of the owners.
With Socialism having a stranglehold on Germany, change was in the air. Germans were fleeing their country and their mad, homosexual King Ludwig II, along with his insane brother Otto for the hope, the promise, and the freedom of America. Why stay here to be worked like a dog when you can go there and not only be free but also be rich?
Those friends and relatives who went ahead of them wrote them what to expect after surviving the long, hard voyage. Surely, America was no utopia but, at the time, it was better than Germany. It had to be. Surely, things couldn't get any worse than what they were enduring now. Besides, welcoming immigrants with open arms, America needed people, workers, and citizens to grow its country.
"God Bless America!"
A devoted patron of the composer Richard Wagner, King Ludwig was quoted as saying, "I wish to remain an eternal enigma to myself and to others." Now that's an understandably fine philosophy if you're a crazy composer commissioned by the King and locked away writing a symphony. A mad scientist in the way of Dr. Frankenstein working in a laboratory day and night to invent the latest and greatest invention may also have such a philosophy so that he could continue his work and his research uninterrupted and in privacy. Even a writer of erotica in the way of the Marquis de Sade, who wrote stories and poem that were pure and utter blasphemous against the church, against religion, against men, against women, against animals, and against his cousin, the King. Yet, even the Marquis went out to sample the fair maidens and gay men of landscape by deflowering women and men. Certainly, even if the King so wanted to be one, he was no enigma. Everyone knew what he was.
"Long live the King!"
Alas fame comes with riches or in the case of the King, notoriety begets fame and riches. Yet, on the other hand, a very public figure and not so much of a private one, King Ludwig was the ruler, their leader, and their King of Germany and other faraway lands and peoples. Without having a clue what he was doing and when he was doing it, his personal philosophy was not a good one when his people looked up to him for his assurances that things will get better instead of worse during such troubled times. Long live the king soon turned into the king shall die.
Putting everything in a pot, heating it, and mixing it with lots of alcohol to further stoke the fires of change, confusion, and discontent, as if annoying gnats before biting, the public protestations of the Women's Rights Movement didn't help men's already unruly mood. Having no control over their King, their government, and their job, now losing control of their women in their own households was the last straw. If it wasn't bad enough on the streets, now with women riled up to believe that they were men's equals, even at home, there was no escaping the conflict that men faced outside and that continued inside their homes. With women given false hope of ever being equal to men, the dialogue continued from the streets, to the kitchen, and into the bedroom.
"God Bless America! The land of the free and the home of the brave," quoted Germans from a the poem, The Star-Spangled Banner, written by Francis Scott Key in 1814, when boarding boats in the mid 19th century to take them to a better place and to take them to America.
Angered by loyalists' speeches on one side and by revolutionists' bashes on the other, their words were fueled by as much passion as they were by beer. A close personal friend of the King, composer Richard Wagner captured the emotion of the time by playing the unintended music that orchestrated the mass exodus of multitudes of Germans in the background. As if a resounding heartbeat of the Germanic country, it was the thumping sound of Wagner's tuba that musically interpreted the reverberation of machine pounding metal that proclaimed the advent and the progress of the second Industrial Revolution.
"The Revolution introduced me to art," said Albert Einstein decades later, "and in turn, art introduced me to the Revolution!"
With more than just suffrage at stake, it was a time when women wanted the rights to own land, divorce, retain custody of children, maintain sexual independence, obtain birth control, and receive fair payment for their work. A lot for women to ask all at once and too much for men to digest and swallow all at once, sadly, after more than one hundred fifty years later, still wanting equal rights, the issues are still the same, just the names and faces are different. These early feminists of 1830 to 1890 wanted full equality with men.
Going against the grain, hoping to change so much in such a short amount of time, these early feminist did nothing more than enrage the men and confuse the women. Yet slow to change and with just the reverberations being felt throughout the country when women's rights groups splashed their headlines in newspapers, they gave farmers reason to worry about their own women turning against them and killing them in their sleep. The social changes that were happening in Berlin hadn't yet reached Germany's rural areas and farmlands.
Rachel regretted her decision to enlighten her mother in the hopes that she'd stand up against the abuse of her father. Now with her mother taken to the barn and in her ignorance to be accepting of her fate, Rachel never should have taught her mother how to read. In hindsight, she never should have brought home that Women's Rights flyer. Now that she knew how many other women were suffering under men's iron fist, she wished she had never heard of the Women's Rights Movement. In 1860, the only rights that women had were to obey, bleed, and die.
"There never will be complete equality until women themselves help to make laws and elect lawmakers," said Susan B. Anthony, a 19th century pioneer in the United States Women's Suffrage Movement.
Her father and her brother had been drinking and, no doubt, were drunk again. When they grabbed her and touched her where no father should grab his daughter and no son should touch his sister, they invited her to have a drink with them, something they've never done before. God knows what may have happened had she accepted their invitation to have a drink and they got her drunk. Rachel knew by their randy mood and luridly lascivious behavior that something bad was about to happen. She went to bed early, before their inappropriate touching turned to groping, their groping turned to stripping, and before things got out of hand. Now that she had gone to bed so early, too early to get up to begin her chores, she was wide awake sooner than she needed to be.
Frightened for her mother, she was frightened for herself too. Fearing that they'd be coming for her next and taking her out to the barn too, she pushed her heavy, maple chest of drawers against her bedroom door. The barrier would have little effect on the animal like strength of Karl. Yet, delaying them from opening her bedroom door, her temporary barricade would give her a chance to slip out the window and jump to the grass below from the second floor and run.
Run? Run where? Hopeless in her escape, with no place to go and nowhere to hide, where would she run? In the way that they looked at her, touched her, and tried feeling her through her clothes, the same way they did with her mother when their sexual assault started, she was surprised that they haven't taken her out to the barn already.
The barn was their secret place to take her mother and now scarred and scared, it's because of all that happened to her in the barn that her mother never goes out to the barn to feed the animals anymore, even in the daytime. Instead she sends Rachel, but she waits until her husband and son are already gone for the day working the fields. Now that they're not working the fields, not wanting to be trapped with them so far away from the safety of the house, especially not in the barn, even Rachel refused to go to the barn.
Of little consolation, she was glad that her father and brother didn't do their dirty deeds in the house. By not hearing what they did to her mother in the barn, only imagining the physical, emotional, and sexual abuse, she could better pretend that it never happened. Except for her mother's loud screams that emanated from the barn to shatter the quietness of the early morning, and with the impending storm looming with the soon to be swirling and whooshing sounds of the sudden wind, she didn't hear anything, not even the chirping sounds of those incessant crickets. It was just too damn quiet for there not to be something wrong.
Bad enough that they felt the sick need to beat, strip, rape, and whip her mother at all, she couldn't bear it if she was forced to listen to every dirty word and watch every foul action had they been doing their incestuous perversity downstairs in the kitchen or upstairs in their bedroom. If they were going to treat her mother like an animal, at least they had the common decency to take her out to the barn with the rest of the animals. Only she couldn't help but imagine what they were doing to her mother and what she imagined paled in comparison to what they actually did to her mother. Knowing that her father wanted to strip her and touch her, knowing that her brother wanted her to suck him and her to fuck him, Rachel couldn't help but imagine what they'd do to her should they drag her out to the barn too. With her life so out of her control, her life was always so full of fear.
Hoping to hear her scream again, she listened in silence for evidence that her mother was still alive. Should her mother be dead, with no one there to protect her, not her father or her brother, with no one to act as a defensive buffer should they turn their incestuous lust to her, what would she do if her mother was dead? She softly sobbed while clutching her pillow as if she was holding her mother. Afraid to let her go of her pillow for fear that her mother would be gone forever, when her father and brother finally killed her mother, she didn't know how to stop their abuse or how to prevent the inevitable.
In the past, not wanting to hear, pretending that this torturous physical, emotional, and sexual abuse wasn't happening, she pretended she didn't know what her father and brother were doing to her mother out in the barn. So early in the morning, when even the rooster and the dogs was still sleeping, it was too early to arise to start her day. As if her father and brother were nomadic kidnappers roaming the countryside at night in search of a female victim, they beat, tortured, stripped, raped, and whipped her mother.
Creating a monster within, her mother now turned against her husband to plot and plan his demise for the sake of her daughter and to be with her son as husband and wife. After someone has suffered and survived that violent of an assault, there's nothing more that anyone can do to them. Instead, as if she's had a lobotomy, the only happiness her mother felt was when having sex with her son, Karl. When not in the barn naked with her son, her mother closed down her emotions so as not to feel the abuse. She was a shell of her once happy self.
Other than to listen, other than to be careful not to be alone with them, and other than to volunteer that they take her instead, there was nothing that she could do to stop the emotional, physical, and sexual abuse of her mother. Berating herself for not doing more, at only 18-years-old and still a virgin, she wasn't brave or sexually experienced enough to offer her body to save her mother. Desperately wishing she could fall asleep, so as not to hear her mother's frantic screams, she put her pillow over her head and stuck her fingers in her ears while thinking of how happy and how pretty her mother used to be. Hoping to sing over her screams, she sang the Cradle Song, the song her mother used to sing to her every night to lull her to sleep when she was a little girl before the song became Brahms's Lullaby.
Yet, helpless to save her mother, lucky if she could save herself, there was nothing she could do not to hear her mother's pleas of mercy for them to stop. 'Twas a time when men were superior and in control and women were inferior and frightened. Seemingly more annoyed with her mother's screams for disturbing her sleep than with her father and brother for causing her mother's pain, without doubt, she'd prefer listening to the crickets rubbing their legs together than having to listen to her mother's piercing screams. As if there was a big, bad boogie man emerging from her closet, instead of coming up from the barn, hoping that sleep would come for her again but unable to block out the loud cries to sleep, she stayed awake too frightened to go to sleep. Off in the distance, as if what she heard was a bad dream and what had become her all too frequent nightly nightmare, she could hear her mother's pleas for mercy.
"No! Stop! Please Hugo. Please Karl. Don't do this. I beg you," cried Olga to the deaf ears of her husband and son. "Let me go! Please let me go!"
To be continued...
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Michael is released from prison before David can get to his money.
"You! You're the man at the bar," said Dave ignoring Michael to continue his story without missing a beat. "What do you want?"
"I just want to talk to you, I say to her."
"Talk? How dare you! How did you even get it here? Did you break in my house? Get out! Get out of my house! Leave now before I call the sheriff."
"I'm not leaving lady until I get what I want, I say to her."
"I reach out my hand and feel her abundant breast through her nightgown while running my finger across her nipple. She sits motionlessly while looking up at me. Then, as soon as feel her tit and finger her nipple, her nipples make their appearance through her sheer, sexy nightgown. She has those big nipples, that ones that make a noise when releasing them from your lips as if releasing a cork from a bottle. I love women who have big tits and big nipples."
"Please don't. I have money," she said begging me with her eyes before looking down at my hand to watch me feel her breasts and finger her nipples.
Frightened, she doesn't slap my hand or struggle to get away from me. She could have made an end run around me, but not even getting off the bed, she doesn't even try to run from her bedroom to make good her escape. I figure, no doubt, that this broad wants me as much as I want her. Now compelled to oblige her every sexual whim, things are going along perfectly.
"I don't want your money lady, I say testing the waters and now expecting her to bolt. I want you. You're all that I want, I say to her."
"No please don't rape me," she said putting a hand to her mouth as if she's an actress from a silent film before looking at me with sexual lust and a depraved debauchery that I've never known any woman to show on her face before. Obviously, this woman loves having sex. Obviously, this woman is a slut, a bitch, and a whore for not being afraid of me raping and for her allowing me to rape her without so much as putting up a fight.
Just waiting to be taken and just waiting and wanting to be given the fucking of her life, this one is a slut alright. Then, she looks at me with those big, beautiful, brown eyes.
"Don't worry lady, I say with a devious laugh. I'll be gentle."
She looks at me with a face filled with an epiphany as if she's never thought of this one before. Only, I know her game but, instead of rejecting her offer, I willingly go along with it.
"What if I blow you?" She looked at me with sexual excitement. "What if I suck your cock?" She reached out and felt me through my pants. "Would you like for me to suck your cock?" Now as if she's certain that I'm going to take her up on her offer of a blowjob, she's fondling the head of my prick through my pants. "You can even cum in my mouth and I'll swallow," she said staring down at the big bulge my cock made in my pants before looking up at me with those big, beautiful, brown eyes and before running a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
Making it all into an erotic story by weaving him a custom, creative, personal, and salacious tale, after sharing a prison cell together for five, long years, Dave was quite skilled at regurgitating all the things that Mike told him about his wife in a sexual fantasy as if it was all happening in real time.
"Wow! See? What did I tell you? I told you my wife loves sucking cock and would even suck your wrinkled, old, 65-year-old cock," said Michael with a laugh.
"A blowjob? You're volunteering to suck my cock for the sake of me not raping you? Is that it lady?"
"Yes," she said. "I'd rather blow you than fuck you. If I had a choice, I'd rather you stuck your cock in my mouth than in my pussy. Nothing personal, I'm just more particular about who I suck over who I fuck."
"To be honest Mike, in the way that your wife just dismissed me, I didn't know if I should be complimented and sexually excited or insulted and angry. Nonetheless, without having to strip her naked and without having to struggle with her, coerce her, and force her to fuck me, she already said she'd blow me."
"Yeah, sure, lady, you can suck my cock, so long as you allow me to play with your big tits," said Dave ignoring Michael's comments again for the sake of continuing with the sexual fantasy.
"Okay," she said, "but don't touch my nipples. Without any sign of embarrassment or modesty, she removed her nightgown.
"Why can't I touch your nipples Lady? I said while starting to finger, pull, turn, and twist her nipples through her nightgown."
"Because you'll sexually excite me by touching my nipples," she said looking up at me with sexual excitement. "And if you sexually excite me, I'd want to do more than just suck your cock," she said. "If you continued fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples in the way that you are now, after sucking you, I'd want to fuck you, really fuck you," she said looking down to watch me finger her nipples.
"Being that she didn't slap my hand away, definitely this woman is a wild one, I thought. Setting me up by telling me what she wants, she's just begging me to play with her nipples. No doubt, as her justification to say that I forced her, she wants me to play with nipples so that she can suck my cock before fucking me. She's using me as much as I'm using her."
"Let me tell you Michael, I was so excited that this broad, your wife, was about to not only suck my cock but also fuck me senseless. You're a lucky man to have such a woman in your bed night and day, that is, once you're released from prison. Yes, indeed, you're a lucky son of a bitch to have such a hot woman in your life and I'd give anything, any amount of money, to have such a sexy woman by my side," said Dave.
"Well thank you Dave but back to the story. You stopped at the good part. I can't wait to hear what happens next," said Michael.
"Just as I'm about to unzip myself, I hear the front door squeak open and close with a click and a thud. Quickly, I tie her to the bed with my belt and stick my handkerchief in her mouth, before peeking out her bedroom door. I'm a dangerous convicted felon with an arrest record longer than my arm, don't make a sound, I said or I'll hurt you. I swear, I'll really hurt you."
"Wow, Dave," said Michael. "I bet she was ready to pee her panties, that is if she was wearing any."
"There entering the house is a younger version of the woman. In the way that she's staggering, I figured she had been drinking. In the way that she looked, looking just like her mother, I figure it was her daughter. Wow, a two for one. I haven't had one of those since the time that I raped my mother before raping my sister," said Dave with a laugh.
"Wait," said Michael. You raped your mother and your sister? I'd like to hear that story."
"That's another story for another time," said Dave.
"Sorry for interrupting Dave. Please continue with your story."
"When I thought the mother was hot, the daughter was even hotter. Suddenly, after spending so much of my life in jail playing with myself, my life suddenly took a turn for the better. Thank you Jesus, I said knowing that my good fortune had something to with me reading the Bible lately."
"Oh, my God, this is so hot. This is the first time you've included my sexy, slutty daughter, Julie, in your story. I can't wait to hear what you do to her," said Mike.
"Calm down Mike. It's just a story and I'm just the storyteller. None of this is real," said Dave looking at his friend with disbelief that he was acting so sexually excited.
"Tell me Dave. I really need to know. What happens? Do you have sex with my daughter? Do you have sex with and my wife? Do you have sex with my wife and my daughter? Does my daughter suck your cock in the way that I imagine her sucking my cock? Does my wife suck your cock in the way that I know she's the still the queen of blowjobs? Do you make my daughter go down on my wife and my wife go down on her daughter. This is unfucking unbelievable Dave. You've hit a grand slam homerun with his story," said Michael.
"Calm down Michael," said David. "Give me a chance to tell you what happens."
"Sorry," said Michael. "Please continue."
"Slowly sneaking up on her, I grabbed her from behind, put my hand over her mouth, and dragged her in your wife's bedroom. Being that she was already a little drunk, she was easy to overcome without much of a struggle. I pushed her to the bed, closed the door, and pushed the dresser in front of the door so that neither can escape, unless jumping through the closed window. As soon as I pushed her to the bed, her skirt jumped up to her crotch and her panties were exposed. She made no attempt to cover herself with her hand or to fix her skirt, the little slut."
"Who are you?" The daughter looks up at me with feigned fear. "What do you want with us?"
"Bullshit. No doubt, a rhetorical question, she knew exactly what I wanted with her and with her mother. I wanted to have sex with them. I wanted them to suck me. I wanted to fuck them. With both of them sucking my cock, there's nothing like going from mother to daughter. Trust me, I know after having my way with my mother and sister."
"Jesus Dave," said Michael stroking his cock. "Just as I'd love for you to tell me the story about you with your mother and sister, I'd love to watch my wife and daughter suck your cock while I masturbated in a chair. I'd videotape the whole thing to play later in the privacy of my den with all of my friends around watching my wife and daughter being so sexually used and abused by you," said Michael with sexual excitement.
"Take off your clothes, I said."
"I walk over to your wife and pulled my handkerchief from her mouth."
"Gross, ew, a dirty handkerchief. My mouth if full of your disgusting snots. Gross. Thanks a lot. It would have been better if you stuck your dirty sock in my mouth."
"Don't worry, I'll be sticking my big cock in your mouth soon, I said."
"Mother, who is he and what does he want?"
"Just do whatever he orders you to do Julie and he won't hurt us. You won't hurt us, right?" She looked up at me waiting for me to reassure her that I won't hurt them.
"I won't hurt you, so long as you do all that I tell you to do. Now take off your clothes. Strip naked. I want to see your sexy body."
"Please don't rape me," said Julie. "I'm a virgin."
"A virgin? Virgin my ass, I said laughing. You're no virgin. I've never seen a virgin who looks like you, I say with another laugh."
"Okay, okay, I'll suck cock but I've never been fucked," she said. "I'm saving that pleasure for my future husband."
"She's telling you the truth. My daughter may be a cocksucker but she's not a slut," said Christine with defiance. "She's a virgin. Fuck me, if you must fuck someone," she said putting the back of her wrist to her forehead again as if she was tied to train tracks this time, "but please don't ruin my daughter."
"Whatever. Just undress, I say to them. I want to see some tits. Show me your tits, I say by the prospects that I'm not only about to have sex with one beautiful, sexy woman but with two beautiful sexy women."
"As if watching a sexual fantasy on film, I watch Julie strip out of her clothes. Just as her mother gave me a striptease show in the living room, Julie gives me a striptease show in her mother's bedroom. While watching me stare at her, she slowly unbuttons her blouse without showing any reluctance or embarrassment. Virgin my ass. This broad is no virgin. She's playing me by stripping in front of me in that sexy, immodest, and immoral way."
"Actually, Dave, my daughter is a virgin but," said Michael, "just like her mother she's a slut too."
"I figured as much Mike," said Dave.
"So anyway, getting back to my story, button by slow unbuttoned button while looking up at me to see my reaction to all that she's showing, she removes her blouse to reveal a white, low cut, sexy bra equally as big if not bigger than her mother's D cup bra. Wow! Fuck me! Your daughter has big tits Mike."
"I told you they both have big tits," said Michael as if the sexual fantasy was real.
"Then she reaches around herself to unbutton and unzip her short skirt to reveal her white, bikini panty. Bending at the waist to pick up and fold her skirt, I figure if she doesn't allow me to fuck her pussy, I'm fucking this broad in the ass. She has a Hell of an ass. You're daughter has a Hell of an ass, so much better than her mother and her mother has a Hell of an ass too."
"I told you they both had unbelievable asses, didn't I? I love both my wife's and daughter's ass. Not that Christine has a bad ass. She has a beautiful ass but Julie has the ass that her mother used to have," said Michael with pride.
"With her mother lying on the bed naked, Julie was now standing there in front of her in her sexy bra and bikini panty. Now I don't know about you Mike but it's one thing to see a broad naked but quite another thing to see a sexy broad posing in her barely there underwear, if you know where I mean. Not even covering herself with her hands or forearms, she's looking right at me, staring at me leering at her without any shame or embarrassment. Damn, Mike, your daughter is such a sexy bitch and now I can't wait to fuck her up her ass."
"Wow! Fuck me. Both of them are dirty sluts. First my wife and now my daughter undresses for your sexual pleasure," said Mike. "I'm really liking this story Dave. I can't wait until you get to the part where they both blow you and you fuck my wife before fucking my daughter up her ass."
"Now the bra, I say. Show me those big, virgin tits. I can't wait to see your big boobs. I need to see nipples. Show me those damn tits!"
"Obeying me without protest or question, she reaches behind herself and unhooks her bra. As if she's a stripper on stage and as if there's a drum roll going off in my head, she lowers one bra strap before lowering the other. She's giving me such a sexy striptease show that all she needed was a pole in the middle of the bedroom to make my cock even harder than it was. Now with both straps off her shoulders, she holds her bra cups in place while staring at me staring at her."
"Please don't" she said feigning protesting. "I'm so very embarrassed."
"What? Huh? Embarrassed? Embarrassed my ass. Bullshit. Enjoying the pleasure of giving me striptease show, this sexy slut couldn't wait to show me her big tits."
"Do it! Do it! Show me your tits!"
"While staring at me, she removes her bra as I remove my pants and underwear. I show her my erect cock just as she shows me her big tits."
"Suck my cock, I say, seizing the opportunity to feel the lips of a virgin sucking me. I can't believe that this virgin, who so happens to be a cock sucking princess, the daughter of the cock sucking queen, is about to blow me. Blow me I say to her."
"With my cock sticking straight out and poised at her mouth level, I walk to her as she sits on the bed beside her mother to get comfortably ready to blow me. Without any further encouragement, demands, or commands, she takes my cock in her hand, wraps her fingers around my prick, strokes me, and leans forward to take me in her virginal mouth. She's blowing me while her mother watches. I couldn't believe my eyes or my ears when her mother, your wife, gave your daughter pointers on how better to suck my cock. Wow, a sexual fantasy come true, way better than the time I raped my mother and sister, I couldn't believe this was happening."
"Tell me Dave. I need to know. What did it feel like to have your cock in my daughters mouth? What did it feel like when Julie was blowing you. Even though I'd never have sex with my daughter, I'd give anything for my daughter, Julie, to blow me. I'd give anything to know what it feels like to have my cock buried in my daughter's mouth before putting a hand to the back of her pretty head to force her to swallow my warm, oozy load of cum."
"Calm down Mike. I'm getting to that Mike. I'm getting to that. I am. Hold your horses."
"Sorry. I won't interrupt again. I promise," said Mike.
"Stroke him faster, Julie, while taking him deeper in your mouth," said your wife to her daughter. "Yes, that's good Julie. Now pull him back a little in your mouth while swirling your tongue around the head of his cock. Wait, let Mommy show you how to suck cock. Bring your cock over here Mister. Wait, hold on. Here I am about to suck your cock and I don't even know your name."
"Dave, I said. Please to meet you," I said offering her my hand to shake before offering her my cock to suck.
"I'm Christine and that's my daughter, Julie. Would you mind untying my hands? I promise I won't try to escape. I love sucking cock," she said looking up at me.
Trusting her not to run, I until her hands so that she can stroke me while sucking me. True to her word, instead of trying to get away and instead of trying to fight me to save herself and her daughter from the likes of me having sex with the two of them, she ready to suck my cock.
"I move my stiff prick closer to her mouth and she takes me inside while stroking me. Oh, my God, your daughter could definitely take some lessons from your wife on the art of cock sucking. Wow. She was giving me the best, damn blowjob I've ever had when..."
To be continued...
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Bill tries to go where no man has gone before, Susan's ass.
Usually humping her while feeling her big tits through her blouse and bra, today Bill tried something a little different with his girlfriend, He felt Susan's ass through her short, navy blue skirt, as she stood by the sink washing dishes.
"Hey, what are you doing? You almost made me drop a dish," said Susan banging her stoneware against the stainless steel sink.
"Nothing, I'm just feeling your ass. I love your ass," said Bill. "You have a beautiful ass."
"Always making a big deal over my tits and always fingering my nipples," said Susan, "I thought you loved my tits."
"I do love your tits but I really love your ass," said Bill.
"Now, after all this time, I find out that you're an ass man instead of a breast man? I had no idea," said Susan laughing.
"Your tits are great Susan, big and firm, but your ass is a work of art, so round, so firm, and so shapely. I could eat your ass," said Bill taking a playful bite out of her skirt covered ass.
"Thank you I think, but I don't want you eating my ass," she said with a laugh. "I need my ass to sit."
"Your ass looks so hot in this short skirt," said Bill touching her ass, feeling her ass, and caressing her ass through the thin material of her skirt.
"Thank you," she said.
"I just love your ass Susan," he said lifting her skirt from behind.
"Hey, what are you doing? Don't do that. C'mon, I'm trying to wash the dishes."
"Nothing. I just wanted to see if you were wearing panties," said Bill lifting her skirt again when he saw Ron, his neighbor, walking his dog by their sliding glass doors.
Knowing Ron could see what he was doing to his girlfriend and being that Susan was such an exhibitionist, he wanted to give his neighbor a free show of her panty clad ass before hopefully giving him a show of her naked ass and more.
"Yeah, I'm wearing panties," said Susan brushing down her skirt only to have Bill lift it again. "Stop Bill. What are you doing now?"
"I just wanted to see what color panties you're wearing," he said peeking under her short skirt.
"I'm wearing your favorite panty, bright, white bikini panties," she said with a laugh before brushing down her skirt again only for Bill to lift her skirt again. "Gees, Bill, what are you doing now?"
"I just wanted to see your panties," he said with a laugh.
"You've seen my panties a thousand times Bill. C'mon, put my skirt down. I'm cold."
"Humor me Susan," said Bill raising her skirt to her waist while feeling her ass through her panty while looking over at Ron to give him a wink after Ron gave him the thumbs up sign.
"Actually, that feels good what you're doing right now, massaging my ass. I like that," she said wiggling her shapely ass while putting her head forward to roll it around her shoulders. "That's very relaxing. I haven't had someone feel my ass like that since I had a massage in Jamaica."
"You had an erotic massage in Jamaica?"
"Never mind. I'm sorry I said anything. That was a long time ago. I was young and dumb and I had no idea that Andre--"
"Andre? Who the fuck is Andre?"
"My masseur, a big black man," she said with a laugh. "Anyway, I had no idea that Andre was going to try and fuck me up the ass, but I ran out before he penetrated me."
"Actually, I can't blame him. I've always wanted to fuck you in your ass," said Bill.
"In another lifetime Bill. I don't do anal and I don't wash windows," she said laughing.
"Oh, yeah? Well, how about this? How does this feel?" He pulled down her panty when he saw Ron's face pressed against the sliding glass door.
"Stop. What are you doing? Don't. I'm standing right by the kitchen window and the sliding glass door is right there beside me Bill. Someone will see me."
"No one will see you. No one is out there Susan," he said winking at Ron again who had already unzipped himself, pulled his cock out of his pants, and was masturbating to the sexy sight of Susan's naked ass. "C'mon Susan play along with me. I just wanna see your naked ass," he said pulling down her panty more before pulling it all the way down. "Please?"
"You're never satisfied Bill. First you want to see my panty and now that you've seen my panty, you want to see my naked ass. If I give you a inch, you want more," she said with a laugh.
"I'd like to give you more than an inch," he said with a dirty laugh, "if you know what I mean."
"I know exactly what you mean," she said. "You'd love to stick your cock up my ass."
"Oh, yeah, baby, I would. I love your naked ass Susan. You have such a beautiful ass," he said kissing her ass, feeling her ass, and licking her ass. "Doesn't that feel good with me kissing, feeling, and licking your sweet ass while massaging you round, firm ass checks?"
"Actually it does feel good Bill only you're making me wet and I can't concentrate on washing the dishes when I'm feeling so sexually aroused. You're going to make me cum. You're going to make me drop something," she said.
"Really? I'm making you wet? Lemme feel," he said running his index finger between her legs and along her pussy lips before penetrating her. "You are wet," he said laughing.
"I told you," she said as he inserted his finger deeper inside of her.
"Oh, my God. Don't stop. Just what I needed, you're finger feels so good inside my pussy," she said.
"Lean forward," he said.
"Lean forward? Why? What you're doing now, fingering my pussy, is good. Besides, I can't lean forward. I have the sink in front me."
"Take a step back and rest your elbows on the sink," he said while in a squatting position behind her. "I want you to stick your round, firm ass in my face."
"Why?"
"Just do it. I just wanna see something."
"What? What do you want to see?"
"C'mon Susan. Don't be such a prude. Just play along with me. Please?"
"Okay," sighed Susan.
"Thanks," said Bill.
Susan took a step back, while Bill squatted deeper down behind her and put a steady hand to each side of her hips. Now with her elbows on the sink and her entire body from her shoulders to her feet in plain view of Ron, she leaned forward to assume the position that her boyfriend wanted her to take. With her naked ass in view of Ron, Bill stood and reached around her to unbutton her blouse before lifting her bra over her big tits. Ron stroked himself faster to the sexy sight of Susan's naked ass, blonde trimmed pussy, and D cup breasts. As soon as Bill fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples, her nipples grew big and hard.
"Like this?"
"Yeah, perfect," said Bill giving Ron another wink while Ron gave him another thumbs up.
"Fuck Bill," she said breathlessly. "You're making me so horny," she said swaying her ass, as he felt, fondled, and caressed her big tits with one hand and felt her shapely ass with the other.
"I love you body Susan. You have such a fabulous body," he said while watching Ron stroke his erection.
"Suddenly, I feel like Maggie Gyllenhaal. Do you know who I mean? She played Lee Holloway in The Secretary. She leaned forward on Mr. Grey's desk, played by James Spader," she said with a laugh.
"I have that movie," he said. "That was such a sexy movie."
"That was such a hot scene when he lifted her skirt, pulled down her panty, and paddled her naked ass. Then, in another scene, while standing behind her, he masturbated himself and ejaculated all over her naked ass. Wow that was so hot. Oh, my God, touching myself, fingering my nipples and rubbing my clit, I thought I'd cum when I was watching that movie," she said. "How come you don't do stuff like that to?"
"Duh? What are you talking about? I am," he said with a laugh. "Yeah that was a hot movie," said Bill. "Outrageously erotic, I couldn't believe she sat there for hours in her wedding dress after she peed herself."
"That part was a little too kinky for me," said Susan moving her ass away from Bill's probing finger. "Hey! What are you doing now?"
"Nothing."
"Nothing? Nothing my ass. Uh-uh, that was something. You just stuck your finger up my ass."
"Relax Susan. You're so tense all of a sudden," said Bill. "You act as if I'm going to rape you."
"Yeah, well, how else do you expect a survivor of sexual incest to act while having her ass probed by her horny boyfriend's finger?"
"Just take a breath, relax, and enjoy the moment," he said while watching his horny neighbor masturbating outside their sliding glass doors.
"I mean it Bill. I'm not going to allow you to fuck me up the ass," said Susan taking a step forward to stand up straight. "You're always trying to fuck me up the ass. I told you. I don't do anal. My asshole is only for outgoing and not incoming," she said with a laugh while pulling down her skirt, pushing down her bra, and closing her blouse.
"I know that and I'm not trying to fuck you up the ass Susan. Really, I'm not. Now lean forward again," he said pulling up her skirt, her blouse, and her bra to make sure that Ron had a good view of her naked body. "I'm not done yet."
Then, licking his finger first, he ran his finger inside and down the length of her ass crack as soon as she leaned forward again.
"That feels weird. Ticklish, actually. What you're doing, besides making me horny, is really making me nervous? I swear Bill, if I hear your zipper going down, I'm going to hit you with this pan I'm washing."
"Nothing, I'm not doing anything. I'm just playing with your ass is all," he said.
"Since when are you into ass play?"
"Since you developed such a beautiful ass," he said leaning her back more and himself forward more to kiss her naked ass before running his tongue inside of her ass crack.
"Hey! What the Hell did you just do? Did you just stick your tongue in my ass?
"Yes, I just gave you a rim job."
"A rim job? What the Hell is that?"
"A rim job is when I lick you around your asshole," he said laughing. "Don't you know anything?"
"Not when it comes to my ass and to ass play, I don't," she said. "Seriously? Is that what you did? Did you really stick your tongue up my ass?"
"I did."
"Eww. Gross. Why?"
"Why not?"
"I don't know I never had anyone stick their tongue in my ass."
"Did you like it?"
"I dunno. It happened too fast."
Bill stuck his tongue in her ass again, this time a little longer and a little slower.
"How was that?"
"That felt weird."
"Do you want me to do it again," he said looking around her when she looked back at him.
"Okay."
"Haven't you ever had you ass licked before?"
"No, that was the first time anyone has ever licked the inside of my ass," she said with a laugh. "Where no man has gone before, you're the first to put their tongue where the sun doesn't shine."
"Seriously? No one ever tossed your salad?"
"Tossed my salad? What's that?"
"This," he said spreading her ass cheeks wider to lick her ass deeper with his tongue.
"Oh, my God Bill," she said pushing her ass back on his tongue while holding on to the sink. "That is the most outrageous feeling I've ever felt. That was amazing. Do it again."
"How's this?" He spread her cheeks wilder to lick her ass deeper, longer, and slower before introducing his stiff finger in her asshole. "Did you like that?"
"Fuck me. Oh, my God, just fuck me," she said quivering. "I can't believe how good that felt."
"Fuck you?" He laughed. "Seriously? Do you really want me to fuck you in the ass?"
"No, that's not what I want and that's not what I meant and you know it. I was just using fuck me as an expression of pure pleasure," she said.
"So I guess you enjoyed me tossing your salad," he said teasing her.
"Are you kidding me? Fuck yeah. I've never felt so much pleasure," she said leaning forward more to stick her ass out more. "Do it again. I'm enjoying this tossing salad thing."
Licking and licking the inside of her ass, he was really tossing her salad now.
Then, in a gush, she had an orgasm and, cupping her big breasts while fingering her had nipples, he stood to hold her until she regained her composure.
"Was that good?"
"Good? Oh, my God. Sweet Jesus. That was the best orgasm I've ever had."
"So you'll allow me to fuck you up the ass?"
"Maybe. Let me think about it. Perhaps after a couple glasses of wine, with a little more ass play, and after you toss my salad again, I may allow you to try sticking your cock in my ass."
"I'm glad you liked the ass play, the rim job, and me tossing your salad," he said walking her over to the sliding glass doors while she was still in the afterglow of an orgasmic daze.
With her skirt up to her waist, her panties down to her ankles, and her blonde, trimmed pussy was completely exposed. Her blouse was still splayed wide open and with her big tits out of her bra, Ron could clearly see her naked breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. Following the direction of her boyfriend, she lifted her chin to kiss Bill while her neighbor exploded a huge load of cum all over their sliding glass door.
"Fuck! Oh, my God, Bill! You said there was no one out there. How dare you do that to me, expose me like that. I'm so very embarrassed. I'm humiliated. How can I ever face my neighbor again knowing that he's seen me naked while masturbating over all that he saw of me?"
"Calm down Susan. What's the big deal? It's nothing he hasn't seen before with you always flashing him," he said with a laugh.
"What's the big deal? I'm mortified, Bill, just mortified," said Susan pulling down her short shirt, pulling down her bra over her tits, and buttoning her blouse. She opened the sliding glass door to yell after Ron. "You better come back with some Windex to clean up your mess because I don't do windows. Pervert!"
"That was great Susan. Unbelievable. You're a natural born actress. If there was an award given for accidental flashing, you'd win the Oscar. That was the best one yet. You're such a professional at flashing. So who do you want to flash tomorrow?"
"Let's flash Glenn, the mailman. I'll answer the door wearing just a towel and when I reach for the mail, Oops," she said laughing.
THE END
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Dave invites Susan home to bunk with him.
An odd couple and an unlikely pair, a retired and decorated, former Marine walking with a tall, blonde, beautiful, bag lady, both looked as if they were walking a death march instead of embarking on something new, exciting, and wonderful. They acted more like an old, married couple who barely tolerated one another rather than a man interested in a woman who gave him the eye.
Whether it was the tension from their awkwardness and the uncertainty they felt as a not yet stated and defined couple, a real pair of misfits suddenly thrown together, no doubt they felt the anticipation from their obvious sexual attraction. Their mood suddenly changed from lightheartedness to seriousness. Sex was serious business, after all, when one hasn't had an intimate relationship for a long while and the other really never made love to a real woman other than being with prostitutes who, even if they spoke English, they didn't speak his language. Where Susan was outgoing, albeit angry and Dave was confidently in control, both grew quiet.
Dave would have had a much easier time of sensing the changes in a woman and between a man and a woman if he were located in a desert and surrounded by the hot, blazing sun and the burning, blowing sand. Without given an order and before even agreeing to accept this mission of love and romance, he was out of his element in walking in public with Susan while trying to make small talk. Marines, even former Marines, unless they were jabbering with their buddies didn't have the time or see the need to make small talk. Being that nothing was small to them, war was all encompassing and too big of a deal to talk about nonsense. Certainly, Dave would rather face and armed terrorist than a beautiful woman.
Nevertheless, out of their control, the stage was slowly setting for something to happen between them. As if there were incoming missiles, wanting to hit the ground and pull her down beneath him to protect her or to fuck her, he felt the change in the air as if there was an incoming mortar about to land and explode at his feet. The fact of the matter was that both of them were strong individuals. With Dave a bullheaded Taurus and Susan a proud Leo the lioness, after their firework display was over, their stage was set for sparks to fly.
Be it for a head butting hostile exchange that would surely result in a difference of opinion and or an argument, being that she was just as strong willed and stubborn as he was, he was ready for rejection. Besides, even though she was easy on the eyes and attractive enough to make him interested and to keep him interested, unfortunately for both, she wasn't his type. Too tall, too blonde, too fair skinned, too busty, too talkative, and too much woman, especially when he was more than enough of a man to carry both sides of the conversation, she was too much of everything. Spirited, sexy, and smart, she was all that he never looked for in a woman. Spending what seemed like a lifetime overseas, especially in the middle east, he had grown accustomed to lusting over short, petite, small breasted, and shyly submissive woman with hair as dark as their eyes. He preferred a woman that he could control instead of taking the chance of starting a relationship with a woman who wanted to control him.
Rejection or acceptance, sex, and/or love, with nothing really new but for the one they were with, both had traveled down this path many times before with others. A first time for everything, this was the first time that Dave invited a woman to his small, albeit efficient apartment and the first time he asked a woman to live with him or bunk with him, as he so romantically put it. He always found all that he needed and everything that he wanted by picking up a woman of the night and going to her place or to a cheap motel to hump and sweat. Now having second thoughts with every slow step he took, with his mind racing much faster than his feet were walking, normally, his pace was much quicker than this. Never being much of a conversationalist, especially after doing all of his talking in the diner or with a weapon in his deadly hand, while walking and thinking of something to say, he had nothing else to say.
"You know, Dave, if you'd rather I not bunk with you," she said with an uncomfortable laugh, "we could forget this whole thing and go our separate ways. You saved my ass, gave me sixty bucks, and fed me a big meal. I appreciate all that you've done for me. I still have my bags of cans hidden behind the dumpster. I can go back to where I was living and to where I belong for the time being. A life I've grown accustomed to living, it's not as terribly bad as it seems on the surface," she said maintaining a stiff upper lip and a brave face. "You don't have to worry about me. I'll be okay," she said raising her head high and sticking out her enormous chest. "Really. I've come this far alone already. I really don't need any more of your help. Thank you for everything but--"
"Don't be silly. This is good. Yeah, this is a good thing," he said as if trying to convince himself of that. "If I'm reticent at all, a creature of a stringent routine to get me through my day, it's because I'm not very good with change."
"Trust me. I know. We all have our routines. Imagine me being flooded out of my house to roam the street, live in a shelter, and eat at a mission. Quite the change, I swear I'd have to make less of a change and would have had a better life had I gone to prison."
"I hear you. Speaking of prison, don't forget, much in the way of someone serving a 30-year prison sentence, not that the Marine Corps was prison but, longer being in than being out, I was in the Corps for 30 years of my life. That drill, that discipline, and taking orders is the only routine that I know. The Corps was my home and my good buddies were my family. I always had a buddy to watch my back and never a woman.
"I understand. Being retired from the Marines must be a big change for you," she said rolling her eyes how anyone could make a career out of the military.
Taking orders and not making their own decisions about what to do and where to go whenever and wherever they wanted, while always in harm's way, without him realizing it, he was as much prisoner of the United States military as he was a proud Marine.
"Just as I've never talked as much as I'm talking now, I don't know anything else. I've been with plenty of women but I never had a wife or a girlfriend. A lone wolf when it comes to love but a team player when it came to the Marines, other than my barracks buddies, I'm never been in a committed relationship."
"Committed relationship? Hold on. Wait one second," said Susan standing still and staring at him sideways. "Back up. Where was I when we went from you buying me breakfast to me being your woman and you being my man? I don't need any stinking man to take care of me," she said with defiance. "I can take care of myself," she said looking at him while raising her voice with hostility. "You have a lot of nerve to think that I--"
"I'm sorry. Jumping way ahead, I'm not good with words and I didn't mean to imply that we're together. I'm just worried--"
"Worried? Worried about what?"
"How to act with you in my apartment and what to say with you in my life? I feel as if I'm a pimply faced teenager on a first date."
"You know, Dave, if it helps, let's go back to before I wasn't your girlfriend," said Susan with an uncomfortable laugh. "I'm just a woman you saved and a woman that you now feel responsible for," she said. "As if I'm your personal spoils of war, now that you have me or think that you own me, you don't have a clue what to do with me?"
"You're taking this all wrong Susan. I didn't mean to suggest--"
"So what do you do with me Dave? Huh? Tell me because just along for the ride, at your whim and whimsy, I'd like to know," she said making solid eye contact with him. "Do you fuck me or give me a place to stay. Maybe you'd like to do both. Tell me, would you prefer having sex with me before I go to sleep or after I awaken? Are you an evening person or a morning person." She stared at him and when he didn't answer, she punctuated her indignation. "Fuck you Dave! Fuck you," she said walking away.
As soon as he saw her leaving his decision was made. No longer indecisive, he knew now what he needed to do.
"Wait. Hold up. C'mon Susan. I didn't mean to--"
She turned to confront him with a face full of as much confusion as she had of sorrowful hurt.
"Just as you don't know what to make of this situation, I don't know either. Just as this is new ground for you, this is new ground for me too. Now I'm not saying that having sex is on the table or off the table. We're both consenting adults. Whatever happens, happens. We can take things slow and see what happens or we can just go our separate ways now. You tell me."
He looked at her in the way that John Wayne looked at Maureen O'Hara in the Quiet Man. She was so pigheaded, just like him. Yet, unlike him, when he was mad and his face was all red, turned, and twisted with anger, she was so fucking beautiful when she was angry, even more beautiful when she emerged from the ladies room in the brightly lit diner.
"Actually, now that we've put everything out there, especially the sex, I feel better with the pressure that I put on myself now off," he said letting out a sigh of relief. They walked a few blocks without saying anything before Dave pointed for her to take a side street with him that led away from the city to the more suburban part of town. "I like you Susan. I really do. I think you're a Hell of a woman, a special lady, and easy on the eyes but I'd rather face a firing squad than to be alone with a pretty woman who may be expecting more than I can give."
"I know and I like you too Dave. Truthfully, I'm not expecting any more than a place to wash my dirty body, rest my cold, tired head, and have a cup of coffee and some grub in the morning. Then, I'll be on my way as if none of this ever happened. Okay?"
"Okay," he said digging his hands deep in his pockets as if his pant pockets contained all of his answers. Not knowing what else to say to convince her otherwise to stay longer than a night, he agreed with her.
"For the first time in my life, I feel safe. You make me feel that there's nothing you can't handle," she said being submissive to him for the first time.
More of a man of action than of words, he stopped and turned to her. Perhaps because she suddenly showed him her soft side, he was more attracted to her. Then, out of the clear blue, as if he was pulling out his knife to slit her throat, he took her in his arms and kissed her. When he parted her lips with his tongue, she returned his passion with her own. Then, as if she was wearing a vest bomb, he abruptly pushed her away.
"Sorry. Sorry. I'm so sorry," he said. "I don't know what came over me. Please forgive me."
"No need to be sorry Dave unless you didn't mean to kiss me," she said with a nervous laugh.
"I did," he said looking down to avoid making eye contact with her. "I did mean to kiss you but I don't believe in any of that mumbo jumbo about there's a reason for everything and--"
"You mean, fate, kismet, and destiny?"
"Yeah, I guess that's what I mean," he said still not looking at her while digging in his heels while being determined not to like her, want her, and need her.
"What about love at first sight? Do you believe in that?" She looked at him when he didn't answer her. "Other than the Marine Corps, tell me, what else to you believe in besides the United States military? You don't think that some kind of cosmic attraction or magical force whether physical, spiritual, and/or emotional played a part in what happened tonight and with you interceding to save me?" She looked at him and smiled.
"And you do?" He looked at her as if she was a prisoner of war and he was interrogating her. "To be honest, seeing you only from a distance, I thought you were nothing more than an old, bag lady. Then, when I saw you in the diner," he paused not wanting to tell her that his heart skipped a beat, "I never expected you to be this beautiful blonde."
"Yeah, well, even if you don't I believe in all of that mumbo jumbo, I think that fate had everything to do with what happened here tonight. Right place at the right time, someone was tapping you on the shoulder and they weren't wearing a uniform other than wings and a halo."
"So, what are you saying?" He looked at her as if she was a new recruit telling him that there was more to life than being a Marine. "Are you saying that there is more to all of this than me saving you, feeding you, and offering you a place to bunk?"
"Duh? You asked me to bunk with you," she said laughing. "Wow! Right up there with asking me to be your woman, that's serious for you. Next you'll be making me a braid out of a terrorist's scalp and giving me that as a ring before pinning one of your medals on my chest," she said with a laugh.
"Wait. Hold on now. I only asked you to spend the night...or two," he said looking at her. "I didn't ask you to marry me. Where did all that come from about me giving you a ring to put on your finger."
Even in the frightful mess she was, underneath her messy hair, dirty fingernails, and makeup free face, he could tell that she was beautiful. In the way that her blonde hair was wild, frizzy, and pulled back as if restrained when the rest of her spirit wasn't, she looked as if she just woke up from bed after a long night of sex. She smelled of sex. She exuded sex. More than sexy, she was the epitome of what every man wants in a woman. He looked at her again and always more comfortable categorizing the women he knew, the closest woman he could imagine her being like was Kim Basinger, only younger, shapelier, and more beautiful.
To be continued...
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Passed around as if a whore, a prim and proper wife is used, abused, and gangbanged.
"Let me go! No! Stop! Please don't! No!"
The drug was wearing off and, no longer feeling horny, she could see what was really happening around her. Surrounded by men, so many naked men they were either waiting to have their wicked way with her or already had their wicked way with her. Pinned down against the weight of one man licking her pussy, while she sucked another man, she had a cock in each hand. For a woman who had been so virginal pure and so faithful to her husband, the only man she's ever known sexually, she was angry.
"Let me up," she said spitting a man's cock from her mouth to speak only to have it inserted back in her mouth again when she screamed. "Let me the fuck up!"
This time, making sure that she didn't eject him, he had a hand behind her blonde, pretty head and, humping her mouth, he fucked her face. He didn't let her go until he ejaculated all he had in her mouth and until after she swallowed.
"Fuck! You dirty bastard. How dare you force me to blow you. Oh, my God, I'm covered in cum. Never have I swallowed so much cum."
As soon as he let her go, unable to even stand, another man took his place. It was obvious that they weren't letting her leave until she sexually satisfied them all. Fucking her while she sucked them, taking on two men at a time, blowing one from fucking the other from behind, she was the queen bee in the way that eight men surrounding were the busy bees.
* * * * *
Heather sipped a glass of wine, while watching the fiery blaze on the evening news.
"If it wasn't for the fact that I'd be suspected of arson and arrested, I would have hung around to watch the inferno and to toast some marshmallows," she said with a laugh.
Now that it was over, looking back at all that happened with clearer eyes, in hindsight, knowing that it was all preplanned and prearranged, she understood why she was treated like a whore and so used, abused, and gangbanged.
"Those fuckers. I hope no one escapes. I hope they all burn to death," she said.
After being stripped naked and raped by the company's sales team at the President's premier, personal party, they treated her as if she was a gangbanger and forced sex was her initiation into their private club of sexually abused wives. As if she was just another company perk, their fourth quarter, yearend, bonus for a job well done, they passed Heather around to their boardroom of top executives,.
"Sons' of bitches. Dirty bastards. No good cocksuckers. Filthy motherfuckers," she said to herself for no one to hear while she was still angry.
Having been drugged, she lost count of how many cocks she sucked and fucked, six, eight, a dozen, maybe more? She had no idea. After a while she just closed her eyes and endured the humiliation. She's never been naked for so long in front of so many men. No doubt, fearing he'd lose his job, not even her husband came to her rescue.
"John! John! Help me! John! Where are you?"
Surrounded by a swarm of men at the executive corporate party, as if she was Lara Logan being touched, groped, felt, fondled, stripped naked, sexually abused, and raped in Cairo, Egypt by dozens of angry Egyptian men who hate America and Americans, the only difference was that she wasn't beaten.
"I can't believe they all did that to me," she said still seething.
With her jaw feeling as if she had lockjaw, her pussy spread wide open as if she had just given birth to a baby, and her asshole hurting to sit without the comfort of a plush, cushiony pillow, she was sore for weeks. With so many men violating all of her holes, all at the same time, even when she did gymnastics and ice skated, never has she moved her legs in so many different and awkwardly difficult positions. Caked with their dried semen, drenched in a mass of dried and dripping cum, it took her three long, steamy hot, tearful showers to rid herself of their stench. With so many men cumming in her mouth, all over her face, in her hair, on her naked chest, in her pussy, and up her ass, they forced her to swallow them by holding a hand to the back of her head. Over in just a few hours, sick to her stomach and with her skin crawling with the thoughts of what they did to her and all that she did with them, she must have swallowed a glass full of their ejaculations.
"Fuckers! I never saw so much cum," she said. "I only hope that someone does what they dared to me to their daughters, their mothers, their wives, and sisters."
Nonetheless, as if making a terrorist bomb in her planned attack, as if something out of a Stephen King's Carrie movie, the brutal rape of her didn't stop her from seeking revenge. Having served her husband with divorce papers, she wasn't invited to their next party, thank God. No doubt a repeat of the last party, they had plenty of women who enjoyed being sexually assaulted. She waited for everyone to arrive before siphoning gas from gas tanks of the cars that crowded the huge circular driveway. Having already secured the front door, the back door, the cellar door and both side doors with heavy chains, with the only way now out was through the thick glass of the hurricane proof windows. Determined to get even, she wanted them all dead for what they did to her. A tinderbox of rare old antiques, priceless artwork, and oil soaked floors, those sheer drapes would go up in a flash.
"It serves them all right. After they burn to death here, may they all burn in Hell for eternity," she said.
The shining star, blonde, blue-eyed, beautiful, and busty, before they showed their true intentions, she was treated more as a valuable possession, instead of being respected as her husband's wife. Passed around as if she was a twenty dollar whore at a 17th century pirates convention, never was she even given a choice to accept or reject her fate.
"No! Please! Let me go! Stop! Don't!"
The sights and sounds of that night haunted her for weeks. No longer able to sleep, fearing they'd come for her again, she bolted her bedroom door and even disallowed her husband entry. As far as she was concerned, with him not coming to her rescue, already filing for divorce, their marriage was over. What kind of man puts his job over the safety and the humiliation of his wife to be so stripped naked and sexually used as if she was a common stripper hired for a bachelor party. Obviously for him to allow them to do that to her, he didn't love her. He never loved her.
"How could he do that to me? How could he allow his boss and the rest of the corporate executives sexually violate me? What kind of man allows men to use his wife? What kind of man stands there and watches his wife being gangbanged?"
So as not to make a sound and be premature detected walking on the graveled driveway, she removed her high heels. As if it was their blood freely flowing from their expensive automobiles, she watched the gasoline pour from Mercedes, BMW, Cadillac, Audi, Lincoln, Porsche, and Lexus cars to puddle all around the mansion. Viewing her as new meat, one of a kind, as if she was a virgin to be sacrificed at their corporate party upon their boardroom table, there wasn't another woman at the corporate party there like her. All of their wives were short, fat, old, ugly, and boring. No wonder why they all wanted her, she was the only exciting woman there.
"May they all burn in Hell," she said striking the match with the insane laugh of a woman who lost her mind. She delayed her escape for a few moments to watch the fires of her inferno surround the mansion and grow higher before driving away content that she was the last woman to be so sexually assaulted by those men.
* * * * *
"Heather. Heather. Wake up. You need to get ready. We have to be at the party promptly at 8pm," said John shaking his wife after she had fallen asleep on the couch.
"What time is it?"
"It's late. C'mon. Let's go," he said with impatience.
"I had a terrible dream John, a nightmare, actually," she said yawning, stretching, and rubbing her eyes as if she had all the time in the world to get herself ready. "Feeling as if I was in a sexual scene in Rosemary's Baby or a group sex setting in Eyes Shut Wide Open--,"
"Yeah, yeah, whatever, tell me all about your dream in the car," he said looking at his Rolex again. "With the amount of time it takes for you to get ready, you need to get in the bathroom now," she John looking at his watch again before yanking her off the couch by her arm.
"Okay, okay, John. Take it easy. I'm going," she said staring at him as if he was the Devil. "Why do we even have to go to this function? After the boring time that I had last year, I swore I'd never attend another one."
"Because the President of the company, who is also the chairman of the board, someone who I've never seen before, until last year's party, and will never see again, after tonight, until next year's party, sent his private, executive secretary to my desk to personally invite us."
"Why must I go? I don't work there. Why can't you go alone without me?"
"Because all the wives go," he said rolling his eyes and sighing. "It's expected and, with me up for promotion, I don't want to insult the big boss. Come on, come on, move. We're going to be late," he said taping his index finger on his watch to mimic the seconds ticking by while waiting for her to get ready.
"Okay, okay. I'm going. Gees John," she said yawning.
Young, naive, blonde, busty, and beautiful, looking much like a better looking Charlize Theron, but with tits, big tits, if she wanted a life of fame and fortune, and was willing to pleasure every casting couch director and producer who gave her an opportunity, she was good looking enough that she could have been a movie star. Not one to sell sex and self-respect for fame or for fortune, she was content being the wife of John, a mildly mannered marketing man. Unbeknownst to her, having already made his backroom deal with the Devil, John was the junior executive of the company and if he wanted to make his way up the corporate ladder, as had all the other junior executives before him, he had to play ball by giving the members of the board what they all so desired, and what they all so desired was his beautiful, sexy wife.
"Well John, not everyone gets invited to these parties," said his immediate boss. "Only the up and comers get a special invitation by the big boss's personal, executive secretary. Actually, had I not met your wife, I'd be surprised why you were invited," he said with a dirty laugh.
Unbeknownst to her at the time, as if she had walked on the backset of a Stepford Wives movie, the wives in attendance of the corporate party were all passed around so many times that they had the mean, angry, and combative look that old whores get at a brothel, after having fucked and sucked one too many men. Only, none of them, not one of them, was as beautiful and as sexy as was Heather. Moreover, content to live a lavish life, none of them complained or refused to go along with be sexually used and abused. As soon as she walked in the room, all eyes were upon her as if she was a made of pure gold.
"Psst, look at her. That's John's wife," she overheard someone say.
"My oh my, I can't wait to fuck her," said someone else.
Already having a bad premonition after the dream she just had, Heather couldn't believe that she had to attend another corporate party after the boring time she had last year. Had she known that last year's party was just an introduction to the prelude of what was to happen at this party, she never would have attended. Only, not given a choice, with her husband knowing full well what was to transpire, she would have at least liked a little warning. Then, she would have known not to accept a drink from anyone.
Forcing her in a corner when getting her alone, except for the expected drunken groping by a few of the top executives of the company, Heather didn't expect this party was any different than the one she attended last year. Yet, much worse that any swingers' party where no meant no, her screams of protest didn't matter. Instead of hiring out a hall at the country club, as they did last year, this year, they held the party at the mansion on the hill that belonged to the President and Chairman of the Board, Edward Reginald Blankenship, III. Having driven by the house dozens of times and admiring it, wishing she could see the inside, she always wondered who lived there, while imagining living there as the lady of the house.
"I just love this house," she said as she slowly drove past it to admire it. "Only, I can't imagine living here. It's so big and ornate." Knowing there was no one home but the servants, she stopped her car in front of the house for a better look. "How grand would that be to entertain friends and business associates from such a fine mansion?"
She could just imagine herself wearing gowns and jewels every day, instead of jeans and sweatshirts, she thought to herself as she drove her minivan home. Yet, for some reason, the house at the top of the hill, as grand as it was, frightened her. As if it was the mansion was a living and breathing thing, in the way of Count Dracula's castle, there was something foreboding about it. As if the mansion had come alive, breathing and seething, the elaborate home loomed even bigger in her nightmares. Situated atop a hill, as if it topped the company flowchart, the mansion overlooked the employees homes below as if in the old days, back in the 1800's when workers were so subservient to the owners.
"Nothing has changed," she said for no one to hear.
Money, money, and more money was the name of the game at this level. With John's lowly position in the company, living on the other side of town, too ritzy for them, they couldn't afford to live in this swanky neighborhood. After being at the trough for too long, as if a barnacle stuck on the hull of a ship, unable to pry their greedy hands and mouths away without a crowbar, it was no longer about accumulating wealth, it was all about amassing power and influence. To those at the top of the heap, already having enough money, more money than they could spend in ten lifetimes, power was their true Holy Grail and influence was the game that made people do crazy things in order to become one of the top dogs. With just a phone call and a snap of their fingers, as if they were royalty, the top executives lived a life not just of luxury but of privilege. No one dared go against them.
Having been to these parties before with her husband, but at other less successful companies, these parties were always so boring. She lost respect for them and for the drunken employees who attended them. If she had to watch some underling kiss one more executive's ass, she'd puke. The newbies, including her husband, were all a bunch of suck ups and brown noses. That's two credits she could now give to her power-hungry husband. In the mold of all the others, he was a suck up and a brown nose. He turned into such a corporate phony.
After making his mark at this company, he'd never have to kiss anyone's ass again or so she thought. After he acquired a modest level of success, power, and prestige through hard work and steely determination, she didn't know that, even though his ass kissing may have been at an end, her cock sucking was just beginning. As did many of the other wives privately and reluctantly disclose, they were glad she didn't work there. Yet, in the way she did when talking to the wives of the other executives, feeling that they were holding back and not talking openly about all that happened there behind closed boardroom doors, she always had an uncomfortable feeling, especially when in the presence of John's superiors. With everyone being so secretive, but for her, no one seemed open and honest. Always leering at her, undressing her with their beady, little eyes, as if thinking of her as a profit margin on their balance sheet and an asset on their financial statement, she couldn't stand any of the phony executives.
"Don't worry," her husband said to her. "You'll have a good time because, other than the top executives, the only other people attending were from corporate sales, the salesmen, nicknamed the flyboys because they traveled so much."
Great, just what she needs, more aggressive men to grope her and try to kiss her while forcing her hand on their cocks through their pants. Yet, good for her husband's career to be seen and to mingle at the party, she was glad that someone was getting something out of attending this party. Not telling her husband, Heather had a few problems in the past with a couple of the flyboys at the summer party and at the Christmas party after they all had one too many drinks. No doubt, using drinking as their excuse to grope her, feel her, and caress her, at the summer party, they lifted her short skirt to expose her bikini panty and forced her hand to touch their erections through their pants.
She was glad she didn't wear a bikini to the party because, surely, they would have lifted her top to expose her big breasts. Then again at the Christmas party, making lewdly suggestive remarks, they tried to kiss her while touching her, groping her, and feeling her. Inappropriately feeling her breast and grabbing her ass, while trying to put their hands beneath her skirt, they had crossed the line of acceptable social behavior when they forced her hand to touch their erections again through their pants. If she had given them any sign of encouragement, they would have forced her to her knees and forced her to suck them.
The mistake she made was in not telling her husband or so she thought at the time. Defending her honor, her husband would have, no doubt, confronted them or, after he didn't come to her rescue now when they stripped her naked and gangbanged her, maybe not. For fear of her husband being fired for fighting with a well regarded, moneymaking salesman or executive of the company, she kept all that happened to herself, which is now her reason for not wanting to attend another drunken party. She'd rather just tell John she was suddenly ill and needed to stay home.
She remembered back to how his indifference started after being told by the doctor that she was unable to conceive. It was a good thing he was there with her because she never could have found the courage to tell him. So very disappointed, he was intent on having a son. Not the same man, he changed after that. Now thinking of her as if she was his damaged property, as if he was her king and she was his queen, evidentially only wanting her as a vessel to give birth to his son, it was tragically funny how he no longer wanted her sexually.
Even though he no longer wanted her, he didn't want any other man to have her or so she thought, that is, until she was gangbanged by nearly every top executive in his company. Not wanting to payout what took him so long to earn and amass, whenever she brought up divorce, he changed the subject. Whenever one of the drunken executives cornered her alone, with one hand on her ass and another on her breast, a wrestling match when they tried forcing her hand to feel their cock, Heather handled the situation with a polite, albeit firm, negative aplomb. Clipping their wings and grounding them, in the way she shot these flyboys down so smoothly and so easily, perhaps, just looking the other way, no one would have noticed, even if they had been standing right next to them that there was a problem. Only, in the way she had rejected them, they were out to get her.
It wasn't as if Heather didn't like the attention of another man flirting with her and complimenting her, she did, as any woman would. Admittedly, having a more beautiful face and a much better body than any of the other wives, she enjoyed dressing sexy by wearing short, low cut, form fitting dresses that flattered her shapely figure. With her husband no longer paying her the attention he did when they were first married, she'd be lying if she said that she didn't enjoy the attention that she received from the other men at the party. Married for seven years, it's been a long time that he told her he loved her and even longer since he made love to her. Forget about making love, she couldn't remember the last time he fucked her, really fucked her, in the way that his co-workers had just done.



Being starved for love, hungry for affection, and horny for sex, she was ripe for the picking. Heather knew that it was only a matter of time before she had an affair, but her moral fortitude wouldn't allow her to stray. A one man type of woman, she took her marriage vows seriously. Against who she was or who she thought she was as a good person and faithful wife, she had several opportunities to have an extramarital affair but didn't. Before she was so brutally taken, when alone in the bathtub and her fingers finding her sweet spot, especially before she knew the type of cad her husband is to allow her to be so used and abused, she used to think about all of the sexual opportunities missed. A virgin when she married, her husband was the only man she's ever known intimately. Before the gangbang, she used to sometimes wonder how another man's cock would feel in her hand, in her pussy, and in her mouth but, after being gangbanged, she wondered no more.
A confident and outspoken woman, unafraid to give her opinion, John tried keeping her suppressed and repressed with a look or a word. Fearing, no doubt, that she'd leave him, his mistreatment of her was more than any women would take and could bear, but she thought more about his happiness than her happiness. Presently, with the success of her husband, her children had a good life and she didn't want to rock the boat just because her bed was so cold. A seesaw of a marriage, she hated being treated less than she deserved and he, no doubt, feared she'd leave him but not enough for him to treat her better. Always, when he took another step forward in his mistreatment of her, recoiling in self-defense and self-preservation, she took a step back.
Sad how that their marriage didn't work but crazy that it worked enough for them to still be together, she tried not to think about the relationship she wished she had with her husband. Instead she tried being a better wife. Just as she didn't want to be out in the cold without his support, she knew that he feared losing her. As do so many couples, two stubborn to call it quits and content enough to keep everything the way that it is, so long as things don't get any worse, they both suffered through a loveless marriage.
A smart, quick witted, attractive, busty blonde, instead of a skinny, empty headed, dumb blonde, as attracted to her beauty as much as to her mind, men loved her down to earth demeanor, commonsense, and sense of humor and fun. Able to fit in anywhere and with anyone, men flocked to her. Surrounded by corporate trophy wives, she was no man's trophy but more their compliment and was always a sought out partner at a dinner party or the invited guest at a cocktail party. Always sticking out in the crowd of ultra-thin and ultra-conservative women who spent the their time talking about money, clothes, shoes, jewelry, possessions, and vacations while endlessly complaining about their husbands, Heather didn't know which was worse, the suck-up men or the husband-bashing women.
* * * * *
When they arrived at the mansion, it was a sight to behold. There were twinkling lights in every bush, tree, and flowerbed. Making her feel special to be an invited guest, eager to see the inside of the mansion, the lighted decorations made her heart soar. The glimmering lights looked so beautifully against the black night. As soon as they heard, the music and laughter from inside the party embraced them and made them feel at home. Yet, still not comfortable around this bunch of aggressive, judgmental, and snobby people, Heather braced herself for whatever would happen tonight. These parties were so tediously boring and she wished she never had to attend another one.
Upon entering the home, she noticed immediately that everyone seemed very loud as if they had already had too much to drink. The night was young, so Heather surmised that the party must have started much earlier than she thought for people to be in such a state. A quick glance toward the ballroom and she saw couples dancing. The odd thing was that the couples dancing weren't married to one another. At any other party attended by the lower tier employees, the leaders of this conservative company frowned upon that kind of behavior. Yet, what the top executives did wasn't allowed by the rest of the employees, that is, if they wanted to keep their jobs. It was an unwritten rule that the married couples didn't dance with anyone other than their spouse or significant other. Before she could get her coat off and hand it to the butler, one of her husband's colleagues, Chris, ran up to her.
"Hello," he said giving her a full body bear hug and she could feel his stiff cock impaling her soft belly.
"Hi Chris," she said trying to break free of him.
His exuberance when seeing her startled her. Being that he did this every time they ran in to one another, the bear hug wasn't out of character for him. What was out of character is when and what he whispered in her ear.
"I want you to know that you're first on my list and I won't take no for an answer," he said with a dirty laugh.
First on his list? Won't take no for an answer? What the Hell did all that mean? What list? What was the question that he won't take no for an answer? Whatever it was, she didn't want to know. Maybe he was drunk but she decided to avoid him for the rest of the evening. Enamored with her, maybe he's a stalker.
Trying to break the hold he had on her, not wanting him to start groping her, she pushed him back a little and gave him a dirty look. Instead of taking the hint, content that he saw her and obviously happy that he said to her what he wanted, he smiled like a cat who had just lapped a bowl of cream before hugging her again and kissing her on the cheek. Her husband witnessed the scene and she expected some sort of rebuking remark to Chris, but instead he grinned back at him and walked away into the sea of undulating dancers. What the Hell was that about? With her husband always so jealously possessive, he surprised her by him not taking the man aside.
With her husband already walking ahead of her, Heather followed him to the next room before he disappeared in the crowd. A big party, there were people everywhere with something happening in every room of the mansion. Another man, Bob, who she had met on a few occasions, approached her. He walked up to her with a drink in his hand and offered it to her. With everyone with a drink in their hand, she didn't think anything of it. She would have preferred a white wine but to get her through this party she needed something stronger than white wine and he handed her a scotch with water.
"Hi Heather, how are you?"
"I'm good Bob. How are you?"
"Wonderful now that you're here. You look stunningly beautiful," he said talking to her deep line of cleavage.
"Thank you," she said flashing him her phony smile.
"I brought a bottle of special scotch to the party tonight," he said nodding at the glass that she held in her hand. "Thinking of you and how you appreciate superior, aged spirits, I poured you a glass for you to try," he said after handing her the glass to try. "It's very old and very expensive which may explain the unusual aftertaste but, I assure you, one sip and you'll appreciate how smooth it is."
"Thank you," she said accepting the drink and smelling the bouquet before taking a sip of it. "It is very smooth but there is a funny taste to it, as if the cask that held the scotch had rotted," she said with a laugh.
"Probably why it's so expensive because it's so damn old," he said with a laugh.
She never thought they'd drug her but they did. She never thought they'd take sexual advantage of her but they did. She never thought they'd gangbang her but they did that too. After taking a small sip to taste it, she took a big swallow to fortify herself against what she believed to be a night of utter misery. The Scotch went down easy, too easy. He was right about the rare spirit being so smooth. It was obvious that it was expensive and once she got past the aftertaste, she thought it was very good and it didn't take her very long to down the rest of her drink. As if appearing out of nowhere again, Bob, her personal, laced Scotch provider reappeared and offered her another drink.
"Thank you Bob. This scotch is very good," she said deciding to cast her cares to the wind and by drinking the second scotch too. The only way she was going to make it through this party is to get a little drunk.
After working the crowd, as was required by a corporate wife, she found a corner of the room and settled into a cozy chair. The two scotches she had were making her sleepy. Then she remembered that she fell asleep on the couch and didn't have dinner. Figuring she drank the potent scotch too quickly on an empty stomach, she felt a lightheaded. Not much of a drinker, she should have had just the one drink and if it wasn't for dreading to attend this party so much, she may have only had the one drink, sipping it instead of guzzling it.
Then, as if she was going through a hormonal change, it hit her. She felt very hot and very sexy. She wanted to rip off her clothes and walk around naked and if she was home, she would have. Yes, that was it, she felt hot and sexy, horny actually. Ripe for the taking, she wanted sex and she wanted it now. She wondered what the heck was happening to her. Then, she took a good look at what was going on around her. Couples that weren't married to one another were making out on sofas, standing in the corners of the room engaging in sex play, and grabbing one another on the dance floor. Heather attempted to stand and fell back in the chair. She couldn't see her husband and was panicked for a moment. She needed to tell him what she was going on. She needed to leave. She wanted to go home.
"Need some help?" Chris reached out his hands and helped her to stand. She leaned on him while still wondering what he meant by her being first on the list and that he wouldn't take no for an answer.
"Thank you Chris. I had a little too much to drink on an empty stomach," she said slurring her words while wishing the room would stop spinning. On the pretense of helping her, he grabbed her around the waist and stood her alongside the chair so that she could get her footing. "Have you seen John?"
"John? Yes, he's here somewhere. I'll take you to find him," he said.
When he placed his arm across her waist, his hand fell and gently cupped her buttocks. Heather was going to move it away but, in the horny state she was in, his hand actually felt good. Normally, she hated being groped but tonight was different and his hand didn't bother her in the way that he would have normally. More than anything, even more than finding her husband, she needed some air.
"I'm suffocating. I need some air."
"Follow me," he said moving his hand across her ass. If he dared grabbed her breast and finger her nipple, she'd be making out with him for sure, she was so horny.
Chris led her to a solarium made, a room entirely made of glass and there in the corner stood John with a woman on her knees in front of him sucking his cock. She couldn't believe her eyes. Only, oddly enough, seeing her husband getting a blowjob from another woman didn't bother in the way that she would have thought that it would bother her had she not had too much to drink. Instead seeing John getting a blowjob, actually watching the woman suck his cock, sexually aroused her and she had a sudden urge to suck Chris's cock.
Heather stared at her husband while watching the woman pleasuring him. Such odd behavior to see at a corporate party, so many people making out and having sex, she didn't understand. In the way she felt, she couldn't help but think of the song, Hotel California by the Eagles, "We are programmed to receive. You can check-out any time you like, but you can never leave."
John saw his wife watching the woman suck him. He smiled and waved her over but her feet and legs felt as if they were made of lead. Chris helped her to move forward. Without missing a beat, the woman continued blowing her husband and she recognized the woman as the wife of a junior executive.
"John, what are you doing? Why is this woman blowing you?" Acting so cosmopolitan and acting so disinterested, she acted as if he was having a massage. Then, she realized, as his wife that she needed to show more indignation. "How dare you have sex right in front of me," she said suddenly crying.
"Relax Heather. Tonight is a special night," he said with a big toothy smile. "Tonight is a feel good and feel free night," he said. "Tonight we're all free to do whatever makes us happy."
Trying to make her brain work through the drug laced alcohol she was given, she couldn't believe what she was seeing and hearing.
"Feel good? Feel free? What do you mean John?"
"Every woman, including you, were slipped drugs in their drinks. Knowing full well that if the women weren't drugged, they'd never participate in such a party, tonight is a free, sex party. "I plan on having a great time and I hope you'll take that stick out from your ass and have a great time too."
"John," she swayed and slurred, "I'll never have sex with anyone but you," she said
"You will," he said with a laugh. "The drugs won't wear off for hours. Until then, trust me, you'll be everyone's whore. When it's over, I'll drive you home. Now go suck and get fucked," he said putting a hand to the back of the head of the woman who was still blowing him.
Chris walked her away from her husband to another room, a private room that looked like a den. They were alone. He was kissing her, touching her, and feeling her everywhere. Horny before, she was even hornier now. Returning his kisses and gropes with her own, she wanted to suck him. She wanted to fuck him.
He laid her down upon the sofa and began to slowly undress her. She didn't have much on anyway, a black, slinky dress, panties, and shoes. She couldn't wait to be naked. She couldn't wait to see him naked. If he put his cock to her lips she'd suck it. If he put his cock to her pussy lips, she'd fuck it.
"From the first time I saw you at last year's party, I've wanted you," he said. "Hoping you'd be invited to attend this special party, I've been sexually fantasizing about you for a year."
As he removed her dress and exposed her breasts, he was all over her big tits. Touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and caressing them, he sucked her big nipples before removing the rest of her dress. Lying there in just panties and shoes, he removed her shoes to suck her toes. Obviously, paying more attention to her feet and her toes than her big tits, Chris was into feet. Kissing her feet, caressing her feet, licking her toes, and sucking her toes, he was having a private party with her feet and toes. With her now nearly naked, he stood to undress as the door of their private room opened. Joseph, Stan, and Bob, three of the much regaled fly boys, entered the room.
Normally a shyly reserved and modest woman, especially when it comes to nudity, lying there naked but for her panty, she smiled at them and waved them over. She didn't care who saw her without her clothes. Instead of reaching for something to cover her nearly naked body, feeling beautiful, sexy, and horny, she was enjoying the men staring at her before they started touching her, feeling her, fondling her, caressing her, and kissing her. It never occurred to her that she had been drugged. It never occurred to her that four men were about to gangbang her until four more men entered the room and until she watched them all strip naked. Surrounded by naked men, with her mind somewhere else, her body remained there for the men to do whatever was their sexual pleasure and their sexual pleasure was her.
As if made from the carpet that graced Blankenship's Rolls Royce, in front of the sofa was a beautiful area carpet that looked as soft as lamb's wool. Figuring she'd be more comfortable and accessible, she moved to the carpet. Wanting to lay down in the hopes that the room would stop spinning Heather wanted to be surrounded by naked men. Her own version of a circle jerk, instead of being on her knees, she needed to rest on her back and allow the cocks to come to her instead of lifting her head and moving her head towards them. She didn't have to say a word and they all understood what she wanted.
Joseph got down on his knees in front of her and began to pull down her panties but, as if teasing her and everyone else in the room, he stopped just above her pubic hair. He bent down and kissed the top of her pussy at the line of her pubic hair before slowly pulling her panties down to her knees. Hoping he'd lick her before inserting a finger inside of her, it felt so good that she wanted to cum right then, but there was so much more that she wanted to do to pleasure the eight men before they all pleasured her.
Stan and Bob knelt near her feet. Bob took her panties off and then each held a leg and spread them apart. Stan kissed his way up her leg and then kissed her pussy a few times. She started to wiggle and without a word spoken, Chris came to her with four silk scarves and tied her wrists to two chair legs that were near the her and giving a silk scarf to Bob and Stan, they tied her ankles to the legs of the sofa. When they were done, she was spread eagled and naked. Amazingly not afraid at all, she seemed eager to have sex with the eight men.
Dripping with sexual desire, she couldn't wait for them to lick her and finger her. She couldn't wait for them to fuck her. She couldn't wait to suck them. She wanted whatever they were going to give her and she hoped they'd give her the best orgasm of her life. The excuse she gave herself for going along with this wild behavior, helpless to stop them, was that she was tied up and had no control over what they did to her. The real excuse was that they drugged her before stripping her naked. Needing to justify her lust for eight men, it was enough that she was drunk, tied, and unable to resist.
Surrounded by eight men and eight cocks, she couldn't wait for them to begin ravishing her. Chris walked over to the door and locked it, just as her husband, John, entered the room. Not uncomfortable and self-conscious before, she was uncomfortably self-conscious now with her husband leering at her. Suddenly with the drug beginning to wane and with the sour look her husband was giving her, she felt like the whore that she suddenly was.
One by one, the men took a turn with her. Not settling for sloppy seconds, with Chris not taking no for an answer and not to be denied, he insisted on being first. He kissed her gently a few times before he started to French kiss her while reaching his hand down to finger her pussy. Just as she felt an orgasm coming, he stopped to give someone else a turn.
Bob was next and he licked her everywhere and stopped licking her legs to pay homage to her pussy. He used his tongue in a way that made her skin dance and her pussy wet. He licked her so slowly that she thought she'd lose her mind when his mouth attached itself her nipples. Feeling her tits while fingering her pussy, he sucked her nipples until she started panting and moving rhythmically. It was the rhythm of a woman in heat that needed to be satisfied and now she was ready to sexually satisfy the rest of them.
Stan was a pussy expert. Never is when she had a man spend so much time and be so diligent in his work on her pussy. His tonguing of her pussy was a master class in oral sex. He didn't leave a micro inch of pussy untouched by his tongue. She couldn't hold back any more with Stan. His tongue probed the inside of her pussy while his fingers wet with her own juices rubbed her clit. She screamed his name when she came and thought she would die from the intensity.



And then, oh my God, there was Joseph. He and the others had watched her cum and seemed to enjoy it so much, yet she thought it so strange that none of them had tried to penetrate her with their cocks and that they all just wanted to touch her and lick her. Joseph had the hands of angel. He touched her everywhere as his fingers made love to her naked body. He made her feel loved and cherished and she started to cry.
"What's wrong Heather? Do you want me to stop?"
"No, after being licked by Bob and given an orgasm by Stan, I'm just so enjoying your touch that it makes me so happy."
He kissed her when he was done in the way she's never been kissed before. Except for their fingers and tongues, it was then that she realized that no one had penetrated her with their cocks yet. She wanted Chris. She wanted Bob. She wanted Stan and now she wanted Joseph to fuck her. She had no idea who the other four men were but she wanted them too.
Even though she was drugged, even though she was still so horny, and even though she couldn't wait to be fucked and couldn't wait to suck, she had this feeling inside that she needed to escape but she couldn't. She couldn't move. Except for her head, she was tied spread eagle to the furniture. Chris was at her head and Bob and Stan were at her feet. It was obvious to her now that they were getting ready to mount her and fuck her.
It was then that she realized that she must have been drugged. It was then that she realized that this whole evening had been planned in advance, as the special reward for these salesmen and for the personal pleasure of the fly boys. Her husband was too calm when she caught him with that woman sucking his cock and why is he here in the room watching her servicing eight men? The whole thing, as if a nightmarish, sexual fantasy was bazaar. She remembered back to last year when Chris, Bob, Stan, and Joseph had all made a pass at her and she rejected them. Now here they are ready to have their wicked way with her naked body. Even though she struggled to break free, her body was afire and her pussy was wet and welcoming.
Beautiful Chris mounted her and impaled her pussy with his cock. He more made love to her than he fucked her. Slow, soft, and sweet, he was the most gentle of her lovers that night. He held her close for a moment before whispering in her ear, so the others couldn't hear.
"I need to see you again. I need to be with you again. I love you," said Chris.
Love her? He doesn't even know her and here she is making love to him. His words scared her as she someone had thrown cold water on her to awaken her from her drugged dream.
"Let me up," she screamed. "I want to leave," she said struggling.
Only, instead of letting her up and instead of letting her leave, Bob mounted her and fucked her before Stan and Joseph did the same. Then one after another four more men she didn't even know their names had sex with her unwilling body too. She turned, she twisted, she pulled, and struggled but to no avail. The more she moved the deeper their cocks when inside of her and the more pleasure she gave the eight men. They all thought she was enjoying the sex but she wasn't.
Finally, after they all fucked her, when she thought they were done, they weren't. One by one, each man forced her to blow him. They forced her to suck their cocks and they wouldn't let go of her head until they ejaculated in her mouth. Finally, thinking it was over when they untied her, it still wasn't over. The sexual ordeal was only beginning. As if she was a guest of the Sultan of Brunei before becoming his prisoner and his personal, sex slave, Heather endure eight horny men licking her, fucking her, and her sucking them.
"No! Stop! What are you doing! Let me go! I beg you. I demand you. John! Do something! Help me! Stop!"
It was when they flipped her over that she realized they were intent on taking her anally. Never having had anal sex before, they greased her ass with imported caviar and goose pate before inserting their cocks deep in her anal cavity. One man after another man fucked her up the ass.
"No! Please! Don't do this! Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! John! Don't let them do this to me. Don't let them fuck me up the ass! John, help me!"
Now sore, exhausted, and crying, Heather had enough. She curled up in a ball and stayed like that until all eight men left the room. She had a migraine of a headache, probably from coming down from the drug in the way that a man sometimes gets a headache from taking Viagra. Covered in cum, she cleaned herself up as best she could in the full bath off the den. It was 2:45 a.m. and, when she walked out the door and her husband was there waiting for her in his car.
"Did you have a good time," he said with a smirk. She didn't answer him. She couldn't answer him. If she had a gun she'd shoot him. If she had an automatic weapon, she'd shoot them all. Yet, what John couldn't have expected was that, two months later, she served him with divorce papers.
Even though she was divorcing him anyway, the fire, a bit over the top, seemed appropriately fair to her. With her being an uninvited guest, being that she was suing her husband for divorce, she'd never be a suspect in the fire and the subsequent deaths of so many people. No one else knew about the sexual parties held at this mansion but her and all of these dead people.
THE END
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Susan wants her boyfriend to pull down her panties and spank her in front of his friends.
"What? I can feel you burning a hole through my newspaper Susan," said Lance looking over his newspaper at his blonde bombshell of a girlfriend. "Why are you looking at me like that?"
"No reason Lance. I was just thinking," she said giving him a sexy look.
"Thinking? Bullshit. I know that look," he said. "You're up to no good. What's' going through your pretty head?"
"If I tell you," she said biting her pouty lip, "you'll get mad."
"I'll get mad if you don't tell me," he said staring at her long legs with a patch of panty showing between them.
With her shapely thighs and panties so exposed, he loved when she sat like that with her knees up. He wished she'd sit like that in front of his friends. His sexual fantasy is watching his friends gangbang her but, a one man woman, she'd never go for that. She'd never have sex with anyone but him. If nothing more than his sexual fantasy, he'd loved to watch one of his friends take her from behind while she blew the other before switching off until all of his four friends had their cock in her mouth and in her pussy. He could just picture her sucking them before fucking them. He could just picture them cumming all over her face, her hair, and her breasts and giving her a real cum bath.
"Really, it's nothing. I was just thinking. Go back to reading your newspaper. I promise not to stare at you," she said with a little laugh.
"C'mon tell me. I'm curious now. What is it?"
"Well," she said pausing to take her finger to her lip as if she was about to suck it. "I have this sexual fantasy. I've had it for a long time and I can't stop thinking about it."
"Okay," he said folding his newspaper and putting it down. "So far so good. Why would I get mad over you having a sexual fantasy?"
"Because," she gave him a sexy smile along with a look of wickedness.
As if she was a little girl, she lifted the hem of her skirt to play with the material. He could really see her panties now and she was making him horny. He wondered if she was teasing him on purpose. She always makes him horny whenever she teases him. She's just so damn beautiful that he wished he could have sex with her every day.
"Because what?" Sometimes it was like pulling teeth to get anything out of her. He seldom knew what was on her dirty mind.
"Because my sexual fantasy involves your friends?" She giggled out the word friends. He loved her giggle.
"My friends? A sexual fantasy with you and my friends?"
Now he was the one looking at her, staring at her actually. Was his sexual fantasy about to come true. Finally, was she willing to agree to have a gangbang?
"Yes," she said flipping back her long, lush, blonde hair with a toss of her head and a gentle wave of her hand.
He imagined her flipping back her blonde hair while one of her friends was fucking her from behind and just before taking another one of his friend's cock in her mouth. God, she was so sexy. He'd love to watch her having sex with his friends.
He imagine her naked in a room with his four, horny friends. He imagined her sucking and fucking one after another before they all piled on top of her touching her, licking her, and fucking her. He imagined videotaping the whole thing to play over and again while masturbating to the naked sight of her as she serviced his four friends.
"A gangbang? Is that it? You want to pull a train with Michael, Bill, Glenn, and Ron? Oh, boy, hot damn. Holy shit. I've always wanted to watch you with my--"
"Slow down cowboy. I bet you'd wish I'd agree to being gangbanged," she said with a laugh. "Just because you believe that a gangbang is every woman's sexual fantasy Lance, I can assure you that it's not mine."
"What is it then?"
He looked at her while wondering what a woman who looks like her would sexually fantasy about when rubbing her clit and fingering her nipples. Do beautiful women have sexual fantasies too? He wondered about rich and famous women? Do hot, female celebrities have sexual fantasies too? Why would anyone who was rich and/or famous have a sexual fantasy when they could have anyone at any time?
"I'm not sure if I want to tell you now. With you thinking that the only sexual fantasy me worth having his being gangbanged by your friends, I'd rather not tell you what my sexual fantasy is now."
"C'mon Susan. Tell me. Please? I promise I won't laugh," he said.
With the gangbang out of the question, the image of his four naked friends with his super hot girlfriend faded from his mind. Even though he still wondered what she was thinking, she was right, he didn't care as much now what her sexual fantasy was now that she wasn't thinking about being gangbanged by his four friends. Still, not a man unwilling to listen to his woman's sexual fantasy, he was curious to know what it was just the same.
"Promise you won't laugh at me," she said putting her feet on the floor and denying her a look between her legs.
"I promise I won't laugh. Now tell me," he said staring in her blue eyes.
She stared at him as if wondering if she should tell him or not. Then, she just blurted it out as if she was telling him what she wanted for breakfast.
"I want to be spanked."
"Pardon. Sorry. I though you said that you want to be spanked."
"I did. I want to be spanked. My sexual fantasy is wanting to be spanked."
As if he was an American Indian about to put war paint on his face to go to war, Lance removed the elastic from his long, black hair. Proud of his hair, he had beautiful, blue black hair. After learning what her sexual fantasy was, he looked at her with new insight and a renewed sexual appreciation of her. From the first day he met her, when she asked to drive his car and drove it faster than he ever could, this woman was always so full of surprises. Always enjoying flashing her sexy body, she took him with her on flashing adventures he never thought he'd enjoy. He always thought he'd be jealous if another man looked lustfully at his girlfriend. Instead, he was sexually excited that she was willing to try something new, even if it was her flashing her hot body to other mend now being spanked instead of being gangbanged. Nonetheless, he wondered where his friends fit in with her being spanked.
"Lemme get this straight so that I understand and there's no misunderstanding. You want to be spanked? Is that it? Do I have that right?"
"Yes, yes, and yes," she said with a sexy laugh.
"You mean, spanked through your clothes, your pants or your short skirt?"
"No. Spanking me through my clothes is like you kissing your sister, although knowing you, you'd probably enjoy kissing your sister," she said with a laugh.
"Ha, ha, very funny. So, back to your sexual fantasy, you want me to lift up your skirt and spank you through your panties?"
"You're getting warmer," she said with a dirty laugh while putting her finger to her lips again.
"Fuck me. No way. You want me to lift up your short skirt, pull down your panties to expose your naked ass and your trimmed, blonde pussy before spanking you?"
"Yes."
"Fuck me. I hit the jackpot. I just died and went to Heaven," he said with a laugh before looking at her with a question. "Only, I don't understand. What does your sexual fantasy of being spanked have to do with my four, horny friends?"
"I want you to spank me in front of your four, horny friends," she said looking at him as if she had just done something wrong instead of about to do something good, so good that it was bad, very bad.
"Just so I understand and there's no misunderstanding late when I do this to you and you hit me over the head with a frying pan..."
"Yes?"
"You want me to put you over my knees,"
"Yes," she said getting more sexually excited.
"Lift up your short skirt, pull down your panties to exposed your naked ass and your pussy to my four, horny friends..."
"Yes," she said putting her hand between her legs and slowly rubbing herself through her panty.
"...before spanking you in front of my four, horny friends? Is that it?''
"Yes! Yes! Oh God, yes," she said throwing back her had as if she had just had an orgasm, "but," she said looking at him.
"But what?"
"I get to chose which friends."
"Which friends? I only have four friends Susan."
"That's true but Michael leers at me. Bill never stops staring between my legs as if waiting to see my pussy magical appear. Glenn stares at my tits all the time. And Ron drools."
"Before I invite them over I'll talk to them. I'll tell Michael not to leer at you, Bill to stop staring between your legs, Glenn not to stare at your tits, and Ron not to drool. Okay?"
"Okay. Only, I'm concerned about Bill."
"What about Bill?"
"He's a pussy man and what if he goes crazy when he sees my trimmed, blonde pussy?"
"I'll talk to him. Okay? Don't worry. I'll explain that if he wants to be part of our little showing there's no sniffing, touching, fingering, and licking. Okay?"
"Okay," she said. "Oh my God. I'm so excited that you're going to finally spank me in front of your four friends. How hot is that?"
"Actually, that's my line Susan. How hot is that? That's hot," he said with a laugh.
"I do have one condition though."
"One condition?"
"Yeah."
"What's your condition?"
"Tit for tat."
"Tit for tat? What's that? What does that mean?"
"If you spank me I get to spank you."
"Even though I'm not really into being spanked, that's your thing and not my thing," he said as if pondering being spanked. "Yeah, sure, what the Hell? No problem. It that's what it takes for me to spank your naked ass in front of my friends, you can spank my ass anytime baby," he said with a satisfied smile.
"Moreover, I get to spank your naked ass in front my friends," she said with a sexy smile. "Just as you spank my ass in front of your friends, I spank your ass in front of my friends."
Not thinking that her sexual fantasy of him exposing her naked body could get any better, it did when she wanted to expose his naked body to her friends.
"Just as you got to choose which of my friends will watch you being spanked, do I get to choose which of your friends will watch me being spanked?"
"You said it yourself Lance. You only have four friends. My choice wasn't much of a choice. And no, you don't get to pick which of my friends to watch you being spanked. Not all of my friends are as open minded as I am when it comes to sex, especially when it comes to sex," said Susan.
"Okay, you can spank me in front of whichever friends you choose," he said with a pause and a smile, "so long as you understand it's a little different for a man than a woman."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that my chances are good that with your spanking my naked ass in front of your friends that your friends will see more than my naked ass. They'll see my erect prick and balls too."
"So, what's so different with me spanking you and you spanking me? The chances are good that you're friends will see my naked, wet pussy," she said with a smile of touché.
"Hot damn," he said studying her. "Can I show them your tits too?"
"My tits? How are you going to do that? Strip me naked?"
"I'll figure something out."
"I don't know if I want your horny friends seeing my tits."
"Why not?"
"Because they stare at my tits now through my clothes. What are they going to do after they see my big naked jugs? Besides Glenn would have a heart attack if he saw my big boobs. He'd want to touch them, feel them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them," she said closing her eyes while rubbing her panty again."
"Which of your friends are you going to invite to watch you spank me?"
"I don't know yet," she said.
"You know, I was just thinking..."
"What?"
"It's up to you but..."
"What?"
"In addition to your friends, if you wanted to invite your mother and your sister to watch you spank me I would be adverse to that," he said with a sly smile.
"My mother and my sister? Eww. God, you're such a pervert. It's not enough that you can't wait to expose your cock to my friends. Now you want to show yourself to my mother and sister. You're unbelievable Lance."
"Hey, what can I say? You inspired me," he said with a laugh.
She gave him a naughty look.
"I can't promise you anything but I'll ask them. I just have to think of a way to put it. I mean, I just can call my mom and sister and say, Mom? Sis? Would you like to come over to watch me strip Lance naked while I paddle his ass. Only, when he's all exposed, don't stare at his cock and balls too much," she said with a dirty laugh.
"That works for me," said Lance.
* * * * *
That Friday night, Lance invited his four friends over to his apartment. Thinking they were getting together to play poker, he didn't tell them that he was inviting them over to watch him strip Susan naked and spank her naked ass. Lance at arranged four chairs in a semi-circle while his chair was positioned further back and in the center. He took his seat and motioned to the others to take their seat too.
"What is this a classroom Lance?" Michael looked at him as if he was joking.
"I thought we were playing cards," said Bill.
"What's with the chairs?" Glenn looked from the chairs to Lance.
"Where's Susan?" Ron wiped a little bit of drool from his lip.
"Susan? Where are you? Are you ready?"
"I'll be right there," she said from behind the closed bedroom door.
"We've arranged for a special surprise for you guys," said Lance.
"Surprise?" Michael looked at his friend with trepidation. "What kind of surprise?"
"So long as the surprise involves Susan, I like surprises," said Bill.
"Me too," said Glenn. "Any surprise with Susan is okay with me."
"What's the surprise Lance? I can't wait to see," said Ron wiping away a little more drool again just as Susan opened her bedroom door and emerged with a dress not much longer than a belt.
"Wow," said Michael. "That's some dress Susan."
"Holy crap Susan. I don't know how you're going to sit down without exposing your panty clad pussy to us," said Bill. "I just love pussies," said Bill to Glenn and Ron.
"Nice stems," said Glenn while staring at the big impressions her breasts made in her dress.
"What's stems?" Ron looked from Susan to Glenn.
"Her legs," said Glenn.
"Oh," said Ron. "Nice stems Susan," said Ron wiping a drip of drool from his lip again.
"Susan has a sexual fantasy," said Lance looking from Michael to Bill to Glenn and to Ron. "Her fantasy is that she wants to be spanked in front of you guys."
"No way," said Michael.
"Fuck me," said Bill.
"Holy shit," said Glenn.
"Can I masturbate while watching you spank her," said Ron.
"Do you mind if Ron masturbates while I spank you Susan?"
"Me casa su casa," said Susan.
"Yeah, sure Ron, you can masturbate. Here's a napkin," said Lance.
"Thanks Lance, you're a pal," said Ron.
"Anyone else want to masturbate while I paddle Susan's round, firm ass."
"I'll pass," said Michael.
"I'll wait until I get home," said Bill.
"I don't mind if I do," said Glenn accepting a napkin from Lance and unzipping himself before looking at Ron already holding his cock in hand.
There are rules though to Susan's spanking and public humiliation. Okay?"
"What's the rules?" Michael looked at Ron and Glenn with their cocks in their hands and rolled his eyes.
"When Susan is over my knee, there's no sniffing, no touching, no fingering, and no licking."
"Fuck," said Bill. "That takes nearly all of the fun out of seeing her naked pussy."
"Are you guys ready?"
"Yeah," said Glenn and Ron together as if they were about to run a race.
Lance stood and gave Susan a long, wet kiss before reaching his hands down to the hem of her dress and lifting it all the way up to her shoulders.
"Holy shit," said Michael unzipping himself as soon as he saw Susan in her panty and bra. "I'm going to need a napkin Lance," said Michael accepting a napkin from Lance.
Then, with a quick pull, Lance pulled Susan's panty down and off.
"Fuck me," said Bill, once he saw Susan's naked ass and pussy. "I'm going to need a napkin too," said Bill accepting a napkin from Lance.
Ron and Glenn were stroking to all that they were seeing.
"Assume the position Susan," said Lance.
As soon as Susan draped her body over her boyfriend's lap, Lance reached down and lifted her D cup bra. As if he dropped two nuclear weapons, her big breasts fell before hanging in mid air.
"Oh, my God," said Glenn. "Wow! Look at the size of her tits."
"Thank you Jesus," said Ron while stroking himself harder and faster.
True to his word, Lance spanked Susan's naked ass a dozen time. With Susan's ass, pussy, and tits in plain view of the four men, it didn't take the men long to ejaculate their cum in their napkins while Susan had an orgasm over experiencing her sexual fantasy.
"Thank you Lance for giving me my sexual fantasy," said Susan giving her boyfriend another big, wet kiss before turning to face Glenn while pulling her bra over her big tits and bending at the waist in front of Bill to pull up her panties before pulling down her dress. One by one, she walked over to Michael, Bill, Glenn, and Ron. She wrapped her fingers around each of their cocks to stroke them a couple of times before taking them in her mouth to suck them for a couple of seconds.
"Thank you for being part of my sexual fantasy," said Susan to the four men before disappearing in her bedroom. "Maybe next time, we can have a gangbang," she said. "I'll think about it."
"A gangbang! Oh my God, Susan, that would make me so happy if you gangbanged my four friends," said Lance.
"Me too," said Michael with a laugh.
"I second that," said Bill.
"Ditto for me," said Glenn.
"What's a gangbang," said Ron.
"It's where we all have sex with Susan," said Glenn.
"No way," said Ron. "Are we having sex with her now?"
"No," said Glenn. "She's going to think about it."
Their cue to leave, Susan and Lance had hot pillow talk over all that happened before having even hotter sex.
* * * * *
The next night, Saturday night, Susan's mother and sister accepted Susan's invitation to watch Lance being spanked. Susan also invited her best friends, Marsha and Elizabeth over for some sexy fun at Lance's expense. With the chairs arranged in the same way they were staged the night before, everyone took their seat to watch Susan as if she was sitting up on stage.
"I invited you here because as part of my sexual fantasy that Lance was good enough to satisfy last night..."
"What's your sexual fantasy?" Susan's mother looked at her daughter with love."
"To be spanked," said Susan.
"Spare the rod and spoil the child, I knew I should have spanked you when you were a little girl," said her mother.
"It's not the same then as it is now, Mom," said Susan's sister.
"What do you mean?" Susan's mother looked to both of her daughters for enlightenment.
"Spanking is a sexual thing," said Susan's sister.
"Oh. OHHH," said Susan's mother. "I didn't know that. Duh," she said laughing and making everyone in the room laugh.
"Without any further buildup or delay, I give you my boyfriend, Lance," said Susan as Lance emerged from the bedroom wearing just a towel.
"Hi Lance," said Susan's mother. "We can wait until you get dressed. There's no hurry, is there Susan? I mean, his ass will still be there now or ten minutes from now," she said with a nervous laugh.
"I am dressed," said Lance releasing the towel.
"Oh, my," said Susan's mother.
"Lucky you," said Susan's sister.
"Gees, he sure has a big cock," said Marsha to Elizabeth.
"I wouldn't mind feeling that monster in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy," whispered Elizabeth to Marsha.



"The other part of my sexual fantasy is that I'm to spank Lance. Assume the position Lance," said Susan paddling his ass with her soft hand a dozen times and having to switch hands when her hand became too sore to continue. "Well, that's our little show," she said to her mother, her sister, and her two friends."
"What about us?" Her mother looked from one daughter to the other daughter before looking at Susan's too friends?"
"What do you mean, what about us?" Susan looked at her mother.
"Yeah, what about our sexual fantasies?" Susan's sister stared at Lance's cock while running a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
"I'd like for Lance to give us a sexy dance as if he's a CFNM dancer," said Marsha.
"And I'd like for Lance to give the audience members a special, private show, if you know what I mean," said Elizabeth holding her hand to her mouth and moving it back and forth as if she was giving a blowjob.
"It's only fair Susan," said Lance. "Just as I sacrificed my naked body for the sake of your sexual fantasy Susan, I'm willing to sacrifice the rest of my naked body for your mother's, sister's, and for your friend's sexual fantasy and sexual enjoyment," he said walking over to Elizabeth first.
"I bet you would," said Susan giving him a dirty look before relenting. "Well, it's only fair, I guess," said Susan folding her arms, "after I gave your friends what they so wanted in their sexual fantasies too."
Elizabeth grabbed his cock as if it was the door prize at a holiday fair. She stroked him while staring up at him before taking him deep in her mouth. Stroking him harder with her hand while moving her head back and forth, she was sucking him, really blowing him before letting go of him to give her friend, Marsha, a turn at his cock. Marsha sucked Lance as if she was a woman just released from prison after serving a long stretch. Then, Susan watched her sister take her boyfriend in her mouth while stroking him too. Susan's mother, ready to join in the fun, already had her blouse and bra off.
"Play with my titties Lance while I suck my future son-in-law," she said sucking Susan' boyfriend.
Lance touched, felt, fondled, and caressed Mommy tits while pulling, turning, twising, and fingering her hard, erect nipples. Unable to hold back any longer, Lance put a firm hand to the back of Mom's head and let go with a huge volume of cum. She continued stroking him while sucking him until she swallowed all that he gave.
"Maybe next time, Lance," said Elizabeth, "your fantasy should be to fuck us."
"I'm game," said Marsha.
"I could use a good fuck," said Susan sister.
"Why wait? We're all here. Let's fuck him now. Get him ladies," said Susan's mother chasing Lance in the bedroom with Elizabeth, Marsha, and Susan's sister diving on the bed after them.
"Well, everyone has a sexual fantasy I guess," said Susan looking out to her Literotican fans "What's yours?"
THE END
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Unable to afford her rent, an elderly mother comes to live with her son.
"Hello?"
"Roger, it's me."
"Mom? It's late. What time is it?"
"After midnight," she said.
"What's wrong?" He waited with trepidation for her to respond.
"Nothing," she said too slow for him not to think that there was something dreadfully wrong with his mother.
"Mom, for you to be calling me after midnight, there must be something wrong. What is it? Tell me. Whatever it is, I'll help you."
"I couldn't sleep," she said with a yawn.
"You couldn't sleep? You called me at whatever the Hell time it is because you couldn't sleep?" He had a difficult time not showing his exasperation with his mother. Ever since his father died if it wasn't one thing it was something else. She's worse than having a spoiled child who always craves attention. "Are you ill? Tell me, how are you Mom?"
"How am I?" The pause between the time he asked the question and until she answered it was long. "Not good," she said finally.
"Not good?" Expecting her to say good, when she said not good, he knew there was something dreadfully wrong. "Why? What's the matter? What happened? Did you fall? Did you break something?"
"I didn't want to say anything to you before to worry you but..." she said softly sobbing.
"Mom?" He said in a softer, more concerned tone. "What? Tell me. What's wrong? Whatever it is, I can fix it. I can hop on a plane right now and be there in a couple of hours."
"I'm being evicted."
"Evicted? Why? I don't understand. How can you be evicted when I send you more than enough money every month to pay your rent."
"Yeah, well, that's a long story but I can no longer afford to pay the rent. After losing my part-time job and with all the prescription drugs that I take with deductibles and co-pays, and after the money they deduct from my student loans after I returned to college to earn my degree, I don't have much very left of my Social Security, barely enough to buy food."
"Social Security?" Going back to the last time he saw her, he was stuck in a time warp thinking that he's still thirty-years-old instead of forty-years-old and his mother is still 52-years-old instead of 62-years-old. "When did you start collecting Social Security?"
"A few months ago. I put in for early retirement figuring that the extra money would give me enough to cover my monthly expenses and it did for a while, until the city cut back on their libraries and closed them from six days a week to only two days a week. I didn't work there long enough to collect unemployment."
Knowing he'd regret his invitation, there was a long, thoughtful pause while Roger thought of other options and of what to say before extending an invitation to his mother to stay with him.
"Listen Mom, after Janet left me for her personal trainer, suddenly I have all this extra room. I have three bedrooms when I only use one. Why don't you come live with me?"
"Live with you?" Her voice was filled with too much enthusiasm for him to think that she'd turn down his invitation. "I can't do that? I'd be too much of a burden and an inconvenience," she said with a long pause, "wouldn't I?"
"Don't be silly. You're my mother," he said. "You'd be no inconvenience," he said while thinking about all the crazy things she's done in her life, the affairs with his father's friends, the loud drunken parties, the nude sunbathing in front of her neighbors, and her endless shopping sprees.
"I don't know Roger if I want to live down there with all of that warm, sunny weather instead of all of this cold and snow we're supposed to be getting this season," she said.
"Mom, c'mon. Just as much as I know how much you love the heat and the sun, I know how much you hate the cold and the snow. I'd love to have you stay with me but only under one condition," he said his with mind suddenly filled with her nude body.
"What's the condition?"
"No nude sunbathing. Okay? I mean it."
"Oh, I don't do that anymore Roger, not since your father died," she said with a giggle.
"It will be fun. We can catch up on old times. Being that I'm shelling out money for your rent, a cook, and a cleaning lady, with you doing the cooking and the cleaning, that's all money saved that I can give to you. Besides you must be lonely after Dad died," he said pausing to wait for her to answer and when she didn't respond, he continued. "Come live with me. I think it's a good situation for the both of us."
"I am lonely, very lonely but," she said pausing, "don't you have a girlfriend?"
"A girlfriend?" He laughed a sad laugh. "Always working, I don't have time for a girlfriend. Besides, between my job and my hobbies the last thing that I want to do is to tie myself down again with another woman. Glad I'm rid of her, one selfish bitch was enough," said Roger. "Only, if you don't mind..."
"Don't mind what?"
"While you're here staying with me, I need to call you Helen instead of Mom."
"Helen? Okay but why?"
"Thinking you'd have the wrong idea about me, I didn't want to tell you, but I'm living in a swinging singles place. If the other tenants discover that I'm living with my mother instead of with some, hot cougar, they'll make my life miserable."
"A cougar? Oh, so now I'm your cougar?" She laughed a dirty laugh. "So after all of these years the incestuous truth comes out," she said.
"What are you rambling on about?" Already impatient with her and already knowing it was a mistake to ask her to live with him, there was no reneging on his invitation now. "What incestuous truth?"
"That Mommy is a MILF you've always wanted to fuck," she said laughing. "That you've always thought about me as you're lover?" No doubt knowing he'd be mortified, she laughed at her son's obvious embarrassment. "I'm glad to know that I'm the only one who still gets your sexual motor running and revving?"
"Mom, don't do that. You just gave me an image I'd rather not have," said Roger while thinking of fucking his mother after she sucked his cock.
Suddenly he had an erection. Maybe she was right. Having already seen her topless and naked a dozen times before and masturbating over her naked body every time he saw some part of her nude body that he wasn't supposed to see, maybe he did always want to have sex with his mother.
"Sorry, I was just teasing my baby boy. If anything, I'm excited."
"Excited? Why? That is, so long as you're not sexually excited," he said with smugness
"Oh, I don't know," she said putting the back of her hand to her forehead in the way of Joan Crawford or Gloria Swanson, "I always wanted to be an actress. Without doubt, being a cougar is the perfect part for me and a role that I can easily play. It will be fun to pretend."
"Well, I'm glad you're excited and think that it will be fun to pretend Mother."
"Finally able to take them out of mothballs, playing the hot, sexy cougar will give me a chance to wear all of my old, sexy clothes that have been collecting dust mites in the closet. I have lots of short skirts and low cut tops that I--"
"Mom, I can't believe I'm talking to you as if you're my teenage daughter instead of my mother, but I really don't want to see your panties in an up skirt and your bra in a down blouse if you don't mind. Maybe you could wear a jumpsuit that zips all the way up to your chin when around me," said Roger.
"Oh, don't be such a prude Roger. You were always trying to steal a look of my bra and panties when you were living with me," she said laughing. "I can't tell how many times I mercilessly teased you with up skirts of my panties and naked pussy and down blouses of my bra and naked breasts so that you'd have something to masturbate about that night.
"Mother really," he said voicing his indignation at being caught looking.
"I know you were in your room masturbating to the naked thoughts of me," she said laughing again. "I know you were sexually fantasizing of having sex with your old mother."
"Mother! Really. That's quite enough," he said remembering all the times he masturbated over his mother's bra, panties, tits, ass, and pussy. If only she knew that he still masturbates to the naked memory of her now, he'd be so embarrassed.
"It's okay Roger. Every son wants to have sex with his mother. Every son imagines his mother stroking his cock before sucking his cock," she said.
"I was a horny teenager then Mom. I grew out of my infatuation with wanting to see my mother naked and wanting to have sex with you," he said.
"A man never outgrows his need to see his mother naked and to have sex with her. It's in their genes," she said.
"Mom, I really don't want to have this discussion about me seeing you naked and/or wanting to have sex with you. Suffice to say that, after you're dead and gone, God forbid, I'd rather have the image of you fully dressed and acting motherly, if you don't mind," he said.
"Oh, Roger, I don't know why you're living in a swinging singles place if you're not acting like a swinging single. While I'm still young and healthy, just go with the flow and allow me to have some sexy fun for once before I die," she said. "Maybe I can teach you how to relax. Maybe whatever I do will rub off on you."
"The only way this will work Mom is if you only play my sexy cougar when we're out of the apartment with other people," said Roger. "Otherwise, you're my mother and I'm your son. Okay? I mean it. That's it. No monkey business with you walking around my apartment naked in the way you used to do back home in front of me and my friends."
"Your friends loved seeing my naked body just as much as I enjoyed showing them my naked body," she said.
"Yeah, well, even though this is a swinging singles, guests and tenants are expected to remain fully clothed when in the common areas of the complex," he said.
"Don't worry about me. I can do that. I can play your modest mother while playing your sexy cougar," she said, "so long as I don't actually have to have sex with you," she said with a laugh before letting out a big sigh with a long pause. "You're still angry with me for having sex with your best friend, aren't you?"
"Water under the bridge. That's water under the bridge Mom. That was years ago," he said.
"I can tell you're still angry. Why him and not you? Is that it? You wished I had sex with you, my son, instead of with your best friend."
"Okay, if we're going to live together, let's clear the air," he said. "I invited Kyle to stay with me after college for a month or two until he found a job and you took that as your opportunity to seduce him."
"I was lonely and horny. You father and I weren't getting along and--"
"You were a 44-year-old woman seducing a 22-year-old man. Do you still not see that as wrong? You're my mother and that was my best friend."
"In hindsight, I can see that as wrong but I was an 18-year-old virgin when I married your father, a 30-year-old recently divorced man. Other than your father, Kyle was the only other man I experienced intimately. Being that I was as attracted to him as he was to me, I was curious as to know what--"
"Enough Mother. It's enough that you had sex with him, I really don't want to hear any more of what you did with my best friend, if you don't mind," said Roger obviously still angry with his mother for seducing his friend.
"Maybe this is good that we'll be living together. Maybe you can find it in your heart to forgive me for what I did with Kyle. While I'm there, I'll stay out of your way. I'll spend most of my time by the pool," she said with sadness to her voice.
"Mother, please, if you don't mind, instead of lounging around by the pool, you can stay in the apartment with me. It's a big apartment, 3,000 square feet," he said suddenly getting an image of his mother topless and asking one of the young men to rub her sixty-two-year-old body with suntan lotion while telling everyone that she was his mother and not his cougar and he was her son and not her lover.
He could only imagine this neighbors thinking that he was having sex with his mother when he wasn't. If he had any real hopes getting a girlfriend before, he'd never get one with everyone thinking that he was having an incestuous relationship with his mother. He suddenly wished he could rescind his offer of having her stay with him and just send her some money to pay her damn rent. Yet, he tried that already. Obviously, she's not using the money he sends her for rent. Maybe she has a drinking or a drug problem. Maybe she's addicted to gambling. Maybe she owes money to the mob. Maybe it's time he babysat his mother in the way that she babysat him for so many years.
"Actually, at my age and being that it's a new, modern age of anything goes," she said with a pause, "I wouldn't mind having sex with anyone, even my son."
"Mother, really. I can't believe you say all that you think out loud without filtering it first," he said.
"What? What's the big deal? Think about it. We're both mature adults. An ideal sexual scenario, it's a win/win for both of us. You don't have time for a girlfriend and I'm lonely and horny. You lick my pussy and I'll suck your cock."
The image of his mother on her knees and sucking his cock was a more exciting image than him between his mother's legs licking her pussy. Knowing she'd suck his cock, he didn't dare give her any encouragement.
"Gees, Mom. What the fuck? You really need to stop watching Jerry Springer reruns," he said suddenly filled with the image of his mother blowing him while he felt her big breasts and fingered her hard nipples just before he exploded a load of cum in her mouth.
"It's true. Nothing is the way it was. No one gets married anymore. Everyone is shacking up with one another in this terrible economy, even mother and son," she said.
"Call me a prude but I don't think I'll be having sex with my mother in this lifetime," he said with assuredness.
"I've been so very lonely lately Roger. Except for dirty, old men who can no longer cut the mustard and can only lick the jar, and young horny boys who are looking to have sex with their mother, no one wants a woman my age but her son," she said with sadness, "and now not even my son doesn't want me."
"It's not that I don't want you mother. I just don't want you in a sexual way," he said lying while knowing that if he was drunk enough, he'd fuck his mother. "Why can't you understand that?"
"I understand. I get it. I do," she said falling silent again. "You think it's only about sex with me when all that I want now is a little bit of companionship, loving comfort, a hug, a kiss, and a touch from a man," she said with sadness.
"I understand you're loneliness. I'm lonely too Mother. Yet, you're only sixty-two-years-old," he said still amazed that she was older than he remembered her to be, "and not eighty-two-years-old Mom. Moreover, you don't look your age. You look ten years younger," he said and she did. When she was fifty-two-years-old, she looked forty-two-years-old. "Matter of fact, if you weren't my mother and if I didn't know how old you were, I'd think you were in your late forties. I'm sure you'll meet someone."
"Thank you Roger. You're sweet," she said. "Let me ask you this then."
"What?"
"If I wasn't your mother, would you do me? Would you have sex with me? Would you fuck me? Tell me and be honest."
"Mom, I really don't want to have this conversation but, if you weren't my mother, yes, probably, I would do you," he said.
"Thank you. If I was there now, I'd give you a big, wet kiss," she said laughing.
"I'd settle for just a kiss on the cheek Mom," he said while filled with the image of his mother sticking her tongue down his throat while he fondled her naked body.
Suddenly, he was horny. Filled with the images of his topless and naked mother again, suddenly, he needed to masturbate. Suddenly, he wanted his mother in the way he used to want his mother.
* * * * *
The flight from Massachusetts to Miami was a straight run. If it wasn't for Helen being delayed by security because she asked to go through the screening process twice, she wouldn't have missed her first flight.
"I was only kidding about wanting to go through security twice," she said to the Captain of TSA. "I'm an elderly woman with no sex life. Being felt up by a TSA agent, even a woman, was thrilling," she said with a dirty laugh.
Roger picked his mother up at the airport and true to her word, as soon as she saw her son, flattening her big breasts against his muscular chest, she planted her body against him, pussy to cock, and gave him a big, wet kiss while reaching down with one horny hand to grab his ass and her other horny hand to feel his cock through his pants.
"Mother! Really! What the Hell has gotten into you? Are you mad? Are you on drugs? Have you been drinking? What are you doing? Don't do that. Gees, you just made my skin crawl," he said lying.
Yet, as soon as she kissed him and as soon as her tongue touched his tongue as she ran her hand down the length of his cock, he had an immediate erection.
"Why are you calling me Mom? You told me to play the part of your sexy, cougar Helen. I'm just staying in character," she said feigning her innocence by tossing back her hair as if she was Jane Fonda lying about her age or Suzanne Somers lying about all the plastic surgery she's had.
"Not here at the airport and never again are you to French kiss me and grope me through my pants. That's just wrong. That's just nasty," he said eager to get home to masturbate over his mother kissing him and groping his prick through his pants.
"Sorry, I got carried away but you didn't have to slip me your tongue Roger," she said with a laugh while looking over at him.
"Sorry," he said. "Me slipping you my tongue was just an involuntary reaction."
"My kiss gave you an instant woody," she said laughing again. "It's good to know that you're still sexually attracted to me," she said staying quiet while they walked away from the airport to find their car in the parking lot. "You have your father's big cock, you know," she said unabashedly.
"Gees, Mom, suddenly I'm feel that Debbie Reynolds or Raquel Welch is my mother," he said. "Is your entire extended visit going to be like this?"
"What? What did I do wrong? I kissed my son," she said. "What's the big deal? Get over it."
"You groped my cock Mom," he said while turning to look at his mother in time to see her roll her eyes and shrug.
Maybe it was no big deal to kiss him and to feel his cock through his pants but obviously it was a big deal to him. What he would have loved her to do years ago, when he was alone in his room masturbating over the naked thoughts of her, she was willing to do now. She's already solicited him for sex. She's already admitted that she'd suck his cock and he could lick her pussy. Only, too controlled by the forbidden stigma and incestuous label of having sex with his mother, even though he wanted to experience his mother sexually, he just couldn't go there, not now anyway and not yet.
Roger loaded her suitcases in his car and headed off to his apartment and to the nightlife of Miami with his mother. As soon as he opened his apartment door, there was an invitation to a party. Not unusual there were parties at the complex every weekend. Seldom did he attend, especially now after Janet left him and after he's been working extra hard from home so as not to be the next one to be cut from the company's payroll.
"A party? Can we go? I haven't been to a party in such a long time and--
"Low profile Mom. I'd rather people not know you're here living with me."
"Not here living here with you?" She looked at him as if she was about to cry. "Are you ashamed of me?"
"No, of course not, Mom. How could I ever be ashamed of you? Look at you. You're gorgeous," he said.
And she was. Having a thing for Angie Dickinson when he was a kid, his mother looked a lot like a cross between Angie Dickinson and Tuesday Weld.



"Then, how can I do keep a low profile and still use the pool? Look at that water," she said stepping closer to the window to look down fifteen floors. It's so blue and look at the ocean," she said looking off at the horizon before turning to look at him. She put her finger to her lip before giving him a naughty smile. "Do they have a nude beach?" As if undressing him with her eyes, she gave her son a sexy look.
"Nude beach? They do, but I'd rather you not go to the nude beach mother and if you must go nude bathing, please go without me. Okay? I really rather not see my elderly mother naked," he said with smugness.
"Oh, stop Roger. Don't be such a stick in the mud. It's just skin. We all have the same bodies," she said striking a sexy pose. "What's the big deal?"
"Yeah, but you're my mother."
"Not anymore I am. I'm your sexy, cougar lover. I'm your hot, older girlfriend. I'm your MILF. Meow," she said walking forward to impale her shapely body against her son again. Only, this time, she put his hand on her breast before reaching down and around to grab a handful of his ass.
"Alright. That's enough," he said slow to remove his hand from her big tit. "I can't do this. If you were anyone else, having a sexual relationship with an older woman would be fun but you're my mother, mother."
"You're so uptight. You need to loosen up instead of being the closet pervert that you are."
"I am not a pervert mother, closeted or otherwise," he said defending himself. "How dare you think of me in that vulgar way."
"No? You're not a pervert? Let me ask you this then."
"What?"
He looked at her with impatience. He knew that she was good at twisting his words around to get the meaning that she wanted out of him. She was always putting words in his mouth. He looked at her, stared at her actually, before leering at her. Showing her shapely legs, she looked so hot in her short skirt and low cut top. Even with him knowing that she's sixty-two-years-old, he'd never think she was a senior citizen. Oh, yeah, definitely, she was a mother he'd like to fuck.
"When was the last time you masturbated over me?" Obviously knowing that he still masturbated over her, she let out a sexy laugh.
"Mother really. That's an inappropriate question for a mother to ask her son," he said with feigned indignation.
"Relax Roger. You act as if I'm raping you," she said turning to look out at the pool again. "I'm going for a swim. Do you want to come?"
"No, sorry, I have work to do. I've been working from home lately after they closed the Miami office and kept only the staff they really needed to exist and that's me," he said with a sad laugh.
"Okay, I'm going to change in my bikini?"
"Bikini?" He thought better of what he was about to say but blurted it out anyway. "Aren't you a little old for a bikini Mom? Don't you have a one piece with a cover up?"
"Old? Oh, pooh, you're such a poopie head. I'll have you know that Helen Mirren, the actress who starred in the movie, The Queen, when she played Queen Elizabeth, is five years older than me and she still wears a bikini," she said with a bit of agitation to her voice. "Now which one is my bedroom?"
"Your bedroom is down the hall and to the right. It's a suite. You have your own private bathroom."
She disappeared in her bedroom only to emerge again, this time naked.
"Which of these bikinis should I wear? The red one or the yellow one?"
"Mom! You're naked," he said staring at her trimmed pussy and her big tits.
"Yeah? So? Get over it because being that we're living together, you'll be seeing me naked a lot," she said. "By the way, should I shave off my fur or leave it trimmed," she said running a slow hand over her patch of lawn. "What do you think?"
"Mom, I'm not about to give you my opinion regarding the personal care of your pubic hair. If we're going to live together, we need to have some boundaries. Even though you have a," he said pausing to stare, "fabulously sexy body...have you been working out?"
He stared at her huge breasts that contrasted her flat stomach before looking down at her pubic hair again. Catching himself and looking away before she caught him staring, he had an erection again.
"Yes. I've been running, swimming, and doing Yoga," she said turning side to side while holding in her stomach.
"I don't remember your breasts being so large," he said unable to stop himself from asking her the question. "Did you get implants?"
"Probably because my dress size dropped two sizes. All still natural, mo my tits are all my own," she said cupping her breasts in her hands and lifting them as if offering them to him. "I used to wear bras that flattened my breasts against my body. No one would ever know that I was a D cup," she said looking down at herself. "Do you like my tits?"
"Please go away Mom," he said holding his hand up to his eyes.
"Oh, am I exciting my little boy," she said walking up to him to squish her naked breasts and rub her bit tits against him before reaching down to feel his bulging cock through his pants again.
Imagining he was with Tuesday Weld, but who had a body like Angie Dickinson, unable to control himself, he put his hand around her slim waist. Wanting to reach down and cup her round, sweet ass, he controlled himself from inappropriately touching her. She was his mother and he was her son but if he closed his eyes and imagined he was with someone else, anyone else, he allowed his hand to fall to her ass and squeezed it.
"Please get dressed mother," he said stepping away from her as if she was some prepubescent teenager and jailbait.
He stared after her when she turned to walk from the room. Even her ass looked young. Definitely, if he didn't know better, he'd think she was a forty-something-year-old woman instead of a sixty-two-year-old woman.
That night, while he was sleeping, she came in his room.
"Roger. Are you sleeping?"
"I was. What's wrong?"
"I can't sleep," she said taking a long pause before speaking again. "May I sleep with you?" Without waiting for him to reply, she climbed in bed with him.
"No, gees, Mom. You can't sleep with me. This is too weird," he said. "We can't sleep in the same bed together," he said bunching the sleep up to his neck.
"You used to sleep in my bed all the time," she said with disappointment in her voice.
"I was just a kid Mom. Besides," he reached over to touch her thigh and she pulled him by the wrist and put his hand on her pubic hair. "You're naked," he said pulling his hand away.
"So? I always sleep naked. Be nice to your old mother. I may not be around much longer," she said feigning a cough. "And you're naked too," she said reaching her hand over and putting it on his cock."
"Mother really. This has gone far enough," he said sitting up to get out of bed.
"Please don't go. I'll fall asleep...if I can hold your cock in my hand. This is how I always slept with your father," she said.
"It is? Seriously? You held Dad's cock all night?"
"Just until I fell asleep and he always cupped my breast," she said putting his hand on her breast when he climbed back in bed with her. "Then, just before we fell asleep," she said taking a hold of his cock again, "we'd spoon one another. He'd hold my tit and when we turned the other way, I'd hold his cock."
Pulsating and stiffening, he had an instant erection. Even though he knew it was wrong and even though he had tried to resist her, the naked image of her emerging from her bedroom holding her tiny red and yellow bikini filled his mind with incestuous lust. Already feeling so very horny, he'd give anything for his mother to stroke him right now. He'd love for her to give him a hand job before she slid down to take his erect prick in her mouth and suck him. Only, in the way he's been resisting her, she'd never do that.
"So, let me see if I understand you Mother. If we sleep like this with you holding my cock and me holding your breast, you'll go to sleep?" He looked at her in the dim light. "This isn't some convoluted pretense to have incestuous sex with me?"
"No, of course not. I'd just like to get a good night sleep for once. I haven't slept since your father..." she said beginning to cry.
"It's okay Mom. You can sleep holding my cock and I'll hold your breast. Okay? Even though you're my mother and I'm your son, we're mature adults. I can do this," he said, as if reaching over to take his castor oil, instead of reaching over to cup her breast while she still took possession of his cock. "There," he said taking a big breath of incestuous sexual excitement. "Is that better?"
"Yes, thank you Roger," she said running her finger over the head of his cock. "You're sweet," she said kissing him on the lips and leaving her lips there while, no doubt, waiting for him to explore her mouth with his tongue. When he didn't, she moved away from him. "Thank you for allowing me to hold your penis and for holding my breast."
"You're welcome mother."
They fell as silent as the room was dark and quiet, that is, until Helen broke the silence by speaking again.
"Only, I should warn you."
"Yes? What should you warn me about?" He yawned while stretching and as soon as he did, his cock grew harder and she held him tighter.
"Don't touch my nipple. My nipples are my erogenous zone and are very sensitive," she said.
"Your nipple?" As if her nipple was diseased, he moved his finger as far away as he could from her nipple while still cupping her breast. "I promise I won't touch your nipple Mother. Now go to sleep please," he said.
Only, as any man would with a woman holding his cock while he held her breast, even if that woman was his mother, especially if that woman was his mother, sleeping while having a sexual fantasy of having sex with her, he grew harder. He grew stiffer. He felt his cock pulsating by the mere touch of his mother's hand, the feel of her long, manicured fingers, and the sensation of his hand cupping her big breast.
As soon as she felt her son sleeping, repositioning herself, she moved around in the bed so that his fingers ever so lightly rubbed against her nipple. Instantly, her nipples became erect and hard. Then, when she felt his cock erecting, stiffening, and pulsating, she ever so slowly stroked her son to a harder erection. As soon as he started moving his hips and moaning, she pushed the covers aside and slid her body down to her cock.
Looking up to see if he was still sleeping, when she saw that he was sound asleep, she took him in her mouth. Helen was sucking her own son's cock. A sexual fantasy come true for her, she wondered if she could suck him off without him even knowing she blew him. She wondered if he'd cum in his sleep and cum in her mouth. After she blew him, being that they've already crossed the line with his hand on her tit and his cock in her mouth, she wondered if he'd make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her.
No longer trying to be quiet, not caring is she awakened him, she was really sucking him now. Stroking him faster and harder, she wanted him to cum in her mouth before he awakened. Now or never, she figured that he wouldn't deny her sex if she's already giving him sex. Cupping his balls, while sucking him, she took his cock in her hand again and stroked her faster and harder while taking him in her mouth deeper. He was squirming around the bed again, only this time he surprised her.
"I love you Mommy," he said putting a hand to the back of her head.
When he started humping her mouth and fucking her face, she looked up at him and his eyes were still closed. He was still sleeping. No doubt, encouraged and inspired by his confession that he loved her, she continued stroking and sucking her son until she felt his cock pulsate in her hand and in her mouth. Continuing to pump him harder and faster, he exploded a warm, oozy load of cum in her mouth just he awakened.
"Mother! What the fuck? Are you kidding me? You blew me? You sucked my cock. How could you? How dare you!"
"Don't give me that crap sonny boy. You wanted me just as much as I wanted you," she said. "Moreover, sleeping my ass, you weren't sleeping. You knew I was sucking you."
"I never said any such thing or did anything to make you believe that I wanted you in a sexual way."
"You slipped me your tongue when I kissed you at the airport. You were slow to move your hand away from my breast when I put your hand on my tit in the living room. And you didn't look away when I walked in the room naked. You stared at me as if I was a steak dinner and you were a starving man," she said.
"Mother, I assure you those things are more in your imagination than they are--"
"And you told me that you love me," she said.
"I do love you. Of course I love you. You're my mother but I don't love you in that way that you--
"Just now, while I was sucking your cock and stroking you, you put a hand to the back of my head and said, I love you Mommy."
"I was sleeping," he said.
"Bullshit. Who sleeps through a blowjob? You knew I was sucking your cock. Even though your eyes were closed, I know you were wide awake when I was blowing you because--"
"Okay, okay, so I enjoyed the blowjob you gave me by pretending that you were someone else," he said.
"Pretending that I was someone else? That's insensitive and hurtful," she said suddenly falling quiet. "If you pretended I was someone else when I was blowing you, how about you pretend I'm someone else while you're fucking me," she said mounting him and reaching her hand to down to slide his cock inside of her warm, wet pussy. "Fuck me Roger. Fuck Mommy."
"Oh, my God Mom. No. I can't do this but I want to do this. Your cunt feels so warm and wet. Yes, I love you Mommy. Yes, I want to fuck you. Kiss me," he said.
They French kissed while making love. After he made love to his mother, he fucked his mother and then ate his mother. They spent the day in bed fucking, sucking, and licking.
The rest of the year that she lived with him before finding her own place and a boyfriend, they had sex nearly every day while spending time by the pool and going to parties, not as mother and son but as his sexy cougar and her cub.
THE END
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With nothing else to give him, Susan rewards Dave with a blowjob for saving her.
They spent the rest of their walk in silence, Dave with his hands dug deep in his pockets with his eyes to the ground and Susan looking everywhere but at him.
"This is me, right here. It's a basement apartment," he said.
"It is?" She took a step back as if afraid.
"What's the matter?"
"I was flooded out of my basement apartment. I had just moved from Boston and was living with my Mom when the Susquehanna River flooded. Cresting 30' over flood stage level, it was 3 weeks before the cops, the fire department, and the building inspectors allowed us back in the building to salvage anything. Everything had turned to shit by then and there were dumpsters lining both sides of the street filled with everyone's ruined possessions."
"Wow, that sucks," he said. "Even with the few possessions that I have, I can't imagine losing everything I own."
"The water was up to the second story of the building where I lived," she said looking up at the second floor windows of the house. The water was contaminated with home heating oil and raw sewage." Reliving it again by talking about it, she had a look of sadness on her face as if it had just happened.
"Well, there's no water here. I'm pretty far from the river and on a hill. You're safe from the water. If you want to worry about something, worry about being incinerated in a nuclear explosion," he said with a laugh. "Three Mile Island is right there," he said pointing to the smoke stacks. "The experts say that the nuclear plant can withstand a plane crashing into it but that's what they said about the Twin Towers too. I don't put much stock into what experts say about anything after seeing so many retired generals on CNN giving their biased opinions based about what they're told by the CIA to say."
"It's scary to see those nuclear smoke stacks looming so close. Aren't you afraid?"
"I don't even think about it," he said leading her down a flight of stairs. He opened his door and turned on the light. "Well this is it. Keep in mind that I'm a guy and I live alone," he said with a laugh.
"It's so small and so neat. With your bunk there..." she said looking to the left. "And the couch there..." she said looking to the right. "And nothing between them but a TV..." she said looking at him. "Hardly the bachelor pad I expected, your apartment looks as if you just moved in or are about to move out," she said laughing.
"What? You don't like my place? It suits me just fine. It's efficient and organized. I don't have to trip over stuff to find what I need."
"It's just that..."
"It's just that what?"
"With no personal items displayed, it looks too much like a barracks room," she said. "All you need is a footlocker and a metal locker.
"The footlocker is by my bed," he said pointing. "And the metal locker is there in the corner," he said laughing at how ridiculous his apartment looked to a stranger but how familiar it would look to another Marine.
He looked around his room as if noticing it for the first time. His place did look as if it was in transition. With one foot here and the other foot there and his head stuck somewhere in the middle, it was then that he realized he still had his heart in the Marine Corps.
"You're recreated your barracks Marine. Good for you," she said with a laugh while saluting him.
"You know, now that you mention it, you're right. Except for the deletion of the metal walls, it does look like my old barracks," he said with a laugh. "Being that this is a basement apartment, I even have the little windows at ceiling height that I had in my barracks room when I was a drill instructor."
"Except for that Marine recruiting poster, you don't even have a picture on the wall," she said walking over to it to study it. "Where'd you get this? It looks like the real McCoy."
"It is. I did some recruiting when I was recovering from my last wound. Not much of a people person when I'm not slamming my fist in their face, I'm not much of a salesman either, even if it's when trying to convince someone to join the Marines. I figure, if they want to join, they'll join. Tired of lazy, mama boys, I'm not good at persuading someone to do what they don't want to do and to join something they're not geared up or ready to do. The last straw was when I threatened to kill someone for burning the flag in front of my office after they spit on my uniform."
"Threatened?" She laughed. "You not the type to threaten anyone with words. I don't see you wasting your breath to threaten anyone. You're more of a man of action," she said remembering what he did in the alley to those three men.
"Okay, so when I was escorting them off my property, they tripped and hit their head on the concrete numerous times when I was helping them to stand," he said with a laugh. "What's the matter? He asked when she was looking around the room again.
"There's not much privacy," she said looking around the one bedroom studio apartment. "Do you have a bathroom with a tub?"
"Sorry, I don't have a bathtub but I do have a shower. It's in back," he said pointing behind him, "in the corner."
"I see," she said obviously looking where she'd sleep before eying the couch.
"I could make something makeshift, stack some boxes or hang a curtain, if that will put you more at ease," he said.
"Nah, it's okay. I'm used to not having any privacy in the shelter and on the street anyway, as you're well aware with those three men waking me up at one in the morning. This is so much better than what I'm used to having. This will suit me just fine. Do you have a spare sheet for the couch?"
"You can take my bunk," he said look at his bunk with a guilty, sad look as if he was giving up his weapon or his dog for the sake of her comfort.
"Nah, the couch, believe it or not, looks more comfortable," she said looking over at his tightly made bunk. "What did you steal that from your barracks?"
"Actually, it's my old bed with a new mattress. My buddies gave it to me as a present when I retired."
"You're kidding?"
"Nope. I know. I was shocked as shit that they'd give me my old bunk. I couldn't believe it. I was so happy."
"That's not what I meant," she said. "Never mind."
"You mean that I'd even want my old bunk instead sleeping in a bed?"
"Yeah."
"I'd rather sleep on the floor than not sleep in my bunk. After sleeping on that thing for thirty years, when not deployed, I'm so used to my little cot that I can't sleep in a regular bed."
"No wonder why you're not married," she said under her breath and too low for him to hear.
"Believe it or not, much like my rifle, that bunk is my friend. We've seen some things together. Yes we have," he said with a sad smile on his face while shaking his head.
"I bet you even named you bunk," she said laughing.
"Don't be silly," he said before looking over at her and blurting. "Bob. I named my bunk Bob."
"Bob? You named your bunk Bob? I can't believe you named your bunk Bob?"
"I named my bunk after my best buddy was killed the first time I deployed to Iraq. He took a sniper shot to the head. The bullet traveled right through his helmet."
"I'm sorry about Bob," she said. "Listen, I'd never get between you and your bunk," she said waving her two hands as if they were flashing lights on a railroad crossing while stepping away from his bunk. "I'll take the couch," she said again before she started laughing.
"What's so funny?"
"We are."
"What do you mean?"
"Listen to us? We're going on about your bunk. Neither one of us are any good at holding a normal conversation."
"You're right," he said. "We are kind of a pathetic pair of misfits. With you sleeping in shelters, eating in missions, and wandering the streets and me spending years away from my country to defend my country and preferring this lumpy, old bunk to a real bed when finally home and retired," he said looking at her, "neither one of us is normal."
"It's like we're made for one another," she said giving him an interested look with a soft smile.
"You're not going to start with that fate and destiny crap again, are you? Because I don't believe in any of that stuff. What I believe in is the here and now and not some Angel bringing us together. If you ask me, especially in the way I've been living and watching men dying, with all that I've seen in war and in battle, and all that you had to do to survive, if I believe in anything, I believe in the Devil. There's no merciful God that I know who'd allow any of this to happen to anyone," he said.
"Don't even say that. I'm not a religious woman but I know enough not to open my heart and my head to the Devil because he'll walk right in and take you over. Positive thoughts is what got me through then and positive thoughts is why I'm here with you now," she said.
They looked at one another as if they were going to kiss again. No doubt, when she gave him the eye, she wanted to be kissed. Obviously, she expected him to kiss her. Instead, he looked at his watch. It's zero three hundred hours, I need some shuteye. I'm beat."
"I need to shower, if you don't mind."
"Help yourself," he said.
"Do you have a towel I can use?"
"There's a stack of them in the bathroom."
"What did you steal these from the Marines?" She came out holding a thin, white towel in her hand.
"They throw them away anyway. Besides, their towels are what I've been using for thirty years and all that I'm used to using. I don't like those plush, colored towels. Those towels are for faggots, sissies, and homos."
"Boy don't ask and don't tell had you in mind when they passed that law," she said with a laugh. "Now that you're retired, that law is no longer in effect," she said with a laugh.
"Sorry but spending all of my time with a bunch of jarheads tends to rub off some, especially when I was the biggest jarhead of them all," he said with a laugh. "There's some softer towels in the little closet outside of the bathroom."
Susan opened the door and started laughing.
"Red Marine Corps beach towels?" She pulled one from out of the closet. "These colored towels are very plush Dave," she said laughing. "Where'd you get these? The Army/Navy store?"
"E-bay," he said. "They were having a closeout sale. I bought a dozen of them for fifty bucks. Amazon was selling the same towels for twenty bucks each. I got a deal," he said with a laugh. "Dave likes saving money," he said talking in the third person again.
Susan stripped out of her clothes and before turning on the water, she popped her head out of the bathroom again.
"Dave doesn't have an exhaust fan," she said laughing.
"It's a basement apartment Susan. Unless vented outside and being that's not an outside wall, there's no inexpensive way to vent that," he said.
She closed the door again, turned on the water and showered. Other than taking sponge baths at McDonalds and the gas station, it had been a few days since she had a real shower. The hot water felt good on her tired, bruised body. Her ribs still hurt where that asshole kicked her. With nothing else to wear but her dirty clothes, she emerged from the shower in just her towel.
"Do you mind if I wash my clothes tomorrow?"
"Sure, no problem."
"I'm surprised you have a washer and dryer here."
"Yeah, well, I don't do well in Laundromats, especially late at night. I have a habit of not minding my own business, especially when I see a couple of thugs bothering a woman," he said.
"Yeah, with you having saved my ass, I know what you mean," she said.
"I can give you a shirt to wear but with you nearly as tall as I am, my shirt won't cover much more than your tits and bellybutton."
"It's okay. I don't mind sleeping in the nude. Matter of fact, I prefer sleeping naked after taking a hot, steamy shower. I'm all heated up now," she said waving her hand in front of her face before stopping to adjust her towel. She watched him stare at what he thought she might be showing when her towel slipped down a bit.
"I put a sheet, a pillow, and a blanket on the couch. If it's okay with you, I don't leave any lights on. It's a thing that I took home with me from the war. Believe it or not, I can see, hear, and feel more in the dark than I can in the light."
"Maybe I should leave the light on so that you don't ogle my naked body," she said with a laugh.
"That's not what I meant," he said.
"I know what you meant. Don't get so defensive all the time. I was just teasing," she said. "Besides, when you act so sensitive, people may think you're a faggot, sissy, or a homo," she said with a laugh.
"You're a real comedian Susan. Good night."
"Good night super Dave, my Superman who is definitely not a faggot, a sissy, or a homo," she said turning off the light before releasing the towel and settling in on the couch.
Not asleep more than an hour, voices awakened her.
"Dave! Wake up," said someone, a female voice. "Come out and play with us. We're so horny."
"Dave someone is calling you," said Susan talking to Dave through the pitch black.
"That's just Simone, Lucy, and Carmen," he said. "Ignore them and they'll go away."
"Friends of yours?"
"They're hookers," he said.
"I see," she said.
"No you don't see. Don't judge me lest you be judged. A man has to do what a man has to do. Any port in a storm, if you know what I mean."
"I know what you mean. I get it Dave. You don't have to paint me a picture or give me an image that I'd rather not have.
"After having lived through a storm of shit, I couldn't see bringing a woman into my life," he said. "Simone, Lucy, and Carmen aren't your typical, drug addicted, crack head prostitutes, they're nice."
"You don't have to explain yourself or defend yourself to me David," she said. "I've done some things on the street that I'm not proud of doing when I needed a few dollars to eat."
"Why are you calling me David all of a sudden?"
"Sorry," she said. "I guess I was upset that you'd be with hookers. I thought better of you than that."
"Better than me? I'm no saint Susan. I'm a trained killed, an assassin, given a free pass by wearing a United States Marine Corps uniform. I'm not altar boy or Boy Scout," he said with some anger.
"Sorry to upset you Dave. Thank you for giving me a place to sleep," she said.
They remained quiet for a few minutes before Dave spoke again.
"What kind of things?"
"Pardon?"
"You said you've done some things on the street when you needed a few dollars to eat."
"Oh, that. I flashed some men. I allowed men to touch me, feel me, and to see parts of my body for a few bucks. I even gave a few men hand jobs for money but nothing more than that. No fucking and no sucking," she said, "until those three guys wanted to gangbang me."
"So, you approached them on the basis that you'd flash them and allow them to touch you for money?"
"No. I didn't flash them or ask them for money for sex. I asked them for some spare change is all. Typically, how it works is a man will ask me to flash him my tits and I'll tell him that I will for five bucks but we didn't even reach that conversation before they attacked me. Besides, knowing what would happen, I'd never flash my body to three men," she said.
"I'm just glad I was there," he said. "I can only imagine what they may have done to you."
"Without doubt, they would have raped me, forced me to suck them, and maybe even murdered me," she said.
They were quiet again until Dave spoke again.
"I was just thinking..." said Dave.
"I think I know what you're thinking," said Susan.
"You do?"
"I have a good idea," she said.
They fell quiet again before Dave broke the silence again.
"Would you give me a hand job Susan? After what you've been through, I wouldn't ask you to do that ordinarily, especially if you were a normal woman, but I'm horny after seeing you naked in the alley," he said.
"A normal woman?"
"You know what I mean Susan. Just as I'm no normal man, you're no normal woman," he said. "We're much alike in that regard."
They fell silent again before Susan spoke this time.
"How much did you see of me?"
"I saw enough to know that you have a hot body," he said.
Again they fell silent.
"So, if I jerk you off, will you let me get some sleep?"
"Yeah," he said, "and I'd sleep better too after passing on Simone, Lucy, and Carmen."
"Bring it over here then and don't turn on the light. It's the least I can do for you after you saved me from those three, dirty bastards," she said.
"I don't want you to think that just because I asked you to bunk with me that--"
"I don't think that Dave. Just let me masturbate you so that I can get some sleep. Never getting much more than three or four hours sleep at a time, I'm tired."
Dave removed his skivvies and walked over to her in the dark. She reached up for him and wrapped her fingers around his cock to slowly stroke him.
"You have a big cock Dave," she said running her fingers down the length of him before moving her fingers across the head of his erect prick.
"Thank you," he said. "In the horny way that I feel with you touching me and especially after seeing you and remembering how you look naked in the alley, it won't take me long to cum. Here's a tissue," he said.
"I won't need a tissue," she said leaning forward to take him in her mouth. With one hand stroking him and her other hand cupping his balls, she sucked him while stroking him.
"May I touch you?"
"Sure," she said tossing her sheet aside.
Dave reached down to fondle her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. Even though he could see some of her in the dark, he wished he could see her blowing him. It would be hotter to watch her sucking him while imagining her looking up at him with her big, blue eyes. With a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, it didn't take Dave more than a few minutes to cum in her mouth and as soon as he did, he returned to his bunk.
As if reveille awakened him, up at dawn after only getting a couple of hours of shuteye, Dave already had coffee brewed and bacon cooked. Dressed only in his skivvies, he perched himself in the chair by the couch and watched Susan sleep. His very own blonde angel, she was so damn beautiful. How could a woman who looked like this be homeless? Surely, some man would have scooped her up and taken her home, helped her, supported her, and loved her.
She was sleeping with her arms over her head, her eyes closed, and her head turned to the side. Her shoulders and the top of her chest were exposed and her long leg and big foot was poking out of the sheet. Dave could see all the way up her thigh and if the sheet was pulled to the side just a little bit more, he'd see her pussy. She looked like a natural blonde but he wondered if she was. With only one way to find out, hooking the sheet with his big toe, it didn't take much more than him slowly and gradually pulling the sheet down with his outstretched foot to pull the sheet off of her enough to not only see that she was a natural blonde but also to see Susan's areolas, nipples, and big tits.
She wasn't exposed more than a minute or two when she stirred. With her eyes still closed, he watched her touch her bare chest with her hand and slid her palm across her nipple to make it pop out before reaching down to slowly rub her pussy and finger her clit. He wondered if she was a horny as he was. He wondered if she was dreaming about him. He wondered if she was thinking about last night when she sucked his cock and he felt her breast while fingering her nipples. Then, as if he dropped a coin in her slot to make her come to life in the way that Tom Hanks did in the movie Big with the fortunetelling machine, she popped open her eyes. When she opened her eyes, she focused on him before pulling the sheet up to cover herself.



"Did you enjoy the show?"
"I did," he said. "You have some big ass tits girlfriend."
"Girlfriend? I'm not your girlfriend," she said defensively while looking at him with annoyance before looking at him with interest, "am I?"
"I figure any woman who willingly sucks my cock and allows me to cum in her mouth while playing with her big titties is my girlfriend," he said with a laugh.
"So, is Simone, Lucy, and Carmen your girlfriends too?"
"That's different. Allow me to qualify what I said. Any woman who willingly sucks my cock and allows me to cum in her mouth while playing with her big titties and doesn't charge me money is my girlfriend," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Sorry but I'm not that easy in quantifying my relationship with a man. It takes me more than just a blowjob for me to establish a boyfriend/girlfriend type of--"
"Yeah, yeah, get off your high horse Susan. You know you like me as much as I like you. You know you want me as much as I want you. You're starting to make me believe that we were meant for one another," he said with a loving smile.
With her arms still over her head and as if he was a magician doing a magic trick with a tablecloth, he pulled the sheet all the way off of her.
"David!" She covered her nipples with her left hand and left forearm and her bushy blonde pussy with her right hand.
"I had to see you in the morning light for me to know that I wasn't dreaming or sexually fantasizing. You're so beautiful Susan," he said.
"May I have my sheet back now?"
When he stood to return her sheet, she reached out and pulled down his skivvies.
"Tit for tat," she said. With that, he launched the sheet across the room.
"Two can play that game," he said reaching down to tickle her.
"Don't. I'm ticklish. Don't. Oh, God," she said laughing. "Stop!"
When she stood up naked to get away from him, with a big hand around her slender waist, he pulled her to him and kissed her again in the way he kissed her in the early morning when they were outside and on the way to his apartment. Only this time the kiss was longer and more passionate. This time, he touched, felt, and caressed her everywhere. Squeezing her ass, he cupped her tits before running a slow finger across her nipples and before reaching down to cup her pussy.
"After watching you sleep like a blonde angel, I need to make love to you," he said.
"Take me to you bunk and fuck me Marine," she said. "I've been a bad girl and I'm in need a good fucking."
As if they were just married and on their Honeymoon, Dave scooped her up in his arms and carried her to his bed.
To be continued...



        

  
    Born Beautiful, Rachel's Story #12
  
  Born Beautiful, Rachel's Story #12

        Olga confesses that she enjoys making love to her son.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/born-beautiful-rachels-story-12

Title: Born Beautiful, Rachel's Story #12

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Olga confesses that she enjoys making love to her son.

Tags: munnich, incestous sex, orgasm, sex with father, sex with mother, sex with brother, germany, sex with sister, incest novella, america

Series: Born Beautiful, Rachel's Story


Chapter 12
Olga confesses that she enjoys and orgasms while making love to her son.
When she was younger, helpless to do anything to stop her mother's suffering but to listen, she didn't want to know all that happened in the barn. Casting a blind eye to the sexual abuse her father and brother did to her mother, she resigned herself that so long as they left her alone, she could live there. Her mother didn't seem to mind having sex with her son. Now that she's older, if only to add fuel to her fire to leave this horrid house for good without looking back, she needed to know what they did to her mother. Now that she's forced to listen, she needed to see what they were doing to her mother so that she'd never forget. Now that she's been made so aware of the monsters that her father and brother are, she never wanted to make the same mistakes that her mother made with men. She'd never stay married to a man who'd beat her and raise a son who'd raped her.
With the physical and sexual abuse of her mother escalating, especially after her father enlisted the help of his son, further motivating her to run away, the abuse of her mother gave her the strength she needed to flee her father, run from her brother, and escape from this horrible house of horror forever. Yet with very little money and without a wagon to take her, it wasn't safe for a woman to travel alone, especially a woman who looked like her. When the only unescorted women were dirty, diseased women of the night, she'd be a real prize for some man or men to take her, strip her, rape her, and maybe even kill her. Best not to put herself in deeper danger than she already was staying with her father and brother in this house, she had to bide her time, while plotting and planning her escape. She wished she could take her mother away with her but, not having the resources to do that, taking her mother with her was impossible.
Difficult enough for her to leave alone, men without women and men unable to care for themselves, they'd never allow them to leave together. Even if she had the money to pay for two fares to America, no doubt, destined to die at the hands of her husband, she knew her mother would never leave the suffering life she had in Germany, even to save herself for a new and better life in America. Unable to leave her homeland, her mother would rather suffer the physical, emotional, and sexual abuse here than to be safe somewhere else and in another country far from home. Fortunately, other than her bad memories, Rachel didn't have the ties to Germany that her mother did. Instead of loving her country, she hated it.
"You go, Rachel. I can't leave here," said her mother, Olga, in German. Only thirty-five-years-old but looking ten years older, she tightly wringed her apron in her hands as if it was the neck of her husband. "I can't leave my beloved Germany behind," she said looking at her with tears in her eyes. "Born here and with my family buried here, I'll die here. I don't know any other life," she said looking at Rachel with sadness, while holding her daughter's hands in hers.
"But Mama, I can't leave you alone with them. Their abuse will escalate with the absence of me," said Rachel beginning to cry. "Papa will blame you for me leaving."
"Faithful and loyal, I've been with your father since I was 14-years-old. Other than my son, he's the only man that I've intimately known," she said with sadness. "He was never like this, so drunkenly violent. Always angry, yes, but not like this, never like this. Fun and funny before when he was drinking, now he's insanely so very angry when he's drunk. With everything in upheaval and no one happy, especially for a man and much worse for a woman, these are bad times to be a German in Germany," she said giving Rachel insight that she didn't know her mother had.
"If you stay after I leave, blaming you for my departure, the beatings will intensify Mother." Afraid to say the words, she looked at her mother with foreboding before she uttered the words. "They will kill you," she said kissing her mother's hands and, as if hugging her for the last time, she took her in her arms and hugged her.
"Then, for the safety of you Rachel, my darling, knowing that you're happy and free in America, I shall willingly die in peace for you to escape them to start a new life. Your father is my problem and not your problem."
"Oh mother, please reconsider," she said.
"You're young, you're beautiful, and you're so healthy, you can do what I cannot," she said smiling and returning her daughter's hug. "Besides," she said looking away with shame and guilt while playing with her apron ties as if it she was playing with her son's cock, no doubt, for what little sexual gratification she received. "The only pleasure I have is when having sex with Karl," said her mother looking down in obvious shame that a mother would find pleasure in having sex with her son.
Rachel was stunned. Already knowing she was having sex with Karl but figuring she was forced to sexually pleasure her son, she couldn't believe her mother found pleasure from having sex with him. She looked at her in shocked disbelief. Her mother just admitted that she enjoys having sex with her son. Eww. Gross. Oh, my God. Why?
"Mother," Rachel looked at her mother while trying to make sense of her confession. "I don't understand. How can you possibly enjoy having sex with Karl? After father beats you, Karl rapes you, and then father whips you, I don't understand how you can find any pleasure in having sex with Karl after suffering the physical abuse from father." Rachel looked at her mother, as if she had lost her mind. "What pleasure is there in any of that?"
"While Hugo sleeps drunk in the barn," said Olga fluttering her eyelids as if imagining her son's big, hard cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, "Karl takes his time to make gentle love to me, something that your father has never done. Your father doesn't even kiss me anymore but Karl does. He humps me with passion instead of with anger and I return his humps with love," said Olga with a excited smile as if she was confessing a romantic liaison with a handsome lover instead of with her son.
"Mother, he's your son. How could you enjoy having sex with your son?"
"Karl makes me feel wanted and desire. He makes me feel like the woman I used to be when I was first married to your father. Now, unless he pretends I'm you and he's having sex with you, Rachel, unless I allow him to whisper your name in my ear, your father can no longer maintain an erection long enough to penetrate me. No longer wanting me, my husband wants you instead of me. Without even realizing it, because Karl is so big and so strong, he gives me what I need. He gives me an orgasm."
"Mother, please. That's enough. Spare me the details of your incestuous relationship with my brother. For you to enjoy having sex with your son enough to have an orgasm, when that's something you can do with your own fingers, is shockingly sick," she said looking at her mother with shame. "You're just as demented as they are. You three deserve one another," said Rachel with sudden disdain for her mother.
"The orgasm that I receive from my son is nothing like the orgasm that I give myself with my fingers. With you a virgin, I don't expect you to understand the fire that burns deep within me when Karl's cock is buried deep inside me. In all the years I've been with your father, Hugo has never once given me such sexual pleasure. In return for how my son makes me feel so desired, so loved, and so wanted, I'm happy to give him sexual pleasure in return. I'm happy to suck him," she said looking at her daughter with guilt.
"Mother! Please! That's quite enough. I'm going to be ill," said Rachel holding her stomach while staring at her mother as if she was insane.
Yet, after her mother confessed that she received an orgasm from her son, there was a glimmer of curiosity in Rachel. Being that she masturbated herself so very many times, being that it felt good to masturbate, now that her mother said there was a difference, she wondered how different it would feel for a man to give her an orgasm. She wondered what it would feel like to have a cock buried deep within her pussy. She wondered what it would feel like for her to control a man with her mouth and her pussy and for a man to explode his sexual lust inside of her.
"He doesn't know that I enjoy giving him sex, as much as he enjoys forcing me to give him sex," said Olga with shamelessly. "So long as he makes it appear that I'm being forced to do the things that a mother should never do with her son, I'm obliged to suck and fuck my son. Because he always sexually satisfies me, I'm happy to sexually satisfy him."
After having peeked through the split wood of the barn and after already having seen her father and brother stripping off her clothes and her brother raping her once before, Rachel no longer had to see what her father and brother were doing to her mother. Unable to erase the image burnt in her mind of a husband beating and whipping his wife and a son stripping and raping his mother, she could visualize their physical, emotional, and sexual abuse with her every scream. Tying her to the horse stall was their favorite place to strip her, beat her, and rape her.
Karl didn't untie her ties until his father was done with her and until he needed the use of her hands to pleasure him. Leaving the ties there ready for the next time, they didn't even bother to remove the blood, sweat, and tear soaked ties. A visual image to the horror they did to the woman they supposedly loved, they left the ties there dangling in the way that blood stained a white altar after a human sacrifice. As if it were a bridle, a harness, a saddle, and/or reins, the ties that bound her mother were now a permanent fixture of the barn's tackle. Unless she fled, it was all a horrible reminder for her to see that it was only a matter of time before she'd be tied there too, beaten, raped, and whipped.
A life not much better than that of a Negro slave or that of an indentured servant agreeing to be sold to the highest bidder to work free for four years in America, in exchange for his or her safe passage there, her German born mother already worked like a dog. From sunup to the darkness of night, not deserving this abuse when already living a hard enough life of chores and with only her daughter giving her a helping hand to help her around the farm, she did nothing but cook, bake, can, clean, sew, darn, and launder for her husband and son. An understatement, her mother deserved much better than being beaten and whipped by her husband and stripped and raped by her son. Unable to just say thank you for all that she did for them, their physical and sexual abuse was their payment for her household services.
Depending on her mother's offense, stripped topless with her abundant breasts exposed to the eyes of her horny son or stripped naked with no modicum of respect or decency given her, somehow it was as twisted as it was important that a father teach his son how to discipline his woman by torturing and humiliating his wife. When so many of his social conventions and daily norms around him were crumbling to the whims of an insane King, the second Industrial Revolution, widespread Socialism, and to the enraged thoughts of women having equal rights, no doubt, Hugo felt that he was losing control and losing his mind. Olga was the only one that he not only could take out his frustrations on but also could control.
When women suddenly wanted to have a mind of their own to do whatever they wanted and say whatever they were thinking, beating, torturing, stripping, raping, and whipping his wife, while watching his son do the same to his mother was their family's dirty secret that they kept hidden in the barn. As if Hugo was striking his fist against the government and against all the changes of progress, instead of against Olga, the abuse was his way to close the door to social changes, abandon new norms, and to keep his wife in line during these modern times of 1860. Only sadly, happening behind closed doors all over the world, from Paris' Moulin Rouge to Boston's Back Bay and Beacon Hill, and not just here in the lowlands outside of Munich in Bavaria, men still controlled women by physically, emotionally, and sexually abused women.
Rich in agriculture, some of the best farmlands in Germany were east of the Black Forest and south of the Danube River in the Rhine Valley and in shadow of the Bavarian Alps. The regard for women here wasn't much higher than their regard for livestock. Actually, depending on the value of the animal, some livestock, such a prized bull or a trained horse, were regarded much higher and worth much more than mere women. No doubt, Hugo wasn't the only husband beating and whipping his wife and Karl wasn't the only son stripping and raping his mother. A time of hardship, when women needed men to not only protect them but also feed, clothe, and support them, young, widowed wives spawned an entire generation of forced, incestuous births.
Not an easy life back then, farming in the hot sun and trying to keep warm in the dead of winter, other than drinking, eating, and having sex, there wasn't much recreation to keep a young, testosterone filled man busy after working twelve, laborious hours a day, six days a week, in the field. Moreover, with the next door neighbor miles away and the city too far to travel in a day, there weren't many women available for a son to fulfill his sexual needs. Other than his mother and his sister to accommodate his every perverted, sexual whim, lustful desire, and incestuous need, they were the only women conveniently available. With his virginal sister off limits, his father would kill him if he dared deflower her. Besides, after promising his mother that he wouldn't touch Rachel, after promising his mother that he'd protect her from his father, and after already having been given his father's blessing to have sex with his mother, his mother was the only available woman left to satisfy him sexually.
The barn, set back at a distance from the house, was Hugo's secret place to take his wife. They were in the barn again late last night and early this morning, her father, Hugo, and her brother, Karl, with her mother, Olga. She could hear the cracking sound of the horsewhip snap against her mother's fair skin to reopen wounds that hadn't yet had the chance to heal. The soft whimpering sounds of her mother crying and begging them to stop, while Hugo whipped her, and her agreeing to do whatever they wanted wasn't enough to end their punishment and stop her pain. They wanted more than just sex from her, they wanted to control her, own her, and punish her for whatever she did to deserve the likes of the two of them in her life.
No matter her offense, this time, whether she broke a plate when washing it after cooking them their dinner, didn't launder their clothes to their satisfaction, or gave them a delayed, smart, or no response to their inane questions, they were hurting her mother again. When looking for an excuse to abuse her, torture her, beat her, strip her, rape her, and whip her, they always found one. Actually, they didn't need a reason to hurt her. They could take her out to the barn whenever they damn well pleased. It didn't matter if she willingly submitted her will and gave herself to them or tried to fight them. No doubt, preferring her to struggle a bit to make it more of a challenging game, obviously they needed forced sex to get themselves off, a husband beating and whipping his wife while aroused watching his son stripping his mother naked and having sex with her.
How could they do that to her? Why would they do that to her? There'd be a reserved spot in Hell for these two when they died. Willing to take her chances alone without them, for the sake of her mother and for the relief or her, Rachel hoped that her father and brother would die sooner than later. For the sake of her mother, if she wouldn't come to America with her, she hoped her mother would die soon too. Only, before they tired of her mother and turned to her, with her mother playing interference for her, Rachel hoped she'd stay alive long enough for her to escape and long enough to be free and happy in America.
Although she couldn't see inside the barn from her bedroom window, she knew what they were doing to her mother. When her mother bathed herself in the kitchen, by the dim light and the reflections of the flames from the fireplace, she saw the scars on her mother's back, legs, and buttocks. When her mother still didn't tell her what happened and why it happened, sobbing in her hands, she hid her face in denial and humiliation. Determined to stop the beatings, Rachel snuck out of the house, silently made her way to the barn, and looked through the cracks in the wood. Only, frozen with fear, unable to help her mother, what she saw was much worse than she had imagined.
To be continued...
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Against his mother's last wishes, Waldo takes Susan, an immoral, younger woman, twenty years his junior, as his lover.
Waldo was the only child of Edna and Henry. After her husband died from working too hard, Waldo and Edna were alone. Doting mother and loving son, all they had were one another. Reminiscent of the movie Harold and Maude, if Harold was older by forty years, their story, but for the sex at the end between Harold and Maude, would matched Harold and Maude's story. My apologies in advance to those Literoticans reading this story while hoping for incestuous sex between mother and son, other than some flashing of his mother by Waldo, there's no mother and son sex in this story. On a bright note however, there is plenty of sex in this story between our degenerate Waldo and our heroine Susan.
* * * * *
A big drinker and a chain smoker, Waldo's father Henry was screwing the president's wife, Camille, when he suffered a heart attack and died while his cock was still buried inside of her. A win/win scenario for all but for poor Henry, where the men at her husband's company were trying to make their way up the corporate ladder by having sex with the president's wife, Camille was trying to embarrass her husband by having sex with all of his top executives. Fucking all of her husband's top employees, she made sure that she sucked them all too so that when they were in a boring board meeting, they'd be thinking of their cocks in her hand, in her pussy, and in her mouth.
Being that Edna's husband died while performing the duties of his job, so to speak, the company didn't want to make their sexual affair public knowledge, even though everyone at the company knew that the president's wife was a slut, including Camille's husband. Nonetheless the cover up, Edna blamed the death of her husband on the president's wife and threatened her, her husband, and her husband's company with a multimillion dollar lawsuit. Not needing or wanting the bad publicity at a time when they were trying to get investors, the company settled out of court for an undisclosed, large sum of money with Edna.
Waldo and his mother had a loving, mother and son, non-incestuous (sorry) relationship. Edna taught Waldo all she knew about shopping, the activity she loved to do the most. Now, as her husband's widow, having free access to his fully funded retirement benefits, the money paid to her from her lawsuit, and the large life insurance policy left to her upon her beloved husband's untimely death, a wealthy woman, Edna had unlimited resources to shop.
"That bastard! He was such a dirty asshole screwing around behind my back. But I fixed him. I got all of his money," she said having a glass of sherry that she bought two for one at the liquor store, when they discovered that, other than beer, everyone was buying Boone's Farm Apple wine and California Chardonnay and no one was buying sherry.
It was a beautiful funeral with the best casket that money can buy, on sale, and deeply discounted, when she heard the funeral parlor's owner, John, had cheated on his wife, Lucille, with their 18-year-old babysitter, Bambi.
"Seriously, unless she's living in the forest with the other animals, who names their fucking daughter Bambi," said Lucille to Edna while crying in a tissue, "that is, unless they hope she'd be a stripper instead of going to Harvard to become a doctor?"
With Edna being best friends with Lucille and with both women consoling one another over their husbands' extra marital affairs, before her husband could stop her, Lucille sold Edna and a few of her close friends complete funeral packages cheap for the cash. With nothing imported from China, Henry was buried six feet under in a beautiful casket made in Maine from hardwood cut and milled from trees in New Hampshire. As it was in death, life was good back then.
Especially now that she was flush with cash, Edna was the ultimate consumer. She not only knew where the best bargains were but also how much not to pay to get them. She could have written the book on bargains, sales, discounts, and coupons. Only, with everything she owned still as good as new, she really didn't need anything other than some new clothes, a winter coat, a bathing suit, and a couple of pair of shoes, after the cobbler couldn't fix her old, worn shoes anymore. With her house mortgage paid, having no credit card debt, and no bills, she was a woman who had everything and the money to buy anything but there was nothing else she needed. It seems a shame that all of her shopping ability be wasted on a woman who no longer went shopping.
Instead of writing everything she knew about discount shopping in a book, she passed all of that information on to Waldo. Yes, indeed, Waldo learned a lot from his mother. Only, times were different then than they are now. Merchandise bought today, especially merchandise imported from China, Bangladesh, Sri Lanka, Mexico, Japan, Taiwan, Peru, and Brazil, even premium merchandise, doesn't last in the way it did in the 50's and 60's before the United States sent much of their manufacturing base overseas with fair trade agreements that were fairer for the importer but not so much for the exporter. Even though the United States bought so much overseas goods from foreign countries to sell in Wal-Mart, Target, Costco, and BJ's, no one wanted to buy our stuff that was made in America. Driven by corrupt unions and burdened with high labor costs, overtime, and benefits, our goods were too damn expensive. Edna bought her furniture in the 50's, real wood of quality construction, all made here in the United States of America, made to order and built to last, and shipped from North Carolina.
Up until the day she died, she still drove her loaded with options, 1957 Chevy Bel Air, Matador red, fuel injected convertible with an automatic transmission and wide, white wall tires. A very rare automobile, only 39 fuel injected convertibles were made that year in that color and only 5 cars had an automatic transmission. Deemed the baby Cadillac, after loading the car up with options, as this car was, the out the door price was only $550 less than a fully optioned Cadillac. Albeit a bit Spartan when compared to the cars made now, boy that car was the cat's meow when it was new back then. Granted the car had no seatbelts, safety glass, radial tires, and anti-lock brakes but, the size of a Checker Marathon yellow cab, four average sized adults or five children could comfortably sit in that backseat.
They don't make cars like that anymore and she's been offered 25 times what she paid for the car when new. She loved that car and, with no pollution controls and electronics to go wrong, Waldo couldn't remember when that car was ever in the shop, other than to change the oil, tune up the car, clean the fuel injectors, fix the brakes, and put on new tires. It even got decent gas mileage too. It's funny how a new car now cost ten to twenty times more than they did back then and last half as long.
Edna, an educated consumer and a real value shopper, still had everything she bought from Sears when she was first married. She still had all of her Kenmore appliances, her stove, refrigerator, washing machine, dryer, and dishwasher. All of her appliances were 40 years old and, other than calling the repair man out to the house every ten or fifteen years, everything worked just fine. His mother loved Sears because Sears stood behind what they sold. Whatever she bought, if that product didn't live up to what it was supposed to do, bring it right back and they'd give her a new one. With that kind of guarantee, his mother never understood why on Earth Sears would have any financial difficulty but they did, when Wal-Mart built a store next door in the same mall and in every mall where there was a Sears. With made in China cheaper versus made in America more expensive, eventually Sears had to cave to carry the same shit that Wal-Mart was selling. Go figure.
His mother was a hoarder too. Other than collecting junk, she collected gold and silver when most people weren't collecting gold and silver. When silver traded at 53 cents an ounce and gold traded at $35 an ounce, he never understood her attraction to gold and silver in the way he does now with silver selling at nearly $32 an ounce and gold selling at nearly $1,700 an ounce. Now, he's glad she hoarded those valuable metals.
She had buckets of silver coins, dimes, quarters, half dollars, and silver dollars, throughout the house. Do the math, if she had 100 ounces of silver and she had so much more than that, what she paid for all of those silver coins was dwarfed by the value of their silver content. One hundred ounces of silver in today's market was worth $3,200 and she probably had a hundred pounds in silver coins worth about $50,000. Further, more than their silver content and worth a premium price, many of the coins looked new even though most of them were more than fifty years old.
Her chest of drawers and dressing bureau contained stashes of gold jewelry in every drawer. Before others realized the value that gold would have, she bought gold rings, gold chains, and gold earrings and most of what she bought was 18k gold. Going around to yard sales and flea markets, she bought used jewelry, most of which was broken, merely for the gold content. Only, collecting it, she never sold any of it. Easily, she had more than ten pounds of gold or at least, 160 ounces worth nearly $1,700 an ounce that was worth more than $250,000.
Unlike most people today who put all their eggs in one unstable mutual fund basket that are administered by their employers in their 401k's, Edna owned stock in AT & T when their stock was worth buying and worth enough that she could clip coupons and live a good life on the dividends. Now encumbered with excessive fees, today brokers charge a fee every time they buy and sell an addition or deletion to a 401k account. The investor has no control over what and/or when the broker buys and sells. Yet, always there's a fee attached to each transaction. Even in the times of a serious economic downturn, under the guise that they're making your money work for you, the only one making any money are the brokers. When employers told their employees that their 401K's were protected investments for their retirement, they were nothing more than windfalls of income for brokerage houses.
When his mother died, Edna left Waldo everything. Having cashed in her all of her precious AT & T stocks long ago, after they split, split, and split again when AT & T was breaking up Ma Bell in favor of Verizon, she bought gold and silver certificates. All of her money from her lawsuit and the life insurance from her husband's death, the house that she bought with her husband when they were married in 1947, her beloved 1957 Chevy Bel, fuel injected Air convertible, her furniture, her Kenmore appliances, and her cashes of gold and silver was his to do whatever he decided to do with them. Even in today's depressed economy, especially in today's depressed economy, Waldo was a very rich man. Easily, he was worth more than a few million dollars, a lot of money for a man, much like his mother, who lived a simple life and who really didn't need to buy anything.
Having lived his life with his mother and with his mother having nothing good to say about her cheating husband and/or the women of today who lacked morals, principles, and scruples, Waldo learned from his mother not to trust anyone, especially any other woman but his mother. With her as his only tutor and constant and only companion, it was painfully obvious that Waldo would never take a wife, not even have a girlfriend. He spent his time masturbating in his room, in the bathroom, or out in the garage. Masturbation was his release and his only pleasure. Poor Waldo.
Being that his mother was the only woman he knew, he enjoyed exposing himself to her. His flashing started when he invited his mother in the bathroom to wash his back while he bathe. Willing to do anything and everything for her son, Edna took great joy and significant motherly pleasure in helping to wash her grown man of a boy. For her, as if she was a nurse, there was nothing sexual in bathing her adult son. A kind and caring motherly duty that was relaxing for her unfortunately was sexually exciting for her son.
Accustomed to bathing her husband, after her husband died, as if she was a Japanese mother, she took it upon herself to help wash her son. For Waldo however with his mother washing his naked body, he was a perverted a son with a different agenda in mind. He enjoyed standing naked in the tub before his bath and after his bath while proudly displaying his erect cock to his mother. Even staring at his cock as it grew to an erection and touching it with motherly affection, always she'd stare at her son with love. Waldo the dirty boy that he was always accidentally on purpose always dropped the soap in the soapy water. With his mother fishing around for the soap, a game he enjoyed playing with his mom's hand, he especially enjoyed feeling his mother's hand on his cock when she went searching for the soap.
With no other naked women available for him to see, when he wasn't flashing his mother, he was always trying to catch his mother naked. Being that they only had the one bathroom, he took his time in the bathtub so that his mother would be forced to use the toilet in front of him. More than once he saw her pubic hair and her naked ass. More than once, he returned the favor when his mother was in the bath and on the pretense that he needed to use the toilet, he flashed his cock to her while peeing. With his mother not thinking anything about holding a conversation with her son while sitting in the tub, Waldo stared at his mother's breasts and even offered to wash her back. Only, unlike her son, she never dropped the soap for him to find it but he always did and routinely felt a lot more than errant soap. No matter the sexy, incestuous games that mother and son played, always looking out for her son, Edna never stopped in her instruction of him.
"Never trust a woman except for your mother. They're all no good. They're only out for your money Waldo. Don't trust any of them, especially the ones that have a tramp stamp on their behinds, implants in their breasts, and bleach in their hair. They're nothing but sluts," she said waving her hand of disapproval.
"Surely mother, there are some women out there who wouldn't want me only for my money. Surely, there's a woman out there who'd want me for me," he said hopeful that he'd find someone who'd want him.
"You for you?" She laughed. Even thought he was now sixty-years-old and on the other side of his life, she laughed her annoying little laugh whenever he tried to assert himself to show her that he was a man instead of her little boy. "Look at yourself in the mirror Waldo. Go ahead. Take a good, long, hard look."
Waldo looked at himself in the mirror. A throwback to his great, grandfather Horace, with a bad comb over, crocked and yellowed teeth, and hair growing out of his moles, Waldo wasn't a very good looking man. The only thing that made him attractive to woman, besides the fact that he had a big cock and was still able to use it, was his money that his mother left him.
"Okay mother, what am I learning from looking at myself in the mirror?" He tucked in his shirt over his pot belly while looking at himself.
"You're the poster boy of, if it sounds too good to be true, then it simply isn't she said."
"What do you mean mother?" He looked at her with confusion.
"If a good looking woman wants to date you, marry you, and have your baby, then you'll know that she only wants you for your money. No beautiful woman in her right mind, but for your loving mother, would want someone who looks like you," she said giving her son a hug and a peck on the lips. "I'm sorry Waldo but that's true. When I die, unfortunately, you'll be alone," she said stroking his cheek with a loving, motherly hand.
"Thank you mother, I think."
"You're lucky Waldo. Where most men never see a gold digger coming, your face is your barometer. If ever a tall, good looking, blue-eyed, blonde with big tits comes your way, you'll know that she only wants your money."
"I see but, after you gone, what if I get lonely? Surely, after you die, God forbid, I'd like to have a girlfriend, a wife, and children. Actually, being that I'm 60-years-old, by the time I found someone, married her, and had a child, I'd be 80-years-old when they graduated from high school. Moreover, I'd have a better chance of finding a woman my age than one of a childbearing age. I think my days of wanting children are over," he said sadly.
"Whatever it is you're mumbling about Waldo," said his hard of hearing mother, "best you stay with your own kind. Just as in the movie, Marty with Ernest Borgnine, find a plain Jane, younger woman and from that union, perhaps you'll have good looking children, throwbacks to a distant ancestor, instead of bearing children who look like you and the plain Jane woman you find to marry you for you and for love and not for your money. Even if your children turn out to be as homely as you, thanks to my thriftiness and hoarding, at least they'll have plenty of money," she said patting him on his shoulder.
"I may be too old for children mother," he said.
"Nonsense, to propagate the Earth, children are the only reason why you're here. Find a woman still young enough to give you a child," she said with a motherly smile.
After having taken a lifetime of commonsense lessons from his mother, now that she was gone, dead, and buried, he was devastated. Grieving the loss of his 80-year-old mother, he had no idea what to do without her telling him what to do every minute of the day. Who was to cook for him? Who was to clean for him? Who was going to do his laundry. With his mother doing everything for him but wiping his ass, even bathing him, he had no idea how to take care of himself. Woe is Waldo. Poor Waldo.
With his mother deceased, now that he was all alone, he decided to hire a woman but first things first. Remembering what his mother said about not trusting anyone, especially women, he needed to remove anything of value from his house should the woman be a thief. Hiring his neighbor to help him load his silver in the back seat of the Chevy, he packed up all of Mom's jewelry and had his neighbor drive him to the merchant of vengeance, Slimy Saul's Pawn Shop. Waldo didn't drive, didn't even have a driver's license. With his mother driving him everywhere, he never had the need for a license. Instead, he paid his neighbor three hundred dollars to drive his car and help him load it with the buckets of silver and unload it once at Slimy Saul's.
After haggling a bit, he convinced Saul to take all the gold and all the silver off his hands for $300,000. Even though Saul made out like the thief that he is, a win/win for both, rid of buckets of coins and broken gold jewelry, Waldo had cash and Saul made a pretty profit peddling all of the gold and silver. Alas, the only thing missing in his life was a woman, a female replacement for his kind, loving, thrifty, and trustworthy mother. Only, other than bars, pickup joints, online dating sites, and strip clubs, where would he find such a woman? He put an ad in Craigslist for a cleaning woman who could cook and do laundry.
"Plain Jane, thirty-something cleaning woman of child bearing age wanted. Appearance is not as important as the ability to cook, clean, and do laundry. Being that I like to eat, cooking is more important than cleaning and/or doing laundry. Bleached blondes with breast implants and tramp stamps need not apply. Also, not limited to dating and sex but more to marriage and giving me a baby, I'm looking for a potential romantic encounter to develop as well."



Within hours, Waldo had a dozen responses from lonely, plain appearing women. Within the day, he had a hundred responses from lonely, plain appearing women. By the end of the week he was inundated by e-mails with pictures most of them fully clothed and some topless, even naked, Waldo had hundreds of responses to his ad from available women willing to clean, cook, do his laundry and even give him a baby.
Looking at all of them as prospective love interests, eliminating those who didn't send him a picture, he slowly read their e-mails while masturbating over their photos. The ones who aroused him the most were the ones that he picked to meet. He met with a dozen unattractive women who fit the bill. Every women who applied for the job, whether it was homemade cookies, a pie, or a main dish, brought him food to tempt him to hire her.
The last one to answer his add was the one he chose. Forgetting and forsaking all the others who responded to his ad, against his mother's better judgment and a disappointment to her if she was still alive, he chose a tall, good looking, blue-eyed blonde woman with big tits and a tramp stamp on her lower back. She rocketed her first on the list, when she sent him a topless photo of her big breasts and another photo of her naked, round ass. Her tattoo looked as if it was of a pane of glass beside a no entry sign that read, outgoing only. Puzzled by the sign he asked her what the tattoo meant.
"I do have a few questions to ask you," he said staring at Susan's blonde hair?"
"Are you a natural blonde or a bleached blonde."
"I'm a natural blonde," she said.
"That's good," he said checking his box.
"Do you have breast implants," he said staring at her big tits along with the huge nickel sized impressions her nipples made in her blouse.
"These 36D's are all mine and not some plastic surgeons creation," she said.
"That's good," he said checking off another box.
"Now about your tramp stamp, sorry, I mean, tattoo. Being that you sent me a photo of your naked, round ass, I couldn't help but notice your tattoo Susan when you were leaning forward. Is that a pane of glass and a no entry sign?"
"Yes," she said with a smile.
"I couldn't help but wonder, what does the tattoo mean?"
She looked at him and smiled again.
"It means that I don't do anal and I don't do windows," said Susan.
"Perfect. Two out of three isn't bad, natural blonde, check, no breast implants, check, check, and you don't do anal or windows, check, check, check," he said. I don't do anal either, but I'll do the windows," said Waldo with a smile. "You're hired."
Susan cooked well enough to please Waldo, marginally cleaned, and took most of his laundry to the dry cleaners. Being that she knew he had money and being that his clothes were so old and raggedly, she used his money to buy him and her new clothes. Their first trip together was to the mall.
"Here, you drive," said Waldo handing her the keys to his mother's car.
"Try this on for size Wally," she said taking him to a men's clothing store for clothes and standing there with him in the men's dressing room while he changed.
"Waldo. My name is Waldo."
"I know but Waldo sounds like a name that I need to find your picture in a book or add the words The Great before it. Wally sounds hip, cool, and young," she said with a smile that melted his heart and hardened his cock.
She was so beautiful. She was so blonde. She was so busty. She was so sexy. Where his mother, Edna, left off, albeit for the sex that he wished he had with his mother, Susan took over, even with the sex, especially with the sex.
"Do you mind?" He pointed to the door when Susan barged in on him just as he removed his pants. "May I have a bit of privacy to try on these pants?"
"What are you shy?" She laughed. "At your age, I'd figured you'd love to have a hot, young woman ogle you in your underwear, which reminds me, you need new underwear. Those underpants look more like women's bloomers than they do men's briefs. There's nothing brief about those," she said with a laugh. "Now try those pants on so that I can see how they fit," she said watching him trying on the pants.
"Gees, Wally, you dirty, old man. I didn't think you had it in you. You have an erection," she said laughing while staring at the impression his cock made in his underwear.
"Oh, I do," he said looking down at the big, stiff bulge his big cock made in his baggy underwear.
"Did I do that to you? And you have such a big cock too," she said brushing back her blonde hair with a laugh.
"Sorry," he said covering his erection with his hand.
"Don't be embarrassed Wally. And never be sorry for something as big as that. Be proud, stand tall, and never be afraid to show and share that monster. Only, being that you look a bit like Jack Lemon, I never would have suspected you for having a big cock. Too bad you never married or fooled around, you could have made a lot of woman very happy," she said smiling.
"Mother disapproved of every woman I was interested in dating," he said.
"I figured as much," she said. "By the looks of you, I bet you're a virgin too," she said.
"I am," he said, "and I'm not ashamed of having saved myself for the right woman."
"Had you saved yourself any longer and you'd be pushing up daisies with that big boner Wally."
"Mother must be rolling over in her grave if she can hear you talk like that," he said.
"Your mother is dead Wally," she said giving in a long look while reading him. "And by the looks of you, I bet you're a pervert too."
He gave her a look that told her he was.
"Must you report my entire personal life in this dressing room? It's embarrassing," he said in a whisper. "Someone may hear."
"Get over it Wally. You're too old to care about stuff like embarrasses you. After being homeless and out on the streets, nothing embarrasses me anymore," she said with a laugh. "The pants look good. How do they fit in the crotch?" She grabbed a whole handful of him.
"Hey! Watch it," he said recoiling from the touch of her hand.
"What? Has no woman ever felt your package before?"
"No. Just my mother?"
"You're mother? Eww."
"It wasn't like that. It wasn't anything sexual, I can assure you. She used to bathe me."
"When you were a little boy?"
"No, up until she died a few months ago."
"Eww," said Susan. "And did you bathe your mother too?"
"I washed her back. Yes."
"And you don't think that was sexual?"
"No, not at all. It was more of a loving mother and son sponging, if you will."
"If I will? No I won't if you were my son," she said with a laugh. "Let me ask you this, Wally."
"What?"
"After your mother bathe you and ogled your cock and after you bathe your mother and ogled her tits, how many times did you drop the soap in the tub? How many times did she retrieve the soap from in between your legs? And how many times did you return the favor and retrieve the soap from in between her legs while she stroked you and sucked your cock as you played with her titties and fingered her nipples."
"We did no such thing. I can assure you bath time was nothing like that Susan. How dare you accuse my mother of being an incestuous slut."
"Okay, okay Wally. Calm down. Answer me this then. How many times did you masturbate while thinking of your mother touching you, stroking you, and sucking you while you fondled her tits?"
"Okay, maybe it was a little sexual on my part," he said turning red and looking uncomfortable with the conversation.
"My, my, Wally, you have a lot to learn. It's a good thing you hired me for the job because I can teach you. I'm one Hell of a good teacher," she said with a laugh. "Being that those pants fit you so well, I suggest you buy one in each color, black, brown, and blue. You're going to need shirts, sweaters, and shoes too, not to mention new underwear and socks. Susan doesn't darn socks," she said referring to herself in the third person while laughing.
"Yeah, well, that's not tattooed on your ass that you don't darn socks," he said with a laugh.
"Look at you. A real comedian. Was that your attempt at making a joke? You actually made a joke Wally. Good for you. We'll have to work on your humor," she said looking at her tattooed ass in the mirror. "I don't have to tattoo my ass with everything I do or don't do Wally. Suffice to say that I've done and will do most things that most other women won't," she said with a wink and a sexy smile.
Since Susan allowed Wally in the dressing room to help her try on clothes too, intent on seeing her in her underwear, he bought her whatever she wanted to show him, so long as he could watch her changing.
"How do you like this top?" She turned from side to the other side while looking at herself in the mirror.
"Try on the blue one again," he said watching her remove the green top to try on the blue top.
"Both tops are the same Wally but for color," she said with a laugh. "You just want to see me in bra again, didn't you, you dirty, old man."
"Yes," he said fingering his cock through his pants.
"Don't do that Wally," she said slapping his hand away. "I'll do that for you later when we get home."
He looked at her stunned. She'll do what for me? Masturbate me? Then he remembered that she didn't have that she doesn't give hand jobs to older men tattooed on her ass either. Oh, boy, he has a wild one here, a real winner. If only his mother could have met Susan, surely, she would have changed her opinion about not trusting anyone, especially women. She's been so good to him helping him to buy things and spend his money. He'd trust Susan with anything and everything, even his money.
"Wait here one second Susan. I'll be right back," he said returning with a handful of bras in different sizes. "I didn't know your size so I brought one in each size."
Susan quickly looked through the bras to find her size.
"This is my size, 36D and my favorite color, blue," she said with a smile.
"Try it on," he said.
"I will if you'll wipe the drool from your mouth," she said.
Unabashedly, she removed her top and reached around behind her to unhook her bra and removed her bra while facing him while Wally wiped the drool from his mouth.
"Wow, you have big tits. May I touch them and feel them?"
"No," she said covering her breasts in the way that Jamie Curtis covered her big tits to the leering eyes of Dan Aykroyd in Trading Places, "you can't touch my breasts," she said with a slowly emerging smile. "Not now anyway but maybe later."
He watched her model her bra. He left and quickly returned with 36D bras in every style and color.
"Try these on too. Better you should try them on here," he said, "to make sure they all fit instead of buying them and having to return them."
Susan obliged him. Removing one bra to try on another, she continuously flashed him her bare, big tits.
"Are you buying me all of these bras Wally?"
"Yes," he said. "I'll be right back," he said returning with a dozen panties in every color and size. "Again, I didn't know your size. Try these on too."
"Unfortunately, they don't allow me to try on panties. It's a sanitary thing. You just wanted to see my naked ass and pussy, didn't you, you dirty, old man."
"Yes," he said drooling again.
"Maybe later, I'll give you a free lingerie show of all the sexy underwear you bought me," she said. "Bring me more in different colors in this size," she said.
"Okay," he said and returned with panties in her size in every style and color.
With her being so honest, open, and sexy, truly, she was a Godsend. Suddenly looking pensive, he wondered if she was of child bearing age.
"How old are you? He asked blurting out his question.
"How old are you?" She looked at him.
"I'm sixty," he said as if proud that he managed to live that long, a few years longer than his father had.
"Hmm, you're twenty years older than. I've never been interested in a man so much older than me," said Susan as if talking to herself.
"How old are you?" He asked again while staring at her as if trying to guess her age.
"How old am I?" She laughed. "You're not supposed to ask a woman her age," she said looking at him with a sexy smile. "How old do you think I am?"
"I haven't a clue."
"C'mon, how old do I look?"
"I don't know. I'm not good at guessing women's ages or weights. Except for my mother, I haven't had much experience with women," he said appearing uncomfortable with the conversation.
"Guess," she said.
"Well, judging by your unwrinkled face and how high up your breasts are, Mom's breasts sagged terrible, you're probably younger than I'd guess. I don't know, thirty-three maybe?"
"Thank you," she said. "I turned forty on July 26th and I'll be expecting a nice gift from you Wally, that is, if I'm still working for you."
"Do you have any children?"
"Me? No. It's a long story. I'm divorced."
"Can you still have kids?"
"What the Hell kind of question is that Wally?" She laughed. "Do you want to make me pregnant? Do you want me to have your baby?"
"No, I, um, I was just wondering is all, um, maybe, yeah actually."
"Being that I still get my period, yeah, I can still have children," she said looking at him as if he were potential husband material."
They loaded up the car with all their packages and drove out of the mall parking lot.
"I never spent so much money in one outing," he said.
"Seriously? You only spent a few hundred dollars," she said with a laugh. Suddenly Susan took a quick, hard, right hand turn into the parking lot of a Cadillac dealership.
"Why are you stopping here? Do you need to use the restroom?"
"No, silly, I need to buy you a new car," she said as they pulled into a new car dealership. "Long past its prime, this thing rides like a land yacht."
"A new car? My Mom's '57 Chevy is a classic."
"Precisely my point," said Susan. "Now is the time to unload this antique dinosaur."
"Wait. Hold on. Being that this car is fifty-five years old, nearly as old as I am, I agree that I need a new car Susan but this is a Cadillac dealership. Look, there's a Chevy dealership across the street. Maybe we should buy a new Chevy instead of a new Caddy. I'm sure if I bought another Chevy they'd give me a better trade-in deal on this car."
"Trade-in? Nonsense. You could sell this car at auction for six figures. Trust me. Leave it to me to get you the best deal," she said.
She strode in ahead of him as if she owned the place.
"May I help you?" The salesman immediately approached them. Being that Cadillac's average customer is a white male in his sixties, the salesman talked to Waldo instead of her.
"Look at me," she said. "I'm the one buying the car, not him. Actually," she said with a big smile while hanging onto Wally's arm, "he's buying the car for me."
"Certainly madam. I'm Rick," he said extending his hand, "the sales manager and you are?"
"Susan, the woman you need to make happy," she said.
"How may I help you?"
"I want a new Cadillac but not just any Cadillac. I want a CTS-V coupe."
"Excellent choice. Except for the Escalade, the CTS-V is our most expensive model. Just let me check my inventory," he said grabbing a box of index cards. "I have a black on black one on the floor and I may have a white one in stock out by the--"
"No, I want to special order one."
"I see. With the year end specials, you'd get a better deal buying off the lot than ordering a special order car," he said.
"No I won't," she said. "You salesman say the same sucker line to all the sappy customers. With all the financing fees you must pay to the manufacturer, it's never cheaper to buy off the lot and you know it. A direct pass through, as if it's a consignment, it's always cheaper to order the car from the factory. Moreover, I'll get exactly what I want."
"Let's go to my office," said Rick. "Have a seat. I'll be right back with my book."
"How much is this going to cost me Susan," said Wally looking a bit nervously pale.
"Nothing. Trust me Wally," she said putting her hand on the bulge his cock made in his pants. "The car won't cost you a dime."
"Okay," he said suddenly dazed and sexually excited while staring down at her hand.
All he could think about after she grabbed his crotch in the dressing room, after she scolded him for fingering his cock through his pants, and after flashing him her supersized breasts was her giving him a hand job. Definitely, whatever he had to pay for the car, so long as the car was in his name and not in her name, was worth the price to have Susan give him sex. Only, he didn't drive. He didn't even have a license. When his mother was alive, there wasn't any need for him to drive. When his mother was alive, chauffeuring him everywhere and with his mother vouching for him, there was no need for him to even have identification. He wondered if she had a license to drive.
"Do you have a driver's license Susan?"
"Of course. Everyone does," she said looking at him. "You don't have a driver's license?"
"No."
"Don't worry. I'll teach you how to drive," she said.
"Okay, shall we get started ordering you a car?" Rick opened his big book of options. "Two door coupe, four door sedan, or wagon?"
"Coupe."
"Color?"
"Silver Frost Matte," she said. "Oh, and I want the Recaro seats too."
"That's a $4,000 option just for the paint," he said looking up at her," and another $3,500 for the Recaro seat option."
"I know," she said.
"Susan, four thousand for optional paint and thirty-five hundred dollars for Recaro seats? That's a bit excessive isn't it?"
She looked at him and smiled while squeezing his cock through his pants.
"When you're mother bought the '57 Chevy, she bought the fuel injected convertible, the best model they had," she said, "and look what at that car is worth now."
"You're right," said Waldo.
"You have a '57 Chevy fuel injected convertible?"
"Yes."
"Are you trading that car?" The salesman's eyes widened as if he was high on drugs.
"No," she said with a smile, "I'm more hoping for a swap."
"A swap? I see. What condition is it in?"
"Pristine, one owner with 20,000 original miles."
"Wow. Let me get the owner. He may be interested in that car."
"Mr. Martin to the front. Mr. Martin to the front."
Mr. Martin walked onto the floor and Rick went over to apprise him of the situation while the two men looked out at the '57 Chevy convertible prominently parked out front with a half of dozen people surrounding it.
"Hi, I'm Tom Martin," he said to Susan offering her his hand.
"I'm Susan and that's Wally," she said while Tom shook hands with Wally.
"I hear you want to swap your old, used car for a brand new Cadillac," he said with the smile of a flimflam man about to sell rat poison to a victim as medicine. "Actually, we don't swap cars here, I would be able to give you a good trade-in value for your car however. How does $20,000 sound off of list price?"
"I'm not interested in trading in the car. If I took that car to auction, knowing the car could easily fetch more than one hundred fifty thousand dollars and more with the rare options that it has, rare Matador paint, automatic transmission, continental kit, vacuum ash tray, and Remington Electric razor," she said watching the owner's face light up as if she was Mrs. Santa Claus granting him his Christmas wish. "After all my discounts and rebates, I'd want your best price off on net and not list," she said with a smile that only a busty, blue-eyed, beautiful blonde can give.
"Well, I think we can do business after all. How does an even swap sound. I give you a new Cadillac," he said to Susan before turning to his salesman. "Which Cadillac are they ordering."
"The CTS-V, coupe in silver frost matte with the Recaro seat option," he said.



Mr. Martin openly cringed.
"With options that's nearly an $80,000 car," he said.
"I know and the condition and the rarity of the Chevy, that's easily a $150,000 car at auction, which is why I expect you to throw in a free all expense paid trip to Bermuda too," she said.
"I see," he said turning to look at the Chevy again. "I'll need my man to take it for a test drive first."
"Of course," she said handing him the keys.
"Write them up," said Mr. Martin reappearing with the keys. "Of course you realize that it will take 8 weeks for your car to be made and delivered. I suggest you not drive the Chevy. Should anything happen to the car, the deal if off," he said.
"We'll keep it garaged," said Susan.
It was after Waldo bought her a new wardrobe of clothes and a new Cadillac, that Susan, no doubt, realized that she had him wrapped around her finger.
"Wally, I can't cook in this kitchen. Everything is old an outdated," she said stomping her foot and giving him a pouty look.
"Actually, Susan, these appliances don't owe me a thing. What do you say we buy all new ones," he said.
"Can we get new cabinets and countertops too?"
"I don't see why not," he said.
"Oh, Waldo, thank you," she said leaning into to him to give him a kiss on the cheek. Only, he turned his head in time to kiss her lips. She offered no resistance when he parted her lips with his tongue.
"I love you Susan?"
"Love me? How can you love me Wally? You hardly know me," she said.
"I'd know you better if you moved in with me. Now that Mom is gone, I have the spare bedroom you can use," he said looking at her with hopeful eyes.
"Can I redecorate?"
"Absolutely. You can paint and paper."
"I don't paint and paper Wally," she said looking at her fingernails.
"I'll hire someone to paint and paper," he said.
"And may I buy new furniture too?"
"What's the sense redecorating if we still have all the old furniture. We'll go together to pick out new furniture. Okay? I'll dump all this old junk in the trash?"
"In the trash? Your Mom had good taste in furniture. We could sell all of this old furniture at auction and earn enough to pay for the new furniture," she said.
"That's a great idea Susan."
Once the new furniture was ordered and delivered, they shipped the old furniture off to be auctioned.
"Okay, Wally," she said giving him another kiss. This time, she reached down and felt his cock through his pants. "I did promise you a hand job, didn't I?"
"You did," he said nodding his head yes as if to accentuate his positive answer.
She unbuckled his pants and pulled down his zipper.
"It would be easier if you took off your pants and underwear," she said.
"Oh, my God," he said. "No one has ever seen my cock besides my mother," he said removing his pants and his underwear.
"Your mother? Seriously? I thought you were kidding. Best you not tell anyone about your mother seeing your cock when she bathe you," she said with a laugh.
"My Mom used to wash my back," he said unabashedly. "And I used to--"
"Eww. That's enough," she said with a laugh while taking his cock in her hand. "You told me that already and it took me a long enough time to remove that image from my brain."
"Oh, my God, Susan, that feels so good for you to hold my cock."
Only, unfortunately for Wally but fortunately for Susan, as soon as she started stroking him, he ejaculated.
"Well that was fast Wally," she said with a laugh. "Next time, if there is to be a next time, you may want to prolong the ejaculation for the sake of feeling more sexual pleasure," she said.
"I'm sorry Susan. That was my first hand job."
"Seriously?" She looked at him in disbelief. "You never had a hand job before?"
"Nope."
"Didn't you attend your prom or didn't they have proms in your day when you went to high school?"
"They had proms in the sixties and I did attend my prom in 1969. My Mom fixed me up with her friend's daughter, a woman from church. The good girls didn't do things like that back then," he said.
"Well this good girl did a lot more than to give a hand job on the four proms she was invited to attend," said Susan with a laugh, "which is why she was deemed such a good girl. So, I'm guessing that you never had your cock sucked."
"A blowjob? No. Never," he said.
"Being that you've been so good to me, tomorrow, after we come home from picking out paint, wallpaper, buying new appliances, and furniture, I'll suck your cock. How's that?"
"You will?" He looked at her in shocked disbelief. "Seriously?"
"Sure why not? I've had worse things in my mouth than your cock."
"May I cum in your mouth?"
"Of course. It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth."
"May I feel with your big tits outside of your bra?"
"I'd love for you to feel my big tits, so long as you promise to finger my nipples. I'd like to get something out of this sexual arrangement too, you know."
"Only, we'll need to rent a car for the next two months, until we get the Caddy."
Susan rented a car and they were off to do all of their shopping. It was late when they finally arrived home. Not in the mood to cook, she called for a pizza."
"What do you like on your pizza?"
"Why?"
"I'm ordering delivery?"
"Delivery?"
"Yes, delivery is when I order food, they bring us food, and you give them money to pay for the food," she said laughing.
"Mom always cooked. We never ordered delivery. She said it was a waste of money," he said.
"Well, Wally, I'm not your mother and if you want me to suck your cock, you'll feed me pizza first," she said laughing.
"Here's sixty dollars, is that enough?"
"You'd better give me another twenty, just in case," she said pocketing the extra money, when the pizza with tip barely came to fifteen dollars.
After the thirty second hand job she gave Wally, he was starting to loosen up a bit. Looking at him sideways, obviously, she couldn't imagine what he'd be like after she blew him. Figuring that he was a virgin too, playing him for all that he was worth, it was painfully apparent that she was curious how he'd be after she fucked him. Done eating their pizza, Wally looked at her with lust.
"You're expecting that blowjob now, aren't you Wally?"
"I sure am. A deal is a deal, after all. I spent a bundle on new appliances and furniture and with supplies, it's going to cost about $3,000 to paint and paper the entire house," he said.
"We need to buy new carpeting too, along with a new vacuum too, a Dyson," she said.
"Okay," he said willing to agree with anything she asked for at this point.
"Well, get those pants and underwear off while I remove my blouse and bra. I'd be more comfortable sitting her while you stand in front of me," she said unbuttoning her blouse and reaching around behind her to remove her bra.
"You have such big tits Susan. I can't wait to touch them and suck them," he said.
"Well, what are you waiting for?" She stuck out her chest for his horny hands to feel.
Touching them, feeling them, squeezing them, fondling them, caressing them, and sucking them, he was all over her big tits.
"I love your tits Susan," he said kissing her while she took his cock in her soft, warm hand and started stroking him again.
"Now control yourself Wally. Relax. Think of something else. You don't want to cum too soon."
"Okay," he said.
Only, as soon as she took him in her mouth and as soon as she swirled her tongue around his erect cock while stroking him, he put a heavy hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and exploded all that he had in her mouth.
"Gees, Wally, that was the fastest blowjob I ever gave in my life and I've given lots of men, lots of blowjobs," she said.
"Sorry Susan. I just never felt such sexual pleasure in my entire life," he said still oozing cum.
"You're dripping," she said taking him in her mouth again to lick him clean.
"Tomorrow, after we shop for carpeting, I'll allow you make love to me. Okay?"
"That's more than okay Susan. I've always wondered what it would feel like to have my cock in a cunt," he said.
"Women prefer the word pussy to cunt Wally."
"Sorry Susan. I can't wait to fuck your pussy."
"Unless you're wild with sexual lust for one another, women prefer the term making love instead of fucking."
"Got it. Sorry Susan."
"Stop saying sorry Susan. There's no need to keep apologizing."
"Sorry, I mean, I'm not sorry. Sorry, you know what I mean," he said.
The next day, after buying carpeting, Susan invited Wally to her bedroom and to her bed.
Lying there naked, as soon as he saw her, his eyes were glued to her naked body.
"Well? Take off your clothes and get on top of me."
"What about protection? Aren't you afraid of getting pregnant?"
"Isn't that what you wrote in your ad? Isn't that what you wanted, to make a woman pregnant with your baby? Give me a baby Wally. I want to have your baby," she said.
Wally made love to Susan and to the day, nine months later, she delivered a healthy baby boy.
A happy marriage, Wally lived another twenty years in wedded bliss. Being that Susan was now sixty-years-old, she wanted someone more age appropriate than her deceased husband who was twenty years older than she was. On the day he died, after mourning her dear, departed, beloved husband in a few moments of silence, lonely, sexually frustrated, and horny before turning on the Red Sox baseball game, she put an ad on Craigslist.
"Lonely widow with lots of dough looking for a young, hot stud with a big cock for sexy good times. Only long lickers need apply. Call for an audition of your oral talent."
After receiving nearly a thousand e-mails from perspective suitors, with numerous auditions scheduled daily for the next several months, Susan has yet to chose the perfect man but she's having fun looking.
THE END
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After a dozen years, a retired teacher gives his student the spanking she deserves.
Barely 18-years-old and in the way of so many women my age, for as long as I can remember, I had a crush on my teacher, Mr. Martin. Actually, it was more than a normal crush. It was a sexual fantasy, even an anal fetish of sort. It all started when he spanked my ass with his bare hand through my clothes. Just as his spanking my ass enflamed my ass, his spanking aroused my sexual desire for him. His spanking my ass made me want to do dirty things to his body while he did dirty things to my body.
Fortunately, the spanking happened after school and, with no one else around, we were alone. No one saw him spank me. Thank God no one saw me get spanked. If anyone had seen me get a spanking, I would have been so embarrassed. Being so angry that he humiliated me, I probably would have reported him. Yet, with no one else witnessing the spanking, little did my teacher know that I enjoyed him spanking my ass, a gross understatement. I loved being spanked, punished, and disciplined.
What should have been just a spanking was so very much more than that. What should have been just punishment and discipline me was so much more than that too. I didn't realize what the spanking triggered in me then until now that I have this unrequited sexual desire for my teacher to spank me again. Twelve years later, married with children and poised at the precipice to find him and to contact him, I needed him to spank me again.
"Oh, yeah, slap my naked ass teacher because I've been bad, very bad and I need to be disciplined. I need to be punished. I need to be spanked hard. I need to me your sexy slut."
I was 18-years-old, a high school senior and chomping at the bit to graduate that part of my life to go on to college. Having lost my virginity, even having already given my first blowjob after my senior prom, I thought I was so mature. I thought I was an adult. Tall, blonde, beautiful, blue-eyed, and busty, I thought I was hot stuff.
I never thought my high school homeroom teacher would dare spank me for something that I did so long ago but, long story short, I forced his spanking hand to spank my ass again. Being that I wanted him to spank me again and with him having no choice in the matter, I made him spank me again. I had been bad, very bad and I needed to be disciplined. I deserved to be punished. Now married with children, I needed to be spanked. Even though I was no longer an 18-year-old slut but a thirty-year-old, bore, lonely, and horny housewife, I needed my teacher to spank my naked ass. For once and for all, I finally needed to experience my sexual fantasy.
* * * * *
"You wanted to see me Mr. Martin?"
I looked at him sitting behind his desk probably for the last time. Not a bad looking man, he was so anal, so precise, and so exacting. Saying what he meant and meaning what he said, he was articulately educated. Even his enunciation of words told me that he had a private school education and, just as I was jealous of his large vocabulary, I envied his command of the English language.
With his hair always parted just so, he always wore a colorful bowtie. His herringbone and tweed jackets resplendent with elbow patches were always marked with white chalk. He looked a bit like a younger version of Bill Nye the science guy. For the life of me, I really didn't know why I had a crush on him but I did. Jealous that she was married to such a splendid man, I couldn't help but wonder what his wife looked like. I couldn't help but wonder what he did for fun after school. Maybe he disciplined and punished his wife by spanking her. I imagined his wife wearing an apron while standing at the kitchen sink to wash dishes and purposing breaking glasses while washing them for him to spank her.
"You were the one who put the tack on my chair last class Susan," he stared me down with a look that told him that he knew I did. Someone had ratted me out no doubt.
When he wasn't staring at my pretty face, he was staring at the huge impressions my big tits made in my blouse. When he wasn't staring at my tits, he was staring at my panties. Sitting in the first row, I was always flashing him my panties.
"Pardon?" Not knowing what else to say, I looked at him as if he was crazy. Deny, deny, and deny was my only defense.
"I have it here written in my book. Tuesday, November 14th, 2000. I sat on yet another tack. Note to self," he said while looking up at me. "I need to check my chair before sitting."
Duh, I wanted to say but didn't. Forget about mere thumbtacks, after the invention and with the popularity of Super Glue, who doesn't check their check before sitting?
"That wasn't me. I didn't do it," I said denying that I had put the tack on his chair when I did and, obviously, he knew I did. "I'd never do something so childish as putting a thumbtack on the teacher's chair. Nope. That wasn't me," I said knowing that I was denying a bit too much but I couldn't stop talking. I couldn't just shut up about the stupid thumbtack.
"I write everything in my book," he said holding his stupid book up to my face. "And this is the errant thumbtack," he said opening his desk drawer and pulling out the tack that was confined in a plastic bag as if he was a forensic detective preserving fingerprints.
Errant thumbtack, meaning naughty, badly behaved, sinful, wayward, and delinquent. Who refers to a stupid thumbtack as errant? I had to go home and look that word up in my Funk & Wagnall's dictionary. Gees, making a federal case out of it, enough about one lousy thumbtack already.
"I'm sorry," I said unable to continue a lie and owning up to what I did. "My friends forced me to do that. They thought it would be funny."
"It wasn't funny that I had to go to the emergency room for an infection that I received from that rusty tack. They gave me a tetanus shot," he said grimacing from the memory of the pain I put him through. "The emergency room isn't covered on my medical. I had to pay a hundred dollar co-pay."
"I'm sorry," I said embarrassed and feeling worse than I would have felt because I had a crush on him.
As if wanting to make the memory of his thumbtack pain on his ass go away by kissing his lips, I remember having this urge to lean down and kiss him. So very long ago, I really don't remember what the Hell I was thinking to put a thumbtack on his chair and to even have a school girl crush on him in the first place. In hindsight, he was such an anal asshole.
"Your friends forced you to put a tack on my chair?"
"Yes," I said feeling so much like a foolish child instead of a mature woman who was no longer a virgin and who had already given her first blowjob. Back then, with sex my definition of maturity and being that I was so popular with the boys, I was having plenty of sex. Counterintuitive to my emergence from a school girl to a sexual woman of the world, how dare I do something so stupid.
"So...if your friends told you to jump off of a bridge..."
"Of course not. I wouldn't leap off of a bridge because my friends told me to jump off a bridge," I said making a sour face. "I'm not stupid," I said.
Yet I was stupid compared to him, an educated, enlightened, well read, and well traveled man of the world. An unappreciative, bothersome, spoiled brat of a nuisance, I was a nothing and a no one in his shadow. Little did I know then, he was to be my master and I was to be his mistress.
"Then what's the difference with you putting a tack on my chair because your friends told you to do that and you jumping off a bridge."
"At the time, I thought it funny to see your reaction. I'm sorry. I didn't actually believe you'd sit on it without even feeling it pinch you and walk around the room for the rest of the day with the thumbtack stuck to your ass," I said with a little laugh and a smirk that obviously angered him.
I should have known, he wouldn't notice that tack until later with his thick corduroy pants. He always wore corduroy pants. Evidentially, he knew that I wasn't sorry, just as he knew I'd do it again if I could.
"You need to be disciplined," he said pointing his finger at me as if I was late for class and he found me wandering the hall. "You need to be punished young lady," he said raising his voice.
Suddenly, as if I was a little girl, I was afraid. He frightened me when he took that tone with me. I couldn't believe it when he reached around me to slap my ass through my short skirt.
"Ow," I said rubbing my behind.
Remembering it now as if it happened yesterday, I was embarrassed. I was mortified. I was humiliated. I was shocked. Yet, even more than all of that, never having been spanked before, not even by my parents, in the way of having bittersweet chocolate or something that's so sweet and yet so sour, I liked the feel of his hand on my ass spanking me. Never would I have known that I'd be the type of women who enjoyed being spanked until my teacher spanked me.
Unable to protest, I just stood there and stared at him while rubbing my ass through my short skirt. Then, when he pulled me by the wrist and put me across his knee and started slapping my ass really hard, I felt like that actress, Maggie Gyllenhaal playing Lee Holloway in The Secretary when Mr. Grey, played by James Spader, spanked her naked ass for making a typographical error. Fuck me and I wished he would have taken me right then and there. I would have allowed him to bend me over the desk and fuck me not in my pussy but in my ass. Never having had anal sex before, after having my ass walloped, I wanted to experience it now. Already so very sexually excited, I only wished he had pulled up my short skirt and slapped my ass through my panty.
I would have liked him to have seen my round, white, bikini panty clad ass. I would have given anything for him to pull down my panties and slap my naked ass. I would have liked for him to have seen my naked ass. I would have liked for him to see how red he made my naked ass after spanking me. He spanked me half a dozen times and every time his palm hit my firm ass, I thought I'd cum. By the time he was done spanking me, if he asked me to, I would have sucked his cock.
"I'm sorry, Mr. Martin," I said crying after he finished spanking me and allowed me to stand.
I could have had him arrested. I could have had him fired. I could have sued him civilly for spanking me. Instead I wanted to have sex with him while he spanked me again and again.
"Get out," he said.
The fact that he was so abrupt with me, as if he was angry with me, by dismissing me in such a hostile way, made me want to offer up my ass again for him to spank me again. I so wanted to tell him that he could pull up my short skirt and pull down my panty to spank my naked ass but I feared he'd think there was something wrong with me for telling him that. What he did was a disciplinary action, physical punishment, and something that had nothing to do with sex, or did it? I always wondered if he was as sexually aroused as I was. I always wondered if he thought about spanking my ass in the way that I always thought about him spanking my ass. Maybe his thing is spanking too. Maybe he's been lusting over spanking my round, firm, tight, little ass the entire school year in the way that I'm wanting him to spank my ass again now.
"That really hurt," I said, rubbing my ass through my clothes. "I'm all red," I said turning my ass to him and lifting my skirt up enough for him to see the bottom of my panty. I so wanted him to see my panty, touch my panty, and sooth my red hot ass through my panty with his meaty hand. I so wanted to lift my skirt to my waist. I so wanted to pull down my panty to show him my red ass but I was afraid to do that.
"Get out," he said again.
More angry over how he talked to me than I was over how he disciplined me and punished me by spanking me, when he stood and turned to erase the board, I don't know why I did it but I stole his Parker pen.
Replaying the incident over and again in my head, I masturbated to Mr. Martin spanking me for years. It didn't matter that I allowed my husband to spank my naked ass after that. It wasn't the same as when Mr. Martin spanked my ass through my short skirt. It didn't matter that I participated in the swinging lifestyle with my husband before he was my ex-husband and had numerous men spank my fully clothed ass and naked ass. None of those men spanking me made me as sexually aroused as having my teacher spank me. The one who I really wanted to spank my naked ass, was the one who didn't spank my naked ass. I needed Mr. Martin, my old teacher, to spank my naked ass.
I wanted him to spank me again. I wished he had raised my skirt and at least spanked me through my panty. I wished he had lowered my panty to spank my naked ass. I wished he had unzipped himself and pulled out his cock for me to suck him while he spanked me. I swear to God that I would have sucked him. Allowing him to cum in my mouth while he felt my big tits and fingered my nipples, I would have swallowed every drop of his cum so long as he promised to spank me again.
After waiting twelve, long, sexually frustrating years, now married with two children, I went to see Mr. Martin when I read a blurb about him retiring. He was 65-years-old and I was 30-years-old. Not knowing what I'd say when I saw him, I just wanted to see him again. Hoping beyond hope that he'd spank me again, really wanting to kiss the hand that spanked me, I wanted to shake the hand that spank me.
Wearing my preferred outfit of choice, a skirt that was too short with bright, white bikini panties underneath, a button blouse like the one I wore in school, and my D cup bra, I wasn't wearing very many clothes but for my bobby socks. If I was playing strip poker, no doubt, depending who I was playing poker with, I'd lose. He opened his door as soon as I pressed his doorbell.
"Susan! How nice to see you," he said recognizing me immediately. I saw him stare down at my big breasts before looking back up at my eyes. I thought that maybe my big tits were my dead giveaway to who I was after not seeing me for twelve years. "Come in, come in," he said.
"Hi Mr. Martin."
"Please call me Paul," he said with a smile while staring at my tits again.
"I just made some fresh coffee," he said talking to my tits before talking to me. "Would you care for a cup?"
"Sure," I said wanting to delay my stay so that I could summon the courage of saying what I needed to say before leaving. "Even after having rehearsed it, I really didn't know what the Hell I was going to say."
"Come in, come in," he said. Make yourself comfortable on the sofa," he said, "while I get our coffees."
He returned with the coffee and a plate of cookies. He sat across from me in his comfortable looking, overstuff recliner. Unable to control myself, using this personal, in home visit as my wicked opportunity to expose myself, every time I leaned forward for a sip of coffee, I parted my knees enough to give him a view up my short skirt of my panties. When I wasn't sitting there with my knees open, I was slowly and deliberately crossing and uncrossing my legs.
Maybe because he was looking, he was always looking when I was sitting in front of him in class, I wanted to flash myself to him in the way that I always did when sitting in the front row of his class with my legs parted and my skirt raised. I wanted him to see what I wanted him to see twelve, long years ago. I wanted him to see my panties up close. I watched his eyes dart down from my eyes to my crotch and back again before darting down again and before settling on my big tits. Based upon his stare, he was getting a good look of me between my legs. Based upon his leer, he caused my nipples to make their appearance known through my bra and blouse.
"Is Mrs. Martin home?" I couldn't help but wonder what his wife looked like.
"Mrs. Martin? There is no Mrs. Martin, other than my mother," he said with a little laugh. "I never married. I never felt the need for a wife and children. I was always too busy assigning assignments and correcting homework. After father died when I was just a boy, I was content enough living with mother, until she passed a few years ago," he said.
I couldn't help but wonder how content he really was living alone with his mother all these years. I wondered if they had a sexual relationship. I wondered if she was the one who got him into spanking. I could only imagine her ordering him to strip bottomless and bend over her knees while she paddled his naked ass before sucking his erect cock. Gees, what's wrong with me to think these terrible things about my teacher and his elderly mother? Only, no one knows what goes on behind closed bedroom doors.
"I see," I said suddenly feeling sexually invigorated that he was unmarried and we were alone.
"So, what's the purpose of your visit?" He smiled an endearing smile. "Did you stop by to wish me a happy retirement?"
When he wasn't staring at the mountainous impressions my tits and nickel sized shapes my nipples made through my bra and in my blouse, he was staring in between my legs at my panties. His obvious sexual lust for me was making me wet. I wondered if he's been thinking of me as much as I've been thinking of him. I wondered if he's masturbated over spanking me in the way that I've masturbated over him spanking me.
"No actually, Paul. I wanted to apologize again for putting a thumbtack on your chair," I said.
"Oh, that," he said waving a hand. "Don't be silly. That was so long ago Susan," he said. "Water under the bridge, it's all water under the bridge."
Not wanting this little exchange to end before it even got started, as if my words were an undertow, I needed to stir up that water that lay dormant for so long under the bridge.
"I also have a confession to make," I said feeling myself getting sexually aroused merely by the thoughts of what I was about to disclose to him.
"You do? And what might that confession be," he said with a knowing little laugh in the way that he laughed at us in class as if he knew everything.
Only, without a doubt, he didn't know what I was about to confess. Hoping that what I was about to say would put him over the edge and anger him enough to spank me, I parted my knees just a little more. In the same way he stared at my panty, he stared at my tits. In the way that he stared at my tits, I knew he could see part of my bra and cleavage through my buttons that never closed all the way. I purposely wore a blouse that was a size too small and as if my breasts were his eyeballs in the way that he strained to see more of me, my breasts threatened to pop a few buttons.
"I'm the one who stole your Parker pen," I said watching for his reaction.
He stopped staring at my breasts and at my panties to stare up at me.
"My Parker pen? You stole my Parker pen? Extruding just the right amount of ink, not too little and not too much, I loved that pen," he said looking at me as if I just stabbed him in the heart with that damn Parker pen. "That was my father's pen," he said getting noticeably annoyed, an understatement, before raising his voice in the way he raised his voice when he told me to get out of his classroom.
"I'm sorry," I said.
"Sorry?" He looked at me as if he hated me. "Do you know that my Dad was a prisoner of war in Viet Nam?"
"No, I didn't know that," I said suddenly knowing I had done a terrible thing by stealing that Parker pen. I wondered if they still made them. I wondered if I could run out to Staples and buy one to replace the pen I had stolen so long ago.
"My father hid that pen up his ass for two, long, miserable years so that the Viet Cong wouldn't confiscate his pen as a weapon? He hid that pen so that when he returned home and I was old enough to care for and cherish that pen and possibly pass it on to the son I never had, he'd present it to me and he did, on his deathbed, the day that he died."



What? Seriously? C'mon, are you kidding me? Something he stole from watching Pulp Fiction when Christopher Walken tells Bruce Willis that he has his father's watch and that he kept for him up his ass for years, my teacher has the same, sad story. Only, in the way he told it, I more believed my teacher than I did Christopher Walken when he regaled his tale.
"Sorry, I'm so very sorry. I had no idea. I didn't know that. How could I know that? Assuredly, if I had known your father lived with that pen up his ass for two long years, I never would touched it, never mind taken it," I said.
Suddenly, I felt horrible that I had taken his father's most cherished possession. For his father to hide that Parker pen up his ass for two, long, uncomfortable years, that pen must have meant a lot to him. Moreover, I felt sick to my stomach that I actually held that excrement covered Parker pen in my hand.
"It's been washed, of course, sterilized actually. Do you still have it? Is that why you're here to return my Dad's Parker pen because I'd like to have it again. May I see it? May I have it?" He put out his anxious hand and my look foretold and precluded his disappointment.
"No," I said. "I'm sorry. It's long gone. I was so angry with you that you spanked me that I tossed it in a sewer," I said watching for his reaction.
"You threw my father's Parker pen in the sewer?"
"Yes I did Mr. Martin and I'm so very sorry. I'll buy you a new Parker pen."
"It's okay. A new Parker pen can never replace that specific Parker pen," he said looking at me with sadness. "You had no way of knowing what that pen meant me. Assuredly, if you knew you never would have taken it nor would you have thrown it down the sewer," he said looking as if his father had died in vain.
"My mere apology isn't good enough," I said puffing out my chest enough to pop open two of my blouse buttons. "I deserved to be discipline. I deserved to be punished," I said standing.
As soon as I parted my knees more to stand, no doubt forgetting all about his father and that shitty Parker pen, I really must have flashed him my panties because his eyes bugged out of his head.
"Water under the bridge," he said with sadness. "What's done is done," he said with a wave of his hand. Only, I could tell his was angry.
"I need you to spank me for what I did Paul," I said while watching his eyes widen as if I was sitting there topless.
"Pardon?"
"Spank me again," I said suddenly showing as much sexually excitement as he was showing. "I've been bad, very bad and I deserve to be spanked."
"I can't spank you," he said with hopefully expectant eyes. "You're a grown woman," he said looking up at me as if waiting for me to give him permission to spank me.
"Spank me," I said walking over to him. I lifted his hand in mine and slapped my ass through my short skirt as he did in his classroom so long ago.
As soon as he slapped my ass through my skirt, my skirt jumped high enough for him to see my panty clad ass cheeks.
"Yes, you were very bad and you need to be disciplined," he said looking up at me before starting at my tits again. "You need to be punished," he said getting himself into the role and into the mood. "You need a good spanking for stealing my father's Parker pen and for throwing it in the sewer," he said raising his voice while pulling me down over his knees.
Putting two and two together, never married and living with his mother, it was then that I realized that my Mr. Martin was a pervert. No matter. I didn't care if he was a pervert or not. Right now, a perverted man is who I needed to spank my ass. As soon as I felt his hand on my ass through my skirt, I was sexually excited. Only, my sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't believe it when he flipped up my skirt all the way to my lower back to expose my sheer, white, bikini panty. Then, pausing to stare at all that I was showing, he spanked me through my panty.
"Mr. Martin. I'm all exposed," I said feebly protesting.
"You're not as exposed as I need you to be," he said.
Then in one, straight pull, he yanked down my panty. I couldn't believe it. Finally, he was seeing and spanking my naked ass. I was so sexually excited. With every slap he spanked me I became even more erotically aroused.
"Paul!"
"You've been a bad girl Susan, a very bad girl," he said spanking my ass red.
Finally, when he stopped spanking me. When he allowed me to stand from his lap, slow to pulled up my panty, I gave him a long look at my blonde, trimmed pussy. I was on fire literally and figuratively.
"I need to suck your cock Paul," I said as if he had unleashed the beast in me and, no doubt, he had. I unbuttoned my blouse to expose my cleavage and bra to him as if I was letting my two beasts of breasts out of their bra covered cage.
"I'd love for you to suck my cock Susan while I fondle your big tits and finger your hard nipples," he said lifting up my bra and watching my D cup breasts fall as if they were two bowling balls falling from the ball rack. "I've been thinking about this day for twelve, long years, ever since I spanked your ass through your short skirt. I can't tell you how many times I've masturbating over spanking you."
"Oh, Paul. I've been thinking about that day too," I said. "I've masturbated too over the thoughts of that day."
"Remembering that day as if it was yesterday, I so wanted to pull up your short skirt and spank your ass through your panties. I so wanted to pull down your panty and spank your naked ass. Now that I've finally experienced my sexual fantasy of spanking your naked ass, the only thing left is for me to cum in your pretty mouth," he said unzipping himself.
Then, when he pulled out his stubby, little cock, I stared at it before reaching out my hand to touch him, feel him, hold him, and stroke him. I fell to my knees while stroking him and kissing him before leaning down to take him in my mouth. Oh, my God, I couldn't believe I was blowing my old teacher. Waiting so very long for this moment, I couldn't believe that I was finally living out my sexual fantasy.
I sucked his cock while he played with my tits and fingered my nipples. As soon as he started moaning while humping my mouth, I knew he was on the verge of cumming. Wanting him to cum in my mouth, I stroked him faster and sucked him harder. What I wanted to do twelve years ago, I was doing today. As if he had been saving his cum for years, he exploded a giant load in my mouth, almost too much to swallow. As soon as I released his cock from my mouth, he exploded a second load all over my hair, face, and breasts. I've never seen so much cum.
Now that I've experienced my sexual fantasy, I visit my old teacher regularly, whenever I've been bad and am in need of a good spanking. Only, instead of ending our student and pupil sessions with me blowing him and him cumming in my mouth, I've been allowing him to fuck me in my ass. It seems appropriate that after he's spank my ass that he'd want to fuck my ass too. The only man I've ever allowed to fuck me in the ass, if there was a spanking class, I'd definitely earn and A.
THE END
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Bound and blindfolded, Jimmy gives Susan her birthday wish, her sexual fantasy, having sex with his three friends.
"Happy birthday Susan. I love you," he said waking her up with a kiss and a squeeze of her round, firm ass.
"Thank you sweetheart. I love you too," she said returning his kiss while reaching down to feel his hardening cock through his pajama bottom.
"So, because it's your birthday, you may have one wish. What's it going to be?"
"My wish is always the same every year," she said looking at him with love, while he looked at her with lust. "A new car and..." she said pausing while biting her lip with trepidation. "Actually, my real birthday wish is," she said looking at him with sexual excitement, "to be tied to the bed and blindfolded while being forced to sexually pleasure three men, one at a time, while they sexually satisfied me and while you watch."
Unable fulfill either of her two wishes, he looked at her with shame, sadness, and sorrow.
"Sorry to both of those wishes Susan. I can't give you either one of them. I can't afford to buy you a new car and," he said looking at her with sexual lust as if she was something so very precious and she was. "I can't bear to watch you having sex with another man. It would break my heart to watch you suck and fuck another man. I did buy you jewelry, perfume, and a sexy, new nightgown," he said pointing to the gifts that she already opened at the stroke of midnight.
"I know and thank you for all of that. You're very sweet. You're an amazing man to go shopping to buy me what I want. Too many men forget their women on their birthdays and anniversaries. Most men don't shop for their women and I love it that you do," she said.
"Truly, I'm sorry that I can't afford to buy you a new car but I would if I could. As far as you sexually pleasuring three men and them sexually satisfying you, honestly, I don't think I could bear to watch you being ravished by one man never mind by three men. I'd be so jealous. I'd be so possessive. I'd be crazy out of my mind with the thoughts that one of them would be a better lover than me and that you'd want one of those men over me," he said looking at her with hurt that she'd want to have sex with other men while in a love relationship with him.
"It's okay Jimmy. It's no big deal. Really. It's just a sexual fantasy. I don't want my sexual fantasy coming between us. I don't want anyone but you my love," she said giving him a soft smile of disappointment and a kiss that was distant instead of loving while, no doubt, thinking about having sex with three strangers. "Besides, even if you gave me that sexual fantasy, I'd never want anyone but you. I love you. Moreover, being that I'd be bound and blindfolded, I'd never know who the men were anyway," she said with hopefulness that her boyfriend would change his mind and fulfill her sexual fantasy one day.
Maybe when he was older and grew tired of her or maybe after they were married for years, and he was unable to maintain an erection, he'd finally relent and give her the sexual fantasy that she always wanted. Yet, for now, she'd happily settle for jewelry, perfume, a new nightgown, and her sweet Jimmy. Nonetheless her love for Jimmy and all the wonderful birthday gifts she received, Susan had a restlessness and a deep yearning that stemmed from the sexual frustration of not being able to experience her sexual fantasy of having three men ravish her.
It was early evening when Susan overheard Jimmy talking on his cell phone downstairs. He was in the kitchen while she was upstairs in the hall listening to what he was saying on the one-sided conversation. What she heard no doubt shocked her as much as it sexually excited her. By the surprised look on her face, she couldn't believe her ears. No doubt overwhelmed with love for her boyfriend, by her grabbing her breast with one hand and cupping her pussy with her other hand, she was suddenly filled with a sexual excitement and a sexual anticipation she had never known.
"Yeah, well, it's against my better judgment but it is her birthday wish and her sexual fantasy is to be taken by three men while she's bound and blindfolded," said Jimmy. "Yes, of course, you're free to do whatever you'd like to her naked body. She wants me to watch, but I can't. I'll be downstairs. So vulnerably tied to the bed and blindfolded, she'll be helpless to stop you. Moreover being that this is her sexual fantasy, she'll welcome and not thwart your sexual advances," he said with a laugh.
Telling all of her sexual secrets to someone, Susan obviously wondered who he was talking to on the phone. Leaning over the railing to listen, obviously by her stealthy actions, she wondered what the man on the other end of the line was saying. It was obviously apparent that she couldn't believe that her wonderful boyfriend was trying to arrange for someone to come over to fulfill her birthday wish and sexual fantasy.
"Oh, my God," she whispered to herself, "even if it was only one man instead of three men and even if it never happened, just by the sheer thoughts of having my sexual fantasy come true, I'm so sexually aroused. I can't wait to show Jimmy my sexual appreciation for wanting to give me the sexual fantasy I've always wanted to have."
"I'd appreciate it Joe, if you could come over and do my girlfriend," said Jimmy. "You're not going to believe the body on her. Her stomach is flat, her ass is round, and her legs are long. Her breasts are amazing, as good as any Playboy Playmate. And her pussy is perfect. I love her pussy and you will too."
"Oh, my God," she whispered to herself. "He's talking to his friend, Joe, about my naked body. Joe of all people. He's such a hunk of a man." Talking to herself as if she was a crazy person and she was with the realization of her sexual fantasy coming true, she continued talking to herself. "I've always been attracted to Joe. I've always wanted to do Joe. I'd never leave Jimmy for Joe, of course, but I've been sexually curious about him."
"When? Tonight," said Jimmy going ahead with the plan to give Susan her sexual fantasy.
"Being that Jimmy was clean shaven, never had a mustache or a beard, I wonder what his mustache would feel like against my lips," said Susan still whispering to herself while listening to her boyfriend on his cell phone. "I've never even kissed a man with a mustache before. In the way of Tom Selleck, especially when he played Magnum P. I, Joe has a big, bushy mustache," she said obviously swooning with the thoughts of feeling Joe's mustache on her lips.
"I realize it's short notice but I've been struggling with the idea of her having sex with another man forget about her having sex with three men," he said.
"I can't help imagine his mustache tickling my nose when he kisses me," said Susan continuing to listen while whispering to herself as if she was a crazy woman and she was. She was crazy with lust for Joe. "I wonder what his mustache would feel like while he licked my pussy. I quiver just having the thought of his mustached mouth eating my cunt." Not moving and not making a sound, invading his privacy in the way he was invading her confidentiality by sharing all of her sexual secrets with strangers, albeit his friend, she strained to listen to more of the private conversation. Obvious by her reactions, the more she heard the more sexually excited she became.
"Yes, I'm serious. Yes, of course, you can fuck her. I see. No, I understand you wanting her to blow you than to fuck you. That's not a problem. Trust me, in the way she loves sucking cock, I'm sure she'll blow you. Yeah, well, it wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in her mouth and if she didn't swallow, now would it?" She heard Jimmy laugh his dirty laugh. "You will? That's wonderful. Thank you so very much Joe. I really appreciate this. You're a real pal. Only, please don't tell anyone. This is just between us. Okay? I'd rather this be our dark, dirty secret. I just need to find two more guys. What time? Eight o'clock. Good-bye," said Jimmy.
"Definitely, I'd blow Joe. Absolutely, I'd suck his cock and allow him to cum in my mouth. I can't believe Joe is coming over to have sex with me," she said continuing to whisper to herself. "I can't believe that Jimmy relented to fulfill my birthday wish by giving me the sexual fantasy I've yearned to have. Doing a complete one-hundred-eighty degree turnaround, after always saying no to my sexual fantasy, I can't believe that he's intent on trying to find two more men to sexually satisfy me. I can't believe that I'm finally going to have my birthday wish, my sexual fantasy of a gangbang while bound and blindfolded, albeit it with one man at a time, I hope." With Jimmy back on the phone, Susan listened while wondering who he was calling now.
"Hi Michael, how are you?"
"Holy shit, he's calling Michael," she whispered to herself for no one to hear. "All of his friends are good looking but Michael's a stud. If all he could get is Joe and Michael to agree to have sex with me, that would be good enough for me. Only, just as I've never kissed a man with a mustache, I've never kissed a man with a beard either and Michael has a wild, bushy beard. Just as I wondered about kissing Joe with a mustache, I wonder what it would feel like to kiss Michael with his bushy beard. Oh, my God," she whispered swooning. "I can't wait for Michael to lick me and eat me. I can only imagine what it would feel like to feel his fur against my fur when he's in between my legs and licking my pussy."
"Bear with me because this is going to sound a bit strange but it's Susan's birthday," said Jimmy on his cell phone. "She just turned forty. Thank you, I'll tell her. I know. She does look more like thirty-years-old than she does forty-years-old. I'll tell her that too.
"Fuck," whispered Susan with insane sexual excitement. "Only, now knowing who the players were, I wonder if I'm ruining Jimmy's surprise. I wonder if it would be more exciting not to know who was in the room with me or would it be frightening not knowing who I was sucking and who was fucking me. So long as Jimmy doesn't know that I know, I'd prefer knowing who was in the room with me in advance. Now, even blindfolded with Joe with his bushy mustache and Michael with his wild beard, assuredly I can tell the difference between the two men even when blindfolded."
"Anyway, her birthday wish is to have her sexual fantasy fulfilled. What is her sexual fantasy? She wants to be bound and blindfolded while three men have their wicked way with her. Count you in? Seriously? Are you sure? Don't you even want to think about having sex with Susan?"
"Oh, my God, Michael just instantly agreed to do me. I don't believe it," whispered Susan while listening to her boyfriend's one-sided conversation. "I can only imagine the feel of his beard on my face and down along my big breasts," she said feeling her big breasts in her horny hands before fingering her own nipples. "I can only imagine the feel of his beard on my big tits while he sucks my nipples before continuing down between my legs when his beard is rubbing up against my pussy as he licks and licks me. I'm already delirious with sexual delight at the thoughts of soaking his beard with my pussy juices."
"Gees, Michael, calm down. I didn't even ask you the question yet," said Jimmy with a laugh.
"A tit man, Michael always stares at the impressions my big tits make," she said cupping her breasts in her hands. "Whenever I'm wearing a tight blouse, Michael always stares at the impressions my big nipples make through my bra and blouse," she said running her slow palms across her nipples. "I can't wait for him to see my big tits and suck my big nipples. I can't wait for him to fuck me."
"What's that? Seriously? You love her? You love my girlfriend? You've always loved my Susan? Yes, of course, I know what you mean. You love Becky and," said Jimmy with a dirty laugh, "if Becky ever needs a man to fulfill her sexual fantasy," he said with a laugh, "I'm your guy. Great. Tonight. At 9 o'clock. I'll see you then. Bye Michael."
"I can't believe my ears," said Susan quietly whispering to herself. "I'm shaking with sexual excitement only I can't ruin Jimmy's surprise. I can't let him know that I know what he's planning. Not wanting him to find me in the hall eavesdropping, I should go hide in the office in case he comes upstairs unexpectedly." She was about to go hide in the office when she heard him on the phone again.
"Hi Glenn. How are you? It's Jimmy, Susan's boyfriend. Yes, we've met several times before. You were at our house for our Christmas party last year."
"Holy shit! I don't frigging believe this. He's calling Glenn from work. My God this is a risky move. What if he says no? What if he tells the entire office that he was solicited by my boyfriend to have sex with me while I was bound and blindfolded? What if he reports me for sexual harassment?" She stopped wondering while whispering to listen.
"Anyway, it's Susan's birthday. She's 40. Yes, I know she doesn't look it. Thank you. Listen, the reason why I'm calling is, um, her birthday wish is for me to give her the sexual fantasy that she wants. What is it? Well, um, I know this may sound weird, especially coming from me, the sexual facilitator organizing this sexual fantasy for her, but she wants to be bound and blindfolded while three men ravish her," said Jimmy.
"I don't believe it. I don't believe it. Frigging Glenn from work is going to fuck me. Oh, boy, I'll be sucking Glenn's cock tonight. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Between Joe, Michael, and Glenn, I can't wait."
"No, I'm not kidding. Yes, I'm serious. I already have two men but I need a third. What? Seriously? You will? That's great. What's that? You've always lusted over my girlfriend and even masturbated over her more than once? Okay, that's a bit too much information. Only, if you agree to do my girlfriend, especially being that you work in the same office, you must be discreet. I don't want Susan's reputation sullied. She's not a slut. She's just a sexual woman who has a sexual fantasy. Pardon? Yes, you can spank her. She loves having her naked ass slapped hard, really hard. Where? My house at 10 pm. I'll see you then. Thank you...for doing my girlfriend," he said with a laugh.
"I only wish my hands were free to run through Glenn's long, shoulder length hair," she said getting even more excited, no doubt, over the thoughts of having sex with Glenn. "A requisite from playing guitar in a rock and roll band on the weekends, I love his sexy, long hair. I can't wait to feel his long hair all over my breasts," she said hugging herself, as if she was hugging Glenn, "and down my stomach before collecting along my thighs while he eats my pussy."
When she heard Jimmy finished talking, she quickly hurried in the office to busy herself at the computer. It was a few minutes later that Jimmy came upstairs. He said nothing about Joe, Michael, and Glenn coming over to have their wicked way with her naked body.
Having already bathed, powdered, and perfumed herself before she heard Jimmy making his calls, that night, while Susan was lounging in bed pretending to be reading, Jimmy walked in the bedroom. It was nearly 8pm, her bewitching our. The night that she was finally going to experience three men.
"I wonder if they'd take me one at a time or all together," she whispered to herself. "Knowing Jimmy, he'd prefer the three men do me all at once so that they could get it over within an hour and leave. Only, I preferred taking my time and doing one man at a time so that I can fully enjoy each one and freshen up before the next one has his turn with me. Nobody wants sloppy seconds," she said with a wicked laugh.
She watched him walk over to her dresser to reach in her drawer and place the jar of gel on her nightstand along with a box of condoms. If it was up to her, so long as they were drug and disease free, she'd rather the three men not use condoms. She was on the pill. After he pulled out the jar of gel, he pulled out four, colored scarves. She already knew what he was doing but she didn't let him know that she knew. He walked to the bed and lifted her foot and tied her ankle to the bed.
"What are you doing?"
"What does it look like I'm doing? I'm tying you to the bed," he said with a laugh while quickly tying her other ankle.
"Why?"
"Why do you think? Sit up," he said taking the book from her hands and placing it on the nightstand.
He seemed annoyed. He seemed tense. He seemed rushed and preoccupied. Playing it cool before he changed his mind, obviously she didn't want to antagonize him any more than he already was. Surprised he'd even go through this, he was jealously possessive of her. Then, in one swoop, he lifted her nightgown over her head and off her body. She was naked. She was vulnerable. She was sexy. She was cold and her nipples, as erect as they were hard, were already aching to be sucked. If Joe, Michael, and Glenn walked in her bedroom now, with nothing she could do to protect her modesty, they'd see her naked.
He took her left hand and tied her wrist to the bed. Then, he tied her right wrist. Spread eagled, she was as helpless as she was beautiful. He opened her dresser drawer and pulled out her beauty mask that she sometimes wears over her eyes when he's watching a late baseball or football game on TV and she'd rather sleep.
"Jimmy? Are you serious? Are you going to ravish me while pretending you're someone else? Oh, you wicked man. How so very exciting?"
"No," he said with a long, thoughtful pause. "I'm giving you your birthday wish. I'm giving you your sexual fantasy," he said pausing again with obvious trepidation. "I have three men coming over right now."
"You do? You do not. No way," she said shivering with the chill of the air on her naked body and quacking with the sexual anticipation of being ravish by three of his friends. "You'd never allow anyone to see me naked never mind allow three men to have sex with my naked body."
"It's your birthday wish and your sexual fantasy Susan. What other choice do I have?" As if his heart was breaking, he looked at her with sadness. "How can I deny the woman I love her only birthday wish, other than a new car that I can't afford? This sexual fantasy, once I wrap my brain around you sucking and fucking three men," he said closing his eyes and wincing before dropping his head down to his chest, "and three men licking your pussy and fucking you is something that I have in my power to give you. Only, if I do this for you," he said looking up at her and pausing, "If I give you your birthday wish and sexual fantasy..."
"Yes? If you give me my birthday wish and sexual fantasy... What?"
"I'd like for you to fulfill my sexual fantasy on my birthday too."
"You would?" She looked at him with a face full of sudden curiosity. "I didn't even know you had a sexual fantasy."
"I do."
"What is it? Tell me."
"I can't," he said looking away from her nakedness to avoid her eye contact.
"C'mon, tell me Jimmy. I told you my sexual fantasy."
"I can't."
A woman who always talked with her hands when she wasn't pacing back and forth with unlimited energy, she looked ridiculous with her hands and feet tied to the bed.
"Why not?"
"You'll be mad at me if I tell you what my sexual fantasy is."
"No I won't."
"You'll think less of me," he said putting the back of his hand to his forehead, closing his eyes, and looking away in shame.
"No I won't. Honest I won't."
"If I tell you my sexual fantasy, promise me you won't be mad at me and promise me you won't think less of me," he said.
"Yes, yes, I promise, of course, I promise. Now tell me Jimmy, just tell me what your sexual fantasy is."
"My sexual fantasy is to have sex with your mother and sister," he said staring at her to watch her reaction.



"What? Are you kidding me? I figured you'd want to have sex with one of my girlfriends or all of my girlfriends instead of having sex with my mother and my sister? It's not enough that you'd want one or the other but you want them both? Eww. That's sick Jimmy."
"See? I told you you'd be mad. I told you you'd think less of me. Just as you can't help that your sexual fantasy is to have sex with three strange men while I watch, I can't help it if my sexual fantasy is to have sex with your horny mother and your sexy sister."
"Okay, okay. You're right and I'm not mad and I don't think any less of you," she said. "Only, how do you know my Mom and sister would even want to have sex with you?"
"Your Mom is always flashing me her panties in up skirts and her bra in down blouses, while giving me the eye," said Jimmy showing a face full of sexual excitement as if he was thinking about his mother-in-law flashing him her underwear.
"She does and she is?"
"Yeah, the next time she comes over, watch her. She always sits directly across from me and never keeps her knees closed. Then, whenever she crosses her long, shapely legs, she crosses them slowly and deliberately while giving me a good look of her panties. Then, always with a magazine in her hand, she leans over me on the pretense of showing me something in the magazine when all she really wants to do is to flash me her abundant cleavage and bra clad breasts. She knows I'm looking. She sees me staring and when she does, she smiles."
"I had no idea my Mom was a slutty exhibitionist. I had no idea my Mom flashing you but, being that you're so good looking and being that I'm attracted to you, it makes sense that my Mom would be sexually attracted to you too," she said. "Only, I still don't understand your attraction to my mother. She's wicked old."
"She's not wicked old Susan. She's only sixty-two and, in the way that you look thirty instead of forty, your Mom looks fifty something instead of sixty something. Besides, with me being 45-years-old, she's only 17-years older than me. Moreover, she's your mother and incest is always best," he said with another dirty laugh.
"Eww," she said. "I think I threw up a little in my mouth."
"Now your sexy sister is always flirting with me while touching my arm, my shoulder, and my leg while fluffing her hair, smiling, and batting her long, eyelashes. I can read her body language well enough to know that if she was in a room with me naked, she'd have sex with me," he said. "Oh, yeah, she's ready to go. I'd have no problem stripping her naked. She'd definitely suck my cock before fucking me," said Jimmy while looking at his girlfriend with the shit eating grin of a used car salesman about to sell someone a flood damaged car without disclosing that the car had been submerged in a flood.
"Well, you're right about my sister because I know for a fact that she's has always been attracted to you. She's mentioned that she wished she had seen you before I did. She told me that she'd do you, if you weren't my boyfriend. And my Mom hasn't gotten laid in a long time. I know for a fact that she's wicked horny. She'd do anyone at this point in time, even you," she said with a laugh. "Only, she's been kind of turned off on men, ever since Dad took off with that stripper. I'll work on her. I see what I can do. I have several months until your birthday. Maybe we both can experience our sexual fantasies."
"Thank you Susan. I really appreciate you helping me to seduce your mother and sister," said Jimmy.
"And I want you to know that you do have a choice," she said hoping that he didn't change his mind at the last minute. "We don't have to do this Jimmy. I mean it. We don't have to go through with this," she said with obvious sexual excitement but needing to make the offer that he could back out of allowing her to have sex with three men while he watched. "If you really don't want to do this," she said in a soft controlled voice, "we don't have to do this."
"If it's okay Susan and I know it's part of your sexual fantasy but, if you don't mind, I don't want to watch. I can't watch you sucking and fucking three men. Besides, it's too late to cancel. Everything is arranged and they're on their way over right now."
"Seriously? Right now? They are? Oh, my God, Jimmy. Oh, my God. I can't believe this," she said showing her excitement even though she already not only knew the plan in advance but also knew who was coming over to have sex with her.
"I'll be downstairs watching TV and will come up to untie you after each man leaves for you to freshen up and use the bathroom. Okay?" He kissed her on the lips and left the room but turned back to her before closing the door behind him. "Then, if you don't mind, after the last man leaves, I'd like to come upstairs and have you tell me all that happened while you suck my cock and I play with your tits."
"Sure okay, Jimmy. Yeah, I'd love to do that for you, blow you while giving you a blow by blow description of what Joe, Michael, and Glenn did to my naked body," said Susan. "That would be fun sharing pillow talk over all that happened."
Jimmy wasn't downstairs for more than a minute when the doorbell rang. "I wish I could jump off the bed and run in the bathroom to fix my hair and makeup, but I can't," she said to herself for no on to hear. Tied to the bed and blindfolded, she just stayed where she was trying to look sexy and vulnerable. She heard Jimmy talking to someone downstairs. Figuring, no doubt, that it was Joe, she was so sexually excited. "I can't wait to feel his bushy mustache on my trimmed, blonde pussy," she said.
She heard someone climbing the stairs and, when he hit those squeaky steps, they made a creaking sound. Then, taking a big breath of sexual courage, she heard her bedroom door open. She was naked and Joe was seeing her naked body for the first time. Without even seeing him, she knew Joe was staring at her big tits and her blonde pussy.
"Who's there?"
When he didn't answer her, she figured Jimmy told him not to talk for fear that she'd recognized Joe's voice and without a doubt, she would have had he said anything. Playing the game, she didn't ask any more questions. For someone who was so against her having sex with other men, Jimmy thought of everything. These were her last, wild oats she wanted to sow before marrying Jimmy. Her boyfriend was all the man she ever needed but, after the way his friends have been looking at her and lusting over her, she's always been sexually curious about his friends too.
Obviously, as any woman would, she wondered what Joe thought when seeing her naked body for the first time after knowing her for years. The first time seeing her big tits, instead of bits and pieces of them in a down blouse, just as she verbalized before when masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with Joe, she wondered what he thought of her breasts. She didn't have to even think of that he thought of her pussy when he launched himself between her spreads legs and immediately started fingering her before licking her. Joe was a pussy man and she was already so wet. She was already so ready to be fucked that if he wanted to stick his cock inside of her now, she was plenty wet enough for him to slide his big piece of meat inside of her. Instead he seemed content to lick her while fingering her. In the way that he attacked her pussy with his fingers and tongue and in the way she was already sexually excited over experience her sexual fantasy, she was already ready to cum.
"Oh, my God. Yes. Yes. That feels so good, whoever you are, my mystery lover man," she said knowing full well that it was Joe.
"Hmmm, hmmm, hmmm," with his mouth buried in her pussy, "Hmmm, hmmm, hmmm," was all he said.
She felt his bushy mustache tickling her where no friend of her boyfriend should ever tickle her. A dirty talker in bed, she couldn't help herself from voicing her sexual approval.
"Lick me baby. Lick my pussy. Suck my cunt. Stick your fingers inside of me. Oh, yeah, that's right. Fuck me with those long, stiff fingers while licking my clit and fucking my hole. Oh, yes, that's it. I can't believe it. Don't stop. Right there. You're going to make me cum. Never have I cum so fast. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Reach up and play with my tits. Finger my nipples. Pull my nipples. Turn my nipples. Twist my nipples. Oh, yeah, just like that. Now lick me faster and lick me harder while finger fucking me deeper. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Right there. That's the spot. Oh, Oh, Oh, ah, ah, ah. I'm cumming. I'm having an orgasm. Oh, my God, ah, ah, ah, that was great. Thank you baby. That felt so good."
She felt him climb off the bed. She didn't have to see to know that he was standing beside her. With his zipper by her left ear, she heard him slowly unzip himself. After he gave her such a wonderful orgasm, obviously she couldn't wait to suck Joe's cock. Clearly, she couldn't wait to take him in her mouth to blow him and to suck him. No doubt, after voicing her curiosity many times before while masturbating herself in the bathtub, she wondered what his cum tasted like. She wondered if his cum would be as salty as Jimmy's cum. She couldn't wait to give him as much pleasure as he gave her.
"Stick your cock in my hand. I need to touch your cock," she said as if she was a sightless person. "I need to feel your cock. If my hands were free, I'd stroke you," she said. "You feel so big. You feel so hard. You feel like you have a beautiful cock. I only wish I could see it. I want to lick you. I need to taste you. Put it by my mouth so that I can suck you," she said.
Obeying her every word, Joe moved his cock by her mouth. Flicking out her tongue to lick him, she teased him with her tongue. As if measuring his cock with her tongue, she licked the head of his cock before swirling her tongue around the circumference of it. When he took a step closer to her mouth, a willing cocksucker, she opened her mouth and took him inside. Wrapping her lips around him, she was sucking him now. She was blowing her husband's friend. A sexual fantasy come true, a happy birthday gift from her beloved birthday, she couldn't believe that she was sucking Joe's cock.
Instead of stroking him, he humped her mouth. She could feel Joe's passion as soon as he started humping her mouth and fucking her face. A first time for everything, this was the first time she had given anyone a blowjob without stroking them while she sucked them. Even without holding his cock in her hand and even without cupping his balls to feel them pulse, she could sense that he was ready to cum when she felt his erect prick pulsating in her mouth.
"I can't believe that Jimmy has allowed his friend to not only see me naked but also to lick my pussy," she said removing his cock with her tongue to speak. "Now, with you about to cum in her mouth, I still can't believe I'm blowing some stranger," she said even though she knew she was blowing Joe.
Joe put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head. Sucking and sucking him instead of talking, it was obvious by her involuntary reaction to pull back that she felt a warm, oozy, gush explode against the back of her throat. She blew him. She blew Jimmy's friend. She blew Joe and he came in her mouth and she swallowed him.
"Oh, my God. I'm so happy to have sucked you and to have returned the favor for the wonderful orgasm you gave me. Oh, my God, I'm tingling all over, I'm so sexually excited," she said. Without saying a word, Joe left. "Hello? Are you still here? Whoever you were, thank you," she said with a little laugh.
"He's gone," said Jimmy. "You have a few minutes before the next man comes. I figured you'd want to get cleaned up and pee," he said removing her blindfold and untying her.
"Yes, thank you, Jimmy," she said before going in the bathroom to pee.
"So tell me. What happened? I'm dying to know," said Jimmy.
"Are you sure you can handle the details? I don't want you to be jealous. I don't want you to be angry," she said through the closed, bathroom door.
"Yes, I want to know what he did to you and what you did to him," said Jimmy.
"Well, he didn't speak. I did all the talking. He fingered me while eating my pussy. Whoever he was, he was a great pussy licker," she said swooning behind the closed, bathroom door.
"Did you cum?"
"Are you kidding me? Oh, God yes. I had such a marvelous orgasm."
"What else? Tell me. I need to know. Did he fuck you?"
"No."
"Did you suck him?"
"Yes," she said with a bit of nervous trepidation.
"You sucked his cock?"
"Yes," she said again.
"Did he...did he cum in your mouth?" Jimmy pressed his forehead to the door with his hand by his face as if he was holding her instead of the bathroom door.
"Yes," she said wiping herself and flushing the toilet. She brushed her teeth and used mouthwash before looking in the mirror to fix her hair and apply more lipstick, "and yes, before you ask, I swallowed," she said with a dirty little laugh.
"Wow, I don't believe I'm doing this, giving you your sexual fantasy for your birthday. All that I ask in return is that you give me my sexual fantasy by arranging me to have sex with your mother and sister. I can't wait to watch your mother suck my cock while I play with her big tits. I can't wait to fuck your sister. I'm curious if she makes the same sounds you do in bed. I'm curious if they talk dirty in the way you do while having sex," he said.
"Thank you Jimmy. You're the best, most understanding, and generous boyfriend ever," she said opening the bathroom door and giving him a kiss and a hug. "And yes, both my mother and sister talk dirty in bed. Pillow talk runs in our family," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Well, I need to get you ready before the next man arrives," he said. "Assume your position," he said with a laugh.
Susan climbed on the bed while Jimmy tied her wrists and ankles before blindfolding her eyes. Giving her a kiss before closing the bedroom door behind him, Jimmy headed downstairs just in time to answer the doorbell.
Hi," she heard him say. Then, she heard him talking about the upcoming football game. With her tied to the bed naked, leave it to Jimmy to talk about sports at a time like this.
A minute later, in the way she heard Joe open her bedroom door, she heard Michael open her bedroom door. No doubt, adding to her sexual excitement, she only wished she could see his reaction to seeing her naked. Naked, naked, naked, she was naked first in front of Joe and now in front of Michael. Sensing him, she could feel Michael, no doubt, staring at all that she was showing. With her big tits visible and her legs spread to show him her trimmed, blonde pussy, he was seeing everything that Jimmy has seen for the past three years and all that Joe saw of her just an hour ago.
She heard a rustling and a thud with another thud. Obviously by the sound of him, tossing his sneakers on the floor he was undressing. Then, she felt him getting on the bed. She felt his hand cupping her pussy before she felt his fingers inserting themselves inside of her. If he was trying to make her wet, she was wet already. Then, she felt his full beard against her soft skin as he licked her. His beard tickled her thighs and wanting to laugh, she was too sexually excited to laugh. Then, she felt his big hand reaching up to cup, feel, fondle, and squeeze her big tits.
"Suck my nipples," she said.
As soon as her nipples grew harder and more erect, he sucked her big tits before mounting her. When he mounted her, he leaned over her to suck her nipples again, first one and then the other. His beard tickled her soft skin and she felt the tip of his big, erect cock poke at her belly before slowly impaling pussy. After Joe licked her pussy and she sucked him, she was so ready to be fucked by Michael.
He reached his hand down while mounting her and stuffed his big cock in her warm, wet pussy. Immediately he slowly started humping her while easing his cock inside of her. Returning his humps, he felt so good inside of her. His cock felt so much bigger than Jimmy's cock, longer and wider, and it felt good to have such a big cock inside of her. He was fucking her now and she fucked him. Only, she needed to kiss him. She needed to feel his beard against her face. Kissing him and kissing him while making love to him, it wasn't long before he stopped kissing her to fuck her, really fuck her.
"Oh, yeah baby. Fuck me. I really need to be fucked. I need a hard fucking. Fuck me baby. Fuck me hard. Slam that big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy. Oh, yeah. That's it. Pound my pussy. Part my clam. Make me cum baby. Make me cum."
As soon as she felt the warmth of another orgasm, she felt him cum too. He shot a load of warm, oozy cum in her pussy and she held him, hugged him, and kissed him before letting him go. Before Joe cumming in her mouth and Michael cumming in her pussy, Jimmy was the only man who ever ejaculated in her mouth and/or pussy.
"Thank you for making love to me," she said. "Thank you for fucking me," she said whispering in his ear. "And thank you for giving me an orgasm," she said giving him one last, long, wet, French kiss before he disappeared.
What seemed like an hour was only forty minutes. Just as Joe had left without a sound, so didn't Michael leave too. She heard Jimmy talking to him downstairs. She heard him laughing. God knows what they were saying. God know what Michael thought of her but she didn't care. He fucked her and after having a second orgasm, sexually sated, she was happy. Then, she heard the front door open and slam shut.
"How are you doing Susan?" Jimmy was there with her again now. He removed the blindfold and untied her again.
"I have to pee again," she said.
"So how was it? Tell me all about it."
"Oh, my God, it was wonderful Jimmy. Thank you, thank you," she said wrapping her arm around his neck to give him a hug. "I had a second orgasm," she said dizzy with sexual delight.
"Did he eat you or fuck you?"
"He fucked me. It was glorious. Whoever he was, he has such a big cock," she said swooning while rolling her eyes as if she was remembering how it felt to have such a big cock inside of her. "Whoever he was had a beard and it tickled. The first man had a mustache and that tickled my nose."
"Shit! Hurry. I just heard someone pull in the driveway," he said putting tying Susan's ankles and wrists to the bed and covering her eyes with the blindfold. Giving her a kiss, he closed the door behind him and hurried downstairs to open the front door.
She heard Jimmy talking about football again and about the big screen TV she bought him for Christmas. It seemed that it almost didn't much matter to him that she was upstairs naked and waiting to be serviced his friends, so long as he could watch the game on that damn big, screen TV and discuss sports in between her lovers.
She heard her bedroom door open and just as Joe and Michael had done before, she could feel Glenn's eyes staring at her. She heard him undressing. She knew it was him. He was a hard hat construction worker and he smelled like how a man should smell. Reminiscent of how her father smelled, he smelled of sweat, tobacco, whiskey, and sex. A man's man, he was a real, masculine man and she's always been wanting to be manhandled in the way that Jimmy never did.
He walked to the bed and untied her ankles to turn her to her stomach before retying her ankles. His long hair felt erotically exciting when it traveled across her breasts and nipples. Her favorite fantasy to have when she's horny, based solely on his long hair touching her skin, she pretended that she was a pioneer woman and that he was an American Indian about to have his wicked way with her. His long hair tickle her naked chest, stomach and legs and now tickled her back and ass when he turned her. Then he did the same to her wrists, untying them and retying them. Still bound and blindfolded, she was on her stomach now. She sensed he was going to go where Jimmy had only been allowed to go before. Obviously with her facing the other way, with her shapely ass in the air and her perfect pussy facing the mattress, she figured that Glenn was going to fuck her in the ass.



"There's some lube on the nightstand," she said.
Only, as soon as she spoke, forget about slapping or spanking her ass, he walloped her ass.
"Ow, what the fuck? That hurt asshole," she said wishing she could rub her ass. Only, as soon as she complained, he walloped her ass again. "Jesus Christ! You fucking asshole. That really fucking hurts," she said feeling the tears welling up in her eyes. "Don't you fucking slap my ass again or I'll scream for Jimmy," she said.
Then, she felt his fingers lubricating her ass with the cool gel before she felt the weight of him upon her and his cock filling her asshole with all of him. Pushing himself inside of her and easing his swollen cock in her small opening, he took both of his big hands and actually lifted her hips off the bed to fuck her. All the way inside of her, he was really fucking her in the ass now. He was humping her before pounding her ass, really pounding her.
"Oh, my God," she said. "That hurts so good."
Where the first two men were gentle, he wasn't. Glenn was an animal. Where the first two men didn't hurt her, he did but his hurt felt good. Yet more turned on by him being a brute, she enjoyed this sexual encounter more that the other two put together. If he continued fucking her in the way that he was fucking her, no doubt about it, she was going to cum. Never had she cum before with a good ass fucking but she was ready to cum now.
While humping her and fucking her, he lifted her torso up to reach beneath her and took both of her big breasts in his big hands. Slowly sliding his palms across her nipples, her nipples immediately responded. She was so very aroused from him fucking her in the ass while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. Just what she needed after having Joe eat her pussy, blowing Joe, and Michael making love to her before fucking her cunt, now she had Tarzan man with his long hair boning him up the ass. What a birthday! What an unbelievable sexual fantasy! Everything she could have possibly wanted, she had experienced.
"Oh, my God. Fuck me. I'm going to cum. Not even with Jimmy have I ever cummed being fucked up the ass. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Stick that big, hard cock up my ass you fucking cocksucker. Make me cum you dirty bastard. Slap my ass while fucking me. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Oh, yeah, that's it. Right there. Right there. Don't stop. Harder! Faster! Don't stop. I'm cumming! Oh my God! Oh, baby!"
In the way that Joe, Michael, and Glenn disappeared from her bedroom without a word and without a sound, within only a few moments, enough time for her to collect herself after basking in the afterglow of having animal like sex with Glenn, Jimmy was there to console her. He untied her and removed the blindfold. As if he had just washed his cock and sterilized it in the downstairs bathroom before coming upstairs, glistening clean, he was naked. His cock was sticking straight out at attention ready and waiting for his blowjob.
"I can't wait for you to suck my cock while you tell me all that happened," he said.
Their dirty little secret, she didn't ask him if that was Joe who licked her pussy and if that was his cock she sucked. She didn't ask him if that was Michael who made love to her and who fucked her with his big cock until she had an orgasm. She didn't ask him if that was Glenn who slapped her ass red before fucking her up the ass. They both knew who was there in that room with her, that is, Susan thought she knew who was in the room with her and having sex with her naked body. Only, Jimmy knew the real truth and that Susan didn't.
Before Jimmy came upstairs for the last time, not only did he wash his cock clean after fucking Susan up the ass in preparation of having her suck him but also he hid the fake mustache he wore as Joe, the fake beard he wore as Michael, and removed the wig he wore as Glenn. His dirty, little secret, he gave Susan what she so wanted and now it was his turn for her to give him what he so wanted, her mother and sister. What's fair for the gander is fair for the goose, he couldn't wait to have sex with her mother and sister.
"Thank you Jimmy for such a wonderful evening. Knowing they'll both agree to it, perhaps not at the same time, but I can't wait to give you your sexual fantasy of having sex with my horny mother and sex with my sexy sister on your birthday," she said.
The perfect plan, Jimmy gave Susan her birthday, sexual fantasy wish, kind of, and now it was his turn to receive his.
"Thank you Susan," she Jimmy smiling.
THE END
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Chapter 13
First Olga and now Rachel pays for Hugo's rage against social changes
With her mother being so emotionally, physically, and sexually abused, what Rachel saw happening in the barn frightened her and sickened her to her stomach. She wanted to scream out to help her mother and run inside the barn to save her. Only, she was helpless to do anything but watch their senseless and shameless evil abuse of her mother. As if her father and brother had captured a Jewish woman, someone who had embraced the revolutionary aspects of Karl Marx's philosophy and personally defied and disrespected their King as well as them and their country, they acted in the way of Communist soldiers, a precursor to Nazi war criminals more than eighty years off in the future. Other than to hope that they didn't kill her mother and take her next, there was nothing that she could do.
Inevitably knowing that she'd be next, unless she married and left his house, she needed to escape this incestuous madman and this perverse farmhouse. With the writing already on the wall, she had already seen signs of how it starts with an inappropriate word here and an inappropriate touch, grope, and grab there. Never given any privacy, treating her as if he owned her, her father was determined to see his virginal daughter naked whenever she bathe and while he masturbated before her. No doubt, needing to see her without her clothes to imagine her naked, he'd whisper her name in Olga's ear, while having sex with his wife. While insisting that she strip naked and bathe in his presence, her father took his usual seat in the kitchen to smoke his pipe and drink his beer while watching his daughter wash herself.
"Papa, get out. I'm taking a bath."
"I know. That's why I'm here," he said. "Go ahead," he said removing his pipe from his mouth to encourage her to undress with a wave of his hand. "Take off your clothes. I want to see. I want to watch."
"No, Papa. Please. Don't. I'm embarrassed. Give me some privacy please."
"Take them off now. Take off your clothes or I'll take them off for you," he said shouting before slapping her across her face in the way he did with her mother.
Obediently but reluctantly, Rachel obeyed her father and slowly stripped off her clothes to the intense, incestuous leer of her father. Taking the lesser of the two evils, not wanting a beating and a whipping in the way that he beat and whipped her mother, she didn't want to be dragged out to the barn to be raped by her brother,
"I'm embarrassed, Papa," she said covering her nakedness with her hand and forearm and turning away from his stare.
"Turn around and face me. Let me see. I want to see my daughter," he said standing to approach her. "Take your arm and hand away. I want to see," he said reaching out his big, calloused hand to pull her arm away before reaching to feel the full weight of her big breast.
"Papa no. Please don't. Stop," she said trying to move away from him but she was standing in the tub of water and there was no place for her to go.
"You're built like your mother. This is how her breasts used to feel when they were firm and proud before they drooped soft from suckling you and your brother and sagged under the weight of them with age," he said.
Closing his eyes and putting his head back as if imagining having sex with Olga so long ago or with his daughter now, he reached his other hand around her to cup her firm, round ass cheek. Then, with her recoiling from his touch, he put a forceful hand between her legs and cupped her bushy, blonde pussy.
"Papa! No!"
"Don't worry. I just want to feel you. I just want to touch my daughter," he said with a look of insanity on his face. "I'm not going to penetrate you with my finger. You're worth more to me as a virgin than as my sexy slut."
He kept his hand there and when he withdrew it, he smelled his hand and his fingers. Not daring to violate her, as if hasn't already, he didn't dare stick a finger inside of her pussy, no doubt, even though he wanted to do that. Instead, he seemed content to slowly slide his palm across her nipples from one to the other. Mortified, humiliated, and embarrassed, especially when her nipples responded to his touch by erecting and hardening, not wanting to see what he was doing to her, she looked down and away. As soon as her nipples erected, he took them between his fingers and pulled them out more, first one and then the other. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, he appeared sexually enamored with his daughter's nipples.
"Papa. No. Stop. Please don't touch me like that," she said pulling away from his touch.
"Papa likes feeling his daughter," he said. "Don't you like when Papa touches you Rachel?" Removing his hand from her, he looked at her waiting for her to answer.
"Yes, Papa, but not like that," she said begging him to stop with pleading eyes.
He wrapped an arm around her naked waist and pulling her to him, he leaned down and took her nipple in his mouth, first one and then the other, while fingering the one he wasn't sucking.
"I love your big tits Rachel," he said giving you a big toothless smile.
"You must go now so that I may have my bath in privacy. Please leave Papa," she said covering her nakedness again with her forearm and hand while pushing him away with her other hand.
Seemingly satisfied with all that he's done and appearing sexually excited with all that he was about to do, he unbuttoned his trousers, pulled out his cock, and sat back down in his chair. To the obvious humiliation of his daughter, he stroked himself while watching Rachel standing before him naked.
"Go ahead and wash yourself while I watch and stroke my prick," he said.
"Okay Papa," said Rachel in a quiet, defeated voice.
"You have a beautiful body, Rachel, as beautiful a body as your mother once had. You excited Papa, Rachel," he said. "See?" He held up his cock as if offering it to his daughter. "Look at me. Look at Papa, Rachel," he ordered and raised his voice when she looked away. "Do you see what you did to Papa? You made Papa very hard and big. See?"
Rachel looked at her father's holding and stroking his cock. An 18-year-old, virginal daughter, forced to strip herself naked and made to turn to face her father as he touched her, felt her, and fondled her, while ordered to watch him masturbate over her bathing her nude body before his eyes is an abomination. Getting more than just an eyeful too, she knows her brother hides outside and peeks through the dirty kitchen window while watching her bathe. Just as her father masturbates over her naked body, she knows her brother does too.
"Papa, Karl is watching me," said Rachel covering her nakedness again with her hand and forearm from the horny leer of her brother.
"Get away from the window, Karl," yelled Hugo. "How dare you peep on your sister."
Karl ducked down but didn't leave and, when his father was busy ogling his daughter, he peeped through the kitchen window again to ogle his sister. Like father like son, Karl masturbated to the forced striptease show of his sister. Violently forced to obey, the first time Rachel resisted her father, he slapped her before stripping her naked, while touching her, feeling her, and caressing her everywhere. Now, so that he doesn't grope her naked body, she willingly, albeit reluctantly undresses.
Never has she been as embarrassed as she felt now. Never has she felt so used and abused as when her father forces her to strip herself naked in front of him. She could only imagine how battered her mother must feel being beaten, horsewhipped, and then forced to sexually service her son. Now, just as her mother taught her to do when her husband forces her to bathe in front of her son and sexually service her son, when Rachel bathes in front of her father, she takes her mind somewhere else.
Her special place used to be deep in the grove of trees on her father's land. Now her special place to go is to America, a land of freedom, where all the streets are paved in gold and where everyone is happy to be alive. America, a rich land of tall buildings, is a land where even the maids have maids. That's where she wants to go and that's where she needs to be. Finally free from her father and brother, maybe she'll marry a wealthy American.
She knew that if she stayed here that it was only a matter of time before they took her to the barn too to beat her, strip her, and have sex with her. Free with their full body hugs on their feigned pretense of being affectionate with her, whenever she passed by them, her father and brother were already groping her and copping cheap feels of her shapely body through her clothes. Knowing they'd try and feel her, she always wore extra clothing to deny them the feel of her body but they'd still dry hump her against the kitchen sink while trying to lift her skirt to get beneath her petticoat. After denying them a feel of her drawers, instead they'd reach their hands up to cup and caress her ample breasts and finger her nipples through her dress, bodice, and chemise. With two men inappropriately touching her, always trying to preserve her modesty and dignity, she knew that, eventually, it was a losing battle and they'd have their wicked way with her one day.
Then, never having felt a cock before, when they pulled her hand to them and forced her to feel their stiff bulges through their pants, sickened to her stomach, she wanted to die. Moreover, she wanted them to die. She felt so violated that she wanted to bash them over their heads with the iron skillet that she always carried as her personal weapon when using it to make them their damn waffles and sausages. Only she knew, whatever she did to them, they'd do worse to her mother. If she stayed there much longer, it wouldn't be long before she'd be trading places with her mother, taking their beatings, enduring their whippings, and sucking their cocks. Only if she fled, a dire circumstance she had to face, her mother would pay the ultimate price for her leaving.
No longer screaming for them to stop, obviously for fear of awakening her daughter, Olga endured the whippings and suffered in comatose silence. Lost in a safer place, as if there was an internal switch that turned off her feelings, their beatings and sexual depravity had also turned off her will to live. As if her eyes were that of a doll, instead of a human, her blue eyes once full of life, were now dim, fixed, and stared off in the distance. No doubt a way for her to save her sanity, her mind was somewhere else.
Perhaps she thought of better times. Perhaps she thought of when Rachel was just a baby and Karl was a toddler. Rachel loved holding her mother's hand and Karl loved hanging on to his mother's skirt while adoringly looking up at her. Now with her son's cock in his mother's mouth, he perversely looks down at her. A twisted incestuous reality was when Olga confessed to her daughter that she enjoyed making love to her son. Would that happen to her one day? Would she enjoy making love to her brother? She couldn't bear the reality of her brother impregnating her with their child.
With her long, blonde, lush hair and her tall, shapely body, her mother was so beautiful, before the abuse, as beautiful as Rachel is now with her long, blonde, lush hair and tall, shapely body. Her father never happy, even back then, his eyes small and beady with his brow furrowed, as if a caged animal, he was always a dark, angry shadow lurking in the background and always ready to erupt his rage. His face mirrored the plight of his angry country and bitter countrymen. No doubt, just as his father did to him when he was a boy, her father did all that he could do to ruin his happy family.
Now, Olga barely 35-years-old, the beatings, the whippings, and the incestuous sexual abuse have made her mother an old and broken woman. Done screaming and done fighting, relenting her body and relinquishing her will, with her mind elsewhere, she's given herself over to them. She willingly and protectively traded her body and her spirit for assured the safety of her daughter. Unlike his dimwitted son, her father was no dullard. He knew he'd receive more for Rachel as a virgin than as a scorned woman.
The only time Olga showed any signs of life was when she whispered her joy for her daughter to travel to America and flee this horrible house. Accused of stealing their money anyway, better for her to steal it than for them to drink it and pee it away, Olga dug deep in their pant pockets and took it whenever they were drunk and sleeping. Nearly every day, her mother gave her a gold coin that she somehow stole from her husband's pant pocket or from her son to sew in the lining of her clothes for the occasion of her trip. Rachel sewed the coins in an old petticoat and hid it in the back of her closet. After sewing and hiding coins for more than a year, her undergarment was heavy with the hope and salvation for a new life for her in America.
It was bad enough when her father beat her mother, now to recently enlist her son in the abuse, especially the sexual abuse, was too much for mother to bear and too much for Rachel to dread. The only thing that saved them from going after her, from stripping her naked, from beating her, from raping her, and from whipping her was because she was a virgin. As a chaste woman she was worth so much more than a woman who wasn't a virgin. Only going so far by having her strip naked and feeling her, her father would kill his son, if he ever touched his daughter in that same sacred and forbidden way. A son deflowering his innocent sister was frowned upon, even by these two Satanic demons.
Saving the purity of his daughter for his future financial security and as his way to heighten his place in the community, Hugo knew he'd get plenty of land and farm animals in return for marrying his virginal daughter to some well to do family and to a man who appreciated his daughter's beauty. Just as Olga had given him, his daughter would, no doubt, give her future husband a big, strong son. As if buying a farm animal, he'd only have to take one look at Karl to know the stock of their family.
With his eye already on John Astor, a direct descendent of the very rich and powerful Astor family. Some of family had already gone ahead to America and to England on first class passage to explore their business options there, while increasing their vast fortunes here and abroad. Then, there was that charming and handsome, Christian Straub, who his daughter fancied. His family owned a huge farm the next town over. Embracing the Women's Rights Movement, Hugo hated Straub's father because he was too lenient with his women, allowing them to run and ruin his life, while he was out selling his crops at market and making money. He knew that if she married him, she'd give her mother modern ideas, ideas that would, no doubt, mean her doom and the end of her.
To be continued...
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A mother wants her son in a forbidden, incestuous way.
Much worse than being raped by a stranger, after being separately and sexually abused, first by my uncle and then by my cousin when I was only an 18-years-old virgin, I was a basket case. Bad enough for the sexual abuse to happen once, but when it happened again, I was beside myself with anger, shame, and rage. I felt so stupid to trust my uncle. I felt even worse to trust my cousin and to go to him alone. Inviting me over to his apartment to discuss the incident, his way of diffusing what happened and dissuading me from reporting his father to the authorities, I thought my cousin was consoling me for what his father did. Instead, as his father did before him, he was intent on having his wicked way with me too.
"How could I be a part of such a fucked up family, but I was."
After being groped and kissed before being forced to strip naked and forced to suck them and to fuck them, I swore that incestuous abuse would never happen to my children should I ever have children. Only, even if I didn't do the dirty deed and never did the dirty deed myself, I broke my promise to myself by incestuously lusting over my 20-year-old son. After putting what happened behind me, more than twenty years later, I never thought I'd be a woman who'd lust over her own, grown, adult son but I do.
"What's wrong with me? A forty-year-old woman who's already been down that incestuous path as a victim is now walking the same road as a sexual predator. I should know better but I don't."
Even after years of psychological therapy, I thought I was over what happened to me but I'm not. I'm still suffering the side effects and related consequences of being the target of my relatives incestuous lust for me. It was their sexual desire for me that made them cross the incestuous line to kiss me, touch me, strip me, and have sex with me. It was their incestuous actions that has made me who I am today, a twisted, dysfunctional, and angry middle aged woman. So very angry, I'm still too angry to maintain a normal, sexual and intimate relationship with a man. Two decades later, even though I thought I survived the experience of being used and abused incestuously, there were unknown, maladjusted repercussions that hadn't surfaced yet, that is, until now. For one, I'm an exhibitionist.
So? What's wrong with being an exhibitionist? Being that women enjoy wearing skin tight clothes that show nipples and camel toes, and enjoy wearing short skirts, low cut tops, bikinis, and sheer, sexy nightgowns, aren't all women exhibitionist? Being that most men are voyeurs, no doubt, men would be happy that I'm an exhibitionistic woman who enjoys exposing her body to men. Instead of helping me to understand the underlying reasons why I feel the need to expose myself, whether by their words, their stares, their leers, or their actions, they encourage me to expose myself. Alas, as if is with everything else in life, it's up to me to get the help that I need.
Only, most times, thinking that I'm a normal, sexual woman with an overactive libido who enjoys flashing her body, I don't see that there's anything wrong with me. Then whenever I think about having sex with my adult son, I don't feel that I'm a normal, sexual woman with an overactive libido who enjoys flashing her body. Instead, I think of myself as an incestuous, flashing slut.
"An exhibitionist? What's wrong with that? Take something off and show me some part of your body that I shouldn't see. I love up skirts and down blouses," say the average, horny male.
Only, they're oblivious to all the sexual peculiarities and peccadilloes that go along with having the uncontrollable need to be an exhibitionist and the unstoppable urges that are behind my need to expose myself. No doubt, because of what happened to me so very long ago, I enjoy flashing my body to unsuspecting men, that is, so long as my flashing appears accidental. Teasing men by flaunting my sexy, shapely body to them, whenever confronted by men for my exhibitionism, I immediately play the part of the accosted, innocent virgin.
"Me? Flash you? How dare you! I did no such thing. What? You peeped at my panties. Pervert! What? You leered down my blouse. How dare you! You're the pervert and not me. Help! Police! Rape!"
In a much different category than the man who wears a raincoat with nothing else beneath it, I have more class and more self-respect than that. Moreover, I'm not driven to flash just anyone. Once I grew out of the need to flash all of my family, my friends, and strangers coming to my house or meeting by chance on the street, the mall, and on the subway, I'm more selective who I flash now. The flashing that I did early on and the flashing that I did daily, multiple times a day, albeit always with an internal struggle and sometimes with great restraint, has changed from flashing many men to flashing just a few select men a few times a year.
Every time I flashed someone I felt bad about myself. I felt dirty. I felt perverted. I felt that there was something really wrong with me, that is, until I masturbated over all the men who saw my panties, my bra, my pussy, and/or my tits. Then, I was ready for the next time to flash again.
Yet, in thinking about why I do the things that I do, it occurred to me that there's a common thread between those who have been incestuously abused and those who haven't. Those strippers, exotic dancers, prostitutes, porn stars, deviates, perverts, even readers of erotica, and writers of pornography, more often than not, have had incestuous sex. I know because I've taken my personal, albeit unofficial poll and have asked the probing questions that so many don't want to answer but who will answer me, a survivor of incestuous, sexual abuse.
Whether the aggressor of the victim, with much of it swept beneath that carpet, too embarrassed and too ashamed to come forward, unless wearing a hockey goalie's mask and disguising their voice, few admit to having had an incestuous, sexual relationship. Unfortunately and undoubtedly, admittedly or not, and whether we remember it or not, we've all been bitten by a sexual vampire one time or another. We're all a twisted lot jumbled into a tightly fisted ball of always wanting sex, sex, and more sex. By not saying no to the Devil, we've all been enlisted to continue the Devil's work. We're all doomed. When it comes to sex, even those holier than thou preachers who preach the gospel while holding out their hand for money, before succumbing to the devil, are tempted and perverted by sex.
Sex sells. Sex is what we all want to read. Sex is what we all want to watch. Sex is what we all want to have with our spouses, significant others, the girl or boy next door, our neighbors' spouses, our friends' sons and daughters, and celebrities. We want to fuck the world and if we all could, we would. The only thing that stops us from being totally out of control with sex is money and lack thereof. If only we had more money, we'd have more sex. Sex and money go together in the way of milk and honey. Show me the money and I'll give you the sex.
"Heaven help us. God have mercy on our souls for we're only weak humans. Dear God in Heaven save me from myself. Give me peace."
Even after my uncle and cousin apologized to me, knowing they weren't really weren't sorry for what they did to me, undoubtedly, seeing the incestuous lust in their eyes by their unbroken stares of my clothed breasts, ass, and pussy, they'd ravish me again, if given the chance. Just as I can't help myself now in lusting over my son, they couldn't help themselves then in lusting over me. Being that I didn't know then what I know now, I should have known that for them to have been incestuous aggressors, they were incestuous victims themselves once too.
Nonetheless their hollow and insincere apologies, I had to forgive them to move forward with my life. I had to think of myself and forget about them. Yet, with no going back and with no erasing from my mind what they had done to me, the real damaged was already done. Tit for tat, they ruined my life and I ruined their life by reporting them, having them arrested, and incarcerated. Now that they wear the label of shame of sex offender for the rest of their miserable lives, I feel some consolation and justice.
"How dare they! Why did they do that to me?"
"Get over it," said Dr. Phil to a incestuously abused woman about being sexually assaulted and brutalized by her father and brother.
Easy for him to say. Unlike Oprah who's been through Hell and back with all the incestuous experiences she's had, he's lived a charmed existence compared to the rest of us who have been sexually used and incestuously abused. What the Hell does he know? Just ask a trained psychiatrist who's a medical doctor what he or she thinks about Dr. Phil's off-the-cuff, instant diagnosis of people coming on his show that he's met for the first time. Dr. Phil isn't even a real doctor. He's merely a psychologist. In the vein of Dr. Ruth, Dr. Joyce Brothers, and Dr. Joy Browne, they'll just celebrity psychologists there to entertain us on radio and television.
I don't care what Dr. Phil says, there's no coming back from what happened to me. Having changed me and my life, I can't get over something that is now a part of me. I'm not the person I was. I'm not the person I could have been. They destroyed that person and replaced her with me, someone else and someone who is always angry, sad, crying, and depressed. Scratch the surface and my bad side emerges. Scratch the surface and I want to flash unsuspecting men my naked and semi-naked body. Scratch the surface and I want to suck my son and fuck my son. Scratch the surface and in the way that I have incestuous lust for my son, I'm no different than my uncle and my cousin in having incestuous lust for me.
"Woe is me. Poor, poor, pitiful Susan."
I was at a loss to understand before, what was happening to me and why it was happening to me, when my uncle and cousin sexually used and abused me as if I was a common whore in the street instead of their lovely niece and their beloved cousin. After experiencing the uncontrollable urge to have incestuous sex myself with my son and temporarily over the lust that I suddenly had for him, I understand now.
"I get it. I really do."
Turned into a delirious, diabolical demon, I was a werewolf howling at a full moon or a vampire seething uncontrollably when seeing a drop of blood. The strong draw of incestuous lust that still stirs my soul and surges deep inside of me makes me want to have sex with my own, flesh and blood, my 20-year-old son in the way that incestuous lust must have made my uncle and cousin want to have sex with me, an 18-years-old virgin.
"God help me! Give me the strength to stop my incestuous desire for my son."
My uncle and cousin didn't even try to control their twisted urges in the way that I have worked to control mine with therapy, introspection, prayer, and drugs. They never sought the help that I sought for their incestuous demons, not that the help that I was given did any good, but the psychological therapy helped me to understand that I wasn't a monster. I was just an exhibitionist, incestuous slut driven to expose myself and driven to have sex with my son. Ah, I feel better, not really, not at all. The shame, the rage, and the sadness makes me wish I had never been born, never mind having been incestuously, sexually abused.
Yet, I wonder, if because of what happened to me, as if being bitten by a sexual vampire, if I was doomed to repeat the incestuous, sexual experience myself with my son. Maybe just as my uncle and cousin didn't have control over their dark monster, I too have no control over my dark monster either. Beyond being a cougar, being that my son is half my age, beyond being an exhibitionist, being that I enjoy flashing my body, and beyond being an incestuous slut, being that I want to incestuously and sexually experience my son, I'm a degenerate mother. Susan the incestuous pervert, how dare I lust over my only child? How could I dare contemplate putting my son through all the pain and all the suffering that I've experienced while being so damn angry and so damn miserable?
Perhaps, when it comes to thoughts of incest or any sexual thoughts for that matter, it's different for a man than it is for a woman. Nonetheless whether it's different for a man or not, I mask my incestuous feelings with self imposed and self manufactured justification to make myself believe that I'm allowed my incestuous transgressions against my son, my own blood related relative. Always with my guilty conscience making me feel bad about myself, I'm not kidding anyone, especially myself into thinking that I'm not the same incestuous monster that my uncle and cousin are.
My deplorable thoughts that manifest my incestuous feelings and actions are still there to keep me honest albeit tortured. Yet, tied to my past as if it's an anchor around my neck, weighing me down and waiting to sink me in the dark abyss of incestuous sex, just as incestuous sex happened to me, I realize that it's only a matter of time before I seduce my son. Because of the sexually depraved mother that I've become, it's only a matter of time before I turn my son into the wicked person that I am by biting him with my incestuous bug.
"How dare I think that I could change! How dare I think that I could get over it! I can't."
From that first time I was bitten by an incestuous, sexual predator, incest has always had a strangle hold over me. I couldn't save myself from drowning in an incestuous sea if I was wearing a life vest given to me by God himself and if I was in a lifeboat with Saint Peter and Archangel Michael. With no turning back, once I've traveled that incestuous path, be it victim or predator, I'm doomed to dance with the Devil to his delight."
Using justification as my way to make something so dirty, so disgusting, and so vile more palatable, perhaps, a son having sex with his mother, instead of an uncle having sex with his niece and a cousin forcing himself on an innocent virgin, isn't as terrifying as a mother seducing her son. I don't know. I'd have to ask a man who's already traveled this slippery slope before. Yet, for me to ask anyone for helpful advice, I'd have to speak the unspeakable and mention the unmentionable. I'd actually have to say the word...incest. I'd have to give light to all that I'm thinking when having such incestuous thoughts about wanting to have sex with my son.
"God help me. I'm so tortured. I'm so broken. Why me? Except for the incestuous lust that I harbor for my son, I'm so good otherwise."
As part of my twisted justification to cross the incestuous line and have sex with my son, perhaps, I hope, cherishing the fond memories of our sexual union together in bed naked, my son would wear our incestuous, sexual relationship as a badge of honor for the rest of his life. Making him into a man, perhaps, my son would be proud to have had sex with his mother. Perhaps, incestuous sex for the male of the species is a rite of passage that he must take and must be traveled before he can be deemed a man. All through literature there are plenty of references to a mother taking her son to her bed, a mother having sex with her son, and a mother marrying her son.
Why should I think I'm any different in wanting my son than Helen was in Pendennis or Hamlet's mother, Queen Gertrude was with her incestuous relationships? In wanting to have sex with my son, I'm no different than the mother was in Spanking the Monkey. I'm not any different from them. A no one and a nothing, why should I think that I'm special in thinking that I'm strong enough to control my incestuous urges and deny my incestuous lust?
"I can't. I'm weak. I'm doomed."
I wish I had a man to ask the question. I wish I had a man to want me, love me, and pleasure me so that I'd stop thinking about wanting to make love to my son. Must men fuck their mothers before they can cut the apron ties to have a loving relationship with a woman or is it just the opposite? If a son has sex with his mother, tied to her forever, can he never enjoy a normal relationship with a woman? Quite the paradox and quite the dichotomy, having sex with one's own mother is something that Dr. Sigmund Freud would love to analyze again I'm sure, if he were still alive. I'm not smart enough to analyze my thoughts and motives, but even greater minds than mine have fallen victim to incest.
"What should I do? What should I do? I wish I had someone to help me, to guide me, and to tell me what to do so that I wouldn't do what I really want to do and that's to have sex with my son."
Who am I kidding? Whether mother and son, uncle and niece, or even cousin with cousin, color it anyway one wants by spinning it with distorted justification, incest is incest. Having said that, having held incest up to the light of day and defined it, examined it, and rejected it before embracing it, I yearn to have incestuous sex with my son. For all that I've done to raise him, that one foul ingredient in our mother and son loving relationship shouldn't ruin everything I've worked so hard to have with him. Yet, I'm afraid it would and I'm afraid it will if, indeed, I cross that incestuous line and play in the Devil's playground with my son.
"Please God give me the strength to keep my legs and my mouth closed and to say no. I shall not leer at him with my eyes. I shall not touch him with my hand. I shall not take him in my mouth, my ass, and my pussy. Only, dear God in Heaven, you must help me to stay strong against the Devil."
Behind closed bedroom doors, there are so many incestuous, sexual relationships happening after all. Then multiple all of those incestuous, sexual relationships by all of those incestuous thoughts that men have towards their mothers, sisters, daughters, and cousins, and that women have towards their fathers, brothers, sons, and cousins. Whether we do the dirty deed or just think about doing the dirty deed, we're a country drowning in incestuous sex. As if fearing to mention the Devil's name for the perceived terror that we're opening our minds, our hearts, and our souls to the Dark Angel, too many men and women never speak of the unspeakable and mention the unmentionable. Forever playing the righteous one and the ones without sins, we all keep our incestuous thoughts to ourselves while thinking they are sufficiently hidden, albeit so transparently displayed in our glass houses.
We are all idiots to think we're strong when we're not. We're weak. Just as a man cannot fight his incestuous desire to have sex with his mother, his sister, his daughter, and his cousin, neither can a woman fight her incestuous desire to have sex with her father, her brother, her son, and her cousin. Being that we're all so wicked, we're all so doomed.
"Boy, I'd love to fuck her," said father. "Look at my daughter shaking her tight, little ass while bouncing her perky tits."
"Boy, I'd like to suck him," said mother. "Look at my son parading around with his swollen erection while teasing me with his ass."
A never ending cycle of debauchery and shame, are those who have experienced incestuous sex as victims all doomed to repeat the process as predators? Is the reason why I expose myself because I was the victim of incestuous sex? Most definitely, I do. Do I have thoughts of seducing my son because my uncle and cousin deflowered me? Probably, I do. Do I think that I have the strength to break the cycle and just say no to incest? Probably, I don't.
Why must my incestuous thoughts overpower me and paralyze me in the way that they do. Helpless not to ponder them, I'm helpless not to act upon them. I'm even helpless to block them from my mind, once I allow them to creep in as if oil oozing through a leak. Just as I can't help myself from thinking of holding, kissing, touching, feeling, sucking, and fucking my son, I can't help but think of my son holding me, kissing me, touching me, feeling me, licking me, and fucking me. I want him. I must have him.



"Oh, God, give me the strength to say no for I am destined to lead my son astray down that dark road that I never wanted to take but was forced to travel."
As if being bitten by a sexual vampire, no doubt, my uncle and cousin helped to make me into the sexual predator that I am today. Having never even seen a cock, never mind touched a cock until that fateful day, they forced me to touch their cocks, hold their cocks, stroke their cocks, and suck their cocks before fucking their cocks. Now that I know all the damage that happened to me, am I willing to pervert my son for the sake of my selfish sexual satisfaction? Looking for a shred of justification, being that I've experienced the twisted lust called incest from both sides, I should know better but don't. Instead, I tell myself that it's just as much my son's fault for teasing me as it is my fault for teasing him. I tell myself lies for the comfort for me not to think that I'm the incestuous slut that I am. By justifying the incestuous act as the right thing to do, I lie to myself so that I'll have sex with my son.
"How dare I! I'm no good. I'm evil," I whispered to myself so that my son, James, wouldn't hear his mother chastising herself as he slept on the couch before me.
Wearing just a light, thin, tee shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear, clearly, I could see the outline of his cock. Unable to stop myself from staring at his bulging prick, he was starting to get an erection.
To be continued...
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Chapter 02
Showtime! James flashes his leering mother his erect cock.
Every night it's the same sexual show. Even after having seen his cock so many nights before, looking forward to seeing his cock again, every night he holds my attention as if seeing his sexy show for the first time. The first time I saw his cock, I was stunned. I was embarrassed. After not having had sex for a while, admittedly, I was sexually excited even if it was my own son's prick.
Then, over time, having grown not only accustomed to seeing his errant, erect cock but also looking forward to seeing his errant erect cock, intent of having the sexy sight of my son's big prick do something for me, I decided to enjoy the sexy how. Sitting back in the comfort of my overstuffed chair, away from his line of sight and out of view from his peripheral vision, whenever he flashed me his cock whether purposely or accidentally, I fingered my nipples and gently rubbed my clit through my nightgown while watching him sleep. Knowing that he's right there sleeping is even more sexually arousing than just imagining him while masturbating. If he awakened and turned his head, he'd catch me masturbating myself.
What would I say if he caught me fingering my nipples and rubbing my clit? What would I do if he caught me masturbating? Would he offer me his hand, his mouth, and his cock? Or would we just sit there with him staring at me while touching myself while I stared at his exposed prick. The only thing stopping me from having sex with him is because I'm his mother and he's my son. If we weren't blood related, I would have seduced him a long time ago.
"I want him," I mumble to myself while wishing his fingers were touching me instead of my own. "I have to have him," I move my lips in a hushed, silent whisper for no one to hear but myself. "I love watching his long, thick cock grow so hard in his thin pajama bottom. As if I'm holding him, I can just feel him growing hard in my hand. As if I'm sucking him, I can just feel him pulsate in my mouth. As if I'm making love to him, I can just feel him fucking me."
As if I've never watched him sleep before, I watch him sleeping so soundly on the couch now. Where did the time go? More than twenty years later, after the birth of him, he grew to be such a beautiful man. He looks older than twenty. If I saw him on the street, I'd think he was at least 25-years-old. Not that long ago, it seems as if he was just a beautiful, little boy, my son the doctor, the lawyer, and the engineer. Now, my son the college student, when did he grow to be such a beautiful man? How did he grow to be such a beautiful man and where was I when he was growing so strong, so handsome, and so muscular? When did I start having incestuous thoughts of him being my sexual partner instead of my son? Where did he get such a hot body, a body that any woman would want to take to her bed, even his sexually, frustrated mother?
"God help me. I'm crazy with incestuous desire for him," I whisper under my breath while fondling my big tit and fingering my nipple as if my hand and fingers were his hand and fingers.
I created him. I conceived him. I birthed him and I raised him. Besides his father, I'm the one responsible for him being here. It's all my fault for having a son instead of a daughter. What should have been a shared responsibility, had my husband not gone and died on me, I probably wouldn't be lusting over my son in the way that I do now. With all that happened to me in my past, I should have known that I shouldn't have had children. Unable to break the cycle, I should have known that having been a victim of incest would turn me into a predator of incest. I'm so crazy mad in my desire for my son. It's not normal for a mother to want her son in a sexual way but apparently I'm not normal because I do want my son.
Alas, if I were God showering me with the man of my dreams, I couldn't have created a better man for myself than my son. As if he was my beloved husband, John, twenty years ago, seeing my son now is as if reliving my life when I first married his father. It's not fair that I should be so sexually attracted to my son. It's not fair that I be subjected to the incestuous temptation of him.
"I miss you John. I'll always love you John. Forgive me for lusting over our son, but a grieving widow, I need the loving comfort my son has to give, if only he would," I mouthed the words without saying them for fear of awakening my sleeping son. "What's so wrong with a mother wanting to sexually comfort her son? I wish I could touch him. I wish I could hold his big cock in my hand while stroking him. I wish I could suck him. I wish I could fuck him."
For sure, not wanting him to know that he's so exposed and not wanting him to know that I stare at his erect cock every night, I don't want to ruin his nightly show of exhibitionism and my favorite show of voyeurism. Watching his cock grow in magnificent erected splendor is one of the few things that I so look forward to seeing every night. Usually the other way around with the woman being the exhibitionist and the man being the voyeur, in the case of my son, our roles are reversed. Perhaps because of what happened to me, my whole life has gone haywire with the lust that I now harbor for my son.
Little did I know, all this time the answer to my dreams and sexual fantasies was right there sleeping before me on the couch, while I mindlessly watched television and pretended not to notice him. Who knew? In the way of a man not noticing a stripper stripping off her clothes on stage, how could I not notice him? There was no way that I couldn't lust over him especially when he started flashing me his cock whether accidentally or purposefully.
I had hot flashes every time he held me, hugged me, and gave me a peck on the lips while wishing he'd part my lips with his tongue and kiss me, really kiss me. I dream of my son French kissing me, his mother, while touching me, feeling me, and caressing me. Tempted to find out, I wondered what he'd do if I parted his lips with my tongue? I wondered what he'd do if I put his hand upon my breast through my blouse and bra, and force my tongue in his mouth while reaching down to feel and fondle his cock growing hard through his pants. Would he embrace me or push me away?
Would he surrender his tongue to me and return my kiss? Or would he recoil and admonish me for trying to French kiss my own son while having him feel me as I groped him? Dizzy with incestuous delirium with the mere thoughts of having incestuous sex with my son, I think of having sex with no other man but my son. Even though I question my desire for him daily and even though I try to control my incestuous thoughts by trying not to have them and berating myself when I do, I have no answers for my inappropriate attraction to him, only more questions?
Why can't I have him? When can I have him? Why must I wait so long to have sex with my son? How can I seduce him? Would he be agreeable to my sexual advances or would he think of me as a dirty, old woman? I don't know. I don't know. I just don't know and will never know until one of us crosses the incestuous line.
"How dare I! What's wrong with me to lust over my own son?" I mumble to myself. "Reincarnated in a female body, I've grown to be just as twisted as my uncle and cousin. For sure, if I were his father and he were my daughter, I would have raped her by now. The only reason why I have any restraint at all is because I'm a mature, loving woman and not a testosterone filled, animal of a man."
Only, I can't help myself any longer from wanting to be with my man of a boy naked and in bed. With such a beautiful body and the same handsome face of his father staring back at me, he is if his father never died. He is the reason why I cannot get over my grief. In the body of my son, my husband is still here, healthy, alive, and still with me.
In the very way I was sexually attracted to his father, why wouldn't I be sexually attracted to my son? Just as my uncle and cousin taught me about sex, I'd love to teach my son about sex too. I know my son is a virgin, I can tell. A mother always knows. I'd love to be the first one to gently ease him into the world of sexual intimacy and lustful love before letting him go to find the woman of his dreams. I'd love to teach him all that a woman wants from a man when making love.
It's foolish for me to even think that I'm the woman of his dreams. How can I be? I'm his mother. Someone who looks like him can have any woman. Why would he want me? If anything, being the exhibitionist and incestuous slut that I am, I'm the woman of his nightmares instead of the woman of his dreams.
Yet aside from who I am, his mother, and who he is, my son, I can't help myself from thinking what it would be like to kiss him, to touch him, to feel him, and to fondle him in a sexual way. I'd love to feel his cock grow hard in my hand while staring at it and running my fingers over the head of his hard prick. I'd love to feel his cock stiffen in my mouth while I look up at him with the love that only a mother can give her son. I'd love to feel his cock buried deep inside me while pulsating in my pussy as he humped me and I humped him until we developed a rhythm and started fucking, really fucking, instead of making love and before making love again. Doing it all over again, I yearn to be with my son intimately, sexually, and incestuously forever and always.
"Only, I can't do that and, definitely, I shouldn't do that to him. How can I seduce my own son? How can I pressure him to make love to me? I must control myself. I must be the strong one. I must be the mature one. I'm his mother for God's sakes. Still, I'd love to give him as much pleasure as he'd no doubt give me," I say while whispering my incestuous lust for no one to hear, not even my son, but me.
Only, admittedly and unabashedly, I couldn't help myself from noticing him, especially after he developed an erection as he slept. His cock gets so big. His cock gets so hard. His father developed numerous erections during the night and I loved how his cock poked me in the ass when we spooned. Sometimes, I'd touch his cock while he slept. Once I masturbated while he was sleeping. He never awakened. Another time, every man's fantasy, I sucked his cock as he slept. Only, as he was cumming in my mouth, as he took my face in his hand before placing a gentle hand behind my head to hump my mouth and fuck my face, he called out his mother.
"I love you Mommy," he said in his sleep.
I love you Mommy? Shocked, I was baffled that he'd call out his mother's name as I sucked his cock and as he was cumming in my mouth. Was he calling me Mommy or was he calling his mother Mommy? Now suspect, especially with the incestuous background that I had, did his mother ever suck his cock or did he always wish his mother would suck his cock?
The next day, after he awakened and after I confessed that I sucked him in his sleep, I asked him why he'd call out his mother's name. A single, lonely, and sexually frustrated mother, he told me that he too was the victim of incestuous incest when his mother gave him regular hand jobs and blowjobs after he satisfied her incestuous lust for her son with his fingers and tongue. So I'm not the only one. Being that incest runs on both side of the family, what choice do I have than to seduce my son as my mother-in-law seduced her son.
"Wow, even my husband experienced his mother sexually," I said to myself after he told me.
Then, when I was alone with my bad self and masturbating while thinking of my mother-in-law having sex with my husband, I transposed my mother-in-law with the image of me and my husband with the image of my son. While fingering my nipples and rubbing my clit, I imagined sucking and fucking my son. Then, when my husband died, alone with my son and my bad thoughts, my lust for my son grew in relationship to my loneliness and grief.
As if watching a flower bloom in fast forward motion, I first noticed my son's prick when it grew to a slight bulge in his pajama bottom. Exciting for me to watch his prick develop from a soft, small lump to something so hard and so big, watching his cock grow and harden made me feel horny and sexy. My incestuous, sexual fantasy come true, I wish I could feel his cock growing in my hand and/or growing in my mouth. Watching his cock stiffen made me touch myself and being that he was flashing me his erection, albeit through his pajamas, I wanted to return the favor by flashing him my tits, my nipples, and the dark, blonde impression my pubic hair made through my thin, nearly transparent nightgown. Definitely, he has his father's big cock.
Mesmerized by the slow movement of it, as if his growing prick was a snake ready to arise from his pajama bottoms, I watched his cock slowly slide and make its way across his hard belly. Hoping I wouldn't awaken him but knowing, somehow, that I would if I dared touch him, I so wanted to reach out my hand and touch his cock, feel his cock, and stroke his cock, before taking his cock in my mouth to suck his cock. It was then that I wondered if I drugged him with sleeping pills, as my way of having my wicked way with him without him knowing that I had my wicked way with him, if he'd still get an erection. I may have to mix the sleeping pills with Viagra for my incestuous plan to work. Alas, relegated to watching his prick grow bigger and harder while not touching his cock, I watched his cock pulsate in the way that I imagined his penis throbbing in my hand, my mouth, and my pussy.
As if he was a CFNM dancer, oh such a sexy show he gives me, his horny, sexually frustrated, incestuous slut of a mother, I couldn't wait to take him in my mouth to suck him and to make him cum. Shooting cum all over my hair, my face, and my breasts, I imagined my son giving me a cum bath. Bathing in his cum to signify his lust for me, his mother, if only he would, I'd be a happy woman.
I wondered if he called my bluff, what I'd do. Would I return his kiss and French kiss him if he parted my lips with his tongue? Would I allow him to feel my breasts while fingering my nipples, if he reached out his hands to fondle my big tits through my sheer nightgown. What would my reaction be to him feeling and squeezing my ass if he reached his hand around me and down? Would I allow him to reach his hand beneath my nightgown to cup my blonde, trim pussy and to finger me? Would I slap his hand away or would I return the incestuous favor and feel his cock through his pants? Honestly, all he'd have to do is to feel my big tits while fingering my hard nipples and I'm his. With my nipples my erogenous zones and my gateway to my sexual arousal, if he fingered my nipples while kissing me, I'd do anything he'd want me to do, even suck his cock.
How far would I go? I didn't know and wouldn't know until something more happened between us than watching his cock grow to an erection while he slept. Would I allow him to unbutton my blouse and feel my breast while fingering my nipples through my bra as he kissed and kissed me? Would I allow him to lift up my bra and expose my breasts to his horny eyes or, being that I'm his mother, would I struggle and resist his hands touching me, fondling me, feeling me, and caressing me before surrendering to him? Being that I'm an exhibitionist, I'd love to show my son my topless or naked body. Being that I'm an incestuous predator, I'd have sex with my son but, unable to cross the line first, he'd have to take the first step to go where no son should lead his mother. Once he did that, I'd lead the way and take control of the sexual situation.
Being that I'd love to strip him naked, would I allow him to strip me naked too? Then, once naked, would I allow him to force me down on the bed and finger my pussy before licking my pussy? Would I allow my son to make love to me before fucking me, really fucking me? Making myself crazy with incestuous lust, I'm getting aroused just thinking about my son having his wicked way with my naked body as he slept so soundly on the couch. If only he would and if only I could, I'd be so happy.
Then, there, right there, out of the corner of my eye, I caught more movement of his cock. He must be having a sexual dream. In the way that my husband dreamt about his mother sexually blowing him when I blew him in his sleep, I wondered if my son was dreaming about me sucking him. Then, as if by my horny stare, as if my blue eyes were a snake charmer and was charming his personal, pet snake, I watched his cock move more. Gradually my son's cock moved higher while stiffening harder. His cock continued growing, until he had a massive erection. Now with his cock tenting his pajama bottoms I could see the side of his big prick and his dark patch of pubic hair through the opening in his pajama. As if teasing me, it was so sexually exciting it was to see bits and pieces of his erect cock.
I couldn't help myself from fingering my nipples again. If only he'd suck my tits. I couldn't help myself from rubbing my clit. If only he'd lick my pussy while finger fucking my pussy and before fucking my pussy with that big, hard cock of his. I was so tempted to reach my hand inside his pajama and wrap my fingers around his erection. Only, what if he awakened and caught me holding his cock? What would I do? What would I say?
In the way it happened last night, the night before, and the night before that, I hoped beyond hope that his big prick would find its way out of his pajamas. A mother's comfort and a mother's pride and joy, my horny eyes wanted to see his erect cock again. I wanted to stare at it again while fingering my nipples and rubbing my clit. I wanted the sight of his stiff prick to inspire my sexual fantasies and sexy dreams about having sex with my son tonight as it did last night and the night before. I wish I were a contestant on one of those Japanese game shows where a son must guess his mother's breasts, ass, and pussy against two other woman before a mother must guess her son's cock from two other men. I'd so love to play that sexy, incestuous game.
"Oh, my God, I'd be in Heaven playing that game," I whispered.
Giving me something to masturbate over later, I'd love to see his big cock again. Only, wishing I could hold his prick in my hand, alas, I can't. I'm his mother and he's my son. Yet, every night, we watch TV together and, just like his father, he falls asleep on the couch. Every night he gets an erection and every night, as if he's a CFNM dancer, his engorged prick gives me a late night, sexy show of his erection when it emerges from his pajama.
"God help me. I'd do anything to suck that monster. I'd do anything to suck that giant eel. I'd do anything to feel him inside of me."
Every time I see his cock, I wish I could touch his cock, suck his cock, and fuck his cock. A loving mother showing her son just how much she loves him by sucking him, what's so wrong with that? Why can't I blow my son? Why can't my son cum in my mouth? I'd do anything to swallow him while looking up at him with my big, blue eyes, as his steel pipe is buried in my mouth. Why can't my son make love to me? Why can't my son fuck me?
Then, as if on cue, the head of his prick peeked out of the hole of his pajama bottoms as if an eel trying to escape it's cage. His cock slithered through the opening in his pajama a little more and a little more until as if is prick was the Phoenix arising that promises me a new sexual dawn with the hopefulness of having sex with my son, his cock pushed through his pee-hole opening. A work of art, my stone obelisk, something that I'm directly responsible in making, his cock is exquisitely beautiful. So proud of my son's big prick, I wish I could show his cock to all of my friends and relatives. Only, no doubt, they'd want him as much as I want him. Not one for sharing my son with anyone, he's all mine. When his cock finally made its appearance, as it does every night and as I do every night, I turned on the overhead light so that I could see him better as if he was a stripper on stage under the bright lights.



"Showtime!"
To be continued...
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Chapter 08
Hoping for the best, but receiving the worst reaction, Dave tells Susan that he loves her.
Dave carried Susan's naked body to his bunk and put her down gently on her side as if she had been wounded in combat and he had carried her out of harm's way and to safety. Only, unlike he would if she was a wounded war buddy, he gave her a long, wet kiss. Then he ran around to the other side of the bunk to climb in his bed with his body turned to face her when lying down.
Barely enough room for him, unless he slept like a prisoner in a prison cell, there wasn't enough room for the two of them to lay on their backs side by side. There wasn't much room for two to comfortably share his bunk. His bunk was small, as small as was his apartment and as was his need for comfort and things that were comfortable. Spending too many years riding in a bone rattling and tooth jarring Humvee, living in a tent, or sleeping on the ground, to him his bunk was all the comfort that he needed, that is, until he met Susan, invited her to share his bunk, and now had her in his life.
"We're going to need a bigger bed," she said with a laugh and scooting over as much as she could without falling off the bunk while trying to make more room for him. "My ass is already hanging off the mattress. If I move anymore, I'll be on the floor," she said laughing.
"You're right. This won't work and I want our first time together to be a special memory and not special in the way of sardines packed in tin," he said.
"Aw, that's so romantic," she said giving him a long, wet kiss. "You're such a sweetie for such a dangerous man," she said.
"I have an idea," he said.
He got out of bed, walked to the living room, and pulled the six cushions from the couch and piled them on the floor in two neat rows. Then he got a sheet from the linen closet and covered the pillows with that. As if he was making his bunk in readiness to bounce a quarter, he took the time to tuck in a fold here and a crease there.
"Don't mind me," she said resting her head on her elbow while watching him. "As if it's a worm on a fishing line and I'm the catch of the day, I'm just enjoying the show while watching your cock dance around as you walk, bend, stoop, and move," she said with a laugh.
"I'm glad that I can entertain you," he said looking down to where she was staring.
"You do have a nice cock Dave. You have a happy cock. I can't wait to see your cock so happy that's it's excited to be hard," she said with a dirty laugh.
"That makes two of us," he said busy fixing the pillows into a makeshift bed as if he was building a improvised bridge over a small, impassable body of water. "Viola! How's this?" He looked at their new bed with pride.
Perfect," she said getting out of his bunk and walking over to him naked.
Sashaying over to him as if she was a model walking a runway, he watched her walking to him.
"Wow," he said. "In the way you walk with one foot in front of the other as if you're a cat on the prowl, even if you weren't naked, you're a vision to behold. All you need is a fan to blow your hair back as you purse your lips and call my name."
"I am a cat on the prowl," she said. "I'm your prowling pussy," she said clawing at the air. "Meow! Meow! Meow!"
"Here pussy, pussy," he said. "I can't wait to lick you and to lap you."
"Stop it. You're making me horny," she said laughing.
"You make me wish my name had more syllables and took you longer to pronounce. You make me wish my name was Alexander, Bartholomew, Christopher, or Ebenezer instead of just one syllable Dave," he said with a laugh.
"I'm coming to you Ebenezer," she said over exaggerating her walk to him by acting as if she was a stripper on stage before flopping down on the newly made pillow bed.. Dislodging one of the cushions, already she upset his neatly made bed.
"Accustomed to a steady diet of K-rations and hookers, I never thought I'd have someone as beautiful and as shapely as you walking to me naked. I'll remember this moment for the rest of my life."
"K-rations? What's that?"
"Named after Ancel Keys who invented it in World War II, K-rations are the same as MRE's, meals ready to eat. It's the grub we eat in the field. It's not bad, albeit a bit bland and tasteless. Actually, some of it is pretty good. I have an entire panty filled with it," he said. "Would you like to try some?"
"No, that's okay. I'll pass," she said. "Why do you have an entire pantry full of K-rations?"
"Along with my bunk, pillow, blanket, helmet, custom duffle bag dyed in pink and stamped with 'Don't Ask Don't Tell, instead of my name and rank," he said with a laugh, "my buddies gave me my foot locker, metal locker, and cases of K-rations as a retirement gift. I'm surprised they didn't follow me home to build me a makeshift latrine," he said with a laugh. "They thought they were being funny but, honestly, except for the pink duffle bag, that is, they couldn't have gotten me better gifts than all that they gave me," he said wiping a tear from his eye. "I miss them." He looked at her with sad eyes, "Maybe..."
"Maybe what?"
"Oh, nothing. Sorry, I'm just getting sad eyed reminiscing," he said.
"C'mon, don't do that Dave, start saying something and not finish it. You do that a lot. How can I know you if you don't open up to me?" She stared up at him while he stood over her.
"Getting way ahead of myself, I was just about to say," he said suddenly looking nervous by his revealing confession. "I just thought that, um, that we could have them over, you know, after we got a bigger place."
"Wait. Hold on. Back up," she said with a surprised look. "Skipping the part where you ask me to be your girlfriend, after asking me to bunk with you, and fast forwarding past the sexual part where we make love, albeit after already having given you a blowjob, are you asking me to live with you Dave?"
"Well yeah. I guess I am," he said scratching his crew cut as if he had flees before running a hand over his face as if he had just awakened from a sound sleep. "I didn't think that I was but I guess I am asking you to live with me. Now that you're here and in my life, I can't imagine my life without you," he said falling to the pillows on his knees and taking her in his arms to kiss her. "So what do you say? Do you want to make this a more permanent arrangement?"
"It's funny. Now that I've learned something about you, just like in the movie, Jerry Maguire when the deaf mute is signing to his girlfriend that she completes him, you're the piece of my pie that was missing. You complete me Dave Ryan and now that you're in it, I can't imagine my life without you either," she said returning his kiss with as much passion as he gave her.
"Whew! I'm glad that's over. Even more difficult than nightly reconnaissance missions, that was the most difficult thing I've ever had to do. Look at me. I'm sweating bullets," he said wiping perspiration from his brow.
Deep in thought, he looked at her as if he wanted to say something but couldn't find the words.
"What?"
"Ever since I invited you to bunk with me," he said looking at her, "when we were walking here and I slowed my pace and, thinking that I had second thoughts, you turned to leave, I've been wrestling with how and where you'd fit in my life. I mean, there wasn't a doubt that I wanted you. I guess I wanted you when you emerged from the bathroom in the diner looking like someone else," he said falling quiet to collect himself. "You must understand that other than the Marine Corps, I never had a relationship and even though the military and war is a man's dirty business, I've always thought of my Corps as my mistress," he said.
"That's fucked up Dave but I get it because I get you. I know where you're coming from and I appreciate you allowing me more of a glimpse inside of you by opening up your heart to me," she said leaving her hand on his chest. "I'm glad you told me all of this. I'd rather know upfront where I fit in with your life."
"This isn't easy for me Susan," he said taking her hand in his. "It's easier for me to beat the crap out of someone than to sit and have an open and honest conversation with a woman. When I was with Simone, Lucy, and Carmen, I don't think we ever had a meaningful conversation. It was all laughing, having fun, and just sex. Then, our relationship grew more into a friendship, after I beat the snot out of their pimp for beating them. They were my special friends, if you know what I mean. After that it was more about watching out for them, protecting them, and being responsible for them than having sex with them."
"Well, now that you have me as your special friend, you don't need any more special friends, and if I find you with another special friend even your martial art skills won't save your ass from the wrath of me," she said with a laugh while giving him a kiss.
"Stop it. You're scaring me," he said with a laugh. "What are you doing?"
She reached for his tee shirt.
"I've been dying to see what you look like naked," she said removing his tee shirt. She traced his scars and bullet wounds with her fingers before kissing each one. "Are all of these from battle."
"Pretty much," he said. "These two are knife wounds are from a late, night bar fight in Bangkok when I was young and dumb and thought I was invincible," he said laughing.
"Nothing has changed with you," she said.
"I was just about to say that, as I still think that I'm invincible now in going up against three men, one with a gun, one with a knife, and the other with a pipe. What was I thinking? I need to slow down but I can't," he said. "Once a Marine always a Marine. I'll never change. Only, still pretty fast, I'm not as fast as I used to be."
"They must have hurt," she said still kissing his old wounds and making love to every part of his body with her full, red lips.
"Yeah, they hurt then but they're more of a nuisance now. I'm going to have real problems when I'm older. Between the nerve damage and the aches and pains that I'll obviously have along with my limited range of motion as I get older, I'm a candidate for Rheumatoid arthritis. As a way to work out my kinks, I've been thinking of taking up Tai Chi or Yoga to help with my convalescence in old age, something less confrontational than martial arts," he said with a laugh.
"What about continuing your training in martial arts?" She looked at him as if he were her master and she was his student.
"Even though martial arts is my life and a lifelong apprenticeship, Judo is part of my life and something that I can't unlearn. Being that I already know all that I need to know how to disable, maim, and kill someone, there's not much more I can be taught in that regard. Most martial artist never strike someone in anger or in fear. I've already killed too many men with my bare hands to count."
"Aren't you afraid you'll forget what you know?"
"I can't," he said with a laugh. "It's instinctive and reflexive especially when facing someone too drunk or too angry to think what he's going to do before he does it. I don't have to think. Much in the way of a cobra, I just strike and think later. Then, add in the fact that I have fast hands, have always had fast hands, taking them by surprise, I can disable someone standing over me while sitting down without even getting up."
"Wow, you're my hero," she said giving him a kiss, "my Super hero," she said giving him another kiss. "Super Dave, that's who you are, named after that comedian stunt men but you're the real deal," she said hugging him and holding him. "I'm afraid to let you go. I'm afraid you'll disappear on me. I'm afraid you're just a dream and a figment of my imagination."
"I'm real Susan and I'm here for as long as you want me," he said kissing her.
When they broke from kissing, she looked at him as if really seeing him for the first time. Without their clothes to hide their imperfections, so long as they were open and honest with one another, literally and figuratively, they were naked. Being that they've both already been through the worse of things, they were looking for a fresh start with one another.
"You know, just a mere few hours ago, I never thought I'd be in bed with anyone never mind a being in a pillow soft bed," she said with a laugh, "with a big, bad assed Marine who has mad fighting skills. You're just like Matt Damon in Bourne Legacy. Only, you're the real deal, Sylvester Stallone, Clint Eastwood, and Bruce Lee all wrapped up into one Marine Corps, Gunnery Sergeant Major, David Ryan."
"And I never thought I'd be rescuing a bag lady who suddenly turned into a beautiful blonde. As if you're my very own Cinderella, if I believed in fairytales, this would be it for me, the bag lady and the Marine."
"I thought you Marines were more into action than talking," she said reaching down to grab a handful of his cock,
"What do you mean?"
"Shut up and kiss me Marine."
Dave kissed her and she returned his passion with her kiss. Feeling her big tits and reaching around her to squeeze her round ass, she slowly stroked him to a harder erection.
"You're so beautiful Susan," he said gazing into her big, blue eyes. "Always attracted to petite, short, small breasted women, I'd never thought I'd fall for an Amazon women with massive breasts and big feet," he said laughing while looking down at her big feet. "Gees, what size are those feet? You'll never be blown over in a strong wind, that's for sure," he said laughing again.
"I take a woman's size 11 D shoe," she said with an embarrassed laugh. "And you're still talking," she said laughing. "Fuck me Marine. Stick that big, hard cock inside my warm, wet pussy. After you rescued me, pretend that I'm your spoils of war. Take me. Make me your woman."
Dave climbed on top of her and a bit unsteady on the springy pillows, he mounted her while Susan directed his cock inside of her.
"First thing tomorrow, I'm going to buy a bigger bed," he said with a laugh.
"No more talking Ebenezer," she said kissing him as he slowly penetrated her before slowing humping her.
Susan returned his sexual lust with hers and, starting a slow rhythmic movement, they were making love.
"Hmm, that feels good Dave."
"You're so tight Susan," he said humping himself harder and deeper inside of her.
"It's been quite some time since I've made love," she said returning his humps with hers.
"I love you," he said whispering in her ear.
"Wait? What? Back off. Get the fuck off of me. You love me?"
She pulled away from him. Alone again and no longer a couple they were two different people separated by Susan's wide expanse of her resistance to feel love for anyone, including herself.
To be continued...
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Lawn care takes an unexpected voyeurism and exhibitionism masturbation detour
I cut grass, mow lawns, manicure shrubs, trim bushes, and plant trees. Right handed and always trimming from the right side, I've never been a switch hitter when using my hedge trimmer, if you know what I mean. Always working from the same side of the hedge, even though the grass may seem greener from the other side, I'm never been comfortable trimming from the other side of the hedge. Then, one day, because of the wife of one of my regular customers, Lola, it occurred to me that all this time I've been trimming from the wrong side of the hedge.
All of this time I've been using my tools incorrectly and my God given talents in the wrong way. Only, not equipped with directions when I was born, inserting here instead of inserting there, who knew? All this time, I thought the grass was always greener on the other side and you know what? It is.
Lawn care, that's my job and that's my business. Sometimes, what's most fun for me, I accompany customers to nurseries to pick out a good tree and/or a healthy bush to plant. Most customers don't even know what they want, forget about telling them all the names of the flowers. It's a waste of my breath telling them the Latin names because they forget the name as soon as I utter it. Instead, I give them a list of all the plants and flowers that are on their property. They just want something that's easy to care for, something that's colorful, and something that looks good.
One of my regular customers is Lola. She's my dream woman. The eighth wonder of the world, she's a beautiful, blue-eyed blonde, with lush, long hair, big tits, albeit implants, and a nice ass, an understatement. Without doubt, bar none, she has the perfect ass. Never in my life have I ever seen a better ass on a woman.
'Oh, my God. I just love her ass.'
Her husband, Paul, is a dentist. Seemingly, as are all dentists, he's on the weird side. He's always staring at me as if he's a starving man and I'm lunch. In the way he looks at me, he makes me wonder if he's gay or bi-sexual. Definitely, I can see him as being a switch hitter, if you know what I mean. Definitely, if he was a lawn care guy, he'd be trimming his hedges from the other side, if you know what I mean.
In the way the Lola prances around her backyard in her barely there bikini, she makes me glad that I'm a man. It's a sad shame for a man who has a wife like her to be interested in wanting to have sex with a man and to be staring at me in the way that that I stare at his wife. Whatever floats your boat and keeps it afloat and to each their own but I don't get it. Paul wanting me in the way that I want his wife makes no sense to me why a man would be looking at another man when he has a woman like Lola.
'Damn, she's so hot.'
I love watching her strut around in her high heels which, by the way, makes her ass and calves appear even better, absolutely incredible. As if she's the Queen of Sheba, she lays out by the pool topless with her magnificent body draped across a chaise lounge for me to see her big tits. Honestly, in the way they both care so much about their personal appearance and grooming, it wouldn't surprise me if they were swingers. It wouldn't surprise me if Paul uses Lola to attract other women who are as beautiful as she is and other men who are as handsome as he is.
In the way they look at me, undressing me with their eyes, it wouldn't surprise me if they wanted me to participate in a threesome and to be honest, I would, but I'm not a gay man. Not attracted to Paul in the way that he appears to be attracted to me, I have no interested in having sex with him, but I'd do his wife. Oh, yeah, I'd do Lola. More than beautiful, she's warm, friendly, funny, witty, and nice. If I had a wife, I'd want her to be just like Lola, L-O-L-A, Lola.
In three years, I can't even begin to count how many times I've masturbated over Lola, L-O-L-A, Lola. I imagine her naked. I imagine her in my bed with me. I imagine having sex with her. I imagine her sucking my cock while looking up at me with her big, blue eyes and beautiful face while I hump her mouth and fuck her face.
'Suck my cock Lola.'
Never an ass person before, always a breast man, admittedly, because she has such a wonderful ass, my favorite position to sexually fantasize about her is when taking her from behind as she bends over with her amazing ass sticking in the air. Where most men's fantasies begin and end with winning the lottery, my real life's fantasy is the same as my sexual fantasy. Having never lusted over another man's wife before, I dream of having sex with Lola, L-O-L-A, Lola. I want Lola. I love Lola. I must have Lola.
After servicing their lawn care needs for years, my sexual fantasy finally happened when Lola walked over to the tall hedges that I was trimming. I've seen her topless, of course, lots of times but only from afar and from a distance far enough away that I can barely make out her nipples. Whenever she's out there and I'm trimming her hedges and manicuring her lawn and seeing bits and pieces of her with furtive peeks through the openings in the shrubbery, I imagine doing her, making love to her before fucking her, really fucking her.
'God, she's so beautiful. God, she's so fine. If ever we establish contact with Aliens, putting our best foot forward, Lola should represent the women of planet Earth.'
No doubt, always slow to cover up, obviously, she knows I'm looking. With the sound of my hedge trimmer, how could she not know I'm there staring and leering? No doubt, she knows I've seen her topless. Always looking, peeping, and peeking, how could she not know that I want her and would do anything to have her?
I can't get enough of Lola. She's in my thoughts before I get there, she's in my thoughts while I'm there, and she's in my thoughts after I leave. Honestly, I don't think she cares that I ogle her big breasts and that I've seen her topless so very many times. Perhaps, with a name like Lola, she's French and is used to sunning herself topless on the beaches along the French Riviera.
Being that the top of the hedges were up to her shoulders and being that she requested that I leave them that high to afford her the privacy that she wants and needs when she's outback sunning herself topless, I figured when she was standing there talking to me that she was wearing her bikini. Only, as she walked along with me while talking as I worked, it wasn't until we moved down to the chest high hedges and then to the waist high hedges that I realized she was topless. She's not wearing her bikini bra. When my workday starting out with a rainy forecast, here it is with the sun shining brightly over me.
'Oh, my God,' I thought to myself. 'Thank you Jesus for filling my day with her perfect, twin full moons.'
Just the width of a hedge away, her big tits and erect nipples were so close to my horny hands that I could reach out and touch them, feel them, fondle them, and caress them. I so wanted to feel her phony tits. I so wanted to take them in my mouth and suck her big, perfect nipples. I so wanted to know if I could tell the difference between real breasts or implanted ones but, she's my customer's wife and if word got around that I was disrespectful by ogling someone's wife, I'd be out of business.
"Hi Christopher. I made some lemonade. It's in the house," she said. "It's freshly squeezed," she said filling my mind with the image of squeezing her big balloons. "After you're finished working, Paul would like you to come inside. He'd like to talk to you. Help yourself to the lemonade."
"Yeah, sure. I'll only be a few more minutes," I said losing my train of thought when I saw her big, double D tits.
With her tits too big for her shapely body, even though she's tall, 5'9" without heels and 6' with heels, her breasts are nice nonetheless. I've seen silicone breasts before and some of them looked to round, too much like implanted basketballs. Except for the size of them, her breasts looked real. They looked natural. Those perfect, surgically enhanced breasts must have cost her husband a small fortune.
Just as I love seeing her topless and just as I dream of her tits while sexually fantasizing over her, especially now that she was standing so very close to me, I love seeing her wearing a tight top. So shapely, she looks fabulous in tight clothes. I've seen her dressed to go out somewhere with her husband and she looks just as unbelievable in a long gown with her hair up as she does in a short skirt with her hair down. Just as some cars look fast when they're parked, she'd look fabulous wearing a green, plastic trash bag.
I watched her sashaying away while swaying her shapely hips as she disappeared inside the house. Definitely, even if she had no tits and even if she was flat-chested, if only just by her beautiful face and her perfect ass, for the sake of her exquisite ass, I'd do her. She has the best ass I've ever seen on a woman.
"Hi Paul, did you want to see me?"
"Yes. Sit, sit," he said pointing to the couch.
"I'm all dirty and sweaty," I said.
"Don't worry about it," he said waving his lack of concern with his hand. "I have a couch protector on the sofa that I use for the dogs. If you don't mind getting a bit of pet hair on you, I figure that will protect the couch from being stained with your grime and perspiration," he said.
I sat on the couch across from Paul. From my vantage point, when I turned my head a little to the left, I could see that Lola was in the bedroom with the door open enough for me to see her lying on the bed. Forget about her wearing her barely there bikini and forget about her strutting around the backyard in high heels topless, she was laying there in plain view of me naked.
'Naked, naked, naked, Lola was naked.'
She knew I'd be sitting there. She knew I'd see her nude body. She knew I'd be watching her, staring at her, and lusting over her. She was hot, so very hot.
'Oh, my God, can this day get any better? What a beautiful body on this broad?'
I wondered if she knew that I could see her. I wondered if her husband knew that I could see her and that she was naked. I wondered if they both knew that I could see her laying naked upon her bed. I wondered if they were setting me up on the pretense of talking to me about something just to give me a sexy show of Lola's fabulous body. I wondered why they'd go through all of this seduction just to seduce me, their lawn care man, especially when I'd readily do his wife if only he'd ask me to have sex with Lola.
'Lola, L-O-L-A, Lola, definitely, I'd love to do Lola.'
"I wanted to talk to you, Christopher, about making something elaborate for the pool. As you know, there's very little shade out there and I wanted to know what it would cost to make it look more like a jungle scene."
"A jungle scene?"
"Help yourself to some lemonade," he said. "Yes, something very plush, lush, and tropical."
I leaned closer to the table not so much to get some lemonade, which I did, but to take a better look at Lola. She had all of her toys spread out all over the bed. I watched her handle them, as if she was deciding which one to choose. Obviously, she was about to masturbate. She was about to give me a sexy show of her playing with herself.
'Oh, my God. How hot is that? I'll be masturbating over this tonight.'
Without doubt, bar none, Lola, especially now that she's naked with her perfect body is the best looking woman I've ever seen. With her flat, toned stomach, her perfect ass, and her long, shapely legs, the only flaw she has is that her tits are too big. She would have looked fantastic if she didn't go any bigger than a full C cup. A C cup on her would have looked more realistic than jumbo, double D's. Maybe her husband is into big tits but I'm not going to hold her big tits against her, that is, unless she promises to hold them against me one day.
'A man can dream, can't he?'
And with my hand around my cock while stroking myself, I dream of Lola every night. Every night I have sex with Lola in my dreams. Every night, I kiss her full lips while touching her beautiful face with my hand. Every night I feel and fondle her naked body where no man should feel another man's wife. Every night I lick her before I fuck her and before she sucks me.
'I love you Lola.'
Then, there's her face. Drop dead gorgeous, absolutely stunning, she's beautiful. There's beauty and then there's real beautiful, Elizabeth Taylor beauty when she's was young before she became puffy from drinking too much, wrinkled from smoking too much, and obese from eating too much.
There's classic beauty and then there's Miss America and Miss Texas beauty queen beautiful. Lola has that the tall, blonde, leggy, Miss America and Miss Texas beauty queen look. After this sexy masturbation show, from now on, whenever I have a sexual fantasy, Lola will be the star of my show, that's for sure.
With one eye looking at Paul and one eye ogling Lola, I watched her playing with her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. I found that if I sipped my lemonade with my glass nearly up to my eyes that I could watch her without detection from her husband. Besides, not paying any attention to his wife or to me, he was busy anyway looking through magazines to show me pictures of what he wanted me to make his backyard resemble. If I had a wife who looked like her, I'd never take my eyes off of her. If I had a wife who had her body, I'd never be looking through magazines at flowers when I already had the most beautiful flower that God could make.
By all that he was looking at and pointing out to me, good thing that he has deep pockets because what he wants will cost him a bundle with all of those mature trees and oversized, exotic jungle plants. Everything has to be imported and there's no guarantees that these plants will survive this tepid climate. Many of what he wanted needs the deep in the equator like heat.
Lola was watching me watch her as she masturbated. How hot is that? Suddenly, I felt like one of the chain gang prisoners in Cool Hand Luke watching a woman wearing a thin, cotton dress without underwear washing her car with lots of soapy suds. I gave her my best, sexy smile to let her know that I was interested. How could she not know that I wasn't interested? With my eyes bugging out of my head and my tongue was falling out of my mouth, all the pent up sexual desire for her was there on unhidden display now. Then, when she put her dildo to her lips and took it inside and out again, in and out and in and out, I thought I'd cum in my jeans.
'Oh, my God, fuck me. This woman was deep throating her dildo in the way that I wished she'd deep throat me.'
I'm going to have to schedule my next lawn care visit when her husband isn't home. Now that I think about it, he's scheduled to go away on a dental convention next month and he never takes her with him because she's easily bored. Perfect. I'd love for her to open wide and say, 'Ahhh,' before filling her every cavity with my cock.
With Paul still looking through the magazines for pictures to show me, I couldn't believe it when she flipped herself over to stick her round, firm ass in the air. What an ass? What an unbelievable ass? She has such an incredible ass. Then, when she started sticking that dildo in her ass, she made me wish it was my cock fucking her in her perfect ass.
'Oh, yeah, baby, stick that dildo deep in your ass, you sexy slut.'
It was when she started humping the mattress that I got an erection. Paul made me wish I had money. He made me wish I was rich and she made me wish I had Lola. Albeit the monster breasts, I'd do anything to have a wife who looked like her. My perfect woman, I wondered if she had a sister, an identical twin sister named Mona because after witnessing Lola's sexy show, I'd make Mona moan all day and all night long. Hell, I'd even do her mother, Fiona, if she had a mother named Fiona, especially if she looked anything like Lola, albeit an older version.
Lola, Lola, Lola, oh yeah, I'll be dreaming of Lola tonight. I love you Lola. I want you Lola. I have to have you Lola. Maybe after this enthusiastic show of her exhibitionism along with my voyeurism, she'll be open for a bit to a day of romance next month.
It wasn't until she got off the bed and stood to walk to the bedroom door to close it that I realized that the grass isn't always greener on the other side of the shrub. Expecting to see her bushy, trimmed, or bald pussy, I expected to take the image of her naked cunt to bed with me tonight to lick it. As I always have before, I expected to take her beautiful face and lips to bed with me to kiss them. Part of her whole package, I expected to take herd jumbo breasts to suck them. Instead, I couldn't believe my eyes.
I was shocked. I was broken hearted. I was crushed. My sexual desire for her was immediately extinguished.
'Lola!'
What? How can this be? No way! I don't believe it. Suddenly, Donovan singing Lola erupted my mind in song.
"She walked up to me and she asked me to dance.
I asked her name and in a dark brown voice she said, "Lola"
L-O-L-A Lola, lo lo lo Lola
Well, I'm not the world's most physical guy,
but when she squeezed me tight she nearly broke my spine
Oh my Lola, lo lo lo Lola, lo lo lo Lola
Well, I'm not dumb but I can't understand
why she walks like a woman and talks like a man
Oh my Lola, lo lo lo Lola, lo lo lo Lola
Well, I'm not the world's most passionate guy,
but when I looked in her eyes,
I almost fell for my Lola,
Lo lo lo Lola, lo lo lo Lola
Girls will be boys, and boys will be girls.
It's a mixed up, muddled up, shook up world,
except for Lola. Lo lo lo Lola. Lo lo lo Lola.
Well I'm not the world's most masculine man,
but I know what I am and that I'm a man,
so is Lola. Lo lo lo Lola. Lo lo lo Lola."
Lola isn't a woman. Lola is a man. Albeit a bit shrunken, Lola has a cock and testicles. That's just wrong. That's just nasty. How can a man have such an amazing ass and such a beautiful face and have a penis?
Someone that sexy and that beautiful, and someone with such an incredible ass can't be a man, can he? Can she? How can she be a he? As if my world was suddenly turned upside down, as if I suddenly stopped knowing right from wrong and black from white, and as if I could be swayed to become a gay man for the sake of making love to Lola, I was thinking about batting for the other team. Maybe I should start trimming my shrubs from the other side.
The grass may always seem greener on the other side of the hedge and sometimes it is. I'm living my life now as a gay man with Paul and Lola, real name Louis. We're happy, especially when I can explored Lola's perfect ass. I love it when she dresses up as a woman. I love watching her driving men insane by flashing them her panties in up skirts and/or teasing them with her tits in down blouses. Just as I didn't, no one would guess that Lola, L-O-L-A, was born a man.
THE END
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Chapter 03
Taking the lead of inappropriateness, mother crosses the incestuous line.
For me to suck and fuck his beautiful cock if only in my sleep when sexually fantasizing about sucking and fucking his cock, I needed to see it again. If I had a camera and knew that the flash wouldn't awaken him and embarrass the both of us, I'd take a picture of his magnificent prick. If I had a video camera, I'd take a video of his cock growing harder and bigger before popping out of his pajama bottoms as it did again. Now with the overhead light blazing in his eyes, he stirred but it was worth awakening him to see his big prick closer up and in the bright light again.
"Mom?" So enamored with his cock as if I was in a daze fingering my nipples and rubbing my clit through my nightgown, catching me by surprise, he looked back at me and nearly caught me masturbating. "What time is it?"
That would have been embarrassing if he had caught me masturbating or maybe subconsciously, I wanted him to catch me playing with myself. I'd love to masturbate together one day. I'd love for him to masturbate me while I masturbated him.
"It's after midnight," I said. He still had his eyes closed. I stood and walked over to him for a closer look of his exposed, erect dick without him seeing me staring, leering, and drooling over the sight of his big prick.
"How did it get so late? It was just ten o'clock," he said.
"You fell asleep," I said.
"I've been doing that a lot lately," he said. "I'm always so tired from school and work."
Already aroused and already wet from seeing his prick again while fingering my nipples and rubbing my clit again, my nipples were pushing against my nightgown and I knew by the focus stare of his eyes that he could clearly see them. As proud of my big nipples as I am of my big tits, I was glad that he obviously appreciated my tits and nipples as much as I did. Making me horny over all that I imagined he could see of me, he was looking at the impressions my nipples made in my nightgown. His stare sexually excited me that he could, no doubt, see the dark impressions my nipples made through the thin cotton material of my nightgown.
He was staring at my tits in the way I had been staring at his cock. He was sexually and incestuously lusting over me in the way I had been sexually and incestuously lusting over him. Being that it was late and I was so horny, desperately wanting to go to bed with him, I only wished he'd reach up and touch my tits before sucking my nipples. I'd love nothing more than to feel his hands and his lips on my breasts. Not wanting him to think of me as being the wicked incestuous bitch of a Mother, needing him to want me as much as I wanted him, I needed for him to make the first move.
"C'mon, it's time for bed," I said hoping he'd reach up his hand and feel me, touch me, and fondle my big breasts through my nightie.
I'd do anything for him to touch me. I don't anything for him to feel me. While laying there on the couch with me standing over him, I wondered if he could see my naked pussy up my short nightgown. I imagined he could. I imagined him sticking his hand beneath my nightgown and traveling up my shapely thigh before feeling me in between my legs. What would I do if he did that? Would I act shocked and surprised while stepping away from him or would I stand there and allow him to cup my naked pussy before fingering me?
Let me draw you a bath before bed, I wanted to say. As if you're my invalid patient and I'm your nurse, I'll wash your back, your chest, and your thighs while continuingly dropping the soap and searching for it between your legs. Allow me wash your dirty cock with my mouth, I wish I could have said. I'll come tuck you in, I wanted to say but I didn't say anything of those things.
While he was too busy staring at the impression my tits and erect nipples made in my nightgown, I was too busy staring at his exposed, erect prick. I was too preoccupied with the thoughts of having sex with my son. How dare I? How could I? What's wrong with me? I'm so immorally and immodestly wicked to be ogling my son in the way he's always ogled me.
"Okay," he said yawning and stretching
As soon as he closed his eyes again, I filled my horny eyes and overactive sexual brain with the sight of his erection again. His cock was so big. His cock was so hard. Once I stared long enough at it to record the image of it for later when I was alone and masturbating in my room, afraid that I could no longer control myself from touching his cock, stroking his cock, and sucking his cock, I jostled him again by pushing on his shoulder. Even though I so wanted to see it again and even though I was happy his cock was sticking out of his pajama bottoms, it was pure torture staring at his cock without being able to touch it, hold it, stroke it, suck it, and fuck it.
"James," I said no longer prolonging my moment of retiring him and his cock to bed. "C'mon, it's time for bed."
"Okay," he said again. "In a minute. I'm not sleeping. I'm just resting my eyes."
I sat back down in my chair again, only, this time, with my nightgown raised to mid thigh and my legs spread enough that when he turned his head to look at me, he'd have the perfect view of my pussy up my nightgown. When I said that it was time for bed, I imagined him retiring to my room. I imagined him climbing in bed with me. I imagined us kissing and touching before making love and before him spooning me while holding me and falling asleep.
I so wanted to touch him. I so wanted to feel him all over. I so wanted to wrap my fingers around him and stroke him. I so wanted to lean my head down and take him in my mouth. I wondered what he'd he say if I did that. I wondered what he'd do if I had done that. There's only one way to find out but I didn't dare have the perversity to lead my son down the dark path of incest and to play in the Devil's playground, not yet anyway.
"James," I said for the third time.
"Yes Mother?"
I wasn't going to say anything but, now or never, I was curious about his reaction to me knowing that I saw his cock. How hot is that to confront him with the fact that he's been flashing me? Holding the mirror up to him of a Mother having sex with her son, I wanted him to know that I've seen his erect cock.
"You're sticking out?" My last few seconds of seeing his cock before he put his beautiful toy away, I continued to stare.
"Sticking out?" He turned to look up at me but not before looking in between my legs at my exposed pussy. I saw him look and I knew he saw what I wanted him to see. Tit for that, if he was going to flash me his cock then I was going to flash him my pussy. I watched his cock pulsate in sexual delight at seeing his Mother's cunt. "What do you mean, sticking out?"
"Your penis is out of your pajamas. Your one eyed cock is staring right at me," I said with a laugh while giving him a Motherly smile.
"Oh, shit, sorry Mom," he said trying to bend his prick enough to stuff his cock back in his pajama bottom. Watching him struggle with his stiff prick while trying to bend his big prick to fit back in the small opening, I so wanted to help him by offering him my hand.
Not having considered it before, it was then that I wondered if he was flashing me his erect prick on purpose in the way that I was flashing him my naked pussy now. A Mother flashing her son and a son returning the favor by flashing his Mother, how perfect is that? Maybe he wanted me to see his cock as much as I wanted to see his cock. Maybe just as curious as I was to know what he'd do if I touched his cock, maybe he wanted to know what I do seeing his big prick?
Would I stare at his erection or would I look away? Would I touch him and take him in my hand to stroke him before taking him my mouth to suck and before accepting him in my pussy to fuck him? With my pussy in plain view too, would he stare at my cunt? Would he reach his hand in between my legs and touch me and finger me? I needed to know. With all of these thoughts going through my mind, he was my son, after all, and perhaps he was just as perverted as was his uncle, his cousin, and me, his Mother.
"It's okay," I said daring myself to confess my attraction to him and his beautiful cock. Sexually excited when I made my confession, I was glad that I told him how I really felt about seeing his prick. "You made a lonely, horny woman very happy," I said unable to let this opportunity pass me by as I have so many other times when he exposed himself to me whether accidental or on purpose.
How many times has he walked in on me while I was changing? How many times have I walked in on him while he was dressing? How many times has he walked in on me when I was showering on the pretense that he had to pee really bad. Knowing he'd come in the bathroom, I defogged the mirror so that he could see my naked body through the clear shower curtain by my reflection in the mirror. He must have drank a gallon of water because he always took a good, long look of my naked body while peeing.
"Mom! I'm so embarrassed and your cracking jokes," he said turning to look at my pussy again before looking up at my face. "I can't believe you saw my prick."
Tit for tat, I thought, pussy for cock. Incestuously daring myself to continue, I was on a role now. Dipping my toe in the deep, dark end of the incestuous pool, I was ready to dive in headlong if only he'd give me a gentle nudge. Ready to swim naked with him in forbidden waters, a sea where no Mother should swim with her son, I had enough of the sexy games of exhibitionism and voyeurism. I was ready to take the plunge and the next sexual step with my son, if only he was ready and if only he was willing.
"Who's joking? I've been horny ever since your father died. With you looking so much like your father, albeit a younger version of him," I said still staring at the huge erection his cock made in tenting his pajamas, "I found the sight of your erection sexually arousing. Then, when your cock popped out of your pajamas, I wanted to take you in my hand. I'm sorry, but I can't help myself from being sexually attracted to you? Incestuous thoughts between a Mother and son, albeit forbidden, are only normal. You can't judge me too harshly for only thinking what I'd love to do with you and your big prick," I said with a dirty laugh.
Oh my God. I did it now. I crossed the incestuous line and broke through the forbidden barrier. What have I done? Did I really confess my sexual attraction to my son? Never will our Mother and son relationship be the same. Nonetheless, glad that I started the ball rolling it was now or never. The ball is in his court now. Either he'd play my incestuous game by grabbing at the chance of having sex with me or he'd allow the opportunity I've given him to pass by pretending I never said that.
"Wait. Hold on. Back up?" Obviously he was taking the former path in exploring the possibility of having incestuous sex with me rather than the taking the latter route in ignoring all that I said. Recognizing the same look on his face that I see in my bathroom mirror when I'm horny, he looked at me with sexually excited wonderment. Suddenly, he looked at me in the way that I've been looking at him all of these times. "You're sexually attracted to me?"
Duh? I wanted to say. Just like every other man, I needed to hit him in the back of the head with a baseball bat for him to notice me noticing him.
"Yes," I said with a smile. "I'm only human James, especially when you're exposing your erection to me. It's been a long while since I've even seen a cock never mind touched a cock, held a cock, sucked a cock, and fucked a cock," I said looking at him looking at me with excitement as if telling him that I had just made chocolate cookies, his favorite. "I know it's wrong but I was tempted to touch you and had you not awakened, I may have. How would you feel if I was sitting here with my pussy exposed," I said lifting my nightgown higher and spreading my legs more for him to get a good look of his Mother's cunt.
Shocking even myself, I couldn't believe my brazen audacity. I couldn't believe my sexual depravity. I just flashed my son my pussy. What's fair for him is fair for me. If he's going to flash me his cock then I'm going to flash him my pussy.
"Mother! I never heard you talk like that and you just flashed your pussy to me," he said looking between my legs and staring at my exposed cunt.
"Oh," I said making no apologies.
I pulled my nightgown down a little and closed my legs a little but I didn't pull my nightgown down enough nor close my legs enough to deny my son another view if of his Mother's pussy if he wanted it. I wondered how much he could see of my cunt. I wondered if he could see my pubic hair. I wondered if he could see my pussy lips already glistening with sexual desire for him from seeing his cock. I'll be masturbating tonight, no doubt, over this impromptu flashing show.
"I'm sorry but my cock popping out of my pajamas was an accident," he said suddenly getting defensive and turning red with embarrassment.
"Every night we watch TV and you fall asleep. Then, as if to tease the incestuous lust that I have for you, every night you get an erection before your cock pops out of your pajama bottom. It seems to me that you have lots of accidents," I said with a suspicious smile.
I wanted to ask him if he was purposely flashing his cock to me but I didn't. I didn't want to inhibit him or to discourage his need to flash me his erect prick, if that was what he was doing. Maybe he's no different from me. He is my son after all. I spent my life flashing family, friends, and strangers my bra, panty, tits, and pussy, when I was his age.
"Sorry Mom," he said looking at me. "I had no idea." We stayed like that not talking and not moving with him on the couch and me in my chair. Then, he said, as if he had been thinking about our incestuous lust and allowing the raw, sexual images of our naked bodies flash across his mind before voicing them. "Incestuous lust? Really? You have incestuous lust for me?"
Now not even bothering to look up at my face, he looked back between my legs at my exposed pussy and smiled when looking up at me. Just as I knew he had been purposely flashing me his cock under the guise of accidentally flashing me, he now knew that I had been purposely flashing him my pussy under the guise of accidentally flashing him. He looked as if I had just complimented him when I was merely flashing him in the way that he had been flashing me.
Having flashed men my whole life, I couldn't believe I was now flashing my own son and he was flashing me. I've created the perfect incestuous scenario. Unless we were careless and broadcasted our incestuous lust for one another to our friends, no one would ever know what we did or didn't do behind closed doors. For sure, just as I would, my 40-year-old girlfriends would love to have sex with my 20-year-old son.
"I do have incestuous lust for you," I said glad to finally get this forbidden and hidden, incestuous lust off of my 36 D chest by my blatant confession. After only a bit of honest dialogue and accidental on purpose flashing, I was glad that incest was out in the open instead of hidden beneath the covers in the darkness of our separate bedrooms while we, no doubt, masturbated over one another.
"Every night? Really? Every night, I've been flashing you my cock in my sleep? Every night?"
"Yes," I said. "Every night I watch your cock harden in your pajamas before erecting itself enough to push through the opening in your pajamas."
"I had no idea," he said falling so silent with a long pause that I thought he fell back to sleep. "Just curious," he said looking at me.
"Curious about what?"
"What you thought about my cock?"
I smiled while allowing the vision of his naked, exposed, erect cock to flash before my eyes again before he stuffed himself back in his pajama bottom.
"You have a big, beautiful cock," I said, "just like your father."
"Did you..." he said stopping from saying what I suspected he was thinking.
I knew what he was too afraid to ask me the question. An accusation of incest, he wanted to ask me if I touched his cock while he slept. With already so much between us unspoken and with so much that I wanted to say, telling him the truth about my incestuous desire for him was my first step, even if I was forced to lead the way.
"Did I what?"
I watched him bite his lip with trepidation. Obviously he was a afraid to take the next step down the incestuous path. As any good Mother would, I too, it upon myself to finish his question for him.
"Um, I was just wondering..." he said looking again at my exposed pussy before looking up at me.
"While you were sleeping did I touch your cock? Is that what you wanted to ask me?" I watched him nod his head with downcast eyes. "Did I wrap my fingers around your big prick and stroke you before leaning down to take you in my mouth?" Suddenly his face was filled with sexual excitement, no doubt, by the thought that I sucked him in his sleep. "No," I said, "but I'm not going to lie to you. I wanted to touch you, stroke you, and suck you before fucking you."
"Mother please. Stop. That's enough. You're making me uncomfortable," he said.
Uncomfortable? He has no idea how uncomfortable I've been with him flashing me his cock never mind with him giving me the sexual fantasies I've been having while masturbating myself over the naked thoughts of him.
"Uncomfortably horny," I said, "or uncomfortably sickened by the thoughts of having an incestuous relationship with me, your Mother?"
Tempting fate, I was pushing the incestuous envelope now. I needed to know if he felt as insanely sexual about me as I did about him.
"Uncomfortably confused," he said falling silent again.
Giving him every chance to take the incestuous lead, I waited for him to speak. Enough of what I had to say, I needed to know what he had to say. Already knowing what I was thinking, I needed to know what he was thinking.
"What? Talk to me Jimmy. I'm your Mother. I'm the only woman that you can feel free to say anything to, other than when you marry and take a wife who's hopefully your best friend."
"I have all these feelings for you, Mom, feelings of love and," he said pausing again, "sexual feelings. To be honest, I don't know what to do with them all," he said. "Some feelings are good feelings for you and other feelings are despicable feelings towards you."
"Well, I'm sure that I'm not making you feel as uncomfortable as you've made me feel uncomfortable by seeing your cock night after night," I said not trying to diminish his sexual feelings towards me but hoping more to bond our sexual feelings together as one incestuous, sexual relationship. "I'd be lying if I didn't tell you that I so wanted to touch you, feel you, stroke you, suck, and fuck you but I'm your Mother and you're my son. That would be wrong for a Mother to touch her son in a sexual way," I said while wanting to add would it?
I wanted to ask him the question that I needed him to answer. How would he feel about having incestuous sex with his Mother? Would he want me in a sexual way or not? I needed to know. Maybe what we shared is just a sexual fantasy and nothing more. I looked at him as if waiting for him to give me permission for me to do all of the above, touch him, feel him, stroke him, suck him, and fuck him before continuing. I was hoping to encourage him to make the first move, even though I already did that with my incestuous, sexual confession.
"Yeah, I guess so," he said unconvincingly as if he was disappointed that I defined incestuous sex as wrong and, no doubt, he felt compelled to agree.
Now that it was still ajar and threatening to close, I needed to open the door of incest again before it closed again and closed forever this time.



To be continued...
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Susan meets Justin Bieber in an empty elevator.
It was late and Susan just wanted to go to bed after paying her last respects to her friend's mother who had died. It was an Irish funeral and there was as much drinking and laughing at her childhood friend Colleen's house as there were tears and sadness. Surely knowing that it would, she needed to get out of there before something happened, as always it did.
Even at a funeral, the same old thing happened with drunken men hitting on her. Whispering their inappropriate words in her ear, they squeezed her ass and groped her breasts. They never failed to show her the lust they had for her by putting her hand on their cocks through their pants when pushing her up against the wall and trying to kiss her. Even old, Father Monahan trying to corner her in a room alone was intent on getting her down on her knees to give her more than just his blessing.
Tired of fighting off men, she was tired of being sexually abused by drunken men and/or men who just wanted her for the night. She swore that the next man who touched her in an unwelcomed, sexual way would be sorry. Wishing and wanting to have a real loving relationship with a kind and caring man, she had enough of one night stands. Surely, being the good and attractive woman she is, there's someone out there for her.
She hasn't dated anyone since her divorce and before when she was the faithful wife, albeit pressured by her Ex to experience the swinging lifestyle. Her ex-husband was the one who wanted to watch her having sex with other men and woman. Only, when she did what he wanted her to do, he deemed her a slut and dumped her.
Thinking back now of her swinging days, it was more good than bad. She met a lot of nice people. Normal but for their abnormal and overactive libidos, she's glad she experienced that dark side of sexuality with having multiple partners while her husband watched, joined in, or masturbated in the corner.
With a watchful eye of every man around her at that late hour, she walked the four blocks to her hotel. It was cold but she didn't care. She didn't dare take a ride from anyone at the funeral. They were all too drunk to drive. Besides, having been down that road many times before when accepting a ride from someone, with desperate groping and forced kissing while exposing their cocks to her, once getting her alone, they all tried to get her to have sex with them in the car.
Spending the last hour with Colleen's friends and family singing old, Irish ballads and lullabies, she left there on a high note. Her apartment was stuffy with wall-to-wall people all talking at the same time and breathing in the same stale air. She needed some air and she needed to clear her mind of the alcohol before it was too late and she did something stupid with someone that she'd regret later. Eager to leave, she had enough and Colleen's apartment was too close to the hotel to even bother taking a cab. Besides, being that she had a little too much to drink too, the chill of the night air felt good.
Finally alone with her thoughts, she remembered Colleen's mother, Maureen, and how kind she had been to her through the years. After losing contact with her friend for so many years, she was sad to receive the phone call from Colleen that her mother had passed. Much has happened since the good old days when she'd walk over the bridge from Boston to meet Colleen in a South Boston bar to hopefully meet someone nice from the old neighborhood.
Now, after her marriage and subsequent divorce, she was alone. Then, after losing her job, being unemployed for a long time, and then losing everything in a flood, sometimes she wished she was dead too. Living life, on the other hand, has been hard, very hard. Compared to living, dying was easy. Yet, knowing there were so many others worse off, she was lucky that she had her health.
Now living in the cramped space of a spare bedroom in a house owned by a kind Mennonite woman, better than sleeping in a shelter, eating in a mission, and roaming the unsafe streets of downtown Harrisburg as she did this time last year, she was lucky to have a roof over her head. Yet, feeling suffocated and trapped in the middle of nowhere on a farm with no one to talk to, sometimes she felt as if she was a prisoner in a minimum security women's prison with Margret, her hostess as her warden. Her own worst enemy by allowing the stress of her situation to get to her, she needed to get her life back. She needed a job and her own apartment.
Always trying to fix her up with one of her four sons, her mind suddenly flooded with Colleen's mother telling everyone how pretty she was while making her feel so very special and so very loved whenever she was in her friend's house. Unlike her selfish, self-centered, and self-absorbed mother, Maureen was a kind and selfless mother. That was then and this is now. Times have changed and life must continue even if it meant continuing without Colleen's mother.
No one made a big deal over her any more in the way that Colleen's mother had, except for men who wanted to fuck her and men who wanted her to suck them. It was the same, sad, old story with men. All the men she ever met were married or divorced with one foot in the past and the other in the present. Content just to sexually use and abuse her, none of the men she knew were wanted to leave their wives enough to put a ring on her finger. Filling a role and a need, she was nothing more than a little something on the side. Overdue for a stroke of luck before experiencing a stroke herself from being so alone, she wished something good would happen to her.
There was a limousine pulling away from the curb of the hotel when she walked up to the front door. She wished someone would whisk her away in a limousine. Pretending that she was someone special to somebody, she wished someone would take her out on the town and treat her to dinner and a movie. She wondered who was in the limousine or who they dropped off at the hotel.
It was a swanky hotel, a place she could never afford if Colleen hadn't paid for her bus fare and hotel room. She wished her life was different. She wished she was rich. She'd love to have a wedding reception here. She wished she had married better. Married to a Boston cop who made good money between overtime, special detail duty, and court appearances, she wished she had Colleen's life.
Somehow life isn't always fair and things don't work out as planned. While Colleen always struggled in school, it's funny how Susan was always the smart one, the one who excelled in school, the one who's now drowning in unpaid student loans for the sake of graduating college in the hopes of getting a better job and having a better life. Even though she worked hard to obtain her American dream life, it's somehow oxymoronic that she's still unemployed, still homeless, and still living in the spare bedroom of a kind Mennonite woman. Now Colleen, barely a high school graduate, has everything that she wanted, a good husband, a happy marriage, three children, and a nice home, while she has nothing and no one.
Susan walked through the revolving shiny brass and glass doors and through the huge chandeliered lit lobby of the hotel. Reverberating off the marble walls to fill the high ceilings as if she was arriving late for Sunday mass, her heels echoed her notice on the Travertine tiles that she had arrived, even though she hadn't. Nothing more than an interloper, a fake, a phony, and a fraud, her travel expenses were paid by Colleen for her to be here to pay her last respects to her friend's deceased mother.
The hotel, except for the doorman out front, and except for the desk clerk in the lobby, was empty. Everyone who was supposed to arrive had arrived before everyone who was supposed to leave filled the lobby to leave in the morning. No doubt, all the guests were in their rooms having sex, watching television, or sleeping.
With an entire bank of empty elevators waiting for her, as if destine to take this particular elevator at this particular time, Susan walked on an elevator that the doors were already open. There was a kid wearing a black, leather jacket leaning innocuously against the back wall. She took note of him but didn't get a good look at him because he had a head full of long hair and had his head down as if he was drunk on alcohol, high on drugs, and/or sleeping. She pushed her floor and the elevator doors closed. She pushed her floor again when the elevator wasn't moving.
"The elevator isn't moving," she said obviously waking him up when he yawned and stretched to the man behind her.
"Don't you know who I am?" He looked up at her and smiled.
"Should I know who you are?" She looked at him with the attitude of a woman who just wanted to go to bed alone.
"Yeah," he said. "My face is plastered everywhere."
He pushed his hair out of his beady, brown eyes and looked at her with his pearly, white teeth. He was just a kid. He couldn't have been more than twenty-years-old and 5'7" tall. With her high heels and hair up, she towered over him by six inches.
"No, I don't know who you are but you look a little like Justin Bieber," she said with a laugh. "Sorry, if I insulted you by saying you looked like that goofball," she said.
"I am Justin Bieber," he said striking a pose. "I accept your apology," he said with a bow.
"No kidding. Wow. Every teenyboppers' fantasy, I'm trapped in an elevator with Justin Bieber," she laughing before looking from him to stare at the closed elevator doors. "What should we do? Should we press something or call someone? There's usually a phone to call security," she said looking back at him in her inebriated fog before helplessly staring at the elevator panel.
Justin walked past her to insert his key to his penthouse suite. The elevator silently moved. Bypassing her floor, the elevator suddenly became an express elevator to the top
"You're very good looking for an old broad," he said leaning in to sniff her hair as if he was a dog and she was something to eat or hump. "You smell like cigarettes and whiskey. You smell like I do when I do Vegas," he said with a laugh.
"Thank you for your rude comment but I'm hardly old and I'm not a broad," she said insulted. "I just turned forty in July."
"You're old to me," he said. "I'll be nineteen on March first."
"Wow. Nineteen. You make me feel so old," she said watching the lights flash as the elevator climbed higher. "Where are you taking me?"
"To my penthouse suite."
"The penthouse? I've never been in a penthouse suite," she said looking at him. "How expensive is that?"
"I stay here for free."
"Free? You do?" She looked at him impressed. "What do you perform for the hotel in exchange for your room?"
"I own the hotel," he said beaming with pride.
"You own this hotel," she said with a laugh, "or does your daddy own this hotel?"
"My Dad's been out of my life for a long time," he said with hard to hide sadness. "It's just me and my Mom now. We're a team. We're always together. We're inseparable," he said looking her over real good before a look of anger controlled his face. "My Mom had be buy the hotel as an investment should my fifteen minutes of fame end and my career not continue," he said with a smile.
"You're Mom's a smart woman. The public is fickle when it comes to celebrities," she said. "Here today and gone to tomorrow.
"My Mom makes mistakes. She's not so smart, especially when it comes to men," he said acting as if he was jealous that his mom had a man in her life other than him.
She's no psychiatrist but if she was a doctor, her diagnosis would be was that he was a bit too attached to his mother.
Reading the sudden look of jealous anger that consumed his face, she figured there was an incestuous story there to tell. Somehow, she could just hear him say, 'I love you Mommy.' Yet, meaning it in the way that a man loves a woman and not in the way that a son should love his mother, she could only imagine how fucked up he was to travel the country with his mother alone as if he was still a boy instead of a man.
"What are you doing? You went by my floor," she said already forgetting that he told her that he was taking her to his penthouse. "My room is on the sixth floor, not the thirtieth," she said looking up at the numbers climbing before turning to confront him. "Where are you taking me?"
"I thought you'd like to see my suite and maybe have a drink," he said giving her the eye.
"I'll come see your place but I'll take a rain check on the drink. You're not old enough to legally drink and I already had enough to drink. I just came from an Irish funeral. My best friend's mother died," she said. "The reason why I smell like cigarettes and whiskey," she said pulling her hair forward to smell it.
"My condolences. If you give me her address later, I'll send flowers," he said.
"Thank you," she said.
"You can take a shower at my place," he said with excitement.
"I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you?" She looked at him with certainty that he was a pervert. "Me showering in one of the many bathrooms of your suite, I don't think so. What do you have them all wired with video cameras to watch me undress and shower?"
"No, not at all. You have me all wrong. I'm nothing like that," he said.
"Well, here we are," he said when the elevator doors parted.
Easily 6,000 square feet, a two story mansion sized, luxury apartment on the very top of a swanky hotel, she never imagined there was a suite as big as this atop a hotel. Having never been in a penthouse suite before, she was eager to take a tour. It wasn't until she saw his wall of photos of himself with celebrities and a whole wall of trophies and awards that she not only recognized him but also believed him that he was Justin Bieber. The reality of who he was took hold of her as if she was a star struck teenager.
"I don't believe it. You're Justin Bieber," she said.
"In the flesh," he said fixing his hair while staring at himself in the mirror.
"I never liked you. I don't know why but I always figured you for a pervert," she said seeing the hurt in his eyes. "I'm sorry. That's not me talking. That's the alcohol. Alcohol for me is like a truth serum. I can't tell a lie and am brutally honest."
"Would you do me a big favor?"
"What?"
"Would you go to bed with me?"
"Pardon?"
"Would you sleep with me?"
"No," she said wrapping her arms around herself. "I won't sleep with you," she said looking at him as if he was Quasimodo or Victor Hugo's Hunchback of Notre Dame.
"Why not?" He looked at her with interest as if she was the answer to his dreams.
"Because I'm old enough to be your mother and you're young enough to be my son. Eww. I'm no cougar," she said. "Just the thought of having sex with a nineteen-year-old makes my skin crawl," she said.
"Sex is not part of the equation. Just as you don't want to have sex with me. I don't want to have sex with you. I just want to sleep," he said.
"Sleep? Yeah, sure, been there and done that before. I'm just tired and want to take a nap is what they all say," she said. "Then once you get me in bed it's a wrestling match."
"Listen honey, I have money, lots and lots of money. I can give you whatever you want and whatever you need but more importantly, I can give you all those things that you don't really need, such as, cars, trips, jewelry, furs, furniture, and more shoes," he said with a laugh before suddenly looking sad.
"Why would you buy me things when I won't have sex with you?" She looked at him with curiosity.
"Seriously, I just want to get a good night's sleep. If you just spend the night with me to keep me company, you'd make me happy and I'd be very generously grateful for the favor of your company. I hate being alone. I don't want to be alone. I can't sleep when I'm alone," he said.
"Where's your mother?" She looked around him.
"My Mom's not here. She stayed home this trip," he said tensing. "She's been seeing someone and, suddenly, she doesn't have time for me," he said banging his fist with anger on a table.
"Yeah, well, what I don't need is you, your drama, and whatever is going on between you and your mother. So if you could unlock the elevator door, I'd like to leave please," she said with authority.
He looked around his suite as if she wasn't even there and spoke as if talking to himself.
"Look at all this stuff. Suddenly, I feel a little like Michael Jackson. No one needs all this stuff." He looked at her standing by the elevator and ready to bolt. "Do you know how many cars I have?" He looked as if waiting for her to guess before looking away.
"I don't have a clue how many cars you have. Can I please leave now?"
"I have too many cars to count, a Bentley, a custom Cadillac, a Ferrari, Lamborghini, and a Porsche just to name a few. Answer me one question," he said looking at her again. "Why do I have so many cars when I only need the one car?"
"I really don't care," she said.
"I never thought I'd reach a point where I no longer wanted anything and I've done that already when I'm not even 19-years-old. Already bored with life, what am I supposed to do now?" He looked to her for answers and when she didn't give him an answer, he asked her another question. "More importantly, what am I supposed to do later in my life?"
He was pathetic and she somehow felt sorry for the poor, rich man.
"Everyone wants something Justin. May I call you Justin?"
"Yes, of course. What's your name? So wrapped up in myself, I don't even know your name," he said.
"Susan. Susan Jill Parker," she said holding her hand out to shake his hand.
"Even the very wealthy want something," said Susan talking to him as if she was his mother instead of a stranger, a woman he just met. "Just ask yourself what do you want? What do you really want in life? For someone who already has everything and who could have anything, I have more than you do because I have myself and I happen to like who I am," she said.
"I can see that about you. I like you," he said. "You exude confidence. You know what to do in any situation, which is why I want you to spend the night with me."
"If you think that you can pay me money to have sex with you, then you can forget about that," she said giving him a vile look. "I'm not a whore. I'm not a prostitute. Besides, you're half my age. I don't have sex with minors."
"I'm not a minor." he said. "I'll be nineteen in six weeks. Besides, don't flatter yourself. I don't want to have sex with you. I'd rather have sex with a woman my age. Besides, I have a girlfriend."
"Then, I don't understand," she said looking at him with a motherly look. "Why do you want me to sleep with you when you prefer women your age and when you have a girlfriend?"
"Because, obviously, I want my mother. I want my mommy. Since she's not here, I'll pay you to take her place," he said as if he was a little boy lost and trapped in the body of a 19-year-old soon to be a man.
"You have a funny way of showing you don't want to have sex with me by offering me money to spend the night with you," she said just now appreciating the fact that Justin Bieber asked her to sleep with him.
"I'm sorry," he said. "That was wrong for me to disrespect you like that. Sometimes I come off too strong. I think everything and everyone is for sale and that I can have whatever I want, whenever I want it. Please forgive me," he said looking at her. "I need your help."
"My help? Me help you? Why should I? Why me?"
"Because you're beautiful, sexy, shapely, and older than me. Even though you look nothing like my mother, you're more my Mom's age," he said.
"Your Mom? You have a crush on your Mom?"
"Crush? I wouldn't call what we have a crush. I'd more call it a sexual, incestuous relationship," he said with a laugh and without embarrassment.



"Eww," said Susan. "You have sex with your mother?"
"Not all the time and even less now that she's taken up with that dirty bastard, Chris Harrison? He left his wife to be with my mother."
"Chris Harrison of the Bachelor and Bachelorette shows and the Miss America beauty pageant? That Chris Harrison?"
"Yeah, he's the asshole who stole my Mom from me. Anyway," he said looking at her, "most times we just sleep together and that's where you come in," he said.
"What do you mean?"
"I can't sleep. I haven't slept for two days. I need my mother with me to sleep," he said. "Please just sleep with me without sex."
"No, I can't do that," she said, "sleep with you for the sake of sleeping with you. I don't know which is worse, sleeping with you or having sex with you," she said with a laugh.
"I believe that there's a reason for everything and the reason why you stepped in that elevator at that moment was to comfort me," he said with a confident smile.
"Comfort you? I don't even know you," she said. "How can I possibly comfort you? Moreover, you have some serious psychological issues if you think that the entire universe revolves around you and your mother."
"I'll pay you fifty-thousand-dollars to sleep with me," he said reaching in his jacket pocket and writing out a check for fifty-thousand-dollars.
"I don't care how much money you offer me, I already told you that I'm not having sex with you," she said.
"I'm not asking you for sex. I just need some sleep. Please. Seriously, I haven't slept in two days. I can't sleep without my Mom there to hold me," he said. "Please, I need your help. I desperately need some sleep. I have a big concert tomorrow night and I'm so very tired. Please?"
"Okay," she said taking the check from his hand, "but we just sleep."
"Yes," he said.
"No sex," she said.
"No sex," he said.
To be continued...
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This is a Valentine's Day contest story. Please vote.
*
An indecent proposal to his mother, sister, mother-in-law, and sister-in-law, a man wins the Power Ball jackpot on Valentine's Day and offers to trade money for sex.
Johnny was a family man. A faithful husband and a good father, he provided well for his family. A good Christian, he was a God fearing man. Married with children, two sons, he loved his immediate family and his extended family equally as well. Unfortunately, as do we all, John had a dark side, a hidden secret, and a sordid sexual past. His secret was the incestuous sexual lust that he had for his mother and sister and the forbidden sexual desire that he had for his mother-in-law and sister-in-law. In the way that President Jimmy Carter did and so many men do when perusing the latest issue of Playboy, Johnny lusted over women other than his wife, especially the women that he was forbidden to have, his sexy female relatives.
"Oh, the shame of a man lusting over a woman that's not his wife but worse when lusting over women that are his blood relatives and relatives by marriage."
How could he? Why does he? Say it's not so. How dare a man lust over another woman other than his small breasted, plain Jane wife. Say that incest and forbidden lust doesn't exist. Thou shall not commit adultery. Thou shalt not covet thou neighbor's wife.
Odd that even though the tenth commandment reads, 'Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's house. Thou shalt not covet they neighbor's wife, nor his manservant, nor his maidservant, nor his ox, nor his ass, nor anything that is thy neighbor's,' there's nothing there about a woman coveting a neighbor's husband.
At the end of the tenth commandment there is an all inclusive passage that 'thou shalt not covet anything that is thy neighbor's.'
I guess that's where the women coveting someone else's husband comes into play. Nonetheless, most of us don't have a manservant, a maidservant, an ox, or an ass. It's safe to assume that I'd never covet my neighbor's maidservant, ox, and/or ass in the way that I may covet thy neighbor's wife and/or manservant. I think after all this time, we need new commandments, something that includes watching too much TV, spending too much time texting on our cell phones, playing too many video games, reading too much pornography, and writing too much erotica.
'Thou shall not spend too much time reading Literotica. Also, 'Thou shalt not write about a woman sucketh a man's cocketh or about a man fucketh a woman up the asseth unless that man and woman are married...to one another.'
Anyway, back to the story...
As much as Johnny loved his wife, Carol, his mother, Linda, and his sister, Anne, he also loved his mother-in-law, Marianne, and his sister-in-law, Samantha. Only, as much as he loved the women of his family, he lusted over the women of his family. Being that he was a man and a weak man at that, when it comes to incestuous and sexual lust, he couldn't help himself. Night and day, every day and especially every night, when he wasn't masturbating over his foxy mother and pretty sister, he was masturbating over his hot mother-in-law and sexy sister-in-law. Filled with sexual lust with the deep rooted yearning of needing to intimately and sexually experience the women who comprised his family, John was incorrigible in his lust and unrelenting in his sexual desire for his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law.
"I wish I could fuck them all," he said as he stroked his cock upstairs while his wife was watching Desperate Housewives downstairs. "I wish they'd all suck me. It's a good thing there isn't a commandment about, 'Thou shall not have incestuous sex with your mother and your sister and forbidden sex with your mother-in-law and sister-in-law,' because I'd be on the fast track to Hell."
Knowing his sexual fantasies would never come true and knowing they were nothing more than just sexual fantasies, he extended his masturbation sessions to masturbate over other females in his life. Being that his life was filled with hot females, surrounded by them and sexually lusting over them all, he wished his wife was as hot. He wished his wife was prettier. He wish his wife had bigger tits. He wished his wife was sexier. He wished his wife would suck his cock more often and when she did suck his cock, he wished she'd allow him to cum in her mouth instead of all over her tits. He wished his wife was hot enough to lust over and masturbate over while imagining her naked and on her knees before him in the way that he lusted and masturbated over every female who crossed his path.
He masturbated over his female doctor, his dentist, his dental hygienist, his hairstylist, his deli worker, his supermarket cashier, his mail woman, and his dog groomer. His life was surrounded by hot women, that is, until he came home to his plain Jane, small breasted wife. Except for his wife, there wasn't a woman he knew who was safe from him lusting and masturbating over them. If only his wife was as hot as all the women in his life, he'd never lust over another woman again. If only his wife had one redeeming sexual quality that he could hang onto that would make him lust over her but she had none.
For the life of him, sadly, he didn't know why he married her. She seldom gave him a blowjob and when she did give him a blowjob, she didn't allow him to cum in her mouth, never mind swallowing his cum. Always the same, she pulled his cock from her mouth to ejaculate on her tits..
Alas, while imagining seeing all the women in his life in their bras and panties, while imagining them all naked and while imagining having sex with everyone of them, he masturbated over every woman he knew. Maybe if his wife gave him more sex and maybe if his wife gave him what he so wanted, a blowjob where she allowed him to cum in her mouth and she swallowed, he wouldn't lust and masturbate over other women. What was once a request, blowjobs and the lack thereof, had become a monumental issue between them.
She seldom sucked his cock and she never allowed him to cum in her mouth, forget about her swallowing his cum. Always, she pulled him out of her mouth before he was about to cum in her cock sucking virginal mouth for him to ejaculate over her small tits. Just once, he wished he had the balls to put a hard hand to the back of her head and force her to allow him to cum in his mouth and not let go of her head until she swallowed. Only, knowing her as he did, she'd probably bite down on his cock.
He didn't want to ejaculate over her small tits. He was tired of ejaculating all over her small tits. He hated ejaculating on her small tits. He wanted to ejaculate in her mouth. Ejaculating over her small breasts was like kissing his sister.
"Oh, if only I could convince my sister to blow me. Being that she has a tramp stamp on her lower back and a piercing on her tongue, I bet she sucks cock. I bet she'd allow me to cum in her mouth instead of on her big tits."
If only his wife would swallow his cum, maybe he wouldn't lust and masturbate over other women. No doubt, figuring that they were all cocksuckers and would all allow him to cum in their mouths, he imagined his bevy of women, his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law, that appeared in his nightly sexual fantasies on their knees and naked while blowing him. Making the sounds that all men love to hear when they're being blown to show that the woman are enjoying sucking them as much as they're enjoying being sucked, he imagined how they'd act and sound like in bed when he had his cock buried deep inside their mouths or pussies.
Sadly and unfortunately, knowing he'd never have sex with any of them, he had grown accustomed to lusting over women from afar while masturbating. Then, one day, Valentine's Day, his life suddenly changed for the better when he won ten-million dollars in the Power Ball lottery. If only he had won the Power Ball when it was a bigger jackpot, such as the week before when a man from New York and a man from California won and split a two-hundred-million dollar jackpot. Why are the big winners always from New York and California? Ah, ten million dollars is better than nothing, he thought to himself, that is, until he discovered how little he'd have left after the cash payout and after paying taxes. Nonetheless, he thanked God for his good fortune.
"Thank you Jesus!"
Where most normal men would think of buying the mundane things with all that money, things that they could never afford otherwise, such as a house, a new car or a new truck, a big screen TV, new golf clubs, and/or a boat, his thoughts were more sexual than material. Wanting to get the most bang for his lottery winnings buck, he wondered what he could do sexually with all of that money. Sure he could have sex with prostitutes and call girls until he contracted a sexual disease and his cock fell off, but he needed more than just having sex with a stranger. What fun is that? Okay having sex with a stranger is fun but he needed to satisfy the incestuous lust and the forbidden desire he had to bed other women, especially those women in his immediate family, his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law. Maybe, somehow, he could use his lottery winnings to accomplish his sexual cravings.
He may be a God fearing man, a family man, and a good man but he wasn't a fool. He knew that money tempted lots of people and he wondered if money would temp his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law to have sex with him. Being that it was Valentine's day, thinking of himself as Cupid, only a more pornographic and incestuous kind of Cupid, one filled with more sexual lust than with romantic love, his dream was to have incestuous and forbidden sex with his female family members. Suddenly filled with good will towards women, especially being that it was Valentine's Day, the day of love, worth a try and with nothing to lose but his money, he had a plan.
Immediately sharing his good fortune with his wife, he told her that he only won one-million dollars instead of ten-million dollars and received a mere four-hundred-thousand dollars after taking the cash payout and paying the taxes instead of the four-million dollars that he received. Needing her to put him high up on her pedestal, a lofty position he never held before, so that she'd leave him the fuck alone to implement his plan to bed his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister, he gave all of that money, four-hundred-thousand dollars, to his wife. Now a hero in her eyes that her loving husband, a man that she refused to suck his cock and have him cum in her mouth, would give her all of his lottery winnings, she was happy...eventually. Yet, just wanting to keep her quiet, he had ulterior motives for the rest of the undisclosed money.
* * * * *
"Happy Valentine's Day Honey. This is for you," he said handing her a Valentine's Day card.
"What the Hell is this?" She held the Valentine's Day card as if her palm was a scale and she was weighing it. "It's a little light," she said in a voice that could remove paint from a wall. "No gift card to the Olive Garden or to the Red Lobster, is there nothing else in here but a Hallmark Valentine's Day card?" She looked at him and held the Valentine's Day card up by the corner as if it was covered in excrement. "No flowers? No candy? The last of the big spenders, you bought me just a lousy Valentine's Day card? How could you! How dare you!"
"Open it," he said.
"I can't believe you didn't even buy me a gift card to the Olive Garden or to Red Lobster?" She gave him her unhappy wife look, the look that he's grown to hate, and the look that she gives him whenever he forgets her birthday or anniversary and especially when he asks her for a blowjob. "It's Valentine's Day and you didn't even give me gift certificate to the beauty salon for me to have a makeover."
She'd have to go to a plastic surgeon for breast implants, a face lift, and liposuction to complete her makeover instead of just a mere beauty salon he thought to himself without verbalizing it.
"Just open the card honey," he said smiling at her. "Happy Valentine's Day," he said leaning in to give her a kiss but kissing her cheek when she turned her lips away from him.
'Bitch,' he thought to himself.
"After all I've done for you to make your life easier by cooking, cleaning, and picking up after you," she said feeling the envelope for a gift card before waving the unopened card in his face and before tossing the Valentine's Day card in the trash. "How dare you! You son of a bitch. You dirty motherfucker. You're such a cheap bastard John," she said with a hurt look on her face and with tears in her eyes.
"Happy Valentine's Day sweetie," he said retrieving the card from the trash and handing it to her again. "Sorry but busy with other things, I didn't have time to buy you flowers, candy, and/or pick up a gift card to the Olive Garden or to Red Lobster and/or a gift certificate to the beauty salon. Just open the card honey and you'll understand why I only bought you a lousy Valentine's Day card," he said with an excited laugh.
As soon as she opened the Valentine's card her attitude changed. It was as if the four-hundred-thousand dollar check turned on a switch that changed her from a shrew to a diva. Only, her excitement didn't last very long. She looked up at him while holding the card in her hand with a confused look of not knowing if she should believe him or not.
"What's this? A check for four-hundred-thousand dollars? Ha! Ha! Very funny," she said about to rip up the check.
"No! Don't! It's real," he said smiling wildly. "It's a real check with money behind it for you to cash it and spend the money however you'd like."
"It is?" She studied the check before studying him. "Where'd you get this kind of money?" An ungrateful little shrew, she waved the check in front of his face. "Have you been gambling again? What did I tell you about gambling all of our--"
"I didn't go to the casino," he said wanting to say her name but unable to remember it. "I won a million bucks in the Power Ball."
"A million bucks?" Not trusting him, she looked at him as if he was cheating her. "Where's the rest of the money? There's only four-hundred-thousand dollars here."
"What rest?" He laughed. "That's all of it. That's all there is," he said turning out his pockets and looking at her with sad eyes. "That's what's left of the money after taking the cash payout and paying federal and state taxes."
He watched her staring at the check as if it was a trick and one that would self-implode or internally combust.
"I'm grateful for the four-hundred-thousand dollars John but they really fuck people over when winning the lottery, don't they? What a load of crap. It's all a bunch of false advertising when they tell suckers that they've won a million bucks and walk away with only 40% of that. Bastards! Cocksuckers! Sons of bitches! How dare they!"
"It isn't fair, sweetie, that the lottery takes so much from their cash payout before the federal and state take their cuts too, but think of it as free money," he said. He took her by the shoulders and looked deeply in her dimwitted eyes while brushing back her stringy, mousey, brown hair from her plain Jane face before reaching down to cup her tiny, A cup tits in his big hand through her padded bra.
"Thank you but why are you giving me all of your lottery winnings. This isn't like you John when you always take the last cookie and/or the last bit of ice cream to make yourself a treat without asking me if I'd like some," she said eyeing him with suspicion.
"For all that you do for me," he said laying on thick, "I'm giving all of my lottery winnings as my special Valentine's Day gift of love to you and for you to do whatever your heart desires and to buy whatever you want," he said kissing her on the lips before hugging her. "I love you..." he said pausing while trying to think of her name, "...Carol."
"Oh, honey," she said, no doubt climbing the ladder in her mind to place him high up on her pedestal while thinking that he was such a sweet and generous husband. She fell in his arms and kissed him passionately before looking up at him with sexual excitement that he's never, ever seen her give him before. "Thank you," she said.
"You welcome. The pleasure is all mine," he said while thinking of bedding his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law.
"As my special gift to you for Valentine's Day, my dear, sweet husband," she said reaching down to feel his cock through his pants. "How would you like a Valentine's Day blowjob?" She looked at him with expectant eyes as if there was a two for one sale at Wal-Mart.
"A blowjob?" An unexpected pleasure, he never thought his wife would ever volunteer to suck his cock. His Honeymoon fifteen, long years ago was the last time she volunteered to blow him and even then, she didn't even finish the job.
"Would you like me to suck your cock as my Valentine's Day gift to you?" She reached her hand down and cupped his testicles through his pants while giving him a sexual wink. "Would you like to hump my mouth and fuck my face?" She ran a slow tongue across her tight, thin lips.
"A Valentine's Day blowjob? Seriously? You'll blow me for Valentine's Day? Are you kidding me?" He looked at his beloved wife with shocked, sexual surprised and lustful anticipation of receiving a Valentine's Day blowjob.
"Absolutely," she said. "I'd love to suck the cock of my beloved husband on Valentine's Day, the day of romance, love, and sex."
"Sure," he said not one to turn down a free blowjob that actually cost him four-hundred-thousand dollars. "I'd love for you to suck my cock...Carol," he said momentarily forgetting her name again. "You haven't sucked my cock since Heath Leger died when you stopped saving yourself for him and gave up all hopes of ever marrying him," he said with a smirk.
"Yeah, well, the joker is dead and you're my new reality hero now," she said falling to her knees, unzipping him, and taking out his cock to suck him. "You can even cum in my mouth," she said looking up at him with her beady, little, brown eyes. "Would you like that John? Would you like to cum in my mouth? I'll swallow you too," she said licking his cock while pumping his prick before stuffing his big cock in her mouth and while still looking up at him.
Instead of his wife, he imagined his mother feeling his cock through his pants. Instead of his wife, he imagined his sister asking him if he wanted a blowjob. Instead of his wife, he imagined his mother-in-law asking if he wanted to cum in her mouth. Instead of his wife, he imagined his sister-in-law telling him she'd swallow him before sucking him. Four women he'd rather have blowing him than his wife, he'd be happier if he were with any one of them. Yet, in the way of the grass is always greener, he wondered if he was with his mother, sister, mother-in-law, of sister-in-law, if he'd be lusting over his wife, whatever her name is, instead of in the way that he's not lusting over her now.
Finally, after being married to what's her name for fifteen years, he found the key to unlocking his wife's passion, money, lots of money, something, no doubt, that Donald Trump and Hugh Hefner have known all along for years. Finally, it took him to win the lottery for him to uncover their secret now. Finally, it took him to give her four-hundred-thousand dollars for her to blow him, allow him to cum in her mouth, and swallow.
"Cum in your mouth? Seriously? I can cum in your mouth for Valentine's Day? No way. And you'll swallow me too? No way. I can't believe this. This is the best Valentine's Day of my life," he said putting a gentle hand behind his wife's head.



"Absolutely you can cum in my mouth and I'll swallow you too John," she said nodding her head yes as if she was a bobble doll and as if she needed the extraneous nodding movement of her head to reinforce her verbal answer in the affirmative. "It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth and if I didn't swallow," she said with a shrewish kind of laugh.
With no redeeming qualities and with nothing attractive about her, he really hated her laugh. It was then that he realized having never cummed in her mouth before, always cumming in her hand or on her tits that she's never given him a real blowjob. Then, again, he's never given her a check for four-hundred-thousand dollars either. If he knew this before, facing the consequences and dealing with the repercussions later, he would have given her a rubber check for the sake of her blowing him and swallowing him a long time ago.
"What's gotten come you? In all the Valentine's Days we've celebrated together, you've never given me a blowjob on Valentine's Day. And even on those rare occasions when you sucked my cock, no doubt, while thinking of Keith Ledger, you never allowed me to cum in your mouth, forget about you swallowing me. I don't get it. Why now?"
He looked at her as if she was going to back out of her promise to blow him and to allow him to cum in her mouth. He looked at her in the way that she was looking at the check and disbelieving that it was real.
"Duh, silly. You've never given me a check for four-hundred-thousand dollars before either," she said looking at him with a smile. "You giving me a check for four-hundred-thousand dollars on Valentine's Day, of all days, gave me an epiphany John. I've been neglecting my wifely duties," she said sucking him while stroking him before removing him from her mouth to speak. "I've been taking you for granted. I haven't given you the sexual pleasure that you so deserve," she said teasing his cock with her tongue before taking him in her mouth again.
It was then that he had an epiphany himself when realizing that he held all of the power. Money is power after all. After giving his wife one-million dollars, actually four-hundred-thousand dollars after the cash payout and taxes, he still had nine-million dollars, actually, three-million-six-hundred-thousand dollars after taking the cash payout and paying taxes. When it came to money for sex, he wondered if all women were so mercenary or if it was just his wife who was such a money grubbing bitch. When all the other lottery winners had no imagination and boringly announced that they were going to quit their jobs, buy a house, a new car, and take a world vacation, John's fantasy was to have sex with all the women he's been sexually fantasizing and lusting over while masturbating.
Never having physically cheated on his wife, just mentally, and being that he was married for so long, he didn't know many woman outside of his family and extended family. Tired over just lusting over women, after having a steady diet of sexual frustration and blue balls with his wife, Connie...Camille...Carol, yeah, that's her name, he was curious what it would be like to have sex with another woman. Wanting to have an affair, the only women he'd dare approach were the only women he knew, his mother, Linda, his sister, Anne, his mother-in-law, Marianne, and his sister-in-law, Samantha. First things first and not wasting any time, he decided to test his mother. A dangerous plan and one that could backfire on him to ruin everything, nonetheless, he decided to solicit his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law for sex. In the realm of you don't ask, you don't get, he hoped that his money would open the door for him to have an intimate, albeit incestuous, sexual relationship with his mother and sister and a forbidden, sexual relationship with his mother-in-law and sister-in-law.
* * * * *
"Hi John. How are you? What are you doing here? You never visit me," said his mother hugging him and giving him a kiss. "Is there something wrong? Is everything alright? How's Carol?"
"Who?"
"Your wife?"
"Oh, she's good," he said. "I just wanted to come by to wish you a Happy Valentine's Day mother," he said returning her kiss on the lips and hug. He took a step back to stare at her body through her clothes, a body he hoped to see naked soon. "I also wanted to share my good news with you?"
"Good news? Is Carol pregnant again? If she is pregnant, I don't consider that good news at her age."
"Mom?"
"Besides, you have two children in grade school and junior high school, why would you want a baby?"
"Mom?"
"Unless, of course the baby was an accident," she said. "Was the baby an accident?"
"There is no baby Mom," he said finally getting her attention enough to interrupt her.
"Then, if everything is okay and Carol's not pregnant, why are you here?" She gave him a motherly look as if he had hooked school. "Shouldn't you be at work?"
"I hit the Power Ball, not the jackpot but enough to make a difference," he said watching for her reaction.
"Oh, how wonderful," she said giving him another big hug and another peck on the lips. "I'm so happy for you," she said smiling widely. She took a step back and, with her hands still on his shoulders, she looked at him as if he had just graduated medical school or law school.
So far so good. By not asking him for any money she passed his unofficial gold digger test with flying colors. He figured his mother would pass any test that had to do with money. She, of all the women he knew, wasn't like that when it came to money. His mother, after all, was a good woman and a kind, caring, selfless woman who placed her children's importance and happiness over her own.
"Thanks Mom," he said glad that she was his mother albeit sad that he was unable to entice her with money enough to have sex with her.
"What are you going to do with all of that money?" Suddenly she looked at him all dreamy eyed as if he had money hanging out of his pockets and as if all of his clothes were made of one-hundred dollar bills.
"I haven't decided yet," he said looking at her funny when she gave him a look that he had never seen before. She made him feel as if he was an internet billionaire and she was his friend's mother, who was a cougar. "Why? Do you have any ideas what I should do with the money," he said baiting her with his unofficial gold digging test again.
"You know, John..." she said falling quiet for a few, long seconds, "being that you won all of that money..." she said falling silent again while looking at him with the look that only a mother can give her son.
'Oh, oh, here it comes,' he thought to himself. 'She's going to ask me for something.'
"Yes?"
"Do you think you could buy me a car? My old one is dying. It hasn't been starting lately. I replaced the battery, the starter, and the alternator but now my mechanic said that there's some sort of electronic glitch that has something to do with a computer module."
"A car? Seriously? You want me to buy you a car?"
Et tu Brute, alas, when he couldn't even trust his own mother not to reach in his pocket, who could he trust? Yet, if his mother was more interested in money than in her morality and sexual principles, perhaps she'd agree to having sex with her son in exchange for him buying him a car. Moreover, his hardest sell, if his mother would exchange sex for money, maybe his sister, mother-in-law, and sister-in-law would give him sex for money too. Surely, he thought his mother would be the most difficult one to approach to offer her money for sex but now she had him wondering. With her already telling him what she needed, it was now up to him to tell her what he wanted.
He took her all in with a glance. Unlike his plain Jane wife, his mother was attractive, especially for a woman her age, sixty-years-old. If he didn't know how old she was and happened upon her in a bar, he'd hit on her while thinking that she was 50-years-old. As far as he was concerned, big tits always made women appear younger, perhaps because he was more focused on their tits than on their faces. Unless they were blonde, big tits always made women appear smarter. Definitely, big tits made women appear more sexy. Obviously, it was a given that his mother had big tits.
"It doesn't have to be an expensive car or even a new car," she said. "Just something dependable, economical, reliable, and something fun to drive. How about a new BMW?"
"A BMW? How about a Chevy Sonic?" Going from an inexpensive used car to a new BMW in just one breath, he dug his heels in the carpet as if readying himself for a tough negotiation.
"Whatever you think is best," she said with a sad sigh and a hurt look that already made him feel guilty for not jumping at the opportunity to buy his mother a brand new and much more expensive BMW. "If you think putting your mother in an unsafe, little car over a car that has safety features galore, along with German engineering, is the way to go to save a few dollars that's entirely up to you. I'm not about to tell you want to do with your money," she said giving him a shrug. "God forbid, but just my luck," she said making the sign of the cross, "I just don't want you to feel guilty at my funeral if, God forbid, I was killed in a car crash, a crash that I may have survived had I been driving a Bimmer instead of a Sonic."
"Well, I'm sure that there's a car between a Chevy Sonic and a BMW that's just as safe as the BMW but cheaper mother," he said. "How about a nice Buick? Dad always drove Buicks."
"A Buick? Buicks are for old people," she said shooting him a dissatisfied look. "Whatever. That's not up to me," she said with another shrug. "It's not my money. It's your money. You don't even have to buy me a car, if you don't want to buy me a car," she said. "I can walk, take the bus, or," she said pausing to wipe a non-existent tear from her eye, "hitchhike."
"Mother, of course, I'll buy you a car. Me buying you a car is not the issue. The issue is buying you a fifty-thousand dollar car or a twenty-thousand-dollar car."
"I see," she said. "You can buy me a junk box for all that I care," she said giving him sad eyes and a pouty look.
He struggled with what he wanted to say next to his mother. He thought twice about asking her the question but masking his request with uncertainty, he allowed her to fill in the blanks.
"So," he said jumping in the deep, incestuous pool headlong without even first checking for water, "if I buy you a car, what are you going to do for me?"
"I don't understand," she said looking at him with confusion before giving him a long stare. "What am I going to do for you?" She looked at him as if he was her ungrateful, problem child. "Don't you mean to say, what else am I going to do for you besides birthing you, caring for you as a child, and raising you while spending whatever extra money I had on food, clothing, and a college education for you?" When he put his head down in shame before lifting his chin with lust, she went in for the kill. "No longer able to wear my bikini, I still have the stretch marks that you gave me, thank you very much," she said.
The image of his mother prancing around the backyard in a white bikini, that once was wet allowed him to see her body as if she was naked, hardened his cock.
"Bikini? It's time you wore a one piece mother," he said.
"Helen Mirren is seven years older than I am and she looks fabulous, just fabulous in her bikini. If she can still wear a bikini at 67-years-old than I can wear a bikini at 60-years-old," she said with the stubbornness of an 18-year-old woman wanting to leave the house with a revealing skirt too short and a top cut too low.
She stared him down while sticking out her hip. In the way she acted, one would think she was his child instead of his mother. In the way she looked so shapely when she did that, as good as Lana Turner wearing a tight sweater or Jane Russell in any one of her old movies, he could see her wearing a bikini.
"Okay, Mom, you wearing or not wearing a bikini really isn't the issue. I just thought with me giving you such an expensive gift as a car that you'd give me something a little extra in return for my generosity," he said staring at the impression his mother's big tits made in her blouse.
With his wife being so small breasted, a man living deep in the valley while surrounded by big breasted women and a man feeling as if he's been denied the pleasure of big breasts, he's never felt and sucked big tits. As if always wanting to be an adventurer, an explorer, and a mountain climber, he needed to scale the mountains of mammary glands that always cast a shadow over his erection. He always wanted to experience a busty woman and his mother, albeit sometimes a handful in her demands, was quite busty. Definitely she was a full C cup, maybe even a D cup. Other than in a magazine or in a movie, having never seen, felt, and sucked breasts larger than an A cup, he wasn't qualified to know the difference between a C cup or a D cup.
"Something a little extra?" She looked at him with curiosity. "What on Earth do you mean John? Explain yourself." Obviously uncomfortable by the heat of his leer at the huge impressions her breasts made in her blouse, when her nipples made their appearance through her bra and blouse, she folded her arms across her big breasts. "What do you possibly want that I have that I already haven't give you?"
Being that it wasn't cold in the room, with the sudden and unexpected emergence of her nipples, he wondered if his mother was sexually aroused by his suggested implication. Maybe she knew exactly what he meant by him wanting a little something extra. Maybe after all this time, especially with her being alone for so many years without a man in her life, she wanted him as much as he wanted her. Not knowing how to tell her what he wanted without sounding crassly perverted, just wanting to blurt it out instead of beating around the bush, he paused again with his inability to express exactly what he expected from his mother.
"Carol hasn't been the loving wife lately," he said looking at his mother to see if she got the hint. "I've been so horny lately Mom," he said staring at his mother's breasts again when she unfolded her arms.
"Horny? That's too much information John," she said putting up her hand as if her hand was a mini stop sign to bring this sort of conversation to a halt. "I really don't want to know about your personal, private sex life. What you do or don't do behind closed bedroom doors is your sexual business and not mine," she said looking at him with curiosity.
"I'm sorry mother but that's my point," he said about to continue when she interrupted him.
"I don't know what your horniness has to do with me and with you buying your mother a car but I told you not to marry that woman," she said wagging her index finger of I told you so. "I told you that you'd sleep in a cold bed," she said furrowing her eyebrows when she obviously and suddenly noticed the expectant sexual look on her son's face. "I told you, if you marry anyone in that family, to marry her sister, Samantha. Aside from her mother, Marianne, who's a total slut, she's the hot one of the bunch."
"I know Mom. You were right. I never should have married...um..."
"Carol. Your wife's name is Carol, John. Perhaps if you remembered her name, at least, you'd have a better chance of getting lucky," she said with a laugh.
"Lucky? Other than winning the lottery, when it comes to sex, it's been a long time since I've gotten lucky," he said giving her the eye.
With a face full of shock and shame, she looked at her son with the sudden realization of what he wanted her to do for the sake of him buying her a car.
"What are you asking of me John? What do you want in return for you buying me a car?" As if it was twenty years ago, she gave him a long, hard look as if he was asking her to take her car to go out on a date. "Are you asking me, your own mother," she said pausing and putting a hand to her blushing face, "to give you, my son, sex?"
He stepped closer to her and kissing her on the lips, he felt her abundant breast through her blouse and bra. Her big breast felt so good in his hand and he couldn't believe it when his mother allowed him to continue to feel her breast, albeit through her blouse and bra without resistance. Wondering what she'd do if he did, he so wanted to part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her.
"Take off your clothes Mother and we'll start our new BMW discussion from there."
"Take off my clothes? How dare you!" She looked at him with rage before softening to give him a look of sexual excitement. "Seriously? You want me to strip naked? You want to see me naked in exchange for buying me a new car, a BMW?" She looked at him all dreamy eyed. "Is that it?"
"Yes mother, only, as matter of fact, instead of you undressing yourself, I'd rather undress you. I'd love to undress you, mother, myself while touching and feeling you in places where no son should ever touch and feel his mother," he said with incestuous lust in his eyes.
As if she was thinking over his proposition and weighing her options, should she or shouldn't she, while he thought of all the times he masturbated over his mother and imagined her naked, they stared at one another until Linda spoke. He thought of all the times she inadvertently flashed him up skirts and down blouses. He thought of all the times he wanted to touch her and feel her while having sex with her. He thought of all the times that he barged in her bedroom while she was dressing or undressing on the pretense of having to tell her something important, when he was hoping to see her topless or naked. He thought of all the times he wished she'd open his bedroom door while he masturbated and a few times she did.
"Let me see if I understand this," she said making eye contact with her son. "If I allow you to strip me naked and touch and feel me where no son should ever touch and feel his mother, you'll buy me a car?"
"Yes mother," he said reaching out his horny hand to fondle her other breast through her blouse and bra.
Offering no resistance to his horny hands feeling her breasts through her clothes she paid his hands no never mind. As soon as he felt her breast, her nipple poked him in the palm of his hand. Mindlessly, as if he was innocuously playing with a button on his shirt or unlocking a safe that had a combination lock, he fingered her nipple through her blouse and bra. He watched her look down at his fingers fingering her.
"A new car?"
"Yes," he said pulling out his mother's other nipple with his fingertips that suddenly emerged through her blouse and bra.
"A BMW?"
"Yes," he said reaching around her to feel her round ass through her short skirt before reaching beneath her skirt to cup her panty clad pussy in the palm of his horny hand.
After all of these years, he couldn't believe that he was feeling his mother's cunt through her panty. All it took for her to allow him to touch her and feel her sexually was the promise of buying her a new car, a BMW. On the promise and the pretense of buying her a new car, he wished he had thought of this years ago.
"What the Hell? For the sake of having a new, safe, reliable car, a new BMW, be my guest," she said with a shrug while already allowing her son to have his wicked way with her body by feeling her through her clothes. "So long as you buy me a car, a new car, a BMW, you may strip me naked while touching me and feeling me everywhere for all that I care," she said with a sexy laugh while holding out her arms by her side as if she was a fashion model being fitted for a dress. "There's no harm done. I'm your mother after all and you're my son. I'd rather you have your wicked way with my body than a stranger."



"Thank you mother but if I'm going to buy you a new car, especially a pricy BMW, I'd want more than just to see you naked," he said with a sly look while kissing her lips and parting her lips with his tongue as he reached one hand to grab her ass again and used his other hand to feel her breast again.
She broke off the kiss to look at him. She was playing her innocent motherly trump card now. Only, knowing the promiscuous woman his mother was in the past, he knew better than that. Always flirting with her neighbor's husbands and flashing her body when lying out topless by the pool, his mother was no innocent virgin.
"What do you mean son?"
Moreover, she never called him son. Obviously, she knew referring to him as her son would enflame his incestuous intentions for her even more.
"I'd want sex."
"Sex? Oh, my God, John," she said putting a hand to her chest. "You're going to give me a heart attack. You're going to be the death of me," she said looking at him looking at her. "You want me to give you sex?" She looked at him with a look of shocked surprise. "I don't know about that. I'm your mother and your my son. That's incest."
"Yes it is incest which is why I want it mother. Sorry but in addition to seeing you naked and touching and feeling you everywhere, I'd want you to give me sex."
Not rejecting his offer, as if they were negotiating the sales price of a house instead of negotiating what he wanted sexually from his mother for the sake of a new car, they were deep in discussion and obviously about to come to an agreement.
"Isn't stripping me naked and touching and feeling me everywhere sex enough for you from your dear mother?"
"No," he said sticking his hand beneath her short skirt again and cupping her pussy with his hand again. Shocked and sexually excited, he couldn't believe his mother was allowing him to touch her in that sacred way.
"And you'll buy me a brand new BMW, if I give you sex?"
"Yes," he said pushing her panty aside to finger his trace her his mother's pussy slit before penetrating her to finger fuck his mother's cunt.
"Oh, that feels good. Aside from my gynecologist, no one has had their finger inside of me in a long time," she said with wickedness.
"What do you say mother? Will you allow me to have sex with your naked body?"
Longer than it took me to write this line, she remained quiet for three seconds while thinking about his offer to buy her a car, a BMW no less, after stripping her naked and touching and feeling her everywhere, before giving him incestuous sex.
"Okay," she said after thinking about it long and hard. She took him by his hand to her bedroom.
Once inside her bedroom he slowly undressed his mother. Slowly unbuttoning her blouse, one slow button at a time, to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before continuing unbuttoning the next button, he stared at her D cup bra first before reaching his hand out to feel her big, saggy breasts through her bra. As soon as he touched, felt, fondled, and caressed her big tits through her bra, her nipples made their appearance again. He fingered her nipples again until they erected and until their hard impressions pushed against the silk and satin material of her bra.
Then, before buttoning and unzipping her skirt, he felt her ass through the material again while French kissing her again. Enjoying feeling up his mother as much as he was seeing his mother in her sexy lingerie, he took his time having his wicked way with his mother. If he was going to buy her a car, he planned on getting his money's worth. Unbuttoning and unzipping her skirt, he pulled his mother's skirt down to her ankles and allowed her to step out of her skirt. Now dressed in just her bra and panties, something he had waited all of his life to see, he stepped back to see his mother standing before him in her sexy lingerie.
"You're so beautiful mother," he said.
"Thank you," she said standing there with her arms by her side so unabashedly and so immorally attired in her sexy bra and bikini panty in front of her horny, incestuous eyes of her son.
"You're so sexy mother," he said leaning down to kiss the stretch marks that he caused her and that snaked down her belly.
"Thank you," she said looking down at him staring at the dark impression her forest of pubic hair made through her white, thin, bikini, cotton panties. "I'm a little embarrassed standing here like this but, admittedly, I'm sexually aroused at the same time," she said. "I can't believe I agreed to have my son strip me naked."
"I can't believe that I'm stripping you naked Mom," he said. "A sexual fantasy come true, I can't tell you how many times I've masturbated while imagining undressing you before touching and feeling you everywhere."
"You've masturbated over me?" She looked at him incredulously.
She was playing him. She knew he masturbated over her. She found her bikini clad photo and panties under his pillow when he was 18-years-old. He was always masturbating over his mother.
Moving around her, he unhooked her bra and as if there was a drum roll, he stepped to the front of her before slowly removing her bra straps and her bra cups to expose her full, D cup breasts. As if looking to see what he saw of her, she looked down at her breasts before looking up at him. Begging to be sucked and fingered, her nipples were so erect. While watching her reaction to him touching her, he felt, fondled, and caressed his mother's big breasts before fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting his mother's big nipples.
"Oh, my God," she said. "Never have I wanted someone to suck my tits as I want my son to suck my tits now," she said. "Suck my tits John. Suck them."
He leaned down and sucked his mother's tits while she watched him taking one breast to his lips and caressing with the other before switching. She even put a gentle hand to the back of her son's head as if she was nursing him.
"I love sucking your big tits Mom," he said.
Before removing her panties, he felt her panty clad ass and cupped her panty clad pussy through her panty again while running a slow probing finger along her pussy slit. Then, with as much suspense he used to remove her bra, he slowly removed her panties too. Once he removed her panties, he felt, fondled, and squeezed his mother's ass before cupping and fingering her pussy. He stepped back to view the image of his naked mother, an image he imagined hundreds of times while masturbating of the sexy, naked thought of her.
"Oh, my God, John. I can't believe I'm naked in front of you. I can't believe you stripped me naked. Shocking, so shocking, I can't believe I'm standing here before you without my clothes," she said looking down at herself with a sexual excitement that he's never seen on his mother's face before. Then with a naughty expression, as if she was a cougar and he was someone else's son, she looked up at him staring at her naked body.
Now that she was standing there without her panties, he cupped and fingered her pussy again. She was slightly wet and as if waiting for him to take them in his mouth and begging him to suck them again, her hard nipples were still all the way out. If he were a betting man, he'd bet that his mother was just as sexually excited with him seeing her naked and touching and feeling her sexy body as much as he was excited to see her naked and to touch and feel her sexy body. If he was a betting man, he'd bet that his mother wanted him to make love to her as much as he wanted to fuck her.
Now that she was naked, as if his clothes were on fire, he quickly stripped himself naked. He watched her eyes looking down to stare at his erect prick. After all the times he wanted to purposely expose himself to his mother and after all the times he wished his mother would walk in on him masturbating, here he was standing before his mother naked and with an erection. He stepped forward and lifted his mother's hand and filled her hand with his cock. She fondled him with her fingers before closing her hand around him, With both of them staring down at his big prick, he watched her fondle the head of his cock with her manicured fingertips before stroking him.
"Just like your father, you have a big cock John, so long, so thick, and so hard," she said looking up at him as if wanting and waiting to be kissed.
He kissed her and she allowed him to part her lips with his tongue again. French kissing now, she slowly stroked him while he fingered her pussy and fingered her nipples.
"Stroke me faster mother," he said whispering in her ear. "Make me hard with your hand before making me hard with your mouth."
She pulled away from him to look at him and to study him, no doubt, to see if he was serious. If he didn't know any better, he'd think she was resistant to blowing him. Had he not seen the sexually excited look on her face a moment ago, he would have thought that she'd never take his cock in her mouth. Only, she looked at him with as much sexual excitement that he had looking at her.
"You want me to blow you?"
She looked at him as if he was asking for more ice cream after just having a double serving.
"Yes mother," he said tracing her lips with his finger. "I want you to suck my cock."
He couldn't wait to feel the sensation of his big prick in his mother's mouth.
"You really want me to take your prick in my mouth and suck my own son?"
Trying to play the moral mother but revealing herself to him with a momentary unmasked look, she was unable to contain the incestuous, sexual excitement she felt by the thoughts of sucking her son.
"Yes mother," he said running his finger across her red, full lips before inserting his finger in her mouth as if he was inserting his cock in her mouth.
He watched her play with his finger with her tongue before watching her suck his finger as if she was sucking his cock.
"What if you have an accident?" She asked him after rejecting his finger with her tongue.
"An accident? What do you mean mother?"
Oddly enough being that he's not into golden showers, he suddenly imagined his mother peeing all over him. Then, he imagined himself peeing all over his mother. Weird, too weird. Evidentially, incest has released the depravity in him.
"I mean," she said with a wicked look on her face, "what if you accidentally ejaculate in my mouth while I'm sucking you?" Obviously allowing the sexual excitement to wash over her and to take her to a place she's never been before, she paused as if contemplating having him cum in her mouth. "I never even allowed your father to cum in my mouth," she said looking down at her son's big cock while continuing to stroke him. "I've never swallowed your father. I've never tasted a man's cum before," she said whispering in his ear before giving him a look of perversity.
"Correct me if I'm wrong mother but father never bought you a brand new BMW," he said with the smile of a Cheshire cat, "did he?"
"You do make a strong point for me to suck you, for you to cum in my mouth, and for me to swallow you," she said.
"If I do have an accident mother," he said whispering his incestuous, sexual lust for her in her ear before sticking his tongue in her ear and blowing, "just swallow."
"I see. I can do that," she said.
Obeying her son for the sake of a new BMW, she stroked him before leaning down to take him in her mouth and before falling to her knees in readiness to suck him. Just as he couldn't believe his mother was stroking him, he couldn't believe his mother was about to suck him. He spent years masturbating while imagining his mother blowing him. Never truly believing it would happen, finally the day has arrived on, of all days, Valentine's Day.
"Blow me, Mom. Suck my cock," he said putting his cock to her lips and watching her take him in her mouth and close her lips around his engorged prick.
He watched her stroke him. He watched her suck him. He felt her tongue swirling around the head of his cock. A much better blowjob than his wife ever gave him, his mother was a much better cocksucker than Carol. With a gentle hand to the back of her head, humping her mouth and fucking her face, he held her head there tighter until he unloaded all the lust he had for his mother down her throat and until she swallowed all that he had to give. Not wanting to push the envelope, satisfied enough that his mother blew him, but he would have loved to give her a cum bath. A sure sign of control, he would have loved to see his warm, oozy cum dripping from his mother's face.
"Well, that wasn't so bad," she said wiping cum from her lips with her hand while standing.
"Oh, not so fast. We're not nearly done yet mother," he said.
"What do you mean?" She looked at her son with a face full of panicked, albeit excited sexual lust. "I gave you sex. I just blew you."
Feeling her big breasts, he fingered her nipples before fingering her pussy. Then, pushing her back on the bed, he spread her legs and started licking his mother's cunt while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. Licking and licking her, with two hands beneath her ass, he lifted his mother's pussy to his mouth and buried his tongue and fingers inside of her.
"Oh my God, John. I'm going to have an orgasm. I'm going to cum. It's been years since anyone has licked my pussy," she said grabbing her son by his hair and squashing his face in her warm, wet pussy. "Lick me Johnny. Lick Mommy's pussy. Suck Mommy's cunt. Make me cum. Make Mommy cum. Oh God. Oh God. That's it. Don't stop licking. Don't stop. Fuck me with those long, stiff finger while licking Mommy. Lick me. Eat me. Oh God. Oh God."
As soon as she had an orgasm, he climbed on top of her and she guided his cock inside of her warm, wet pussy and they made love. Gently and lovingly making love to his mother, as their passion grew so didn't his lust for her. Then he started fucking her, really pounding her pussy and parting her clam until she had another orgasm. Making his mother his sexy bitch, he didn't stop fucking her pussy until he ejaculated a second load of cum in his mother, one in her mouth and a second one in her pussy and until she had a second orgasm. Relaxing in the afterglow of making love and of not only seeing his mother naked, but also touching and feeling his mother's naked body, he couldn't believe his mother blew him and allowed him to fuck her.
"Even with all the years that I was with your father, I never had an orgasm," she said cooing. "You gave me two orgasms," she said looking up at him and kissing him. "One with your mouth and another with your beautiful cock. You know, now that we had sex, I wouldn't be adverse to having sex with you again," she said. "We could make this a monthly thing. What do you say?"
"Yeah, sure, Mom. I'd like that," he said tracing her lips with his fingertips again.
"I'll even let you cum in my mouth again," she said with a naughty laugh.
As soon as they showered and dressed, they were at the local BMW dealership picking out her new car. Only, instead of buying her the 335, a 328, or even a 125 or a 128, forget about the 528 or the 535, that she so wanted, he bought her a new Mini Cooper.
"What the Hell is this, a Fiat 500?" She walked around the car staring in the window and kicking the tires. "It's so small. This isn't a BMW," she said staring at him.
"No mother, it's not a Fiat 500. Believe it or not, a Fiat 500 is even smaller than this car," he said. "This is the much lauded Mini Cooper. It's safe, reliable, economical, and fun to drive."
"Okay, but I wanted a BMW and you said you'd buy me a new BMW," she said suddenly leaning closer to him to whisper in his ear. "You'd said, if I allowed you to strip me naked, touch and feel me everywhere, and if I gave you s-e-x," she said spelling the word instead of saying the word, "that you'd buy me a new BMW and this isn't a BMW. The BMW's are in the next building over," she said.
"Actually, it is a BMW mother, so to speak. Mini Cooper is now owned and built by BMW, albeit still made in England. It has a BMW engine, transmission, and engineering, along with the charm of the old English hand craftsmanship."
"Well, if you're going to be cheap about it then I want the more expensive S model with the upgraded interior and loaded with options," she said standing firm.
"Okay, I can do that," he said.
* * * * *
Batting two for two, first his wife and then his mother, the next day, he went to see his sister. What worked on his wife and mother, he wondered if money would work on his sexy, big sister, Anne. Ever since he could remember, he always wanted to have sex with his big sister. Always peeping on her, from up skirts and up nightgowns to down blouses and down nightgowns, he's seen her in every form of undress. Being that he was such a horny voyeur back when he was 18-years-old, if he didn't know any better, he'd think she was an exhibitionist.
"Hi Anne. Happy belated Valentine's Day," he said handing her a box of chocolates along with a Valentine's Day card.
"John. What a nice surprise? What are you doing here? Long time no see. It's so good to see you again," she said giving him a full body hug and a kiss on the lips.
"Well, I had a bit of good news yesterday on Valentine's Day that I wanted to share with you after sharing the news with mother already. Happy Valentine's Day, by the way," he said giving his sister another kiss on the lips and handing her the chocolates and card. He watched her open the card and read it.
"So...tell me. What's the good news? I'm glad someone has some good news to share," she said with a sudden sadness.
"I won the Power Ball," he said with uncontained excitement. "Not the jackpot but enough money to take off some of the pressure."
"No way! You did?"
"I did. I won," he said stepping forward to wrap his arms around his sister in excitement and kissing her on the lips again.
"Calm down John," she said looking at him with an uncomfortable look of shocked surprise when he kissed her on the lips again. "Take it easy little brother. Let's not forget that I'm your big sister, your my little brother, and we're not living in the hills of West Virginia," she said with a laugh. "Still, I'm excited for you and happy for your good news," she said falling quiet as if his kiss had made her wonder about it and about him.
So far so good, he thought. Unlike his money grubbing mother willing to give him sex for the sake of a car, his sister hasn't asked him for a dollar. Unlike him and his brother Bob, she was always the nice one in the family. The older sister, she always had a good head on her shoulders. Nonetheless, her pleasant nature and intelligence, he decided to bait her.
"You know, Sis, I have no idea what I'm going to do with all of this free money," he said watching for her reaction now that he gave her the open door to make her claim on some of his money.
"I wish I could win the lottery. After Charlie left me with all of these bills," she said looking down at her desk cluttered with mail. "My only way out and my one last desperate option, I've been thinking about declaring bankruptcy," she said looking at him with expectant eyes. Well, well, it didn't take her very long to ask him for his help. "Do you think you could help me out with a loan?"
She needed money, that's a start. Bankruptcy or sex with her brother, she was desperate. He had what she needed, money, and she had what he wanted, sex. Maybe they could make a deal.
"A loan? No, sorry, I can't do that," he said shaking his head while making a sour face.
"Oh," she said disappointed. "That's okay," she said suddenly looking as disappointed as she looked embarrassed that she asked her baby brother for a loan.
Playing with her to play her, he watched the rollercoaster of excitement to disappointment flash before her eyes.




"I'd much rather just give you the money as my gift," he said.
"Really? Seriously? You would?" She hugged him before giving him more than just a sisterly peck on the lips. This time she kissed him, really kissed him. Taking her direction, he kissed her longer before parting her lips with her tongue. He couldn't believe he just French kissed his sister. Only, not relinquishing her tongue to him, she took a step back.
"Johnny!" She looked at him with confusion. "What the Hell are you doing? I'm your sister."
When she kissed him, he thought that she wanted him to kiss her. Too fast, too soon, maybe he shouldn't have stuck his tongue in her mouth. Now he was confused. Will she or won't she have sex with him in exchange for money? If she won't even accept his tongue in her mouth and allow him to French kiss her, the odds aren't good that she won't accept his cock in her mouth and suck him. Nonetheless, he needed to know if she would or not.
"I'll give you the money but under one condition," he said with a leering look at the impressions her nipples made through her nightgown and bathrobe.
"Condition? What?" She looked at him with a knowing look. "That I'll have sex with you?" Other than his wife and mother, his big sister was the only one who knew her brother was a pervert.
"Here I am willing to help you financially and you insult me Anne," he said with downcast eyes while playing his hurt brother card.
"I'm sorry for prejudging you. I got the wrong impression when you tried to French kiss me," she said. "What's the condition?"
"You must have sex with me," he said reaching out to run his finger across the bump her nipple made thorough her nightgown and bathrobe.
"I knew it," she said. "Sex with you?" She moved out of reach of his finger. "My own brother?" She bit her lip while pulling her bathrobe tighter and playing with the tie of her bathrobe. "I knew that's what this is all about. You're such a pervert Johnny," she said looking at him with disgust before looking at him with interest.
As if she was Demi Moore and he were Robert Redford, in Indecent Proposal, she looked at him as if she was considering his proposition. It was now or never. Having already cast out a big net by baiting his hook with money, he already had her wiggling on his line.
"What's the big deal Anne? We're both adults and neither one of us are virgins," he said trying to think of more things to say for her to have sex with him. "I'd never tell anyone that I had sex with you, my own sister, just as I hope that you wouldn't tell Carole or Mom that I had sex with you."
She looked at him as if he was a decadent dessert and she was on a diet. He watched her play with her bathrobe ties in the way that he imagined her hand fondling his cock.
"No, I can't do that, especially not for money," she said. "That's wrong. That's incest. That's forbidden. That's taboo. That's just nasty and, even though I really need the money John, I'm not a whore," she said holding her chin up high. "I can't prostitute myself by having sex with my brother for money."
"Okay, it's your call," he said getting up to leave.
"Wait," she said waving her hand in front of her eyes as if trying to erase the nasty image she obviously had of having sex with him. "Just how much would you give me to have sex with you? God, I can't believe I'm even considering having sex with you, my own, baby brother, but I'm desperate."
"How much do you need?"
She fell silent as if running an adding machine tape in her head.
"Twenty-five-thousand dollars, no fifty-thousand dollars," she said biting her lip with a worried look on her face as if she had asked him for too much. "With this house and my old car, I'll need extra money to have for an unexpected emergency."
"Fifty-thousand dollars? That's a bit excessive to charge your brother for sex when I could have sex with a dozen hookers for that amount of money? What makes you think that having sex with you is worth fifty-thousand dollars?"
"Yeah, sure, you could have sex with lots of prostitutes," she said loosening her bathrobe tie. "Yet none of them would be your sexy sister," she said with a sexy smile while untying her bathroom. "Being that we're brother and sister, blood related, none of them could give you the incestuous, sexual satisfaction that I can give you," she said as if she was Edie Adams in readiness of 'Taking it off, taking it all off'.
"Hell, even Mom charged me less than that," he said obviously looking for a bargain in his persistence to negotiate even if she just insinuated that she'd have sex with him. "I wanted to buy her a regular Mini Cooper for twenty-two grand but she held out for the S model with the upgraded interior and loaded with options for thirty-three thousand."
She had a stunned look on her face.
"You bought Mom a car?"
"Yes," he said giving her a perverse smile.
She looked at him biting her lip again, this time with trepidation while, no doubt, debating if she should even verbalized her question. Obviously with her knowing that he was an incestuous pervert and knowing that he would, she asked her question anyway.
"Did you have sex with Mom too?"
"I did," he said stepping forward to reach out his finger to finger her other nipple through her bathrobe.
"Oh God, if Mom can lower herself to have sex with her son than I can lower myself to have sex with my brother," she said as if talking to herself. "What choice do I have? I'd never have sex with you if I wasn't so desperate for the money. Here goes," she said removing her bathrobe.
"Wow, Anne, you're every bit as beautiful as I imagined you were in my sexual fantasies of you while masturbating and imagining you stranding before me in your sheer bathrobe," he said.
"Eww, too much information John," she said looking down at his finger fingering her nipple.
"You have a gorgeous body," he said staring at her nearly transparent nightgown while cupping her breasts in his horny hands.
"Thank you John. I feel so much like the incestuous slut that I am to have sex with you for money but I'm desperate enough for you to fuck me," she said holding her chin up higher.
"Let me ask you this," he said pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples through her thin, sheer, cotton material of her nightgown.
The more he fingered her nipples, the more sexually excited she became. As if in a sexual daze, she watched her brother playing with her nipples before looking up at him with a look of sexual anticipation.
"Okay," she said breathlessly. "What?"
"After I lick your pussy--"
"Oh God," she said quivering with sexual delight. "It's been so long since anyone has licked my pussy and fingered my cunt."
"And after I fuck you--"
"Oh God," she said. "It's been so long since anyone has fucked me, really fucked me long and hard. It figures that my perverted brother would be the only one who'd want me and have to have me," she said tossing her head back and putting the back of her hand to her forehead as if she was Joan Crawford readying herself for her close up shot with Cecil B. DeMille.
"Don't be silly Anne. Any man would want you. Look at you," he said taking that as his opportunity to leer as his sexy sister. "You're gorgeous."
"I'm not feeling very gorgeous right now, especially after agreeing to have sex with my brother," she said.
"Answer me a question," he said persevering.
"Must we discuss this now? Why can't we just do it, get it over with, and you give me the money," she said.
"I just have one question before we have sex. It's something that I need to know," he said.
"What?" She looked at him with impatience. "What's your question?"
"Will you suck my cock?"
"Will I suck your cock? Is that it? That's the question that you needed to know? What the Hell kind of question is that?" She looked at him with a wickedness that he had never seen on his sister's face before. "So long as you get me off and give me an orgasm, of course, I'll suck your cock," she said flashing him a sexy smile. "So long as you pay me the fifty-thousand dollars, I'll gobble your cock" she said with a dirty laugh.
He smiled at his sister with the image of her on her knees and looking up at him with his big, stiff, hairy cock in her mouth.
"And..." he said looking at his sister with even more incestuous lust than he had for his mother, "will you allow me cum in your mouth?"
She looked at him as if he was asking her if she enjoyed watching chick flicks.
"Duh? Yes, of course you can cum in my mouth," she said raising her eyebrows and giving him a smirk with an incredulous look on her face as if cumming in her mouth when she sucked cock was a given.
When she said that he could cum in her mouth and when she looked at him in that way with an incredulous expression on her face, he imagined giving his big sister a cum bath. When she pulled his cock from her mouth, he imagined his cum dripping from her hair, her eyes, her nose, and her lips. Oh, yeah, if he was to give anyone a cum bath, after all the times she teased him by flashing him over the years, he'd love to give his sexy sister a cum bath.
"And will you swallow?"
She laughed at his question.
"Will I swallow? Of course, I'll swallow," she said laughing. "It's not much of a blowjob if I don't swallow," she said studying her brother, no doubt, understand the need for his question. "If she even sucks cock," said Anne, "doesn't Carol swallow when she blows you?"
"Swallow? She doesn't even allow me to cum in her mouth, just on her tits. Yesterday, though, after I gave her some money when I told her I hit the Power Ball, she finally allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed," he said with sadness.
"You poor, poor, man," she said reaching down to feel his cock through his pants. "Don't worry John," she said whispering her incestuous lust for her brother in his ear. "After you lick my pussy and give me an orgasm with your mouth and after you fuck me and give me another orgasm with your cock, I'll suck your prick. I'll let you cum in my mouth and I'll swallow," she said with a sexy laugh.
Brother John and sister Anne embraced in a long, wet kiss, as he felt his sexy sister through the thin material of her nightgown. In more of a hurry to strip his sister naked than he was with his mother, he removed her nightgown in nearly one felled swoop. Naked and willing, she helped him strip out of his clothes and once he was naked, not fooling around, she took his prick in her hand before falling to her knees to take him in her mouth.
"Oh, my God, Anne. That feels so incredibly good," he said. "Suck my cock sister. Blow me Anne."
"You're not the only pervert in the family, you know, John," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "Especially after Charlie left me for a man, I've been so horny lately that I've been thinking about inviting you over for dinner and drinks so that I could suck your cock and you could fuck me...for free," she said with a sexy laugh. "So, just to make sure, the deal is that you must lick me and fuck me and then I'll blow you for fifty-thousand dollars," she said looking up at him with her bright green eyes. "Right?"
"Yes, that's the deal," he said, "I lick your pussy and give you an orgasm with my mouth before giving you one with my cock. Then, once you blow me, allow me to cum in my mouth and swallow my cum, I'll give you the money, fifty-thousand dollars."
"I love you brother."
"And I love you sister."
John fell between his sister's legs and immediately started licking her pussy while fingering her cunt. No doubt, being that it was a long time since she's had sex, he had her wiggling all over the bed within a few minutes. As soon as he reached up to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples, he felt her legs stiffen before she screamed in pleasure and gushed her pleasure in him licking her in his mouth. A dream come true, not only did get to see his sister naked, feel her naked body, and eat his sister's pussy but also he made her cum. He couldn't believe he gave his big sister an orgasm with his tongue and fingers. Even after she had her orgasm, he stayed like that with his face between her legs still licking her, until she reached down for him.
"Fuck me John. I need to feel my baby brother's big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy," she said. "Give me another orgasm and I'll give you the best damn blowjob any woman, including your wife and my mother, has ever given you.
He mounted her and they kissed. She reached down to direct his cock in her soaking wet pussy. With his sister's pussy juices all over his face, he wiped them off with his tee shirt before meeting his sister's lips with his. Already ready for him, she was so wet that he just slid inside his sister. He couldn't believe his cock was finally buried in his sister's cunt. Something so insulting when his friend joked with him and teased him about wanting to have sex with his sister, when he was an 18-year-old teenager, now it was so sexually exciting and pleasurable to be having sex with his sister.
"Oh, my God, Anne, it feels so good to be inside of you," he said with more passion for her than he ever had for his mother.
"Fuck me John. Really fuck me. Pound my pussy," she said wrapping her legs around his back to pull him closer and deeper.
Slowly his cock slid in deeper until he was deep inside his sister. Then, rocking, humping, and thrusting, he made love to his sexy sister while kissing and kissing her. Never has his cock has been as hard fucking his sister as it was now. His love making soon turned to fucking and with her taking the lead, she was really fucking her brother. Returning her passion, pounding his sister, John humped Anne with all the incestuous pent up lust that he's saved for her for years.
"I love you Anne," he said leaning his head down to suck her nipple while fucking her.
"I love you John," she said whispering in her ear.
Just as it didn't take Anne long to have an orgasm when he was licking her pussy, it didn't take Anne long to cum with her brother's cock buried in her pussy either.
"Oh, my God, John. I'm going to cum. You're giving me an another orgasm. Fuck me John. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Harder. Fuck me faster. Faster. Fuck me deeper. Deeper. Oh, yeah, that's it. Don't stop. Don't stop. Oh, my God, John. Oh, my God."
John fucked his sister harder. He fucked his sister faster. He fucked his sister so hard, so fast, and so deep that she exploded with an incredible, screaming orgasm.
"Ohhhh John! Oh baby! Jesus that was the best orgasm I ever had. I'm still tingling. I'm still cumming. My entire body is electrically charged. That was just amazing," she said kissing him and hugging him.
"I'm glad I could make you cum twice," he said with pride that he gave his sister sexual pleasure.
They rested. They talked. They joked. They teased and they kissed. Awash in the afterglow of making incestuous love, John kissed his sister while she fondled his erect cock before gentling stroking him to a harder erection. His cock was still damp with her pussy juices.
"I'm glad you didn't cum inside of me. I can still get pregnant she said," looking at him. "Would you like me to blow you now? Would you like your big sister to suck your cock?"
"Yes, Anne. I'd love for my big sister to suck my cock," he said.
She slid down the bed to take him in her mouth. Kissing his cock while licking and stroking his prick, she took him in her mouth and started sucking him while looking up at him. You have a big cock John," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "I never would have suspected my brother for having a big cock but I'm so glad you do. Maybe we can do this again," she said.
"I can't pay you another fifty-thousand dollars for sex Anne," he said writing and handing her a check for fifty-thousand dollars before she fell to her knees to blow him.
"You never have to pay me to have sex with you again John. Now that you've paid me this fifty-thousand dollars, you may have your incestuous way with my naked body any time you want," she said taking his cock in her mouth again to suck him.
"Blow me Anne. Suck me. Suck my cock," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her head. "I love how my cock feels in your warm mouth," he said humping her mouth and fucking her face.
"Cum for me John," she said removing his cock from her mouth again to speak. "Cum in my mouth. I need to taste my brother's cum. I need to swallow the passion my brother has for me," she said while licking him and sucking him and while stroking him faster, tighter, and harder. "Cum John, cum," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak and reinserting after speaking to suck him again. "I want you to cum. I need for you to cum. Cum in my mouth John. Cum for me," she said.
As if he was having a wet, sexual dream, as if he was thinking of all the times he masturbated when imagining having sex with his sister, he watched his sister stroke him while looking up at him. After just having licked her pussy and fucked her and as if he were a man just let out of prison after serving a 5-year sentence, he watched her sucking his cock while staring up at him. Once just his incestuous, sexual fantasy was now his reality. Once he reached down to feel her big tit and finger her hard nipple, his dream come true, he exploded a mouthful of cum in his sister's mouth and she swallowed him before licking him clean.
* * * * *
The next day, two days after Valentine's Day, when this whole incestuous and forbidden affair started, he went to see his mother-in-law, Marianne. As pretty as his mother was, Marianne was even prettier. She looked nothing like her daughter Carol. He wished his wife looked more like her mother and especially more like her sister. If his wife looked like either of them and especially if she had the big boobs that they had, he'd never cheat on her. Then, being that he's a horny, incestuous man, even if he was married to her sexy sister, Samantha, no doubt, he'd be cheating on her with Carol too.
"Hi Marianne," he said when she opened the door.
She was wearing her housecoat and he couldn't contain himself from admiring the two huge impressions her breasts made in the cotton material. As if she was a commanding general of the army of brassiere clad busty women, he watched her standing there with her shoulders back and her chest puffed out. Man, she had big tits.
"John, how are you? Come in," she said. "It's so nice to see my favorite son-in-law."
"Being that your other daughter, Samantha, isn't married and is still single, I'm your only son-in-law," he said with a laugh.
"No doubt," she said returning his laugh," which is why you're my favorite son-in-law."
Just by the way he leered at her big boobs and in the way that his lips reflexively moved as if he were a goldfish waiting for food when, instead, he was imagining sucking her nipples, he always suspected that she knew he was a pervert.
"Did Carol tell you?"
She looked at him with surprise.
"Tell me what? Don't tell me she's pregnant again," she said.
"No, she's not pregnant, thank God," he said. How could she be when they never had sex. "I won the Power Ball," he said smiling wildly.
"You did? That's wonderful. Good for you," she said. "Congratulations. I'm so happy for your good fortune."
"I'm so happy that I won too," he said stepping forward to give her a bear hug while squishing her big, battleship sized breasts against his muscular chest.
Fortunately for him, she doesn't know that guys have breast sensors on every part of their bodies. They don't have to feel a woman's breast with their hands to have felt their boobs. John was already feeling his mother-in-laws jugs with his chest while his horny hands felt the back sides of her huge boobs with his hug.



"Do you have plans what you're going to do with all of that money, buy a new car, a bigger house, take a vacation? What?"
"Well," he said using the opportunity of his thoughtful pause to stare at her giant knockers. "I thought I'd help all the people that I know and love with the money I won, which is the reason why I'm here," he said.
"Really? Oh, you dear, sweet man. Truly, John, you are such a special treasure," she said. "You are my angel of a son-in-law," she said stepping forward to squish her big tits against his chest again when she gave him a full body, pelvis to pelvis rub of a humping hug.
Especially encouraged after receiving that sort of sexually suggestive hug from his mother-in-law, testing the water, he leaned down and kissed her on the lips. He so wanted to reach his hands down to cup her sweet, full ass but not wanting to ruin things by feeling her prematurely, he didn't dare. Needing to bide his time and take baby steps, he didn't want to push his luck, not now, and not yet. He first needed to see how she'd react to him kissing her.
Not rejecting his kiss by recoiling, she stared at him wide-eyed, as if he had surprised her with his unexpected familiarity. Being that she wasn't his mother or his sister, even though their sexual union wouldn't be deemed incestuous but certainly inappropriate, she was still his mother-in-law after all. She may have suspected that he was a pervert, but she had no concrete reason to believe that he was, but she will before their visit is over. If only she knew how many times he masturbated over the imagined thoughts he had of her stripping naked. If only she knew how many sexual fantasies he had of having sex with her curvaceous body.
"So, with me as a lottery winner in mind, tell me and don't be cheap about it, what can I do for you, my favorite mother-in-law?"
He looked at her waiting for her to tell him what she needed so that he could tell her what he wanted.
"I'm your only mother-in-law," she said with a confused look on her face.
"I know, which is why you're my favorite mother-in-law," he said with a laugh.
"Seriously?" She said giving him an interested look as if she was a woman he was trying to pick up at a bar. "You'd like to give me some of your prize money?"
"Yes, of course," he said. "Nothing would make me happier," he said except for you kneeling before me topless with my cock buried in your mouth, he thought but didn't say.
He eyed her while watching her every reaction to him offering to give her money.
"Well, since you predicated me telling you what I need by not being cheap about it, I'd love to have a new kitchen. Since Ralph died, I've been unable to afford even a new appliance," she said looking from her old kitchen to him.
Jumping from small appliances and skipping by big appliances, his money grubbing mother-in-law went for the grand prize, the complete kitchen makeover, albeit even though he told her not to be cheap in her request. Did she know what a complete kitchen makeover would cost him? Moreover, was she aware what a complete kitchen makeover would cost her?
"I can do that for you but..." he said staring more conspicuously at her big breasts, "what will you do for me?"
He looked at her with lust in his heart and she looked at him with confusion in her eyes.
"What will I do for you?" Just as his mother and sister had, she looked at him with bewilderment before looking at him with shocked sexual excitement. "What do you mean?" She looked down at where he was staring and, just as his mother had done, folded her arms across her breasts. Only, unlike his mother but more like his sister, he could sense that she was already an eager participant in his forbidden sexual game. "What would you like me to do for you?"
When a glimmer of sexual excitement flashed across his mother-in-law's eyes, he knew right then and there that she was game for some forbidden sex between them in exchange for a kitchen makeover.
"I mean, being that it's only two days after Valentine's Day, the day of love, if you get my drift and if you get my meaning, I'd like to be sexually rewarded for my generosity," he said stepping forward to trace the outline of her bra through her housecoat.
She watched his finger have his wicked way with her breast. When she didn't slap his finger away, he knew that she was open to his sexual desire to bed her and continued tracing her bra with his horny index finger. He didn't stop probing her with his finger until he circled the impression her nipple made through her bra and as if hitting a bulls-eye with a Jack-in-the-box toy, her nipple emerge. Then going where no son-in-law should ever go with his wife's mother, his mother-in-law, and the grandmother of his children, he pulled out her already erect nipple further with his thumb and index finger. So big and so firm, she had wonderful tits.
Shocked and frozen in place, she watched her son-in-law's finger taking inappropriate liberty with her breast and nipple. When he pulled out her nipple more through her housecoat and bra, she looked up at him and gasped in a shocked look of sexual excitement before giving him a look of surprised sexual anticipation. Ripe for his sexual advances, if he figured his mother-in-law hadn't had sex in a few years, he'd be right.
"Do you mean sex? You want me to give you sex in exchange for a new kitchen?" She looked back down at his fingers to watch him finger her nipple before looking back up at him. "Is that it? You want me to have sex with me? You want me to give you sex?" She repeated herself as if saying it again would help her to understand his inappropriate and forbidden request.
"Yes," he said. "I've always wanted to know what it'd like to have sex with Carol's sexy mother," he said reaching out his hands to cup both of her big breasts through her housecoat and bra.
Taking up the entirety of his big hands, her breasts felt so big and so firm. Again, not swatting him away and not stepping back to stand out of his reach, she looked down at his hands to watch him feel and fondle her bra clad breasts through her housecoat and bra. Feeling, fondling, and caressing his mother-in-law's breasts, he was so excited with the sexual anticipation that his mother-in-law would agree to such a forbidden, sexual union for the sake of a kitchen makeover.
"Oh, John, why would you want an old broad like me?"
Biting her lip and looking as if she needed a drink and/or a cigarette, she looked at him with trepidation and sexual anticipation. She gave him a look that needed a bit more convincing before she'd agree to jump in bed with her naughty son-in-law.
"I've lusted over you since my wedding day when I accidentally walked in on you as you were putting on your dress and I saw you topless," he said. "You have wonderful tits Marianne," he said running his palms across her nipples through her housecoat and bra. "For fifteen, long, sexually frustrating years, I couldn't wait to see your tits again. I couldn't wait to finally feel them. I couldn't wait to finally suck them," he said feeling her breasts through her clothes with more purpose especially now that she wasn't rejecting his offer for sex.
"Yes, that was embarrassing for me too," she said, "for my new son-in-law to see my tits," she said staring down at his hand feeling her and watching his fingers fingering her.
"Well, it may have been embarrassing for you, Mom but it was exciting for me to see the breasts of my mother-in-law. I wish your daughter had your breasts," he said squeezing her breast through her housecoat and bra before giving her a long, wet kiss. Not pushing him away, this time she returned his kiss with as much passion.
"Oh John," she said. "You're confusing me. Even though I'd really love to have a new kitchen, I want to have sex with you but I don't want to hurt my daughter by having sex with her husband."
He had her out of the water. Now it was up to him to gently remove the hook from her mouth while being careful not to lose her.
"No one would ever know we had sex Marianne," he said. "I've been lusting over you for years. Stroking my cock over the naked thoughts of you, I can't tell you how many times I masturbated over the sight of your remembered big breasts," he said whispering in her ear. "Even now, fifteen years later, I still think of making love to you when I'm making love to..." he said pausing for to remember her name, "your daughter...Carol," he said sticking his tongue in Marianne's ear before blowing a bit of hot air.
Without waiting for her to respond, already knowing her answer by the sexual liberty she allowed him to already take with her body by feeling her big tits through her bra and housecoat, he began slowly unbuttoning her housecoat. With her looking at him and him looking to see what each unbutton button revealed before unbuttoning the next button, he was poised to have his wicked, sexual way with his mother-in-law. Marianne, as if in shock, looked down too, as her son-in-law undressed her to expose her lingerie clad body to his horny eyes.
Once her housecoat was unbuttoned, he removed it. Then, parting her lips with his tongue again, John kissed and kissed his mother-in-law while reaching behind her to feel her full, panty clad, round, firm ass before sticking a horny hand between her legs to feel her panty clad pussy. Unable to wait any longer to strip his mother-in-law naked, he reached around her to unhook and to remove her bra before removing her panty. While kissing and kissing her, his horny hands was all over his mother-in-law's sexy, naked body.
She was naked. Just as his mother and sister were naked too, he couldn't believe his mother-in-law was naked also. He couldn't believe his horny eyes. What's her names mother, Marianne, was standing before him naked. He took a step back to stare at her big tits. He couldn't wait to suck her nipples. He looked down at her dark brown bushy pussy. He couldn't wait to lick his mother-in-law's cunt. He couldn't wait for her to suck his cock and being that her didn't allow him to cum in her mouth and swallow, he wondered if his mother-in-law would.
"Oh, John, you make me feel so wanted and desired," she said returning his passion with hers by not breaking off his kiss. "I may be a bit rusty," she said breathlessly. "Other than the funeral director, I haven't been with a man since my husband passed," she said.
Wow, he thought. She had sex with the funeral director. He wondered if she received a discount. He wondered who else she had sex with. All this time thinking his mother-in-law was purely innocent, he had no idea she was a slut.
"Don't worry Mom. It's like riding a bike," he said pushing her down to her knees, unzipping himself, and pulling out his cock. "Suck me Mom. Suck me. Take my big prick in your mouth and blow me."
As if his mother-in-law was a dying woman or a contestant at a hotdog eating contest, she nearly swallowed his cock.
"Oh, John, it's been such a long time since I've had a cock in my mouth," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak while looking up at him with begging eyes. "After I suck you, would you lick my pussy before you fuck me. I love having my cunt licked and being that you're my son-in-law, I've been masturbating over you while thinking about having sex with you," she said.
"Of course, Marianne, I'd love to lick your pussy. I'd love for you to cum in my mouth," he said.
"I'm not embarrassed to tell you this but when you saw my tits on your wedding day, that was by no accident," she said looking up at him with a wicked smile before sucking him again. "I knew you were coming in that room to collect your things and I timed myself being topless for your arrival," she said with a naughty laugh.
With a gentle hand to the back of his mother-in-law's head he looked down at her sucking his cock while she stared up at him with her big, brown eyes. So exciting to see his cock buried in his mother-in-law's mouth, he fondled her big breast while fingering her nipple. Then, just in the way that he did with his mother and sister, he unloaded a huge volume of cum in her mouth. Only, unlike is wife, she allowed him to cum in her mouth and swallowed.
He followed his mother-in-law to her bedroom. She moved to her bed and fell upon it naked and with her legs spread, a belated Valentine's Day love tryst, she was ready for him to make love to her. A sexual fantasy come true, he stared at his naked mother-in-law before focusing his stare to her pussy. He fingered her while rubbing her clit and while playing with her tits and fingering her erect, brown nipples. Then with all the pent up sexual lust he had for his mother-in-law from years of lusting over her, he fell between her legs and sniffed her and fingered her before licking her. Licking and licking while fingering her, she grabbed his head by his hair and mashed his face in her wet cunt in the way that his mother did to him. Licking and licking while fingering her wet pussy, it didn't take Marianne very long to whisper her passion for her son-in-law with an orgasm.
"Oh John, oh John, oh john," she said in a quiet whimper as if she was embarrassed to scream her passion. "Eat me John. Lick me. Make me cum. Make mommy cum John," she said gushing her passion for him in his mouth.
"Oh mother, I love eating your pussy. You have a beautiful cunt Marianne," he said still licking and licking her while fingering her.
"Oh John. After this, I want you to eat my pussy every week. I'll suck your cock and allow you to cum in my mouth after every time you eat me. Unlike my cold daughter, I know how to sexually treat a man."
* * * * *
Three down and only one to go, after having sex with his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law, confident that he could persuade his sexy sister-in-law to have sex with him too, he went to his sister-in-law's house, Samantha, the very next day, now three days after Valentine's Day. For the occasion of his belated love, he bought his sister-in-law a dozen roses. On sale after Valentine's Day, and always looking for a bargain, he paid half price for the flowers.
"John, such a nice surprise," said his sexy sister-in-law with a peck on the lips and a hug. "What brings you to my neighborhood? Come in. Sit," she said ushering him into the living room.
He sat across from her while she tried her best to sit like a lady in her short skirt. Yet, no matter how much like a lady she sat in that short, revealing skirt, she flashed him her pink panties with her every movement. Seeing the constant flash of her pink triangular piece of panty was like seeing a piece of a deer to a hunter or a piece of chum to a hungry shark. His eyes were locked on her panty clad pussy as if he were a Navy Seal Six team member and she was the enemy.
"I wanted to share my good news with you," he said.
"I'm always ready to hear good news after hearing so much bad news," she said with sadness.
"I won the Power Ball lottery," he said beaming.
"Oh, you lucky man. I wish I could win the lottery. Like everyone else, I'm having money problems too. Money is the only thing I need to have a better life. I'm deep in credit card debt and now my lender is threatening to repossess my car if I don't make three monthly car payments to catch up to current, she looking at him with hopeful expectation."
"Right time, right place," he said with a dirty laugh. "Don't worry, so long as you help me, I may be able to help you," he said staring at the triangular piece of panty that she was flashing him in an up skirt when she uncrossed her legs before allowing her knees to widen. She was flashing him her panties now, really flashing him her panties.
"Help you? How can I help you John?" She spread her knees a bit more, no doubt, for him to have a better view of her panty clad pussy.
"I have a few ideas how you can help me," he said shooting her a leering look.
"Anything. I'd do anything to help my brother-in-law, my sister's husband," she said giving him a sexy look, "for you to help me to get those bill collectors off my back," she said running a slow tongue across her lips.
"Anything?"
"Anything," she said standing in front of him. "I'd do anything for the man who helped me, even if it meant me giving that man sex." She looked at him and smiled. "Being that you've been married to my cold bitch of a sister, I bet you wished you married me instead of her. You married the wrong sister John. I never refuse a man from cumming in my mouth and swallowing him in the way that my sister is so adverse to sucking your cock," she said with a sexy smile.
Without him having to entice her or even ask her for sex, she began unbuttoning her blouse before unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt. Standing in front of him in her sexy C cup bra and pink, bikini panty, he couldn't believe his sexy sister-in-law just gave him a sexy striptease show, especially when they haven't even negotiated money yet. He wondered how much she needed. He wondered how much she wanted. He didn't care how much she needed and how much she wanted. Whatever she asked him to give her, he would. Maybe after he was with her mother, Marianne called her daughter to expect a visit from him.
A vision to behold and one he thought about numerous times while masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with his sexy sister-in-law, Samantha, he stared at her shapely body, a much better body than his wife's body. He never thought he'd see his sister-in-law in her bra and panty but there she was right in front of him. As if he was a dying man and his last dying wish was to have sex with his sister-in-law, he watched Samantha reach behind her to unhook her bra. He couldn't believe his luck. He couldn't believe his eyes. Her big tits were nearly right there for his horny hands to touch, feel, fondled, and caress while fingering her nipples before sucking them.
One slow, sexy bra strap at a time, he watched Samantha slither out of her bra before she removed her bra cups and presented him her big breasts as if he had won her as a prize instead of the money. A bit shapelier, her breasts were just as big as Marianne's breasts only they were raised a bit higher. He couldn't wait to touch them. He couldn't wait to feel them. He couldn't wait to caress them before sucking them. Then, without further ado, in one felled swoop, she removed her panty to expose her bald pussy. He couldn't wait to touch her, to feel her, and to stick his tongue inside her hairless snatch to lick her before fucking her. He couldn't wait to stick his big, hard cock in his sister-in-law's willing mouth for her to suck him.
In the way that he undressed for his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law, as if his clothes were on fire, instantly, he was out of them and naked. He grabbed hold of his sister-in-law, turned her around, bent her over, inserted his cock in her pussy and started humping her before fucking her from behind like a dog while grabbing onto her big tits and fingering her nipples. As if she was his wife instead of his sister-in-law and as if he was making love to her on Valentine's Day instead of three days later, fucking and fucking her, the movement of their body was as if they were one.
Rocking, rolling, shaking, quaking, instead of humping and fucking, he suddenly felt as if he was aboard a ship lost at sea in a storm. He couldn't wait for her to blow him. He couldn't wait to feel his cock in her mouth. He couldn't wait to shoot a load of cum in his sexy sister-in-law, Samantha's mouth too in the way he had with his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law.
"John, John, wake up. John! Wake up. Wake up. John," said Carol shaking him by his shoulder. "John! John!"
"Oh, God," he said rubbing the sleep from his eyes to stare at the little brown, beady eyes of his wife. Feeling that it was all so real, he couldn't believe it was just a dream. He could have sworn he had sex with his mother. He could have sworn his sister blew him. He could have sworn he ate his mother-in-law's pussy. He could have sworn he fucked his sister-in-law from behind.



"Good news John," she said with an excited smile.
"What? I was sleeping," he said not wanting to tell her that he was having an unbelievable dream of fucking her sister after having sex with his sister, her mother, and his mother. Instead, he said, "I had this unbelievable dream that I won the lottery."
He wished his dream was real. He wished he had all that money so that he could have sex with all the woman he's been lusting over for so very long. Then, remembering how his dream first started, he wished his wife had really sucked his cock, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed. After giving her a check for four-hundred-thousand dollars and after telling her that he won a million dollars in the lottery, instead of winning the ten-million dollars that he won, he wished her really did win all of that money. He didn't dare tell her that part of his dream was having sex with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister. She'd divorce him if he ever told her that he's been inappropriately lusting over her mother and sister, especially if he told her that he was incestuously lusting over his mother and sister.
"First of all," she said with a big assed smile. "Happy Valentine's Day."
"Oh, that, yeah. Happy Valentine's Day to you too," he said. "Your card, candy, flowers, and gift card to the Red Lobster are downstairs."
"Happy Valentine's Day," she said handing him a Valentine's Day card.
"What's this?" He looked up at his wife. "I bought you flowers, candy, and a gift card to Red Lobster and you only give me a Valentine's Day card. I was hoping you'd buy me that new ratchet wrench they've been advertising on TV, a nice bottle of single malted scotch that you bought me last year and the year before, or a new putter after I broke my old one when missing the putt." He looked at her with hurt when he wished he could look at her with the lust he felt when he looked at his mother, his sister, her mother, and/or her sister. "Has the love gone out of our marriage for you to only buy me a lousy Valentine's Day card on Valentine's Day?" He held the card in his hand as if it was covered in excrement before tossing it in the trash can beside his bed.
"Open it," she said retrieving the card and handing it to him.
Opening the envelop, pulling out the card, reading the card, and finding the check inside, he looked up at her.
"What's this?"
"It's a check for four-hundred-thousand dollars," she said looking down at him. "I won the Power Ball. I didn't win the jackpot, of course, just a million dollars," she said with a self-satisfied smile, the same smile that he gave her when he handed her a four-hundred-thousand dollar check in his dream.
"Power Ball?" He said looking from the check to look at her. "You actually won the Power Ball? A million bucks?"
"Yes, I won a million dollars in the Power Ball," she said.
"Where's the rest of the money? Surely, you won more than a lousy four-hundred-thousand dollars if you won the Power Ball."
"I did but I didn't win the jackpot. I won second prize, a million dollars. After taking the cash payout and paying taxes, that's what's left. Because you've been such a great husband," she said leaning down to him to give him a kiss and a hug, "I wanted you to have all of the lottery winnings."
Had he not had his dream, he wouldn't had known she was lying. He wouldn't had known that she won the jackpot, no doubt, the ten-million dollar first prize. It's too bad she didn't win the week before, when the prize was twenty times that, two-hundred million.
"Really?" He looked at her as if she was a used car dealer trying to sell him a car at a bargain price. He didn't believe her. He didn't trust her. "You're giving your entire prize money to me?" He looked at her as if he was still dreaming. "Why?"
"I'm giving you the entire prize money because you deserve it. You work hard," she said giving me a kiss. "Happy Valentine's Day John. I love you."
As soon as his wife left to go shopping, he called his younger brother Bob.
"Hi Bob."
"Hi John. What's up?"
"Listen, Carol is on her way there to offer you some money for Valentine's Day."
"She is? Why?"
"Long story short, she won the Power Ball lottery."
"She did? Wow! Lucky her. I wish I could win the lottery. I really need a new car," said Bob.
"Oh, don't worry. She's always been lusting over your hot ass. When she offers you money in exchange for sex...hold out for a Bentley," he said with a dirty laugh.
This is a Valentine's Day contest story. Please vote.
THE END
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Susan becomes Justin Bieber's surrogate mother
"And I sleep with my clothes on and you do too," she said. "Right?"
"Okay," he said.
Susan put his fifty-thousand dollar check in her purse and followed him to the master bedroom. His bedroom was nearly bigger than Colleen's entire apartment. She couldn't wait to tell Colleen what happened. She couldn't wait to tell her friend that she not only met Justin Bieber but also that she's sleeping with him, so to speak. She'd never believe her. No one would believe her.
"Do you have a preference?" She looked at him with curiosity.
"Preference? What do you mean, do I have a preference?"
"Which side of the bed do you sleep?"
She looked at him while waiting for his response. Even though he was so horribly young, he was nice looking and, being that she was thinking about having sex with him now, she could understand why his own mother would want to have sex with him.
"Oh. The right side. I always sleep on the right side. I can't get comfortable on the left side of the bed for some reason," he said.
"Okay," she said removing her heels and raising her skirt to scoot over on the bed.
"I just have one request," he said.
"What?"
Ungrateful that he just paid her fifty-thousand dollars to just sleep with her without having sex with her, she dared to have an attitude. As if her patience was already taxed and at the limit and as if her kindness was exhausted, expecting to hear his request that would be the last straw to break the camel's back, she gave him a knowing look that he was going to ask her for sex and, seemingly, indeed he was.
"Would you mind removing your underwear, your bra and panty?"
My underwear? Fuck him. No way! She knew it. His ploy was just to get her in his bedroom and on his bed.
"Sorry, but I'm not removing my bra and panty. Uh-uh. You said there'd be no sex," she said. "You said you just needed me to sleep with you as in closing your eyes, keeping your hands to yourself, and going to sleep. You said you were tired and desperately needed some sleep to be fresh for your concert."
"I know what I said and I meant what I said lady. I am tired and I do need sleep. Here I am about to sleep with you and I'm sorry but I forgot your name," he said with a laugh.
"Susan. Susan Jill Parker," she said again.
Stating his case why he needed her to remove her underwear, he looked at her with sad, brown eyes.
"My Mom always sleeps with me in her nightgown without wearing any underwear. It's not a sexual thing unless we want it to be and I always sleep with my head upon her breast and my hand in between her legs."
"What? Your head on her breast and your hand in between her legs? Eww. Gross. That's just nasty. Listen buddy, I don't know what kind of game you're playing here with me but--"
"Justin. Not buster and not buddy, please call me Justin, Susan."
"Listen Justin, if you think I'm going to allow you to sleep with your head on my braless tit while your horny hand is in between my legs in the red zone of my pussy than you're--"
"Rest assured that I don't want your body. I just want to sleep and this is how I've slept with my mother for nearly the past 2 years, since I turned 18-years-old. What if I give you another fifty-thousand-dollars for you to remove your underwear," he said taking out his checkbook again and writing another check. "Is that fair?"
Against her better judgment to continue down this road of perverse debauchery but he was offering her another fifty-thousand dollars, more money than she's made in the last several years combined. When added to the first fifty-thousand dollars, that's one-hundred-thousand dollars. Where could she earn that kind of money for just sleeping for one night with Justin Bieber without her underwear?
"Lemme get this straight. You'll pay me one-hundred-thousand dollars to sleep with you, but not sleep with you, but to really sleep with you without sex, so long as I remove my panty and bra for you to rest your head on my tit and leave your hand precariously between my legs," she said. "Is that it?" She stared at him incredulously.
"Yes," he said handing her the second check for fifty-thousand dollars.
"Okay," she said, "but no monkey business. I mean it. No fingering my pussy in the middle of the night. No fingering and sucking my nipples in the middle in the night and no sticking your cock in my mouth," she said. "No sex period. Got it?"
"Okay. I have it only I can't promise you what I do in my sleep but yes, no consciously fingering your pussy in the middle of the night, no consciously fingering and sucking your nipples, and no consciously sticking my cock in your mouth," he said crossing his heart and crossing his fingers. "Okay?"
"Okay," she said.
"I promise you Susan that I just want to get a good night's sleep. I'm tired. I'm so very tired. Always having slept with my mother since I turned 18-years-old, I can't sleep without sleeping with my mother there holding me and making me feel that everything will be alright. All that I want you to be is my surrogate mother. Okay?"
"Okay," she said tucking his second check away in her pocketbook.
"Thank you," he said.
Susan turned her back to remove her blouse and bra. She put her blouse back on but her blouse was so sheer that he could definitely see her nipples through her blouse in the bright light of the bedroom.
"Turn off the light," she said folding her arms across her breasts until the light was extinguished.
As soon as he turned off the light, she reached beneath her short skirt and removed her panty. Then, she thought that she'd ruin her clothes if she slept in them. With all the money he just gave her, she could afford to buy new clothes, of course, but appearing that she slept in her clothes, her clothes would be terribly wrinkled for her to walk out in public to go shopping.
"What are you doing over there?"
"I'm getting undressed," she said pausing. "Listen. I believe you about you sleeping with your mother just for comfort and not for sex. To be honest, I sleep in the buff and I can't sleep unless I'm naked, that is, unless I'm sleeping in my warm, oversized, flannel nightgown. If I was to sleep in my clothes, I'd feel suffocated. I'll strip naked so long as you promise me you'll behave and not touch, feel, fondle, and caress my naked body."
"That's a relief," he said with a laugh.
"What do you mean? What's a relief?"
"I sleep naked too but after asking you to remove your bra and panty, I didn't know how to broach that subject with you of me sleeping naked without you thinking that I just wanted to have sex with you," he said.
"So, lemme get this straight. When you're sleeping with your mother, you're naked?"
"Yes."
"And is your mother naked too?"
"Sometimes but not always. She's only 37-years-old and still gets her period," he said as if he was talking about his wife instead of his mother.
"Wow! Fuck me," she said, "I'm going to have a night of Bieber balls pressed against my thigh," she said with a dirty laugh. "Okay, you can strip naked but, I swear to God Justin, if I feel your cock anywhere other than the side of my thigh, our deal is over, I keep the money, and walk. I mean it. Do you understand?"
"Okay. It's a deal," he said stripping off his clothes in the dark. "Thank you for doing this Susan," he said. "I really appreciate this. I really need a good night's sleep."
Even in the dark she could see he had an erection and even in the dark she could see that he had a big cock. For such a small man he had a really, big cock. Too focused on her dire straits of unemployment, homelessness, and poverty, it had been quite some time since she had intimate relations with anyone. Being that she was naked with a naked, young man, a celebrity, and a man who had an immense cock, she was suddenly horny. They both climbed in bed and pulled the sheet over their naked bodies.
"How do you want me?"
A loaded question, if he had asked her how she wanted him, in the way she felt right now and in a room so dark that she couldn't see who she was with, she'd answer that she'd want his head in between her legs and his tongue licking her pussy. Then, she realized that she was a 40-year-old woman lusting over a 19-year-old boy of a man. Sexually, she wasn't any better than his mother. Then again, being that she wasn't his mother, she was better than his mother. Only, not understanding why Justin would want his mother when he could have anyone, being that her son had a big, hard cock, she could understand why his mother would want her son in that incestuous way.
"On your back," he said. "I'd like you on your back please, if you don't mind."
"I generally sleep on my left side," she said.
"Well, after I get comfortable and begin to nod off, it won't much matter to me what side you're sleeping on then. Once I'm asleep or about to fall asleep, you can move to your left side and I'll spoon you. Okay?"
"Spoon me?" Suddenly, she imagined his big, hard cock rubbing up against her firm, round ass. She imagined him having sex with her doggie style while he fondled her big tits and fingered her big nipples from behind. Maybe this is his plan all along. Yet, she was the one who volunteered to strip naked. "Okay, but if I feel you trying to stick your cock up my ass or in my pussy then--"
"I won't. Always having sex with her in the morning, I never have sex with my Mom at night," he said. "We're both morning people."
"Eww. That's too much information Justin. I think I just threw up a little in my mouth," she said. "Wait," she said.
"What?"
"I need to use the ladies room first. Do you have an extra tooth brush? I can't sleep unless I floss and brush my teeth," she said.
"Yes, of course. There are extra toothbrushes in the bathroom. Everything you need is in the bathroom. Compliments of my hotel, there's even a robe and slippers for you to wear, if you'd like," he said. "You may keep the robe and slippers too when you leave."
Susan moved to her back and Justin, just as he said he would, put his head on one breast with his hand resting in between her legs and just a mere few inches from her pussy. His hand was so close to her pussy that his left thumb tickled her blonde, trimmed pubic hair whenever he moved. His mouth was so very close to her nipple that her nipple responded to the anticipation of the touch his lips and erected. As if this was a sexual torture test or a sexual therapy class work assignment to be done at home as homework, wishing he'd inappropriately touch her in the dark and already determined that she'd offer no resistance, she was already horny for him. Truth be told, she was the one he had to worry about and not the other way around. Truth be told, she wanted him more than he wanted her.
They slept like that for forty-five minutes before Susan moved to get more comfortable. As soon as she moved, he moved and now her hand was trapped between her thigh and his cock. It had been a while since she felt a cock in her hand and, big and hard, his cock felt good pressed against her hand. Obviously sound asleep and not wanting to waken him, she felt his erection grow in the palm of her hand. Stealthily and silently, moving her body a few inches away from him to feel more of his cock, she couldn't help but want to feel his hardness with her long fingers. His erect cock made her horny and she imagined what his cock would feel like in her mouth and in her pussy.
Then, with his lips right on her nipple and his hand now cupping her pussy in the way she imagined he did with his mother, indeed, this sleeping position was is if they were taking a sexual therapy class and told not to sexually touch one another. So close and yet so far, she couldn't believe his lips were in contact with her nipple. If he opened his lips, her nipple would be inside of his mouth. With the movement of her breathing, up and down and up and down, she could feel the touch of his lips sexually exciting her. Purely for the pleasure of herself, she exaggerated her breathing to feel more contact from his lips on her nipple.
Her nipple was so erect and so hard that she actually wished that he'd suck her nipple. With his sleeping fingers not moving to finger her, she couldn't believe his hand was cupping her pussy. With his fingers so close and yet so far, having never thought about incestuous sex before between a mother and son, she was aroused now thinking about Justin and his Mom having sex. His temporary surrogate mother, here she was reenacting his sleeping position and she wondered if he'd take her in the morning and have sex with her. In the way she felt now, going with the horny flow, she'd offer no resistance.
Minutely moving around on the pretense for a more comfortable position, she felt his index finger poised on her pussy slit. She was already wet enough that if he dared press down upon her pussy slit in his sleep, he'd penetrate her enough to feel her wetness. Wishing he would, she could use a bit of sexual relief right now. Then, when she spread her legs just a little more, enough to part her pussy lips, his finger slipped inside and touched her wetness. With his hand and fingers unmoving, she seductively, silently, and ever so slowly and slightly moved her hips to give herself a gentle masturbation rub with his finger.
Between his lips poised by her nipple, her hand on his cock, and his finger practically inside of her pussy, she was out of her mind with sexually lust for Justin Bieber, of all people, someone she never even liked. Then, when she imagined his mother sleeping like this in this position with her son, the image of them being so incestuously, sexually intimate aroused her even more. Just as she wondered if he licked his mother's pussy, she wondered if his mother sucked his cock. She wondered if she allowed her son to cum in her mouth. If she did suck his cock and allowed him to cum in her mouth, she wondered if she swallowed.
With a gentle hand over his finger, it didn't take very much pressure from her hand to force his finger inside of her while pretending that she was his mother and he was her son. With him still sleeping, she continued moving her hips and while finger fucking herself and rubbing her clit with his sleeping finger. No doubt, the sexual fantasy of millions of women, she couldn't believe that Justin Bieber was masturbating her in his sleep. With his cock still in contact with her hand and her nipple practically in his mouth, his finger felt so good inside of her pussy.
Then, using her other hand to move and position herself, she angled her body just a few millimeters for him to take her nipple in his mouth. No doubt, a reflexive action, in the way of a baby sucking a nipple, he accommodated her need to have her tit sucked by parting his lips in his sleep. As if he was talking or singing in his sleep, she felt his tongue on her nipple before she felt his lips sucking her nipple. With the sexual sensation of it all driving her sexually frustratingly insane, between his finger in her pussy, her nipple in his mouth and her hand on his cock, she couldn't take it anymore. So wanting to suck him, desperately, she needed to fuck him.
She moved to her side and immediately he moved closer to spoon her. When he draped his arm over her, impossible to reach over her without feeling her big tit, she moved his hand to her erect nipple. As if his finger was busy playing his guitar, trumpet, or keyboard in his sleep, he fingered her erect nipple. Excited by the feel of his hand on her big breast and his finger fingering her nipple, she was out of her mind with sexual lust for him when she felt his hard cock poking her in the ass. She imagined she was his mother and he was her son. She imagined Justin taking her, his mother, from behind. She imagined her fucking her son.
With her pussy already wet enough to accommodate him, she moved her body to angle her hips and then gently pushing against him, she felt the head of his cock slide inside of her pussy. Justin Bieber's cock was in her pussy. She couldn't believe it. Justin Bieber was making love to her. She was being fucked, so to speak, by a celebrity, albeit a sleeping celebrity.
Gently rocking herself, she moved her hips in and out as his cock slid deeper inside of her as he continued feeling her tit and fingering her nipple in his sleep. Already ready to orgasm, she reached around behind her to wrap her hand around his engorged prick as he fucked her from behind. She hoped he'd cum inside of her. She hoped he'd make her pregnant. She wouldn't mind being the mother of a love child from Justin Bieber.
No longer able to stand the nonsense of a sleeping fuck she turned around and slid her body halfway down the bed to take his cock in her mouth. She was blowing him. She was sucking Justin Bieber's big, hard cock. With him not having slept for two days, he was dead to the world. Nonetheless his unconscious sleep, he took her head in between her hands and humped her mouth and fucked her face in his sleep. Then, when she felt him getting aroused enough to cum, she slid her body up to meet his lips.
As soon as she kissed he, he was awake. Returning her French kisses with his, they kissed and kissed while she reached down to stuff his cock in her wet cunt. They were fucking now, really fucking. They didn't make love for more than a few minutes before he exploded a huge load of cum inside of her and as soon as he did he fell asleep again. Keeping to her previous agreement, except for the sex, she held him in the way his mother held him with his head on her breast and his hand in between her legs.
To be continued...
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Dave and Susan sitting in a tree k-i-s-s-i-n-g. I love you.
Dave watched Susan sitting there as if he had pulled her plug or pulled out her batteries. Emotionless, she was comatose. When most women would love to hear that, he say the wrong thing by telling her that he loved her. Happy one minute and sad the next, he wondered if she was a manic depressive. What just happened? He didn't know. He had no idea. So full of life before, all that it took to turn her off was for him to say three words that meant so much to him and obviously so little to her, 'I love you.'
She acted as if he had said I hate you instead of I love you. She acted as if he wanted to break up with her, not that they were ever together. She acted as if she wasn't interested in taking whatever the fuck they had to the next level, which he wanted to do. What did they have anyway? Obviously, they didn't have anything. Obviously, even though he thought they were, they weren't a couple.
When it comes to women, he wondered if Simone, Lucy, and/or Carmen were available to give him some much needed advice if not some comfort. He wondered what they'd say and how they'd react if he told one of them that he loved them. No doubt, being that they were prostitutes and with their Johns telling them that all the time, they'd probably laugh in his face.
A bag lady and a Marine having only met several hours ago, he was as much of a stranger to her as she was an enigma to him. Apparently, according to her immediate negative reaction and foul response, in the way that she recoiled from him and rejected him, they didn't have anything in common to maintain a boyfriend/girlfriend relationship, never mind love. What is love anyway? It's just a feeling. He had feelings for her but she didn't have feelings for him. When most men never want to commit, he was ready to ride off in the sunset with her, only there was a hitch and a fly in the ointment.
'Houston there's a problem. May Day! May Day! Negative to love. It's a no go. Abort the mission and scrub the relationship.'
She sat there with the look of a woman who had been badly beaten before being brutalized emotionally, physically, and sexually. As if she were a human turtle hiding in her self-protective shell, not willing to show her emotions for fear, no doubt, that she'd be hurt again, she had the look of a woman who had disappeared inside of herself and withdrawn from life. Obviously, an understatement, she wasn't ready for love or any kind of a relationship for that matter. Not the best looking man, especially after having his face reconditioned with the stress of combat and with one too many blows to the head, maybe she was ready for love but not with him.
After his ears stopped ringing and after the last cloud of black, putrid smoke cleared, always there was smoke after the fire and not before, she had the look that he had after he survived another bloody battle. Always as if a crescendo to their mission, the air was filled with the stench of fuel, oil, and burning rubber. He wonder how many deadly, cancerous carcinogens he inhaled. He wondered how many years being a Marine fighting wars took off of his life. She had that same dazed and empty look that he had when looking around to survey the damage and to take inventory of the dead and the wounded. Only her combat mission was living and his combat mission was dying, kill or be killed.
'Don't move! Show me your hands! Show me your hands! Get down on the ground! Get down on the ground! Don't move!'
Those words echoed through his brain in seven languages. Yet too many only understood a bullet to the head. They hated Americans. They hated America. He never met so many people who were willing to die rather than to surrender to an American serviceman.
Yet every year we support Pakistan with billions of dollars, money wasted over there that could be used to house the homeless and feed the hungry over here. For Pakistanis to hide terrorists while burning our flag, those two facts don't bode well when Congress approves more money going to Pakistan. If he were President and Commander in Chief of the military, he'd fired a couple of smart bombs one earmarked Pakistan and one airmailed to Afghanistan. 'Boom!' In an instant, the war would be over. Hamid Karzai, our puppet president in Afghanistan, in bed with the CIA from day one, holds no loyalty to the United States.
If he had the chance to take Karzai out when he was there, he would have but he was protected, not so much by the Afghan military but by United States private contractors, mercenaries, men who were once just like him. Only, if he had assassinated their president, Secretary Clinton, the President, and the top generals and admirals from the pentagon would have been all over his ass. No doubt, they would have blamed him for destabilizing the area. They would have blamed him for making things much worse when there was no way things could get any better over there, which is why the Russians left years ago to end their war with Afghanistan. Yet, we're still there. Why?
He could have worked for one of those private contractors. He could have worked for the CIA or any secret agency that did dirty deeds behind the scenes. He was qualified. He had the skills to kill, something that is still in high demand. They would have paid him buckets of money to work for them. Only, he saw how they worked and how they operated. Different from the Marines, he couldn't work with someone and for someone who wasn't watching his back and who was more concerned with their own.
Only, with all of war and foreign policy out of his control, all he could do was to retire from the Marines and go on with his life. He couldn't do his job anymore. The patience he once had was gone with suicide bombers. Now he fired first and asked questions later. Shoot to kill or be blown to bits was always his standing orders.
* * * * *
'I love you.'
The words echoed in his head in the way of a bad dream. The words that lifted his spirit to say before made him sad now. She didn't have to say she didn't love him. She saw the shocked look in her eyes. A nanosecond glimpse in her soul, a trained assassin, he was skilled at detecting a liar. He could walk in a room cold and know which one to shoot first. Never was he wrong. Always was he right. Otherwise, he wouldn't be standing here as a retired Marine. He would have been a dead Marine years ago.
With death always all around him, the stench of rotting corpses and the acrid smell of burning flesh is something he'll never forget. To this day, he can't enjoy a barbeque, raw meat burnt beyond recognition. How many of his buddies did he had to identify. If it wasn't for their dog tags, they'd be buried in an unmarked grave with so many other soldiers and marines who didn't have enough left of them to identify.
Burning alive again in his nightmares, he still relives the horror, hears their screams, and sees the faces of all those buddies he couldn't save. Taking his gun and shooting them instead of watching them die a horrible death, acts of war never reported on the nightly news, he's done that more than once. If the military allowed the press to report everything that they witnessed and that happened instead of classifying their dirty laundry as top secret, there'd be a Congressional investigation where some Major, Captain, and Sergeant would be offered up as sacrificial lambs, when the army rotten from the head down.
How many generals return home fatter and richer than when they arrived? There's a lot of retired generals who retired after going over to Iraq to pillage and Afghanistan to plunder. After a while, after seeing so many killed in combat, other than to fan the area with a blanket of machine gun fire, dead bodies no longer evoked a response in him. After a while, instead of killing the lowly enemy, men who were as brainwashed as he was, he wished he could kill the ones responsible for the deaths of so many of his buddies. Only, they'd court marshal and execute him if he started killing those powerful generals who knew the real story of why they were at war. Twisted enough by war and politics, it was time for him to retire and he did.
His first time in combat, he was scared. Realizing fast that it was either him or them, fright turned to anger. Now unemotional, with bullets whizzing by his head, he used his calmness to his advantage when shooting off his 50-caliber machine gun. Still shooting until he was out of bullets or until everyone was quiet, he was a one man assault team. Because of his deadly accuracy, he had a lot of nicknames, Doctor Death, the Grim Reaper, the Sweeper, and recently, LMS, last man standing.
After a while, as if they had never lived, the dead didn't look real. Except for the blood and the bullet holes, most appeared to be sleeping. Tit for tat and an eye for an eye, rat-a-tat-tat, rat-a-tat-tat, and rat-a-tat-tat, he grew tired of exchanging bullets. He envied the sniper, one bullet, one kill. Only snipers, once there was an eyeball on their location, had a short lifespan.
He could clean and fire a gun faster than most could load a chamber and pull a trigger. Yet, unless he re-upped or became a mercenary soldier and worked for a private security outfit, what good is that skill now that he's a civilian and a law abiding citizen? Hard for him to cope, always looking for love and hoping for love but with love so elusive, he never found it. Being that he didn't know what he was looking for and being that love was just a feeling, how would he even know if he stumbled over love? When he thought that he did finally find love with Susan, he thought love would set him free. Only, as if plucking a rose with one less pedal, she loves me, she loves me not, she doesn't love him.
As if he had been shot, the look she gave him hurt more than any bullet he's taken. Surely, he'd take a bullet over her look of rejection. Her look and then her reaction to his words stopped him cold. Defenseless against her mere words, always in control, she made him feel vulnerably unworthy of her affection. Having already survived being shot numerous times, in the way they make a vest that's impervious to bullets, he wished someone would make a bulletproof vest to protect his heart from love.
It took a lot of whiskey for him to live with himself after losing all of his men in his last battle before retiring. The last man standing, even his buddies back at base looked at him as if he was bulletproof, invincible, and unable to die when he just wished he were dead. They feared him as much as they regarded him and respected him. Even though his last mission didn't work out so well, no doubt, sabotaged by the bad Intel from the CIA, everyone still wanted him to lead their squad. Even if it was the other guy and not him taking the bullet, they all knew they'd have a better chance of going home alive with Gunnery Master Sergeant Dave Ryan watching their back.
Never considering himself lucky yet, always, he was the one spared. Always he was the was one of the ones not returning home in a body bag. Why him? Why them and not him? Why was he spared? Was he spared for Susan to so rudely dismiss him, not want him, and to look at him as if he were crazy to ever think that he'd have a chance of her loving him.
She was a homeless, bag lady and, with no one in her life in the way that he had no one in his life, even she rejected him. Now that he finally had someone in his life, he didn't understand why his life continued to be so difficult. No longer at war, yet always it was a battle. When he's willing to love someone, why is it so hard for someone to love him? He's worked so hard to deserve better.
"I'm sorry Susan," said Dave staring at her withdrawing inside of herself. Going from sorrow to anger, he withdrew his apology. "No. I'm not sorry for falling in love with you," he said with anger. "We're made for one another. Don't you see that? We were meant to be together," he said touching her hand when she didn't speak and taking her by her shoulders and shaking her when she didn't look at him.
"I'm sorry Dave," was all that she said.
"Damn it! We're both fucked up. Yet, here we are. You're just as broken as I am. No woman would want me and no man can deal with you. We have too much baggage to ever be normal but why not be abnormal together? This is our chance for something special so why not take the chance?" He let go of her when she stayed past him. "Say something. Say anything."
"What do you want me to say? I have nothing to say," she said finally looking at him. "I don't love you. Okay? Is that what you want to hear? I don't love you."
She looked at him with cold, distant eyes. She looked at him as if he was looking at a stranger. He did it now. Just as he had turned on her switch to have sex with him, he had turned off her switch by telling her that he loved her. How could he be so stupid not to know her reaction. If he were in field and she was some middle eastern woman, he would have summed her up with a look and at a glance. Yet, back home and a stranger in his own country, already making a big mistake, he had made the wrong move by telling her that he loved her.
"I'm tired of living alone Susan. I'm tired of being alone. I'm tired of going places alone and doing things alone. I'm sick to death of having no one to talk to but myself. I want someone in my life. I want a woman to love and who will love me. I want you," he said.
She put her fingers to her lips when he leaned to kiss her.
"Don't talk. Just don't talk. It's better if you don't talk and we just have sex," she said looking at him. "Okay?"
"Okay," he said. If he had any pride, he'd turn her down for sex but having sex with her without her having any love for him and any kind of affectionate emotion was still worth it. Surely, he could pretend she loved him while having sex with her. "Only--"
She gave him the same impatient look that he gave his new recruits when they poured off the bus not knowing what to expect.
"What?"
"What about pillow talk?"
"Pillow talk?"
"I like talking dirty while making love, sorry, I mean, having sex and I figured that you do too," he said as if apologizing to his mother for his need to talk dirty after breaking something. Only, he wasn't the type of guy to have sex with his mother. Besides, Susan looked nothing like his mother, thank God.
"Yeah, I do," she said with a dirty laugh. "How did you know that I do like pillow talk? Only, can we limit our conversation to pleasantries and pillow talk? Once you start complimenting me, Dave, you go overboard. You go all sappy on me," she said. "Not deserving of your compliments, your compliments made me feel uncomfortable. You're adulation makes me feel bad instead of good."
"I know and you're right Susan. Suddenly, something I never was, with you pushing all of my buttons, I'm needy. Obviously I need you more than you need me," he said revealing his private thoughts. "Pining the loss of my beloved Marine Corps as if it's one of my buddies that just died, I'm like one of those guys living at home with their mother. Sucking at her tit for too long, the Marine Corps was my whole life. I never thought I'd be like that but you make me like that. I hate to say this and if my buddies ever heard me say this, I'd never hear the end of it," he said looking at her with sad eyes for understanding.
"Say what?"
"You bring out the woman in me," he said squeezing her hand while cringing from uttering the words.
"What? I bring out the woman in you?" She looked at him as if he told her that he didn't love her when he did love her. She gave him a look that told him that it was impossible for her to not only love him but also to love anyone. "What are you suddenly gay? Are you going gay on me Dave?"
"Hardly," he said with a laugh. "It's just being with you Susan is different than being with the guys, an understatement," he said laughing while looking at her sitting across from her naked. "You make me feel things that I never felt before," he said with a laugh while cupping her big breast in his hand.
"Literally," she said with a laugh while looking down at his hand fondling her breast and watching his fingers fingering her nipple.
"You make me want to do things that I never wanted to do before. You made me realize how much of my life I lost fighting and training men to fight someone else's war, a war waged just for the sake of money. Money, money, money, the death and dismemberment of some of the best men I've ever known, trained, and some of the best buddies I ever had is for the sake of money," he said suddenly looking as sad as he appeared angry. "Now that they're done with me, now that I'm done with them rather, just as you're the shell of the woman you used to be, I'm the shell of the man I used to be."
"What do you mean?" She asked the question but her look confessed that she already knew the answer.
"You know what I mean Susan. We both suffer from Post Traumatic Stress but for different reasons," he said.
"I really don't want to talk about that with you," she said.
"You because you were raped and brutalized by your relatives and by the men in your life and me because I was shot at and wounded in a war that I was ordered to fight not for freedom, not for terrorism, but for money," he said ignoring her request that he not discuss that part of her life. "War is big money. Their call to arms, a call that few of them have even answered themselves, old, fat, Caucasian men wave the United States flag and get rich while the rest of us die for money that our families will never have."
"I am kind of a basket case," she said ignoring his confession to make her own. "I'm sorry for having that kind of reaction when you told me you love me but it's automatic. I would have had less of a reaction had you slapped me across the face. Suddenly feeling suffocated, I was stunned, shocked, and surprised."
"I get it. I do. I know what you mean. I have the same reaction when someone startles me or sneaks up on me. If I don't catch myself, I could really hurt someone, even kill them. Even though I love the Marines, I'm their creation. I'm their monster. They made me who I am today, a man who lives alone, is suspicious of everyone, and barely likes himself never mind anyone else," he said.
"You just described me," she said with sadness.
"And then you come along and I'm saying something that I've never said to anyone before," he said looking at her, "that I love you. I love you Susan Jill Parker," he said lifting her chin to look in her eyes. "I love you. I don't care if you don't want me to say it and/or if you don't love me but I can't help from feeling what I feel and what I feel for you is a deep love and affection that transgresses just having sex. If I wanted just sex I could pay to have sex with Simone, Lucy, and/or Carmen."
"Don't," she said putting her fingers to his lips. "Please stop saying that you love me when we both know that you don't and when we both know that you just want to be in love with someone, anyone, to feel something other than death and pain."
"You're wrong about that. Yeah, sure, I'm a desperate man filled with anger and hate but I do love you, I do."
"Sorry Dave but I can't love you. I don't have it in me to love you. I don't have it in me to love anyone," she said falling sadly silent again. "Just in the way that you are, I'm dead inside."
"Why? I don't understand? Why can't you love me?"
"You don't understand? I don't understand how someone can love me when I don't love myself. Sometimes, most times, all the time, I hate myself. I go around thinking that I wish I was dead. My interior monologue is filled with negative dialogue instead of with positive thoughts," she said looking at him sitting there with his mouth gaping open.



"And you just described me," he said nodding his head and clenching his fist as if he wanted to punch someone or hit something.
Having said all they needed to say, they fell silent with neither of them talking.
"Can't we just forget about love, stop all of this talking, and just have sex?" She looked at him. "I'm still horny."
He looked at her long and hard before responding. As if she was his ship, his one last chance of happiness in life, she was slowly drifting away from the dock and he only had one running jump to hop aboard, otherwise, he'd be adrift at sea in the way he's always been aimlessly floating by not confronting his emotions when having sex with a prostitute.
"Sure. Yeah. Okay. I can do that," he said. "So long as we can still have pillow talk."
"Pillow talk? You want pillow talk Dave? I can give you pillow talk," she said grabbing his cock and watching it grow hard in her hand. "Slam that big, hard prick in my warm, wet pussy Marine but, before you do, lick me. Lick my cunt Dave. Make me wet with your tongue and fingers. Feel my big tits and finger my nipples. Make me want you Dave. I need to cum. I need to cum with your cock inside my pussy before I take your big prick inside of my mouth and suck you, really suck you until you shoot another warm, oozy load of cum inside my mouth that splashes against the back of my throat."
"Holy shit! With that mouth you have on you, you could have been a Marine," he said laughing.
"Stop fucking talking Dave and lick my pussy while using one finger to rub my clit and your other finger to fuck my cunt bitch," she said grabbing him around the neck and pulling his head down to her crotch. "You're my bitch now."
Never one to disobey a direct order, just as commanded, Dave fell in between Susan's legs and licked her pussy while rubbing her clit with one finger and finger fucking her with his other. He used his other hand to reach up and fondle her big tits while fingering her erect, hard nipples.
"I love your blonde pussy Susan," he said coming up for air with his mouth still on her pussy. "I love licking you," he said licking and licking her while fingering her.
He had her squirming all over the sofa cushions. He had her moaning. Then, when he felt her legs tighten, when she was obviously ready to cum, she stopped and pulled him up to her.
"Fuck me now Dave. I'm wet enough. I'm really to be drilled, Sergeant," she said.
Dave mounted her and limiting his talking to pillow talk, he had his cock doing all the talking for him instead of his mouth.
"You're so warm. You're so wet. You're so tight," he said wiggling his ass while moving his cock deeper inside of her with every hump and every thrust.
As if they were one, hump for hump and thrust for thrust, they were together now for however long. She returned his passion with her own fucking him as hard as he was fucking her.
"Fuck me Dave," she said humping him. "Fuck me," she said holding him. "Slam that big, hard cock inside of me," she said wrapping her legs around his strong back. "Hump me Marine. Fuck me Dave, really fuck me. Make me cum. I need to cum," she said.
Fucking him as hard as he was fucking her, she rolled him over. Now sitting on top of him while humping and fucking him, with her big tits bobbing, swaying, and dancing, Dave reached up to harness her big boobs before she hurt herself with them.
"You're tits are so big," he said. "You breasts are so firm," he said. "I love your huge knockers Susan," he said pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
"I'm going to cum. You're going to make me cum," she said leaning down to him.
With her hair hanging down all over his face as if his head was hidden by the blonde camouflage of tall grass that grew as tall as wheat and that had been burned blonde by the hot kiss by the sun, she kissed him. Humping him while kissing him, she continued to be humped while humping him. They were fucking more than they were making love. Taking command of the situation in the way that he always did, it was Dave's turn to roll her over and fuck her, and he did.
Now fucking her harder and faster, slamming his cock inside of her, he was fucking Susan with all the strength and energy he had. He wanted her to cum. He needed her to cum. Maybe if he could make her cum, she'd want him. Maybe if he could make her cum, she'd never want to be without him. Maybe if he could make her cum, she'd love him as much as he loves her.
"I'm cumming Dave. Oh God, I'm cumming. Yeah, that's it baby. Right there. Don't stop. Hump me harder. Hump me faster. Fuck me Dave. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me."
Totally spent, they collapsed in one another's arms. They stayed like that for what seemed like forever and what seemed like an hour when it was only a few minutes.
"That was amazing Susan," he said kissing her while fondling her breasts.
"Shhh," she said. "Don't ruin the moment by talking."
Her eyes were closed and she looked as if she was sleeping.
"I'm going to take a shower," he said feeling rejected by her again.
He gave her a long, wet kiss before getting up and disappearing in the bathroom. When he returned, she was gone.
To be continued...
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Now that we know we want one another Mother and now that we know how we feel about one another, a real dilemma, what do we do now?
"With me always feeling so horny, it's bad enough you flashing me your engorged prick," I said with a laugh while even shocking myself that I was speaking so openly and honestly to my son about not only my sexual attraction to him but also about his big cock. "Just because I'm your Mother doesn't mean that I don't have sexual feelings. Just because I'm your mother doesn't mean that I don't get horny when I see a stiff prick, even if that stiff prick belongs to my son, especially if that stiff prick belongs to my son," she said unable to conceal her sexual excitement.
"I'm sorry Mom. I had no idea I was flashing you. Moreover, with you being my Mom, I had no idea that you had sexual feelings," he said with a little laugh. "Besides, it wasn't as if I was flashing you my cock on purpose," he said with a sly grin. "I'd never do that."
"I know you weren't flashing me on purpose Jimmy," I said not believing him for a minute that he wasn't purposely flashing me his prick. "That's not what I'm saying. Yet, the fact that you did flash me your cock has aroused sexual feelings in me towards you. Even though I'm your Mother, I'm still a woman and I'm still human," I said. "I still have wants, needs, and desires that are now filled with nothing but loneliness, emptiness, and sexual frustration, especially after seeing how beautiful your cock is and how big and hard your prick gets."
Baiting him by making him feel proud about the beauty and size of his cock, I was hoping he'd take the line and swim out deeper with it while taking me along with him for the ride.
"Yeah, well, now that you mention it and now that you speak so openly about it," he said really getting defensive now. "I'm not the only one flashing their naked body around here," he said looking at me before dropping his focus down from my eyes to stare between my legs.
He was looking at my pussy. My son was staring at my cunt. Oh my God. In the way he was leering at me and in the obvious way he wanted me, he was making me so horny. He was making me wet. I could feel my nipples emerging and hardening with his unbroken stare.
I so wanted to show him my pussy. I so wanted him to finger my cunt while sucking my nipples as I stroked his cock. Whatever was happening between us whether it was a sexual attraction, incestuous lust, or the forbidden love that a mother feels for her own son, never have I ever felt as sexually attracted to my son as I was feeling attracted to him now. If he showed me any indication that he wanted me to, I'd suck his cock.
Even though I knew what he meant when he said that he's not the only one flashing around here and even though he was absolutely correct about me flashing him too, surprising me by his personal attack on my person, I pulled my nightgown down and closed my legs to sit like a lady. Playing Mickey the Dunce in acting as if I didn't know what he was talking about, what I thought my flashing was subtle before, even unnoticed, was up for public discussion now. I felt as embarrassed as I felt sexually excited openly discussing my exhibitionism with my son.
Whether he knows it was accidental or on purpose, he's seen me flashing him. No doubt, he suspects that I've been purposely flashing him. He's seen bit and pieces of my body too many times not to think that his mother is an incestuous slut. No mater, now or never, it was about time we cleared the incestuous air anyway. Who knows, maybe this talk will lead to more than just going in my room to masturbate?
"What do you mean?"
I looked at him with innocence and in the way that a mother would normally look at her son when not lusting over her won. Hoping to trump his move by making him feel guilty in taking advantage of me by looking at all that I was showing, I played my morally modest Mother's card.
"Oh, don't play the Virgin Mary with me Mom. I know you better than that," he said giving me a knowing look as if he was replaying the images of my flashes in his mind. "There's not a man that's come to his house that you haven't flashed your panties, bra, pussy, and tits to while pretending it was accidental. Whether accidentally or on purpose, you've been flashing me your body for years," he said. "Having seen your naked body so very many times before, if I was an artist, I could paint you in the nude without having you model for me."
He floored me that he was on to my game of exhibitionism. Feeling as if I had been the head nurse in an insane asylum, I thought I had been getting away with murder. I had no idea that he knew I was flashing men and him on purpose. All this time thinking that flashing him and others was my dirty, little secret and my own personal game of exhibitionism, I was embarrassed that my son knew what I had been doing.
Called on the carpet as if he was my father instead of my son, I felt perverted. I felt like the slut that I was. I felt sexually excited. I wondered if my girlfriends flashed their adult sons their bodies too or if it was just me. I wondered if their adult sons flashed them their cocks or if it was only my son James. Knowing that all men are visual and that all men are voyeurs, I had no idea my son knew that I was an exhibitionist. For him to know that I've been purposely flashing him, along with so very many other men, I wondered how much of my body he's seen. No doubt, he's seen all of me over and again. Yet, for him to still be looking he must be interested. Moreover, for him to have the erection that he has now, he must sexually want me as much as I want him.
"How dare you! I have not," I said pulling my nightgown tighter around me and folding my arms across my breasts so that he didn't see my nipples sticking out in sexual excitement over the thoughts of him admitting to seeing every inch of my naked body.
"I can't tell you how many up skirts of your panties and down blouses of your bra and cleavage I've seen Mom," he said becoming more sexually excited. He was getting an erection again. "Then, whenever you wear your short, transparent nightgown, you treat me to continual up nightgown flashes of your pussy and down nightgown flashes of your tits," he said looking at me as if I was a decadent desert that he was trying to control himself from eating.
Eat me I wanted to say. Lick my pussy and I'll suck your cock, I wanted to say but I said no such thing. Unable to remove my eyes from the opening of his pee-hole, I was too busy watching and waiting for his cock to make an encore appearance from out of his pajama bottom pee-hole.
"I had no idea," I said lying while watching his cock stiffening again. Trying to entice him to still make the first move, with his growing erection as my sexual barometer, I knew exactly what I was doing in teasing my own son. "I'm sorry for teasing you. I didn't know that I was inadvertently showing so much of myself. Please forgive me," I said but not meaning it.
"Seriously, Mom, you never knew you were flashing me and every other man who visits here your panties, bra, tits, ass, and pussy?"
Jesus Christ, with all the thoughts of all the men that I flashed over the years, he was making me horny. There was a time when no man was safe from me flashing him, so long as I could make it appear accidental. Loving to tease men, I love flashing my body. I couldn't even count how many times I've flashed and how many men I've flashed over the years. I couldn't even remember all their names and all their faces. Out of all my flashes, there were only a few that stuck out in my mind enough that I recalled over and again when masturbating.
My recent flashes of my son and my naked flash of my father-in-law when his eyes bugged out of his head, after he walked in on me while I was changing into my bathing suit are now among some of my favorite flashes. Standing there naked with my bathing suit in hand, he just stood there staring at my big, exposed tits and my blonde, trimmed pussy. Acting as if I was in surprised shock, not even moving my hands to cover myself, I just stood there motionlessly as if I was a deer caught in headlights until he left the room and closed the door behind him while mumbling his apology.
'Oh, my God, I just flashed my father-in-law my naked body.'
Always looking to see what he could see, I figured he'd never imagine seeing his daughter-in-law completely naked but there I was showing him my tits, my areolas, my nipples, and my beautiful, blonde pussy. I swear, if my father-in-law had pulled out his cock right then and there and put a gentle hand to my shoulder for me to fall to my knees, I would have sucked him. I would have allowed my husband's father to cum in my mouth. God, I'm such an incestuous slut. No male relative is safe from me.
Purposely flashing him but making it all appear so accidental, with me stripping naked all prearranged, I knew he was going to walk in on me just before he had. I had given him the guest bedroom and being that my summer clothes were stored there, I decided to change there instead of in my room or in the bathroom. The shocked look of surprise and sexual excitement on his face is what I needed to sexually excite me. I'm sure, no doubt, that my father-in-law masturbated over me then in the way that I masturbated over him and in the way my son obviously masturbates over me now. We're all driven by incestuous lust.
My accidental towel drops of the mailman, the UPS man, FEDEX man, and pizza delivery man, are flashes of my naked body that have made my all time flashing lists too. If there was an award given for purposeful flashes made to appear accidental, I'd win the Oscar. Not nearly as subtle as sitting across from someone on the train with my legs parted enough for them to see my panty or wearing a blouse cut low enough for them to see my cleavage and bra on the bus, timing is everything when not trying to make flashes appeared contrived.
Flashing my tits to naive boyfriends and bored husbands, while waiting for their girlfriends and wives outside of the dressing room, when trying on bras by leaving the dressing room curtain askew is another favorite flash to do. Alas, most dressing rooms have doors instead of curtain now. Flashing my panties to shoe salesmen when trying on shoes stand out in my mind too. Out of all the flashes I've done, even those where I lost my bikini top at the beach after pretending to be toppled by a wave, those flashes are some of my favorite flashes to masturbate to when masturbating.
Oddly enough though, my all time favorite flash was the only flash that was truly accidental when the garage door opened as I was picking up trash in front of the garage. With me squatting down in front of the garage door, my Mother was coming home and opened the garage door from around the corner, a hundred feet away. I had no idea she was coming home until the metal, molding strip on the edge of the garage door caught the end of my bathrobe as I was standing from my squatting position.
As the garage door went up, so didn't my bathrobe. Having flashed a thousand men my naked, semi-naked, and lingerie clad body a thousand times before, never have I felt embarrassment when flashing men my body. Yet that day, maybe because it wasn't my idea to flash when the garage door raised my bathrobe and revealed my naked body to my neighbors, the garbage men, and to my Mother's boyfriend, at the time, for the first time flashing, I was embarrassed. I was mortified. Having no control over who I was flashing and when I was flashing, for the first time, I felt a normal reaction. I felt humiliation.
For me to escape the garage door, with my bathrobe over my head and my arms flailing trying to break free, I had to pull myself out of my bathrobe by falling to the ground. Standing there naked struggling and screaming while everyone ogled me, never have I been as embarrassed, that is, since the day that my uncle and cousin had their wicked ways with me when they stripped me naked. An 18-year-old virgin, that was embarrassing being naked in front of them just as it was frightening to be forced to touch them, suck them, and fuck them.
Is that why I'm the way I am now, flashing myself to men and lusting over my son? As if being bitten by an incestuous vampire, has what my uncle and cousin did to me made me into who I am today? An understatement, when it comes to sexual situations, my life hasn't been normal, especially now with me sexually wanting my son.
"Okay, I admit, this nightgown is a bit transparent," I said pulling the nightgown tighter and stretching the material across my body to show him what lay beneath, "but with us in a darkened living room, I thought--"
"When you stand by the fridge with the door open in a darkened kitchen, it's as if you're not wearing anything. It's as if you're naked Mom," he said as if the image of me standing in front of the open refrigerator door was the last straw when his erect cock made a repeat performance by popping out of his pajama bottom again.
"Oh, God. That's so embarrassing. I had no idea you could so clearly see through my nightgown," I said folding my arms across my breasts while getting sexual aroused with the thoughts of my son seeing my naked body as I ogled his exposed cock again.
He was making me hot and horny by all that I imagined he saw of my body while staring at all that I was now seeing of his body. I wondered if he knew his cock was exposed again? How could he not know? I wondered if he was purposely flashing me his cock in the way that I've been purposely flashing him my tits, pussy, and ass. I wondered if I excited him seeing me nearly naked as I was excited by the thought of him seeing me nearly naked and in the way that I was so very sexually excited seeing his cock now. I wondered if he masturbated over me in the way I've been masturbating over him. I wondered if he was hoping that I'd take the first incestuous step in the way that I was hoping he'd make the first incestuous move.
Wondering, wondering, and wondering, a long time of wondering and too much wondering, I was tired of wondering. Now done with wondering, I needed to know if he was as interested in having sex with me as I was interested in having sex with him. I needed to know if he was just as perversely perverted as I was. Maybe incest is something that is inherent to our family. Maybe incest is genetically encoded in our brains just as our brains our wired to like dark chocolate, alcohol, and ice cream.
"Then, when you stand in front of the TV to get the remote or the TV guide," he said gulping his sexual excitement before continuing. "I can see your naked body so clearly through your sheer nightgown that I could count the hairs on your pussy," he said looking sexually aroused when his cock took a bow by making another pulsating and waving appearance as if his cock was a stiffened windsock blowing in the wind.
"James! That's quite enough," I said obviously feigning embarrassment when what I felt was sexual excitement by the sight of his beautiful cock again. I felt my pussy secreting more juices with the thought that he could see enough of me through my sheer nightgown to count the hairs on my cunt. For him to see my pubic hair, he must have been staring at my pussy long and hard then as I was staring at his cock now. "You're not too old to spank," I said.
Suddenly my incestuous brain was filled with the image of pulling his pajamas down to spank his naked ass while ogling his cock up close and personal. Suddenly the image of me spanking his naked ass while his cock and testicles bounced with each slap made me dizzy with incestuous lust for him. Suddenly, I so wanted to hold his big prick in my hand. I so wanted to stroke him while watching his reaction to me masturbating him. I so wanted to fall to my knees before him and suck him while looking up at him with my big blue eyes, as he fondled my big tits and fingered my hard nipples.
"If you pulled down my pajamas and spanked my naked ass, you'd give me an erection and I'd probably--"
"You'd probably what?" I shot him a look that made him think twice before saying what he was about to say.
Tired of playing games, whatever he was about to say, he had better back it up with action and not just talk. I needed him to take that leap of incestuous faith without remorse and without regret. Already having had enough of dancing around the subject of incest, I wanted to get to the point. Will he allow me to suck him? Does he want to lick my puss? Can we fuck?
"I'd probably want to have sex with you Mother," he said in a sexually excited voice that quivered with incestuous desire for me. Finally, I was getting to him. While I was already there waiting for him with lust, finally he had taken a step across the incestuous line. Only, unfamiliar ground for him, no doubt afraid to continue, he seemed unsure where to go with his incestuous, lustful desire for me now.
"That's quite enough James. I don't need you to explain the image that I already have in my mind of you cumming all over my leg as I spank you," I said laughing.
The image of his dick oozing warm, gooey cum down my leg was so real that I could feel the sensation of it rolling down my leg and pooling on my foot before traveling in between my toes. Such a waste, I'd rather my son cum in my mouth than on my leg and foot. I'd much rather swallow his cum than to have it to collect between my toes as if it's some magical and wondrous new skin crème imported from Paris and exorbitantly expensive.
"In the morning, when you open the drapes to let the sun in the living room through the big bay window," he said as if imagining me standing there. "It's as if you're a stripper on stage offering your naked body to me," he said pausing to look down at his exposed prick.
'There it is. I caught you.'
I saw him look down at his cock. He knew that he was exposed again and he made no move to conceal his erection with his hand or to return his errant cock to his pajama. Now I knew that he was purposefully exposing his cock to me.
'This is it.'
Baited and hooked, with him already making the first incestuous move by flashing his cock to me again in the way that I've been flashing my body to him for the past two years, it was now up to me to reel him into my sordid den of incest.
With neither one of us acknowledging that his cock was sticking straight out of his pajamas bottoms again, we continued our discussion of incest, that is, in between me taking long, lingering, lustful looks of his big, hard, beautiful prick whenever he wasn't looking. Hoping it wasn't the last, perhaps this was the first step in our incestuous relationship. Taking a step further down the incestuous path, knowing now that he knew he was so exposed, and just as I suspected, I now had proof that my son was purposely exposing his cock to me.
"I'm glad you've enlightened me James. I'll start wearing a robe from now on," I said playing the innocent Mother card instead of the incestuous slut card when I'd much rather have his cock in my hand before taking it in my mouth.
"Please don't do that Mother," he said falling silent again as if afraid to speak and reveal his true incestuous emotions to me in the way that I confessed how I incestuously felt about him. "I appreciate the sexy show of your body," he said with a little laugh before pausing again. "I'm lonely and sexually frustrated too."
There was a long silence when neither of us said anything. Obviously he was waiting for me to talk and I was waiting for him to speak again. After another long pause, I figured he had fallen asleep again.
"Are you sleeping James?"
"No," he said in a far away voice as if he had been thinking, sexually fantasizing, or wondering perhaps, if he should confess what he was just about to confess to me. "I've masturbated over you, Mother."



When he said that, I pictured him stroking his cock with the sexy thoughts of having sex with my naked body before shooting his cum in a tissue.
"You've masturbated over me? You have?" Still playing the innocent mother, I didn't want him to know that I was an incestuous slut, just yet.
"Yes, I have. Matter of fact, glad that I cleared the air, after all that I said and after all that you saw of me, I'll probably masturbate in my room before I go to bed over the thought of you seeing my prick and my seeing your pussy," he said pausing again as if trying to find the courage to say what he needed to say. "No doubt, as I always do, I'll be masturbating over the thoughts of us having sex."
"Oh," I said just as a way to acknowledge what he had said when I really wanted to say 'Wow' before stripping off my nightgown and jumping on top of his hot body.
Too dizzy with incestuous lust that my 20-year-old son was masturbating over my naked body and over him wanting to have sex with me, I didn't want to interrupt him.
"I masturbate over you every night Mom," he confessed pausing before saying what he was thinking next to say. "Sometimes, I wish you'd open my bedroom door and catch me masturbating. Sometimes I wish you'd ask to watch me masturbate. Sometimes I wish you'd help me to masturbate," he said taking his cock in hand.
Something that I wished I could do, stroke him, after having incestuous thoughts of stroking my son's cock since he turned 18-years-old, I couldn't believe it when he took his cock in hand. Unable to believe my eyes, he was holding his cock in his hand in the way that I wished I could hold his cock in my hand. As if he was in his room alone and masturbating over the incestuous thoughts of me, he slowly started stroking himself in front of me.
'Oh, my God.'
As if I was having a sexual fantasy instead of watching my son stroke himself, my son was playing with his prick in front of me. I was watching him masturbate. I couldn't believe that I was watching my son masturbate. Yet, sexually aroused enough just to watch his masturbation show without participating more in his masturbation show, it took all the control that I had not to reach out my hand to masturbate you.
I so wanted to lift my nightgown and masturbate myself in front of him. I so wanted to get down on my knees in front of the couch and masturbate him before taking him in my mouth to suck him. Already sexually excited in watching him masturbate, I was dizzy with incestuous lust and wet with sexual excitement by the thoughts of masturbating my son before sucking my son. Obviously whether accidentally or on purpose, he knew which buttons to push and he was pushing them all at once.
"And I masturbate over making love to you Jimmy," I confessed while looking at him, staring at his cock, and watching him stroke himself.
"Oh, Mother," he said stroking himself faster, while I reached up to finger my nipples and rub my clit through my nightgown.
As if we had a contagious disease called incest and as if we were preordained to masturbate ourselves in front of one another, unable to help myself, I raised my nightgown up to my waist, spread my legs wide open, and touched myself with one hand while fingering my nipples with my other hand to the sexy sight of him stroking himself. Staring at my totally exposed pussy, he was watching me fingering myself while I was watching him stroking himself.
"So now that we told one another how we feel about one another," I said, "what do we do now?"
To be continued...
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Chapter 14
Women take back control from men by sucking their cocks.
Olga rebuffed her husband's touch, when he reached out to grab her and to grope her in front of her son.
"Be careful, Olga, or I'll take you out to the barn to teach you another lesson," said Hugo to his wife.
"Go ahead. You don't scare me," said Olga to her husband, while making eyes at her son behind her husband's back.
Obviously, Olga wanted her husband to take her out to the barn so that she could have sex with her son. Obviously, once what was a threat and a punishment was now a delight and a pleasure.
With her father and brother drinking again, Rachel decided to stay out of their sight and reach. Always grabbing her, groping her, and feeling her, they're too unpredictable when they're drunk. So long as she stayed out of their way and remained their hidden and temporary forgotten victim, she knew they'd take her mother to the barn again.
"I'm going to bed," said Rachel leaving her mother to defend for herself and giving her father and brother the privacy they needed to do their nasty business in the barn.
With her dresser pushed against her bedroom door, Rachel locked herself in her room, until she heard them leave the house to go out to the barn with her mother. Reeling from her mother's confession, she was still shocked that her mother admitted that she enjoyed having sex with her son. She recalled the conversation she had with her mother.
"The only pleasure I have is when having sex with Karl. While his father sleeps against the support beam in the barn, Karl takes his time to make gentle love to me, something that your father has never done in the more than 20 years I've been with him. In return for how he makes me feel so desired, I'm happy to give my son pleasure," she said looking at her daughter with guilt.
"That's just so nasty that you have sex with your son Mother," she said with a face full of disgust.
"He doesn't know that I enjoy giving him pleasure, as much as he enjoys forcing me to give him sex," she said with a sly look as if she was proud of the fact that she had the upper hand over her son. "So long as he makes it appear that I'm being forced to do the things that a mother should never do with her son, I'm obliged and happy to do them."
Even though she saw her mother through different eyes and with a new insight, she wondered what woman would enjoy being forced to have sex, especially with her son? In a world where women lived a life of drudgery, forced slavery, indentured servitude, and had no control over anything or anyone, perhaps a freer woman was a woman who felt in control over a man. Perhaps a woman who gave her man what he wanted was a woman who got what she wanted too. Then, she wondered, what mother would enjoy having sex with her son? Even if only by having sex with her son and even if only with sex for an hour at a time, her mother was a happier woman after she's given Karl what he wants and he's given her what she needs.
As if they were two guards walking their prisoner to jail, Hugo and Karl with Olga in the middle, she watched the three of them walk towards the barn carrying the lantern. As if they were monsters walking in the night, with their shadows looking as frighteningly big as what was about to happen, Rachel watched them disappear in the barn in stunned silence. She listened for her mother's screams from the beatings and the whipping that her father gave her for the offenses and transgressions he felt she did, even when she didn't.
"No! Hugo! Please! Stop! Don't! No!"
Now knowing their routine, even after hearing her screams, she waited until she heard the crack of the whip, before sneaking out of the house to walk to the barn to see. A big risk going to the barn in the dark and without a light to show her way, there could be any kind of animal out and about at this hour. If they knew she was there looking, no doubt, they'd drag her inside, strip her naked, beat her, and force her to have sex with them too.
Bored with her life and with nothing else to do to occupy her time but chores, Rachel walked to the far side of the barn to peek through the split, petrified wood. Surrounded by knee high weeds, insects tickled her bare legs. She just hoped there weren't any snakes stealthily crawling through the grass. From where she stood peeking in the barn, with their backs turned to her, she could see what they were doing to her poor mother but they couldn't see her poised there in the darkness while peeking through the split wood.
Had she not seen this before, had she not known what they did to her poor mother, she would have been horrified. The first time seeing them beat her, strip her, and rape her, she wanted to scream her indignation at her father and brother for brutalizing her mother in hopes of stopping the abuse and rescuing her mother. Only, she knew if she interrupted their good time, too drunk to know any better, they'd take her instead. Now, helpless to do anything, never wanting to forget, she just watched to make sure that she'd always remember.
Glad that she had already missed the beating and the whipping, not wanting to see her father beat her mother, they had already stripped her mother to her waist. Rachel felt sexually aroused in seeing her mother's breasts exposed to her brother. As soon as the wounds reopened on her back from her father horse whipping her and as soon as she started bleeding again, her brother stopped the whipping and untied his mother, allowing her to collapse to the ground. With his back turned to his father, unable for her father to see, her brother squatted down consoling her and kissing his mother on the lips while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. The normal bond of a mother's love for her son had somehow morphed to include their incestuous, sexual love.
"It's okay, Mom," she heard him say. "I have you now. Don't worry. You're safe in my arms," he said.
Feeling as much shame as she felt guilt in her sudden fascination with watching her father and brother with her mother, normally she bristled at the thought of her brother stripping, groping, and sexually using and abusing her mother. This time, however, she felt different. This time she was fascinated by the sexual assault.
Sexually aroused by what was happening, she was as twisted in her voyeuristic delight in her mother's exhibitionistic display, as she was shocked and ashamed by her excited, incestuous interest. As much as she was horrified by her mother's plight, she was envious. She was aroused by the thought of being taken and stripped naked, not by her father and brother, but by someone else, a handsome, mysterious stranger. This time, instead of looking about the incestuous sexual scene with horror, she quivered with sexual excitement by the thought of having her breasts so completely exposed, even if only to her father and brother, especially to her father and brother.
Always embarrassed before when forced to bathe naked in front of her father as he masturbated while he leered at her naked body, she couldn't wait to give him a good show now. Knowing that her brother was peeking in the kitchen window while outside masturbating too, she couldn't wait for her next bath to tease him too. Only something that she could get away with her brother, she had to take care not to anger her father by flaunting her naked body too salaciously to her father. Still learning how to control men by watching her mother, she didn't want to let her father know that she as playing him while controlling him.
It was one thing for her to be victimized as the dutiful daughter forced to strip naked and bathe in front of her father. Yet, it was quite another thing for her to hold up his distorted mirror of incestuous, sexual enjoyment of his daughter's nudity to his face by her taking pleasure in her exhibitionism in the way he took pleasure with his voyeurism. Obviously after having lied to himself for so long, when shown who he really is, in the way of the Gaston Leroux's Phantom of the Opera being so exposed for who and what he is, the monster always recoils before lashing out to the one who exposed him.
Too drunk to do anything other than to watch, she watched her father allowing his son to have his wicked way with his wife. She wondered how a father could watch his son have sex with his mother. With his eyes half closed, he was sitting in a drunken heap against a support post, while his son knelt beside his mother whispering his forbidden thoughts in her ear, fondling her tits, leaning down to suck her nipples, and kissing her.
"I love your big breasts, Mother. I love sucking your hard nipples."
"Suck them, Karl. Suck my nipples," she said whispering in his ear, while running her fingers through his hair.
Despite the shame that she felt by her heated sexual arousal in watching the physical assault of her mother, Rachel fingered her nipples while watching her brother playing with her mother's breasts. Even though she was horrified by the incestuous, sexual scene, she wished she was the one being so sexually abused. She wished someone had stripped her topless. She wish someone was feeling her breasts and sucking her nipples. She wished someone was forcing her to touch them before sucking them.
If this was a Shakespearean play at the Globe Theatre in London, England in the 17th century, instead of a small rural farm in southern Germany, in Munich, by the Bavarian Alps in the 19th century, as written in the play, Karl would have killed his father to marry his mother. Instead of the shame she felt for wanting to be ravished too, in the way her brother was ravishing his mother, she'd have applause. Instead of the guilt she felt for enjoying such a incestuous sexual show, there'd be a standing ovation, by the spectacle of a son so disrespecting and dishonoring his mother before doing the same to his sister. Only what she was watching in the barn was reality and not a play.
A son having incestuous sex with his mother and/or sister was all too common an occurrence and one that went along with a lonely life on the farm. Even though it was such a common occurrence, being that incest was a deep rooted taboo, with no one speaking of it, those who were in an incestuous affair thought they were the only perverted ones having incestuous sex. If only they knew that their neighbors were just as consumed by incest and incestuous sex as they were. If only they knew that fathers were fucking their daughters and brothers were having sex with their mothers and sisters everywhere. Perhaps had they known, their guilt and shame would have been lessened by understanding the phenomenon of mass incestuous.
Armed with the knowledge that incest was happening not only in Germany but all over the world and that it was wrong, perhaps they would have thought twice before a father forced his daughter and a son forced his mother and/or sisters. Only, these weren't modern times with mass communication. Back then, it was a big world and not a small one. No one knew what the other man was doing the next farm over never mind in the next city or country. On the other hand, if they knew that incest and incestuous sex was such a common occurrence, with less guilt and shame preoccupying their thoughts, perhaps in the way of the plague, incest would have been much worse when making aunts, cousins, and grandmothers fair game too.
Unable to control her sexual urges, impulses, and excitement as she had done so often in the past, Rachel unbuttoned her nightgown to reach her hand inside to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples while watching her brother manhandle her mother. Feeling so very horny by the violent incestuous sight of watching her mother do unspeakable things to her son, she unbuttoned more buttons of her nightgown to lift her breasts out of her nightgown and high enough for her to suck her nipples. Taking turns, she fingered one nipple and sucked the other, while watching her brother finger and suck her mother's nipples. In a momentary moment of heightened sexual excitement, so long as they didn't beat her, whip her, and hurt her, she almost wished they'd see her peeking through the cracks of the barn. She almost wished they'd catch her touching herself and abuse her in the way they were now incestuously abusing her mother.
Other than her brother and father, she wondered how sexually excited she'd be having a man see her breasts and/or see her naked. She wondered what it felt like to have a man feel her breasts and finger her nipples, before sucking them. In the way that she wanted to touch a man, she wondered what it felt like for a man to touch her. After witnessing the perverse sight of a husband abusing his wife and a son having his wicked, sexual way with his mother, knowing that what she was suddenly feeling was so wickedly wrong, she wished she had a man in her life to want her, touch her, and take her too. She yearned to feel a man's naked body next to her and laying upon her while humping her, feeling her, and whispering his love for her in her ear. She yearned to explore a man's naked body in the way she wished a man would explore her naked body.
"I love you, Rachel. I want you. I have to have you," she imagined a man whispering his love to her, while making passionate love to her.
Only, what she was watching now had nothing to do with love. What she was watching now had nothing to do with sex. What she was watching now had only to do with control, domination, and violence. Not caring if the woman was their wife, their sister, or their mother, with no regard for the woman, what she was watching now was the violent confrontation of men controlling a woman by forcing her to do dirty and nasty sexual things against her will for the sake of their personal pleasure. Deadening her spirit and her will to fight back by forcing her to do the sexual things they knew would violate her physically, emotionally, and spiritually, it was their way to show their women that they owned them in the way they owned their livestock.
'How dare they!'
As if she had fallen and he was helping her up, she watched her brother gently lift his mother to her knees. Then, with her still topless and her exposed breasts still on display to his horny eyes, he held her and propped her up against the horse stall. It would be different if this was just a random man with a random woman, but this was her brother having sex with their mother. Even though she knew it was wrong, she couldn't look away.
For some twisted reason, she may have not been as sexually excited seeing a man having sex with a woman as she was now sexually aroused watching her brother take control of her mother. With her mother pleasuring her son as much as he was pleasuring his mother, the sight of them together gave Rachel a sexual hunger that burned deep inside of her. She wished she had a man to give her sex. Now that she knew her mother enjoyed having sex with her son, she wondered if her mother was controlling her son.
The action of them moving about so early in the morning frightened the hidden residents of the barn and she watched a pair of rats scurry away hugging the wall, while several more snuck out of a haystack in the opposite direction. Even the dogs, a wildly ferocious, natural born killer pack of Jack Russell and Rat terriers, were smart enough to still be sleeping, otherwise, they'd have earned their keep in ridding the barn of the rats. Nonetheless, as if they were offended by it too, Rachel didn't miss the symbolism in seeing rodents, the scavengers of the Earth, abandon a place where incestuous sex was happening. She wondered if that violent perversion of incestuous control was solely found in humans.
Without feeling the guilt, the shame, the embarrassment, and the stigma associated with incest, she wondered if rats knew enough not to fuck their mothers and copulate with their sisters. Nonetheless, with these humans that were contained within the barn with the rats, she figured that even rats, especially rats, had incestuous sex. Maybe, whether animal, mammal, reptile, bird, fish, or human, we'd all have sex with whomever no matter our incestuous relationship and family ties. Maybe we're all just animals and are as salaciously lonely as we are incestuously horny. Maybe, especially during a time of insanity and revolution, we're all just looking for comfort, sexual or otherwise, with whoever, wherever, and whenever we find it.
"I have a big surprise for you, Mommy," said her brother with a sick look on his face. "I'm going to give you something hard and hard to suck," he said laughing while reaching in his pants to pull out his cock.
To be continued...
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Chapter 15
Karl has sex with his mother in the barn while his sister, Rachel, watches.
She watched her brother unbuttoned himself and pull out his cock to stroke himself to a larger erection before presenting his erect cock to their mother. A time, when she only looked at him with love, now looking down at the floor with her mind obviously elsewhere, her mother didn't even look up to acknowledge the sick sexual behavior of her son exposing his cock to her. In the way she looked at him or, actually, didn't look at him, Rachel wondered how her mother could possibly enjoy having sex with her son after being so badly treated by her husband and her son. Abusing her for their incestuous passions, they were only using her for sex. Only, she had a look on her face that confessed to her daughter that she didn't care.
After she confessed that she enjoyed having sex with Karl, she wondered if her mother was pretending to be so horrified by seeing her son's cock and by the action of her son forcing her to suck him now. Maybe her mother maintained a brave face for the sake of her daughter by lying to her that she enjoyed having sex with Karl so that she wouldn't feel so bad for her mother. Maybe her mother hated having sex with her son. She didn't know. By her mother's mixed signals, she couldn't tell.
"Karl," said her mother to her son in a calming voice, while appearing to play her part as the reluctant victim and the abused mother for the sake of her husband who watched their twisted interaction while masturbating himself. "I'm your mother. Forcing me to suck you is so very wrong."
"Something that feels so very good, Mother, can't be so very wrong. While I play with your big tits and finger your hard nipples, I need to cum in your mouth and I need for you to swallow," he said reaching out to feel her big tits and to finger her hard nipples.
With her brother always exposing himself to her, always looking away in shame, embarrassment, and disgust, Rachel had seen his cock many times before, mostly when it was flaccid, but not when it was hard as it was now. Seeing his big prick now was different. With his prick sticking straight out and looking so very big and so very hard, instead of looking at his cock with shame, embarrassment, and disgust, she looked at his prick with hunger, lust, and interest.
Seeing her brother's look of incestuous lust that he had on his face for the sexual love he felt for his mother was something she had never seen before, except in the way that her father looks at her and lusts over her. When a new feeling of incestuous lust emerged in her, something she never felt before, she wondered if she was turning into them, an incestuous pervert. Definitely, especially in the horny state she was in now, she'd suck her brother's cock if he forced her to suck hm. She would.
This time the sight of his engorged prick aroused something inside of her that lay dormant until now. Perhaps, if was a simple feeling of jealousy that her brother wanted her mother over her. With no man in her life to make her feel special in the way that her brother was making his mother feel special now by sexually wanting her, she wished a man would pay her some attention too, sexual or otherwise. She wished her father had a hired farmhand who could give her a hand, a mouth, and a cock with the horniness she was feeling now.
Yet, when she thought more about it, relieved for the lack of incestuous lust, the sight of Karl's prick didn't excite her because the prick was her brother's engorged prick. The sight of Karl's big prick excited her because it was an engorged man's prick. She's never seen an erection so big and so hard. Preferring it not to be her brother's prick that sexually excited her, nonetheless the sight of her brother's prick aroused a curiosity and a sexual need to experience a man sexually. Feeling a familiar warm gush and a tingling feeling between her legs, she wondered what it felt like to have intercourse with a man instead of masturbating herself with her finger or with a carrot. Truly, now running on sexual overload, with it not even being her brother's prick, it could have been any man's prick that finally flipped her sexual switch.
Tired of being a virgin and tired of her father saving herself to give her to the perfect, wealthy man in exchange for land and livestock, in the way it was done with other women her age and in the way it was done with her mother and her grandmother before her, she was tired of waiting to begin her life as a married woman. Women her age already had a husband and babies suckling their tits and a brood of small children tugging at their skirt and demanding their attention. As if a moth emerging as a beautiful butterfly after experiencing her metamorphosis, finally emerging as a beautiful woman, she wanted a man of her very own.
She needed a man who wasn't as depraved as were her father and brother. She wanted a good man who loved her. She wanted a husband and to start a family with a baby. She wanted to have sex.
"Here it comes, Mommy. Here's your big surprise," said Karl with perversity.
In the way that he put his fingers inside his pants to wrap his hand around himself, as if taking hold of a wild eel or a big snake, when he pulled himself out of his pants, his cock was so big and so hard. Rachel was curious what Karl's big cock would feel like in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. It was one thing to tease her brother and to control her brother with the promise and the hope of having sex with her, but she'd never have sex with her brother, that is, unless he forced her in the way her father coerced his son to have sex with his mother now. If only her father knew that his wife and his son were complicit in their incestuous, sexual desire for one another, he wouldn't be happy. Yet, nonetheless the incestuous sex, as if her brother's prick was nothing more than a dildo or a vibrator, generally speaking as big pricks go, she was curious about her brother's cock.
What did his cock feel like to hold it in her hand while stroking him? What did his cock smell like to hold it up to her nose? What did it taste like to put his big prick in her mouth. What would it be like to feel that huge monster deep inside of her pussy.
If ever she found her brother drunk and unconscious, she'd be tempted to take out his cock and to feel him in her hand while stroking him. In the way she felt now, so delirious with horny, albeit incestuous sexy desire, maybe, if she was feeling wicked enough, she may even suck him. While knowing that he'd never know that she had sexually used and abused him for her personal, sexual education, in the way that he was using and abusing his mother now, she imagined that she'd touch him, feel him, hold him, stroke him, and suck him if only she could without him knowing that she had. As if his big prick was her personal, family sex toy, her way to control and dominate him, she wouldn't mind having the unconscious use of his cock for an hour.
She wondered what was more sexually arousing. Was it more sexually arousing to see his erect prick or was it more sexually arousing to see the obvious sexual excitement that her brother had for her mother and that his mother secretly had for him. The lust that he had for his mother was the lust that Rachel now felt, not as much for him but for a man, any man. The lust that Karl had for his mother, Rachel wished a man, any man, would have for her.
Now guilt ridden that she felt pleasure in watching her mother being so sexually abused, she wondered how much she was like her father and brother, not so much for incest, but in her appetite for sex. Now knowing that her mother enjoyed having sex with her son, she wondered how much she was like her mother. Seeing her brother's erect cock attached to his lust is what excited her that he'd want her at all costs. She wondered what it would be like to have a man so sexually attracted to her and so sexually excited over her as her brother was excited over his mother now. Just as she wondered what it felt like for a man to make love to her before fucking her, she wondered what it was like to have a man sexually abuse her and force her to have sex with him.
With a pull of her long, chestnut hair, when his mother opened her mouth to scream, Karl filled her mouth with all of him. Something that would have offended Rachel before, something that she wouldn't have bared to watch then, was something that she couldn't remove her eyes from watching now. A mother sucking her son, she watched her mother take her son in her mouth, close her lips, and wrap her hand around his big prick, while stroking him.
When Rachel watched her mother close her eyes to the image of blowing her own son, she imagined that, perhaps, her mother pretended that Karl was someone else other than her son. Maybe she imagined herself blowing her husband. Nonetheless who she imagined, she wondered what she was thinking while sucking and pleasuring her son. Was she thinking that she enjoyed having Karl's cock in her mouth or was she thinking that blowing her son was something she had to endure? Now that she knew the truth, now that her mother confessed how she really felt about giving incestuous, sexual pleasure to her son orally, she wondered if her mother was offended or excited while sucking her son. In the way that she was offended with the thoughts of them having incestuous sex before, wishing Karl was forcing her to blow him instead of forcing his mother to suck him, she was excited watching them having incestuous sex now.
Intently, as if expecting her mother to teach her what to do on her wedding night by demonstrating on her brother, she watched her mother suck her son, while Rachel wondered what it felt like to have a cock in her mouth. Then, with sorrowful shame replacing her sexual excitement, she realized how awful for a mother to be forced to suck her son and how sick it was for a sister to watch her brother forcing his mother to suck him. A man's world, where women were of no consequence, had no rights, and weren't even valued for their opinions, she wondered if she had a son, if he'd force her to blow him too. Suddenly feeling guilty of thinking such things, even the shameful thoughts of sucking her imagined son excited her.
Catching herself before falling victim and before becoming too enthralled over the disturbing sight of watching her mother suck her son, she wondered what was wrong with her? Was she just as depraved as the rest of her family? Was she thinking about blowing her brother too? Being that it was modern times of 1860 in Munich, Germany, maybe if it were a different time and a different place, she wouldn't feel this way, so perversely guilty for having such incestuous thoughts about her brother and father. Maybe there was something in the water. Maybe she was just born this way to have incestuous thoughts, albeit spurred by the sight of her mother sucking her son.
Sickened by her father stripping her naked to watch her bathe while masturbating himself, automatically, she always recoiled from the sexual touches of her father and the suggestive groping of her brother. The thoughts of all the incestuous sex around her always physically sickened her before but sexually excited her now. She reached down to feel her breasts and finger her nipples, while wishing it was a man's hand feeling her and not her own. As if the horse stall was a sexual, musical instrument, she watched her brother bounce the back of her mother's head against the wooden rails of the horse stall that sprung back and recoiled forward against his humps in a perverse sense of sexual rhythm with a rebounding wooden noise. His preferred place for his mother to suck him, humping her mouth while fucking her face, she watched while waiting for him to explode his lust for his mother in her mouth.
No doubt, thinking that it was because she feared that he'd beat her and really hurt her, if she spit him from her mouth and didn't swallow, her mother always swallowed her son. After her mother confessed that she enjoyed having sex with her son, Rachel wondered if she enjoyed swallowing him too. Maybe swallowing him was just learned behavior in the way of training a dog. As she had learned to do and had done so many times before in swallowing her pride, Olga swallowed her son too. Rachel wondered what it felt like to suck a man before swallowing a man.
Even though she was disgusted by the thoughts of sucking her brother and/or her father and swallowing them, Rachel wondered what it felt like for a man to fill her mouth with his cock before filling her mouth with his seed. She wondered what it smelled like and what it tasted like to swallow him. Something that she, as a woman in a man's world, could control at last, just the thoughts of a man being sexually excited enough to cum in her mouth made her dizzy with sexual lust. She wondered who'd want her enough to do that, to hump her opened mouth, fuck her face, and cum in her mouth?
This time, not looking away with disgust, as she always did in the past, she stared at the incestuous, sexual interaction between her mother and brother with sexual interest. Imagining what it was like to suck him, she wanted to see her brother's big prick in action. Now that it was all nearly over, she watched her mother stroking him faster with one hand, while cupping his testicles with her other. No doubt, pretending that she wanted to get the horrible experience over with, Rachel had intently watched her mother suck her son's cock with relish. Indeed she did. Olga sucked Karl with lustful enthusiasm, while making all of those wonderful cock sucking sounds that Rachel imagined, based on the look upon her brother's face, that all men obviously love to hear to show them that the woman enjoys sucking them as much as they enjoy being sucked.
Then, with a big hand pressed firmly to the back of his mother's dark, haired head, as if submitting himself for decapitation, Karl leaned his head back and ejaculated his contempt for all women in his mother's mouth. A learning experience for Rachel, her personal epiphany, watching her brother cum in his mother's mouth was as telling as it was sickening to watch her brother so physically abuse and incestuously sexually assault their mother. If he'd do that to his own mother, what would he do to other women, women that he supposedly didn't love. Yet taught so expertly by his father, now like son like father, men like them could never love a woman. Men like them could never give a woman what she needs.
Learning from her mother, taking lessons by not copying how a mother sucks a son but how a woman should suck a man, by delaying his ejaculation, she slowed the action of her hand to lengthen the sexual experience and increase his pleasure. She watched her mother stroked her son with her hand slower and teased him with her tongue longer, while looking up at him sexily with her big, green eyes as he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples. She imagined driving a man crazy, crazy enough to want her even more, and crazy enough to give her everything she wanted, and to do anything for her, even if the lust he had for her meant killing someone. Being that men enjoyed talking dirty, she'd tease him as much with her words as she would with her mouth, her hand, and her tongue.
With it being that time of the month, she was getting her period soon and she was so horny. Tired of humping her mattress, not relishing the idea of returning back to her room alone, but feeling so sexually frustrated after watching her mother pleasuring her son, she lifted her nightgown and touched herself where no man has ever touched her and while watching her brother force his mother to suck him. If only her mother knew the control she exerted over her son, maybe she did, she could have enlisted his help to improve their plight against her father. If only her mother knew the control she exerted over her son, maybe she did, she could have used the control she had over him to her advantage.
Then, when her brother pulled his cock from his mother's mouth, no doubt, a purposeful act of disrespect, she watched her brother shoot a second load of cum all over his mother's face, hair, and breasts. Disgusted as much by her brother giving her mother a cum bath, she was excited by the site of her mother dripping with her son's cum. Holding up her hand and squinting to save herself from her son cumming in her eyes, Olga recoiled in embarrassed shame.
"Karl, no, that's so wrong. That's so nasty," said Olga with sadness. "Why did you do that to me? Why must you give me so much shame, after I've given you so much pleasure?"
He looked at her and laughed.
Even after having submitting her will to him, this is how a son thanks his mother for crossing the incestuous line by sucking him. This is how a son has been taught to treat woman by his father. The typical men of their times, she could only imagine the man he'd be, once he left the farm. Like father like son, no doubt, he'd be another abuser of women, whether the wives and daughters of other men or his own.
Many of the women she knew were already married with children and already complaining what a chore it was to have sex with their husbands, men who only cared about satisfying themselves, for a split second. If only as an experiment to see if she was correct in her assessment that she could so control a man with her words, her mouth, her tongue, and her hand, she wished it was her sucking her brother and fucking her father. Maybe her father and brother would treat her better, more special, if she was sucking them. Maybe her life living on this horrible farm would be more livable, if she was giving her father and brother regular blowjobs and all that they wanted by allowing them to sexually use her body and incestuously abuse her.
To be continued...
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John was gay and he paid the price of living with his secret with loneliness. As if it was yesterday, he remembered all the lovers that he had. He had a lot of lovers and he wondered where some of them were now, Bob, Rick, George, and Tom. If only he knew then what he knew now, he would have latched on to one of them so that he wouldn't be so alone and so sad.
If there were laws for gays and lesbians to marry then, he would have committed to and married any one of them, but there wasn't even talk about marriage and commitments than as there are today. Back then, especially when he was younger and having fun, too young and too immature to think of commitments and marriage, his life was just about sex and not about planning for the future and living with a lifelong partner. Back when he was dating, there wasn't even talk about adopting children. His life was just about having a good time.
"I'm tired of living alone, going places alone, and doing things alone," he said suddenly not even wanting to go food shopping alone.
So alone and lonely, having lived without a partner for more than ten years, he was now ready to find his perfect love. Only, how does he go about doing that? Bars, dating sites, networking, work, and gym, except for one night stands, he's tried all of those places over again with limited success. No one wants to commit.
"I wish I lived someplace more exciting, San Francisco, Provincetown, Miami, Seattle, Vegas, Minneapolis, or any of the dozens of cities across America that have not only become more accepting of gays and lesbians but also that have embraced them and passed laws of equality to protect them," he said when out with his friends. "If I lived anywhere but Alabama, maybe I'd come out and proclaim my homosexuality, but people around here tolerate blacks more than they do gay men and lesbian women and that's not saying much," he said to one of his friends.
His main reason why he didn't openly admit to being gay, non-acceptance of him and his homosexuality was the main reason why he stayed hidden somewhat in the security of his closet.
As if it was a no big secret, impossible to hide, just by the way he walked, talked, groomed himself, and dressed, he figured everyone knew he was gay anyway. Most times, he couldn't hide who he is and sometimes he hated who he was. Yet, unable to be honest, even with himself, living with one foot still in the closet and with his other foot playing the part of a straight man, he firmly believed that his sexual orientation was none of anyone's business. Even though strangers and acquaintances may suspect he's gay, many of his friends and family didn't even know that he's gay.
Careful not to exhibit the feminine traits that many gay men have, especially in front of his homophobic friends, even his coworkers thought he was a straight man. He didn't want his employer to know that he was gay. Not wanting his homosexuality to be a detriment to his career, promotion, and pay raises or as a disadvantage to his private life, he's seen other gay men and lesbian women persecuted in public, pressured to quit their job, and eventually, under another seemingly unrelated reason, fired for their sexual orientation. Based on his efforts to do the job that he was paid to do, he's worked too long and too hard not to be rewarded. Moreover, fodder for office gossip at the water cooler, he didn't want his homosexuality to become a public issue and discussed and whispered about behind his back.
The important people in John's life, his closest of friends, those that he had a sexual relationship with, and those who accepted him for who he was, knew that he was gay. Wishing that was the case with other people in his life, whether some of them knew he was gay or suspected his was gay, no matter, his friends were wonderful about accepting him while including him as a person without labeling him as just a gay man. After he told his Mom he was gay, his mother had a difficult time at first. Being that she was from the generation where homosexuality wasn't discussed, never mind accepted, it was a long time before she accepted him for who he was.
After what seemed like forever of her avoiding the issue and stepping on eggshells whenever they were together or talked on the phone, when he confronted her with his homosexuality, she finally worked through her feelings of disappointment. Then, embracing her son's homosexuality, along with his homosexual friends, she became John's strongest support and most vocal advocate, whenever others, especially any of their relatives, weren't as supportive of him with him being gay, an understatement. Her biggest issue, of course, was that she'd never have grandchildren, but John assured her that if he found the right man, they'd adopt.
Life for the most part was good for John but, as elusive as winning the lottery, true love had evaded him. It was his hope that before he died he'd meet his true love. Even when he had such thoughts of love and blissful happiness the prospect of finding Mr. Right seemed silly to him. With so many divorces and so many couples staying together for the sake of the kids and for the sake of money and financial security, who in reality ever finds their true love anyway? Maybe a few have, but it seemed to be more fodder for romance novels and unrealistic Hollywood movies. Perhaps a bit unrealistic, albeit so romantic, he'd love to have a man who missed him as soon as he walked out the front door to go to work and who couldn't wait for him to return home.
Just as many heterosexual wives do with their husbands, his friends stayed together with partners for monetary, security, and/or for childcare reasons and, as they grew further apart, they never said much about their love and affection for one another. It was obvious by their body posture, by the things they said, and in the way they looked at one another or didn't look at one another that their love had died. Financial security might be good enough for them but, just in the way that Jennifer Nettles of Sugarland sings in her song, Settlin', when it came to love, John didn't want to just settle for financial security. Promising himself not to settle for anything less than the love of his life, in the way that his favorite singer, Freddie Mercury of Queen, wanted it all, he wanted it all too.
Through his teens and early twenties, filled with unlimited testosterone fueled horniness, he was a serial dater, fucker, and sucker, that is, until AIDs took its toll on the gay community and scared him into being more careful. When, even his idol, Freddie Mercury, succumbed to AIDs, John took less lovers and took more care with those that he invited to his bed. A time of too much alcohol, excessive drugs, and too many lovers, John had become famous for his fifteen minute fucks in the XXX cinema and five minute blowjobs in the Greyhound bus station downtown.
Fucking and sucking more for sex than for love, he'd fucked anyone in a men's room stall, who'd give him the eye and blow anyone who returned his smile. Becoming more selective with age, driven less by raw, hormone fueled sex, and more by a the need and desire to have a loving relationship, John's needs changed from having to have constant sex to wanting to have sex with one special someone. Not willing to settle for less, his search for his true love begun in earnest with abstention from sex.
Even after deciding to forsake having multiple partners for monogamy, his attempts at finding his perfect man failed. Maybe he was too fussy. Maybe his special someone hadn't been born yet. Maybe his special someone had already been born a long time ago but was already dead now. Maybe his special someone lived in another part of the country or the world. With love being so fleeting, how could he find him? With love being so elusive, even if he found him, how would he know it was him.
His friends swore that black men were the best lovers, but his experience proved that Jewish men were the best. Maybe Jewish men tried harder to please him because they were so grateful for some touching and loving attention that inevitably gave them their much needed sexual release, after having to deal with their manipulative mothers and bitchy wives. Living two lies, one that they were happily married and another that they weren't gay, while marrying for the sake of having children, their Jewish American Princess wives seldom gave them sex. Even when their wives sucked their cocks, never swallowing, most Jewish men weren't even allowed to cum in their wives' mouths, just on their breasts, and anal sex was never an option.
If John was to judge and compare lovers, he had the best blowjobs and make out sessions with a man named Joseph. He dated Joseph on and off for five years until Joseph broke his heart by confessing that he had been seeing another man on the side for nearly a year. Devastated by the betrayal, John broke off their relationship immediately. In this day of AIDs, trust was everything to John. Overcome with rejection, when Joseph broke the monogamous trust between them, no longer able to trust him, that was the end of the relationship for him.
Even with the AIDs scare, monogamy was not always the preferred gay way. Most gay men that he knew still attended sex parties, frequented gay bars, and had multiple partners simultaneously. Believing AIDs would never happen to them, too many gay men truly believed the AIDs scare was something made up by the moral majority, Bible thumbing homophobes, who believed that gay men and lesbian women were Devils on Earth. Feeling safely protected enough, so long as they and their partner wore condoms, the gay men he knew didn't believe random sex was a problem but, obviously, with more gay men dying and many women, it was still a serious problem and a real deterrent for John not to return to his promiscuous ways.
John was as lucky as he was happy that he had sewn his wild oats years ago and made it out of his youth alive without contracting a sexual transmitted disease or a fatal disease. The insatiable appetite for sex with multiple partners that he had in his youth actually strengthened many primary relationships by creating helpful comparisons. Cut from another cloth, John finally knew what he wanted. He wanted his love relationships to be exclusive with his special someone. A die-hard romantic, he didn't want to share his partner with anyone. He didn't want to increase his potential for contracting AIDS that had killed so many of his friends and so many men in the gay men in the gay community at large.
After his breakup with Joseph, John decided that he wouldn't date for a while. His heart needed to heal and just as he only wanted to spend time with someone who was going to be special and possibly the love of a lifetime, he wanted his lover to share his commitment. Figuring that he was saving himself for his special someone, when he still hadn't found his special someone after ten years of searching, he thought that maybe it had been foolish of him to abstain from dating and from sexual intimacy. Yet, John believed that no matter how long he had to wait, the man that he finally found would be worth the wait. If he was out there, hoping that his perfect man was searching for him too, he truly believed that he'd find him.
Attractive to many men because he had dark, classic good looks, a bitchin' body, as he was told by many times of his lovers, a brain in his head, and a well-honed, witty sense of humor, John was a good catch. Yet, with too many men still wanting to play the field, few gay men wanted to settle down and get married. A southern charmer, his greatest feature was his gentlemanly ways that weren't easy to find anymore. He was Truman Capote reincarnated albeit with a handsome face and a much better body. His manners, along with his quick wit, and in the way that he slowly and carefully articulated his words, drew others to want to copulate with him in the way that bees are drawn to pollinate flowers. A rare combination and a rare find, many men knew he had the sweet, delicious nectar that they so desired. Yet, not faltering in his search for his true love, he was holding out for his special someone.
John exuded male, all male, and the more feminine men went crazy for him. He had been blessed with the most beautiful pair of soulful, blue eyes that sparkled whenever he spoke. Moreover, John was a good listener. When someone was speaking in his presence, they felt listened to and made to feel special.
Even though he knew he was attractive, he didn't have a vain bone in his beautiful body. He didn't subscribe to the paranoia felt by many gay men that their bodies had to be great in order to have partners. As if they were professional ballerinas, he felt sad when he saw so many of his friends worrying incessantly when they had gained a few pounds. He worked out occasionally, ate good food, including the sweets that he so dearly loved, and left the rest up to nature. Unlike his friends who pampered themselves with beauty skin treatments, facials, massages, expensive hair styles and clothes, John truly believed that true love wouldn't be based solely on looks anyway. Wise beyond his years, if it was true love, then it was meant to be and, if it was meant to be, then it wouldn't matter what one or the other looked like.
Always a difficult time, the holidays were fast approaching and even though he had an immediate family to spend time with, he wanted someone special to share the intimate festivities with him. He had so missed the cuddling in bed and the kissing beneath the mistletoe. He missed making love before exchanging gifts and making love after. He missed the joking, the teasing, and the laughs. He missed sharing his special toys with his lover. His sexual frustration temporarily diminished when his masturbation had reached an all-time crescendo and he couldn't stand to continually sexually abuse himself anymore.
He felt empty. He felt defeated. He felt lonely. He felt so very sad. Whenever he had to face another day alone, his heart yearned so deeply for his perfect love that it physically ached. So tired of looking in the faces of strange men with the hope of finding his true love, he couldn't give another man the eye.
He was done. His romantic life was over. Destined to live alone and to be alone with his bad self, maybe he'll take up painting and get a cat or take up writing and get a dog. Maybe he'll buy a small cottage by the sea or a cabin in the mountains and live a reclusive life of a gay man who no longer had sex because he was saving himself for his nonexistent special someone.
There was a Christmas Musical at a nearby church in the middle of December and with no one else to accompany him, John asked his sister, Anne, if she'd like to go with him. They often attended cultural events together because her husband was strictly a sports, hot dogs, and beer type of guy. She loved her husband madly and never insisted that he attend such things that would make him feel uncomfortable. Besides, he always made up for not going along with her by showering her with lots of love, attention, and affection when she returned home. With one willing to sacrifice for the other, their marriage worked. Trading one for the other, love, attention, and affection for that of an escort, being that she could rely on her brother for all else that she needed that her husband was unwilling or unable to give, she had no complaints with the arrangement.
When he and Anne entered the house of worship, John instantly noticed a man sitting in a pew on the right a few rows up from the back of the church. He was sitting on a slant facing the back of the church and looked as if he was waiting for someone to arrive. As soon as he noticed him, something happened inside John's body that he couldn't describe. It was as if he had known this man his whole life and that he was the one that he was waiting to meet. Just as he thought that, the man looked John right in the eyes and smiled.
"Hello," he said continuing to smile at him as if he knew him.
Embarrassed that the man had caught him staring at him and embarrassed because he thought maybe he had met him before and had forgotten who he was, John flashed him a brilliant smile.
"Hello," said John acting as if he remembered him.
John and his sister chose a pew on the left hand side and a couple of rows in front of the mystery man but within sight of him. Not wanting to appear interested, too nervous that his intention would be conspicuous, especially if the man wasn't gay, if John turned around to try and see him again, the man would know he was looking, staring, and leering actually. Instead, he faced forward and tried to act normal, something not easy for John to do when he has love on his mind.
"Who's that?" Whispered Anne with an elbow to his ribs. "He's very handsome.
"I know. He is very cute. To be honest, I don't know who he is but I'd like to know," said John with a nervous laugh.
There was intense craziness going on in John's body. His pulse was racing. Suddenly, his breathing was labored. Beating so fast, his heart felt as if it about to explode. The mystery man's face haunted his thoughts and he had to figure out who the man was or he'd go mad. Instead of listening to the beautiful music, John spent the whole time in church searching his memory banks and trying to figure out if he had met the man before. He had so very many lovers to go through. This man could have been anyone from his sordid past.
It seemed as if only a moment had passed when the concert was over. When he stood to leave with Anne, John immediately searched the crowd to find his man and to see who was with him. The man was walking down the aisle alone and that was when John decided to just be himself. Afraid he'd miss his opportunity for love, he was ready to take the risk of embarrassing himself by going after him and telling him the truth.
The truth was that he knew the mystery man, but didn't know from when, from where, or even remembered his name. What's his name? Dozens of names flashed through his brain. What's his name? If only I could remember his name, it may jog my memory to remember him. What the Hell is his name?
Quickly, he ran through an alphabetical list of men's names in his head hoping to spark a memory, Anthony, Bob, Chris, Dave, Even, Frank, George, Henry, Isaac, Joe, Kevin, Larry. Unable to jog a memory, he continued through the rest of the alphabet, Michael, Norman, Otto, Paul, Ralph, Steve, Tom, Victor, Walter, Zeke. Unable to think of anyone he knew named with a Q, U, Y, and Z, he skipped those letters to concentrate on more common first names.
He signaled to Anne that he was going to walk ahead of her and she nodded with a sisterly understanding of his love mission. She always knew what her brother was about even when he didn't know himself. She was a great sister. John hustled through the crowded aisle. He could barely see the back of his mystery man's head in the distance as he exited the church and started down the steps. He hurried to catch up to him.
If only he knew his name, he could call to him. If only he knew his name, he wouldn't feel at such a loss. If only he knew his name, he'd love to know his name so that if he missed connecting with him, he could dream of him tonight and return to this very church again next week.
To be continued...
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Tyrone loses his head after taking Susan against her will and stripping her naked.
Susan left Dave's apartment and with her hand tucked deep in her pockets and her head down, she walked in the cold, crisp, morning air alone with her thoughts. Normally always aware of her surroundings and of all those who were around her, a true survivor, she was never a victim in the way that so many other women were walking alone at this hour. Only this time, her mind was too troubled with thoughts of Michael and with conflicts of love, to think that she could be a victim. Too focused on a love now that will never be and with her walking out on him, abandoning him, after he was straight forwardly confessed his love for her, she was as upset as she was confused.
"I can't believe he told me he loved me. How can he love me, when he just met me?" She talked to herself while walking away from Dave. "He doesn't even know me. He's no different than all the other guys wanting me just for sex and willing to say anything for me to stay with them until they tire of me when they see the real me, too damaged beyond repair and too damaged to take the time to help save me."
Coming up on the next corner, she turned one way and looked the other way. No knowing where she was going, he continued walking straight while talking to herself.
"All he sees is blonde hair, blue eyes, and big tits. All he sees is my pretty face and shapely body. Too enamored by the outside package to dare delve within to see the monsters that have taken residence in my being, he doesn't love me. He can't love me. No one can love me because I don't even love myself. He just loves the idea of being in love with someone who looks like me."
* * * * *
It was still early in the morning but not too late for hookers to still be out hustling Johns who were looking for some early morning, sexual action before they went to work. Simone, an attractive, tall, black woman with a big, black ass, Lucy, a hot, Asian woman with breasts as limited as her intelligence, and Carmen, a short, shapely, big breasted, albeit angry, Hispanic woman, walked the street advertising what they had and what they'd do for money. As much as the late evening was, the early morning was their busy time too. It was always the in between hours that were dead, those hours when men thought they'd get lucky at the bar or at the club but didn't. Most times, a hooker was their last, albeit necessary resort to feel some sexual pleasure. It was either having sex with them or returning home to their fat, cold, bitchy wives.
Simone, Lucy, and Carmen's pimp, Tyrone, pulled up in his brand new, black, shiny Cadillac Escalade to collect what was due him from the night before just as Susan left Dave's basement apartment. Stereotypical of a pimp from a '70's movie, resplendent with the fancy car and colorful clothes, he did a disservice to the streetwalkers who worked for him by appearing so clichéd and acting so immoral. With many of the streetwalkers being single mom's, at least the women of the night had sex for a good reason. They needed the money for food, for rent, and to survive another day. With his fingers dipped into prostitution, drugs, and a strip club that he owned downtown, he didn't need what little money these woman made while doing everything and anything that their Johns wanted and expected them to do.
"Who that?" He nodded his head in the direction of Susan emerging from Dave's apartment.
A high school English teacher would cringe at how Tyrone decimated the English language. Then again, a high school English teacher earned a fraction of what Tyrone made to speak a language that was universally understood by those around him.
"Who?" Lucy, not the brightest bulb, looked at him without looking behind her.
"That smokin' hot, blonde bitch, you dumb ass," said Tyrone nodding his head in her direction again. "For a white woman, she has a nice, tight ass," he said making a satisfied face as if he was already having sex with her. "I'd love to tap that ass," he said grabbing himself while looking at Lucy.
"Oh her," said Lucy turning her head to acknowledge Susan.
"If she's trying to wiggle her white ass in my neighborhood, you need to have a talk with her and set her straight by putting the fear of God in her before I do," said Tyrone with anger. "You dig?"
"Nah, she's no probrem Ty," she said waving a hand of total disinterest. Unable to correctly say her own name in English, saying it as Rucy instead of Lucy, she used R's to pronounce L's. "She's not a working girl," said Lucy with a shrug of her shoulders after turning her attention back to Tyrone from watching Susan walking down the sidewalk.
"Who is she?"
"That's Dave's new squeeze. I don't know her name. We never met," she said making a sour face of jealousy when looking back at Tyrone.
She shook her head side to side as if she needed the extra head movement to convince Tyrone that she never met the woman. As if trying to dissuade his attention to Susan for him to give his attention to her, she reached in his SUV for his hand but he pulled his hand away.
"Oh yeah?" He gave Susan's backside a low whistle. "I wonder if she needs a job. I wonder if she needs my protective services. I wonder if she likes sucking black cock," he said with a low laugh. "I could use a tall, busty, beautiful blonde to add to my stable of women," he said giving a smirk to Lucy. "I could use someone who'd add some class to the lowlifes who work for me now."
"Fuck you Tyrone," said Carmen pointing her index finger at him as if she was stabbing him in the heart with a knife. "Go and fuck yourself," she said giving him the finger.
"Watch your mouth Carmen or you'll be eating your food through a straw," he said laughing at her short fuse.
"We saw her through Dave's window last night," said Simone. "They were both naked. Obviously, they just had sex or were about to have sex."
"What you doin' hangin' around him for? I told you not to hang 'round him no more," he said banging his fist on his steering wheel. "After he disrespected me," said Tyrone and punctuating his point with his finger at her as if marking her with his urine so as to leave his scent to tell everyone that he owns her black ass. "I don't want his bus'ness no more. You dig?"
"You mean after he beat your black ass for you beating us?" Carmen laughed. "Is that what you meant to say...bitch?"
"I'm warnin' you Carmen. Watch your mouth girl. I can still give you a beatin'," said Tyrone giving her the evil eye. "You'll be sorry if you make me get out of my car."
"I swear to God," said Carmen raising her voice with her right hand as if in court ready to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help her God. "If you lay a hand on me," said Carmen stepping back from his Escalade and reaching down to remove her high heels, in case she had to run, no doubt fearing that his two bodyguards would chase after her, grab her, and beat her, "I'll tell Dave."
"It don't matter if you rat me to that over the hill Marine, Carmen. I have protection now and we're all packin'," he said opening his jacket to show her the butt end of his gun while pointing to the two big, black men that filled his backseat. "Unless he's Superman, they're ain't no man who can stand up to three men with guns," said Tyrone with as much pent up anger as she had.
"Ha! It don't matter what heat packing thugs you have with you Tyrone, you'd better not mess with Dave. Speaking of Superman, much like tugging on Superman's cape, spitting in the wind, or pulling the mask off the old, Lone Ranger, you don't mess around with...Dave."
"You don't know nothin', you dumb ass whore," said Tyrone.
"I know, just like me, Dave's from Detroit and he's a Marine and all Marines, worse than any punk ass, gang banger act as if they're all born in Detroit or from the south side of Chicago," she said standing her ground while talking her jive and punctuating each line with her manicured index finger.
"Superman? Lone Ranger? Are you high on crack? What you talkin' 'bout? You need to go suck someone's cock before I beat your muddy ass for not earning me enough money," he said.
"Those motherfucking Marines ain't afraid of nothin' and they certainly would never fear the likes of you," she said. "If you beat him with your fist, he'll come back at you with a knife, and if you beat him with a knife, he'll come back at you with a gun, and if you beat him with a gun--"
"Yeah, yeah, blah, blah, whatever. Save your breath for suckin' cock Carmen. Maybe your mud colored ass needs to go back to Detroit," he said laughing and making the two men behind him laugh. "If you miss Detroit so much, I can put you on a bus home with a couple of black eyes and a few broken bones. Besides, I'm done with him. Next time I see him, I'll be peeing on his grave."
"It was slow last night," said Simone, "and we thought Dave would want to pay to play. He's always up for some late night action. The man's a night owl. He never sleeps. Only, we didn't know he was entertaining her," said Simone watching Susan continue to slowly walk away.
"His money ain't no good with my whores no more. You dig? Now go home and go to bed. There's a big party downtown at the convention center tonight. I need you looking rested and all virginal like," he said laughing.
As if they were three peacocks in the way they were colorful dressed and adorned with extra makeup and big hair to attract men, he watched them in his rear view mirror walk in one direction as he slowly drove in the other direction with an eye glued to Susan's round, tight ass through his windshield. He slowed his Escalade to a crawl while watching Susan wiggling her ass down the street. Finally, close enough not to notice but close enough to strike in the way of a snake in the grass, he stopped his SUV when he neared her.
"Go fetch and stick her ass in the backseat," he said to his two associates who sat in the backseat.
As soon as they jump out of the car and grabbed Susan, he drove up for them to pull her inside, just as Carmen heard Susan's screams and turned to watch them taking her.
"Hey! What the fuck! Let me go! Let go of me you cocksuckers. You don't know who you're dealing with," she said pulling and kicking. "I'll kick your ass. Take your fucking hands off of me. I'll kill you. I swear, I'll kill you."
"Look," said Carmen when she turned from hearing Susan's screams. "Tyrone just took that lady."
"What lady?"
Always so oblivious to things that didn't concern her, Lucy was more concerned with her hair than with Susan being taken by Tyrone.
"Dave's woman," said Carmen.
Lucy turned to see Tyrone's men getting in the car with Susan and closing the door as the big SUV sped away.
"Oh, my God," said Simone literally running away down the street. "There's gonna be trouble."
* * * * *
His usually thing to do when happy, Dave sang in the shower while thinking about the two orgasms he had just given Susan, one with his mouth and a second one with his cock. He wondered if his sexual passion for her had changed her mind about her being his steady girlfriend and moving in with him. Not much of a singer and unable to carry a tune, after one too many, near miss explosions damaged his hearing and sounding much like Arnold singing Yaketty Yak on the airplane in Twins, he caterwauled totally out of tune the only song he knew, The Marine Corps Hymn.
"From the Halls of Montezuma To the Shores of Tripoli; We fight our country's battles In the air, on land and sea; First to fight for right and freedom And to keep our honor clean; We are proud to claim the title of United States Marine.
Our flag's unfurled to every breeze From dawn to setting sun; We have fought in ev'ry clime and place Where we could take a gun; In the snow of far-off Northern lands And in sunny tropic scenes; You will find us always on the job-- The United States Marines. Here's health to you and to our Corps Which we are proud to serve In many a strife we've fought for life And never lost our nerve; If the Army and the Navy Ever look on Heaven's scenes; They will find the streets are guarded By United States Marines."
Once out of his three minute shower, he called out to Susan from behind his closed, bathroom door.
"I thought we'd do something today after breakfast," he said while drying himself with his towel. "We can have breakfast at the diner or go somewhere else. It's up to you, but the diner makes the best breakfast. I love their sausages when Pete burns them to a crisp. After that, I'm going to take you shopping. First we need to buy a mattress and then I'm going to take you to the mall for some new clothes, the works, shoes, pants, tops, sweaters, jacket, coat, hat, scarf, and gloves. Hey, what's your favorite color? I bet it's blue. You look good in blue," he said. When she didn't answer him, he stuck his head out the bathroom door. "Susan?"
* * * * *
Dave bolted out of the bathroom and slipped on his clothes as if there was a siren sounding a terrorist attack on his Marine Corps barracks. Running up to the sidewalk and looking in one direction and then the other, there was no one outside at that early morning hour except for Simone, Lucy, and Carmen about to round the corner. In a mad dash, he ran down to them.
"Hey," he said immediately catching up to them. "Did you see Susan?"
"Susan? Who's Susan?" Lucy looked at him as if she didn't know who he was talking about, even though she did.
"Susan, the woman I was with last night and the reason why I didn't answer you calling me," he said with a laugh.
"No, I didn't see her," said Lucy lying.
"Tyrone took her Dave," said Carmen shooting Lucy a look before looking at Dave with concern. "He has two goons working for him now and they're all packing heat. They grabbed her and pulled her inside his SUV. Knowing you'd go after her, he'll kill you, Dave, for what you did to him."
"Where does he live?" Dave looked at Carmen with the focused, scary stare he looked at a prisoner of war while trying to get information and/or a confession just with his bugged out eyes instead of with his fists.
Carmen looked from Lucy to Simone.
"We don't want no trouble Dave," said Lucy.
"He'll beat the crap out of us again Dave, if you cause him anymore trouble," said Simone. "I can't take another beating Dave. He really hurt me the last time."
"You didn't say that to me when I was beating the crap out of your pimp for beating you," said Dave with anger. "Tell me. Where does he live?"
"He lives the next block over. He has a place over the strip club," said Simon. "He conducts all of his business there. He picked that place because of the big bay windows. He can see the entire street both ways from his desk," she said. "He'll see you coming from a mile away," she said.
"Thanks for the intel," he said going back in his apartment to get some gear.
"You be careful Dave," said Carmen.
"Don't worry about me," he said. "Best you three lay low for a while," he said.
"Ray row? We can't. We're working girls," said Lucy with attitude. She was sometimes difficult to understand when pronouncing her L's as R's. "Besides, we have a party to attend tonight at the convention center for Tyrone."
"Not anymore you don't," said Dave with venom. "As of now, Tyrone is out of business for good."
Dave stepped inside his apartment, grabbed his gun, and made a call on his cell phone.
"I need you," he said to the person on the other end.
"I got your back Dave," said the man on the other end. "What do you need?"
"I need to go Jihad on a dude who took my woman. Get Big Louie and meet me at my place at zero seven hundred hours," he said.
* * * * *
"Let go of me. Let me go, you fucking bastards," yelled Susan kicking at Tyrone and throwing punches at the two men. Ready to take on all three in the way she did in the back alley, Tyrone knocked her to the carpet with a hard backhand before giving her a kick in her already still sore ribs.
"Undress her. Strip her naked," said Tyron. "Let's see what she looks like without her clothes. Either she'll work for me downstairs as a stripper or she'll work for me on her back as my whore. Either way with that face and that body, she's a real moneymaker."
Kicking and punching, Susan was no match for the two oversized men. His two men removed her blouse and shoes before pulling down her pants. Now dressed in just her bra and panty, not even bothering unhooking her bra, they tugged her bra over her head and off before stripping her of her panties. Naked within just a minute, they stood her up and tied her hands behind a pole that was conspicuously mounted in the living room.
"Well, well, well," said Tyrone grabbing a handful of Susan's breast and pulling out her nipple to erection before reaching down between her legs to cup her pussy.
"Don't touch me, you pig," she said struggling against her ties.
When she recoiled from his touch and resisted his groping, without lubricating her, he forced his finger deep inside of her.
"Unlike my other whores, you're nice and tight honey. You're too good to work downstairs stripping for bunch of drunken perverts. Branching out, you're going to be my star, my first call girl. I'll arrange for you to service only my very best customers," he said.
"Fuck you. I'd kill you before I ever worked for you," she said.
"We'll see," he said running his finger over her bruise where he slapped her. "I'll get you some ice from downstairs. Tell me, do you suck cock? Sure you do. I bet you do. I bet you're an excellent cocksucker," he said running an index finger across her lips. "We'll just see how good of a cocksucker you are after you suck my cock.
"Fuck you," she said spitting in his face.
"We'll see if you're still ungrateful for my help, after I take care of your boyfriend," said Tyrone whipping the spit from his face.
* * * * *
Precisely at zero seven hundred hours, an army green Hummer pulled up to Dave's apartment. Dressed in military fatigues, Mike, Dave's war buddy, another gunnery sergeant with CIA contacts, exited the vehicle for Dave to drive. Mike climbed in back with Big Louie, a third gunnery sergeant now working for a mercenary contractor. The three men synchronized their watches.
As if driving in a convoy in readiness for a mission, albeit a one vehicle convoy, Dave slowly drove the Hummer to Tyrone's place. With the Hummer driving a slow blockage, the two men in back exited the vehicle while it was still moving and from the left side, out of view of Tyrone's big, bay windows that overlooked the street. Mike ran around back while, big Louie, climbed the fire escape to the roof, and Dave parked the vehicle on the sidewalk beneath the bay windows that jutted out and blocked Tyrone's view from seeing him parked there and seeing him enter from the front.
A routine Seal Six team, stealth assault from the front, the back, and the roof, all three men were inside Tyrone's place at the same time and before he and his two men could react. They had the drop on them. Being that Tyrone owned the strip club downstairs and would routinely have women who wanted to be a stripper show him what they had before hiring them, Susan was already stripped naked and tied to a stripper's pole that he had in his living room.
Entering the apartment together as if they were SWAT and this was a drug raid, they came in fast and hard.
"Show me your hands! Show me your hands! Get down! Get down on the floor! Now," said Mike in his big, booming voice. "Don't fucking move or you're dead!"
Sprawled out on the floor, right where Dave wanted him to be, with Tyrone frozen in place and with his hands held over his head, Dave and his buddy held their guns to the two bodyguard's heads.
"It's your choice," said Dave. "I don't really care which. I'm just here to make your wish come true," he said. "Do you want to live or die?"



One man looked to the other before answering.
"We want to live," he said. "We don't want to die, not for him."
"Then, get up, empty your pockets of everything on the coffee table, money, keys, guns, and phones. After we're gone, they'll be here for you to collect when you return."
Dave allowed the two men to walk out the front door unharmed. From the big bay windows, he watched them walk down the street and fall in the diner before he pulled out his cell phone.
"Pete. Dave. Listen. Keep an eye on the two, big, black men who just walked in your diner and call me if they leave."
"Okay Dave," said Pete.
"What are you going to do to me?" Tyrone looked from Dave to his buddy with a smirk.
"I'm not going to do anything to you. Should you prematurely be found, I don't want to leave a mark on you as evidence for the coroner," he said with dryness and as if he had done this many times before. "Now just as I told your associates, empty your pockets and put everything out in front of you, keys, wallet, guns. Then, remove your jewelry, watch, chain, and rings."
Mike picked up everything that Tyrone put out as Dave went through his wallet and removed the his license and registration. "Do you have any identifying marks on you Tyrone, birthmarks or tattoos?"
"Coroner? Identifying birthmarks? You jive mo'fucker, hold on, now. Give me a chance to--"
"Chance? You want me to give you another chance for you to kill me and for you to rape Susan?" Dave shook his head no while holstering his gun. "You had your chance. I never give anyone a second chance and I already gave you a warning by beating you instead of killing you," said Dave. "Especially after what you did to my woman, I'm done with your black ass," he said walking to Susan and pulling the gag from her mouth. "Did they hurt you Susan?"
"No," she said.
"Answer the question," said Mike. Do you have any identifying birthmarks or tattoos?"
"No. I don't have anything like that," said Tyrone.
Dave touched the red mark on Susan's cheek and turned to look at Tyrone before looking back at her.
"Did he do this to you?"
"Yes," she said.
"Did they..."
"No," she said grabbing her clothes and quickly dressing when Dave untied her. "We just got here," she said not telling Dave that Tyrone finger fucked her.
"I'm going to take you back to my place, unless you want me to take you somewhere else," he said looking at her with questioning eyes. "My men will take care of Tyrone for me."
"After giving it a lot of thought, your place is where I want to be," she said getting dressed.
"Hey! What about me?" Tyrone watched Dave leaving with Susan.
"What about you?" Dave gave him a hard stare. "I'm leaving you in capable hands, besides, you no longer exist. You're a dead man," he said laughing. "By the way, Tyrone, I don't know if Carmen told you but I'm originally from Detroit. Carmen and I went to grade school together," he said with a laugh as a big man stepped in the room and made his presence known to Tyrone from behind him.
"You are one, big, ugly, mo'fucker, white man," said Tyrone. "Alright, alright, you got me Dave. You got my attention. Let's just call this a mistake of poor judgment on my part. You dig? I'm sorry. I apologize. I'm sorry for hitting you miss and having my men strip you naked. I'm sorry for sticking my finger inside of you. I'm sorry, really I am. Let's call this a truce and let bygones be bygones. What do you say? Let's shake on it," said Tyrone lifting his head and offering Dave his hand.
"You stuck your dirty finger inside of my woman?"
"I'm sorry. I promise it won't happen again," said Tyrone.
"You must be as stupid as I thought you were for dare messing with Susan. I don't take kindly to another man taking my woman and you went beyond the truce and let bygone be bygones part when you stripped her naked, hit her, and stuck your finger inside of her," said Dave looking at and nodding to Big Louie standing over him.
"Yeah, well, you know what? I'd do it again. I'd fuck your girlfriend up her ass before sticking my shit covered cock in her mouth. You dig mo'fucker?"
"Here's his wallet, license, registration, and car keys," said Dave picking the keys off the coffee table where Mike had put them. "He has the black Escalade parked out front. Put it on a ship to North Africa. He won't be needing a Cadillac where he's going. You and Big Louie split the proceeds as my payment for today."
"Thanks Dave," said Mike.
"Thanks Dave," said Big Louie.
"Fuck you," said Tyrone.
"Tyrone, allow me to introduce you to big Louie," said Dave as if introducing the Bear Jew in the baseball bat scene of Inglorious Basterds. "We've been through some shit together. Hell and back," said Dave looking and nodding his head from Big Louie to Mike before looking back to Tyrone. "There isn't anything that we wouldn't do for our buddy, even taking a bullet and we've already done that. Yet, it's unfortunate for you that we survived half a dozen wars to be here to deal with the likes of your sorry ass now."
Tyrone turned to look up behind him at big Louie who was wider and taller than his doorway. As if to shake his hand but instead as if breaking a stack of board placed on cinder blocks, Big Louie leaned down to tap Tyrone's temple with the knuckle of his index finger. Tyrone was out cold as if he was hit to the back of the head with a baseball bat. Dave's buddies wrapped the floor with plastic, laid out Tyrone and with the swift, one stroke cut of a Samurai, Big Louie removed Tyrone's head, legs, and hands with a machete. His head went in one plastic bag, his legs in another, his hands in another, and the rest of him in a fourth. Just taking out the trash, they dumped the remains of him in four different dumpsters.
To be continued...
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Chapter 05
Mother's love for her son leads to her having sex with her son.
"So now that we told one another how we feel about one another..." I said watching him stroking his big, hard cock in front of me.
Suddenly feeling embarrassed having my son watching me fingering my pussy and rubbing my clit with one hand while feeling my tits and fingering my nipples with my other hand, I felt as if I was a degenerate, trailer park mother living in West Virginia. Filled with guilt that worked against myself wanting to give into my incestuous urges, it's funny how I put the blame on myself for seducing my son when he was as much responsible for seducing me too. Instead of thinking of him as the degenerate son, I thought of him as my hot son. Just as I'd do any of their sons in an instant, any one of my girlfriends would love to have sex with my son too.
"Yes?" He looked at me, stared at me, actually before leering at me without missing a beat in stroking himself.
I watched his eyes widen at the sight of me playing with myself. He was staring at my pussy. The fact that my son was staring at my cunt made me want to strip off my nightgown and show him my naked body. I watched him stare at my exposed pussy in the way I had been staring at his exposed cock. With both of us so incorrigible, if anyone knew the incestuous, dirty games we played behind closed, bedroom doors in exposing our bodies to one another, they'd be shocked and I'd be humiliated.
With the sudden thoughts of being caught and judged for exposing my trimmed, blonde pussy to my son, I pulled down my nightgown and sat like a lady to look at him. Still continuing to watch him masturbate himself, while he still stroked his cock, I couldn't remove my eyes from his big prick. The sight of his hand wrapped around his stiff cock while he stroked his member made me so horny. Just like his father had, my son has such a big, hard prick.
I wanted him. I had to have him. Only, feeling the repercussions of something so forbidden that could explode out of control, incestuous sex still had to be his decision and not mine. Even though I had a already crossed the line and even though he had too, I still needed to make him think that this was all his idea.
"What do we do now?"
I looked at him waiting for him to answer me while hoping I had sufficiently baited him to want me enough by me showing him my pussy while fingering myself and staring at his cock while he masturbated. Nonetheless my incestuous lust for my son, suddenly I felt depraved and embarrassed masturbating myself in front of him. It was one thing for him to masturbate me, I wish he would, but quite another thing for me to give him a private masturbation show. Different for a woman than it is for a man, I'm sure, at least I told myself, that it was more exciting for a woman to watch a man sexually pleasure himself than it was for a man to watch a woman masturbating. Not knowing if that voyeuristic display of exhibitionism was true or not, thinking so little of myself that I, as his mother, could sexually excite my son, for some reason I thought that most men would rather flash a woman their cock than to have a woman show them their pussy.
At a loss for an answer, only a man can answer that question. No doubt, it depends on the man as well as it does on the woman. Just a guess on my part, I really had no idea if men prefer flashing their cocks instead of seeing a pussy. Nonetheless my curiosity and unanswered question, I watched my son slowly stroking himself to a bigger and harder erection. Indeed, without a doubt, at least from my point of view, it was so exciting for me to watch my son playing with himself. If only he'd ask me and if only he'd allow me, I so wanted to wrap my hand around his cock and masturbate him myself. I wanted to make him so excited with my hand before making him excited with my mouth and cunt that I imagined cum exploding from his cock before oozing all over my hand. I so wanted to take him in my mouth and suck him before taking him deep in my pussy to fuck him.
Am I that abnormal to sexually and incestuously want my son or are these normal feelings and its only abnormal if I act upon them? Yet, nonetheless my normal or abnormal feelings, am I that much of an incestuous slut that while allowing him to expose his cock to me while stroking himself, I wish I was stroking him, sucking him, and fucking him? I couldn't help but wonder if all mothers are sexually attracted to their grown sons in the way that all sons are sexually attracted to their sexually frustrated mothers. Wishing I knew the answers to my questions, I didn't know how my incestuous feelings related to the feelings of other mothers. Feeling as if I was the only mother wanting to have sex with her son, just as I felt there was something inherently wrong with him for wanting to have sex with me, I felt that there was something inherently wrong with me for wanting to have sex with him.
What do I do? What should I do? Should I just give into how I feel and have sex with my son or should I control myself from making matters any worse than what they are by having sex with him?
Truth be told, after taking my own unofficial survey, I was more sexually excited watching him masturbate himself than I was having him watch me masturbate. Maybe the converse of that is true. Maybe he's more sexually excited watching me masturbate than he is masturbating in front of me. Only, knowing my son in the way that I do, I suspect he's more sexually excited giving me a masturbation show than he would watching my masturbation show. Whether exposing himself to me was accidentally or on purpose with him flashing me his erect cock nightly, while watching television, when he falls asleep or pretends to fall asleep on the couch, it was excitingly obvious to me now that we both wanted the same thing, incestuous sex.
"What do we do now?"
He looked at me before looking down at his cock. With the overhead living room light lighting me up as if I was a stripper on stage, he stared at my tits that showed through the thin material of my nightgown. Being that I was already aroused and wet from masturbating myself, I knew he could see my erect nipples through the nearly transparent material of my nightgown. The fact that he could see my tits and nipples and was staring at them made me want to remove my nightgown and show him my naked body with the hope that he'd want to touch me, feel me, and have sex with me.
"Yes," I said with all the calmness of a teacher instructing her student when I just wanted to jump his bones and have sex with him. "Now that we told one another how we feel about one another, what do we do now?"
I needed him to answer the question. I needed him to make all the moves. I needed to know that he wanted me as much as I wanted him. With incest a big step, the sexual memory of a lifetime, the last thing that I wanted was regrets and with him blaming me for seducing him, even though that was exactly what I was trying to do. I didn't want him to hate me later in life. Should he marry and have children, I didn't want him to exclude me from his family then for the incestuous sex that I instigated and seduced him to have now. Incest had to be his idea and not mine. Just along for the ride because I was his mother because we lived in the same house, I needed to be the one who submitted to him and not the other way around.
"You could touch me," he said looking at me with expectant eyes.
"Is that what you want? You want me to touch you?" I asked trying to conceal the sexual excitement that I suddenly felt by the thoughts of touching and feeling my son's cock.
"Yes," he said. "I'd love for you to touch my prick. I've love for you to take me in your hand and stroke me," he said with a look of sexual excitement on his face while holding his cock in his hand as if offering it to me.
"Is that what you want? You want me to stroke you and masturbate you?" Just the thoughts of taking my son's cock in my hand heated me with incestuous desire for him.
"Yes mother. I'd love for you to masturbate me. I can't tell you how many times I sexually fantasized over you entering my room as I was masturbating," he confessed. "Just as I can't tell you how many times I tried to catch you naked by barging in your bedroom when you were changing or in the bathroom while you were showering, I can't tell you how many times I sexually fantasized over showing you my erect cock. I always wondered what you do if you caught me masturbating and saw my erect prick. Would you look away and close my bedroom door or would you stand there staring?" He looked at me as if waiting for me to respond to his question.
"No doubt shocked that I caught you with your cock in your hand stroking yourself, I probably would have stared," I said not feeling embarrassed by my bold confession in the way that I might have been before.
"I can't tell you how many times I sexually fantasized over you masturbating me mother. And..." he said pausing and not finishing his thought to look lustfully away as if he was having an incestuous, sexual vision.
"And what?" I looked at him while watching him touching himself and slowly stroking his cock.
"Now that we told one another how we feel about one another, you could suck me," he said looking down at his cock before looking up at me with lustful longing in the way that only a horny son can look at his incestuous mother and in the way that I've been staring at him.
Where will this incestuous lust end? Is it not enough that my son exposed his erect cock to me on numerous occasions? Is it not enough that my son is masturbating himself in front of me while I masturbated myself in front of him? Yet now my son just admitted that he wants me to stroke him and to masturbate him.
What do I do? What should I do? More importantly, what shouldn't I do? I'm the strong one. I'm his mother. Instead of giving in to my incestuous, sexual desire to touch him, feel him, and stroke him, I could say no but I can't say no. I want to touch him, feel him, and stroke him. This is it. Now or never, once I take that brazen incestuous step, there's no turning back.
Now that he just said the words that I was waiting and hoping to hear, why am I not doing what I so wanted to do for so very long. He not only wants me to stroke his cock but also he wants me to suck his cock. He wants me to blow him. No doubt, he wants to cum in his mother's mouth. Without doubt, he wants me to swallow his cum.
"And if I touch you, if I stroke you, and if I masturbate you," I said staring at his big prick. "If I take your big, hard, hairy prick in my mouth to suck you," I paused looking at him while allowing the image to wash across my mind of me sucking my son, after he licked my pussy and gave me an orgasm with his fingers and tongue, before he fucked my pussy. "Tell me. What would you do for me James? What would you do for Mommy?"
He looked at me in the way he's looked at me so many times before when he was my special, little boy. He looked at me as if he was still ten-years-old instead of twenty-years-old and I had just promised him a trip to Disney World.
"What would I do for you? What wouldn't I do for you?" He looked at me as if I was deranged to even ask him the question. "I'd do anything you'd wanted me to do Mother. I'd be your sexual slave. I'd be your student and you could be my sexual education teacher. I'd be your Sub and you could be my Dom," he said getting more sexually excited with each confessed thought and each admitted desire.
We looked at one another for a long minute without either of us saying anything before I spoke.
"I like the idea of you being my sexual slave, of you being my student, and of I being your teacher. I could be your Mistress Mother. Your mother the mistress," I said with a naughty laugh. "Oh, my God," I said with a sexy look of incestuous delight, "if only my friends could see me now, exposing my pussy to masturbate for my son while watching my son stroking himself to masturbate for me."
"Oh my God, mother," he said stroking himself faster.
"My uptight friends may feign shame, shock, and outrage but they'd all be jealous," I said putting my index finger to my mouth while slowly running it the width of my lips before sticking the tip of my tongue out to lick it before taking my finger in my mouth to suck it in the way that I couldn't wait to suck his cock.
The action of me running my finger across my lips, licking my finger, and sucking my finger made my son's mouth fall open from the obvious incestuous lust that he had for me. I watched his cock throb and pulsate in his hand when he stopped stroking himself to watch me teasing him with my mouth and tongue. I was making him as incestuously, sexually crazy as I was making myself.
"Who knows, Mom," he said with a thoughtful pause as if he was envisioning what he was about to say. "Maybe we could start something."
"Start something? What do you mean? Start what?"
A sexy smile illuminated his face and the thought of what he was about to say raised his eyebrow along with my interest.
"We could start," he said as if waiting for an imagined drum roll to finish, "a personal, private, and very exclusive, incestuous sex club," he said.
"An incestuous sex club? I don't know about starting an incestuous sex club," I said rebuffing him with a laugh. Without even giving him the chance to finish what he had to say, to give his suggestion my consideration, I reconsidered my rejection of his idea. I continued to eye him with interest while still staring at his engorged prick. "What do you mean?"
"I mean, if you know of a couple of friends who are already having sex with their sons or who wished they could have sex with their sons, we could get together once a month for incestuous sessions," he said.
"Incestuous sessions? How would that work?" Now he had my attention and I looked at him with more interest than curiosity.
"In the first session, we could begin by discussing mother and son incest openly between one another," he said. "Let it all hang out. Explain to one another not only how we feel but also why we feel the way that we do. I dare say that we're not as abnormal as we think we are. I dare say that there are plenty of mothers who'd want to have sex with their sons and plenty of sons who'd want to have sex with their mothers," he said as if he was an incestuous guest speaker giving an lecture on mother and son incest.
"Interesting," I said. "Shinning a spotlight of attention on something that's only spoken in whispers behind closed, bedroom doors, that would eliminated many of the misconceptions that we all have regarding incest."
"Perhaps, in the second session, if everyone was agreeable to undressing, a son could undress his mother and a mother could undress her son. A way to remove the stigma of a mother and son being naked in front of one another, they could display their bodies to one another without any of the guilt and shame," he said.
Such a great idea, suddenly I was overwhelmed with the sexual excitement of my friends' sons seeing me in my bra and panty before seeing me naked. The vision of what my son suggested continued when I imagined seeing my friends' sons naked too. Surrounded by young, stiff pricks, I'd be in Heaven.
"You mean, you wouldn't mind having me undress not only in front of you but also in front of your friends?" Watching his reaction, I looked at him while waiting for him to answer my question.
The idea of me posing naked for his friends while his friends posed naked for me was something that I could only imagine in a porn movie.
"Yes," he said.
"And my friends would not only undress in front of their sons but also in front of their son's friends too," I said suddenly excited by the imagine of my son stripping me naked in front of more men his age.
"Yes," he said.
Oh, my God, never have I been as sexually excited as I was now. With just the suggestion of exposing my naked body to men my son's age, half my age, made me crazy with sexual desire for not only for my son but also now for his friends too. Definitely, I'm going to Hell for thinking of all what I'm thinking.
"And that wouldn't bother you to be naked in front of my friends?"
I looked at him with a renewed sexual excitement that this private, incestuous club idea could really work.
"Embarrassed? Are you kidding me Mother? I'd be sexually excited," he said. "In the way that I'm showing you my cock now, I'd love to show my big prick to all of your hot friends."
I could only imagine the looks on Christine's, Julie's, and Elizabeth's faces seeing my son's big prick and seeing him naked. Supplanting that thought, I could only imagine having their sons Mike, Bill, and Glenn seeing me naked.
"And I would be embarrassed either," I confessed with a dirty laugh while waving my face with my hand with the hot, sexual heat that I suddenly felt.
"If the first discussion session and the second showing session went well mother, in the third session a mother could touch and feel her son while her son touched and felt his mother," he said.
Oh, my God. Fuck me. I could only imagine the excitement I'd feel having my son strip me naked in front of my friends and his friends before touching me and feeling me while I stripped him naked in front of my friends and his friends before touching and feeling him too. Are you kidding me? This is a brilliant idea. The best idea he's ever had. Only, why haven't I ever thought of this? This incestuous sexual club is what incestuous sexual fantasies are all about, only going from sexual fantasy to reality, this could really be something.
"And what happens with the fourth session?"
I couldn't wait for him to tell me. For him to spout out so very much information about incestuous sex in regards to an incestuous sex club made me realized that he must have been thinking about this long and hard. Apparently, I'm not the only one he's been sexually lusting over. He's been sexually lusting over my friends too. Admittedly, I've been sexually lusting over his friends too.
I wondered if his friends masturbated over me in the way my son obviously masturbates over me and my friends. I wondered if my friends masturbate over my son in the way that I sometimes have masturbated over having sex with their sons. Wanting to jump to the sexual part, not that all of this wasn't the sexual part, I wanted to hear about the sex. Obviously, for him to think of a private, incestuous sex club, he was as incestuously deranged as I was.
"We have sex. Mother has sex with her son and son has sex with his mother, while the other couples in the group watch," he said.
I could only imagine Christine and her son Mike, Julie and her son Bill, and Elizabeth and her son Glenn watching me having sex with my son James before I watched Christine, Julie, and Elizabeth having sex with their sons. Wow!
"I see," I said already suspecting the answer to my question but asking it anyway. "And after mothers and sons have had sex with one another, then what happens in the fifth session?"
I imagined an orgy with mother's sucking and fucking the sons of other mothers while their sons licked and fucked the mothers of other sons. Such a simply splendid idea. I didn't know why no one has ever considered the thought before.
"Perhaps, if all in attendance were agreeable, we could swap partners," he said.
There, he said it. He wants to swap his mother to have sex with my friends. He's willingly agreeable to having his friends do me while he watches. This just gets better and better.
"I see," I said, "sort of in the way of a swingers meeting for couples but for mothers and sons who want incestuous sex."
Oh, my God. I could only imagine my sexual fantasy come true of a mother and son group orgy. How sexually exciting would that be. Mothers fucking their sons and sons licking their mothers before each couple swapped partners with mothers sucking and fucking multiple son's cocks and son's licking and fucking multiple mothers. I could only image the costumed masquerade party we could have.



"Maybe later, we could branch out our club to include father and daughters," he said.
"Actually, I don't know about the father and daughter idea, but I think the incestuous sex club is a wonderful idea," I said.
There's no way that I wanted to included father and daughters. I wanted to keep these young studs for myself. Once we introduced, young, slutty women in the mix, my son and his friends would rather be licking and banging some 20-year-old than a bunch of sexually frustrated 40-year-olds.
The only thing that I had in my favor is experience. My friends and I would give our sons and their friends better sex than any 20-year-old child ever could. Maybe including fathers and daughter wasn't such a bad idea. I wouldn't mind having sex with a bunch of 40-year-old men but we'll cross that bridge later, perhaps in session six.
"Our incestuous sex club would be a way for other mothers and sons to enjoy one another sexually without having all the guilt of incest," he said looking at her with a hopeful expression.
Fuck the guilt, I said to myself. You've not only crossed the incestuous line, you've obliterated it by erasing the line with your incestuous sexual lust in coming up with the idea of an incestuous sex club.
"You may be onto something," I said. "A mother and son sex club. Let me think about it. I already have three girlfriends who'd be interested in seducing their sons as well as seducing you too."
"Who?"
"I don't want to tell you until I ask them," I said. "Now returning back to our original discussion before all this talk of an incestuous sex club, what would you do for me if I touch you, stroked you, masturbated you, sucked you, and fucked," I said staring at his big prick. "What would you do for me James? What would you do for Mommy?"
To be continued...
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"What would you do for me James?"
As if in a hypnotic state, he just sat there staring at me with his cock in his hand. I asked again when he didn't answer me. Then, instead of looking up at me, he continued staring at my pussy. As if I was a decadent dessert that he was about to eat, he had a sexually excited expression on his face.
"Sorry Mom," he said looking up at my face instead of staring down at my pussy. "Did you say something?"
"What would you do for Mommy?" I asked him again this time in a sexier voice that was filled with incestuous lust while slowly lifting the hem of my nightgown and seductively spreading my legs, in case he needed a hint.
He watched me revealing my trimmed, blonde pussy to him as if I was opening an expensive gift box and I was. By lifting up my nightgown and spreading my legs, I was opening my own personal box to offer him entry to his own private playground. Mommy's pussy was exposed right before my son's horny eyes. I felt so wicked. I felt so aroused. As horny as he was, no doubt, I couldn't wait for him to touch me, finger me, and lick me.
"I'd lick you," he said staring at my exposed pussy while watching me finger myself.
Glad that he took the obvious hint, I was teasing him. It was so easy to tease my son. Only, what I did in flashing him my panty before, I escalated the teasing in flashing him my pussy now.
"Have you ever licked a pussy?" I asked continuing touching myself while watching his big cock throb in his hand.
"No," he said looking from my cunt to my face before looking back at my cunt again.
It aroused me that I was flashing my son my pussy as much it aroused me that my son was staring at my pussy.
"I'll be your culingus learning model," I said with a sexy laugh. "You may use my pussy as your tool to practice before leaving Mommy's nest to make love to other woman. We all must learn somewhere," I said watching his reaction to my offer of sexual education before confessing my lurid, incestuous past.
"I'd like that," he said.
"Forcing me to suck them, my uncle and my cousin taught me how to suck cocks when I was only 18-years-old and still a virgin. It's only fair that I return the favor and teach my son how to lick his first pussy," I said looking at him while waiting for him to respond. "Would you like me to teach you how to lick a pussy James?"
"Yes Mom," he said. "I'd love for you to teach me how to lick a pussy."
With me looking at him and him staring at me, never removing my fingers from pleasuring myself, he sat there so silently while watching me. Obviously, by the shocked look on his face, he was stunned that this incestuous, sexual exchange was finally happening. A long time coming, I was stunned myself that I finally found the courage to seduce my son. All it took for us to have forbidden sex was for him to finally take his first step across the incestuous line for me to do the rest. I couldn't do it all alone. I needed him to willingly take this mother and son incestuous journey with me. Not wanting him to have disturbed memories of a mother seducing her son, with both of us going into this forbidden, sexual affair with our eyes wide open, I needed our first time together to be consensual.
"Something that will take you years to discover and something that most men never learn, I'll show you want woman want James," I said looking at him with as much sexual excitement as he was had on his face when looking at me.
"Thank you Mother," he said meaning it.
"The first lesson is to put what you want aside to please the woman. The woman's sexual pleasure comes first and you come second. Once you please her, she'll please you. Once you give her what she wants, an orgasm, she'll give you all that you want and more," I said smiling after giving him my motherly advice.
"Thank you mother for teaching me," he said.
"You're welcome James. Now make yourself comfortable in front of Mommy," I said spreading my legs even wider and wide enough to show him some pink.
"Even in dirty magazines, I've never seen a pussy in the light and up close before," he said.
As if I was an artist's model and he was an artist, I positioned myself in my chair so that the overhead light was shining down on my pussy. I looked down and my cunt was glistening with my secretions. Our first sexual time together, I couldn't wait to feel my son touching me, fingering me, and licking me.
"Can you see?"
"Yes," he said.
"Give me your finger," I said taking his index finger in my hand. "Now touch me like this gently, not too rough, and not too fast. Yes. Good. Just like that. Do you feel that little bump right there?" I rubbed my bean with his finger before pressing his index finger down on my bean.
"Yes. I feel it. I feel it Mom," he said with a nervous albeit sexually excited little laugh.
"That's my bean. When you gently rub it like this," I said gently rubbing my bean with his finger, "it makes me hot. Yes, just like that James. Rubbing Mommy like this is akin to having Mommy stroke your cock," I said staring at his big prick.
Suddenly my mind was filled with the image of me touching his cock and stroking his cock. I couldn't wait to touch him and to stroke him but I wanted him to do me first. I didn't want to rush our first time together with him cumming all over my couch and falling asleep before sexually satisfying me. This was more about me than about him after all. I'm the one who lusted over him. I'm the one who wanted him. I'm the one who's been teasing him for years. This was my chance to get all that I wanted from my son before he finds some woman and leaves me alone with my bad self.
"Let me try rubbing your bean myself without you holding my finger," he said. "I like staring at your pussy while touching your pussy," he said.
"And I like you staring at my pussy while rubbing my bean," I said with a sexy laugh.
I watched his eyes staring at my big tits through my sheer nightgown. Already fully erect, my nipples were pushing hard against the thin, sheer material of my nightgown. Wanting to give him all that he wanted, I needed to make him even more sexually excited than he was so that he'd pleasure me before I pleasured him. With him staring at all that he wanted to see and all that I wanted to show him, I couldn't want to remove my nightgown to show him my tits.
"May I feel your breasts through your nightgown mom?"
Being that he asked my permission to feel my breasts, going one better, I couldn't wait to show him my breasts.
"Wait," I said. "Most men enjoy playing with a woman's tits and fingering her nipples while fingering and licking a pussy and I see that you're no different," I laughed.
I put my legs down, sat up in my chair, and lifted my bum to remove my nightgown. Slowly, teasingly, and lovingly, as if removing a shroud from an expensive painting at an art gallery, I watched his excited eyes go from my pussy to my tits when I removed my nightgown. I sat there, a proud mother as if teaching her son to fly and to soar, while my son stared at my naked body. Having seen glimpses of my naked body before, this was different now and much more exciting. Purposely naked in front of him, not more than two feet from one another, I was within reach of his horny hands.
"You have awesome tits Mom. They're so big. They're so shapely. They're too perfect to be real," he said looking up at me. "Are they real?"
"Of course they're real," I said with a laugh that my son would think I had breast implants.
"You have beautiful breasts Mom. The most beautiful breasts I've ever seen," he said.
"Thank you," I said. "So I take it that you like Mommy's tits?"
I stared down at my breasts to see what he was seeing. I watched him staring at my tits before looking down at my breasts again with sexual excitement and incestuous naughtiness that I was sitting there naked before my son. Waiting to be sucked, my nipples were already so very erect and hard.
"I love your tits Mom," he said withdrawing his finger from rubbing my bean to stare at my tits.
"Don't be shy James. You may touch them, feel them, and squeeze them," I said watching his hand reach out to touch, feel, and squeeze my breasts. "Yes, that's right. Feel Mommy's tits James."
"They feel so firm," he said touching them as if he was sticking his finger in dough. "Something I always wanted to do, I never thought I'd be feeling your tits Mom."
"Don't be afraid. They won't break. Go ahead and hold them in the palm of your hand. Feel them. Fondle them and caress them. I enjoy having my breasts touched in that way, especially when it's you, my beautiful son, feeling my tits," I said looking down to watch my son's hands have their horny way with my big tits.
"Oh my God Mom, a sexual fantasy come true, I never thought I'd be sitting here seeing your pussy, fingering your pussy, seeing your tits, and touching your tits," he said ignoring my pussy to run his hands all over my tits. "You've made me so happy."
I looked down to watch my son's hands having his way with my tits. It was so exciting to finally have him see my breasts and now for him to touch and feel my breasts was something that I've imagined for so very long while masturbating over the thoughts of this day.
"I like having my nipples fingered James," I said while watching him touch my nipples with his fingers.
"You have big nipples Mom," he said while fingering my nipples.
"You can pull them, turn them, and twist them. You won't hurt me, so long as you don't pull, turn, and twist them too hard. That's good. Just like that," I said. "Now while you're fingering my nipples, finger my pussy," I said while directing his finger to my hole. "Touch Mommy where no son should ever touch his mother," I said with a dirty laugh that made him laugh too.
I watched him touch and finger me before closing my eyes to enjoy the sensation of my son having his way with my naked body.
"If only my friends could see me now, they'd be jealous," he said removing his star from my pussy to look up at my eyes before refocusing his stare to my breasts. "They'd wish that they could touch their mothers in the way that I'm touching you," he said. "No doubt, they'd wish that they could see touch you in the way that I'm seeing and feeling your naked body now. You're way hotter than all of their mothers."
"Thank you James," I said opening my eyes while suddenly thinking about my sons' friends seeing me naked and feeling my body before gangbanging me. "That idea that you had about a mother and son sex club is a good idea. Maybe one day your friends can touch their mothers in the way that you're touching me now," I said with the imagined excitement of hosting a mother and son sex club. "Maybe one day you're friends can explore my naked body in the way that you're exploring my naked body now."
"That would be so hot Mom for my friends to have sex with you while I had sex with their mothers," he said. "I'd like to see that."
"I'd like that too," I said hoping that my telling him that I'd like to have sex with his friends and would enjoy watching him having sex with my friends would reinforce the idea in his head enough for him to do more than just talk about it.
"You're so slippery wet Mom," he said pulling his finger away.
In the way he's been sniffing my panties while masturbating over my sexy lingerie, I was half expected him to lift his finger to his nose to sniff me. I couldn't wait for him to lick me.
"Don't be afraid James. It's just a pussy. Touch me. Touch me deeper. Finger Mommy, James," I said. "If you make me cum, Mommy will make you cum too."
I watched him fingering me. I allowed him to experiment touching me with his fingers before showing him where and how to touch me again by holding his finger with my hand and redirecting it. I could feel the first signs of fire burning inside of me. My son was going to make me cum. My son was going to give me an orgasm. My son was making me his woman and I was making him my man.
"I'm not hurting you, am I Mom?"
"No not at all. What you're doing feels good, really good. If you continue touching me in that way, you'll make Mommy cum," I said. "Would you like to make Mommy cum?"
"Yes, Mom, more than anything, I'd love to watch and hear you cum," he said continuing to finger me.
When I said that he was going to make me cum, he continued rubbing me a little harder and faster while fingering a little longer and deeper. My sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't believe my son's fingers were inside of me. I couldn't wait to suck his cock. I couldn't wait for him to make love to me before fucking me, really fucking me.
"Look how big my nipples are," I said looking down at my nipples before running a slow palm across them. "Suck my tits James. Suck Mommy's tits. Mommy loves having her tits sucked while you finger her cunt. Take Mommy's big nipples in your mouth and suck them," I said putting my hand behind his neck and pulling him to me.
"Your breasts are so big Mom," he said taking one nipple in his mouth before sucking the other nipple.
"Yes, that feels so good," I said when he finally took my nipples in his mouth, first one and then the other before starting the sucking process all over again when taking turns with my nipples.
Something I so wanted to do but debated about doing, I feared I'd ruin the moment. It was one thing for me to flash and tease my son and quite another thing for me to expose myself to my son while showing him my naked body but it was quite another thing for me to kiss my son. It was one thing for me to masturbate myself while watching him masturbating himself but it was quite another thing for me to allow him to masturbate me. Now, taking it a step further, I wondered how he'd react to me kissing him.
Would he allow me to kiss him? Would he recoil when I slipped him my tongue? Would he return my kiss? Would he slip me his tongue? Wanting to kiss my so for so long, there was only one way to know.
I leaned down to kiss him. Before closing my eyes, I looked at his face. His eyes were wide open in the way that he looked the first time he saw me naked when barging in the bathroom as I was getting out of the shower. Then, when I parted his lips with my tongue, I closed my eyes. I was kissing my son. As if I was dreaming, I couldn't believe I was kissing my son.
Then, when I felt his tongue against mine, I couldn't believe it. I was French kissing my son and he was French kissing me. Our long, wet kisses heightened my lust for him. I couldn't get enough of him. Obviously by the passion of his kisses, he wanted me as much as I wanted him. I couldn't stop kissing him. He continued feeling my tits, playing with my nipples, and fingering my pussy while kissing me. I was actually making out with my son.
"Would you like to taste me now?" I asked pulling away from his lips.
"Yes," he said with a face full of nervous trepidation.
"Move closer and bring your head down lower," I said watching him more his face so close to my cunt that I wanted to hump his mouth. I just wanted to grab him by his hair and mash his face in my pussy. Only, I didn't want to frighten him. I didn't want to ruin our first incestuous time together by rushing the sex. "Now flick out your tongue and lick me. Don't be afraid. Lick Mommy James. Lick my pussy," I said while watching my son licking me. "If you make me cum, I'll suck your cock. Would you like Mommy to suck your cock James?"
"Are you kidding me? I'd love for you to suck my cock Mom. I can't wait for you to suck my cock. Only..."
"Only what?"
"May I cum in your mouth?"
"Of course you may cum in my mouth," I said with a laugh. "I'd love for you to cum in my mouth. I've love to taste my son's cum," I said dizzy with the thought of sucking my son to such sexually excitement for him to ejaculate in my mouth.
"And will you swallow?"
"Will I swallow you? Of course, I'll swallow you. It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if I didn't swallow you," I said with a sexy laugh. "Now don't talk. Just lick. Lick me James. Lick Mommy."
"Okay," he said.
"Lick my entire pussy before sticking your tongue inside my hole and continue doing that several times. Then, while licking me, use your finger to fuck me. Fuck Mommy, James, with your long, stiff fingers as if you were fucking me with your cock."
"Like this?"
"Yes, that's right, lick and finger fuck mommy and use your other finger to rub my bean. Oh baby that feels so good," I said leaning down to whisper my sexual pleasure in his ear. "That's it. Right there baby. Right there James. Rub Mommy's pussy while fucking Mommy's pussy and fingering her nipples."
"Oh my God Mom, I can't believe I'm doing this. I can't believe I'm going to make you cum," he said.
"Don't stop licking me James. Lick my blonde, trimmed pussy James. Don't stop. Don't stop licking me. I'm nearly there. Finger fuck me while rubbing my bean and, with your other hand, reach up to finger my nipples. Pinch them, pull them, turn them, and twist them. Mommy loves having her nipples fingered.
To be continued...
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"We love lesbians!" Risking being caught, Susan and Crystal do one another.
Unable to control their sexual attraction and lustful desire for one another anymore, Susan and Crystal snuck away from the bridal shower to play in the spare bedroom. With most of the women already gone and the others leaving, Julie, the soon to be bride, was too busy saying good-bye to her friends to notice that her best friend, Susan, the maid of honor, and Crystal, one of the bridesmaids were missing. Surely, no one would notice them disappearing for a quickie behind a closed, spare bedroom door.
Only with Susan drunker than she thought she was and Crystal in the same inebriated condition, what started out as a quickie quickly turned into a full, lesbian, love making affair. With one helping to strip the other one naked while kissing, touching, and feeling each other's body, it was obvious that Crystal was more into Susan than Susan was into Crystal. Nonetheless her reluctance to have a lesbian affair, Susan was horny enough to allow Crystal access to her naked body.
It all started with both woman sitting in Julie's living room across from one another for hours. With one too many boring women talking at the same time, they started making eyes at one another while licking their lips long and slow. Sexually teasing one another while flashing each other their panties in slow, seductive leg crosses, Susan was as horny as she was drunk. Not lesbian, not even bi-sexual, Crystal was just a distraction for Susan. Only, what started out as a tease, a touch, a grope, and a long, wet kiss in the kitchen quickly escalated and developed into sexually passion and so much more.
Crystal was the type of woman who always got her own way. Crystal was the type of woman who got what she wanted. Crystal was the type of woman who hated to be disappointed and/or rejected. Crystal didn't take well to teasing and then left unattended to be sexually frustrated. If Crystal started something sexual, she expected to be rewarded for her efforts. She expected to be given and to have an orgasm.
Even though Susan only had one brief lesbian affair with her roommate after being high on Marijuana and when away at college, she knew that whatever she started with Crystal, her redheaded diva of a friend, she had to finish. Just as, no doubt, Crystal would be licking and fingering her blonde, trimmed pussy, Susan was compelled to return the sexual favor. Drunk enough and horny enough to do whatever her friend wanted and needed her to do, what Susan wanted was just a sexual release.
"Oh my God, Crystal. I can't believe we're really doing this."
"A long time coming, Susan. I've always wanted to do you."
Kissing her while unbuttoning her blouse and unhooking her bra, not even taking the time that a guy would take to have extended foreplay before wanting to receive his prerequisite blowjob, Crystal stripped off Susan's blouse and bra to get at her huge double D tits.
"Maybe we shouldn't remove all of our clothes Crystal. Someone might come. What if we just removed our panties and you licked and fingered me and I licked and fingered you? Maybe we should just have a quickie sixty-nine," said Susan.
"Now that I finally have you alone Susan, I want all of you. I need to see, touch, feel, and suck your big tits," said Crystal stripping Susan topless as if she was the man and Susan was the woman.
Susan removed Crystal's top and bra before they each removed their skirts and panties. With each of them only wearing four articles of clothes, not counting their shoes, they were both naked in just a minute. Knowing that she better not disappoint her friend, Susan went down on Crystal first. Falling between her legs, as soon as they fell back on the bed, Susan fingered and licked her friend.
Perhaps because of all the pent up lust she had for Susan, it didn't take Crystal very long to have an orgasm from her friend's fingers and tongue. Glad that part of their affair was over, Susan scooted up on the bed and spread her legs wide for Crystal to have her wicked way with her body. Crystal wasted no time in getting comfortable between Susan's long legs. Fingering her clit, she licked her pussy before finger fucking her hole. She had Susan squirming in no time.
"I love your blonde, trimmed pussy Susan. I love rubbing your clit while licking you before finger fucking you as I play with your giant breasts and finger your hard nipples," said Crystal. "Can you tell that I like talking dirty in bed?"
"I like pillow talk too," said Susan. "Not shut the fuck up and lick my pussy bitch," she said with a laugh that made Crystal laugh too.
Without doubt, Crystal knew her way around a pussy and Susan had an orgasm loud enough to disturb the hostess of the house. Both women fell on their backs and covered their nakedness with the sheet while kissing, feeling, and touching one another. Julie threw open the spare bedroom door as if she was SWAT breaking up a drug ring.
"What the fuck are you two doing? Are you two nuts? What are you drunk? I know you're not lesbian Susan, so what's your excuse?" She looked from Susan to direct her tongue lashing to Crystal. "You're like a dog in heat Crystal. You'd do anyone and anything that has a pulse," said Julie. "It's time for both of you to leave my house before my father finds you in bed together. I'm so very disappointed in you Susan," she said giving her best friend an angry look.
"We just got comfortable," said Crystal snuggling up against Susan's big breasts and sucking on her erect nipple. "We not ready to go yet," she said giving Susan another long, wet kiss while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples.
"Eww. Gross. You're disgusting Crystal," said Julie slamming shut the bedroom door.
* * * * *
Dave, Marty, Doug, and Wayne sat off in the corner of the backyard playing cards and drinking beer as Randy's daughter, Julie, emerged from the house. Slamming shut the back door, she appeared terribly upset.
"Are you okay Julie?" Randy got up from the table to walk over to his 30-year-old daughter that he still thought of as his little girl.
With all eyes upon Julie, all four of his friends had often declared their desire to do Randy's daughter one time or another, especially when they were drinking in the way they were now. Tall and shapely, just like her mother, Julie was a good looking woman. Only, Julie knew enough never to be alone with any of his friends. All of his friends were perverts. Moreover, if only merely judging her father by the company he kept, she knew her Dad was a pervert too. Going along with the flow when drinking and drunk, even Randy confessed to his friends that he'd love to do his daughter too. Only, she was engaged to be married and the wedding was just a couple of months away.
He had given up hope of incestuously bedding his daughter long ago. The only sexual memory he had of his sexy daughter was seeing her sunbathing topless in the backyard by the pool and catching her naked once when she accidentally dropped her towel when brushing her hair and talking on the cell phone. Having lived with her since she graduated college, he had also had dozens of up skirts of her panties and down blouses of her bra while she relaxed in the living room. Oblivious to the stares of her father's horny, incestuous eyes, she had inadvertently given her father plenty to think about while masturbating over the incestuous thoughts of having sex with her.
Feeling embarrassed about his inappropriate behavior now, he thought of all the times he walked around the house in his underwear or naked while pretending he was drunk but his daughter never took his dangling bait. Even though he wanted her to cross the incestuous line with him, not once did she reach out and touch him before stroking him. Hoping she'd fall to her knees and suck him before fucking him, she didn't even look at his exposed cock. Instead, she'd just put him to bed and cover his nakedness with a sheet.
"Thank you for allowing me the use of your house Daddy for my bridal shower," she said beginning to cry.
"What's the matter Julie?" He held her in his arms while his four friends watched from the distance. Perhaps his attraction to his daughter was because she reminded him so much of her mother when she was her age. "Are you nervous about the wedding? Are you having second thoughts? That happens to everyone. Everyone gets cold feet," he said reassuring her with a fatherly rub of her shoulders. "Don't worry. Everything will be okay."
"No, that's not it Daddy," she said looking at him with foreboding.
"What is it then Honey? Tell me. You can tell Daddy anything. Just as I've always done for you in the past, Daddy will make everything better," he said.
He remembered when he paid for her to have an abortion, paid for her to have substance abuse rehab treatment, bought her a car, repaired the car after she crashed it, paid for her college and her excessive cell phone charges and everything else in between.
"Susan, my maid of honor or more correctly, my maid of dishonor, and Crystal, my slut of a bridesmaid are upstairs in the guest bedroom," she said looking at her father with awkwardness before blurting out her predicament. "They're drunk Daddy and..." she said with her look of embarrassment that quickly turned to humiliation.
The thought of Susan and Crystal drunk and upstairs in his house, especially Susan, made his cock throb in his pants.
"And what?"
Already excited over the fact that there were two, young, beautiful, drunken women in his guest bedroom, Randy gave his daughter a fatherly look of understanding. Instead of having to deal with more of Julie's issues, he just wanted to run upstairs to see what Susan and Crystal were doing upstairs in his guest bedroom.
"They're naked Daddy. They're in bed in the guest bedroom and they're naked," said Julie starting to cry.
The image of Susan and Crystal naked filled Randy's horny brain with sexual lust. Naked, naked, naked, there's young naked women in his house. Naked, naked, naked, his beloved Susan the woman he's been infatuated with ever since she turned 18-years-old and developed huge breasts, was in his house and upstairs in his guest bedroom naked. No longer able to focus on his daughter, he just wished she'd leave so that he could deal with her two naked friends.
Having already seen Crystal topless, he always wanted to see Susan naked. Over the years, Crystal was always flashing him her panties with up skirts and her bra with down blouses. She was a slut but Susan was a nice woman. She'd be the type of woman that if he was rich, he'd ask her to marry him. Only, his daughter wouldn't take well to her father marrying her best friend.
"Naked? Seriously?" He looked at his daughter while trying not to show his sexual excitement. "They're both in the bed in the guest bedroom naked?"
"Yes Daddy."
"There, there, don't cry," he said hugging her while comforting his daughter.
"I'm sorry Daddy."
The image of Susan and Crystal naked in his house took hold of his mind and he couldn't think of anything else but Susan's double D size breasts, her round, firm ass, and, no doubt, being that she was a natural blonde, her blonde pussy. Guessing she was trimmed, he wondered if she was bushy, bald, or trimmed. The imagined image of her melon size breasts that he finally pictured in his mind's eye after seeing her long line of cleavage so many times before filled his mind with lust for her. Already suspecting the answer to his question, he asked anyway.
"Why are they naked?"
She looked at him with trepidation.
"I'm sorry Daddy, I'm so sorry, truly I am but..." she said.
"But what Julie. Tell me. Don't be afraid. I'm your father and I love you. You can tell me anything and I'll--"
"I think they just had sex," said Julie.
"Pardon? I'm sorry. I'm getting old and don't always hear correctly," he said figuring that what he heard his daughter saying was what he wanted to hear his daughter say.
"They just had sex Daddy," she said again.
"Sex? Susan and Crystal had sex...in my spare bedroom?"
Randy imagined Susan's long legs draped over Crystal's back while her best friend licked her pussy. The image of the two women having naked lesbian sex filled him with passion for both women.
"Yes," said Julie with embarrassment.
"Sex with who?" Wanting just to hear her say the words and playing Mickey the Dunce while knowing full well that Susan and Crystal must have had sex with one another for his daughter to be so upset, he knew the answer to his question when Julie shot him a sneer. Hoping that she'd tell him all of the lurid details but unable to get her to play his game, he asked the question to show his naiveté for such things. "They had sex with one another?
"Yes Daddy," she said with shame. "They had sex with one another."
"Lesbian sex? They had lesbian sex?"
"Yes," she said hiding her face in her hands. "Only we don't call it having lesbian sex," she said looking up at him and blushing to suggest that she's had lesbian sex too. "We call it taking a walk on the wild side or experimenting. Some women have sex with a close female friend after they've been dumped by a man, get drunk or high, and are horny," she said brushing back her hair as if she was giving her reasons why she's had lesbian sex in the past without admitting that she had.
"So, just so that I understand, lemme get this straight. You're childhood friends are lesbians?"
"Apparently so Daddy for them to be upstairs in your house and in your guest bedroom having sex," she said talking to him as if he was stupid. "Besides, we're not children anymore Daddy. We're all 30-year-old women," said Julie.
Even though she said she was a 30-year-old woman, he wondered why she still called him Daddy instead of Dad or Father in the way that all of her friends addressed their fathers. He wondered if what happened with her mother leaving stunted her maturity. Just as he wondered if his daughter's immaturity was his fault, he wondered if his wife leaving him was his fault too. Most women her age don't get along with their fathers but because of his wife leaving him for the Avon woman years ago, he always had a close relationship with his daughter.
As if there was a big bug in her room and she needed him to save her from being bitten, he'd do anything for her. Even if it meant him going upstairs to see what the Hell was going on in his spare bedroom, he'd sacrifice himself for Julie's sake anything, especially when it had the reward of possibly seeing Susan naked. Naked, naked, naked, yes, of course, he'd force himself to deal with two naked, young, beautiful women in his house. It's the least that he can do for his daughter. What horny, perverted father wouldn't?
"Yes, yes, of course I realize you're all adults, which is why I don't understand why your two best friends had lesbian sex in my house Julie. You know how I feel about lesbians, especially after your mother left me for the Avon lady. I was the butt of jokes, fodder for teasing, and the laughing stock of all my friends and family. Wouldn't lesbian sex be something they'd do in private or in their own closet instead of doing it in public and in my guest bedroom?"
"Other than both of them being drunk, I don't know what their problems are Daddy," said Julie.
Not expecting her to answer, he looked at her as if she was still his little girl. He only wished she was up there drunk and naked with Susan. Wow! How hot would that be if he could have incestuous sex with his daughter and lustful sex with her best friend.
"I still think of you and your friends as kids who played in this very backyard every day," he said looking over to his four friends and giving them the thumbs up behind his daughter's back.
"Routinely inviting the Avon lady over, on the pretense of always needing to buy more makeup and perfume while Mom carried on an affair with Tiffany, I know how you detest lesbians Daddy. I'm so very sorry that lesbianism comes knocking at your door again. I had no idea they were lesbians, bisexuals, or whatever the Hell they were doing in the guest bedroom," said Julie wringing her hands. "I asked them to come down, but they wouldn't. I asked to leave, but they won't."
"So what's the problem?"
As soon as he blurted that stupid question, he felt so obviously transparent. A father would never ask his daughter that question, unless he felt that Susan and Crystal being in his spare bedroom naked wasn't a problem and it wasn't. It was a blessing. As far as he was concerned, having Susan and Crystal in his house drunk and naked was divine intervention. A wish he had been asking God to grant him for years in wanting to see Susan naked and now his prayers have been answered.
'Thank you Jesus', he thought to himself. 'Thank you Jesus!'
"The problem is that I can't get them to come down Daddy. I can't get them to leave. They're too drunk. They just keep kissing and touching one another. Eww, gross," she said. "I don't know how they're going to drive home in that condition," she said with a face full of consternation.
"Don't worry about them driving home. I'll let them sleep it off and I'll give them breakfast tomorrow morning before kicking them to the curb," he said with a laugh to cover his ulterior motives. "I'll make sure they get home safe. Don't you worry your pretty head about anything," he said kissing her on her forehead. "You go home. Drive carefully," he said.
"Thank you Daddy," she said giving him a kiss on the cheek. "Bye Daddy."
"Bye, Julie. Take care," he said waving until she drove out of sight. "Hot diggity dog," he said stomping his foot.
Always there to clean up his daughter's messes, he was always helping her out of jams. Glad that she was finally getting married and going to be her husband's problem, nonetheless, this was one mess that he looked forward to fixing. Randy walked over to his four friends with a big smile.
"What's up?" Dave looked at Randy. "I bet you're glad they're all gone. Is that why you're smiling?"
"No, that's not why I'm smiling and, actually, they're not all gone," he said rubbing his hands together as if he had just won the lottery.
"What do you mean they're not all gone?" Marty looked from Dave to Randy. "Who's left?"
"Two of my daughter friends, Susan and Crystal, are still here in my spare bedroom...drunk and naked."
"Drunk and naked?" Dave looked at Randy with immediate sexual excitement.
"Yep, I have two drunken, young, beautiful women in my spare bedroom naked," said Randy.
"Wait," said Marty with a look of hopefulness. "Is Susan the tall, beautiful, blonde with the big tits?"
"Oh yeah, she's the one," said Randy with a chuckle while grabbing his crotch. "I always wanted to do her. You guys can have Crystal but Susan is all mine."
"Is Crystal the pretty redhead with the nice, tight ass?" Doug looked to Randy with a look of excited expectancy.
"That's the one," said Randy. "She's the one who was swimming topless in the pool just before you guys arrived."
"No way," said Wayne. "Topless? In front of you?"
"It gets better," said Randy smiling at his three friends. "They just had sex."
"Who just had sex?" Marty stared at Randy with his mouth open.
"Susan and Crystal just had sex with one another," said Randy.
"Lesbian sex?" Marty looked from Randy to look at his two friends. "Are you serious? Those two hot women just had lesbian sex? I never would have pegged them for lesbians."
"Yes," said Randy chuckling. "Moreover, Julie thinks that I don't like lesbians but I love lesbians," he said with a laugh. "We all love lesbians. All men love lesbians," said Randy with another laugh.
"What are you going to do?" Even after taking a long sip of his beer, Wayne looked at Randy as if he was a man dying of thirst.



"I told Julie that I'd make sure they get home safe," he said looking from Wayne to look at Doug, Dave, and to Marty before giving them a wink, a thumbs up sign, and a high five. "Maybe we should go upstairs and check on them. Bring the bottle of Jack," said Randy with a laugh.
To be continued...
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With her brother peeping, Rachel takes her bath while forced to suck her father.
Now that her brother was done with her mother, Rachel needed to race them back to the house before they discovered her spying on them. With her father drunk, her brother would be a while helping him to his feet and their mother out of the barn and back to the house. As if she was a rat fleeing the barn with the dogs hot on her tail, not even taking the time to button her nightgown, with her breasts fully exposed and bouncing up and down and flopping from side to side with each running step, she scurried to the house and up to her room. She pushed her heavy bureau to block her bedroom door should her father and/or brother get any incestuous ideas about wanting to do her too or wanting her to sexually satisfy them with a hand job and/or a blowjob.
Safe in her room she thought of all that she had seen with her brother forcing their mother to sexually pleasure her son. As exhausted as she still was sexually aroused from watching such an incestuous display of forbidden sex, she fell upon her bed and masturbated herself with the thoughts of her mother sucking her brother's cock. Then, instead of thinking about her mother sucking her son's cock, she imagined herself sucking her brother's big prick.
Karl's cock was so big when erect. She's seen his cock lots of times before but never like that when it was so stiffly sticking out straight. She fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples with the thoughts of a man touching her and feeling her. In the way that her brother had just done to her mother, she imagined a man forcing her to suck him, before forcing her to fuck him.
Knowing she'd need the carrot for other things later, she grabbed the carrot that she pocketed and didn't eat from dinner and took it in her mouth. Feeling the hard roundness of it, she pretended the carrot was the cock of Christian Straub, a man she fancied the next town over. Wishing he was here right now, she'd suck his cock, she would, if only she could. More than just sucking his cock, in the horny state she was in now, she'd fuck him if only she could. Obviously after all that she's seen and after all that she's imagined in her sexual fantasies while masturbating, she needed a sexual release. She needed a man. She needed to experience a cock. Tough being a virgin when she has such sexual needs, she needs her father to find her a husband.
Only, with Rachel never allowed to leave the farm to attend a dance, Christian Straub, the man she fancied the most, was already promised to someone else, Hilda Brandt, an old classmate of hers. When she was done sucking the carrot, she bit off the pointy top and moved it to her pussy. Rubbing the carrot along her clit and along the length of her pussy lips as if it was a cock, Christian's cock, she pushed the bitten tip of it inside her, while taking care not to violate her virginal status. Then, she twirled it around and inserted the thicker butt end of the carrot in her pussy. She only wished there was someone there watching her masturbate herself in the way that she watched her mother masturbate and suck her brother. Positioned in her typical bedtime posture with one hand tucked between her legs and the other hand caressing her breast, she closed her eyes while holding her carrot and fantasizing of holding a penis.
Besides herself with incestuous lust and horniness, wondering if she was just as perversely depraved as was her father, mother, and brother, tomorrow night she'll give her father and brother a real show while bathing. Tomorrow night, maybe if she sexually teased her father enough, he'd feel her tits, feel her ass, finger her pussy, or pull her hand to his cock, while he masturbated himself. Maybe if she could make him sexually excited enough, not a very hard thing to do with her looks and body, he'll grab her hand, wrap her fingers around his stiff prick, and force her to masturbate him. Tomorrow night, so long as they forced her to do such an incestuously deplorable thing, she'd suck her father and/or her brother. Maybe tomorrow tonight, she'll discover what it's like for a man to cum in her mouth too.
Careful not to break her hymen, she rubbed her clit while fucking herself with her carrot. Feeling her big tits while fingering her nipples, she imagined her father and/or brother having their wicked way with her naked body and especially with her big tits. She'd let them suck her nipples, so long as it appeared they were forcing her. She couldn't wait to strip naked in front of them. She couldn't wait to give them a sexy show. She couldn't wait to see what they'd do when she acted just as sexually depraved as they do.
The next night, knowing her father would appear to take his seat while her mother stayed in her bedroom, Rachel filled up the tub with hot water. Knowing her brother was already outside peeking through the kitchen window to watch her undress, she couldn't wait to give him a sexy sisterly show of her naked body. Only, she needed to wait for her father to take his usual seat. Just as she poured the last of the water in the tub and ready to undress, her father walked in the kitchen ready to watch his daughter strip out of her clothes. As if she was an actress on stage, she gave her performance of non-consensual reluctance as soon as her imagined curtain was pulled back from her pretend stage was set with the appearance of her perverted father.
"Get out! Get out," she said pushing her father back out of the kitchen.
"Shut up and take your bath. I want to watch. I want to see," he said.
"No, I demand some privacy," she said.
"You demand? You demand? Who are you to demand when you are just a woman. You demand nothing," he said. "You do whatever I say and whenever I say it."
"No Papa, please leave," she said pretending that she was about to cry.
"Take off your clothes," he ordered in his big booming voice that was heavy with a Germanic accent. "Take them off right now."
"No," she said defying him.
With her struggling to push him away from her and out of the kitchen, overpowering her, he pushed her back in the kitchen and against the sink. When she continued resisting him and fought him, he slapped her hard across the face, before grabbing her and ripping open her nightgown. As soon as her torn nightgown exposed her breasts and the rest of her naked body to him, her father's horny, incestuous hands touched and felt her everywhere.
With her buttons bouncing all over the hardwood, kitchen floor, as soon as her naked breasts were exposed to his incestuous eyes, she was already wet with sexual excitement. She wasn't sexually aroused not so much for him but because of how he physically assaulted her, sexually abused her, and in the way that he stared at her nakedness. His look gave her a feeling of empowerment. Just by flashing him her naked body, for the first time in her life, she felt a modicum of control over her.
Touching, feeling and caressing her naked breasts, he was all over her erect nipples. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them when he leaned down to take her nipples in his mouth, first one and then the other, she wanted to put her hand to the back of his head for him to stay there while sucking her tits. Instead of going along with his incestuous lust for her, continuing to play her acting role, she recoiled.
"Papa! No! Don't! You mustn't do that to me. I'm your daughter. Stop! How dare you!"
With her slapping at him, just as she hoped he'd would, he grabbed a breast in each hand. While touching, feeling, and caressing her big breasts, he fingered her nipples and stared down at her big breasts. In the way that he touched her sexually excited her. In the way that he looked at her, sexually aroused her.
Then, leaning down to grab her nightgown hem, as if she was a burlap sack that he was filling with feed, he pulled her nightgown over her head. She struggled against him to keep her nightgown and save her modesty but he was too strong for her. Not stopping in his attack until he stripped her naked, he stripped her naked and after he did, he touched her where no father should ever touch his daughter. As if a man possessed with eight hands, instead of two, he felt her tits, fingered her nipples, squeezed her ass, and cupped her bushy, blonde pussy. Obviously remembering that she was still a valuable virgin, he stopped short of inserting his fat, stubby finger inside of her.
Then, once she was naked and helplessly vulnerable, cowering, and standing in the bathtub, he sat in his chair, pulled out his cock, and started stroking himself to the naked image of his daughter. With her back to her brother and her naked ass in full view of him, she watched her father stroking himself. Knowing her brother was there poised at the kitchen window watching the incestuous striptease show while masturbating too, she turned to face him. She turned to tease him. She turned to make him want her. Now naked before not only her father but also her brother, she was wet with incestuous lust for both perverted men as much as they were, obviously, sexually excited for her.
If only they knew that she was just as sexually excited showing them her ass, tits, and pussy as they were seeing her ass, tits, and pussy, she knew what they'd do to her. They'd sexually use her. They'd sexually abuse her. They'd incestuously rape her, beat her, and whip her.
Using her outrage to her advantage and as her excuse to stare at her father's cock, while he stared at her tits and pussy, she stared at his exposed prick before voicing her shame and disgust for his inappropriate, incestuous behavior. She only wished he'd fill her hand with his cock before filling her mouth. She only wished he'd force her to have sex with him. Maybe after she lambasted him, he would. Maybe after she lambasted him, he'd lose his mind and fuck her.
"You dirty animal! You vile, filthy pig," she said goading him, while hoping he'd pull her hand to his cock. "You disgust me. How dare you strip me naked? How dare you touch me, your own flesh and blood daughter? How dare you expose yourself to me, you disgusting, vile, filthy man? I hate you! I wish you were dead," she said spitting at him.
Enraged that his daughter dared speak to him like that and call him names, he stood and slapped her across the face again, especially after she spit her disrespect at him.
"You hate me? You wish Papa dead? Maybe you want to do this for me," he said pulling her hand down to his stiff prick and wrapping her fingers around his cock, while moving her hand with his to stroke him, just as she had hoped he would.
"No! Stop! Don't!" She allowed him the use of her feigned reluctant hand before pulling her hand away from feeling and holding her father's stiff prick.
His cock felt good in her hand and if only he knew she enjoyed stroking him as much as he enjoyed forcing her to stroke him, she couldn't even imagine the consequences of her lust for her father and brother. The feel of her father's hard, fat cock in her hand excited her. She wanted more. She was hoping that he'd force her to suck him. With her brother there watching, surely, if her brother saw her masturbating her father before sucking her father, he'd want to sexually experience her too.
"If you don't want to stroke me, then maybe you want to suck me," he said pushing down hard on her shoulder and pushing her to her knees. As soon as she knelt in the bathtub, he more closely approached her.
Once she was poised and positioned on her knees in front of him, he took a handful of her long, chestnut hair and pulled hard. Just as her brother did with her mother, her father did to her. As soon as she opened her mouth to scream, he filled her mouth with his cock, while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. Finally given admission to this incestuous den of degenerates, Rachel was sucking her father. Her first cock in her mouth, her father's cock, she couldn't believe she was sucking her father's cock.
Clearly, even through the dirty window, she could see Karl's face pressed against the outside kitchen window. While, no doubt, masturbating himself too, he was watching her suck their father. Even though she wanted to suck her father and now her brother too, fearing that he'd horsewhip her, Rachel couldn't show him that she wanted to suck him or any man. Instead, she tried pulling away, but he put a heavy hand to the back of her head and held her in place, while humping her mouth and fucking her face. He was really forcing her to suck him now. With the steady motion of his hips, she could feel his sexual excitement and she could feel him getting ready to cum in her mouth.
"Suck Rachel. Suck Papa's cock. That's right. Blow Daddy. Daddy wants to cum in your pretty, little mouth."
Suddenly having second thoughts about sucking her father, even she shocked herself when she was able to forcefully reject him and eject him from her mouth. Yet, just as she removed his cock from her opened mouth with her tongue and just as his cock was clear of her still opened mouth, her father ejaculated in her mouth and all over her face, hair, and breasts. As soon as he soiled his daughter, he pushed her away and left the room.
Still naked, pretending she didn't know that her brother was still there watching her, she turned to face the window and her brother Karl again, while wiping her father's cum from her face and pretending to cry. Washing herself with warm, soapy water, she gave Karl a sexy show of her naked body. Touching herself where she wished her father and brother would touch her, she continued bathing for the masturbation sake of her brother. With the kitchen window shaking, she could hear him stroking himself outside before she heard him voice his sexual excitement when ejaculating.
To be continued...
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John finally meets his true love in church, of all places.
Author's note: Being that chapter one was so badly received, I decided to make fixes to chapter 2 to all that my readers thought were wrong with chapter one, but then I decided that I'd be doing a disservice to my characters. Instead, now holding nothing back, I wanted to be true to my characters and tell their truth about gay men instead of spreading the lies that those who have commented on chapter one tell themselves and espouse to everyone else.
First of all, gay men do marry and many gay men do consider one the wife and the other the husband. I'm sorry to burst your bubble but it's true. For all of you whackos who bashed the first chapter of this story, I really don't care if you homos want to scratch out my eyes because I referred to some of you as effeminate but, truth be told, you are. Yes, many gay men are effeminate. Moreover, there are just as many effeminate straight men as there are effeminate gay men. I'm sorry if that truism offends you but facts don't lie.
Now as far as my comments about Jewish American Princesses, I stand by all that I wrote. Forget about love and forget about sex, I only have three words to further prove my opinion about Jewish American Princesses, "Money, money, money." When it comes to Jewish American Princesses, it's all about the money isn't it honey?
Have a nice day and don't forget to vote and/or write a mean and nasty comment to my story. I could use the laugh.
* * * * *
Chasing after him and even looking to see if he could recognize him by his tight, round butt, John caught up with the stranger who surely felt that he wasn't a stranger to him at all. The only thing that John wanted to find more than the perfect man, his husband, was to have his screenplay published, Gay Men Find Love and Marry. Unfortunately, bashed by Hollywood critics, his screenplay was not well received. Being that he was a gay man and a Jewish man, the perfect combination for Hollywood success, he truly thought that his screenplay would shoot him to stardom.
"Excuse, me," said John said in a polite voice while sashaying his tight, little ass over to his mystery man. "I know it's so cliché," he said waving down a gay hand, "but have we met before?"
The mystery man stopped and turned to face John. He looked so familiar to John that he just knew he had met him somewhere before. Ready to brave the embarrassment of asking his name, he wished he knew his name. Fortunately, he didn't have to wait very long to find out his name.
"Oh, we've definitely met before. Presently, my name is Robert," he said offering his hand for John to shake, "but you'll need to tell me what your name is now please."
Presently his name is Robert? Huh? What the Hell does that mean? Is his dream man a weirdo? As if my name had changed from what it was before, such an odd way to put that, instead of just asking me for my name. What my name is now is the same name that it's always been.
"It's John," said John looking at him with curiosity.
Robert, his name is Robert. John tried to remember all the Roberts he ever met. Even his name didn't jog a memory of when and where they met.
"I don't mean to frighten you John but your name used to be Charles and my name was Edward," he said with that fabulous, bright, white smile again.
'Oh, oh, he thought to himself. He is a weirdo. Maybe that's why he didn't remember him; he wanted to forget him. Yet, the weirdoes were always the ones that stuck out in his mind, even years later.
"I don't understand," he said persevering in his quest to uncover his identity. "What do you mean your name used to be Edward and my name used to be Charles? I don't understand. My name has always been John," he said.
Not wanting passing parishioners to eavesdrop on their conversation, John pulled him aside by his elbow while stammering in a quiet voice that was almost inaudible. Hoping not to ruin things by making this man think that he believed that this man was crazy, he gave him a chance to explain. The man gave him an understanding smile as if telling him that none of what he knows as his reality is true.
"I know that this is shocking, but if you'll trust me enough to accompany me to a coffee shop nearby, I can explain in private where we're not surrounded by so many people trying to leave church," said Robert in a low, albeit hauntingly familiar voice. His voice had a particular strength to it that John noticed, recognized, and liked.
"I'll go with you on one condition," John replied.
"What's that?"
"Tell me who you were waiting for inside the church?" John didn't even wait for the man to reply before asking him a second question. "Did whoever you were waiting for stand you up?"
"No my friend didn't stand me up," said Robert with a smile. "Matter of fact, my friend is here with me now."
John looked all around the man.
"Oh? Where is your friend?"
"My friend is right here silly. I was waiting for you John, of course. Only, at the time, I didn't know it was you who I was waiting for until you walked in, smiled at me, and said hello. It was then that I knew that you were the one I've been waiting for all this time, a very long time."
"Okay, you're losing me again Robert with all of this talk of reincarnation, if that's what you mean. Yet, nonetheless, now that you have my interest, so let's go and talk. Oh, hold on, I have to tell my sister that I'm not going home with her." After a slight pause and with a twinkle in his eye, John said, "By the way, if you start any funny business, you should probably know that I'm a martial arts expert."
"I know a little martial arts myself," said Robert laughing before making a Karate chop at John. They both laughed. "Besides, I'm the one who taught you everything you know."
"You did?" John looked at him cross-eyed. "When?"
"A very long time ago, before either of us were born...again," he said with a laugh.
They entered the coffee shop, ordered two coffees, and Robert began his story.
"I've been celibate for six years while asking God to send me the love of my life," said Robert.
Suspecting that he was gay and unable to wait another second to discover if Robert was his special someone, John wanted to ask if he was gay, but he controlled himself until Robert completed his story. Moreover, he didn't need to ask if he was gay. His gay radar had been flashing since Robert smiled and said hello in church.
"Six years is a long time to go without sex," said John trying to compute how long it's been since he had sex.
Robert answered his unasked question in the next sentence.
"I've been with many partners over the years but haven't found the right man to settle down with," he said with sadness. "Somehow knowing he'd find me one day, I patiently yearned for my true and perfect lover to reappear."
Thinking himself to be certifiably insane, John's heart stopped for an instant when he felt overwhelmed with love for a man he only met a couple of minutes ago.
"Wow," said John. "You just made my heart stopped. I've been looking for my Mr. Right too."
Robert looked at John in the way of old lovers looking at one another while sitting and talking over a cup of coffee.
"This may sound crazy John but I really need to explain something to you. It may sound odd, it may sound bizarre, you may think me nuts but, having lived through it over and again, this is what I truly believe."
"Okay," said John more than willing to listen. "I'm listening."
"I went to a psychic three years ago. Here comes the crazy part," he said taking his hand in his while looking in his eyes. "She told me that you and I have met many times before in different lifetimes but would lose one another for long periods of time before finding one another again."
"I don't know if I believe in psychics, the supernatural, and in reincarnation but you have my interest," said John.
"She said that it had been 200 years since we've been together but would find one another again soon. That was last week and, lo and behold, here you are now," said Robert. "If I didn't witness you with my own eyes, I never would have believed it. I still can't believe it. Somehow, someway, we found one another again. Call it kismet, reincarnation, or a physic phenomenon, whatever you want to deem it, this works for me," he said with a broad smile.
"It's hard to believe but at this point in my life, I'm willing to believe anything for the sake of living happily ever after with one special man in my life," said John to make it known to Robert that he was gay also. He wondered what Robert did for a living.
Just knowing that he had to be one of those gay professions, he wondered if he was a hairdresser, interior designer, or a fashion photographer.
"She told me that my name was Edward and my lover's name was Charles. She told me that Charles' name would be John," he said with a broad smile.
"No way," said John. "That's just weird," he said taking possession of his gay, little hand again to drink his coffee. "How could she know that?"
Wanting to believe, John looked at him with a face full of disbelief.
"She also said that when we found one another again that this would be our last relationship and when we parted this time, it would be for good," he said with a warm smile. "But she said that our love relationship would last for the rest of our lives and after seeing you in church today and after learning your name is John, call me nuts, but I believe her."
"I want to believe but it's difficult for me to suspend my disbelief to think that my life was all preplanned and predetermined, especially when based upon the vision of a psychic," said John.
"She said," continued Robert, "that our unions didn't work before because we were too young, too gay, and too impetuous. She said we weren't ready for love then in the way that we are now. Now we're ready, that is if you're willing to trust me and come for the ride," he said.
"I don't know. I feel as if I know you but I don't know you. I just met you," said John. "Somehow I can't feel as if I'm manipulated by your, based upon your bizarre story, to fall in love with you," said John.
"What I'm going to say next may sound even more bizarre," he said. "After visiting the psychic, I asked God for help in finding you. Within a few minutes of praying to God, I read about the Christmas concert at the church. Then when I heard a voice in my head that said, 'He will be there tonight,' I felt compelled to attend.
"Unbelievable," said John. "That's so shockingly unbelievable that I'm willing to believe it," he said with a laugh. "Maybe because I'm so desperate to find love."
"That's why I appeared as if I was waiting for someone at the church. I was. I was waiting for you," said Robert.
"It's funny and I must admit, when I saw you, I felt something too. I felt as if I met you before but more than that. I felt feelings for you," said John.
Both men fell quiet while looking at one another and digesting all that had been said.
John was in shock. Wanting to believe the unbelievable, he didn't know what to say. He had recognized Robert immediately, but wasn't privy to why he did. John silently prayed for help. Filled with excitement that he had finally found his special someone, he felt light-headed and then it happened. His memory was magically opened and he saw himself with Robert in brilliant flashes of light. It was exactly what people had described when they were almost dying and saw flashes of their lives like a story unfolding. Well, that's exactly what happened to John and he got visuals of all his past relationships with Robert.
There had been several meetings throughout the ages in what seemed like a time span of about 600 years. Some ended in tragedy, one ended happily, and a couple of times one of them just vanished. Each was left with the unspeakable agony of wondering what had happened. He also saw that each time they were separated from one another they didn't have any other relationships that were even close to the ones they had shared together. That made sense to John. He always felt incomplete in other relationships because he belonged with Robert. Finally, there was a reason and answer to the aching loneliness in his heart that was always there. Amazingly, his heart instantly swelled with the boundless love he had for his one and perfect love, his Robert.
It seemed to Robert that he had been waiting for an hour for John's reply, but it had only been a couple of minutes. He waited for him to speak because he didn't want to influence what he would say about all he had told them. For Robert, the long wait was already over. He had re-connected with the love of his life, his perfect love, and it was all he could do to keep himself from hugging and kissing John right then. He wanted to talk to him for hours, hold him, tell how he had missed him and how blessed he felt for having found him again. He also wanted to express his deep love and then make love to him in the way two lovers join with each other for the first time. He loved the man sitting across the table from him like no other and didn't want to lose him again.
John gathered himself up and began to speak. He told Robert all he had seen and that he was overwhelmed by the fact they had re-connected. He started to express his love, stood, and rushed to Robert. Robert met him and they held one another and cried together. Thankfully, there were only three other customers in the café who stared at the scene of two men embracing and crying together.
Robert and John decided to go to John's home as it was nearby. John opened the front door and Robert followed closely behind. They had only stepped a couple of feet into the living room when they began to embrace one another. It was impossible to know who reached for whom first, they just fell into one another's arms and kissed passionately. It was a kiss that was filled with 600 years of history, passion, and love. It would be impossible to describe their feelings in human terms because what transpired was about spirit, connection, and soul.
They went to bed and spent hours talking about all that had transpired and what they remember about the past. Neither felt tired as dawn came and the sunlight shone through a part in the bedroom curtains.
John looked over at Robert and was mesmerized by his beauty. His fair coloring and deep, blue eyes were a compliment to John's dark coloring and eyes. He was beautiful inside and out and deep passion began to well inside John. He rolled over and took Robert into his arms and held him close. Robert responded by embracing him as well, then his hands started to touch John everywhere they could reach. It was a strong, yet gentle touch and John was totally turned on.
They had undressed several hours before and were so comfortable in their nudity. They both laughed when John said that he guessed once you've spent 600 years or so with someone, it would make sense to be open and comfortable with them.
The time for talking had ended and joining with one another was the focus now. Robert hadn't been touched in six years and for John it had been ten. They were totally overwhelmed from how wonderful it felt to be embraced and touched with love, not any love, but pure love. It was the touch of perfect love.
John was normally the more aggressive lover of the two and began to touch Robert's genitals. He stroked his penis while he kissed him. Robert was as hard as he could ever remember and afraid that he would spill before they had time to enjoy one another. John seemed to sense that, probably because he was afraid the same thing would happen to him, so he slowed the pace and let Robert recover a little.
Just a moment later, Robert decided that he needed John right now and couldn't wait another minute. He remembered that they had engaged in oral and anal sex in previous relationships with Robert, but didn't know which to attempt first. He lowered his head to John's penis and began to lick, suck and stroke it in a firm, yet loving way. He massaged his balls with one hand, while the other worked John's cock. His mouth was doing the rest of the work and he could feel John's balls tighten in his hand. He didn't want John to explode yet. He wanted to penetrate him and have him cum during anal sex, so he relaxed his hand and removed his tongue.
John was groaning and panting and readied himself for anal intercourse. It was interesting to him that he was normally the more aggressive partner and Robert had taken over after just a few minutes of foreplay. He guess that Robert had changed as well since their last encounter a couple of hundred years ago. That thought made John laugh out loud and Robert joined him without even knowing why he was laughing. Even though many religious fanatics believed that homosexuality was a sin against the church and against God, John and Robert believed in God. They believed that their God embraced everyone.
'Oh God, thank you for sending this man to me,' John thought to himself. 'Robert is the most wonderful gift you could have ever given.'
Robert lubricated John's anus while John was fingering Robert's. It felt so good to making love again that neither of them thought about the pain there would be after such a long abstinence. Robert mounted John doggy style and spread his ass cheeks with his hands. He entered using his hand on his cock to guide him into John slowly so as not to hurt him. All the while he stroked John's balls and cock with his free hand to give him a better orgasm. John began to move back into the cock of Robert as a way of encouraging him to move further inside. Robert decided to give him what he wanted and drove his cock home.
John gasped because it hurt. It had been a really long time and he needed time to adjust to the penetration. Robert started to stroke at a little faster pace while massaging John's cock and balls. He also leaned over and kissed his back, sides, and ass. He wanted to love this man as he had never been loved before. John was his perfect love and he wanted to give him all he could handle plus a little more.
John was so filled with passion and love that he couldn't stop from reaching orgasm. Robert had brought him to release and it felt wonderful. While Robert was pumping his ass, John took over and was pumping his own cock. He shot cum like he never had before and he felt great. When he was done, Robert stayed inside his ass and held him for the longest time. Robert finally said to John that it was so wonderful to be home. John began to cry tears of joy for he felt like he had finally come home after a long, arduous journey to find heaven with his love.
After John had recovered, he brought Robert to orgasm by oral sex. Robert said he wanted to wait a while before having anal sex again and John respected his choice. Robert screamed John's name when he came and thanked God in Heaven for this chance to have his one and only perfect love back again. He vowed to respect and love John and when he was done with his vow, John repeated the same.
John and Robert don't know how long they have to spend together, but they cherish and enjoy every day. They never gave up and settled for less than their perfect love and they were rewarded for the long and painful wait by winding up having it all. Their happiness is respected by others and their love is envied by everyone they know.
THE END
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Sub finds his perfect Dominatrix online. The only problem is that she's his boss.
A big man, comfort while sitting for a long period of time had always been elusive. Glenn slept on an expensive mattress, had comfortable seats in his car, an overstuffed, leather recliner with lumbar support in his living room, and sat a on a cushy office chair when sitting in his office. Only, it seemed oxymoronic that he'd spend so much money on comfortable furniture when he more enjoyed uncomfortable positions in his sexual pleasure. Tied to a rack, on his knees for long periods of time, or spread eagled over a table, the only comfort and pleasure there was that he was being so controlled, punished, and disciplined in a dungeon, his favorite spot to be so used and abused.
Glenn reclined in his office chair while watching BDSM video after BDSM video. Leaning forward to reach out his finger to stop one video to view another before leaning back in his comfortable chair again, he was endlessly searching for the perfect video not only to masturbate to but also one that would reveal his perfect mistress. Shopping for a Dominatrix by watching how she interacted with her subs, he needed a new Mistress and this was his way to shop for a new Mistress. Having been through seven Mistresses in ten years, he's yet to find his perfect mistress. As elusive as trying to find the right woman to live with, one who understood his special, sexual needs, he had the same difficulty in finding a mistress as he did in finding a woman.
He watched one Dominatrix, a tall, thin, albeit shapely, sexy, blonde woman with her tits hanging out of her corset discipline and punish her sub. Even though she was good looking and had a nice body, she looked too slutty to him. Tied to what looked like a stripper's pole in her living room, she was whipping a man who was obviously in real pain. Glenn wasn't as much into pain as he was into pleasure. He wouldn't mind a little pain with his pleasure but this Mistress was obviously enjoying whipping this man a little too much.
She spoke with a heavy German accent, obviously phony, and because of that, and because her name was Mistress Hilda, the image she evoked in him was what it must have been like to have lived in Nazi Germany before the war so long ago. Certainly, this image wasn't the image he wanted to have when being controlled, punished, and disciplined. The image he already had of her ruined the one that he needed for him to enjoy being so controlled, used, and abused by her. He'd find it hard to be subservient and to please her when he didn't even like her. As if the whole thing was designed and prearranged for the camera, she was too phony, especially when she spent more time looking in the camera than she did looking at her sub.
Next he watched a video of a pretty woman with long, black hair and big tits who evoked the image of Elvira or Morticia from the Addams Family fame. She slithered around her victims and licked the sides of their faces while staring into the camera and flashing her tongue. Whenever she did that behavior, she reminded him of Gene Simmons from Kiss. He didn't like it when the camera fanned around the room to show her personal possessions, especially her stuffed animal collection. Instead of turning him on to see how she privately lived, it turned him off to see how his Dominatrix's possessions.
Then, occasionally, as is she was a vampire sucking the blood from her victim, she'd lean into her sub to feign biting his neck. She had her man sprawled over an ottoman in her bedroom and was spanking him too lightly with her paddle to be effective in disciplining or punishing him. Her video was nothing more than a joke and an insult to what he needed and wanted. He wished he could create his own Dominatrix by taking what he wanted from one video and to take what he liked from another video.
Of course, a good looking Dominatrix was important, only it wasn't so much their looks as it was their attitudes and the connection that he felt with them. Needing to feel safe when vulnerable, especially when chained or tied, he needed to trust that his Dominatrix would have his best interest in mind and not really hurt, injure, or even kill him. He needed to immediately bond with the woman first and if he wasn't feeling her through her video, chances were good that she was the wrong woman for him.
The next video he watched showed a very obese, older mistress. She looked to be his weight, albeit on a much shorter frame, and his age. He'd prefer someone younger than him by twenty years. It seemed strange that she was torturing a sub with kitchen utensils, tongs, egg beater, and wooden spoons in her kitchen of all places. Maybe the man's peccadillo was food and his fantasy was wearing a colander on his head and an untied apron hung from his neck that didn't cover very much of his nakedness while being beaten with a wooden spoon but the video did nothing for him.
Just as he was unable to connect to the Mistresses in any of these videos and in the hundreds of others that he viewed over months of looking, he was saddened that he'd never find his perfect mistress. A sub without a Dom is a prostitute without a pimp, a man without a penis, an actor without a director, a writer without a story to tell, and a person who is incomplete and unfulfilled. He needed direction. He needed a storyline. He needed to be controlled. Only, he needed the perfect Dominatrix to focus on him and to give him all that he wanted and needed.
Moreover, a big deal for him, none of the videos that he watched today showed a dungeon. He'd never consider a Dominatrix who didn't have a dungeon. Most of the videos he watched in the past didn't show a dungeon. Most of the videos he watched showed the Dominatrix punishing and disciplining her sub in her house and in her bedroom. He could never feel sexually satisfied being on the same level as his Mistress when in her house and among her personal possessions.
He'd feel weird using her bathroom and seeing her toiletries. For him to maintain his sexual fantasy, being in her house just didn't feel right. Being on her level was not what he was looking to find when looking for his Mistress. He needed a dungeon to feel beneath her. He needed a dungeon to feel the fright and the fear of being taken, used, and abused. The dungeon was paramount to what he needed for his sexual fantasy to work.
Glenn's favorite fantasy was Dom/sub. Whenever he read a story or watched a BDSM video, he imagined himself as the main character. He couldn't even count the number of hours he's spent surfing the internet to find his perfect site to save to his favorites. Only few and far between, most BDSM sites did little but to annoy him. Compelled to find the one site that he could masturbate to while watching, he continued looking through thousands of BDSM sites on the internet.
'Boring, boring, and boring,' he thought to himself while perusing BDSM sites.
All the sites he viewed were the same old thing and, as if they were poking fun of him, too many of them appeared too contrived. Wishing he could find such a site that shows a sub kissing his Mistress' ass, licking her pussy, licking her boots, and with her even peeing in his mouth, he wished he could find a Dominatrix who lived closed by him, in the Atlanta, Georgia area. No matter, he'd fly anywhere in the country just to meet the Dominatrix of his dreams. Only, she couldn't be just any Mistress. She had to be someone special. She had to be someone that he was physical, emotionally, and sexually attracted to and someone who he could trust with his deepest, darkest, and most intimate secrets.
Tired of wasting his time and money, realizing he'd know her once he saw her, he's seen enough Dominatrix's online in action to know that he still hasn't found her. For him to go through all the expense of meeting her, she had to be his perfect Dominatrix. He wished he could find a Dominatrix who was as good a conversationalist as she was a storyteller. He needed someone who could relax him with conversation before she told him a story and before she made him feel at ease enough to insert a dildo in his ass for extended anal play.
After being probed, pinched, watered, and a boot licked, he needed a Dominatrix who had a sensual voice and a way with words to go with her good looks. He needed her to be as persuasive in her speech as he was in his desire to please her. His all time sexual fantasy is to lower himself down on his Dominatrix's strap-on dildo and anally fuck himself while his Dom fingered his nipples and whispered what he needed her to say in his ear to relax him enough to impale his ass. It's not all about the physical sex with him, it's about the emotional sex too. He needed to find a Dom who had a brain in her head and who could satisfy him cerebrally as much as she could physically. Unfortunately in his frustrated search to find her, as he could attest to, a good Dominatrix was hard to find.
A bit Medieval, he needed to find a Dom who had a dungeon and lots of good, quality toys. He needed a Dom who was confident enough to be in control to handle every and any situation. He needed a Dom where he felt safe when so controlled while tied to wall or a rack. He needed a Dom who could sexually excite him with her words as much as with her body and by all that she did to his body. He needed a Dom who was good looking enough and controlling enough to make him want to lick her ass as well as her pussy and boots.
* * * * *
As bitchy as she was beautiful, Susan is my bitch of a boss. A control freak and a micro manager, she's the woman who signs my paychecks for a job well done, that is, so long as I do my job her way. Always trying to get along with her so that she won't fire me, she's a difficult woman to please, an understatement. Just as she's impossible to read, she's impossible to please is more like it.
Yet, I wonder, if she wasn't so beautiful, would I want to please her as much as I do. I wonder, if I wasn't so attracted to her, would I want to please her at all. I wonder, if she wasn't so sexy, especially when she's angry at me, would I still dream of her that night bossing me around and spanking my naked ass when I disobey and punishing me by forcing me to do all sorts of naughty, nasty things. I wonder if she wasn't so beautiful and so sexy, would I still dream of her while sexually fantasizing about her allowing me permission to have my wicked way with her naked body. Night and day, she's the fodder for my sexual fantasies. There's not a day that goes by that I don't think of her.
"Susan. Susan. Susan. I love you Susan," I say when stroking myself while thinking of her beautiful face and sexy body.
Oh, yeah, I'd do anything to see her naked. I'd do anything to have her touch me, even if it's only to beat me, whip me, discipline me, and punish me, especially if it's to beat me, whip me, discipline me, and punish me. Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, if she only knew what I really thought about her, no doubt, she'd fire me for wanting her in a sexual way. If she only knew that I was in love with her, I'd be out of a job. Moreover, if word got around that I enjoyed such sexual perversity of bondage and discipline, I'd be the laughing stock of the office. If word got around that I was in love with my boss, especially in the way that everyone else hated her, they'd think me nuts.
Yet, notwithstanding her bitchiness and always present bad attitude, deeper than a workplace crush or an imagined workplace romance, a sexual attraction developed in me for her. I wanted to please her. When most other employees rebuffed her for trying to control them, I welcomed the power she had over me. I wanted her to control me. Matter of fact, being the submissive man that I am, especially when it comes to a strong, powerful woman, I went out of my way to please her. Being the submissive man that I am and knowing full well that stupid, little mistakes enraged her, I went out of my way to make stupid, little mistakes so that she'd punish and discipline me, yell at me, call me names, and abuse and use me.
In addition to doing my job, pleasing her and trying to make her happy was my main focus. Just as if she was unhappy, then I was unhappy. If she was happy, then I was happy. What most of my co-workers saw as ass kissing and brown nosing was just me being submissive. Hiding it well, they have no idea who I am and what I do when not at work. My personal, private life is none of their business. When trying to please my boss everything else in my meaningless life is insignificantly unimportant. Truly, I cared more about pleasing her than about pleasing myself.
As was everyone else in the office, when I was first hired, there was an office pool on how long I'd last. Even though I was such a big man and towered over my co-workers, being that I was a sensitive and quiet man, odds were that I wouldn't last very long, even though I did. The last man standing, I outlasted everyone and my pool expired with no one left to collect the money but me. When the last employee that predated me was fired or whenever I passed the last date that someone had as my termination date, I was given my $500 pool.
Even though the office firing pools were terminally disturbing, we all participated in the pools to break up the tension that always clouded the office with doom and gloom. Yet, unlike my beaten down co-workers who had trouble working in such a turbulently negative environment, I thrived on the tension and the verbal abuse, the more the better. For them, participating in the pools were a fun way to turn office negatives into a office positives. For me, office pools didn't much matter but I went along with them so as not to be even more alienated from them than I already was.
The only ones not allowed to play the office pool was, of course, our boss and the employee of that particular pool. Much in the way of expiration dates on food at a supermarket, except for those employees who didn't want to participate, everyone had a pool with a termination date on their head. With the chance of winning several hundred dollars, depending on how many employees were left and how many participated in the pool, the lottery pools cut the edge from the misery of our boss firing us. We were constantly joking about who would go next, when this one or that one would go, and who would win the money. The termination day pools was something that kept us sane and something that gave us a few laughs in an otherwise negative environment. Whenever there was a mass firing, some lucky employee could win a couple of thousand dollars.
Able to see the other side of the coin and how all of my co-workers perceived and dreaded her, indeed, on the surface my boss was a horrible woman. Quick to rile and lambaste her employees, insult them, embarrass them, and humiliate them, with no one safe from her hot temper, she berated everyone as if she hated everyone. Perhaps she did. No matter how long someone worked there and what job they did for her, no one was safe from her hot tempered wrath. Yet, despite the anti-social things she did that made people despise her, as if she was our pack leader and we were mere animals, her powerful control over her employees made me fall in love with her.
If there was anything predictable about the woman, it was that she'd be in a bad mood over something inconsequential. With that kind of tension permeating the air, working there with her watching us and waiting for us to make a mistake was very stressful. Yet, instead of finding her intimidating and unfairly demanding, there was just something about her that I not only liked but also found sexually arousing. She made me hot in lustful desire for her. Too be honest, I enjoyed being so controlled by her. It even excited me to be on the bad side of her. I was the only one there who enjoyed her telling me what to do and when to do it.
In the way that some people took their jobs home with them, I took the imagined images of my boss home with me. Imagining her having sex with me, I imagined her stripping me naked and paddling my naked ass for all the mistakes I made at work. Imagining her wearing some sort of sexy outfit, preferably black leather with the tops of her big boobs bobbing and visible, she was the main character in my dreams and sexual fantasies. Knowing full well that my sexual fantasy was just a sexual fantasy and would never happen, I have no idea how many times I masturbated over her with the thoughts of having a romantic relationship with her.
A way for me to relieve the sexual frustration of not having a sexual relationship with her, I masturbated over her a lot. If anything, with all of her criticism and anger focused at me, she was shaping me into a better man and a man driven to please his perceived, albeit imagined woman. Yes, I imagined my boss Susan was my woman. What some would call abuse and recoil, I called sexual satisfaction and wanted more.
Use me and abuse me has always been my motto. So long as the pain isn't too much, give me pain to make me insane with sexual desire for you is what makes my clock go around. As if hot lava seeping and seeming up the cracks and crevices in my life, it was weird how my work gradually morphed into and took over my private life. With my focus attention always on my boss and my work, I didn't have much of a private, personal life. If only there was a way that I could mix business with pleasure, I'd be the happiest man on Earth. Only, not everyone shares my sexual peccadilloes. It's never been easy for me to find my perfect mistress. If only my boss was my mistress, I'd be a happy man.
What should have been obvious for me, took me a long while to discover. Being that we shared the same secret, after all, I should have known she carried a deep, dark, diabolical secret too, long before I did. Obviously, just as my secret was the reason why I am the man that I am, her secret was her reason why she's the woman that she was. In the way that I had difficulty socializing, I imagined that surely, she didn't do well when mingling with the rest of us peons. Especially when socializing with other women, I perceived other women being jealous of her intelligence, her confidence, her beauty, and her body. Just as most of my friends were women, most of her friends were men.
With my mind always on other things, more important things, and sexual things, in the way that a crowd of ordinary, perhaps even normal people, not that I'm abnormal, just different, upset my comfort zone, I felt that I was beneath her in intelligence. In the case of Susan, as employer and employee relationships go, I had much to learn before I dared to rub elbows with her socially. Only, beyond employer and employee and beyond the sexual, physical, and emotional attraction that I had for her, even if she was even remotely interested in me romantically, I knew that things would never work between us. My need for bondage, discipline, and punishment would get in the way of any relationship that I wanted to have with a woman who wasn't my Dominatrix.
Better than the rest of us, if only my co-workers knew that she was our superior in more ways that just being our boss. Yet, one up on her, now that I know her well kept secret. Moreover, I know the way to befriend her is to please her. Perhaps, by going out of my way to please her, she'll allow me the pleasure to experience my sexual fantasy with her controlling me, disciplining me, and punishing me before having sex with me.
* * * * *
Her right hand man, I worked by her side for two years before I discovered her secret that morphed into her secret, sexual life. In the way she worked so hard and verbally whipped, insulted, and berated everyone to work as hard as they did and as hard as she did, I don't know where she found the energy to have a secret life but she did and she had. Admittedly, the verbal and emotional abuse that doesn't work for most people worked for me. I thrived on it and looked forward to receiving it as my needed motivation to please her. Only with her verbal and emotional abuse not nearly enough, just a tease for me to want even more, I craved for her physical and sexual abuse too. If only she'd strike me, I'd be a happy man. If only she'd tortured me to cause me some kind of physical pain, albeit not too much, I'd want her in a way that no employee ever wanted their boss.



When I displeased her, I wish she'd slap me or knee me in the balls. Wanting her to spank me, beat me, and whip me, I thrived on her abusing and using me. Only, I still wished for more. I wished she'd tie me up to have her wicked way with me. Not allowed to touch her until she gave me her permission, I needed for her to torture me by teasing me while controlling me in her dungeon of horror, my dungeon of pleasure.
Only, thinking of her as my dream woman instead of my mere boss, I was thinking too much of pleasing her for her to satisfy my every sexual want and whim. Now that I've done everything to please her, it was time that she did something to pleasure me. Forget about sexual harassment lawsuits, I was ready to experience my boss in a way that no employee should ever experience his boss. Morphing business with pleasure, I was ready to not blur the employer/employee line but also to cross the line.
It wasn't until I accidentally stumbled over her alter ego that I knew who she really was. I couldn't believe my eyes. As shocked as I was sexually excited, it wasn't until I mindlessly surfed the internet, one day, that I found her true identity, Mistress Susan.
'Mistress Susan? Are you kidding me? No way!'
A real eye opener into who she truly was behind her mask, first I found her blog. Then I found her website with plenty of photos of her in all manners of dress and undress. When I saw her photos, still not positive it was her, I did a double take.
"Oh my God! Can it be? Is that really her? No way! Is that my boss?"
It looks like her but I don't know. It's hard to tell. She has a look of sexual desire on her face that I've only imagined but have never seen before on her face. Dressed in black leather with panties so sheer that it showed her shaved pussy, I was instantly in love. I so wanted to dive between her legs to lick her through her panty with my tongue. I wanted to push her panty aside with my fingers and pleasure her by rubbing her clit and fingering her hole. I wanted to please her and pleasure her until she screamed at me to stop.
"Enough Glenn. That's enough. Stop licking my pussy. You're already given me three orgasms. If you lick me anymore, you're going to lick me sore," I imagined her saying while pushing me away.
With her name the same as my boss, the Dominatrix on the site has the same big, blue eyes, shoulder length, blonde hair, and fair complexion as Susan. It must be her or her identical twin sister, if she even has a sister. I didn't know her on a personal level to know about her siblings, family, or personal, private life. At 5'8" tall and weighing 124 pounds, Mistress Susan had the same dimensions as my boss Susan. Yet, there are lots of 5'8", 124 pound women with blonde hair and blue eyes in the world, even some named Susan. Isn't there?
'Yet, not very many women are as beautiful as she is,' I thought to myself.
As if an artist preparing himself to paint her portrait, I looked more closely at her face and took her image home with me every night to compare her face to the photos that appear on the site. She has the same facial features, eyebrows, nose, and mouth. She has such a beautiful mouth and every night I imagined her taking my cock in her mouth and sucking me before fucking me. Yet, making me question if the photo was even of her, I never knew she had tits, big tits, double D tits according to her profile on her site. She hides them very well. Now, perhaps, I know why she always wears black. The next day in work, looking for more evidence to her secret identity as if I suspected her to be Cat Woman, I studied her to see if I could tell how big her hidden tits really were.
"That's her. That's really her. Is it her? I'm not sure," I said to myself staring at her every shape and curve every time she wasn't looking so that I compare her remembered image to the nearly naked photos of her on the Mistress Susan website.
The photos looked a lot like her but with her nearly naked in the photos, I'm distracted from looking at her face to look at her big tits and sheer, panty clad, shaved pussy. I couldn't believe that this could possibly be her website and that these photos could possibly be of her. Perhaps this website and these photos are of someone else who looks a lot like her? If these pictures were of her, I had no idea that she had this good of a body beneath those black clothes.
"Wow!"
Even if it wasn't her, I pretended that it was. I removed my cock from my pants to masturbate over the nearly naked photos while fantasizing that the pictures were of her and that this was her sexy website. Mistress Susan, my boss and my mistress all rolled into one, wouldn't that be a sexual fantasy come true? I was as shocked as I was sexually excited. Unable to believe my eyes, looking for a mole, a freckle, a visible tattoo, or some type of identifiable imperfection, I stared at my computer screen for some modicum of evidence that these photos were of her. Only, she was too perfect to be so indelibly marked.
Even after staring at her photos on the computer screen while masturbating, I gave her the benefit of the doubt that those sexually, explicit photos weren't of her. If it wasn't for what she had written in her blog and had I not read her favorite reference in the way that she always refers to herself as Ms. Bitch, I may not have put two and two together. Strange that my boss would not only refer to herself in such a derogatory way but also that she'd use the same term that everyone calls her behind her back, Ms. Bitch. This must be her. Now finally believing that this was her website and these were her photos, I decided to go out of my way to please her so that she'd notice me as her potential sub.
She wore that Ms. Bitch term as if it's her badge of honor and, obviously in the way that she so referred to herself, she used that term with pride. Without doubt, even with evidence of the photos and having the same name, I never would have known who she was until she used that familiar term not only in the office but also on her website for me to make the connection. The Ms. Bitch term frequently appeared on her website as an endearment of herself and as a description of the type of woman she was. After all, in her particular type of business she ran and services she offered, she needed to be a bitch for her not to be run over by men in the same type of business.
It all started when she overhead two employees talking about her in the lunchroom and she fired them on the spot. Knowing it was only a matter of time before they were dismissed in the way they so openly criticized her, instead of feeling bad for the two employees being fired, I pulled their firing pool dates from my back pocket to see if I had won some money but I hadn't. The one closest to guessing the firing date wins the pool but I was off on both of them by several months. Matter of fact, being that they were hired only a few months ago, no one figured that these two employees would be fired so soon. Now that I think of it, most of her employees were hired a few months ago, except for me. She hires and fires lots of employees. For me to have outlasted her wrath, having gone out of my way to please my Mistress Susan, she must like me.
"You're fired," she said to the two employees. "Collect your things and get out. Now!"
I stood there shocked. Normally, she calls employees in her office to fire them but, as if to make an example of them, she fired them right there on the spot and in earshot of all of us. Boy, if she wanted to up the tension in the office, she just did. If she wanted everyone to put their eyes down and busy themselves working they did. By the angry looks that instantly appeared on their faces of the two men she fired, I was waiting for one of the men to slug her. Even though I'm not a fighter but a lover, big enough and threatening enough to do so, I was standing there ready to protect my possible, probable, and potential Mistress Susan. Without doubt, she has big balls or, in her case, a set of hard ovaries to talk so disrespectfully to employees in the way that she does.
"Bitch," said one on his way out the door.
"Ms. Bitch to you," yelled Susan correcting him.
Be it our grammar, our word choice, our work ethic, or even the way we dressed, she was always correcting, micromanaging, and controlling everyone. Most employees hated her interference in their personal, private lives, but I welcomed her controlling me. Instead of wanting her to control me less, I wanted her to control me more. Instead of only verbally and emotionally using and abusing me, I wanted her physically and sexually use me and abuse me too.
'Wow! What a woman! What an unbelievable woman! I only wished she'd yell at me like that,' I thought to myself.
Instead of firing me, I only wished she'd order me to strip naked, assume the position, and paddle my ass. Nonetheless the firings and the tension she just created in the office, it was such an odd thing for her to say what she said in response to being called a bitch. Ms. Bitch is what she referred to herself on her website and on her blog, if that truly is her website by what she told her fired employees to call her. She referred to herself as Ms. Bitch. I couldn't believe she referred to herself as Ms. Bitch. In the way that she referred to herself was something that I read just last night on her blog. Could she be Ms. Bitch? Was my boss, Susan, the same Mistress Susan that appears as one of my favorites on my computer? Excited to find out, I needed to know if this bitch was the Ms. Bitch.
'Oh dear Lord,' I silently prayed to myself. 'I don't ask you for anything but please make my boss Susan my Mistress, Ms. Bitch Susan.'
That night, I opened her website again to read every word she had written, to view every photo she had posted, and to masturbate over the thoughts of her abusing me, using me, controlling me, beating me, spanking me, whipping me, disciplining me, and punishing me.
"Mistress Susan, a professional dominatrix, invites you to join her escapades on the internet and in person, that is, if you can afford the airfare to pay to play," she wrote for those who dared enter her website.
Immediately, after feeling convinced that my boss was Mistress Susan, I now opened her website on my work computer. As if wanting to be caught monitoring her website and reading her blog, I wondered what her reaction would be to my reading porn during my working hours. Would she fire me or would she discipline me by punishing me? Would she demand that I drop my pants, put my elbows on her desk, and assume the position? Would she spank me?
Over and again, I stared at her sexy photos. Different clothes and hairstyle made her look different than the woman who stood before me in the office now. When at work, she had her hair pulled back so tightly that it removed every wrinkle from her pretty face as if she just had a facelift. If I ever pulled my hair back like that, I'd have a migraine headache and my eye would bug out like a frog.
It's funny how women sometimes look so different without their clothes. Concentrating more on her body, especially on her huge 36 double D breasts, she was my ideal woman. My perfect choice for the woman that I want to dish out the punishment and the discipline that I need, crave, and desire to have in my life, I wondered what it would be like to be married to such a woman. I imagined my children, three girls, dressed in black, leather outfits just like Mommy's daily wear. Just beautiful, sexy, and funny by all that she wrote in her blog, Susan is so very special. Just perfect, she's so wonderful and I'm so bad to want someone so bad that she's so good.
In real life, a micro manager and a real bitch in the work environment, I never suspected that she was a worse bitch, my perfect bitch, in her private life. I knew she was a bitch, of course, all of us who worked for her knew she's a bitch. A taskmaster, everyone feared her, respected her, and obeyed her without question, that is, if they wanted to keep their job and, in this bad economy, good jobs were hard to find. Only, even though she was demanding, she was fair and paid higher wages than average and then most competitors. Perhaps, she figured the higher wages were much like combat pay to put up with her office shenanigans as if we all worked in a battle zone.
Already with a firing day game plan, if she fired me, I'd grovel. I'd crawl. I'd kiss her feet, that is, while peeking up her short skirt. I'd plead for mercy. I'd beg her not to fire me. I'd demand that she'd discipline me and punish me in exchange for her not firing me.
"Do with me whatever you must Susan," I imagined saying to her while hoping to rope her private life in with mine and to bring us together not only at the work environment but also after work and on weekends. "Slap me, kick me, punch me, beat me, whip me, and spank me, do whatever you want to do to my naked body. Just please don't fire me."
I imagined and hoped that my begging and my pleading would evoke something that stays hidden inside of her during the day but that comes to the surface at night and over the weekend. I imagined arousing the sexual Dominatrix beast within her by my groveling. I imagined her using me and abusing me in the way that I dream that she'd have her wicked way with my naked body. I imagined us becoming lovers instead of employer and employee and with her commanding me to do things to her shapely body that I never imagined doing to any other woman. Going so far as drinking her urine, I'd do that if she asked me and if it meant me spending more quality, sexual time with her.
So long as her employees pleased her by doing all that she wanted and needed them to do, she was a good boss. Except for the constant and continual emotional abusive and verbal, tongue lashings, she treated her employees well and offered them a full benefits package with dental, life insurance, and even a retirement program. In this day of employers offering not much more than day labor, she offered paid holidays, sick days, and even a two week vacation, three weeks after five years but no one stayed working for her long enough to get the extra vacation week. Nonetheless, always lashing out enough to make everyone feel so small, so insignificant, and question why they still work there for her, she was sometimes hard to take, an understatement.
"Did you do that? Did you get that? Did you find that? Do you have that? What are you waiting for? Go! Who were you talking to on the phone? What did he want? What did she say? And what did you say when he said that to you? Why would you say that to her? What's taking you so long? Get out! I'm on the phone. Get out! I don't have time for you now. Get out! I need to be alone with my thoughts. Hello? I need coffee. Someone bring me my coffee! Where's my damn coffee? Must I do everything myself around here? Can't you do anything right? You're fired! You're fired! You're fired!"
Always in the same harsh tone, barking orders as if she was a Marine Corps drill sergeant, and with never a please, a thank you, or a compliment for a job well done, she unmercifully lambasted her secretaries and receptionists until they were in tears and ran to the ladies room to collect themselves. Assuredly what turned off my co-workers sexually excited me. What angered them pleasured me. She was amazing in demanding what she wanted and needed from us to make us all better employees. What angered my co-workers into sullenness and into wanting to quit aroused me into needing to not only obey her but also to please her. More than anything else, wanting to see that delighted twinkle in her eye, I so wanted to please her. Nothing else mattered to me than my pleasing Mistress Susan. I couldn't get enough of her.
'What a woman! Such an incredible woman. I love her. I want her. I must have her,' I said to myself as if a looping mantra in my head. 'I love her. I want her. I must have her,' I said to myself every day, many times a day as if praying to God to grant me my wish to be with her and to be part of her private, personal life than being relegated to just being her invisible employee.
With all of my co-workers thinking of me as a wimp and a wussy, a man afraid to stand up to his 5'8", 124 pound, female boss, they'd never understand that I actually enjoyed the constant and continued female domination in the way that I did. No, correction, I craved the constant and continued female domination in the way that my co-workers enjoyed their first cup of coffee in the morning. I wanted her to so control me. Submissive to her demands, I wanted her to overpower me. For me to feel complete, wanted, and needed, I needed her to so control me. What they'd call verbal abuse, I'd call sexual pleasure. A bond that transcended our employer and employee professional relationship to a more personal one, even if she wasn't aware of it and aware that I knew her deep, dark secret of domination, I enjoyed something with her that none of my co-workers would ever share of even understand.
As if we were secret members to a very private and very exclusive club, if only they knew that my boss and I shared a secret and had a special behind, closed doors bond, I can only imagine what they'd say. If only they knew what I knew, we'd be more ostracized than we are now. Surely, in the way that no one would want to work with me, no one would want to work for her if they knew she was my online Dominatrix and I was her online submissive slut of a sub. Unless they tried it and unless they needed the punishment and discipline themselves, few could ever understand why I craved her sexual attention in a way that others would deem as physical abuse.
The first time that I heard her talk to an employee in such a disrespectfully disturbing way piqued more than my interest and aroused more than my curiosity. Instead of being afraid and instead of putting my head down to pretend that I was working harder, I was unable to remove my eyes from her. Unable to stop myself from watching her lambasting and humiliating someone, wishing it was me being so abused, I was immediately sexually aroused by her public display of control and domination. In just her angry, irreverent tone, wishing she'd use that tone with me, she gave me an erection. As if she was standing there in an abbreviated outfit of black leather that left little to the imagination and as if she was holding a whip or a leather paddle, I was suddenly driven to please her every whim, even fetch her coffee as if I was her lowly secretary instead of her top executive.
'Use me. Abuse me. Beat me. Whip me. Spank me. Tie me up in your dungeon. Make me beg you to stop,' is what ran through my mind when she was verbally abusing someone else while wishing it was me that she was so berating.
Negative attention is what I craved from her. What my co-workers dreaded, I craved. Unable to stop pleasing her, I knew the only way to get what I wanted from her was to not to please her. A fine balance, for fear of her firing me and for fear of me ending my relationship with her, I didn't want to go too far in making mistakes that made her angry enough with me for her to verbally abuse me.
Now that I suspected who she was, it was my job to anticipate her wants and needs not only before she verbalized them but also before she even thought of them. I needed, no, I wanted to be her perfect slave. Now that I suspected who she was, I could use my inside, insightful information to get in her head for her to notice me enough to want to punish and discipline me in the way that I needed her to punish and discipline me. I thought of all the sexually erotic games I could play with her while she disciplined me, punished me, and humiliated me. I was ecstatic that my perfect job now included business with pleasure. My perfect job paid me to be submissive and subservient to not only my boss but also to my Mistress Susan. So long as I continued being used, abused, and working for her while being belittled by her, my life can't get any better than this.



Yet, now in hindsight, even though it should have been obvious with her wearing nothing but black, obviously I was attracted to her. I was attracted to her not because she was so damn beautiful, sexy, and shapely but because she was what I wasn't. She was who I wanted. She was so forceful and controlling. Thinking of her just being my boss, I never took note of her in a Dom/sub sexual way until now and until I found her professional Dominatrix website on the internet. Had I not found her website, I may have never known who she really was beneath her black business suit and black knee high, high heeled boots.
Black dress or a black blouse with a short, tight, black skirt, black jacket, black coat, black stockings with knee high, black boots with three inch heels was her daily uniform of choice. Then, factor in her shoulder length, blonde hair with blue brown, angry eyes, she was as captivating as she was an enigma to me. Now that I knew she was a 36 double D, I looked more closely at her breasts. She hid them well but now that I knew they were there, the fact that she had enormous tits added more proof to my suspicions. Absolutely, now that I was aware she was so busty, her breasts were further proof that she was Mistress Susan from the website.
She carried a black, oversized pocketbook so big that I wondered if she carried her toys and implements of domination back and forth to work with her, just in case she needed them in the parking lot, on the elevator, or in the lunchroom. I imagined a leather whip that when pulled out of her pocketbook, and with just a flick of her wrist, instantly opened in the way of a police baton. I imagined her carrying a paddle, in case she needed to discipline by punishing one of her employees with a spanking. I imagined all sorts of toys and implements of bondage that she carried around with her in her huge purse.
Her eyes, now that I know her secret and who she is, is her portal to not only to her soul but also to the queen of punishment herself and the Devil of discipline that she was. With just a look, her eyes are what makes me want to obey her and please her. Her eyes haunt me every day and are what I see in my sexual dreams at night while stroking my cock over the sexy thoughts of her in my bed. Yet, just as few would even understand her dark side, no one but me and her following of loyal slaves knew her dark secret. Moreover, one up on her, even she didn't know that I shared her dark side and kept her dark secret.
Yet, in the way that I couldn't tell that she was a Dominatrix before I happened upon her website, I wondered if she could tell just by looking at me, observing me, and watching me in the way that I watch her that I was a submissive, sexual slave. If only she knew I was, I'd come clean. Perhaps my telltale sign was the fact that I was always trying to please her. Perhaps my giveaway was that she never rattled me in the way she did the others when lambasting them for making a mistake. Maybe she saw something in me that she recognized. Even if she suspected that I wasn't already sub, maybe she believed that I had the potential to be one. No matter what she thought of me, after a while we developed a friendship and a kindred spirit as if we were old friends instead of employer and employee.
If only they knew. No one even suspected what a real bitch she was, the Queen Bitch, my sexual fantasy come to life. The perfect man to use as a foil and for her sexual scenario to play out, her need to control was obviously something that she carried forward from her private life to her job and back, the same as I did. Only, the difference between us, I didn't even want to control myself. I wanted her to control me.
Even though she looked so different in work than she did on her website, I nearly didn't recognize her with her clothes off. Even though she only wore black clothes, thinking that her lack of color was her fashion statement to make, now that I knew her as an online Dominatrix, I looked forward to going to work. I looked forward to working with her, to hearing her voice, to talking and interacting with her, and to endlessly staring at her, my dream woman.
My secret and before taking this work relationship to a more private, sexual one, she was soon to become my anonymous mistress to take me to the disturbed side of my darkest sexual fantasies of sadomasochism, bondage, punishment, humiliation, and complete domination. If only my co-workers knew the dark secrets of my boss, they'd rebel. If only my co-workers knew my dark secrets, they'd recoil. If only my boss knew that I was one of her most loyal online minions, I wonder if she'd give me a raise and a promotion.
I couldn't wait to play out my version of the movie, The Secretary, with James Spader as Mr. Grey and Maggie Gyllenhaal as Lee Holloway. Only, I'd play the part of Ms. Lee Holloway and my boss Susan would play the part of Mr. Grey. Even without the spanking, especially with the spanking, The Secretary was one of my all-time favorite movies. I loved that movie.
I couldn't wait for Mistress Susan to order me to remove my clothes. I couldn't wait for Mistress Susan to spank me. I couldn't wait for Mistress Susan to discipline me and punish me. I couldn't wait to reveal to her that I knew her deep, dark secret. I couldn't wait to see her dressed as my Dominatrix. I couldn't wait to be her sexual, slutty slave.
All this time, I had been working side-by-side with the woman of my dreams. Now that I knew her secret, mixing business with pleasure, I couldn't wait for the sexy and naughty games to begin. If only she'd used me and abuse me, I'd be the happiest man on earth. Her inherent skills of domination in the corporate world were her perfect foil. Her mask to hide was what she was really capable of and what she was really like on the inside. Having loved her from afar, now that she was here standing before me, not even knowing who I was, I had an uncontrollable willingness to please her.
Then one day, a day like any other day at the office, Susan didn't show up for work. Never was she been absent from work. She was always there. Without her there to lead us and berate us, it was as if the teacher didn't show up for class. My co-workers were as wild as junior high students. No one was doing any work. Everyone was laughing and talking, that is, until the phone rang and it was her.
"Everyone be quiet," said the receptionist. "Glenn call for you on line one. It's Ms. Bitch," she said after putting Susan on hold.
"Hello Glenn," she said.
By all the other names she called me and that I answered to, moron, idiot, stupid, and useless, I didn't even know she knew my name. In the more than two years that I worked for her, never has she called me by name.
"Hi Susan," I said.
I enjoyed saying her name, a name that evokes the memory of her nearly naked photos that appear on her website. Yet, as if a line as long and as deep as an incestuous line, so long as I wanted to keep my job, I'd never cross the line of employee and employer. She'd have to cross the line first. It was up to her to reveal her identity to me before I revealed my motives to her. Alas, never believing that she would cross the employee/employee line because of sexual harassment laws, my sexually fantasy, no doubt, will never be.
"I'm not feeling well and I need some things to work on from home. Would you be so kind as to drop them by my house?"
'What? Seriously? She wants me to come to her house. Maybe her house is where the dungeon is,' I thought to myself.
My pulse was racing. My mind was on overdrive with all the sexy scenarios I imagined. My heart was beating. My cock was hardening with all of the naughty things that I was thinking. Was this just a ruse to get me to her house and into her dungeon? Did she know that it was me, her dirty, little slut writing daily, multiple times a day, on her blog?
"Of course," I said stunned and waving my hand at everyone to be quiet. "Where do you live?" I asked her knowing full well where she lived. I even had the audacity to ask her for directions.
"I live at 10 Oceanside Lane. It's just a small cottage but it's right on the ocean," she said.
"How do I get there from here?"
"Take the first exit off the highway for my town, exit 8. Continue strait until you see water and can't continue forward anymore," she said. "I'm the first street on the right and the last house in the middle of a secluded cul-de-sac."
From passing out the paychecks, I knew exactly where she lived. Once I learned her address, I drove by her house many times on the weekends to see if I could catch her outside walking the beach or walking her dog, if she even had a dog. What she called a cottage was a mansion to me. Knowing that she did after seeing one on her website, I wondered if she had a dungeon downstairs in her house or if it was out in the garage. I wondered if this was a ruse just to get me alone with her. After all, I've been bad, very bad lately. I wondered if she knew that I was her little, sexy slut who continually posted to her blog and who needed to be disciplined, punished, spanked, and controlled.
To be continued...
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*
As if they were five teenage boys on their way to their first sexual encounter, instead of being the fifty-something grown men they were, the five men were giddy with sexual excitement. Randy turned to his friends and put his finger to his lips for them to be quiet. With Randy leading the way, the five men went inside and quietly walked upstairs to the spare bedroom.
"Knock, knock," said Randy opening the door to see Susan and Crystal in bed beneath a sheet. "Well, well. Surprise, surprise. What naughty things are you two girls doing?"
By the collection of clothes, pants, tops, bras, and panties strewn all over the floor, just as Julie had told him, Randy knew they were in bed naked. Two, young, good looking naked women in his house was a sight to behold and something that's hasn't happened to him since his ex-wife, Christine, made love in his house with the Avon lady, her lesbian lover, Tiffany. When seeing Susan in bed naked with her lesbian lover, it was at that very moment that Randy was happy that he was divorced from his ex-wife and free to make his surprised guests feel right at home.
Yet, nonetheless seeing Susan naked in his spare bedroom with just a thin sheet covering her nakedness, just as he wondered about his wife then, he wondered about Susan now. What makes a woman, one so beautiful want to have sex with another woman instead of a man? He wondered if she was really a lesbian or just a bisexual. Girls will be girls, maybe she was just experimenting and because she's drunk was only having a little fun.
"Hi," said Susan giggling. "We forgot this was your house Randy. Sorry. Actually, I was drunk enough to think that I was home," she said sitting up enough to allow the sheet to fall from her shoulders and to drape across the top of her breasts.
Precariously positioned, if only by the focused stares of the five men, they all wished that sheet would fall. As if a foil to add some sexual suspense to the serendipitous situation of the five men's sexual excitement, not that these five men needed any foil to add anymore sexual suspense and/or sexual excitement than what they already felt, no doubt, the sheet stayed in place held up only by Susan's big nipples. With her long line of cleavage and round, pink areolas fully exposed and with her making no move to cover her nakedness, ten horny eyes were focused upon her nearly naked breasts.
"I hope you don't mind," said Crystal looking from to Julie's father to Susan, "but we just had sex," she said laughing and making Susan laugh too.
Sexually irreverent and morally corrupt, without reaching for the sheet to cover her nakedness, Crystal sat up topless and when she did all ten eyes were upon her instead of Susan. Then, as if watching a porn film, the five men stared at Crystal leaning into Susan to French kiss her while reaching beneath the sheet to cup her big breast in her hand and to finger her erect nipple. The action of Crystal's errant hand on Susan's breast made the sheet fall their laps and all five men stared at Susan's exposed, big, beautiful breasts.
"I'm an open minded type of guy," said Randy. "I don't mind you having sex in my house," he said with a shrug and a big smile. "For all that I care, you can have sex again," he said with a dirty laugh, "that is, so long as we can all watch."
As if jogging her from her drunkenness and making her more aware of her dire predicament, Susan recoiled from his words.
"No. I don't think that would be a good idea for us to have sex in front of you and your four friends," said Susan looking from man to man before covering herself with the sheet again. "We really should be leaving," she said looking from Randy to look at his friends again. "If you don't mind, would you give us some privacy while we dress."
With all five men blocking the doorway, her only escape route, Susan looked from Randy to Dave to Marty to Doug and to Wayne with a sudden look of fear of her face.
"What's the rush? Relax Susan. Have a drink with us," said Randy unbuttoning his shirt and unbuckling and unzipping his pants. "With me getting more comfortable, as comfortable as you two are, the party is just starting."
Looking at all that he was exposing, Susan stared at Julie's father's cock in the way that he wished his daughter would stare at his exposed, erect prick but she never had. If only by the look on her face, after having licked a pussy, no doubt, she was hungry for a cock he imagined. Following his lead, Dave, Marty, Doug, and Wayne all began undressing too. All five men quickly stripped out of their clothes and with five exposed, erect cocks and two naked pussies, the odds were good that someone, if not all of them, were having sex, group sex, a gangbang.
"I'd do you," said Crystal with a sexy laugh and a point of her manicured index finger while slurring her words. "You're Julie's father. You're wicked cute, especially now that I see your big cock," she said staring at Randy's big prick while running a slow tongue across her lips. "I've always had a crush on you," she said kicking the sheet off to expose the rest of her naked body to the five men.
Susan struggled to keep the sheet from completely sliding from the bed to fall to the floor but a little too late in her reach, she was unable to preserve her modesty. Staring from Susan's exposed breasts before she covered herself with the sheet again, all five men stared at Crystal's naked body and at the evidence that she was a natural redhead. As if pulling the table cloth from a table, grabbing the sheet away from Susan in one quick, hard pull, Randy removed the sheet from her naked body to show his friends that Susan was a natural blonde. With both women now helplessly naked, a sexual fantasy come true for five, older men who always wanted to experience the sexual pleasure of being with a younger woman, they all just stared from Susan's to Crystal's naked bodies.
"So now what?" Sitting up straight and puffing out her exposed double D breasts, Susan looked at Julie's father and his four friends with naked defiance. "You want to fuck us? Is that it? You want us to suck you? Is that what you want? You want to cum in our mouths? You want to gangbang us?" She looked at them with as much anger as she looked at them with hatred. "Well c'mon. Let's get it over with then. We'll do all you assholes."
Only her drunken bluff failed to work in the way she, no doubt, had hoped it would. Obviously by the sexual lust they evidentially had for the two, naked, drunken women, sex overruled their commonsense and wanton desire removed their decency. Even though she lambasted them, her point didn't register with her intended targets and Susan was unable to shame them into thinking twice about what they were about to do.
"Wait. Hold on," said Randy turning to give a look of warning to his four friends who were ready to pounce on the two women. Normally a rational man of reason, other than the reason behind having sex with Susan, rational reason escaped him. "You girls are way ahead of us," he said taking Susan by her hand and leading her into the master bedroom where he had more room and a king sized bed. "Let's just take one step at a time," he said with a dirty laugh. "I'll take this one," he said putting and arm around Susan's slim waist and sliding his hand down to cup and gently squeeze her sweet ass. "And you all take that one," he said to his friends pointing to Crystal.
With her being the porn star of all of his sexual fantasies while he masturbated, from the time she was just 18-years-old, Randy has lusted over Susan for twelve, long, sexually frustrating years. With the opportunity given him to finally have her, he wasn't going to allow this chance to slip away. Kissing her while feeling her where no father should ever feel his daughter's best friend, Randy was all over Susan's big tits. Touching, feeling, and caressing her big boobs, he fingered and sucked her erect nipples before reaching his hand down cup and finger her blonde, trimmed pussy.
Allowing him to touch her, feel her, and kiss her, Susan returned his passion with hers by surrendering her tongue to him. Randy knew he was going to get lucky when she reached her hand down to fondle his cock, cup his testicles, and slowly stroke his prick to a stiff erection. Glad that he wasn't still married, he was glad that his wife was no longer around to voice her constant disapproval to what he did. He could only imagine what she'd say if she knew he was about to have sex with Susan, Julie's best friend.
"I love your big tits Susan. I've always been sexually attracted to you," he said kissing and kissing her. "Yeah, that's it. Stroke my cock baby."
Susan pulled away from him to look at him with her big, blue eyes.
"If you're going to fuck me Randy, let's get it over with but only under one condition," she said.
"What's that? Anything. You name it and I'll do it. Do you want me to beg you? Do you want me to bark like a dog? Is that it? Do you want to slap my naked ass and/or want me to slap your naked ass? I'm game if you are? Do you want me to pleasure you first and give you an orgasm? I can do that. Just tell me what you want. What? Just tell me what I need to do to have sex with your beautiful body," he said touching her and feeling her everywhere. "I'll do anything to have sex with you Susan. Anything."
"My condition is that I only do you and not your four, fat, old friends," she said slowly stroking his cock. "I'm not really into gangbangs but Crystal is. Crystal will do all of you," she said whispering in his ear before sticking her tongue in his ear. "Crystal is a real cum slut. She loves to fuck and suck. After you're done with me and after I leave here safe and sound, you can go to her too. She'll allow you all to fuck all three of her holes, that is..."
"That is? That is what? What do you mean, that is?"
"So long as you give her an orgasm and you had better tell your friends that too, because giving her orgasm, as important as it is for a man to cum, is really important to her. If you think that you can just slam bang her and leave her sexually frustrated, you can't. Not with Crystal. She'll turn violent on you. She's strangely, sexually demented in that way. I'm warning you Randy. She'll go psycho on you, if you don't give her what she wants and what she needs. She wants her fun just as much as you want your fun," she said.
"Psycho?" Randy gave her a concerned look. "What do you mean by her going Psycho?"
"Did you see the movie The Social Network about Facebook?"
"Yeah. What about it?"
"Do you remember the psycho Asian chick who set fire to the room because her boyfriend was leaving her and rejecting her to go to California?
"Yeah," said Randy. "So? She's not going to set fire to my house if my friends don't give her an orgasm, is she?"
"She might," said Susan.
"Is she that crazy to do something like that?"
"Suffice to say, multiply the behavior of that Asian chick in that film times ten and that's Crystal," returning his look of concern. "Why do you think I was in bed with her? I'm afraid of her. Rather than saying no to her and rather than pissing her off when she's been drinking, especially when she's been drinking, I had sex with her," said Susan. "Best tell your friends to give her what she wants and what she needs, an orgasm, or she'll go nuts on them."
"I see. So, she's the one who seduced you? Is that it?" He looked at her with confusion by all that she told him.
"You bet your ass she did. I'm not a lesbian. I was just drunk and horny. Any port in a storm works for women as much as it works for men," she said with a laugh. "Now shut up and fuck me. If you make me cum, I'll suck your cock," she said with another laugh, "but before you do, best you warn your friends about Crystal."
"Okay," said Randy. "Wait here. I'll be right back," he said looking back at Susan to make sure she wasn't ready to bolt.
"Tell your four friends that I'm off limits and everything is cool with gangbanging Crystal, that is, so long as they get her to cum. If they don't, she'll turn violent on you."
Randy looked at Susan with horror by what she just confessed.
"Violent? What do you mean by violent?" Dave looked at Randy for an explanation.
"You don't want to know. Just make sure they sexually satisfy her and she'll sexually satisfy them all. If they get her off, there won't be a problem," said Randy. "If they don't, God help them."
"I'll be right back," said Randy hustling to the guest bedroom. Randy pulled Dave aside. "Make sure you give Crystal an orgasm."
"Yeah, yeah, don't worry about us. When we're done with Crystal, Susan is next," said Dave.
"No, Susan is off limits. I told you. She's all mine," he said giving him a hard stare until Dave backed down. "Don't forget to give Crystal an orgasm. Susan said if you don't that she'll turn--"
"Yeah, yeah, don't worry Randy," said Dave. "I have everything she needs right here," he said holding his cock in his hand.
"And hands off on Susan," said Randy.
"Yeah, yeah Randy, Susan is all yours. I get it," he said.
"Susan told me that Crystal may have violent issues if she's left sexually frustrated," said Randy.
"Don't worry. Between the four of us, one of us will get her to cum," said Dave whispering Randy's instructions to his friends.
Once returning back to the master bedroom and to Susan, Randy mounted Susan while kissing her. She reached down and inserted his cock in her already moist pussy and slowly rocked him deeper inside of her.
"Oh my God Susan, you're so tight," he said.
"You're just used to fucking older woman who have had babies," she said with a laugh. "I'm not ready for kids just yet," she said with a laugh.
"You're right about that. I've had nothing but a steady diet of fat, fifty-year-old woman with sagging tits, big thighs, and flabby asses," he said with sadness.
"Now make love to me first Randy before you fuck me, really fuck me. If you fuck me hard, later, after you give me an orgasm," she said whispering in his ear. "I'll suck your cock like no other woman has ever sucked your cock."
"Oh God," he said. 'Thank you Jesus,' he thought to himself again.
"I'll allow you to cum in my mouth and if you have anything left, you may give me a cum bath. How would you like to shoot a load of cum all over my face?"
"Are you kidding me Susan? I'd love to give you a cum bath. I'd love to see my warm, oozy cum dripping from every part of your face."
You may cum on my face, my hair, and all over my breasts, that is, under one condition," she said with a laugh.
"More conditions? What are you a Philadelphia lawyer? Okay, okay," he said with a laugh. "What's your condition this time?"
"You may give me a cum bath, so long as you lick your cum off my face," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Is that it? Definitely, I'd lick my own cum off your beautiful face to give you a cum bath," he said with sexual excitement. "Better that I lick my own cum from your face than my being one of my friends licking Crystal's pussy while getting a mouthful of someone else's cum. Maybe they're into that but I'm not," he said.
Accustomed to women who weren't so openly sexual, Susan's demands for an orgasm pressured Randy to perform. He hoped the beers he had wouldn't get in the way of giving Susan what she wanted from his 55-year-old body, an orgasm. Needing to give her an orgasm first, he really wanted her to suck his cock and give her a cum bath. He couldn't wait to see his cum dripping from her face.
Meanwhile in the guest bedroom, as if she was a paid professional, Crystal was putting on a sexual show by sexually entertaining Doug, Marty, Dave, and Wayne. With more energy than any 55-year-old man and more lustful desire than any horny man, Crystal fucked and sucked them all with sexually passion that none of them have ever known. As if she was the perfect woman of their sexual fantasies, she was sexually inspired and passionately aroused to leave no man sexually frustrated.
"Who's cock haven't I had in my mouth yet?" She laughed while looking at the four men. "C'mon, I need to suck a cock. I have a phallic fixation. I don't get as sexually excited unless I have a cock in my mouth," she said with a sexy laugh.
"You haven't sucked my cock yet," said Dave raising his hand as if he was in school and Crystal was his sexy albeit naked teacher.
"Well, bring your dick over here but someone needs to be licking my pussy while I'm sucking a cock. I need to cum too. And who wants to be first to fuck me in the ass?"
"I'll lick you," said Marty crawling beneath Crystal and lying on his back between her legs as she squatted down over him and as if she was about to urinate in his mouth.
"I'll fuck your ass," said Doug. "I love your ass Crystal. You have a wonderful ass," he said feeling, squeezing and kissing her ass when she raised her ass a little higher to give him access to her round behind.
With her ass poised up in the air and Marty hanging onto her thighs while licking her pussy from below, using a bit of lube from the nightstand, Doug eased his erect cock inside of Crystal's rectum while holding onto her tits for balance. A three-way chain of sexual pleasure, Marty and Doug were doing what they could to give Crystal an orgasm after she gave them one by sucking them.
Dave walked to Crystal and held his erect cock up to her mouth and immediately, she took his cock inside. Now doing three men at once, Wayne stuck his cock in her hand. With Marty licking her pussy from below, Doug fucking her in the ass from behind, her blowing Dave while stroking his cock with her right hand, she was now giving Wayne a hand job with her left hand. An ambidextrous lover, it took four men to give Crystal what she wanted and needed, an orgasm. Yet, even with that joint effort, they all fell short.
"Okay, this isn't working," said Crystal unleashing herself from their grasp to make herself comfortable on her back in the middle of the bed. "I'm getting a leg cramp. I need you all to fuck me one at a time. I need you all to really pound my pussy and part my clam. I need you all to give me the best orgasm I've ever had," she said.
One by one, two at a time, three at a time, and even four at a time, everyone had their way with Crystal. Cumming off in her mouth, her ass, and in her pussy, with each man getting a full mouthful of the other man's cum in the process, they were done. They were spent. They had nothing left in the tank to fuck Crystal. Getting up from the bed defeated to get dressed, after having sex for two, sweaty hours, they were ready to leave.
"Hey! Where are you all going? Don't leave. I need you to fuck me. C'mon you bunch of wussies. What kind of man leaves a woman in this sexually unsatisfied my condition? Someone needs to give me an orgasm," she said louder.
"We've done all that we could Crystal but your insatiable. You're a total nymphomaniac," said Wayne. "We couldn't satisfy you if we had an entire football team ready to take their turn with you."
"Are you saying there's something wrong with me? Are you saying that I have a screw loose that I can't be sexually satisfied by four, healthy, horny men? Are you calling me crazy because you didn't make me cum?" Crystal sat up in bed. Did you just call me crazy?" Her eyes were bugging out of her head. "I dare you to say that to my face. I double dare you," she said looking from Dave to Marty to Doug and to Wayne.
"You're not crazy Crystal. You're just too much woman for us. That was the best blowjob I've ever had," said Dave after having ejaculated in her mouth, "but I have to go."
"I have to get home too," said Doug after unloading a big load of oozy cum in her ass. "Thanks for everything Crystal. That was the best anal sex I ever had."



"Thanks for everything?" Crystal looked at the four men as if she hated them all. "What am I your fucking hostess?"
"It's late," said Marty. "I have to get home too."
"I have to get up early. I have work tomorrow," said Wayne. "It's been great Crystal. Thanks for the hand job."
"Wait! Don't go. Please don't go," she said begging them to stay. "What about me?"
"What about you?" Dave looked at her as if she was nuts before looking to Marty, Doug, and Wayne.
"I didn't cum. You all got off and no one gave me an orgasm," she said obviously getting angry.
"You can't say we didn't try to get you off," said Dave.
"Yeah, we gave it the best team effort," said Doug.
"We'll take a rain check," said Marty laughing. "We can do this again another time. I'd love to gangbang you again Crystal. I'd love for you to suck my cock again while I lick your pussy. Call me," he said putting his fingers to his mouth and ear.
"You think it's funny that I fucked and sucked you four dopes and not one of you has sexually satisfied me? How dare you! How dare you!" Crystal reached down for her purse and pulled out a snub nosed .38. "I'll show you what happens when you mistreat Crystal," she said referring to herself in the third person as if she was crazy and, at that very moment, she was, she pointed her gun at the four men.
"Hold on there now," said Wayne. "Don't be waving that gun around like that. Put down the gun and let's talk about this. Someone get between her legs and lick her pussy while someone else play with her titties."
"Don't worry Crystal, we'll get you to cum," said Dave. "We won't leave here until your sexually satisfied.
"It's too late," said Crystal. "The moment has passed."
Firing off four rounds and hitting four bulls-eyes, Randy and Susan ran to the spare bedroom naked.
"It was all their fault. They made me shoot them. I didn't cum," said Crystal. "I told them that I needed to cum," she said crying.
* * * * *
William stopped stroking himself and turned off the porn movie he was watching, Gangbanging his Daughter's Bridesmaids. Unusual to hear the sound of a big truck coming down his residential street, the sound of a diesel engine and loud airbrakes caused him to get up from his chair to peer out his office window.
Barely eight o'clock in the morning, a moving van pulled up across the street behind a car that had pulled up ahead of him. He watched as a long legged, blonde woman emerged from the driver's seat to interact with the movers. Is she his new neighbor? Damn, she looks just like that porn actress, Susan, he had just been watching. Wondering if he was seeing things and wondering if he was imagining her being the same woman he had just watched on television, he could only hope she was the same woman.
Not knowing or caring about the rest of his neighbors and how they'd feel about a porn star living on their street, he'd love for a porn star to move in across the street from him. He hoped she wasn't just the real estate agent. Maybe his days of staring at his wife was starting to brighten. He wouldn't mind a new view especially one where she forgot to pull her shades at night before undressing.
'Wow! She's hot. I'd do her,' thought William to himself when she emerged from the car with her short skirt up to her crotch. As if he was watching a flower bloom in superfast speed, he stared at her as she emerged from her car. His focused surveillance of her was rewarded when she flashed him her bright, while bikini panties while stepping from her car. 'Thank you Jesus,' he thought to himself.
To be continued...
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Everything changes for the better when a new neighbor moves in across the street.
Obviously, as evident by his intense interest in his new neighbor, William's marriage to Liz was over. Dead for a long time and living a lie, they maintained a happy facade for the sake of their friends, their neighbors, their children, and for the rest of the family, especially over the holidays. Maybe because he was older and fed up with the charade of being nice to people he didn't like, but the holidays, always a difficult time, were especially exhausting this year.
Not wanting to show a public display of affection for his wife, he spent the day at her parents' house and at his parents' house avoiding the mistletoe. With them visiting the relatives and no one visiting them, they didn't even bother with decorating a Christmas tree. There used to be a time when they looked forward to Christmas but now it's just another day.
Always looking forward to giving than receiving, buying Christmas gifts used to be exciting. Now Christmas gifts was more an awkwardly uncomfortable chore than it was a pleasurable exchange. He remembered those times when he surprised her with a vacation trip, a mink coat, and a puppy. Now he just goes through the motions. He buys her things that she wants and needs, instead of buying her things that he'd like her to have and she buys him the same stuff every year. Christmas once exciting is now boring.
"Merry Christmas Liz," he said kissing her cheek after giving her diamond earrings, Donna Karen Cashmere perfume, 2 flannel nightgowns, an 800 down vest, and a Polartec jacket.
Everything she wanted and asked to have, he bought her, but for a shotgun. He wondered if she was taking up hunting with the flannel, down, and Polartec. He could see her sitting in a blind with shotgun in hand while wearing her diamond earrings, perfume, down vest, and Polartec jacket over her flannel nightgowns while waiting for the ducks and geese to fly by overhead. Only, his wife wasn't a hunter. The only hunting she ever did was when she bagged him. After she married him, she never had to work another day in her life. Living a life of luxury, she wanted for nothing.
Without even having a clue what to buy a woman who has everything and a woman he's known longer than he's been single, he had to ask her hairdresser, her friends, and her sister for hints of what his wife would want for Christmas. He even dared ask his wife what she wanted for Christmas. How absurd was that especially when he always knew what she wanted for Christmas, birthdays, and anniversaries before? No longer interested in pleasing her and in celebrating the holidays with her, even he was embarrassed by his lack of knowledge, concern, and consideration for his wife. His lack of feelings were highlighted, spotlighted, and culminated with the advent of Christmas in the selection of a Christmas gift for her that she picked out and asked him to buy her. With no surprises and joy, there was no fun in shopping for gifts and wrapping presents.
"Merry Christmas William," she said handing him his yearly $100 gift card to Starbucks, renewed subscription to Penthouse and Playboy magazines, a selection of assorted tools, a bottle of single malt scotch, and Adele CD's. He loved Adele.
Sometimes, when he was alone and especially horny, he masturbated to her CD's as he imagined her singing to him while she's topless. Unlike his wife, Adele has big tits. Only, as soon as she opens her mouth to speak in that God awful Cockney accent that she has, as if she was a hillbilly from Kentucky or Tennessee, she ruins the moment and the image that he has of her as a sexy diva. Still, he loves her voice and her songs erase the misery that he has now living in a loveless marriage.
"Don't talk," he imagine saying to her. "Just sing while I masturbate and feel your big tits Adele."
Beyond wanting to be finally free of Liz and sometimes wishing she was dead as he used to do when they first started drifting apart, he was the one who had already died in living his life or, more appropriately, not living his life while still with her. Now. as if strangers sharing a house and a kitchen, they just coexisted in strained silence. No more small talk. No more belly laughs. No more watching television together and sharing what happened in their days when apart from one another.
Sometimes they go days without seeing and interacting with one another. Now that the kids are gone and busy living their lives, when he could and should be doing things and going places with her, he does everything without her. What many men wish they had, a life free of their wife, he wished he had her in his life again. Only, with too much water under the bridge, he had no idea where to throw out a lifeline to save his broken marriage. Tired of doing things and going places alone, his marriage was a sham and he was wasting his life living with her. He should be happy but he's miserable.
With the holidays finally over, the reality of spending another cold, miserable winter with his cold, miserable wife was something that he dreaded. He hated watching those fucking absurd Cialis commercials with those tall, thin, good looking models laughing and talking while acting as if they're so happy to be with one another before climbing in separate bathtubs. Why separate bathtubs? What is that about? If they're about to have sex, shouldn't they be sitting in the same bathtub? Perhaps because, unlike Viagra, only good for four hours, Cialis stays in a man's system much longer so that he can bathe in his own fucking bathtub to have sex later.
'Assholes. That's just stupid,' he thought every time he saw that commercial.
He was envious of their imagined relationship. He wished he had their imagined life. He wish his wife looked like one of those thin, beautiful models in the commercial, not that his wife is bad looking, she's not but there was something about seeing those models that made him blatantly realize that he was missing out on living his life. Moreover, those models were a good twenty years younger than his wife and he'd love to have an affair with a hot 40-something-year-old woman.
Yet, time and again, every time he saw that commercial he wished his life was more like their portrayed lives. Truth be told, paid actors just playing a part to make old men like him feel sexually frustrated, alone, and lonely, the couples they showed on the Cialis commercials aren't married to one another which is why, no doubt, they look so fucking happy. Always, it hurt his heart to see another couple his age, a bit younger or a bit older, happy to be with one another when he's so alone, sad, and lonely. In reality, he wondered how many times those models were married and how many times they were unfaithful in their marriages. Maybe had he had an affair, he wouldn't feel the way he felt right now, sadly unhappy and depressingly unfulfilled. Maybe had he had an affair, he wouldn't feel as if he was missing something but the same old stuff with a different woman named Helen or Betty instead of Liz.
"I should have had sex with my secretary," he said for no one to hear.
'She was ready and willing. Always giving me the eye, flashing me her panties in up skirts and her bra and cleavage in down blouses, she was always coming on to me. She would have had sex with me right in my office. She wanted me in the way Liz once did and in the way I wish she wanted me now,' he thought while rehashing his inability to cheat on his wife, even in a marriage that was over and had been dead for years.
A difficult step to take, one he never thought he'd go through, the best thing he's ever done and the best sleep he's ever had, was when they decided to have separate bedrooms. Railing against sleeping in separate rooms before, having a good night's sleep now instead of hoping for sex then was a real blessing. Maybe had they had separate bedrooms from the start, they'd still be a couple instead of being estranged while still living in the same house. For merely financial reasons they live together while remaining apart.
"Maybe we should have separate bedrooms," she said nonchalantly without even looking up from her book after he complained that she was snoring all night.
Her words hit him as if they were the final nail in their marriage coffin. 'Til death do you part, he'd rather be dead than to go on living like this. This was no way to live. For a man with his education, career success, and money, he should be having fun. He should be going out with friends, going places, and doing things, just as those models do in those Cialis commercials, instead of hiding in his house.
"Separate bedrooms? Out of the question. I'm not sleeping alone. I can't sleep alone," he said. Something he never thought about before she had him thinking about now.
Able to masturbate in private, now that he sleeps alone, he feels rested and younger instead of feeling tired and old. Instead of trying to fart in silence, now he allows his farts to rip through his pajama bottoms without worry that he'd be waking her and stinking up the room. Yet, sadly, not even privy to seeing her remove her clothes to change into her nightgown, as if closing the lid on the coffin of their zombie like relationship and dead marriage, it was then that he realized that their marriage was finally and officially over.
Mourning the loss of her in his life as if she had died, even though she was right there every day, he didn't know how to fix what was broken between them. Just as he couldn't remember when they shared a belly laugh in the way they used to always do, he couldn't remember the last time they had a real conversation. Always strained, disjointed, and truncated by interruptions and their thoughts in desires going off in different directions instead of jointly meeting somewhere in the middle, their conversations always ended with her bitching at him and him walking away in frustration. He was the type who'd leave rather than argue, a peculiarity for a lawyer to flee a confrontation without first arguing his case and pleading for her indulgence and mercy. Only with all of his appeals exhausted, trying to argue with her was a mute point and a nolo contendere decision.
Even though they slept in separate bedrooms now for a few years, as if she's no longer of this Earth, he still mourns the loss of his wife in his life. He misses the way his life once was with her always so happy to see him and to please him. With no one to talk to except for his friends and neighbors, unable to share the secrets he once dared to share with his wife, he's lonely. For so long his wife was his best friend, his lover, and his companion and now there's no word for what they are. They're nothing. They're over. Just as he doesn't care where she goes and what she does, she doesn't care about him either.
Still feeling that she was in his life because he saw her every day, unlike a divorce the sorrow of her not there anymore has yet to hit him. Nonetheless, with no one to cuddle and no one to spoon, he's grown cold without her warm body there in his bed to let him know that he's not alone. He wished things were the way they once were before they had children and with the responsibility and expense of maintaining this big, empty house. Once thinking he was so handy that he could fix anything, a lawyer who could unravel any problem and give advice to any stranger for a perfect solution, he was at a loss how to fix his own marriage and how to continue communicating with his own wife. He was baffled by his wife and troubled with his life. A diversion from his misery, he didn't know what else to do other than to lust over his new neighbor.
'She's a real beauty,' he thought continuing to watch his new neighbor from his office window. 'She has big tits too, at least a D cup, maybe even a double D cup.'
Torn between thinking of Liz and watching this neighbor, he mindlessly watched his neighbor while trying to figure out what to do with his wife. How could something that burned so hot for so long turn so cold overnight? She treated him as if he had an affair when he hasn't. A line he's never crossed, yeah sure, he looks at other women while imagining what they'd be like in bed but he never touches, solicits, and/or propositions anyone, even though he's had plenty of opportunity to do so.
When they first met, Liz was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. Unable to eat, sleep, and breath without her, never had he wanted to be with a woman as much as he wanted to spend his life with her. Tall, striking, and shapely, even now, three and a half decades later, she still casts a sexy silhouette and dark shadow over him that he can't escape. Truth be told, even though she's been a real bitch to him lately, he still loves her. He still wants her. He still wants to stay married to her but not like this.
Even now with just a look, a laugh, or a smile, he sees glimpses of the woman he fell in love with and the woman she once was, fun, funny, and exciting. No doubt, for the love of her, she's made him a better man, albeit now a sexually frustrated and confounded man. What he thought he'd have in her as a companion later in life when he retired, she acts as if she doesn't even like him, never mind love him. He had no idea how to fix what was broken.
There was a time, especially when they first met, that they couldn't keep their hands and lips off of one another. Having sex day and night when they were first married and continuing like that for three, happy years, he noticed a change in her when she became pregnant with their first child. Maybe it was hormonal, maybe it was motherly instincts, and/or maybe it was a path that she had to walk to continue on with her life but, whatever the reason, she changed for good. Taking much of the blame himself then, he wasn't so free to blame all of it on himself now, especially now that he's seen a different side of her, an angrier and bitchier side, and a side he's never seen before.
It was when he was building his career and making his mark, his reputation, and his name that they drifted apart. With him working long hours, he was never home. A difficult time for both of them, understandably, with her priorities changed too, she was more focused on her baby then on him. More than that, as if watching her with her child from afar, feeling detached and excluded instead of included, it was then that he faded from her attention and from being the spotlight of her attention to being just a blip on her radar screen.
He wasn't the one who had given birth and, instinctively, she was unable to include him in all that she felt while holding, breast feeding, and caring for her child. Instead of being her lover, he was relegated to being her husband and the father of their children, a role that he wasn't ready to play all day and every day just yet. He still wanted to be her lover.
What should have strengthened their marriage, having children, albeit three demanding and all consuming, ungrateful, little being, it was then that their marriage began to suffer and crumple. The strong foundation they once had quickly eroded with outside pressures, complications of interfering grandmothers, and mandatory invitations to see relatives he'd rather not see. In between all of that was all the cross country and international trips he was required to take and the long hours he had to work. Ready to breakup on the rocks, his marriage was adrift on stormy seas.
As if they were stranded and marooned on an deserted island and so alone with their bad selves, he watched her and their children fade from sight while he paddled off for work. Gone for days on business trips, with his children walking and talking without him sharing the joy of their first steps and first words, he missed so very much of all that happened in his absence. With his mind on the legal issues of others, even when he was there with her and their children, it was obvious by their strained interactions that he was no longer an integral part of their life and of this family. Half a world away, with London, Tokyo, Hong Kong, and Beijing waking up when he was going to sleep, his attention was always somewhere else. With his mind filled with other things, his focused attention changed from her to his work.
With the romance over, an exciting blip that didn't nearly last as long as he hoped it would and as long as their marriage promised to last, he felt cheated that he only had one, short, albeit exciting ride on the big rollercoaster of his quickly fading and changing life. Seemingly, by the joy she still has in her children and now her grandchildren, something that makes him feel even more detached, disconnected, and alienated, she's just beginning her fun at the amusement park with her family by her side, while he's wandering off alone and without being there to experience all the fun and pleasure. Being that he's been the one paying for all of their admissions to the fun fair, never able to relax enough to experience their fun because of his high pressure job, he was on the outside looking in while watching his family do all the things that he wished he could do.
"What about me? When is it my turn? I'm tired of working so hard for all the things I miss," he said with sadness.
'No one said that life would be fair,' he thought to himself while watching his new neighbor carrying in personal items from her car.
'Damn, she's such a beautiful woman. Maybe because she's so tall, blonde, and busty, she reminds me of how Shannon Tweed, Gene Simmons wife, used to look before she got old and had that ridiculous facelift.'
Too late now. By the time Liz focuses her attention back on him, if ever, he'll be too old to care. The grieving widow, he'll be dead and buried by then. Just one more time, he'd like to have one last, long ride on the rollercoaster of his sexual life while throwing up his arms in the air, screaming with joy, and cumming with excitement.
While imagining her naked and in bed with him, he watched his neighbor walking around outside and instructing the movers what to do. Just one more time, he'd love to know what it felt like to make love to a woman as beautiful and as sexually exciting as Liz was back then and as beautiful as his neighbor is now. He wished he could go back in time to relive their romance to figure what went wrong. Was it just living too busy of a life that interrupted and ruined their love affair? Whether it was with Liz or with someone else, just one last time, he'd love to have another chance at a love affair before he died.
In an out of her house carrying things, he watched his new neighbor open her car door to lean her hot body inside her small car. Away from the view of the movers but in direct view of his office window, he watched her short skirt climb higher as she reached longer. She had nice stems, the nicest legs his seen in a long while.
"Bend just a little more honey and you'll give me an up skirt shot of your panties, that is, if you're even wearing any."
Just as he thought that, flashing him her bright, white bikini panties, she leaned all the way in her car to get something, a pair of jeans.
"Now where are you going to change into those?" He watched her sit in her car seat, kick off her shoes, and put on her jeans beneath her short skirt. Then, removing her skirt, she abandoned her shoes for her sneakers. "I have a feeling that this neighbor is going to give me a nightly, striptease show," he said. "Exhibitionist woman, meet voyeuristic man."
Now that they barely speak to one another, he's taken residence upstairs with the dog and she lives downstairs with her damn, spoiled, special diet of a cat. Much in the way she's grown to be, with the cat being so fussy, the dog will eat anything and everything put down in front of him, be it dog food, cat food, or cat poop. He couldn't imagine living the rest of his life like this, alone with his bad self in a room with the dog as if they're caged animals at the zoo. Yet, things could be worse. Better than getting a divorce and splitting everything he worked so hard to amass in half while paying exorbitant legal fees for something that he could do himself, at least they don't argue.



No doubt, they'd actually have to feel something enough to fight but those loving feelings died long ago when he embraced his job and she embraced her children. It would be horribly uncomfortable if they were at one another's throats. Instead, as if existing in an asylum while beating his head against the wall, he suffers his sexual frustration in silence. She speaks more to the mailman than she does to him and he has more to say to the young, pretty woman at the coffee shop than he has to say to his wife of thirty-five years.
"What happened? Where did our love go?"
It wasn't until a new neighbor moved in across the street that everything changed, including the view, especially the view, and all for the better. William watched her from his upstairs office window as if he was a wild dog not allowed out without his leash and without his wife to control him. She was so damn gorgeous. She was so damn sexy. She was so damn shapely. She was so damn blonde.
"Hello beautiful. Who are you?"
She was tall but not too tall. In the way she stood against her door frame and walked outside to move up against the moving van men, he figured her for 5'9". Taller with heels, being that she was wearing flats and much taller and better looking than the average woman but shorter than a runway model, he indelibly noted that she was the perfect height for his 6'3" frame. He imagined pushing her up against a wall to kiss her while reaching around behind her to feel her perfect ass and fondle her big breasts before making love to her.
"Oh my God. Is she really my new neighbor? I hope she's not the daughter or the real estate agent waiting for another elderly woman to move in across the street from me," he said to himself while staring at her as if watching a movie. "She'd make my day and my life complete, if she moved in across from me, so long as she doesn't have a compliment of kids with her too."
'Something in the Way She Moves,' the Beatles song came to his mind while watching her gliding along the sidewalk instead of walking.
She reminded him of Liz when she was that age. Difficult to tell with a woman, he figured her for late thirties early forties while hoping for the latter than the former. He cringed at having an affair with a woman who was too close to his daughter's age. He could only imagine the disapproving stare of disappointment his daughter would give him.
"How could you Daddy? How could you do that to mother? She's nearly my age. She's young enough to be your daughter," he imagined his daughter lambasting him if ever she was to find out that he was having an affair with his new, sexy neighbor. "Pervert!"
Only, not having even met the woman and he was already in bed with her. Besides, it would be one thing to have an affair, but quite another thing to have an affair with a younger woman. There was just no way that Liz could compete with a younger woman just as he couldn't compete with a younger man. Without doubt, if he dared try to seduce her and if Liz found out, his new neighbor would be the ruin of him. He'd be hauled into divorce court faster than he could hide his assets. No doubt, if he was going to have an affair, Liz would rather he have an affair with a woman her age, a bit younger, or even a bit older. Knowing her as he did, she'd close her eyes to that but not to this, an affair with a younger woman.
Something he's never done with any woman before, other than with his wife when first meeting her so very long ago, he imagined himself holding her around her slim waist and kissing her in the moonlight. He imagined himself whispering sweet nothings in her ear while promising to love her forever. He imagined her being his second chance at the life he missed having with Liz and doing all the things with her that he should be doing with his wife. Sure, he's lusted over lots of other woman before, in movies, magazines, at work, and while driving down the street but that was just sex. Seeing her for the first time as if experiencing love at first sight, when he thought of his new neighbor, he thought of being romantic with her rather than being sexual with her.
Unable to remove his eyes from her, he felt as if he was watching her in a play and he had the perfect, lower balcony seat to see all of the action. In just watching her, reading into her more than he should and could, he imagined himself talking to her about everything and laughing over nothing. With one hand around her slim waist and his hand resting on the top of her round, firm buttocks, he thought about holding hands with her while walking with her in the sunshine, in the moonlight, and down the aisle. Having been alone too long, he wanted someone in his life, someone who reminded him of Liz and someone who could give him all that he's lost.
Going where he's never gone before with anyone, always the faithful husband, the obedient companion, and the loyal friend, he imagined himself lying next to her in bed naked and in the dark and saying things to her that he'd never dare say to his wife. Then, as if to prove to himself that she was real and he was there with her and not having a sexual fantasy, he imagined turning on the light to look at her naked body, stare at her, and touch and feel her in places where he hasn't touched and felt his wife in years. If only he could have an affair with her, he would. Only, he didn't even know her name.
"I wonder what her name is?"
To be continued...
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Bill watches his new neighbor moving in with great lust.
Having just seen her for the first time and without even knowing her name, he imagined her in heels and with her hair up. He imagined her escorting him to the Oscars. He imagined sitting with her at the 50-yard line while watching the Super Bowl. He imagined the two of them cruising to some remote, tropical island to tan in the sun, play in the sand, swim in the sea, and make love under the stars in the moonlight. He imagined walking down the aisle from the altar with her after dumping his wife, whatever was her name, and marrying her. Suddenly, caught up in wondering what his new neighbor's name was, he forgot his wife's name.
Already imagining him having an affair with her, how could such a woman have such a strong hold on him when he's yet to even meet her and didn't even know what to call her? Maybe he's going through something, another rite of passage that comes with age just before retirement and collecting Social Security checks. Yet, whatever he was feeling for her and/or going through with himself, one last rollercoaster ride, he'd loved to spend the rest of his life dancing with her as his last chance partner. With her by his side, already feeling the excitement of a Prom date, he'd looked forward to living life again. With her in his bed, he'd never feel sexually frustrated again.
In the way of Michael Douglas with Katherine Zeta Jones, she was young but not too young. More mature than the young women that men like him lust over while walking through the mall but still a good twenty years younger than he was, she was a sexy sight for his old, horny eyes to behold. He'd loved to take her to Vegas and walk through the hotel lobbies and casinos with her by his side while playing some fast action on the tables before having some hot action in bed. In the way he once did with his wife, now his last hip, hip hoorah, he'd love to go everywhere and do everything with her.
She was the type of woman who made him happy that he just refilled his eyeglass prescription and asked his doctor for Cialis pills. Probably, no doubt, from watching one too many commercials, he didn't even know why he ordered the Cialis pills when he did. He wasn't having sex with Liz or with anyone. He hasn't had sex with his wife in years. Yet, now armed and dangerous with his perfect, 20/20 vision and prescription of little, yellow pills at the ready, when staring at someone like her, he'd want to see her clearly without the blurred vision and without having the softly, disinterested cock he once experienced.
Reading into her as if he already knew her, without doubt, by her beautiful face and shapely body, she was old enough to know better than to get mixed up with him, an older, married man. With all of his lame excuses already used by other men, if he ever was to have an affair with her that was discovered, his only viable defense as evidenced just by the sexy sight of her, he could always claim temporary insanity. For someone who looked like her, she'd be worth a trip to the mental institution to forever have the memory of making love to her.
"Just as my wife no longer wants me, my new neighbor would never want me either," he said sadly while already feeling rejected by her.
A troubling reality, why would someone like her want someone like him? If only he was younger, thinner, and had more hair. If only his name was Chad, or Brad, or Reggie and he looked hot in tennis shorts, a Speedo, or had a string of Polo ponies, maybe he'd have more of a chance with her. Yet, truth be told, looking more forward to retirement and to sit in a rocking chair somewhere dry in the sun than to begin a sexual relationship with a woman who'd surely give him enough sexual pleasure for him to die happy of a heart attack, he was an aging barrister at the end of a long and successful career.
Jumping way ahead of himself, having much to lose with his ties to the community and his confessed love for his wife, if only he could remember her name, he should have known better than to want someone he couldn't have in the way that he wanted his new neighbor now. No doubt, he'd be better off if he just bought a sports car and racked up some speeding tickets. As if having a crush on a movie star, his chances with her was less than the chance he'd have at winning the lottery or at winning a case that had been selected to be heard before the Supreme Court. Never having won the lottery, he never even had the opportunity to try such a case before the Supreme Court either. Only, he wished his luck would suddenly change in seducing her, his beautiful new neighbor.
Nonetheless his immediate attraction to her by his obvious reaction when his cock awoke to an erection just by the sexy sight of her, he couldn't imagine someone like her wanting to be with someone like him, a man who had seen better days. Able to afford to buy a house on his street, she didn't appear to be the type of woman who needed his money either. Just as it had been a long time since a woman gave him a double take, a second glance, and the eye, it had been a long time since any woman has given him an erection just by the sexy sight of her. Past his prime, feeling much younger than his age but sometimes looking a lot older, especially in the early morning or late at night, he had just turned sixty-years-old.
Sixty years old? He was just forty-years-old. What the Hell happened? Where did the time go? What happened to the last twenty years? Except for bits and pieces, he couldn't remember anything of the last twenty years but for major events. No doubt, looking at how young she is, he has hats, shoes, and golf clubs that are older than his new neighbor is.
Being that she was alone in her new house, he wondered if she was married. Maybe she's divorced. Nonetheless her marital status, he wondered if she had children. Someone who looks like her must have a man in her life. Being that there's always a good reason why someone is alone, he wondered what was wrong with her. Maybe she murdered her last two husbands and bought the house with their life insurance money. Maybe she's a terrorist living innocuously in suburbia until she receives a phone call with detailed instructions on how to assassinate the President.
Nonetheless, her possibly being a murderess or a terrorist, looking for clues in who she was by the furniture and possessions that the movers moved in her house from the moving truck, he persevered in his study of her. He wondered if she liked dogs, a dog as dirty as he was to lick her face, blow in her ear, and impale his tongue in her mouth before spreading her legs and having her put her ankles upon his broad shoulders while he licked and fingered her pussy. Who knows, maybe someone like her could teach someone like him, who didn't have a Facebook page, never texted a message, and didn't know how to Twitter, some new tricks?
Oh, yeah, he'd love to be her dirty, albeit old, loyal dog of a neighbor. Dangerously convenient, how good would that be to have his mistress living across the street from him? Only, with her living just across the street, how would he see her unnoticed by his nosey neighbors and his angry wife? They'd have to drive their cars to a secret hideaway to discreetly meet somewhere off the beaten path. No doubt, he'd have to get an apartment somewhere in the city.
"Woof! Bow wow," he said for no one to hear when he saw her bending down to pick up something she dropped. "Wow, she has such a beautiful ass."
She was blonde but not a bleached blonde. He could tell that even from across the street.
"My compliments to my ophthalmologist," he said for no one to hear.
Even from this distance, he could tell that her hair didn't look like straw and feel like hay. With highlighted layers glimmering with multi colored highlights from white to honey to bright blonde and with all of the yellow hues shining to compliment the sun, her hair looked much lighter than straw and softer than hay. If there was such a machine that could spin the soft, gold, metal into hair, her hair was the color of spun gold.
He didn't have to see her blonde, magic carpet to know that she was a real blonde. He could tell by her eyebrows and by her complexion that she was a natural blonde. Even from where he stood, he could see that she had freckles. He loved women who had freckles. Maybe, one day, she'd allow him a closer and deeper inspection of her freckles that no doubt dotted her chest too.
"What are you doing?" He imagined his sexy neighbor asking him.
"Nothing," he'd say embarrassed that she caught him looking, leering, and staring down her blouse.
"Why are you looking down my blouse?" He imagined her asking him.
Duh? Why do you think I'm looking down your blouse, he wanted to say but didn't.
"I, um, was just looking at your freckles," he imagined saying with the nervous smile of a perverted, old lecher.
"Freckles my ass. You were staring at my tits, weren't you, you horrible, old man," he imagined her saying and storming off mad at him.
Now that he imagined that about her, how he perceived she'd react to catching him ogling her, he'd take care not to offend her when he did meet her. No doubt, if she was leaning over in front of him, he couldn't help himself from looking down her blouse or up her skirt. Only, keeping his eye on the prize by not allowing her to catch him ogling her, he'd rather be deemed her lover than some dirty, old man trying to get a cheap down blouse peek or up skirt view of her panty clad, blonde pussy. Surely, he'd much rather seduce her than to offend her with inappropriate leers.
He opened his desk drawer to retrieve his binoculars. Not much of a bird watcher, he's been known to spy on his neighbor's wives should they forget to pull their shades or close their blinds. Only with his neighbors as old and older than him, he hasn't had much of a chance to use his binoculars with any kind of sexual excitement since the Wilson's son had a big party when they took a cruise and left him to housesit. He never saw so many young, topless and naked woman in their swimming pool.
Wondering what color eyes she had, he wanted a closer view of her pretty face. Focusing on her while pushing his zoom lens, she had big, blue eyes that looked excited to be moving across the street from him, he imagined while knowing that was his fantasy and not hers. A little, white lie but something he needed to tell himself was the imagined truth he needed to continue the fantasy and to hold onto the ray of hope of being with her one day. He'd be crushed if she had a boyfriend or a husband. Only, someone who looks like her must have a man sniffing around her. Definitely, someone who looked like her would never be without a man.
Already planning his escape as if breaking out of prison with his warden ensconced downstairs, he planned his next big party in his head with her as the star guest and the main attraction to make all of his friends and neighbors jealous. He wondered how he'd get away with not inviting his wife to his private party, especially when they lived in the same house. Maybe he'll just wait until she's gone for a week to see her mother. While the cats away, hoping to God that she'd take her cat with her too, this big rat would play.
Not a typical Texas, blonde, beauty pageant winner, appearing to be blessed with more intelligence than that, if only judging her imagined big brain from her high forehead, she was beautiful nonetheless. She had that kind of beauty that took hold of him the first time he saw Marilyn Monroe, Morgan Fairchild, Elizabeth Montgomery, Kim Basinger, Heidi Klum, or Cheryl Ladd. Interestingly enough, he had lusted over them all in the way that he was lusting over her now. Knowing full well that it was his sexual imagination playing sexy games with his mind, she looked just like that woman, Susan, in that porn video he was just watching. Damn, she was beautiful, sexy and hot, just as beautiful, sexy, and hot as his new neighbor. How cool would that be if a porn star moved in across the street from him?
"Holy cow," he said for no one to hear but himself.
He wondered what it would take to bed her. He wondered what he could do to impress her or what he could say to make her interested enough in him for her to want to remove her clothes. He wondered about all the men she must have kissed and rejected to be so alone now. Feeling a sudden pang of rejection, he wondered with deep regret and pitiful sorrow if she was lesbian.
'Boy wouldn't that be a kick in the balls if she was a pussy licker instead of a dick sucker. That would be so unfair if she preferred women to men,' he thought to himself.
Yet, now that he thought more about it, one who always loved women, a licker instead of a sucker himself, if only by his own definition of lesbianism, then he was lesbian too. Nonetheless his admitted attraction to women, he was a man and not a woman and that trumped his definition of him being a lesbian. He wasn't a lesbian but a horny, old man who longed to recapture all that he's missed with his wife with his younger, beautiful, new neighbor. A reason for everything and a reason why she moved in across the street from him, he hoped she was his reason as much as he hoped she preferred sucking a cock to licking a pussy. Only, her being lesbian wouldn't be a total waste so long as he could watch.
She had big tits, not circus sized breasts but big enough and hung low enough for him to tell that they looked real and weren't created by some plastic surgeon's Playboy Playmate's image of what he thought women's breast should look like. Too many women who get breast implants tend to error on the bigger side than on the smaller. Being that she was tall, in the way of former Miss America, Linda Carter of Wonder Woman fame and Cybil Shepherd of Moonlighting fame, she was built to carry big breasts, the kind of breasts that had a deep line of cleavage in the way that Loni Anderson of WKRP fame had sculpted in her phony breasts. Mountains of mammary glands with a deep valley between them, he wondered if he stuck his mouth down her blouse and yelled 'bit tits,' if there'd be an echo.
'Big tits! Big tits! Big tits!'
Where Liz was a padded B cup, easily, his new neighbor was a D cup but he suspected that she may even be a double D cup. Wow. He could only imagine what it would feel like to kiss her while feeling her enormous breasts through her blouse and bra. He could only imagine what it would feel like to remove her bra and feel her big, naked breasts. He could only imagine what it would feel like to finger her erect nipples while she sucked his cock. With his horny hands and lips his true, built-in breast measurement tools, for sure, he'd have to more closely examine her breasts to tell their true size.
'If you don't mind,' he imagined saying to her as if he worked in a lingerie shop and was fitting her for a bra. 'Just one more feel of your big breasts and one more suck of your erect nipple will allow me to tell your true breast size.'
'Well, okay,' he imagined her replying. 'Only keep your pants on this time.'
Being that it was the winter and wouldn't be the summer for several more months, he envisioned her tanning year round. He imagined her sunning herself topless out back in the winter, the spring, the summer, and the fall without benefit of a coat. Moreover, imagining her being impervious to the cold, he'd love to see her lying on a snow bank without her bikini bra. He imagined her using him as a model to perfect an anatomically correct snowman she made with a cock created from an icicle that was as long and as thick as his cock. With her playing the starring role in them, how perfect his life would be if his sexual fantasies were his sexual reality with her in it.
William loved tall, young, beautiful, blue-eyed blondes with big tits. He wondered if his wife had spotted her yet. Just as he was watching her from the upstairs windows, he figured that she was watching her from the downstairs windows. Being that he didn't hear any noise coming from downstairs, he figured she was already watching their new neighbor too. He and his wife needed to get a life. They were home too much for them to be too focused on spying on their new neighbor.
Typical for this small neighborhood, Liz was always noticing things that were none of her business. Always snooping and spying in the way of Mrs. Kravitz on Bewitch, if she was a man she'd be a voyeur in the way that he is. Even after the kids were long gone, if she was a man, he'd have decked her already instead of staying together with her in this empty marriage for the sake of the house, the kids, and the dog. Nonetheless, more out of habit than anything else, he was still weighted down by the mistakes of romance and marriage that he made early in life.
No doubt, if he was single he'd be helping his beautiful, blonde, busty neighbor move and rearrange her furniture while hoping to catch a glimpse of her big tits with a few down blouses and her panties with a few up skirts, that is, before she had changed into jeans. No doubt, if he was single, he'd be inviting her over for coffee or tea or sex. If he was single, he'd ask her out to dinner, a movie, a ballgame, or for some heavy breathing and sweaty humping. Someone like her makes him regret being married. If only he knew that he'd meet someone like her twenty years ago, when he was 40-years-old and she was 20-years-old, he would have ended his marriage then before the children went off to college to bury him in college tuition debt.
With the four moving men she had, it was obvious that she didn't need his bad back, bad knees, bad hips, or his get out of their way help. She had plenty of help from the moving men making eyes at her. Nonetheless, if his wife wasn't downstairs watching her, he'd be out there introducing himself and telling her about the neighborhood and about the neighbors while warning her about this one and that one. Yet, in the way that he felt about her now, he was her biggest sexual threat. Already spying on her through his binoculars, what would he do tonight when she was hopefully and shamelessly parading around in front of her big, bay windows without blinds, shades, or drapes while in her sheer nightgown, low cut bra and sexy panty, or naked?
He wondered why she chose this house and this neighborhood to move into when all the residents were older instead of younger and were getting hip and knee transplants instead of being hip and cool. Ready to pounce if it wasn't for his wife being home, wishing he wasn't so hindered from making his move, he watched her as if he was a cat watching a canary. She had nothing on the windows and the lights were all ablaze in the house. He hoped she was a nudist and lived like that so that he could watch her dress when sipping his coffee in the morning and undress while having a cocktail at night. Way better than imagining Adele topless, he'd love to masturbate over the sexy sight of her dressing and undressing.
He wondered her name. Someone like her had to have a beautiful name. Someone like her could never be named Debbie or Linda or Liz in the way that his wife ruined the image of that name whenever he met anyone else named Liz. For such a soft name, that evoked the beauty of Elizabeth Taylor, Liz was a hard sounding name now, as hard as she was bitchy and hard to please. Now whenever he heard the name Liz, the name evoked an image of a female Nazi storm trooper holding a riding crop and beating him into submission. It would be okay if he was into sub and Dom stuff but, bruising too easily, a bleeder, and a big crybaby when it came to pain, he wasn't.
Why couldn't he be married to someone like his new, beautiful, blonde neighbor, no doubt named Alexandria, Evangeline, Isadora, Juliana, Katarina, Magdalena, Ophelia, or Veronica? Surely someone so tall, so blonde, so beautiful, and so busty must have a 4 or 5 syllable name. Surely someone like her must have a name that takes longer to say while evoking the beautiful image of her as he admired her magnificence.



'I'm so pleased to meet you Alexandria. It's such a beautiful day Juliana. What shall we do today Veronica,' he imagined saying to her before getting into his Mazda Miata, no Chevrolet Corvette, no Ferrari California convertible and waving goodbye to his wife Liz before giving her the finger.
'Arrivederci Liz. Ciao!'
Driving off into the sunset with Evangeline, Isadora, Ophelia or whatever the Hell her name, the life he imagined having with his new neighbor was already so much better than the existence he's suffered with his wife.
To be continued...
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Chapter 17
The Farmer's Daughter and the Traveling Salesman
In those days with the roads rutted and washed out by the first hard rain, unless expanding their routes and/or enjoying being stuck in the mud, traveling salesmen didn't stray and venture out much further than a few miles past the city limits. There were plenty of farms bunched together near the towns that they didn't have to travel too far for them to sell their wares. Yet, with money in short supply, farmers were a hard sell and salesmen had to travel further out to new territories to make their quotas. While returning to their home base to resupply, whatever was left in their wagons they sold to the city's residents at discount prices. Those who needed goods waited to catch the traveling salesman on the way back while hoping that what they wanted was still on his wagon and at a reduced price.
Based on the motto that if it wasn't broken they didn't need a new one and if it was broken they could fix it, the farmers that lived further away from the city had grown accustomed to being self-dependent and self-reliant. Using the handed down tools that their father's and grandfather's used, they preferred the old, worn things to the new, unproven ones. Anything shiny, fancy, or new fangled wasn't for them. Educated consumers who relied on their commonsense, they weren't much of the shoppers and preferred making the things they needed instead of buying what they didn't have and certainly didn't need.
Farmers traveled to Munich every other month to load their wagons with all the supplies that they needed and that they couldn't make themselves. As if squirrels loading their nests with food for the long, difficult snowy season, so long as they had the money, farmers took two wagons to town to get them through the winter. The only time they changed their routine and made an unscheduled trip to town, was when something broke that they couldn't fix or was when someone was hurt and they needed a doctor. Farmers could fix mostly anything but sometimes even they had to relent, order from the catalog, and wait for months until what they needed was shipped from the factory in Berlin, Frankfurt, or Heidelberg.
A long way from home, Otto's horse slowly pulled his wagon loaded wagon. Careful where to put his spokes, he didn't want to break an axle this far away from town. When he spotted Rachel in the distance, he changed his course and nudged his horse in her direction. Acting oblivious to him, she was outside sweeping the front porch. Only, as soon as she saw his wagon, hoping he'd stop and talk, so lonely that she'd even talk to his horse, a game she played, she ran outside while pretending that she was too busy sweeping to notice him. He continued moving his horse and wagon forward nearly up to the front steps before she turned to acknowledge him and before he began talking to her.
With her long, lush, chestnut hair, rosy cheeks, and shapely figure, having already traveled miles without seeing anyone, no doubt, the most beautiful woman he's ever seen, she was a sight to behold in the morning light. When most women he's seen her age are bursting with a baby on the way and surrounded by a brood of dirty and unruly kids, or are too obese from overeating, by the mere sexy sight of her, she made his jaw drop and his cock harden.
Normally up before the light of dawn, Olga was still upstairs sleeping, after being out in the barn most of the night again. Having gotten a late start, her father and brother were somewhere out in the fields working and wouldn't be home until lunch. If she wanted it, she had hours to be alone with a man she didn't know. For the first time in her life, as if a woman left alone in a shoe store, she was alone with a man she had never met before. Shocking for her to dare talk to him without her father and/or brother there as her escorts and protectors, she was wicked in her desire for a man, any man, even him.
"Hi, how are you?" He climbed down from his wagon. He removed his hat and looked skyward, when she didn't answer. "It's going to be a hot one today. I don't remember a summer this hot," he said looking at all of her as if she was standing there naked.
"Hi," she said resting her hands, her chin, and her opinion of him on the top of her broom handle.
"Is your husband around?"
He drank her all in as if she was a cold beer on a hot day. He looked all around her. Twitchy and fidgety, he appeared dangerously nervous. He appeared overly anxious. He appeared sexually interested.
Having never been with a man when alone before, she was unable to read the signals that she needed to tell him to leave and to be on his way. Only, in the way that he was looking at her, it would take the business end of a shotgun for him to leave. Generally not answering questions, especially personal questions posed from a stranger, she answered him anyway.
"I'm not married," she said looking at him as if he was a potential husband, while wondering if he was married.
He was good looking enough, older than her brother but younger than her father. Wearing his best city clothes, his clothes were different from the dirty overalls her father and brother wore every day. Used to being alone, other than being with her immediate family, it was a real treat to have someone to talk to, especially someone from the big city. Telling her that it's too dangerous for them to take her there, a place she had never been but always wondered about, when her father goes to the city, he goes alone or with her brother. She figured they got drunk and paid whores to sleep with them, probably the reason why they never took her along with them.
"As if my horse was on a mission to take the road least travelled and to put my life in a new direction, it's enchantingly odd how I found myself in close proximity to you. Here alone with you in this vast farmland, a wilderness of plowed fields punctuated with cow pies, occupied by more animals than people, this is a serendipitous meeting, indeed."
Not sure if he was complimenting her, making fun of her, or insulting her, he talked fast and funny with words she didn't always understand their meaning but figured out when he used them in his sentences. Unlike her home schooled father and dimwitted brother, he was educated, cultured, and sophisticated, where she wasn't. They didn't educate women in the way they educated men back then. Yet, regardless of her lack of formal education, she was holding her own in the conversation. Taught by her mother, unlike her brother and her father and unlike most people of the period, as if reading and writing was a secret language available only to the rich, she was able to read, write, and cipher.
Watching his movements and paying attention to his darting eyes, she could tell that he had a rough side to him. No doubt slick, he was as crafty as the fox her father has been trying to catch, before he eats anymore of their chickens. Now that he's here standing in front of her, obviously, this was him and certainly he was the one, the type of man that her father warned her about.
Fast with his mouth, he was probably just as fast with hands and fingers too. It was men like him, men who cheated farmers out of their money, when they paid them cash money for a deposit never to see him again. Wise country folk, as their barometer to someone set out to steal from them, no one but a criminal would stray this far away from the city. It wasn't safe for man, woman, or beast to travel these roads alone, especially in times so desperate after so many men were displaced by machines and out of work.
These were desperate and dangerous times. Carpetbaggers and scallywags littered the countryside preying on hick farmers. Then, in the way that Robin Hood controlled Sherwood Forest with his band of merry men, there were the murderers and thieves that lived in the Black Forest just waiting for someone to travel unescorted through their domain.
Nonetheless, what comes around goes around and even though these dishonest salesmen were intent on stealing from farmers, these were the type of men who were preyed upon too. These were the type of men who suddenly went missing, their pockets emptied and their horse sold and wagon and wares stolen while vultures cleaned their bones of all evidence of them. If she figured him for carrying a gun, she'd be right. Between snakes and varmints, the four legged and two legged kind, everyone carried a gun back then, a pistol, a shotgun, and a rifle.
"Who owns the farm?"
"My father."
Suspicious of strangers and taught not to volunteer information unless asked and even then taking care what to say and when to say it, even though she was eager to have a conversation, she divulged very little.
"Is he home?"
"No."
"Where is he?"
"He's out in the field, but he'll be home any minute," she said lying as her way to protect herself should he mean her any harm.
"This is a big piece of land to be working alone," he said shading his eyes to look out over the acreage before focusing his eyes back on her.
"He's not alone. He's with my brother and their field hands."
He raised his eyebrows, when she said that her father was with their field hands. No farmer made money enough to hire extra help, even during the picking season. Rachel and her mother were all the extra hands her father had. Trained well by a family untrusting of strangers, conversing with Rachel was like pulling teeth from a grizzly bear.
"What time do you think they'll return?"
"There's no telling what time they'll return," she said knowing they wouldn't return until lunch. "Depending on what they run into, they return home unexpectedly at different times every day," she said knowing full well that once they're working the fields, too far to waste their energy traveling back and forth, they only returned home for food.
"I see," he said taking out his handkerchief to wipe across his mouth and brow as if he was a man dying a thirst. He looked around her again, before taking out his pocket watch to check the time. Rachel figured by looking up at where the sun was positioned in the sky that it was barely 9 am and she'd be right about that too. "Do you think that I could get a drink of water?"
"The pump is over there Mister," she said pointing to the side of the house and following him when he started walking to it. "Help yourself."
"And for my horse?"
"There's a trough down by the barn," she said pointing.
He walked over to the pump, pumped it, and filled his hands with water to splash on his face and his neck before scooping some in his hands to drink. There was a ladle hanging there but he didn't use that, preferring instead to use his hands to hold the water.
"Do you know if your father needs anything? I come bearing all kinds of store bought goods. I'd give him a fair deal," he said, while removing the harness from his horse to leave the wagon where it was and to walk the horse to the trough.
"I don't know what my father needs," she said with a shrug of defiance. "Probably he doesn't need anything at all. He and my brother make everything they need."
It was obvious that he was reading her, as much as she was reading him. It was obvious that he wanted her as much as she wanted him.
"Being that I'm going down that way to water my horse," he said taking a long look at her again. "Do you think I can have a look in your barn?"
"My father wouldn't want me showing some stranger the inside of his barn," she said with sudden sexual excitement about personally showing him the inside of the barn.
Suddenly, in the way that her brother tied her mother to the horse stall, she imagined this man tying her helplessly and vulnerably there too before stripping her naked to have his wicked way with her. After what happened last night, being forced to stroke and suck her father while he touched her where no father should ever touch his daughter, she was still horny. After what happened the night before, witnessing her mother stripped naked and forced down to her knees to service her brother, while Rachel watched before running to her room to masturbate, she was ready to lose her virginity, that is, so long as he was man enough to take it.
Other than her father and brother, she had never been alone with a man before. She wondered if he was the same type of a man or because he was educated, if he was different from the way that her father and brother behaved towards her and her mother. She wondered if he respected women more. Or she wondered if him wanting to take a peek in the barn was just an excuse to get her alone in the barn.
"Otto, Otto Schmidt," he said offering her his hand.
"Rachel," she said accepting his hand.
"Now we're not strangers anymore, Rachel," he said enthusiastically pumping her hand in the way that he pumped the well. "So how about that tour of the barn?"
"Okay," she said biting her lip with as much trepidation as she had sexual excitement. If her father knew she showed a stranger the barn, she'd be whipped.
They walked to the barn together, after he tied his horse to the trough. Once inside, he walked around looking at this and poking at that. Rachel took her place in front of where her mother is usually tied. With her sweat and blood staining the wood dark, she didn't want him to see that. Only, as soon as she stood there with her back touching where he mother was tied, as if the ties that bound her mother came alive to bind her too, she became nervous, anxious, and sexually aroused.
"I sell dresses, too," he said turning to her and walking closer to her while staring at her. "What size do you take?"
"I don't know. I never bought a store bought dress. I make my own," she said looking down and away from his leering stare.
"Do you think your father would buy you a new dress to make you look--"
"I doubt it, Mister," she said not even allowing him to finish when he talked about her father. "My father doesn't waste his money on clothes and doodads."
"Otto. Call me Otto," he said walking still closer to her. "The color of mahogany in the sunlight, you have beautiful, lush hair," he said reaching out to touch her hair and taking it to his nose to smell it. "With your big, green eyes, green is your color and I have just the dress for you in my wagon," he said running his hand down the side of her.
Feeling the side of her and allowing his hand to fall to her waist before sliding down to her hip, he felt the roundness of her buttocks through her dress. Then he moved his hand to the front of her to ever so slowly. As if he was a pickpocket taking what was valuable to her for himself, he gently cupped her breast through her dress. Wanting to say don't, she didn't. Wanting to move away from his touch, she didn't move. Wanting to run screaming from the barn to the house, she stayed in place, while looking down at his hand before looking up at him.
Then, when he fingered her nipple that suddenly made an impression thought her dress, he leaned in to kiss her while still fondling her breast. Having never been kissed before by someone, other than her father and brother, she allowed him to part her mouth with his tongue. Even with her father and brother trying to kiss her while groping her, they were more interested in touching and feeling her than kissing her. Nonetheless the incestuous lust that her father and brother had for her, always able to squirm away from their grasp, she had never truly kissed a man before with a long, wet kiss in the way she was doing now. While alone in her room and touching herself, she often fantasized about a man kissing and touching her and now here it was happening to her as if she was sexually fantasizing about it.
While kissing her and feeling her breast with his other hand, he took her hand by her wrist and pulled it down to him. Shocked enough to withdraw her hand from his exposed cock, she was stunned when she felt warm, hard skin. She looked down at him and his erect prick was already out of his pants. How did he do that? When did he do that?
Sexually aroused by the sight of his engorged prick, mindlessly, she stared at his cock, while he unbuttoned her dress. Once exposing her big breasts, fingering, pulling, and tugging at her nipples, his hand was feeling her breast through her camisole before moving that out of the way too. Again, this was the first time she was topless in front of a man who wasn't her father and brother. She remembered the sexy bathtub show she gave her father and brother last night and here she was now giving an encore presentation to a stranger.
"I'm a virgin Otto," she whispered in his ear as if saying no but giving him the go ahead to continue. "My father would not be happy if you ruined me for the man he wants me to marry."
Nonetheless her warning that she was a virgin and by the threat of the unhappiness of her father, even though she said no, her lips said yes while her hand never let go of his cock. Stroking and stroking him, she couldn't wait to feel him inside of her.
"That's okay," he said with a laugh. "I'll be gentle. Stroke me faster. Make me harder," he said pulling her hand with his while wrapping her fingers tighter around his cock.
Already possessing a strong grip from milking, in the way she had masturbated her father last night, as if she was milking Thelma, Hilda, or Emma, their milking cows, she wrapped her fingers more forcefully around his cock. Other then the sexual excitement her father had for her, she had never felt the sexual excitement of a man before and now she was feeling this stranger's sexual excitement for her now. She was enjoying masturbating him while he played with her big tits, fingered her erect nipples, and French kissed her.
For the first time in her life, she felt wanted. She felt desired. For the first time in her life, she felt important. She felt empowered. No doubt, she obviously wanted him as much as he wanted her. Had she known that all it would take was to have sex to not only make her feel like a woman but also like a person and an equal in a man's world, she would have had sex long ago.
"It's so hard," she said looking down at his cock again.
"Stroke me faster," he said moving her hand faster with his. "It gets bigger and harder, when you stroke me faster."
She stroked him while looking down at his erection. Something that she fantasized only doing to do with her father and her brother, she was afraid to touch them for fear that they'd take her to the barn, she was now doing with a stranger. Only, feeling safer with a stranger than she did with her own men folk, feeling safely in control of him, she felt safe with this man.
No doubt, an educated man, he'd never tie her to the stall. He'd never beat her. He'd never whip her. He'd never rape her. Yet, nonetheless what he wouldn't do to her, he was still about to have his wicked way with her.
"It's getting bigger and harder," she said stroking him faster as if she was playing a game with a pull toy.
"Relax," he said. "Not too fast," he said pushing on her shoulder with one hand, while going inside her dress to cup her breast and finger her nipple with the other.
With a gentle hand, he pushed down on her shoulder and Rachel fell to her knees. She stared at his cock before looking up at him. She smiled at what she was about to do.
"Do you want me to suck you Mister?"
"Otto," he said. "Call me Otto. You should at least know my name, especially if I'm the first man you'll suck."
"You're not the first man I've sucked," she said unembarrassed while looking up at him before looking down at his cock again. Taking his cock in her hand again, she slowly albeit firmly stroked him. "I sucked my father last night, not willingly, but I sucked him nonetheless, while my brother watched through the kitchen window. He forced me to suck him," she said. "If my brother only knew that I was sucking you now, he'd want me to suck him too."



"Then, you already know how to suck a cock," he said with a laugh and unmoved by her incestuous confession. Slowly running his finger across the length of her full lips, he lifted his cock as if to offer himself to her mouth.
"Other than sucking my father, I've never sucked a man before," she said flicking out her tongue to lick the head of his stiff prick.
"Just take it in your mouth and suck Rachel, while stroking me."
"Okay," she said opening her mouth to accept him inside.
As soon as she wrapped her lips around his cock and as soon as she swirled her tongue around his big prick, she could feel him surrender his will to her. She never thought that she could have such control over a man by just her hand and mouth. She couldn't imagine the control she'd have over him with her pussy.
Just as she enjoyed the feeling of taking charge of him with her hand, she liked the feeling of taking charge of him with her mouth. Then, when he put a hand behind her pretty, brunette head and held her head in place, while humping her mouth and fucking her face, she recoiled. Suddenly, this was no longer her sexual fantasy. This was too real. Suddenly, this was too much what her brother did to her mother the night before last and what her father did to her last night.
"No. I can't do this," she said standing. "I don't want you to cum in my mouth."
"Sorry, was I too rough?"
"It's just that..." she said pausing, while thinking that she'd only suck him on her own terms and not on his.
Now that she knew that she had control over a man with her hand and with her mouth, she wasn't about to relinquish the control to him for him to take over. She'd scream for her father and brother before she allowed another man to control her in the way they do.
"What? It's just that...what?" He kissed her and she returned his kiss only this time with even more passion than before.
She felt his knees go weak and she knew she had him by the balls. He was ready to do whatever she wanted, even take her innocence and her virginity.
"I want to feel you inside of me," she said whispering her lust for him in his ear before blowing her desire in his ear.
Checking for rats, he kicked at a pile of hay before pushing her back on a fresh stack while she lifted her dress and petticoats. Already wet and ready, with his cock already stiffly out of his pants, he was ready too. With just a pause and a gentle nudge, once he pushed by her hymen, he slid himself inside of her.
"Oh," she gasped after filling her hands with his jacket by pulling at the material.
Rocking his hips to hump her deeper, with just a gasp and a whimper, she wasn't a virgin anymore.
To be continued...
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Lay down your weapons and pick up your water guns. Ready? Aim. Fire.
Under the second Amendment, the right to bear arms, one of the reasons given for owning a gun is because it's in our constitution. Yet, as if that's the limit to our constitution, I dare say that the 2nd amendment, for all the wrong reasons, is the one amendment most quoted behind the first amendment, freedom of speech. Taking only what applies to some citizens for their benefit, few even pay attention to the rest of the constitution or the rest of our rights.
Do we stand up for everyone's civil rights in the way we protest in the street when our president wants a law banning a citizen to own an assault rifle and a machine gun? Seriously. All of this gun debate is pure and utter nonsense. All of this gun control debate was preplanned and organized just for you to buy more guns.
Look at you. You all think you're so smart. After the Newtown tragedy, fearing that 'they'd' pass laws banning such guns, you all ran out and bought assault rifles, AK47's, and Bushmasters. Shame on you. Stupid idiots. You're all a bunch of suckers.
'They' think we're all stupid and you are stupid for falling for their plan. 'They' duped you. 'They' used you. 'They' want you to protest the ban on guns so that 'they' can sell more guns and it's working because of you. You all bought a record number of guns.
"Congratulations. You are all now armed and dangerous. Your mothers, wives, and daughters must be proud."
My opinion on the gun control issue is that no one should be allowed to own and/or carry a gun, other than a hunting rifle for the expressed purpose of using it hunt game and not for humans. If someone kills someone with a gun by accident or by hate, they go to jail. If someone commits a premeditated murder with a gun, they get the death penalty. An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth, isn't that the law that all of you gun owners understand?
Other than someone wearing a police uniform, a military uniform, or associated with one of our government security agencies, FBI, CIA, DEA, Treasury, Secret Service, and NSA, no one should own an assault rifle or a machine gun. Period. End of story.
* * * * *
Under my suggested plan, when a new baby is born, when someone gets their Social Security card, their driver's license, and/or their passport, they receive a water gun. Now beat it, scram, and get lost before I shoot you with my water gun. You'd better not piss me off or I'll fill you full of water.
Yes, water guns. Instead of guns shooting bullets, I say that all citizens should be armed with water guns of any color and any size. It's just as ridiculous, isn't it? Further, anyone caught with a gun that shoots anything but water will be water boarded by a Mini Cooper full of clowns before they go to jail.
Huh? Water guns? Yeah, water guns. I love it. Everyone in America walking around carrying a water gun is safe from dying from a bullet, that is, until some psycho discovers that he can shoot gasoline from his water gun instead of water.
Hey buddy, got a light?
* * * * *
I don't know if you noticed this on television but someone is trying to tell us something being that all of the media outlets are controlled by only five, rich, and powerful white men. Suddenly, all of Charlton Heston's movies, Ben-Hur, Planet of the Apes, and the Ten Commandments started playing with the advent of the discussion on gun control, in the way that they filled the airways with Ronald Regan Bedtime for Bonzo old movies when he was running for president. Maybe it's just a strange coincidence by I don't think so. If you gun owners want to rail about something, rail about how 5 men managed to buy all of our TV and radio stations, our newspapers, and our cable TV networks. We all read and watch the news that they want us to read and watch.
"It's not the gun, it's the person," said Charlton Heston, ex-NRA president. "I'll give you my gun when you pry it from my cold, dead hands."
Can't you just see Charlton holding up his rifle over his head. Only, it's not the rifle that we want to take away, it's the machine guns. Unfortunately, they did pry Charlton's gun from his cold, dead hands and it's too bad because he's going to need a gun where he went when he died. Then, again, something tells me that bullets won't harm the Devil.
"Shoot me again Charlton. The bullets tickle," said Satan.
Alas, in the way that our forefathers foolishly made the second amendment, if only God made an 11th commandment, Thou shall own an assault rifle, a Bushmaster, or an AK47, we wouldn't even be having this discussion, right Charlton, if the above was the 11th commandment? Now what the Hell kind of name is Charlton anyway? Is the reason why you armed yourself with so many weapons because the kids at school picked on you because of your sissy name?
"We do not need guns and bombs to bring peace, we need love and compassion," said Mother Teresa.
Ah gees, another country heard from. What? I beg your pardon? Huh? And what I say to that is, what in the Hell does Mother Teresa know about love and compassion? C'mon, seriously, Mother Teresa? Are you kidding me?
Security! Who allowed Mother Teresa in the room for this discussion on gun control? Someone take her out back and shoot her. What? She's already dead? Gees, it's bad enough that I saw Charlton Heston's ghost but now I just saw Mother Teresa's ghost too.
In the name of the father...
* * * * *
"I keep hearing this fucking thing that guns don't kill people but people kill people. If that's the case, why do we give people guns when they go to war? Why not just send the people?" Ozzy Osbourne said that.
Out of the mouths of babes, huh? Wow, so very profound, I never knew he had that in him. Standing ovation. Standing ovation. Way to go Ozzy. This man fried his brain on drugs and he has one of the few quotes about gun control that makes any sense. So what does that tell you about your arguments over gun control? Go figure.
"As an unarmed man I have less chance of shooting myself if I don't own a gun," said Woody Allen.
Yeah, well, too busy with women a fifth of his age, we all know that 77-year-old Woody Allen's gun is in his pants and not in his pocket.
"Mo, Larry, the cheese," said Curly Howard about gun control.
He did. I swear to God he did. When those comments were made, they were aimed at firing a gun and not at fist fighting. Curly could take on anyone holding a gun on him, so long as he had the cheese, plastic explosives, that is.
"No gun has ever killed anyone but people have," said Wayne LaPierre current NRA president.
Twist, turn, and spin all your semantics as much as you want, Wayne, but all of us aren't as stupid as you hope we are for us to believe that crock of shit. Seriously, c'mon, doesn't Wayne LaPierre look a little like Hitler in training with that hair. All he needs is a little mustache, his hand held high, and a Nazi uniform.
"Heil Hitler! Buy more guns! Heil Hitler! Buy more guns! Heil Hitler! Buy more guns!"
"Guns don't just jump off the wall and shoot you," said Sylvester Stallone as Rambo.
"I love my gun," said Bruce Willis of Die Hard and Pulp Fiction kissing his gun.
He takes his gun to bed with him at night and sleeps with it beneath his pillow.
"I need my gun for protection," said Oscar Pistorius, the Blade Runner after he pumped four 9mm rounds into the beautiful body of his dead ex-model girlfriend, Reeva Steenkamp.
We all know where having a gun got Oscar, a free pass to jail, do not pass go, and do not collect your two-hundred-dollars. I don't know but maybe it's just me, why would the Blade Runner, who's as fast a speeding bullet, according to Nike, need protection from a 120 pound supermodel named Reeva Steenkamp? Was he afraid of her? Couldn't he have just said no, I don't want to have sex with you anymore? Go have sex with someone else.
It seems such a waste to shoot a supermodel because he didn't want her anymore or because she didn't want him. Maybe he was angry with her because she had cheated on him or was dumping him, now that she had a reality TV show and was on her way to fame and fortune without him and his help. Maybe she made fun of his blades or his lack of feet. Maybe all of the above are the reasons why he shot her with his 9mm gun.
Only, actually, oops, my error. According to the skewed logic of the NRA, Wayne LaPierre, and many of their brainwashed members, as if it makes a difference, it's not the gun but the shooter who shot her. Oh, I get it, I think. Let's see if I have this right, the gun didn't shoot her, he did. Is that it? He pulled that damn trigger four times and not the gun. It's not the gun's fault, it's his fault. Now it makes sense, I think, not really and not at all.
Bam! Bam! Bam! Bam! Bad gun. Bad, bad gun, I mean, bad Oscar. Now look at what you did. Yet, in the heat of passion, if Oscar didn't have a gun that fired bullets but had a gun that fired water instead, she'd be alive, they would have ended their romantic relationship, and life continues. Oscar would still be running and Reeva would still be modeling and appearing on her reality TV show. Now it's all a mess.
* * * * *
"I have a love interest in everyone of my films: a gun," said Arnold Schwarzenegger.
Actually, truth be told, Arnold had a love interest with every woman he's ever met, including his housekeeper. I guess we all know where the Terminator stands on gun control. Too bad he wasn't firing blanks when he impregnated his big breasted housekeeper, Patty Baena.
No doubt, if Arnold had his way, we'd all be citizens of Germany and he'd be King, even though he's from Austria. Heil Hitler. The Third Reich got the last laugh when they sent him to us. Only in California, Ronnie Reagan and Jerry Brown country, could Arnold have been elected Governor.
Elbowing his way in with the Kennedy's, he was a man who aspired to be President of the United States. Fat chance Arnold. You weren't born in America and according to our constitution, you can't be our president. Sorry. I don't think you'll be back. Do us all a favor and don't come back again.
"I have a very strict gun control policy: if there's a gun around, I want to be in control of it," said Clint Eastwood when he was making Gran Torino.
Can't you just see dirty Harry wearing a big hat, smoking a stogie, and donning a Mexican poncho before shooting everyone?
"Gun control? We need bullet control! I think every bullet should cost 5,000 dollars. Because if a bullet cost five-thousand-dollars, we wouldn't have any innocent bystanders," said Chris Rock.
"Ain't that the truth Chris. Ain't that the truth," I said to Chris. "Oh, by the way, you dropped your gun Chris."
"That ain't my gun. I don't own a gun," he said putting his hands up in the air as if he was under arrest while stepping away from the gun.
"I saw the gun drop from your pocket."
"Hey, I can afford five-thousand-dollars for a bullet. You're lucky I don't cap your white, round ass," said Chris picking up his gun and flashing it in my face. "Let me tell you something blondie, you got a gun, you don't have to work out," said Chris Rock.
"Hey, forget about working out, if you got a gun...you don't have to work. May I borrow your gun for a minute? I'll be right back with it."
"Yeah, sure, go ahead."
Susan walked outside to the nearest liquor store.
"Give me all the money in the draw and a bottle of your finest champagne."
Sadly, if Chris Rock wasn't so funny, I'd cry. As far as Clint Eastwood and Arnold go, both are pathetic, old men lost in a time when they looked better than they do now. They're still trying to act tough albeit with the help of the great equalizer, a gun. Unable to deal with aging, they buy guns, big guns, a .357 Magnum, the bigger the better.
"Go ahead, make my day," said Dirty Harry practicing his quick draw while brandishing his gun in front of his bathroom mirror.
"I'll be back," said Arnold holding an entire array of automatic weapons.
Guns make men someone to fear. Men feel powerful when holding a gun, especially a big gun and especially a gun that shoots more bullets. Guns make men feel like a man, the man, the bad man, and the dangerous man. Besides, it's the bad men that kill and not the good guns. Guns are good. It's the men that are evil. It all makes sense to me now.
In essence, we need to get rid of all the bad men and just keep the good guns. Only, how do we know a bad man from a good man when they all have guns? If only we didn't have any guns. If only we just had water guns, cap pistols, and ray guns that just make noise instead of shooting bullets.
* * * * *
"What happened? You shot him," said a witness.
"No I didn't," said Wayne LaPierre, the shooter.
"Yes you did. I saw you shoot him with my own eyes," said the eye witness. "You pointed the gun at his head and pulled the trigger just because he disagreed with you about gun control."
"I didn't shoot the gun. My gun shot the gun. I'm Wayne LaPierre, President of the NRA."
"Huh? I'm confused with you singing a different tune to the same, old song. You always blamed the shooter before and not the gun but now that it's you shooting someone, it's the guns fault. I get it. No matter, I didn't know you were a card carrying member and the President of the NRA. Carry on then. You're free to shoot someone else, so long as it isn't me."
* * * * *
One would have to be as crazy as Lee Harvey Oswald and all of those other shooters who have pulled the triggers in 62 mass shootings since 1982 to understand that argument. It's not the gun doing all of the killing but the person. Just ask a postal worker for an explanation as to why he takes his gun to work.
The gun is not the problem, he is. Is that it? Is that you're argument? Is that your story and you're sticking with it? Then, why do we ban guns from airplanes? I don't know. If the argument doesn't make sense one way, it's not the gun, it's the man, it surely doesn't make sense the other way either, it's not the man, it's the gun. How about we just remove the gun from the equation and just banned those automatic weapons that are responsible for the deaths of innocent people.
* * * * *
"All you need for happiness is a good gun, a good horse, and a good wife," said Daniel Boone.
Hopefully not in that order Daniel. He said that before the invention of the automobile and the frequency of divorce. I can see Daniel Boone driving a Mustang instead of riding a horse. Nonetheless, I seriously doubt that Daniel Boone would have a Bushmaster to kill Bambi.
"Did you kill Bambi, Daniel?"
"Did I kill Bambi? I slaughtered the entire herd with my Bushmaster. There was blood everywhere. There's deer in pieces all over the place."
Wouldn't it be more challenging to hunt with a bow and arrow or even a slingshot instead of a gun? Imagine the satisfaction you'd receive when you finally hit your target.
* * * * *
"America must not ignore the threat gathering against us. Facing clear evidence of peril (he must have been referring to the Republican party), we cannot wait for the final proof, the smoking gun that could come in the form of a mushroom cloud," said George W. Bush.
My skin just crawled and I just threw up a little in my mouth. I need to shower after quoting George W. Bush. Typical of something he'd say, what in the Hell does what he said have to do with gun control? I have a feeling that George W ate a mushroom and has been in a drug dazed cloud ever since college for him to say something like that. He's only quoted here because he's the man with his hand out waiting for it to be greased after he didn't sign the ban on automatic weapons and allowed it to lapse after 10 years in force.
Thank you Mr. President. Now look at what you've done. Shame on you. The spilled blood is on your hands. Newtown, Connecticut is on your head. How dare you! I bet if a madman killed his children or the children of a Republican congressman, God forbid, we'd have a ban on automatic weapons signed, sealed, and delivered. I bet if a gunman killed Wayne LaPierre's family, God forbid, he'd be singing a different tune. He'd be demanding a ban on assault rifles and machine guns.
"Every study on crime and or firearms proves time and time again, that 99.99999% of American gun owners do not commit crimes or use our firearms in any dangerous or improper way," said Ted Nugent.
Wow! How does he know that? Ted Nugent must be wicked smart to know that. Huh? Not.
Whenever you want to twist the truth, with most people unable to compute anything more mathematically difficult than filling out a lottery ticket, throw in a statistic. Huh? Wait. What did he just say? Even a DNA test is not 99.99999% accurate. That's odd. I thought for sure that the statistic for gun owners not committing firearm crimes was 99.98%. Who knew? Go figure. Go smoke another joint Ted. Now sit down and be quiet because you don't know what the Hell you're talking about. Junkie.
* * * * *
"If we don't get gun-control laws in this country, we are full of beans. To have the National Rifle Association rule the United States is pathetic. And I agree with Mayor Michael Bloomberg: It's time to put up or shut up about gun control for both parties," said Harvey Weinstein, film producer and co-founder of Miramax Films.
"All you need for a movie is a gun and a girl," said Jean-Luc Godard, French-Swiss film director.
Seriously Harvey, are you kidding me? Kettle black. You're contradicting yourself just a little bit here. Just to name a few, Pulp Fiction, Kill Bill, Rambo, and Seal Team Six: Raid on Osama Bin Laden, I guess Harvey Weinstein didn't get the memo. I guess he doesn't watch the movies that he produces. If he did watch the violence caused by guns in his own movies and was serious about gun control more than giving it publicized lip service, he'd never make another movie with a gun in it.
* * * * *
"I think there ought (I don't like people who use the word ought, do you? They sound snobbish, as if they think they're smarter than me.) to be some serious discussion by smart people, really smart people about whether or not proliferation of things like The Smoking Gun and TMZ and YouTube and the whole celebrity culture is healthy," said Stephen King.
The only hole in your suggestion Stephen is where in the Hell do we find smart people, really smart people, surely not in Washington? We'd need to go where the gun manufacturers and the NRA went, a think tank in Cambridge, Massachusetts filled with Harvard and MIT graduates to come up with their spin strategy of semantics and scare tactics on using the second amendment to sell more guns. We need to do what 'they've' done in putting fears in everyone that the government is going to take all of their guns away from them, not just the assault rifles and machine guns that this discussion is really about.
* * * * *
"Every time you cut programs, you take away a person who has a vested interest in high taxes and you put him on the tax rolls and make him a taxpayer. A farmer on subsidies is a part welfare bum, whereas a free-market farmer is a small businessman with a gun," said Grover Norquist.
Who is this guy and how did he get so powerful for every Republican congressmen, congresswoman, and representative to sign his no new tax pledge? What in the Hell does Grover Norquist know about farming anyway or anything for that matter? I'll tell you. Nothing. I rest my case, as if I'm going to believe anything that Grover Norquist has to say.
* * * * *
"Words can carry all the caliber of knives and guns. Don't think they don't. Their usefulness or value depends upon the character of the user, the nature of the intention and the accuracy of the aim. Think before you speak and speak with a clear and honorable purpose. Be kind when you should be kind, and when you shouldn't be kind, be calm," said Evette Carter.



Being that I'm a writer, the above quotation makes sense to me. The pen is mightier than the sword type of thing. Yet what I write here now may get me shot.
Seriously, without a doubt, if my government wanted to do something about gun control, they would but they can't, which is why they don't? Do you know why they can't and why they don't? It's the same reason why they don't do anything about jobs and unemployment, about wars, about finding cures for diseases, and about guns. Come closer to the computer screen so that no one else can see. Ready?
There's no money in giving Americans jobs, just as there's no money in stopping wars, finding cures for diseases, and banning assault rifles and machine guns. Just as there's more money in filling prescriptions for pills instead of finding the cures for diseases, there's more money in passing out bullets than in banning the guns. We're all expendable. We're all their test bed. Think of all of us swimming around in a giant Petri dish while those in power analyze what we'd do for them to come up with their next move to keep us down, demoralized, disenfranchised, and poor. If you want to feel bad for anyone in our population, besides our children, feel bad for the police. Stopping a car for speeding could get them shot dead. The NRA's lies a personal detriment to their safety, every cop in America should be arresting Wayne LaPierre for spreading his nonsense about guns.
Besides, it's too late now to reverse all that's happened from the time when Nixon was romancing China to open their doors for free trade back in the 70's. Too many of our good, high paying with overtime and benefits, manufacturing jobs have already gone overseas to China, Japan, Taiwan, Bangladesh, Sri Lanka, Brazil, and a dozen other counties that many of us only heard of when reading our clothing labels. Big business managed to bust all the unions. Now the only jobs that are available are part-time, low paying, service jobs, and day labor type of jobs, with no benefits and no security.
'They' all won and we all lost but don't fret. You still have you gun. If that's what you want to keep your gun, if that's the price you had to pay, you can find comfort in having an arsenal of guns. You just can't afford to pay all the licensing fees and to buy bullets, thank God, otherwise you, not your gun, would be out there shooting people because you're broke, unemployed, and angry. Make sense? Do you see where I'm going with this diatribe of an essay that's slanted against the NRA and all that's good instead of all that's bad? Only, I'm just warming up.
* * * * *
Just as selling guns is big business, making war is even bigger business. Just ask Cheney and Bush who are responsible for murdering our sons and daughters. Cheney got a sweet deal, a no bid contract for Halliburton to supply our armies with all that they needed for the Iraq and Afghanistan Wars. Nice. Just ask a construction company owner how profitable no bid contracts are and he'll tell you after he returns from buying a new luxury car and a bigger house.
In this time of government wasteful spending and the Republicans beating up on President Obama because he's not holding the debt ceiling line, Bush and Cheney not only wasted trillions of dollars on wars they couldn't possibly win but also Bush gave Cheney a no bid contract. Do you understand what's happening here? While you're watching American Idol and are too busy to care, when GW was president, a Republican controlled house and congress pushed bill through that benefited the super rich while Bush rubber stamped them.
Going to war with Iraq was never about helping to save their people from a dictator. The war on Iraq was never about finding weapons of mass destruction. There were no weapons of mass destruction to find. No weapons of mass destruction were ever found on Iraqi soil, yet these two clowns, Bush and Cheney, are out and about and living the good life while the rest of us suffer. Tell me, why didn't we go to war with Syria in the way we did with Iraq? Because there was no money in it for us to war with Syria. Matter of fact, we'd lose money if we pissed off the Russians and the Chinese.
"Money, money, money, it's always about the money. It's not about my rights or your 2nd amendment rights. It's about the money, you dig? Money is what makes the world around. Money is what 'they' all have at the expense of you and what you don't have at the expense of them. Money, money, money."
Now, separating guns from money, my suggestion is that instead of allowing our citizens to have guns, we give them water guns. If you turn in your guns, you deny them from making more money off your backs. Seriously. That way, if we have any anger issues, we whip out our water pistol and shoot the offender right in the face. Go ahead, squirt her in the tits or squirt him in the nuts. Yeah, that's right, go ahead, make it look like he wet his pants.
"Take that, asshole!"
As far as I'm concerned the only people who should have guns are those in the Military, the Police, or the protectors of our government, FBI, CIA, DEA, Treasury, Secret Service, and NSA.
Now you have the right not to like my story, but if you give me a lousy vote, I'm going to squirt you with my water gun. And you'd had better vote and make a comment or your entire family will be squirted. Yeah!
"Take that!"
The End
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Totally honest, open, and naked, Susan tells all about her past with her mother and brothers.
Knowing that I had to write this story for myself but being that this is Literotica, the site of the erotic and pornographic story, I took a chance in writing this as a non-erotic story with an incestuous title. I don't write very many non-erotic stories and especially not a non-erotic incestuous story. Yet, when I do write a non-erotic story, my stories manage to make the list of the most read Non-Erotic stories. I must be doing something right, even if this is just a non-erotic story.
No doubt, had I written this story as an incest story, I would have received tens of thousands of hits and hundreds of votes and e-mails. Yet, rather than posting this story for my fans, this was a story that I needed to write for myself. Writing this non-erotic story was my way of alleviating my mind of all these disturbing incestuous, sexual thoughts that I've had for years.
I know that not many readers will take the time to read a non-erotic story but I didn't care. If only for the sanity and salvation of myself and if nothing more than my peace of mind, hoping to clear my consciousness of all things incestuous, this story needed to be written. I needed to purge myself of incest so that I could be true to myself and not hide behind the facade that I'm just a writer of erotica and not a participant, a player, and survivor of incest.
Knowing full well that no one wants to read a non-erotic story, a story that's devoid of sex, a story that's filled with narrative, and a story without character development, tension, plot, dialogue, description, and imagery, I wrote the story anyway. For a story to be widely read on Literotica, the story must be either pornographic or erotica in theme and must have asses, tits, pussies and cocks. Taking the gamble that my story would either be well received or totally ignored, I risked losing some of my fans by writing this non-erotic story. Just as a comedian is only as good as his last joke, sadly, I'm only as good as my last story. Actually, being that I just wrote asses, tits, pussies, and cocks twice within the story, perhaps this story isn't so non-erotic after all.
Especially since this is such a disturbing story for me to write, not sharing so many of the details of my life with anyone before, I've always tried to remain a mystery and an enigma. I could have just written the story and then ripped it to shreds after reading it without posting it to Literotica. Perhaps that would have served the same purpose in cleansing my troubled mind. Perhaps in hindsight, after posting it, I may have wished I had destroyed the story instead of posting it to Literotica.
Without doubt, very easily and with little effort, I could have written this as an incest story. Being that this is actually an incestuous story, if I were to write it in that way, I may write it as such later. Yet, before writing the incestuous part of the story, I needed to flush out the back story and get that off of my chest first. If there was to be a chapter two and an incestuous chapter three, I needed to show the reader what happened to have created such a need in me to write chapter one as non-erotic story.
Otherwise too disturbing for me to write, by writing this as a non-erotic story first before throwing myself into the incestuous part of the story, I needed to distance myself enough from the back story to write the real story. Relieving the balled up anxiety and knotted up consternation from my mind, I needed to remove the pent up incestuous thoughts and sexual frustration that personally relate to myself before I could write this story as the mother and her four sons incest story that it is. Being that I was too much part of this story and still having so much guilt and shame, I thought if I wrote the first part of this longer story as a non-erotic story that I'd be safe from being fully immersed in the incestuous part of the story. It made sense to me when I was writing this story at the time.
A mother and her four sons, every incest lover's dream story, if I didn't witness the way my mother inappropriately acted around my four brothers with my own eyes, I wouldn't have believed my whore of a mother invited her four sons into her bed to have sex. Granted at the time of their incestuous affair, a sexual affair that lasted for nearly twenty years, with my four brothers all over the age of 18-years-old, they were all consenting adult. Still not one of them had the decency to say no to having incestuous sex, not my mother and not any of my brothers. Not able to wrap my mind around how something so perversely forbidden could happen, that was their mother that they were sleeping with and not some prostitute they found on the street.
Not surprisingly, yet not seeing it when it's blatantly pranced around in front of my face, I found out later that she was a prostitute. My mother the whore, was a hooker. Nonetheless, when my life was turned so upside down with my four, horny brothers having sex with my mother, I knew that I'd be next on their list. With all the inappropriate feels, touches, gropes, and incestuous, sexual suggestions already there daily, I had to leave. Easier said than done and with the lack of money being a continuing thread in my life, before I was immersed in their incestuous debauchery and forced to do what my uncle and cousin forced me to do to them when I was an 18-year-old virgin, I had to find a way to leave them behind. I needed to get the Hell away from all of them as fast as I could.
Instead of wondering and speculating why I am the way that I am, even though I now know all that happened to me, it's still disturbingly difficult for me to believe that, born from incest, incest is my life and that incest is my story. Something I've only seen and heard in horror on Jerry Springer, had I not lived through it, experienced it, and survived it myself, I never would have believed such a story if someone else told this story, my story, to me. I would have thought they were lying. I would have thought they were making it all up. At the very least, peppering their story with exaggeration to spice up their tall tale, I would have thought that they were embellishing their incestuous story by the use of liberal doses of creative autobiography. Especially if it was a man telling me this story, I would have thought that this story was their sexual fantasy and not something that really happened to them. Before I even realized that this was my story, I never would have believed that this was my story but it was. I lived it, I survived it, and now I write it here for you.
Now that I know that incest is so widespread, I wonder what the real statistics of incestuous sex are. Does anyone know? Being that so many readers of incest on Literotica are incest experts, can anyone hazard a guess? Unless there was an official incest survey taken, how would we know? Besides, afraid they'd be exposed as incest perverts, how many would answer such a survey on incest?
Is incestuous sex something that we tabulate or is incestuous sex something that we continue to sweep beneath the carpet? Seriously, how many mothers actually have had sex with their sons? How many fathers have had sex with their daughters? How many brothers have taken advantage of their sisters? How many sisters have seduced their brothers? Being that they're once removed, is having sex with aunts or uncles not as frowned upon as having sex with mothers or fathers? Tell me because I need to know why my mother had sex with her four sons.
What about cousins? In the way they've always been with royalty, are cousins incestuous fair game? Surely, having sex with your cousin isn't as incestuously depraved as having sex with your brother or sister. Right? Just as there are plenty of royalty throughout history who have had sex with their mothers, sisters, and daughters, there are plenty of Kings and Emperors who have not only had sex with their cousins but also who have married them too.
Just between me and you, just for giggle sake, let's see a show of hands. C'mon, don't be shy. No one will ever know that you've dipped your toe, immersed your foot, or dove in the deep end of the incest pool. How many of you have had sex with your mothers? How many of you have had sex with your fathers? How many of you have had sex with your sisters? How many of you have had sex with your brothers? How many of you have had sex with your aunts, your uncles, and/or your cousins?
Now for those of you who haven't had incestuous sex, just because you don't actually do it doesn't mean that you're innocent of having incestuous thoughts and without sin. How many of you fantasize over having incestuous sex while masturbating over the thought of seeing your mother, your father, your sister, your brother, your aunt, your uncle, or your cousin naked? Wow! There's quite a lot of hands and I see my mother right there in the front row sitting in the middle of my four brothers. Look at her. She's such an incestuous slut and she doesn't even care if everyone knows that she's sleeping with her sons.
What about having sex with your grandmother? With women getting pregnant earlier and older people staying healthy and in good shape longer, there's lots of hot grandmothers and hot grandfathers out there. Having sex with your grandmother is a real definition of having sex with a cougar. What about having sex with your grandfather? Now, there's the real definition of having sex with a dirty, old man. Be honest, if you could, if you were invited to their bed, especially if they promised to remember you in their will, would you have sex with your grandmother or grandfather?
Then, in addition to all those who are related to us by blood, there are all of those non-incestuous but forbidden sexual relationships of mother-in-laws, father-in-laws, brothers-in-laws, and sisters-in-laws. Being that they're not blood related, having sex with in-laws is not really considered incest, is it? That's more taboo and forbidden sex than it is considered incestuous sex. Having sex with your in-laws is a walk in the park compared to having sex with your mother, father, sister, and/or brother. After having sex with your blood relatives, I imagine that anything goes, even participating in the swinging lifestyle.
Moreover, normally with the son seducing his mother, how many lonely, sexually depraved mothers actually seduce their sons? Being that this is Literotica, the home of the incestuous, sexual fantasy, how many stories are fact rather than fiction? Based on fact instead of fiction, how many stories are truer than not? Does it all start out with an innocent foot massage, a back rub, or accidentally seeing Mommy or Daddy naked?
Maybe all it takes for a son to get his mother incestuously, sexually aroused is flashing her his cock. Maybe all it takes for a daughter to get her father incestuously, sexually aroused is to flash him her tits. Maybe all it takes for a son to want to bed his mother is to see an up skirt of her panty, an up nightgown view of her pussy, a down blouse of her bra, or a down nightgown view of her breast. Maybe all it takes for a daughter to bed her father is to see his engorged prick. We'll never know what goes on behind closed, bedroom doors.
Other than what I've read about the Sophocles' Oedipus Rex play in literature and Sigmund Freud's Oedipus complex in psychology, how many sons lusts over their mothers and how many mothers long to be sexually intimate with their sons? If what we believe is what we read on Literotica, then every son wants to make love to his mother and every mother wants to suck and fuck her son. Yet, in the real world, do all men lust over their mothers? If their mothers offered to have sex with them, is there a son out there who would not have sex with his mother? Maybe if your mother was fat and ugly, you'd turn her down. Yet, what if your mom was a real MILF, would you, could you, say no to her? Just imagine all the fun you could have without even leaving home.
For those of you who shake their heads and remain steadfast that you'd never have sex with your mothers, what if you and your mother were both lonely, needy, and horny? What if you were trapped in a cabin with your mother after an avalanche buried your only way out? Imagine your clothes are soaking wet from unsuccessfully trying to dig your way out through the snow and you had to remove your clothes. There you are mother and son both naked. To keep warm, you had to sleep together while cuddling up against one another and holding one another.
Answer me honestly, would you do more than just sleep together? With your cock growing hard against her ass or her soft belly, would you comfort your mother while feeling her ass, fondling her big tits, fingering her nipples, and rubbing her clit before fingering her pussy? Being that she was out of cigarettes, would she find solace in sucking your cock? What if you both thought you were going to die and this was your last night on Earth? Would you want your last memory of your mother to be of you making love to her and/or of her sucking you?
Yet, now that I know that I'm a product of incestuous sex, I wonder if what happened to me, happened to someone else too. Being that incestuous sex is all around us and being that mother and son incest stories are so very popular on Literotica, the phenomena of incest makes me wonder how many others share my sad story. Moreover, it makes me wonder how someone else deals with such a true and tragic tale as I've had to endure as part of my reality. Even after years of therapy, unable to break the incestuous the ties that bind me, here I am writing erotica on a porn board. Go figure.
Not really expecting an answer, if only for therapeutic reasons that I inquire, I still must pose the questions. Will I ever be normal, whatever normal is? Will I ever be sane, not that I'm certifiably crazy but I've had my moments of rage and depression? Will I ever live a well adjusted life where I no longer have lustful, sexual thoughts about men who are my blood relatives? Or will I always be tortured by sexual perversity by all that I want to do whenever I see a sexy man who's a blood relative?
Compelled to write incestuous erotica and sexual stories of incest on Literotica, I don't think that I can stop allowing my sexual fantasies to get the better of me. Is writing erotica the byproduct of the incest that I was forced to experience and thought that I survived? Will I always be plagued with the side effects and by the perverse ramifications of being so incestuously abused and sexual used in the way that I was by my uncle, my cousin, and my brothers?
Not an easy story to write, but therapeutic for me to write it, it's still much easier for me to write this as a non-erotic story while pretending that it's a work of fiction than it is to write it as a true, non-fictional account of my life. While writing this story, with misery loving company, it helps when I'm able to pretend that all of what happened to me happened to someone else too. When I imagine others in my same, sad situation, I feel better. Moreover, I can deal better with my reality if I pretend that what happened to me was all fiction and never really happened to me at all. Yet, having had to live through it, I never realized how horrible my life was until now that I'm away from my mother and brothers and am writing about it. Able to look back at my life with calm detachment while writing about my life, I'm more able to understand why I am the way that I am.
Yet, I can't help but wonder how different my life would have been had I been put up for adoption instead of having to live with such a dysfunctional, incestuous family. Glad that I wasn't aborted, yet maybe had I been adopted, I would have been deemed normal. I don't know. How normal can I expect to be when my mother was a prostitute, when my four brothers all had incestuous sex with my mother, and one of my brothers was my father?
There I wrote it. It's out there now for public consumption. What do you think of that? What do you think of me now? Fuck up, huh? Now we all know why I'm so depressed. Now we all know why I'm so deemed and so doomed to write incestuous erotic. More fact than fiction, I was born to write incest stories.
Maybe if someone else has a similar background, they can help me to deal with mine. Are you a product of incest too? Do you still experience the emotional side effects from what happened to you from the aftermath of an incestuous relationship? That's what I am, an aftermath. I'm collateral damage. I'm a total accident of birth. I'm someone that neither my father nor mother wanted. I'm a product of incestuous lust. Truly glad that I wasn't aborted, I'm just glad that I wasn't born with four arms, three legs, and two heads.
Maybe had I been deemed normal, whatever normal is, and not diagnosed with post traumatic stress from being incestuously abused and sexually used by my uncle, my cousin, and by my brothers too, when I was an impressionable, 18-year-old virgin, I never would have written all that I must write. Too busy living a quiet life in suburbia, maybe I would have been married with children and happy living a life as a soccer mom and driving my children in a minivan. Oblivious to incest and all things incestuous, maybe I would have read this story with shocked disbelief that something like this really happens in middleclass America and in not some trailer park in West Virginia, Kentucky, Tennessee or in a tent in the middle of the desert in Afghanistan. Maybe that if I was normal and living in suburbia, I never would have even been interested enough to read such a disturbing, incestuous story as a mother having sex with her four sons.
Yet, being that all of this happened more than forty years ago in Boston, Massachusetts, before I was born, instead of in West Virginia, Kentucky, Tennessee, or Afghanistan here I am as proof positive that incest is alive, well, and thriving in America. The perfect incestuous storm, conceived from my brothers' lust for my mother and my mother's perverse depravity for her four sons, just as they can't change what happened that fateful night, I can't either. Maybe they were snowed in after an avalanche. Maybe they all thought they were going to die and needed to cuddle. For whatever their reasons why my mother felt the perverse need to have sex with her four sons and my brothers took their incestuous turn having gangbanged sex with my mother, one of them impregnated her with me.
Understanding now that I'm nothing more than a victim, we all have had to make the best of an incestuous situation. Only, as if it's all my fault, the black sheep of the family, I'm the outcast. With my brothers only acknowledging one another, my brothers have nothing to do with me in the way that I have nothing to do with my mother. With no one talking to one another, we are the perfect dysfunctional family. Never having had a DNA test, none of them know who my father is. Perhaps their guilt and shame is lessened by not knowing.
Maybe I should have written this story as an incest story instead of a non-erotic one. Shocked and surprised the first time that it happened, every time I post an incest story, I receive tens of thousands of hits to my story, more hits than any other category of story that I write on Literotica. Every time I post an incestuous story, especially a mother and son incestuous story, for the first two days that my story appears on the new story board, I receive 300-500 e-mails. Being that my fans took the time to write me, I feel compelled to answer them all and I do, so long as their e-mails aren't disrespectful, disgusting, nasty, and attached to a photo of their cock. Sometimes, I spend as much time answering e-mails as I do writing stories but it's satisfying to read the feedback and it's therapeutic for me to read their stories of incest too.



Over and again, my fans of incestuous erotica tell me their sad stories of how they were incestuously used and sexually abused too. Traumatized and stigmatized by the experience, they tell me that they too were so incestuously used and sexually abused by their mother, their father, their sister, their brother, their cousin, their uncle, their aunt, their grandmother, and/or their grandfather. They tell me that what happened to them left an indelible mark on their personalities and that they'll never been the same person they were before having the incestuous sexual experience.
As survivors of incest and as if we're all members of an incest survivor club, is incest something we're all doomed to repeat? Vicariously reading while being stuck in the Twilight Zone and sexually fantasizing about having sex with our blood relatives, are those who were victims of incest drawn to read incestuous erotica in the way that I'm doomed to write incestuous erotica? Thinking that I understood why I am who I am, incest is something I can't always compute. I don't fully understand why I have the need and the urge to write such incestuous mother and son erotica. Is it because of my mother having sex with my brothers that I feel so compelled to write and rewrite the mother and son incestuous experiences as stories that never end? Being that I'm one of my brother's daughters, is incest in my DNA? Is incest my Hell on Earth and I'm doom to repeat it by writing it?
Not having a son to lust over, I don't even have any children. I wanted children but my ex didn't. He had a vasectomy without telling me. How about that? Can you imagine doing that to your wife while knowing that she wants a child? Yet, there was an ulterior motive to him having a vasectomy.
Instead of having children and raising a family, he pressured me to participate in the swinging lifestyle. Then, suddenly jealously possessive over me and who I slept with, when I received more attention from men than he received from women, he was done swinging. We spent two years trying to have a child before he confessed and told me that he had a vasectomy. I was devastated. I was done with him. Our marriage was over.
Notwithstanding my longstanding puzzled confusion, my having such incestuous, sexual thoughts all makes sense to me now. Those tortured people who write me that they're incest survivors too, just as I was, were bitten by a vampire too. Controlled by incest, we're all incestuous zombies. Those of us who have been so incestuously abused and sexually used, those of us who think that we've survived the incestuous, sexual abuse, think that they're healed but we're not.
We're not healed. We're broken. We're not normal. We're abnormal. We're all twisted in such a way that we continue to embrace incest in our lives by reading it and, in my case, by writing it. Instead of recoiling from incest and rejecting such perversely sexual thoughts, after doing the dirty deeds we were forced to do, incestuous sex is as normal to us in the way that incestuous sex is as abnormal to those who have escaped being forced and/or coerced to have sex with a blood relative. God help us because only he can.
Unfortunately, unable to stop from reading incestuous stories, those of us who have had incestuous sex are all doomed to relive the experience again through the eyes of someone else while reading their incestuous stories. As if waiting to die on death row, we're all waiting to read our next, best incestuous story or, in my case, to write my next, best incestuous story. Condemned to Hell by our attraction to incest and to all things that are incestuous, newly deemed disciples of the Devil, when once we were all so innocent, we're all playing with fire in the Devil's playground now. Just as the women think about sleeping with their sons, brothers, fathers, uncles, cousins, and grandfathers, the men fantasize of bedding their daughters, sisters, mothers, aunts, cousins, and grandmothers. Where does it end? Is it all an unending and an unbreakable incestuous cycle of abuse.
So many fans have asked me why I write incestuous erotica and why I write so many mother and son stories. Thinking that I knew the reason and had the answer, I smugly told them all the same thing. I told them to read my story, Why I Write Incestuous Erotica. I told them that just as they were, I was bitten by a vampire too. I always believed the answers were there in that incestuously disturbing story but they're not. Damaged long before that even happened to me with my uncle and cousin incestuously abusing me and sexually using me and my brothers continuing where my uncle and cousin left off, I was wrong.
I always thought the reason why I write incestuous erotica was because, bitten by a vampire, my uncle and cousin incestuously abused me and sexually used me. After having been forced to have sex with my uncle and cousin, I thought the reason why I'm so twisted today is because my brothers had their wicked way with my naked body. Fucking me and forcing me to suck them, six men who were supposed to love, honor, and protect me, I thought they all were the reason why I write incestuous erotica today but I was wrong.
After thinking long and hard about all that happened to me so long ago, I think the reason why I write incestuous erotica and especially mother and son incest stories stems from growing up with my whore of a mother and my perversely perverted four, much older brothers. An innocent victim, I was forced to concede that I'm a product of my environment. My family life is what has shaped and molded me. My prostitute of a mother and perverted brothers are the reason why I'm the woman I am today.
To be continued...
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A product of incest, Susan now knows why she is the way that she is.
Easier to blame myself than to blame someone else, sadly confused, deeply troubled, and blaming my desperate situation on myself, I always wondered why my life is such shit and why I'm the way that I am. Unemployed, homeless, and broke, I'm unable to maintain a relationship with a man. As with most women, a man would be my saving grace by putting a roof over my head and paying for all the other necessities of life, so long as I gave him a warm meal, a clean house, and a hot bed.
Don't get me wrong. I love men and I'm not lesbian but sometimes antagonistic, I'm too combative and too angry in the way that Susan is, my character is my story the Bag Lady and the Retired Marine. I was much like Rachel in my story, Born Beautiful, Rachel's Story, when I was her age, 19-years-old. Being that I can only write what I know, sharing more than a piece of me, my characters are all about me. For sure, I'm not the helplessly submissive, busty, pretty, blue-eyed blonde that most men think that I am on the surface and want. Having survived living on the streets, I'm no Angel. Yet, having lived my life caring for myself and now deeming myself as an equal, I don't want a man who will belittle me and not appreciate me.
Having been held down and back for so long by men, now that I know that I'm able to take care of myself, I resent a man bossing me around and telling me what to do, especially when I have a mind of my own and can make my own decisions for myself. Moreover, in many regards, other than being a city girl instead of a country girl, especially in physical appearance and abilities, I'm a modern day version of Elly Mae Clampett from the Beverly Hillbillies fame. Feeling that I'm just as good if not better than any man, I'm smarter than most of the men who've been attracted to me and who I've ended up dating.
I'm not sure what dating a dumber man and a dumber man being attracted to me says about me and about them but it suggests enough for me to question why I don't have a man in my life. Maybe if I played more the role of the cutesy dimwitted, big breasted blonde, I'd have men fawning all over me but, having more self-respect than that, I don't and I won't. I don't want that type of shallow man who'd fall for me just because I'm blonde, busty, and beautiful. I'd rather have a man who appreciates me for the woman that I am inside instead of only seeing me from the outside.
As does everything else, I suspect my personal problems with men all stem from growing up without a father, from not having much of a relationship with my mother, and from being alienated from my brothers. I suspect my personal problems with men all stem from being raped not once but numerous times, first by my uncle, then by my cousins, then by my brothers, and last by my mother's boyfriends. I probably would have had a better life had I been left on a doorstep and raised as an orphan. It would have been nice if a rich family had adopted me and given me a privileged life of excesses. It would have been nice to have grown up in a loving family instead of in a dysfunctional one. It would have been nice, an understatement, not to have been incestuously abused and sexually used in my life over and again.
When I do have any kind of relationship with my mother, it's always a love/hate relationship. Always butting heads with what each of us wants getting in the way, instead of one relenting to the will of the other, we're always at one another. Every conversation turns into a confrontation and an argument. Just by the look on her face, as if my physical presence is her constant reminder that I'm the accidental and frightful product of her giving birth to me in an incestuous relationship, she more hates me than loves me.
Truth be told, I never got along with my mother. We were never close in the way that mothers and daughters should be with a mother buying her daughter pretty dresses and doing her hair and a daughter asking her mother questions and sharing secrets. When growing up, I never even felt comfortable enough to dress up in my mother's clothes. Not wanting to emulate her, I didn't want to dress in the way my mother dressed with much of her body exposed. In the way that I perceived her, cold, distant, selfish, and self-centered, I didn't want to be anything like my mother and now, the self-righteous one, here I am alone while she's living with yet another man.
Always too sparkly in her low cut tops and too short skirts, and always too phony in her bubbly personality, especially whenever men were around, there was no room in my mother's mirror than that of her own self image. She was always acting for the sake of men's sexual attention. With her shine overpowering me, her bright light only glowed enough to encompass herself. When she looked at herself in the mirror, she never saw me and/or acknowledged my presence standing there in the background watching her get dressed to go out yet again. She was always going out on a date with yet another man. There was always some party with a man taking her there and another man bringing her home. Too popular, she had so many boyfriends and too many boyfriends to count.
When I lived with her before I was married, we argued every day. An understatement, she liked men better than she did me. Her life was all about men and she loved my ex-husband which now makes me wonder if they ever had sex. If she had sex with her own sons, why wouldn't she have sex with her son-in-law?
Spraying hairspray and perfume, she was always primping in front of the bathroom mirror for a date. If she spent as much time on cleaning the house, cooking, and taking care of her five children as she did on her hair, nails, and shopping for clothes, I wouldn't be writing this story today. Always too busy with trying to get ready to go out and too late and too tired when she returned home to interact with any of us, as if she didn't even have children and a daughter, she preferred having casual, albeit sexual relationships with her many boyfriends instead of having a mother/daughter relationship with me.
Never without a man in her bed and without a drink in her hand, she always had a man sniffing around her. She was such a sexual flirt and tease. If my mother could have devised a way to put a pole in her bedroom, she would have but the ceiling was too low. I could see my mother stripping off her clothes while dancing to music and doing stretching, spread legged, aerobic, acrobatics with the help of a pole. Like mother like daughter, she's always been physically strong and coordinated.
My mother's behavior got worse once my brothers left. With just me there, she started bringing her work home with her. Every time I came home from college or, later, from work, there'd be another new man in her bed and they'd both be drunk and naked. Humping, banging, fucking, sucking, and screaming with orgasms as is they were alone and I wasn't even there, they'd be having sex in her room while I tried to study and sleep behind my locked bedroom door. If my brothers were there, they never would have allowed her to bring her men in the house never mind to have sex with them in front of me.
My only way to keep myself safe, I had to keep my bedroom door closed and locked, otherwise her men would try to get in bed with me. With neither of them having any decency and shame, I was embarrassed enough for the both of them. Even when I was older, 18-years-old, forget about inviting one of my friends for a sleepover, never could I invite my friends to my house for fear that my Mom would be entertaining one of her many boyfriends and publically having sex.
Because her many boyfriends were so openly and brazenly sexual with my mother, they thought it was okay for them to be naked around me too. After having sex with my mother and with her still sleeping or drunk in bed, I'd be getting ready for work in the bathroom or having my breakfast in the kitchen before heading off to work. When her bedroom door finally opened, thinking that it was my Mom finally emerging from her room alone, it was the man who spent the night. After my brothers left for Ohio and Michigan to work out of state at one of the automotive plants, we always had a man in my house but none of them was my father. All of them were my mother's one night stands.
Strange men would routinely walk around my house naked with their dangling or hardened cocks. Not wanting to be raped by them or forced to service them while on my knees, I'd hide in my room behind my locked bedroom door until they left. As if I was living in a whorehouse, because of my mother, I can't tell you how many men's cocks I've seen, quite a lot, but much less than my mother has had in her mouth and pussy, I'm sure. Like mother like daughter, apparently most men thought I was part of the dirty, sexual deal too of mother and daughter sex but I wasn't.
Just as I was no one's fool, I was nobody's bitch. In the way that Elly Mae Clampett would, I cold cocked more than one drunken man for dare groping me and trying to have his wicked way with me. Catching me by surprised outside of my locked bedroom door, more than one man tried kissing me while pushing me up against the wall and holding my hand on his cock. While reaching up my short skirt between my legs to cup my pussy through my panty, he'd feel my ass or stick his hand down my top to cup my breasts and finger my nipples inside my bra while I struggled to get away.
Maybe because I was genetically predisposed to do so, or maybe from learned behavior from watching my mother's interaction with men, or maybe because I envied my mother and was jealous of the attention she received from so many men, I allowed the cuter men to have more of a feel of my body. As my way to tease them and as my way to emerge from an ignored moth to a beautiful butterfly, I allowed the sexier men to keep my hand in contact with their cocks longer. Allowing them to wrap my fingers around their stiff pricks and stroke them by moving their hand with mine, with the shapely body that I had, I realized early the sexual power that I possessed over men.
Finally, I was getting something out of my mother being a whore too. Finally, I was having some fun too. Only fearing that I was becoming just like my mother, I didn't want to be like her. Moreover, fearing that I was going too far and that one of these men would rape me and/or force me to suck them, I was always careful and on guard.
Sometimes, when my mother was having sex, especially in the way that I was so sexually taken advantage of and abused by some of her boyfriends, I sometimes felt that I was having sex too. Sometimes wishing it was me sucking and fucking, more than once I masturbated to their sounds of their sexual passion. Most times they made me angry that they disrespected me by having sex in my presence but sometimes I felt horny from hearing them pleasuring one another that I wished I could have sex too. My sexy game to play, no doubt a side effect from the incestuous sexual abuse that I was forced to endure, it was around that time that I started flashing my body to her men. It was fun sexually teasing a man I didn't know and probably would never see again. It sexually excited me to know that a man wanted me in the way that he wanted my mother.
While my mother still slept and with her man walking around naked or in his underwear in my house, I took advantage of the situation as much as they did. Being that men always stared at my big breasts whether if I was wearing a blouse, sweater, or a coat, just as my mother had done with her sons and their friends, I knew that the impressions that my big nipples made in my nightgown would surely get the sexual attention of any man. Walking around in a short, low cut, sheer nightgown, it excited me to see their eyes staring at me when they saw my big tits in a down nightgown or my blonde, trimmed pussy in an up nightgown. When wearing my short skirts and low cut tops, like mother like daughter, it was easy for me to flash them my panties and bra. Yet, not wanting to be deemed the slut that my mother was, the trick was to make my flashing appear accidental and their sexual advances unwanted.
Making my flashes appear accidental was my way out should my flashing get out of hand and someone tried to force me to have sex with them. Yet, with most of her men drunk or hung over, most of her boyfriends did little than stare and leer at my impromptu, sexy show. Even though some managed to touch me, feel me, and grope me while forcing me to feel their cocks, I was always able to get away from them, run to my room, and lock my door. In hindsight, I suspect that flashing my body was because I wanted some of the sexual attention from men that my mother was getting. Yet, unbeknownst to me then, the flashing would later become an integral part of my life. There wasn't a man that I knew that I didn't flash him some part of my lingerie clad or naked body. I had fun giving every man a sexy show, so long as my flashing appeared accidental.
Never setting an example for me to model myself after, she wasn't a good mother. Never cooking or cleaning, leaving that all up to me, even though I was going to college and working, she'd never win the coveted title of the mother of the year award. I couldn't wait to leave her to live on my own with a boyfriend or a roommate. Anything was better than this.
A chain smoker, slowing killing herself with cigarettes and alcohol, but not fast enough as far as I was concerned, she was a hard liquor drinker. Having never smoked and drinking only an occasional glass of wine with dinner, I'm not much of a drinker. With nothing in common, unless I was smoking, drinking, sucking, and fucking along with her, we had nothing to discuss. Her life was men, smoking, and drinking and my life was trying to improve myself to be a better person. Oblivious to her attention and to my needs, virtually invisible unless she needed something from me to personally benefit her, I was just there living in the background.
I really didn't want to know what gutter or bar she dragged home that man the last time, this man this time or the next man the next time. Not knowing their names and not wanting to get attached to them by knowing anything about them, knowing they wouldn't be around very long, I didn't want to know who they were. Just an anonymous face and another cock, should I bump into them on the street, it was better than way.
I gave them all numbers and before I was able to leave her, I was up to number 54 and that was just the men she brought home. Before my brothers left her to her bad self, I don't know how many men she did outside in a parking lot, on a bedbug infested bed in a cheap motel room, or in their cars or trucks. Who cares? She had sex with so many men that I don't know how she didn't catch a sexually transmitted disease. Who knows? Maybe she did.
It's funny how, despite her bad behavior and our deplorable living conditions, I still thought of her as my mother, even when she was rolling around on the floor drunk and naked, laughing, crying, or screaming in front of my four brothers and/or their friends. With all of us accustomed to her outrageous, drunken an naked behavior, as if we were all tired of seeing the same, sad, old show, her own sons and their friends routinely saw every part of her naked body. Walking around naked, she was always flashing my brothers and their friends her tits with her low cut nightgown or her pussy when sitting like a guy with her legs spread. Having no modesty, no shame, and no decorum, standing there topless with her arms over her head, she always did her hair in the bathroom with the door wide open while just wearing sheer panties, sheer enough to see every strand of her black bush.
With her hogging the bathroom, my brothers would just whip out their cocks and pee in front of her. If she didn't care, they didn't care either. I was appalled by their inappropriate behavior. Only, I didn't know the half of it. I didn't know my mother had been sexually servicing my brothers for years. Maybe they paid their own mother to have sex with them. Who knows?
Accustomed to having her parade around like that in front of my brothers and their friends, it never occurred to me that my mother might be a prostitute. I mean, I always knew she was an incestuous whore, but I never thought my Mom was having sex for money. Duh? Go figure. Why wouldn't I think that? Maybe because she was my mother that I gave her the benefit of the doubt and just thought that she was popular with men. She did have an outgoing personality and, quick with a joke, was very funny. I don't know. Yet, when I now think back now that she was a prostitute, it makes sense to me now that she was a prostitute.
She didn't have a job. She didn't work. Yet, she always had enough money to pay for rent, booze, cigarettes, lottery tickets, gas for her car, and food, not that she ate very much food. Always there was money and always it was cash. The woman didn't even have a checking or a savings account. Her bank was her bra with a wad of hundreds in one bra cup and a wad of fifties and twenties in the other.
Duh, never putting two and two together, perhaps because before my brothers left, she did all of her tricks outside. Maybe the men in her bed now is how she supports us with all that money. Maybe the men in her bed was the reason why she drank. Maybe she'd rather be numb while having sex with a stranger than being lucid enough for her to realize what she was doing in front of her young, impressionable, 18-year-old daughter was wrong.
Now that I've been away from her, able to give her some credit, prostituting herself for the sake of her five children, as if going to work to an office every day, was the only way she knew how to support all of us. Yet, still, prostituting herself was no excuse for her to sleep with her sons. She needed to draw the line right there but she didn't. She could blame her low morals or the alcohol but the fact remains is that she crossed a line she never should have crossed. She sucked and fucked her four sons, not once or twice and not one over the other, she fucked and sucked all four of her sons over a 20 year period. She'd be a shining star on Jerry Springer. I can just see her and my four brothers on stage with her as the camera pans the audience full of her boyfriends.
She was drunk all the time and I wasn't. She was a whore and I was a virgin. With each of us on the opposite ends of the spectrum, we had nothing of interest to discuss. I couldn't wait to get my own apartment, get away from her, and live my own life. In the way she had no respect for herself, I had no respect for her. Any time there was a man around, it was as if she was an actress on stage, she changed to play her sexual role. She loved the attention of a man looking at her, kissing her, touching her, feeling her, and having sex with her. Finally I did leave to get my own apartment when she packed up and left me to move to Pennsylvania for, yet, another man that she met online.
With the advent of the Internet helping her to find her man, rather than hanging around a bar or standing on a street corner, she had been exchanging naked photos of herself and finally found her dream man, a man who had a job and who could afford to pay for her to move in with him. Only, as did all of her other relationships with men and mine as well, that relationship didn't last very long and she was alone again while begging me to come live with her. Fearing she'd die alone, now that she didn't have a man in her life, she didn't want to be alone, that is, until she recently found another man to support her. Then, suddenly, she didn't need me to live with her anymore.



Forgetting that they were backed up on her flash drive, I recently found more than four dozen of her naked photos when she gave me her removable disc drive to use for my backups when saving my stories. Seeing her naked, especially in the way that she looked ten years ago, I can see why so many men wanted her. Tall at 5'10" and shapely with big breasts, she truly was a beautiful woman. I was going delete the photos but even if she's topless and naked in them, they're the only photos that I have of her. Besides, looking at her old, nude photos now makes me realize how far I've come after starting out with nothing and how low I'd have to go to be anything like her. I'm no whore. Even after being broke, hungry, and homeless, I'd never prostitute myself in the way my mother did. Yet, if I had children to feed, maybe I'd have sex for money. I don't know. Yet, if I had a son, I'd never sleep with him in the way my mother did with her all of her four sons.
Even though I'm unemployed, homeless, and weighed down in student loan debt, I still have my college education. The best thing I ever did for myself was to graduate from college, along with breaking up with my Ex. Just as no one can take away my self-respect and self-righteousness, no one can take my college education away from me. College enlightened me to not how much I know but how much I don't know and have yet to learn. I have so much to learn that I'll never learn all the knowledge that I yearn to have.
The funny thing is that I used to blame myself for my failed relationships with my ex-boyfriends, but parading me around as if I was their trophy girlfriend, they were only using me for sex. In the way that I blamed myself for the failed relationships with my boyfriends, I blamed myself for the failed relationship with my ex-husband. Pushing all of my buttons, my ex-husband was the one who pushed me away by forcing me to participate in the swinging lifestyle. I didn't want to play but once I did, I enjoyed myself. I met some of the nicest people in the swinging lifestyle while knowing that no always with no and if I didn't want to be with someone, nothing personal, I just had to say no.
It was obvious to me why my ex-husband wanted to be a swinger. Having his cake and eating it too, he no longer wanted me and the swinging lifestyle was his way to have sex with someone else while still pretending to be happily married. Then, when I received more attention from the men than he did from the woman, he didn't want to swing anymore. He was done. In a lifestyle where jealousy and possessiveness has no place, he was possessively jealous of me, especially whenever I was with another man.
Yet, it wasn't the alternative lifestyle that ended our romantic relationship, not that it was ever romantic. The thing that ended our marriage was when he told me that he had a vasectomy two years earlier and behind my back. Can you imagine a husband doing that to his wife? How could he do that to me? How dare he! He knew I wanted children. Only, he didn't care. Only caring about himself, in the way that my mother only cared about herself, he didn't want kids and he made sure that he'd never have any with me or with anyone. In the total lack of caring and of love on her part, what I experienced with my mother, I experienced with my husband. Because of my mother, was I doomed to repeat this one-sided love relationship with men over and again?
To be continued...
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Playing a sexy game of voyeurism and exhibitionism with his beautiful new neighbor, William watches Susan undress from his office window.
William leashed up his dog, Bosco, a chocolate brown lab. He decided to take him for a walk in hopes of meeting his new neighbor. He'd love to accidentally on purpose run into her. Still playing the name game while wondering what her name was, he needed to know her name. Knowing her name would help him to better masturbate over her later while imagining her naked. Before he could imagine having sex with her, he needed to know her name. He couldn't call her just hey you.
Although when he was younger and attending college dorm parties every weekend, he's had sex with more than one drunken woman that he didn't even know her name. Before the fear of AIDs, he had sex with so very many different women back then, when he was in college, without using a condom. He wondered where all those coeds were now, married with children, no doubt, and probably divorced and with their second or third husband while he was still enduring being married to his bitch of a wife Liz.
He wondered if he had impregnated one of those college coeds with his child and never knew. How would he know? A onetime drunken sex session, maybe his child, a part of him, was walking around that he never knew existed. Conceivably, quickly doing the math in his head, he could have a 40-year-old kid who never knew his or her Daddy. If this person was looking for him, surely, he could be found and he or she would have found him by now. He was just as lucky as he was glad that he never impregnated anyone but his wife. Nonetheless, he wondered if all of those women he went to bed with ever thought how different their life would have been with him in it in the way that he thinks how differently his life would have been had he married one of them instead of marrying Liz. Yet, none of those women, even in the sexy way they looked back then, were hotter than his wife looked then and his new neighbor looks now.
Quickening his pace to double back, he walked away from his house instead of walking in front of his house to cross the street. By walking the dog to the left instead of to the right or straight across, he'd loop back around to return from the other side of the street. Out of site of his spying wife and using the trees and the neighbor's shrubbery as his cover, once in front of his new neighbor's house, he'd have the moving van as his perfect cover to block Liz from seeing him returning the other way. Then, standing there while waiting for his neighbor to reappeared, in case she disappeared inside her house again, he'd have the moving van behind him to block his wife from seeing him making a drooling fool of himself.
He knew his wife was watching him. He could feel the heat of her stare. She was always watching him, especially when there were other women around. She knew he spent his time watching porn videos.
Being that nothing ever happens in this boring neighborhood, he suspected his wife was just as interested in his new neighbor as he was but for different reasons. His wife was nosy. She wanted to know everyone's business. Instead of being the vindictive bitch his wife was, he was kinder. He loved women in the way that his wife hated men. Hoping to see something of his new neighbor that he shouldn't see, preferably a down blouse, he was just horny.
As if he were a teenage boy trying to bump into a girl he liked, he's never been as eagerly excited, albeit nervous, to meet anyone as he was to meet his new neighbor. He was acting as if she was a celebrity and if, indeed, she was the porn star in that movie he had just watched, then, as far as he was concerned, she was his celebrity. Hoping she looked as good up close as she did from a distance, she was so beautiful, the most beautiful woman he's ever seen. Moreover, no doubt with his imagination running away from him, she looked just like the woman on his porn video. Even if she wasn't the woman on the porn video, he could have fun imagining that she was.
Quickening his pace while hoping to catch her standing out in front of her house and before his wife spotted him coming up from the other way, he wanted to make their first meeting appear that it happened by chance instead of planned. Fated to happen, he imagined that it was kismet that he'd be the first neighbor she'd meet. Wanting his first impression to be a memorable one, he combed what's left of his hair before going out the door.
Should his new neighbor be watching him walk his dog, he walked with a quickness to his step to show her that he still had plenty of life in him for an elderly man of sixty-years-old. Even though everyone told him that he looked younger, fifty-something, sometimes he felt seventy-something. He decided to stop counting after he turned sixty. From now on, he'd rather not know how old he was.
Just as he rounded the corner and walked nearer to walk up from her side of the street, he spotted her from a distance. He watched her emerge from her house to stand on her front lawn. Transfixed on her shapely image as if she was a star stepping out on stage, he was intent on learning her name. More concerned with his need to meet her, he was oblivious to his dog's needs in needing to pee. Walking faster to catch her while she was still outside of her house, he pulled his dog along and didn't even give poor Bosco a chance to sniff anything and/or to relieve himself. As he approached her while watching the moving men taking a break before continuing to move her possessions inside, he hoped she'd stay there for just another minute for him to meet her.
The closer he came to her the more beautiful and sexy she was. Love at first sight, in the way that he was in love with Liz when he first saw her, he was in love with his new neighbor, whatever was her name. Playing the name game as he walked closer, he tried to guess her name. Samantha, Rebecca, Victoria, Veronica, yet none of the names were worthy enough of her beauty. Certainly, she must have a special name, an uncommon name, and a name that truly befits her beauty. He just hoped that she didn't have a stripper's or a porn star's name of Tiffany Crystal, Desiree, or Sasha.
If only he was twenty years younger and wasn't married, maybe he'd have a chance with her. If only he didn't have a bad back, bad knees, and sporadic bouts of erectile dysfunction, he imagined divorcing Liz to run off with Alexandria, Juliana, Katarina, Ophelia or whatever the Hell was her name. With a face and body like that, what difference did her name make? She could have any name and her name wouldn't matter, that is, so long as her name wasn't Elizabeth, Beth, or Liz. A name he used to love, he's grown to hate.
Besides, if she had a bad name, a name he didn't like, he'd give her a nickname, a beautiful nickname and a name more befitting her beauty. Certainly, it wasn't her name that made her beautiful. It was her face and her outrageously curvaceous body. For all he cared, she could have been named Ralph. For all he cared, she could have no name and he'd give her one.
"Hi," he said waving to her from a distance while suppressing the urge to call, yoo-hoo, while fearing that she'd disappear inside of her house again.
"Hi," she said turning to him and giving him a big smile.
"I'm William. I live across the street," he said pointing through the moving van to his house and to his wife hidden from view. "This is Bosco," he said looking down at his big goof of a dog.
"Hi, pleased to meet you. I'm Susan, Susan Jill Parker. Hi Bosco," she said squatting down to pet his dog.
Susan. Her name is Susan. Now that he sees her up close, she looks like a Susan. He could live with that. He's always like the name Susan. Even despite Johnny Cash writing a song about a boy named Sue, she has a feminine name, Susan, somehow the name fit her.
Preferring the name Susan to Sue, Susan isn't his favorite name but he'd deal with that. More focused on her than on her name, he only wished she was wearing a short skirt. If he had a choice, he'd prefer seeing more of her leg than more of her jeans. If she was wearing a short skirt, in the way that she was squatting with her knees so spread to pet Bosco, he'd have the perfect view of her panties from where he was standing. Then, he thought, with so many young women enjoying being free, maybe she doesn't wear panties. Nonetheless, whether she wears panties or not, when she stood and leaned forward to rub Bosco's big head, he had a clear down blouse view of her abundant cleavage and sexy bra.
'Wow, she has a rack and this is the perfect view,' he thought to himself. 'I'm really going to enjoy living across from this new neighbor.'
He took this as his opportunity to stare at her while she paid attention to his dog. Even having the same first name, from every angle she looked just like Susan, the sexy actress in his porn movie. Something he was so looking forward to seeing, he'd have to see her naked, of course, for him to tell if this Susan was really that Susan.
Now that he knows her name, he was happy. Her name is Susan and Susan Jill Parker was music to his ears. Even if her first name only had two syllables, her whole name, Susan Jill Parker, had five syllables. He couldn't imagine a name more perfect than that, unless she was his wife, Mrs. Susan Jill Fielder. Wow.
'William Scott Fielder, do you take Susan Jill Parker as your lawfully wedded wife? I do,' he imagined himself saying to the Reverend in his head as if he was standing at the altar.
"Hi Susan Jill Parker," he said enjoying slowly saying her name while shaking her soft hand and allowing the image of her beauty to engulf him in sexual passion for her.
After watching so very many porn films of her as the star, he knew she was the same Susan he had watched on his big screen dozens of times. He already knew every square inch of her perfect body. He couldn't even begin to count how many times he's masturbated over watching her act and play her part. If it was up to him, he'd give her an Academy Award, an Oscar, an Oscar of Porn. Wishing it looked more like an Oscar than a bowling trophy, he'd give her Adult Video News award, an AVN. She was his Jenna Jameson.
As soon as he touched her hand, he wanted her and had to have her. Just by the mere touch of her hand, he imagined her hand stroking his cheek before wrapping her arm around his neck and pulling his head down and forward to her to kiss him. As if he was acting with her in a porn movie, just by the mere touch of her hand, he imagined her holding his erect Cialis induced cock before stroking him to an even harder erection. Then when he awakened from his sexual fantasy of her masturbating him, not the first impression that he wanted to make, he looked down at Bosco peeing on her pant leg.
"No! Bad dog! Bad Bosco! That's bad," he said pulling his dog away from her when the dog tried humping her other leg.
"Oh my," she said laughing.
"Sorry. I'm so sorry. I'll pay for new jeans," he said wishing she'd invite him inside to help her out of them.
'Maybe you should remove your panties too,' he imagined saying to her, 'just in case some of Bosco's urine splashed up through your pants and onto your panties or onto your pussy, if you're not wearing panties.'
Not having seen a visible panty line, he suspected she wasn't wearing any panties.
"It's okay," she said with a laugh. "I love dogs but, not much into water sports, I don't like dogs peeing on me," she said laughing again and stepping back to push Bosco away when he started humping her again, this time her other leg.
'Not into water sports my ass. Liar, she's such a liar,' he thought.
He remembered her film, The Attack of Pee Pee Man where a man broke into her house and peed all over her while she was sitting in her bathtub taking a bath. Wow, that was such a hot scene when she stood from her bath naked to chase him out in the street. They just don't make movies like that anymore.
"No Bosco. Down. Bad dog," he said pulling the leash.
"It's okay," she said with a laugh. "He's not the first dirty dog who ever humped me and I'm sure he won't be the last dirty dog to hump me either," she said looking at him and making direct eye contact with him while giving him the eye.
She gave him the eye. His porn star of a dream women and his new neighbor just gave him the eye. Only, what did she mean by saying that he won't be the last dirty dog to hump her while giving him in the eye. Was she hinting that he may be humping her one day? He only wished. He'd loved to hump her before he died.
"Not the first impression that I wanted to make meeting my new neighbor, I owe you a new pair of jeans," he said.
The image of taking her shopping and going with her in the dressing room while she tried on jean after jean filled his mind with lust for her. He imagined them having sex in the dressing room. Humping her hard against the dressing room door, he imagined customers and sales employees stopping to stare.
"Don't worry about the pants. I'll wash them. He must like my scent," she said leaning down to pat his big head while giving him another down blouse view of her bra clad breasts.
He liked her scent too. Even from this distance, without him invading her space by stepping any closer to her, she smelled like peaches. Not the first impression he wanted to make, he wished he could cum all over her, as Randy did in her movie, Cum Slut.
Instead of having his dog pee on her, he suddenly felt the urge to pee on her. He was so embarrassed by the inappropriately filthy thoughts he was suddenly having after just meeting her. After watching his dog pee, he had to pee too. Being that her pants were already ruined, he wondered if she'd mind him peeing on her other leg before humping her ass. If this was, indeed, the woman in the porn video, he's seen her do worse than that on camera.
"It was nice meeting you," he said taking his dog home.
Leave it to the frigging dog to leave his mark and ruin his chance of him leaving his mark on her with some witty conversation and funny repartee. Now instead of remembering him as her suave and funny neighbor she'll remember him as the man who's dog peed on her. Leave it to the dog to want to hump her leg. Only, if she was in his life, he'd be humping more than just her leg. He'd be humping her pussy and her mouth. Wishing he was as forwardly aggressive as his dog, the dog was the only one who got what he wanted in that brief exchange.
As soon as he took his dog upstairs and ran to the bathroom to pee, he continued watching her from his second floor office window. Only, where is she? Where did she go? She's not out front anymore. How could she disappear so fast? Maybe she went inside to help direct the moving men where to put things. Figuring that she was hidden by the moving van, as if he was on a police stakeout, he waited while watching for her to reappear.
She wasn't there. She wasn't out there. Moving from window to window for different angle views, she was gone but where did she go? Then, movement in her second floor bedroom window caught his attention. There she was sitting on her newly moved in bed going through boxes. She was looking for something but what? Maybe after meeting him he made her horny. 'Fat chance of that,' he thought.
Maybe Bosco humping her leg made her horny and she was searching for her dildo and would masturbate while he watched. He loved to watch her finger her nipples while fingering her pussy before impaling her cunt with a dildo. Wouldn't that be hot to watch his new, sexy neighbor playing with herself with her big, black dildo. Finally finding what it was she was looking for, she pulled out a pair of jeans.
"Oh, yeah, baby, change your peed on jeans right there in front of me where I can see you undressing," he said out loud for only himself to hear. "Take them all baby. Take them off."
As soon as he said that, she stood and started doing just that. Holding her jeans in hand while looking out her window to see who was out there and who could see her, she walked closer to the window to look down out at the sidewalk before looking directly across the street at his office window. As the voyeur he was, mesmerized by the sexy, hoped for exhibitionist sight of her standing there holding her jeans, he couldn't remove his eyes from her.
Would she dare change her jeans there in front of the window and in front of him? Why not? She changed her jeans while sitting in her car with the car door wide open. She already gave him a peek of her panty, when she pulled her jeans up beneath her short skirt. With her looking out her window at his window, did she know that he could see her? With her staring across the street at his house, did she know that he was watching her?
With the house across the way vacant and enjoying the view in the morning, he left his shade up and his drapes pulled to the side. Only, as exposed as she was, it was then that he realized that she could see him standing there staring at her while hoping that she'd give him a striptease show. Not wanting her to know that he was looking and not wanting to prematurely end the show and their game of voyeurism and exhibitionism, he took a step back and then another. Transfixed in place as if hypnotized by her about to undress, he stood there staring at her.
She was looking straight ahead. She was looking right at him. She was staring at him in the way that he was staring at her. Could she see him as clearly as he could see her? Definitely, if he could see her standing there not a hundred feet away, she surely could see him watching her.
Something he's never been aroused to do before, he was tempted to strip naked and give her a lewd and lascivious show of his cock in exchange for the hope that she'd give him a sexy, striptease show of her naked body too. If he knew she was into watching him as much as he was watching her, he'd love to masturbate in front of her while she watched. Nonetheless, something he thought had died in him years ago, already having a throbbing erection, she brought out the sexual lust in him. Maybe if he was twenty years younger he would strip naked and masturbate in front of his window but he didn't dare. This was his new neighbor. He'd never have a chance with her if she thought him a pervert by him flashing her his cock and masturbating.
As if he was an actor in one of her porn movies, he thought of her movie, Cock Flasher and the Virgin. The movie was about a man who showed up at her window every night to flash her his cock. You'd think she'd pull the shades not to see the man flashing her his cock but she never did. Then, with him masturbating in front of her window, she returned the favor and masturbated with him. The movie progressed to where they finally met, fell in love, and married. It was a wonderful movie with a happy ending.
He watched her turn away from him to put her jeans down on the bed before turning to face him again and to peer out of her bedroom window. Was she looking for the movers? Was she checking to see if they could see her undress? Did she want to be seen undressing?
He watched her reached down to unbutton the top button of her jeans and unzip her pants while she stood there by the window looking out to the sidewalk below. In the way she was looking down, as if looking to see who was there, maybe she was hoping the moving men would see her. Maybe she's as much of an exhibitionist as he was a voyeur. Wouldn't that be great living across the street from an exhibitionist? He imagined all the sexy games they could play.
Not believing his eyes, finally standing somewhere at the right place and the right time, he leered at her while watching her wiggling out of her jeans. With the button of her jeans undone and her zipper down, as soon as she started pulling down her tight pants, he could see a bright white triangular piece of her panty. Only, 'Thank you Jesus,' he thought to himself when he saw her panties move down with her jeans.



Just as she was in her porn movies, her panties moved down far enough down for him to see that she was shaved bald. Not only did he get a view of her panties but also he got a glimpse of her pussy. Then, when turned away from the window to sit on her bed and to extricate her feet from her tight jeans, she gave him a great in between leg shot of her panty clad pussy.
'Oh my God,' he thought. 'She has spectacular legs. I wish I was there in between her legs licking her through her panties.'
She stood to put her feet in her jeans just as two moving men opened her bedroom door and barged in her bedroom. She turned to face them while wiggling her ass to pull up her jeans to her waist. He had the perfect view of her panty clad ass for a few seconds but the moving men had an unobstructed view of her panty clad pussy. Giving her their apologies, the moving men closed her door and she turned to face her window again while pulling up her jeans. When the men appeared down below they told their buddies what they just saw and gave one another high fives.
'Wow the moving men saw her in her panties too. Lucky bastards.'
He hoped that her undressing in front of her window was a prelude to what he could expect later. He hoped she didn't ruin his voyeurism or her exhibitionism by installing window dressing on the windows. He'd love to watch her undress every night and watch her get dressed every morning. He hoped she didn't ask the movers to move her bed. He liked it just where it was, nearly in front of her windows.
He imagined her undressing with the light on when getting ready for bed. He imagined staying up late to watch her sleep and waking up early to watch her get up. With her master bathroom in line with his office window and with her having a glass shower enclosure, he had a direct view of her showering, so long as she had a powerful fan to rid her shower glass of fog and so long as she left her bathroom door open. He imagined spending his days and nights masturbating over the sexy sights of her.
If she was the type of woman who walked around her house naked, then he'd walk around upstairs naked too. Tit and pussy for cock and balls, if she was going to show him her body than he was going to show her his body. If he had an erection just from the sexy sight of her panty, he couldn't imagine how excited he'd be seeing her naked body. He couldn't remember when he was as sexually excited last, not since his neighbor's son had that big, naked pool party.
Already a fan of his new neighbor as if he was hoping to watch a looping exhibitionism and voyeurism movie, he hoped that she enjoyed showing her body as much as he loved seeing her body. How cool would that be to live across the street from an exhibitionist? How cool would that be to be living across the street from the porn star that he imagined and suspected she was? Knowing it was nothing more than a sexual fantasy on his part, it would be his dream come true if she was an exhibitionist and porn star. Only, things like that never happened to someone like him.
Just as Susan left her bedroom to go back outside, he heard a noise upstairs in the spare bedroom. Liz was next door. What the Hell was she doing upstairs? The second floor was his domain. Always complaining about climbing stairs, she never came upstairs. She lived downstairs. Everything she needed was downstairs. There was nothing upstairs that she'd want, including him, and no reason for her to be upstairs.
Then he realized, unable to see her from her downstairs windows, was she watching her new neighbor too? Did she happen to see Susan's little striptease show too? Did she know that Susan was changing her pants without having any blinds, shades, or curtains on her windows? He imagined he'd have an earful from his wife especially after, no doubt, seeing him walk from across the street with the dog. She must know he's already met his new neighbor. Just as he knows she's nosy, he knows she must be dying with curiosity who their new neighbor is.
To be continued...
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Mistress Susan invites Glenn to her dungeon for discipline, punishment, and humiliation.
Glenn knew enough about bondage, discipline, punishment, and humiliation to know what he liked and didn't like. Glad that he had put a safe word in place, 'Meow', when things got too rough and he wanted to stop that particular action, Glenn didn't like pain. He never understood those subs who preferred pain to pleasure and who had sexual sessions that were more painful than they were pleasurable. Their need for pain was more about being punished for something they did or perceived they did wrong in the past. Tied to pain in the way they enjoyed being tied to the bed, maybe their sexuality was all about being beaten, hit, whipped, and tortured in the way they did to prisoners in the dungeons of old, that is, so long as there was a sexy, sexual twist to it.
He could tolerate some pain but too many Mistresses acted as if he was the one responsible for their personal problems, their psychological issues, and for the way they turned out in life. As if he was the reason for their displeasure with life, those Mistresses were too heavy handed when dishing out pain. He didn't want a Mistress who was more about pain than pleasure. Not the kind of Mistress he wanted to have, pain was the specialty of some Mistresses but those weren't the Mistresses who gave him the pleasure he needed. He'd rather have a Dominatrix who showed more emotion, sensitivity, and compassion rather than being cold, detached, and uncaring. Mistresses who were more about pain always seemed so angry. He'd rather have a kinder and more loving Mistress than a Mistress who showed no mercy.
"Meow! Meow! Meow!"
Before it got out of control, he's had to use his safe word more than once when a session got too physical too fast. Being that he was a wanting to please sub, not wanting to break from his role to dare complain to his Mistress, some Mistresses took advantage of him when he did dare to complain. Hard to find the right Dominatrix, a one woman type of man, Glenn had 7 Mistresses in ten years. He's had quite a lot of Mistresses by his standards, especially when he was only looking for one, particular Dominatrix. A one Dominatrix type of sub, he preferred to settle with one, special Mistress. Still unable to find her, what seemed a good match at the outset, for one reason or another, as if a nagging itch, didn't feel right as their sexual relationship progressed.
The first few times with a new Mistress, especially the first time, were always as excitingly tenuous as they were unbearably uncomfortable when not knowing what to expect from one another. Too tense to relax, he never knew what to expect. Tied to the bed or chained to the wall, splayed over a bench, or prone face down on a table, he didn't want to be a victim. Too often playing things by ear until he grew more comfortable in trusting his new Dominatrix to try something new, especially all things anal, the first few times with a new Mistress explored his sexuality all over again.
Their time together was as exciting as it was disconcerting. She had some favorite toys to use and special ways of doing things and he did too. For their union to work while giving her control of his body, they had to find a common ground, somewhere in the middle, of pain and pleasure. Realizing, of course, that he needed to take some pain for the sake of pleasure, sometimes physical discomfort translated into a much explosive orgasm. Yet, sometimes too much pain ruined the pleasure.
Yet, needing to explore the limits to find what worked and what didn't, with his sexual guide directing all of his actions, it wouldn't work if the Mistress didn't know what in the Hell she was doing. Not up to her sub to give her ideas and suggestions, it's up to the Mistress to give her sub orders and demands. If a Mistress and sub don't get along as a man and a woman first and if the things she does doesn't gel, then their sexual session not only won't flow but also becomes disjointed with pauses in between with the Domme thinking what to do next.
As much as he didn't want an inexperienced Domme, definitely, he didn't want a disrespectful Dominatrix who'd stop their session to answer the door or talk on the phone. This was his time and he wanted his Mistress to only focus on him. Stumbling and bumbling through a Domme/sub session was always a disaster he never wanted to repeat. When control is in the wrong hands, some Domme/sub sessions were sometimes more unpleasant than pleasant. It's never easy exploring new territory with a Mistress who is inexperienced or uncomfortable with certain sexual peccadilloes and fetishes but he was willing to make concessions for a Mistress that he liked because of her looks.
Growing old fast, depending upon the level of pain and upon the willingness of a Mistress to make her sexual sessions more exciting, she needed to mix things up and constantly introduce new things, along with new toys. Just as some things that excite the Mistress and/or the sub must remain the same for the sake of their mutual pleasure and sexual satisfaction, other things need to continually change for them to explore their sexual fantasies while finding their much needed comfort zone. Just as he never wanted to feel fear for what his Mistress was about to do, the last thing he wanted to feel was boredom. As if she were the conductor of an orchestra, she needed the sexual pleasure to flow in the way of a musical piece.
Glenn soon discovered that not all Mistresses have the willingness, the desire, the intelligence and the creativity to keep him interested enough in not only wanting to play their sexy, sexual games but also in enjoying them enough to want to return to play them again and again. Just as not all women are cut out to be a Mistress by just donning a leather outfit and holding a whip, it takes a special, sexual woman to have the confident wickedness in herself to control a man, especially such a big man as he was and especially when meeting him for the first time. At 6'4" tall and 240 pounds, being that he was a big man, a man who dwarfed all of his Mistresses, the first time with him could be a bit intimidating.
With the outside package as important as the inside package, his preferred Mistress had to be beautiful for him to obey her and for him to give her his undying loyalty. His perfect Mistress was made from wishing he could take the traits from one Mistress to add with the traits he liked from another. After perusing so very many BDSM sites, he knew what he wanted and the Dominatrix he needed but finding the woman who possessed all what he hoped her to have was impossibly difficult. All seven of his Mistresses had ingredients that he enjoyed having in a Mistress but none of them had all of the ingredients that he needed to be totally and completely sexually satisfied.
If he was going through the time, the trouble, and the expense of hoping, wanting, and needing to have a particular sexual experience, he wanted a Mistress who'd understand enough of what he wanted to give him that. Yet, whether he went to this Mistress or that Dominatrix, there was always something not right that kept him from remaining in the sexual moment longer and from him having the sexual experience that he paid her to have. Always an optimist and a glass half full kind of guy, yet when it came to critiquing a Dominatrix, instead of focusing all the things that went right during the sexual session, he tended to focus on all that went wrong. Unable to find his perfect Dominatrix, he just wasn't happy with any of them.
As frustratingly elusive as trying to catch a beautiful butterfly, finally, he now knew the something that was missing from his Domme/sub sexual experience was something not easily explained to his Mistress. How do you tell a Mistress that she doesn't know what she's doing? He more could explain what he wanted and needed to have to a new Mistress rather than a Mistress that he was already seeing. Once already in a Domme/sub relationship, Mistresses didn't take too kindly to constructive criticism from there lowly slaves of a sub, especially those who enjoyed dishing out pain and who took more pleasure in hurting him than in pleasuring him.
By revealing his dissatisfaction, how could he possibly tell his Mistress how he felt without her feeling criticized and personally attacked? It never boded well for a sub to overstep his boundaries and to step out of character to tell his Mistress what she was doing wrong. If anything, she was the one to tell him all that she was doing right.
After he pleased and pleasured her, was it too much to expect to have a Mistress know how alter her play of their sexy games of bondage, discipline, dominance, and submission to pleasure him? Too often, it was a feeling that he always had and didn't like having that he was just another customer. Never wanting to be just anyone and no one special, he didn't enjoy the feeling of just being anyone. He didn't want his sexual session to be the same sexual session as the sub before him or the sub after him. How could he explain that feeling to his Mistress without ending his relationship with her? With money getting in the way of his perfect sexual time, he didn't feel as special to his Mistress as his Mistress felt to him.
Maybe part and parcel of having a Domme/sub relationship where the Domme stayed more reserved in her emotions but, notwithstanding that, he needed more than just lip service. Just as he gave his unquestioned all to her in pleasing her and in pleasuring her, he needed to feel her connection to him. If there was such a thing, he needed a Dominatrix who was more human in showing her feelings for him and who was more compassionate in her emotions. A big contrary to the rules and roles of Domme and sub, if there was such a thing, he needed a Dominatrix who was more sensitive to his needs, wants, and desires than to her own needs, wants, and desires. He needed a queen who not only had an iron fist but also a kind heart.
With her trying to control him, he always felt a disconnect and the disconnection was that she was only giving him what he wanted for the money and not because she wanted to make him happy and sexually satisfied. The nature of the beast, it was always more about her than it was about him but there needed to be some ground rules first. Just as he's sexually satisfied lots of Dominatrix's and lots of Dominatrix's have sexually satisfied him, he's never felt real happiness after ending a session. Always there was something wrong and something just not right.
What he usually felt was pain, shame, and humiliation, along with a sense that she wasn't the right Dominatrix for him. Going home alone to his empty bed, what he usually felt was an emptiness that wasn't fulfilled until the next time he was with his Dominatrix. Wishing he had more of a relationship with his Domme than that of a business one that was masked by pain and pleasure, he wished he had a girlfriend who was his Domme.
He needed someone who more understood his needs to give him a fulfilling sexual session. He realized that was impossibly difficult to do when meeting someone for the first few times and especially when meeting someone for the first time. Too impatient, maybe he was rushing the process. Maybe he wasn't giving their particular Domme/sub relationship a chance. When he's yet to find the right Dominatrix, he realized that the feeling of happiness and sexual satisfaction was something that, perhaps, developed over time.
Only, in the way of touching a flame that was too hot knowing that he'd be burned, he couldn't bear to returning to some of the Mistresses he had in the past. He had already been down that road and had left that Mistress for a reason. Yet, there was always that burning desire in him to make him go back to try her again, even after knowing that she wasn't the Dominatrix that he was looking to have. Just as he knew that his one and only Dominatrix was out there but where, he felt that he was wasting his time and money on those who pretended to be his Dominatrix.
Sometimes feeling as if he was with a prostitute instead of a Mistress and not enjoying the feeling that he was buying her emotions and affection for money, even though he was, he needed to remain in the illusion that he needed her to completely control him. He needed to find a Mistress who enjoyed punishing, disciplining, controlling, and humiliating him as much as he did. He never truly felt that his Mistresses liked him enough to enjoy what they were doing to him as much as he liked them and enjoyed what they were doing to him. That feeling of mutual satisfaction and erotic enjoyment were the biggest pieces missing from his Mistresses. Now that he knew what was missing, he was confident that he'd find what he was looking for in a Dominatrix. Only, in the way of looking for love, how do you find a feeling?
Having cheated on his Mistresses before and having been unfaithful to them in the past, Glenn had been to lots of Mistresses houses over the past ten years. Some Mistress' homes even had dungeons. Not ever thinking that he'd enjoy being taken to a dungeon, he now liked the idea of having his sexual experience in a dungeon. At first thinking it'd be too primeval when imagining the cold, dirty, smelly, and rat and roach infected dungeons of old England, he never thought he'd enjoy his sexual session in a dungeon. Yet, after having experienced a Mistress with a modern day, temperature controlled, clean, and fresh smelling dungeon, he needed to find a Mistress with a dungeon. Pretending he was taken there as a prisoner to the will of his Mistress, dungeons enabled him to remain in the fantasy longer.
Yet not all dungeons were the same. Some dungeons were nothing more than a cellar with a corner space cleared to house a table and a few assorted toys and restraints. He never could fall into character when taken to the Mistress' bedroom or to a dungeon that was nothing more than her cellar. When he thought more about what he felt was missing and what more that he wanted, oxymoronic in nature, he laughed to himself over the thoughts of a more human and more compassionate Dominatrix, albeit one with a dungeon.
If only her neighbors knew that the woman next door was a Dominatrix, what would they do? If only her neighbors knew that his Mistress had a dungeon, what would they say? Another bothersome thing, he didn't like driving to a neighborhood where there were kids playing outside. He'd prefer his Mistress was isolated, at least at the end of a cul-de-sac or residing on a dead end street instead of living on a busy street. When unable to hear children playing or cars whizzing by, more privacy than less allowed him to remain in his sexual fantasy longer.
He more appreciated a Mistress who did her homework and who paid attention to the smallest of details. He wanted a Mistress who wasn't in it for just the money. Just as he needed to be so controlled, he needed a Mistress who needed to control. He wanted a Mistress who enjoyed their sexual interaction as much as he did.
Yet, now that he's experienced Mistresses who had a dungeon, as important was the Mistress was the dungeon. Just as the right Mistress ruled him, the proper dungeon enhanced the experience. Without doubt, the right dungeon more added to the aura to make being held a prisoner of his Mistress more authentically and erotically enjoyable. Adding so much more to the sexual and erethral experience, needing his Mistress to have a dungeon to fully feel as if he was being punished, disciplined, and controlled against his will, now he wouldn't even consider a Mistress who didn't have a suitable dungeon.
Thinking back over his prior Mistresses who had dungeons, even those Mistresses who had dungeons weren't as beautiful as his hoped for new Mistress, Mistress Susan. Moreover, judging her dungeon by the pictures and video of her dungeon on her website, none of them had such a realistic dungeon in the way she did. She even had a prison cell with bars.
Mistress Susan, just saying her name gave him sexual pleasure. None of the Mistresses he had experienced in the past were as beautiful and as curvaceously shapely as Mistress Susan. None of the Mistresses he's had in the past were as playful, creative, dominating, and sensitive to her sub's needs as he perceived Mistress Susan was by all that he saw and read on her website. Definitely, she had the possibility of being his perfect Mistress. Even better than that, how perfect would that be if his boss Susan was, indeed, Mistress Susan too. He had an erection just thinking about the possibilities.
Only, hoping beyond hope, he hoped that his boss Susan and Mistress Susan who had the website he was frequenting were one in the same. If only by their name, Susan, not a common name, they had to be the same woman. Difficult to tell. he's never even seen his boss with her hair down never mind without her clothes. He's never seen his boss wearing the sexy, leather outfits that Mistress Susan wears on her website. He's never seen his boss' semi-naked body in the way that he's seen Mistress Susan flashing her big tits and spreading her long legs to show her sheer, black, panty clad, shaved pussy. He's never seen any part of his boss' body in the way that he's seen most of Mistress Susan's beautiful body.
Suspecting his boss was busty, he couldn't really tell in the way that she always wears black clothes every day. For sure, Mistress Susan's 32 double D's would be difficult to hide, unless his boss wore a confining sports type of bra beneath her black blouse and black jacket. His boss always wore black. She only wore black. By all of the semi-naked photos on her website, Mistress Susan is not shy about showing her assets in the way his boss dresses so mannishly modest, and professionally non-sexual at work.
A female version of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, if these two women are, indeed, one and the same, a total transformation and at the opposite ends of the spectrum, one just doesn't go with the other. It doesn't make sense and yet it does. In the way that his boss was such a bitch at work, Ms. Bitch, all she needed was to let her hair down literally and figuratively and expose her hot body while holding a whip to make for the prefect Dominatrix. Now that he thinks more about it, he wouldn't mind having his boss as his Mistress. If only his boss Susan was the Mistress Susan that he's been lusting over on her website, he'd be that happiest sub in the world.
Something so seriously important to him, just as he sensed that Mistress Susan was different, he sensed that his prior Mistresses were only playing a part for the money. A prostitute masquerading as a Dominatrix wasn't what he wanted. He wanted someone who was more sincere and who enjoyed Dominating him as much as he enjoyed being so controlled. With money more important than their role as Dominatrix, he needed someone who more enjoyed being a Domme than making money. Now that he found her website, he thinks he may have found that with Mistress Susan, a 24/7, professional Dominatrix. He could tell by how professional her website was that she wasn't just in it for the money.
Surely, just as he's out there looking for such a woman, there must be a woman looking for such a man. He didn't want a hooker, a stripper, and/or a mother with children pretending to be a Mistress part-time to earn a few extra dollars. He wanted a real Dominatrix as his Mistress, someone who was into the lifestyle 24/7 as was Mistress Susan. He wanted a professional who would make him feel so owned in the way that he completely and unselfishly wanted to give himself to her. A sexual slave looking for a safe haven, he wanted someone who had a dungeon.
He wanted and needed to have a woman who was as aroused dominating him, controlling him, disciplining him, punishing him, and humiliating him, as he yearned to be dominated, controlled, disciplined, punished, and humiliated. Now that he's found someone like Mistress Susan online, he imagined that the sexual experience wouldn't be the same with anyone else, that is, unless Mistress Susan was really his boss Susan. A two for one, if his boss was Mistress Susan, his sexual fantasy come true, that would be a huge bonus in helping him to find the perfect Mistress. In the way she controls him, bosses him around, and verbally abuses him, he's already there with his boss, if only she was his Mistress too.



If Mistress Susan was actually his boss too, the sexual experience of his boss being his Mistress, no doubt, would be so much more sexually gratifying and erotically satisfying. With one woman secretly being the other, after having a two year relationship with boss Susan as her lowly employee, a sexual relationship with boss Susan as Mistress Susan would be so much more rewarding. After having visited her website more than a hundred times since he discovered it, he reread every word of her website every day as if he was reading from Mao Tse-Tung's little, red book or memorizing passages from the Bible. Without even having met her, as if he was a new cult member, he was already a disciple and a devotee of Mistress Susan.
Yet, still unsure if his boss Susan was Mistress Susan, he waited to make an appointment with Mistress Susan until he knew for sure that she wasn't his boss too. Not wanting to jeopardize his job by unmasking her secret identity and revealing the closeted sexual lifestyle of his boss, he needed to know if one woman was, indeed, the other woman before making a fool of himself and embarrassing her. Only, how does he do that without meeting Mistress Susan? Even after studying her website and reading every word over and again, he's still unsure if Mistress Susan is his boss Susan.
Already sexually attracted to his boss as much as he is to his newly perceived Mistress Susan, the attraction is more than just physical. More than just her beauty was their intelligence. With both women leaders of men, both were wicked smart. Perhaps, all of this time, it would be so ironic if his perfect Mistress was right under his nose. The fact that he already had a relationship with his boss, if what he had with his boss was called a relationship, was a big plus. If Mistress Susan was his boss, hoping that Mistress Susan was his boss, he felt as if he's been interviewing her for the position of his new Mistress for more than 2 years.
Yet, even though he's known his boss longer than he's known any of his Mistresses, he suspected that he knew more about his boss than she knew about him. Now that he knows so much about her from working with her, from watching her, and from stumbling over her secret life, that is, if that really is her online, he'd love for her to fill the role as his new Mistress. She was perfect. She was his ideal Mistress. He'd be happy working for his boss during the day and playing with his Mistress at night and on weekends.
Wishfully thinking, he imagined the best case scenario instead of his worst nightmare. His best case scenario was that she'd invite him down her basement to experience her dungeon. The worst case was that she wasn't the same Mistress Susan on the website he found and he'd be fired for making sexual advances to his boss. Wishfully thinking, he hoped her asking him to her house to drop off her work on the pretense that she was not feeling well was just a ruse to start a Domme/sub sexual relationship. Oh how happy he'd be if she was, indeed, Mistress Susan and he became her sexual slave.
Already contemplating his future career responsibilities with her as his boss, while sexually fantasizing about her as his Mistress, it was then that he realized that he may be getting ahead of himself. What if his boss wasn't Mistress Susan? He may be getting excited over nothing. Based upon who he thought she was by just some damned website and by some woman, referred to as Ms. Bitch, who resembled her, that may not even be her website. She may not be his hoped for Mistress Susan. After suspecting and hoping she was, he'd be devastated if she wasn't.
Here he was reading into her as if he knew everything about her, including her deep, dark secret of being a Dominatrix but he wasn't positive that was even her on the Internet. What if he was wrong about her being Mistress Susan? If he was wrong, not only would he be mortified for accusing her of being a Dominatrix but also he could lose his job by humiliating himself and embarrassing her. Suddenly getting sexually aroused over the thought of humiliating himself, his preferred state of mind, humiliation was nothing new to him. So long as she was the right Dominatrix, he enjoyed being humiliated, but in this situation, he'd save the humiliation for later, when and if he learned that his boss was, indeed, Mistress Susan or not.
She had to be Mistress Susan. She just had to be. She looked so much like her. As more evidence that she was Mistress Susan, she referred to herself as Ms. Bitch, the same phrasing that Mistress Susan uses on her website when describing herself. Yet, not having seen his boss with her hair down and not having even seen so much as her bra strap, he couldn't be sure that boss Susan was Mistress Susan. His boss would have to have one Hell of a body beneath those black clothes.
Making himself crazy with all of this speculation running through his mind, returning to reality, he thought, what if she really is home sick? What if she just wanted him to bring her work home to her so that she could work from home? What if she's not the online Mistress that he thinks that she is? What if she's not interested in him being her sub? What if this is all a horrible mistake and he's about to make a fool of himself and embarrass her? Unable to believe that she wasn't the website Mistress, Mistress Susan, the one he's been posting his messages to her blog, tweeting to, and flirting with online, he'd be crushed if she was no one other than his boss who was home sick and he was nothing more than her errand boy.
Still, even if she wasn't Mistress Susan, Mistress Susan is still out there and so long as she was interested in seeing him, he could make an appointment to meet her. Yet, afraid to make the appointment, he was afraid he'd embarrass his boss, if she was Mistress Susan. He needed to know first, if his boss is Mistress Susan. Without doubt, it would have been so much more fun if both women were one and the same. Yet, if he accused his boss of being Mistress Susan and if his boss wasn't Mistress Susan, he'd embarrassed her and humiliated himself. Moreover, she'd fire him. He'd lose his job.
"How dare you accuse me of being a Dominatrix. You're a sick man. You're fired," he imagined her saying. "Get out. Get out of my house."
Committing professional suicide by throwing himself on his own sword, he'd have no explanation other than to confess his secret sexual life to her. There'd be nothing else to do than to throw himself at her feet and ask for her forgiveness while kissing and licking her boots in the hopes that she'd urinate on him. Either way, for embarrassing her and for him revealing what she'd deem him having as a perverse lifestyle, she'd no doubt fire him. Yet, for once and for all, with his private life taking precedence over his career and his sexual lifestyle being more important than his job, he needed to know once and for all if his boss Susan was Mistress Susan too. Being that he was invited to her house and would be alone with her, a risk worth taking, he'd never forgive himself if he didn't pounce on this perfect opportunity to unmask her, even if it meant losing his job.
* * * * *
Barely 9 am in the morning, he rang her doorbell. Expecting to wait for her to get up out of her sickbed to drag herself to the front door, obviously in the way she so quickly answered the door, she wasn't asleep in her bed. While walking up her front steps and before ringing her doorbell, he imagined catching her in the shower and her appearing at the front door just wearing a towel. He imagined seeing her naked when her towel fell as he handed her the box of work. Proof positive that she was Mistress Susan, he imagined her double D breasts and her shaved pussy exposed before his horny eyes.
As if she had been standing by her door waiting for him arrive, he didn't have to wait very long for her to answer the door. Opening her front door immediately, as if she was excited having him come to her home as much as he was excited visiting her at home, she surprised him as much by her quickness in opening her front door as she did by the big smile she gave him when seeing him. She smiled at him. She actually smiled at him. Having never seen her smile before, she's so much more beautiful when she smiles. Having worked for her for more than two years, routinely glaring at him, she's never smiled at him. He wondered if she was on happy drugs for her illness.
Only, with her hair and makeup already done, she didn't look ill at all. She looked fabulous. If he was to play this all back in his mind later and, no doubt, he will, a surprising transformation in her typical business like appearance, it was shocking to see her smiling and looking more like the beautiful woman that she truly was rather than his bitchy boss that she always is. Normally in work, looking more masculine than feminine, by removing her femininity from the office equation by wearing black instead of color, wearing her hair pulled back, and wearing less makeup, she's somehow able to remove the woman within her by looking more like a man. Shocked by the stunning way she looked today, he was stunned.
Always in black, she downplays her makeup and she removes her hair from the equation of her femininity by pulling it tightly against her head as if making room on her head to don a wig. With her hair pulled back in that way, so tight that it removes the wrinkles from her face and moves her mouth in a tense, permanent grin. When dressed in Johnny Cash black with the only color on her eyes and lips, she reminds him of one of Robert Plant's models in his music video, Addicted to Love. Every time he sees her, as if Addicted to Love is her theme song, he thinks of that song.
Only today, by the beautiful way she looks now, different at home than she normally is at work, he noticed that she was wearing more eye makeup than she normally wears at work. Even more erotically exotic than wearing more eye makeup, her lips were totally covered with glistening, bright, Corvette red lipstick. She wore so much lipstick that he had the sudden need to kiss her. She looked so incredibly beautiful.
Whether she was Mistress Susan or not, she had those mesmerizing blue eyes that forced him to stare at her. Even when she was being a total bitch, especially when she was being a total bitch, he couldn't stop staring at her angry eyes. Accustomed to seeing her eyes from behind her big desk glaring up him, he sexually fantasized about her sucking his cock while sitting at her desk and looking up at him with those magnificent eyes. Her eyes when at work are always angry but here at her home, a total makeover, that is if she's, indeed, the same person on that Mistress Susan website, her eyes were confidentially in control. If he was charmed by her eyes when she was angry, he was even more captivated by her eyes and enthralled by her when she was smiling at him in the way that she was smiling at him now.
Always enamored with her eyes, even when they were angry, having never seen her eyes happy before, he more loved how her eyes looked now. No matter if her eyes were angry or confidentially in control, the windows to her inner beauty, he truly loved her big, blue eyes. He dreamt of her eyes every night. In addition to taking her voluptuous and curvaceous body to bed with him in his nightly sexual fantasies of her, he took her eyes. He loved her eyes, especially when they looked at him. Now smiling at him, he could see his image in her pupils.
Even if she wasn't a Dominatrix, having stumbled over his dream woman, done searching the world for her, it was evident to him now that he wanted his boss as his Mistress. Whether she was Mistress Susan or not, she was the one that he wanted. Already dominating him at work and loving how she abused him, he'd love for her to dominate him in her home too. She was so perfect for the job as his new Mistress.
Only, if she wasn't a Dominatrix, how in the Hell would he make her one? Even more than that, how in the Hell would he even broach the Domme/sub subject with her without her knowing that he was into such things? If she wasn't into bondage, discipline, dominance, and submission, how would he make her interested enough in that kind of kink to make her his pervert lover? Sadly if she wasn't into domination and control, no amount of wishful thinking would make her ready to play the part that he needed her to play to make his life complete with her as his Mistress. Yet, if only in the way that she acted at work, so domineering and so in control, she'd make for the perfect Dominatrix and his sexual fantasy come true of a Mistress.
With her blonde hair hanging free, going from white to blonde to gold, the light from the crystal chandelier in her foyer reflected her multi-colored highlights in her hair. He never knew she had such beautiful blonde hair. He never knew she had multi-colored highlights. With her office lighting so subdued and with her hair always looking so dark, nearly brown, when pulled so tightly back, her hair seemed painted to her head.
Now with her hair cascading down and free to curl and to collect around her shoulders as if hugging her neck in the way he wished he could hug her neck, instead of being pulled so tightly back in the way she always wore her hair at work, she looked more beautiful now than she ever did at work. She looked more feminine. She looked sexier. Once he discovered Mistress Susan's website, she now looked exactly like the woman that he imagined her to be.
Maybe her looking so much like Mistress Susan was nothing more than a coincidence. Maybe it was just him wanting her to be his Mistress Susan, especially now that she smiled at him. With her hair down, she looked more like Mistress Susan than she ever did before. With her looking so sexy and with him being so close to her, the scent of her perfume made him dizzy with sexual desire for her.
If only he could see her body, he'd know for sure if one woman is indeed the other. Having memorized every inch of Mistress Susan's beautiful skin, he wouldn't have to see very much his boss' beautiful body to know if his boss Susan was his hoped for Mistress Susan. Unless she had an identical twin who was a Dominatrix, how can one not be the other? They looked too much alike.
She was wearing a bathrobe, a white terrycloth all encompassing robe, and not a very sexy robe for what he imagined a Dominatrix would wear around the house when awakening from bed. Instead of defining her shapeliness with a thin, silk, sexy robe, her white terrycloth robe evoked the image of what his mother would look like wearing a white, terrycloth bathrobe or what a polar bear would look like with eye makeup and lipstick. Not that she's as old as his mother or as big as a polar bear but just as he was surprised by her extraordinary beauty, he was surprised that someone so beautiful and so shapely would wear a robe so ordinary and so unflattering. The robe did nothing to enhance her shapely figure.
Not evoking much of a sexual image, if only judging her by her terrycloth, white robe, maybe she's not his Mistress after all. Yet, now that he's seen her with her hair down and her extra makeup on, she looks so much like Mistress Susan even with the white, terrycloth bathrobe instead of a black, leather corset. Nonetheless, his aversion to her wearing white terrycloth, he had the uncontrollable urge to rub his face in her bathrobe in the way he used to do with his mother's bathrobe when he was just a toddler.
Assuredly, if he doubted that she had big tits before, clearly seeing the big impressions her breasts made in her bathrobe and with her robe pulled so tightly around her, he could even see the impressions her erect nipples made through the thickness of the terrycloth. Without doubt, he knew she had big tits now and as big as Mistress Susan's double D's. Just as the impression his cock suddenly made in his pants, he couldn't believe his eyes when he could clearly see the impressions that her big nipples made through her robe. He could only imagine how big her nipples would look if she was wearing a form fitting, silk robe. As if they were reaching out to him and beckoning him to touch them and finger them, before sucking them, he'd loved to finger her nipples before taking them in his mouth to suck them.
Only, a well mannered and respectful man, he'd never dare inappropriately touch a woman, especially a woman who was his boss, and especially a woman who was his potential Mistress in such an improper way without her expressed permission. If she was indeed a Mistress and he took such uninvited sexual liberties with her by dare feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples through her bathrobe, no doubt, she'd discipline and punish him for dare touching her. Definitely but still difficult to tell through all of that white cotton, as if trying to see something through a cloud or a fog, her breasts appeared as large as Mistress Susan's breasts. Her breasts appeared as large as those breasts that he saw on the website, the breasts that he sexually fantasized and masturbated over nightly, and the breasts that he imagined were his boss' breasts on Mistress Susan's website.
Not wanting her to catch him staring at her breasts or at the impressions her nipples made in her robe, he looked up at her pretty face, her shoulder length blonde hair, her big, blue eyes, and her red, full lips. Even if she wasn't Mistress Susan, he'd be taking home this image of her tonight. Even if she wasn't a Dominatrix, he'd be masturbating over her controlling him, punishing him, and disciplining him in her perceived dungeon before having sex with her. Even if his boss Susan wasn't his beloved Mistress Susan, she'd be playing a starring sexual role in his erotic dreams.
Unable to stop himself from staring at her, he lips were so inviting. When he looked at her lips, he imagined taking her in his big arms and holding her before kissing her. She had full, perfect lips and he imagined kissing and kissing her red lips. With his lips awash in her sweet, red lipstick, he imagined her allowing him to part her lips with his tongue. He imagined her surrendering her tongue to him while he felt her big breasts through her bathrobe and fingered her erect nipples before sticking his horny hand inside. Only, he couldn't just do that. Whether she was his boss or his perceived Mistress, he needed her permission before daring to touch her. He needed her to make the first move.
Continuing his sexual fantasy, he imagined reaching around her to feel her firm, round ass. He imagined removing her bathrobe to see what she was wearing or not wearing beneath all of that damn terrycloth. After kissing her, after feeling her voluptuous body, and pleasuring her pussy with his mouth and her ass with his tongue, he imagined her falling to her knees to return the sexual favor. He imagined her red, full lips around his big, hard cock. Lipstick on the dipstick, he imagined her leaving her red lipstick stains behind as evidence that she sucked him and deep throated him. If only she would, he'd never wash his cock again, that is, until the next time that she sucked him.
Now with his curiosity piqued, he wondered what she was wearing beneath her bathrobe. Imagining what it would be like to go to bed with her, he wondered what kind of nightgown she wore to bed. Definitely, she must have a lingerie drawer filled with Victoria Secrets barely there sexy nightgowns. Maybe she didn't wear nightgowns but wore pajamas instead. He could do pajamas, especially flannel pajamas. He loved the feel of flannel. He imagined how soft her breasts would feel through flannel while he unbuttoned all of those buttons. Then, pausing to see what each unbuttoned button revealed of her body before continuing unbuttoning her, he imagined finally exposing her big breasts.



Maybe she didn't wear anything at all to bed. Maybe she slept in the nude. The thought of her naked and in bed caused his cock to pulsate in his pants and, holding her box of work one handed, he put his other hand down for fear that she may see that he was getting sexually excited. Bad enough to have an erection caused from his boss, it would be even worse for him to have an erection without receiving the expressed permission to have an erection from his Mistress, even his perceived Mistress, first.
Still wondering what she wore to bed, maybe she wore leather to bed and kept her whip beneath her pillow just in case. As soon as he thought of her wearing leather to bed, his cock pitched a permanent tent in his pants in the way it used to do when he was a teenager. As an 18-year-old senior in high school, suddenly, he remembered Miss Crabtree having him bend over her desk to paddle his naughty ass. Knowing he'd get a spanking whenever he was bad in her class, he was always purposely bad in her class and he always picked a spanking over detention. He remembered the loud noise the paddle made against his firm butt. He remembered how after the third whack his ass became warm before it turned red with the fifth sixth whacks. Always, no more and no less, as if she was keeping silent count, she gave him ten whacks.
He suspected she enjoyed paddling his ass as much as he enjoyed her paddling his ass. In the way he wished she would too, he suspected that she wished she'd pull his pants and underwear down to paddle his naked ass. He remembered masturbating over the sexually erotic thoughts of exposing his cock to her. He wondered what his teacher would do if she saw his erection. Would she stare at his cock? Would she reach out and touch it? Or would she fall to her knees and suck it? Now that he's older, imagining visiting her at her home, he would have loved to have pulled up her pleated skirt, pulled down her panties, and paddled his teacher's ass. Yet, not wanting his boss to see his erection, he covered the big bulge in his pants with the box of work that he was delivering to her.
Allowing his horny mind to run away with the sexual thoughts that he had for his boss now, he was entwined with the sexual thought that he had for Mistress Susan. Maybe beneath that innocuous white, terrycloth bathrobe was her Dominatrix uniform, her preferred outfit of choice he imagined. Maybe she was wearing a fitted corset that pushed up and pushed out her already huge, double D breasts. Perhaps the tight corset was the reason why the impressions of her big nipples were so apparent and nearly transparent, if the terrycloth wasn't so thick.
Maybe her tits were right there, mere millimeters away from his horny hands and hungry mouth. Maybe she was wearing sheer, black panties just like the panties he saw her wearing on her website. If she was wearing those transparent panties, he'd love to lick her and finger her shaved pussy through her panties. With her knees draped over his shoulders and her long legs resting against his back, he'd love to please her by making her cum.
"Hi Glenn," she purred as if she was a cat on the prowl and as soon as he opened and invited him inside her front door. "Come in."
Interrupting him from one sexual fantasy to give him another, she's so uniquely different at home than she is at work. If he didn't know better, he wouldn't believe that she was the same person. Never has she greeted him with a smile. Never has she greeted him with a purring hello before. He imagined her holding his big cock in her hand while purring in his ear before falling to her knees and taking him in her mouth.
"Hi Susan," he said having to catch himself from saying, hi Mistress Susan.
He wished he could touch her and feel her to know that he wasn't dreaming this verbal exchange. He wished he could hold her. He wished her could kiss her. He wished he could touch his Mistress where he was never allowed to feel his Mistress without her expressed permission first. He craved that control while begging for that permission but he had to consciously remind himself that this wasn't his Mistress but his boss. Even if she was Mistress Susan, especially if she was Mistress Susan, he'd never touch her without her telling him to touch her. Yet, he so wanted to kiss her while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples through her terrycloth bathrobe.
"Come in," she said walking away from him to go to the kitchen.
He stared at her wiggling ass as she walked away. Then, as if awakened from a sexual dream, it was when she walked away from him that he heard her heels clicking on the Travertine tiles. He looked down and instead of wearing fuzzy slippers, she was wearing knee high boots. Boots, she was wearing boots. He couldn't believe she was wearing boots with a bathrobe. Controlling the urge to fall to his knees, as soon as he saw her boots he wanted to kiss them and to lick them. As soon as he saw her boots he wanted her to walk on him and spread her legs to pee on him.
Why was she wearing boots at home instead of relaxing in slippers? Such an odd combination, boots with a bathrobe, that unique contrast sexually excited him by making him wonder what else she was hiding beneath her plush bathrobe. He so wanted to undo her bathrobe tie a and remove her bathrobe from her exquisite body but he didn't dare. Extrapolating his erotic thought process, along with wondering what she was hiding under her bathrobe, he wondered what she was hiding in her cellar. Maybe she was Mistress Susan. Maybe she had a dungeon. Maybe she invited him here not to bring her work but to bind him, beat him, punish him, and discipline him while controlling him.
"Thank you," he said closing the front door behind him.
"I just made some coffee. Would you care for a cup or are you a tea man," she said turning to look at him and giving him a sexy smile.
Having never smiled at him before, she's never given him a sexy smile. Now, she was looking at him in a way that he imagined her looking at him when she was disciplining him, punishing him, controlling him, spanking him, and whipping him. With her hair and makeup done, being that she was wearing boots with her bathrobe, maybe she was going somewhere after he dropped off her work and left and hadn't finished dressing yet. Maybe she was fully dressed beneath her bathrobe and didn't want him to know that she wasn't really sick but was just playing hooky from work. Maybe in the way that he always wore sneakers with jeans, she always wore boots with her bathrobe.
Being that she was his boss and he was her employee, being that he was a paid subordinate, it was none of his business what she did or where she went after he left her. Obviously, unlike him, she had a life that wasn't controlled by discipline and punishment. Suddenly he was jealous with the thought that maybe she was meeting someone else, a man who wanted her to control him in the way that he wished she'd control him. Whether as a sub, a sexual slave, a friend, a lover, or just an employee, or all of the above, he'd love to be her man. Never having sexual thoughts about his boss before, that is, before he discovered Mistress Susan's website and his boss' resemblance to Mistress Susan, he was having sexual thoughts about her now.
Only, unlike the sexual thoughts that other men had where they'd just make a pass at a woman and/or just take a woman, he needed her permission to make a pass. He needed her to make the first move. He needed her to make a pass at him. He needed her to assume the dominant role and not him. He needed her permission before he could do anything.
"I'd love a cup of coffee. Thank you," he said giving her his best smile.
"How do you take your coffee?"
She looked at him and smiled again. He loved her smile. She looked so much more beautiful when she smiled. As if taunting him and daring him to accuse her of being Mistress Susan, she put out two mugs on her granite, kitchen counter in front of him. She looked at him while watching for his reaction when seeing the coffee mugs.
When he looked down at the coffee cups, his mouth fell open. He stared at the coffee cups before staring back up at her. Then, looking down at the coffee cups to make sure that he wasn't imagining things, one coffee cup was black with the word Domme on it in bold, white letters and the other coffee cup was a yellow with the word sub on it in small, black, italic letters. If the coffee mugs weren't telling enough and proof enough that she was, indeed, Mistress Susan, he didn't know what other proof he needed that his boss Susan was the woman of the website he's been frequenting.
"Just black," he said not knowing what else to say when he wanted to say so much.
Making constant contact with her magical blue eyes while excited that he was correct in guessing that she, indeed, was Mistress Susan, he looked at her stunned. Sexually excited that his blonde, bombshell of a shapely boss was his sexual fantasy come true, he was glad that his search for his perfect Dominatrix had come to a happy end.
When she leaned to pour his coffee, hoping the top of her bathrobe would fall open enough for him to see, he looked to see what she was wearing beneath her bathrobe. Hoping for a down bathrobe view, she had robe too tightly tied to give him a peek inside. Unable to get a down bathrobe look of her body for further proof that she was Mistress Susan, he looked up at her big, beautiful, blue eyes again. Mesmerized and as if hypnotized by her eyes, he couldn't help but stare at her while watching her pour his coffee.
"When you finish your coffee Glenn," she said moving out from behind the kitchen counter to untie and remove her bathrobe in the way of an artist dropping a shroud from a masterpiece, "I'd like to show you my dungeon."
To be continued...
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Agreeing to move in with him, Dave and Susan become a couple.
Dave and Susan climbed in the Hummer, drove to his apartment, and parked the big truck in front of his door. He knew his buddy would be by to collect his truck soon, after making arrangements to sell Tyrone's new Cadillac Escalade to the international contacts they had and load the luxury SUV on a container ship headed to North Africa. No matter what they were selling there were buyers everywhere to buy anything and they knew where to look to find them.
"Are you okay?" He asked her finally when they pulled up in front of his apartment after driving there in silence not talking about what just happened.
"Am I okay?" She looked as if waiting for him to ask that loaded question. She looked at him as if taking aim with a gun. If looks could kill, he'd be dead.
"Susan, I just asked you one lousy question. I didn't attack you in the way you're about to attack me," he said wanting to slap her as much as he wanted to kiss her.
Maybe because he found her tied to a strippers' pole naked but he was already sexually aroused that five men saw her naked.
"You're really a piece of work Dave. Maybe because your entire life had been war and death, violence doesn't affect you in the way that it affects others," said Susan shaking her head while staring at him. "Based on how you go through life numbly after killing someone, apparently you don't know how you're supposed to feel. So, you tell me. How do you think I am?"
"What?" He truly didn't hear what she had just said. He stopped listening to her when she started yelling at him. With both afflicted with Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome and each one handling their emotional condition differently, she was filled with rage. He just had to scratch the surface with her for her hair to stand up on her back. Perfect for one another as both of them played that troubled game, as soon as she raised her voice to him, he tuned her out. "I don't understand why you're so angry Susan."
In the way that Tyrone and his two men had stripped her naked, he wanted to strip her naked and fuck her. He wanted to dominate her and control her so that she'd just shut the Hell up. He wanted to show her that he was the boss man and she was the lowly woman.
"You don't understand why I'm so angry?" She stared at him without talking. "After being kidnapped, stripped naked, and slapped around by three men, do you really think that I'd be okay?" As if thinking about all that happened, she paused and he wondered if she was as sexually aroused being stripped naked as he was sexually excited seeing her tied to the stripper's pole naked. "Tyrone stuck his finger inside of me while touching me and feeling me everywhere." She looked at him with anger.
Dave put his head down as if he was supposed to feel more than what he felt. Certainly, he felt glad that Susan was safe and sound but, as if she was blaming him for her putting herself in danger, he didn't understand why she was so angry about now. She was the one who had walked out on him. The only thing he felt now was anger anger giving his men the order to behead Tyrone. The only thing he felt was vengeance when he knew that Tyrone was dead and the proceeds of his sold truck would go as payment to his buddies for helping him. The only other thing that he felt was sexual excitement by the thought of Susan tied to the pole and standing there naked in front of three black men and his two friends, Mike and Big Louie.
Proud that she was his woman, at least he hoped she was, Mike and Big Louie must have been besides themselves with lust when seeing Susan's hot, naked body and giant sized breasts. An unspoken code between them, knowing they'd never speak of it to say, he wondered what Mike and Big Louie thought of Susan's hot body. He knew they saw her. He knew they were looking. Having entered the room after Mike, Big Louie may not have seen as much of Susan as the other four men had.
He now had second thoughts about allowing the other two men to go free after stripping Susan naked and touching her everywhere they shouldn't have felt her. Who knows, maybe he turned their lives around? Maybe after putting the fear of God in them, they'd take that as a second chance to give up drugs, prostitution, and violence. Able to easily disarm them, those two weren't cut out for that line of work.
"I'm sorry that Tyrone sexually assaulted you but, if it means anything to you at all, I can promise you that he'll never touch you again," he said gripping the steering wheel as if he was gripping Tyrone's neck.
Outraged that he had fingered his woman, he should have had Big Louie cut off his fingers before cutting off his head. In the way that some of his men have been tortured and killed by the Taliban, a slow death would have more befitted Tyrone for what he's done to women and how he treated and disrespected his childhood friend, Carmen from Detroit. Tyrone was lucky he hadn't had the time to force Susan to blow him. Then, instead of showing him mercy by having Big Louie make just one, quick cut, loping off pieces at a time, he would have made him feel real pain before he died.
"You don't have a clue how I feel to ask me that question. You should know how I feel," she said no longer looking at him and sitting angrily quiet for a moment. "I thought they were going to rape me and gangbang me before killing me," she said softly as if talking to herself with her eyes welling up with tears. "I thought I'd never see you again," she said pausing to look at him before finishing the last of what she said in a whisper. "I thought I'd never get to tell you how I feel about you."
He was stunned by her admission that she had feeling for him. Acting as if she hated him and wanted to kill him, to hear her confess that she had feelings for him was something he's been waiting to hear.
"You have feeling for me?" He looked at her still feeling hurt, angry, and rejected that she walked out on him after telling her that he loved her. "How do you feel about me?" He looked at her waiting for her to respond and continued talking when she didn't. "Now that I've already told you how I feel about you and you didn't tell me now how you feel about me," he said looking at her with love while waiting for her to answer him. When she didn't answer him, he asked his question again. "How do you feel about me?"
He wanted to reach out and hold her but, too far of a divide to cross, the wide center console of the Hummer was in the way of him putting his arm around her and having an intimate moment with her. Maybe if they were standing outside of the truck, he would have hugged her but in the horny way that he felt right now, she would have taken offense when he reached down to cup her sweet ass with one hand while feeling her big breast with his other. Instead he just reached out to pat and squeeze her shoulder before rubbing her left ear with his right hand as if she was a dog.
Not knowing what else to do, Dave wasn't very good at intimate moments, especially when fully dressed. Apparently not much better than he was at showing her feelings, better at showing her anger, she seemed tensely uncomfortable with the conversation and with him putting her on the spot. As if he was a pesky mosquito, she voiced her obvious frustration to communicate by swatting his hand away from her ear.
"Stop that," she said brushing his hand away. "I'm not your dog," she gave him a laugh. "Gees, Dave, for someone who knows how to handle himself in every situation, you're at a loss when it comes to women."
Kettle black he wanted to say. She should talk because in the way she was acting now, other than fighting them, hitting them, kicking them, and punching them, she was at a loss when it came to handling men too. They were both so much alike in that regard. Both would rather be physical than emotional. Both would rather hit than talk.
"Sorry," he said looking at her. "So how are you? You never told me how you are," He persisted in wanting to know her feelings but changed the subject when she didn't volunteer to tell him how she felt about him or about herself. "I don't have a clue how you are other than that you're angry at me and I don't know why," he said throwing up his hands as if he was surrendering, something he's unaccustomed to doing.
He wondered if she loved him as much as he loved her. He wondered if this was the beginning of something good and everlasting. Just as he thought that, he panicked that his life would change with her in it for good. Then, he thought, what if she didn't want him. What if this was the end and the last time seeing her.
"How do you think I am after five strange men saw me naked," she said playing with the bottom of her blouse.
"Oh, that, yeah, well, you'll never see Tyrone's associates again and the only time you'll see my friends again is at their fourth of July barbeque," he said with a dirty, little laugh.
He imagined her drunk and topless at one of his friend's pool parties, only she didn't drink. She didn't even smoke. And after her reaction now about being naked in front of five strange men, there's no way she'd be topless at one of his friend's drunken, pool parties.
"Great. I won't bother wearing any clothes so that they'll recognize me. They won't have to go to the trouble of undressing me with their eyes," she said.
He could only imagine her walking in his friend's backyard naked. He could only imagine the reaction of his friends and the outrage of their wives and girlfriends. He'd loved nothing better than to show off her hot body to the guys.
"My friends aren't like that Susan. Guys who'd give their life for you have more respect for you than to hit on your woman," he said, at least liking to think that but knowing better. All of his friends were horny dogs. Glad to be alive when they returned home and not knowing if they'd survive their next mission, once they were drunk, whether they were wives, girlfriends, mothers, daughters, and/or sisters, all women were fair game and most women gave them what they wanted. "These are my best buddies from combat and there are lines that we never cross, especially when it comes to wives and girlfriends."
When he said your woman, he thought of her as being his woman. Waiting for her to say differently, he waited for her to react to him referring to her as his woman but she didn't. Maybe she liked him calling her his woman as much as he liked the idea of her being his woman. Now that he's with her again, he'd like to have her as a permanent fixture in his life, that is, so long as she took anger management classes or therapy for her Post Traumatic Stress.
"If you're waiting for me to say thank you, thank you," she said turning her head to make eye contact with him. "I'm alive and in one piece thanks to you and your friends," she said. "I don't know what they would have done to me had you not appeared."
Alive in one piece was more than he could say for Tyrone thought Dave when thinking about Tyrone's body in three construction bags and tossed in three, different dumpsters. No doubt, never to be found again, he'd soon be on a barge to be dumped at sea or on his way to be part of a landfill.
"I'm glad you're okay. I don't know what I'd do if they..." he said not finishing the thought.
"I need a drink," she said shaking her head.
"I'm sorry about not coming to your rescue sooner before Tyrone stripped you naked and," he paused with the thought of Tyrone fingering Susan. "It took me some time to get a team together."
"A team? Weighing your options as if you're a tactical planner for the Pentagon, everything is military strategy with you."
"Weighing my options is what I've been trained to do Susan. Most times able to remove my emotions from the equation, the men who aren't able to stay calm die, he said. "Doing the job that I was trained to do, I'm alive because I don't get angry. I just get even."
"You don't know what it's like to be taken like that and to be so abused," she said wrapping her arms around herself as if she as cold. "Never so scared, I felt so helpless Dave."
Not knowing how else to comfort her, he confessed how he felt in a similar situation.
"Trust me Susan, I know what it's like to feel helpless. Having been held prisoner myself before, I know how you feel. You said that I don't know how you feel but for me to sense you were in danger, I must have had a clue to how you felt. Coming to your rescue yet again, I saved your ass again didn't I?" He looked at her with hurt. "After you ran out on me without even leaving me a note and without even acknowledging me telling you that I love you, I could have let you go but I had a feeling you needed my help."
Dave fell silent while looking out the window of the hummer. Being in a hummer again, he had flashbacks of riding around in an armored vehicle in Iraq and Afghanistan. Ready to kill anyone who made a threatening move, even though he was honorably retired from the United States Marine Corps, nothing in how he felt about being ready for danger changed in him. Never letting his guard down, he was aware of every person and every car on the street.
"Being with you is like living with a superhero," she said with seriousness. "Sometimes in the way I always seem to put myself in danger, you make me feel as dumb as Lois Lane. You're bigger than life Dave, the big, bad, retired Marine who took on the world and lived to tell about it. Glad that you donned your superhero uniform again to save me, you need to stop this avenger kick that you're on because you're not 30-years-old anymore. Besides, even though you still have the body to wear tights, I can't see you wearing a cape," she said with a laugh.
"I know and you're right but I did it for you," he said looking at her with love. "Now that you're safe and Tyrone is no longer a problem, let's go home. You can have a drink and collect yourself," he said. "We can discuss our future together, if there is to be one."
"Home?" She looked at him. "You mean here, your place and not the shelter where I've been living. Is this my home now? Is your home my home?"
"Yes, my place, that is, until you can make other arrangement or until we can find a bigger place to make it your own," he said looking over at her and taking his hand in his as if he was about to propose. "Move in with me Susan. Live with me. I know you may not feel the same way that I already confessed how I feel about you, but let's give this a try and see what happens. Maybe you'll love me in time."
"Being that I'm homeless, unemployed, and poor, you give a girl without options an attractive offer with a place to live, food to eat, and spending endless hours shopping for furniture and a bed," she said looking at him. "You are going to buy a bed and put that ugly, too small, lumpy, Marine Corps barracks cot in storage. Right?"
He looked at her and smiled already knowing her answer that she was going to live with him. Two peas in a pod, she was just as unable to reveal her real feelings as he was unable to show how he truly felt about her without first being in bed with her naked.
"Yes, even though the only beds I've slept in are that lumpy, Marine Corps' barracks cots and the bedbug, infested beds found at cheap motels, I will buy us a bed," he said smiling at her. "Okay?"
"Good. It's been a long while since I've slept in my own bed and I just don't want any bed. I want one of those memory foam beds that they advertise on TV. I want a king size bed. It would be good to finally spread out in a big bed instead of having to sleep on my side as if I'm a prisoner in a prison cell," she said.
"Make a list and we'll go shopping tomorrow."
"Tomorrow? No, I want and I need to go shopping today. After all that's happened to me, I have a lot on my mind and shopping always makes me feel better, especially when I'm spending someone else's money." She laughed while looking at him with curiosity. "You do have money to afford to buy a bed and furniture. Right?"
"I served overseas," he said with a proudly satisfied smile. "I was a career Marine. More than that, in the way of Rambo, I was the go to guy the colonel called to create the team needed to clean up the mess that the generals' made. The first one in and the last one out, money has never been an issue for me," he said with a little grin, "especially after being one of the first ones allowed in Iraq."
"It must have been so awful for you to have served over there. I can only imagine the bugs," she said.
Much bigger than tarantulas, he closed his eyes while allowing the memory of huge camel spiders to fill his mind.
"There were so many worthless dinars laying around that I could have paved the street with them. We found 16 billion dollars in American money too, cash, stacked neatly and wrapped in plastic as if just received from the world's biggest drug deal. It's funny that Saddam didn't trust his own economy enough to buy dinars instead of dollars. I still don't know why he just didn't take his treasure troves of American money and leave his country. A dozen third world countries would have welcomed him and his money with open arms."
"Iraq? After all of those air raids, that place was nothing more than a bombed out shithole. From the news photos they showed on TV, there was nothing left of it."
"Along with members of Saddam's personal Republican Guard and his loyal and most trusted men, you have no idea how many United States officers and enlisted men enriched themselves after raiding Saddam Hussein's palaces. They were grabbing money by the millions of dollars. Not wanting to be the one to rat, everyone turned a blind eye. Saddam had billions of dollars lying around in cash, stashed here and hidden there behind walls. Everywhere we looked, we found stashes and caches of money," he said. "Only sixteen billion dollars of that was found and most of that went missing. Easy to find the money, the trick is to get the money out of the country and home without being detected and having the money confiscated."
"How in the Hell do you do that when you're surrounded by other Marines and answering to a commanding officer?"
"You really don't want to know," he said with a smug laugh. "Yet, so long as you had the contacts that I had, the easiest way out was to remove your uniform, cross the border into Jordan, and make your way to North Africa, but you needed inside help and plenty of cash to grease hands along the way to do that. Instead, most guys just wanted to go home rich. I was the guy they came to for that too. With all the people that I knew and contacts that I had, for a percentage, I was the man who could make that happen. What they did to launder that money after it was in country was their problem and not mine."
"I don't think I want to know anything more other than that we have enough money to buy what we need," she said falling silent to study him. "Do you have enough money to buy me a car?"
"A car? Of course I'll buy you a car. What kind and what color?" He laughed while looking at her big tits and long legs. "You'd look good in a red, Mustang Cobra convertible."
She looked at him as if analyzing him.
"Somehow I get the feeling that none of this bothers you. It's just another Special Op's Mission to you. You must miss living on the edge to get down and dirty with some of the miscreants who live around here and who control this neighborhood with guns, drugs, and fear."
"After all that I survived in Iraq, Afghanistan, and every other God forsaken country I've been, nothing can fluster me, especially after spending two years in North Africa, the shithole of the world, where a 9-year-old would fill you with holes from a Kalashnikov rather than look at you. What happens here is child's play in comparison."
As soon as Dave unlocked his door and allowed Susan inside, unable to control his lust for her, he grabbed her by her long blonde hair and spun her around. As if he was Tyrone stripping her naked and as if she wanted him to strip her naked, she allowed him to rip open her blouse, pull her bra off over her head without even unhooking, it, pull down her short skirt without unbuttoning and/or unzipping it. With just four pieces of clothes removed, she was naked. He carried her to his bunk, spread her legs and licked and fingered her until she screamed out an orgasm and begged for him to stop.



He wanted to fuck her but she was more intent on sucking him. She fell between his legs, unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped him. She stopped and laughed when she saw what he was wearing.
"Are those Marine Corps issue boxers?"
"What? I was on a mission. This is what I wear beneath my fatigues," he said sharing her laugh.
"At ease Marine," she said. "No, on second thought, it's best that you stay at attention," she said impaling her mouth with his cock.
She sucked him and stroked him until he ejaculated the love and sexual passion he had for her in her mouth. Leaving him wanting more, she abandoned him for her shopping excursion. After getting cleaned up, as if they were already a couple and they were, they went shopping for furniture, a mattress, and a car for Susan.
"I was thinking about the kind of car that I'd like to drive," she said looking at him.
"And what did you decide?"
"The Mustang is too attention getting and I already get enough of that with my blonde hair and big tits."
"So long as it has a powerful engine, good brakes, and a manual transmission, I've always gone for the understated myself, which is why I drive the shit box that I drive," he said with a laugh.
"I was thinking about a Volkswagen, a GTI, a two door with leather. I always liked those cars."
"Okay. That's a fun little car to drive. A GTI it is."
* * * * *
Marquis and Anthony sat in their car waiting for Carmen to finish her business with her customer before Anthony climbed out to grab her as soon as she emerged from the doorway and walked away from their car. They knew where she was, what she's been doing, and where she was going. They've been following her for days. Waiting for her to emerge, Anthony got out of the car and, before Carmen spotted them and had the chance to remove her high heels to run. He grabbed her, pitched her in the backseat, and closed the door as Marquis drove away.
To be continued...
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I never knew my father. I didn't even know who in the Hell he was. There's something hollow and empty inside of me when not knowing one or both of my parents and even though my mother was there, for all the love and attention she gave me, she may as well have been absent too. I always felt a restlessness deep inside of me not knowing my father. Not knowing who I truly was, I felt sadly incomplete and lost.
Being that I was the youngest of the family and so much younger than my youngest brother, I figured my father was one of the men my Mom had invited to her bed. There were so very many men in my mother's life after all. In my innocence and naiveté, I never suspected that my father was one of my brothers until much later. Duh, I was so dumb not to know.
Now that I look back at my mother's incestuous relationship with her sons, how could I not have known that my one of my brothers was my father? Not having very many friends, never being invited to someone's house because of the reputation my mother had in the neighborhood, I was the one ostracized for her sins of morality or lack thereof. Unable to invite a friend to my house, no one would come even if I could have a friend over. Thinking that my family was like everyone else's family, I had no other family to compare my family to for me to see what was normal.
Other than those goodie-too-shoe families on TV, Happy Days, The Brady Bunch, and the Cosby Show, wishing my family was somewhere in the middle, my family was just as extreme as were those TV fantasy families. Compared to those situation comedy families, a gross understatement, my family life wasn't normal. My life wasn't normal. Because I was living in a crazy house, I feared that I wasn't normal either. With me flashing my panties, my bra, and my topless and naked body to men, an abnormal effect of being sexually abused, indeed, I wasn't normal either.
Every day one of my brothers would do something sexual to my mother and every day my mother would parade around nearly naked or naked in front of her sons. With me off limits, that is, until I turned 18-years-old, my life was a sexual free-for-all. After a while, as disturbingly ludicrous as it sounds, I thought it normal for a son to fuck his mother and a mother to suck her son. With all the teasing, flirting, vulgar suggestions, and walking around without her clothes in front of my brothers, I should have known that my mother had and was having sex with her sons, but I didn't. With all the grabbing, feeling, touching, and groping, I should have known that my brothers had and were still having their wicked, incestuous way with their mother, but I didn't know that either.
She always had a man over when I was in school and my brothers were working or when they were out on the town and whooping it up drinking. Not wanting to rile them by making them jealous, she never invited men home when my brothers were there, only when I was there. With everyone knowing how big and strong my brothers were, men born from good Czechoslovakian stock, as thick in muscles as they were thick in skulls, no one wanted to tangle with them. Because I was nearly as tall as she was, she was 5'10" and I was a shade under 5'9" tall, I was just as angry as she was. Maybe she thought that I was all the protection she needed should something go wrong. Had my mother not smoked and drank through her entire pregnancy, no doubt, I would have been taller and healthier than I am.
Because she was blonde and busty and was once married to a man from Czechoslovakia, even though her side of the family were English, the men called her Zsa Zsa. If the real Zsa Zsa Gabor was taller and younger, with my mother looking enough like her, they could have been sisters. Just as men are today, men back then were blinded by my mother's natural blonde hair, big blue eyes, and D cup breasts. Moreover, born in the 30's, 40's, and 50's, women back then didn't suck cock in the way that women who were born in the 60's, 70's, and 80's do today. My mother not only sucked cock but she allowed her men to cum in her mouth rather than on her tits and she'd swallow too. I know this because she told me how to please a man when I was old enough to date. Indeed, because of her proclivity to willingly give oral sex, she was very popular with men.
My brothers were all big, angry men and if they knew my mother was entertaining men in the house, they'd have a fit. She trusted me not to tell. Our dirty, little secret to share, being that I was the good daughter that I was and as if they didn't know that already, I never told them that their mother was a whore. As if it was my percentage cut for keeping quiet, she always gave me a few dollars, when her dates left. Even then, still in denial because she was my mother, I didn't think my mother was a prostitute, just popular with generous men who gave her gifts.
Always going out on a date, is what she called them, with a different man each night, she had so many boyfriends. Leaving with one man and coming home with another, she made the excuse that the one she left with was too drunk to drive and his friend offered to drive her home. A matter of trust, being that we all trusted our mother at the time, it made sense enough for me not to question her. My brothers were too dumb to know the truth about their mother. They more cared about her giving them sex than having a hot meal and a clean house. With all of the household chores left up to me, the cooking and the cleaning fell on my shoulders. Yet, careful not to rub her private, sexual escapades in the faces of her sons, knowing they were all there waiting for her to arrive home from her dates, she never invited any of her boyfriends up for a drink. Rarely, unless we bumped into them together on the street, did we ever meet any of my mother's men friends.
I didn't think much of my mom having so many boyfriends, why wouldn't she have a lot of boyfriends. She was beautiful and an ex-model, so she said. Now that I think more about it, I suspect that the only modeling she ever did was modeling her nude body around a stripper's pole. Every man's dream woman, she was a tall, beautiful, busty, and a natural blonde with big, blue eyes.
Later, after my brother's left, as if her personal symbolism of mourning, she died her hair black. Just as she was beautiful as a blonde, she looked beautiful with black hair too. Only, maybe because I was so used to seeing her with blonde hair, her black hair looked too much like a wig and I always had the desire to pull her black hair from her head. On second thought, with my self-esteem issues getting in the way of my commonsense, maybe she was jealous of me. Maybe she felt that she looked too much like me. Maybe because she looked too much like me, she didn't want to look anything like me, ergo the reason why she died her hair black.
I never considered that one of my brothers could be my father, until much later when I saw my four brothers naked and in my mother's bedroom. Then, as if a Polaroid camera flashed the real picture through my mind, it all made sense then that one of them could be my Dad but which one? Now with the knowledge that I may be a baby born from incestuous lust, just as I was condemned by incest, I'd be forever consumed by the word incest. Not a husband's love for his wife but a son's lust for his mother and a mother's lust for her son, I was an accident and a tragic mistake. A terrible inconvenience, my mother wasn't happy bringing home a new daughter from the hospital.
Incest defined me. Incest troubled my thoughts. Incest ruined my life. Incest was all that I was about. Incest, incest, and incest, everything I saw, read, and thought about twisted my mind to wonder if everyone in the world was having incestuous sex. Then, when I read that incestuous sex was even happening on my beloved Brady Bunch show with mother fucking and sucking son, brother licking and fucking sister, and sister sucking and fucking brother, my life was turned upside down.
I couldn't help but wonder did President Johnson have sex with his daughters, Luci and Lynda? Did President Nixon have sex with his daughters, Julie and Tricia, in the White House? Did Jimmy Carter lust over his daughter, Amy, in the way that he lusted over the naked photos of women in Playboy. In the way that he did with Monica Lewinski, did President Clinton have cigar sex with Chelsea before she sucked Daddy's cock in the Oval Office? What about President Bush, being that he's from Texas, they all have incestuous sex down there, don't they? Surely, every man's dream, I wonder if he had incestuous sex with identical twins, albeit his daughters, Barbara and Jenna. I find it strangely bazaar that our last several presidents but for President Reagan who had a gay son, all had daughters instead of sons.
Oh dear God in Heaven say that it's not true but is the reason why the Osmond's look so very much alike is because of incestuous sex? Now I wonder the same about the Jackson family. Is the reason why Michael was so fucked up because he was having sex with his mother or sisters Latoya and Janet? Is Marie Osmond her brother Alan's daughter? Is Janet Jackson her brother Jackie's daughter? Is no family in America safe from the shame and the dirty little secret of incest? Are we all doomed to dance with the Devil in our incestuous ways?
Once I suspected that one of my brothers was my father, every time I saw a mother with her son, I wondered if they were having incestuous sex too. Every time I saw a father being affectionate with his daughter, I wondered if she was sucking his cock when they were home alone. Every time I saw a family at the beach or having a picnic, I wondered if they had an incestuous, sexual orgy behind closed bedroom doors. Does everyone have incestuous sex or was it just my brothers having incestuous sex with their mother before having incestuous sex with me?
Only, instead of being revolted and filled with anger that I was born out of incest and that one of my brothers was my father, a strange reaction, I was relieved. Now I knew why I felt the incestuous feelings that I felt towards my brothers. Ready to have incestuous sex with one of them or all of them, my DNA was already genetically, incestuously coded and preprogrammed. Internally wired just like them, I was no better than my mother and my brothers. Like mother like daughter, an exhibitionist who enjoyed showing her body to men, ready to suck and fuck my brothers, I was an incestuous slut just like her.
* * * * *
My freshman year at college, my mother and brothers thought I was at class but I came home unexpectedly early when my class was cancelled. It was a time when my brothers' company was on strike and they were supposed to be out with their unionized working brothers picketing the company after management threaten to cut their medical and reduce their retirement benefits. They all worked for the same place, General Electric in Lynn Massachusetts, and doing different jobs from welding, to machining, to pipefitting, and steel working. They were supposed to be on the picket line, instead they were home drinking and having a good old time by having sex with their mother.
Being that our apartment was so small, especially for six people, four grown, oversized men and my Mom and me, I heard them all partying in my mother's bedroom as soon as I opened the back door. They were all laughing except for my mother as her mouth was full with my eldest brother's cock. The sight of seeing my mother sucking my big brother was my epiphany. It was then I suspected that one of them was my Dad.
Too drunk, too loud, and too noisy to hear me come in the house, I was shocked by all that I saw. Hiding while positioned behind the side of the refrigerator to peep out on them, they were all too drunk and too preoccupied to notice that I was there watching them from the kitchen. Shaking with shocked horror, I couldn't believe my eyes. At first I thought that my four drunken brothers had forced themselves on my mother but when seeing her laughing and having a good time too, she was no unwilling victim. If anything, in the way she walked around my brothers without her clothes all the time, she was the instigator.
There was my incestuous slut of a mother having sex with my four brothers. As if her having sex with one son wasn't enough, she had to have sex with all four sons at the same time. I never knew what a gangbang was, until I witnessed my brothers gangbanging my mother. How dare she! When she already had the sexual attention of so very many men, why would she have sex with her sons? How could she?
My mother was blowing her son, Jack, the oldest, while Ritchie, the youngest was sucking one of her big tits and fondling the other. Billie was standing by her bed drinking from a bottle. His big, stiff cock was sticking straight out and glistening, as if he just dipped his prick in my mother's cunt and had sexual intercourse with her. With his naked ass turned to me, Tommy was sitting at the end of the bed and stroking his cock while watching his mother blow his brother and, no doubt, waiting his turn. With none of them were wearing condoms and in the way they've always sexually and inappropriately acted, it wasn't a stretch for me to believe that incestuous sex between them had been going on for years.
Knowing that it wasn't the first time and seeing that my mother wasn't a reluctant victim but a willing participant, it was then that I wondered how long had this been going on with my mother sexually servicing her sons. To finally have the proof that my mother and brothers were incestuously intimate was as disturbing as it was sexually exciting. Being that I endured and somehow survived an abnormal family and an incestuous slut of a mother, it's understandable that I didn't have a normal reaction to seeing them having sex.
Having lived with my brothers and mother, nothing shocked me anymore, especially once I turned 18-years-old. Once I was of age, it was a free-for-all with my brothers always trying to get me drunk to seduce me. They were always trying to kiss me, touch me, grope me, and feel me. I'm not going to lie and write that I didn't enjoy their sexual attention when I did. I viewed it all as a sexy game to play. No doubt, hoping to catch me topless or naked by barging in my room while I dressed and undressed, after a while I allowed them their cheap feels and furtive looks of my ass, tits, and pussy.
Feeling as if I was watching a porn movie in watching my mother with my brothers, watching them having sex was all so surreal. She was my mother and they were my brothers and not some actors in a porn film. With us not living in the back hills of Tennessee, Kentucky, or West Virginia, and with more than 50 institutions of higher learning in the city, incestuous sex like this shouldn't happen in Boston, a city so culturally advanced but, obviously, it did. The sickening part about watching my brothers doing my mother, as bazaar as it sounds, is that I was jealous. I wished they were doing me. Instead of making me sick to my stomach, they made me horny.
With hands touching and feeling me everywhere and with four cocks filling my every hole and satisfying all of my incestuous urges, wants, and desires, I wondered what it would be like to have my four brothers pay me that kind of sexual attention. Always having been close to my brothers before and growing up without a Dad, it was understandable that I'd be sexually attracted to my four brothers in the way that my mother obviously was. Not wanting to be left out of their sexy, albeit incestuous fun, it was after I caught them all together naked that I started flashing and teasing my brothers. By having watched my mother flirting with men all of these years, it was then that I learned how to play the part of a sexy woman having her way with a horny man.
With sexual arousal replacing my shock, I tiptoed to my room, quietly closed my bedroom door, and got in bed. Too busy having incestuous sex, they never saw or heard me. Had they not be so preoccupied having sex with my drunken mother, they would have heard me crawl into my squeaky bed and I was glad that they didn't. Still being a somewhat innocently virginal woman, had it not been for my uncle and cousin forcing me to have sex with them last year, I didn't know how to handle this strangely wicked, sexual situation of catching my brothers having sex with my mother.
Maybe I should have went back outside. Maybe I should have stayed outside and waited until they were finished and pretended that I hadn't witness all that I did. Only, too late now, I was already in the house, in my room, and in my bed. No doubt, when they saw my bedroom door closed and discovered I was home, I figured they'd think I was sleeping and didn't hear them having their incestuous orgy while gangbanging my mother. Yet, with the walls paper thin, no matter if I was in the next apartment, I could hear them just as our neighbors could hear us.
Nonetheless, being that I was in my room with the door closed, I figured they'd leave me alone and not disturb me. I could have locked my door but I didn't. Maybe I hoped they'd come in my room. Maybe I wished they'd give me incestuous sex in the way they gave my mother. After witnessing their gangbanging orgy, maybe I was just too horny and too sexually excited to think straight.
With them still having sex in the next room making me so sexually aroused and with my mother having orgasms and my brothers cumming, I reached beneath my short skirt and removed my panties to pleasure myself with my finger. Seeing my mother servicing my naked brothers made me horny with incestuous desire for my brothers. I imagined my brothers were with me and inside of me instead of with my mother and inside of her. I imagined sucking Jack's big cock instead of my mother sucking her son's erect prick. I imagined Ritchie fondling and sucking my big tits while fingering my nipples. I imagined Billie having just fucked me and Tommy sitting at the end of my bed waiting for his turn to be with his 19-year-old sister.
With my Mom still lounging in bed drunk, no doubt, my four horny brothers suddenly piled in my room while still naked. Even though I've seen their cocks plenty of times, I've never seen all four of their erect pricks all at once. A sexually overwhelming sight to see for a woman who was as incestuously horny as her four brothers, I pretended that I was sleeping but my eyes were slightly cracked open just enough to see their cocks just above eye level. Only, in my sexual excitement, I forgot that my panties were on the floor beside my bed. I should have been embarrassed but I was sexually excited. Maybe I wanted them to know that I was naked below the waist beneath the covers. I wondered if they'd think that I had just masturbated after overhearing them having their incestuously sexual way with my mother. Instead, I watched my brother Tommy pick up my panties and sniff them before passing them around to my other three brothers.
As if it was yesterday, I remember it all so well. I was wearing a white button blouse and a short flared skirt as if I was still attending a parochial high school, instead of being a 19-year-old Freshmen enrolled at Northeastern University in Boston. No doubt knowing that I was bottomless and sleeping, my brothers thought it was funny to slowly slide the sheet off of me. In the way that I was pretending to be sleeping on my side with my knees bent a little, I knew if they continued pulling the sheet off of me that they'd see my trimmed, blonde pussy and my naked ass but I didn't care. I wanted them to see my wet pussy and my round, firm ass. No doubt, even hard for them to swallow that, I just didn't want them to know that I saw them having sex with mother.



With my short skirt bunched up around my waist, knowing they would, my brothers removed the sheet from me while giggling like school girls when they saw my naked ass and pussy. Yet, it wasn't enough that they ogled my ass and pussy, I was waiting for them to feel me, touch me, fondle me, and finger me but they didn't. Instead, Tommy kneeled down in front of me and, as if he was cracking a locked safe by listening for the tumbler click combination, he stealthily unbuttoned my blouse. Being that I wasn't really sleeping, if I didn't know he was unbuttoning my blouse, I never would have felt him unbuttoning my blouse. He could have been a pickpocket, his touch was so delicate.
With his fingers so skillfully dexterous, he had my blouse unbuttoned and my bra exposed to the eight horny eyes of my brothers. Still sexually excited and still horny, even after having masturbated myself, curious what they'd do next, I allowed my brothers to have their wicked way with me. I was already wet with the thoughts that I was wearing a front snapping bra, not an easy bra to find when I take a 36 D cup and when front snapping bras are more made for women who have a B or a C cup. I wear the bra because, making me feel sexy, with the cups scooped lower, it lifts and supports my big tits as if I'm wearing a supersized Wonderbra. An easy bra to unsnap, it's the perfect bra to wear when on a date and hoping for some hot sexual action, especially when wanting my tits felt and my nipples fingered and sucked.
While holding the top of the other bra cup in place with his fingertips, with just a gentle lift, Tommy would have my big tits exposed. Not moving a hand to stop him, if only he would, I'd let him see, feel, finger, and suck my big tits before displaying my feigned self-righteous anger by being so incestuously, sexually abused by my own brother. If he could unbutton my blouse without disturbing me, I knew he could unsnap my front snapping bra without awakening me and I allowed him to do just that. With just a delicate lift and a gentle pull, as soon as he unsnapped my bra, my big breast tumbled out to join the other one.
Sexually excited, wanting them to fondle and caress my big tits, my nipples were already erect and hard. I wanted them to feel my tits and finger and suck my nipples in the way that Ritchie was doing to my mother. Releasing and exposing my breasts for all four of my brothers to see, I felt Tommy gently move my bras cup out of the way to expose more of my breasts. Only before they could feel, fondle, and caress my big boobs and finger and suck my nipples, my mother came in my bedroom.
"What the Hell do you think you're doing? Get out," she said slapping whichever one of my brothers were in reach in the back of the head with her hand. "Get out of her room now!"
My mother stood in my doorway naked staring at me as if wondering about me. She looked jealous that I was stealing some of her sexual attention. Being that I had a much better body than she did and was prettier, maybe she viewed me as sexual competition instead of viewing me as her daughter raised to be an incestuous slut just like her. I don't think she was buying that I was sleeping while my brothers had their sexy fun with my tits.
"Perverts!" I yelled after them. "Filthy pigs," I said pretending that my mother had just awakened me by my rubbing my eyes.
"Get dressed," she said as if what had just happened was all my fault, even though my bedroom door was closed.
She gave me a stern look as if she was jealous that I had a better body than she did and my brothers would, no doubt, rather be with me than with her. Pretending that what happened never happened, we never discussed incest. Now that I was of age, I was the target of my brothers' incestuous lust and they wouldn't stop until they had stripped me naked and had their way with my body. Even now, instead of looking back at how they sexually abused me, I look back at what happened with sexual excitement that four men wanted me more than they wanted my mother.
To be continued...
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The first annual Lara Logan party with Simone, Lucy, and Carmen as the main attraction.
Marquis and Anthony sat in their car waiting for Carmen to finish her business with her customer.
"Where that stupid bitch at," said Marquis. "If she spotted us and ran out the back way, I'll be pissed. Maybe you should go around the alley so that she don't duck out on us Anthony."
Just about to open his car door and get out of the car, he saw the front door open and Carmen emerge counting her money on the stoop before depositing the wad of cash in her pocketbook. A street hustler, she knows better than to count her money in public but in the mood she was in, she'd dare anyone try and fuck with her or steal her hard earned money. Tired and fucked over by having sex with men she'd rather not even say hello to on the street corner, prostitution was the only way she knew how to support herself and her three children.
Married to her handsome, perfect husband, she had a good life and was a good wife with a job that had benefits, until the recession hit her hard and she was let go from her job. In just a matter of a few months, her life went from good to bad to worse. She was saving to buy a house in the suburbs, that is, until her husband ran off with a woman he met at work. Leaving her to fend for herself and three, small children, he took their life savings with him. Desperate for money, she never would have considered becoming a prostitute had she not run into Simone after having not seen her in years.
* * * * *
"How you doin' Carmen? Long time no see," said Simone smiling and pointing out with her manicured finger as if she was using her fingertip to place her punctuation after her sentences. "Did you buy that dream house?" Again she punctuated her sentence with her fingertip.
Carmen looked sad at the mere mention of her dream house and her husband running off with some slut from work.
"My man ran off with another woman and took my all my down payment money," she said. "Now with me not working, living on my unemployment and unable to find a job, I'll never earn enough money for a house. I'll be lucky to keep my apartment. I'm already behind on my rent."
"Bastard! Why would any man leave someone who looks as good as you do?" Simone looked at Carmen as if she was looking to buy a new car. "You know, my man is looking for another woman," she said.
"Your man?"
"My pimp," said Simone with a short smile.
"You're a prostitute?"
"When you say it like that Carmen, you hurt my feelings," said Simone putting a hand to the back of her hair before pushing out and putting her hand on her hip and throwing back her head laughing. "We do what we have to do to survive. No one but a fat, old, horny Caucasian man wants a black woman, not even a black man. What I was giving away for free after someone spent twenty dollars on me for a nice dinner, they now pay me hundreds of dollars to play."
Simone looked at her with a satisfied smile while Carmen looked at her with shock.
"I can't do that. I could never do that. Eww. That's so gross having some stranger's dick in my hand, my mouth, and my pussy," said Carmen waving her hand as if waving down a bus. "Just as I couldn't have sex with just anyone, I couldn't prostitute myself for money. I could never look my children in the eyes," she said, "knowing that I was a hooker."
"It's just a job Carmen," said Simone with a shrug while looking at her fancy fingernails. "If it wasn't for me hooking, I couldn't afford to get my hair done and maintain my manicure, never mind go shopping for clothes."
"I could never have sex for money," said Carmen.
"Don't be stupid Carmen. Caucasian people prostitute themselves every day while working at a job they hate for the sake of a paycheck and health insurance benefits and for much less money than what I make hustling my black ass on the street," she said looking at her as if she was a counselor at the Welfare Office. "Answer me this Carmen," she said moving her finger through the air with her words, "how do you think your kids would feel if you were homeless, hungry, and living on the street?"
"I don't know Simone. I just don't know. I mean the idea of having sex with different men, depending on the man and the amount of money he paid me to have sex with him, is as sexually exciting as it is sexually repulsive," she said. "I just don't know how you do it. How do you do it?"
"Easy," she said with a laugh while hiking up her short skirt to expose her shapely black thighs and white panty clad pussy. "I spread my legs, open my mouth, and hold out my hand. That's how I do it. I could never make the amount of money that I earn working a 9-5 job at an hourly wage not much higher than minimum," she said. "Also unlike so many other prostitutes, not wasting my money on putting things up my nose, I don't do drugs. My pimp even takes care of my medical bills."
"Yeah, well, you're tall and beautiful Simone. I'd even pay you to have sex with me," said Carmen with a laugh. "What man would pay me, a short, overweight, Hispanic woman to have sex with him?" She looked at Simone as if thinking about prostituting herself.
"Overweight? You're not overweight. I wish I had your curvaceously shapely figure instead of my flagpole of a skinny, shapeless body," she said looking around. "Come with me for a minute. Step in my office," she said with a laugh while walking Carmen down a back alley and into a doorway.
After looking to see if they were alone in the alley, Simone reached her hand out to feel Carmen's big tits, first one and then the other. Women feel other women's breasts differently than do men. Women don't grab and grope. As if they're feeling for the perfect melon at a produce counter, their feels are more quality feels instead of sexual feels. Women are more considerate and gentle and, as if giving a breast massage, Simone had sensuous hands instead of sexual hands. Carmen looked down at Simone's hands and watched her feeling her breasts. Then, as if she was going to kiss her, she looked up at her face with big, brown sexually aroused eyes.
"You should at least buy me dinner before feeling me up," said Carmen with a breathless laugh. "It's been a long time since anyone has touched me like that," she said watching Simone's black hands before looking deeply in Simone's big, dark eyes.
No doubt, taking Carmen's words as encouragement to continue, Simone continued feeling Carmen's massive tits especially when her big nipples made their impression through her blouse and bra.
"You'd make a pile of money with tits like these Carmen. So big, so full, and so firm, I wish I had your tits. I wish I had your big nipples," she said finally removing her hand from Carmen's breasts and taking a step back to look at the huge impressions her tits made in her blouse. "I've been saving to buy me some titties like that but for tits that big, my doctor said it would cost me eight thousand dollars and that's more than I have right now after Lucy and I bought a condo together," she said staring at the huge mountains that Carmen's breasts made in her blouse. "Lemme see your titties," she said putting her fingernail to her lips.
"Right here? Right now?" With a sudden face full of sexual excitement, Carmen looked around her to make sure no one was coming. "You're crazy."
"C'mon, Carmen. Show me your tits. Maybe I'll ask my plastic surgeon to give me a set that looks just like yours," she said with a laugh. "We'll look like sisters, twin sisters with double D tits."
"A black woman and a Hispanic woman? We'd hardly look like sister, never mind twin sisters, even if we both had the same breast size," said Carmen with a laugh.
"Let me see your sisters," said Simone.
"Okay," said Carmen.
Carmen put her purse down on the ground and lifted her shirt and bra to show Simone her big tits.
"Damn girl, you have beautiful knockers," said Simone feeling and fondling Carmen's big tits before fingering her nipples until they were hard and erect and before leaning down to take her big nipples in her mouth, first one and then the other.
"Gees, Simone. What are you doing? You're making me so horny," said Carmen breathlessly.
She put a gentle hand to the back of Simone's neck as if she was nursing a baby or allowing her husband to have his horny way with her tits. She pushed Simone's mouth forward as her encouragement for her to suck her nipples longer.
"Damn girl, if I had boobs like your boobs," said Simone releasing Carmen's nipples from her mouth and standing. "I'd make big bucks. Most men want big tits, the bigger the tits the better. My friend Lucy has no tits but what she doesn't have in tits she makes up for with her mouth, her tight little Asian ass, and her insatiable pussy," said Simone.
"You sure know a lot about Lucy," said Carmen with a nervous laugh while putting her tits away just as a big, black man entered the alley.
"Lucy is my friend. She works and lives with me. We watch out for one another," said Simone giving Carmen a look before volunteering more information. "She's my lover."
"You're lover?" Carmen let out a nervous laugh. "I didn't know you were lesbian. I should have known you were lesbian in the way you were feeling and sucking my tits," she laughed again. "Since when are you lesbian Simone? You were always popular with the men. You had so many boyfriends. Of all the women I've known, I'd never peg you for being lesbian."
"I had a lot of boyfriend because I put out and was a slut. After fucking and sucking men who never give me what I want, Lucy knows how to treat a lady," she said. "Generous, giving, and unselfish, she's a wonderful lover.
"You just made me horny sucking my nipples," said Carmen holding her palms over her nipples while whispering and giggling. "If you were a man, I'd get on my knees right here and right now in this dirty alley and suck your cock, so long as you still fondled my tits and fingered my nipples" she said with a dirty laugh.
"If I were a man, I'd let you," said Simone. "You can always lick my pussy or I'll lick your pussy. We can even lick one another's pussy while in a 69 position," said Simone with a laugh.
"No thanks. I'll pass," said Carmen returning her laugh. "I'll take a rain check. Maybe another time, when I'm desperate enough for a man to settle for a woman."
The man who entered the alley walked closer.
"Where you been at? I've been looking for you Simone," he said calling to her from a distance. "Where've you been hiding at?" He looked from Simone to Carmen and spoke as if Carmen wasn't even there. "Who that?" He asked finally nodding his head in Carmen's direction before looking back to Simone again.
"This is my friend Carmen. Her man left her and stole all of her money," she said. "They were going to buy a house. Now she can't even afford her apartment."
He gave Carmen a long, hard look as if he was about to buy a prize Pit Bull at the pet store.
"You looking for work? You need a job?" Instead of looking up at her pretty face, he talked to her big tits.
Carmen returned his inappropriate leer look with a bit of Detroit attitude.
"Yeah, I'm looking for work. I'm desperate for money. I've been looking for a job but there are no--"
"Lemme see those titties," he said stepping closer to grab two, big handfuls of Carmen's huge tits through her blouse and bra. "Are they real?"
"Hey! What the fuck," said Carmen slapping his hands away and taking a step back. "Yeah, they're real."
Ready to slap her across the face, instinctively Tyrone raised his big hand but withdrew it when a big smile took over his face and he started laughing.
"You got some spunk girl. I like that. I like a woman who can stand up for herself, especially with the customers so that they don't take advantage of her and disrespect me by not paying her for services rendered," he said. "You dig?"
"It's okay Carmen. Tyrone is my pimp. When it comes to women," she said nodding her head, "he's like a doctor. He has trained hands, fingers, mouth, and cock," she said with a laugh. "Doctor Tyrone," she said with a sexy smile. "She's got some big ass tits Tyrone, at least a D cup. And they're proud and not some saggy bags of blubber."
"Double D," said Carmen looking from Simone to Tyrone.
"Show him your tits Carmen," said Simone. "Let Doctor Tyrone see them."
Pressured to show Tyrone her tits and desperate enough for money to prostitute herself to feed her kids and to keep herself from being evicted from her apartment, she reluctantly lifted her blouse and bra. Immediately Tyrone's big hands were all over Carmen's huge breasts. Having been horny ever since her man left and especially after Simone sucked her nipples, if Tyrone touched her tits and sucked her nipples in the way that Simone just did, she'd suck his cock.
"You have big nipples. That's good. Men like that. Men would pay extra to suck your big nipples," he said fingering her nipples, before turning them, twisting them, and pulling them. He released the hold on her tits and nipples for Carmen to pull down her bra and blouse. "Do you suck cock?" He unzipped himself, reached his big hand inside his pants, and pulled out his prick.
"Yeah, but I--"
Carmen stared at his big, semi-erect, black cock.
"Suck my cock," he said holding his semi-erect cock in his hand as if offering his prick to her. "I needs to know what you can do with your mouth, lips, hand, and tongue before I hire you."
"Right here? Right now? In the alley? Someone may come," said Carmen looking all around her.
"Ain't no one dare comes down here, especially when I'm around," he said with a big belly laugh. "This is my neighborhood. I own this territory. The only time the police comes is when escorted by SWAT to make a big drug bust, when looking for a fugitive, or when picking up their bag of cash to pass out to their buddies in blue," he said with another big laugh.
"Go ahead and suck him Carmen," said Simone with a nod of her head as if she was encouraging her friend to take advantage of a spring fling sale at Macy's. "Consider this as part of the interview. You've already passed the first step by having a pretty face and having such big, beautiful breasts."
"Shut up Simone and let the woman make her own decision if she wants the job or not," said Tyrone holding his big cock out in his hand. "Just as I'd never force a woman to suck me, I don't want to be forcing anyone to work for me. Tyrone ain't like that," he said referring to himself in the third person.
"I guess I don't have much of a choice. If it wasn't for my kids, I wouldn't be doing this," said Carmen falling to her knees and taking his cock in her hand to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him.
As soon as she started sucking him, forcing her to continue, Tyrone put a heavy hand to the back of her head and humped her mouth while fucking her face. He didn't let her go until he exploded a volume of cum in her mouth and until Carmen swallowed.
"You asshole," she said pushing him away, spitting out what was left his cum, and standing.
"You're hired," said Tyrone, "but you best not spit your customer's cum out in the way you spit out mine. Men will pay extra for you to swallow. Men want to believe that you enjoyed sucking their pricks as much as they enjoyed you sucking their pricks. You dig?"
"You got the job," said Simone jumping up and down as if Carmen had just won the lottery. "That's great," said Simone hugging her friend.
"Show her the ropes Simone. I can use her tonight. There's a private party that I need you and Lucy to attend. Bring her along with you," he said, "and dress her. She can't be going to the party dressed like that and looking like someone's mother."
* * * * *
Anthony climbed out to grab Carmen as soon as she emerged from the doorway and walked away from their car. They knew where she was, who she was with, what she's been doing, and where she was going. With Lucy and Simone among the missing, since Tyrone disappeared, they've been following her for days and wanted to make sure that Tyrone wasn't coming back before stepping in to take over his business. Waiting for her to emerge, Anthony got out of the car and, before Carmen spotted them and had the chance to remove her high heels to run. With her kicking and screaming, he grabbed her by her long, dark hair, carried her beneath his big, strong arm, pitched her in the backseat, and closed the door as Marquis drove away.
"Carmen," said Anthony with sarcasm while running a big hand across her breasts and squeezing her nipple. "How are you?"
"Ow you fuck wad. That really hurt," she said in pain while slapping his hand away. "What do you want with me?"
He looked at her and smiled.
"You disrespected us. You haven't been paying us what you owe us Carmen," said Anthony. "We just want what's coming to us," he said giving her another smile as if he was on friendly terms with her.
"I don't owe you shit. I owe Tyrone but he hasn't been around to collect," she said with her Detroit attitude all up in his face. "You're not my pimp. He is and when he comes around to collect, I'll pay him and no one else."
"Yeah, well, unfortunately for you and fortunately for us," he said giving Marquis a high five. "Tyrone ain't around no more. I think that Marine took him out and put him where no one will find him. He ain't comin' back," said Anthony.
"So now you owe us," said Marquis. "Bus'ness as usual, we're taking his place. We're your pimps now and you do who we tell you to do and when we tell you to do it," he said to her through the rearview mirror. "You dig?"
"Go fuck yourself Marquis," said Carmen. "I don't answer to your sorry black ass. You ain't my pimps. I'll work for myself before I work for you two, miserable assholes."
Anthony grabbed her arm when she reached for the door ready to jump from their vehicle and bolt when they were stopping for a red light.
"We're here to help you Carmen. We're here to protect you," said Anthony with a laugh before slapping her face hard enough to get her attention when she looked across the street at a parked patrol car.
"The only protection I need is from you two," she said pulling away from him again.
Holding her close, he threw a possessive arm around her shoulders and pulled her close, close enough that her big tit was pressed against his ribs.
"Has anyone given you any problems? Because if anyone is causing you any grief, Marquis, me, Smith, and Wesson will talk to them," he said opening his jacket enough for her to see the butt of a gun.
"The only problems that I have now are from you two fuckups," said Carmen to Anthony before looking out the car window. "Where are you taking me?"
"We're gonna pay Lucy and Simone a visit to let them know what's what," said Marquis. "They haven't been paying us either and it's time that they knew there's a new sheriff in town."
"Lemme see that," said Anthony grabbing Carmen's purse.
"Give that back to me," said Carmen grabbing for her purse but unable to reach it when Anthony held it away from her with his long arm. "Go ahead, take it," she said when Anthony put his other hand to her neck and squeezed.
He opened her purse and pulled out a few hundred dollars.
"Is this it? Is this all the money you earned working all night? Bullshit," he said staring at her.
"It was a slow night. Maybe if Tyrone was around to make me my appointments I'd--"
As if he was a horny teenager with his Prom date, he surprised her by reaching his big hand down her blouse and bra. Before she could react to his sexual assault, his hand was already down her blouse and inside of her bra. Carmen had big double D tits and she hid her money in her bra and beneath her breasts.
"Damn Carmen. You have nice titties. The biggest and firmest titties I ever felt," he said giving Marquis a wink through the rearview mirror.



"There's no money in my bra Anthony, just tits."
The easiest way to get at her money was to lift her bra from the front before lifting up her big boobs. Instead Anthony took the more difficult albeit more pleasurable route down her shirt and bra instead of up shirt and bra. Reaching inside her bra and feeling her tits while fingering her nipples, he reached beneath each big breast in his search for her money. He pulled out a small wad of cash from underneath each one of her big tits. Sticking his big hand in her bra again, not feeling for money this time, he felt, fondled, and caressed her big tits and fingered her nipples again before reaching beneath her breasts for the money and before she ejected his hand with a shove.
"What's all this bitch?" He held the money up to her face. "Holding out on us?"
"Asshole. If you're going to feel me, then you need to pay me," said Carmen with a sexy look while making a grab for the money but missing when Anthony pulled his hand away.
"Shut up bitch," said Anthony slapping her hard across face again, this time harder. "I'm not paying you shit. You give me what I need for free, anytime I want it."
He reached in between her legs and up her short skirt.
"Don't fucking touch me," said Carmen recoiling from him while trying to close he legs, something she wasn't accustomed to doing lately, ever since she's been working for Tyrone. A good woman, a wife and a mother turned prostitute, had her husband not left her and taken all her money, she wouldn't be sitting here now with these two lowlifes.
"I'll touch you anywhere and anytime I want bitch," said Anthony. "I own your Puerto Rican ass."
"I'm not Puerto Rican. I'm Hispanic," she said with pride.
"Whatever. All of you mud people look alike to me," he said with a laugh.
"At least I know who my Daddy is. Who's your Daddy, Anthony?"
"Watch your mouth," he said.
Pulling the crotch of her panty forward before pushing her panty aside, he grabbed another wad of cash from between her legs before sticking a stiff finger in her pussy.
"You filthy pig," she said pushing at his arm while squirming away from him. "What are you into snowballing? I hope you get a finger full of my John's cum to suck."
"Careful Carmen or you'll be sucking my cock on the way to Lucy and Simone's place. All totaled, there's about two grand here," he said to Marquis while counting hundred's, fifties, and twenties and dumping the money in the front seat. Marquis grabbed the money and stuffed it in his pocket. "Simone trained you good. You've been a very busy girl," said Anthony.
"What about me asshole? What do I live on if you take all of my money?"
"What about you?" He gave her a hard stare. "You're been holding back on us for weeks. You've had plenty of money to live on by not giving us our share," he said. "You're lucky we don't ask you for a cut of that too, but this will do for now," said Anthony after Marquis pocketed her cash, "until you make more for us later. Matter of fact, you're right Carmen," he said unzipping himself and pulling out his cock. "What about me? Suck my prick."
"Fuck you. I won't suck you. I'll bite it off before I suck it," she said looking down at his prick.
"You do and I'll cut off your tits," he said lifting her blouse and bra to expose her big tits before reaching in his pocket to pull out a switch blade.
"Don't do this Anthony. I won't suck you," she said trying to pull away from his grasp.
"Blow me Carmen," said Anthony forcing her head down to his lap. He pulled her long, dark hair for her to open her mouth to scream for him to fill her mouth with all of him. "Suck my cock or I swear to God, I'll beat you senseless that even your own mother won't recognize you when trying to identify your dead body at the morgue."
Reluctantly, Carmen gave Anthony what he wanted and just as they pulled up to Lucy and Simone's place, he ejaculated a load of his warm oozy lust in her mouth.
Unlike Carmen who lived with her three kids, oxymoronic that they'd have sex with men for money to their sexual preference, Simone and Lucy lived together as lesbian lovers. Atop of an old warehouse just outside of town, isolated and desolate, Simone and Lucy lived a good, quiet life, that is, once they finished servicing men for the night. When they bought this condo, the owner had plans to develop the other seven floors but ran out of finances when his bank would no longer fund his renovation project. Even though the rest of the building looks like shit, his showcase palace, the top floor is spectacular. They never would have bought this place had it not had a secure front and back door, video surveillance, and a new elevator.
A virtual fortress, Marquis and Anthony needed Carmen's help to get them inside. Hugging the outside of the building, Marquis pulled around the corner and parked his car out of sight of their security cameras and windows in case Lucy or Simone were looking out the window. Known to run and a fast runner, with an arm on each side of her, they escorted Carmen to the front door.
"Tell them you need to talk to them about Tyrone. Tell them whatever you need to tell them to get us up there. And if you don't, I'll make you sorry that you're alive," said Anthony lifting her short skirt to pinch her ass."
"Ow! Fuck! That fucking hurt and that's going to leave a bruise. Okay," said Carmen pulling away from Anthony. "What are you going to do them once up there? You won't hurt them, will you?" She looked from Anthony to Marquis.
"You three working girls are our prized possessions, our moneymakers, why would we hurt you? We just want our money. We just want what's coming to us," said Marquis. "We just want to talk."
"As we told you, we just want Lucy and Simone to know that we're their pimps now. Tyrone ain't comin' back," said Anthony. "We have plans for the business and want to tell them about a party."
Carmen rang the bell to the front door and immediately Lucy answered while Anthony and Marquis stayed on either side of her and out of sight of the security camera.
"Hi Carmen. Come on up," said Lucy buzzing open the door.
As soon as Anthony and Marquis gained entry, they corralled the three women on the couch.
"Lucy," said Anthony. "I'm going to go with you to get the money you owe us that you haven't been paying Tyrone."
"I'm not giving you my money," said Lucy.
"Tyrone is our pimp and not you two dumbasses," said Simone.
"We're taking over Tyrone's bus'ness now," said Marquis. "Tyrone ain't coming back."
"And what are you going to do for us? Are you going to make us appointments? We haven't been working as much without Tyrone making us appointments at the hotel," said Simone.
"You're right," said Anthony. "We haven't been around to help you but now we are and as a show of good faith," he said giving Marquis a wink, "we're not going to take your money. As matter of fact, we're going to give Carmen back her money too," said Anthony holding out his hand for Marquis to give him the money he took from Carmen.
Marquis reached in his pocket and pulled out Carmen's wad of money and handed it to Carmen.
"I hope you know what you're doing brother," whispered Marquis to Anthony.
"I do," said Anthony. "Look at this place. Just look at it. It's perfect he said looking at the beamed high ceilings and the exposed brick, pipes, and ducting. "It's so big."
"Big for what?" Lucy looked from Anthony to Marquis. "Big for what? What my place big for?"
"Don't you people pronounce your pronouns. You people need to learn the language before coming here to America," said Marquis. "You've been in this country since you've been a little girl and you still don't talk right Lucy," laughed Marquis.
"How's this? You go fuck yourself up your asshole with your gun," said Lucy.
"That's better," said Marquis laughing.
"This is the perfect place to have our first, annual Lara Logan party."
"Lara Logan?" Simone looked from Anthony to Marquis to Lucy and Carmen. "Who that? Is she another hooker?"
"You could say that after her sex scandal and sex tape went public," said Carmen with a laugh. "Lara Logan is that news reporter who was sexually assaulted by two to three hundred Egyptian men in Tahrir Square," said Carmen looking from Lucy to Anthony. "Is that what you're going to do with us? Are you forcing us to have sex with hundreds of men."
"What kind of pimp do you think I am?" Anthony looked at her and laughed. "I'd never allow so many men to sexually assault you. I've only invited 25 select men--"
"Twenty-five? Oh no. That too much," said Lucy waving her hand as if a customer at a Chinese restaurant buffet was taking too much shrimp. "Lucy don't do twenty-five men. Lucy don't do five men or three men. Lucy do one man, or one woman, or one man with one woman at the same time but not twenty-five men," she said. "No, Lucy don't do that," she said continuing to refer to herself in the third person.
"This isn't up for discussion," said Anthony. "I've already sold tickets to the first annual Lara Logan part for two thousand dollars a pop and you three are the star attraction."
"I'm leaving," said Carmen.
"Sit down," said Anthony. "You're working for us now."
"I'm not sucking and fucking no twenty-five men," said Simone.
"You will or we'll tie you naked and have our paying customers do whatever they want you to do." said Marquis. "You dig? Best you girls get ready as your invited guests will be here in an hour."
"Here? You gave them my address?" Simone looked from Tyrone to Marquis.
"Why you do that?" Lucy looked from Simone to Anthony and then to Marquis. "Why you do that? Why you do that?"
"Because this is a good place for a Lara Logan party," said Anthony with a laugh.
To be continued...
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Waiting for her to undress, William watches Susan.
With the sunlight shining through her house, lighting her up and spotlighting her as if she's a stripper on stage about to strip naked at any moment, he'd rather spend his day watching her in her mundane life than watching her in porn movie. Preferring more to watch live this reality TV show of a glimpse in the everyday life of a porn star, with nothing else to see but for this, he's already seen all of her porn movies over and again. Much later, only stopping from his sexy surveillance of her to watch the news and those reality TV shows, the Bachelor, Survivor, and American Idol, filled with voyeuristic excitement, William spent his entire day watching Susan with the sexual anticipation that she may remove her clothes.
Susan, Susan, Susan, his life was filled with thoughts of Susan. Most of his day was spent as if watching a boring baseball game or watching paint dry when watching Susan do her little chores around the house. He couldn't wait to see down blouses of her breasts while watching her work in her garden or seeing her laying out in the hot sun while imagining her wearing barely nothing. Yet, every time he saw her after waiting several minutes to see her do something, anything at all, so glad that she moved in across the street from him, he felt rewarded and glad that he was watching her after all.
No matter what she was doing, even if she sat there quietly while reading a book, he just loved seeing her without her knowing that he was watching her. He imagined he was there in her life doing all the mundane and minutiae little things that an old married couple does and that he no longer enjoys doing with Liz. All that he missed having with Liz when she fell out of love with him, he imagined the conversations they'd have and the laughs they'd share. He imagined having sex with her in the way that he used to have with Liz.
"If there's such a thing as fan fever and if there's such a thing as love at first sight, then I love you Susan Jill Parker. I do. I really do," he said out loud for no one to hear while imagining her standing with him at the altar.
"Speak now if anyone objects to this marriage or forever hold your peace," he imagined the reverend saying while looking out over all who were in attendance.
"I object," came a voice from the back of the church. As if she was at his trial objecting to him receiving a life sentence for just thinking about divorcing her instead of receiving the death penalty, he imagined Liz standing to raise her hand in objection and to ruin his imagined marriage with Susan. "He can't marry her because he's still married to me," he imagined his wife saying to embarrass him in front of all of his friends and family.
Fuck. Watching Susan every minute, he forgot about his wife. Married longer than he's been single, how could he forget about her but, with Susan now in his life, he did? He wished she'd just go away so that he could be alone with Susan. He wished she'd suddenly turn into a cougar and satisfy her every sexual whim with the lawn care, 20-something-year-old man.
Susan, Susan, Susan, all that he thinks about now is Susan, Susan, Susan. With his mind filled with Susan, Susan, Susan, all that he wants is Susan, Susan, Susan. Is that too much to ask when he's at the end of his life with so few years left to live, (cough, hack, wheeze)? Essentially, being that he's no longer a young man and being that he's in his sixth decade of his life and of living, all that he has to look forward to is death. All that he fears now is the dread of dying. Theoretically, a man his age, he could die of a heart attack tomorrow or an embolism any second. So tragic, as if he's her Romeo and she's his Juliet, he could die, not at the hand of poison but by natural causes, without ever experiencing seeing Susan undress or without ever experiencing what it would be like to have sex with Susan.
His life is complicated by the two woman that he has in his life, one that he has but no longer wants and who no longer wants him, and the other that he doesn't have but yearns to have. Other than her knowing he's her neighbor, she doesn't know he exists. Walking the beach of some tropical island with Susan by his side, he'd be happy with her if she'd let him. Only, allowing his sexual fantasy to control his commonsense, how could she possibly be happy with him, an old man and a man old enough to be her father? No doubt, someone who looks like her would want someone her age, a little older, or even a little younger. She'd never settle for a man with a bad back, bad knees, and who experienced occasional episodes or erectile dysfunction. It's poetic justice that he was always raring to go when his cock suddenly wanted to take a nap.
"Not now William Junior! Of all the times to fall asleep, you can't possibly be tired now when you should be sexually excited. Wake up you little bastard and stand up like the proud, wooden soldier I used to know you to be," he imagine shaking and quickly stroking his suddenly softening prick to semi erect attention.
As far as he was concerned, watching her walking from room to room to organize, unpack, and put things away was better than watching any porn video. If she was indeed that porn actress in his favorite porn videos and he truly believed she was, why watch her on his flat screen when he had her in a three dimensional view across from his house. Based upon her character, Susan, that she played in porn movies, and because her real name is Susan, he deemed watching her doing her typical, daily, little things was as if watching a non-erotic porn video. He's more than willing to watch her do nothing while waiting for the prelude of what he hoped would happen next, her removing her clothes.
Better than watching her having sex on DVD, whatever she was doing, whether unpacking a box while imagining her stripping off her clothes, he couldn't remove his eyes from her. Afraid he'd miss something, fascinated by everything she did, he couldn't stop watching her. With her being so beautiful and with him being so physically attracted to her, there was nothing and no one he'd rather see than her. After watching so very many pornographic videos with her as the star and after seeing her naked and having sex so very many times, he's masturbated over every square inch of her beautiful, naked body. Having imagined starring with her in one of her pornographic movies, he could easily fill in the sexual parts while watching her daily G rated activity.
As he matured from a horny, testosterone filled, young man to horny albeit sporadically impotent older man, he became more selective of his pornography. Too predictable with their stories and bored by most of them, now not just any porn film would do. No longer satisfied with just the explicit, sexual content, he wanted more of an erotic story with believable characters. Long before she was his dream woman, in the way that Shannon Tweed was then, when he was a much younger man, for the past ten years, Susan was his longtime, sexual fantasy woman and porn star.
Now with her living across the street from him, his dream come true, as if he was creating his own porn movie, maybe somehow, some day, and in some way, he could have an affair with her. Maybe somehow, some day, and in some way, she'd notice him in the way he noticed her. Maybe somehow, some day, and in some way, she'd be sexually attracted to him in the way he was with her.
Because she was so much younger than him and he was so much older than her, he seriously doubted she'd ever want him in the way that he always wanted her but, if nothing else, he could masturbate over her and over the sexual fantasies that he'd have about her. If nothing else, maybe unaware that he's watching her nor caring that he is, in the way she starred in so many porn movies, maybe she'd give him a live, voyeuristic show of her naked body while standing in front of her window. He'd love to see her naked in real life.
As if he was on police surveillance, an important stakeout of authorized overtime, and requested to watch a dangerous criminal, he sat there for hours staring at her from across the street. As if he was an insane patient confined to a mental institution, he chanted her name, Susan, Susan, Susan, as if he was Charles Manson and Susan was his minute by minute mantra. As if he was a dangerous prisoner forever locked away in a solitary confinement cell with nothing but a window, he imagined having sex with her even when he knew that having sex with someone who looked like her was an impossibility. As if he was an old man forgotten about in a nursing home that offered him little more than a room with a view of her bedroom window, he'd be happy with seeing that for the rest of his days while masturbating over the sexy thoughts of her dressing, undressing, and having sex with her. As if he was a stalker stalking a porn star celebrity, he watched her with lust from across the street.
He refocused his stare more on different parts of her body instead of on her face. He didn't want her to sense that she was being watched and that he was staring for her to turn to around to look his way, or worse, cover her windows to block his view. Instead of staring at her gorgeous face, he concentrated his leer more on her round, firm ass, her big, beautiful breasts, her slim waistline and flat stomach, and her shapely thighs that promised to lead his mouth, lips, tongue, fingers, and cock to nirvana, if only she'd let him. Not wanting to scare or startle her, he didn't want her to feel that he was an old, perverted man watching her, even though he was an old, perverted man watching her. Never thinking his life would come to this with him lusting over a woman young enough to be his daughter, somehow it did and somehow he is.
With his binoculars in hand and poised at the ready, should she strip naked in front of her windows as he hoped she would, he stayed positioned while holding them should he need them for close up views of her hot body. He wished he could take her picture or video her but fearing that she'd see the flash or spot the red light, he was content seeing her every curvaceous image with his own eyes and memorizing her every detailed movement. Not an easy feat to do, being that the chair was so bulkily heavy, it was worth the physical expenditure of effort and energy for the promised comfort of soft, warm, worn leather cradling his ass and hips. He carried his old, comfortable, red, leather chair closer to the window and to his table where he'd position his food and beverages while watching her.
When his legs started cramping and his back started hurting from sitting too long and when he tired from sitting in his red, leather chair too long, he'd switched to sitting in his soapstone brown, Herman Miller, Aeron, office chair to rock and swivel back and forth with the imagined image of her sitting naked on his lap. With her long legs wrapped around him, facing him while kissing him, he imagined her sitting on his cock while he cupped her naked breasts in his hands and fingered her nipples. A memory he'd love to have, he'd love to have sex with her in every room of his big house. He'd have a renewed appreciation for his house with the memories of Susan being naked in every room.
As if he was going on a camping trip, skipping supper, he used the time it would take for him to cook supper to raid the panty and refrigerator and carry up an armful of snacks along with his carafe of coffee. As if taking a commercial break during an important home team playoff game, dashing downstairs and running back upstairs so as not to miss anything, while Susan was in another part of her house and in a room where he couldn't see her, he readied himself to pull an all-nighter. If this was the closest that he could be to Susan right now, he was happy for the vision of her that would, no doubt, inspire all sorts of sexual fantasies of him with her later. Only, if he wished long enough and prayed hard enough, maybe a miracle would happen.
With the morning turning to afternoon and the light of day beginning to darken with the advent of night, making sure he had his lube and plenty of paper towels at the ready, as if he was watching her on video instead of in person, he couldn't wait to masturbate over her stripping off her clothes. If he had to, not wanting to take a bathroom break for fear that he'd miss something, he'd even use the portable pee pot he had when taking long trips in his car. He wondered if any of his other neighbors were watching her in the way that he was watching her. Nah, his neighbors are all old, then he thought with a laugh, with most of them the same age, his neighbors are as old as he is.
Besides, none of his neighbor's wives would allow their husbands the liberty to park themselves by their window to peep on their new neighbor in the way that his wife didn't care what in the Hell he was doing in his room. Sequestered in his den, once library, now office and makeshift bedroom to accommodate his voluntary separation from Liz, his living separately from his wife and with his new neighbor moving in across the street were the two best things that happened to him this year. Maybe his life is changing for the better after all. Maybe his next trip would be taking Susan to Vegas to have a theme wedding before having their Honeymoon at the Mirage or Bellagio.
Realizing when he thought about his neighbors being old, living in this old neighborhood with mature trees for thirty years, his neighbors were all his age with some a little younger and others a little older. Only, not taking care of themselves in the way he's done all of his life, they all not only looked older than he did but also acted older too. At 60-years-old, a young sixty at that, he didn't consider himself old, just aged and seasoned in the way of a fine cigar or single malt scotch. He still felt just as horny as he was at 30-years-old. Especially when it comes to sexual turn-on's, it's funny how some things never change. Loving that he was a voyeur, he still loved exhibitionistic women and now, hopefully having one living across the street from him, his life had finally taken a turn for the better.
For him to be watching his new neighbor in the way he was, he felt as if he was a horny teenager again. He remembered that he used to watch the girl next door, Becky McAdams, when he lived with his parents as an 18-year-old student after having just graduated high school. As if two ships passing by one another on the ocean of exhibitionism and voyeurism, that summer, Becky had just graduated college and returned home and he was on his way to college in September. Instantly in love, he couldn't take his eyes off of her and he spent many sleep disturbed nights dreaming about and sexually fantasizing about her having sex with him.
Becky McAdams, he forgot all about her until now that Susan inspired his voyeuristic fantasies. A vision to behold, Becky was the most beautiful woman in the world, that is, until he met and fell in love with Liz. A twenty-two-year-old hottie, with long dark hair and big brown eyes, Becky was his best friend Dwayne's sister. He wondered where Dwayne was now. He wondered where Becky was now, married and divorced and fat from having children, no doubt. If only Dwayne knew that he was voyeuristically enjoying his sister, he'd be angry. Only, at the time, he didn't care. She was worth a beating from her brother for him to watch her strip naked. Fodder for his sexual fantasies, Becky was his long, hot summer masturbation material then in the way that he hoped that Susan would be his daily masturbation material now.
Giving him a real, sexy striptease show, Becky must have known he could see her dressing and undressing. With their houses right next door and just the width of the driveway away across, how could she not know that not only could he see her but also that he was looking and watching? For fear that she'd stop her show of exhibitionism, always walking around in the dark for fear that she'd know his bedroom was across from her bedroom, he never turned on his bedroom light.
She'd undress with her shades up and her light on while he watched and masturbated over her unbuttoning and removing her blouse, unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt, unhooking and peeling off her C cup bra, and slowly pulling down her skin tight, white bikini panties. Oh my God, she was a sexual vision to behold and one that he so looked forward to seeing over and again every night. If it wasn't for the bright flash of his Polaroid, he'd take her nude picture to preserve the naked memory of her but not wanting to prematurely end the show, he didn't want to push his luck.
Towards the end of the summer with nothing to lose being that he was heading off to college and he'd probably never see her again, he started giving her a show too. He'd lay on his bed and with his big, hard prick in hand and masturbate with his bedroom light on and his shades raised high enough for her to see what he was doing. Every time he stripped naked and started stroking himself, she'd turn off her bedroom light. It was then he knew that she was watching him because the next night, leaving her light on when she crawled on top of her bed, she returned the favor. It was then that he wondered if she sexually lusted over him as much as he sexually lusted over her.
After he finished masturbating himself, leaving her light on and her shades up, she stripped naked, laid on her bed, and masturbated in front of him too. Then, for the next week, as if they were porn twins, before he left for college, they masturbated together. Staring over at him, she'd play with her big tits and finger her nipples while rubbing her clit while he stared over at her and stroked his big cock. His sexual fantasy come true, having never experienced something like that before or since, he hoped to experience that now with Susan. He watched her orgasm and she watched him cum.
A time before the computer and the Internet, every night was the same show of her removing four articles of clothing and masturbating in plain view of him as he masturbated in plain view of her before, show over, she donned her nightgown and turned off her light to sleep. Every morning it was the same show with her standing within view of her bedroom window with her light on to strip naked to take her shower. After her shower, she'd walk around naked with a towel on her head as if she was a middle eastern woman wearing a turban. With a view of her ass and a view of the rest of her in her mirror, he'd watch her sitting at her vanity table naked to brush her hair. One hundred strokes, fifty strokes with her right hand and fifty strokes with her left hand. He imagined her stroking his cock in the way that she religiously stroked her long, brown hair.
In the way that Susan is now, Becky McAdams was his dream woman then. Yet with her his best friend's sister, with her being four years older than him, and with him being so sexually immature and naive, he never had the courage to ask her out. Duh! He was so stupid. An opportunity he always regretted not taking, in hindsight, he should have asked her out but didn't. If he had that opportunity again now, he would ask her out to dinner and sex afterwards. Just as he thought that, he wondered if Susan was his second chance. Maybe he shouldn't delay and ask her out for a drink or to lunch before someone else does. Shortly after he left for college, he heard that Becky married some big real estate developer who was old enough to be her much older brother.
He wondered what time Susan went to bed. Hoping it wouldn't be a long night, feeling as if he was on police surveillance stakeout again, if he watched her all day today maybe he'd learn her schedule enough that he wouldn't have to keep watch on her 24/7 tomorrow. Only, he wondered if she had the same routine every day. He wondered what time she awakened to start her day. He wondered what time she showered. He wondered if she'd leave her bathroom door open while showering for him to see her washing her wet, naked body. Why wouldn't she? She's alone. There's no sense closing a bathroom door when she's alone and already has all the privacy she needs. So long as he doesn't see her taking a shit, he'd love to see her taking a shower.



As if watching her in slow motion, William watched Susan emptying boxes and organizing her place as if he was watching an artsy Andy Warhol movie. Nothing notably happened until evening when she came upstairs to go to bed. With no shades, no blinds, and no draperies on her windows, William was filled with voyeuristic anticipation. Is this it? Will she undress with the lights on and with nothing on the windows to save her modesty and spare her the indignity of him seeing her naked? Only, if she is, indeed, who he thinks she is, she has no modesty or dignity left to be saved after all the sexual situations and positions she's had in her porn movies.
Nonetheless, even though he's seen her naked a hundred times on his collection of porn DVD's, he couldn't wait to watch her undress. He couldn't wait to see her in her bra and panty before seeing her naked. He hoped she didn't close the door when she went in the bathroom to shower. A view that even Liz was denied from her angle, that is, should she still be watching her from the spare bedroom, so long as Susan didn't close the bathroom door, he had a direct view at her shower and he hoped she preferred showering to taking a bath. He'd love to watch her lather her naked body with soap. With her hands touching her everywhere he wished, imagined, and sexually fantasized touching her, he'd love to watch her rinse. Not missing a hole or a crevice, he'd lick her clean if he could.
Thinking he was alone in his voyeuristic surveillance, should he want to pull out his cock to masturbate over all that he hoped he'd see, he heard Liz sneeze. She was upstairs in the spare bedroom again. Was she watching Susan again too, but why? Liz's imagined surveillance of Susan made him feel a little uneasy and creepy. Being that he's a horny, mature man hoping to see a beautiful young woman undress, it's understandable that he'd want to see Susan naked but why would his wife want to see Susan naked? Not ready to share Susan, especially with his wife, other than she was so very nosy, he wondered why she was there watching her too.
Now that Susan was getting ready for bed, was Liz as interested in seeing Susan undress and naked as he was? Why would she want to see that? Maybe she's turned lesbian in her old age. He laughed at the thought of his wife preferring to lick a pussy instead of sucking a cock. Nonetheless her newfound sexual preference, finally they were doing something together, watching while waiting for Susan to undress, albeit from different rooms.
To be continued...
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Is a much younger women with an older man, every man's sexual fantasy?
Just as women dream of striking it rich by marrying a wealthy, older man, older men dream of having sex with beautiful, sexy women half their age. Cougars versus sugar daddies, does age really matter? Once the hot sex is over or the money exchanges hands, even those in this sort of relationship state that age does matter. Yet, a man's world filled with double standards, what's right for him is not necessarily right for her. Indeed it's more acceptable for an older man to be in a relationship with a younger woman than it is for an older woman to be in a relationship with a younger man. A younger woman having sex with an older man is deemed a slut or a gold digger while the older man is deemed virile and lucky. A younger man in a financially beneficial relationship with a woman may be deemed a player or a gigolo while the older woman is deemed a slut or crazy.
So, let's explore relationships between a younger woman with an older man. Why would a young woman want to be with a man who was old enough to be her father or much older brother? Is it as simple as she's in it for the money? For every rich, old man, there's a young, beautiful woman willing to do everything to please him and anything to sexually satisfy him, so long as he buys her furs, jewels, and cars. While there are woman attracted to older men not so much for their money but because they need the maturity and emotional stability of a role model, others contend that older men are more giving, more indulgent, more generous, and more experienced not just sexually but in the ways of the world than their younger counterparts. Having a much younger woman on your arm and in your bed is much like having a loving daughter who listens to you instead of ignores you and who really loves you instead of hates you.
When first being seen in public, most people would think that the young woman with the older man is his daughter. If they show any type of intimacy or affection, some may believe she's a hired prostitute. Whether they are jealous and wishing it was them in a similar sexual situation, few would believe that a younger woman with an older man are a committed couple in a real relationship. No doubt, nearly all would believe that he was in it for the sex and she was in it for the money. Few would believe that they were in love.
Yet, perhaps after being used, abused, and fucked over by men more her own age, in the way of a student with her favorite teacher, the younger woman may feel comfortably safe with a man old enough to be her father. An older man appreciating the sexual attention of a much younger woman, no doubt, will treat her with respect and kindness than would a younger man who has his pick from the bar downtown to take home for the night. Without doubt, an older man has the experience to sexually pleasure a younger woman and the wealth to treat her to things that younger men simple can't afford. An older gentleman may have a lot more to offer a young, beautiful, albeit impressionable woman than a hot headed, testosterone filled, young man with a roving eye.
Moreover, even if the relationship was all about money and sex, what's wrong with that? So long as the two people involved are consenting adults and both are getting what they want from the other, God bless them in their happiness. Yet, what if we take money out of the equation and concentrate more on the dynamics of the two people involved in the relationship? If a younger woman with an older man is all about money, can an intimate, sexual relationship of an older man with a younger women work if the man doesn't have any money?
Seriously, other than money and sex, when thinking about all that's happened in a span of twenty or thirty years, when the man is fifty or sixty and the woman is thirty or forty, what could a much older man with a much younger woman have in common? Once the fantasy of having sex with a woman nearly half his age and after he's bought her everything worth buying, what could he possibly have to talk about that she'd be willing to listen to without being bored with the conversation? Will he find her just as superficial as she finds him tiresome? Any relationship where the only thing they have in common is sex and money will, no doubt, abruptly end when one or the other finds someone more appealing and more their age.
There are plenty of quality woman available in the same age range as the older man who are not only attractive but sexually fulfilling. So other than sex, what would an older man want with a woman so young? Just as are most older man, perhaps older woman are too set in their ways and too opinionated for them to be desired sexually by a man, who'd want to have sex with a woman young enough to be his daughter. Perhaps older men want a woman who'd have his child.
It would be hard for some detractors to believe that an older man has found love with younger woman just as it would be difficult for some detractors to believe that a younger woman has found love with an older men. Yet, who is to know what goes on behind closed, bedroom doors? Look at Ice-T and Coco. With him 55-years-old and she 33-years-old, married for twelve years, they seem happy enough to have bridged their 22-year age gap.
Yet, when removing the sex for the man and the money for the woman from the equation of a May-December relationship what is the reason for an older man to be so very attracted to a younger woman and a younger woman to be so very attracted to an older man? Surely and as evidence that such a May-December relationship will seldom work, one seldom if ever sees a relationship of a younger, wealthy woman with a destitute older man. Perhaps, rather than money and sex, maturity is the issue here. Maybe women are born inherently more mature than men. Maybe it's just simply that most older women would never want a younger man in the way that many older men want younger women. Maybe it's just something else and something more complicated than women inherently being more mature than men.
Wanting to feel young and virile again, what if the man is searching for his fountain of youth by latching onto the energetic spirit that a younger woman brings to the relationship? Is the man who searches for his own personal, private version of the fountain of youth foolish to believe that he's found an extended lease on life by the joy he has in dating such a younger woman? Or is he just happy to have his eye candy hanging off his arm and doting on his every sexual whim for all of his jealous friends to see? Perhaps a little of both is true. Maybe there's more to a relationship of an older man with a younger woman than just sex and more to a relationship of a younger woman with an older man than just money.
Is the woman kidding herself to think that her hold on her sugar daddy will last much longer than when he receives his charge card and bank statements in the mail and he realizes how much dating a younger woman has cost him? Maybe able to afford the luxury of having a younger woman in his life, he won't care. Maybe he's rich enough not to care how much he spends on his beautiful, young woman. Maybe, in the joy she brings him, she's worth every penny he's spent on her.
What about her? How could she have sex with an old man? How could she kiss him, touch him, suck him, and make love to him without thinking of her Daddy? Doesn't it sicken her to go to be with someone who's so much older than she is? Does it offend her for an old man to touch and feel her where only someone her age should have that pleasure?
Skirting the question of age and justifying their answer with the qualities they'd want in a man, when asked, younger women admit they that enjoy the maturity and the stability that older men possess and bring to the relationship. Then there are those younger women who will freely admit that, taking all they can, their relationship with an older man is just about the money. Conversely, there are those women who confess that even if their older boyfriend was poor, they'd still be with him. Yet, can such a union of an older man with a younger woman be a match made in Heaven or a charade destined to falter and fail?
What about Angelina Jolie marrying Billy Bob Thornton? She was 25-years-old and he was 45-years-old. With both of them earning plenty of money, it wasn't about the money. Was she looking for Daddy or was it about the sex? Surely, her father, Jon Voight, was still in the picture, even though he was never home, they didn't get along, and hadn't spoken in years. Maybe she was looking for Daddy in Billy Bob. Maybe Billy Bob gave Angelina a long leash to sexually play with men and women. Maybe, the right time at the right place, their marriage was more about booze, drugs, and sex than it ever was about money.
Putting age and stamina aside, when compared to a much younger man, older men have many qualities that younger men don't have. Yet, there is no doubt that some younger women seek out older men because they need and want a father figure. Undoubtedly, those woman who came from broken homes and/or who lost their fathers at a young age, are looking for Daddy. Then there are those women who enjoy being emotionally pampered, sexually satisfied, and financially supported, something that younger men are unable and/or not yet ready or willing to do. Perhaps there are those women who want the pressure of a constant and one-sided sexual relationship lifted from their shoulders and find that a more loving relationship filled with companionship, eating out, and traveling better suits them than having sweaty one-sided sex in bed that begins and ends with a blowjob.
As there are just as many advantages of having a May-December romance, there are just as many disadvantages of having a love affair between couple that have such a huge difference in age too. Aside from the shocked looks, there is the judgmental stares when seeing an older man with a woman young enough to be his daughter, especially when such a couple is being intimate in public by kissing and feeling one another to make it obvious that they're lovers. Along with the huge age gap comes misunderstandings that occur when trying to bridge such a hug generational span with simple communication. Careful in saying what they feel and doing what they may think is right, the relationship of a younger woman with an older man may have conversations filled with misconstrued meanings and one being offended by the other's intentions. Whatever their age, for a relationship to work, it's best that, in addition to pillow talk, that the couple have an honest and open dialogue about all the advantages and disadvantages they may ultimately confront when out in public or spending time alone at home.
Seemingly a recipe for trouble on the surface, is a May-December romance worth all of the unsolicited, dirty stares, impromptu judgments, misunderstandings, and arguments that may develop that may make one or the other feel guilty and/or uncomfortable being in such a relationship? Then, there are the pressure from the man's children and/or the man's ex-wife. With Daddy having sex with a woman the same age or younger than his son and/or daughter, will his children think less of their father? Especially if he's rich and with the possibility that he may marry this young woman, will the other woman put a wedge in the relationship that his children have and hope to still have with their father? Then, as usually happens, what if he had a child with her. Further complicating and diluting their inheritance, the older children from the first marriage may not be happy with the children from this May-December marriage.
For those women who may be looking for hot sex in bed with an older man, they may be disappointed by his lack of stamina but not by his lack of willingness to please, his sexual experience, and generous sexual indulgence to give her orgasms. Just because an older man may no longer be able to cut the mustard, he can certainly still lick the jar. Nonetheless, with a younger woman not sexually satisfied with an older man, she may look for what's missing in her sexual relationship elsewhere. An older man, tired of trying to play catch up with someone so young and physically fit may seek someone more his age to talk to after expending too much time and energy trying to explain his meanings and his dated references to someone too young to understand who Howdy Doody, Frank Sinatra, Marilyn Monroe, and Elvis Presley was.
Although, in nearly all cases, the fate of a lasting romantic relationship between an older man with a younger woman is too often punctuated by an "I told you so," statement from a friend or a relative looking in from outside. With Hugh Hefner marrying centerfolds and Donald Trump engaged to every young, busty, beautiful woman, at 50-years-old, Tom Cruise's marriage to 34-year-old Katie Holmes didn't last. Yet, the romantic May-December sexual hero of many men is 68-year-old Michael Douglas married to 43-year-old Catherine Zeta Jones. Their 25-year age difference has defied all odds with their 13-year marriage.
Michael Douglas has already shown a preference for younger women early in his career when he married Diandra. He was 32-years-old when he married this 19-year-old beauty. A 13-year age difference may not seem like much but it's much bigger at that early age in life than it is at a later age in life. Yet defying the odds and lasting 18 years, their marriage lasted longer than most Hollywood marriages.
Still, what do any of us know about love? It's just a feeling and something that really can't be measured, proven, or explained. A relationship that may fail for so many works for one. A gamble to begin a romantic and sexual relationship between someone so old and someone so young, is it a risk worth taking on the slim chance of finding true happiness and everlasting love? With some relationships proven to last, despite having to endure the scrutiny of public inspection and conjecture, most relationships with this large of an age difference don't last more than just a few months.
Yet, no matter what the ages are of people in a relationship, as in any relationship, it takes a committed effort from both the man and the woman to make their relationship work. Those people who succeed in beating the chronological odds are those who try to resolve difficulties, overcome obstacles, and keep a positive outlook while not allowing the jealous detractors to ruin their good time. With love overcoming all obstacles, those who play more of an active role, take the necessary initiative, and work hard in their tireless effort, often find out that age really doesn't matter. A one in a million long shot and against all odds, Glenn and Susan were such an odd couple and this is their story of love, sex, and passion.
* * * * *
"I'll tell you right now," said Jimmy, "That man is certifiably nuts. Susan only exists in his mind," he said bumping the temple of his white, haired head with his index finger. "She's nothing more than a figment of his creative imagination. May-December relationship my ass. I don't believe him. Everything he says is a lie," he said motioning and measuring his words with his arm and as if erasing all that Glenn has said with a wave of his hand. "Bullshit. It's all bullshit."
"I really don't care what you think about Glenn, Jimmy. I believe all that he's said," said Joe, a retired farmer. "Every man's sexual fantasy, you're just jealous that it's him and not you in such a committed, loving, and sexual relationship."
"Yeah, well, truth be known, I miss how things were before he happened along with his young, beautiful, blonde, busty girlfriend, blah, blah, sexually exciting everyone," he said forming an hour glass shape with his hands. "If you ask me it's all a crock of shit. The only woman he has, if he has any woman at all, is a 77-year-old woman his age."
"You just don't like Glenn, Jimmy," said Joe.
"All I'm saying is having fun playing cards and checkers every day, we were better off before he got here," he said looking at his four friends. "Let me ask you this. When's the last time we played cards?" He looked from one of his friends to the other. "When's the last time we played checkers? I'll tell you. The last time we played cards or checkers is the day he arrived."
"I believe Glenn. Glenn wouldn't lie," said Joe getting upset and raising his voice. "He's a good man and Susan is real. I just know she is. She sounds like a swell woman. No one could make up such an incredible, sexual story, not even a fiction writer of erotica."
"I dunno," said Michael a retired school administrator. He ran a slow hand over his nearly bald head. "He paints such a realistic picture of her that I don't even have to imagine her to wonder what she looks like. I can just see her as if she's standing here in his room and, judging him by his description of her, I think she's real," said Michael looking off in the horizon as if he was seeing her now.
"Me too," said Lance. "I think Susan exists too."
"Holding his hand, and talking to him from his bed, he's a lucky man to have found such a loving, young, beautiful woman," continued Michael. "No doubt, the imagined image of her and of having someone who looks like her in my life helps me get through my day, even if she's not my girlfriend but his. Whether imagined or real, he's such a lucky bastard to have such a woman like her in his life. Man, I wish, just once in my life, that I had a girlfriend who looked like her. I don't know what I'd do first, hug her, hold her, kiss her, or make love to her."
"I'd like to think she's real and I hope she is real," said Bill a retired aeronautical engineer. "Discovering that Glenn is lying, which I don't think he is, is sort of like finding out there's no Santa Claus after all those wonderful stories that Glenn told us about her, especially the sexy ones. Giving me more to believe in than only Michael Douglas with Catherine Zeta Jones and Ice-T with Coco, I'd like to think that one of us old codgers is getting laid by a woman nearly half his age and a woman who really loves him." He looked from one man to the other. "How hot is that? Yeah, that's my sexual fantasy, a young, beautiful, busty, blonde woman interested enough in me to fall in love with me and to give me sex. How hot is that?"
"I don't care if she's imagined or real," said Lance putting his big hands on his knees and leaning forward, "what does it matter? Just what Joe said, you're just jealous Jimmy." After shooting Jimmy a stern stare, he looked from one man to the next. "As far as I'm concerned, believing Glenn that Susan exists is better than imagining short, fat nurse Kathy naked, which I've done many more times than I care to admit before Glenn arrived with his sexy and surreal stories of Susan.
"You tell him Lance," said Joe while giving Jimmy a hard look.
"I haven't had such good nights sleep, if you know what I mean," said Lance moving his hand back and forth in the motion of giving himself a hand job, "since Glenn was admitted to Happy Valley Nursing Home and told us all about Susan." He looked from Jimmy to Michael to Joe and to Bill before finishing his thought. "Even if she's not real, he tells a damn good story, a damn good story. I'd much rather listen to Glenn talking about Susan than playing checkers and cards with you Jimmy."
The five, old men sat huddled together and whispered as if they were talking about naked photos in Playboy magazine when they were teenagers. With a cup of steaming hot coffee in hand, Glenn pushed the big handicap button to swing open the door and emerged outside to the bright sunshine. Careful not to trip on the flagstone, he gingerly walked out to the patio to take his seat with his friends.
"Ah," he said looking up to the sun. "Another day of sunshine at Happy Valley. It's days like this that I don't miss living in Boston with all of the cold wind coming off Boston Harbor, all of that knee deep snow, and all of that gridlock traffic downtown."



"Here he is. The man of the hour. Hi Glenn," said Joe. "How are you feeling today?"
"Other than my sore hip, my swollen ankles, my disjoined knees, and my bad back bothering me in the way of an old, sexually frustrated, lesbian nun in parochial school armed with an 18" ruler, I'm good," he said with a laugh. "I'm hoping that sitting out in the sun will make me feel better," he said shading his eyes to look up at the sky again before smiling at his five friends.
"We have a chair for you right here by me," said Joe. "Sit down and relax. I saved you this seat special, knowing how much you enjoy sitting in the sun."
"Tell us about Susan, Glenn," said Jimmy with a devious smile. "I'd like to hear more about her," he said with a plastic grin pasted on his face that hid his insincerity.
No doubt not liking that the spotlight of attention was stolen from him with the advent of Glenn, it figures that the cynic that Jimmy was would want to hear more about Susan again. Only, no doubt, hoping to return to playing cards and checkers, maybe instead of just listening to enjoy the story that was true or not, he was hoping to expose Glenn for the liar, the fake, the fraud, and the phony he was by shooting holes in his story.
"Again? Seriously?" He looked from each of his five friends. "You want me to tell you about Susan again? I feel as if all I've done is talk about Susan, the love of my life, since I came here in an ambulance."
"I'd like to hear the story again," said Michael.
"I have to admit Glenn that it's a good story," said Bill.
"Only start from the beginning," said Lance. "Other than all of the sexual parts, as far as I'm concerned, the beginning is the best part. The beginning is the part where I dream of what happened to you will one day happen to me too," said Lance with a big smile on his face. "I hope you don't mind Glenn but I insert myself with Susan when dreaming about her."
"Mind? I don't mind you dreaming about Susan, Lance. It's your dream," said Glenn with a shrug. "I don't mind you dreaming about Susan at all. I dream about her every night. She's certainly a worthy subject of many men's dreams."
"Yeah, start from the beginning Glenn and tell us more about Susan," said Joe.
To be continued...
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Glenn tells Jimmy, Michael, Bill, Lance, and Joe about Susan, his much younger girlfriend.
"Well, okay," said Glenn sitting down and making himself comfortable in the chair that Joe saved for him in the sunshine.
He took a big sip of his black coffee and put his cup down on the table before looking from Jimmy to Michael to Lance to Bill and Joe. In the way they all sat and scooted in closer together, one would think that Glenn was a professor about to hold class outdoors. In the way they leaned their heads in to him, they looked as if they were about to hold hands, close their eyes, and have a séance or bow their heads and pray. Only, adding more fodder to their sexual fantasies and erotic dreams, the five men were there to hear more about sexy Susan, Glenn's young, beautiful girlfriend.
Five elderly men eagerly awaited to hear about their sexual fantasies come true, albeit vicariously through a stranger and a fellow resident of the Happy Valley Nursing Home. When it comes to the eternal horniness of men, apparently, it doesn't stop until they die? No matter what the age, men love seeing, hearing, and reading about sexual fantasies. Wanting to believe that Glenn's stories were all true, Jimmy was the only skeptic in the group ruining everyone's fun and good time.
"Well, today is our anniversary. It was ten years ago today that I met Susan," said Glenn looking from one man to the other. "I can't believe it's been ten years. Time flies when I'm having hot sex," he said with a dirty laugh. "She was barely 30-years-old when I met her and I was 67-years-old. I could still throw her a bang. I was as good once as I ever was, but she could go all night. Meeting her was the best thing that ever happened to me and those ten years were the best years of my life," he said shaking his head in disbelief. "Sorry Mary," he said looking up to Heaven.
"Why were those ten years so good?" Jimmy looked at his friends, no doubt hoping that Glenn would stumble.
"Why was that the best ten years of my life?" Glenn laughed. "Duh? Do the math Jimmy. I was a 67-year-old man with a hot 30-year-old girlfriend," he said laughing loud enough to make everyone sitting at the table laugh with him. He raised his hand to his lips and moved it back and forth as if giving a blowjob before taking another long sip of his coffee.
"Damn," said Joe. "I could use a blowjob right now. Desperate enough, I'd even do chubby, little nurse Kathy, if she'd let me."
"Let me tell you, you've never had a blowjob Joe until you've had a blowjob from a beautiful, young blonde who loves to suck cock. Feeling her big tits and fingering her hard nipples while she looked up at me with those big, blue eyes was enough to make my toes curl. Susan made up for all the blowjobs my wife refused to give me, God bless her soul."
"So you expect us all to believe that this young, beautiful woman was hot for your cock?" Jimmy looked at Glenn with a self-satisfied smile of disbelief while making a sour face and shaking his head.
"Don't listen to Jimmy, Glenn," said Joe. "He's just jealous. He'd rather play cards and checkers than to hear about Susan. He thinks she doesn't exist."
"He'd rather play cards and checkers than to have sex," said Lance laughing and making everyone else laugh.
"That's not true. I'm not jealous," said Jimmy. "I'm sitting here and listening aren't I?"
"Oh, Susan exists alright. I have the hickey marks to prove her existence, only I'd have to remove my pants and underwear to show you," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Please continue Glenn," said Joe.
"Well, I remember it as if it all happened yesterday. After having just retired from working forty years with the state of Massachusetts, minding my own business, I was sitting on a park bench in the Boston Common feeding pigeons, as I've done so very many days before. With nothing to do, no place to go, and so little money to spend on entertainment, not that I needed much other than the Boston Red Sox, the New England Patriot, the Boston Celtics, and the Boston Bruins games on TV, I viewed the pigeons as my only friends," he said with a laugh. "Bored out of my skull and after seeing some of the same ones every day, I even named some of the pigeons by the distinctive coloration of their feathers," he said laughing again.
"I hope my life never comes to me sitting on a frigging park bench feeding pigeons," said Jimmy mumbling beneath his breath. "I'd kill myself first before I named a frigging pigeon," said Jimmy. "God help me. I hate getting old," he said slamming his fist down on the table. "Getting old sucks!"
"Anyway," continued Glenn and ignoring Jimmy's outburst. "After my Mary died, God rest her soul, no longer deemed a couple but a widower, with the friends that I had no loner calling to talk and inviting me to their homes to visit, I was so very alone again with my thoughts."
"Sorry for your loss," said Joe. "I lost my wife too."
"I'm divorced and good riddance," said Bill. "I thought it would be fun to live alone, but the novelty of being alone with no one to talk to quickly grew to boredom and depression. I mean there's only so much beer that I can drink and football that I can watch," he said with a laugh, "but I'm not there yet."
"Happy as a clam with no wife and no children, I never married," said Michael. "That's not to say that I wouldn't mind having a hot, young, busty, beautiful blonde in my bed," he said with a dirty laugh. "I could make her happy. Allow me to clarify my remark. She could make me happy," he said making everyone laugh.
"Sorry for interrupting," said Joe. "Please continue with your story Glenn."
"Bored and lonely, as you just said Bill, I remember that day thinking that I was hungry but not hungry enough to eat another God damn banana, forgive me Lord," he said looking up to the sky, "or anther Spam sandwich, bowl of soup, or more peanut butter crackers."
"I never had Spam," said Michael.
"It's not bad," said Joe.
"What's Spam?" Lance looked from Glenn to Joe.
"A mystery meat with the fan following of a Twinkie. No one really knows what it is," said Bill.
"I think it's road kill reconfigured to look and taste a little like ham," said Michael.
"Instead of being hungry for food, I was hungry for something else," said Glenn continuing. "Filled with a deep restlessness and feeling as if I was missing out on something, as unbelievable as it may sound after being married for forty-years, feeling lonely, I was hungry for the companionship of a woman. Yet, now that I was single, a widower, I wasn't hungry for just any woman," he said looking from one man to the other. "I had my pick of widows. My last hoorah, I wanted someone special."
"Wow," said Joe.
"Shhh," said Jimmy.
"For the first time in my life," continued Glenn, "I was thinking about a young, beautiful, shapely woman," said Glenn making the hour glass shape with his hands. "Maybe because I had just watched the Miss America beauty pageant a few months back and lusted over all of those young beautiful women. Maybe because after sitting on that park bench day after day and seeing so very many beautiful women walk by me, I wanted someone who looked like her or her or her or," said Glenn pointing to imaginary women walking by him.
"This is where Susan comes in," said Joe rubbing his hands together. "I love this part of the story."
"Just let him tell the story Joe without interrupting him," said Jimmy rolling his eyes. "Maybe after he's done going on about Susan again, we can finally play some cards," said Jimmy picking up the deck of cards and endlessly shuffling them.
"After being faithfully married to the same woman for so very long, for some sordid reason, perhaps because I never had hot sex in my life, I wanted the sexual company of a young, hot woman. Sorry Mary," he said looking up to Heaven again while crossing himself and kissing his fingers as if he was holding rosary beads. "In the way that some men pray to win the lottery, every day that I sat on that park bench feeding a giant flock of cooing and shitting pigeons, I prayed to God to deliver me a hot, young woman," he said looking from each of his friends.
"Positive thinking and praying to Jesus is the best way to get whatever you want in life," said Joe. "Trust me. I know."
"Is that why you're here with the rest of us because you prayed to God to end your days living in this nursing home? Give me a break," said Jimmy shooting Joe a look as if he was going to come across the table at him.
"That day, right after my daily prayer which had turned more into an hourly mantra than a prayer, I saw her walking towards me in the distance," he said looking off to the distance as if she was there walking towards him now. "As if she was walking alone, the sunlight lit her up as if the sun was her personal spotlight. As if she was an Angel without wings put on Earth for me and delivered to me, wearing a snow, white suit and a halo of golden hair, God answered my prayers."
"This is it. Here comes the good part," said Joe rubbing his hands together again. "I love this part of the story too."
"Gees, just let him tell the frigging story Joe. Just let him tell the story so that we can play some cards," said Jimmy.
"As if commanded to do so, I remember turning from watching the pigeons eating the stale bread that I gave them to watching this beautiful, young women dressed all in white approaching me. One slow, sexy step at a time, she walked nearer and nearer. With the spotlight of sun now on her back and illuminating her as if she was a golden vision walking down glistening sunbeams sent from Heaven, her blonde, long hair rode the gentle breeze as if her hair was floating on water. As she neared closer, the only color she had beside her lush, long, blonde hair, was her two big, baby blues that sparkled as if she was decorated with gemstones, precious sapphires, instead of eyes," said Glenn.
"As if I'm there watching her, I can just see her walking closer and closer," said Michael closing his eyes, putting his head back, and smiling.
"In the way that she approached me, she could have been a model walking a half mile long runway. I watched her walk nearly the entire length of Tremont Street from Boylston Street to Park Street before she stopped in front of my park bench. Why here? Why Now? Why me?"
"Why Not?" Jimmy laughed.
"Stunned that she stopped to talk, after praying to God to deliver her, all I could do was to look up at her, stare, and smile. As if she was an Angel, a vision of loveliness, she was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was my sexual fantasy come true," said Glenn.
"Wow," said Joe and being quiet after feeling Jimmy's heated stare. "That's so unbelievable," he whispered beneath his breath.
"See? I told you that the beginning of the story was the best part of the story," said Lance.
"I couldn't believe she stopped in front of my bench. I couldn't stop staring at her. Just as I couldn't believe I was looking up at someone who looked like her, I couldn't believe she was looking down at someone who looked like me too. Mesmerized by the sexy sight of her, as if she was delivered to me from the good Lord above, I couldn't believe she was standing there before me. Thank you Jesus. Thank you Jesus. Thank you Jesus, I thought to myself," said Glenn holding up his hands while looking up at the sky.
"God is good," said Joe looking up at the sky too. "That's proof that God listens to our prayers."
"Oh brother," said Jimmy.
"Even in my best sexual fantasy, I couldn't have created a more beautiful and sexy woman," continued Glenn. "As soon as she arrived in front of my bench, as if personally delivered to me, with the stale bread all eaten, the pigeons walked and flew off to crowd around another park bench that had another old man passing out free food. If only he knew that my prayers had just been answered, I wondered if he'd believe me. Who knows? Maybe instead of praying for his own version of Susan, he was praying to win the lottery."
"Maybe with so very men praying to win the lottery and not enough praying for someone like Susan, is the reason why so very few of us get their wish," said Joe. "Instead of praying to win the lottery, I'm going to start praying for a Susan of my own."
"May I sit here?" She looked at me as if I owned the bench and needed my permission to sit.
"Sure, I said. I wanted to add that I'd love her company. Yet, figuring that someone as young and as beautiful as she was would never want to talk to an old man like me, even though I was thinking all kinds of nasty, dirty, and inappropriate thoughts, I didn't say anything else. I just couldn't stop staring at her. She was so beautiful and so sexy. Never have I seen a woman so stunning."
"I think there's someone following me," she said looking back from where she came with trepidation before returning her attention to me.
"There is?" I looked where she was looking too but with people continually walking towards us and by us, no one stood out to me in the way she viewed the crowd.
"Yes, I believe so," she said turning from me to look for who she thought was following her. "I can sense his evilness."
"My excuse to stare longer at her when she wasn't looking and when she turned to look from where she came, I stared at the back of her beautiful, blonde hair, at her slim waistline, at the shapeliness of her round backside, and the huge impressions her breasts made in her white suit. As if God made her expressly for me, she had such an incredible body and I couldn't have created a more perfect woman."
"Thank you for the company," she said looking at me to flash me her electric smile. "You're my lifesaver and my special Angel sent here from God to protect me," she said swooning and leaning to me to wrap her arms around my neck and give me a hug as if I were her degenerate Daddy and she was my incestuous daughter. I could only wish.
For her to think of me as her lifesaver and her special Angel, the humor didn't escape me that someone so young, so beautiful, and so sexy was the answer to my prayers, when someone so old, so decrepit, and so horny was the answer to her prayers. If only she could read my mind, she'd slap my face. If only she knew all that I was thinking of doing to her beautiful body, she'd be so embarrassed.
"As if I wasn't before the sexy smell of her drifted up my nose and into my perversely perverted brain, her perfume made me dizzy with sexual desire for her. If I thought she was beautiful before she smiled, she was even more beautiful now that she was smiling at me as if I was Ryan Reynolds sitting there naked and with thousands of hundred dollar bills pasted to my hot body. Then, when she moved closer to me as if she was about to kiss me, pressing her beautiful body against me, I couldn't believe she hugged me. He hugged me. This beautiful creature hugged me," said Glenn showing his disbelief. "I couldn't believe that she volunteered her gratitude to be with me when I was so afraid to give her mine."
"How come something like this never happens to me?" Joe looked at him an laugh. "Dogs and children love me but not hot women."
"Being the pervert that I am," continued Glenn, "when she thanked me for the company and called me a lifesaver and her special Angel, I couldn't help but imagine being with her in all manners of undress," said Glenn. "I imagined what she'd look like in her sexy bra and bikini panty. With her, no doubt, having big, full, D cup breasts, I imagined what she'd look like topless. I imagined what she'd look like naked and in bed laying beneath me and on top of me bouncing up and down. As if I had already seen her naked, my mind was reeling with an erotic video of us having hot sex," said Glenn.
"You wouldn't happen to have any pictures of her," said Jimmy.
"No," said Glenn.
"I didn't think you would," said Jimmy with a satisfied smile.
"Knock it off Jimmy. Whether Glenn's stories are true or not, you're ruining everything. I for one happen to think his story is true and Susan exists," said Joe.
"Me too," said Lance.
"I do too," said Michael.
"So don't I," said Bill.
"Bullshit. It's all bullshit," said Jimmy picking up the deck of cards again, reshuffling them, and dealing himself a hand of Solitaire.
"Please continued Glenn," said Joe.
"Wishing I was alone with her instead of sitting on a park bench in the middle of the crowded Boston Common, I'd like nothing better than to take her to a more quiet place to talk but with my condo so small and messy, I didn't dare invite her home. Besides, such a bold and brazenly transparent move, I had just met the woman and asking her to come home with me was something that a much younger and better looking man would do," said Glenn.
"So what did you?" Really getting into the story, Joe seemed eager for it to continued even though he continually delayed the progression of the story with all of his interruptions.
"If you'd just shut the Hell up Joe, he'll tell you what happens next in all of his made up bullshit," said Jimmy slamming down the cards when he was stuck and had to deal himself another hand of Solitaire.
"Instead, I'd be happy if she'd accompany me to Starbucks for a cup of coffee and a cookie or a muffin so that we could just talk while I just stared at her," he said with a laugh. "While sitting there drinking our coffees and eating our muffins, I'd imagine she was my sexy girlfriend when, no doubt, everyone would think that she was my daughter or some gorgeous call girl that I hired for the day. Then, she said something that I imagined a man asking a woman."
"I'm sorry for being so forward but do you live around here?" She appeared so nervously frightened and she continued staring back from whence she came as if expecting someone else to appear.
"I do," I said. "I live just across from the Common," I said pointing up to my condo on the 16th floor of Tremont on the Commons. She looked up to where I was pointing before she continued her surveillance of everyone walking toward her.
"Do you have a view of the front or the back?"
"The front," I said. "I can see this bench from my window."
"Perfect," she said.
"One of the first to buy the condo in '68 when first married, I bought my condo years ago before the prices went through the roof. My children have been after me to sell it but I can't bear to sell and leave all the memories behind that I had there with my Mary. Besides, I love the view that overlooks the Boston Common, the Public Gardens, Back Bay, Beacon Hill, Newbury Street, the Esplanade, the Charles River, Boston Harbor, and Logan Airport. I can see practically the entire city from my window."
"I'm so very embarrassed to ask you this and I wouldn't normally ask but you seem like a nice man," she said. "I feel as though I can trust you."
"Ask me anything my dear," I said patting her hand while imagining her asking me if she could have sex with my old, decrepit, albeit still horny and totally perverted body. As soon as I patted her hand, she took my hand in hers, lifted it to her lips, and kissed my fingers. Usually wrapped around my cock every morning, if only she knew where my fingers had been, I don't think she'd kiss them," said Glenn with a dirty laugh.
"Join the old man's club," said Michael. "I've never masturbated as much since I turned 65-years-old.
"Me too," said Bill.
"A real masturbation machine," said Lance, "now that I'm older, nothing has changed since I was a teenager."
"I don't masturbate," said Joe. "Never have."
"Bullshit," said Jimmy. "You shake the entire room every night masturbating over nurse Kathy," he said giving Joe a foul look. "Just finish the damn story so that we can play some cards before my physical therapy."
"Okay," said Glenn. "Where was I?"
"She kissed your frigging fingers," said Jimmy, "as if that's a big, frigging deal."



"Oh, okay. Thank you James," said Glenn.
"James? It's Jimmy. No one calls me James but my mother and she's been dead for years."
"As if she turned on a spare generator to my libido, I imagined her kissing every other part of my body, especially one part in particular, if you know what I mean, and I don't mean my ass," he said laughing and making everyone laugh but for Jimmy. "I couldn't believe she kissed my fingers. I'll never wash my hand again," I thought.
"Thank you for being so kind, she said.
"She looked at me in the way my daughter used to look at me when asking me if I'd take her out for ice cream or to buy her something from the toy store. I couldn't say no to my daughter then and I certainly wasn't about to say no to Susan now, whatever it was she was about to ask me."
"What's wrong? What is it?"
"I'm just so very afraid," she said clenching my hand as if she was afraid I'd leave her. "I know this may sound weird but may I go home with you?"
"Fuck me," said Lance. "I wish that was me. I wish some young, beautiful broad would say that to me."
"Wow," said Joe. "That's incredible."
"Every man's dream to have a sexy woman ask him to take her home with him, that's so unbelievable," said Michael. "In all the bars I've been to over the years, that's only happened to me once that a woman asked to go home with me. Unfortunately, she had a penis."
"Gross," said Joe.
"If someone who looks as hot as Susan looks asked to go home with me, I would have asked her to marry me right there on the spot even if she had a penis," said Bill with a laugh.
"It's a good story," said Jimmy rolling his eyes, sighing, and picking up the deck of cards to shuffle them again and again.
"As soon as I stood, she took my arm and escorted me across the street. As if I was Richard Gere in Pretty Woman and she was my shapelier and better looking, blonde version of Julia Roberts, I still remember the look on the doorman's face when I walked by him with Susan attached to my arm. Even though my condo was a mess, my excitement was so high that I don't even remember taking the elevator up to my floor and unlocking the door. As soon as we entered, ignoring the mess of newspapers, magazines, books, clothes, and dirty dishes, she walked right over to the wall of windows that overlooked where we had just been sitting."
"I knew it! I just knew I was being followed. There! That's him," she said pointing to man as if pointing out a man in a police lineup. "That's him! That's my Ex. He said if he ever caught me alone, he'd kill me. I'm so afraid," she said turning to fall in my arms as I walked to the windows to look.
"Just the feel of her huge, firm breasts pressed against my chest, the fresh smell of her long, blonde hair, her sexy perfume, and the feel of her shapely body in my arms gave me the beginnings of an erection, something I haven't had in a few years, since Mary was first sick."
"Should we call the police?"
"I looked over her shoulder to where she had been looking but there was no one there. The man she had seen was gone."
"No," she said. "The only thing I can do is to take out a restraining order against him but I'd rather him not know my address."
"Forgive my rudeness," I said. "Here you are a guest in my condo and I don't even know your name. I'm Glenn," I said holding out my hand.
"Susan, Susan Jill Parker," she said taking my face in her hot, little hands and kissing me square on the lips. "Thank you," she said.
"Never expecting her to kiss me, I was shocked. Catching me by surprise, I didn't even have time to pucker. Wishing she'd kiss me again when I was ready, I'd love to return her kiss."
"Thank you for what?"
"Thank you for saving my life Glenn. You truly are my Angel."
"As if I was a dizzy dame, I swooned with her kiss, by the sensation of her big breasts pressed against my body, and by the feel of her shapely body in my arms. I wanted to kiss her again and not knowing what got over me, I couldn't believe it when I did. I wrapped my arm around her slim waist, pulled her to me, and kissed her on the lips as if I was a younger man and she was my sexy girlfriend. Only, this time it was more than a peck and more than a smooch. It was a real kiss. I couldn't believe I was kissing this beautiful, young woman.
She broke off the kiss and pulled back to look at me with her big, blue eyes. Expecting her negative reaction, I thought she was going to slap my face and bolt out the front door but she didn't. Instead she returned my kiss with her kiss and parted my lips with her tongue. Pinch me because I'm dreaming. This beautiful woman was French kissing me," said Glenn.
"Holy shit," said Joe. "That's unbelievable."
"You got that right," said Jimmy.
"I'd give anything to be in your shoes," said Lance.
"If it wasn't a true story, I'd think that this was my sexual fantasy," said Michael.
"You are one lucky bastard Glenn," said Bill.
Seemingly no longer listening, Jimmy sat in silence while playing Solitaire.
"I couldn't believe that I was making out with her. I haven't kissed a woman since I kissed my Mary good-bye at her wake before they closed her coffin. I haven't made out with a woman like that since my Honeymoon," said Glenn.
"I remember making out like that with my sister Irene," said Joe. "We were both drunk and playing spin the bottle--"
"Please don't tell that story again Joe," said Jimmy. "You embellish it every time you tell it making it hotter and hotter as if it's your sexual fantasy to have sex with your sister and not really what happened."
"Yeah, well, no longer embarrassed to admit it at my age, my sister and I did have sex," said Joe. "Sorry Glenn. Please continue with your story."
"As if I was suddenly blessed or cursed with the hands of a horny teenager, my right hand went right for her round ass while my left hand was feeling her D cup breast. She had a wonderful ass and her big tit felt so good in my hand," said Glenn.
"I wish I was there feeling her up while making out with her," said Lance.
"After a steady diet of being married to Mary, I never felt such a big breast. Matter of fact, now that I think about it, I haven't felt up a woman like that since Prom night when I was dating Mary's girlfriend, Donna, before I started dating my Mary," said Glenn.
"Don't get me started about Prom night. My sister was three years older than me and I took her to my Prom," said Joe.
"Don't even go there," said Jimmy.
"Barely 18-years-old, Donna was the first woman who allowed me to stick my horny hand down her dress and inside of her bra. Her nipple was the first nipple I ever fingered and I couldn't believe it when she removed her straps and showed me her tits, C cuppers and allowed me to suck her nipples. Let me tell you, after having a steady diet of feeling and having sex with a woman my age, sorry Mary, feeling Susan's big boobs and ass felt blissfully exciting for me to feel an ass so round and breasts so firm."
"My first blowjob was prom night," said Joe. "My sister was drunk and--"
Jimmy shuffled and snapped the playing cards louder than necessary to purposely interrupt Joe's train of thought.
"Go on with your story Glenn," said Lance. "You're coming to the good part."
"I'm sorry," I said to Susan. "I don't know what got over me. Please forgive me. With just one kiss you got me so excited," I said falling backwards on my couch. "It's been a long while since I've been with a woman and I've never been with a woman who looks like you."
"Don't be sorry. You have no reason to apologize. I don't mind you having your wicked way with my body," she said. "It's the least that I can give you for the safe shelter you've given me. I feel as if I owe you for saving my life from my ex. I can't tell you how many times he's beaten me and pushed me down the stairs."
Not believing my eyes, I watched her remove her light, white, suit coat to reveal a blouse so thin that I could see the outline of her big bra. I couldn't believe my eyes when her fingers started unbuttoning her blouse while she stared at me with her big, blue eyes.
To be continued...
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Older man with a younger woman,
Alone and lonely, 67-year-old Glenn and 30-year-old Susan have sex for the first time.
"Wait, I said making eye contact with her and being lost in her stare," said Glenn to his five friends. "An opportunity of a lifetime and perhaps my last opportunity in my lifetime, I didn't want her to rush removing her clothes. Something so sensuous and sexy needed to take the appropriate time to make it a memory that will last me the rest of my days," said Glenn with all of them hanging off of his every word but for Jimmy. "If you don't mind, I'd love to undress you."
"When she saw my old, wrinkled hands," said Glenn looking down at his old hands before looking around at his five friends. "Being that I hadn't seen a body so young in thirty years," he said with a sad, little laugh. "I hoped she wouldn't come to her senses and change her mind to show me what she was about to show me."
"I'd like that as well, she said with a sexy smile shocking me into an even higher level of sexual arousal. She put her arms by her side to allow me access to her body and stepped closer to me," said Glenn.
"Oh boy, here comes the good part," said Joe rubbing his hands together as if he was the one getting lucky.
"I couldn't believe this oh, so young vision of loveliness was allowing me to undress her. As if all of my sexual fantasies come true were wrapped up in Susan, I couldn't have picked a better sexual scenario than this. Even at my age, especially at my age," he said with a laugh. "I was so sexually excited to unbutton her blouse," said Glenn.
"You are one lucky bastard," said Joe. "You are such a lucky bastard to undress a woman so young and who looks like her. I'd give my right nut to be you."
"Bullshit! Woman my ass," said Jimmy. "Everything he says is a lie. He's telling you all exactly what he knows you want to hear. None of this is real. All he's doing is sharing his sexual fantasy with you. Don't you see that?" Jimmy looked from one of his friends to the other. "Why can't you see that?"
"At this point," said Bill. "Whether real or imagined, it doesn't matter to me. I like the story. Don't mind Jimmy, Glenn. Please continue with your story."
"As if I was an excited teenager home alone with his slutty babysitter, not that Susan is slutty. Yet, she's a such a sexual and sexual woman, something that I never had being married to my Mary," said Glenn. "An exhibitionist, she confessed later, she has no compunction about exposing, flashing, and showing her beautiful body to men, so long as it appears accidental."
"Wow! Exhibitionist woman meet voyeur man," said Joe smiling broadly to his new best friend, Glenn. "I wish I could have been a fly on the wall to watch you undressing Susan."
"Just once, I wish I had an exhibitionistic girlfriend," said Lance. "I can only imagine all of the up skirts and down blouses I'd ask her to do while watching her teasing men. I can only imagine all of the fun I'd have with her exposing her panties to a shoe salesman in a shoe store and having her bend forward on an escalator on the pretense of tying her shoe while wearing a short skirt. I'd love to ride around with her while she flashed her tits to truckers on the highway and flashed her naked body to bored boyfriends and husbands waiting outside of a curtained dressing room for their girlfriends and wives," said Lance. "Then, there's the beach. I'd have her lose her bikini top with every little wave," he said with a dirty laugh.
"All the woman I've been with aren't as proud of their bodies as your Susan, Glenn. They dress and undress in the dark or in the bathroom," said Bill. "Just once I'd like to have a woman who's proud of her body and not shy about removing her clothes to strip naked in front of me without turning off the light first."
"My sister, Irene, wasn't shy about undressing in front of me. She was always walking around the house naked. She had one Hell of a body," said Joe stopping himself from continuing when Jimmy shot him a dirty look. "Sorry for interrupting again Glenn."
"With it having been a long time undressing a woman who wasn't my wife, I sat up on the edge of the couch as she walked to me. With trembling hands and shaking fingers, taking my time, I slowly and methodically unbuttoned each of the buttons of her blouse. With my hands resting against her massive blouse and bra clad breasts, her tits were so big and so firm," said Glenn. "Hoping she'd allow me to see them, I couldn't wait to see them, touch them, feel them, fondled them, and suck them."
"Wow," said Joe. "I can just see her big tits."
"Not unbuttoning the next button until looking to see what that unbuttoned button revealed, I couldn't believe the sight of her long line of cleavage and the sight of her sexy, blue bra. Thinking that she'd slap my hand away at any moment, instead, she allowed me to feel her big tits through her blouse and bra while fingering her emerging nipples before continuing to unbutton the next button," said Glenn.
"My sexual fantasy come true, I'd love nothing more than to undress a young, sexy woman," said Michael.
"There's nothing like the sensation of feeling a woman's tits through her blouse and bra while French kissing her and while she feels my cock through my pants," said Bill. "I just love it."
"Me too," said Lance. "French kissing her while feeling a woman through her clothes is my favorite thing to do. I'm jealous of you Glenn."
"As if a boy playing with a new toy, I couldn't remove my hands from her big tits," said Glenn. "Not wanting to rush things, before continuing unbuttoning the next button, I felt and fondled her breasts through her blouse and bra while fingering the big impressions her nipples made through her clothes. Finally continuing, I unbuttoned the next button of her blouse and peeked inside her blouse to see what I could see."
"I hope you're a man who like tits, she said looking down at her exposed pale, blue bra and long line of cleavage," said Glenn to his friends. "Because I have really big ones, she said shooting me a sexy smile. She put a hand beneath each bra cup and, as if serving them up to me, lifted them as if they were a heavy load and, by the immense size of them, undoubtedly, they were," said Glenn.
"I love your big tits, I said leaning my head forward to bury my face and bask in her mountainous melons and deep valley of cleavage. My wife had small breasts," said Glenn to his friends. "Lost in the soft firmness of her big tits and forgetting my deceased wife's name, Margret, Mandy, Maureen, for the life of me, I couldn't think of Mary's name. It was a real sexual joy for me to experience breasts so big, so full, so shapely, and so firm."
"Take off my blouse and hand it to me so that I can fold it. I don't want it to wrinkle she said," said Glenn quoting Susan.
"I undid the buttons of her cuffs and watched her remove her blouse, fold it, and lay in upon my couch pillow. She had such beautiful skin. There wasn't a part of her that wasn't beautiful. Not knowing what she'd want me to do next, unbutton and unzip her short skirt or undo her sexy bra, I just stared at her standing there in her bra. Not wanting to prematurely stop her striptease by seeming being too eager and too aggressive, I waited for her direction while still staring at her in her sexy bra. Mary only wore white bras and a black bra if she was wearing something formal. She never wore colored lingerie and Susan's blue bra was the sexiest bra I ever saw."
"As if she's right here, right now, I can just see Susan in her pale, blue bra," said Michael closing his eyes. "No doubt coming in handy later tonight, if you know what I mean," he said with a dirty laugh. "Thank you for the image of her in her bra Glenn."
"Maybe this was it, I thought. Maybe for my rescuing her from her ex, my reward was her simply allowing me to French kiss her, allowing me to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples through her clothes, and allowing me to see her in her pale blue bra. In the words of the late, great Peggy Lee, is that all there is? If that's all there was, happy with that, I'd settle with that. Yet, now that she allowed me to feel her breasts through her clothes and see her bra clad breasts without her blouse, I wanted to see more than just her bra and feel more than just her cleavage," said Glenn.
"If that was me," said Joe, "I'd already have her bra lifted up and her tits out. If that was me, I'd be all over those huge knockers. No doubt, if that was me, I would have ruined my chances with her by frightening her away."
"If that was you my ass," said Jimmy. "Being that she's not related to you by blood, that would never be you with normal woman."
Joe gave Jimmy the finger while sneering at him.
"Much like opening an expensive gift," said Michael, "just as Glenn did, you have to take your time with a woman like that and not rush the moment."
"Maybe the reason for my lack of confidence was that I was so much older and she was so much younger," said Glenn with reality taking hold of his eyes and his facial expression. "No doubt, I figured she felt awkward and was self-consciously embarrassed by the grateful attention that I paid her for allowing me to undress her and show me her hot body. It was then that the truth confronted me by bursting my sexual fantasy bubble," said Glenn.
"What did you run out of lies? I figured this would be where the story would end," said Jimmy.
"Not by a long shot," smiled Glenn. "Too old for her to be turned on by me, I was old and she was young. Maybe my fun was limited to stopping there with only French kissing her, seeing her bra, and fondling her tits through her bra before exposing the really good parts of her. Already with lots of masturbation fodder for later, after she left, I was okay with that."
"Now that's a sad reality to confront," said Lance, "that we're all old men and passed our prime. I've long fantasized about being with a young chick, only the older I get the more that I realize that it will never happen. Nurse Kathy is looking better to me now," he said with a laugh.
"You're so beautiful, I said hoping she'd continue my erotic fantasy and not get dressed," said Glenn.
"Thank you, she said looking down at herself. Now my skirt, she said turning around and leaning forward at the waist as if teasing me by putting her perfect ass in my face," said Glenn to his friends.
"Fuck me," said Joe. "I would have unbuttoned and unzipped her skirt with my teeth. "I did that with my sister once when we--"
"Zip it Joe. I'd much rather hear Glenn's lies than your incestuous comments about your slutty sister," said Jimmy.
"My sister was a lot of thing but slutty isn't one of them. Take that back," said Joe getting angry enough to grit his teeth and clench his fist.
"I'm sorry Joe," said Jimmy. "I take the comment back that your slutty sister was a slut for having incestuous sex with her perverted brother."
"Thank you, I think," said Joe. "Sorry Glenn. I promise not to interrupt again. Please continue."
"Okay," said Glenn. "Happy to oblige her by unbuttoning, unzipping, and continuing to undress her by removing her skirt, I couldn't believe that I was going to see this beautiful woman in her bra and panty. Preferring to see a woman in her sexy underwear than seeing her naked, my sexy uniform of choice, I love seeing a woman in her bra and panty."
"Ditto," said Michael. "The only thing sexier than seeing a woman in her bra and panty is feeling a woman through her bra and panty."
"Without doubt and bar none, she had the most incredible body I've ever seen. With trembling hands and nervous fingers, I unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. She was wearing matching pale, blue panties and when her skirt fell, she slowly bent at the waist to pick up her skirt while I fondled her wonderful ass through her bikini panty. Daring myself to do it but afraid that I'd ruin a perfect moment and she'd leave, but unable to control myself, I ran a slow, open hand between her legs to cup and finger her panty clad pussy."
"Oh Glenn, you naughty man, she said turning to face me with a laugh. You're such a horny, old man, aren't you? She looked at me and smiled before leaning down to kiss me again. She hardened my cock when she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me again," said Glenn.
"I can't believe you went for the gusto and felt her pussy through her panty," said Joe. "You're my hero," he said slapping Glenn a high five.
"My hands were all over her hot body. Feeling her big breasts and fingering her hard nipples through her bra, I felt, fondled, caressed, and squeezed her round ass through her panty before sliding my hand between her legs to cup her pussy again while tracing her slit with my finger. I so wanted to see her naked. I so wanted to lick her before making love to her," said Glenn.
"Now for my bra, she said turning her back to me," said Glenn continuing to quote Susan.
"She was going to show me her tits. I was going to see her tits. I couldn't believe that I was going to see her big tits," said Glenn looking as sexually excited now as he was then.
"I can't wait to see your tits," I said unhooking her bra.
"With her bra still in place, she turned to face me. She was so beautiful and so shapely. I didn't know where to look first, in her big, blue eyes, at her bra clad breasts, or at her panty clad pussy. While holding her bra cups in place, she allowed her bra straps to fall and wiggled her arms out of them before removing her bra to show me her perfect, big, beautiful, and shapely breasts."
"So? What do you think of my tits?" "You have amazing breasts, I said looking up at her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples before looking up at her big, blue eyes and before refocusing my attention to her breasts again."
"Not acting shy, embarrassed, and/or awkward, as if she was a stripper leaning down to me from the stage, she hung her big boobs in my face."
"Firing questions at her as if my mouth was a machine gun, I couldn't contain my sexual excitement. May I touch them? May I feel them? May I fondle them, finger them, caress them, and suck them?"
"Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes you may, she said with a sexually excited laugh," said Glenn.
"She watched my hands having a party with her big tits before taking her erect nipples between my fingers and then taking her hard nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other. I was in Heaven feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and sucking her tits. Never have I experienced a woman with tits so big and so firm," said Glenn.
"You're a lucky man, Glenn," said Michael. "Any one of us would give anything to be in your shoes, that is, except for Jimmy," he said with a laugh.
"I just want to play cards. If I knew that Glenn was telling the true and not making up stories then maybe I'd be into what he had to say with the rest of you but it's all just lies and a work of fiction. There is no Susan. Susan doesn't exist. Susan is just in his mind," said Jimmy.
"I assure you Jimmy that Susan is not a figment of my imagination and is just as real as you are," said Glenn.
"Bullshit," said Jimmy. "Are you telling me and expecting me to believe that a 30-year-old, beautiful, blonde, busty woman would be interested in a 67-year-old man and still be with you ten years later when you're now 77-years-old. In the way of Donald Trump, Hugh Hefner, or Michael Douglas, I'd understand would more believe if you had money, but like the rest of us losers, you don't," said Jimmy.
"What can I say?" Glenn shrugged. "It's your choice to believe me or not. I'm not trying to convince you of anything. I'm just sharing what happened when I met Susan."
"What are you off your happy pill Jimmy?" Joe gave him a smile. "Maybe you should take a nap. You've been cranky."
"Fuck you Joe. I know lies when I hear them and Glenn has you all fooled as if your silly teenagers," said Jimmy.
"Don't let Jimmy stop you from finishing your story Glenn. We all want to hear what happens next," said Joe.
"Okay," said Glenn. "I'll continue and for your information Jimmy, this is a true story and I'm telling it just as it happened."
"Whatever," said Jimmy rolling his eyes while shuffling his playing cards.
"I love your big tits Susan, I said feeling her big boobs."
"May I suck you?"
"What? Are you kidding me? No way! Get outta here." Jimmy was beside himself now. "You really expect me to believe that a beautiful, busty, blonde broad who isn't a prostitute and high on drugs asked to suck your old, wrinkled cock?" He stared at Glenn. "Bullshit! That's just bullshit!"
"Her question stunned me too," said Glenn. "I couldn't believe my ears. Unaccustomed to a woman willingly wanting to suck me, I was pleasingly shocked. Was I dreaming or was I imagining her asking me to suck my cock? Even though I knew what she asked, unable to stop myself from asking her to repeat her question, I asked her to repeat herself."
"Pardon?"
"You sexually stimulated me by undressing me and sexually excited me by feeling my tits and fingering and sucking my nipples. If you don't mind, I'd like to return the sexual favor by blowing you," she said. "May I suck you?"
"Not a man to refuse a woman's request and not a man to have a woman ask more than twice, I was happy to oblige her," said Glenn with a dirty laugh.
"Some guys have all the luck," said Joe.
"Sure, of course, I'd love for you to suck me," I said about to unzip myself.
"Allow me to do that for you," she said. "I enjoy undressing my man."
"She called me her man. I couldn't believe she referred to me as her man. If I was excited by the prospect of her blowing me, I was surely excited by her calling me her man," said Glenn.
"Fuck me," said Lance. "I wish a beautiful woman would volunteer to undress me."
"One time," said Joe, "my sister--"
"Don't," said Jimmy. "We don't want to hear about your sister having sex with you. I've seen pictures of your fat, ugly sister and that's just nasty."
"Anyway," said Glenn. "She fell to her knees and felt my bulging erection through my pants while French kissing me and while I felt her tits and fingered her nipples. Still kissing me, she unzipped me and reached her hand inside to feel my hardening cock through my underwear before retrieving and pulling out my erect prick."
"Oh my God, Susan. Except for my wife of forty years, no one has felt or seen my cock," I said watching her staring at my prick. "Just as I couldn't believe she was on her knees topless, I couldn't believe she was staring at my exposed prick while holding me in her hand."
"I wish that was me," said Bill. "Damn, I wish that was me."
"The funny thing about it," said Glenn. "Wanting to do myself proud, even at my age, I wondered how I measured up when compared to other men, especially younger men," he said with a laugh. "I wondered how many men she's had sexually. Being that she was about the same age as my daughter, I wondered how many cocks she's seen, stroked, sucked, and fucked. Only, glad that she was there with me, I cared more about the present than I did about the past."
"Maybe you should remove your pants to give me better access to your penis and balls, she said helping me out of my pants. I love playing with a man's testicles while sucking him and while he feels my tits and fingers my nipples," said Glenn to his nursing home pals.
"There I was sitting on my couch bottomless, something I've never done before. Mary would never allow me to be so exposed," said Glenn looking at his five friends. "Susan sexually attacked me as if she was a man sexually excited over a woman instead of a young woman sexually excited over an old man. She was all over me as if she was a woman just let out of prison after having served a long term. Never has my Mary sucked my cock with such unbridled passion and sexual lust. As if I was an actor in a porn movie, never have I ever received such an incredibly enthusiastic blowjob."



"I just love your big cock Glenn, she said slowly stroking me before leaning her head down to lick me while continuing to stroke me. You have a beautiful prick," said Glenn telling his friends all that happened and all that Susan said.
"Thank you, I said not knowing what else to say when never having been complimented over my prick before," said Glenn.
"She looked up at me with her big, blue eyes while sucking me and stroking me," said Glenn.
"I love when a woman looks up at me with my cock buried in her mouth. That's so hot," said Lance.
"She was really blowing me now and at this rate, it wouldn't be long before I shot a warm, oozy load in her mouth. Only, being the respectful gentleman that I am and not wanting to prematurely ruin things between us, I knew she'd be deeply offended, insulted, and angry with me if I ejaculated in her mouth," said Glenn.
"What's the matter Glenn?" Jimmy gave Glenn a disbelieving look. "Does your lies stop there with half a blowjob?"
"Having never ejaculated in a woman's mouth before," said Glenn ignoring Jimmy, "I was more than curious to know what it would feel like to ejaculate in her mouth. I wished I could cum in her mouth but I knew it would be wrong for me to do that. For the kindness she's already paid me by having sex with my old, tired body, I didn't want to take advantage of her sexual generosity by cumming in her mouth," said Glenn.
"I'll let you know when I'm ready to cum Susan so that you can pull away and I can cum on your tits or in your hand. Here's a tissue. I don't want to make a mess, I said handing her the box. Mary never allowed me to cum in her mouth either, I said disappointed that I wouldn't be allowed to cum in her mouth. A sexual fantasy come true, I would have loved to cum in a woman's mouth before I died," said Glenn to his five friends.
"I won't need a tissue and I promise not to make a mess, she said removing my cock from her mouth to speak and laughing before sticking my big prick back in her mouth," said Glenn.
"Fuck me," said Joe. "You truly are a lucky bastard Glenn."
"As if on a mission and determined to make me cum, she sucked me deeper and stroked me faster," said Glenn.
"I want you to cum in my mouth, she said removing my cock from her mouth for her to speak again. I want to taste you and swallow you," said Glenn quoting Susan.
"Doing all that she allowed me to do, I continued feeling and fondling her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. With her sucking me deeper and stroking me faster, along with my anticipation of cumming in her mouth, and with it being years since I had sex with my Mary, it didn't take me very long to explode a volume of cum in her mouth. Seemingly enjoying me cumming in her mouth, she swallowed every drop of my cum before licking me clean," said Glenn looking around the table at the five men.
"That was amazing, I said. Not that I had a big selection from which to pick, That was the best blowjob I've ever had in my life, I said to her," said Glenn.
"I'm glad you liked it Daddy, she said licking her lips. Maybe later, if you have the energy, you can make love to me. I'd love to feel your big, hard cock deep inside of me while you suck my tits, she said giving me a deep, wet kiss," said Glenn.
"I couldn't believe she called me Daddy, Daddy Glenn, I like it," he said.
To be continued...
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A striptease with a sexy surprise after is well worth the wait and the effort of watching.
Isolated for hours in his darkened office, William maintained his sexy surveillance of Susan from his office windows across the street from her. It was dark now and with Susan reading her book while resting on her bed with her bedroom light on, it was getting late. Even fully dressed, she was so lovely and so sexy. Even fully dressed, he wanted her as if she was naked. He imagined being there in bed with her and spooning her while reaching his arm around her to cup her big breast in his hand.
Past his bedtime, he wondered how much longer it would be before she undressed. He was tired and wanted to go to bed but after waiting this long for her to strip naked, he didn't want to miss anything for the sake of not waiting just a few minutes more. Soon to find out, so that he wouldn't have to sit and wait for hours every night, he wondered what time she normally got ready for bed.
He wondered if she'd strip off her clothes right there in front of him with the light illuminating her bedroom or would she turn off the light to undress in the dark. If she did turn off her light, with the moonlight entering from her uncovered windows, he wondered if it would still be light enough for him to see her hiding in the shadows of her bedroom while undressing. Maybe it's time he invested in a surveillance video camera aimed at her bedroom window. Maybe it's time he invested in a pair of pricy, night vision binoculars and a night vision telephoto lens for his camera. He'd love to see her lit up in a dim, light green light while undressing and thinking that no one can see her.
Maybe instead of undressing in front of him, she'd spoil his fun and elect for the privacy of the bathroom and, denying him so much as a peep, would close the bathroom door to undress. Whether she undressed in the bright light of her bedroom, turned off the light, or disappeared behind a closed door in the bathroom, she still had to sleep in her bed with no blind, shade, or curtain obstructing his view. He'd still see her in bed sleeping. If he had to remain up all night, at least he'd have the sexy pleasure of watching her moving around in bed during the night. Definitely from the view he had from his office windows and because of where her bed was positioned and angled to face her bedroom windows, he could watch her sleeping while dreaming of him, he only wished.
While wondering about her sleeping and looking so sexy, he wondered if she snored. Surely, someone so beautiful couldn't possibly snore. Aside from snoring, he wondered if someone like her burped or farted or if she was too beautiful to do any of those. With both of them snoring, he burps all the time and Liz farts all the time. In the way that Liz sometimes forgets to flush the toilet, he couldn't imagine someone as sensuous and sexy as Susan taking a big, steamy dump in the toilet.
Realizing that she's human just like him, albeit exquisitely beautiful, shapely, and sexy, she's just another woman of the billions of other women on the planet. Yet, so enamored with her, possibly in love with her, he afforded her special privileges when thinking of her as no ordinary person and doing ordinary things. One in a billion, an extraordinary woman, she was special. No one that he knows looks like her, moves like her, and talks like her. She was one of a kind.
Excited by the sexual anticipation of watching her undressing, he wondered if she slept in the nude or in a sexy nightgown. Maybe she wore pajamas. Wishing he had night vision binoculars and/or a night vision telephoto lens for his camera again, should she turn off her bedroom light, soon to find out perhaps, he wondered how much he could see of her in the dark without having the aid of night vision. He wondered which other of his neighbors could see her but, other than the view his wife had of her from their spare bedroom next door to his office, his neighbors didn't have the exact angle and view of her bedroom that they solely enjoyed.
In case she failed to give him a sexy striptease show tonight, hoping she'd kick the covers off of herself during the night, he could get up early enough to watch her awaken and to see how much of her he could see. Better than watching her in a porn movie, feeling as if he was subscribing to Big Brother after hours TV on his computer, he wondered what time she got out of bed. He wondered if she'd take her shower with the bathroom door open so that he could watch her washing her shapely and so sexy, naked body. He wondered if she had a job other than making porn movies.
Obviously bored while waiting for the sexy show and by the lack of naked action of his sexy neighbor, he continued asking himself idiotic questions without answers. He wondered how many porn movies she's made in a year. He wondered how many porn movies she's made in total. He wondered how much she earns for each one. Then, getting horny just watching her reading while still fully dressed, he wondered how many men she fucked and sucked to earn enough money to not only support herself but also to buy this big house in this exclusive neighborhood. He figured she must have drank a bucket full of cum to afford this piece of expensive real estate.
Not having very long to wait for the answer to many of his questions, he couldn't believe his luck when she put aside her book, sat up on the edge of her bed, and started to unbutton her blouse while facing him. Figuring that she would and glad that she didn't, she didn't turn off her bedroom light. Doesn't she know that he can see her? Maybe she knows he's watching her but just doesn't care. Being that she's a porn star, duh, maybe she's an exhibitionist and likes showing her naked body and enjoys being watched.
She's such a slut but he was so glad that she was. With the thoughts of posting it to the Internet, he so wanted to video her but, fearing that she'd spot the red light of the video camera, he didn't want to prematurely stop her sudden striptease and ruin her voyeurism of her. It's one thing for her to strip for him but quite another thing for her to be recorded and possibly have her naked imagine posted all over the internet. Moreover, if this was a sexy prelude to what was to come, not wanting him to think that he was perverted, he didn't want to ruin his chances of seeing her naked night after night. Better off hiding in the shadows of his darkened office after sitting there for hours staring across at her bedroom window than to be exposed for the pervert that he is. An understatement, he enjoyed watching her undress finally.
Button by slow blouse button, he watched her unbuttoned her blouse while she looked up at the ceiling as if she was deep in thought. An oxymoronic question, much like having the brain capacity of a dumb model or a dimwitted beauty contestant, he couldn't help but wonder what does a porn star think about when lost deep in thought. Surely, too deep for her, she's not thinking about global peace, global warming, politics, or the economy. Maybe she's thinking about what to wear tomorrow or about her diet and her exercise plan. Maybe, when he introduced himself to her earlier, he made an impression on her and she's thinking about meeting him again.
Surely, his dog made enough of an unforgettable impression on her legs by peeing on one leg and humping her other leg. Maybe she's thinking about his dog or getting a dog of her own to pee on him. For sure, too much to fathom, there's only so much information that one so beautiful can process without getting a headache before falling asleep, snoring, farting, and burping from the anxiety and stress of thinking too much. So as not to interrupt her beauty rest, it's better that she doesn't tax herself to think too much.
"Just stay there and look pretty, sexy, and slutty, while stripping off your clothes," he said out loud while watching her undress. "Just show me your sexy body Susan."
Only, when he met her, just before his dog peed on her, she didn't appear stupid or dimwitted. She seemed quick witted and intelligent, as she portrays her characters in her porn movies. Never playing the role of a ditsy blonde, she always plays the articulate and intelligent woman, the heroine. Maybe she's not the typical beauty queen, model, and porn star after all. Maybe she has more intelligence and deep thinking than he credits her for having. Maybe she's even a college graduate with an advanced degree but if she did have a college degree, then why is she making porn movies?
A man's world and tough going for a woman to make it in films, even pornographic films and especially for a woman as beautiful as she is, maybe, duh, she makes the dirty movies for the money. He wondered again how much a porn star made. Jenna Jameson did very well and is very rich. Maybe Jenna is just an abnormality where, typically, the only ones earning the biggest share of the pie are the producers and directors and not the actors and actresses.
Maybe being that she's made so very many porn movies, she produces them and/or directs them now. Maybe she's made enough money to have her own production company and to make her own pornographic movies with her as the porn star. Susan Jill Parker Productions, he could see her name in lights. Maybe, after the movie is released from playing in the cinemas, she gets residuals, distribution fees, and/or worldwide rights. For her to buy that expensive house across the street from him, maybe she has a much bigger piece of the porn movie pie that he thinks.
Wishing he was there in her bedroom with her but watching her from his office window was the next best thing, he watched her unbutton her blouse and flay it open. As if seeing her for the first time, even after watching her dozens of times on his big screen, the excitement of seeing her long line of cleavage, her bra, and the overflow of her breasts bursting from her bra instantly and sexually excited him. Then, when she stood to unbutton and unzip her tight jeans, he watched her slide and wiggle out of her skin tight pants to push them down to her ankles. He saw her bikini panties in the way that he remembered the moving men seeing her in her panties when they opened her bedroom door unannounced and without knocking first.
Now exclusively thinking about her panties and bra, he wondered where she bought her underwear. Appearing as if they were custom made to fit her exquisite body, her panties and bra looked expensive. He wondered if she bought her lingerie at Victoria's Secrets or had them custom made for her shapely body. He'd love nothing better to do than to go lingerie shopping with her for panties and bras.
Giving him a nice view between her shapely thighs of her panty clad pussy and panty clad ass, he watched her turn, bend, and pose before sitting on her bed to extricate her feet from her jeans. His favorite outfit of choice, he loved seeing a woman in her underwear before seeing her naked. A gross understatement about seeing her in her underwear, she had sexy lingerie. She had the amazing body of a fit model, a lingerie model, or a swimsuit model. Yet, a porn star actress has special skills that a fit model, a lingerie model, and a swimsuit model may or may not have. Porn star actresses suck cock, lots of cock and fuck a multitude of men. He wondered how many men she's had sex with again while imagining her in bed naked and screaming from an orgasm as she does in all of her porn movies.
Definitely, if he didn't know she was a porn star, he'd think she was a model or an actress, when in reality, she is an actress of sorts. Perhaps she's wasting her time and talent as a porn star actress and should be a model or a commercial spokeswoman for some beauty product. At about 5'9" tall, she's certainly tall enough to model, maybe not for runway but tall enough for print modeling. Although for her to afford such a fine house, maybe she earns more than a model.
Maybe as a divorce settlement, an ex-husband bought her the house. Just as she looked like a woman who'd play a man for money, beginning to look a little fucked over in the way she's been around the block one too many times, she looked like a woman who's been married two or three times. In the way that men have used women over the ages, she looked like a woman who's used men to advance her career with opportunities and fatten her bank account with divorce settlements. Nonetheless who she was, what she did, or how much she earned, never has he seen a woman so beautiful and, after watching her in so many porn movies, to see her live and in person while standing there in her underwear was a sexual fantasy come true.
"Pinch me, I'm dreaming," he said for no one to hear. "I can't believe I'm watching this."
As if she was playing a sexy character in one of her porn movies, he watched her parade around her bedroom in her bra and panty. Walking back and forth in front of her bedroom windows, he watched her unpack more boxes to put more things away and organize her closet and drawers before she retrieved her nightgown from her dresser drawer. That's one question answered. She doesn't sleep in the nude or wear pajamas. She wears a nightgown. No doubt, being that she's a porn star with a sexual image to maintain in case there's a fire and she needs to be rescued, she must wear a sexy nightgown. He liked nightgowns and he couldn't wait to see her in her nightgown but even more exciting than seeing her in her sexy nightgown was to see her naked while undressing to don her sexy nightgown.
As if there was a drum roll going off in his head, he watched her reach around behind her to unhook her bra. His brain told his eyes that he was about to see her tits. Having plenty of time to ponder such important things before she removed her bra, he wondered if it was the other way around with his eyes telling his brain that he was about to see her tits. He figured, in the way of a five alarm fire ringing in his head that he was about to see her tits, the information being processed between his brain and his eyes was instantaneous, especially when it came to seeing someone who looks as good as she does topless.
No matter whether it was his eyes telling his brain or his brain telling his eyes that he was about to see her tits, in one quick swoop, her bra was off and her big tits were right for his horny eyes to see. Damn she has big, beautiful boobs. Perfect areolas, and big nipples, her tits are so shapely. He wish Liz had tits like Susan's tits. Definitely, now that he's seen her tits, as if he's a coroner, a forensic criminologist, or an undertaker, after having seen her breasts so very many times before in so very many porn movies, he could easily identify her by her boobs. Even after having seen her tits so very many times in all of the porn movies he's watch of her, he never tires of seeing her big tits. He loves her tits.
As if she knew he was looking and to give him a better view of her topless body, she walked to her bedroom window. Leaning forward with her hands palm down on her window sill, she stood there looking out at the street before looking across the way at his darkened window. Did she know that he was watching her? Did she know that anyone out walking their dog could see her or maybe after being naked so many times in so many pornographic movies she didn't care? Could she see him standing there in the dark watching her in the way that he could see her standing in the light looking out over the neighborhood before looking across at his unlit window?
As if he was a cop on stakeout watching a dangerous criminal, did she sense he was there watching? Is that why she walked to the window topless? Of course she knows he's watching her for her, how could she not know? For her to be undressing with the light on in her bedroom and standing in front of her undressed windows topless. He wondered, in addition to seeing her in her sexy underwear and seeing her topless, if she was going to give him even more of a sexy show?
As if he couldn't see her, he watched her yawn and stretch before removing her panty. Still standing by the uncovered windows of her bedroom, she showed him her shaved pussy that had just a small tuft of hair to prove that she was a natural blonde. As if she was an sculpture's rendering carved in flesh tone stone, she had an amazing body in person that even the camera couldn't capture to do her justice on the big screen. With big, beautiful boobs, a flat, toned stomach, long, shapely legs, and a gorgeous face, she was everything he wanted in a woman. In the way that John Voigt made Angelina Jolie his beautiful daughter as her biological father, he couldn't have made a better woman if he made Susan himself.
"Wow!"
Recalling her in some of her old, porn movies, pretending that he was a porn star too, he'd love to hold her naked body in his arms while kissing her. He'd love to feel her big tits while fingering her nipples. He'd love to reach down to finger her wet pussy before pushing her back on her bed and spreading her legs to finger her while licking her. He recalled all the lucky porn star actors and actresses that had their sexy way with her. He wondered what it would be like to mount her and to make love to her before fucking her. He wondered what it would feel like for her to stroke him before sucking him. He wondered what it would feel like to feel his cock deep inside of her while humping her.
Then, he wondered about his wife. Having been so preoccupied with Susan, he forgot all about his wife. He wondered if Liz was still there in the spare bedroom watching Susan parading around her bedroom naked. He tiptoed to his office/bedroom door to listen. With one eye watching Susan and his ear pressed to his bedroom door, he listened for his wife.
She was still there. He could hear her. He heard her moving around, no doubt moving around trying to get a better view of Susan but he had the best view of her from his office window. With her having the rest of the house, this room was his and he'd be damn if he was going to give up this room, especially now that Susan was across the way, so that his wife could have a better view of his beloved Susan.
"Fuck her," he said under his breath of her not to hear. "The king of my castle, albeit segregated and isolated to a small room of this big house, this is my house."
Now naked, jiggling and bouncing her natural breasts and sashaying her perfectly round butt, Susan paraded around her bedroom. Looking at her naked body in the mirror, she turned one way before turning the other and before sucking in her stomach, as if she had to do that. She had an amazing body, the best body he's ever seen. She had the perfect body of an Olympian athlete, a beauty pageant contestant, or for the porn star that she was.
With a view of the naked back of her and the vanity mirror giving him a view of the naked front of her too, he watched her sit naked at her vanity table to remove her makeup and brush her beautiful, long, lush, blonde hair. In the way he used to brush Liz's beautiful dark hair, he wished he was standing there to brush her beautiful hair. Then, opening a drawer in her vanity, he watched her retrieve something and carry it over to the bed. Still naked, ignoring her nightgown that she placed on her bed earlier for the comfort of being naked and for whatever it was that she placed on the bed beside her, she reclined back and angled and positioned her body to get comfortable. Able to see her all at once, he had the perfect, naked view of her. He wondered how much Liz could see of her from her angle.
As if wishing her to do so, his sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe it when she started touching herself. Just as if he was watching her in a live porn movie, she was feeling herself, fondling herself, and touching herself where he wished he was feeling, fondling, and touching her. Feeling her big breasts with one hand, she was fingering her erect nipples, while rubbing her clit with her other hand in the way that he wished he could feel her big tits, finger her erect nipples, and rub her clit. He wondered if she knew that he could see her. How could she not know? She was right there. Obviously, she's giving him a show. If only she knew his wife was watching the show too, he wondered if she'd continue. With all the lesbian scenes she's done in her movies, maybe she's bi-sexual.



If only he had been exposed to cosmic rays in the way of Mister Fantastic, Rubber Man, Reed Richards, of the Fantastic Four and had longer arms, he could reach out and touch her. He wondered if she knew that he was watching her. How could she not know? He wondered if she was purposely teasing him by giving him a sexy masturbation show. Absolutely she was. Whatever she was doing and the reason why she was doing it, he didn't care. He was enjoying her sexy show of exhibitionism and masturbation.
In all the years he's been watching porn videos and in all the porn videos he's watched, he's seen hundreds of women masturbate themselves but he's never seen a woman masturbate herself in person in the way he was watching and seeing Susan, his dream woman, masturbating herself now. Married to his wife for more than 30 years, he's never even seen Liz masturbate herself and she's never seen him masturbate either. Off limits and taboo, masturbation was something that they were never comfortable discussing, that is, possibly until now that they were both watching Susan masturbating herself.
With the hundreds of men that she's, no doubt, had sex with, he wondered why such a gorgeous porn star would feel the need to self-pleasure herself. If she was horny, no doubt, she could just pick up the phone and call any one of her leading men. She could invite him over for Liz to watch him with her. Boy, wouldn't that be a show that would land him in divorce court. Then, he wondered, maybe all the men she had sex with never cared enough about her to give her an orgasm. Maybe they were just acting, weren't into her, or, perhaps, were even gay. For sure, if he was with her now, he'd take care of all of her sexual needs with his hands, his fingers, his mouth, his lips, his tongue, and his cock.
Now that he knows that Liz is watching Susan masturbate herself too, he wondered if Liz would welcome a conversation about masturbation. Only, first, they'd have to broach the subject of her watching Susan in the way that he was watching Susan. As much as he wanted to confess to Liz that he saw Susan strip naked before masturbating herself, he wondered if she'd admit to watching her strip naked and masturbate herself too. More normal for a man to be a voyeur than it is for a woman, he wondered why Liz was suddenly interested in watching a naked, albeit beautiful woman masturbate herself. Maybe, just as he found it sexually exciting to watch Susan masturbate, she did too. Now he wondered if Liz was masturbating herself while watching Susan masturbate herself.
Then, with masturbation toys in hand, he watched Susan use a vibrator on herself. Placing the vibrator to her nipple, she teased that one out first before teasing the other nipple out too. Then, moving the vibrator to her pussy, she played with her cunt in the way he wished he could play with her cunt too. With her legs spread and her fingers buried inside of herself, he watched her arch her back and open her mouth as if she was having a screaming orgasm. Happy that he could see her and watch her, he wished he could hear her too.
Then, she went for the big gun, a black dildo, the size of a small club. Giving him a real, sexy show, he watched her stroking the black dildo in her hand as if she was stroking the big, hard cock of a black man. Then, as if she had a black man who left his cock behind, she took the dildo to her lips before inserting deep it in her mouth. Just as she did in her porn movies, she was sucking a big, black dildo. Wishing she was sucking his cock instead, he watched her move the dildo down to her pussy. First teasing herself by sliding the dildo along her clit and pussy lips, he watched her insert the dildo inside of her. Inserting the dildo deeper in her cunt, better than any porn movie he's seen, he watched her fucking herself with the dildo.
Pulling, twisting, and turning her nipples with one hand, he watched her fucking herself with that big, black dildo in her other hand. He watched her getting more and more excited. Unable to control himself, he pulled his cock from his pants and started stroking himself. If she was having an orgasm now while exposing herself to him with the knowledge that he was no doubt watching her, then he wanted to have an orgasm too while watching her.
Stroking his prick with his hand to her fucking herself with the dildo, unable to stop himself from doing so and hoping he didn't ruin things between them, if she didn't know he was there watching her, he turned on his office light. Just as he's seen every naked part of her, tit, ass, and pussy for cock, he wanted her to see his cock. He wanted her to see him masturbating in the way that he was watching her masturbating. As if his office light was a lighthouse beacon signaling her to look and to watch him playing with himself, no doubt, in the way that she wanted him to watch her playing with herself, she turned her head to watch him masturbate himself too. Not missing a beat, she continued watching him jerk off while she continued fucking herself with that damn dildo.
As if he was a horny teenager masturbating and exposing himself to his neighbor for the first time, he exploded a volume of cum across his office while she screamed her orgasm. He wondered if her watching him masturbate had anything to do with her have a second orgasm. Now done, he stood there with his erect cock dangling from his pants. Only, instead of her looking at him and his dangling cock, she appeared to be more interested with the spare bedroom window. He wondered what Liz was doing to get Susan's attention.
It wasn't until he saw a light beneath his door and heard something coming from the guest bedroom that he put his cock away and zipped his pants. At first wondering what the muffled noise was, quickly putting two and two together, he recognized the sound of Liz softly whimpering instead of loudly moaning and having a quiet orgasm. Being that she's always been a real screamer and has always been so very loudly vocal when getting off, she must have had her hand over her mouth not to scream. He couldn't believe that his wife masturbated to Susan's sexy show too. Just as he got off by watching Susan masturbate herself and exposing himself to her, so didn't his wife get off masturbating herself to an orgasm while exposing herself to Susan too.
To be continued...
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Bag lady earns more money on bottles and cans on Earth Day than she ever imagined she would.
Walking with her head down and avoiding eye contact while trying to remain inconspicuously anonymous, the bag lady pushed a wobbly wheeled shopping cart down the alleyway. With the noisy cart heralding her approach from one hundred yards away, as if moving a canon to a frontal position on a battlefield from the rear, the sound of the noisy wheel echoed louder against the brick buildings in the enclosed alley. Temporarily belonging to her, her cart until someone else commandeered it or until it was reclaimed by the store and returned, she confiscated the shopping cart from the local supermarket to carry her bottles and cans while wandering the dirty, city streets of downtown Harrisburg.
Never knowing what she'd find, every day was as much of a crapshoot as it was a new adventure. Alleviating some of the boredom of picking up bottles and cans, scratch tickets were her favorite things to pickup and double check. With someone thinking that they were a loser, nearly every day she found a winner. Mostly finding two dollar winners and free tickets, sometimes finding five, ten, and twenty dollar winners, a couple of times she found a one-hundred-dollar scratch ticket winner.
With her in the role of head scavenger, every day was a treasure hunt. She hoped to make her day by finding a lost treasure, something more of monetary a value than of intrinsic value and something worth much more than 5 cents for a bottle or for a can. She always hoped that the city streets would cough her up something really good to make her constant surveillance of the dirty ground worth her while. Whatever she found, instead of thinking in terms of dollars and cents, she thought more in terms of cans and bottles. Finding something worth ten dollars was better than expending the time, effort, and energy necessary to collect and redeem 200 cans and bottles.
Always imagining she'd find gold jewelry, a missing earring, a lost chain, a gold charm, or a dropped pendant, bracelet, or ring that a woman dropped when emerging from one of the clubs and too drunk on alcohol or too high on drugs to notice, she's found gold jewelry before. When she does find something of value, something worth much more than five cents, she sells her find to a jeweler for the gold content. With the price of gold hanging around sixteen hundred dollars and ounce and silver around thirty dollars an ounce, it doesn't take much gram weight to make her day and her surveillance worthwhile. Only and unfortunately, most of the jewelry she finds is cheap, stainless steel and nickel alloy costume jewelry from China.
Hoping beyond hope in the way of hoping to win the lottery when she doesn't even play, she always hopes to find a wad of cash, a thick stack of hundreds worth thousands of dollars misplaced by a drug dealer, something she's yet to find. She's always looking to find that hidden or forgotten briefcase filled with cash and left behind before the owner can retrieve it. Whenever she finds a gun or a knife, and she's found more than a few, she never touches it for fear that it's part of a crime scene. Not wanting to get involved in a felony investigation for fear of gang retaliation, and not wanting to waste her time to go to police headquarters to fill out paperwork, she'd rather use her time collecting bottles and cans for food enough to feed herself. When she does come upon a weapon, she flags down a passing patrol car or tells a passing cop patrolling the neighborhood where to find it. If the detectives need to question her, they know where to find her.
Nonetheless, still looking for a little while always hoping for more, she's content in finding enough bottles and cans to feed herself. In the way of hitting her own personal street lottery, finding anything else than bottles and cans is an unexpected bonus. Finding enough bottles and cans gives her the money she needs to buy the food she requires to survive for another day, albeit just barely. Been there and done that, finding enough bottles and cans for food gives her a sense of self-satisfaction that she's able to support herself and provide for herself without having to work at a job or being dependent upon the kind, generosity of a man who'd use her as a household slave for chores, to run errands, and for sex.
Yet, part of experiences of living on the dangerous city streets, after what happened to her in just one day, she's always careful and mindful of all those lowlife, small time criminals around her. If only they knew what she goes through in the course of a day, maybe they'd feel bad enough for her to leave her alone but they never do. Her typical day is a nightmarish day for any other, young, attractive woman. A man flashing her his penis, another man trying to steal her shopping cart filled with all of the bottles and cans she collected, and another man hoping to pull down her sweatpants or lift up her sweat shirt for some quick free feels. Too common are the minor incidences. As if she's a Japanese woman molested on a subway train or on a bus, desperate men run up behind her to grab some quick gropes of her breasts and her ass before running away.
The ones she fears the most are the men who are out to hurt her, beat her, rape her, and possibly kill her. She carries a heavy piece pipe with her for protection. One quick, hard blow to the head is sufficient enough for her to run away and make good her getaway. Nonetheless her street smarts, commonsense, and self awareness, tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful, even in her disheveled appearance, she's a constant target for men looking to have their wicked, sexual way with her.
As if a street cop, she's always aware of her surroundings. A real back alley brawler, never an easy target or a willing victim, she knows where and when she can safely go. Her one rule is to never get in the car to allow them to take her somewhere more remote. She'd have a better chance of surviving an attack by making her fight there in the alley, a place she knows well.
There's always more chance of trouble early in the morning and late at night. During the rest of the day, there's plenty of people out and about. If it wasn't for her noisy shopping cart wheel, with most people too busy going to work and heading home to notice her, they'd never hear or see her. She'd rather remain beneath the radar anyway. Weekends are relatively safe as lots of people use the alleyways as a cut through when retrieving their illegally parked cars. For someone who had nothing and expected nothing in return from no one, she was relatively happy, so long as she was left alone. Starting from the time she was an 18-year-old virgin, a Post Traumatic Stress victim from all of the sexual abuse she survived early on between her uncle, her cousin, her brothers, and even her ex-husband, scratch the surface and this bag lady becomes a wild cat.
* * * * *
Going from alley to alley and trying to beat the trash trucks, as soon as she turned down one alley to check the dumpsters for cans and bottles in another, she heard a car slowly coming up behind her. Nothing new, even though she wore baggy clothes, sweat pants and a sweatshirt, her blonde hair was a beacon as if she waved a sexual flag and men were always checking out her shapely ass and long legs. She could only imagine how interested in her they'd be if she had her hair and makeup done and wore a short skirt while flashing them her white, bikini panties by bending at the waist to pickup cans and bottles. Not wanting to scratch his car, she moved her shopping cart to the side and as far out of the way as she could. With the alley so narrow, there was room just enough for the car to get by her without her scratching his new car with her shopping cart. As if glowing in the light, she could tell it was a new car by the new car shine that she saw in her peripheral vision. A shine that lasts a year, only a new car shines like that.
"Hi there," he said as if she was walking down the dock towards him standing on the gangplank and he was welcoming her aboard his yacht.
"Hi yourself," she said bowing her head, cocking her chin, and turning her eyes just enough to look at him through his open, passenger side, car window.
Not very trusting of strangers, especially men, and suspicious of everyone who approached her, better safe than sorry, even though she couldn't help but smile by his friendly greeting, she still gave him a hard stare. He was a man in his early 60's and a good twenty years older than she was. Looking a bit like John Voigt in his better days, he was a good looking man nonetheless. If he looked this good now, she could only imagine what he must have looked like thirty years ago. Someone's dreamboat, he must have been a real hunk.
A pleasant enough looking man, he had a happy face and a pleasing countenance that made her smile when seeing him. Yet, should things turn ugly quickly and he turn perversely violent, she was ready to whack him in the face, dent his car, and crack his windshield with her pipe. Unafraid to defend herself, she's done that before when a man wouldn't take no for an answer. Moreover, after getting a good look at him, if she had to pick him out of a police lineup and give a description of his car, she could and would.
Yet he wasn't like the other men who roamed the alleys looking for drugs, criminal opportunities, and trouble. Friendly and affable, he had a kind face of a man of God. If he wore the white collar, she'd think he was a reverend or a priest. He looked like someone's father. Other than the men passing out food at the mission, there weren't many men down here who looked like that. Everyone she saw looked hard, depressed, and ready for a fight. Always wearing her street face, all the men she saw walking down the alley had the same angry look on their faces that she had but he didn't. She wondered how different these troubled men's lives would be if life had been kinder to them and if they had the opportunities afforded to them that most white folks take for granted and have for a college education and for a better job. Even with holding down two jobs, it's hard to pay rent and feed a family working a service job at McDonalds and/or Burger King.
She figured he was just someone cruising the back alleys looking for sex but, sniffing around the wrong woman, she was no prostitute and in the way she needed a shower, she wasn't in the mood for sex or for anything sexual from anyone. More interested in a hot cup of coffee and a warm meal, sex was the last thing on her hungry mind. Sex was the last thing she was interested in giving him or having with anyone. Craving the necessities of life, a hot meal, a hot shower, and a good night sleep, was more important than rolling around in bed sweating and screaming while faking yet another orgasm for a man who was only interested in sexually satisfying himself. Without doubt after being homeless for so long, food replaced her sexual fantasies and she dreamed of fresh fruit and vegetables in the way that others dreamt of fancy cars and big houses. Picking it every time, if she had her druthers, she'd rather have a hot meal, a hot shower, and a good night's sleep in a clean, bedbug free bed than to have hot sex with a strange man.
If only his poor wife and embarrassed children knew that Daddy was out looking for sex with a bag lady, wouldn't they be surprised but, with a mind of her own, she was no one's whore. She was just a poor, unemployed, and homeless woman out collecting enough cans and bottles to feed herself for another day. Sometimes unable to judge a book by its cover, even she gets fooled and played, but being that she's been on the street for several long, cold months, she's better than most at sensing danger. With a trained enough eye, evil was easy to detect but she sensed that he wasn't evil or dangerous. If anything, he seemed like a nice guy, if there still was such a thing as a nice guy. Reading his sorrowful expression, if anything, he looked sad and lonely. Even though he had a fancy, new car, life has, no doubt, delivered him a few blows to the head.
For all that she knew, he could be some weirdo wanting her to get in his car to drive her somewhere and to force her to have sex with him before killing her. For all she knew, he could have a gun or a knife and be a total nut job. Ted Bundy was a good looking guy with a kind face and a good personality. For all she knew, he could be Ted Bundy's nephew. Not allowing her guard down to be distracted by the conversation, she kept her wits about her when talking to him. Besides, if he didn't want a scratched car, he'd better behave.
"What are you doing?" He looked at her and talked to her as if she was a normal person, someone other than a homeless bag lady.
Curious by his interest, she was nonetheless embarrassed by his stares and offended by his leers. Much like the rats and roaches that inhabit the alley, but for her noisy shopping car, she'd rather stay hidden in the shadows of the doorways and dumpsters while going about her business collecting cans and bottles. Staying invisible by staying in the shadows afforded by the dim light of the alley is how she survived on the streets this long without being jostled by the police, bothered by men looking for trouble, and molested by some sexual offender. Unless they were looking for sex and for trouble, few noticed her going about her business of picking up cans, bottles, and scratch tickets.
"What am I doing?" She gave him a hard stare. She already had an attitude with his dumb question. "What does it look like I'm doing?"
"I don't know, which is the reason why I asked," he said with a pleasant enough smile that made her want to bitch slap some sense in him for asking such a stupid question.
Always revealing her attitude when just scratching her surface, she tossed a can and placed a bottle in her bag before giving him an attitude filled look to show him that she was the wrong person to fuck with in case he had something other than making idle small talk on his mind. She looked down at her dirty fingernails and was embarrassed by them. If she could afford them, she'd wear rubber gloves to pick up her bottles and cans from the dirty alley but eating up too much in her profits, she'd rather buy food than to waste what little money she has on rubber gloves.
"I'm selling Avon. Do you want to buy some lipstick," she said with a laugh.
"Avon? Lipstick? No, I don't wear lipstick," he said with a laugh while giving her a long look. "I've never seen an Avon lady who looks like you," he said.
She didn't know if she should take his comment as an insult or a compliment.
"I'm picking up cans and bottles," she said deciding to take his comment as an insult.
"Oh, I forgot. That's right. Today is Earth Day, isn't it? Save the planet and light a candle instead of flipping a light switch. Think green. Reduce, reuse, and recycle, I get it. Well, Happy Earth Day to you," he said pausing in his conversation to stare at her breasts. "You're not one of those Greenpeace environmentalists looking to save the whales, help the tigers, and protect the bird sanctuaries, are you? Not that there's anything wrong with being a Greenpeace environmentalist."
"Greenpeace environmentalists? Do I look Irish to you?" She laughed at her own joke. "There's nothing green about me. I'm Czechoslovakian and English," she said with another laugh while flirting with him.
"I didn't mean to say that you were Irish. Greenpeace is an organization--"
"I know who they are Mister. I'm not an idiot. I was just making a joke," she said giving him even more attitude with her hard stare when he failed to get her subtle humor. Thinking again that he insulted her with the Avon comment, she looked at him as is he was making fun of her before she let him have it with her verbal assault. "Happy Earth Day? Who the fuck says Happy Earth Day anyway?"
"I guess no one," said the man looking a bit nervously embarrassed by her lambasting him.
"Not even Al Gore says Happy Earth Day and he's the biggest dweeb on the planet," she said positioned high on her soap box now that she had an audience. "Showing yet again that one doesn't have to be cool to be a multimillionaire, after he sold his movie rights to Al Jazeera for half a billion dollars, which makes me wonder about the loyalty of my elected public officials, excuse me, I mean public servants, especially one who wanted to be president. Now that I think about it, with his share of the half a billion, one-hundred-million dollars, I guess that's the going rate to forfeit the presidency and not legally fight for a recount when losing by only a few hundred votes."
"Are you saying the Republican's bought Bush the presidency...again?"
"Bought and sold with deferred payment hitting the books now to make it so that no one notices," she said. "Papa Bush is the one who had the contacts with the Saudis and with Al Jazeera."
Al Gore was a sore point with her. She hated the man. Matter of fact, except for Ed Bates and Bill Nye the science guy, no celebrities that she's aware of is green enough to say Happy fucking Earth Day to her. As if she was out of step with the planet when instead with being homeless, she was more in tune with the Earth than he was, for some reason, his Happy Earth Day salutation offended her. Because she was out here walking the streets while he rode around in his new car, as if Earth Day was her secret club, he wasn't a member but just another uninvited interloper.
Maybe because she's living the reality of Earth Day by collecting bottles and cans on the dirty city streets was why she found him saying Happy Earth Day so offensive. As if because it was Earth Day, she was supposed to be happy. She wasn't happy. She was sad. She was tired, hungry, and needed a hot shower. For what reason should she be happy when Earth Day was just another retail shopping day used as an excuse to sell shit, cars, appliances, and furniture?
Other than to give her life by giving her gravity for her to keep her hold on the planet and not be launched into outer space, what has the Earth done for her? Is she supposed to be happy for being unemployed, homeless, and poor? She's not happy. She's angry. Maybe if she had the money that he obviously had to afford a new car, she'd be wishing him a Happy fucking Earth Day and wishing Happy fucking Earth Day to everyone she saw. Why the fuck should she celebrate her misery in picking up bottles and cans to save the planet when she was picking up bottles and cans to feed herself?
"Happy fucking Earth Day my ass," she said.
He's lucky she didn't spit on his new car or accidentally let go of her shopping cart to give him his first scratch.
"I'm sorry. I wasn't making fun of you or trying to offend you," he said.
"No," she said with a little smile while not giving a shit about Earth Day, Arbor Day, Labor Day or any other fucking pretend holiday other than that today was Monday, April 22nd. "With one day falling into the next and all of my homeless and hungry days morphing together, I had no idea that today is Monday, never mind Earth Day, and I'm not one of those Greenpeace environmentalists and ecological conservationists."
"C'mon, you can tell me. Don't be so modest," he chided while smiling up at her. "Is that who you are and is that what you're doing? Are you an undercover environmentalist? Are you a stealth conservationist? Are you helping to clean the planet for Earth Day? Is that your dirty, little secret," he said noticing her dirty hands and blackened fingernails.
She realized he was just trying to be friendly but he was hitting her the wrong way. Instead of making her laugh by his attempt at humor, he was making her angry. Just by the frightful way she was dressed, unless he was an idiot, she imagined that he couldn't help but notice and know that she wasn't an environmentalist or a conservationist. She was just a smelly bag lady walking through a dirty alleyway with her noisy shopping cart while picking up bottles and cans to redeem for her to buy enough food to keep her alive for another day.



"I'm not helping to clean the planet for Earth Day Mister," she said with a tone to her voice when still suspecting that he may be poking fun at her.
"If you are an environmentalist and/or a conservationist," he said continuing his teasing with a smile, "then I commend you for your hard work and applaud you for your unappreciated effort in your contribution in helping to clean the planet. Bravo," he said clapping.
Feeling his stare burning twin laser beams through her sweatshirt and bra, she looked away from him and from his leer. Yet, still monitoring him with her peripheral vision, he looked at her in the way that they all did. Young or old, they all stared at her tits and they all stared at her as if undressing her with their eyes. First he looked at her face and then, unable for her to hide them even in her baggy sweatshirt, when he noticed that she had tits, big tits, he stared at her tits. He talked to her breasts as if her breasts had the brains enough to answer him in the way that he talked through his cock when he leered at women. Men always thought with their cocks and he was no different.
"Environmentalist? Earth Day? Nah. I'm just trying to collect enough bottles and cans to cash in for the money. I need to get through tomorrow," she said with a sad, little laugh. "One day at a time. I figure six dollars is enough to feed me for the day," she said reaching down to pickup and place a bottle and toss a can in the green, plastic bag that lay open in her cart. "I'm just glad that people are littering pigs. I'm just glad that people are too lazy and don't need the five cents to care enough to redeem their bottles and cans."
"Six dollars? That doesn't seem like very much to feed yourself for the whole day," he said. "Six dollars buys me a coffee and a muffin at Starbucks," he said with a nervous laugh by her stern stare.
"Actually, you're right. Six dollars isn't enough money to feed myself properly and nutritionally for the day but the mission gives me a hot meal most days too," she said. "Still, maybe because I'm forever expending my energy to walk the streets looking for cans and bottles is the reason why I'm always hungry and, until they open the shelter again later, I'm always cold," she said. She wrapped her arms around herself to stop herself from shivering while looking up at the grey sky and ignored him still staring at her tits.
"It must be so awful to be homeless and to not have a place to call home and all your own," he said with kind sincerity.
Only instead of feeling appreciative for his understanding, she felt angry because he had a home and she didn't. He had a new car and she didn't. Obviously, he had a job and income and she didn't. Why her? What did she do so wrong to deserved homelessness and to have nothing but misery? She just wanted a cup of coffee.
"It is awful to be homeless," she said using his word to describe how she felt when she wanted to add a few expletives but controlled herself from showing her anger with vulgarity.
"I can't imagine endlessly wandering the streets," he said showing her some compassion along with his lustful leers. "Worse for a woman being homeless than it is for a man, I can only imagine what you already must have had endured by living on the streets."
Having been down this road before with men, her ears perked up when he said homelessness was worse for a woman than a man. Suddenly, she didn't trust him. He's up to something, but what? Nonetheless, she played his silly game of dialogue and with him pretending that he felt bad for her plight. He was like all the other men in her life. He was only looking for sex. He just wanted to see, feel, and suck her big tits.
"The rain is the worst part of being outside in the cold. If you get wet, you'll never get warm again until you can take a warm shower and put on some warm clothes. Unfortunately, being out on the street, I can't always take a shower," she said lifting her arm to smell her armpit when he looked away and before looking up at a grey cloud again.
"I can only imagine," he said staring at her tits again.
"The snow is even worse. I can't push my shopping cart in the snow," she said. "I have to trudge through the snow and lug my bag around with me and without having a hat, gloves, or boots, it doesn't take long for me to get frostbitten. So cold, after I cash in my bottles and cans, I spend my days nursing my coffee in McDonalds and taking slow, tiny bits from my breakfast sandwich which may be the only thing that I eat until tomorrow. If I buy coffee and food the manager doesn't bother me but as soon as I'm done and still sitting there trying to get warm, he'll ask me to leave and that's when I hit the ladies room. He can't bother me in there," she said.
When she looked away from him, she gave him the opportunity to look away from her face to stare at her tits. Always bothered by their stares and offended by their leers, she hasn't enjoyed someone staring at her breasts in the way that she was enjoying it now in a long time. As if he's never seen a busty woman before, as do most men, he seemed enamored with her big breasts. Suddenly enjoying the attention of a breast man, maybe his wife or girlfriend has small breasts. Maybe he's never been with a big breasted woman before and having sex with a busty woman is his sexual fantasy. Maybe him staring at her tits has something to do with him not sucking his mother's tits long enough then, that made him want to suck her breasts now. Just as she's never understood some women's fixation with cocks, she never understood men's fixation with her breasts.
Whatever was the reason why he stared at her tits, she didn't know but he stared at her tits a lot, every chance he had. Strangely enough, all she knew was that his stares and leers that made her feel uncomfortable before were making her feel horny now. Nonetheless her discomfort, when he made his way from the driver's seat over to the passenger seat to better see her and talk to her, she was ready with her cart if he tried to reach his hand out to feel her tit, grab her breasts, and try to lift up her top and bra. Taking her by surprise and catching her off guard, she's had that happen to her several times before, bastard men wanting to see and feel her big tits. She's had one too many perverted men intent on having their violent way with her by coming up behind her to cop cheap feels of her ass and tits. If she allowed them, they'd strip her naked and force her to suck them. If she allowed them, they'd rape her and fuck her.
"Yeah, it's suppose to rain today," he said only removing his eyes from her breasts to look up at the sky through his windshield.
It was a little chilly outside this early hour of the morning and her nipples always made their appearance known when she was cold and/or sexually excited and right now she was a little of both. Along with her big tits, she had big nipples too. She had the kind of nipples that made men stare whenever they saw her nickel sized, impressions of her nipples hardening and erecting to make her sensitivity to the cool temperatures and/or her feelings of sexual desire known through her clothes.
She had the kind of nipples that made the sound of a cork being popped from a champagne bottle when quickly pulled from a man's lips. She knew he could see the impressions of her big nipples poking out through her bra and blouse but she didn't care. Maybe because of a hormonal change or maybe because she was getting her period, she's been feeling horny lately and it's been a long time since she's had any sexual attention from a man, other than stares, leers, and gropes. Even though he was staring at her tits, he didn't seem like all of the other jerks. He seemed like a nice man.
After being homeless and on the streets for so long and not receiving any attention from men that wasn't lewd, lascivious, nasty, and mean, by the attention of his mostly welcomed stares, oxymoronic in her emotions, when he wasn't making her feel uncomfortable, he made her feel sexy. Even though she didn't even know his name and he didn't know her name either, he made her feel romantically wanted and sexually desired by the kind attention he was paying her. No one took interest in her enough to even ask her a question. Instead, they made inappropriate comments and lewd gestures, generally about her tits. Suddenly feeling a familiar warmth between her legs, even though he was much older than she was, he was still a man and he added to her already present horniness. It had been quite a long time since she's had sex and felt a man's lustful passion between her legs. He made her feel special enough to want to show him more than just the impressions that her nipples through her sweatshirt.
Being that she's an exhibitionist, a side effect from suffering incestuous sexual abuse from her uncle, her cousin, and her brothers, he made her want to show him her tits. If he asked nicely to feel her big tits through her clothes, she'd allow him the pleasure for five dollars. If he asked to see her big tits, she'd allow him that honor too for ten dollars. She'd love to have that heated warm sensation of a man feeling and fondling her big tits while fingering and sucking her big nipples again and while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy. Only, fearing that he may be a cop and she'd be charged with prostitution, she'd never ask if he wanted to feel and/or see her tits for money. Not wanting to go to jail for solicitation, he'd have to be the one to ask and he'd have to be the one to tell her what he wanted her to do and for how much. Only, too old to be a cop, he didn't look like any cop she's ever seen before.
"I don't mind a little rain but when it's a bone chilling, skin soaking downpour, I have to find a bridge to stay under with the rats that want to stay out of the rain too," she said looking up at the sky again so that he'd have another free look at her big boobs and erect nipples.
Proud of her big breasts, she enjoyed showing off her big tits to a man who appreciated a big breasted woman. Maybe because it's been so long since a man paid her any attention sexual or otherwise, she enjoyed the sexual attention that he was paying her now. Sticking out her big chest even more, she yawned and stretched to more exaggerate the size of her huge breasts while watching his eyes bug out of his head as if she was a topless dancer twirling and twisting her body around a pole. Looking as if she had two bowling balls stuck down her sweatshirt, she knew that her stretching motion would get him going and, by the length of his stare and the inappropriate comment he made immediately after, her flexing and stretching did.
"I can only imagine your blouse and bra being soaked through," he said not removing his eyes from her big tits and from the impressions her nipples made through her bra and sweatshirt. "You have huge breasts and enormous nipples," he said as if he was a man dying of thirst but she ignored his inappropriate comment. "I love big tits."
"Only, on those rainy days," she said acting as if she didn't hear his comment. Instead, hoping to play about his good nature, she hinted for a hopeful donation. "I had better have some extra money put aside for food because my scavenging is limited," she said looking down at him quick enough to catch him staring up at her big knockers again.
"How much do you earn from redeeming each can and bottle?"
He acted too interested in her bottle and can collection but she knew he was more interested in her jugs than he was in bottles and cans. Besides, he asked too many questions and with this absurd question, she looked at him as if he was kidding.
"How much do I earn from redeeming each can and bottle? What are you from another planet Mister?"
"Sorry. I really don't know. I drink only water and coffee. I can't remember the last time I had a can or bottle of soda pop, when I was a kid I imagine," he said giving her a kind smile that cooled her attitude.
Soda pop? Who refers to Coke and Pepsi as soda pop instead of tonic or soda. Figuring he was a hick from the Kansas or Minnesota, a state perhaps where they didn't have bottle and can redemption, she gave him the benefit of the doubt and answered his dumb question.
"Apparently, if only by the look of your new car, you've never been poor and hungry enough to collect and redeem cans and bottles."
"Michael. Call me Michael," he said showing her his white teeth. "I've been fortunate to have a job and successful in my career not to know hunger."
"I earn 5 cents a can and 5 cents a bottle for every can and bottle I return. That's the redemption price for cans and bottles since forever," she said holding up a can and a can for him to see the deposit price. "Do the math Michael. For me to earn six dollars, I have to find 120 cans and/or bottles," she said with her always present bad attitude while rolling her eyes and sighing, and before putting an assertive hand to her hip and tossing the can back in her bag.
She didn't know why she was even answering his inane questions but she was. Sick of the boredom of picking up bottle and cans, what else did she have to do? Besides, it was a break from walking to talk to someone other than herself. She's been so lonely lately and for some reason, even though he was an older man, at least by twenty years, albeit a good looking man, he brought out the woman in her. For some reason, she felt safely sexy with him. It's been a long time since she felt good enough about herself to feel sexy and, by his obvious interest in her, rather in her tits, he titillated more than her curiosity.
"Wow! One hundred twenty cans and bottles, that's quite a lot of recyclables to collect. How long does it take you to collect all of that?"
Recyclables, who calls dirty cans and bottles recyclables? Obviously, he was delaying her to keep her in conversation but why? What's on his mind? He's up to something but what? Maybe in the way that she obviously is by still standing there and talking to him, he's just lonely too. Maybe just like every guy, young or old, he's enamored by her big tits and trying to build up the courage to ask her if he could feel them and/or see them for money. She's done that before, trading feels and looks of her big tits for a few dollars, what else was she supposed to do when she couldn't collect enough bottles and cans to feed herself? Besides, what difference did it make selling feels and peeks of her tits? Whether she's in a back alley now that she's homeless or in the backseat of a car after a date before she was homeless, what men felt and saw for free before she charged them for the pleasure now.
"It depends. When they have a parade or a celebration in the way they did when the Ravens won the Super Bowl, I can find more than enough cans and bottles in an hour. I collected more than three hundred bottles and cans in a little more than an hour. I'd collect more but I can't lug all of those and I have no place to store them and to hide the excess."
"Three hundred bottles and cans? Wow! I can't imagine that many bottles and cans," he said prolonging the conversation just to stare, no doubt, at her big tits.
"Otherwise, when there's nothing happening downtown but for the same old, same old, finding enough cans and bottles to earn six dollars takes me all day. I have lots of competition. A sad state of affairs in this recession and bad economy, there are plenty of others doing what I do to feed themselves," she said with sadness. "If my government really wanted to know how many are unemployed, homeless, and suffering, they just have to go to any city, big or small, and look at all the street urchins who wander the city streets and the back alleys while scavenging for enough bottles and cans to feed not only themselves but also their children."
"I see," he said turning off his car, leaning forward, and hanging out of his passenger side window to look up at her big breasts before looking up at her pretty face. "You know, if you don't mind me saying so, you're quite attractive. With your hair done, a little makeup, and some new clothes, you'd...sorry," he said reacting to her stern look. "I didn't mean to offend you. I've overstepped my boundaries. Please forgive me."
Now instead of feeling sexy, he made her feel bad about herself. She knows she's attractive and was once considered beautiful, now look at her. She's a mess. Only, she realized that he meant no harm.
"It's okay," she said softening her bad attitude with a wave of her hand. "I used to be good looking once, not that long ago, actually, before life took me by the neck and stuffed unemployment, homelessness, and poverty down my throat for me to digest."
"No doubt, you'd be good looking again, if something good happened instead of something bad," he said optimistically.
"Thank you. Yeah, I need for something good to happen," she said. "I'm tired of being beaten down, kicked to the side of the curb, and stepped over."
Ready to leave him, she stayed when he stayed too. They stayed like that looking at one another for a long moment before he spoke again.
"If I may be so boldly presumptuous..."
"Yes?"
"I have a proposition for you," he said.
"Proposition? Hell no! Uh, uh! Listen Mister, I already told you. I'm not giving you sex," she said jumping all over him without even giving him a chance to finish his thought enough to tell her his proposition.
"No, that's not what I meant by proposition," he said waving his hands as if he was stranded on the highway and trying to flag down a car for help. "Sorry, that was a wrong word choice. Sex is out of the question and not part of this equation," he said shaking his grey head while waving his hands. "I can assure you that sex is not what my proposition is about." He looked at her looking at him. "Instead of you earning a mere five cents a can and bottle you collected," he said giving her a smile.
"Yes," she said leaning in closer to hear what was his proposition.
"What if I offered you a dollar for every can and bottle you collected?"
"A dollar?" She gave him a sideways look as if he was drunk or crazy. "Seriously? You'd give me a dollar for every can and bottle that I collect? Why? Why would you do that? Why would you give me a dollar for every can and bottle that I collected? Do you know something that I don't know? Are they lining these cans with gold and making the bottles out of crystal," she said picking up an empty can from her green bag to peer inside and holding up a bottle to look at it in the light.
"If cans were lined in gold and bottles made from crystal darling, I'd be out here with you collecting cans and bottles," he said with a laugh.
"Then, I don't understand. Why would you pay me a dollar a can and bottle then?"
"Because I want to help you," he said.
"Help me? Why would you want to help me? You don't even know me. I think you more want to help yourself," she said with suspicion. "You haven't taken your eyes off of my tits since you stopped your car," she said.
"I apologize for staring at your chest but your breasts are quite large and rather difficult not to notice," he said with a nervous laugh.
"Listen Mister. I already told you. I'm not going to give you sex," she said more emphatically. "You best be on your way," she said taking a step back to avoid being run over.
In a desperate move, she thought about offering him a feel of her tits for five dollars or to see her tits for ten dollars. She's even allow him to finger and suck her nipples for twenty dollars but what if he was a cop? She didn't want to risk arrest and prosecution.
"Michael, please call me Michael," he said looking up at her with his grey eyes with a smile while making eye contact with her this time instead of focusing his stare of her tits. "You have pretty blue eyes," he said looking at her with affection.



"Thank you but I'm not a slut. I don't go to bed with strangers," she said. "Just because I'm homeless and wandering the street doesn't make me available. Just as I'm not an environmentalist, a conversationalist, and didn't even know today was Earth Day, I'm not a whore."
"I know you're not a whore and I don't think of you as a slut or a whore. Besides, we're not strangers. I already introduced myself to you and told you my name. My name is Michael," he said holding out his hand for her to shake. "What's your name pretty lady?"
"Susan. Susan Jill Parker."
* * * * *
"It's a pleasure to meet you Susan Jill Parker. Now about that dollar a can and bottle," he said with a smile. "Are you interested? You'd be doing me a big favor by cleaning up the trash that litters my back alleyway and I'd be helping you to feed yourself. In the way that I see it, it's a win/win for both of us."
Studying him to see if she could trust him, she looked at him while considering his proposition.
"Sure. Why wouldn't I be interested in a buck a can and bottle? Who wouldn't be interested in earning a buck a can and bottle instead of a nickel? But it depends," she said still not trusting him. Figuring where the conversation was going in the direction of him asking her for sex, she was reticent to continue the conversation even at the expense of giving up earning a dollar for a can and bottle.
"It depends? It depends on what?"
"It depends on what I have to do to earn the dollar," she said eyeing him while waiting for him to stare at her tits again but he didn't this time.
No telling what he was all about, she imagined him wanting her to have sex with a bottle neck, or having her pee in a can to pour over his head, or to drink her urine. All three thoughts disgusted her but ready to do whatever he wanted, so long as it wasn't him having sex with her naked body, she was willing to oblige him, whatever was his fetish. Maybe all he wanted was a feel of her big tits and to suck her big nipples. Ten bucks a tit, she'd charge him twenty dollars for him to have his wicked way with her tits for ten minutes.
Even though today was nice and nearly spring like, there was some bad weather coming and twenty dollars would buy her enough food for a few days so that she wouldn't have to walk the streets collecting bottles and cans. Definitely, she'd allow him the use of her tits for twenty dollars, that is, so long as she didn't have to do anything else to pleasure him. She wasn't about to fuck him or to suck his cock for twenty dollars. Maybe, if she was in the mood, being that she's already so horny, she'd give him a hand job for twenty-five dollars. She'd even suck him for fifty dollars. Yeah, fifty dollars would be a fair price for her to suck his cock, so long as he didn't cum in her mouth. More than what a crack head prostitute would charge, she'd charge him hundred dollars for him to cum in her mouth and more for her to swallow his cum.
"Well, all you have to do is to wash the cans and bottles in my kitchen. That's all. You can even keep them after your done cleaning them," he said. "In essence with me paying you a dollar a bottle and can and you redeeming each bottle and can for a nickel each, you'll be earning a dollar and five for every can and bottle, while cleaning the planet of bottles and cans on Earth Day."
"Seriously?" She looked at him as if he was crazy. "Lemme get this straight," she said looking at him again. "You'll give me a buck a can and bottle just to wash them in your kitchen," she said looking at him as if was some kind of pervert or some type of nut. "And I get to keep the washed bottles and cans? Is that's it?"
"Yes, that's it? And yes, you get to keep the washed bottles and cans," he said smiling up at her.
"What are you a pervert who gets off on watching a woman washing things Mister?"
"Michael. Please call me Michael," he said flashing her his smile again. "A pervert?" He laughed. "No, I don't think I'm a pervert. I'm just a man offering to help a pretty woman by giving her some much needed money."
"Then, what do you get out of me washing my cans and bottles in your kitchen?"
"What do I get? I get a lot. I get to watch you standing at my sink washing bottles and cans. I get to spend some time with you and talk to you. That's all. That may not seem a lot to you but it's a lot to me," he said pausing before speaking again. "I'm lonely."
"Me too. I'm lonely too," she said not believing that she was confessing how she felt to a stranger.
"So what do you say Susan Jill Parker?"
"Okay, but, be honest," she said. "What's the real reason that you want me washing my cans and bottles in your kitchen?" She looked at him with suspicion.
"The real reason?" He looked at her with appreciation of her obvious insight into his ulterior motive. "The real reason is," he said looking away from her when he started to tear up and to collect himself before speaking again. "I'm not only lonely but you remind me of a woman I used to know," he said with sadness.
They looked at one another in silence before she responded.
"Okay, I'll do it," she said apparently satisfied with his answer.
"Wonderful. Follow me then," he said moving from the passenger seat to the driver's seat and starting his car.
"Where?"
"Right here," he said pulling his car in a parking spot in front of her. "I live right here," he said getting out of his car and setting the alarm. "You can leave your shopping cart just inside the door so that it won't get stolen. It will be safe there. No one will touch it. The back door locks when closed and only I have access to the back door. I own the building. Because this is such a high crime area, all of my tenants know to enter and leave by the front, unless there's an emergency."
"Okay," she said pushing her cart inside.
"Let me give you a hand with those," he said taking the big bag of cans and bottles from her.
"Best you not try any funny business Mister, I mean, Michael," she said. "I grew up with four older brothers and I know a few things about self defense."
"Don't worry," he said. "I don't mean you any harm and at my age and your great physique, I'm sure you could deliver me a sound trashing."
Susan followed him upstairs and inside his house. He escorted her to the kitchen.
"Is that where you want me," she said when he put the bag down in front of the sink.
"Yes," he said. "And if you don't mind, I prefer you to stand while washing them instead of sitting. I'll be sitting right here watching you," he said pulling up a chair so that he could see her from the front and from the left side.
"Okay," she said opening her bag to peer inside. "There's a lot of cans and bottles in here," she said turning her head to look at him. "Are you sure you can afford to pay me a buck a can and bottle for all of these cans and bottles?"
"Yes, I'm quite sure," he said with a laugh. "Can I get you anything before you start washing them, coffee, tea, water, or a soft drink?"
"Coffee would be great if you already have some made," she said. "I've been dying for a cup of coffee."
"I do have some freshly made coffee. How do you take your coffee?"
"Just black," she said.
"I should warn you that I make strong coffee, Starbucks French Roast. I grind my own beans."
"The stronger the better, as far as I'm concerned, so long as it's hot," she said.
"Sit while you have your coffee and after you're done, you can start washing your cans and bottles for me," he said.
Susan sat at his kitchen table while he poured her a cup of coffee. Embarrassed by her appearance and feeling a bit like Calamity Jane in Deadwood after waking up sober from a week of binge drinking, she pulled down her sleeves to cover her dirty hands.
"Thank you," she said taking a sip of coffee.
"You're welcome to use my bathroom," he said noting her grime stained hands and fingers. "You're welcome to take a shower, if you'd like. Mi casa su casa."
"Mi casa su casa? If that's what you mean by talking to me in a foreign language for me to take off my clothes, I'm not taking off my clothes Mister," she said.
"Michael. Call me Michael please," he said with the smile of a priest. "Mi casa su casa is Spanish for my house is your house. My bathroom door has a lock on it."
"I'm not stupid Michael not to think that you have a hidden camera in your bathroom to watch me strip naked and shower," she said.
"I can assure you that I don't have a hidden camera in my bathroom," he said with a chuckle. "I'm not the kind of man who'd do that to a lady," he said addressing her as such. "You're free to inspect the bathroom before removing your clothes to take your shower," he said.
Wanting to accept his offer of a hot shower, she looked at him with suspicion. Only, once clean, she'd hate to get dressed in her dirty clothes again.
"It doesn't seem much good to wash if I'm only going to put on my same, dirty, smelly clothes," she said as if talking to herself while looking down at her disheveled appearance and raising her arm to smell her armpit when he looked away.
"My wife was about your size," he said.
"She was?"
"I have her clothes that you can have," he said.
"You do? I can keep the clothes?"
"Yes, I do. Yes, you may have her clothes to keep," he said smiling at her with kindness. "I'm glad to put them to better use than just hanging in the closet and giving them to Goodwill to sell to some stranger."
"Okay," she said. "Then, after I shower, I can still wash the bottles and cans for you? We still have a deal for a dollar a can and bottle? Right?"
"Yes, of course. We still have a deal," he said offering her his hand to shake again. "Come. Let me show you the clothes," he said leading her to the bedroom.
Cautiously, reluctantly, and maintaining her distance, suspecting if he was going to try something, he'd try it here in the bedroom, she slowly followed him to the bedroom. He could have a knife, a gun, or any kind of weapon to render her helpless while he stripped her naked and tied her to the bed. Suddenly, she was dizzy with sexual excitement with the thoughts of him stripping her naked and tying her to the bed. It's been a long time since she's played that sexy game.
"You have a nice place Michael. Everything is so neat and clean. I really like your kitchen with all the stainless steel appliances, beautiful, custom cabinetry, tiled backsplash, the lighting, and the granite countertops. Even your floor is beautiful. It's the best kitchen I've ever seen. You must do a lot of cooking," she said looking at everything as she stood in the doorway of his bedroom.
"Aside from what I make using a microwave and toaster, I don't cook but my wife did. She was a good cook and I miss her cooking as much as I miss her," he said. "Here are her clothes," he said casting open four sets of walk-in closet doors. "I've already given away some of her things."
"Wow, she sure has a lot of clothes. I haven't seen this many clothes since I went to the mall and walked through Ann Taylor's, that is," she said with a laugh, "before they asked me to leave."
"Cynthia was quite the shopper," he said.
"Why did she leave you?"
"Leave me? You can say that, I guess. In a way, she did leave me," he said with sadness. "She died. Actually, so serendipitous that I met you on Earth Day, she died on Earth Day. Suddenly, ashes to ashes and dust to dust, Earth Day has new meaning for me. Earth Day, a day that should be a happy day and more about the salvation of the planet, seems to be a personal and a key day in my life," he said with sadness, "especially after having met you on Earth Day too."
"I'm sorry for your loss," she said pausing while wondering if she should ask but he looked as if he wanted to talk about it. Suddenly, he appeared so sad, so lost, and so lonely that he looked as if he was about to cry.
"It's okay. It's been three years," he said touching some of the clothes that hung from hangers as if they were her ghosts before lifting the sleeve on a few of her blouses to smell them and to hold them up against his cheek as if he was lifting her hand and dancing with her blouse.
"How did she die?"
"Unfortunately and tragically, rather than to live with me any longer, not even for another day to explain how she felt and why, I imagine while blaming myself," he said with a flash of anger, "she killed herself. She committed suicide. She destroyed the only woman that I ever truly loved."
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," she said. "How did she die? I mean, how did she--"
"She jumped off a bridge. They found her bloated body floating in the Susquehanna River. I barely recognized her remains after something had been feeding on her face," he said.
"That's so horrible. I can't even imagine your pain," she said.
"Thank you," he said, "but I'm okay now, I think, that is, aside from picking up a strange woman on Earth Day because she resembles my deceased wife," he said with a sad laugh. "Here," he said pulling out some assorted jeans and tops. "Take whatever and as much as you'd like. I'm only going to bag them up and donate them to Goodwill. It seems foolish to give them to a stranger when I can give them to you, someone who really can use the clothes. After you shower, you can wear any of these clothes and take the rest with you," he said pointing to the closet as if he was a model and showing a showcase on the Prize is Right or Let's Make a Deal. "There are panties and bras in the drawer there," he said looking at her while pointing to the dresser. "Many of her clothes still have tags on them. If you don't mind me asking, what cup size are you, a C cup?"
"I'm a 36D," she said.
"Cynthia was a 36D too. I'm sure there are bras in her drawer of every color and style that will fit you. She was quite fond of sexy lingerie, which makes me wonder if she had a lover because the only time I saw her lingerie was when it was in the wash. "There's even a brand new hairbrush and toothbrush that she never used and some makeup that she never even opened that I had bought her for her birthday," he said leaving her alone in the room and closing the bedroom door behind him.
"Thank you," said Susan just before he closed the door.
Taking her time looking at everything and taking only what she wanted and only what she needed, Susan emerged from the room carrying a pair of jeans, panty, bra, a top, and Cynthia's hairbrush, toothbrush, and makeup.
"The guest bathroom is down the hall and to the right," he said.
Susan meekly walked in the bathroom and locked the door. Checking the vents and the overhead light for a hidden camera before undressing, she removed her clothes, turned on the shower, and washed herself. Having been a few days since she showered last, she took a long, hot shower. Using the blow dryer to dry her hair and decorating herself with makeup, a luxury she hasn't had in a long time, she walked out of the bathroom looking like a different person. Sparkling clean with her makeup on and her blonde hair brushed, she looked beautiful. Judging her by her appearance, no one would believe that she was homeless.
"I'm ready to wash the bottles and cans for you now," she said with a smile. "Do you want to keep count or would you like me to do that?"
"We can count them all after they dry," he said.
Bottle after bottle and can after can, Susan washed the bottles and cans.
"I guess I collected more than I thought I did," she said with glee while dollars danced in her head. "I'm not even putting a dent in the bag and I've already washed 40 bottles and cans," she said keeping an unofficial count in her head while thinking of all the money she was making.
She watched him in her peripheral vision staring at her chest. Teasing him, she purposely chose a fitted, blouse that flattered her figure and highlighted her big breasts. A button blouse, the neckline was scooped low enough to show her long line of cleavage. She figured the jiggling motion of her tits moving around while washing cans and bottles would keep him interested.
"Remove your top please," he said staring at her big tits.
Not wasting any time, she couldn't believe he said that. If anything, she figured he'd get up from his chair, walk over to the sink, and feel her big tits through his wife's blouse. If anything, she figured he'd try to kiss her while feeling her.
"Pardon?"
She knew what he said. She heard him but she couldn't believe what he asked her to do. Calling her bluff, she was at a loss of what to do. It's one thing to tease him by wearing a low cut blouse but it's another thing to remove her clothes. Nonetheless her perplexity with her next move, she was as sexually excited as she was embarrassed that he asked her to remove her top.
She wanted him to see her in her bra as much as he wanted to see her in her bra, no doubt. Obviously, she was as sexually aroused as he was. It had been a long time since a man paid her this much sexual attention. It had been a long time since a man who hadn't come up behind her to grope her wanted to see her tits. Too busy trying to remove it for her, no man has ever asked her to remove her blouse.
"Remove your top please," he said again.
If only he knew how much she wanted to shed her top, no doubt, he'd think less of her. She was horny, no doubt, as horny as he was. She wanted to remove her top, no doubt as much as he wanted her to remove her top. Yet, if she just undressed at his command, he'd think her a slut. He'd think she was easy and, being that she was alone with him in his house, she didn't want him to think that.
"Remove my top? No, I don't think so," she said stopping her washing, turning off the water, and drying her hands before looking down at herself. In an attempt to make her big breasts look less conspicuous, she folded her arms across her breasts before turning to look at him. Only, with her breasts so big and even bigger in this tight blouse, there was just no way she could hide them. "Maybe I should go," she said reluctantly as if testing to see how he'd respond. "You can just pay me for what I've washed so far."
She had no intention of leaving. Excited to play this out by participating in his sexy, Earth Day game, she wanted to remove her top to stand there in Cynthia's bra while washing cans and bottles but she felt uncomfortable undressing in front of a stranger, a man old enough to be her father. She thought of all the times her brothers barged in her room while she was dressing and undressing in the hopes of seeing her tits. She remembered how her uncle and cousin groped her and had their wicked way with her and forced her to suck and fuck them when she was just an 18-year-old virgin. She recalled all the times her brothers got her drunk and touched her and felt her before coercing her to remove her blouse and bra while playing strip poker. Yet, this was different. He wasn't related to her by blood in the way her uncle, cousin, and brothers were. He was a kind man who was much nicer to her than her ex-husband ever was.
Maybe if she had a bit more incentive to motivate her to remove her top, she would. She'd love nothing better than to show him what she looks like in his wife's sexy blue bra. It was just a bra after all and it's the least she could do to pay back his kindness for allowing her to use his bathroom and wear his deceased wife's clothes. She's shown more when she used to wear her barely there bikini on the beach before accidentally on purpose losing her bikini top. She's shown so much more when giving men down blouse views of her tits and flashing truckers her breasts on the highway. Knowing full well they were standing there watching, a captive audience when not closing the curtain all the way, she's shown her tits when trying on bras in a dressing room that still had a curtain while bored boyfriends and husband waited outside for their girlfriends and wives.



"Please don't leave," he said with a sad face. "What if I doubled what I'm paying you as compensation for you to remove your top. How about that? I'll give you two dollars for every bottle and can you wash while wearing your bra," he said while looking at her with expectant hopefulness.
"Two dollars? Seriously? You'll pay me two dollars for every can and bottle that I wash in my bra?" There was her incentive and her reason not to be deemed a slut but just needing the money. "That's a lot of money Michael just for me to wash bottles and cans in your kitchen while wearing my bra."
No matter her sudden sexual excitement and no matter the prospect of being paid two dollars for each can and bottle she washed, she looked at him as if there was something wrong with him. Offering her a lot of money, what's the big deal about wanting to see her in her bra enough to pay her two dollars a bottle and can? Glad that she's a woman, as long as she lives, she'll never understand men and their fixation with her breasts.
"You'd make a sixty-four year old man very happy watching you washing bottles and cans without your top," he said. "It's been a long time since I've had any contact with a woman," he said staring at her breasts while talking to her breasts through Cynthia's blouse. "I'd love to see what you look like in Cynthia's bra," he said fingering the head of his cock through his pants.
When he started touching himself in the way that she wished she could touch him, he was making her horny. Feeling a sudden sexual wickedness overtake her commonsense and a familiar wetness between her legs heat up her sexual passion, she looked at him to see if he was just horny and not crazy. She could handle horny but she couldn't deal with crazy. She's already dealt with enough crazy at the shelter, at the mission, and on the streets.
"Lemme get this straight. Just so that I understand Michael. If I remove my top and wash bottles and cans in Cynthia's bra, you'll pay me two dollars for every bottle and can that I wash? Is that it?"
"Yes," he said. "Including the cans and bottles you've already washed, I'll give you two dollars for every bottle and can that you wash."
"And you won't try to touch me, feel me, grope me, and fondle my breasts and finger my nipples through my bra?"
Dizzy with sexual excitement when she said that about him feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra, she wished he would try to cop a cheap feel of her big tits through his wife's bra. For two dollars a bottle and can, she'd allow him to have his wicked way with her tits. Obviously for him to offer two dollars a can and bottle, he wants to see her bra clad tits as much as she wants to show him her bra clad tits. It's been a long time since a man that she wanted to feel her felt her in that sexual way. It's been even longer since a man fingered her nipples through her bra. Even before she was homeless, when she was cleanly washed and neatly dressed, it's been years since she's felt attractive enough to want a man to touch her and to see her in her bra.
She thought of all the times her ex beat her, pushed her down the stairs, swore at her, spit at her, and called her names that made her feel worthless. Trapped in a bad marriage with a controlling man, being that she was already a victim of sexual abuse, he knew which buttons to push to hurt her the most. Now that he so kindly asked her and was willing to pay her double the agreed price, she wanted to wash the bottles and cans in her bra, especially after he sweetened the deal by doubling the price. She could use the money to set something aside for a rainy day when she couldn't be out collecting bottles and cans. She's have to collect a lot of bottles and cans to earn the money he was willing to pay her just for removing her top and cleaning the cans and bottles in her bra.
Nonetheless, his generosity and kindness, she still felt a little icky removing her top for money. She'd feel that she was prostituting herself. Yet, what was the harm done by her posing for him in her bra? She's done more for less. Being that she's an exhibitionist, plenty of men have seen her in her bra, topless, and naked even.
If only he knew, with just a bit more persuasion, she'd willingly show him every naked part of her body for free. For free, she'd strip off her clothes and allow him to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and caress her. For free, she'd allow him to fuck her after she sucked him. She's been so horny and it's been such a long time since she felt a man inside of her.
"I promise that I won't try to touch you. I'll just sit here quietly while watching you washing your bottles and cans in Cynthia's bra," he said holding his hands up in the air as if he was surrendering to the sexual censor police. "I promise not to feel you, grope you, or fondle you through your bra."
Disappointed by his promise not to feel her, grope her, and fondle her through her bra, she looked at him still staring at her breasts. Just by the heat of his stare, she could feel a familiar wetness between her legs again and her nipples were pushing hard against Cynthia's tight D cup bra. With his leers, he made her feel sexy. With his stares, he made her feel like a woman. Unlike the younger men who just grabbed and groped her, with him having the soave faire of an older man, he took the time to appreciate her and to seduce her.
Before looking to see what he was staring at, as if she didn't know already, she looked down at herself and the huge impressions of her nipples were showing through her bra and blouse. Excited to see his reaction, already aroused enough to oblige him, she couldn't wait to show him what she looked like standing there in his wife's brassiere. With no man able to resist feeling her big boobs, would he be true to his word and look without touching and feeling? She was more than curious to know if he could control himself from feeling her big tits before fingering her erect nipples. It's been a long time since she's been touched in that way and even longer since she wanted to be touched in that way.
"Okay," she said turning to face him.
"Wonderful," he said.
She looked at him. He was such an appreciative audience. If he was seducing her by his interest, it was working. Not a bad looking man, if she knew who her father was, she'd want him to look like him. Suddenly, she became more aroused with the thought that she was undressing in front of her father, whomever he was. One slow button at a time, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse and paused at each unbuttoned button to watch his reaction to seeing her cleavage and her bra clad breasts.
"I'm a little embarrassed," she said after she unbuttoned the first button and opened the blouse enough for him to see her long, line of cleavage and the roundness of her abundant breasts that overflowed her bra cups.
With him never removing his eyes from her breasts, truth be known, she was more sexually aroused than she was embarrassed. It's been a long time since she had control over a man just by her flashing him her bra and she enjoyed the feeling of him staring at what she was showing him. She could only imagine how grateful he'd be if she stripped naked and gave him hot sex. Maybe instead of being with a younger man and a man her own age, it was time for her to consider an older man. For sure, if he was representative of older men, he treated her so very much better than her ex-husband ever did.
"Don't be embarrassed. You have nothing to be embarrassed about. You're so beautiful. You're so sexy. Having a much better body, you're so much more woman than was my Cynthia," he said. "Besides, seeing no more of you than if you were at the beach in your bikini top, it's just your bra. It isn't as if you're topless," he said showing a little more sexual excitement when he uttered the word topless. Judging by his sudden sexual excitement, obviously, he was hoping to see her topless.
When he said the word topless, she imagined surprising him by removing her bra to flash him her tits. She could only imagine his sexually excited reaction to seeing his big tits. Having never known her father, she had the sudden urge to call him Daddy. As if he was her Dad, she imagined herself having a conversation with her father that many women imagine having while masturbating.
'How do you like my big tits Daddy? Would you like to touch them, feel them, and finger my nipples before sucking them Daddy? What if I suck your cock while you play with my big tits Daddy? Would you like that Daddy? Would you like for me to suck your cock Daddy? Would you like to cum in my mouth and watch me swallow Daddy? Maybe later you can fuck me too Daddy,' She imagined asking Michael all of those questions.
More than willing to remove her top to pose for him in her bra while washing bottles and cans, she was so very horny. No doubt thinking that she was going to change her mind and not remove her top, he gave her a look of utter disappointment. Not wanting to disappoint him and wanting to have a little fun for herself to give her something to masturbate over later while sleeping in her cot at the shelter, she continued unbuttoning her blouse.
"Well for two dollars a can and bottle, here goes," she said with her fingers poised on her next button. "Right?"
"Yes, I will gladly pay you two dollars a bottle and can for every bottle and can that you wash while wearing your bra," he said. "And let's hope you spill some water on your bra too for me to get a peek of your big nipples.
Ignoring his salacious comment, he continued arousing her with the eroticism of his voice and the choice of his words. Wanting to show him her nipples, she imagined showing him her nipples. She imagined his fingers fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her big nipples before taking them in his mouth to suck. While thinking of showing him her nipples, she unbuttoned all five buttons and flayed open the blouse for him to see her bra covered breasts. She looked down at herself to see what he could see and because his wife's bra was so low cut, the tops of her areolas were clearly visible especially when she'd be leaning forward to wash her cans and bottles. Should he get up from his chair and stand over her, she wondered if he could see her nipples.
"Wow, Susan, you have big tits. Take it off. Take off the blouse. Hand it to me," he said. "I'm so glad you chose that particular brassier to wear. That was one of my favorites bras that Cynthia wore," he said.
"Why this one? Was this bra your wife's favorite?"
"The reason why that bra is one of my favorite bras is, I hope I don't offend you, but because the bra is so low cut, I can actually see the tops of your pink areolas. You have such beautiful breasts, he said with a devious smile. "Also, if you don't mind me saying so, I can actually see your big, pink nipples peeking out through the sheer and nearly transparent lace," he said with a devilish, little grin.
Becoming even more aroused that he could see her the tops of her areolas and get a glimpse of her pink nipples through the bra, she looked down at herself and at all that she was showing him and at all that he could see of her before removing her blouse and handing it to him. Embarrassed as much as she was sexually excited that he could discern her the tops of her areolas and see her nipples through his wife's brassiere, she folded her arms across her breasts again while he took possession of her blouse and placed it over the kitchen chair.
"It's a little chilly in here," she said after noticing her nipples making their erect appearance by pushing up against her sheer bra.
The fact that he could see part of her areolas made her feel sexy. She needs to wear this bra when wearing a low cut blouse while riding the bus or the train. Just thinking of flashing men her areolas made her feel wicked horny.
"I'll turn up the heat," he said. "I don't want you to be cold, my dear."
"Thank you," she said.
They remained silent while she washed more bottles and cans and while he stared at her bra clad breasts, areolas, and nipples. After she had washed another two dozen or so he spoke again.
"Susan?"
"Yes?"
As if he had fallen in love with her, he stared in her blue eyes as if he was about to stand, take her in his arms, and kiss her. In the aroused state she was in by washing bottles and cans in her bra, she would have allowed him to kiss her. Even though he was much older than she was, old enough to be her father, she would have allowed him to part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her. Even though he was much older than she was, she would have allowed him to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through his wife's bra while kissing her before allowing him to stick his hand down her bra to fondle her tits and finger her nipples. She couldn't remember the last time she kissed anyone, really kissed someone special. She couldn't remember the last time she wanted someone enough to want them to kiss her while feeling her.
"I'll give you three dollars for every can and bottle you wash and that you've already washed if you..."
"If I what?"
Not allowing him to finish, already so sexually excited by what he was going to ask her, she knew what he wanted and what he was going to ask. So predictably transparent just like all the men in her life whether young or old and blood related or not, she knew what he was going to ask only she didn't know how she'd respond until he asked her the question. No doubt, he wanted to see her big tits. No doubt, he wanted her to wash cans and bottles topless. No doubt, he wanted to touch, feel, fondle, caress her big tits before sucking her big nipples. No doubt, he'd be offering her four dollars a bottle and can to do just that.
What would she do? Would she feign embarrassment while removing her bra? Would she act insulted? Would she act coyly sexy? Would put her blouse on and pretend to leave or would she oblige him by removing her bra and allow him to have his wicked way with her big breasts?
"If you remove your bra," he said staring up at her. "I'll gladly pay you three dollars for every can and bottle, including the ones you've already washed, for cleaning cans and bottles without your bra."
Instead of sexy, a bit more than that, this was erotic. Even though he was an older gentleman, perhaps because he was an older gentlemen, she felt a bit like a Victorian young virgin being lusted over by a wealthy gentlemen. Only, more sexual than that, she felt like Holly Hunter when she played Ada McGrath in Piano against Harvey Keitel as George Baines. If he had a piano, being that she knows how to play, she'd play the piano while wearing one of his wife's short skirts without panties while he crawled beneath the piano to look between her legs at all that she was showing. If he was willing to pay her three dollars a can and bottle to wash her recyclables topless, she wondered what he'd pay her to see her pussy, to finger her pussy, and to lick her pussy.
"You want me to wash bottles and cans topless Michael? Is that it?"
Just the sexy thought of being topless in front of a man she had just met not more than an hour ago and who was old enough to be her father, sexually excited her for some reason. She had never known her father. Being that her mother was a prostitute and a drunken, incestuous slut who routinely had sex with all four of her brothers over a twenty year period, she suspected that her biological father was one of her brothers. With that thought in mind, she wondered, if this man was her brother and/or her father instead of a stranger, if she'd be so accommodating to his luridly lewd, lascivious request to see her tits. Even though she was horny, even though she wanted to show him her tits, she struggled with the idea of removing her bra, especially removing her bra for money.
Without doubt, if he were her uncle, her cousin, or one of her brothers asking to see her tits, since she's already shown them all her tits when having sex with all of them, no doubt, she'd show him her tits. Whether he was a stranger or one of her blood relatives, what difference did it make? At least today, instead of being forced in the way she was when her brothers stripped her naked and saw her tits, she was being paid for the striptease.
"Yes," he said. "I'd like for you to wash the rest of the bottles and cans topless."
Considering removing her bra, she looked at him while wondering what would happen once she removed her bra. Would he try and touch her, feel her, and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples as she washed the rest of the bottles and cans or would he remain seated by the kitchen table? She wouldn't know the answer to her question until she removed her bra. She the thought of removing her bra and showing him her tits made her horny. As if he was Burt Lancaster and she was Susan Sarandon in the movie Atlantic City and she was washing her breasts with lemons instead of washing cans and bottles with water, she wanted to give him a sexy show.
"Let me see the money first," she said.
As if he was a player ready to play Blackjack at a Casino, he pulled out a wad of hundred dollar bills, peeled off three, and put them on the table.
"Here," he said handing her three, one-hundred-dollar bills. "This should cover all the cans and bottles that you have in your bag. If it turns out that you have more than one hundred bottles and cans in the big green bag and, by my guess, I'm guessing you do, I'll gladly pay you the rest for the sexy pleasure of seeing your big boobs."
"Okay, but no touching my tits," she said giving him the sexy eye as if daring him to feel her, fondle her, grope her, and caress her.
Having not even removed her bra, she was already very horny. Figuring, if only by his age, that he was more experienced and worldly than a young man, she imagined his mature hands feeling her tits and his experienced fingers fingering her nipples instead of groping her tits and nipples in the way that the younger men do.
"I won't touch you. I'll just look. I promise. I'll sit right here while watching you wash the redeposits," he said.
Oddly enough, she felt disappointment by his promise not to touch her. If she was going through the trouble of removing her blouse and bra, obviously, she not only wanted to be touched and felt, she was hoping he'd suck her big tits too. After all the incestuous sexual abuse she suffered, if he were to feel and fondle her tits while sucking her tits, no doubt, she'd imagine that he was her father feeling, fondling, and sucking her tits. Now or never, she needed to make her decision. Either she was going to remove her bra or she wasn't.
"Okay," she said. "I'll do it for three dollars a can and bottom, including the ones already washed."
"Agreed," he said. "I'll pay you three dollars a can and bottle for you to remove your bra."
Turning first to face him, she reached around herself and unhooked her bra. As if there was sexy stripping music playing in her head, adding to the suspenseful, sexual drama by teasing him as if she was a stripper on stage, she removed one slow bra strap at a time before peeling off her bra cups from her tits one bra cup at a time. As soon as she was topless, she closed her eyes, took a step closer to him, threw back her shoulders, and stuck out her bare chest. When she opened her eyes she looked down at all that he could see of her. When her eyes were closed, she was hoping that she'd surprise her by feeling her tits but, true to his word as a gentleman, he didn't touch her.
"Wow," he said. "You have spectacular breasts. I thought Cynthia had beautiful breasts but your breasts are not only bigger and higher up but also shapelier. I can't believe how big your nipples are. I just love your big tits Susan."
"Thank you," she said looking down at herself before looking back at him again. She wished there was a mirror so that she could see all that he could see. "I'm embarrassed," she said. She cupped her breasts in her hands in the way that Jamie Curtis did when playing the prostitute Ophelia in the movie, Trading Places, when Dan Aykroyd as Louis Winthorpe III, stared at her exposed breasts.



"Don't be embarrassed Susan," he said watching her slowly removing her hands while he stared at her breasts. "If you don't mind," he said fingering the head of his cock again through his pants. "Just do me one small favor."
"What?"
"Lean forward for me and turn just a little to the side. I'd like to see what your big boobs look like hanging down as if your breasts were hanging down in my face," he said not removing his eyes from her naked breasts.
He seemed so enamored with her breasts and with her enjoying the sexual attention, how could she possibly refuse his request? At this point with him satisfying as much of her sexual horniness as she was his and while he was paying her to do so, how could she possibly refuse him?
"Okay," she said bending a little at the waist for her tits to fall forward.
"Amazing," he said. "Just amazing. You have amazing breasts. I just love your big tits Susan."
"Thank you," she said. "I can't believe how much my nipples are sticking out," she said looking down at herself again and putting her hands over her nipples before looking up at him again. "I must be cold," she said ignoring her sexual excitement by not admitting that she was sexually aroused by his stares.
Remaining silent while staring at her naked breasts. He watched her natural tits jiggle with every movement she made to wash her bottles and cans. He stayed like that while watching her wash another dozen or so bottles and cans before he spoke again.
"You have enormous nipples," he said staring at her breasts as if he had never seen a woman's breasts before. "May I?"
Finally, she figured he wanted to touch her tits. She figured he wanted to feel, fondle, and caress her big breasts while fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples. She figured he wanted to suck her breast. Only, she was stunned by what he was asking her permission to do.
'May you what?' She thought to herself before answering him. Definitely, if what he was asking to do was to feel her tits and finger her nipples before sucking her nipples, she'd let him for another dollar a can and bottle. Four dollars a can and bottle to clean every can and bottle seemed about the right price for him to have his wicked way with her tits.
"May you what?" She looked at him staring at her breasts as if the way that she was imagining counting the pile of money that he was going to give her for her showing him her breasts.
"May I--" he said again this time looking down at his crotch.
Now figuring that he wanted her to touch his cock through his pants while he touched her breast, felt her breasts, fondled her breasts, and sucked her nipples, before having her suck him, she interrupted him before he finished. Now that she was standing there topless, she'd allow him to touch and caress her breasts if he'd ask but she wasn't about to give this old man a blowjob. At most, she'd give him a hand job, so long as he continued upping the price agreed for her to clean each can and bottle. Five dollars to wash every can and bottle seemed a fair price for seeing and feeling her tits while she stroked his cock.
"Sure go ahead. You have my permission," she said pushing her shoulders back to stick out her chest more.
She couldn't wait to feel his hands on her breasts. She couldn't wait for him to finger her nipples before sucking her nipples. She couldn't want to feel his cock through his pants while he fondled her big tits. Only, he surprised her when he didn't stand to touch and feel her breasts. Instead, he unzipped himself, pulled out his cock, and started stroking himself. The permission he asked was not to feel her big tits and suck her big nipples but was to masturbate in front of her while she watched. Relieved albeit disappointed that his masturbation was more about him than her, she would have welcomed some sexual attention too.
"Don't worry," he said. "I won't ask you for sex. This is good enough for me, watching you wash bottles and cans topless while I masturbate. Ever since Cynthia..." he said not finishing his thought. "I've been masturbating a lot."
Disappointed that he wanted to play with himself rather than to feel her tits, she thought that he was asking her permission to touch her big breasts, feel her big breasts, fondle her big breasts, caress her big breasts, and suck her big breasts but he wasn't. Instead, she couldn't believe he was masturbating in front of her. In the way he had been staring at her breasts all this time, long before she was even topless, now she stared at his cock. It had been a long while since she had seen an excited prick, even a sixty-something-year-old prick and just the sight of his huge cock made her sexually excited, so excited that she dropped one of the bottles in the sink. She was glad that it didn't break. A first time for everything, she had never watched a man masturbate before.
"You have a big prick Michael," she said using her compliment as her excuse to stare at his cock harder and longer.
Staring at her tits while stroking himself, he looked at her staring at his cock.
"Thank you," he said. He remained silent while stroking himself and staring at her tits. "So absorbed in my sexual self-gratification, forgive me for being rude. You may feel my cock if you'd like," he said moving his hand away from his engorged prick and inviting her to touch him.
"I'd like that," she said turning off the water, drying her hands, and falling to her knees in front of him. "It's been a long while since I felt a hard cock in my hand."
She took his prick in her hand and felt the hardness of him before wrapping her fingers around him. Taking liberties with his prick by stroking him in the way he's already taking liberties with his tits by staring at them, she slowly stoked him to an even harder erection.
"Gees, that feels so good Susan. You have the perfect touch," he said looking down to watch her stroke him. "May I?" He looked at her before staring at her breasts and now she knew that he finally wanted to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and caress her breasts.
"Yes, I'd like that also," she said wrapping her fingers around his cock tighter while he cupped her breast in his hand, first one and then the other.
Stroking him a little faster, she enjoyed exciting him with her hand as much as he was exciting her with his fingers by slowly strumming her erect nipples as if strumming a guitar. Then, he started to really play with her nipples. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, he was enjoying himself. Fondling her breasts in between fingering her nipples, he was making her hot.
"You're breasts are so firm, so much firmer than Cynthia's breasts. Her breasts sagged much more than your breasts do," he said. "Granted, she was much older than you, of course. She was sixty-two. If you don't mind me asking, how old are you?"
"I'm forty. I'll be forty-one July 26th. I'm a Leo."
"You don't look forty. I would have thought you were younger, thirty-five at the most," he said.
"Please don't touch my nipples," she said knowing he'd continued to play with her nipples and as her excuse to suck him.
"Why not?" He continued fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples. "Are they sensitive? Are you getting your period?"
"No, it's not that. It's just that," she said looking up at his eyes before looking down at his cock. "You'd make me sexually excited fingering my nipples. I may do something that I'd regret later," she said running a slow tongue across her red, lipstick covered lips.
"I'll give you five dollars a bottle and can, if you take me in your mouth and suck my cock," he said looking from his prick to her lips with sexual excitement.
He ran a slow finger over her lips and she licked his finger before taking his finger in her mouth in the way she was about to take his cock in her mouth.
"I'd give you ten dollars a bottle and can if you'd allow me to cum in your mouth and if you swallow," he said reaching out to touch her long, lush blonde hair.
"That's more than a thousand dollars for a blowjob Michael," she said. "Is my blowing you worth that much to you?"
"To receive a blowjob from a woman who looks like you is money well spent," he said. "Money well spent." He looked at her in the way that no man has looked at her in a long time. No longer a woman when she was collecting bottles and cans in the alley, she was merely a bag lady, a homeless person.
"I don't know Michael. You're tempting me to suck you. That's a lot of money to turn down," she said.
"Cynthia never allowed me to cum in her mouth. She seldom blew me. In all the years we were married, I could count on two hands how many times she took me in her mouth. Most times she didn't suck me until I ejaculated. Instead, she'd stop sucking me to masturbate me. As much as I loved her, getting a hand job is not nearly as good as getting a blowjob," he said. "It's been such a long time, years, since I've had a blowjob and, regretfully, I've never had a proper blowjob."
"I don't know Michael. This is getting too much like prostitution," she said. "Even though I'd love to have the money, I'm not comfortable sucking your for money."
"I won't tell if you don't," he said with a laugh. "Besides, this is just between us, two consenting adults. I'm happy to pay you a thousand dollars for a blowjob Susan."
She looked at his expectant eyes before looking at his big cock pulsating.
"Okay," she said lowering her head to his lap and taking his cock in her mouth.
She was blowing him now. She was really sucking his cock. Thinking of the twelve hundred or so dollars he'd pay her just for washing cans and bottles, for flashing him her tits, and for stroking his cock before sucking his cock, she didn't view this behavior as prostitution, even though it was. As far as she was concerned, she was just cleaning cans and bottles topless.
She could feel his cock throbbing in her mouth. She could feel him getting already ready to cum. She stroked him faster and put more pressure on his cock with her lips while twirling her tongue around his big, hard prick while he fondled her big breasts and fingered her hard nipples.
"Oh my God. I'm going to cum," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her head to pull her forward. "Don't stop. Please don't stop. Suck me Susan. Suck my cock. Blow me baby," he said.
She sucked him harder, she sucked him deeper, and she stroked him faster until he exploded a volume of cum in her mouth and she swallowed all of it before licking him clean as if she was washing a bottle neck with her tongue.
"I know this may sound forward and you don't have to give me your answer right away but would you like to live with me? We can spend the rest of our Earth Days together. Earth Day could be our anniversary. You won't have to collect anymore cans and bottles. You'll never have to clean another can and bottle. I have a dishwasher," he said with a laugh.
"Yes," she said.
THE END
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Traveling salesman brags about his sexual exploits with Rachel and excites two men from town.
"You should have seen this woman, a farmer's daughter," said the traveling salesman. "I spotted her from my wagon when I was coming upon her farm from the road. Even from that distance, as soon as I saw her, I knew she was beautiful. I could just tell by the way she moved while sweeping the porch with her broom. Then, as I drove my wagon closer and headed up their rutted road, she took my breath away. Hot damn she was so beautiful. The closer I got to her, with her big tits, slim waist, and curvy ass, she was so sexy," he said taking a long sip of his beer and turning to face the crowd of men to see who was listening.
"Tell us more about her Mister," said someone in the crowd. "We always like to hear a good story while relaxing with our beer," said one farmer winking at the other.
"Ah, but this is no story friend and even if it were a story, after all that transpired, it would be no ordinary story," he said looking a bit like Burt Lancaster in the way that waved his arms and talked with his hands when he turned from the bar to regale the customers with his amorous tale.
"Tell us again what she looked like Mister," said a man sitting at a table with his friends.
"In all of my days, never have I seen a woman who looked like her," said the traveling salesman to a bar full of drunken, horny men. "Tall and shapely, she had long, dark, lush hair and big, bright, green eyes the color of brilliant emeralds."
"I don't recall ever seeing a woman who looked like that living around her. If I had seen such a woman, I would have remembered her," said a man standing at the bar to the man standing next to him.
"In all the years I've roamed the countryside," he said opening his arms wide and talking with his hands again, "and traveled to farms, towns, villages, and cities, I've never seen a woman as beautiful as she was in my life." He nodded his head and smiled before putting his hands over his heart and throwing back his head as if he was in love and was imagining seeing her again. "She was one of a kind and a woman that I'd ask to marry me if ever I was to settle for just one woman," he said with a loud, annoying laugh.
Reading the crowd of men before continuing, the man looked from one customer to the other to look to see who was not only listening to him but also believing him.
"Best you be careful what you say about someone else's woman Mister," warned a farmer standing on the other side of him at the bar. "Worse when lusting over another man's woman, we don't take kindly to strangers around here, especially to a man who cheats a farmer out of his hard earned money," said the farmer walking up to his face. "I'm still waiting for my part that I paid you a deposit on last month. That's already two strikes you have against you Mister," he said holding up his fingers to count them. "One, lusting over another man's woman and two, cheating a farmer out of his hard, earned money."
"I don't cheat anyone," said the traveling salesman retreating back to the bar to take another sip of his beer. "It's only been a month since I ordered your part. Your part has to come all the way from Berlin and I'm sure it will be here soon. I'm just an honest farm tool salesman," he said turning to the crowd again. "If anything, I bring a service to you farmers," he said returning to the bar to take the last sip of his beer. "And if my only offense is having sex with a farmer's daughter, I'm willing to admit to enjoying it. Trust me when I say that she was well worth the beating I'd take for ruining a farmer's daughter."
"You're just damn lucky she wasn't my daughter Mister because I'd be giving you more than just a beating," said the farmer who was still waiting for his part. "You wouldn't be alive to talk about her and more ruin her reputation in the way you are discrediting her reputation now."
"Forget about him," said another man to the traveling salesman about the farmer complaining over the woman's reputation being sullied. "Tell us more about the woman," he said. "How did it happen? Who made the first move? What did she look like?"
"Okay, calm down and I'll tell you from the beginning all that happened," said the salesman turning to the bar to take a big sip of another beer that was just poured for him. "She walked me out to the barn and--"
"You were alone with the woman in the barn?" A man down the bar gave him a snide smile before giving him a stern stare.
"Yes," said the salesman already too drunk to notice his stern stare.
"Now I know you're lying," he said tucking a thumb in his overalls. "Just as your story does, your bucket has a hole in it and doesn't hold water. That's where your story is all bullshit Mister. No respectable woman would be alone with a stranger out in her barn without being in the presence of her man," he said. "That just doesn't happen around here. Unless the woman lives alone and her man is dead or gone, women know better than to be alone with a stranger. And even if a woman lives alone, they'd rather shoot you than look at you," he said with a sad smile. "If a woman acted so flagrant in her disregard for her reputation, she'd be shunned by the whole community. No woman would face shunning for the likes of you," he said looking to his friends for confirmation.
"And who said she was respectable?" The salesman laughed making many of the patrons laugh too.
"Where's her husband," said another farmer giving him a hard stare, "while you're out in the barn with his wife?"
"Taking her at her word, no man's woman, other than her father's daughter, she said she wasn't married and wasn't attached or beholding to any man," said the salesman too drunk to notice his hard stare. "She said she didn't even have a boyfriend. She said she was a virgin," said the salesman looking proud to have had sex with a virgin.
"And what about her kinfolk? What about her Ma, her Pa, her brothers, and her sisters? Where were they for you to be alone with a farmer's daughter on a farmer's land and inside of a farmer's barn? I still don't believe that a woman would take you in her barn alone. Women around here know better than to do that. Women around here know enough not to trust a stranger with their dog never mind with their reputation."
Not wanting to overstay his welcome and be attacked by the patrons, the salesman took another sip of his beer before retesting the temperature of the bar's customers with a long look.
"She said her father and brother were out in the field. I asked to see what her father needed," he said more defensively now that he realized the bar was loaded with farmers who didn't like him and her were already set against him. Not wanting to antagonize them that they already were, he chose his words more carefully. "It was all so innocent like and my intentions were honorable, but her intentions surely weren't. Once we were in the barn, she was the one who started things with me. Obviously, once she started touching me and kissing on me, she wanted me as much as I wanted her," he said grabbing his crotch to the cheers of some of the bar's patrons.
"I don't believe you Mister," said a farmer.
"Otto, my name is Otto," said Otto offering the farmer his hand and withdrawing it when the farmer didn't take it.
"Just as no woman would allow you to wander in her barn without her men folk there to protect her from the likes of you, no woman would trust a stranger with her reputation, especially a traveling salesman with the reputation your kind has," said another man. "If ever I find you had sex with my wife or daughter, I'll put a shotgun to your head and pull the trigger," said another farmer.
"Calm down now. Just calm down. After selling farm tools to farmers for years, I have an honorable reputation," said the salesman raising his voice and banging his empty beer mug down on the bar for a refill. "This woman not only trusted me with her reputation but she wanted me in the honorable way that a woman wants a man," he said lifting his refilled glass as if giving a toast. "She kissed me as soon as we entered the barn and allowed me to feel her big tits and finger her hard nipples through her dress and camisole," he said. "Damn, she was so beautiful."
"Ah, baloney," said the farmer. "For all I know, you had sex with a farm animal while thinking it was a woman," said the farmer laughing and causing everyone else to laugh too.
"When she stopped kissing me long enough to take a breath, she fell to her knees, pulled out my cock, and took me in her mouth," he said. "She was just as hungry for me as I was for her."
"Bullshit! You expect us to believe that a virginal woman that you met for the first time would suddenly fall to her knees to take you in her mouth? You're dreaming," said the farmer waving a hand of disbelief.
"Yes, it's true and I'm telling you just how it happened," said the salesman.
"You're lucky her father didn't come in from the field because if that was you with my daughter, I'd blow your fool head off with my shotgun and bury you out in the back of my land where no one would ever find you," said another man.
"Yeah, well, this woman was a little vixen, a real minx. Horny and ready, she was like no shy, embarrassed virgin I ever had before. She sucked my cock as if she was hungry for it. Then, we fucked like dogs in heat," he said.
"Best you not talk like that about our women Mister," said the farmer. "We don't like strangers talking about our womenfolk, especially in a disrespectful way."
"Tell us, what did this farmer's daughter look like?" A customer elbowed his way next to the salesman. "None of the farmers' daughters that I know of around here look like that otherwise I would have noticed her. All of the women around here are as fat as cows and as ugly as pigs," he said laughing and getting the crowd laughing.
A big farmer walked up behind the man.
"I hope you're not talking about my wife and my daughter, Mister, said the big German putting a meaty hand the size of a catcher's baseball mitt to his shoulder as if he was about to haul a pig out for slaughter. "Because I take personal offense to what you just said."
The man turned, looked up at the farmer, and stepped back.
"No, I'd never say anything bad about your slim wife and beautiful daughter," said the man moving away from the farmer to move further down the bar and closer to the door. "I was just sayin' that to prove that this man was lying about one of our women," he said spitting his nervousness in a spittoon. "I'm just sayin', ain't no woman around here who looks like that."
"I'm not lying," said the traveling salesman. "I don't lie and she really does exist and is that beautiful, shapely, and sexy."
"Ha! Just for you to say that you don't lie, is a lie," said one of the men laughing and making the others laugh too. "You're a salesman and all that you do to make your living is by lying, deceitfulness, and deception. You lie about the shit you sell and about the prices you charge. You're nothing but lies."
"If you're not lying," said another man, "then where does this beautiful woman live?"
"Outside of town, it's a half a day's ride south," he said.
"The only woman I know who fits that description is Hugo's daughter, Rachel," said a man scratching his head, "but I haven't seen her in nearly two years. Never taking her to town, he never allows her out of the house and off of her land. Her mother Olga is a beautiful woman too. Only, you don't want to be fooling with either one of those two women. As angry as he is crazy, Hugo protects his women in the way of an Eagle with his nest. That man has eyes in the back of his head and can smell a trespasser on his land a mile away. With signs posted for those who can read and other warnings for those who can't, he's buried more than one man who's trespassed on his property, especially when that man made advances and had ideas of taking liberties with his wife and/or daughter."
"Well, I made advances to his daughter and took more than liberties with her, if you know what I mean," he said moving his hand to his mouth and pushing his cheek out with his tongue as if he was sucking a cock. "I made it there and left without seeing anyone but her. Being that she was so young, so beautiful, and so shapely, had her father caught me with her, I would have done the right and honorable thing," he said giving the men a solemn look as if he was in church. "I would have asked him for her hand in marriage, that is, if I already didn't have a wife and five children," he said laughing and making everyone laugh again. "She said her father and brother, along with their farm hands were working the field," said the traveling salesman.
"Farm hands? They don't have any extra help. None of us do. None of us can afford to pay someone for the work we can do ourselves," said the farmer. "Now we know for sure that you're nothing but a lying sack of cow manure."
"You're lucky you didn't happen upon Rachel's big brother, Karl," said another farmer. A big man, more than twice the size of you and even bigger than him," he said pointing to the big farmer. "In the way of a big, ugly bear, he would have killed you with just a swipe of his big hand for dare touching his sister. He's just as protective of her as his father is."
"She was the one who came on to me," said the salesman. "She was the one who started touching me, kissing on me, and didn't reject me when I returned her kissing and started touching on her."
"I doubt that what you say is true Mister," said someone else, "being that everyone around here knows that Rachel is a virgin. And even if all that you say about her coming on to you, it won't matter none now that you ruined her for another man."
"I didn't ruin her. It isn't as if I killed her. I just used her a little," he said with a laugh. "I just borrowed her hand, her mouth, and her pussy to satisfy my sexual needs, is all. I just did what any other man would have done had they seen such a beautiful and sexy woman," he said slamming his empty beer mug on the bar.
"If what you say is true Mister, I wouldn't trade anything to be in your fancy shoes," he said looking down at his shoes. "When Hugo finds out you spoiled his daughter, he'll be looking for you. He's been saving her to sell off to a wealthy landowner but now that she's not a virgin no more, I wouldn't give two bits for your life Mister when Hugo and/or his son gets their hands on you," said another man walking away from him.
Only, further down the bar, taking it all in, listening without voicing their opinion, two men, one man as big as Karl, named Big Bruno and a smaller man, named Arnold, were listening to the traveling salesman going on about how beautiful and shapely Rachel was.
"Come on, let's go," said Big Bruno. "I've heard enough."
"Go? Go where? Where we going? I wanted to have another beer," said Arnold.
"You can drink later, after we're done doing what we have to do," said Big Bruno. "We're going to find this farmer's daughter and when her father and brother are out in the field, we're going to have our wicked way with her in the way that salesman did. What does it matter, now that she's not a virgin no more? No one will blame us for taking her after she's already been taken."
After a long ride in the dark, it was early the next morning when Big Bruno and Arnold made it out to Hugo's farm. They tied their horses to a tree and walked the rest of the way. Still dark and using darkness as their cover, they watched Hugo and Karl take the wagon out to the field just before sunup. Waiting for them to disappear over the hill, they saw Rachel carrying two empty buckets to the barn to milk the cows.
Lying in wait for her, they silently made their way to the barn and entered through the backdoor without making a sound. If the dogs were there, they'd be barking their heads off as soon as they heard them approaching outside. With the dogs running after Hugo and Karl, no one was there to protect her. As soon as she sat down on the milking stool and put a deft hand to the cow's utters, a big hand grabbed her around her mouth.
"Make a sound and I'll snap your pretty neck. Dead or alive, either way, I'll be having my way with you," said Big Bruno reaching down the front of her dress and inside her camisole to feel her big breasts and finger her hardening nipples. He felt one big tit before feeling the other. "You have big tits. I like a woman with big tits. Take it off," he said. "Take off your clothes. Strip yourself naked or I will. I want to see your body and if you scream, I'll kill you."
"Listen Mister. I'll do anything you want, just don't hurt me," she said.
It wasn't until she stood and turned that she saw the second man. She couldn't believe there were two of them. Just two days since she was a virgin no more and now she was about to take on two men. Sex with three men in just two days, with her being so horny before, her prayers were answered, Yet, with sex not being her idea in the way it was with the traveling salesman, now that she was forced to have sex, she was afraid, especially when she saw that Big Bruno was even bigger than her brother. Moreover, they both smelled bad. They both were so dirty.
"Suck my cock," said Big Bruno taking his big prick out of his pants.
As soon as he pulled out his prick was the first time she noticed was how big his cock was, bigger than the salesman's cock, bigger than her father's cock, and as big, if not bigger, than her brother's cock. The second thing she noticed was the stench of him. He wreaked. Nonetheless, fearing for her life, Rachel walked to him and fell to her knees in the soft hay to take him in her hand before taking him in her mouth. As soon as her mouth was within reach of his cock and as soon as she opened her mouth to willingly take him inside, he put a big hand to the back of her pretty head, pulled her forward as he stepped forward, and held her in place while humping her mouth and fucking her face.
Pent up with the sexual anticipation of having sex with a beautiful farmer's daughter, it didn't take Big Bruno long to cum in her mouth. Temporarily satisfied, Arnold was next and he approached Rachel with cock in hand too. Now eager to please him as she did his friend, with her hand around his erect prick, she took his cock in her mouth and started sucking him too. He didn't smell and taste as bad as did Big Bruno. The salesman was the only man who was relatively clean. Cumming in her mouth even quicker than his friend, accustomed to all the smells that the barn saved, Rachel was more enjoying the experience of so controlling the two men with her hand and mouth than thinking about how badly they smelled. Only, not satisfied with just a blowjob, they wanted more. They wanted to fuck her.
Bruno quickly stripped out of his clothes, pushed Rachel back on a stack of fresh hay, and climbed on top of her. With his big prick buried inside of her, he humped and fucked her for all his worth. Covering her nose with her hand, he really smelled bad and Rachel struggled to push him off of her but he was too heavy and she couldn't even budge the big man. Taking a longer time to cum this time, after Rachel already took care of his sexual needs by blowing him first, even though he smelled like shit, she was on the verge of having an orgasm herself when a loud bang interrupted her from cumming. With smoke coming out of his neck, Arnold's headless body stood before falling forward in the barn.
"Get off of my daughter!"
"Hold on now. Let's not be doing something you'll regret," said Bruno getting up from Rachel while grabbing his clothes and putting on his pants. Then, when he turned and saw his headless friend, he got mad. "Best you better kill me with that scatter gun because after I force you to suck me and fuck me too, I'll stick that gun up your ass and blow you to pieces," said Big Bruno running towards Olga.



Ready to hunt for big bear, unafraid of any man after living with Hugo, Olga stood her ground, shouldered the gun, aimed, and fired but nothing. A misfire and with Bruno intent on charging her mother and removing her head in the way she removed his friend's head, Rachel picked up a pitchfork and ran up behind Bruno. As if she was Achilles or an Olympian javelin thrower and as if she was Davy and Big Bruno was Goliath, as soon as she was in range and with her arm pulled all the way back, she let go of that pitchfork with all of her might. Just as Big Bruno reached her mother and was about to reach out with both hands to grab her, the pitchfork went clean through him. When he turned to face Rachel with the pitchfork dangling from his back with blood dripping from the front of him, Olga broke the butt of the shotgun across his big head. Breaking the pitchfork in two when he fell, the big man fell to the barn floor dead.
"They raped me Mamma! They raped me," she said falling to the barn floor naked and crying.
"I know they did," she said. "I know and I'm sorry I didn't come sooner to protect you, my sweet baby girl."
Driving the wagon at breakneck speed when hearing the shotgun blast, Hugo and Karl came running. With Hugo out of breath and lagging behind, Karl was first in the barn.
"What happened?"
"These men raped your sister," said Olga pointing to the two motionless bodies that lay motionless in the barn.
"Are you okay?" Karl looked at his sister naked and crying.
"They raped me," she said playing her part as the sexually assaulted sister and the non-virginal daughter.
If only her brother knew that she willingly sucked and fucked a traveling salesman before sucking Big Bruno and Arnold and before fucking Big Bruno, no doubt, he'd fuck his sister and force her to blow him too.
"What happened?"
Late for the party, Hugo looked at the two dead men that littered his barn before staring at his naked daughter.
"They raped me Papa," said Rachel.
"They raped Rachel," said Olga. "I shot one man dead and Rachel killed the other man with the pitchfork."
Hugo looked from Rachel to Olga and back to Rachel again. With his rage getting the better of him, his face reddened with his anger.
"They raped you? You slut," said Hugo picking her up by a handful of her dark hair and slapping her hard enough across her face to make her tits bounce. "Did you invite these men? Do you know these men? Men wouldn't just wandered in my barn without knowing what was there," he said pushing her down on the barn flood. Falling with her legs spread wide open, Karl stared at his sister's exposed bushy pussy. "Now what do we do that you're not a virgin no more?"
Karl continued staring at his naked sisters tits, ass, and pussy before staring at his sister's eyes. No longer a virgin and now ready to fuck her brother too, she returned his stare with as much sexual lust for him as he had for her.
"Don't you dare touch her," said Olga to her husband. "It wasn't her fault. You left her alone without even the protection of the dogs. It's your fault that they raped her. They forced her to have sex, just as you force me to have sex with your son, you miserable bastard."
To be continued...
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Susan exists. Susan is real. Susan is his best friend, wicked younger girlfriend, and she's his red, hot lover. The Woman in White Visits Daddy Glenn in the Nursing Home
Knowing that she was coming to release him from the nursing home this very morning, Glenn sat in the hall with his five friends waiting for Susan to arrive. She was late and Glenn and his five friends had been sitting there for an hour waiting for her. Just as Glenn grew impatient to see Susan again, his five friends grew impatient with Glenn's lies.
"She's not coming Glenn," said Jimmy. "Instead of playing this game that you have a hot, young girlfriend, why not just admit that Susan doesn't exist? The truth will set you free Glenn and allow us to return to the game room. We still have time for a game of cards before lunch," he said looking at his watch.
"Leave him alone," said Joe. "I don't mind sitting out here in the sun waiting for her."
"I don't much feel like playing cards," said Lance.
"Maybe she's stuck in traffic," said Michael patting Glenn's hand.
"It's okay Glenn, if she doesn't show up," said Bill. "I loved all of your stories," he said squeezing his friend's shoulder. "You really had me believing that she was real."
"She's coming. She's just late is all. You know how women take their sweet time to get ready, fixing their hair, or their makeup, and changing their mind about what clothes they're wearing at the last minute," said Lance.
"She called me on the front desk phone. The nurse came and got me," said Glenn. "She said she was on her way. Just like Michael said, she's probably stuck in traffic. My mistake was I should have had you guys talk to her to prove that she's real."
Nonetheless, saddened by her tardiness, he was excited that he was finally going home. This was the big moment, Glenn's big reveal when his five friends would finally meet Susan. After weeks of talking and bragging about her, today was the day that they'd all meet her. Jimmy had cast enough doubt for everyone to suspect that Susan didn't exist. Jimmy even had Glenn thinking that Susan was just a figment of his fertile imagination, which is why Jimmy, Michael, Joe, Lance, and Bill were all out in the hall waiting to see Susan in the flesh.
He just hoped she'd come. He hoped there wasn't something wrong or that she was in an accident. If he had his cell phone with him, he'd call her but with all the heart monitors, pacemakers, and assorted other sensitive machines they had in the nursing home, he wasn't allowed to have a cell phone. No doubt, his five friends thought he was just making another excuse why he couldn't talk to her and call her in front of them.
All eager to meet her, they wanted to see her and talk to her as evidence that she really exists. After being with him for ten years, they didn't believe that a beautiful, young woman would still be with a man old enough to be her father for that long of a time. Surely, she'd be bored with being with him longer before a year, never mind ten years. They could understand an older man getting lucky with a younger woman once or twice, especially if she was drunk, but not an older man getting lucky with a younger women every day for a ten year period. For sure, he had to be lying about Susan. Telling tall tales about having a sexual relationship with her was the only thing that made any sense. Why would a young, beautiful woman want an old man?
Granted she was ten years older now than when they first met. She was only thirty-years-old and he was sixty-seven when they met. Now, she's forty-years-old. Nonetheless, the years have been kind to her and she was still as beautiful as Glenn had described her to be to his friends. With her looking thirty-something-years-old instead of forty-something-years-old, no one would believe that she was forty-years-old. Besides with all five men in their 70's, they'd all be impressed with any of them having a 60-year-old girlfriend, never mind a 40-year-old girlfriend.
'Won't they be surprised to see her?' he thought. 'Won't they be surprised to meet her? Won't they be surprised to know that she's real and every word that I told them is true? He couldn't wait to see her, to kiss her, and to feel her,' he thought to himself while waiting to see her come walking through the front doors and down the long, sunlit hall.
Then, just as he thought that, he saw her. As if she was a distant mirage coming off the hot desert sand, in the same way he watched her the first time he saw her approaching him along the long, straight sidewalk of the Boston Common while walking down Tremont Street from Boylston Street to Park Street, he watched her pushing a wheelchair toward him to collect him to take him home.
"She's here! There she is. That's her," he said pointing. "She's here. She's really here."
As if he was a little boy spotting his mother in the crowd, he was so excited to see her. He couldn't wait to be with her. He couldn't wait to touch her, kiss her, feel her, and hold her. In the way she walked and in the way she looked, as if a thousand love songs played simultaneously through his head in an endless melody, he was even more excited to see her now as he was then.
All dressed in white, as if white was her special uniform or purity, innocence, and virginity, but in the way she's given him passionate sex, she was no virgin. The only color contrasting her linen white suit were her long, lush, blonde hair and her big, bright, blue eyes. His Angel without wings and halo, but an Angel nonetheless, the sunlight shining behind her illuminated her as if she was electric. Even though there were other people walking beside her, in front of her, and behind her, mesmerized by the sexy sight of her and hypnotized by all that he wanted to do to her beautiful body once at home, as if she was walking alone, he only saw her.
Maybe he was getting cataracts but with the white walls of the nursing home looking as if they were white clouds in the background and with her walking down an incline as if she was glistening in the sun's rays that shone through the wall of windows, she appeared as if she was walking down from Heaven. Between the bright light coming from the windows and the light playing off of the white walls and the ceiling, Glenn imagined this was what paradise must be like with his Susan in it. Still pinching himself to make sure he wasn't dreaming even after being together for ten years, he couldn't believe she was coming for him. He couldn't believe she was here.
Suddenly having doubts that she'd show up because of all that Jimmy had said and hoping that she wouldn't just leave him in the nursing home to die alone, what does someone as young and as beautiful as she obviously is want with an old man with so few, good years left? He wished he was twenty years younger. He wished he was in better health. He wished he had all of his hair and teeth. He wished he knew the answer why she choose him, even though, in truth, he was the one who chose her by asking God for her while sitting on the park bench feeding pigeons.
He wondered if she was with him because she was looking for a Daddy. He wondered if she was with him because she was seeking a safe Haven from men her age who used her, abused her, and beat her, or because he asked God for her, too upsetting to think about why she was with him, he tried not thinking about her reasons why she so loved him. With everything else so very unimportant, he was just happy to know that she did love him and was here to take him home.
As if she was an apparition, a ghostly spirit, and an Angel that descended from Heaven above just to be with him and just to escort him safely back with her when his journey on Earth was finally over, Joe, Michael, Lance, Bill, and Jimmy stared at her as if they were seeing things. Looking at her as if they couldn't believe their eyes, with all of them so talkative before, not one of them said a word, obviously so that they could concentrate on watching her in their stunned silence. As if she was naked instead of being fully dressed and as if they were seeing a ghostly vision, they just stood there and stared at her walking closer to them. Without doubt, compared to all the other women they've seen, they've never seen anyone who looks as beautiful as Susan was when coming for Glenn that day. No doubt, they all wished that Susan was coming for them in the way she was coming to take Glenn home with her.
By their uninterrupted, heated stares, it was obvious that they were all envious of Glenn not only for having such a young girlfriend but also for having such a beautiful, sexy, and shapely girlfriend. Contrary to everything normal, a much older man with a much younger woman, things like this didn't happen in the real world unless the man had fame and fortune. How did he possibly get such a woman? Why him and not them? Why was she with him? He didn't have money, influence, or power. He was just an ordinary man and an old man at that. Average in appearance, he was just a nobody and if only by the looks of her, she was someone special.
The closer she walked, the better she looked. Closer and closer she walked until she was right before them and stopped. She looked amazing. If they all had asked God for a much younger girlfriend, none of them could have created a better looking girlfriend than Susan. In the way that she was Glenn's reality, she was their sexual fantasies appearing before them.
"Lucky bastard," mumbled Joe under his breath to Michael. "He's such a lucky bastard to have a woman who looks like her."
"She's simply amazing. Such a beautiful woman, I'm in love," said Michael.
Better than presenting his granddaughter, Glenn was beaming with happiness and pride. The fact that she existed and that he had been having intimate sexual relations with his woman made him a hero to the other men. Now that he proved she existed, he was their God.
"May I present Susan, my wicked, young, most beautiful, and sexy girlfriend," said Glenn with a gleeful laugh as if she was an unwrapped gift and this was Christmas.
As if he had been taking testosterone supplements and human growth hormones, suddenly when in the presence of Susan, Glenn looked younger. As if her smiling, shining glow was the fountain of youth elixir that he needed to erase some of his wrinkles and years, his transformation just being in the presence of her was amazing. Was it any wonder why an older man would want a younger woman if looking and feeling younger was the biggest benefit of all?
"She's probably his daughter," mumbled Jimmy to Joe under his breath.
"Guys, may I present Susan. Susan, this is Joe, Michael, Bill, Lance, and Jimmy. The love of my life, this is the woman I told you about in the flesh. Susan is my girlfriend, my best friend, and my lover for the past ten years," he said putting an arm around her slim waist before sliding his hand down to feel her round, firm ass.
Feeling and squeezing her shapely ass, he parked his hand there to show his friends that she was his sexually.
"Hi," said Susan smiling while looking from one man to the other before turning to Glenn to reprimand him as if he was a naughty little boy. "Glenn you're so horny," she said with a laugh. "Can't you wait until we get home?"
"Sorry," he said with a devilishly perverted grin.
"Hi," said the surprised men.
"I'm so pleased to make your acquaintance," said Susan flashing them a big, white smile. "Glenn has told me so much about all of you."
As if giving them the proof that they needed to show that she was real and for them to believe that she was Glenn's girlfriend and lover, Susan leaned down to kiss Glenn. Giving him a deep, wet, French kiss him, she stuck her tongue down his throat and he reciprocated her kiss with his tongue. Stunned into silence, the five men watch Susan feel Glenn's cock through his pants. Returning her lustful desire with his own sexual passion, he had his horny hand down her low cut blouse and bra and was feeling her big tits while fingering her nipples. In sticking his hand down her blouse, he pulled open enough of her blouse to give his friends a great down blouse view of her bra clad breasts. Joe, Michael, Lance, Bill, and Jimmy just stared in silence while looking down Susan's opened top.
"More than any other part of you, except for your lips and your big, blue, beautiful eyes, I missed feeling your big tits Susan," said Glenn.
"As much as I missed your cock, I missed you feeling my big tits and fingering my nipples Daddy," she said with a Heavenly laugh. "I can't wait to get you home to fuck you and suck you," she purposely whispered loud enough in Glenn's ear for the other five men to hear what she said.
"Wow," said Joe staring at Susan kissing Glenn and Glenn having his horny way with Susan's tits. "I may be wrong, but I don't think that's his daughter," he said shaking his head in shocked disbelief.
"She's probably an actress or a hooker he paid to play the part," said Jimmy whispering to Joe and obviously still not believing that someone like her would be with someone like Glenn.
"I really don't care who she is, if she's his daughter, someone he paid, or if she really is his girlfriend," whispered Bill to Jimmy. "This display of genuine affection was well worth me waking up early to see. Damn, I wish someone that young, that beautiful, and that sexy would French kiss me while allowing me to feel her big tits."
"Wow," said Michael. "Just in the way that Glenn has described her, she's as if I've seen her before in my dreams and she's all that I've imagined she'd be."
"Wow," said Lance. "She's even more beautiful than I imagined. If you ask me, Glenn didn't do her justice in describing her. She's the most beautiful and sexy woman I've ever seen in my life since seeing Loni Anderson on WKRP in Cincinnati."
"Fuck me. I don't fucking believe it," said Jimmy kicking a chair and standing away from Glenn and Susan for them not to hear his reaction to them making out and feeling up one another. "Even though I'm seeing it with my own eyes, I still don't believe she exists. How in the Hell did someone like him get someone like her? There is no God when the world is so upside down. How in the Hell does a man as old as Glenn, a man who doesn't have a dollar to his name, other than his retirement and Social Security, get a broad who looks like her? It makes no sense. It just makes no sense."
"I love you Daddy," she said.
"I love you Susan," said Glenn.
"Are you ready to leave this place?" Susan helped Glenn in the wheelchair.
"Ready? I'm absolutely ready to leave this place. I can't wait to sleep in my own bed. I'll drive," he said.
"No need," she said. "There's a taxi waiting out from for us out front."
"Bye Joe. Bye Bill. Bye Michael. Bye Lance. Bye Jimmy," said Glenn waving good-bye to his five friends. "Take care of yourselves and if you're ever in my neck of the woods, you're always welcome to visit me," he said.
She moved the wheelchair up the long hallway and to the curb while the five men followed her and her shapely ass and watched her get in the cab with Glenn.
Firing off photo after photo, needing his camera to prove that he wasn't seeing things, Jimmy couldn't believe his eyes that Susan was real and was really Glenn's much younger girlfriend and lover. Unless Glenn was a billionaire or someone famous, he never would have believed that someone as young and as beautiful as Susan was 77-year-old, Glenn's wicked hot girlfriend. Had he not seen it with his own eyes and filmed it with his own camera, he never would have believe it. Had he not been there to see their affectionate display for himself, he couldn't believe it when Susan French kiss him. He never would have believed that Susan was his lover had he not seen Glenn bury his old, wrinkled hand down her blouse and inside of her bra while feeing her big tits and fingering her nipples. Even after seeing the unbelievable sexy scene between an old man with a young, beautiful woman, he never would have believed it had he not had the photos he just took as proof positive that she truly exists.
Only, when Jimmy looked at the photos after they left, strangely enough, Susan wasn't in any of the pictures. There was just an orderly dressed in white delivering the wheelchair. The pictures were only of Glen and the orderly. Susan wasn't pushing the wheelchair. There was just Glenn being wheeled out of the nursing home with the orderly pushing the wheelchair behind him. He couldn't believe his eyes. How could she not be there? He saw her with his own eyes, they all did. They all spoke to her and she spoke to them.
Was it mass hypnosis? Did they all want to believe so much that Susan existed that they all imagined her in the way that Glenn did? Or was it something else? Was she an Angel delivered down to Glenn because he had faith, because he believed, and because he prayed every day on that park bench while feeding the pigeons. There was only one way to find out the answer and Jimmy was determined to find it out for himself.
To be continued...
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Daughter of darkness, the Devil delivers Jimmy the woman he wished to have.
"What are you doing?" Joe looked from the bag of stale bread to look at Michael, Lance, and Bill before looking back to Jimmy.
"What am I doing?" Defensive after being caught, Jimmy gave his four friends an embarrassed look. "What do you think I'm doing?"
"Do you really think that lightning will strike twice Jimmy?" Michael looked at his friend and laughed.
"Is it your plan to sit on the bench and feed the ducks while praying to God for a woman who looks like Susan?" Lance smiled his disbelief at Jimmy and waved a hand of nonsense at him. "You're crazy."
"I don't believe that sitting on a bench while feeding some dumb birds is man's porthole to finding love, sex, and companionship," said Bill. "Maybe you should do what the rest of us do. Join a dating site or sit next to some of the horny, old women and settle for some cheap feels of their tits and ass while putting their hands on your cock after they turn off the lights at movie night. Trust me," said Bill giving Jimmy a wink. "Forcing the hand of a woman on your cock, even a wrinkled, old hand while feeling her up makes you feel like you're a horny teenager all over again."
"You guys can have your feels of the old women. I'd rather take my chances praying to God for my own version of Susan. If something like this can happen to Glenn while feeding pigeons and by praying to God for a young, beautiful, blonde, busty, blue-eyed girlfriend, I'm hoping to do the same by praying to God while feeding the ducks," said Jimmy.
"Good luck with that," said Joe. "There's a lot to say about positive thinking. If that's what you want, I hope that works for you."
"I'm praying that what happened to Glenn will happen to me too. That's my plan. If I have to feed the ducks for the rest of my miserable life, I'm going to feed the ducks while praying for God to send me a young, beautiful woman in the way he sent one to Glenn," said Jimmy with jealous anger and raising his voice in frustration.
Even though he didn't believe it would happen, every day, instead of playing cards and checkers, Jimmy headed down to the duck pond to feed the ducks while sitting on the bench and talking to God. At first he felt ridiculous but had he not seen what happened to Glenn with Susan, he wouldn't have believed it. Obviously, with him not able to take Susan's photo, she's a ghost or an Angel delivered to Glenn for praying to God. Nonetheless her being a ghost or an Angel, as real as any human, they all saw her with their own eyes and talked to her as if she was human and one of them. He wouldn't mind having a ghost or an Angel giving him sex for the rest of her life. He could only imagine how ethereal and Heavenly to have sex with a ghost or an Angel would feel. A cheap date, he wondered what ghosts and Angels ate and drank, if anything at all.
Jimmy sat on the bench tossing out crumbs of bread. As soon as the crumbs hit the grass, the ducks left the water for the sake of some free food. There was a half circle of three dozen or so birds quacking, flapping their wings, and fighting over the crumbs. Suddenly, he was enjoying the experience of feeding dumb birds. Feeding them was calming. Having a dog all of his life, until Buster died before coming to the nursing home, feeding birds was like having pets but without all of the responsibility, the cleanup, and the care. Just as in the way that Glenn had named some of the pigeons, Jimmy even started naming some of the ducks. With each one looking a little different from the other, they were easy to name.
"Here you go Donald, Daisy, Daffy, Birdie, and Aflac," said Jimmy passing out the bread so that each duck received and equal share.
He sat like that staring at the ducks while thinking of Glenn with Susan. If something like her can happen to someone like him, why couldn't he have someone to love too. After the disaster of his first two marriages, he swore off women. Yet, he was lonely, horny, and angry. He needed a good woman to make him sane again. Maybe if he hooked up with a ghost or an Angel she wouldn't be a bitch. Suddenly, he thought about Donald Trump and Hugh Hefner. Maybe their women were all ghosts and/or Angels too. Maybe they learned the secret of praying to God for women long ago.
"Dear God in Heaven," said Jimmy looking up to the sky. "I know I haven't been the best man but if you can hear me, I'd like to experience a beautiful, young, sexy woman before I die. I don't care so much about a woman's age, she doesn't have to be half my age in the way that Susan is to Glenn. She can be in her early sixties for all I care. Really, I don't mind her age so much as her attitude and so long as she still looks young and acts young enough to keep me interested in her sexually, if you know what I mean God."
After a few weeks of sitting on the bench at the duck pond, feeding the ducks, and faithfully praying to God every day, Jimmy felt his prayers were going unanswered. He didn't hear God talk to him in the way that others have said they talk to God and hear God talking to them. Other than a duck shitting on his head, he didn't receive a sign from God that he was even listening to him. He didn't know what else to do other than to continue praying to God and feeding the ducks while naming more of them.
Afraid that this wasn't working in the way that praying to God had worked for Glenn, he feared that because Glenn was a better person, perhaps he had God's ear when he didn't. With no alternative left and a big step for him to take, but wanting to have someone in his life in the way that Glenn had Susan, he turned to the only one he thought could help him. He turned to the Devil. Being that when he died, he was going to Hell anyway for being such a mean and miserable bastard all of his life, he asked Satan for help.
"Dear Devil, being that I never prayed to the Devil before, I don't know how to address you," he said looking down at the ground instead of up at the sky. "Should I call you Devil, the Dark Angel, Satan, or Beezlebub? Well, whatever you're called, I need your help. I need a woman Devil but not just any woman. I need someone who will love me for the rest of my days on Earth in the way that Susan loves Glenn," he said looking around to make sure there was no one there listening to him praying to the Devil.
Desperate to have someone in his life, he felt just as ridiculous praying to the Devil as he did praying to God. Only, with praying to the Devil, literally and figuratively, he was playing with fire. Damming himself and condemning himself to Hell for all of eternity by denying the existence of God and the Holy Spirit for the sake of the Devil's help, he was giving his eternal soul to the Devil in exchange for having a woman for however long he had to live. Was it a fair exchange? Was it worth giving his eternal soul to the Devil for the sake of having a young, beautiful, sexy woman for a few years? Being that he was so lonely, so horny, and so envious of Glenn, and being that he was going to Hell anyway, he thought it was worth trading his soul for a woman.
"I want the rest of my life filled with sex. After all the misery I've had to endure in my life and after all the misery I gave to others to endure, I need someone who will make my last days happy ones. Now, she doesn't have be as young as Susan, Satan. So long as she's wicked pretty and has big tits, I'd be happy with her whatever is her age, that is, so long as she's not older than me and so long as she looks younger than me. I want to make my friends, Joe, Lance, Michael, and Bill jealous in the way that Glenn made me jealous with Susan. Oh, and, in case you don't know how old I am Satan, I'm seventy-five-years-old," said Jimmy.
That day, Jimmy returned to the nursing home feeling bad about himself that he wasn't receiving any help from God and that he was desperate enough to ask the Devil for help. Afraid he'd burn in Hell for all of eternity not so much for the bad life he's lived but more because he asked Satan for his help in finding his dream woman. Wanting to stay in bed than to go down to the duck pond and sit on the bench to feed ducks while praying to Satan, the next day was foggy, damp, and cold.
Dragging himself from bed, just as he did every day for weeks before, he sat on his bench with a bag of stale bread ready to feed the ducks. Only, there were no ducks. Obviously, new to all of this praying stuff, sadly, Jimmy didn't know that it takes longer for God to do good than it takes for the Devil to do bad. Perhaps had he known that God was listening, he would have persevered and continued to pray to God. Too late now, he already had the Devil's attention.
With a colorless and cloudless sky above, everything was surreally and depressingly quiet. Accustomed to hearing crows cawing, birds singing, ducks quacking, and squirrels looking for food, there were no birds or animals about. With everything so calm and with not even a wind to make him feel alive, the lull before the storm, as if there was a big storm brewing and coming, everything was so totally quiet, too quiet, and unnervingly quiet. The fog, the calm, and the quiet unnerved him enough to make him feel that he wasn't sitting there alone.
Looking over his shoulder and all around him, he felt there was someone there watching him through the fog. Feeling as if he was playing with fire because of having asked Satan for help, he wonder if the Devil had anything to do with the fog and with the ducks not being around. With feeding birds a key ingredient to finding love and sex, how will he ever find his hot girlfriend if there's no ducks to feed? He felt ridiculous sitting on the bench in the fog with a bag of stale bread. Thinking that his prayers, even to the Devil, were going unanswered again, maybe his request for a hot woman doesn't work with ducks. Maybe he needed pigeons but in the way that the city was loaded with pigeons, there were no pigeons around here in the country in the way that ducks were plentiful.
He was about to abandon his bench for the warmth of the nursing home when in the distance there was a dark shadow appearing through the fog. As if materializing from out of nowhere and from out of the mist, the more the fog dissipated the more she emerged and the more he could see her until there was a woman dressed all in black as if she had just come from a funeral. From what he could make out of her, she was shapely and, as she walked closer, he realized that she was beautiful too. Yet, unlike Susan, not having the blonde hair and the blue eyes, she looked more sultry and forbidden than an all American, Texas, beauty queen. She had that blue black hair with dark, mysterious eyes of a raven.
In the way that Susan looked good, this woman looked evil. Being that he was evil too and bored out of his mind living in this nursing home, he could live with a little evil in his life. He pegged her to be in her late fifties or early sixties. The closer she walked the more the fog dissipated until she walked right up to him and sat on the bench beside him. Not leaving him much room, her warm thigh touched his.
"Hi," she said turning to look at him. "I'm De-bor-ah."
As if her name was three different names instead of one, she pronounced each syllable of her name, De-bor-ah.
"Jimmy," he said with a nervous smile. "How do you do De-bor-ah?"
Her eyes were so dark that he was unable to discern her pupils. Her eyes drew him in to stare at her in the way that he stared at Susan's blue eyes. Only, instead of having the feeling of walking through a field of flowers and butterflies in the sunshine with Susan while holding hands and only stopping to kiss and feel her big tits, he had the sensation of walking down a dark, danger filled alley when staring at Deborah.
Dressed all in black, a black half-unbuttoned blouse and a short, black skirt, she had a shapely, sexy figure in the way of Morticia Addams of the Addams family fame. Her dark, shiny, lush hair against her nearly translucent porcelain skin made him wonder if she was an exotic European from a country that he never knew existed. In the erotic way she looked, he wouldn't be surprised if she told him that she was from Hungary, Romania, or Transylvania.
Jimmy loved women with big tits and this broad, if judging her by all the cleavage she was showing, had big ones. Staring more at her deep of valley line of cleavage and at the mountainous impressions that her big boobs made in her black blouse, distracted by her big tits, he had trouble maintaining solid eye contact with her. If her tits looked this big shrouded in baggy black, he could only imagine how big they'd look with her wearing a tight, white blouse. Funny that he'd think that but she reminded him of a dark haired Zsa Zsa Gabor or of Jane Russell of old. Perhaps more appropriately, being that she had such beautiful dark hair and was so stunningly gorgeous and sexually exciting, she reminded him of an older version of Catherine Zeta Jones.
"I'm well thank you," she said giving him a long, lascivious look as if she knew him and knew what he expected of her.
"Are you a resident here?"
Without doubt, if she was a resident, he would have noticed her long before this. For sure, she was one sexy broad that he'd love to sit next to in the dark on movie night while feeling her big tits and putting her hand on his erect cock.
"No, I was just visiting someone but," she said pausing, "I was saddened to learn that he died."
Being that he had been praying to the Devil and being that this was a nursing home, a home of death that was only a short ambulance ride away from the morgue and on the way to the cemetery, and being that she was all dressed in black, he wondered if she was the Angel of death. Her wouldn't mind her taking his life for one night of sexual pleasure with her. Without doubt, he'd die happy and with a smile on his face. What a way to go dying while having sex with De-bor-ah?
"Oh. I'm sorry for your loss."
She looked at him without speaking. As if he was hollow, her dead, dark eyes burned a hole right through him. Vulnerably open to her stare, he felt as if she could see right through him. There was no hiding from or deceiving this one that's for sure. He felt as she already knew all that he was and was still sitting there ready to embrace him.
'Wow,' he thought to himself 'What a woman? Where have you been all of my life?'
"You remind me of him," she said looking at him as if he was that man.
"Who?"
"My late, ex-husband. I've had several of them through the ages," she said with a soft, sexy smile. "I come whenever and wherever I'm beckoned."
Ages? Who says ages instead of years? How the Hell old is this broad, he wondered? A non-believer in reincarnation, if she told him that she's lived many times before, she'd make him a believer.
"I was married twice before. It didn't work out," he said not wanting to get into the spousal abuse, the restraining orders, and the jail time he served for beating his wives when drunk and disorderly.
"What's with the bread?" She looked down at his bag of stale bread.
"I feed the ducks," he said not wanting to say anything about talking to God and/or to the Devil for the delivery of her. "Matter of fact, I've built quite a relationship with the ducks. I know it may sound odd but I've even named some of them," he said with an embarrassed smile. "If they were all here now, Donald, Daisy, Daffy, Birdie, and Aflac, I'd point out which is which but I don't know where they all are. They're always here every day, about forty of them, male and female with their babies."
"You're funny," she said. "May I?"
She took the bag of stale bread from his hand, reached her hand in the bag, pulled out a fistful of bread, and scattered the crumbs on the ground. As if from out of nowhere and as if she were a magician and they emerged from her hand, immediately a flock of birds landed to eat the bread.
"What kind of birds are those? I've never seen birds that look like that. Are they crows? If they are, they're the biggest crows I've seen."
"They're not crows," she said with a little laugh. "They're Devil birds, the birds of the Devil that he uses to deliver his messages. Edgar Allen Poe's nemesis of danger, doom, disaster, and destruction, they're ravens," she said with a sinister smile. "As big as hawks, ravens are my favorite birds."
He wondered if this was the woman he asked God and the Devil to give him. She had to be. Why else would she be here? If she was the woman he prayed for, even though she was a bit scary in the way that he'd fear a witch, he was pleased with the looks of her. She was beautiful in an exotic way. Looking a little middle eastern, she could be Iraqi, Iranian, or Israeli for all he knew or some mixture of Hungarian and Romanian with a middle eastern influence mixed in with her scary, albeit necessary, Transylvanian heritage.
The two of them sat on the bench not talking while feeding the ravens instead of feeding the ducks. Just as he was one not to divulge his personal information to a stranger, glad for the silence, he never liked a too talkative woman. In the fetching way that she looked, always thinking that he preferred busty, beautiful, blue-eyed blondes, he could be happy with De-bor-ah in his life and for the rest of his days. She gave him a long look before speaking.
"I came because you summoned me," she said.
"I did?"
"You've been asking for a beautiful woman, one not too young, one who will love you, and one with big tits," she said looking down at her big breasts before looking up at him and resting her hand on his thigh. "I'm her," she said reaching her hand forward to feel his emerging bulge with her fingertips before leaning into him to French kiss him in the way that he watched Susan French kissed Glenn.
As soon as she parted his lips with her tongue, he was lost in her kiss in the way that he imagined Glenn being lost in Susan's kiss. In the way that Glenn did with Susan, he so wanted to reach his hand down her top and bra to feel her big tits while fingering her nipples but, biding his time, he didn't want her to think him crude, lewd, and lascivious. He wanted her to think him more the gentleman that he's not than the pervert that he is.
"Well, what are you waiting for?" As if she could read his mind, she looked down at her cleavage before looking up at him.
"Pardon?"
"I know you want to feel them. I know you can't wait to touch them. I know you've been dying to fondle them to see if my big tits are real. Am I right?"
"Yes," he said removing his focus from her dark eyes to fill his brain with her deep valley of cleavage and mountainous breasts.
Her breasts were so big that he wondered if he put his mouth to her unbuttoned blouse and yelled, if they'd be an echo.
"Well go ahead. Don't be afraid to touch me and to feel me. I like having my breasts touched and felt as much as you enjoy touching and feeling a woman's breasts. We're both too old to waste the little time we have on Earth playing silly pre-teen games. With both of us consenting adults, we're not children. Just because we just met doesn't mean that we must stand on ceremony where you don't kiss and feel me until you bought me dinner after our second or third date. Just as you are obviously horny for me, I'm already horny for you. Feel my tits," she said with an inviting smile while pushing her shoulders back and pushing out her chest.
"Oh my God," he said.
"Don't say that," she said leaning away from him as if he was wearing a necklace of garlic.
"Don't say what?"
"That word," she said pointing her finger as if the word was hanging there before her in mid air and in the way of a big, poisonous bug ready to bite her.
"God? Our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ?"



"Yes," she said cowering as if she was the Wicked Witch in the Wizard of Oz after being drenched with water. "Please strike those words from your vocabulary in my presence. He has nothing to do with us."
"Sorry," he said realizing that this obviously must be the woman that he asked the Devil to give him.
Extrapolating the premise that the Devil delivered him this woman, he wondered if she was the Devil herself. Just as he always figured that God would be a man, he never figured that the Devil would be a woman. In the way that they are always at one another, good versus evil, wouldn't it be funny if God and the Devil were once a couple and married with kids. In their divorce settlement because he had better attorneys, being that he was Jewish and enlisted the help of the law firm of Moses and the Twelve Apostles, that she got Hell while he got Heaven.
Ain't that a bitch? Yet, now that he thought more about the Devil being a woman, he thought about his ex-wives, the bitches that they both were, being Devils too. In the way that woman so control men, it made perfect sense to him now that the Devil would be a woman.
Notwithstanding her possibly being Satan, with all the woman he's dated, never has a woman invited him to feel her tits without him spending huge amounts of money on her first and without having dire consequences later, such as babies and supporting her for the rest of her natural life. She didn't have to ask him twice to feel her tits as his horny hands were all over her big boobs while kissing her. As soon as they locked lips again, he reached his hand down her blouse and bra to feel her big, firm breasts while fingering her erect nipples. She had wonderful tits, as wonderful as he imagined Susan's tits were, and he couldn't wait to see them. With his big hand taking up too much room in her tight bra with her big tits hogging most of the room, she struggled to extricate his hand from her tight blouse.
"Would you like to see them?" She looked at him with all the horniness that he had for her.
"See what?"
"My tits silly," she said.
As if she could read my mind, he couldn't believe she asked him if he wanted to see her tits. Even slutty Diane Connolly from the neighborhood on Prom night didn't ask him if he wanted to see her tits. He had to practically pin her to the backseat to lower her dress straps and remove her bra. No woman has ever volunteered to show him her tits. It's always been a wrestling match trying to unbutton their blouses while lifting their bras and forcing their hands on his cock. His kind of woman, he couldn't believe that this woman was already raring to go.
"Here?" He looked all around before looking up at the nursing home on the top of the hill. "Now?"
"There's no one around...just ducks," she said with a sexy smile.
As soon as he looked down at the ground, there they all were, Donald, Daisy, Daffy, Birdie, and, Aflac. All of his ducks were there looking for food. Quickly he dumped the rest of the stale bread away from the bench to focus more on seeing, touching, and feeling her big tits.
"I'd love to see your tits," he said looking again to see if anyone was coming and if anyone could see them from the nursing home but with a stand of trees blocking the view of anyone looking, they were alone.
As if she was wearing a uniform of all black or if she was a fashion model, a fashion agent, a fashion designer, a fashion editor, or the sexiest Nun he's ever seen, the only color she had on her person was her bright, red lipstick covered lips. Because everything about her was so dark, eerie, and foreboding, except for her beautiful nearly translucent skin, the contrast of her beautiful, blue black hair against her white skin with her bright red lips was startling. He couldn't wait to kiss her again but after being cooped up in that nursing home and going to bed horny from listening to Glenn going on about Susan, he needed to see and to feel her big tits again first.
Not shy about showing him her breasts, while watching him watch her, she unbuttoned her blouse and unsnapped her front snapping, black bra. In an instant, her natural tits were right there before his horny eyes. She had big, shapely ones, at least a C cup maybe even a D cup and they looked even bigger on her tall, slender frame. For an old broad, she had an amazing body. If this is what it takes to ask the Devil for his dream woman for the next five or ten years or however much longer he had to live, he would have sold his soul to the Devil years ago.
"Go ahead. Don't be shy," she said pushing her shoulders back and sticking out her naked breasts. "Touch me. Feel me. Fondle me and caress my breasts before sucking my nipples. I want you to touch me, feel me, and suck me. I need to feel your hands, your fingers, and your mouth on my tits," she said closing her eyes and dramatically throwing back her head. "I love when a man has his wicked way with my tits."
As if lost in his new found world of having a woman in his life that he summoned from the Devil, he touched her big breasts. He felt her big breasts. He fondled her big breasts before caressing her big breasts and while fingering her erect nipples. Only, just as he was about to lean down to suck her big tits, he was interrupted.
"Hi," said Joe staring at Deborah's exposed tits.
When he looked up, Joe, Michael, Lance, and Bill were all standing there staring at Deborah's big tits. Slow to cover herself, taking her sweet time stuffing her tits back in her black bra, she looked up at the four men smiling while slowly hooking her front snapping bra and buttoning her blouse. Maybe because she wasn't showing any embarrassment, he was possessively embarrassed for her that his four friends had seen his woman's tits.
"De-bor-ah, these are my friends, Joe, Michael, Lance, and Bill. Guys, this is De-bor-ah."
"I'm so please to meet you," said Joe offering his hand to her and kissing her hand when she offered her hand to him. "Is it Debra, Deborah, or De-bor-ah," said Joe exaggerating the correct pronunciation of her name.
"It's De-bor-ah," she said with a sexy smile.
Just as Susan was kind and relatively innocent, Jimmy could see this woman being a slutty bitch. More his kind of woman than Susan could ever be, the Devil couldn't have chosen a better woman than De-bor-ah.
"It's so nice seeing, I mean, meeting you," said Michael never removing his eyes from her breasts, even after she put her fun bags away.
"Literally and figuratively, it's all my pleasure to meet you," said Lance. "You have beautiful breasts, I mean, sorry, you're a beautiful woman."
"You are extraordinarily beautiful," said Bill. "I envy Jimmy. He's a lucky man to have your tits, I mean, you in his life."
The next day, as if they were four heads positioned in the front row of a cinema while watching a movie, Joe, Michael, Lance, and Bill sat on the bench feeding ducks while looking up at the sky. No doubt, they were all praying to God for their own version of Susan or De-bor-ah.
The End
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Every night Susan, William, and Liz masturbate together.
Every night for the next few weeks it was the same sexy show with Susan slowly and seductively stripping off all of her clothes with the bedroom light blazing and with her shamelessly exposing her naked body to William and to his wife, Liz. With a cast of one, it was if she was making a live porn movie in her bedroom just for her neighbors to see. She'd walk in her bedroom and undress, then once naked she'd mindlessly walk around her room while continuing her naked show from all sides. As if an actress on stage in a one woman show, never looking at the camera, she never directly looked at her audience that stood beyond her bedroom windows across the street.
She acted as if she didn't even know that William and Liz were there watching her but of course she knew they were both there watching her from their darkened rooms. How could she not know they were hiding in the dark while watching her? With both of them excited enough by her nightly show to masturbate with her, they watched her every night. No doubt, especially after they turned on their lights, just as she now could see them naked, she knew that they could see her naked.
Slowly unbuttoning her blouse in the same way she did the first time he saw her undress, one slow button at a time and stopping for them to see what each unbuttoned buttoned revealed before continuing, she exposed her sexy bra and cleavage to William and to his wife, Liz. So womanly shapely, she had such a beautiful body, the best body he's ever seen. As if driving a red Ferrari convertible on a curvy, mountain road, he never tired of seeing her sexy striptease. He never tired of seeing her naked.
Every day, as if she had a panty, bra, and shoe fetish, she wore different bras, panties, and high heeled shoes. With an array of every color and every style, he wondered how many bras, panties, and high heeled shoes she had. For her to wear a different one every day, she had a lot. Giving him her own version of Victoria's Secrets Show, albeit without the angelic wings but with Devil's horns instead, Susan gave William an Liz her Susan Secrets Show.
Typically she wore jeans or a short skirt and every day he'd watch her wiggle her shapely ass out and extricate her legs from her tight jeans. When wearing a skirt, he'd watch her unbutton, unzip and, as if her skirt was a curtain positioned over a work of art, he'd watch her drop her short skirt to expose her panties. Then, as if her stripping was just the teasing foreplay appetizer to excite him and his wife before she climbed on her bed to excite herself by masturbating, she conspicuously paraded around her room in her sexy lingerie before stripping herself naked.
A sexy, sexual fantasy sight to behold, he loved seeing Susan in her sexy bra and bikini panty. As if she was a lingerie model or a fit model instead of a porn star, as if her lingerie was molded to her curves and painted to her body, she had the body to wear the small pieces of silk, satin, and cotton that covered her good parts and pieces. Teasing them, in the way she blatantly showed her body without showing all of her body all at once, seeing her in her underwear was such a thrilling tease and an erotic prelude of what was to come next when she'd strip naked and when she'd climb on her bed to masturbate.
Obviously proud of her shapely body in the way that she strutted and sashayed around her bedroom. Sometimes, as if preoccupied in thought, she reminded him of an absentminded Victoria Secrets model but, unless they were alone in their bedroom or with their man or woman, Victoria Secrets models didn't strip naked but Susan did. Just when he could no longer stand the teasing and he couldn't wait to see her naked body again, she'd reach around behind herself and unhook her bra. As if she was on stage and her audience stood sat within the darkened theatre, turning to face the window but looking up at the ceiling as if she was lost in thought, she'd remove her bra one, slow, sexy bra strap and bra cup at a time. Better than any striptease show he's ever seen, no wonder why she's a star, albeit a porn star.
She had wonderful tits and the best breasts he's ever seen. So big, so shapely, and so high up as if she was a teenaged virgin instead of a forty-year-old woman, the years have been kind to her. Definitely, she looked ten years younger than what was written in her biography on her Internet profile. An orphan abandoned by her prostitute mother, mired deep in sexual abuse, she started her life lost. No wonder why, instead of going to college, getting married, and having children, she turned to pornography, the darker side of life instead.
If only Liz would allow him to adopt Susan and maybe she would being that she was next door watching her from the spare bedroom in the way he was watching her from his office too. As a sixty-year-old man, if only he could open his doors and his heart to a forty-year-old woman, he'd love to adopt her. Never into incest before, imagining that if she was his grown, adult, adopted daughter, he'd be into incest now. Only solely because of the sexual the reasons why he wanted to adopt her, nothing more than a tax deduction, his adoption of her may not be accepted by any reputable adoption agency.
He wondered if she had any cosmetic surgery done. Everyone in her business has had some kind of reconstructive enhancements done to their face and/or body but she looked all natural, especially her big tits. He imagined himself touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing her big, perfect breasts before fingering her hard nipples. He'd love to feel her tits and suck her nipples. He'd love to slip his cock between her tits and fuck her cleavage while she leaned down to take him in her mouth to suck him.
As if she was unwrapping something exquisitely expensive and she was, he watched her slowly peel down her panty to expose her shaved pussy that just had a small enough tuft of blonde hair to show that she was a natural blonde. Twirling circles with his finger with her blonde pubic hair, he imagined fingering her tuft of blonde pubic hair before fingering her pussy while French kissing her. He imagined pushing her back on her bed and spreading her legs wide to lick her while fucking her with his fingers. Having watched her faking orgasms on his big screen, he wondered what she sounded like in person when she had a real orgasm.
He imagined fingering and licking her pussy before fucking her pussy. After being with so very many men in her porn movies, he wondered if her pussy was still tight. Maybe because she's had sex with so very many men, she had to have a surgical procedure done, a vaginal rejuvenation, to make her feel as if she was a virgin again. Tight or loose, without question or reservation, he'd fuck her. As far as he was concerned she was his dream woman.
As if she was Lady Godiva sitting upon her horse, he watched her sitting naked at her dressing table to brush her long, lush, blonde hair. In the way of the Grimm Brothers' fairy tale Rapunzel letting down her long, blonde hair for the Prince to scale her tower walls, he imagined himself being lost in her tresses while scaling her beautiful body. Smelling the imagined fresh fragrance of her hair, he'd love to bury his nose in her hair while feeling her tits. He'd love to put a hand behind her blonde, pretty head while she sucked his cock.
As if her hair was a Heavenly waterfall cascading down and softly falling in his pool of sweet, sexual sweat, he'd loved to feel her long hair collect on his chest while she was on top of him and humping him while he was humping her. As if her blonde hair was the icing on the cake and her unbelievable body was the most delicious pastry he could ever eat, she was his decadent dessert that stiffened his cock. Something that he thought would never happen but with her now living, stripping, and masturbating across the street from him, he longed she'd satisfy his hunger for her by having sex with him.
He watched her stand from her dressing table to open her drawer. She collected her toys, two handfuls of them, and carried them to her bed. With vibrators and dildos hidden in nearly every drawer in her home, seemingly she had as many dildos and vibrators as she had panties, bras, and high heeled shoes. With her collection of panties, bras, high heels, and toys, she could open a sex store, Susan's Sexy Secrets. He watched her climb on her bed, get comfortable and, with her pussy aimed at her bedroom window and his office window, spread her legs in anticipation of pleasuring herself with her finger before pleasuring herself with her toys.
"Here we go! Showtime!"
As if so chosen to watch a special striptease show and now a masturbation show, standing there in the dark with their lights off, William and Liz touched themselves while watching Susan undressing and exposing herself to them. They waited for their turn to undress and expose their naked bodies to her before the three of them started masturbating together. As soon as she climbed on her bed, that was their cue to turn on their lights and strip naked in front of Susan in the way that she had stripped herself naked in front of them. It was so erotic to strip naked and masturbate in front of a strange, beautiful woman and even hotter knowing that your wife was masturbating over the same woman at the same time but from a different room too. If only the three of them could get together in one room, how hot would that be?
As far as William was concerned, it would have been weird for him to masturbate in front of Liz in the way he was eagerly excited to masturbate in front of Susan. Moreover, had Susan not been stripping herself naked and masturbating in front of him first, it would have been perversely perverted for him to strip naked and to masturbate in front of her. Normally fearing that his wife would not only catch him exposing himself to his new neighbor but also masturbating in front of his new neighbor, his behavior of exhibitionism, voyeurism, and masturbation would have been perversely perverted if Liz wasn't part of their exhibitionism, voyeurism, and masturbation fun too but she was.
Taking her place on the bed with her legs spread wide, her bald, pink pussy exposed and clearly visible, and with a multitude of toys laid out, Susan gave William and Liz her show of her nude body while masturbating in her well lit bedroom. Returning the favor, a threesome circle of sexual self-satisfaction, William masturbated with Susan with his office light on and Liz masturbated with her with her light on from the spare bedroom. As if the three of them were the only members of a private and secret masturbation club, even when they saw one another on the street, the unspoken code was that they never spoke about their striptease and masturbation to one or the other. They'd just say hi and talk about the weather or about the neighborhood. Weirdly surreal, never did any of them mention that they saw one or the other naked while masturbating.
Even though William and Liz had seen Susan naked and watched her masturbate and even though Susan had seen them naked and watched them masturbate, they didn't publically discuss their lewd and lascivious behavior in the way they publically viewed one another stripping naked and masturbating. Obviously, none of them wanted to ruin what they had been doing by shinning a bright light of open and honest dialogue to their secret, lurid, masturbation obsession. Leaving what they were doing unsaid, it was better that they watched the naked show than talked about their naked public display of masturbation. Nobody's business but their own and only shared by one another, it was their dirty, secret to enjoy their public, albeit private show of masturbation in the privacy of the bedrooms of their homes.
Being that his wife was always up in the spare bedroom now with the light on and the curtains open at the same time that he and Susan were there every evening with their lights on and their windows unobstructed, knowing she knew, William didn't even talk to Liz about their masturbation threesome. No longer having that kind of sexual relationship with her and feeling awkward discussing sex and all things sexual with his wife, what was there to say really that they haven't already said and ignore before Susan even appeared on the scene? Just as he knew Liz was giving Susan a masturbation show, she knew that he was too. Sometimes, in the way that he wished Liz would watch him strip off his clothes and masturbate, he wished he could watch her strip off her clothes and masturbate.
Albeit watching her from different rooms that was separated by a mere wall, after 30-years of a marriage that had withered, it was a wall that was too high and thick to bridge. Nonetheless, the fact that they both watched Susan strip naked and masturbate was excitingly erotic. She was their conduit, the woman who brought them together again even though they were still so very far apart. The fact that Susan was giving them a show of her beautiful body after stripping herself naked and before masturbating while knowing full well that William and Liz were both watching her before stripping themselves naked and masturbating with her was William's sexual fantasy come true. In all of the porn videos he's watched of Susan in a naked, sexually action filled starring role, a sexual fantasy come true, he never thought he'd ever meet her never mind watch her strip naked and parade around her room naked before masturbating herself every night.
Such a waste, a woman so beautiful and sexy should never have to pleasure herself with masturbation. He wished he was in her bedroom with her right now. He'd be happy to masturbate her. More than just merely masturbating her, he'd give Liz a show. He wished Liz was in Susan's bedroom right now masturbating her, both women would give him a real show. Still in love with Liz, even though he lusted over Susan, he wished Liz was there with him in Susan's bedroom him too. He never had a threesome before but always wanted one. Definitely Susan was too hot for him to handle alone without Liz playing an active role in pleasuring her in the way that he'd love to pleasure the both of them.
He didn't understand why a woman whose job was to have hot sex with good looking men had to masturbate. She could have any man to sexually pleasure her. Maybe she's lesbian. Maybe her show is more for Liz than it is for him. Maybe she wants Liz and not him.
"Wow!"
Certainly, he understood his and Liz's need to masturbate. They weren't having any sex but with Susan a porn star, her entire life was all about explicit sex, sexy circumstances and dialogue, and sexual situations. Once home, he'd think that instead of turning that part of her life back on that she'd want to turn that part of her life off, relax with a glass of wine, and just sleep in her bed instead of masturbating in her bed.
Maybe she's a nymphomaniac. Maybe instead of just living across the street from a porn star, he lives across the street from a nymphomaniac porn star. Maybe no matter how much sex she gets in a day, it's never enough. Maybe she wants sex now. Maybe she wants him and Liz now.
"Wow!"
No matter if she's a lesbian or a nymphomaniac or not, why does she not only feel the need to masturbate nightly but also to masturbate in front of them? As if trying to initiate them into her luridly sexual lifestyle, is it just to give them a show of her naked body or is it more than that? Maybe there's something wrong with her. Maybe she has a screw loose that he'd love to tighten. Maybe she's mentally deranged. Just because she's beautiful doesn't mean she can't be totally nuts. As if she's a sexually offending man in a woman's body, how could someone so beautiful and sexy be so depravedly, sexually crazy to strip off her clothes and masturbate in front of them?
"Sex, sex, sex, her entire life is about sex," he said for no one to hear.
What's her real agenda in feeling the need to sexually excite a mature, nearly elderly couple by stripping off her clothes and masturbating in front of them? He only wished something like this happened to him twenty or thirty years ago when he was able to do more about it than to just watch while masturbating. If he was a younger and unmarried man, he'd marched across the street and ring her doorbell. He'd be taking her in his arms and kissing her before carrying her to her bedroom and giving her the deep, hard fucking she needs to satisfy her eternal horniness and his eternal, lustful desire for her.
Surely her showing them her naked body is not to entice them to strip naked and masturbate. Why would someone who looks like her and who works with beautiful men and women want to see them naked and masturbating? Being that she definitely must be an exhibitionist, perhaps even a voyeur, to make porn movies that are distributed all over the world, maybe her thing is exposing herself to them. Maybe, just as simple as that, she enjoys being watched. Maybe, just as simple as that, she enjoys watching too. The perfect neighbors, maybe she had been searching for a couple who'd play her sexy game of mutual masturbation and self-abusive pleasure.
Yet, what happened to her to have made her so perversely twisted? Surely for her to do what she does during the day and night too, she's not normal. Whether young or old, obese or thin, not many woman, especially one so beautiful and sexy, one who could have any man, would strip off their clothes and masturbate, especially while knowing that someone was watching. Why does she do that? Curious why someone like her does the things that she does, he's just glad that she lives across the street from him.
He watched her using vibrators of various sizes and colors. He watched her using dildos of various shapes and sizes. Switching from one to the other, seemingly not having a favorite toy and going from one toy to the next toy, it appeared that the collection of toys as a whole were her favorite.
He watched her pleasuring her pussy with a vibrator before switching to a different vibrator. Using one vibrator for her pussy and another for her nipples, teasing them as much as she was teasing herself, he watched her exciting herself while masturbating herself. Then, done temporarily with the vibrators, it was time for the dildos.
Never did she take a dildo anally. Perhaps had she had a partner to lubricate her ass and to guide the dildo inside without hurting herself, she would. Still, in the way she switched from vibrators to vibrator, he watched her switch from dildo to dildo. Taking them in her pussy before taking them in her mouth, she seemed fond of sucking and licking her own pussy juices in the way that he wished he could suck and lick her pussy juices too.
Just as he'd love to lick her, he'd love to watch Liz lick her. After sucking him, he'd love to watch Susan lick Liz. Imagining both women on either side of him, he'd love to watch them taking turns with his cock while sucking him and while he played with their tits. How hot would that be? A sexual fantasy come true, watching Susan's sexy striptease and masturbation show is way better than taking a golfing trip to Bermuda.
Every night Susan always had a new toy and William was envious that she had so very many wonderful masturbation toys. In the way she played with so very many vibrators and dildos, he wondered if sex toys, along with panties, bras, and high heeled shoes were her sexual fetishes. Other than all the women he's watched on porn videos, having never watched a woman masturbate live and in person before, had he not witnessed this sexy show of masturbation, he never would have known that masturbation could be so creatively erotic. As if he was the joker and she was Batman, envious of all of her sexual toys, he watched her playing with toy after toy.



"Where does she find all of those wonderful toys?"
Determined to outdo her by finding a toy of his own to demonstrate his masturbation prowess, only he didn't have any masturbation toys. Unless he was a gay man and into anal sex, aside from watching porn movies, looking at photos of naked women, and/or reading pornographic or erotic stories online while masturbating, men don't usually have sexual toys in the way that women do. No man that he knows, unless that man is into bondage, discipline, and submission, uses sexual toys during masturbation. All that a man needs to do is to visualize a woman they know naked, while doing sexual things to her and she doing sexual things to him, as they stroked themselves, is enough to get them to ejaculate. Women, on the other hand, sluts for cocks and all things phallic, prefer holding their phallic symbols in their hand while rubbing their clit and fingering their nipples with a vibrator while impaling their mouths or pussies with a dildo.
Now that he thought about self sexual aids and masturbation toys, he always wanted to invent pocket tits, portable tits of varying sizes that he could carry around with him in his pockets and touch, feel, and fondle whenever he was horny. Whenever he was talking to a female neighbor on the street or a female sales clerk in a store, he could be playing with his pocket tits while imagining playing with her tits.
"Wow!"
Something pliable, soft, and realistic looking, made of silicon but firm enough to feel like the real thing, with all of the perverted men and woman, for that matter, in the world, he knew he could sell millions of them. There's not a man that he knows who wouldn't buy a pair of pocket tits. He could sell them for $19.99 and, as a special offer, if they called within the next 15 minutes, they could get a second pair of pocket tits for free and only be charged for shipping and handling. He'd be hugely successful selling the first sexual toy geared to most heterosexual men. Better than playing pocket pool with his penis, pocket tits, resplendent with nipples, areolas, and that felt like the real thing would be more fun. In a lightning bolt of eroticism, it was then that he remembered Veronica.
"Veronica!"
How could he ever forget about Veronica? As soon as he remembered her name, a sexual excitement overwhelmed him and his cock throbbed at the mere thought of her sucking him and him fucking her again. Before Liz, Veronica was his everything. Alone in his room while his mother was downstairs, he lost his virginity to Veronica when he was 18-years-old. He loved Veronica. He lusted over Veronica. If he could have married her, he would have.
"Veronica! I forgot all about you. With you being so much part of my young, sexually inexperienced life, how could I possibly forget about you? Veronica, Veronica, Veronica, I love you Ronnie. We spent so many sexy times together," he said stroking his cock for Susan to see while he now thought more about Veronica than he did about seeing Susan naked while watching her masturbating herself.
To be continued...
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William and Liz masturbate while watching Susan stripping off her clothes and masturbating.
"Veronica. Veronica. Veronica."
As soon as he said her name, he was filled with a sexual excitement that he hasn't felt in years. Now that he's not having sex with Liz anymore, he wouldn't mind having sex with Veronica again. He'd love for her to suck his cock again before making love to her again. With Ronnie sharing his bed every night for years and having grown accustomed to having her there with him in the dark, he couldn't sleep without feeling her next to him. It was so comforting to know that she was always there ready and willing to have sex with him whenever and wherever he wanted. His closeted secret, he remembered all the times she sucked him and all the times he fucked her. His fantasy woman for years while coming of age, without a doubt, she helped him become a man when he was alone in his college dorm room.
The one behind all of his sexiest dreams back then, she helped him ease and erase the horniness that plagued him as if his sexual frustration was a dastardly disease that poisoned his thoughts enough to make it impossible for him to concentrate on his studies. Not proud of it now and feeling more than guilty that he used her for his own selfishly sexual reasons, indeed he used Veronica as his erotic medicine to relieve and eliminate his always present horniness when all that he could think of was sex instead of his studies. If it wasn't for her, he never would have graduated summa cum laude with emphasis on the cum loudly. If it wasn't for Ronnie there with him every night and day helping him to study while he read out loud to her for him to learn and memorize the material he needed to ace the tests, he would have not only been so horny but also so lonely. Confessing all of his secrets to her, she knew more about him than anyone.
With her facial expression always happy to see him and her mouth gaping open as if surprised to see how big his cock is, tall and shapely, she was so stunningly beautiful. Always giving him the special attention that he needed, her eyes never looked away from him. The center of his world, she made him feel so special and he was honored to not only have her in his life but also to have sex with her. A time when he had few friends, she was not only his best friend but also his lover. Definitely, if his mother knew that he was having sex night and day with Veronica, she'd never approve.
Yet, no one knew about Veronica. She was his closeted secret, the skeleton that he kept hidden in the closet. If only his mother knew that, instead of thinking of Ronnie when having sex with her, he thought of her, his mother, she'd be humiliated. She'd be outraged. She'd be deeply offended that her son wanted to have sex with her naked body.
Nonetheless his mother's disapproval of his sometimes perverse behavior, especially whenever he was around her alone, he was always flashing her his cock while making it appear accidental. Sexually enamored with his mother, when he wasn't flashing her his cock, he was always trying to steal up skirts peeks of her panties and up nightgown peeks of her pussy. When up skirts and up nightgowns were available, he was always stealing down blouse peeks of his mother's bra and cleavage and down nightgown views of his mother's tits and nipples, especially when she was only wearing her sheer nightgown. Whatever he saw of his mother, he used as fodder to masturbate over imagining having sex with her naked body while in his room.
After having seen so much of his mother's body while imagining even more, he thought of his mother whenever Ronnie sucked his cock and whenever he made love to her. If only his mother knew that he wished it was her naked body he was holding, her tits he was feeling, and mouth and pussy that he was ejaculating in, she'd have his head examined. He wished his mother was in his dorm room bed instead of Veronica. Even now, although his mother has been dead for years, he still thinks of having sex with her when masturbating. She's the woman he thought of and not Ronnie.
Ten years before he met Liz, he would have gone mad had it not been for Veronica always being there willing and ready to give him the sexual pleasure that he wanted, needed, and had to have to complete his studies. Too sidetrack with sex and all things sexual, if it wasn't for Veronica keeping him balanced and maintaining his focus on school, he may have dropped out of college and never enjoyed the successful career he's had as a top attorney. Without a doubt, he owes a lot of his success to Veronica.
"Veronica, Veronica, Veronica. I love you Ronnie."
Even though he used her, he never abused her. She meant too much to him to not treat her with respect. He was always careful to show her his love and appreciation for all that she did to help him focus on school. After sexually using her, when he was done with her, he took great pleasure in bathing her. He loved washing her naked body. He cherished his bath times with Veronica. Even though his bath times with her was fun, bathing her somehow always turned sexual. She was always very naughty as soon as she was in the bathtub with him naked. A time when he was able to have sex three, four, and five times daily, definitely his equal sexually, Veronica never said no.
It's been years since he played with and had sex with Veronica, not since his college days. Hoping she was still available and hoping he didn't throw her in the trash when he was cleaning out the garage to fit his new car, the next day, he went out to the garage to look for her. Determined to find her as if she was an old girlfriend and hidden treasure and she was, if she wasn't in the garage, then she may be down in the basement or up in the attic. Wherever she was hiding, he was determined to find her. Just because she's not human, a blowup doll that had given him so much pleasure doesn't deserve to be hidden in a box and forgotten forever. Maybe now that his little masturbating secret is out with Susan's public display of stripping naked before masturbating herself, he can finally bring Veronica to the forefront where she belongs.
Digging through all of the old boxes stacked in the far recesses of the garage, he found her boxed away in the corner of the garage with the spiders and cobwebs and with her name prominently displayed on the box in big, red capital letters, VERONICA. He rescued her from her arachnid nest to a fate more deserving with all the sexual pleasure she has given him. He brought her up to his bedroom/office, unboxed her limped but cherished, rubberized body, and blew her up to the firmness of his blowup bed when using it for camping, which he hasn't done in years either. Only, not as young and in shape as he used to be, in the way he was after having hot sex with Liz, by the time he finished blowing up Veronica, he was out of breath, sweating, and dizzy. That night, excited for them to meet after not introducing her to anyone, he'd introduce Susan to his beloved Veronica. No doubt, she'll be so jealous of his blowup doll that she'll wish that she was Veronica and in his room with him.
With not even Liz knowing that he had a blowup doll and specifically one named Veronica, he kept her as his sexy secret for more than four decades. Feeling a bit like Dudley Moore in Foul Play when he played against Goldie Hawn and accidentally exposed his wardrobe full of sex toys to her, William was intent on introducing Susan to Veronica. Curious for her reaction, he hoped that he wasn't about to ruin their budding erotic relationship of exhibitionism, voyeurism, and masturbation, when he showed her all the things he'd do to Veronica. If he hoped for anything, he hoped to make her jealous and to make her wish that she was in his office with him.
First things first, before introducing Susan to Veronica and showing her all the things that he'd love to do to her naked body, he needed to watch her sexy show of stripping of her clothes and parading around her room naked, before getting in bed to masturbate. A sexy sight he never tired of watching, he love watching sexy Susan undressing. Then, hoping to break her focus while she masturbated herself, he couldn't wait to surprise her with voluptuous Veronica. He wondered her reaction. Just as he's loved her sexy show, he wondered if she'd enjoy his sexy show.
Done brushing her long, blonde, beautiful hair while sitting at her vanity table naked, he watched her stand and retrieve two handfuls of her masturbation toys before climbing on her bed in the way he imagined her climbing on top of him. Walking toward her bed, every time she walked towards her bedroom windows naked, with her body moving in sections, ass, tits, and pussy, slowly walking closer, he imagined her walking to him. With her round, naked ass poised in the air while trying to get comfortable, he so wished he was in the room with her. Seeing her exposed pussy in the light before she fluffed her pillows and moved to her back, she was such a sexy sight to behold while watching her getting in bed.
Readying himself for his nightly show of masturbation while waiting for Susan to mount her bed, as he's done all of the other evenings before, he unzipped himself and pulled out his cock to stroke himself to a nice erection before turning on his office light to strip naked. In the way that he always thought of having sex with his mother when with Veronica, he never thought of having sex with his mother while watching Susan strip naked and masturbate herself. With her nightly masturbation show now in progress, Susan was already on her bed naked and touching and playing with herself with toy after toy.
He watched her feeling, fondling, and caressing her big breasts in the way he wished he could. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, he watched her finger her nipples before she put a vibrator to them to make them even harder and more erect. He watched her rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy before she replaced her finger with a vibrator and replaced her vibrator with a dildo. Swapping one dildo for the preference of another, he watched her lick and suck her pussy juices from her dildo to take her imagined prick in her mouth and suck it in the way that he imagined her sucking him.
"I can't wait for her to meet Veronica. Wait until she sees Veronica," he said. "She'll be so jealous that I have a toy that she doesn't have."
Always keeping her hidden in his closet when he wasn't using her, never showing Veronica to anyone before, he picked Veronica up off the floor and paraded her back and forth across his office window as if he was dancing with her on Dancing with the Stars. Then, bending and positioning her rubber body to her knees, he gently placed his beloved Veronica in front of his erect cock. In the way he used to think of his mother sucking his cock when he was an 18-year-old college freshman, he now thought of Susan giving him oral pleasure. With a hand behind her ingrained, rubber, black hair, he impaled her always opened mouth with his erect prick and pretended that she was blowing him and sucking his cock in the way that Susan had just been licking and sucking her dildo. The familiar feel of latex, albeit mixed with the musty odor of being in the garage too long, thinking of her in the way that Robert Cummings, no doubt, must have thought of his Living Doll, Rhoda, played by Julie Newmar fifty years ago, he remembered all the lonely and horny nights his rubber doll kept him sexual company.
In the way he wished he was doing with Susan now in her bedroom, he humped her mouth and fucked her face. Giving her a real, sexy show, he continued making oral love to Veronica while wishing he was making oral love to Susan. Even though she was right across the street from his house naked, he'd give anything for Susan to be on her knees in front of him sucking his cock instead of her being on her bed masturbating her pussy. Definitely, he'd trade his rubber doll for Susan, his imagined living doll.
He stared across the street at Susan's naked body while she touched herself, felt, fondled, and caressed her tits and massaged her pussy with her vibrator and fucking her pussy with her dildo. Looking as if she was about to have an orgasm, she turned her head to watch him with his blowup doll. William was excited that after all of these years he was finally able to show someone his sexual secret of him having Veronica in his life. He just hoped that she wouldn't be offended and think of him as the obvious pervert that he is.
Only, not one to be outdone, surprising him by upping the ante, Susan interrupted her sexy masturbation show. She climbed off her bed and walked to her closet and, before opening her closet door, she turned to watch him with Veronica. He was really giving her a show now. Humping her mouth, he was nearly ready to cum. Only, he stopped while wondering what she was doing to disrupt her nightly masturbation show. He watched her open her closet door and pull out a box. He couldn't imagine what was in the box, more vibratos and dildos, no doubt. She had so very many toys after all. Then, as if pulling out something from the future or as if she were a magician pulling out her male assistant from a magic box that held his contorted, deflated body, she pulled out her own rubber man.
"Wow! Look at him. He looks so frigging real. If I didn't see her pulling him out of a box, I'd think there was a man in her room with her."
Way better than his sexy, sexual toy and putting Veronica to shame, what took him twenty minutes to fill her with air, with just a push of a button, took only mere seconds. In an instant, she unleashed an anatomically correct blowup doll of man. With hair on his head, pubic hair around his cock, and a hard erection that any male human would be happy to have, as soon as he saw her blowup doll, Veronica sprung a leak and deflated. He looked down at her limp, wrinkled, 42-year-old, rubber body before looking over at Susan with her new, super, deluxe blowup man standing so proud and ready.
"Wow! This woman is amazing."
Completely resplendent with all of the extra cost options, her doll even had an ass opening, something that he wished Veronica had. He wished he could have fucked Veronica up the ass while hanging on to her big, latex, pointy tits. Once again, he was jealous of Susan's sexually adventurous side not only to have so very many sexual toys but also to have the better male version of his blowup doll. Just no way, he couldn't compete with her. All that he could do was to enjoy her nightly striptease and masturbation show while giving her a view of him stroking his prick. As it was for him, perhaps watching him stroking his cock to her playing with herself was enough for her. Certainly, it was enough for him to watch her strip off her clothes, to see her naked, and to watch her masturbate, that is, until he imagined having sex with Susan in his bed or until she invited him in hers.
Now giving him the show with her blowup doll that he wished he could have given her with Veronica as reciprocation for all the times he watched her strip naked and masturbate with her toys, he watched Susan with her rubber man sucking him and fucking him while looking over and smiling at him and at Liz. She was such a sexy tease. Maybe she isn't lesbian after all. If she was lesbian, wouldn't she have a female blowup doll instead of a male blowup doll? Yet, if she was lesbian, she'd never have sex with a man, especially with all the men she's sucked and fucked in her porn movies. Maybe having sex is just a job to her. Maybe she's bi-sexual. Definitely by all the sex she's had with women in her porn movies, if she's not lesbian, she must be bi-sexual to have sex with other women.
He wished she was sucking and fucking him instead of sucking and fucking her rubber man. Jealous of that big, silicone bag of air, he wished he was in bed with her instead. He wondered if she named her blowup doll in the way that he named his blowup doll Veronica. Too creative not to name her doll, no doubt, she did. Maybe she named him after one of her co-stars, Biff Jerky or Lance Johncox, or Dick Hardon. He wished he could be in one of her movies in a starring role, a role where he had hot sex with her. Forever recorded on DVD, he'd love to watch his movie role with her over and again while masturbating.
Becoming a little bored with their nightly masturbation game, something he never thought he'd be, he wondered what Liz was doing to get Susan's attention. Who knows? In the way that he kept his secret for decades, maybe Liz has a blowup doll of her own that he never knew she had. Now, after all these sexless years, he wondered if she had been faithful to him in the way he's always been faithful to her. Maybe Liz is more of a sexpot than he ever knew. Perhaps with her hairdresser, her personal trainer, her tennis pro, or some other young man she met while shopping for shoes and flashing him her panties in purposeful up skirt views, he wondered if she had a lover.
Just the thought of Liz flashing her panties in the way she used to do with him when he accompanied her to the mall, especially to buy shoes and boots a size too small, was so erotically exciting. Just the thought of Liz having sex with another man excited him as if she did have a lover. With him pleasuring her and her pleasuring him, he wished he could watch her sucking and fucking another man. Now with his wife hopefully having sex with their new neighbor, the porn star, there's a movie that he'd watch over again while masturbating.
Willing to have sex anywhere and anytime, Liz was such a sexpot when she was younger but, with the hormones freely flowing, everyone was sexier and hornier in their youth. She was so very pretty and still is so very beautiful, especially for a 60-year-old woman. Now with swollen ankles, painful knees, bad hips, bum backs, and sore shoulders, feet, and neck, pain medication replaced condoms, lubrication crème, sex toys, excess amounts of alcohol, and naked pool parties. He missed those days of sexy, naked foolishness.
Alas, with the advent of old age, their sexual adventurous side had been dead and buried for years, that is, until Susan moved in across the street to rejuvenate their libidos by making them temporarily forget their pain with her nightly striptease and masturbation show. As if receiving a shot of adrenaline, a dose of testosterone, or a sudden increase to his human growth hormones, watching her stripping naked and masturbating made him feel younger and sexually vital again. Wishing he was forty-years-old again, in his ten years of gradually deteriorating health, Susan was better medicine than any doctor had prescribed.
"Susan, Susan, Susan. I love you Susan," he chanted over her in the way that he used to chant over Veronica before Liz.
After stripping herself naked and masturbating herself with her windows uncovered and her bedroom light on, while knowing her horny neighbors were watching, he wondered what Susan would do next that she hasn't already done. As if she already hasn't done enough by reaching in her bag of sexual surprises with all of her masturbation toys, he wondered what her next step would be. He wondered if he should talk to Liz about Susan's nightly striptease and masturbation show that they obviously both so enjoyed to see what she thought and if she was as excited over the thoughts of bedding Susan as he was. He wondered if Susan was waiting for him or Liz to approach her and ask her for sex.
Definitely if he were a younger man with more hair and less of a paunch, even being married and with Liz living across the street, he would have asked her for sex already. If he didn't feel that she'd reject him, he'd ask her for sex but what would someone who looks like her, someone who could have any man, want with him. He wondered if she'd actually have sex with him, a man old enough to be her father. With all the women he's bedded over the years, before he was married, he could have had a daughter her age somewhere and maybe he did for all that he knew.



Extrapolating the premise that he could be her father, what if she was his daughter? He imagined her being his 40-year-old daughter. How weird would that be with him lusting over his daughter while not knowing that he's her Daddy? How weird would that be if she bought the house across the street from him because she knew he was her Daddy? Definitely with everything on the internet and with DNA testing, she could find him if she wanted to take the time and spend the money to hire a private investigator to investigate him and take a sample of his DNA from a spent Starbucks coffee cup. Being that she was a porn star who had long lapses between movies, she had both the time and the money to hire someone to find him.
"Nah, you're just being paranoid," he said waving a hand of disbelief. "If I had a daughter somewhere, I would have had a paternity suit and a petition for child support filed against me years ago."
Running the long list of women through his head that he had sex with before Liz, he thought of all the women he had sex with that he could have impregnated. Thinking back forty years when he was in college and out partying, a real beauty, there was one woman in particular that always haunted him. A stripper he met at a bar, he wondered what happened to her? He wondered where she was now. She'd be in her seventies. Maybe she's dead. Maybe she's happily married and a grandmother. Truly, a real traffic stopper, she was just as beautiful and sexy then as Susan is now.
"What was her name? Linda? Donna? Diana? Debra? Deborah! Yes, that was her name, Deb-or-ah, she so pronounced it."
She was drop dead gorgeous and tall, as striking and as tall as Susan and she had the body to match. She was a thirty-something-year-old prostitute and being that he was out drinking more than he should, he got a room with her for the night. Wouldn't that be funny if she had a kid and didn't tell him, maybe because she couldn't find him to tell him. With him moving to Boston after accepting a job at a law firm, how would she know where to look to find him? All she knew was that he was in college and wanted to attend law school to become a lawyer but there's a million lawyers.
He wondered if he told her his name. He wondered if he gave her his phone number or address. Being that he was drunk, he may have. Being that he's now registered with the bar and licensed by the state, maybe knowing his name and that he's a lawyer, was more than enough information for his daughter to find him.
Forgetting about the possibly of Susan being his daughter, that was just crazy and, having a better chance of winning the lottery with all the countries he's visited and sexual affairs he's had, her being his daughter was a one in a billion long shot. Switching the subject in his mind from having an illegitimate child out there somewhere to having sex with a woman nearly half his age, he wondered if Susan would be interested in doing Liz and if Liz would be interested in doing Susan. Something he'd love to see, he'd love to watch the two women going at one another as if they were making their own version of a porn movie.
Having done plenty of threesomes in her porn movies before, he wondered if Susan would be interested in doing a threesome with him and Liz. He'd love to be fucking Susan while licking Liz or licking Liz while fucking Susan. He'd love to lick his wife while Susan sucked his cock, then switching off, he'd love to lick Susan while Liz sucked his cock. Beginning a new dimension in their long, sexless marriage, with his wife participating in a threesome with his dream woman, how good would that be to literally have his cake and be able to eat it too?
Maybe Susan is just the sexual, erotic medicine they need to rejuvenate their marriage and for them to get back together again. Being that they've been together for so long, for more than 30 years, he'd be willing to get back with Liz if she'd be willing to get back with him. They were best friends after all before they were lovers. Now, after not having sex and after not even talking, they're strangers masturbating for a stranger from different rooms. Too bizarre, bringing in a third person as a sexual facilitator when they can't even communicate between themselves is just so weird.
Maybe Susan's role is to bring them both back together. As if Susan is their friendly, neighborhood, personal sex therapist, if nothing else, in the guise of having a threesome, she'd be a buffer for Liz to want to have sexual relations with him again. Still sexually attracted to and in love with his wife, he missed having sex with Liz. Hell, in the way he's been so horny lately, he missed having sex with Veronica.
Only, more than just sex, he missed having a conversation with his wife of thirty-something-years in the way they always talked about everything and laughed over nothing. He missed sitting with her while drinking a cup of coffee or watching a movie together or laughing over reality TV. He missed playing Scrabble with her and doing the Sunday crossword puzzle together. It's been a long time, years, since she wanted him enough to talk to him as a friend never mind to have sex with him as her lover. With still fresh feelings of hurt and rejection that sickened his soul and hurt his head, it's been a long time since he wanted her.
He wondered if Liz was as wet for Susan in the way she used to be so wet for him. She used to get so wet that his cock would just slide inside of her and serve as the lubrication he needed to fuck her, really fuck her, and pound her pussy. He missed those days of sexy lovemaking and wished he could turn back the clock of time to experience all of that again. Maybe Susan was sent here as their angelic sexual gatekeeper for them to rekindled the love they once had and to save their marriage. Maybe having sex with Susan would be the best thing they could do as a couple to avoid a costly divorce. If Liz was watching Susan masturbate while she was masturbating too, maybe she was as ready to take the next step as he is ready to have a threesome.
To be continued...
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Susan has a panty, bra, and shoe fetish and so doesn't William and Liz too.
After weeks of giving William and his wife, Liz, the same sexy, striptease show of her stripping herself naked and parading around her room naked before getting in bed to masturbate herself, the next night, Susan gave them a much different show but one as equally erotic. Instead of primarily showing them her sexy, naked body again, she gave them more of an intimate, erotic, and exotic look at who she was as a sexual woman. Expecting her to walk in her bedroom and slowly strip off her clothes while posing in front of her bedroom window before parading around her room naked, William was shocked that she didn't climb on her bed to masturbate this time. Old enough to know that all good things must come to an end, was last night the end of her nightly striptease and masturbation show?
Changing her routine, she gave William and Liz a new show, albeit one where she's fully dressed. Rather than doing the same sexy and sexually exciting routine and giving her neighbors the same striptease show, she opened her dresser drawers and pulled out pile after pile of panties. William wondered what she was going to do with all of those panties. Being that she had just moved in, maybe she wanted to clean out and organize her panty drawer. Maybe she just wanted to show him her panties and show him how many panties she had. Maybe she was just as much into panties as he was and was just as excited to show him all of her panties as he was excited to see all of her panties.
Dozens upon dozens of panties, he couldn't believe how many panties she pulled from her drawer. How many panties did she have? No one needs to have that many panties. Yet, exciting to see her panties, even when not on her sexy body, he liked this show that starred her panties.
When she was done displacing and displaying all of her panties, she had a hilly heap of cotton, silk, and satin in a rainbow of thin, sheer, pastel and bright colors. A prime candidate for a panty raid in the way that he participated in panty raids when he was in college forty years ago, never has he seen so many panties together at one time. Never has he truly appreciated her panties until she so publically displayed them now. Better than just seeing them in a heap on the bed, hoping more to compare one panty from the other, he only wished she'd wear them and model them.
Dumping two drawer full of panties on her bed in a high, heaping mound, as if she was getting ready for a panty sale at Victoria Secrets, she took the time to fold them and neatly pile the panties in stacks on her bed. Aligned in rows and organized in colors and by styles, she had so very many panties, too many to count. It was an amazing display of her panties. Unless she wanted to use her whole bed to house her entire panty collection, with so many stacks of pretty panties taking up half of her king-sized, memory foam bed, she had to double and triple stack them for all of her panties to fit on her bed.
He surmised correctly that she was saving the other half of her bed for something else, but what? Maybe her plan is to masturbate while holding and sniffing her panties in the way that he wished he could. How hot would that be to watch her holding her panties up to her nose while fingering herself? Masturbating with her, he'd love to see her masturbating over her panties in the way that he'd masturbate over her panties if her were there in her bedroom with her.
As if she was a saleswoman organizing the lingerie department of a high end department store, folding each one with loving care, she was so organized with her panties that she made William want to color coordinate his shirts in his closet and/or clean out and rearrange his sock drawer. He wondered if Liz was watching what he was watching. He wondered what Liz thought of Susan's panty show and panty collection. He wondered if Liz was not only jealous that Susan had so very many pretty panties but also that she had the body to wear them, not that Liz didn't have a body but she didn't have Susan's body.
No doubt, after seeing so very many of Susan's panties, inspiring her to do so, she'll be making a visit to Victoria Secret's at the mall. Liz looked good in her panties and as good then in her panties as Susan does now but with Susan twenty years younger than Liz, there's no comparing how the woman looked in their panties now. Only, with Liz not giving him sex and the amusement park permanently closed, other than for her masturbating herself while watching Susan or her giving her lover sex, if she even had a lover, he wondered why his wife needed to buy any more sexy underwear.
After seeing Susan's panties, going beyond sex and all things sexual to movie scenes that were more erotic than pornographic, William couldn't help but remember an old movie, Body Double. Craig Wasson, played by Jake Scully, watches a woman, Gloria Revelle, played by Deborah Shelton, trying on panties in the dressing room of a lingerie store with the curtain open just enough for him to see. Purchasing them after trying them on, the saleswoman puts her used panties in a small store bag and Gloria wears her new panties out of the store. If the scene wasn't so hot it would be bizarre.
As soon as Gloria leaves the lingerie store, she discards her used panties in the trash. Of course, being the voyeuristic, panty fetish pervert that he is, Craig retrieves her panties from the trash. William so enjoyed that movie that it has a permanent place in his movie library and he still watches the movie on occasion.
A product of the fifties and sixties, the time of Doris Day, Donna Reed, Harriet Nelson, and June Cleaver, William grew up during a time when women wore white gloves, girdles, and garter belts. Cars had fins instead of curves and sex was underground and only spoken about behind closed, bedroom door and/or whispered and laughed about to his friends while drinking beer in the park. Closeted and restricted by the puritan morals of censorship of the day, he was an officer of the court and to keep his license to practice law, he had to obey, ascribe to, and adhere to the laws of decency of the Commonwealth of Massachusetts. Nonetheless his public display of decency, a leering lecher in private, Body Double was William's introduction to exhibitionistic women and voyeuristic men.
Years before, an admitted voyeur before developing a panty fetish, he spent his fair share of time trying to see up women's short skirts on the subway, on college campus, and at work in the sixties and seventies. After watching Body Double in the eighties, even though he was an adult by then and not some testosterone filled horny teenager, that movie, was responsible for the encouraged flourishment of his panty fetish. No doubt, even more than sniffing and masturbating over his mother's panties and even more then spying on women's panties on the subway, on college campus, and at work, he's always had a sexual fantasy of seeing women modeling in their underwear, something that was forbidden from television until relatively recently with Victoria's Secrets leading the way.
Already squirreled away in college and on his way to law school, having his share of carefree sex in college with drunken dorm parties, William was too late for the party to enjoy all of the fun that started with the sexual revolution of the sixties. With Twiggy modeling in her mini skirt and Pussy Galore and Ursula Andress enticing James Bond with their bikini clad bodies, as soon as Madison Avenue discovered that sex sells, suddenly everything was all about sex. With the censors finally taking a more hands off approach with Hollywood and then with television, even commercials took a sexual twist, with Edie Adams telling men to, "Take it all off, take it all off," in a Noxema commercial that was played with stripper's music. Making even football a sexual thing by enticing women to lust over football players in the way that men lusted over cheerleaders, Broadway Joe Namath was having his wicked way with women in the way that Tom Jones was with women tossing their used panties on stage.
Too serious and too mature for his age, William missed too much of the sexual revolution by devoting his life to his studies before attending law school and, right after, accepting a job with long hours at a law firm. Instead of playing around and playing the field, he married Liz, the love of his life, bought this house and began his married life living in this quiet neighborhood, that is, until Susan moved in across the street. With all things in life finding a balance, he had a fondness for watching porn movies, specifically porn movies that showcased Susan as the star. By happenstance, the sexual things that he missed going to school and working was readily available to him now by just looking out his office windows. Nonetheless, realizing all the sexual fun that he missed, he wished he were twenty or thirty years younger.
With movies needing the stamp of the censors approval, a time of watching black and white movies when the camera panned from the sexual action to a cigarette left burning in an ashtray meant that the couple was having sex. Unless the movie was XXX, the point is that they didn't make sexually explicit or even sexy movies like that back then, that is, until Brando's Last Tango in Paris in '72 and Caligula in '79. Another equally erotic movie that he remembered a few years before Body Double, and one that encouraged his emerging panty fetish, was Dressed to Kill.
After dropping her glove in a New York museum, a stranger offers Angie Dickinson a ride in the backseat of his cab by enticing her with her dropped glove. As soon as she enters the taxi, he kisses her. Not taking no for an answer, his hand climbed higher up her short skirt until he removed her panties. There in view of the aroused taxi driver and the movie watching audience, every man's dream back then to have sex with Angie Dickinson, this lucky passenger had his oral, wicked way with her pussy.
Shoot 'em up western and blow 'em war movies in the 50's and 60's, movies that were more about violence then were suddenly more about sex in the 70's and 80's. Dressed to Kill and Body Double were two movies he's never forgotten; those sexy scenes were erotically so hot and more memorable than the pornographic movies of the time, Deep Throat and Behind the Green Door. Inserting Liz in both those scenes, he'd love to watch a man watching her trying on panties in a lingerie store and he'd love to watch a man remove her panties in a cab before eating her. Then, inserting Susan in both movies, he could only hope, just as he'd love to remove her panties, he'd love to watch her try on panties. Perhaps with all of her panties filling the bed, she was just about to do that, model her panties for him.
An up skirt kind of voyeur, especially on a windy day, seemingly more than coincidental that she'd display her private collection of panties to him, he wondered if she knew that he had a panty fetish. How could she possibly know that he had a panty fetish? Actually, being that he's a man, what man doesn't have a panty fetish? All men have a panty fetish. Unless that man is a gay man, there's not a man that he knows who wouldn't stop and stare at a woman's exposed panty.
The only thing that surpasses William's fetish for panties is his fetish for bras and high heeled shoes. As if holding up and folding all of her panties was her way of showing him her panties without modeling her panties, she had classic, full cut briefs, high cut briefs, and granny panties. He never imagined why a porn star would have granny panties, unless they were comfortable to wear when alone in bed. He never understood why a porn star would even own so many panties when he thought all porn stars, in the vein of strippers, and in the way of Britney Spears, Lindsay Lohan, Jennifer Lopez, and Kim Kardashian, didn't wear panties when out on the town.
She had French cut, boyleg or boyshort panties, along with control panties, Spanx and Spandex panties. She had hipster panties, seamless panties, bikini panties, string bikini panties, cage lace open panel panties, ruffled panties, tangas, thongs, and g-string panties, if one dares call a g-string a panty. As evidence with the aid of his high powered binoculars, she had panties made of silk, satin, cotton, nylon, mesh, lace, leather, latex, Lycra, and polyester. Forget about Victoria's Secrets as having sexy panties, she had Frederick's of Hollywood bow back crotch-less panties too.
She had dozens of panties in all styles and in all colors. For a voyeur with a panty fetish that dates back to him sniffing and masturbating over his mother's panties and looking up short skirts during the sixties and seventies, he was in panty paradise while watching Susan fold all of her sexy, delicately, intimate apparel. Instead of just seeing her panties, he only wished he could touch, feel, and sniff her panties too. Alas, having to be satisfied with her just showing him, folding them, and stacking them, he only wished he could watch her modeling all of her panties too. A man with a panty fetish, his sexual fantasy come true, how hot would that be to see her panty clad crotch and ass parading back in forth in front of her bedroom window while wearing and modeling different panties?
This time, she didn't brush her long, lush, beautiful, blonde hair while sitting at the vanity table naked as if she was Lady Godiva naked on a horse or Rapunzel allowing her long, blonde hair to cascade from her shoulders and flow down her back. Instead, she opened more dresser drawers and, in the way she carried over her panties, she carried over an abundance of bras to the bed too. Teasing him with her sexy lingerie, with an equal amount of bras as she had panties, never has he seen so much lingerie in one space and in one viewing. If he knew she was into that sort of thing, he wished he had a collection of jockstraps that he could showcase by hanging them from his windows and piling them upon his desk.
Huge, oval helmets that housed her D cup breasts, if there's such a thing as reincarnation and if he had a choice as to what to return as, if he couldn't return as her panties, he'd want to return to Earth as her bra. If he were her bra, he'd do her breast a service by holding them so proudly high. Her mountain of bras of every color of the rainbow and of every style looked as if she had taken women prisoners, stripped them naked, and piled their underwear on her bed as proof that they were all locked down in her basement. In the horny way she was making him feel by flashing him all of her panties and bras, just as he wouldn't mind seeing a bevy of women modeling their panties and bras, he wouldn't mind seeing dozens of naked women without their bras and panties too.
Holding up each one of her bras in the way she did with her panties, as if she was teasing him and no doubt she was, she held them there in plain view as if she was examining each one for signs of wear. No doubt, in appreciation of the gay fashion designer who designed her sexy underwear, she held her panties and bras in the way that he'd hold her panties and bras, in respectful reverence, if ever he was alone in her bedroom with her sexy underwear. She already had a pile of panties set to the side that appeared were to be discarded and she added some of her bras to that pile too. Once it turned dark, too dark to witness his perversion and his perverse lust for her and her underwear, he envisioned himself digging through her trash bin to collect her discarded panties and bras.
She had adhesive bras, backless bras, balcony brass, bridal bras, and body bras, along with bustiers, camisoles, chemise, convertible bras, corsets, front closure bras. She had full bras, half cup bras, halter neck bras, jogging bras, lacy bras, liquid and gel bra, long-line bras, and minimizer bras. She had multi-way bras, padded bras, not that she needed a padded bra, along with plunging bras and push up bras. She had racer-back bras, seamless bras, sleep bras, sport bras, strapless bras, thermal bras, triangle bras, and underwire bras. He's never seen so many different kind of bras. A fun game for him to play, had he not had a bra fetish to match his panty fetish, he never would have be able to identify so many bra styles.
Then, thinking that her show was over but with her show not nearly over, she opened her walk-in closet. Carrying over six shoes at a time to take their place of honor with her panties and bras, she carried shoe after shoe after shoe and lined them all up in front of her bed as if they were her standing army of shoes albeit without feet. There were so many shoes that once her shoes were lined up the length of her bed and six rows deep, she couldn't even access that side of the bed without stepping on her shoes. Other than the shoes he's seen in a shoe store, he's never seen as many shoes.
She had high-heeled shoes with heels from kitten heels of 2 inches to spiked heel shoes of 6 inches and wedged heel shoes. She had knee high boots, calf high boots, and ankle boots. She had espadrilles, mules, sling backs, athletic shoes, flats, ballet flats, clogs, peep toe, platform shoes, pumps, slip-on shoes, strap-up shoes, stripper shoes, wedges, and slippers. Just as she had a lot of panties and bras, she had a lot of shoes too. If she had the equal number of legs of a caterpillar or a millipede, she had more than enough shoes to shod every foot.
With a huge pile of panties to go along with a mountainous pile of bras stacked upon her bed and a huge display of shoes that seemingly guarded her lingerie, he wondered what she was going to do with all of those bras, panties, shoes. Was she donating them all to charity? If she was donating her lingerie and shoes to charity, so long as the price was right, he'd definitely buy them all and take them off of her hands. Being that he's always had a panty, bra, and shoe fetish and so hasn't Liz, he could spend years masturbating while feeling and sniffing her panties, bras, and shoes.
Liz always had a huge collection of panties, bras, and shoes but nothing like this, not even close to the number of panties, bras, and shoes that Susan showcased on her bed and in front of her bed. Apparently, when not wearing anything at all, panties, bras, and shoes were the required uniform of a porn star. Perhaps, after she wore these panties, bras, and shoes in the making of her porn films, maybe she was allowed to keep them, which would explain why she had so very many of them.
He wondered if his wife was next door watching the panty, bra, and shoe show in the way he couldn't remove his eyes from Susan and her sexy lingerie and shoe collection display. He wondered if she was as aroused as he was seeing Susan's panties, bras, and shoes. As if masturbating for her was his personal applause, he couldn't wait to show Susan his sexually excited appreciation for her underwear and shoe show by masturbating for her.
He wished he could reciprocate Susan's showing of her underwear and shoes but he wasn't much of a collector, that is, other than his die cast car collection. He didn't think she'd want to see his die cast car collection in the way that he was enjoying seeing her panty, bra, and shoe collection. He wondered if she felt the same way when looking at her panties, bras, and shoes, as he did when looking at his die cast cars. He wondered if she loved her panties, bras, and shoes, in the same way that he loved his die cast cars. Surely with one collection not being as sexual as the other, truth be told, looking at his die cast car collection made him excited in the way that a man who has a model railroad display, a model airplane collection, or a toy soldier reenactment display must feel.
With his reason and need to collect die cast cars going back to being poor as a child and not being able to afford the toys that he wanted, he wondered if her need to collect so many panties, bras, and shoes was because she was poor as a child too. Perhaps she didn't have a panty, bra, and shoe fetish after all. Perhaps the reason why she had so many panties, bras, and shoes was simply because they were given to her from the porn movie wardrobe department. What else were they to do with used panties, bras, and shoes than to allow the wearer to keep them. A rhetorical question, who but the original wearer and a man with a panty, bra, and shoe fetish, would want her used panties, bras, and shoes?



Truth be told, he didn't know if she was poor or not as a child. Other than watching her in her porn movies and what he read about her on her online biography, he knew very little about her. As are so many children today, maybe she's the product of a single parent. Maybe her mother raised her after her father didn't come forward to accept his responsibility of illegally conceiving her. Maybe the reason why she's a porn star is because she had and survived a past of sexual abuse.
He thought again about the ridiculous possibly of him being her father. He thought about that prostitute, Debra or De-bor-ah, as she called herself, that he had sex with so long ago. Susan was the right age and because of her age and the time frame of him sowing so many of his wild oats when he was eighteen to twenty-years-old and attending wild college parties, conceivably and coincidentally, she could be his daughter. Only, if that indeed was the case, with her mother never stepping forward to tell him that he had impregnated her, how was he supposed to know that he needed to be a man, step up, and accept the responsibility that he had an illegitimate daughter?
He wondered how different his life would have been had he married the woman he made pregnant more than 40 years ago, that is, if even he did make her or anyone pregnant, other than Liz. What if her imagined mother was that prostitute, and with her sleeping with so very many men, Susan could have been any man's child? For sure, had he married at twenty-years-old, having to take a job to support them, he wouldn't have finished college. He wouldn't have attended law school. He wouldn't have become a lawyer, a partner in the firm, and had a successful legal career. With his life so extraordinarily different than the life he enjoyed now, he wouldn't be able to afford to buy this house in this ritzy neighborhood. He wouldn't be living across from Susan now in the way that he was and watching her playing with her panties, bras, and shoes.
Surely, he was glad that he didn't have to marry a woman who was a dozen years older than he was. With that woman in her thirties when he was barely twenty-years-old, being that she was a prostitute at that, but feeling compelled to marry her nonetheless, he was glad he didn't impregnate her. If he did impregnate her and if he had the knowledge that she was pregnant with his child, too young to ruin his life, he would have insisted that she abort the baby. For all that he knew, with DNA not invented forty years ago, if she was pregnant, she could have been impregnated from one of an army of men. Now facing the reality of abortion for the first time in his life and with his mind playing the what if scenarios of his life in the way he's had to play the what ifs as a lawyer, he imagine what may have happened if she had aborted the baby.
Just suppose, if Susan was indeed his illegitimate daughter, she never would have existed had her mother aborted her. How awful would that have been not to be an audience member to all of Susan's porn movies if she never survived her birth. He'd be denied seeing her strip naked and masturbate in the way he's watched her every night. Utter nonsense that she could be his bastard baby, thinking of more sexually exciting things, he erased the thought from his mind to more enjoy Susan's panty, bra, and shoe show.
Now with all of her bras and panties neatly arranged on her bed and with all of her shoes lined up as if they were foot soldiers protecting her panty and bra collection, not even giving him the chance to wonder what she'd do next, she turned to face the window and unbuttoned her blouse. Watching her unbutton one slow button at a time while looking down to see what that unbuttoned button revealed before continuing to unbutton the next button, he was already sexually aroused from watching her dump, fold, and arrange her underwear on her the bed. He wondered and hoped, once naked, that she'd model some of her bras, panties, and shoes for him.
As if a an audience of one or two, if Liz was watching too, he loved to have a private lingerie fashion show. Bra after bra, panty after panty, and shoe after shoe, he'd love to see her model them all in front of her big full length mirror and in the view of her bedroom windows and his office windows. Only with nothing to give her in return in appreciation for her modeling her underwear for him, all he could do is to offer her his applause by masturbating to her free, sexy show. Maybe his applause of masturbation was enough for her but he was hoping for more.
To be continued...
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Susan models her panties, bras, and shoes for William and Liz.
Susan unbuttoned her blouse in the same exact, practiced way as she's done so very many times before and William stared at her as if seeing her cleavage and bra for the first time. Even though he's seen her tits so many times before, with her long line of cleavage and bulbous breasts swelling out of the top of her bra, it was still an amazingly arousing sight to see to see her in her bra. He wished he was there to hold her, to touch her, to feel her, and to kiss her. Perhaps simply because he was a voyeur, he didn't know what it was or why it was but there was just something about watching a woman undress, especially watching Susan undress. Perhaps simply because he had a panty, bra, and shoe fetish, he didn't know what it was or why it was but there was just something about seeing a woman, especially Susan in her sexy bra and form fitting panty while wearing and walking around in her high heeled shoes.
Watching her strip down to her underwear instead of stripping naked, if he was given a choice, he'd prefer seeing less while imagining more. As far as he was concerned, hiding a lot of the flaws of her imperfect body, a woman always looked better while wearing her sexy bra and bikini panty instead of posing naked. Only, in the case of Susan, she look as good while wearing her sexy underwear as she did standing there naked. A sight he never tired of seeing, as much as he loved seeing her naked, he loved to see what it took for her to slowly get naked. He loved seeing her in her lacy bra and pretty panty.
"I love seeing her in her bra," he said for no one to hear while watching her through his binoculars. "In nearly every color of the rainbow, she has such wonderful bras."
Unless he wanted to count every mole and every freckle she had on her chest, she was close enough that he didn't even need to use his binoculars. Glasses that he wore for distance, he could even see her without having to wear his glasses, only not as clearly. He did use his zoom when he wanted a closer look. Being that she was stripping down to her underwear again, he used his binoculars to see every minute detail of her bra now and for him to see more details of her panties later. A man with a sexual fetish come true, he couldn't get enough of seeing her in her bra and panty. He only wished she'd parade around her bedroom while wearing her high heels too.
After watching her play with and look at her panties, her bras, and her shoes, sorting them, folding them, stacking them, and aligning them in organized order, watching her undress this time was different than all of the other times that he watched her strip herself down to her underwear before stripping herself naked. She looked at and toyed with her underwear and shoes in the way that he'd look at and play with her underwear and shoes, if only he was there with her in her room. If only she knew how much he enjoyed seeing her in her underwear, no doubt deemed a pervert by all standards of having a perverse fetish for panties, bras, and high heels, she'd think him a pervert and she'd be correct. If ever she saw him having his wicked way with her underwear and shoes in the way he wished he could and in the way she just had, he only wished he was allowed in her room to touch, feel, and sniff her underwear. The only thing better than touching, feeling, and sniffing her underwear was touching, feeling, and smelling her while she wore her underwear and high heeled shoes.
Now seeing her in her bra and after seeing her underwear so openly displayed on her bed, having more of an intimate appreciation for her undergarments, he imagined seeing her model all of her other bras that created a hill of bra cups on her bed. A paradise playground for a perverted man with a perverse fetish for panty, bras, and shoes, if he was in her room with her now, he'd launch himself on her bed and roll around on her panties and bras while reaching down to pick up, fondle, and lick her shoes. He'd loved to scale her pile of bras one slow bra at a time. Hoping she has as much of a fetish for panties, bras, and shoes as he has and as Liz has, by the sheer number of panties, bras, and shoes she has, obviously she does.
He'd love for her to give him an underwear fashion show while walking around in her high heels. Now having watched her unbutton her blouse to expose her white, lacy bra, figuring she was wearing matching, white bikini panties too, he couldn't wait to see which panties she was wearing. Not that he was complaining but, as a prelude to her masturbation show, it was the same, striptease show every night. In the sexy way she's always done and in the sexy way she moves, he couldn't wait to see her parading around her room in her underwear before stripping naked and before brushing her beautiful, long, blonde hair while naked at her vanity table. Then, as she's so often done before, she'd masturbate herself while William and Liz watched and masturbated themselves too.
A sexual fantasy come true and a sexual fantasy he never thought he'd have but more of a possibility now with her undressing in front of him every night, he wished he could hold her and kiss her while she wore her bra and panty. He envied all of her on-camera lovers who had the sensually erotic pleasure of holding her and kissing her while she wore her sexy underwear. He envied the men who stripped off her bra and panty before having sex with her.
"I'd give anything to feel her body through her bra and panty while kissing her and before having sex with her," he said.
Tracing every line and every minute detail of her bra with his fingertips, he wished he could fondle her breasts and finger her nipples through her bra. Getting an erection just seeing her bra clad breasts, a most erotic pleasure for him to see, he'd loved to spend an hour just feeling her breasts through her bra while holding her and kissing her. Exotically sensual and erotically sexually, there's nothing like the feel of a woman's breasts through her bra, The fact that these are Susan's breasts that he was seeing, he'd be in Heaven just to touch her breasts, feel her breasts, fondle her breasts, and caress her breasts through her bra. In the way he loved her and lusted over her, he loved and lusted over her panties, bras, and shoes too.
"I love her sexy underwear," he said. "I'd love to walk in her shoes."
Feeling the soft cotton and fingering the silk and/or satin, he wished he could feel her ass through her panty. With his hand and fingers still in contact with her sexy panty, he wished he could cup her pussy in his palm through her panty before pushing her panty aside and fingering her. After having his wicked way with her pussy and her ass through her panty and her breasts and nipples through her bra, he wished he could not only remove her panty and bra but also dress her in her panty and bra. Just as he'd love to remove them both, he'd loved to put her bra on her and help her on with her panty.
Imagining her inviting him in the dressing room, he'd loved to take her shopping to buy her even more panties, bras, and shoes. He wished he could spend a day with her picking out her panty, bra, and shoes before helping her put on her panty, bra, and shoes, and before removing her panty, bra, and shoes. A sexual fantasy come true, he'd loved to spend the day with her while she wore her seductive underwear and walked around the house in her high heeled shoes. Figuring that she'd humor him, no doubt, she'd think him nuts but he didn't care.
"Oh, yeah, I'd undress her if I could and I'd dress her if I could," he said while watching her.
So enamored with her and with her sexy underwear, he wished there was a porn movie of her just walking around in her bra and panty. If there was a porn movie of her in her underwear, watching it over and again while masturbating to it, he'd watch it every day, multiple times a day. Yet even better than that, he had the live show right across the street from his window. From her bedroom to his office, she was right there every night for him to watch her undressing.
Only, as if she was his actress and he were her director, he'd love to direct her to do the things that he'd love to watch her do over and again. He'd love to watch her pulling her panties tight up against her crotch to highlight her camel toe and her ass crack. He'd love to watch her bend over and put her upside down face between her legs and smile while he photographed her. He'd love to watch her stripping naked while asking her to wear that bra or this panty with those shoes. With her stripping naked and masturbating in front of him while knowing full well that he and his wife were watching her, he wondered if she'd ever invite him and/or his wife in her home to watch an in-person striptease and masturbation show. If she's already gone this far in allowing them to see her strip naked before masturbating, he wondered if she'd ever invite him and/or Liz to have sex with her.
"Why not? If she's already giving me a sexy, nightly striptease show while knowing full well that I'm watching, why wouldn't she invite me over her house for a touch, feel, and sniff show? If she's masturbated in front of me while watching me masturbate in front of her, why wouldn't she want more?" He was aroused by the thought of her inviting not only him but also his wife to a personal viewing her sexy striptease, modeling show, and masturbation show before engaging in a sexual threesome.
If she wasn't who she was, a famous porn star and the woman of his sexual fantasies come true and if she wasn't so stunningly beautiful and so naturally sexy, no doubt, becoming accustomed to watching her undress and seeing her naked, he would have tired of her striptease show by now. Only seeing her undress every night was always different from the night before. Somehow, she made her show fresh by adding a new twist with a look, a gesture, taking a new route around her room, and by wearing different colors and styles of panties and bras. Now with her undressing before him again, he stared at her as if seeing her undressing and seeing her in her bra for the first time. Only she could give him such sexual excitement with the same nightly show. Only she could give him such sexual pleasure while he masturbated to her undressing.
"I love you Susan," he said fingering his cock through his pants.
Continuing to slowly unbutton her blouse one slow sexually teasing button at a time, she removed her blouse and hung her shirt over her bedpost. That move, hanging her blouse over the bedpost, was certainly new. Normally, she'd just toss her clothes on the bed in the way of expelling one of her spent lovers when done with him as she's done with so many of her lovers in her porn movies. Only, with her panties and bras filling her bed, there was no room for her clothes, obviously the reason why she took the time to hang her blouse instead of just tossing it on the bed.
In the way he wished she'd pay him special attention by looking over at him watching her, he watched her lean down to reposition her blouse on her bedpost so that it wouldn't fall after it slipped and nearly fell to the floor. The act of seeing her cleavage with the entire side profile of her left breast hanging forward in her bra gave him an image of her leaning over him to give him a kiss while wearing her lacy, white bra. He imagined her leaning over him to take his cock in her mouth while she wore her sexy bra. He imagined feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra while she sucked him and allowed his horny hands free reign with her bra clad breasts.
"I'd love to cum in her sexy mouth while feeling her big tits and fingering her nipples through her bra," he said.
As far as William was concerned, because he had such a real panty, bra, and shoe fetish, having sex with a woman in her underwear and high heels was just as exciting if not more exciting as having sex with a naked woman. He imagined touching her bra and feeling her panty. He imagined chasing her around the house while she wore her underwear. Imagining all the fun he could have running around the house from room to room while playing tickle and chase before wrestling with her on the bed upon capture, he'd loved to play sexy games with her while she was in her underwear. Forget about her being naked as she is in most of her porn movies, he loved to make out with her while she wore her bra and panty.
"Don't take it off," he imagined saying to her when she reached around behind herself to unhook her bra. "I'd like to make out with you while you're wearing your sexy underwear before removing your bra and panty myself, if you don't mind."
If she was his woman and he was her man, he'd have her walk around the house in her sexy lingerie with heels all day and all the time. He imagined her doing housework and cooking while wearing an apron over her bra and panties, an apron that had an image of a bra and panty and that appeared that she wasn't even wearing an apron, just wearing her bra and panty. With an arm casually tossed around her shoulders, he imagine playing with her bra strap before feeling her breasts and fingering nipples through her bra while watching TV. He imagined his other hand feeling her ass through her panty and/or gently resting on her leg and playing with her pussy through her panty. Shocking men to stare and receiving disapproving leers from women, he imagined her going outside to get the mail and answering the front door in that sexy outfit.
Then she unbuttoned, unzipped, and wiggled herself out of her tight jeans. He watched her exposing her panty to him when pulling her pants slowly down. He loved how she looked in jeans nearly as much as how she looked when wearing a short skirt, a skirt so short that he didn't know how she could sit without flashing her panties to anyone lucky enough to be sitting across from her. Without a doubt, a sight to behold was seeing her beautiful legs exposed in a skirt too short to sit. The only sight better than seeing her long, shapely legs was seeing a flash of her panties when she sat and/or crossed and uncrossed her legs. She looked as incredible in her painted on jeans as she did in her skirts too short. Nonetheless whether she wore short skirts or tight jeans, his favorite vision of her was seeing her in her bra and panty. His sexual fetish fantasy come true, he truly loved seeing her in her underwear.
"She has such an incredible body. I love her body. Always a breast man before, she's making me into an ass man now too," he said while watching her. "As much as I love her breasts and her legs, I love her ass."
He had the enviable combination of having panty, bra, and shoe fetishes that more materialized now while watching her, especially when seeing all three at once as he was now with her displaying all of her panties and bras on her bed with her shoes lined up in front of her bed while undressing. He had the enviable position of being able to sit in his office while watching her parade around her room in her panty and bra before she stripped herself naked. Obviously she knew that he and his wife were watching her every sexy move. After having made so many porn movies, maybe she didn't want, notice, or even care that she didn't have any privacy with her uncovered windows.
In the professional way she acted naked on film, she walked around her glass house as if the cameras were still rolling. Already being bored by now, seeing anyone else in their panties, bras, and high heeled shoes wouldn't be nearly as arousing as seeing Susan in that sexy outfit. Easily, she could have been a Playboy Playmate. He could just see her walking around the Playboy mansion in her sexy lingerie while doting on Hugh Hefner.
"I never tire of seeing her in her underwear," said William while watching her undressing.
With her blouse and jeans removed, she had stripped herself down to her bra and panty. Expecting to see more in watching her walk around her room in her sexy lingerie, she always normally did that before stripping herself naked. Only she surprised him again when she reached around herself and unhooked her bra.
"That's not in the script," he said raising his binoculars to watch. "What is she doing?"
Again, as if seeing her breasts for the first time, her big, D cup tits were right there before his horny eyes. So round and so shapely, if he didn't know they were all natural, he'd think they were surgically enhanced and silicon confections of what some plastic surgeon thought a woman's breasts should look and feel like. Even though he's never felt breasts that have silicone implants, he just knew that he'd prefer natural breasts to fake ones.
Especially when looking at her naked breasts through his high powered binoculars, he felt as if he could reach out and feel and fondle her big breasts while fingering her erect nipples. He wondered if she could see him watching her. He wondered if she could see him watching her through his binoculars. With her not caring that he could see her, he didn't care that she could see him. Obviously, the perfect scenario for a voyeuristic man with a panty, bra, and shoe fetish and the perfect scenario for an exhibitionist, porn star of a woman, she wanted him to watch her as much as he wanted to watch her.
Always excited to see them, he loved zooming in on her areolas and nipples. Back and forth, moving the zoom lens in and out, the quickness of the zoom gave him the sensation that he was leaning in to her big breasts to take her nipples in his mouth. Glad that he bought these binoculars, he was glad that he was finally getting the chance to use them.
Then, unceremoniously, even though there was a drum roll going off in his head, she shimmied herself out of her panty. He loved how she had that cute little tuft of blonde hair to show that she was a real blonde. He imagined himself playing with her pubic hair while fingering her. He imagined himself playing with her pubic hair while licking her. So close and yet so far, just as were her tits, her pussy was seemingly right there before his horny hands but she was actually dozens of yard away in the house across the street.
If he was with her in her room now, before she removed her panties and asking her not to remove her panties just yet, he'd fall to his knees and lick her pussy through her panties. In the way that he wished her panties got wet for him, he'd make her panties sopping wet with his tongue before removing them with his teeth. Touching her panties with her still in them or out of them, never mind licking her panties while she wore them, was another one of his sexual fantasies. With him being so inactive sexually, forgetting that he even had them, she brought all of his sexual fetishes to the surface. Suddenly making him feel younger, she made him feel like the sexual pervert that he was again. Leave it to a younger woman to make an older man feel vital again, especially when that younger woman was willingly flashing him her body while watching him flash her his body too.
Sometimes as if more enamored with the pretty gift wrap of a package than with the content of what's inside, that's how William sometimes felt about seeing women in their bras and panties. Generally, women looked better in their bra and panties than they did naked. Susan was one of the rare exceptions to his rule. Because her body was so shapely and her breasts so perfect, she looked equally as hot in her underwear as she did naked. Only, instead of just tossing the gift wrap aside after unwrapping herself by removing her bra and panty, if he was with her, he'd save her gift wrap and cherish her bra and panties as much as he'd cherish her naked body.
"Damn she's such a beautiful woman," he said.
Now that she was naked, in the way she always did before, he expected her to move to the vanity table to brush her blonde hair. With a view of the back of her from her bedroom windows and a view of the front of her from her vanity mirror, he loved watching her sitting there naked while brushing her beautiful hair. Yet, mixing up her bedroom, undressing routine and giving him a whole new show to maintain his voyeuristic interest and sexual excitement, she didn't move to the vanity table. Instead, she turned to the side to stare down at her bed of underwear in the way that he surely would if he were there in her room with her or without her.



"Wow. She's looking down at her underwear in the way I wish I could," he said.
As exciting as it was to see her in her underwear, it was just as exciting for him to see all of her underwear in one spot on the bed, especially when she was looking at her underwear with him. She looked at her underwear as if she was in a lingerie shop looking to see which items to try on before buying them. A sexy, voyeuristic sight he'd love to see, he imagined her giving the bored husbands and restless boyfriends a show of her nude body while they waited outside of her dressing room for their wives and girlfriends. He imagined her curtain opened just enough for them to watch her trying on bras. He imagined her purposely exposing her breasts to them while acting obvious that they could see and that they were watching. Taking the sexy vision of her home with them, he imagined the men masturbating over her in the way that he does every day.
While she stared down at her collection of panties, bras, and shoes, he stared over at her. It was always more fun to watch her when she was in the act of doing something, even if it was watching her just staring at her underwear. The professional actress that she was, as if her bedroom windows were the cameras, she seldom looked at her bedroom windows and she seldom looked over at him, unless she was looking over at him while watching him masturbating over her. Loving how she looked from every angle, he especially loved how she looked from the side. With her flat, toned stomach and her round, firm ass, he really could see the enormity of her massive breasts from the side in the way that he couldn't see the immense size of them from the front.
Giving them more of three a dimensional perspective, even though her breasts looked so big from all angles, they looked even larger when seeing them from the side, especially when she leaned forward without wearing her bra. He loved how the bottom of her breasts curved upward in the way he remembered when looking up at a painting by a famous, 17th century master artist. As if her breasts were her twin, full moons basking in the radiance of her beautiful face, with her eyes their smiling twin suns, she had the face and the body that men fought one another to possess. His very own Goddess living across the street from him, if this was the time of the Crusades, men would go to war for the chance to be in her head, to win her hand, and to live forever in her heart.
Only, looking at her and viewing her as if she wasn't real but a painting or an image on a big screen, he had no idea how she felt inside. When he more cared about her panties, her bras, her shoes, and her naked body, how could he possibly know how she feels inside? Keeping her emotions hidden and never revealing how she truly felt, he didn't know that she was the type of woman who'd never tell him or any man how she truly felt. In the way that so many other beautiful women through the ages felt after being ruined and emotional twisted when sexually abused, she was the type of woman that no one man could ever possess. After having been forced by one too many men, she'd never freely give herself to any man. It's not that she didn't want to willingly submit to a man, she couldn't. Easier for her to open her mouth and her legs, she didn't even know how and where to begin to open her heart to a man.
To be continued...
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Who is Susan Jill Parker? If only William knew, would he still want her?
In the way that Zsa Zsa Gabor, Debbie Reynolds, Elizabeth Taylor, and so many others willingly gave their bodies to so many men and promised their love to so many husbands, these beautiful sex sirens were unable to willingly submit enough of themselves to give them their hearts. Even though those women and women like them who were all so beautiful on the outside, forever damaged and tragically broken, they were all so empty and dead on the inside. In the way of a zombie mindlessly going through the motions of vicariously living life by watching how others interact with one another, the walking and unfeeling dead, how can someone so beautiful on the outside be so ugly and vacant on the inside? When it came to feeling normal emotions, desensitized, demoralized, and feeling guilty that being sexually abused was all somehow their fault, there was no one home and the messages of emotionally caring for their lover went unanswered.
Hiding behind their smiling masks of makeup, their endless numbers of plastic surgeries, and their expensive, custom tailored wardrobes, survivors of sexual abuse swept what happened to them under the rug by preferring to show who they're not rather than who they are. Afraid and unable to show who they are for fear they'd be rejected, the sexually abused women of the world soothe and numb their pain with alcohol, drugs, and/or sex but never with love. Unable to confess their dark secrets that would expose the monster that they have hidden inside, they're doomed to be alone even when with their boyfriend, their husband, their lesbian lover, and/or with a room full of people. Just wanting to be left alone and preferring the quiet to the static that runs through their heads in the way of an endless freight train grinding steel on steel, too haunted by the past to live in the present, they dread the future. Unable to give what the other wants, they run from love and from any romantic and emotional relationship where they are forced to feel and confront something that invades their being and that makes them feel trapped and uncomfortable.
Concentrating his attention more on his fetishes than on her, William didn't have a clue who Susan Jill Parker was. How could he? Other than watching her act in her porn films, he thought he knew her by watching her in porn movies but he didn't know who she was when not on camera. Maybe afraid that the sexual fantasy bubble that he has of her would burst and he'd be disappointed, he didn't want to take the time to know who she was. More focused on the outside package, maybe it was as simple as he didn't care who she was on the inside. More focused on her bras, on her panties, and on her shoes, even though he'd say differently, he didn't even care about her in the way he cared for his cold, bitchy wife of thirty-something years. More focusing his eyes, his mind, and his heart on her beauty and on something so elusive and on something that he could never possess, the fleeting image of a sexual fantasy, he more stared at her underwear clad and naked body than at the woman herself.
Who was she? He may thought he knew and surely he did on the surface, but he really didn't know her. Why did she move here, of all the places that she could have lived, when she could have lived anywhere? This is a mature neighborhood of older residents. There's nothing here for her but quiet while watching the neighbors being taken out in ambulances one by one to live the rest of the lives in nursing homes before being taken to the morgue and buried in the cemetery. Surely, of all the hip places to live, this wasn't the neighborhood that would welcome a porn star, if only they knew she was a porn star. Other than he and his wife knowing what she did for a living to make her living, always wearing sunglasses, baggy clothes, and a hat to hide her fame, no one else knew.
Other than that she was a porn star, the little that he read of her in her online biography, and that she was his sexy neighbor who paraded around her bedroom in her underwear before stripping naked and masturbating, he didn't know anything else about her. With his voyeurism and fetishes for her panties, bras, and high heeled shoes getting in the way of his commonsense, if only William knew what he was seeing wasn't really Susan Jill Parker at all, would he still be as enamored with her and as sexually attracted to her as he is now? Chances are, content just to watch her flaunt her underwear clad and naked body to him, not wanting to take the time to explore the inner workings of her, other than continuing his sexual fantasy, he probably would no longer be interested in having a relationship with her. Being that he already had a wife and a life, why would he dare want a mistress who live across the street from his house?
Troubled, problematic, damaged, and an emotional mess, she'd never reveal the real woman that hid behind her pain, her sorrow, and behind her mask of makeup to anyone, especially not to him. Hiding behind her perfectly pretty facade, she was just acting when she stripped down to her underwear and when she gave him her naked striptease show before masturbating herself in the way that he and his wife did too. Every night she gave him an encore performance and every night he watched while masturbating with her. Only he made the mistake of thinking that she was just as perversely perverted as he was. She wasn't perversely perverted at all. He thought she was just as sexually satisfied by exposing her body to him as much as he was sexually excited in watching her expose her body to him before masturbating to him masturbating with her. Even though she was a porn star, a good, moral, conservative woman of character, in the way that Marie Osmond dresses sexy against her Mormon religion, just playing a role, she may be sexy but, in real life, she wasn't slutty. Moreover, hard to believe being that she was a porn star, she wasn't even sexual at all.
Sexually abused at young ages, all three woman, Zsa Zsa Gabor, Debbie Reynolds, and Elizabeth Taylor, and so many others like them, Oprah Winfrey, Queen Latifah, Susan Somers, Vanessa Williams, Mary J. Blige, McKensie Phillips, Teri Hatcher, and Ashley Judd, all shared the same, horrible, dark secrets that Susan hid behind her smiling, happy demeanor. Able to readily strip off her clothes and get naked on a director's cue, yet emotionally detached from the sexy scenes, she was too vulnerable and too angry to give any more of herself other than her naked, physical body. A survivor of sexual abuse, with her self-esteem and confidence battered but somehow still intact to continue to keep her safe from the onslaught of men still wanting to sexually abuse her, she struggled not to crumble when most days she'd just want to curl up in the fetal position and sleep.
Most days, when she wasn't sad and when she wasn't clinically depressed, she was angry. Yet, no matter how she felt, she'd never remove the pretense behind her eyes that kept her safe from men getting too close to her, close enough to hurt her again. One more man hurting her by forcing her to do something sexual that she didn't want to do may put her over the edge. Willing to allow men to control her by paying her huge sums of money to pretend that she enjoyed having sex, men could control her body but they'd never control her mind. The Oscars of porn, if only those in charge knew how much she acted while having sex for money, they'd give her the AVN award for the best female in a starring role.
No longer a victim, instead now turning the tables on men with her intelligence, it took her a while to discover how to use men with her shapely body and control men with her beautiful face. It took her a while to find the outlet to do what making porn movies has helped her to do in feeling safely removed from all of those men who want her and who've hurt her. Just an acting role to her, men may have sex with her, but she'd never feel about them the way they feel about her. With something missing inside, she couldn't possibly want them and love them in the way they loved and lusted over her. She had a blockage in her head and in her heart that stopped her from loving anyone, even herself, especially herself. With her emotions severed as if cut with a knife, love didn't exist to her only sex did.
As characterized by her porn star occupation and her need to be admired for her beauty and lusted over for her sexuality, William had no idea that her mind was so troubled. How could he possibly know she was so emotionally disturbed when her face and body were so beautiful? Her mind was her safe place to disappear and to go when needing to be alone with her sad self. No doubt watching her on the evening news one day, she'd be one of those people who'd shoot and kill the dozen men who had sexually and secretly abused her, before the police shot her dead or before she killed herself. Never just having one abuser, as if sexual abusers knew those who were the most vulnerable, every sexually abused victim had more than one abuser. Instead of being a happy housewife with children, she'd be one of those people that the neighbors would be clueless about who she really was.
"Always keeping to herself, never any trouble, she seemed so nice. We had no idea she was angry enough to murder her uncle, her cousin, her four brothers, and her producer, director, and co-stars. She was always so happy and friendly. She was so very beautiful. How someone so beautiful could be such a cold blooded, calculating killer amazes me," her neighbors, no doubt, would say on the evening news after hearing about and reading about the tragic incident. "We had no idea she was a porn star."
Unable to have a normal relationship and unable to feel love in the way that others feel love, not even given a chance to feel anything, early on, sexual abuse ruined how she felt about love and about men. Not trusting men, she feared and ran from men in the way she feared love and ran from love. Even though she had four, older brothers, never close to them in the way she should have been, perhaps because they were so much older than she was, they did nothing to help her other than to sexually use and abuse her.
Then when she finally gave enough of herself to fall in love, her ex emotionally abused her and routinely beat her. Slamming her head against a wall, choking her and slapping her, he took pleasure in pushing her down the stairs. Promising he'd never hurt her again, he'd apologize to her and buy her something nice or take her somewhere expensive. Back to normal, their relationship was all good, until his demons surfaced again and until the violent, physical abuse happened again. Knowing she so wanted a child and to have children, the last straw was when he told her that he secretly had a vasectomy two years before. Blaming herself for not being able to conceive, they had been trying for two years to have a child.
As if a steel curtain shuttered her mind against men and against falling in love again, as far as she was concerned, her love life was over. The only thing left was empty, meaningless sex, the kind of sex that came with prostitution and/or pornography. Deciding against prostitution, even though she was prostituting herself by having sex in a porn movie for money, she was done with men as lovers but not done with men as her way to earn a living as a porn star in porn movies. In the way that men used her before, she'd use them now.
Because she never knew her father, she always searched for her Daddy. Always looking for Daddy in her attraction to older men, she grew up without a father. With her mother an incestuous whore and a prostitute, when she discovered that her mother had been having sex with her four brothers for twenty years and when her brothers started sexually abusing her, she suspected that it was one of her brothers who fathered her. How fucked up is that? For years, wishing she had been aborted, she carried that incestuous guilt around with her that she was nothing more than an incestuous freak of nature and that no one wanted or loved her other than for sex. Giving men sex was the only thing she had left to use for her to get what she so wanted and needed. Being that she was already so spoiled and so damaged, having nothing more to lose but for her self-respect, sex was what defined her and sex was what men wanted. Sex, sex, sex, it was all about sex and now that the decision was hers, she was willing to trade sex for money.
If she was given a preference, in the way of Marlene Dietrich, she just wanted to be left alone. She had enough money squirreled away to isolate herself if being left alone was what she really wanted. She'd never have to bother with another man and have sex again, if that's what she really wanted. Now that she had a successful movie career and lots of money, she didn't need men in the way that she needed men before. Making a silent pledge in the way of making a New Year's resolution, forever to be stricken from her life, she was done with men.
It's tragically funny how a porn star would rather live her life alone and without a man than with a man. Yet, oxymoronically, still beckoning for sexual attention and still wanting men's adulation, admiration, and applause, here she was stripping herself naked and masturbating herself in front of her windows for her new, male neighbor to see. Why? Why here? Why now? Why him? Old enough to be her father, why did she feel compelled to expose her body to her older neighbor who lived across the street from her?
An 18-year-old virgin and an easy victim when her innocence was taken from her in the way that it was taken by her uncle and her virginity stolen from her by her older cousin, sexually used and abused, her emotional growth was tragically stunted. She trusted her uncle and her cousin not to hurt and rape her but they did. Never reaching adulthood with her sound mind intact, she was still that lost, frightened, little girl now that she was then. Never given the chance, she never had the opportunity to fully emotionally mature for her to feel all the real, raw emotions that a woman should feel when going through the rites of passage of falling in love. Instead of something beautiful, pleasurable, and enjoyable, sex was something dirty, forbidden, and forced. Not even able to trust her own brothers, with her four brothers constantly at her, saying inappropriate, sexual things to her, groping her, exposing themselves to her, and trying to see her naked, she never felt the normal emotion of wanting and needing a man. Not nearly the same, she only felt the lustful emotion of a man wanting, needing, and lusting over her.
Truth be told, even though she continued having sex with men, she hated men. Having sex with men was just a job to her, a job that she excelled at doing when on the movie set and the director called, "Action!" Able to turn it on and turn it off, the only real feelings she had left were saved for the camera and for her co-star. As big and as looming as a boogie man who lived in her closet, always there was the fear and the lack of trust that kept her at a distance from all men, especially her relatives.
In the way that she hated and feared men, one would think that someone like her would be lesbian and maybe she was lesbian. When on camera, she made love to women in the way she made love to men. In the way that she kissed a woman and showed passion for a woman was if she was having sex with a man. She could be a lesbian but she wasn't. Kissing and making love to a woman on screen was just another role she played when acting. If given the choice, she more enjoyed kissing and making love to a man.
Just as she acted when making love with men, she acted the same way when making love with women. Just a part to play, she'd remove herself from the role by taking her mind elsewhere while she sucked, licked, and fucked her co-stars. One would think that an actress who removed herself from the scene was doing an injustice to the movie, but no one knew that she wasn't there when the camera was shooting the sex scenes. Still able to convincingly play her part, in the same sad regard, acting while having sex in a porn movie was much like being sexually abused. Having learned at an early age that she must endure to survive, she's well practiced in doing things that she not only hated to do but also was forced to do. Now, at least she was paid money to do them.
In watching her in her porn films and in seeing her standing there naked now, William thought he knew Susan. For her to strip naked and masturbate in front of him while watching him strip naked and masturbate in front of her, he thought she was attracted to him. Especially after watching her model her panty, bra, and high heeled shoes for him nightly, he thought she wanted him. Using him, a month of panty after panty, bra after bra, and shoe after shoe, meaning more to him than it did to her, acting again, her nightly modeling for him in her sexy underwear was just a show to her and nothing more. Being that her bra and panties were already there on the bed and her shoes were lined up in front of the bed, he only wished he could watch her model all of her panties, all of her bras, and all of her shoes on the same night.
He couldn't be more wrong about her. For him to think that she was attracted enough to him to want him, he didn't know her at all. How could he possibly know how she felt inside when he was so taken and so focused only with the outside package and on her sexy lingerie? Even though he saw her, stared at her, and leered at her, he wasn't seeing who she is. To imagine that someone so sexual on the outside wasn't sexual at all on the inside would be impossible for him to understand.
Other than her online profile, he didn't know much about her. Just seeing an empty shell of who she was and who she could have been, he didn't know her background. More caring about seeing her in her bra and in her panty while walking around her bedroom in her high heeled shoes, before seeing her naked, he never wondered why she did the things she did. Just glad that she modeled for him in her underwear before stripping herself naked and masturbating, he was just happy that she was exposing herself and playing with herself in front of him.
Glad that she continued with her nightly show of exhibitionism and voyeurism, even when knowing that she was being watched, he never wondered why she became a porn star. Too focused on her underwear clad and naked body, he was just glad that she was. Reliving the experience all over again in her porn movies, he didn't know that she never forgot what it felt like to be so touched and so forced to do the sexual things that she was forced to do when she didn't want to do what men forced her to do. Having sex without enjoying it, without taking pleasure in it, and not receiving any sexual satisfaction from it, if only he knew that she always dreaded being touched, felt, fondled, groped, caressed, and kissed, he'd be shocked. If only he knew how she really felt, how someone like her could be a porn star would be beyond his comprehension.
How could he possibly know that someone so perfect on the outside was so broken on the inside? He had no idea that someone who looked like her could feel the way she did, sadly depressed and increasingly angry, scratch the surface and she had a rage that surfaced from out of the blue. Moreover, obviously and honestly, even if he knew, he wouldn't care why someone who looked like her was so broken and so angry. If he had taken the time to learn more about her and to understand her, perhaps he'd have a better chance of bedding her. The exact opposite to men, women didn't care what a man looked like on the outside or about their chronological age. They more cared about how the man treated them, respected them, and provided for them.



Seemingly a success, she was a tragedy. Seemingly loving sex and all things sexual, she hated sex and all things sexual. If only he knew how she felt inside was the same way that Zsa Zsa Gabor, Debbie Reynolds, and Elizabeth Taylor and so many other so called sex symbols felt inside too, he'd wonder about all of Hollywood's glamorous women. With nothing real and tangible when making a movie, filled with lights, action, cameras, and glitter, tinsel town was just as make believe as was Disney World. The only thing that was real happened after the lights and the cameras were turned off and when everyone returned home to their little lives.
Even the paid actors, especially the paid actors weren't real. Just acting, they just played a part. No more and no less, they were who their fans imagined them to be. Just as their fans thought they knew them from their movie roles, they didn't know them at all. Just as her fans thought they knew her from her porn movie roles, they were clueless to who she was and William, one of her biggest fans, didn't know who Susan was either.
Even though it was speculated otherwise, that President Kennedy had her killed, if William took the time to learn more about survivors of sexual abuse, maybe then he'd understand why someone as beautiful as Marilyn Monroe committed suicide and why Susan Jill Parker made porn movies. Instead, rather than taking the time to unravel the mystery of her, he was more interested in her panties, her bras, and her high heeled shoes. Other than her being his sexy sex symbol, he more concentrated on his sexual fetishes than on her as a person.
Someone so beautiful on the surface shouldn't feel so ugly inside but unbeknownst to him, she did. Especially in the beginning when she was just starting her pornographic career, having to make love to producers on their casting couches, to directors in their homes, and to actors in their trailers to get the roles she got was painfully humiliating. If she turned them down for sex, with so many woman hoping for the same opportunity of playing a part in a porn movie and readily agreeing to give sex to anyone who demanded it, they'd give the role to someone else. Feeling sexually abused all over again, having forced and coerced sex when not on camera was even more humiliatingly disturbing than being paid to strip naked and have sex in a porn film. When making a movie, she was just acting or so she convinced herself for the sake of earning a living. Once the cameras weren't rolling, going from make believe to reality, situations became real and too real to endure. It was much easier for her to remove her clothes when she controlled the action as she did now stripping for William.
Moreover, one would think that someone who felt the way she did about intimacy and sex would never become a stripper, a prostitute, or a porn star. One would think that someone who couldn't feel love would never make love. Yet routinely, as if sexually abused women were bitten by vampires, drawn to sex and sexual situations that compelled them to forever relive the horror of being sexually abused by men, women who had similar sexual experiences all fell into that same dark abyss. In the way that her porn movies filled the minds of men with their dirty dreams and sexual fantasies, she belonged to all men but never to just one.
To be continued...
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Watching Susan undress and model in her underwear, William wished he was in her room with her.
All so surreal with Susan standing in her bedroom and in plain sight of his office windows from her bedroom windows, William felt as if was watching a live peep show from his office. He watched her looking down at her assembled underwear stacked and organized on her bed and her rows of shoes lining the front of her bed in the way that he'd love to look at her collection of sexy panties, bras, and shoes. If only he was there with her in her bedroom, knowing that they touched her breasts, rubbed against her pussy, and her covered her sexy feet, he'd pick up and handle every panty and every bra before fondling every shoe.
In the way he imagined her going through a photograph album, he watched her lovingly touching her panties, as if each panty saved a memory of a porn movie and/or an image of her in a sexual role. She'd need to showcase even more panties, bras, and shoes for her to preserve all the pornographic images that cameras captured of her and for all the roles she's played. In the way that he wished he could touch them too, he watched her going from one panty to another panty with her fingers poised to pick the perfect one to wear.
Which one would she choose? He didn't know but he had fun watching her while waiting for her to decide. Recognizing some of her underwear from her dozens of porn movies that he watched her acting in while masturbating to them, only a man with a panty, bra, and shoe fetish would recognize her sexy lingerie and shoes, especially from across the street. If he were there with her now, he'd help her with her indecision in selecting which panty to wear. Imagining touching and feeling all of her panties and bras as if she was wearing them, he'd be happy to hold up one pair of panty before suggesting another. He couldn't wait to see which panty she'd choose to wear.
"Pick the yellow one," he whispered, certainly too far away for her to hear him.
Yet, as if she heard him and as if she could read his horny mind through her bedroom windows to know what he was thinking from across the street through his office windows, psychically from the dozens of choices she had, she reached for a yellow pair of panty. As if she was getting dressed in a porn movie and as if his eyes were the camera lens, she turned to face him without looking at him and held up her yellow panty for him to see as if examining it before stepping into it. Oddly enough, after all the times he watched her undress, he's never seen her dress.
Making more sense that he'd more want her undressed than dressed, more enamored with watching her taking off her clothes than with her putting on her clothes, all of his sexual fantasies were of her undressing and not of her dressing. All of his sexual fantasies of her were mixed with his sexual fetishes of seeing her strutting around her room in her panty, bra, and high heeled shoes. Unable to separate her from his sexual fantasies and perverse fetishes and not even wanting to, she was his perfect woman. Having plenty of peccadilloes and idiosyncrasies that anyone else would think odd, especially someone who didn't have panty, bra, and shoe fetishes, little did he know that his perfect woman wasn't so perfect and was twisted by her own need to expose herself to unsuspecting men.
For some strange reason, after prancing around her bedroom naked every night, when she dressed herself in the morning, she always dressed in the bathroom with the door closed. For someone who was obviously an exhibitionist and always so exposed, other than to use the toilet, one would think that she'd never seek the privacy of a closed bathroom door to get dressed. Perhaps putting on her clothes was a more private process than taking off her clothes. Perhaps after having to remove her clothes for men for money and after entertaining him by stripping off her clothes in the evening, apparently putting on her clothes in her bathroom with the door closed was her safe haven and her private thing to do. With him being clueless, perhaps a game she enjoyed playing, he enjoyed thinking that she just wanted to surprise him with what she was going to wear. Whatever was her reason not to dress in front of him, whether she was fully dressed or naked, he always took great pleasure and pride in looking at her, watching her, and staring at her to see what she'd do next.
Still standing there topless and just wearing her panty to cover her nakedness, he loved staring at her big breasts. What would she do next? After shocking him, when she first moved in, by not covering her windows and walking around her bedroom in her panty and bra with her lights on, before stripping naked to masturbate on her bed, he had no idea what she'd do next. Someone he wished he could be more part of her life, she was just full of surprises. What she did next is remove all of her panties and bras from her drawers and line her shoes up in front of her bed. Glad that she did all that she did, he still didn't know why she did what she did. An enigma to him, unable to figure her out and unable to get in her head, he always wondered what she'd do next and was always surprised by what she did do next.
For the time being, what she did next was to reach for a yellow matching bra. With just one white and one black panty, bra, and shoe combination that he could see, he more loved her colorful underwear coordinating with her matching shoes. He watched her move her hands through the bra straps, as if she was donning protective armored apparel for a SWAT or military assault. Certainly, in the way he loved her big tits and how he imagined they'd feel though her blouse and bra, if he was there with her now kissing her while feeling her, her bra would offer her little protection from his horny hands.
Now wearing his favorite outfit of choice, a sexy bra and a bikini panty, albeit yellow, he watched her step into a pair of yellow, high heeled shoes. Fully dressed to him, albeit still only in her underwear and high heeled shoes, he loved seeing her long legs, especially her muscled calves in high heels. She had such long, shapely legs, much longer and shapelier than Liz's legs. He could only imagine how her legs would feel to slowly move his hands up her legs and not stop until they reached her round, firm ass and her bald, shaven pussy.
"If I was a paid actor in one of her porn movies, I'd love to sexually molest her before having sex with her," he said what most men no doubt thought when seeing her fully dressed, in her panty and bra, or naked. "I'd love to push her upon her bed amidst her panties and bras and take her."
From posing at her bedroom windows, she walked to her full length mirror and posed there too. Able to see the front and the back of her at the same time, whenever she stood in front of her full length mirror or sat at her vanity table, seeing her in this way made him more feel that he was in the room with her. Obviously knowing that he was watching her, he always watched her. Compelled to watch her, he couldn't stop staring at her.
As if teasing him with her lingerie, she turned one way and then the other way to give him a complete show of her underwear clad body. As if she was a lingerie model or a swimsuit model, for her to model for him in the way that she was modeling for him now, it was as if she intuitively knew that not only was he watching her but also that he had a panty, bra, and shoe fetish. Having only spoken to her once, before his dumb dog peed on her leg, how would she know that he's so attached to panties, bras, and shoes? Yet, truth be told, what man didn't have a panty, bra, and high heeled shoe fetish especially with a woman who looked as good as she did when wearing and unabashedly modeling her panty, bra, and heels?
As if she was a bathing beauty contestant in a Miss America pageant contest, albeit modeling in her panty and bra instead of a bikini, he watched her walk from her bed to her mirror in her sexy underwear and high heel shoes before she walked around her room and returned to the bed. As if synchronized, his heart kept beat to the sexual movement of her lively hips. With his pulse rate racing, he imagined his breath steamed his office windows and her bedroom windows at the same time, even from this distance.
If she looked this good at 40-years-old, the same age as Jennifer Lopez, another one of his favorites but without the blonde hair and the big tits, he could only imagined what she looked like twenty, ten, or five years ago. Only he didn't have to imagine what she looked like when she was younger, as he already had her an entire collection of her captured on DVD's. As if watching her gracefully age in the way that he watched Shannon Tweed mature, Gene Simmons' of Kiss sexy wife, she was still an amazing beauty. In the way that Angie Dickinson, Jane Russell, Sophia Loren, and Grace Kelly were, no matter what their ages even in death, as far as he was concerned, still able to remember them the way they all once were, once a beautiful woman always a beautiful woman.
In the way that she'd pose in a photo shoot, she turned from side to side and leaned forward as if she was looking down her bra to see what he could see of her. Then, turning around and bending at the waist to see how her panty clad ass looked in the mirror, she looked at herself with him while wearing her yellow panties, yellow bra, and yellow high heels. As if both parts of her sexy body demanded equal attention, her big, beautiful breasts were in direct opposition to her round, firm ass. Looking from one to the other, ass to tits and ass to tits, he preferred seeing her image in its entirety instead of just looking at her in sections.
If he didn't know she was real, he'd imagine he was dreaming her and dreaming that he was watching her model in her sexy underwear. In the way that so many women today are obese, she was too shapely to be real. Few women looked like her. In the way that Coco, Ice T's wife, can burst out of her bikini with her too big ass and too big breasts for her otherwise petite proportions, conversely with Susan's long, lean, shapely body, she knew how to erotically model underwear without screaming pornography or bad taste. Yet, although she looked good in that sexy ensemble, after seeing her wear that color for a while, he didn't think that yellow was her color. Perhaps because of her blonde hair, she needed more of a contrast of colors than a coordination of colors.
Now that she was already out of her blouse and skin tight jeans and dressed only in her underwear, hoping it wasn't and hoping that the sexy revue was just beginning, he wondered if the show was over. Maybe she was going out tonight. Maybe she had a date with a man. He imagined a man feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra while kissing her. He imagined a man moving his hand up her short skirt to feel her ass and pussy through her panty. He imagined her unzipping him, pulling out his cock and stroking him before leaning down to take him in her mouth. Then, he imagined them making love before he imagined them fucking, really fucking, and fucking in the way that he wished he could fuck her.
"Lucky bastard," he said for no one to hear. "Some guys have all the luck. If only I was ten or twenty years younger, I'd make her want me."
Then, excited by the prospect of her being with a woman instead of a man, maybe she had a date with a woman. He imagined a woman feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra while kissing her. He imagined a woman moving her hand up her short skirt to feel her ass and pussy through her panty. He imagined a woman removing her panty in preparation to lick her pussy. He imagined a woman eating her, really licking and finger fucking her before making love to her with a strap-on and fucking her in the way he wished he could lick her and fuck her.
"Lucky bitch," he said for no one to hear. "Some gals have all the luck. If only I was lesbian, I'd make her want me. Wait," he said out loud with a laugh. "In the way that I love women, I am lesbian."
Instead of going out on the date that he imagined she was going with a man or with a woman, he wished she'd stay home and model more panties, bras, and shoes for him. His favorite sexy image to see, he could spend his entire day watching her walk around her bedroom wearing her bra, panty, and high heeled shoes while he masturbated to the sexy sight of her in her underwear and heels. He loved watching her giving him a lingerie and shoe fashion show. His own, personal Victoria Secrets supermodel, he wished he was in her room with her while sniffing her panties and feeling her bras. He wished he could select which panty, bra, and shoe she should model next. Alas, his custom, personalized, fantasy lingerie fashion show wasn't to be.
He wished he was the lucky bastard or bitch dating her. He wished he was the lucky bastard or bitch kissing her while feeling her body through her panty, bra and touching her high heeled shoes before being allowed to remove her panty, bra, and high heeled shoes. Only, with his fetishes taking precedence over his need to have sex with her, rather than bedding her, he'd much rather dress her in another panty, bra, and high heeled shoe outfit first. If he couldn't make out with her while feeling her body through her bra and panty, he was content just to watch her walking around her room in her sexy lingerie and high heeled shoes.
He imagined spending his day removing her underwear and shoes to dress her in different sets of underwear and shoes. He imagined dressing her in all the panties and bras she had on her bed and in all the shoes that lined the front of her bed. If only she'd allow him to do that, as if he was his fashion designer or man-in-waiting instead of lady-in-waiting, she'd make his sexual fantasy come true. Then, finally, once she modeled enough panties, bras, and shoes for him, sufficiently sexually satisfied seeing and feeling her in her panties, bras, and shoes, he imagined having sex with her.
He imagined kissing her while feeling her big tits through her bra before fingering her nipples to erection. Leaving big wet spots and staining her bras with his saliva, he imagined sucking her nipples through her bra while reaching around her to feel her round, firm ass through her bikini panties. Unhooking her bra with one hand, he imagined leaving her bra in place and watching her brassiere slowly expose her breasts with every slow movement of her sexy, shapely body while kissing and kissing her. He imagined tracing her pussy slit with his finger before pushing her panty aside to enter her with his fingers. He imagined stripping her naked and mounting her. He imagined making love to her before fucking her, really pounding her pussy. He imagined her wanting him just as much he wanted her.
Of course, being that this was just his sexual fantasy, obviously, none of what he hoped would happen would ever happen. Yet, surprised that he's come this far so soon in seeing her strip naked and masturbate on her bed, he was fortunate to have seen as much of her as he already has. Serendipitously lucky that she bought the house across the street, he was serendipitously lucky to have watched her strip down to her underwear before stripping naked and masturbating. He was serendipitously lucky to be allowed to masturbate with her without her calling the police, having him arrested for indecent exposure and getting him listed on the sex registry list for perverse perverts and sexual deviates. Yet, with her still walking around her bedroom in her yellow panty, yellow bra, and yellow high heeled shoes, maybe having sex with him and/or his wife is her next step. How hot would that be to have a threesome circle of sex with her, the porn star, in the middle?
Something he knew would never happen, he could only hope, a threesome with him, his wife, and Susan was just another sexual fantasy. Maybe the three of them could make their own porn movie. It was one thing for his wife to watch Susan undress and even masturbate to her sexy striptease and masturbation show but quite another for her to have sex with her in a threesome with him, especially since he hasn't had sex with her in years.
How insensitive and awkward would that be to have sex with Susan before having sex with his wife again? How delicious would that be for Susan to bring them back together romantically and sexually? Perhaps just the sexual therapist they both need, maybe she's the magic, marriage elixir that he and his wife requires to live as a sexual couple again. Yet, still surprised that she watched Susan undress and masturbate herself, Susan did make Liz aroused enough for her to masturbate and have an orgasm.
He wondered if his wife was watching Susan's sexy underwear modeling show too from the guest bedroom. He wondered if his wife had an underwear and shoe fetish in the way he did and in the way that Susan obvious had. In the way that most men do, what woman doesn't have a panty, bra, and shoe fetish? She certainly had enough panties, bras, and shoes to have a fetish. Still watching Susan while thinking about Liz's panty, bra, and shoe collection, instead of reaching for her clothes to go on the date with a man or a woman that he imagined she was readying herself to do, Susan moved her hands behind her and unhooked her bra before removing her panties.
"No way! Fuck me! She's giving me a show. Hot damn! Holy shit! She's going to model her underwear for me. Unbelievable!"
Now naked again and setting the yellow bra and panties aside, she reached for her blue panties and bra. Donning those, she stepped her feet in her blue high heels. As she did with the yellow sexy ensemble, she walked to pose in front of her full length mirror before walking around the room. He watch her as if he was watching the Twilight Zone Show or as if she was a ghost doomed to repeat her last actions over again. He watched her leaning forward in her mirror as if to see what someone could see of her down her bra before turning and bending to see how her panty conformed to her perfect behind.
After giving him the same sexy, striptease and masturbation show every night, this lingerie modeling show was certainly different. As if her sexy striptease and masturbation shows could be any better than what they were, this lingerie modeling show was the best. After modeling the blue matching panty, bra, and shoe set in front of the full length mirror and walking around her room to model her outfit for him in front of her bedroom windows, she removed her blue combo and reached for her green panties and bra.
One after the other she modeled six different matching sets of panties, bras, and high heeled shoes before reaching for her red panties. He watched her wiggle her round ass and cover her bald pussy with her red panty before she reached for her red bra. Red was definitely her color. Although he liked the blue and green panty and bra too, he liked the red panty and bra the best.
As if she was on fire and as far as he was concerned she was and with not every woman so blessed, someone who was as hot as she was can wear red. As if she was the Devil's, blonde disciple, as far as he was concerned, she should wear red underwear all the time. Only missing her red horns, the tail, and the pitchfork, he loved her in red. He could only imagined how good she'd look wearing bright, red lipstick to match her red panty and bra. Just as he thought that, picking up her lipstick and leaning into her vanity mirror, she painted her lips red and puckered them in the mirror as if she was leaning in to kiss him.
Red lipstick on the dipstick, he'd love to have her suck his cock with her bright red lips and while wearing her red panty and bra. He imagined feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her bra and fingering pussy through her panty while kissing her, before imagining her leaning down to leave a lipstick mark on his cock as evidence to show him how deeply she took him in her mouth. Then, thinking that she was staying home to model even more panties, bras, and shoes, she disappeared into another part of the house. In an instant, show over, she was gone.



Where'd she go? Why did she suddenly leave? What was she doing? Maybe she had a phone call. Maybe there was someone at her door. He imagined her opening her front door while wearing just her red panties, red bra, and red high heeled shoes. Having such a good time watching her model her underwear, he wondered if she was returning to finish her lingerie, modeling fashion show.
As if he suddenly had a ringing in his ears, he heard ringing in the distance that slowly grew louder with each ring. In the way of static or distorted reception on his television, the ringing sounded far away from another dimension and certainly from another part of his house. Then, with each ring, returning him from his sexual fantasy of watching Susan in her bedroom to his reality that he was home in his house with his boring wife who didn't speak to him anymore, the ringing grew closer. It took him a few seconds to realize that the ringing was his phone and, too busy watching while waiting for Susan to reappear, wanting to return to his sexual fantasy, he wanted to yell to his wife to answer the phone. Good, Liz answered it finally.
He wondered who would call at this hour? All of his friends and neighbors were already in bed after slathering their winkled, decrepit bodies in Ben Gay, having their nightcap, and/or taking their sleeping pills. Someone calling this time of night was always bad news. Maybe there was something wrong, an accident or maybe something happened, a fire. Always thinking the worst, at the very least, maybe his wife would busy herself talking to her sister, their daughter, or to a neighbor while he busied himself searching for and waiting for Susan to return.
Every day, in the way he used to watch porn movies, before Susan took up his evenings with her nightly striptease and masturbation show, Liz talked a lot on the phone. Counting on her to blab on the phone, her lengthy telephone conversations gave him more uninterrupted time to watch for Susan while eagerly waiting for her to return. He only hoped she'd stay on the phone while Susan's show was over. Not wanting to be disturbed--
"William...? William...?"
With the voice sounding eerily familiar but not of this Earth and as if his house was suddenly haunted by his deceased mother-in-law returning for a visit from her grave, he heard a woman's voice calling his name as if the voice called him from far away. Removing the Devil from his head and all things dead from his mind, he imagined that it was Susan's voice ethereally calling him and psychically beckoning from beyond him to come over to her house to watch her model more panties, more bras, and more shoes and to help her pick out her next lingerie and shoe ensemble to model. So focused on watching for Susan and on wondering where she was, as if he were in a trance, he heard his name but he didn't registered who it was calling him. As if he were a sea captain in Homer's Odyssey standing at the helm of his sailing ship while watching for the sexy sirens who beckoned him to crash his boat on the rocks that protected the shore from intruders, he peered out his office windows through his binoculars searching for his beloved Susan.
"Susan," he mumbled. "Where are you Susan? Where'd you go? Come back to model more panties, bras, and shoes for me."
"William," as if he was having a sexy dream while wide awake, albeit preoccupied with searching for Susan, he heard the voice as if answering him and calling to him from afar.
"Susan?" Lost in saying her name, he imagined wherever she was that he was there with her. Imagining walking off with her while holding her hand, he imagined--
"William, you blithering old fool!"
Just as difficult as it was to go from being haunted in life by those who are dead and back to life again, it was difficult to go from fantasy to reality. Thanking God, he knew now from her tone that it wasn't his deceased mother-in-law or sexy Susan. It was his wife. As if turning to face a firing squad or her with her attorney in divorce court, he turned from looking out his office windows to look over at his office door.
"What?"
After watching Susan with lust, he looked at his wife with disdain. Blaming her for all of his perversions and fetishes, she was the reason why he was condemned to watching porn movies. Having no sexual life after she wanted separate bedrooms, with the amusement rides off limits, the playground closed, the fun bags put away, and her tunnel of love only used exclusively for herself, he no longer had any sexual outlet but for watching Susan strip naked, masturbate, and now model her sexy underwear.
As if a little boy caught red handed doing something naughty, Liz stood at his opened office door while he still held his binoculars in his hands. Opening his office door without knocking, even though he was married to her for more than 30-years, especially that he was married to her for more than 30-years, he suddenly felt invaded and disturbed that she was standing there uninvited and unwelcomed. Unembarrassed that she caught him spying on his sexy neighbor, he just didn't want to miss Susan returning to her room.
Ordinarily, as if he was having a nefarious and vicarious affair with her from afar, he would have felt embarrassed standing there with his binoculars in hand while spying on his sexy neighbor, but she had been watching Susan stripping naked and masturbating herself too. In the way he's done in front of his office windows so often before inconjuction with Susan masturbating, his wife was guilty of masturbating in front of her spare bedroom windows too. It wouldn't surprise him if his wife had her own pair of binoculars, along with her own blowup doll.
"Our neighbor called to invite us over."
"Now?"
"Now," she said.
He knew by the way she stared at him that she wanted to go. As far as he was concerned, too busy watching Susan, she could go without him. Just in the way that she stays to herself, no longer engages him in conversation, and sleeps alone, she could go to their neighbor's house alone too. He looked at her while already making excuses in his head to decline his neighbor's invitation. Just as she hasn't left her house and the spare bedroom for the sake of watching Susan's sexy shows, he hasn't left his house and his office since Susan moved in across the street.
"Our neighbor? Who? Which one?"
He had a good mind to call his neighbor and tell him to never bother him again. How dare he call at this hour and make his wife intrude upon his surveillance of Susan! All of his neighbors were old people, men and woman his age and older. He wasn't like any of them. He'd never be like them any of them. He was still young, vibrant, and vital, at least young in mind and in spirit. After watching Susan undress, parade around her room in her underwear, and masturbate, he'd rather be around someone younger than someone older. She made him feel younger than older. She made him feel alive again.
"The one across the street," she said pointing out his office window to Susan's bedroom windows. "That one."
"Across the street?" Still dressed in her red panty, red bra, and red high heeled shoes, he looked over at her window and Susan walked closer to her window as if she was a toreador dressed in red and boldly walking closer to the bull. She waved and smiled at him and, returning her smile, he lifted his hand to wave . Obviously, she could see him as well as he could see her. "Susan?" He looked from Susan to look at his wife before looking back at Susan. "Susan invited us to her house?"
"Yes," she said.
To be continued...
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Not all just about writing erotica, this story is about car buff stuff for car buffs. Susan writes about her passion for automobiles.
I'm a car buff, always have and always will be. Just because I'm a woman doesn't mean that I can't love and appreciate cars, especially new cars rather than older cars, and especially new Mustang GT's over any other car on the road. In the way that I can't mistake the sound of a Harley motorcycle going by in time for me to stare at it, I love the sound of Mustang GT's. There's nothing else like them on the road. Where Camaro got the sound all wrong unless under full throttle, and with Dodge's Challenger exhaust rumble a close second, Ford got the sound all right when making the Mustang's exhaust song.
Not very mechanical but knowing enough about cars not to be cheated by a dishonest mechanic, I never wanted to get my fingernails dirty or soil my clothes repairing and working on cars in the way my brothers all did. Admittedly and ashamedly for a car buff, I don't think I ever opened my hood or bonnet, as the English call it. The mechanicals of a car is not where my automotive appreciation and expertise is. Hardly a car buff in that regard, I never changed my oil, put air in my tires, or waxed my car. Because of the residual smell left on my hands, I didn't even like pumping my own gas and would only when I had to while wearing gloves. I'd leave all of that up to my brothers to do for me. The least that they can do for me after all that they've done to me, as referenced in some of my stories about them, they owe me big time. A chance for them to drive and show off my new Mustang to their friends, none of them minded doing my bidding whenever it came to cars.
"Do me a favor, after you wash and wax my car and put gas in my tank, check the tires and the oil. Thank you. You're a good brother, kind of, not really, not at all," I'd say mumbling the last part under my breath.
Unable to afford to buy a new car for quite some time now, my automotive passion was limited to reading about the aesthetics, engineering, and the style of new cars online while lusting over the new cars that I see out on the street. There's something intoxicating about entering a dealership and sitting down with a salesman to order a new car with the color you want and the options you need. Better than choosing a puppy at the pound, yet not nearly the same as receiving a new baby from the nursery I imagine, being that I don't have any children, what better friends to have than a new car and a new puppy?
In the way that Ralph Lauren and Jay Leno loves cars, in the way that they viewed the automobile as art, with an envious eye of their enormous appetites for cars, I silently shared their appreciation for fine automobiles from afar. Only until I win the lottery that I can't even afford to play, I'm unable to afford to personally participate in their highbrow hobby of fawning over luxury and high performance automobiles. Truly, few lust over a Toyota Camry in the way that collectors lust over a new or old Boss Mustang.
Unable to even afford the admission price of a ticket, the $225 in advance price and the $275 at the door ticket fee is way over my head to walk the manicured lawns of Pebble Beach while looking at all of the beautiful cars. With even the airfare out of my price range, forget about the hotel stay, I can't afford to indulge myself in the luxury of attending the Pebble Beach Concours d'Elegance automobile auction show while sipping champagne, eating caviar, and perusing rare, barn finds and ogling the Marques of pristine automobiles of unquestionable vintage and heritage. A once in a lifetime collection of cars, I'll never see these automobiles anywhere else but there on the grounds of Pebble Beach. Thank God for the pictures on the internet.
A car buff from afar without even an automobile of her own, I can't even afford to rent a car to drive down to Mecums to rub elbows with a bunch of rednecks looking to buy a mint '57 Chevy Nomad or a '63 split window 327 Corvette in Daytona blue. Where do so many people get so much money to not only buy cars but also to collect cars? Not enough that they pay premium prices that are sometimes out of the stratosphere then, whether selling or buying the car, they must pay the auction house their six percent to play. What did I do wrong in my life that I'm so poor? Forget about the car, I couldn't afford the insurance, the title, and the taxes.
A car buff without a car is like a baby without a carriage, a dog without a collar, and a homeless person without shelter and food. Instead of collecting cars, I have a small collection of imported key fobs from China, of course, and a modest and inexpensive collection of die cast models of my favorite cars that I started years ago. I've been too poor to add to my die cast car collection, when buying food was more of a priority than buying toys. Feeling my key fobs and looking at my models allows me to pretend that I actually own one of those cars.
"Poor, poor, pitiful me. Woe is me. Yet, I should have a problem. I have my health and I found my passion of writing stories for the salvation of myself and for all of my fans."
Feeling sorry for myself, I'm jealous of the rich who have everything as opposed to the poor who have nothing. When it comes to automobiles, especially when it comes to automobiles, as if looking through a restaurant window and watching people eat a meal that equals my food budget for a month, I watch them drive by in their BMW's and Mercedes, cars that I can't afford to own. Instead of going to the university for English, I should have taken political science. I should have gone to law school. I should have yearned to become a politician instead of a lowly writer of erotica. Sorry, I didn't mean to write politician. With no cooperation from one side of the aisle to the other side of the aisle, politics and politicians have become a bad word. What I meant to write was public servant. Yes, I should have become a public servant, one who serves themselves first and who has a job for the rest of their life, if they so want it.
"Lemme get this straight. That's one for me and none for you. Two for me and none for you. I like this public servant gig."
I remember Reggie Jackson, Mr. October, of the New York Yankees, having a huge collection of muscle cars, so large that he stored them in an undisclosed warehouse. Forget all the rest, he only had the best of the best and the rarest of the rarest. He sold some of them at Mecum's auction recently. The rest of us can barely afford our car payments, insurance installments, and continue to pay the exorbitantly high, gouging gas prices to Exxon who continues to make new, record quarterly profits. What's wrong with this picture? Is there no end to the greed in this country?
"God bless America. The land of the rich getting richer where the poor are chastise for needing help with health insurance, food stamps, and Social Security and Medicare in retirement and in old age."
"Please Sir, I want some more," said Oliver Twist in Charles Dickens novel by the same name, the parish boy's progress, was his second novel in 1938.
Nearly two hundred years later, not only has nothing changed but also it's gotten worse with the eradication of classes, especially the middle class, other than the superrich, the fabulously wealthy, the very rich, the rich, and the poor. Something we've worked all their lives to have, that is, when there are jobs, instead of calling it what it is, Social Security, public assistance, and public welfare, the word wizards, the spin doctors that they are, now lump it all under one category and call it all entitlements. Begrudged handouts to afford rent, prescription drugs, and food while the small fraction of superrich live high on the hog, we're lambasted for wanting more, just enough to survive.
Whether mentally ill, physically handicapped, unemployed, underemployed, down on our luck, or victims of floods and/or fires, how dare our public servants view us like that, as burdens that interfere with them accumulating even more wealth! Unlike the filthy rich who've inherited their wealth, in chasing the American dream so much like a carrot held in front of us with a stick, we've worked hard and paid taxes all of our lives to have some kind of government funded Social Security. When we pay for our public servants to have every conceivable luxury and free benefit, when they are the ones at the public's trough with their greedy hands out for so long, how dare they treat us like that! I thought they were hired by us as public servants to serve the public. All I see are them serving themselves.
Don't get me started. This story isn't about politics, it's about cars. Where was I? Oh, yeah, forget about collecting cars when we can barely afford to keep our 12-year-old clunkers on the road. God forbid we should have a car repair. Think about it, how many of you were smiling and feeling confidently comfortable when leaving your car for repairs at Midas, Sears, Wal-Mart or the local gas station?
"Your car is fine. Nothing is broken. It was nothing more than a piece of lint caught in your fuel injector. We blew that out and your car is running like new. There's no charge for the repair today."
"Huh? Yeah, right. What's the catch?"
We're all at the mercy of thieving mechanics charging us for repairs we don't need on things that aren't broken. None of us would mind paying the high price of car repairs, so long as the work was correctly done the first time. Even having our oil changed at a high volume quick lube place has turned into dishonest game of bait and switch when they give you the bad news that you need a new belt that suddenly and mysteriously has a rip in it that it didn't have before you pulled your car in the bay. Go figure.
"How did that happen?"
Being that it was only twenty-five bucks for the admission and within my budget at the time, but a lot of money to me today, I attended Ralph Lauren's car show of Speed, Style, and Beauty at the Museum of Fine Arts in Boston back in 2005. Perusing the halls of rare and fine automobiles while wearing the headphones provided to listen to the explanations of the cars exhibited, I suddenly felt like someone special instead of the obvious loser that I am. I felt as if I were an insider to the upper crust of those personally invited to the museum to witness the private and exclusive collection of cars amassed by a famous, fashion designing billionaire. Things are good when shipping jobs overseas to have clothing made by tiny little fingers in sweatshops for pennies. Only, leaving all of those fine automobiles behind, my feeling of belonging to the society of rich and famous was short lived when I stepped outside to take the trolley home, got gum on the underside of shoe and my ass squeezed by an anonymous hand that emerged from somewhere in the crowd.
"Back to reality."
My old stomping grounds, Northeastern University, a block away from the museum, is where I went to college and graduated magna cum laude with a bachelor's degree in English with creative writing and literature minors. A lot of good my degree has done me in getting a job other than writing erotica for free on a porn site to a mostly ungrateful group of men who don't even vote but, rather, feel compelled to bash my thousands of words stories for merely making a typo or dare voicing my personal opinion. I wouldn't mind if only they could make one grammatical correct bashing comment, but they can't.
Nonetheless my complaints, my day at the museum flowed right in with my creative side when walking around Ralph Lauren's fine collection of magnificent automobiles. With the cars of the period running through my mind, I returned myself to the roaring twenties in the way that Owen Wilson as Gil in Woody Allen's movie, Night in Paris, returned back in time to rub elbows with F. Scott Fitzgerald and Hemingway. Feeling the time gone by, when I saw an old Rolls Royce, circa 1920, I imagined the age of F. Scott Fitzgerald's The Great Gatsby.
Stylistically, the old Bugatti's, Bentley's, Rolls Royce's, Auburn's, and Dusenberg's of the 1920's and '30's are my favorite cars and were Clark Gable's favorite cars too. I'm a sucker for Art Deco architecture too and old Clark Gable with Greta Garbo, Carol Lombard, Claudette Colbert, and Jean Harlow movies. Unlike Jay Leno's eclectic collection that includes everything from a Stanley Steamer to an antique fire truck to a McLaren, Ralph Lauren loves old Bugatti's and Bentley, especially the 1938 Bugatti type 57sc Atlantic coupe.
"Wow! What a car! I just love the lines of that car too."
Being that I always worked on Newbury Street, Boston's version of Beverly Hills' Rodeo Drive, first as the controller for a furrier and next as the business manager for a modeling agency, I got to see and meet a lot of celebrities. Now worth over thirty million dollars at auction, the second highest price car ever sold, years ago, I once saw Ralph Lauren himself driving his rare, multi-million dollar, bright red, '63 Ferrari GTO 250 down Newbury Street. Years later, when returning from New York on a business trip for a crazy, retired, millionaire psychiatrist that I was doing accounting for, I saw Mr. Lauren again on the highway driving his black, new Bentley Mulsanne turbo alone. He could afford to have a driver and to be driven to wherever he needed to go, but much like me and you to read this story about cars, Ralph is a car buff and car buffs will never be driven when they can drive.
Having a home in Massachusetts as well as in other places of the country, a dozen years ago he shopped at Louis, a famous and exclusive men's clothing store in Boston across from my office windows that overlooked the street. Unmistakable in his celebrity with his signature hair and his penchant for rare, old Ferraris, I knew immediately that it was him. In the way that Daisy Buchanan rode shotgun with Gatsby in his Rolls Royce, I wished I was Ralph Lauren's co-pilot in his Ferrari that day. If the sight of the car wasn't jaw dropping enough, just the musical sound of the Ferrari was magnificent when slowing from accelerating before coming to a stop.
Not surrendering his keys to the valet, I watched him park his car himself. Being that the car was worth millions dollars even back then, if that was my car, I'd park the Ferrari myself too. If that was my car, in the way that Bostonians drive, I'd never drive the car off my property. As written in Edith Wharton's Age of Innocence circa 1870, ending the age of innocence by the 1890's, automobiles signified the misuses of power, wealth, and corruption. From The Great Gatsby in his Rolls Royce, Bonnie and Clyde in their Ford V8 Deluxe, the Godfather with his Cadillacs, Miami Vice and their Ferrari Testarossa, and James Bond and his Aston Martins, transcending the mere words on the page of a writer's novel with visuals, automobiles have always played an important role in the movies as they have in literature.
In the way that the cars of the period must have done to their admirers, now it's the sleek, shiny newer cars that capture my eye and hold my attention. If I was to buy a supercar, bar none, it would be a Ferrari, but not a red or a yellow one, perhaps I'd buy a metallic blue one with a red leather interior. Jeremy Clarkson of Top Gear, even more than his beloved Aston Martin, has declared more than once, whenever he steps behind the wheel, that Ferrari is his favorite supercar. Only, as heavy as a loaded Cadillac, I don't understand why the Italians make Ferrari's so heavy. The new Ferrari FF is 4,150 pounds before adding passengers, a tank of gas, and luggage. That's more than two tons to overcome when getting up to speed. As far as I'm concerned, in the way of a Corvette, sports cars shouldn't weigh more than 3,200 pounds and preferably in the way of the Mazda Miata and the Lotuses of old, about 2,500 pounds would be ideal. Being that less weight translates to reduced power to weight ratios and more speed, sports cars should be less than 3,000 pounds.
If I won the lottery that I don't play because I can't afford the dollar and because I have no luck in that way, I'd have a modest collection of cars. Just for summertime fun, I'd buy a Shelby Cobra GT 500, Super Snake built to my personal specifications. Licensed to use his name, logo, and image by the late Carroll Shelby, they make the cars in Las Vegas under Shelby American. Different from the AC Cobras of old of the 60's which started as a Sunbeam Tiger with a Ford 260 cubic inch V8 squeezed in it, the Shelby Cobras begin their transformation as a stock Mustang GT. Nearly every component on the car inside and out, including the paint, is changed, enhanced, improved, and massaged.
For highway travel, I'd buy a Cadillac CTS-V coup, the one with the 556 horsepower engine that sucks money from your wallet for gas and new tires nearly as fast as the car can go from zero to sixty in 4.0 seconds, not bad for a two ton luxury car. I'd buy a Range Rover, the best off road vehicle in the world, just to say that I owned one. Still mostly handmade, I'd buy a Bentley GT because they're beautiful to look at from any angle. When wanting to be driven and chauffeured around, I'd buy a Rolls Royce Wraith just for the sake of going crazy with choosing the exterior two tone colors and in selecting the interior's custom accoutrements, seats, dashboard, and carpet. Difficult to choose from the DB9, the Vantage, and the Vanquish, so low to the ground, so sleek, and because they look so fast even when parked, I'd buy and Aston Martin. It doesn't matter which model as they all look wicked good to me.
Having worked as a full-charge bookkeeper, a staff accountant, and a controller of small businesses in my fifteen year accounting career before being unemployed, I was always good with numbers. Being that I knew so much about cars and car prices, I used to help all of my friends, co-workers, and relatives chose which cars to buy. My mind a warehouse of useless knowledge about cars after having read so many car magazines, I helped them with their selection of the make, the model, and the options to chose when buying a new car. Also, I did something that most people would rather go to the dentist than to deal with a car salesperson, I'd accompany them to the dealership to negotiate their best price. As a bird dog fee, the dealer gave me $100 for every customer that I brought in who bought a new car. Depending how much I saved them, the person that I helped to buy the car and negotiate the price gave me $100 or $200 for my time and effort.
Having gotten away from doing that, since I moved away from Boston and from my whore of a mother and incestuously perverted brothers, I don't even read about cars in the way that I used to do. Even though I no longer own a car, after losing my last car in a flood, another long, sad story for another time, I still love cars, especially the new models. Just because I can no longer afford to own a car doesn't mean that I still can't be a car buff and lust over cars from afar. Cars are part of the American dream and being American. Cars are part of my youth. I love cars, especially Mustang GT's. We're all identified by the cars we drive. Every time I read about someone winning the lottery, the first thing they utter, after saying that they're buying their dream house and taking a trip to Disney World, is that they're buying a new car.
The youngest and most impressionable of five, growing up with four brothers, they always had hot cars, were fixing their cars, restoring their cars, hot rodding their cars, or were talking about their cars. Because they read all of the car magazines, magazines that were strewn around everywhere, especially in the bathroom that I wondered if they masturbated over cars and/or the sexy women in car magazines, I read them too. Car and Driver, Road and Track, Motor Trend, Automobile, Autoweek, Hot Rot, and Mustang, soon I nearly knew as much about cars as they did. Zero to sixty and quarter mile times were always the hot, heated topic of conversation around the dinner table, that is, when we had dinner together; seldom we did. With my mind for numbers and statistics, horsepower, torque, 0-60 times, and quarter mile numbers, I'd rattle off all the performance numbers.



Back then, being able to go fast in a straight line was more important than being able to stop before hitting something. Back then, straight line performance at the track was more important than going the fastest around a circle with nothing but left hand turns. Now it's all three ingredients with handling just as important as acceleration and being able to stop. Go, turn, and stop, it's surprising how few cars there are that can do all three of those things that every car should do well.
A true testament to my love of cars, Gumball Rally is my favorite car movie and the French Connection with Gene Hackman and Bullitt with Steve McQueen, are my favorite car chase scenes. Top Gear, the original show from the United Kingdom that broadcasts on BBC, with Jeremy Clarkson, James May, Richard Hammond, and, of course, the Stig, is my favorite car television show. Every Sunday, I used to faithfully watch John Davis of MotorWeek discuss cars on public television. Being that I wasn't much in to the mechanics of cars, I didn't much care for the Pat Goss segment of how to care for your car and what to do when you experience a problem. Ralph Nadar, my hero, made us safer at any speed by demanding and championing the cause that car manufacturers make safer cars after the dismal safety record of Chevrolet's Corvair.
Lee Iacocca, right up there with Cheney, as far as I'm concerned, Devils in disguise, more concerned with profits than to recall his unsafe cars, gave us Mustangs and Pintos that exploded in rear end collisions. With the top of the gas tanks that were actually the floor of trunk, instead of positioning them where they should have been under the car, he was non-apologetic that so many loyal, Ford, automotive enthusiast fans were incinerated in a car fire. I'll never forget Lee Iacocca's comment when interviewed on 60 Minutes by correspondent Mike Wallace after being questioned about the exploding gas tanks of collector's beloved 1964 to 1970 Mustangs.
"If you really want a real safe one, trade up. After 35 years, it's time to dump that old Mustang," said Lee Iacocca.
From the lips of the man himself who was responsible for the creation of the beloved Mustang, how about that?
To be continued...
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Not all just about writing erotica, this story is about car buff stuff for car buffs. Peppered with humor, Susan discusses her other passion the automobile.
Mustang GT's and Mustang Cobras are my favorite cars and, wishing he was the Dad I never had, Carroll Shelby was my idol. God rest his soul. May he rest in peace in the great automotive junkyard, race track, and new car dealerships in the sky. I loved his cars the best. If I had grown up in Dallas, Texas instead of Boston, Massachusetts, I could have been a genuine cowgirl riding the range bareback on horseback. Only with so many tall, blonde, busty beauties in Texas, I would have gone unnoticed as opposed to the way that I was noticed walking around and working in Boston.
For sure, when not riding horses on the range, I'd be driving a brand new Mustang Shelby Cobra right now while making him proud. Mixing metaphors, only with horses so afraid of snakes, I always thought it odd that Ford would combine their Mustang pony logo with Carroll Shelby's snake logo. Just as in the way that he spent all of his money on racing and on making cars, I'd be spending all of Daddy's money not on men but on cars. I love cars and, never able to afford a Mustang Cobra, I love Mustang GT's the best.
"Hey baby. Want to ride around in my new Corvette?"
"No, sorry. I'm a Mustang type of girl. Ask me again, when you're driving a real car, a Mustang GT."
"You're just a bitch because your Dad is Carroll Shelby and my father is Zora Arkus-Duntov."
"Duh."
Excited enough about seeing a car show to endure the company of the non-stop, sexually inappropriate dialogue of my always incestuously horny brothers, my brothers were always attending car shows and I'd always tag along with them. With the four of them, the blithering idiots that they are going on about which car they'd buy, as if they had unlimited funds when most times they were unemployed, it was fun to watch them drooling over cars in the way that I was lusting over cars too. Somehow car shows and a tall, busty, beautiful blonde went well together and they seemed happy for my company while telling me why this make and model was better than that make and model.
In some ways, I enjoyed playing my role as the sexy baby sister with them as my big, bad protectors. With their hand always around my shoulder or waist and with their horny hands threatening to grab my ass at the most inappropriate time, secretly, showing me off as if I belonged to them, they enjoyed pretending that I was their much younger girlfriend. I'd leave them at the beer and hot dog stand to go my own way. Already prearranged where we'd meet, we met back at an agreed upon time when we had enough of lusting over new cars that we couldn't afford and were ready to leave.
Born, educated, and raised in Boston, because I lived in and grew up in and around Beacon Hill and Boston's Back Bay, we listened to NPR, National Public Radio's Car Talk with Click and Clack, Tom and Ray Magliozzi, also known as the Tappet Brothers. Broadcast from Harvard Square in Cambridge, Massachusetts, on the radio for 35 years, nearly all of my life, with nothing really fun and funny about car repairs, those two guys made car repairs fun and funny. Even for me, especially for me, they made car repairs easy to understand by injecting huge doses of laughter with humor.
Making fun of one another, along with their telephone call-in guests who'd identify their automotive problems by making the noise associated with their car for one or both of the men to diagnose over the phone, both men could have been comedians instead of mechanics. They even had a car related puzzle for their viewers to solve and gave funny prizes to the winner. With both men graduates of MIT, Massachusetts Institute of Technology, Tom has advanced degrees from Boston University. Intelligent, articulate, educated, and informed, the average grease monkeys they're not.
Even though I love cars and always wished I could afford a better car, I never had a really good car. I always had a Chevy or a Ford. Yet not settling for an old man's car, a used Chevy Impala or a used Ford Crown Victoria and willing to wait until I could afford a new car, I preferred new cars to used cars and two doors coupes to four door sedans. I preferred sportier cars with rear wheel drive, powerful engines, high back, bucket seats, and manual transmissions to family cars.
Being that my four brothers were all gear heads, loved Mustangs, and worked for different subsidiaries of Ford, until they worked for Ford directly in their factory building cars, my last two cars were new Ford Mustang GT's with standard transmissions. Even though I realize that the Mustang is not considered a true sports car, in the way that Porsche, Corvette, Viper, and some Audi, BMW, and AMG Mercedes models are, Mustangs are still a fun car to drive, especially in the GT version. Moreover, the best bang for the buck and the best sporty car that I could afford, with other true sports cars costing two, three, and many more times than a Mustang, without a doubt, even now, the GT is a lot of high performance car for the money.
Not nearly the same driving experience, it's sacrilegious to buy a Mustang GT with an automatic transmission. If you want a car with an automatic, as far as I'm concerned, buy a Hyundai or a Toyota. Yet, nearly 60% of all Mustang GT's sold today are equipped with automatic transmissions, which is why Ford charges a premium price for an automatic transmission by equipping their Mustang GT's with a six speed manual transmission as standard. If more customers opted for the manual transmission, then Ford would include the automatic transmission at no charge and list the manual transmission as a pricy option. Despite the driving sensation of manually shifting gears over having gears automatically selected for you, admittedly automatics have come a long way.
In some instances, removing the reasons for buying a standard over an automatic, as in the case of the Volkswagen's GTI, some automatic transmissions are a tick quicker from zero to sixty, to the quarter mile, and are a mile or two more fuel efficient at the gas pump than their standard counterpart. Yet, automatic transmissions are a pricy option and VW, as does Ford, charges a premium price for opting for the automatic transmission option instead of buying the car with the standard equipped manual transmission. Ferrari, say that it's not true, will soon no longer offer a manual transmission. All of their cars will soon be equipped with automatic transmissions. Enzo Ferrari must be turning over in his grave.
In the way that my brothers acted over their beloved Mustangs and assorted Mustang models, sort of like switching from Democrat to Republican or turning Muslim from Catholic, I once bought a new Camaro Z28 over a new Mustang GT. Doing everything short of keying my car, I never heard the end of my decision to swap my automotive allegiance from Ford to Chevy. It was if I had denounced the Boston Red Sox and become a dreaded New York Yankees fan.
Not since the time they caught my mother with three midgets, when the circus was in town at TD Garden, or caught her with sailors, when the naval fleet was in Boston Harbor, I've never seen my brothers so angry. Die hard Ford Mustang fans, perhaps I bought into the Chevy bowtie instead of the Mustang pony to anger my brothers. Truth be told and as an aside, even though I love Mustangs, with the Corvette the top of the heap of American sports cars and with Cadillac a much better car than a Lincoln, General Motors makes a better car than Ford with Chrysler a distant third, always has and always will.
Forget about Japanese and German cars, still holding a grudge going back to World War II because they tried to kill my grandfather, whoever he was, I wouldn't be here if my grandfather had been killed in combat. Had they won the war, we'd all be speaking German and/or Japanese today instead of destroying the English language by combining American slang with Boston, New York, New Jersey, mid western, Californian valley girl, and southern accents that no one from outside their areas can understand or tolerate without poking fun at them. Truth be told, something that never made any sense to me, I don't understand why a Jew would buy a German car after what the Germans did to their people. Maybe Jewish people are bigger than me to forgive but never forget what happened in the past for the sake of owning a quality, German engineered car.
Perhaps if Israel produced automobiles, bulletproof cars with a machine gun turret attached to the roof in the way of an armored tank, they'd buy cars produced by their own country in the way that I more favor American cars, even though most American cars aren't made in America. Although I love 3-series BMW's, I'd never own, unless one was given to me for free and I could sell it to buy a real car, a Mustang GT. As inferior as American automobile cars may be, they've gotten much better in quality control, reliability, and dependability. Having never owned a foreign car, I've only owned American cars. If given the choice, I'd only saddle my ass to any one of Carroll Shelby's Mustang Cobras, especially the new ones with six gears on the floor instead of five.
"God bless America."
Yet, with exceptions to every rule, I'd make an exception to my rule of not owning foreign cars to own a Ferrari, a Bentley, and/or a Rolls Royce. Those are just three of the half dozen foreign cars I'd buy, if I had money to burn and could afford them. Say it's not true, terrible, just terrible, bought from the British, Bentley and Rolls Royce are now owned by the Germans, first Volkswagen and now BMW.
"Are you kidding me? When did that happen? How did that happen? Why did that happen?"
Too precise in their engineering, unwilling to get their stark white lab coats dirty, the Germans can't possibly appreciate Bentley and Rolls Royce in the way that the English did by making every car by hand instead of by robotic machine. Knowing the Germans as I do, they'll no doubt change the mystique of car by making the car better, more drivable, dependable, reliable, and more livable, all while getting better fuel economy.
"How dare they! How could they! God save the queen!"
Ford bought Aston Martin and Jaguar then sold Aston Martin to venture capitalists, one from Kuwait, while BMW bought Mini Cooper. Now that Ford doesn't own them and no longer outfits them with the cheapish interior mechanicals of a Ford Focus, although they still own a large share of the company, Aston Martin is another car I'd buy if ever I could afford to buy one. I love Aston Martins.
What were the British thinking I wonder when selling off all of their automotive history and the cars that made all Brits proud to the highest bidder? What were the British having a car manufacturers sale or have the Brits gone mad, totally bonkers to sell their beloved Marques, Bentley, Rolls Royce, Jaguar, and Aston Martin? Maybe they needed the cash to pay for the royal wedding of Prince William and Kate Middleton and for the Queen's diamond jubilee. With much of their manufacturing base shipped overseas, is it any wonder why their economy is just as bad there as it is here. Soon the only cars sold will be made by the Chinese.
"Yes, every car comes with a fortune cookie. We never know what's inside the fortune cookie. One man had a coupon to trade his new Chinese reverse engineered car in for a real car, a Ford Mustang GT."
"Wow."
Except for Morgan and Land Rover, the manufacturer of the Range Rover, are the Brits now out of the new car manufacturing business? Except for the Queen and her love for Range Rovers and hunting birds with her dogs and shotgun out in the field, because of sky-high gas prices, nearly everyone across the pond drives a Fiat 500 anyway.
"Say Mate, every time I start my car, a voice says Buon Giorno and every time I turn it off, it says, Ciao. What the bloody Hell is that?"
General Motors bought Saab and Volvo from the Swedes before killing off the Saab, the Oldsmobile, the Pontiac, and Saturn as part of their agreement in accepting TARP money when emerging from bankruptcy. We need a scorecard to keep track of which manufacturer makes which car. Now that General Motors has put so many people back to work and is leaner and meaner while making better cars, I'm glad we didn't listen to Romney's advice to let GM go under.
Back to my personal adventures with Chevrolet's Camaro, a car that I shouldn't have bought instead of the Mustang that I should have bought. Maybe because I detested the Camaro is the reason why I killed the car. I had that Camaro for 4 months before crashing it into a wall and totaling the car with only 4,400 miles on the odometer. There's nothing funny about crashing a car in a wall or is there?
* * * * *
Young and dumb, I was inherently injected with too much testosterone from hanging around my dumb brothers too much. Not things that I'm proud of now that I'm an intelligent woman of class and distinction, besides having their forced, wicked sexual way with me, they taught me many things that came in handy at the time. They taught me how to spit without getting any on myself, how to whistle with two fingers, how to drink a can of beer in one gulp, how to burp the alphabet, how to drag race, and how to crash cars like a man. Feeling more like Ellie Mae Clampett than I did Susan Jill Parker, always a Tom boy type of girl anyway, unfortunately with writing erotica on a porn board, my brothers, no doubt, were responsible for making me who I am today.
Who am I today? Who is Susan Jill Parker? Having endured and survived some dark days, sometimes I don't even know who I am. A question that I continue asking myself, while still in transition and undergoing yet another transformation, my answer changes each time I ask myself the question.
Nonetheless, a constant, still unemployed, broke, homeless, and living in the spare bedroom of a kind Mennonite woman, yet having found my passion for writing stories, I'm much happier now than when I was when working and was self-reliant, solvent, had my own apartment, and a new Mustang GT. Go figure. I never thought that I'd ever write that in a story, that I was happier now than I was when I was driving around in a new Mustang GT. Not the first car that I crashed into a wall due to drag racing some cute guy on a desolate highway, a real crash test dummy, I'm an official air bag tester too.
"If you catch me, you can have me."
Taken from one of my favorite car movies, Gumball Rally, instead of using a white glove to slap the face of my challenger, as if I was waving the pink registration slip for my car, I may have been known to say that while waving my pink panties out my car window. Looking back at all the dumb blonde things that I've done, my personal flag of dishonor, I never should have removed my panties, especially when meeting my Ex. Had I known then what I know today, instead of opening my hand, my mouth, and my legs, as if a turtle hiding in its shell, I should have kept everything closed.
Young and dumb and looking to prove myself as a worthy competitor, a woman against a man in a man's world, when driving like a maniac, I could have died. Along with myself, I could have killed someone. Yet, I learned from my tragically, stupid mistakes and I haven't had an accident since my last accident. Furthermore, I plan on not having another accident until my next accident. How's that for positive thinking?
Having experienced it first hand, take it from me, if you're going to crash a car and have a conscious choice of where and what to hit, crash your car not at an angle but flush into a wall head-on instead of crashing it in a pole, a tree, a bridge abutment, or an oncoming car. It sounds absurd making a conscious choice of crashing your car into a wall but I'm still here to write about it after crashing two cars that way. Only, before hitting a wall, make sure you scrub off as much speed as you can by liberally applying the brakes while praying before impact.
"Dear God in Heaven, if you allow me to survive crashing my car in this wall, I'll go to church every day and twice on Sundays or is it Saturday's now? I'll eat fish on Fridays and will never make disparaging remarks about priests having sex with boys again. And I promise to not make fun of Bishops and Cardinals living life like kings in their own private accommodations while lowly nuns take the vow of poverty and live their lives in convents as if prisoners to God."
I was lucky enough to have a newer car to crash. During the crash, the airbag slapped me hard enough in the face for me to know that I wasn't dead for being so stupid. Even though I was wearing my seatbelt and shoulder harness, even when bracing myself for the impact, my steering wheel still tattooed my chest through my clothes and bra with enough force to leave my car logo on my chest.
A conversation piece when wearing my barely there bikini and a continued source of embarrassment for a Mustang lover, as if my way of continuing to pay for my mistake of buying a Camaro, as a grim reminder of my crash, I had Camaro on my chest for six months before it faded. Then, after the impact with the wall, as further punishment and as if watching the aftermath of the crash unfold in slow motion, an amazing sight to behold, the items in my car that didn't hit me in the head, slowly passed by my head and went through the windshield. Glad that I was still alive, I hope you'll think of me and thank me for my advice to hit a wall flush and not at an angle instead of hitting a pole, a tree, or an oncoming car when you have your next accident.
Only and alas, if you don't make it and die in the car crash after hitting the wall, once you see that familiar bright, white light and see all of your deceased friends and relatives smiling down at you and beckoning you upward, don't go. I'm just glad that Carroll Shelby was still alive, otherwise, willing to spend eternity endlessly talking about Mustangs, I may have left this Earth to live forever with him. Trust me. You can still save yourself after seeing the bright light.
Say no to the light because as soon as say no to the light and tell the Lord Almighty that you want to continue to live, you'll return to your destroyed car with time enough to climb out before the car explodes into a fireball. If you don't say no to the light, the car will explode with you still in it. Hopefully, I'll see you on the other side one day when I meet my maker too.
Never will you experience such peace as when you see that bright, white light. Difficult to pull yourself away from the light, in the way that I did, you'll need something to break the hold that it has on you. All I needed to do was to think of something else, a loved one. Only, when I thought of my whore of a mother and my incestuous brothers, no longer wanting to live, wanting to die, I moved closer to the light.
It wasn't until I thought of Carroll Shelby making my beloved Mustang Cobra that I moved further away from the light. Then, I thought of the Boston Red Sox hoping to win the pennant that year and the new Mustang GT that I'd buy from the insurance money that I'll receive from the totaled Camaro. Assuredly, even after thinking about all the things that I still wanted to see and do, with all my woes and worries gone, instead of wanting to move further away, I wanted to go closer to the bright, white light. I wanted an even closer inspection of it, especially as I recognized more familiar faces beckoning me forward.
"Grandpa? Grandma? Is that you? Fluffy? Is that you? Good dog. Good girl. There's my favorite, third grade teacher, Miss Crabtree with Judy Garland as Dorothy holding Toto."
Yet, there are those who, even after hitting a pole, a tree, or an oncoming car in a horrific non-survivable accident, will never experience the bright, white light. Suddenly with everything gone black, all they'll see is darkness, that is, until they see flashing colored lights and hear disco music as if they're about to enter a strip club in Las Vegas. It may be more appealing especially for those of you who enjoy watching topless pole dancers dancing naked but trust me, don't go there either.



Just as those heading to Heaven must say no to the bright, white light to stay on Earth, those who see darkness before seeing flashing, colored lights and hear disco music must say no to the pole. Suffice for me to write that what you see is not a strip club in Vegas. Hell no. What you see is Hell and unless you want to experience Dante Alighieri's inferno first hand, I suggest you not only say no to the pole but also amend your wicked ways before it's too late.
"I've been born again. Thank you Jesus! After seeing the darkness, before seeing flashing colored lights and hearing disco music with all of those beautiful, sexy, and shapely women dancing around a pole naked...wait. I've changed my mind. I've had a change of heart. I don't want to live. I want to die. I want to go back to Hell instead of spending the rest of my miserable life trying to make amends enough for me to go to Heaven. Now that I've seen the other side, willing to dance with the Devil while he plays his golden fiddle, I'm willing to take my chances with the Devil to have sex with the dozens of Nubian Princesses that he had in his nude revue."
Now I'm not an automotive safety engineer, but I'm sure that Click and Clack, my radio Car Talk show hosts, as well as my Top Gear television hosts, will all agree with my off-the-cuff crash test assessment of how to limit bodily damage when hitting an object fixed or otherwise with a motor vehicle. It may sound crazy but hitting a wall flush and square dissipates the crash energy equally across the front of the car as opposed to hitting a tree, a pole, or even one of Santa's reindeers where all of the energy is focused on one, precise point, you.
"Am I right? Am I making sense? Does crashing my car in a wall theory hold water?"
Notwithstanding Einstein's theory of relativity, Carl Sagan's explanation of how the universe began, and Stephen Hawking's discovery of black holes, I solely base my theory on how to have less severe injuries when hitting something with my moving vehicle upon my own personally experiences of crashing two cars into a wall. Not responsible for your lunacy in trying to duplicate this experience and/or experiment to prove or disprove my scientific theory on crashing a car into a wall to determine if you'll have less physical injuries and if you'll still remain alive, please do not try this at home.
Duly noted, it should be enough for me to write, when hitting an oncoming car, the velocity times the energy with your car traveling at speed X and their car traveling at speed Y, multiplied by the coefficient of...never mind. Being that you're about to die anyway and with more important things to ponder such as the appearance of the bright, white light or the lack thereof, I wouldn't take the time to worry about the algebraic equation or the formula's fatal results. Not even making a difference if you're wearing your seatbelt, the make, model, and/or type of car that you're in, unless you're driving a carbon fiber Indy car or Nascar stock car at Talladega, the life you've lived, and have a dozen religious statues on your dashboard, you may as well kiss your ass good-bye.
I've never read an official study but my guess is that there are more fatalities in cars that hit poles, trees, and other cars head-on than there are with cars hitting smooth concrete or cinderblock walls. They do have more of that information recently now with the emergence of the Internet, but it's always been a pet peeve of mine why they don't have a list of the top ten cars that drivers and passengers are likely to die or survive in a crash.
To be continued...
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Not all just about writing erotica, this story is about car buff stuff for car buffs. Susan discusses her other passion the automobile.
Never comfortable with the Camaro Z28, just my personal preference and opinion, I didn't feel as in control of the car as I felt in the Mustang GT. A heavier car than the 3,500 pound Mustang GT at the time, comparable in weight then to the much heavier 3,900 pound Mustang Cobra GT 500 of today, the Z28 felt too heavy in the turns and too light with the steering. Rumor has it that the 2014 Camaro Z28 will not only be 300 pounds lighter but more powerful too.
Relative to all the positive hype given to the Chevy in car magazines about the performance of the car, I found the Camaro to be a slow, ponderous car saddled with an automatic transmission that wouldn't allow me to rev from first to second gear. Maybe had I bought the Camaro with a manual transmission I would have had a totally different opinion of the car. Maybe if I was driving an old Divco, Detroit Industrial Vehicles Company, milk truck, I'd need to go from first gear to third gear to get up to speed when carrying a heavy load, but this was the sporty Camaro Z28.
Understandably and in their defense, General Motors was more concerned with the legal liability than the performance of their sporty cars. After General Motors was sued and settled their lawsuits out of court back in the late 70's and early 80's, when drivers of Pontiac Trans Am's emulated Burt Reynolds in Smokey and the Bandit by using their cars to jump off ramps, they learned their lesson by using movies to hype what their cars could do. Nonetheless the subsequent lawsuits, not just Trans Am's, GM and Pontiac sold a lot of cars thanks to Burt Reynolds and Sally Fields.
Undeniably, their sissy automatic transmissions were a Big Brother preprogrammed move to limit GM's legal liability should their drivers go to the bright light to eternally live in Heaven or dance with the Devil in Hell. Killing some of the fun of driving '90 era Camaros and Corvettes in the way they should be driven, the Mustang was still a free revving machine. Before I bought the Camaro, I wish I had rented one. A test drive around a few blocks with the car salesman sitting shotgun beside me wasn't nearly enough to know what this car would be like as my daily driver. A personal preference, from its outside appearance to its Spartan interior, I just didn't like the car. A '90's era Camaro, I felt as if I was sitting in an American Motors Pacer.
When stomping on the gas, in the way of trying to get the best 0-60 time, bypassing second gear, the transmission would jump from first to third gear and skip second gear altogether, the best gear in the Mustang, as far as I'm concerned. What the Hell? I thought there was something wrong with the new car but, a killjoy of a car company, this was how GM purposely made them.
The first and only automatic car I ever owned, after that fatal fiasco, figuring all automatics in all makes and models were all the same when they weren't, I vowed to never buy another car with an automatic transmission. Moreover, I vowed to never buy another Camaro, more about that later. Call me a car buff snob but I'm more comfortable and feel more in control when driving a car, any car, with a standard transmission, especially when short shifting while wearing a short skirt that climbs nearly up to my crotch.
"Hi Susan, how are you? You stay in the car and I'll fill your tank, wash your windows, and check your oil," said my mechanic peering in my window and ogling me and my exposed panties. "Don't you worry about a thing."
Strange that he never pumped anyone's gas, washed anyone's windows, and checked anyone's oil but mine, not even his wife's car, especially not his wife's car, I had the cleanest windows and topped off gas tank and oil of any car in my neighborhood. Call me suspicious but I think my neighborhood gas attendant serviced more than just my car. I think he serviced his sexual needs by stealing peeks of my panties while washing my windows.
Call me a car buff snob but I'm more comfortable and feel more in control of the car when driving a Mustang GT. There's just something sexy about seeing that galloping pony logo run along with me, even though it's galloping sideways. A lot invested in a name, when we were all busy watching Gun Smoke, Rawhide, Bonanza, and John Wayne's old western flicks, Mustang evoked the image of the wild west. Seriously, what does Camaro mean anyway?
In old French, Camaro means companion or friend, a slow, overweight friend, I guess. In Spanish, chicken of the sea, it means a small, shrimp like creature. An anonymous automotive journalist was quoted as saying that the name, Camaro meant loose bowels. Being that Chevy was naming all of their cars beginning with the letter C, GM hoped that Camaro, once driven in races, would mean Mustang eater. Personally, I think the name was a mistake. Camaro is a name that doesn't evoke anything in the way that the Impala, Corvette, or Monte Carlo did. Chevy did the car a disservice by naming it Camaro whatever the meaning is in any language.
Yet more than just a name, the Camaro had difficulty compensating for its automatic transmission. For one thing, when shifting gears and listening to the engine rev while watching the tachymeter needle climb in the Mustang GT, the experience of driving a car with a manual transmission feels more like driving. The redline in the new ones, specifically the Cobras and Boss 302's, are 7,500 rpm's instead of 5,800 in the old GT's. Lulling me to sleep, instead of dozing off with the gear shift in drive, the radio blaring, and the cruise control set on 60 mph, automatics are for people who don't like to drive but who still want to look cool driving a sporty car.
"Hey, baby. Wanna ride in my Camaro Z28 with an automatic transmission?"
"No, thank you. My boyfriend is picking me up in his Mustang GT with a 6-speed."
Call it an automotive video game with sights, sounds, and sensations, but I'd rather listen to the car, to the loud exhaust sound of the Mustang GT, and to my radar detector warning me of a police radar trap ahead, than to mindlessly drive a car that has an automatic transmission. If I want to drive mindlessly, I'll listen to the mindless chatter of truckers on their CB radios warning one another of bears in the chairs, smoky on the road, speed traps, and busty blondes driving topless down the road while flashing truckers her tits.
"Oops. Sorry. That's so embarrassing. I didn't mean to write that in my story. Where's my delete key?"
Able to hear them singing their baritone opera from blocks away, especially on a cold, damp day, there's nothing like the exhaust sound of a Mustang GT whether standing still, idling, lopping around in second gear, or blazing by at full throttle. Unless it's an aftermarket exhaust, there's not a car with a better sounding exhaust, that is, except for Ferrari and Lamborghini. The Luciano Pavarotti of exotic sports cars, Ferrari has a higher and sweeter tailpipe sound while the Lamborghini, no doubt, imitating their logo of the mad bull, has a deeper and angrier growl. Even louder than the Mustang GT's are the exhaust sounds of Mustang Cobra GT 500's and Boss Mustangs. Yet, the unbefitting whining sound of the supercharger in the GT 500 isn't a sound that I prefer hearing and something that would drive me crazy listening to all day when driving the car. I'd rather have a car that doesn't have a supercharger whining or a turbo buzzing.
If given my druthers and a check for nearly forty-five thousand dollars, I'd much prefer owning the perfectly pitched sound of the new Boss 302 Mustang. The new Boss 302 is a car that I'd love to own but not the fifty-thousand dollar Laguna Seca version of the car. With the back seat delete, the splitter in the front, and the much stiffer ride with huge Brembo brakes in front, that car is too much like a race car to me.
In the way that Mary Tyler Moore loved her six cylinder Mustang on her show by the same name, my dream car, at around forty-thousand dollars, nearly twice what a house cost in 1972 the year I was born, is still a Mustang GT. Of course, forget about the glass roof, I'd spring for the track-pack and a six speed manual transmission. A girl can dream, can't she? Make mine gotta have it green or grabber blue metallic with the Recaro sport seat option, black wheels, and thick black stripes running the top, length of the car.
"Wow!"
Returning back to my detestation for sporty and sports cars with automatic transmissions, basically categorizing them all as Buicks with different name plates, instead of driving numb, I'd rather listen to what the tires are doing and feel what suspension is telling me. Unless stuck in traffic, holding the thick steering wheel of the Mustang GT with both hands, too focused on driving and enjoying the driving experience, I didn't even play the radio when driving and that's a huge sacrifice for a woman. Instead of being distracted by anything else, I wanted to feel the sensation of driving the car while listening to the exhausts to make me feel as if I was driving a high performance car.
Being that the exhaust sound is all part of the experience of driving a Mustang GT, why muffle the sound with the radio? The new Mustang GT's and Boss Mustangs actually have the sound piped in the passenger compartment by removing some of the car's insulation. Hearing the sound before seeing the car, every male from 4-years-old to 94-years-old turns their head to watch a Mustang GT drive by them.
Great for slick and slippery roads, instead of stepping on the brake and upsetting the balance of the car to slow the car, all I'd have to do in a car equipped with a manual transmission is to take my foot off the gas. Especially on a level road, most times just taking my foot off of the gas was plenty enough to slow the car down to where I'm more able to control it in bad weather. Once in motion, because of the idle speed set higher than a car with a manual transmission, a car with an automatic transmission doesn't slow down quickly enough by removing one's foot from the gas in the way a car with a standard transmission does. One needs to apply enough pressure to the brake pedal that may work against them by upsetting the car's balance, especially when the road is slick.
Especially when going downhill, the automatic transmission equipped car will keep going while steadily increasing in speed. Even though the manual transmission equipped car will do that too, increase its speed when going downhill without benefit of stepping on the gas, the engine in a standard transmission car serves somewhat as a brake to limit it's freefalling acceleration. As an aside, however, it's less taxing on the engine to use your brakes instead of only relying on the engine to slow the car. Having more control over the car, all I ever had to do while going downhill in a car with a manual transmission was to gently and occasionally pump the brake whereas drivers in an automatic equipped car continually must apply the brake when going downhill, especially when nearing a curve.
Moreover, in a manual transmission equipped car, I have the option of slipping the shifter in neutral to allow it to coast, or shift to a lower gear to pass, or shift to a higher gear to lower the rpm's and save on gas. I'm aware that the driver can pick their own gear changes by pushing up or down on their gear shift in the newer equipped automatic transmission cars, but ask any car buff nut, bumping the automatic gear shift lever isn't nearly the same as shifting gears yourself with a manual transmission. Without doubt, especially for those who love cars and who enjoy driving as I used to do, feeling more part of the driving experience, it's more fun driving a car with a standard transmission than it is driving a car with an automatic transmission.
Even though I prefer standard transmissions, taken from Formula One race cars, drivers who prefer not to remove their hands from the steering wheel, I don't much care for the new paddle shifters they now have to change gears on some cars. No longer using a clutch to change gears, I imagine that most true Ferrari, Lamborghini, and Porsche aficionados hate them too. Much in the way that the Viper is set up, devoid of computerized drivers' aids, professional drivers don't want anything interfering with their driving abilities. No traction control, no anti-lock brakes, no stability control, and no Big Brother internal computer tattling on how fast they go and how hard they turn and brake, it's just them in the car as one.
Manufacturers won't even admit which cars have those Big Brother computers now. Using us as their live guinea pigs, we all know that Corvettes have had them for years. Playing it safe, I figure most cars have those Big Brother computers installed in them now, even your car, especially your car in the way that you drive.
"Slow down! Big Brother is watching you."
If you think you're getting away with something by traveling at 140 mph and telling your insurance agent, leasing agent, rental agent, or the police that you never had the car over 55, they just need to do a download.
"I swear, I never had the car over 55 mph."
"Yeah, right," said the rental agent holding the printout.
If you think that no one will find where you dumped that body, the FBI just needs to do a GPS download to get your exact location.
"I didn't dump that body there. I was nowhere near the Detroit River."
"Yeah, right," said the FBI agent handcuffing you, reading you your rights, and charging you with murder.
If you think your girlfriend or wife will never suspect you've been cheating on her with Tiffany, that stripper downtown, no longer needing a compass, pins, and a piece of string on a map to coordinate your last location, all she needs to do is a download your last location from your GPS on your Smartphone.
"Did you have sex with Tiffany?"
"No Honey? I swear. I never left the office."
"Yeah, right. I downloaded your GPS coordinates from your Smartphone and her home address was one of the addressed that appeared.
If you think you're alone in your car and able to roam the countryside free as a bird while picking your nose, your wrong. With satellites that can read a license plate from outer space, no one has any privacy anymore. We now have infrared and X-ray technology that can see through things in the way that Superman could and in the way that a TSA agent can see more than just my underwear through my clothes. Able to see in the dark with night vision as if it's daylight, why did it take our government as long as it did to find Osama Bin Laden and Whitey Bulger of Boston crime family fame? It makes me wonder how really hard they were looking for them.
After our government has lied to us about everything else, seriously, without the proof of a dead body, they expected us to believe that they dumped Osama Bin Laden at sea? It makes me question if they ever landed on the moon.
"One small step for man and one giant leap in our NASA and military defense budget."
I'd still have to believe in Santa Claus, the Easter Bunny, and that the reason why we went to war with Iraq was because they had weapons of mass destruction to believe that Osama Bin Laden is dead. For all that I know he's alive and living in Boca Raton Florida or relaxing while drinking pina coladas in Key West. How dare they think we're all so stupid!
Back to paddle shifters, fortunately, the paddle shifters are still an option on most cars. Just another gimmick, paddle shifters are for race cars and exotic sports cars, not for mass produced cars. Those cars that have paddle shifters as standard, such as Mini Coopers with an automatic transmission only, are more of a gadget decoration than of any performance value. Paddle shifters don't make much of a difference in performance as they would with cars that have huge amounts of horsepower, such as the paddle shifters on a Ferrari or a Lamborghini. Hard getting used to them, missing a gear or over revving the engine and scrubbing off speed, I always managed to hit the turn signal or the windshield wiper when trying to use paddle shifters to shift gears up or down. Besides, my personal phallic symbol, as if I'm holding a cock, I prefer the feel of a shifter in my right hand.
Forsaking the simple pleasure of driving, just a dumb blonde who was persuaded by faster 0-60 and quarter mile times, that the Camaro had over the Mustang then, I don't know why I bought a car with an automatic transmission when I really wanted a car with a manual transmission. Perhaps, at the time, it had something to do with me spraining my left ankle rollerblading just before I ordered the car. Perhaps, as I eluded to before, buying the Camaro instead of the Mustang had more to do with me pissing off my brothers. I would have been okay driving a car with a manual transmission with a left sprained ankle had I lived in the United Kingdom, Australia, and a dozen other countries where they drive on the wrong side of the road.
Maybe I was thinking that an automatic would be easier to drive while drinking my coffee, eating my muffin, talking on my cell phone, and/or doing my hair and makeup in the mirror. I don't text when I drive and once I returned to driving a sportier car with a standard transmission and needing a free hand to shift, I never talked on my cell phone when driving again. Besides, not wanting to be distracted, I didn't want to miss any of the fun of driving my Mustang. Now that I no longer have a cell phone or a car for that matter, texting and talking on the phone while driving is no longer a safety issue for me.
Not an easy thing for a car buff to do, even though I've acclimated to not having a car and getting a ride or taking the bus to wherever I need to go, I still read about new car models online. I lust over the new car models in the way that men lust over naked women. Maybe one day, when I get my life back, I'll be able to afford to buy a new car, one with a manual transmission and too much horsepower.
"Giddy up!"
The thing that I didn't like about the Camaro and the same for the Corvette is that the driver and, for that matter, the passengers, sit too low in the car, sort of like sitting in a bathtub that's sliding around the ground. Uncomfortable to drive and to see out of the windows, even with the power seat option at its highest, the driving position was too low for visibility sake. The Camaro feels more like sitting in a Formula One car or in an Indy car than it does sitting on a Nascar seat in the way that the Mustang more does.
The Mustang requires the driver to sit on the seat instead of in the seat, almost as if the Mustang seat is a throne or a catbird seat. There's better visibility in a Mustang. Even though there are blind spots in both cars, the Mustang has fewer blind spots than the Camaro. I haven't driven the newest Mustang and Camaro but, from what I've read online about the two cars, I assume that little has changed between the two cars. With an equal number of loyal Camaro and Mustang fans, buying one car or the other is just a matter of personal preference and sometimes price.
Having driven both the older Mustangs and Camaros, having more seat of the pants feel or in my case more seat of the panty feel, there's more road feel in the Mustang. Maybe just more used to Mustangs, being that was the cars my brothers all had and that I learned to drive with, I prefer Mustangs. Happier driving the Mustang than I was driving the Camaro, able to just feel what the car was doing when transitioning from turn to turn, I know when the Mustang is at the limit. I can feel it.
The Camaro may be a click faster around the track but, easier to drive and to live with as a daily driver, the Mustang is a better and more comfortable road car for me. Unlike the Camaro that gives little warning, when driving the Mustang at the limit, I can feel the back end wanting to swing out and have time enough to catch it by simply taking my foot off the gas or gently stabbing at the brake to rebalance the car to neutral. Maybe it's different with the new Camaros and Corvettes, but the Camaros of old, much like the Corvettes of old didn't tell the driver what's happening with the car and didn't tell the driver when they've reached the limits of adhesion until it's too late. Much like the Porsche 911's and the BMW 3 series of old, those cars were responsible for the deaths of many celebrities, sports athletes, and yuppies, those who thought they knew how to drive a car at the limit. When pushing those cars too hard and going too fast, when driving the car recklessly and unbalanced in the way that a professional driver would never do, the car would just suddenly and uncontrollably spin while taking the driver and passenger for a deadly ride.



When I bought my last Mustang years ago, so young and innocent, I was contacted by Ford to participate in their track day. In conjunction with the Bob Bondurant School of High Speed Driving, they invited me to take a free, one day, high speed driving course with the master, Bob Bondurant, and his team of professional drivers. An even older man now as he was old then, he had a dirty, old man's eye for young, busty, pretty blondes. Never removing his horny eyes from me, staring at my big breasts and round ass, a little too fast for me, I was more concerned with driving the supplied Mustang GT around the track than encouraging his advances.
Switching from racing Indian motorcycles to cars, a member of Carroll Shelby's Cobra team, in 1964, he won the 24-hour Le Mans GT class with Phil Donahue. With a trophy case filled with racing accomplishments, his favorite cars were Corvettes and Mustangs. The driving instructor for Paul Newman, James Garner, Clint Eastwood, Robert Wagner, Nicholas Cage, Tim Allen, and Tom Cruise, that man could drive. Interestingly enough, the Mustangs that they supplied us with were all automatics. Not much fun in that, it would have been much more fun driving a manual equipped car around the Grand Prix track.
To be continued...
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Not careful what he wished for on his birthday, a son gets his wish when his mother strips naked on Nude Day. An incestuous, sexual fantasy that comes true turns into a real nightmare.
"Psst! Charlie. Charlie," said my Mom gently shaking my shoulder. "Are you awake?"
Now that I think back about my mother coming in my room, was her question a rhetorical question or didn't she know that I was sleeping? As if calling my name in a dream, it was so late and I was so tired and even though I wanted to open my eyes, I couldn't. Instead of shaking me awake, as if I instantly sucked her in my head and in my sexual fantasy, my mother became part of my sexy dream that I was having about her. Making the dream that I was having about her seem so real, it was weird how her just touching my shoulder like that and calling my name as I was having my reoccurring incestuous dream made me feel as if she was touching me in my dream.
With my Mom merely touching my arm in her feeble attempt to gently shake me awake, with my bed rocking with her gently shaking me as if we were having sex, I remember thinking how much I wished she'd touch, feel, and stroke my cock. Thinking that I was sound asleep and I was, sleeping so soundly that she couldn't awaken me from my slumber, it would be a sexual fantasy come true for my mother to wrap her fingers around my cock and stroke me before leaning down to suck me. It was my dream after all and I could do anything that I wanted to do in my dream, even have my mother sexually molest me by reaching beneath my sheet and sticking her hand down my boxer shorts to take control of me with her hand. Other than her calling me and shaking me awake, a new wrinkle in my reoccurring dream, this sexual fantasy was no different from any of my sexual fantasies about her before; she was naked and about to have sex with me.
"Charlie. Charlie," she said shaking me again.
"Wha? Huh? Mom?"
Unable to tell if she was really in my bedroom and standing by my bed or if I was dreaming her standing there, she appeared to me as if she was an apparition. Just wanting to return to my dream about having sex with her, the best dream I was ever having, I was still asleep. Was she really standing there in my bedroom or was I dreaming her? I didn't know. I couldn't tell. Whether she was or wasn't there in my room and beside my bed, I just wanted to return to my dream.
"Charlie. Charlie," she said leaning over me to whisper my name in my ear in that soft, firm voice that only my mother can make while shaking me awake again.
"Mom? I love you Susan," I said calling her by name in my sleep, something I rarely did in front of her before but recently enjoyed doing now. Calling her by name made me feel that I was her man and she was my woman. Especially when out in public, calling her Susan sounded so much better and more mature than calling her Mom, Mother, and Mommy. I mumbled her name again in my dream, "Susan," as I dreamt of kissing her while holding her and feeling her. A sexual fantasy come true, I'd so love to French kiss my mother.
When I felt myself dozing off again and returning back to my sexy dream about her, she shook me awake again.
"Charlie. Wake up," she said gently shaking me. "Charlie."
She shook me awake in the way I dreamt of her being on top of me naked and shaking me while making love to me with her big breasts bouncing as she humped me and I returned her humps with my lust for her. Humping her harder, changing my dream to incorporate her shaking me and shaking my bed, I really felt as if I was inside my mother and we were having sexual intercourse. Waking up again, I didn't want to be disturbed from dreaming about her. I was just getting to the good part.
"Go away Mom. I'm tired. I just want to sleep. I just want to make--"
I stopped myself before confessing that I just wanted to make love to her. I just wanted to continue my dream about her naked.
Then, being that she was in my room, standing so close to my bed, and it was so dark, I was so tempted to reach up my hand to hold her around her shapely ass, pull her down to me, and kiss her. In the way that I imagined I was touching and feeling her in my dream, I wanted to touch her and feel her to see if she was really standing in my room. Still sleeping and unable to do any of that other than to dream about having sex with my mother, I just wanted to go back to sleep.
Then, as if a hand grabbed me and shook me from my dream state to my awake state, in a panic enough to awaken me, figuring there was something terribly wrong, I opened my eyes. My mother never comes in my room in the middle of the night while I'm sleeping. Wishing she'd come in my room in the middle of the night while I was masturbating over her, I always wished she'd volunteer to masturbate me in the way that she willingly and eagerly does in my dreams. So sexually frustrated before my dreams and even more sexually frustrated after my dreams about her, I wished my dreams were my reality.
"Mom? What's wrong?" I turned from my left side to my right side to face her and propped myself up on one elbow to gaze up at her pretty face but it was too dark in my room to see anything other than her tall, shapely shadow standing over me. "Is there a fire? Did someone break in the house? Did someone die? Are you okay? Did you hurt yourself? Do you need me to drive you to the hospital? Do you want me to call 911?"
In my panic that there was something dreadfully wrong for her to come in my room at this hour of the night, I fired off questions before even waiting for her to respond. Suddenly, with my horny, awake state taking place of my horny, dream state, I imagined giving my mother mouth to mouth resuscitation. Stripping her topless, in the way that I imagined the EMT's doing, I imagined giving her slow, long, sexually inappropriate, chest compressions. It was the middle of the night and for the first time in my life, I went to bed early. I was tired. Other than her black silhouette, as if she were a ghost instead of my foxy mother, unable to clearly see her, it was so dark in my room, too dark to see, and still in a fog, I was still half asleep.
"Calm yourself Charlie," she said in her soft, soothing voice that evokes sexual thoughts of her in bed with me while giving me hot pillow talk. "There's nothing wrong and there's no fire. I'm okay," she said with a little laugh. "No one broke in the house. Everything is okay," she whispered as if not to awaken me after she already had.
I love her laugh. I love her voice. I love her body. I love that she's so beautiful. I love her. I really love my mother but not in a normal son loving his mother kind of way. I love my mother in the way a man loves a woman kind of way. Percy Sledge's song, When a Man Loves a Woman, played through my mind while I imagined dancing with my mother on our imagined wedding day.
Now too late to go back to sleep, my sexy dream of her already ruined, it was too late to return to my nightly dream about her. Startled awake and already filled with sexual frustration, I started to awaken. Even if I was to fall back to sleep now, I'd never have that dream of my mother naked and about to have sex with me, that is, not until tonight when she comes to me naked in my dream again. So sexually frustrated after not having the chance to have sex with her in my dream, I just wanted to masturbate. So horny, I was tempted to pull out my cock and masturbate in front of my mother. Did I dare? If only I could, I never would.
I wondered what she'd do if I did start masturbating while she was in my room? Would she leave my room or would she watch? Imagining that she's stay to watch, I'd like for her to stay and watch me cum for her. Dark enough in my room, perhaps she'd never know I was masturbating in front of her until towards the end when my excitement overtook my ability to be quiet. I always wanted her to watch me play with myself but it was so dark and I was still so tired.
"What time is it?"
I yawned, I stretched, I had an erection that she was responsible for me having. Hoping my cock would pop out of my boxers, so that I wouldn't have to reach down and secretly pull it out myself, with her being there in my room and with me being so horny, I was tempted to pull down my sheet to show her my erection. Too tired to get up, I just wanted to go back to sleep with her by my side. I wanted her to sleep with me, cuddle me, and spoon me before I spooned her while feeling her amazing body through her sexy nightgown. A sexual fantasy come true, I'd love to spoon my mother with my erection resting up against her satin covered ass crack and my hand cupping her breast through her low cut, sexy nightgown while my fingers hardened her nipple. To be able to do that just once, sleep with while spooning my mother, how hot would that be?
Even though I was hot and horny for my mother, glad that it was dark enough for her not to clearly see, strangely enough, I was happy that she couldn't see the big bulge beneath my sheet. Having to face her in the light of day, I'd be embarrassed if she saw that I had a huge boner while dreaming about her having sex with me. How would she know my erection was from dreaming about having sex with her? No doubt, being that she's my mother, she'd know.
Only now partially remembering my dream, no doubt the same sexy, incestuous, recurring dream of her coming to my room naked to have sex with me, obviously I was dreaming about having sex with my mother again because I had an erection. I always have an erection when dreaming about my mother. Sometimes, even when I'm at work or driving in my car, I can't even think about my mother in her sexy nightgown without getting an erection.
Being that my mother was in my room, it was so dark, and I was so horny, I wished she'd put her hand on my cock and touch me, feel me, fondle me, and stroke me through the sheet and through my boxer shorts. A dream come true, I wished my mother would reach her hand beneath the sheet and inside my underwear and masturbate me. Only, knowing full well that my mother doesn't sexually want me in the way that I sexually want her, I knew she'd never touch me in that sexual way never mind masturbate me. Without doubt, as soon as she leaves my room, I'll be masturbating about her all over again.
"It's just after midnight," she said.
"Midnight? Gees Mom," I said turning and needing to get more comfortable on my back than on my side.
"Sorry for waking you Charlie but it was important that I talk to you," she said.
As if there was a tent pole beneath the big top and my mother was the star attraction to my little, incestuous circus, the biggest part of me, my bulge was really apparent now. Too horny to control myself, I wanted her to see the lust that I had for her and I wondered if she could see my tented erection in the dark. Now flaunting my erection to her, I wanted her to see my big bulge. Maybe her seeing my sheet covered erection would make her hot and horny enough to reach down and squeeze my cock through my boxer shorts. I wanted her to know the lust that I had for her during the day carried over to my dreams at night.
"I have to get up early Mom. I have work tomorrow, I mean, later today," I said rubbing my eyes awake and forgetting that I had taken off the day but forgot to tell my mother that I had.
I wished I had gone to bed naked and had kicked off the sheet during the night. Even though it was so dark, would she still be standing by my bed knowing that I was naked? Just as I wished I could see her naked, pussy for cock, I'd love for my mother to see me naked. I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my erection? Would she look? Would she stare? Or would she pretend not to notice the huge elephant trunk in the room? Only now I wondered what was so important that she had wake me to tell me.
Normally, I never go to bed at 10:30 pm but I was tired. Now that it's after midnight, I was so tired. It had been a long day. Knowing that I'd be up late today because it was my birthday officially today, I figured the extra sleep would do me some good. My Mom always gives me a birthday party and, as if it's New Year's Eve, we celebrate my birthday until midnight when it's no longer my birthday but just another day.
"Well, that's why I'm here," she said sitting on my bed. "I was hoping you'd take the day off and stay home with me."
Always with my Mom night and day, I spend all my free time with her, too much time with her, no doubt the reason why I lust over her and the reason why I got this job. Hoping she'd crawl in bed bedside me and sleep with me, I scooted over to make room for her in case she had a mind to cuddle me in the way that I yearned to spoon her. The image of my Mom sitting on my bed evoked an image of us being in a cheap motel room and about to have sex. With my Mom sitting on the edge of my bed with me in it, I had the sudden urge to ask her to get in bed with me and hold me while I held her. She never comes in my room at night. She never sits on my bed with me in it.
Encouraged by my horny lust for her, the dark gave me newfound courage. Wishing I had the balls to reach up and feel her big breasts and finger her nipples through her sexy nightgown, still being asleep could be my excuse to touch her, feel her, grope her, and disrespect her in a way that a son should never disrespect his mother. Feeling so hot for my mother, for a fleeting moment, I was so tempted to shock her by pulling and putting her hand on my big bulge while I had my horny way with her tits.
With me being nearly naked under the sheet but for my boxer shorts, I wondered what she'd do if I pulled her hand beneath the sheet and inside my boxer shorts, wrapped her fingers around my cock, and forced her to take me in her hand. I imagined moving her hand with mine and forcing her to stroke me. Recently wearing boxers to bed instead of pajamas, I started parading around my mother in my boxer shorts instead of in my pajamas without wearing any underwear. Why bother with pajamas over boxer shorts when I'd only removed them in the middle of the night to masturbate over her anyway? I wish I had courage to walk around her naked.
Now fixated on the thought of my mother touching me in a sexual way, I wondered what she'd do if I put her hand on my prick. Would she wrap her fingers around me? Would she stroke me or would she pull her hand away? Would she run from my room or would she stay? I'd love to fill my mother's hand with my cock. I'd love to feel her fingers wrapped around my prick while I felt her big tits and fingered her hard nipples.
"Stay home? Why?" As if she read my mind with her premonition, she was unaware that I had already took the day as a personal day. "Why would you want me to stay home with you when we're together all the time?"
She didn't have to do much to convince me to stay home from work but to ask. Being that it was my birthday, I had every intention of staying home. Now that it's my birthday and my mother had shaken me awake, I was glad that I had already taken off the day in advance.
"It's your birthday silly and," she paused. "Happy Birthday," she said leaning down to kiss me on the lips.
As if being transported back to my dream of her kissing me while I felt her naked body, her kiss lasted longer than any motherly kiss should last and any motherly kiss she's ever given me. As if we were boyfriend and girlfriend or lovers, I was shocked that she kissed me like that, a kiss that I always dreamed of her giving me. Wow! She's never kissed me like that before. If I wasn't half asleep, if I had more of my wits about me, I would have parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her.
When she leaned down to kiss me, I imagined that I could feel her naked breast against my chest. No doubt, with the low cut nightgowns she wears, this must be one of the ones that her breasts are more exposed when she leans. I only wished that it wasn't so dark and I could better see her. I only wished I had the balls to stick my hand down her nightgown to cup her breast and finger her nipple.
Just the thought of French kissing my mother made my erection throb before hardening even more. Always wanting to know what it would feel like to have my tongue buried in my mother's mouth and to feel her tongue against mine, I've always wanted to French kiss my mother while feeling her big tits. Always wanting to make out with my mother, the love of my life, a favorite incestuous, sexual fantasy of mine, I've fantasized about French kissing my Mom while feeling her full breasts and round ass through her clothes. No doubt, now that she kissed me, I'll be masturbating over the imagined thoughts of her French kissing me.
"Thank you Mom," I said not knowing what else to say after she kissed me other than to ask her to kiss me again.
Surprising me with her kiss, I wasn't ready and I wished she'd kiss me again so that I could return her passion with mine. Thinking more about her kiss as if I was still dreaming of kissing her and as if I was still having my regular sexual fantasy about her in my room naked, I wanted to kiss her again, especially after she kissed me in that sexy way. I was so tempted to lean into her and surprise her by wrapping my arm around her, pulling her to me, and parting her lips with my tongue but I didn't dare do that. She was my mother and I was her son. Even though I wanted to and would willingly go along with her if she made the first move, I was afraid to cross the incestuous line by showing her how I truly felt about her. I loved her. I really did. I loved my mother and wanted to have sex with her.
"Besides today being your birthday, today is Nude Day," she said looking at me funny.
Even in the dark, I could tell that she was uncomfortable after blurting that today was Nude Day. Sensing there was something more there, what was that about? I had no idea. Having a hard time seeing her pretty face, she looked as if she was biting her lip. Perhaps, imagining herself naked with me, the Nude Day holiday evoked an image that made her as uncomfortable as it made me aroused. Yet, even if today was Nude Day, just as I'd never strip naked in front of my mother, my mother would never get naked in front of me. Nonetheless her modesty and my reluctance to cross the incestuous line, Nude Day evoked all sorts of incestuous images of my mother naked.
Nude Day made me wish I was naked with her right now. A truly ridiculous thought, but being that it was my birthday, for my birthday wish, I wished she'd celebrate the Nude holiday with me naked? Then figuring I was still dreaming about her being in my room, still so very tired, was she even really there in my room with me or was I dreaming her? I didn't know. Having had this dream so very many times before, except for this new part of our talking about Nude Day and her sitting on my bed, I couldn't tell.
Nude Day? That's right. As if there was a Nude Day alarm going off in my head, today is Nude Day. Duh? Immediately, I awakened from my fog. Nude Day, my favorite holiday that I've never celebrated. Always wanting to celebrate Nude Day naked with my mother, I'm too shy to strip off my clothes and walk around in front of my mother naked. If she got naked first, I'd eagerly strip off my clothes but she'd never parade around naked in front of me. She's my mother and I'm her son.
Alas, with my mother the only woman that I'd want to celebrate the Nude Day holiday with, in the way of Saint Patrick's Day, Arbor Day, and Flag Day, Nude Day had become just another day to me. Perhaps, if I had a girlfriend, we could celebrate Nude Day together by going to a Nude beach or making love naked under the stars. Yet, with just me and my mother, the extent of my Nude Day celebration was watching nudists being arrested on the news for participating in the nude holiday.



Nonetheless, it didn't have to be Nude Day for me to think of my sexy mother naked. With my hand around my cock stroking myself, I thought of my mother naked every day. When it came to my sexy mother, every day was Nude Day. Every night, she came to me naked in my dreams. Every night, I had my wicked way with her.
As if she hit me with a hammer before splashing cold water in my face, her uttering Nude Day was just the jolt that I needed to awaken myself to know the real reason why she was in my room. Why was she in my room, especially at this hour? Other than wanting me to take the day off, something she could have asked me to do over breakfast, especially since I had planned on taking the day off anyway, she didn't say why she was in my room. I didn't know until she kissed me and mentioned my birthday and Nude Day together in the same sentence that I suspected what it was my mother wanted.
With my eyes ever so slowly growing more accustomed to the darkness and thinking that I was still dreaming of her naked, my mother was actually sitting on my bed naked. No way! Naked, naked, naked, my mother was naked. Fuck me. This can't be happening to me. I still must be dreaming.
Rubbing the sleep from my eyes to clearly see more of her, definitely by the outline of her full breasts in the dark and with no evidence of a nightgown, my mother was sitting on my bed naked. Naked, naked, naked, as if there was a naked alarm going off in my head, my mother was not only in my room naked but she was sitting on my bed naked. I couldn't believe my eyes. Even though I was seeing so little of her in the dark, I couldn't believe what I was seeing while seeing so very much of her, more of her and closer up than I've ever seen her before. With her taking a giant leap across the incestuous line, this can't be really happening. For sure, I must be dreaming her sitting on my bed naked.
All the mostly futile times I tried to catch her naked, with serendipity far and few between, a long time coming when finally getting a few furtive glances of her without her clothes, here she is in my room naked. Naked, naked, naked, my mother is in my room naked. Thank you Jesus! Enough that she was in my room at this hour and sitting on my bed, I couldn't believe she was sitting on my bed naked. Naked, naked, naked, my mother was really naked. Still not believing my eyes but now believing that I was awake and not dreaming, I rubbed the sleep from my eyes again for a better look of her naked body.
Maybe she's been drinking and wants to have sex with me. Yeah, of course that's it, she's drunk. For her to be in my room and sitting on my bed naked, she must be drunk but I didn't smell alcohol on her breath when she kissed me. Maybe I am still dreaming? Maybe my Mom just wants to celebrate Nude Day.
"Mom?"
Ridiculous calling the woman that I love Mom, especially when she was in my room and sitting on my bed naked, I so wanted to call her Susan instead.
"Yes Charlie?"
Needing her to answer my question as evidence that I wasn't still sleeping and dreaming of her naked again, a question that wasn't in my reoccurring dream, I asked her the question.
"Are you naked?"
She laughed the kind of laugh that made me imagine her stripping off her clothes in a meadow of fragrant flowers before we embraced, kissed, and had sex beneath a huge, old oak tree. As if I was there watching her strip herself naked, she laughed the kind of laugh that made me imagine her stripping off her nightgown in her room and coming to my room naked. Naked, naked, naked, my mother was naked.
"Yes Charlie. I'm naked," she said in her soft, sexy voice while looking down at her naked breasts before looking up at me.
As if she was happy that she was naked and happy that I was seeing her naked, she was smiling. I could see her white teeth light up her face. Even in the dark I could discern her beautiful smile. Not a good enough answer to convince me that I wasn't dreaming her naked, I so wanted to touch her and feel her as proof positive that she was naked. Yet so afraid to violate my mother in the way that I wanted to violate her, instead I asked her another question that wasn't in my reoccurring dream.
"Why are you naked?"
She looked at me in the way that I looked at her so many times in my dreams, with love and with lust. Did she now want me as much as I've always wanted her? She leaned to me to brush my hair from my eyes before running her soft hand lightly across my forehead and down my cheek, as if she was feeling me for a fever. When her heavy breast fell forward against my chest, it was then that I knew that I wasn't dreaming her being naked. Definitely, she was naked.
With my mother's big tit resting on my naked chest, my cock throbbed and ached for her. My Mom's naked tit was on my chest in the way that I wished it was in the palm of my hand or in my mouth. Knowing now that I wasn't dreaming her naked, I'll be masturbating over her coming to my room naked for the rest of my life. With me seeing her naked body, even when so concealed by the dark, my future sexy dreams of her will have more realism. I so wanted to touch her but, fearing she'd leave, I was afraid. I'd rather have her continue sitting on my bed naked than have her leave my room after copping a cheap feel of her breast.
Definitely, by moving her hand across my forehead and along my cheek, if she was feeling me for a fever, I was so hot. Burning up with sexual desire for her, the fever that I had was an incestuous one. The sickness that I felt was an incurable one. The only cure, having sex with my mother was the only medicine that would relieve me from my incestuous suffering and sexually frustrating pain. I needed my mother's mouth and pussy to heal me from the unrequited, sexual love that I felt for her. If not shocked enough by her being in my room naked, she stunned me with what she said next.
"I didn't want to embarrass myself, shock you, and make you feel uncomfortable by appearing in the kitchen naked, as I thought about doing this morning when you came downstairs. I wanted to see how you'd feel about and react to seeing me naked by coming to you room naked in the dark first," she said. "If it was all a mistake for me to celebrate Nude Day with you naked, being that it's so dark in your room, there's no harm done and we could forget this ever happened."
No harm done? Forget this ever happened? Concentrating more on her naked body that the damn darkness of my room concealed, she was talking but I wasn't listening to what she was saying. Staring at her in the dark, I was trying to see more of her. Wanting to turn on the light, I didn't dare. If I was dreaming her, I didn't want to awaken. If she was really here sitting on my bed naked, I didn't want to embarrass her and spook her to leave. Whether it was a dream or real, I wanted this dream to continue and I wanted her to stay.
"Pardon? Feel about what Mom?"
Every time I called her Mom or mother, I called her Susan in my head. I love her name, five letters with two syllables, her sexy name just rolls off my lips. Susan, Susan, Susan, I love you Susan. I want you Susan.
"I wanted to celebrate the Nude Day holiday with you and was hoping that you'd celebrate the Nude Day holiday with me by getting naked with me," she said reaching over me to turn on my bedside light.
Conclusive proof that this wasn't a dream and that my mother was, indeed, naked, when she turned on the light, as if a Heavenly orb was poised over my head, her breast was right there nearly hanging in front of my mouth. Holy shit! Fuck me. So tempted to reach up and touch her big tit and finger her hard nipple before sucking my mother's breast, my Mom has beautiful boobs.
The light illuminated my mother as if she was a nude actress in a naked play and they just opened the curtain and illuminated the naked star on stage in a spotlight of sexual excitement. As if there was nothing else in my room, blinded by the naked beauty of her, all that I saw was my mother's naked body, her big boobs, her slim waist, and her naked thighs. Naked, naked, naked and sitting upon my bed, my Mom is really naked and wants to celebrate the Nude Day holiday with me by having me getting naked with her too.
Definitely, I'm dreaming but with her sitting on my bed naked, with her touching my shoulder, kissing me, feeling my face, and resting her naked breast on my chest, I'm not dreaming. She's really here in my room with me and she's naked. None of this about Nude Day and her wanting to celebrate the Nude holiday with me was ever in my reoccurring dream. If I am dreaming her naked, then this is a totally new dream.
I stared at her naked breasts that were at eye level and mere inches away from my horny hand. I stared at her areolas and nipples while wanting to finger them before sucking them. Fuck me! Are you kidding me? My mother is naked and wants to celebrate Nude Day with me naked too. No way! Having a hard time wrapping my brain around something that I always wanted to see and wanted to do with my mother, get naked with her, this can't be happening. Definitely, I'm still dreaming but she's still here sitting on my bed naked.
With the glow from my lamp lighting up my bedroom enough for me to get a good look of her naked body, as if an Angel that had descended from Heaven above to flash me her naked body on Nude Day, she had a Heavenly glow, and a spiritual aura about her. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. I looked at my mother as if she was my personal Angel basking in my bedside light and just waiting for me to touch her, feel her, hold her, and make love to her. No doubt about it, she was naked alright and there they were, her big, beautiful breasts just waiting for me to touch them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them. I looked down at her and I could see her trimmed, blonde pussy just waiting for me to finger her and lick her before fucking her.
'I love you Mom,' I wanted to say but didn't. 'I love you Susan,' I wanted to say but didn't say that either. Speechless from staring at my mother's naked body, I couldn't speak. Besides, there were no words that could convey what I was feeling. Actions were the only way that I could show my mother that I shared her desire to get naked and celebrate the Nude Day holiday with her. Only is all that she wants to do is to get naked or does she want sex too? I didn't know. I had no idea.
With my chances now better than ever, with her already in my room naked, and with me no longer running the risk of offending her by getting naked with her and touching her and feeling her, suddenly the prospect of having sex with my mother exploded from sexual fantasy to reality. From dream state to awake state, with my pulse racing, my heart beating, and my cock hardening, I was raring to go. Going from being naked to having sex, was having sex on Nude Day the next logical progression? Only, this was my mother and not some incestuous whore.
Moreover, today was Nude Day and not incestuous sex day. Nude Day is just an expression about getting naked and not having sex with my mother. It would be wrong for me to solicit sex from my mother when she just wanted to celebrate the Nude Day holiday naked with me. How could I be so stupid? How could I allow my incestuous lust for my mother interfere with her innocent albeit fun?
Nonetheless the naked holiday, an incestuous fantasy come true, forget about having sex with my mother for a minute, how many sons get to see their mothers naked? How many sons get naked with their mothers? Obviously, despite being the lucky son-of-a-bitch bastard that I was, there's something seriously wrong with me to even think about having sex with my mother when all she's obviously doing is expressing herself on the nude holiday by getting naked? Needing to be more mature and more cosmopolitan in thought and in action, European mothers frequently walk around naked in front of their sons and go to nude beaches together. Sunning themselves on the sand before frolicking in the water with their naked sons, I need to stop thinking about having sex with my mother and just enjoy the naked Nude Day show.
If just to ask me a question that she could have asked me over breakfast, I wondered what was her intention of coming to my room naked so late? As if I'm not crazy enough with incestuous, forbidden lust for her, is she crazy teasing me, her son, with her naked body by coming to my bedroom and sitting on my bed at this late hour under the pretense of wanting to ask me if I'd celebrate Nude Day with her? How dare she come to my room naked! Yet, glad that she did, I didn't know why or even care why she came to me at that stroke of midnight hour without her clothes.
Was she in my bedroom just to celebrate the Nude Day holiday with me naked or did she want to have sex with me before celebrating the Nude Day holiday with me naked? I didn't know. Suspecting while hoping for the best sexy scenario, I choose that she came to my room naked on the pretense of wanting to ask me to celebrate Nude Day with her because she wanted to have sex with me. Nonetheless my wishfully hopeful thinking, I really was clueless why she was sitting on my bed naked. Still waiting for her to make the first move, even though she had by coming to my room naked, I was still afraid to cross the incestuous line by touching and feeling her naked body. I'm such a loser.
Maybe she didn't want to celebrate the Nude Day holiday with me at all but was using that as just an excuse to get naked and to show me her nude body. Maybe needing to know if I'm as sexually interested in having sex with her as she obviously is wanting to have sex with me by stripping herself naked, maybe she's waiting for me to make the next move. Maybe she wants me to touch and feel her as much as I want to touch and feel her. Maybe she really does want to have sex with me. Then, again, maybe she doesn't want to have sex with me but just wants to flash me and tease me in the way she's been doing for years. No doubt knowing that I'm always masturbating, perhaps even suspecting that I masturbate over her, maybe she's showing me her naked body as my birthday, masturbation gift. I'd be happy with seeing my mother naked as my birthday, masturbation gift, that is, if only she'd masturbate me. How hot would that be for her to masturbate me and allow me to touch her and feel her while she's naked?
Whatever the reason for her to be in my room naked and sitting on my bed, I didn't care. One step at a time, I was just glad she was sitting there beside me without her clothes. Thrilled that she was finally showing me all of her body instead of just bits and pieces of her panties in up skirts and her pussy in up nightgowns, her brassiere in down blouses and her tits in down nightgowns, maybe this is the first step in a long and happy, incestuous relationship. There I go again thinking about having sex with my mother, instead of taking it for what it is, all so innocent. Maybe getting naked and asking me to get naked with her too is just her way of celebrating Nude Day.
Then, I thought and excited by the thought, maybe we're having a Nude Day party, a combination naked Nude Day, surprise, birthday party. As she said, not wanting to shock me by having me walk downstairs in the morning to find her standing in the kitchen naked, maybe her being in my room naked is the prelude to the naked, Nude Day, surprise, birthday party. I'd love to have a surprise, naked birthday party. Maybe she's invited people over to join in the naked Nude Day fun. For sure, so long as I was the only male there, I wouldn't mind seeing my Aunt, some of my sexy, female cousins, and even my grandmother naked. Thinking of myself naked and dancing as if I was a CFNM dancer in a room full of naked, female relatives, there I go thinking about sex again.
Nonetheless, if my mother's Nude Day agenda is all so innocent or all so nasty, I'd love to have an incestuous, Nude Day gangbang with my female relatives and with me the only male in attendance. Maybe in addition to our female relatives, she's invited some of her sexy, female friends to the my Nude Day, surprise, birthday party too. Now that I know about the surprise, birthday party, not much of a surprise, it still would be a big surprise to see my all of my female relatives and all of her female friends naked.
Naked, naked, naked. Wow! In the way that I've always wanted to have sex with my mother, just as I've always wanted to have sex with some of my female relatives, I've always wanted to have sex with some of her girlfriends. So long as my mother was there to watch me in action and participate by getting naked too, a dream come true, I'd go along with whatever she wanted me to do. Not a party pooper, this was my surprise birthday party after all.
Something that I'd never suggest to her but always wanted to do, here she was wanting to celebrate the Nude Day holiday with me by getting naked with me and all that I could think about was having sex with my mother, my relatives, and her friends. So perversely perverted, I'm so twisted. Surely, unless we were girlfriend and boyfriend, lovers, and/or a married couple, being naked and having sex doesn't go hand and hand with the Nude Day holiday festivities and combination birthday party or does it?
Having never celebrated the Nude Day holiday but always wanting to celebrate the Nude Day holiday, I didn't know the correct Nude Day protocol. Just an expression of us returning to our roots of being born naked and without all the pretenses of wearing clothes, forget about Nude Day, the only thing that now went through my horny mind was having incestuous sex with my mother. Surely, my mother wasn't in my room for sex but just to celebrate my birthday naked for Nude Day. Right?
What's wrong with me? Why am I so twisted for me to ruin her Nude Day holiday naked fun by thinking about having sex with my MILF of a mother? It's always about incestuous sex with me. Isn't it enough that I'm seeing my mother naked and that she'll be seeing me naked too? After this Nude Day holiday is over, I'll have enough fodder to masturbate over this day for the rest of my life.
"Mom you're so beautiful," I said staring at her and unable to remove my eyes from her big tits.
As my way to make sure that I wasn't dreaming this, I so wanted to touch them, feel them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them, but I didn't dare touch my mother in that sexually inappropriate way, even if she was sitting on my bed naked. For sure, I'd ruin her naked, Nude Day celebration by making the holiday an incestuous, sexual one. She's still my mother and I'm still her son. Trusting me to respect her, honor her, and behave, how could I possibly ruin her trust by sexually violating her?
Nonetheless my honorable intentions, I so wanted to suck her big nipples. Only, not wanting to prematurely ruin everything, I'd be happy getting a big hug from her while we were naked together later. I could only imagine her big, naked breasts squished against my naked chest while my hard cock poked her soft belly as if I was trying to have sex with her bellybutton. Maybe tonight, after her impromptu nude day party is over and we're alone, she'd be drunk enough that we could have sex. Happy with just a blowjob or even a hand job, we didn't have to have sexual intercourse to satisfy my need to have sex with my mother.
"Get naked with me Charlie," she said resting her hand on my naked chest. "In the way that you're seeing my naked body, I want to see your beautiful body too," she said removing my sheet.
Get naked with her? Did my mother just ask me to get naked? My mother wants to see my beautiful body. That's what she said. Too focused on staring at her tits, I was having trouble understanding what she was saying but she didn't have to ask me twice to get naked. Something that I always wanted to do, get naked in front of my mother, only suddenly, filled with panic that this was real and not one of my reoccurring dreams, fearing what would happen next, I was afraid to get naked with my mother.



This is it. Isn't it? Is this it, the point of no return? Is this the next step over the incestuous line or is this just my mother wanting to celebrate Nude Day by getting naked? I still didn't know. I still had no idea.
As soon as she pulled off my sheet, wearing only boxer shorts, she stared at my erection that tented my underwear. Figuring if her intention was to have sex with my naked body, I figured she'd touch my cock through my underwear and fondle my erection through the thin, cotton material. Yet, instead of touching me, she slowly pulled down by boxers.
As if my Mom stripping me happened in slow motion, I watched her eyes widen when she saw the top of my public hair and then the base of my cock. Lower and lower she pulled down my boxers slower and slower as I lifted my hips to give her full access to my body. Watching my mother stare at me was something that I always imagined and masturbated over for years. Once my cock was free from my underwear, my prick sprung to life to show her how much I wanted her. Just as my mother was naked before me, I was now naked before her. Naked, naked, naked, we were both naked.
"Sorry Mom," I said covering my erection with my hand.
"There's no need to be sorry Charlie. You have a beautiful penis," she said moving my hand from my nakedness while staring at my cock.
My mother was staring at my cock. Something that I always wanted her to do and imagined her doing while I masturbated over the thoughts of her staring at my cock, I couldn't believe she was staring at my cock. Already having an erection from dreaming about my mother naked and now seeing my mother naked and with her seeing me naked too, my cock grew even harder. Touch me Mommy, I wanted to say but I didn't dare. Take my hard prick in your soft hand Susan, I wanted to say but I didn't say that either.
Yet, in the way she was so focused on my erection and staring at my cock, she didn't have to touch me for me to know that she wanted me as much as I wanted her. What was happening now with the both of us naked and with her staring at me in the way that I was staring at her, was plenty good enough for me. My sexual fantasy come true, I watched my mother's eyes looking down at me and staring at my pulsating prick before looking up at me to make eye contact. I'll be masturbating over this moment forever.
I was stunned. I was shocked. Unable to wrap my brain around my mother sitting on my bed naked with me naked too, as if a peace had come over me that resided beneath my obvious sexual excitement, I was so happy that we were sharing this intimate albeit incestuous moment. So sexually aroused but calm at the same time, I was at a loss what to do next other than to continue to stare at her beautiful, naked body.
"Mom? What are you doing?"
"What does it look like I'm doing?" She looked up at me with her big, blue eyes and smiled. "I'm celebrating Nude Day while looking at my naked son on his twenty-third birthday," she said with a soft smile. "You're so beautiful," she said.
I watched her stare at me while I stared at her. Her nipples were erect and figuring she was sexually aroused, I didn't think she was cold. If anything, she was hot, as hot as I was. If anything, in the way she was staring at me, she was just as sexually aroused as I was. Only, instead of just staring at me, I wished she'd touch me and feel my engorged prick. Then, as if reading my horny mind, she did what I hoped she'd do. While still staring at my swollen cock, she reached her hand out to toy with the head of my prick with her fingertips. Disbelieving that this was really happening, my mother was touching my cock.
"Mom," was all that I could say.
My mother just touched my prick. I watched her toy with the head of my penis with her fingertips. A sexual fantasy come true, I can't even remember how many times I've masturbated over my mother not only seeing and staring at my cock but also feeling my cock. So this is it. This is really it. This is what it feels like for her to touch me, stroke me, and masturbate me. As if she was an Angel with her Heavenly touch, my mother gently fondled my penis in the way that no woman has ever touched me. Wow!
"You're so beautiful," she said again while taking my erection in her hand this time. As if my cock was something pricelessly expensive, she lifted my cock and wrapped her fingers around me. She slowly stroked me to an even harder erection while staring at my prick before smiling up at me. By the look on her face she was just as excited touching me as I was excited having her touch me.
Good God, my incestuous dreams have all come true. As if she was my Queen and I was her Prince, my mother, the love of my life and the queen of my being, was giving me a Heavenly hand job. I couldn't count how many times I fantasized about this very moment while masturbating. If it wasn't enough that my mother was staring at my cock, I couldn't believe my mother was holding my cock, fondling my cock, and stroking at my cock. I couldn't believe my mother took my cock in her hand and wrapped her beautiful fingers around me as if I was her man and she was my woman. Needing to continue to watch her stroking me, I couldn't believe my mother was masturbating me. Pussy for cock, I wondered if she'd allow me to masturbate her too later.
Looking from my swollen prick to look up at her while watching her staring down at me, I thought of all the times that I purposely exposed my flaccid cock to her. Seeing me for only a split second, as if inherently knowing it was wrong to stare and to want me in the way that I obviously wanted her, she always turned her head away. Now, here she is staring at my erection in the way that I always imagined her staring at my erection while fondling me and stroking me. I thought of all the times I wished she'd masturbate me while I masturbated myself over the thoughts of having sex with her.
Always accidentally on purpose, flashing her my flaccid cock while hoping she'd take the hint, I thought of all the times she barged in my bedroom without knocking. Was she trying to see me naked as much as I wanted to show her my naked body? After a while, knowing that she'd barge in on me and timing it so, wanting to give her a real naked show of my body, especially my cock, I stood there naked while pretending that I was getting dressed.
"That feels so good Mom. Don't stop stroking me," I said wanting to cum for my mother while hoping that she'd want to see me cum. "Please don't stop."
I wondered if she'd masturbate me to completion. I wondered if she'd ejaculate me. Shooting my warm, oozy load all over her, I wondered if she'd allow me to cum all over her gorgeous breasts before coating her hand. I couldn't wait to see my cum covering my mother. Then, I thought about what every man would love his mother to do. Being that she was lovingly stroking me while lovingly staring at me, I wondered if she'd lean down, take my cock in her mouth, and suck me. If she did feel horny enough and inspired enough to suck me, would she allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth? Would she swallow? With her lips pulled tightly across my prick, I'd love to see my hard, hairy cock buried in my mother's mouth.
"Don't worry Charlie. I won't stop," she said giving me a motherly smile while looking up at me and stroking me faster. "Think of me giving you a hand job as my sexy treat for your birthday. Happy birthday Charlie," she said leaning down to give me another kiss.
Being the ungrateful son that I am, I much would have preferred a Nude Day blowjob to a birthday hand job. Yet, not wanting to ruin things by expecting too much from her too soon, I'd never forsake a hand job for an imagined blowjob from my mother.
"Thank you Mother," I said.
This time, not about to miss another opportunity to French kiss my mother, I parted her lips and touched her tongue with mine but uncomfortable French kissing my mother, afraid she'd stop masturbating me, I pulled away to watch her continue to masturbate me. Instead, not taking no for an answer, she's the one who French kissed me when she leaned forward, turned my head to her, and impaled my mouth with her tongue. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my mother. Kissing and kissing her while she continued stroking my prick, I couldn't get enough of her lips. As soon as she French kissed me, she was making me so hot.
"I want you to cum," she said finally pulling away from my lips and as if reading my mind. She sat up and puffed out her chest to give me a better view of her naked breasts. "I love feeling your sexual excitement for me in my hand. Your cock is so big and so hard Charlie," she said with sexual excitement. "A long time since I've had a hard cock in my hand, I love your big prick son. I love holding your hard prick in my hand," she said pausing with her mind drifting away and her grip on my cock lessening.
"What? What is it mother? What's wrong?"
"Wishing I had married someone younger instead of marrying someone so much older, I'm only saddened that we haven't done something like this years ago," she said with sadness.
"Mother, I had no idea."
So excited by the prospect of a longer lasting, incestuous relationship, the knowledge that my mother wanted me as much as I wanted her floored me. Even though I wished she did, I never thought my mother shared my lust.
"Needing your comfort, if only just a hug while naked, I needed you in my bed. I've been so lonely since your father died," she said looking at me with her big blue eyes that made me want to kiss her and I did.
"I love you Mom," I said meaning it more than she knew.
"And I love you Charlie," she said returning my passion with her kiss.
"I love you Susan," I said feeling more comfortable calling her Susan than calling her Mom.
"All those times that you barged in my bedroom on the chance of seeing me naked," she said paused to give me a knowing smile that told me that my mother knew that we no longer had any secrets between us. "Sometimes, I'd purposely stand there naked while waiting for you to push open my door and bolt in my room. I acted surprised and embarrassed when you saw all that you saw of me, when I wasn't surprised and/or embarrassed."
"I always wanted to kiss you, touch you, hold you, and feel you," I said figuring since she was confessing her feelings to me, that I'd confess my feelings to her.
"If only to talk and to hold one another," she said pausing again, "after you seeing me naked, I always imagined you returning to my bedroom later that night," she said looking at me and smiling. Twirling her long, blonde hair in curls, she played with her hair with one hand as she played with the head of my cock with her other hand while pausing in her words again. "This may be wrong for a mother to say to her son but, after your father died," she said looking up at me with an amorous look that I've never seen on my mother's face before. "In my darkest hour of need and as a huge comfort to me, I wouldn't have rejected your sexual advances but welcomed them."
Me too Mom, I wanted to say but didn't. Afraid to say anything stupid to ruin the moment and with her still stroking me, the least that I could do, I wanted to cum for my mother. If only I knew then what I know now. Always so immature around my mother, I thought of all the times that I stole up skirt views of my mother's panties and up nightgown views of her pussy. I thought of all the times that I stole down blouse views of her bra and cleavage and down nightgown views of her tits.
Now I wondered how many of those up skirt, up nightgown, down blouse, and down nightgown views were serendipitously accidental or purposely planned by her. Never figuring that she'd want to show me her naked body as much as I wanted to see her naked body, I thought of all the times that I barged in her bedroom without knocking while hoping that I'd catch her indisposed and see her topless, bottomless, or naked. Now way beyond that childishness, a sexual fantasy come true, here she was sitting on my bed naked while masturbating me and confessing to me how she wanted me as much as I wanted her.
"May I?"
Asking her permission, I didn't want her to stop masturbating me for the sake of me groping her breast. Yet, with all that she's already shown me of her naked body and confessed to me, not waiting for her to answer my question and not wanting to hear her say no to my request, I filled my hand with her big breast. So big and so soft, yet so firm, being the breast man that I am, I always wanted to see and feel her big breasts. I love my mother's big tits. Even though I felt breasts as big and as heavy as her breasts, feeling her breasts were different. As if feeling the breasts of a celebrity, someone famous that I've lusted over for years, these were my mother's breasts.
"Play with my nipples Charlie," she said encouraging me instead of rejecting me. "It's been so long since anyone has touched me in that salaciously sensuous way," she said looking down at my hand while watching my fingers fingering her nipples as if I was unlocking the safe to my mother's sexuality.
"I love your big nipples Mom. I can't wait to suck them," I said hoping she wouldn't get mad at me for admitting that I wanted to suck her big tits while hoping my words would excite her.
Being that I was her son and shared some of the same DNA, maybe my Mom enjoyed dirty pillow talk as much as I did. I watched her nipples grow big and hard between my fingers. Was her sexual excitement from only my touch or from my words too or a combination of both? Being that I was so sexually excited having my sexy way with my mother, I imagined she was equally as sexually excited having her wicked way with her son. My sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't wait to take my mother's nipples in my mouth.
"I'd love for you to suck my nipples Charlie," she said wrapping her hand around my neck and pulling me to her.
As if her voice was from another world, as if I was thinking all that she was saying, the sound of her musical voice was titillating music to my ears. Wanting to make a lasting memory by not rushing the moment, I took one of my mother's tits in my mouth while fingering her other nipple. I sucked one before sucking and fingering the other. Taking my time with both of her breasts while fondling them and caressing them, I couldn't believe I was finally sucking my mother's tits while nibbling on her nipples.
"Yes, yes, that's right Charlie. Bite them. Bite my nipples Charlie. I like that. Pull them, turn them, and twist them. Don't be afraid to do that to Mommy's nipples. You won't hurt me. Being a little rough with my nipples arouses me. Mommy likes it when you bite and finger her nipples like that," she said pausing as if thinking better of what she was about to say next.
"Okay Mommy," I said willing to play her sexy game by going with her dialogue.
Besides, being that I was with my mother naked, calling her Mommy was more sexually arousing than calling her Mom, Mother, or Susan. In the way that calling her Mommy unlocked my incestuous passion for her, perhaps calling her Mommy unlocked her sexual passion for me because she surprised me with what she said next.
"If you continue playing with my nipples," she said pausing to give me a sexy smile. "I swear, I'll suck your cock," she said leaning down to me to whisper her sexual desire and that tidbit of incestuous information in my ear.
Suck my cock? What did my mother just say? As if she was alone in her room while masturbating over me and talking to herself, I couldn't believe my mother wants to suck my cock. Shocked and excited, I couldn't believe that my Mom wants to suck my cock. My mother wants to blow me. Holy shit! I thought of all the times I masturbated over my mother while imagining her on her knees with my big, hard, hairy cock buried in her beautiful mouth while she stared up at me with her big, blue eyes. A sexy sight so exciting to see, watching her watch me while blowing me is an image that I can't wait to experience.
Music to my horny ears, for my mother to ask me to play with her nipples, feel her tits, and suck her nipples, she didn't have to ask me twice or even reward me by giving me a blowjob. I loved fondling her big tits while fingering and sucking her nipples. My horny, incestuous hands were all over her big tits and my mouth sucked and bit her nipples, while my fingers pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples. Not really knowing what exploring my mother's naked body had to do with Nude Day, as she held my cock in her hand and stroked me, I really didn't care. So glad that she came to my room naked, all I knew was that I was having sex with my mother on my birthday.
Not really believing that she'd really suck me, I wondered if I asked her nicely later, after she masturbated me, if she'd blow me. Maybe after my imagined combination Nude Day, surprise, birthday party was over and after all of our female relatives and all of her female friends left, finally alone with her and with her drunk enough, maybe she'd suck my cock. Yet, afraid to ask her or remind her to suck my cock later, she's the one who's already mentioned sucking my cock after all. It isn't as if I was forcing her to do anything that she didn't want to do. Apparently for her to suck me, all I had to do was to play with her nipples.
Not understanding my reticence to embrace my mother and reciprocate her sexual aggressiveness by her coming to my room naked for, I was still afraid to embark upon an incestuous relationship with her. Yet, with me being the innocent one, she's the one who willingly walked in my room naked unannounced when I was the one who always wanted to walk in her room naked but didn't dare. She's the one who asked me to get naked with her in celebration of Nude Day. She's the one who volunteered to give me a hand job as my birthday gift while I ogled her naked body and she ogled mine. If only I had known she would have welcomed my sexual advances. If only I had known she wanted me as much as I wanted her. I've wasted so much time by not making my sexual feelings known to my mother.
Now with my horny hands filled with my mother's tits, forget about the hand job that she was still giving me, after she confessed that she'd suck my cock if I continued playing with her nipples, my brain was filled with the thought of my mother blowing me. While masturbating myself to the sexy fantasy of cumming in my mother's mouth, I've always imagined my mother on her knees and sucking my cock. Whenever she's sitting across from me, every time I look at her lips, I've always imagined her looking up at me with my cock filling her beautiful mouth. Wanting to watch her swallow me, I've always wanted to fill her mouth with my semen.
Hoping beyond hope, if she did blow me, I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. I wondered if she'd swallow my cum. I wondered if she'd allow me to make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her. Not knowing where this was going, happy just to see my mother naked and for her to masturbate me, all that I knew was that this was the first step to a beautiful, loving, long lasting, incestuous mother and son, sexual relationship. Today was the best day of my life.
"Happy birthday to me. I love Nude Day. I love my mother. I love you Susan," I said out loud for no one to hear while I continued stroking my cock and thinking of my mother naked.
Alas, as soon as I opened my eyes and my mother wasn't there, I realized it was just a dream, but the best, damn, sexy dream that I ever had of my mother. I knew as soon as I opened my eyes that I had been having my reoccurring sexual fantasy about having sex with my mother. Only, this time, as if it really happened, perhaps by incorporating Nude Day and my birthday, my dream felt so real. Already late for work, I overslept again. Nonetheless my tardiness, I needed to masturbate. I need a sexual release.



With this being my 23rd birthday and Nude Day, glad that I decided to take the day off from work and, being that I was already late for work again today, I'm glad that I had the forethought to take today off yesterday. In the back of my mind, accepting my dream as if it was my premonition of what was to happen, I wondered if what I dreamt about my mother last night purposely flashing me and wanting me to come to her room was really how she felt. As if my dream gave me insight to how my mother felt, I wondered if she wanted me as much as I wanted her. I wondered if she'd get naked with me for Nude Day. I wondered if she'd have sex with me.
To be continued...
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Charlie's birthday wish of having sex with his mother comes true. Only now he no longer wants her.
My name is Charlie and always wanting to have sex with my mother, Susan, I've always had a sexual attraction to my mother. Who wouldn't? She's gorgeous. Yet, more than just an incestuous attraction, I love my mother. I really love my mother, I do. If she wasn't my mother, I'd marry her if she'd accept my marriage proposal.
Being that I was so very horny and with Nude Day as my cover for me to put my grand plan in play, I decided to take the next, bold step across the forbidden, albeit imaginary, incestuous line. As part of the seduction of my mother, I decided to use Nude Day as my excuse and my reason to brazenly and purposely expose my erect cock to my mother. An incestuously exciting plan, I had no idea the dilemma I'd have once making my sexual intentions known to my mother.
Tired of flashing her my flaccid penis and with her not interested in me in the way that I'm interested her, she barely looks at my cock when I'm flashing her. For me to continue my seduction of my mother, I needed to know if she's as interested in having sex with me as I want to have sex with her. I needed to know what her reaction would be to seeing my erection.
Quite normal for a son to be sexually attracted to his mother, especially someone who looks like my Mom, over the years and especially recently, embarrassed albeit sexually aroused to write this, but I've done more than just masturbate over my mother. Subtly simmering her libido before bringing her to a slow burn and then a boil, I've been trying to seduce my mother. Hugging her, lovingly touching her, and kissing her albeit without tongues, my incestuous attraction has developed into more than just a mother and son relationship and more than just a son being sexually attracted to his mother.
No longer just an innocent sexual fantasy as it was all just on my part in the beginning, being that I'm now a mature man and no longer a horny teenager, I want more than just masturbating over up skirts and down blouses of her. In the way that I wanted my Mommy then when I was a child, now that I'm a grown man, I want my mother in the way that I want any other woman, physically, emotionally, and sexually. In the way that a man loves a woman, I'm in love with a woman who happens to be my mother. There, out in the open, I've written it.
After spending years of frustratingly thinking of ways to seduce my mother, ever since I was an 18-year-old high school senior, it all finally happened just after my college graduation. With the economy still in a recession and with there still no jobs, I was 23-years-old and still living at home with my 41-year-old, MILF of a single mother. Feeling a little bit like Benjamin, Dustin Hoffman's character in the graduate, especially when lazing around by the swimming pool, I felt like such a loser, especially when alone in my bedroom and masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with my mother.
What's wrong with me to want to have sex with my mother? Rather than spending tens of thousands of dollars in having a psychiatrist analyze me while on his couch every week for years, chalking up my sexual attraction to my mother to me being an incestuous pervert, I didn't understand my sexual attraction to my mother, until I realized I was in love. I was in love with my mother. When I realized that the reason why I wanted her was because I loved her, suddenly, peeling away the self-imposed label of perversion, I felt more normal. I felt free. I felt happy. Suddenly, I felt that it was okay for me to want to have a sexual, love affair with my mother, ergo my seduction of my mother.
When I wasn't feeling guilty about trying to seduce my mother, feeling sorry for myself that I couldn't get my mother in my bed, the least of my problems, things could be worse. I could be homeless. Things could be worse. I could be poor. Things could be worse. My Mom could be fat and ugly, but she's not. She's a MILF and I'm lucky to have someone who looks like her in my life, even if she's not in my bed and even if she's my mother and not my sexy lover. Yet, things could be so very much better, I imagined, after bedding my Mom. Nonetheless my sexual desire for my mother and my yearning to have sex with her, I had no idea how bad things could be after bedding my Mom until after we started our incestuous affair.
Having spent years of trying to seduce my mother and finally with her agreeing to have sex with me, timing is everything. Along my incestuous road, my mother could have turned me down and lambasted me for wanting to have sex with her but she didn't. A sexually understanding and loving woman, therein lies the problem. If only I had known what would happen once I started her sexual engine, I may have had second thoughts about lusting over her, teasing her, and tempting her before finally seducing her. Accepting full responsibility, it was all my fault to convince her to go to bed with me. After getting my Nude Day, birthday wish, not taking care in what I wished for, I'm the one to blame for all that happened. With my life about to be ruined because of the lust that I felt and acted upon for my mother, the grand fiasco was all my fault.
An incestuous sexual fantasy come true, I thought I'd be happy that my mother was giving me sex but the whole incestuous, love affair turned sour and blew up in my face last year on Nude Day. At the same time that my mother was warming to the idea of having sex with me, I found a girlfriend, Julie, who accepted me for who I am, unemployed and living at home while sexually lusting over my mother. Coming all together at the same time, once we went from mother and son to lovers and once we fell in love, strange as it may seem, I fell in love with Julie, the true love of my life. With her not wanting to settle for being the other woman, my mother suddenly became the other woman in a sexual triangle. Now so complicated, I never would have figured that angle of a love triangle and I wished I had never started the incestuous, sexual affair with my mother. With most men's sexual fantasy to have sex with their mother but not for their mother to become the other woman, now I'm the center link in a sexual triangle between my MILF of a mother, Susan, and my hot girlfriend, Julie.
"Woe is me. What am I going to do? What do I do now? Woe is me."
I should have been more careful for what I wished for on my birthday last year because I got my wish. My wish, of course, was to have sex with my mother. I didn't know that I was going to meet Julie. Had I known that Julie would be such a big part of my life so soon, I never would have began a sexual affair with my mother.
Unable to say no to my mother and her to say no to me when it came to sex, going from my incestuous sexual fantasy to my sexual reality, she soon became my incestuous, sexual nightmare that may sabotage my love affair with my girlfriend, Julie, the love of my life. Julie is the woman I want to marry. Julie is the woman that I truly love in the way that a man should love a woman and not his mother. Yet, with my Mom so possessively jealous and needy, I feel as if I'm cheating on my mother to have an intimate relationship and sex with my girlfriend. Not a good way to begin and develop a long lasting love relationship, definitely and admittedly, I'm cheating on my girlfriend to continue to have sex with my Mom. When I wished to have sex with my mother, I never thought that this would be my reality but it is.
Back and forth in my guilt and emotions, when going to bed with my mother, I feel as if I'm cheating on my girlfriend to have sex with my mother. When going to bed with Julie, I feel as if I'm such a foul man to continue having sex with my mother when I have someone like Julie in my life. When I'm in bed with one or the other, perhaps because the sex is so amazing, I'm guiltless and everything is beautiful. Temporarily delaying my feelings of being so sexually depraved for me to continue to have sex with my mother, my guilt begins as soon as the kissing, licking, sucking, and fucking stops.
"What am I going to do? I feel so guilty. I'm such a cad. Only, now that I'm up to my neck in incestuous sex with my mother, I don't know how to end our sexual relationship without hurting her by rejecting her for Julie."
Now that I'm enjoying a normal sexual relationship that's not an incestuous one with a woman that I love, happy with my girlfriend and getting all of the sex I need from Julie, I don't want my mother, Susan, in that sexual way anymore. Moreover, even though my mother knows that I'm having sexual relations with Julie, I don't want my girlfriend to know that I had and am still having sex with my mother. I don't want my girlfriend to know that we still routinely sleep in the same, king-sized bed. She'd dump me for sure if she knew that I was having an incestuous, sexual affair with my mother. Bad enough that I still live at home and don't have a real job, other than the part-time job that I have, I can only imagine what she'd think of me if she knew my Mom was sucking me, I was licking her, and we were fucking. A sad and shocking state of affairs, I should start from the beginning.
* * * * *
Even though it's been on my mind for so long, I've been trying to seduce my mother for five, long, frustrating years, since I turned 18-years-old and became of legal age to make my own decisions, financial and otherwise. My journey into the dark side and the Devil's playground, when immersed in the perverse world of mother and son incestuous sex, all started last year on Nude Day, my 23rd birthday. Happy birthday to me has gradually turned into woe is me. What have I done?
If only I could turn back time, I never would have slept with my mother. Not that it was a bad sexual experience, it wasn't. It was amazing. A kind, caring, and generous lover, my mother gave me the best sex I've ever had, even better sex than what I first received from Julie, but I'm in love with my girlfriend now. I want my girlfriend, Julie, over my mother, Susan. Afraid to reject one for the other and afraid that I'll lose both if I confess my feelings to one, the other, or both, I don't know how to handle my sticky situation and break this forbidden triangle of love and sex.
No doubt it all started because I was bored, horny, and had too much time on my hands while perusing mother and son pornography sites. In watching all of those incestuously exciting videos of sons having sex with their mothers and mothers seducing their sons, I was suddenly horny for my mother in the way that I've never been horny for my mother before, not that I was never horny for my mother. I've always been horny for my mother. I truly love my mother but not in the normal way that a son should love his mother.
Yet, this day, Nude Day, for some reason was different. After having the best incestuous dream that I ever had where she came to my room naked, sat on my bed, and gave me a hand job while I felt her tits, played with her nipples, and we kissed, I was the horniest I've ever been to have sex with my mother. Not believing it was a dream until I opened my eyes, so real, too real to be a dream, I thought it had all really happened. Years of lusting over her finally came to a head and, willing to risk everything, our mother and son relationship, even at the peril of her kicking me out of her house, I needed to make my sexual desire for her known. I needed to know if she wanted me as much as I wanted her.
A good ruse or so I thought, being that my birthday was on Nude Day and thinking that women are just as enamored with seeing a cock as men are seeing a pussy, I decided to celebrate the Nude Day holiday and my birthday by flashing my mother my erect prick. Going from there and taking my lead from her by her always flashing me up skirts, up nightgowns, down blouses, and down nightgowns, I was more than curious to see her reaction to seeing my erection. Happy birthday to me. Finally, I was going to flash her my erection in the way that she's been flashing me her pussy and tits.
Would she look at my cock? Would she stare at my cock? Would she reach out to touch my cock or would she look away? Would she be happy and sexually aroused seeing my erection or would she be angry and upset with me? Never talking to my mother in a disrespectful and/or inappropriate way, I always wanted to get down, dirty, and sexual with her. I've always wanted to strip her naked and make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her.
'What do you think of my cock Mom? Look at my stiff prick? Do you like it? Would you like to hold it, suck it, and fuck it?' I imagined asking her all of those perverse, incestuous questions while naked, masturbating, and practicing all that I'd say to her in my mirror.
I imagined filling her hand with my cock before filling her mouth and her pussy with my erection. Sounding good to me and seemingly a good plan at the time, a brazen first move on my part across the forbidden, incestuous line, I remember the day that I flashed my mother my erect cock as if it was yesterday. Only, little did I know at the time, unleashing my beast, so to speak, literally and figuratively, was much like opening Pandora's Box from Greek mythology.
Without a doubt, if we were Greek, I'd be wanting to have anal sex with my mother. Even not being Greek, I'd love to fuck my Mom up her ass. To be honest, I'd be happy with just a blowjob while playing with her big tits and fingering her hard nipples. Figuring our having sex would be a onetime thing, I never knew just flashing my mother, Susan, my erection would begin a long, sexual relationship of me sleeping in my mother's bed every night while still dating and having sex with my girlfriend, Julie.
Yet, I made my sexual intentions known to my mother, I was no longer able to close the box to stop the metaphor from morphing more in my mind and interfering with my love affair with Julie. I no longer could contain the incestuous feelings that I felt for my mother once I so blatantly exposed myself to her and she exposed herself to me. An incestuous, virginal victim and a slave to my incestuous desire for my mother, I willingly went along with the idea of having sex with my mother, that is, so long as she agreed to have sex with me too. So very exciting in the beginning, in hindsight, honestly, never did I realize that something as innocuous as flashing my mother my erect cock would have such severe and far-reaching consequences. Never considering her feelings, at the time, I was only thinking of myself.
Calling my bluff, if I had known that my mother had as much incestuous, sexual feelings for me as I had for her, perhaps I wouldn't have flashed her my cock. Unlike me with having Julie in my life, my mother had no one in her life but me, ergo the creation of our sexual triangle. Yet, because of the sexual way that I felt about my mother, had I known what would transpire, unable to control the lust that I felt for my mother, I probably still would have flashed her my erection.
In this situation, alas, woe is me, regardless of the consequences, a perverted son must do what he must do to seduce his innocent and unsuspecting mother. Apparently, just as I was under her spell, she was under mine too. Now dealing with the consequences of my incestuous, lustful, love affair for my mother, Susan, I need to find a way to reject my mother to embrace my girlfriend, Julie. To continue my love affair with Julie, tired of all the deception, I needed to have a clear conscious, something that I haven't had since our incestuous mother and son love affair started.
* * * * *
As I do every day, sometimes multiple times a day, with masturbation as routine and necessary as brushing my teeth, I was masturbating in my room over the wicked thoughts of not only exposing myself to my mother but also having sex with my mother. My Mom is so beautiful, sexy, and shapely and I'd do anything to know what it's like to feel her, fondle her, and have sex with her. Consumed by the thoughts of what it would feel like to have my cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, I can't stop thinking about my mother more as my lover than as my mother. Yet, even though I routinely masturbate over the thoughts of seeing her naked and having sex with her, not even close, masturbation is not hardly the same as what I imagine having sex with her would be like. As sexually frustrated before I start masturbating over my mother, I'm sexually frustrated after I masturbate over my mother.
Other than making a fool of myself by making my sexual feelings known to her, temporarily subsiding my lust for her, masturbating while envisioning my mother's naked body is the only way that I can somewhat satisfy my lust to have sex with my mother. Only one step at a time, fearful of taking the next step across that imaginary, incestuous line, perhaps it was enough that I was masturbating over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with me while thinking about flashing my mother my erect cock. Even though I've sexually fantasized about flashing her dozens of times and even though having sex with my mother was my sexual fantasy, I really couldn't even imagine having sex with my mother. As disturbingly nasty as it was sexually exciting, I couldn't stop thinking about her naked and on her knees while sucking my cock. Never mind having sex with her, even though I'd like to know what it feels like to hold her and kiss her, another favorite fantasy of mine, even though I've kissed her so many times in my dreams, I can't imagine French kissing my mother.
As if I was a perverted flasher on the street, could I go through with blatantly flashing my mother my erection? Would I dare flash my mother my cock or would I chicken out as I've always done all of the other times I thought about purposely flashing her my erect prick? Instead of flashing her my flaccid cock and making it appear accidental as I've done so many times before, purposely flashing her my erection would be a big step. Just thinking about standing before her with my engorged prick while staring at her and watching and waiting for her reaction in seeing my cock excites me enough to make me want to masturbate again. Knowing that I wanted her and that my erect cock was caused from of the lust that I had for her, I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my erection.
Masturbating while imagining her reaction, would she be shocked by the sight of it? Would she look? Would she stare? Would she look away? Or would she do what I hoped she'd do? Would she reach out and touch me and stroke me before falling to her knees to suck me? Or would she be embarrassed, mortified, incensed, and angry? Just another incestuous, sexual fantasy that only happens in porn movies, I knew she'd never stare at my cock, never mind reaching out to touch me and stroke me before falling to her knees to suck me. Still enjoying the sexual fantasy of her doing all of that, my incestuous lust for my mother is the reason why I need to know how she'd react to seeing my hard prick.
Especially when in the heat of the moment of masturbating, unable to let go and carrying the imagined naked images of my mother throughout my day, going from fantasy to reality is always a problem for me. Knowing that now, what I think is normal in my head is, no doubt, not what my mother is thinking at all. Even though flashing her sounded like a good idea at the time, especially when I was feeling horny, somehow, deep down inside, I knew she wouldn't be receptive to seeing my erection. It was one thing for her to see my flaccid cock accidentally on purpose but quite another thing for her to see my erect cock when intentionally flashing her.
With her knowing full well, no doubt, the reason behind me showing her my erection, unless they were just as twisted as their son, what mother would want to see her son's hard cock? Unlike those mothers that I've watched in those incestuous videos on the internet, paid actors, no doubt, my Mom wasn't like that. My Mom wasn't the incestuous slut that I hoped she'd be with me. My Mom was wicked nice and I was lucky to have such a loving and supportive mother.



It wasn't as if I haven't flashed her my cock before, I have. She's seen my flaccid cock plenty of times. Even though I've flashed her my mother my cock lots of times over the years by making it appear accidental, flashing her my erection intentionally was different. This time, making my sexual desire for her known by flashing her my erection, I was intent on not making my flash appear accidental, as I've always done in the past, but intentionally. Blatantly flashing her my erect cock with the intention that I wanted to have sex with her, needing to know her reaction to seeing my erect prick, I wanted her to know that I was purposely flashing her my prick. A big step, even after years of wanting to flash her my erection, with my guilt overruling my sexual excitement, I didn't know if I could go through with it.
With me taking the first step by flashing her my erect prick, for once and for all, grabbing for all of the gusto, I wanted to know if she'd take the next step with me and cross that incestuous line by staring at my cock, stroking my cock, and/or returning the favor by flashing me her naked body. Needing to take the first step, if I waited for her to make the first move, having incestuous sex with her would never happen. It was up to me to make my sexual desires for her known and on what better day to test the incestuous waters than on Nude Day, my birthday.
"Make a wish Charlie and blow out your candles," said my mother smiling up at me while leaning over my birthday cake in the way that I was.
She was wearing one of her sexy nightgowns and, when leaning forward to light my candles, as if she needed to ignite any more incestuous fire that burned deep down inside me, was giving me a clear down blouse view of her beautiful breasts. Thinking that my birthday wish was to wish that I could stick my horny hand down my mother's low cut, sheer nightgown and feel her breasts while fingering her nipples, I changed my wish from a specific one to a more general one to encompass all that I was feeling.
'I wish I could have sex with my mother,' I thought to myself before blowing out my birthday candles.
If my Mom rejected me and was angry at me for flashing her my erection, I could apologize and chalk everything up to a hormonal imbalance. She'd understand. She'd forgive me. Why wouldn't she? She's my mother.
'I'm sorry that I flashed you my erection Mom,' I imagined saying to her while standing there naked after sticking my horny hand down her open nightgown top and feeling her breasts while fingering her nipples.
'It's okay Charlie. You have a beautiful cock,' I imagined her saying while staring at my swollen prick before reaching out her hand to hold me, stroke me, and before falling to her knees to suck me.
* * * * *
Getting myself in the mood to flash her, not that I wasn't ever in the mood to flash her, I stroked myself to a huge erection. A next huge step for me to take in trying to seduce my mother by purposely showing her my erection, I thought of all of the times I peeped on her dressing and undressing while masturbating later of all that I saw of her. Unable to tell one from the other, I thought of all the times that she purposely or inadvertently flashed me. Giving her the benefit of the doubt, maybe she never deliberately flashed me in the way that I wanted her to deliberately flash me and in the way that I intentionally wanted to flash her. A big deal for me to cross the incestuous line but tired of being the one flashed, not that I'd ever tire of seeing bits and pieces of my mother's hot body, but now wanting to be the one doing the flashing, two can play that sexy game of exhibitionism and voyeurism.
In the way she always barges in on me when I'm in my bedroom, tit and pussy for cock and balls, I slowly waded in the incestuous, teasing waters by purposing flashing her my flaccid cock, until I was neck deep in my perversion for the sexual desire for my mother. A brazen move on my part, as nervous as I imagined I'd be shoplifting or do something illegal, which I never have done, I started barging in on her at the most inappropriate times, specifically when I knew she was dressing or undressing.
In the way I've seen her reaction to seeing me naked, I needed to see her reaction to me seeing her naked. Important for me to read her face, I needed to know her reactions to seeing me naked and me seeing her naked for me to continue in my seduction of my mother. I needed to know if my desire for her was mutual. Being the sneaky, degenerate son that I am, timing my moves perfectly while listening at her bedroom door, I always tried to time the precise moment to barge in her bedroom, just as she was removing her nightgown, removing her bra, or putting on her bikini.
With her large C cup breasts, flat, toned stomach, and a beautiful round, firm ass, my Mom still has a hot enough body to wear a bikini. Maybe it was just my perverse imagination but as if my timing was perfect or as if my mother knew I was about to barge in on her, I caught her naked and semi-naked more often than not. After a while, I caught her naked so often that I began to suspect that she was standing there naked while waiting for me to barge in on her in the way that I stood in my room naked while waiting for her to barge in on me. With both of us playing such a silly, striptease game of seduction, while hoping and waiting for one or the other to take the first step, obviously we were both afraid to cross the incestuous line of incest.
More than once, I caught a few, quick flashes of her tits and pussy, enough to give me more fodder to masturbate over but, with every flash I caught of her semi-naked and naked body, I wanted to see more. With every flash of her semi-naked and naked body, growing bolder, I wanted to do more to show my sexual feelings for her. I wanted to kiss her and hold her while touching and feeling her everywhere. In the way that I stared at her when I barged in her bedroom and caught her in some manner of undress, she must surely know that I want her and was purposely trying to see all that I could of her. In the way that I looked at her, stared at her, ogled her, and leered at her when I did catch her semi-naked or naked, how could she not know that I wanted her and wanted to see her naked?
Always acting as if I had an emergency and/or something really important to tell her, I opened her bedroom door with the stealth speed of a Seal Team 6 member surprising the terrorist enemy in an assault. If she was standing behind her bedroom door when I opened it with such forceful speed, I'd hit her hard with the door and would probably knock her out cold. Not to be deterred or denied by her being knocked unconscious, I masturbated over the thoughts of my mother being helplessly vulnerable when knocked out cold by her bedroom door. Taking my sexual fantasy a step further, I masturbated over all the things that I'd do to her unconscious body, the least of which would be feeling her through her clothes and peeking up her nightgown at her pussy and down her nightgown at her tits.
Being the despicable son that I am, if she was unconscious and so indisposed, would I dare touch her pussy and feel her tits? Feeling as if it was my incestuous obligation to do so to check her for injuries, while she was out cold, would I dare strip her naked? Would I dare put my cock in her lifeless hand and/or slide my cock slowly across her lips while imagining her taking me in her mouth to suck me? Maybe she'd pretend being knocked out for me to have my wicked way with her naked body. Imagining all of this while masturbating over the thoughts of my unconscious mother, making the most of the opportunity of my mother being knocked unconscious, maybe I'd lubricate her pussy with gel and make love to her unconscious body. She'd never know or would she?
Only, what if she suddenly awakened while I was on top of her while pounding her pussy? How would I explain my making love to her if she awakened when my cock was buried deep inside her pussy? If she suddenly awakened, checking her for injuries would be my excuse to undress her and, as if using my prick as my personal probe, checking her for internal bleeding would be my reason for my cock being inside of her. If she caught me forcing my cock in her unconscious mouth, I could tell her that, unable to find the thermometer, I was just taking her temperature. Knowing none of my excuses would make any sense to her, at the time and in my horny state, they all made sense to me.
If she awakened from her unconsciousness while I was still examining her and/or having sex with her naked body, how would she react to being naked in front of her son? Would she be just as sexually excited that I was seeing her naked as I was to see her naked? Or would she be angry with me for stripping her naked and obviously taking sexual advantage of her when she was injured and helpless. Yet, thinking of all that I'd do to her helpless body if ever I found her unconscious, God forbid my mother was hurt or injured, it's just my incestuous horniness getting in the way of my commonsense. I'd never do any of those things other than to call for an ambulance.
* * * * *
Temporarily tangled up in her long, blonde, lush hair long enough for me to get the best look of her naked, sexy body, my best barging in on her moment was catching her standing by her bed with her nightgown over her face and head. Stuck on her hair clip, her nightgown was caught and it took her an extra few seconds to free herself. I only wished I had my camera with me. Totally naked and unaware that I was standing there staring at her with her bedroom door wide open, even then, it took a few, frozen seconds for her to realize that I was seeing her naked body, her round ass, her firm, C cup breasts, and her blonde, trimmed pussy.
"Wow!"
I masturbated daily, twice a day, for months over that one barging in on her moment when seeing her naked. Maybe she suspected that I'd burst in her room at the most inopportune or most fortunate time and staged her flash to appear accidental in the way that I've staged all of my flaccid cock flashes to appear accidental. Biding my time while waiting for the perfect moment, maybe she was purposely flashing me her naked body in the way that I hoped to intentionally flash her my erection soon. Whether it was accidental or intentional that my mother flasher her naked body, I didn't care. It didn't matter. What mattered more was that I just saw my mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, my mother was naked. I'll be masturbating over her naked body for the rest of my life.
"Charlie! Knock first," she said, which is what she always said while raising some article of clothing to cover her nakedness from me.
She didn't seem angry or embarrassed that I saw her naked. If anything, she seemed serendipitously surprised that I was standing there when she finally removed her nightgown from her face. I so wanted to step closer to her and to help her pull away the nightgown from her face that she now clutched in her hands to deny me from seeing anymore of her naked body. In the way that she halfheartedly scolded me for not respecting her privacy by not knocking, I enjoyed thinking that she was enticing me, teasing me, and daring me to make the next move in crossing the incestuous line. Yet, twisted in my thinking by my incestuous desire for her, did she want me as much as I wanted her? I didn't know. I couldn't tell.
A titillating game we played, unable to control my lust for my mother while continuing to barge in on her more regularly, I never knocked and she never locked her door. If she didn't want me to barge in on her and if she didn't want me to see her naked, I'd think she'd lock her bedroom door. Maybe I was onto something with this suddenly barging in on her unexpectedly while she was dressing and undressing. Maybe because she was my mother, as simple as that, she trusted me to respect her privacy.
Because I was her horny son, I violated her trust with my perverse and uncontrollable need to see her naked. Because I was her son, maybe she wanted me as much as I wanted her. Because she was my mother, maybe she wanted me to see her naked. I didn't know but, until she locked her bedroom door and denied me access to her bedroom while she dressed and undressed, and showed anger at me not respecting her privacy, I was having fun discovering the rules of playing this sexy game of exhibitionism and voyeurism.
Now more hoping than suspecting that my Mom was as perversely twisted as I was by deliberately flashing me while making it appear accidental, over and again I masturbated to all that I saw of her. With my incestuous lust interfering with my commonsense, not thinking straight, maybe she wanted me to barge in on her when she was dressing and undressing. Maybe she wanted to show me her semi-naked and naked body. Maybe she wanted me to see her body as much as I wanted to see her body. Maybe she was hoping that I'd catch her naked. Maybe she was hoping that I'd make the next move after seeing her standing there naked and vulnerable. Maybe she wanted me to walk up to her, hold her, kiss her, touch her, and feel her while she stood there without her clothes as much as I wanted to hold her, kiss her, touch her, and feel her with or without her clothes.
Only, as soon as I entered her room, she'd cover her nakedness with her clothing and scold me. Actually, what else was she supposed to do other than to cover herself and ask me to knock the next time? Surely, if she just stood there stark naked and not made any move to cover her nakedness, in essence giving me the green light to proceed, perhaps, I'd make my move on her by touching her, feeling her, and trying to have sex with her. Yet, getting mixed signals from her, and being that she was my mother and not some slutty, drunken woman that I picked up in a bar, I didn't know what to do. Other than what I've learned from watching incestuous videos of a mother having sex with her son, compared to what was happening between my mother and me, more pornographic in nature than erotic, the seduction that I watched on videos seemed too easy, too fake, and too phony.
"Charlie! Knock first," is what she said and what she always said.
Still, to no avail, as if it was all an incestuous game that we both enjoyed playing, tit for tat, in the way she continued barging in on me, she didn't lock her door and I continued barging in on her again and again. After seeing so much of my mother so very many times, I wanted to do much more than just look. I wanted to touch. I wanted to hold her, kiss her, touch her, feel her, fondle her, and make love to her. Every night while imagining her naked, I imagined making love to her while masturbating. Every day, while imagining her topless, I masturbated over all that I saw of her. In the way that no mother should ever touch her son, I wanted her to touch me in the way that I wanted to feel her.
* * * * *
Unfortunately, just a disturbing sexual fantasy, fearing to take the next step in the progression of seducing my mother, I knew that none of that with me touching, feeling, and making love to my mother would ever happen. I knew it was all just my twisted perversion that I had every night before going to bed and every morning while masturbating over having sex with my mother's naked body. With most sons never lucky enough to see their mothers naked or even seeing so much as their bra strap, if nothing more than fodder for my masturbation, I was lucky to have had dozens of glimpses of her semi-naked and naked body. Whether seeing up skirts of her panties, up nightgowns of her pussy, down blouses of her bra, down nightgowns of her tits, or seeing her in her panties and bra, topless, or naked, I was lucky to have seen as much of her as I've already had. So very much better looking than any of my friends' mothers and possessing a much better body, I was lucky to have a mother who was as hot and as sexy as my mother.
Nonetheless, in conflict to my thinking that nothing would ever come about with us having incestuous sex, I figured that I'd at least get some cheap feels of her as fodder to inspire me to masturbate over all that I saw, touched, and felt of her later. As the next step in my plan to seduce my mother, just before I decided to flash her my erection, I started touching her more, not in a groping and in appropriate way but in a sensual, son with his mother, loving way. Trying to turn her on by lightly touching her and massaging, when touching her and massaging her, I tried my best not to make her feel uncomfortable. I felt her in ways that my light, loving touches, although could be misconstrued one way or the other, were subtly innocent enough that they wouldn't be questioned but appreciated. So long as she didn't recoil, my subtle way of seducing my mother, I'd gradually touch more of her until she either pulled away, embraced me, or touched me too.
I'd lightly and gently touch her hair, her arm, her knee, her back, or her shoulder. I'd hug her while feeling the back of her bra with my fingertips, that is, when she was wearing a bra, or I'd drop my hand down to feel the top of her panty clad ass, that is, when she was wearing panties. When she was wearing nothing but her sexy nightgown without underwear, which was most of the time, upon seeing the emergence of her hard nipples making their appearance known, I was so tempted to feel the sides of her naked breast or cop a cheap feel of her naked ass when hugging her. More than feeling so good in my arms, as if we belonged together as a married man and woman, she felt so right. If only she wasn't my mother, I would have had sex with her by now. If only she wasn't my mother, I would have asked her to marry me.
When her nipples pushed hard against the thin, sheer material of her nightgown, it took all the control that I had not to reach out my hand to finger her nipples through her nightgown, to reach up her short nightgown to cup her pussy, and/or to feel her magnificent ass. Even when I massaged her shoulders, rubbed her back, and massaged her feet, seemingly enjoying me touching her in that sensuous, albeit erotic way, that a attentive son would touch his loving mother, I made her feel relaxed. By showering her with so much attention and affection, I made her feel special. I made her feel loved and wanted by the only man in her life, her son. Hoping to create the need in her to look forward to be so touched, my seemingly innocent touches were all part of my seduction.
Trusting me not to grope her and ogle her, when she closed her eyes, she was so vulnerable. While massaging her feet, wanting her to subtly feel or not so subtly feel my emerging lust for her, I purposely planted her heel on my hardening cock. By lifting her foot higher and more to the side, I slowly spread her knees just enough for me to peer up her short nightie at her pussy without her noticing. Wanting to reciprocate her flashes with mine, seeing her pussy further inspired me to want to flash her my erection soon.
With her eyes closed and her relaxed as I gave her a foot massage and with me sitting on the floor at her feet, I gently lifted her nightgown high enough while massaging her legs to give me a continual view of her blonde, trimmed pussy. Whenever seeing parts of her that a son should never see of his mother, she made me so horny that I always wanted to do more than just look. I wanted to touch and feel her in places that a son should never touch and feel his mother.
"I like that. That feels good Charlie. A little lower please. Yes, right there. Don't stop," she said as if I was an animal from the same family grooming her and, indeed I was an animal from the same family grooming her.
With her resting on her stomach, slowly going lower and lower down her back in the way my hands slowly went higher and higher up her thighs, it wasn't long before she allowed me to raise her nightgown to her waist and massage her perfect buttocks. Grooming her, only I wasn't grooming her to eradicate her body of fleas and ticks in the way that monkeys do to one another. All part of my master plan to seduce my mother, readying her by arousing her libido, I was grooming her for sex by having her getting used to me touching her and feeling her with sensuous massages. The basis for my plan to seduce my mother was by me allowing her to gradually get more comfortable with me innocently touching and feeling her body. Whether I massaged her feet, her calves, her back, or her shoulders, what was seemingly so innocent to her was sexually arousing to me. Eventually, hoping she looked forward to me touching her as much as I looked forward to touching her, I hoped that my touches would sexually arouse her.



Without fail, every time I touched and massaged her, I saw some part of her that I wasn't supposed to see. I masturbated later when alone in my room while thinking of all that I touched of her and all that I saw of her while imagining touching and seeing more of her. An incestuous cycle, every time I masturbated while thinking of touching, feeling, and seeing more of her, I touched, felt, and saw more of her and masturbated more over all that I touched, felt, and saw. As if on a first date with my mother instead of a girlfriend, waiting for her to reject me or to stop me from seeing, touching, and feeling more of her, I took advantage of the fact that she was my mother and I was her son. Gradually and ever so slowly, taking my lead from her when she didn't reprimand me, ask me to stop, or swat my hand away, I saw, touched, and felt more of her.
Not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, taking my seduction of her real slow so that she didn't notice the sexual charm that I had over her, every time I rubbed and massaged her back, as if all part of my massage, I touched more of the side of her big, beautiful breasts and her round, firm ass with my fingertips. Every time I innocently massaged her shoulders, as soon as she relaxed and closed her eyes, purposely kneading and moving her shoulders forward to blouse out her nightgown, giving me even more masturbation material, I peered down her low cut nightgown at her tits, areolas, and nipples. Every time I massaged her legs while massaging her feet, I moved my horny hand higher and higher up her short nightgown until my fingertips were mere inches away from touching nirvana, her beautiful blonde, trimmed pussy.
Afraid of ruining the progress of my slow seduction of my mother, even though I so wanted to, I didn't dare finger her. Allowing her to get used to the idea of me innocently albeit seductively touching and feeling her while having her looking forward to me innocently albeit seductively touching and feeling her is what I needed to do to finally seduce my mother. Eventually, with me massaging her shapely thighs, she'd sit or lay there with her nightgown nearly up to her crotch and her knees parted enough for me to count her pussy hairs. Something I only had the courage enough to do in my dreams and sexual fantasies of her while masturbating, I so wanted to bury my face between her legs or strip myself naked and mount her.
Then something that I haven't done since forever, as an excuse to hug her even more, a bold but smart move on my part, I started kissing my mother on the mouth in the morning and at night. At first, in the way that she stared at me with her eyes wide open, I surprised her and shocked her even by kissing her. The kisses were just mother and son pecks but after a while, with her as comfortable kissing me as I was comfortable kissing her, our pecks grew into a smooch and a smooch into a kiss, albeit without tongues. Now, whenever she kissed me and I kissed her, we closed our eyes. Knowing all that was going through my mind, I could only imagine what was going through my mother's mind. Never thinking that I'd ever have the courage to do so, my next move, of course, would be to part her lips with my tongue. I'd need to get the both of us drunk for me to do that. Just the thought of French kissing my mother while feeling my mother made my cock throb and made me masturbate over the thoughts of making out with my mother.
* * * * *
In the way that she dressed or didn't dress, not sure if she was teasing me or just oblivious to how much she was showing me of her nearly naked body, she continued walking around me in her sexy nightgowns. Whether it was innocent or her way of seducing me, nonetheless with me enjoying the voyeuristic show of exhibitionism, my mother wasn't helping me with my horniness any by her hanging around the house in the way she dressed or didn't dress. Knowing she was sad, I could tell that she was lonely and depressed too.
Yet adding to my incestuous lust and sexual desire for her, unless she was getting dressed to go out, my mother lived in her sexy nightgowns day and night. Moreover, it wasn't just any nightgown that she wore. Outfitted in her best dressing gowns as if she was Miss Havisham wearing her wedding dress in Dickens' Great Expectations while waiting to be taken by her runaway suitor, she always looked sexy. With each nightgown a different color, as if sexy sleeping attire were flags that signaled her mood, it was then that I realized my mother was purposely dressing for me in the way she used to dress for my Dad.
"You have such beautiful nightgowns Mom," I said leering at her whenever she didn't see me staring.
"Thank you Charlie," she said looking down at herself.
What was she thinking in walking around me in her sexy nightgowns? Was she thinking how much she was showing me or was she wondering if I was enjoying her sexy show? For sure, she was showing me a lot and I was enjoying her sexy lingerie show. In her defense, maybe unaware that she was showing me so much, perhaps she was just oblivious. Maybe just wanting to be comfortable in her own home, she trusted me to respected her enough not to look, stare, and leer at her nearly naked body.
My Dad, the pervert that he was for marrying my Mom when she was barely 18-years-old after getting her pregnant with me, was 30-years older than she was. Old enough to be her father, he was old enough to know better. Towards the end, being that he was relegated to staying in the house and in bed because of his failing health, he enjoyed seeing my mother wearing her sexy nightgowns. Her sexy nightgowns not only showed her shapely figure but also flattered her shapely body by leaving nothing to the imagination. With her walking around in her nightgowns as if she was a Frederick's of Hollywood or Victoria Secret's lingerie model, pure masturbation material for me, all of her nightgowns were sexy, sheer, short, and low cut. Being that I was living in the house with my parents too, I was the happy recipient to seeing my mother parading around me nearly naked while attending to my father's needs whenever he was forced to stay in bed.
Trying my best not to stare, leer, and ogle, all of my mother's nightgowns showed a son more than he should ever see of his mother. Short enough to show most of her long, sexy legs, low cut enough to show much of her cleavage and the roundness of her beautiful breasts, and tight fitting enough for me to imagine the shape of her perfect ass, my Mom never wore a robe. Not embarrassed in front of me enough to cover her semi-nakedness, I guess, maybe my Mom was seducing me and waiting for me to make the next move.
Maybe my Mom trusted me not to lust over her. She was wrong in expecting that trust from me when she was so very beautiful and so very sexy. She was wrong in expecting that trust from me when I was so very sexually attracted to her and so very horny. In the way that I masturbated over seeing her in her sexy nightgowns, maybe my Mom masturbated over me seeing her in her sexy nightgowns. Maybe in her flashing me, her way of trying to seduce me, my Mom truly wanted me as much as I truly wanted her. Filled with nothing more than suppositions and suspicions, I had no idea. Too afraid to take the next step, I just didn't know.
As if she was still continuing to dress for my father but was now dressing for me, with her hair, nails, and makeup always just so, she continued to dress for me in the way she dressed for him. Perhaps, unable to change her sexy routine, by celebrating having me in her life was her way of mourning the loss of her husband. Delighted being the recipient of her bedroom attire, every night, every morning, and throughout the entire day, she looked in the way that I imagined a new bride would look on her Honeymoon. Every day, with her showing so very much of her sexy, shapely body to me, I always expected her to make the next move across the incestuous line but she never did. Was she waiting for me or was she content flashing me parts of her that I shouldn't be allowed to see but appreciated seeing?
Yet, perhaps her first move across the incestuous line was more looking sexy while waiting for me to cross the incestuous line. Maybe because I looked so much like and reminded her so much of my Dad, albeit a much younger version, she was attracted to her son in the way she had been attracted to her husband. I didn't know. I could only guess. I could only hope. I could only imagine while masturbating over the thoughts of my MILF of a mother having sex with me. Understandably and in her defense, being that she wanted to be comfortable in her own house, with just a thin piece of material between me seeing her ass, her tits, her pussy, and seeing her naked, she didn't wear any underwear beneath her short, low cut, sexy nightgowns.
A voyeuristic sexy sight to behold, seeing her in her nightgowns was what I looked forward to seeing and enjoying. Every time she opened the refrigerator door with the kitchen light off, stood in front of the TV with the living room light off, and/or opened the drapes in the morning light the next morning, I saw even more of my mother. With her nightgowns so nearly transparent, as if I was a TSA agent and she was a passenger walking through the X-Ray machine before boarding the plane, I could see through her nightgown as if she was naked.
Naked, naked, naked, my mother was always walking around me nearly naked and, when I wasn't accidentally on purpose exposing my flaccid cock to her, I was always walking around her with an erection that tented my pajama bottoms with my incestuous lust for her. I so wanted to show her my erection if only to see her reaction to seeing my hard cock. Yet, as if we had electrified barbed wire between us, one that I wanted to cross but one that I didn't know if she wanted to cross, the incestuous line was a difficult barrier to surmount.
Just as I enjoyed seeing what I could see of her nakedness through her barely there nightgowns, I needed to be content with all that I saw and imagined what I saw while masturbating. More than once, I caught her looking or imagined her looking at my manly bulge. I wondered what she was thinking when seeing the jean covered impression of my hardening cock. Was she sexually thinking of me in the way that I was sexually thinking of her? Was she horny for me in the way that I was horny for her? With both of us playing by the unspoken rules of the code of propriety of a mother alone with her son, obviously, we could look so long as we didn't touch and so long as one or the other weren't caught staring.
With all the leering that I did of her semi-naked body, seeing so much of my mother turned me into a regular masturbation machine that did little to lessen my sexual frustration. If anything, masturbating while thinking of my mother naked and imagining having sex with her added to my sexual lust for her. I wanted her and couldn't wait to have her. Not just sexually attracted to my Mom, I was in love with her, or at least I thought I was in love with her, especially before Julie became my steady girlfriend and my affections of love switched to her. More than anything or anyone else and perhaps it had to do with my father dying and leaving us alone, I wanted my mother in that incestuously, forbidden way. Now with my father not around, wanting to complete the Oedipus Complex, Sigmund Freud's psychoanalytical theory of a son wanting to have sex with his mother, I really wanted her now more than I ever wanted her before.
* * * * *
Being that my Mom didn't have to work, never had to work, especially after the death of my Dad, he made sure that we were provided for and well taken care of in his will. With my Dad so much older than my mother and with all the illnesses he suffered and endured before he died, I suspected it had been a long while since my mother had sex. Always attracted to much older men, father-fixated in the way that a son wants to have sex with his mother in Freud's Oedipus Complex, I suspected my mother suffered from the Elektra Complex of a daughter wanting to have sex with her father. Even convincing me to wear it and smoke them, fashioning me into a younger version of my Dad, she loved Old Spice cologne and the smell of tobacco when smoked in a pipe.
Knowing that she preferred older men to younger men, she made me wish that I was much older than her so that she'd be attracted to me. Maybe it was enough that I looked and acted so much like my Dad, but for the wrinkles and the crankiness. Yet, not wanting to wish my life away for the sole purpose of bedding my mother, maybe I could make her want me in the way that she wanted my Dad and imagined she wanted her father. Being that incest is incest, if my mother did indeed have a sexual attraction for and/or an incestuous relationship with her father, then the groundwork was already laid for her to have a sexual attraction for and an incestuous relationship with her son.
With me being the horny, young guy that I am, who doesn't know much about women, especially older women, perhaps wishful thinking on my part, but I suspected that my mother was horny too, wishfully as horny as I was. Now with Dad gone and out of the way, so to speak, it was just me and my mother in the house alone for me to play my sexy games of stealing peeks of her and masturbating over all that I saw, touched, and felt of her later. Only, wanting to make the next move but fearing to take the next step, I was afraid that I'd ruin the close relationship we enjoyed by adding the pressure of unwanted sex that ruined a mother's love for her son with a son's incestuous lust for his mother. Still, the fact that she still dressed in her sexy nightgowns and perhaps, with her being just as fearful of making the next move as I was, her teasing me and flashing me should have told me that she was fishing to have sex with me. Even worse when it's a son trying to bed his mother, most men need to be hit over the head with a baseball bat for them to see that the woman is attracted to and wants them too.
After a while of seeing so very much of my mother's body and with her always in her nightgown, I couldn't help but wonder if she knew that I could see as much of her body as I could. How could she not know that I could see so much of her body? All she had to do was to look in the mirror to see what I could see of her. Maybe because I watched one too many mother and son porn videos online, perhaps now too incestuously twisted to think clearly, I couldn't help but wonder if my Mom was flashing me in the way that those mothers in the videos routinely flashed their sons while trying to seduce them. Maybe because I wanted to believe that she was purposely flashing me, I couldn't help but suspect that my mother was flashing me her body as much as I wanted her to continue flashing me her body. Maybe because I wanted to believe that my mother was seducing me by sexually teasing me, I couldn't help but suspect that my Mom wanted me as much as I wanted her.
Only, having just graduate college and unable to find a job, with her holding all of the financial purse strings while supporting me, if I upset her by soliciting sex from her, I had so much more to lose than she did. Being that I was over 18-years-old and being that she owned the house, she could ask me to leave. Where would I go? How would I support myself without having a job when there were no jobs to find? The executrix of my trust fund, she could raise the age of me getting my inheritance from 25-years-old to 30-years-old. Nonetheless my lust for her and my imagining her lust for me, I didn't know how to go about seducing my mother without offending her and without making her think that I was incestuously deranged, especially if she didn't share my sexual attraction.
She wasn't just any woman and I wasn't just any man. She was my mother and I was her son. Trusting me not to ogle her, I didn't know if she was purposely flashing me by wearing her sexy nightgowns without underwear or if she just wanted to be comfortable in her own house. A tragic mistake of misreading her intentions sexual or otherwise, what if she wasn't as interested in having an incestuous, sexual relationship with her son in the way that I hoped she wanted and in the way that I wanted to have an incestuous, sexual relationship with my mother? Yet, what if she was as sexually attracted to me as I was to her?
* * * * *
Being the horny son that I was, seeing something that I shouldn't see and was forbidden to see, up skirts of her panties, up nightgowns of her pussy, down blouses of her bra, and down nightgowns of her tits were my favorite parts of her sexy body to see. As far as I was concerned, even better than seeing her naked, seeing bits and pieces of my mother, parts of her that I shouldn't see, was so much more excitingly erotic than seeing her naked. Whether her flashes were inadvertent or on purpose, it didn't matter. I didn't care. As if she was my own personal peep show, what mattered more was that I was privy to seeing them and free to masturbate over them later. Not as careful with her lady like posture when relaxing on the sofa or in her chair, she gave me lots of panty and pussy flashes, especially when she was tired in the early morning or had a little too much to drink late at night.
She'd sit across from me on the sofa drinking her coffee to wake up in the morning or she'd sip her wine to relax in the evening in her chair while I sat in the overstuffed recliner across from her waiting for the sexy show to slowly unfold. Trusting me not to look and to lust over her when I saw all that I saw of her, she trusted me to respect her privacy and modesty by not ogling her but, unable to help myself, I didn't respect her privacy and modesty and I did ogle her. Too sexually attracted to my mother's pussy, tits, and ass, I couldn't help myself from looking at all that she was inadvertently or intentionally showing me. I had no idea if she was flashing me deliberately or inadvertently. Not wanting to ruin her sexy, free shows, I didn't dare confront her to ask her either. I was young but I wasn't dumb.
With her knees spread open just enough and her short skirt or short nightgown raised high enough past her knees to mid-thigh for me to see what a son should never see of his mother, she sometimes sat like a guy sits while watching a ballgame or sitting on a toilet. Too many flashes to remember, until I recalled them all while masturbating, I can't count how many times I've seen her panty or pussy. With her low cut blouses and nightgowns revealing everything that other women tried to hide, whenever she leaned forward, she gave me a show of her sexy bra or tits that I not only enjoyed but looked forward to seeing every day and every night.
Obviously too tired in the morning and too relaxed in the evening to care what she was showing and what I was seeing, she sat there mindlessly thinking of something else other than her accidental or deliberate flashes while flashing me. With every morning and night the same sexy show, I never tired of seeing all that I could see of my mother. Hoping that she'd stay seated like that longer, I continued engaging her in conversation for her to remain there while I ogled her panties, her pussy, her bra, her tits, and/or stared at the impressions that her big nipples made in the thin material of her nightgowns.
In the back of my mind, wondering if she was flashing me deliberately or intentionally, but not allowing myself to think that my mother was just as incestuous perverted as I was, I wondered how she couldn't know she's flashing me? Even though I tried my best not to stare and leer at all that she was showing, how could she not know that I'm ogling her every time she crossed and uncrossed her shapely legs or sat with her knees parted enough for me to see all that I hoped to see? If only she knew that her son was an incestuous voyeur who was always trying to steal up skirt peeks of his mother's panties, up nightgown views of her pussy, down blouse views of her bra, and down nightgown views of her tits, without doubt, she'd think me a pervert. Cursed to continue my incestuous voyeuristic perversion of ogling my mother's hot body, I wondered if it was just me or if my incestuous perversion of exhibitionism and voyeurism ran in our family. I wondered if my sexual attraction to my mother, especially with a mother so hot and so sexy, was just a normal rite of passage path for a son who was so sexually attracted to his mother to take.



Figuring that she didn't know but enjoying the thought by suspecting that she did, especially whenever I was masturbating over all that I saw of her, I couldn't help but wonder if she knew that she was always intentionally flashing me her panty, pussy, bra, and tits. A sexual fantasy come true, I hoped she was deliberately flashing me. I'd like to think that she knew she was flashing me as encouragement for me to make the next incestuous move in my seduction of her. Only, not wanting to prematurely end my up skirt, up nightgown, down blouse, and down nightgown fun, I was careful not to have her catch me staring at all that she was showing, especially if she didn't know she was flashing me and was flashing me inadvertently.
Without even trying to see all that she was showing, looking straight ahead at her pretty face, all I had to do was just to slouch down while sitting across from her and look while using my peripheral vision. Always dropping things and not stooping to pick them up, down blouses and down nightgowns, of course, were more difficult as I'd have to wait until she leaned over to pick up something from the floor. On the pretense of helping her, I'd stand over her to look down her open blouse or nightgown top while she leaned forward doing a crossword puzzle. With her mind immersed in her crossword puzzle, it was so easy to steal peeks of her tits because she trusted me not to disrespect her by ogling her breasts. Yet, if only she knew that her son was no better than a man on the street ogling her nearly naked body, she'd never feel comfortable in her own home when alone with me.
We both enjoyed doing crossword puzzles but for different reasons. She enjoyed doing the puzzle and I enjoyed stealing peeks of her bra with down blouse views and her tits with down nightgown views. Depending on which nightgown she wore, sometimes the top of her nightgown fell so far open while she leaned forward that I'd see her areolas and/or nipples, along with most of her tits. With her nipples always erect, was she cold or horny? I had no idea which but, hoping for the latter instead of the former, I enjoyed imagining that she masturbated over showing me all that I masturbated over seeing of her.
If she was cold or embarrassed, why didn't she wear a robe over her nightgown? If she was horny, why didn't she take the initiative to make the next move by leading me by the hand to teach me what a son should intimately know of his mother? With my mother doing all the window dressing enough to not only interest me but also to tease me, obviously it was up to me to make the next move. It was up to me to seduce my mother so that she wouldn't feel so much like the incestuous slut that I hoped her to be. Yet, if I was wrong in my suspicion that she wanted me as much as I wanted her, I could be out in the street.
* * * * *
My favorite sight to see were of her breasts, especially when I saw flashes of her nipples. Being that I'm a breast man, my Mom has big areolas with pink, puffy nipples. Whether her flashes were inadvertent or on purpose, seeing so much of my mother's tits made me horny and made me want to cross the incestuous imaginary line and take the next step, only I was afraid. Being that I was seeing so much of my mother, I felt guilty that I was taking advantage of her. Was my guilt justified or unnecessary? Was my Mom playing me to flash me in the way that I was using her to ogle her? A delicately dangerous albeit sexy game to play, being that I was so vulnerably immature, I didn't know.
The up nightgowns and down nightgowns views continued for a few years until I became so full of lust for her that I finally decided to start flashing her my cock too. A sexy game for me to now play, I was so nervous the first time that I walked around her with my flaccid cock dangling from my pajama bottoms. Even though she never told me that I was so exposed, I know she saw my cock. How could she not see my prick, especially when, with my cock at eye level, she was sitting and I was standing in front of her?
After my first few dick flashes, in the way that she was continually flashing me her panties, pussy, bra, and tits, my flashes grew more regular and daring. Embolden by her flashing me, I couldn't wait to flash her. Hoping she'd look, hoping she'd stare, and hoping she'd take my cock in her hand and stroke me, I flashed her my flaccid cock over and again. As my encouraged inspiration, pussy for penis, the more she flashed me her pussy and tits, the more I flashed her my cock and balls, until I just wanted to strip myself naked and walk around nude in front of her.
Just before I graduated college, whenever I didn't have a class at the university or had to get dressed for work, in the same way she lived in her nightgown without wearing underwear, I lived in my pajama bottoms without wearing underwear too, especially on Sundays. Sunday, my weekly Nude Day, wearing my pajama bottoms and just a thin, tight tee shirt to show off my muscled physique was my chosen day to flash my mother my limp prick. Once I passed the barrier of inappropriate behavior, I was always flashing her my flaccid cock and even when she pretended she wasn't looking, I knew she was looking and with her hardening nipples showing their silent approval, I could tell that she liked what she saw.
If she didn't like what she was seeing, she would have said something to me about my cock dangling out of my pajama bottoms. If she knew that I was purposely flashing her and was offended at seeing my cock, she would have scolded me. Perhaps a mute point, I wondered if she knew that she was flashing me in the way that I was flashing her. Not yet bold enough to go that far, I so wanted to flash her my erection. Hoping she'd reach out and take my cock in hand and masturbate me, I so wanted to masturbate in front of her.
Being that she was my mother and not some stranger on the street, perhaps not wanting to embarrass me, even though I was waiting for and feared that she'd say something to ruin my fun, she never told me that I was so exposed. Perhaps, not wanting the game of exhibitionism and voyeurism to end, perhaps she wanted to continue looking at my cock in the way that I enjoyed ogling her pussy and tits, was the reason why she didn't tell me that I was uncovered. Never looking directly at my cock, she'd look up at my face. Yet, sitting far enough across from one another, being that I could still see her pussy in up nightgown views or her panty in up skirt views peripherally while making eye contact with her, I knew that she could still see my cock when making eye contact with me.
As much as seeing her pussy and tits excited me, it aroused me for my mother to see my prick. Only, I couldn't tell if she was as sexually aroused flashing me and seeing my prick as I was sexually aroused having her flash me and flashing her my prick. Just as I wondered if she was flashing me on purpose, pussy for cock, I wondered if she suspected that I was flashing her on purpose too, cock for pussy. No doubt, being that I was a horny guy, she must know that I was intentionally flashing her while hoping she'd take the bait, literally and figuratively, and join in my sexy games of incestuous flashing.
Extrapolating my sexual desire for my mother in my mother's imagined sexual desire for me, I wondered if she masturbated over seeing my cock in the way that I masturbated over seeing her panties, pussy, bra, and breasts. Yet, not wanting her to think any worse of me than I already felt guilty about myself for ogling and flashing my mother, I was always afraid to take the next step. Fearful of crossing the incestuous line, incest is a point of no return. If she detected me for the incestuous pervert that I was and didn't reciprocate my sexual interest for me that I had for her, with no lifeline to return our relationship of mutual trust and respect in the way that it was before, I was nervous about taking sexual advantage of her. Nonetheless my nervousness and lustfulness and her innocence and reluctance to play in the Devil's playground, I wondered if she wanted to have sex with me in the way that I wanted to have sex with her.
Excited to think about having sex with her while masturbating over having sex with her, perhaps totally innocent, maybe she didn't know she was exposing herself to me. I wondered if she'd be embarrassed if she knew all that I saw of her. Maybe, in the way of Mrs. Robinson, played by Anne Bancroft, seducing Benjamin, played by Dustin Hoffman, in The Graduate, my Mom was trying to subtly seduce me by purposely flashing me. Maybe wanting to see how far she needed to go before I'd respond in kind, maybe she was just having some sexual fun with me and nothing more. Maybe in the way that I was sexually frustrated just masturbating while imagining her naked, ogling her hot body, and flashing her my cock, maybe she was sexually satisfied just flashing me, ogling my cock, and masturbating. Maybe not wanting to take it any further, being that I was her son and she was my mother, masturbation was plenty enough for her.
Nonetheless, hoping she was and with sexual fantasies about me of her own, maybe my Mom was a closeted, incestuous cougar. After being with my Dad, a man old enough to be her father, she could have gone the other way to the dark side in wanting to have sex with not only a younger man but also with her son. Just because she's my mother and I'm her son doesn't mean that she wouldn't do me. Perhaps, especially because she's my mother and I'm her son could be the reason why she'd want to do me as much as I wanted to do her.
Figuring that Nude Day was my best pretense to expose my plan, literally and figuratively, along with my cock, my sexual fantasy was to bed my mother, only I didn't know how. Most of the mother and son videos on the Internet are in Russian or Japanese and there's not a step-by-step guide on how to seduce your mother. With my sexual frustration increasing after seeing so many bits and pieces of her beautiful body and with me flashing her my flaccid cock by making my flashes appear accidental, I couldn't wait to touch her, feel her, and fondle her through her clothes. I so wanted to stick my hand up her short nightgown to cup her motherly pussy and down her low cut nightgown to feel her big tits and finger her hard nipples. I so wanted to pull her hand to me and wrap her fingers around my cock and move my hand with her hand for her to stroke me.
Sometimes in the early morning, when I hugged her good morning, my pajama clad erection would be pressed against her soft belly in the way that I imagined my cock would be positioned when spooning her ass while in bed. Impaling her stomach with my hardening prick, she must have known that I had an erection for her. How could she not know? In the way that I could feel her nightgown clad, big tits pressed against me, how could she not feel my growing dick pressed against her?
Sunday nights, after exposing my flaccid cock to her most of the day, after she had one too many glasses of wine, a move of desperation on my part, I'd hug her goodnight with my cock still dangling from my pajama bottom and pressed against her warm, soft, nightgown clad body. Wishing she'd reach her hand down and wrap her fingers around my cock to stroke me, she never did. Hoping she'd invite me to do so, I so wanted to go to bed with her. Only, just as she never acknowledged my cock dangling from my pajama bottoms, she never invited me to her bed.
Whenever I hugged her and held her, I wondered if she could feel my cock as much as I could feel her breasts pressed against my chest. I wondered if she enjoyed hugging and holding me as much as I enjoyed hugging and holding her. I wondered if she knew that I was so exposed. I wondered if she could feel my prick getting hard against her.
Sunday nights while hugging her and kissing her good night, each time getting more brazen by subtly feeling more of the sides of her breasts and sliding my hand down to cop cheap feels of the top of her ass while holding her, I allowed my hand to fall lower on her ass until I was nearly cupping her ass. I so wanted to reach to the front of her and fondle her breast while fingering her nipple. I so wanted to squeeze her round, firm ass. I so wanted to reach up her short nightgown and grope her naked ass and pussy but I didn't. Too chicken and too respectful of my mother and of our close mother and son relationship, I never did all of what I incestuously wanted to do.
* * * * *
A vicious cycle, just the thought of doing those things to her drove me crazy with incestuous desire that was only temporarily satisfied when I masturbated over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with her. Maybe we were home alone too much. Definitely, I needed a full-time job that required me spending more time away from her. Yet, even though it was my sexual fantasy to have sex with her, I never thought it would happen. What I really needed was a girlfriend but with no job, no money, and still living at home with my mother after graduating from college, what woman would want me?
Yet, then it happened. I met a woman at the supermarket who didn't care that I was unemployed, broke, and living at home with my mother. Interestingly enough, perhaps the reason why I was so instantly attracted to her, she looked like a younger version of my mother. If my mother had a daughter and if I had a sister, she'd look just like Julie.
"It's a bad economy," said Julie. "Don't worry. You'll get a job soon. You're a college graduate. You're not a loser. A lot of people are unemployed or underemployed in this down recession. Don't be so hard on yourself," she said giving me the supportive encouragement that I needed not to feel so bad about myself.
Loser? Then I thought about the secret part of my life that she didn't know. If only she knew that I wanted to have sex with my mother as much as I wanted to have sex with her, surely she'd think of me not only as a loser but also as a sexual deviant. If only she knew that before I started having sex with her, I had spent years trying to seduce my mother. What would she think of me then? If only Julie knew that I masturbated buckets of cum over barging in my mother's bedroom in the hopes of seeing her naked, seeing up skirts of her panties, up nightgowns of her pussy, down blouses of her bras, and down nightgowns of her tits, what would she think of me then? She'd think me perverted. If only she knew all the times that I flashed my mother my cock, she'd have nothing more to do with me.
In the way of so very many incestuous stories I've read about a son lusting over his mother, this story is different. Because of all the things that I did over the years in my attempts to seduce my mother, I must have finally turned on a switch to her libido because now my Mom lusts over me. Then, again, now that I think more about it, having incestuous sex with my mother didn't begin until I told my mother about Julie and started dating her. It all came to a head when I showed her Julie's picture that I took of her with my cell phone.
Mother, mother, mother, my entire life was always about my mother. So transparent in my desire for my mother in my selection of Julie, a woman who looked so much like my mother, somehow feeling a bit like Norman Bates in Hitchcock's Psycho, maybe my mother was jealous of Julie. Maybe my mother had an epiphany that I really wanted to have sex with her and not with Julie. Maybe Julie was the reason why my mother finally wanted to have sex with me.
"She looks like me when I was her age," said my mother looking at the picture before looking up at me stunned. "Doesn't she look like me?"
"She does Mom. I never saw the resemblance until you mentioned it," I said lying while suddenly imagining my mother standing next to Julie naked for comparison sake.
It wasn't until she commented on the resemblance of Julie to her that I realized, looking to have sex with my Mom, I found a surrogate girlfriend to my mother. Only, even Julie wasn't enough to satisfy my incestuous lust for my mother. Once my mother saw Julie's photo, I could see her wheels turning and from that point forward, everything changed between us. We flirted and teased more, as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mother and son.
With my mother turning the tables on me, I now know how she must have felt all those times that I was trying to seduce her by ogling her, touching her, and flashing her. Now calling my bluff, with her ogling, touching, and flashing me, being that I have a steady girlfriend and no longer want to have sex with my mother in the way that I did, I don't know how to turn her off without hurting her feelings. Strangely enough, she now wants me in the way that I've always wanted her. Nonetheless having a sexual relationship with my girlfriend, I still don't possess the self-control to say no to having sex with my mother. I need to find a way to end this sexual triangle but I don't know how without hurting my mother and ending my love affair with Julie.
To be continued...
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Not all just about writing erotica, this story is about car buff stuff for car buffs. Susan discusses her other passion the automobile.
Of all the things that I learned about driving faster from Bob Bondurant and his team of drivers is that driving smoother is faster. With my eyes only looking to where I want to go, needing to feel the car to know what the car is doing, every move must be planned. Stomping on the gas, jamming on the brakes, missing the apex by turning in too soon or turning out too late not only burns energy but unbalances the car and scrubs off speed from lap times. Always flat out, something that I never could do, it takes a master driver to drive every lap at nearly the exact same, lap speed time.
The driver first needs to get comfortable in the car. Check the mirrors, buckle the seatbelt, lock the doors, and hold the steering wheel with both hands at the ten and two position or three and nine position. Whether feathering the brakes, cadence braking, and learning how and when to shift, the car must stay balanced and neutral before entering and emerging from the apex of a turn. Whether on a race course, a highway, a back road, or a neighborhood street, that's what driving is all about.
With a little knowledge a dangerous thing, or in my case, a little knowledge about high speed driving made me a better driver. Not only did the high speed driving instruction make me a faster driver, when driving faster, but also it made me aware of all the things that could go wrong when driving a car at the limit. If anything, the one day course made me a safer, slower, and a more careful, defensive driver.
Even a tip as simple as not driving in the pack and letting all the other cars speed ahead, to leaving yourself options to change lanes by not boxing yourself in, especially when driving beside a trailer truck, are good ways to drive. Driving with your peripheral vision by always looking far ahead is how to safely drive and to stay out of trouble. I recommend parents giving their kids a high speed driving course. With the knowledge of how to drive a car faster safely, not only just about speed, a high speed driving course will make them better and more responsible drivers. Now that I know what the car does and what my limitations are, I have more respect for driving, for the car, and for my driving abilities or lack thereof.
What learning how to drive faster safely has taught me is that I could never be a race car driver. I don't have the appetite for driving at breakneck speed. I scare too easily when driving at speed. Such a tiny woman, my hat is off to Danica Patrick. She is truly gifted as are all of the other drivers who can drive at speeds four times the speed limit.
For only a few seconds, the fastest I've ever driven a car is 130 mph on a long straight, empty highway. My knuckles were white, my palms were sweaty, and my heart was racing. Afraid I'd have a tire blowout, instead of trying to drive faster, I couldn't wait to slow down. A scary proposition, for me to have a wreck at that speed would only take a mere twitch of the steering wheel. Taking my foot off the gas, not braking to upset the car, I allowed the car to slow naturally. Not seeing anything from the sides of the car but blurs, I felt as if I was driving in a tunnel. I can't imagine what it must feel like to drive 230 mph with cars in front, behind, and on either side of me.
Yet, still loving to drive, especially on a road that has lots of twists, turns, and long straightaways to safely pass, I love the Kangamagus Highway, commonly misspelled as Kangamangus. A 34.5 mile scenic drive on a two lane road from Lincoln, NH to Conway, NH, through the White Mountain National Forest, the road runs east to west through the White Mountains with peeks of white water and rocky streams on the side. Designated as Americas scenic byway for its rich history, aesthetic beauty, and culture, the views are breathtaking especially during the summer and fall foliage season. My favorite road to drive, bar none, is the Kangamagus highway on the way to the Mount Washington in New Hampshire.
Even more thrilling than driving the Kangamagus Highway is driving the road up Mount Washington, the highest peak in the Northeastern United states at nearly, 6,300 feet. Mount Washington has a weather station on top. With measured wind speeds of 231 miles an hour and temperatures of -47 in winter, for safety reasons, the road is closed to cars in October. Barely enough room for two cars, the road has no barrier on the passenger side up the mountain. The car comes close enough to the edge of the road to feel the sensation, when looking down, to see where you'd drop if driving off the road.
"Wow! That's not how I want to die, free falling from a mountain, as if I was someone chasing James Bond and lost."
One of the best lessons learned when taking the high speed driving course was watching Bob Bondurant load all 14 of us in a huge van and beat our fastest time against our Mustang GT's. Watching him driving that top heavy van loaded with the weight of 15 people, including him as the driver, faster by driving it smoother while balanced was an amazing, jaw dropping sight to see. Unbelievably, he beat the best times of our Mustang GT's around the course. I wouldn't want him chasing me.
I can only imagine the time he'd have if he were driving a Mustang GT alone. I can only imagine how much faster he was when racing in his prime. By the way, all police are required to take high speed driving course too, so for those felons who think they can outrun a cop car, especially one with a helicopter in pursuit, they should rethink their decision to flee. Perhaps it's better that they should take public transportation or run away on foot than trying to outrun a police car.
A time when the economy was booming, I was working, and had money to spend, I ordered my Mustang GT new with a 5 speed manual transmission. Now they come standard with six speed transmission. It took me 8 weeks to get the new car and I was content waiting because I could pick the color and the options that I wanted. Too hot in the summer and too cold in the winter for my poor naked legs, especially when wearing a short skirt, I ordered the car with cloth seats instead of leather. Besides, I didn't want to slide around the seat when taking a tight turn or making a fast corner.
With the only colors available on dealers' lots being white, black, silver, red, and blue, all the good, attention grabbing colors, the whole purpose of driving a sleek, loud, Mustang GT, yellow, orange, green, better shades of blues, and candy apple red are special order colors. The special order colors are new colors for that year and that are available for a year or two. If you want your car to be different from all the other cars of the same model and make, special order the car so that you can get a color not available on a dealer's lot. Trust me, it's worth waiting the 8 weeks for your ordered car to be built to your exact specifications.
Moreover, customers can order those options that they prefer and that are not usually available on a car that are already ordered by the dealer or that was outfitted by the manufacturer and that sits on dealers' lots for months. If you read the stickers of the dealers' lot cars, not much diversity in choices, but for the difference in colors, the cars are much the same. Cookie cutter cars, there's nothing special about any of them, not even the color and certainly not the options.
Conversely, Mini Cooper advertises on its website that there are more than 10 million variations of their car when outfitted with select options. Someone who goes through all the expense and trouble of buying a new car really doesn't want to own the same car that everyone else owns. Yet, apparently figuring that it must be a good car because their neighbor bought one, routinely that often happens with someone buying the same car as their neighbor.
Unable to trust them to tell the truth, the car salesman or saleswoman will misinform by saying that it's cheaper to buy a car off the lot than it is to special order a car. It's not. The truth is that it cost more to buy a car that you really don't want and that has been sitting on a dealer's lot while flat spotting the tires than it does to special order a car and wait the required time for the manufacturer to build the car to your exact specifications.
As soon as the dealer accepts a new car on its lot, the finance fee clock that they must pay the manufacturer starts ticking. With the car sitting there for days, weeks, or months while waiting to be sold, for them to maintain their profit margin, they mark up vehicles with those finance fees paid to the manufacturer and pass those costs of doing business on to you. The longer the car sits unsold, the more finance fees the car is saddle with for it to sell at a profit. By special ordering the car, as if a consignment buy between you and the manufacturer with the dealer acting as a go between, you avoid most dealer finance fees which, depending on the car, could be several hundred dollars to a couple of thousand.
Rather than buying the car off the lot, some manufacturers, BMW, Porsche, Audi, and Volkswagen have factory special offers where, bypassing the dealer but still ordering the car from the dealer, the customer can order their dream car directly from the factory. Much like the deal that Chevy has with the Corvette, the customer can travel to Bowling Green, Kentucky to watch the car being made, pay to have a photographic album made of the car being assembled, and accept delivery of the car right there at the Corvette Museum.
"Wow!"
Where the dealer will allow a few hundred dollars off of your expensive, new BMW, generally 2%, when buying from the dealership, buying the car directly from the factory in Germany discounts the car by thousands, typically 7 to 9% depending on the brand and model. Moreover, while you're there visiting Germany to watch your car being made, after it's finished, you can drive your new car through the Bavarian Alps before having the factory ship it home for you.
A very good deal, especially when including buying a new car in your travel plans, the program pays for your roundtrip airfare, a two night hotel stay, and includes shipping your car to the United States. Moreover, there are more color choices and option selections available when ordering the car directly from the factory than when buying the car from a dealer's lot. Ferrari and Lamborghini offer similar programs too. Unfortunately, being that I'm still unemployed, homeless, and living in the spare bedroom of a kind Mennonite woman, I don't have the budget to afford a German car or any car, new or used, for that matter. If anyone wants to buy me a car or help with my car fund, in exchange for me writing them a story or a novel, feel free to contact me.
Anyway, back to the Mustang. The first things I did with my Mustang was to remove and sell the tires that came with the car and buy better tires online. Buying tires online is always cheaper than buying them at a local tire dealership. Moreover, buying tires online allows the customer to not only read the sidewall information but also compare one brand of tire to several others. I always bought AA/A summer performance V rated tires for my Mustang. Double A for traction and A for temperature and V means for speeds up to 149mph.
Having been schooled by my brothers on how to read a tire sidewalk in addition to being taught how to do other things that had nothing to do with cars, I'm embarrassed to add, at least I'm grateful for the tire knowledge. Too many people don't bother or even know how to read the information that appears on their sidewall. There's even a three digit number code for the mileage expected from the tire. Depending how you drive and care for your tires, three hundred means you can expect approximately 30,000 miles of use, four hundred, 40,000 miles, five hundred, 50,000 miles, and six hundred, 60,000 miles of use.
In the way that I don't like automatic transmissions, I don't much like all season tires. A compromise, they're numb and have little road feel to them. They don't do anything well and are inferior to summer tires in the good weather and snow tires in the bad weather. Unless buying the very best all season tires, such as the ones that Michelin offers for big bucks, they don't handle well nor stop the car as quickly as a summer or winter tire.
Because the rubber compounds are softer on a summer tire and harder on an all season tire, a trade off that's worth it to some and not to others, summer tires don't last as long as all season tires do. A decent set of summer tires will last around 20,000 to 30,000 miles so long burnouts and spirited driving are limited. A good set of all season tires will last 40-60,000 miles.
I ran my summer tires from early spring to late fall before switching to four snow tires. Having to take the car in to change the tires from summer tires and aluminum rims to snow tires with steel wheels is an inconvenience but is well worth the time and expense when driving a performance car such as a Mustang GT. Granted the Mustang is no Maserati or Aston Martin but it's still fun to drive for those on a budget.
When driving my car with four snow tires and traction control, I never got stuck in the snow. Moreover, just by putting a couple of cinderblocks on my backseat floor and leaving a tire in my trunk, I passed other drivers on snow covered highways that had four wheel drive and all wheel drive but who didn't bother to take the time and expense to fit their cars with snow tires. They'd be idling their cars in second gear at twenty miles an hour and I'd be passing them in fourth gear at forty miles an hour.
Aside from installing a four panel Wink racing mirror that allowed me to cut someone off within inches and better tires, the other thing I had done to my car was to have a speed shop install a Recaro driver's seat. Wow! The difference going from a stock Mustang seat to a Recaro seat is much like sitting on a Herman Miller Aeron chair after sitting on a stool. Making me feel that I was driving an exotic sports car instead of a mere Mustang GT, the Recaro seat hugs my body and kept me planted. Moreover, I could more feel what the car was doing through my panty clad ass.
Even though a Recaro seat is expensive, around $1,500 installed then and about $2,000 today for just one seat, more padded, a Recaro seat is safer. Unlike regular car seats in a crash, especially when someone hits your car from behind, the seat is designed not to break at a 35mph impact and launch the driver and passenger, when two Recaro seats are installed, out the back window. Feeling as if I was in the cocoon while strapped in a space shuttle capsule, Recaro seats, imported from Germany, are the same seats used in Porsche, other high end sports cars, race cars, and now offered in Mustang GT's as an option.
Buying the Recaro seat option from the Ford factory when ordering your new Mustang GT is the best way to buy the best car seat in the world for a discount price. Ford charges around $1,500 for the Recaro seat option that includes other goodies. The same option would cost you more than double when trying to replicate it yourself in the aftermarket. The Recaro seat option can even be ordered in the V6 Mustang but in cloth instead of leather.
Unfortunately, just as too many people still smoke, drink, eat too much, and don't exercise, too many people still don't wear their seatbelts. Too many people think that if they wear their seatbelt, they'll be trapped in the car and will burn to death in case of an accident. That's baloney. Drivers are more likely to die by not wearing their seatbelts.
Too many people don't even take the time to lock their car doors. Did you know that if your car door is locked, it will not pop open in a crash. It's a good thing for your car door not to fly open on its own in a crash, especially if you're not wearing your seatbelt. Too many people have the misconception that if they lock their doors and wear their seatbelts, they'll be trapped and will die in a car accident. That's not true. Many people have died in survivable accidents not from crashing their cars but by being ejected from their cars for not locking their doors and for not wearing their seatbelts. Depending upon the severity of the crash, of course, the door can still be unlocked and forced opened after the crash.
Much like what happened with Chrysler years ago with the rear doors of their mini-vans suddenly flying open and their precious cargo of children bouncing out and dying on the highway behind them, if that door opens in an accident after you've locked it, you can sue the manufacturer? A built-in safety feature, those doors are designed not to pop open in a crash once locked. Trust me, if your door locks fail, if your car door pops open after you've locked it, and you are killed in an accident, I'll sue on your behalf. After covering my exhaustive expenses, of course, I promise to give you the best, um a wonderful, um a good enough funeral. I promise to buy you a grave plot and a befitting headstone. Actually, I'll probably have you cremated with all, um most, um a token portion of the money received from the lawsuit.
Just transportation to too many people, wanting to get good fuel economy even over safety, their only criteria in buying a car, too many people buy boring and unsafe cars. Those who are not driving enthusiasts and/or car buffs, don't understand the rest of us buying our hot cars that burn fuel at twice the rate of their small, unsafe, and boring little cars. I'd rather drive a Mustang GT any day than to drive any Honda, Toyota, Kia, or Hyundai.
The world is filled with Toyota Camrys, Honda Accords, sport utility vehicles, and pickup trucks. Why is that every time I see a gigantic vehicle, a vehicle big enough to sit 8 people and all of their luggage, I see only one person, the driver, in the vehicle? Why is it that every time I see the biggest sport utility vehicle, pickup, van, or Hummer, I see the smallest man or the tiniest woman driving it? Are they compensating for their small status by buying something so large?
When I had my Mustang, so long as I drove it at 53 mph, 1,500 rpm's, a rare and nerve racking occurrence, I received 29 mph, not bad for a car with a 300 horsepower V8 engine. Even though the speed limit range on the highway was 45 mph to 65 mph, driving a Mustang GT at 53 mph on the highway while everyone else was flying by me and up on my bumper at 80 mph and faster, even a Toyota Prius, was not the smartest or safest thing to do. Routinely, big trucks would come right up on my bumper and flash me their lights, even though I was in the far right lane. Where else was I to go? Pass me already, just get off my ass.
"Asshole!"
Being the dumb blonde that I am, what I thought they were giving me the number one sign or the thumbs up because I had a Mustang GT in a color they've never seen before, it took me a while to realize that they were giving me the finger. Steering clear of the too expensive and too heavy Cobras and GT 500's, the new Mustang GT's get even better gas mileage than they ever did before. If ever I could afford to buy a new Mustang, over $40,000 for the GT now, the Mustang comes standard with the more fuel efficient and more powerful six cylinder engines than they were before.
Not that I'd ever be caught dead driving a six cylinder engine, unless it was a Porsche, I wouldn't have to drive at fifty-five if my car received better gas mileage, but at what price? There's no fun driving a boring car slow or fast than there is driving a Mustang GT at any speed. The new Mustang GT's come standard with over 400 horsepower. Only, with their increased weight and different gear ratios there's only a mere, one second difference in zero to sixty times between the new ones and the older Mustang GT's.



Fodder for a different kind of story, still being the car buff that I am and although I no longer own a car, driving a six cylinder engine, especially driving a four cylinder engine to me is much like kissing your sister. Yet, then again, just as there are millions of people who drive six cylinder, four cylinder, and Toyota Priuses with 76 horsepower engines, there are lots of people who kiss and/or who sexually fantasize about kissing their sisters. However, with beggars not being choosers, I'd appreciate it if someone was to buy me a car with whatever engine. I really wouldn't care which brand, model, and color it is, so long as I never had to wait for another bus in the rain, the cold, and the snow again. This is the part where you feel bad for me, bad enough to take out your checkbook and buy me a car.
THE END
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It all came to a head, no pun intended, appropriately on Nude Day last year, Saturday, July 14, 2012, my 23rd birthday, right after the dream I had of my mother coming in my room naked. It was then that I told my mother that I had a girlfriend. It was one thing for me to finally have a steady girlfriend but quite another thing for me to have Julie in my life, a clone of my mother. I believe that my having a girlfriend who looked a lot like a younger version of my mother was the catalyst that turned my mother into the incestuous slut that she is today, the poor dear.
Apparently, having witnessed it firsthand myself, jealousy does wonders for incest. Just the three of us, my mother had me invite Julie to my birthday party so that she could meet her while celebrating my birthday. What happened before my birthday party, that morning was the catalyst of what would happen later and that would change my life, at first for the better and then for the worst, forever. Even though I was having regular sex with my girlfriend by then, still horny for my mother, I was having regular sex with my mother. Attesting to it after having sex with my mother for a year, incestuous sex is best after all.
With our physical and emotional immaturity connecting somewhere in the middle, just 23-years-old then, my mother was a 41-year-old single mother. A real MILF, if ever there was a mother I'd like to fuck, it was my Mom. With me looking older than younger, everyone who saw her thought she was younger and everyone who saw me, thought that I was older. No one would ever guess that she was over forty, that I was only twenty-three, and that she was my mother. At most, they'd think she was thirty-five.
If my mother was reticent about having incestuous sex with me before, she wasn't reticent about having sex with me after I showed her the picture of Julie and after she met Julie. In the way that my mother was staring at Julie's photo, with jealousy so unbecoming her, I knew she was jealous of her. I knew then and there that I had aroused something deep inside her, the same need that I had in me to have sex with my mother, she suddenly shared to have sex with me. A real metamorphosis, the transformation from my mother being a normal mother in every way to suddenly turning into an incestuous slut made me rethink my need to even want or need Julie. Except, just as I loved my mother in the way that a son should love his mother, I loved Julie too, but in the way that a man should love a woman. Nonetheless, having two beautiful women in my house, two women that I knew intimately, that day started like any other day.
With all the things that I could have done for myself, whether it was to carry my clean laundry up to my room, do my own laundry, or empty my trash, my mother always barged in my room to do all of those things for me. Deciding to flash her my cock in the way she's always flashing me her pussy and tits with her living in her sexy nightgowns, after a while, I used to count on her barging in my room for one reason or another as my planned opportunity to flash her. Flashing her my flaccid cock while watching her reaction to seeing my flaccid cock, gave me new masturbation fodder when masturbating over the thoughts of my naked mother having sex with me.
Sometimes, knowing she'd be opening my bedroom door any second, standing there naked as if flashing a hotel maid, for her to catch me naked in the way that I'd love to catch her naked when barging in her room, I pretended I was getting dressed. Stroking myself to a nice erection first while wearing nothing but my birthday suit, I'd stand there naked holding my underwear in hand while waiting for her to fling open my bedroom door. Even when I stroked myself to a nice erection, taking her too long to barge in my room, she always caught me with my flaccid cock instead of with my erection. Waiting for her to barge in my room and taking her sweet time about it, even when I continually stroked myself while waiting for her to fling open my bedroom door, she's never seen me with a full erection.
Feeling so horny for her after having her seeing me naked, so wrong that it was good, I wished I could masturbate in front of her. Only, whenever she's seen my cock, not wanting her to know my real intentions, I've always made my flashes appear accidental and not intentionally done. Even though I was intent on flashing my mother my erect cock, if only to see her reaction and if only to give me more fodder to masturbate over later, I didn't want her to think of me as the incestuous pervert that I am. With her needing to trust me to respect her, I didn't want her to kick me out of the house for disrespecting her by flashing her my erect prick while ogling her nearly naked body every time she sashayed around the house in her sheer, nearly see through nightgowns.
Wanting her to see my erect prick, the only way of doing it without being deliberately blatant about it, I'd masturbate with my headphones on and my eyes closed to see what she'd do when seeing me masturbating my erection. I left my eyes open a tiny crack, enough to see her. Wondering her reaction to seeing my erection, most times, when she saw me holding and stroking my hard prick, perhaps figuring that I'd never know she saw me playing with myself, she'd stand in my doorway for a few seconds to watch before leaving and quietly closing my bedroom door behind her. Even if only for a few incestuously charge seconds, it was so hot to see her watching me play with myself.
I wondered what she was thinking when seeing my engorged erection while I pretended that I was engrossed in my music. Imagining she was, I wondered if she was impressed in seeing my stiff cock. I wondered if seeing my erection made her as horny as I was when seeing her pussy or tits. I wondered if she wished she could stroke me as much as I wanted her to stroke me. I wondered if she dreamt of me having sex with her that night. I wondered if she masturbated over me in the way that I masturbated over her. Pussy and tits for cock and balls, I wondered if she'd deliberately flash me more after I intentionally flashed her.
Today, just before she barged in on me, hearing her coming and knowing she'd be in my room momentarily, being the incestuously perverted son that I am, I stripped naked. Knowing that today was the day that I was deliberately going to show her my erection with my eyes wide open, I couldn't get naked fast enough. I was as nervous as I was sexually excited for her to see my erection. Jumping back in bed and covering myself with just a thin sheet, wanting her to finally see me with a huge erection, I started masturbating myself while thinking about having sex with my mother. Sure enough, without the courtesy of a knock or a warning, she threw opened my bedroom door as if she were a gunslinger entering a saloon in the wild west and looking for a fight. Only, my bedroom wasn't a saloon and my mother wasn't a gunfighter looking for a fight but my incestuous lover or so I hoped and imagined she'd be soon looking to have sex with me.
"Charlie, get up," said my Mom. She walked over to my bed and shook me awake in the way that she did in my sexy dream about her. "You're going to be late for work."
With my back turned to her, wanting to make my erection even bigger and harder, I continued fondling the head of my cock with my fingertips while stealthily stroking myself. Finally, with the timing of it perfect for the exhibitionistic event, I had a massive erection that I didn't want to lose. Needing to show my mother my erection, just the thought of deliberately flashing her my hard cock kept me hard this time.
"I'm not going to work today Mom," I said turning more to her to see her standing over me.
Figuring she could see my hand, along with my big bulge beneath the sheet, not wanting her to catch me playing with myself, I stopped touching myself. Nonetheless, in the way my cock puffed up my sheet, my big, manly bulge was obvious from any angle and I saw her glance down at the disturbance beneath the sheet before looking back up at me.
"Why not? Are you sick?"
As soon as she leaned over me, as it always did whenever she leaned forward, my window to her magnificent breasts, the top of her sexy nightgown fell open. With me still in bed, I had the perfect vantage point to see all that I wanted to see of my mother's beautiful breasts, a sexy sight that maintained my erection. She leaned down low enough and long enough to flash me her tits with a nice down nightgown view while feeling my forehead for a fever with the back of her hand. If only she'd feel me lower, she'd think I had a fever of a difficult and from a different disease, if she felt how hot and how hard my cock was for her.
Wishing she was naked and feeling my fever with a kiss on my lips before kissing my cock, I wished she'd kiss me as she did in my erotic dream. Wishing she was anyone else but my mother, my aunt, my grandmother, or my sister, if I had a sister, I so wanted to reach my horny hand down her nightgown and cup her breasts while fingering her nipples. My favorite views to see, even over seeing her pussy in up nightgowns, I love seeing her tits, her areolas, and her nipples in down nightgown views. Clearly, with her leaning over me and her nightgown top falling open, with her flat, toned stomach not obstructing my view, I could nearly see clear down to her pussy. I so wanted to rip the sheet from my body and pull her on top of me before rolling over on top of her. I so wanted to spread her legs and make love to her before fucking her, really pounding her pussy hard with my cock.
"Don't you know what day today is Mom?"
"Yes," she said standing from leaning over me. "Today is Monday," she said with a laugh, "the day that I drag your ass out of bed and drive you to work because you've already missed your carpool ride," she said looking at me as if she wanted to kiss me.
"Today is my Birthday," I said looking at her as if I wanted to kiss her while thinking of her sitting on my bed naked and kissing me in my dream.
"I know it's your birthday," she laughed again. "I was there. I have a little birthday celebration planned for you when you get home from work."
"Also, today is Nude Day Mom," I said with some reservation and trepidation while looking at the big impressions her tits and nipples made through her sheer nightgown before looking up at her eyes to see how she responded to today being Nude Day.
"Nude day?" Judging by her apparent disinterest, not a good sign that she'd want to celebrate the Nude Day holiday naked with me, she shrugged and made a sour face. "Pray tell, I can understand you not wanting to work on your birthday but what does Nude Day have to do with you not going to work?"
Inspired by having this Nude Day conversation with my MILF of a mother for me to build the courage to flash her my erect cock, I recalled the dream of her asking to celebrate the Nude Day holiday with me. As if it really happened, I couldn't shake the image of her coming into my room and sitting on my bed naked before she removed my sheet and stripped me naked too. I couldn't shake the feeling of her wrapping her hand around my cock and stroking me while I felt her breasts and fingered her nipples.
"I took the day off. I decided to stay home and celebrate my birthday and the Nude Day holiday naked," I said timidly albeit bravely while watching for her reaction.
"Naked?" She laughed. "Being that your birthday has always coincided with Nude Day, since when do you celebrate some obscure, ridiculous holiday, Nude Day, by getting naked?"
She put her hand on her hip and stared at my big bulge before looking up at me while I stared at all that she was showing through her sheer, sexy nightgown. An image to behold and with nothing left to the imagination though the morning light that shown through my window, the sun lit her up as if she was standing there naked. She looked so breathtaking in her short, low cut, nearly see through nightgown. She was wearing her sexiest nightgown and it was sheer enough that I could see her nipples making their daily appearance. I'd give anything to suck her nipples through her nightgown while feeling her beautiful, round ass. When looking closer, staring at her as if I was a starving man and she was a seven course feast, I could discern the shadow of her blonde, trimmed, pubic hair through the thin material of her dressing gown. I'd give anything to finger her pussy before licking her pussy and before fucking her pussy.
"Today," I said getting up the courage to expose my sexual fantasy to her along with everything else. "Today is the day that I'm celebrating the obscure holiday of Nude Day by getting naked," I said.
"Naked? Seriously, you're actually going to celebrate Nude Day naked?" Sometimes hard to read, surprising me, she looked at me with a face full of as much sexual excitement as she had confusion. Was she imagining me naked, I wondered? "Where can you walk around naked without being arrested?"
"Right here in my own house," I said throwing the covers off of me to expose my erection to my mother.
I couldn't believe that I was finally and deliberately showing my mother my erection. I looked down at myself to see what my mother was seeing before looking up at her. Just as in my dream of her coming to my room naked and just as in all of my incestuous, sexual fantasies about her, I watched her eyes go right to my cock. For the first time, I was purposely showing my mother my erect cock. For the first time, instead of looking away, my mother stared at my cock. With my errant sheet the dropped sail, maintaining my erection by her staring at my stiff prick, proud to be so exposed, my cock stood straight out as if it was a mast on a sailing ship anchored in the sea of incest.
"Charles! For God's sakes, cover yourself," she said stepping forward to flip the sheet back over my cock without taking her eyes of my hard prick. Was she so outraged as she wanted me to believe or did she step closer on the pretense of covering my cock with my sheet for a better look of my engorged penis. "How dare you expose yourself to me! What are you drunk or high? I can't believe you did that," she said shaking her head in disbelief.
Dizzy with sexual excitement of just having exposed my erect cock to my mother, I'd give a million pennies for her thoughts. Not believing her outrage for a second, she stared too long at my exposed prick for her indignation to be anything but an act. If only she was more forthcoming, if only she'd take the next step and cross the incestuous line with me, and if only she'd tell me how she felt about me as I'm always showing her how I feel about her. In the way that she flashes me her pussy and tits every day, I always walk around with an erection in my pajama bottoms. Just as she stood in my room nearly naked in all that her sexy nightgown couldn't hide, it's time that I know if my mother wants me as much as I want her.
"Not drunk nor on drugs, I'm neither of those Mom. I'm just tired of all the foolish convention. Don't you ever get tired of wearing clothes and of hiding who you are by wearing clothes designed by designers who think they know who you are mother? Don't you wish you had control over your own body and were free to do whatever you want and whenever you want? Don't you wish you could just walk around in public naked?"
I threw the covers off myself again, climbed out of bed, and stood in front of my mother naked. Figuring that either she'd stare at my cock again in the way that she did before or leave my room, she surprised me when she shielded her eyes with her hand and put her head down.
"Put some clothes on please Charles," she said. "You're embarrassing me. And to answer your question, most people look better with their clothes than without them," she said with a sexy laugh.
"Present company excepted," I said with a laugh. "After seeing so very much of you in your sheer, sexy nightgowns, I imagine you look hot naked."
"Charles! That's quite enough. I'm your mother and not some bar slut you've picked up on the street and brought home for sex," she said.
Bullshit. Embarrassing her my ass. I don't believe her. For her to flash me in the way that she does when parading around me in her nightgowns, she's not so innocent. If she was embarrassed she would have fled my room. In the way that I'm always trying to catch her naked, if she wasn't trying to catch me naked, she'd knock first instead of barging in my room. In the way that she stared at my cock, the same way that I stare at her when seeing something of her that I shouldn't see, she wouldn't stare at my cock if she was embarrassed. Definitely though, she'd stare at my cock if she was sexually excited.
With me standing there naked, why was she still standing there staring at all that I was showing? Why did she stare at my cock before shielding her eyes and putting her head down? Boldly going where no son should ever go with his mother, even on Nude Day, I suspected that she wasn't embarrassed at all seeing my cock. I dare say that she was sexually aroused seeing my stiff prick. If she was embarrassed at all, she was embarrassed because she was interested in having sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Maybe she wanted to celebrate Nude Day with me by getting naked too but feared taking the next step across the incestuous line.
"Look at me Mom," I said even surprising myself with my brazen inappropriateness that demanded that she look at my erect prick. "I'm naked. Look at my cock Mom. Look at me," I said wrapping my hand around my cock and lifting and slowly stroking myself as if offering my prick to her. Practically waving my cock in her face, I was deranged by my lust for my mother.
"I'm not going to look at you Charles, until you cover yourself," she said covering her face with both hands. "With you flashing me every time I walk in your room lately, I've seen your penis plenty of times before."
I detected a modicum of some sexual excitement in her quivering voice when she admitted that she's seen my penis plenty of times before. Was it sexual excitement or embarrassment? I didn't know. Hoping for the former over the latter, I was hoping for some motherly sexual excitement at her seeing me naked.
"You've never seen me with an erection," I said continuing to slowly stroke my cock in front of her.
Masturbating myself with my mother still standing in my bedroom, one of my sexual fantasies come true, I so wanted to cum for my mother. When she refused to watch me masturbate, I took my flashing her a step further. Possessed by incestuous lust for my MILF of a mother, I stepped closer to her and with a quick, hard, yank, as if someone else was doing what I had just done, I grabbed her by her wrist and forced her hand on my cock. Another sexual fantasy realized, finally, my mother was actually touching my big prick. Even though I forced her to do so, I couldn't believe my mother was touching my prick. With her making me even harder and hotter by touching me, I so wanted to wrap her fingers around my hard cock.
"Charles! How dare you! I'm your mother!"
She pulled her hand away as if my cock was a hot stove and before I even had the chance to wrap her fingers around my cock for her to stroke me. Confessing her sexual attraction to me, she stared at my erect cock before lifting her head to look up at my face. Still the masturbating fact remained was that my mother touched my cock with her bare hand while staring at my erection. Wow!
"It's just a cock Mom. You're the one who made me. My penis is just part of me. If you love me, you'd love my penis too," I said slowly stroking myself in front of her while hoping to persuade her to touch me again. "My penis as much belongs to you as it does to me," I said not even believing that line.



"Okay, I looked at you and I touched her," she said looking up at me with her big, blue eyes before looking down at my engorged prick again. "Now what?"
Now what? What did she mean by asking me that? Was she baiting me? Being that she was still standing in my room and staring at my cock was she interested in having sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her? Taking what she said for what it was, she said that as if she was daring me to make the next move. What do you have in mind Mommy, I wanted to ask but didn't? What's next? Blow me, Mom, I wish I had to balls to say. Get down on your knees and suck my cock. Then, bend your pretty ass over my dresser while I pound your pussy doggie style.
"Get naked with me," I said instead and surprising myself by asking her to get naked.
"Get naked with you? No. I can't do that Charles," she said shaking her head as if she needed an additional negative response to stop herself from throwing her incestuous foreboding to the wind to prevent her from getting naked.
Not taking no for an answer after already bounding over the imaginary incestuous line, in a fluid move, I surprised her by reaching down to lift the hem of her short nightgown high enough to expose her blonde pussy to my horny eyes. Cock for pussy, she slapped my hand away too late for me to see all that I wanted to see of her. Still staring down at my cock, she took step backward. Encouraged by my mother allowing me to lift her nightgown with little resistance, other than a slap on the hand, if she didn't want me, she would have left my room by now.
"Being that you made me, don't you want to use me?"
"Use you?" She laughed as if she was as insane as I was for flashing my Mom my erection, forcing her hand to touch me, and lifting her nightgown to expose her pussy. "Actually, now that you mention it, of course I'd love to use you," she said with a sexy smile that made me imagine all sorts of sexy ways she could use my naked body on Nude Day.
Unexpected but welcomed, finally, a sexual reaction from her. I couldn't believe that my mother admitted that she wanted to use me. Oh happy day, this Nude Day. If I knew that having incestuous sex with my mother would be so easy, I would have flashed her my erect cock a long time ago. I so wanted to step closer to her, wrap my arm around her, and pull her to me to kiss her while feeling her everywhere a son should never feel his mother. Only, not wanting to scare her away by rushing things, I was willing to wait for her to tell me how exactly she'd use me. Imagining her making me her sex slave, I could do that, just as I wouldn't resist to her tying me to my bed and having her wicked way with my naked body. Or maybe she'd want me to tie her to my bed and have my wicked way with her naked body. Maybe she'd call over one or two of her hot girlfriends to have an impromptu combination Nude Day, birthday orgy.
"Okay, Mom, take me. I'm yours," I said sticking my arms out to my side while trusting forward my hips as if I was humping her mouth in the way that I imagined so many times while masturbating over the salacious thoughts of humping her mouth.
She looked down at my erect cock again before looking up at me and smiled. Why was she smiling, I wondered. Was she smiling over all the sexual ways that she could use me or was she smiling at my obvious lust for her? I didn't know. I really didn't care which, so long as my mother used me for sex.
"The garage needs to be cleaned out and after that the basement. Then, when I'm done using you for that, you can wash and wax my car," she said with a sexy laugh.
Even though she was poking fun at me for revealing the incestuous lust that I had for her, the fact remained that I was still standing before my mother naked and she was still in my bedroom stealing furtive looks of my cock. Her still standing in my room in her revealing nightgown with me naked was better than any sexual fantasy I've ever had of my mother. If nothing more happened than me ogling my mother in her sexy nightgowns and her looking at my erection, giving me plenty to masturbate over later, I was happy.
"That's not what I meant mother," I said taking a step forward to pull her hand towards my cock again. This time, not pulling her hand back, she didn't resist my sexual advance. Yet, as soon as her soft hand touched my hard cock, she pulled her hand away again. "It's your turn to get naked Mom," I said reaching my horny hand out to put a heavy, horny finger to the front of her nightgown.
Forcefully pulling her nightgown top down and forward enough, I exposed most of her tits. With her nipples right there and so close to my fingers, something I wanted to do for such a long time, I was so tempted to reach my hand down her nightgown to cup her breasts and finger her nipples. Yet, too fast for me, she pushed my finger away and closed her nightgown top before I could react to seeing her naked breasts. First seeing her pussy and now her breast, after already seeing so very much of her nude body, why not just get naked with me?
"Naked? I don't care if it is Nude Day, I'm not going to get naked in front of you, my son," she said with feigned indignation while rearranging the top of her nightgown when she noticed that most of her breasts were still hanging out and totally exposed. Giving me an unembarrassed smile when she caught me staring at her exposed breasts and more of a sexually excited look, she looked down at my cock again before looking up at my eyes. "This is all your game to play. I'm not the one celebrating Nude Day, you are."
Maybe I was too twisted to effectively read into her sexual wants and needs by not believing her when she said that she's not celebrating Nude Day by getting naked with me. In the way that she looked at my cock and showed sexual excitement when I exposed her naked body to me, she made me think that she was looking forward to seeing me walking around naked while celebrating Nude Day. If nothing else, slow to slap my hand away when I lifted her nightgown to exposed her blonde, trimmed pussy, she acted as if she was daring me to make the next move. If nothing else, slow to close her nightgown and push my finger away, when I pulled open her nightgown top, before she could close it, at least I got a good look at her tits and she got a good look at my cock. Even if she didn't celebrate Nude Day with me by getting naked, if nothing else, I'll be masturbating over all that I showed her of me and all that I saw of her later.
Yet, call it incestuous intuition, I knew by the furtive glances she gave me that she was enjoying seeing my cock and hopefully touching my cock again. Moreover, I suspected that she was enjoying the attention of me touching her and trying to steal peeks of her naked body. A sexy game to play and with her still standing in my room as a willing participant in my incestuous game of tickle and tease, I suspected that she enjoyed touching my cock too. She was still standing in my room after all. If she didn't like what I was showing, what she was seeing, and all that I was exposing of her, she would have left my room long before now.
With my erection throbbing, I so wanted to step closer to her, and push her to her knees. I imagined pulling her long, blonde hair, and filling her mouth with my cock as soon as she screamed. I've always wanted to have sex with my mother. I've always wanted her to blow me but I knew it was wrong. Nonetheless my fear of crossing the incestuous line, my fear didn't stop me from dreaming about her naked and masturbating over the imagined thoughts of her having sex with me.
Every night I dreamt about stripping her naked. Every night I dreamt about her touching me and stroking me. Every night I dreamt about her sucking me before she fucks me. Then, I thought, being that it was Nude Day, being that it was my birthday, and being that it was just the two of us, what was to stop me from having my wicked way with my MILF of a mother? In the way that she constantly and continually parades around me nearly naked in her sexy nightgowns, I know she wants me as much as I want her. As am I, no doubt not wanting me to think ill of her, she's just afraid to make the first move. Now with me standing before her with an erection, all in, so to speak, I've showed my hand and it's time for her to stop bluffing and call me.
"C'mon, Ma, it's Nude Day. Be adventurous. Loosen up a bit. Don't be so uptight. What's the big deal? Get naked with me," I said lifting up her nightgown high enough to expose her pussy again.
This time, exposing her naked ass and with her so slow to react, I caught a longer glimpse of her blonde pussy. This time, not taking no for an answer, I held her nightgown forcefully high enough in place while she struggled to free herself from my horny hand. She was naked below the waist and I was staring at all she was showing in my horny attempts to memorize every detail of her naked body to masturbate over later.
"Charlie! Stop. Let me go," she said desperately trying to pull her nightgown down while I pulled it higher.
Not wanting to tear it, I so wanted to rip her nightgown off her body. What would she do then, if she was suddenly standing naked in my room? Would she scream and cover her nakedness with her hands? Would she run from my room? Or would she just stand there stark naked in the way that I was standing before her stark naked?
"It's my birthday. The least you can do is to give me a birthday blowjob?"
Acting as if I sexually molested her and I did, she pulled away from me while fluffing down her nightgown.
"Charles! What's gotten in to you? Control yourself. I'm your mother!"
"Come on Mom. Suck my cock," I said stepping closer to her again with my cock in hand as if offering her a fine pastry, a cannoli, a crueler, or a big, thick sausage. "Blow me," I said still not believing that I was asking my Mom for a blowjob.
Something that I'd only ask her in a dream, after lusting over her for years, today was the day that I lost my mind. I watched her reaction to me asking her to suck me. Not seeming willing to blow me, still she didn't appear as angry as I thought she would by me making such an inappropriate, sexual demand.
"Blowjob? You'd really expect me, your mother, to blow you, my son? I'm taking you to have your head examined Charles," she said continuing to smooth down and straighten her nightgown while still staring at my cock.
With her still in my room and by her continuing to stare at my prick, was she contemplating getting naked for Nude Day? Was she thinking about blowing me for my birthday? If she wasn't thinking about stripping naked and blowing me, knowing her in the way that I do, she would have left my room by now. If only my mother would strip off her nightgown and fall to her knees to take me in her mouth and suck me, I'd be such a happy and grateful son that I'd willingly clean out the garage, the basement, and wash and wax her car.
"C'mon, Mom, touch me. Suck me," I said pulling her hand to my cock again and this time wrapping her fingers around my prick.
This time, in the way she resisted before by pulling her hand away as if my cock was a red, hot poker and in essence it was, she didn't resist. Thinking that I had gone too far and was ruining our loving mother and son relationship by forcing myself on her, I couldn't believe it when she voluntarily wrapped her fingers around my cock. With consensual incest between two mature adults the best incest and the only appropriate incest, I watched her close her fingers tighter around my stiff prick.
It felt so good to feel my cock in her soft, motherly hand. It felt so good when she wrapped her fingers around my swollen prick. This time, instead of pulling her hand away, she closed her hand tighter around my cock. As if feeling me for a tick in the loving way that only my mother can do, I watched her slowly slide her thumb across the head of my penis. I watched her fingers fondle my cock with love in the way I've watched her help me with so many cuts, scraps, and boo boos.
"Charles," she said staring down at my cock in her hand while ever so slowly stroking me to a harder erection. "This is not right. This is wrong."
"It's my birthday mother," I said suddenly feeling like Norman Bates of Psycho every time I called her mother.
"Happy birthday," she said with a sexy smile.
Definitely, with my cock in her hand, I need to call her Susan instead of mother. Yet not wanting to push the inappropriate envelope by calling her Susan, I decided to wait until we're both naked and having sex before being so familiar with her name. Still, it felt so deliciously wrong to call her mother when she was holding my cock while I was peering down the top of her nightgown at her tits.
"It's Nude Day. If you're not going to blow me, at least celebrate the Nude Day holiday with me by giving me a hand job and by getting naked with me."
"Even if I was to get naked with you," she said staring down at my cock while ever so slowly stroking me and fondling the head of my cock with her fingers before looking up at me. "Even if I was to give you a hand job and I'm not saying that I will, Nude Day is not a sexual day but just an expression of getting in touch with being naked in front of others without all the pretenses of wearing clothes," she said.
Surely, if she didn't want to touch my prick, she still wouldn't still be standing in my room with me naked while holding my prick in her hand. If she didn't want to stroke my prick, she never would have allowed me to wrap her fingers around my erection while she closed her hand tighter around my cock. If she didn't want to have sex with me, she wouldn't have allowed me to lift her nightgown up to her waist to expose her naked pussy and ass in the way that I did twice. If she didn't want to have sex with me, she wouldn't be teasing me and luring me to have sex with her by walking around the house practically naked in all of her sexy nightgowns that she wears every day. I couldn't wait to feel her big tits. Knowing now that my mother wanted me as much as I wanted her, I couldn't wait to finger her big nipples.
"Charles, I'm warning you." She stopped stroking me to scold me. "Don't push me," she said leaving her hand there with her fingers still wrapped around my cock and holding her nightgown top closed with her other hand.
With me still staring down her nightgown at her exposed breasts, perhaps, she figured that I'd pull her nightgown open again to get another look at her tits. With her hand still holding my cock and her fingers still wrapped around it, perhaps, she feared that I'd stick my horny hand down her nightgown to feel her tits and finger her nipples. Perhaps, she figured by leaving her hand wrapped around my cock that she exerted some modicum of control over me and, no doubt, she did.
"In celebration of my birthday, it's just a hand job Mom. What's the big deal? Please give me a hand job Mom. Stroke me. Stroke my cock Mom. In celebration of Nude Day, why won't you get naked with me? Please get naked with me Mom."
"Obviously by you asking me over and again, me giving you a hand job is a big deal to you," she said looking at me in the way that she always looked at me when denying me something. "I'm your mother, you're my son, and this is inappropriate behavior," she said sneaking another look at my cock before letting go of my cock and taking a step back.
Just as there are some things that a mother inherently knows about her son, there are some things that a son inherently knows or imagines he knows about his mother. Basing my supposition on the sexual interactions when with other women and how they've stared at my cock before I had sex with them, I could tell just by the way she was looking at me and sneaking peeks of my cock that she was as horny as she was interested. I could tell by the way she held me in her hand that she didn't want to let go and wanted to continue stroking me.
Unless she's had sex with someone that I didn't know about, I suspected that it had been a long time since she's had sex. Maybe it was just wishful thinking on my part but I could just tell, suspected actually, wished, and/or hoped that she wanted me in the sexual way that I wanted her. Not good at reading women, especially older woman, and specifically my mother at a time like this when my incestuous lust for her interfered with my commonsense, I really didn't know if she wanted to have sex with me or not but I sure did want to have sex with her.
Being that I was already standing there naked and with all of my lustful intentions for her exposed, figuratively and literally, and being that it was Nude Day, going for broke as if playing high stakes poker, I decided to go all in and risk it all. Since I had already forced my mother's hand to my cock and wrapped her fingers around it and lifted her nightgown high enough to expose her pussy and ass to me while pulling the top of her nightgown open to flash me her tits, it was now or never. Careful not to hurt her, I pushed her back and she fell backwards on my bed. With her nightgown nearly up to her waste and her legs spread open in the way of a beetle on its back, the pink of her blonde pussy was clearly visible to my incestuous, horny eyes. Not allowing her to compose herself and get up to leave, pouncing on her as if she was a stripper at a private party, I mounted her and forced her legs further apart.
I moved my hand between her legs and positioned my cock by her pussy. Knowing now that she wanted me, just as I had thought she did, she was already wet, the incestuous slut. Fingering her pussy while gently rubbing her clit, I waited for her to relax before filling my mother's cunt with my hard cock. Parting her pussy lips with my fingers before parting them further with my cock, I eased my erection deeper inside of my mother before humping her harder, really humping her now. Finally reading her right, I knew she wanted me as much as I wanted her. Kissing and kissing her while humping and humping her, I parted her lips with my tongue and she returned my passion with hers by sticking her tongue in my mouth.
I pounded my mother's pussy as if I was a convict just let out of jail after a long prison sentence. With one quick pull of both of my hands, as if I was a wrestler ripping open his tee shirt, in one sexually dramatic and incestuously dynamic move, I ripped open the buttons of her nightgown. My horny hands were all over my mother's big, naked breasts before my mouth sucked her nipples, first one and then the other. Fondling her big tits while fingering her nipples, I lowered my mouth down to her tits and sucked them, first one and then the other.
"Oh my God. Fuck me Charlie. Forget that I'm your mother," she said. "Make me your sexy bitch. Make me cum for my son," she said whispering her desire for me in my ear before wrapping her arms and legs around my back to show me her passion. Returning my humps, she was humping me as hard as I was humping her.
"Oh mother, oh Susan. I can't believe this is really happening. I can't believe I'm inside of you and making love to you," I said holding her tighter while fucking her deeper.
"Forget about making love to me Charlie. Fuck me. Fuck me. Make me your bitch. That's it Charlie. Fuck me harder. Harder. Fuck me deeper. Deeper. Don't stop. Oh, Charlie! Fuck me Charlie! Fuck me my beautiful son," she said making me more want her with her pillow talking , dirty words.
"I love you Mommy," I said burying my face in her big tits while I buried my cock deeper in her warm, wet pussy. "I love you Susan."
"And I love you too Charlie. Now fuck me for Nude Day. Fuck me for your birthday. Fuck your mother Charlie. Just fuck me harder and deeper. Make me cum. I need to cum. Fuck me Charlie! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh God. Oh God. Oh God. Charlie! Charlie! Charlie! Wake up Charlie! You're going to be late for work," said my mother banging on my bedroom door before barging in my room.



* * * * *
Fuck! Are you kidding me? Always in the best part of my sexual fantasy about her, my mother barges in my bedroom and awakens me. God damn it. Finally having sex with my mother, if only just in my dream, she barged in my room in the good part of my dream. My mother caught me having the best sexual fantasy I ever had about having sex with her on Nude Day. I still had a huge erection with the thoughts of fucking my mother. It all felt so real.
"I'm not going to work today Mother," I said rubbing the sleep from my eyes and the picture of her naked from my mind.
Wow. Seemingly having an endless supply, she was wearing another one of her sexy nightgowns. She had so very many sexy nightgowns and wore a different one every day. I didn't need to have Superman's X-ray eyes to clearly see right through the thin silk and satin material. My Mom's blonde, trimmed, pussy patch was clearly visible and at eye level. The outlined shape of her beautiful breasts and her erect nipples that pushed the thin, sheer material of her nightgown forward begged me to touch them, finger them, pull them, turn them, twist them, and suck them.
With my steamy dream of her still fresh in my mind, wondering if that was my premonition for me to cross the incestuous line, I wondered if she'd get naked with me for Nude Day. I wondered if she'd have sex with me in the way she just did in my dream. I wondered if she'd stroke my cock in the way she stroked me in my dream. After having had so very many sexy dreams about her, sometimes it's difficult for me to know what's reality from fantasy.
"Not going to work today? Why aren't you going to work Charles?"
"Because today is my birthday and I plan to celebrate my birthday by celebrating the Nude Day holiday," I said throwing off the covers, standing, and exposing my erect cock to my mother just as I had done in my sexual fantasy.
Only, horny beyond belief from my sexy dreams about seeing my mother naked and having sex with her, this was no dream. This was the real thing. Had I not had those dreams about exposing myself to her, lifting her nightgown, and forcing her to touch my cock, I never would have done such an outrageous thing as standing naked in front of my mother now. Had I not been just jerking off, I never would have had the courage to expose my erect cock to my mother but, so sexually frustrated from her continually and constantly flashing me her shapely body through her sheer nightgowns, I was so horny. A good time to show her my cock and for me to see her reaction to seeing my big prick, I had a huge erection.
"Charles, get dressed," she said looking down at my cock before closing my bedroom door.
Fuck! Are you kidding me? That was fast. Show over. I was so hoping she'd stay. I was so hoping that she'd allow me to do all that I did to her in my dream. Instead, none of what just happened, happened in my sexy dreams about her. Hoping to relive my sexy, incestuous dream and hoping to fill her hand with my cock while lifting her nightgown to expose her ass and pussy, she didn't even give me the chance to push her on my bed to mount her and have sex with her.
As soon as she closed my bedroom door, feeling so alone and still sexually excited from my vivid dream and being so very horny for her, immediately I was sexually frustrated all over again. Sexually excited and distracted by flashing her my cock, I didn't even want to masturbate again while imagining my mother naked and having sex with me. I wanted the real thing. I wanted my mother.
Being that I already flashed my erection to my mother and being that she hardly looked at my cock, with nothing more to lose, just as I did in my dream, laying all of my cards out on the table, I went for broke. Tired of her teasing me by constantly and continually walking around me nearly naked, it was time that I turned the tables on her. Ready to take the rejection or the acceptance, even ready for her to throw me out of the house, I needed to know for once and for all if she wanted me as much as I wanted her.
* * * * *
As nervous as I was sexually excited, with not a stitch of clothing on, doing something I've never done before, I opened my bedroom door and walked around the second floor naked. Naked, naked, naked, as if a fire alarm going off in my head, I was naked. I wanted to show her my erect cock again. I wanted to watch her staring at my big prick.
Going from room to room looking for my mother, I wanted my mother to see me naked. I wanted her to see me without my clothes. Having time to reconsider my incestuous actions, but not heeding them, hearing my mother downstairs in the kitchen was enough to reignite and renew my sexual excitement for her. Slowly and quietly, as if I was a burglar in my own home, I descended the stairs naked. Naked, naked, naked, I was naked.
Especially after she left my room too soon, not to be denied more of a naked interaction with my mother on Nude Day, especially after the dream that I had that inspired me to strip off my clothes, undeterred, I continued walking downstairs totally naked. Naked, naked, naked, I was totally naked. Stroking my cock as I slowly walked down the stairs, while waiting for my erection to grow harder and bigger, I was so nervous.
This was it, the final confrontation. I was so incensed with sexual desire for my mother that I didn't consider the repercussions of my incestuous actions. In the way that she discounted me by leaving my room when I stood before her naked without staring at my erection as she did in my dream, I wanted her to look at me because I had a huge erection that I wanted to show her. In the way she insulted me by not staring, I never insulted her by not looking at her tits and pussy every time she flashed me, so why would she insult me by not looking at my cock when I flashed her?
Waiting while listening, I peeked around the doorway to see where she was. She was sitting at the kitchen table with her back to me eating her cereal. So predictably regular, she never changes her routine. Same thing at the same time on a different day, I needed to shake up her routine by exposing my erect cock to her.
Not seeing me or obviously pretending not to hear me enter the kitchen, she didn't turn to acknowledge my presence. Knowing full well that she knew I was there standing behind her, obviously by her ignoring me, she didn't know that I was naked. I couldn't wait to see her reaction when she did see me naked. Perhaps, in the blasé way she acted in my room when seeing my cock, especially after telling her that I planned on celebrating the Nude Day naked, not interested in playing my incestuous game, maybe she knows that I'm naked and is ignoring me.
I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing me naked again. I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my erection that confessed how much I wanted her. I stroked my cock to an even bigger and harder erection while imagining myself cumming all over the back of her long, blonde, lush hair.
'Oops, sorry Mommy,' I thought. 'Good thing you weren't facing me, huh?'
If thinking anything at all, I wondered what she was thinking while eating her cereal. Was she mad at me for flashing her or was she sexually aroused by seeing me naked? I wondered if she was thinking of me in the way that I always sexually thought of her. I wondered if she was thinking about my cock in the way that I think about her pussy.
Doubting that she was just cold, being that her nipples were hard and erect when she was standing in my room and seeing me naked, with hopefulness mixed with my suspicion, I suspected that I sexually excited her. I wondered if I made her wet in the way that she always makes me hard. A total understatement, as if I was sleep walking in another one of my sexual fantasies about her, it was so surreally exciting to be standing in the kitchen naked with my mother sitting just a few feet away from me in her flimsy nightgown.
'Naked, naked, naked, Mommy I'm naked. Look at me Mommy. Look at my cock. Stare at me. Reach out your hand to touch me while fondling the head of my cock with your thumb and fingers in the way you did in my so real dream before you stroked me.' I thought to myself.
I wondered what she'd do if I walked up to her, turned her head, pulled her hair hard, and filled her mouth with my cock when she screamed, while reaching down the front of her nightgown to feel her tits and finger her nipples. I'd love to stick my hard cock in her mouth. I'd love for her to blow me. I'd love to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow before standing her up, ripping off her nightgown, and bending her over the kitchen table and fucking her as if she was a dog. Would she suck me or would she push me away and reject me?
Baby steps. One step at a time. Even though she's been flashing me for years, whether inadvertently or intentionally, I didn't want to ruin our first incestuous, sexual encounter by rushing things. Needing to give her the time to react to me being naked, taking it slow, even though I sped up the action by stripping naked, sensing that some light banter was necessary, I decided to engage her in some innocent conversation first.
"What's for breakfast Mom?"
She was leaning forward and doing the crossword puzzle while eating her cereal. Even from this distance and when standing over her from this angle, I could see most of her tits down her open nightgown top that always falls forward whenever she leans forward. If she wasn't trying to intentionally flash me and if she was trying to deny me from seeing her tits, I'd think she'd button her nightgown. Even after years of having her flash me, I never get tired of seeing up and down nightgown views of her beautiful body. I love her sexy nightgowns. I love you Mommy.
I opened the cabinet, got a glass, opened the refrigerator, and poured myself some orange juice. Too nervous to drink it, I had the cold sweats. With me standing so very close to her, my pulse raced with the thoughts of her reaction to seeing me naked again. Boldly, standing behind her with a massive erection that stuck straight out as if my cock was my personal litmus test tool to show my mother how much I wanted her, I stood between the refrigerator and the stove while staring at the back of her blonde, pretty head.
"I can make you," she said turning around and staring at my stiff prick that stuck straight out from my body at her eye level. She couldn't miss seeing my prick now and she stared at it in the way that I hoped she would and in the way that she did in my dream. "Gees Charlie," she said with a look of shocked surprise on her face. "Are you seriously going to walk around naked all day in celebration of Nude Day?"
"Yes," I said.
She stared at my engorged prick while pausing in her thought.
"And why do you have an erection?"
Not waiting for me to answer her question, she turned her back to me and continued eating her cereal as if I wasn't even there and standing behind her naked, naked, naked. On the pretense of helping her with her crossword puzzle, something I always did, I walked up to her right shoulder and peered down her open nightgown top while watching her do her crossword puzzle. Only, it wasn't her puzzle that held my gaze. It was her big, naked tits that were so very exposed to my horny, incestuous eyes.
Still ignoring me, she acted as if I wasn't there in the room with her. Her ignoring me made me angry. Her refusing to look at my cock made me think that I made a mistake coming downstairs naked. Obviously, my mother is not as sexually attracted to me as I am to her. Now what do I do?
'Fuck,' I said to myself. I felt like such a fool. What do I do now? Do I just skulk back to my room and get dressed or, on the chance that I'm misreading her again, do I continue forward in my incestuous plan to seduce my mother.
Just as in the way I did in my dream, curious to see her reaction, I put my finger to the top of her nightgown to pull it open more to expose most of her breasts. With her making no move to reject my finger and close her nightgown, never have I had such a wonderful down nightgown view of my mother's tits as I was having now. Staring down her open nightgown top as if I was staring down her nightgown in my dream, I had a clear view of her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples.
'God she has beautiful tits,' I thought while so wanting to tell her.
Her nipples were erect in the way that they always were with her walking about me nearly naked in her sexy nightgowns. Hoping she'd turn her head and surprise me by wrapping her hand around my cock and stroking me before taking me in her mouth, the head of my stiff prick lightly brushed by her blonde hair before resting against the side of her face. If she wanted a hint to blow me, with my cock right there and only inches from her mouth, this was it.
Instead of her reacting to my cock touching her cheek, she ignored me as if I wasn't even there. Her not responding to me made me mad and made me want her even more. I so wanted to pull her long, blonde hair hard and, when she screamed, fill her mouth with all of me. With a heavy hand to the back of her head, I imagined humping her mouth and fucking her face until I unloaded all the incestuous lust that I had for my mother in her mouth.
"Don't expect me to get naked with you because I won't," she said waving my prick away from the side of her face with a swat of her hand as if I was an annoying fly. She ended my voyeuristic down nightgown fun by closing her nightgown top. Well, at least my mother touched my cock, albeit briefly. "Have your fun Charles because I refuse to play your silly Nude Day game," she said so smugly. "I'm taking you to the doctor to have your head examined because there's something seriously wrong with a son who wants to have sex with his mother."
Sex? Who said anything about sex? Other than asking her for a blowjob or a hand job in my dream, how did she know that I wanted to have sex with her? Actually, in the way that I look at her and stare at her, especially when she's inadvertently or intentionally flashing me, how could she mistake my leers for anything else other than me wanting to have sex with her? It all started rather innocently with me just wanting to get naked with her for Nude Day. Okay, perhaps she misconstrued my intentions because I had an erection. Yet, now that it's out in the open, maybe she's the one who wants to have sex with me.
As soon as she said "there's something seriously wrong with a son who wants to have sex with his mother," doing what I wanted to do to her in my dreams but didn't, I stepped closer to her and stuck my hand down her unbuttoned nightgown top, a nightgown top that she never buttons. If she didn't want me to see her tits and if she wasn't intentionally flashing me her tits every time she leans forward, I'd think she'd button her damn nightgown.
Taking what she said as the encouragement that I needed to take the next incestuous step forward, had she not said what she, I never would have done what I did next. Tired of her flashing me her tits without being able to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them, there's consequences for teasing your son Mommy. Before she could extricate my hand from her nightgown, I grabbed a full handful of her breast and fingered her nipple with one hand while I slid my cock across her lips with my other hand and imagined her blowing me. Going from one breast to the other, I couldn't get enough of fondling her tits and fingering her nipples. Going all the way, if I was going to molest my mother by inappropriately touching my mother, I'm going all the way.
Slowly sliding my engorged cock across her lips, incestuously crazed, I couldn't believe I was finally feeling my mother's breast. I couldn't believe I was finally fingering her nipple. I couldn't believe that I slid my erect cock across her lips and her only response was to tighten her lips.
Wanting and waiting for her to open her mouth and take me inside or at least lick my cock with her tongue, I stood there with my erect prick poised by her lips while waiting for her to reciprocate that she wanted me as much as I wanted her. I couldn't believe that I had the audacity to run the head of my cock along my mother's lips while imagining her opening her mouth and taking my erect prick inside. Only, suddenly feeling like the pervert that I was, my mother wasn't interested in me sexually.
'Open your mouth Mommy and suck me,' I thought to myself before saying what I was thinking while standing there and waiting for her to do something, anything, even look at me but she didn't do anything but ignore me.
"Suck me Mom. Blow me for my birthday," I said as if the words spoken were someone else's words and not mine. "Give me a birthday blowjob."
"Charles!" She stood while pushing my cock away from her mouth again and extricating my hand from her nightgown. "What's gotten into you? What's wrong with you? How dare you! How dare you look down my nightgown at my breasts. How dare you stick your hand down my nightgown to feel my breasts and finger my nipples. How dare you slide your penis across my lips and put your penis by mouth. How dare you! Are you drunk? Are you on drugs? Or are you just crazy?"
My Mom was yelling at me. My Mom never yells at me. Yet, in my incestuous lust for her, I couldn't tell if she was acting in her indignation of me wanting her and touching her or if she was dumping all of the incestuous onus on me so that she could remain guilt free for allowing me to have my wicked way with her sexy body. Maybe now that I made my move, as if this is our champion chess match, this is her little game to play.
Is that it? Is that her game? Should our incestuous affair run afoul, she'd blame the entire thing on me. Maybe that's how she's playing this by playing hard to get. I get it now. Instead of falling back in my seduction of my mother, no doubt, she wants me to continue.
"I just wanted to celebrate Nude Day with you mother," I said suddenly reverting to when I was a little boy and asking her for something that I wasn't allowed to have.
I wanted to add that I meant you no disrespect but with my hand already down her nightgown feeling her tits and fingering her nipples and after sliding my cock across her lips, forget about disrespecting her, all that I did was to molest her and practically rape her. Apologizing for disrespecting her now was utter nonsense.
Giving me her mixed signals again, as she's done for years, she looked at me with a mix of anger and sexual excitement. If she didn't want me, why was she teasing me by parading around me wearing her sexy nightgowns every day all day as if she's Morticia Addams from the Addams family. Then, surprising even me, in one swift movement, she stood, reached down, lifted her nightgown over her head, and tossed it on the chair next to her. She sat back down naked and returned to eating her cereal.
"Is this what you want? Are you happy now that I'm naked too?" Now not mistaking her look for anything else, she looked at me with anger. "Happy fucking Nude Day Charles. May I eat my God damn cereal now?"
'Oh, oh, I did it now,' I thought to myself.
Ignoring her outburst, even better than the dream I just had of her, I couldn't believe my mother was naked. Naked, naked, naked, my Mom was sitting before me naked. Her being naked trumped whatever outburst of feigned anger that she had. My mother's been teasing me for years and just as if she was a big fish on my line, she was fighting me before allowing me to land her and seduce her. I get it now.
Just as I had envisioned her, she had such a beautiful body. I couldn't believe I stuck my hand down her nightgown and felt her big, firm breasts while fingering her hard nipples. As if she was already my lover, I couldn't believe that I slid my hard cock across her lips while imagining her blowing me. Allowing me to sexually molest her, she just sat there. Always so hard to read, I still didn't know and I still couldn't tell if she wanted me or not. I couldn't believe my horny, incestuous eyes. I couldn't remove my stare from her naked body.



"Gees Mom," I said. "You have such a hot body." She didn't answer me. "Nice tits," I said staring at her tits before reaching out my horny hand to feel one. "I love your big tits Mom. So firm and yet so soft, you have beautiful breasts."
She looked down at herself to see all that she was showing me and all that I was feeling of her. Still not sure if she was enjoying my touches or sickened by my touches, she watched me cupping her breast in the palm of my hand before looking up at me with as much lust in her eyes for me as I had for her. Her nipples were already so erect and hard and, as soon as I touched her nipple with my fingertip, obviously the wrong move to make so soon, my naked mother, Nude Day party was over.
"I'm cold," she said grabbing her nightgown and carrying it upstairs with her instead of wearing it. "I'm going to take a shower and get dressed."
* * * * *
Get dressed? My mother never gets dressed. Unless she was going out, she always walks around the house, practically naked, in her nightgown. I hoped that I didn't ruin her daily nightgown fashion show. Maybe she's just going to change into a different nightgown after her shower. If she's going out, I wondered where she's going. If I've gone this far, with still further to go, as if I haven't gone far enough, not nearly done with my incestuous antics, I waited until I heard the water running, walked up the stairs, and quietly opened her bathroom door.
Figuring she'd lock the bathroom door to deny me access, she didn't and I opened the bathroom door, closed it behind me, and stood in the bathroom while staring at her shapely silhouette behind the shower curtain. If I've already gone this far, I may as well continue with my combination Nude Day and Birthday celebration plan to seduce my mother by actually seducing my mother. At this point, what did I have to lose? Having gone this far, she'd probably ask me to leave her house anyway. Hoping she wouldn't dismiss me by rejecting me again in the way she did in my room when I flashed her my erection, I may as well go all the way to give her reason to throw me out of her house.
Having grown suspicious of her motives in wearing her sexy nightgowns every day, stripping off her nightgown in front of me, and telling me that she was going upstairs to shower, maybe this was her way of taking the next step across the incestuous line. Maybe now that she knows that I'm interested and want her as much as she wants me, maybe she wants me to make all the rest of the incestuous moves. I can do that.
Maybe with her not locking the bathroom door, knowing the horny mood I was in, that this was my invitation to join her in the shower. I opened the shower curtain enough to stare at her naked body before climbing in the tub with her. I couldn't believe I was doing what I was doing. Washing her hair, she had her eyes closed and didn't notice me at first.
"Gees Charlie, can't I have any privacy," she said, "not even in the shower?"
"I figured being that we already saw one another naked that you could wash my back after I wash your back," I said with a sick little laugh.
Suddenly, I felt as if I was an actor in that movie, Spanking the Monkey, where the mother, because she has a broken leg, asks her son to help her shower. Oh, my God that was such a hot scene and here I am standing in the shower naked with my naked mother. Life doesn't get any better than this.
"Wash your back? I'm surprised you didn't ask me to wash your cock," she said staring down at my still swollen prick. As if I was still dreaming, I watched her reach out her hand to take my cock in hand in the way she did in my dream. In the way she did in my dream, she fondled the head of my cock with her finger tips before tightly wrapping her fingers around my cock. My sexual fantasy come true, slowly she stroked me. My mother was finally giving me a hand job.
'Happy birthday to me,' I thought.
"I'd love for you to wash my cock Mom," I said looking up at her with expectant eyes while hoping she would.
Just as she did in my dream, not having to wrap her fingers around my cock, she did that herself. She looked up at me, laughed, and lathered my cock up with soap while stroking me in the way that I imagined she would if we were a couple.
"Are you happy now?"
"No," I said. "Not yet."
With the water running on the back of her naked body, I wrapped my arm around her waist, pulled her to me, and kissed her while sliding my hand down her naked body to cup her sweet ass, something I always wanted to do. Figuring she'd resist my incestuous, sexual advances, she didn't. Figuring she wouldn't return my passion, she allowed me to part her lips with my tongue before returning my French kisses. With her big breasts pushing against my chest and my erect cock pressing against her soft belly, I kissed her in the way that no son should ever kiss his mother. With one hand feeling her breast and fingering her nipple, my other hand cupped her pussy. Thinking that I was heading for home after crosses third base, not even wanting to wait until she dried herself and made herself comfortable in bed, I figured that I'd push her up against the shower wall and take her right there in the shower. Only, as soon as I rubbed her clit while kissing her and entered her with my finger, she pushed me away.
"As much as I want to have sex with you Charles, I can't. We can't do this. I'm your mother and you're my son," she said looking up at me with trepidation while biting her lip. "It's wrong for us to have sex," she said while staring at my disappointment while pausing before speaking. Her silence was the longest of my life until she said what I wanted to hear. "What if I give you a hand job?"
A hand job? A hand job from my mother is good. Only, I thought, since when is a hand job not sex? Thankful for her offer to masturbate me, I'd gladly accept any sexual favor my mother wanted to willingly give me. Not waiting for me to respond, she wrapped her hand around my cock and started stroking me.
"Feel free to feel my breasts and finger my nipples, while I masturbate you," she said as if reading my horny mind.
I couldn't believe my mother was masturbating me while allowing me access to her beautiful breasts and finger her big nipples. Faster and faster while gripping my cock harder, she stroked my cock. All that I imagined it would be to feel my mother's hand wrapped around my cock and stroking me, the best plan I ever had was to celebrate Nude Day naked with my now naked mother.
"Suck me Mom. Blow me. I need to feel my cock in your mouth," I said whispering in her ear while gently pushing down on her shoulder. Hoping beyond hope, I was more than willing to give up a motherly hand job for the sake of a motherly blowjob. I hoped she'd take the hint and submit by sucking me for the sake of giving me the best birthday gift, a birthday blowjob, that a horny son could ever hope to receive from his loving mother.
"Charles..." she said not finishing the thought. She stopped stroking me to stare down at my prick.
Expecting the worse, a rejection, while imagining the best, her falling to her knees and taking me in her hand before taking me in her mouth, I had no idea what she was about to do or say. Paramount in my sexual desire for my mother, her sucking me was all that went through my mind. Would she or wouldn't she blow me? My incestuous lust for her interfered with me correctly reading her.
With my hard cock still in her hand and her breast in my hand, I so wanted her to blow me while I reached down to play with her big tits and finger her nipples. I so wanted to cum in my mother's mouth while watching her swallowing me. I so wanted to know what my mother sounded like when cumming as I fingered her pussy, licked her, and made love to her.
"I really want to suck you, I do, I really do," she said looking up at me with apologetic eyes. "It's been a long while since I've had a cock in my mouth. I used to love sucking your father but, no longer able to get an erection, he was so sick for so long," she said as if talking to herself while stroking me again. "The only sexual satisfaction he had was watching me wear my sexy nightgowns and occasionally feeling my tits and fingering my nipples," she said sadly.
"I understand Mother," I said suddenly feeling guilty that I was asking her for a blowjob when I should have been satisfied with a hand job.
Obviously she had issues and still grieving over the loss of my Dad, I felt like such a cad for pressuring her for a blowjob. She fell silent and more than curious to what she was thinking and what she'd say next, I waited for her to speak again. She looked up at me with foreboding as if we were about to commit a crime and in some states and some countries, we were.
In the way she looked at me, she was so beautiful, so vulnerable, and so sexy. It was then that I figured my Nude Day celebration was over. It was then that I figured my Mom would never wear another sexy nightgown in front of me again. Just once, wanting to experience that from her with her looking up at me with her big, blue eyes and with my cock filling her mouth, I wished she'd suck me. Just once, I wished she'd allow me to have sex with her naked body. Just once, I wished she'd make all of my incestuous, sexual dreams come true. Only, once again, not reading her correctly, figuring she'd deny me the pleasure of her mouth and body, she surprised me.
"Maybe just this once, because it's Nude Day and you're birthday, I'll suck you but you must promise not to cum in my mouth," she said.
What? Did I hear her right or is it my incestuous lust for my mother interfering with my thought process by imagining what I hoped she say? Did my mother agreed to suck me for Nude Day and for my birthday? Seriously? Are you kidding me? I couldn't believe my ears.
"Okay Mom," I said willing to agree to anything she asked of me, even cleaning out the cellar, the garage, and washing and waxing her car for the sake of a Nude Day, birthday blowjob from my sexy mother.
"This is a big deal for me to do this for you Charles," she said looking up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes. "It's one thing for me to touch you and stroke your cock but it's quite another thing for me to suck you, especially with you cumming in my mouth," she said looking down at my cock as if she was absentmindedly talking to herself again or talking to my prick. "Please respect my wishes by not cumming in my mouth," she said looking up at me to make eye contact. "Okay?"
Doing everything but winking at me, maybe it was me just misreading her again and maybe it was my incestuous lust getting in the way of my emotions, but I think my mother was asking me to cum in her mouth. In the sexy way she said that I must promise her not to cum in her mouth was as if she wanted me to cum in her mouth. I wasn't sure of her meaning. I didn't know. I couldn't tell. Yet figuring I'd error on the incestuous side, despite her asking me not to, I planned on cumming in her mouth anyway. If I've gone this far, why not go all the way.
"Okay, Mom. I promise not to cum in your mouth," I said.
"Let me know when you're ready to cum and I'll pull you out of my mouth and you can cum on my tits," she said turning off the shower water before getting down on her knees. "Okay?"
"Okay Mom," I said.
Just as I imagined her doing in all of my incestuous dreams about her, I couldn't believe my mother was on her knees and kneeling in front of me while looking up at me. I'm forever remember this day for the rest of my miserable life. Even though I've dreamt of this scenario a hundred times, I never thought this would really happen. Not wanting to miss a thing, I stared down at my mother poised on her knees and ready to suck me.
As if it all suddenly happened in slow motion, I watched her toy with the head of my cock with her fingertips while staring at my engorged prick. Watching her making me harder with her hand while staring at my cock as if she was hypnotized by my big prick, she was making me so excited. As if I was watching her stroke someone else, I watched her lovingly stroke me. Then, without warning, she opened her mouth and took me inside.
With the warmth of her mouth and the feel of her tongue, I couldn't believe my mother was blowing me. Finally she was sucking my cock. My mother was really sucking me. I looked down and her lips were tightly wrapped around my prick in the way I imagined they'd be in so very many sexual fantasies about her. I could feel her tongue swirling around the head of my cock. My mother was giving me the best blowjob I've ever had in my life. Then, with her hand stroking me while she sucked me, she looked up at me.
I loved it when she looked up at me with her big, blue eyes. I loved it when she removed my cock from her mouth to tease me with her tongue while staring up at me to watch my reaction to her tongue, mouth, and lips all over my cock. I loved watching her lick my stiff prick. As if she was my girlfriend, my lover, and/or my wife, instead of my sexy mother, I put a gentle hand to the side of her face before stroking her soft, long, blonde hair and before I reached down to feel her beautiful breasts and finger her hard nipples. I loved my mother's big tits and I couldn't wait to suck them. Perhaps, opening up this new sexual door, I wondered if she'd allow me to make love to her before fucking her later, really pounding her pussy. Maybe from this point forward, putting aside all of the pretenses that a mother has when her sexuality interferes with her son and the horniness that a son has that interferes with how he feels truly about his mother, we could share the same bed.
In the horny state I've been all morning, I knew it wouldn't take me long to cum. Unable to help myself, I put a gentle hand to the back of my mother's head and started humping her mouth while fucking her face. She was getting into giving me a blowjob too by sucking me deeper and stroking me faster. No longer able to control my passion for her, holding her there and not wanting her to pull away, I put a heavier hand to the back of her head and pushed her face forward while unloading the biggest volume of cum in her mouth I ever had. I didn't release her until I expelled all that I had in her mouth and until she swallowed all that I had to give. My Mom not only blew me but, against her expressed wishes and against my promise, I ejaculated in my mother's mouth and she swallowed me.
"Charlie. You promised not to cum in my mouth," she said protesting mildly in the same way she said when I barged in her room while she was dressing or undressing.
"Sorry Mom," dizzy with sexual satisfaction, sorry was all that I said.
"Just like all men, I can't trust you," she said with a laugh.
"Sorry Mom," I reiterated while recalling her looking up at me with her big, beautiful blue eyes while my cock buried in her mouth, my hands were all over her tits, and my fingers were pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
After going where no son should ever go with his mother, instead of things getting worse between us, after I ejaculated in her mouth, things got so much better. The next night and every night thereafter we slept together in her bed. Forget about her walking around in her sexy nightgowns, she was always naked and I was too. Making love to her before fucking her, I was having sex with my Mom on a regular basis.
As if we were a newlywed couple on our Honeymoon, instead of mother and son, we had sex in every room of the house. As if we were lovers instead of mother and son, she'd suck my cock and allow me to cum in her mouth every time I gave her an orgasm with my fingers, my mouth, and my cock. As much as I loved having intercourse with my mother, as much as I loved her sucking my cock, I loved licking her pussy. Being able to watch her face come alive with sexual orgasms was something that I never could have imagined. I had to experience her sexual pleasure for me to imagine her sexual satisfaction. Now with me being so sexually intimate with my mother, I wanted to marry her. I wanted to be her man for the rest of my life.
Then, there was Julie. Whenever I was in bed naked with my mother, I forgot that I had a girlfriend. I forgot all about Julie. Yet, with one woman pulling me in one direction stronger than the other, I needed to be with Julie.
With all good things coming to an end, now that I have a girlfriend who I love and who loves me, reluctantly, I wanted to end the incestuous, sexual relationship that I was having with my mother. Only fearing that I'd lose one of them or both of them, I didn't know how to do that without hurting her feelings by rejecting her in favor or Julie. How could I hurt my mother after she's given me all that I ever wanted from her? Impossible for me to tell her that I no longer wanted to sleep with her and afraid that Julie would find out that I've been having sex with my mother and leave me, I did the one thing that would put my consternation to an end.
Hoping they'd understand, as I was with my mother, I was honest with Julie. If they loved me as much as they told me they did, they understand. Just as my mother needed to understand and to accept my need to sleep with Julie, Julie needed to understand and accept my need to sleep with my mother.
* * * * *
"Good night Julie," I said turning to my left to give her a long, wet French kiss while feeling her breasts, fingering her nipples, and rubbing her clit before fingering her pussy.
"Good night Charlie," she said returning my kiss while stoking my cock.
"Good night mother," I said turning to my right to give my mother her a long, wet French kiss while feeling her breasts, fingering her nipples, and rubbing her clit before fingering her pussy.
"Good night Charlie," said my mother returning my kiss while stoking my cock.
Now with the three of us happy sharing the same king, sized bed, life couldn't be any better, that is, until Julie's sexy, promiscuous, bi-sexual mother was slated to come for a visit.
'Oh dear.'
To be continued...
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My wife, Julie, the love of my life, seduces my mother Susan.
Now happily married for more than a year and with our sleeping arrangements working out splendidly, even better than expected, the only fly in the ointment was Julie's mother coming for a visit. Dreading her visit, to save her the awkwardness and us the embarrassment, I wanted us to visit her but she insisted on coming to visit us. Embarrassed that she'd learn that the three of us were sleeping in the same, king-sized bed together, I didn't want Julie's mother to know that I as having sex with my mother. I needed to come up with a plan to make it appear that we were living normal and happily married moral lives instead of her finding out that when I wasn't having sex with Julie, I was having sex with my mother.
The only plan I had was to move back to my old bedroom, return my mother her bedroom, and to give Julie's mother the guest bedroom while pretending that these were our normal sleeping arrangements. Figuring that somehow and someway one of us would mess up and expose my incestuous sleeping accommodations to Julie's mother, I dreaded moving all of our stuff from my mother's master bedroom to my bedroom and having to move it all back again when Julie's mother left. Not wanting to hide behind lies, I wished I could openly declare, not just to my mother-in-law but to the world, my love for my wife and my lust for my mother. No doubt, me broadcasting our living arrangements to everyone would be a mistake. Especially, upon my too private confession, with having my mother-in-law knowing the intimate details of our sexual lives, there was no reason to tell her that her daughter lived, played, and slept in the Devil's playground.
"Until your mother leaves, we'll just have to move back to my bedroom," I said to Julie expecting her to not only agree but also to be relieved with my man of the house decision.
Feeling that I needed to protect her from herself and with only God knowing all that happened between them, I could tell that her mother had an emotional hold on her in the way that my mother had a sexual hold on me. Only, little did I know that her mother had the same incestuous hold on her than my mother had on me.
"Why?" She shrugged with lackadaisical indifference and disinterest while looking at me as if I was nuts.
Why? Duh? The typical dumb blonde, sometimes she says dumb things, one of the reasons why I love her so much. She's so cute. She's so funny in her naiveté that I just want to throw a big arm around her to protect her from the world. Different than how I feel about my mother, Julie is my sweet baby and my mother is my hot Mama.
"Why?"
I looked at her not believing that she didn't understand the negative ramifications of her mother finding out that I slept with my mother. Other than confessing to her mother that I was an incestuous pervert who equally loved his wife as much as his mother, not everyone is as open minded, especially when it comes to sex.
"Yes. Why? I don't understand you reading into what my mother would think is embarrassingly inappropriate when you don't even know her," she said making her stand and holding her ground.
I could tell she was getting angry. I gave her a patient, loving smile that a loving and understanding husband would give his wife when calling a homerun a goal, a goal a touchdown, and mistaking a Chevy for a Ford or a Honda for a Toyota. Women are so naive.
"Actually, with you never talking about your mother, I don't even know her name," I said not wanting to continue referring to her mother as just mother-in-law. What's your mother's first name?"
"Emma," she said.
"Emma. That's a pretty name," I said looking at her while waiting for her to volunteer more information about her mother and when she didn't, I continued. "I don't have to know your mother to know human nature Julie, especially someone from her generation. Wait. I don't even know how old your mother is. How old is she?"
"She's not much older than your mother, a year or two a part. They're about the same age. I think my mother is 44 or 45-years-old," she said shrugging. "She's secretively protective about anyone knowing her real age, even me. When she has to confess her age, in the way that Jack Benny did, she tells everyone that she's thirty-nine-years-old."
"I see," I said. "Anyway, seriously, and back to my original question, what would your mother think of the three of us sleeping in the same bed together?"
I gave her a look of justified smugness as if I was her father protecting her from the world when I was her husband protecting her from embarrassing herself in front of her mother. How awful for Julie's mother to know that I was an incestuous pervert who had sex with his mother? Only the embarrassment I imagined she'd have wasn't her embarrassment but my embarrassment. Obviously and not knowing it at the time, by moving from my mother's bedroom back to my bedroom, I was saving myself from the embarrassment and not her. I was such a fool.
"I don't even know what my mother thinks," she said with a toss of her pretty head. "Never able to read her, I never know what goes through her too selfish mind. Everything is all about her."
"Nonetheless the self-centeredness of our mother, I'd be so embarrassed for your mother to know that I'm sleeping with my mother," I confessed while hoping that my wife would be more forthcoming with confessing her personal information, especially about her mother, too. "Moreover, I'd be embarrassed for your mother to know that I'm sleeping with my mother and with you in the same bed. Wouldn't you be embarrassed for your mother know that your husband was having sex with his mother?"
"What would my mother think?" She shrugged while giving me a practiced, plastic smile that a New York model would give a fan. "You don't know my mother Charlie." She laughed.
"Okay, then tell me about your mother so that I can understand what I need to know about her for us to have a congenial visit," I said.
She looked at me as if she was my old professor and was about to educate me to the ways of her mother and enlighten me to the ways of the world.
"Her preferred sleeping arrangement is with a man on one side of her and a woman on the other," she said waiting for my reaction but I didn't give her one.
"Interesting," is all that I said while waiting for her to continue.
I was shocked by her saying that her mother's preferred sleeping arrangement was having a man on one side of her and a woman on the other side of her. Not wanting her to think that I was judging her or her mother, I remained silent.
"Do you want me to tell you what my mother would really think about the three of us sleeping in the same bed and you sleeping with your mother?" Apparently a rhetorical question, she didn't wait for me to respond before she continued. "Truth be known, my mother would be sexually aroused and jealous that the three of us were sleeping in the same bed together," she said with another laugh before looking at me with seriousness.
"Wow," I said unable to control my shock. "I had no idea that your mother was so sexually open and understanding. Much like everyone else in this closed minded, uptight, sexually frustrated society, I figured she was a prude."
"You figured wrong," said my wife about her mother. "You needn't worry about what my mother thinks. She's the last woman you need to go out of your way to please," she said with a sardonic sneer. "With her already having been there and having done that, she'd shock you with her sexual antics and inappropriate escapades before you could shock her."
"A man on one side of her and a woman on the other side of her, I don't understand," I said stunned and suddenly feeling like the dumb one. I couldn't help myself from asking the obvious question. "Why would your mother be jealous of our sleeping arrangements?"
Her mother being jealous of me sleeping with my mother and her daughter in the same bed made no sense to me at all. In the way she referred to her mother with a uncaring shrug, call it a hunch but, I could tell that there was no love lost between Julie and her mother, Emma. I wondered if that would ever happen between me and my mother, Susan. Now after experiencing my mother in the Biblical sense for more than a year, I couldn't imagine my mother not being in my life and in my bed. As much as I love Julie, I love Susan. As much as I want my wife, I want my mother. I'd do anything for the both of them, even temporarily move out of my mother's bedroom to spare my wife and/or my mother the embarrassment of my incestuous lust for my her.
"I never told you because I'm embarrassed of my mother," she said with sadness.
"Embarrassed by your mother? Why? I don't understand. For better or for worse, she's your mother." When she broke my eye contact by looking down and away from me, suspecting there was so much more to this story, I persevered in wanting to know more about her mother.
"Suffice to say that she's not a good person. Let's just leave it at that. Otherwise, the embarrassment you thought you were saving me from in moving out of your mother's bedroom is superseded by the embarrassment I'd have in telling you more about my mother," she said looking up at me for understanding.
"We promised not to have any secrets. So tell me. Why are you embarrassed by your mother?"
I waited for her to respond and when she didn't I coerced her. Being that my mother could never embarrass me, no matter what she did or said, I was curious to know why Julie's mother embarrassed her. Perhaps not as close as I was to my mother but if anything, a daughter should be close to her mother.
"I'd rather not. I'd rather you formed your own judgments about her. I'll tell you all about her after she leaves," she said.
"I'm your husband. If there's something I need to know, I need to know about your mother, my mother-in-law, before she arrives and while she's here. Tell me, why does your mother embarrass you?"
Suddenly, having not seen a picture of Julie's mother, I imagined her mother being grossly overweight, toothless, classless, and having bad breath. I imagined her mother just being released from an insane asylum after murdering her husband or paroled from state prison on a weapons and attempted murder charge. Maybe she's a bank robber or enjoys flashing her breasts to truckers. Hoping more for the latter than the former, in the way that Julie and my mother both are, I'd love for Julie's mother to be an exhibitionist too. Wow. That would be hot if Julie's mother enjoyed walking around in front of me naked.
"My Mom is a whore and a swinger," she said with a sad, sick laugh. "Trust me, if anyone would understand us sleeping together, she'd understand us sleeping in the same bed. Our sleeping arrangements is nothing that my mother hasn't already done many times with different people before, even strangers she barely knows. No doubt thinking that daughter was just like mother, I can't tell you how many of her men and women friends hit on me. If we'd have a problem with our sleeping arrangement at all, the problem we'd have is in trying to keep my mother out of our bed," she said.
Her mothers' a whore and a swinger too? Wow! Holy shit! Hello Mommy. Having not seen a picture of her, for her to be not only a whore but also a swinger, suddenly I wondered again what she looked like. For her to be a whore that men want and a swinger that everyone wants, she must be good looking and if she looks anything like her daughter, tall, blonde, beautiful, and busty, then she must be a real knockout.
Having never met a whore or a swinger before, I couldn't envision what Julie's mother would look like and how she'd act. Surely, unbeknownst to me that there were whores and/or swingers walking by me on the sidewalk, no doubt, I've met lots of whores and swingers before. It isn't as if they confess their sexual peccadilloes, orientation, preferences, and fetishes to strangers. It isn't as if they walk around tattooed with scarlet letters on their forehead in the way that Hester was forced wear the scarlet letter in Nathaniel Hawthorne's Scarlet Letter. Okay, now that I think of it, perhaps the tramp stamp, the tattoo that women seem fond to permanently mark their lower back with, is the closest thing that we have to the scarlet letter today to help us identify whores and swingers. Yet not every woman with a tattoo is a whore and/or a swinger.
Just as sometimes our culture is outrageous in their inability to make a public spectacle out of themselves over sex, morals have been replaced with pantiless women giving blowjobs instead of kisses on the first date. With celebrities having sex tapes, so many couple having adulterous affairs, and with more divorces today than there are marriages, the Devil's playground, we live in an immoral society. Whatever the sexual peccadillo and/or fetish, there are videos online for all to watch. Yet, America is still a puritanical society and the Bible belt is still alive and well. Not every woman is a slut and not every man wants to sleep with his mother.
Suddenly, lost in one of my sexual fantasies, I imagined after just meeting my mother-in-law, overcome with sexual lust for me, I imagined myself being forcibly taken by her. Being that she's a whore and a swinger, I imagined her raping me. Wow!
'No. Stop. Please don't. You mustn't. This is so wrong Emma. You're Julie's mother and I'm her husband. You mustn't do this. Control yourself.'
I begged her to release me as she pushed me on her bed, mounted me, and started stripping off my clothes. Too strong in her desire for me, determined to have her wicked way with me, I was no match for her and powerless to stop her from having sex with me.
'Stop! You mustn't do this. I'm married to your daughter. You're my mother-in-law. Help! Someone help me. Someone save me. Help! Rape!'
I imagined her paying no heed to my pleas and stripping me naked before having her wicked way with my naked body. Wow! After having sex with my mother, after indulging myself by tasting the forbidden fruits of incest and by lowering myself to experiencing the diabolical debauchery that resides in the Den of the Devil, I was already a lost soul. Now looking for and wanting more, without even knowing what she looked like, I wondered what it would be like to have sex with my mother-in-law. Wanting to howl at the moon, just the thought of having sex with Julie's mother gave me an erection.
"Still, I don't know if I feel comfortable with your mother knowing that I'm sleeping with my mother and with you," I said.
I looked at her trying to suddenly understand her lack of concern while confused by her non-existent embarrassment over her mother knowing all of our sexual secrets. Even with the knowledge that her mother is a whore and a swinger, I still didn't understand why she'd want her mother to know the intimate details of our personal, sexual relationships. Maybe, she was trying to make her mother jealous. Maybe she was trying to make her mother feel guilty. I didn't know. All I knew was that they'd be a good chance that I'd be having sex with my mother-in-law, that is, so long as my mother didn't find out that I was cheating on her with Julie's mother.
I tried to read her about her mother in the way that I used to look at my mother when trying to read her. Puzzled by their mood swings and in the way that women see things so differently than do men, women confound me. I never know what they're thinking. Maybe I'm better off not knowing what they're thinking. Maybe, needing to just go with the flow, not questioning things but just allowing them to happen, I should just remain quiet and enjoyed the ride.
"You're worrying over nothing," she said.
Nothing? How can she say that I'm worrying over nothing when her mother could conceivable return home and blab our sleeping arrangements to all of her family and friends. I'd be embarrassed by people I don't even know judging me. If ever I was to visit her family, viewed as if I was a leper, they'd treat me as if I had leprosy instead of incestuous, sexual perversity.
"You're not worried what your mother will think of me sleeping with my mother and with you allowing the incest to continue by sleeping in the same bed? You're not worried about what she'll think of a mother who sleeps with her son? You're not worried about what she'll think of you sleeping with the both of us in the same bed? Next you'll be telling me that she'd be okay with the fact that I have sex with you one night and sex with my mother the next night while the both of you are there in bed with me listening to the other having sex."
"If my mother had a son, without doubt, she'd be doing him too," said Julie with a laugh. "You don't understand Charlie. It isn't as if we're having a threesome," said Julie rolling her eyes and sighing. "Not that I wouldn't want to have a threesome with your mother," she admitted with a dirty laugh. "Really, our sex life is no big deal," she said. "Besides, that's not how I meant it," she said with a laugh.
"No offense taken," I said suddenly imagining Julie having a threesome with my mother.
Now wondering if she was bi-sexual, I wondered if my wife ever slept with a woman. I wondered if she was serious about having a threesome with my mother. After taking my turn with the both of them, I wouldn't mind watching the two of them together. It would be so hot to watch Julie making out my mother before sliding her body down between my mother's legs to lick her pussy. I imagined filling my mother's mouth with my cock while Julie ate my mother or me taking my mother from behind while she licked Julie's pussy. Suddenly an entire new world of sexual depravity opened up before my horny eyes.
"You're with me and with your mother sexually. So what? What's the big deal? You're blowing all of this out of proportion Charlie. It's just sex. Whether we're monogamous or sleep with dozens of others, us having sex is none of anyone's business. What we do behind closed, bedroom doors is for us to know," she said looking at me as if trying to read me. She remained silent while staring at me and as if trying to read my mind. "The only thing that I worry about is what you'll do when my mother makes a pass at you and, trust me, she will."
"You need not worry about that. You need to trust me Julie. I'm loyally faithful to you," I said and my mother, I thought. "There's no need to worry about me having sex with your mother," I said waving a hand of disinterest while suddenly thinking of Julie's mother naked and on her knees with my cock in her mouth.
"Don't say that I didn't warn you," she said with a sneer.
Seriously, why would I want the cow when I have the calf? Then, I thought about my mother. Why would I still want my mother when I have Julie in my life? So young and beautiful, Julie is everything that I imagine my mother was when she was her age. Extrapolating the sexual relationship that I had with my mother with the one that I conceivably could have with my mother-in-law, I wondered if my sexual excitement would be just as satisfyingly high having sex with my mother-in-law as it was having sex with my mother and/or having sex with her daughter. Here I am thinking about having sex with my mother-in-law when I've yet to even meet the woman and when I have no idea what she even looks like.
"Having sex with one mother is enough for me," I said lying while making a joke and laughing.
"In the way that I'm not enough woman for you to reject your mother, you'd accept my mother too, once you met her and once she cast her sexual spell on you," she said.
After Julie said that about me not rejecting my mother for the sake of her, I wondered if she was jealous of my mother. I wondered if my mother was jealous of Julie. Conceivably thinking everything was perfect, I could have an explosive situation on my hands, one that could ruin everything. Being the incestuous pervert that I am, not that having sex with a relative who's not blood related is really considered incest, nonetheless, if Julie's mother offered me sex, depending on what she looked like, I may not be able to turn her down. Then, thinking about the whole extramarital affair with her mother blowing up in my face and me losing Julie and my mother, I needed to be careful what I said and what I did.



"I don't need to have sex with another woman to complicate my life any more than it already is."
"Complicate your life?" She shot me a look that suddenly gave me the chills. "Is that what I am to you, a complication?"
Oh, oh, I said the wrong thing now. Women, women, woman, needing to think before opening my stupid mouth, I should just remain quiet.
"That's not what I meant Julie and you know it. I'm sorry if you took offense by what I said. I don't want to be arguing with you over your mother when I've yet to meet the woman and to form my own opinion of her," I said reaching out to hug and kiss my wife. "If you're a complication and I'm not saying that you are, you're a complication that I love having in my life," I said kissing her.
"You don't know my mother," she said pulling away from me and giving me a sly smile. "No man or woman has ever turned her down for sex."
"Wow," I said imagining a line of men and woman waiting to have sex with her.
"As if she's a wicked, sexy witch, once she sets her sights on someone, young, old, married, male, or female, everyone is fair game. It's all a sexy, sexual game for her to seduce everyone on the planet that she comes in contact with," she said looking at me for understanding.
"Wow," I said imagining Julie's mother sleeping with so many people while imagining Emma standing over a boiling, black kettle and brewing up a love potion for her to have sex with multitudes and with me.
Suddenly, imagining that she must be wicked good in bed to have had so many lovers, it was then that I wondered if she had a contagious, sexually transmitted disease.
"She's slept with all of my boyfriends, all of my teachers both male and female, all of my friend's parents, and I'm sure she'll sleep with you too," she said with a stern look on her face as if suddenly she was forecasting my future. "Truly, I don't care if you do sleep with my mother. No doubt, you will," she said with a disinterested shrug. "Expecting the worst while hoping for the best, I'm just preparing you for the inevitable. Knowing you as I do, I know you love me," she said. "Knowing you as I do, I know you'd never say no to having sex with my mother."
"Now that you warned me about your mother, I'll never sleep with--"
"I slept with my mother," she said making solid eye contact with me. "If that doesn't give you an indication of the sexual hold that she has on people, whether male or female, stranger, daughter, or son-in-law, I don't know what will."
Suddenly the images of Julie in bed naked with her mother played through my mind as if I was watching a porn movie, Julie Does her Mother. I imagined them having incestuous, lesbian sex. I imagined them making out, kissing, and feeling one other before stripping each other naked. I imagined them having oral sex. I imagined them having sex with a strap on dildo.
"You slept with your mother? Seriously?"
I looked at her as if she suddenly grew a second head. Yet, kettle black, who was I to judge her for sleeping with her mother when I've been sleeping with mine? Two peas in a pod, I didn't realize how much we were alike and how much we had in common until her incestuous confession. Fuck me! Wow!
"Yes," she said looking ashamed.
Different from me, I didn't understand her shame when I had no shame at all for sleeping with my mother. Perhaps, I'd feel shame if I was telling someone who disapproved of a son having sex with his mother. Maybe if I felt someone was judging me unfairly without knowing me that I'd feel anger instead of shame. Nonetheless how I felt, I didn't understand her look of shame for sharing her body with her mother and experiencing her mother's body in the same beautiful way. Not wanting to misinterpret what she said, I asked her again.
"Do you mean sleep or do you mean," I said pausing while waiting for the images of Julie in bed naked with her mother to finish flashing through my mind, "sex?" Knowing she did already by the expression of embarrassment on her face, she didn't have to answer my question for me to know that she did have sex with her mother.
"Sex. We've had sex many times, dozens of times. The year before I left to come here to live, needing to get away from her, we shared the same bed and routinely had sex," she said. "In the beginning I wanted her as much as she wanted me. In the beginning it was a beautiful thing, that is, until my mother used me having sex with her against me to embarrass me in front of my dates and boyfriends. Wanting me all for herself, she was jealous of anyone who came between us. Now that I'm married and with her coming to visit, I don't trust her intentions."
"Wow," I said not yet done imagining my wife with her mother.
"Incestuous sex for women is different that it is from men. We more care about comfort and love than we do about having sex for the sake of having an orgasm. Most times we didn't orgasm. Most times, we'd just hold one another while kissing, touching, and while knowing we were both safe from harm when in one another's arms. Even though I sometimes don't show it and act like I don't love her, I love my mother. I do. I really do," she said as if reassuring herself that she loved her mother.
"Now that I know that you've slept with your mother, that explains you being so understanding about me sleeping with my mother," I said.
Suddenly filled with images of Julie's arms and legs entwined with her mother's arms and legs while they made love and had sex, I had an erection. Wishing I were a fly on the wall, I wished I could have been in bed with them. Being that she's been sleeping in the same bed with my mother, I wondered if she was as attracted to my mother as I was and as she obviously is to her own mother. Even though she confessed that she had sex with her mother dozens of times, maybe she was only sexually attracted to her mother and not to any other woman. She's already admitted that she'd be agreeable to a threesome if my mother agreed to it too.
"I know this may sound bad but, just as you had the incestuous urge to sleep with your mother," she said with a pause, "I did too," she said. "I don't know why, I just felt the need to be close to her in that forbidden way."
At first thinking that she was referring to her mother, now I wasn't so sure.
"Do you mean to say that you had the urge to have sex with your mother or with my mother?"
"With your mother. I've been fantasizing about having sex with your mother," she said.
"Really?" Wanting to give her the benefit of the doubt, I needed her to clarify her meaning. "You mean, now that we're all sleeping in the same bed together, that you've had the urge to sleep with my mother and not have sex with my mother in the way that I always wanted to have sex with my mother? Right? Is that what you meant by saying that you had the urge to sleep with my mother?"
Suddenly, just as I imagined Julie in bed with her mother, I now imagined Julie in bed with my mother. I imagined them kissing, touching, and feeling one another's bodies. I imagined my mother feeling Julie's big tits and fingering her nipples, while Julie rubbed my mother's clit and fingered her pussy. I imagined Julie licking my mother's pussy before watching my mother licking Julie's pussy.
As erotic as it was to imagine them naked and in bed together having sex, the outrageous sexual images disappeared as quickly as they came when I looked at Julie's big, blue eyes. How can someone so beautiful be as perversely twisted as I am? Then, as soon as I thought that, I thought of my mother. As beautiful as was Julie and as beautiful as I imagined Julie's mother to be, my mother was just as sexual depraved as I was too.
"No, I mean, in the way that you once did, I fantasize about having sex with Susan," she said looking at me as if waiting for my response to her confession that she's attracted to my mother. Dumbfounded, when I didn't respond, she continued, "Before we all slept together in the same bed, as you confessed to me that she did to you, your mother drove me crazy when parading around me in her sexy nightgowns. With her showing so very much of her nearly naked body, I just wanted to grab her and kiss her," she said.
"I know that feeling," I said with a laugh.
"She's a beautiful woman Charlie and as beautiful as my Mom. I'd do your mother if I could," she said staring at me.
Pussy for cock, with Julie wanting to do my mother, I wondered if Julie would allow me to do her mother, so long as Emma was agreeable to giving her son-in-law sex and so long as my mother would agree to me doing Emma too. My asking my mother permission to have sex with my mother-in-law would be a mute point if my mother had sex with my wife. By everything that Julie told me about my mother-in-law being a whore and a swinger, chances are she'd want to have sex with me as much as I'd like to have sex with her.
"I had no idea you were attracted to my mother," I said suddenly feeling jealous of my wife wanting my mother over me.
Again I wondered if her being attracted to my mother, even though she's already said that she wouldn't care if I did, would open the door for me to have sex with her mother.
"When we're in bed together, when I'm having sex with you while your mother is sleeping beside you, I know it's wrong of me to do that with you on top of me but sometimes I think about having sex with your mother. Sometimes while you're inside of me, I want to reach out my hand and feel your mother's big breasts and finger her nipples before fingering her pussy. Then when she parades around me nearly naked in her sexy nightgowns, I just want to kiss her, French kiss her, and rip off her nightgown to have sex with her. Other times, I just want to hold her and hug her while feeling her," she said staying silent while staring at me with trepidation. "Do you know what I mean?"
"Yes, I know exactly how you feel," I said remembering all the games of exhibitionism and voyeurism that I played with my mother before finally seducing her.
"Do you think she'd accept me as her lover or reject me?"
Weird that my wife would ask me if my mother would want to have sex with her, I couldn't believe I was having this conversation first about her mother and not about my mother. Strange that I'd feel this way, especially when I sometimes think about having sex with my mother when I'm with Julie and think about having sex with Julie when I'm having sex with my mother, I understood her feelings. Yet, even though she didn't say exactly that, suddenly, I was disgusted and jealous by the fact that my wife wanted to sleep with my mother instead of with me. The Devil's playground, if only the neighbors knew the den of debauchery we had going on in our bedroom, as if we lived in a house or sexual sin and we did, we'd be ostracized from our own neighborhood. Solely based upon my mother's good looks and her sensational body, if only my friends knew that I was sleeping with my mother and possibly will be sleeping with my swinging mother-in-law, they'd be giving me high fives.
"I don't know," I said. "As far as I know, my Mom's not lesbian or bi-sexual, at least I don't think she is. I mean, I don't know what she did in her past before me. She was married to my Dad for more than twenty years, from the time she was 18-years-old. With my Dad being the pervert that he was, who knows if one of his perverse peccadilloes was to watch my mother with another woman. Perhaps for my mother to marry my perverted day, she was sexually deranged too. I have no idea," I said feeling my cock hardening by the thoughts of my mother having sex with a woman while my father watched. Wow.
"This may sound like an odd request," said Julie while looking at me to watch my reaction. "With my mother coming to visit, in preparation for her salacious suspicions and, if nothing more than needing to know for me to retort in my defense," she paused while staring at me. "So that I can justify my actions of sleeping in the same bed with your mother, I'd like to find out if your mother is as attracted to me as I am to her," she said curling her blonde hair with her fingers. "Sleeping in the same bed is one thing but having sex is quite another."
"Really. It sounds to me like your justifying your reasons for wanting to sleep with my mother already."
"Maybe I am but I'd still like to have sex with your mother," she said.
"Seriously, you'd like to have sex with my mother?"
"Yes, I would," she said continuing to curl her long blonde hair with her fingers.
"And, pray tell, how do you propose we do that? How do I approach my mother and ask her if she'd like to have a lesbian affair with you, my wife?"
I looked at her with the stiffness of a father protecting his only daughter from a man who just asked if he could have sex with her. Only, my imagined daughter was my mother and her suitor was my wife. Weird.
"I don't expect you to ask her directly. If us having sex is meant to be, it will happen. Yet, in the meantime, we could loosen her inhibitions by getting her drunk," said Julie. "Then, when we put her to bed, instead of you sleeping in the middle, I can sleep next to your mother."
"That sounds like a good idea," I said getting more excited of watching Julie with my mother.
"That way, if anything was to happen, she could always blame it on the alcohol. If anything was to happen, it will happen then while I spoon her, touch her, and hold her while fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples. If she turns to kiss me, it's all destiny from there," she said swooning with the apparent thoughts of making out with while feeling up my mother. "If she brushes my arm and hand away then I know she's not interested and no harm done."
Not the shy woman that I first met and fell in love with, after her confessing what she sexually did with her mother, she made me wonder if she's had other lesbian relationships and affairs before, slept with her boyfriends' mothers or maybe even had sex with her girlfriends' mothers. Never suspecting that Julie was bi-sexual and never contemplating that my mother could be bi-sexual, all of this women lusting over women was new to me. That night, testing the bi-sexual waters, under the pretense telling my mother that Julie's mother was coming for a visit and explaining Julie's sexual past, as well as her mother's extensive, sexually torrid background, the stage was set for what was to happen or not happen when we all retired to bed.
After I seduced my mother or, more appropriately, she seduced me, before I married Julie and she moved in with us, no longer wearing her sexy nightgowns and lounging in them all day, as if every day was Nude Day, my mother walked around the house naked. With every day being Nude Day, we both walked around the house naked. Then, when Julie moved in, not as comfortable being so blatantly naked, even though we all slept in the same bed, my mother returned to wearing her sexy nightgowns. Honestly, even though my mother has an unbelievably hot body, especially for a woman over forty-years-old, as do all people, she looked better wearing something than nothing. As far as I'm concerned, it's more erotic to see a little and imagine the rest than seeing all and imagining nothing.
Following my mother's lead, even borrowing some of my mother's nightgowns to wear, being that none of us had to work or leave the house unless running errands, Julie lounged around in her sexy nightgowns too. Even answering the door in her sheer, low cut, short nightgowns and giving all who came to the door a show of their hot bodies, Julie was as much as an exhibitionist as was my mother. I can only imagine my neighbors peering over at my mother and wife with their binoculars to see all that they've imagined. A voyeur living with two exhibitionist women, my sexual life can't possibly get any better than that, that is, unless we all agreed to invite and welcome Julie's mother, Emma, in our little incestuous circle of perversity.
"How long will your mother be staying with us?" As if she was her daughter instead of her daughter-in-law, my mother looked at Julie and gave her a motherly smile.
"A week," said Julie.
"She can have the guest bedroom," said my mother pausing while looking from me to Julie and back to me before speaking. "I suppose, not to shock her and give her the wrong impression of us," she said with a little laugh, "we should temporarily change our sleeping arrangements."
"Unless you feel uncomfortable with my mother knowing that we're all sharing the same bed, there's no need to change our nightly routine," said Julie. "In the way that Charlie sleeps with you," she paused to look at me for courage before returning her look to my mother. "I slept with my mother."
My mother looked from her to me before returning her look to Julie.
"Do you mean just sleeping in the same bed with your mother," she said pausing in the way that Julie had just paused. "or did you have sex with your mother in the way that I have sex with my son?"
As if we were the first cosmopolitans in a new world, sexual order, with all of us being so maturely adult about our incestuous sleeping arrangements as if there was nothing wrong with a mother sleeping with her son and a daughter sleeping with her mother, my mother looked from Julie to smile at me. What did my mother's smile mean? I didn't know what she was thinking behind that smile. Maybe knowing my mother as well as I did, I didn't want to know.
"We had sex on numerous occasions," said Julie looking at me again before looking back at my mother.
"I see," said my mother giving Julie the eye while slowly sipping her wine.
Not much of a discussion and without going into any detail, without even an embarrassed look on my wife's face or a shocked look on my mother's face, that was the end of Julie's confession to my mother about her sleeping with her mother. Yet, with the dirty, unspoken thoughts that run through women's minds, little did I know that the stage was already set for Julie to have sex with my mother while I watched. Little did I know my having sex with my mother was about to blossom to Julie having sex with my mother and with me having sex with the both of them at the same time. Pinch me, having found the perfect sexual relationship, having sex with my mother and my wife in the same bed and at the same time, I'm dreaming.
That night, with my mother going to bed a little tipsy, already showered and changed into a clean nightgown, with her nightgown arranged just so in the way of a movie starlet shooting a sex scene, she slept upon her bed as if she was sleeping beauty. While looking at my mother posed there and looking so stunningly beautiful, I wondered if she was really sleeping. Maybe she suspected what was to happen next and was ready to be taken. Maybe my mother was as sexually attracted to my wife as Julie was sexually attracted to her my mother. Maybe this was the beginning of a beautiful thing.
Already ensconced in bed by the time Julie and I came up to bed, it was easy for us to switch positions without my mother noticing the change, that is, if indeed she was sleeping. As if her hand was my hand, I rested my head on my elbow to see what my wife was doing to my mother in the dark. But for the glow of a dim nightlight to illuminate the darkness with the lesbian lust that my wife had for my mother, I watched Julie caress my mother's shoulder and arm before doing the same thing to her leg and thigh. A sensuously beautiful thing to witness, as if her arm was my arm, as she spooned her, I watched her cuddle, hold, and hug my mother in the way that I did with my hips pressed tightly against her buttocks. Holding my breath while watching Julie's hand climb higher, I watched my wife take my mother's breast so gently in her hand. In the way that it must have obviously meant more to have sex with her mother than having sex with a stranger, I wondered if it meant more for Julie, as her daughter-in-law to have sex with my mother, her mother-in-law.



In the way she's done this before with her mother and who knows who else, I didn't dare ask, I watched Julie finger my mother's nipples. Where my touches were more fast, desperate gropes, her touches were slow and lovingly delicate. Never knowing I was so clumsy in my moves, I had a lot to learn from Julie on how to make love to a woman.
Leaning over and moving towards the end of the bed before pulling up and sitting in a bedside chair to see all of the action, I didn't want to miss a thing. I watched Julie gently pull out my mother's nipples, first one and then the other, before fingering them again. My mother immediately reacted to Julie fingering her nipples more than she ever did with me fingering her nipples.
Watching Julie touching, fondling, and fingering my mother's breasts and nipples was an arousing sight to see. Just by the sensual way she felt my mother without being so expressly sexual as I've always done, she made me want to masturbate. Seeing her with my mother was more erotic than pornographic. Just watching them together made me want to join in their sexy fun but, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I was more than sexually satisfied watching Julie seduce my mother with her loving touches and slow seduction.
Then, as if a her hand was a magician's hand disappearing in his jacket to pull out a rabbit, I watched my wife's hand disappear in my mother's nightgown to pull out her breast. Being that Julie looked so much like my mother, a younger version of her, watching my wife with my mother was as if watching my sister with my mother. Weird. A sexually exciting sight to remember, it was so arousing to see my mother's breast in my wife's hand. No doubt, I'll be masturbating over this later.
Even after I've assaulted my mother's breasts with my hands, fingertips, and mouth, never have I seen my mother's nipples so big and so hard as they were from Julie's expert touch. Figuring the jig was up when my mother moved to her back and discovered it was Julie fingering her nipple and not me, she looked up at Julie and stroked her blonde hair from her face before kissing her. I watched Julie reach her hand in the other side of my mother's nightgown and do the same with her left breast that she did to her right breast.
Expecting the worst and expecting my mother to recoil, instead she kissed Julie. I couldn't believe my eyes. My mother was kissing my wife. Something I've only seen in porn videos, I couldn't believe that my wife was making out with my mother and my mother was returning her passion with her deep, wet kisses.
Watching two women French kissing is hot but when one of the women is my mother and the other woman is my wife, I couldn't help myself from pulling out my cock and stroking myself. If this was any indication to how my sexual life would now be, filled with threesomes, once Julie made love to my mother, I couldn't wait to have sex with the both of them at the same time. If this was any indication to how my sexual life would now be once my mother-in-law came on the scene, I was looking forward to watching my wife with her mother, Julie with my mother, my mother with my mother-in-law, and me experiencing all three of them together.
Willing to stand in line to have sex with my mother-in-law, as if I was suddenly thrown into the role of a clothed female, nude male, CFNM stripper, I couldn't wait to experience my first, three women orgy with me as the centerpiece. Only once I got these three women in bed with me, none of them would be clothed. Imagining three pussies, three asses, and six tits, an overload of hot, female bodies, whenever I got tired and needed a break, I'll just sit back and watch them going at one another. Way ahead of myself having not even met the woman, especially if my mother-in-law decided to live with us, as if a Sheik with his own harem or the master with his own cult, I'd never have blue balls again. With three hot women in my life, surely one of them would be in the mood to have sex with me.
Easing her body lower down my mother's body, I watched my wife lift my mother nightgown to her waist to expose her blonde, trimmed pussy. Without touching it, sniffing it, or licking it, she just stared at my mother's cunt. Even after confessing to Julie that I was sleeping with my mother and inviting her to sleep in the same bed with us, surprised when she agree to our sleeping arrangement, never did I imagine Julie joining in all of the sexual fun by having sex with my mother too.
She kissed my mother where no daughter-in-law should ever kiss her mother-in-law. I watched her finger my mother with her left hand while reaching up her right hand to fondle her breast and finger her nipple. Then, spreading her legs and making herself comfortable in between them, as if I was watching myself making oral love to my mother, I watched Julie flick out her tongue to give my mother a, long, slow, deliberate lick. As if she was Rembrandt with master strokes of her tongue instead of with her fingers, and indeed she was an artist at quickly bringing my mother to an orgasm, I watched my wife lick my mother.
In the way I've done so often, Julie was licking my mother's pussy. I watched her skilled fingers sexually arouse my mother enough to make her moan and wiggle. Neither woman was shy to let the other know what they wanted and what they liked. Never have I witnessed two women making love and, if only judging by their first experience, I knew that this first time wouldn't be the last. Obviously, when my mother put her two hands to Julie's blonde hair and mashed her face in her wet pussy, I knew she was enjoying being eaten as much as Julie was enjoying eating her and as much as I was enjoying watching them having lesbian sex.
To be continued...
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Emma, Julie's sexy, promiscuous, bi-sexual mother comes for a visit.
A car drove slowly down the long graveled driveway and stopped at the front door. The long, high heeled, shapely leg of a woman wearing a short skirt stepped from the cab and walked to the door with her suitcase, purse, and overnight bag. Waiting to be admitted entry, 'entre-vous Madame,' a surprise visitor if ever there was one, Emma stood on the front door stoop with her luggage in hand after having rang the doorbell. She looked up at the big house and the manicure grounds and appeared impressed.
* * * * *
Excited that we had a surprise visitor at this early morning hour, as if we were the official, exhibitionistic greeting party running to the door together as one, I opened the front door with Julie on my left side and my mother on my right. Not knowing that she was coming so soon and unannounced, her standing on our front door stoop surprised us as much as we surprised her standing there in our skimpy bedroom attire. But for different reasons, in the way we stared at her in shocked disbelief that she was already here unannounced for her visit, Julie's mother stared at us in shocked surprise, no doubt, at all that we were showing and at all that she was seeing.
Even though I haven't met her, haven't even seen a photo of her, I knew who she was. Just as Julie looked like my mother, Julie looked even more like her mother. Nonetheless the difference in ages and the variations in makeup and hairstyles, the resemblance of the three of them were uncanny. As if living in a holler in Kentucky or Tennessee, we all could have been related. With her looking enough like me, Julie's mother, Emma, could have been my mother. My mother could have been Emma's sister and I could have been Julie's brother, we all looked that much alike. Weird. No matter if it was my mother, her mother, or her daughter, if I was attracted to one, for sure I'd be attracted to the others.
With the front door flung open wide and with us all standing there in the early morning bright sunlight, our exhibitionism and her voyeurism couldn't have been more perfectly premeditated had we intended it but it wasn't planned. It happened just by chance with her arriving early for her visit. Yet, now that I think about it, even if we knew she was coming, we would have greeted her in the same sexy, revealing way. With none of us wearing underwear when we're at home relaxing, unless we went out to shop at the market or the mall, my mother and wife lived in their sexy nightgowns and I lived in my pajama bottoms and tee shirt.
Willing and ready anytime of the day or night, we were a peeping show waiting to expose ourselves. The more we flashed the more we wanted to flash. Our addictive drug of choice, flashing our nearly naked bodies, along with the reaction of people seeing all that we were showing, was our intoxicant. The more unsuspecting visitors saw of us, the more we wanted to show. In the way that an alcoholic wants his next drink and a druggie needs another fix, we lived for exhibitionism and voyeurism.
"Mom," said Julie stepping forward to hug and kiss her mother on the lips.
With the two of them pressing their bodies tightly together, more than just a kiss between mother and daughter, I would have been surprised and suspected they were intimate had I not known their incestuous sexual background. Lasting longer than necessary with their eyes closed and Emma's arm draped around her daughter's shapely body, their kiss was more than just a hello. Obviously unable to let go of the forbidden love that they had for one another, perhaps one or the other, or both, hoped to rekindle their forbidden sexual relationship. Rather than a mother kissing her daughter or a daughter greeting her mother with a hello kiss, evidently the embers of mother and daughter, incestuous lust still smoldered. More than just a greeting and more than just a daughter kissing her mother and a mother responding in kind, their kiss was between ex-lovers.
It wasn't an unnecessarily long kiss but there was definitely some repressed passion behind their kiss. Perhaps, had my mother and I not been there watching and witnessing the incestuous lust that she still harbored for her mother, no doubt, Julie would have kissed her mother longer and perhaps with her tongue probing and her hands feeling but she didn't. After Julie told me that she's slept with her mother, I watched them kissing while imagining them in bed naked and making love. With Julie and her mother looking so much alike, as well as my mother looking so much like the two of them, having seen Julie and my mother naked, it was easy for me to imagine Emma naked too.
Naked, naked, naked, just as I had sexual relations with my mother, Julie had sexual relations with her mother too. Weird. What are the odds of my incestuous relationship with my mother being embraced by my wife? Moreover, not just hot for my mother, Julie had sexual relations with my mother too. I wondered if Julie having sex with my mother gave me license and the unspoken permission to have sex with her mother. After seeing Emma in the flesh, wanting to complete the incestuous circle, I'd do her mother if I had the chance.
"What are you doing here...so soon? I thought you were arriving later in the month," said Julie.
"I had a change of plans and," she said with a wave of her hand as if she was a rich socialite, a spoiled celebrity, an actress playing her over the top part, or a diva who couldn't be bothered telephoning. "Rather than wasting time calling and planning my visit with endlessly unnecessary conversations back and forth, I just hopped in my car and viola, I'm here," she said. "You know me, I'm unpredictably impulsive."
* * * * *
A real drama queen in the way of a Broadway performer giving a one woman show, she raised her arm and pushed out her shapely hip as if she had just finished her dance on Dancing with the Stars. Just as beautiful as I imagined she'd look, Emma was true to her daughter's description. If I imagined a woman who was a swinger and a whore, it would be Emma. Not the shy type, I could see her controlling an audience of enamored, naked men. Not that she looked bad in the way of how some druggie whores look who had no teeth, conversely, Emma looked more like the call girl, Kim Basinger, Catherine Deneuve, or Grace Kelly type.
She was the type of woman that I'd look twice at before staring and making my way over to talk to and buy her a drink while hoping she'd say yes to me asking her to go home with me. Looking ten years younger than her age, looking as good if not better than my mother, women her age aren't supposed to look this good. I can only imagine what she looked like twenty years ago. Even though I had a good idea, I could only imagine what my mother-in-law looked like naked.
She wore a tight, short skirt that showed a lot of long, shapely leg that made me wish I could play an impromptu game of Twister with her. I could only imagine her standing over me while I peered up at her panties, that is, if she was even wearing any. My trained eyes didn't discern any panty line when she leaned forward to put down her suitcase. With Nirvana just a mere few inches away, I imagined sticking my hand up my mother-in-law's short skirt for her to know my sexual intentions. Instead, in the process of relieving herself of her luggage, she rewarded me with a down blouse view of her beautiful, bra clad, C cup breasts.
Leaving little to the imagination, she wore a revealing low cut, tight blouse that pushed her breasts closer together to exaggerate her long, sexy line of cleavage. Her blouse hid little of the tops of her full, round breasts and, as if periods highlighted in bold after imprinting the imagined images of her tits in my head, the impressions of her erect, nickel sized nipples punctuated what was inside of her bra and blouse. My kind of woman, in the revealing way she was dressed that suggested she was an exhibitionist too, she fit right in with our little incestuous, sex crazed group.
Normally an eye opening experience, a game we all enjoyed playing being that we're all exhibitionists, my mother, Julie, and I, opening the front door was our way for the three of us to flash our nearly nude bodies to someone unexpectedly. The fun was in the shocked surprise of the expressive faces of the unsuspecting visitors. Just as no man expected my wife and/or my mother to open the front door in her all revealing nightgown, no woman expected me to open my front door with my erection so obvious in my pajama bottoms. Showing so much more than they'd ever hoped to see and/or expected to see of our bodies at first glance, especially at this early morning hour, it's always fun to watch the look on men's faces to seeing my mother and/or my wife standing there in the morning light in their transparent, sexy nightgowns.
If it's a woman at the front door, it's exciting fun to watch her eyes dart down to my erection that always tented my pajama bottoms before she looked up at me with embarrassment and/or sexual excitement. Standing there as if I didn't know I had an erection, whenever I'd look away during our brief meeting while continuing our conversation without missing a beat, able to see her with my peripheral vision, the surprised woman would look down again at my bulging cock. Hoping for while imagining the feel of her hand or the warmth of her mouth and/or pussy, my erection was my invitation to the woman at my door that I was ready, willing, and available for sex.
'Use me. Abuse me. Suck me. Fuck me. Take me. I'm yours,' I thought to myself, no matter what woman was at my door. Young, old, tall, short, obese, or thin, so long as she was female, I wanted her. After having had incestuous sex with my mother, after watching my mother having sex with my wife, and now with me wanting to have sex with my swinging whore of a mother-in-law, forever doomed, I was lost in the Devil's playground of decadence, degeneracy, depravity, and debauchery.
* * * * *
Apparently, if only judging them by their leering stares when looking at me as if I was a CFNM dancer about to strip naked and solicit them to suck me, I've come to learn that women are as much voyeurs as are men. If solely based upon how women inappropriately behave at a CFNM party, in the way that most men are, women can be pigs too. Hiding behind their feigned veneers of innocence while pretending to be too embarrassed to look, just as most men are whore mongers, in the right situations, most women are sluts.
How dare they judge me because I'm a man when some women are just as bad as I am. Because they're a woman doesn't give them any special immunity. With all of us human, we all have the same needs and sexual appetites. Only, men are more openly honest about what they want and when they want it while woman, still stuck in the Victorian days, enjoy playing hard to get. In the way that some men need to be hit over the head to get their attention, some women need to be dragged by the hair, stripped naked, and fucked into submission. Once their phony masks of the not so virginal and respectable women are gone, so long as they're with the right man, they'd prefer getting down and dirty and being their sexy, slutty selves.
Definitely, without a doubt, women want to be seduced before being taken. A fine line from being taken to being raped, even though women want sex and have to have sex, women want to be seemingly forced to have sex for them to enjoy having sex. Their excuse to always remain virtuously virginal, even when they showed that their sluts deep down inside. Unlike men who normally don't care how others perceive them as the animals that they are, needing an excuse to preserve their reputations, women want the blame for their sexual passion to fall upon the men's shoulders and not upon their own.
Men don't require mood lighting, music, wine, and romance. Apparently, even though much of my exhibitionism is planned in advance, just as men do, women enjoy seeing something forbidden and naughty that they shouldn't see, especially something unexpected and not preplanned. Even though I flash intentionally, it's more arousing for the voyeur to see something that they think they're seeing accidently and not deliberately. Oops! I was just as sexually excited by showing women my erection and/or cock as I was with them looking and seeing my erection and/or cock.
The masters of making flashes appear accidental instead of intentional, women know all about flashing their bodies to unsuspecting men. Only, in their effort to maintain their modesty and morals, they put the onus on the man for dare looking at all that they're deliberately showing. It's all a game that we all play before marriage, children, maturity, and aging interferes with all of our fun. If only we knew all that we know now about women, men, exhibitionists, and voyeurs, hoping to score, we would have grabbed for more of the gusto by taking more risks.
We would have approached that tall, busty, blonde beauty or made ourselves sexually available to that handsome man. Who knows, maybe now instead of fantasizing about it, we would have had sex with our mothers, sisters, mother-in-laws, fathers, brothers, and/or father-in-laws. At the time, not knowing all that we know now, we just didn't know any better. We just didn't know that they all wanted us as much as we all wanted them. Who knew? Go figure.
* * * * *
Sometimes, when hoping for more of a reaction, depending upon who was standing on our front door stoop, the horniness of our mood, and our sexual intentions, more than just passively posing, we'd actively and more aggressively give whomever was standing there a real, sexy show. Before opening the front door, as wicked as they are teasingly fun, my Mom and/or my wife would further pull down the front of their already low cut nightgowns to expose even more of their breasts, even as much as their areolas and/or nipples. In an acting role worthy of an Oscar nomination and in their way to prolong their exhibitionism, pretending that they're unaware they're so exposed, continuing their exhibitionistic show, they'd engage the unexpected visitor in mindlessly extraneous conversation and drivel.
Then, bending to pick up the newspaper or purposely dropping something that they were holding in their hand, depending which way they were facing, they'd either give the visitor a down nightgown flash of their breasts or an up nightgown flash of their pussy and/or ass. Sometimes, depending upon their mood and who they're flashing, they'd give them both a view of their tits and/or their asses and pussies. Being the voyeur that I am, it was always fun to watch my wife and/or my mother flashing men what most men all hoped to see.
Before opening the front door, depending who was at the door, a stranger, a neighbor, a friend, or a relative, a daring move on my part, sometimes when I was horny enough, I'd answer the door with my flaccid cock dangling from my pajama bottoms. A rare occasion for me to totally expose my cock, I only did that when I knew the woman at the door would be receptive to seeing my prick and not call the police to have me arrested.
Being that it wouldn't take me long for me to get an erection when being so excitedly exposed, I copied the acting lessons learned from my wife and mother in pretending that I didn't know that I was so uncovered. With their eyes trying not to stare, the fun part was in watching the expressions on her faces. Most times, enough to get the reactions that I needed without having to pull my cock completely out of my pajama, I answered the door with an erection tenting my pajama bottoms.
Whether seeing my erect bulging pole or my flaccid cock before seeing my erect cock, some women immediately became red-faced embarrassed. No doubt, while some women wanted to see, touch, and feel more, when keeping my erection hidden in my pajamas, it was more fun showing less than more. Whether receptive, responsive, rejected, or embarrassed, the reaction was what inspired the three of us to continue to flash our nearly naked bodies to unsuspecting visitors. Just as I didn't mind other men seeing my wife and my mother nearly naked, I was lucky to have a wife and mother who didn't mind other women seeing my bulging erection and/or prick. Later that night while having hot sex, we used our flashing as sexy pillow talk.
Yet, this time, excited by our early caller and not taking the time to look out to window to see who was there, as we always do, with the three of us caught by surprised by an unexpected visitor, we just opened the front door. Expecting a delivery man, someone trying to sell us something, the Avon lady, a neighbor, someone lost and asking directions, or a utility repairman, it was Julie's mother. Just as, no doubt, Emma was surprised to see so much of the three of us, we were surprised to see Emma standing there holding her suitcases.
We were expecting Julie's mother to visit, or course, but not so soon and not unannounced. We didn't know she was coming now instead of arriving later. Without notice of her visit and without even confirming her invitation, catching us all off guard, she arrived without even an e-mail or a phone call heralding her unscheduled trip. Figuring she'd be visiting some week next month, she didn't firm up the date when she'd be arriving; she just appeared at our front door.
Typical of other reactions we've received but with Emma obviously more receptive to our flashing, along with her being a swinger and an incestuous whore, her reaction was priceless. She never removed her eyes from all that she was seeing. As if her eyes were X-ray laser beams, she looked from her daughter, Julie, standing there in her sheer, sexy nightgown, to me, standing there in my pajama bottoms, and then to my mother standing there in her sheer, sexy, nightgown too. With the three of us lit up in the morning light as if we were the headline entertainment on a stripper's stage, obviously Emma could see her daughter's and my mother's breasts, nipples, and patch of blonde public hair through the sheer, thin material of their nightgowns as if they were naked.
She didn't need to see through my pajamas to know the dimensions of my nearly stiff cock that grew harder the longer she stared at my stiffening member. An unfair advantage for women over men, in the way that women secretly get wet when lusting over a man, a man gets noticeably hard when lusting over a woman. Yet, over and beyond my erection, now wanting to be less obvious, in the way that I seduced my mother, I hoped to make my sexual feelings known for my mother-in-law in more subtle ways too. As if it has its own brain and apparently it does, as my cock had done many times before, any second now, the head of my penis would pop out of my pajama bottoms to say hello.
* * * * *
"Hello," I said to my mother-in-law with a smile.
"Hello," said Emma taking to my cock.
As if my personal window to my sexual attraction to my mother-in-law, with the pee-hole opening of my pajama bottom pushed forward enough my by erection, I knew that she could clearly see the side of my cock.
"Hello," said my mother to Julie's mother.
As if begging Emma to suck them, my mother's nipples were already making their hard, erect appearance through the thin material of her sheer nightgown.
"Hello," said Emma talking to my mother's tits.
Whether fortunately for me or unfortunately for them, with the doorbell signaling the start of my flashing, my exposing myself happened on more than one occasion. Whether while giving directions to a female tourist with her friend, a female real estate agent making a name for herself in the neighborhood, a petitioner asking me to sign her petition, or a Jehovah's witness ringing my doorbell, it was fun to watch their reactions when my erection made an unannounced appearance. Most women stared, some laughed nervously, and only a few pointed to my cock to tell me that I was so exposed while using that opportunity to ogle my erection longer. Maybe it was my imagination being that she was a swinger and a whore, according to her daughter's description of her mother, but Emma looked hungry when seeing all that her daughter, my mother, and I were showing.



"Mom, this is my mother-in-law, Susan," she said.
My mother smiled and held out her hand but Emma bypassed my mother's outstretch arm to give her a pelvis to pelvis hug. A prelude of what was to come, no doubt, when she released her, Emma kissed my mother on the lips longer than necessary and longer than she kissed her daughter. Wow! Then, it was my turn. Hoping she'd hug me like that too and kiss me on the lips, especially since I was wearing pajama bottoms without underwear, what better way to greet my new mother-in-law for the first time than to impale her soft belly with my stiff cock.
"And this is my husband, Charlie," said Julie looking at me and smiling.
With me standing there in my pajamas with a massive erection, it was so out of character for no one, not my wife, my mother, or my mother-in-law to say anything about the elephant on the front stoop. I love being married and having a wife who's so sexually enlightened and understanding of my need to have incestuous sex with my mother and flash my cock to her mother. The fact that my wife has sex with my mother too is a real bonus. Married life doesn't get any better than this, unless Julie's mother was to join our little sexually depraved group.
"Charlie. How nice to finally meet you," she said walking up to me and invading my space by walking too close to me as they do in Europe when saying hello and/or having a conversation.
With her back to my mother and wife, as if we were about to make out, she wrapped one arm around my neck and dropped her other hand to squeeze my naked ass through my pajama bottoms. As soon as she did that to me, grabbed my ass and squeezed, I so wanted to reach my hand beneath her short skirt to see if she was wearing panties. Too brazen a move even for me just yet, with my mother and wife in view of my horny hand, I didn't dare. Then, as if she was a drunken woman that I had just brought home from a bar at closing, she impaled my mouth with her tongue.
'Fuck me. Are you kidding me? I couldn't believe it. Having just met my swinging, whore of a mother-in-law, she French kissed me. My mother-in-law French kissed me and grabbed my ass,' rang through my head in the way of a fire alarm.
The kiss only lasted a few seconds but the impression of her French kissing me with her hand squeezing my ass lasted much longer. Not shy about her sexuality and not worried about crossing the line of inappropriate behavior, Emma gave me a memory that I would never forget. With her big tits flattened against my muscular chest and her pelvis digging into mine, my erection went from semi-soft to hard. If my wife and mother weren't there, not wanting to make them jealous, I would have had sex with Emma right there at the front door. Yet all that they had to do was to look down at my erect cock to know how I felt about my sexy mother-in-law.
"I'm so happy to finally meet you," I said when she finally let go of me.
"I can see that," she said whispering in my ear before looking down at my cock that tented my pajamas as if I had a big banana in my pocket.
"Oh, sorry," I said pulling my pajamas up higher, a move that lifted my cock straight up to make my erection even more obvious.
"We've made up the guest bedroom for you, mother," said Julie looking at all that I was showing her mother before returning her attention to her mother.
Sexually excited in the way that Emma stared down at my erection and then Julie looked at my erection, flashing both mother and daughter was as naughty as it was forbidden. Not wanting to be left out, I watched my mother's eyes dart down to my erection too. Maybe in the way that Emma was, my mother was hungry too. It was then that I imagined the four of us naked and in bed together, kissing, touching, licking, sucking, humping, and fucking.
"Let me take that," I said taking the suitcase from her hand.
We escorted her to the guest bedroom while my mother made some coffee and started breakfast.
"Excuse me while I freshen up," said Julie disappearing in the bathroom and closing the door to the spare bedroom behind her.
* * * * *
Having just met the woman and with my newly emerging sexual fantasy of having sex with my mother-in-law materializing, I was already alone with her in the spare bedroom. Instead of talking to her, especially after she French kissed me while squeezing my ass, my way of getting to know her better, I had the urge to push her back on the guestroom bed, strip her naked, and have sex with her. No doubt, because Julie looked so much like her mother and my mother as well, albeit a younger version of them both, in the way I had a strong sexual connection with Julie and my mother, I already had a strong sexual attraction to my mother-in-law.
Whether for my wife, my mother, and now for Julie's Mom, I was always horny anyway. In the way that I've always been so sexually attracted to my mother, maybe my sexual attraction to Julie's mother had something to do with her being a mother and my need to have incestuous sex with her. Yet, being that I wasn't blood related to Julie's mother, Emma was just my mother-in-law and not my mother. Incest had nothing to do with me being sexually attracted to Emma. Whether I was just horny or not, I just was sexually attracted to Emma. Who wouldn't be?
Maybe in the way she was sexually suggestively dressed or maybe in the way that her daughter precipitated her introduction of her mother as a swinger and a whore, it was just inevitable that I'd be sexually attracted to my mother-in-law. Julie said that I would be sexually attracted to her mother. Julie said that no one ever turned her mother down for sex and I could see why. As if daring me to seduce her Mom, Julie even said that she didn't care if I had sex with her mother. My chance for me to make my wife's predictions come true, I can't wait to honor my wife by seducing her mother, especially after she seduced my mother.
"I need to freshen up too after my long drive," she said opening her suitcase, removing her clothes, and spreading them out on the bed. "Would you be a dear and unzip me," she said turning and sticking out her ass.
Figuring she'd ask me to leave the room as soon as I unzipped her, another alarm bell went off in my head as I unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt and when she didn't ask me to leave. So wanting to pull down her short skirt and feel her motherly hips through her panties, I couldn't believe it when she allowed her short skirt to fall to the carpeted floor in concert to my erection growing harder. But for her short blouse overlapping the top of her panty, my mother-in-law stood before me in her white, bikini panties. With her giving me an in between her leg shot of her panty clad pussy, I watched her slowly bend forward at the waist and, as if expecting me to take her doggie style, she remained in the position while reaching down to pick up her skirt.
'Wow,' I thought to myself. 'Seamlessly seductive, this woman is a professional at everything that's sensual and sexual. This woman can teach me so much. This woman can teach me how to seduce a woman, any woman, not that I haven't already had success.'
Hoping she would, not wanting her striptease show to abruptly end, in the way she just did with her skirt, I wondered if she was going to remove her blouse in front of me too. As soon as she started unbuttoning her blouse, lost in my sexual hoped for voyeuristic show of her bra clad breasts, I felt awkwardly embarrassed that I was staring at my mother-in-law's fingers unbuttoning her blouse. In anticipation to all that she was about to reveal and all that I was about to see, even though seeing a woman attired in her bra and panty was my favorite outfit to see, suddenly feeling as if I was disrespecting her by invading her privacy, I reluctantly took my leave.
"I should give you some privacy to change," I said.
"You don't have to go," she said giving me a sexy look. I stood there staring at her while she stared back at me. "Just as I like to show," she said looking down at her fingers before looking up at me, "I like a man who likes to watch." She stopped unbuttoning her blouse to look down at my erection that threatened to tear through my pajama bottoms. "Are you a man who likes to watch a woman undress? Based upon your already piqued sexual interest," she said still staring at my erection, "you look like a man who likes to watch."
With my mother in the kitchen making coffee and breakfast and Julie in the shower, I was good for another few minutes of alone time with my sexy mother-in-law, plenty long enough to watch Emma strip naked, that is, if that was her plan and I hoped it was.
"Yes," I said as if hypnotized. "I like to watch." I stared at where her fingers were poised to unbutton another button. "May I watch you undress?"
"Of course. Just as you like to watch, I like to show. I enjoy being watched by a man who appreciates a woman, even one who's his mother-in-law, especially one who's his mother-in-law," she said with a gleeful laugh before whispering. "So long as my nakedness won't get you in trouble with my daughter and/or your mother," she said as if probing me for voluntary information.
Nakedness? Fuck me? My mother-in-law plans on getting naked in front of me. Suddenly, just as it was when my mother I stripped naked in front of me in the kitchen, my mind was filled with my mother-in-law's ass, pussy, and tits. Ass, pussy, and tits, I couldn't think of anything else other than Emma's ass, pussy, and tits. Not caring if my wife and or my mother walked in the room on us now, I'd still stand there and stare at Emma's impromptu striptease show.
"My mother won't mind. Actually," I said pausing while wondering if I should blurt out what I was thinking. "Julie expected that you'd seduce me," I said wanting to say the word warn instead of the word expected but thinking better of it, I didn't want to ruin my presumed good time with my soon to be naked mother-in-law.
"Seduce you? She did? Is that what you think I'm doing to you right now, seducing my handsome son-in-law?"
Suddenly, she played the role of Anne Bancroft when playing Mrs. Robinson in The Graduate with Dustin Hoffman. So taken with my mother-in-law with her about to remove her clothes, I felt so used and manipulated but I didn't care. She was the master and I was her student. If she wanted to use me and abuse me, I didn't care, at least, not now that I was about to see her naked. Naked, naked, naked, I was about to see my sexy mother-in-law naked.
"Aren't you seducing me?"
"Well, not one to disappoint my daughter, if she thinks that me seducing you is my intention, where there's a will there's a way," she said.
"Oh my God," I whispered beneath my breath.
She reached out her hand to feel my cock through my pajama bottoms and fingered the head of my erection before sticking her hand inside of my pee-hole, She wrapped her warm fingers around my stiff prick while looking up at me and smiling. I so wanted to French kiss her again but, rather she use our time together to continue to undress, I didn't want to waste the few precious minutes of alone time that I had with her.
"I now know why my daughter is so crazy over you," she said. "You have a big cock Charlie. I've felt a lot of cocks in my hand, in my mouth, in my pussy, and in my ass, but your cock is one of the biggest," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Thank you," I said expecting that the show was over and not believing that even my swinger whore of a mother-in-law would dare strip naked in front of me when we just met. "You've made my day."
"My pleasure," said turning as if posing for me.
"You're so beautiful," I said as if listening to someone else say the words. Acknowledging my compliment as if she was a stripper on stage, a real sexy minx, and a foxy vixen, she just turned to me and smiled.
Yet, unable to move and unable to leave her room, I still stood there and stared at her in the way she stared at me. As if there was stripper's music and a drum roll in my head, Emma removed her hand from my cock to continue unbuttoning her blouse. I watched her reveal more of her long line of cleavage and the round fullness of her breasts that her bra was unable to contain. In the way that my cock continued pushing against my pajama bottoms, her big nipples pushed against her bra. Dressed in my favorite outfit of choice, she removed her blouse and placed it on the bed before turning to me just wearing her bra and panty. An exciting sexual fantasy even for me, especially after having watched my own mother parade around in her underwear, seen her naked, and had sex with her, I couldn't believe I was seeing my mother-in-law in her bra and panty.
"If you don't mind, would you do me the pleasure of unhooking my brassiere. I have a touch of arthritis in my fingers and more so in the morning."
After masturbating for years over the imagined image of my mother in her sexy underwear and naked, I couldn't believe I already was seeing my mother-in-law in her panty and bra. What took me forever to see my mother parading around in her panty and bra, here I was within a few minutes of meeting my mother-in-law and I already know what she looks like in her sexy underwear. I couldn't believe I was about to unhook my mother-in-law's brassiere. I couldn't believe that I was about to see Emma's tits. I wondered if they looked just like Julie's breasts.
"Sure," I said. Walking up to her
She pressed her ass against my erection and in an involuntary reaction, reaching both hands around her as if about to give her the Heimlich hold but higher, I touched, felt, fondled, and caressed her big breasts through her bra, first one and then the other. As soon as I felt her breasts through her bra, I fingered her nipples through her bra. She had big, hard nipples and I couldn't wait to pull them, turn them, twist them, and suck them. Holding my mother-in-law by her tits, as if I was suddenly a humping machine, I involuntarily humped her round, firm, panty clad ass.
"Charlie. Can you give me a hand in the kitchen," said my mother just as I unhooked Emma's bra.
"Later," said Emma while removing her bra. Without an ounce of shame or embarrassment, such a bold, sexy move, she turned to me and smiled just as I left the room.
"I can't wait," I said staring at my mother-in-law's tits.
Unable to leave, I stood in the doorway still staring at her naked breasts. As if taking a photo of her tits with my eyes, I imprinted the image of her pink areolas and erect nipples in my mind.
"Charlie?" My Mom called me again.
"I'll be right there Mom," I said.
Perhaps, I should have expected it after all that Julie told me about her mother but I was surprised when Emma emerged from the guest bedroom wearing a nightgown that was just as sexy as my mother's and her daughter's nightgowns. Suddenly feeling a bit like Hugh Hefner must have felt when lounging around his Playboy mansion, life can't get any better than this with my wife, my mother, and now my mother-in-law wearing their low cut, short, sheer nightgowns. I didn't have to imagine what my mother-in-law looked like naked because I could see what she looked like naked, especially when she stood in front of the big bay windows. As if I had died and gone to Heaven, my views were filled with tits, asses, and pussies.
Suddenly, just as I used to do with my mother, I had the urge to expose my cock to my mother-in-law. Only, being that Julie told me that her mother was a swinger and a whore, especially after what just happened in the spare bedroom, best I not start something that I wasn't ready to handle and finish. With her not staying very long, I didn't want to ruin the sexual relationship that I already had with my wife and mother for the sake of having one or two nights of hot sex with my mother-in-law.
We hung around the whole day through breakfast, lunch, and dinner dressed in our bedtime wear. More than once I caught my mother-in-law staring at my big bulge. A new member to our manege-a-trois to make it a manege-a-quatre, more than once she caught me staring at her breasts and the impressions her nipples made in her nightgown. Tits and pussy for cock and balls, I was so happy that the three women in my life were as enamored with my body as I was with their bodies. Only, now that we were so exposed, I wondered what would happen next.
To be continued...
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My mother, Susan, and my mother-in-law, Emma, have lesbian sex.
Curious to see what would happen, I needed to somehow leave my mother alone with Julie's mother but how? I tried to think of ways to give them some privacy without making it look obvious that I wanted them to have sex. With my mind reeling with ulterior motives, feeling guilty for using Julie for my own selfish, sexual benefit, I convinced my wife to go see a movie and have dinner with me. Being that we never go out anywhere and/or do anything, other than go food shopping, flash our bodies to strangers, and have threesome sex, bored with the routine, it didn't take much convincing for her to get dressed to go out with me.
I figured with us being away from them, knowing that Emma was bi-sexual and being that my mother has already had lesbian sex with my wife numerous times, I was hoping that my mother-in-law would put the moves on my mother to seduce her. Wishing that I could watch them together, curious how different it was for a woman to seduce a woman instead of man seducing a woman, now there's a show that I'd love to see, my mother-in-law making love to my mother. Yet, other than her having sex with my wife, as far as I know, my mother never had sex with a female before. For my mother to have sex with a woman who was admittedly bi-sexual and who has had sex with many women is a big, scary, lesbian step for her to take. Nonetheless, with my horniness inspiring my motivation to put these two women together to see what happens, if anything was to happen at all, a good plan at the time, the only wrinkle was Julie.
How would she feel about her mother having sex with my mother? I didn't know. Would she welcome our Moms having a lesbian relationship or would she reject the idea? I didn't know. Maybe because it was her mother, a woman she fled from to move in with me, perhaps she wouldn't want to relive the incestuous affair that she had with her mother by having her mother begin a sexual relationship with my mother. Whatever was going through my wife's head over the incestuous affair that she once had with her mother was all just speculation on my part.
Being that my wife has already had a sexual relationship with her mother that preceded the one she had with my mother, I imagined the four of us in bed together. Yet, with the possibility of three being a crowd by inviting another woman to our bed, even if it's her mother, especially if it's her mother, perhaps jealousy and possessiveness may be the issue. I didn't know that either. As far as I was concerned, so long as they looked so hot in the way that my mother and Julie's mother looked so hot, the more naked women in my bed the better.
Knowing the horny, perverted man that I am, being that my wife is no dumb blonde, perhaps Julie saw through my ulterior motives and secret agenda in asking her to leave the house with me. Not sure if my wife would go along with her mother having sex with my mother, I didn't tell her what I was hoping to accomplish by us leaving the house for our Moms to be alone together. Then, having a change of mind about not being truthful with my wife and willing to run the risk that she'd be angry with me, less angry if I didn't tell her, I told her.
* * * * *
"Julie, not that I wouldn't want to go see a movie with you and/or go out to dinner, I love spending time with you, no matter what we do," I said trying to read her face. "But..."
"But? But what? What is it Charlie?"
"Well, to be honest," I looked at her afraid of hurting her feelings.
The love of my life, loving her with all of my heart, I loved her. Despite all the incestuous sex we've both had with our mothers and all the sexy games of exhibitionism and voyeurism we play, perhaps especially after all the incestuous sex and all the sexy games we play, I really loved her. Not knowing how deep of an open wound she still had after ending the sexual affair she had with her mother, I didn't want to risk losing her for the sake or watching my mother having sex with her mother.
"Yes?"
"I have a confession to make," I said.
"A confession? What kind of confession? Have you been cheating on me Charlie?" Trying to look angry, she put a hand on her hip. "Aren't I and your mother, and now my mother, enough for you? How dare you," she said laughing.
"Wait. Hold on Julie. With me always with you, you know that I'm not cheating on you and yes, you, my mother, and now possibly your mother is plenty enough women for me," I said with a laugh. "I'm already drowning in estrogen. I don't need to have sex with any other woman than you, um, and my mother to feel sexually satisfied."
"What is it then? What do you have to confess?"
"Well...I was hoping by leaving your mother alone with my mother and, um, I was hoping to catch them in bed naked together when we returned home," I said watching her reaction to what I said. I continued talking when she didn't respond. "Then, later, after they shared all the saucy, sexy details with us, I was hoping that the two of them would welcome us as part of their lovemaking."
"I see," she said.
Expecting her to say something more that embraced or rejected our new menege a quatre, she surprised me by remaining quiet. I wondered what she was thinking. Maybe she didn't want her mother with us in our bed.
"I feel like such a pervert now using you to catch them naked and in bed together," I said continuing to take the blame by throwing myself further beneath the bus. "I'm sorry."
She looked at me and smiled before leaning into me to kiss me.
"Mad? I'm not mad. Don't be sorry. You have no reason to be sorry. The sexual arrangement that we have that includes your mother in our bed is what I want as much as what you want. Only, my feelings towards my mother are ambivalent," she said.
"Ambivalent? What do you mean by ambivalent?"
"Just as I now have feelings for your mother and love how she makes me feel when she's licking my pussy, feeling my tits, and playing with my nipples while I suck your cock," she said swooning and closing her eyes as if she imagined my mother eating her pussy while sucking my cock. She opened her eyes to look at me. "I know incestuous sex is wrong but just as you still have sexual feelings for your mother, I still have sexual feelings for my mother. Just seeing her made me want to kiss her while touching her. Just seeing my mother again made me want to have sex with her."
"Understandably, being that I've been having sex with my mother for more than a year," I said, "my views about incest are different from those who have never felt incestuous lust or had incestuous sex. So long as we're all consenting adults and I don't get my mother or your mother pregnant I don't understand why incestuous sex is wrong," I said feeling more uncomfortable having the conversation about incestuous sex than I was having incestuous sex. "So long as we both want it, what's the harm in having sexual relations with our blood relatives?"
"Even though I love sucking you while your mother fingers and eats my pussy, sometimes, and don't take this the wrong way Charlie, but I wish I was alone with your mother in bed with you not there or with you just watching," she looked at me and squeezed my hand. "In the way that the sex is better when it's just the two of us, I think the sex between your mother and I would be different and maybe even better if the only one I had to satisfy was your mother and not you too."
"I see," I said and remaining silent long enough to allow what she said to penetrate my horny brain. "I could watch you having sex with my Mom," I said looking at her to watch her reaction to what I said. "I don't mind not participating so long as I can watch. I love watching women making love. So very different than watching man having sex with a woman, I love watching women kissing, touching, licking, sucking, and having sex."
"Now that my mother is here in the flesh, sometimes," she said looking up at me. "I wish I was in bed with my mother and making love in the way that we used to do. Wanting my mother even more so now that I'm making love with your mother, your mother has rekindled old sexual feelings," she confessed before falling silent. Then, as if pondering what she was about to say before saying it, she spoke again. "I think, with you just watching and not participating until later, it would be magical having a threesome with your mother and my mother."
"Wow," I said getting an erection while thinking about watching Julie having sex with not only my mother but also with her mother.
"I'm sorry Charlie."
"Sorry? Just as watching you having sex with my mother is a sexual fantasy come true, now that I've seen what your mother looks like, watching you having sex with your mother is my sexual fantasy too," I said with a laugh. "I'd love to see the three of you together making love. That would be so hot, my mother and my mother-in-law having sex with my wife."
"It is?"
"Just as I'd love to watch you having sex with your mother, I'd love to watch the three of you together."
"You would?"
"Oh God yeah. After watching you with my mother, I love watching you two undressing one another, touching one another, kissing one another, and making love to one another. If you're this sensual with my mother, I can only imagine how you'd be with your mother," I said taking her hand in mine and kissing it. "I've learn a lot about how to make love to a woman by watching you having sex with my mother. Only..." I said pausing with what I was about to say.
Suddenly, feeling like the pervert that I am, I felt embarrassed and ashamed of the forbidden relation that I was having with my mother and the inappropriate one that I wanted to have with my mother-in-law. Yet, wanting to push the sexual envelope, I didn't know if Julie was on the same page with me, especially with the ambivalence she felt over her mother.
"Only what Charlie? Tell me. With both of us having slept with our mothers out in the open and with both of us flashing whomever comes to our front door, we have no secrets," she said with a little laugh. "You can tell me anything. Nothing you say will shock me or upset me, that is, unless you tell me that you don't love me anymore."
"I love you," I said taking her in my arms and kissing her. "I'll always love you."
"I love you Charlie," she said returning my passion with her kiss. "So tell me what you were going to say."
"Just as I'd love to catch my mother in bed with your mother naked and making love when coming home early from the movie and dinner, being that we're not there in the house with them, we'd miss so much of the action that leads up to them having sex," I said. "As if a fly on the wall or a spy in the room, I'd love to watch all that happens from the start. I'd love to witness the entire sexual seduction to see if it's your mother who seduces my mother or if it's the other way around."
"I understand what you mean. That would be exciting to see them moving closer together right from the start. Sometimes foreplay is better than the actual love making," she said. She remained quiet while looking thoughtful before looking up at me with mischief in her eyes. "I have an idea."
* * * * *
"What?"
"Your house is so big and your mother never locks the backdoor. Being that she doesn't lock up and turn on the alarm until she goes upstairs to bed, we could sneak in the back door and watch them in the living room by cracking open the kitchen door. If they're busy talking and drinking, knowing my mother, they will be, so long as they're in the living room and not there in the kitchen, they'll never hear us enter. They'll never know we're there spying on them," she said with a naughty laugh. "Besides, even if they do know, my mother won't care that we're watching. If anything, she'll put on more of an outrageous show," she said with a laugh. "Whether she's stripping off her clothes or having sex, my mother loves being watched."
"Wow. I hope you won't get mad with me saying this but just as I'd love to watch my mother having sex with your mother," I said pausing to make eye contact with my wife to watch her reaction to what I was about to say. "I'd love to have sex with your mother too," I said.
"My mother has that effect on both men and woman," she said with jealous sarcasm. "Yet, to be honest, I wouldn't mind watching you bang my mother, Charlie. Actually, it would be hot to watch you feeling my mother's tits while licking her pussy before she sucks your cock," said my wife. "How hot would that be, a daughter watching her mother having sex with her son-in-law? How hot would that be, a son-in-law ejaculating in his mother-in-law's mouth while watching her willingly swallow? Who knows, after I have sex with my mother again and you have sex with my mother for the first time, maybe the four of us could all sleep together?"
"Gees Julie, you're making me crazy with sexual lust for your mother," I said looking at my wife while thinking about Emma blowing me and wondering if I should continue with my confession. "Actually, after stripping down to her bra and panty in front of me, your mother has already shown me her tits," I said staring at her eyes to see her reaction.
"I figured she'd show you something when I left you alone with her in the spare bedroom. Actually, I'm surprised she showed you just her tits. I'm surprised she didn't strip naked," she said laughing. "Besides, with that nightgown she wore at breakfast that left nothing to the imagination and with her continually posing in front of the big bay windows, you've already seen my mother naked," said Julie.
"She does know how to tease a man," I said.
She looked at me and said what I was thinking.
"Let's go home Charlie. Better than any action that we'd see in a movie, the action that I imagine is happening in your living room right now between our mothers is the action that I'd much rather see," said Julie.
"Okay," I said.
* * * * *
We drove home and instead of pulling up the long driveway, we parked at the end of the drive and walked up to the back of the house. With the lights on in the living room, it was dark enough outside that my mother and my mother-in-law couldn't see us but we could see them. Without even having to peep in the windows, I could see my mother and Emma sitting together on the couch in the living room. With them at the other end of the house and the lights in the kitchen not on, just as Julie had planned, we could sneak in the kitchen undetected, that is, so long as the back door was unlocked. If the backdoor was locked, I had my keys to unlock the door. Yet, rather than making unnecessary noise that may make them aware of us there, I'd make less noise if the door was unlocked by just having to quietly turn the doorknob.
Unlike my mother to be drinking, they were drinking wine. Good for two drinks before she was tipsy, judging by the empty bottle of wine on the coffee table and one freshly opened, they were working on their second bottle. A slow seduction, being that both of them were still wearing their nightgowns and weren't kissing only talking and drinking, it didn't appear that we missed anything. A voyeuristic dream come true, was it not for wanting to hear their conversation, I would have been satisfied watching them from outside through the living room window. I figured that they were hitting it off by all the wine they consumed and with them both sitting on the couch together. Judging their sexual attraction to one another by their body language with both of them making plenty of eye contact and one or the other touching their arm or leg, I'm glad we arrived home before missing any of the good parts.
We continued around back and, sure enough, the backdoor was unlocked and the alarm was off. People never lock their doors in our neighborhood, even at night. There hasn't been any crime here in 30 years and that was a domestic dispute with a husband beating his wife. Now the biggest incidences of crime are someone leaving dog poop on someone's doorstep for not cleaning up after their dog. Yet, after my father died, my mother felt better with having an alarm, even though she only used it when she retired to bed. Feeling that locking the front door was enough, she didn't like putting the alarm on when she left the house. She always forgot that the alarm was on and with the alarm going off and panicking her, she could never remember the passcode quick enough to disable the alarm before the service called her.
Ever so quietly, feeling as if I was burglarizing someone's house, I opened the backdoor with Julie following close behind. The kitchen door that opened to the dining room and that led to the expansive living room was already open. As long as we stayed by the door, we could clearly hear them. Moreover, if we stood behind the door and peered through the open door crack, with Julie squatting down low and me standing high, we both could see them sitting there on the couch in their sexy nightgowns.
* * * * *
"Another glass of wine Susan?" Asked Emma.
"If I have another glass of wine, I'll be drunk and you'll be able to take advantage of me," said my mother with a sexy laugh. "You'll be able to seduce me," she said putting a coy finger to her lips while laughing a sexy, come hither laugh.
"Seduce you?"
"Yes, isn't this what this is all about?" My mother looked at Emma with the same sexual anticipation that she looked at me before we had sex. "With our children leaving the house for the evening and you getting me drunk enough to seduce me and have your wicked way with my naked body?"
"Do you imagine that I'd seduce you in the way that I'd love to seduce your handsome son?" Emma paused in her seduction. "Is that what you hope that I do to you too, seduce you? Is sex what you want Susan? Are you expecting me to seduce you?" As if needing to do that to get her attention, Emma touched my mother's thigh through her nightgown. "Or are you just a tease and teasing me by how much of your sexy body you're revealing through your nightgown?" Emma stared at all that my mother was showing through her sheer, low cut nightgown.
"Teasing you? How dare you accuse me of teasing you? You're family. I'd never—"
Emma looked at my mother with a victorious grin.
"Tell me Susan, is that how you seduced your son, by showing him all that you're showing me now?
"Seduced my son? How dare you?"
"Just as you can clearly see mine, I can clearly see your breasts, your nipples, your blonde patch of pubic hair, and your ass crack when seeing you from the back. Only, you're the moral mother and I'm an incestuous slut and a whore," said Emma pausing to study my mother. "In the way that I want you now, I can see how he wanted you then."
"What about you?" Able to read my mother even from this distance, she was copping an attitude. "How did you seduce your daughter?"
"I didn't. With both of us going through broken relationships, men who cheated on us, we came together at a time when we both needed love, affection, and sex. Even though we were mother and daughter, the sex was more of a natural occurrence than it was a seduction," said Emma.
"I'm not lesbian Emma," said my mother looking offended and sitting up on her high horse.
"Good for you. That makes two of us," laughed Emma. "I'm not lesbian either," said Emma with a sexy laugh. "Bi-sexual perhaps," she said taking another sip of her wine. "I do enjoy having sex with beautiful women as much as I enjoy having sex with handsome men." She looked at my mother as if she was trying to read her before putting her wine glass down on the coffee table and before dropping her little reality check bomb. "Yet, for someone who's not lesbian, you've had sex with my daughter numerous times," she said. "You even sleep in the same bed with not only my daughter but also with your son."



"How do you know that I had sex with Julie?" After having slouched comfortably down in the couch, my mother took a defensive posture by sitting upright. "How do you know that the three of us sleep together in the same bed? Did Julie tell you or did Charlie?"
"Neither one told me that you had sex with Julie and that you sleep together in the same bed with her and your son, but you just confirmed that you do," said Emma with a victorious laugh. "With Charlie's bedroom looking more like a sitting room than a bedroom and all of your son's things and my daughter's clothes in your bedroom, you've made no attempt to hide your sleeping arrangements," she said sipping her wine.
"Suddenly, I feel violated and embarrassed that you know that I've been sleeping with your daughter," said my mother.
"Don't be," said Emma. "I'm just curious. For someone who's not lesbian or bi-sexual, how did your sexual relationship with my daughter start?"
As if she was recalling all that happened in her mind, my mother looked at my mother-in-law and smiled.
"In the way that you've done now, it all started when Charlie and Julie got me tipsy," said my mother.
"Are you more amorous when you've been drinking?" Emma looked at my mother as if she was a half off display sale at Macy's.
"Horny is more the keyword," said my mother. "Never shy about exposing my body to my son or to anyone else, alcohol removes what little inhibitions that I have."
"So, obviously embarrassed by your sexual attraction to my daughter, you expect me to believe that you weren't attracted to me when you first saw me?"
Squirming in her seat, folding her arms across her breasts, and appearing tensely standoffish, my mother suddenly looked uncomfortable with the conversation.
"You're a beautiful woman Emma," admitted my mother before hiding behind her justification. "Who wouldn't be attracted to you?"
"I'm making you uncomfortable with this conversation," said Emma patting my mother's knee and leaving her hand there in the way of a teenage boy skipping first and second base while trying to make his way to third base. "I'm sorry. Please continue telling me how your sexual relationship began with my daughter."
* * * * *
"When we went to bed that night, Julie switched places with Charlie while I was sleeping she touched me.
"Touched you how?"
"It was just a light touch," said my mother.
"Where?"
"In the way of a light massage, she touched me the shoulder and then down my back."
"Like this?" Emma touched my mother's shoulder and back with a light touch.
"Yes," said my Mom.
"Sorry for interrupting you again. Please continue with how my daughter seduced you," said Emma.
"I awakened, of course, as soon as she touched me but I remained motionless as if I was still sleeping. To be honest, I was curious where she'd touch me next. Being that my son always slept in the middle, at first I thought it was my Charlie touching me but immediately I realized that it was your daughter. Better than being touched by any groping, desperate man, her touches felt more sensual and loving," said my mother.
"Like this?" Emma sensuously and lovingly touched my mother's shoulder and back again. Only, this time she touched her hip and thigh too.
"Yes," said my mother.
"Not that she needed much instruction, but I taught my daughter how to touch a woman," said Emma.
"Yes, just like that," said my mother staring down at Emma's hand that remained motionless on her thigh. "With her feeling my shoulder, my arm, my hip, and my thigh, it didn't take much for her to sexually arouse me. I never wanted to have sex with a woman until Julie touched me in that way," she said nodding her head to Julie's mother while softly smiling.
Emma continued massaging my mother's shoulder, back, arm, and thigh.
"Do you mind me touching you?"
"No, not at all. It feels good," said my mother.
"I'm glad because I like touching you," said Emma.
"Then," continued my mother, "when she reached her arm and hand around me and felt my breast through my nightgown before fingering my nipple, she sexually excited me in the way that no man has ever done, even my son. I was so wet for your daughter, my daughter-in-law, that I thought I was going to have an orgasm right there."
"Pardon me for being so forward but merely for demonstration purposes and just so that I understand, is this how she touched you?"
Emma reached her hand over and felt my mother's breast through her nightgown, first one and then the other. My mother sat there motionlessly as if in shock while watching Emma feel her breasts before fingering her nipples. A gentle touch that turned into a more meaningful squeeze, I watched Emma having her way with my mother's tits. In the way she so delicately felt my mother's breasts, just as I've learned from watching my wife make love to my mother, I could learn even more watching Emma seducing my mother.
"Yes," said my mother breathlessly and seemingly swooning by the sexual touches of my wife's mother.
Feeling the sexual tension even from the kitchen, my mother locked eyes with Emma and it was then that I thought they were going to kiss but they didn't.
"I apologize for interrupting you again and breaking your train of thought by touching you," said Emma withdrawing her hand. "Now that you piqued my curiosity and are holding my interest, you must finish your story. I'm quite intrigued with what happens next."
* * * * *
With her nipples erect and hard and appearing as if they were about to burst through the material of her sheer nightgown, I watched my mother compose herself. Just by Emma's aggressiveness and my mother's reaction to her touches, there was no way that these two women weren't about to have sex. I couldn't wait to see them kissing. I couldn't wait to watch them touching one another before undressing one another. With her head buried between my mother's legs while fingering her and licking her, I couldn't wait to watch Emma eating my mother's pussy.
"We had sex for the first time that night," said my mother looking at Emma wistfully. "Only, being that you've had sex with your daughter too, as I've had sex with my son, Julie told me that you'd understand my having sex with your daughter and wouldn't care or mind that we were so sexually intimate," said my mother defensively.
"I don't care if you're sleeping with my daughter Susan," said Emma with a disinterested shrug. "You're both consenting adults. If anything by your sexual confession, I'm intrigued by you."
"Intrigued by me?" My mother looked at Julie's mother with shocked surprise but with a look of contentment as if she had just been flattered. "Why?"
"You don't look like the type of woman who'd sleep with someone's daughter. Just as I'd never figure you for the type of woman who'd sleep with her own son, I'd never figure you for the type of women who'd sleep with anyone younger than yourself. You have that stiff, better than thou demeanor about you," said Emma with a laugh.
"I do not," said my mother. "I can assure you that I'm no type of woman that..." she said laughing. "I see your point."
"Definitely being that I'm an admitted swinger and a self-professed whore, there's not a soul who wouldn't think that I'd sleep with my own daughter and/or your son," said Emma laughing.
"I can see that," said my mother returning her laugh.
"On the other hand Susan, you're an enigma to me. Certainly, just as you don't look the type who'd have sex and sleep in the same bed with her son and daughter-in-law, you don't look like the type of woman who'd have sex with your daughter-in-law's mother," said Emma falling quiet while staring at my mother before speaking again. "So what do you think?"
"What do I think about what?" My mother stared at Emma while Emma returned her stare.
As if I was watching a movie or reading a book, I knew what was going to happen next.
"Now that you've tasted the immature, young grape," said Emma staring at my mother as if she was a man not to be denied while trying to persuade a woman to come home with him at closing time of a bar. "Being that you enjoy drinking wine, wouldn't you prefer to taste the aged vintage?"
Emma leaned into my mother and kissed her. I don't know which was more exciting, knowing they were attracted to one another and about to have sex or spying on them and watching them kiss. It was a very long, wet, romantic kiss and, as soon as Emma probed my mother's mouth with her tongue, she reached inside the top of my mother's nightgown to feel her breast and finger her nipple. Peering at them through the crack in the kitchen door, I could only have had a better seat if I was sitting in the living room across from them. If Julie hadn't been there with me, I would have pulled out my cock and started stroking myself. With Emma feeling my mother's breast, my mother returned the favor, stuck her hand down Emma's nightgown and felt her breast and fingered her nipple too. They stopped kissing and looked at one another before my mother spoke.
* * * * *
"I know you're there Charlie," said my mother in the way she always said when I was skulking around the house and trying to catch her in any form of undress, that is, before I saw her naked and before we had regular sex.
"He likes to watch," said Emma with a knowing smile and a sexy laugh. "He watched me undress. I gave him a show of me in my bra and panty. I hope you don't mind Susan, but I couldn't help myself from being naughty when I wrapped my hand around your son's big, hard erection before flashing him my breasts."
"I don't mind," said my mother pouring herself a half glass of wine and filling Emma glass to the brim. "My son has a beautiful penis. Besides, just as you said, we're all consenting adults. Incest is the best," said my mother raising her glass in toast.
"In the way that my daughter and your son did to you, you don't have to get me drunk for me to want to make love to you Susan," said Emma raising the front of my mother's short nightgown enough to expose her blonde pussy while feeling her shapely thigh.
"That wasn't my intention," said my mother with a laugh. "My hand and eye coordination is not as precise after having consumed too much wine."
As if she held the key that unlocked her secret, sexual door, I watched my mother-in-law stick her hand further up my mother's short nightgown. It was as weird as it was sexually exciting to watch my mother being so sexually molested by a woman instead of a man. When my mother offered no resistance, instead even slouching down on the sofa to spread her legs further apart, Emma moved her hand higher and in between my mother's legs. She was fingering my mother's pussy and judging by how erect my Mom's nipples were and the rush of blood to her face that involuntarily made her bottom lip droop, I knew my mother was very wet.
"Is this what you want Susan? Would you like for me to finger you and masturbate you before making love to you? Was this what you were hoping I'd do, finger your pussy while fingering your nipples, before licking your pussy?"
* * * * *
In the way that I opened Pandora's Box by having sex with my mother and Julie opened Pandora's Box by having sex with my mother, my mother-in-law opened Pandora's Box by having sex with my mother too. My mother looked at Julie's mother in the way she looked at me the first time we had sex.
"Yes," said my mother breathlessly while kissing Julie's mother. This time directing her conversation to the kitchen, she spoke again when she broke off the kiss. "Do you like to watch too Julie?" My mother looked towards the kitchen. "You two would see more if you sat in the living room with us and had a glass of wine," said my mother stripping off her nightgown and Emma following suit.
With both women sitting on the couch naked, even though I've seen my mother naked dozens of times, it was deliciously decadent to see my naked mother sitting on the sofa with my naked mother-in-law while knowing that they were about to have sex. Moreover, being that they invited us to watch, maybe once they've made love, they'll invite us to join in too. In the way that I was staring at my naked mother and my mother-in-law, I couldn't wait to see Julie naked with them too, if only for comparison sake.
"My daughter likes to watch too. As much as she's an exhibitionist like her mother, she's a real voyeur too," said Emma with a laugh. "Aren't you an exhibitionist and voyeur Julie? Coming home unexpectedly, I can't recall how many men my daughter caught me sucking and fucking. She pretended that she didn't see. She pretended that she didn't know that we were there in the dark living room. She pretended that she disappeared in her bedroom but, being the exhibitionist and voyeur that she is, I knew she was there on the stairs watching her mother suck and fuck while touching herself. Just as you always know what your son wants, a mother always knows what her daughter likes."
Julie and I emerged from behind the kitchen door. I grabbed a couple of wine glasses and we took our seat in the living room to watch my mother-in-law having sex with my mother. A sexy sight to see, going from flashing my cock to my mother, to catching her naked, to finally watching her having sex with my girlfriend, now I'm watching her having sex with my mother-in-law. Making my sexual role here tenuous, she made me wonder if the three women preferred women to men. Why would any of the women need a man when they have two other sexy, beautiful women to satisfy their every sexual need and wanton desire?
To be continued...
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Saved and born again, Tommy and his sexy sister, Christine, find religion by having sex with their religious mother, Helen, and their father, Henry. God help them.
*
Eighteen-year-old Tommy was no longer satisfied with seeing furtive, up skirt peeks of his sexy sister, Christine's panties, up nightgown glimpses of her blonde pussy, down blouse views of her bra and cleavage, and down nightgown sights of her C cup breasts. Wanting to go for broke, going all in, and willing to take the risk to see it all, the reason why he snuck in his sister's bedroom hide in her closet, he hoped to watch her strip naked in readiness for her shower. Not an easy thing to do, chickening out several times before, he waited for the right opportunity to sneak in her room undetected to hide. He listened to where she was and where his parents were in the house before hiding in her closet. Not wanting his mother, father, and/or sister seeing him hiding in his sister's bedroom, he didn't want to be caught before he even got into position.
Against his better judgment, having been brought up better than this, his parents would be so very disappointed in him if they knew their son was a pervert. Yet, hiding behind the shroud of his religion, Tommy knew that his father was just as incestuously perverted as he was when it came to his daughter, Christine. No matter, not really caring what his parents thought of him for the thrill of seeing his sister naked, he allowed his perversity to get the better of him. He was so horny, horny enough to risk being caught by his sister and reported to his parents for peeping.
Beside himself with lust for her, tired of imagining what she looked like naked, just once he wanted to see his sister without her clothes so that he could masturbate over all that he saw of her. Was it too much to want to see his sister naked when she's been teasing him with flashes of her perfect body? Was it too much to want to see his sister naked when she's been naked in front of so very many of her boyfriends? Playing the part of the good girl in front of her parents, privy to the stories of her sexual promiscuity, he knew his sister was a slut. As if she's a prostitute, every week she has a new man coming to the door.
Now too late to change his mind, he was already in place in her closet hiding while waiting for her to come upstairs, walk in her bedroom, and change out of her clothes. Through the closet that shared the exterior wall and that hung over the stairway below, he could hear their father in the downstairs hall talking to his daughter, his innocent, little pet.
"Christine, honey, do you have a minute?" Her father stared at his daughter as if she was naked.
"I always have time for you, Daddy," she said from the top of the stairs.
Listening to their exchange, Tommy imagined from the short skirt that his sister was wearing and from where she was standing above her father on the staircase, that her father had a good view of his daughter's panties. Whenever she was wearing a skirt as short as she was wearing now, Tommy had the habit of engaging his sister in conversation when she was nearly at the top of the stairs and he was standing below. As if she was an American Idol contestant or one of The Voice singers standing high above on stage while wearing a short skirt with the audience below, in the way her father was doing now, Tommy detained her just to ogle her panties. She didn't have to lean or bend for him to see her sexy underwear. Either she was clueless that he could see her bikini panties or she just didn't care that she was flashing him her bikini panties.
"I've been meaning to talk to you and other than just blurting it all out, I'm not sure how else to say this," he said with hesitation.
"What is it Daddy? What's wrong? You look so troubled," she said no doubt feigning her sincerity in the way that she always does whatever she wants something from her father.
With his life highlighted by religion, Henry looked at his daughter and gave her a fatherly smile before being taken over by the Devil and giving her a leering look.
"I know it's something you do when you're young," he said with a shrug. "Embarrassed to say this to my own daughter, but you've been dressing like a slut lately."
"Daddy? Did you just call me a slut?" She looked as if she was about to cry.
"No, I didn't call you a slut Christine. I'd never call you, my own daughter a slut. I said that you've been dressing like one," he said expressively talking with his hands as if he was sharing a story in church with his congregation. "You've been dressing very inappropriately lately young lady," he said pointing his finger of righteousness at her as if she was still his little girl in junior high school instead of an adult in college.
"What do you mean Daddy?"
'As if she didn't know, she knew exactly what he meant,' thought Tommy listening to them talking from his sister's closet.
Ready to go to her room to change out of her clothes in preparation for her shower, she looked down at herself from her perched position high up on the stairs before dropping the towel that she was holding in her hand and carrying up for her shower. With her back to him, she turned from her father to pick up her towel. Being the cheerleader that she is on her college football team, as if she was about to do a cheerleading move, a handstand, a cartwheel, or a somersault, she bent at the waist to retrieve her dropped towel. As if he was choking on a fishbone, her father's eyes nearly popped out of his head when having such a view of his daughter's bikini clad pussy and ass.
"That's precisely what I mean Christine, precisely what I mean," he said pointing at her panties as if he was the panty police. "Your skirt is so short, way too short, Christine. Every time you move you flash me your panties," said her father adjusting his emerging erection when his daughter away from her father to look down at herself.
"Eww, Daddy. You saw my panties? I'm so embarrassed," she said with a look of shocked surprise while feigning embarrassment without turning red.
"Honestly Christine, I tried not to look but when you bent from the waist to pick up your towel while standing at the top of the stairs, instead of squatting down as a lady should, I couldn't help myself from seeing all that you were immodestly and immorally showing. You must understand sweetheart, from my vantage point, it was impossible for me not to see your pretty, pink, bikini panties," said her father slowly as if he was verbalizing her pretty, pink, bikini panties in a sexual fantasy. "I hope you don't bend like that outside or at the mall in front of men?"
He looked at his daughter as if she was a seven course meal and he was a starving man. No doubt imagining his her giving men a free show of her panties while walking up the escalator or shopping for shoes at the shoe store, it was obvious by his stiffening erection that he was sexually attracted to his daughter. Obviously, if just seeing Christine's panties so sexually excited him, it wouldn't take much more for her father to want have sex with her.
"Sorry Daddy. Thank you for telling me. I'll be more careful the next time. I'm always cognizant of my short skirt. I always squat down when I drop something outside and, unless I'm wearing jeans, I never bend or lean forward while going up the escalator," she said leaning back, no doubt, her way to continue to tease her father by giving him a better view of her panties. "Too comfortable in my own home and trusting you not to look, I just wasn't thinking," said Christine with a shrug and a sexy smile.
'A dumb blonde wrapped in a stripper's body, she was nothing but a big tease,' thought Tommy while listening to their inane conversation. 'Getting everything that she wanted and needed from her father by flashing her sexy body to him, accustomed to controlling men by giving them what they all hoped to see of her, maybe she wasn't so dumb after all.'
Whether deliberately or unintentionally, he couldn't count the number of times his naughty sister flashed him her panties, her pussy, her bra, and her tits, especially whenever she needed a favor. This time, by hiding in her closet, instead of just seeing glimpses of her, he'll see everything of her. Tonight, with her not knowing that he's hiding in her closet, when she strips off her clothes, he'll see his sister naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see Christine naked.
He wished he was downstairs looking up at her when she flashed their father her panties. Always a sexy show to see his sister flashing, if he left his hiding space in the closet and walked out of her room to peek down the stairs at her, she'd hear the floor creak and know that he was snooping in her room. As if he was a second story burglar planning a jewelry heist, he was so nervous. Not daring to move, he doubted that he'd be able to stay quiet long enough while waiting for her to enter her room and watch her strip out of her clothes.
'What the Hell is she doing now? Just come upstairs and strip, God damn it!' Impatiently he waited while wondering where she was and what she was doing.
With her shoes filling the closet floor and nowhere for him to stand but to stand on her shoes, filled with way too many clothes, there was little room in her closet for him to hide. He could barely close her closet door with him in it and as soon as she opened her closet door, she'd see him. Hoping she'd undress before opening her closet door, he was willing to be caught red-handed peeping on his sister to see her naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see Christine naked.
As if he was hiding in department store clothing racks again while peering up women's skirts, allowing her clothes to support his weight, leaning back against her apparels was the most comfortable position he found. A good thing that she preferred wooden hangers to plastic ones, he just hoped that the rack of her hung clothes supported his weight and didn't break. If the rod broke and her clothes came crashing down, a real tragedy for his sister to discover him hiding in her closet before the show even began, he'd alarm the whole family and they'd all know what he was doing there in her closet.
'Where the Hell is she? What's taking her so long to come upstairs? Maybe she's not done flashing Daddy her panties', he thought. 'Maybe she's sitting on his lap again and kissing him in the way she does whenever she wants something. She's such an incestuous slut,' he said even though he was the one hiding in his sister's closet.
A good, religious girl before, as soon as she turned 18-years-old and started college, she became a slut. Whenever her mother wasn't around to see, as if giving her father a lap dance, she knew how to get whatever she wanted from her father by just sitting on his lap and wrapping her arms around his neck. Filing his nostrils with her pheromones, her father always rested his hands on her hips when she wore jeans or on her naked thighs when she wore a short skirt. Tommy figured that his father no doubt wished they were both naked when Christine sat on his lap. Sometimes, acting as if it was accidently, he'd reach his hand up to brush back his hair and deliberately brush his hand against her breasts. With Christine being that slut that she is, as soon as her father's hand deliberately brushed by her breasts, her nipples made their erect appearance through her bra and top, that is when she was wearing a bra. Then, when she stood to thank him for whatever he gave her or did for her, doing everything but humping her father, she'd give him a pelvis to pelvis, full body hug.
"Thank you Daddy," she'd say.
As far as he was concern with the acorn not falling far from the tree, Christine was just as horny as was their father and Tommy knew that he was much like his father in his horniness for his sister too. Only, not the incestuous slut that he wish she was, Christine's horniness wasn't for him or for his father. She saved herself for her dozens of boyfriends and freely gave herself to them. Yet, for the benefit of whatever she could get from her Daddy, she played her father's incestuous game by allowing him to touch her and feel her. The only member of this family who wasn't bitten by the incestuous bug was his mother, Helen, Saint Helen, the name his father called his too religious, God loving and Devil fearing wife.
Perhaps born to be incestuously wild, Tommy wondered if his sexual desire for his sister and for his mother, for that matter, was something that he inherited from his father. Maybe his father had a thing for his sister and/or his mother back when he was Tommy's age. He had no idea if that was the case as his parents never discussed sex or anything sexual. Everything that they talked about was religion, God, or the Devil. For people who were so openly religious, referencing the Devil more than they did God, they talked about the Devil a lot.
Always pressing her big tits against him and kissing him on the lips, albeit without tongues, with the daughter getting everything from her father and the son getting much less, Tommy knew his father groped his daughter, especially when playing their game of tickle and tease. For such an outspokenly religious man, their father more walked down the path with the Devil than up the road with God. Always so stealthily sneaky, from his clandestine, squatting perch on the stairs to peek in the living room, Tommy's seen his father inappropriately touch his sister before when they thought that no one was looking.
Slow to react to his horny hands, she'd always pretend that she didn't know her father was inappropriately touching her but of course she knew. How could she not feel a hand moving up her short sweater that rested on her bra clad breast or that moved beneath her short skirt and that remained poised on her panty clad ass? Whenever he thought he was alone with her daughter, especially when she wore her short, up blouse top without a bra, chasing her around the house and with her allowing him to catch her, his father always played his game of tickle and tease. His surefire way of seeing and feeling his daughter's breasts, she only wore that top when she really wanted something from her Daddy. No doubt, his father wants his daughter just as much as he wants his sister.
'Hard enough to wait for her, I can't stay here much longer in this little space,' he thought. 'With my legs beginning to cramp, I'm amazed by the things that I do for sex.'
Always sneezing when he was nervous or anxious, what if he sneezed? Cursed with smelly flatulence, especially after having had hot dogs and beans for dinner, what if he burped or farted? With all her perfume that permeated her clothes and closet, a mixture of floral scents, what if he had an allergic reaction and had to cough and/or sneeze? Coughing and sneezing would cause him to fart?
So long as he got to see his sexy sister naked, desperate enough and despicable enough for him to hide in her closet, he didn't care if his sister caught him hiding in her closet so long as she didn't tell his Mom and Dad that he peeped on his sexy sister stripping naked. Yet, if she did tell their parents, seeing her naked would be well worth whatever punishment they'd dish out and whatever beating his sister would give him for spying on her. Definitely, for him to see her naked, she was well worth the shit storm that he'd have to endure to survive this crazy family.
Thinking about changing his mind and leaving her closet and her room at the last minute, he waited and listened for her to come up from downstairs to walk in her bedroom. Only, too late. As if catching him by surprise, not hearing her walk along the hall, when she finally entered her room and snapped on the light, it was too late to reconsider his incestuous plan of voyeurism and leave her closet. Now as much part of the show in his voyeurism as she was in her exhibitionism, he didn't dare move.
Even if he wanted to move, packed in her closet as if he were a passenger on a Japanese subway, he couldn't move even if he wanted to move. As if he was an assassin for the Mafia, he didn't breathe while he watched his sister through her louvered closet doors aimlessly walk around her bedroom. She only stopped walking to look at herself in the mirror. In love with herself and in the way she looked at herself, she was always looking at herself in the mirror. With her having that kind of supermodel and beauty queen look, one of the beautiful people, if only she had money or rubbed elbows with those who did, easily, she could have been one of those kept women that he saw during the Grand Prix race in Monaco.
Mesmerized watching her, he stared at his sexy sister as if he was the one hypnotized by her. As if his incestuous leer commanded her to obey, she stood in front of her full length mirror and slowly unbuttoned her blouse. This was it. This was really it. He couldn't believe his eyes. She was undressing.
Finally this was the moment that he's been waiting to see. Finally, he'll get to watch his sexy, big sister strip naked. Finally, after all the peeping and spying he's done on his sister and all the flashing she's given him, whether flashing him deliberately or unintentionally, he was going to see all that he hoped to see of her in one, prolonged, striptease flash. Hoping she'd take her sweet time and not rush her striptease, with just four clothing items limiting him from seeing her naked, he couldn't wait to watch her remove her blouse and skirt before she removed her bra and panty. The best day of his life, he'll be masturbating over this wonderful day and the sexy images of his sister's naked body for the rest of his life.
With his unobstructed view of her reflection in the full length mirror, he could clearly see not only the back of her but also the front of her too. His hiding place in her closet was the perfect place to give him a nearly a 360 degree, sexy show. Reluctant at first, fearing the worst that he'd be detected before she even unbuttoned a button or unzipped a zipper, he was now glad that he decided to hide in her closet. Having wasted so much time and energy masturbating over up skirt views of her panties, up nightgown views of her pussy, down blouse views of her bra, and down nightgown views of her tits, today was the day that he'd finally see all of her in one prolonged, striptease show. He only wished he had thought of hiding in her closet sooner. He only wished he could record her stripping without her seeing the red light of his camcorder.
As if she was a customer in a department store, he watched his sister walking around her room touching this and looking at that. He watched her pull out her new, sexy, low cut, short, sheer nightgown from the dresser drawer and he couldn't wait to watch her strip naked to wear that. Never even seeing her in her nightgown, as if she's a modest virgin, which she's not, she always walked around the house wearing a bathrobe, probably because of their horny father being too free with his hands. In the way that he leers at his daughter, his father stares at his daughter as if he's a terrorist about to plant a bomb or detonate his vest. Holding her nightgown up in front of her as if it was a gown and she was going to the ball, turning one way and then the other, she stood in front of her full length mirror looking at herself.
Always staring at herself, she looked in the mirror a lot, so much that he wondered if she had narcissistic personality disorder. Always checking her hair, her clothes, her teeth, and her makeup, her favorite person to see, she was obviously enamored with herself. With so many people in the world hungry, homeless, poor, and/or infirmed, she should have a problem. She doesn't have a clue what it is for her to have a problem. Pampered and isolated, a bad day for her is a bad hair day or a broken fingernail.



Finally, she resumed unbuttoning her blouse again. One slow button at a time, while looking up at the ceiling as if contemplating her day, he watched his sexy sister unbutton her blouse as if she was giving him a personal striptease show. In the way that she was so dumb, she reminded him of Penny of the Big Bang Theory television show played by Kaley Cuoco, only his sister was better looking with a much better body. More than feeling naughty, yet all part of the sexual suspense, he felt wicked to secretly invade his sister's privacy by watching her undress.
A sexual fantasy that he wished was his reality, complicit in their unspoken, incestuous, sexual desire for one another, it would be so much more erotic if she knew he was there hiding in her closet and about to watch her undress. How hot would that be if she knew that he was watching her? With her knowing that he was there in her room and hiding in her closet, it would be so much more sexually exciting for her to continue undressing when knowing her baby brother was there hiding in her closet while watching her strip naked. Wow! Only, not as twisted as he was in his incestuous desire for him as he was for her, he knew that his sister didn't want him in the way that he wanted her and that his father wanted her. In the way she was always so hot, horny, willing, ready, and able to have sex with other men, any man but him, he wished he was any man other than her brother.
More than just watching her stripping off her clothes, always wishing he could take the next step with his sister, he wished he could have sex with her. If ever she gave him the green light or if ever he found her drunk or high enough on drugs for her not to know who was undressing her, without guilt, reservation, or hesitation, he'd strip her naked and have sex with her. Only, in the way that he continually sexually fantasized about having sex with his mother, something that would never happen, having sex with his sister was just a sexual fantasy too. The only thing better than having sex with his slutty sister would be to have sex with his God loving and Devil fearing mother.
Just for the sake of bringing her down from Heaven to Earth with the rest of the mere mortals, he'd love to strip his mother naked. He'd love to watch her fall to her knees in front of him in the way she falls to her knees when she prays to God and take him in her mouth. In the way that his father, no doubt, would love for his sister to suck him, he'd love for his mother to blow him. Knowing sex with his sister and/or his mother would never happen, not nearly the same, he'd have to be content with seeing one or the other naked while being sexually satisfied to masturbate his incestuous lust in a tissue.
Standing directly across from her louvered, closet doors where he hid among her hanging clothes, wherever she moved in her room, whether facing him or not, Tommy could see his sister undressing. He could see the back and the right side of his sister from the closet and the front of his sister when facing him and in the reflection of her full, length mirror when not facing him. This was it. This was really it. This was really going to happen as planned. She was undressing. She was going to strip herself naked while he watched.
'Thank you Jesus,' he thought to himself in the way that his mother was always thanking Jesus for every little thing.
Knowing nothing he did ever worked out as planned, he couldn't believe his horny eyes while watching his sister undressing. Hiding in her closet was really working. Thank God she didn't open the closet first. Thank God she somehow didn't detect him in her room and in her closet. Thank God he hasn't coughed, sneezed, burped, or farted. Finally, he was going to see his sister naked. Naked, naked, naked, she was standing only a few feet from him while mindlessly undressing.
Knowing her routine and that she'd strip naked in readiness for her shower, she was going to give him a sexy show of her hot, naked body. He stared at her as if trying to remember every fold of her soft skin and every curve of her shapely figure to masturbate over later. Finally, after she teased him with up skirts of her panties, up nightgowns of her pussy, down blouses of her bra, and down nightgowns of her tits, he was finally going to see his sister naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see his sexy sister naked. In the way that he couldn't wait to see her naked body, he only wished she'd want to see his naked body too.
The perfect plan, once undressed and wearing nothing but her bathrobe, when she left her room to take her shower, he'd sneak out of her room and go in his room to masturbate over all that he saw of her. Having missed so many of her prior, free striptease shows, he only wished he had thought of salaciously spying on his sexy sister sooner. He only wished he had one of those spy cameras to record her undressing but knowing her as he did, suspicious of men and especially of him, she'd find the pinhole camera no matter where he hid it in her room. Yet, glad that he thought of the perfect plan of hiding in her closet and that his plan was working splendidly without a hitch, he couldn't wait until his sister was naked.
He watched her unbuttoning her blouse while wishing that he could feel her big tits through her blouse and bra while kissing her. Even if unable to touch her, feel her, and caress her through her clothes, where before he only imagined her undressing while masturbating over his imagined images, he was satisfied to finally watch her undress. Button by slow button, as if she knew he was there hiding in her closet, he imagined she was purposely giving him a slow, sexy striptease show. Or, giving herself a show, was this how she always undressed?
Wiggling and sashaying her body while pacing in front of the mirror, as if she was slow dancing to an imagined music in her head, Christine unbuttoned her blouse to expose her long, line of cleavage and her sexy, low cut bra. He stared at the roundness of her breasts that her too small bra exposed nearly down to her areolas. Whenever she leaned forward and whichever way she moved, he could clearly see her areolas and the top of her nipples down her low cut bra. Just as he watched her, obviously in love with herself in the way that he was with her, she looked at herself in the mirror in the way that he watched her in the mirror. Imagining that she was modeling for him, the star of her own show, he watched his sister staring at herself in the mirror.
A full, shapely C cup, his sister had big tits with big nipples and he could clearly see the impressions her big nipples made through her bra. He'd give anything to finger her nipples through her bra before sucking her nipples through her bra. Even though she was his big sister, especially being that she was his big sister, especially now that she was standing there in her unbuttoned blouse and exposed bra, Tommy wished he could feel his sister's tits through her blouse and bra while French kissing her. Imagining she was expressly undressing for him, Christine removed her blouse from her beautiful body and tossed her top on her bed. Now instead of having to settle for furtive glimpses of her pink bra with sneaky, down blouse views, she was standing right there not a dozen feet away from him in her sexy, low cut, pink brassiere.
'Wow!'
An incestuous, sexual fantasy come true, Tommy held his breath while watching his sister reach around herself to unbutton and unzip her short skirt. This was it, his favorite view to see, even better than seeing her in her barely there bikini, as if she was his very own personal Victoria's Secret angel without the wings and the halo, he was about to see his sister in her bikini panty and low cut bra. As if falling in slow motion in concert to the instant reaction his body had to seeing his sister in her panty and bra, her skirt fell to the floor in precision to him getting an erection in his jeans.
Attired in a matching set, there she was standing before him in her pink, bikini panty and pink, low cut bra. Finally, always wanting to see it more closely, he was privy to the new tattoo that she had just above her ass crack. A tattoo that she refused to show him, no matter how much he begged her to see, for feigned modesty sake was her reasoning, it was an arrow with writing in bold, italic that read, Outgoing Only. Apparently not into anal sex, his sister was such a sexy slut nonetheless. If his father ever saw her tattoo, insane with lust for her, he imagined he'd rape his daughter and force her to have anal sex with him. A religious zealot, his father was just as twisted by the Devil as his mother was crazed over Jesus and as some Muslims are with Jihad.
Not nearly enough to just watch her undressing and stripping herself naked, he'd give anything to hold her, to kiss her, to feel her, and to strip her naked himself while fondling her where no little brother should ever fondle his big sister. Risking being caught, well worth the consequences he'd face if being detected hiding in her closet, if only just this one time, he needed to see his sister naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see his sister naked. Naked, naked, naked, he's waited so long and masturbated so much over the erotic thoughts of imagining his big sister naked. Now, finally, he was about to see Christine naked. He'll be masturbating over seeing her naked for the rest of his life.
In readiness to masturbate over the naked images of his sister in the clump of tissues that he held in his other hand, as if his sister was there kneeling before him in her closet, he slowly and quietly unzipped himself and pulled out his cock. Rather than him degrading himself by masturbating over her and having her know the pervert that he is, should she catch him hiding there, he wished she'd hide in his closet to watch him strip naked while she masturbated over him. Only seeing the female sex from his point of view, why is it always the men who are perverts and not the women? How come his sister doesn't peep on him in the way that he peeps on her? Wishing she'd lust over him in the way that he lusts over her, he'd love to show her his big prick. He wished he knew what it felt like for his sister to hold his cock in her hand and stroke him before taking him in her mouth. He wished he knew what it felt like to be inside of his sister while having his wicked way with her big tits.
Silently while careful not to make a sound, he slowly stroked himself to his sister parading around her bedroom in her barely there underwear. Better than watching a Victoria's Secrets, underwear model on a television commercial and better than masturbating over a Sports Illustrated swimsuit model or a bathing bikini beauty, the images of his nearly naked sister walking around in her panty and bra permanently etched a sexy imprint in his head. Now that he's seen what she looks like in her panty and bra, he'll never again have to imagine what she looks like in her sexy underwear. He'll be masturbating over this sexy sight of her parading around in her lingerie every day and every night. Only with his voyeuristic plan prematurely coming to an end, upsetting his perfectly, perverted plan in hoping to see his sister naked, he forgot that she'd need to open her closet door to retrieve her bathrobe.
'Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! What do I do now?'
How could he forget that? He's such a dumb shit. She'll never strip naked without first getting her bathrobe. In the way that he does, hoping his mother and/or his sister will catch him naked, she'd never walk from her room to the bathroom or from the bathroom to her bedroom naked. Ruined, her naked striptease show is ruined. Now, unless he barged in the bathroom while she was stepping out of the shower or barged in her bedroom while she was removing her nightgown, in the way that he once did to his mother, he'll never see his sister naked. Naked, naked, naked, his perverted plan to see his sister naked was ruined.
Closing his eyes while cringing at the shit storm heading his way and bracing himself for the physical assault that his bitchy sister would surely give him for merely seeing her in her underwear, never mind naked, Christine had her hand on her closet doorknob poised to open it. Holding his breath, he hoped beyond hope that she'd look the other way while mindlessly reaching in her closet for her bathrobe and wouldn't see him standing there in the dark closet with his hand around his erection. Hoping for the best while expecting the worst, maybe when she saw his cock, she'd want him. Imagining his sexy sister being so taken by his erection, he hoped she'd embrace him, reach out and touch him, and stroke him instead of beating him. Imagining her falling to her knees to blow him in the way she's blown so many of her boyfriends, he continued stroking himself over the thoughts of exposing his cock to his sister when she opened her closet door. If he couldn't see her naked, maybe him flashing his cock to her is just as good. Maybe if he flashed her his cock, she'd forgive him for peeping on her.
In a desperate move to somehow hide within her clothes, he fell back further within her closet. Yet, with her closet so jam packed full of her clothes, bouncing his body off of them, and with him too big and her closet too small for him to stealthily hide without being detected anyway, seeing his sister in her underwear was the best that he could do. He'd have to settle for seeing her in her sexy pink bra and her pink bikini panty while continuing to imagine her naked as he endlessly masturbated over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with her naked body. If nothing else, at least he got to see her in her sexy underwear.
To be continued...
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Just as he thought that his sister Christine was about to open her closet door, she didn't. Just as he thought that he was about to be discovered hiding in her closet and beaten to a bloody pulp by his always angry sister, Tommy had a reprieve when her cell phone played "Sugarland's Stuck Like Glue." The chance he needed to make good his escape, figuring she'd take the phone with her in the bathroom, he couldn't when she remained in her room to take the call.
"Hello?"
"Oh, hi, Jason," she said excitedly in the way of a schoolgirl impatiently waiting to be invited to her high school prom. Quickly controlling her excited tone, she played it cool by trying not to show how excited she was to talk to him, her new Mr. Dreamboat. "How are you?"
She curled her hair around her finger as if it was Jason's hand touching her long, blonde, lush, beautiful hair.
"A barbeque? Really? When? This Sunday? Gee, I don't know," she said pumping her arm in victory as if she had just won a tennis match while listening to what he had to say on the other end.
"It's such short notice. Why Sunday instead of Saturday, may I ask? Nude Day? Really? No kidding. This Sunday is Nude Day? I didn't know that. I had no idea," she said rolling her eyes. "With my parents being so morally religious, I've never celebrated that holiday."
"Naked? Everyone attending must get naked? Really. No kidding. Wow. It sounds like fun," she said pumping her fist again. "Duh. It's a naked Nude Day barbeque. Of course. Gotcha. I see. Cool. Maybe I should wear an apron incase I'm standing too close to the grill cooking," she said with a laugh.
"How many people will be attending? Wow! What did you invite the whole town?" She laughed her sexy laugh instead of her annoying little laugh. "Gees, I don't know Jason. I could probably get naked in front of you and a few others," she said touching herself between her legs and through her panties as if imagining herself naked in front of Jason and him touching her instead of her touching herself.
Tommy watched his sister rubbing herself in the way that he wished he could touch her, feel her, and rub her. She listened to Jason talking before speaking.
"I don't know if I can get naked in front of all of those people. Yeah, that's true, with so many other naked people, I'll just blend," she said making a face.
In the way his sexy sister looks, always a standout beauty, she'd never just blend.
"Let me think about it. Okay. Bye," she said hanging up her phone and jumping around the room in her panty and bra with joy.
"Oh my God. Oh my God. I can't believe that Jason invited me to a Nude Day, naked barbeque. Men, men, men. I can't wait to get naked in front of all of those horny, young men. I can't wait to see all of those cocks begging to be sucked and fucked," she said. "Wait until they see my God given body, especially the ones who haven't already seen me naked," she said under her breath. "I'll be the sexy star of the Nude Day revue show. No one has a better body than me," she said looking at herself in the mirror while turning one way before turning the other.
Obviously for Tommy to be hiding in her closet, he wholeheartedly agreed that his sister had the best body that he still hoped to see naked. As soon as Christine hung up her call with Jason, reading text messages received from her girlfriends, no doubt about the Nude Day naked barbeque, she was on the phone calling her best friend Amanda.
"You're not going to believe who just called me Amanda. Jason just called me. What? Seriously? He did? He called you too? No kidding. Really? Oh," she said unable to conceal her disappointment.
Always upbeat, in control, and positive, Tommy watch sadness take over her face. More importantly, she stopped touching herself to focus more on her cell phone conversation.
"No, um, I just thought he was asking me out on a date but I guess he wasn't. He was just inviting me to the Nude Day barbeque along with everyone else in the town," she said with a shrug.
She stopped talking to listen to her friend.
"What? Me? No, of course not. I'm not interested in him at all. You can go after him if you want. With an entire Nude Day celebration of naked men, there's plenty of other fish in the sea. Just don't get mad if he wants me instead of you. Why? He likes blondes," she said with a laugh.
She stayed quiet while listening to Amanda talking again. The two of them talked a lot on their cell phones. They could be talking on the phone for hours and, especially now that she's not removing anymore of her clothes and stripping naked, he didn't know if he could stay cooped up in her closet much longer. What to do? Should he stay or should he leave?
"Are you going to go? Me? I don't know. I haven't decided. I told him that I needed to think about it. How many are going? Wow. Cool. To be honest, I just don't know if I can strip naked in front of all of those people," she said rolling her eyes again.
Knowing his sister for the slut that she was, she'd walk around naked in front of the whole town if she could without being arrested. Tommy watched his sexy sister looking at herself in the mirror while endlessly talking on her cell phone. He knew if she was talking to Amanda that it would be a long conversation. Worth being caught and taking a beating from her to see her naked, his last hope of seeing her without her clothes, he hoped she'd get undressed while talking to Amanda on the phone. Only, he seriously didn't think that she'd undress while on her phone.
Turning from side to side, she no doubt thought of getting naked in front of Jason and everyone else for Nude Day in the way that she was looking at herself now. She looked at her underwear clad body as if she was wearing a bikini or imagining herself naked. Sucking in her already flat, toned stomach and pushing out her oversized breasts, she turned one way before turning the other. Then she turned around and leaned forward to look at the roundness of her panty clad ass in the mirror. His sister was such a whore but he was glad that she was giving him such a show in her underwear.
As if she was a bikini model, Tommy was enjoying the sexy lingerie modeling show. If only his sister knew he was hiding in her closet, he'd have Hell to pay. Enjoying the sexy show now for the retribution he'd receive later, so long as she strips naked, whatever punishment she doles out will be worth it. Nonetheless, the sexy striptease, bra and panty show she was giving him, the continued thought behind his focused stares was that he'd love to feel her through her panty and bra while kissing her and undressing her. Knowing that would never happen, willing to seeing her in her panty and bra, the best that he could hope for was that she'd strip naked before opening her closet door and finding him.
"Tell me and be honest. Could you really get naked in front of all those people?"
She waited while listening for Amanda to respond.
"Yeah, I suppose I could get naked so long as everyone else was naked too. I mean, it is Nude Day after all. Yeah, that's true too. We'll probably all be drunk. I could always hide in the water until my skin wrinkled and I turned blue," she said with a laugh.
She remained silent while giving Amanda a chance to speak.
"Now that I think more about it, I don't know if I could get naked in front of all of those people," she said making an excited face in the mirror that told him that she couldn't wait to get naked in front of everyone. "My bikini? That's not nearly the same as being naked Amanda," she laughed. "Fully covered, my bikini hides all the faults of my body, not that I have any," she said with a laugh and a toss her hair with her head.
With his leg cramping and no telling how much longer she'd be on the phone, Tommy was ready to bolt from her closet, run from her room, and hide somewhere outside where she couldn't find him until she cooled down. Just as he was ready to flee, forgetting all about his cramped leg, she unsnapped her bra.
"Wearing my barely there bikini is one thing but parading around naked in front of strangers is something else," she said unsnapping her front snapping bra one handed to expose her big breasts to the mirror's reflection and to the horny eyes of her brother.
'Oh my God,' thought Tommy as if finally finding religion. 'Thank you Jesus.'
As if her front snapping bra was the gates to Heaven that opened in slow motion just for him, Tommy imagined hearing the music to Beethoven's Symphony No. 9, Opus 125, Joyful, Joyful, We Adore Thee, from Choral, "Ode to Joy," in the background that heralded his sister showing her perfect tits.
Definitely, if he adored anything, he adored his sister's big boobs. He watched his sister wiggle her left arm out of her left bra strap before taking the phone in her other hand to remove her bra from her right arm and toss it on the bed. Topless now, unable to believe his horny eyes, his sister was topless.
In the way that he saw his mother's big tits when he burst in her bedroom while she was undressing, now he saw his sister's big tits too. His sexual fantasy finally coming true, her big tits were right there only a few feet away from him. If seeing his sister in her panty and bra wasn't enough, seeing her naked tits was worth any beating that she could give him and any punishment that his parents would give him.
Ambidextrous in stripping herself naked, not missing a word of her cell phone conversation, she returned the phone to her favored hand, her right hand. Then, while still talking on the phone, she walked to her dresser and picked up her hairbrush. She returned to the full length mirror to look at herself and stare at her tits while brushing her hair. Mesmerized by the movement of her breasts, as if he kept time to his sordid action, he stroked his cock to her brushing her hair.
Amanda was hogging the cell phone conversation now. He could hear her talking and laughing whenever his sister held the phone away from her ear to do something or reach for something. It was easier to focus on his sister's breasts while she remained silent to listen to Amanda. Yet with Christine not talking but listening, he'd have a better chance of being detected. Hoping she'd remove her panties too, he needed not to make a sound.
Brushing her hair while talking on her cell phone, accustomed to multi-tasking especially when driving and while talking and/or texting on the cell phone, Christine brushed her long, blonde, lush hair in front of the full length mirror. Exchanging hands with the phone and the hairbrush, she brushed the other side of her beautiful hair, fifty strokes on one side and fifty strokes on the other side. As if mesmerized by the sight of her perfectly round areolas and hypnotized by the sight of her pink nipples, Tommy watched his sister's breasts bouncing and jiggling. As if her tits kept a dancing beat to her brushing her hair, he continued slowly stroking his cock to the movement of her big boobs.
Knowing he'd be detected as soon as she stopped brushing her hair and opened her closet door to retrieve her robe, he wished he had the forethought to toss her robe out on her bed before she walked in her room or while she was busy talking on the phone. Yet, if he had tossed out her robe now, no doubt, she'd see him open her closet door and toss out her robe. Careful not to ejaculate cum in her closet, he slowed his stroking. Too dark in the closet to see what he was doing, already defiling his sister enough by peeping on her, he didn't want to cum all over her clothes too. She'd freak out if he ejaculated his sperm in her closet. Besides, wanting to savor the moment, he needed to see her naked before ejaculating his lust for his sister in his tissues. He just hoped that he could remain quiet while cumming.
"Wait. What was I thinking? My parents would never allow me to go. No way! You know them. Bordering on zealots, they're both religious freaks. As if they're Amish, Mennonite, or Mormon, they think that anything fun is inspired by the Devil trying to take over my soul," she said with a laugh. "They'd never allow me to have any fun, especially something deemed so sexual in the way of stripping off my clothes to celebrate the naked Nude Day holiday. They never allow me to do anything."
With each one giving the other a chance to speak, she listened to Amanda in silence and without interrupting her as she always did and as Amanda returned the courtesy when talking to her on the cell phone. With her twirling her hair with her finger again, she must be thinking of Jason naked, thought Tommy. In the way that she's already sucked and fucked so very many men, she must be thinking about sucking Jason's cock before fucking him. She must really want to go to this Nude Day barbeque.
"I don't know what to do Amanda. They'll never allow me to go and I don't dare lie to my Daddy."
Knowing that his parents would never allow her to go, maybe if he plotted and planned a way for her to go, his idea would save him from a beating and from her telling her parents that he was hiding in her closet while peeping on her undressing. Without doubt, avoiding a beating, her really wanting to go to the Nude Day barbeque was something that he could use to his advantage when she discovered him hiding in her closet. He just needed to think of a way to get her to go. Who knows, maybe if he thought of a perfect plan, she'd be grateful enough to have sex with him as her gratitude and as his blackmail for lying to her father.
"I know I'm twenty-one-years-old Amanda but Daddy gives me the drill that, so long that I'm still living under his roof and he's supporting me, paying for my car, my cell phone, and my college tuition, blah, blah. I know, I know," she said staying quiet to listen to her friend.
"Actually, if it wasn't for my mother and my annoying, little brother always being around, I could persuade my father to allow me to go," she said twirling her hair around her finger in the way she twirls her father around her finger. How? Easy. All I have to do is to wear my cropped top without a bra. Eww, I know right? Every time I wear that sexy top, when I reach up or bend my breasts are exposed. As if the bottoms of my exposed breasts are his signal to feel my tits, he chases me around the house in a game of tickle and tease in the way he used to do when I was a child."
She stopped to listen to her girlfriend.
"He did? You're brother saw you naked? Get out of here! No way. How? Are you kidding me? He hid in your closet and peeped on you? Gross, that's so gross. You must have been so embarrassed? Your brother is such a little pervert. Mine is too. They both leer at me. What? Your father saw you naked too? Get out of here! No way. Double gross. When? You were drunk and he undressed you? Stop. I don't believe you. You're making this up...aren't you? Where was your mother? Out? Oh. Wow!"
Christine stopped to listen to her girlfriend again.
"What? A blowjob? No way, I'd never suck my brother or my father. You did? You sucked your father? No way! Gross. That's so gross. You're so wicked Amanda. Yeah, of course, I blamed everything I've ever done on being drunk and/or high," she said with a laugh. "Yet even though I tease my Daddy and allow him to feel my tits while pretending I don't know he's being so inappropriate, I'd never suck him. Eww," she said remaining quiet to allow Amanda to speak.
"If you were that drunk, I'm surprised you remembered what happened. Or was that your excuse to have your father strip you naked before sucking your father? Okay, okay, sorry. So, tell me," said Christine pausing before continuing. "Did he cum in your mouth? He did? Did you swallow? You did? Oh my God. And I thought I was the slut," she said laughing.
"Anyway Amanda, unless I can get my father alone somehow—no I'm not going to suck him," she said with a laugh. "The only way that I can go to the Nude Day barbeque is to be honest with them and tell them that it's a Nude Day barbeque that I'll be attending. Only, if I tell them that I'll be naked in public, they'll never allow me to go."
She stopped talking to listen again.
"Yeah, I suppose that I can do that, not tell them that it's a Nude Day barbeque. I'll just say that it's a barbeque and tell them that I'll be wearing my bikini under my cover-up, instead of parading around naked. Only, for fear that they'll discover the truth, I can't lie to my parents. A long shot at best, other than being forthright with them and hoping they allow me to go, I don't know any other way they'll let me attend but to tell them the truth and hope for the best," she said with sadness.
She stopped talking to listen to her friend talking on the other end again.
"It's just too bad that the barbeque is on Sunday instead of Saturday. Why? I'd have a better chance of going to the Nude Day celebration if the barbeque was on Saturday. My mother does church things the whole day every Sunday and expects the whole family to attend with her as if we're still little kids. I know. Right? I'm so tired of hanging around her church congregation, that self-righteous, prudish group of goody too-shoes, religious fanatics. I'd love to see them having a Nude Day barbeque," she said with a hysterical laugh. "That would be funny to see all of those holier than thou, holy rollers naked."
Tommy stroked himself to a harder erection while staring at his sister's tits. He couldn't believe his eyes. After years of trying to see his sister naked, always staring at her in her bikini and masturbating in his room when seeing just the mere sides of her breasts while she sunned herself with her bikini top unhooked, here she was topless. Topless, topless, topless, his sister was topless and his sister's big tits were right there.
Better than any movie star's breasts and as beautiful as any Playboy Playmate's knockers, his sister had the hot body that every man would want in his bed and every woman would want to have as their own. So shapely and symmetrical, he couldn't believe how big and beautiful her breasts were. A full C cup, just like his mother, he knew their sizes after going through the laundry hamper and masturbating over feeling their bras and sniffing their panties. He only wished he could touch her tits, feel her tits, caress her tits, and suck her tits.
Adept at talking on the phone while doing everything one handed, he'd love for her to give him a hand job while she endlessly and mindlessly talked to Amanda on her cell phone. He imagined feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while she continued talking on the phone without missing a word. He'd love to hear her tell her girlfriend that she caught her brother hiding in her closet and was giving him a hand job while talking to her. He imagined his sister telling her friend that she had to go because she needed to suck her brother.
Then, as if his wishing caused her to do it, so adept at doing everything one handed, he watched her roll down her bikini panties with her left hand. Naked, naked, naked, she was naked. When she turned and stepped closer to the closet to toss her panties on her bed, right in his line of vision, she stood naked in front of her closet and before him. Always figuring she was trimmed and not bushy, just like his mother, after he got a glimpse of his mother's pussy in an up nightgown view, he was surprised that his sister's pussy was shaved. He'd love to feel the softness of her bald cunt with his hand before probing her deeper with his finger.
Perhaps, getting ready for Nude Day to see what she'd look like bald and with time enough for her to grow some of her pubic hair back, her shaved pussy is a recent trimming. Staring at his sister's naked body, he wished he could touch her, feel her, and have sex with her. He'd do anything for her to suck his cock. Imagining his sister on her knees with his hard cock buried in her pretty mouth while she looked up at him with her big, blue eyes was one of his favorite sexual fantasies to have.



So physically endowed and so blessed by their beauty, Christine had a wonderful ass, an even better ass than his mother's ass. No slouch in the looks department, his 44-year-old mother, Helen, a real MILF, had a beautiful body too but Christine's body was perfect, no doubt, due as much to her genetics as to her younger age. If his mother still looks this good at her age, he could only imagine what she must have looked like at Christine's age.
As incestuously horny for his mother as he is for his sister, perfectly timing his entrance just as she removed her nightgown, he recently saw his mother naked when he intentionally barged in her bedroom on the pretense of telling her something important. Still positioned over her face and unable to immediately free and/or cover herself, a sexy dream come true, her nightie was momentarily tangled in her long, blonde hair. Before his mother could realize that her son was standing in her bedroom and ogling her naked body, he stood there staring while enjoying the sexy show of his mother's tits and pussy. In the way he stood there motionless and, once she freed herself from her nightie, in the way she nonchalantly looked at him looking at her, he wondered if she purposely flashed him. Nah, his mother was a religious woman and a good Christian woman, she'd never lead him astray and down the wrong path, the pothole filled road that led to the Devil's playground of incest and debauchery, instead of the road to Heaven and to his salvation.
"Knock the next time Tommy," she said slow to cover her nakedness with her nightgown while looking at him leering at her. As if shocked into inaction, unable to leave her bedroom, he couldn't stop staring at his mother's naked body. "I'll just be a minute," she said giving her son the eye with a sexy smile while waiting for him to leave her room before continuing dressing.
Nonetheless, whether intentional or not, with his mother slow to cover herself, he still got a good look of her naked body long enough for him to masturbate every morning and every night over all that he saw of her. As if he captured her on film, he remembered every curve of his mother's beautiful body. Her big breasts, round areolas, and erect nipples, filled his eyes as if he was a druggie waiting for his fix while he masturbated over all that he saw of his naked mother.
"Listen. I gotta go," said Christine to Amanda. "I have to take a shower. I'll talk to you tomorrow about the Nude Day barbeque this Sunday. And you'll have to tell me more about your brother peeping on you and your father undressing you. I still can't believe you sucked your father," said Christine laughing.
She remained quiet while listening to her friend.
"Okay. I have to go. I don't know if I can but I'll try to go to the Nude Day party. Not wanting to lie to them, God forbid I'm caught lying to them, my Dad will lift up my skirt, pull down my panties, bend me over his knees, and spank my naked ass raw red again. Really? No kidding. Your father does that to you too? I thought I was the only one," she said with a mixture of sadness and sexual excitement.
She listened to her friend again while Tommy stroked himself to Amanda's brother peeping on her, being stripped naked, and her blowing her father. He stroked himself to Christine and Amanda's Dads lifting up their short skirts, pulling down their panties, and bending them over their knees to spank them. Something he wished he could have watched, where was he when his sister was getting a spanking?
"So embarrassing for him to spank me like that as if I'm still a little girl, especially when he spanks me in front of his friends, I need to think of something to tell my parents for them to allow me to go to the Nude Day barbeque. Okay. I'll talk to you later. Bye."
To be continued...
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Hell to pay or maybe not and just a blessing in disguise, Christine catches her horny brother hiding in her closet.
Still masturbating and not realizing that she was already off the phone, it all happened so fast. Knowing he'd be caught but not expecting her just to appear there without warning and before he could stuff his cock back in his pants, Christine caught Tommy by surprise. When she turned to walk to her closet door, walking to the far side of the room first, she momentarily stepped from out of his view. Not even giving him the chance to put his cock away and with his hand still wrapped around his stiff prick while stroking himself, Christine flung open her closet door to retrieve her bathrobe.
"Tommy! You little pervert," she said covering her breast with one hand and her pussy with the other. She cowered down as if she was a Japanese woman whose skirt and panties were just torn from her body in an alleyway.
As if he was a degenerate Bogeyman and she was his sexual celebrity, she stared at him in shocked surprise while he stared at her with lust.
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," he said not looking up at her eyes but talking to what he could see of her beautiful breasts and shaved pussy.
An insincere apology, Tommy wasn't sorry at all for peeping he had done on his sister. He didn't mean that he was sorry for hiding in her closet and catching her naked. He was sorry that she discovered him hiding in the closet. He was sorry that he was stupid enough to be caught by forgetting that she'd have to open her closet door to retrieve her bathrobe. Now standing proud while sexually excited, he was no longer sorry when Christine looked down at his erection. Staring at what she couldn't cover of her breasts with her hand and forearm and of her pussy with her other hand, he watched her stare at his cock in the way that he was staring at her naked body.
Shock and awe didn't describe the Iraqi War in the way that it described Christine catching her little brother hiding in her closet. As if he was imagining her reaction to seeing his engorged prick while he masturbated in his bedroom or in the bathroom, he couldn't believe his sister was looking at his nakedness in the way that he was staring at her nakedness. Never expecting this reaction from her, he was glad that he forgot to toss out her bathrobe. He was happy that she caught him in her closet. He only wished he had thought of hiding in her closet before.
She looked down at his erection sticking straight out from his jeans and before her little brother could react, she uncovered her pussy to wrap her hand around his cock. In the way she'd looked up at so very men when her hand was around their engorged pricks, she looked up at her little brother with a sexy stare. A sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe his eyes when Christine wrapped her hand around his cock. Not only has he finally seen his sister naked but now she was about to give him a hand job or maybe even a blowjob.
"Is this what you want?"
She looked at him in the way that he imagined her looking at one of her endless line of boyfriends before giving them sex.
"Yes," he said staring at her hand wrapped around his prick.
He thought about the conversation that his sister just had with Amanda and wondered if this is what Amanda did to her brother when she caught him peeping on her in her closet. Obviously inspired and horny from her phone call with her best friend, he imagined Amanda giving her little brother a hand job, maybe even a blowjob, when she caught him in her closet.
"Does it feel good for me to hold your prick in my hand?" She smiled as if she was his sexy girlfriend instead of his bitchy sister.
"Yes," he said again not able to utter another word other than a three letter, single syllable one.
"I bet you'd love for me to stroke you," she said looking up at him while slowly stroking him.
"Oh God yes. I'd love for you to stroke me Christine," he said.
"I bet you'd love for me to masturbate you while you play with my tits and finger my nipples," she said moving her arm away from her breasts to show her brother her tits.
She looked at her brother with incestuous eyes while stroking him faster. As much of an exhibitionist as he was a voyeur, she looked down at herself as if to see what her brother could see of her.
"Oh my God, Christine. Yes, I'd love for you to masturbate me while I play with your big tits," said Tommy reaching out his horny hand to touch, feel, fondle, and caress her big breasts and finger her nipples.
Difficult enough to wrap his brain around seeing his sexy sister naked, he couldn't believe she was stroking his cock while he felt her breasts. If there was a God, he was in that room with him now in answer to his prayers. Only, this was a Godless house and only the Devil was welcome here.
"Would you like me to make you cum Tommy?"
Seemingly just as excited at the prospect of making her brother cum as he was at the prospect of cumming for his sister, she looked at him with an excited smile. A beautiful woman already, as if an inner glow lit up her face, she was so very much prettier when she smiled than when she scowled at him.
"Yes Christine," he said as if he was in a hypnotic trance.
"Would you like to cum all over my tits Tommy?"
Of course preferring to cum in her mouth, cumming on his sister's tits was his second selection but he'd never turn down one in deference for the other. A much better outcome, not expecting to cum at all, he figured she'd give him a beating before screaming out for her Daddy.
"I'd love to cum all over your big tits Christine," he said hoping that she'd changed her mind and give him a blowjob instead.
As if she was possessed by the Devil and maybe she was to tease her brother in the way she was doing, she gave him a sinful smile.
"I bet you'd love for me to fall to my knees and suck you," she said looking down at his erection while fondling the head of his cock with her fingertips before looking up at him with a sexy smile.
As if he was her lover instead of her brother, she continued slowly stroking him while smiling at him. He never knew his sister could be this nice. With her beautiful face, sensational figure, and now her enticing personality, no wonder why she has so many boyfriends.
"Oh my God, Christine. Seriously? Are you kidding me? You'd really blow me? Yes, I'd love for you to suck me while I play with your tits and finger your nipples," said Tommy. "Suck my cock Christine. Suck me."
"Instead of cumming on my tits, would you prefer to cum in my mouth Tommy?" Not waiting for him to answer her question, she got down on her knees in front of her opened closet.
A sight that he's masturbated over a hundred times, his sister on her knees with her hand around his erection before taking his cock in her mouth, he couldn't believe this was really happening. Better than the hand job that he imagined Amanda gave her little brother, Christine was about to blow him.
"I'd love to cum in your pretty mouth Christine," he said tracing her lips with his finger while she took his finger in her mouth and sucked it in the way that he imagined her soon sucking his cock.
"Would you like for me to swallow your cum?"
She batted her eyelashes at him and swallowed as if she was practicing swallowing his cum. A woman who's already given men so very many blowjobs, he didn't think she needed to practice sucking cock or swallowing. Nonetheless, something he figured he'd have to beg her to do, for her to do at all, as if she was asking for his permission, he couldn't believe she was asking him if he wanted to cum in her mouth and asking him if he wanted her to swallow his cum. Wow!
"Yes," he said putting a gentle hand behind his sister's head and pushing her mouth forward to meet his erect prick.
With his cock mere was inches from her lips, wanting to be a gentleman about this instead of the animal that he is, he so wanted to grab a handful of her beautiful, blonde hair and impale her mouth with his cock. Instead of humping her mouth and fucking her face prematurely, enjoying the moment and savoring this sexy exchange instead, he couldn't wait for her to open her mouth and take him inside. He couldn't believe his sister was going to blow him. A real, slutty cocksucker if ever she was one, she's a real pig and a whore for her to blow her little brother but he was happy that she was.
If he knew having sex with his sister was so easy, he would have hidden himself in her closet a long time ago. Giving him a sexy look as if she wanted to play with her brother and masturbate him before blowing him, he returned her look with his horny stare at her big, beautiful, blue eyes while staring down at her perfectly symmetrical breasts. He'll be masturbating over this day forever. He couldn't wait for her to suck him while he fondled her tits and fingered her nipples.
Then, in an instant, as if she was suddenly off of her personality disorder medication, she reverted back to her angry self. Instead of stroking him and instead of giving him the hand job and the blowjob that he so wanted and thought that she'd give him, she had an immediate change of plan. As if she had a black belt in Jiu Jitsu penis pulling, she jerked him by his cock. As if she was a professional wrestler on the wrestling team instead of a cheerleader on the cheerleading squad, pulling him hard as if trying to pull off his cock, she stood while yanking him from the closet by his erection.
"Were you peeping on me? Were you jerking off over me, you little pervert? You had better not gotten any cum on my clothes. How dare you disrespect me," she said continuing to state the obvious. "How dare you violate your own sister's privacy by peeping on me," she said squeezing his cock harder in her hand.
"Ow! Easy Christine. You're going to rupture me," he said trying to lessen the grip she had on his cock.
"Where are your morals? Have you no decency? I'm your sister and not some slut out in the street. You're such a pervert Tommy," she said staring at him with anger and contempt. Then she said those three words that he didn't need to hear at a time like this, especially at a time like this. "I'm telling Daddy."
With her back now to the closet and his back to her bed, relinquishing her modesty by uncovering her nakedness to give him an angry two armed shove, she pushed him back on her bed. In his desperate attempt to catch his balance and break his fall, he grabbed at his sister's arm and pulled her on top of him. With him rolling around on his sister's bed with her and taking the unexpected opportunity given him to grab every part of his sister's naked body, his horny hands were all over his sister's round, firm ass, big tits, and bald pussy. Deranged and depraved, he was determined to fill her pussy with his cock and fuck his own sister. Touching and feeling her everywhere instead of letting her go, when she resisted, he rolled on top of her and pinned her arms to her bed as if he was a wrestler winning a match.
Game over. He had her now. She was all his. This is what she gets for teasing him. Instead of having her blow him, being that he was already on top of her, he was going to fuck his slutty sister. As if he was about to slide his cock in a velvet glove, he could feel his cock pushing against her pussy. On the verge of penetrating her, he was right there ready to shove his hard, hairy cock in her warm, wet pussy. He was at the precipice of parting her clam before pounding her pussy. He couldn't wait to feel her warm wetness while kissing her before sucking her big nipples.
He wondered if she'd tell Amanda that her brother was hiding in the closet too. He wondered if she'd tell Amanda that she allowed him to fuck her. Never expecting that this would ever happen but thrilled that the opportunity presented itself, he couldn't wait to make love to his sister while kissing her. Maybe later, once he's fucked her, she'll blow him too. In the way that he imagined Amanda's father cumming in his daughter's mouth, in the way that his father wished he could cum in his daughter's mouth, he'd love to cum in his sister's mouth.
In his incensed and insane attempt at trying to penetrate his sister's pussy with his hard cock, he could feel his stiff prick pressing against his sister's swollen slit. Gradually he could feel her slit parting. He felt his sister's warm pussy juices on the head of his prick. No doubt a game that she needed to play, wanting to be taken before she submitted, even though she resisted, wiggled, kicked, and groaned, he could tell that she wanted him, at least, he hoped that she wanted him.
Able to free one of her hands from his grasp, with her released hand busy trying to swat away his cock from her cunt, going for broke and parting her lips with his tongue, he French kissed her. Knowing that once he kissed his big sister she'd be his, he couldn't wait to feel himself inside of her. Only, when he kissed her, she bit his lip, slapped his face, and kneed her little brother in the balls. Now free from his hold, she pushed at him to get him off of her.
"Ow! That really fucking hurt Christine," said Tommy holding his swollen, bleeding lip with one hand and his testicles with the other.
"Eww! Get off me Tommy, you pig," she said pushing him off of her and off of her bed. "What's wrong with you? I can't believe you French kissed me, your own sister. That's so gross," she said wiping her lips and spitting his saliva at him.
"I thought wanted me," he said with hurt and looking at her with rejection.
"Wanted you? Eww. You're so gross. I can't believe you saw me naked. I can't believe you groped my naked body. I can't believe you were jerking off over me. I can't believe you were trying to fuck your own sister," she said raising her voice.
"I'm sorry Christine. With you always teasing me, it's hard to read you. Then, in the way that you acted as if you wanted to masturbate me and blow me, you made me want to have sex with you," he said in his feeble attempt to justify his inappropriate actions.
"How dare you? What's wrong with you? I'm telling Mom and Dad that you tried having sex with me," she said pointing her finger of accusation at him as if he was a sinner and she was the righteous one when she was as much of a slutty sister as he was a perverted brother. "Get out of my room. Get out!"
Willing to run the risk of her physical assault by not leaving her rom, he stood his ground in front of her bed as if he was a dirty dog marking his territory with urine. Two peas in an incestuous pod and in a morally depraved, sinful house, he stared at her naked body while she stared at his exposed prick. Immorally poised and immodestly posed on her bed naked and not covering her nakedness with her hands or forearm, a chance of a lifetime to continue staring at his sexy sister naked, he wasn't about to leave. In the way they stared at one another, it was obvious that, playing the part of the slutty sister, she wanted to show him her naked body as much as he wanted to see her naked body. With her making no move to cover herself while continuing to stare at his cock, he wondered if she wanted him as much as he wanted her.
Still teasing him by making no effort to cover her nakedness, maybe she's playing hard to get. Maybe her thing is being forced and taken. No doubt, even though he was her brother, he was just another big cock to her. Different in the way that he felt about her, the fact that she was his sister played as big of a role as her having a wicked hot body. Both siblings were products of an uptight, religious, albeit incestuously twisted family that masked how they felt about sex with religion. Tommy's family was a family where moral decency had no foundation and meaning and incestuous debauchery had no limitations and boundaries.
"Wait," he said holding up his hand as if it was a mini stop sign or if he was a pastor addressing his congregation. "Please don't tell Mom and Dad that I was hiding in your closet and tried to have sex with you."
Thinking quick, if nothing else, with her making no attempt to cover her nakedness, he bought more time to stare at her tits and pussy.
"Why shouldn't I tell them that their son is a pervert? Give me one good reason not to tell them that you tried to rape me, your own sister," she said looking as if she was about to cry.
"Because I have a proposition for you," he said making no attempt to put his erection away and/or to leave her room. With her still staring at his exposed prick, and with her tits, pussy, and ass running through his mind in the way of a runaway freight train, he continued staring at his naked sister while waiting for her to respond to his proposal.
"A proposition?" Immediately, ready to play their sexy game again, the expression on her face changed. "What kind of proposition can you give me with your cock sticking straight out of your pants?"
With one sibling just as bad as the other and with her making no attempt to cover her nakedness, in the way that he stared at her nudity, she stared at his exposed erection.
"Just listen to what I have to say," he said in the way of a car salesman trying to sell a used car.
"I'm not giving you, my own brother, sex. Eww. That's so disgusting. That's so gross," she said. "If it's not bad enough that you've already seen me naked, touched me, felt me, and tried to fuck me while kissing me, I can't believe you want to have sex with me. You'd have to kill me for me to have sex with you," she said with a sneer. "No doubt you'd be the type who's into necrophilia. You'd be the type who'd get off having sex with my dead, naked body."
Still positioned on her bed with her legs spread open enough for him to see some of the pink of her pussy, she was as wicked in her lust for him as he was for her. Laying there naked with one arm finally positioned across her breasts and her other hand covering her bald pussy, she stared at her brother as if he was an intruder and a rapist and, in essence, he was.
"If you suck my cock Christine," he said holding his erection in his hand as if tempting her while staring at her.
"Suck your cock?" She looked at him in the way she'd look at dog excrement on the bottom of her shoe.
Popular with the men on the football and soccer teams, Tommy knew his big sister loved giving head. Just as she had a reputation for falling to her knees to pray, she had a reputation for falling to her knees to suck cock. Thinking that it may be the perfect gift, she was a woman who could make use of a pair of kneepads for Christmas.
"If you give me a blowjob while allowing me to feel your tits and finger your nipples—"
"I'm not sucking your cock and I'll never allow you to feel my tits and finger my nipples," she said, even though she already allowed him to feel her tits and finger her nipples. "You're my little brother," she said mildly protesting.
"If you do suck my cock, I'll help you go to the Nude Day barbeque," he said with a victorious smile.
"Tommy," she said suddenly softening in her indignation, no doubt, while thinking about attending the Nude Day barbeque.
She paused as if she was thinking about taking him up on his offer. No doubt for the sexy sake of seeing Jason naked and for him to see her naked, Tommy figured she'd do anything, even suck him, to go to the Nude Day barbeque. No doubt, in the way she'd be staring at Jason's cock at the Nude Day barbeque, she stared down at her brother's erect prick before looking up at her brother.
"What's the big deal Sis? It's just a blowjob. You've sucked lots of guys before. Just close your eyes and forget that I'm your brother and imagine that I'm Jason. Just think of me as one more cock to suck. With you being the head cheerleader in college, no pun intended, I heard lots of stories about you and the football team," he said with a devious smile. "I even heard the rumor about you pulling a train in a drunken, frat party gangbang and you doing a circle jerk with five members of the soccer team after they won the championship."



"Yeah, well, that was a long time ago, last year," she said flipping her blonde hair with a toss of her pretty head and with a naughty, little laugh. "I'm not like that anymore. I'm a good girl now. I'm not a slut and I stopped drinking and taking drugs. I only did those nasty things when I was drunk, high, and horny. Besides all that I did is in my past and besides, I can't suck your cock. You're my little brother," she said as if she was thinking about doing just that. "Blowing you would be wrong," she said staying silent while staring at him before staring down at his cock. "Wouldn't it?"
"Wrong? Blowing me is the right thing to do Christine. All you need to do is to blow me and I'll make sure you get to go to the Nude Day barbeque. Suck me Christine," he said taking a step closer to her while holding up his cock with his hand as if offering it to her.
"Tommy no. I can't. I can't blow my brother," she said looking up at him with those big, blue eyes.
"Take my cock in your mouth and blow me," he said moving closer to her. "If you blow me," he said raising his right hand as if swearing on a Bible and looking up at the ceiling as if he was looking up to Heaven. "I swear to God that I promise to find a way for you to attend the Nude Day barbeque with Jason."
She looked at him as if she was thinking about accepting his proposition.
"I'm not going to suck you Tommy, my own brother," she said putting a pensive finger to her lips while looking at him before looking down at his engorged prick as if pondering the idea of blowing him. Looking longer at his cock than she should, she stayed silent while staring at his erection.
"Suck me Christine. Blow me. You know you want to blow me. Do it. Just do it," he said as if he was making his own pornographic version of a Nike commercial.
"After I've sucked you," she said pausing, "how do I know you'll help me? How do I know your plan, whatever it is, will work? How do I know you're just saying that," she said pausing again and looking at face before looking down at his prick as if she imagined she was blowing him, "as just as your way to get me to blow you?"
"Trust me. Scouts honor," he said raising his right hand again.
"You were never a Boy Scout," she said with a laugh.
Still staring at her nakedness, he said everything he could think of to continue the conversation and prolong his stay in his sister's bedroom with her naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe he was standing there with his sister naked and his erect cock exposed to her.
"Mom believes everything I say. So long as I convince Mom, she'll convince Dad. She's the one who wears the pants in the family. Just as you're Dad's favorite, I'm Mom's favorite," he said staring at her tits.
As if to give him a better look of her breasts, she sat up and moved to the edge of the bed and put her hands face down beside her thighs. With her leaning forward a little, her breasts looked even bigger. A sight to behold with his sexy sister's naked breasts hanging down from her body, he imagined her breasts hanging over his mouth with her on top of him and fucking him. As if he had just sucked them, her nipples were erect and hard.
Hoping he was reading her correctly, moving closer to her, Tommy stepped forward with his cock still sticking straight out from his body. Now poised only inches from her mouth, she looked at her little brother while biting her lip before reaching out her hand to touch him and finger his cock with her fingertips. As if thinking of stroking someone else, Jason perhaps, she closed her eyes, wrapped her fingers around his cock, and slowly stroked him to an even harder erection.
"Okay, I'll suck you," she said opening her bright blue eyes to look up at her brother. "But if I don't get to go to the Nude Day barbeque after I blow you, I'll swear to God that I'll kill you. And if you tell anyone that I sucked your cock, you're dead meat. I mean it Tommy. No one must know that I blew you," she said cupping his testicles again and squeezing. "No one must know that you saw me naked and that I gave you, my baby brother, oral sex."
"I'm not a baby Christine. I'm 18-years-old. Taller and much bigger than you, I'm a fully grown man," he said. "Don't worry, this blowjob is just our little, dirty secret, I won't tell anyone," said Tommy, unbuttoning his jeans and pulling them off along with his underwear. "Okay, I'm ready for you to suck me. Blow me Christine. Suck my cock."
"Eww. Gross. This is so gross. This is so fucked up. I can't believe I'm doing this. I can't believe you're forcing me to do this just so that I can attend the Nude Day celebration. I can't believe I'm about to suck my own brother for the chance of going to a Nude Day barbeque in the hopes of having sex with Jason. You better make sure that you help me get to go or I'll really be pissed Tommy. I mean it. You'll be so sorry if I don't get to go to the Nude Day barbeque."
"Don't worry. I'll think of a good plan and my plan will work," he said still holding his cock in hand in anticipation of her mouth.
"If you think you've seen me angry before, you have no idea how angry I'll be if you trick me into sucking your cock without helping me. I'll make your life a miserable Hell on Earth if you don't help me to go to the Nude Day barbeque," she said grabbing his testicles and squeezing them again before letting go.
"Okay, okay, don't worry. I'll make sure that you go to the Nude Day barbeque. I promise. Don't worry, we'll come up with a good story and I'll swear to it," he said watching his sister lean down closer to him and to his engorged prick.
She took his erection in her hand again and stroked him a little faster this time. Leaning more forward with her breasts hanging even more forward from her body, she moved closer to him to allow him full access to her tits. Tommy felt, fondled, and caressed his sister's big boobs before fingering her hard nipples. Watching him fondling her breasts, she looked down at him as if she was watching her romantic lover instead of her baby brother. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, his horny hands were all over his sister's big knockers while she stroked his cock to a harder erection.
"Easy with my nipples Tommy. You're going to pull them off of me," she said pulling away from his horny hands to cover her nipples with her hands.
"Why? All the women I've been with like having me pull, turn, and twist their nipples. Some women even love for me to bite their nipples."
"Yeah, well, unlike the little sluts you've been with, my body is more delicate and sensitive. My nipples are my erogenous zone and if you continue fingering them like that," she said pausing before whispering her sudden desire for her baby brother. "I swear I'll fuck you," she said sliding from the bed to fall to her knees and take him in her mouth.
"Really? You'll fuck me?" He looked at her as if he was just given the combination to a safe that was filled with gold. "Seriously? Lemme get this straight. You'll fuck me if I continue playing with your nipples?"
Interrupting the blowjob that she was giving him, he squatted down to her and took his sister's nipple in his mouth, first one and then the other while fingering the nipple that he wasn't sucking.
"Don't. I mean it Tommy. Please don't suck my tits. You mustn't suck my nipples. Oh God that feels so good. It's bad enough you've seen me naked, bad enough your fondling my breasts and sucking my nipples, and bad enough that I'm sucking you, my own brother, but I'm not going to fuck you," she said.
"Why not? I'd love to make love to you Christine," he said while hoping she was just playing hard to get.
"I won't do that Tommy. I can't do that. God forbid if you ever made me pregnant. In the way that Mom and Dad are, they'd never allow me to have an abortion, even if the baby had two heads or worse, was born looking like you," she said cackling.
"Okay. Suck me then," he said standing from his squatting position to stand in front of her with his erect cock poised by her mouth again. "Wait. Can I cum in your mouth?"
"Yes, of course," she said standing from her kneeling position to sit on her bed while looking up at him and while taking his cock in her hand and stroking her brother.
"Will you swallow?"
"What choice do I have? Of course I'll swallow. I'm not a spitter," she said with a shrug. "It's not much of a blowjob if you don't cum in my mouth and if I don't swallow," she said with a sexy laugh.
Leaning forward again, Christine took her brother in her mouth and sucked his cock while stroking him. In the way that she was sucking him, it was obvious by the look on Tommy's face that it wouldn't be long before he exploded his cum in his sister's willing mouth. With a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, he humped her mouth and fucked her face.
"That feels so good Christine. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I can't wait to cum in your mouth," said Tommy to his sister.
"Oh, my God, I can't believe I'm doing this," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "I can't believe I'm sucking my little brother," she said breathlessly and with obviously as much sexual excitement sucking him as he had being sucked. "I'm so embarrassed and yet so sexually excited at the same time," she said looking up at him. "I'm such a slut. I love sucking your cock. I really do love sucking your cock Tommy. You have such a big, hard prick. Cum in my mouth Tommy. Cum for me. Cum for your big sister."
Now wanting to fuck his sister instead of having his sister blow him, he thought of a way how he could get his cock in between her legs by first getting his tongue in between her legs.
"What if..." He looked at her before voicing his suggestion. More interested in making love to his own sister than in having her suck him, he knew that if he could arouse her enough, he'd have a much better chance of fucking her. Once he fucked her, she'd always suck him. He'd rather fuck her than have her blow him.
"What if what?"
"What if instead of you sucking my cock, I licked your pussy," he said.
"Licked my pussy? Wait. Let me get this straight. Instead of me sucking your cock and you cumming in my mouth, you'd eat me? This is so unprecedented. No man that I ever knew would turn up a fellatio for cunnilingus. I don't get it. What's the catch?" She looked at him as if he was nuts.
"There's no catch. I just really want to lick you. I want to taste my sister in the way you just tasted me," he said with believability.
"Really? Only I can't help but feel that you're up to something."
"Yes, I'm mean no. I'm not up to anything. I'd just rather lick your pussy than to have you suck me," he said.
"Seriously?"
"Yes."
"Well, to be honest Tommy, even though I love giving head, even to my little brother, I'd much rather have you lick my pussy than have me suck your cock. I'd rather cum in your mouth than to have you cum in my mouth but, if you think by licking me that you'll make me crazy with incestuous desire for you, I'm not fucking you. I mean it," she said obviously seeing through his ruse.
"Okay," he said falling between his sister's legs after she made herself more comfortable on the bed.
"Wait," she said reaching for her hand mirror. "I want to watch you playing with my pussy and licking me and I can't see you over my big tits," she said laughing.
Tommy lowered his mouth between his sister's shapely thighs. He rubbed her clit and fingered her pussy before taking a long, slow lick of her already wet cunt. Really getting into eating his sister, he penetrated rubbed her clit and penetrated her deep with his finger while licking her pussy. With one hand beneath her perfect ass, he reached his other hand up to feel her big tit and finger her hard nipple while eating his sister. Learning all that he needed to know about giving oral sex from his prom date, Betty the blowjob queen, he had his sister squirming all over the bed.
"I've always wanted to eat your pussy Christine. After I eat you," he said pausing for effect, "I'm going to fuck you."
"Oh, no you're not. You can't make love to me. We can't do that Tommy," said Christine breathlessly while feebly trying to push his face away from her cunt. "Me masturbating you, blowing you, and you licking my pussy is one thing and plenty enough but you fucking me would be so wrong," she said pausing again, "wouldn't it? I mean, we shouldn't do that, should we?"
"Wrong? Why? After you sucked me and I licked you, fucking you will be oh so right," he said. "Besides what does it matter who's on top of you humping you, even if it's me? You're on the pill, aren't you?"
"Oh, my God, Tommy, I love your tongue and what you're doing with your fingers," she said running her fingers through her brother's hair. "How you learned to eat a pussy at your young age, I don't care but whatever you're doing with your tongue and fingers, don't stop. Please don't stop. You're going to make me cum and if you make me cum, I'll make you cum too," she said wild with sexual excitement.
"I love licking your pussy Christine. I want you to cum," said Tommy knowing his sister was right where he wanted her, gratefully submissive. "Cum in my mouth Christine. Cum for your brother. I want to hear you cum."
Tommy continued licking and fingering his sister while fondling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. He had her just where he wanted her. He knew once she had her orgasm that she'd fuck him, really fuck him.
"I'll suck your cock until you explode in my mouth. I'll swallow you and..." she said pausing as if thinking about what she was about to say before saying it. Squirming all over her bed, obviously no longer able to control her sexual excitement while her brother was licking and fingering her pussy, she said exactly what her brother wanted to hear. "If you make me cum, Tommy, I'll fuck you. I will. I really will," she said mashing his face in her cunt.
To be continued...



        

  
    Mom, Sis, Dad, Bro, God, & Devil Ch. 04
  
  Mom, Sis, Dad, Bro, God, & Devil Ch. 04

        Dad hears daughter having sex with brother & tells Mom.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mom-sis-dad-bro-god-and-devil-ch-04

Title: Mom, Sis, Dad, Bro, God, & Devil Ch. 04

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Dad hears daughter having sex with brother & tells Mom.

Tags: sex with father, sex with mother, voyeur, father and daughter sex, sister and brother sex, sex with brother, sex with sister, exhibition, spanking, mother and son sex

Series: Mom, Sis, Dad, Bro, God, & Devil


When Daddy hears his daughter having sex with her brother, he has sex with his daughter and mother has sex with her son.
A sister blowing her brother first before a brother eats his sister, their exuberant lust for one another was only matched by the loudness of their sexual screams and their stupidity. Not paying attention to the noise that they were making and obviously forgetting that their father was in the living room below watching television, they were too sexually excited to even think of being quiet.
"What's going on in here?"
Opening her door without knocking, Christine and Tommy's father stood at her bedroom door staring at his son positioned between his daughter's legs with his face buried in her pussy. A place, no doubt, he's fantasized being. As if he was witnessing a miraculous vision and obviously, as far as he was concerned by his leer, he stared at his daughter's naked breasts.
"Daddy?"
Christine covered her tits with her hand and forearm while Tommy got up from in between his sister's legs while wiping his sister's vaginal secretions from his mouth with the back of his hand. Just as his sister and the bed sheet were, he was drenched with the sweet, musky aroma of her.
"Were you two having sex?" In the way that he made generalities from reading scripture, their father had a way of stating the obvious.
"Fuck," said Tommy taking the Devil's path.
"Oh my God," said Christine taking the higher road.
Interesting how two siblings who grew up in the same house would use such totally different words to describe their shocked embarrassment, 'Fuck and Oh my God.'
As if he was seeing a religious revelation, never removing his eyes from his daughter's breasts and pussy, their father watched his son remove his naked self from his naked daughter. As soon as Tommy moved from his sister's pussy, denying her father what he, no doubt, so wanted to see, Christine covered her cunt with her hand and stretched her other arm across her naked breasts. Seemingly embarrassed, she was frustrated by her fruitless attempt to cover all that she was showing her Dad. With his eyes bugging out of his head as if he was a terrorist, she appeared mortified that not only was her father was seeing her naked but also that he was leering. Even more horrific than that, brother and sister, his son and daughter, he caught them having sex.
"Helen," he said turning his head from the spectacle of his son and daughter pleasuring one another to call out from her bedroom door. "You have to come see this for yourself to believe it because I don't believe it," he said signing himself.
Unable to bend it back in position, as if his cock had a mind of its and wanted to be so proudly displayed whether before his sister, his father, or his mother, Tommy sat on his sister's bed with his hand barely covering his erection. Christine sat up in her bed with her head hung low in shame. Exposing her cunt to her father again, she briefly removed her hand from her pussy to grab an article of clothing. Not taking the time to put it on, holding the material in place with one hand, she covered her naked breasts with her blouse before returning her hand to cover her pussy again. To say the least, an understatement in a house that was decorated by crosses, religious pictures, and references that praised the Lord, Christine and Tommy caught naked having sex was an awkward situation.
It was bad enough that her father had seen her naked but even more than that, he caught her having sex with her brother. Her brother having sex with his sister was something that her father would love to do with his daughter no doubt. Obviously now that her playground was open to family members, no doubt, he'd now have more of a chance of getting with his daughter. With brother just as despicable as father, she was such an incestuous slut.
"I'm so embarrassed," said Christine as if she was caught stealing money from the poor box in church. "It was all Tommy's fault Daddy," she said looking toward her brother and throwing him under the bus with a point of her finger.
She still clutched her blouse to her breasts to deny her father any more free views of her naked breasts. Even though she was somewhat covered, Daddy was still leering at all that she was showing.
"My fault? You little slut," said Tommy looking at his sister with contempt. "You've been teasing me with up skirts and up nightgowns and down blouses and down nightgowns ever since I turned 18-years-old," he said with a devious smile. "And you've been teasing Dad too by wearing your cropped top without a bra to flash him your tits," he said smiling smugly. "I've witnessed your game of tickle and tease and I know that Daddy lifts your skirt to pull down your panty to spank his ass in front of his friends," he said looking from his sister to look at his father.
Tommy dared his father to punish him when his father was guilty of the same incestuous offenses.
"Don't listen to him Daddy. That's just the Devil talking. He's lying. I'm a good, Christian woman. There's nothing indecent with me being comfortable wearing a loose fitting top without a bra in my own home and in front of my father," she said looking at her father for understanding. "And obviously I was very bad for you to feel the immediate need to lift my short skirt, pull down my panty, bend me over your knees, and spank my naked ass in front of your friends."
Tommy's father looked from Tommy to look at Christine before returning his focus to his son.
"How dare you say bad things about your sister, Tommy," said his father pointing a finger of accusation at him. "There's nothing lewd or lascivious about your sister wanting to be comfortable in her own home without wearing her brassiere," said her father defending his daughter. "Perhaps you'd understand if you were saddled with the big breasts of your sister and mother and had to carry them around while wearing an uncomfortable bra all day."
"Oh brother," said Tommy under his breath. "She's got you wrapped around her finger."
"He was hiding in my closet Daddy," she said nodding her head to add more believability to her defense. "Then when I was naked, he pushed me on the bed, mounted me, and tried to rape me. Trying to force himself inside of me, he put his thingy right by my thingy Daddy," she said looking from her father to look at her brother with pleading eyes before looking back at her Dad.
"What's wrong with you?" Henry looked from his daughter to leer at his son. "You're evil. You're the Devil to want to have sex with your sister."
"Unable to stop him from having his wicked way with me, the way of the Devil," she said removing her hand from her pussy to sign herself while still clutching her blouse, "he was too strong for me to resist him to resist. See Daddy? I'm all bruised in between my legs on my chest," she said opening her legs and lowering her blouse from her breasts for her father to see.
Henry walked closer to his daughter to stare at her bruises while leering at her nakedness.
"How dare you violate your sister in such a despicable way by hiding in her closet? You are the Devil," said their father stepping even closer to his daughter to examine her bruised thighs and inspect her bruise breasts.
"I did no such thing. She willingly gave me sex. She's the one who seduced me," he said with a devious smile while looking from his sister to look at his father with sincerity before returning his focus to his sister. "She said that she'd blow me, even fuck me, if I convinced you and Mom to allow her to go to the Nude Day barbeque," said Tommy pushing his sister under the bus instead. "She's the one that's consumed by the Devil, Dad."
"Well, to be honest Christine, in the way that I see it, you're just as much to blame as your brother," said her father while still ogling his daughter's naked, uncovered, bald pussy. "When I opened your door and walked in your room, it didn't appear to me that Tommy was forcing you to enjoy him licking your pussy while playing with your breasts and fingering your nipples."
"Daddy, I can explain," said Christine bursting into crocodile tears.
Nonetheless, with both of them beneath the bus and with their mother, the disciplinarian, entering Christine's bedroom, they were both in serious trouble now.
* * * * *
"What is it Henry?" Helen walked in her daughter's bedroom and looked from her husband to look at her children. "Oh Lord, help me sweet Jesus," said Helen seeing both of her adult children naked before her. She voiced her horror to her children before she looked up at the ceiling to talk directly to her Savior. "What have you done? What have you done? Lord Almighty, what have you done? Oh sweet Jesus, help my children find their way. Thank you Jesus."
Helen signed herself while staring at her son's erection before looking up to God. It was hard to tell with the big smile she had on her face if she was thanking him or praying to him?
"I told you that you had to see this to believe it," said her husband.
"Sweet Jesus forgive them for they don't know what they're doing."
Losing her smile, she looked at her son more seriously now while still staring at the engorged cock he was unable to completely hide with his hand.
"Obviously with the Devil residing in the both of them, they need to be cleansed Helen," said her husband to his wife as if waiting for her to agree. "As if baptized again with clean, holy water, they need to be born again to remove the Devils from their souls," he said removing his gaze from his daughter's nearly naked body to raise his finger to the ceiling to ask God's attention.
He looked from the ceiling to watch his wife staring at her son's swollen prick in the way he had just been staring at his daughter's pussy and tits. Obvious penis envy in the way that Henry stared at his son's big cock, Tommy had a much bigger cock than his father. Tommy had a penis so large that when flaccid he was unable to conceal all of it with his hand, never mind trying to conceal it when erect as it was now. Both mother and father looked up at where they, no doubt, imagined Jesus was looking down at them and giving them guidance from their daughter's bedroom ceiling. Then, with Helen staring at Tommy's prick and Henry staring at his daughter sitting naked on her bed, but for the blouse that she held to conceal her most of her nakedness from her father, obviously, they knew now what to do.
"You come with me young man," said Tommy's mother taking him by his hand. He reached for his clothes. "Leave them. You won't be needing them," she said pulling him along as if it was 8-years-old instead of 18-years-old. "You stay with Christine, Henry while I cleanse Tommy. You're next young lady," said her mother pointing at her as if she was the Devil incarnate while giving her the evil eye.
* * * * *
Helen took her son in the bathroom, put on the light and the overhead fan, and closed the door. With the noise of the fan masking the noise of whatever they were doing in the bathroom, Tommy's mother ran the water to fill up the tub while her husband kept their daughter company in her bedroom.
"Mom? I'm cold and I'm embarrassed," he said not cowering and not covering his nakedness from his mother's eyes in the way that his sister cowered and covered her nakedness from her father's eyes. He may have been cold but he certainly wasn't embarrassed for his mother to see him naked. "Let me get dressed please," said Tommy trying his best to cover his erect cock with his hand that had grown harder under his mother's inappropriate leer. "This is so embarrassing."
Truth be told, instead of being embarrassed, he was sexually excited. Proud of his erection, he so wanted to move his hand away from his cock to show his mother his big prick. Surprised that she was staring at his cock, he was now curious what she'd do if he continued flashing her his cock. Suddenly thinking differently of his mother than being just another religious freak, he suspected she wanted him to see him naked as much as he wanted to show her his naked body. As much as his father wanted his daughter, he suspected that his mother wanted her son. He suspected that his mother wanted him sexually as much as his sister wanted him sexually and as much as he wanted his sister and his mother sexually.
"Embarrassed? For you to be naked in front of your sister, you don't know the meaning of the word. You weren't embarrassed watching your sister strip naked and you weren't embarrassed forcing yourself on your sister, were you?"
"I'm sorry Mom," he said.
Always forcing her religion down his throat, she looked at him as if she was a holy woman pontificating from the pulpit, and she was, albeit an incestuously twisted woman.
"I'm not the one you need to apologize. You need to tell your sister you're sorry."
"Okay," he said putting a hand to the bathroom doorknob.
"Don't you be bothering your sister with your lame apology now," said his mother. "You can apologize to her later. She's in your father's good hands now. Besides, she's seen enough of your stiff prick for one day," she said staring down at his stiff prick.
"Sorry Mom," he said again.
"Stop saying you're sorry when you're not sorry, Devil," she said leering at him before leering at his cock. "Well, what are you waiting for?" As if mesmerized by the sexy sight of it in the way that a snake charmer was enamored over a snake, she looked at her son's cock more than she looked at his face. "Take off the rest of your clothes," she said giving him a convoluted reason while unbuttoning her housecoat. "I don't want to get my housecoat wet."
* * * * *
As if watching a nun about to strip down to her panty and bra, not believing his horny eyes, Tommy stared at his mother unbuttoning her housecoat. As good a show as it was when hiding in his sister's closet and watching her remove her blouse and skirt, surprised that his Christian mother was removing her housecoat, Tommy watched his mother unbuttoning her housecoat as if she undressed in slow motion. A little thicker in the hips and the thighs than his sister but very shapely nonetheless, her body was more of a mature woman than that of a thin, albeit shapely, young woman. Watching his mother's impromptu striptease show, he stared at his mother unbuttoning her housecoat in the way that he stared at his sister removing her blouse and short skirt when he hid in her closet. He couldn't believe his mother was undressing in front of him.
Totally forgetting about his sister now that he was watching his mother undressing, he was mesmerized with his mother stripping. One slow button at a time, first he saw her long line of cleavage and then he saw her low cut, white bra. With the tops of her jiggling breasts hanging out of her too small bra in the way that a stripper hangs out of her costume, barely covering her areolas and nipples, her bra was so low cut that the entire tops of her breasts were exposed. If his mother was to raise her arms over her head, in the way of a bridesmaid raising her arms to catch the bridal bouquet, no doubt, he'd see her areolas and nipples. He'd love to watch his mother doing jumping jacks while wearing that sexy bra. He imagined she wouldn't make three jumping jacks before her big boobs bounced out from her brassiere.
Already making their appearance known, her nipples were pushing against the satin and silk material of her brassiere. Either she was cold or horny, giving her the benefit of the doubt being that she was his mother, he was her son, and she was a religious church woman, he figured she was cold. Suddenly wishing that he could feel his mother's big tits through her bra, he wished he could suck his mother's big nipples in the way that he had just sucked his sister's big tits. As if he was staring at a winning lottery ticket, he stared at the big impressions that his mother's nipples made in her bra. Continuing to unbutton herself in front of her son without shame or embarrassment while staring at him in the way that she'd stare at a customer for a bigger tip before dancing around a pole, he watched his mother expose her white, cotton, bikini panties to him.
She removed her housecoat and stood before her son in her underwear. His favorite outfit of choice, his mother was wearing just her white, low, cut bra and white, bikini panty. Then, when she raised her arms to hang her housecoat on the hook, her tits burst out of the top of her bra as if they were big balloons in celebration of the party. Hoping beyond hope and in anticipation of sex, after seeing all that he hoped to see of his mother's breasts, he had an even bigger erection,
Raised above the top of her bra as if being served up to him, his mother's areolas and nipples were totally exposed to his horny eyes. Only, unlike his sister, being that she was so piously religious and open and honest in her faith, he felt that he was invading his mother's modesty and privacy by staring at her exposed breasts. A momentary concern, too sexually excited in seeing her in her bra and panty and then seeing her areolas and nipples, he really didn't care about his mother's modesty and privacy. He only cared about seeing her tits.
Tits, tits, tits, he just saw his mother's tits. Wow! Obviously knowing that she was so exposed, he watched his mother pull up her bra too late to cover her nakedness from his horny eyes. Except she didn't give him the shocked and embarrassed reaction that he hoped she would and that even his sister did. He wished she would have been mortified in knowing that her son had just seen her breasts. Instead, she looked horny.
Just as his sister did, his mother had such long, shapely legs. Focusing his stare as if his eyes were X-ray laser beams, he could discern the darker patch of her blonde pubic hair through her thin, sheer panties. Then, when his mother pulled up her sagging panty, he couldn't believe he was seeing the shadow of his mother's pussy along with the slit of her pussy when she created the perfect camel toe in her underwear. The image of her pussy whether imagined or real made him wish he could finger her pussy before licking her pussy and fucking her pussy. A sexual fantasy come true, through the sheerness of her bikini panty, his mother's cunt was right there.
Something she's never done before, unless he barged in her bedroom unannounced while she was dressing or undressing, being that she was the holly roller woman that she was, he couldn't believe his mother was giving him a striptease show in the same way his sister just had. Standing before him unashamed in her bra and panty as if she was fully dressed, he filled his eyes with the nearly naked image of his mother while imagining the rest. Just as he'll soon be masturbating with the memorized images of his sexy sister undressing in front of him, he'll soon be masturbating over his curvaceous mother undressing in front of him too. As soon as Tommy saw his mother in her low cut bra and bikini panty, obeying her by stripping off the rest of his clothes and with himself naked before God and his mother, his erection continued to grow bigger and harder.
* * * * *
"Mom? What are you doing?"
In the way that he leered at his mother in her bra and panty, she leered at his engorged cock.
"I'm going to bathe you," she said. "I'm going to wash away the Devil," she said wagging her finger at him. "I'm going to do something that I should have done when you opened my bedroom door and purposely barged in on me hoping to see me naked," she said.
"Mom," he said snidely. "Aren't I a little old for you to give me a bath?"
"Lust is one of the seven deadly sins Tommy and incest is the Devil's playground. Just as you lusted over me enough to open my bedroom door in the hopes of seeing me naked, for you to hide in Christine's closet, watch her strip naked, and force her to have sex with you, you lust over your sister too. Obviously you have incestuous lust in your heart because the Devil has invaded your soul," she said watching him staring at her in her underwear.



"Mom. Christine was just as much to blame as—"
"Silence. How dare you speak to me Devil? That's just the Devil talking," she said. "Your obstinance, stubbornness, total lack of remorse, and disregard for your sister's privacy tells me that you need more than just to be cleansed and reborn again."
Unbeknownst to Tommy, obviously by his inability to accept his mistake and evidently inspired by his horny stare and, no doubt, by the size of his erection, she volunteered even more of herself for the sake of saving her son's soul.
"Mother, what are you going to do to me?"
"I had no intention of doing this but being that you've already seen me in my all together when you opened my bedroom door, barged in on me, and caught me with my nightgown over my head," she said pausing in her diatribe to stare at her son's cock again. "I need to rid your body of the Devil and the only way for me to do that is to get naked with you," she said reaching behind herself to unceremoniously unhook and remove her bra.
Wanting to delay the process of her stripping naked, he wished he could have felt his mother's big tits, while French kissing her, before she removed her bra. One slow bra strap at a time, he wished he could have slowly removed her bra for her. Without further ado and without embarrassment, shyness, shame, or haste, in one fluid push downward, she removed her panties too.
'Holy shit,' he thought seeing his mother naked. 'She's naked. My mother's tits and pussy is right there before my horny eyes. I'll be masturbating over this sexy sight for the rest of my life,' he thought to himself.
Just as her son stood naked before his mother, his mother stood naked before her son and before her God. As if she was a naked sacrifice giving herself to her God for the sake of saving the soul of her troubled son from the Devil, she stood naked before her son with her arms by her side. Staring at her son's nakedness in the way that he stared at his mother's nakedness, not making a move to cover her nakedness with her hands, her arms, or with a towel, she allowed her son to ogle her naked body.
"Mom. You're so beautiful," he said.
"Thank you but that's not you talking. That's the Devil talking Tommy. Your lust for your sister and for me is all the proof that I need to know that you've been possessed by the Devil," she nodded her head as if she needed that assurance that the Devil resided in her son.
"Possessed? Mom I'm not possessed," said Tommy thinking better of what he was about to say for fear that she'd get dressed and ask him to get dressed too. "Actually, you're right Mom. I am possessed. The Devil made me to it."
"If you didn't have the Devil inside of you, you'd never hide in your sister's closet while watching her strip naked. If you didn't have the Devil inside of you, you'd never try to have sex with your sister. If you didn't have the Devil inside of you, you'd never stare at your mother's naked body in the way that you're staring now," she said remaining silent to stare at her son's swollen prick. "Go ahead and look at me Devil. Go ahead and have yourself a good feel of my naked body Devil while I pray for the troubled soul of my son," she said.
'Did she just say for me to look at her? Did she just say to have a good feel of her naked body? Thank you Jesus,' he said silently to himself.
"Okay," said Tommy happy to play the role of the Devil to not only ogle his mother's naked body but also to feel his mother's naked body.
A sexual fantasy come true, he reached out his horny hand to touch his mother's breasts, first one and then the other. Looking at her while expecting and waiting for her to stop him from touching her, when she made no move to prevent him from feeling her and caressing her, he continued fondling her big breasts while fingering her nipples before reaching around her to feel and squeeze her naked ass. When she didn't recoil from his horny touches, when she didn't offer any resistance to him touching and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother, feeling encouraged, he reached down between her legs to finger her pussy.
Instead of slapping his face and slapping his horny hand way, she stepped out her feet to open her legs a little more to give him better access to her pussy. He couldn't believe his mother was allowing him to have his horny way with her naked body. He wondered if his father knew what his mother was doing with him in the bathroom. He wondered what his father was doing with his naked sister in her bedroom.
"Dear Lord in Heaven above, please release the hold that the Devil has over my son. Remove the incestuous lust that the Devil has over his soul. Help my son to be a better Christian by not lusting and having sex with his sister, ogling his mother, and feeling my naked body. Use me and abuse me Devil but leave my son in peace. I freely give myself as the Devil's vessel," she said stretching out her arms and lifting her head as if she was sacrificing her body to the executioner. "Dear Lord God, I allow the Devil to use my naked body for his dirty deeds, if he must, to leave his innocent sister in peace and for me to protect and save my son from evil. Amen."
"Amen," said Tommy.
She looked down at her son having his wicked way with her breasts, her ass, and her pussy.
"Do with me whatever you must do to my naked body Tommy because, after today, the Devil will be gone from you. In the way that you're touching me today, this is the last time that the Devil will be allowed to touch me in such an incestuously, inappropriate way."
Taking advantage of his crazy mother's offer to do whatever he must do to her naked body, he took a step closer to her. Wrapping his arm around her naked waist, he pulled her to him and reached down to cup her round, firm ass. He looked deeply in her big, blue eyes, before leaning into her and kissing her on her mouth. Waiting for her to return his passion, when she did, he parted her lips with his tongue. No doubt thinking that he really was possessed by the Devil, he couldn't believe that she allowed him to French kiss her. He couldn't believe that she returned his passion with hers by probing his mother with her tongue in the way that he probed her mouth with his tongue. He only wished she'd take his cock in her hand and stroke him.
Mother and son were making out as if they were horny teenagers saying good night after their first date. Tommy's hands were all over his mother's big tits. Feeling her round, firm ass before cupping and fingering her pussy, Tommy was having his wicked way with his mother. Testing her waters, he gently rubbed her clit before inserting his finger. With his fingers deep inside of his mother, he was feeling her where no son should ever feel his mother.
"Mom, you're so beautiful," he said again. "I love your sexy body. I love your beautiful ass. I love your blonde pussy. And I love your big tits," he said leaning down to suck her nipples, first one and then the other.
"That's the Devil talking Tommy and not you. Dear Lord," she said looking up at the bathroom ceiling where she obviously believed God was looking down upon them while her son continued to suck her tits and finger her pussy. "Save my son from Satan. Deliver him from all evil. Allow him to have his wicked way with my naked body instead of his sister. I'm strong. I can take whatever the Devil has to give me."
As if she was Mrs. Louis Pendrake played by Faye Dunaway in Little Big Man with Dustin Hoffman, she was intent on giving her son a bath while beseeching God for his help in ridding her son of the Devil.
"Mom, I'd really like to fuck you," he said whispering his lust for his mother in her ear while moving her hand to his cock and wrapping her fingers around his erection. "I'd really like to stick my big, hard cock in your warm, wet pussy," whispered Tommy getting so sexually excited.
"Oh you poor, poor dear boy," she said pulling her hand from his prick. "That's okay Tommy. That's just the Devil inside you talking but don't you worry because, if I have to, I plan on falling to my knees and praying to the Lord Almighty himself while sucking the Devil right out of you through your penis," she said falling to her knees and taking her son's cock in her hand again before taking him in her mouth. Sucking his cock, she was sucking her son as if she was a stripper wanting a bigger tip and he was a sailor on shore leave.
"Mom? Oh my God," he said unable to believe that his mother was giving him a blowjob.
"That's good Tommy," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "For you to pray to God while I suck the Devil from your penis tells me that it's working," she said inserting his cock back in her mouth again.
"Oh my God! Oh my God! Lord Almighty, oh my God," he said playing her insane game for the sake of getting a blowjob from his mother.
"Then and only then," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak again. "After I've sucked you clean of the Devil, may you fill me with all of your goodness."
"Suck me clean? Fill you with my goodness? Do you mean to say that after you blow me, after you suck the Devil right out of me through my cock and with me ejaculating in your mouth, that you'll allow me to fuck you? Is that what you're saying Mom?"
"Yes, crassly put but that's the gist of it in a nutshell," said his mother.
"Wow. You could make me a believer," he said. "I'm beginning to like this religious stuff," he said pausing to stare at his mother's naked body while she stared at his naked body. "Tell me this mother."
"Yes? What is it my child?"
"Does this really work, you sucking the Devil out of me through my penis and then me filling you with my goodness by fucking you and cumming inside of you?"
"It does," she said nodding her head as if needing to give her son additional, affirmative assurance. "It worked with my brothers, my father, and your father's brothers and father. Poised on my knees in front of them, I sucked the Devil right out of all of them before they pushed me back on their beds to inject me with their spiritual goodness. Praise the Lord! Amen."
"Just so I don't misunderstand your meaning Mom. Please continue sucking me while I ask you my questions. You can just nod your head yes or no."
"Okay," she said taking her son's cock in her mouth and sucking him again.
"Lemme get this straight. Pardon my naiveté but you sucked all of your male relatives and all of Dad's male relatives to rid them of the Devil before fucking them and for them to fill you with their spiritual goodness."
"Yes, in the name of the Lord Almighty, my Holy Father, willingly and gloriously, I set them all free of Satan," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak while nodding her head in the affirmative. "Only, in the name of God and as his sexual servant and slave, I prefer the phrase making love to sucking and fucking. We are all brothers and sisters in God's eyes. Incest is not wrong so long the incestuous sex is between consenting adults and so long as the intentions are right, good, and holy, as are mine with you, my son, and as they were with all my male relatives," she said with a sexy smile.
"I see," said Tommy. "Answer me this then."
"Yes my son?"
"After you sucked out the Devil and after I filled you with my goodness, what if the Devil returns?" Feigning sadness but unable to hide the enormity of his sexual expectation by his massive erection, Tommy looked at his mother with hopeful insight.
"That's easy. If the Devil returns and no doubt he will because the Devil is a dirty bastard," she said waving a stiff index finger in the air as if lecturing her congregation. "As he returned many times to my brothers, my father, and to your father's brothers and father before," she said raising her hand to the ceiling before placing her hand over her heart as if swearing a sacred oath to God. "Just as I've done with all the male members of my family and my extended family, I will continue to suck him from your body every time before you fill me with your spiritual goodness," she said smiling. "Hallelujah!"
"Hallelujah. Praise the Lord mother. I'm glad, should the Devil return to me, that you won't abandon me in my hour of need," he said. "I'm glad for your protection. Thank you for saving me," he said rolling his eyes when she didn't see.
"There's this passage that I memorized from Ezekiel 25:17," she said looking proud to share it with her son.
"Yes. What is it mother? I don't know that passage."
"The path of the righteous man (and woman) is beset on all sides by the iniquities of the selfish and the tyranny of evil men (and women). Blessed is he (and she), who in the name of charity and goodwill, shepherds the weak through the valley of darkness, for he (and she) is truly his (and her) brother's keeper and the finder of lost children," she said suddenly getting more animated in her sermon. "And I will strike down upon thee with great vengeance and furious anger those who would attempt to poison and destroy my brothers (and sisters)," she said raising her voice along with her hand to the ceiling in the way that Samuel L. Jackson did when he played Jules Winnfield in Pulp Fiction. "And you will know my name is the Lord when I lay my vengeance upon thee."
"Thank you Mother. Inspired by your memorized passage, albeit a little frightened by your loud and sometimes violent exuberance in reciting the passage, I'm feeling better already. Only pardon my ignorance if I'm wrong mother," he looked at her still there on her knees in front of him. He ran a slow hand through her blonde hair before running a slow finger across her full lips. She took his finger in her mouth to suck as if she was still sucking his cock while looking up at him with her big, beautiful, blue eyes. "Perhaps this is foolhardy for me to compare passages taken from the Bible to the movies but, being that I'm more of a movie buff than I am a student of the Bible, didn't you get that passage from Pulp Fiction?"
"You mean," she said getting animated in the way of Granny Clampett on the Beverly Hillbillies when she thought revenuers were coming to destroy her still. "Quentin Tarantino stole that passage from me after I memorized it from the Good Book and recited it many times before God and before my congregation in church. He was once a member of our congregation before the Devil took over his soul in exchange for all the financial success he's had making violent, dirty movies," she said with sadness.
"I see," said Tommy.
"Praise the Lord. Hallelujah. Glory be to God and may the Devil be damned for all of eternity," she said taking his prick in her mouth again to continue sucking him.
"Anyway, mother, as I was saying, I seriously don't think I'll need for you suck the Devil from me and allow me to fill you with my spiritual goodness more than a few dozen times," said Tommy with a snide smile. "My spirit may be weak but my body is willing to accept you as my Christian guide and to do whatever it takes to be born again as a better man, a worthy Christian, and a soldier of God. Perhaps, once Christine is cleansed and saved, she can take over my spiritual education," he said imagining his sister sucking the Devil from his cock before filling her pussy with his spiritual goodness.
"Now that you're of age for me to lead you spiritually as well as sexually, until your sister walks the righteous path for a year or more, I'm your spiritual guide. Think of my mouth and my pussy as your gateways to blessed living Tommy," she said removing his cock from her mouth again to speak. "I'm willing to help you to live your life free of the Devil as much as I can Tommy," said his mother continuing to suck him.
Sucking him while stroking him, Helen sucked her son until he exploded a righteous volume of cum in her mouth. Only, instead of swallowing, something she always did when not sucking out the Devil, she stood and spit his semen in the sink.
"Usually I'm a swallower and not a spitter," she said wiping her son's cum from her lips with a tissue. "Only, in this case, with the Devil still residing inside of you, I think it's best that I spit him down the drain instead of allowing him to reside in my body," she said licking her son clean. "Now get in the tub with me and I'll wash you and cleanse you in readiness to be born again. Then, once you're clean, you can bend me over the sink and fill me with all of your spiritual goodness until I praise and shout out the name of my maker. Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!"
"Thank you and God bless you mother. Just as I never knew you could suck the Devil right out of me through my penis, I never knew religion could be so rewarding and satisfying Mom," said Tommy rolling his eyes and making a face while his mother was too readying his bath to notice. "I can't wait to bend you over the sink while fondling your big tits and fingering your hard nipples," he said fondling her big tits and fingering her nipples while she leaned forward in the tub. "I can't wait to inject you with my goodness over and again," he said squeezing her round ass before running a hand along her wet pussy before inserting his finger to rub her clit.
"That's okay Devil. Do with me whatever you must to release and relinquish my son's soul to God," she said squirming her pleasure with the touches of her son.
To be continued...
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Daddy saves his daughter's soul from the Devil by having sex with her.
Meanwhile back in his daughter's bedroom, in the way that Helen helped her son find his way along the righteous path to God and salvation, saving her soul for her to be born again, so wasn't Henry helping his daughter. God help her. Christine's father was giving his daughter some much needed fatherly advice and spiritual guidance mixed with a bit of fatherly discipline for being bad, so very bad that she was so very good. Willing to sacrifice their naked bodies for the salvation for one another, certainly, this was a family that took their religious beliefs to extremes in their interpretations of the Bible.
Obviously embarrassed by his sexual leers at her naked body, Christine covered much of her nakedness from her father with her blouse, the only article of clothing she had handy without having to reach and expose anymore of herself to him. In the symbolic way that she was loose and had abandoned her morals and modesty, her bra, panties, and short skirt were strewn all over her bed. Alone in her room with her father and unable to preserve her modesty by fully cloaking her naked body from his invading stare, she tried to get up from the bed to dress herself.
"Stay where you are Demon," he said pointing with his left hand while raising his right hand. As if he was addressing his congregation in church, he yelled at her in his big booming voice in the way that he would if he were speaking to the Devil in The Exorcist instead of speaking to his daughter. "It's best that you remain naked before God, Demon, and before me and my child," said her red faced father staring at her with bulging eyes. "I can better exorcise the Devil from your body when you're unclothed than when you're fully dressed. It is imperative that you remain naked for this ceremony."
Being that Christine was the typical dumb blonde, impressionable and easily tricked and fooled, for her not to make a move to cover her nakedness from her father's leering eyes, she obviously believed that line.
"Yes Father," said Christine casting aside her blouse as if she was hypnotized and baring her breasts to him. Obviously showing him what he always so wanted to see, she completely uncovered her nakedness from her father's incestuously horny eyes by removing her hand from her pussy.
Now naked before God and before him, she looked at him with fear while he looked at her with lust. The first time her father seeing her completely naked, even though she feared her father in the way that a sub sometimes fears her Dom, she appeared just as sexually excited as he was. After talking to her best friend Amanda and hearing what happened between her and her father, with her being forced to blow her Daddy when she was drunk, undoubtedly she suspected that the same sexual fate would befall her too. As if the Devil resided in her father instead of in her, Henry stared at his daughter's breasts, areolas, and nipples and leered at his daughter's pussy as if he had never seen a naked woman before. It's wrong for a father to ogle his daughter's naked body but even worse for a father to lust over his daughter while hypocritically professing his religion.
From both sides of her bare thighs, he ogled as much as he could see of her ass before staring up at the ceiling in the way his wife did when talking to and beseeching God. Accustomed to being semi-naked in front of her father, she was unashamed and unembarrassed for her father to see her ass and pussy. After her father regularly pulled up her short skirt, pulled down her bikini panty, and put her across his lap, he spanked her naked ass in front of anyone who was there, usually his friends, whenever she sassed him or lied to him. Always getting along with her father normally, they had a give and take relationship with him always giving and her always taking. With all the spankings she needed to be disciplined to behave, one would suspect that Christine enjoyed having her ass and pussy bared to her father as much as she enjoyed being spanked while being so exposed to his friends.
Sexually taunting and teasing her father for money and benefits, it was now time that she paid the price of his generosity to her. As if she dared her father to lift her short skirt, pull down her panties, and spank her in front of his friends, a game they obviously both enjoyed playing, it seemed odd that she'd always sass or lie to her father when he was drinking with his friends. Moreover, it seemed odd that he never punished Tommy in that way that he punished Christine when he sassed or lied to his father. Instead of spanking Tommy, he'd just ground him.
Rather than needing to discipline Christine by humiliating her, one would think that Henry took great relish in punishing his daughter with nude spankings. Given his behavior by observation, one would think that Henry was as incestuously perverted as was Helen, Tommy, and Christine. In the way that insane people think they're normal when locked away in the environment of a mental hospital, being that the members of this family were all incestuously perverse, no doubt, they thought their family was a normal family too.
"Your mother is tending to your brother while I tend to you. Just as I do too, she knows what she's doing when the Devil possesses a soul. As their spiritual guide, a learning experience for the teacher as well as the student, she's had quite a lot of experience in ridding men's bodies of the Devil. As their spiritual teacher and by sacrificing her body to them through God, she knows how to override the lustful temptations that sex has over men's minds and over their bodies," he said bowing his head and falling in silent prayer. "Amen."
He signed himself in the way that a baseball player does after hitting a homerun when sending his love to God by looking up at the sky instead of the ceiling where Henry was looking now. Henry kissed his index, middle finger, and thumb as if he was kissing a religious medal that he held between his fingers.
"As the obedient daughter that I am," said Christine laying it on a bit thick. "I trust you to do the right thing Daddy," said Christine falling back on the bed with her arms and legs spread as if she was about to be nailed to the cross. Indeed, it was obvious that Christine was about to be nailed but not to the cross.
Hiding his incestuous lust for his daughter behind the thinly transparent shroud of his religion, yet with his facial expressions betraying his intentions, he was unable to mask the lust he had for his daughter. Henry stared at the naked, vulnerable, and perfect body of his daughter. She was so beautiful and so sexy, everything he'd want in a woman, how could he possibly resist his daughter's charms? She looked so much like her mother when Helen was her age. No doubt, by pretending that she was his wife instead of his daughter, obviously, he'd love to revisit the past by living in the present with his daughter.
By playing his cards right, with just a few religious words and subtle fatherly suggestions, she was his for the taking. Hiding behind his God, he stared at his daughter's naked body in the same way that Tommy stared at his sister's naked body when hiding in the closet. In the same way that Tommy now stared at his mother's naked body when in the bathroom with him, Christine's horny father leered at his daughter's naked body. In the way that Tommy stared at his mother's naked body when he barged in her bedroom while she removed her nightgown and in the way that his mother made no move to conceal her nakedness from her son, Christine made no move to cover her nakedness from her father.
Woe are them to be so twisted. Forever damned and doomed, this was a Godless house. More satanic than holy, with God having nothing to do with this incestuous charade, if Tommy and Christine's salvation was purely based upon them needing to be naked during this ridiculous ceremony, then the Devil was there to take their souls. God had little to do with what a mother sexually did with her son and what a father obviously wanted to sexually do to his daughter. May God take mercy on their lost souls.
"Your blessed mother, a saint in my book, has exorcised the Devil before with her father, her brothers, my father, and my brothers. She's a good woman who, in the name of God and everything holy, is willing to sacrifice her body for the sake of ridding them all of the Devil, including her son," he said unbuckling, unbuttoning, and unzipping his pants. "She's in the bathroom now sucking the Devil out of Tommy before allowing him to fill her with his goodness."
"Daddy? Do you mean to say that mother is sucking and fucking her son?"
"Yes," he said.
"Eww, that's so nasty Daddy."
"Nasty? It's necessary that we take bold measures to rid you and your brother of the Devil," said her father removing his pants.
"Daddy?" The slut that she is, Christine tried but was unable to avert her eyes from watching her father undressing. "What are you doing?"
"Just as your mother is naked with your brother before God and sucking the Devil right out of him before allowing him to fill her with his goodness, I'm getting naked with you for the same reason. Call it my religious medicine, if you will, but I intend to fill your mouth first with my goodness through my cock. Then I'm going to lick the Devil right out of your body by licking your pussy until you scream God's name. Last, I'll be filling your pussy with my all of hard, hairy goodness," said her father humping the air in the way that he was about to hump his daughter.
"Daddy...no. You can't do this," she said covering her naked body with her hand and forearm again. "This is wrong."
"Don't worry Christine. Trust me. I know what I'm doing. I've done this before with my mother, my sisters, my mother-in-law, and my sisters-in-law," he said removing his pants, his shirt, his tee shirt, his socks, and his underwear.
"Daddy!" Feigning embarrassment, Christine stared at her father's engorged prick in the way that she stared at her brother's swollen cock. "You have an erection. Eww. Why do you have an erection? Gross. That's so gross Daddy. Put it away," she said forsaking the modesty of covering her pussy with her hand to cover her eyes with her splay fingered hand.
She pretended to shield her eyes from seeing her father's cock but she stared at much as his erection as he stared at her naked pussy and tits. Obviously, she could have just closed her eyes but then she wouldn't be able to still see her father's cock as well as she could through her splayed fingered hand.
"Don't worry my child. Blessed by and worshipped by your mother, my erection is a necessary part of the religious process. Trust me child. Put your faith in me and in the Lord," he said walking closer to her bed and to his daughter. He took her hand and pulled her to a sitting position. "So that we both can pray for your eternal salvation, needing to be closer to God, I must stand while you kneel in front of me," he said placing his hand on his daughter's head as soon as she knelt down in front of her father.
"I'm afraid Daddy," she said staring at her father's cock that was poised by her lips before looking up at him with her big, blue eyes.
As if Christine was already sucking her father, the best vantage point for him to see his daughter, Henry looked down at his daughter with lust. As if his erect prick was a squirming serpent that searched for the opening that was his daughter's mouth, his cock was his lifeline to forever connect them. Her father's cock throbbed, pulsated, and bounced off of her lips and face every time he tried to spear her mouth and every time she moved away from her father.
To her credit, she played the part of the innocent daughter by tightening her lips and moving her head away from his probing penis. Yet, filled with incestuous passion for his daughter that was barely masked by his religion, no doubt hoping she'd accept him instead of rejecting him, Henry tried to impale his daughter's mouth with his stiff prick over and again. Ready to rejoice once his cock found shelter in her mouth, based on his past religious, albeit sexual, experiences with his mother, his sisters, his mother-in-law, and his sisters-in-law, as it had in the past, he truly believed that this would work now.
"Don't be afraid my child. This house is God's house. We are all good people. Yet, even good people are tempted and seduced by the Devil from time to time. Even good people need to be cleansed, some more than others. I had a Hell of a time cleansing my mother and my mother-in-law. Over and again, I can't tell you how many times they had to suck my religion in their mouths and how many times I had to inject her pussies with my spiritual goodness," said her father with a devious smile.
"Oh my God, Daddy," said Christine looking up at her father from her knees. "You had sex with both of my Nanas?" She looked at him leering at her. "And are you now determined to have sex with me on the pretense of exorcising the Devil from my soul when," she paused to say what she was obviously thinking to see her father's reaction before continuing. "I dare say Daddy that the Devil resides in you more than he does in me?"
Nonsense Christine. That's just the Devil speaking through you in trying discredit me and all the good work that I do in saving the souls of my female relatives. Sex has nothing to do with what I did to help my mother, my sisters, my mother-in-law, and my sisters-in-law. Not as much an enjoyable deed as it was a necessary dirty deed, I did no such thing in violation of God but in contempt for the Devil," said her father taking offense.
"Daddy, I don't want to have sex with you," she said taking a stand. "I refuse to have sex with you. Having sex with you is wrong on so many levels. Please don't Daddy."
"Don't be silly. The Devil has obviously twisted your thought to think that the religious ceremony I'm about to do is sex. Sex had nothing to with the sacrifice that I made for my mother and my mother-in-law, as well as my sisters and sisters-in-law and that your mother has made for her father, her brothers, my father, and my brothers. That dirty Devil, residing in their souls and refusing to leave, was a stubborn bastard, but I finally overwhelmed him with my goodness and holy semen. Praise the Lord. Thank you Jesus. Hallelujah."
"Daddy, please don't force me to suck you. Eww, that's so nasty for a father to force his daughter to suck him. It's wrong for a daughter to blow her father," said Christine tightening her lips when her father's cock was positioned and pressed against her mouth. "Isn't it?" She looked up at him as if begging him to convince her to take his cock in her mouth.
"As you may or not know, my mother and my mother-in-law, your grandmothers, walk in God's light while living with holy men, men of God, men half their ages, albeit CFNM dancers," said her father with pride. "By sucking the Devil out of them and having them inject them with their spiritual goodness, they're been working hard to save their souls from the Devil. Tempted by so many female demons as part of their jobs as male strippers, for them to stay on the righteous path, my mother and mother-in-law tell me that they continue to suck the Devil right out of them and allow them to fill them with their goodness nearly every night."
"Daddy?"
"Yes Christine?"
"You realize, of course, that's all a crock of shit, right? You know that both my Nanas are whores, right? Women who enjoy attending strip clubs and having promiscuous sex with male strippers are nothing but dirty sluts."
"Nonsense. Blasphemy! How dare you say that about your grandmothers? That's just the Devil talking in you again," he said pointing his finger at his daughter as if he was pointing his finger at a demon. "Neither of your Nanas are whores, my child. My mother and my mother-in-law were lost souls filled with the Devil, until they sucked my goodness in them through my penis and until I filled them with my goodness by cumming in their pussies over and again. Now cleansed, they've found their mission in life by helping others to forsake the ways of the Devil and to find God," he said.
"Daddy?" She looked at her father with trepidation as well as sexual anticipation.
"Yes Christine? What is it my child?"
"Are you about to have sex with my naked body?"
Looking as if she was an innocent virgin, when she was so far from that, she batted her big blue eyes at him.
"Of course not. That's just the Devil talking through you again. Sex has nothing to do with what I'm about to do to your naked body," said her father with glee. "Sex is only for a married couple, a man and a woman and now stretched to encompass a man with a man and a woman with a woman. More of a religious experience, an epiphany in your spiritual education, I'm going to do something that I should have done years ago when I heard rumors that you were having sexual relations with the entire football team and having a circle jerk with the soccer team. More evidence that you were possessed by the Devil to have sex with so very many men, I'm going to cleanse you to rid your tortured soul of the Devil."
"I'm sorry Daddy," said Christine. "I don't do that anymore, not for a very long time, nearly a year, several months anyway, um, weeks and weeks actually, okay, not since yesterday," she said obviously not wanting to lie to her father and receive a spanking.
"Oh Lord. Please help my daughter. She was lost but now she's found...naked," he said addressing the ceiling again before focusing his attention to her. "What you did fucking and sucking so many young men was sex. What I do here today is not sex but a salvation and a confrontation before the Devil and before the Lord, God, Jesus Christ. This is your epiphany Christine," said her father taking his cock in one hand while pointing at her with the finger of his other hand. "Praise Jesus! God is coming to you," he said in the way of a game show emcee while looking towards the ceiling where he raised his hand before looking down where he pointed his cock that now anointed her lip.
"Daddy please don't do this," said Christine.
"In the name God and all things holy, I can assure you that what I'm about to do to you, my daughter, has nothing to do with sex but with religion. A self-sacrificing effort on my part, what I'm about to do to you is a religious experience for both of us. Praise Jesus," he said with a self-righteous smile. "What I'm going to do here today is not sex but your spiritual salvation. Praise God. By me sacrificing my body for you and filling your mouth and injecting your pussy with my goodness, I'm going to save your soul from the Devil, Christine," he said looking down from the ceiling again to look and point to his daughter.
"Instead of you filling my mouth and injecting my pussy with your goodness, Daddy, what if I promised to go to church with you and Mom every Saturday and twice on Sundays?"
"It's too late for that Christine. Let us pray," he said putting his hands together. "Dear Lord in Heaven, God above, save my daughter from the Devil by allowing me to fill her mouth with my goodness. Suck baby girl, suck Daddy's cock so that I may deliver all that I am inside of me, inside of you," he said looking at her while pushing her head forward and towards his engorged prick. "After you suck me, after I anoint you with my semen, and you swallow, I will lick the Devil right out of your pussy before injecting your pussy with my spiritual goodness."
"Seriously Daddy? Are you kidding me? You want me to blow you Daddy? You really think that by cumming in my mouth, licking my pussy, and fucking me that you'll rid me of the Devil and I'll be a better Christian woman? Uh, uh, no way. I can't blow you Daddy," said Christine shaking her head from side to side while her father ran the head of his cock across her lips one way and the other. "It's wrong for a daughter to have sex with her father. That's just nasty."



"I realized that this may be difficult for you to understand being that you've been possessed by the Devil for so long and have had sex with so very many young men but just as it's hard for you," he said looking down at his stiff prick. "It's hard for me too."
"I can see that," said Christine talking to her father's cock.
"This is not a sexual act Christine but a religious routine that we've used in our families for generations," said her father. "After you've swallowed my semen, my magic elixir, my personal penicillin, if you will, that will protect you from the Devil and that will fight the Devil that resides deep within you, you'll nearly be saved."
"Thank you, I think Daddy," said Christine looking not too happy with being saved by her father forcing her to blow him.
"After I've injected you again with my semen in your pussy, you'll nearly be one with the Lord. Now, of course, this process may not work the first time and I may have to repeat this process day and night for a month. Then, after your mother is done bathing your brother, I'll bathe you too and we will walk together in the light of Heaven. Amen."
"Daddy," she said taking her father's cock in her hand and fondling his erection with her fingertips while looking up at him. "I can't do this. I can't suck you. This is so wrong for me to blow my own father in the way that I blew my own brother. What if instead of a blowjob, I gave you a hand job? What if you ejaculated across my tits and I rubbed your cum in my body as if it was an ointment? Wouldn't that be good enough to protect me from the Devil?"
"Sorry, no. You must take me inside of you for me to save your soul," said Henry.
"But Daddy?" She looked up at her father with pleading eyes not to force her to suck him. Obviously, she didn't want her father to cum in her mouth. Yet, part of their sacred process of salvation, oral ejaculation was a necessary part of the process.
"You blew your brother, didn't you?"
"Yes Daddy, I'm embarrassed to say," she said hanging her head. "But he stopped to eat me before cumming in my mouth."
"Yet, you would have allowed your brother, a harbinger of the Devil, to cum in your mouth. Right?"
"Yes Daddy. I would have allowed Tommy to cum in my mouth."
"And being that you are adept at sucking cock, you would have swallowed his cum too. Am I right?"
"Yes, Daddy. I would have swallowed my brother's cum."
"What you had with your brother was sex. What you're about to experience with me if a miracle," he said looking up to the ceiling again with arms outstretched.
"More of a miracle for you than it is for me, I dare say," she said mumbling under her breath.
"Be brave Christine. Take heart. That's just the Devil talking Christine. Open your mother and take me inside. Suck Daddy, Christine. Suck Daddy, Christine," he said putting a heavy hand behind her blonde, pretty head. "Fill your mouth with all of me so that I can protect you from the demon, Satan."
"Daddy don't do this. Please, I beg you," she mildly protested and said halfheartedly when her father pushed her head forward into his prick.
Still playing the part of the virginal daughter to the end, even though both knew that she was a slut who'd suck anyone any time, even her brother and now especially her father. When she still didn't open her mouth to take her father's cock inside, he pulled her long, blonde hair hard. As soon as she opened her mouth to scream, he filled her mouth with his holy prick.
"Hallelujah! Thank you Jesus," he said humping his daughter's mouth and fucking her face.
No doubt, wanting the blowjob to end quickly, Christine stroked her father as fast as she could. It didn't take Henry very long to explode his goodness in his daughter's mouth. Nearly saved and with his salvation halfway complete, with Christine still reeling from sucking her father, allowing him to cum in her mouth, and swallowing him, Henry lifted his daughter from her knees and pushed her back on the bed. In the way that his son had, he moved between his daughter's spread legs. Fingering her while licking the Devil right out of her, he licked his daughter's sacred hole until she found religion when she screamed the name of the Lord God.
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! I'm coming with you to be saved Daddy. I'm cumming. Oh God I'm cumming."
With Christine still in the afterglow of her orgasm, she allowed her father to mount her and, for the first time, French kiss her as if they were lovers and, in effect, they were. He positioned his cock by her pussy and she guided his cock inside of her with her hand. Allowing her father hump her while she returned his humps in their effort to further drive out the beast from her body by injecting himself within her, he pounded her pussy until he exploded all that was good in his daughter's body for her to reject all that was bad. On the surface the religious process of exorcism made sense but we all know that the only Devils in the house that day was a father having sex with his daughter and a mother having sex with her son. In taking his holy name of the Lord in vain, God had nothing to do with this incestuous process.
"Oh Daddy. You've turned me into such an incestuous slut, I mean, a good girl."
"Sometimes even good girls are bad Christine before they are good, really good," he said. "Fuck me Christine. Fuck Daddy. As if I was the Lord God, your Heavenly Father, make love to your father in the way that you would if I was Jesus.
"Oh fuck me Daddy. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. Pound my pussy. Fuck me hard. Harder. I'm cumming. I'm cumming Daddy. I'm coming with you to the promise land, as soon as I experience a second orgasm."
* * * * *
A family that has incestuous sex together prays together. Eradicated of the Devil and in harmony with the Lord, God, the Holy Ghost, and Jesus Christ, that Sunday with Tommy filled with his mother's spiritual goodness and Christine filled with her father's spiritual goodness, they all attended the Nude Day barbeque together as a family, albeit as a naked family. Joined as one in the eyes of God, they celebrated Nude Day not as voyeuristic men and exhibitionistic women celebrating Nude Day by gawking and lusting over one another's bodies but as a holy family of goodness and of God. Enjoying all the blessings of God and nature, they swam in the ocean naked, walked along the beach naked, and tanned on the sand naked. Naked, naked, naked, Mother Helen, father Henry, sister Christine, and brother Tommy were naked.
"Praise God," said Helen.
"Hallelujah," said Henry.
"Oh my God, I can't believe I'm naked with my family on Nude Day at the beach. I can't believe my father forced me to blow him before fucking me night and day for nearly a week," said Christine silenced by the sound of the crashing surf.
"I can't believe I had sex with my mother. I can't believe I'm at the beach with my naked mother and naked sister. If only my Dad wasn't here. I can't believe my mother believes all of this stuff about saving me from being possessed by the Devil by giving me hot sex night and day for nearly a week," said Tommy. "Now any time I'm horny, I just have to speak dirty to her while grabbing her ass and tits. Any time I want her to save me again, I just have to tell my mother that I'm possessed by the Devil. On the pretense of sucking the Devil from my soul, she falls to her knees, blows me, and then fucks me with her goodness. Wow! Thank you Jesus. Truthfully, I'm born again."
Only and obviously with every other sinner on the beach that day filled with and consumed by the evilness of the Devil, onto themselves and segregated away from this religious family, no one else bothered with them at the Nude Day barbeque. Christine eyed Jason from afar while he ignored her and Tommy. Only Amanda made eyes at Christine's father and brother when she came over to say hi.
"Hi," said Amanda to Christine while talking to Christine's brother's huge cock.
Obviously still filled with the Devil and needing another spiritual sucking and injection from his mother, Tommy leered at all the naked women that frolicked on the beach. Always wanting to but never having seen Amanda's naked body, he looked at her in the same way that he looked at his sister and mother. A most difficult case in his rejection of Satan, in the way that Helen had a Hell of her time with her father, her father-in-law, her brothers, and her brothers-in-law in ridding them of the Devil, no doubt, she'd have the same difficult time with her son. Over and again, night and day, she'd have to suck the Devil from his cock before injecting him with her goodness. Yet, up for the challenge of sucking out the Devil out of him while injecting him with her goodness, once sucked clean, she was ready to save her son as many times as it took.
Most people who are possessed by the Devil don't know they're possessed by the Devil. Not all demonic cases are like Regan MacNeil played by Linda Blair in the Exorcist. Not everyone is suspended in the air with their head spinning around on their neck before puking green slime. Most people, even those so possessed by the Devil, especially those so possessed by the Devil, no doubt thought that this family was incestuously twisted to celebrate Nude Day as a naked family together on a public beach. A father naked with his naked daughter and a mother naked with her naked son, how dare they! What's wrong with these people? Nonetheless, despite the stares, the whispers, the laughter, and the speculation that they were doing so much more than just enjoying the Nude Day naked, they enjoyed the beach alone until Helen's church group found out where they were when she was absent from church that Sunday.
"If the mountain won't come to Mohammed, Mohammed must come to the mountain," said Bertha a big, happy black woman. Totally naked, she had breasts hanging down to her belly button and a big, black ass that gave her enough padding that she didn't need a chair to get comfortable sitting on the warm, soft sand. With the whole congregation walking behind them, Bertha walked with her husband, Jerome, who had a cock even bigger than Tommy's cock.
With all of them believing that they were doing God's work in saving their blood relatives from the Devil by sucking, licking, and fucking, the singing of dozens of religious people that invaded the beach that day was miraculous. Bringing the service to them, being that their intentions were all holy and good, their congregation had no reservation in celebrating the Nude Day holiday by removing their clothes and being naked before God and one another. With the women still wearing their oversized floral hats and the men only wearing their neckties, whether short, tall, obese, thin, young, and old, every adult walked from their cars naked that day to rejoice in the salvation and being born again of Tommy and Christine.
Free of their clothes as well as their sexual inhibitions to walk over Cape Cod's sand dunes naked, her entire church congregation gave themselves to not only Nude Day but to God. Twisted by their perverse sexual lust for one another, the other heathens enjoyed the Nude Day barbeque for all the wrong reasons, sex, sexual contact, sexual promiscuity, and sexual perversion. What many may have mistaken as and deemed a sexual orgy, Helen's church group took it upon themselves to save the souls of the non-believers by sucking and licking out the Devil before injecting them and being injected by them with their spiritual goodness. A winning day for God's team, there were a lot of lost souls being saved that day.
"Hallelujah! Praise God. Love Jesus! Glory be to the Almighty!"
Jimmy Swaggart, Jim and Tammy Faye Bakker, if only Tammy Faye were still alive, and Joel and Victoria Olsteen would be proud of this Nude Day spiritual mission.
The End
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Two men have their wicked way with mother and daughter...but first they have their wicked way with two nuns.
Julian and Tyrone were bad men, very bad men. No doubt, with an unsuspecting victim not emerging with their possessions intact and/or even coming out alive, they were two men that one wouldn't want to meet in a dark alley. If there was such a thing as boogeymen, scary dudes they both were, with one scarier than the other, these two would be them.
Violent criminals and drug dealers, they lived for today and never worried about tomorrow. Angry by all that they survived and embittered by all that they endured, if they even had a soft side, women were their weakness. Women made them feel what they ordinarily didn't feel in the course of their day. So long as it was good women, sexual women, and not bitchy women, women brought down the volume of the noise that they heard in their heads and that made them do the horrible things they did.
They loved women in the way that some men love gambling and/or drinking. If there was a beautiful woman in the room, Julian and/or Tyrone would put the moves on her to get her in their bed. Easier for them to seduce a woman than to keep a woman, sudden seduction rather than maintaining long term relationships were their games to play. The pleasure of sex, albeit exciting them, soothed them with loving touches. Obviously, the only light to their dark side, they needed sex and sensual, physical contact to balance out the violence. Other than the rage they felt when putting the hurt to someone, they needed sex to make them feel something that they didn't ordinarily feel.
On their way to work through the better side of town, not that they had real 9-5, good paying jobs with benefits and security, (Who has that today?), they drove by the same houses. A product of their environment and taking advantage of what may come their way, their jobs were prowling the dirty, city streets and assessing sudden opportunities that allowed them to make some easy money. As if they were wild animals, predators in a jungle, they looked for victims to run their illegal scams while watching out for the police who thwarted their efforts to earn a dishonest living. On their way home from work, not that they had a real home to return to in the sense of having someone there to love them and care for them, they passed by this one happy house a thousand times before. No doubt envious of all who resided within, unless being analyzed upon a psychiatrist's couch, they'd rather kill the good doctor who tried to help them than to admit their jealousy.
Albeit from the other side of town, a small and relatively safe neighborhood where everyone knew who lived there, Jules and Tyrone knew who lived there too. It was their jobs to know who lived where and what cars they drove. They've been watching the female residents of the house that they routinely passed by while lusting over them. A good looking, forty-five-year-old mother, Linda, with her twenty-one-year-old beautiful daughter, Emma, and her twenty-three-year old son, Robert, were a happy, albeit a dysfunctional family.
Is this world of the rich getting richer and the poor getting poorer, what family isn't dysfunctional today? With money not buying happiness, even the rich have their insurmountable problems. Fortunately, for his neighbors, unaware of the danger that would soon befall them, there were plenty of other women to keep them from bothering with Linda and Emma until later. Putting them on the backburner for now, Linda and Emma were their last hurrah before being thrown in prison forever.
Yet, whenever they saw mother and daughter out in the garden or out shopping, they always admired them from afar, usually from behind, while making lewd, lascivious, and inappropriate comments about them behind their backs. A running dialogue, they never stopped talking about what they'd sexually do to mother and daughter if ever they had the chance. Only with them living in the same neighborhood, they only lived a few streets away. As if it was a line of demarcation, the neighborhood went from nice to rundown once crossing Main Street. Subscribing to the clichéd rule, don't shit where you eat, they'd never dare make a move on the women for fear they'd be immediately recognized, reported to the police, and arrested for all that they'd no doubt forcibly do to the women against their wills.
"Psst. There they are Jules," said Tyrone giving his friend a nudge in the ribs.
"Who?" Jules looked around him obviously not knowing where his friend was looking.
"Mommy has such a sweet, round ass and her daughter does too, don't they? Damn, I'd love to get me some of that. Taking them from behind, I'd love to tap those sweet, white asses while feeling their big tits and fingering their hard nipples," said Tyrone humping his hips before fingering the head of his emerging erection as he spoke.
Jules looked to where his friend was looking to watch Linda and Emma shopping for fruits and vegetables.
"It's hard to tell one from the other from behind. No matter if its mother or daughter, I'd do either one or both together," said Jules grabbing his crotch as if he was Michael Jackson dancing in Bad.
"I'd love to get me some of that white meat," said Ty. "Mighty fine foxy females, the best looking women in the hood, they're so fine."
"I dunno," said Jules, "Now that I see mommy strutting her hot stuff with her daughter, I'd do Linda before I did Emma. A real sexy bitch, she's more my type. Just look at her wiggle her shapely ass while walking," said Jules to Tyrone while following the women from a distance.
"Good. I'll take the daughter and you can have the mother," said Tyrone with a loud, dirty laugh.
"I like women my age, women who I can have a conversation with after I bang them and after they blow me. Or willing to try new things, mixing it up a little bit, I'd like to have a conversation with a woman before she blows me and before I bang her," said Jules with a dirty laugh while grabbing at himself again.
"Conversation? Not me, ain't no time for talkin' when I'm lickin', she'd suckin', and I'm fuckin'. I'd rather not talk while I'm doing my thing, if you know what I mean. I don't need no conversation while I'm havin' sex and doin' my bus'ness, you dig? And as far as me doing one over the other, I like the young, innocent stuff," he said looking at his friend and winking.
"And why is that, pray tell?" Jules looked at his friend, no doubt, already knowing the answer.
"Pray tell?" As if Jules had just thumbed his nose at Chinese food or Mexican for McDonalds, Tyrone gave his friend a confused look. "If I'm on my knees praying, there ain't no way I'm telling why I'm praying to God, you dig?"
"With my question having nothing to do with prayer and/or with God, I was just asking why you preferred the young innocent stuff to the mature, more experienced mommy," said Jules. "Being that she was married and has two kids, I prefer a woman who's already been around the block than having to teach one about sex and all things sexual. I'll ask you again. Why do you prefer the young, innocent stuff to the mature, more experienced woman?"
"Why? That's easy. I more enjoy new things to used things. In the way that I do when I buy a new car over a used car, I don't want a car that the driver's seat has already been farted on before I christen it with my farts. In the way that I do with my Pit bulls, I more enjoy breakin' in a bitch and training her in the things that I like and want her to do," he said.
"See? That's where we differ. I put my women up on pedestals and you compare your women to dogs," said Jules laughing.
"More able to trust them to love me, maybe I treat women like the bitches that they are 'cause I like dogs better than I do women," said Tyrone.
"I guess that explains why you have so many dogs and don't have any women," said Jules laughing.
"Fuck you, I have lots of women," said Tyrone.
"Strippers and prostitutes are hardly what I deem as having a real woman in your life," said Jules.
"I'd rather not have any ties holding me down," said Ty.
"Other than the choke collars and the leashes that you have for your dogs," said Jules laughing.
Both men fell silent while watching the two women from afar before Tyrone spoke again.
"Her daughter smells and looks like a virgin to me," he said closing his eyes and inhaling a big breath before opening them, letting with a loud laugh, and slapping Jules a high five. "Giving her a memory she'll never forget, I'd like for my big, black cock to be the first one she sucks and fucks," said Tyrone slapping his brother from a different mother again, this time a low five.
"I figured as much," said Jules shaking his head. "She's too young for me. I have a daughter her age and just as I don't see eye to eye with my daughter, I don't connect with twenty-something-year-olds," he said.
"I can see why you'd want mother over daughter, Jules," said Tyrone. "After she threw out her old man for cheatin' on her, with no man in the house to protect them and to take care of bus'ness of those two, fine pussies but for her son, I betcha Linda is a horny bitch. I betcha with the right man, a fine looking black man that Linda is a real, wild woman in the sack," said Tyrone. "Like Mommy like daughter, I betcha Emma can get down and dirty too. Oh, yeah, I'd let both of those hos suck my cock."
"I love you Mommy," laughed Jules looking at his friend with sudden insight. "Hey, maybe Robert is doing his mother. For sure, I'd do her is she was my momma. I can just see him puttin' the wood to her before puttin' the wood to his sister."
"Nah, he's too geeky to be so kinky. He doesn't look like the type who'd be into incest," said Tyrone giving his friend a hard look. "Do you think? I agree with you though, if she was my Momma, I'd do her but I don't think he'd be the type to be having sex with his mother and sister."
"You're right," said Jules. "He more looks the type who'd imagine having sex with his mother and sister while masturbating in bed over the two women. Oh, yeah, if she was my momma and with that round ass, I'd be lifting up her short skirt, pulling down her panty, and bending her over the sink," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Incest is best," said Tyrone. "Whether son, father, cousin, or nephew, anyone who had a chance at that would tap those two shapely, white asses. No man blood related or not would pass up that."
"You're right," said Jules. "All's fair when it comes to mother and daughter sex," he said with a dirty laugh.
Both men remained silent while watching mother and daughter from a distance. In the way they leered at them, if they got the two women alone, no doubt, Jules and Tyrone would take them somewhere and rape them.
"If ever I was going to jail for a long stretch or for life, God forbid, I'd get me some of that before I go in," said Ty prophetically. "How 'bout you? What would you do if you were going away for a long spell? I know what I'd do. I'd be breaking her cherry before having sex with Mommy. Then as my swansong, I'd get them both together to do me. So, tell me, what would you do if you were being sent away?"
"Me? What would I do if I was going away for a long stretch? Man that's easy. I'd get myself a double order of Popeye's fried chicken, extra crispy with plenty of extra sauces and some ribs. I'd get high and play video games all day and all night while drinking buckets of malt liquor," said Jules.
"Say wha? No sex? Are you joshin' me? You'd pass up hot sex for fried chicken, greasy ribs, boring video games, and flat beer? No way!" Tyrone looked at his friend with disbelief. "What are you queer?"
"Nah, just foolin' with ya. Yo dude, I'd get me some of that too," said Jules pointing to the two women walking away in the distance. "Pounding down my hammer again and again, I'd make me some memories to take with me in the slammer so that I could tell my stories to my hommies when relaxing in the yard, you dig?"
"Now you're talkin'," said Tyrone laying more skin on his friend. "Now you're makin' some sense. I never knew a man who'd masturbate over fried chicken and ribs in the way that he'd masturbate over white breasts and pussy," said Ty with a big laugh.
* * * * *
A computer geek on call and who worked seven days a week, Robert always left the house early and returned late. Trying to make a name for himself in the home computer repair business, he had just started his computer business and customers weren't easy to get when there were so many others doing the same thing at different rates and skill set levels. With this being Saturday, Jules and Tyrone knew that the mother and daughter would be home alone. If they were going to make some memories to last them a lifetime, this was their best chance to get mother and daughter alone before Robert came home and before being locked up for good. Normally, they'd never do bad things in their own neighborhood but as of Monday this wouldn't be their neighborhood anymore, a cell block would. Unless they somehow escaped from prison, an unlikely scenario, as of Monday they were going away for the rest of their lives no doubt.
The only difference between yesterday and today was that they were scheduled to be remanded to the custody of the state to serve a very long prison sentence for raping two nuns, Sisters of the Holy Order of Saints from the convent of Sisters in Absolute Denial. Out on bail, after their last appeal was thrown out of court for having no merit and with their lawyer held in contempt for wasting the court's time with foolish objections, this was their last weekend of freedom before the judge locked their cell doors and threw away the key. Out of hope and out of cash, giving them false hope by lying to them for the sake of a big, legal payday, their lawyer took their last dollar with their last, desperate appeal. No doubt, he figured with them going to jail for life, they wouldn't be needing any money.
Now, before they were incarcerated, needing to make memories to have some stories to tell to sustain them while jailed in their prison cells for the rest of their miserable lives, they wanted to go out with a big bang. Being that the proximity of their sexual temptation was so very convenient, right there in their own backyard, how better to sustain them with sexual memories than to have sex with a beautiful mother and daughter against their wills? As if they were their consolation prizes, having sex with them was nearly worth going to jail forever. After experiencing two, young nuns, other than raping them, how else would two, violent, black men ever feel the insides of such fine, white women voluntarily?
Their violence and desperation overruled their commonsense in the way that their need for money and sex controlled everything they did. Shortsighted in their thinking and with the absence of any logic in all that they do, only thinking of themselves in the way of Alex in Stanley Kubrick's Clock Work Orange, they were without guilt or remorse. They spent their final days drinking and getting high. Not even contemplating their immediate future for all the shit that they did in their past, with their personal party finally over, they acted as if this was their last day on Earth and as far as they were concerned it was.
No longer being free men, not that they were ever free men being that they were born black men, it was their last weekend left to enjoy the one thing that gave them the most pleasure, sex with women, and the one thing that they'd miss the most. Having spent more time in jail than out of jail, with their crimes preceding them and their fingerprints and DNA identifying them, both had long criminal records of arrests, releases, and convictions. Ready for sentencing, unless they jumped bail and left the country, yet unable to speak another language other than the English that they struggled with, stumbled over, and destroyed, there was no way that the judge would go easy on them, not this time.
This time, their fun was done. This time, whether they knew it or not, they did too much of a bad thing. Reprehensible in their disregard for anyone and anything but themselves, game over, there was no coming back from what they did this time. No matter which soft judge they were given or what technicality their case teetered upon the laws that struggled to uphold their convictions, they were going to jail for good.
Of all the women to sexually assault, they sexually assaulted, two, young, accomplished and beloved nuns. With their faces covering the front page of the newspapers, before even having their wicked way with mother and daughter and before the murder of their lying and thieving lawyer, they raped two, young nuns. A brutally violent sexual assault, this was it, the last straw, and the end of the road for them. Yet, as if what they had already done wasn't enough, they still had one exclamation point to use that would shock their little community and punctuate the end of their criminal career.
Nuns! Of all the women in the world to rape, they raped nuns. Why in God's name would they rape nuns? What's the attraction? How dare they? Women of God who were married to the Lord, God, Jesus Christ, how could they violate these two, poor, innocent, young women in the way that they had?
As if shitting all over them, all over their beliefs, and all over their religion just for the sake of some instant sexual gratification, how could they do that to them? Good woman who sacrificed their lives to help other people, what they did was an abomination against everything good, against all things holy, and against society as a whole. Truly, these two were bad men, very bad men that needed to be put behind bars until their last breath. With the public fearing they'd do something else that was equally as horrible as having their wicked, sexual way with two nuns, they didn't deserve to be free for one moment longer. Only, too little protestation too late. The judge had already released them out on bail.
Marching in the street in protest and demanding that they'd be remanded in the custody of the state, the community was outraged that the judge released them on bail. Everyone wanted justice but no one really wanted to get involved. Fearing retaliation, let someone else do that. No one wanted them to go free, not for another minute, but no one wanted their name mentioned on the same page with their name. Up to the police to do that, they wanted them to remain in jail until their trial. With the public ready to remove the judge when he allowed bail, especially after the news reported the long lists of felony arrests, convictions, and prison records that both men had, they wanted the two men thrown in jail now.
No doubt funded by illegal drug money, no one knew how they came up with the cash to post their million dollar bails but each of them did. Between what they paid the lawyer upfront to defend them and the ten percent they both had to pay the bail bondsmen to take the risk in posting their bails, they were as tapped out of money as they were going in prison as they were the last time they were released from prison. Only this time, going to jail in style for raping the two nuns before being tried later for having forced sex with mother and daughter, with their reputations preceding them, they were infamously famous and affectionately nicknamed, los dos demonios, those two Devils or el dos Diablos, the two Devils.
This time, however, classed as violent, sexual offenders and hardened criminals, no more easy time, early release, and parole for them. With the judicial system done with them, they'd be going to a supermax prison. Moreover, once the cops found the decomposing body of their lawyer and charged them with that murder too, they'll never be released. Desperate criminals, they decided to have their last hurrah as free men with Robert's mother and sister before going to jail. After having their wicked way with two nuns, what they wanted to do more than anything else was to have sex with Linda and her daughter, Emma. As despicable as they were incorrigible, with their bail not revoked even after the public outcry and the petition placed before the court, who would blame them for wanting to make more sexual memories before being locked away in an 8' x 10' cell until the day they died?



* * * * *
Yet, Jules' and Tyrone's story doesn't start with Linda and Emma. Oh no. Their story starts with the two nuns, the horrible crime that shocked the country and sealed their fate. With not a shred of remorse but with plenty of fingerprint and DNA evidence to arrest and convict them, Jules and Tyrone took advantage of an opportunity that presented itself when they happened upon a couple of cloistered nuns of the Holy Order of Saints, Sister Mary Elizabeth and Sister Kathleen, from the convent of Sisters in Absolute Denial.
"Lord have mercy on their souls. Amen."
If they weren't such dumb criminals, too stupid to even think of doing that, they would have cleansed the evidence from the crime scene but they didn't. Perhaps if they had the time, but the police were already at the scene of the crime and breaking down the door before they could even get dressed. Thumbing their noses at the laws, reckless in their abandon to do whatever they wanted to do, what were they thinking to be so boldly stupid that they wouldn't be caught and prosecuted for their crimes?
Did they think that because they were nuns, women of God, that they wouldn't press charges? Even if the good Sisters didn't press charges, the state would. Besides needing to save their reputations by throwing them both beneath the bus, the nuns had more to lose than did Jules and Tyrone. In the way that Jules and Tyrone wanted a last hurrah before being locked away in prison, the two Sisters wanted a last hurrah before being locked away in a convent. Their lust for the men could never be made public that these two nuns wanted to have sex with these two men just as much as the men wanted to have sex with them. In favor of Sister Mary Elizabeth and Sister Katherine, no one would believe Jules and Tyrone over them that the sex was consensual.
Just because their lawyer got them out of sticky situations and slam dunk cases before by violations of their Miranda rights and other civil liberty rights issues, who were they to think that they were above the law? These two women weren't just any women. Oh no. Members of their community who worked at the Catholic school and visited the infirmed in hospitals, they were innocent nuns. Nuns God damn it. Nuns. They were nuns.
How dare they spit in the face of God by having sex with two of his wives? It was a slam dunk case for the prosecutor. The jury deliberated shorter than it took the two men to strip the nuns naked and rape the Sisters of the Holy Order of Saints from the convent of Sisters in Absolute Denial. Yet, still free to commit their crimes, the future of Jules and Tyrone would soon be determined by a judge's decree and court order nailed shut with the bang of his gavel.
* * * * *
"Let us pray. In the name of the Father..."
So sweet and so good that butter would melt in their mouths. They were two young, innocent nuns attired in habits as if they were actresses from the remake of The Bells of St. Mary with Ingrid Bergman and Bing Crosby. More concerned with how they are on the inside, with most nuns not caring what they looked on the outside, still shaving their legs and wearing clear lip gloss, these two women still had their feminine, sexual appeal. Instead of just sitting and eating their lives away, as do most nuns do who don't need to attract a man, they were still young enough to have their shapely figures. If anyone was sexually attracted to nuns, these were two nuns that would attract men to do bad things, very bad things, and that's exactly what Jules and Tyrone did to Sisters Mary Elizabeth and Katherine.
"Is there no God? If God can't even protect them," he said turning to look at the Sisters sitting in court. "Then I dare say that there is no God," said the district attorney in his opening statement.
"Objection, your Honor," said Tyrone and Jules' attorney, Mr. Raymond E. Jones of Jones Criminal Defense Attorney at Law. "We are unable to prove or disprove the existence of God and to call upon him to—"
"Objection overruled. Sit down counselor," said the Judge giving him a stern look before banging his gavel. "Proceed please," he said giving the DA a smile before giving the defense attorney another harsh look.
"Oh those two, poor religious women, icons of our community, to have crossed the paths of Jules and Tyrone was something that never should have happened to our wives, our daughters, our mothers, our sisters, and to our nuns," said the DA looking from one juror to look at the other. "These two men were not charmed by religion or respectful of position but were tempted by the Devil to have forced sex with the female religious symbol of what we all deem as everything pure, innocent, and holy. How dare they use, sexually abuse, and deflower these poor Sisters of the Catholic Church? They are the ones who sealed their damnation forever," said the DA pointing to the two men in open court.
"Objection, your Honor," said attorney for the defense, Raymond E. Jones. "Just as we are unable to prove or disprove the existence of God, we cannot prove or disprove the existence of the Devil."
"Objection overruled. Sit down counselor. If this is your plan to upset my courtroom, I'll hold you in contempt," said the Judge pointing his gavel before banging his gavel. "Proceed please," he said giving the DA a smile before giving the defense attorney another harsh look.
"Neither here nor there in their abhorrent passionate desire to rape anyone, we don't know what went through their minds at the time of the crime. Yet, in trying to understand their motivation and judging by the crime, ridiculous to fathom, perhaps understanding men driven by their sexual lust more if the nuns looked better and dressed more provocatively while wearing something shorter and lower cut, I'd more understand their violent need. Yet covered from head to toe, with no skin showing except for what's on their faces and hands, they wore black habits," said the District Attorney when addressing the jury in his opening remarks.
"Objection your Honor," said Attorney Jones.
"Objection overruled," said the judge not even allowing the attorney to speak.
"Tell me this," said the DA. "What's sexy about a nun in a habit?" He looked to the nuns sitting there in their habits before he looked from one juror to another. "Nothing. Absolutely nothing."
"I object your Honor," said the attorney for the defense.
"Object to what?" The judge gave him a foul look. "Are you objecting the DA's opening remarks? Sorry but you know better than to object to that."
"Your Honor, we are all men with weaknesses."
"Get to the point counselor," said the judge with impatience.
"There are some men who are sexually attracted to nuns, a nun fetish and a nun sexual addiction, if you will. Being that I'm not a trained professional in psychology or psychiatry, but I plan on having one testify in my client's defense to their sexual conditions, erotic fantasies, and personal peccadilloes. Just as I object to the DA's remarks on the matter, I object to the nuns sitting here attired in costume," said the attorney pointing to the nuns and objecting to them wearing their habits.
"Costume? How dare you? Should the Sisters sit there in their underwear?"
"Perhaps they could wear a coat, your Honor," said the defense attorney making those in the court laugh.
"Objection overruled. Sit down counselor," said the judge not even allowing him to answer his rhetorical question. "Proceed please," said the judge to the DA.
"Perhaps, if the nuns had their hair and makeup done, a nun makeover, certainly they'd look beautiful enough for a man to want to have sex with them but not to rape them. How dare they sexually violate them in that way?"
"Objection your Honor," said Attorney Jones.
"Overruled," said the judge.
Looking at them with respect and adulation, the DA turned to point to the nuns sitting there in open court.
"Yet more important than the sexual appeal of their hidden shapely bodies when sans of makeup that concealed and downplayed their good looks, pledged to God, they were nuns for Christ sakes." He paused in his opening statement to take the time to look at each and every juror. "Nonetheless, being that they were nuns, Sisters of the Holy Order of Saints and from the convent of Sisters in Absolute Denial, they didn't deserve the fate that befell them."
To be continued...
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With the backseat of their car filled with the Heavenly spirit of the two nuns, instead giving them a lift to the gas station to buy gas, Tyrone and Jules gave them a ride to Hell.
In the way that some black men are attracted to some white woman, Jules and Tyrone were attracted to these women. In the way that some men are sexually twisted to have a peculiar sexual fetish for nuns, Jules and Tyrone had such a fetish for nuns. In addition to all of the other violent crimes they've done, with both men sexual predators, their names were on the sexual offenders' registry for sexual offenses. Now at the right time and right place for them and the wrong time and wrong place for the nuns, upon seeing them, they had an immediate sexual attraction for the two women not only because they were attractive, white females but also because they were nuns.
With virginity a highly cherished quality to some men, more to some than to others, but especially to Jules and Tyrone, the nuns, of course, were virgins. Something so elusively rare but highly sought after in their neighborhood where young women were routinely getting pregnant at too young of an age, being that neither of the men have ever experienced a virgin before, Jules and Tyrone had a fondness for virgins. If it wasn't enough that they were white, if it wasn't enough that they were nuns, and if it wasn't enough that they were virgins, Jules and Tyrone hit the jackpot with these two victims.
Since the women were married to God, certainly more of an issue for the nuns than it was for them, Jules and Tyrone had more of an allegiance to the Devil than they did to God. Ripe for the opportunity, as if God handed them the two Sisters for them to take sexual advantage of, they had no conscience, no guilt, and no remorse in their decision to strip them naked and to have sex with them. Something that only happens in men's sexual fantasies, here it was about to happen in real life. Oh the inhumanity of it all. How dare they deflower two innocent nuns?
Driving upon them by happenstance, a serendipitous circumstance for the two criminals but an unfortunate occasion for two women of God, they saw their car, a new, snow white Buick, parked by the side of the road with the hood up and the flashers flashing. No one, not even the police, except for those lowlifes looking for trouble, were out and about at this ungodly hour, especially in this neighborhood. The other side of town, this was where the very bad people lived. This is where no white people went unless they were crazy, suicidal, and/or packing an arsenal of assault weapons to defend themselves from the evil that would surely befall them.
"What happened Sisters? Do you need some help?" Tyrone stopped his car for Jules to talk to the nuns from out of his lowered passenger side, car window.
"I think we're out of gas," said Sister Mary Elizabeth sweetly smiling as if she was greeting someone infirmed in the hospital.
Looking much like a younger version of Catherine Zeta Jones before she got as heavy as she is crazy, she looked so adorable in her nun's habit that anyone seeing her would just want to hold her before kissing her. A taller, shapelier, and much prettier version of Sally Fields as the Flying Nun, her black habit complimented her good looks by highlighting her big, green eyes in the way of that picture frame accents a photo. Devoted to God and never passing along her perfect genes to bear a child, it was such a waste for a woman so beautiful to be a nun. Not fair. When there aren't enough beautiful women to go around, why would she want to be a nun when there are plenty of short, stout, angry women with mustaches, women who preferred licking to sucking, to be nuns?
"We were busy talking and went right by the gas station," said Sister Katherine with a little laugh. "Kind enough to give us the use of his car, we forgot that Father Thomas had told us to buy gas before setting off on our journey. With the help of God, we made it all the way there but ran out of gas on our return trip."
"I have a gas can in my trunk," said Ty. "We can give you a lift to the gas station and back," he said giving Jules the wise guy eye. "You'll be on your back to the convent before you can say, thank you Jesus."
"Praise the Lord, the answer to our prayers," said Sister Mary Elizabeth smiling and clasping her hands together before signing herself while looking from Jules to look at her friend. "That's so very Christian of you. Thank you kind Sirs. We humbly accept your offer of a ride."
"Yes, thank you. We'd love a ride," said Sister Katherine. "It's too far to walk. Actually, we don't even know where we are," she said looking around at the dilapidated buildings, smashed windows, abandoned cars, and burnt out hovels.
Dumped appliances, mattresses, and old tired dotted the landscape on this side of town in the way that trees, rose bushes, and white picket fences landscaped the scenery on the other side of town. Judging one side of town to the other, one would never think that this wasn't the same city or country even. When we give so much financial aid to other countries that spit in our faces rather than taking care of our own first, how can such poverty happen in the greatest country in the world? The United States of America is a country so rich that every politician who comes to Washington as a poor man or woman leaves as a millionaire and those multi-millionaires who take the oath of office to serve the public as public servants leave as billionaires. Where is the fairness that our civil servants should be able to amass so much wealth while the rest of us have so little money?
With all of the unsavory characters lurking about in the shadows, if the Sisters thought that they were being watched, they wouldn't be mistaken as a multitude of eyes were upon them just waiting for the right opportunity to pounce. Only happening upon the opportunity to bag a couple of nuns before any else, the kings of their inner city jungle, Jules and Tyrone, pounced first. As if lions with their kill, with the rest lying in wait in the way of jackals, they weren't willing to share and no one dared interfere with what they were doing until they abandoned the nuns to fend for themselves. Yet knowing better than to leave two innocent nuns at the mercy of the bad men who endured and survived in this bad neighborhood, they didn't leave them but took them with them. If anything, they were doing the nuns a valuable service and a genuine favor by giving them a ride, even if it was a journey to Hell instead of a ride to Heaven.
Closing the hood and locking and alarming the car, the car would be safe there, now that the others had seen Jules and Tyrone taking care to protect the Buick from being vandalized and/or stolen. Too oblivious to know, if only the Sisters knew what was about to happen to them, taking their chances in this deserted, dangerous neighborhood, they never would have accepted a ride. Instead of Sister Katherine saying that she'd love a ride, she may as well said, I'd love to be stripped naked and forced to suck you before you fuck me. Only, too innocent to know and too trusting of everyone to even consider that violent outcome, no doubt, they thought that God would protect them. Truth be told, they shouldn't have been left alone to go out and about in this neighborhood without an armed guard packing more than just a Bible, a cross, and blind faith.
Oh dear God, if only they had heeded Father Thomas' advice and bought gas before leaving, none of this would have happened. Ignoring their GPS, if only they had stayed on the main highway instead of taking the back road home because of rush hour traffic, they would have been helped already by the police or by a Good Samaritan. If only they knew where they were and hadn't gotten lost, they may have made it home with the gasoline they had. In this hour of their need, only Jesus could help them now but, obviously, too busy with other things, they were left to the diabolical pleasures of Jules and Tyrone.
* * * * *
Never intending to take them to buy gas, they had a different agenda on their minds. Driving right by the gas station, Jules and Tyrone took the nuns to an abandoned house. After the housing crash, there were lots of abandoned houses in their neighborhood, too many empty buildings for the police to check. Knowing the neighborhood well, Jules and Tyrone knew exactly where to take the Sisters so as not to be disturbed. As ironical as it was funny, they took the nuns to a house that was right across from the front of the police station. With the cops always in the back of the station, by the donut shop drinking their coffee and eating their donuts, Jules and Tyrone knew they could do their dirty business without being disturbed or even noticed.
"Where are we going?" Sister Mary Elizabeth leaned forward in her seat as if to talk to another nun over the pew in church at mass. "Excuse me. Excuse me. Excuse me," she said thrice when he didn't answer her. As if she was Sheldon from The Big Bang Theory situation comedy show, she tapped Jules on the shoulder as if he was being bad in class. "Where are you taking us?"
"You've past several gas stations already," said Sister Katherine smiling contently while looking out her window and obviously enjoying the scenic ride. "If you're concerned about the gas prices, don't worry. We have enough money for gas. Father Thomas gave us his credit card."
"Don't be such an idiot, you stupid bitch," said Sister Mary panicking and staring at her friend as if she was the Devil in disguise of a Nun.
As if she was suddenly possessed by the Devil's dirty deeds instead of filled by God's good graces and indeed she was, she looked frightened. Obviously imagining the bad things that Jules and Tyrone were about to do to her and her friend's innocent, virginal bodies, she appeared panic-stricken. Ready to take a leap of faith and looking as if she was ready to jump from the car, she may have if the car had been a four door instead of a two door.
"Stupid bitch?" Paying never mind to the real danger that lurked in the front seat, Sister Katherine was more concerned with the insult given her by her friend in the backseat. She looked at her friend with shock and outrage. "Who are you calling a stupid bitch?"
"You, you stupid bitch," said Sister Mary turning her attention from trying to escape to focus on her pretty friend. Stuck with you 24/7, I'm sick and tired of what a stupid bitch you are. God you're so stupid. How dumb can you be blondie? You are testimony to what God gave you in your good looks in what he took away in your intelligence. Fortunately for me, I possess both," she said sitting upright in her seat as if posing for a photograph.
"How dare you call me a stupid bitch?" Obviously Sister Katherine missed the point of Sister Mary's insults. A natural blonde who reinforced what men thought about the intelligence of blondes, natural or otherwise, she wasn't the brightest nun in the convent. "May God forgive you because I surely won't," she said nodding her head in affirmation and folding her arms across her bosom.
"You are a stupid bitch," said Sister Mary.
Unable to make this stuff up, as if a sexual fantasy come true, both nuns started fighting. A real catfight in the backseat of Tyrone's car, Jules turned in his seat to watch the two religious woman while Tyrone nearly drove off the road watching Sisters Mary and Katherine fighting through the reflection in his rearview mirror. Obviously a longtime seething, tugging at their clothes, pulling on their hair, and slapping one another across their faces, the nuns were out of control.
"Hey," said Jules laughing. "Knock it off. We're here."
"Here?" Sister Mary looked out her car window.
"Where's here?" Sister Katherine looked out on the other side of the car.
The two Sisters stared out the car window at a rundown house with dilapidated houses on both sides and with more foreclosed homes across the street. In the way of Flint and Detroit Michigan, abandoned and left to die, once a thriving neighborhood but now with joblessness and hopelessness, no one lived here but rats, roaches, homeless people seeking shelter, criminals looking for victims, and druggies needing privacy to do their fixes. Oh woe are them for what Jules and Tyrone were about to do to their naked bodies.
With the Devil alive and in residence in this house, Heaven help them. If there was a God, now was the time for him or her to step forward to stop the brutality of what was about to happen to them. Two innocent nuns, women of faith who devoted their lives to helping others, contrary and in opposition to our public servants who help no one but themselves and their cronies, they didn't deserve this.
"I didn't tell you where we were going because I, um, was afraid you wouldn't come," said Tyrone putting his head down while lying through his teeth.
"Why? What is it?" Sister Katherine leaned forward to put a gentle hand of comfort to Tyrone's shoulder. "You can tell us," she said.
At the mercy of his lies, she was obviously ready to believe anything and everything he said.
"I, um, wanted you to visit my sick grandmother before we took you for gas. After my whore of a prostitute mother died of a drug overdose, she's been a mother to me," said Tyrone suddenly looking very sad.
"Oh, you poor, poor dear," said Sister Katherine after snubbing her nose at her friend, as if to say, I told you so.
"Yeah, um, his granny is dying and she means the world to him," said Jules laying it on thick before looking away to roll his eyes.
"Oh brother. If you believe that one," mumbled Sister Mary Elizabeth beneath her breath. "I have swamp land, I mean, ocean front property for sale in Florida that Disney wants to buy to expand," she said sighing in disbelief.
Not wanting to make a scene and not wanting anyone seeing them, not even a snitch who'd sell the information to the police for a few dollars, it was better that the nuns came with them voluntarily than having to carry two struggling and screaming Sisters inside the house.
"I thought you could give her the last rites," said Jules.
"The last rites? We can't give her the last rites. Only a priest can do that. Nuns can only comfort her. We can't give sacraments," said Sister Mary rolling her eyes again in the way that Jules just did.
"Oh," said Tyrone. "Maybe you could come inside to comfort her. That would mean a lot to her."
"If I had the forethought to ask Father Thomas for his cell phone, I could have called him to meet us here to give your grandmother the last rites. Perhaps I could use your cell phone," she said with a smile that concealed her real reason in wanting to call 911. "Where are we exactly?" Sister Mary looked out her window as if she was in downtown Baghdad or Syria.
"Sorry, my cell phone is dead Sister," said Jules stealthily turning off his cell phone. "I need to charge it. After I charge it inside, you can call Father Thomas," said Jules ignoring her question that asked their location.
"What about you?" Sister Mary put out her hand and looked to Tyrone. "May I use your cell phone?"
"I don't have a cell phone Sister Mary," said Tyrone lying about the cell phone that he had in his pocket.
"Having lived here most of my life, I don't recognize this place. With no landmarks, suddenly I don't know where I am," said Sister Mary obviously looking to make a mad dash to escape as soon as they opened their car door.
"Oh, I'd love to visit your sick grandmother," said Sister Katherine falling for their lines hook, line, and sinker. How someone so beautiful and so gullible was still a virgin was indeed a miracle. Straightening her habit, fixing her veil, and realigning her collar after being physically assaulted by Sister Mary before reaching out to comfort Tyrone by touching his shoulder again. "I can pray for her," she said nodding her head and smiling.
"Don't be such an idiot, you moron. God, you're so stupid," said Sister Mary staring at her as if she wanted to break the sixth commandment and kill her.
"Stop calling me names," said Sister Katherine. "Besides, sticks and stones—"
"You're right. If I had a stick, I'd beat you with it," said Sister Mary. "Obviously," said Sister Mary sighing and rolling her eyes again. "They took us here for sex."
"They did?" Sister Katherine looked more excited than she looked afraid.
"There's no sick grandmother dying in that house. There's only the Devil waiting for us to cross that threshold. In the way that every son wants to have sex with his mother, don't you know that it's every man's sexual fantasy is to have sex with a nun?"
"So, if I understand you correctly," said Sister Katherine struggling to understand. "They took us here to have us watch them having sex with their grandmother? Is that it? I don't get it. I don't understand. That makes no sense," she said looking to her friend with confusion.
"God help me, you're so dumb. Think of this as a fairytale," said Sister Mary trying to make her friend understand. "We're red riding hoods, actually black riding hoods being that we're both dressed in black. They are the hungry wolves who will eat us after we suck them. There is no grandmother."
"I always like that fairytale," said Sister Katherine folding her hands in her lap as if waiting in readiness to be told the rest of the story.
"Duh? Obviously they took us here to have their wicked sexual way with us, and to have deep, probing, pounding, penetrating sex with our naked, virginal bodies," she said putting her finger to her lips with feigned trepidation while obviously sexually swooning at all that she just said.
"Oh my God," said Sister Katherine finally getting it. Unable to control herself, she looked from Sister Mary to Jules and to Tyrone before she vocalized her extraordinarily loud and unpredictable outburst. "Thank you Jesus," she said throwing up her arms in the air before signing herself while looking up inside of the car as if God was there with them and, no doubt, he was. Because, obviously...God likes to listen as much as he likes to watch. "Hallelujah, my prayers have been answered."
"You're prayers have been answered?" Sister Mary looked at her friend. "What in God's name are you talking about now Dummy? God, you're such a Dummy. Dummy, dummy, dummy, you're such a stupid bitch. If you weren't a nun, you'd be a typical, dumb blonde falling for some line that a guy gave you to model while working your way through college. Instead of modeling, he forces you to work as a stripper and a prostitute," said Sister Mary wiping the tears from her eyes. "Trusting him to do the right thing, he takes advantage of your innocence, kindness, and goodness by forcing you to have sex for money with a multitude of disgusting men."
A stripper? A prostitute? Did Sister Mary just confess that she had a checkered past? Despite all of the insults and name calling Sister Katherine looked at her friend with renewed insight and sympathy.
"I'm sorry for your troubles Sister Mary Elizabeth. I understand the hardships you've suffered in your life that have made you the nasty bitch that you are," she said patting her friend's hand.
"Thank you...I think, Sister Katherine," said Sister Mary.
"I know it's wrong but I've been praying to God for a way to experience a man in the Biblical sense of the word, if you know what I mean. Without voluntarily breaking my vow of marriage to my Lord God, Jesus Christ, my Savior," said Sister Katherine signing herself again. "Before disappearing forever behind the convent wall, I just wanted to feel a man inside of me just once for me to know what I'm missing with the sacrifice that I'm making."
Sister Mary looked at her friend with shocked incredulousness.
"Are you kidding me?" Sister Mary stared at her friend aghast by her admission. "Instead of praying to God to help the poor and the needy, you've been praying to God to get laid? Are you kidding me? How dare you? What the Hell is wrong with you?"



"It's just sex," said Sister Katherine with a disinterested shrug.
"Sex? Do you really think that what's about to happen to us is sex? What you're about to experience Sister Katherine," said Sister Mary snidely, "is not sex but a violent physical assault upon your person and the experience of a sexual perversion upon your innocent body. The least of what they'll do to us, they're going to rape us and maybe even murder us after they're done having their wicked ways with our naked bodies."
"Yes, I know but after being a virgin for so long, too long, willing to take the risk, I don't care. I'll take whatever I can get. Besides God will protect us from danger," said Sister Katherine signing herself again. "For years I've been praying to Mary Magdalene to know what it feels like to experience a hard cock," she said whispering the last two words. "I figure that if Jesus can have a girlfriend, maybe even a wife, than I can have a boyfriend on the side, too."
"Well Sister Katherine. Today is your lucky day," said Tyrone responding to her overheard conversation. "You're prayers have been answered. And don't worry, so long as you give us what we want, no further harm will come to you."
"Trust me, having sex no big deal and there's really no reason for you to break your vow to Jesus just for sex," whispered Sister Mary to her friend while patting her hand. "Putting the money on the dresser before they undress, men hump you while grunting their unbridled lust for you in your ear. Then, within a minute or two, they cum inside of you and, as soon as they do, they roll off or you before you've even had the chance to feel anything but the heaviness of their weight on your stomach."
"It sounds good to me," said Sister Katherine.
"The sex was hardly good at all. Honestly, I was able to do more with my index finger than most men could do with their cocks," said Sister Mary.
Sister Katherine looked at Sister Mary with renewed insight.
"You're not a virgin, are you?" Adept at stating the obvious, Sister Katherine looked at her friend with as much insightfulness as she did jealousy.
"A virgin? Me? God no," said Sister Mary signing herself while mouthing the words, Sorry Jesus. "Do you think I'd locked myself away in a convent for the rest of my life before experiencing what it's like to suck and fuck several dozen men? Okay, a few hundred men," she said lifting her chin with self-confidence up as if posing for a photographer.
"Well, having never experienced a sweaty, naked man in bed before, you should understand why I've been praying for a man to seduce me. We share the same motivation, to have sex before we no longer can, that is, unless we want to have sex with, old Father Thomas. I must confess that he's been looking better every day," said Sister Katherine with a laugh.
"Father Thomas? God no. I wouldn't do Father Thomas if he were the last man on Earth. Having flashed me his erect cock more than once, he's a pervert," said Sister Mary. "Lewdly lascivious, he's always grabbing my ass through my habit and making inappropriate comments. Once, he walked up to my face while I was kneeling in prayer with my eyes closed as if he was hoping that I'd touch him through his pants, pull down his zipper, and reach in his trousers to pull out his cock to stroke him before sucking him."
"No way," said Sister Katherine. "I had no idea the good Father was such a lecher."
"More than once, he's even tried to hypnotize me with his cross, no doubt for sex, but I looked away before he put me under. Can you imagine that?"
"Oh my God," said Sister Katherine. "I shall pray for his perverted soul."
"As if trying to give us a double dose of delusion, it's oxymoronic that a priest would attempt to hypnotize a nun in the way that we've already been hypnotized by God," said Sister Mary. "Yet, being that this is a man's world, even in the eyes of God, we are at the mercy of men. With all the Popes, Cardinals, Bishops, and Priests men, why should we, as mere women, even though we're women of faith and women of God, expect to be treated with respect and not think that we'd never be sexually harassed because we're nuns?"
"Never mind about Father Thomas, being that I'm a virgin, I figure I'll be locked away in that convent for the next forty years or more of my life masturbating before turning lesbian. Just once in my life I'd like to know what a hard cock feels like in my hand, in my mouth, between my legs, and up my ass" said Sister Katherine whispering to her friend again.
"Well, think of me as your fairy Godfather but without the fairy," said Jules laughing. "I think that I can accommodate you Sister Katherine," said Jules responding to her whispers. "Now go inside my modest abode and strip off your clothes so that we can, um, discuss this in private," he said laughing a dirty laugh.
"I've always wanted to know what nuns wear beneath their habits," said Tyrone. "Now I'm finally going to see for myself," he said rubbing his horny hands together as if he was a fly about to land on a hot, steamy load of excrement.
Once inside the filthy, disheveled house, as if she was wearing breakaway clothes, hot to trot, Sister Katherine removed her habit and stripped herself down to her underwear within a few seconds.
"Wow! Will you look at that? Lord Almighty, that's amazing," said Jules nudging Tyrone in the ribs. "Never would I have guessed you'd look like that beneath your habit Sister. Oh, my God! A nun with a stripper's body," said Jules staring at shapely Sister Katherine standing there in her sexy underwear. "I had no idea that's what you'd be wearing under your habit. You put Halley Berry in Swordfish in her itty bitty bikini to shame. Thank you Jesus."
"I didn't know nuns wore thongs, a black thong with a little gold cross," said Tyrone staring at her ass with his mouth agape. "I didn't know they wore bras, never mind low cut bras that showed their areolas and nipples with every move. Do me a favor Sister," said Tyrone wiping his mouth as if he was a man dying of thirst.
"Yes? What is it? Whatever is your pleasure?"
"She does have a good attitude," said Jules laughing. "Oh, yeah, I think we found us the perfect nun."
"Jump up and down while raising your arms over your head," said Tyrone. "I, um, just wanna see somethin'."
Sister Katherine immediately obeyed Tyrone's request for a favor by jumping up and down with her arms over her head. Immediately bouncing out of her bra, her big breasts bounced with her. Up and down, as if they were God's personal bowling balls, her big tits kept beat to her jumping jacks.
"Enough already. Stop jumping. God you're so stupid," said Sister Mary. "He was only trying to see your tits and you gave him an entire bouncing show of your breasts, areolas, and nipples. Shame on you, you ought to be embarrassed for giving him such a sexy show."
"Oh," said Sister Katherine still exposed and not embarrassed enough to cover her naked breasts with her hand or with her forearm.
"It's so amazing to me that you're wearing a bra Sister Katherine. I figured they wore one of those, what do you call it?" He looked to his friend for the right word.
"A camisole?" Jules smiled at his friend. "Now that you mention it, I can just see her wearing a camisole. With the outline of her breasts clearly visible and her hard, erect nipples pushing against the sheer material, she'd look good in a sexy, lacy camisole."
"Yeah, that's it, that's what I was thinking of, a camisole. I figured that nuns wore a camisole or a sports bra beneath their habits. I never figured a nun would wear a Victoria's Secrets bra that showed her areolas and nipples with every move and a barely there thong that showed most of her unbelievable ass. Damn Sister Katherine, you're hot. I could never tell from your habit that you had such big tits and a great body but you do. Thank you Jesus," he said looking up to the ceiling as if God was there watching and maybe he or she was.
"Where'd you get that bra and thong?" Sister Mary looked at her friend with jealousy.
"Mother Agatha loaned them to me," said Sister Katherine with a Mona Lisa smile.
"Mother Agatha? Are you kidding me? Where'd she get those? She's the biggest lesbian in the convent. I never figured her for wearing sexy lingerie," said Sister Mary. "You'd better watch out for her because she'll have you saying your prayers naked behind her closed bedroom door, if you know what I mean."
"I have no idea what you're talking about," said Sister Katherine with a smug, little grin.
"Duh? She's a lesbian and, no doubt, wants to make you one too," said Sister Mary.
"Well, anyway, she was kind enough to loan me her underwear. She has an entire drawer filled with sex toys, vibrators, dildos, and sexy underwear that she keeps next to her Bible and rosary beads," said Sister Katherine.
"As further evidence to support what I just said, why would Mother Agatha loan you her bra and thong if she wasn't trying to make you a lesbian?" Sister Mary stared at her friend in disbelief.
"She overheard me praying to God to get laid, I mean to experience a man in the Biblical sense of the word and when we left for our road trip, she told me that she hoped that I'd get lucky," said Sister Katherine.
"Unbelievable," said Sister Mary shaking her head in disbelief.
"So long as I undressed in front of her, allowed her to help me on with the underwear, allowed her to adjust the fit by feeling my ass and breasts, and modelled the bra and thong before we left, she gave them to me to wear. She said that she'll pray that I get laid," said Sister Katherine whispering to her friend again as if she didn't want to be caught talking in class.
"Oh my God, you are as dumb as an alabaster statue," said Sister Mary looking up. "So you gave Mother Agatha a show and a feel of your naked body. Is that it?"
"I don't know. Yeah, I guess so. I guess I did without realizing it. Just happy to finally wear something so sexy, she was being so kind and generous to me by giving me her most private, sexy things to wear that I didn't think anything of it at the time," said Sister Katherine.
"What did I do to deserve to have Sister Katherine as my roommate? If we survive this sexual assault today, it won't be long before you'll be licking Mother Agatha's pussy as your penance for getting laid today," said Sister Mary.
"Oh Sister Mary, you're so negative. Look at all the blessings we've had so far. We were given a ride after running out of gas. We met two very nice strangers. And look at what's about to happen to us? We're about to have forced sex that won't break our vows to God. Isn't it wonderful? It's a miracle," she said ignoring her friend and nodding her head while looking from Jules to Tyrone before signing herself as if she was about to pray and thank Jesus for allowing her to cheat on him. "Thank you Jesus," she said bowing her head in prayer.
"Lucky? Wonderful? A miracle? You call being stripped naked, raped, ravished, and sexually abused over and again getting lucky? Are you nuts? What's wrong with you? God, you're such a dumb bitch. Luck has nothing to do with what's happening here," said Sister Mary.
"Yeah, well, with you sucking and fucking hundreds of men before falling to your knees for God instead of for a cock, it's easy for you to say that when you were a slut while I was a virgin," said Sister Katherine with animosity. "And stop calling me a bitch, you bitch. I'm not the bitch. You are," she said while not asking her friend to qualify that she wasn't dumb too.
"Listen to me," said Sister Mary taking her friend by the shoulders and shaking her. "These two despicable desperadoes are no doubt going to force themselves upon us, strip us naked, and make us suck their big, black, hard, hairy cocks until they shoot their love juices in our mouths. Trust me, they won't let go of the back of our heads until we swallow all of their cum. Then, when we're done sucking them, they're going to fuck us hard and fuck us deep over and again before they allow us to stand. Finally, bending us over as if we're dirty dogs instead of Catholic nuns of the convent, Sisters in Absolute Denial, they'll plunge their cocks deep up our poop shoots and fuck us hard up the ass while squeezing our big tits," she said looking to Jules and Tyrone. "Is that it?"
"Yeah, that's pretty much it," said Jules nodding his head and looking to Tyrone who shrug in agreement. "Do you have anything to add?"
"Nah, Sister Mary has covered all the bases pretty much," said Tyrone grabbing his package in his hand through his pants.
Sister Mary looked from Jules and Tyrone to look at her friend.
"Is that what you want them to do, to force you to suck them and fuck them before having anal sex with your virginal body?"
"Oh God yes," said Sister Katherine closing her eyes and visibly quivering with sexual excitement while putting an experienced hand between her thong clad legs and rubbing herself with her finger as she pinched her nipple through her bra. "Thank you Jesus!"
"Seriously?" Sister Mary looked at her friend. "Willing for them to fill all three of your holes, you'd willingly suck and fuck these two men?"
"Stop it, you're making me horny," said Sister Katherine.
"I give up," said Sister Mary.
"It's your turn," said Jules to Sister Mary. "Get undressed. Take off your clothes. Get naked baby."
Sister Mary removed her veil, her wimple, and her habit. Dressed in only her chesty Morgan signature bra resplendent with tassels and a pair of men's boxer shorts, she stood before the men unashamed and unembarrassed.
To be continued...
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Mother celebrates Nude Day by getting naked and having sex with her son.
"Mom? Guess what?" Michael rushed in the backdoor and ran through the kitchen, the dining room, and the living room looking for his mother. "Mom? Where are you?"
"I'm upstairs Michael," said Susan.
'Same thing every day, sometimes multiple times a day, he's always excited over something. I wish I had his energy,' she thought to herself while smiling at his exuberant innocence. 'I only wished I had the guts to shock him by standing here naked. Acting shocked that he caught me naked, what would he do, what would he say, if he saw me standing here naked? Would he look? Would he stare? Or would he avert his eyes and look away?'
Taking two steps at a time, two late for her to reconsider her decision to strip off her clothes to surprise him, Michael bounded up the stairs. If only she still had his zest for life, she'd be the party girl that she never had a chance to be, especially now that she's a responsible mother. A role she enjoyed playing more now than before, she was finally satisfied with her life, albeit sexually frustrated with her lonely existence as a single mother. If anyone was to see how her face lights up when seeing her son, it'd be no secret that she wanted to have sex with her son just as much, if not more, than he wanted to have sex with her.
"Guess what?"
Always something, she couldn't even imagine what it was now.
"What is it honey?" He was always so excitable. If he was this excited over nothing, she couldn't even imagine what he'd be naked and like in bed with her. "Calm down, take a breath, and just tell Mommy what it is."
Sometimes, in the way of private pillow talk, albeit without the sex, just as much as she enjoyed him calling her Mommy, that is, unless they were out in public, she enjoyed referring to herself as his Mommy.
'What now she wanted to say with a laugh?' Her constant source of excited entertainment, she couldn't even imagine what it was he had to tell her. 'Did he finally get a job? Was he admitted to Harvard? Did he find a girlfriend? Does he need money for this or for that? Would he like to strip me naked? May I strip him naked? Does he want me to suck him and fuck him because I will? He only need to ask for me to make love to him,' she wondered while imagining him naked and what the answer was to his guess what question.
Never something that she wants, a typical teenager, self-absorbed and self-centered, always about him and never about her, what he had to tell her was always something that he did, wanted to do, wanted, or needed. Always it was something that made her wonder why he was so excited to tell her.
"Guess what?" He stood at the top of the stairs looking at her with excited wonderment while she folded clean clothes that she had just removed from the dryer.
In the way that he looked at her, as if undressing her with his eyes, was the same way that she looked at him. As if she was standing there topless, he was always staring at her tits.
"I don't know. I give up. You found Jimmy Hoffa's body. What is it?"
"Who?"
"Never mind," she said.
"Guess," he said.
"I don't know Michael," she said smiling with his happiness. I'm doing laundry. "You're running in the Boston Marathon next year. You won the lottery? You're going to do your own laundry. What?"
"No, way better than any of that," he beamed her his famous, contagious smile, the one that lit up his face and that lit up her face too. "I've been invited to a Nude Day party."
Busy doing laundry, with the washing machine in her ear, imagining more what he said than what he actually said, she didn't hear what he had said. If she did hear him correctly, she'd think that it was just her imagination. What he said didn't register, especially if what he said had anything at all to do with Nude Day, her most dreaded, albeit totally obscure of holidays. If he did say that he was invited to a Nude Day party, coming full circle, she'd be stunned that her past was haunting her in her present.
* * * * *
With his excitement for life so outrageously contagious, whatever it was that he had to tell her, was always something new and exciting for him to share. Whatever it was, she looked forward to hearing and sharing in his news. Thinking back when she was his age and envying whatever was his new adventure, she didn't want to diminish his joy by raining her tears of depression on his good days with her bad ones. Yet, sometimes, such a sad, little flower hiding in her room and crying, her sunshine on her cloudy days, he was her ray of hope and every time he asked her his guess what question, he made her smile.
"Guess what Mom? Guess what?"
Her major distraction from her emotional pain and suffering sorrow, the only time she was happy was when watching her son being so excited over something so unimportant in the scheme of things that really mattered. A real treasure that harkened her back to her days when she once was so happy, his innocent joy was such a pleasure. The only one who had such an effect on her, his good mood changed her mood from negative to positive and from depressed to happy. Susan only wished she had that effect on him but, sometimes even difficult for her to smile, the smiling spirit she once had in the past was long lost by all that's happened to her over the years and by how she now feels in the present. With her feelings twisted and her thoughts tormented, she always wondered how different she'd be if what happened to her on Nude Day never happened. Yet, not having any regrets, she wouldn't want to change her past for the sake of her present.
Nonetheless her bad beginning, sometimes when feeling so sad, she wished she was 19-years-old again and could live her life over. If only she knew how the mistakes she made then affected her now, perhaps she would have made different decisions. Maybe things would have been different between her and her father had her mother not died and not left them alone with one another but that's life. Meant to be, maybe there was a reason for her mother to leave her alone with her father but after thinking about the reason for twenty years, she still didn't know the answer to her life's personal riddle.
Now attracted to her son in the way she was once attracted to her father, in the way that her sexual attraction to her father was a temporary father/daughter thing, she figured that her sexual attraction to her son was just a temporary mother/son thing. If only she was 19-years-old again, she wondered if her son would be as sexually attracted to her in the way that he is now. She wondered if she'd still be attracted to him if they were the same age. Only, seeing how her life has turned out for the better after beginning so sour, happy now except for the sadness that crept in like an unexpected, chilly draft on a rainy day that left her so cold and so lonely, forever to be sullen, truth be told, she wouldn't have changed a thing.
In the scheme of all the happenings around the world, usually something so very unimportant in comparison to tornadoes, floods, poverty, hunger, homelessness, war, devastation, destruction, and murders, his 'guess what' news was always something so important to her son that he couldn't wait to tell her his news. Whether it was good or bad she looked forward to sharing the joy or the sadness that was his life. Only, this time, in the way that he excitedly ran up the stairs, he had good news instead of bad.
A rhetorical question and not really expecting her to guess, with her mind reeling with unanswered questions of what his news might be, it was fun to play his silly game of guess what nonetheless. Never did he come to the point before asking her to guess what it was he had to tell her. As if building the suspense while savoring the moment, he always took his time in telling her his news. Glad that he had good news to tell her, she needed something to get her out of her funk.
* * * * *
With her having no life of her own and actually looking forward to being a contestant in his guess what game, she thought of all the times that he barged in her bedroom while she was dressing or undressing to ask her his guess what question before sharing his trivial news with her.
"Guess what Mom?"
Once seeing her so indisposed, as if forgetting why he opened her bedroom door unannounced without knocking first, so obviously distracted by her state of undress, he appeared lost in thought in trying to remember what it was he wanted to tell her. Instead of stating his reason for barging in on her, he'd stare at all that she was inadvertently showing him and make no move to leave and/or close her door behind him. After a while, a sexy game they both enjoyed playing, Susan couldn't help but wonder if he barged in her bedroom deliberately to see what he shouldn't see of his mother? As the innocent pretense of coming in her room unannounced, as if he was making up things in the hopes of catching her naked, was that his ploy? As if in shock, he'd stand there motionless and stare at all that she was showing him and all that he was seeing of her before sharing his news while still staring at all that she was unable to immediately conceal.
"Not now Michael. I'm getting dressed," she said wanting to tell him to knock first and wait until she invited him in her bedroom but, thinking better of it, she didn't dare.
Enjoying the peek-a-boo game too much, she didn't want the game of exhibitionism and voyeurism to end. Wanting the sexy albeit incestuous game to continue, if he knocked first and waited for her invitation to tell him when she was decent, he'd never catch her naked again. If he knocked first their little game of peek-a-boo of Mommy flashing her son her tits would be over. If he knocked first, no longer would she feel the heat of hopefulness that this time was the time that he'd reach out his hand and touch her breasts, feel her breasts, fondle her breasts, and caress her breasts while fingering her nipples. If he knocked first, she'd never have the opportunity or the reason to invite him to sleep with her in her bed, in the way that she invited him in her dreams and sexual fantasies to sleep with her naked. If he knocked first, she'd no longer have anything to masturbate over while imagining him not knocking and seeing him staring at all that she was showing.
'Guess what Michael,' thought Susan to herself. 'I want you. I want to suck you. I want to fuck you. I want to make you my bitch instead of my son. Guess what Michael. Lick Mommy's pussy and give me an orgasm. I want to cum in your mouth.'
As if he was oblivious to her dressing or undressing and evidentially by his leering look he wasn't, seemingly taking his sweet time in trying to remember what it was he wanted to tell her, he wouldn't leave until he told her why he barged in on her. Now that he's of legal age, she was always so embarrassed before that he saw her in all manners of undress. Yet, now, feeling sexy about flashing him her body to him, it's difficult for her not to admit that she's sexually attracted to her son and sexually aroused for him to see her so indisposed. Now instead of just standing there while covering her naked or semi-naked body, she continues slowly undressing or dressing in front of him as if giving him a reverse strip tease show.
Instead of standing there semi-nude or naked, embarrassed, cowering and covering herself up with whatever article of clothing she could quickly grab, concealing her nudity was an involuntary reaction that she always regretted doing later. Feeling good about her decision to flash her son her body, the sexual desire she had for him heated her in the way of a fever and in the way that no man has ever done to her before. With him interested enough to stare at her underwear clad, semi-naked, and nude body, with her sexual emotions twisted and tangled, in the beginning she felt as embarrassed as she felt sexually excited that he was staring.
Now wanting to show him as much as he wants to see of her, she wants him to look as much as he obviously wants to look. In the way that her father was, always knowing her son was a voyeur, as are most men, she never knew she was an exhibitionist until, first her father and then her son, they continually caught her in some form of undress that sexually aroused her. The less clothes she had on when they barged in her room, the more sexually excited she felt, the longer she wanted to stand there, and the more she wanted to show them.
"Mom? Guess what?"
"What is it Michael?"
Instead of asking him to leave, her way of inviting him to stay, now she's no longer embarrassed that he's in her room while she's dressing or undressing. Only, after she flashed him, wondering if she was doing the right thing by her son, guilt always replaced her sexual excitement in the way that guilt replaced her sexual excitement for wanting her father. What kind of mother is she to flash her own son? What kind of daughter was she to flash her father? Obviously the same woman now that she was then, when will this perverse, incestuous, sexual excitement ever end?
Wanting to take their game a step further but afraid, she always wished that she had the audacity to play his incestuous game of exhibitionism and voyeurism longer and more often. Yet, being that she was his mother and he was her son, she always thought better of showing him all that she wanted to show him of her and all that he wanted to see of her. What would people think if they knew that not only was she purposely flashing her son but also that she was sexually aroused by the thought of flashing him? Written about throughout all of literature, even the Bible, mother and son incestuous sex, albeit forbidden, is a nearly normal rite of passage. Yet, it's one thing for a son to want to see his mother naked and for a son to stare at his mother's nakedness but what would her relatives, friends, neighbors, and acquaintances say about a mother wanting to show her son her naked body?
Dependent on her mood, now when he barges in her bedroom without the courtesy of a knock, knowing he'd be flinging open her bedroom door soon, giving him a real, live, sexy show, she purposely stands there in her bra and panty, topless, and even naked albeit briefly. With him as her captive audience of one, with him so vulnerably innocent, and with her as his sexy, porn star, it's her game to play and to control. With all good things coming to an abrupt end, she knew that once he found a girlfriend and was having sex regularly, his sexual interest in her would wane. Enjoying the sexual sensation of it all now and willingly wanting to show him as much of her body as he wants to see, slow to cover herself, she gives him a longer, discreet, motherly, sexy show of her semi-naked or naked body while hoping he'll want more.
* * * * *
'Guess what Michael,' Susan wanted to say in answer to his question. 'I want you. I want to see you naked in the way you're always trying to see me naked. I want to feel your cock in my hand before taking you in my mouth. I want to suck you Michael. I want to fuck you Michael. I want to make love to you in the way that no mother should ever make love to her son. Look at me Michael. Really look at me. I'm topless. Do you like my tits? I'm naked? What do you think of my body? Would you like to lick Mommy's pussy after I suck your cock? Would you like to fuck Mommy? Only, don't call me Mom, call me Susan.'
Even though she'd always think those salacious thoughts, she'd never act upon them nor would she say any of those things to her son. After flashing him, she always masturbated herself in the way that she imagined he masturbated himself over seeing her. She was always riddled with guilt later from flashing him her body and from thinking her sexual thoughts about her son. Yet, at the time of her flashing him, she felt so wickedly naughty and sexually excited when showing her son bits and pieces of her shapely body in all manners of undress. Unable to control herself from flashing him again, playing the innocent victim by always making him appear to be the perverted one by making her flashes appear accidental, he's the one who barged in her bedroom without knocking after all.
"Not now Michael. I'm getting dressed."
Her way of continuing his sexy game of voyeurism, whenever he was home and whenever she suspected he had something to tell her, she was always getting dressed and undressed. No doubt, like mother like son. Being that he's a horny teenager without a girlfriend and she's a frustrated, mature woman without a man in her life, he's just as horny as she is. Wanting him to see as much of her as he wants to see, no doubt, he wants to see all that she's willing to show.
An endless, albeit sexually frustrating cycle, whatever she shows him of her and whatever he sees of her is as much fodder for her masturbation as it is, no doubt, for his masturbation. Imagining him stroking himself and cumming to the sexy sights and imagined thoughts of her standing there in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, it excites her to think of her son stroking his cock while masturbating over the sexy sight of her. In the way that men lust over women, she wondered if women can be degenerate lechers too because, if they could, then she was a lecherous degenerate when it came to wishing she could have sex with her son.
How dare she? With all the men in the world, why does she want her son? With all the women in the world, why does her son want her? She really didn't care the reason why she wanted her son and why he wanted her, it was all just a moot point now. She was just glad that she wanted him as much as he wanted her.
* * * * *
Her exhibitionism and his voyeurism started last summer when he turned 18-years-old after graduating from high school. Now with both of them at their most sexually active ages and with no present sexual outlet for either one, a vulnerable time for both, Susan's 39-years-old and Michael's 19-years-old. As if a misty fog that always hung low in the air, whenever she was about to flash him, she felt tingling all along her soft skin that make her feel sensually alive. Just before and immediately after her deliberately flashing her son, there was an always eternal horniness, an unspoken word, and an unfinished sentence that troubled them and that hung over them in the way of a dark cloud. Even though she knew that he wanted her as much as she wanted him, tormented by incest, neither one would make the first move. With both of them at the mercy of their sexual peaks, no longer a horny boy, he was a horny man now. Just as he had unfulfilled needs and wanton desires, with her being a sexually frustrated woman, she did too.
Never shy about showing her body to men, blessed with a beautiful body and a shapely figure, her sexuality, ergo semi-nakedness and nudity, was her tool to use to attract men. Unfortunately, the irony wasn't lost on her that the men she most attracted was her father and now her son. Even though she enjoyed wearing sexy clothes and dressed provocatively, she never suspected that she was the exhibitionist slut that she was. She always thought that she was just a sexual woman, albeit a frustrated one, who enjoyed her sexuality and who enjoyed flashing her body.
Just her way of enticing men, with her mother not there to teach her and not knowing any other way, dressing provocatively was her way of seducing her son in the way she seduced her father before him. With her son always looking while, no doubt, hoping to see what he shouldn't see of his mother, she started flashing him up skirt views of her panties, up nightgown views of her pussy, down blouse views of her bra and cleavage, and down nightgown views of her breasts. Titillating in flashing him, the idea of being semi-naked and naked before her son gave her something to masturbate over later.



If she thought she was the perverted one for flashing him, he was the perverted one too for always staring at all that she was showing. Being that she was the moral mother, always making her flashes appear accidental instead of deliberate, not wanting him to think bad of her, whatever she showed him and whatever else she imagined he saw, she masturbated over later. Always masturbating, in the way she was excited over flashing her father, whenever she flashed her son, she couldn't wait to flash him again. What was wrong with her that she needed the focused affirmation of a blood, male relative to make her feel sexually alive?
A gradual progression that she always made to appear accidental, the longer he looked, the more she'd show, the more he'd look, and the more she'd want to show him the next time. It's not her fault that he was looking at what she was accidentally showing. A captive audience after her mother died, flashing and teasing her son brought back memories of how she used to flash and tease her father.
Not wanting to make the same mistakes with her son in the way she did with her father, but prepared to live with the consequences if she did, she thought she learned her lesson from the incestuous mistakes she made with her father but she didn't. Always the cockteaser, a game she excelled at playing, she couldn't help herself from driving men crazy with her body, especially her male, blood related relatives. Not sure why, but for some reason, the flashing was more decadently delicious when flashing a blood relative.
* * * * *
"Guess what Mom?"
Escalating from him barging in her bedroom, one of many times that he's done that to her before, she recalled the first time that her son came in the bathroom while she was relaxing in the tub to tell her something that seemingly just couldn't wait. Again opening the door without knocking, shocked, she couldn't believe that he was standing there. How long was he there? She didn't know. How much did he see of her? She had no idea.
"Guess what Mom?"
Usually relaxing, sometimes even falling asleep while listening to music through her earbuds with her eyes closed, after having a drink and/or smoking a joint, she always wondered how long he had been standing there watching her before making his presence known to her. It was exciting for her to think that he had been standing there all along while peeping on her. Sexually excited by the prospect of him peeping on her, she imagined he must have seen as much of her as she wanted to show him of herself.
Only, wishing she could have an out of body to experience to see what he's already seen of her, she wanted to share in his sexual excitement too. She'd just have to be satisfied with the thought that, no doubt, he's seen her naked plenty enough times through the murky bathwater. An unprecedented first step, how perfect would it be if they could have pillow talk about all that she's shown him of her and all that he's seen of her? Without and before actually touching and having sex, a titillating first step, she'd love to talk dirty to him, if only he'd talk dirty to her.
Just as she routinely masturbated over him, knowing that he was behind his closed bedroom door jerking off over all that he saw of her, she wished she had the nerve to go in his room to give him her motherly helping hand and a hand job. She'd even offer him her mouth and/or her pussy if he showed any inkling of wanting her sexually, other than peeping on her. Every time she thought of blowing him and/or fucking him, she'd get horny, she'd get sexually excited, and she'd get wet. As her pretense to barge in on him at his most embarrassing time, maybe she should ask him a guess what question too.
'Guess what Michael? Did he see my tits? What did you think of my pussy?'
Susan wondered if he saw her naked through the murky bathwater. Imagining that he had, she felt her breasts and fingered her nipples while imagining that her hand and her fingers were her son's hand and fingers. Feeling his presence even when he wasn't there, as if he was an elusive ghost standing behind her peeping while she relaxed in the bathtub, she kept turning around to look to see if she could catch him standing there behind her peeking through the opened crack of the bathroom door. Too busy touching herself while imagining him peeping on her, she never noticed his presence until he walked in the bathroom and took his place on the closed toilet seat to talk to her as she bathe. A bold move on his part, she was just as brazen by not asking him to leave and forbidding him to return when she was taking her bath.
'I wonder what he thought of my breasts, that is, if he even saw them through the bath water,' she thought while looking down at her breasts. 'How could he not see my breasts? If I can see them, he could see them too,' she thought. Sexually excited by the thought of her son seeing her naked breasts, she lifted her breast to her mouth to suck her nipple, first one and then the other, while imagining that it was her son sucking her breasts. Susan continued thinking about Michael spying on her while sucking and fingering her nipples. 'Did he see my pussy too? I wonder if he saw my pussy.'
She looked down at herself to see if she could see her pussy through the soapy bathwater. Sometimes, when she looked long enough and stared hard enough, in the way that he always did when seeing something of her that he shouldn't, she could see her wet patch of blonde pubic but sometimes she couldn't. Getting aroused just thinking of her son peeping on her and seeing her breasts, her areolas, her nipples, and her pussy, she stuck her horny hand down in the bathwater to rub her swollen clit while thinking of her son touching her in the way that she was touching herself now.
'I wonder what he thought of seeing his mother's tits. I wonder what he thought of seeing his mother's cunt. I wonder if he'll tell his friends that he saw his mother naked. I wonder if his friends saw their mothers naked too. Maybe he's installed a camera and posted my naked video online,' she thought while looking around the bathroom for a hidden camera. 'How hot would that be with millions of men lusting over my naked body in the way that my son lusts over me?'
Sometimes offensive terms, cunt and cock, she'd love to talk dirty to him, if only she could. She'd love for him to talk dirty to her, if only he would. She rubbed herself harder and fingered herself deeper with the thought of Michael masturbating over seeing her tits and cunt in the way she masturbates herself over the imagined thoughts of him seeing her tits and cunt and of her seeing his cock.
'In the way that he has the nerve to walk in the bathroom while I'm taking a bath, I wish I had the nerve to stand up from my bath to show him my naked body,' she thought. 'I wonder if he'd stay or if he'd flee. Would he look away or would he stare? I wish I had the nerve to ask him to towel me dry. Modestly covered by my towel, as innocent as it is morally provocative, oh my God, how exciting it would be for him to feel me through the thickness of my terrycloth towel? Rub-a-dub-dub, after standing up in the bathtub, I'd love for my son to touch me and feel me if only through the thickness of my towel,' she thought. Susan fingered herself to an orgasm over the thoughts of her son masturbating over her after he touched her everywhere through the terrycloth while toweling her dry.
Shocked that he came in that bathroom unannounced while she was taking a bath, she didn't want to make him feel guilty in the way that she felt guilty that he was doing something wrong by violating her privacy. Not wanting to clip his wings, she didn't want to end their sexually arousing game to play. Wanting him to be a free spirit in the way she once was when she was his age, before her father raped her, she didn't want him to have sexual issues in the way that she has sexual issues. She didn't want him to be morally uptight in the way she's morally loose now after being forced to have sex with her father. Perhaps going overboard in allowing her son to do whatever he wanted to do, even walk in her bedroom while she was dressing and undressing and walking in her bathroom while she was bathing, there was a fine line between incest and moral decency. Willing to reciprocate his voyeurism with her exhibitionism, maybe she should return the favor by walking in on him too when she knew he'd be naked, dressing or undressing, masturbating, and/or taking a shower.
As if she was fully dressed and decent instead of bathing in the tub naked in front of her son, which she's never been moral enough to be decent, he'd sit on the closed toilet seat and talk to her. Covered up to her shoulders in soapy bathwater, other than her being naked at the time, what's wrong with a mother talking to her son and a son talking to his mother? Even though she cherished every moment talking to her son, especially in the beginning when he started this voyeuristic ritual of walking in on her at the most inappropriate instances, the first time when she was in the bathtub naked was as incestuously disconcerting as it was sexually arousing. Inherently, he knew which buttons of hers to push for him to receive the biggest sexual reaction.
She thought she'd have an orgasm in the way that he looked at her. As if making love to her with his stare and seducing her with his eyes, she loved watching him looking from her face, to her breasts, and to her pussy. Hoping he could see all of her, she wondered what he could see of her. She wondered what he was thinking when seeing her big breasts and/or her blonde pussy. She wished he'd confess and confide his sexy thoughts for her. She wondered if he wanted her as much as she wanted him. To be honest, in the way she was always dressing and undressing in her bedroom, especially when she knew he was going to be home soon, she's never taken so many baths. In hopes that he'd come into her bedroom or bathroom with something important to ask her to guess what before telling her, she's never been so sexually excited while playing his guess what game.
"Guess what Mom?"
As if he was special needs or had Asperger's syndrome, he'd barge in on her bath in the way he did when she was dressing or undressing in her bedroom. Always timing his moves so perfectly while opening her bathroom door so quickly and quietly, waiting until she was naked and in the tub, she wondered if he knew she preferred taking a bath to a shower because she enjoyed masturbating in the tub. She wondered if he's seen her masturbate and watched her masturbate. While thinking her lips was his lips and her fingers were his fingers, she wondered if he watched her suck her tits while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy. Suspecting that he did, that would be so hot if he had.
With her horny mind filled with her reflection in the mirror behind her that showed the mirror in front of her in an endless array of her naked reflection, she's even masturbated to the imagined thoughts of him standing there watching her masturbate herself. Something a mother should never do in front of her son, she'd like to masturbate in front of him. Something a son should never do in front of his mother, she'd like to watch him masturbate in front of her too. A deadly trap, as if incest is quicksand, the more she wants him, the deeper she sinks in the Devil's abyss.
* * * * *
Perhaps with one watching the other pleasuring themselves, so long as there was no physical contact and no sexual touching, if nothing else, mutual masturbation could be a first step across the incestuous divide. What's wrong with that? It isn't like they'd be masturbating one another, they'd just be watching one another masturbating. Mutual masturbation wouldn't be such a wicked thing to do for a mother to enjoy with her son and a son to take pleasure in with his mother. If only they could masturbate together, she'd enjoy watching him cum just as much as she'd love for him to see her cum too.
Of course, they'd both have to be naked but being naked was part of the masturbation process after all. There'd be nothing wrong with a mother being naked in front of her son and a son being naked in front of his mother, so long as they didn't have incestuous intentions and so long as they didn't touch one another and/or have sex. Only a waste of his sperm to see it collected in a tissue, pooling on his stomach, or dripping on the floor, not sure if she could control herself from doing so, she'd rather he ejaculated in her hand, across her breasts, in her mouth, or in her pussy. Who is she kidding? If ever she saw his cock, she'd suck him before fucking him.
As if brushing his blonde hair or putting suntan lotion on his muscled back and strong legs, something that a mother would lovingly do for her son and a son could do for his mother, unable to let go of the sexual fantasy, Susan wished they could masturbate one another. How hot would that be for a mother to masturbate her son and a son to masturbate his mother?
'Oh my God,' she thought quivering with sexual desire for her son while rubbing her clit and fingering her nipples.
Touching one another while pleasuring one another, if only he knew she was masturbating over the thoughts of him naked and having sex with her, she wondered what he'd think of his mother. If only he knew she'd love to masturbate him while he masturbated her, she wondered what he'd say. Would he think her sexy or evil? Would he think that incest was a dream come true fantasy or a horrible family nightmare?
The first time he walked in on her taking a bath, shocked by his forwardness, she didn't know how long he had been standing there watching her with her earbuds plugged in her ears and her eyes closed. Maybe before opening the bathroom door he had been peeking at her through the open crack. She enjoyed thinking that he did. Meaning to plane the door down so that it would fit properly and close all the way, now she liked having the bathroom door just the way that it is, conveniently ajar enough for him to look in without being detected peeking.
Once he made his presence known to her by opening the bathroom door and walking in on her as if they were husband and wife or lovers, instead of mother and son, she felt the cold air of the opened door on her back and shoulders. With her naked body concealed by the bubbles of her bathwater, she was as embarrassed as she was sexually excited for him to see her so indisposed. Yet, with her modesty prevailing over her lust for him, she ducked down in the water and covered her breasts with a facecloth as soon as he barged open the bathroom door. As the bubbles evaporated from the cold air that he allowed in as quickly as her horniness for him escalated, sitting upright a moment before, she knew he had seen her tits, her areolas, her nipples, and maybe even the blonde patch of pubic hair of her pussy.
"Close the door Michael. I'm cold," she said with a nervous laugh and purposely not inviting him to stay or telling him to leave. "I'm losing my bubbles."
Being that she was his mother and he was her son, close the door and leave is what she should have said but she didn't. Why would she ask him to leave when she wanted him to stay? Why would she say ask him to leave when she wanted him to see her naked? Modestly submerged in the bathwater up to her shoulders anyway, she wondered what he could see of her, probably a lot. Still standing there talking to her before sitting on the closed toilet seat across from her while leering at her, with the bubbles popping all around her as if tiny balloons, she felt as if she was a balloon stripper on stage.
No doubt, with him standing over her, he could see much more than she imagined he could see by her looking down at herself. With the bathwater growing just as transparent as her desire for her son grew heated, no doubt he's seen her blonde patch of pubic hair through the murky water too. Somehow, as if wearing the sheerest of her sexy nightgowns, seductively concealed albeit wickedly naughty to be so exposed to the eyes of her horny son, the bathwater made her feel sexy instead of exposed and concealed instead of naked. Somehow she knew that he'll be barging in her bathroom again while hoping to see whatever he can see of her. With her wanting to show him as much of her naked body as he'd like to see, without touching and without officially crossing the incestuous line, they played a sexy, incestuous game of exhibitionism and voyeurism. What's wrong with that, so long as her exposing her body and him seeing her body appeared accidental instead of deliberate?
Now she no longer bothers with the bubble bath or even with the facecloth to conceal her nakedness from her son. As wicked in her desire for him as he obviously is for her, with the forbidden taboo of incest the only measure thwarting their sexual advances, her lust for her son is a rollercoaster ride of highs and lows. Immodestly immoral from being so sexually frustrated after exposing her body to him, she enjoys showing her son her bare breasts as much as he obviously enjoys seeing his mother's tits. Fun while she's flashing him, incestuous foreplay that's heightened exponentially because he's her son and she's his mother, as if pulling the plug on a high scoring video game in the middle of play, she's even more sexually frustrated when the flashing show is over. Always wanting more while hoping for more, a titillating appetizer, her flashing show is no longer enough.
Yet, unable to cross the imaginary line after dipping her toe deep enough in the incestuous waters by allowing her son to see however much he wants to see of her naked and semi-naked body, she wishes he'd touch her and feel her. Never having considered it before, it was then that she wondered if her son had the same incestuous curse that his grandfather had and that she now has that causes her to masturbate over the thoughts of her son naked having sex with her. With the sexual, incestuous condition inherited, passed down from father to daughter and to mother to son, maybe that's the reason why she enjoys flashing her son as much as her son enjoys seeing her naked.
How could she? How dare she? What's wrong with her to enjoy flashing her body while masturbating over the wicked thoughts of sucking and fucking her son? What's wrong with her son for him to not have a girlfriend and for him wanting to spend so much of his time with his mother in the way that she loves spending so much of her time with her son?
In the way that her son, no doubt, has sexual thoughts for her, what's wrong with her having sexual thoughts for her son? In the way that her son, no doubt, has inappropriately forbidden thoughts about her, his own mother, what's wrong with her to think that inappropriately forbidden way of her own son? In the way she now fantasizes having sex with her son, what was wrong with her father to have had sex with her, his daughter? In the way that she teased her father by flashing him her naked body and in the way that she wants to show her son her naked body, just as his grandfather did before, what's wrong with her son always trying to see her naked? So long as he wants to see her naked, what's wrong with her, if anything at all, for willingly wanting to show her son her naked body? It makes her feel wanted and desired for her to watch him looking at her with lust in his eyes.
Yet, considering the other side of the coin, maybe there's nothing wrong with how she feels about her son and how her son feels about his mother. More than just merely sex, maybe there's nothing wrong with a mother making love to her son and a son making love to his mother. It's just love albeit with incestuous sex attached to it. A recipe for an appropriate seduction, how can love ever be wrong even when flavored with lust, spiced with sex, and peppered with incest? Maybe people should mind their own judgmental business and leave them to do whatever makes them happy.



What's so wrong with a mother expressing her love for her son through sexual contact and a son expressing his love for his mother through sexual climax? If she thought it was wrong to show her son her naked body and for her son to see her naked, she wouldn't show him her naked body nor would she allow him to see her naked. If she thought it was wrong for a son to show his mother his naked body, she wouldn't look. Yet sexually fantasizing over seeing her son naked while masturbating over the thoughts of seeing her son naked, she wanted to see her son's cock as much as she wanted to show her son her tits and pussy.
With him no longer a minor and both of them consenting adults, with her alone and lonely without a man in her life, what they do behind closed doors is no one's business. What they do behind closed doors is not open for inspection, discussion, commentary, or judgment. With her his mother, this is her house and he's her son. Who the Hell are they, whoever they are, to make her feel guilty? Why should she conform to a rigid puritanical society when men are doing much worse behind closed doors than what she'd like to do with her son?
When there was no one there to help her in her hour of need when her father was stripping her naked and raping her, why should she pay attention to what people think now? Where were all the Bible thumping, goody-two-shoes when her father was forcing her to have sex with him and impregnating her with Michael? How dare they judge her when she was the one who was so sexually used and incestuously abused?
'Fuck them,' she thought without saying her thoughts out loud.
She wondered if everyone was like this when it comes to incestuous sex or is it just her fucked up family. With a father driven to have sex with his daughter, maybe there's something to Freud's Oedipus complex of a son wanting to have sex with his mother but is there a complex for a mother who yearns to have sex with her son? Maybe because she's a woman, the daughter having inappropriate feelings and/or sexual desires for her father or the mother having the inappropriate feelings and/or sexual desires for her son, what she feels is categorized under the broad heading of incest. Whereas, if she was a man, the father having inappropriate feelings and/or sexual desires for his daughter or the son having inappropriate feelings and/or sexual desires for his mother, instead of calling it incest, it would be categorized by a more important sounding Greek name, the Oedipus complex.
'Why is incest so much more sexually exciting when it's a blood relative that she lusts over,' she thought?
First it was her father wanting her in the way that she wanted him and now it's her son wanting her in the way that she wants him. Getting what was coming to her, had she not teased her father and with him finally having enough of the teasing and calling her bluff, he never would have stripped her naked and raped her. Not all her fault, with her coming of age in feeling vulnerable, horny, sexy at 19-years-old, and troubled after the death of her mother, being that he was the responsible adult, her father should have exerted more self-control. Only, he was missing his wife too and seeing too much of his wife in his daughter, once he started drinking the incestuous outcome was inevitable. Yet, going back and forth from blaming her father to blaming herself, even though she was the responsible adult now, she still had no control of her sexual actions when it came to her son. Now, if she forgives herself for her incestuous thoughts and actions for her son then she must also forgive her father too.
After having just blossomed into a woman from a girl, had she not tortured her father by constantly and continually flashing him her body, especially when he was drinking, she wouldn't have her son, the spitting image of his grandfather, and may he rest in peace. Or maybe she would have had a son and/or a daughter with a normal man, a man not so driven by incest. Who knows? Never married but with the responsibility of an incestuous child born out of wedlock, having incestuous sex with her father and now wanting to have incestuous sex with her son, her twisted perversity changed her life's path forever.
* * * * *
"I've been invited to a Nude Day celebration party. I have no idea what to expect," he said. "I guess I don't need to worry what to wear. I'll just wear nothing," he said with a nervous, albeit sexually excited laugh.
Nude Day? In the way that Pearl Harbor is remembered, Nude Day was her dark day of infamy. Taking her years to realize, the only convoluted silver lining in her dark cloud was the birth of her son. As if that day was stacked against her in her marked deck of cards of life, Nude Day wasn't just any horny, naked day to her. Nude Day was the day that had changed her life forever. Nude Day was the day that her son was conceived by her father's seed.
She did a lot of growing up in that one day. Scheduled to begin college but saddled with a new born baby at only 19-years-old, she barely graduated from high school when she was pregnant with her father's son that summer. Conceived in July on Nude Day, the only day they had sex, born nine months later in April, he was her Nude Day, new born baby boy. With her being the daughter of her father, convolutedly confusing, she was now the mother of her father's son.
'Happy fucking Nude Day to me,' she said to herself while thinking how weird it is that her life has come full circle and is so reliant upon Nude Day.
She has a love/hate relationship with Nude Day, first with her teasing and flashing her father, now with her wanting to have sex with her son, and her son always trying to see her naked. As wicked in her incestuous desire for her father was and as wicked in her incestuous desire for her son, maybe she's the deranged one and not her father nor her son. Knowing full well that their game to play was incest, thinking that she could beat men at their own perverse game, maybe she's the instigator, the taunter, and the cockteaser.
Whether aunt, uncle, cousin, grandfather, grandmother, sister, brother, daughter, son, mother, and father, is everyone in the world looking to have incestuous sex with their blood relatives? Why aren't people happy having sex with their girlfriends, boyfriends, wives, or husbands? Why must sex be kinky, wicked, and/or incestuous to be any good? What's wrong with her to be so twisted to want to have sex with her son?
Something she never did nor had the chance to do and still wishing she could do, to be naked in public for Nude Day, wishing she could be present at his Nude Day celebration party, she swooned at the thought of her son being naked in public for Nude Day. In the way that her father forbade her to go and then stripped her naked when she told him that she was going to the Nude Day celebration anyway, she wanted to strip her son naked too. In the way that she had her father's baby, knowing that it sounded so crazy to contemplate, she now wanted to have her son's baby. Finally coming full circle, it was now that she realized the lust her father had for her then by the lust she had for her son now.
She wondered his reaction if she dared strip her son naked. Easy to do in the way that he walked around her nearly naked while wearing just a tee shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear, whether he's aware or not, he teases her with the outline of his erection and/or flaccid cock. Just once, she'd love to see his cock pop out of his pajama pee-hole. Just once she'd love to reach out and touch it, feel it, stroke it, and suck it before fucking her prick.
She imagined squatting down in front of him as if to pick something off the floor or as if to suck his cock, she could depants him with one swift downward pull of his pajama. Maybe he'd think it was a joke but seeing his cock was no joke to her. Imagining her poised there in front of him, she wouldn't be able to help herself from taking his prick in her hand before taking his cock in her mouth. It's been a long while since she's sucked a cock and she's hungry for one now, especially for her son's big prick.
Dizzy with desire for him while imagining her son naked, all she could imagine seeing in her mind was his round, firm ass, his big, swollen cock, his drooping testicles, and his blonde pubic hair. Wondering where she left her camera, as if he was leaving for his senior Prom in his spiffy tuxedo instead of leaving her for the Nude Day celebration in his swim trunks, she wondered if he'd leave the house naked. Wanting to stick her tongue where no mother should ever stick her tongue in her son's ass to toss his salad, she imagined saying good-bye to him at the front door while staring at and licking his naked ass before sucking his cock.
She imagined him turning to wave good-bye to her to flash her his hard, hairy prick. As soon as he turned to show her his prick, she'd fall to her knees again to beg him not to go and leave her alone before taking him in her mouth to suck him in hopes that he'd stay to celebrate Nude Day with her. Starting with a father lusting over his daughter to a mother lusting over her son, now with her son lusting over his mother, will this incestuous cycle never end?
* * * * *
"Nude Day? Seriously? You've been invited to a Nude Day celebration?" Cursed by what happened to her on Nude Day, she hated Nude Day. Nonetheless her detestation for that one day of the year, she gulped her sexual excitement along with the vision of her son naked. "As in naked Nude Day?"
Again the imagined image of him naked flashed across her mind. In the way that she imagined her son's mind was filled with her naked body, her mind was filled with her son's naked body. Twenty years later, with her past coming back to haunt her in her present, she couldn't believe that her son was invited to a Nude Day celebration in the way that she once was but wasn't allowed to attend.
"Yes," he said with a laugh. "It's as embarrassing as it is sexually exciting to imagine walking around people naked that I don't even know. To be honest, Mom, I'm not sure if I can strip off my clothes and I won't know until I get there. If I do strip naked, I'll probably embarrass myself by having a constant erection," he said looking at her with a mixture of embarrassment and sexual excitement.
Imagining him with an erection, Susan imagined her son stripping off his clothes as if he was standing before her now undressing. Imagining him removing his shirt, pants, and tee shirt and stripping down to his boxer shorts, she imagined him having a huge erection when he removed his boxer shorts too. Returning from fantasy to reality after making herself so horny for him, she wondered where he was going. Suddenly wishing she had a pair of binoculars or a camera that had a high powered zoom lens, she'd love to follow her son to the Nude Day event and record his naked image to use as fodder for her masturbation later.
Always having enjoyed a good relationship with her son, nonetheless, with teenagers always so secretive, especially with their sexual life, she couldn't believe that he was talking to her so openly, honestly, and personally about sex. All she could think of now was her son's erection. Fixated with his sexual appendage, she wondered how big his penis gets when erect. She imagined her son's erection as swollen for her mouth as her pussy lips were swollen for his cock.
If only enjoying the thought of it and if only for the sake of making him feel more comfortable and at ease, yeah right, she wanted to ask her son if he wanted to practice walking around in front of her naked. Thinking better of asking him that question, unable to control herself, there's no telling what she'd do if she saw her son's naked, erect prick. With Nude Day her excuse to get Michael naked, Susan wondered if he'd fall for her ruse in the way she did with her father or if he'd see right through it.
If she did convince him to strip naked in front of her, a visually telling, sexual sign, she wondered if he'd have an erection in front of her, his own mother. In the way that she wanted him, hopefully the same way that he wanted her, she'd stare at his cock in the way that he always stares at her breasts. If only he'd walk around her naked and with an erection, a sexual fantasy come true and the beginning of something beautiful, she'd touch his cock and feel his cock. If only he'd walk around her naked with an erection, she'd grab his cock and stroke his cock. If only he'd walk around her naked, unable to control the sexual lust she had for her son, she'd suck his cock and fuck his cock. Just as she'd be as wet for him as she is now with the thoughts of seeing his cock, she imagined that he'd be as hard for her when's he's masturbating over the thoughts of showing her his prick before having sex with her.
Being that it was Nude Day, her chance to see her son nude, daring herself to ask him to walk around her naked, she again wondered if he'd fall for her ruse and get naked or if he'd see right through her motherly help as her sexual intentions to seduce her son. In the way that her father wanted her, how embarrassing would that be if he knew she wanted him in the way that she hoped that he wanted her and rejected her sexual advances? Jealous of him going where she was never allowed to go, she wished she had a Nude Day celebration to attend too but no one invited her anywhere anymore. Except for her son and her father before him, no one wanted to see her naked. Being that she still had a hot body and a shapely figure, she was sure that lots of men would want to see her naked but her captive audience of one to flash, it was only her son who was there with her now.
She was still young, attractive, and sexy but even if she was entertaining a bevy of other men, other men seeing her naked and her seeing them naked wasn't the same as her son seeing her naked and her seeing him naked. Unless she could attend the Nude Day celebration with her son, even if she had an invitation to a Nude Day party, she'd never go after what happened to her on Nude Day. If she did attend the Nude Day celebration with her son, she could only imagine how those people who knew that they were mother and son would talk. She could only imagine the women's shocked surprise and the men's sexual excitement to seeing mother and son naked together. She wished they lived elsewhere, a place where no one knew that they were mother and son. Maybe then they could have sex as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife.
"Embarrassed?"
"I'd be so embarrassed to be naked," he said again.
Excited by the continuation of the sexual conversation she was suddenly having with her son about Nude Day, wanting to prolong the erotic exchange and sexual interaction, she abandoned doing the laundry. She walked downstairs with him to confront him face to face in a more comfortable setting, the living room.
"Why are you embarrassed? It's just your body Michael," she said as if she was a European fashion model acting so cosmopolitan in being able to hide her lust for her son. "Everyone has the exact same bits and pieces, some smaller and some larger," she said imagining him having a larger penis than a smaller one and being glad that she had big breasts instead of small ones.
She played the mature motherly part when surmising that he'd be just as excited parading around her naked as much as she'd enjoy seeing him naked. Susan looked at her 19-year-old son with lust in the way that her father used to look at her. She could feel herself changing into something she never thought she'd be, a pervert and a sexual deviate. Teasing him and taunting him to touch her, take her, and have his wicked way with her, in the way that she paraded around her father nearly naked then, she paraded around her son now. In the way that her father was a predator then and she was the sexual victim, she was a predator now and her son was her sexual victim. For her to have the forbidden thoughts of seducing her son, she was a cougar on steroids. For her to want her son, she was just as twisted as was her father.
* * * * *
Ready to cross the line with her son in the way that she did with her father, she wondered if the incestuous lust that she harbored for her son was something inherited or instilled in her because of what happened to her in having sex with her father. Except for teasing and flashing her father she seemed normal. Maybe it just takes this long for her incestuous lunacy to blossom and materialize in her sexual attraction for her son. As if Nude Day was her keyword needed to release her sleeping hypnosis, just as it happened with her father on Nude Day, her sexual feelings for her son exploded when he told her his plans for Nude Day.
Forget about how she felt about him before, sexually attracted to him, teasing him by flashing him, and masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with him, she wanted him now. She had to have her son. Insanely and possessively jealous of any other woman who she imagined would see her son naked, not only did she want to see him naked first but also she wanted him all to herself. Thinking of him as someone else other than her son, Susan wanted to have sex with Michael. Maybe there's an incest gene in her DNA that made her father illicitly want her then in the way that she wants her son in such a forbidden way now. Remembering all as if it happened yesterday, it was twenty years ago today, Nude Day, that her father had his wicked way with her naked body.
"Com'on, don't be so shy Susan. Let's have a little fun. Come have a drink with me," said her father walking in her bedroom and closing the door behind him before grabbing her, touching her, and feeling her. He was always groping her.
Not the first time her father touched her, felt her, and groped her, this time was different. This time he was drunk. This time she knew that he wouldn't be taking no for an answer.
"Daddy don't," she said mildly protesting when he touched and felt her breast through her blouse and bra or felt her ass through her short skirt and panty.
She looked down at his hand as if his hand belong to someone else and as if it wasn't her breast that he was touching and feeling. Then when he felt the firm, roundness of her ass through her clothes, it was as if his hand ignited something that slept dormant inside of her. He had been distant, withdrawn, and depressed over the death of his wife and with him not there helping her through her grief, she had faced the death of her mother alone. Now here he was paying attention to her, albeit sexually, his fatherly touch was what she seemingly needed to help her through her grief.
As much as she was frightened by his drunken aggressiveness towards her, she was drowning in her mixed emotions that constantly and continually hit her in the face as if they were buckets of cold water. She used to talk to her mother about everything, especially her feelings and now she had no one. Unable to admit it even to herself, with some kind of attention better than no attention, she was excited by her father's lust for her. In the way that he leered at her, it was obvious to her that he wanted her. With her thinking that she could replace her mother and help her father through his grief, he made her feel like a sexy woman instead of a nineteen-year-old girl. With her being a virgin, no man had ever touched her in that way.
"Take off your clothes Susan," he said lifting up her short skirt.
He held up her skirt high enough and in place long enough to expose her white, bikini panties to him while feeling her breast through her blouse and bra. Immediately she felt a warm wetness between her legs and felt her nipples pushing against her bra. It was when he forced his hand between her legs, cupped her pussy through her panty, and tried unbuttoning her blouse that she pushed him away. She pushed him away not because she didn't want him but because she was embarrassed that she needed him, if only in that sexual way, especially in that sexual way. It was when he touched her where no father should touch his daughter that she responded in the way that no daughter should respond to her father. As much as she was disgusted by his touches, it felt good for a man to touch her where she's only touched herself.



"Daddy don't," she said feebly protesting while not struggling to pull herself away from his inappropriate grasp or even try to lower her short skirt. "No! Stop! Let me go!"
"It's Nude Day Susan. Get naked with me," he said looking at her as if he was looking at an ice cold bottle of beer on a hot day. As if he had poured it all over his head and showered in it, he reeked of beer. "Nude Day is the one day of the year that it's permissible for a father to see his daughter without her clothes," he said.
Nearly tempting her to get naked in front of her father, it was a good line she thought, even back then. Always calling her pretty and always comparing her to Bo Derek, Christie Brinkley, Heather Locklear, Kim Basinger, and Shannon Tweed, he made her feel sexy. Especially after the death of her mother, he made her feel that she could replace her mother. Wondering what he'd say or do, after having flashed him bits and pieces of her body so many times before, she wanted to show him her naked body now. Twenty years later, she never thought that she'd be trying that same line with her son.
"I'm not getting naked in front of you Daddy," she said. "Eww. Gross. That's so gross," she said brushing down her skirt but unable to brush away her sexual excitement, she was aroused nonetheless that her father got a good look of her panty clad ass and a good feel of her C cup breasts.
"I'll tell you what," he said momentarily letting her go. "I'll get naked first," he said unbuttoning his shirt, unbuckling, unbuttoning, and unzipping his pants. "See? Look Susan. I'm not shy about getting naked on Nude Day and you shouldn't be either."
Not believing that he'd strip naked in front of her, she watched her father strip himself down to his underwear before she looked away when realizing that he would.
"Dad! What are you doing?"
As if his whole plan was to get naked in front of her as much as it was his plan to strip his daughter naked, as soon as he removed his tee shirt, he removed his boxer shorts too. As much as she couldn't believe that her father was naked, she couldn't believe that he had an erection. Thinking that she was a modestly moral daughter not to look, she couldn't take her eyes off of his engorged prick. Having never seen her father's cock before or any cock for that matter, other than the cocks her girlfriends showed her in Playgirl, she couldn't believe that her father was exposing his prick to her now.
"Look at me," he said while holding his cock in his hand. "Look at Daddy, Susan," he said. "Look at Daddy's penis."
"Eww Daddy," she said still staring at his erection. "You have an erection," she said looking and mortified more by his erection than by seeing his exposed cock. "Gross. That's so gross."
Who was she kidding? Her first time seeing a male appendage up close that wasn't in a glossy magazine, she was sexually aroused seeing her father's cock while knowing that he was erect for her. Having as much sexual desire for her father as he had for her, her nipples were already hard and erect. Again, having no control over how she felt, she felt a familiar warm wetness tingling between her legs and knew that she wanted and was ready to have sex with her father. Only, coming to her senses, this was her Dad and not some man trying to pick her up at a bar. How could she sexually feel this way over her father when she's never felt this way over any man?
Cajoling her to get naked with him on the pretense of celebrating Nude Day, when she didn't, he stripped himself naked. She couldn't believe her father was naked. Just wanting to get away from him, he blocked her escape by standing in front of her bedroom door. He was drunk but she wasn't dumb enough to trust him to get naked too. Only asking for trouble, a daughter getting naked with her father was wrong. A daughter having her father strip her naked while he was naked and drunk was a big mistake. Only with part of her wanting to strip off her clothes and be comforted by her father, even sexually, the other part of her told her to get away from him.
Not taking no for an answer, after he removed his clothes in front of her, he forced her to look at his cock by standing in front of her while blocking her escape from the house and from him. Just as bad as he was, she not only wanted to see his cock just as much as he wanted to show her his cock but also she wanted to touch and feel his cock in the way that he wanted to touch and feel her. Then, scaring her instead of sexually exciting her, as if he had four hands instead of two and with her only wearing four articles of clothing, a blouse, a short skirt, a low cut bra, and bikini panties, her modesty was no match for her father's lust in wanting to strip her naked. Filled with mixed emotion, she was as horrified as she was sexually excited when he started undressing her while touching and feeling her everywhere.
Allowing him to unbutton her blouse, with her wanting to show him her breasts as much as he wanted to see her tits, she watched him stare at her cleavage and bra. As if it all happening in slow motion and as if it wasn't happening to her but to someone else, she watched her father's hand feel her breasts through her bra. Admittedly, his big hand felt good on her big breasts. Only she wished that he wasn't her father but a boy she liked from the neighborhood.
"You have big tits like your mother," he said feeling the full weight of her breasts before sticking his hand inside of her bra.
She didn't stop him from cupping her naked breast until he fingered her nipple. Not wanting him to know that she was sexually excited when he fingered her hard, erect nipple, she feared she'd allow her father to have his wicked way with her if he continued touching her in that way. Her nipples were one of her erogenous zones and with her pussy already so wet, she was already staring at his cock with the thoughts of taking him in her mouth before allowing him to push himself in her pussy.
"Daddy stop," she said feebly protesting.
Allowing him to do so without stopping him, he unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt while removing her blouse. She watched her skirt fall to the carpet in the way that her defenses had fallen to her father. Standing before her father in her low cut bra and sheer bikini panty, she knew that he could see all that he wanted to see. In the way that he looked at her, the same way that he looked at his new car, he excited her with his lust for her.
"C'mon Susan. Get naked with me. Let's celebrate Nude Day together," he said sticking a strong finger beneath her bra and quickly lifting.
In one fluid motion, without even unhooking it, her bra was up above her breasts, over her head, and off. Slow to cover them, her ultimate flash, she used her hands to cover her naked breasts. More embarrassed that her nipples were hard and erect than she was with him seeing her tits, always knowing he'd be watching, she's flashed him her breasts many times before by the pool when mercilessly teasing him. With her hands holding her breasts as if they were her bra cups, unable to stop him, he pulled down her panties. Naked now, her shaved pussy was there for her father to ogle. Having stripped her naked, albeit a bit frightened, she was more sexually excited than she was embarrassed. She had just shaved her blonde fur from her pussy for the first time and who better to see her shaved cunt than her father. Now that she was naked, she wondered what was next.
Already so sexually aroused that she'd willingly give him one, even though she's never given anyone one, she wondered if he'd force her to give him a hand job. Her girlfriends were always talking about giving their boyfriends hand jobs and blowjobs. Curious what it felt like to hold a cock in her hand as well as feel and taste it in her mouth, she wondered if he'd force her to blow him. She wondered if he'd push her back on her bed and fuck her. Still a virgin, so vulnerably innocent, with his cock the first naked cock she's ever seen, she never had a cock in her hand, in her mouth, or in her pussy before.
After all the misery her father has been through when her mother was sick and finally succumbed to her illness, she'd comfort her father sexually, if he wasn't drunk and aggressive. More than once she's thought about going to his room and sleeping with him in his bed. Wondering what he'd do if she did, she enjoyed masturbating to the thoughts of him taking her. She masturbated herself dozens of times while thinking about having sex with her father. Now with her mother gone, alone and lost, she needed some loving comfort as much as he did.
Feeling guilty for the sexual attraction that she felt for her father, she didn't understand why she allowed him to strip her and touch her without more of a struggle but she did. Only, in the way that her mother rejected her by dying on her, her convoluted way of living with her loss, she didn't want her father to reject her too. So sadly alone, she was willing to give herself to her father for him to love her and hopefully not leave her and abandon her in the way her mother had done by dying on her.
Not making it easy for him by playing hard to get, even though she wanted him at times but, being that he was drunk and too forceful with her, this wasn't one of them. She turned her head away from him when he tried to kiss her. Not a drinker and hating the smell of it, all she could smell was beer. Holding her by her chin and turning her head and forcing his lips to hers, he finally kissed her.
When he impaled her mouth with his tongue, she felt his hard prick pushing against her soft belly. The sexual sensation of him excited her in a way that she's never been sexually excited before. At that point, she would have had sex with anyone's cock, even her father's erect prick. Knowing now that she was doomed to have sex with her father, she relented and submitted her will to his by relinquishing her tongue to him and returning his passion with hers. Kissing and kissing her, he felt her breasts while fingering her pussy.
She remembered being as embarrassed seeing her father's erection as she was that her nipples were erect and her pussy was wet for him. Yet, he knew all the places to touch her and feel her to make her forget that he wasn't her father but her lover. Pushing her down to her knees, as if she was a Japanese woman stripped naked on a subway train or on a public bus before being forced to have sex, he forced her to suck him. A somewhat a willing volunteer, a father forcing his daughter to suck him was bad enough but a daughter willingly sucking her father was even worse. Having never had a cock in her mouth, she's seen enough porn to know how to give a blowjob. With his hand pressed against the back of her head, humping her mouth, he didn't let go of her until he ejaculated in her mouth and until she swallowed.
It wasn't until after she swallowed her father that she felt disgust and shame for what she had just done. Always wondering the reasons why her father did what he did and she did what she did, how could they do what they did? Why did her father strip naked that day? Why did he strip her naked too? Why did he force her to have sex with him? Why did she allow him to have sex with her? With so many unanswered questions that she'll never receive the answers to, the mystery of what happened that day would be forever unknown. Having found peace by forgiving her father and herself, her son has brought her the joy that she needed to move on with her life. Yet, now that she's reliving what happened to her with her father with son, perhaps, she'll receive some closure by having sex with her son.
It was when her mouth was filled with her father's cock that she felt the pure, utter lunacy of what she was doing along with the sexual excitement of orally pleasuring her father. How dare he do this to her? How dare she do this to him? Yet, glad that he did and she did, with both receiving some loving affection and emotional comfort from having sex, she couldn't believe she was sucking her father. She was blowing her Dad.
At the time, instead of more thinking how could he do that to her, putting all of the responsibility on herself for deliberately teasing him and flashing her body to her father, she blamed herself. Insanely enraged, as soon as he exploded the lust he had for her in her mouth, he pushed her back on her bed, mounted her, and fucked her. She really didn't mind seeing her father naked. She really didn't mind him seeing her naked. She didn't so much mind stroking his cock while sucking his cock but she didn't want to have intercourse with her father.
Only, he didn't give her much choice. Too strong for her, he forced himself on her. A long time coming, with him not able to have sex with his wife because she was so sick, it was as if he saved all of his sexual lust to have sex with his daughter today.
As if he was a piston in the engine of an exotic sports car running at 9,000 RPMs, up and down, he fucked her fast and he fucked her hard. In the way that he parted her virginal clam to pound her pussy, his lust for her was obvious. Only, a total turn off, calling her by her mother's name, Rose, instead of calling her by her name, Susan, even in his incestuous lust for her he rejected her for the memory of his dead wife, her mother.
"Rose, I love you. Rose, I miss you. Fuck me Rose. Fuck me. Make me cum baby. Make me cum," he said in his drunkenness.
Rose, Rose, Rose, everything was about Rose and not about her. He fucked her until he passed out while still on top of her. Not wanting to awaken him from his sexual fantasy that he was having of his deceased wife, in the way that he ejaculated in her mouth, he ejaculated deep inside of her pussy too.
Filled with his cum, she was surprised he didn't fuck her up the ass too. Maybe had he not be so drunk and fallen asleep, he may have taken her anally too. After seeing his cock, touching his cock, stroking his cock, and sucking his cock, she was too overwhelmed with sexual excitement to stop him from fucking her. Too powerless to prevent him from forcing himself inside of her pussy, it wasn't until she felt his warm semen dripping from her that she realized that he wasn't wearing a condom.
Bad enough that she had sex with her father, it was even worse that she had unprotected sex with him. The one and only time having sex with her father or with anyone for that matter, with her luck, she'd get pregnant. Having two heads, three arms, and four legs, she couldn't imagine what her incestuous offspring would even look like. If it wasn't for her religion, she could have an abortion but that was out of the question. She just hoped that he hadn't impregnated her.
After that incident, not only did she hate her father but also she hated Nude Day. She wished her mother hadn't died. She wished she wasn't left alone with her father. She wished there was never a Nude Day. Sometimes she even wished she was born a man instead of a woman but glad that she was a woman instead of a man, maybe this disaster would be over and done, now that her father had his wicked way with her.
Drunk and/or sleeping, he stayed there like that on top of her. Afraid to move, for fear that he'd awaken and have sex with her naked body again, she didn't want to wake him. Yet, needing to extricate herself from him, he was suffocating her with his deadweight. Besides, needing to pee, and needing to shower the stench of beer from him nauseated her. Gradually, gingerly, she pushed him off of her.
He didn't move. Sleeping so soundly, she wondered if he was still breathing. If she didn't know any better, he looked more dead than alive. Only, she didn't know any better.
She thought the worst part of the incestuous abuse was having forced sex with her father. She thought the worst part of the incestuous abuse was being a willing victim and even enjoying sucking and fucking her father. She thought the worst part of her nightmare was when her father died of a sudden, massive heart attack while on top of her and still inside of her. She thought the worst of him forcing himself on her was being pregnant with his child.
Yet, the worst of it all was the best of it all. A blessing in disguise after being unable to abort her baby, now the best part of what happened to her on that Nude Day, she cherishes her son Michael. Yet, perhaps the worst of what happened to her on that day, Nude Day, 20 years ago, is what's happening to her now today, on Nude Day. The worst of her incestuous union with her father is that she now yearns to make love to her son. In the way her father wanted and needed to make love to his daughter, she now wants to make love to her son.
* * * * *
"Why am I embarrassed? I just am," said Michael. "Other than you seeing me naked when I was a baby and occasionally catching me masturbating, I've never been naked in front of anyone Mother," said Michael.
Susan couldn't believe that Michael brought up the times she caught him masturbating. She wondered if he was as sexually excited with her catching him masturbating as she was sexually excited seeing him and watching him masturbate. She only wished that she could talk to him about him masturbating more in depth. Mostly curious to know what he masturbated about, she wondered if he masturbated over her in the way that she masturbated over him.
Wishing she could see him naked again, suddenly the images of his hard, exposed cock filled her mind. With his tee shirt over his head, she remembered walking in his room to get his dirty laundry. He must have just finished masturbating or was in the process of masturbating because he was still so very hard. Frozen in place, all she could do was to stare at his big, erect prick and, acting so wickedly bold, she wasn't even embarrassed that he caught her staring.
He had a much bigger prick than did her father, his grandfather, actually. Explanations get confusing when her father is also her son's father. She was just glad that, now with her father deceased, that no one else knew that Michael was really her half-brother and her son. So horny before and even hornier for him now after seeing his erect prick, she wanted him. She had to have him. When she saw him standing there naked that day, she had all that she could do to control herself by not walking to him and taking him in her hand to stroke him before falling to her knees to take him in her mouth to suck him. She'd like nothing more than to spread her legs to fuck her son.
"Mom? Gees!" Replaying that day over again in her head while masturbating herself, she remembered that day as if it was yesterday. "You could have knocked," he said covering his nakedness with his hand but not looking as embarrassed as she thought he would.
Was he deliberately flashing her in the way that she's been deliberately flashing him? She didn't know. She couldn't tell. Opening the door for them to have sex one day, if he was deliberately flashing her, maybe their flashing would progress to something more.
He said to her what she'd never say to him, knock before entering. Maybe he really was embarrassed that's she saw his hard prick. Maybe not exposing himself to her deliberately, she had the fortuitous good fortune to see him naked accidentally. Wanting him to barge in on her in the way that she wished she could barge in on him, she never wanted him to knock when she was dressing, undressing, or bathing. Only, even though she was hot for his body, she didn't want him to think that she was the incestuous slut that she was. A son wanting his mother is one thing and almost a normal thing but a mother wanting her son was something else entirely.
"Sorry," she said closing the door behind her and immediately going in her room to masturbate over the image of seeing her son's big prick while imagining having sex with him.



She recalled the few times she caught him masturbating and, wishing she could masturbate him, at the very least, she wished that she could have stayed to watch him masturbate himself. It was so hot for her to watch a man stroking himself before cumming. Standing in his doorway in the way that she imagined he stood in the bathroom while watching her masturbate, self-abuse was such a waste when they had one to do that for the other. If only he'd masturbate her, a sexual fantasy come true, she'd love to masturbate him. Only how does a mother broach the subject of mutual masturbation without appearing as the incestuous slut that she's become?
"I've never seen a naked woman," he said talking to her tits before looking up at her face.
Feeling her nipples making their appearance through her bra and blouse, he always made her horny when he stared at her breasts. Maybe the reason why he stared at her tits was because he could see the impressions that her nipples made through her blouse and bra. When he wasn't talking to her ass and pussy, he was always talking to her tits. In the same way that her father did, every time he talked to her, he talked to her tits. Whenever he looked at her in that sexy, albeit forbidden way, in the same way that happened with her father, she could feel a familiar warm wetness between her legs.
"Seriously Michael, with all the porn that I catch you watching online, how can you say that you've never seen a naked woman?"
She so wanted to show him a naked woman. She so wanted to strip off her clothes to give him a real sexual education.
"I've never seen a real woman Mom. I've never seen a naked woman in person. Other than the glimpses that I've had of you when opening your bedroom door while you were dressing or undressing and coming in the bathroom while you were taking a bath," he said shyly. "I have no idea what a naked woman looks like."
"I see," she said becoming sexually aroused by the delicately, delicious prospect of wanting to strip off her clothes to show him her naked body.
She remembered watching a pornographic video online where three Japanese mothers participated in a sexual education class with their sons and their sons' teacher. For the sake of their sexual educations, the teacher asked that the women strip themselves naked and allow their sons to touch and feel their mothers where no sons should ever touch and feel their mothers. Then, the women were allowed to undress their sons while touching their sons in the way that they touched their mothers. Lastly, purely for demonstration and educational purposes, she watched the sons having sex with their mothers. Now after her son confessed how naïve he was about sex and about the naked bodies of women, she wished she could participate in such a sexual education class with her son. She wished she they could strip naked in front of one another and explore one another's bodies with their hands and mouth in the way that those mothers and sons did on that video.
"It's one thing to see a naked woman on my computer but entirely different to experience a naked woman in real life. Having never touched a naked woman, I have no idea what a naked woman feels like in my hands," he said talking to her as if she was his sexual therapist instead of his single mother.
Even though they've always been close, never has she had such open, honest, and sexual dialogue with her son. Never has he expressed his most private thoughts with her in such a public way. Odd that it took sex for them to finally open up to one another, maybe incestuous sex is the one, big thing that they have in common.
"Touching a naked woman feels no different than touching yourself Michael," she said with a little laugh. "It's just skin, only softer and without all the hair."
"The main reason why I'd like to attend the Nude Day celebration is because I'm curious to see, to touch, and to feel a naked woman," he said with even more shyness. "Not that I'll be feeling and touching naked women at the Nude Day celebration, it's not a touchy and feely kind of Nude Day celebration, but I may get lucky," he said with a nervous laugh. "Just the thought of seeing a naked woman inspires the thought of one day touching and feeling a naked woman."
"Seriously?" She looked at him as if he was playing her, teasing her, and taunting her. She looked at her son with renewed insight as if seeing him for the first time. "You've never even seen a naked woman, never mind touched and/or felt a naked woman?"
"Not in person, I'm embarrassed to say. All of my friends have but I haven't. I mean, I've seen naked women in magazines, in movies, and online but never up close," he said looking at her as if she was standing there naked. "And I've seen bits and pieces of you when I shouldn't," he said turning red, "but I've never touched and/or felt a naked woman."
You could see, touch, and feel me, she wanted to say. You could undress me for Nude Day, she wanted to volunteer herself. Instead, she said what every mother would say to their son.
"In the handsome way that you look, that's hard for me to believe that you've never been with a woman. I'd think that all the women, your age and older, would be after you."
* * * * *
What is it with Nude Days that they should be so indelibly marked in her brain? Remembering the moment in the way that she remembered her father undressing her and having sex with her naked body, this Nude Day with her son was another day that would be forever implanted in her memory. Trying to stop herself from uttering her thoughts, so afraid of what may happen with her son in the way that it did with her father, she couldn't believe that she was about to blurt out her sexual feelings and incestuous thoughts. She couldn't help herself from saying what she felt.
"Being that today is Nude Day Michael," she said with the words Nude Day inspiring her to strip off her clothes and stand before her son naked. "I don't know if you know this about Nude Day but Nude Day is the one day of the year that it's permissible for you to see your mother naked," she said using her father's line for her own personal benefit and pausing to look at her son before continuing.
She couldn't believe she said what she said. No better than her father saying that to his nineteen-year-old daughter, how could a mother say that to her nineteen-year-old son? As if someone else had said the words, she shocked herself as much as she shocked her son.
"Mom?" He looked at her as if he was hungry, which he always was, and she was food. "What are you saying?"
"I'm saying that if there is such a day that a son can see, feel, and touch his mother's naked body, Nude Day is that day," she said with a nervous smile. "And with today being Nude Day, today is that day, your lucky day. Happy Nude Day Michael," she said throwing up her arms as if the Red Sox had just won the World Series.
She expected him to run to her and touch and feel her everywhere while undressing her but he didn't. Even while she was saying what she said about stripping herself naked in front of her son on Nude Day, she tried to stop herself from saying what she said. In the way that she stared at her father's cock as if watching him strip was seeing a car accident, would her son want to watch his mother strip naked? In the way that she wanted to see her father's naked body, in the way that her father wanted to see her naked body, and in the way that she wanted to see her son's naked body, would her son want to see his mother's naked body too?
Would he look at her nakedness or would he look away in embarrassment? Would her son look at her with sexual excitement or with humiliation and shame? Would her son want to feel and touch his mother's naked body in the way that she wanted to feel and touch her father's naked body and now feel and touch her son's naked body? She didn't know. If there was a way to find that out, stripping herself naked in front of her son was it.
Not telling her yes or no and not knowing what he was thinking, she didn't know if he would or if he wouldn't want to see her naked. Even when she was naked, would he want to touch and feel her naked body? She was as nervous as she imagined him being sexually excited or repulsed by her offer to strip naked and have him touch and feel her. Feeling the same sexual excitement that she felt with her father that she now feels with her son, it was then that she realized that she was as incestuously twisted as was her father and, perhaps, as was her son. Without having to even remove her clothes, already feeling naked and vulnerably exposed in saying what she said, she wondered if Michael would take her up on her offer to strip naked, touch her, and feel her.
"Mom? What are you saying?"
He looked at her as if she had told him that they just won the lottery. It was then that she knew that her son was just as eager to see her naked body and to touch and feel her as she was to strip off her clothes and allow her son to touch and feel her. She looked at him staring at her.
What was she saying? Was she saying that she wanted to strip naked in front of her son while he touched and felt her naked body or was she saying that she wanted to have sex with her son? She couldn't have said what she said any clearer. Yet, even she didn't know what she wanted and expected from her son. Now that she made the offer to strip off her clothes and invited him to touch her and feel her, it was up to him to make the next move.
She tried to read his face before answering his question but her sexual excitement for her son got in the way of her reading him correctly. With her commonsense already out the window and replaced by her sexual lust for him, in the way that a man thinks with his cock, she was left with her raw sexual emotions doing all the thinking for her. As if she was dreaming this whole scenario, she felt as if she was in an incestuous fog created by some drug she took that caused eternal horniness. Inherited from her father and maybe his father before him, responsible for making up that part of her brain, her drug was her DNA. Passed down from her father to her and now from her to her son, perhaps her father had an incestuous relationship with his mother, her grandmother. Perhaps her entire family were incestuous perverts. How would she know what her relatives did behind closed doors when no one talked about incest out in the open?
"It was hard enough for me to say it the first time and even worse for me to repeat the question," she said looking at her son staring at her. "What I'm asking you is would you like to see me naked?"
Oddly enough once she said it, feeling more confident asking him the question the second time, she looked at him staring at her as if she was already standing before him naked. If only he'd say yes to her removing her clothes, her sexual fantasy come true, she couldn't wait to strip herself naked in front of her son. A long time coming, she couldn't wait for her son to see her naked. If only he'd say yes to touching her and feeling her naked body, she couldn't wait to feel his hands all over her soft skin. She couldn't wait to see the look on his face in seeing her standing there without her clothes while he touched and felt her. How decadently appropriate and forbiddingly inappropriate for his mother to be the first women he's not only seen naked but also touched and felt without her clothes.
"Seriously?" With his eyes bugging out of his head, he looked at her as if she was already naked. "Are you kidding me?"
"No, I'm serious," she said.
He looked at her as if she was teasing him before responding.
"Yeah, sure, I'd love to see you naked Mom," he said already undressing her with his eyes.
Leaping across the incestuous line instead of gingerly stepping over it, as if she hasn't said enough already but needing to reinforce what she previously said, she couldn't believe what she was about to say again.
"Once I'm naked Michael, I don't mind you touching me, feeling me, and fondling me," she said breathlessly while briefly closing her eyes and swooning at the thought of her adult son touching her, feeling her, and fondling her naked body.
"Oh Mom. Wow," he said staring wide eyed with open mouth
Making her decision for the both of them, so long as her son was agreeable to crossing the incestuous line, she felt comfortable enough with her son to continue down this forbidden path. It had been a long time since any man had felt her breasts, squeezed her ass, and fingered her pussy and, rather than having a stranger have his wicked way with her, she'd rather that man be her son.
"It would be fun for me to see your reaction to not only seeing your first nude woman but also touching one for the first time. Obviously, the fact that I'm our mother may sexually excite you even more," she said voicing her understatement.
As if someone else had asked him the question, she felt as if she was suddenly removed from her body and was watching this interaction from afar. So brazenly bold, even though she asked the questions, she couldn't believe that she not only asked her son if he wanted to see her naked but also if he wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body. Truthfully, unless the mother was fat and ugly, what son would say no to an invitation to see, touch, and feel his mother's naked body? When it comes to sex, there's something about a mother and son sexual relationship that supersedes all normalcy, commonsense, and rational thinking. Not being a psychiatrist, she didn't understand all the dynamics and inner workings of a son wanting to see his mother naked and a mother willingly wanting to have sex with her son. She suspected that even if the mother was fat and ugly, that there were few sons who wouldn't want to see, touch, and feel their naked mothers.
"Seriously?" His voice quivered with sexual excitement or nervous rejection. She couldn't tell which until he made his feelings known. "Once you're naked, I can touch you, feel you, and fondle you?"
As if she was already standing there naked, in the way that he looked at her before, he looked at her again.
"Yes," she said happy that he appeared just as sexually excited to want to see, touch, and feel her naked body as she was sexually excited to want to strip off her clothes in front of her son and have him see, touch, and feel her naked body.
"Lemme get this straight so that I don't misunderstand," he said pausing in thought as if he was already seeing his mother naked. "Because today is Nude Day, you willingly agree to strip naked and once you're naked, I may feel your tits and finger your nipples? Is that right?"
"Yes, for Nude Day, I willingly agree to strip naked. And once I'm naked, you may feel my breasts and finger my nipples. So long as you're gentle and not too rough," she said with an excited little smile while swooning with the thoughts of her son not only seeing her naked but also feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, "I don't mind you touching me and feeling me."
As if contemplating what he was about to say, he fell silent in the way that she did when she was trying to control herself from saying what she was thinking.
"What about your pussy?" He looked down at her pussy that was covered by her short skirt and white bikini panties beneath. "May I touch you there too?"
"Of course you may touch my pussy," she said briefly closing her eyes and giving him a motherly smile as if imagining him fingering her before licking her and fucking her. Instead of saying pussy, she wanted to say cunt, his mother's cunt but, not wanting to ruin things with premature dirty talk, she didn't dare. "Only, touching me is one thing but sexually exciting me with your touch and sexually arousing me with your finger is something else entirely," she said hoping that he would sexually arouse her with his finger.
"I don't understand Mother," he said.
Telling him that she wanted him to give her sex, she revealed too much of what she was thinking. Needing to backtrack, now she wished that she had just said nothing and allowed him to finger her pussy or not.
"Seeing me naked isn't an invitation for sex Michael," she said lying and trying to talk her way out of that before being rejected by her son. "You must respect me as your mother and be careful not to penetrate me too deeply with your finger," she said while imagining him deeply finger fucking her with his finger before licking her with his tongue. "If you get me too sexually aroused, well," she closed her eyes and swooned over his thoughts, "I may not be able to control what I'd want to do with your body."
"I see," he said. "Sex? Are you talking about sex? If I aroused you too much, you'll have sex with me? Is that it?"
"I didn't say that Michael. Sex is not on the table," she said even though it was. "This is Nude Day and not sex with your mother day. Yet, because it's Nude Day, because I'm your mother and you're my son, and because you've never seen, touched, and felt a naked woman, I'm willing to have you see me naked and touch and feel me while naked."
"You'd really allow me to see you naked Mom? I can't believe you'd really strip off your clothes and allow me to touch you and feel you."
He looked at her as if she was asking him if she could buy him a new car. Only in the way that he stared at her, no doubt, depending upon her answer, he'd choose her over the new car. With the fact that she'll be stripping herself naked soon, she looked at him in sexual excitement while he looked at her in shocked disbelief. As if about to strip naked in front of a crowd of men, she built up her courage to undress in front of her son by gulping down her modesty, pushing back her shoulders, and sticking out her chest.
"Purely for demonstration purposes, yes, as part of your sexual education," she said with a laugh while thinking of the Japanese video she watched with the three mothers and their three sons. "I'd allow you to see me naked."
"I can't believe you'd allow me to see you naked Mom," he said looking nervous as if he was about to change his mind in wanting his mother to strip off her clothes for Nude Day.
"Believe it," she said with a laugh. "I'd do anything for my son," she said while waiting for him to ask her to do more than just strip naked. "Even remove my clothes. Besides, it's only my naked body. What's the big deal? It is Nude Day after all. The day that lots of people get naked."
Yet, belaboring the point and seemingly taking too long to progress even though their sexy exchanges were only a few seconds each, she was as sexually excited as she was becoming exasperated with all of his inane questions. A big step for her to take, she wished he'd just ask her to strip off her clothes already and touch her and feel her, before she changed her mind and rescinded her offer. Unable to make the next move until he took that first step too, she couldn't wait for him to see her naked. Being that she was his mother and he was her son, accustomed to her teasing him, maybe he thought she was just teasing him. Even if it was Nude Day, maybe he didn't believe that she'd strip naked in front of him and allow him to touch and feel her naked body.
"And once you're naked," he said pausing as if imagining her naked. "I can touch you and feel you? Right?"
"Yes, quadruple A, already asked and answered," she said smiling before sighing. Her sexual excitement overwhelmed her impatience. "I already said that you could."
She looked at him looking at her. Wondering what he was thinking, maybe he was just as afraid to cross the incestuous line as she was. Nonetheless, after giving him the go ahead, she didn't understand his hesitation in asking her to undress. It was as if he needed all of this pillow talk first before asking her to undress for him to wrap his brain around the fact that he was about to see his mother naked.



"May I kiss you too?"
He shocked her with his question. Never contemplating her son wanting to kiss her, she never imagined kissing her son. Other than all that she did in her dreams and sexual fantasies of her son, her mind was consumed with her son seeing her naked while touching and feeling her. No doubt, after she stripped off her clothes in front of her son on the pretense of getting naked for Nude Day, wanting to strip naked for Nude Day for twenty years, she'll be masturbating over this day and this one event for the rest of her life. Now, more than just stripping off her clothes and posing naked in front of her son, she was filled with images of him taking her in his arms and kissing her. As if he was her lover instead of her son, she was wet with the thoughts of her son kissing her while feeling her naked body.
"Kiss me?" She laughed with embarrassment to cover her sexual excitement that she wanted her son to kiss her. "You don't have to ask my permission to kiss me Michael," she said being coy about being kissed while fingering her hair in the way that she imagined him fingering her long, blonde hair as she sucked his cock. "I'm your mother. You can kiss me anytime you want," she said while now imagining him French kissing her instead of just giving her a peck on the lips.
"I don't mean that kind of kiss Mom," he said pausing again as if not sure he should say what he was about to say and as if he could read her mind. "I mean a real kiss, a French kiss with tongues," he said.
Progressing faster and further than she thought this would, even with all the seductive questions, not only was she excited that he wanted to see her naked, touch her, and feel her but also that he wanted to kiss her too. More focused on stripping herself naked, she never imagined him kissing her until he asked if he could kiss her. Now, as if he was her lover instead of her son, she swooned with the thoughts of her son French kissing her while touching her and feeling her everywhere.
"You want to French kiss me?" She looked at him looking at her. "Really?"
"God yes Mother, I've always wanted to kiss you in that way," he said fluttering his eyelids as if he was already kissing her.
"Now why would you want to French kiss your old mother?" In the way that a fisherman lets out his line after a fish has been hooked, continuing to tease him by slowly seducing him, she laughed while imagining her son kissing her, really kissing her in that forbidden way.
"I just would. I've never French kissed a woman before," he said pausing to watch her reaction to him asking to be kissed in such a sexual way. "As if I was your boyfriend or your lover, I'd like to know what it's like to kiss you in such a sexual way."
Having not even unbuttoned a button, their incestuous relationship was escalating quicker than she imagined. She fired his flame even higher by agreeing that he could French kiss her.
"Yes, you may French kiss me Michael," she said pausing to see his reaction to her permission. "I'd like to kiss you in that way as well."
"So now what? What do I do? How do we go about this mother?"
Staring at the huge bulges that her blouse and bra concealed, he stared at his mother breasts as if he couldn't wait for her to undress her and see them.
"I guess it's time for me to remove my clothes," she said with her fingers poised by the button of her blouse. "Are you ready to see your old mother naked?"
"I'm ready if you are Mom and you're not old. You're beautiful and sexy."
"First you must promise me that you won't tell anyone that you saw me naked. People wouldn't understand," she said rolling her eyes while thinking how embarrassed she'd be if anyone knew that she stripped herself naked in front of her son.
"I promise," he said raising his right hand as if he was about to take an oath of office or testify in court.
"And you must promise me that you won't tell anyone that I allowed you to touch and feel my naked body," she said getting excited with the thoughts of her son touching her and feeling her.
"I promise not to tell anyone Mom," he said.
"I mean it Michael. No one must know, not even your friends, especially not your friends, that you saw me naked and touched me in that forbidden way. I'd be so embarrassed, humiliated, and mortified actually, if anyone knew what we did," she said imagining her son and three of his friends gangbanging her as part of their private Nude Day celebration. "No one can know that I allowed you to not only see me naked but also feel my naked body," she said quivering with the delightful thoughts of her son feeling her where no son should ever feel his mother.
"Don't worry, I promise not to tell my friends Mom," he said. "They wouldn't understand the attraction that I have for you anyway."
"Now that the time has come for me to undress, I'm nervously shy and embarrassed. Normally as I've done in the past with men, always self-conscious about my nude body, you'd have to get me drunk before I can remove my clothes," she said with a laugh.
"I can do that Mom. I can get you drunk," he said with a nervous laugh. "If that's what you need to undress, we can have a few drinks before you strip naked Mom."
"I'm just kidding about you getting me drunk. Even though this is as sexually exciting as it is awkward for me, you don't have to get me drunk for me to undress for you. I just want you to know that, even though it's Nude Day and theoretically permissible for me to strip naked in front of you, my son, what we're about to do is incestuous, illegal in most countries, and immorally forbidden by people who just wouldn't understand," she said.
"I understand Mom."
"There's one more thing I must ask you to do before I undress," she said with trepidation.
"What is it mother? Anything? Ask me anything," he said. "I'll do anything you ask."
"To insure that you don't tell anyone that you saw me naked, as my way to protect my reputation by ruining yours if you do," she laughed. "Being that this is Nude Day and your party isn't until tonight, you have plenty of time to get naked with me too," she said.
"Seriously?" He looked at her as if she was asking what kind of new car he wanted. "You want me to get naked too? We'll both be naked together?"
He shivered excitedly, no doubt, by the thought of not only seeing his mother naked, touching and feeling his naked mother, but also that she'd see him naked too.
"Yes," she said while watching the lump in his pants grow bigger, longer, and harder.
"Good God mother. I'll be so embarrassed for you to see me naked," he said cupping himself through his jeans with his hand.
"Why? What are you embarrassed about? It isn't as if I haven't seen you naked before."
"You have?"
"That day I came in your room while you undressing," she said remembering masturbating later of the sight of his erect cock.
"Oh, yeah, I forgot about that," he said obviously lying. No doubt, just as he masturbated over her seeing his cock too, he didn't forget about her seeing him naked.
"And more than once when I opened your bedroom door without knocking while you were masturbating with your eyes closed while wearing your headphones," she said nervously laughing while reliving those imagines of him stroking his cock.
"Oh," he said. "I didn't know you saw me masturbating," he said lying again. No doubt, knowing she was about to enter his room without knocking, he probably planned to flash her his erect prick by wearing his headphones and closing his eyes most of the way closed.
"I closed your door right away. I didn't see much," she said lying and not telling him that she stood there to watch him stroking his prick.
Again he paused as if afraid to say what he was about to say.
"What if I get an erection?"
"What do you mean?"
"Will you be offended if I get an erection with you seeing me naked?"
"Oh, don't worry about that," she said waving a hand of disinterest when she was really hoping that he'd have an erection once he was naked and once he saw her naked.
'Offended? She'd be offended if he didn't have an erection after him seeing her naked and with her seeing him naked, too.'
He fell silent again as if thinking better about what he was going to say again.
"I have an erection now just thinking about you naked and thinking about me being naked in front of you and," he said looking down and away from her and pausing a long moment before speaking again. "I'm embarrassed to say that I think I just had a premature ejaculation."
"A premature ejaculation?" She laughed while staring down at the obvious bulge in her son's jeans. "Sorry for laughing but seriously? You just had a premature ejaculation just thinking about seeing me naked and just thinking about me seeing you naked?" She looked at her son as if he was an alien from another planet. "Are you a virgin Michael?"
"Yes," he said not looking up at his mother.
"Oh," she said. "Well, I can help you with that Michael," she said with motherly understanding while imagining sucking him and fucking him. Thinking that he'd think she wanted to give him sex and she did want to have sex with her son but fearing that he'd reject her, she didn't want him to know that she wanted him in that way yet. Her slow game of seduction to play, feeling more comfortable hiding behind the pretense of Nude Day as the reason for her to expose her body to her son, she didn't want to move too quickly. "I can teach you how to control your urges so that you don't ejaculate prematurely," she said qualifying her statement.
"You can?"
"Of course."
"That was the one thing that I feared the most about attending the Nude Day party and my reticence in getting naked, that I'd prematurely ejaculate as soon as I saw a naked woman at the Nude Day celebration," he said with shame. "I didn't want to go because of that. I figured that if anyone saw cum dripping from my cock they'd laugh at me. They'd think me a freak or a pervert."
"Don't worry," she said beginning to unbutton her blouse.
"Wait," he said. "Don't do that yet."
"Why? What's wrong?"
She looked down at her breasts before looking up at him. Thinking better of seeing his mother naked, touching and feeling her naked body, and her seeing him naked, with all the needless, albeit erotic banter, she feared he changed his mind. Suddenly, she was embarrassed that she was ready to strip naked in front of her son when it took him to realize that they shouldn't do what they were about to do. Apparently, with her son not as perversely twisted as she obviously is and as she obviously thought he was for wanting her to strip off her clothes in front of him, her son had more sense than she did. How could she possibly guide him and parent him now when she was willingly ready to lead him down the incestuously sexual path of no return?
She felt humiliated. She felt wicked. She felt evil. She wanted to run to her room, slam shut the door, and hide beneath her covers. Only, she was mistaken in her thoughts when she learned what her son wanted to say.
"Instead of you undressing yourself, may I do that? May I undress you Mom? I've never undressed a woman before."
Driving herself mad with erroneous speculation, she was relieved that her son wanted to still celebrate Nude Day with her by undressing her himself.
"Of course you may undress me but only if I may undress you too after you undress me," she said playing his game.
"Sure, I'd love for you to strip me naked Mom, so long as you promise not to touch my cock," he said teasing her.
"I'll make no such promise," she said with a sexy laugh. "With you touching me and feeling me, I don't think that I can make such a promise. Besides, why shouldn't I be able to feel you, when your horny hands will be all over me?"
"Just kidding Mom. I'd love for you to feel my cock. Happy Nude Day," he said throwing up his hands and stepping forward to hug his mother.
"Happy Nude Day," she said returning the incestuous lust that he had for her by giving him a hard pelvis to pelvis hug.
He kissed her and she surprised even herself when she allowed him to part her lips with her tongue. The first French kiss wasn't a long one but it was filled with lust and wanton desire. They kissed again and again before she broke off their kiss and took a step back. Ready for him to undress her, she put her arms by her sides while watching to see what he'd do first. Just as she figured he would, with him always enamored with her cleavage and big tits, he started to unbutton her blouse.
"Wait," she said.
"What? Did I do something wrong?"
"Yes," she said with a motherly smile. "Instead of me being your mother, pretend I'm your date. Imagine I'm a girl your age who'd you like to have sex with and strip naked. Now you wouldn't just start undressing her would you?"
"No," he said shaking his head. "Probably scaring her enough to change her mind about having sex with me, it would be wrong for me to do that."
"Get comfortable on the couch with me," she said taking him by the hand. "Now for the sake of you not prematurely ejaculating, relax and take some deep breaths. Think of something else other than sex. Forget about seeing me naked. Remove the thoughts from your mind of touching and feeling my naked body," she said with a quiver. "Think about baseball."
"Baseball? Okay, I can do that," he said closing his eyes and relaxing. "I'm thinking about baseball," he said opening his eyes. "Big bats, hard balls, chest high pitches, first base, second base, third base, and home, I'm just about to round all the bases mother. Oh, no, I think I just had another premature ejaculation."
"Okay, never mind thinking about baseball, think about something else, something that doesn't sexually excite you. Think about going to the library, to church, or to college."
"The library has all those sexy librarians that I imagine are virgins and that I'd like to have sex with them instead of reading dusty books. Church has all of those nuns that I know are virgins and that I imagine who want me as much as I want them. College is where I got my invitation to attend the Nude Day celebration. Everything sexually excites me mother."
"Okay, don't think of anything. Just blank your mind. Now kiss me but without touching me and without feeling me through my clothes," she said leaning into him to kiss her.
French kissing one another without touching one another, they were making out as if they were horny teenagers at the movies.
"May I feel you through your clothes now Mom? I'd like to feel your tits through your blouse and your bra before feeling them when you're naked," he said breaking off their kiss to speak.
He looked in her big, blue eyes before looking down at her tits.
"Yes, but don't ask a woman if you can feel her breasts. Wait until the moment when you think she wants to be touched. Then lightly feel her breasts, first one and then the other," she said putting his hand on her breast. "You must take your cue from her."
"Wow," he said. "Your breast feels wonderful."
"Now while kissing me, feel my breast, just the one breast and without feeling my nipple," she said French kissing her son. "Unlike men who are ready within seconds to have sex, women take a while to warm up to the idea," she said breaking off the kiss to speak. "It's always better to wait until the woman wants you, really wants you before touching her and feeling her. You don't want her to feel forced or even pressured. Now feel my other breast while kissing me but don't touch my nipple," she said kissing her son again.
"This is so hot Mom. I just love how your breast feels in my hand through your blouse and bra. I've never experienced anything like this."
"Now return your hand to my other breast again. Cup my entire breast in the palm of your hand while kissing me," she said kissing her son again and again. "Do you feel my nipple pushing against your palm?"
"Yes mother."
"Do the same with my other breast," she said kissing her son again. "Do you feel my other nipple pressing against your palm?"
"Yes mother."
"Being that we're making out as if we're boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mother and son, call me Susan instead of mother."
"Okay Susan," he said.
"Not that we're really going to have sex but if we were, if I was your hot date instead of your old mother, I'm ready for you to finger my nipples through my blouse and bra while kissing me but gently and not too rough. Once my blouse and bra are off, once I'm wet enough for you, that is, if I was your girlfriend and not your mother and we were about to have sex, you may be as rough as you'd like with my nipples. Most women enjoy having their nipples pinched, pulled, turned, twisted, and nibbled. Until then, take your time and be gentle," she said kissing and kissing him.
"Your nipples are so big and hard Mom. Sorry, I mean, Susan. I can't wait see them and to suck them," he said.
"Now you may unbutton my blouse, but slowly. One slow button at a time while looking to see what each unbuttoned button reveals," she said. "Most women would rather be seduced while being undressed than to be stripped naked in a rush.
Just as his mother had instructed, one slow button at a time, he unbuttoned one button and paused to look to see what each unbuttoned revealed before unbuttoning the next button.
"I love your cleavage and I love your pretty bra. I can't wait to see your tits Susan," he said.
"You want to be subtle Michael. Don't tell a woman that you can't wait to see her tits and can't wait to suck her nipples. Instead kiss her while unbuttoning her blouse. Once her blouse is unbuttoned enough, feel her through her bra," she said while watching her son's hand feeling her breasts through her bra and fingering her emerging nipples. "Some women would rather be seduced than stripped. Then, of course, there are others who can't wait to be stripped naked and taken," she said breathlessly by the thought of her son taking her.
"Which category are you Susan?"
"When I was younger, virginal, and innocent, I wanted to be seduced. Now that I'm older, I want to be taken," she said giving her son the eye. "But for the purposes of this demonstration and being that you're still so young, the women that you'd most likely develop a relationship with want to be seduced. So, seduce me Michael," she said kissing him while he continued unbuttoning her blouse and feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her bra.
"Instead of seducing you, I'd like to take you mother but not for the purposes of this demonstration," he said he said taking her hand and moving it to the bulge he had in his pants. "As much as I've always wanted to see you naked and you to see me naked, I've always want to have sex with you," he said looking deeply in her eyes. "Have sex with me mother. Make me a man," he said continuing to undress her.
"Oh Michael," she said feeling his cock through his pants, "but call me Susan."
"Sorry but it's more sexually arousing for me to call you Mom and mother."
"I know but, under the circumstances with you feeling my breasts and fingering my nipples, I'd prefer you to call me Susan."
"Okay Susan," he said.
She watched him touching her and feeling her through her clothes. Feeling as awkwardly embarrassed as she felt sexually excited, she wanted to know what he was thinking.
"Should we really be doing this? It's one thing for you to see me naked and another thing for me to see you naked too, but do I dare have sex with my son? What kind of mother would I be to make love to my own son," she said while recalling her father making love to her.
"Sex?" He stopped touching and feeling her to stare in her eyes. "Are we really going to have sex? Are we going to go all the way?"
"I don't know Michael. A mother having sex with her son would be wrong, isn't it?"



Having never told him, Michael had no idea that her father was his Dad. Another bridge she had to broach before crossing, perhaps once they had sex, she could finally summon the courage to tell her son the truth that her father was his father too. She stood to help him off with his shirt and pants while he removed her blouse. Now with her standing there in her bra and short skirt and him standing there in his underwear, they kissed while feeling one another through what little clothes they wore. She felt his cock and ass through his boxers while he felt her tits through her bra and her ass through her short skirt. Then, moving his hand beneath her skirt, he cupped her pussy through her panty.
Obviously never having unhooked a bra before, Michael reached around her and struggled to unhook her bra. Allowing him to try before doing it himself, eager to show him her breasts, she reached around behind her and unhooked her bra for him. One slow bra strap at a time while looking up at his eyes as he looked down at her tits, he lowered her bra straps while she held her bra cups in place. Then, when he was ready to see her big breasts, when his eyes were filled with sexual lust for her, as if he wasn't filled with enough lust already, she removed her bra to expose her breasts to her son. Not waiting for an invitation, in an instant he was all over her big tits, touching them, feeling them, squeezing them, caressing them, and sucking them. No doubt his sexual fantasy come true, he was sucking his mother's tits.
"Michael, slow down. You're going to prematurely ejaculate," she said.
"I already have," he said.
"Well, let's address your premature ejaculation problem, shall we?"
She reached around herself to unbutton and unzip her skirt.
"Wait," said Michael.
"What?"
"I always wanted to do this when you wear a short skirt," he said lifting her short skirt to her waist to expose her white bikini panties in the same way that her father did so very long ago. "I can't tell you how many times I've masturbated over seeing your panties in up skirts and your pussy in up nightgowns."
"And I can't tell you how many times I've masturbated over showing you my panties in up skirts and my pussy in up nightgowns," she said with a naughty laugh. "Now let's get naked, shall we? "Take off your underwear while I remove the rest of my clothes."
Michael watched his mother unbutton and unzip her short skirt while he removed his tee shirt. He watched her skirt fall to the carpet in relation to his cock stiffening in his pants. Topless now, his mother was standing there in her panties and he was standing there in his boxer shorts.
"You're so beautiful Mom," he said staring at her naked body, mostly at her breasts.
"Thank you. You're not so bad yourself," she said running her hands through his chest hairs.
He wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her to him. They kissed. A deep, long, wet kiss, it was a kiss between lovers instead of between a mother and her son.
"I love how your tits feel against my chest Mom," he said reaching down to feel her tits and finger her nipples.
"Show me your cock," she said looking down at her son. "I want to see my son's prick."
Michael removed his boxers and she removed her panties. On the pretense of celebrating Nude Day, they were both finally naked. Frowned upon by most sophisticated societies, yet hidden away behind closed bedroom doors, normally a mother naked with her son and a son naked with his mother is nasty business. Yet, somehow, seeing these two together looked right. With her looking much younger than thirty-nine and him looking much older than nineteen, their ages and maturity levels met somewhere in the middle. If one was to see them on the street or at the mall, they'd never suspect that they were mother and son, especially if someone was to walk in on them now that they were naked.
"May I touch your pussy Susan?"
"Of course," she said moving her feet apart to give him better access. "You're so wet Susan."
"You make me that way Michael," she said giving him a peck on the lips. "May I touch your cock?"
"Yes Susan. I'd really like for you to touch me," he said.
She took him in her hand and wrapped her fingers around his big, erect prick.
"You're so hard Michael," she said.
"You make me that way Susan," he said.
She cupped his testicles before wrapping her fingers around him again. Slowly she started stroking him while he probed her fingers deeper inside of her cunt.
"Easy Michael," she gasped.
"Am I hurting you Mom?" Forgetting himself again and calling her Mom instead of Susan, he said withdrawing his finger from her pussy.
"Just the opposite. You're exciting me," she said. "If you excite me too much," she said looking deeply in his eyes. "I'll fall to my knees and suck you," she said standing on her toes to whisper her sexual desire for her son in his ears. "Then, after I suck you, I'll fuck you."
"Mom," he said in the way that he'd say if he hadn't seen his mother in years.
"Would you like Mommy to suck you Michael?"
No longer caring about what he called her, she was more interested in his cock than her name.
"Yes. I've never had a blowjob before."
"After I suck you, would you like me to make love to you?"
"Yes Mom, I would. I don't want to be a virgin anymore and who better to make me a man than you?" He watched his mother fall to her knees, take him in her hand, and stroke him. "Only..."
"Yes? What is it Michael?"
"May I cum in your mouth?"
"Of course you may cum in my mouth," she said with a laugh.
"And will you swallow my cum Mom?"
"It won't be much of a blowjob if I didn't swallow you Michael," she said kissing his cock and licking his cock before taking the head of his cock in her mouth.
She looked up him with her big, blue eyes watching her while she sucked her son and he humped his mother's mouth. As if they were two virgins having sex, he never had sex and it's been a long time since she's had sex. She gave him the blowjob that he, no doubt, masturbated over receiving from her and she sucked him in the way that she sexually fantasized over sucking her son. Not sucking him for more than a few minutes, it didn't take him very long to cum in her mouth. Instinctively, with a gentle hand to the back of her head, he pushed his mother's head more forward while he fucked her face. Once he was done cumming in her mouth, she removed him from her mouth and licked him clean. Then, taking him by his hand, she took him to her bedroom and to her bed.
"Are we really going to have sex Mom?"
"What do you think we've been doing? First I allowed you strip me naked. Then, I allowed you to see my naked body while touching and feeling my naked body before I blew you. Now, I plan on fucking my son," she said pushing him back on her bed and mounting him.
"Oh Mom. I'm so excited," he said.
"I know," she said reaching down to move his cock to her pussy. "You let Mommy do all the work. You just return my humps when I hump you. Okay?"
"Okay Mom."
She inserted his cock inside of her and slowly humped her son deeper.
"You're so warm and wet Mom. I never imagined intercourse feeling this good," he said.
"I can't believe I'm having sex with my son. I can't believe I'm allowing my son to fuck me," she said.
"I can't believe I'm fucking my mother after you just blew me Mom."
"Fuck me Michael. Fuck me. Make me cum."
"Mom, I'm not wearing a condom."
"I don't care Michael if you cum inside of me. Actually, I want you to cum inside of me. Give me your baby. We'll move. We'll run away where no one will know who we are. We'll have sex every day, multiple times a day. Fuck me Michael. Fuck me. Make me your bitch in the way that my father did on Nude Day twenty years ago."
"Mom? You had sex with Grandpa?"
"Actually, grandpa had sex with me. He was drunk. He stripped me naked and forced me to have sex with him," she looked deeply in her son's eyes. "Yes Michael, I had sex with your grandfather," she said when her son's cock was buried deeply inside of her. "Your grandfather is not only my father but he's your father too," she said holding on tight to her son as if she feared he'd flee. "You're not only my son but also you're my half-brother. How do you feel about that Michael?"
"Well, that explains a lot. I'm glad you told me Mom. I always suspected something like that, not that grandpa was my father, of course, but what does that matter now? Thank you for telling me. Besides, now that we're both consenting adults and naked for Nude Day, maybe we should move and live happily ever after as lovers."
"I'd like that Michael," she said.
"Me too Mom," he said.
THE END
This is a Nude Day contest story. Please vote.
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Jules and Tyrone have their wicked way with Sisters Mary Elizabeth and Katherine.
"Damn woman you have big boobs too," said Tyrone.
"Thank you," said Sister Mary. "I'm glad you like my tits," she said looking down at all that she was showing Tyrone of her bra and exposed cleavage.
"I never would have guessed the size of your titties from your habit," said he said still staring at her bra clad tits. "Nice tassels on your bra by the way but where'd you get those boxer shorts," said Tyrone looking from her bra back down to her boxers and back up to her bra again before looking up at her pretty face.
"Thank you. The tassels make me feel feminine even when wearing my habit," she said flicking her tassels with her fingers.
"I never figured a nun would wear no boxer shorts. I figured you for wearing white, cotton, granny panties," said Tyrone with lust in his eyes when taking a peek around her to look and feel her round, firm bootie.
"Before I decided to become a nun, pledging myself to the Lord Jesus Christ and before taking my vows of chastity, they were my boyfriend's boxers. As if he's there with me on those cold, lonely, horny nights at the nunnery," she said with a pained expression on her face. "Whenever I wear them, I can still feel him inside of me," said Sister Mary grabbing at her crotch, tilting her head back, and swooning with the thoughts of feeling her boyfriend inside of her, no doubt.
"Damn Sister," said Tyrone. "You make me miss my girlfriend, sweet Lucille. She used to like it when I paraded around wearing her panties."
"You wore your girlfriend's panties?"
"Damn Sister. I shouldn't have said that," said Tyrone looking embarrassed.
"Please don't say that," said Sister Mary.
"Say what?"
"Damn Sister," she said signing herself.
"Sorry, I meant no offense Sister," he said.
"I know but putting those two words together are shocking enough for me and I don't want what you're saying to somehow become my prophetic reality, especially now with you about to have your wicked way with me," said Sister Mary.
"I won't say the damn word again Sister."
"Thank you."
"Anyway, as I was saying, I'd love to be stealing peeks up your habit whether you're wearing white, cotton, granny panties or boxer shorts," he said obviously getting off talking dirty to Sister Mary Elizabeth about her under garments. "Somehow a nun wearing white, cotton, granny panties go together like someone in the military wearing green underwear."
"Does it arouse you to talk dirty to me?" She slowly ran her fingers down her tassels as if she was slowly milking his cock.
"It does Sister," he said adjusting his hardening cock through his pants while watching her playing with her tassels.
"Come to think of it, I don't think I've ever worn granny panties even when I was a novice nun," said Sister Mary. "Too busy praying for our new Pope, the boxer shorts are a recent revelation when I simply ran out of panties after not doing laundry for a while."
"I see," said Tyrone. "I bet you'd figure that no one would see that you wore boxer shorts and a bra with tassels," he said staring at the good Sister in her underwear. "Your choice of lingerie does make for a good conversation piece," he said laughing.
Years ago, giving me something to remember him by, my boyfriend thought he was funny by sticking his boxer shorts in my overnight bag after I broke up with him to become a nun. I was going to toss them in the trash but deciding to use them as a memento, I'm glad I kept them. Now, whenever I see them, touch them, and/or wear them, I think of the hot, sexy nights we used to have," she said with sadness.
"No kiddin'? Wow! An interesting tidbit of information Sister, I always wanting to know what nuns wear beneath their habits and now I know. Thanks for sharing. So Sister, are you ready to make some new memories? Tyrone looked at her with a big assed grin. "Are you ready to feel me inside of you?"
He removed his pants and his underwear to proudly display his long, thick, black dick while Sister Mary watched the striptease show with interest.
"You really have a big one, don't you," she said staring down at his erection before staring up at him.
Brazenly and unashamedly, she reached out her hand to fondle the tip of his prick with her fingertips. If only Ingrid Bergman would have reached out to fondle Bing Crosby's cock in the Bells of Saint Mary's, that movie would have been a bigger box office bonanza than Deep Throat and/or Behind the Green Door. Being that he was the product of a parochial school education, no doubt, even for Tyrone at his young age, Sister Mary standing before him in her sexy underwear must have evoked images of all the naughty nuns who played their roles in the movies, that is, except for Whoopi Goldberg. She didn't make as realistic a nun as did Ingrid Bergman, Shirley MacLaine, and/or Sally Fields.
As if mesmerized by it in the way she stared at the statues of Jesus or Mother Mary, she stared at his Tyrone's cock as if she was staring up at the altar at all of the ornamentation and symbols of her religion. As sexually eager as was Sister Katherine to have sex with Jules, so wasn't Sister Mary ready to have sex with Tyrone. Raring to go, they'll be no forcing either one of these nuns to suck and fuck these two black men. Ready to have consensual sex but, no doubt, if caught naked and in the act of having sex with Jules and Tyrone, before giving herself up, she'd be throwing their black asses under the bus by crying rape.
Nonetheless it was a game that Sister Mary needed to play for her to endure and survive the future decades locked away in a convent. Her folly in trying to fool him and deceive Him, if only to show her Creator that she was still his faithful wife, she needed Tyrone to force her to have sex with him. All knowing, all seeing, and all hearing, if God wanted to strike down the two nuns for having consensual sex with two black men, he could have and possibly should have as an example to all nuns and priests who dreamt of having consensual sex.
With God moving in mysterious ways, perhaps God wanted the two nuns to experience a man before being locked away within the confines of a convent for the rest of their lives. Then, again, maybe God just wanted to watch Sisters Mary Elizabeth and Katherine with Jules and Tyrone. Maybe God was Sisters Mary and Katherine. All consuming, maybe God was Jules and/or Tyrone at the same time too. Maybe, forgive me dear Lord, God is as horny and sexually unsatisfied as the rest of us.
"I've been blessed with good genes Sister. My Daddy, wherever he is, and my brothers, wherever they are, dead or in prison somewhere, all have big cocks," said Tyrone. "Well?" He looked at her staring down at him. "Are you ready to suck and fuck me?"
"I'm ready but only if you force me," said Sister Mary pushing her shoulders back and sticking her chest out while standing statue still and staring at his exposed cock before looking up at him. She clutched her cross that she wore around her neck before signing herself. "God forgive me for what I'm about to do," she said softly as if praying for her salvation and redemption.
"Don't worry. I'll go easy on you Sister as if it's your first time, even though we both know that it isn't," he said with a disrespectful laugh. "Now take off your bra and boxers. I need to see your big titties, your hairy pussy, and your creamy white ass."
"No, I won't," she said feigning resistance while raising her voice to echo through the empty house as it would in an empty church. "How dare you talk to me in such a disrespectful way? How dare you strip me down to my underwear? How dare you look at me with lust in your eyes? I'm a nun, a wife of our Lord Jesus Christ," she said covering her nakedness with her forearm and hand.
No doubt wondering if he should bolt or help his friend by interceding, Jules looked over at Tyrone having trouble with Sister Mary.
"Don't worry," said Sister Katherine to Jules with unaccustomed insight. "She's just acting. She needs to be forced. So long as Tyrone forces her to do all that he wants her to do, there won't be a problem."
"Oh, okay," said Jules. "I was worried there for a minute. I figured Sister Mary being the easy one and you being the hard one to seduce with you being a virgin and her not."
"Cut the crap Sister. I guess you want me to take them off for you," said Tyrone stepping forward to play her game of being forced before being taken. "Is that it? You'd rather I strip you naked? I can do that. Actually, I'd prefer to do that," he said with a diabolical grin.
"Don't you dare touch me, you evil man. You're the Devil. You're Satan. That's who you are," she said holding up her cross to his face as if he was a vampire.
"The Devil? Satan? If that's what I must be to be with you, I'll gladly accept that role."
As if he was squatting to pick something off of the dirty floor, in one quick pull, he pulled down her boxers to expose her trimmed pussy and naked ass. Then, bending her forward with his forceful pull and raising her arms over her head with the quick upward movement of her brassiere, in one quick tug, he pulled her bra off over her head without unhooking it. Sister Mary Elizabeth was naked before the eyes of Tyrone, Jules, Sister Katherine, and God.
"Don't forget that I'm a nun, a wife of God, Lord, Jesus Christ, and I'm not supposed to have sex with anyone, that is, unless I'm forced to have sex," she said pointing a finger of damnation at him. "Then so long as I confess my sins and pray for forgiveness, I'll be okay," she said throwing back her head in haughtiness in the way that Grace Kelly used to do when looking down at everyone even her husband, Rainier, the crowned Prince of Monaco.
"I see. You have it all figured out, don't you Sister?"
"A horse of a different color," she said quoting a line from the Wizard of Oz as if all of what was happening now was just a fantasy. "According to my nun's handbook, page 49, section 4, paragraph 3, that I've memorized in total," she said as if she was Sheldon from Big Bang Theory. "It's different if you force me."
"Nun's handbook? Next you'll be telling me that you nuns are unionized. Don't worry about me forcing you to do all that I want you to do," said Tyrone. "Because I will."
"You must understand, if only in the eyes of God, that I don't want to be accused of having voluntary sex with you or with anyone. If anyone was to find out that I was a willing participant in out sexual encounter and not a forced victim, my life as a Catholic nun would be over and my religious career would be ruined."
"Having had many women in this forceful way before, trust me Sister, I'll have no problem forcing you to suck my cock Sister," said Tyrone laughing while holding his big, hard cock in his hand as if he was holding a Billy club.
"Only, after I suck you and before I fuck you, you must wear a condom. Being that you must know how Catholics feel about abortions, you cannot make me pregnant. I swear to God," she said looking up at the ceiling, "that I will break the sixth commandment and kill your black ass if you fuck me without wearing a condom," she said with anger before softening. "At least respect that about me before having your wicked way with me."
"Don't worry Sister. I have a whole pocket full of condoms. I don't want to get an STD just as you don't want to get pregnant."
"STD? I'll have you know that—"
"I meant no offense Sister. I don't figure you for giving me a sexual transmitted disease but nuns aren't the only women who I've sex with," said Tyrone. "I'll be protecting you from pregnancy as well as protecting you from me. With all the women that I've slept with, there's no tellin' that I have crawlin' around inside of me. Yet, a first time for everything, this will be the first time having sex with a nun," he said with a big, dirty laugh.
"Did you hear that Jules?"
"Hear what?"
"You gotta wear a condom," said Tyrone.
"Duh? I figured as much, being that they're Catholic nuns, and don't want to get pregnant," said Jules.
"She said that I don't have to wear a condom while she's sucking me though," said Tyrone. "I'll roll one on after she blows me, after I cum in her pretty mouth, and before I fuck her."
With as much trepidation as sexual excitement, she looked from him to look at his cock before looking back up at him again.
"Just so that you know upfront, if I'm caught having sex with you, rather than being excommunicated from my church and thrown out of my convent, I'll be throwing your black asses beneath the bus and crying rape." She looked from Tyrone to Jules and back to Tyrone.
"Hey, you gotta do what you gotta do just as I gotta do what I gotta do," he said with an uncaring shrug. "That's no problem for me Sister, you throwing me under the bus. Don't worry, I've been thrown under plenty of buses before and am still standing, I've survived."
"Just so you know that I'm no one's bitch but God's," she said. "I just wanted you to know that I'm not going to Hell for you or with you. My badge of honor is my habit and when the police see my habit strewn on the floor, they'll know that I'm a nun. I'm the innocent victim here and you're the rapist."
"Yeah, yeah, blah, blah, Sister. It isn't likely that anyone will interrupt us having sex with you and your friend before we're done," said Tyrone grabbing her by her hair and trying to push the good Sister down to her knees but not to pray, instead to suck his cock. Still standing, she resisted his forcefulness and stood from her kneeling position. In the way she immediately bobbed up from her knees, she must have legs as strong as an ice skater or a baseball catcher. "Besides, with no witnesses, who's here to see us?"
"When we're done, we'll drive you and Sister Katherine back to your car with enough gas to get you to the nearest gas station," said Jules.
"Thank you," said Sister Mary to Jules. "God bless you," she said making the sign of the cross in front of his face as if she was a priest saying mass or giving someone the last rites.
"Now get down on your knees bitch," he said.
"Even though you must force me to have sex with you, you must still respect my position in the church," said Sister Mary still staring at his cock. "Being that I'm a nun, I am a holy woman after all," she said lifting her chin while holding her head high.
"I'm not used to being respectful of anyone or anything but I can respect you while forcing you to have sex with me. I can do that when my cock is buried in your mouth," said Tyrone laughing. "If you want to play the virginal nun in the way that Shirley MacLaine did with Clint Eastwood in Two Mules for Sister Sara that's okay with me but I think we both know that you're no virgin, now don't we?"
"Just because I had a sexual life in the past before giving my life to Jesus doesn't mean that I'm wicked now and can't be holy. Just because I'm a nun doesn't mean that I'm not human. Even after pledging myself to God, I still have sexual wants, needs, and desires, as does everyone else. Besides, all of that is in my past. I'm not like that anymore," she said with a pause and a sexy look, "that is, until now with you."
"I don't mind forcing you to suck my cock Sister when, no doubt, someone as pretty and sexy as you has sucked plenty of cocks before," he said running a slow index finger across her full lips. "Ain't no one going to find us here anyway. Ain't no one comes 'round this part of the neighborhood no more, not even the police even with their station nearly located across the street," he said with a laugh. "Dumb cops. They have their eyes closed to crime unless there's something in it for themselves, a promotion, more money, or a payoff."
"You filthy pig," said Sister Mary swatting his finger from her lips and putting up a feigned fight to make it more appear that Tyrone was really forcing her to blow him.
"I like it when a woman puts up a fight," said Tyrone grabbing at her tit and pinching her nipple.
"How dare you? Have you no respect for God, for nuns, and for religion? How could you do this to me, force me to strip naked and force me to suck you and to fuck you? What's wrong with you?" She raised her voice in the way that Moses, played by Charlton Heston, did when coming down from the mountain and holding the Ten Commandments.
"Nun or not, enough with the talkin' already lady," said Tyrone forcing her to her knees.
With his engorge prick just mere millimeters from her lips, she stared at his cock again in the way that she stared at his cock when he removed his clothes. Obviously, even though she was a religious woman and a wife of God, she enjoyed staring at Tyrone's cock.
"Hail Mary, full of grace..." said Sister Mary praying, no doubt, for her forgiveness for all that she was about to do.
"I'm not much of a conversationalist when having sex. Jules is the talker, not me. So just suck Sister, suck," he said putting a hand to the back of her head. "Just shut the fuck up and suck my big, black cock."
"No I won't," she said moving her head away while nearly shaking it in the way of a dog shaking his wet fur while pursing her lips.
"Say wha? What the Hell is this bullshit? God damn you Sister. You said if I forced you, you'd have sex with me. Now what's all this shit? I'm not above beating a nun to get what I want. I don't want to hurt you Sister, but I will if you don't suck my cock."
"Oh for God's sakes," she said. "You're just as dumb as she is," she said nodding to her friend. "I already told you that I needed to be forced. Just don't tell me to suck you. Force me to suck you," she said.
"I thought I was forcing you," said Tyrone meekly.
"Listen honey," she said standing to back him up against a wall while pumping her index finger in his chest as if her finger was a woodpecker's bill. "I want to suck your cock as much as you want me to suck your cock but I can't just take you in my mouth and suck you. Being that I'm a Catholic nun, that would be wrong. Now do us both a favor and make me suck your cock," she said looking up at him with pleading eyes.
Tyrone slapped Sister Mary across her face before pulling her long chestnut hair really hard, hard enough to bring tears to her eyes. Forcing her down to her knees again, he slapped her across the face again. This time, the slap was hard enough to force her to open her mouth to scream. As soon as she screamed, he shut her up by filling her pie hole with his cock.
"How's that Sister? Happy now? Is that better? Are you sufficiently forced to give me what I, sorry, I mean, what we want?"
He looked down at her with his big, black cock in her holy mouth as she looked up at him with her big, green eyes while smiling and giving him the thumbs up sign. Hungry for it, wanting him as much as he wanted her, Sister Mary sucked Tyrone as if she's never sucked a cock before. Turning and twisting her hand while sucking him, she was really blowing him. He reached his hand down to feel her tits and finger her nipples while she sucked him. Stroking him hard, she stroked him fast while making all of those slurping, cock sucking sounds that men love to hear as proof that the woman is enjoying sucking their cock as much as he's enjoying having her suck his cock. No doubt eager for him to cum in her mouth, after not having sex for years, she gave him the best damn blowjob she's ever given anyone, even better than the one she gave Father Thomas after he hypnotized her.
* * * * *
Busy on the other side of the room as if they were lovers instead of a rapist having his wicked way with a nun, Jules and Sister Katherine were having their own good time.
"So long as you promise not to hurt me, you don't have to force me to do anything," said Sister Katherine to Jules in her soft voice. She slowly moved her head from side to side as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to prove to Jules that he didn't have to force her. "Please don't slap me. I'll do whatever you want me to do baby. I want this as much as you do, if not more," she said. "Okay?"



"Don't worry Sister. I'd never leave a mark on your beautiful body," said Jules.
"Thank you," she said.
Looking at him staring at her, she reached around herself to unhook her C cup bra before shimmying down her barely there thong.
"Damn Sister, you have beautiful tits, so big and so symmetrical. You have the best pair of knockers I've ever seen," said Jules.
After climbing out of her thong, she moved it to her lips and kissed the little, gold cross that was prominently displayed on her underwear before folding it and putting it down. Being that that thong belonged to her lesbian friend, Mother Agatha, no doubt, that cross had been kissed hundreds of times before while she wore it for the pleasure of her nuns and for herself. Destined to become a lesbian, unless forced to have sex by Father Thomas, this carnal relationship may be her last one.
"I've been looking forward to this day for a very long time," she said posing before Jules as if she was fully clothed.
No doubt, every man's dream to see a naked nun, Jules looked at her as if he was seeing a vision and obviously he was.
"Damn Sister, being that you've been locked away and had no reason to shave your bush or your legs, I figured your snatch would be all bushy and your armpits and legs all hairy," said Jules. "I never figured that you'd be so shaved."
"Praying for this day long and hard," said Sister Katherine. "I wanted to be ready with a silky pussy, soft armpits, and smooth legs, so I shaved," she said running a slow hand from her ankle to her thigh and across her soft, smooth pussy. "Do you like my bald pussy?" She held up her pussy lips to show him some pink while looking up at his face. "What do you think of my cunt? You're the first man who's ever seen me naked."
"Oh Sister, looking mighty fine, mighty fine indeed, I love your bald beaver Sister," said Jules.
She looked at him looking at her before asking her question with embarrassed reticence.
"May I suck you now? I've never had a cock in my hand or in my mouth," she said leaning into him as if telling him a sexy secret that she didn't want anyone to hear, especially God.
"Sure you may suck me Sister," said Jules still enamored and staring at her tits as if he was hypnotized.
"When all my friends were dancing and going to parties, I was going to mass. When all of my friends were kissing and being felt up, I was teaching Bible school. When all of my friends were giving hand jobs, blowjobs, and getting laid, I was studying to become a nun," she said feeling his bulge through his jeans in the way she's run her thumb across the cross on the cover of her bible.
"Sure, you can suck me Sister. Absolutely," said Jules coming out of his trance and stripping off his clothes as if he was on fire. "Have you ever seen a naked man before?"
"A naked man?" She closed her eyes and quivered as if she was thanking God for answering her prayers. "Except for some of the religious statues that I touched in church when no one was looking, no I've never seen a naked man before. You're my first naked man," she said with glee and wide eyes. "Thank you Jesus," said Sister Katherine.
"Thank you Jesus," said Jules.
"I know this may sound wicked but I've always wanted to touch the sexual lust and feel the sinful power of a naked man's prick," she said signing herself as if talking dirty was a sin. "May I touch you?" She stared at his cock as if his engorged prick was a miracle.
"Yeah, sure, you may touch me. Whatever is your pleasure Sister, you may have your wicked way with my cock. Go ahead. Touch me. Feel me. Take me in your hand and stroke me. Being that you've never done this before and I've done this lots of times before, not with a nun, of course, this is your party as much as it is mine, maybe even more your party that it is mine," he said obviously excited by the anticipated feel of her hand on his cock and balls.
As if she was a priest and Jules was a bad boy staying after school, Sister Katherine touched and felt Jules where no nun of the Holy Order of Saints and the convent of Sisters in Absolute Denial ever should touch and feel a naked man. She closed her eyes while holding Jules' cock in her hand as if she was having a religious experience. No doubt concentrating more on his erect, black cock than she did on the rest of his naked body, she held his erection in her hand while fondling the tip of his stiff prick with her fingertips.
"You have such a beautiful penis," she said opening her eyes to stare at his cock. "It feels so hard and yet so soft," she said while ever so slowly stroking him. "Tell me, so that I may take away your name with me tonight in my dreams, what's your God given name?"
"My God given name?"
"Your birth name," she said with a little giggle. She spoke with such a soft elegance that if anyone was in the room watching her, she'd evoked the image of Ingrid Bergman playing a nun but without the accent and without the charade of being so chaste instead of being the whore that Ingrid Bergman was. "How are you called?"
"My name? No names Sister for obvious reasons," said Jules waving his hands as if they were warning signs at a train track. "You can call me anything you'd like to call me. For the time being, until I drive you back to your car and we depart company, you may call me Mr. Brown and call him," he said nodding his head to Tyrone, "Mr. Black." Evoking the image of Quentin Tarantino's Reservoir Dogs where all the main characters had colors for last names, Jules must have watched that movie one too many times.
"Okay, Mr. Brown, then instead, I shall call you Samuel, after Samuel L. Jackson. You look a little like him," said Sister Katherine.
"How about me? Who do I look like?" Tyrone struck a pose as if he was a male model while still humping Sister Mary's mouth and fucking her face.
"That's easy," said Sister Mary spitting out his cock to speak. "You look like my man, Denzel, Denzel Washington. I'd lose my religion and drop my panties or boxer shorts to sexually experience such a fine looking black man," she said with a laugh.
"Denzel huh? I'll take that as a real compliment Sister. Thank you," said Tyrone pressing his hand harder on the back of Sister Mary's head. "Suck, Sister Suck. Don't talk. Just suck."
"Yeah you do look a lot like Denzel Washington," said Katherine. "You have his build, his swagger, and his side profile."
"Thank you Sister," said Tyrone again. "Maybe after I'm done with Sister Mary, I can get together with you too, being that you won't be a virgin after Jules is done with you," he said with a smug laugh. "I don't mind having sloppy seconds, but I really don't like virgins. Only, a virgin in a strippers' body, you're not like any virgin I've ever seen," he said with a dirty laugh.
Jules felt the Sister Katherine's tits and fingered her nipples, while she continued stroking his cock.
"Nice tits Sister. Forever locked away in a convent, it would be such a shame and such a waste to put these away where no man could touch them, feel them, caress them, and suck them. You have big nipples too," he said pulling out her nipples with his index finger, first one and then the other before turning them, twisting them, and nibbling them. "I love your huge, firm tits and big, hard nipples."
"And I love your big, hard, black cock," she said staring down at his engorged prick.
"Stroke me Sister. Make me harder with your hand before taking me in your mouth," said Jules. "I need to cum in your holy mouth," he said running a slow finger across her full lips in the way that Tyrone had done to Sister Mary.
Only, instead of swatting his finger away from her lips in the way that Sister Mary did with Tyrone, she took Jules' finger in her mouth and sucked in while staring at him as if she was sucking his cock.
"Oh my God, I can't wait to suck you. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth. I can't wait to taste you," said Sister Katherine.
"And I can't wait for you to blow me Sister," said Jules.
"Just as Mother Agatha made me horny when I stripped in front of her and when she touched me, felt me, and caressed me while helping me on with her loaned bra and thong, you're making me wet with all your dirty talk." She leaned in to whisper all that he was doing to her as if she was trying to be quiet in church. "I can't wait to take your cock in my mouth before taking it in my pussy."
"Wet? I'm making you wet? Are you wet for me Sister? Lemme see. Lemme feel. I never felt a wet nun before. Being that I went to parochial school, I always wanted to feel a nun's pussy," he said reaching his black hand down to finger her pussy. "Damn Sister, you're soaking wet."
The contrast between her peaches and crème skin and his brown, nearly black hand was startling. Together they looked like a black and white pastry cookie, harder and sweeter on the outside but softer and tastier on the inside. Sister Katherine closed her eyes while Jules' fingers worked their magic inside of her pussy.
"No one has ever touched me in this way, that is, except for Mother Agatha," she confessed. "Now I know what your cock feels like in my hand, I must know what your cock feels like in my mouth and in my pussy," she said swooning while looking all dreamy eyed at Jules' cock.
"Pardon me for asking you a question at a time like this but why do you want to know what my cock feels and tastes like Sister, when you're one of God's wives?"
"Why? I don't have a simple answer to your question," said Sister Katherine giving his question a thoughtful response. "Perhaps because I'm a woman first. In the way we all must touch fire to know what it feels like to be burned, before being locked away for the rest of my life in a nunnery, something I should have done before becoming a nun, I need to know what it feels like to lay with a man."
"Thank you for explaining Sister," said Jules.
"Please don't call me Sister, especially not now that I'm naked and having sex with you," she said with a smile. "I don't want to disrespect God and my religion any more than I'm disrespecting it now with you having sex with my naked body."
"If not calling you Sister Katherine, what should I call you then?"
"You should call me by my birth name and not by my religious name," she said.
"I thought Katherine was your real name?"
"No, we're renamed when we become nuns," she said.
"I see. What's your real name then?"
"Angela," she said.
"Angela. Wow. If ever there ever was an Angel, you're her. You're so very beautiful," said Jules looking at her as if he was in love with her.
"Thank you," she said, "but you should have seen me before I became a nun. With my hair and makeup done while in my bikini, men were after me to become a model or an actress but I had a higher calling than that."
He kissed her as if they were on their Honeymoon, some Honeymoon in an abandoned house with nothing more than a dirty mattress and a table and chair left behind. He impaled her mouth with his tongue. Kissing and kissing the sexy Sister, Angela returned his passion with hers by kissing him longer and deeper.
"Now what did you want to ask me?" Jules looked at Angela with as much lust in his eyes as he had love.
"After you reminded me about God, not that I'd ever forget the Lord Jesus Christ," she said signing herself again. "And with me being a wife of the Lord Jesus Christ, I'm embarrassed to ask you this again," she said.
"Don't be embarrassed," he said. "We're all friends here. Being that we're naked, we have nothing to hide," he said with a laugh.
"What I want to ask you now is the same question that I asked you a few minutes ago, before we asked about names," she said whispering and looking at him with as much sexual lust as he was filled with lust in looking at her. She leaned to whisper her desire for him in his ear before leaning back to make eye contact with him. "May I suck you now? I've never had a penis in my mouth."
"Thank you Jesus," said Jules looking up at the ceiling. "Of course you may suck me Sister Katherine."
"Please call me Angela."
"Sorry. Of course you may suck me Angela."
Angela got down on her knees, a position she's been in a thousand times before, but not for sucking, for praying. Unbeknownst to even Sister Mary, the last time Sister Katherine was on her knees was not to pray but before she left the convent when she was licking Mother Agatha's pussy, her first lesbian experience and, once locked away in the convent, surely not her last.
"Unlike the games that Sister Mary needs to play, you don't have to force me to have sex with you. I want to have sex with you," she said. "I've been masturbating over having sex with a man for years."
"Suck me Sister. Suck me," said Jules. "Take my cock in your spiritual mouth and suck me."
Angela took Jules' black cock in her virginal mouth and following Mary's lead as if she was the professional that she wasn't, she stroked him while sucking him. Maybe because she was a nun, maybe because she was a white woman, and maybe because she was a white nun but it didn't take Jules long to unload his cum in Angela's mouth.
Now the time has come for me to make you a woman," said Jules.
"Are you forgetting something?" Sister Katherine looked down at his naked cock.
"Oh, yeah, sorry Sister, I mean, Angela," he said removing a condom from his back pocket and sliding it down his cock.
From there he pushed her back upon the dirty mattress that was left behind and slowly albeit forcefully entered her warm, wet pussy with his hard, condom covered cock. With his cum still coating her tongue, French kissing her while experiencing the snowball effect of tasting his own cum in her warm mouth, he couldn't stop kissing her. As if she was riding a donkey while playing Mother Mary at the Christmas festival and as if she was a professional prostitute instead of a virgin, immediately Angela wrapped her long legs around Jules's broad back and her arms around his strong neck.
Never having made love, as if they were two animals coming together for procreation, they fucked like that for nearly an hour before Jules exploded his cum again, this time in her condom protected pussy instead of in her mouth. For the first time in her life, without the use of her fingers self-abusing herself but with a big, black cock stuffed deep in her cunt to give her the sexual pleasure that she always imagined and sensual satisfaction that she so needed, she had her first orgasm from having sexual intercourse. Jules fell to his knees and gobbling up her vaginal secretions, he licked and fingered her pussy until she had another orgasm.
Interrupting her afterglow, with them already there too long and rushing his time with her, no doubt for fear of being caught with his pants down by some intruder, Jules helped her to stand. Moving her away from the uncovered windows, he bent her over a discarded table, and took Sister Katherine from behind while hanging onto her big tits. Lubricating her ass by spitting on his fingers a few times, he entered her tight anal cavity with even more difficulty than he did entering her virginal pussy. Yet once inside of her, she appeared to be in more pleasure than in pain. Humping and humping her tight, little ass, he pounded himself inside of her deeper.
"Fuck me Jules. Oh my God, make me cum again," she stated her lust for him louder than she whispered before.
If ever he was to love a woman, taking the memory of her with him forever to jail, it would be Sister Katherine. She was beautiful. She was white. She was sexy. She was a virgin. She was a nun.
Meanwhile on the other side of the room, after unloading a big, warm, oozy load of his cum in her willing mouth, Tyrone was having a good time with Sister Mary. They only time they paused in having sex was for Tyrone to offer Sister Mary the protection that she needed by covering his cock with another fresh condom. Fucking and fucking her, pounding her tight pussy, and using three condoms in the process, he was making her his bitch.
"Tell me. I need to know. What's your real name?" He looked at Mary as if she was an undercover spy.
She looked at him with reservation as if she wasn't going to tell him her real name. Then, after a flash of indifference, she told him her name.
"Crystal. My real name is Crystal." Perhaps because his cock was buried deep inside of her while she pushed his ass forward for him to move even deeper in her, she volunteered more about her private life before she became a nun.
"Crystal? I never figured you're name being Crystal. That's a stripper's name," he said with a laugh.
"I was a stripper once and when I was a stripper," she said whispering in his ear. "I could do a handstand with my legs spread wide open as if I was an Olympic gymnast. Giving the audience a good view of my pussy, my name was Crystal Clear when I was stripping," she said with a laugh.
"Crystal Clear? Nice to meet you Crystal Clear," said Tyrone sliding his big, black cock deeper inside her holiest of holy holes while pounding her harder and faster.
"Oh, that feels so good. I've grown tighter from not getting laid for a long while. Fuck me Denzel," she said.
"Oh baby, I do like it when you call me Denzel. With my cock deep in your pussy, you make me feel like the man."
"Give it to me good Denzel. Pound my pussy. It's been too long since I've had sex. Fuck me Denzel. Fuck me. Fuck me, but force me to fuck you," she said. "Don't make me beg for you in the way that Sister Katherine begged for Jules' cock. I don't want to beg you for sex. I want you to take me. Take me my Denzel. Make me fuck you. Force me to fuck you."
"Fuck me you bitch," said Tyrone slapping her face hard and pulling her hair even harder.
"Harder," she said.
He slapped her again and again, this time even harder, while tugging hard on her long hair.
* * * * *
Too busy fucking, Jules and Tyrone never heard the police enter with their guns drawn. Suspecting foul play, someone from the neighborhood, a participant of the Crime Watch, saw them enter the abandoned house with the two poor nuns and called police after they were in there too long. When the police saw their habits strewn on the floor and realized that the two women were nuns, they covered their nude bodies with blankets.
Not allowing the nuns to get dressed for fear that they'd lose precious DNA evidence, they drove the Sisters to the hospital to be examined and arrested the two men were taken to jail and charged with rape. Yet, instead of going straight to jail until their trial, out on bail within just a few hours of their incarceration, this is where Linda and Emma's story, Robert's mother and sister begins.
To be continued...
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Jules and Tyrone have their wicked way with Robert's mother and sister.
Free on bail, Jules and Tyrone were out of jail after being arrested for raping the two nuns, Sisters Mary Elizabeth and Katherine. Found guilty after a speedy trial and with their sentencing date set for Monday, their last weekend as free men was nearly over. However, before being locked away forever, wanting to go out with a big bang, one that would rock their small town, they needed to make some memories to sustain them during their lengthy prison time. As if having sex with the two nuns wasn't enough, now they had their eyes set, as they've had for a long time, on Linda and Emma, Robert's mother and sister, as their next victims.
With both women working out back in their garden planting seeds, they were oblivious that they were being watched by Jules and Tyrone who wanted to plant their seeds inside of them. In the way that they mindlessly went about their business and didn't pay any attention to who may be lurking in the bushes or behind a fence, Linda and Emma were obvious victims. Not making a sound, hidden behind some bushes and concealed behind a fence from where the women were gardening at a distance, the two black men watched their victims in lustful surveillance. It was only a matter of time before they'd have their wicked way with them.
Filled with lots of down blouse views whenever the women faced them while leaning forward, their patience was rewarded with jean covered ass views whenever the women bent from the waist with their backs turned to them. As if the women were purposely giving them a sexy show of their shapely bodies, succulent breasts, and round, firm asses, they watched Linda and Emma bend, stoop, and squat while doing their gardening. No doubt, the two men only wished they were doing their gardening while wearing a short skirt. A long time simmering before coming to a heated boil, their inadvertently innocent display of their sexy assets inflamed the two men with even more lustful passion than they had for the two nuns and much more than they ever had for these two women before.
After having watched them for a long enough time and already knowing their schedule of activities and predictable routines in advance, Jules and Tyrone walked around front to take advantage of mother and daughter being out back. They waited for the right moment when the two women were so preoccupied with the outside of their house that they had no idea what was happening on the inside their house. The perfect opportunity to take them so unexpectedly, the two men open their unlocked front door and waited for the two women to come inside from the back and to change out of their clothes and shower. Funny how the folks who lived on this side of town felt safe enough to never lock their doors when just on the other side of town, people protected what little they had with guns, Pit bulls, and running with gangs.
Wanting them to have clean, fresh pussies instead of sweaty, nasty ones, Jules and Tyrone hid downstairs while mother and daughter disappeared upstairs to shower, dress, fix their hair, and apply their makeup. It would have been so hot if mother and daughter were showering together, but they didn't. It would have been so hot if mother and daughter were having incestuous sex, but they weren't. A long lasting memory to make, even though the two men didn't figure them for having mother and daughter lesbian sex, maybe that's one of the things that they could force the women to do before they left. A memory to remember when positioned in a 69 position, no doubt Jules and Tyrone would love to watch Linda eat her daughter's pussy while Emma licked her mother's cunt.
Being that Linda is quicker in the shower, she always showered first. Yet, unbeknownst to her daughter, with the water pulsating across her nipples, her favorite thing to do when washing herself with warm, soapy water was to masturbate over the thoughts of having sex with her son, Robert. No doubt imagining him there in the shower with her, she touched herself everywhere she wished that her son would touch her, feel her, and caress her while kissing her. In the way that she looked at him and he looked at her, yet unable to summon the brazen courage to cross the incestuous line, if only she could have incestuous sex with him, she would have incestuous sex with him.
Unbeknownst to her daughter, she had a huge sexual attraction to her son. Ready to suck his cock at any given time, she'd give anything to have deep, penetrating sex with her son. Willing to allow him to pound her pussy while sucking her tits, she'd like nothing more than to be Robert's sexy, submissive bitch. If only her daughter knew how much she wanted her son, Linda would be so embarrassed, mortified actually. Without doubt, if her daughter wasn't living with her or if her son had his own apartment instead of living with her too, getting him drunk, she'd seduce her son and entice him to have incestuous sex with his horny mother. Not wanting him to think badly of her, she'd blame him for seducing her of course, when it was the other way around.
A son wanting to have sex with his mother was so wickedly forbidden and bad enough but a mother wanting to have sex with her son was even worse in a world so controlled by men. Nonetheless her sexual depravity and incestuous perversity, imagining her son was her younger lover, she wondered what it would feel like to kiss her son in the way that a lover would kiss her son instead of a mother kissing her son. She'd loved to French kiss him, make out with him actually, while he felt her breasts through her blouse and fingered her nipples though her bra before reaching his hand beneath her short skirt to cup her panty clad pussy in his hand. How hot would that be for a son to touch and feel his mother in such an inappropriate way?
She explored her pussy with her soapy fingers while imagining her son pushing her panty aside with his finger to rub her clit before inserting himself deep inside of her. Obviously filled with the imagined thoughts of her son masturbating her, she'd love for her son to French kiss her while he fingered her nipples through her sheer, short nightgown before moving his hand beneath to rub her clit and finger fuck her naked pussy. While he was touching and feeling her through her clothes, she'd be touching and feeling him through his pants before unzipping him. Then moving her hand inside of his pants and sticking her hand down his underwear, she'd pull out his cock. Fingering the head of her son's stiff prick, she'd stroke him to an even harder erection before falling to her knees to take him in her mouth and suck him.
If only he'd kiss and feel her, she'd kiss and feel him. If only she could suck him, she would. If only she could fuck him, she would. If only he wanted her in the way that she wanted him, she'd be so happy.
Cupping her breasts in both hands, she felt her big tits while turning, twisting, and tugging on her nipples. Wishing that they were, she imagined her hands and fingers were her son's hands and fingers touching and feeling her breasts. As soon as she was aroused enough in playing with her breasts and fingering her nipples, she moved her fingers to her pussy to rub her clit and finger fuck herself. She's shown her son her cunt, bare breasts, and ass with and without panties enough times for him to imagine what she looks like naked. Enticing him and teasing him by flashing him, she only wished that Robert would dare touch her where no son should ever touch his mother, where she so wanted to be touched, and where she was touching herself now. If ever he touched her in such a sexually inappropriate way, she'd love to touch him in such a sexually inappropriate way.
She only wished that she could touch, feel, and stroke his dick while he touched, felt, and fingered her pussy. She only wished that after she stroked and sucked him that he'd finger and lick her. She only wished that after she sucked him and after he licked her that he'd make love to her before fucking her. Then, when they were finished making love and fucking, she'd suck him again. This time, she'd allow him to cum in her mouth and she'd swallow his cum.
Maybe one day, crossing the line when her daughter wasn't around to see the incestuous slut her mother is, she'd finally have sex with her son. Maybe one day, she'll live out her sexual fantasy to kiss him, touch him, feel him, stroke him, suck him, and fuck her son. For the time being, she was sexually satisfied to deliberately flash Robert her panties in up skirt views and her pussy in up nightgown views while flashing him her bra and cleavage in down blouse views and her tits in down nightgown views. Flashing him gave her the fodder that she needed to sexually satisfy herself by masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with her son. Whenever she knew he was in his room masturbating, hopefully over the thoughts of having sex with her, she'd listen at the door before barging in his room to steal a quick peek of his erect cock before apologizing and closing the door behind her.
* * * * *
Emma showered after her mother finished showering. Her favorite place to masturbate herself, she loved taking her time in the shower. Yet, unbeknownst to her mother, with the water pulsating across her nipples, her favorite thing to do when washing herself with warm, soapy water was to masturbate over the thoughts of having sex with her brother, Robert. No doubt imagining him there in the shower with her, she touched herself everywhere she wished that her brother would touch her, feel her, and caress her while kissing her. In the way that she looked at him and he looked at her, yet unable to summon the brazen courage to cross the incestuous line, if only she could have incestuous sex with him, she would have incestuous sex with him.
Unbeknownst to her mother, she had a huge sexual attraction to her brother. Ready to suck his cock at any given time, she'd give anything to have deep, penetrating sex with her brother. Willing to allow him to pound her pussy while sucking her tits, she'd like nothing more than to be Robert's sexy, submissive bitch. If only her mother knew how much she wanted her brother, she'd be so embarrassed, mortified actually. Undoubtedly, if her mother wasn't living with her or if her brother had his own apartment instead of living with her too, getting him drunk, she'd seduce her brother and entice him to have incestuous sex with his horny sister. Not wanting him to think badly of her, she'd blame him for seducing her of course, when it was the other way around.
A brother wanting to have sex with his sister was so wickedly forbidden and bad enough but a sister wanting to have sex with her brother was even worse in a world so controlled by men. Nonetheless her sexual depravity and incestuous perversity, imagining her brother was her older lover, she wondered what it would feel like to kiss her brother in the way that a lover would kiss her brother instead of a sister kissing her brother. She'd loved to French kiss him, make out with him actually, while he felt her breasts through her blouse and fingered her nipples though bra before reaching his hand beneath her short skirt to cup her panty clad pussy in his hand. How hot would that be for a brother to touch and feel his sister in such an inappropriate way?
She explored her pussy with her soapy fingers while imagining her brother pushing her panty aside with his finger to rub her clit before inserting himself deep inside of her. Obviously filled with the imagined thoughts of her brother masturbating her, she'd love for her brother to French kiss her while he fingered her nipples through her sheer, short nightgown before moving his hand beneath to rub her clit and finger fuck her naked pussy. While he was touching and feeling her through her clothes, she'd be touching and feeling him through his pants before unzipping him. Then moving her hand inside of his pants and sticking her hand down his underwear, she'd pull out his cock. Fingering the head of her brother's stiff prick, she'd stroke him to an even harder erection before falling to her knees to take him in her mouth and suck him.
If only he'd kiss and feel her, she'd kiss and feel him. If only she could suck him, she would. If only she could fuck him, she would. If only he wanted her in the way that she wanted him, she'd be so happy.
Cupping her breasts in both hands, she felt her big tits while turning, twisting, and tugging on her nipples. Wishing that they were, she imagined her hands and fingers were her brother's hands and fingers touching and feeling her breasts. As soon as she was aroused enough in playing with her breasts and fingering her nipples, she moved her fingers to her pussy to rub her clit and finger fuck herself. She's shown her brother her cunt, bare breasts, and ass with and without panties enough times for him to imagine what she looks like naked. Enticing him and teasing him by flashing him, she only wished that Robert would dare touch her where no brother should ever touch his sister, where she so wanted to be touched, and where she was touching herself now. If ever he touched her in such a sexually inappropriate way, she'd love to touch him in such a sexually inappropriate way.
She only wished that she could touch, feel, and stroke his dick while he touched, felt, and fingered her pussy. She only wished that after she stroked and sucked him that he'd finger and lick her. She only wished that after she sucked him and after he licked her that he'd make love to her before fucking her. Then, when they were finished making love and fucking, she'd suck him again. This time, she'd allow him to cum in her mouth and she'd swallow his cum.
Maybe one day, crossing the line when her mother wasn't around to see the incestuous slut her daughter is, she'd finally have sex with her brother. Maybe one day, she'll live out her sexual fantasy to kiss him, touch him, feel him, stroke him, suck him, and fuck her brother. For the time being, she was sexually satisfied to deliberately flash Robert her panties in up skirt views and her pussy in up nightgown views while flashing him her bra and cleavage in down blouse views and her tits in down nightgown views. Flashing him gave her the fodder that she needed to sexually satisfy herself by masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with her brother. Whenever she knew he was in his room masturbating, hopefully over the thoughts of having sex with her, she'd listen at the door before barging in his room to steal a quick peek of his erect cock before apologizing and closing the door behind her.
* * * * *
Emma walked in her mother's room to watch her fix her hair. After masturbating herself in the shower while sexually fantasizing about having sex with her brother, still horny, she looked at her mother with a sexual lust she's never had for her before. Never having had a lesbian experience, evidentially by the way she stared at her mother's mouth before staring at the large, round impressions that her bra made in her blouse, obviously she was bi-sexually curious. In the sexually unsatisfied state she was in, if so encouraged and if so invited, she do her mother right now.
In the way that Emma stared at Linda, undressing her mother with her eyes, stripping her mother naked, she'd kiss her while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. Then, she'd fall between her mother's legs to finger and lick her pussy. Obviously, if her brother and mother were together with her now, ready to strip off her clothes, she'd do the both of them in a threesome of incestuous sex. In the way that she looked down at herself, with her the impressions of her nipples already making their appearance, along with the warm sensation that she no doubt felt between her legs and that gave evidence of her sexual excitement, she was so horny.
"What do you want to do today Mom?"
As if every day was an adventure with her mother, Emma looked at her mother with excited joy. Mother with daughter together, a bond of love never to be broken, even with Robert as the unsuspecting wedge between them, Emma took the brush from her mother's hand to brush her mother's long, dark hair. In the way that she perhaps imagined her being with her own daughter one day, perhaps, knowing that their time together would end soon, once she married and had a family of her own, for the time being, she loved doing things with her mother.
"Oh I don't know. I need to pick up a few things at the market and you're welcome to come along if you'd like," she said looking at herself in the mirror before smiling at her daughter standing behind her.
After masturbating herself in the shower while sexually fantasizing about having sex with her son, still horny, she looked at her daughter with a sexual lust she's never had for her before. Never having had a lesbian experience, evidentially by the way she stared at her daughter's mouth before staring at the large, round impressions that her bra made in her blouse, obviously she was bi-sexually curious. In the sexually unsatisfied state she was in, if so encouraged and if so invited, she do her daughter right now.
In the way that Linda stared at Emma, undressing her daughter with her eyes, stripping her daughter naked, she'd kiss her while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. Then, she'd fall between her daughter's legs to finger and lick her pussy. Obviously, if her son and daughter were together with her now, ready to strip off her clothes, she'd do the both of them in a threesome of incestuous sex. In the way that she looked down at herself, with her the impressions of her nipples already making their appearance, along with the warm sensation that she no doubt felt between her legs and that gave evidence of her sexual excitement, she was so horny.
With one more beautiful than the other, they more looked like sisters than they did mother and daughter.
"Yeah, that will be fun," said Emma. "I like going to the market with you."
"You like going with me because of the cute men," said Linda.
"Yeah, that too," said Emma blushing.
"Then after buying and putting away the groceries, I'll make us a nice lunch," said Linda touching her daughter's hand. "How does an omelet sound?"
"Maybe a salad with some French bread too," said Emma. "I've worked up quite an appetite gardening."
"Me too," said Linda. "After gardening all morning, by the time we do our food shopping and prepare lunch, I'll be ready for a glass of wine to relax."
"Where's Robert today? Lately, he's never home," said Emma.
"He's trying to build his computer business. He has appointments all day today," said Linda. "A real treasure, I don't know what we'd do without him supporting us."
"We'd have to get jobs," said Emma with a laugh.
"We do our share to earn the money he gives us every week. We give him a clean house, wash his clothes, and make his meals. All that he has to do is to wake up, get washed and dressed, and he's free to leave to build his business," said Linda no doubt wishing that there was more to her relationship with her son than just being his housekeeper.
"That's true," said Emma. "With us pampering him, there's no need for him to get a wife," she said no doubt wishing that she was more than just his sexy sister.
"He doesn't need a wife with the two of us waiting on him hand and foot," said Linda.
"Maybe once he gets enough customers, he can rent office space and hire me as his sexy secretary," said Emma, perhaps, while thinking about all the late nights she'd be away from her mother and alone with her brother.
"I have dibs on that job," said Linda with a laugh, perhaps, while thinking about all the late nights away from her daughter and alone with her son.
With the three of them having just watched the erotic movie, The Secretary, with James Spader and Maggie Gyllenhaal last night, one didn't need to imagine what was going through their horny, incestuous minds. No doubt, Linda had already masturbated last night and this morning over the thoughts of her son bending her over his desk, raising her short skirt, pulling down her panties, and paddling her ass raw red. No doubt, Emma had already masturbated last night and this morning over the thoughts of her brother bending her over his desk, raising her short skirt, pulling down her panties, and masturbating before cumming all over her naked ass.



"He works too hard not to succeed," said Emma about her nerdy brother. "He knows everything there is about computers. One day soon, so long as we continue to help him, he'll be a real success and we'll all live a good life."
"Maybe later, if I have the energy, we can do some real shopping," said Linda looking at her daughter with excitement. "I saw these green shoes at the mall that would go great with your green dress."
"Really? Stuck wearing black or brown shoes, I've been looking for shoes to go with that dress," said Emma.
"These were darling little pumps and they had the same color in heels too," said Linda.
* * * * *
Already having stripped themselves naked downstairs while listening to the inane conversation of mother and daughter, Jules and Tyrone crept upstairs and burst in Linda's bedroom when Linda and Emma were together discussing their plans for the day. Grabbing both woman and pushing them on Linda's bed, Jules took Linda and Tyrone took Emma.
"Oh my God," said Linda when she saw two, naked black men entering her bedroom.
"Mother," said Emma when Jules grabbed her mother and started feeling her everywhere.
"Emma," said Linda when Tyrone grabbed her daughter and started feeling her everywhere.
"Help!" Screamed Linda when Jules felt her tits and her ass as if he had four hands. "Let go of me," she said struggling to free herself from him.
"Help!" Screamed Emma when Tyrone was lifting up her short skirt to feel her panty clad ass and cup her panty clad pussy. "Get off of me," she said struggling when he mounted her.
The two men touched and felt the two women everywhere while trying to kiss them. Feeling their breasts through their blouses and fingering their nipples through their bras, they moved their hands up their short skirts to feel their naked thighs and their panty clad asses and pussies. Having waited this long to have sex with Linda and Emma, especially now that they were going to prison and had nothing to lose, Jules and Tyrone weren't about to take no for an answer. Wasting no time, they were all over the two women as if this was their last sexual meal and being that they were going away for the rest of their lives, it was. Mother and daughter screamed, fought, and struggled but, easily overpowering them, the two men were too strong for them and too intent in their lustful desires to have their wicked ways with them.
"Shut up or we'll kill you bitch," said Tyrone.
"You can't do this. Please don't do this," said Linda. "The police will find you and arrest you. You have everything to lose and nothing to gain by raping us. Please don't do this."
"After raping those two nuns that were reported on the front page of the newspaper and on the evening news, we're going to jail for good Monday anyway. So long as you cooperate, you won't get hurt," said Jules. "Just relax. It will all be over soon."
"MILF of a Mommy with her sexy daughter sashaying your tight asses all over the neighborhood, we've been watching you for a long time," said Tyrone. "What do you think would happen to you after parading yourself around like that dressed like this wearing short skirts and low cut blouses" he said picking at Emma's clothes. "Victims, ripe for the taking, that's what you two are and this is what you get for teasing men. Your asses belong to me now. I'm gonna make you my bitches," he said looking from daughter to leer at mother.
"Okay," said Linda, "okay. Do whatever you must to me, just don't hurt my daughter. I'll do whatever you want me to do. I'll suck you and fuck you. Okay?"
"Nah, thanks anyway but that's not enough. I've waited too long for this," said Tyrone. "We want the both of you."
"Mommy," cried Emma when Tyrone started kissing her and feeling her.
"Don't resist them Emma. Let them have their way with you," said her mother. "It will be over soon honey. Just don't hurt us," she said to Jules before looking up at Tyrone. "Okay? We'll give you whatever you want, just please don't hurt us."
"Don't worry," said Tyrone. "We plan on treating mother and daughter equally as well," he said with a dirty laugh.
"I've always wanted you Linda," whispered Jules in her ear in the way that he did with Sister Katherine. "You're so beautiful. You're so sexy."
"You know my name?" She looked at him more shocked that he knew her name than the fact that he was naked and on top of her. "How do you know my name?"
"We've been watching you and waiting for the right time to take you," said Jules.
* * * * *
After having lusted so long over the two women, they took their time with them. Obviously not wanting to be hurt, surrendering their wills to the two intruders, the women no longer put up a struggle and allowed the men to do all that they needed to do to them. Unbuttoning their blouses, Jules and Tyrone looked from mother to daughter to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before continuing. Instead of just seeing furtive peeks of errant down blouse views, they flayed open the blouses of both mother and daughter to expose the entirety of their cleavage and bras. With their naked cocks at the ready and positioned between the women's legs, holding them down, they remained on top of the women while undressing them. Having their wicked way with mother and daughter, Jules felt Linda's tits and fingered her emerging nipples through her bra while Tyrone felt Emma's tits and fingered her emerging nipples through her bra too.
"Take off your bra," said Jules to Linda. "I can't wait to see your tits."
"Yeah, take off your bra," said Tyrone to Emma. "Show me your titties."
Jules and Tyrone got off of them enough to allow them more freedom in their movements. Immediately the two women obeyed by sitting up, removing their blouses, and reaching behind them to unhook and remove their bras. Mother stared at daughter's bare breasts in the way that daughter stared at mother's bare breasts. Obviously not embarrassed by being topless, Linda and Emma didn't bother to cover their semi-nakedness from one another but covered their bare breasts from the two men with their hands.
"Put your hands down by your side," said Jules to Linda. "I need to see your big tits."
"Yeah, show me those titties," said Tyrone to Emma.
Immediately mother and daughter obeyed their rapists' commands. As soon as they moved their hands from their breasts, Jules and Tyrone were all over their big breasts. Touching them, feeling them fondling them, and caressing them, they sucked their nipples while kneading their breasts in their horny hands. Like mother like daughter, obviously hitting upon one of their erogenous zones, Linda and Emma seemed sexually excited by having their tits felt and fondled and their nipples fingered and sucked. Not wasting any time, both men unbuttoned, unzipped and removed the short skirts of the two women before sliding down their bikini panties. Now naked, the women were helplessly vulnerable to the sexual demands of the forceful men. With both women having the same C cup breasts, flat stomach, shapely hips, long legs, and the same trimmed pussies, it would be hard to distinguish mother from daughter even when naked.
Again mother stared at her naked daughter with sexual lust while her naked daughter stared at her naked mother with sexual lust. They stared at one another in the same way that Jules and Tyrone stared at them. Assuming their positions, Jules and Tyrone climbed high up on Linda and Emma to poise their stiff cocks by their mouths in readiness for them to suck them.
"Take me in your mouth," said Jules to Linda.
"Suck my cock bitch," said Tyrone to Emma.
Reticent at first, Linda was first to take Jules in her mouth while Emma watched her mother sucking a strange, black man's prick before she did too. Following her mother's lead, no doubt, not wanting the two men to hurt her or her mother, Emma reluctantly opened her mouth to take Tyrone's cock inside.
"Blow me," said Jules humping Linda's mouth.
"Blow me," said Tyrone fucking Emma's face.
Having waited so very long to have sex with the two women, it didn't take long for both men to unload their cum in the women's mouths and with a heavy hand to the back of their heads, neither one let mother nor daughter go until they swallowed.
"You got what you want, now get out," said Linda whipping Jules' cum from her lip and spitting out what she could in a tissue.
"Please leave us in peace," said Emma starting to cry while gagging on the volume of Tyrone's cum.
"We're not nearly done yet," said Jules.
"Yeah, now that you gave us pleasure, we'd like to return the favor," said Tyrone with a dirty laugh.
Falling to the floor on their knees, both men positioned themselves between the woman's legs. Pulling the women forward by their ankles until their pussies were conveniently by their mouths, they fingered them while licking them.
"No, please don't," said Linda obviously embarrassed after becoming aroused by Jules' fingers and tongue.
Trying to push his head away while he fingered her and licked her, she was unable to physically remove his lustful desire for her. Obviously after a while, she was sexually excited enough not to bother fighting him anymore.
"Please stop. Don't," said Emma, no doubt, feeling uncomfortable having her pussy eaten in front of her mother.
She too tried pushing Tyrone's face from her pussy but he was too focused on what he was doing to be discouraged. Obviously after a while and after being sexually excited enough, Emma too became a willing sexual victim.
Both men didn't stop licking and fingering the two women until mother and daughter had explosive orgasms nearly at the same time. First Linda exploded in pure sexual pleasure and then Emma followed suit in utter sexual ecstasy. Taking a breather, Jules and Tyrone wiped their faces clean of the women's vaginal secretions. Not bothering donning condoms as they did before when having sexual intercourse with the two nuns, they mounted the women again. Positioning their cocks by their pussies, with both women more than wet enough, they fucked them long, deep, and hard.
"Oh my God," said Linda wrapping her legs around Jules' back while returning his humps with her humps.
"Oh my God," said Emma wrapping her arms around his neck and fucking Tyrone as hard as he was fucking her.
Kissing and kissing them, Linda and Emma returned Jules and Tyrone's passion with their own. Then, rolling the two men over, both women took control of the fucking until Jules and Tyrone regained control by switching partners. Now with Tyrone fucking Linda and Jules fucking Emma, the two men were pounding the pussies of the two women until they ejaculated their sexual lust and wanton desire deep inside them.
* * * * *
Home early because he forget something that he needed for his on-call work at a customer's house, Robert heard the commotion upstairs as soon as he opened the front door. Not knowing what was happening, shocked by the unbridled sexual sounds and recognizing the orgasmic screaming of his mother and sister, he could tell that his mother and sister was having sex with someone or with one another. With his voyeurism piqued, he silently crept up the stairs and stealthily peeked around the corner as soon as he reached his mother's opened bedroom door. Standing there stunned, in the way that he stared at what he was seeing, he obviously couldn't believe his eyes.
A sight to behold and a sight that he's always wanted to see since forever, there were his naked mother and his naked sister on his mother's bed with two black men on top of them. As if not even making any sense that there were two, naked black men in his mother's bedroom and on top of his mother and sister, more important to him was that his mother and sister were naked. As if all that he was seeing transpired in slow motion, what apparently must have seemed like minutes was only but a few seconds. Naked, naked, naked, he obviously was more taken and more focused on the naked bodies of his mother and sister than he was on the naked black men.
Apparently not even realizing that his mother and sister were being raped, perhaps figuring that this was consensual sex, he couldn't stop himself from watching the two men having sex with his mother and sister for the few seconds while he fingered his cock through his pants. In the way that he's always wanted to pound his mother's pussy and fuck his sister's mouth, he couldn't stop himself from watching the two black men doing to his mother and sister what he's always wanted to do to them. Finally regaining his composure, he went from sexual excitement to violent rage, no doubt, because they were having sex with them and he wasn't. It was then he must have remembered reading about the two men who raped the two nuns being out on bail and jumped into action.
"Hey!"
Grabbing the baseball bat that his mother always kept at the ready by her bedroom door, he charged at the two men but with him being the weak computer nerd that he was, they quickly over powered him.
"Give me that," said Tyrone grabbing the baseball bat from his hands. "Being that I've already done your sister and my friend has already had sex with your mother, maybe you'd like to watch me do your mother again," said Tyrone. "Maybe you'd like to watch my friend do your sister again."
"You dirty bastards. Mom? Are you okay? Emma, don't worry. I'll save you," said Robert.
"Save her? You can't even save yourself," said Jules knocking Robert down with a punch to the stomach. "Just so you don't have all the fun Robert, maybe Mommy and little sister would like to see you naked too. Now strip off those clothes," said Jules.
Robert stared at his mother's and sister's nakedness while removing his clothes. His mother and sister intently watched Robert's sudden striptease with great interest instead of watching him undress with shame and embarrassment. As soon as he removed his underwear, his cock stood straight out and both his mother and sister stared at their Robert's naked cock.
"Look at that," said Tyrone. "Robert has an erection and both Mommy and little sister are staring at his cock. It looks like Mommy and sister want Robert as much as he wants them. Maybe now that we're done with your mother and sister, you'd like to have sloppy seconds with your mother and sister. In the way they're staring at you, I suspect that they'd like to have sloppy seconds with you too."
Tyrone took Robert by the neck and positioned him in front of his mother.
"Suck your son. Go ahead and suck him. Let me see you blow him, you nasty bitch," said Tyrone. "Fill your mouth with your son's stiff prick."
A long time sexual fantasy coming, immediately Linda obeyed Tyrone's order and took Robert's cock in her hand. She looked up at him and mouthed the words, "I'm sorry," before she took him in her mouth and sucked him while stroking him. If Robert only knew that his mother masturbated every time she showered over the imagined images of having sex with her son, he'd know that she wasn't sorry but happy and sexually excited to suck him. Jules and Tyrone watched Linda sucking her son before they focused their attention on Emma.
"Your turn bitch," said Jules. "Suck your brother. I want to watch you blow him."
A long time sexual fantasy coming, immediately Emma obeyed Jules' order and took Robert's cock in her hand. She looked up at her big brother and mouthing the words, "I'm sorry," before she took him in her mouth and sucked him while stroking him. If Robert only knew that his sister masturbated every time she showered over the imagined images of having sex with her big brother, he'd know that she wasn't sorry but happy and sexually excited to suck him. Jules and Tyrone watched Emma sucking her brother before they focused their attention on Robert.
"It's not fair that you get all of the pleasure Robert. Let me see you finger and lick your mother's pussy," said Tyrone forcing Robert to his knees and pushing his face towards his mother's pussy.
Robert fingered his mother's pussy while licking her. He reached up with his other hand to feel her big tits and finger her nipples. Immediately, he had his mother squirming all over the bed. Having waited so long to have sex with her son after lusting over him while she showered daily, it didn't take long for her to have an orgasm from her son fingering and licking her.
"It's your turn now," said Jules to Emma. "Lick your sister Robert."
Robert moved from his mother's pussy to his sister's pussy. He fingered his sister's pussy while licking her. He reached up with his other hand to feel her big tits and finger her nipples. Immediately, he had his sister squirming all over the bed. Having waited so long to have sex with her brother after lusting over him while she showered daily, it didn't take her long for her to have an orgasm from her brother fingering and licking her.
"Okay, that's enough," said Tyrone. "Fuck your mother Robert. Let me see you stick that cock in your mother's cunt."
Robert obeyed Tyrone's order by mounting his mother while his mother reached down to position her son's cock inside of her. Immediately instead of making love they were fucking. Kissing and kissing her, Robert was banging his mother in the way he envisioned fucking his mother so many of his dreams and sexual fantasies. Obviously by the sexually excited expression on his face, he couldn't believe his cock was buried in his mother's cunt.
"Give your sister a turn," said Jules.
Robert moved from his mother to his sister and mounted her while his sister reached down to position her brother's cock inside of her. Immediately instead of making love they were fucking. Kissing and kissing her, Robert was banging his sister in the way he envisioned fucking Emma in so many of his dreams and sexual fantasies. Obviously by the sexually excited expression on his face, he couldn't believe his cock was buried in his sister's cunt.
"Now it's our turn to have some fun," said Tyrone. "Get on top of your daughter Mommy. No the other way," said Tyrone when Linda climbed on her daughter. "Get in the 69 position. I want to watch Mommy lick and finger daughter's pussy while daughter licks and fingers Mommy's pussy."
* * * * *
Robert continued stroking his cock while imagining having sex with his mother and sister. No doubt getting more excited when thinking about his mother and sister blowing him, before thinking about fucking them, as soon as he thought about mother and daughter eating one another, he ejaculated. As soon as he exploded his cum in a tissue, he felt guilty. It was bad enough that he masturbated over the two nuns from his church, Sisters Katherine and Mary Elizabeth, being raped by Jules and Tyrone, two, black men that he invented. Now he was masturbating over his mother and sister being raped by the same two, black men before he had his wicked way with his mother and sister.
Consumed by incestuous sex, he needed help. He needed an intervention. The only way he could stop thinking of having sex with his mother and sister was to ask God for his help. Determined to stop himself from sexually lusting over his mother and sister, needing to stop the incestuous thoughts, he had no choice but to ask Father Thomas for his help.
To be continued...
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A priest hypnotizes a beautiful, young woman of the parish to sexually use her and abuse her.
"In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost," said Father Thomas kissing his shiny, oversized, silver cross before blessing the young, beautiful woman kneeling before him.
As if it were a slow pendulum of an antique grandfather clock silently swaying back and forth and back and forth, he slowly waved his cross before her eyes. Back and forth and to and from, without moving her head, just her eyes, the woman followed his cross as if she was watching a miniature ping pong match in slow motion. She appeared mesmerized and somehow hypnotized by the cross and by what Father Thomas was saying to her. Unable to stop himself from watching, staring actually, Robert couldn't believe his eyes.
His parish priest was hypnotizing a young, beautiful woman. Other than the people he's seen on TV in situation comedies being hypnotized, he never believed in hypnosis. He never thought that anyone could be hypnotized. Now right before his eyes, he watched his priest put this woman in a hypnotic trance. He wondered what the Father would do once she was under his hypnotic spell. If that was him hypnotizing her, he knew that he'd do. He'd have sex with her, of course.
* * * * *
Robert, a 23-year-old computer geek hired to remove the virus from the Church's computer that had locked it, waited for the priest to reemerge after he disappeared in the rectory to talk to a troubled woman. No doubt, judging by the historical links of X rated pornography left behind, Father Thomas had been perusing his favorite Younger Women with Older Men and Sexy Nuns with Horny Priests porn sites again. No different from him, now seeing him for the mortal man that he is, he was still shocked that Father Thomas, of all people, would have such a perverse fascination for naked women. For such a religious man, obviously bitten and infected by the Devil, he was such a dirty, old man.
Apparently the good priest didn't know that Robert could tell from his recent history where's he's been from all of the sites he's downloaded and by all of the cookies he left behind. His computer was infected and infested with popups from dozens of other porn sites. Easy for him to remove the viral links and repair his computer back to the way it was, nonetheless, the pornography influenced his decision why he was there in the first place and changed his mind about what it was that he wanted to discuss with his priest. A holy intervention and a religious epiphany, especially after Robert discovered that the priest was hypnotizing women for sex, he now knew that his incestuous conflict with his mother and sister was meant to be. The will of God perhaps, for him to have incestuous sex with his beautiful mother and sexy sister, Jesus had given him the sign through Father Thomas' perverse hypnotic behavior that he needed for him to remove the guilt that he felt over wanting to have sex with his mother and sister.
"Praise God. Thank you Jesus for giving me these signs. I can now clearly see what I must do," he said whispering to himself while walking around the interior of the church while looking at all of the statues, ornamentations of faith, and religious symbols that decorated the interior of the church.
Shocked and dismayed as much as he was sexually excited, it wasn't until he peered through the open, rectory window and discovered the priest's game that he knew what he needed to do.
* * * * *
Since the priest still busy with the young woman behind the closed rectory door, Robert impatiently wandered the empty church while waiting for the Father to emerge from the vicarage. He needed to tell Father Thomas that his computer was fixed and that he installed a new virus protection program. Also, willing to forgo payment, trading his computer services for his guidance, he need to talk to the priest about the nasty, reoccurring and realistic incestuous dreams he's been having about having incestuous sex with his mother and sister. Even though he had other appointments, he decided to wait to speak with the priest. Yet, now that he realized that even his priest was no better than he was when it came to the temptations of the flesh, what he wanted to say to his priest was now tempered by all that he found on the good Father's computer and by what he saw the priest doing with a woman inside of the rectory.
Their dirty, little secret between them, Robert decided to use the information to his benefit should Father Thomas be uncooperative to help him seduce his mother and sister. Because of Father Thomas' obvious proclivity for pornography, he couldn't help but wonder what really goes on behind closed, rectory doors. Taking advantage of her vulnerability during her troubled time, he couldn't help but wonder if Father Thomas was having sex with the young, beautiful woman instead of offering her his wise support and religious guidance. Glad that it was naked women with naked men pornography and not child pornography that he discovered on his computer, he'd have to report the priest to the authorities if it was.
Being that the woman had just arrived, Robert figured Father Thomas would be busy with her for a while but, being that he was paid by the hour and working this job for free anyway, he didn't care how long he had to wait to privately speak with his priest. Needing to ask him for his help in stopping him from thinking about having sex with his mother and sister, he didn't dare tell Father Thomas that he thought of Sisters Katherine and Mary Elizabeth in a sexual way too. Only, now having changed his mind about wanting to stop his incestuous thoughts after stumbling across the priest's pornographic secret and sexual life, he wanted the priest's blessing and to enlist him to help him make his sexual fantasies his reality. Now that they were both on the same pornographic page, so to speak, needing to speak with his priest even more than before, he was more comfortable talking to him about him wanting to have incestuous sex with mother and sister.
* * * * *
Rather than waiting in the church, a place that made him uncomfortably nervous with all of the religious symbols, being that he wasn't a practicing Catholic, Robert went outside to walk the beautiful grounds. If he smoked, no doubt, he'd be outside enjoying nature while smoking a cigarette. With smoking bad for his health and walking the beautiful grounds to enjoy nature good for him, in opposition to one another, smoking a cigarette while walking the grounds was oxymoronic. Yet, judging by the discarded cigarette butts, those who smoked apparently didn't see the irony of smoking while enjoying nature. Set behind the rectory, he had never been on this part of the church grounds before. Filled with colorful flowers, mature trees, benches, fountains, statues, and birds singing, it was so beautifully peaceful.
Off at a distance, he saw Sisters Katherine and Mary Elizabeth sitting on a bench talking while having their lunch. Routinely in his sexual fantasies that he masturbated over while imagining stripping then naked before having sex with the two nuns, he'd do one or both of them if he could. Immediately, as soon as he thought of Sister Katherine on her knees blowing him and thought of taking Sister Mary Elizabeth doggie style, he felt guilty for thinking of the two nuns in a sexual way. Nonetheless his guilt, judging him by the pornographic sites that he frequented, especially the Sexy Nuns with Horny Priests site, he assumed that Father Thomas must feel the same sexual way as he did about wanting to have sex with the two nuns.
Even without wearing any makeup or tight, sexy clothes that flattered their curves, they were both so very beautiful. As if their faces were framed by their wimples, he could only imagine them on their knees while sucking him. Just as he made up in his sexy dream about what the nuns wore beneath their habits, he couldn't help but wonder what they really wore beneath their habits. Just as he had fantasized what they wore in his sexual dreams, he imagined Sister Katherine wearing a black thong with a gold cross that she borrowed from Mother Agatha and Sister Mary Elizabeth wearing her boyfriend's old boxer shorts. Holy ass cheeks, how hot would that be if they did?
"Hi Sister Katherine," he waved while wishing her could fuck her. "Hi Sister Mary Elizabeth," he said while wishing she'd suck him.
Undressing them with his eyes, because of all of the sexual fantasies that he's had about them, he could just envision them naked. Naked, naked, naked, as if they were sitting there naked, he could just see what they looked like naked. He knew their names only from the description that his mother and sister gave him of them. Whether helping with bake sales or running errands, devote Catholics, his mother and sister were always doing something for the church. Definitely, they'd both go straight to Heaven when they died and he'd go to Hell for what he was thinking about doing the two nuns now. So twisted in his sexual desire for wanting to have sex with the wrong women, forbidden women, when he wasn't thinking about having sex with the nuns, he was thinking about having sex with his mother and sister.
"God be with you," said Sister Katherine bowing her head and signing herself.
If only she knew that he was thinking of her naked, sweating, and screaming while he parted her clam and pounded her pussy, she'd know that it was the Devil who was walking with him and not God.
"God bless you," said Sister Mary Elizabeth bowing her head and signing herself.
If only she knew that he was thinking of her naked, on her knees, and sucking his cock before cumming in her mouth, she'd never bless him.
Imagining that they were both lesbians and having sex behind the convent wall, he wondered if they talked in that way when having sex with one another. He imagined Sister Mary eating Sister Katherine's pussy.
"God be with you Sister Mary, I'm going to cum," he imagined Sister Katherine saying as she had an orgasm.
"God bless you Sister Katherine. Do me now," he imagined Sister Mary saying while awaiting her turn to be so sexually eaten.
* * * * *
With manicured lawns, flowered gardens, and in having so much pristine land in the middle of the city, Robert didn't understand how the church took so much from the poor and returned so little to the people who needed their help the most. What's wrong with this picture? How could the Catholic Church, a non-profit charity, amass such wealth? It doesn't seem right that the church could be so affluently wealthy and turn a blind eye when so many of their parishioners were unemployed, homeless, hungry, and sick without even the help of health insurance.
Always with their hands out, the church uses the pretense of needing money to help the poor and the needy when their Bishops, Cardinals, and Popes not only live a decadent lifestyle but also have the very best in medical care. Behind the scenes, the church has scores of lawyers and financial advisers watching their investments grow in the stock market and their portfolio results in the bond and commodities markets. The Catholic Church is not only one of the biggest investors and moneymakers but also one of the biggest beggars of them all. How dare they?
If only judging the Catholic Church by the property they owned, he wondered how much of what they collected went to the people and how much went to fund the extravagant lifestyles and appetites of the Bishops, the Cardinals, and the Popes. Resplendent in 15th century attire, if the cost of the uniforms of the Pope's personal army of Swiss bodyguards are any indication, he could only imagine what other extravagances the church had that the public didn't know. Eating the best foods and drinking the best booze, it doesn't seem fair that priests, bishops, cardinals, and popes live so high on the hog when the nuns vow themselves to a life of poverty while working and living behind convent walls. Who knows what goes on behind convent walls? Maybe every night is Chippendale night or Butch Dyke night.
As if God dictated that there even be a city of gold, Vatican City, their tax free haven, seemingly so wasteful, how so ridiculous was all of this falderal and buffoonery in the name of God. With all of their riches built on lies, deception, and deceit that has continued uninterrupted and unchecked for centuries, if anything, the Catholic Church is blasphemous by nature. I dare say that the Catholic Church to Catholics is just as ridiculous as the Monarchy is to the British citizens.
"Off with their heads!"
God forgive me, Catholics forgive me, and I hope that all of you suckers from the UK will forgive me too but, if you're Catholic and British, then you're being fucked up the ass not just once but twice.
"How was it? Was it good for you?"
* * * * *
As soon as he passed by the rectory's open window, he heard voices that caused him to turn his head in their direction. Out of his peripheral vision, he saw the young, beautiful woman kneeling in front of her priest. Not wanting to pry but feeling as if he was peeping nonetheless, wondering what they were doing, he couldn't help himself from hiding behind a tree while staring, waiting, and watching to see. Having never seen the inside of a rectory before and surprised seeing the woman kneeling before the priest, he stopped to watch.
Perhaps he thought that he'd find religion by watching someone else on her knees and who was so blindly following her faith. With someone who so believed and who so trusted her priest to be alone with him and vulnerably positioned on her knees behind the closed door of the rectory, she was ripe to be sexually used and abused by her priest. Nonetheless, as if invading a private confession, he couldn't stop watching and listening while hoping to be found wrong about how he felt about the church and about his priest while waiting to see and/or feel God's presence. Only, with the Devil taking up residence in Father Thomas' soul, God was nowhere to be found in the rectory on that day.
Seeing the woman kneeling before the good Father made him realize how much control a priest had over people, especially impressionable, vulnerable, and troubled, young, beautiful women, as this woman surely was. He could only imagine how much control a Bishop, a Cardinal, and a Pope had over Catholics and others of faith. Being that he was still a virgin, Robert wished he had that kind of powerful control over women to get them to kneel in front of him but not for the sake of praying but for the purposes of sucking. Suddenly, making the connection from a woman on her knees sucking instead of praying, his mind was filled with inappropriate, sexual thoughts. He'd love for Sisters Katherine and Mary Elizabeth to kneel before him in the way that the woman was kneeling before Father Thomas now.
God forgive him, but he'd love to put a loving hand behind Sister Katherine's beautiful head while humping her mouth and before putting a heavy hand behind Sister Mary's head while fucking her face. Yet, God needed to forgive so very many other abuses, sexual and otherwise, committed by his priests, Bishops, Cardinals, and Popes before he had the time to bother forgiving him for merely lusting over Sisters Katherine and Mary, as well as incestuously wanting his mother and sister. It was then that he realized why Dante Alighieri placed the Popes in the ninth circle of Hell, the lowest circle, in his poem, Dante's Inferno.
* * * * *
In the way that Robert undoubtedly would, it's a good thing that priests are theoretically celibate or they could take advantage of a woman on her knees when with them alone in private. No doubt, just as there are plenty of women who'd take sexual advantage of such a sexual opportunity to be alone with their priests, there are plenty of priests who would too. Always horny, he wished he had a woman on her knees and willing to take him in her mouth right now. As soon as he had that thought of receiving a blowjob, he thought about the sexual fantasy that he had this morning of his mother and sister forced to blow him under the command of his imaginary rapists Jules and Tyrone. The sexy sight of the young woman obediently kneeling before her religious instructor and spiritual protector made him horny. She was so pretty and judging her from the fit of her tight clothes, with her round ass and big breasts evident, she was so very shapely too.
In the way that priests and nuns are required to do, even if he wanted to give his life to God, he could never abstain from sex. Always on his mind, especially when his hand was firmly around his cock and he was stroking himself to his horny, sexual fantasies, as soon as he thought about sex, he thought about stripping his beautiful mother and his sexy sister naked before having sex with them. From out of all the women he knows, even over the woman kneeling before the priest now, and even over Sisters Katherine and Mary, if he could choose two women to bed, they'd be his mother and sister.
Only, with incest just a sexual fantasy, forbidden and even against the law in so many countries, never will it ever happen that he'd be having sex with his mother and/or his sister. Instead, he'd just have to be satisfied masturbating over the imagined thoughts of having sex with his mother and sister. Obviously knowing what he was up to by him always walking around with an erection in his pajama bottoms at the sexy sight of his mother and sister walking around in their nightgowns, he wondered if they were deliberately flashing him too. Yet, with his mother and sister modestly shy and morally good, even though he imagined they were deliberately flashing him, he knew that they'd never intentionally show him any part of their sexy bodies.
As much as he tried to see them naked or topless by barging in on them while they were in their bedroom changing or in the bathroom bathing, he could never catch them naked or in any manner of undress. A hopeless situation, not wanting any woman other than his mother and sister, he was doomed to spend his time masturbating over the sexy thoughts of them naked while having sex with them. Maybe by just reciting a prayer over and again every time he had such incestuous desires, Father Thomas was his last hope and only salvation to save him from having such wicked, incestuously forbidden thoughts.
* * * * *
"Relax," said Father Thomas to the young, pretty woman while he rested a gentle hand upon her shoulder. "Forget all of your troubles. I'm here to help you," he said while slowly swaying his oversized cross that hung from his neck in his hand and in the woman's eyes. "Your eye lids are getting very heavy. You can no longer keep your eyes open. Close your eyes and sleep...sleep...sleep," he said.
Robert couldn't believe his eyes and ears. If he didn't know any better, he'd think that the priest was hypnotizing the woman but for what reason? Why would he hypnotizing her? Maybe she was trying to lose weight but she was too shapely to have a weight problem. Maybe she was trying to quit smoking. Of course, that's probably why she'd asked her priest to hypnotize her but he had no idea that priests knew hypnosis. Maybe she was an alcoholic or addicted to drugs. Maybe she's addicted to sex. He'd love to meet a troubled woman who was addicted to sex. Surely, it would take such a sexual woman for him to forget about having sex with Sisters Katherine and Mary as well as his mother and sister.
Maybe Father Thomas is one of a handful priests who know hypnosis. He wondered if Father Thomas could give him a hypnotic suggestion to help him to not have incestuous thoughts and sexual urges for his mother and sister. Saved from the Devil by his priest, he'd be so relieved to not masturbate daily over the twisted, perverted thoughts of having sex with his mother and sister but also to stop him from masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with his mother and sister. Finally free from the forbidden desire of incest, he'd look elsewhere and at other women to fulfill his sexual needs.



Only, he'd be so embarrassed for the priest he's known all of his life to know that he wants to have sex with his mother and sister. He's be mortified and humiliated for his priest to know that he was so incestuously crazed. He'd feel so perverted in the eyes of God and under the scrutiny of his priest. Yet, much in the way of a psychologist or psychiatrist, unflappable, no doubt, priests have heard it all, especially a priests who subscribes to pornography and who lusts over Sisters Katherine and Mary in the way that he does too.
* * * * *
With the sunlight that shown through the stained glass windows casting colorful tinker bells, the cross picked up on all the colors of the rainbow. The shiny, silver cross basked in a kaleidoscope of color and Robert watched the woman look up at her priest's cross adoringly before she obediently closed her eyes and seemingly slept while still poised on her knees. If only for the sake of having total control over women, he wished he knew how to hypnotize women too. In the way that he watched the priest have control over her now, so erotically sexual, seeing the woman kneeling before the priest made him wish that he could give his life to God and become a priest.
'Wow! Look at that. I don't believe it. This hypnosis is powerful stuff,' he thought. 'If only I knew how to hypnotize someone I could hypnotize my mother and my sister to strip naked and have sex with me. Holy Christ, with them having no memory of me having sex with their naked bodies, I'd love to do that.'
He continued watching the priest with the woman in the way that he imagined himself with his mother and sister so hypnotized.
'Nah that would never work with my mother and sister,' he thought. 'No doubt knowing my intentions, they'd never get down on their knees in front of me long enough for me to hypnotize them. I could always hypnotized them standing or sitting, but they'd never remain still long enough for me to put them under, even if I knew hypnosis,' he thought to himself while fascinated watching the hypnotic display of the priest over his parishioner.
Not wanting to miss a thing in hopes that he could copy what the priest was doing, he watched his priest hypnotize the woman in the way that an audience member watched a magician performing a magic trick to see how it was done. Once home, he'll go online to read all about hypnosis and hypnotism and borrow some books on the subject from the library. How hard can it be to hypnotize someone? Just as the priest was hypnotizing the woman with his cross, he could hypnotize a woman with the shiny, silver, flash drive that always hangs from his neck.
"Remove your mind of all your inhibitions. Now, as if you were touching the Lord Almighty, lift your hand and touch me my child," said the Father taking her hand and lifting it to the bulge that he hid in his black pants.
'Touch me my child? What the fuck? Are you kidding me? He makes it look so easy.' Robert couldn't believe what he was seeing and hearing. 'Oh my God. I don't believe this,' he thought while looking over at Sisters Katherine and Mary in the distance still eating their lunch oblivious to what was happening in the rectory.
He wondered if the priest hypnotized them and had his wicked way with them too. As if prophetic or as if he was physic, it was weird that he should dream about Father Thomas hypnotizing Sister Katherine and trying to hypnotize Sister Mary too. He'd love to hypnotize and seduce those two, hot nuns.
"Unzip me. Reach your hand inside and remove me," said Father Thomas in a soft, controlled voice. "Take me in your hand as if I'm the body of God. Allow me to fill you with my blessed spirit by taking me in your mouth. Suck me my child. That's right suck me," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her head. "As if my semen is the Holy Eucharist and for you to be so blessed, allow me to cum in your mouth and, when I do, swallow me."
'Is that really his priest saying all of those inappropriate things to this poor, helpless woman or is he imagining the priest is saying those things in another one of his a sexual fantasies? After having so very many sexual fantasies of his mother, his sister, and the two virginal nuns, no longer about to distinguish fantasy from reality, maybe this is nothing more than a fantasy too. Insane with sexual desire for his mother, his sister, and for the two nuns, maybe he's insane. Maybe because he's so horny for his mother and sister, especially after finally finding a way to seduce them through hypnosis, dreaming this instead of experiencing this, he's imagining the wicked exchange from priest to parishioner. Nah, this is too real to be a dream.'
Totally amazed and horny by the sexy sight, Robert watched the woman reach out her hand to feel the priest through his pants before unzipping him and reaching her hand inside of his pants.
'Oh my God,' he said to himself. 'I don't believe this. I'm not dreaming this. This is real. This hypnosis really works.'
Then, as if he was watching a porn movie instead of a priest in the parish house with one of his flock, a female member of his congregation, he watched the woman pull Father Thomas' cock from his pants and fondled him before stroking him. Seeing her with his prick in her hand was a sexy sight to behold. She looked up at Father Thomas with love as if he was God.
'Are you kidding me? I don't believe this.'
While watching the pretty women stroke the old priest, Robert was tempted to pull out his cock and masturbate over what he was seeing and hearing. Only, fearing that Sister Katherine and/or Sister Mary would see him masturbating in the distance, he didn't want to be detected as the horny pervert that he was. Yet, tempted to do so, he so wanted to flash the two nuns his engorged prick.
He wondered what they'd do if he walked over to them with his cock sticking out from his pants and exposed. Would they look at his prick or look away? Would they pray for his lost soul? If he masturbated in front of them would they watch or would they leave? He'd love to cum in front of the nuns. He'd love for one or both of the nuns to offer him a hand or offer them their holy mouths.
'Maybe seeing my cock and watching me masturbate would turn on the two nuns,' he thought while watching the priest with the woman.
He couldn't believe his eyes when the woman leaned forward and took the priest's erection in her mouth. There before his eyes, before the Devil, and before God, as if he was witnessing a miracle or seeing a vision, he watched her give the priest oral sex. Had he not seen this for himself, he never would have believe it. Receiving all of his sacraments from him, Father Thomas christened him, heard his first confession, confirmed him, and gave him communion. He couldn't believe what he was seeing and hearing. He just couldn't believe that Father Thomas was having sex with the woman. He couldn't believe she was sucking his cock after he hypnotized her to do so.
Sucking him while stroking him, shocked into disbelief, he couldn't believe his eyes and ears. Totally disturbing but sexually exciting at the same time, the bastard had hypnotized her into giving him sex. She was giving him a blowjob right there in God's house. He watched the priest hump her mouth and fuck her face in the way that he imagined he would if Sisters Katherine, Mary, his mother, or his sister was kneeling before him. He wondered how many other parishioners he had cast his hypnotic spell over for him to receive sex while violating their trust. Taking it a step further, he wondered if Father Thomas had hypnotized the nuns into giving him oral sex too. No doubt, an easy thing to do being that they're already believers, it was then that he realized how much power over people his priest had as a man of God.
More sexually exciting because they were nuns and, no doubt, virgins, a few of the nuns were pretty even without makeup. He'd do them and he imagined that the priest would do them too. He always wondered what nuns wore beneath their habits. It would be funny and sexy if they wore garter belts with hose, crotchless bikini panties, and low cut bras. Wow. He wondered what they'd looked like with a bit of eyeliner and lipstick. Suddenly, he imagined a bevy of naked nuns on their knees kneeling before Father Thomas and sucking instead of praying.
Robert continued watching the priest to make sure that he wasn't seeing things, dreaming this, or mistaken. Then he watched the salacious Father put a hand to the back of the head of the blonde, pretty woman again. He watched the woman stroking him hard and faster while sucking him deeper. This time, no doubt ready to cum, he didn't let go of her until he ejaculated his seed in her mouth. Unbelievable. Shockingly disturbing, as if he had witnessed a car crash or a robbery, he watched his priest cum in the woman's mouth and she swallowed all that he had to give. Even though he was disturbingly disgusted by all that he saw, wishing the priest was with the two nuns instead of this woman, he couldn't take his eyes away from the scene of the sexual crime.
The poor, pitiful woman. Made much worse that he was her priest and she was his parishioner, he'd never look at his priest in the same way again. It was then that he wondered what else the priest had lied to him about. Maybe there is no God and no Heaven. Yet, for his priest to do this to a woman of his parish or to any woman for that matter, he hoped there was a Devil and a Hell. Yet, hoping to use what he witnessed to his advantage, the answer to his prayers, it was then that Robert realized that he had witnessed a miracle and, perhaps, a miracle that he could make use of too.
"You will have no memory of this," said Father Thomas to the woman. "You will feel free, refreshed, and happy that you came here for my blessing. Now at the count of three, you will open your eyes and feel wonderful. One, you will swallow. Two, you will stand. And three you will be unburdened of your woes."
"Thank you Father," she said offering him her hand. "I feel so much better after your blessing."
"I'd be honored to perform your wedding Elizabeth," he said.
"Thank you Father," she said leaving.
"I'll see you next week to more discuss the arrangements in depth," he said.
In depth? Robert figured the priest would surely fuck her next week. Pounding her pussy, he could only imagine his priest pushing her up against the rectory wall and fucking her. How dare he do that to her? He wonder if the woman was a virgin. If she was, she wouldn't be pure for long. He felt bad for her future husband, whoever he was, the poor bastard thinking that he was marrying a virgin who's been having secret sex with her priest. How fucked up is that?
"Yes Father. I shall look forward to our little talk," she said leaving the rectory.
"Go in peace and God bless you my child," said the priest making the sign of the cross as if he was a baseball player and had just hit a homerun. Actually having just scored a blowjob from a beautiful, young woman, Robert was hopeful that he could play this hypnotic game on the Father's team while rounding all the bases with his mother and sister.
Wanting to see what she looked like from the front, waiting for her to leave, Robert entered the rectory behind the woman. Whether from the front or from the back, she was a beautiful woman.
* * * * *
"Robert, my son, how are you? How's my computer? Did you fix that nasty virus? I suspect it may have been one of the altar boys perusing porn sites while I was serving mass," he said so innocently saintly. "I'll find out when they confess their sins and after I give them extra acts of contrition," he said with a laugh.
"I know your game Father."
"Pardon?"
"You heard me, you despicable, dirty old man. You disgust me. I watched you hypnotize that poor woman. I saw Elizabeth sucking your cock. I saw her stroking your cock. I saw you cum in her mouth."
"Oh Dear," said the priest lifting up his cross. "Look at my cross my son," he said swaying the cross in front of Robert's eyes. "Your eye lids are getting so very heavy..."
Slowly swaying the shiny, silver cross back and forth and back and forth...
To be continued...
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Robert wants Father Thomas to hypnotize his mother and sister for sex.
"I'm on to you. I'm not falling for that shit Father," said Robert looking away from the cross and shielding his eyes from the priest with his arm as if Father Thomas was the Devil and no doubt he was. "Get that cross out of my face," said Joshua as if he was a vampire about to suck blood from the priest and, by extorting him and blackmailing him, he was.
"Okay, this is your move to make," said the priest with a disinterested albeit arrogant shrug. "Now what then?" The priest dropped his cross along with his charade. "What's your plan?
"My plan? There is no plan," said Robert.
"What are you going to do then?" Father looked at Robert with boredom instead of with fear.
"Other than to report you, there's no plan for me discovering you hypnotizing women for sex. I don't have a plan."
"Report me? Huh? Who will you report me to? Are you going to report me to the Bishop? The Bishop hypnotizes women for sex too. He's the one who taught me how to hypnotize women." He smiled.
"Now that I know that, I'll skip him and report you to a higher authority," said Robert threatening with some sense of satisfaction.
"Higher? Maybe you'll go higher and will report me to the Cardinal? There isn't anyone any higher than the Cardinal except for the Pope. But be fair warned, our beloved Cardinal has a whole stable of devoted women who attend to his sexual needs daily." He laughed.
"I'll report you to the Pope then," said Robert with certainty that something will be and must be done about this perverted priest.
"You mean, of course, that you'll write a letter to Vatican City and hope it makes its way to the Pope? Is that it? Is that your plan because if it is, I'm so afraid," he said raising his hands and wiggling his fingers while laughing. "Oh, look at me. I'm shaking."
Father Thomas studied Robert with arrogance. Good at what he was doing, God knows for how long and how many women he's hypnotized for sex. Assuredly, with Father Thomas posing all the questions and having all the answers, Joshua was no match for the priest. Only, not worth his time and energy, too powerful a man in his small community, especially with him the only witness and Joshua's word against the priest, he didn't want to tangle with him. He just wanted to get what he needed from Father Thomas and return to his mother, his sister, and his little life.
"You're such a dirty bastard Father," said Robert pointing his finger of acrimony at him. "People believe in you. People trust you. People confess their sins with you and pray with you. How can you violate the God given trust that you have as a priest? Don't you feel guilty? Don't you feel the least bit bad?"
"God given trust my ass," said Father Thomas. "A mere mortal student of scripture, I'm just a man dressed in black with a white collar and a silver cross," he said looking at Robert with contempt. "Having spent my youth on my knees sucking his cock as a sexual slave in servitude to my master, an older, perverted men wearing the same uniform that I wear today, who do you think taught me how to hypnotize parishioners?"
"You're all sick," said Robert.
"Sick? Maybe so we all are. Yet, we all do what we must do to survive this Hell on Earth. How do you think the Catholic Church continues to get those huge contributions that turn Vatican City into pure gold? We hypnotize the weak, the meek, and the believers to pray and pay."
Obviously Robert had stirred something up in the elder priest as he seemed angry after confessing the sexual abuse that happened to him and the thievery that the church continues today.
"Trusting you enough to be alone with you, Elizabeth didn't know you were going to hypnotize her to suck your cock. That's just wrong Father," said Robert. "Why can't you see that?"
"I understand your concern my son. I truly do but you'll never change something that has continued for centuries," said Father Thomas. "Priests in the twelfth century, going back to Friar Tuck of Robin Hood days in Sherwood Forrest and before, have always had a hypnotic control over women. Why do you think men when to war? They went to war to conquer, capture, and to have sex with women. I could tell you some stories about Maid Marion when you have the time," he said with a laugh.
"I'm not a believer in the way that Elizabeth obviously is for you to have hypnotized her and for her to suck you," said Robert pointing his finger at the priest. "Only God knows how many others you've sexually used and abused. Yet putting aside all of that," said Robert falling silent while looking at the priest looking at him. "I'm willing to make a deal with you," he said.
"Ah, a deal? I like deals. Let's Make a Deal. I watch that TV show every day. A deal with the Devil, I like it," said the slowly priest while rubbing his hands together as if he was a fly and about to land on a hot, steamy load of excrement. "Okay, a deal we shall make. Tell me Robert, what's your poison?"
"My poison is the same brand as yours Father, I'm sorry to say. Ready to play your dirty game, even though we're not on a level playing field and you have the advantage of reputation, age, wisdom, and experience, I'll just here to dip my toe in the incestuous waters. Sex is my poison Father, specifically incestuous sex with my mother and/or my sister, preferably both rather than just one or the other. In the way that you're sexually attracted to the women of your congregation, I'm sexually and incestuously attracted to my mother and sister. Two of your most loyal parishioners, I dare say, I wish to have sex with them."
"I see," said Father Thomas. "Well Robert, as your spiritual counselor, I must warn you about pitfalls of having incestuous sex with your blood relatives, namely your mother and sister," he said. "No doubt, exciting at first, but tasting the forbidden fruit by having incestuous sex is a Pandora's box of trouble. Furthermore, incest is a sin against everything holy and against God, our Lord, Jesus Christ."
"Cut the crap Father," said Robert.
"Ah, I see. So focused in your sexual lust for your mother and sister, I see that I'm unable to dissuade you otherwise to forgo your folly for having sex with your mother and sister." The priest looked at Robert as if they were in a confessional and Robert had just told the priest that he had sinful thoughts of wanting to have sex with his mother and sister. "Allow me to reiterate so that there's no misunderstanding. You'd like to have an incestuous relationship with your mother and sister. Is that correct?"
"Yes Father."
"That's good. That's very good. Actually, even though it's deemed a sin, that's all poppycock. Incest was as pervasive during biblical times as it is now. Many of the women who have had sex with me, their priest, are survivors of incest. After all the women that I've bedded, if I had my druthers, incest is always the best. Yes, indeed, I love having incestuous sex myself," said Father Thomas smiling. "So, tell me. Refresh my memory, my son. Tell me the names of your mother and sister so that I know who it is you are wanting in your bed. Who are they my son?"
"I'm not your son and it's even ludicrous for me to call you Father but, being that I'm in God's house, I'll honor him by respecting you."
"Thank you for not causing me trouble Robert," said the priest. "Speak softly as the walls have ears," said the priest looking around him as if his church was bugged. "I'll pray for both of our souls."
"My mother's name is Linda and my sister's name is Emma."
"Ah, yes, I know them well. Both kind and generous Christian women," said Father Thomas clasping his hands. "Both women are extraordinarily beautiful women. Your mother's beauty is only surpassed by her daughter's stunning good looks," he said with a sacred smile. "God worshiping and Devil fearing women, to be honest, good luck bedding either one of those two lovelies," said the priest while shaking his head from side-to-side. "They'll never have sex with you," he said with a laugh
Imagining the worst but hoping for the best, he imagined the priest had already talked to and hypnotized his mother and sister into having sex with him. He couldn't help but wonder if the good Father had already sexually abused his womenfolk. He could just see his mother and his sister on their knees sucking the Father's cock while he reached down their dresses and bras to feel their tits while fingering their nipples. Suddenly he was angry that his priest should be allowed to so sexually use and abuse his mother and sister when he hasn't even had the chance.
"Stop right there," said Robert holding up his hand. "Don't you dare speak disrespectfully of my mother and my sister, you foul man," said Robert as if he was Michael the Arch Angel coming down from Heaven to take revenge on the priest. He looked at the priest with anger. "Tell me, just how well do you know my mother and sister?"
"Ah, I see," he said with smugness. "You're wondering if I had my wicked way with your mother and sister," said the priest letting out a sinister laugh. "Is that it? You're wondering if your mother and/or your sister has sucked me while I groped their abundant breasts," he said looking at Robert to study him before speaking again. "Even though I'd love to experience their divine mouths and their Heavenly breasts, no I haven't had the sexual pleasure of receiving a blowjob from your beautiful mother or from your sexy sister."
"You filthy pig. How dare you? You disgust me Father," said Robert taking a step back from the priest.
"I disgust you?" He laughed loudly. "Kettle black. You're just as perversely perverted as I am. You're the one who wants to have sex with his own mother and sister. I'd do them but not everyone is susceptible to hypnosis," he said pulling up his white collar that had slouched down into his black shirt. "And with so many women needing my services, I'm only one man to give women my Holy Spirit, if you know what I mean," said the priest.
He winked, humped his hips in the air, and held a hand to his mouth and sticking his tongue in his cheek as if he was fucking one woman while receiving a blowjob from another.
"I know exactly what you mean, you evil man," said Robert. "So, you've already tried to have sex with my mother and my sister? Is that it? Or have you already had sex with my mother and sister? Or, until I arrived on the scene to save them from you, you were thinking about having sex with my mother and sister? Is that how you know my mother and sister so well? Is that why you know that my mother and sister aren't susceptible to hypnosis?"
"You think too much of me for me to already have had my wicked sexual way with your mother and/or your sister," said the priest with a serene smile.
"Tell me the truth so that I can beat you to death with my bare hands," said Robert staring at him with hatred. "Have they both sucked your cock while you felt their tits and fingered their nipples or are you just covering your wickedness by saying that they're not susceptible to hypnosis? Tell me," he said raising his voice. "I need to know."
"I can assure you my dear boy that I have not had the pleasure of having sex with your mother or your sister," said the priest.
In the way that the priest, no doubt, wanted to have sex with his mother and sister, he felt just as perverted as Father Thomas for wanting to have sex with his mother and sister. He looked at the priest with as much hatred as he looked at him with sexual excitement by the thoughts that his mother and sister may have already had sex with Father Thomas.
"What's wrong with you? Have you no shame and guilt hypnotizing vulnerable women to suck you and God only knows what else you've done to these poor, innocent, religious women?"
"No my son. I have no shame or guilt for allowing the woman of my parish to suck out some of the Holy Spirit that resides deep within me while I inject others with my spiritual goodness deep inside of them," said the priest with a spiritual smile. "I have no idea how many red headed children I may have spawned," he said with a laugh. "Busy enough with the regular parishioners that I already have, I haven't tried to hypnotize your mother or your sister."
"You're such a lowlife," said Robert.
"This is a big parish," said Father Thomas ignoring his insult. "I haven't had the pleasure of having sex with all of my female parishioners yet. Give me time my son," he said with a sanctimonious smile. "Now how may we resolve this sticky situation if you forgive the pun?"
Robert remained quiet while staring at the priest. He wished that he could be the righteous man and report the priest to the police for what he's done to the women of his parish but he couldn't take the high road. He needed the priest's cooperation. He needed to use the priest for sex in the way that the priest used the women for sex. This was his opportunity to finally get what he so wanted and what he so wanted was his mother and sister naked and in bed with him. He hated putting himself on the same level as the priest, but he had no choice. What else was he supposed to do than to take what he so wanted without guilt and without remorse?
"I want you to hypnotize my mother and my sister to have sex with me. Only, I need for them to be discreet. Women talk and with them under hypnosis, I don't want anyone else knowing that I'm having sex with my mother and sister, not even my mother and sister. Can you do that? Perhaps you can hypnotize them to have a threesome with me too," said Robert with some awkwardness.
"I see. You have my blessings my son," said the priest holding his hand over to make the sign of the cross over his head to bless him. In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit--."
"Cut the shit with the blessing Father," said Robert.
"Ah, because I'm weak for putting my sexual satisfaction before my religion," said the priest, "you think me insincere. You think me a demon just because my flesh his weak and my mind is filled with asses, tits, and pussies."
"Something like that," said Robert with venom.
"You must feel that I'm mocking you but I can assure you that I'm not mocking you Robert. When it comes to incestuous sex, I'm not mocking you. When it comes to my ordained duties as a Catholic priest, I'm not insincere."
"It's difficult for me to tell when you're sincere or when you're lying Father," said Robert.
"Lying? I don't lie. It's a sin to lie. If anything, I'm honest to a fault," said the priest. "As I've said before, incest is the best. There's no need to be embarrassed or ashamed just because you want to experience your mother and your sister in a sexual way."
"I want to believe you. I want to trust you but I don't know if I can," said Robert.
Allow me to assure you otherwise that you can believe and trust me," said Father Thomas with authority. "With the beauty and divine sexuality that your mother and sister possess, who wouldn't want to have sex with them? Being that they are two women that you love the most in your life, your beautiful mother and your sexy sister, it's more normal that you'd want to make love to them more than you would any other woman and in the way that a man makes love to a woman."
"You do make a compelling argument Father as to why I continue in my quest to seduce my mother and sister," said Robert. "In your understanding of incestuous thoughts, you've put me more at ease."
"Our little secret," said the priest holding his fingers to his lips while looking around to make sure that no one was listening. "Allow me to share with you something that no one knows about me."
"Yes? What is it Father?"
"When I first became a priest Robert, so many years ago, using them as my human guinea pigs, the first women that I hypnotized were my mother and my sister," he said with a smile of prideful superiority. "It wasn't until I successfully hypnotized them that I realized that I could have sex with not only them but also with anyone."
"I envy the power that you have over women," said Robert while thinking of having that level of power of his mother and sister.
"The thoughts of stripping my mother and my sister naked was not just sexually exciting, an understatement, but overwhelming," said Father Thomas. "Even though I was studying to become a priest at the time, masturbating night and day over the thoughts of having sex with my mother and sister, I couldn't help myself from taking advantage of the hypnotic situation, if you will."
"Having masturbated so very many times of the thoughts of my mother and sister naked while having sex with them, I can commiserate," said Robert.
"Sometimes, when alone at night and horny while masturbating, I still fantasy removing my mother's and my sister's blouse, skirt, bra, and panty while they're under my hypnotic spell. The first time seeing my mother and my sister naked is something that I shall never forget. The first time I touched, felt, and caressed my mother and my sister's naked bodies, I was so full of incestuous, sexual lust for them. Sometimes, when alone at night and masturbating, a sexual fantasy so real, I think of them sucking me or I recall fucking them as if they are with me in the rectory."
"Oh my God," said Robert quaking with the thoughts of hypnotizing his mother and sister, stripping them naked, and touching and feeling their naked bodies before having sex with them. "Indeed, Father, as I would like to be too, you are a lucky man to have experienced not only your mother in a sexual way but also your sister."
"Precisely," said Father Thomas, "precisely. After removing my mother's and sister's clothes, seeing them in the underwear before seeing them naked, was a sexual fantasy that I harbored for years. Touching them and feeling their naked bodies was better than I could have ever imagined."
"Oh my God," said Robert readjusting his growing erection through his pants.
"Every night, before I hypnotized them to have sex with them, I thanked Jesus for allowing me to pleasure my mother and sister and for them to pleasure me without them knowing or even suspecting that I had my way with their naked bodies. Because I was able to hypnotize them and keep them under hypnosis, we had plenty of arousing evenings in my room with both my mother and sister praying to God, if you know what I mean," he said giving Robert a wink. "Oh God! Oh God! Oh God," he said with a devilish laugh while humping the air with his hips as if he was humping his mother's and sister's mouths.
"If you don't mind me saying so, you're really a sick fuck Father," said Robert.
"A sick fuck? You're absolutely right Robert. No doubt I am a sick fuck but, I dare say, that it takes one to know one," he said with a laugh. "As you say, you are a sick fuck too, my son."
"I have no idea why you're even still a priest."
"The reason why the hierarchy of the church passes me from parish to parish along with so many other priests instead of giving me the psychological help that I desperately need is because the church is infested with too many perverts like me. Rather than to continue defending lawsuits, case closed and forever hold your peace, the church would rather pay the money necessary to settle out of court," said Father Thomas.
"I see," said Robert. "It's a win/win for everyone. The Catholic gets to close their eyes of the sexual abuse by washing their hands of it with money. The clergy continues to abuse more women but at a different parish, and those survivors of sexual abuse are given enough money to afford the therapy they need to get hopefully their lives back. Yet, Father, too many of those so abused turn to drugs, alcohol, suicide, and/or become abusers themselves," said Robert with sadness."
"Your right and only the strong will survive for the meek and weak shall never inherit the Earth. Amen," said Father Thomas looking up to the ceiling of the church and signing himself. "Even then with many of these victims of sexual abuse becoming dependent on alcohol or drugs, becoming sexual predators themselves, or committing suicide, the church pays out a fraction of what they should to make all the wrongs right. Yet, no amount of money can ever make all those wrongs right. Rather than to spend the next ten years of their lives rehashing all that happened to them, most of them take the money and run."



"So rather than to change their ways, the church would rather payout millions of dollars as hush money." Joshua looked at the priest with insight. "Rather than to find a solution to their problems, bribe money only goes to show the enormous wealth that the Catholic Church has to throw at their problems of sexual abuse," said Joshua. "I hope you rot in Hell for what you've done to innocent, religious women for the sake of sex."
"Assuredly I'm going to burn in Hell for all of the women that I've deflowered but at least I'll have plenty of company and at least I'll go sexually satisfied," he said looking up at the church's decorative ceiling as if thinking of all the women he bedded. "Perhaps, after having sex with a few hundred more women before I die, I may even make it down to Dante's ninth circle of Hell's inferno, a place only open to past Popes and deceased Presidents of the United States."
"Being that you believe in Heaven, aren't you afraid to go to Hell, Father? Aren't you frightened by the thought of the pain of burning in Hell for all of eternity? Don't you fear the Devil?"
"Fear the Devil? Why should I fear someone who resides in me and who, for all intents and purposes, is me in the flesh? If anything, I'm one of the Devil's disciples. I've already made my pact with the Devil by not resisting the temptation of soft, shapely, sexy, female flesh. Besides, where better for an espoused holy man and a political politician who has reached his pinnacle of thievery and deceitfulness than to burn in all of eternity than in Hell? I'll forever be a martyr to my fellow priests."
"I see," said Robert.
"Don't tell anyone," said Father Thomas leaning into Robert to whisper his secret. "But religious rumor has it that there's a 10th circle of Hell specifically designated for bad, mad, and sad women. Queen Elizabeth, Hilary Clinton, Nancy Pelosi, Nancy Reagan, Condoleezza Rice, Sarah Palin, Oprah Winfrey, Michele Obama, and Barbara Walters have special accommodations awaiting them," said Father Thomas signing himself. "May God rest their lost souls when they die. With too many women to name there are already women there waiting to receive them, Leona Helmsley, the Queen of Mean, Princess Di, Anna Nicole Smith, Marilyn Monroe, Cleopatra, Joan of Arc, and Annie Oakley, just to name a few."
"So," said Robert ignoring his pontification by returning the subject matter back to him having hypnotized incestuous sex with his mother and sister. "Can you do that? Can you hypnotize my mother and my sister to have sex with me whenever I want to have sex with them?"
"Probably I can," he said smiling at Robert while pausing in thought. "Only, I do have one question?"
After Father Thomas told him that he could hypnotized his mother and sister to have sex with him whenever he wanted to have sex with them, Robert looked at the priest with sexual excitement. He was eager to answer whatever question the priest had for the sake of having sex with his mother and sister.
"Yes, what is it Father?"
As if he were the Devil reincarnate, the priest looked at him with an unholy smile.
"May I sample them first before delivering them to you?"
Robert looked at the priest with shocked anger.
"Sample them? You mean have them blow you while you fondle their breasts?"
"Yes, under the circumstances, after having me hypnotize them, sharing them would most certainly be the Christian thing for you to do. However, by my cumming in their mouths, I much prefer calling what I do as giving them my blessing for your incestuous union than to refer to what I do with your women as having them give me blowjobs," he said with a pious smile.
"Absolutely not, you crazy, old fool. Just as I am, my sister is a virgin too. The only man my mother has ever known in the Biblical sense of the word is my father," said Robert. "I don't want them having sex with any man other than me."
"Of course my son. Of course. I understand your protectiveness of your mother and sister. Yet, feeling that I'm receiving the shitty end of this bargain, perhaps you can sweeten my deal by agreeing to fix my computer for free whenever I need you to remove those nasty viruses that always pop up when I'm perusing my favorite porn sites. Old Men with Young Women and Sexy Nuns with Handsome Priests continue to be a viral problem," said the priest signing himself. "There seems to be a lot of viruses going about the Internet, especially for those of us who share a proclivity for pornography."
"I can do that. I agree to fix your computer whenever you need a virus removed," said Robert. "Only, I suggest you be more careful which porn sites you visit. If a site locks your computer with pop ups, don't frequent that site again," said Robert. "Go elsewhere. There are millions of porn sites and many of them are safe from viruses."
"Good. We have a deal then. I'll hypnotized your mother and sister to have sex with you in exchange for you not reporting me and for fixing my computer whenever I need," said the priest shaking Robert's hand.
"We have a deal," said Robert shaking hands with the priest. "I'll see you in Hell, I guess."
"Bring Linda and Emma by the rectory tonight. Tell them that you want to change your sinful ways and want them to accompany you to the priest to bear witness while you confess your sins and begin to walk the righteous path to Heaven."
"May I stay with you while you hypnotize them?"
"Don't you trust me not to rape them?"
"No, Father, I don't."
"Very well then. You may stay and watch. Only, unless you want me to hypnotize you too," said the priest with a dirty laugh, "advert your eyes while I put your mother and sister under."
To be continued...
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Hoping for some sexual fun, 20-year-old Joshua and his 22-year-old girlfriend, Nancy, are bored.
Twenty-year-old Joshua slowly ran his hands through his thick, blonde hair and flatten it to his head as if he had a headache. He closed his eyes, stretched up his arms, arched his back, and yawned loudly.
"I'm bored," said Joshua to his 22-year-old girlfriend, Nancy, as if his boredom was her fault and her responsibility to make him not be so bored.
Accustomed to his restlessness, she didn't take his boredom personally. Instead, with lust in her eyes, she looked at him seductively as if it was her plan to fix his boredom with sex, which is what she usually does whenever he's restless. Someone so young, so handsome, and so full of life should never be bored but obviously he was but not with her. He'd never be bored with her. How could he be bored with her when she'd give him whatever he sexually wanted, whenever he wanted it?
Obviously, his boredom was coming from somewhere else, somewhere deep inside of him that only a psychiatrist could soothe, possibly with anti-depressant medication. It's insulting to her and strange to others that someone with such a hot and willing girlfriend would ever be bored. Perhaps playing her, boredom was his keyword for her to give him hot sex. When it came to sex, his sexual appetite was only matched by her sexual appetite.
In the way that Joshua played with his hair, she did too. Nancy slowly ran her long, piano fingers through her lush, chestnut hair in the way that he does when making love to her. She curled her hair with her fingers in the way that he does when impaling and rhythmically humping her mouth with his cock with a gentle but firm hand to the back of her head. Maybe by running her fingers through her hair, she was imagining Joshua making love to her. Having said how much he loves her hair whenever he tells her how much he loves her, she sparkles when he notices her hair.
Always touching her hair, brushing her hair, tossing her hair, and fixing her hair, obviously she loves her hair as much as he does. Especially with him being blonde and his mother being blonde too and being that he was not so secretly attracted to his mother, Nancy not only questioned his suspected attraction to blondes but also his suspected attraction to his mother. Being that she was also so sexually attracted to his mother too, she was willing to put up with a son wanting to have sex with his mother, especially since she wanted to have sex with his mother too.
"I figured you'd be more attracted to a blonde than a brunette," she said curling her long hair in her fingers. "After meeting your mother for the first time and seeing that she had such beautiful, long, blonde hair and how pretty she was, I felt a little self-consciously jealous that she was prettier than me." In the way she looked at him, no doubt she was looking for some assurance from him that she was prettier than his mother. When he didn't volunteer any such assurance, she persevered. "So, why me? Why are you so attracted to me?"
"Why you? What do you mean why you? Are you having insecurity issues about how I feel about you? Are you jealous of my mother?" He laughed.
"Well obviously being that you're bored," she said looking at him as if fearing his answer. "Are you bored with me? Am I not sexually exciting enough for you?" She looked at him in the way that Sophia Vergara would look at a can of Pepsi.
"Bored with you? Of course not. How could I ever be bored with you, my exciting, sexy girlfriend? I'm just bored with myself. And to answer your question why I'm attracted to you, you just have to look in the mirror to know my answer," he said running his hand along her long leg and stopping just short of her crotch to squeeze her shapely thigh.
"Why me and not some hot, busty blonde who looks more like your mother?"
"Because you're beautiful, sexy, and kinky," he said taking her in his arms and kissing her. "And you're willing to give me sex whenever I want it," he whispered in her ear with a laugh. "I'd never be bored with you."
With all the sex they've had and all the sexual things they've done, never telling her that he was bored before when they met two years ago, seemingly the question was why was he so bored now? Maybe it was just his age but now he was routinely complaining that he was bored.
"Well," she said giving him a contemplating look. "What do you feel like doing today? Instead of just hanging around the house, we can go for a drive, go see a movie, go for a walk, or," she said giving him a sexy look. "We can have sex. We can make love. We can fuck," she said putting a seductive finger to her mouth while giving him a sexy look. "Or we can play truth of dare."
"Truth or dare? I haven't played that game since I was a kid. Besides, way beyond that with you, there's not a question that you can ask me that you don't already know the answer to and there's no dare that I could give you that you wouldn't do," he said with a dirty laugh. "It's not much of a game to play when we already know the outcome. With you always so competitive, you'd win and I'd lose."
"Then, tell me Joshua," she said looking at him seductively with her big, hazel eyes. "What can I possibly do to help alleviate your boredom?"
She reached her hand over to feel his cock through his jeans while staring up at him with her hazel eyes that suddenly flashed even more green from the green from the reflection of her low cut top that she wore. Making the best of what she had, she was always flashing her cleavage. From the comments he made while watching TV or a movie, she knew that Josh liked big tits. If ever she had the money to spend, she'd have breast implants to make her B cups, D cups. Paying particular teasing attention to the head of his hardening prick, she gently pinched his cock with her index finger and thumb until it grew stiffer and pulsated to her touch.
"I dunno. Even though having sex with you always sounds so appealing, I really don't want to go anywhere and do anything, not even have sex," he said looking at her with frustration. "I'm just restless, I guess," he said leaning forward on the couch as if he was imitating Rodin's statue of The Thinker. Looking as if he was sitting on the toilet instead of sitting on the couch, he stared at the floor instead of at her.
She gave him a knowing smile in the way that his mother always did when he overate and had an upset tummy. As if she was his mother instead of his girlfriend, she touched his back and his shoulder with such gentle lovingness. Obviously knowing what his problem was, she looked at him with understanding.
"I told you not to watch that movie," she laughed running her fingers through his hair while looking at him with love. "I don't know if you realize this but you get like this every time you watch that movie. In the way that Helter Skelter made Charles Manson insane, Stanley Kubrick makes you crazy," she said with insight.
"Maybe you're right. Maybe it's as simple as that but Clockwork Orange is still my favorite movie," he said as if needing to defend the movie.
"With all the good movies out there to see, I don't understand why it's your favorite movie? It's so disturbingly violent," she said.
"Violence is not what the movie is all about," he said.
"What is it about then, if it's not about murder, mayhem, and rape?"
"Clockwork Orange is more about the mysteries of the brain and the reason why people do the violent things that they do," he said. As if trying to justify the reason why he liked the movie, he distanced his restlessness from the movie by classifying the movie as more of a cerebral movie than a violent one. "The movie is set in the future. Instead of incarcerating someone in the way that they do now, they try something innovative and progressive, albeit provocatively different. Even though they still don't know enough about the brain, doctors and scientist hope by experimenting on madmen that they can cure a criminal by Aversion Therapy," he said.
"Aversion Therapy? What the Hell is that? Don't you mean perversion therapy?" She laughed. "Because the main characters in that movie are definitely all perverted. Being that you've perverted too, I now understand why that's your favorite movie," she said laughing again.
"Aversion Therapy is a psychological treatment that utilizes behavioral principles to eliminate unwanted, bad behavior," he said looking at her to see if she was following his explanation. "A patient is exposed to stimulants while simultaneously being subjected to discomfort. Pleasure with pain, by giving them pain when they feel inappropriate pleasure when thinking violate thoughts, the patient associates those bad thoughts with pain instead of with pleasure."
"I see," she said. "If only it was that simple, we'd have less crime and fewer criminals."
"Eventually, eradicating the inappropriate thoughts, the premise is that he's conditioned to associate his bad behaviors with pain and not pleasure. Ergo, eventually, replaced by good ones, he won't have those bad thoughts anymore."
"I see," she said. "Aversion Therapy sounds like brainwashing to me."
"Much better than a lobotomy or one of those anti-depressant drugs, it is brain washing in a way. Being that the main character in the movie is motivated by sex and violence, by having him watch videos of naked women mixed with violence, whenever the patient favorably reacts to sex and violence, they give him pain. The doctors use repeated discomfort, shock therapy, if you will, to disassociate his sexual and violent needs by interrupting his thought process to change his thinking. The painful conditioning, albeit necessary conditioning causes the patient to associate sex and violence with unpleasant sensations and pain in hopes of stopping those specific thoughts and that type of specific behavior," said Joshua.
"I see," she said while beginning to look bored herself.
"If anything," he said with a cheesy smile, "much like watching a National Geographic documentary, medically and scientifically enlightening, the film is very educational."
"Educational my ass. Plain and simple, using sex to mask the violence, Clockwork Orange is a violent movie," said Nancy.
"Okay, I agree, albeit much less violent than all that happened in Viet Nam during the time that the movie was made, the movie was pretty violent, especially for 1971. Yet, the movie is more about control by taking someone's power and freedom of choice away from them."
"Control?" Nancy looked at her boyfriend with reservation. "How do you figure that?"
"As they did in Clockwork Orange in that sexy scene and in the way that they do to Japanese women on a crowded subway or bus, there's something exotically erotic, definitely pornographic, when they cut that woman's clothes off with a pair of scissors to expose her tits, her ass, and her pussy. Even Japanese sharking, as shocking as it is, by lifting up a woman's skirt to expose her panties, pulling down her panties to expose her ass and pussy, or removing her top to expose her bra and breasts is more about control and humiliation than it is about sex. Moreover, because the woman being stripped naked in Clockwork Orange wasn't wearing any underwear, that made the scene even more revealing as it did sexually exciting," he said staring at his girlfriend.
"So, lemme get this straight," said Nancy making an unhappy face at her boyfriend. "Was sexual excitement your response when you watched that woman being violently assaulted? You thought that watching the woman being stripped naked and forced to have sex with four strangers was sexually exciting?"
"Fuck yeah," said Joshua grabbing his crotch. "Are you kidding me? Oh my God, that was so sexy. In the way of all of those rape scenes in those old Death Wish movies that Charles Bronson made, that scene was so hot, especially for back then, and especially when they made the husband watch what they were doing to his wife. Holy shit! Wow!"
"Sexy? You thought that scene was sexy? She looked at him aghast that he'd even say such a thing. "That was a violent assault and not a sexual exchange," she said looking at him in shocked disbelief. "What if four men burst in on us, stripped me naked, and forced you to watch me give them sex," she said, no doubt, with the assurance that he'd be appalled.
"Oh my God, stop it Nancy. You're making me hot. You're making me horny," he said laughing. "I'd love to watch you in a gangbang."
"Rape is not sexy Joshua," said Nancy folding her arms across her breasts.
"Yeah, well," obviously he was about to say what a typical young male would say. "If she didn't want to have sex, she wouldn't have dressed like a slut," he said pointing a finger at his kinky girlfriend as if he was a puritanical judge and she was a witch on trial for morals charges.
"It's tragically funny how a woman is called a whore when wanting to have sex with multiple lovers and a man is called a stud. Sex had nothing to do with that scene Joshua and she wasn't dressed like a slut. She was totally covered in that one piece, red jumpsuit," said Nancy in defense of the actress. "They raped her and as far as her lounging around in that outfit that she wore without underwear, she was in her own home alone with her husband when those thugs barged in, stripped her naked, restrained her husband, and physically assaulted her."
"You're right. You're absolutely right. I never saw it that way," said Joshua obviously saying that to more appease his girlfriend by agreeing with her. "That was rape and that was a violent act and not a sexual one. You're always right. Still it was so hot to watch that scene," he said falling silent as if replaying the scene in his mind before speaking again. "I guess that movie did upset me," he said looking at her with clenched fists.
"Upset you?" She looked down at the growing bulge in his jeans. "Don't you mean sexually excited you?" She laughed while observing him.
"After watching that movie, now I want to do something," he said.
"Do something?" Nancy looked at him while waiting for him to finish his thoughts and when he didn't, she asked her question. "What do you mean you want to do something? Like what?"
"I dunno," he said looking down to where she was looking at his hardening cock before staring at her sitting next to him. "In the way of those old Charles Bronson, Death Wish movies, there's something exciting about holding a woman against her will, stripping her naked, and forcing her to have sex."
He paused before looking up at her as if in readiness to read her reaction and facial expression with what he was about to say.
"Rape? You find rape sexually exciting? So you're into rape now? Since when? That's really sick Joshua. That's really fucked up. How would you feel if someone raped me or if someone raped your mother?"
Giving her an inappropriate look, he looked at her more with sexual excitement than he did with concern for her safety and welfare.
"I wouldn't want anyone to hurt you or my mother in that violent way," he said backpedaling while touching and squeezing her hand.
Even though he'd never want anyone to rape his mother or his girlfriend, if someone did, no doubt wishing that he could watch, he'd be the first to ask them to repeat all of the dirty details. Wrapped around the pretense that talking about it, in the way of psychological therapy, would help them heal, he'd encourage them to talk in length about all that happened.
"Thank you," said Nancy. "I feel better that you wouldn't want anyone raping me or your Mom. Only," she said looking at him as if trying to read him. Knowing him well, she said her insightful thoughts out loud. "I can't help but think that you wouldn't mind watching me or your mother being taken by some man or men," she said suddenly looking off as if she was imagining being raped and/or gangbanged.
"Now don't take this the wrong way Nance," he said.
"What? Tell me Joshua. Just blurt it out in the way that you do with every stupid thing you say without thinking," she said obviously getting angry with him.
He looked at her as if afraid to confess his thoughts.
"I know it sounds bizarre but I almost wish I could reenact that scene in Clockwork Orange," he said with a laugh. "I like the idea of taking power away from a woman by stripping her naked, humiliating her, and forcing her to submit to my will."
Obviously now on the same page, she gave him a sexy smile while running a slow tongue across her lips and tossing her head to flip her lush, long, chestnut hair.
"Speaking of taking the power away from a woman by stripping her naked, humiliating her, and forcing her to submit her will to yours," she said pausing, "you're always doing that to me. But, unlike the other women that you've been with, I love it," she said. "I crave that kind of sexual attention," she said groping his erection through his pants.
"Yeah, but you're different. You're not like any other woman that I've known."
"I'm different? Different how?"
"You're bi-sexual and," he said with a pause before laughing. "You're easy."
"Easy? I am not easy. Asshole," she said laughing. "I'm your slut. I'm only easy for you."
"Actually, now that I think about that scene in Clockwork Orange, a sexy game to play, rather than forcing someone to do something against their will, it would be more sexually exciting taking the power away from a woman without her realizing it. As if giving her my own version of Aversion Therapy, Aversion hypnosis, if you will, by making a strong woman a submissive woman before humiliating her, is something that I'd want to try doing with someone," he said. "Only who?" He looked at her as if he was wanting her to volunteer.
"You can reenact that scene with me," she said wiggling herself in her seat as if she was secretly masturbating herself. "I have some old clothes that you can cut holes in to expose my tits, my ass, and my pussy," she said getting visually, sexually excited.
She looked at him with lustfulness in her eyes as if he had just depressed her sexual on button, no doubt, by the thought of him cutting holes in her clothes and exposing her body to him.
"That would be fun," he said looking at her and returning her lust with his excited, sexual anticipation. "Only, being that we've had sex lots of times and being that you willingly want to have sex with me, just as I love having sex with you," he said squeezing her hand. "Me having sex with you in that way is not nearly the same as me changing the behavior of a strong willed, confident woman in making her want to have sex with me and even allowing me to control and humiliate her."
"I see," she said looking rebuffed and pulling her hand away. "Well, if you got me drunk enough," she said pausing to watch his reaction to what she was about to say while curling her hair with her finger. "Perhaps you could invite one or two of your friends over or another couple to help you undress me and discipline me," she said looking at him with horny wickedness in her eyes.
"Really? You'd do that for me?" He looked at her as if she had just told him that he won the lottery and no doubt he had with the try anything once attitude of his kinky girlfriend. "You'd allow a couple of my best buddies or another couple to help me strip you naked and spank you before having their wicked way with your naked body?"
"Yeah, sure. Why not?" She shrugged and gave a sexy laugh. "So long as I can have my wicked way with their naked bodies too." She looked at him with naughtiness.
"Wow," he said.
"I've been bad Joshua, so very bad that I need a hard spanking," she said taking his hand in hers and looking up at him with apologetic eyes. "I need to be taught a lesson," she said louder. "I need to be disciplined," she said stiffening her posture. "Tie me to your bed Joshua," she said ripping open her blouse to expose her B cup bra and cleavage. "Blindfold me, spank me, and make me your submissive bitch" she said with a saucy smile.



"Oh my God, Nancy, you're such a slut but I love that you are," said Joshua laughing.
"With men coming into the room while I'm so vulnerably bound and blindfolded," she fluttered her eyelids as if swooning with the thoughts of being sexually taken, used, and abuse. "I've always had a secret fantasy of pulling a train or doing a foursome with another couple while being so helplessly controlled and exposed."
"You have?"
"Sure. Every woman's fantasy is to be taken with some wanting that more than others. So long as you don't hurt a woman and force her to do too much at the onset, you may gradually increase the pleasure with the pain and the humiliation. So long as you make her feel that she's wanted and desired, you'd be surprised at the passion that you can release from a woman when tied to your bed and unleash when blindfolded," she said with another sexy laugh.
"I didn't know that about women," he said. "Guys see things from a completely different perspective. So from what you're telling me, guys don't know how to tap into the real sexuality of a woman. Is that it?"
"You have no idea the sex they could have with the woman they love if only they took their time and if only they treated the one they're with better than when looking to see who else they can seduce," she said.
"You're right about that and I've never looked at other women now that I have you," said Joshua.
"Bullshit," she said. "Every time we go to the mall, you're looking. Men are such dopes. Men are dumb. Men are idiots," she said. "Rather than take the time to heat up their women, most men just want a blowjob and don't pay enough personal attention to the woman they have for them to discover what a woman wants," she said.
"Interesting," he said.
"I dare say and will go as far as saying that some women, so long as they know who is banging them and so long as they could choose their sexual partners would agree to a tie me to the bed, blindfolded, gangbang at least once in their sexual lives while their man watched and/or participated."
"Wow. Holy shit," he said. "I had no idea."
"There are those women who enjoy being forced by strangers and who'd prefer not knowing who was gangbanging them. There are those women who will willingly do whatever their man wants them to do. So long as her man approves, she'd willingly be his sexy slut in bed," she said with wickedness while twirling her hair again. "It doesn't matter whether it's the former or the latter to me, so long as the sex is good." She laughed a sexy laugh.
"You're such a kinky slut," he said. "Do you know that?"
"I do know that. I am a kinky slut and I'm proud of it too," she said laughing. "But I'm your kinky slut and no one else's kinky slut."
"I'm glad that you are," he said smiling and leaning into her to kiss her.
"Maybe most women wouldn't want to be gangbanged, but women loved being seduced, taken, and made to do the dirty things that they wouldn't ordinarily do when being scrutinized and made to feel self-consciously guilty by a judgmental lover," she said with a sexy smile.
"Seduction huh? Now you're talking my language. The king of seduction, I dare say that I'm the Don Juan of seduction," he said boasting with a broad, prideful smile. "I'd love to take a woman against her will and change her to make her do the sexual things that I'd want her to do. As if breaking a mean dog of bad habits, I'd love to make a strong, confident woman my submissive, obedient bitch and my sexual slave."
"A dog, huh? Do you equate me with a mean dog?" She laughed. "Actually you already have that woman now in me. Woof, woof," she said holding up her hands as if they were paws.
"Good girl. You're such a girl, I mean, bad girl," he said scratching her behind her ear while laughing.
"And as far as seduction goes and as far as I'm concerned, you're a modern day version of Valentino," she said with a laugh. "I must admit that you are very hard to say no to once you start making your subtle moves," she said. "You make me so wet that I'd suck your cock just by the way you're looking at me now."
"You would?"
"Oh yeah, I would baby. I'm hungry for your cock. I need for you to cum in my mouth," she said leaning forward in her posture from the living room sofa to look in his eyes while taking a full handful of his cock in her hand through his jeans. "I'll suck you right here and right now, if you want me to," she said whispering her lust for him in his ear.
"Oh my God, Nance, you're so frigging sexy."
"Do you want me to suck you? Do you want me to blow you?" She stuck her tongue in his ear, moved it around, and blew her warm breath inside while feeling his erection through his jeans and pulling down his zipper.
"No. Wait. Stop. Don't. My Mom is coming home soon, any minute, Nance," he said looking behind him to the hall as if his mother was already standing there watching him with his girlfriend. "She might catch us having sex. She could walk in on us at any moment," he said with excited nervousness.
"You'd like that wouldn't you?" She slowly moved her hand along the growing bulge that he had in his jeans.
"Like what?" He said suddenly preoccupied in watching her fingers trace the hardening outline of his emerging cock. "You sucking my cock or my mother walking in on us while you're sucking my cock?"
"Both," she said with a laugh. "Even though I confessed that I'd love to play that rape scene with you, I bet you're restless because you'd love to play that rape scene in Clockwork Orange with your mother instead of with me," she said with a sudden insightfulness while looking at him to watch for his reaction.
Obviously surprised that she knew that he'd love to play that sexual, albeit violent scene in Clockwork Orange with his mother, instead of with her, he looked at her with shocked, incestuous excitement.
"Anyway, getting back to seduction," he said obviously uncomfortable with Nancy's insightful comment about wanting his mother to watch him getting a blowjob from her and him wanting to play the rape scene in Clockwork Orange with his mother, he changed the subject. "With my good looks and hot body—"
"And modesty," she said with a laugh while squeezing his bulge through his jeans before removing her hand from his crotch.
"I bet you that just by the power of seduction that I can seduce and control anyone," he said.
"You think so, huh?" She laughed her sexy laugh. "Don't be silly," she said moving her head to toss her hair again before moving her hair in place with an experienced hand and fingers. "We all have our limits and limitations. Even though you apparently think you are, not every woman in the world will think that you're God's gift to them."
"Actually I do think that I can seduce any woman that I want to seduce," he said looking at her as if afraid to say what he was obviously thinking but saying it anyway after studying her for a long moment. "I bet that I can seduce your mother."
"My Mom?" She made a sour face as if she had just bitten into a lemon. "Eww."
"I'd love to reach down and grab her ass whenever I hug and kiss her hello and goodbye. All that I'd have to do to make your mother want me is to hug her longer and kiss her neck before kissing her full on the lips and before slipping her my tongue. In the way she sometimes looks at me, as if she wants to kiss me or wishes that I'd kiss her, I can tell that she likes me more than she should. I'd love to stick my horny hand beneath her short skirt and cup her panty clad pussy before pushing her panty aside to finger her pussy," he said.
"You would huh?" Nancy looked at her boyfriend with disgust. "You'd French kiss my mother while fingering her pussy?"
"Oh yeah, I would. I bet she'd be wet for me. I bet she'd allow me to have my wicked way with her. Much like you, she's so easy," he said with a laugh.
As if telling him to go fuck himself without words, she gave him a quick, upward movement of her chin. As if she was a filly in a barn unhappy with her handler, not putting up with any of his emotional, sexual abuse, she flipped her hair again with the toss of her pretty head while shaping her hair back in place with her skilled hand before responding.
"Easy? Is that what you think of me that I'm easy? You think my Mom is easy too?" With him having gone too far, she looked at him with anger. "How dare you? I may be easy for you, only for you, but my Mom's not easy," she said pointing her finger at him. "She's my Mom, Joshua. Don't you be saying bad things about my mother," she said with a laugh, no longer able to be serious.
"Sorry," he said while looking at her not sure if she was being serious or not.
"My Mom would never have sex with you. She'd never do that to me," she said looking at him with curiosity before striking her Vogue model pose. "Besides, why would you want to seduce my mother when you have me, a younger and better looking version of her with a more shapely body?"
"Especially when the mother is a MILF like your mother is, in the way that most men would love to have sex with identical twins, two for one, every man's dream is to have sex with a mother and her daughter. Being that I already know what it's like to have sex with you and because you two look so much alike, I'd love to do your mother," he said with a sexy smile. "Oh, yeah, I'd have your mother suck my cock before I fucked her hard and deep."
"You would huh?" She looked at him with sternness.
"I would," he said with an irreverent smile
"Yeah, well, if you want to keep me as your girlfriend Joshua, my mother is off limits to you," she said with a cold stare.
Going for broke, he pushed more of her buttons by continuing to tease her in blurting out more of his sexual fantasies that related to him having sex with her mother.
"In the way that you love to suck cock, do you think your mother sucks cock? In the way that you are, like daughter like mother, do you think she'd be into some kinky stuff where we could have a threesome with her before making her our sexual slave and humiliating her?"
"Me having sex with my mother? Keep dreaming lover boy," she said tossing her hair again.
"So what do you think? Do you think your Mom would be up for a threesome?" Pushing his luck when she made a sour face before ignoring him, he looked at his girlfriend while waiting for her to answer and when she didn't, he continued. "Oh, yeah, with her being my sexual slave, I'd love to publically humiliate your mother for her to know who the boss is," he said with a sick laugh.
Seemingly all the time lately, she looked at him and shook her head in disbelief in the way she does when he says something stupid or does something dumb.
"You're bad to ask that question about my mother but to answer your question, I know for a fact that she sucks cock. Only she's not into any kink," said Nancy with a laugh.
"You don't know that. Everyone has a kinky, freaky, down and dirty side. Everyone has some sort of sexual fetish," said Joshua obviously goading her for more sexual information about her mother. "How do you know she sucks cock but isn't into anything kinky?"
"One time we were out shopping and both of us had to pee. I pulled the car over and peed by the side of the road but my Mom wouldn't pee until we stopped at a gas station and she just made it. If she was kinky, something as simple as peeing in public and someone seeing her peeing wouldn't have been such an issue for her," said Nancy with a shrug.
"Then how do you know your mother sucks cock?" Joshua looked at his sexy girlfriend with curiosity.
"When she thought I wasn't home, I heard her making all those cock sucking, slurping sounds with her new boyfriend, sounds that men love to her hear to show that the woman loves sucking their cock as much as the man loves having his cock sucked."
"Wow," said Joshua.
"In the way she screams when having an orgasm and loves talking dirty in bed, much like me in that regard, she's a real slut in bed but only with the right man," said Nancy with a dirty laugh. "Based upon how you're obviously already attracted to my mother, you'd really like having sex with my mother," she said teasing him before snapping him back to reality.
"Who wouldn't want to have sex with your mother? Your Mom is a real MILF," said Joshua.
"Only, I wouldn't want you having sex with my mother. I mean it Joshua. Too close to home, even for me, that's a bit creepy weird for me knowing that my Mom had sex with my boyfriend. To say the least, it would be wrong if ever we were to marry," she said looking at him dreamy eyed as if he had already proposed and she was wearing an engagement ring. "How could you look our kids in the eye knowing that you had sex with their grandmother?"
He smiled as if imagining her mother naked before him and having sex with her.
"Having made a memory by making my life more complete, I wouldn't lose any sleep over the fact that I had sex with your mother," he said with a laugh while remaining silent to study his sexy girlfriend's reaction.
"What do you mean by that? That you'd never sleep with my mother, you wouldn't care what anyone thought of you or of her if they knew that you slept with or were sleeping with my mother, or that you'd never marry me?"
"Nancy, c'mon, this is a stupid, speculative conversation that we're having about me sleeping with your mother, something that will never happen," he said in his defense. "I'm just teasing you. I wouldn't hurt or upset you by having sex with your mother."
"Where's there's smoke there's fire Joshua," she said. "Apparently, when it comes to my Mom, you're hot for her and you'd do her if you could and if you thought that I'd never know that you two slept together." Suddenly she looked at him with insightfulness. "Have you slept with my Mom already? Is that it? Is that what this conversation is really about? Is that why you suddenly want to have a threesome with my Mom because you two already did it?"
"What? Huh? No. I haven't slept with your mother. I'd never sleep with your mother, that is, unless you wanted me to sleep with your mother," he said with a dirty laugh.
"You'd better not hit on my mother, Josh. I mean it or we're done," she said leaning away from him and folding her arms around herself.
As if already bored with the conversation about Nancy's mother, Joshua leaned his head back and grimaced in feigned pain as if from a headache while flattening his blonde hair to his head again.
"Forget that I mentioned anything about boning your mother. Okay? Let's get back to what we were talking about before," he said. "Okay? Please?"
"What were we talking about before? I don't even remember," she said unfolding her arms.
She looked a little miffed, no doubt, that her boyfriend was obviously more interested in having sex with her mother than he was interested in having sex with her, especially after he turned her down for a blowjob. To make her feel even more rejected, he turned down her offer for him to tie her to the bed, blindfold her, and invite a couple of his friends or another couple over for some sexy fun.
"We were talking about me being able to seduce anyone, that is, except for your mother," he said. "I understand that your mother is off limits," he said raising his hands in a visual display of backing off in talking about having sex with her mother. "I have principles," he said.
"Thank you Joshua for understanding," she said.
"I wouldn't touch your mother even if she wearing her low cut, revealing blouse, her oh, so short skirt, her sexy bra, and white, bikini panty," he said goading her. "I wouldn't have sex with your mother even if she was standing before me naked," he said enunciating every erotic thought as if visualizing the images. "Wow! Now there's an image for me to masturbate over later."
"Thank you for qualifying that statement," she said. "Obviously, by turning me down to blow you, have you strip me naked, and tie me to your bed for you and a couple of your friends or another couple to sexually use, abuse me, control, and humiliate me, by your own admission, you'd rather masturbate. I have no idea why you'd want to masturbate when you could have sex with me. I already told you that I'd suck your cock. Maybe I should have sex with your Dad."
"My Dad? Good luck finding him," said Joshua. "I haven't seen him in years."
"Sorry, Joshua, I didn't mean to upset you," she said.
"I'm not upset," he said studying her. "If not your mother, who then would you want me to seduce? Just for fun sake, you tell me. Pick someone that you'd like me to do, maybe someone who you'd like to do too," he paused when she didn't immediately answer. "Maybe one of your friends. I know. How about Heather or Pamela? They're both hot. I'd do one or the other or both of them separately or together," he said with a laugh.
"Careful Joshua, you're already walking on shaky ground after telling me that you'd do my mother," she said laughing. "Actually, now that you mention them, I'd do them both too but, even though they may already suspect it, I really don't want my childhood friends knowing that I'm bi-sexual. Moreover, in the way that I don't want you having sex with my mother, I don't want you having sex with my friends either. I don't want to lose you to one of my friends," she said looking at him with sadness as if he's already had an affair with one or both of her friends.
"I can respect that," he said. "I'd never cheat on you Nancy with anyone, especially with you not there in the room with me," he said with a laugh.
"Gee thanks," she said sharing his laugh. "Besides, they already look at me as if I'm weird as it is with all the kinky stuff that I do, the flirting, the flashing, the teasing, the dirty, suggestive talking, and the topless and nude sunbathing."
"You are my sexy slut," said Joshua feeling her breast through her blouse and bra.
"Now that I think more about it, you wouldn't like either one of them. Too straight-laced and goody-too-shoes, in the way that I'm your sexual match, they're not kinky enough for you. If they even suck cock, I doubt if they swallow, and they'd never flash anyone in the way you like watching me flash men at the mall."
"Who then? There must be some woman that you're as interested in as I am and who you wouldn't care if they knew you swung both ways," he said.
Nancy didn't answer him right away. She fell pensive as if she was thinking of someone or had someone in mind. She looked at Joshua as if unsure if she should reveal the identity of the woman.
"There is one woman that I'd like to do," she said drifting off as if imagining that she was already having sex with her.
Always in a rush for everything and never taking the time to enjoy the moment, wanting to know the identity of the woman now, he coerced her to respond to his question with his obvious impatience to know who it was she wanted.
"Who? Who is she? Tell me. I want to know."
"I can't tell you. Even I'm embarrassed by my own perversity," she said looking at him as if already apologizing for what she was thinking.
"Why not? Why can't you tell me?"
"You'd really think me weird if I told you who it was."
"No I wouldn't. C'mon, tell me. I won't think you're any weirder than I already think you are," he said laughing. "I love that you're my sexy weirdo and my kinky girlfriend."
"Gee thanks, I think," she said returning his laugh.
"Who is it? Who would you do? Tell me," he said.
"No," she said. "I can't. I really can't tell you. You knowing that I want her would just ruin things between us."
"Just tell me this then," he said fishing for her identity. "Is it someone that I know?"
"Yes."
"C'mon, don't tease me. Tell me, just tell me Nance," he said. "I promise not to judge you.
"No, you'll think badly of me for wanting her."



"So it's a definitely a woman and not a man?"
"Of course. No man is better than you," she said boosting his ego while rolling her eyes.
"I know who it is," he said while looking at her with certainty. "It's your sister? Right? You want to have sex with your sister."
"Eww no. I'd never have sex with my own sister. That's so nasty. She's my best friend."
"I know. It's my sister, right? In the way that you look at her, you'd do my sister in a heartbeat. Am I right? I'm right, aren't I?"
"Yes, definitely I'd do your sister in a heartbeat. A younger version of your mother, she's wicked pretty but it's not her either. She's too young and she's not lesbian or bi-sexual. She'd never go down on me in the way that I'd love to go down on her."
"Hmm, is it one of our female professors?"
"God no. I wouldn't do any of them, even if they promised me an A grade. None of them appeal to me sexually," she said looking at him before revealing her secret crush. "I'd do that Mr. Martin in biology though. He's wicked cute."
"I don't know him," he said ignoring her obvious crush on Mr. Martin to further his questioning on his girlfriend having sex with a woman. "Is it someone from the neighborhood?"
"Yes," she said with coyness while sighing. "You're getting warm," she said curling her hair with her finger again.
"C'mon, give me a hint."
"Okay. She lives on this street?"
"She lives on my street? She does? No way. Everyone who lives on this street are my Mom's age and older," he said looking at her for another clue. "I give up. Who would you like me to seduce with you participating in the seduction?"
"Promise me you won't get mad."
"Mad?" He laughed. "Why would I get mad that you want to have sex with a woman while I participate and watch?"
"I'll tell you if you promise me two things," she said.
"What?"
"You won't get mad and we can do her together," she said with a devious smile.
"Okay, okay, I promise. Now who is it?"
"It's your mother," she said demurely looking at him.
To be continued...



        

  
    In the Name of the Father... Ch. 07
  
  In the Name of the Father... Ch. 07

        Priest hypnotizes Mom & Sister for sex with son & brother.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/in-the-name-of-the-father-ch-07

Title: In the Name of the Father... Ch. 07

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Mind Control

Description: Priest hypnotizes Mom & Sister for sex with son & brother.

Tags: mother and daughter sex, hypnotism, sex with son, sex with mother, sex with nun, hypnosis, sex with sister, hypnotic suggestion, sex with priest, mother and son sex

Series: In the Name of the Father


Priest hypnotizes mother for sex with son and daughter for sex with brother.
"Your eyelids are very heavy. You can no longer keep your eyes open. You need to sleep. You want to sleep. You must sleep. Sleep, sleep, sleep. Sleep, sleep, sleep. Sleep, sleep, sleep."
* * * * *
"I'm going to see Father Thomas after supper and I'd like for you to come with me," said Robert looking to his mother first before looking to his sister.
"Is there something wrong?" His beautiful mother put her hand over his hand and gently squeezed it in the way that he instantly imagined her squeezing his cock.
"I can't remember the last time you went to church," said his sexy sister squeezing his other hand in the way that he instantly imagined her squeezing his cock too.
"As you know, I've been excommunicated from the church, not officially, of course, for not being a practicing Catholic," he said with feigned sadness. "I'd like to change all of that by being more involved with the church and going to mass and receiving communion each Sunday," he said seriously enough to be believable.
"That's wonderful Robert," said his mother standing from the table to hug her son.
Robert stood too to meet her and when she wrapped her arms around his neck, he wrapped his arms around his mother's shapely body and pulled her closer to him to impale her soft belly with his emerging erection. As if she was his wife welcoming him home as her husband instead of her son, she surprised him when she kissed him full on the lips. So wanting to reach up to feel her ample breasts while slipping his mother his tongue, he responded by returning her kiss and resting his hands on her round, firm ass. He turned from his mother to embrace his sister.
"That's wonderful Robert," said his sexy sister standing from the table to hug her brother.
As he did with his mother, he did with his sister. When she wrapped her arms around his neck, he wrapped his arms around his sister's shapely body and pulled her closer to him to impale her soft belly with his hardening cock. As if she was his girlfriend welcoming him home as her boyfriend instead of her brother, she surprised him when she kissed him full on the lips. So wanting to reach up to feel her ample breasts while slipping his sister his tongue, he responded by returning her kiss and resting his hands on her round, firm ass.
"For the first time in a long time, with our family blessed with the Lord Jesus Christ in our lives, I feel we're finally a family again instead of just three people going their own separate ways and in three separate directions. We were lost and now we're found," said Linda holding both her son and daughter's hands. "Hallelujah! Thank you Jesus," she said looking up at the ceiling. "Welcome back Robert," said his beautiful mother taking his face in her hands and giving him a big smooch on the lips.
"Welcome back Robert," said his sexy sister taking his face in her hands and giving him a big smooch on the lips.
* * * * *
That evening with a big, brilliant, full moon seemingly following them everywhere, 'twas a quiet summer night when Robert's beautiful mother, Linda, and his sexy sister, Emma, accompanied him to Father Tomas' rectory. The Church doors that were always open to the community were closed at this hour of the night. Robert opened the big, heavy, oversized door as if opening a door to a medieval castle. He allowed his mother and sister to pass through ahead of him while he stared at their shapely asses. As if they were lambs being taken to slaughter, Linda trusted her son and Emma trusted her brother to keep them safe. After he was done with them, they'd be safe already, just a little used and sexually abused is all.
A black cat ran inside the church ahead of them as soon as Robert opened the door and disappeared somewhere within the rows of pews. What should have been taken as a warning by Linda and Emma, Robert suddenly wanting to embrace his religion, the big, full moon, the eeriness of the too quiet night, and now the black cat running in the church ahead of them was not only ignored but not even noticed by them. As if being sealed in a mausoleum alive, the door shut closed with a resounding thud that echoed throughout the church. This was God's house and with incestuous lust in his heart and the Devil taking up residence in his soul, Robert had come here under false pretenses. He came here not to embrace his religion or to pray, he came here to have his mother and sister hypnotize by the priest so that he could prey upon them once home alone with them. How dare he?
This was it. This was finally it. After years of fantasizing while masturbating over having sex with his mother and sister, Robert found a way to have sex with them without his mother and sister knowing that he was having sex with their naked bodies. Unbelievable as it may sound, hypnotism was the missing key and hypnosis was his answer to having his mother and sister naked and in bed with him. As unbelievable as it may sound to someone who doesn't know the priest, Robert, Linda, or Emma, Father Thomas had already agreed to hypnotize his mother and sister for him to have sex with them. With his mother and sister rejoicing for one reason, he was rejoicing for another. Perhaps the fact that they were all rejoicing was enough but tonight good versus evil was about to collide in a head-on crash.
* * * * *
"Welcome my children," said Father Thomas escorting the trio to the privacy of his rectory. As if they were ensconced in a tomb, deeper in the inner sanctum of the bowels of the church, he closed the door behind him with a solid thud. Now it was official. This was the first step with Robert having sex with his mother and sister. The point of no return for Robert, there was no going back to him being the loving son and trusting brother. From this point forward, he would be their lovers. From this point forward, he'd be able to have his mother suck him and/or his sister fuck him anytime he so desired.
"Thank you, Father," said Linda.
"Thank you, Father, said Emma.
Premature in thanking the perversely twisted priest, if only they knew what was about to happen to them, he didn't think his mother nor his sister would be thanking Father Thomas for what Robert soon hoped to do to their naked bodies. Robert remained quiet while contemplating every sexual thing that he'd do once home alone with his hypnotized mother and sister. If only they knew that he was going to have them slowly strip themselves naked while he watched. If only they knew he was going to touch and feel them everywhere while kissing and kissing them, first his mother and then his sister. If only they knew he was going to fill their mouths with his stiff prick and their pussies with cum from his sexually excited cock. If only they knew a son was about to have sex with his mother and a brother was about to have sex with his sister what would they say and what would they do then? Surely, they'd never thank him or Father Thomas.
He couldn't wait to touch them and hold them in his arms while slowly running his hands across their shoulders and down their backs and all the way down to feel and squeeze their round, firm asses. His favorite thing to do with a woman was to French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes and he couldn't wait to French kiss his mother and French kiss his sister while feeling them through their clothes. Just the thought of feeling their breasts through their blouses and bras while kissing and kissing them made his cock throb.
Having seen the impressions of their nipples through their nightgowns, he knew they both had big nipples and he couldn't wait to finger their nipples through their blouses and bras. Sexually exciting for him to French kiss and feel up women, it would be even more sexually exciting when those women that he'd soon be kissing and feeling up were his mother and sister. Where no son should ever be allowed to touch and feel his mother and where no brother should ever be allowed to touch and feel his sister, he couldn't wait to ever so slowly undress them and strip them naked while touching and feeling them everywhere.
With the images of their naked bodies running through his mind in the way of a runaway freight train, the thought of seeing them naked was something he always wanted to see. The imagined feel of his mother's and sister's breasts in his horny hand was something he wouldn't believe until it happened. He imagined touching, fondling, and caressing their tits while feeling the weight of their big breasts in the palm of his hand. He imagined seeing their areolas while fingering their nipples. Pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting their erect nipples, he couldn't wait to suck their bit tits, first his mother's tits and then his sister's tits.
He couldn't wait to have them do all the sexual things that he's always imagined they'd do to his naked body. He couldn't wait to show them his hard cock while leering at their asses, their tits, and their pussies. He couldn't wait to feel his mother's and his sister's hand wrapped tightly around his swollen prick while they slowly stroked him to an even harder erection. He couldn't wait to watch them fall to their knees not to pray but to suck.
With a gentle and loving hand positioned behind their heads, he couldn't wait to hump their mouths. He couldn't wait to see them down upon their knees with his big, hard, hairy cock buried in their mouths while they stared up at him with their big, hazel eyes and with the same love and lust that he stared down at them. He couldn't wait to make love to their mouths before pounding their pussies and fucking their cunts. He couldn't wait to make his mother and his sister his submissive, sexual slaves willing to give him sex whenever he wanted to have sex with their naked bodies.
Alone in the big church that caused their voices to echo, it was so unearthly quiet when not filled with people. He couldn't help but wonder if God was angry with him for first sexually lusting over Sisters Katherine and Mary Elizabeth and now having Father Thomas hypnotize his mother and sister for sex? If God was mad at anyone, for all of the women he's deceived, mistrusted, and sexually used and abused, he should be mad at Father Thomas and not him.
Father Thomas is the one having sex with Sisters Katherine and Mary Elizabeth, two of his wives. Father Thomas is the one who agreed to hypnotize his mother and sister. Father Thomas is the one who showed no remorse for all that he's done by laughing when being threatened to be reported to the Bishop, the Cardinal, and the Pope. In the scheme of things and comparably so innocent, all that Robert wanted to do was to have sex with the two women that he loved the most, his beautiful mother and his sexy sister? What's so wrong with that, albeit being that the two women were his mother and sister and the sex that he wanted to have was forbidden, and illegal incestuous sex? God help him because, as if possessed by the Devil, by the promise of being able to have his mother and sister anytime he wanted to have them, he couldn't help himself.
There was no one in the church to interrupt them, to see the four of them together, and/or to overhear them talking, plotting, and planning. This was it. This was really going to happen. Robert couldn't believe that he was at the precipice of having his wicked, sexual way with not only his mother but also with his sister. It was now in the hands of Father Thomas to hypnotize them both for Robert to do whatever he wanted to sexually do with them.
Only, being that they were both strong willed, intelligent women, what if the priest couldn't hypnotize them? He's already confessed that not everyone is susceptible to hypnosis. What if his mother and his sister aren't susceptible to hypnosis? Then what? With his sexual fantasy ruined, what would he do then? How would he ever hope to have sex with them? Hoping for the best but expecting the worst, he put his faith in Father Thomas to hypnotize his mother and sister for them to willingly give him the pleasure and sexual satisfaction of their naked bodies.
As usual, typical in the life of a priest, an espoused holy man, with no one there to control or discipline him, serving his own sadistic agenda and lustful, sexual wants and desires, Father Thomas was free to do whatever he damn well pleased, even hypnotize the women of his parish for sex. Now that Robert volunteered his mother and sister by waving them in front of the priest's face in the way of a matador teasing a bull by waving a red cape in front of him, no doubt, what Father Thomas really wanted to do was to have sex with Linda and Emma. The only way for the priest to accomplish that was to hypnotize Robert too. Then, with no one there to protect them from the priest, he'd be free to do whatever sexual things that he wanted to do to his mother and sister.
Only, a man of his word, he made a deal with Robert. He'd hypnotize his mother and sister for Robert's sexual pleasure and so that Robert wouldn't report him to the proper authorities. He made a deal with Robert to fix his computer for free whenever a virus infected it while he perused his favorite pornography sites. Besides, no doubt fearing that Robert would report him to the police should he not keep his word, with God and the Catholic Church on the down slide after all of those nasty sex abuse scandals, a priest in jail wouldn't fare very well with the general prison population. When Father Thomas hypnotized his mother and sister, Robert would just have to advert his eyes and take care that he wasn't hypnotized too.
"In the way that I have a special service to exorcise the Devil from someone so possessed," said Father Thomas with a wide, toothy smile. "I have a special service to make a non-believer believe again. Being that Robert has come here voluntarily to repent his sins and change his ways, we're already halfway there in returning him to our flock," said the priest patting Robert on the back as if he had just won the Super Bowl and was going to Disney World.
Even when he wasn't hypnotizing someone, in the way that he spoke so slowly and articulated himself while enunciating every word, his soothing voice was hypnotic. With no one suspecting his true, sexual intentions, there was something so goodly holy in the man that it was so oxymoronic that he'd be so perversely perverted. Unless seeing it with their own eyes, which Robert had through the rectory window with poor, dear Elizabeth hypnotized and on her knees sucking the perverted priest's cock, no one would ever suspect Father Thomas of such evil sins against God, against his church, against his religion, and against all the woman he sexually used and abused.
"Thank you Father," said Robert. Fearing him more than trusting him, he kept his eyes cast down and his distance from the man.
"God bless you Robert," said the priest giving him a smile, a wink, and a nod. "I need for the three of you to kneel before me," said the priest. "For this part of the service to work, you must cast your eyes downward Robert while your mother and sister look up my silver, sacred cross. Most importantly, keeping your mind blank, you must remove all thoughts from your mind and just concentrate on my voice and my words."
"Yes Father," said Robert.
"Yes Father," said Linda.
"Yes Father," said Emma.
"In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost," said Father Thomas signing himself, Robert, Linda, and Emma signed themselves too. "Dear God in Heaven, help this poor, troubled man, Robert, who stands before you, Oh Lord God. Hear my prayer," said Father Thomas looking up at the ceiling and raising his arms to the light fixture as if the Lord, God, Jesus Christ was poised there above him. "Ready to repent his sins, forsake the Devil, and become a better Christian, help me to fill this man's soul with the Holy Spirit for him to champion good over evil."
Father Thomas looked from Linda to Emma and back to Linda again. Both women were so beautiful and sexy that it was difficult for any man, even a priest not to stare, leer, and lust over them. Always wearing their uniforms of low cut blouses and short skirts, the women looked so much alike that no one would believe that they were mother and daughter. Looking more like sisters, especially from the back and especially when on their knees, Robert couldn't help himself from being sexually aroused when seeing his mother and sister kneeling before the priest.
"Follow my cross Linda with your eyes and without moving your head. Follow my cross Emma with your eyes and without moving your head. Believe, believe, and believe that Robert will return to us. Believe, believe, and believe that Robert will repent his sins. Believe, believe, and believe that Robert will once again become a good Christian. Keep your eyes upon my cross," said Father Thomas while slowly moving his cross in front of Linda's and Emma's eyes. Concentrate your focus on the slow, hypnotic movement of my shiny, silver cross.
Back and forth and back and forth, he swayed his shiny, silver cross. Back and forth and back and forth, Linda and Emma followed the swaying cross with their eyes. Back and forth, Robert imagined humping his mother's mouth. In and out, Robert imagined fucking his sister's pussy. It will only be a matter of time before he'd be home alone with his beautiful mother and sexy sister touching them and feeling them through their clothes while kissing them. It will only be a matter of time before he'd have his mother and sister strip naked for him to have incestuous sex with the both of them.
Robert listened carefully to the priest while trying to memorize every word he said should he want to branch out for himself later and hypnotize some of his prettiest and sexiest, female, computer customers. His mother and sister weren't the only beautiful women in this small town. Always making house calls as part of his computer business, he was alone in their homes with horny, lonely women, mothers, daughters, sisters, cousins, and aunts while fixing their computers. With some women who were so horny and lonely that he wouldn't have to hypnotize them, nonetheless hypnotizing them would give him the control over them that he needed and wanted. He didn't want anyone to know that he was having sex with someone's wife, mother, or daughter and no one would know that he so sexually used and abused them if his victims were hypnotized.
Thinking more about it, since that Father Thomas was poised to hypnotize his mother and sister, he wondered if he could hypnotize his female customers for sex in the way that Father Thomas was about to hypnotize his mother and sister now. Unleashing the possibilities, having a wealth of sexual opportunities, he could only imagine all the women he could bed in the way that Father Thomas already has had sex with his female parishioners and nuns. Who knows, once he learned how to hypnotize women, a sexual fantasy come true, maybe he could even hypnotize Sister Katherine and/or Sister Mary Elizabeth to strip naked and give him hot sex? Curious to know what they wore beneath their habits, all that he needed to do was to get them alone.
* * * * *
"You're getting sleepy. You are so tired that you cannot stay awake. Your eyelids are so very heavy that you must close them to sleep, sleep, and sleep. Sleep, sleep, sleep. Sleep, sleep, sleep."
Robert looked at his mother and sister kneeling in place with their eyes closed in front of the priest before looking up at the priest in disbelief. He couldn't believe this was really happening. He couldn't believe Father Thomas just hypnotized his mother and his sister.
"Are they under? Are they sleeping? Did you really hypnotize them?"
"Shh," said the priest.
"Sorry," whispered Robert.
"Oh yeah. They're under my hypnotic spell alright. They were really easy to do. I probably could make them do anything that I'd want them to do," he said giving Robert a long look before asking his permission. "Do you think that I could get them to—" he said unzipping his pants while running a slow finger across Linda's full, red lips.



"Absolutely not!"
"Okay, okay, just checking. If I don't ask, I don't get," said the priest zipping his pants. "This is your show. You tell me. What do you want me to do with them now?"
Robert looked from the priest to look at his mother and sister before looking back to the priest again. Able to totally humiliate them if that's what he wanted to do, he suddenly felt such power that he had such total control over them. Normally bustling with activity and always talking, he couldn't believe both women were so stilly silent.
"May I touch them? May I feel them through their clothes?" With no one else's permission to ask, he asked the priest.
"Of course you may touch them Robert," said the priest. "Unlike you, I'm more than willing to share my hypnotized women."
Not wanting to share his mother and/or his sister with anyone, not even a priest, especially not this priest, Robert ignored the priest's comment while reaching his hand down to feel his mother's breasts through her blouse and bra, first one and then the other. When her nipples immediately emerged to his gentle touch, he fingered her hard nipples through her blouse and bra, first one and then the other. Then, unable to control himself and not caring that he was in the rectory of a Catholic Church, he stuck his horny hand down his mother's blouse to feel her breast through her bra, first one and then the other. Still not sexually satisfied with feeling her tits through her blouse and bra, he stuck his hand inside of her bra to feel her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples, first one and then the other. A long time sexual fantasy that quickly escalated to become his incestuous reality, he couldn't believe that he was feeling his mother's tits. He couldn't believe that he had his mother's naked tits in his horny hand.
Not sexually satisfied just feeling his mother's big tits while fingering her hardening nipples, he removed his hand from his mother's bra and blouse to do the same to his sister's big tits. As if he was Emma's lover or her date instead of her brother, he reached his hand down to feel his sister's breasts through her blouse and bra, first one and then the other. He felt her big breasts and caressed her breasts through her clothes in the way he felt his mother's big tits. Then, in the way that he always imagine doing in his sexual fantasies of her, he stuck his horny hand down her blouse to feel her breasts through her bra before sticking his horny hand inside of his sister's bra to feel her tits. He felt her naked breasts while fingering her hard nipples, first one and then the other. Not a consolation prize feeling up one over the other, they both had amazing breasts and bodies.
He couldn't even begin to count the number of times that he masturbated over the thoughts of feeling their tits in his horny hand and now here he was doing just that. Feeling his sister's breasts was almost as exciting as feeling his mother's breasts. If he had a choice of having sex with just one over the other, he'd choose his mother. He couldn't wait to fuck his mother's mouth before fucking her pussy. He couldn't wait for his mother to suck him. He couldn't wait to cum in his mother's mouth. Yet, now that they were both hypnotized, it was his plan to have sex with both of them one at a time or both of them together.
If it wasn't enough that he had felt his mother's big tits, he couldn't believe that he was now feeling his sister's big tits. No doubt, he'll be masturbating over this day and this incestuous, sexual experience for the rest of his life. Mother and daughter's tits felt the same in his hand, big and firm, yet soft and pliable. As soon as he felt their breasts through their clothes, he had an erection that grew harder and bigger when he stuck his hand down their blouses and bras. He felt their tits. He couldn't believe he felt their tits.
As if he was a musician and their breast were his musical instruments, his favorite thing to do was to play with their nipples as if he was depressing the buttons of a concertina accordion. They both had big nipples, as big around as nickels that grew as hard as they when they emerged. He couldn't wait to remove their blouses and bras. He couldn't wait to see them topless. He couldn't wait to see their tits, their areolas, and their nipples. He couldn't wait to play with their tits while seeing and feeling their tits and fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting their nipples. He couldn't wait to suck their nipples, nibble their nipples, and bite their nipples while reaching down to finger their pussies as they stroked his cock.
"Wow! I don't believe this. I can't tell you how long I sexually fantasized over this day and how many times I masturbated over the thoughts of feeling my mother's and sister's tits," he said looking up at the priest before staring down at his mother and sister. Knowing that Father Thomas would understand, Robert confessed his incestuous desires to his priest.
"This is indeed a glorious day," said Father Thomas.
"Do you think they'd blow me?" In the way that the priest just had, Robert ran a slow finger across his mother's lips. "Do you think they'd suck cock while hypnotized?" Robert looked at the priest with sexual excitement.
"Probably they would but there's only one way to find out," said the priest unzipping himself and moving closer to Robert's mother. He pulled out his cock and pushed it against Linda's lips.
"No, not you, you cad. Me," said Robert pushing the priest away. "Get away from her you evil man. How dare you? What's wrong with you? That's my mother and my sister. I'll not have them suck you while I stand here and helplessly watch."
"I was only trying to help. Be my guest then," said the priest putting his prick away and zipping his pants again. "Go ahead. You try."
Robert took his mother's hand and ran fingers and then her palm over his erection that bulged out his pants. Sleeping so soundly with her eyes closed, he unzipped himself and pulled out his cock. As if it was his finger, he put his stiff prick in her hand before moving his erection to his mother's lips. Slowly, he slid his cock across her lips.
"This is so unbelievable," said Robert.
"Shh, don't wake them," said the priest. "Open your mouth Linda and take your son inside to suck him. Suck him Linda. Suck your son's cock. Blow Robert."
Linda obeyed and opened her mouth and Robert immediately filled his mother's mouth with his cock. As soon as his cock was inside his mother's mouth, she wrapped her fingers around his stiff cock and started stroking him. It was as if he was his mother's husband, boyfriend, date, and/or lover. He could feel her experienced tongue licking him and teasing the head of his big dick. As if fearing that he'd awaken her and this first blowjob would be his last and over before it even began, he placed a gently hand to the back of her head and slowly and rhythmically humped her mouth.
"I don't believe it. She's blowing me. She's sucking my cock. My mother is really blowing me."
"Give your sister a try," said the priest unzipping himself, removing his cock again, and slowly stroking himself to the site of Linda blowing her son. "You don't mind if I get some relief too, do you?"
"No," said Robert with a leer. "Go right ahead, so long as you have sex with yourself and not with my mother or sister."
"At my age, I need a little more stimulation," said Father Thomas. "If you don't mind and if you'd be so kind, may I at least see their tits?"
Leaving them so exposed, Robert accommodated the priest by lifting his mother's and sister's blouses and bras for the priest to see their naked breasts.
"How's this Father?"
"Wonderful, just wonderful. They have such lovely breasts, absolutely beautiful tits," he said. "Do you think that I may feel their breasts and finger their nipples while masturbating myself?"
"No, sorry," said Robert. "Perhaps after we leave you can hypnotized Sisters Katherine and/or Mary Elizabeth and have your wicked way with them."
"As I do every day, I did that already this morning," said the priest.
As if it wasn't enough that Robert had his mother and sister kneeling helplessly before him, now he thought of Sisters Katherine and Mary Elizabeth. He always wondered what nuns wore beneath their habits. He'd love to suck on the nipples of both nuns tits before having them give him a holy blowjob.
"Do you think maybe that you could hypnotize Sisters Katherine and Mary to have sex with me too?"
"Absolutely not," said the priest giving him a look anger before giving him a look of hopefulness. "That is, not unless you allow me to have sex with your mother and/or your sister too. Only then will I respond in kind to allow you to have sex with Sisters Katherine and Mary Elizabeth. Two nuns for a mother and daughter seems a fair trade to me," said the priest with smug arrogance.
"Absolutely not," said Robert. "I'll not have you despoil my mother and sister with your puny, little cock."
"Suit yourself," said Father Thomas. The priest started slowly masturbating himself as soon as Robert pulled his prick from out of his mother's mouth. "Sleep, sleep, and sleep," said the priest to Robert's mother while Robert moved to his sister. "Open your mouth Emma and take your brother inside. Suck him, Emma. Suck Robert. Allow Robert to fill your mouth with his stiff prick and blow your brother."
Emma opened her mouth and accepted her brother's cock inside as if he was her boyfriend and lover. As soon as his cock was in her mouth and in the way that he mother had done, she wrapped her fingers around his engorged prick and started stroking him while sucking him. Where his mother made love to his cock, Emma was a more enthusiastic lover in sucking him. Wondering if she was still a virgin, he wondered how many cocks his sister sucked for her to give him such an amazing blowjob.
He placed a gentle hand behind her head in the way that he did with his mother and she willingly stroked and sucked her brother, albeit hypnotically, while he fucked her face. Humping her mouth while reaching his horny hand down inside her blouse and bra again, he fondled her breasts and fingered with her nipples while she stroked him and sucked him. While watching all of the incestuous, sexual action between a mother with her son and a sister with her brother, Father Thomas stroked his cock faster to Emma stroking and sucking her brother. Then, in an uncontrollable, accidental spurt of sexual passion, the priest shot a load of warm, gooey cum across Linda's sleeping face.
Dripping cum from her eyebrows, her nose, and her mouth, if a priest could bless women by ejaculating cum across their faces, Father Thomas would be a happy man to accommodate religious women in such a sexually depraved way. Too busy to notice that the priest had ejaculated all over his mother's beautiful face, Robert continued having sex with his sister's mouth. While Robert was busy being stroked and sucked by his sister, Father Thomas quickly wiped away the evidence of the lust that he had for Robert's mother from her face.
"Oh my God, my sister is such a great, little cocksucker," said Robert never noticing all that the priest was doing behind him to his mother. In Robert's sexual excitement and focused attention on Emma's mouth, Father Thomas could have had Linda suck him for all that Robert would have known.
"It's such a pity that I couldn't cum in one of their mouths," said Father Thomas playing the innocent one. Instead, the Holy Father, the representative of the Catholic Church for that parish, after having ejaculated all over Linda's face, the priest ejaculated the rest of his cum in a tissue. He put away his penis before giving Robert his full attention. "What else may I do for you, my son?"
* * * * *
Robert looked at the priest as if the Father had just asked him how he wanted to spend his lottery winnings.
"Focused just on having sex with my mother and sister, I never thought much beyond that. What to do? What to say? Now that all I ever wanted is here before me, at a loss for words and thoughts, I dunno. This is all so overwhelming Father," said Robert.
"Take your time," said the priest. "There's no rush. I'm here all night. This is where I live," said Father Thomas looking around at all the trappings of being a priest.
"I know. I want you to give them a hypnotic suggestion, a keyword, a different one for each so that I can have sex with one or the other anytime I want. Then, I want you to give them a second hypnotic suggestion so that I can have sex with both of them together," said Robert excited by the thought of having sex with not only his sister but also his mother individually and together.
Robert wondered, once naked, if they'd have sex with each other. How hot would that be, a mother having sex with her daughter while her son watched? How hot would that be to lick his mother's pussy while his mother licked her daughter's cunt?
"I'll give your mother the hypnotic suggestion first. What word or phrase would you like to use with her? It should be an unusual word so that if she's out in public with you, she won't respond by stripping off her clothes when you don't want her stripping off her clothes," said Father Thomas.
"I see," said Robert.
"Also it should be a word or phrase that you're familiar with so that you won't forget it."
"Of course," said Robert. "For my mother, I'd like to use, floppy disk drive."
"Floppy disk drive?"
"Yes," said Robert. "Floppy disk drive."
"Okay, floppy disk drive it is," said the priest. "Linda, every time you hear the phrase floppy disk drive you will strip off your clothes in readiness for sex, wild sex, the best sex you've ever had in your life with your son and/or daughter and only with your son and/or daughter," said Father Thomas. As if anticipating that Robert would like to watch his mother and sister having sex with one another, he couldn't believe that Father Thomas included his sister in his mother's hypnotic suggestion. "Now sleep, sleep, and sleep."
"Wow," said Robert. "As if typing in a computer command, I can't believe it was that easy to control my mother's sub-conscious behavior with hypnotism and a mere hypnotic command."
"Now whenever you say floppy disk drive your mother will undress in readiness to give you wild sex, the best sex you've ever had in your life."
"Let me try it with my mother to see if it works," he said.
"Go ahead," said the priest.
"Floppy disk drive," said Robert.
Immediately, his mother stood from her kneeling position, turned to her son, smiled seductively and French kissed him while reaching her hand down to feel his bulging cock through his pants. She stopped kissing him and feeling him only for the sake of unbuttoning and removing her blouse. Robert watched his mother remove her blouse and expose her bra and cleavage to him. Then she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt.
Robert watched his mother's skirt fall to the floor in conjunction to his cock growing harder in his pants. Now standing there before her son, her daughter, and her priest in just her sexy, low cut bra, and white, bikini panty, she wrapped her arms around his neck and French kissed him again, and again, and again. Kissing and kissing him, she acted as if she was his date at his high school prom that he attended five years before. Even then, he wanted to take his mother or his sister to the prom but fearing that everyone would laugh and make fun of him, he didn't even bother to ask his mother or sister to his prom.
"Don't mind me," said the priest with a dirty laugh. "I enjoy watching a mother bonding with her son as much as I do a son showing his love for his mother. I love you Mommy," said the priest mocking Robert's incestuous lust for his mother.
"Wait," said Robert pushing his mother away. "Not now and not here," protested Robert while leering at the priest for watching his mother stripping herself naked. "How do I get her to stop undressing?"
"Pardon? How do you get your mother to stop undressing?" The priest stared at Linda reaching around herself to unhook her bra. "Um, ah, you'll need another hypnotic suggestion for that," he said while mindlessly leering at Linda's exposed breast and ogling her topless body. Continuing his sexy surveillance of Linda's nude body, he took his sweet time to answer Robert while watching Linda remove white, bikini panty. "What word or phrase would you like to use for your mother to stop undressing?"
"Too late now but Escape is the word," said Robert. "Escape is the word that I'd like to use to stop her from undressing."
"Escape it is. Sleep Linda, sleep," said the priest ogling Robert's naked mother. "Whenever you hear the word Escape you will stop stripping and awaken from your hypnotic trance without remembering a thing. Now sleep, sleep, and sleep," he said. As if she was fully dressed, Linda stood before her son and her priest naked.
"Good. That's good," said Robert.
"Now for your sister. What word or phrase would you like to use with her?"
"That's easy," said Robert. "Hard Disk Drive," he said grabbing at his crotch as if he was Michael Jackson dancing.
"More computer commands, I see. I like the metaphor being that you're a computer nerd. Okay," said Father Thomas. "Hard Disk Drive it is."
"Yes, Hard Disk Drive is a command easily remembered when it comes to my sexy sister," said Robert.
"Emma every time you hear the phrase Hard Disk Drive you will strip off your clothes in readiness for sex, wild sex, the best sex you've ever had in your life. Now sleep, sleep, and sleep."
"Thank you Father," said Robert. "As I did with my mother, I'd like to try with my sister."
"Go ahead," said Father Thomas. "Be my guest," he said with a chuckle, "so long as I can watch."
"Hard Disk Drive," said Robert.
In the way that his mother did, his sister stood from her kneeling position and seductively looked over at him before walking to him to French kiss him while feeling his cock through his pants. Then, as if they were alone in her room and he was her lover, she began slowly and seductively undressing. Unbuttoning her blouse, she removed her blouse before unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt. Robert watched her skirt fall to the floor while watching the priest ogle his semi-naked sister standing there in her sexy bra and bikini panty in the way that he ogled his semi-naked mother.
"Wow," said the priest obviously impressed by his hypnotic skills.
"Okay, that's enough," he said turning to the priest. "I need a hypnotic word to stop my sister from undressing."
"What? Sorry, I was daydreaming," said the priest staring at Emma in her bra and panty.
"A word. A word. I need a word to stop her undressing," said Robert obviously panicked that the priest was about to see his sister naked in the way that he saw his mother naked.
"Give me the command," said the priest again taking his sweet time while watching Emma reach around herself to remove her bra before stripping off her panties.
"Delete," said Robert. "Delete. Use the word Delete as the command."
"Sleep Emma, sleep," said the priest now ogling both Linda's and Emma's naked bodies. "Not remembering a thing, every time you hear the word delete you will stop undressing," said the priest. "Delete," said Father Thomas and immediately Emma stopped moving even though she was already naked.
"How do I get them to get dressed?"
"Let's keep it simple, shall we?" The priest turned to Linda and Emma. "Linda and Emma, every time you hear your son say, Get Dressed, you will get dressed. Now, sleep, sleep, sleep."
"Perfect," said Robert.
"Now I need you to give me a phrase for when you want them both to strip naked and give you sex in a mother, daughter, and son threesome," said Father Robert.



"I know," said Robert. "Computer Crash. Yeah, every time I say Computer Crash, I'd like for them both to strip naked and give me hot sex. And every time I say Reboot," I want them to stop undressing. Then, when I say Get Dressed, they get dressed."
"Linda and Emma, every time you hear your son and your brother say Computer Crash, you will strip off your clothes and give him hot sex in a threesome," said Father Thomas. "Every time you hear Robert say Reboot, you will stop undressing. Then, when you hear him say, Get Dressed, you will get dressed."
"Is that it? Are they ready to have sex with me?"
"That's it. They are now ready to have sex with you. Of course, you may need to return in a week or two for me to reinforce the hypnotic suggestions, especially if and when you experience any difficulty in giving them their commands. I just have to return them back consciousness," said the priest.
"Wait," said Robert. "How do I bring them back myself?"
"Just make note of what I do," said the priest. "Before I do though, are you sure that I can't wet my beak and get a little taste for myself," said the priest staring at Linda's and Emma's nakedness with his fingers poised on his zipper.
"No God damn it. I'll not have my mother and sister blow you. They are both just for me," said Robert. "You've had your way with enough women and so long as I can help it, you'll never have your wicked sexual way with my mother and sister."
"Okay, okay," said the priest. "If you don't ask, you don't get," he said looking from Robert to focus his attention to Linda and Emma. "Get Dressed," said Father Thomas and both women immediately got dressed. Then, once they dressed themselves, he brought them out of their hypnotic trance. "Sleep Linda. Sleep Emma. You will have no memory of this," said Father Thomas to the women.
"That's easy," said Robert.
"When you open your eyes, you will feel free, refreshed, and happy that you came here for my blessing," said Father Thomas. "Now at the count of three, you will open your eyes and feel wonderful. One...you will open your eyes and look at your son and brother with horniness for him. Two...you will stand and smile at him with sex on your mind and seduction in your heart. And three...you will be willingly give your son or brother, as the case may be, your body whenever he wants."
Robert walked home with his mother on one side and his sister one the other. As if claiming him for themselves each woman held onto his arm as if afraid to let him go.
To be continued...
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Joshua and his girlfriend, Nancy, seduce his mother, Helen, to make her their submissive, sexual slave.
"My mother? Seriously? You'd have sex with my mother?"
"Yes," said Nancy in a quiet and somewhat embarrassed voice.
Obviously aroused by the conversation of his girlfriend having sex with his mother, Joshua looked at Nancy with as much shocked amazement as he did with sexual excitement.
"Lemme get this straight just so I don't misunderstand," he said and looking at her as if she was sitting there naked and masturbating herself. "You'd actually have sex with my Mom?"
"Yes," she said more confidently and with a sexy smile this time.
"Really?"
"Yes, I would have sex with your mother," she said nodding her head and putting a finger to her lips in the way she does before she says something sexy.
"Seriously?"
"Why not? What's the big deal? Absolutely, I would. It's just sex," she said.
"But she's my Mom," he said looking bewildered but still seemingly sexually excited.
"Your Mom is hot," she said giving him the sexual eye in the way that she, no doubt, would if she was there talking to his mother instead of her boyfriend.
"Wow! I don't believe it," he said looking at her and studying her as if trying to discern if she was serious about wanting to bed his mother.
"I don't know why you don't believe that I'd have sex with your mother if I could," she said shrugging her shoulders and moving her long, chestnut hair from her eyes.
"C'mon, get outta here," he looked at her obviously still trying to see if she was serious. "I don't believe you. You're just teasing me," he said waving a hand of disbelief at her. "There's no way that you'd have sex with my mother."
"I would Joshua. I would have sex with your mother. I really would, that is, if she wanted to have sex with me too," she said with a demur smile that somehow didn't become her, especially when she was talking about bedding his mother. When she confessed her desire to have sex with his mother she looked like the sexual predator that she was. Whether having sex with men or with women, it didn't much matter to Nancy, so long as the sex was good and so long as she was sexually satisfied.
In the sexy way that Nancy looked, a gorgeous woman, man or women, who wouldn't want her? No one in their right mind would turn her down for sex. She was beautiful, fit, funny, shapely, and sexy. He looked at his girlfriend as if he was imagining the two women, his mother with his girlfriend, naked and in bed together.
"Sorry, ha, ha, I know you're teasing me. I just can't wrap my head around you sexually wanting my Mom," he said looking at her as if she had just told him she had won the lottery and was willing to split the money with him.
"Why not? And I'm not teasing you, Joshua. I really would do your mother." She shrugged her indifference to his amazed reaction of her wanting to have sex with his mother.
"Wow," he said staring at her. "Wow! Suddenly, I'm imagining all the possibilities of you seducing my mother. Wow."
"What's wrong with me wanting to have sex with your mother when, in a heartbeat, you'd have sex with my mother too, if you could? Why is it acceptable for you to want to have incestuous sex with your mother, as if that's a rite of passage? Why is it acceptable for you to want to seduce my mom and you look at me cross-eyed because I want to seduce your mom?"
"I dunno, I just never pictured you together with my Mom in that sexual way, is all. It's shocking for me to know that you'd do my mother," he said backtracking and no doubt not wanting to ruin a good thing if Nancy was ever to get down and dirty and have sex with his mother.
"That's because you were too busy picturing yourself with your mother in that perversely incestuous way, pervert," she said with a dirty laugh.
"I know why I'm sexually attracted to my mother and to your mother, for that matter, but why are you sexually attracted to my mother? I don't get it. I don't understand. Sorry, but it doesn't make any sense to me that you'd want to have sex with my mother. What does she have that I don't?" He looked at her and laughed at the ridiculousness of his question.
"A few things," she said shooting him a sexy smile.
"My Mom is wicked old. She's forty something," he laughed. "Actually, I don't even know how old she is. When I ask her age, she tells me she's thirty-nine-years-old. As if she's a female version of Jack Benny, she's been saying that for a couple of years now. I'm not sure, just a guess, but I think she's forty-one, the same age as your Mom."
A multi-faceted woman, a true sexual being, he looked at Nancy as if seeing her for the first time. She's done lots of sexually outrageous things especially on a dare, mostly flashing her body to unsuspecting men, opening the door naked to pizza delivery men, talking dirty in bed about having sex with other men, and having sex with women. Yet, now, with her willing and wanting to have sex with his mother, that epiphany was another level of her sexual debauchery.
Even with incest, a man's world where women were looked at sideways should they want to have sex with a blood relative, the double standard reared its ugly head. Seemingly it's okay for a son to lust over his mother, a father to lust over his daughter, and even for him to lust over his girlfriend's mother. Yet when it's his girlfriend, a woman, lusting over another woman, especially when that other woman is his mother, who's not even related to her by blood, apparently that's a different story.
"Duh? I'm bi-sexual silly," she said laughing. "You know that I go both ways," she paused in her thought to look at him. "And your mother isn't old, just more mature."
"I know that you're bi-sexual but I really don't think of you as a bi-sexual woman. I just think of you as my hot, kinky, sexy girlfriend," he said looking at her without talking. "Even with you being bi-sexual, the fact remains that she's my Mom, Nance," he said pausing in his thought again to look at her while she remained silent to observe him. "Why her? Why my Mom when there are so many other woman that you can bed?"
"Rather, the question is, why not her? She's alone, vulnerable, lonely, horny, and available," she said. "She's ripe for my seduction."
"I never thought of my mother that way, horny and available," he said.
"You just have to see her in the way that I see her to want her. And," she said pointing a manicured index finger at him before putting her finger to her lip. "I know you want her as much as I want her," she said tossing her long, lush chestnut hair in the way she does when she readies herself to blow him.
"Aside from her being alone, vulnerable, lonely, horny, and available, you still didn't answer the question why you want my mom over another woman," he said.
"It's just a sexual feeling that I have in the way that you have when wanting me over another woman. She looks so beautiful when she smiles and I love her laugh. In the way that she wears her long, blonde hair and confidentially carries herself while wiggling her tight, shapely ass," she said moving her hands in the shape of his mother's ass, "she's so sexy."
"I won't argue with you that my Mom isn't sexy because she is. She's a definite MILF."
"I don't think your mother even knows how beautiful she is," said Nancy. "She reminds of that country western song by Sammy Kershaw, She Don't Know She's Beautiful. Every time I see your mother," said Nancy wrapping her arms around herself and closing her eyes, "I just want to kiss her.
"I'd love to see you two locking lips. Now that would be hot," said Joshua.
"Sometimes I imagine feeling her through her clothes and undressing her while kissing her and while moving my hand up her shapely legs to finger her, lick her, and eat her blonde pussy," said Nancy obviously swooning by the thoughts of licking Joshua's Mom, Helen.
"Wow! Holy shit, Nance. "I had no idea you were so sexually attracted to my Mom. You sound as if you're in love with her."
"Infatuated is more the word," she said. "Even though I'd do an occasional woman, I still prefer cocks to pussies," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Hooray for that. I couldn't compete against another woman," he said.
"She reminds me of an older and taller version of Kate Hudson. Actually, she could be Kate Hudson's older sister," she said giving him a look of insightfulness. "Besides, what's wrong with me wanting to have sex with your mother when you want to have sex with your mother and with my mother, if you could? Just because I'm a woman and you're a man, why does my wanting your mother make me perversely depraved and you wanting my mother make you the man?"
"That's totally different Nance," said Joshua waving a nonsensical hand in his feeble attempt to defend his reasoning for wanting to have sex with his mother and with her mother. "My wanting to have sex with my mother or with your mother even, as opposed to you having sex with my mother isn't even in the same ballpark. You wanting to have sex with my mother is like me wanting to have sex with your father."
"Batter up. It's a good thing that I swing from both sides of the plate," she said giving him a sexy look. "So long as I get an at bat and am allowed to play ball in this incestuous game of lustful desire, I'll willing to bet that it more excites you than troubles you that I'd want to round all the bases and have sex with your mother. So tell me," she said pausing in her thought to look at him. "In the way that you want to score with your mother and with my mother, how is it so different that I want to score with your mother?"
"That's easy," he said with a lackadaisical shrug. "All guys want to have sex with their mothers, especially with a mother who looks like a taller, albeit older version of Kate Hudson," he said with a cheesy smile. "She gets that a lot by the way. Lots of people have told her that she looks like Goldie Hawn's daughter. Now every time I see Kate Hudson, I get an erection while thinking of my mother sucking my cock."
"Don't be changing the subject Joshua. Tell me. What's wrong with me wanting to have sex with your mother when you'd have sex with my mother if you could and if ever she agreed to have sex with you?"
"Because, albeit twice my age, with already a sexual attraction in place, your MILF of a mother is the carbon copy of you. In twenty years, I can just see you looking in the way that your Mom looks now," he said staring at his sexy girlfriend as if imagining her in twenty years.
"I wouldn't mind looking like my Mom does now in twenty years. She's hot," said Nancy. "Definitely, my Mom is a MILF."
"In the way that you want to have sex with my mother, why wouldn't I want to have sex with your mother?" Always undressing her with his eyes, even after seeing her naked body so very many times, he looked at his girlfriend as if she was sitting there naked. "Now there's an image that I'd like to be my reality," he said with another cheesy smile.
"What image?" She looked at him while curling her hair with her finger as if picking up on his thoughts. "Tell me. Regarding your mother, what would you like to be your reality?"
"Well, if only just for comparison sake for me to compare one hot, sexy body to another," he said with boldness, "me in bed with you naked, your mother naked, and my mother naked would be so sweet." He smiled his sexual excitement at his kinky girlfriend. "Wow! Just once I'd like to know what that's like to not only be in bed with three naked women but also with two of those naked women being my mother and your mother," he said looking at her as if expecting her to agree. "Holy shit. That would be so hot."
"Yeah, well, get that image out of your head because, so long as I'm your girlfriend, that will never happen Joshua," said Nancy with jealousy.
With a hand on her shapely hip, she waved her finger in his face as if she was a black diva while moving her head from side to side as if she was a bobble doll.
"Why not?"
"Why not?" She looked at him as if he had just asked her if she had a penis. "For you to even ask that question is utter nonsense. "First of all, as far as we both know, your mother and my mother aren't lesbians or even bi-sexual," she said with some anger. "Even though I'd have sex with either one of them or both of them separately or together," she said swooning by the obvious thoughts of having sex with her and/or his mother, neither one would have sex with me. It's all just a sexual fantasy," she said with disappointment mixed with a tinge of anger.
Obviously not sexually satisfied enough with her for him to lust over her mother and his mother, even though she shared his lust, the rejection was undeniable.
"Okay, okay, calm down. We're just talking," he said.
"And if you ever have sex with my mother," she said pointing a finger of heated warning at him while bobbling her head again, "even if it's just a long, wet, lingering kiss or a hand job, I'll leave you."
"Okay, okay, my having sex with your mother is all just a sexual fantasy. I get it," said Joshua holding up both hands as if she was pointing a gun at him and he was surrendering. "I was just voicing my sexual fantasies while we were talking, that's all. It isn't likely that I'd ever have sex with your mother," he said falling silent while giving her a long look and while, no doubt, still thinking of having sex with her mother.
"It isn't likely that I'd ever have sex with your mother either," she said with disappointment.
"I still don't believe that you'd do my Mom," he said changing the subject after a long pause, obviously to put the sexual onus from him to her. "And after you said that you wouldn't do your mother, I can't believe you just included your mom in a sexual threesome with my mother. Obviously, for you to say that, you want your mother just as much as you want my mother and just as much as I want my mother too."
"Gees Joshua, get over it and why not? I'm bored sometimes too you know, and I have as many sexual fantasies as you do," she said reinforcing her words. "Just because I'm a woman doesn't mean that I don't have sexual wants, needs, and desires about my mother in the way that you have sexual wants, needs, and desires over your mother," she said.
"Boy, don't I know that," he said mumbling beneath his breath.
"Pardon? What did you just say?"
"Nothing. I didn't say anything."
"No, you said something derogatory about me, didn't you? You're such an ass," she said crossing her arms.
"Nothing. I didn't say anything," said Joshua unable to get away with lying to his girlfriend. "I, um, said, I didn't know that."
"You didn't know what Joshua?" She looked at him with annoyance. "You didn't know that I have sexual wants, needs, and desires? In the way you only pay attention to your sexual wants, needs, and desires lately and not mine, boy don't I know that," she said.
"Never mind all of that," said Joshua with exasperation. "Can we just continue discussing you wanting to have sex with my mother? That's what we're really talking about here, isn't it? You having sex with my Mom. We're not talking about me. We're talking about you in bed naked with my mother."
"Wait, before we get into that," she said looking at him with sudden insight. "Are you calling me a slut? Is that what you meant when you said, boy, don't I know that?" She stared at him with hostility but unable to keep a straight face, she burst out laughing obviously by the ridiculousness of their conversation. "Because if you're calling me slut, I am a slut but I'm your slut only."
"I'm just surprised that you sexually lust over my mother is all," he said. "I still can't believe it."
"Yeah, well, I'm surprised you sexually lust over my mother when you have me, a younger and more sexual version of her," she said while striking a sexy, Vogue pose. "Why on Earth would you want her when you have me?" As if she was a champion filly, she flipped back her hair with a toss of her head to give him a sexy look.
"I mean, it's one thing for me to lust over my mother," he said ignoring her. "But for you to lust over my mother too just blows my mind," he said looking at her with curiosity. "Tell me, what attracts you to my Mom?"
"I dunno. It's just a feeling," she said looking away from him with reflection before looking at him with sexual excitement. "Sometimes when alone in my room and touching myself, I imagine kissing your mother before making love to your mother. Sometimes, I can just picture your mother being my submissive, sex slave," she said curling and curling her hair with her finger. "I imagine making her my little whore and my sexy, slut bitch willing to do any sexual thing that I want her to do whenever I want her to do it," said Nancy. She gave him a heated look while twirling her hair with her fingers.
"Hey, don't you be calling my Mom a whore, a slut bitch, and a minx," said Joshua.
"Why not? I didn't mean any offense." She shrugged. "It's always the quiet ones who are the biggest sluts you know," she said with a sexy smile. "I bet your Mom is a real minx in bed. Meow," she said scratching at the air with her fingernails.
"Because by talking about my Mom naked and in bed with you, you're turning me on and making me horny," he said with a laugh before looking at her with seriousness. "Actually Nance, in the way that I wish I could remove myself from the action to watch you do me, I'd love to watch you do my Mom," said Joshua. "That would be so hot to watch you feel her through her clothes while kissing her before undressing her. As if I was a fly on the wall or as if I had setup a spy camera, I'd love to see you and my mother naked and in bed together. I'd love to see you with my Mom and your Mom naked. Oh my God, that would be so hot to watch the three of you having sex."
"You're such a voyeur. You've always liked to watch. You'd be the type who'd be into cuckold sex. I bet you'd like to watch me eat your mother's cunt and then watch her lick my pussy," she said with some sexual nastiness in her voice while licking the air with her tongue. "In the way that you enjoy watching me flash my sexy body to men at the mall, I figured you'd like to watch me strip your mother naked," said Nancy. "Oh yeah," she said teasing him, "getting down on my knees to move my fingers and my mouth between her legs, I'd totally do your Mom. Who knows, maybe after doing your mother, I'd be hot enough to do my mother too."
"Wow! I'm still reeling with the images of you two having lesbian sex. I just never figured you for being sexually attracted to my mother, Nance. If anything, I figured you'd be attracted to another woman who looks more like you instead of just the opposite of you."
"Looks like me?" She looked at him with confusion. "What do you mean?"
"Instead of lusting over my mother, Helen, a blonde, busty, blue-eyed, bombshell of a woman, I figured you'd be lusting over another brunette with B cup breasts who looks more like you."
"Opposites do attract," she said giving him a sexy look. "Opposites do attract."
"Speaking of blonde, busty, blue eyed bombshells, whatever happened to Susan?"
He sat there smiling in the way of Alice in Wonderland's Cheshire's cat as if imagining himself having sex with Susan.
"Susan? Susan who?"
"Your mother's girlfriend," he said.
"Oh that Susan. My Mom's best friend," she said with an insightful realization while staring at him.
"An inseparable pair, when we first started dating, she used to hang around with her all the time. As if they were sisters, they were always together. Every day they were together. She was wicked pretty and sexy too. Man, she was hot," said Joshua grabbing at his crotch.
"I bet you'd like to do her, wouldn't you?" Nancy looked at her boyfriend with a tinge of jealousy.



"Are you kidding me? Who wouldn't? Susan's drop dead gorgeous," he said stopping himself when he saw the angry look on her face. "I mean, she wasn't as gorgeous as you, of course," he said backpedaling.
"Nice try," said Nancy. "I know she's better looking and hotter than me. Hell, I'd do her again too, if I could."
"You had sex with Susan? You saw her naked," he gulped while looking at her to see her nod her head in the affirmative. "Seriously?"
"It was three years ago. My first year in college. Just nineteen back then, she was twice my age. It was a time when I was experimenting with sex with women. She came by the house looking for my mother. Well, one thing led to another and after we had a few drinks, we started kissing. Then, when we started French kissing, we were really making out," she said staring off as if she was reminiscing about having sex with Susan. "Then, after heating one another up with kissing, touching, feeling, and groping, we were in bed naked together," she said laughing.
"Wow," said Joshua. "I wish I could have watched you with her," he looked at her as if afraid to ask the next question. "What was her body like?"
"She has a porn star body," she said. "I wish I had a body as good as her body."
"You have a great body Nancy," he said. "Just curious, are her tits as fabulous as they look through her blouse and bra?"
"Even better. You would have loved her big tits Joshua. She has amazing breasts," said Nancy.
"Wow," said Joshua as if in a daze. "Have you heard from her?"
"No. I don't even know where she is. Leaving to jump from the frying pan to the fire, she left Boston for Pennsylvania after divorcing her violently, angry ex to live with her incestuous, crazy mother. Having moved to Michigan and Ohio years ago, at least her four, abusive brothers were already gone from the scene. Fearing for her life and with her ex being a dirty, Boston cop, no doubt, able to find her wherever she went, she's been trying to distance herself from her ex after he threatened to kill her for leaving him," she said.
"He's a bastard for hitting a woman," he said.
"Worse than that," she said. "A black belt in Judo, he knew where and how to hit her to not leave a mark. She has a bad back from him shoving her down the stairs."
"I wondered how she's doing now," he said.
"Last I heard she lost everything in a flood. I haven't heard from her since. Besides, she wasn't into me in the way that I was into her."
"Wait. Back up. Not into you? What do you mean by her not being into you?"
"I did her. We had sex the one time. I even gave her an orgasm, but she didn't return the favor. I think she was embarrassed that she was having sex with her best friend's daughter. All she did in return was to French kiss me while feeling my tits and fingering my nipples. In that respect, she was much like you after I've given you a blowjob," she said with an annoying laugh.
"I give you more than just kissing you and feeling your tits," he said kissing her while feeling her tits.
"Again much like you, she didn't even finger my pussy forget about licking my pussy. We only had sex the one time when she was drunk and I was horny," she said with a laugh. "That was a long time ago now," said Nancy as if missing her.
"You're always horny. You're like a guy in that regard," said Joshua.
"Oh, aren't you the lucky one?" She tossed her hair again while giving her boyfriend a sexy smile. "Besides she prefers men to women. She prefers sucking cock to licking pussy. Had we not been both drunk, she never would have allowed me to kiss her, strip her naked, finger her, and lick her," she said.
"Damn," said Joshua. "I wish I could have been there to see all of that."
"I wonder who she's with now if anyone," said Nancy mindlessly twirling her hair again while staring out the window across from the couch where she was sitting. "Someone who looks like her had her pick of men and women. She could be married with a child for all that I know. It's been more than two years since I saw her last," said Nancy with sadness. "If she's married, I hope she married well. With all that she's been through in her life, she deserves to finally be happy."
"She was so totally hot," said Joshua ignoring Susan's stated emotional turmoil to more focus on her physical attributes. "She had great cleavage, Loni Anderson type cleavage, the best cleavage I've ever seen. Tall, blonde, busty, blue-eyed, and beautiful, she could have been a movie star or definitely a porn star with that body," she Joshua. "I'd do her. I probably could seduce her too, I bet," he said with pride.
"I don't think you could have seduced her. She'd never go to bed with you, especially with me being your girlfriend. She's not your type and she wasn't a slut," said Nancy with a laugh. "Even though she sometimes dressed like one, she was selective in who she invited in her bed," she said. "Besides after all the sexual abuse she suffered from her uncle, her cousin, her piano teacher, and even her brothers, she was totally turned off on men. Ripe for the change, she would have made a great lesbian. Definitely, just as you'd leave me for her, I'd leave you for her," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Thanks a lot Nance. Still, so long as we could have a threesome before you left and allowed me to take some X-rated photos of you two in action, I wouldn't blame you for leaving me for her," he said with a dirty laugh. "She was easy on the eyes," he said moving his hands in the shape of an hour glass figure. "And you're right. Just as you'd leave me for her, I'd leave you for her. Who wouldn't?"
"Men are such fools. Women are different than men Joshua, when it comes to sexual attractions. We don't just focus at the outside package as much as do men. The person on the inside is just as important to us as the person on the outside," she said fixing her blouse and moving her hair in place with an experienced hand while pausing to change the subject.
"You're right, women want more than just good looks. Wanting to know the man's occupation and bank account balance, they want security," he said with a laugh.
"If I wanted security and a big bank balance, I wouldn't be dating your unemployed ass. I'd be with a big spender who had lots of money," she said returning his laugh. "Getting back to your mother, I really do like your Mom. She's cool, albeit a bit tense. No doubt, she needs to get laid," she said with a dirty laugh. "She needs to have an orgasm to relax. I wonder how long it's been since she's had toe curling sex," said Nancy curling her hair with her finger.
"Wow! You with my mother is so kinky. I can't believe it. I like it though," he said. "The more that I think about you two naked and in bed together, the more that I like the idea. I can just see you two having sex," he said with pause. "Only, there's one big problem with your selection."
"What's that?"
"Just as you said before, my Mom's not bi-sexual. Forget about her being a licker, I can't even imagine her being a sucker. I wonder if she sucks cock. I can't imagine my Mom with a big, hard, hairy dick in her mouth," he said.
"Don't be so naïve Joshua. All women suck cock. Just because she's your mother doesn't mean that she's a virgin," said Nancy. "She must have had sex at least once in her life to get pregnant with you. Just because she's your mother doesn't mean that she's never sucked a cock or licked a pussy."
"I know. It's just hard for me to imagine my mother having a life before me, especially a sex life before me," said Joshua.
"In the way that you're hot for my mother, the more that I think about having sex with your mother, the hotter I am for her," she said grabbing at her breasts and squeezing.
"I don't know Nance, even though I love to do my Mom and for you to do my Mom, my Mom would never allow us to turn her into our slut whore and submissive, sexual slave. She's such a strong, willed woman that I can't see her submitting her will to us to give us sex on command. A woman with a lot of class and confidence, I just can't see me humiliating my mother, even though it would be hot to turn the tables on her."
"You're so naïve Joshua. There are a lot of very educated, confident men and women who have lots of class and who are into submissive and/or humiliating role playing," she said. "Control for some is just another form of sex."
"I'd like to control my mother. I'd like her to be my child and me be her Daddy. I'd love to strip her naked to give her a bath. I'd love to pull up her short skirt, pull down her panty, bend her over my knees, and spank her naked ass." He looked at her. "Do you know what I mean?"
"Oh yeah, I know what you mean baby. You can strip me naked, give me a bath, and pull down my panties to spank my naked ass any time lover," she said. "I've been bad Daddy, so very bad. I really need a good spanking."
"Don't tempt me," he said.
"Now that you mention spanking your mother's naked ass," she said closing her eyes and inhaling at the mere mention of Helen's naked ass. "I can just see your Mom running around the house wearing a dirty diaper and me changing her," she said laughing. "Now that would be hot," said Nancy pointing her index finger as if punctuating what she just said with a period.
"Eww, wet pee and shitty diapers, that's a bit too kinky for me," said Joshua. "If that's what lights your fire, changing my Mom's diaper, I'll leave that to you."
"Looks who's talking, panty sniffer," said Nancy with a laugh. "I bet you still sniff your Mom's panties."
"So?" Suddenly with the sexual spotlight shining brightly on him, he appeared uncomfortable with the conversation. "A rite of passage, it's normal for a son to sniff his mother's panties, kind of, isn't it?" He looked at her for validation or vindication but instead she just rolled her eyes.
"To be honest, I wouldn't mind powdering your mother's naked ass," said Nancy with a dirty laugh.
"I can see your point when it comes to control and humiliation with my Mom helplessly dependent upon us to change her own diaper," he said looking as if he was beginning to embrace, even like the idea of having such control over his mother while humiliating her. "Wow. As kinky as it's nasty, it's so sexually exciting to think about having that kind of control over my mother that I could even humiliate her by having her walk around us wearing a diaper."
"I figured you'd like the idea of controlling your mother in such a wicked way," said Nancy with thoughtfulness. "You realize, of course, that her wearing a diaper is more about control and submissiveness than it is about sex."
"I know. It's all part of the fun in having a submissive, sexual slave Nance. The sex conveniently ties into it too," he said. "I mean, it wouldn't be as fun if it was all about control."
"You'd love to have control over your mother in the way that you think you have control over me now," she said with a laugh. "Yet, don't kid yourself about your mother's sexual orientation. All women are bi-sexual one time or another. We're different from men in that way," she said.
"What do you mean?"
"A woman licking a pussy is different than a man sucking a cock. It's not nearly the same," she said. "Even heterosexual women, especially when in the swinging lifestyle, would willingly lick a pussy, especially if their man was watching. All men get off seeing two beautiful women going at one another."
"I don't know Nance. Even though I think that I can seduce any woman and even though it excites me to imagine you and/or me having sex with my Mom, I'm not sure that I can seduce my own mother. That's incest. That's just nasty, isn't it?" As if waiting for her to disagree with him, he looked long and hard at his sexy girlfriend before speaking. "Be honest, would you really do my Mom or are you just teasing me to get me going?"
"Why not? I'd definitely do your Mom, especially if you would too. We could do her together, that is, if she was agreeable to having sex with us. She's nice to me and she's very pretty. In the way that you'd do my mother, I'd do your Mom," she said with a dirty laugh. "Besides, you said that you can seduce anyone. I'd love to watch you seduce your Mom."
"I dunno. Too close to home; I think we're pushing the submissive, sexual slave envelope in trying to make my Mom our submissive sexual slave though," he said. "Don't you think? Maybe we should try this with someone else, perhaps with one of your friend's mothers."
"No, I like the idea of doing Helen. Who knows Joshua, if it works with your mother," she said curling her long hair with her finger again while flashing him a sexy look. "Maybe we'll try it on my mother next."
"Oh my God, I like that idea even better," he said. "I'd love to touch and feel your mother everywhere while kissing her and stripping off her clothes. Looking up at me with her big, hazel eyes, I can just see your mother on her knees sucking my cock before I push her back on the bed to pound her pussy."
"Bullshit," said Nancy. "You're so full of shit Joshua. Who are you kidding? Don't you know that I know you better than that? I can see right through you."
"What?" He looked at her in shock. "What the Hell are you talking about? What do you mean?"
"If both women were standing before you naked and you could only have sex with one, I dare say that you'd choose your mother to have sex with over my mother," she said.
"Okay. You're right. Now that you've brought my incestuous lust for my mother out in the open and held the mirror of incest up to my face, just as you'd like to have sex with my mother," he said pausing as if embarrassed to confess. "I would too. I admit that my imagining having sex with my mother makes me hot."
"Duh. I figure as much. You're so transparent that I wouldn't be surprised if your mother knows that you want to do her," said Nancy. "In the way that you stare and leer at her and in the way that you walk around her wearing pajamas without underwear with an erection, I'd be surprised if she didn't already know how much you wanted her."
"Only taking it a step further than just incest," he said pausing in thought. "I'd like to make my own Clockwork Orange story with my Mom as the submissive star and you as sexy my co-star," he said getting all dreamy eyed. "I'd love to strip my Mom naked and force her to have sex with me."
"Now you're talking. Now you're making me hot and horny. I'd love to strip your mother naked and force her to have sex with me too," said Nancy holding her hands up in front of her crotch as if she was holding the back of Helen's head while she licked Nancy's pussy.
"Then, if we're successful with my mother, I'd love to try the same thing with your mother. Actually, I think it would be easier to make your mother a submissive, sex slave than it would be to make my mother a slutty whore," he said.
"Why do you say that?"
"Because like daughter, like mother, your Mom is easy and my Mom isn't," he said with a laugh.
"Fuck you. My Mom isn't easy Joshua, but compared to your mother, I can see your point. Your mother is a Nun compared to my mother," said Nancy. "Interesting," she said looking at her boyfriend with wonder. "So do we have our submissive, sexual, slut of a victim?"
"I think so. My mother it is," he said slapping her a high five. "She's the one that we'll seduce and make into our sex slave. Then, we'll do your mother next."
"Now for the hard part, lover boy, other than drugging her, hypnotizing her, or getting her drunk, if you think you can seduce anyone, tell me how you'd seduce your mother. She doesn't look like the type who'd have sex with her son never mind having lesbian sex with her son's girlfriend. I think you'd have a better shot of seducing my mother or your mother alone than I would. Although I do have a few tricks up my sleeve," she said.
"Tricks? What kind of tricks?"
"You'll see," she said.
"I dunno. I think you'd have to be a magician or a hypnotist to get my mother's clothes off of her while she's in my presence or your presence even. Unlike your sexy mother, my Mom is modest when it comes to nudity and inhibited when it comes to sex. I think my Dad was the only man she had sex with and then when he left her, it's been only her and her vibrator," he said.
"You heard your mother masturbating? That's hot," said Nancy looking at him with thoughtfulness. "Maybe she wanted you to hear her playing with herself. Maybe she wanted you to lend her a hand, a finger, or a tongue," she said with a sexy laugh.
"I only wish," he said. "When she goes up to her room to take a nap or takes a bath in the middle of the day, I know she's in there masturbating," he said with a sly laugh. "I wonder what she thinks about when she's masturbating," he said looking at his girlfriend. "I wonder if she thinks about blowing me."
"She thinks about you, of course, her son, lover boy," said Nancy laughing. "Maybe not in the sexual way that you'd like her to think of you but, no doubt, you're always on her mind."
"What do you think about Nancy when you masturbate?"
"I think about you. I think about sucking your cock, of course," she said feeling his erection through his pants and rolling her eyes when he was more focused on watching her hand than looking at her pretty face.
"I only wish she wanted me in the way that I want her," he said again. "When I mute my TV, I can hear the soft hum of her purple rabbit. Trust me, if I knew she'd want my help, I'd love to lend her a hand, a finger, or my tongue. It takes all the control that I have not to barge in her room or in the bathroom when she's masturbating to offer her a helping hand or a hard cock," he said with a dirty laugh. "Whenever I hear her masturbating, I masturbate too on the hopes that she'll walk in my room without knocking but she never does."
"So what do you think?" Nancy looked at her boyfriend with wickedness.
"About what?" He returned her look with innocent curiosity.
"Are you ready to have sex with your mother? Are you ready to make her your sexy slave? Are you ready to strip her naked and force her to have sex with us? I'm ready," she said.
"Ready? I've always been ready to have sex with my Mom but let me think about it. I'm sure I can come up with a way for me to get my mother in bed but I'm not sure if she'll welcome you in bed with us too. I don't want to screw up my living arrangements here. I can't afford a place on my own, just yet."
"I'll tell you what. Let's make a game of it," she said. "So as not to frighten her, needing her to more look forward to us being sexually attentive to her, we'll take things slow."
"A game? I like games. You know how competitive I am," he said looking at his girlfriend with excitement. "Okay? What's the game?"
"I'll bet you that I can seduce your mother before you can," she said with a knowing smile.
"No way but I'll take that bet," he said with confidence. "Being that my Mom isn't lesbian or bi-sexual even, my Mom would do me before she'd do you, that's for sure."
"Trust me. I think I have a better chance of doing her and once I bed her, she'll not only have sex you but also with the both of us," said Nancy.
"Only how do we even begin to seduce my Mom?"
"I have an idea," said Nancy.
"What? Tell me."
"Her birthday is coming up, isn't it?"
"It is," he said.
"Did you buy her anything yet?"
"No," he said chagrinned no doubt that he waited until the last minute to buy his mother a birthday gift. "I was hoping you'd go to the mall with me to pick out something for her. I'm not good at that stuff. I hate shopping. Other than her bra and panty size, I don't even know her sizes," he said laughing while shrugging.
"Tell me you're not really still removing her underwear from the laundry hamper and sniffing her panties, are you?"



"No, I haven't done that in years," he said. "Okay months...weeks...yesterday," he said with a laugh. "And so what if I am? I have needs," he said with nervous laugh. "All guys want to sleep with their mothers," he said with a shrug. "With you not always available to give me sex whenever I want it, if the closest thing I come to having sex with my mother is to sniff her underwear while masturbating over the images of her naked and on her knees, what's so wrong with that?"
"Eww, you're such a disgusting pervert," she said with a laugh.
"You wouldn't be with me if I wasn't a disgusting pervert," he said laughing.
"You're right. It takes one to know one," she laughed.
"So tell me more about the seduction plan."
"How's this? What if you bought her a low cut, sheer, sexy nightgown for her birthday, one that showed everything and I mean everything? You buy her a nightgown that shows more of her than she'd want you, or me for that matter, to see of her. Imagine seeing your mother's tits, ass, areolas, nipples, ass, and pussy right through the sheer material of her sexy nightgown."
"Wow. I really like that idea. So far so good," he said. "I'd love to see my mother show me some skin hidden by only some barely there gauze like material. I'd love to see my mother's tits and nipples through a sheer nightgown but, so very modest, especially in front of me, she always wears a robe over her long, flannel nightgowns. She'd never wear something as revealing as that in front of me or in front of you. She's too morally modest. The women goes to church every week. If she was anymore pious, she'd be a nun," he said laughing. "Sister Helen," he said irreverently laughing while making the sign of the cross.
"I bet you'd like to do a nun," said Nancy laughing.
"I would. I always wondered what they wear beneath their habits," he said.
"Getting back to your mother, what if we had a little surprise birthday party for her but, before you give her the gift, we relax her with a couple glasses of wine?" said Nancy. "Perhaps once she's tipsy, she'll loosen up and lose her inhibitions and won't mind you seeing bits and pieces of her."
"Trust me. My Mom isn't much of a drinker. She only needs one glass of wine to get more than a little tipsy."
"Perfect," said Nancy. "Then, once she's tipsy, you give her the gift and while she's swooning over you buying her a sexy nightgown, we'll ask her to model it for you. Under the guise of helping her, I can even help her undress while coercing her to model the nightgown for you," said Nancy.
"I dunno, just like that where the women doesn't come out of the water, song, "She wore an itsy bitsy, yellow, polka dot bikini," my mother would never leave her room while wearing such a revealing, sexy nightgown.
"We'll turn the lights down low, maybe even only have candlelight. Then, once she's in her nightgown and standing in the living room and modeling for us, after another glass of wine, we'll turn on the lights so that you can see every sinful part of her. Once she knows that she's so exposed and once you've seen all that you've always wanted to see of her, trust me, I'll take it from there and will do the rest."
"How?"
"Well, first I'll give her my birthday gift, a compact vibrator, that I'll tell her is a body massager," she said with a laugh. "Then, when she's totally relaxed and drunk, I'll give her my magic finger massage," said Nancy. "Once she's inebriated enough and relaxed enough, I'll use the vibrator on her, first on her nipples and then on her clit. Unable to resist my seduction of her, she won't know what hit her."
"Oh my God, I'd love to watch you lift up her nightgown, expose her pussy, and masturbate my mother."
"Not as much as I'd love to masturbate your mother and for your mother to masturbate me," said Nancy. "I bet you'd love to watch me lick her pussy too."
"I would love to watch you two having sex," he said falling silent as if imagining his girlfriend having lesbian sex with his mother. "Maybe she'll let me feel her tits and suck her nipples while you masturbate her pussy with the vibrator."
"Trust me. A soft, sensual massage, especially when she's so vulnerably relaxed from drinking too much is the way to seduce your mother," said Nancy."
"You do give a sensual massage. I think if you started by giving my Mom a foot massage, she'd allow you to masturbate her," he said with a laugh.
"Yeah, a foot massage would definitely help relax her. Then, once she's relaxed, for her not to be embarrassed that she's the only one showing some skin, we'll gradually strip naked too. We'll cajole, coerce, and force her to have sex with us," said Nancy.
"My sexual fantasy come true, I'd love to see my Mom naked," said Joshua feeling the head of his emerging cock through his pants. "I'd love for my mother to see me naked. I'd love to watch you masturbating my mother. I'd love to make love to my Mom. I'd love for my mother to blow me, really suck my cock so that I could cum in her mouth to watch her swallow."
"Maybe you'll get to see and do all of that and more. Maybe you'll have your sexual fantasies all come true. With another glass or two of wine, your mother will be putty in our hands."
Joshua looked behind him to the reception hall and looked pale as if he had just seen a ghost.
"What was that? I just heard a noise behind me. Did you hear something?" He looked from the reception hall to look at Nancy before looking back behind him. "Shit I think my Mom is home. Too focused on our conversation, I never even heard her car pull in the driveway. I never heard her put her key in the lock to open the front door," he said in a whisper. "Do you think she heard us?"
"Nah, I think she just came in. If she heard anything at all, I don't think she'd be able to put our sexual plan all together," she said whispering.
* * * * *
With her short skirt raised to her waist, Helen stood hidden behind a door in the reception hall. With one hand positioned inside the side of her panty and the other hand buried inside of her blouse and down in her bra, she fingered her nipple and pussy while listening to her handsome son and his sexy girlfriend talking about having sex with her. Coming home early and unexpectedly, she knew by the musky aroma that lingered in the air that they always had sex in her bed whenever she left them alone in her house. She was hoping to catch them having sex. She was hoping to see her son and his hot girlfriend naked. She was hoping to see her son's cock and Nancy's hot body. She was hoping to surprise them so that maybe they'd surprise her by inviting her to join them.
She's been so horny lately that, even if only to masturbate over, she'd love to see her son and/or his girlfriend naked. Sexually attracted to her son since he turned eighteen and was now of legal age, his coming of age coincided with her horniness and need for sex. Having never had sex with a woman before, horny enough to try, she'd even do his girlfriend in a threesome if ever the opportunity presented itself. Only, just a sexual fantasy of having incestuous sex with her son and hot sex with his sexy girlfriend before, she never realized that her fantasy could be her reality until she overheard their conversation.
After secretly listening to their outrageous sexual conversation with her as their lustful star, she couldn't believe that her son wants to have sex with her as much as she wants to have sex with him. Wanting to tease him and hoping to entice him, if there was a way that her son could catch her naked without him knowing how much she wants to have sex with him, she'd gladly show him her naked body. Wishing she could see his cock, if there was a way that she could see her son naked without appearing to be the incestuous slut that she is, she'd love to see her son naked. Only, always afraid to make take the first step, obviously now, they were going to take the first incestuous, sexual step on her birthday.
She couldn't believe that his girlfriend wants to have sex with her too. She couldn't believe that their plan is to get her drunk on her birthday for her to model a sexy nightgown. Just the thought of showing them her body through sheer nightgown excited her. Just the thoughts of a threesome sexually excited her. Well, if it's a show they want, it's a show that she'll give them. Turning the tables on them, instead of being their submissive bitch, maybe she'll make them both her submissive bitches.
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Wishing she could continue masturbating herself right there in the hall and wishing she could make her sexual feelings for them known, Helen reluctantly pulled up her panties, pushed down her short skirt, eased her breasts back in her bra, and buttoned her blouse. Never expecting her to be the sexy porn star of their conversation, already so very wet over all the sexual things they said about her, she was flushed with sexual excitement by the thoughts of them wanting her. She was so aroused.
No one has wanted her in a long time. Focused on work and her career, she hasn't wanted anyone in a long time. If figures that the one who'd want her is her son and his girlfriend and the ones that she'd want are her son and his girlfriend. Filled with the vision of the three of them naked and in bed together, she was quaking with the thoughts of having sex with Joshua and Nancy. After overhearing them talking about having sex with her, she's never been as sexually aroused as she is now.
Wanting to make their wish come true, in the bold way that they discussed her when they didn't know she was standing there, she wished she had the brazenness to strip off her clothes and walk in the living room naked, only she couldn't do that. She wondered what they'd say if she dared did. She wondered what they'd do seeing her without her clothes. Would they stare or would they be embarrassed, not for themselves but for her.
The adult in control here, she was Joshua's mother after all. Nonetheless, a delicious sexual fantasy to have, she couldn't help but wonder their reaction if she did strip off her clothes and walk in the living room naked. She so wanted to parade naked in front of them but she couldn't. Nearly half her age, he was her son and she couldn't do that even though she so wanted to give him what she overheard her wanting. He wanted her. He wanted to have sex with his mother.
Making a horrible mistake, what if they were all talk and no action? What if she stripped off her clothes in the hall and walked in the living room naked and they rejected her instead of wanting to have sex with her? What if the whole conversation between them was just a sexual fantasy and nothing more than role playing and a joke between one another at her expense? What if they were having this sexual conversation about her just to use as pillow talk when having sex with one another later. Yet, what if all they said is how they truly felt? What if they really wanted to have sex with her?
Naked and with her ass poised in the air and her legs spread, she could only imagine herself leaning down to suck her son's cock while his girlfriend licked her pussy from behind and beneath. It's been a long time since she's had sex and she quivered with the thought of her son making love to her before fucking her, really fucking her and before she rolled him over to pound his hard, young, naked body. It's been an even longer time since she had her pussy licked.
She never had a threesome before but, in the way she felt now, she'd have one tonight. She never had sex with a woman before but, so sexually aroused, she'd be willing to have sex with Nancy too. If only for the sake of her son, if what he so wanted her to do was to not only have sex with him but also to have sex with his girlfriend, she do that. Who was she kidding? She's always been as attracted to her son's girlfriend as she is to her son.
As she couldn't help herself in her incestuous desire for her son, she couldn't help herself in her lesbian desire for his girlfriend. In the way that Nancy looked and acted, Helen has always been physically and emotionally attracted to her. Never contemplating it until now, if there was one woman she'd do, she'd do Nancy. She never met anyone like her. For someone so young, barely twenty-two-years-old and so very sexual, she was boldly outrageous in her thoughts and actions. If Helen was younger, and with Nancy being a bad influence on her, daring her to do the things that she'd never do on her own, they'd be best friends with benefits, no doubt.
"I'm home," she said making more noise with her bag, coat, and pocketbook than necessary.
"Hi Mom," said Joshua calling to her from the living room.
"Hi Helen," said Nancy.
Wouldn't they be surprised if she suddenly appeared in the doorway naked? Already imagining them as so, Helen wished when she rounded the corner that her son and his girlfriend would be sitting there naked. How hot would that be for her to see her son's erect cock and his girlfriend's naked, shapely body? What would she do if they were naked? Would she stare or would she look away? Would she join them by getting naked herself or would she reject them by making them feel so perversely perverted that they were naked in her living room? In the way that she felt now, with the first one her preferred option, instead of playing the responsible mother and instead of scolding them, she'd strip off her clothes and have wild sex with them.
Suspecting that they weren't naked but wishing they were, Helen emerged from the hall to walk in the living room. With the Queen of the house home, Joshua stood as a sign of respect when his mother entered the room. With her paying for his college tuition and all of his other daily expenses, he was financially dependent upon her after all. With her always working late, he rarely spends any time with her anymore. She comes and he goes. He comes and she goes. Close once, now if judging him by his conversation, instead of being the kind, caring, loving, and obedient son, all of his thoughts for his mother were incestuously sexual. With the bulk of his days spent with his girlfriend, lately their new topic of discussion is seducing his mother.
"How are you two?"
"Good," answered Joshua and Nancy together as if they were in an elementary school class and she was their teacher.
Unable to remove the thoughts of her standing naked before them from her mind, she looked from her son to his girlfriend and back to her son again while imagining them sitting there naked. Her son looked so handsome and his shapely girlfriend looked so sexy. Wondering if they just had sex or were about to have sex, still imagined them both naked. She was so horny by the knowledge that they both wanted to have sex with her. How hot was that? Never believing that she'd be so tempted, they had pushed all of her sexual buttons with their outrageously naughty, erotic conversation about how they'd seduce her.
"Are you two getting along?" What she really meant and wanted to say was, did you two just have sex in my bed again?
"We're good," said Joshua.
"He's bored," said Nancy rolling her eyes with a shrug while looking up at Helen with a face full of sexual lust.
If she didn't know any better she would have thought that Nancy had just given her the sexual eye. Oh yeah, for sure, this bitch wants her. Had she not overheard their sexy conversation about her, she never would have thought that her son's girlfriend would remotely be interested in an old broad like her, but now she knew. A feeling that she only felt when with a man, that familiar, warm wetness between her thighs, she now felt when looking at Nancy. She wanted to kiss her but was afraid. She wished that Nancy would make the first move and kiss her.
"Bored?" She looked from her Nancy to look at Joshua.
"I've never seen him so bored," said Nancy still staring at Helen.
With Nancy staring at her, seemingly undressing her with her eyes, feeling much like the object of sexual desire that she obviously was, Helen laughed nervously. She couldn't remember the last time that someone sexually lusted over her. Biting her lip, she looked from Nancy to Joshua with disbelief before putting a hand to her shapely hip.
"How could you possibly be bored?"
"I dunno, I just am," he said with an annoyed tone to his voice possibly because Nancy broke his confidence. "Actually, I'm more restless than I am bored," he said in a feeble attempt to cover up his boredom.
"When I was your age," said Helen in a reminiscing voice that had more kindness than scolding in it. "I was a lot of things, but bored and/or restless wasn't one of them. You need to get out more Joshua, if only for a walk. You spend too much time in this house doing homework and playing video games," and watching porn while masturbating she wanted to add but didn't.
Scolding him now in the way of a mother instead of an incestuous lover, she watched him not looking at her. Perhaps masturbation was a sensitive matter for him. Perhaps he was embarrassed. Perhaps there was a masturbation code imbedded in their genetic makeup. Much like she always was, she knew he was always masturbating. In the way that she constantly and continually masturbated over her son, she knew that he masturbated over her.
Purposely arranging her discarded panties so that she could tell if they've been tampered with, she knew that he went through her laundry hamper to fondle her bra and sniff her panties. At first she thought him sniffing her panties was gross and his behavior disgusting but now, if he got off just fondling and sniffing her discarded underwear, she could only imagine what how he'd do if his mouth and fingers were positioned between her legs. As if he were her dog, would he sniff her before licking her and would he fuck her from behind after licking her?
Lost in the sexual fantasy when masturbating over the wicked thoughts of having sex with her son, she could only imagine him licking her while fucking her with his long fingers. While eating her pussy, she imagined him reaching up to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples with his free hand. She knew that he wanted her as much as she wanted him. Yet, she figured, albeit incorrectly, once he had Nancy as his steady and sexually, do-anything girlfriend, that he'd no longer want her, his middle aged mother.
It was unbelievable to her that he still wants her. Just as she couldn't understand why he wanted her sexually, she couldn't understand why she wanted her son and now his girlfriend sexually. Now that his sexy girlfriend wants to have sex with his mother as much as he wants to have sex with his mother, how hot would that be for the three of them to have a sexual relationship? She could only imagine all the hot sex they'd have.
"I offered to do things and go somewhere with him, even just for a walk or to take in a movie, but he'd rather stay here and sulk," said Nancy. "He's such a big baby."
"Oh you poor baby," said Helen taking that as her cue and walking to her son to give him a pelvis to pelvis hug.
"Gees, Mom, you treat me as a child," he said seemingly embarrassed that his mother was being so affectionate in front of his girlfriend.
Only, when she hugged him, she hugged him more as the man that he was instead of the boy that he wasn't. Impaling her soft stomach with his stiff prick, she wished he was naked. When she returned his hug, pressing her big breasts against his muscular chest, she wished she was naked too. When she hugged him, she wished he'd reach down to cup her ass through her short skirt before lifting up her skirt high enough to stick his big, horny hand between her legs to cup her pussy through her panty.
"Thank you for taking such good care of my baby," said Helen releasing her son to hug his girlfriend too.
When she hugged Nancy, never wanting to kiss a woman before, she had this lustful urge to kiss her. Already knowing what it's like to kiss a man, being that she's kissed so many men, she now wondered what it would be like to kiss a woman. Only, Nancy wasn't just any woman. Not only was she her son's girlfriend but also she was a sexual beast, an animal that smelled like sex even when she wasn't having sex. She was hot. She was sexy. Something she wished she could be, especially when she was her age, she was naughty and brazenly bold. She was the only woman that she ever wanted to do. Now obvious by the conversation that Nancy had with her son, she wants to do her too.
Her obvious intention when hugging them, she filled their nostrils with her expensive, French perfume. By giving each more than a motherly hug and by aligning her shapely body close to their hard, young bodies to rub herself up against them, she was goading and sexually teasing them so that they'd want her even more. If only they dared, she'd allow one, the other, or both to kiss her. If only they dared, she'd allow one, the other, or both to French kiss her while touching and feeling her through her clothes.
"His mood turned to shit after he watched Clockwork Orange again," said Nancy sighing.
"I swear, Joshua, I'm going to throw that movie in the trash," she said pointing her finger at her son and raising her voice. "Every time you watch Clockwork Orange you're upset by it."
"It's just a movie Mom," said Joshua quietly while making a face at his girlfriend.
"Obviously, it's more than just a movie to you," she said scolding him again.
She imagined her son cutting holes in her clothes to expose her naked body to him and his sexy girlfriend. She imagined her son stripping her naked, just as what happened in the movie, before having sex with her. How should she act if that was to happen? Should she act shocked? Should she fight? Or should she embrace their sexual intentions by allowing them to have their wicked ways with her naked body?
"How was your day Mom?" He was quick to change the subject by focusing his attention more on her.
"Exhausting. It's late and I'm tired," she said looking at her watch. "I'm going to relax in my bath before getting ready for bed. I'm leaving Sunday night for a business trip to Houston."
"Houston? A business trip? But it's your birthday Monday."
"Oh, that's right. It is my birthday. I forgot," she said.
Only she didn't forget. Another fucking birthday alone, she dreads her birthdays. She's dreading turning forty-one. An age where she didn't feel as old and where she felt she still had a chance at love and romance, she wished she was still thirty-nine-years-old. Wishing she had someone to grow old with, she dreaded growing older without having a man in her life.
Too busy with work to have the time for a partner, how sick is she to be so focused on having sex with her son and his girlfriend instead of looking for a man of her own? Sacrificing her personal life and her sex life for her career, she wanted to be in charge and lead people. Now that she got her wish and her ideal job, she's been too busy to look for love and to have sex, even if she was to find her ideal man. Not nearly the same as a man's hard cock, her only sexual release has been her vibrator and dildo.
"How long will you be gone?"
"I'll be home late Friday," she said. "We can celebrate my birthday next Saturday," she said smiling at her son and his girlfriend and acting as if her birthday wasn't important. She turned to leave the living room before turning to look at them again. "Good night."
She looked from her son to look at his girlfriend before looking at her son again while imagining they were sitting there naked. She needed that one last naked visual to masturbate herself in her bath. She wondered if they'd have sex as soon as she retired to her bedroom. She wondered if Nancy would suck her son's cock in the way that she wished she could. She wondered if her son would eat his girlfriend before fucking her in the way that she imagined he'd do his mother. Instead of taking the necessary steps to seduce her, instead of barging in her bathroom while she was bathing, instead she wondered if they'd use all that they discussed about seducing her as merely their sexy pillow talk.
Now that she was leaving for Texas, they'd have the house for five long days and five hot nights to themselves. If she knew how to hook one up, she'd install a camera somewhere in her bedroom to watch them having sex. Now that she was leaving for Texas, she wondered if they'd still go through with their seduction of her when she returned. Now that she was leaving for Texas and now that she knew their pillow talk plans, she wished she could stay here for her surprised birthday party.
Helen disappeared in her bedroom and closed her door. She ran her bath while undressing and while imagining undressing in the living room for her son and his girlfriend. Not much of an exhibitionist, she could be persuaded to expose herself to her handsome son and his sexy girlfriend if she knew that they really wanted her, that it wasn't just pillow talk, and if they made the first move. Taking their anticipated seduction a step further, wanting to know if they're just all talk or sexual action, she imagined modeling the sexy nightgown they planned to buy her. Maybe once they saw her nearly naked in the nightgown they said they'd buy for her birthday is when they'd make their move. Maybe they're waiting for her to show some skin before they'd make the first move.
She couldn't wait for them to see her nearly naked body through the sheer material of the sexy nightgown that she imagined they'd buy. No doubt, she'd be so excited that her nipples would be fully erect, as erect as she imagined her son's cock would be and how wet Nancy would be by the nearly naked sight of her. She imagined them touching and feeling her through her nightgown while kissing her. If only they knew how wet she'd be with the anticipation of having sex with them, they'd think her such an incestuous whore.
Instead, having learned to live with her sexual frustration, she couldn't wait to masturbate over the conversation that she overhead between her son and his girlfriend. She couldn't wait to have an orgasm while imagining having sex with not only Joshua but also with Nancy. Stripping them naked in her mind, she wanted to visualize all that would happen at her surprise birthday party as she took her bath and masturbated and as she slept on the plane. She stepped in her bath and sat in the tub. She allowed the warm water to heat up her passion to have sex with them while she fingered her pussy and pulled her nipples.
* * * * *
"Do you think she heard us talking?" Joshua looked at his girlfriend.
"It would make things so much easier if she had," said Nancy giving him a sexy smile. "But I don't think she heard us. She came home at the tail end of our conversation. If she heard anything at all, she wouldn't know who or what we were talking about."
"Yeah but did you see how she hugged me? She hugged me the same way that you hug me," he said looking at his girlfriend with sexual excitement. "Rubbing her whole body against mine, my mother never hugs me in that sexual way," he said.
"Her hug doesn't mean anything Joshua," said Nancy waving a nonsensical hand. "She hugged me in the same way too. It was just a hug and no big deal," she said with a non-phased shrug that no doubt hid her sexual excitement.
"She made me wish that I was naked when she hugged me like that. She made me wish that she was naked when she hugged me like that," he said looking at his girlfriend as if he was seemingly looking at his mother.
"Apparently, maybe because she's going away, in case her plane crashes, God forbid, that's just how she hugs people," said Nancy with another shrug. "You just think her hug means more because you want her," she said putting her hands by her sides and humping the air with her hips.
"Yeah, well, I hope she doesn't hug everyone like that because she gave me a boner," said Joshua.
"Trust me, you having a boner is no indication of anything. You always have a boner. You're such a pervert," she said with a laugh.
"I wonder if she's in there masturbating," he said ignoring her comments to stare at his mother's bedroom door. "I wonder if she heard us talking and she's masturbating over all that we said," he said looking at his girlfriend.
"Calm down Joshua. You're making yourself crazy over your mother hugging you," she said. "I don't think she heard anything and if she did and was interested, she would have entered the living room naked."



"Naked? My mother would never strip herself naked in front of me, not in a million years," said Joshua looking off as if imagining his mother naked. "The woman goes to church every Sunday, even tomorrow, no doubt, before leaving for her flight, she'll be at Mass praying for my lost soul."
"All of this because you watched Clockwork Orange again," said Nancy slowly shaking her head.
"Maybe she's masturbating over having sex with me," he said ignoring her comment again. "Maybe she's masturbating over having sex with you. Maybe she's masturbating over having sex with the both of us. Wishing I was a fly on her bathroom wall, so long as she didn't squish me, I'd love to sneak in there and watch her masturbate," said Joshua still staring at his mother's closed, bedroom door.
"You'd like that, wouldn't you? You watching your naked mother masturbate over your imagined thoughts of her having sex with you, or with me, or with the both of us," said Nancy, "is something that makes you horny, doesn't it?"
"Are you kidding me? Fuck yeah," he said looking at his girlfriend with obvious sexual excitement. "I'd love to have a wild night of threesome sex with my mother as our sexy slave. Then, once we do my mother, maybe we can invite your mother to do us too. Maybe in a night of complete debauchery, the four of us can do one another over and again."
"Stop dreaming. You're getting yourself all worked up over nothing. Maybe she's just taking a bath," she said twirling her hair around her index finger. "I must admit, it was fun talking about seducing your mother though."
"Are you having second thoughts?" Joshua looked at Nancy with disappointment.
"Second thoughts? I don't think so," she said suddenly changing her mind. "Maybe. I admit it was easier imagining seducing her when she wasn't in the room," said Nancy. "Things became more real when she stepped in the room and hugged me," she said biting her lip. "She excited my nipples," said Nancy looking down at the impressions her nipples made through her blouse to put her hand to her breasts. "I felt a warm, familiar wetness between my legs that gushed when your mother hugged me in the way she did. My own mother doesn't hug me like that. You don't even hug me like that anymore. That hug was hot that I so wanted to kiss your mother, Joshua. I so wished your Mom would have slid her hand between my legs."
"I still want to go through with it," said Joshua. "I think it's a good plan," he said rubbing his cock through his pants.
"Do you want me to help you with that?" She reached out and felt his erection through his pants. "Do you want me to suck you?"
Nancy looked from his bulge to his eyes and back to his bulge again.
"No, actually, I want to go to bed so that I can get up early tomorrow. Pick me up at ten so that we can go to the mall and buy my Mom that sexy nightgown," he said with excitement. "With her leaving for Texas Sunday night, let's give her a surprise birthday party tomorrow that she'll never forget. Let's give her something to think about while she's on the plane. Let's make her my mother our sexual slave."
"Okay, I have no plans Saturday anyway other than hanging out with you. It will be exciting fun to see if we can put our plan in action," she said.
To be continued...



        

  
    Mother is my Sexual Slave Ch. 04
  
  Mother is my Sexual Slave Ch. 04

        Nancy flashes while shopping for Helen's nightgown.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mother-is-my-sexual-slave-ch-04

Title: Mother is my Sexual Slave Ch. 04

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Nancy flashes while shopping for Helen's nightgown.

Tags: striptease, incestuous sex, three way sex, sex with son, sex with mother, group sex, sexy nightgown, nude in public, mother and son sex, flashing

Series: Mother is my Sexual Slave


Nancy flashes while shopping for Helen's sexy nightgown as her birthday gift.
The next day, Nancy picked up her boyfriend at his house and drove him to the mall.
"I was just thinking of having you do something," he said.
"Oh, oh," she looked at him with a sexy grin. "It's always dangerous when you're thinking and I'm doing. What are you thinking of having me do now?"
"Maybe you can try on and model the nightgowns for me and--" he said pausing in his thoughts to look at her as if she was sitting there naked.
She looked at him and smiled in the way she smiled when he asked her to answer the door naked for pizza delivery and in the way that she smiled when he asked her to accidentally on purpose lose her bikini top on a crowded beach.
"You want me to flash men my naked body while trying and modeling on sexy nightgowns on the pretense of buying one for your mother as her birthday gift?" She looked at him and laughed. "Is that it? Is that what you want me to do so that we can have hot pillow talk and even hotter sex later while discussing your mother's seduction and my flashing?"
"Yes," he said. "And, of course, you are free to flash women too," he said.
"Of course," she said. "Even though I more enjoy flashing women, flashing men is more fun. Men are more appreciative of my flashing them. Men are so easy to flash. Men give me more feedback with their stares and leers than do women. Women act as if they don't want to be caught looking but men don't care," she said with a laugh.
"So, you agree to flash while undressing and trying on nightgowns," he said looking at her with hopeful excitement.
"Actually flashing would be fun. We haven't done any flashing in a while and flashing will alleviate your boredom," she said with a sexy smile.
"I'm never bored when you're flashing," he said laughing.
"Being the exhibitionist that I am, I've never been bored while flashing my body either. Helping to make my flashing appear somewhat accident, it's always easier to do that when flashing both men and women," she said driving with one hand and curling her hair around her finger with her other hand. "Anything to make my man happy," she said grabbing his cock through his pants while driving.
* * * * *
They found a store, their favorite store to flash, the only store in the mall that still had curtains on their dressing rooms. The store was a hangout for exhibitionist men and voyeuristic women. Hoping to see something they shouldn't see of other women undressing and dressing, there were always a couple of men who casually positioned themselves in front of the dressing room curtains while their girlfriends and/or wives tried on clothes. Some of the men who frequented the store weren't even waiting for their wives or girlfriends. They just went there to see what they could see.
Joshua went one way and Nancy went the other in search of a sexy nightgown for Helen. Ordinarily, Joshua wouldn't be caught dead shopping for women's clothes. No doubt thinking that he'd be deemed a transsexual man looking for a sexy outfit, he didn't feel comfortable looking at sexy nightgowns. Converse to how he perceived himself when looking for nightgowns, female shoppers found him sexy and some even gave him the eye. Female shoppers continually jockeyed for position for him to notice them. Obviously, if ever he broke up with Nancy, instead of going to a bar or a club hoping to find a woman, instead he should go shopping in a women's clothing store. After finding two that he liked, not much of a shopper, he found Nancy across the store and presented her with a red, sexy nightgown and a pretty, blue one.
"They're nice but they're not sexy enough. They don't show anything," she said taking one look at them and looking away to reject his selection with a look of disinterest and with wave of her hand. Then, as if she knew she had a winner, she looked at him and smiled. "How about this one?" Flashing him an even bigger smile, she pulled a black nightgown from out of the rack as if pulling a rabbit from out of a hat.
"Wow! That's sexy. I like that one," he said touching it and feeling it as if his mother was already wearing the nightgown.
"Low cut, short, sheer, and very revealing, I think this is the one that will show you the most of your mother's body," she said whispering the last part of what she obviously dared not say too loud for fear that someone might overhear her.
"Wow," he said again, this time reaching his hand inside the nightgown. He held the nightgown and his hand up to the light. "I can see every line in my hand through this nightgown. I like it. I can see her modeling this and not knowing all that she's showing. How much is it?"
"A hundred bucks," she said.
"A hundred bucks? For a nightgown? Seriously? Are you kidding me? For this? Holy shit. There's nothing to it."
"I don't think that's a lot for this nightgown," she said holding it up against her. "A good flannel nightgown will cost nearly the same."
"If I add up all the clothes that I'm wearing, except for my sneakers, I don't think they add up to a hundred bucks. Gees, Nance, that's a lot of money just for a nightgown," he said looking from the nightgown to look at her before examining the nightgown again. "Don't you think?"
"I've been meaning to tell you that you need to be dressing better instead of dressing like a bum. You need to shop for some new clothes. You're out of touch with how much everything costs," she said with a laugh. "Besides," she said with a dirty laugh and pausing to give him a sexy look while seductively holding the nightgown up to her sexy body. "Think of your mother wearing this. Think of all that you'd see of her."
"Wow," he said. "She'd look so hot in that."
"Even with the lights turned down low," she said purposely teasing him, "you'd definitely see her breasts, her areolas, her nipples, her pussy, and her ass. If this nightgown gets you a blowjob from your mother, it's worth every penny," she said moving closer to him to whisper her message.
"You're right. Go try it on and model it for me," he said returning her sexy smile with his and with a wink while looking over at the men standing by the dressing room. "I can't wait to see how you look wearing it. If it looks good on you, I can only imagine how hot it will look on my mother."
"Okay," she said wrinkling her brow when he rejected her for his mother. "But you do realize that I have a better body than your mother. Right?"
"I know that Nance but she's my Mom and it's every son's wicked desire to see his mother naked. Gees, don't be so jealous. Don't be so touchy," he said grabbing at his crotch while whispering his words so as not to be overheard.
"Forgive me for being a bit jealous but you do realize that I'm helping you to buy a sexy nightgown for another woman, even if it is your mother, so that you can ogle her naked body," she said with attitude.
* * * * *
Nancy disappeared behind the curtain in the dressing room and with a practiced hand and without appearing obvious that she left the curtain open on purpose, she left the curtain unclosed enough to give whomever was looking plenty to see. Even before she went behind the curtain, there were men watching her, lusting over her, and undressing her with their eyes. Why wouldn't they? She was gorgeous.
As she slowly and seductively stripped off her clothes, two men aligned themselves for a better view of her through the opening of the curtain and a third man angled himself to watch her through the dressing room mirror. Slowly removing her top, her jeans, her bra, and her panty, teasing the men with her nudity by giving them an appetizer to the real show, she stood there naked longer to ponder the tags on the nightgown. When some men prematurely left with their wives or girlfriends, more men took their place. With men and women coming and going, she had a multitude of men and women to observe her ongoing peep show while acting obviously to their stares and leers. A real professional at flashing, no one would suspect that she was purposely flashing them.
Prolonging the time she was naked by taking her sweet time looking at herself in the mirror, turning one way before turning the other, she put the nightgown on over her head and looked at herself in the mirror again while staring at herself in the mirror. She looked sexy. She looked hot. With the nightgown so sheer and in the bright, fluorescent light of the women's clothing store, she looked naked.
As if she was a stripper stepping on stage from behind the drape and as if she was revealingly dressed for her new husband on her Honeymoon, she pulled back the curtain. With her eyes only on Joshua, she stepped out from the dressing room to show him and whomever else was there looking how she looked. As further proof that this was the nightgown to buy, all eyes were upon her while she looked at herself in the full length mirror
"Wow," said Joshua stepping closer to her whisper his lust for her in her ear. "I can see everything. You look so hot. You look so sexy that I wish I could fuck you right here in the store."
Ignoring his comments but beaming with an unembarrassed smile, she paraded back and forth in front of the men and women who were standing there watching her from a distance while she looked at herself in the mirror as if she was alone in her bedroom.
"What do you think?" With all eyes upon her, the women's shocked and jealous looks and the men's horny and lustful stares, she gave every voyeur an exhibitionism clinic on how to deliberately flash while making it appear accidental. She twirled around as if she was a model on a runway. "Do you like it?"
With the nightgown moving high enough to show her naked ass checks and the bottom of her trimmed pussy when suddenly twirling the other way, she twirled around again before holding the nightgown closer to her body to show even more of herself. As if she was wearing black Saran wrap, now drawing even more of an all-male crowd, the men stared at her as if she was a stripper on stage. And as if she was a stripper on stage, ready to give them another show, she was about to get naked again when removing the nightgown to change back in her clothes.
Joshua was right, albeit under the bright fluorescent lights of the department store, her mirrored reflection showed all who looked, and they were all looking, every part of her sexy body beneath the nightgown. In the way that he was staring at his girlfriend, obviously, he couldn't wait to see his mother wearing the nightgown. In the way that he was staring at his girlfriend, as if he was staring at his mother, obviously, he couldn't wait to see his mother modeling the nightgown and obliviously flashing him her naked body. Having never seen his mother naked, hopefully, he'd see her practically naked tonight.
"It's perfect," he said. "I'll buy it. Let's have them gift wrap it."
Nancy disappeared behind the dressing room curtain again to seductively remove the nightgown. When she removed the nightgown, taking her sweet time to get dressed while standing there naked, she gave the men another show of her naked body before giving them a reverse slow, striptease show while getting dressed. A practiced art that she had mastered, flashing men and women while making it appear accident, when done correctly, was so sexy. She was such tease.
* * * * *
That night, after dinner, with the nightgown wrapped and hidden beneath the couch, Joshua opened the two bottles of wine that he had purchased on the way home from the mall. So as not to embarrass her and to encourage her to model the nightgown for him, he turned the lights down low, lit some candles, and turned on some soft music. When his mother emerged from the kitchen, as if they had planned a human sacrifice and she was the victim, everything was ready for her seduction.
"What's all this?" Helen looked from her son to his girlfriend and back to her son again. "Are you two having a romantic evening because I can go read a book in my room?"
"No, being that you won't be here for the occasion, although two days early, this is your surprise birthday party," said Joshua. "Happy birthday Mom," said Joshua moving towards his mother to kiss her on the lips.
As if they both knew what was happening and surely they did, they kissed with eyes wide open.
"Happy birthday Helen," said Nancy kissing her on the lips too.
Appearing a bit surprised by their kisses, Helen looked from her son to study his girlfriend. Was this it? Were they going to seduce her tonight? Did they buy her the sexy nightgown they said they would? If they did buy her a sexy nightgown, she couldn't wait to see what they bought her. She couldn't wait to model the nightgown for them. A long time since anyone has lusted over her, she hoped that it was sheer enough that they'd see her naked body.
"I had planned on celebrating your birthday on your birthday, Monday, but with you out of town, I thought we'd celebrate your birthday tonight," said Joshua.
"Oh, how wonderful," she said beaming and excitedly clapping as if she was a school girl. "You're the best son a mother could ever have."
She walked to her son, took his face in her hands, and gave him a peck on the lips. Then, she did the same to Nancy.
"Here, have a glass of wine Mom," said Joshua filling her wine glass nearly to the brim and handing it to her.
"Okay, just one, you know how I get," she said feigning embarrassment when looking to Nancy.
"Nonsense, you can have more than one glass of wine tonight. It's your birthday. Besides, you're not driving anywhere," he said sitting on one side of his mother on the couch with Nancy sitting on the other side of her.
Eager to be seduced by her handsome son and his sexy girlfriend, Helen finished her wine and her son poured her a second glass.
"A toast to my mother on her birthday," he said standing and raising his wine glass with Nancy standing too.
Helen had another sip of wine and Joshua refilled her glass after every sip she took. So very romantic, the Everly Brother's sang Unchained Melody in the background.
"May I have this dance?" Joshua took his mother's hand in his as if he was a prince and she was a princess at a ball.
Pressing his body against hers, he held his mother close. With his hand resting at the top of her buttocks, his erect cock rubbing against her soft belly, and with her big breasts pressed against his chest, he danced with his mother in the way that he usually dances with his girlfriend. In constant contact of her, rubbing against her and softly humping her as if she was a woman on a crowded subway and he was a masher, his erection was obvious in his pants but his mother showed no signs of pulling away. Becoming more brazen with his horniness, lower and lower crept his hand until he was not just feeling and squeezing his mother's ass but also cupping his mother's buttocks through her short skirt and panty.
"Joshua," she said with a laugh while reaching around herself to move his hand higher. "You're groping me."
"Sorry Mom," he said moving his hand right back where it was after waiting only a few seconds.
This time, she didn't pull away from his grope. This time, she allowed him to grope her ass. Acting as if the wine was already getting to her, she even allowed him to feel the side of her breast through her blouse and bra with his other hand. After the dance, as if he was her date instead of her son, he kissed her. This time, instead of a peck on the lips and with both of their eyes closed, it was more of a romantic kiss but without tongues. Obviously swooning from dancing with and being felt up by her son, Helen sat on the couch to take another sip of her wine as if dazed. Already her game to play, Joshua was trying his best to seduce his mother but it was his mother who was allowing him to seduce her.
"Happy birthday Mom," said Joshua again as his excuse to give her another kiss.
"Happy birthday Helen," said Nancy kissing her on the lips again too.
"I bought you a gift," said Joshua reaching beneath the sofa to pull out his present.
"Oh my. I never expected all of this," she said putting her wine down to accept the gift and rest it on her lap.
"Open it," he said.
Quickly she tore through the gift wrap to open the box.
"It's so beautiful," she said when moving the tissue paper away. She removed the nightgown from the box and stood to hold it up to herself. Then, she smiled at her son with a feigned, sad look of disappointment. "It's so sheer," she said putting her hand beneath the thin material in the way that her son had done at the store. "It's beautiful, but it's so sexy, too sexy for me to wear anywhere. I have no one to wear this for," she said.
"Nonsense. Maybe you'll meet a rich oilman in Texas," said Nancy, "a billionaire."
"Go try it on Mom. I want to see how it looks on you," said Joshua goading his mother to model the nightgown.
"I can't do that honey," she looked at him with feigned shock that hid her sexual excitement.
Truth be known, she couldn't wait to strip naked to show her son what she looked like beneath the nightgown. Hoping some hanky-panky would happen in her bedroom, she couldn't wait to enlist Nancy's help in helping her to undress.
"Please Mom?" Joshua goaded his mother to model the nightgown. "I wasn't sure about the size. I need to know if it fits," he said making every pathetic excuse to get her to model the nightgown.
"Wearing this in front of you," she said with a pause that made her swoon, "I may as well walk out naked. I can't try this on in front of you two. It's too revealing," she said looking from her son to his girlfriend. "I'd be so embarrassed," she said biting her lip as if she was contemplating trying on his gift.
"We'll keep the lights down low," said Nancy with a reassuring pat of her hand.
She looked from Nancy to her son and back to her son's girlfriend before making a move to stand.
"Well okay," said Helen taking another sip of her wine for feigned courage before heading off to her bedroom. "I don't want to be rude and not try on your gift."
"I can't wait to see how it looks on you," said Joshua.
* * * * *
"I may need some help getting undressed Nancy," said Helen goading Nancy to follow her in her bedroom. "I'm a little dizzy," she said standing and putting the back of her hand to her forehead as if she was in a bad B movie. "I think I had a little too much to drink. Two glasses of wine is one glass too much for me."
Curious to see Nancy's reaction to seeing her naked, Helen looked at her son's girlfriend again before looking to her son. Helen figured that she'd tease her son's sexy girlfriend in the privacy of her bedroom first before toying with her son.
"Sure," said Nancy standing. "I can help undress you."
Only, the bold, brazen slut that Nancy was, she had no inclination to give Helen the privacy of undressing in her bedroom. She started undressing her right there in the living room in front of her son. Nancy walked to Helen and standing in front of her while looking in her big, blue eyes, she started unbuttoning her blouse. Stunned by her forwardness, more sexually excited than she was embarrassed, Helen stared down at Nancy's fingers unbuttoning her buttons.
"Wait," said Helen putting a hand to her opened blouse. "Not here. Not in front of my son," she said looking to Joshua to see what he could see of her before looking down at herself to see what she was already showing and before looking up at Nancy.
Nancy had unbuttoned two buttons of her blouse, enough to expose her long, line of cleavage and the top of her sexy bra.
"Avert your eyes Joshua," said Nancy. "Turn your head away. Now," said Nancy laughing when Joshua didn't immediately obey.
"Okay," said Joshua turning his head yet, no doubt, still able to see his mother with his peripheral vision. Then, when he turned his head more and moved his body away with his back to them, he was still able to see all the sexy action through the living room mirror.



* * * * *
As if she was alone with Joshua's mother and preparing to undress her for sex, Nancy continued unbuttoning Helen's blouse. Taking her sweet time undressing her, Nancy looked as if she was enjoying stripping Helen as much as Helen enjoyed being stripped. As if she was unwrapping an expensive gift, Helen felt the hands and the fingertips of her son's girlfriend against her bra clad breasts. Then, when she removed her blouse, taking her time in the way she took her time when she was undressing herself in the dressing room at the women's clothing store, she folded Helen's blouse and placed it on the sofa.
Acting while pretending to be so helplessly submissive, Helen stood there in her bra and seductively looked at her son's girlfriend before looking to her son to see if he was peeking. He wasn't. With his head completely turned away from her, more focused on the far wall than on her, it was then that she realized that he was watching her striptease show through the living room mirror. He stared at her standing there in her bra and the fact that he was staring further sexually excited her in the way that she couldn't wait to show him more. It had been a long time since she's be so sexually aroused.
Unable to stop herself from staring at the tops of Helen's exposed, big breasts and the hard impressions that her nipples made through her bra, Nancy leered at Helen's breasts in her sexy brassier. Then with a deft hand, something that would have taken a man much longer to do, she unbuttoned and unzipped Helen's short skirt. Attired in just her pantyhose, panty, and bra, Nancy moved around Joshua's mother to unhook her bra.
"Don't! Wait. Stop," said Helen when Nancy was determined to continue stripping her naked.
Nancy froze and Joshua turned to look at his mother standing there in her low cut bra and pantyhose with white, bikini panties showing beneath.
"What's wrong?" Nancy looked from Helen to Joshua and back at Helen again.
"I know what you're doing. I'm not a fool. I'm not drunk enough not to know what's going on here," she said giving Nancy a venomous look before raising her voice. "How dare you undress me in front of my son? How dare you expose my body to my son? And how dare you ogle me through the mirror Joshua!"
Nancy and Joshua looked stunned.
"We're not doing anything Mom," said Joshua looking from his mother to his girlfriend and back to his mother again.
Seemingly counting every mole and freckle on her chest, he looked at his mother as if she was already standing there naked. Naked, naked, naked, obviously Joshua couldn't wait to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, Helen couldn't wait for Nancy to strip her naked. Naked, naked, naked, Helen couldn't wait for her son to see her naked. But first, a game she must play for her to take control of the sexual action, she needed to undress and strip naked on her terms and not on their terms.
"Oh, yes you are. Your girlfriend is about to strip me naked in front of you for me to model the sexy nightgown that you bought me for my birthday," she said raising her voice even more. "I'm so embarrassed. I'm mortified. I'd feel so humiliated to be standing before my son and his girlfriend so totally exposed."
"I won't look Mom. I promise. I'll turn away," he said flushing and turning his head completely in the other direction but still able to see her in the living room mirror.
"I saw you watching me in the mirror Joshua," said Helen.
"Sorry Mom," he said averting his eyes.
An uncomfortable moment, there was a long, silent pause, where Joshua and Nancy were motionless before Helen played her trump card.
"I'll have Nancy continue to undress me after you both get naked too," said Helen smiling a victorious smile.
"Mom!" Joshua turned to look at her. "Seriously? You want us to get naked?"
"Wow," said Nancy. "I can do that," she said with a shrug. "I love being naked."
"With you two naked, too, you can't say that you've seen me naked without me saying that I saw you naked too. If you dare embarrass me, I'll embarrass you," she said lifting her chin as if she was victorious during a debate.
* * * * *
Nancy was first to begin removing her clothes while ogling Helen standing there in her pantyhose, panty, and bra. Quickly in the way she had stripped Helen down to her bra and pantyhose and much quicker than in the way that she had undressed herself in the clothing store, she stripped herself down to her bra and panty too. Helen stared at her son's girlfriend in the way that Nancy had been staring at her. It was obvious that both women were sexually attracted to one another.
"Well?" Nancy looked at her son and shrugged with her palms up to her shoulders to call his bluff. "What are you waiting for an invitation? I already gave you one." When her son didn't react fast enough, she put her hand to her hip and gave him her ultimatum. "If you don't start undressing now Joshua, I'll strip you naked myself and I don't think you'd like that," she said. "Who knows? Maybe you would enjoy Mommy stripping you naked," she said with a dirty laugh.
"As if he was the victim in the Clockwork Orange movie, I think he'd like that," said Nancy with a laugh.
"Mom. You're drunk," he said not making any move to undress.
"Drunk? Not yet," she said taking another long sip of her wine. "Now get undressed bitch. Just as you've been dying to see me naked, panty sniffer, I've been dying to see your cock."
"Panty sniffer? I love it," said Nancy bursting out laughing.
"Well, don't just stand there. You too," said Helen to Nancy. "Strip. Show me some skin. Get naked bitch," said Helen walloping Nancy's ass hard.
"Ow! Okay, okay," she said rubbing her ass through her panty. "You undress too," she said when Helen stood there watching Nancy undress while making no move to remove her pantyhose or bra.
"I'm waiting for Joshua to show me some skin first," she said staring at her son.
"Okay, okay," he said standing and removing his shirt and then his pants while staring at his mother staring at him.
With each one daring the other to continue stripping, the three of them stood there in their underwear before Nancy removed her bra. Now topless, Helen stared at Nancy's shapely B cup breasts while Nancy looked to Helen for her to remove her bra too. Then, turning to face her son, Helen reached around her back and unhooked her bra.
"This is for you Joshua. This is the moment you've been waiting for," she said standing there while holding her bra cups in place. "After feeling my bra while masturbating, you've been longing to see Mommy's tits, haven't you?"
"Yes," he said as if he was hypnotized.
"Eww," said Nancy. "You masturbate over your Mom's dirty underwear? I like it," she said with a loud laugh.
Then, in a moment of incestuous lust and with her son not so much as blinking his eyes, no doubt, for fear of missing any part of his mother's striptease show, she removed her bra. Helen stood before her son in the same way that his girlfriend stood before them. Topless. Now both women were topless. Joshua looked from his mother's breasts to look at his girlfriend's breasts. As if comparing them for a men's magazine photo shoot, he stared from one pair of breasts to the other.
"Wow," said Nancy. "You have spectacular breasts Helen. I wish I had a rack like your rack," she said lifting her hand to her mouth as if she couldn't wait to touch them. "Are they real?"
"Of course they're real. They're 100% natural," said Helen. "I've been blessed," she said looking down at her naked breast before looking up at Nancy and before returning her focus to her son. "I love my tits," she said cupping her breasts in her hands before slowing running her thumbs fingers over her nipples.
"May I touch them?" Nancy stepped closer to Helen. "May I feel them?"
"Sure," said Helen turning to Nancy and erecting her posture to stick her chest out more.
She looked down at Nancy's hand touching and feeling her breasts, first one and then the other. Then, when Nancy took Helen's breasts in both of her hands, she ran two slow fingers across her nipples while staring in her big, blue eyes with sexual lust. Helen gasped. Now with her nipples erect, she turned from Nancy to face her son.
"Well? What do you think of Mommy's tits Joshua," said Helen looking to her son before looking down at her breasts as if to see what he could see. Then, she looked up at him with lust.
"I've always loved your big tits Mom," he said looking as embarrassed as he looked sexually excited while staring at his mother's big tits.
In an unspoken moment, he stared at her while she stared at him.
"Would you like touch them?" Helen looked down at her breasts before looking back up at her son. "Would you like to feel Mommy's tits?"
"Yes. May I?"
"Yes, you may," she said walking to her son.
* * * * *
For the first time, Joshua inappropriately felt his mother. Yet, forbidden perhaps but with her giving him her permission to touch and feel her breasts, maybe her son touching and feeling her breasts wasn't so inappropriate at all. Reaching out his hand, he felt her left breast before feeling her right breast. As if her nipples were radioactive, he avoided touching them.
"It amazes me how they feel so soft and yet are so firm," he said looking up at her blue eyes. He stared down at his mother's breasts in the way that she stared down at his hands while watching him touching her and feeling her. "They feel so big and so heavy Mom," he said weighing them in the palm of his hands as if he was holding two melons.
"Touch Mommy's nipples Joshua," she whispered breathlessly in his ear as if they were in bed together. "Mommy likes having her nipples touched. Maybe if you're a good boy," she said running her fingers through his hair, "I'll let you suck them."
Immediately Joshua obeyed his mother, while Helen reached her hand down to feel her son's cock through his boxer shorts. Then, when she tried sticking her hand down his underwear to call her son's bluff to seduce his mother, he pulled away.
"Mom!"
"Take them off. Show me your cock. Mommy wants to see my son's big, hard prick," she said with lustfulness while staring down at the bulge that Joshua's cock made in his underwear.
"Mom? What are you doing? This is wrong. Isn't it?" He looked to his girlfriend for help.
"It's wrong only if you think it's wrong," said Nancy with a shrug. "It all seems right to me."
"What am I doing? I'm doing what you've fantasized I'd do. I'm doing what you've been masturbating that I'd do to you," she said reaching her hand down to grab his prick through his underwear.
"Mom, we can't do this," he said looking to his girlfriend for help. "Can we?"
"Yes we can," said his mother continuing to feel his cock through his underwear. She leaned into her son to whisper her thoughts in his ear. "I'm going to suck you to a harder erection so that you can make love to me before fucking me." She turned her head to face Nancy. "Then, after I have sex with you, I'm going to have sex with your sexy, slutty girlfriend."
"Sounds good to me," said Nancy acting so blasé.
"Hush up bitch," said Helen moving from her son to slap Nancy across the face. She grabbed a handful of her long, chestnut hair and pulled hard, hard enough to double her over. "Speak only when given permission to speak slut," said Helen.
"Oh my God, may I please speak now?" Nancy looked up at Helen with obedient admiration.
"Speak," said Helen.
"What a woman!" Nancy grabbed her own tits in her hand. "What an unbelievable woman! Use me. Abuse me. Spank me. Slap me. I'll be your sexual slave."
"Instead of you two children calling all the shots, I'm in control now," said Helen walking back to her son and slapping his ass hard enough through his underwear to make him jump.
"Ow! Gees, Mom, take it easy. You know that I have sensitive skin," he said with a submissive laugh.
"No longer your sexual fantasy, this is my sexual fantasy. From this point forward, you two are my sexual slaves. I've watched Clockwork Orange too," she said with a mad laugh.
"Gees Mom. Calm down. You're scaring me," he said rubbing his ass through his underwear in the way that Nancy was rubbing her cheek.
"Now take off those fucking boxer shorts and show me your cock," she said grabbing her son's waistband, pulling downward, and stripping him naked. "I want to see my son's prick."
To be continued...
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Susan's asked to leave Hannah's spare bedroom in Hershey, PA.
Susan sat on her twin, lumpy bed in Hannah's small, spare bedroom talking to herself through her tears. Albeit much better than living at the shelter, she was still unhappy nonetheless. Without having a car or money to travel anywhere, she felt much like a prisoner living in a 12' by 12' room in the house of a kind, elderly Mennonite woman. She's lucky to have a place to stay.
It's been a long time since she felt free aimlessly wander and purposelessly roam, even to just go for a ride to nowhere and to see parts of Pennsylvania that she's yet to see. Without having traveled around the state and without knowing any landmarks, she doesn't have a bearing on where she lives. She knows Philadelphia is southeast and Pittsburgh is west and Boston is northeast and a long way away.
Contemplating the emptiness of her day, it's been a long time since she's been happy. It's been a long time since she laughed. Happy and laughing all the time before, she never expected her life to turn out the way it had, alone, unemployed, homeless, and poor. Miserable now, as if she's been cursed, everything that she worked so hard to accomplish and achieve has all turned to shit with the sour economy.
She figured she'd own a house by now. She figured she'd have a couple of kids. She figured she'd be living the American dream. Now, with all of her dreams gone out the window, the only bright spot in her life is when she's lost in her characters while writing one of her stories.
Crying and feeling sorry for herself has been her daily routine since living at the homeless shelter and before, since leaving Boston to live in Pennsylvania with her crazy, incestuous, whore of a mother. Yet, strangely enough, crying and feeling sorry for herself always made her feel better, that is, once she snaps out of it enough to count her blessings. Wallowing in self-pity, her personal pity parties, with her as the only invited guest, are the only parties that she attends now and the only parties that make her feel better after she's had them.
Yet, even when in her lowest and darkest place, not there for very long, a true survivor, picking herself up, she always rebounds. With all the people in the world who have real problems and serious issues, she realizes that she should have a problem. What doesn't seem so important until she no longer has it and oftentimes taking her good health for granted, at least she has her health. Not having any medical insurance, at least she's not sickly. At least she can get out of bed, think clearly, and go for a walk.
Judging by how many women color their hair blonde, with so many women not blessed with natural blonde hair, she wears her hair as if it's her personal golden crown. At 5'9" in height, a slim 128 pounds, and with a shapely figure that boasts D cup breasts, she's glad that she still has her shapely body. The envy of many women and the wishful love interest of many men but when not feeling good about herself, she sometimes wished that she could see what they saw.
At least she still has her good looks. Not having any dental insurance, at least she still has her bright smile. Having witnessed the condition in so many others, with comfort foods making some feel better, her depression could easily turn into an overeating problem but food has never been her demon. Another blessing to count, albeit now a bit tarnished, twisted, negative, and cynical, with her bad mood still not destroying her sense of humor, most times she's still her funny self.
Continuing to count her blessings, at least she has a roof over her head. A time when she didn't even have a proper coat, hat, and gloves, she used to hate the cold, the wind, and the rain when she was homeless and wondering around outdoors. Forever standing in a doorway shivering while waiting for the shelter to open for the night, thanks to Hannah, at least she has the privacy of her own room now. At least she has food to eat and a place to rest her tired body.
Something fleetingly intangible, the best blessing she received from out of all that's happened to her over the past two years is her discovering her passion to write erotic stories. She's always written poems and stories but nothing like this. Now averaging more than a million words a year, she's been so very prolific. Having been beaten down so low, all too often her writing comes from a place that she hopes to never visit again. Even though things could be much better, things could be much worse.
* * * * *
Missing her beloved Boston and her friends, some friends they are in not keeping in touch with her. Yet, their good excuse not to contact her, even her friends don't know where she is and, after realizing that they aren't her real friends, she's glad that they don't know where she is now. Not one of them has reached out to find her. Up until the flood, her cell phone number and e-mail address hadn't changed. There was no reason why they couldn't have called or written her.
Afraid that her ex would track her down through her friends and appear at her door one day with his abusive attitude or worse with a gun, she removed her Facebook page after some pervert posted her personal information online to Literotica. Thinking it was some anonymous basher bashing one of her stories, she realized that maybe it was her ex who posted her private information online. Definitely, it may have been her ex. He'd do something like that to her while thinking it funny to embarrass her. Whomever he or she was, she reported the person and Literotica removed all that had been posted but the damage to her privacy was done.
Then, after her friends didn't try to contact her, she changed her e-mail address. Maybe they tried to call her on her cell phone, but her computer, her TV, her clothes, her furniture, her photographs, her memories, and her life, along with everything she owned was destroyed by the flood. Without a job, she couldn't afford to get another cell phone and even if she could somehow get another cell phone, she lost all of her contact information. After spending so many hours talking on her cell phone, as if God had pulled the plug by cancelling her account, suddenly feeling so alone, there was no one for her to call. As if God had wanted her to slow down to enjoy the things around her, she was given this time to write her stories.
Willing to go it alone, with her life in the toilet anyway, it was then that she had made the hard decision to start her life over again by not telling anyone where she was going and where she is now. Still, if her friends wanted to find her, they could have called her mother to find out where she is. Her mother knew where she was at the homeless shelter, that is, until she was invited to live with Hannah and left there to live in her spare bedroom.
Her friends could have tracked her down, when she was living with her mother before the flood. If they wanted to find her to see how she was doing, they could have at least made the effort by getting in touch with her mother or even with one of her brothers. Yet, the fact that her friends didn't try to hook up with her again, told her that they never were her true friends. They were married and she wasn't. They had children and she didn't. They had a life and she only had her bad self.
There was tensions in her friendships once she divorced her ex. Where her and her ex were a couple before, now she was the odd women on the outside looking in. She was the third wheel left out of the conversations once they endlessly talked about their children, their homes, their schools, their clothes, and pediatrician visits. Obviously afraid she'd steal their husbands, her girlfriends were always jealous of her. Good riddance is perhaps how they felt about her leaving the state and leaving them behind.
Truth be told, she never wanted any of their husbands. She wasn't attracted to any of them and if she was, in the way that her ex always cheated on her, she'd never cheat with a married man. She'd never be the other woman to break up someone's happy home. She never do that to someone in the way that someone did that to her.
* * * * *
A city girl living in the country was as difficult for her as would be for a country girl living in the city. Afraid of bugs, she hates bugs, especially spiders and there are lots of big, ugly, nasty looking spiders where she lives in Pennsylvania. Sometimes, seemingly, there is as many spiders indoor as there are outdoors. Never does she sit outside on the front porch in the way that Hannah enjoys doing. A Lancaster, Mennonite farm girl, Hannah's not afraid of bugs. She grew up with bugs.
When she's not escorting the insects out by opening a door or window, she crushes them with a tissue. Eww. With the front porch screening and chairs infested with spiders and spider webs, totally freaking her out, the one and only time she sat on the front porch, there was a big, ugly spider crawling up her leg. Gross.
Now always checking and looking, too often there'd be a big spider poised at the very top of her bedroom wall watching her and waiting to crawl down to launch itself at her. Now when she enters her room, armed with a can of spider spray and a fly swatter, she looks for spiders with a flashlight before retiring to bed. She knows they're there. She can feel them. They seem to be everywhere especially in the dark. With bugs her boogiemen hiding beneath her bed, she wish she had a man to protect her from bugs.
Living with her mother in a basement apartment across from the Susquehanna River before moving in having to live in a shelter and before living in Hannah's spare bedroom, she was close enough to the river to throw a stone in the water. Oblivious to them, her mother always had some strange bugs living there too. Bugs that she never saw in Boston, aside from an occasional huge cockroach, Pennsylvania is loaded with bugs.
With the Susquehanna River Bridge in the near distance, the view was unbelievable. Yet, sitting so low as if she was in a New Orleans flood basin but unprotected by a levy, she felt so vulnerable living there with her mother in her basement apartment. In all the places she lived, sometimes feeling much like a prisoner living in a jail cell, especially with the security bars on the windows, she never lived below street level.
Even though she's an exhibitionist, never wanting to be peeped on, she only enjoyed exposing herself when it was her decision to make and her game to play. Needing to control the interaction, she only enjoyed exposing herself when she could make her exhibitionism appear accidental. Unless it was the early morning, when she didn't need a light to see, she kept her shades drawn. Now living at Hannah's house, when she was writing, she kept her shades up to look out her window that overlooked the woods.
With her shades drawn most times, and with men seemingly always walking around in the woods across from where she lived, whether hunters, hikers, sportsmen, or perverts, she never knew who could be lurking outside and peeping in her bedroom to watch her undressing or dressing. Leaving her shades open with her bedroom light on gave her the creeps. She'd rather control who and when she flashed someone rather than some man having her under his surveillance.
Someone who preferred concrete to grass, moving to the country was a difficult adjustment for her to make, especially when there were more little, country paths that meandered through the woods than there were wide city sidewalks. Learning to appreciate the trees over the skyscrapers, with the cicadas creating their disturbing racket, the crows cawing their warnings of an intruder, and a dozen other birds singing their songs together or individually, seemingly the country was sometimes as noisy as the city. Then, always there was a strange noise in the night that frightened her. Whether man or animal, she couldn't tell what it was when such a sound awakened her from her deep sleep.
Not far from a military base, there were always large, noisy cargo planes flying overhead. Then there were the sirens that summoned the volunteer firefighters to duty that sounded multiple times a day. Since she lived so close, twenty miles away, she could hear the test sirens for Three Mile Island, the nuclear power plant. With their giant smoke stacks that loomed so scary in the distance, especially when crossing the Susquehanna Bridge, well within the nuclear dead zone, she didn't realize how close she lived to Three Mile Island.
Even though the state has plans on closing the highway to incoming traffic and rerouting traffic all one-way out, if that power plant fails, instead of fleeing, she'd just stay where she is and kiss her ass good-bye. She'd rather go with the first nuclear explosion then to be stuck in traffic on the highway and die with Hannah in her trapped car or to be sick and glowing green a few weeks later. As if the nuclear power plant smoke stacks are seething and biding their time to explode at the hand of human error or by the act of some terrorist, seeing them from the distance when crossing the bridge reminds her of what happened to the World Trade Center Twin Towers.
Having grown used to city life, every day was a cacophony of alarms, sirens, trains, planes, and buses. Oddly enough, most times, she never noticed the noise. She thought the country was quiet and most times it is, especially at night, but she hasn't lived here long enough not to hear the noise. Always there was so inexplicable noise that frightened her. Always there was always some bump in the night that awakened her. Obviously, she never felt comfortable living here so far away from Boston, her home.
* * * * *
A bustling metropolis, Boston wasn't nearly as noisy as New York. What she loved about Boston, she hated about New York. Even though Boston was big, it was small enough that she could walk anywhere from anywhere. For those distances too far to walk, Boston had a great public transportation system whereas, no longer having a car, her only option now was to hitch a ride or to take the bus. Where she lived in Pennsylvania, she needed a car to get around.
More than a two mile walk to the bus stop, on those cold or hot days, a hike to the bus stop and back was too much of a trek. Walking that far of a distance made her feel homeless again when she used to endlessly walk the downtown streets of Harrisburg while watching the cars whizzing by her. Out in the country where she lives in Hannah's house, there are no sidewalks next to the winding, country roads. Even though there are speed limits and occasional speed traps, as if driving on a racetrack in a race, most cars disobeyed them. With no street lights from her house to the bus stop, it wasn't safe to walk the country roads, especially at dawn, dusk, and at night.
The only places she went now was to her Post Office box and to Wal-Mart to buy food. Everywhere else was far away and too far for her to walk. Besides, every time she was out walking she always attracted the wrong attention from leering men. The Post Office was a six mile round trip and Wal-Mart was a twelve miles round trip. Never allowing her to drive her car, a plain Jane Honda Civic with a manual transmission, the perfect Mennonite car with all chrome trimmings removed, she was dependent on Hannah for a ride. If she missed anything at all about her old life, she missed having a car to take her wherever she wanted to go, whenever she wanted to go. What she thought was a necessity before in owning a car was a luxury now. If she the money to buy one, she'd even welcome the freedom of riding a bicycle.
* * * * *
Always alone in her room, if anyone was to see or hear her talking to herself they'd surely think that she had money in the bank or was crazy. Unfortunately, more the latter than the former, she only wished she had money in the bank. If she had money in the bank, she wouldn't be talking to herself. If she had money in the bank, she wouldn't be living here. If she had money in the bank, she could afford to buy a car. If she had money in the bank, she could afford to leave Pennsylvania and move back to Boston. Only, even with a job, living in Boston is expensive. The only way she could afford to live in Boston again is to live with a roommate or to hook up with a man, but she wasn't ready for that yet.
"Now that Hannah has asked me to leave, what do I do? Where do I go?" She looked up at the ceiling before looking down at the carpet as if all of the answers to her questions were either up there or down there. "As if I was given a brief respite to regain my sanity, sadly, I'm not much better off now than I was two years ago when I was living at the shelter in Harrisburg. I don't want to go back there. I can't go back there. Such a horrible place, I'd rather die than to go back there," she said looking at and running her fingers through her wild, long, blonde hair in the mirror.
"Look at me. I'm such a frightful mess. I need a haircut. I can't remember when I had my nails done. It's been years," she said looking down at her nails in a running monologue. "Maybe nail polish and some lipstick will help," she said looking at herself in the mirror while forgetting about her nails to reach for a tube of lipstick.
Still talking to herself, she was always talking to herself, even more now than ever before. She wondered if she was losing her mind. With all that's happened to her, she easily could go crazy. With all that's happened to her from when she lived with her whore of a mother and four, incestuous brothers, to living with her ex, to living at the shelter, and to living now with Hannah, there was always someone taking care of her.
Yet, now with Hannah asking her to leave, this would be the first time that she'd be on her own. Taking a lesson from her mother, maybe she could hook up with one of the men who regularly writes her online. Yet, too dangerous, she couldn't just go live with some stranger who professes his love for her. How could she pack up and go live with someone she's never met. Only, with no place to live now, what choice does she have? It's either find someone to live with or return to the shelter.
While thinking about the men who write her whenever she posts a new story, she carefully covered her lips with lipstick as if there was a man in her life to kiss but there was no man for her to kiss in years. Except for Hannah, she was alone with her bad self. When it came to men, never looking at them or talking about them, Hannah was a bad influence. Never married and with no children, Hannah wa only dependent upon herself. As far as she knows, Hannah has never had a man in her life. Never wondering about it before, now she wondered if Hannah was lesbian.
"God, compared to what I used to look like, always so put together with hair, makeup, and clothes just so," she said pulling at her hair to fix it in place before brushing out the tangles, "I'm such a frightful mess. With my pale pallor, from staying indoors too much," she said getting up from her bed to rest her hands on her dresser and to lean in the mirror to look more closely at herself, "I'm beginning to look like a Mennonite women."
Turning from side to side to examine her face more closely, she continued staring at herself with a critical eye.
"When did I get these wrinkles? I never had wrinkles before. At least my fingernails aren't dirty," she said examining her fingernails again. "I used to be so dirty when I was walking the city streets collecting discarded cans to redeem. At least I have a bathroom to use but, with Hannah asking me to leave, for how long?"
To be continued...
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Susan ponders moving to Kansas to live with an older man that she met online.
Going for long walks alone to talk to herself in the serene, calm beauty that was the country, there was never anyone to talk to but herself anyway. Unless they were out walking their dogs or running by her jogging, few were out walking while enjoying nature. She always thought it strange how so very many people locked themselves away and never leave their houses, especially in the late fall and through the winter until spring. Even though she's surrounded by people living in homes and condominiums that dot her landscape, she seldom sees any of her neighbors. She's more apt to see someone driving by her in their car and waving than she is stopping to talk to someone out walking.
People who have jobs are too busy to aimlessly walk the wooded paths behind Hannah's house. Whether it was imagined or real, there was safety here that she never felt in Boston. Here in Pennsylvania, she could walk anywhere, so long as it wasn't downtown Harrisburg or any of the big cities, and so long as it wasn't at night. Walking the wooded paths with the blue sky and puffy clouds overhead and with the forest filled with birds and animals calmed her in the way that no bubble bath or deep tissue massage ever had.
Still feeling trapped without having real freedom, it took her a while to appreciate the beauty of the quiet country over the siren, crime infested, and gridlocked traffic of the city. While walking in the woods, the only things she had to worry about was an occasional bear, snake, or coyote. Seemingly more in tune with nature, she more feared humans than she did animals. There were lots of hawks, an occasional falcon, or a lone eagle but, unless they were protecting their babies, they weren't known to attack people. Besides, when walking in the woods she usually wore a baseball cap so that they wouldn't mistake her blonde, messy hair for the straw that they could use to feather their nests.
Keeping to herself at the shelter, a learned skill not forgotten from living with, enduring, and surviving her battered life with her ex, speaking only when spoken to, she kept to herself at Hannah's house too. Not knowing if it was her nature or because she was a Mennonite or a little of both, Hannah wasn't much of a conversationalist. She never volunteered any personal information. Something she was unable to do before, keeping her big mouth shut was a skill she learned after being beaten into submission by her ex-husband. He was such a brute and a bastard. Only, now, having given up hope of ever finding a job, instead of talking to herself about finding a job and about her future, financial prospects, she talked to herself about her stories, about her characters, and about her plots.
After living at Hannah's house and sleeping in her spare bedroom for two years, she finally felt safe for the first time in her life. For the first time in a long time, she was relatively happy. Just as she was when married to Bob, she was always afraid to rock the boat. Expecting Hannah to ask her to leave any day, especially when she first moved in to live with her, it figures, now that she's comfortable living here and now that she no longer thinks about Hannah asking her to leave, is when she asked her to leave.
An elderly, Mennonite woman, a kind and caring person for her to invite her to stay in her spare bedroom, with one month turning to into two months and one year becoming two years, Hannah was nice but weird, bordering on strange. In the way that some mentally disturbed, young women cut themselves with knives, Hannah routinely picked at her skin with her fingernails. Whenever Susan saw her doing that, unable to watch her mutilate herself, she'd leave the room. A mindless activity that Hannah had obviously done for years to cope with her pain, anger, and frustration, the self-mutilation was disgusting to watch. As if she was hoping they'd get infected, she always had a new sore or a reopened wound somewhere on her short, obese body.
Anytime Susan thought she had emotional issues, she just had to look at Hannah for her to realize how better off she was. From wounds that had been reopened, closed, and reopened again, evidence of those who abused her in the past by her abusing herself in the present, she had scars all over her arms and legs. Unable to wear sleeveless blouses or skirts for fear that she'd be discovered physically harming herself, she always wore long sleeves and pants. Beyond help, too late now that she was too old to care what others thought of her, she'd never willingly seek professional help and Susan knew that it was a sore subject, no pun intended, that she'd never broach with her friend.
Friend? Some friend she is. All she gives her is a place to sleep. She seldom speaks to her. The only place they ever go is to Wal-Mart to buy food and pickup her laundry list of medications at the hospital pharmacy where she works. As if Hannah has put up a brick wall in front of her, there's never been any real friendship there. As much as Susan tried to be her friend when asking questions about her life and about her past, Hannah rebuffed her by giving her one word answers or not answering her at all.
Obviously what interfered with Hannah being her friend was that she was jealous of her. Obviously what interfered with Hannah being her friend was that she was Mennonite and Susan wasn't. What should have been a beautiful friendship, two women alone who shared a common thread, sexually abuse, the friendship never blossomed more than that of a religious woman giving a woman in need the use of her spare bedroom and bathroom.
For a woman who has worked two jobs all of her adult life, never married, and never had any children to support, Hannah had a lot of money saved for her retirement. Then when her mother died last year and left her a farm in Lancaster worth several million dollars, she shared the proceeds of that with her three brothers. Now a wealthy woman, Hannah still lived modestly. Still making her own clothes, no one would know that this woman was worth a few million dollars.
Not a very attractive women, Hannah was as short as she was round. Her hair had never seen the inside of a beauty parlor. Never wearing makeup to mask the facial flaws that she could easily hide, she had that pale pallor that the Mennonite and Amish had and that made her wonder if that their lack of color was a sign of inbreeding. It was common in many Mennonite and Amish households for a cousin to marry a cousin or a brother, father, or uncle to have a secret, albeit forbidden sexual affair with his sister, daughter, or niece.
She had big features too, a big nose with a jutting jaw. A hard woman to love, with everyone in America so concentrated on and concerned about beauty, Hannah had too few social skills to help her overcome her plain Jane looks. She didn't have much of a sense of humor either. Knowing now not to joke with her, too many of her jokes either went over her head, weren't appreciated, and/or were taken as personal insults. Never the case with her abusing her hostess by being unappreciatively discourteous, many times Hannah felt that Susan was insulting her. Having to defend herself, Susan was forever apologizing to her for hurting her feelings. Also Hannah had a nasty side that was filled with bitter resentment and peppered with unhappiness. Whoever abused her, she's still paying the price for that now.
It seemed strange to her that a woman who's profession as a psychiatric nurse and who worked for a psychiatrist would have such mental illness issues. She freely confessed that her boss was first to acknowledge by admitting that psychiatrists were much crazier than their patients. Perhaps with Hannah working so close beside him and with him being a looney bird himself, he couldn't see the individual trees for the forest. Yet, in the way she harmed herself and in the way she lived, hoarding things and stockpiling things in her room, if it wasn't for Susan cleaning and throwing out the trash, she couldn't imagine what Hannah's life would be like and how'd she live after she left.
Even though she didn't know much about the 65-year-old woman, Hannah wasn't very forthcoming and/or talkative about her family and about her past. She suspected, from what she said, didn't say, did or didn't do, that she had been sexually abused by her brothers and possibly by others, perhaps by her father, uncles, and/or cousins. Sexual abuse is rampant worldwide and more so in closed communities, especially in the Amish and Mennonite households.
Especially during those long, lonely, cold winters on a farm where the next neighbor lives a few miles away, with no one able to hear the screams, who knew what went on behind a closed, barn door. No one talked about sexual abuse either but for in hushed whispers. With victims relegated to silence and abusers not wanting anyone to know what they've done and routinely do to their womenfolk, it was a perfect storm for a victim to be abused by an abuser and to remain quiet about all that happened.
Moreover, as if they have the word victim written on their forehead in the way that Hawthorne emblazoned Hestor Prynne with the scarlet letter, as was with Susan, those who are so emotionally, physically, and sexually abused always have more than one abuser. The predators somehow that they are an easy target, especially when their pickings are slim and especially when there's no one around to see. With Susan being a survivor of emotional, physical, and sexual abuse herself, she had that horrific experience and that never forgotten trauma in common with Hannah. Only, never seeking psychological help, Hannah never talked about what happened to her. As her friend, Susan couldn't help her if she didn't ask for her help or even talk about what happened to her. No doubt, harboring all the guilt in blaming herself for what men did to her, obviously she felt that the emotional, physical, and/or sexual abuse was all of her fault.
* * * * *
She had been living there on a farm in rural Pennsylvania for two years, long enough to know how totally different Mennonite women are from her. Other than to those who she said hi and good-bye to and who worked the farms around her and who sold their fruits and vegetables to tourists at farm stands, she didn't know any Mennonite men. Although the Mennonites were friendly enough, as if there was a stone barrier put in place and an impenetrable brick wall, they were standoffish but not as standoffish as were the Amish. Totally unapproachable, speaking only when spoken to, the Amish seemed impossible to get to know unless, of course, the one wanting to know them was Amish too.
Whether they were Mennonite or Amish, especially the older members of their closed communities, both had expressionless eyes and emotionless faces that were difficult for her to read. They had the same dead eyes and stone cold faces that people have when they've been held against their wills and forced to do things that they didn't want to do. Seemingly, as an outsider looking in, with all of them dressing alike and looking alike, their entire lives seemed forced and predetermined. None of them seemed truly happy in the way that others are allowed to have more control of their own lives.
Never spending a dollar for any doodads, which is what Hannah called anything store bought, especially anything that was an unnecessary luxury, she made her own clothes and fixed and reused whatever was broken. Sparsely and spartanly decorated, many of the furnishings in her home were handed down from her mother, grandmother, and great grandmother. Even around the holidays, excluded from their fun, her Mennonite family and friends never included her in any of their holiday activities or invited her to their homes. They looked at her as if she was a foreigner in her own country and compared to how they acted, talked, and lived, she felt as if she was. Only, she always felt prejudged without having been given the chance to defend herself and/or to change their mindsets about her.
Having moved to Pennsylvania from Massachusetts to live with her mother two summers ago, she had just finalized her divorce from her ex. Always wanting a child, she was sadly depressed when her husband finally told her in the heat of an argument that he had a vasectomy while they were engaged, just before they were married. Something he should have told her before they married, he didn't. Not even willing to discuss having children, obviously he didn't want children even though she did.
Perhaps the reason why he didn't tell her he had the vasectomy, a deal breaker, was because he knew that she wouldn't have married him. Children were as much a part of her getting married as was falling in love. She had this need to raise a child in the way that a child should be raised without suffering physical and emotional abuse and enduring sexual trauma. She would have made for a loving mother.
Yet, such a horrible shame, even though he knew full well that he couldn't and continuing the sham by engaging her in conversation about their unborn baby, he had sex with her morning and night on the pretense of trying to impregnate her. Then, after her divorce, when she lost her job to downsizing and was unable to find another, unable to afford her rent, her mother invited her to live with her. Figuring a fresh start somewhere else would be the best thing for her, she was tired of running into the same people who asked her the same questions about her non-existent job and/or her asshole ex-husband anyway.
Now away from everything familiar, out here in the middle of nowhere, a place where she couldn't walk to access public transportation, trapped here, and as if living and sequestered away in the government's witness protection program, no one knows her, not even the mailman. Yet, living here introspectively in the way that she's lived and needed to live to heal, as if she lived in a convent without any interruptions to distract her from writing, she learned a lot about herself.
A survivor, she learned that she's a strong woman. With all the writing she's done while alone in her room, she learned that she was very creative and prolific. With writing a lifelong apprenticeship, she learned that she got better at her craft with every story she wrote. She learned how much serenely more beautiful the country was over the city. No doubt living here, as if living in an asylum, has saved her life.
* * * * *
Tragically enough, she moved to the Hershey area to live with her mother in time for the biggest flood they had in the history of the Susquehanna River. Their small basement apartment had water to the ceiling. With the river flooding 30 feet over flood stage, the water was up to the second floor of her apartment building. Fast food restaurants downtown had water up to their roofs and had to be leveled and rebuilt. The Hershey Zoo had water buffalos submerged underwater and, unable to save them, the most humane thing to do, they shot them.
With entire neighborhoods of people homeless, three people died in the flood, one was a firefighter trying to save an elderly man who was trapped upside down in his car. Both were swept away. She was lucky that she wasn't home at the time of the flood. At the time of the flood, she was on the way to the doctor for her mother's appointment. Driving her mother, her mother's car survived the flood but her twelve-year-old car, parked in the parking lot, didn't.
Nothing was salvageable. To make their personal situations even worse, the police and firemen wouldn't allow residents back in their homes until the buildings were inspected. A three week process, their possessions floated in a pool of water contaminated with home heating oil, raw sewage, and mold. The Red Cross put her up in a shelter, but with her mother never at a loss for a man, and not extending her an invitation, her mother went to live with a man she had just met. Maybe if she could be more like her mother, a whore, she'd have a man taking care of her financially and giving her a permanent place to live. Always looking much younger than her age, looking sixty-something instead of seventy-something, her mother still looked good and dressed provocatively sexy enough to attract younger men, men who would financially take care of her in exchange for sex.
Truth be told, figuring she'd find a job, get her own apartment, and get her life back, she never thought she'd be living in Hannah's house for as long as she's been living there. Now that Hannah has asked her to leave her house, her new reality and having grown accustom to living here, she never thought about leaving. Still hiding out from her abusively violent ex, a dirty Boston cop, and still afraid, she was comfortable living within the safety of her small room. With her mail going to her Post Office Box, but for a few of Hannah's Mennonite relatives and friends, no one knew she lived there, not even the mailman, not her whore of a mother, not her perversely perverted, incestuous brothers, and especially not her angry ex-husband who threatened to kill her for divorcing him.
She thought she had a good relationship with Hannah. She cleaned and maintained Hannah's house while she worked at the hospital. Even though she cooked some of Hannah's meals, she seldom invited Susan to dine with her. For the most of her day, she stayed in her room writing her stories with pen to paper until she could have computer access to write them and submit them to Literotica. With the computer located in Hannah's bedroom, the only time she could use the computer was whenever Hannah wasn't home. If Hannah ever knew that she wrote was erotic and about sex, she'd throw her out of her house.
* * * * *
A time when she was employed and had money to waste, she never thought she could live without having a job, without having money, without owning a car, and/or without endlessly talking on her cell phone. It took her quite a long while to realize that the only thing she couldn't do without was her computer, so needed for her to write her stories. Able to use Hannah's computer whenever she wasn't home, but now with Hannah retired, always under foot, and no longer working at the hospital, inevitably, she knew that their strange living arrangement would soon come to an end.
Only where would she go without money and without a job? Even after being unemployed for so long, there were still no jobs, just broken promises from both sides of the aisle from Bush to Obama. With employers waiting to hire once the recession hit and still waiting until after the presidential elections, she waited while perusing job ads online and in the newspaper while hoping for someone to do something about the bad economy. Yet politicians were always more concerned with themselves and with other things than to help the poor people of their own country with jobs.
Understandably and undeniably, there was no money in it for them to get people back to work. There was more money in it for them to ship the manufacturing, along with the high paying jobs overseas. There was more money in it for them to solicit profitable employers for campaign contributions and cushy jobs for their relatives and friends than there was in getting the average American back to work. All about money, the economy was about those who had money and those who didn't.
In hindsight, something that made her cringe, maybe if she had encouraged Hannah's stares, she wouldn't be leaving here now. Maybe had she showed Hannah some skin, she wouldn't have asked her to leave but invited her to stay? Hannah was always staring at her and leering at her. Undressing her with her eyes, she never figured Hannah for a lesbian but now she wondered if she was lesbian but, because she was a Mennonite, was afraid to venture out from her protective closet. After all the sexually abuse that Hannah no doubt suffered at the hands of her menfolk, it figures that she'd have some sort of sexual peccadillo.



Never daring to undress in front of her, afraid to show her any skin, she feared that Hannah would sneak in her room one night and rape her. Perhaps, being here, with her always tempting Hannah to reveal her true sexual identity, maybe Susan made her feel uncomfortable. Maybe Susan made her feel sexually excited, horny, and or frustrated. Perhaps afraid to act upon her sexual feelings, wants, and desires, perhaps not wanting to confront the fact that she was more interested in women than she was in men, she wished she could have an intimate relationship with Susan. Now suspecting that she was lesbian, it was better that she left before something happened between them that she'd regret.
Susan wasn't attracted to women in the way that she was attracted to men. Even though she's had sex with women before when she was forced to participate in the swinging lifestyle with her ex, she's always been more of a sucker than a licker. Definitely there were a couple of Mennonite men, specifically, Amos and Samuel, that she'd love to have sex with, if only they'd give her the time of day. They were so handsome with their thick blonde hair, blue eyes, and thin albeit muscular bodies, but the most acknowledgement they gave her was a smile with a tip of their straw hat. Only they were so young, twenty-something and she was forty-something, nearly twice their age.
Whenever out and about and through the online responses she received from her stories, she's had lots of interest and offers from men, but with most men old enough to be her father, she never seriously considered furthering a relationship other than a cyber-one with an older man. Dreading her decision with indecisiveness, maybe she'd stay with one of the men who wrote to her until she could figure out an alternative place to live. Only much different to live with a man than living with a woman, a man would want and expect her to give him sex for the comfort of sheltering her in his house and for feeding her.
It would be okay for her to have sex with a man, even with an older man, and even a man old enough to be her father. Only, she'd have to be attracted to him. If she wasn't attracted to him, she couldn't have sex with a man just because he gave her a place to stay. Too much like prostitution, she couldn't prostitute herself for food and shelter. Having confronted that dilemma once before when living in the shelter and having lived that life with her ex, she'd rather be homeless than to be kept by a man who only wanted to use and abuse her for sex.
Hard to tell, she looked at her e-mails wondering which man seemed the most normal. Even though they all sent her photos of themselves, it was difficult to discern their sanity or lunacy from the e-mails and photos that she received from them. She's had lots of invitations. She could go to Florida, Texas, Minnesota, California, Maine, New York, Kansas, England, Ireland, Australia, New Zealand, Indonesia, or India, but she wouldn't want to leave her beloved country. She's never been to Kansas. Other than corn and where Dorothy lived in the Wizard of Oz, she knew so little about Kansas. Probably much the same living in Pennsylvania only flatter, she wondered what it would be like to live in Kansas.
An older man in his sixties, a retired a truck driver, she specifically wondered about Jim. Not hooking up with a rich man as some of her e-mailers professed to be, she'd be looking more to him to shelter her than to use him for his money. Seemingly a religious man by the content of his e-mails, he seemed nice, if only by the fact that he never wrote pornographic e-mails to her and never sent her photos of his cock in the way that so many other men have done over the years she's been writing for Literotica. She wondered if he lived alone as he said he did. It would be so awful to spend what little money she had on a bus ticket to discover that he was living with a wife and children. What would she do then? Maybe not a lost cause, perhaps there are more jobs in Kansas than there are in Pennsylvania or Massachusetts where she lived before.
Weird enough to go from Boston to Hershey, she couldn't imagine making another trip to somewhere over the rainbow, a place she's never been before. It's one thing to travel when she had money and it was one thing to travel when she had someone to travel with, but she's been doing everything alone for so long that she's as tired as she is cautious. With her blonde hair, blue eyes, and big tits, even when she covers her blonde hair with a hat and her big breasts with an oversized sweater, perhaps because of her height and shapely figure, she attracts attention no matter where she goes. Looking younger than her age, men from thirty to seventy routinely hit on her.
Only, what other choice did she have than to accept one of the offers that she receives on a weekly basis? Hannah asked her to leave and she has no place to go. She needed to vacate her house but before she did, she needed to find another place to live. Dependent upon the kindness of strangers when her own family wouldn't help her, Jim seemed like her best bet. Kansas it is.
To be continued...
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What I Did During Summer Vacation
When most others have barbeques and pool parties, others write letters during the long, hot summer.
Dear Anthony,
How's your summer? Have you taken the kids anywhere on their summer vacation?
Unfortunately, things don't look good for me. This is my last letter to you.
The weather is so hot here, hotter than Hell, that I can hardly breathe. When I do breath, my nostrils are filled with smoke and gunpowder from all the bullets we're firing.
We were ambushed and Al Qaeda has us pinned down. We're surrounded. I needed to write you this last letter in case I don't make it. They're everywhere. We tried to radio for air support but the radioman took machine gun fire and he's down as well as his equipment.
I wanted to write to tell you that I love you. I'll always love you. God bless you and our children. I'll see you in Heaven.
Kiss the kids good-bye for me. Tell them that Mommy loves them. Tell them that Mommy was proud to have served her country and proud to have been a United States Marine.
Oh, one last thing. I need to clear my conscience so that I can go to Heaven. Brace yourself because I had sex with your brother...seventeen times and your father...nine times.
Love,
Lorraine
* * * * *
Dear Anthony,
Shit. Ha! Ha! Just kidding about Al Qaeda pinning us down. Actually, they did pin us down but I'm safe now. We were finally able to fix the radio well enough to get a transmission through to coordinate the enemies' location for a bombing attack. Two fighter planes bombed the shit out of them and those who tried to run were gunned down with machine gun fire. A bloody massacre with us overtaking the enemy, I'm proud to be a Marine and so glad that I'm safe.
I can't wait to see you again my love. Kiss the kids for me. I'll be home sometime in the fall.
Oh, by the way, you know what a kidder I am. Ha! Ha! I was only kidding about having sex with your brother seventeen times and your father nine times. I never had sex with your brother or with your father. Nope, not even once.
Love,
Lorraine
* * * * *
Dear Lorraine,
Don't bother coming home. Your mother and your sister are all the women that I need. They've been helping me not only with the kids during their summer vacation but also with whatever else I need, if you know what I mean.
Good-bye,
Anthony
* * * * *
Bitch Shirelle,
When I get out bitch, I'm gonna kill you for puttin' me in here. You dig? I'm done with your black ass.
I done told you that I didn't cheat on you with your grandmother, your mother, your sister, and your best friend. I done told you that all those bitches were lyin'. I done told you that the only woman for me is you. I done told you that I'd never cheat on you. I done told you that.
When I get out, you better have not spent my money, used my drugs, and thrown out my guns. Those charges for unpaid parkin' tickets were all bullshit. You were the one drivin' my ride. You were the one who got all those tickets 'cause you didn't pay the meter. You were the one who took off with my money so that I couldn't pay the fine.
Ninety days in jail is a lifetime in my bus'ness. You know that the summer is my busiest season. With me not around, my customers figure I'm dead. Now 'cause of you, I needs to start all over again.
I hate your black ass,
Tyrone
* * * * *
Dear Tyrone,
There's no need to come home and I pity your black ass if you do come home 'cause my man will put a cap in your ass. You dig?
That's right. I have a new man in my life. This, by far, is the best summer of my life. I've been shackin' up with your Daddy for some time now. He knows how to treat a woman right.
Because of him, I get my nails done every week, my hair straightened, and he buys me all the diapers that I needs for my baby. Too bad you told your Daddy where you hid all that money sucker.
By the way, I received a notice from impound that your car was sold at auction. They didn't get enough from the sale of your Caddy to cover all of your parkin' tickets. You still owe them $3,000.
You should have paid your tickets bitch.
Shirelle
* * * * *
Dear Mr. Congressman,
How are you? How's your five week summer vacation going?
Me? How's my vacation? Thank you for asking.
Actually, unlike you, your cohorts, and your co-conspirators, I don't get a vacation working two 30 hour part-time jobs. My jobs don't have any benefits. God forbid I'm sick without healthcare, I can't afford to even take off a sick day. Unlike you bitches and bastards, who have the best healthcare in the world, if I don't work, I don't get paid. Unlike your fat ass living the life of luxury as a public servant my ass, I have no vacation, no retirement, no nothing, just work, work, and more work until the day that I die poor in some rat and roach infested nursing home.
I just wanted to take the time to tell you that I won't be voting for you in your next election. Moreover, I plan to campaign against you by telling everyone I know and everyone that I don't know not to vote for you.
When your party does something about jobs and does something to make my life easier, then maybe I'll consider putting one of you lazy, lying, thieving assholes back in office. Until then, I hope you choke and die during your summer vacation.
Joe the Plumber
* * * * *
Dear Jennifer Lawrence,
How's your summer? My summer, fall, winter, and spring are always hot, hot, hot, hot, when thinking of you naked, naked, naked, naked.
Forgive me but calling you Jennifer Lawrence seems so formal since I already know so much about you. Being that I feel as if I know you already from all the details that I've read about you on the Internet, may I call you Jenny, Jen, or Jennifer? Which name do you prefer? You may call me Al, your number one fan
I watched you in Hunger Games, you were hot. I watched you in Silver Lining Playbook, you were hot. I watched you in Winter's Bone, you were hot. I watched you in, The Devil You Know, The House at the End of the Street, X-Men: First Class, The Beaver, and Like Crazy, you were so hot, hot, hot, hot, and hot. Damn, Jennifer, you are so frigging hot. So sizzling hot, I just love how hot you are.
I bought all of your movies and have posters of you all over my room, even on the ceiling so that I can stare up at you while lying naked in bed masturbating and while thinking of you sucking my cock. I'd so love to cum in your mouth Jennifer. You have such nice titties and I just love your round, firm ass.
Tell me, if I may be so bold, what are you wearing now? Do you wear panties or do you walk around au naturale in the way of Paris Hilton, Lindsay Lohan, Brittany Spears, and that fat, short bitch, Kim Kardashian. I hate her. She's such a bitch. They all have restraining orders out against me, I have no idea why, which is why I'm writing to you instead of to them.
Please respond with a nude photo.
Your #1 fan,
Al
* * * * *
Dear Al,
Please cease and desist from writing to my client. I've already petitioned the court for a restraining order against you. Do not write to my client again or you will be arrested and charged with harassment. If you write her again, I dare say that you'll be spending the rest of your summer in jail.
David Goldberg
Goldberg, Goldberg, and Carmenucci
* * * * *
Dear Mommy,
How's your summer? Has Daddy taken you out on the water? I miss going out on my boat. It's been a while since I've gone fishing.
Being that I'm not very communicative these days, especially with the medication that I'm on and especially when restrained in the straightjacket in my rubber room, they told me that I must write to someone so that I can express how I truly feel. Actually, I think they want to make sure that I'm still lucid and sane before releasing me, especially after all the crazy things I've done in the past.
Do you really want to know how I feel Mommy? I feel fucking angry Mommy. That's how I feel. Are you happy now Doc that I'm writing to my mother as to how I feel? Are you happy now Mommy that I feel angry that you had me committed to this mental institution? Unable to watch my beloved Texas Rangers, I'm angry. I'm fucking angry that you put me in here. I can't even ride my bike and you know how much I love riding my bike Mommy.
There, after writing all of that, somehow I feel better. Maybe there is something to this psychiatric therapy. Maybe I'm on my way to a full recovery after losing my mind and being cured. Too bad they couldn't help me before I killed all of those innocent people.
Since I'm being honest with you mother, even though you've grown to look like Benjamin Franklin in your old age, I always wanted to have sex with you. Since the time I was 18-years-old, nearly fifty years ago, I masturbated every night over having sex with you after sniffing your panties and feeling your worn bras that I found in the laundry hamper.
Damn Mommy you sure do have big tits, bigger tits than Laura. If I was there now Mommy, I'd strip you naked and have my wicked way with you. If I was there now, I'd lick your pussy, have you suck my cock, and fuck you Mommy. I still want to have sex with you Mommy.
I love you Mommy,
There, again, I feel so much better writing how I truly feel about you.
Your loving son,
George
* * * * *
Dear George,
My summer is fine. Your father isn't able to get around very much anymore. Unless we strap him to a deck chair, we don't dare put him on a boat in his fragile condition. He may go flying overboard in the way that Obama ordered that pretend body of Osama bin Laden dumped at sea.
I'm so pleased the therapy is working. We planted the story that you're having a stint placed in your heart. No one knows that you were taken away by the men in white coats, not even your wife Laura and especially not your daughters, Jenna and Barbara.
Please don't be so hard on yourself. I realize you enjoyed your writer naming your invasion Shock and Awe. I was so proud of you when you stood on that battleship declaring the end of the war, albeit years prematurely and after thousands of more lives were lost. As if you were watching a firework display, I know how much you were so enamored with the pretty lights from the explosions at night over Iraq. Yet, had you served your time in the military instead of having your father pull strings to get you out, you'd know that war is not a video game. War is real and people die George.
Yet, you aren't directly responsible for killing all of those innocent people, indirectly perhaps you are for giving the bombing orders. You aren't the serial killer that you think that you are. Because your father's man, Cheney, at the time the most powerful man on Earth, was pulling all the strings in the White House and not you. The CIA purposely gave you bad information. Albeit, even though you were the Commander in Chief, your Intel was incorrect.
They told you what you needed to hear for you to give the order to bomb the shit out of those Iraqi bastards after all the threats your father received from cozying himself up to the Saudi's after the Gulf War. His personal business interests and wealth were more important than the country's safety, which is why those terrorists flew those planes in the World Trade Towers on 9/11. We all know that you were told in advance that the terrorist were taking over passenger flights but I suspect you thought just a plane full of passengers' lives would be lost and not thousands of people would die. I'm sure you never realized what 9/11 would do to our economy. If you had to make those decisions again, I'm sure you'd make better choices.
You really did believe that the Iraqis had weapons of mass destruction and that Al Qaeda was coming to get Daddy in Kennebunkport, Maine, didn't you? You're so naïve George. Forget about moving to the White House, Mommy should have never allowed you to leave the house alone. By the way, just so you know for future reference so as to not embarrass yourself again in front of reporters, Al Qaeda is not the name of a Mafia hit man. Al Qaeda is a terrorist organization.
Since you've been so open and honest with me about your incestuous lust for me, please allow me to be open and honest with you about my incestuous lust for you. Being that your father has been useless in bed for some time now, when you get out maybe we can have a little hanky-panky fun. How does that sound Georgie porgy, my pudding pie? It's been a long time since I've felt a big, hard, stiff one in my elderly pussy.
Tell you what, I'll let you sniff my panties and fondle my bra while I suck your cock. You can even cum in Mommy's mouth. How that? Then, later, you can drill me, so long as you're careful not to hurt my hips. I am 87-years-old after all.
Your loving mother,
Barbara
* * * * *
Dear David,
How's your market share numbers for the summer?
They suck and you suck too!
Jay Leno
* * * * *
Dear Jay,
My summer market share numbers are better than your summer market share numbers.
You suck the big one too.
Dave Lettermen
* * * * *
Dear David and Jay,
My summer market share numbers are better than both your summer market share numbers combined. No one wants to watch two old men continue to make fools of themselves.
You both suck big, hard, hairy ones.
Jimmy Fallon
* * * * *
Dear Mumsey,
How's your summer? I haven't seen you since the royal birth. My summer, as is your summer, I imagine, is filled with duty and obligations. Poor, poor me, poor pitiful me. It's a shame that we must actually do something for the money that the people give us. Continuing our line of bloodsuckers, thank God for the royal birth of our future King George to make sure that the people still love us enough to support us in the lavish lifestyle that we've so grown accustomed to and can't possibly now live without.
I'm writing you, Mumsey, to ask you to please stop referring to Camilla Parker Bowles as Bowles. Especially with your English accent, it sounds as if you're saying Balls instead of Bowles whenever you call her by name. Her name is Camilla, Camilla Parker Bowles and I implore you, please refer to her as that, especially in public.
Thank you so very much. Your loyal, royal servant,
Your loving son,
Charles, the never to be King
* * * * *
Dear Charlie,
My summer is the same as every summer. I take the Range Rover and follow the dogs to hunt quail.
Did your wife put you up to this? Did your wife ask you to disrespect yourself to your mother and to your Queen? How dare she? How dare you?
You've both always been so insolent. How dare she take offense for you to write me, the Queen of England! I have more pressing matters than to assuage some bitch who couldn't keep her legs or mouth closed when around you. She's nothing more than a common whore who wears stupid looking hats.
Get over it. I will never refer to that bitch as Camilla and I do call her Balls and not Bowles. Why do you ask the reason is the why I call her Balls instead of Camilla? I'm glad you asked. Because, Chuck, if I had balls as big as Camilla's balls to distract and dissuade you from your royal business and sworn duties as the crowned prince of England while you were still married to Diana, I'd be king.
It's indirectly because of her, Camilla Parker Balls, that Diana is dead. It's because of you that I must stay alive so that you cannot and never will be king. Mumsey would roll over in her grave if your cunt of a wife was the queen.
Her Royal Majesty,
Queen Elizabeth, your embarrassed mother
* * * * *
Dear Sly,
What are you doing? You ruined my freaking summer. I had it all planned to begin shooting Expendables 3.
I can't believe you cut me from Expendables 3 in favor of Harrison Ford? Are you kidding me? How old is he? He hasn't done anything since the Raiders of the Lost Ark. Is he still married to that anorexic bitch Calista Nobody?
Hey, I played my character better than Harrison freaking Ford ever could. I was so believable standing there to give what few lines that I had. I looked CIA. If you ask me, I was worth the million bucks a day you paid me for doing nothing.
Bruce
* * * * *
Yo Bruce,
What are you going to do now that you're not working on my movie this summer? Huh? Knowing you, you already have half a dozen movies already in production. You're such a bloodsucking, moneymaking production business. Always the mighty dollar is first with you and not the craft of acting.
Me on the other hand, I actually work for a living. This movie is my gig. I wrote it, direct it, and star in it. I actually make a vital contribution to the movie and you don't which is why it was easy to replace your ass with a bigger star, bitch.
I cut you from my movie because, ah, you know, you're greedy. You're lazy. And you have no hair. Now fuck off!
Sly
* * * * *
Dear Lone Ranger,
Well, the summer reviews to our movie are in and they're not good with no help from you.
Listen Kemosabe, people think you're dead and by the box office gate for this movie, you played your character as if you were dead. Allow me to give you a bit of advice, if I may. So that you're not recognized in public...perhaps you shouldn't still wear the mask.
Tonto
* * * * *
Dear Tonto,
Fuck you Tonto.
As I go off alone into the night, I like wearing the mask of the Lone Ranger. I'll never remove it.
I wear it when driving. I wear it when I go swimming at the beach. I even wear it to bed when sleeping.
And what the Hell kind of name is Depp anyway Johnny? Huh? What are you a gypsy? No offense to gypsies, of course, some of my best friends are gypsies, not really, not at all. Actually, I don't know any gypsies.
The Lone Ranger
* * * * *
Dear A Rod,
You suck!
Once a fan but never again.
* * * * *
Dear A Rod,
You blow.
Madonna
* * * * *
Dear A Rod,
Stop calling me, stop texting me, and stop writing me. I'm happily married, as if that's ever stopped you from trying to seduce married women.
Kate Hudson
* * * * *
Dear Alex honey,
I heard about all your troubles. Call me. Maybe I can help...relieve your stress, if you know what I mean.
Cameron Diaz
* * * * *
Hey Alex,
Can you get your hands on some more steroids? I need to pump myself up again and Bruce won't return my calls. I'm thinking about doing a cyborg movie that could earn me big bucks as a video game but I need more muscle.
I already checked with Stallone for some 'roids but he needs all that he has to look younger (lol). Good luck with that. He's starting to look like he's been microwaved. He's starting to look like one of the characters in the movie, Death Becomes Her (lol).
By the way, just wondering, can you ask my ex if he can hook me up with that young dude that he starred with in his last movie, A Good Day to Die Hard, what's his name? Jai Courtney, yeah, that's it. With him in that movie, they should have named the movie, A Good Day to be Hard. He's hot, way hotter than my ex, way hotter than Ashton, and way hotter than you Alex.
Demi Moore
* * * * *
Dear A Rod,
Don't bother returning, you druggie. We're not paying you another dollar on your contract, you cheater. Don't even bother coming in the clubhouse to dress. Get dressed in your car. God you're such an arrogant asshole. I hate you. Everyone hates you. Your mother called to tell you not to bother coming for Thanksgiving.
Hal Steinbrenner
* * * * *
Dear Monica,
Hilary has gone away yet again for most of the summer. Being that she no longer cares where I stick my cock or who I stick my cock in, I thought we could play our special game of not having sex again. I bought a new box of cigars. They're Cuban. Imported from Havana. The best. So, what do you say?



Love,
Bill
* * * * *
Dear Mr. President,
You disgusting, dirty old man. Please stop calling me. Please stop texting me. Please stop writing me. I'm a happily married woman now.
I'll see you Saturday night.
Monica Lewinsky
* * * * *
Dear Oprah,
I love you. I want you. I must have you. I no longer want Portia, I want you. My summer is empty and lonely without you in my bed.
Ellen
* * * * *
Dear Ellen,
How many times must I tell you that I'm not lesbian? I'm happy with Stedman...and Gayle King. Just because the three of us sleep in the same bed with Stedman on one side of me and Gayle on the other side of me doesn't mean that I'm lesbian. I just like keeping my friends close.
Yet, if you insist, meet tonight at midnight. We'll discuss your attraction to me. Come by the way of the servants' entrance. You know how the Paparazzi make up stories to go with their photos. Al Qaeda could learn a few things from them, they're everywhere.
Oprah
* * * * *
Dear Jennifer,
I'm so very sorry. I made a tragic mistake. I still love you. I still need you. I still want you in my life. I miss your tits. My summers are not the same without seeing you parade around in front of the paparazzi in your itsy bitsy, teenie weenie bikini.
Brad
* * * * *
Dear Brad,
I guess you're not happy with your tit-less wife, Angelina, huh?
Please stop calling me, texting me, and writing me. I've moved on to Adam Duritz, Tate Donovan, Paul Rudd, Vince Vaughn, Paul Sculfor, Orlando Bloom, Owen Wilson, Aaron Eckhart, John Mayer, Gerard Butler, and finally Justin Theroux, my fiancée.
Rumors that I'm a whore are greatly exaggerated. With the jury still out, actually, even though I'm engaged, I'm still dating.
Yet, if only for old time's sake, I'll meet you at our usual place this Saturday. Don't forget to bring the monkey and wear a kangaroo suit. You know how much I like that. I'll wear my usual latex outfit. Maybe later we can go to our favorite, private nude beach. I'll place an anonymous call to the Paparazzi beforehand as to where we'll be.
Jennifer
* * * * *
Dear Oprah,
Seriously? Thirty-eight thousand dollars for a Jennifer Aniston inspired pocketbook as a birthday gift for Tina Turner? Are you kidding me? How the Hell old is that bitch anyway? I didn't know she was a Leo. With me being a Leo too, born July 26th, we both share the same astrological sign. Yuck!
Anyway, back to the pocketbook. Are you kidding me? Seriously, what's wrong with you? Are you nuts? Have you lost your touch with reality?
If it's not bad enough that the pocketbook cost thirty-eight thousand dollars, enough to feed, clothe, and house a family of five for a year, the pocketbook is made from alligator. Alligator! Alligator? Have you no sense of shame? Have you no decency? Is money controlling everything that you do?
The pocketbook was probably made in some sweatshop in Bangladesh or somewhere in Indonesia. How dare you endorse slave labor by buying such an extravagant pocketbook to give to a woman who has everything? And, in the way of Shania Twain, how dare you give credence to a woman who just denounced her American citizenship to live in Switzerland?
Besides, I thought making anything from alligator was illegal. The PETA people must be harassing you over this blunder.
Susan Jill Parker
* * * * *
Dear Susan Jill Parker,
I read your profile and saw your photo. You are as enchanting as you are beautiful. You're so adorable when you're angry.
Gayle and I are big fans. We have read every one of your stories. We read your stories while lazing in bed, if you know what I mean.
Enclosed is a plane ticket to the Santa Barbara airport. My driver will meet you there to drive you to my house. Sorry but I must ask you to use the servants' entrance. You know how it is. The Paparazzi takes photos and people talk.
Oprah
# # #
This is a Summer Lovin' contest story. Please vote.
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Wayne takes Susan to dinner and makes all the wrong moves.
Wayne always liked Susan, his office co-worker, only they had a strict rule in place about dating fellow employees and sexual harassment. Afraid of losing their jobs, men didn't ask out female co-workers unless it was on their own time and their advances were mutually welcomed and women didn't welcome any advances from their male co-workers while at work. Waiting for the right opportunity to show his affection for her, while waiting for her to give him the go ahead, green light with a look, a gesture, or with her body language, Wayne lusted over Susan from afar. If only he had her in his life, his life would be complete.
If only she was his he imagined all the things they could do together. Going out to eat, going to the movies, even going bowling together, he realized all the fun that he was missing not having, never having a girlfriend. He could take her home to meet his mother. She could take him home to meet her parents.
Tall, blonde, busty, beautiful, intelligent, and witty, Susan was everything that any man would want in a woman. His longtime dream woman, she was Wayne's version of Christie Brinkley in the way that Christie looked two decades ago as a supermodel. Unfortunately and assuredly, not seeing him in the same light, she looked at him as if he was Billy Joel but without all of the talent, success, influence, and money. Had Wayne really thought about it, had he looked at himself in the mirror, he should have known that someone like her would never be interested in someone like him.
Striking out a lot lately for some odd reason, never making it to second base and never so much as getting a second date, he didn't have much success with women. Yet, in the way that Susan was always so nice, polite, and accommodating to him by always making eye contact with him, smiling at him, and helping him with the daily paperwork at his job, he figured that he may have a chance with her, if not for romance perhaps for sex. Then, one day, with them working late and everyone else gone for the evening, building up the courage to blurt it out, he seemingly and innocently asked her if she wanted to grab a bite to eat.
Even before she accepted his invitation, after taking her to dinner, visualizing what would happen next, he imagined her being all over him. As if her agreeing to go to dinner with him was his sexual fantasy come true, touching him and kissing him, feeling his cock through his pants before unzipping him and removing him from his underwear, he imagined her stroking him before sucking him. Allowing him to touch her breasts through her blouse and feel her nipples through her bra before moving his hand up her short skirt to cup her pussy through her panty, he envisioned making out with her.
A first step in any relationship, especially an office romance, where fraternizing with other employees was frowned upon, he needed to get her away from the office. He needed to ply her with a couple of drinks to relax her. He needed to show her how much he wanted her. He needed to have sex with her.
* * * * *
"Shall we go to dinner together? My treat," he said.
"Dinner?" She looked at him as if he was asking her for a pint of blood. "Yeah, sure, I guess that will be okay, so long as it's just dinner," she said giving him a long look as if trying to discern if he had an ulterior motive which, of course, he had and which, of course, all men had when around her. "I don't want to have to report you to Human Resources for sexual harassment Wayne," she said warning him with a toss of her long, blonde hair, a sexy move that made him wild with lust for her.
"Sexual harassment? Me? We're only going to dinner Susan after working late at the office," he said with a nervous laugh.
"So long as you understand that I'm not interested in you in a sexual way Wayne, I'll accompany you to dinner as a friend," she said. "I trust, when in my company, you will behave like a gentleman and not paw and grope me in the way that so many men, too many men, have done."
"Gees, it's not a date Susan. It's just dinner and some shop talk," he said. "So, what do you say?"
He imagined her being pawed and groped by a multitude of men, men who wouldn't take no for an answer. He imagined her submitting to their wills by getting naked and allowing them to have their wicked way with her naked body.
"Sure, why not? I already told you that I'd go with you, so long as it's just for dinner and nothing else and so long as you act like a gentleman," she said again, this time looking at her watch. "Besides, it's too late to buy something at the market for supper and I'm too tired to cook anyway." She looked at him in the way that he imagined her looking at him when he was naked. "I'm all yours for the evening," she said with a big, white smile.
All mine for the evening? Is that what she just said? Is she playing me? Is she teasing me? How long may I have her for the evening? Is she hinting at sex?
He imagined foregoing dinner to go back to her place. He imagined stripping her naked while kissing and kissing her. He imagined her stripping him naked while begging him to allow her to blow him and cum in her mouth. He imagined having sex with her in the living room, the kitchen, the bathroom, and the bedroom. He imagined making her his sexy bitch while totally ignoring her at the office so as to keep his job and not violate the company's sexual harassment policy with a secret, office romance.
With all eyes upon her when they walked in the restaurant, no doubt, people figured he must have money to have someone who looks like her on his arm. Obviously having grown accustomed to having men turn their heads when she walks in a room, with her disregarding their looks, and with him proud to be with someone who looked like her, he took Susan, his attractive co-worker to dinner. He thought that things between them couldn't be any better.
In the way that she smiled at him and looked at him while making constant eye contact with him, he thought that he may have a chance with her as her steady boyfriend. In the way that she made him feel as if he was the only man in the room, he thought that he may even have a chance with her as her special fuck buddy. Already in the ballpark, he couldn't wait to cross first base before hitting one out of the park with her naked and begging him for sex.
Eating, drinking, talking, and laughing, glad that he asked her to dinner and that she accepted his invitation, she seemingly had a good time and he did too. They each had a couple of glasses of wine with their meal and talked, mostly about their respective jobs and about the people they worked with at the office. Obviously more interested in her than she was in him, he asked her lots of personal questions about herself and about her family. Obviously not seeing the grimaced look on her face and not realizing that he was giving her a headache is when she had a third glass of wine before polishing off the remainder of the bottle.
Ignoring some questions that were too personal or strangely weird, she reluctantly answered most of his unnerving questions while not asking him any questions about him in return. The wine seemed to have relaxed her enough that nothing could foul her good mood, not even Wayne. Obviously to her, this was nothing more than a spur of the moment, quick dinner. Obviously to him, in the way that he gazed at her, a love connection, he was already in lust with her. No doubt, had she not had the extra glass of wine, she never would have answered any of his so personal questions about herself and her family.
Finally, after driving her home, they sat outside her apartment in his car while talking about tomorrow's workday. Showing him a little more of herself than she should, it was obvious to him by the disheveled and careless appearance of her clothes that she was a little tipsy. Knowing Wayne and no doubt suspecting that he'd sexually take advantage of her, she needed to flee this small, secluded space that he called a car. This is where she should have gotten out of the car and left him to himself to lust over her in his dreams with his hand around his cock that night but she didn't. For some inexplicable reason, she lingered in his car. For some inexplicable reason, she stayed there taunting him and teasing him without even realizing that she was torturing him by prolonging her departure. Maybe she was drunk.
* * * * *
Didn't she know how beautiful she was? Suddenly Sammy Kershaw's song played through his mind, She Don't Know She's Beautiful. Didn't she know how sexy she was? Didn't she know what she was doing to him by just sitting there while smiling at him and laughing at his lewd jokes and inappropriate comments?
Perhaps had she not had that one, last, extra glass of wine, she may have collected her thoughts enough to leave his car and abandon him to his bad self. Perhaps had she not been so tired, the wine wouldn't have gone to her head in the way that it did? Perhaps had the radio not been playing her favorite song, Unchained Melody by the Everly Brothers, she would have already alighted from his car, walked in her apartment, and retired to bed alone.
Adding to Wayne's impassioned lust for her was the way she was immodestly, sexily dressed. A little too sexy for office attire, her low cut blouse had fallen even lower and plenty low enough for him to get a good view of her long line of cleavage along with the bulbous tops of her perfectly amazing breasts. With her nipples making their big impressions through her bra and through the thin material of her blouse, his lips involuntarily moved in the shape of a goldfish. He could see even more of her big boobs whenever she leaned forward, especially in the way she was leaning forward now when rifling through her purse to retrieve her lipstick. Enamored with her full breasts, at least a C cup, possibly even a D cup, he wondered if they were real.
A good question, but not thinking that her lips may be dry from dinner and from the starchy port, house wine that she drank, he wondered why was she putting on lipstick now when she was getting ready to go inside her house? Suddenly the sexual excitement of the situation took hold of him in the way that he knew he was going to get lucky with his Prom date, Mary Beth Higgins so long ago, when she applied a fresh coat of lipstick before going down on his dipstick. With her taking control of his rearview mirror to bath her lips in bright, red lipstick, was that the signal that she was expecting him to kiss her? Or forsaking the kiss goodnight, she was going to go right to the blowjob?
He could use a little red lipstick on his dipstick right about now. Did she want him to kiss her? Did she want to kiss him as much as he wanted to kiss her? As if he was the bull and she was the matador teasing him with a red cape, is that why she's repainted her lips so brightly red? Red, full lips with bright, blue eyes, and big, firm breasts, she looked so sexy.
Having had so very little experience with women, he didn't know what she was thinking and what he should do. A total mystery to him, he never knew what women were thinking. He never knew when and how to make his move. Damned if he did and damned if he didn't, he wished he had a friend who could teach him all there was there was to know about woman. Nonetheless his inexperience and his inability to discern her motives, he had all the intentions of kissing her anyway, reapplied lipstick or not.
A spectacularly sexy sight to see, he looked from her lips to her breasts and down to her legs. He imagined her legs wrapped around his neck while licking her and fingering her pussy. He imagined her legs wrapped around his back while he made sweet love to her before fucking her hard.
She was such a sexy bitch and there she was sitting vulnerably in his car while waiting for him to kiss her. Watching it climb ever so slowly higher with her every movement and with every bump in the road, her short skirt had been driving him crazy during the entire ride to the restaurant and back. She had such shapely, long legs and with her not wearing any pantyhose, he knew that she was only wearing panties. Wondering what color panties she was wearing, he'd love for her to flash him her panties.
Yet, what if she wasn't wearing panties? What if she removed her panties at the office or in the restaurant? The gentleman that he wished he was, instead of jumping in his driver's seat, when she climbed in the car at the office and again at the restaurant, he wished he had stood there by the passenger side door to open and close the car door for her. Definitely, with her climbing in his low car in that short skirt, with her legs so immodestly spread wide open, she would have given him a between the legs shot of her panties or pussy, that is, if she was wearing any panties. Now consumed by the thoughts of her short skirt, her panties, and her pussy, again, if she was even wearing panties, his clue to know if she wanted sex, he had to know if she was wearing panties or not.
Now with her hem nearly up to bottom of her crotch and her knees parted enough to see her panties or her pussy, he was enamored with seeing so very much of her shapely thighs. As if he was Harvey Keitel as George Baines lying beneath her piano, in the movie, The Piano, he'd love to be staring up at her from his passenger seat floorboards. Focusing on her panties again, he wondered what color panties she was wearing. If she wasn't wearing panties, he wondered if she was shaved, trimmed, or bushy. He wondered if she'd allow him to kiss her. He wondered if she'd allow him to stick his hand down her top to feel her big tits and his other hand up her skirt to feel her panties or finger her pussy.
Now or never, the moment he's been waiting for, this was it, the point of no return. With her lipstick freshly applied and in the way that he imagined Loni Anderson looking at him, his longtime favorite sexual, fantasy woman, she looked at him with her beautiful face and smiled at him with those big, blue eyes. Waiting for the right moment, with her head back and her eyes momentarily closed while she listened to the music that the car radio played, he looked at her as if he was in love and at that moment losing his mind to her sexuality, he was.
She was so beautiful and with that freshly applied lipstick, she was so ready to be kissed. In that sexy outfit of a low cut blouse and a short skirt, she was begging him to feel her up while kissing and kissing her. Getting himself ready for some hot action, and with him already having an erection, a daring albeit a perversely perverted move, he stealthily removed his cock from his jeans and underwear and covered it with his shirttails.
He felt so exposed. He felt like such a pervert but he didn't care. He was too horny to care if he was taking advantage of her being a little inebriated. Perhaps it was the alcohol that she consumed over dinner but she seemed receptive to him making a sexual move. Perhaps it was the alcohol that he consumed over dinner that made him even more desperately horny than he was for him to be so despicable in removing his cock from his jeans.
"Thank you Wayne. I had a good time," she said opening her eyes to smile at him with her hand on the car's door handle.
"I had a good time too, Susan," he said.
She should have left his car but she didn't. She delayed her departure and prolonged her time with him by sitting there in an alcohol dazed stupor. Maybe she felt guilty for not being so forthcoming in answer his questions. Maybe she felt guilty for not asking him even one question about himself or his family. Maybe she figured that she was wrong about him and that he wasn't such a bad guy after all. Then, as if she hadn't noticed his car before and as if making up for her bad manners, he watched her staring at the interior of his car.
"What kind of car is this Wayne?" She looked at him as if he had built the car himself.
"It's a Honda," he said with pride.
"A Honda? Seriously?" Unable to hide her look of dismay, she looked all over the inside of the car. "It doesn't look like any Honda that I've ever seen," she said looking at him while chuckling. "How old is this car?"
"It's a classic," he said with a prideful smile. "This car will be worth a lot of money one day. Not a full sized car like the new ones, the Hondas today are too big and too heavy. No ma'am, they don't make them like this anymore," he said patting his dashboard as if he was petting a pet.
"Thank God," she said unable to hide her contempt for his car and wiping her hands with a wet wipe. "This car doesn't look very safe. Does it even have airbags?"
"Airbags? Yeah, I think it does but I doubt that they still work," said Wayne moving his hand across the dashboard as if he was feeling a woman's leg.
Excited and nervous, this was the moment that Wayne had been waiting for but dreaded the most, the much anticipated goodnight kiss. Always going overboard and always never knowing when to stop, he had difficulty in reading women's body language. Always it was a nightmarish wrestling match with him desperately groping the woman while trying to kiss her and while trying to force her hand on his cock. Always it was the woman acting as if he was trying to rape her. Women were such cockteasers. He hoped he'd have been luck with Susan.
He imagined after kissing her, after parting her lips with his tongue, and after feeling her tits through her top, and fingering her pussy through her panty, if she was wearing any, he hoped she'd invite him inside of her apartment. He hoped that she was as sexually attracted to him as he was to her. He hoped she'd want to have sex with him. He hoped that she was the one, his first, real girlfriend and fuck buddy. He'd love to have sex with her every morning and every night. The prettiest woman in the office, she has such a smoking hot body.
From all the women at the office, he liked her the most. A woman he could marry and have children with, he really liked her. She was kind to him when the other women weren't. She always said hi to him whenever they saw one another in the corridors. She always wished him a goodnight and for him to have a nice weekend. At this point of his life, it didn't take much for him to fall in love and he was already in love with her.
* * * * *
If it wasn't for the sexual harassment policy at work, he would have asked her out a long time ago. If it wasn't for the sexual harassment policy, after everyone had gone home but for them, he would have banged her already in the copy room, in the lunch room, and/or in the storeroom. He would have bent her over somewhere in the office, lifted up her short skirt, pulled down her panties, and fucked her from behind while feeling her big tits and fingering her hard nipples. Then, with a gentle push on her shoulder, he imagined her dropping to her knees to suck his cock. With his cum dripping out from the sides of her red lipstick covered mouth and staining her blue blouse in the way that Bill Clinton's cum stained Monica Lewinski's blue dress, he imagined filling her mouth with his cum.
Obviously expecting much more than a goodnight kiss, Wayne hoped for so much more. Hoping for a blowjob while playing with her big tits and fingering her erect nipples, he was expecting a hand job while reaching beneath her short skirt to explore her panty clad or naked pussy. At the very least, he'd settle for some French kissing while he felt her breasts through her blouse and fingered her nipples through her bra. At the very least, he'd settle for sticking his fat hand beneath her short skirt to feel her pussy through her panties as she felt his cock through his pants while kissing and kissing and kissing him.
"Well, thank you for the nice meal Wayne. Thank you for being a gentleman. I had fun," said Susan reaching for the door handle again. "I'll see you tomorrow at work," she said giving him a sexy smile before turning away.



"Wait," he said.
This was it. This was the moment he was waiting for and she was about to leave. What was he thinking? He couldn't allow her to go. He needed to stop her. He needed to strip her. He needed to touch and feel her everywhere that a fellow employee should never touch and feel another fellow employee.
What was she thinking? She couldn't go and leave him like this. She needed to kiss him. She needed to stroke his cock before sucking him. She needed to invite him to her apartment for hot sex.
"Yes," she turned her head to him. "What is it?"
To be continued...



        

  
    Mom & Sis Drunk and Horny from CFNM
  
  Mom & Sis Drunk and Horny from CFNM

        Horny son has summertime, sexy fun with mother and sister.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mom-and-sis-drunk-and-horny-from-cfnm

Title: Mom & Sis Drunk and Horny from CFNM

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Horny son has summertime, sexy fun with mother and sister.

Tags: mother and daughter sex, summertime, cfnm, united states marines, sex with son, sex with mother, happy birthday, sex with sister, first day of summer




This is a Summer Lovin' contest story. Please vote.
*
Horny son has summertime fun with his whore of a mother and his slutty sister.
My name is John but my mother, Jenny, calls me Jack, probably because that was the name of my biological father, her prom date when she was only 18-years-old. Conceived in the backseat of a 1990 Pontiac Trans Am 24-years-ago, she gave birth to me nine months later when she was barely 19-years-old. Now 42-years-old but looking ten years younger, my Mom is a real MILF with a stripper's body and a movie star's face. She told me that before her prom date could put a ring on her finger to make me legitimate instead of the bastard that I am today, he joined the Marines, went off to war, and never returned. Being that she can't even remember his last name, she doesn't know if he's alive or dead.
My kid sister Emma, half-sister actually, was born two years later when my mother got a job stripping off her clothes while dancing around a pole for tips to support me. One of her special lap dance, private customers got her pregnant. Even then, with her having more than a few special lap dance customers, she doesn't know which one of her private customers was my sister's Daddy. Being that she was so fertile, my mother should have kept a notebook of who she had sex with when. I'm just glad she had her tubes tied with the birth of my sister. One bitch of a sister is enough.
A good looking woman who lived alone with two small kids without a job, unable to work and on welfare, she always had some man sniffing around her and willing to support her in exchange for sex. I guess men would rather give money to her than to waste their money at a strip club for a special lap dance from a stripper who had God knows what diseases. At least they saw that my Mom was trying to do the right thing by raising and caring for her children. Still, when seeing my Mom out in the world without us tagging behind, probably because she was so young and looked more like a teenager than she did a twenty-something-year-old, ex-stripper of a woman , one would never think that she had two kids.
* * * * *
As far back as I could remember, I'd hear her moaning and, whichever new man she was with, I'd hear him groaning while they had rock star, mattress squeaking, and head banging against the headboard sex. Humping one another so hard and so fast, my venetian blinds kept time with their humping by bumping against my window. Sexually excited listening to my mother having sex and being that I always wished that I could have rock star sex with her too, I never viewed her as a normal son would view his mother. Much like every other man she's been with and she's been with many, I viewed her as a sexual object to be lusted over and desired. Especially at my testosterone filled age, always horny, believing that sex is all that I wanted, I never considered that what I really wanted was to have incestuous sex with my mother.
Not a typical childhood and grateful for that, at least she didn't abort us or put us up for adoption. A loving mother, always cooking and cleaning, she always tried to make the best home that she could for us. Now that I'm of age and earn decent money, I help support her and my sister. It's the least that I can do for all that she's done for me in raising me and in making me the man that I am today.
Maybe because we don't share the same father but instead of her calling me John or Jack, my sister calls me jerk because she's a bitch. Notwithstanding her calling me names, the fact that I hate her doesn't stop me from spying on her and peeping on her while trying to see her naked. Then, whenever I see something of her that a brother shouldn't see of his sister, I ogle her while masturbating over her. Like mother like daughter, my sister is a good looking broad. Much like my mother, like mother like daughter, she has a wicked hot body. Again, much like my mother, like mother like daughter, she's a slut too.
* * * * *
After a long, cold, boring winter, summertime sexy fun is finally here. Today is the first day of summer.
"Hooray!"
A voyeur's dream come true, I love the summer's hot, humid weather where sexy, slutty women wear less clothes and show more skin. As if my voyeurism hibernated with the cold and with women wearing pants and pantyhose under their long skirts, the selfish bitches that they all are not to show their legs, women's exhibitionism was non-existent in the wintertime for the sake of them keeping warm. The summertime is the opposite with women taking it off instead of putting it on. Rather wanting to be cool than to be hot, oxymoronic to me, when they remove their clothes, the cooler they are the hotter they are.
No more coats and jackets to hold down short, light skirts that blow up with the summer breeze in the way of a loose leaf floating on a current of air. Short skirts with panties instead of pantyhose for me to see what I shouldn't see when women bend, stoop, sit, and climb up a flight of stairs ahead of me are my summertime memories to make. Low cut blouses, especially those without a bra, that give me down blouse, side blouse, and up blouse views are all part of my summertime, entertainment fun. Bathing suits that show too much and bikinis that show it all, summer is my best season to voyeur women.
"Women, women, women, I love hot, sexy women, especially and specifically my whore of a mother and my sexy, slutty sister."
Even with all of the women that there are out in the world, I don't know what it is about my mother and sister but I'm so very sexually attracted to them. If I could have sex with them, without hesitation, I would. If I could make them my sexy bitches and my sexual slaves, without thinking about the repercussions of having incestuous sex with my mother and sister, I would. But too confident and too strong willed, they have minds of their own. Being that as it may, going with the flow, anything to have sex with them, I wouldn't mind them making me their sexual slave.
They are two women who will never allow a man to control them. They are the ones who take the control by teasing men while flaunting men their hot bodies while acting so innocent by making their flashes appear accidental. Every day I masturbate over making love to my mother and fucking my sister. Every day I masturbate over imagining them blowing me. Wishing I could have an incestuous threesome, I'd love for my mother and sister to suck my cock while I fondled their big breasts and fingered their nipples.
In addition to it being the first day of summer, a day to celebrate semi-naked women, today is my slutty sister's twenty-first birthday. Never seeing it coming but hoping that one day it would, today is the day that changed my life forever. Never will I have another day to match this day. Masturbating about it daily, as if it all happened yesterday, I'll remember this first day of summer for the rest of my life.
* * * * *
"Happy birthday Emma," I said giving her a birthday card and a gift, some perfume, along with a kiss on her cheek.
When I kissed my sister's cheek, something I've never done before, being that I don't like her as a person, nonetheless my personal feelings for her, a flash of sexual excitement hit me in the way of a glass of cold water being thrown in my face. With the both of us growing up in a broken home and having a troubled childhood, it was then that I realized that I've never been as physically close to my sister as I was then when I kissed her cheek. Because she has such a smoking hot body with such a pretty face, I've always wanted my sister, ever since she turned eighteen but it was then that I wanted her in the way that I never wanted her before. Instead of her being my kid sister, she was a woman now and I was a man.
"Thank you Johnny," she said beaming and looking up at me with her big, blue eyes in the way that I imagined her looking up at me while on her knees with my big, hard, hairy cock buried in her sweet, pretty mouth.
Maybe because I gave her a gift, she called me Johnny instead of jerk. For the first time, she looked at me in the lustful way that I look at her. Perhaps wishful thinking on my part, maybe in the way that I had sexual feelings for her, she had sexual feelings for me too. It's amazing the things that go through my mind when sexually fantasizing about having sex with my naked sister and, for that matter, when thinking about having sex with my naked mother too. Suddenly, a sexual, incestuous fantasy like no other controlled my mind and I couldn't think of anything else but my mother and sister naked. Naked, naked, naked, I'd so love to see one or the other or the both of them naked.
Instead of kissing my sister on the cheek, I wished I could have lifted up her short skirt, pulled down her white, bikini panty, put her across my lap and paddled her round, firm, naked ass twenty-one times with another hard slap for good luck. I wonder what she'd say or do if I dared do that, pull up her short skirt, pull down her white, bikini panty, put her across my lap, and paddle her round, firm, naked ass twenty-one times with another hard slap for good luck. Would she like me doing that to her or would she be angry? Would it sexually excite her or would it gross her out that her brother spanked her naked ass?
"Wow!"
Just the thought of pulling up her short skirt gave me an erection. Just the thought of pulling down her white, bikini panty against her will made me wild with sexual desire for her. Just the thought of forcing her across my lap to slap her round, firm, naked ass made me wish that I could have sex with my sister. I had an erection just thinking about spanking my sister. I had an even harder erection just thinking about having crazy, wild sex with my sister after spanking her.
Setting the precedent, if only I could spank my sexy sister on her birthday, I imagined doing the same to my mother on her birthday. I imagined pulling up my mother's short skirt, pulling down her white bikini panty, putting her across my lap, and slapping her round, firm naked ass on her birthday too. As if I was really doing it instead of just thinking about doing it in my mind, I could really imagine her reaction if I did spank her naked ass. I could really imagine what she'd say if I spanked my mother on her birthday on her naked ass in the way that I wanted to spank my sister on her birthday on her naked ass too.
"Johnny? What the Hell are you doing?" I imagined my mother trying to turn away from me to deny me a peek of her panty clad ass when I pulled up her short skirt and held it there in place. "What the Hell has gotten into you? Put down my skirt this second," I imagined her saying with the back of her short skirt raised up to her lower back.
A futile attempt, I imagined her trying to swat my hand away. Another futile attempt, I imagined her trying to pull, turn, and twist away from my grasp.
"Relax mother. Today is your birthday. Happy birthday mother. I'm just giving you your birthday spanking," I imagined saying to her while reaching beneath her skirt to pull down her panties.
Then, in one sexually excited swipe, I imagined pulling down her panty all the way down to her ankles. As much as her pussy was exposed to me, there a sight to behold was my mother's shapely, naked, ass ready to be spanked. So round and so firm, this wasn't just anyone's ass, this was my mother's ass.
"Oh my God! How dare you pull down my panties?" Controlling her by tightly holding up and onto the back of her skirt hem, I imagined my mother feebly protesting while struggling to free herself from my horny hold. "Don't you dare look at my naked ass." Pushing on her upper back, I imagine bending her forward. "Don't you dare look at my pussy. I mean it Jack. Don't you dare look at your mother's cunt."
"It's okay mother. I'm not going to rape you. It's your birthday Mom. My birthday gift to you is forty-two slaps on your naked ass with one extra hard slap for good luck. Then, later, knowing how much being spanked will sexually excite you," I imagined saying while sliding a slow hand over her pussy lips and a stiff finger inside, "just like your slutty daughter did on her birthday, you can blow me."
* * * * *
Instead of kissing my sister on the cheek, I wanted to take her in my arms and French kiss her as if she was a woman I picked up at the bar and who had invited me home for hot sex. Instead of kissing my sister on her cheek, I wish I could have kissed her ass and tossed her salad before licking her pussy while reaching up to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples. Instead of merely kissing my sister on her cheek for her birthday, I wish I could have made love to her and really pounded her pussy to give her a happy fucking birthday orgasm. I'd love to watch and hear my slutty sister cumming.
"Johnny! Oh Johnny. I'm going to cum. I'm cumming. Lick me faster. Finger me deeper. Don't stop. Oh God. Oh God. Oh God."
"Happy fucking birthday Emma," I imagined saying to her while she was still in her bed naked while reveling in the afterglow of having an orgasm.
"Oh Johnny, thank you. I've been so looking forward to this day, my birthday and the first day of summer, when you pound my pussy and give me a happy fucking birthday orgasm," I imagined her saying with wild, sexual enthusiasm while basking in her sexual afterglow.
"Is there something that I can do for you?" I imagined my sister feeling my erection through my jeans while looking up at me seductively.
"Yeah, you can suck my cock bitch," I imagined saying to her while unzipping myself, pulling out my cock, grabbing a handful of her hair, and jamming myself in her mouth. "Suck my cock Emma. Suck it. Suck it bitch. I need to cum in your mouth."
Alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy that was motivated by her twenty-first birthday today and the first day of summer, I'd love to do to her all that I imagined doing to her. Instead of her being my bitchy, sexy, slutty sister, I wish I could make her my bitchy, sexy, slutty lover. A love/hate relationship, I suddenly wanted my sister in a way that I've never wanted my sister before and in the way that I've always wanted my mother. Consumed by incestuous sexual thoughts, if only my sister wanted me as much as I want her, I'd do her.
If only my mother wanted me as much as I want my mother, I'd do her too. In the way that so many men have experienced one or the other, if only I could have a threesome with my whore of a mother and slut of a sister, this summer would be the best summer ever and I'd be a happy man. Alas, knowing that I'd never have sex with my sister or with my mother, I knew it was all just a sexual fantasy. Alas, knowing a threesome with my sister and mother was out of the question, the only time I'd have sex with them is in my dreams. At the very least, being that the summer was finally here, I could ogle their nearly naked bodies out by the pool while masturbating myself in my room.
"Happy birthday Sis," I imagined holding my cock in my hand to show her my special birthday gift that I wrapped especially for her. "Think of my cock as a special Hostess Twinkie," I imagined saying to her. "I tied a bow around my cock for you to untie before you suck me to reveal the creamy surprise inside."
"Oh thank you Johnny. I can't wait to unwrap your cock and suck it. Yum, I can't wait to swallow your creamy surprise," I imagine Emma saying while being so appreciative of my birthday present and grateful to not only suck my cock but also to swallow my cum.
A family tradition, if only once a year on our birthdays, how hot would that be for my sister to suck my cock on her birthday and on my birthday too? What better birthday gift can I give my sister than having her blow me and what better birthday gift can my sister give me than by blowing me? I can't think of anything better than that either, unless it's to bang my sister and give her a Happy fucking Birthday orgasm. In the meantime, being that today is her birthday and being that I'm so tempted, how hot would that be for me to lift her short, skirt, pull down her white, bikini panty, and feel my hand all over her naked ass while spanking her?
'Slap! Slap! Slap!'
"Johnny! Don't. Let me go!"
If only I could, I'd slap her tight, little, naked ass.
'Slap! Slap! Slap!'
"Mom! Help!"
How hot would that be for me to so sexually abuse my sister on the pretense of giving her good luck birthday slaps?
'Slap! Slap! Slap!'
I can just hear her screaming now while struggling to get away from me.
"Johnny don't! Let me go! Stop it! Mom! Johnny pulled up my short skirt, pulled down my white, bikini panties, put me over his lap, and is spanking my naked ass," I imagined my sister calling for my mother to rescue her from me.
"That's nice dear," I imagined my mother saying. "I can't wait for my birthday when your brother does the same to me too. I can't wait for his birthday when I fall to my knees and suck his cock while seductively looking up at him with my big, blue eyes."
'Slap! Slap! Slap!'
Wishing I could see her with my big, hard, hairy cock in her beautiful mouth, I'd do anything to fuck my sister and to watch her suck me while looking up at me with her big, blue eyes.
"Johnny stop. You're hurting me. My ass is all red and sore."
'Slap! Slap! Slap!'
Alas, just a sexual fantasy, my sister, even the slut that she is, would never do me, her big brother, or allow me to do her. She'd never even allow me pull up her short skirt, pull down her white, bikini panty, pull her across my knee and allow me to slap her round, firm, naked ass twenty-one times with another hard slap for good luck.
'Slap! Slap! Slap!'
"Oh my God, Johnny, I'm going to cum," I imagined my sister being so sexually excited from me spanking her.
I'd so love to slap her naked ass twenty-one times.
'Slap! Slap! Slap!'
"Johnny! I'm cumming. I'm cumming."
I'd so love to give her one, hard, last slap as a good luck slap.
'Slap!'
"Ow! Asshole," I imagine her saying while rubbing her red ass.
* * * * *
Now of legal drinking age, no matter that she's been drinking for years already anyway, my whore of a mother took my slut of a sister, where else, to an all-male revue, strip club. Unbelievable with them being the sluts that they both are and with me being so horny, just what is my mother teaching my sister by bringing her to a strip club on her twenty-first birthday? A long time sexual fantasy, I just hoped to God that they'll come home so drunk and so horny that they won't know or care who I am and give me incestuous sex. A dream come true, I'd love to have sex with my drunken, naked mother and drunken, naked sister.
'Wow,' I thought to myself. 'Wouldn't that be something if they came home so drunk and so horny that they practically raped me instead of me having to rape them?'
Yet, much in the same way of the spanking their naked asses, knowing that would never happen either, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, it was exciting nonetheless to masturbate over the thoughts of having sex with my mother and my sister. If nothing else and at the very least I imagined, too drunk to notice while talking to me, maybe they'll strip naked in front of me while readying themselves for bed. Two for one, I'd love to compare my mother's naked body to my sister's naked body. With their adjoining bedroom doors wide open in the way they've been leaving their bedroom doors open lately while undressing, I imagined standing in between their bedroom doorways while watching them undress and stripping themselves naked in readiness for bed. Distracting them with conversation while staring at their naked bodies, I imagined asking them questions about their CFNM adventure.
As if watching a tennis match, going from watching my mother undressing to my watching my sister undressing, I imagined them both removing their blouses and short skirts to stand before me in their low cut bras and revealing bikini panties while telling me all that happened and all that they shamelessly did at the strip club. Then, mindlessly moving their hands behind their backs while incessantly talking while drunk, I imagined watching them remove their bras, first my mother and then my sister, first one cup and then the other, to show me their big tits. How hot would that be to see my mother and sister standing before me topless? Four breasts, four areolas, and four nipples, I'd love to see them both standing there topless at the same time. Then, as if synchronized swimmers or symbiotic strippers, with a downward push at the same instant, I imagined watching them remove their panties to show me their blonde, trimmed pussies and firm, round asses.



"Wow! Naked, naked, naked, I wish I could see them both naked."
* * * * *
Having masturbated over the thoughts of my mother sucking me for years, visualizing her poised on her knees in front of me while looking up at me, I've always wanted her to blow me while I reached my horny hand down her nightgown to fondle her big tits and finger her hard nipples. Having imagined it so very many times while masturbating, I've always wondered what it would feel like to have my hard, hairy cock buried in my mother's warm, wet mouth while she stroked me, sucked me, and stared up at me with her big, blue eyes. I've always wondered what it would feel like to feel my mother in places where a son should never feel his mother as she sucked and stroked my cock.
While stroking me to an even harder erection, with a hand behind her blonde, pretty head, my sexy dream come true, I imagined shooting a warm, oozy load of cum in my mother's mouth and watching her swallow. If only just my sexual fantasy, it's one that I've masturbated to countless times over the years. If only just my sexual fantasy, I hoped to realize more than that tonight when my mother and sister return home drunk and horny from the CFNM club.
Having masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with my sister for years also, I've always wanted to fuck my baby sister. I've always wondered what it would feel like for my cock to be inside of her while I kissed and kissed her. She's got such a hot body and a tight, little ass that I'd love to pound her, really bang her pussy. In the same way that I'd love to see my mother on her knees, I'd give anything to see my sexy sister sucking my cock as I reached down her nightgown to feel her big tits and finger her hard nipples.
Like mother like daughter, in looking at my mother, no one would believe that she's forty-something and not thirty-something. I'd love to bend my mother over a table and fuck her like the whore that she is. It's always been my sexual fantasy to lift up her short skirt, pull down her white, bikini panties, and slide my cock deep inside my mother's cunt. It's always been my sexual dream to strip my mother naked while she feebly fights me and verbally protests. If only she'd allow me to fuck her, I would.
Getting my mother's genes, with her barely looking eighteen-years-old, no one would believe she was twenty-one-years-old today, of all days, the first day of another long, hot summer. In the same way that I'd love to do to my mother, I'd love to bend my sister over a table to fuck her like the bitch she is. It's always been my sexual fantasy to lift up her short skirt, pull down her white, bikini panties, and slide my cock deep inside my sister's pussy. It's always been my sexual dream to strip my sister naked while she feebly fights me and verbally protests. If only she'd allow me to fuck her, I would.
Maybe tonight or this morning, being that it's already after 1am, I'll have my chance to do one or the other or both of them together. How hot would that be to do mother and daughter together in an incestuous, sexual threesome. At the very least, maybe I'll get to see one or the other parading around in their underwear, their sheer, nearly see-through nightgown, topless, or even naked. Whether oblivious to me living there too or purposely teasing me, leaving their bedroom doors open while they dress and undress, they haven't been as careful as they should about their modesty lately.
I wonder what my sister would say or do if she caught me having sex with my mother. I wonder what my mother would say or do if she caught me having sex with my sister. I'd love to show one or the other, or both of them, my erect cock. Pulling out my cock in front of them to stroke myself as they stared, I'd love to masturbate myself in front of them. I'd love for them to watch me cum. A motherly hand job or a sisterly jerk off, maybe one or the other would give me a helping hand. Then, when ready to cum, maybe they'll allow me to cum all over their face and/or across their naked tits. When ready to cum, maybe one or the other will take me in their mouth and swallow.
Continuing my sexual fantasy while masturbating myself, I wondered what they'd do if they saw my big prick. Would they stare or would they look away? Would they reach out their hand to touch me, fondle me, and stroke me? Would they fall to their knees to suck me? Would they climb on the bed ready to fuck me? Realizing that it was just a sexual fantasy, I'll never have sex with my mother and/or my sister. Only, I wish I could.
Recently, they've both been having some sexy fun teasing me by flashing me up skirts and down blouses. Acting as if they didn't know that they're showing and pretending that they don't notice me looking, just as they are both exhibitionists, I'm a voyeur. As if sexually teasing me was their personal game to play or their private joke to make, they have no idea that they're playing with fire by making me so hot and horny. Maybe in sexually teasing me, they're waiting for me to make the next move. Maybe they both want me as much as I want them.
Leaving their bedroom doors open purposely or inadvertently while changing their clothes, they've been giving me nightly striptease shows before mildly protesting. Then, when I notice them undressing and stand there and stare too long, as if I'm the pervert and they're the innocent ones, they slam shut their bedroom door in my face. As if it was all my fault for looking at what they were so immodestly showing, at least seeing them in their bra and panty or topless gave me plenty of masturbation fodder.
* * * * *
With neither one of them shrinking violets or wallflowers, I imagined them having sex with strippers and the strippers sexually having their wicked ways with them in the way that I'd love to have my wicked way with my mother and sister. Imagining the both of them having sex, I spent the night wondering what they were doing and who they were doing while at the strip club. Being that they're both nasty whores, I know they weren't going there just to drink and to ogle the nearly naked men. I knew they were going there for sex. I could just imagine them sitting in a chair sucking the cock of whichever stripper walked over to them or sucking the cock of whichever stripper they knelt in front of while he held a towel behind their heads and while they stroked and sucked him.
Wishing I was a fly on the wall, I'd love to watch my mother and/or sister in sexual action. That would be so hot to watch my Mom and/or my sister suck some stranger's cock. Wishing I was a male stripper myself, I know what goes on in those CFNM clubs. I know the strippers have their cocks sucked while they have their wicked sexual ways with the ladies, a loosely based term, sarcastically used to describe their lack of morals by calling my mother and my sister ladies. If I was a male stripper and invited my Mom and sister to the club, a favorite fantasy of mine to have while masturbating, I wondered if they'd suck me while allowing me to grope them where a son should never grope his mother and/or sister. How hot would that be for my mother and/or sister to suck my cock under the pretense that I wasn't their son or brother but just another stripper?
Still so very horny, I spent the night masturbating without cumming to the thoughts of my mother on her knees and sucking the cock of a stripper while he reached his hand down her low cut blouse and inside her bra to feel her tits and finger her nipples. I wanted to cum but I didn't want to waste my cum, not now, not yet. I decided to save my cum in the hopes that my mother and/or sister would give me hot, incestuous sex, should they come home as horny as they'd be drunk and as horny as I was now.
Even though I so wanted to have incestuous sex with my mother and/or sister, I knew sex with my mother and/or sister would never happen. My Mom may be a whore and my sister a slut but they weren't incestuous whores and sluts. If they were incestuous whores and sluts, they would have given me hot sex a long time ago. Yet, if only I could, I'd have sex with my mother and/or with my sister.
* * * * *
My Mom has big tits and after seeing plenty of down blouse views and down nightgown glimpses of her cleavage and of most of her tits, I've always wanted to touch them, feel them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them while fingering, pulling, turning, twisting, and biting her big nipples. With her not sexually shy and with her working as a stripper when she was younger, I can't imagine how many hands touched and felt her big tits. I can't imagine how many men had their wicked, sexual way with her hot body. I can't imagine how many men she's sucked and fucked while earning a living as a stripper. She's such a whore but she's my Mom and I love her.
Imagining my sister laying on the stage floor on her back with her long, shapely legs wrapped around his broad, muscular back while being fucked by one of the strippers, I stroked my cock to the image of my sister having sex in public. I could just hear the other women cheering her on after finding out that today was her twenty-first birthday. I could just imagine her squirming around the dirty stage floor while being licked and fucked. After she sucked the cocks of a couple of strippers before being fucked herself, I could just see her sexually excited and hear her having an orgasm.
All of my friends and nearly every man that I know has been sexually intimate with my sister. She's such a slut. I wondered if my mother and/or sister would tell me all that happened at the CFNM strip club or if they'd be too embarrassed to tell me. I couldn't wait to hear the dirty, sexy details of all that happened so that I could masturbate over the imagined images of them having sex with the strippers. She's such a slut and a bitch but she's my little, kid sister and I love her.
* * * * *
Selling tickets at fifty bucks a pop and serving drinks at inflated prices, those CFNM clubs would make so much more money if they allowed men to watch what the women do. As if looking down on a hockey ring from the second floor balcony, I imagined a glassed off, soundproofed, darkened area where husbands and boyfriends are allowed to watch their wives and girlfriends through one way glass doing the strippers. How hot would that be? No doubt inhibited and not wanting their man to know that they're sexy sluts and dirty whores, women don't want their men to know what they do when they aren't around. Their dirty, little secret, actually with so many videos posted online, we don't have to imagine what happens at a CFNM strip club, we already know.
Yet, if only just for the sake of pillow talk, there are plenty of men who'd love to watch their women giving some hot, young, sexy, hard bodied, male stripper one-time sex. Imagine you fiancée being taking out by the women for a bachelorette party. With you thinking your bride to be is a virgin, imagine her sucking strippers and being fucked by strippers. How hot would that be to watch your wife, your girlfriend, your mother, and/or your sister being stripped naked and willingly giving men blowjobs before fucking them? Oh my God, I'd love to see some stripper strip my mother and/or sister naked. I'd love to watch my mother and/or sister having sex with the strippers. Fucking one while blowing another, with strippers taking turns, I'd love to watch my mother and/or my sister pull a stripper, gangbang train.
"Wow," I said for no one to hear while I continuing to stroke myself and while imagining my mother and sister having hot sex with the naked, male strippers.
I only hope they come home drunk. I only hope they come home horny. The only chance that I'll have of having sex with my mother and/or sister is if they come home drunk and horny.
* * * * *
"Finally, they're home," I said when hearing a car pull up to the house.
I turned off the TV and got up from my chair to look out the window. Able to hear them laughing through the closed windows of the cab, it was them coming home in a taxi. If they had gotten a ride home from someone and invited them in the house, ruining my hoped for plans of having incestuous sex with my drunken mother and sister, I was glad they didn't get a lift home from a couple of strippers. Obviously figuring that they'd be too drunk to drive, I was glad they took a cab there and home.
Worried about them coming home safely, especially if they had too much to drink, I was happy that they were home. Even though I've lusted over my mother and even though I hate my bitch of a sister, being that they are the only family that I have except for my Aunt Kathy, my mother's sister, and my Cousin Diane, I still love them. After being so horny all night while imagining what they were doing, I was happy they were home. I couldn't wait to ask them if they had a good time. I couldn't wait to question them while interrogating them as to what they did to the strippers and what the strippers did to them. I couldn't wait for them to tell me all that happened. I couldn't wait to masturbate later over all that they told me.
Wishing that I was drunk too, my excuse to meet them at the front door naked in hopes they'd take the hint, I so wanted to show them my erect cock. An immediate sexual fantasy to have, one that gave me an instant erection, I'd so love to greet them at the door with my cock in hand ready to masturbate in front of them while they told me all that they did. Pondering the idea of pretending that they had just awakened me from a sound sleep, it took all the self-control that I had for me not to strip off my clothes and meet them at the front door naked. Naked, naked, naked, I was horny enough to strip naked and exposed myself to them. Naked, naked, naked, I so wanted to show my mother and my sister my erection. Naked, naked, naked, I wondered how they'd react to me opening the door naked.
Having seen quick, furtive glimpses of my cock before, not a stretch of my incestuous imagination, they both knew that I sometimes sleep in the nude. With them possibly so drunk and so horny, as if I was one of the male strippers, I wondered what they'd do if they saw my hard prick sticking straight out to welcome them home. Maybe, hopefully, they'd ask me to give them a private show. With one or the other perhaps shy about one or the other watching me getting a blowjob from my sister or my mother, I'd so love to put a towel behind one of their heads after they've fallen to their knees.
* * * * *
As if watching someone else, instead of my drunken mother and sister, as if watching a porn movie, I watched them falling out of the cab talking and laughing. They were so drunk. With her short skirt hiked up to her crotch and her legs spread wide open in the way of Britney Spears emerging from a limousine without wearing panties, no doubt, my mother gave the cab driver a nice view between her legs from the backseat of the cab. Then as she climbed from the cab, my mother gave me a spread legged, up skirt, between her legs view while slowly alighting from the cab.
I wondered if my mother knew that I was looking. Did she know how much I could see of her? I wondered if she flashed me her pussy deliberately. Was she teasing me by flashing me her cunt on purpose? As if she was Britney Spears, Paris Hilton, Kim Kardashian, or Lindsay Lohan, after spending a drugged and drunken night on the town, she wasn't wearing any panties, the whore. God my mother is such a whore. Giving me so much to masturbate about, I'm so glad that my mother is a whore.
"Wow!"
'Yet, even though I deemed my mother a whore, so sexually enamored with the view of her pussy,' I thought to myself. 'What did that make me when I couldn't stop myself from staring between my mother's legs? Was I a whoremonger or just a perverted, incestuous son?'
She must have removed her panties in the club because noticing her panty line through her skirt when she was leaving, she was wearing panties when she left the house. Even though it was dark, it was still light enough outside to see what she was showing the whole neighborhood. As if looking at a Playboy magazine centerfold spread, literally and figuratively, instead of watching my mother climb out of the cab, I could clearly see her pussy from the shine of the street light.
From the light of the first day of summer's super, full moon that lit her up as if she was a prisoner at a police station standing in a lineup, I had no difficulty seeing my mother's cunt. If I could see my Mom's pussy, I knew the cab driver saw my Mom's pussy too. If I could see my mother's pussy from my bedroom window, I knew whichever neighbor who was still awake and/or who she had just awakened, with all of the noise of her coming home, could see her pussy too by just looking out their front window. Worried that something would happen to them, I was just glad they made it home in one piece.
Talking loudly and laughing hysterically, they barged in the front door as if they were two drunken ranch hands leaving a bar in Dodge City. In the way they acted, they made me laugh. Holding one another up with an arm around each other's waist and coming in the door singing, making me wish that I was drunk too, they seemed so happy that I wanted to share in their excitement too. With the blouses halfway unbuttoned and their cleavage and tops of their breasts exposed, I could only imagine how many male stripper's hands reached in their blouses to feel their big tits and finger their erect nipples while they stroked and sucked their cocks. I couldn't wait for them to tell me all that happened.
I wished that I was drunk with them. Using my drunkenness as my excuse, I'd be touching my mother and feeling my sister where no son should ever touch his mother and no brother should ever feel his sister. They must have had a really good time and I was happy that they were so happy. I couldn't wait for them to tell me all that happened. Figuring they were drunk enough, I hoped they'd strip off their clothes in front of me while telling me all the details. Only, hoping they were as horny as they were drunk, their drunken behavior added to my horniness.
* * * * *
"Jack!"
My mother surprised me when she threw her arms around my neck and looked me in the eyes as if to tell me that she wasn't drunk enough for her not to know that I was her son. Then, even though I was her son and she was my mother, she planted a big, wet kiss on my lips. My mother kissed me. I couldn't believe my mother just kissed me in the way she kisses all of her men.
Now no longer able to use the excuse for her incestuous behavior that she was too drunk to know who I was, she could still use the excuse that she was horny after attending the CFNM strip club. Then, perhaps with the alcohol removing what little sexual inhibitions she had, she looked at me again but this time in the way that she looks at other men. As if giving me the eye, she gave me a sexual look that my mother has never given me before. This time as if I wasn't her son and for that moment she wasn't my mother, she looked at me as if she knew that I wanted her. She looked at me to tell me that she wanted me too before revealing with her kiss that she had to have me.
Too hot to imagine, even in my wildest sexual fantasies of her, never has my mother kissed me like that before. Determined to demonstrate her sexual passion for me by French kissing me, not taking no for an answer, a sexy dream come true, I couldn't believe it when I felt her part my lips with her tongue. Lost in a sexual fantasy and difficult to tell if I was dreaming or if her kiss was real, my mother was French kissing me. As if she was trying to steal my gum with her tongue and as if she was my much older girlfriend instead of my Mom, my own fairy God mother of a cougar, my Mom continued French kissing me as if we were alone and my sister wasn't even there in the room with us.



Her body was pressed tightly against mine in the way that I imagined her holding and hugging one of the strippers before kissing them. With not even room between us for her to slide a crisp, new, dollar bill down my pajama bottom in the way that I imagined her sliding a dollar bill in a stripper's G-string before feeling their cock, I couldn't believe my Mom was French kissing me. Certainly not a mother and son kiss, this wasn't just any French kiss. This was an opening up the door to incest between two consenting adults type of a kiss.
This was my mother giving me the permission to have my wicked way with her shapely body. This was a real French kiss between a man and a woman instead of between a whore of a mother and her horny son. This was a passion filled, I want to fuck your brains out after I suck your cock kind of French kiss. This was a French kiss that I'd give a woman on the dance floor at a club before taking her home for sex at her place. Yet this was my mother and not some slutty party girl French kissing me. No doubt, this one kiss would have everlasting ramifications. No doubt, I'll remember and masturbate over this kiss for the rest of my life.
Even if nothing else happened other than that hot, French kiss, even if my mother nor sister gave me sex, a longtime sexual fantasy of mine, I was content that my mother French kissed me. Adding to my masturbation fodder for later, I couldn't count how many times I fantasized over French kissing my mother while having sex with her. Yet, not wanting things to prematurely stop there with just a kiss, hoping for more but wanting to take control, I pushed my Mom up against the front door to return her kiss with my passion while pressing my hardening erection against her soft belly.
Something that I only thought I'd be doing in my sexual fantasies, I was dry humping my mother while French kissing her. As if we were dogs in the street and as if my next move was to strip her naked and make love to her before fucking her, with her returning my humps with her kisses, I continued dry humping my mother while kissing and kissing her. With her lips temporarily satisfying all of my incestuous lust for her, so preoccupied in French kissing my mother, lost in her kisses, I didn't even think to feel her curvaceous body. What was I thinking or not thinking? She was willingly giving her body to me and I didn't even so much as feel her tits.
Returning her passion with mine, in the way that I kissed my prom date as a horny 18-year-old senior in high school, I French kissed my mother. I couldn't believe that I was French kissing my mother. Figuring it would all end there with just a French kiss, I couldn't believe it when she reached her hand down and felt my erection through my pajama bottoms while kissing and kissing me. As jolting, mind evoking, and sexually provoking as it was exciting, my mother's hand felt my cock as if I was one of her lovers instead of her son.
She slowly felt the full length of my erection before she cupped my balls with the gentleness of a mother feeling my forehead for a fever. Teasing it and squeezing it, her manicured fingers felt so good on my hard cock even through my pajama bottoms but I was so hoping that she's reach her motherly hand inside and pull out my cock. Something I've wanted to experience for years and masturbated to while imagining my mother feeling my cock, it was then that I knew that she wanted me as much as I wanted her. No doubt about it, it was then that I realized I'd be having sex with my mother.
Obviously getting lucky tonight, by the mere fact that my mother was French kissing me while feeling the hardness of my cock through my pajama bottoms, I couldn't wait to strip her naked. Wishing she'd reach her hand inside, pull out my cock and stroke me before falling to her knees to suck me, instead she continued grabbing my stiff prick through my pajama bottoms as if she was holding onto her dildo. Having never touched my cock before, inside or outside of my clothes, something that I've always imagined her doing, my mother was feeling my cock now.
Having never touched and felt my mother before, as soon as she felt my cock, taking that as my personal invitation to respond in kind to touch and feel her, I felt her tits and fingered her nipples through her blouse. Never so sexual aroused with any woman as I was with my mother, my brain was on fire. A sexual fantasy overload come true, I was feeling my mother's tits and fingering her nipples while my mother was feeling my cock. I couldn't wait to feel my cock inside of my mother.
'Wow! Holy shit,' I thought to myself. 'I can't believe this is really happening.'
Even though I was enjoying myself immensely, in the back of my mind, creeping in with my guilty conscience, I couldn't help but wonder what kind of mother French kisses her son? Tit for cock, what kind of son French kisses his mother? More than just a kiss, what kind of mother feels her son's cock through his pajama bottoms? Unable to stop myself from touching her and feeling her, what kind of son feels his mother's tits and fingers her nipples through her blouse while kissing and kissing her?
Lost in a fever of incestuous desire, in that moment unable to tell up from down and right from wrong, she wasn't my mother and I wasn't her son. We were just a man and a woman about to have hot sex. Yet, if we continue to cross this forbidden line, if we go from here to the bedroom and have sex, with no turning back, what kind of people have we become? I didn't know and I didn't care. I just wanted to fuck my mother.
I couldn't help but think of all the trailer trash people who routinely appeared on Jerry Springer, sons lusting over their mothers and mothers having sex with their sons. Only we weren't like that. We weren't trailer trash. We weren't like them, I told myself while truly believing that there were extenuating circumstances that separated us from them. Having mitigating circumstances, our story was a different story than just a mother and son having sex. Our story was more of a love story, a son and mother so dependent upon one another that they can't imagine their lives without ever not being together, even in bed.
"I love you Jack," whispered my mother in my ear as if on cue.
"I love you Mom," I said responding in kind as if the word love was the key she needed to open her mouth to suck me and spread her legs to fuck me.
* * * * *
Not thinking about what's right and what's wrong until later, too sexually excited to even question the experience, especially after my mother told me that she loved me, I really didn't care what kind of mother and son we were. I was just glad that my mother had made the first move down the forbidden path to French kiss me and before feeling my cock through my pajamas. Sexually excited that she wasn't wearing a bra, a sexual fantasy come true, I was just glad that she allowed me to feel her tits and finger her nipples through her blouse without pushing my hand away and/or slapping my face. Just as I had a difficult time realizing that my mother was feeling my cock, I had a difficult time realizing that I was feeling my mother's big tits while fingering her hard nipples.
It was then that I knew that my mother wanted me to touch and feel her as much as I wanted my mother to touch and feel me. Hoping that it would go that far, I couldn't wait to get her in her bedroom, strip her naked, and make love to her. I couldn't wait to lick her while fingering her. I couldn't wait to fuck her, really fuck her. I couldn't wait to give her an orgasm. I couldn't wait to watch her and feel her coming while locked within one another's arms. After hearing her having sex with so many different men, it was my turn to give her venetian blind banging, rock star sex while she screamed her passion for me to hear.
"Jack! Don't stop. I'm cumming! Mommy's cumming," I imagined her saying while I pounded her pussy fast and hard.
Having seen enough down nightgowns of my mother and having routinely seen the impressions her erect nipples make through her nightgown, my mother has big tits and big nipples. Glad that she wasn't wearing a bra, I couldn't believe I was feeling my mother's big tits while fingering her erect nipples. I should have known that she wasn't but she surprised me that she wasn't wearing a bra. She was wearing a bra when she left the house and must have removed it at the CFNM club to give the strippers better access to her naked tits. God she's such a whore but I'm so glad that she is.
When I reached my hand inside her unbuttoned blouse and felt her breast and slid my finger across her erect nipple, first one and then the other, expecting her to do so, she surprised me when she didn't push my hand away. She surprised me when her kisses became more passionate as I felt and fondled her tits while fingering her nipples. So firm and yet so soft, the feel of her weighty breasts in my hand was just amazing. Allowing me to touch and feel her, it was amazing for her to French kiss me while she fondled my cock and while I felt her tits and fingered her nipples. I couldn't wait to strip her naked. I couldn't wait to get her in bed. I couldn't wait to fuck my mother.
As soon as I felt her big tits and fingered her hard nipples, her obvious erogenous zones, encouraging me to feel more of her, she squirmed and swooned. Making her more of a woman than just my mother, she surprised me with her sexual passion. She surprised me that she was as sexually aroused as I was. With her being my mother after all and me being her son, I still had a hard time believing that she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Was this real or was I dreaming?
With her allowing me to feel every curve of her shapely body unimpeded as if she was just wearing a flimsy nightgown, with her not wearing any underwear, no panties and no bra, I wondered if she had sex with a stripper. My mind was suddenly filled with my mother on her knees while sucking the cock of a stripper as he had his wicked way with her tits and her pussy. Maybe the reason why my mother was so horny was not only because she was drunk but also because she was so sexually aroused by the strippers. I couldn't wait for her to give me some hot pillow talk in sharing all of the details of what happened at the strip club. Obviously, even though she may have given some man an orgasm, he didn't return the favor. With me the beneficiary of her horniness, I was more than ready to give my mother what she wanted, an orgasm.
With her still fondling my cock and still French kissing me, a bold move on my part, I reached beneath her short skirt and between her legs to cup her naked pussy in my hand. Even while I was moving and positioning my hand between her legs, I couldn't believe that I was about to touch and feel my mother's cunt. Just as it was one thing for me to French kiss my mother, it was another thing for me to feel my mother's tits while fingering her nipples while she felt my cock. Yet, seemingly and entirely quite another thing, it was an even more serious, incestuous violation of her for me to feel her pussy.
An incestuous point of no return, going where no son should ever go with his mother, I was about to finger my mother's cunt. Becoming so turned on by her kisses and by her expert touch of my cock through my pajama bottoms, I cupped my mother's pussy in my right hand. There I felt her. Yet, as if poised at the precipice of opening Pandora's Box, afraid to move my finger for fear that I'd unleash her inner sexual beast, I was about to embark in the Devil's incestuous playground. Summoning the courage to part her clam, I couldn't even imagine wiggling my finger once inside of my mother. About to finger my mother, I couldn't believe I was touching and feeling my mother's cunt and about to part her pussy lips.
Such a bold move on my part and a sexual fantasy come true, while still feeling my mother's tits with one hand, I was feeling my mother's pussy with my other hand. I couldn't believe that I was holding my mother's blonde, trimmed, pubic haired cunt in the palm of my right hand. Having gone this far and no doubt believing that she would, I needed to know if she'd allow me to finger her. With a gentle but firm and deliberate swipe of my index finger, slowly moving my finger back and forth, as if my finger knew her combination, I traced the outside of her pussy lips before my finger parted her clam and fell deeper inside of her to feel her warm wetness.
Oh my God, as if I was dreaming this in a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe that I was fingering my mother's cunt while kissing and kissing her and while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples as she continued fondling my cock. Her cunt was so wet that she made my cock so hard with the anticipation of licking her pussy before fucking her pussy and before having her suck my cock. Right there and right then, I was finally having sex with my mother.
Yet, I couldn't help but wonder if she was wet for me or if she was wet from having sex with the strippers? No matter who she was wet for, I fingered and teased her clit with my fingertip before pushing myself deeper inside of her to impale her pussy with my long, stiff finger. Tightening her hug around my neck, she gasped as my finger probed her deeper. As if I was her lover instead of her son and at this point I was her lover, I made my mother sexually gasp. Wow.
"Oh my God, Jack," she whispered in my ear. "You know just where and how to touch me."
A sexual fantasy come true, something that I always imagined doing, I couldn't believe that I was finger fucking my mother. Rubbing her clit, while pushing my finger deeper in and out, now that I was inside of my mother while she was French kissing me and still fondling my hard prick, I knew she was wet for me. I felt her wiggling her body while encouraging me to slide my finger deeper inside of her. In and out and all around, while rubbing her clit and wiggling my finger, I was probing and finger fucking my mother's pussy as if she was just another drunken woman that I picked up at a club.
Finally breaking off her kiss to breathe heavily in my ear as I still fingered her pussy, fondled her tits, and fingered her nipples, I felt her squirming her sexual desire for me. Then, when she stuck her tongue in my ear, telling me what I was wanting to hear, she whispered her desire for me.
"Fuck me Jack. Stick that big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy. Make love to Mommy."
A son who always obeyed his mother, I couldn't wait to get her in her bedroom, strip off her clothes, and have sex with her. I needed to get my mother naked. I needed to see my mother naked. I needed to see her looking at me with sexual passion as I needed to look at her with incestuous horniness. Needing to make love to her first instead of fucking her, later, after I've had my loving way with her naked body, I'll really pound her pussy. Then, after we fucked, my longtime sexual fantasy come true, I needed for my mother to suck my cock while looking up at me with her big, blue eyes, so that I could put a gentle hand to the back of her head cum in her mouth.
* * * * *
"Hey, give me a turn," said my sexy sister interrupting us by pushing my mother out of the way.
As horny for me as I was horny for her, my sister was as horny as I imagined she'd be while having sex with the strippers. When Emma showed how much she wanted me, she inflamed my incestuous desire with passion for my sister as well as for my mother. She surprised the shit out of me when she pushed my mother out of the way to plant one on my lips. Just like mother like daughter, I couldn't believe my bitch of a slutty sister was French kissing me too. Then, when she reached down and felt my cock through my pajama bottoms in the way that my mother had just done, I took that as my invitation to feel her tits and finger her nipples through her blouse.
I knew she wasn't wearing a bra because I saw her bra sticking out of her pocketbook when she fell out of the cab, the slut. Reaching my horny hand down my sister's blouse in the way that I had just done with my mother, I felt, fondled, and caressed my sister's big boobs while pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples. The more that I felt her tits and fingered her nipples the more sexually aroused she became.
As much sexual passion that I had for my mother, I had even more for my sister. Obviously repressing my incestuous, sexual desire for my sister because I disliked her as a person, I put my feeling aside to feel her outrageously hot body. Firmer and softer than my mother's body, there was something that aroused me with having sex with my mother that having sex with my sister couldn't nearly approach. In the way that I felt so naughty doing my mother, I didn't feel the forbidden taboo for my sister that I felt for my mother. Nonetheless, had my mother not been first, I definitely would have more enjoyed making out with my sister.
Then, with my mother watching my sister's display of incestuous, sexual affection, shocking me even more, my sister did something that even my mother didn't do. She reached her hand inside my pajama bottoms, wrapped her fingers around me, pulled out my cock, and started stroking me. My sister was giving me a frigging hand job while French kissing me and while allowing me to feel her big tits and finger her hard nipples as my mother watched. As if it was all a sexy, incestuous dream, I couldn't believe that I was having sex not only with my mother but also with my sister. First my mother sexually attacked me and now my sister was having her turn.
'Wow! I don't believe this. This can't be happening,' I thought to myself while kissing my sister, feeling her tits, and fingered her nipples as she stroked my cock. 'I must be dreaming.'
Better than any incestuous, sexual fantasy that I've had of them while masturbating, I couldn't believe it. Unable to fully wrap my brain around the fact that I was finally living my sexual fantasy, I wish they had attended a strip club three years ago when my sister turned eighteen. Had they been like this three years ago, I'd already be fucking and licking them both by now and they'd be fucking and sucking me. Only, a time for everything, maybe we would have been tired of one another by now.
"Hey, don't hog him Emma. I want to have some sexy fun with him too," said my mother grabbing me by my arm, as if I was a pull toy or one of the strippers while pushing my sister away.
My mother and sister were fighting over me. Is this how they acted at the strip club fighting over the strippers? I couldn't believe my whore of a mother and my slut of a sister were fighting to have sex with me. When my sister tried claiming me for herself, my drunken mother pushed her drunken daughter out of the way again. When she did, Emma fell against the door and slumped to the floor in a sitting position in the corner with her skirt up to her waist and her legs spread wide open. Her blonde, trimmed pussy was exposed to my horny, incestuous eyes. The first time seeing my sister's pussy, I couldn't remove my eyes from staring in between her shapely legs.
'Damn,' I remember thinking. 'My sister's cunt is right there not ten feet away from me. Holy shit. I'd love to finger that. I love to lick that. I'd love to fuck that.'
Even though I so wanted to have sex with my mother, I couldn't help but stare at my sister's pussy. I so wanted to fall between her shapely legs and finger her while licking her before fucking her. With her long, shapely legs spread so wide open, she was showing me a lot of pink. The fact that her pussy was glistening told me that I had gotten to her by kissing her and feeling her big tits while fingering her nipples as she stroked my cock. Or who knows, maybe it was one of the strippers who got her so wet? Whether it was a stripper or me who had made my sister so horny, I was just glad that I was the beneficiary of her sexual excitement. As much as I imagined my sister blowing a stripper, I couldn't wait until she sucked my cock.



With my cock sticking straight out at eye level of my sister, something I always wanted to do, expose my erection to my sister, I watched her stare at my engorged prick. Better than any sexual fantasy that I've had of her, I never expected what she'd do next. As if she was alone in her room, I watched her reach her experienced hand between her legs and rub and finger herself while staring at my cock and while fingering her nipple through her blouse with her other hand. Something that I always wanted to do in front of her, masturbate myself to cum all over her face and tits, I couldn't believe that my slutty sister was masturbating herself in front of me.
Watching her masturbate herself made me want to pull away from the clutches of my mother to move my cock closer to my sister's mouth. With her masturbating herself over the sight of my cock, definitely, I knew she'd suck me. In the way that I now knew my mother would, I knew Emma would give me a blowjob too. No doubt, she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. Without question, she'd swallow my cum. Eager to hump her mouth and fuck her face, I couldn't wait for my sister to blow me.
Having my hands full in getting my sexy wishes, with one jealous over the other, as if reading my mind in my desire for my sister, my mother didn't waste any time in solidifying her sexual feelings for me. As if she's done this a hundred times before and certainly she has, she fell to her knees and took me in her mouth. Sucking my cock while stroking me, my Mom was blowing me. I couldn't believe my mother was sucking my cock. The warm, wetness of my mother's mouth was something that I could never have imagined no matter how many times I masturbated over the thoughts of her blowing me. An experienced cocksucker, immediately I felt her tongue going around the head of my cock as if her tongue was motorized.
A long time sexual fantasy come true, just as I couldn't believe my mother was French kissing me and feeling my cock while allowing me to have my horny way with her tits before allowing me to finger her pussy, I couldn't believe my mother was blowing me. My mother was blowing me while stroking my hard prick. Unable to wrap my mind around the fact that my mother was giving me a blowjob, I just stared down at her to watch her as if I was watching someone else receiving a blowjob. Then, as if she wanted me to cum in her mouth, she started sucking me longer and deeper me while stroking me harder and faster. Showing me her cock sucking skills, my mother was sucking my cock, really sucking my cock now. I've had more than a few blowjobs in my twenty-three years on the planet but I can say without hesitation and without reservation that the blowjob that my mother was giving me now was the best blowjob that I've ever had.
* * * * *
I imagined that I was one of the male strippers and my mother was sucking me in the way that I imagined she sucked him. Maybe because it was my mother on her knees and looking up at me with her big, bright, blue eyes while blowing me that her blowjob was so awesome and better than I had even imagined. As if I was someone else other than her son or perhaps because I was her son, maybe because my mother was so drunk and so horny was the reason why her blowjob was so passionately sexual. Maybe because my mother was so drunk and so horny that she finally revealed that she wanted me as much as I wanted her. Maybe because my mother was so drunk and so horny that she was sucking my cock with such brazen exuberance.
Making all of the cock sucking sounds that men love to hear to show that the woman wants to suck his cock as much as he wants her to suck his cock, this blowjob was truly magnificent and something that I'll be masturbating over the memory of it for the rest of my life. Passionately submitting herself to me as if I had just conquered her to make her my slave, I loved seeing my mother kneeling in front of me. I loved seeing my hard dick buried in my mother's mouth while she stroked me and while she looked up at me with her blue eyes to see if I was enjoying being sucked as much as she was enjoying sucking me. I loved watching my mother suck me while I reached down inside of her blouse to feel her tits and finger her nipples. Controlling myself from unloading a volume of cum, holding back to savor the moment longer, I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth.
"Suck me Mommy," I said removing my hand from her blouse to put my hand behind her head. "Suck my cock. Blow me, Mom," I said while reaching my hand down inside of her blouse again to feel her big tits and finger her hard nipples.
Bigger than my hand, her tits felt so big and her nipples felt so hard. More exciting that these were my mother's tits and not some woman's tits that I picked up at the bar, the fact that this was my mother sucking my cock added to my sexual excitement. Trying to hold back, I didn't want to cum in my mother's mouth. I mean, I really did want to put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and cum in my mother's mouth, I've always wanted to cum in my mother's mouth, but I was holding back to save my cum.
Needing to preserve my strength and conserve my energy and my sexual passion for my sister, who was still sitting in the corner with her legs spread while fingering herself to my mother sucking my cock, I wanted to fuck my sister first. I wanted to pound my sister's pussy before cumming in my mother's mouth. Moreover, if only for comparison sake, mother and daughter, I wanted to give my sister a crack at sucking my cock too. Making the most of this unprecedented, sexual opportunity, I need to save my strength to give my sister the brotherly fucking that she so deserved before switching off of her to fuck my mother. Going from one to the other in a threesome of incestuous possibilities, I couldn't wait to fuck them both.
After having intercourse with my sister, my plan was to fuck my mother, really fuck her hard and bang her with all the pent up passion that I've had for her. With not a chance of getting pregnant, my Mom had her tubes tied and she'd be safe for me to cum inside of her cunt. Yet first I so wanted to cum in her mouth, that is, after I fucked the both of them. Then, after I had intercourse with them both, I imagined them blowing me, really sucking me, until I came off in their mouths and we fell asleep naked. As if controlling them and making them my sexual possession, I needed to cum in both of their mouths.
I wondered what their reaction would be when waking up sober and seeing me in my mother's bed naked. Would they remember what happened? Would they hate me or would they embrace me? Would they be sexually excited or would they be shockingly embarrassed. Would they have sex with me again? Maybe this is something we can do over and again. Or would they throw me out of the house?
Maybe they wouldn't have the shocked reaction that I expected them to have. Maybe they both wanted me all along and after waiting patiently for me to make the next move, when I didn't, they did. Definitely, they could blame their incestuous passion on being sexually aroused by the strippers. Definitely, they could blame their incestuous passion on being drunk from all of the alcohol they consumed. Definitely, they could blame their incestuous passion on not only being aroused by the strippers but also by the alcohol. Yet whatever their excuse to give me incestuous sex, I knew the real reason for them wanting to have sex with me was because they wanted me as much as I wanted them.
* * * * *
As if they were two hired prostitutes paid to entertain me for the evening, my mother and sister took me by my hands to my mother's bedroom. My mother pushed me back on her king sized bed, while my sister pulled my pajama bottoms down and off. With me naked and my hard cock pointing straight up in the air, I watched my sister standing in the light from the hall that lit her up as if she was a stripper on stage. A sexual dream come true, I couldn't believe my sister was stripping for me. Finally just for me as if she was my sexy girlfriend instead of my sexy sister, she was removing her clothes. Finally, getting naked expressly just for me, she was about to give me hot sex.
She removed her blouse while my mother watched the sexy striptease show of my sister undressing. Then, she unbuttoned and unzipped, and shimmied herself out of her short, skirt. Having removed her panty and bra at the CFNM show, with only two articles of clothing left to remove, she was naked. Naked, naked, naked, my sister was naked. Naked, naked, naked, I was finally seeing my sister naked. Naked, naked, naked, I couldn't believe I was seeing my sister naked.
Ready to embrace my sister and feel her naked body in my arms, my mother interrupted us by standing to strip off her clothes too. Being that my Mom was once a professional stripper, she gave me a much sexier striptease show than my sister's striptease show. Gyrating her hips while staring at me lustfully, my mother had all the sexy moves of the professional stripper that she once was. Like mother like daughter, my mother only had two articles of clothing to remove, her low cut blouse and her short skirt and she was naked too.
Slowly and seductively removing her blouse and skirt, now she was naked too. Naked, naked, naked, my mother stood before me in the way she's stood before me naked as she did in all of my incestuous, sexual fantasies. Naked, naked, naked, my mother was naked. Naked, naked, naked, I couldn't believe I was seeing my mother naked. Ready to have sex with the both of them, my sexual fantasy come true, the three of us were naked and in bed together.
* * * * *
Being that it's been a longtime fantasy of mine to have sex with my mother, I started with my mother first. Kissing and kissing her, my hands were all over her big tits. Feeling them while fingering her nipples, I couldn't wait to suck her tits. Finally, my mouth was all over her big nipples while I reached down to rub and tease her clit before finger fucking her wet pussy. She was so wet. She was as wet as I was hard. Ready to lick my mother in the way that she sucked me, I worked my way down her body until I was positioned between her legs. About to lick while fingering my mother, I was on incestuous overload. Gently rubbing her clit, with a long lick here and a stiff finger fuck there, I had her squirming on the bed in no time.
Nothing could ever top what I was doing now by having a threesome with my whore of a mother and my slut of a sister. When I think of my best sexual day, I will remember this day above all others, even my Honeymoon, should I ever marry. Then, when I looked up to feel her tits and finger her nipples while eating her pussy, I was shocked at what I saw. Even topping the excitement that I felt seeing my sister and mother naked, even more exciting than my mother sucking my cock and my eating her pussy, I couldn't believe my eyes. Never expecting such an incestuous display, I couldn't believe my sister was making out with my mother.
"Oh my God," I said out loud.
They were French kissing. My sister and my mother were going at one another. Never would anyone suspect that they were mother and daughter. Instead, as if they were two lesbians in heat, they were really making out while feeling one another's tits and fingering one another's nipples. Seeing two women making love was somehow hotter than seeing a man making love to a woman. Women were so much more lovingly sexual than were men.
The sight of them locking lips added to my sexual excitement and, the recipient of my sexual, incestuous passion while eating my mother's pussy, I devoured my mother's cunt. Licking her while fingering her and while reaching up with my other hand to finger her nipples all the while I watched them making out, it didn't take my mother very long to have an orgasm. Rather than to mount my mother and fuck her then and there, I rolled over to my sister. It was my turn to eat my sister and my sister's turn to be fingered and licked.
While they were still making out and with my mother obviously enjoying her afterglow, I was fingering and licking my sister's natural, blonde pussy. With my hands positioned beneath her ass, I lifted her body to my lips. Breaking off their kiss, my sister took two big handfuls of my hair as I licked her pussy. I ate her as if I was a vampire sucking on someone's neck. My little sister is such a slut and she was wiggling, squirming, and verbalizing her enjoyment of me eating her while my mother rested on her elbow to watch her daughter with her son.
"Eat me Johnny. Eat me," said my sister. "Lick my pussy big brother."
As far as I can remember that was one of the few times she called me Johnny, when I gave her a birthday gift and when I was licking her cunt. Most times she calls me jerk.
"Lick her pussy Jack. Eat your sister," said my mother. "More tongue. Let me see some tongue. Lick her Jack, lick her. Finger fuck your sister."
With my Mom coaching my having cunnilingus with my sister, for the first time in a long time, I felt good that we were finally doing something as a family, even if it was having forbidden, incestuous sex.
"Oh my God, Mommy, I'm going to cum," said my sister taking my mother's hand in hers as if she was about to deliver a baby.
"More finger Jack. More finger. Finger fuck your sister Jack. Deeper, faster, finger fuck your sister. Really ram your finger up inside of her," said my Mom.
As if I was Scottie on the USS Enterprise, I had the sudden urge to respond, "Aye, Aye Captain."
"Oh, oh, oh! I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Mommy I'm cumming. Johnny lick my clit faster. Lick my clit harder," said Emma. "Oh my God, I'm cumming."
As soon as I was temporarily done with my sister, I focused on my mother. With my sister still reveling in the afterglow of having orgasmic sex, something that I was destined to do, I finally mounted my mother. Immediately, I felt my mother's hand reach down to position my cock in her pussy. This was it. I was finally about to have sexual intercourse with my mother.
Sliding right in, it was as if I was born to fuck my mother. So warm and so wet, I felt her pussy muscles latch onto my cock as if she had an alien hand inside of her. Without a doubt, this was a woman who had been fucked many times before. Slowly but steadily, as if I was glued inside of her, I humped my mother while she returned my passion with her humps. Unbelievably, I was having sexual intercourse with my Mom. I couldn't believe I was fucking my Mom. Humping her harder and humping her faster, we developed a rhythm. In between her praying to God, I had her calling my name in no time.
"Oh my God! Oh my God! Jack, oh my God. Fuck me. Fuck Mommy, Jack. Hump me harder. Hump me faster. Fuck Mommy. Fuck Mommy. Fuck me Jack. Fuck me. Jack! Jack! Jack!"
With her calling my name, I couldn't help but wonder if she was fucking me, her son, or if she was fucking Jack, her prom date from twenty-four years ago. Just as my sister did with me eating her and just as my mother did with me eating her, my mother had another orgasm from me fucking her. Still able to hold back, not wanting to cum just yet, I wanted to cum in either my mother or my sister's mouth first. Now that I was finished making love and fucking my mother, it was time to make love before fucking my sister. For all the times she called me names, for all the times she was mean to me, and for all the times she was such a bitch, I wanted to put her in her place by mounting her and fucking her like the bitch she is.
Only, she surprised me. Instead of allowing me to mount her, she mounted me. She reached down and inserted my cock inside her wet pussy as if I was her personal dildo. Sitting on top of me as if I was the mechanical bull at the bar, she rode me. Forget about making love to me, my baby sister was fucking me, really fucking me. Pounding me into the mattress, I watched her big tits bounce as if she was on a bucking bronco. Finally, able to harness them both in my big hands, I held my sister's tits while she held my cock in her pussy. Much tighter than my mother, I feared she'd make me cum. Yet, thinking of baseball, anything but fucking my kid sister, I was able to save my cum when my sister had another orgasm.
"Fuck me! Oh my God, Johnny. You're going to make me cum again. I don't fucking believe this. Don't stop. Faster. Harder. Oh my God Johnny. Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Don't stop. Oh my God don't stop. Oh, oh, oh!"
* * * * *
She collapsed in a sweaty heap and the three of us laid there breathing heavily. Never have I had sex with two women at the same time and for me to have sex with not only my mother but also my sister was unbelievable. We stayed like that for some time until my mother spoke.
"Did you cum?" Such an odd question for a mother to ask her son, my mother looked at me with motherly concern.
"No," I said sounding disappointed but sexually excited at the same time.
"Emma," said my mother lifting her head to look at my sister. "Your brother didn't cum."
"He didn't?" She looked at me before looking at my mother. "He got me off twice, once with his mouth and a second time with his cock," said Emma still swooning.
"Me too," said my mother. "He gave me two wonderful orgasms."
"That's not fair that Johnny didn't cum," said my sister.
My mother leaned over to me to whisper her words in my ear while slowly stroking my cock.
"Would you like Mommy to suck you?"
"Yes," I said.
"Can I suck you too Johnny?" My sister looked at me as if she'd be disappointed if I said no.
"Sure," I said.
'If I died and went to Heaven now, that is, as soon as my mother and sister made me cum, I'd die a happy man,' I thought. 'Surely after having sex with my whore of a mother and my slut of a sister on my sister's twenty-first birthday, the first day of summer, albeit now that it was the next day already, I'll remember this day for the rest of my life.'
As if I was in my room masturbating while having a sexual fantasy, if it wasn't enough that my mother was sucking me, it was crazy that my sister was sucking me too. With both women sucking my cock nearly at the same time, syncopating their sucking actions, whenever their lips met, they stopped sucking me to French kiss while still stroking me. Then, my mother really started sucking me. Taking me in deeper while stroking me faster, as if teaching her daughter how to give a better blowjob, she only stopped sucking me to give Emma a turn. Obviously ready to please me as much as her mother, Emma copied my mother's moves when sucking my cock. After a while I couldn't tell one from the other.
"Tell me when you're ready to cum," said my mother, "so that we both can put our mouths on your cock and you can cum in both of our mouths at the same time."
After she said that to me, inviting me to cum in both their mouths at the same time, unable to hold back any longer, I couldn't wait to cum in not only my mother's mouth but also my sister's mouth too.
"I'm ready," I said.
With that, with my mother on the left side of my stiff prick and my sister on the right side, they took turns sucking me. First I ejaculated in my mother's mouth and then I ejaculated in my sister's mouth. Still sexually excited, even after cumming a warm, oozy bucket full in my mother's and sister's mouths, as soon as my sister released my cock from her mouth and swallowed my cum, I shot a load of cum across my sister's face and all over my mother's tits. Never in my life have I ejaculated so much cum.
After having this first, unexpected, albeit long awaited, incestuous sex with my mother and sister, if the first day of summer was already like this, I could only imagine what the rest of the summer would be like. For sure, with me and my sister in my mother's bed, this would be one sizzling, sexy, steamy summer.



Only just one more thing. It wouldn't be an official birthday celebration without giving my sister her twenty-one birthday slaps on her ass, plus an extra one for good luck, something I've always wanted to do. Just in case my mother felt bad for my sister and interceded on her behalf, I waited until my mother got up from bed to go to the bathroom. I coaxed my sister to move from her back to her stomach, not an easy thing to do when she was still so comfortable in the afterglow of sex. With me directing my attention to her shapely, firm ass, perhaps she thought I was going to have some ass play with her but as soon as she turned over, I slapped her hard.
"One," I said holding her in place with a heavy hand.
"Ow Johnny that hurt."
"Two," I said.
"Fuck! What are you doing?"
"I'm giving you your birthday slaps. Three!"
"Oh no you're not," she said moving her hand there to protect her naked ass but I moved it away before trying to squirm away but I put her back in her place.
"Four!"
"Jesus Johnny, stop slapping me."
"Five!"
"Mom!"
"Six!"
"Mom?"
"Seven?"
"What? I'm in the bathroom."
"Eight!"
"Johnny is spanking me."
"Nine!"
"What? I can't hear you over the bathroom fan."
"Ten!"
"Johnny is spanking me," yelled my sister.
"Eleven!"
"That's nice dear."
"Twelve!"
"That's nice?"
"Thirteen!"
"I can't wait until he spanks me for my birthday," said my Mom laughing.
"Fourteen!"
"Stop it Johnny," she said looking as if she was about to cry.
"Fifteen!"
"You're hurting me," she said with a tinge of sexual excitement.
"Sixteen!"
"Oh Johnny."
"Eighteen!"
"Slap me harder," she said wiggling her ass.
"Nineteen!"
"Slap me again lover," she said.
"Twenty!"
"Fuck! That hurts so bad that it feels so good."
"Twenty-one!"
"I going to cum. I swear to God I'm going to cum."
"And an extra slap for your birthday. Happy birthday Emma."
"Fuck me Johnny. Fuck me hard. Make me your bitch," she said.
THE END
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Aunt and Cousin's Summertime Visit
Slutty aunt and sexy, virginal cousin stay with sister, niece, and horny nephew.
After having sexually lusted over my mother and sister for years, I finally had sex with my 42-year-old mother, Jenny, and my sister, Emma, on her 21st birthday, the first day of summer. There, I wrote it and publically posted it for all to read. I had outrageous sex with my mother and sister and I'm glad that I did.
Not feeling bad and certainly not feeling guilty that I had sex with my mother and sister, I made incestuous, sexual memories that I'll remember for the rest of my life. This summer, bar none and without a doubt, is the best summer of my life. What started out as pure incestuous lust has morphed to romance and has become a mother/son/sister/brother love story.
Even better than I imagined it would be, the sex that I had with my mother and sister was all that I hoped it would be and so much more. Truly, now in a special way that no son should ever love his mother and no brother should ever love his sister, I love my mother and I love my sister, even more so when we're all naked and in bed together.
"So happy. I'm so very happy," I said with my arm around my naked mother and my other arm around my naked sister. Feeling as if I was king of my castle in my own Game of Thrones, sexually sated, I was satisfied how well our threesome is working. "This is how it must have been in the dark ages with the son the man of the house and keeping his mother as well as his sister warm and sexually satisfied when there were no other men around," I said.
"Sire," said my mother. "May I sucketh your cock again?"
"Blow me mother. I mean, of course, sucketh my cock again wench."
Ah, if only I lived back then how happy I'd be without cars, television, sports channels, the Internet, video games, running water, indoor plumbing, refrigeration...never mind.
"Would you do me the honor of eating my pussy, my Lord?" My sister looked at me with a sexy smile.
"If it's an oral orgasm that you want sister, I'd love to most graciously lick your pussy. Sit on my face sister while mother sucks my cock. Ah, this is the life," I said as my sister lowered her pussy to my waiting, horny mouth.
* * * * *
It all started when my whore of a mother took my slut of a sister out to a CFNM strip club for her twenty-first birthday. Even though I'm an incestuous pervert lusting over my mother and sister in the way I did, if I had a father, I'd be okay with my father taking me, his son, to a strip club for a private lap dance. What's wrong with that? It's just a rite of passage to becoming a man.
Maybe because I'm a selfish guy, but it just seems to me that my mother taking her daughter, my sister, to a CFNM strip club on her birthday to suck some stripper's cock is just wrong. What does my sister having sex with a stripper have to do with her becoming a submissive woman to her husband's wants, whims, and needs? I dare say it would better suit my sister if my mother took her daughter to a home economics class on how to better clean, cook, and sew.
Nonetheless my twisted morals and my distorted sense of what's right and what's wrong between the sexes, I was hoping that they'd come home drunk. I was hoping that they'd come home horny. I was hoping that they'd be so drunk and so horny that they wouldn't know that I was their son and brother and would give me the incestuous sex I was yearning to have.
Thinking that it was all just a sexual fantasy that would never happen, suffice to say that I wasn't disappointed when they finally came home in a cab and fell through the front door laughing and singing. Fortunately for me, they did come home drunk. Fortunately for me, they did come home horny. Fortunately for me, they did give me the incestuous sex that I was lusting and hoping to have with their naked bodies.
Now more than a month later, with my mother and sister fucking and sucking me nearly every day and with me fucking and licking them in return nearly every night, things between us couldn't be any better. I couldn't be any happier. I couldn't be any more sexually satisfied than I am today having sex with my whore of an ex-stripper mother and my slut of a sexy, bitch of a sister.
"Thank you Jesus! Sorry, I meant to say, thank your Satan, I've been blessed. Pardon me again, I meant to say, after playing in the Devil's playground, thank you Satan, I've been cursed by the incestuous demon of forbidden love but in a good way."
Ever since that fateful day six weeks ago, a sexual fantasy come true, it was as if the three of us were meant to have incestuous sex. As if we're having an incestuous Honeymoon, we've been having sex nearly every morning and every night. With her long legs, big tits, sexy body, and experienced moves that she learned working as a stripper giving private lap dances to so very many men, so many years ago, I can't get enough of my mother. She's such a good lover in bed, an understatement.
Better than Natalie Dormer as Anne Boleyn in the Tudors as my Queen, my mother is spectacular in bed. Maybe because she's my Mom, I love having sex with my mother. I love watching my mother suck me while looking up at me with her big, blue eyes before I put a hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and cum in her mouth. I love watching her big tits jiggle and bounce as I fuck her harder and faster with all the pent up incestuous passion that a son has for his mother. I love watching her and hearing her having an orgasm while knowing that it was me, her son, who has given his mother such sexual pleasure.
"Depending upon how I look at it, I'm either in Heaven or in Hell."
"Heaven or Hell?" My mother removed my cock from her mouth to speak while looking up at me. "What do you mean by that Jack?"
"Oh nothing Mother. I was just talking to myself. Suck Mother, suck," I said putting a gentle hand to the back of her head while watching her reinsert my cock in her mouth.
* * * * *
With her long, blonde hair, pretty face, and my determined desire to fuck and to sexually control my slutty bitch of a sister, in the way that I can't get enough of my mother, I can't get enough of my sexy sister. The Princess slut bitch, everything she knows she learned from her whore of a mother. With her long, shapely legs tightly wrapped around my back, her blonde hair pressed tightly against my cheek, and the sound her breathing heavily in my ear, I love pounding my sister's pussy until she screams with an orgasm. Then, once I sexually satisfy her, after she's regained her composure while relishing in the afterglow of sex, she sexually satisfies me as if I'm the King of her Castle and the Lord of her Kingdom.
With her poised on her knees in front of me and looking up at me with her big, blue eyes, I love watching my sister suck my big, hard, hairy cock in the way that my mother just did. If it's not enough that I'm having sex with my mother and if it's not enough that I'm having sex with my sister, being able to go from my mother to my sister is a sexual fantasy come true.
"Suck it Emma. Suck my prick. That's right sister, blow me. Blow your big brother."
Then, if my having sex with my mother and sister isn't enough, to see them together kissing and touching one another while making love and licking and fingering one another as I watch and masturbate, never have I imagined how hot having sex with my mother and sister could be. Before having sex with my mother and sister, even when I masturbated while fantasizing over having sex with my mother and sister, even when I fantasized about an incestuous threesome, I never fantasized about them having sex with one another. A sizzling, sexy, steamy summer that I'll remember for the rest of my life, this is the best summer of the twenty-three years of my life.
"Thank you Mom. Thank you Sis for making me so very happy."
"You're welcome Jack," said my mother.
"You're welcome Johnny," said my sister.
* * * * *
Fortunately for me, our forbidden relationship morphed from mother and son and sister and brother to incestuous lovers resplendently complete with threesome sex highlighted with lesbian sex between my mother and sister. Whenever they physically exhaust me, I'll watch them going at one another. Non-stop as if they're rabbits, both are insatiable sexual nymphomaniacs. As much as my mother and sister want me, they both want one another. A son and daughter in love with their mother, and a mother in love with her children, we are a family joined together by love as we are by incest.
A sexual fantasy come true, after having sex nearly every day and every night, with me ejaculating multiple times a day and them having multiple orgasms in a night, alas, all good things must come to an end. Unbelievably, especially for someone who has never had sex with their mother and/or sister but who has always wanted to have sex with their mother and/or sister, I was bored. Restless, I was sexually frustrated.
After a while and after a steady diet of sex, sex, and more sex with my mother and with my sister, as unbelievable as it might sound, I was sexually unsatisfied. I was depressed. I was unhappy. Having reached the ultimate pinnacle of my incestuous sexual relationship and with nothing left to achieve, now what? How can I possibly top having sex with my mother and sister?
"Woe is me."
Hard to believe but having sex with my whore of a mother and my sexy bitch of a sister didn't excite me in the way it did the first few dozen times that we partied together. A real dilemma with me at a worrisome crossword in my life, I didn't know how to recapture that sexual excitement and that lustful feeling. Oh my God, the first time that I saw my mother and my sister naked and the first time that I touched and felt their naked bodies was a dream come true. Then, even though they were both drunk but as horny as they were drunk, that first night that the three of us had sex together was better than I ever could have imagined.
Now bored and disheartened and with nothing to look forward to sexually excite me after all of my sexual fantasies have been fulfilled, sex no longer holds the anticipated pleasure that it once held for me. Something impossible in most men's lives, I was only twenty-three-years-old and had realized all of my sexual fantasies. Unable to top having sex with my mother and sister, with nothing left to give me that sexual excitement and the erections that I once had, now what do I do with the rest of my life?
It was then that I wondered, perhaps we're having too much sex. Perhaps that sexual lustful feeling would return if we took a break. Maybe it's time for us to have sex with another to see what we're missing. Only, what if one of us meets someone else and falls in love? What if one no longer wants to have sex with the other? What if this is the end of our incestuous union?
Obviously being the testosterone filled stud that I modestly am, I needed more sexual stimulation than making love to my mother endlessly and fucking my sister senselessly. I needed more sexual stimulation than having my mother blow me and having my sister suck my cock. It wasn't enough for me to cum in both of their mouths and watch them swallow numerous times. I needed even more sexual stimulation than having a threesome with my mother and sister. Still not enough, I needed more sexual stimulation than seeing my mother and sister together naked in bed while I masturbated to the two of them making love. I needed that erotic emotion and sexual excitement that I felt before I had sex with my mother and sister.
"What do I do now? A hard act to follow, how can I recapture that sexual lust filled excitement after experiencing my mother and sister in the way that no son and no brother should ever experience his mother and sister?"
Yet, a dream come true for any incestuous man, especially one who was bored with incestuous sex between his mother and sister, how much more sexual stimulation can I possibly have after having incestuous sex with not only my mother but also with my sister? Where do I go from here? After lusting over two of the most beautiful women in my life for years, I couldn't understand why I wasn't sexually stimulated enough to be sexually satisfied after finally having my sexual fantasy of bedding my mother and sister come true? Yet, fortunately for me, there was a sexy rainbow on my incestuous horizon. Just when I started getting bored seeing my mother parade around the house in her sexy, sheer bathrobe with nothing underneath and just when I was no longer interested in seeing my sexy sister strutting around in her low cut bra and bikini panty, my mother received a call from her crazy sister.
* * * * *
"Kathy, what's wrong? No way! He did? He did not. You did? You did not. Shut up! Get out of here. Wow! Oh my God, you poor thing. You don't? He didn't? He did. I don't believe it. He's such a dirty bastard. God, he's such a dirty bastard. Oh, what a dirty bastard he is."
Sounding so serious, I listened to my mother talking to her twin sister on the phone while wondering that had happened. Always so close, whether crying or laughing together, they shared every victory, every defeat, and every secret. Then, an answer to my prayers that would alleviate my boredom and return my cock to the hardness that it once was by renewed incestuous, sexual excitement, my mother said what I hoped she'd say and what I had wanted to hear."
"Well, my door is always open to you and Diane. You are always welcome here. We're family. Until you can sort things out and find another place to stay, you two come stay with me for the summer. I can make room for you both somewhere temporarily, even if we all have to share the same bed," said my Mom.
What? What did she just say? Share the same bed? Did my mother just invite my aunt and cousin to spend the summer with us? Did my Mom just say that she'd make room for my slutty aunt, Kathy, her whore of a sister, and my sexy, virginal cousin, Diane, her sexpot of a niece, even if we all must share the same bed?
"No way. Are you kidding me? I don't believe it."
Suddenly as if my cock was injected with illegal testosterone supplements, I was rock hard again. As if my cock was a seething volcano that had lay dormant for years, okay months, weeks perhaps, alright already, an hour and a half ago, I felt that unsatisfied lust that I once had before having sex with my mother and sister now ignite with lust for my aunt and cousin. An unrequited, incestuous stimulation that has since been satisfied after having sex with my mother and sister, I now felt again when pondering the thoughts of having sex with my aunt and my cousin.
Just as I always wanted to have sex with my mother and sister, I've always lusted over my aunt and cousin. My aunt, my mother's identical twin sister, is just as hot as my mother. And my cousin, Diane, albeit a virgin, is even hotter than my sister. Perhaps because she smiles instead of scowls, so much nicer than my sister, my cousin isn't a bitch.
Suddenly, I felt as if I needed to be committed to an insane asylum for having an overload of incestuous thoughts. Replacing the sexual fantasies of my mother and sister, my mind was filled with sexual fantasies of my aunt and cousin. What I thought was going to be a boring summer was going to be a sexually exciting summer. Conceivable, after having sex with my mother and sister, now with my aunt and cousin living with us for the summer, this could be my best summer ever.
I had a surreal image of me sleeping naked in the middle of July and in the middle my Mom's big, king-sized bed with my naked aunt and naked cousin on one side of me and my naked mother and naked sister on the other side of me. In the way of a train whistle blaring through my mind in a cartoon, my head was ready to explode with incestuous lust for my aunt and cousin. Unbelievably, after beginning to become bored having sex with my mother and my sister, with the addition of my aunt and cousin in the mix, my sexual, summer life couldn't possibly get any better than that.
In the way that my mother and sister have had lesbian sex, I wondered if my aunt and mother would have lesbian sex too. I wondered if my sister and cousin would have lesbian sex. A moving chain of incestuous sex, I wondered if my mother, aunt, sister, and cousin would have a foursome of hot lesbian sex.
Suddenly, just when I thought I was lost and destined to have boring sex with my mother and sister for the rest of my life, I was renewed to have mad, crazy sex with my slutty aunt and possibly even my sexy, albeit virginal cousin. I couldn't believe what such a serendipitous surprise this was. Impossible to bed my aunt and possibly my cousin before with them living too far away, now with them living in the same house and sleeping in the same bed with me, all that I had to do was to roll over and stick my cock where a nephew or cousin should never dip his cock.
The King of my Castle and now with my kingdom complete with my three willing subjects and possibly four willing subjects to fuck me and suck me, I was a happy man.
"It's good to be the king. Long live the king. I so very happy."
* * * * *
Probably she did, being that they're identical twins and share everything, I wondered if my mother told her sister that we've been having sex since the first day of summer, Emma's birthday. If she did, I wondered if my aunt told my cousin that I've been having sex with her cousin, my sister. If my mother told them anything at all about our personal, sexual relationship, I wondered how they reacted to that bit of incestuous information. No doubt, knowing the whore my aunt is, not much different from her sister, only worse, she'd probably be jealous that I was boning my mother and not her. Perhaps my sexy cousin, if not aghast by hearing such incestuous information so close to home, would be curious what it would be like to have sex with me, her cousin or with anyone for that matter, being that she's an innocent virgin, the poor thing.
The only fly in my incestuous ointment and the only one there who could ruin all of my anticipated fun with my aunt would be my cousin, of course. Difficult for her to understand that people have sex, it would be even more difficult for her to understand blood relatives wanting to have sex with one another. I suspect that the only time she's fallen to her knees is to pray.
Even though she's drop dead gorgeous, she strikes me as a little prudish. Of course, I haven't seen her in a couple of years and people change. Notwithstanding her changing, she's not twisted like the rest of us. As if God is playing a joke on me by teasing me with my unapproachable and unattainable cousin, she's a good, kind, and religiously wholesome woman in a stripper's body with a model's face.
Alas and unfortunately, my sexy cousin would never engage in incestuous sex, not in a million years. A throwback to another generation that dates back to the Victorian era of the 1890's, she's a lady. In the way that I've seen my mother on her knees, in the way that I've seen my sister on her knees, and in the way that I've imagined my aunt on her knees, I couldn't imagine my cousin on her knees with my cock in her mouth. My cousin sucking me would never happen. Now that I think of my cousin sucking cock, except for one occasion when she gave an emergency medical blowjob, I seriously doubt if she's willingly given anyone a sexual blowjob.
Yet, even more than the unimaginable vision of my cousin blowing me and even more than the thought of what my mother may have told her sister about us having incestuous sex, if she said anything at all, I was dumbfounded by her phone call. My slut of an aunt and virgin cousin were spending the summer with us. Filled with every sexual image of me having sex with my aunt and perhaps even my having sex with my cousin during the long, hot summer, I couldn't remove from my mind what my mother said to my aunt.



"Well, my door is always open to you and Diane. You are always welcome here. We're family. Until you can sort things out and find another place to stay, you two come stay with me for the summer. I can make room for you both somewhere temporarily, even if we all have to share the same bed," said my Mom.
'Share the same bed? Share the same bed,' I thought to myself while visualizing the image of the five of us together in one bed. I couldn't remove the image of us sharing the same bed. 'Are you kidding me?'
I can't count how many times I masturbated to the thoughts of sharing the same bed not only with my mother and sister but also with my aunt and cousin. Night and day, until they arrived, all that I could think about is the four of us in the same bed naked together. As if we were dirt poor Africans from Somalia or Indians from Bangladesh, all that I could think about is sleeping with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin. Too good to be true, in the way that I did with my mother and sister, I couldn't stop sexually fantasizing over my aunt and cousin naked.
Naked, naked, naked, I couldn't wait to see my aunt naked. Naked, naked, naked, I couldn't wait to see my cousin naked. Naked, naked, naked, I couldn't wait for my aunt and cousin to see me naked.
An incestuous, sexual life, one man with four, blood related, female relatives, mother, sister, aunt, and cousin sleeping in the same bed doesn't get any better than that. Just as I would have done anything to have sex with my mother, before having sex with my mother, if only for comparison sake between my mother and her twin sister, I'd do anything to have sex with my aunt. Naked, naked, naked, in the way that I've seen my mother, I'd love to see her sister, my aunt naked too. Naked, naked, naked, in the way that my mother has seen me naked, I'd love for my aunt to see me naked too.
Just as I would have done anything to have sex with my sister, before having sex with my sister, I'd do anything to have sex with my virginal cousin. If only for comparison sake between my sister and my cousin, I'd do anything to see my cousin naked. Naked, naked, naked, in the way that I've seen my sister naked, I'd love to see my cousin naked too. Naked, naked, naked, in the way that my sister has seen me naked, I'd love for my cousin to see me naked too.
I wondered how different it would be having sex with my aunt than with my mother. I wondered how different it would be having sex with my cousin than with my sister. Understandably just as my mother, my aunt, my sister, and my cousin are distinctly different people, I wondered how different or similar they'd all be when naked and in bed.
As if looking at a prism from a different angle to unmask a kaleidoscope of different feelings and experiences, I couldn't wait to have a sexual relationship with my aunt and cousin. One on one, I wondered how different it would be to have sex with them alone. I wondered if they'd give me a lesbian show in the way that my mother and sister did. I wondered if they'd have a threesome before having a foursome or a five some.
"Wow!"
Only suspecting what my aunt may sexually do to my hard, young body, my cousin would never follow her mother in her unbridled sexual lust and incestuous passion for a blood relative. Nonetheless, my cousin's virginal morals, I'd still be happy just doing my aunt. Only, I'd have to be careful that my cousin didn't catch me doing her mother. How embarrassing would that be for her to walk in on us? No coming back from that, I didn't want to rock the incestuous boat by being too much of a pig and having my cousin know what an incestuous pervert that I am.
Being the good person and religious woman that she is, she'd shine a spotlight of morals and guilt on all of us that would surely stop us in our tracks from having any more incestuous fun. Being that I'm happy living in a family of degenerates, just as I wondered what made me the way that I am, I wondered what happened in my cousin's life to make her the woman that she is. Nonetheless how different I am from her, I needed to respect the fact that my cousin was a virgin and wasn't like the rest of us. She was a lady and needed to be treated as such.
"You're Royal Highness, may I present the King!"
I could only imagine my cousin bowing down to me and falling to her knees to honor me. Only, where my mother, sister, and aunt could make use of kneepads, I knew that my cousin had pristine knees as well as a closed for business pussy and mouth. Surely a shame, a pity, and such a waste that someone so beautiful and someone who possessed such a hot body would refuse to use her God given gifts, hoping that my cousin would respect me, I still respected my cousin.
Yet, so very sexually excited that I'd be, no doubt, having sex with my aunt, I couldn't stop myself from imagining different scenarios, especially those that included my cousin. How hot would that be for me to sleep naked with four, naked women in the same bed? How hot would that be to sleep naked with four, naked women who were related to be by blood? How hot would that be for the four of us to have mother and sister and aunt and cousin sex? How fucked up am I to want to have incestuous sex with all of my blood related, female relatives?
Just as I've always imagined having sex with my mother and sister over and again, I could only imagine having sex with my aunt and cousin too. After opening Pandora's Box of forbidden sex with my mother and sister, an easy transgression to make from my mother and sister to my aunt and cousin, my incestuous lust was seemingly boundless. In the way that it took control of my thoughts before having sex with my mother and sister, incest took hold of me in the way that no other sexual excitement could or ever did when thinking about having sex with my aunt and cousin.
Walking the path of the Devil for the sake of forbidden sex, when I die I'll be doomed to spend all of eternity in Hell with my chestnuts roasting in the fire while Nat King Cole sang, what else, "Chestnuts Roasting in the Fire." Yet, after having outrageous sex with my mother and sister, if I could have shameful sex with my aunt and cousin, in the horny state that I was now, burning in Hell while having to listen to Nat King Cole singing the same song forever may be worth it.
Hmm, in the way that, no doubt, Joe Jackson, Michael Jackson's father, obviously had sex with his four daughters, Janet, La Toya, Rebbie, and Joh'Vonnie, I wondered if Nat King Cole ever had sex with his daughter, Natalie Cole. Even though Natalie isn't blood related, I'd do her, along with Venus and Serena Williams. No doubt, they'd kill me. They'd crush my skull between those big, muscular thighs but what a way to die.
* * * * *
My sister's age, twenty-one-years-old, yet even prettier and sexier than my sister, not an easy thing to be, Diane is my wicked hot cousin. Unbelievably, only when seeing them together, do I realize that my cousin is even hotter than my sister. When seeing them apart, one is as beautiful, sexy, and shapely as the other.
Unfortunately, what God giveth, God taketh away. Tall, blonde, shapely, and beautiful, born with a stripper's body and a model's face, when it comes to intelligence, barely making it out of high school, if not for some admiring teachers who gave her an easy C, she's not the brightest star in the universe. In her analytical inability to understand even the simplest of comments and concepts, forget about basic math skills, she's more akin to Penny than she is to Amy Farrah Fowler on The Big Bang Theory. If ever there was a victim for men to take advantage of and fuck over, that's my cousin Diane. A trusting and believing soul who is so naively gullible, deeply religious, kind, good, and generous, Snow White with blonde hair, she'd fall for anyone's line.
Here's an example of Diane's naiveté and dimwittedness. Last summer, out hiking in a secluded, wooded area outside of Boston with her dog, a man she had just met told her that he had been bitten by a rattlesnake and would die if she didn't suck out the poison. A rattlesnake? C'mon? Seriously? There aren't any rattlesnakes around here. And with as many healthcare facilities and hospitals in the greater Boston area as there are schools, colleges, and universities, he could have hobbled off to one of them for immediate and better medical care than having my cousin sucking out poison.
Seriously, unless the snake was a pet, no one in their right mind would keep a rattlesnake as a pet. As far as I know, we don't have rattlesnakes in the immediate vicinity of Boston. Further, our only wild life, other than some big roaches, water rats, alley rats, and scads of pigeons and annoying squirrels, except for the occasional politician out and about shaking hands, I've never seen a poisonous snake on our city streets. His reason for needing my cousin to immediately suck out the rattlesnake poison only added to the ridiculousness of the story.
How could she be so dumb? How could she fall for his obvious deception? It's a good thing that my cousin has me to protect her now from predators who prey upon dumb, beautiful, sexy blondes.
To further add to the ridiculousness of his claim that he was bitten by a rattlesnake, guess where he was bitten? Oh, yeah, you guessed it. Unbelievably, the snake bit the man in of all places, right in the cock. What are the odds of that?
What was he lying on the ground while taking a piss? Unless the man was taking a leak and had a cock the size of a cane, what are the odds of a rattlesnake biting someone on the cock, especially on the outskirts of Boston and far away from the desert? Oh my God, how could my cousin be so dumb to fall for that line?
"Please Miss," he said asking my cousin for help. "If you don't help me, if you don't suck out the poison, I'll die," he said unzipping himself and pulling out his swollen prick as his only evidence that he had been bitten.
Actually a good line to use on an unsuspecting dumb blonde, I wish I had thought of it but no woman that I know would fall for such a story. If it wasn't enough that this pervert was exposing himself to my cousin, he wanted my cousin to suck out the imaginary rattlesnake poison from his erect prick.
No doubt having never seen a cock before except for seeing one in sex education class at school, on a statue at the Museum of Fine Arts, in a medical reference book, and in a Play Girl magazine that one of her friends left behind in her car, she was shocked. Diane looked from the man to his cock before looking back at the man and before staring at his cock. The good Christian woman and Good Samaritan that she is, not wanting the poor man to die, she immediately took quick medical action.
"Okay, I'll do it," she said, no doubt thinking that it wasn't so much of a suck job but more of a preventative medical action that was needed to save a life.
Something so very difficult to do with her mouth full of a cock, I can only imagine what a priest does to her mouth when asking her to fall to her knees to confess her sins. Anyway, the good person that she is, Diane fell to her knees and sucked and stroked the man's prick until she sucked out all of the imaginary poison, every last drop. Only instead of swallowing what she truly believed was rattlesnake venom but what was really cum, she spit his cum out on the ground. What's even more unbelievable, as if it's her badge of honor that she truly believes that she's saved someone's life, is that she tells everyone the story about how she saved the life of this poor, albeit sexually lucky man who had been bitten by a rattle snake in his cock.
"Diane, Diane, Diane," I said shaking my head while talking to myself. "You are truly one of a kind."
Dumber than Goldie Hawn in Laugh-in, dumber than beautiful, sexy Carol Wayne, the dumb blonde who routinely appeared on the Johnny Carson Show and who raised everyone's eyebrows by the dumb things that she said and did, Diane gave credence that blondes are dumb. Fortunately for me, seeing me as the big, protective brother she never had, my cousin Diane believes everything that I say.
"Thank you Jesus. Sorry. Thank you Satan."
Always wanting to pull the old bitten by a rattlesnake scenario on her, I don't think she'd fall for it a second time but knowing my cousin Diane, who knows? With me always there for her to make sure that no man makes her his sexy, sexual slave and his bad to the bone bitch, I'd risk her giving birth to a two headed baby to have incestuous sex with her. Simply irresistible, she's gorgeous.
As much as I wanted to have hot sex with my mother and wild sex with my sister, it's always been my long time sexual fantasy to have crazy, mad sex with my aunt Kathy and wild, passionate sex with my cousin Diane. A sexual fantasy before, now that I'm having hot sex with my mother and my sister and now that my mother invited my aunt and my cousin to stay the summer and possibly sleep in the same bed, maybe I can have hot sex with my aunt and cousin too. If not having passionate sex with my Cousin Diane, maybe we can have such touchy feely sex that will preserve her virginity. Hopefully, at the very least, I'll at least have crazy, mad sex with her mother, my Aunt Kathy.
"Wow!"
* * * * *
Once I started having incestuous sex with my mother and my sister, the three of us now sleep naked in the same bed. Before we had sex, being that we only have the two bedrooms, my Mom slept on the living room sofa. Because I contribute the most in support of them, she gave up her bedroom to me because of all the overtime I've been working. Now hoping that the five of us would all sleep in the same bed together, my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, and I, where else was my mother going to put my aunt and cousin other than in the same bed?
I was so sexually excited that my aunt and cousin were spending the summer with us that I forgot that we had a second bedroom. I forgot that we had a couch. Figuring that we'd all sleep naked together, all that I could think about was my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin all sleeping naked together with me.
Naked, naked, naked, I couldn't wait to see my aunt and cousin naked. Naked, naked, naked, I couldn't wait for my aunt and cousin to see me naked. Naked, naked, naked, naked, I couldn't wait to sleep naked with my aunt and cousin. A sexual fantasy I hoped would come true, it wasn't difficult for me to imagine my mother, my aunt, my sister, and my cousin all sleeping naked in the same bed while I served them coffee and toast. Naked, naked, naked, naked, I couldn't wait to see them all together naked.
"Good morning ladies. How did you all sleep?"
I imagined saying to them while masturbating myself later over the sight of seeing four pairs of C cup tits, eight areolas, eight nipples, four asses, and four pussies. With a whore of a mother, a slut of a sister, a crazy aunt, and a sexy cousin, can incestuous sex get any better than that? Back on my game, I was no longer bored. Instead, I was sexually excited. I couldn't wait for my aunt and cousin to arrive.
"Let the games begin. Wow."
I should have known that it was too good to be true when my sexual fantasy was quickly crushed. Instead of the five of us sleeping naked together in the same bed as I had fantasized, I was told the sleeping arrangements the night that my aunt and cousin arrived. My mother, Jen, would sleep in my room with her sister, Kathy, and my cousin, Diane, would sleep with my sister, Emma, in her room. The odd man out, literally and figuratively, I was relegated to sleeping in the living room on the couch with the dog, a Rat terrier named Polo. Are you kidding me? Not fair.
"It's just me and you buddy," I said rubbing the dog's head.
A good dog but, pound for pound, a ferocious beast, a dog that would bite the hand that feeds him, fortunately for me, he perceives me as his pack leader. Polo is loyal only to me, that is, unless there are women around. A chip off the old block, a lap dog, a leg humper, and a face licker, I never saw a dog who loves women so much. So long as my mother, sister, aunt, and cousin aren't around giving him pets, rubs, and love, all I have to do is to put my hand down and wherever he is, he comes right over for me to rub his head, scratch his ear, and give him a doggie, body massage. It also helps if I'm holding a dog cookie in my hand.
If you don't know anything about Rat terriers, let me inform you about the tenacious breed of dog that they are. Right up there with a Pit Bull, I was watching this dog show and they named all the things that each breed of dog does. When they came to the Jack Russell terrier and the Rat terrier they described them as natural born killers. The Rat terrier holds the record for killing the most rats. One Rat terrier was let loose in a barn on a farm in England and, within five hours, the dog had killed thirteen hundred rats. They take them by the neck and shake them. Of course he was bitten by rats in the process of killing them too but he was alive while all of those rats were dead.
Being that the Rat terrier is the king of the house, the property laws of the Rat terrier is as follows. If I like it, it's mine. If it's in my mouth, it's mine. If I had it a little while ago, it's still mine. If I can take it from you, it's mine. If it just looks like it's mine, it's mine. If I saw it first, it's mine. If it's edible, it's mine. If I chew something up, all the pieces are still mine. If it's mine, it will never be yours. If I break it, it's yours. If I get tired of it, it's yours. If I want it back, it's mine.
Actually not so bad sleeping on the couch with the overstuffed cushions, multitude of pillows, and the dog, the old sofa is fairly comfortable for something that we dug out of the trash and had reupholstered. Now the best piece of furniture in our little house, a real focal point, the living room sofa is the center of attention. We even bought drapes, a new carpet to color coordinate it, and a big screen TV with a TV stand. Instead just a dumping ground for clutter, for the first time our living room looks more like a living room.
Everyone must walk by the couch to go to the kitchen and/or bathroom. When not sitting on the sofa, everyone eats their cereal and/or drinks their coffee from the chairs that are directly and intentionally positioned across from me. From my low vantage point when laying on the sofa, so long as their nighties are short enough, hiked up enough, and their knees are spread open wide enough, I'm given plenty of up nightgown flashes of panties and pussies. Even though I've seen my mother and my sister's panties and pussies dozens of times, seeing them again is a voyeuristic sight that I never tire of seeing.
Then, being that I'm the incorrigible incestuous voyeur that I am, happily and fortunately for me, whenever they lean forward to eat their cereal, I'm given constant down nightgown views of their naked breasts. Tits, tits, tits, I just love naked tits in the morning as much as I love naked tits in the evening and naked tits in the afternoons for that matter. I just love naked tits, especially when those naked tits belong to my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin.
Adding to my voyeuristic, incestuous excitement, my Aunt Kathy, the whore that she is, as if airing out her pussy, enjoys sitting with her feet up on the chair or on the ottoman. Obviously comfortable for her while flashing and teasing me, the view she gives me is so sexually exciting. Sitting directly across from me, as if I'm her personal gynecologist, she sits so close that I can nearly reach out my hand and finger her, she gives me a constant view up her nightgown while pretending that she's oblivious to my stares. Being that she never wears panties, unless she's wearing jeans, she gives me a commanding view of her pussy. From where I'm lying on the couch, I can practically count the pubic hairs of her blonde, trimmed pussy while she more focuses on eating her cereal than on my stares with me wishing that I could eat her pussy.



My morally modest Cousin Diane, on the other hand, has one of those hot bodies that even when she sits with her knees tightly pressed together, there is still a triangular opening above her shapely thighs that I can clearly see her panties or pussy when she's not wearing panties. If only she knew all that I could see of her, she'd be mortified. She'd be so embarrassed. If only she knew that I masturbate over all that I've seen of her, she'd think me the incestuous pervert that I am. If she knew all that I've already seen of her, relegated to wearing sweatpants whenever around me, she'd never wear another nightgown again.
If I had a mind to and was sufficiently horny enough, which always I am, I could expose my cock to my aunt and cousin while pretending that I'm still sleeping and don't realize that I'm so exposed. Knowing what my aunt would do if she saw my cock dangling from my pajama bottoms, no doubt she'd stare, reach out and touch me, fondle me, or even stroke me. More the mystery is the reaction my cousin would have to seeing my exposed prick. I wondered what my cousin would do if she saw my cock sticking out of my pajama bottoms.
Would she look? Would she stare? Or would she look away? The moral woman that she is, not so much as peeking at it after she noticed my accidental wardrobe faux pas, no doubt she'd pretend that I wasn't so exposed. A good plan, having fun sexually teasing them, I couldn't wait to begin my sizzling, sexy, steamy hot, incestuously sexual summer adventure with my four female relatives.
While imagining the fun I'd have living, albeit temporarily during the summer, with four hot, blood related women, it was when I was covering the couch with a sheet that I found all sorts of sexy surprises that obviously belonged to my whore of a mother. I found her vibrator, Mr. Horny. The battery was dead, of course, from overuse, no doubt. I found her big, black dildo, Tyrone. Wishing I was a fly on the wall, I'd love to watch my mother take this monster in her pussy and/or in her mouth while she twirled naked around the pole that she still has in her bedroom, which is now my bedroom, that is, once my aunt vacates it. I found an unfinished pint bottle of gin, and a Playgirl magazine with certain pages dog eared of men who oddly resembled me.
"Hmm..."
After seeing the dog eared, Playgirl magazine photos that resembled me, I wondered if my mother had been out here on the couch masturbating over the sexy thoughts of having sex me, her son. Wow! Disturbingly weird but sexually exciting that she had dog eared pictures of men who resembled me at a time before we started having sex, if only I had known my Mom was out here masturbating herself while thinking of having sex with me, I would have set up a camera. Had I known what she was doing, rubbing her clit with a vibrator or fucking herself with her big, black dildo while thinking of me doing that to her, I would have loved to offer her a finger, a tongue, and/or a cock.
Now that we're having sex, her obviously lusting over me was at the time before we were having sex. It was a time before I even knew she wanted me as much as I wanted her. If only I had known then what I know now, I wasted a lot of cum masturbating in my hand and in a paper towel that my mother could have collected in her mouth and pussy.
"Wow. Who knew? If only I knew then what I know now I would have been having sex with my mother years ago."
Flattered by her incestuous lust for me, wouldn't that be something if she was sexually exciting herself and getting herself off while thinking of having sex with me in the way that I was getting myself off while thinking of having sex with her? Duh? I thought it was just men who incestuously lusted over women. I never figured women were incestuous sluts too.
What are the odds that a mother would sexually want her son as much as a son sexually wants his mother? Yet with me sharing the same DNA as my mother, I guess the odds are pretty good. Only, now that we've been having sex, now that I know that my mother wanted me as much as I wanted her and as much as my sister wanted me too, with everything now out in the open, the sexual excitement between us is even more electric.
"I love you Mommy!"
"I love you Jack," said my mother.
"I love you Emma!"
"I love you Johnny."
* * * * *
A time just before we started having sex, in the way that I've been masturbating over her, little did I know that my Mom was masturbating over imagining having sex with my naked body. Typical for a son to incestuously lust over his mother but, in my mind, for a mother to incestuous lust over her son was even hotter. Maybe, while masturbating, instead of thinking of me, she was thinking of Trans Am Jack, her Prom date, who was my father and who disappeared or was killed in the war. Maybe she was hoping I'd walk in the living room unannounced or peep on her to catch her masturbating. Maybe she was waiting for me to make the first move. Never suspecting that I'd be the focal point of such incestuous, sexual attention, maybe my sister used to masturbate or still masturbates over me too.
"Wow!"
Definitely, with my aunt and cousin living with us in these cramped quarters, a kitchen, a living room, and two, small bedrooms with one, small bathroom, this living arrangement could make for a sizzling, sexy, steamy hot, incestuously sexual summer. Pretending this was our little, summer cottage hideaway, a bungalow instead of a small apartment, our primary and only living space, I couldn't wait to see my aunt and cousin walking around the house in their sexy, sheer nightgowns with nothing underneath. I couldn't wait to see my aunt and cousin sunbathing out back by the four foot pool that we installed last year. I'd love to hose down those two smoking hot broads while frolicking in the pool with them before putting suntan lotion on their nearly naked bodies. Being that none of the doors, other than the front and back doors have locks on them, I couldn't wait to catch them in their bedroom dressing or undressing.
"Oops, sorry, my apologies. I didn't know you were in here dressing. Please forgive me for opening your bedroom door and catching you in your bra and panty, topless, or naked. Had I known you were getting dressed or undressed, I never would have barged in the way that I did without knocking. I'm so embarrassed and I promise that it will never happen again, that is, until later today or tomorrow," I imagined thinking and saying while continuing to engage them in conversation while ogling their sexy semi-naked or naked bodies longer, especially my cousin who was as dumb as a stump.
Hoping to see one or the other or both of them naked, making my entrance somehow appear accidental, I couldn't wait to catch them in the bathroom taking a shower or luxuriating while taking a bubble bath.
"Oops, sorry, I didn't know you were in here naked taking a shower or luxuriating while taking a bubble bath. I thought the door was closed to preserve the air conditioning," I imagined saying to my aunt or my cousin. "Please forgive me. I'm so embarrassed and I promise that it will never happen again, that is, until later today or tomorrow," I imagined thinking and saying and while covering my eyes with my splayed fingered hand.
Just as I would when barging in their bedroom while they were changing their clothes, I imagined engaging them in conversation while ogling their naked bodies longer while they showered or bathe. Playing my game of voyeurism with their exhibitionism, maybe they'd engage me in conversation as their excuse to expose their naked bodies longer to me. Maybe they'd ask me to wash their back or towel them dry when they're done soaping up their hot bodies. Especially my aunt who has breasts as big as my Mom's breasts and my cousin who has a better body than even my hot sister's body, I'd love to see one or the other or both of them naked.
Naked, naked, naked, in the way that I couldn't wait to see my mother and sister naked, I couldn't wait to see my aunt and/or cousin naked. I wondered how they'd react to me seeing them naked. Naked, naked, naked, in the way that I want to see my aunt and cousin naked, I can't wait for them to see me naked. I wondered how they'd react to seeing me naked.
* * * * *
A long, hot summer, especially with our puny, little air conditioners working around the clock to cool the place, there never seemed to be enough BTU's to make much of a difference. Perhaps because the women were so hot was the reason why our apartment was never as cool. Beginning from the first night of their arrival, things started quickly heating up between the four of us, especially with the addition of my aunt.
My cousin, not seeing the flirting and/or the teasing was oblivious to what was going on between her mother and me. She was in her own world. How can my cousin who looks so hot and so sexy not be sexual? If only by the addition of my aunt, so long as we were discreet for my cousin not to know that we were having sex, I just knew that this summer was going to be the best summer of my life.
Never shy about exposing myself, especially after my mother and sister have already seen my big prick dozens of times, my personal litmus test, I walked around in my boxer shorts with my ever present erection that physically foretold my lust for my female relatives. Tit for cock and a sexy sight to behold, my aunt walked around in her short, sheer, sexy, low cut nightgown. Not one to disappoint me, she was always flashing me something that I hoped to see and with a body as good as her twin sister's body, I was always looking.
Taking a cue from my sister and from the first night they were here, with my sister freely walking around in her bra and panty, surprisingly and shockingly my cousin walked around in her panty and bra too. The first time seeing my cousin in her low cut bra and sheer bikini panty, I couldn't believe my eyes. A woman who wanted to be a Catholic Nun when she grew up, Saint Diane is what we used to call her, I couldn't believe my sexy cousin was already so exposed.
Fuck me! Be still my hard-on. What was she thinking? Or was she too dumb to know that she was arousing me? Maybe being that she saw my sister walking around me like that, she figured it was okay for her to walk around me in her bra and panty. Obviously, she must not know that I'm having sex with my sister as well as my mother. Obviously, no one shared that important information with her and she's too dumb to notice.
Whenever she was oblivious to my stares, which was most of the time, if I stared long and hard enough at my cousin's panties, I could see her blonde, trimmed patch of pussy hair when she stood and her ass crack through her nearly transparent panties when she leaned forward. If I stared long and hard enough, I could clearly see the impressions that her nipples made in her sexy, low cut bra. Because it was so hot in our small apartment, especially with five, hot people living there now, even with the overworked air conditioners blasting, I knew the appearance of her erect nipples wasn't because she was cold.
Knowing that my Aunt Kathy was, I was hoping that my Cousin Diane was as sexually excited seeing my erection that tented my boxers as I was seeing her in her bra and panty. A big deal for my modest cousin to be walking around in her sexy underwear, able to imagine her naked, I was enjoying the sexy show. More than once, with my cock rubbing against my aunt's nightgown glad ass and my cousin's panty clad buttocks, I accidentally on purpose dry humped my aunt and my cousin while squeezing by them in our small kitchen or while trying to reach over them for something.
I so wanted to pull my aunt's nightgown off and over her head to feel every part of her curvaceous body. In the way that Jack Nicholson did with Jessica Lange in the remake of the Post Man Rings Twice with John Garfield and Lana Turner, I so wanted to pull down my cousin's panties while bending her over the kitchen counter and fucking her right there. I so wanted to lift up her bra to grab their big tits while really pounding her pussy. Not one to miss a sexual opportunity, not shy about me touching her and feeling her, whenever I squeezed by my aunt in the kitchen, she'd just grind her ass against my boxer short clad cock.
Knowing my cousin was embarrassed by me brushing my erection across her panty clad ass, I could feel her body tense whenever I did that to her. It felt so good to slide my cock across her panties. If felt so good to rub myself against her. I could only imagine what it must feel like to have sex with her. It took all the control that I had not to shock her by taking her in my arms and kissing her while touching and feeling her where no cousin should ever touch and feel his cousin.
* * * * *
As if it all happened yesterday, I'll never forget how quickly the sex with my aunt and then later with my cousin began. It was a hot Saturday night and, cooler outside with the breeze than inside, we were all sitting on the front porch talking, laughing, and drinking. My Mom, my aunt, my sister, and my cousin were still out there talking and laughing while I was inside making another round of drinks when my aunt walked in the kitchen. Even more sexually aggressive when she had been drinking, I knew she was trouble as soon as she walked through the porch door.
"Make mine a double," she said. "I want to get drunk tonight," she said throwing her arms in the air and dancing in front of me as if she was a stripper at a party.
"A double coming right up," I said grabbing for the bottle of bourbon.
"Actually Johnny, I'm horny," she said staring at me while provocatively dancing. "Not only do I want to get drunk tonight but also I want to get laid tonight," she said rubbing her nightgown clad body against my boxer shorts.
She wrapped herself around me as if she was on stage and I was her pole. If I didn't have an erection before, I had one now.
"Aunt Kathy, they can see us. They can hear us," I said looking over her shoulder to see if there was anyone there looking.
"Do you want to fuck me?" She stuck out her tongue to lick my face. "I bet you'd love to fuck your sexy aunt," she said gyrating her hips into me as if we were already fucking while I stopped what I was doing to rest my hands on her hips.
I so wanted to reach down and grab her ass. Even though she just propositioned me, even though I've been having sex with her sister and her niece, with my cousin on the front porch, I was afraid she'd see or hear us having sex. I didn't want my cousin to know what an incestuous pervert I was.
Immediately I had an even harder erection with the thoughts of fucking my aunt. A real hottie, as hot as my mother, I so wanted to have sex with my aunt. What made our incestuous exchange even more salacious is that my aunt was not just open to my sexual advances but also aggressively forward in her own determined way in trying to seduce me.
Lowering my hands from her hips to her ass, she offered no resistance to me feeling and squeezing her firm, round butt through her sheer, thin nightgown. Then raising my hands from her buttocks to her breasts, right there in the kitchen, she allowed me to grope her big breasts and finger her erect, hard nipples. Naked, naked, naked, I couldn't wait to get my aunt naked but not here in the kitchen. With my cousin always there in the background, the wet blanket that she is, seemingly she was always there listening and watching.
My Aunt Kathy stood in the light dancing to an imagined music. In the way that she slowly moved and gently swayed, I could clearly see through her nightgown as if she was naked and she was naked beneath just that thin cotton material. Turning my erection away from her while trying to make the drinks, I stopped what I was doing again to watch her dancing before reaching out to put an arm around her slender waist again to pull her to me. I couldn't help myself from holding her, touching her, and feeling her.
As if we were dancing to music, we slow danced while she grinded against me and I humped her. Actually, with my aunt grinding me and with me dry humping her, our dancing felt more like fucking. Another one of my sexual fantasies come true, I felt as if we were having sex right there in the kitchen. I so wanted to French kiss her but not here and not now. Not wanting my cousin to see me kissing her mother, I needed to keep my composure. I needed to get her alone. Perhaps later, when everyone is sleeping, she'll come out to the living room and we can have some sexy fun.
With my hand poised at the top of her sweet ass, I so wanted to reach down and cup her ass cheeks. Forgetting about caution and forgetting about my cousin, it was then that I kissed my aunt. No surprise, she didn't shock me when she surrendered her tongue. I was French kissing my Aunt Kathy. Different than kissing my mother, she seemed hungrier for my lips. Nonetheless, my aggressiveness and her forwardness, something so sexually exciting, as sexually exciting as the first time that I French kissed my mother and my sister, I couldn't believe that I was French kissing my aunt, my mother's twin sister.
If French kissing my aunt was this hot, I couldn't wait to fuck her. If French kissing my aunt was this hot, I couldn't wait to French kiss and fuck my cousin. Like mother like daughter, her daughter was even hotter than she was. As if that would ever happen, the chance of my cousin French kissing me was slim to none. No doubt, she'd slap my face and knee me in the balls if I tried. I'd have to get her drunk for me to do anything to her. At the very least, I'd so love to feel her hot body. Maybe once returning to making the drinks, I should make her daughter a double too. I imagined both mother and daughter coming out to the living room later that night to give me sex while my mother and sister slept.
"You feel just like your sister," I said reaching down to grab a handful of my aunt's ass while reaching up with my other hand to feel her ample breast in my hand and finger her nipple through her nightgown.
"My sister warned me about you," she said reaching her hand down to feel my cock through my boxer shorts before sticking her hand inside.
Not wasting any time, in the way that my sister did the first time she French kissed me, I couldn't believe my aunt had her hand wrapped around my cock.
"What did my mother warn you about me?" Playing it cool, I played her game of seduction.
"You're such a dirty bird having sex with your mother and with your sister," she said. "Shame on you but I love it. You make me wish that I had a son that I could fuck and suck while he licked me too," she said whispering in my ear.
"You make me wish that I was your son, Aunt Kathy."
"How would you like to have sex with me? Would you like that?" She stuck her tongue in my ear and twirled it around. "Would you like to strip your aunt naked and pound her pussy after fucking her mouth with your big, hard cock?"
As if punctuating her words with big, hard cock, she squeezed my cock with her enunciation of every word. As soon as she wrapped her fingers around me, she pulled out my cock and started stroking me while looking down to stare at my prick. Leering at my cock in the way that I've leered at my aunt and cousin, my aunt was giving me a slow, firm hand job. As exciting as it was for my aunt to see my cock, it was even more exciting for my aunt to feel and squeeze my cock. Running her fingers over the head of my prick while cupping my balls with her other hand, I couldn't believe my aunt was giving me a slow hand job.
Taking her hand job as my invitation to have my wicked way with her, my hands were all over her body. In the way that I reached beneath my mother's short skirt to cup her pussy when she returned home drunk and horny from the CFNM club, I reached beneath my aunt's nightgown and cupped her trimmed, blonde pussy in my hand. Then, hoping that no one would walk through the porch door and see what we were doing, I reached my other hand down her nightgown to feel, fondle, and caress her big tits, while fingering her hard nipples, first one and then the other.



"Don't stop. That feels good," I said looking down at her hand moving back and forward while tightly gripping my stiff prick.
"I like what you're doing too," she said looking down to watch me touch her, feel her, fondle her, and caress her tits.
Done with foreplay and wasting no more time with that, she stopped stroking my prick to stand on her tiptoes to whisper in my ear.
"I'd love to suck your cock Johnny. Would you like me to suck you? You can even cum in my mouth. I don't mind. I swallow," she said with a dirty laugh.
Fuck me. My aunt wants to blow me right here in the kitchen. My aunt wants me to cum in her mouth. What a summer? What an unbelievable summer?
"Yes," I said while visualizing receiving a blowjob from my aunt and cumming in her mouth.
I couldn't believe it when my aunt Kathy dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth. Not even taking the time to stare at me or stroke me, she just gobbled my stiff prick. My aunt was blowing me. I couldn't believe my aunt was blowing me. A long time sexual fantasy, I immediately put a hand to the back of her head and humped her mouth while fucking her face.
"Blow me auntie. Suck my cock."
"Being that I have your stiff prick in my mouth," she said removing my prick from her mouth to speak while laughing, "call me Kathy."
"Suck Kathy. Suck my cock. I can't wait to cum in your mouth."
"And I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth John," she said stroking me faster while sucking me deeper.
* * * * *
Only, too soon in her blowjob to be interrupted, as soon as she started sucking me, really started sucking me while stroking me, my cousin Diane walked in the kitchen. I was too engrossed in my aunt's blowjob to hear my cousin or to see her standing there until it was too late. My cousin just stared at her mother on her knees with my prick in her mouth.
Pulling myself away from my aunt and covering my cock with my hand, I didn't think I'd be embarrassed with my cousin seeing my prick but I was. Maybe if my prick hadn't been in her mother's mouth, I wouldn't have been as embarrassed as I was. Maybe if my cousin wasn't such a goody-two-shoes, I wouldn't have been as mortified as I was.
Such an awkward moment, my innocent cousin not only made me feel so guilty but, as if holding up her moral mirror to me, she made me feel like the incestuous pervert that I had become. Had my aunt not been drinking and had I not been so lecherously horny, we both would have been more discreet. What was I thinking?
No doubt, thinking with my cock instead of with my head, I can't believe I allowed my aunt to blow me right there in the kitchen. I can't believe her daughter, my cousin, caught her mother, my aunt, giving me oral sex. We should have been more discreet. At the very least, we should have moved from the kitchen to the bathroom or to the bedroom for more privacy. But we were both a little too drunk to think clearly enough to curb our incestuous passion for one another.
Embarrassed that my cousin caught her mother giving me a blowjob and that my cousin caught me with my stiff prick in her mother's mouth, it was one of those moments when I didn't know what to say or what to do. What could I possibly say in defense of my perverse sexual actions with my blood related, female relative? There was nothing that I could possibly say to assuage my moral, virginal cousin's opinion of me. No matter what excuse I made, even if I said that I tripped and accidentally impaled her mother's mouth with my prick, she'd never believe me. Even if she did believe me, which she just might, she'd never understand.
What could I do? Hoping that she'd understand and forgive me one day, there was nothing to do other than to apologize. I felt like such a pervert. I felt like such a lecher. This was my cousin who I grew up with, went to school with, and played with while watching endless hours of television together.
How dare I do that to her? How dare I ruin her opinion of me? How dare I destroy our loving relationship for sex? In the way that she was looking at me, I dare say that I felt worse than she did that she caught me with my prick in her mother's mouth.
Instead of feeling sexually excited that my cousin saw my cock, I felt mortified and humiliated, feelings that I'm not used to having, especially while having sex with a female relative. Perhaps because my cousin was so morally innocent, I suddenly felt like the pervert that I am. It's one thing to demonstrate my perverse behavior when it's shared and/or reciprocated but it's quite another thing when having incestuous sex in front of someone who would never stoop so low to have incestuous sex with her male, blood related relatives.
Even though deep down I was sexually excited that my cousin saw my swollen cock and would, no doubt, masturbate for years over Diane having seen my prick, I still felt like such an incestuous cad in taking sexually advantage of her drunken mother. Truth be told, her drunken mother was taking sexual advantage of me in the way that Mrs. Robinson took advantage of Benjamin in The Graduate. Truth be told my sexy, whore of an aunt was as much to blame as I was.
Yet, with the jury in and the verdict about to be read, I didn't have to wonder very long as to how my cousin would react to seeing her mother blowing me and to seeing my exposed prick. A bit premature in my plans to seduce my sexy cousin along with her whore of her mother, I knew my cousin would be more of a challenge bedding than was my mother, my sister, or my aunt. Still, I felt like such a pervert having my cousin catch me receiving a blowjob from her mother. How could I be so stupid? Now I'll never have sex with my cousin. Her catching me having sex with her mother will ruin everything.
* * * * *
My cousin was so beautiful, even more beautiful than my sister. My cousin was so sexy, even sexier than my sister. Where my sister was an evil bitch, my cousin was so loving, nice, and kind. Even though she was a dumb woman, a good woman who would help a stranger in need, even if she had to suck snake venom from a stranger's cock, she was a morally a saint of a religious woman.
Now with everything ruined by my uncontrollable, incestuous lust for my aunt, I didn't know what to say or do to console my poor cousin. The shocked look of disappointment on my sweet, dear cousin's face is something that I'll never forget and will remember for the rest of my life, that is, while masturbating over her seeing my stiff prick, of course. With my stiff cock still sticking straight out from my pants and my hand barely covering my prick, undaunted, my aunt stared up at her daughter. Fortunately saving the day by thinking faster than I did, my aunt took control of the situation by uttering just two, one syllable words.
"Snake bite," said my aunt standing to address her daughter.
"Snake bite?" My cousin looked from her mother to look at me.
"Your cousin John was bitten by a rattlesnake that slithered out as you came in," she said.
Instantly Dian's look changed from shocked anger to kind helpfulness.
"Let me," said my cousin. "I'm experienced with snake bites," she said nodding her blonde, pretty head as if she needed that extra motion to give more affirmation to what she just said. "Out of the way mother. Give me some room," as if she was a nurse taking charge in an emergency room while waiting for her mother to move out of the way so that she could kneel down in front of me.
My sexual fantasy come true, just as I couldn't believe it when my aunt Kathy fell to her knees and started sucking my cock, I couldn't believe it when my cousin Diane dropped to her knees, took my still stiff prick in her hand, and started sucking my cock while stroking my cock.
'Thank you Jesus or more appropriately, thank you Satan,' I thought to myself.
Quick to join the party, my mother and sister walked in the kitchen to watch my cousin blowing me, I mean, of course, sucking out the snake venom from my cock.
"Snake bite," said my aunt to my mother with a wink.
"Snake bite," said my mother to my sister with a wink.
"Snake bite," said my cousin removing my cock from her mouth to speak to my mother and sister while looking up at them. "Don't worry. I'm good at sucking. I'll suck the poison right out of him," she said.
"She's done it before," said my aunt with a wink. "She's good sucking, I mean, at treating snake bites."
Then, my cousin looked up at me with her big, blue eyes, removed my cock from her mouth to speak, and said what no woman has ever said to me when my cock was buried in their mouth. Coincidentally, she said the exact same words that I imagined Sister Mary Katherine would say to me when sucking my cock in my sexual fantasies about her.
"Don't worry Cousin Johnny I'll save you but it would help, if you put a heavy hand to the back of my head to steady me so that I don't fall off my knees in sucking out the poison from you."
'Thank you Jesus or Satan, whoever was responsible for my cousin sucking me and asking me to put a heavy hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head,' I thought to myself.
Always ready to help my cousin whenever I can, it was my pleasure, literally and figuratively, for me to put a heavy hand to the back of Diane's head and push her forward to allow her to take my cock deeper in her mouth. A skilled poisonous snake sucker, she stroked me faster as she sucked me harder while sucking me deeper. Maybe because this was my virginal cousin, maybe because she thought she was saving my life instead of blowing me but better than even the blowjob that I receive from my mother, my sister, and my aunt, my Cousin Diane was giving me the best damn blowjob of my life.
"Suck my cock. Diane. Suck it. Blow me cousin," I said putting a heavy hand behind her head and humping her mouth while fucking her face. "Suck out the poison. I don't want to die."
* * * * *
Being the Devil that I am, there was simply no way that I wanted my cousin to spit out my cum. If this was my only chance to cum in my cousin's mouth and watch her swallow, I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth. Within seconds, with her stroking me still faster and sucking me harder, waiting for it and holding it back until I could feel cum welling up from the bottom of my balls, I unloaded a volume of cum in her mouth. Holding her there in place with two hands while she struggled to move her head away from my grasp, I watched her gulp and swallow my cum down her throat. Finally, after shooting a second load of cum in her mouth and down her throat, I let her go.
"Oh my God! Gross. I've been poisoned. Mom! Help me! Johnny wouldn't let go of me. He ejaculated the snake venom in my mouth and I swallowed it all," said my cousin Diane. "I'm going to die!"
"Hurry, there's only one thing to do," said my aunt. "Carry your cousin over to the couch Johnny. We'll all have to take turns sucking the venom out of her."
The first time seeing Diane naked, not quite sure why my mother needed to remove her bra for us to suck out the poison but my mother immediately removed my cousin's bra and panties. Then, as if she was an EMT in an ambulance or a nurse in an emergency ward, my mother spread her niece's legs and knelt between them and started licking and sucking her while fingering her. Then, it was my sister's turn to lick, suck, and finger her hot cousin. Next my Aunt Kathy moved between her daughter's legs and did all that she could to remove the poison by licking, sucking, and fingering her daughter's poisoned pussy.
Finally, it was my turn. Once sufficiently licked, sucked, and fingered, making sure that no other errant poison got inside of her, as a medical precaution and the least that I could do to help save my poor cousin after forcing her to swallow, I plugged her hole with my cock. I was fucking my cousin, I mean administering much needed medical help to save her life. Pounding her pussy, a virgin no more, when she finally had an orgasm, she wrapped her arms around my neck and French kissed me.
"Thank you for saving my life Johnny," she said.
"You're welcome," I said smiling before saying the good part. "We're not out of the woods yet Diane. To make sure that the snake venom is all gone and doesn't infect the related tissue that will surely paralyze you before killing you, we must repeat this process two times a day for the next three weeks."
"Okay," said my cousin Diane nodding her blonde, pretty head while smiling.
For the next three weeks, my mother ate her niece, my sister ate her cousin, my aunt ate her daughter, and I fucked my cousin senseless. In between, my cousin, the snake poison expert that she had become, as a precautionary measure to make sure that I was no longer infected and no longer in danger, continued sucking my cock on a daily basis to make sure that she removed all of the snake venom.
The odd thing, especially when living in Boston, a place not known for having snakes, especially rattlesnakes, it was strangely coincidental how many times I was bitten by a snake that summer. Fortunately for us, now rattlesnake poison experts, we were a family of lickers and suckers.
THE END
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Wayne makes his move but makes the wrong move at the wrong time.
"Aren't you going to invite me inside for, um...coffee?"
As if he was locked out of her house and abandoned to wander the streets, Wayne looked behind her at her apartment while hoping for an invitation inside. Not interested in having a cup coffee, he was more interested in having sex.
"Inside my house?" She looked from him to her house before looking back at him as if he was asking her for money. "No, I can't do that," she said shaking her head from side to side as if she needed that extra measure of negativity to make him understand that no meant no. "Uh, uh. I, um, live with a roommate," she said skewing her face that made him suspect that she was lying.
She didn't mention a roommate over dinner. He figured someone who looked like her was too selfish to share her place and her life with anyone, especially with someone who looked like him. He figured she definitely lived alone. No doubt, someone who looked like her didn't want to share her bathroom and/or her mirrors with anyone else but herself. No doubt, someone who looked like her needed the personal privacy so that she could get ready for her day. No doubt, someone who looked like her needed her private space to have sex with whomever she wanted and whenever she wanted to invite someone in her bed.
"Oh," he said.
"I'm sure she's already sleeping by now," she said looking at her watch again and smiling up at him again.
A loss for words, "Oh," he said again.
In the way her eyebrows raised with her words, an involuntary reaction, he knew she was lying. He could just tell she was making excuses not to invite him inside.
"Besides, my place is such a frightful mess," she said. "I don't pick up the place until the weekend. I have clothes everywhere."
Believing some of the things she said and not others, he believed that she had clothes strewn everywhere. Just waiting for him to touch them, feel them, and sniff them, Wayne imagined her sexy bras and colorful, aromatic panties strewn everywhere. He'd love to be sitting in her house while she was in the kitchen making coffee while he was feeling her bras and sniffing her panties that were left all over the floor by his feet.
"I see," he said.
"And, a busy day with preparing for a staff meeting, I have to get up early for work tomorrow," she said making another excuse incase the first two excuses weren't enough. "You know me, the office manager and the first one in to open the doors and turn off the alarm."
"Some other time," he said overwhelmed with disappointment that he wouldn't be having sex with Susan, not tonight anyway.
"Yes, another time would be better," she said.
Knowing there would never be another time, wanting to pin her down, he wanted to ask her when. Instead he asked her what he really wanted to ask her.
"Okay, if you can't invite me inside, then how about a goodnight kiss?" He looked at her pathetically while not giving up hope that she'd kiss him.
He knew she wanted him. He could just tell. Why else would she paint her lips red with lipstick if not to kiss him? He knew that one kiss would lead to so much more. Maybe instead of asking for a goodnight kiss he should have just leaned in to kiss her. Only, rejected once too many times, he figured this was a better strategy with her. With him feeling her body and her feeling his cock that already throbbed and hardened out of his pants and that was barely covered by his tented up shirttails, soon he'll be inside of her apartment and on her bed naked while he fucked her as if she was a dog in heat.
"A goodnight kiss?"
"Yes, one for the road, so to speak," he said with a carefree laugh and a cavalier attitude as if her kissing him wasn't as important as it was.
She looked at him with empathy as if she hadn't even considered kissing him before he mentioned it. No doubt willing to kiss him to be free of him, she looked at him as if he was just another frog that she needed to kiss before running away to masturbate herself in her room or in her bathtub. No doubt, with her working so much overtime and not having a life of her own other than work, she's been masturbating a lot. As if trying to decide if she was going to kiss him goodnight or not, she looked at him looking at her.
"Sure, I can do that. What the Hell, it's just a goodnight's kiss," she said with a shrug as if talking to herself. She smiled an uncomfortable smile while leaning in to him with her eyes closed to kiss him on the cheek.
* * * * *
She was so beautiful. With her long, blonde hair, and bright blue eyes, she reminded him of a taller and bustier version of Emilia Clarke when playing Daenerys Tagaryen, Drogo's queen, in the Game of Thrones. Savoring this moment for ever while hoping that this one kiss would lead to so much more, he moved closer to her.
Only when he leaned into her and quickly turned his head to her, instead of her kissing him on the cheek, he kissed her square on the lips. As soon as his lips touched her lips, as if the gates of Heaven opened for him and beckoned him inside, he heard angels singing. Already, he could tell that by kissing the most beautiful woman he's ever seen that this kiss would be the best kiss of his life.
Popping open her eyes as if she was a heart attack victim at death's door before being shocked back to life, obviously not expecting him to make such a brazenly horny move, her eyes bulged wide open as if she had just been stabbed in the chest with Satan's pitchfork. As soon as their lips touched, he pushed his head forward and with her head pushed back against the passenger side headrest and held there in place by the force of his lips against hers, he parted her lips and forced his tongue inside of her mouth. Impaling her mouth with his tongue as if impaling her pussy with his cock, longingly kissing her as if on his Honeymoon, he forced her head to remain there for him to use her lips.
As if all of this was preplanned and certainly it was, he was French kissing Susan, the woman of his dreams. Already instantly in love with her with just one French kiss, he couldn't believe that he was French kissing Susan, the fixated, future stalking victim and restraining order issuer, love of his life.
Not waiting for her to return his passion with hers and taking advantage of her slowed reactions from the wine she consumed, he groped her breast through her blouse with one hand and lifted her short skirt with the other while still French kissing her. He felt her breasts, first one before feeling the other. As if he was deciding which cantaloupes to buy at the market, they filled his whole hand. Having been a while since a felt a woman's breasts and the women that he dated usually had small breasts, her breasts were so big, so round, and so firm. Then, needing to know if she was wearing panties or not, suspecting that she wasn't, he reached his hand beneath her short skirt and touched her between her legs to touch her cotton panties with his fingertips.
Seemingly and alarmingly confused where to stop his physical assault of her, her lips, her tits, or her pussy, finally, as if awakening from a nightmare, she returned to her senses. As soon as he felt her nipples emerging, he fingered them to coax them to a harder erectness. Immediately she squirmed away from him to pull away from his inappropriate gropes and touches. Not wanting to force her just yet, he allowed her to push him away. Yet, not to be denied a feel of her shapely body and not ready to take no for an answer, escalating his physical assault of her curvaceous body, instantly he stuck his fat hand down her low cut blouse and into her low cut bra.
A front snapping bra, his favorite, with his hand too big to fit inside with her breasts and her brassiere unable to contain both his hand and her big tits, her bra unsnapped. Now with her breasts free for him to feel and fondle, he was all over her C cup breasts while fingering her erect, hard nipples. When she tried pulling his hand away from her tits by his wrist, he moved his other hand up her skirt and forced his fingers between her legs to trace her pussy slit through her panties. Ready for him to enter her, even through her panty he could feel that she was moist.
When he pushed her panty aside with his finger and felt her warm, sticky wetness is when she paused trying to save her breasts from his touch by trying to extricate his hand from in between her legs to spare him from touching her pussy. With her busy trying to preserve her modesty from his touches, feels, and desperate gropes, he returned his focus to her tits. Pulling, turning, and twisting her big nipples, while feeling the weight and firmness of her beautiful breasts, with her nipples so erect, he wondered if she was sexually excited by his touches and by his kiss or was she cold? He didn't have to wait long to know.
"Wayne! Jesus Christ! What the fuck? Hey! Stop! What's wrong with you? What the Hell are you doing? I don't like you in that way," she said struggling to push him away. Finally free of him, she wiped the back of her hand across her lips to remove any evidence of his kiss. Fluffing down her short skirt, she reached inside her blouse to hook her bra before pulling up and straightening her low cut top. As if she had just wrestled an alligator, wrinkled and still a little drunk, she was such a disheveled mess.
She sat there in shocked silence and looked at him as if he was a deranged, sexual predator and, there in that moment, he was.
"I'm sorry but I've always liked you Susan," he said.
Glad that he didn't say love instead of like, he wanted to tell her that he loved her. He wanted her to know the extent of his feelings. He wanted her to know that he didn't think of her as just any woman. He wanted her to know that she was his special woman.
"Good God! Like me? How would you act if you hated me? I feel as if I was just fighting the attack of a rapist."
"Please forgive me," he said seeming so apologetic.
She looked at him as if he was Mr. Hyde of Dr. Jekyll and Mister Hyde.
"And I have to work with you. Now how am I supposed to do that after you French kissed me, stuck your hand down my blouse, felt my breasts, fingered my nipples, and put your hand up my skirt to push my panty aside to stick your finger between my legs? You violated me. Eww. Gross. You're so gross Wayne. I'm going to have to report you for sexual harassment," she said sternly while sitting there so stiffly.
"Report me? You'd report me to Human Services?"
"For what you just did to me and in the pressured way you made me feel to give you sex, yes I must report you. You just sexually harassed me, Wayne," she said. "And if we have any hopes of continuing to work together, they must put you on notice. At the very least, being that we're out on our own free time, a warning will suffice."
"I'm sorry Susan. I really am but I couldn't help myself. You do something to me that drives me insane with sexual lust for you," he said.
She looked at him as if he was crazy and in that moment he was.
"I'm mortified by your aggressive, sexual actions. I'm so very embarrassed Wayne. How could you do that to me? I thought we were friends."
"We are friends Susan but that doesn't mean that we can't be friends with benefits," he said with a shit eating grin.
"Asshole! Friends with benefits my ass. I can't be your friend now Wayne after you sexually abused me. I can't believe you felt my tits and fingered my nipples. I'm so very embarrassed. You humiliated me Wayne by touching and feeling me where I'd never want you to touch and feel me. Thinking that you were really sorry, I can now tell that you're not. We can no longer work together. I have to report you. I must," she said. "What you did to me will cost you your job. I'll see to that."
"I see," said Wayne with a grin. "Well, in that case, you do what you must do Susan and I'll do what I must do," he said.
"What's that supposed to mean? Are you threatening me? I don't take well to threats Wayne. I'll kick your ass," she said getting angry. "I had four brothers and they taught me a few things."
"I'm not threatening you Susan. I'd never threaten you," he said wanting to say that he loved her. "It's just with you sitting here in my car, in the beautiful way that you look, I can't help myself. With your perfume filling my nose, your sexuality filling my brain, and with you wearing that oh so low cut blouse and that oh so short skirt, you truly are a sight to behold," he said.
"Good night Wayne," she said with attitude.
When she reached for the car door handle, he reached out to grab her hand by her wrist. In one last desperate and impropriate pull, lifting his shirttails with one hand and in one fluid motion with his other hand, he put her hand on his exposed cock that was already erect and outside of his jeans. Further escalating his sexual assault on her person, before she could realize that his prick was out of his pants and before she could pull her hand away, he wrapped her fingers around his stiff prick and forced her hand to stay there.
"Wayne! Oh my God! Is that what I think it its? Are you kidding me? How dare you! What the fuck?"
She tried pulling her hand away but holding her hand in place as if holding her hand to the fire, too strong for her, she couldn't.
"I want you Susan. I really want you and I can't wait for some other time when you'll never invite me inside of your apartment. I want you tonight. I want you now," he said tightly holding her hand while slowly moving her hand up and down on his cock for her to give him a forced hand job.
"Gees, Wayne, slow down. You're hurting me," she said yanking her hand away while looking down at his exposed erection. "I can't believe you just sexually assaulted me again. I can't believe you put my hand on your cock. Forget about having you fired, I could have you arrested," she said staring at him as if he was a monster.
"I'm sorry Susan. I don't know what got over me. It's all your fault. You make me do those things," he said.
"My fault? How dare you!" She looked at him as if he was insane. "How do you figure that it's all my fault?"
"You're a cockteaser Susan. That's what you are. You act as if you're ready for sex then when I call your bluff, you seemed shocked." He looked down at her low cut blouse and short skirt and as soon as he did, Susan put one hand to her breasts to close her top and her other hand to her skirt to stop him from lifting it. "Look at how you're dressed. With your low cut blouse flashing your cleavage and your short skirt showing your panties, you're dressed more like a slut than you are an office manager."
"How dare you call me a cockteaser? How dare you infer that I'm dressed like a slut? Even if I wanted to have sex with you, which I don't, I don't appreciate being attacked and mauled by you," she said. "I don't appreciate you feeling my tits and fingering my nipples. I don't appreciate you sticking your fat hand beneath my skirt and your finger inside of my panties to feel my pussy," she said raising her voice. "And I certainly don't appreciate you forcing my hand on your cock, holding it there, wrapping my fingers around you, and keeping it there while forcing me to masturbate you," she said staring at his prick as if she was suddenly interested or horny by the mere sight of her erection.
"I'm sorry Susan. I don't know what else to say. I don't know what got over me," he said.
"I swear if I didn't know you only had two hands, I'd think you had four," she said staring down at his exposed prick again while straightening her clothes. "When did you remove your cock from your pants?" She said still staring at his prick while waiting for him to answer.
"On the way home when you were ignoring me and looking the other way out the window, I was thinking about doing that for the shock value and to get your attention," he said. "Then, when I parked in front of your apartment and you closed your eyes while listening to the music, I thought that was the perfect opportunity to expose my sexual feeling for you."
"Expose your sexual feelings?" She removed her gaze from his prick to stare up at him. "Is that what you call exposing your cock to me? Can't you see how wrong that was for you not only to remove your cock from your pants but also to force my hand on you and keep it there?" She looked at him with compassion as if trying to understand why he did what he did.
"You're right and I'm sorry. I promise to behave," he said.
Her cue to go, she should have fled his car. Only, slowed by the wine and in shock by how her co-worker sexually assaulted her, she was numb.
He looked at her looking at him. Only, he was looking at her with lust and she was now looking at him with detestation. It was then that he figured she'd report him for sexual harassment, the bitch. It was then that he figured he'd lose his job, the cunt. Then, figuring he had nothing to lose, going for broke, he shot for all the marbles.
Even after voicing her indignation, with her still staring at his cock in the way that he was staring at her tits, she continued giving him mixed signals. Beyond wanting her, he had to have her. After being rejected for sex by every other woman he dated, tonight was the night that he'd have his sexual needs satisfied and how better to sexually satisfy him than his beautiful co-worker, Susan. Calling her bluff for dressing like the slut that she no doubt is and for staring at his cock in the way that she was, in one swift motion and with a heavy hand around her neck, he pulled her to him and forced her head in his lap.
"Wayne no! Don't! Stop! Please don't do this. I beg you."
"Suck my cock Susan. Suck it," he said holding her head down with one hand while rubbing his stiff prick across her lips with his other hand while trying to stick his stiff prick in her mouth. Refusing to take him in her mouth, she tightened her lips.
"Wayne! Let me go! Unhand me you big brute."
"Blow me, blow me," he said pulling her long blonde hair harder and harder. As soon as she opened her mouth to scream, he filled her mouth with his cock. "Suck it Susan. Suck it," he said.
Humping her mouth and fucking her face, he filled her mouth with his prick. Holding her head with two hands and forcing her head up and down on his cock in the way that he does with his blowup doll at home, he forced Susan to suck him.
Only instead of continuing to suck him and instead of giving him the blowjob that he so wanted and needed, she squeezed his testicles really hard, as hard as she squeezed her uncle's nuts when he forced her to give him oral sex. She squeezed Wayne's balls as hard as she squeezed her cousin's balls when he beat her, tortured her, raped her, and then tried to drown her. She squeezed Wayne's balls as hard as she squeezed her four brothers' nuts when they all stripped her naked to have their wicked way with her. Only, in the way that Wayne was obviously enjoying having her squeeze his balls, he and her four brothers all seemed to enjoy the pain with their pleasure.
* * * * *
Had he been nicer to her, maybe she would have allowed him to kiss her. Had he been better looking, being that she didn't have roommate, her apartment was spotless, and she was a night owl anyway, maybe she would have invited him inside. Had she been sexually attracted to him, no doubt, she would have given him what he wanted. Had she wanted him as much as he wanted her, she would have fucked his brains out before giving him a blowjob and allowing him to cum in her mouth while watching her swallow. Yet, in the way that he dressed, looked, and acted, she wasn't attracted to him. He was a disgusting loser.
She threw open his car door as if his car was on fire, jumped out of his car, and slammed shut his car door. As soon as she stood outside of his car, his one last chance to have some more fodder to masturbate over tonight, he leaned to the side and lifted the back of her short skirt to expose her panty clad ass and held it tightly there. Maybe because she was a little drunk was her reason not to know that she was so exposed. With the car so low and her being so tall, perhaps thinking that she was stuck on the car and that the car door had lifted her skirt, unable to free herself, she was stuck in place.



So surreal in his sexual assault of her and with him lifting up her skirt so quickly and with him having a good, look long of her panty clad ass, Susan didn't even know she was so exposed. Briefly, he held her skirt high enough to ogle her round, firm, pink, bikini panty clad behind before reaching his hand to feel her ass through her panties. It was when he pulled down her panties to expose her ass that she reacted.
"Stop it you filthy pig. You're such a disgusting pervert," she said punching his hand to free herself before pulling away from his grasp. "God you're such a despicable man."
"Wait, don't go. Before you leave I need to ask you something," he said.
"What?"
She said with the attitude of a diva while hostilely staring at him and while quickly pulling up her panties. She looked at him with anger as if he was a purse snatcher or worse a rapist. As if needing to protect her breasts from his horny grasp, she stood on the sidewalk a few feet from his car with her arms crossed and pocketbook across her breasts while leaning down to peer in his open car window.
"I was hoping for a blowjob," he said wagging his erect cock at her. "Seeing that you're not receptive to that," he said slowly stroking himself, "how about a hand job instead?"
"A blowjob? A hand job? Eww. Gross. Gees Wayne, what the Hell is wrong with you? You're crazy," she said staring at his prick.
"I was hoping you'd invite me inside. I was hoping we'd have sex," he said.
"Sex?" She pointed her finger of accusation at him as if she was giving evidence against him to be damn.
"Yes, I want to have sex with you Susan," he said.
"Isn't it enough that you practically raped me? Isn't it enough that you forced me to French kiss you? Isn't enough that you stuck your fat hand down my top, felt my tits, and fingered my nipples? Isn't it enough that you put your hand up my skirt and pushed my panty aside to finger my pussy? Isn't it enough that you forced my hand on your cock? Isn't it enough that you stuck your cock in my mouth? And isn't it enough that you pulled up my skirt and pulled down my panty? I think that's quite forced enough sex for one night. I'd never willingly have sex with you Wayne," she said straightening her clothes.
"Sorry Susan," he said feeling sorry that she'd never willingly have sex with him.
Yet, what did she mean by that he wondered? Did she want him to force her to have sex with him? Maybe she was into that sort of rough role play where he pretended he was a rapist and he stripped off her clothes for her to give him hot sex. Maybe she wanted him as much as he wanted her but fearing that she'd be reported for sexual harassment, she wanted him to make all the moves.
"I can't accept your apology Wayne. You've apologized to me several times and with each apology, you've gone further with your sexual assault upon my person," she said angrily.
"You were getting ready to leave and I couldn't help myself. Figuring this was my only chance with you, this was now or never," he said looking at her with sexual lust.
"Other than you forcing my hand on your prick and you forcing your prick inside your mouth, I'd never again touch your cock Wayne," she said. "You're gross and disgusting. I don't even know why I agreed to go out to dinner with you. After being so alone and lonely with no one asking out the hot chick, with on one to go home to, not even a cat, I guess I was desperate enough to give even you a chance," she said turning to leave to go inside her apartment. She slammed shut her door while he put his cock away and zipped his pants.
"Fuck," said Wayne. "Why do all of my dates end like this? Not once, never, does any woman agree to make out with me, blow me, or even give me a lousy hand job while I play with their tits and finger their nipples. I don't get it," he said slowly driving away. "What am I doing wrong?"
To be continued...
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Stephen's love of his life is his sister's best friend, Summer, a woman eight years older than him.
Summer, I'm in love with Summer, my sister Christine's best friend and I don't know what to do about it. Love at first sight, it all started the first time I saw Summer in the summer of 1968. She was in the backyard with my sister in the pool. As if my sister was swimming with an angel, a woman with a model's face and a porn star body, I couldn't believe how beautiful she was.
With her long, blonde hair and shapely body, never have I seen anyone as beautiful. Then later, they'd lie out in the hot sun in their bikinis to bake themselves by the pool. Considered a two piece swimsuit today, by modern standards of what bikinis are now, the song, Itsy, Bitsy, Teenie, Weenie, Yellow, Polka Dot Bikini would have to be renamed, Itsy, Bitsy, Teenie, Weenie, Barely There, String Bikini, if written today.
When seeing my sister and her friend out back, especially with them showing so much skin, they were both so hot and I was so sexually aroused. They were so sexy. No doubt, not wanting to be deemed sluts by some of the older and more reserved residents of the neighborhood, my sister and her friend were careful not to be seen in their bikinis without wearing their cover ups. Even when fully dressed, they knew that they made men crazy, never mind if men saw them strutting around in their bikinis. Not wanting all of that unwanted sexual attention, they wore their bikinis only in the backyard and never at the beach.
'Twas a time when I was always so horny. 'Twas a time when I always walked around with an erection. 'Twas a time when I masturbated night and day. 'Twas a time, even with the sexual revolution in full force, when sexuality was much more reserved than it is today.
Secluded in the backyard, obviously, they thought that no one could see them so nearly nakedly exposed. With the high backyard fence, the multitude of bushes and the line of trees that blocked everyone's view of them, they thought they had total privacy but they didn't. They thought I wasn't home but I was. They thought they were alone but they weren't. Wrong, wrong, wrong, if only they knew I was there watching them they'd be so angry with me.
Never bored with the view, I watched them for hours out my 2nd floor, bedroom window while masturbating over all that my sister and her best friend were showing and all that I was seeing. Not even showing much than what a two piece bathing suit conceals, compared to how women show so much of their bodies today, they'd be thought of as prudes. Having peeped on my sister, masturbated over her sunbathing nearly naked, and masturbated over the incestuous thoughts of having sex with my sister lots of times before, now I was more focused on my sister's best friend, Summer, than on my sister.
While staring at Summer from afar, I'd stroke myself to her laying out on her stomach with her bra undone while my sister buttered her beautiful body with Coppertone, suntan lotion. Laying it on thick, I imagined coating Summer's beautiful body with my cum. Oh my God, how I wished it was me slowly and lovingly lathering her back and creaming her long, shapely legs with suntan lotion while trying to steal peeks of the exposed sides of her beautiful breasts.
From where I peeked down at them from my bedroom window, I could see the entire side of Summer's huge, natural, C cup breast, especially when she leaned up on her elbows to talk to my sister. Waiting while hoping to show just a little more, if only she knew I was there watching her while masturbating over her, she'd be so embarrassed. She'd be so angry that I peeped on her. If only she'd arch her back just a little more and lean up just a little bit higher, I'd see her areola and nipple. Imagining her naked breast in my mind, I'd love to see her areolas and nipples.
"Better tits than any Playboy Playmate, damn, she has big tits. I'd love to see her tits. I'd love to feel her tits. I wish I could suck her tits while fondling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples," I remembered out loud for no one to hear but me while masturbating.
If only my friends knew that I had such a view from out my bedroom window, they'd be so jealous but not wanting to share Summer with them or with anyone, I didn't tell anyone about my sister's best friend. Then, once, after watching her and my sister for weeks, as if wishing it to happen made it happen, I saw Summer's entire tits, areolas, and nipples, when she moved too fast to jump out of the stinging path of a hornet and abandoned her bra behind. Too quick with her hands for me to see anything, she covered her breasts with her hands but then, while trying to avoid being stung when the hornet chased after her, she ran in circles with her breasts uncovered.
Who wouldn't chase after her? Even the hornet knew enough to chase after her. I'd chase after her too if she was running around in circles topless. I couldn't believe my luck. I couldn't believe my eyes. The right time at the right place, I never would have seen her topless had her screams not alerted me to look out my bedroom window.
Jumping around the backyard screaming as if she was on fire with the hornet flying after her and with her big boobs bouncing, swaying, and jiggling, I couldn't believe my sister's best friend was topless. Topless, topless, topless, it took all the control that I had not to run out there to rescue her from the hornet but I didn't want them to know that I was home watching them. Figuring that I'd spoil them from lying out back for the rest of the summer, not wanting them to be self-conscious about their semi-nakedness for fear that I'd see of them what I shouldn't see of them, I didn't want them to know that I had been watching them. Moreover, figuring that I'd ruin any chance that I may have with her, not wanting to make her feel uncomfortable by embarrassing her, I didn't want Summer to know that I had seen her tits.
"Her tits! Her tits! I can't believe I saw my Summer's tits."
If only my sister knew that I had been home and spying on them, peeping on them actually, while masturbating, I'd be in such trouble. Obviously thinking that no one could see her running around the backyard in circles screaming, she no longer bothered covering her big tits with her hands. A sexy sight to behold, I masturbated over seeing her big, bouncing tits for years. Not willing to accept anyone else, it was then that I wanted Summer in my life always and forever.
"Stephen!" I imagined my sister looking at me as the perverted peeper that I was had I gone outside to rescue Summer from the hornet. "What are you doing home? How long have you been home?" I imagined my sister looking from me to look at her best friend still running around the backyard topless and screaming. "Summer! Cover yourself. My brother, Stephen, is here."
"Hi," I imagined saying to her while staring at her beautiful face and nearly naked, big tits.
"Hi," I imagined Summer saying while barely covering her big breasts with her hands again.
"Summer, this is my brother Stephen. Stephen this is Summer," I imagined my sister introducing me to her friend.
"Hello Stephen. Nice to meet you." I imagined Summer exposing her right breast to shake my hand. I imagined Summer looking from me to look down at herself to see all that she was showing and all that I was seeing. Then as a continuation of my sexual fantasy but instead of fantasizing over seeing my sister's tits, I now replaced my sister with Summer in my sexual fantasies. "Do you like my big tits?" I imagined her saying while putting her hands by her side, puffing out her chest, and striking a vogue pose.
"Your tits? I just love your big tits Summer," I imagined saying in return while I masturbated watching Summer still running around the backyard. "You have such beautiful tits."
I remember before being introduced to her wondering what her name was. Someone so beautiful must have a special name. Angelica, Gabriella, Veronica, Victoria, Juliana, or Alexandria, I just knew that it had to be a multi-syllable name, something exotically rare. Then, after my sister introduced me and I learned her name was Summer, imagining my favorite season with her in it the mere mention of her name certainly gave me beautiful images.
* * * * *
Such a long time ago, it's been forty-five years when I first saw Summer. It still seems like yesterday that I saw her for the first time. Yet, even though my life is filled with memories of her at every age and even though I cherished them all at the time, sadly and tragically, I can no longer remember every moment that I had with her. Too old now and too long ago, when I try to remember all that happened during all of those forgotten years, just faded memories that light up before dimming and going dark, I can't possibly piece together every memory of Summer in my life over 45 years.
Where did the time go? Sometimes seemingly if it was all yesterday and sometimes seemingly as if it had been a hundred years ago, it all went by so fast, too fast or too slow depending upon what part of my life it was, the good parts or the bad. Yet, I wouldn't trade one bad day with Summer for a thousand good days with someone else. The only bad part of my life was waiting for Summer to fall in love with me and that wait took forever. Yet, no matter if my life transpired too fast or too slow, I wished I could live it all over again, at least just the parts with Summer.
If I knew then what I know now, my life would have been so different. A lifetime ago, I can't believe it's been four and a half decades since we met. Wow! Forty-five summers of Summer controlling my thoughts and feelings fast forwarded in just a blink of an eye.
I was 18-years-old when I met Summer in the summer of 1968. The first time seeing her was as visually stimulating as was the first time going from black and white to color TV, except for all the green tint, and the first time going from PC-DOS code to MS Windows. By far, she was the most beautiful woman I had ever met. Then, when I saw her tits that fateful day, a sexual overload especially for horny me, I wished I had a Polaroid camera with me at the ready to save the moment. Something to masturbate to instead of just an incomplete memory, I wish I could have captured her topless on film to keep me warm on those lonely nights when she wasn't there in my bed.
A different time back then, if that topless run around the backyard happened today, all that I'd have to do is to pull out my cell phone and video record the whole thing. The video would have gone viral had I dared posted it to YouTube but we didn't even have digital cameras and personal computers, never mind the Internet back then. Other than that one topless recollection of her that I have ingrained in my memory, I would have enjoyed having a photograph or a video of her running around topless in the backyard that day. She was pricelessly funny and excitingly sexy.
"Wow! Seemingly not that long ago, not even in the span of a lifetime, how things have changed from the sixties to today especially with computers and the Internet. With cell phone texting, Facebook, Twitter, and e-mails instead of snail mail, credit cards, debit cards, and ATM cards everything is so instantly immediate. Back then everything was hurry up and wait. Now seemingly, even though everything is so much faster, the spoiled society that we have grown to become, everything today is still too slow and nothing is fast enough when everything is so very much faster than it was forty-five years ago."
Love at first sight, never have I felt such instant and immediate love for anyone in the way that I felt love for Summer. Yet, a love not to be, she was eight years older than me, a huge generational gap at my age. Moreover, she was the best friend of my big sister. Even if she knew I existed as a man instead of her best friend's kid brother, what chance did I have with her? None.
* * * * *
With Simone and Garfunkel's, Mrs. Robinson, playing in the background, years before Richard Gere's movie Gigolo, 'twas a time before older women were so openly, unabashedly, and proudly deemed cougars and younger men were deemed gigolos. The movie, The Graduate, had just been released the year before with Katherine Ross playing the love interest and with Anne Bancroft playing the cougar trying to seduce Dustin Hoffman. As hot as Katherine Ross was in that movie, no comparison, Summer, taller, prettier, and shapelier, was much hotter. Summer was hotter than even Jennifer O'Neill in the Summer of '42 and, much later, hotter than Bo Derek in the movie 10. No woman was better looking than Summer.
So hip and cosmopolitan back then without even realizing it until now, I was in style lusting over an older woman. Looking back, a sexual pioneer, who knew that I'd be such a trendsetter? Not looking to be in vogue, I just wanted Summer. For those who have no interest in older women and/or for those who always wanted to have sex with their mothers, not that Summer was old enough to be my mother, but you've never made love and you've never been loved, until falling in love with an older woman.
Every time Claudia Cardinale kissed someone in Once Upon a Time in the West, I imagined kissing Summer. Every time I watched Jane Fonda naked in Barbarella, even though she was so opposed to the Viet Nam War, I imagined being naked with Summer. The same age as my big sister, Christine, Summer was 26-years-old. I was never really sexually attracted to my big sister, who was a beautiful woman too, any more than a normal brother and sister incestuous rite of passage thing. Not even close, I wasn't sexually attracted to my sister in the way that I was sexually attracted to her best friend, Summer.
Indeed, unequivocally and without qualification, I was sexually attracted to my sister's best friend. Forget the rest, wanting only the best, Summer was the one woman that I so wanted. Summer was the woman of my dreams and of my sexual fantasies, especially after I saw her big breasts that fateful day with her running around the backyard pool screaming while trying to avoid the hornet's sting. Never have I met anyone like her, from the first day that I saw her, I was in love with Summer.
"Summer, Summer, Summer, I want you."
* * * * *
Summer was the kid sister of Christine's steady boyfriend, her intended fiancée, thirty-year-old Hank. With him being thirty-years-old, I remember thinking that he was an old man. A time just after the John and Robert Kennedy and Martin Luther King assassinations, the older generation had screwed up our planet, fouled the air, spoiled the water, and murdered our sons in an unwinnable war. Much like other young folks my age, I didn't hold the older generation in high regard. With a lot of changes happening, racism, civil rights, activism, protests, sit-ins, the sexual revolution, and Viet Nam, "Hell no, we won't go!", nonetheless and without a doubt, it was a good time to be alive.
Hank was a natural born leader of men. Yet teasing him as if he was Bunny Rabbit's Captain Kangaroo, Captain Crunch, introduced in 1963, or Captain America, our personal, favorite superhero other than Superman, we used to affectionately call my sister's boyfriend Captain Hank because he was a Captain in the United States Marines. A captain in the best fighting army in the world, when others were protesting against the war, I was proud that my future brother-in-law was a decorated war hero. Even though I was morally against the Viet Nam War, yet still ready to do my duty to God and serve my country should I be drafted, whenever Hank appeared at my house in his uniform, I had the urge to salute him before running off to enlist in the Marines.
'Twas a different time back then. 'Twas a time of cowboy shoot 'em up, war movies, and bigger than life heroes in the likes of John Wayne, Steve McQueen, and Burt Lancaster in From Here to Eternity. 'Twas a time of innocence that's since been lost with assassinations, Watergate, Iran Contras, Florida State voting recount, Bill Clinton, John Edwards, Elliot Spitzer, and Rod Blagojevich political and sexual scandals. Nothing is sacred not even the office of the president of the United States. Living vicariously through my future brother-in-law's military accomplishments, I'd regale all of his battle exploits to my friends as if he was Audie Murphy, a Congressional Medal of Honor winner from World War II.
Classified as 1A in the military draft, the first year of the draft lottery, my excuse not to go to war or flee to Canada, I was glad that I was in college and wouldn't be drafted to fight and die in Viet Nam. It took a special kind of American, a real hero, who'd fight for his country on the chance that he'd never return home to enjoy the fruits of freedom for his bravery. Not a coward, I just didn't want to needlessly die for another political war while my Congressmen sat on their fat asses and collected all the monies they'd steal from making closed door, dirty deals with arms manufacturers and military suppliers.
War was money. War was power. War was posturing, peddling, and pandering their political influence. War was their political machine. War was professed to be good for the economy. A win/win for those in power, war was their hidden agenda excuse and their way to keep the middleclass down and their campaign war chest full.
Nothing more than a boost to the economy and another uptick to the Dow Jones cumulative averages, America going to another needless, endless, and winless war was a monetary gain for those in political and financial power. Given bad information with Cheney pulling all the strings for monetary gain with a multi-billion dollar no bid contract awarded to Halliburton, President Bush waved the American flag as they did when my country bombed Iraq on the pretense that they were responsible for the Twin Towers bombing. They waved the American flag and sent our sons and daughters off to die because Iraq was deemed to have weapons of mass destruction, when they didn't.
The real reason why our sons and daughters needlessly died in Iraq and Afghanistan is for money and oil and not for democracy and freedom. How dare those we put in political office and those who we entrust with political influence and power over our people lie to us to put their wants and needs over our own. What's in it for us when too many of us don't even have a job and those who have a job don't have benefits? While earning less and less, all we do is work and work, while out public servants earn more and more.
* * * * *
A Gung-ho, Annapolis graduate with his mind set for a career not in the military but in the Marines, a much different mindset, Hank served two stints in Viet Nam before being wounded and before returning home to re-up in the Marines to become an undercover CIA, intelligence operative in Laos and Cambodia. Forbidden territory back then, suicide to even be there alone, it would be a political embarrassment if Laotians and Cambodians discovered that America was invading their countries with CIA operatives.
We learned later from his war buddies that leave no man behind wasn't applicable if captured in those countries. He was captured twice and escaped both times on his own and without help from the people who put him there in danger. Expert in martial arts, hand-to-hand combat, and a master in every modern day weaponry, he was a stealth, natural born killer. The best of the best, he was the original Jason Bourne of the 1960's.
Yet, there in my background, my constant foreground, was his sister, Summer. How one sibling could be so deadly and the other sibling so beautiful was oxymoronically wrong. Seemingly as if she had a black belt in martial arts herself or was an American Indian, fluid in motion, liquid in her movements, and light afoot, never hearing her approach or leave, much like air, appearing from out of nowhere, she was just there. Much like her big brother, with her stealth skills of quietly coming and going, had she had her brother's killer instincts, she could have been a Mafia hit woman. Yet more as if she was a prima ballerina, a dancer so light on her feet, she walked as if she floated on air that I wondered if she could walk on water.



Imagining that she could walk on water, if she had wings, she'd be an angel, my angel. Indeed, she didn't need wings to be my angel. She already was. More than once I imagined her flying away with me to some remote, tropical, South Seas island paradise, Bali, Tahiti, or Fiji, where we could live happily ever after.
Wherever she went, I'd follow. More than once, especially now that I saw her tits, with my eyes and my mind filled with the semi-naked sight of her, I imagined us on the beach with her topless. Bouncing her big boobs while running to me in the warm sand in the way that Dudley Moore imagined Bo Derek running to him, I wasted so much of my cum masturbating over Summer. If only she was my woman, never self-abusing myself by masturbating again, I'd be the happiest man on Earth. If only she was my woman, with my life complete, I'd never ask God for anything else, not even to win the lottery, if there was a lottery back then but there wasn't.
Perhaps just my imagination but as if she was a supermodel on a photo shoot, there always seemed to be a slight enough breeze to gently move strands of her long, blonde hair back from her beautiful face. As if she had her own tiny, invisible Tinker Bell moving her hair, whenever I was with her, sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee, seemingly even indoors, strands of her beautiful, blonde hair moved away from her big, blue eyes as if magically on its own. So full of life, in the way she talked with her hands and was so animated by her facial expressions and mannerisms, she reminded me of Thalia Menninger, the love character played by Tuesday Weld in Dobie Gillis. So beautiful and so sexy, a one of a kind rare beauty in the way of Inger Stevens of the Farmer's Daughter, she was so truly unforgettable.
Stunningly gorgeous, Tuesday Weld was so beautiful and sexy, only Summer was even more so. Before I fell in love with Summer, my favorite season by the way, I was crazy mad in love with Tuesday Weld and later, with Angie Dickinson. Not Marilyn Monroe, Mimi Rogers, nor Jamie Lee Curtiss years later in Trading Places, no one had a better body and/or better breasts than did Angie Dickinson. With Angie Dickinson one of the women he bedded, even President Kennedy concurred that she was something special. Then, there was sexy, sensual Julie Newmar of My Living Doll with Robert Cummings and Joey Heatherton of the Dean Martin show, but Summer was even more beautiful than them all, especially after having the visual proof of seeing her tits.
"Her tits. Her tits. I'd love to see her tits again. Wherefore art thou are her tits? As if I was Romeo calling Juliet for the chance to see her tits again, never will I forget seeing her topless. Every time I see her now, imagining seeing her tits, I can't help myself from imagining her topless. Even when she's sitting before me wearing her blouse and bra, I imagine her sitting there topless. I just love her big tits."
* * * * *
Shalimar, the perfume she wore, a much more expensive scent than my sister's cheap, drugstore brand, Ambush, smelled like Emeraude but was more expensive and longer lasting. It was a fragrance that lingered long after she left the room and I loved pretending that she was still there with me even when she wasn't and long after she had gone. If only she'd forgetfully leave her bottle of perfume behind, I'd sprayed some on my sheets and pillow to pretend that she was in bed with me as I pretended she was every night when my hand was tightly wrapped around my cock.
I've seen beautiful women before when shopping in high-end department stores and in ritzy boutiques on Newbury Street in Boston and when watching Bob Barker's gorgeous models on The Price Is Right. But too thin, Twiggy like models never appealed to me in the way of a real woman with curves and in the way of Marilyn Monroe, Jayne Mansfield, and Sophia Loren. Whenever I think of truly beautiful women, I think of Elizabeth Taylor, Lee Remick, and Natalie Wood, but never have I seen a woman as naturally beautiful in person as was Summer.
"Summer, Summer, Summer, I'm in love with Summer."
Tall and thin, albeit shapely, every bit as beautiful as Miss America of 1968, Debra Dene Barnes, from Kansas, if I was given a choice of the two women, I'd pick Summer. A natural born beauty without even a hint of makeup other than lipstick, eye liner, and eye shadow, she was the image by how I compared all other women later in my life. Unfortunately, with no other woman comparing to her, I was forever lost yearning for Summer. Still in love with her, and in honor to her while hoping that, one day, she'd notice me, I never married or even dated. Foolish of me not to live my life without her in it but, not fair to any other woman who I may be with, how could I date anyone when I was so in love with Summer?
Never giving up hope that one day she'd notice me and that undoubtedly we'd be together forever, with me strangely saving myself for Summer, the love of my life, sadly she wasn't saving herself for me. My sister's best friend wasn't yearning over me in the way that I was lusting over her. With me evidentially non-existent in her mind and in her heart, I was nowhere on Summer's love chart list of prospects. Why would I be? I was just an 18-year-old, immature kid and she was a 26-year-old women who knew what she wanted and what she didn't want was me.
When not sitting at the kitchen table talking to her over a cup of coffee, just my sister's kid brother, I was invisible to her. I didn't exist on her list of love interests. Indeed, popular with men, especially with the wrong kind of men, she had lots of boyfriends. Preferring bad men to good men, tattooed, hard rock, hard living, and hard liquor drinking tough guys with guns, scars, and violent stories to tell, she had a love for riding on the back of motorcycles, especially the big hogs and ear piercingly loud choppers.
Compared to the men that she liked, loved, and had sex with I was the complete opposite, a college boy sissy who read poetry and wrote stories. When I took liberal arts instead of business in college, or instead of going to trade school to learn a trade, some of my friends thought I was gay, but just an English major, I wasn't. Too afraid of falling and crushing my bones instead of just breaking them, comfortable in my ignorance of riding motorcycles and preferring not to know what I was missing riding with bugs in my teeth, eyes, and hair, I had never even been on a motorcycle.
Yet, if she showed any interest in me at all, for the love of Summer, I'd learn how to ride. For the love of Summer, I'd even be a bad man so that I could have my own violent, criminal stories to tell. Only, covering them with my hands while cringing as if the ground shook with an earthquake, those loud motorcycles, especially when in a gang, hurt my ears and offended the peaceful quiet that I needed to write my poems and stories. Compared to the men she dated, I was delicate. Compared to the men she date, I was sensitive. Obviously and unfortunately, I'd never be one of the men she dated.
Maybe if I had a motorcycle, a big, loud Harley, she would have taken more interest in me. Maybe if I had a motorcycle, I could have given her a ride. Feeling her C cup breasts pressed tightly against my back, I imagined the wisps of her long, blonde hair tickling my neck. With her arms wrapped tightly around my waist, just mere inches from the erection that I'd surely have with her holding me, I wished I didn't have such a fear of motorcycles, choppers, and hogs.
I wished I was more like the hard living, bad to the bone men who attracted her. She made me wish that I had a tattoo, a scar, missing teeth, and a story to tell how it all happened. Yet, hoping that would suffice, if I couldn't live the life, perhaps I could write the yarn with her as my leading lady and with me as her leading man. I imagined her in my life and her in my bed while reading my stories to her.
Keeping abreast of her through my sister, she married twice and divorced twice but didn't have any children, thank God, as I wanted her to have my baby. A lasting memory and my legacy, I wanted my baby to be the one thing that I gave her that no one else had. Always choosing the wrong men, the abusers, the cheaters, the drunks, the gamblers, and the wife beaters, thinking that she could change them, she was still a regular at my sister's house sobbing her sad, love story with every romantic breakup that she foolishly thought would last her lifetime.
Every time she visited, as if she needed my sister's approval or as if her intent was to make me jealous, she had a new, musclebound, tattooed, Neanderthal of a man dressed in leather on her arm. With his horny hands all over my woman and with them oblivious to me in my own house, I'd see him touching her, feeling her, and kissing her in the way that I so wanted to touch her, feel her, and kiss her. Half a world away, if Captain Hank was still here instead of off somewhere in the steamy jungles of Laos or Cambodia, I imagined him in the way of Billy Jack, no doubt chasing all of these motorcycle, mad men away. Without doubt, if Captain Hank was here, he'd forbade her from seeing those kind of men. A different time back then with the sexual revolution, she dated so very many different men. If I didn't hold Summer so high up on my pedestal, instead of thinking of her as an angel without wings and a halo, I'd think she was a whore with a cock in each hand, one in between her legs, and another one in her mouth.
* * * * *
Going from false eyelashes, go-go boots, and mini-skirts in the sixties to maxi-dresses, hot pants, and dress trousers in the seventies, to big hair, heavy makeup, and luminous colors in the eighties, she changed with the times while I stayed the same and remained living with my sister. She lived her life to her fullest extent but without Summer in my life, I didn't have a life. With our parents dying early in our lives in an automobile accident, I enjoyed a strangely symbiotic relationship with my sister. Afraid to lose one another and to be left alone without any family, we clung onto one another as if we were meant to be together as husband and wife instead of brother and sister. Although never incestuously intimate, even though I lusted over having sex with my sexy sister as would any horny, 18-year-old teenager, we were more friends later in life than we were brother and sister.
Besides, not sexually interested in me in the way that I was once sexually interested in her, I was more in love with Summer than I ever was with my big sister. Moreover, never out of the closet with her sexual preference, as if she was a Nun who hadn't yet taken her vows of chastity, my sister was a non-practicing lesbian. Keeping her secret to myself, no one knew or suspected her preference for women over men but for me. I'm not sure if she even knew herself that she preferred women to men which would explain why she never married and/or had a lesbian affair. The loyal girlfriend who waited to be rejoined with her fiancée, other than her big tough Marine, no other man was good enough for her. She used Hank, with him being somewhere on the other side of the Earth, as her excuse not to not even date anyone else.
Oddly enough, with the both of us living together and playing our brotherly and sisterly roles, not marrying nor even dating, in the way that I was saving myself for Summer, seemingly my sister was saving herself for Summer too. Just good friends, we were too much in love and too stupid to know that Summer didn't want either one of us in that sexual way. How could we be so stupid to be so enamored by Summer when she was always off sucking and fucking yet another bad man?
The hit book and hit movie of the time, I borrowed a line from Erich Segal's Love Story with Ryan O'Neal and Ali McGraw playing in the starring roles, "Love means never having to say you're sorry." Back then, love to me meant never having to say that you're horny and I was always horny whenever around and not around Summer. Always in my thoughts, night and day, she had a way of making me insane with unrequited love and unrequited sexual lust.
A different time back then, it's not odd that my sister didn't start out as a lesbian. Chastised by the church, humiliated by their so-called friends, and an embarrassment to their families, gays and lesbians were a social sickness, outcasts in the way of lepers, they were deemed perverted and not normal. Especially with the AIDs epidemic of the eighties, everyone who came out of the closet in the sixties and seventies hid back inside and closed and locked the door. Even after nearly fifty years, nothing has changed and everything remains the same. A cheerleader, and probably in the hopes of hiding the fact that she liked women more, my sister dated lots of men in college. Although ready to marry, her marrying Hank would have been a tragic mistake had she realized later in life that she preferred women to men.
Always there in my mind, Summer loomed as large as any unattainable beauty queen. With me coming of age but slowly dying from the unrequited love of Summer, my non-existent love life was as hauntingly disturbing as was Cybill Shepherd's sad role in the Last Picture Show. Tall, busty, and beautiful, Cybill Shepherd reminded me of Summer, especially when she was younger, only Summer was even more beautiful than Cybill Shepard. Summer made me wish that I was older or she was younger. She made me wish that I was rich so that I could sweep her off her feet with my excessively, expensive extravagances. She made me wish that I was influentially powerful so that I could win her heart with my ability to politically get things done and change her life for the better.
Yet, invisible, I was a nobody. I was Summer's best friend's kid brother. Immature and lovesick, I was just an 18-year-old, pimply faced kid and she was a 26-year-old beautiful woman. Never meant to be, what chance did I have to be with someone like her? I'd have more of a chance of bedding a movie star like Mia Farrow or a big time news reporter like Diane Sawyer than having a chance to have sex with Summer.
Whenever she looked at me, even though she looked right through me, she melted my heart. Whenever she talked to me, spellbound, as if I were Raj Koothrappali in The Big Bang Theory, I couldn't speak. With her Shalimar filling my nose, whenever she touched my hand, my knee, or my shoulder, imagining her touching my cock while I felt her breasts and kissed her, I thought I had died and gone to Heaven. I was so very much in love with her. Wanting the whole world to know that I loved my big sister's best friend, Summer, sadly I never told anyone, not even my sister, my secret love for her best friend.
* * * * *
There wasn't a day that I didn't masturbate over dating her, kissing her, and making love to her. There wasn't a night that I didn't dream about having sex with her. She was there in my thoughts during every waking moment. What would Summer think about that? What would Summer say about that? What would Summer do if she was here wit me now? What would Summer say about this or about that? Summer, Summer, Summer, all of my thoughts focused on Summer.
Hearing her voice and her laughter in my head, I scribbled her name over and again a thousand times. When in college class, instead of listening to my professor pontificating, I doodled Summer, Summer, Summer, when I should have been taking notes. Forsaking all other women my age for Summer, I didn't attend any college dorm parties for fear that she'd think that I was cheating on her. As if we were going steady when we weren't even a romantic couple, I wanted to be faithful to her. Back then, oblivious to how I felt about her, I was nothing more to Summer than her best friend's annoying, little brother.
Then, when my sister's boyfriend didn't return home from Viet Nam, blown to bits, figuring that I'd never see Summer again after the empty-coffin funeral, surprisingly she was a regular at the house. I looked forward to her daily visits as if she was coming to my house to see me. The three of us would sit and talk over our coffee. Later that night, I'd take the thoughts of Summer to bed with me while, no doubt, my sister did too. With the both of us lusting over Summer, we were such a sad pair.
As if my house was her temple and my sister was her mecca, her personal crusade to make, Summer's daily visits were a continuation of the funeral mourning and conversely a continuity of her brother still being alive. Having made such a large hole in our lives, we all wished her brother was still alive. Having hope against all hope, with the military not finding his body, maybe he wasn't blown to bits after all. Maybe he was still alive, captured, or still hiding somewhere in the jungle while working for the CIA.
Maybe falling in love with a Vietnamese, Cambodian, or Laotian woman, he decided to forsake his family and his past and not return home. With a lot of money to be made by a savvy American who knew the language and was familiar with the customs, maybe he was a deserter. Yet, sadly, we knew that he wasn't alive. We knew that he was blown to bits as recapped by the men he led who came by to pay their last respects.
Looking at old photos and talking about her brother as if he were about to walk through the front door, my sister was Summer's way for her to be close to her brother and for them to get through their grief. They switched back and forth with Summer comforting my sister and my sister comforting Summer. When one fell weak, the other grew strong. No doubt, but not meant to be, had Hank survived, my sister would have married him and that would have made Summer family. A big mistake had my sister married him, that would have made Summer my sexy, off-limits sister-in-law who I would have lusted over night and day but never would have dared touched.
I used the opportunity of her daily visits to get to know her better as my personal ammunition to use to romance her later. Intelligent, funny, and witty, I enjoyed talking to her, especially when my sister wasn't around or was upstairs getting ready, in the shower, or out walking the dog. I used our daily conversations as my way to eventually make my move. As my time with her grew, my affection for her deepened and I hoped beyond hope that she felt the same about me as I felt for her.
Years later, still vulnerable, still grieving over losing her big brother, still acting out in dating the wrong men, and still attending memorials in his name, I didn't know Hank well enough to grieve over him but I felt bad that the Viet Nam War had claimed another casualty. The best of the best, a one man fighting machine, a United States Marine, loved by all who knew him, he was a good man. To deadly to fight one-on-one, the only way to kill someone like him was to blow him to bits.
* * * * *
Now 22-years-old, four years after the death of Hank, Summer was a mature 30-year-old, divorced woman. I know she didn't love her husband, whoever he was, some big, bad biker dude. Alone, sad, and vulnerable, she just married him to soothe her pain over losing her brother. Only, I didn't think of her as a divorcee, I just thought of her as Summer, the woman of my dreams and the woman who I loved.
Seemingly ageless, she still looked the same as she did the first day I met her, much like a young Mia Farrow albeit with breasts, when she played Allison McKenzie in the TV version of Peyton Place and later when she played Rosemary in Rosemary's Baby. Still coming to the house nearly every day to commiserate with my sister, I hung around not so much to honor her dead brother but because I was hoping to be alone with his beautiful sister. With my feelings about her not changing but growing stronger, even with me not telling her, if only in the way that I looked at her, how could she not know that I was in love with her?



Whenever she was there with me, pretending that I was her boyfriend and we were visiting my sister, instead of me living with my sister, I'd talk to Summer over coffee as if she was my girlfriend. Apparently, as if afraid to separate from us for fear that her brother would officially be dead, the three of us were always together. Going places together and doing things together, whenever we went to the movies, feeling as if I was dating her, with me on one side of her and my sister on the other side of her, Summer sat in the middle between my sister and me.
In a way, I'm glad my sister didn't marry Hank. I wouldn't want my sexual fantasies and dreams sullied by incest, not that we were blood related but it was too close to incest for me to think of Summer as my sexy, off limits sister-in-law. Not wanting to spoil my dream by thinking of her as forbidden fruit, I'd much rather think of her as just Summer, my sister's best friend. Actually, after having grown to know her and like her as a person, instead of just as a love interest, she was my best friend too. If even only platonically, I couldn't imagine my life without Summer in it.
After years of waiting, it was close to Christmas, 1977, when I was 27-years-old and Summer was 35-years-old that I caught her beneath the mistletoe. As if she was an angel standing there in the soft glow of the Christmas tree light behind her, I was so excited to finally make my move. I couldn't wait to finally tell her how I felt about her. I couldn't wait to take her in my arms and kiss her. Hoping to part her lips with my tongue, I wondered if she'd allow me to slip her my tongue or, perhaps, allow me to even feel her big breasts. My imagination was filled with kissing and kissing her while she reached down to feel my cock through my pants and I reached around her to feel her sweet ass.
Alas, not meant to be, my chance to finally kiss her, my sister beat me to the punch. I just stood there with my mouth open in shock. Having had a little too much to drink, Christine came from out of nowhere to wrap one arm around Summer's slim waist before moving her hand down to squeeze her ass and cup her breast with her other hand. Taking Summer by surprise, she locked lips with her best friend and when she tried parting her lips with her tongue, Summer broke away.
"Christine! What are you doing?" Seemingly oblivious that my sister was lesbian and had been lusting over her, she looked at my sister in total shock. "I'm not that way Christine. I love you like a sister, not as a lover," she said looking from my sister to look at me with sudden sexual interest. "I'd much rather your brother kiss me and feel my ass and my breast than to kiss you and be felt by you," she said.
She looked at me again as if she was about to kiss me or as if she was hoping that I'd kiss her and grope her instead of my sister. Instead, stunned by my sister touching her, feeling her, and kissing her, frozen into inaction by what Summer had just said, I just stood there silently staring as if she was an image that was about to disappear. Instead of professing my love for her, I did nothing. When I should have confessed my feelings for her and when I should have kissed her, I didn't.
Her words, "I'd rather your brother kiss me and feel my ass and my breast than to kiss you and be felt by you," echoed in my mind.
The shock that I felt by what she said overwhelmed my sexual excitement. I didn't know what to do. Such an awkward moment, I didn't know what to say. I should have told her that I loved her. Having missed my chance, in hindsight, I should have taken her in my arms and kissed her. Then, after kissing her, I should have squeezed her ass and felt her breast but, instead, as if I wasn't interested in her when I was, I did nothing and remaining silent, I said nothing.
Running through my head in the way of a runaway freight train gaining speed down a track, her words haunted me for years. What was I thinking? Why didn't I tell her that I loved her and have always loved her. Instead of just standing there, I should have kissed her and I would have kissed her had my sister not kissed her first and ruined my chance. Not wanting to seem like the lecher or the opportunist, a brother and a sister lusting over the same woman, figuring that I'd have another chance one day soon, I allowed my chance to kiss her, hold her, touch her, and feel her to slip through my hands.
Having delayed too long, with her in and out of so many relationships, always on the rebound, my timing with her was never right. I'll kiss her tomorrow when she comes to the house, I thought. I'll kiss her the next day if she doesn't come to the house tomorrow. One day soon, when the time is right, I'll get up the courage to kiss her. Then, if she allows me to kiss her, if she accepts my tongue in her mouth, I'll feel her ass through her skirt, fondle her big breast through her blouse, and finger her nipple through her bra. Every night after that fateful day, knowing full well that I'd be kissing her soon, I dreamt of kissing, touching, holding, hugging, and feeling Summer.
* * * * *
Only and unfortunately, after that fiasco of my sister feeling and kissing Summer, no doubt, uncomfortably embarrassed, Summer didn't come around anymore. In between marriages and before she married another bad man, I lost track of her when she moved out of state. After seeing her and talking to her nearly every day for nine sexually frustrating years, for her to just disappear without even saying goodbye broke my heart. As if her sudden disappearance turned me into a zombie, with her not there to make me smile and give me hope that I'd be with her one day as a couple, I continued living my life just going through the motions.
After a while of getting use to my living the rest of my days without Summer, when I figured that I'd never see her again, it was then that I told my sister how I felt about her best friend. Unable to get her out of my mind, I was unable to have a meaningful relationship with any woman other than the brother and sister non-sexual relationship that I had with my sister. I thought she was gone and left with my heart broken forever. Then, when my sister fell ill with breast cancer eight years later, out of the blue and as if she had never left, Summer returned in Christine's time of need to help care for her.
A good looking man now, I had packed on some muscle meat. I was thirty-five-years-old then and Summer was forty-three-years-old. She didn't look like any forty-three-year-old woman that I ever saw. She more looked thirty-five-years-old than I did.
With her looking younger and me looking older, meeting somewhere in the middle with our middle-aged appearances, we more looked like we belonged together than we did when I was 18 and she was 26. With her no longer riding on the back of motorcycles and wanting bad men, with the both of us more mature, maybe I had a chance with her now. With the timing right, even with my sister so sick, maybe this was my turn to have with Summer. Maybe all along, now that we're older, this was our serendipitous destiny to be thrown together by my sister's deadly illness.
Alas, always gone before I came home from work and still able to smell her perfume, Shalimar, as if the essence of her was haunting me, I never got to see her. Now knowing that I loved her, my sister would tell me how she looked and all that she said, but it wasn't nearly the same as seeing her. If only I could see her just once more, I'd ask her if she was happy. With the emptiness of rejection in the pit of my stomach, I figured that maybe she didn't want to see me. Glad that she was there for Christine, I told myself that she wasn't there to see me but to care for my sick sister.
Then, one day, with my sister resting comfortably, figuring my sister told her how I felt about her, Summer stayed to wait for me. When I came home from work that fateful day, seemingly as if I was coming home to my wife, she was sitting at the kitchen table having a cup of coffee. I couldn't believe my eyes. I was so surprised. Seemingly as if she had never left, in the way that the three of us sat around the kitchen table talking and drinking coffee, her sitting there and smiling at me comforted me.
"Summer," I said wanting to run to her to hold her, hug her, and kiss her. Yet fearing that I'd frighten her into disappearing again in the way my sister did when kissing and feeling her, now that she was here, I didn't want her to leave again.
Yet, just as I did eight years before when she told my sister that she'd rather kiss me and have me feel her body than my to have my sister kiss her and feel her body, I just stood there staring at her. So taken by her beauty, I was paralyzed to do anything other than to look at her while imagining being naked and in bed with her.
"Hi Stephen," she said. "Have a cup of coffee with me," she said giving me that smile that made me swoon. "We need to talk."
Talk? About what? My sister? I already knew that my sister was dying. Maybe she wanted to discuss the funeral arrangements. Maybe wanting to rub another one of her bad boyfriends in my face, she wanted to update me on who she was fucking and sucking now.
Seventeen years of lusting over Summer and for what? I never even so much as held her hand, looked deeply in her big, blue eyes, or moved the strands of her blonde hair from her face that always fell in her eyes. Frozen in place as if she was an apparition coming to me in my dream, she stunned me when she stood, walked to me, and put her hands on my hips to give me a pelvis to pelvis dry hug of a hump. Then, as if I was dreaming and as if I was having the sexual fantasy that I had so very many times of kissing her after not kissing her when she stood beneath the mistletoe, she kissed me squarely on the lips.
Summer kissed me. I couldn't believe that Summer kissed me. Right then and right there, nothing else mattered. Forgetting everything that happened over the past seventeen years and forgetting everyone in my life but for my sister, the only thing that mattered was that Summer just kissed me. She kissed me. She really kissed me.
In all the years I had known her, she never hugged me before. In all the years that I lusted over her, she never kissed before. Even though she didn't try to part my lips with her tongue, I wasn't disappointed by her kiss. Rather, I was sexually stimulated by the feel of her lips against mine.
Maybe because I hadn't kissed very many women in my thirty-five years of being a virgin or maybe because it was Summer kissing me and not someone else, never have I been kissed like that before. As if her kiss was meant to be, it was magical. Something that I wouldn't forget for the rest of my life, it was memorable. I heard bells. I heard Heavenly music playing. I heard angels singing. My pulse was racing and my heart was beating as if I had just run and won a marathon. I was in love.
"I missed you," she said smiling at me while making eye contact. Finally, looking in my eyes as if looking in my soul, she noticed me. "How've you been?"
Not one to allow this opportunity to pass after pining over her for nearly two decades, I took her in my arms and returned her kiss with mine. This time, unlike my sister, she allowed me to part her lips. I French kissed Summer. I was French kissing Summer, my sister's best friend while my sister was dying in her sick bed. I was finally French kissing Summer, the woman of my dreams. Still wearing Shalimar, her perfume carried me away with her lips.
"Summer—"
"Don't talk now. We'll talk later," she said putting her manicured finger to my lips to look deeply in my eyes. Her look was if her first time seeing me. "I know everything. Christine told me how you feel about me," she said pausing. "I was blind before but I see you now. After being away from you for so long and thinking about you always, I'm ready to love you Stephen, if you still want to love me."
Teaching me how to love a woman, she kissed and kissed me while surrendering me her tongue. When I didn't move to touch her for fear that she'd flee in the way that she fled when my sister touched her, she put one of my hands on her ass and my other hand on her breast. This time, unlike my sister, she allowed me to feel her through her short skirt, fondle her breast through her blouse, and finger her emerging nipple through her bra. A dream come true and the woman of my dreams, I was finally kissing and feeling up Summer.
"Make love to me Stephen," she said whispering her lust for me in my ear.
"Right here?" I looked at her as if she was drunk or crazy and she wasn't either of those things. "Right now?"
I was shocked. I felt pressured. Sexually excited but nervous, with her finally calling my bluff, I was a thirty-five-year-old virgin and she was so very sexually experienced. With her being with so many men, I feared that I'd disappoint her by not sexually satisfying her.
"Christine is comfortably sleeping. With the medication she's on, she won't awaken for hours," she said.
As soon as she humped me, hugged me, and French kissed me, I had an erection. Obviously feeling my cock pushing against her soft stomach, she reached her hand down the front of my jeans to feel my erection through my pants, something I had dreamed about her doing for years. Then, doing something that I only sexually fantasized she'd do while masturbating over having sex with her, she unzipped me while French kissing me.
As if I was dreaming and fantasizing the whole experience, I felt her hand reach inside my pants. I felt her fingers feeling my cock through my underwear. Then, she pulled my briefs forward and reached her hand inside my underwear. Summer was feeling my stiff prick while kissing and kissing me and while I felt her beautiful body through her clothes.
As if pulling out a gun from a holster, she pulled out my hard cock from my jeans. She kissed me again while fondling the head of my prick with her fingertips and while I squeezed her round ass through her short skirt, felt her big breasts through her blouse, and fingered her erect nipples through her bra. Only this time, with the both of us heating up, everything we did was more passionate than any dream and any sexual fantasy that I ever had of her. Lifting the back of her skirt, I felt her panty clad ass before moving my hand to the front of her to cup her panty clad pussy.
Having never seen the impression of her nipples before, I was staring at them while fingering them now. She had huge nipples and I pulled out her erect nipples more through her blouse and bra while she kissed and kissed me as she fondled my cock. I loved feeling her big breasts through her blouse and bra while kissing and kissing her. Then, when she started to stroke my prick to a harder erection, was when she fell to her knees to take me in her mouth.
Summer was blowing me. Finally, the love of my life, Summer, was sucking my cock. Something that I dreamt of her doing for seventeen long, sexually frustrating years, she was doing now. I couldn't believe the love of my life, my sister's best friend, was sucking my cock.
As if she sucked me for the first time last night instead of forty-five years ago, with the memory of her blowing me permanently etched in my mind, I remember her looking up at me with her bright, blue eyes, while she was poised on her knees with my big, hard, hairy prick in her mouth. All I could do was to look down at her and stare while enjoying the warm, wet sensation of my stiff prick in her mouth. With me still being the virgin that I was, stupidly saving myself for Summer and having never received a blowjob before, I had nothing to compare it to, other than this was the best feeling that I've ever had in my life. All that I could do was to put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, beautiful head.
Not wanting to prematurely cum, I could feel the passion swelling up inside of me. Even though I so wanted to cum in her beautiful mouth, I needed to know what it felt like to cum inside of her pussy before cumming inside of her mouth. As if I was Tarzan and she was Jane or as if I was Superman and she was Lois Lane, I reached down for her, scooped her up in my arms, and carried her to my bedroom.
Watching her while not believing she was there in my room, she stood by my bed, while I made myself comfortable. I watched her as she slowly stripped off her clothes. A sexy striptease that has played through my mind for years, I've been waiting nearly twenty years to see her naked. Not wanting to rush her undressing by interrupting her show, I didn't want to miss a thing.
As if she was giving me a personal striptease show, I watched her slowly unbutton her blouse while looking at me and watching for my reaction. I watched her remove her blouse and toss it on my bed. Standing there in her sexy, low cut bra and short skirt, unable to control myself from touching her and feeling her, I reached for her and we kissed and kissed while I felt her breasts and fingered her nipples through her bra. So firm yet so soft, she had such a beautiful body.
Standing there in her bra and short skirt, I watched her step back from me to unbutton and unzip her skirt. Now standing there in her low cut bra and white bikini panty, we kissed and kissed again while I felt and squeezed her ass through the thin material of her panty before running my hand between her legs to cup her pussy through her panty. She gasped and, with a pent up lust that I've never known, I quivered with sexual excitement. I was feeling Summer's panty clad pussy. My sexual fantasies and dreams come true, I was finally about to have sex with Summer.
Then, with her still standing, pulling her to me with my arm wrapped around her waist and my face resting against her bra clad breasts, I pushed her panty aside with my finger. Testing the water, something I've only done in my dreams, I felt her warm wetness. I remember her being so very wet. Having never fingered a woman's pussy before, I was stunned that she'd be so wet. I even remember thinking that she peed herself but she hadn't peed herself. She was too thickly, sweetly, sticky for that.
Finally, Summer was wet for me. Finally, Summer wanted me as much as I wanted her. Just as Summer had made me hard, I had made Summer wet.
Just in case she changed her mind about me after we had sex, trying to record every image and every sensation of feeling in my mind, after seventeen long years of waiting for Summer to notice me, I wanted to remember this day forever. Not wanting to let her go, never wanting to let her go, I couldn't stop kissing her, touching her, and feeling her. Then, with the both of us on the bed, she started undressing me. Once I was naked, inexperienced in making love to a woman, she showed me what to do to make love to her. Seemingly, at first, she didn't know that I was a virgin but I was. She didn't know that I had been saving myself for her but I had.
If I thought her blowjob was amazing, it paled in comparison to the first time that my cock parted her pussy lips. Kissing and kissing her while on top of her, I felt her hand reach down for me. Not wanting to rush things, taking my time, I wanted to make sweet love to her instead of fucking her. To this day, I remember the warm gush that I felt when my cock penetrated her and slowly slid in deeper. If this is what it feels like to make love to Summer, I was glad that I waited.
Slowly I humped her while she humped me. No record setter, being that I was the first time that I ejaculated in a woman, she got me off within only a few minutes. Instead of rolling off of her and instead of rolling over to go to sleep, as if she was the best ride at the amusement park, I wanted to make love to her again and again. We made love all night. In between making love to her, I fucked her. I pounded her with all the pent up lust that I had saved for her. Now after making love to Summer, I was fucking Summer, really fucking her and she was fucking me really fucking me.



A sweaty mess, we showered and, in between my sister waking up and falling back to sleep, we had sex all over again as if it was the first time again. Every time we had sex was as if it was the first time. Every time she got me off with her mouth or her pussy, I got her off with my finger, my tongue, and my cock. As if this was our Honeymoon, Summer stayed the night and every night thereafter.
* * * * *
Not long after my sister's funeral, I married Summer that summer. I think my sister would have approved that I married her best friend, her fiancée's sister. Moreover, it's appropriate that I married Summer in the summer of '85 being that I met her in the summer of '68, seventeen years ago. We remained married for 28 wonderful years, until her death this summer. With so much that's happened during the summertime, it's appropriate that Summer died in the summer.
Still that eight year age difference that set us apart in the beginning but that didn't matter in the end, no longer looming as large, she was 71-years-old when she died and I'm now 63-years-old. Being that we always kidded one another about our ages, if I live another eight years, we'll finally be the same age. I hope that I live at least another eight years, old enough to be the same age or older than Summer.
My life won't be the same without Summer. A big piece of me is missing. Yet, if I waited this long to have her, I can wait a little longer to be with her again. I know my angel will be waiting for me in Heaven.
I bought her a good grave plot on a hill beneath a tree, resting in peace next to Christine, her best friend, and next to me, her husband and the true love of her life, when I die. I go there every Sunday to spend time with her. As if she's still there talking to me and she is, I still love talking to her while having my coffee. I bring a thermos of coffee and pour her a cup. Fortunately for me, adding to my fantasy that she's still alive, as if she's still here with me, my daughter, the spitting image of her mother, comes with me to visit her mother's grave. The only woman more beautiful than my wife is my twenty-six-year-old daughter, Summer.
THE END
This is a Summer Lovin' contest story. Please vote.
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Wayne gets a total makeover. Wayne gets help in how to make a woman want him.
That Monday, after worrying all weekend long over what Susan would do, Wayne was as troubled as he was depressed. He walked the streets after work with his head down and his hands dug deep in his pockets while thinking about all that went wrong with his date with Susan. Wondering if she'd report him for sexual harassment, he wondered if he'd be fired from his job for forcing Susan to have sex with him against her will. Then, forgetting his troubles, uplifted from his desperation with elation, he saw a familiar face in the crowd.
"Jeff?" Seemingly not believing it was him, Wayne did a double take to stare at his old friend. "Is that really you? It is you. I don't believe it."
Jeff stopped in his tracks to see who called him.
"Wayne old buddy? How are you?" said Jeff shaking his friend's hand.
"I'm good," said Wayne. "How are you my friend? Long time no see," said Wayne smiling widely at seeing his old friend.
"I'm good," said Jeff taking a good, long look at Wayne. "Gees, I haven't seen you since high school graduation nearly twenty years ago. Except for a few extra pounds," said Jeff patting his friend's belly, "you look the same."
"Handsome before, you're even better looking now," said Wayne in admiration of his friend. "You always could have been a model or a movie star. Are you?"
"Am I what?"
"A model or a movie star?"
"Hell no. I'm an entrepreneur," he said with pride.
"So, tell me all about yourself. Catch me up with your life," said Jeff smiling. "Are you married? Do you have kids? What have you been doing with yourself?"
"Me? Married? Nah. Kids? Never. I don't even have a girlfriend," said Wayne waving a hopeless hand. "I mean, I had girlfriends in the past," he said puffing out his chest before admitting the truth. "Well not real girlfriends, they've been more blind dates than real relationships. For some reason and I don't know why, but I can't get a second date," said Wayne sticking his hand deep in his pant pockets again with a look of sad dejection mixed with hopeless rejection.
"That's too bad Wayne," said Jeff suddenly seeming uncomfortable with the conversation.
Wayne gave his friend a long look before confessing his desperation.
"You've always been good with women Jeff, do you think you could help me? I'm going through a long, dry spell and I'd really love to get laid. Even though I've had lots of first dates, I can't even persuade a woman to give me a hand job, never mind a blowjob," said Wayne.
"Well," said Jeff with a little laugh. "Already I see some obvious problems with your lack of success with romance."
"What? Tell me. I'll do anything you say to finally have sex with a woman instead of with my hand."
"That's a bit too much information Wayne," said Jeff taking a step back while moving his hands palm up to his shoulders with a laugh.
"Help me Jeff," said Wayne with sadness. "I need to have a fuck buddy in my life."
"Fuck buddy? Your focus with women appears to be only about sex. For you to expect to receive a hand job on a first date when most men are lucky to receive a good night's kiss is part of your problem."
"Oh yeah? So what's wrong with that? I didn't think a hand job was that big of a deal with the woman today. Besides, what else is there other than sex? And, to be honest, I don't see what's wrong with expecting a woman to jerk me off after I spent good money on her to buy her a nice dinner. In the way that I look at things, I satisfied her hunger for food so she should satisfy my hunger for sex."
Jeff put a hand to his friend's shoulder.
"You have much to learn about women my friend. There's so much more to enjoying a real relationship with a woman than just getting laid, receiving a hand job, and/or a blowjob," said Jeff.
"That's easy for you say," said Wayne looking at his friend with jealousy. "I bet you have a different babe in your bed every night," he said with envy. "I bet you have a whole stable of women that you can call for sex whenever you're horny."
"You're right. I do have a lot of women but it's because I treat them with kindness and respect. I don't force them to do anything that they don't want to do," said Jeff.
"Wow," said Wayne. "I wish I were you instead of me."
"No you don't. Don't envy me. I'm not perfect," said Jeff. "We all have our problems and foibles."
"Still, when it came to women, you've always appeared to be in control. From the time you were 18-years-old, even back in high school, you always dated all the best looking cheerleaders and even the Prom Queen." said Wayne looking to his friend for help. "Tell me, what else I'm doing wrong to never get that second date?"
"Well," said Jeff looking at his friend. "Look how you're dressed. Forgive me for saying this but you're dressed like a slob. A woman doesn't want to be with a man who doesn't care about his personal appearance. If the man doesn't care about himself, how could he possibly care about her," said Jeff. "At the very least, you need to shower and shave every day and put a comb through that rat's nest that you call hair," he said tousling his friend's already messy hair. "You look a little like John Belushi when he played John Blutarsky in Animal House."
"Thank you, I've always liked John Belushi but I see what you mean," said Wayne flattening his hair with his hand and looking down at himself before looking up at his friend. "You always look so put together. You look like one of those guys on GZ magazine. You always look like a million bucks."
"GQ, you mean, GQ magazine," said Jeff.
"Whatever? Whether GZ or GJ, you know what I mean," said Wayne with impatience.
"Listen, in the way that too many people are focused on money, those who wish they were rich will never be millionaires," said Jeff. "Those who only want women for sex, will never be in a fulfilling relationship."
"I've heard that before on Oprah," said Wayne.
"Oprah? You watch Oprah?"
"No, of course not," said Wayne sheepishly. "Not now anyway. I used to watch her all the time before she stopped doing her daily show," said Wayne. "I like Oprah. Even if she wasn't a billionaire, I wouldn't mind her giving me a hand job or a blowjob," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Anyway," said Jeff. "In the way that some must change their thinking about money to succeed, they also must change their thinking about women when it comes to having and/or expecting to have a romantic relationship. Those who enjoy a rich love life are those who exude positivity. They don't need to pick up women. The women come to them and love just happens," said Jeff looking at his friend. "You need to be more positive buddy. You need to exude confidence," said Jeff pounding out his fist as if he was a preacher at Sunday Mass or a coach in a locker room before the big game.
"I see. So, lemme see if I have all of this. It's all about not rushing the sex, dressing better, being more positive, and having confidence. I get it," said Wayne. "What else?"
"Your car."
"My car? What about my car?"
"If I were a betting man," said Jeff suddenly looking at Wayne pensively as if he was psychic. "I bet you still have that same, old Honda."
"Gloria?"
"You named your car?"
"Yeah, doesn't everyone?"
"No Wayne, they don't."
"Okay, I see your point. So, let me recap again, I need not to focus so much on sex but more on the woman," said Wayne counting off on his fingers while looking up at Jeff. "I need to buy new clothes, be more positive, have confidence, and buy a new car. Is that it?"
"Myopically speaking, yes, in a nutshell," said Jeff with a chuckle. "You'll see that there is so much more than how you look on the outside and what you drive. What matters the most is the person that you are on the inside."
"Seriously? I need to buy a new car?" Concentrating more on having to buy a new car, Wayne looked at his friend with skepticism while ignoring what he said about the person on the inside. "I don't see how my buying a new car will help me to get laid."
"Seriously it will," said Jeff. "Trust me."
"I don't know what buying a new car has to do with having a woman in my life," said Wayne looking off pensively while scratching his head, "but I could use a new car anyway."
"If only by first impressions, women judge you by how you act, how you dress, and what you drive," said Jeff. "Women need to know that you have a good job and are able to support them and take care of them and their children."
"Support them and take care of them and their children? Hold on Jeff. Back up. Not so fast. I'm not looking for a wife, I'm just looking to get laid."
"Ah, but the search to get laid begins by looking for that one special person who attracts you and who is attracted by you," said Jeff. "Those who only see one aspect the outside appearance of a woman, tits, pussy, and ass, miss the whole woman that's hidden on the inside."
"Tits, pussy, and ass? Now you're talking my lingo buddy. I love tits, especially big tits. There's this one women at work, Susan, who I'd love to—"
"Some of the best women that I dated have been women who aren't as beautiful on the outside as they are beautiful on the inside," said Jeff talking over him while putting a fatherly hand to his friend's shoulder.
"I see your point about only being attracted by the outside appearance of a woman. I understand. I do. Yet, much more attracted to how a woman looks like on the outside than on the inside and, like most men, I'm not ashamed of that," said Wayne suddenly needing to defend the way that he looked for women.
"Choosing women from their outside appearance is as if you're only eating appetizers and desserts but never sitting down to enjoy the whole meal. Your quest for sex begins and ends with your search for love. It's only when you truly love someone that you'll experience the best sex in your life."
"I understand what you're saying about women and about love but to be honest Jeff, I wouldn't mind having a wild night of sex with a couple of strippers dancing around my pole, if you know what I mean," said Wayne with a dirty laugh.
"Spare me the images Wayne," said Jeff with a laugh. "My advice to you is to look for love and not sex. Once you have love in your life, sex with follow. In the way of Cervantes' Don Quixote in his search for Dulcinea and Shakespeare's Romeo and Juliet, you'll find sex along the way. You may even find love."
"Don Quixote? Is he that Mafioso from the neighborhood?"
"No, Don Quixote is a fictional character written by a famous writer of great literature who wrote the inspiration for the Man of La Mancha," said Jeff.
"Whatever?" Wayne looked at his friend with confusion. "Romeo and Juliet? Didn't they commit suicide?"
"Bad example. Forget about Romeo and Juliet," he said with a laugh. "You need to broaden your horizons. You need to read some literature," said Jeff beginning to look exasperated. "You need to immerse yourself in poetry by Lord Byron."
"Lord Byron? I don't think so. Besides, I do read. Every month I read Playboy, Hustler, Penthouse, Car and Driver, Motor Trend, Automobile, and Road & Track. Reading the literature that I like, I read a lot," said Wayne proudly.
"Well, if ever you find a woman who's into other women and cars, you'll be all set," said Jeff laughing.
"Wow! Being that I like watching two women going at one another, you just described my dream woman Jeff. A bi-sexual woman who loves cars," said Wayne. "If only I can find one who drives a Mustang GT or a Cobra."
"Whether you're looking for a nice woman to fall in love with or a wild woman who enjoys having sex with both sexes while reading about cars, I think if you follow some of the suggestions that I've given you, you'll find your perfect match," said Jeff seeming anxious to leave his friend to himself.
"I see," said Wayne. "So, if I make all of those changes to my life to get a woman, I'll may even get my dream woman?"
"Yes. Being that I think I know what women want and by having shared my dating advice with you, you should be more able to find someone," said Jeff.
"I'm willing to do whatever I have to do," said Wayne smiling to show his positivity and swelling out his chest to show his confidence while shaking his friend's hand. "Only, as soon as you leave me," he said with his face changing from happiness to sadness, "I know that I'll return to my old ways. I just know I will," he said looking at his friend with helplessness.
"Just follow my advice buddy and you won't go wrong. Write it down if you have to but I think you'll be okay," said Jeff.
"Can you help me more than just giving me advice and suggestions? I really need you to take me by the hand to show me how I can take control of my life. I need to be more like you," said Wayne pathetically.
Jeff looked at his friend before looking at his watch.
"Sure. C'mon," said Jeff looking at his watch again. "I don't have any plans today. First things first. Let's buy you some new clothes and then we'll buy you a new car. In the meantime, we'll discuss how better to treat a woman and how to be more positive" said Jeff escorting his friend into a Ralph Lauren Polo outlet.
"I've never shopped here before. I've been buying all of my clothes at Wal-Mart and the Goodwill outlet," said Wayne walking in the store as if he was walking in an exclusive store for millionaires.
"I know. I can tell," said Jeff.
"This store is nice but," said Wayne whispering. "It looks expensive."
"It's as not expensive as you think it is Wayne. Certainly it's much more expensive than Wal-Mart and the Goodwill stores but the quality is much better and the clothes will last much longer."
"Is this where you buy your clothes?" Wayne looked at Jeff's colorful shirt and sharp trousers.
"This is where I used to buy my clothes. I shop at more upscale stores now," said Jeff.
"So," said Wayne looking at his friend as if his friend was Master Po and he was Grasshopper. "Why did you bring me here instead of Kohl's or Target?"
"Why? A couple of reasons why Wayne. The quality here is much higher than Kohl's and Target. Also, I love this store because the prices are reasonable and, instead of clothes that are black, grey, navy blue, and brown, they have lots of color selections. In the way that animals and birds do, if you want to attract a woman, you need to put on your peacock," said Jeff with a laugh. "Colorful clothes will make a woman look at you twice. Color clothes will make a woman notice you."
"Got it," said Wayne. "In trying to hide my extra pounds," said Wayne grabbing a handful of his flab. "The only colors that I've been wearing are black, dark brown, and navy blue. When I wear my white shirt with black pants and black jacket, I look more like an orca whale than I do a player."
"You can't be afraid to wear color Wayne. Color is your friend," said Jeff holding up a blue and green checked shirt. "These are your colors. They make your blue eyes pop. I'd stick with blues and greens if I were you. Then, later we'll sign you up for a gym membership. I know the perfect place that's loaded with guys who look more like you than musclebound gym rats."
Wayne spent a couple of hours picking out new shirts, jackets, sweaters, pants, socks, and shoes. After they finished shopping at the store, they hit the car dealership.
"You know Jeff, now that you mention me buying a new car, I've always wanted a new Honda," said Wayne. "Those new Civics are so sleek looking and they aren't that expensive," he said nodding his head as if to reiterate what he had just said.
"Hondas are for family men. Unless you're looking to get married, you need to put your horse in the right race. Speaking of putting your horse in the right race, what you need is a hot car, a Mustang GT convertible. Here's Ford dealership. Pull in here," said Jeff.
"Wow. A Mustang GT convertible. Really? I never owned a Mustang before. I never owned a convertible. I never even considered such a hot car. Is that the kind of car that you drive, a Mustang GT?"
"No, actually," said Jeff seeming suddenly appearing uncomfortable. "I drive a Bentley Continental GT."
"A Bentley. Seriously?" Wayne looked at Jeff as if he was joking before obviously realizing that he wasn't. "Wow! Way out of my budget, those cars cost a million bucks."
"Actually, my car was less than three hundred thousand dollars," said Wayne with pride that, no doubt, he could afford such a fine car.
"Go ahead. Walk around, look at the cars, sit in them, while visualizing yourself sitting behind the wheel and driving the car," said Jeff waving off a salesman to give his friend more time to shop without being pressure to buy.
"What about this red one Jeff. I like this one," said Wayne. "Now this is a hot car that will surely attract some female attention," said Wayne running his hand down the fender as if he was fondling a woman."
"No. Red sends the wrong message. Red makes you appear as if you never outgrew your youth or are trying to recapture your youth," said Wayne.
"Hmm, I never thought about a red car in that way," said Wayne. "What about that yellow one? That's a hot car."
"Yellow? No. There's a reason why animals have yellow on their skins. Yellow tells predators that there are poisonous to eat. Yellow is the wrong color for attracting women," said Wayne. "Trust me. Women will take the color as symbolism to think that you're poisonous."
"Then what color? I don't see myself driving a white car or a black car and everyone has a silver car," said Wayne stopping in front of a white Mustang to consider the car.
"What you want is a blue Mustang. I don't know a woman who doesn't like the color blue," said Jeff escorting Wayne down to a blue Mustang before waving over the salesman. "This is the car right here, a true, blue Mustang GT convertible. Go ahead and sit it in."
"Holy shit. I like the car Jeff but," said Wayne whispering to his friend while reading the window sticker, "this one is forty big ones. Maybe I should buy a used one," said Wayne.
"In the way that you hold onto a car, with the zero financing and the manufacturer's rebates that they're offering, you'll get a better deal buying new," said Jeff. "Besides the last time you bought a new car was when Bush was in office during his first term. Car prices have gone way up along with everything else. I bet you haven't spent a dollar of the inheritance you got from your Dad when he died."
"I've been investing," said Wayne looking sheepishly chagrinned before agreeing with his friend. "You're right. It's time I spent some money."
Wayne bought the blue, Mustang GT convertible.
To be continued...
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Writer shows how to entice readers to read her stories by using mother and son incest.
There are more than fifty-five thousand writers who contribute stories to Literotica. With all of the stories, tens of thousands of them that appear each year and nearly three hundred thousand stories that appear in Literotica's archives, how do I entice readers to read my story on Literotica? Not an easy thing to do, especially when there are so very many other stories on the site vying for the readers' attention, how do I entice a reader to read my story when there are so very many other stories to read?
Since there are so many other stories to read, why would a reader take the time out of his or her busy life to read my story over another story? Surely, no one has the time or the inclination to sit for hours every day to read every, single, new story that posts on Literotica. Chances are readers will go to their one or two favorite authors and/or categories to read the new stories that posted for that day before scrolling down the new story list and/or searching through the archives hoping to find the story or stories that interest them. With so very many stories on the site, chances are that they won't read my story but someone else's story.
For the time they're looking at the daily list of new stories, wanting to read something good, sexy, and hot, Literotica's pornographic and erotic readers are a captive audience just waiting for my story to grab their attention. Nonetheless, my job as a writer, before they scroll by my story to read someone else's story, I must capture their attention for them to read my story. Either by the title, by the category that the story posts in, and/or by my reputation as a writer, my story must reach out and grab them for them to read it. So how do I do that? How do I entice the reader to read my story?
* * * * *
No matter which category a reader favors, typically, it's the title and the first sentence of the story that grabs the readers' attention, even if it's a category that they don't normally read. Another way of grabbing readers' attention is to make all of my titles as close to 35 letters as possible, the most letters that Literotica allows in the story title. That way, by making my story more noticeable in making my title longer, as if waving to the reader to catch their eye, my story title sticks out past all the other story titles. Tricks of the site, for the same reason as stated above, I also make the description line of the story, the line that appears just beneath the title, as long as Literotica allows too, about 60 characters.
As another way to entice readers to read my story over someone else's story, I could write more pornography. Being that most readers prefer reading pornography over erotica, something to get them sexually aroused enough to masturbate over, I could write more stroke stories, instead of writing more erotic, real stories. Writing pornography over erotica is certainly one way to gain more readership but at the sacrifice of those who prefer reading erotica over pornography. Besides, more difficult and rewarding to write, I much prefer writing erotica than I do pornography.
Since most readers prefer reading incest stories, I could write stories for that one specific category and that one select audience. Whether they are mother/son/father/daughter, sister/brother, grandmother/grandfather/grandson/granddaughter, uncle/aunt/niece/ nephew, and mother-in-law/father-in-law/sister-in-law/brother-in-law stories, incest stories are the most popular stories on the site. Dating back to ancient times, even though there is so much more to writing erotica than writing mother and son incest stories, nonetheless and by far, mother and son incest stories remain the favorite incest stories on the site. Why is that?
Call it Sigmund Freud's Oedipus complex, when a man fantasizes killing his father to have sex with his mother, this one storyline, not necessarily killing one's father but definitely having sex with their mothers, seems to be the favorite fantasy of men. Especially but not necessarily, if their mother is a MILF, a mother I'd like to fuck, men love reading about women that are young, sexy, and beautiful enough with young sons that are old enough to give them hot sex. Ergo, if I wanted to entice readers to read my stories, I could concentrate on that one specific category and on that one niche of writing mother and son stories that show a beautiful, young mother seducing her son or a son having his wicked way with his shapely and sexy mother.
Perhaps it's better that I show the reader than to tell the reader how I can entice a reader to read my stories by writing an incestuous story of a mother seducing her son. Perhaps it's better to give the reader an example of what I mean by writing a short, incestuous scenario of a mother with her son. Below is an example of how to entice readers by using a mother and son incest story.
* * * * *
"Mom, I'm home," said Johnny walking in the front door from his college class. "Mom? Where are you?"
* * * * *
Pornography versus erotica, instead of beginning the story with sex between a mother and her son as a pornographic writer would, conversely as an erotica writer, I first need to introduce my characters with some character development to explain who my characters are and what their motivation is. Already from the first line we know the son's name is Johnny and being that he's home from college class, over 18-years-old, he's old enough to attend college. Different from pornography, erotica uses dialogue, description, imagery, and tension to gain and maintain the readers' interest. Even in a pornographic story that's filled with sex but little else, a reader won't read a story unless he or she feels connected to a story by, at the very least, a character that interests them. Unless the reader just wants to read about sex while masturbating, an undeveloped character won't interest anyone to read the story past the sexual parts.
* * * * *
It was just him and his mother now since his father left them five years ago for his sexy secretary, Jennifer, a woman nearly half his age. If taking her husband suddenly leaving her without warning wasn't difficult enough, leaving her for a woman who was young enough to be his daughter was even more difficult. As if he stuck a knife through her heart and left without so much as looking back to see all that he was leaving behind, her, his son, and the good home that she provided, how dare he do that to them?
Thirty-seven-years-old when her husband left her and now 42-years-old, even though Maureen was an attractive woman, how could she compete against a 24-year-old woman? She couldn't. How could she compete against someone so young and carefree? She couldn't.
How could he do that to her and to her son? Five years later, his secretary isn't even thirty-years-old. He's such a pig. How could he abandon her and his child for sex? Wait until Jennifer dumps him for a younger man.
Wait until Jennifer grows older and gets dumped if not by her husband, then by someone else. Wait until it's her turn to cry with a broken heart. What comes around goes around. Young and beautiful now but that won't protect her from rejection later when she's older and not as good looking then as she is now.
Someone who wasn't weighed down with the responsibility of a husband, a child, and a house, could concentrate all of her attention on him, the man that she stole from Maureen, Johnny's father. As a woman and a as person who has her own wants, needs, and desires, she didn't have that kind of time to dote on her husband in the way that his sexy secretary could. Putting herself in the background while caring for their house and their son, she couldn't just forsake herself for him in the way that some, young, immature, slut of a secretary could. There was no getting her husband back or even wanting him back now after how he humiliated her by cheating on her with another woman and a much younger woman at that. Taking the breakup hard and walking around in a daze as if losing her mind, she's been drinking ever since.
* * * * *
Now that we have a brief glimpse of the mother, we need a brief glimpse of the son. Being that this is an incestuous relationship, a mother and son sexual story, chances are that the mother and son will have sex. So now we need to know what motivates them to come together for sex. Why would a mother have sex with her son is more curious than why would a son want to have sex with his mother? Since most sons fantasize about having sex with their mothers at one time or another, it's easier to understand the son's motivation to want to have sex with his mother than it is to understand the mother's motivation to want to have sex with her son. Moreover, normally, with the mother the more mature adult who's more in control of her emotions and with a young son who's eternally horny, it's much easier for a mother to seduce her son than it is for a son to seduce his mother.
* * * * *
"I'm in the kitchen," said his mother leaning against the refrigerator to steady herself while supporting her resolve with a heavy hand on the kitchen counter for what she was about to do.
As soon as Johnny walked in the kitchen, he saw his mother standing in the middle of the room.
"Mom!"
"Hi Johnny," she said nervously smiling at him while taking a sip of her drink. "How was your class?"
How was his class? Who cares about college? As if he had seen a ghost, he stopped dead in his tracks. As if he was still sleeping and dreaming or as if he was drunk or high, he questioned his sanity.
As if his sexual fantasy had come to life, immediately he developed an erection. Then when she turned to face him, she gave him a full frontal view of her. As if posing for a Playboy Playmate photo shoot or as if starring in a porn movie, his mother stood there staring at him staring at her. As if he was having his usual fantasy of seeing his mother naked in his dreams, he couldn't believe his eyes. Naked, naked, naked, with nothing but for her wide, bright smile, his mother was standing there naked.
"You're naked," said Johnny talking to his mother's exposed, big breasts.
She looked down at herself obviously to see all that she was showing and all that he was seeing before looking back at him with a face full of sexual excitement.
"Being that you're stating the obvious, I guess that I am naked. It's a good thing that I didn't open the door to get the mail or the newspaper," she said with a laugh while continuing to stare at him staring at her. "I would have given the neighbors quite the show that I'm giving you now."
Never removing his eyes from her nakedness, staring from her breasts down to her pussy, he stared at her body as if trying to remember every curve of his naked mother. Definitely, never forgetting the naked sight of her, he'll be masturbating over this sexy sight of her for years. She must be drunk for her to be standing there in front of him without her clothes. She must be crazy to be standing in front of him naked.
"Why are you naked?"
* * * * *
Why is the mother naked? We don't know. The reader will have to read more of my story to find out why the mother is naked.
With just the appearance of his naked mother and with just the son asking his mother why she's naked, hopefully, I've already hooked the reader to want to know why the mother is naked and to read more of my story. No doubt aroused that a mother is not only naked in front of her son but also that the reader wants to know why the mother is naked in front of her son, the reader feels compelled to read more of the story.
Instead of mother and son just jumping in bed to have incestuous sex, something usually missing from a pornographic story, what happens next is more character buildup to make the reader not only feel the mother's plight but also see the son's incestuous, sexual excitement. The reader won't care about the characters and about the story, unless I show the reader who the mother and son are. Moreover, such a bold move on the part of the mother, still the unanswered question, the readers want to know why Johnny's mother is naked.
* * * * *
Always looking at her as if undressing her with his eyes, today he didn't have to do that. Right here and right now, as if he was dreaming her, she was already naked. Standing before her son without wearing a dress to conceal her beautiful body, she wasn't wearing a blouse or a bra to conceal her C cup breasts, her pink areolas, and her erect nipples. She wasn't wearing panties to cover her trimmed, auburn pussy and/or her round, firm ass. Standing there naked, she wasn't wearing any clothes.
Standing far enough away from her to take her all in with one glance, he looked from her face to stare at her tits and then at her pussy. With his eyes continually moving up and down from her breasts to her pussy as if he was watching a vertical ping pong game, he was as much sexually excited as he was confused. Glad that she was naked, he thought, but why was she naked? No doubt, either she's lost her mind or she must be drunk. Believing the latter than the former and since she was drinking at this time of day, he figured she was drunk.
* * * * *
Building the tension by delaying in telling the reader the reason why his mother greeted him naked, the reader still wants to know why this mother is standing before her son without her clothes. Moreover, now we know that not only is the son interested in seeing his mother naked but also we know that Johnny wants to have sex with his mother. As it so happens, Johnny has been fantasizing over having sex with his mother for five, long, sexually frustrating years, ever since he turned 18-years-old. Being that his mother is standing there without her clothes, it seems inevitable that mother and son will be having incestuous sex. Especially if incest and especially if mother and son incest is something that interests the reader, thus far, I was successful in enticing the reader to read my story.
* * * * *
"We need to talk Johnny," said his mother taking a big sip of her drink for courage before brushing back her long, red, beautiful hair from her bright, blue eyes.
As if she was a new bride and walking up to her husband to give herself to him on her Honeymoon, she walked to her son to offer herself to him. In the way she's done so many times before, she ran her fingers through his red, soft hair and looked deeply in his blue eyes that matched hers. Then, something she's never done before, she gave him more than a motherly kiss on the lips before surprising him by parting his lips with her tongue while pressing her naked body against him to give him a pelvis to pelvis hump of a hug. Something so very inappropriate that a mother should never do with her son, this mother was French kissing her son while naked.
As if he was dreaming her kiss but using everything around him as a reference that he wasn't dreaming, when she put her arm around his neck, he could hear her ice cubes clinking in her glass. When she French kissed him, he could taste the alcohol on her lips and on her tongue. While hugging him, smelling as if she had just emerged from a fragrant bath of exotic, bath oils, the aroma of the mixture of perfume and body wash reminded him of all the times he cracked open her bathroom and bedroom door to peep on her while she was bathing or dressing. Such a familiar scent, as soon as he opened her door to peek at her nakedness, in a rush of steamy fog, he was greeted by the same smells.
The familiar floral smells of his mother made more powerful with her being naked, as well as the feel of his mother's shapely, naked body was intoxicating. Alas and unfortunately, she had been drinking again. He didn't like her as much when she was drinking. Always worrying about her now, especially whenever she was home alone, he was just glad that she was home and not out driving drunk again. He didn't understand how someone so beautiful and so sexy could be so unhappy to be drinking and now to be standing before him naked.
Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe his mother was naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't remove his eyes from her beautiful, naked body. Naked, naked, naked, wanting to touch her, feel her, and caress her everywhere, he wanted her now more than ever before. All that he could think about was that he was finally seeing his mother naked.
Nonetheless her being naked, he didn't understand why his mother didn't move on and find someone else to take his father's place. Not a happy drunk, he didn't like her when she was drunk. A chore that he didn't mind doing, more than once he had helped her to bed. Never having the courage to undress her, more than once he felt her through her clothes while hoping she was too drunk to notice his inappropriate albeit loving touches of her beautiful, sexy body.
While standing there in the dark watching her sleep, more than once he held her drunken hand to his bulge. Once even, he dared to put his naked cock in her hand. Moving her hand back and forth with his, he had her give him a drunken hand job and stopped just moving her hand before cumming.
So soundly sleeping drunk, he even ran his cock across her lips while imagining his mother sucking him. Involuntarily, he hoped she'd take him in her mouth and suck him but she didn't. More than once, he wished he could strip himself naked and climb in bed bedside her. With his cock buried between her ass cheeks, he imagined spooning her while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples.
His incestuous, sexual fantasy was to undress her on the pretense of putting her bed naked so as not to wrinkle her clothes. He couldn't count the number of times that he masturbated while imagining himself undressing his mother naked for bed. And now, here she is standing in the kitchen naked before him naked. Naked, naked, naked, with his cock aching for her, the incestuous lust that he felt for his mother screamed through his head in the way of a fire alarm. Certainly not needing to undress her for bed now, he could only imagine where he'd touch her when putting her to bed later tonight when she was soundly sleeping.
* * * * *
When developing characters, as part of a character's description and as part of bonding the reader to the story, writers use the five senses, eyes seeing, tongue tasting, hands touching, nose smelling, and ears hearing. Using the five senses connects the reader more to the character. By using the five senses, instead of them just being words on a page, we give characters human traits to make them more real and more believable in the readers' minds. The writer needs to breathe life into the characters so that they won't fall flat and, instead, will move up from the page to become three dimensional in the readers mind.
* * * * *
Unable to control himself with him never having felt his mother's naked body against him before, he returned her kiss before wrapping his arm around his mother's waist to pull her closer and to hug her tighter. A thought he's masturbated over doing many times before, holding and hugging his mother's naked body is something that he never could have imagined the sensation of that he was feeling now. He couldn't believe that he was holding his naked mother in his arms but he was.
He couldn't believe he was French kissing his mother but he was. With a son French kissing his mother, overwhelmed with emotion for his love of his mother, he wanted to help her. He wanted to protect her. He wanted to save her from herself. Only, with his incestuous desire for her getting in his way of ordering her to get dressed, he didn't know how to save his mother from herself or from him.
Overwhelmed with incestuous lust for his mother, putting his sexual needs over her need for psychiatric help, he wanted to make love to her. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to make his mother is sexy bitch who'd give him hot sex anytime he wanted to have hot sex. Maybe now that she was already naked, giving her a real need to see a shrink, he could at least have sex with her before having her see a psychiatrist.



Showing his mother how he truly felt about her, embarrassed by it yet excited by it, he could already feel his huge erection poking his mother in her soft belly through his jeans. Then, he did what he's always wanted to do and what he's done through her jeans or through her panty when lifting her short skirt when she's drunk and sleeping. He slowly dropped his hand down to feel the round, firmness of his mother's naked ass. He looked in her big, blue eyes as if to ask her permission and she gave him a smile and a nod as if giving him the go ahead to feel her full breasts and finger her nipples.
* * * * *
Even though we still don't know why his mother is standing there naked, being that we're now so engrossed in the story of a naked mother allowing her son to kiss her while touching and feeling her naked body, we don't care. Especially those readers who have mothers that they'd like to fuck, they imagined themselves with their naked mothers. Especially those readers who prefer pornography over erotica, they're now more interested with what mother and son does than they are with why the mother stripped herself naked and is standing in front of her son without her clothes in the first place.
Is Johnny going to bend his mother over the kitchen table and fuck her from behind like a dog or is he going to give her shoulder a gentle push as his subtle hint for her to fall to her knees to suck him? Is Maureen going to allow her son to make love to her? Will she suck her son? Being that we now know who the characters are and have already bonded with them somewhat, we are more interested to know what it is they are about to do than why the mother is naked.
* * * * *
"Talk?"
"Yes, we need to talk Johnny," she said.
As if lost in a video game, as if he was texting on his cell phone, or playing on his gaming pad, her buttons to her erogenous zones, his thumbs and index fingers worked her erect nipples. As if she wasn't even there but for her naked body, more engrossed in her naked body than in her words or even why she was standing there naked, he continued feeling his mother's tits while pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
"Talk about what mother?"
"About the birds and the bees," she said with smugness as she looked down to watch his fingers deftly fingering her nipples while quivering with the sexual excitement that he was giving her.
His fingers made her nipples so hard. His fingers, without even touching her pussy, obvious by the way that she was squirming in the way of a grasshopper rubbing it's legs together, already made her so wet.
"The birds and the bees, mother? I don't understand," he said.
"Yes, the birds and the bees," she said. "We need to talk about sex."
Momentarily, he stopped fingering her nipples to look up at her with confusion before returning to touch and feel her breasts and before continuing to finger her nipples. A longtime sexual fantasy of wanting to touch her tits while fingering her nipples, he loved his mother's big breasts. Always trying to sneak a peak of her breasts with down nightgown views of her tits, now that she allowed him to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and caress her breasts while fingering her nipples, he wasn't even listening to her.
"I know all about sex mother," he finally said snidely.
Normally whenever she was drunk and he inappropriately touched and felt his mother through her clothes while putting her to bed, he always felt so wickedly guilty after for taking sexual advantage of her being drunk. Yet, now that she was naked and with her inviting him to see her naked and touch her while naked, too sexually excited to feel guilty, he didn't care. With her already naked, he couldn't wait to climb in bed with her naked too.
"I don't think you do know all about sex," she said with as much attitude as he gave her when he told her that he knows all about sex.
"Why do you say that mother?"
Willing to play her game so long as he could have his horny way with her beautiful breasts, her erect nipples, and her naked body, he continued touching her and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother.
"I found my panties beneath your pillow," she said stiff arming him away from her to pick up her panties from the kitchen counter.
To be continued...
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No longer able to get it up, a man masturbates over sharing his wife and watching.
Jim sat in the darkened corner of his bedroom more contemplating his future with his wife, Natalie, than contemplating about masturbating while watching her having sex with yet another man. If only his neighbors knew what was happening behind his closed, bedroom door, he wondered what they'd think. If only his friends and her friends knew what was happening behind their closed, bedroom door, he wondered what they'd say. Never minding their own business, no doubt blaming him for her having sex with other men, he could only imagine all that her mother and her sister would have to say about their open marriage.
Just once, he'd love to fill her mother's pie hole with his cock. Just once, he'd love to strip her sister naked and give her the fucking that she deserves. His longtime sexual fantasy, he'd loved to make both her mother and her sister his sexual slaves. He imagined tying them both up down his cellar and forcing them to submit to his every sexual whim and perverse desire. Definitely, if he treated them like the submissive bitches that they are by placing gags in their mouths, no doubt, that would stop them from talking and keeping them from not minding their own business, that is, until he forced them to blow him again and again.
Yet, in the angry way that he now felt, finally and for the first time more concerned with himself than with his wife, her mother, or sister, he no longer cared anymore about anything or anyone. His turn to be selfishly self-centered, he didn't care what anyone would think and what anyone would say about him allowing his wife to have sex with other men.
'Fuck them! Fuck them all,' he thought to himself.
With everything always about her, at the time when feeling so vulnerably guilty for not being able to sexually please his wife, he was only thinking of a way to satisfy her sexual needs as his way to stay married to her. Having always been so sexually attracted to her, even now when he can't adequately perform, deep down he still cares for her. Deep down he still wants her and it breaks his heart to share her with other men. He still loves her and maybe because of the way she looks, he loves believing that she loves him too.
No longer able to give her what she really wants, a big, hard cock, his final self-sacrifice for her, maybe having sex with others is what she needs to stay married to him. Nonetheless his willingness to share his wife with other men, missing their romantic and sexual connection, their private pillow talk, and their secret jokes, he wished it was him sexually satisfying his wife and not another man. Surely, not as disturbing for him to have a man's cock inside of his wife's mouth and/or pussy, he wished it just was a woman's fingers and tongue pleasuring her instead of another man's prick. He wished she was bi-sexual instead of being the cock sucking slut of a whore that she is.
Not feeling as possessively jealous if her lover was a woman, he could more easily deal with a woman having sex with his wife than a man. Yet, on the downside, if his wife fell in love with a woman, how could he compete with that? Only the chances of his wife falling for another woman was slim to nil. There was nothing bi-sexual or lesbian about his wife. Conversely, unfortunately, and weighing heavily on his mind, after watching his wife with other men for some time now, the chances of her falling for another man were more than good. With him playing with fire by having other men experience his wife where only a husband should experience his wife, it was inevitable that she'd dump him for someone better, someone who could at least get and maintain an erection.
Yet to her credit, as proof of her sexual preference, and to his dismay that she wasn't into women and something that added more to his sadness and madness, she loved men, tall men, short men, white men, and black men, especially big, black men. Natalie loved cock, the bigger and the harder the better. Unfortunately for him, she loved the two things that he no longer possessed, a big, hard cock. Nonetheless his sexual affliction, exciting the first few times he saw her sucking and fucking someone else, he didn't like the idea that she was enjoying having sex with other men too much now. Just as she was never this sexually animated when having sex with him, she was never this vocal when having an orgasm with him.
"Oh my God! Oh my God! I'm going to cum baby. Yeah, that's it. Right there. Oh baby. Don't stop. Fuck me harder baby. Fuck me deeper. Fuck me faster. Oh my God, I love your big, hard cock baby. Don't stop. Please don't stop. You're going to make me cum baby. You're going to make me cum. Yes! Yes! Yes!"
Not so much the fact that his wife was sucking and fucking someone else that bothered him, it was the small things that angered and enraged him. It was one thing for her to suck and fuck another man but it bothered him when she called another man baby. As if a sudden jolt of electricity to his brain, her words coming out her mouth when addressed to another man was shocking.
Baby is what she called him. He was her baby, her one and only baby, or so he thought. Now with another man's cock buried deep inside of her and with another man cumming in her mouth and her swallowing, obviously the pricks of other men was her key for her to blurt out baby to anyone. In the way that his grandmother called everyone dear, his wife now called everyone who gets her off baby.
"Baby, baby, baby," now instead of feeling special whenever she called him that, he hates the endearment baby.
Instead of calling him baby, she should call him sucker or stupid asshole. Being that he's so pussy whipped, instead of calling him baby, she should play the soundtrack of a bullwhip snapping every time he walks into and leaves a room with her in it, especially when he relents to give her something else that she wants.
"WH-tishhh!"
"Thank you baby," she said when he bought her diamond earrings.
Instead of him fawning over her saying that, now his skin crawled whenever she said that. Loving the sound of it before, as if he was her one and only man and her calling him baby was proof that she was his sexy woman, he now hates the sound of her voice.
"And another thing," he said during their next argument. "Don't call me baby." Only, even though he finally told her how he felt, he could still hear the bullwhip snapping when he left the room.
"WH-tishhh!"
With her claws still buried deep in his back and in his wallet, still feeling the sting of the vision of her having sex with others, she still had a hold on him. Unable to help himself, and unable to say no being the spineless, jellyfish that he is, whatever she wanted, he'd give her. With her so different from her first wife, he loved her. He really loved her.
"WH-tishhh! WH-tishhh!
* * * * *
Now that he's seen his wife in action with other men, so very many other men, too many other men, having fallen from her high perch on his pedestal, he couldn't help but think that she's a slut. Never thinking that about her before, he constantly thought about that now. His wife is a cock sucking slut. Always thinking her as so special and so innocent, especially with her wearing white at their wedding, he couldn't believe he was deceived into marrying a whore. What was he thinking? How could he be so stupid?
"WH-tishhh!"
At a time when he was getting regular erections, constant blowjobs and fucking her sideways every night, obviously he was thinking with his cock instead of his brain. Smitten by the gorgeous way she looked, a tall, busty, beautiful, blonde, and truly believing that someone who looked like her would fall in love with someone who looked like him, he should have known better. Not listening to his inner voice then, now he couldn't help but think that, even when she was faithfully married to him and was a good wife, so she says, that she was a no good whore.
Suspecting that she tricked him to give her what she really wanted a long, leash for her to have sex with other men, she always gets what she wants. After seeing the best of her, now thinking the worst of her, he wondered if she had sex with others before he even agreed to have this open marriage arrangement. He wondered about all of those long nights that she supposedly worked late at the office. What could she possibly do that was so important to her boss and so valuable to her company for her to work so many late hours? How stupid could he be to trust her?
"Honey, don't wait up for me. I'm working late again," she said walking out the front door. Even worse than her lying to him, he believed her. "Bye," she said in a way that he imagined her saying bye for the last time.
* * * * *
With all the money he earned owning a construction business, she didn't have to work but she wanted to work. Now he wondered if she had been sucking and fucking her boss for all of the big, pay raises she's received in such a short time. He wondered who else she had been fucking and sucking when she supposedly stayed out late and stayed overnight with her girlfriends because, supposedly, she was too drunk to drive home.
"Don't forget Jim that next Friday is girls' night out and I'll probably crash as Cindy's house again," she said and he believed her.
With his eyes finally wide open, he wondered about all those overnight trips to New York that she took for her company. Now he wondered if she took those trips alone or if her boss was with her too? Did they share the same room? He suspected the only business they conducted was monkey business.
With all the cheating he imagined she's done, being that she already and always had an open marriage, how could he be so stupid to agree to this official, open marriage arrangement? With her rubbing her insatiable, sexual appetite in his face, some open marriage this is. The best of both worlds, she has it all while sucking and getting fucked and he has nothing but to masturbate himself and hoping to cum while watching her having all the fun. Suddenly feeling the sting of whip burns across his ass and buttocks, he's such a sucker.
"WH-tishhh!"
Yet, accepting all of the responsibility for having diabetes, for being impotent, and for agreeing to share his wife with other more virile men, he had no one to blame but himself. Now feeling sorry for his sad, poor, pitiful self, he wished he was more of a man to give his wife the fucking that she needs. Too late now, with her despoiled by other men, much better men than him, and with him angry that he can't give her what she wants and needs, what he thought they once had is ruined. With too many people in their marriage, her mother, her sister, and now all of these men, he was losing her. Even when she's alone with him, already gone from him to look off preoccupied in thought, she's not there with him.
"Ruined. It's all ruined. I never should have relented into allowing her to having sex with others, so many others," he said with his head in his hands. "My first and fatal mistake, I shouldn't have married her in the first place. No going back now, why did I agree to her having sex with other men?"
* * * * *
Manipulated, tricked, and deceived, agreeing to allow her to have sex with other men was his way of keeping the peace and keeping her sexually satisfied and happy. He was the one who suggested that they have an open marriage after all, a one-sided marriage actually, with his wife having all of the sexual fun and him just watching while masturbating and hoping to cum. It was exciting to watch her in the beginning but not so much fun for him now.
Her diversion and something to soothe her sexual frustration, he figured that she'd have sex with only one or two men. He didn't think that she'd embrace the idea of having regular sex with others, so very many others. He didn't know she'd be such a whore about their new open marriage relationship. Deep down hoping that she'd reject the idea of having sex with anyone but with him out of respect for him and for his feelings, his wife surprised him by readily agreeing to accept other sexual partners in their bed.
"Whore! Slut! How could she do that to me?" He stared at the wall while imagining her with this man or with that man. "Doesn't she know how I feel? What about me? What about my feelings?"
Already gone, even though she's still here sucking and fucking, it was then that he knew that he had lost her. For her to readily agree to this sexual arrangement and for to give herself to so many men, it was then that he knew that he never had her to lose. Obvious to him now, in the way that he presented her the opportunity to leave her parents' house and her small town nearly fifteen years ago, if not now then surely soon, whenever a better opportunity presented itself, she'd leave him too.
With him no longer in her bed and with him no longer in her head, it was then that he knew that her heart was already gone to someone else. He wondered which man would take her from him. Good luck to him. Now that he knows the type of woman that she is, he wouldn't wish her on his best friend or his worst enemy.
* * * * *
Usually, her way of saying thank you, she'd look over at him and smile while another man was pounding her pussy and fucking her so hard that he wondered how she didn't receive a concussion. Imagine that? Not even considering how he felt, she was selfishly happy getting fucked while he sat in the corner staring at her. While another man fucked her mouth, she'd stare at him with sexual excitement in the way she used to look up at him with her big, blue eyes when she was on her knees blowing him.
Unable to see him in the darkened corner of the bedroom, he could see her beneath the nightlight. With the glow of light perched over her head as if she was an angel wearing a halo and he was the Devil seething in the corner, he grew to hate her smile. He grew to hate her for the woman he thought she was and the woman that she's now become.
So selfishly outrageous, he grew to hate the inaudible and unintelligible sounds she made while making love. Sounds that would, no doubt, haunt him for the rest of his miserable life, instead of dreaming about her having sex with her again, he'd have nightmares of her having sex with everyone. Now figuring more correctly than incorrectly that if she knew a man, she was having sex with him. Never seeing her for what she was before, a gold digging bitch and an opportunist, her having sex with other men has been an eye opening experience. Able to hide her true self from him before, it was impossible to hide her true feelings when so sexually aroused now.
Now more sad than sexually excited when watching his wife with another man, he wished his life was different. He wished he had married better. He wished he had married one of the women from his old neighborhood instead of trying to reach beyond his limitations. He wished he had married for love than marrying for an image. She was his Christie Brinkley and he was her Billy Joel. With her being so tall and him being so short, cute and funny before, now that he was bald and fat and she was even more beautiful, he hated the comparison now.
With even masturbation eluding him, his release that he could always count on before as a last resort, he was having trouble getting and maintaining an erection even with his own hand. As hard and as fast as he stroked himself at the sight and the sounds of his wife sucking and fucking another man's cock, he was unable to get himself hard. With all of the troubled water rushing beneath their bridge, was it any wonder?
As much as he watched another man feeling her big, phony tits that cost him a fortune to give her and sucking on her erect nipples while moving down the length of her beautiful body to lick and finger her pussy, he was unable to maintain an erection. He wished he could still do all that was being done to her now. He wished he was the man instead of just the voyeur sitting impotently in the corner. Ironically, he'd have a better chance of getting hard and maintaining an erection if he thought of baseball, especially now that the Red Sox are still in first place.
"Batter up! Another man is at his front door awaiting a naked audience with his wife."
"Hi baby. How are you? Let's go up to the bedroom," she'd say greeting her men at the front door while looking like an expensive, gift wrapped package awaiting them to unwrap.
* * * * *
Uselessly limp, usually ending up sore, his cock would only get half as hard as it did before. With his heart aching for all that he had given up and for all that he was about to lose with allowing his wife to have sex with other men, he was just as broken as was his cock. Assuredly, he was better off not knowing who she was sucking and fucking before. Now with a live weekly show in his bedroom, the pretenses of her being his faithful, loyal, loving wife were just as dead as his cock. Too young to be impotent, what did he do to deserve this?
As if trying to blow up a balloon that won't expand, in the way that the air leaks out of an inflatable raft when half-filled after giving up trying to blow it up and letting go, his cum leaks out of his cock. His badge of honor as a man, for someone who is so powerfully influential and successful in the business world, his limp dick is a total embarrassment to him. For the first time in his life, even though he was hugely successful in business, he felt like such a failure.
As if his prick is puking instead of cumming, as if his cock is a pussy, red, raw sore, his cum eventually just oozes out of his cock when half-hard without giving him that sexual satisfied feeling. Watching his cum leaking out of his cock instead of gushing out was akin to a firework display loaded with duds or a gun misfiring when he needed it to fire the most. A real disappointment to him in the way that his slut of a wife is, not able to try again for another 24 hours, he stared down at his sleeping cock with sexual frustration.
"Wake up! What's wrong with you? Don't fail me now," he said slapping at his limp prick with his hand. "Look at her. She's beautiful. She's sexy," he said holding up his cock and pointing it in her direction as if his little prick could see. "How could you not be sexually excited over her? How could you not want to fuck her? You're not even hard enough for her to suck you?"
* * * * *
He remembered the days when he could masturbate five times within a twenty-four hour period. He remembered the days when he'd give his wife three orgasms, one with his finger, one with his mouth, and another with his cock. He remembered the days that she'd suck him and wouldn't stop sucking him until he exploded in her mouth and she swallowed every drop before licking him clean. He remembered the days when she adored his cock and never talked about sucking and fucking another man's prick.
He remembered the days when she belonged to him and in the way that he never thought of another woman, he never thought of her having sex with another man. He remembered the days when she made him feel so special by calling him baby. Now, here he is trying to masturbate while watching his wife having yet another sexual adventure with yet another man and with her calling him baby. What's wrong with this picture?
The sensation of cumming with half an erection wasn't nearly as satisfying when masturbating and cumming with a full erection. Even when he could masturbate by watching his wife having sex with another man or by thinking about getting a blowjob from his hot, bitch of a mother-in-law or having sex with her sexy, bitch of a sister, masturbation didn't give him the pleasure and the sexual satisfaction that it once did. Not even a close second, even when he could masturbate, masturbation didn't give him the pleasure that he once had when having sex with his beautiful, sexy wife.



Now, watching his wife having sex with yet another man, he felt compelled to do something other than to just sit there and watch her sucking, fucking, and making love to someone other than him. As if masturbation was his chosen, perverse, secret fetish to do, sadly his only self-abuse duty left for him to do, while watching his wife sucking and fucking, he reluctantly unzipped himself, pulled out his cock, and fondled and stroked his cock outside of his pants in the dark. In the hopes of receiving some sort of sexual satisfaction by masturbating while watching other men going at his wife in the way that he used to go at her, he wanted to cum. But too jealous, hurt, and too impotently angry, most times he couldn't cum.
Instead of feeling like the macho man he once was or the swinger that he prefers to think he is now in sharing his wife, he more felt much like the pervert that he's become in allowing his wife to be so sexually used and abused by other men while he watches them in seething silence. More than that, it's one thing for his wife and for strangers to know that he's impotent but he didn't want his friends, neighbors, and co-workers, especially his construction crew of employees, to know that he's impotent. The boss man unable to get it up is not a good thing in his business.
He could just hear the whispers and the laughter behind his back. He didn't want anyone to know that he was no longer a man, a man's man, a manly man, and a macho man. He'd be so embarrassed if anyone he knows knew that he could no longer get an erection enough to sexually satisfy his wife, especially when having a wife who looks like her.
When sitting out on the sidewalk on their coffee breaks and lunch break with the men he employed, they always talked about doing other women. Whether movie stars or strangers, it was always the same stupid but sexually driven and erotically exciting talk. In the way that the guys joked around about wanting to bang this passing woman and wishing that passing woman would suck them, his friends knowing his personal penis problems would take all the fun out of his sexy, women watching games. Yet nonetheless his personal penis plight, he wondered how many other man had his problem.
* * * * *
Sworn to secrecy not to discuss what happens behind his closed, bedroom door, Mike, his best friend, was in bed with Natalie. While Mike was upstairs fucking his wife and his wife was sucking Mike, Jim could have waited downstairs while watching TV. He could have gone for a drive and returned home after they did their thing but he has more of a chance getting hard while watching someone else giving his wife hot sex. Only, knowing what was going on in his bedroom, he didn't want to watch TV or go for a drive. Needing to see, he wanted to stay there to watch.
He has more of a chance of cumming when watching his wife sucking someone else's cock and being fucked by another man. Besides, not only did he want to stay there to see, he needed to be there to watch. As if he had any chance of stopping that, staying with them in the room was his fruitless way to make sure that his wife didn't fall in love with someone else. Screwy logic at best, staying with her in the room somehow made him still feel connected to her and that he shared something that he could no longer do with her by allowing another man to do what he could no longer do.
With the increasingly wide gap that his impotency distanced himself from his wife's sexual emotions, the only thing that could bridge that gap was for him getting a hard enough erection to make love to her, to fuck her, and to satisfy her sexually. In the angry way that he felt now, he wished he could take her anally and give her the fucking that she needed to have for him to feel that he controlled her again, even though he now realized that he never did. Moreover, with him needing to be there, he didn't want them bonding more than they already were bonding when humping and sweating while in the throes of having passionate sex. It was one thing for another man to have sex with his wife but he didn't want another man to possess his wife in the way that he thought he did. It was one thing for his wife to have sex with another man but that was where he wanted their connection to end.
Afraid of losing her, he didn't want his wife to fall in love with another man. He didn't want them talking any more than they were talking now while having sex. He didn't want them having their little, sexual secrets that he once had with her. Wanting their sex to be as impersonal as possible and without even pillow talk, he didn't want them laughing and sharing private jokes.
He didn't want them professing their love for one another while he was downstairs watching TV or in his car driving around the neighborhood. It was one thing for them to be physically close but he didn't want them to be emotionally close too. Not so bad, actually, what worked for her agreeing to have sex with other men worked for him too for a while, that is, so long she doesn't broach the boundaries of their open marriage arrangement by falling in love.
To be continued...
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No longer able to get it up, a man tires of watching his wife with other men while masturbating.
Spending more of his hard earned money to buy another whole new outfit that she'd wear only for a few minutes to have sex with another man was always a sore point with him. If it wasn't enough with her buying a new outfit, it was her disappearing for hours on a shopping spree. He always wondered who she was with and what she was doing.
She had plenty of other clothes to wear. She had clothes she never even wore hanging there in her closets with the tags still on them. As if to celebrate the occasion and as if her having sex with another man wasn't painful enough for him, as if rubbing it in his face with a new outfit just for some other guy, she had to buy new clothes and shoes too.
An endless money pit, always buying something new and expensive instead of wearing something that she already had in her expansive closet, she spent his money as if he had inexhaustible supply of cash just to spend on her. And the sucker that he is, in the way that he allowed her to spend so much of his money, she did seemingly have an inexhaustible supply of money. Money, money, money, it was all about sex and money when living with her.
Every month he paid her five figure credit cards, Visa, Master Card, and American Express. He paid more in monthly charge card totals than some people earn in a year. How can anyone spend so much money in just one month? Then, when multiplying those numbers by twelve, she was charging six figures for clothes, shoes, golf and tennis lessons, massages at the spa, hair and makeup at the salon, gas for her car, and going out to lunch with the girls. An endless list of charges, pages of expenditures, the expense to maintain her and to keep her happy never ended.
When it takes him ten minutes to look presentable, his wife spent the last two hours getting herself ready. Two hours just to get ready for sweaty, messy, and mussed up sex. She spent two hours of her life just to be stripped naked and fucked. Between all of the beauty sleep that she requires, the two hours that it takes her to get ready, and the hours of shopping that she must do before readying herself for another man to fuck her, that's half the day that he doesn't see her at all. Then, when he does see her, she never looks the way she does now and for him as she does when getting ready for another man.
"How do I look?"
Instead of telling her that she looks beautiful again, just once, he'd love to tell her that she looks like a whore, a cunt, and the frigging bitch that she is.
"You look beautiful Natalie," said Jim kissing her on the cheek when she turned her head.
"Sorry. I don't want to ruin my lipstick," she said with a plastic smile.
Doing her hair and her makeup and picking out which new clothes to wear for her only to be stripped naked, obviously she was enjoying their open marriage more than he was. Looking so stunningly gorgeous and so crotch grabbing sexy, he forgot how much money she spent to look so naturally beautiful. Acting so coyly innocent, not for him but for someone else, she now looked how he remembered she looked when they first dated. She was such a raving beauty and still is thanks to him bankrolling her hair, makeup, skin crèmes, massages, perfumes, and wardrobe. If only he knew what he was getting into then, he never would have asked her to marry him.
* * * * *
With his wife naked and on the bed, Jim slowly masturbated while watching his wife having sex with his best friend Mike. All sworn to the same secrecy that Mike had sworn to, it was his neighbor Jerry having sex with his wife last week and, the week before, it was his employee, Larry, having sex with his wife. With her now having regular sex with Mike, Jerry, and Larry, seemingly just as there was an inexhaustible supply of money for her to spend for her to get herself ready to have sex with other men, there was an inexhaustible supply of men for her to suck and fuck. Sometimes at the spur of the moment or at the most inconvenient and unplanned time, when he just wanted to come home and relax, always there was another man in his bedroom doing to his wife what he should be doing to his wife.
"For better or for worse, 'til death do you part," he remembered taking his vows. Only, if he had to spend the rest of his miserable life watching his wife sucking and fucking other men while he feebly tried to masturbate, he'd rather be dead. A great existence for her to have her sexual fun with no consequences while spending all of his money, this was no kind of life for him. Walking around sexually frustrated before when he first couldn't get it up, now he was just frustrated with her, with himself, with everything, and with everyone, including his so called friends who routinely fucked his wife.
As if sitting on a dock at the edge of a bay, he could sense his wife slipping away. As if she was sleeping naked in a rowboat, he sat there while watching the current take her away. Always cherishing her and cherishing the love that he had for her, never wanting her to slip away before, all for the best now, he was ready for her to go.
'Bye Natalie. Bye. Have a safe trip,' he imagined himself saying to her.
He thought of Paul Simon's song, Slip Sliding Away. "Slip sliding away, slip sliding away. You know the nearer your destination, the more you slip sliding away. Whoa and I know a man, he came from my hometown. He wore his passion for his woman like a thorny crown. He said Dolores, I live in fear. My love for you is so overpowering, I'm afraid that I will disappear."
In love with her, overwhelmed by her, swallowed up whole by her, as soon as he accepted Natalie in his life, he no longer existed. Her bitch, he no longer had a life. Everything was all about her. If only he had the courage to leave her but forever in her power, he should have slipped, slid away long ago. All that he has to do to change his mind of leaving her is just to look at her face, her body, and to gaze in her big, blue eyes.
Now when he looked at her, he couldn't help himself from thinking of the Eagle's old song, Witchy Woman. "Raven hair and ruby lips, sparks fly from her fingertips. Echoed voices in the night, she's a restless spirit on an endless flight. Woo hoo witchy woman, see how high she flies. Woo hoo witchy woman, she got the moon in her eye." When he looked at her, in that instant, he knew she was gone.
Already sick and tired of her, why he was still with her was a mystery to him. No longer looking at him with love and in the way she used to look at him, she no longer laughs at his stupid jokes. She barely talks to him. Talking more to her neighbors and to her friends, spending hours on the phone talking to her mother or her sister about God knows what, she clams up whenever he walks in the room. Obvious now with nothing in common that he thought they had in common before, instead of talking to him, she reads book after book. At least hoping she'd talk to him about what she's reading or just read, she doesn't even talk to him about that. Who reads a book and doesn't share what she just read?
* * * * *
The odd thing is that even when he was able to get an erection, he was lucky to have sex with Natalie once a month. Always too busy, too tired, too sleepy, or she had a headache, a backache, or an ass ache, she never availed herself to him in the way that she avails herself to others. For someone who took two hours to get ready, what was she getting ready for if not for him? She never took that amount of time to get ready for him in the way that she takes that amount of time to get ready for others.
Now here she is fucking and sucking men every week, sometimes even twice a week, and he's fool enough to sit there and watch her. As if two boats drifting further apart, with her sudden and seemingly insatiable sexual appetite and with his sex drive diminishing, her sex drive is increasing. Sometimes, instead of using their friends, neighbors, and co-workers for sex, they just go to a bar outside of the city to pick up a man to bring home for his wife to suck and fuck. It's all about her being satisfied, sexually and otherwise. It's all about her and never about him.
In the hot way that his wife looks, it was easy to find a man who'd want to have sex with her. Tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful, what man, old or young wouldn't want to do her? He still wants to have sex with her, if only he could. Now that she's free to have sex with other men, she's done them all. Older men, younger men, and black men. She enjoys having sex with black men the best.
"Black men are better lovers," she admitted to him over breakfast the next morning after sucking and fucking a big, black man. "Black men seem more appreciative to have sex with a white woman, especially a blonde with big tits and a tight ass," she said with an annoying little laugh.
Afraid to broach the subject with her before when he could have erections, knowing she never would, her comment made him wonder if she had anal sex with her black lover. He always wanted to stick his cock up her ass but knowing her and by the comments she made that anal sex was animalistic, she'd never want to have anal sex with him. Now she's insinuating that she had anal sex with a big black man last night. How dare she? If she's trying to make him jealous, she just did. If she trying to make him angry, she accomplished that too.
'Frigging whore. Fucking cunt,' he thought to himself. Something he'd never say to her face for fear that she'd hire a divorce attorney and strip him clean of as much money as she could, he thought to himself now.
How dare she? How could she be so insensitive to his wants and needs to give all that she gives to a stranger when she never sexually accommodated him in that way, even when he extravagantly supports her? And how could he have been so stupid not to take all that he wanted and needed to have from her. Now that he can't, he should have just used and abused her then in the way that she's using and abusing him now. She was his wife in his bed, he should have just flipped her over and pounded her tight, little ass with his big, hard cock in the way that he imagined her big, black boyfriend pounding her ass with his big, black cock.
Yet, even now, now that he could no longer be a virile man and now that he no longer wanted her in that way, no longer caring, instead of asking her the question that he wanted to ask of her about her having anal sex with a black man, he feigned his disinterest.
"You don't say," he said picking up the newspaper to read.
"Yes," she said looking at him while slowly eating a banana as if she was sucking a cock. She was teasing him. Knowing that he couldn't get an erection and knowing that he was sexual frustrated, he couldn't believe she was teasing him. God she's such a maniacal bitch. "Definitely black men have bigger cocks," she said with a mouthful of chewed banana that give him an image of her having a mouthful of her lover's cum.
Never thinking that he ever would and not thinking that he ever could, he was beginning to hate her. Maybe her cooking is the reason for his diabetes, not that she ever cooked. Definitely being that they ate out so much and ordered takeout when not eating out, no doubt, all of that rich, carb laden and sugar sweetened food attributed to his diabetes. Knowing he had a weakness for soda and didn't have the self-control to make the switch himself, he asked her to buy diet soda but she never did. It's as if she hoped to encourage his diabetes to worsen.
Maybe that blood pressure pill his doctor prescribed is the reason for his impotency, damn side effects. Being that they see the same doctor, maybe she's in cahoots with his doctor for him to keep his testosterone low and his cock soft. Maybe she puts impotency powder, saltpeter, in his food that was prescribed to her by his doctor. In the way that he thought crazy things, he was beginning to wonder if his impotency was affecting his mind. Definitely her having so much sex with others while spending his money was making him insane. Yet, even after trying testosterone supplements and Viagra, what worked before, no longer worked now and he wondered if there wasn't some truth to what he thought about her trying to purposely make him impotent by the foods he eats and the pills he takes.
"You make me wish I was a black man," he said with a sad, little laugh while wanting to add with a big, hard cock that I could stick up your tight, little ass, you cunt.
Even though he wanted to say that, he didn't dare say that but he figured that she knew it was there on his mind and on the tip of his tongue. Just as he suspected that she took it up the ass, she wasn't admitting that she took some strange, black man's cock up her ass.
"You a black man?" She laughed. "Don't be silly," she said with him thinking that she was about to pay him a compliment before crushing him. "Your cock is too small for you to be a black man," she said with her annoying, fucking laugh.
For the first time in his nearly fifteen years of marriage to her, he wanted to slap her across her face. Punching her in her stomach and kicking her in her cunt, he visualized beating the snot out of her before stripping her naked, turning her around, bending her over and fucking her hard up her ass hole.
'God, she's such a miserable bitch of a fucking asshole of a cunt,' he thought to himself.
Maybe if he treated her in the way she treated him, maybe if he acted more the man instead of the grateful husband to be married to someone who looks like her, he'd get an erection. Maybe he should have laid the law down with her long ago when she just had to have this instead of that, even when that always cost more than this. Selfish, self-centered, and spoiled, finally he was seeing her for who she was.
Instead of being so beautiful, she was ugly. What she was on the inside was finally revealing itself on the outside. Who she was inside distorted her face in a cartoonish image of what he never saw before until now. As if she was the witch in Snow White and the Huntsman, every time she opened her mouth to demand something more, she grew uglier.
"Mirror, mirror on the wall, who's the fairest of them all?"
* * * * *
It all started when he was no longer able to maintain an erection long enough and hard enough to penetrate her deep enough and long enough to sexually satisfy his wife. She didn't help the matter with her hurtful comments and by her calling him names, limp dick, squishy, and rubber man. Instead of satisfying her with his cock, putting aside his own sexual satisfaction for her sexual satisfaction, he satisfied her with his finger and with his tongue. Then, after a while, instead of being satisfied with that, wanting more, always wanting more, and whatever he gave her wasn't enough, she'd just roll over and go to sleep. Yet, just as he wasn't sleeping either, he knew that she wasn't sleeping. He knew that she was as sexually frustrated as he was.
Only, truth be known, with his impotency worsening, he wasn't sexually frustrated at all. After years of not being able to perform, summoning up the energy to have sex with her was just another bothersome nuisance, as if summoning up the energy to rake leaves or shovel snow. Now because of his impotency worsening, he no longer cared if he had sex with her ever again. If it wasn't for his wife holding up the mirror of his impotency to his face, he wouldn't even think about having sex with her or with anyone, even her hot mother and/or her sexy sister. Although, if only for comparison sake, just once, he'd love to see her mother and sister naked.
No longer wasting his precious time looking at dirty photos of naked women or reading dirty stories loaded with X-rated sexual content about having sex with mothers-in-law and sisters-in-law, with that part of his life as dead as his limp dick, he was free to do other things. Only, he didn't do anything else other than setting up sexual dates for his wife while thinking of, feeling bad, and feeling guilty about his impotency. Even though none of it was his fault, down deep where he didn't show how he felt, it bothered him that he was no longer a virile man. Wishing that his cock wasn't so limp, so small, and his testicles weren't shrinking, he spent his time wishing that he could give his wife hot sex. For all the times she's fucked him up his ass by spending his money and making him feel bad by the attention she gives her lovers, just once he'd love to fuck her up her ass too.
Wishing there was such a thing as a penis implant in the way that there were breast implants, he'd give anything to give his wife an orgasm with his cock again. No doubt there is something to give him an erection but he wouldn't want some urologist sticking a steel rod in his cock. As if he was a robot with a bionic cock, he wouldn't want to have a constant erection. Besides, even if he had a steel, artificially hardened cock, he wouldn't have that sexual feeling that goes along with having a natural erection. The electrical connection between his brain and his cock is forever severed.
* * * * *
Her having sex with other men was their alternative plan for her to satisfy her sexual needs. With Jim impotent from diabetes, he no longer had very much of a sex drive. Once something he'd do for the sake of keeping her sexually satisfied, he wasn't even interested in giving his wife oral sex. Even when she tried giving him oral sex, he couldn't get hard enough to cum. He always had to finish himself off while she watched. Then, after a while, he couldn't even masturbate himself to an orgasm, that is, without watching her sucking and fucking another man. Now, even when watching her with other men, sometimes he managed to cum, but recently he couldn't even do that. When not even being able to masturbate himself, feeling more like the name she called him, he felt more like rubber man. He felt like such a failure.
He could tell, from out of all her lovers, about a dozen different and new ones in the past two years that she liked Mike the best. She sucked his cock as if she was a cheap dance hall whore. With her arms in the air as if she was riding the mechanical bull at the bar and her tits bouncing up and down and side to side when fucking him, he hasn't seen Natalie fucking like that since their Honeymoon. Obviously Mike really enjoyed having sex with his wife too in the way that after pounding her pussy, he made love to her in the way that he used to do and the way that it pains his heart to watch someone else do that to his wife, the once love of his life.
"The arrangement was for him to fuck you and not to make love with you," he said to her later when he saw that dreamy look on her face that told him she was enjoying having sex with Mike more than she should.
He wished his wife didn't have to do this to him. He wished he didn't have to watch his wife having sex with other men. He wished his wife had refused his offer to have sex with other men. Yet, what was he supposed to do when he couldn't get and maintain an erection hard enough and long enough to part her pussy? He's tried Viagra. He's tried Andro-gel, a testosterone supplement. Both of those worked for a while years ago but not now that he's older, paying for the expensive prescriptions are just a waste of money. With nothing working for him now, he's given up rubbing crèmes on his shoulder and popping little blue pills.
His doctor told him that if he lost weight the diabetes would lessen, along with the side effects of impotency too. He's lost thirty pounds with exercise and dieting but now stuck at a plateau, he hasn't lost another pound in two years. Matter of fact, giving up trying to lose weight, he's gained a few pounds after agreeing to allow his wife to have sex with other men. The only thing that he could think of to keep his wife happy and for her not to leave him was to allow her to have sex with other men.



He wished she wanted a kid but too selfish to share the spotlight of her life with someone else, even her own child, she never wanted children. Children would have kept her from thinking about sex. After being too tired from working and caring for children, she probably wouldn't want to have sex as much as he now didn't want to have sex. Only now with her nearly 40-years-old and him 45-years-old, even if she agreed to have a child now, he'd be 63-years-old by the time the kid graduated high school.
* * * * *
It was when he returned home from work that he found the note on the kitchen table with his plate of food, Chinese takeout. With the food still warm, she must have just left.
Dear Jim,
I can't do this anymore. I've left with Mike. I love him and he loves me. I'll return for my things when you're not home.
Love,
Natalie
Love Natalie? Love me? She doesn't even like me. Love my ass. She doesn't know the meaning of the word. That's it? Not much of a note after nearly fifteen years of marriage.
She can't do this anymore? What can't she do anymore? Spend all of his money? Maybe she can't bear to make him feel bad anymore when having orgasms with every man that he knows and every stranger she just met and brought home to satisfy her sexual urges? How dare she? What about him? When is it his turn to have some sexual fun?
"I hate you Natalie. I hate you Jim," he said ready to throw his food against the wall but with her no longer there to clean up the mess, he didn't toss his food. Besides, after working all day, he was hungry.
Somewhat relieved that she was gone, a constant nagging thorn in his side about wanting sex, he no longer had to deal with her. Moreover now that he didn't have to lose any more weight to supposedly reverse his impotency, he could eat whatever he wanted whenever he wanted. Finally, after fifteen years of bowing down to the queen of mean, he was free of her. Able to go and do what he wants, finally he can live his life.
To be continued...
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Without using her hand, her mouth, and her pussy, a woman finds a novel way for her man to receive and maintain an erection by using just her words.
In the way that his wife always thought about herself and no one else, realizing now that he was only thinking about himself when trying to masturbate because of his impotency, he finally thought about how Mike's wife, Connie, must feel now that her husband is gone. He thought about their children who no longer had a father. How can a father abandon his family for a bitch of a woman, Jim's wife, Natalie?
Such a relief, he was happy that she was gone? Gone, gone, gone, Natalie was gone. Now able to focus on someone else other than on Natalie, he wondered how Connie was taking the news. In the way that he felt about his wife leaving him, he wondered if Connie was just as happy that her husband left her. Or was she upset and brokenhearted that Mike left her?
Erasing his mind of Natalie, Jim, and Connie, he tried to relax by turning on the television. With Natalie long gone and no longer the focus of his thoughts, it was when he was watching television that he heard someone rap at his front door.
"Rap, rap, rap."
As if he was suddenly Edgar Allen Poe and the light rapper was the raven, who's that rap, rap, rapping at my chamber door? Just a light rap but loud enough for him to hear it over the television, he muted the TV to listen.
"Rap, rap, rap."
There it was again. Unmistakable this time, definitely there was someone rapping at his door. Unnerved with the diabolical Edgar Allen Poe on his mind and that someone would be rapping at his door at this late hour, he wondered who it was. Could it be Natalie coming home to ask his forgiveness? Nah, now that she's gone, she'll never return. Or maybe she's here to pick up the things she left behind but with her still having keys to his house, why didn't she use her key? Now realizing the selfish bitch that she is, maybe its Mike returning to punch him in the nose for arranging him to be involved with his wife in the first place.
Funny that someone would knock rather than ring the doorbell. Again, he wondered who it was. The only person he knew who was in the habit of knocking instead of ringing the bell was Mike's wife, Connie. Funny that he should think of Connie now that her husband took off with his wife when he hasn't seen her in two years. Suddenly free of Natalie and with Connie free of her husband, he wondered if there was any chance for them to rekindle something that may have been there so very long ago.
Now with his mind filled with Connie instead of Natalie, she was the only one in the habit of knocking instead of ringing because of their dog going crazy with the doorbell. Yet they haven't had the dog in nearly two years, since Jim started fucking Natalie. With Connie not coming around anymore, how would she know that he no longer had a dog? He hasn't seen Connie since before they put the dog down. Now excited in thinking that it may be her, he hoped that it was Connie rapping at his front door.
"Rap, rap, rap." He hoped she was alone. "Rap, rap, rap." If he wasn't so impotent, he'd love to rap her pussy. "Rap, rap, rap."
Needing a familiar face to talk to, hoping it was her and no one else, Jim got up from his easy chair to answer the door. He wondered if she looked the same or if she packed on the pounds that so many women do after having children and never losing the weight. No doubt the reason why Natalie was so shapely thin was because she didn't have any kids. Suddenly, he imagined Natalie fat. She's probably kill herself. He imagined Connie fat, she'd probably take her excess weight in stride in the way she does with everything else that has happened in her life, even her husband leaving her for Natalie. Just as he suspected, it was Connie and she looked just as lovely as ever.
Dressed in a short skirt that showed her shapely legs and a low cut top that showed her cleavage, with Natalie in his life, he stopped noticing and lusting over Connie. Now, without Natalie here to hog the spotlight of his attention, he was more focused on Connie. With her long, dark hair and big brown eyes, she was such a pretty woman. As if he psychically willed her to come over, here she was in the flesh. Too stunned to speak, she spoke first.
"How are you Jim?"
Softly and sensitively as if someone had just died and she was stopping by to pay her respects, she asked him the question as if she already knew the answer. Never one to hide his feelings, except for hiding them from his wife, he couldn't help but tell her how he felt.
"Not so good," he said looking at her while trying to read her.
A sight to behold, she was every bit as good looking as was Natalie. Why Mike would cheat on his wife when he had someone like her at home was beyond his reasoning.
He didn't have to try very hard to read her look of sorrow, as if looking at himself in the mirror, he could see his sadness in her eyes. She looked as if she had been crying. He could tell just by looking at her sad face that she must have received a note too.
"Long time no see," she said trying to maintain a stiff, upper lip.
"Two years," said Jim as if mentally counting the years by the dozens of times that her husband fucked his wife and she sucked his cock.
"You lost weight," she said looking at him in the way that he looked at his wife when she was all dressed to greet another lover to fuck and suck in his bed.
"Thank you for noticing," he said flattening his shirt against his stomach. "I've lost thirty pounds since I've seen you last but I'm stuck. I can't lose another pound and now with Natalie gone, I'll probably gain more weight," he said with a laugh. "I'll tell you one thing though. I won't be crying while eating ice cream," he said with a laugh.
Before he married Natalie, he had a thing for Connie, Mike's young girlfriend, before she married Mike. Sexy and beautiful, he thought that she had a thing for him too back then but that all changed with Natalie. Their furtive looks and secretive flirting never amounted to anything more than hushed whispers and innocent teasing.
"You look good. You look the way that I remember you looking more than fifteen years ago when we first met," she said looking at him in a way that she never looked at him before and in the way that Mike looks at Natalie now.
"You look pretty hot yourself for an old broad with two kids," he said with a laugh. "You're a MILF."
"A MILF? Am I a mother that you'd like to fuck Jimmy?"
"Before Natalie, I've always wanted you Connie," he said confessing his desire for Jim's wife.
"Who knows what could have been," she said. "Maybe it's not too late to find out what we may have had," she said giving him the eye.
Again he considered the possibility of Connie in his life. Now that Mike is gone with his wife and with Connie available, albeit a bit too soon to make his move and his interest in her known, he wondered if he had a chance with her, especially with her still looking the way that he remembered her looking. Already having made a big mistake once in marrying Natalie instead of marrying someone like Connie, maybe it's not too late to turn his life around. Maybe it's not too late to rekindle something with Connie.
Although with him no longer able to have an erection, why would someone how looks like her want someone like him? No doubt in the way that Mike has ignored Connie for the sexual favors of Natalie, he imagined Connie being just as sexually frustrated as he is. Instead of wanting someone with a limp dick, no doubt, she'd want a man with a hard prick. Before Natalie, he always had a hard-on for sexy Connie.
"Come in," he said holding the door open for her. "Who's with the kids?" Mike and Connie had great kids, a boy 7 and a girl 9.
"My Mom is watching them. Jim's gone," she blurted as if to vocalize that elephant in the room when he already knew that her husband was gone with his wife.
"I know. I imagine you received the same note that I did," he said.
"I did," she said staying silent while staring at him.
He looked at her as if trying to read her face. She looked as if she was about to cry while looking at him. He took her in his arms and hugged her. She felt good in his arms and with Natalie being so tall, nearly 6'and Connie about 5'6" tall, she was a better fit for him than his wife.
As soon as he felt the back of her bra with his fingertips, he wanted to kiss her, touch her, and feel her. It had been a long time since he's had sex and Connie was rekindling old feelings that he thought he'd never have again. Only, with Connie in his arms, a time when his cock should spring back to life, it didn't. It just lay dormant in his pants as if it was dead.
"I'm sorry Connie," he said.
"Did you know they were having sex Jimmy?" As if to check to see if he was lying, she pulled away from him to look at his face.
"I did," he said telling her the truth. Always able to lie to his wife about everything, he wouldn't disrespect Connie by lying to her. He liked her too much. He only wished he had considered her feelings before, when he allowed her husband to have sex with his wife.
"Why Jimmy?" She stared at him again. "Why didn't you tell me they were having sex? What am I supposed to do with Jimmy gone?" She waited for him to respond and when he didn't, she continued. "I don't have any money. He left me with nothing but a remortgaged house and car payments. I have two small children to somehow support. I haven't worked in years," she said with sadness.
"Don't worry about money Connie. I'll take care of you and the kids. With Natalie gone and not spending my money, especially after cancelling all of her credit cards, I have plenty of money," he said with a sinister laugh. "I'll support you and the kids. I take full responsibility that all of this is my fault."
"Thank you Jimmy but why did you allow this to happen Jimmy?"
"I didn't think it was serious. I thought it was a onetime thing. I thought it was just something that they needed to do. I never thought their sexual relationship would continue for two years," he said. "Actually," he paused to look at her and to wipe her tears away. "I agreed for Natalie to see other men but I didn't think she'd fall in love with any of them, especially not Jim. He was my best friend."
"Why would you agree to your wife having sex with others? That's just nasty Jimmy."
The million dollar question, he looked at her embarrassed before summoning the courage to tell her the truth.
"I'm impotent," he said feeling relieved that he told someone other than his wife and the men who had sex with his wife.
Suddenly he felt sad that he had ruined his chances with Connie by confessing that he was impotent. More than wishing he could get an erection with his wife, her hot mother, or her sexy sister, he now wished he could get an erection with Connie. If he could get an erection now, he'd make love to her. If only he could make love to her maybe he'd have a chance with her. More than her looks, she was kind, sweet, intelligent, and funny. All the traits that Natalie didn't have, Connie had them all.
"Impotent?" She looked at him as if he was crazy. "You? Impotent? Bullshit," she said looking at him with a sexy look. "That's crazy. I don't believe it. You're too young to be impotent." She flashed him another sexy look as if she had just had an epiphany. "Look at you. You're just as healthy as I remember you being."
"I'm a diabetic Connie," he said with as much sadness when confessing that he was impotent.
"Diabetic?" She laughed. "If your blood sugar is elevated it's because of all the shit you've been eating. Natalie never cooked a meal. It was always going out to eat at the best restaurants for her to show off her new clothes or take out junk food when she was too lazy to get out of bed."
"Eating the wrong foods definitely attributed to my disease," he said with sadness.
"Disease? Disease my ass," she said laughing at his grim face. "I bet you that I can give you an erection without even touching you."
He looked at her and smiled knowing that no matter what she did, even if she stripped off her clothes and sucked his cock that he'd never get an erection.
"I'll take that bet," he said wanting to humor her to keep her there talking to him.
* * * * *
With Natalie gone, not that she was ever there for him, he didn't want to be alone. As if someone close to him had died, he needed her company. Always having to hide how he felt, it was in that moment that he realized how truly lonely he had been. If only for the moment and if only for tonight, maybe they were good for one another. Maybe he could cheer her up by comforting her and she could help him through his sadness and loneliness too. Only she surprised him with what she said next.
"You'll have to get naked," she said.
What? Pardon? Did Mike's hot wife just invite him to get naked? Wow! Instead of him putting the moves on her, she was putting the moves on him.
"Naked? Seriously? You want me to get naked?"
"Yes," she said with a nervous laugh.
"I can do that," he said.
"I'm surprised that you'd so easily agree to get naked," she said with a laugh.
"Why not? I've always wanted to get naked in front of you," he said returning her laugh.
"I figured you'd be embarrassed to get naked with me after we've had so many moments filled with furtive glances and sexy looks that we shared so long ago. I must admit that it was fun teasing you with my down blouses and up skirts that appeared accidental. It was so easy for me to get your attention by showing your my bra or panties. If only Mike new the sexy games we played behind his back, he'd be pissed," she said with a laugh.
"I'm not embarrassed to get naked in front of you Connie, that is unless you're embarrassed to see my limp, lifeless dick," he said. "I've always felt comfortable with you, something that I never felt with Natalie. I was always on my best behavior with her for some reason. A starched shirt instead of a comfortable flannel one, we never had that give and take friendship that I've always had with you," he said.
"Well, before I start crying about all the time we've wasted, let's go to your bedroom where we'll be more comfortable," she said. "I'll need a few things."
"A few things? What do you need? Should I be frightened?" He laughed.
"I'll need a blindfold and something to bind your wrists to the bedposts," she said.
"Kinky but I'm afraid you're wasting your time Connie. I'm a lost cause," he said handing her a couple of Natalie kerchiefs and her sleeping mask.
"Nonsense," she said. "Take off your clothes, all of them, and climb on the bed."
Obediently, as if he was visiting a prostitute and she was attending to his sexual fantasy, he obeyed. Once on the bed, Connie tied each wrist to the bedpost before covering his eyes with the blindfold.
"Aren't you getting undressed too?"
"No," she said. "There's no need for me to get naked," she said giving him a soft smile. "Not yet anyway," she said with a wink and teasing him by running her fingertips slowly down his chest and stomach but stopping just short of his cock. "You mustn't talk now, not a word. As if you're a mute, you must remain silent now. You must just listen while I give you verbal directions and a verbal erection."
"A verbal erection? How are you going to do that when I can't even give myself an erection with my own hand? What are you going to hypnotize me," he said laughing.
"More powerful than my hand, my mouth, and/or my pussy, my words are enough to make you hard, as they did before we both married the wrong people," she said in seriousness. "You didn't think that I noticed that you always had an erection around me, that is, before Natalie sashayed herself in your life."
"I was always hot for you Connie," he said.
"Always wondering where you were and what you were doing, sometimes when I'm alone and lonely, I masturbate myself with the thoughts of you making love to me," she said whispering in his ear.
"Wow! And I didn't even say that I'm ready," he said with a laugh. "Okay, I'm ready," he said pulling out his loosely tied hand to put his hand over his penis.
"Give me your hand," said Connie tying his wrists tighter.
"I'm embarrassed," he said.
"Why?"
"My penis is so small and my testicles have shrunken to the size of peanuts instead of walnuts," he said with sadness.
"I'm going to fix all of that," she said leaning down to ever so softly and lightly kiss him on the lips. When he tried returning her kiss, her lips were already gone from his.
"I don't see how you can fix an impotent man," he said with dejection.
"Trust me," she said resting her hand on his stomach just inches away from his flaccid prick. "In order for this to work, you must remain positive. The trick to you getting an erection is to believe that you will."
"Okay, you're the sexual therapist," he said with a laugh. "I'm ready for you to make me hard."
* * * * *
"Okay, here we go. If you could pick two women in the world that you'd love to have sex with, anyone at all, who would they be?"
"Any women?"
"Yes, except for Britney Spears, Lindsay Lohan, Paris Hilton, and Kim Kardashian, they're all skanky sluts."
"Any women whether living or dead?"
"Yes."
"Rich and/or famous?"
"Yes," she said laughing.
"Hmm," he said. "The funny thing is out of all the women in the world, other than you," he said with a laugh, "if I tell you who I'd love to have sex with, you're going to think me perversely perverted."
"There are no judgments here Jimmy, just erections."
"Well to be honest and being that there are no judgments, I can't think of anyone that I'd rather have sex than with my hot mother-in-law and sexy sister-in-law," he said with a nervous laugh.
As soon as he said the words mother-in-law and sister-in-law, a twinge of life twitched his penis.
"Your cock just moved," said Connie.
"I know. I can't believe it. It's been quite some time since it's moved on its own."
"I don't think you're perversely perverted but after living with, enduring, and surviving their daughter and sister, your whore of a wife, Natalie, I wouldn't think you'd want anything more to do with her family. Yet, whatever floats your boat or, in your case, hardens your cock, works for me," she said with a shrug. "I've met both your mother-in-law and sister-in-law many times before and granted they are both beautiful woman but from all of the women in the world, why your mother-in-law and sister-in-law?"
"I dunno. It's a guy thing," he said laughing. "Maybe because with guys wanting to have sex with their mothers and their wives' sisters, I want to have sex with them just because they're my mother-in-law and sister-in-law."
"Okay then," she said as if she was a psychic about to read him. "Tell me what you'd do if you're mother-in-law and/or sister-in-law were here with you now while you're tied to the bed, blindfolded, and naked or would you rather that they were tied to the bed, blindfolded, and naked?"
"How about if they both were here on the bed naked with me but not blindfolded or tied to the bed?"
"That will work," she said.
Jim's lifeless cock twitched again and slowly moved as if his lifeless, little prick was a vampire arising from the dead after having a long, deep sleep in a coffin.
"Fuck me. I don't believe this Connie. Without even having to see it, I can feel that I have half an erection. Without even touching myself or stroking myself and/or without watching Natalie fuck and suck other men," he said, "I'm beginning to get hard."
"Is that why you had your wife whore herself, so that you could get an erection?"
"Not quite. Trust me. I wasn't the altruistic one. I had her whore herself because she's a whore and she was sexually frustrated by me not being able to sexually satisfy her," he said with sadness taking over his face. "Besides, what does it matter? I lost her anyway," he said with sadness. "She's gone and I'm a better man for her leaving me."



"Well, I'm here to help you Jimmy," said Connie patting his hand. "This is your turn to get hard. This is your turn to cum. This is your turn to have a sexual release Jimmy. Now focus. Concentrate. Think about your mother-in-law and your sister-in-law naked and in bed with you. Picture them. Visualize them in your head. Imagine their tits, pussies, and asses. Can you see them?"
"Oh God yes," he said.
"I'll until your right hand but you must promise me that you won't touch your cock," she said removing her blouse and bra.
"I promise," he said.
"Reach out and touch them Jimmy," she said putting his hand on her naked breast.
"Jesus Connie," he said with his hand all over her tits.
"I'm not Connie, Jimmy. I'm your mother-in-law and sister-in-law."
"Sorry," he said.
"Now feel their tits. Fondle their breasts. Caress their big boobs. Now finger their nipples. Pull, twist, and turn them. First one nipple and then the other. First touch and feel your mother-in-law and then touch and feel your sister-in-law."
"Oh my God, I can see them as if they are here with me now. I can really feel their tits and nipples as if I'm really touching and feeling them," he said moving his hand all over her big tits. "Their nipples are so erect and hard. I've excited them just by seeing them topless, feeling their tits, and fingering their nipples. I'm getting hard Connie, I'm getting the hardest I've been in years."
"Stay with me Jim. Focus on them not me. I'm not Connie. Stay with me to visualize them. Forget about your penis and focus more on your naked mother-in-law and naked sister-in-law. Imagine your mother-in-law touching you," she said lightly touching his cock before taking his cock in her hand and holding his penis while fondling the head of his cock that was beginning to harden penis with her fingertips. "Imagine your mother-in-law holding your cock in the way that I'm holding your cock now."
"Oh my God. My mother-in-law is really touching me," he said.
"Now imagine your sister-in-law stroking you while staring at your prick with sexual excitement," she said slowly stroking Jim's cock. "Can you feel your cock in her hand? Can you see your sister-in-law staring at your cock as if she's hungry for you?"
Connie started slowly stroking Jim's cock.
"I can feel her stroking me as if she's really here stroking me.
"Now imagine them sucking you, first your mother-in-law and then your sister-in-law," she said taking his cock in her mouth to suck him as he imagined his hot mother-in-law sucking him.
"This is un-fucking believable. Oh my God, I can just feel my cock inside my mother-in-law's mouth."
She removed him from her mouth to speak.
"Now imagine your sister-in-law sucking you," she said taking him inside her mouth again to suck him as his sexy sister-in-law.
"Oh my God. Fuck me! Suck my cock Connie. I need to cum."
"I will suck your cock Jimmy but don't call me Connie. What's your mother-in-law's name?
"Brenda," he said.
"And your sister-in-law?"
"Audrey," he said.
You must only call me by your mother-in-law or sister-in-law's name."
"Suck my cock Brenda."
Immediately Connie took his cock in his mouth again and sucked him while stroking him as if she was his mother-in-law.
"Okay, your turn Audrey. Suck my cock bitch," he said.
Immediately Connie removed his cock from her mouth to give his imaginary sister-in-law a turn to suck his cock.
"Oh my God. That feels so fucking good. I'm going to cum."
Having not had sex, other than with himself, in such a long time, it didn't take Jim very long to cum.
"Cum Jimmy. Cum. You can cum in my mouth if you'd like," said Connie. "I don't mind swallowing you."
Jim unloaded a volume of cum in Connie's mouth and in the way that Natalie used to do, she swallowed all that he had and licked him clean.
"Thank you so very much Connie," he said while she removed the blindfold and untied him. "That was unbelievable."
"You're welcome," she said climbing in bed next to him to kiss him. "Yet we're not nearly done yet."
"We're not?"
"Not by a long shot. Now that your mother-in-law and sister-in-law sexually satisfied you, you must sexually satisfy them."
"Of course," he said. "It's only fair if Brenda and Audrey gave me sex that I return the favor."
"Pretend that I'm your mother-in-law. Undress me as if you're undressing Brenda," she said.
Jim unbuttoned and unzipped her skirt to expose her panty. Having known Connie for years and with Natalie in his life, he never really looked at her until now. She had a nice body with big breasts with a slim waistline. He removed her short skirt and panty. She was naked and he stared at her as if really seeing her for the first time. He wanted her more than he ever wanted Natalie.
"Now touch me and feel me as if you were feeling your hot mother-in-law's tits, ass, and pussy."
"Oh my God, Connie, this is so hot. I really feel as if I'm having my wicked way with my mother-in-law's body," he said.
"You are," she said. "Now, as if I'm your sexy sister-in-law, touch and feel me in all the places that you just touched and felt your mother-in-law."
"Wow! You have the same tits as Natalie," he said.
"Now touch me, feel my tits, and finger my nipples as if you're feeling your mother-in-law's tits again," she said.
"I love your tits Brenda. You have tits just like Connie's tits," he said with a laugh.
"I need for you to stay in character for his to work Jimmy. I need you to have a hard erection for you to make love to me," she said.
"Yeah, well, that will never happen he said looking down at his semi-hard cock," he said.
"It will happen if you believe it will happen," she said taking his prick in her hand and stroking him to a harder erection. "Now touch and feel me again as if I'm your sexy sister-in-law. I want you to finger my pussy as if you're fingering Audrey's pussy. I want you to finger me and lick me as if you're finger fucking and licking your sister-in-law."
"Okay, I can do that," he said with sexual excitement.
"Then, when you're done eating me and after I have an orgasm, I want you to make love to me as if I'm your mother-in-law. Finally, I want you to fuck me, really pound my pussy, as if I'm your sister-in-law," she said.
"Wow! I can't believe that I'm having sex with both my mother-in-law and sister-in-law," he said mounting Connie. With his cock hard enough to make love to her, he pounded Connie's pussy.
Over the next year, Connie fed him a better diet. No longer constantly dining out and ordering takeout food, he was no longer impotent. No longer did he had high blood pressure or diabetes. Now he had something with Connie that he didn't have with Natalie. He had erections.
The woman that he should have married instead of Natalie, he married Connie as soon as their divorces finalized the following year. Having always wanted children, now he has the two kids that his best friend Mike abandoned to be with Natalie. They lived in marital bliss happily ever after.
THE END
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How to Get You to Read My Story #2
Writer shows how to entice readers to read her stories by using mother and son incest.
Aha! Oh, oh, here it comes, even more character development as to why the mother did what she did in stripping herself naked and why the son does what he does by sniffing her panties. Yet, even with this bit of new and insightful information, having a multitude of directions that the writer can go, the reader still doesn't really know why the mother is naked. Naked, naked, naked, why is she naked?
Seriously, what mother would strip herself naked and then stand naked in front of her son? Obviously by the fact that she found her panties beneath his pillow, she knows that he wants her and maybe she wants him too. Yet is it just that simple? Why not just give him a lecture why it's wrong for him to be sniffing Mommy's panties?
Needing to suspend the readers' disbelief by giving the reader a valid reason why Johnny's mother is naked, the story won't work otherwise as an erotic story. If I didn't develop the characters and if I omitted an explanation why his mother is standing before him naked, I'd have more of a pornographic story than an erotic one. Why is his mother naked? Obviously she wants her son to give her sex but what motivated her to be so blatantly incestuous by removing all of her clothes?
* * * * *
As if she was inviting him to sniff her slightly worn albeit aromatic panties in front of her, she held them up to his nose. Instantly the color drained from his face. He was caught. He was embarrassed. Nonetheless the shock of seeing his mother naked and with her holding her used panties beneath his nose, unable to control himself, he took a stealthy whiff. Someone who was so disposed to sniff panties, especially their mother's panties, it's understandable that a son would sniff her panties now that they were offered to him to sniff.
"Oh," he said pushing her hand away embarrassed that he had sniffed his mother's panties in front of her. "Sorry," was all that he could utter in his defense.
Caught red handed, what else could he say? It was an accident? Your panties were mixed in with my pillowcase in the laundry? Giving him mixed signals, if she was angry with him for sniffing her panties, he was even more confused why she was standing there naked. Now his brain was electrified with the visual and aromatic image of his mother's, white albeit stained with a tinge of yellow bikini panties.
"Have you been sniffing Mommy's panties?" Obviously wanting to make her point as clear as a dozen of roses, she asked the obvious question while rubbing her panties in his face.
"Yes," he said removing his hands from her breasts to push her panties away.
So sexually aroused before feeling his mother's tits while fingering her nipples, he hung his head down in shame. Why was she doing this to him? Why was she embarrassing him? Nonetheless her outrageous behavior in standing before him naked and in rubbing her panties in his face, the musky aroma of her used panties made him dizzy with incestuous, sexual excitement. With an uncontrollable sexual desire for her, with her standing there naked, and with her rubbing her panties in his face made him want his mother even more.
"Have you been masturbating while fantasizing over having sex with Mommy?"
Duh? Caught now with her panties beneath his pillow in the way that he used to hide dirty magazines, he couldn't possibly count how many times he's masturbate over seeing up skirts and down blouses of his sexy and shapely mother while imagining her on her knees and sucking his cock. Suck my cock bitch was his only retort that went through his mind in the way of a Wall Street ticker tape machine. He thought of all the times he wished she'd open his bedroom door to catch him masturbating. He thought of all the times that he wished she'd help him masturbate.
Being that she was standing naked in the kitchen now, he wondered if she caught him masturbating in the future would she stand there and watch while staring at his erect cock. Wishing he had the balls, he so wanted to pull out his prick and masturbate in front of her now. What would she do if he did? Would she stare or would she look away? Would she reach out her hand to touch him and stroke him or would she fall to her knees to suck him.
"Yes," he said looking as embarrassed as he should have looked but didn't when he walked in the kitchen and saw his mother naked.
Naked, naked, naked, he still couldn't believe his mother was naked. Never having to imagine her naked again, here she was standing in the brightly lit kitchen naked. He wondered if he pulled out his cell phone if she'd allow him to video her. He'd love to post her on the Internet to show his friends his naked mother.
"Well, strip off your clothes and get naked with me," she said with a shrug.
Strip off my clothes? Did my MILF of a mother just say what he thought she said? His mother wants him to strip off his clothes? His mother wants him to get naked with her. Why? A wave of incestuous, sexual excitement took hold of him with the thoughts of him standing in front of his mother naked in the way that she stood in front of him naked. Naked, naked, naked, his mother wants to see him naked.
"Pardon?" He looked at her with excited confusion.
"Today I will make you a man. Today I will give you sex. As your mother, your parental guardian, by allowing you to move on with your life, today I will make you feel all that you've been imagining in hopes that this fixation with you having sex with me won't turn into a perversity. Now remove your clothes and get naked with Mommy."
* * * * *
With incestuous stories no different than any other story, writers write incestuous stories from firsthand experience, from reading other incestuous stories, from their imaginations, or from a combination of all three. Being that incest stories have been done so very many times before, it's not easy to write a good incest story with a fresh viewpoint. It's even more difficult to make an incest story believable. Wanting the son to be the aggressor, most readers want the mother to remain innocent. Most readers want the son coercing, tricking, or even forcing the mother to have sex with the son.
Yet, with so many sexual cougars today, with sex out in the open more than it ever was before, and with more single mothers alone, horny and/or vulnerable, more mothers are seducing their sons. Not teasing, coercing, tricking, and/or forcing just any man, more mothers are teasing, coercing, tricking, and even forcing their sons to pleasure them to satisfy their sexual need for sex. Just as it's believable that a son would tease, coerce, trick, and/or force his mother to have sex with him, now it's just as believable that a mother would tease, coerce, trick, and/or force his mother to have sex with her. Whether male or female, just as we all have needs, we all are only human.
* * * * *
Always obeying his mother, Johnny quickly undressed. Stripping himself naked, yet somewhat embarrassed by his erection and by his mother's constant stare, he covered his erect cock with his hand. Just as he never figured his mother would greet him naked, he never figured his mother would want him to strip naked too. Even though he's always imagined her doing just that while masturbating over the thoughts of her leering at his cock, he never imagined his mother would really stare at his exposed, erect prick.
"Move your hand away," she said as if he was blocking the TV. "I want to see. Show me your cock. I want to see my son's prick," she said picking up her drink to take another sip while staring at his engorged prick.
"I'm embarrassed that I have an erection Mom," he said.
* * * * *
Yet, whether it's an incest story or any other category of story, it's not easy to make any story seem real enough to suspend the reader's disbelief long enough to make the story believable. Especially with an incest story, character development is important for the story to be believable enough for the reader not to think that he's reading pornography over erotica. Whether an incestuous story or any other category of story, a story without a plot, character development, dialogue, tension, imagery, and description is not much of a story.
Only there's more to writing erotica than just writing about incest. There's more to erotica than just writing about a mother having sex with her son and a son having sex with his mother. When writing erotica, the writer has a better chance of suspending the reader's disbelief for them to become absorbed in the story than when writing pornography. When reading erotica, the reader has a better chance of suspending their disbelief for them to become absorbed in the story than when reading pornography.
Literotica has 36 different categories of stories and poems, Anal, BDSM, Celebrities, Chain Stories, Erotic Couplings, Erotic Horror, Exhibitionism & Voyeurism, Fetish, First Time, Gay Male, Group Sex, How To, Humor & Satire, Illustrated, Incest/Taboo, Interracial Love, Lesbian Sex, Loving Wives, Mature, Mind Control, Non-English, Non-Erotic, Non-Consent/Reluctance, Non-Human, Novels and Novellas, Reviews & Essays, Romance, Sci-Fi & Fantasy, Text with Audio, Toys & Masturbation, Transsexuals & Cross Dressers, Erotic Poetry, Illustrated Poetry, Non-Erotic Poetry, and Poetry with Audio. I write in 30 of the 36 categories. Surely, by writing in so very many different categories and by casting such a broad net, that's one way to get readers to read my stories. If a reader reads and enjoys one of my stories in one category, that may entice the reader to read another one of my stories in another category, a category that he or she would normally have no interest in reading.
There are other ways to get readers to read my stories too. Being that everyone is a critic and a potential basher and with some readers thinking that Literotica is the Harvard Review of Literature instead of a porn site, I could make sure that my stories are free of grammatical, spelling, and typo errors. Definitely more readers would read my stories if they knew that my stories were free from errors and if they knew in advance that when reading one of my stories they were professionally written by a professional writer rather than an amateurish story written by a novice writer.
Yet we writers are human too. As do all humans, we make mistakes. Sometimes getting lost in our own story, skimming instead of rereading, we read what we think we wrote but didn't, especially after having read and reread our story so very many times while checking for errors. Further, we writers write for Literotica for free. We don't have an editor, although there are editors available on the site. We don't have an arsenal of editorial assistants to help us with the mundane tasks of checking for factual information, grammatical, and spelling mistakes. Always I laugh when a reader finds one lousy typo mistake in a 20,000 word story and feels compelled that he or she must make a bashing comment.
"I coulnd't even read your story beyond teh first paige. You put there insted of their," he has the nerve to write. "I had to gave you a won vote."
A real bashing quote taken from one of my stories, if you read what he wrote more closely, you'll notice that the ungrateful reader wasn't even able to write one grammatically correct sentence in his complaint yet he's bashing my 20,000 word story for one typo. Unfortunately, that's typical of the bashing comments that I usually receive. Too many readers not only don't bother to vote, too many readers never comment unless making a bash. I have more chance of receiving a bashing comment to my stories than I do receiving helpful and/or complimentary feedback. Between all the death threats, prophesies that I'm going to Hell, and obscene comments about what they'd like to do to me and what they want me to do to them, you should read some of the e-mail that I receive. Fortunately, most of the e-mails are good rather than bad.
Whenever I post a mother and son incest story, unbelievably, I receive 300 to 500 e-mails the first two days. Being that I'm only as good as my last posted story, I answer every one of them so long as they are not crassly rude to build my readership. Readers love incest stories, especially mother and son incest stories.
Don't get me wrong, I've received my fair share of compliments for my stories and for my writing abilities, but any comment whether good or bad are few and far between. Fortunately for me, my stories have a higher voting average than other stories on the site but generally, one in one thousand readers will vote and one in ten thousand readers will make a comment. Just as that's a rather sad commentary that's a rather extraordinary statistic after all the hard work the writers put forth in writing their stories in the hopes of receiving a vote and/or comment.
I've had readers ask me why my scores are so low and how come I don't have as many red H's as some of the other writers who write stories that aren't as good as my stories. Simple. Those stories that I write as theme and monthly contest stories are bashed because a select few clicky writers don't want me to win a contest. If you compare my non-contest stories to my contest stories, my scores are much higher for those stories not submitted in a contest. Being that the writers here are jealous of a writer so prolific, the only contest I win and have a chance of winning is Literotica's yearlong Survivor contest, where the most stories in the most categories wins and not the highest votes.
As difficult as it is sad to believe, the only satisfaction we writers hope to receive from the readers are their votes and comments. Think of your votes and your comments as applause. People wouldn't go to see a live performance without applauding. Why would they read a free story and not give the writer the courtesy of a vote or comment? I don't understand readers' unappreciative behavior in not voting or commenting. You don't have to register to vote. At the very least, not voting, never mind commenting, is just being ungratefully rude.
* * * * *
"Embarrassed? Why are you embarrassed to show Mommy your cock? Is it because you have an erection? It's normal for you to have an erection when seeing me naked. You should be proud that you're sexually excited for your mother. If it makes you feel any better, I'm not embarrassed that I'm already wet for my son," she said. "Now move your hand away to show Mommy your cock."
She looked up at him in the way that he was looking at her.
"I feel funny mother. If my friends knew you were standing here naked, they'd be jealous. If my friends knew that I was standing here naked, they'd think that I was a pervert."
"You mustn't tell your friends about this Johnny. No one must know. What happens here is just between a mother and her son. Now move your hand away and show me your cock."
"Okay," he said.
"You have a beautiful cock Johnny," she said reaching out to take it in her hand before leaning down and moving her long, red hair out of the way to kiss it.
* * * * *
Too many writers don't describe their characters before throwing them together naked in bed. Too many writers don't even take the time to name their characters. If a writer doesn't describe their characters and doesn't even name them, the reader can't see the character in his or her mind. Without describing and/or naming their characters, the writer hasn't given the reader a clue or an image for the reader to see who he or she is writing about. The reader needs to see what the writer sees. If the reader can't see the characters in their mind, then they cannot bond with the characters. If they can't bond with the characters, then they can't feel for the characters or care about their plight in the story. Without caring about the characters, an unmemorable story, they really don't care about the story or about what the writer has worked so hard to write.
To make a reader more likely to read my story, to care about my characters, and to care about my story, I could make sure that my characters are described well enough for the reader to see them enough to imagine them. Maybe describing my characters better would entice more readers to read my stories. When describing their characters, too many writers just dump the entire character description in one sentence. It's always best that the characters' descriptions be weaved throughout the story in bits and pieces and repeated in spots so that the reader remembers the characters' names and what the characters looks like without having to stop reading to look back through the story again and again.
* * * * *
I'm a character writer. It's people who inspire me to write. For me to be inspired to write a story is as easy as reading someone's face and imagining memorable moments in their life. Yet, just as I can't imagine writing a story without fully describing a character or even naming them, I can't imagine writing about something that I don't know. I can only write what I know and in that vein most of my stories are more true than not, especially my exhibitionism stories. Being that I'm an exhibitionist, nearly all of my stories of exhibitionism are true. Just as if I didn't have something interesting to write about, if I didn't develop my characters, the story would be boring. I wouldn't be doing my job as a writer and I'd be doing a disservice to my readers by not writing the best character driven story that I can.
When the writer breathes life into his or her characters is when the characters are fully developed. When the characters are fully developed is when the reader can see who the writer is writing about and imagine who it is they are reading. Even if the reader cannot imagine the writer's characters, chances are by developing characters and especially through the use of dialogue, the writer will give enough information, imagery, and description for the reader to imagine someone they know. By developing my characters and engaging the reader with imagery, description, tension, and dialogue, it's at that moment that my writing becomes inspired writing. Once the characters become three dimensional instead of flat, is when I know that I'm showing my characters' story and not telling my story.
Unlike mechanical writing, writing for the sake of writing, inspired writing is the best writing. Unlike other writers, I never stare at a blank page while wondering what story to write. Unlike other writers, I don't write one story at a time. Just as I wait until I'm inspired, I write 10 to 20 stories at a time. Going from one story to the next, as soon as my inspiration stops with one, I work on another. In this way, all of my writing is inspired. In this way, this is the best writing that I can offer the reader.
As if being struck by lightning, I wait until the story moves through my brain in the way of a slow express train making its way down the tracks nonstop. Normally, I get the entire story in my head from the title, to the category, to the characters' names, and to the end. It's when the characters step up off the page that I can hand them the keyboard and have them write their own damn story. Just the writer and not the actor in the story, I'm just a vessel used to show my characters' stories.
* * * * *
Unfortunately, too many stories don't have a beginning, a middle, and an end to their stories. Even though it's a preferred way of writing a story for the writer to begin the story in the very middle, there still needs to be a beginning, a middle, and an end. There still needs to be character development for the reader to know what the writer is writing about. If the writer wants to begin his or her story with sex, the writer needs to hurry up and introduce the characters for the reader to see what the writer sees. Without character development, description, and imagery, no one wants to read about two talking heads having sex with oohs and ahs and not much else in between.



Truth be told, by first hand experiences and research, a writer can only write what they know. Yet how does a writer write about anal sex when they've never had anal sex? How does a writer write about being gay, lesbian, having a fetish, or being a cross dresser, when they aren't gay, lesbian, have a fetish, or are a cross dresser? They develop their characters, that's how. They allow their characters to show what it's like to have anal sex, be gay, lesbian, having a fetish or being a cross dresser. A good writer will allow his character to show the reader their story but for the characters to show the reader their story, they must be developed first.
Writing a good story is writing a believable story. The writer wants the reader's disbelief suspended while reading all that he or she wrote. The writer wants to make the reader feel and think that he or she is there in the story feeling and seeing what the writer sees and feels. Developing characters is how the writer does that. Having the characters talk to one another is another way for the reader to learn who the characters are without having to read through unnecessary paragraphs of narrative. There's no story if there aren't any developed characters.
* * * * *
Which leads to another way to entice readers to read my story, show and tell. No one wants to read a story where the writer lectures the reader with long, paragraphs of narrative. Much like reading a college text book, passive reading is boring and doesn't flow in the way of active writing. Why? Because the writer is telling the reader the story instead of showing the reader the story. It's when the writer inserts description, imagery, tension, and dialogue that the reader can insert themselves in the story by actually seeing and feeling what the writer is seeing and feeling. Moreover, unless I weaved a story of a mother standing naked in front of her son in this How To story, few would read it. Because I've weaved an incestuous story in this How To story about a mother seducing her son, more readers may read this.
* * * * *
"Mom!"
"Oh don't be such a prude. It was just a kiss Johnny. It wasn't as if I took your cock in my mouth to suck it," she said. "That's for later," she said with a dirty laugh.
He stared at her while wondering if he should confess his inner most thoughts. With the both of them standing there naked, now seemed the best time to truly share how he felt about his mother.
"I've always imagined you touching my prick mother. I always imagined you sucking me," he said.
"Your cock is much bigger than your father's cock. Your father had a little cock," she said with a smile while fondling the head of his cock with her fingertips before slowly stroking it. "Do you like that? Do you like Mommy stroking your cock?"
* * * * *
As if the reader is doing something naughty by listening to someone's private conversation, dialogue engages the reader, especially when the reader can see the characters saying the things that they say. Dialogue makes the reader connect with the characters. Dialogue helps tell the story without the writer having to use paragraphs of extraneous narrative. A picture is worth a thousand words is so true when it comes to imagery, description, and dialogue especially when used sparingly.
* * * * *
"Yes," he said staring down at her hand while watching his mother stroking him. "I love the feeling of you touching my cock mother."
She looked from his stiff prick to look down at herself.
"Do you like my body?"
"Do I like your body? Yes, of course. I love your body," he said.
"Do you want to touch me?"
"Yes," he said.
"Not just touch, but would you like to feel Mommy and fondle Mommy in the way that I'm feeling and fondling you now?"
"Yes," he said.
"Go ahead," she said. "Touch me, feel me, and fondle me. Explore my body in the way you've always imagined while masturbating."
"Oh my God," he mumbled. "I can't believe you're naked and I'm feeling you," he said reaching out his horny hands to feel her breasts and finger her nipples."
No doubt remembering the first sight along with the first feel of his mother's breasts for the rest of his life, in the way he had before when hugging her, Johnny felt his mother's big tits again. In all the days he masturbated over the thoughts of seeing her big tits and in all the times he's seen down blouses of her bra and cleavage and down nightgowns of her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples, he never suspected that they'd be so firm yet so soft. Touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and caressing them, he loved his mother's big tits. Unable to stop himself from feeling them, he couldn't get enough of her breasts.
* * * * *
As if we are there seeing Maureen being felt up by her son, Johnny, it's the dialogue, the description, and the imagery that makes us feel connected to the characters. Can you see Maureen's breasts? Can you see the son's reaction to touching and feeling his mother? What the mother says to the son and how the son responds to the mother is what makes the story more believable. What the mother and son do to one another, as described by the writer, entices the reader to read more of the story.
To be continued...
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Writer shows how to entice readers to read her stories by using mother and son incest.
With all the stories posted to Literotica and with all of the stories that I've posted to Literotica, it's still a mystery to me how to get you to read my story? Being that incest is the most popular category on the site, I could use incest to entice you to read my How To story. Normally, few readers on the site read How To stories but if I pepper my stories with incestuous displays of sex between a mother and her son, perhaps you'll not only read my How To story but also will enjoy reading my How To story more.
* * * * *
"Touch my nipples Johnny," she leaned closer to him to whisper in his ear. "Mommy likes having her nipples fingered. You touching my nipples makes Mommy hot."
Exciting him that she referred to herself as Mommy, Johnny obediently obeyed his mother by slowly running his fingers across her nipples, first one and then the other. Shocked by it and reminding himself to ask her about it later, he didn't know that his mother had a tiny purple and pink tattoo on her left boob of Tinker Bell. It would have been cool if she had a green tattoo of Peter Pan on her right boob too and maybe a tattoo of Captain Hook down by her pussy on one of her ass cheeks with Tick-Tock the crocodile on her other ass cheek.
Strangely enough, of all people to have a tattoo, never thinking of her as wild enough and/or drunk enough to get a tattoo, he never suspected his mother had a tattoo. It was just one small tattoo but that one small tattoo evoked images of her being a party girl, or a wild college coed riding on motorcycles, and having sex in public. Moreover with the placement of her tattoo, being that she was ordinarily so modest, someone who would never stand naked in her kitchen, he never suspected that she'd have a tattoo on her breast of all places.
Just thinking about her getting the tattoo on her breast made him sexually excited to imagine the man staring at and touching his mother's tits long enough for him to tattoo his mother's tit. Unless he was a blind man who could tattoo her from a distance and without touching her, surely, he must have seen, touched, and felt her naked breasts long enough for him to tattoo her big breast. He could just imagine his fingertips touching her tit while his hand held her breast steady in the way that he's always wanted to touch and feel his mother's tits.
He wondered if this tattoo artist, whoever he was, touched her nipple, if only by accident. He imagined the tattoo artist holding his mother's breast in the palm of his hand as if her breast was something so delicately valuable and, indeed, it was to him. He wondered if his mother's nipple erected and hardened in the way that his cock was erecting and hardening now when thinking about the tattoo artist seeing, touching, feeling, and holding his mother's breast. Oddly enough, he never figured that any other man but his father manhandled her breasts in the way that she gave him permission to touch, feel, and caress them now.
Maybe it was a woman who tattooed his mother and not a man. Maybe she was a lesbian woman who his mother had a brief affair with and her reward for his mother giving her sex was to give her this tattoo. Not really thinking that his mother could be bi-sexual, yet, off course, nonetheless, it must have been female tattoo artist who drew this tattoo. Forget about even seeing and touching her breasts, his mother would never allow a man to tattoo her breast. Maybe his father was there watching her being tattooed. Maybe his mother was drunk and coerced by her ex-husband, his father, at the time she had the tattoo. Maybe she got the tattoo before she was married and before she met his father.
He wondered if she regretted getting the tattoo. He wished he could have been there to watch his mother getting a tattoo while some stranger manhandled her big boob. How hot that would be to watch another man staring, touching, feeling, and tattooing his mother's breast? He wished he could have helped hold his mother's breasts while she was getting her tattoo.
If he was there holding her breasts while she was getting tattooed, making it appear accidental, every once in a while, he'd rub his finger across her nipple. He'd look to see her nipple erected and to see if his touch excited her in the way that merely touching her breasts and nipples would surely have excited him back then. Being that she was standing in front of him naked, not having to wonder if she had another tattoo somewhere else, no Peter Pan, no Captain Hook, and no Tick-Tock the crocodile, he knew that this was the only tattoo she had.
He couldn't imagine his mother having a life before him to even get a tattoo. Forget about having a sex life, enough of which for her to be so resplendently tattooed on her tit, he wondered how his mother was at his age. Odd that she'd be standing naked in the kitchen on the pretense of giving him sex so that he wouldn't evolve into a pervert, thinking now that was just her excuse to have sex with him, he suspected that she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her. With his mother standing there naked, seemingly, she was more perverted that he was. Maybe, genetically encoded, he gets his perversion to sniff her panties from her.
Years from now when he's married with kids, he'll remember his children's grandmother standing in the kitchen naked with her tattooed breast proudly on display to his incestuously horny eyes. If only his children, the children that he hasn't yet had, knew that their grandmother was a hot, sexy, tattooed woman, they'd think differently of her standing naked before her son and of him wanting to have sex with his mother. How could he violate his mother, his perceived children's grandmother, by having sex with her? Obviously she's drunk but she's naked. It would be so easy to forget about all the pretenses of what he should do and shouldn't do and just bend his mother over the kitchen table and slip his cock inside of her and fuck her like a dog.
Too focused on her tits, her pussy, and her ass, as if the fog of his sexual excitement had cleared enough for him to see anything of her other than her nudity, it was then that he noticed her freckles. She had so many freckles all over her body, even more than she had on her face. With her being so shyly modest and with them living in a cold climate anyway, having never seen her in a bathing suit or bikini, he never realized that she was so freckled. He figured that only her beautiful face was freckled.
Being that she was a redhead with long, beautiful, red hair and freckles, even though he had freckles all over his body too, he never figured that her freckles would speckle her breasts, her shoulders, and her back too. Even though he had freckles too, she had beautiful freckles. Her freckles made her look sexy. He loved her freckles. He wanted to kiss every one of her freckles.
* * * * *
By weaving more character description in the story about the mother's tattoo and her freckles, we're allowing the reader to see more of the mother. Did you see her tattoo on her naked breast? Could you imagine her freckled, naked body? Even though we are showing the story from the son's eyes and inside of the son's head, in a mother and son incest story, it's the mother that we more want to see than the son.
* * * * *
"I love your big tits Mom," he said staring at her big, blue eyes. "You have better tits than any movie star I've seen on TV," he said staring at his mother boobs. "You're my Christina Hendricks of Mad Men," he said.
"Thank you Johnny, but Christina Hendricks has much larger breasts than I do," she said looking down at her breasts with admiration.
"I still love your big tits Mom," he said.
In the way that she looked at them, touched them, and felt them it was obvious to him that she loved her big breasts. Even more sexually exciting than his mother being proud of her breasts, obviously she enjoyed showing her naked breasts to her son.
"Being that I'm here in the kitchen with you naked and being that you're feeling my breasts while fingering my nipples, please don't call me Mom. Call me Maureen."
"Okay Maureen," he said.
With his man-sized hands barely big enough to contain them, he felt the weight of her breasts in his hands while staring at them. He so wanted to suck her big nipples. He couldn't wait to suck her tits while feeling her tits. Yet, even though he wanted to suck his mother's tits and even though he was standing there naked with his naked mother and she gave him her permission to touch her and feel her, he was afraid to suck her tits.
Unable to remove his eyes from her big breasts, her pink areolas, and erect nipples, his cock was as stiffly hard as her breasts were firmly soft. Having imagined feeling them while masturbating over the thoughts of touching them, he never would have guessed that his mother's breasts would feel so heavy, so soft, and yet so firm. These were real, natural woman's breasts and not some artificial confection of what a plastic surgeon developed in his lab with silicone implants. These were real women's breasts and not some 18-year-old girls' breasts that he felt in a darkened movie theatre or a 23-year-old woman's breasts that he furtively felt in his car while she gave him a hand job or a blowjob. Maybe because he's lusted so very long over his mother's breasts was the reason why he was enjoying feeling her breasts rather than feeling the breasts of a woman his age.
"Suck my breasts Johnny. I can't wait to feel your mouth on my nipples," she said breathlessly. "Go ahead baby. Suck Mommy's tits. Suck my tits."
Having seen the impressions of his mother's nipples through her nightgown many time before, they appeared even bigger from the side instead of seeing them from the front. He never figured his mother's nipples would be so big when aroused and feel so hard. Immediately, as if an involuntary reaction in preparation to suck his mother's tits, his lips pursed as if he was a goldfish hungry for food. He couldn't wait to suck his mother's tits.
Sucking one breast, he felt her other breast. Sucking her other breast, he move his hand back to feel her other breast before going back from sucking one to sucking the other. Back and forth and back and forth from sucking to feeling to sucking to feeling. He never tired of sucking and feeling his mother's big tits.
"You have such big nipples mother, I mean, Maureen."
* * * * *
Could the reader imagine Johnny's mother? Did you, as the reader see Johnny's mother's big tits? Could you, as the reader feel Maureen's big tits too? If I did my job as a writer, the reader is there with Johnny seeing and feeling his mother's tits while fingering and sucking her nipples. If I did my job as a writer, the reader would be aroused perhaps in thinking about seeing and feeling his own mother's breasts. If I did my job as a writer, the reader wants to continue reading my story. If I did my job as a writer the reader may even feel compelled to not only vote for my story but also to give me the highest vote, a five star vote. Maybe the reader even favored my story and made me one of their favorite authors. A rarity, maybe the reader even took the time to leave a comment on my story.
Alas and unfortunately, only ½ of one percent who reads the stories that I post to Literotica votes for the story. So, if a writer receives 1,000 hits on his story, he or she will only receive 5 votes. Nine hundred ninety-nine readers who opened the story chose not to vote for the story. Why? Maybe they didn't read the story but for the first paragraph. I have no way of knowing that. Obviously they were curious about the story enough to open the story and hopefully to read it. I suspect that more people read the story than who closed the story without reading the story. So, if you went through all the trouble, time, and energy to read the story, why not vote for the story?
Think of your votes as applause. You wouldn't attend a live performance and not clap for the performer, so why would you come here, read my story, and not applaud me for writing what, hopefully, you so enjoyed reading? I don't understand how someone could be so rude not to vote for stories that they read for free. We writers work hard to write you the best story for free.
Forget about commenting on my story and receiving some kind of feedback from the reader. For every ten thousand readers who open my story to read, only one reader will leave a comment. How about that for a disturbing statistic, especially if you're the one who wrote the story? Nine thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine readers won't comment on a story that they read and/or enjoyed. How about that? Why? I don't understand.
I have more chance of receiving a bashing comment than I do receiving a compliment that someone enjoyed my story. Constructive criticism is even rarer. God forbid I make one lousy typo, the reader will accuse me of not only editing my story but not reading my story to catch the mistake. I don't get.
* * * * *
Too often, too many stories have too much narrative and no dialogue. There needs a balance of narrative and dialogue and it's very easy for a writer to tilt too far one way or the other. Too much narrative and the story becomes slow, wordy, and tiring to read. Too much dialogue and the story runs too fast with not enough backstory and information about the characters explained for the reader to not only bond to them but also to bond to the story. Where narrative sets the stage, dialogue shows the action.
Dialogue is important to have in a story. Dialogue allows the writer to advance the story without having to write paragraphs and pages of narrative. Dialogue, along with much needed narrative, allows the writer to develop the characters by showing the reader what they are thinking for them to say what they said. Dialogue advances the story without dragging the story. Too much dialogue, however can make the story go too fast. Used for pacing, some stories need as much narrative as it needs dialogue. Just as some writers prefer writing narrative over dialogue, other writers prefer writing dialogue over narrative. How much narrative and how much dialogue is always an elusive formula.
Most readers won't read a story that has no white space and that is blackened by thousands of words. Write tight is what one of my creative writing professors always espoused. Omit needless words. Use one word to describe something instead of using ten. Use one sentence of description or imagery to avoid writing an entire paragraph. Make your reader feel what you feel by inserting dialogue when you need to share the character's thoughts with the reader. Make your readers see what you see by using description and imagery. Especially when writing a short story, always move the story forward by editing out what's not important to advance the story.
* * * * *
"Don't be afraid to touch me and to feel me Johnny. I want you to explore my body. I want you to touch and feel me everywhere you imagined touching and feeling me as you masturbated alone in you room while sniffing my panties," she said.
Stunned that not only his mother was naked, he was stunned that she willingly allowing him to touch and feel her before giving him sex.
"Okay," he said and was all that he could say. As if he was dreaming or fantasizing this exchange, he was waiting to awaken.
"Maybe I should have opened your door to watch you masturbate," she said stepping closer to him and standing on her toes to whisper in his ear. "Nipping you sniffing my panties in the bud, maybe I should have helped you masturbate yourself. Would you have like me to do that Johnny? Would you have enjoyed Mommy playing with your cock?"
"Yes mother. There were many times that I wished you'd open my door just as there were many times that I wished it was your hand giving me pleasure instead of my hand," he said.
"Maybe I should have taken your stiff prick in my mouth and sucked you," she said standing on her toes again to whisper in his ear. She stepped back to look in his eyes. "Would you have liked that, Mommy sucking you?"
"Yes," he said while wishing she had blown him.
Now he'll never know what it felt like to have received a blowjob from his mother. Yet, not allowing this opportunity to slip by her, his mother surprised him with what she said next.
"Would you like Mommy to blow you? Would you like Mommy to suck her son?" She looked at him while waiting for him to answer. "I can do that. I can suck your cock if you want me to suck you cock," she said whispering the last part as if cock was a dirty word and indeed it was with a mother suggesting to suck her son.
"Oh yes mother, yes. I would love for you to blow me. I very much want you to suck me," he said with sexual excitement.
"I bet you'd love to cum in Mommy's mouth," she lifted his hand and took his index finger to slowly rub across her lips before sucking his finger as if she was sucking his cock. "I bet you'd love for Mommy to swallow your cum while you put a heavy hand to the back of my head," she said with a diabolical laugh. "I bet you can't wait to hump my mouth and fuck my face," she said with her face twisted with incestuous lust for her son.
He moved his finger away from her mouth to put his hand behind her to feel the round, firmness of her ass. Feeling it, sneezing it, and groping it, he continued to touch and feel his mother where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. Finally, making the big move, as if reaching down her body to unlock the combination to a safe that had a valuable hidden treasure inside, he reached his hand between her legs to cup her moist pussy in the palm of his hand. She was so wet for him. She was so hot for him. She was so ready to suck him and for him to fuck her. If ever there was one, she was such a MILF.
* * * * *
Unless the writer is God and can see all and feel all, it's important that the writer pick one character to tell the story from their eyes. Normally, it is much too difficult to write a story from an omniscient viewpoint. It's easier to make the story believable for the writer to pick one character to show the story unfolding. By picking one character to tell the story, there's more of a chance that the reader will not only bond with the character but also will remember the story.
Rather than writing a story from the first or second person, most stories are written from the third person. When writing a story from the third person, "he or she," the writer has more flexibility to scan the scenery to write about other things that he wants the reader to see, feel, and/or to know. Instead of just remaining in the main character's head as he'd have to do when writing a story from first person, "I or me," writing from the third person gives the writer more flexibility to show the story. Second person writing, "you," has historically been used for detective fiction, dime novels of old. Not many writers write from the second person anymore. Most short stories and novels are told from the third person.
* * * * *
Maureen dropped to her knees to take her son's cock in her hand while staring up at him with her big, blue eyes.
"Tell me what you want Johnny," she said fondling the head of his stiff prick with her fingertips. "Do you want Mommy to suck you?" She slowly stroked him while staring up at him and only looking away to stare at his penis.
"Yes," he said.
"Tell me. Say the words," she said teasing his cock with her fingertips.
"I want you to suck my cock Mom. Suck my prick Mom," he said with more sexual excitement than he's ever experienced before.



"Would you like to cum in Mommy's mouth?" She flicked out her tongue to lick his penis while watching for his reaction to her licking her son's cock.
"Yes," he said.
"Tell me," she said. "Say the words."
"I want to cum in your mouth Mother. I need to cum in your mouth," he said getting even more sexually excited with the anticipation of receiving a blowjob from his mother where he cums in her mouth.
"And then later, would you like to stick your big, stiff prick in Mommy's warm, wet pussy? Would you like to make love to Mommy, Johnny, before fucking Mommy, really fucking Mommy?"
"Oh God yes, Maureen. After you suck my cock, after I cum in your mouth and after you swallow my cum, I'd love to make love to you. I'd really want to fuck you Mother. I really want to pound your pussy Mom."
To be continued...
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Christine, a voyeuristic and exhibitionistic new neighbor moves in next door.
"Michael! You're home! I missed you baby," said Tiffany throwing her arms around her husband's neck and giving him a deep, wet kiss, while reaching down to feel his emerging erection through his pants.
Rubbing his penis with her hand through his trousers while applying just the right amount of pressure to the head of his cock with her fingertips, she knew just how to excite her man.
"I missed you too sweetheart," he said returning her passion with his kiss with one hand on her back and his other hand cupping her sweet, round, firm ass.
"This was such a long absence Michael. I feel as though you were gone forever on your business trip this time. I missed your cock baby," she said giving him a sexy look. "I'm so horny for you lover," she said kissing and kissing him while rubbing him through his pants and leaning into him to blow in his ear.
* * * * *
With their sexual flames still burning brightly, a couple who had been married for more than twenty years, their romance and their sexual passion was still red hot with sexy adventures and kinky, public sex. Not shy about publicly sharing their passion for others to watch, something they've always done, even before their Honeymoon, it aroused both husband and wife for others to see them naked and/or having sex. Nude beaches in Clearwater Florida or in Key West have long been their preferred vacation spots with hotel rooms where they could make love in front of the open windows for others to see.
With Michael always traveling for his work, they vacationed less and were separated more and for longer periods of time. Now they had to be content pushing the sexual envelope of exhibitionism and voyeurism by flashing where they weren't expected to flash around their neighborhood. So long as they made their flashes appear accidental, none of the neighbors complained that they were given a nightly, sexy show. Even though they talked about swinging, satisfied for others just to watch, they weren't yet comfortable or ready to share one another by having sex with others. Still just an erotic conversation that's sexually arousing, they whispered their secret, sexual desires for others during their private, pillow talking sessions.
"Sorry but it was important that I stay the extra couple of days to close the deal. I love you Tiffany," he said kissing her again and again as if he was on his honeymoon. "I have eyes for only you. You are the love of my life," he said kissing her again and again while feeling her abundant breast and fingering her big nipple.
She pulled away from him to look at him with excitement while running her fingers through his chestnut, brown hair.
"I have a surprise for you," she said unable to contain herself while laughing with glee.
"You do? I like surprises," he said closing his eyes. "What is it?"
"You don't have to close your eyes for this surprise. You can keep them wide open Michael because you won't believe what I'm about to show you."
Caught up in her excitement, he opened his eyes to look at her.
"Is it a surprise that I'll like?"
"Oh yeah," she said with a sexy look while laughing. "You're going to love this surprise."
"Is it something to eat?"
"It could be," she said laughing again. "It depends how far we're willing you go with it and how far I'll allow you to go," she said giving him a sexy look.
He returned her look of excitement with his own.
"Is it a sexy surprise?"
"Yes," she said jumping up and down and clapping her hands.
"What? Tell me. What's the surprise Tiffany?"
* * * * *
She looked at her husband with baited breath. Obviously enjoying the moment before telling him the surprise, she's been excited for nearly a week to share the sexy surprise with him.
"We have a new neighbor. A cute little, sexy thing, she's a living doll," she said holding his hands in hers. "You're going to like her. I've already met her. Her name is Christine and are you ready?"
"What? Tell me," he said getting just as excited as she was.
"She's Asian."
"Asian? No way. In this uptight neighborhood," he said laughing. "Who allowed her in this closed community?"
"Being that I know how you've always had a thing for Asian women, I knew you'd be just as thrilled as I am."
"A new neighbor? An Asian woman? Wow! Seriously? We do?"
"Oh yeah, we do," said Tiffany. "I can't wait for you to meet her. I can't wait for you to see her and for her to see you, if you know what I mean" she said with a giggle.
"Oh my God. Wow! Christmas has come early," he said laughing.
"Merry Christmas in October," she said.
"So tell me, is she Chinese, Japanese, Korean, or—"
"She's Japanese and she's from Tokyo. Very submissive," said Tiffany winking, "she's wicked nice. Take a breath and then, when you're ready to see her, look out our bedroom window."
As if she had been watching them and watching their loving exchange, Michael turned to see a beautiful, Asian woman with long, dark, blue black hair, wave to him, before bowing to him from her bedroom window, from the house next door. Their houses were so close to one another, merely twenty feet apart. With their windows free of blinds, shades, and/or drapes due to the exhibitionists and voyeurs that they all were, as if she was sitting at the far end of his bedroom instead of across the way, he could almost reach across and touch her. He waved back to his new neighbor with his best welcome to the neighborhood smile.
"Hello Christine," he said mouthing the words before focusing his attention back to his wife. "She seems friendly," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Friendly is a gross understatement Michael," laughed Tiffany. "Very demur and passively subservient, albeit extremely sexual, she's already like one of the family," said Tiffany with a laugh.
"She is? Why do you say that she's one of the family already? And how do you know that she's extremely sexual?"
"Better than telling you, I can show you," said Tiffany.
Michael looked at his wife with confusion.
"Show me what?"
* * * * *
"In the same way that we do," said his wife pausing for effect before standing on her toes to whisper in his ear, "she likes to watch."
They looked at one another and laughed as if they were school children having shared a secret or won a lottery prize.
"Knowing you as I do," he said with a dirty laugh, "tell me, what have you been showing Christine and what has she been watching? Moreover, what has Christine been showing you?"
"She's been watching me change my clothes," she said with sexual excitement. "Returning the favor, I've been watching her change her clothes too," said Tiffany stepping back to look at her husband, obviously to see how he reacted to her voyeurism and exhibitionism news before confessing the rest. "We've already seen one another naked numerous times. She has an exquisite body."
"Naked?"
"Naked," she said.
Michael looked at his wife with shocked, sexual excitement. She was always shocking him sexually. In the same way that he looked at her when she told him that she went walking naked on a beach that wasn't a nude beach, he looked at her now for stripping naked in front of their new neighbor.
"Seriously?"
"Yes," she said.
"Totally naked?"
"Yes. Naked is naked, Michael," she said laughing. "We've seen one another naked several times."
"Wait, too much sexual information for me to process all at once," he said while laughing, "lemme wrap my brain around this. You've been undressing in front of her and she's been undressing in front of you?"
"Yes," she said this time with me sexual excitement in her voice.
"Wow, that's a first for you, undressing in front of a woman instead flashing a man. That's so hot," he said.
"With me giving her a show, she's been giving me a show too. What are the odds of having a neighbor who not only likes to watch but also who likes to play," she said leaning into him.
"It sounds like we've hit the sexual jackpot," he said.
"I'm just hoping she's not a lesbian. Being that it would be so much more fun if she was bi-sexual so that we both could enjoy the voyeurism and exhibitionism experience, I'm hoping she goes both ways," said Tiffany. "This is so exciting" she said whispering in his ear again as if she thought that her neighbor could hear her when she couldn't.
"Just so that it's not my horniness putting words in my brain, when you say she's been giving you a show, do you mean that she's been undressing in front of you too? Yes? Am I right to think that?"
"Yes, already I told you that," said Tiffany nodding her head and laughing. "Obviously you're in shock," she laughed. "Just as I've been stripping myself naked for her, she's been stripping herself naked for me too."
"Wow! Oh my God. That's even hotter. I can't believe it," he said. "We not only have a new neighbor but also we have the perfect neighbor."
With his curiosity getting the better of him, hoping not to frighten her away by staring, Michael turned to look at his new neighbor again. Knowing that his wife was an exhibitionist, he was obviously more surprised that not only was Tiffany playing with another woman but also that Christine was giving his wife a striptease show. What are the odds of having two exhibitionist women who were both voyeurs, as well, living next door to one another in view of a voyeuristic man?
Seemingly, without a doubt, this was the perfect voyeurism and exhibitionism storm. With a perfect wife and now a perfect neighbor, in the sexual excitement that he showed, it was difficult to tell if he was more surprised that his wife suspected that Christine was bi-sexual or that she reciprocated Tiffany's striptease show by stripping herself naked too. Life doesn't get any better than this. If he didn't know better, he'd question his wife's motives in stripping herself naked in front of her female neighbor. A first time for everything and an encouraging prospect, now he wondered if his wife was thinking about having sex with another woman.
Maybe Christine titillated Tiffany's lesbian curiosity enough that she'd have sex with her. How hot would that be? He'd like for his wife to have sex with Christine. So long as he could watch and so long as he could participate later too, he'd be agreeable to his wife having some extramarital fun with another woman. She's always been bi-curious but other than just talking about having sex with a woman and whispering about a threesome while they had sex, they've never done anything about their sexual fantasies to include others. Perhaps now with such a sexy, voyeuristic and exhibitionistic neighbor living right next door, that's the erotic magic they both needed to take the next step in trying the swinging lifestyle.
Being that he's always wanted a threesome with his wife and her best friend, Susan, now he thought about having a sexy threesome with Christine. How hot would that be just to walk next door to have three-way sex? How hot would that be to have threesome sex with an Asian woman as his wife's lover and possibly his lover too? Only, when opening up Pandora's Box and never again able to close it, he wondered if he'd feel the same way if it was another man watching his wife undress and another man stripping naked in front of his wife. Suddenly feeling possessively jealous, willing to share his wife with another woman, he wasn't ready to share his wife with another man.
* * * * *
"Touching herself as if getting ready to masturbate, she never removed her eyes from me when I stripped myself naked," said Tiffany. "As if I was stripper on stage, in the way she looked at me and watched me slowly undress, she made me feel so sexy and so beautiful. Then with her reciprocating by undressing in front of me too, watching her strip naked was so hot. Never have I been as aroused while watching another woman undress. I only wish you had been here to see her too," she said. "I swear, with her making me so horny, had you been here yesterday, I was ready to go over there and do her."
"Wow," said Michael again, the only word that he could utter.
Totally shocked, he turned to look at his neighbor again who was now sitting in her bedroom chair while pretending to read a book. Every now and then, her eyes would look over the top of the book before she'd lower the book low enough for him to see her smile. Was she teasing him in the way she teased his wife and in the way that he hoped she'd tease him too? With her chair positioned directly across from his bedroom window, she had a bird's eye view of their bedroom. Moreover with her windows uncovered in the way that their windows were uncovered with no blinds, no shades, and no drapes, he had a bird's eye view of her bedroom too.
"If you don't believe me, see for yourself. Go ahead. I dare you to undress in front of her," said Tiffany with a dirty laugh. "With Christine sitting there watching you, I double dare you to strip yourself naked. I'm curious to see her reaction to seeing you naked too. Besides, I need for you to get naked anyway. Away from me for too long and no doubt backed up with cum, I need to milk you anyway baby."
"Here? Now? Seriously? You want to milk me in front of her?" He turned to look at his new neighbor. "She's right there Tiff," he said without pointing. "She can see us. If she can see me undressing," he said with obvious sexual excitement, "she'll definitely see you sticking your finger up my ass to milk me."
"Yes," said Tiffany. "So? Duh? That's the whole point of you stripping naked Michael. Give her a show in the way that I gave her a show and maybe, in the way that she gave me a sexy, naked striptease show, she'll give you a sexy, naked striptease show too."
"Wait, this is so exciting but I have to pee first," he said. "I haven't peed since before I got on the plane."
"Why didn't you pee on the plane?"
"I hate their bathrooms. They're too small," he said.
With the mirrored, bathroom door wide open, Michael disappeared in the master bedroom bathroom with Tiffany in tow. Typical of what they do in private, they now did with Christine as their audience. As if he was king and Tiffany was his personal penis holder, his wife unzipped him and pulled out his cock for him to pee. Holding his cock while he peed was her concession to him not giving her a golden shower, something he always wanted to do was something that she wasn't willing to try.
Now only giving Christine a mirrored reflected view of his cock but also a golden shower show, he was excited to flash his new neighbor his cock in that perverse way. Something he always wanted to do with his wife, pee on her, he was afraid to force the issue after she turned him down several times before. Just a sexual fetish to him, a fetish or not, she took him urinating on her as defiling her. He wondered if his new neighbor was into golden showers. Maybe instead of golden showers she was into butake. Giving her a real cum bath, he'd love to masturbate all over her face in the sexy way that his wife allows him to cum all over her face.
"Perhaps when you eat my pussy when I'm menstruating," she said laughing while knowing that Michael had an aversion to blood, "I'll consider you peeing on me." Pee for period, this was her way of not being urinated on by her husband.
Able to see her through his peripheral vision staring at his cock and at his pee stream, he wondered again if Christine was into golden showers. How hot would that be if she was? He'd love to pee on her. He'd love to try some new sexual things with his new neighbor that he'd never dare try with his wife.
Still holding his cock for him, after he finished peeing, she shook it for him while squeezing it forward, once, twice, and three times. In anticipation to her sucking his cock, no doubt, Tiffany wiped him with toilet tissue. Then, while still holding his cock in her hand, she moved him to the sink where she washed his cock with warm water. With his cock clean and at the ready to have sex with his wife, he zipped himself and returned to the bedroom with his wife to play more with Christine.
Beyond bizarre, a new sexual fantasy to explore with the neighbor conveniently right next door, this was so forbidden, kinky, and yet so sexually exciting. What if she called the cops to report that he was exposing himself to her he wondered? Yet, undressing in his own house, the most the police would tell him to do is to pull his shades. It's his house after all. He could walk around naked if he wanted to walk around naked. If she didn't like seeing his cock, she could pull her own damn shades.
* * * * *
Nervous with sexual anticipation as if he was about to have sex with the woman for the first time, Michael stood in front of his bed that was positioned ten feet from his open window and in full view of his new neighbor. Sexually excited about getting naked in front of Christine who he had yet to even meet, normally, he'd never strip naked in front of his neighbor, especially one who live right next door. Any time he flashed himself to a woman, in the way his wife did too, he always made it appear accidental.
Besides, stripping naked in front of a man was Tiffany's typical role to play while Michael watched and perhaps masturbated. Sometimes, depending on the man and with Michael watching his wife expose herself from a distance and with the man not knowing that Michael was there watching too, the man would masturbate too. In was one thing to voyeur someone but it was so much more exciting when adding the two together, voyeurism and exhibitionism.
This was the first time that he'd be so brazenly stripping naked in front of a woman while knowing that she was right there, practically sitting in his bedroom and watching. Yet, cajoled, coerced and double dared by his wife to strip naked, using that as his excuse to expose himself, he immediately and submissively obeyed his wife while stripping himself naked. Giving him a blow by blow account of Christine's actions by hiding herself to the side to peep out the window, Tiffany kept watch of her new neighbor while Michael stripped himself naked.
"She's watching you Michael. Don't be obvious. Don't look over at her," said Tiffany. "With this all just a game of voyeurism and exhibitionism, pretend that you don't know that she's there watching you."
"Oh my God Tiffany. I'm so excited. Can I look? I want to see her watching me," he said.
"No don't look Michael. Pretend that you don't know that she can see you undressing. She's watching you undress baby. She's watching you Michael. This is so hot," said Tiffany. "Oh my God this is so hot to watch another woman watching my man undressing and getting naked."
"I can't believe I'm doing this Tiff. I'm shaking, I'm so excited," he said kicking off his shoes and removing his shirt and pants as if he was on fire. "Beyond just flashing a woman, I feel as if I'm a male stripper," he said with a laugh. "Other than to flash her my cock while peeing, I haven't even shown her my cock yet and I already have an erection."
"Let's not disappoint her. Let's give her something to see. When you remove your underwear, turn to the side and flash her your cock. Show her your cock Michael," said his wife. "I'm dying to see the look on her face when she sees that monster fully erected."
Even though he's already given her a preview of his cock when he was peeing, now that he has an erection, it was shock and awe time. As if removing the shroud from a new and much anticipated sculpture, Michael pulled down his underwear to show his neighbor his still growing erection. Released from his underwear, immediately his cock sprang to life and bounced up and down as if it was held there by a tight spring.



"I'm excited just knowing that she's looking," said Michael. "Normally I'm the one who's the voyeur. Normally, I'm the one who's looking and watching. Never have I had a woman look at me in that way that Christine is looking at me now, that is, except for you Tiff," he said standing closer to the window to give her a better look.
"Thank you baby," said Tiffany.
"It's fun being the exhibitionistic one, especially when the one being flashed likes to watch. Just as it's exciting for me to watch you flashing your beautiful body to another man, it's always exciting for me to flash my cock to a woman," he said while wishing that he could flash his cock to Susan, his wife's best friend.
"Just as you flashing a woman is new to you, watching you flash a woman is new to me too," said Tiffany. "I like watching you exposing yourself, especially to someone who so likes to watch."
Now that he was flashing Christine, he couldn't help but think of flashing Susan. He'd love to flash his engorged prick to his wife's best friend. Having fantasized about her seeing his cock and even having had pillow talk about the both of them having sex with her, he'd love to have sex with Susan.
"Beyond bizarre, with old, Mrs. Thompson living there for years, before she went to live in a nursing home, I never expected that I'd be flashing anyone from my bedroom window. Putting a stop to our flashing fun and forcing us to pull our shades and close our drapes, I figured that whoever bought that big, old house next door would have a bunch of kids."
"I bet you'd love to flash your cock to Susan," said Tiffany teasing her husband with sexual wickedness as if reading his mind.
As if her words were an electrical shock, he felt his cock pulsate at the mere thought of flashing Susan.
* * * * *
"Susan?" He looked at his wife to read her face to see if she was serious, joking, or angry by the thought of him flashing her best friend. When he saw that she was serious, curious to play her gave of truth or dare, he didn't deny the truth. "Yeah, I would. I'd love to flash Susan my cock," he said waiting to watch his wife's reaction to his confession. "I wonder what she'd do if I flashed her."
"Oh my God that would be so outrageous Michael if you ever flashed Susan your cock," said Tiffany laughing. "Susan's not like that. She'd probably faint if she ever saw your cock, especially in the way that it's stiffly aroused now."
Forgetting Christine for the moment, he was now more focused on flashing Susan than on flashing his neighbor. He tried thinking of all the ways that he could flash her while making his flashing appear accidental so that he wouldn't get in trouble with Susan or with his wife.
"What do think she'd do if I flashed her my erection? Would she look or would she look away? Surely nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I imagine her reaching out her hand to touch me and to stroke me before falling to her knees to suck me," he said admitting his desire for her best friend and looking at his wife to see if she was serious about him flashing himself to Susan.
Going overboard in his confession, he showed his wife his cards too soon. He should have held his cards closer to his vest and bluffed by saying that he'd never flash Susan his cock. Horny before and even hornier now, with Christine staring at his exposed cock and after talking about flashing Susan his erect prick, he was becoming even more sexually excited. Now he wanted to masturbate in front of Christine. Now he wanted to give her a real cum show.
"I have no idea what Susan would do if she saw your cock but keep dreaming Michael," said Tiffany with a laugh.
When she didn't continue sharing her thoughts of him flashing Susan, in the way that she said what he was thinking before, he hoped he'd say what she was thinking now.
"Not really knowing how else to flash her, as if you were playing a practical joke on me, maybe you could sneak up behind me and pull my pajama bottoms down in front of Susan. With all it being such a surprise and such a joke that you played on me, I wonder what her reaction would be to seeing my stiff or flaccid prick."
Only instead of agreeing to help him flash his cock to Susan by pulling down his pajama bottoms in front of her friend, she put the kibosh on his exhibitionistic thoughts.
"I don't know about that Michael. One of the family, not only is she my best friend and like a sister to me but also she's my business partner too. I don't want to ruin things between us by helping you to flash her your cock," she said.
"Okay," he said. "Just kidding," he said trying to cover his tracks. "I was just thinking out loud."
"Now that you have Christine to flash, there are plenty of other women out there that you can flash. I don't think Susan would react positively and/or sexually to seeing your big dick. Besides, she's not like us. She's not like that and I think her seeing your prick would not only really embarrass her but also make her feel uncomfortable," said Tiffany.
"It's okay. I was just sexually fantasizing. Sorry. I was just verbalizing my sexy thoughts out loud," he said obviously disappointed that his wife wouldn't enable him by helping him to flash Susan.
Furthermore, he was embarrassed that he just confessed his lust for her best friend.
"Moreover, something we never discussed but as far as I know, Susan may be a lesbian being that I've never seen her with a man and she never talks about dating men or woman for that matter. Just an old maid, she's not very sexual or sexy," said Tiffany.
Not sexual or sexy? Gees, if only his wife knew that every time Susan walked in the room, she had his stiffest attention. For his wife to say that Susan isn't sexy, maybe she's jealous of the short skirts and low cut blouses that she always wears. She's always showing off her shapely legs and her long line of cleavage. If only she knew he's seen Susan in her panties and bra, topless, and even naked, he wondered what she'd say. Better not to push the sexual envelope, especially now that he has Christine to entertain and for her to entertain him, he decided not to talk about Susan.
"Okay. At least I have an early Christmas gift with Christine, a sexy, beautiful Asian woman to flash," he said with a laugh while turning side to side to make sure that his sexy neighbor was getting a good look of his cock.
"Obviously she's impressed with seeing your prick Michael. She closed her book and is feeling her breast with one hand and rubbing her crotch with her other," said Tiffany still peeping out the window at Christine.
"I just hope she removes her clothes and doesn't call the police," said Michael looking from his wife to look at his new neighbor. "A good sign that she wants to play and being the voyeur that I am, I'd like to see her naked too." He looked at his wife and kissed her. "I've always wanted to disprove the fallacy that Asian pussy slits go sideways instead of straight up and down," he said with a laugh.
"Sideways? Where'd you hear such a thing?" Tiffany looked at her husband with disbelief. He was always saying something stupid, especially when it came to women. "I can tell you right now that she has the same pussy slit that I do."
"Sorry, I was just kidding about her pussy going sideways. It was something that I believed when I was younger and not as sexually experienced as I am now," he said.
"So, you've never had sex with an Asian woman?"
"No," he said. "You know that I haven't had sex with anyone but you," he said with a laugh.
"So says you," she said. "I'm sure before you married me that you had your share of women."
"Just as you had your share of men, no doubt," he said while waiting for his wife to add to the sexual confessions she made about her past lovers.
When she didn't volunteer any more information about her sexual past, he returned his focus back to Christine.
"Damn, Tiff, do you see her staring at me? My God, she makes me feel so special," he said. "I'd love to see her naked."
"Having seen her naked already," said Tiffany reaching her hand down and over to fondle his cock, "I can tell you that she has a hot body. Unusual for an Asian woman to have big tits, she has big tits. Probably a C cup, I can't tell if they're natural or silicone. They looked real to me from here," she said.
"I'd like to see you naked too," he said to his wife. "Get naked sweetheart. Show me and Christine some skin."
"Yeah, maybe with the both of us stripping naked, we can encourage her to strip naked too," said Tiffany.
* * * * *
As if giving her a private striptease show, Tiffany stood in front of her bedroom window as if she was standing in front of her bedroom mirror. Making her striptease more exotically erotic than Michael did by just stripping off his clothes, taking her time sweet time undressing, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse and stopped before unbuttoning each button to look down at herself to see what her neighbor could see. One slow button at a time, as if she was an actress on the set during a sex scene, treating her bedroom window as if it was the camera, she never looked up at her window. As if oblivious to Christine watching her, she removed her blouse and tossed in on the bed before turning back to face the window.
"She's watching you Tiff. In the way she just stared at me, she's really staring at you," said Michael with it being his turn to give his wife the blow by blow.
Then, as if unwrapping an expensive gift given to her for Christmas, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. Parading around the room in her panty and bra, she bent, leaned, and stretched to show Christine what she was obviously looking to see. For a 42-year-old woman, Tiffany had a hot body. Unbelievably and fortunately for him, Susan had an even hotter body than his wife, no doubt because she never had any children. Looking ten years younger, Susan was hot, wicked hot. She was the one woman that he always wanted to bed. Even if only lusting over her from afar, he was so happy to have two sexy women in his life. Now with the addition of Christine as his new, sexy neighbor, he was on sexual overload.
"Is she still watching me Michael?"
"Still watching you? She's hypnotized, mesmerized, and transfixed on watching you strip naked Tiff," said Michael with a chuckle. "You're giving her a better show than I gave her."
Then with her hands poised behind her back, as if there was silent drumroll in the background, she unhooked her bra. Playing to her audience of one, in the way that a stripper does on stage, she lowered one bra strap before lowering the other. As if removing baking tins to reveal her beautiful pastries, she removed her bra cups while bending at the waist to shake her tits and staring at her new neighbor.
Ever so slowly and methodically, she peeled down her panties until the top of her trimmed, blonde pussy was revealed to her new neighbor. Then, as if she was a stripper on stage but one without a pole, she turned and bent at the waist again while lowering her panties more to show Christine her round, firm ass and a revealing shot of her pussy lips. Turning back around to face Christine topless again, she removed her panty to flash Christine her naked pussy. Naked before her husband and before her sexy neighbor, Tiffany and Michael were naked.
"Wow," said Michael. "Your sexy striptease got my attention," he said looking from his wife to look down at his erection.
Standing there naked and in plain view of her neighbor, Tiffany opened her nightstand drawer to retrieve what she needed to continue her sexy show. Instead of pulling out a vibrator or a dildo to pleasure herself for her enjoyment and for Christine's entertainment, she pulled out a blue, rubber glove. Holding her right hand in the air while donning her blue, rubber glove and smiling, she acted as if she was a doctor of proctology but without the license, white coat, shingle on the door, and name tag.
To be continued...
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Ghosts come out to play on Halloween
"Well, here we are," said John, the Mayor's assistant, pulling up to the house. A typical politician, he was a gray-haired, portly man in his late fifties with darting eyes, a plastic smile, and a weak handshake.
"The house is so big," said Helen, the building inspector. "It will take me all day to inspect this place. I'm going to have come back later in the week with help and a 30' ladder to get up on the roof," she said shading her eyes to look at the chimneys.
She was a tall, thirty-something-year-old, thin albeit shapely, intelligent blonde with modest breasts and a keen eye. It was rumored that she got the job as building inspector over more qualified and experienced candidates by sleeping with the mayor. She did.
"It's so beautiful," said Kathy, the health inspector. She was a short, twenty-something-year-old, busty, redhead with big, blue eyes and freckles, it was rumored that she got the job over more qualified and experienced candidates by sleeping with Helen. Not true. She slept with the mayor too.
* * * * *
"The house hasn't been occupied in more than 50 years when, let me see," said John looking through some papers to read from them. "When Thomas and Irene Connor, married and lived here for sixty years. They died of natural causes. Probably carbon monoxide poisoning," he said with all the fireplaces in this grand house while looking up at the house. "He was 80 and she was 78. They were both found in bed holding one another."
"Eww," said Helen. "That's so gross."
"Gross? That's so romantic," said Kathy swooning. "That's how I want to go, that is, if ever I find a man to marry."
"So, do you think this place is haunted?" Helen looked to John before looking to Kathy.
"Haunted? Nah, don't be silly," said John waving a disbelieving in ghosts hand. "Built in 1880, according to the neighbors who have called the police after seeing some unearthly things and hearing some unearthly sounds, this house is wicked haunted," he said with a laugh.
"I don't understand why it took more than fifty years for the city to come around to claim this place after it was abandoned in the 60's," said Kathy.
"Shit happens. It fell through the cracks, no doubt, during reelection time," said John with a shrug and a laugh. "We put liens on it, of course, for unpaid back property taxes but the house just disappeared from the city's records one day."
"A comedy of errors," said Helen. "What else is new?"
"With one department not communicating with the other department, it was probably at the time when we were computerizing everything. Then there was the housing crisis when every other house was being foreclosed. With residents walking away from their mortgages, properties were being abandoned all over the city. The important thing is that we're here now to photograph it, check the condition of it for us to assign a value, and sell it," said John.
Helen and Kathy alighted from the car and Helen looked back to John from the sidewalk.
"Aren't you coming? Or are you afraid of the ghosts?" She laughed.
"In a minute. I have to return the mayor's call," he said calling the mayor.
"Well?" Helen looked to Kathy. "Shall we have a look inside?"
"If you don't mind, I'd rather wait for John," said Kathy looking back to John talking on the phone while holding her pocketbook to her chest as if she was ready to bolt. "There's safety in numbers."
"C'mon, don't be such a scaredy cat," said Helen pulling Kathy along. "Haven't you ever watched Ghost Hunters?"
"Ghost Hunters? Yes all the time and I have and I have nightmares for days after watching it," said Kathy.
"The dead can't hurt you, only the living can," said Helen marching up the stairs unafraid with Kathy lagging behind.
"Hello? Building inspector," said Helen opening the unlocked, front door and peeking inside.
"Health inspector," said Kathy following close behind her friend.
"Wow! Look at this place. Look at all of this natural woodwork everywhere and with all of this Victorian detail. She walked around the first floor checking off her list while rattling off the items. "Original hardwood floors, beamed ceilings, pocket doors, and imported tiles will be great features at auction.
"This is a one-of-a-kind house," said Kathy.
"I love it," said Helen. "I wished I owned it," she said walking around the first floor while impressed with the grandeur of the house. "Built in bookcases, china hutch, and a butler's pantry, the wood looks like cherry or mahogany to me, perhaps a little of both."
Ready to continue their inspection of the house, they both stopped at the main staircase to look up at the grand entrance.
"Health inspector," said Kathy with her voice echoing through the reception hall and up the stairs. "Hello? Is there anyone here?" She stayed in place while looking up the stairs. "Suddenly, expecting Morticia Addams or Lurch to come walking down the stairs, I feel as if I'm in the Addams' family house," she said with a little laugh.
As if suspended in time with everything in place and covered with cobwebs, mice and roaches now took possession of the period home.
* * * * *
"Tom! Wake up! There's someone in our house," said Irene.
"Hello?" The two women called out again as they climbed the grand stairway to the second floor. "Is anyone here?"
With his wife shaking him awake, immediately Tom awoke to the women's voices.
"We're from the City," said Helen. "I'm the Building inspector."
"I'm with the Health Department," said Kathy.
Not since a burglar opened his front door late at night has anyone been in his house. Taking action in his own hands, Tom summarily dealt with him and the intruder ran screaming from the house. Now again, twenty years later, someone was in his house. Someone had dared enter his house uninvited. With his wife, Irene, by his side, literally he flew down the stairs to greet his unexpected guests. He was there in front of them before they could take another step.
"They're from the city Irene," he said standing in front of them as if to block their way and to stop them from going upstairs. Only, continuing walking up the stairs, they walked right through him as if he wasn't even there. "This one is a health inspector and the other one is a building inspector," said Tom flying ahead of them again.
"Oh my God," said Irene beginning to cry.
"What? What's wrong Irene?" Tom put his big arm around his wife to console her. "Don't cry. Everything will be okay."
"If they condemn our house, we'll have no place to live? Where will we go? I can't leave here Tom. I won't leave here. This is our home," she said sobbing in her hands.
"Condemn our house? That's absurd. Why would they condemn our house? They don't make houses like this anymore Irene. There's nothing wrong with this house that a little paint and elbow grease can't fix," he said looking around the interior of his home.
"If they don't condemn it, they'll sell it. They'll auction it off to the highest bidder," she said wringing her hands.
"Don't worry about anything Irene," said Tom with anger. "I'll take care of everything," he said flying up the stairs after the women with Irene lagging behind them.
"Tom! No! Don't hurt them. I know how you get when you're upset," she said following behind her husband. "Calm yourself. Control your temper."
"They pissed me off Irene coming in here uninvited," he said pounding his fist in the air. "How dare they? How dare they come in my house?"
"Did you hear that?" Kathy pulled at her friend.
"Hear what?" Helen stopped on the stairs.
"I thought I heard a voice," said Kathy.
"It's just your imagination Kathy. There's no one here but us," said Helen.
* * * * *
As soon as Helen opened their bedroom door and walked in their bedroom, with Tom standing poised right behind her, ready to take action, he lifted her short skirt all the way up to her shoulders. Holding it there in place with one hand, he pulled her white, bikini panties down and off with his other hand. Then, bending her forward, he pulled her blouse up across her back and with a hard pull and a quick tug, he removed her blouse and bra. Helen was naked.
"Helen!" Kathy laughed. "What are you doing? Why did you strip yourself naked?"
"I did no such thing Kathy. Someone stripped me naked. It must be a ghost. This place is haunted," said Helen. "Help me up. Let's get the Hell out of here."
Kathy rushed to her aid in her feeble attempt to help her gather her clothes before the ghost could harm them and before John could see Helen naked. She tried getting up from the bed but unable to move, Tom held her in place with one hand while attacking and sexually molesting Kathy with his other hand. The will of a ghost too strong for mere, mortal humans to combat, Tom was determined to make them leave and to never return.
As soon as Kathy leaned over her friend to help her get dressed, in the way that Helen's blouse and bra were removed, Kathy's blouse and bra was removed too. When she went to retrieve her clothes, her skirt was ripped off of her body and her panties were pulled down and off. Now with both women naked, a ghostly hand pushed them both back on the bed and held the naked women in place. Then, lifting up one woman, as if he was going to body slam her in the way of a wrestler, he positioned the women in the sixty-nine position and held their heads in place by their naked pussies while putting their hands on one another's naked breasts.
Still busy with the mayor on the phone, John finally ended his phone call and entered the house.
"Hello? Helen? Kathy? Where are you? Where'd you two go? Did the ghosts get you?" He laughed while climbing the stairs. "Come out, come out, wherever you are."
When he reached the second floor landing with the master bedroom straight ahead, he continued walking inside the bedroom. Then, when he saw Helen and Kathy having lesbian sex, he pulled down his pants, pulled up a chair, and took his cock in hand.
"Oh my Tom. He's playing with his thingy," said Irene in her grandmotherly voice while shielding her eyes with her hand.
"Bastard," said Tom. "He's such a dirty bastard. Avert your eyes Irene. Avert your eyes," he said leaving Irene in charge of the women to take care of John. "Keep those women right where they are, Irene, while I attend to this pervert," said Tom.
Forcefully lifting him off his chair with one hand while stripping off his clothes with the other, he added the man's naked body to the women's naked bodies. Then, grabbing their camera, he took photos of the trio, opened the camera, and took the memory stick.
"Get out," he said loud enough for them to hear his voice from the living to the dead. "Get out of my house and never return or I'll send these photos to the newspaper," said Tom.
Grabbing their clothes the man and two women ran from the house dressing as they ran.
* * * * *
Several years passed since that day when three uninvited, city employees invaded his home. Now with everything back to the way it should be, Tom awakened bored and restless. Wanting to do something he's never done in more than fifty years, he wanted to go out for a walk around the neighborhood.
"Tom! Wait! Where are you going?"
Tom stopped at the front door to turn and look at his wife.
"Out Irene. I'm going out," he said with attitude as if going out was a bigger deal that it was.
"Out? Out where?"
"I dunno, just for a walk. You're welcome to come with me," he said.
"Come with you? We can't go out," she walked close enough to him to pull him away from the front door. "Stay here. Stay here with me," she said.
"No, I need to go out. Stop. Let go of me," she said pulling away from his wife.
"Where would you even go? The neighborhood has all changed. All of our old neighbors have moved away, are living in nursing homes, or are dead. We don't know anyone living here anymore," she said giving him a pleading look for him to change his mind and stay there with her.
"I need to get some air. I feel suffocated," he said loosening his collar.
"You know you're not supposed to leave the grounds Tom. You're not even supposed to leave the house," she said.
"Why not? Why can't I leave the house and/or the grounds?"
"Why not?" She shook her head with sadness. "You should know better than to even ask that question," she said looking at him with confusion.
"Being that I asked the question, tell me once and for all why I can't go out?" As if he was a prisoner in jail or confined to a mental institution, he stared out the window at the big, full moon before looking back at her. "Just answer me why I can't go out and I'll never ask to go out ever again. Okay?"
He peered out the window looking down the street and up the street while waiting for her to respond.
"You can't go out. You just can't," she said.
"Look outside. The street is filled with people. It's Halloween. Everyone is out," he said as if he was a little child being punished instead of being the grown man and albeit dead mature adult that he was. "Come outside with me Irene. If only just for a walk around the block, we'll both go outside and have some Halloween fun."
"No Tom. No. You mustn't leave here," she said.
"Why Irene? Why?"
"Because," she said pausing with confusion. "You must stay here," she said with soft resignation. "We both must stay here. We must not leave this house. We're not allowed to leave here Tom, you know that. We can't go outside. We must never go outside."
"Why? Why must I stay here? Why must you stay here? Why can't we go outside and have some fun? Truly for me to ask you the question, I don't understand why I can't go outside. Give me one good reason why I cannot leave this house, my own house, to go outside."
"Because that's the rules?" She threw up her hands with her chin held high in victory that she was able to think of one good reason to tell her husband why he couldn't go outside.
"Rules? Bullshit! What rules? Whose rules? I didn't agree to any rules Irene when I died? Did you agree to any rules? I didn't sign a contract that states that I must stay inside these four walls and never go outside ever again. Did you sign a contract to always remain here and to never go outside? Tell me, Irene, did you agree to any rules on my behalf that said that I can't go outside?"
He looked at his wife while waiting for her to answer. He shrugged and raised his hands palm up in front of her to pressure her to respond. Perhaps something she was afraid to admit and to verbalize, she was slow to answer.
"No but the rules are of us being dead are such that we must stay here and never leave here. We can't leave here Tom. We have no idea what will happen to us if we try to leave here. If anything, we're lucky that we're still together."
"There's nothing that can happen to us that hasn't already happened to us Irene. We're dead. We're both dead. Dead! Being that we're dead and no one gives a shit about either one of us anymore and with no children to worry about and grandchildren to take care of, finally we're free. Finally, we can live our lives, even if we are dead," he said.
"The rules of us being residual ghosts are that we can never leave this house Tom. Unless we're released by some paranormal person for us to rest in peace, we must remain here forever to haunt this place."
"Residual ghosts? Paranormal person? Hogwash. You know as much as I do that there's no such thing as residual ghosts and paranormal people are nothing more than scam artists and charlatans," he said looking at her before looking out the window again and before returning his focus to her.
"You need to accept that we're no longer among the living. We're dead Tom. Dead. Moreover, we're ghosts. You must forget about ever leaving here and going outside ever again. For some inexplicable reason, instead of dying in peace, we're residual ghosts doomed forever to haunt our own house. Stuck here forever, we're dead, dead, dead," she said with sorrowful sadness.
"You've been watching too much Ghost Hunters," he said waving a downward hand of disgust at her. "There's no such thing as residual ghosts. A ghost is a ghost is a ghost, just as dead is dead is dead. Those paranormal frauds only say that there are residual ghosts and residual hauntings when they can't explain what the apparition they see or feel really is. Those so called paranormal phonies only say that it's a residual ghost as their way to earn a living with machines that can't detect anything but money. Ghosts, just ghosts, we're just ghosts doom to spend our eternity on earth instead of resting in peace. Just as there's no difference in being dead, there's no difference in being a ghost."
"We're residual ghosts Tom and we must remain here at all times," she said again.
"Tell me this then," he said while losing patience with his wife. "Have you ever seen a residual ghost?"
"Yes, I'm looking at one right now," she said smiling before laughing at her dead husband.
"Aside from me and you, and keeping in mind all the ghosts that we know, have you ever seen a residual ghost?"
"In that case, I can't say that I have."
"I rest my case," he said throwing his hand up in the air. "You just don't want to go out is all. Is that it? You're just afraid. Is that it? Are you afraid to leave this house Irene?" He pointed his finger at her as if he was a prosecuting attorney and she was a guilty witness on the stand. "Are you afraid that I'll leave you to haunt somewhere else?"
"We're dead Tom. We're dead. We're not allowed to leave here," she said beginning to cry. "I haven't left this house since I died more fifty years ago," she said with sadness while wiping her tears away with a tissue. "Just once, I wish I could see my children and my grandchildren again, and now my great grandchildren."
"You can see them. We can see them. Let's go then! Let's go see everyone. Let's go and haunt the shit out of them all," said Tom eager to leave here to go anywhere.
"No Tom. You're right. I'm afraid to leave her for fear of what might happen to us," she said.
"C'mon Irene. Don't be afraid. Nothing will happen so long as I'm by your side to protect you. Trust me, I won't leave you. I love you. I always have and always will love you forever and ever. Until death do we part no longer means anything to us now. I'm still here with you long after we died," he said kissing his wife. "We're still together in the same house that we bought so long ago when we were first married."
"I love you too Tom," she said returning his ghostly passion with her ghostly kiss.
"Just once let's go for a walk Irene. I haven't seen what happened to our neighborhood in more than fifty years. Please? It's Halloween. I want to go outside and have some fun. Let's go scare the shit out of someone. Okay?"
She looked at him begging her and finally resigned herself to leave here to go outside.
"Okay but just one walk around the block," she said, "and we come right back. Okay?"
"Okay," he said excited to finally venture outside.
"Let me get my shoes, my coat, and my hat," she said looking in the mirror. "I should put on some lipstick. I look so pale," she said fixing her hair and pinching her cheeks while looking down at the dog. "Should we take the dog?"
"The dog?" Sitting pretty as if he was just as excited about going outside as was Tom, the dog looked up at him while wagging his tail. "Why? Why must we take the dog? We always take the dog. Does he have to go pee again? I swear that dog is diabetic with all of the urination he does."
"No he doesn't have to pee anymore. He hasn't peed in fifty years but let's bring the dog, if only for protection."



"Protection from what? We're ghosts. We're dead. No one can harm us and nothing can hurt us. Trust me Irene, nothing and no one can injure us that hasn't already killed us," he said with a ghostly laugh that echoed throughout the haunted house.
* * * * *
"What was that? Did you hear that? I just heard a ghostly laugh," said some trick or treaters walking by the house outside.
"Oh that's just a ghost. My Mom said not to go in there. My Mom said that the place is wicked haunted by the old people who used to live them back in the '60's. They died in their sleep from a carbon monoxide leak from their fireplace," he said.
"Let's cross the street. I'm getting the heebie jeebies," said one of the trick or treaters.
"I don't like ghosts," said another.
"I don't like ghosts especially on Halloween and especially during a full moon," said another while looking up at the sky.
"Let's get outta here," said the last trick or treater.
* * * * *
"Besides the dog is too small to protect us from anything," said Tom while not wanting to take his cute dog and ruin his good time of scaring people. "He's a Chihuahua. Always shaking and crying, the dog is afraid of his own shadow."
"I still want to take him Tom. He'll be scared to stay home alone," she said picking up the dog to hold him and cuddle him in her arms.
"Unbelievable, a ghost dog who's afraid of what? Humans? Gees Irene, listen to yourself. I wish I had bought a real dog, a German Shepard or a Doberman pinscher."
"Please can we take him for a walk too?"
"Okay, okay. I'll get the leash. C'mon Oscar. Wanna go out? Good boy. That's a good dog. Here, you hold the dog Irene. I need my hands to be free so that I can look scary for me to scare people," he said holding his arms over his head as if he was a monster instead of a ghost. "I'm not going to scare anyone when holding a tiny Chihuahua at the end of a leash."
"I don't think you should try and scare anyone Tom. Besides, I don't think they can see us," said Irene in her soft voice while shaking her head. "They won't even know we're there."
"Some people can see us and those who can't see us can feel us," he said with assuredness. "We just have to look at the fright on their faces to know if they can see us or not," he said with a laugh.
"Okay, but I swear Thomas if you go around lifting women's skirts and stripping women naked in the way you did when those two, poor, city inspectors came to the house, I'm going home. I mean it! I can't believe you lifted their skirts, pulled down their panties, and stripped them naked. Even worse what you did, I can't believe that horrid man was masturbating over his naked co-workers. Shame on him!"
"Stripping those people naked is what I needed to do to scare them away Irene," he said with a laugh. "We're safe now. No one will bother us."
"Please don't do any of that Tom. I don't want you stripping women naked. That's just so disgusting Thomas. I realize that you're dead and it really doesn't matter if you look, touch, and feel other woman anymore, but have some respect for me," she said.
"Okay, okay Irene. I won't strip any women naked. I just want to go out for a walk on Halloween," he said ready to walk through the front door.
"Trust me Tom, I know what it feels like to be violated after that man groped me on the bus decades ago. Women don't appreciate being so groped, having their skirts raised to their waist, and their panties pulled down to their ankles," said Irene. "No one wants to be stripped naked," she said. "That's just disgusting."
"Okay, okay, I promise I'll behave," said Tom. "Gees, what's the sense of being a ghost if you can't have any fun?"
* * * * *
With Irene and Oscar in tow, Tom walked through the front door as if it wasn't even there.
"Boo," he said to the first group of trick or treaters he saw.
"Mommy! Mommy!" The group of kids ran away.
"Aren't you a little old to be scaring children?" The mother took her child by the hand to cross the street. "I'm calling the police," she said pulling out her IPhone. "That man is scaring my child," she said to other parents while pointing to him still standing on the sidewalk.
"911, what's your emergency?"
"There's a man, a pedophile probably, dressed as a ghost scaring children."
"What's your location? I'm on Elm Street and he's standing right here in front of me."
"Can you describe him?"
"He's tall, elderly, and pale. He looks the way that all old men look in the dark when illuminated by a full moon," she said. "Oh, and he's with an old woman holding a dog, a cute little Chihuahua." She looked at Irene. "What's your dog's name? He so cute."
"Oscar."
"What's with your husband scaring the kids?" The woman looked at Irene and frowned. "Why is he so mean?"
"I apologize for his behavior. He doesn't get out much. He means no harm," said Irene giving her husband an elbow to the ribs. "It's Halloween. He just wants to have some fun."
"Hello? Ma'm? What are they wearing?"
"Oh, sorry, I was talking to one of them, the woman, she seems very nice. What are they wearing? They're all in ghost costumes, even the dog," she said.
"A car is on the way," said the dispatcher.
A crowd of concerned parents gathered around from the commotion.
"What's wrong?" Asked one.
"This man was scaring the children."
"What man? I don't see any man," said someone.
"Careful, she might be crazy or horny if she's seeing men," said someone laughing.
"What's the matter?" Asked another.
"I dunno, someone said there's a pedophile."
"A pedophile? Where is he?"
"That one over there," said someone else.
"Where? I don't see anyone," said another.
"What happened?" Asked another parent.
"Some guy was trying to take one of the kids," he said.
"What happened?" Asked someone else who happened upon the scene.
"That guy was trying to kill some kids."
"No way."
"What guy? Point him out. Where is he? I don't see anyone. There's no one there."
"Him. That's him. That old pedophile dressed as a ghost," said one of the people pointing to nothing.
Fortunately or unfortunately, no everyone could see the ghosts.
"Hey! You better get outta here before we called the police," said one man.
"I already have. The police are on their way," said the mother.
"Let's get him before he gets away," said someone in the crowd.
"Where is he? I don't see him," said someone else.
When the crowd turned to Tom, in all the commotion, Irene dropped the leash.
"Run Irene. Run!"
"Wait! I have to get the dog."
Oscar, the brave little dog that he is, stood his ground and attacked the leg of the first person who tried to kick him. Kicking right through him, he growled, snarled, and snapped. Again and again the person tried to kick the dog to get the dog off of him but couldn't.
"Oh my God! That's a ghost dog and those are really ghosts. Ghosts! Run! Everyone run!"
With most of the crowd not seeing the ghosts, the crowd started running in all different directions just as a police car and a news van pulled up. The policeman, an obese, middle-aged patrolman emerged from his car.
"Alright, alright, everyone calm down and tell me all that happened.
"Ghosts! They're ghosts. They're really ghosts," said one person from the crowd who could see the ghosts.
"They tried taking one of our children," said another person.
"They tried to kill one of the kids," said someone else.
Being able that he was one of the ones who could see the ghosts, with gun drawn, the cop turned and approached the ghosts.
"Let's see some ID," he said.
"ID? We don't have any," said Tom.
"What are you illegal aliens?" When they didn't answer him, he asked his question again. "Are you legally in this country?" Asked the patrolman.
"Yes, of course we are, we're United States citizens," said Irene. "I was born here in 1898 and my wife was born in 1900."
"What are you a comedian? If you were born in 1900 and your husband was born in 1898, you'd be well over a hundred," said the cop trying to compute their ages in his head. "You'd both already be dead," he said being the idiotic detective that he wasn't.
"Please, I just want to go home. I live right there," said Tom to no avail when the policeman turned his attention to Irene.
"You're not terrorists are you?" Questioned the police.
"No, we're no terrorists, you idiot. We're ghosts. We're just ghosts, residual ghosts but I just wanted to go outside. I just wanted to scare someone," said Tom. "I'm sorry. Can I just go home now? Please? I promise to behave."
"Home? No you can't go home," said the cop turning to Tom. "You must remain here until I complete my investigation and with neither of you having any ID, I'm going to have to take you down to the station to be fingerprinted for a positive identification," he said.
"Irene, my wife, told me not to go outside but I wouldn't listen to her. I needed to get some air. Being that it's Halloween, I just wanted to scare someone," he said with sadness. "Being that I'm dead, I just wanted to have some Halloween holiday fun. Can we go back in our house now? I promise not to scare anyone anymore. Please?"
A news van following the police reports on their scanner turned down Elm Street and parked their van. With cameraman, sound man, and lighting man in tow, the news reporter, a good looking, shapely blonde with big tits, started conducting her live broadcast.
"We're here live on Elm Street interviewing Halloween ghosts that have been accused of scaring trick or treaters. Excuse me sir. Sir? Excuse me. I'm Rebecca Roberts from News TV. What's your name?"
"Tom, Tom Conner," said Tom.
"Are you a real ghost," she said with a laugh.
"Of course I'm a real ghost," said Tom looking in the camera while fixing his hair. "Are we on TV?"
"Yes, this is a live broadcast," said Rebecca.
"I've always wanted to be on TV," said Tom striking a pose.
"Tell our viewing audience what it feel like to be a ghost?"
With Tom still enamored with the TV camera, hamming it up by playing his role as a scary ghost, when Tom ignored the reporter and didn't answer her, the news woman turned from Tom to Irene.
"What's your name?"
"Irene," she said submissively.
"And you're Tom's wife?"
"Yes."
"And are you a real ghost too?"
"Yes," said Irene with all one word, one syllable answers as if she was a nervous guest on a talk show.
"Tell our viewing audience what does it feel like to be dead?"
Angered by the woman badgering his wife, with the woman now focusing her attention on Irene, Tom walked behind the woman and lifted her short skirt up to her shoulders. She struggled to pull her skirt down but to no avail. Holding her skirt there in place, she jumped around and back and forth as if she was a fish on a hook. With the camera still rolling and the feed broadcast live on TV news, he not only exposed her white, bikini panties to the crowd of onlookers but also to the world.
"Hey let go of me," she said trying to break away from the ghost and push down her skirt. "Pervert. You pervert ghost! Let me go! Let me go! Stop! Don't do this! Cut! Cut," she said. "Stop the camera."
"Not a chance," said Clive Oliver, the cameraman. "This is my chance to win an Emmy." As if he was the top dog in a cat fight, in a quick pull and a hard tug, he removed her skirt and pulled her panty down and off. Now with her brown pussy exposed, everyone knew that she wasn't a natural blonde as she always professed to be.
Don't you dare," she screamed when he pulled her blouse up over her back.
As soon as she leaned down to pull up her panty, Tom pulled her blouse and bra over her head and off of her body. Now naked, her breasts were exposed, as well as her ass and pussy, to the TV viewing audience. With her clothes strewn everywhere, trying in vain to cover her nakedness with her hands and arms, Rebecca Roberts stood there totally exposed before running to her van without her clothes. Trying to cover her tits and pussy with one hand with her other hand to her ass, unable to completely cover either, she was naked on a live news broadcast that was instantly picked up by satellites and broadcast all over the world.
"I never liked her," said the Clive. "Holier than thou, she's so full of herself. She's such a bitch."
"Alright, come with me. I'm taking you in," said the officer putting handcuffs around Tom's wrist.
When the handcuffs fell to the sidewalk with a clink, Tom, Irene, and Oscar made mad a run for it. Safely inside their house, with Tom never wanting to go outside ever again, they never left their house again, that is...until the book was written and the movie, The Haunted House on Elm Street, was release.
Winning the Oscar for the best screenplay, Rebecca Roberts appeared at the Oscars for her nude, live role in the movie with her cameraman, Clive Oliver, who won the Oscar for best cinematography. Now famous and fabulous rich, Tom and Irene live a lavish lifestyle. Not knowing that their house was still in the family and that their parents were still alive, not really, not at all, kind of, as they were still dead and ghosts, Tom and Irene were reunited with their children, grandchildren, and great grandchildren. Tom paid the city the back taxes and penalties with interest, and with the money earned from the book and movie, restored his house to the way it was in the 60's. They all lived there happily ever after.
THE END
This is a Halloween contest story. Please vote.
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Michael gives Tiffany a cum bath while his next door neighbor, Christine, watches and masturbates.
"Bend over and say Ahh," laughed Tiffany to Michael while holding her blue, rubber gloved finger in the air.
Immediately he obeyed by standing in front of his unshaded bedroom window and bending at the waist to stick his naked ass in his new neighbor's face and immediately Tiffany responded by reaching around him to stick her gloved finger in his ass. He could see Christine even from this angle with his head cocked backwards and to the side. She was still sitting in her bedroom chair across the way and in direct view of their bedroom window while watching them playing their sexy games.
"Ahh!"
"Christine is leaning forward in her chair watching you Michael," said his wife.
Without hesitation, as if she was a doctor giving a hypodermic needle by distracting her patient first, she inserted her finger in his anal cavity.
"Ouch! Gees, Tiff, take it easy," he said recoiling from her touch. "You could have at least lubed your finger first before sticking it up my ass."
"Sorry. I was so excited for Christine to watch me milking you that I forgot the lube," said Tiffany pulling out her finger to lube his anal cavity and to put some lube on her finger. She reinserted her gloved finger up her husband's ass again. "How's this?"
"Better," he said. "It's cold but I've grown accustomed to the cold first and hot sensation later. Only take it easy with your finger Tiff or you'll have me cumming too fast and the show that I want to give Christine will be over too soon."
Rather than milking him, no doubt wanting to delay the show by having him take his time cumming while stroking himself, Tiffany removed her gloved finger from his anal cavity sooner than she wanted. As if she was the director of a pornographic movie, she directed her husband.
"Let's see if we can get her going. Slowly masturbate yourself Michael while turning to face her. Allow her to watch you playing with yourself. Let's see her reaction when you cum," said his wife. "I'm dying to see the look on her face."
Michael looked from Christine to look at his wife with a mixture of sexual excitement and nervous concern.
"Are you sure? I don't even know her and with me standing here naked and having not yet even meeting her, she may call the police to tell them that I'm naked and masturbating in front of her," he said with uncontrolled sexual excitement while continuing to stroke himself in front of his neighbor and wife.
When it came to sex, it was Tiffany who was in control and he did everything that she asked of him.
"Trust me," said Tiffany with a dirty laugh. "I seriously doubt that she'll call the cops on you for undressing and/or masturbating in your own bedroom. Being that she could move from her perch and not sit across from our bedroom window, she could just pull her shades if she didn't want to see the show."
"You're right," he said.
"It takes two Michael and you're just unaccustomed to the change in your role. With the tables turned this time and with you being the exhibitionist instead of the voyeur, she's the voyeur. She's the one who's watching you Michael. She's the one who's looking for and wanting to see more," said Tiffany. "You aren't doing anything wrong by undressing and/or masturbating in your own bedroom."
"You're always right. Okay," said Michael stroking himself faster.
Only just as Michael was beginning his masturbation show, Christine turned off her bedroom light.
"Damn. Too late. Show's over," said Tiffany with obvious disappointment. "She just turned off her bedroom light."
"Damn," said Michael figuring that her not wanting to watch had nothing to do with him. "Maybe she was turned off by me masturbating. Maybe she's a lesbian," said Michael. "Maybe she'd rather watch you than me undressing and masturbating."
"Well that sucks," said Tiffany. "Not nearly done yet, I still wanted to play."
"Play? Why? Why even bother?" Feeling rejected, he looked to his wife and shrugged. "Obviously she's more interested in watching you undress and masturbating yourself than in watching me undress and masturbating myself. Now, I'll never know if I turned her on or turned her off," said Michael.
"Wait Michael. Not so fast," said Tiffany peering out her bedroom window. "I can still see her from the dim streetlight. She's sitting there in the dark while watching you and she hasn't removed her eyes from your cock."
"Really? No way! Oh my God, Tiffany, this is so exciting. I can't believe she's staring at my cock. I can't believe she's watching me masturbate. She's our sexy, dream, voyeuristic and exhibitionistic neighbor come true," he said.
"Here we go Michael. Here we go. I can't believe it. I told you. What did I tell you? She's unbuttoning her blouse. Can you see her? She just removed her blouse. She's sitting there in her bra watching you masturbate. She's feeling her breasts and fingering her nipple through her bra. Do you see her?"
"No, I don't see her," said Michael.
"She just stood up to unbutton and unzip her skirt. There goes her skirt," said Tiffany with sexual excitement in her voice. "Wow! She has such a hot body Michael. Doesn't she?"
"Oh my God, I wish I could see her hot body. This is so exciting. I can't wait to cum Tiff. I can't wait for her to watch me cum," he said.
"She's sitting there in her panty and bra Michael while watching you masturbate. She's sitting there in her sexy underwear and touching herself while watching you playing with yourself. Can you see her Michael? Do you see her? She's so hot. She's so sexy," said Tiffany.
"I can't see her. No, I don't see her," said Michael peering through the dark. "Where is she? Oh, wait. There she is. Yes, I see her. I just needed time for my eyes to adjust to the darkness. She's right there," he said. "Damn, she has a hot body. Damn, she does have big tits."
"Stroke yourself Michael. Let her see you playing with yourself and maybe she'll masturbate herself too," said Tiffany. "That would be so awesome for the both of you masturbating for one another at the same time."
Michael started fondly his cock before slowly stroking himself again and before stroking himself harder and faster.
"Oh my God, Tiff, I'm too aroused. I'm so frigging horny. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. I swear to God, Tiff, I'm going to cum," he said. "I'm going to cum."
* * * * *
"Don't cum Michael. Not yet and not until I give you my permission to cum. Your cock belongs to me. It's up to me to tell you when to cum," she said with a sexy laugh. "Being that I saw her first and have been playing our sexy little games all week with her, this is my game to play. Slow down. Slow down. Don't stroke so fast. Don't cum yet Michael. Not yet."
"Oh God, Tiff. I don't know if I can stop what I've already started. I'm so ready to cum," he said.
"Stop stroking yourself for a minute and take a breath," she said looking down at his prick. "Now wait. Just stand there without touching yourself for a minute. There, see? Now had you already ejaculated, I suspect her show would have been over too," said Tiffany.
"Okay," said Michael.
"In the way she always did before when it was just the two of us undressing in front of one another and masturbating, I want to see if she'll undress," said Tiffany. "I want you to see her naked first before you cum. Just as she's watching you masturbating yourself, I want to watch her masturbating herself too," said his wife.
"I'll hold out for as long as I can Tiff but I can't stop myself from cumming too much longer. I'm ready to explode now," said Michael beginning to slowly stroke himself again.
"Wait Michael just a little longer. Oh my God, I don't believe this. She just removed her bra and she's fingering her nipples. Look Michael. Look. Do you see her big tits?"
"God yes. She has nice, big tits and big nipples too," he said. "I'd love to suck those big, Japanese melons."
Tiffany paused in her blow by blow description to look at her husband enjoying himself with their new neighbor before speaking her thoughts.
"So long as she agrees to having you suck her big tits, maybe I'll allow you suck her tits if I can watch," said Tiffany with a sexual excitement that he's never seen coming from her before.
"Really?" Michael looked at his wife with lust. "You'd really let me have sex with Christine?"
"I don't know Michael. That's a big step for us. We'll see," she said. "It's up to Christine and not up to us anyway," she said. "Maybe we can just start with her masturbating you while you touch her and feel her tits."
"Can I kiss her too while touching her and feeling her?" Michael looked at his wife.
"Kiss her?" She stopped her surveillance of her neighbor to look at her husband. "I don't know. That may be a little too personal. Sex is one thing but intimacy is something else. I don't want to lose you to her. I don't want you falling in love with the woman Michael," she said looking at him with concern.
"I only love you Tiff. I'll always only love you Tiff," he said. "It's just fun to think about having sex with her, even if I never have sex with her," he said not only lying to himself but also lying to his wife.
Only, he wasn't fooling anyone, not himself and especially not his wife. Not satisfied with the possibility of having Christine masturbate him while he touched and felt he tits and fingered her nipples, he wanted to kiss her too. Obviously having sex with her wasn't enough, he wanted to make love to her. Then, from one sexy step, he took another giant leap.
He wondered if Tiffany allowed him to have sex with Christine, that is, if Christine wanted to have sex with him too, if she'd allow him to have sex with Susan, his wife's best friend, that is, if Susan wanted to have sex with him also. Maybe this new neighbor is just the first step that they both needed to embark on the swinging lifestyle. Already so close to swinging by allowing others to watch them parade around naked while having sex, they were still so very far from letting themselves go to the pure and utter debauchery of having sex with other couples.
How hot would that be for him to have sex with Christine? How hot would that be to have sex with other couples? How hot would that be for him to have sex with Susan? Only for him to have sex with other women was easy. The difficulty was in allowing his wife to have sex with other men. Only, unless his wife was more interested in women, which he didn't think she was, he never heard of a swinging arrangement where the husband had all the fun with other women while the wife just watched without having fun with other men.
He'd have to lose his jealousy and possessiveness for him to enjoy a quid pro quo sexual arrangement with his wife having sex with other men too in the swinging lifestyle as a swinger. He didn't know if he could do that. Already knowing that his wife had reservations of him having sex with other women, just as he had reservations of his wife having sex with other men, he wondered if his wife had reservations of having sex with other men.
* * * * *
"She has better boobs than I do. After having breast fed two babies, her boobs don't sag as much as mine do," said Tiffany with a laugh while looking down at her sagging breasts and cupping each one in her hand before allowing her fingers to move across her nipples. "Yet I'd never trade the experience of breast feeding my babies for having prouder breasts. Maybe one day, a plastic surgeon can lift my tits up to where they used to be and were they should be," she said pushing up her tits with her hand as if her hands were a pushup bra.
"I love your big tits honey just the way that are," he said leaning over to kiss her.
"Thank you Michael. You're a sweetheart," she said looking over to stare at Christine's perfect boobs. "She does have beautiful breasts."
"Can I cum now? Please? I really need to cum Tiff," he said ignoring his wife lamenting over her breasts for the sexual satisfaction sake of himself. "I need a release."
"No, not yet," said Tiffany turning from watching Christine to focus on her husband's sexual needs. "Don't stroke yourself so fast. Slowly stroke yourself. Pace yourself Michael. Pace yourself. Haven't I taught you anything about prolonging your ejaculation for you to cum more and to cum harder with even more erotic excitement and sexual satisfaction?"
"I'm trying Tiff. I'm trying not to cum but I'm so ready to cum," he said.
Tiffany turned from her husband to stare out her bedroom window again.
"There go her panties. She's naked Michael. She's naked. Do you see her? Can you see her pussy? This is it. Hopefully, she'll start masturbating."
"Yes, I see her," said Michael. "She's stunning."
"Oh wow, she's shaved. She was trimmed last night. She must have shaved her pussy this morning. Even from here, I can see her pussy glistening in the moonlight. You made her wet Michael. You made her so wet," she said.
"God Tiff, this is torture. You're making me crazy with all the blow by blow detail of her watching me and now of her stripping herself naked. I'm ready to explode," he said. "I really need to cum Tiff."
"Tell me Michael. I really want to know. I need to know," she said looking at her husband. "What would you do if you were there with her right now with the both of you naked?"
"What would I do? What do you mean what would I do?"
"If I gave you my permission, what would you do sexually with Christine?"
"This is just pillow talk right," said Michael.
"Yes," said Tiffany. "Hypothetically if you were there with her now, what would you do?"
"You won't get mad at me and I won't get in trouble for saying how I truly feel?"
"No, of course not," she said looking at him with sexual excitement. "I'm the one who asked what you'd do if you were with her right now and if you were both naked."
"Hypothetically speaking," he said qualifying his response, "if I was there with her right now, I'd finger her shaved pussy before eating her bald pussy. I'd lick her naked pussy before fucking her and having her blow me afterwards."
Only, watering down his real responses, he didn't dare verbalize all of his thoughts. He didn't want to anger his wife by making her possessively jealous. If he were there with Christine right now and if they were both naked, he'd be kissing and kissing her while touching and feeling her where a faithful husband should never kiss, touch, and feel another woman. He didn't say what he truly felt for fear of ruining his chances of having sex with other women and with having sex with Susan by admitting too much too soon that he wanted to try the swinging lifestyle.
"She's touching herself," said Tiffany ignoring her husband's dire and sexually frustrating situation. "She's rubbing her clit. She's finger fucking herself while watching you masturbate Michael. Do you see her playing with herself?"
"Yes, I see her. This is so hot Tiff," he said.
"As if she's sitting there watching a private CFNM review, you've made her wet with your striptease, masturbation show. Having stripped herself naked in front of you, she's masturbating herself while watching you masturbate yourself. How hot is that?"
"I see her but I really need to cum Tiff," he said stepping closer to his wife. "God I really need to cum. I swear I'm going to explode now in a mass of cum if I don't cum soon."
"Don't move Michael. Stay where you are. Out of her view, she won't be able to see you and watch you cum if you stand too close to the bed. I'll move closer to you," said Tiffany kneeling in front of her husband to look up at him with her big, blue eyes. "Now let's give her something really hot to watch," she said smiling wildly before taking her husband's cock in her hand and before taking her husband's cock in her mouth.
* * * * *
"Oh baby," said Michael putting a gentle hand to the back of his wife's blonde, pretty head. "Suck me Tiffany. Suck my cock. Oh yeah, this is exactly what I need," he said.
"Let me know when you're ready to cum Michael because I don't want you to cum in my mouth," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak while looking up at him. "Okay?"
"Okay," he said.
"I want you to cum all over my face and all over my big tits," she said stroking him while sucking him. "I want you to give me a real cum bath Michael and her a real cum bath show," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak again. "I want Christine to see your cum dripping from my face and coating my breasts," said Tiffany looking over at Christine.
"Okay. Okay. Yeah, sure, I can do that," he said staring down at his wife while watching her sucking him and stroking him.
Tiffany sucked her husband while watching her next door neighbor. When she turned to look at Christine, she was sitting there fingering herself while sucking on a dildo as if she was sucking on his cock.
"Michael, Christine is sucking on a dildo as if she's sucking your cock. I don't believe her. Do you see her?"
"Yes, I see her. Oh God, you're both driving me crazy. I'm ready Tiff. I'm ready to cum. I can't hold it back any longer," he said as if trying to hold back a gushing oil well or if he was Scotty on the Starship Enterprise in Star Trek unable to keep the Starship from exploding.
He turned to watch Christine again. She was really going at her dildo now. Moving her Asian pretty head back and forth and up and down, she was sucking that dildo as if she was sucking a real cock and as if she was sucking his cock.
"No, not yet Michael. Hold," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "Hold," she said again as if she was Mel Gibson playing William Wallace in Braveheart with the English running towards him. "Hold! Hold!"
"Christine is sucking her dildo as if she's sucking my cock," said Michael repeating what his wife had just said for the sexual titillation of hearing it again in his head. "She's driving me crazy with lust for her."
Painfully holding back his ejaculation, while waiting for his wife to give him permission to cum, he grimaced in pain before receiving pleasure.
"I saw her. She's such a slut," said Tiffany with a laugh. "I bet you'd like to cum in her mouth wouldn't you."
"Fuck yeah," he said. "I love slutty women," said Michael. "They make me so hot."
"I bet you'd love to cum in Susan's mouth," she said.
As if she read his mind, he couldn't believe his wife said that. Suddenly, he imagined Susan there on her knees sucking his cock instead of his wife. If Susan was there instead of Tiffany, he would have already unloaded his cum in her mouth. A game his wife likes to play is to see how long he can go before cumming.
"Oh my God," he said while imagining cumming in Susan's mouth. "Yes, I'd love to cum in Susan's mouth he said but stopping himself from asking, 'May I?'
Sucking him deeper, she took him in her mouth again while stroking him faster and harder. Then, obviously ready for her cum bath as if she was Joan Fontaine telling Cecil B. DeMille that she was ready for her close up shot, she released her husband's cock from her mouth again.
"Okay Michael. Now! Cum all over me. Give me a real cum bath," she said closing her eyes, puffing out her chest, and tilting back her head to offer up her face to him as if she was bravely and fearlessly facing a firing squad. "Do it now Michael. Do it. Do it now. Explode your cum all over my face and tits. I can't wait to see her reaction."
As if his cock was an oil well, a real gusher, there was a moment of silence and nothingness where the cum, instead of coming up from his testicles, bubbled up and exploded up from his toes. As if it was the fourth of July, as if they were at the Kennedy Space center and had just counted down from ten to zero to launch their penis rocket, Michael was ready to explode his cum all over his wife's face and tits. Tiffany turned her head just in time to face Christine and with Michael turning to look at his new neighbor while aiming his cock at his wife's head, he unloaded an unprecedented volume of cum all over his wife's face, hair, and tits.



Covered in her husband's warm, oozy ejaculation, with his cum dripping from her hair, nose, mouth, and chin, her beauty and sexuality was pure testimony to her husband's lust for her in so rewarding her with his cum bath. As if she was enjoying a warm, milk bath at some swanky spa or stylish salon and as if his cum was an expensive crème, Tiffany opened her eyes to look at her neighbor while wiping cum from her face to rub her husband's cum all over her naked breasts. Then taking her fingers one by one in her mouth, she licked Michael's cum from her fingers as if she had just finished a rich, decadent dessert.
"That's was great Michael. That was so unbelievable. There was so very much cum," she said giving her husband a deep, wet kiss to share his cum with him. "I love it when you give me a cum bath.
"I can taste myself on you Tiff."
To be continued...
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Susan, friend, & business partner, knows all of this family's secrets.
As if they were looking through an endless array of mirrors with one lined up behind the other, in the way that Christine was watching Michael and Tiffany stripping naked, Michael didn't know that his two children were watching him having sex with his wife too. Like father like son and like mother like daughter, chips off the old blocks, he didn't know that that his 18-year-old son, Brett, and his 19-year-old daughter, Erin, were exhibitionists and voyeurs too. He didn't know that they were aroused watching Mommy and Daddy stripping naked and having sex. He didn't know that his children were obviously aroused by their parents' public displays of naked sexuality by watching while masturbating themselves.
With his windows wide open and unfettered without the encumbrances of shades and curtains, and with him and his wife walking around naked with the lights on, Michael should have known that his children would not only see them but also would be watching them too. Being that they were always so openly exposing themselves, how could they not see? If only out of curiosity, why wouldn't they watch? All they had to do was to go outside and look up at their bedroom windows to see Mommy and Daddy naked and having sex with one another. It wasn't as if Michael and Tiffany were hiding anything or being careful for their children not to see and watch them playing.
Sub-consciously, maybe Michael wanted his daughter to see his cock. A telling sign, if she was watching him stripping naked and masturbating himself, maybe she wanted to do more than just look and watch. Sub-consciously, maybe Michael wanted to have sex with his daughter in the way that his daughter, Erin, evidentially wanted to have sex with her father. Sub-consciously, maybe Tiffany wanted her son to see her naked. A telling sign, if he was watching his mother strip naked and suck her husband's cock, sub-consciously, maybe she wanted to have sex with her son, Brett, in the way that her son wanted to have sex with his mother.
Only now too focused on Christine to notice, Michael didn't know that Brett, was watching his mother strip off her clothes while Erin was watching her father masturbate. Tiffany didn't know that both of her adult children were watching her suck off their father for him to give her a cum bath. Hiding behind a tree in the darkened backyard and masturbating while, no doubt he wished that he could have sex with his mother too. In the way that he leered at her and always undressed her with his eyes, it was no real secret that Brett was sexually attracted to his mother.
Always looking to see what he shouldn't see of his mother, Brett was always looking while staring at his mother sashaying around the house in her flimsy housecoats without wearing any underwear beneath. He was always leering when she walked around the house while wearing her, short, low cut, and sheer, nearly see-through nightgowns without wearing a robe. Obviously by the way she so immodestly and immorally flashed her beautiful body to her son, no doubt, she must have known that he was looking at all that he could see and at all that she was showing him.
A sexy game that mother played with her son, Tiffany wasn't shy about flashing her son seemingly accidental up skirts glimpses of her panties, up nightgowns views of her pussy, down blouses peeks of her bra, and down nightgowns peeps of her breasts. Something she does to pass the time when her husband isn't around, apparently she didn't want to be deemed the incestuously wicked mother that she was. Obviously for Tiffany to flash her son so very many peeks of her panties, pussy, bra, and tits, she must have found showing herself to her son erotically titillating and sexually stimulating.
Yet, possibly believing that his mother would never have sex with him, if only giving him masturbation fodder by flashing him, it was enough for Brett to watch his sexy MILF of a mother strip herself naked while he masturbated himself behind a tree. In the way that he watched his mother sucking his father while he masturbated, obviously he wished his mother would suck him. No doubt, he'd give anything to give his mother a cum bath in the way that his father just had.
An incestuous family of voyeurs and exhibitionists with lots of sexual secrets, Erin hid and stayed quiet while observing two sexual acts at the same time. Little did Brett know that Erin was watching her little brother masturbating himself from the treehouse above him while watching her mother sucking her father's cock. In the way that Brett wished his mother would suck his cock, no doubt for Erin to watch her mother and father having sex, obviously, she wished she could have sex with her father and suck his cock too. Starting with her father, perhaps Erin wanted to have that kind of control over men in the way that her mother enjoyed. For her to be watching her mother milking her father by sticking her gloved finger up his ass, undoubtedly she wished she was the one milking her father instead of her mother. Obviously in the way that Brett wished he was giving his mother a cum bath, Erin, no doubt, wished her father would give her a cum bath too.
More focused on Christine's bedroom window across the way than wondering where they're children were and what they were doing, Michael and Tiffany were unaware that Brett and Erin were watching them having sex. Would they have stopped having sex if they knew their children were watching them? Probably not. Would they have pulled their shades to deny their children the exhibitionistic view that their parents obviously enjoyed in exposing themselves to their neighbors? Doubt it. Or maybe they knew that their son and daughter were watching them while they were naked and having sex. Maybe with both of them being incestuously perverted, perhaps father and mother wanted their children to see them naked and having sex.
Perhaps they really didn't know that their 19-year-old daughter was watching her mother milking Daddy's cock before sucking his cock and before giving his wife a cum bath. Perhaps they really didn't know that their 18-year-old son had watched his mother strip herself naked for the teasing pleasure of her voyeuristic next door neighbor. Perhaps Michael didn't know that his son was lusting over his mother's naked body while masturbating and no doubt wishing that he was the one cumming all over his mother's face and naked tits. Perhaps Tiffany didn't know that her daughter was lusting over her father's naked body while masturbating and no doubt wishing that he was the one coming all over her face and naked tits.
Adding to the insatiable incestuous lust that this son obviously had for his mother and that this daughter obviously had for her father, staring at his exposed prick while he masturbated, Brett didn't know that his sister was lusting over him in the way that he's always lusted over her. If only Brett knew that his sister was sitting in the treehouse above him while watching him masturbate, maybe he would have climbed up and had sex with her right then and there. Not the first time that their children have seen their parents naked while playing their sexy games, games that have grown more provocatively sexy lately, they both appeared more mesmerized by it than disgusted by it.
* * * * *
Obviously, if only from her personal notes written in her private diary, wishing she could take things an incestuous step forward with Brett, Erin wondered if she could get her brother to privately masturbate for her in the way that her father masturbated for her mother and for their new neighbor, Christine. In the way that her mother loves watching her father cum, her sexual fetish, she'd love to watch her brother cum too. Filled with an unbridled lust for semen, Erin had an unusual curiosity for cum volume.
From her diary entries, she was fascinated by the way that her mother was able to milk cum from her father by sticking a rubber gloved finger up his ass and by delaying his ejaculation by persuading him to hold from cumming longer. Her mother was able to keep her father from cumming long enough for him to give her mother a huge cum bath. So much cum, her father ejaculated so much cum that she wondered how much cum she could milk from her brother while delaying his ejaculation. Perhaps able to inspire her brother to cum more in the way that her mother inspires her father to cum more, Erin could only imagine the cum bath her brother would give her. She'd love to kneel naked in front of her brother when he was poised stroking himself and ready to cum all over her face and tits.
Having read a story once on Literotica about measuring cum, she'd love to measure her brother's cum. In the way that her mother milks and measures her fathers' cum by forcing him to wait until receiving her permission to cum while inspiring him to cum even more, she'd love to try that with her brother. Of course she could find out about cum volume by going to Google, but it would be so much more fun to suck the cum right out of her brother's big prick and spit it in a measuring cup. If her brother was sexually nice to her, she'd be incestuously nice to him.
If her brother gave her oral sex, if he fingered her pussy while licking her pussy, and if he gave her an orgasm, she'd reciprocate by sucking his cock and giving him an orgasm too. Not appalled by her brother's cum, but fascinated by it, she'd even allow him to cum in her mouth, that is, so long as she could spit out his cum in a measuring cup to see how much cum he had. She imagined sucking him every day to see if she could persuade him to cum a little more in her measuring cup.
* * * * *
Susan sat in her car on the darkened street away from the street light. With her car angled away from the house while parked in her preferred parking spot where she could see and monitor everything through Michael's and Tiffany's bedroom window, Susan watched the sexual festivities as if she was watching a porn movie. Too focused on watching Mommy milking Daddy through their bedroom window, the children didn't know that their family friend and mother's business partner, Susan, was watching them watching their parents having sex while she was masturbating too.
With her blouse unbuttoned and her hand in her bra playing with her nipples, Susan's short skirt was hiked up to her waist with her hand in between her legs. She pushed her panty aside with her index finger to rub her clit and finger herself while watching Tiffany sucking Michael. In the way that Tiffany was sucking her husband, Susan wished that she could suck her best friend's husband too. In the way that Michael gave Tiffany a huge cum bath, she wished Michael would give her a huge cum bath too.
From where she was sitting in her car, she spotted Brett hiding behind a tree while masturbating over his mother stripping naked, sucking his father, and giving his mother a cum bath. Then, when she saw movement above Brett, she spotted Erin sitting in the treehouse masturbating herself. She watched Erin watching her mother sucking her father, her father giving her mother a cum bath, and her brother hiding behind the tree below her masturbating over all that he was seeing too.
If only they knew that Susan could see them watching their parents' sexy striptease and erotic masturbation show too, she wondered what they'd say. If only they knew that Susan was watching them masturbate themselves while watching their parents having sex, she wondered what they'd think. Would they be embarrassed, she wondered, or would they be brazen in their lust for one another not to care who saw them and who was watching them?
Yet tonight was different from all of the other nights that she sat out in her car watching them, a new twist and a new wrinkle, Susan watched Tiffany strip naked for her new neighbor after watching Michael stripping naked too. Now wondering if Tiffany had a healthy dose of bi-sexual curiosity in the way that she's always had an imbedded bi-sexual curiosity about making love to another woman, she'd love to make love to Tiffany. She wished they'd strip naked and masturbate for her in the way they stripped naked and masturbated for Christine.
A real sexual triangle, she'd love to have a secret affair not only with her best friend but also with her best friend's husband before having a threesome. Expanding their little, secret sexual triangle, perhaps later, as an aside, so long as the parents were okay with including their children, she wouldn't mind doing both Michael and Tiffany's children, Brett and Erin. With Christine in the picture now too, maybe the six of them could get together for some hot, group sex.
Without doubt, being that he was always so horny and always looking for what he could see of her, Susan knew that she could easily seduce Brett. In the way that Tiffany flashed her son, Susan flashed Brett too. Without doubt, being that she was such a little slut and obviously was bi-sexually curious to be so enamored in watching her mother strip naked, Susan already knew that she could easily seduce Erin too. Seemingly too, Erin appeared fascinated not only by her father's cock but also by her brother's cock too. She's such a hot little vixen, a real minx that one. She wished she could see in the future to know what she'd be like in a few years when Erin was a woman instead of a 19-year-old girl.
Something that she'd love to do since the first time she met Michael, she'd love to suck his cock. Unable to stop herself from masturbating herself right there in her car and on the darkened street, Susan watched Tiffany blowing her husband. She continued fingering her nipples, rubbing her clit, and fingering her pussy while watching Michael unload an eruption of cum all over Tiffany's face and tits. Obviously wishing that was her instead of Tiffany, she'd love for Michael to cum in her mouth. Obviously wishing he'd make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her and pounding her pussy, she wished that he'd give her a cum bath too. Maybe one day, if she teased him enough and played her cards right, he would. Maybe one day, they'd both would agree to a menage a trois.
* * * * *
Steven, the neighbor across the way, was out walking his dog when he couldn't believe his eyes. He's seen Tiffany before in all manners of dress and undress, in her sexy nightgowns, in her bra and panties, even topless, but tonight she was standing in front of her window naked. Naked, naked, naked, his beautiful, sexy neighbor was standing in front of her bedroom window naked. Shocked and excited, he couldn't believe what he was seeing.
Partially obscured by a tree while waiting for his dog to do his business, with the shades up and the lights on, he watched Tiffany stripping off her clothes as if she was giving him a sexy show instead of giving her next door neighbor, Christine, a striptease show. Now he wondered if they were both lesbians. He wondered if Michael knew that his wife was exposing herself to Christine, that is, until he saw him standing there naked too.
"Wow," he said for no one to hear but his dog. "What the Hell? I wish my wife would give our neighbors a show. Only, no one would want to see my wife naked. She looks nothing like Tiffany," he said mumbling to himself.
Ever since Tiffany moved in years ago, obviously by him always looking and watching when out walking his dog, he's always been attracted to her and now here she is naked. Standing there with his dog, Santiago, Santi, for short, a black lab puppy, while still waiting for him to do his business and still partially hidden behind a tree, he couldn't believe it when Tiffany fell to her knees and started sucking her husband's cock.
"Damn, I wish my wife would give me a blowjob. Holy shit! Look at that. Instead of having to cum in a tissue, Tiffany just allowed Michael to cum all over her face and tits. Wow! Oh my God," he said for only the dog to hear.
He made a note to himself to buy binoculars and a video camera. With the show nearly over and his dog wanting to go sniff another tree, he couldn't believe it when he saw Susan, the family friend, sitting in her car while masturbating herself. With him positioned at the back corner of her car, she didn't see him watching her.
"What the Hell is happening here? Has everyone gone crazy? Is everyone in that house a pervert?"
Normally, he's seen Erin making out with her boyfriend in the car in front of her house. He's even seen Brett making out with his girlfriend late at night but Susan? He never thought he'd happen upon beautiful Susan masturbating herself while watching Michael and Tiffany having sex. He wondered who it was that Susan was masturbating over, Tiffany or Michael.
Even more beautiful than his neighbor Tiffany, he'd do anything to have sex with Susan. So glad that his old neighbor Mrs. Thompson sold her house to these people before she checked into a nursing home, there's never been as much sexy, sexual excitement in his neighborhood. Every time he ventured out at night to walk the dog, he was graced with sexy show of exhibitionism and voyeurism. Only now, already out too late, not wanting his wife coming out looking for him, he gave up watching Susan to head home.
"Steven! Where did you go to walk the dog? China?"
"Oh, um, he was trying to find the perfect location to take a dump," he said to his wife.
* * * * *
With their door always open to her, Tiffany made up the spare bedroom for Susan to stay overnight when working late together on their home business. Later that night with Tiffany already gone to bed, Susan know that Michael was still there sitting in the living room across from the spare bedroom. Staying up late on the pretense of not being able to sleep and on the pretense of watching TV in the dark, she knew that he was always looking and watching to see what he could see of her. Like father like son, they were both always undressing her with their eyes. No doubt, they both masturbated over her too and obviously she did her best to stoke their fires to enflame their desires for her.
Sometimes, when she was horny enough and when she could make it appear accidental, while pretending that she didn't know Michael was sitting there in the living room across from her bedroom, she'd undress with her bedroom door opened just enough for him to see her. Acting oblivious to him sitting there in the dark watching her, she paraded back and forth in her room in her underwear, topless, and/or naked on the pretense of getting ready for bed. Being the horny, sexually frustrated old maid that she was, whenever Michael wasn't home and on a business trip, she enjoyed playing the same sexy game with his son.
Then whenever Michael and Tiffany were away for the weekend and especially when Erin wasn't around, whenever she's alone in the house with him, acting as more the house sitter than the babysitter, she's given the same sexy show to Brett, but a much longer version. Later, a sexy game they both enjoy playing, he's returned the favor by leaving his bedroom door open enough for her to watch him masturbate from the darkened hall. Even though he couldn't see her, no doubt he knew she was there fingering her nipples and rubbing her clit while watching him stroke his cock before cumming to her delight.
As if they're having innocent girl talk, laying the groundwork for a sexual interlude later with the three of them, in the same way that Erin has walked in on her, she's walked in on Erin while she was undressing and getting ready for bed. In the way that Michael, Tiffany, and Brett have seen her naked, Erin has seen her naked too. As if she was the go to sexual conduit between family members, it was only a matter of time before Susan would be having sex with not only Michael and Tiffany but also with their children, Brett and Erin. She'd like nothing better than for the five of them to have group sex. Who knows, maybe Christine can join in the sexy sexual fun too?



With all the sexual teasing she's done by purposely undressing in front of him and while knowing that either the father or the son were there looking and watching, she wished one or both of them would take the initiative to make the first move to fuck her. Only with her being more than Tiffany's best friend, as if she was her big sister, she's in business with his wife. Not wanting to be accused of seducing her husband and/or her son, forget about her daughter, she needed Michael and/or Brett to make the first move. So long as one or the other touched her first, with her now at the height of her sexual peak, she'd be happy to take the lead to give them both what they so wanted and all that they sexually needed.
Something ordinarily so private, with their windows open, their shades up, and their curtains pushed back from the windows, Michael and Tiffany were obviously aroused to have sex out in the open for Christine, their new neighbor's sexual enjoyment. Only, oblivious to all who were watching them, they didn't know that everyone could see them and were watching them too. They didn't know that their children and their family friend were all there watching them having sex. If only they knew that everyone was watching, their children, their best friend, and whomever was out walking their dog, what would they think? What would they say? Would they do things any differently by pulling their shades and closing their drapes? Probably not. To be continued...
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Erin and Brett sitting in a tree, brother and sister naked while kissing, k-i-s-s-i-n-g.
Brett, can I talk to you?" Erin called out to her brother when he walked by her room.
As if he was expecting her to be standing there in her bra and panty, topless, or naked, hoping to see something he shouldn't see of his big sister, he always looked in her room when walking by her room.
"Sure what's up?"
"I just want to talk," she said.
Usually wrong when reading someone's face, oblivious to the clues of body language, he misread his sister's facial expression now. Instead of seeing the sexual excitement on her face, he misread that as anger. A total bitch, she was always annoyed with him for some reason or another. What he mistook for annoyance was really sexual interest. A brother who wants his sister, especially at that age, is common but a sister who wants her brother, especially at that age is rare.
"Oh, oh," he said by the look on her face. He erected his 6'3" frame as if about to through a winning touchdown football pass down the field. "This sounds serious. What did I do now?"
Always something, figuring she was mad, especially when he laughed and she didn't return his laugh, he entered her room with trepidation. With her always being moody and bitchy, he treated his sister with kid gloves. She soothe his uneasiness when she gave him something to see. She flashed her bright white panty, when she moved her legs closer together, she was sitting on her bed when he entered her room and he wondered if her up skirt flash was deliberate of accidental.
Dressed in a short skirt, she displayed a triangular patch of her white panties over her shapely thighs even with her knees glued tightly together. Wishing she would, on the pretense that she wasn't aware that he could see and was looking, he'd give anything for her to spread her legs a little more to give him a better view of her panties. Wearing a low cut, button blouse that showed her abundant cleavage and more whenever she leaned forward or when he was standing over her, in the way he was now, he'd give anything to touch and feel his sister through her clothes while undressing her. He'd so love to stick his horny hand down his sister's blouse to feel her big breasts while fingering her nipples. Like mother like daughter, in the way that his mother was so very pretty and so very sexy, his sister was also so very pretty and so very sexy too.
"Close the door," she said. "I don't want anyone to hear."
Close the door? She shocked him when he asked her to close her bedroom door with him in it. Normally, always kicking him out of her room, she asked him to close her bedroom door behind him whenever he was leaving her room. Submissive to her, he always obeyed her but enjoyed teasing her at the same time.
"There's no one home," he said with a shrug while listening at her bedroom door and looking down the hall. "We're alone," he said closing the door to his sister's bedroom anyway.
With her bedroom door closed, transported to another place and time within a combination of flowery scents, he could smell her perfumes that she never left the house without wearing. As if he was in an upscale boutique instead of in his sister's bedroom, everything, her clothes, her knickknacks, her makeup, and hair accessories, even her stuffed animals and dolls, were all so neatly organized and displayed. Tossing his clothes on the chair or on the floor, before ending up beneath his bed, his room was a total mess. If it wasn't for his mother always cleaning his room, no doubt, he'd have bugs in his room. Weirdly enough in difference to his room, wishing his room was so neatly clean, he liked how neatly organized his sister's room was.
A first time for everything, in all the years they've lived together, he's never been in her bedroom alone with her and with her door closed. Immediately he felt as if he was doing something naughty or was about to do something wrong. Seeing her panties made him horny for his sister. Actually he didn't need to see her panties to be horny for his sister, he was always horny for his sister.
His way to get a prolonged look at her panties, he suddenly wanted to tickle his sister. Imagining her falling back on her bed with her legs spread wide open, he imagined cupping his sister's pussy through her panties while she beat the shit out of him. Maybe while she punched him, kicked him, and pinched him, he even get a groping feel of her big breasts. Certainly, it would be well worth a beating to hold his sister's cunt in the palm of his hand, even if it was only through her panties. As if an epiphany with a modicum of insight, now he knows why his sister never invites him in her room, especially with her door closed.
"I saw you last night," said Erin to her little brother while staring up at his face with her big blue eyes before looking down at the bulge he was unable to conceal in his pants.
"So? I saw you last night too," he said with a laugh. "We live here. We see one another every day. Duh?"
"What I meant to say was," she said returning his laugh while looking up at his face, no doubt, to watch his reaction to what she was about to say. "I saw you masturbating last night."
"Masturbating? Me masturbate?" With eyebrows raised with his palms facing up, he looked as if he was a petty thief accused of shoplifting. "You're mistaken. You did not see me masturbating," he said falling back on his heels instead of being his confidently annoying self.
"Don't even bother trying to deny it. I saw you masturbating Brett."
"I don't masturbate Erin. Never have and never will," he said defensively. Embarrassed as well as sexually excited that his sister not only knows that he masturbates but also caught him masturbating, he wondered where his sister saw him masturbating.
Suddenly as if he had put his finger in an electrical outlet and received a shock, he was sexually aroused. Wow! Erin saw him stroking his cock. Not embarrassed that she saw him masturbating, he more wondered what she thought about seeing his big prick before turning his thoughts to how, when, and where she caught him masturbating.
Thinking about where he was last night that he was masturbating and that she could see him playing with himself, as he was always masturbating, he remembered that perhaps she saw him hiding behind the tree in the backyard while watching his mother undress. Nah, he would have seen her if she was out back in the backyard. She must be referring to another time. Maybe she saw him masturbating when he left his bedroom door open for Susan to see him masturbating. Reciprocating her exhibitionism with his, whenever he's alone in the house with her, she undresses with her bedroom door open enough for him to see her in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked. It's only fair that he should show her his cock too.
"Bullshit," she said with a laugh. "You're always masturbating."
"Being that I'm the star quarterback Erin on my high school football team," he said puffing out his chest, "my last year as a senior on the team, I need to conserve my energy. I don't waste my energy by masturbating during the football season," he said with assertiveness. "I do all my masturbating after the Super Bowl," he said laughing.
"Ha! You're a virtual masturbation machine," she said pretending she had a cock and was masturbating herself. "You're always masturbating. You make the whole second floor shake when you're pulling your prick," she laughed. "I can only imagine how much cum you've wasted jerking yourself off while thinking of God knows what," she said becoming flushed.
No doubt and according to the entries she made in her diary about her brother masturbating so much, she wondered how much cum he wasted. If there was such a way, she wished she could measure his cum to extrapolate her answer as to how much he cummed in a day, a week, a month, and a year. Being the cum slut that she is, she's written in her diary more than once that she'd love to measure her brother's cum in the hopes of getting him to cum even more in the way that her mother inspires her father to cum more.
"In your dreams Erin. I don't masturbate," he said denying his fondness of masturbation.
"Maybe you masturbate over Mom stripping herself naked or maybe you masturbate over me," she said ignoring his denial with speculation of her own.
"Mom naked? What are you talking about Erin? I don't masturbate and I don't masturbate while thinking about Mom naked. Gross," he said suddenly looking embarrassed as if she had caught him in a lie and she had.
"Maybe you masturbate over me, your own sister," she said again, while watching him squirm, as if wanting him to admit that he masturbated over her.
"You're the one who masturbates," he said pointing the finger of accusation at her to put her on the defensive.
"How do you know that I masturbate? Were you spying on me? Do you have a camera hidden somewhere in my room," she said looking around her room. "Are you watching me Brett dressing and undressing? Do you get off watching your big sister stripping naked? Eww. That's so gross," she said. "God you're such a pervert, an incestuous pervert, that's what you are."
"I don't have to spy on you to know that you masturbate Erin. I've heard you in the bathroom when you're in the tub. I heard you rubbing your legs together in your room as if you're a cricket," he said laughing. "You're not very quiet when having an orgasm," he laughed. "You thought you were home alone but, one day last week, when I came home early and you were taking a bath, I heard you masturbating," he said.
"Liar! You did not," she said unable to control her face from reddening obviously by the thoughts of your brother hearing her having an orgasm.
"When I heard you screaming, I thought there was something wrong. Then I heard your vibrator," he said laughing. "On the pretense of saving you from an intruder or a rapist, it took all the self-control that I had not to barge in on you while pretending that I didn't know you were taking a bath," he said with a laugh.
"Yeah, well, pervert, I saw you outside behind the big oak tree watching Mom strip naked," she said. "I saw you jerking off to Mom removing her clothes. You're such a pervert Brett to masturbate over Mom while watching her undress. What's wrong with you? That's so wrong," she said shaking her head. "That's just so nasty."
"I was not masturbating over Mom undressing. I didn't leave my room all night last night," he said lying. "Besides, I'd never watch Mom undressing. That's incest," he said. "I'd never do anything like that, watching my own mother undress, while masturbating. You must really have a low opinion of me to say that I masturbate over Mom."
"Liar. In the way that you leer at her and undress her with your eyes as if she's standing there naked, keep telling yourself that you're not sexually attracted to Mom. Liar. You're such a liar," she said. "I bet if I undressed right here and right now, you'd watch me. I bet if I stripped naked right here and right now, you'd pull out your cock and masturbate to my little, impromptu striptease show."
"I'm not a liar," he said gulping while imagining his big sister stripping off her clothes. Just by the horny thoughts of Erin standing before him naked, naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to return to his room to masturbate. "And if you started stripping off your clothes, I'd leave your room and close your door behind me," he said lying again.
If only she knew that the thoughts of his sexy sister stripping off her clothes and standing naked in front of him made him dizzy with incestuous, sexual excitement and lustful desire for her. He wondered what he'd do if she was teasing him by slowly stripping off her clothes before standing there naked. No doubt, if she stripped off her clothes in front of him, he'd pull out his cock before forcing her to her knees to suck him. If she was standing there naked, he'd push her back on the bed to fuck her.
Oh yeah, definitely, he had no compunction stopping him from having sex with his sexy sister. For her to even suggest stripping naked, obviously she wanted him as much as he wanted her. Only, his bitch of a sister would never strip naked. She has an entire college dorm of boyfriends to entertain them with her beautiful body, her experienced hands, her hungry mouth, and her always wet pussy. Why would she strip naked for him when she has all of those others to sexually tease?
"You are so a liar," she said. "You were jerking off to seeing Mom naked," she said. "In the way that you were staring at her, leering at her little striptease show, I bet you'd have sex with Mom if you could. I bet you'd masturbate over her in the way that you masturbate over me."
"I do not masturbate over Mom, Erin. That's so gross. That's so nasty. I'd never do my own mother. Me having sex with Mom is just as bad as me having sex with you," he said laughing. "Even if you stripped naked in front of me and begged me to have sex with you, I'd never do you," he said as if he was waiting for her to strip naked and beg him to give her hot, incestuous sex.
"You'd do Mom in a heartbeat and you'd do me too if you could and if I agreed to have sex with you. Matter of fact, I bet your sexual fantasy is having sex with the two of us together."
"Gross Erin. That's just gross. You're sick. You really are sick to even think that about your own brother in that incestuous way," he said turning red with the thoughts of him in bed naked with his naked mother and his naked sister.
He wondered, in the way that he always wanted to do his mother, if his sister always wanted to do him too. Moreover, he wondered if Erin was just as sexually attracted to his mother as he is. Having already heard stories about her and with her only being a freshman or in her case, a fresh woman, he knew she's had lesbian affairs, threesomes, circle jerks, and a gangbang at college dorm parties. She's such a slut but, glad that she is, he wondered if she'd ever agree to have sex with him.
"Liar. In the way that you were masturbating over Mom getting naked, you'd—"
"Wait. Back up. How do you know I was masturbating?"
"How do I know you were masturbating? She gave him a smug look. "Duh? I saw you masturbating."
"Maybe you saw someone else masturbating while thinking it was me masturbating. Maybe you were just imagining someone masturbating because you're such a horny slut. Maybe you were just fantasizing over me masturbating because you want me," he said with a sinister laugh.
"You're crazy Brett. I'd never want my own brother. Unlike you, I'm not an incestuous pervert," she said seemingly becoming dizzy when she mentioned the word incestuous.
Steadfast in his verbal attack of his sister as if he was a defense attorney and she was a witness on the stand, he continued his conjecture.
"Maybe in the way that you're accusing me of always thinking about Mom naked, you're the one who is always thinking about Mom naked. Maybe you thought you saw me masturbating because you're always thinking about my cock. Yeah, maybe in the way that you're always so horny for men, you imagined seeing a man masturbating out back."
"Oh, it was you alright standing there in the dark," she laughed. "I'd know my own brother Brett."
"Tell me this then, where were you that you could see me masturbating?"
"I was right above you in the treehouse looking down and watching you pull your prick," she said laughing with vindicated validation. "Too focused on Mom stripping naked, I couldn't believe you didn't know that I was right there above you while watching you stroking yourself."
"You were?" He looked at her with obvious excitement that his sister was watching him masturbate. "You were watching me masturbate?"
"Yes," she said moving her hand back and forth as if she had a cock and was masturbating herself or as if she was giving him a hand job.
"What were you doing up in the treehouse?"
As if replaying what she saw in her mind, running a slow tongue across her full, red lips, she looked at her brother with incestuous lust and sexual excitement.
"I was watching Mom milking Dad before sucking him," she blurted immodestly with a sexy smile. "I like watching them playing their sexy games. They make me hot," she said running her manicured finger over the outline of her breasts.
"You're making me hot with what you're doing," he said beneath his breath and obviously too soft for her to hear him.
"It was when I was watching them flashing our new neighbor that I watched you creep out of the house to hide behind the tree to watch Mom undressing. You're such a pervert Brett. I can't believe you were masturbating over Mom getting naked."
"If I'm a pervert for watching and masturbating over Mom stripping naked, what are you for watching Mom suck Dad's cock," he said.
"Sexually curious," she said with a sexy smile. She held her chin high as if she was proud of her voyeurism instead of ashamed of it, in the way that she was trying to make her brother feel.
"Okay, okay, so you caught me spying on Mom while masturbating. So what? That was so hot to watch Mom undressing," he said making no excuse for peeping on his mother getting naked. "She has a wicked hot body for an old broad," he said laughing.
"She does," said Erin. "It's amazing that they still go at one another like rabbits. I'm surprised they didn't have more children than just the two of us," said Erin.
"Wow, I know, right? I wish I had a little brother," he confessed. "In the way they continue having sex is so hot," he said. "I hope that I still want sex from my wife when I'm their age," he said.
"Their age? They're not that old Brett. They're only in their early forties. You make them sound as if they're in their sixties," she said.
"Still it was exciting to watch Mom strip off her clothes to have sex with Dad," he said.
"So lemme get this straight. You were aroused enough by watching Mom undressing to masturbate yourself?"
"Fuck yeah," he said making a sour face at her. "Who wouldn't be aroused watching Mom undress? She's hot. She's a MILF."
"A MILF?"
"Yeah, definitely, Mom's a MILF."
"So you admit that you do want to have sex with Mom," she said as if she was a prosecuting attorney just winning her first court case.
"I didn't say that," he said.
"Actually, you did. You called Mom a MILF, a mother you'd like to fuck," she said laughing.
"I could ask you the same question. Why were you staring at Dad's cock? Maybe in the way that I think of Mom as a MILF you think of Dad as a FILF," he said laughing.
"A FILF? There's no such thing as a FILF," she said.
"There is in your case. You'd have sex with Dad if you could," he said.
Erin stared at her brother in the way that he usually stares at her, especially when she's wearing her short, sheer, low cut nightgown.
"I was just curious what his cock looked like, that's all," she said. "Just because I was looking at Dad naked doesn't mean that I want to fuck him or suck him. In the way that you're a voyeur, I am too," she confessed. "Inherited DNA from Mom and Dad, perversity runs in our family," she said laughing.
"Well, then, with that being said, I was just curious what Mom would look like naked too," he said. "So there. We're even. We're both incestuous perverts," he said returning her laugh.
With her being so open and honest, she was making him horny with all of this incestuous talk.
"The difference is Brett that I don't masturbate over Dad in the way that you masturbate over Mom," she said.
"How do you know how I masturbate over Mom? And how do I know that you don't masturbate over Dad or over Mom for that matter."



"Because I don't masturbate over my parents in the way that you masturbate over Mom. Furthermore, I know you masturbate over Mom because, besides you just admitting that you do, I saw you," she said moving her hand fast and hard as if she had a cock instead of a pussy.
"Yeah, well, it's a guy thing," he said with an unembarrassed shrug. "According to Freud in his Oedipus theory, all sons want to kill their fathers to have sex with their mothers," he said.
"So you not only to you want to have sex with Mom but you also want to kill Dad? You're sick Brett. You're really fucked in the head," said Erin.
"No, I don't want to kill Dad but yeah, I guess I'd like to have sex with Mom," he finally admitted. "I wouldn't mind Mom sucking my cock," he said holding a heavy hand in front of him as if he was holding his mother's head in place while she sucked him. "I wouldn't mind throwing Mom a bang," he said moving his hips back and forth as if he was fucking his mother.
"Eww that's so nasty, you and Mom having sex," she said. "Gross." She looked at him as if contemplating what she was going to say next. "Besides why would you lust over Mom when you could lust over me," she said laughing while giving him a vogue pose.
Obviously, by what she just said that her brother should lust over her instead of their mother, she was jealous that Brett was lusting over their mother instead of over her. The both of them remained silent for a moment while he stared at his sexy sister. She was so sexy when she posed like that and when she posed like that, with her skirt moving higher up her thigh, he had even a better flash of her white, bikini panties.
"I do lust over you," he confessed with seriousness.
"I figured as much," she said cackling. "You've always been a pervert and now I can add an incestuous pervert to your list of perversions."
"Kettle black with you staring at Dad's cock, no doubt you have as many incestuous thoughts as I do. Besides, with all the guys that's been rumored you having sex with, I think you'd suck Dad's cock if you could, maybe if you were drunk enough."
"Maybe I would suck Daddy's cock," she said pausing as if thinking about blowing her father. "If I was drunk enough, maybe I would. I don't know," she said with a sad smile. "There's always a first time for everything."
He stared at her as if he was contemplating saying something that he shouldn't say and would regret saying to his sister, that is, depending upon her reaction and her response to what he was about to say.
"Just out of curiosity, would you suck my cock, if you were drunk enough?"
In the way that she was teasing him, in the way that she was seductively dressed, and in the way that she continued flashing him her panties, he looked at her in the way that he stared at his naked mother. If he was reading his sister correctly, she didn't need to be drunk to suck his cock. If he pulled his cock out right here and right now, she'd probably blow him. Only, he'd never dare exposed his prick to his sister, intentionally that is, especially after she's already seen him masturbating out back.
Putting a naughty finger to her lips, she tossed her long, blonde hair, while knowing full well by the way he stares at her when she tosses her hair, that her brother loves it when she tosses her hair. She looked at him with as much sexual and incestuous lust as he was looking at her. Obviously too horny for her brother not to see it, she was sexually teasing him and toying with him.
"I dunno, maybe I would," she said pausing, "if I were drunk enough," she said softly while laughing. "Now after that incestuous confession and with that sexual knowledge in mind, I bet you'll go to your room and masturbate over the sexual fantasy of me sucking you."
"I'm not going to lie to you Erin. I've thought about having sex with you already," he said.
"You have?" She ran her fingers through her hair while curling her hair with her fingers and while running a slow tongue across her full, red lips.
"I have," he said staring at her as if she was a full course meal and she was.
"Tell me. How many times have you thought about having sex with me?"
"Lots of times," he said.
"You thought about having sex with me or did you masturbate over having sex with me," she said. "There's a big difference between the two, you know."
"Both," he said.
"Just curious, how many times did you masturbate over me?"
Teasing him and as if she was sexually exciting herself in preparation to masturbate herself, she seemingly and mindlessly touched, fondled, and felt her breasts through her blouse and bra in front of her brother while staring at him. He stared at her hands touching and feeling her breasts, no doubt wishing that he could touch and feel her breasts too. He watched her fingering her nipples that made their appearance through her bra and blouse, no doubt wishing that he could finger her nipples too.
"I dunno, lots of times," he said becoming even more sexually aroused by their open and honest incestuous conversation and by watching his sister touching herself.
"Tell me. I want to know," she said with sexual excitement. "What did you think about me when masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with me?"
"Seriously? You want me to tell you about my sexual fantasies that I have about you."
"Yes," she said leaning forward as if he was about to tell her a sexy, bedtime story.
"And you won't get mad?"
"Mad?" She made a face as if biting into something bitter. "Why would I get mad?"
"I don't know. You may be tricking me into tell you all of my sexual secrets so that you can used them against me somehow," he said. "Why do you want to know what I think about when masturbating over you?"
"I'd like to know what guys think about doing to my naked body, even if it's my own brother," she said. "So tell me. What do you think about when masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with me?"
"I can't tell you," she said. "I'd be embarrassed. Besides, you'll get mad."
"No, I won't get mad," she said. "I promise. C'mon Brett. Please? I really want to know."
"Okay I'll tell you," he said pausing before speaking. "Well, of course, I thought about you naked," he said. "I've always wondered what you look like without your clothes."
"Have you thought about touching me and feeling me where no brother should ever touch and feel his sister," she said with a dirty laugh.
"I have," he said unembarrassed.
"Have you thought about me touching you?"
"Yes," he said. "I have."
"Have you thought about me fondling you and stroking your cock?"
"Yes," he said, "I have."
"Have you thought about me masturbating you?"
"Yeah," he said.
"How many times have you thought about me masturbating you?"
"Lots of times," he said.
"Have you thought about me sucking you?"
"God yes," he said.
"How many times have you thought about me sucking you?"
"Lots of times."
"And fucking you?" When he didn't answer her, she continued. "C'mon Brett. Have you thought about fucking your own sister?"
"Stop Erin. You're driving me crazy," he said cupping his package in the way that Michael Jackson used to do in making the Bad video.
"Are you embarrassed because you're getting an erection?" She giggled while staring at the big bulge his junk made in his jeans. "Is my baby brother getting hard from all of my sexy, incestuous brother and slutty sister talk?" She teased.
"Duh? Yeah," he said adjusting his cock in his pants in front of his sister in the way that she was touching, fondling, and feeling her tits through her blouse and bra in front of her brother. "Yeah, you're making me excited. What do you think?"
Now it was her turn to stare at him as if she was contemplating saying something that she shouldn't say and would regret saying to her brother, depending upon his reaction to what she was about to say. Except, in his case, chances are, he wouldn't be offended by whatever she'd say next.
"Show me your cock," she said staring down at the bulge in his pants.
To be continued...
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"What?"
He knew what she said. He heard her. Yet, not believing what she had just said, he looked at his sister with sexual excitement. With a sexual lust for his sister enveloping and consuming him, he couldn't wait to show her his cock.
"You heard me. Show me your cock," she said again. "I want to see it."
He couldn't believe it. His sexy, slutty sister wants to see his cock. Is this what she asks all of her dates, to see their cocks, or just him, her brother. A sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe his sister wants him to show her his cock.
"You want me to show you my cock?"
Even after asking her the question, he felt as if he was dreaming. Always wanting to show her his cock but with her now calling his bluff, as if it was electrified barbed wire instead of an imaginary demarcation, he was afraid to cross the incestuous line.
"Yes," she said staring at him in the way he was staring at her.
She was staring at the bulge in his pants in the way that he always stares at her tits through her blouse and bra.
"Are you serious? You really want me to show you my cock?"
Something he'd ask of his sister to show him her tits, he couldn't believe his sister asked of him to show her his cock. The beginning of an incestuous relationship, he wondered if showing her his cock would lead to more. Maybe she wanted him as much as he wanted her. Maybe she was just curious to know what his cock looked like in the way he was curious to see her tits. Maybe she was just horny and wanted to have sex with him as soon as he showed her his cock.
He wondered what she'd do when he show her his cock. He wondered if she'd just look or would she touch him and stroke him? With his cock so exposed to her after she requested to see it, he wondered if his sexy sister would give him a hand job. In the way he's creamed the hand of so many women he's dated, he imagined creaming his sister's hand with his cum after she masturbated him. He wondered if she'd allow him to feel her tits while she stroked his cock.
Maybe in the way she's blown so very many men, she'd blow him too, her own brother. Maybe she'll allow him to have sex with her beautiful body after showing her his cock. Maybe if he got naked, she'd get naked too. Maybe she'd allow him to finger and lick her pussy. Maybe she'd allow him to fuck her after he gave her an orgasm with his fingers and tongue. For sure, he'd do his own sister. Why not? She was hot and he was horny.
"Yeah," she said. "Show me your cock. I want to see it," she said again. "After seeing Daddy's cock, now I'm curious about seeing your cock too," she said pausing while waiting for him to show her his cock. "I want to compare you to Dad," she said with a naughty laugh.
"I thought you said you already saw my cock last night standing behind the tree when you saw me masturbating over watching Mom undress," he said.
"I did but it was dark. I could barely see anything but the shadow of your hand moving quickly back and forth and back and forth," she said with a laugh when pretending to masturbate herself with an imaginary cock. "C'mon show me your cock Brett. Being that, no doubt, you've always wanted to show me your cock, I dare you to show me your cock now," she said looking down at his bulge again. "I want to see what it looks like up close."
Not knowing why he was delaying in showing her his cock, definitely, he'd love to show his sister his erect prick. How could he say no to her request when he's dreamed and fantasized of showing her his prick? He couldn't count the times he's walked around the kitchen with an erection in his pajamas when his parents weren't home.
"Eww Brett," she said. "Why do you have an erection?"
"Morning wood," he'd laugh.
Even hornier that she noticed his stiff cock, he always she'd ask to see it. He fantasized about her reaching out to touch it.
With her already sitting at the kitchen table, he always enjoyed accidentally on purpose rubbing his erect cock against her back or poking her shoulder with it while he was getting his breakfast.
"Eww! Gross! Get that thing away from me Brett," she said acting offended.
Now he wondered how offended she really was. If she wants to see his cock now, he wondered if she wanted to see his cock then, too.
"Are you sure you want to see my cock Erin?"
Figuring it was a trick to trap him and to get him in trouble with his parents, he was reluctant to just whip out his cock even though he really wanted to do just that.
"Yes," she said.
He just wanted to strip off his clothes but as if something was stopping him from showing her his prick, this was his sister after all. Showing her his cock is incestuous. He could go to Hell for having such sexual thoughts over his sister but she was so beautiful. She was so sexy. Moreover, she was no virgin. If anything she was a slut and he was so horny.
"You won't get me in trouble by running to tell Mom and Dad that I flashed you my cock?"
"Of course not. Why would I do that? I'm the one asking you to show me your prick," she said. "C'mon. I want to see my baby brother's prick. Show me your cock."
It didn't take much persuading from Erin for Brett to show his sister his penis. In the way that he imagined flashing his mother and his mother's best friend, Susan, he's always want flash his sister his cock too. Now, here she is asking him to see his cock and giving him her permission to expose himself to her. What the Hell was he waiting for?
"Okay," he said unzipping himself and pausing to see if she was playing him before pulling his cock out through the pee hole of his jeans.
Already half hard, he looked down at his cock before looking up at his sister. As if she was conducting a biology experiment in her college class instead of in her bedroom with her sitting on her bed instead of sitting on a lab stool, she leaned forward to stare at her brother's exposed prick with focused interest. Her stare not only increased his sexual excitement but also encouraged his erection. He couldn't wait to show her his cock when it was big and hard.
"Take of your pants so I can see it better. I want to see your balls too?"
As if she was the school nurse or his doctor, he couldn't believe his sister wanted to see everything.
"Take off my pants? Right here, right now, in your bedroom? Why?"
Now that the chips were down and now that she was calling his bluff, he couldn't believe he was acting like a pussy by not stripping off his pants and underwear. If judging him from his growing erection, obviously making him feel even more sexually excited in his incestuous, lustful desire for his big sister, he watched her staring at his cock. Yet why would she want to see his cock and balls? What was her motivation? Or was this her scam?
Thinking the worst of her being that she's such a bitch, was she going to kick him in the balls to rupture him as soon as he removed his pants and underwear? Was she going to call rape for her parents to come running? Was her plan for them to see him naked rolling around in pain on her bedroom floor? Only his parents weren't home. No one was home but them. Knowing full well why he wanted to show her his cock, he didn't understand why his sister suddenly wanted to see his cock.
"How better to see what a guy really looks like than seeing my brothers' cock and balls. Besides all the cocks I've ever seen were in the darkened backseat of a car or inside a dark dorm room," she said laughing. "I can't really get a good look at a cock when it's buried in my mouth or pussy, now can I?"
Damn, she was such a big pig. He stared at her as if thinking about what to say in response to that. Instead of just showing her his cock, all that he wanted to do was to masturbate in front of her. He wondered her reaction if he started pulling his prick. He wondered if she'd watch him jerk off or if she'd throw him out of her room. He'd love to cum in front of his sister. He'd love to shoot a load of cum across her bedroom and across her face in the way that he watched his father do that to his mother.
"I'll remove my pants and show you my cock and balls if you," he said pausing.
Imagining himself removing his pants and underwear in front of his sister, he imagined her removing her blouse and bra in front of him. In exchange for showing her his cock and balls, he'd love for her to show him her tits.
"If what?"
"I'll show you my cock if you show me your tits first, I'll show you my cock and balls," he said. "Yeah, you show me your tits first and I'll show you my cock and balls," he said again obviously liking how it sounded the first time.
A good plan, he couldn't wait to see her tits in the obvious way that she couldn't wait to see his cock and balls.
"My tits?" She looked down at her 36C's before looking back at her brother. "You want to see my tits?"
"Yes," he said.
Having already seen his mother's big tits and Susan's big tits, he always wanted to see his sister's big tits.
"Seriously? You really want to see my tits?"
Having been teased by her lots of times before, he knew that she was teasing him now. She looked down at her breasts again. Always teasing him and driving him mad with wild, sexual desire for her, she always gave him up skirt views of her panties, up nightgown views of her pussy, down blouse views of her bra, and down nightgown views of her tits. She cupped her breasts in her hands through her blouse and bra and raised them higher as if she was serving them up to her brother. In the way that she cupped her breasts in her hands through her blouse and bra was the way that he'd love to cup her big tits with his hands.
"No doubt, you've seen lots of tits before. You've seen Mom's tits. I bet you've even seen Susan's tits. Maybe you've even seen Christine's tits. They're just tits Brett," she said belittling her tits.
Not like her to disparage her tits, he knew she was proud of her tits. In the way that she flashed her tits by wearing low cut blouses and skin tight tops, he knew that she loved her tits.
"Yeah, but they're your tits Erin, my big sister's tits. C'mon, show me your tits. I showed you my cock. Show me your tits and I'll remove my pants and underwear to show you my cock and balls together."
"Actually I have great tits Brett, I do," she said really teasing him now. He watched her feel her big tits while fingering her nipples through her bra and blouse. "All the guys love my big tits and my big nipples. They love feeling my tits," she said continuing to feel her tits while looking at him watching her feeling her big boobs. "And they love sucking my big nipples," she said pulling her nipples out through her blouse and bra with her index finger and thumb. "I have big nipples Brett. I bet you'd love to suck my nipples."
"I can see that you have big nipples," he said staring at the impressions her nipples made in her blouse and bra while running a slow tongue across his lips as if he was in some desperate need of some warm milk. "Yes, I'd love to suck your nipples Erin," after you suck my cock, he thought to say but didn't dare.
Even though she was a slut and even though he was horny, this was his sister and not some whore he picked up at a bar.
"Do you like seeing tits Brett?"
"What guy doesn't like seeing tits? I'd love to see your tits Erin?"
"Tell me Brett," she said feeling, fondling, and caressing her tits through her blouse and bra. "Do you like feeling tits Brett?"
"I love feeling tits while making out, especially when French kissing," he said staring at her hands having their wicked way with her tits in the way that he wished he could.
"What about sucking tits Brett? Do you like sucking tits?"
He couldn't help but imagine sucking his sister's tits when she said that. He'd love nothing more than to suck her big nipples.
"Gees, Erin, you're such tease. You're making me insane. Show me your tits," he said again while staring and waiting for her to lift her blouse and bra to show him her tits.
"So what you're saying is, you'd not only do you want to see my tits but also you'd want to French kiss me while feeling my tits and fingering and sucking my nipples. Is that it?"
"Oh God yes. I so want to see your big tits Erin, feel your big tits, and finger and suck your big nipples. You have a nice rack," he said. "I've always wanted to see your big boobs."
"Seeing my tits and feeling my tits is one thing but sucking your sister's nipples is something else. Think about it, could you really kiss me? Could you seriously French kiss your own sister?"
"Yeah, I could," he said, "especially if you were topless and especially if you were going to fuck me."
"So now not only do you want to see my tits and suck my nipples but also you want to French kiss me while fucking me too," she said. "Is that it?"
"Yeah, I guess Erin, but sex is never preplanned. It's just progresses. It just happens," he said. "One thing leads to another."
"Oh don't I know that," she said laughing while fluttering her eyelids as if she was recollecting all of her many sexual affairs and lovers. "Nonetheless, what do you seeing my tits have to do with you showing me your cock?"
"Tits for cock. Tits for cock," he said laughing. "You show me your tits and I'll show you my cock. This way I'll have something over you. You can't go running to Mom and Dad telling them that I flashed you my cock without me telling them that you flashed me your tits first."
He wondered if she was going to show him her tits. If she didn't show him her tits, not willing to miss this opportunity, he'd strip off his pants and underwear to show her his cock and balls anyway. Only, it would be better if she showed him part of her body too. It would be better if she was sitting there topless while he was standing there bottomless. If she flashed him too, he wouldn't feel like the incestuous pervert of a brother that he is. Hoping she would, he couldn't believe that she was really going to show him her boobs. If she did, he'd be masturbating over seeing his sister's breasts for the rest of his life.
"Fair enough. Okay," she said lifting her blouse and bra without further hesitation or conversation.
As if she was lifting her blouse and bra in slow motion and as if he was dreaming her or sexually fantasizing her lifting her blouse and bra, he was stunned when she raised her blouse and bra to flash him her tits.
"Wow! Now those are the best tits I've ever seen and I'm seen some awesome tits in Playboy," he said.
Once released from her bra, her breasts fell as if they were two, heavy bowling balls suspended on a rope. Swaying and jiggling as if teasing him to reach out to touch them, feel them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them, they were a sight to behold.
"Okay, it's your turn now. I flashed you my tits now remove your pants and underwear to show me your cock and balls," she said putting her tits back in her bra and lowering her blouse.
"Uh-uh, no way, that's not good enough," he said. "You flashed me your tits way too fast. I didn't get a good enough look at them," he said.
I didn't even get a feel of them is what he really wanted to say but not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, he didn't dare.
"No way? We made a deal Brett. Remember? Tits for cock? I showed you my tits now you show me your cock and balls. That's the deal," said.
"You put your tits away too fast. That wasn't nearly a good enough flash. You expect me to walk around naked in your room when you just flashed me your tits for a lousy two seconds. That's not fair Erin. That's not fair," he said.
"Okay, okay, so what do you want me to do?"
"Take off your blouse and bra and I'll remove my pants and underwear. I want to see you topless," he said, "and I'll stand here bottomless."
She looked down at herself before looking up at him. As if his eyes were lasers that could burn off her blouse and bra and as if her blouse and bra were still raised, he leered at her breasts. Obviously with both of them sexually aroused and horny, with brother wanting sister as much as sister wanted brother, in the way that he was looking at her with lustful desire now was the same way that she was looking at him before.
"You're such a pig Brett but I love it," she said laughing at him staring at her.
"I'm happy being a pig when I have a sexy sister who looks like you," he said smiling.
"Thank you," she said.
As if he was undressing her with his eyes and he was, he stared at her as if she was already topless when she wasn't. Enjoying the moment, he watched her give him a slow striptease show. He watched her unbuttoned her blouse one slow button at a time while looking down at each unbuttoned button to see what she was showing him and before looking up at him to see what he could see of her. With her blouse unbuttoned and her bra and cleavage exposed to him, she stared at him staring at her.
"Take off your blouse Erin. I want to see how you look in your sexy bra," he said hypnotized by the sexy sight of his sister sitting there in her bra.
She removed her blouse, sucked in her stomach, and puffed out her bra clad chest, a move that made her breasts appear even bigger, not that she needed to make them appear any larger than they were.
"There," she said turning from side to side. "What do you think?"
"What do I think? I think you have big tits Erin. Damn you have big tits," he said. "Now your bra. Remove your bra. I want to see your tits," he said. "I can't wait to see your tits."
She reached around behind her to unhook her bra. With her bra unhooked, as if letting out a breath, her big tits relaxed.
"Are you ready for shock and awe? This one is shock," she said pointing to her left boob, "and this one is awe," she said pointing to her right boob.
"Yeah, I'm ready. Show me your tits Erin. I can't wait to see your big tits," he said.
He stared at her as if he was peeping at her. He stared at her as if he was seeing something that he shouldn't see and wasn't supposed to see. He stared at her as if he was staring at a desirable, young, sexy woman instead of lusting over his big sister.
"Here goes little brother, here goes," she said removing her bra, first one cup and then the other, before sitting tall, sucking in her tummy, and puffing out her chest again.
"Wow! You have big tits like Mom's tits only better. Your breasts don't sag in the way that Mom's breasts do."
"Her breasts sag because she breast fed us and because she's older," she said looking down at her tits, while touching them and fondling them before fingering her nipples. "Now that you're seeing my tits, take off your pants and show me your cock and balls."
As if they were both watching a live sex show and they were, she stared at him staring at her. As if she was flashing him on web cam, they continued staring at one another.
"What are you going to do when I show you my cock and balls?"
He knew what he hoped she'd do. He hoped she'd touch his cock and fondle his cock before stroking his cock. At the very least, he hoped his sexy sister would give him a hand job. Oh yeah, he'd love for Erin to jerk off his cock. He'd love to squirt his warm cum all over her hot hand.
"What do you mean? What am I going to do?" Playing his game, she put her finger to her red, full lips while giving him a sexy look. "That depends, what do you want me to do?"
In a rush, all the things that he wanted his sister to sexually do flashed through his mind.
"Will you touch them and feel them?"
He imagined his sister stroking his cock while cupping his balls.
"Would you like me to touch and feel your cock and balls?"




"Oh yeah," he said with her not having to ask him twice.
"I don't know. Maybe," she said flipping her long, blonde hair again while watching his reaction to seeing her flip her hair. "It's one thing for me to show you my tits and another thing for you to show me your cock but for me to feel your cock and balls is too much like incest," she said splitting the definition.
With her sitting there topless and him with his cock sticking out of his pants, to anyone seeing this brother and sister together, no doubt about it, they've already crossed the line of incest.
"I won't tell if you don't tell," he said with a laugh.
"Is that what you want me to do? You want me to touch and feel your cock and balls," she said unmercifully teasing him.
"Oh God yes. I'd love for you to touch me and feel my cock Erin," he said. "I'd love for you to stroke me. I'd love for you to masturbate me."
"I bet you would," she said with a laugh. "We'll see but, being that I'm already sitting her topless in front of my little brother, first you have to take off your pants and underwear to show me your stuff," she said.
"Okay," he said, "but don't forget that you asked for this. This was all your idea," he said kicking off his sneakers to remove his jeans and underwear. "Well, what do you think?" He looked down at his cock before looking up at his sister and before turning from side to side.
"Wow, I'm impressed. It's bigger than I thought it would be. I thought it would be the size of Daddy's prick," she said. "You have a big cock Brett, much bigger than Dad's cock," she said looking from his cock to look up at his face before returning her focus to his big prick.
"So, you weren't kidding when you said that you've seen Dad's cock?"
"I've seen Dad's cock lots of times. He's such a pervert. He's always exposing himself to me. He's always walking around me naked whenever it's just the two of us alone in the house. Obviously wanting me to touch it, to wrap my fingers around his cock, and to stroke his cock, I've been waiting for him to put my hand on his cock. I'd never make the first move."
Always wanting to expose his cock to her, he couldn't believe his father beat him to the punch.
"Really? You'd touch Dad's cock?"
As soon as she said that he imagined her touching his cock, stroking his cock, and masturbating his prick.
"Yeah, sure, why not? It's just a cock. If he put my hand on his cock, I'd give him a hand job. Actually," she said with a sick laugh, "I've been waiting for him to force me to my knees to suck him," she said. "In the way that he's always flashing me his cock, I figured that he would. No doubt, he'd let me suck him if I asked. Who knows, maybe he'd buy me a new car if I gave him a blowjob and allowed him to fuck me," she laughed.
Suddenly the image of his sister on her knees and sucking his father filled him with incestuous lust as if a light switch was turned on in his brain.
"Damn," he said. "I had no idea that Dad was like that," he said looking at her. "I had no idea that you were like that," he said with a laugh. "I mean, I knew you were a slut with all the guys you slept with but—"
"Shut up," she said with a laugh. "I'm not a slut. Okay, maybe I'm a little slutty but I don't go around sleeping with everyone. I'm very discriminating who I suck and fuck," she said tossing her hair again.
Paralyzed with the image of his sister on her knees and sucking their father, he couldn't believe his father was so perverted to be walking around his daughter naked as he was perverted now to be standing nearly naked in her room.
"It's still shocking to me that Dad walks around you naked, his own daughter," he said. "He's such a pervert."
Again, he imagined his father walking around the house in front of Erin with his cock dangling and swaying. What father does that? What father exposes his cock to his daughter? What daughter looks and wishes that her father will take the next step to have incestuous sex with her? This family is so fucked up but glad that it is, he's never felt such sexual excitement as he was feeling now exposing his cock to his sexy sister.
"Definitely he is and by the way he leers at me, he wants to fuck me, I know he does. Like father like son, I bet he masturbates over me too. In the way that you are and in the way that I am too, he's such a pervert," she said with a laugh.
Brett couldn't remove the image of his father walking around his sister naked.
"I wish Mom would walk around me naked," he said. "I'd love to see her without her clothes. I wish Susan would walk around me naked too. I'd love to see her without her clothes too. She's so hot. She has an even better body than Mom and Mom is a total MILF."
"Stroke yourself," she said ignoring the comment he said about wishing his mother and Susan would walk around him naked, no doubt, to refocus his attention back to her. "I want to see you make it bigger and harder. I want to see your cock when it's angry."
"You stroke my cock," he said pushing out his hips for her to take his cock in hand.
"No, I'd rather watch you play with yourself," she said. "Maybe later, if you're a good boy, I'll stroke you but for now let me see you make yourself hard."
"Damn," he said mumbling to himself. "I still can't believe that Dad walks around naked in front of you flashing you his prick and I have to go outside and stare up at her bedroom window to see Mom naked. That's not fair. If I knew that Dad was flashing you all this time, I would have flashed you my cock a long time ago," he said looking at her with another question. "Tell me. Did you ever flash Dad your tits?"
He could only imagine his father staring at his daughter's tits in the way that he was staring at his sister's tits now.
"With all the down blouse and down nightgown view that I've giving him and you, I'm sure he's seen my tits Brett. We live in the same house and I'm not very modest and careful about my body as I should be around you and around Daddy," she said. "It wouldn't surprise me if Dad's hidden a camera in my room or in the bathroom."
"Damn, I'd love to watch that video," he said with a dirty laugh. "If he's hidden a camera, I bet he's caught you masturbating. How come guys are all such perverts?"
"It's just the way that the sexes are," she laughed with a shrug. "Go ahead and stroke yourself. I want to see how big it gets when erect."
"What are you going to measure it?"
"Sure. I'll measure your cock if you want me to," she said with a shrug and while removing a ruler from her desk drawer.
"You realize, of course, that you'd have to touch my cock to measure my cock. Right?"
"So? No big deal, no pun intended," she laughed while staring at her brother's cock. "I don't mind touching your cock. Having given lots of guys hand jobs, I've touched plenty of cocks before."
"Only..." he said staring at her tits.
"Only what?"
"If you feel my cock, I'd want to touch your tits," he said.
"I'm really not feeling your cock Brett. I just need to touch your cock to measure your cock but," she said looking at him staring at her with big puppy dog eyes. "Sure, go ahead. You can feel my tits. Get it over with and feel my tits," she said sitting upright to puff out her chest.
In an instant his horny hands were all over his sister's big tits. Then, when he started to finger her nipples, she covered her breasts with her forearm.
"Okay, that's enough. I want to watch you stroke yourself so that I can measure your cock," she said. "Go ahead Brett. Make yourself big and hard."
So very sexually excited, Brett slowly stroked himself before stroking himself faster and before moving his hand away to step closer to her. He turned to the side for her to measure his cock.
"You know, of course, that my cock would get bigger, faster, if you stroked me," he said with a shit eating grin.
"I bet it would," she said laughing.
"It would get bigger faster, if you allowed me to fondle your tits while fingering your nipples as you stroked my cock," he said staring at her naked breasts.
"Okay, go ahead," she said moving her forearm away from her breasts for him to feel her tits while fingering her nipples again. "But I'm not going to masturbate you, not yet, anyway," she said with a laugh.
Again Erin allowed her brother to touch, feel, fondle, and caress her big boobs while fingering her erect nipples. Sexually excited having his wicked sexual way with her tits, he continued stroking himself.
"How's that?" He looked down at his cock before looking up at her again. "Is it big enough?"
He moved his hand away from her tits and his other hand away from his cock to show her his sister his erect prick. Looking down at his cock again, he looked at his erect cock with pride and at his sister with lust.
"Wow! You really do have a big cock Brett," she said she said staring at his erection. "You have the biggest prick I've ever seen. Not only is it long but it's thick too. That's unusual. Cock are either thin and long or short and fat. I have a sewing measuring tape that I can measure the diameter of your prick if you want me to do that too. Only, I'd have to hold your cock in my hand to do that," she said smiling.
Wrapping her fingers around his stiff prick, he imagined his sister not only holding his cock but also stroking his cock. Other than receiving a blowjob from her, he'd love nothing better than receiving a hand job from her.
"Really?" He looked at her as if she just ask if she could blow him. "Go ahead and measure it. I don't mind you holding my cock in your hand Erin, if you don't mind," he said. "I'm curious to know how big it is too."
She lightly touched the underside of his erect prick to hold it in place while measuring the length of his cock.
"It's a little more than 8", almost 8 ½. That's big. What's the average size prick?"
"About five to six inches," he said. "Now measure the diameter of it too."
She wrapped her measuring tape around his cock and held it there in place with her hand.
"It's almost two inches around," she said with pride. "What's average?"
"About an inch and a half," he said with arrogant conceit.
"Wow, I had no idea that my little brother has such a big cock," she said with a sexy smile.
Already so sexually excited showing his sister his cock, his sister showing him her tits, and now with his sister actually touching his cock to measure his prick, he needed to cum. He needed a release. In the way that his father was eager to cum for his mother, he couldn't wait to cum for his sister. A memory he'd have for the rest of his life, he'll be masturbating over this day forever. Eager to say what he was feeling, too excited to speak, the words didn't come out right.
"I'll feel your tits and will finger your nipples again, if you masturbate me," he said.
"Pardon?"
"I said, I'll feel your tits and finger your nipples, if you masturbate me," he said again not knowing how else to say what he felt to tell he what he wanted.
"You will, huh?" She laughed. "You'll feel my tits and finger my nipples if I jerk you off? Gee thanks," she said laughing. "What's in it for me?"
With his mind not working with his mouth, even he couldn't believe what he blurted out next.
"I'll let you blow me," he said with a laugh.
She laughed while shaking her head.
"You will, huh? God, you're such a typical guy, a typical jock. Again, I ask you, what's in it for me?"
He looked down at her panties and pussy mound that she had been flashing him since he walked in her bedroom and closed her door. Wanting to correct his misspoken words by showing her that he wasn't a typical guy but a generous lover, he voiced what he was feeling now again.
"What if I licked your pussy?"
As soon as he said that the imagine image of his sister's shapely legs resting over his shoulders and down his back consumed him with incestuous, sexual lust for her and for her pussy.
"Licked my pussy?" She looked down at herself and raised her skirt enough to flash him more of her panties. "Go on. You're getting warmer," she said with interest.
Lifting her knees, she sat with her legs spread open to show him the perfect view of her panty clad pussy. With wisps of her blonde pussy hair peeking through the sides of her panty, she was making him horny to touch her where no brother should ever touch her sister. He imagined pushing her panty aside to rub her clit while fingering her pussy. He stopped short at imagining himself licking his sister's pussy.
God, what did he just say? Could he really lick his sister's pussy? In the horny way he was feeling now, with her topless and his cock so exposed, yeah, he could. He could lick his sister's cunt.
"What if I gave you an orgasm with my fingers and tongue?"
Having heard her having an orgasm before from her masturbating herself, instead of being filled with the sounds of her pleasuring herself, his brain was filled with her screaming over the sexual pleasure that he promised to give her.
"Now you're talking," she said rubbing her pussy through her panties.
"Yeah, definitely, I'd give you oral sex," he said imagining her squirming all over her bed.
Imagining his face drenched with his sister's vaginal secretions, maybe she'll reciprocate the favor and allow him to give her a cum bath. Oh, yeah, he'd love to cum all over his sister's pretty face in the way that his mother allowed his father to cum all over her pretty face while their neighbor Christine watched and masturbated. If she allowed him to give her a cum bath, he could never look at her face again without thinking of her dripping with his cum.
"Really? You'd do that for me? Now that's hot," she said staring at him while obviously trying to read him. "You'd eat me? You'd eat your own sister?"
"Sure, why not? I'd love to lick your pussy, that is, so long are you blew me," he said.
"Only," she said ignoring his last comment about her blowing him. "If I allow you to eat me, you can't stop until I cum. That's the deal. I don't want you making me sexually frustrated. Once you start eating me, you have to finish the job until I cum," she said.
Oh God what is he getting himself into? With the perverse, sexual hormones that his sister has, the same ones that he has, he could only imagine his jaw getting so tired and his tongue so exhausted from licking her that both hurt.
"I can do that," he said returning to his last statement. "And what's in it for me if I give you an orgasm?"
He hoped she'd say the magic word, blowjob, and he couldn't believe his ears when she did.
"Oh my God, Brett," she said fluttering her eyelids. "If you gave me an orgasm with your finger and tongue, I'd blow you. I'll suck your cock like no one has ever sucked your cock before," she said. "I'll even allow you to cum in my mouth," she said with deliriousness. She put her hand to her mouth as if she was already stroking him while sucking him. "Would you like that Brett? Would you like to cum in my mouth," she said running a slow tongue across her red, full lips again.
"Are you kidding me? God yes Erin. I'd love to cum in your mouth," he said staring at her lips and at her tongue. "Will you swallow too?"
"No, actually, not usually a spitter but, if you don't mind, I'd rather spit you out in measuring cup to see how much cum you have."
"A measuring cup? Seriously? You would?" He looked at her as if she was nuts.
"Yeah, I would," she said.
"Why?"
"Because if I continue giving you regular blowjobs, I'd like to know if I can encourage you to cum more in the way that Mom encourages Dad to cum more for her."
Did his sexy sister just say if she continues giving you regular blowjobs she'd like to know if she can encourage him to cum more?
"Regular blowjobs? Seriously?" He looked at her as if she was insane. He looked at her as if she was the perfect sister. "You'd really give me regular blowjobs?"
"Yeah, sure. Why not? If I sucked your cock once, why wouldn't I suck your cock again, a dozen times, or a hundred times? The first time sucking someone's prick is always the most sexually exciting as it is the most difficult to do, especially being that you're my brother," she said.
Wow!"
"It's just a blowjob Brett," she said with a shrug. "It's no big deal. It isn't as if I'm allowing you to fuck me," she said parting her legs even more to expose all of her panty clad pussy to him.
If it was no big deal for her to blow him, it certainly was a big deal for his sister to suck him. He remained silent for a long minute while thinking about fucking his sister.
"Will you allow me to fuck you?"
He wondered if she preferred being on the bottom or on top. Knowing her, she'd prefer being on the top in the way that she rides the mechanical bull at the bar while showing all the men her panties.
"Maybe but not today. I'm getting my period," she said. "But yeah, we could screw."
"Getting your period?"
"Yeah, why?"
"You won't get your period while I'm eating you, will you? I don't want all of that blood in my mouth."
"No," she said with a laugh. "Don't be so squeamish."
"Okay then, take off your skirt and panties. Show me your pussy," said Brett. "I can't wait to see your ass Erin. You have a beautiful ass. Your ass looks so round and firm that I bet I can bounce a quarter off of it and catch it," he said with a laugh.
As if she was a stripper on stage, Erin slowly stripped off her short skirt and bikini panties to stand in front of her brother naked. Naked, naked, naked, Erin was naked and standing in front of her brother unembarrassed and unashamed. As if he was dreaming and/or sexually fantasizing his sister standing there naked, Brett stared at her trimmed, blonde pussy as if he had never seen a pussy before. He couldn't wait until she was on her knees blowing him while he reached his hand down to feel her tits and finger her nipples.
"Well?"
As if he heard her voice from a distance, she interrupted his sexual fantasy of her blowing him.
"Well what?"
"What are you waiting for? Eat me. Finger me and lick my pussy. Give me the orgasm that you said you'd give me with your fingers and tongue," she said with glee.
Awakening him from his sexual fantasy of his sister sucking his cock, he forgot that the deal was that he had to eat her first.
"Actually," he paused. "I thought you'd blow me first," he said.
"I bet you did," she said with a laugh. "Fat chance. The deal is you lick my pussy and if you give me an orgasm, I'll suck your cock. The deal is that you may cum in my mouth, so long as I can spit you out to measure your cum in a measuring cup."
"Okay, okay," he said.
"Go down to the kitchen to get a measuring cup," she said.
"I'm not wearing any pants and underwear," he said.
"So?"
"What if someone sees me?"
"You'd like that, wouldn't you? You'd like for Mom and/or for Susan to see your cock," she said.
"Actually, I would," he said with a dirty laugh.
"There's no one home," she said.
To be continued...
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Broke but horny, a man beds a woman in the cemetery on Halloween and makes his best friend jealous.
"What do you wanna do tonight Dave?"
"I dunno," said Larry with shrug and looking over at his friend. "What do you feel like doing?"
"To be honest," said Dave with a yawn. "I'm dead tired, dead tired. I have absolutely no energy," he said yawning again. "I feel like the walking dead," said Dave. "I don't feel like doin' anything today, absolutely nothin'."
"Me too. I need a shot of adrenaline," said Larry yawning too. "For some reason, I'm always dead tired too but it's Halloween," said Larry. "If only in spirit, we should do somethin'. If nothing else, we should go scare the shit out of someone."
"I wish I had a little something, a drink, to get me goin'," said Dave.
"Try some of this," said Larry pulling out a pint bottle of bourbon from his jacket.
Passing the bottle back and forth, both men took big guzzles.
"Yeah, that would be fun to scare someone half to death and I would scare someone to death if I wasn't so dead tired," said Dave looking at his friend while yawning again and causing Larry to yawn too. "I didn't get to bed until after midnight," he said bellowing out a big yawn. "I stayed up to watch the Red Sox play the Tigers."
"Too late for me. I couldn't stay up for that. I need my beauty rest. See? Don't I look beautiful," said Larry turning from side to side with a laugh. "So, where'd you really go last night Dave? I was looking for you," said Larry pocketing his bottle of booze.
"Go? Last night? I told you, I was watching the game," he said.
"Bullshit. I went by your house and you weren't there," said Larry.
"Yeah, well, sometimes watching baseball, even the Red Sox, especially the Red Sox is like watching paint drying. I got tired of watching the game, bored actually when they were losing, so I went out," said Dave.
"Out where? Where'd you go?"
"Out, just out," said Dave with a shrug. "I went for a walk."
"Get outta here. You never go out for a walk," said Larry. "You're hiding something. C'mon fess up Dave. Where'd you go? What did you do?"
"I, um, had a date," said Dave sheepishly.
"A date? No way," said Larry. "You had a date? Get outta here. Who in the Hell would date your bony ass?" Larry looked at his friend. "With who?"
"Rita," said Dave quietly.
"Rita! Eat her, bone her Rita? Rita's here? No frigging way. I've been trying to bone her for years," said Larry.
"Don't call her that," said Dave. "She doesn't like that name and it's offensive to me too."
"Oh, so you take her out on one date and what are you boyfriend and girlfriend now?"
"We may be," said Dave with an excited grin.
"Where'd you take her?" Larry looked at his friend as if expecting Dave to tell him all of the intimate details of his date. "Where'd you go? What did you do? Did you get lucky?"
"Take her? Nowhere. I didn't take her anywhere," said Dave ignoring the other questions of Larry's interrogation. "I don't have any money, you know that. After you totaled my car, I don't even have a car."
"There's lots of places you can take a woman, even if you don't have any money or a car," said Larry.
"Oh, yeah?" Making a face, Dave looked at his friend with doubt that he could take a woman anywhere without having money and/or a car. "Where?"
"Where? Lots of places," said Larry. "You could have snuck in the cinema, walked right by security at a rock concert, or gone through a turnstile at a ballgame without anyone seeing you," said Larry. "That's what I usually do when I have a date and don't have any money."
"When's the last time you had a date?" Dave rolled his eyes.
"Okay, so it's been a while, months actually since I had a date," said Larry.
"Months?" Dave raised his eyebrows, made a skeptical face, and laughed.
"Okay, you're right, I haven't had a date in years but I haven't found the right woman," said Larry stuffing his hands deep in his pockets with sadness. "I don't just date anyone. I'm particular who I date."
Knowing how hard it is being alone and living alone without having a woman in his life, Dave looked at his friend with understanding.
"I could ask Rita. She may have a friend or know someone who's looking for a boyfriend," said Dave. "You're a great guy Larry, sometimes," said Dave with a laugh. "Most any woman, some woman, perhaps there's one woman who would want you," he said laughing again.
Both men remained quiet until Larry spoke again.
* * * * *
"I would have liked to have dated Rita," confessed Larry. "I didn't know she was still around. I figured when we left that she was gone for good. I didn't know she was here with us too. I've had the hots for her for years, ever since high school," said Larry falling quiet again.
"I know that Larry and I'm sorry to have dated her after knowing how you felt about her," said Dave.
"That's not right Dave. That's not fair," said Larry kicking up dirt and not making eye contact with his friend.
"I remember you talking about her all the time then. Yet, when I saw her again, love at first sight, it was like seeing her for the first time. You know?" Dave looked at his friend to see if he was understanding or still angry.
"Love at first sight?" Larry made a sour face at his friend. "Seriously Dave or was it more like any port in a storm will do?"
"Nah, it wasn't like that Larry," she Dave looking at his best friend for some shred of understanding. "When I saw her was as if seeing a familiar face in the crowd. And she was so excited to see me too, you know. Right then and right there, we bonded as if were lost lovers."
"Lost lovers my ass," said Larry. "I'm the one who loved her and not you."
"Yeah, well, you never did anything about that Larry," said Dave, "now did you?"
"I didn't have the chance to tell her how I felt about her after what happened," said Larry.
"I know but what happened was more your fault, then it was mine," said Dave.
"I know and you're right," said Larry. "It's okay. Really. I'm good with you dating Rita. So, finish telling me what happened."
"As if she was a frightened little girl, instead of a 19-year-old woman, lost in a crowd, she took my hand, held it, and wouldn't let go of it," said Dave.
"There aren't very many available, young women around to date. All the women that I know are old, wicked old. All the women that I meet are my mother's age, my grandmother's age, or older. Sometimes surrounded by old people, inundated with baby boomers, I feel as if I'm a resident in a nursing home. Do you know what I mean?"
"Yeah," said Dave. "I sure do. I know exactly what you mean. A chance in a billion, it was a fluke that I bumped into Rita. I figured I'd never see her again."
"So with all the places that you could have taken her for no money and even without having a car, why didn't you take her somewhere nice?" Larry looked at his friend with jealousy.
"I dunno, old habits die hard," said Dave. "You're different from me. I can't do anything illegal like sneaking in a cinema, a rock concert, or a ballgame. Besides, what would Rita have thought of me if I did something like that?" He looked at his friend as if insinuating that he was all of what he was about to say.
"She'd think that you were showing her a good time," said Larry.
"No she wouldn't. She'd think me a cheap ass loser sneaking my date in a movie, a concert, or a ballgame. Next, you'll be suggesting that I steal food from the buffet."
"Let me tell you something Dave. There's nothing wrong with stealing food from the Hungry Man Buffet. They have plenty of food to go around. I've don't it before, not so much now. I haven't had much of an appetite lately," he said feeling his bony arms and legs.
"Gees, Larry, if you're going to steal food, at least steal food from a better class of restaurant instead of the Hungry Man Buffet," said Dave laughing. "That food sucks."
"Yeah, well, considering the circumstances of our dire financial situations with no jobs, no money, and no future actually, I'm sure Rita would have understood," said Larry looking at his friend with curiosity before speaking. "So where did you take her?"
As if he was ashamed where he took his date, Dave looked at his friend with embarrassment before confessing the location of his date.
"Where else would I take her? I took her to the only place I know to take a woman," said Dave with a shrug.
"Okay, I'll bite," said Larry laughing. "And where might the only place that you know to take a woman be?"
"I took her to the cemetery, of course," said Dave.
"The cemetery? You took Rita to the cemetery? Are you nuts? No way. Get outta here," said Larry laughing.
"I like the cemetery. It's quiet and I can think," said Dave. "I dunno, the cemetery feels like home to me, you know."
"Spooky, especially on Halloween eve," he said with a laugh. "Why would you take that beautiful woman to the cemetery? If I was dating her, I would have given her a night on the town." Larry looked at his friend, perhaps to see if Dave was pulling his leg but he wasn't. "You must have crept her out taking her to the cemetery."
"Think about it Larry. Why else would I take Rita to the cemetery?"
"Why? Knowing the suicidal maniac that she is and knowing how she feels about the dead and dying, I have no idea why you'd take Rita to the cemetery."
"Duh? I took her to the cemetery to bone her," said Dave with a laugh.
"Seriously? You expect me to believe that you took Rita to the cemetery to bone her. No way," said Larry. "You're kidding. Right? Did you really bone her?"
"I did. I did indeed bone Rita in the Cemetery," said Dave. "And I'll tell you something too. She was the best lay that I've had in a long time."
"Wow! You lucky bastard. Creepy albeit appropriate, a date with Rita on Halloween Eve in the cemetery," said Larry staring at his friend while obviously waiting for him to come clean with the sexual details. "So?"
"So what?"
"So don't shit me Dave. Be honest and tell me the truth. Did you really bone her?" Larry looked at his friend with apparent hopefulness that he'd share the intimate details of their sexual liaison. "C'mon, you can tell me," said Larry. "We're best friends? I won't tell anyone. Besides, who am I going to tell?"
"Out of respect for Rita, I don't kiss and tell Larry," said Dave, "but I'll tell you this much, yes, I did bone Rita."
"Damn. You boned eat her, bone her Rita, you lucky son-on-of-a bitch, dirty bastard," said Larry. "God, how I envy you."
"Don't call her that Larry. I mean it. She hates that name and I hate that name too. It's so disrespectful," said Dave.
"Okay, okay, I'm sorry Dave but you must admit that she's so hot that everyone who sees Rita wants to eat her before sticking their bone in her," said Larry falling pensive. "Forgive me for saying this being that you're involved with her now, but I always wanted to bone her. She has a nice figure."
"Figure?" Dave laughed. "What figure? She doesn't have much of a figure since she lost all of that weight. Now she's a board, straight up and down. Yeah, definitely, she's all bones now," said Dave laughing. "Besides she's not your type."
"Not my type? Why not?" Larry shot his friend a look. "Why do you say she's not my type? Definitely she's my type. I'd bone her if I could. Definitely, I'd love to stick my bone in her."
Larry looked at his friend while shaking his head.
"She's shy. She's quiet. She's reserved and very moody. She doesn't talk very much," said Dave. "You'd have nothing in common with her."
"Why do you say that? I bet we'd have a lot in common. We come from the same neighborhood and know the same people," said Larry. "Especially with you already boning her and me wanting to bone her too, we have a lot in common," said Larry with a dirty laugh.
"She's a complicated woman and you'd never understand all that she's gone through," said Dave.
"Are you calling me stupid Larry? You better not be calling me dumb," said Larry.
"No, I'm not calling you stupid or dumb, just insensitive. Being that she's so hurt and vulnerability, you're not the right man for her is all that I'm saying," said Dave.
"I still don't understand you taking her to the cemetery for your date. What are you a funeral director, a mortician, a forensic pathologist, or a grave digger?" Larry laughed his usual annoying laugh.
"Unlike you who's afraid of his own shadow, she likes the cemetery and we go there a lot for long walks while paying our respects to the dead and while reading all the tombstones. Something that I would have never thought of doing before, the cemetery is a fascinating place. There's some very interesting people buried there," said Dave. "Sometimes the best times that I have with her is just sitting there holding her hand with my arm around her while staring at all the tombstones. The cemetery is peacefully quiet," said Dave.
"You're both creepy weird to like the cemetery," said Larry looking at his friend with confusion. "You're right, the cemetery does give me the creeps. Yet, you're wrong too. She sounds like my type of woman. Don't talk Honey, just suck," said Larry laughing while holding his hands in his lap as if he was holding a woman's head in place while she sucked him.
"You're such an asshole Larry," said Dave.
"Gees, Dave, don't be so sensitive. I was only kidding. Okay? I apologize for saying that about Rita," said Larry.
"If you ask me, I think Rita's depressed. Yeah, she's wicked depressed. She's tried to commit suicide several times before, you know," said Dave looking at his friend. "Aside from the obvious, there's something in her past that's not right. I don't know this for a fact, as she's hasn't confided in me about that, but I think she was sexually abused by her father when she started college and moved in with him to save some money for her tuition."
"I didn't know that," said Larry. "I'm sorry to hear about that."
"You know her and you know the type of woman that she is. She's someone who'd never rest in peace. Because of all that she's suffered and endured, she's someone who I treat with kindness and respect. If ever she agrees to be my steady girlfriend, I'd treat her right by not cheating on her because I wouldn't want her haunting my ass," said Dave with a laugh.
"So you think that her father had sex with her? Is that why she tried committing suicide so many times before? Wow, that sucks," said Larry looking at his friend.
"Well, if you ask me, she's had all kinds of psychological problems growing up with her incestuously perverted father, especially after her mom died and when she moved back home to live with him."
"Psychological problems? Now you're talkin' my language," said Larry rubbing his hands together as if he was a fly about to land on a lump of excrement. "What kind of psychological problems? Maybe nymphomania was one of her psychological problems. What do you think? I'd love to meet a nympho," said Larry. "Maybe the two of us can gangbang her. What do you think Dave? Do you think she'd be up for a little group sex? I can get Ritchie to make a real party of—"
"You're such an asshole Larry," said Dave. "You really are? How old are you? Grow up. Having never matured past 19-years-old, you still act as if you're a teenager. You don't act like any forty-year-old man that I know."
"Yeah, well, whatever. In a lot of ways I still feel as if I am a teenager. I don't feel forty. Do I look forty to you?" Larry looked at his friend.
"No actually, you haven't aged a day. You look the same," said Dave.
"So now that you told me more about Rita, she sounds like my type of women," said Larry with a laugh. "The women with the most emotional issues are always the best ones in bed." Larry looked at his friend. "I just might steal her away from you buddy."
"Go ahead. You so much as go near her and I'll kill you," said Dave.
* * * * *
They both looked at one another and laughed.
"Now that's funny. You, my best friend, killing me," said Larry. "That's a good one. See? I knew the old Dave was still in there somewhere. I'm so glad you removed the stick that was up your ass long enough to make me laugh."
"You're incorrigible Larry. You always think the worst of everyone, especially women," said Dave. "Everything with you is sex, sex, and more sex. You need to get laid my friend," said Dave.
"Maybe if you fixed me up with Rita and she willingly allows me to bone—"
"Fat chance Larry. Fat chance," said Dave.
"Actually, I don't think the worst about everyone. Admittedly I do about think the worst about most people," he said with a laugh. "Okay, I do think about sex, sex, and sex all the time," said Larry. "Yet, I've always thought well of Rita. I always liked, really liked her," he said staring at his friend while humping the air with his hips before fingering his boner. "So? Are you going to tell me?"
"Tell you what?"
"How was she in the boneyard?"
"I'm not telling you that. That's none of your business Larry, especially with you touching yourself in that disgusting way," said Dave watching his friend fingering his boner.
"You're not telling me because you didn't even get to first base," said Larry. "Is that it? Did you at least feel her tits?"
"Tits? What tits? Rita has no tits. She's flat as a board," said Dave. "You know that."
"Did she blow you?" Larry elbowed his friend in the ribs. "C'mon Dave, tell me. Did she suck you?"
"Okay, yeah, she did," said Dave. "She sucked me."
"Oh my God, no way. I knew it. I just knew when you told me that you took Rita to the cemetery that she sucked you. There's just something so romantic about that place," said Larry with a laugh. "I still can't believe you took her to the cemetery of all places to bone her."
"Actually with all the peaceful quiet and the big full moon overhead, conducive to having sex in public and yet in private, the cemetery is a very romantic place," said Dave nodding his head.
"I swear to God. I'd do anything for a blowjob from Rita, even if I had to take her to the cemetery to get one," said Larry grabbing at himself in the way that Michael Jackson used to do. "So how was it?"
"How was what?" Dave looked at his friend with confusion.
"The blowjob Dave, the suck job. How was the blowjob?" Ready for him to tell him all of the details, Larry looked at his friend with sexually excited anticipation.
"Oh that. Well, it was just okay," said Larry. "Actually it wasn't so great. I've had better blowjobs before. Maybe her reluctance to suck me had something to do with her giving oral sex to her father. I dunno. It's all just supposition on my part."
"Oh," said Larry. "Sorry about that. Yeah, being forced to suck her Dad would definitely turn her off to giving someone else head," said Larry falling quiet again. "At least tell me this."
"Tell you what?"
"Did she swallow?"
"Gees, Larry, you're unbelievable," said Dave.
"C'mon, Dave. Give me something to masturbate over later," said Larry. "Did she swallow?"
"Maybe I don't want you masturbating over Rita in that way," said Dave.
"Dave, c'mon, be a buddy. I have nothing and you have Rita. Give me something to sooth the savage, horny beast that resides deep within me," said Larry laughing.
"Yeah, she swallowed but not really. She tried swallowing but it just dribbled right out of her," said Dave.
* * * * *
Dave and Larry walked around the neighborhood looking for something to do on Halloween night. Everyone seemed to be having Halloween parties but they weren't invited. Not very popular after their car accident, a real nuisance, no one wanted them around anymore, not even their own families, especially their own families. It was if that one accident separated and angered the entire neighborhood. Seemingly in the way that people screamed at them whenever they arrived at a party uninvited, with Dave and Larry both hating rejection, they stopped hanging out with their old friends and even visiting their own families.



"Dave! Look at that," said Larry.
"Look at what?"
"Do you see what I see?"
"What do you see Larry?"
"There's a brand new, red, Mustang GT with the keys in it," said Larry pointing while walking closer to the car to peer in the driver's side window. "Damn, look at this thing. It's a standard too. How hot is this car?"
"So? We don't have a license anymore Larry and you don't even know how to drive a standard. After you crashed my car in a wall and totaled it, the judge took our licenses away from the both of us," said Dave. "And do remember what happened the last time we went on a joy ride in a stolen car?"
"Remember it? Of course I remember it. How could I ever forget it? I crashed the car in a tree. What a rush! What a rush! Wow! I'm still living with the aftermath of that," said Larry looking over at his friend and laughing. "Looking at these scars," he said lifting his shirt. "I must have a hundred stitches from my groin to my chest."
"I'm telling you right now Larry and I mean it, I'm not getting in another stolen car with you, especially with you behind the wheel driving. You're the worst driver, especially at high speed."
"I'm sorry for crashing your car in a wall Dave," said Larry. "Okay? And I'm sorry for crashing the stolen car in a tree too," he said with an insincere laugh. "It's time you forgave me for that."
"Yeah, well, Larry, your apology isn't good enough. Truth be told, I can forgive you for crashing my car in a wall, that was repairable, but I can never forgive you for crashing that stolen car in a tree," he said looking at his friend with hatred. "I swore right then and there, if I survived, I'd never ride in another car with you," said Dave.
"Look there's Ritchie. Now there's a man who knows how to drive and he knows how to drive a car with a standard transmission," said Larry poking Dave in the ribs with his boney elbow. "Ritchie! Yo Ritchie!" Larry waved him over.
"Larry, Dave," said Ritchie shaking hands with them. "What's up?"
"I'll tell you what's up," said Larry pointing to the car. "A brand new, Mustang GT with the keys in it."
"No way," said Ritchie looking from Larry to Dave and to the hot car. In the way that Larry just did, Ritchie walked to the car to peer in the driver's side window too. "What do you say fellas?" Ritchie looked from Dave to Larry again but this time with a big assed shit eating grin on his face. "Wanna go for a ride?"
"Sure," said Larry getting in the car.
"But first I need something for my Mojo," said Ritchie. "Do you have any distilled spirits?" He looked to Larry.
"You know I do," said Larry pulling out the bottle of half empty bourbon.
"Ritchie guzzled most of it before handing the bottle back to Larry.
"Ah, suddenly, I feel reinvigorated and energized," said Ritchie getting in the driver's seat and firing up the engine.
"Dave. C'mon get in. Hurry before someone comes."
"Uh, uh, not with Ritchie driving. He drank nearly half a pint of bourbon," said Dave.
"Don't be silly Dave. He's immune to alcohol. Having a drink before he drives makes him a better driving," said Larry.
"Are you sure you're not impaired Ritchie?" Dave looked at his friend to see if he was inebriated.
"I'm good," said Ritchie. "You coming or not?"
"I can't believe you're going to steal another car after the last time we stole a car and crash it," said Dave.
"C'mon Dave. Don't be such a pussy. It's Halloween. Let's have some fun," said Larry. "Punch it Ritchie. Let's see what this baby can do in the quarter mile."
"Larry! What if we crash in another tree?" Buckling his seatbelt, Dave held on to the front seat for dear life before being pushed back in his seat when Ritchie went from first to second gear and peeled rubber all the way. "What if we're all killed?"
Larry turned to his friend and laughed.
"Dave?"
Larry looked at his best friend with patient understanding. He smiled at him as if he was a funeral director and they were both at a friend's funeral.
"What?"
Out of his control to stop it or to change anything, Dave looked at Larry with unconcealed fright for what was about to happen.
"Don't worry Dave. You're safe. Even if we crash the car in another tree, we won't die," said Larry laughing.
"Won't die? Are you crazy? Why not?"
Even though Dave knew why they wouldn't die, couldn't die, unable to stop himself from blurting it out in the way that he always blurted it out so very long ago, he still felt compelled to ask the same question over again.
"Because we're dead already silly. Now sit back and enjoy the ride. Let's go Ritchie. Let's see what the top speed is on this baby before we hit dead man's curve," said Larry.
Dave signed himself and began silently praying while Ritchie peeled rubber shifting from second to third and third to fourth.
* * * * *
"911, what's your emergency?"
"A car just went by me at a high rate of speed but there was no one driving it," said the woman.
"No one driving it?"
"Not that I could see," she said.
"Have you been drinking ma'am?"
"No not a drop. I'm driving my children home from a Halloween party," she said.
"Did you get a license plate?"
"No, it zoomed by me too fast."
"What about the make and model," said the dispatcher. "Do you know what kind of car it is?"
"It was a Ford, a Mustang, a Ford Mustang. Yeah definitely it was a Mustang, a new Mustang," she said.
"What color was the car?"
"Red. It was red, a bright red."
"All cars be on the lookout for a new, red Mustang," said the dispatcher.
"I have the car in sight," said Andy, a rookie patrolman calling it in when the car blew right by him as if he was standing still instead of doing 55mph. Hitting the siren and the blue lights, he stomped on the throttle to chase the felon. "We're in hot pursuit but I don't see anyone driving the car," he said to dispatch. "It's probably a stolen car or maybe they're fleeing from a robbery, a home invasion, or a murder," said the rookie.
"Andy," said his partner.
"What?"
"Don't bother chasing them," said his partner with insightful understanding. "It's okay. Let them go. If we could drive 200mph, we couldn't stop what's about to happen if we tried."
"Don't bother chasing them? Are you crazy? Why not? According to my radar, they blew by me at 130mph and they're still accelerating."
"They're already dead."
"Dead? What do you mean they're already dead?"
"They're ghosts, residual ghosts," said the senior officer.
"Residual ghosts?" Andy looked at his partner with fright. "What's that?"
"Don't you watch Ghost Hunters on TV?"
"Nah, who has time for TV when working the graveyard shift and double shifts," said the rookie.
"As if they're doomed to repeat what happened to them over and again in the way of a looping movie, as if they're living in the Twilight Zone, residual ghosts go through what happened to them at the time of their death," said the cop.
"Wow," said the rookie.
"You didn't grow up around here, did you?"
"No, I'm from up north," he said.
"We go through this every Halloween, the day that those three teenagers, all 19-years-old, died more than 20 years ago, when they crashed their stolen car in a tree," said the patrolman taking off his hat, bowing his head, and making the sign of the cross.
"What if they hurt someone? What if they crash?"
"Trust me, they won't hurt anyone and they'll definitely crash in the same tree, on Halloween night, and at the same time of night," said the cop. "I'll point out the tree when we get there. It's right up here by the side of the road by blind man's curve. There won't be anything, no car and no bodies, but for a rest in peace marker left by their family and friends years ago."
THE END
This is a Halloween contest story. Please vote.



        

  
    Witch Hunt, Burned at the Stake 01
  
  Witch Hunt, Burned at the Stake 01

        Witch gets what she wanted, being burned alive at the stake.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/witch-hunt-burned-at-the-stake-01

Title: Witch Hunt, Burned at the Stake 01

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Erotic Horror

Description: Witch gets what she wanted, being burned alive at the stake.

Tags: witch, wizardry, sexy redhead, devil, curses and spells, salem massachusetts, witchcraft, colonial times, salem witch trials, sorcery

Series: Witch Hunt, Burned at the Stake


Flora Radisson gets just what she wants when the townsfolk burn her at the stake.
"Flora Radisson, under the laws of the Commonwealth of Salem Massachusetts, on this day of our Lord in 1692, I find you guilty of witchery, witchcraft, wizardly, sorcery, and conjuring," said the Honorable Judge Robert Hall. "Do you have anything to say for yourself before I pass sentence."
Even though he mindlessly asked her if she had anything to say before he sentenced her to die, he wasn't paying her any attention. Too busy looking through the papers he had before him, he seemed ready to ignore whatever she had to say.
"I'm not guilty of witchery, witchcraft, wizardly, sorcery, and conjuring. If I'm guilty of anything, I'm guilty of being a redheaded woman. If I'm guilty of anything, I'm guilty of being beautiful and sexy and all those bitches are the real witches," she said looking at and pointing to the wives and the girlfriends of the men who convicted her. They are the ones who are jealous of me because their men want me more than they want them," said Flora.
"Who are you calling bitches and witches, you wicked witch? I'll scratch out your eyes" said one of women witnessing the Salem witch trial.
"Quiet! Quiet in the courtroom," said the judge banging his gavel.
"I have proof that I'm not a witch but just a beautiful, sexy redhead," said Flora in her defense.
"Proof? A witch who has proof that she's not a witch? I never heard of such a thing," said the judge laughing. "The only proof that we have is that you are a witch," said the judge. As if he was suddenly made of liquid and his form was moving across his lofty position, the judge looked down to her from across his bench. "What proof do you have that you're not a witch?"
Mesmerizing him with her good looks, she looked at the judge as if she was putting a spell on him.
"Look at me. Just look at me. I'm beautiful and I'm sexy. What witch have you ever seen who looks like me? All the witches you've already burned were old and ugly. Am I right? Do I look old and ugly to you?"
She struck a pose while turning to all who accused her and convicted her of being a witch.
"She's a witch. She's a witch alright. That's why she's so beautiful and so sexy," said a woman.
"No one can look like her without being a witch," said another woman.
"Stone the witch to death," said someone else.
"Order in the court! Quiet," said the Judge banging his gavel. "Under the powers given me by the citizens of this commonwealth, after being found guilty of being a witch, I hereby condemn you, Flora Radisson, to death," said the Honorable Judge Robert Hall banging his gavel for quiet. "Quiet in my court! Quiet," said the judge when everyone started talking and cheering all at once.
"Good! She got a death sentence," said someone.
"That's making an example of her for all the other witches," said someone else. "If you practice witchcraft in our community, you die."
"Hang the bitch," said someone else.
"Burn the witch," said another. "Burn her!"
"Strip her naked and burn her," said someone else.
"Burn her, burn her, burn her," chanted the crowd of people gathered in the courtroom and that erupted outside the courthouse when someone told them the verdict. "Burn her, burn her, burn her," carried the chant outside to the crowd watching while waiting for the verdict and the sentence.
"Quiet in the courtroom. Quiet! Quiet!" The judge banged his gavel again and again. "Anyone not quiet in my courtroom will be removed from my court and put in the stockade after being charged with disorderly conduct and contempt of court," said the judge pointing his gavel at those in the courtroom who disrupted the proceedings.
Looking while watching everyone as if trying to memorize all of their faces, Flora waited for the court to become quiet before having her say and speaking her words.
"I'll be back," said Flora smiling as if she was imitating Arnold Schwarzenegger when he starred in Terminator. She pointed her index finger at the Judge, a finger that was as stiffly defiant as her resolve to return to life. "You can't kill me."
As if she was the Devil and he was Archangel Michael, the Judge looked at her with venom in his eyes.
"No you won't be back and yes I can kill you," said the Judge firing back and pointing the narrow end of his gavel at her.
"Burn her, burn her, burn her," chanted the crowd. "Strip her naked and burn her."
"If you think that I won't be back and that you can kill me," said Flora with smiling with contempt for him and for his court, "then why even bother burning me?"
She pushed back her long, curly, flaming orangey red hair with a practiced hand. As if her hair predicted her future, her brilliant orange, red hair curled in the way that flames of a fire curled when consuming anything and everything in its path.
"Quiet! Quiet in my court. Quiet," said the judge banging his gavel.
"If you're sentencing me to death, then surely, you believe that I'm a witch," she said with a victorious smile while looking around at those jurors who found her resoundingly and unanimously guilty. "If you believe that I'm a witch, then you must know that I'll be back, because not even fire can kill me," she said with logic. "Being that you can't kill me and being that I can return to life to harm you all, if you believe that I'm a witch, then you must let me go to leave here and to allow me to live elsewhere."
Alas her logic fell on deaf ears. Already found guilty, she was just awaiting sentencing to die.
"Contrary Miss Radisson. Indeed you are a witch and so found guilty of being a witch by your peers and by this court. Instead of being hung by the neck for practicing witchery, witchcraft, wizardly, sorcery, and conjuring, you'll be burned at the stake on Friday, June the 13th of the year or our Lord, 1692. Once dead, it's this court's desire to make sure that you remain dead," he said with a self-righteous smile. "Seize her!"
Immediately the two guards that already stood beside her, grabbed her beneath each of her arms. Flora pulled back at the guards when they pulled her. With one guard pulling one way against the other guard who pulled the other way, not moving an inch, she remained in place before the judge.
"Ha! You can burn me but you can't kill me," she yelled while struggling against the strength of the two, burly guards. "The numbers. It's all in the numbers three, two, one. Three, two, one," she said again.
"Burn her," erupted the crowd. "Burn her," chanted to crowd to all that she said.
Flora glanced over at her black cat who was perched on the outside window ledge to watch the proceedings. She smiled at her cat and winked at him before refocusing her attention back to the judge.
"I'll be back on Friday, September 13, 2013 to take out my revenge on someone from your unsuspecting family."
"2013? Seriously? 2013? Why wait so long?" The judge laughed loud enough to make everyone in the courtroom laugh. "Quiet! Quiet in my courtroom."
"Shakespeare wrote it best when he wrote and I quote, Revenge is a dish best served cold," she cackled. "Unlike the kangaroo court held here, revenge is a kind of wild justice. Revenge triumphs over all, even death, especially death," she said. "And I'll take my revenge on your family when I return from the dead."
The judge looked from her to look at his courtroom filled with people.
"Revenge? Who cares about your revenge? I'll be long dead by then and you will too. No doubt, you'll be dead before I will," he said with a shrug while laughing. "We'll all be long dead by then," he said with another loud laugh.
"Three, two, one," she said holding up her right hand to count off with her fingers. "Three, two one," she said holding up her left hand to count off with her fingers.
She closed her eyes and dropped her chin to her chest as if she was praying, meditating, or performing some sort of witchcraft spell. As if she was saying a spell or conjuring up the Devil, she mumbled some unintelligible words as if speaking in tongues or in a foreign language that only she understood.
"Remove this condemned witch from my courtroom and remand her in custody until we can make a big enough fire to burn this bitch. And someone go outside and kill her damn cat," said the judge looking at the cat sitting on the window ledge while staring at her master and purring.
Suddenly, as if she was a stone statue, an immovable object remaining steadfast against two men twice her size, with her eyes still closed, she stiffened herself, along with her resolve, to say her words uninterrupted to Judge Robert Hall before being forced to leave his courtroom.
"Come on witch, let's go," said one guard pulling at her but she wasn't moving an inch.
"Let's be off with you now," said the other guard tugging at her but she wasn't budging a muscle. "We don't want to bruise you before the fire burns you," said the guard with a laugh.
"Three, two, one. Three, two, one," she said again this time counting the numbers off with both hands raised high. "I curse you. I curse you. I curse you," she said breaking the hold the guards had on her arms. She lifted her head and popped open her big, blue eyes to stare at the judge. As if her eyes were two pools of deep, azure water and he was drowning in them, he stared back at her with fright. As if her finger was her magic wand, she pointed her finger at the judge. "In three hundred and twenty-one years, I'll whisper my words in his ear. For me, your kin will fall. His name is Robert Hall."
"Remove her from my courtroom," said the Judge. "Get her out of here."
* * * * *
Flora Radisson remained in the stockade while watching the townsfolk gathering enough wood to burn her. The judge ordered two, armed guards posted around the clock to protect her from people stoning her and/or doing all sorts of viciously evil things to her. He wanted her unhurt for the fire. Then, on the warm morning of Friday, June 13, 1692, after collecting enough fire wood and arranging it all in a pile, the women of Salem collected her.
With no one wanting her in their house, they brought her to a small barn just outside of town. Surrounding her to give her some privacy from the leering men who stood outside staring at her through the splits in the wood, they undressed her and bathe her before redressing her in clean clothes. Given no place to go to the bathroom, she had been standing in stocks for nearly a week while peeing and shitting herself. Once washed and dressed to look presentable before the court, without delay and without giving her another podium for her to state her curse, she was taken outside and escorted to the stake.
"Flora Radisson as so found guilty by a jury of your peers for being a witch and for practicing witchcraft, wizardry, sorcery, and conjuring, as so ordered by the honorable Judge Robert Hall, you will be burned alive at the stake."
Now cleaned and dressed, she was turned over to those townsfolk men who were chosen to strip her naked. In a frenzy, the men tore off all of her clothes while touching her and feeling her where no men were allowed to touch and feel women who weren't their wives or mistresses. Good Christen men that suddenly became perversely perverted animals, their violent sexual assault of her person was far greater than any crime she was accused of committing. With first her breasts exposed and then her arse and pussy, instead of cowering to hide her nudity with her arms and/or hands, she stood defiant and unashamed with her arms by her sides. Showing no fear and not combatting her rapists, seemingly she stood proud to not only be deemed a witch but also to be burned as one.
A time of morals, modesty, religion, God, and puritan values, it was such a seldom sight to see a naked woman, especially one so beautiful and sexy, to be standing in public so brazen. Defiant against the wills of the lustful men who stripped her naked while sexually assaulting her on her execution day, as if wishing them all harm, she looked at them all one by one. A time before women shaved their armpits, their pussies, and their legs, with a light coat of amber fur covering her, she was still a sexy sight to behold.
A woman in a man's world, a woman accused, tried, and convicted of being a witch for merely being a redheaded beauty, all eyes were upon her as if she was a stripper being stripped on stage. In the way that they tore of her clothes and stripped her naked, indeed she was giving them a striptease show for their viewing pleasure. Waiting for her sorcery to conjure up something to save her, a fire breathing dragon or a two headed monster, the crowd watched while waiting for her to do something, anything to prove that she was indeed a witch. If anything, by standing there so immodestly and immoral naked, defiant against the laws of the time and against the Salem Witch Trials, if she proved anything at all, she seemingly disproved that she was a witch.
Obviously waiting for her to perform some magic miracle of witchery or wizardry to either beguile her captors and/or to free herself from the binds that bound her, she disappointed them with her inaction to perform and her inability to escape. Too proud and too confident of her own bad self, someone like Flora would never beg for mercy. Too disrespectful of puritan values, especially when she knew that the men were all hypocritical pigs who lusted over her and disrespected her with leering looks and lewd comments, someone like Flora would never beg for her life.
Having been down this road so very many times before and already resigned to being burnt at the stake, someone like Flora would never appear weak and scream from the flames of the fire melting her skin. Someone like Flora would never apologize for being her strong self and for being the witch that she is. More turned off by her brilliant, orangey red hair and more put off because she was a sexy, vocal woman, the men and women of the period didn't appreciate a woman who felt free to give her opinion. Yet, putting her faith in her witchcraft than in her friends and neighbors, she knew she'd be saved from death at the very last second.
* * * * *
It wasn't enough for the men to strip her naked, not part of the deal, especially when they were the ones accusing her of lewd and lascivious behavior with the men of her community. Even though she was innocent of her accused witchery, witchcraft, wizardry, sorcery, and conjuring, and even though not one man stepped forward to bear witness against her for having sex with him or with anyone, she was still found guilty of being a witch. Even though they were all good, kind Christian men who attended church every week, acting in the way of starving animals that were hungry for sex instead of for food, they were all determined to have their wicked, sexual way with her naked body. Unlike their homely, short, obese, and unkempt wives, perhaps because she was so beautiful, tall, shapely, and busty, they all wanted her. Committing more of a crime than they ever accused her of committing, the crowd that watched the public, sexual display suddenly all turned into co-conspirators and voyeurs in encouraging the men to defile her beautiful, naked body.
God help her because no one else could or would. If only the Devil would step forward to save her from being burned, she'd show them all that she was a witch capable of conjuring up the Devil. Only Flora didn't need God to save her and she didn't have to conjure up the Devil to prove that she was a witch. She wanted to be burned at the stake to leave this time and place behind for another and better time and place in the future.
"Fuck her! Fuck the witch! Fuck the bitch! Force her to suck you! Make her blow you! Ram your cock up her arse!"
As if praying in church, they cheered their hatred for Flora by yelling out their lust for the men to have sex with her. What wife would encourage her husband to have sex with a woman, especially back then? What neighbor would want to watch someone having sex with a woman they accused of being a witch, especially back then? Seemingly, because she was a witch, it was okay for them to put their morals and modesty aside while stripping Flora naked and raping her.
How dare they do that to her? How dare they violate her in such a forceful way? How dare they murder her before their God, their laws, their fellow men, and their country?
Surely, if she was a witch, and indeed she was a witch, she had the tools to fight them and to save herself from being burned alive. Surely, if she was a witch, and indeed she was a witch, she knew the spells to recite to escape. Surely, if she was a witch, she'd never be so complacently submissive to allow these stupid, backward people of her community to strip her naked and force her to have sex with them. Casting doubt among her neighbors, friends, and relatives, maybe she wasn't a witch after all, oh but she was. Maybe she was just a beautiful, intelligent woman with red hair that the wives of the men who accused her, convicted her, and raped her were all jealous of and no longer wanted to have her around to tempt their husbands with infidelity. Convolutedly, it didn't seem to matter that the men who they were raping her now were adulterers and all the other men who lusted over her naked body were co-conspirators of rape too by watching without coming to her aid to stop the sexual brutality.
Not satisfied with just stripping her naked, enflamed and encouraged by the wild, cheering crowd, the three men so chosen felt her and touched her where no men should ever touch and feel a woman who was naked in public in 1692. Even if she was so deemed, so tried, and so convicted of being a witch, she didn't deserve such a brutal, sexual assault. Naked before her friends, before her relatives, before her neighbors, before the mad mob, and before Judge Robert Hall, she still stood defiant while the three men had their wicked way with her naked body.
What were they thinking to go against all they believed to so use, abuse, and murder a woman by burning her alive at the stake? In a time of Christen charity and good will to all men and women, how dare they? How dare they? How dare they?
As if she was a tavern wench instead of a condemned witch, being that she was so insolent in his court and even dared to curse his future relative, he could have stopped the men from raping her. Where no person of this community would ever darken the doors of a strip club, if there was such a thing back then, they all crowded around to watch the men having their wicked, sexual way with her now. Oh the inhumanity of what Flora needed to endure and survive for her to leave this place was unprecedented in the history of modern men and women.
Judge Robert Hall could have prevented the men from forcing her to suck them and from sodomizing her. Yet, not interceding on her behalf, the judge stood by and watched the three men have their wicked, sexual way with her naked body. Forcing her to her knees, one by one, as soon as she opened her mouth to speak, to voice her defiance, and to curse them and the crowd, they filled her mouth with their cocks.
Humping her mouth and fucking her face, they forced her to suck them and the crowd cheered when the three men ejaculated in her mouth, all over her face, and all over her long, beautiful, red hair. Back before the Japanese raped innocent women on the subway and gave them a cum bath, the colonists of Salem gave Flora a real, Pilgrim cum bath. Then, bending her over, without even taking the time to lubricate her, they fucked her in her pussy and up her arse hard like the yelping and howling dog they deemed she was before they tied her naked, dripping with their cum body to the stake. Yet, undeterred from what she was about to do, having been down this road many times before throughout the centuries, everything they did to her only gave her the strength that she needed to work her black magic.



She'll be back. Yes, indeed she'll return and when she returns, she'd seek her revenge. Woe is the one she so cursed. Woe is he for he will receive her wrath as an unfairly accused and persecuted women tried as a witch and raped before being burned at the stake. How dare they do this to her? How dare they? She was just a beautiful, intelligent woman living alone who happened to have red hair. With all of them declaring themselves as Christen people, are they insane to so sexually used and abuse her?
They are the evil ones and the crazy ones and not her. Different than all the other women in their small puritan community, the women were all jealous of her because she was so beautiful and so sexy. Not blaming their men for leering at her while lusting over her, for her to so beguile their men to stare and to leer at her, she must be a witch. Definitely, the only explanation to explain the perversely perverted behavior of their men was to deem her a witch.
* * * * *
Not happy here, hating this place, this time, and these people as much as they hated her, if only they knew that being burned at the stake was her only way to leave here to go someone else, what would they say? What would they think? As if the flames were a time machine that launched her forward in time and space, able to pick her year, month, and even down to the day with her potions and spells, she knew there were better times for her in the future. The numbers, all in the numbers, the numbers along with what she saw in her crystal ball, told her that she'd find love and happiness in the future on September 13, 2013.
As if the flames could launch her forward, she's lived in the dark ages before but this place, Salem Massachusetts, stuck here with the Pilgrims was a fate worse than death. Only, if she went that far enough ahead in the future, she inherently knew that the people living at that time would be more civilized and wouldn't be burning perceived witches at the stake. Should she be as unhappy as she is now and should she want to leave there too, the only way she could leave there was for her to set fire to herself.
"Burn the witch! Burn her! Burn the bitch!"
Yes, burn me, burn me, burn me, she chanted to herself with them. If only they knew that she wanted to and needed to be burnt at the stake, wouldn't they be surprised. She couldn't wait for the flames to ignite her as if she was a boaster rocket launched toward the future. A miracle that was her life, she couldn't wait to see what she would find in the future after leaving this life behind.
Out of control, consumed by anger and hatred for someone who was merely different from them, the crowd wanted her eradicated from their small, closed minded community. After receiving the verdict and the judge's blessing with a death sentence, what better way to kill her as if she's a weed, than to burn her? Free from the guilt of killing her, the God fearing and church going members of her community were only following the judge's orders to burn her. Perceiving her as a witch instead of a woman, in the eyes of their God, they did nothing wrong.
A time when men saw not much more of a woman than an ankle, she stood before them all naked with her tits, her arse, and her pussy totally exposed. With her red pussy as bushy as if it was already on fire and with her hair as wild as her blue eyes, she showed no embarrassment, shame, or remorse to be so nakedly exposed in public. Offering no resistance, they tied her to the stake and stepped back to light the fire. She lifted her head up to the sky and her lips moved as if she was talking to someone, issuing another curse, praying to God, or summoning the Devil.
As if watching a big screen TV or a live performance of a rock band with pyrotechnics, with the flames burning closer and licking at her feet, there were no cries of pain or screams for mercy from Flora. With just cheers from the crowd before her audience fell silent, there was only the crackling sound of the fire burning all of that wood, so much wood wasted just to burn her. Then, just before the flames reached her, all anyone could hear over the noise of the flames was what she so brazenly and chilling said in court. She now repeated again for everyone to hear.
"Three, two, one. Three, two, one. I curse you. I curse you. I curse you. In three hundred and twenty-one years," she yelled opening her blue eyes wide as if they were twin lasers to stare at Judge Robert Hall. "I'll whisper my words in his ear. For me, your kin will fall. His name is Robert Hall," she yelled over the noise of flames and the booing and harassment of the crowd that threw whatever they could find at her.
"The witch is dead! The witch is dead," sung the crowd and later stolen to use in the Wizard of Oz. "Ding, dong, the witch is dead!"
Seemingly waiting for the right moment, as if jumping through a window or launching itself in an open porthole to another time, space, and universe, her cat jumped into the flaming fire at the last second too. Then, in a burst of flames and a big ball of fire, when the fire reached the excess kerosene soaked in the wood around her feet, she was surrounded by fire. With the flames consuming her and with her and her cat engulfed in a flash of a brilliant, blue flame that shot up a thousand yards into the sky as if it were a booster rocket, she was gone in a flash.
Gone, gone, gone, she was gone. Totally disappearing as if she was never there, never burnt at the stake, and never even existed, Flora Radisson disappeared from the Earth in a flash of fire. Gone conceivably forever or for three hundred and twenty-one years, as she foretold but who would know, nonetheless for the time being, she was living there no more.
After the fire was out, accustomed to finding enough evidence of the one ordered burned at the stake for their family and friends to bury in a grave so that her immortal soul would ascend to Heaven, there was nothing left of her to find. Usually not much more than some charred bones, along with her skull, it was puzzling that there'd just be ashes and smoldering coals. As if the bonfire was a crematorium, did the fire burn so hot to leave nothing but ashes behind? If the fire did burn that hot, why did the fire burn so hot? Was it because she was really a witch? As if she was the resultant end of a magic trick and as if she was an illusionist instead of a witch, she was gone. As if there was no one and nothing burned at the stake but wood, the townsfolk and all of the relatives of Judge Robert Hall now and in the future were disconcerted by what happened there that day and by her witchy curse.
To be continued...
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Friday, September 13, 2013 was not like any other day for Attorney Robert Hall.
Not his typical, long day, Attorney Robert Hall left the Salem, Massachusetts, district courthouse at 11am in the morning for home. Unable to focus, rather than make a mistake, he left the courthouse. Always suspicious but not usually superstitious being that he's above all of that as an officer of the court, he was usually fearless from harm when protected by the laws of the Commonwealth Salem Massachusetts. Nonetheless uneasy by the curse on the the date of, Friday, September 13, 2013 looming and now here, it was an early day for him.
Although preposterous, whispered down from generation to generation, because of the curse handed down to him and his family from the accused, convicted, and burned at the stake witch, Flora Radisson, he decided not to push his luck by taking unnecessary chances with his life. Unable to concentrate on his work anyway, instead of staying in court the whole day, he left the courthouse as if he was being stalked by an assassin. Not wanting to be out and about while so vulnerably exposed, he gave in to his superstition that there may be something more to the curse than he gave it credit.
Their way of keeping their family safe from the world of the occult, the supernatural, and all things unknown about witches, witchcraft, and wizardry, not since his great ancestor, Judge Robert Hall, for fear that the curse will happen, has anyone dared name their son Robert. Only, Robert's mother not believing in witches and curses, wanted nothing more than to name her son Robert to celebrate and to honor his family. Moreover, she hoped that by naming her son Robert would be enough to break the spell and finally put the curse to rest after no witchcraft befell her son on that fateful day, today, Friday, September 13, 2013. So far so good, he was still alive and well. If this was a test against the witch Flora Radisson, then her curse with the rumored witch was nothing more than hokum.
Nonetheless, being that today was the day of the curse, taking precautions to not laugh in the face of witches, witchcraft, spells, and curses, Robert worked in Salem Massachusetts after all, the mecca of the occult, the supernatural, and all things witchy. After having seen some strange and unexplainable sights on the streets of Salem, especially during Halloween, and especially during a full moon, and even more so during a blue, full moon, he knew better not to believe in witches and in witchcraft. In the way that those believe in Voodoo in Louisiana, he believed that all things were possible, even witches, especially witches. Giving in to the superstition by locking himself inside his house until this day was behind him, he was going home to watch a movie before watching the Red Sox beat the stuffing out of the Yankees and A-Rod.
"Yankees suck," he mumbled while driving home laughing.
Chanting what Red Sox fans yelled out during the game whenever they played the Yankees, as if he was meditating, the chanting helped him to relax. Instead of being preoccupied with witches and curses, by refusing to allow his overactive imagination to be consumed by superstitions, he was going home to watch some TV, have a drink, and relax. Only, in the way that he remembered the Yankees suck chant, he couldn't remove the witches' words and the witches' curse from his mind. Always there in his sub-consciousness, the recollection of her curse was even more prevalent being that today was that fateful day of the curse coming to fruition.
"Three, two, one," he remembered the curse as if it was a sad song that his mother sang to him as a baby. Only, not giving credence to it by verbalizing it, his mother never discussed the curse. "Three, two, one," having never heard the curse from the lips of his mother, he heard about the curse from his relatives and friends who feared for his safety and for his life because his mother dared name him Robert.
"Three, two, one. Three, two, one. I curse you. I curse you. I curse you. In three hundred and twenty-one years, I'll whisper my words in his ear. For me, your kin will fall. His name is Robert Hall." As if he was the one so chosen and so cursed now, and indeed he was with his mother naming him Robert, Robert Hall, he couldn't remove those words from his mind.
Aside from some of the female judges and prosecutors, he's never met a real, live witch. There are those in Salem who profess and proclaim that they are witches but when asked to prove their claim of being a witch, their evidence falls short. Nonetheless, without doubt, he didn't have to believe in witches to know that black magic, spells, potions, and curses when practiced by an astutely skilled professional is as real as a medically licensed doctor practicing his learned profession of medicine. Moreover, with many residents walking around in costume throughout the year, every day is Halloween in Salem. Every day there's someone dressing up in costume and if there was a witch coming after him and walking up behind him to seek her revenge, he'd never know if she was a real witch or just one of the residents of Salem playing endless, year long, Halloween trick or treat games.
"So be it. So be it all. It is what it is," he said to out loud for only himself to hear while getting in his car, buckling his seatbelt, locking his door, and driving home. There was nothing that he could do other than to go home and hide beneath his covers until this dastardly day was over.
Nonsense. It was all just utter nonsense. There are no such things as witches, witchcraft, and curses. Spoken about and whispered about for three hundred and twenty-one years, who knew if there was even such a curse or such a witch. Even if there was such a witch who made such a curse, the chances of the witches' words surviving intact for more than three hundred years was preposterous.
He's disproven that rumor and gossip fallacy when in law school. With one person whispering a message to the next person in class, by the time the message made it around the room, it was totally different and not nearly the same. He could only imagine what the original curse was more than three hundred years ago after traveling from so many mouths to so many ears. Yet, not dismissing the evidence, just in case there was some shred of coincidental truth to the curse, not wanting to give the finger to the witch by sticking out his tongue to fate and to his destiny, he didn't want to be out in public where he was so visually vulnerable. A good plan, he was going home where he'd be safe from harm.
Furthermore, even though he wasn't pro guns but, in his line of work, a necessary evil, owning a gun was a much needed necessity, and he'd feel safer at home where he had a loaded handgun within easy reach. With his imagination going wild, he wondered if there was such a thing as witches and if there were witches, he wondered if he required a special bullet, a silver bullet, to kill a witch in the way that he needed a silver bullet to kill a werewolf. Or was a silver bullet needed to kill a vampire. No, a silver bullet was for werewolves and a stake through the heart was for vampires.
Other than fire and being burned at the stake, he wondered what killed a witch. Maybe instead of fire, in the way that the wicked Witch of the East was killed by water in the Wizard of Oz, perhaps he should keep a bucket of water by his front door. Seemingly ridiculous to think that there were witches, werewolves, and vampires, yet now with his brain filled with witches, werewolves, and vampires, he had the jitters. As soon as he went home, he was going to fill up a bucket full of water, just in case. Suspicious of everything and of everyone, all that it would take to make him feel at ease is a beautiful woman.
* * * * *
On his way home to Rockport, an artist community on the Atlantic Ocean, twenty miles north of Salem and sixty miles northeast of Boston, he passed by a car, a shiny, satin black, Lamborghini Diablo with a fire engine red interior parked in a cutout and out of harm's way by the side of the road.
"Oh wow! Look at thing. I wondered who owns that car and why they'd leave it abandoned and so precariously parked by the side of the road," he said talking out loud to himself.
Being that it was unusual to see such a fine supercar parked anywhere, even in this affluent, small town, he took note of the car. Except for the thousands of tourists who flocked here every summer, everyone knew everyone around here and no one that he knows has a car like that. With him being a car buff and having read every car magazine since the day he could read, how could he not notice and take note of such a fine motor vehicle? A dream car for anyone who appreciated fine automobiles, longer, sleeker, and lower than he thought it'd be, the first Lamborghini Diablo he's ever seen up close, the car was spectacular.
"Damn, I'd give my right nut just to drive that thing around the block," he said to himself while slowly driving by it.
Not even having to use his skills as a lawyer to match the driver with her car, a little way up from the car was a tall, shapely redhead in a form fitting, blue dress hobbling up the narrow street with a broken heel. In the way her car was, she was a rare sight to behold. Giving passing drivers the occasional finger, every driver who passed her by stared at her, beeped their horns, and/or made lewd and lascivious sexual comments out their open windows. With a long slit in the back of her dress, she was showing a lot of shapely thigh with every limping step she took. Not that her breasts were small by any stretch of the imagination, but if her breasts were any bigger, with her bright, red hair, from the waist up, she'd look like Joan Harris from Mad Men as played by super busty Christine Hendricks. From the waist down, she looked like Beyoncé.
With her shapely ass keeping beat to the rhythm, up and down and up and down, she hobbled as she walked along the narrow road that barely fit two cars side by side. After seeing the abandoned Diablo, Spanish for Devil, and with her rhythmically walking as if dancing a samba or a rumba, her limping gave her hips a musical beat in his head. With her dressed in that oh so tight, blue dress, he couldn't help but think of Mitch Ryder and the Detroit Wheels' song, Devil with the Blue Dress.
"...Wearin' her wig hat and shades to match, she's got high-heel shoes and an alligator hat. Wearin' her pearls and her diamond rings, she's got bracelets on her fingers, now, and everything. Devil with the blue dress on, Devil with the blue dress, blue dress, blue dress..."
As if her blue dress was a wavy flag beckoning him forward instead of warning him to stay away, not perceiving the deadly danger of her, he was more focused on the round, shapely impression her ass made in her tight, blue dress while he sang the song to himself.
"Devil with the blue dress on, Devil with the blue dress, blue dress, blue dress..."
When she walked up and down and up and down with her broken heel, he imagined her going up and down and up and down while sitting on his cock. What better way to rid himself of a curse than to spend some quiet, quality, private time with a beautiful, naked, redheaded woman? An abandoned Lamborghini and now a beautiful redhead with a broken heel, maybe this was his fated destiny to meet his Miss Right.
Not even having the time for a girlfriend, now with his career comfortably planned, he had no financial worries. Thinking about having a couple of kids with someone, he was at the age that he'd like to have a woman in his life. Never did he consider that this was the unraveling of the curse that was put upon his family and upon his head three hundred and twenty-one years ago. Even though the curse was so prevalent in his mind, enough for him to leave work early, more focused on this woman and on her supercar, why would he even think of the curse now? Besides, even though she was rumored to be beautiful, no doubt it was an ugly, old, woman who was erroneously perceived as a witch and who cursed his family and not some beautiful redhead with a Lamborghini Diablo.
Not in the habit of giving a ride to a stranger, being that this stranger had such a shapely behind and drove a Lamborghini, he didn't think he'd be in any danger in giving her a lift to the service station up the road. If anything, she may be the one in danger with him making sexual advances and hopefully taking sexual advantage of her. Maybe she'd be so grateful for a ride that she'd have sex with him right there in his car. It had been a while since he's had sex and with her syncopated walk and with her ass cheeks playing a slow samba, she was making him horny.
* * * * *
"Hello," he said out his car window when pulling up beside her. "I can give you a lift to a gas station." With the roads so narrow, holding up traffic behind him, there was no room for anyone to go around him. "There's a mechanic just up the road," he said with a smile. "I know him. He's a good mechanic. He works on my car. I can get your right in without you having to wait, especially when they see your car. That is your Lamborghini, isn't it?"
She turned to look where he was looking before refocusing her attention back to him. When she looked at him and shot him back a blank stare, he wondered if she understood English. Mesmerized by her piercing big, blue eyes, and with her definitely looking more Irish than foreign with all of that reddish orangey, beautiful hair and sexy freckles, he assumed she understood English. Nonetheless, he was about to try his rusty Spanish or Italian, perhaps even French, on her when she spoke finally.
"Are you done? Are you quite finished?"
"Pardon? Done with what? Finished with what?"
Now, as if he was the one who didn't understand English, he was the one looking at her with a blank stare.
"Done talking," she said opening and closing her hand that she held by her mouth while rocking her head back and forth and mocking him as if she was a puppet.
Filled with fire, she had attitude and he liked that about that. Her personality seemed as fiery as her hair. A real handful, she was one tough broad.
"Sorry, I was only trying to help," he said unfortunately watching his vision of having sex with this beauty disappear as fast as the hardness of his cock softened.
"A mechanic? Seriously?" She looked at him as if he was drunk and, rolling her eyes, she made a face of boredom by his stupidity. "A grease monkey?" Copping an attitude again, she placed a hand to her shapely hip and looked at him as if he was crazy before saying what she thought. "Are you crazy? Is there something mentally wrong with you? Do you need to have your head examined?"
Even though she was insulting him on the outside, he was laughing on the inside. Above them all in intelligence, morals, and righteousness, usually, this is how he talks to the criminals that he defends and here she was talking to him with such animosity and disrespect. Wow! He loved getting a dose of his own medicine.
"Yeah, well, sorry, I didn't mean to offend you by suggesting a mechanic. Those of us who can't afford a supercar routinely use one," he said with half a laugh. "I was only trying to help. I just figured it may be something simple, maybe something as simple as you running out of gas. Maybe if they put your car up on the lift—"
She looked back at her car in the distance as if looking at an old friend before returning her venom back to him.
"That's a two hundred fifty thousand dollar Lamborghini Diablo," she said with a self-important attitude that flashed through her brilliant, blue eyes. "It's a classic. They don't make cars like that anymore. You can't buy one anymore unless you buy one that's been used and abused. I can't have just anyone work on my car," she said staring at him as if her eyes were twin lasers burning a hole in his head. "And do you think that I'd be such a dimwitted woman that I couldn't read a gas gauge? I'm not a dumb blonde and this isn't blonde hair, in case you're color blind too, my hair is red," she said pulling out a clump of her hair with her fingers.
"Sorry, my apologies, I didn't mean to—"
"Besides, I've already phoned the Lamborghini dealership in Boston. They'll be here soon to transport it," she said with a forced, plastic smile while seemingly more calm. "In the meantime, I locked it up, alarmed it, and will just have to wait for them to arrive." She looked at him looking at her. "I'm sorry," she said shooting him her phony plastic smile again. "I'm having a bad day," she said this time giving him a warmer smile.
Beautiful before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled.
"Or for someone to steal it," he said with a justifiable laugh.
"Pardon?"
"I just said that I hope the car will still be there and that no one will steal it," he said inserting his foot deeper in his mouth by continuing to talk to her.
Yet, he couldn't resist not talking to her. Giving him a reason to stare at her longer, she was just so damn beautiful and sexy. Then there was her attitude as fiery as her red hair. John Ford could have used her to inspire Maureen O'Hara in the Quiet Man with John Wayne.
With her fiery spirit and no nonsense attitude, now he knew why some men went to prison for hitting a woman. God, she was such a bitch but it was easy to forgive someone who looked so beautiful and who had such a perfect body for being so God damn bitchy. As if she was the sun peering through a magnifying glass before setting him on fire, which he was already inflamed but in a much different way, she smiled while remaining quiet to give him her heated stare.
"Steal my car?" She looked at him as if he was a car thief. "Trust me," she said souring her face while giving him the stone, cold look of a professional cage fighter making a veiled threat. "No one will dare steal my car."
"Why not? You said it yourself that it's a classic Lamborghini," he said with an affable shrug hoping to engage her in conversation longer. "You said yourself that it was a $250,000 car and was irreplaceable. How can you be so sure that no one will steal your car?"
Baiting her to delay her departure, he questioned her as if she was a witness on the stand while the cars that lined up behind him beeped their horns. He waved them around as soon as the oncoming lane was clear.
"Asshole," said someone.
"Road hog," said another.
"Inconsiderate," said someone else.
"Believe me," she said batting her long eyelashes at him while smiling a smile of surrender. "My automobile is safe," she said showing some pearly, white teeth. "I left my cat, Satan, behind to guard the car," she said now leaning in his open passenger side car window.
He wished he was standing behind her to ogle her perfect ass. Wondering if it was deliberate, when leaning in his car window, she was showing him a long line of deep cleavage. Her cleavage was so long and so deep that he wondered if he moved closer to her and spoke, if there'd be an echo.
"Satan won't allow anyone to touch my car."
Being that it was Friday, September 13, 2013, with her red hair, a black cat named Satan, and driving a car that the Devil himself or herself would drive, even being the clever attorney that he was, Robert Hall failed to make the obvious cursed connection. Too mesmerized with her big, blue eyes twinkling as if brilliant gemstones, he stared at her beautiful face and sexy body as if he was hypnotized. A sight to behold, a real sexy temptress, having never seen another woman who looked like her before, she was really something to see, to covert, and to want. Even with all the beautiful secretaries who worked for his law firm, never has he seen a woman who looked like her. With her full lips painted as red as her car's interior and her orangey hair as red and coiffed as wild as flickering flames, she was drop dead gorgeous.



"Your cat? Satan?" As if just awakening from a dream, Robert turned to see a cat, as shiny black as her car, resting on the car's hood as if it was a feline hood ornament that was left behind to guard the Devil's car, a shiny, black, sinister Diablo. "Is that a killer cat?" He laughed but she didn't.
"He's been known to kill some things on command," she said with a forced smile while looking at her manicure.
"Where were you going then?"
"Lunch. I'm hungry," she said with impatience while looking at her watch, a gold Rolex. She flashed a giant Ruby ring on her ring finger and a huge Amethyst dangling around her neck. "I was hoping there was a restaurant up the road. I figure being that we're about 60 miles northeast of Boston and with the traffic at this hour, the transport driver won't arrive for a couple of hours."
"Transport driver? What are you English?" He let out a little laugh. "Don't you mean tow truck driver?"
"Tow truck? Don't be an idiot. They wouldn't dare," she laughed. "Have you ever seen a one-of-a-kind Lamborghini on the end of a tow truck hook?"
"No, I don't think I have but I don't see very many Lamborghinis either," he said.
"Suffice to say, too valuable of a car, they don't tow Lamborghinis for fear that they may damage the car. Instead, they transport them in a closed trailer at the hands of a trained, car care specialist," she said.
"What about your cat?" He turned to look at her cat again. "Aren't you worried about losing him?"
"Losing him? Hell no. Satan can take care of himself and he always knows where to find me," she said.
As if he didn't hear her tell him her cat's name already and as if he was awakening from being hypnotized or cast under her spell," he looked back at her cat again but the cat was gone.
"Satan? You named your black cat Satan?"
"Doesn't everyone?" She shrugged him a look with a plastic smile.
"No," he said with a nervous laugh. "Most people name their cars Missy, Prissy, Tiger, or Tawny," he said laughing.
"In the case of my cat, I prefer calling a spade a spade. He's more akin to the Devil than she is to a cat named Missy, Prissy, Tiger, or Tawny," she cackled. "In the way that some bad men arm themselves with guns and Pit bulls, I arm myself with my cat. My loyal protector, given to me by my great, great, great grandmother, he's my bodyguard," she said with a laugh.
Not knowing how to retort to her cat serving as her bodyguard, wondering how old her cat was if given to her by her great, great, great grandmother, he ignored her comment.
"There's a place a mile up the road, I can drive you there," he said. "We can have a cup of coffee while waiting for the tow truck, sorry, the transport to arrive."
"Coffee? I don't drink coffee. Coffee blocks my spells," she said.
"We can have lunch then, my treat, while waiting for the tow truck, sorry, the transport to arrive," he said too enamored with her to make note of her saying that she didn't drink coffee because they blocked her spells.
"Okay," she said getting in his car, a new Mustang GT in 'Grab her' blue metallic.
As soon as she climbed in his car, her skirt moved higher than mid-thigh and stopped just short of her pussy. He wondered if she was wearing panties. Surely someone as sexy as she was didn't bother with panties. He wished he was sitting on the passenger side floor while staring up in between her legs at her.
The color of the car's interior perfectly matched her blue dress. Ordinarily she would have disappeared in his car seat but, with her complimenting red hair and big tits, she was too beautiful to be overshadowed by the matching color of a mere car seat. So enchanted with the beautiful woman, Robert no longer thought about the curse, about witches, or about witchcraft. His mind was more focused on inviting her to his house, seducing her, and having sex with her. Already beginning to get an erection, it had been a while since he's had sex and, for some strange reason, she brought out the animal in him.
"Are you married?"
"No," he said smiling over at her and so happy that he never married.
"Do you have a girlfriend?"
"No," he said again glad that he broke up with his girlfriend two years ago?
Has it been two years? Wow! Time flies when single.
"Are you gay?"
"Gay? No, I'm not gay, not that there's anything wrong with being gay," he said looking at her with a nervous laugh.
"Then why is someone who looks like you not attached to a woman," she said. "Where I come from, you'd never would have made it past your 18th birthday without a woman taking you to her bed and keeping you there."
"Where do you come from?"
"Right here," she said. "Salem. My family has lived here for generations and generations. They were one of the first families on the boat from England to Massachusetts, just a colony back then," she said.
"Really," he said. "One of the first pilgrims."
"England banished my family to America because my ancestors practiced witchcraft and sorcery," she said with a little smile.
"I'm surprised I've never seen you around," he said more consumed by her beauty than listening to what she just said about her family being banished from England for practicing witchcraft and sorcery. "Surely, I would have noticed your car."
"You didn't answer my question," she said.
"Sorry. What question was that?"
"Why is someone who looks like you not attached to a woman?" She looked at him as if she was purring.
"I've had lots women in my past before but I've been more focused on my law career," he said looking at her while wondering about the same questions that she asked him. "What about you?"
"What about me?"
"Are you married?"
"No," she said making a sour face.
"Do you have a boyfriend?"
"No," she said making another sour face before giving him her plastic smile again.
"Forgive me for asking such a personal question but are you lesbian?"
She looked at him as if she was wearing her sexiest nightgown and was just coming to bed.
"Lesbian? Interesting," she said. "I suppose that I could be persuaded to be lesbian for the right man to watch me with the right woman. I do have a particular attraction for tall blondes with big tits," she said cackling again.
"How is it that someone who looks like you is not attached to man?" He asked looking at her surprised that she was available.
"Much like you focused on your career, I was attached to a promise that I made a long time ago," she said looking at him in the way he was looking at her with unbridled lust and passion.
"A promise?"
"A curse, actually," she said staring at her manicure.
"A curse?" With the obvious hitting him in the head like a thunderbolt, it was then and only then that he looked at her with fright.
"Suddenly," she said staring at him with her big, blue eyes as if he was a seven course meal and she was starving. "I no longer care about the promise and the curse that I made against you. Suddenly, I'm not hungry for food," she said putting a manicured finger to her lip. "Let's go to your place for sex," she said.
To be continued...
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*
Tiffany attends a Halloween swingers' dance with her son
"Hello, how are you? My name is Larry. I'm so pleased to meet you and you are," he said smiling and holding out his hand while staring down at her as if undressing her with his eyes and indeed he was.
Surprising even herself that she could be so sexually aroused so quickly, the leer of his stare heated her libido to that of a low grade fever. It had been a long time since a man looked at her in the way that this man was obviously lusting over her. Being that she was a beautiful woman, she wasn't a stranger to being lusted over but married so very long, she's been unappreciated and ignored by her husband. Before she was married, men routinely lusted over her. Now that she has a 23-year-old son, she feels as if life has past her by and that she has no reason to expect to ever have a full sex life again, not that she ever had a full sex life with her husband always cheating on her.
Having met plenty of men like him before, she knew in the way that he was leaning over her while leering at her that he could see down her loosely, open peasant blouse. Normally, if she knew that she was showing and someone was looking, she would have put a hand to close her blouse and kept it there to block his view. Now, not having felt these sexual feelings in such a very long time, it excited her to be so wanted and desired. If only to see what he could see of her breasts in the down blouse view that she was giving him, she wished she could have an out of body experience to see what he could see of her.
In the way she was sitting with her arms folded across her breasts and leaning forward while people watching, she wasn't embarrassed to show him her long line of cleavage and even more of her big breasts whenever she moved her arms away. Having practiced her moves at home while leaning forward and looking at herself in the mirror, she knew that her areolas and nipples were on public display and clearly visible to his horny eyes whenever she moved one way or the other and/or leaned too far forward. An exhibitionist who loved to show whenever there was a man watching, she loved showing her breasts, especially when her flashing appeared accidental in the way that she imagined him thinking that her flashing him her tits appeared accidental now. Right place at the right time, no doubt he thought he was just lucky to be standing there staring down her open top at her tits. If only he knew how much she loved her big tits and how much she loved showing her big tits, wouldn't he be surprised.
"Hi Larry, please to meet you. I'm Tiffany," she said looking up at him with her big, blue eyes.
She unfolded her arms to move her long, blonde hair behind her ear before offering him her hand. The movement of her arm showed him even more of her breasts. While looking up at him, she acted oblivious to him staring down at her open top and at her big tits. Moving her hand to his chest, he took her hand in both his hands and held it as if he was warming her hand from the cold. Horny, nervous, and sexually excited as soon as she picked her seat at the swingers' dance, the warm sensation of his soft hands made her imagine making love to him. In the way that he was holding her hand, she imagined his soft hands holding her breasts before reaching around her lift her short skirt for him to cup her ass through her sheer panties.
So erotically sensual, as if she was leaving to catch a bus, a train, or a plane, enveloping her hand within his and not letting her go, he held her hand in his as if he was making love to her hand. The warm sensation of his soft hands gave her a warm sensation between her legs. Definitely, he was a lover and a sexual admirer of women. No doubt, he fashioned himself as a Don Juan which translated today as a swinger. Having never met a swinger before and with so much sexual interest lacking in her marriage, she was impressed by his attentiveness and how sensual he was.
Briefly making eye contact with her, he shook her hand and smiled seductively when he looked away from her pretty face to continue his voyeuristic surveillance of her abundant C cup breasts. Not accustomed to having any man staring at her for so long and at all that she was showing and at all that he could see of her, with him so focused on her breasts, he was making her a little bit uncomfortable. Her first swingers' social, not a whore or even a slut but a divorced woman with a grown son, hoping this wasn't an orgy, she was more than a little nervous about attending the swingers' Halloween dance.
Except for having forbidden sex with her son, her ex-husband was the only man she had been sexually intimate with in twenty-five years, since her senior year in high school, when she became pregnant with her son. Now jumping from the frying pan to the fire, she was about to have sex with a stranger or strangers. She was about to have sex with swingers. Her worst nightmare but her most titillating sexual fantasy, bad enough that she was willing to have sex with a man she just met, she couldn't imagine herself having group sex or a gangbang. She wondered if group sex or a gangbang was a swingers' initiation ritual and required for her to be accepted as a swinger.
Realizing where she was, she wasn't sitting in church after all, sitting on the grass in the park, or sitting on a bench waiting for the bus. A place she's never been to before, she was seated at a table at Halloween swingers' dance. What did she expect from the horny men who attended such a function and who leered at her as if she was sitting there naked instead of being fully dressed? As if she was a ripe piece of fruit waiting to be plucked, picked, and eaten, she never felt so alive.
"I like your Halloween costume," said Larry using his compliment as his excuse to stare longer and harder down her open peasant blouse at her tits. "What are you supposed to be?"
As if he didn't know what she was dressed as, obviously he was just trying to engage her in conversation longer to delay his departure.
"I'm a wench," she said striking a sexy pose and pulling down her blouse to show him even more of her breasts. "Don't I look like a wench?"
She looked down at her big tits before putting her hands beneath her braless breasts. Lifting them up as if her palms were the cups of a pushup bra, she smiled at him while giving him a sexy look.
"You make for a beautiful wench Tiffany," he said with a laugh while still staring at her mostly exposed breasts. "If this was the 17th century, I'd want to have sex with you," he said with a laugh. "Actually," he said with a slight pause, "being that this is the 21st century, I still want to have sex with you." Enjoying his little joke, he laughed even louder this time.
"Thank you, I think," she said giving him a sexy and inviting smile while laughing. "If this was a swingers' Halloween costume party, I'd want to have sex with you too," she said. "Oh wait, this is a swingers' Halloween costume party," she said laughing while giving him a sexy look.
"Are you here alone?"
He looked behind her to see if there was any man claiming her before refocusing his stare to her pretty face and to her beautiful breasts. Obviously hoping she was unescorted, he gave her a big smile that he lost as soon as she told him she was there with someone.
"No, I'm not alone. I'm here with someone," she said.
"Oh? He gave her his best cavalier look of disinterest. "Who's your escort?"
In the way that he leered at her, she knew better. She knew he was interested in knowing who had accompanied her to the dance. Maybe he was hoping that she was here with another woman but a look of disappointment flashed across his face when she told him that she wasn't alone or with another woman. His lurid look instantly changed to confusion with what she said next.
"I'm here with my son," she said seemingly uncomfortable that she confessed to him that she took her son to a swingers' function.
Seriously she imagined him thinking, what mother brings her son to a swingers' Halloween dance?
"Your son?" Her confession put Larry back on his heels and he looked at her with surprise. "Really?"
"Why not? What's wrong with inviting my son to escort me to the dance? It's just a Halloween dance," she said defensively with a half shrug. "We can just dance, have a bit of dinner, a few drinks and leave. Neither of us have to partake in the orgy room later, after the dance," she said. "This dance doesn't have to be sexual. It could be just a dance. For us, for a mother with her adult son, it could be more of a social gathering than a sexual gathering," she said defensively and feeling even more awkward by what she sensed was his disapproving look.
"There's nothing wrong with using your son as an escort," he said backpedaling his comment. "Trust me, I'm not one to judge anyone's peccadilloes, especially when it comes to sex. God only knows, I have plenty of my own," he said with a hearty laugh while waving his hands as if he was trying to stop traffic. "Only..."
"Only what?"
Sensing that one was coming, she readied herself for his inappropriate comment. Accustomed to men making inappropriate sexual advances and lewdly lascivious comments, why would she think she'd receive less of that here at a swingers' dance? If anything, she'd receive more sexual comments at a swingers dance, especially in the way that she was dressed with her tits out on display. Men are men after all, no matter where they're assembled, in a garage, in a church, at a baseball game, or at a swingers' dance, especially at a swingers' dance.
"You make me wonder why I didn't think to ask my daughter to accompany me," he said with a dirty laugh. "You could have had sex with me while your son had sex with my daughter," he said.
Making her feel more comfortable and accepted, she felt relieved by his humorous comment about a mother with her son and a father with his daughter.
"And what role would your wife play?" She looked over at the woman at the next table staring at her while smiling at her.
"My wife? Yes, of course. That's my wife, Gloria," he said nodding his head at her and smiling. "As I do, she likes to watch too," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Actually, my excuse, with my husband no longer in the picture, I didn't want to come alone," she said looking seemingly uncomfortable that she was at a swingers' Halloween costume party with her son. "Being that this is my first time attending one of these swinger socials and not knowing what to expect, I was nervous. That's why I asked my son, Robert, to accompany me."
"I see. Well, there's nothing to be nervous about Tiffany. We're all just people, albeit horny, sexy, sexual people," he said with a laugh while talking to her big tits. "You're very pretty. And if there's someone bothering you, someone you'd rather not be with, all you need to do is to say no. No means no. The protocol is to just politely decline their invitation and they'll go away."
"And if they persist and don't go away?" She looked at him as if she was about to say no to his sexual advances. "What do I do if they continue bothering me and harassing me to have sex with them?"
"With plenty of pussies and penises to go around, that's a rarity when someone insists themselves upon you but that can definitely happen if someone is so enamored with you, is sexually frustrated or horny, and/or has had too much to drink. If that does happen, all you need to do is to tell the hostess and she'll ask them to leave," he said with a curious smile as if checking to see if she was implying that he was bothering her. "We do have security at the door."
"Thank you," she said suddenly looking embarrassed.
She was embarrassed not so much that most of her breasts were on display but, as if he was a man dying of thirst for milk, she was embarrassed by the way that he continued leering at her down her open blouse at her breasts. As if he was a teenage boy and had never seen naked breasts before, she hasn't had anyone look at her in that purely sexual way since she deliberately flashed the pizza delivery man her naked body with a dropped towel. In the way that he was looking at her now was the way that her son looked at her when she stepped from the shower naked in front of him when he barged in on her to pee. In the way that he was looking at her now was the way that her son looked at her when she came to his room later that night for sex.
A single mom, a church going, Christen woman, and a member of her PTA when her son was in public school, she was a good woman albeit with an overactive libido. After having sex with her 23-year-old son, now she could add an incestuous mother to the list. Here she was sitting at a table at a swingers' dance, if only her Catholic nuns from high school could see her now and to see how far this little angel has fallen in her need for sex. She wondered what they'd say. She wondered how many Hail Mary's that Father Mike would give her as her penance after confessing all the sins she was about to do here tonight.
Evidently, until she looked down at herself to see all that she was showing and all that he was seeing of her, she didn't realize how much of her was exposed. All of her cleavage and most of her breasts were exposed. So much of her breasts were exposed that she aroused even herself with her exhibitionistic display of sexuality. Then with her every little move she made, especially when she leaned forward or turned to the side, she showed him her areolas and nipples. Her nipples were already erect by the thought of him fingering her nipples and sucking her nipples before she sucked his cock.
"Pardon me for the question but being that you're here with your son, just wondering and forgive me if I'm insulting you, but have you or are you having sexual relations with your son?"
"Sex with my son?" She looked at him as if he was crazy. "How dare you ask me such a question? Of course I'm not having sex with my son," she said appearing shocked that he'd even ask her such a question. "Why would you even think that?" Feeling guilty that he somehow knew that she's had sex with her son, she blurted a nervous little laugh while fanning herself with the swingers' Halloween dance invitation.
* * * * *
Hoping to learn something about swingers and about what happens at a swingers' dance, Jennifer sat in her living room while watching the pornographic movie, Swingers' Halloween Dance with great intensity. Reminding her of herself, she liked Tiffany's character. She had rented the movie more for information than for entertainment and was surprised by the incestuous sex scenes with mother and son. Now that she knew what happened at a swingers' dance, she was even more sexually excited than before about attending the swingers' Halloween dance.
She couldn't wait to attend the dance. She couldn't wait to sexually experience another man. In the way that Tiffany's son, Robert, attended the dance with his mother, Jennifer wondered if her son, Michael, would attend the dance with her. Afraid to even broach the subject with him, how would she even ask him to the swingers' social?
"Michael, there's a dance, a swinger's dance and I was wondering—"
"A swingers' dance?" He looked at her as if she had lost her mind. You're not a swinger Mom, are you?" Now he looked at her as if she was one of the women he picked up at the bar.
"No, but with your father entertaining himself with other woman, always lonely and sexually frustrated, I just thought that, perhaps, I could find some male companionship," she said embarrassed with enough humiliation to last her a lifetime.
If this was a real conversation with her son, she couldn't imagine herself telling her son that she was sexually frustrated.
"And you want me to escort you? Is that it?" His questions were all very innocent, that is, until she imagined him copping an attitude. "You want me to be your pimp and wait in the lobby while you have sex with swingers in your room?"
She couldn't do it, there was just no way that she could ask her son to accompany her to a swingers' dance. There was just no way she could ask that of her son in the way that Tiffany asked that of her son. The difference was, in the movie, Tiffany was already incestuously intimate with her son, a whole different story. The most she's ever done with her son is to quickly flash him a few down blouses of her bra, down nightgowns of her breasts, up skirts of her panties, and up nightgowns of her pussy. If only for masturbation fodder later, flashing her son made her so very sexually excited. Yet, having sex with her own son is a huge leap from just flashing him.
Inspired by what happened before Tiffany decided to attend a swingers' Halloween dance with her son, the movie progressed with a flashback. The flashback showed Tiffany pretending she was drunk and asleep on the couch with her nightgown in disarray while waiting for her son to come home from a late night party. With an empty wine bottle on the coffee table with an empty glass, the back of her nightgown was moved up high enough to expose her ass and pussy and the front of her nightgown pulled low enough to expose her breasts to her leering son. She was practically naked for the sexual excitement of her son's horny eyes.
Inspiring Jennifer in the way that the scene inspired Tiffany, a good idea on the surface, Jennifer wondered if she could expose so much of herself to her son while pretending she was drunk and asleep on the couch. Even though the thought of showing so very much of her naked body to her son was so sexually exciting, she wondered if she could seduce her son in the way that Tiffany was about to seduce her son. Perhaps after having sex with her son, Jennifer wondered if this was a way, the only way, that her son would escort her to a swingers' dance. With her mind filled with incestuous lust for her son, Michael, Jennifer watched the rest of the movie with Tiffany seducing her son, Robert.
Coming home from a late night party to find his mother practically naked and asleep drunk on the couch, the story showed Robert standing over his mother while staring at all that she was showing. Jennifer watched the scene while imagining it was her on the couch instead of Tiffany and Michael standing over her instead of Robert. She wondered what her son would do if he saw her so vulnerably exposed. Then, boldly going where no son should ever go with his mother, they showed Robert touching, feeling, and fondling Tiffany's ass with one hand and caressing her breasts with the other. When she didn't stir, he stripped off his clothes and filled his mother's hand with his cock.
As if dreaming about a hardening cock in her hand, Tiffany fondled her son's big prick with her fingertips before wrapping her fingers around him to stroke him. Then, letting go of her son's cock to pretend that she was still very drunk and too tired to stay awake, Robert used that as his opportunity to slide his cock across his mother's sleeping lips. Although expected as part of the progression of the porn movie's incestuous scene, it was shocking for Jennifer to watch Tiffany flick out her tongue to lick her son's prick before opening her mouth to take himself. Tiffany was giving her son a drunken, sleeping blowjob and she didn't stop sucking him until her son exploded his incestuous lust for his mother in her mouth. Wondering if she could suck her son, Jennifer imagined that it was her giving her son a blowjob instead of Tiffany.
With his cum oozing out of Tiffany's mouth, enough to awaken her, once Robert ejaculated in his mothers' mouth, mildly protesting him taking sexual advantage of her, she tried to sit up while fixing her nightgown. Yet, not taking no for an answer, in one quick swipe and a hard pull he had her nightgown over her head and off. Naked, his mother was naked. Feebly, she covered her nakedness with her hands and forearms. When Tiffany's son stripped his mother naked, Jennifer imagined her son stripping her naked.



"Robert! No! You mustn't do this. I'm your mother," she said feebly resisting.
Pushing her back down on the couch, already wet from stroking and sucking her son, he mounted her and filled his mother's pussy with his hard prick. Humping her hard and pounding her fast, he fucked his mother. After having sexually pleasured her son, now that she was here at a swingers' party, Tiffany didn't feel as guilty about having sex with her son as she did when she was home alone.
"Oh my God, that scene was so hot," said Jennifer fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra.
She couldn't wait to see what would happen next in the movie. Only wishing the movie would stay with the flashback, it returned to the swingers' dance.
* * * * *
"Sorry, I'm so sorry to have offended you. Please forgive me. I meant no disrespect," said Larry. "I just thought with you here with your son that, never mind. I'm so sorry," he said looking as if he was getting ready to leave.
"Well, actually, now that you mention it, Robert and I did have sex just that one time, twice, a few times actually, last year, last month, yesterday," she said with a little laugh.
"Well, Tiffany, being that we're swingers at a swingers' party, would you like to have sex with me?"
"Sure, I'd love to have sex with you Larry," said Tiffany. "Only do you mind if Robert, my son, joins us too?"
"You son? Absolutely. The more the merrier. I'll get my wife Gloria," he said waving over his wife. "I'm sure she'd love to have sex with Robert while I have sex with you. Then later, the four of us can party together," he said turning away from her to introduce his wife.
"Tiffany, this is my wife Gloria. Gloria, Tiffany," said Larry.
"Please to meet you," said Tiffany shaking Gloria's hand.
"Nice to meet you too," said Gloria. "You're very pretty," said Gloria while staring at the impressions her nipples made in her low cut blouse.
Like husband like wife, Tiffany figured that Gloria was as attracted to her as was her husband. Only never having lesbian sex before, unless she was drunk and totally horny, she didn't know if she could have lesbian sex now.
"This is my son Robert," she said taking Robert by the arm to introduce him to Larry and his wife.
Larry escorted Tiffany and her son with his wife in tow back to their hotel room. As soon as they entered the room and closed the door, Larry was all over Tiffany. Touching her and feeling her, he kissed and kissed her as if he was on his Honeymoon.
In the way that Larry was all over her, Gloria was all over her son. Kissing and kissing him, she was feeling the bulging impression his cock made through his pants while he felt her big breasts and fingered her nipples through her blouse. Older, not as pretty, and shorter than his mother, Robert didn't seem to mind making out with a woman who was old enough to be his mother or, possibly even his grandmother. Yet, every now and again, he'd look over at her while Jennifer looked over at him to see what one or the other was doing.
She watched Gloria unzip her son, reach her hand inside his pants and pull out his cock. A tinge of jealousy forced her to pull away from Larry to watch when Gloria fell to her knees and started sucking her son's cock. Something she'd much rather do than being with Larry, her chance to get with her son again was for the four of them to have sex.
With the four of them naked in bed together, Tiffany sucked Larry's cock while his wife, Gloria, sucked her son's cock. Seemingly more interested in watching her son getting a blowjob than in giving Larry a blowjob, it wasn't very long before Tiffany had her son's cock in her mouth before taking him inside of her pussy. The four of them had an orgy of sex that lasted the remainder of the sixty minutes of the movie.
To be continued...
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Jennifer sexually fantasizes about having sex with her son.
Sex, sex, sex, the entire movie had so much sex in it that Jennifer wondered if the swingers' Halloween dance would be anything like that, sex, sex, and more sex. If the swingers' Halloween dance was all about sex and nothing more, not wanting to be at an orgy, she had no desire to attend the Halloween dance. Looking more for intimacy and loving affection than animalistic sex, she was more looking to make some sexy friends who shared her desire to have some sexy fun.
Preferring to have sex with just a select few men or couples over the course of the next year rather than one night stands at the swingers' dance, she didn't want to have sex with the whole wide world, especially not all at once. She wondered if she was making a big mistake by attending the Swingers' Halloween Dance. Maybe instead of attending the dance, she should just go to a bar, pick up a man, and bring him home to suck and fuck out his brains. Only how would she do that? She lived in a small town where everyone knew her. As if is, she had to travel a distance from home to attend the swingers dance in a city where no one knew her.
With that about it for dialogue and interior monologue in the movie, not much of a storyline, once they returned to the hotel room, the four of them, Larry, Tiffany, Robert, and Gloria launched themselves naked in bed to have sex, sex, and more sex. A son sexually satisfying his mother, Jennifer watched the Sexy Swingers' Halloween movie with sexually excited albeit incestuous interest. Watching Tiffany having sex with her son gave Jennifer wicked, incestuous thoughts and made her want to have sex with her own son. A bit dated, the movie was shot in the 80's. Actually, a movie without much character development, except for the erotic part with Tiffany having sex with her son, with the dialogue weak, boring, and lacking interest, the porn movie was funnier than it was sexy.
Even more deeply disturbing than the swingers swinging, she was shocked, albeit admittedly a little sexually excited, about the incestuous sexual revelation of a mother having sex with her son. Even though she's thought about having sex with her son on more than one occasion, especially when she's alone and horny, and when her husband was with God knows who, she couldn't imagine having sex with Michael in the way that Tiffany relished having sex with Robert. Nonetheless, the parallels drawn between her life as a mother who's thought about having sex with her adult son and Tiffany's incestuous character in the movie who had sex with her adult son was uncanny.
Easily, switching roles from incestuous mother to porn actress, she could envision herself as Tiffany. Without doubt, if her son was to ever make a pass at her in his attempt to have his wicked, sexual way with her, in the horny way she felt now, she'd find it difficult to resist him. Bad enough that she was teasing him by flashing him bits and pieces of her naked body, he'd have to make the first move, of course, for her to have sex with Michael. Even then, a big step over the forbidden line, even if he made the first move and touched her while feeling her, she didn't know if she could go through with having sex with her son.
A sexy game that she always played, wanting to tease him to see if she could get his attention and to see if he'd look, the most she's ever sexually and incestuous done with her son is to purposely flash him while making it appear accidental. Acting oblivious to her immorally, immodest display of sexuality, she's flashed him her panties in an unladylike up skirt while sitting across from him watching TV. She's flashed him her breasts in a down nightgown view while bending, leaning, and stretching while vacuuming, dusting, and leaning over him to dish out his breakfast.
With him always looking at all that she was showing of herself, as if undressing her with his eyes and imagining her naked, she enjoyed the leer of his stare. A means to an end, more for herself than for him, she's only flashed her son when she was horny and needed some sexy, sexual fodder to masturbate over. Now that she knows her son is as interested in having sex with her as much as she's interested in having sex with him, a sexy game that she sometimes enjoyed playing, she continued teasing him by flashing him.
With her flashing her son and her son trying to catch her naked, Michael never knocked on her bedroom door before opening it when she was changing. A sexy game that he obviously needed to play, if she was going to innocently flash him her tits or her naked body, waiting for him to open her bedroom door was her way to do that. Standing in her room while waiting for her son to barge in on her was her perfect way to flash him all that she wanted him to see of her and all that he obviously wanted to see of her.
No doubt hoping to see something of her that he shouldn't see, it was perfect timing as if preplanned and it was by her, as well as it was by him. Thinking back of all the flashing she's done, there were those few times when, with her bathing suit down around her waist or her nightgown over her head, he caught her topless and even naked. Deliberately flashing him but always making it appear accidental and making it appear that it was his fault for barging in her bedroom without knocking and for looking, she never thought she'd be so sexually excited showing her son her bare breasts or her naked body but she was. Pretending she was embarrassed, she'd slowly cover her nudity from her son with her arms and hands. Yet, especially after watching that porn movie with Tiffany seducing her son, Robert, for days after, she masturbated over showing Michael what no son should ever see of his mother and what no mother should ever deliberately show her son.
With her so sexually frustrated, the lust she had for her son heated up her libido as if she was a slow cooker set on the back burner and forgotten until she boiled over with lustful desire for her son. There was another time when her husband was gone on business, so he said, monkey business was more like it, and she was alone with Michael again. With her husband never home, she was always alone with her son.
She didn't have to be a physic to know that her husband went to a business conference with his secretary. She didn't have to be a fly on the wall or to hire a private investigator to wire their room with video cameras to know that they'd have three, uninterrupted days of sucking, licking, and fucking. Angry that he was having all the sexual fun and she, an over the hill 41-year-old woman, was home alone with her son, what choice did she have but to seduce her 23-year-old son? With no other man around to sexually satisfy her, Michael was the only man available to her. Figuring she'd just flash him and masturbate over all that she showed him later, a sexual fantasy come true, she never imagined all that happened later that night would actually happen.
Bitter, jealous, and angry that her husband had someone who wanted him and she had no one who wanted her, her sexual frustration took control of her commonsense. After watching that swingers' movie, still horny, she had second thoughts about attending a swingers' function without her husband nonetheless. How dare she? A marriage woman, albeit not happily married, how could she put herself out there as if she was ready and available to fuck and suck? What if someone she knew or knew her husband saw her at a swingers' dance. How could she possibly explain that?
Cheating on her husband was one thing but swinging without him was an entirely different matter. Now making matters worse, she thought more of flashing her son in the way that Tiffany had sex with her son than she even did about swinging with some stranger. Such a forbidden thought, she wondered if she could recreate Tiffany's couch scene. She wondered if by pretending that she was drunk, if she could convince Michael that she had mistaken him for her husband coming home unexpectedly. A titillating thought to have, she wondered if her son would believe she had mistaken him for his father. She wondered if she could go through with touching her son's cock, stroking her son's cock, sucking her son's cock, and fucking her son's cock in the way that Tiffany had done in the movie.
Nonetheless her second thoughts about seducing her son, consumed with horniness, especially after watching that swingers' movie with Tiffany having sex with her son, her release to masturbate over later, she thought of flashing her son again. With her son out partying with some friends and with him coming home late and, no doubt, a little drunk and/or high, she was curious as to what he'd do when he came home and found her pretending to be drunk and passed out asleep on the couch. With her nightgown disheveled and with her so indisposed by showing him some skin, she wondered if her son would take advantage of the situation by making a sexual pass at her.
Adjusting and fixing her nightgown to make it appear more tousled as if she had been sleeping instead of making it appear obvious that she was flashing him her naked ass and pussy, just the thought of Michael seeing bits and pieces of her naked body made her horny. Imagining more than just flashing him, the mere thoughts of him touching and feeling her in places where no son should never touch his mother made her wet with sexual desire and incestuous lust for her son. Only, flashing him was one thing but she couldn't have sex with her son. How could she have sex with her own son? Should he make the first move, could she have sex with Michael?
She wondered if he'd stare at her. Would he reach out his horny hand and touch her and feel her? Would Michael fondle and caress her nearly naked body in the way that Robert felt, fondled, and caressed Tiffany's nearly naked body in the movie? Curious to know now, she needed to know what he'd do if she was seemingly passed out drunk on the couch and vulnerable to his wants, needs, and desires.
Or instead of touching her and feeling her, would he just go to his room, close his door, and masturbate over his mother exposing him her bare ass, pussy, and most of her breast to him? In the way that Robert did with Tiffany, she'd love for her son to strip off his clothes and put his cock in her hand before slowly sliding it across her lips. In the way that Tiffany had, she imagined flicking out her tongue before taking Michael's cock in her mouth to suck him. Playing her role by setting the stage to make everything appear realistic, she littered the coffee table with an empty wine bottle and a spilled, empty wine glass.
* * * * *
Too sexually excited to be embarrassed, with her pretending to be asleep drunk on the sofa, as soon as he walked in the front door, she knew he could see her. With her legs spread just enough to put her pussy lips on display, she had arranged her short nightgown just high enough to cover the top of her naked ass. She was sexually excited just knowing that he could see her bare buttocks and pussy slit. Figuring that he'd do something but not knowing what he'd do, at the least of which he'd stare, maybe he'd carry her to bed and touch and feel her while carrying her and putting her to bed. Only, so horny for her son, especially after watching that porn movie, she hoped he'd do much more than that.
Instead of touching her, feeling her, and/or putting his cock in her hand or by her mouth, as Robert did to his mother in the movie, Michael surprised her. He did something she didn't figure he'd do. More erotic than pornographic, he sat on the couch by her feet while staring at her. She didn't have to open her eyes to know that he was staring at her and at all that she was showing him. As if his eyes were red hot lasers, she could feel the heat of her leer.
Making her hornier, she could feel him looking at her nearly naked body, staring at her at her mostly exposed breasts, and leering at her naked ass and pussy. For him to be sitting there while staring at her, it aroused her to know that he was as sexually interested in her as she was sexually interested in him. It titillated her to know that from where he was sitting, only a few feet away from her ass and pussy, that he had a good view up her short nightgown of her naked ass and her trimmed, blonde pussy. Even when purposely flashing him, but always making it appear accidental, she's never shown him as much of herself.
So wicked, so horny, and so incestuously depraved, she couldn't believe she was flashing her son, her very own flesh and blood, her ass and pussy. If anyone knew she was so inappropriate with her son, she could only imagine that they'd say. She wondered what he was thinking. What must he think of her, his drunken mother sleeping on the couch with her ass, pussy, and breasts so exposed? She wondered if he thought that she was deliberately flashing him or right place at the right time, he just happened to get lucky in seeing something that he shouldn't be seeing.
Yet, in the way that some of her girlfriends talked about and sexually lusted over their sons young, hard bodies, she knew if they had the opportunity that she had now to seduce her son, they'd seduce their sons too. With her husband gone for the long weekend, if even with her only masturbating herself, this was her chance to get some sexual relief. Only, what if he rejected her by not touching her and feeling her. With him her son and her his mother, what if he's nothing more than a voyeur?
With her lying there with her eyes closed and with her so nakedly exposed, now with her going through with flashing him, she wondered what he'd do. Would he touch her and feel her? Would he fondle, massage, and squeeze her round, firm, shapely ass? Would he reach down her open nightgown top and feel her tits and finger her nipples? Would he finger her already moist pussy? She knew for him to still be sitting there that he was interested.
God, if only he would do any of those things, she'd be so happy. She imagined him parting her pussy lips with his long, stiff finger while rubbing her clit and wiggling his finger deeper inside of her. If ever he did that, finger fucked her, she'd cum in a gush. If he ever touched her in that inappropriately incestuous way and gave her an orgasm, she'd return the favor by sucking his cock in the way that Tiffany did in that Halloween swingers' movie. In the horny way she felt right now, she'd even allow him to cum in her mouth and she'd swallow him too. Or would he just stare as he was doing now before retiring to his room to masturbate over all that he saw of her.
Then, hoping he would but instinctively knowing he wouldn't, he surprised her. Ever so slowly and ever so gently, as if not wanting her to know what he was doing, he lifted her short nightgown further up her back to stare at her ass and pussy. As if he was moving closer to smell her, she could feel him moving so close to her pussy that she felt his hot breath on her pussy lips. If only he'd lash out his tongue to lick her, she wished he'd eat her. Erotically so sexually albeit incestuously exciting, she could feel herself getting wetter by her son staring at her ass and pussy. She was so sexually excited that she couldn't breathe. Fearing that she'd end his obvious, incestuous lust for his mother, she didn't dare move for fear that he'd stop what he was doing and run to his room.
Then, surprising her by moving to the front of her and kneeling over her, he stared at her to see if she was really sleeping. Feeling the heat of his horny leer again, she didn't have to open her eyes to know that he was staring down her open nightgown top. He was staring at her tits. Exposing him most of her breasts to him, from his angle she knew that he could see her areolas and nipples. As much an involuntary reaction as he getting an erection, she could feel her nipples hardening with the anticipation of her feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples.
Then, as if it was all in her sexual fantasy, it excited her when he ever so slowly and ever so lightly reached his hand down her open nightgown top to cup her breast, first one and then the other. Her son was touching her tits. She couldn't believe her son was feeling her big boobs. Not only couldn't she believe he was touching her, she couldn't believe that he was cupping her tits in his big hands. If only he knew how good his hand felt on her breast, he'd think her an incestuous whore. Wanting to fuck her son right then and right there, it took all the self-control she had not to open her eyes, roll off the couch, push him back on the carpet, and fuck him, really fuck him.
Apparently not daring to finger her nipples, no doubt for fear of awakening her, disappointed that he didn't finger her nipples, nonetheless her nipples immediately responded by hardening when in the palm of his big hand. If he had made a move to have sex with her then, if only he had rubbed her clit and fingered her pussy, she was so horny that she would have stripped off her nightgown and fucked her son. Imagining him doing just that in her sexual fantasies of him, if only he had put his cock in her hand she would have given him a drunken hand job. If only he had put his cock by her lips, she would have given him a sleeping blowjob while pretending that her son was her husband.
In the way that Tiffany sucked her son in the porn movie, seemingly a good idea to her, the thought of sucking her son while pretending he was her husband overwhelmed her with lust for her son. She liked the idea of using that ruse to suck her son. Getting away with blowing him, he'd never know that she knew he was Michael and not his father. Only, instead of trying to have sex with her, he stood and went in his room.
"Damn. Fuck," she mumbled under her breath when he left the living room.
Show over, not ever meant to be, emptiness and disappointment washed over her to replace her sexual excitement with sexual frustration. After staring at her ass and pussy, after leering down her open nightgown and cupping her breasts, he rejected her. He could have had his way with her sleeping, drunken body but he walked away instead. Stunned, she couldn't believe it. He could have had sex with his mother but he didn't. Stronger than she was to resist him, he resisted her. He showed the restraint that she should have shown.
Feeling sick to her stomach, it was then that she felt evil. It was then that she felt wicked. She felt guilty that she was trying to seduce her son and worst that she failed. Her plan to seduce her son had failed miserably. No coming back from this, what does she do now? How does she face him in the morning? Now that she flashed him and he rejected her, she'd never feel comfortable or wanted enough to ever flash him again.
She decided to stay there until she heard his bed squeak from the weight of him before she'd masturbate herself over her son stealing a peak of her ass and pussy and cupping her breasts in his hand. She wondered if he was masturbating in his room over all that he saw and felt of her. Still driven to have sex with Michael, she wondered if she went to him now and caught him masturbating if he'd accept her offer to masturbate him and suck him before fucking him. With her son possessing more sexual self-control than she had shown, she felt terrible trying to seduce her son and worse that she failed.
What's wrong with her for trying to have sex with her son? What's wrong with him for rejecting his nearly naked and seemingly passed out, drunken mother. Maybe that's why he turned her down because he thought she was drunk and he didn't want to take advantage of her in the way that she was hoping to take advantage of him. Maybe he has more morals than she does. Maybe he's just not as horny as she is. Maybe, in the way that she doesn't see incest as being wrong, he is disgusted by incest. Yet, every time she's showing, he's looking and he did lift her nightgown to see more. Also, he did stick his hand down her nightgown to cup her breast in the way she wished she could have stuck her hand down his jeans t feel his cock.



No longer in the mood to masturbate herself, just when she was ready to get up from the couch to go to bed, she heard his bedroom door slowly creak open. With her eyes having already adjusted to the darkness, she was able to open her eyes enough in the darkened living room for him not to notice her peeking. Gingerly walking closer to her before walking around the couch to stand in front of her, she could see enough of him to know that he was naked. Naked, naked, naked, her son was in the living room and standing in front of her naked.
Being that he already had an erection, no doubt, he was in his room masturbating over all that he saw and felt of his mother. Obviously he wanted to come out to the living room to see and feel more. Obviously with him standing there naked, perhaps, he was hoping to have sex with her. Not wanting to disappoint her son, this was her chance to get what she needed from him.
With his dangling, semi-erect cock, not a foot away from her horny hand and eager mouth, she wondered what he'd do if she reached up and touched him. Wanting to know how big and how hard he'd get, she so wanted to wrap her fingers around his prick to stroke him. Maybe like mother like son, he wondered what she'd do if he put her hand on his cock or his cock by her lips. Yet, instead of putting his cock in her hand or by her lips, he surprised her by what he did next.
To be continued...
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Susan catches Brett having sex with his sister, Erin. Instead of stopping them and instead of telling their parents, she wants to watch them having sex.
Eager to have sex with his sister, at his sister's request, Brett walked out of Erin's room to get the measuring cup in the kitchen downstairs. Weird that she'd want to measure his cum in the way that his mother does with his father, he wasn't about to question or object to his sister measuring his cum. So long as he'd get to have sex with his sexy sister, he didn't care what fetish or what kind of kink aroused her or that she needed to do for him to have his wicked way with her hot, naked body.
Thinking that they were alone in the house, Brett emerged from Erin's room without his pants and underwear. He had an erection and a sense of freedom overwhelmed him as soon as he neared Susan's closed bedroom door. As if to pay homage to her, he stopped in front of her room and stared at her closed door as if she was standing there and he was staring at her.
He wished she was home to open her bedroom door and catch him naked in the hall. Being that his sister made him so horny, he had the urge to go in Susan's bedroom and go through her panty drawer. If he wasn't about to have sex with his sister, since he's done that before, he would have done fished through her sexy lingerie. If he wasn't about to have sex with his sister, he'd make himself comfortable on Susan's bed while masturbating and holding a pair of her panties in his hand before sniffing them. If he wasn't about to have sex with his sister, he'd spend some quality time in Susan's room and going through and touching her things, especially her sexy underthings.
Only, as if a dream come true or a sexual fantasy, as soon as he was about to move on from Susan's door to go down to the kitchen for the measuring cup, Susan emerged from her bedroom wearing her sexy, standardized uniform of a short skirt and a low cut top. He didn't know she was home. He couldn't believe she was here. He couldn't believe she was standing there staring at him in the way that he was standing there staring at her.
Always dressed in a short skirt and a low cut top, she never wore anything that didn't show her long shapely legs, not even a tight pair of jeans that shaped her sexy ass. He's seen her in a pair of tight, painted on jeans once and she looked incredible. Never wearing a bulky sweatshirt that hid her big breasts or a tight sweater that highlighted her tits, she never wore a top that didn't show her long line of cleavage, the tops of her jiggling breasts, and the impressions of her big nipples.
If judging her by how she dressed every day, short skirts and low cut tops, one may think that she was a whore, but she wasn't. Slutty perhaps, sexy definitely, he could tell that she was proud of her long, shapely legs, and big breasts. Not shy or embarrassed to admit, more than once he's dreamt about her long legs wrapped around his waist and/or his neck. More than once he's dreamt of her on top of him bouncing topless and her hanging her big tits over his face for him to suck her nipples, while she pounded his prick deeper in her pussy.
As soon as he turned away from her room, the sound of her doorknob made him look back. Hearing her doorknob turn, he froze. As if injected with a paralyzing drug, unable to move, all he could do was stare at her bedroom door. As if happening in slow motion and as if he was dreaming the scene, he watched her doorknob turn and her door slowly open. Knowing full well who was behind the door, his eyes were transfixed on her sexy image.
Forgetting for a second that he was so exposed and so sexually excited, it was then that he realized his semi-erect cock was in plain view. Unable to run away, he could only stare at Susan standing in her bedroom doorway staring at his cock in the way that he was staring at her blouse and bra clad breasts. As if hypnotized by her beautiful breasts, he loved the heavy impression her breasts made in her clothes and he'd give anything to see her huge tits and to suck on her big nipples.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was his mother's age and a real MILF. In the way that he's always wanted to have sex with his mother, from the very first time he saw his mother's best friend so long ago with her blonde hair and bodacious body, he's always wanted to have sex with Susan.
His wildest sexual fantasy was to have sex not only with his mother but also with his mother's best friend at the same time. How hot would that be to watch them taking turns sucking his cock before he pounded his mother's pussy while eating Susan. Switching off, he imagined pounding Susan's pussy while he ate his mother. Knowing it was nothing more than a sexual fantasy, here he was now standing in the hall with Susan staring at his throbbing prick. As if they were coworkers passing in the hall, he only wished that this was a daily occurrence.
"Brett," she said with a laugh.
"Susan," was all that he could say.
She stared down at his exposed prick before saying another word. There was a silent pause as if her pause was out of respect at how large his appendage that protruded from his shirttails was. Tit for cock, she stared at his erection in the way that he always stared at her blouse and bra clad breasts and in the way that he was staring at her now. He loved her tits. She had such big tits and as big as his mother's tits and he wished he could touch them, feel them, fondle them, caress them, and suck them. He do anything to pull, turn, and twist her nipples while biting her big nipples.
"How nice to see you, all of you," she laughed while using what she had just said to ogle his cock longer.
"Sorry," he said.
Not nearly as embarrassed as much as he was sexually excited, he made a feeble attempt to cover his erection with his hand.
"By the size of your cock, you have nothing to feel sorry about Brett," she said with a dirty laugh. "If anything you should be proud," she said making eye contact with him before lowering her stare again. "Take your hand away. Let me see it. Show me your cock," she said in the way that his sister had said, show me your cock.
Still staring at his hand with his cock peeking from behind it, he watched the impressions of her big nipples push through her bra and blouse. He wondered if she wanted to suck his cock as much as he wanted to suck her nipples.
"I didn't know anyone was home," he said obediently moving his hand away to show her his big prick.
"Obviously," she said with a knowing smile while continuing to stare at his big prick. She looked from him to down the hall and to Erin's open bedroom door. "Because you thought that there was no one home," she gave him a sexy smile. "Is that why you were coming out of your sister's bedroom?"
"Oh God," he said coming to his senses after forgetting all about his sister. "Please don't tell my mom and dad," he said as if he was a boy and not an 18-year-old man.
Continuing to stare at his hardening prick, she didn't say if she would or wouldn't tell his parents that he emerged from his sister's bedroom naked. As if she was an executioner or a seductress, difficult for him to tell which at this moment in time, he didn't know if his secret was exposed for her to destroy him or seduce him. Not knowing which, he would soon know her intentions.
"Being that you're naked and were in Erin's room, am I to surmise that you were having sex with your sister?"
Busted. He was so busted. He couldn't even begin to imagine what he'd say to his mother and father as the reason, other than to have sex with his sister, why he was in her room without his pants and underwear.
"No," he said not very convincingly and feeling himself turning red. "We weren't having sex."
Even though he wasn't caught in the act of eating his sister or his sister was caught sucking him, even though all of the evidence was circumstantial yet, even he wouldn't believe that he wasn't having or was about to have sex with his sister. He needed to do better than that to convince Susan that he wasn't sexually intimate with Erin. He needed to do better than that to convince her not to tell his parents that he was about to have incestuous sex with his sister.
"I'm sorry for suspecting the worst," she said making eye contact with him again. "I apologize for thinking that you were having sex with Erin. With you standing in the hall with your cock exposed, what else was I to assume?" She looked from his eyes back down to his cock while giving him a sexy look.
"It's not the way it appears," he said while not knowing what else to say.
"It's not, huh?" She laughed. "With you being practically naked Brett and your hand covering your erect cock, is much like you holding a smoking gun and saying that you haven't fired it," she said taking that as her opportunity to stare at what she could see of his erection again,
Busted! Turning a bright red, he stared at her staring at him. He only wished Erin had caught him coming out of Susan's room instead of Susan catching him coming out of Erin's room. He wondered if Susan was jealous that he wanted to have sex with his sister instead of her. Only, not an appropriate time to tell her that he'd love to do her, he was too young and too sexually inexperienced to navigate these sexual turbulent water that was patrolled by the other woman. Unable to read her, he couldn't tell if she'd tell his parents about him coming out of Erin's room without his pants or if she'd keep that as their special, sexy secret.
"All we did was to strip naked in front of one another. We didn't do anything. We didn't do anything wrong," he said. "We didn't have sex," he said.
Instead of just saying that they didn't have sex, his way to hopefully appease her and for her to have sex with him, he wanted to finish the sentence with that he'd never have sex with his big sister but he'd be lying. He's always wanted to have sex with his big sister. He couldn't wait to have sex with his big sister. If he did say that he'd never have sex with his big sister, she'd never believe him anyway. Instead of saying that he'd never have sex with Erin, he could have said, we didn't have sex, not yet.
In actuality, he could have said, I'd rather have sex with you, Susan. You're the one that I want but he didn't say that either. He wondered if he had said that he wanted to have sex with her instead of with his sister, in the way that she was staring at his cock, if she would have pulled him in her room, fucked him silly, and sucked him until he ejaculated in her mouth. If only judging her by her lurid stare of his exposed prick, now that he knows that she wants him as much as he wants her, after he has sex with his sister, a diabolical but delightful plan, she'd be next on his list.
Yet with Erin naked in her room and waiting for him to return with a measuring cup to measure his cum, at that point, he'd rather have sex with his sister than with Susan. Susan, he can save for later. Susan, if judging her desire for him by her sexy stare at his cock, he could have sex with any time. Being that she was his mother's best friend, business partner, and slept over in the guest bedroom whenever working late, she was always around. His sister on the other hand, always busy, was seldom around. Very popular because she was so pretty, so sexy, and so slutty, when not away at college, she was always out with her friends or going on dates.
A onetime offer, he had a feeling that this may be his only opportunity to have sex with his sister. Just the thought of Erin naked in her room while waiting for him to return with the measuring cup made him wild with sexual desire and incestuous lust for his sister. He couldn't wait to spread her legs, part her pussy lips, and eat her while he fondled her big breasts and fingered her hard nipples. He couldn't wait to fuck his sister. He couldn't wait for her to suck his cock. He couldn't wait to put a hand behind her pretty head and cum in her mouth. Yeah, definitely, truth be told, after Susan went back in her room and closed her bedroom door, he couldn't wait to have sex with his sister. Moreover, he couldn't wait to tell Erin that Susan not only saw his cock but also stared at his cock.
"Not yet, you mean," she said with a smile and a reflective look. "I remember when I just turned 18-years-old, of legal age then as it still is now, my four, much older brothers got me drunk to celebrate my 18th birthday. It was all so very innocent fun, that is, until it turned ugly," said Susan looking off to the distance as if reliving that day and, no doubt, she was.
"What happened?"
Brett knew full well what would happen with a drunken sister and four older brothers but, living vicariously and figuring it would be so sexually exciting to hear what happened between her and her four brothers from her lips, she didn't disappoint him in telling him her said tale of incestuous, sexual abuse.
"My mother wasn't home that day," she said looking up at the ceiling as if she was there with her four brothers. "Always out partying with some man she picked up at a bar, she was never home and I was always home alone with my brothers. Already 18-years-old, as if I needed babysitting, imagine four, drunken men babysitting their sister who had a body like mine," she said moving her hands down her as if she was a Price Is Right showcase.
"I can only imagine," he said wishing he was there to witness what happened next.
"Unlike the mutual agreeable, albeit incestuous relationship that you have with your sister, the incestuous relationship that I had with my brothers wasn't consensual. It was forced. Unlike you not stating that you haven't had sex with your sister, so you say, they all had sex with me over and again. Over the course of a few months, until I managed to save enough money and find a girlfriend to stay with, so that I could get the Hell out of there, forcing me to suck them, they repeatedly raped me."
He looked at her seemingly stunned by her confession.
"I'm sorry Susan. I'm so sorry," he said. "It's nothing like that between Erin and me. She wants me as much as I want her," he said wishing he was in bed with Erin right now and had never bumped into Susan.
Feeling so bad for her sad background, all that she endured and survived, listening to her talking about what her brothers did to her was as emotionally upsetting as it was sexually exciting for him. An 18-year-old boy of a man, what could he possibly say that hasn't already been better said by a professional to console and consul her? Physically demonstrating his insensitivity to what she had endured and obviously survived, adding to his uncomfortableness, he was more sexually excited by all that she told him. If he continued standing there in the hall with his erection getting harder by the details she told him of the forced incestuous sex that she had with her four brothers, he'd only make her feel worse instead of better. Obviously still emotionally distraught, instead of offering her his sympathy, his built in thermometer and litmus stick, all that he could involuntarily do was to make his cock throb and harden by all that she was confessing to him.
She looked at him as if he was her on the spot psychiatrist and this was her weekly, albeit impromptu therapy session. Or was she telling him all of this personal, incestuously sexual information that happened to her so very long ago as her way to sexually excite him and to seduce him. He wondered. In the way that he lusted over her, she didn't need a ruse to sexually excite him or to make him want her. He's always wanted to have sex with his mother's best friend.
"Kissing and kissing me," she continued, "they touched and felt me," she said moving her hands all over her body to feel her breasts, her ass, and her pussy through her clothes. As if she was a fan dancer and her hands were her fans, his horny eyes followed her hands wherever she touched herself while, no doubt, wishing that he was touching her there, there, and everywhere. "Where no brothers should ever touch and feel their sister, the four of them touched and felt me through my clothes," she said closing her eyes and putting her head back as if she was reliving their sexual assault.
Obviously not knowing what else to say, all that he could do was to voice his sympathy for all that she's been suffered and endured as a sexual abuse victim.
"I'm sorry Susan. I'm so sorry," he said.
As if he was fully dressed, they talked in the hall. An older woman and a younger man, just as it was curious that an 18-year-old man would want a 42-year-old woman, it was curious how a 42-year-old woman would want an 18-year-old man. As if his cock wasn't out on display and/or as if it was normal for him to have his cock so exposed to his mother's best friend, they continued discussing her family memories and continued talking about sex.
"Fortunately for me," she said popping open her big, blue eyes, "all just a blurred nightmare now after so many years have passed, I don't remember much of it because I was so drunk. Yet, one slow button, zipper, and hook at a time, I remember being slowly stripped naked in a way that I didn't even know I was being undressed. With eight hands and forty fingers undressing me, as if they were giving me a full body massage through my clothes and then without my clothes, eight hands and forty fingers touched me, groped me, and felt my naked body. When they were finished touching and feeling me everywhere," she said putting a hand to her mouth in horror while staring up at the ceiling, "they raped me. Forcing me to suck them and fuck them, they had their wicked way with me," she said refocusing her eyes on him.
What does a man say when a woman not only confesses that she was raped but also that she was raped by her four brothers? Being that he was a young, testosterone filled, young man and she was still a sexy older woman, there was nothing that he could say to comfort her. Instead of making him feel sad and bad, her words sexually excited him. He wished he could have sex with her right now while she whispered in his ear all that her brothers did to her and all that she did to her brothers. Besides, even if her words didn't excite him, he was too young to think of the words that she needed to console her. Only, she wasn't looking for his sympathy.
So then, why was she confessing all of this to him? Was she confessing what happened to her with her brothers because he was about to have sex with his sister? Whether her purpose was to dissuade him from or encourage him to have sex with Erin, the fact remained that she was telling him that she had incestuous sex with her four, much older brothers. Even if he wanted to, he was unable to control that her message behind the information obviously sexually aroused him.
"It must have been horrible for you," said Brett gulping down his sexual excitement while still standing there with his hand covering his erect cock which had grown even stiffer with Susan staring at it and telling him her sad story of sexual incest.
"A virgin and my first time having sex, I pulled a train," she said with a sad laugh. "My brothers gangbanged me," she said looking at him staring at her. "How's that for a fucked up family?"
With her knee raised, her foot positioned behind her and up against her door frame, and her short skirt raised just not nearly enough that he could see her panty clad crotch, she leaned against her bedroom door as if she was smoking a cigarette. If he leaned down to scratch his leg, he'd definitely have a great up skirt view of her panties but, not wanting to show her the pervert that he was, he didn't want to ruin whatever was developing between them. He stared at her as if she was flashing him her panties and being the exhibitionist that she obviously was, he wished her skirt moved just an inch or two higher. Nonetheless, it was so erotic how he couldn't see much of her while imagining all that he could see of her.



"That's pretty fucked up," he said.
"Now every time I have a birthday, I think of that day," she said with sadness. "Every time I'm happy, after experiencing something that never leaves me, I feel sad."
He looked at her before speaking while imagining the image of her being gangbanged by her brothers.
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," Susan.
She remained silent while looking at him. He could tell that she had more to say but as if she was reticent to tell him anymore, she paused before continuing.
"Even more fucked up than my four brothers gangbanging me," she looked at him again before continuing, "is that fact the one of my brothers is my father."
"No way," he said. "Oh, my God."
"It turns out that my four, much older brothers were having sex with my mother long before I was even born."
"Wow. That is fucked up," he said, "but it's nothing like that Susan with Erin. If we were to have sex and, admittedly, we were just about to have sex, the sex is consensual."
"I see," she said acting as if she was a teacher who just caught him in the hall without a pass. "Then, if you were about to have sex with your sister," said Susan looking at him with confusion, "where were you going when I caught you naked in the hall?"
"Where was I going? Oh, um, I was going down to the kitchen," he said.
"The kitchen?" She laughed. "Why would you go down to the kitchen? How could you be hungry or thirsty at a time like this when you were about to have sex with your sister for the first time? Usually sex supersedes whatever other hungers you have. Typically after having sex is when you reward yourself with a feast of food and drink but not before. I would surely think having sex with Erin would take precedence over any other feeling you had for hunger or thirst at the time," she said with a laugh.
He looked at her embarrassed to confess his sister's fetish and to admit her sexual kink.
"Erin wanted me to get a measuring cup," he said.
Awkward in his confession and slow to throw his sister under the bus for being just as perverted as he was and as his mother and father were, their dirty little family secrets, he trusted Susan enough to tell her the truth. The truth was that he was uncomfortable with his sister keeping record of his cum. He'd rather just cum in her mouth and have her swallow his cum in the way of a normal woman, albeit an incestuous woman. Yet, with the promise of having routine sexual relations with his sister while she kept note of his cum volume, who was he to protest that sexually exciting arrangement? If the only fly in the ointment was that she wouldn't swallow his cum but instead, spit it in a measuring cup, so be it.
"A measuring cup? Okay, I'll bite," she said. "Why did she need a measuring cup at a time like this?"
"She wanted to measure my cum," he said.
"Oh, of course, I see now," said Susan. "Like mother like daughter," she said with an insightful look and a naughty laugh.
"What do you mean?"
"In the way that Tiffany measures your father's cum, your sister wants to measure your cum too. That makes sense now," she chuckled. "Or didn't you know that about your mother and father?"
"Yeah, I knew that," he said. "Erin was curious. She wanted to delay me from cumming to see if she could get me to cum more," he said pausing, "the next time we had sex."
"The next time you two had sex?" She smiled. "I see," she said.
"Please don't tell my mother and father that you saw me naked and coming out of Erin's room," he said.
"I won't if you don't," she said. "Now come with me," she said taking him by the hand and escorting him to Erin's room as if she was the principal escorting him to the office.
* * * * *
Brett poked his head around his sister's room first.
"Where the Hell were you? How long does it take a nitwit brother to get a measuring cup? Maybe we should just forget about having sex," she said.
"I, um, was delayed. Susan is home," he said looking behind him just as Susan walked in Erin's room.
"Susan! Oh my God, I'm so embarrassed," said Erin covering her nakedness with her pillow. "What are you doing home?" She looked from Brett to Susan before putting on her bitch. "What are you doing in my bedroom? This is my private place and my personal space," she said copping an attitude that only Erin could pull off being the bitchy diva that she is. "Get out! Get out of my room!"
Obviously seeing right through her little ruse and no match for Susan, Susan stood her ground and laughed.
"I figured since you invited your brother to see you naked and in the way that I've just seen Brett naked that you wouldn't mind me seeing you naked too," she said reaching out her hand to gently flip Brett's dangling cock with her fingertips. "Besides, I like to watch," said Susan with alacrity. She stepped closer to Erin's bed, reached her hand beneath her pillow, and felt her right breast while slowing sliding her fingers across her erected nipple. "Nice tits," she said to Erin.
Erin stared at Susan in the way that Brett had been staring at her.
"Pardon?" Erin looked at her aghast that Susan dared feel her breast. Her stunned look was replaced with sexual excitement when Susan fingered her nipple. "What do you mean you like to watch? Watch what? Watch us do what?"
Still trying to retain her bitchy attitude, Erin couldn't help but soften when Susan felt her breast and fingered her nipple.
"I like to watch," she said again and this time with a shrug as is she didn't care if her proclivity to watch others having sex was known by all who were present. "If you're going to have sex with your brother, especially being that this is the first time. This is the first time you two having sex?" She looked to Erin to pose her question.
Pausing in her answer, Erin looked to Brett before looking to Susan to answer.
"Yes," said Erin. "This is our first time."
"All the better," said Susan with a smile. "The first time having sex is always the most exciting and even more exciting when having forbidden sex."
"I know," said Brett. "I can't wait," he said rubbing his hands together in anticipation of doing his sister.
Erin shot her brother a look that shriveled his cock.
"You're such a doofus Brett," said Erin. "I can't believe I agreed to have sex with you."
"Sorry," said Brett dropping his head in shame.
"I want to watch you two doing whatever it was you were doing or were about to do before I caught Brett creeping down the hall naked," said Susan again, this time laughing while staring from Erin to Brett and back to Erin. "Don't mind me. I'll just sit here quietly," she said pulling up Erin's dresser chair to the bed. "You two go ahead and do whatever you were about to do."
Erin looked from Susan to her brother before returning her focus to Susan.
"Actually, we weren't about to do anything," said Brett blatantly lying, especially after he confessed to Susan that he was just about to have sex with his sister.
"Then why are you both naked?" She laughed while playing his game. "Did you both need to remove your clothes because you're warm," she said with a pause, "or did you both need to remove your clothes because you were hot?" Letting out another laugh, she smiled at Erin before shooting Brett a look. "I'm not stupid Brett. I've seen the way you two look at one another. I've seen how Erin flashes you. I knew it would only be a matter of time before you two were naked and in bed together."
Susan remained silent while looking from Brett to Erin.
"Actually, Brett was about to eat me," admitted Erin.
Immodestly and immorally, she moved her hand beneath the pillow from her breast to move it in between her legs. Squirming, no doubt, with the thought of her brother licking her pussy, Erin rubbed her clit in plain sight of her brother and Susan. Focusing more on Susan than on her brother, she stared at Susan as if she was giving her an invitation to eat her too.
"Seriously? Brett was about to lick you?" She looked to Brett. "Is that true Brett? You were about to eat your sister's pussy," said Susan smiling while looking from Brett to Erin's pussy. "Sorry but in addition to enjoy watching others having sex, I enjoy dirty pillow talk too," while watching Erin masturbating herself.
"Yes," said Erin unembarrassed and unashamed. "My brother was about to lick my pussy," said Erin flicking out her tongue as if she was licking a pussy.
With Brett's focus intent upon his sister's naked body, Susan blew Erin a kiss that he didn't see.
"And she promised to blow me if I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue," said Brett pointing at his sister with obvious sexual excitement, no doubt, by the prospect of receiving a blowjob from his sexy sister.
Susan looked from Erin to acknowledge Brett before returning her focus back to Erin.
"That seems fair. Mutual, consensual, oral sex is always a good start to any sexual relationship, especially one between a brother and sister," said Susan with a laugh. "Is this the first time you two having sex?"
"Yes," said Erin.
"Well don't let me stop you," said Susan. "Please continue as if I'm not even here watching."
* * * * *
Erin lost the pillow, laid back, and spread her shapely legs open wide to accept her brother between them. Showing a lot of moist, glistening pink, she looked from Brett staring at her exposed pussy to look at Susan staring at her exposed pussy. Looking as if she was a stripper on stage giving her audience a live, sex show, seemingly sexually aroused with her being the exhibitionist that she is, Erin seemed to enjoy the sexual attention of her heterosexual and lesbian audience.
She appeared sexually excited that both her brother and her mother's best friend watched her while obviously both wanting her in the way, no doubt, that she wanted both of them. As if already sharing a sexy secret, Susan made eye contact with Erin and smiled. Speaking in a secret, sexual language that only women understand and with Brett oblivious to their furtive looks, Erin returned Susan's smile with a naughty grin. Definitely, after Brett had his wicked sexual way with his sister and, perhaps, after Brett had his wicked sexual way with Susan, Erin and Susan would be going at one another one day soon, maybe even today.
With his audience of one watching his every move, Susan watched Brett mount the bed and gently lowered himself between his sister's legs. A point of no return, once he's had incestuous sex with his sexy sister, there's no going back. A different time and a different place but wearing the scarlet letter of incest for the rest of their lives just the same, it's doubtful when Daniel Hawthorne wrote his Scarlet Letter, that he was thinking of these two going at one another.
Staring at her pussy as if her pussy was the first one he's seen close up, he rubbed his sister's clit and fingered pussy her first before licking her. Continuing to stare at his sister's cunt, he stared at all that she was showing and all that he was seeing before lowering his head and flicking out his tongue to lick her, to taste her, and to eat her. Then, licking and licking her, he took a few slow licks of her as if to taste her again. Then, he took another deeper lick of her pussy while parting her lips with his finger. Now licking and licking her deeper while finger fucking her and rubbing her clit, Brett was really getting into eating his sister as much as Erin was getting into her having her brother eat her.
He reached his other hand up to touch, feel, fondle, and caress her big tits. Squeezing her big boobs and fondling her firm breasts, he caressed her tits while fingering her nipples, first one and then the other. He pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples while licking and licking his sister. After only a few minutes of licking her, rubbing her clit, and fingering her nipples, he had her squirming around her bed and begging for more.
"Oh, Brett," said Erin. "Lick me," she said looking to Susan as if asking Susan to lick her. She closed her eyes and grabbed her breasts in both hands while slowing running her palms across her nipples. "Stick your tongue in my hole while you rub my clit with your long, stiff fingers," she said softly as if drugged while opening her eyes again to stare at Susan. "Finger fuck me Brett," she said still looking at Susan before looking down at her brother.
Pulling at his hair to mash his face into her pussy, she humped her brother's mouth with her hips as if she was fucking herself with his tongue.
"I love eating your pussy," said Brett, his excuse to come up for air to whip his sister's pussy juices from his face with the back of his hand.
Erin momentarily let go of his hair when Brett leaned back to rest. Insatiable, if Brett wanted Erin to suck him, he needed to make her cum.
"Fuck me with your fingers. Lick me with your tongue. Rub my clit Brett. Make me your sexy bitch. Make me cum," she said reaching up for him and to run her fingers though his hair again before pulling his face forward by his hair to mash his face in her wet pussy again. "I love it when you turn, twist, and pull my nipples. Pull them harder Brett. Squeeze my nipples between your fingers. Squeeze my tits."
Brett pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples before squeezing her tits as if he was squeezing large grapefruits.
"Harder," she said. "Harder, harder," she said with her brother squeezing and squeezing her big tits. No matter how hard he squeezed her tits, she wanted him to squeeze her breasts harder. "Harder Brett. Harder. Squeeze them harder," she said.
Susan watched Brett reach both hands up to squeeze his sister's tits while licking and fingering Erin. In the way Susan was touching herself, obviously, she wished that he was eating her too, or Erin was eating her, or she was eating Erin. Brett licked Erin while Susan sat feeling her own breasts through her blouse and bra. Coaxing and teasing out her big nipples to harden while squeezing her breasts, she pulled at her nipples through her blouse and bra in the way that Brett was pulling at Erin's nipples and squeezing her breasts. Then, with one hand beneath her short skirt, unembarrassed and unashamed, immodestly and immorally inappropriate in front of her best friend's children, she rubbed her clit through her panty.
With a wet stain already appearing in the middle of her panty, Brett was torn between licking his sister's pussy and watching Susan touching and masturbating herself. With her feet on Erin's bed and with her legs opened wide and her short skirt pulled nearly up to her waist, her white, bikini panties were clearly on display and right there just a few feet from his horny hand. Looking again while licking his sister, he could see Susan's big nipples making their appearance through her blouse and bra.
Erin watched Susan touching herself too. Seemingly more focused on Susan feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra, she stared at Susan' panty clad pussy while Susan continued rubbing her clit through her panty. Then, unable to control herself from doing so, Susan lifted her skirt higher to stick her hand inside of her panty. With her panty pulled down enough to display her blonde, trimmed pussy, she continued rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy while watching Brett eat his sister.
"It's only fair that if you're seeing us naked Susan that we should see you naked too," said Erin.
Susan removed her hand from her panty and stopped touching herself to look at Erin as if she was contemplating getting naked. Removing her feet from Erin's bed, she put her feet down on the carpet, closed her legs to sit up, and to lean forward in her chair.
"I bet you'd like to see me naked Erin," said Susan.
"Yeah, I'd like to see you naked too Susan," said Brett.
She looked at Brett and stared at his perfectly round, naked ass while he was positioned between his sister's legs.
"You would huh?" She addressed her reply to Brett before looking to Erin.
"Yes," said Erin.
"The both of you would really like to see me naked?" Susan looked from Brett to Erin and back to Brett again. "Shall I just strip off my clothes or would you both want to undress me?"
"I'll undress you," said Brett.
"I bet you'd love to strip me naked Brett," said Susan with a teasing laugh.
"Fuck yeah," said Brett. "I've always wanted to see you without your clothes," said Brett.
"That seems fair enough. I don't mind getting naked in front of you but I'm not going to have sex with either of you," she said. "Just—"
"Just what?" Brett stopped licking his sister to look at Susan.
"I don't think this is the right time or place for me to remove my clothes. Your mother is not only my best friend but also my business partner. Let me think about it," she said standing up, leaving Erin's bedroom, and closing the door behind her.
To be continued...
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American physicist travels to Russia to save Chernobyl just in time for the nuclear meltdown.
Unbelievably to some but not to most, there are some things that our government doesn't want us to know. Truth be told, our voted in office representatives don't even tell us half the things that should be public knowledge. Why is that? Shocking as it may be that our government would withhold information from us, I'm surprised too that our trusted, hardworking, public servants don't come clean and tell us everything. Why don't they?
Yet, no matter if it's a Republican or a Democrat in the White house or Republicans or Democrats who control the house and/or the senate, it's the same scenario. They don't tell us what we need to know to make informed decisions and to question why our representatives do the things that they do. Our politicians claim that all they do is for the public good when just the opposite is true. Instead all they do is for their personal benefit, power, influence, and wealth.
Why must it be like that with all of us having to read between the lines? Constantly, we're given half-truths that have been spun so many times and so tight until there is no truth to what they say at all. Why must it be like that for us, the people who elected them, empowered them, gave them the power of attorney, and put them in office? Has America become what Russia was in the 50's and 60's? Soon, if they haven't already, the United States government will be lying to the American citizens and covering up their lies by telling us that its classified information and something they're not allowed to discuss in public because of national security.
"Senator, can you confirm or deny that you had a hot dog for lunch today?"
"Classified information, I can't discuss what I ate for lunch do to national security. No more questions."
* * * * *
No way! My government lies to me? I can't believe it. Say it isn't so. Say it isn't so. Just like George Orwell's 1984, he predicted this would happen one day, our government taking total control of their people while covering it all up by lying to us about everything. Meanwhile, they expect us to give them full disclosure in all that we do and in all that we think. How dare they?
"Susan, do you swear to tell the truth the whole truth to this National Security panel?"
"I do."
"Isn't it true that you are wearing white bikini panties beneath your oh, so short skirt."
"I am."
"And isn't it truth that you removed said white bikini panties before getting aboard the bus to flash the man sitting across from you your pussy when you slowly crossed and seductively uncrossed your shapely legs."
"Objection, your honor. My client is not on trial. Whether she wears white bikini panties or doesn't wear white bikini panties is of no business to this court," said Susan's attorney.
"Objection overrule," said the Judge. "Answer the question."
"Yes, I did remove my panties but not to flash the man sitting across from me my pussy. If I flashed him, I flashed him by accident," she said with a naughty look.
Actually long before Orwell's 1984 was written in 1948, the United States government has a long history of lying to its citizens. I could go down a long, laundry list of lying with more lying to cover up their lying but we all know the dirty politics and history of the United States. Yet, this story isn't about the United States lying to its citizens and to people all over the world and/or cover ups, this story isn't even a political story, this story is about one man, Brock Steel.
* * * * *
Brock Steel was no regular guy. Oh no. One of a kind, Brock was special. I dare say, there may be other alien life forms like him in our vast universe but definitely, there was no other human like him in the world. Here on planet Earth, he was the one and the only superhero. Yet, he wasn't born a superhero. It just happened one day.
With a name that would befit a professional football player, a professional hockey player, and/or a professional cage fighter, unfortunately, he didn't live up to his name. Brock Steel was a nerd, a math and science major, a real computer geek who grew to be a mad scientist, perhaps in the way of Dr. Frankenstein but without the scary monster. In the way of the angry green Hulk, the really not so jolly giant, if there was any scary monster in this story, Brock Steel's big brain was the scary monster.
Yet, he wasn't always insane and it wasn't his fault that he became insane. He was just too smart for even himself. In the way that all Super Heroes are so myopically focused upon fighting crime and giving the good guys and good gals an even chance, so wasn't Brock Steel. That is, in the beginning he was so intent on saving the world and that is, until he decided to seek his revenge upon the United States of America for what they did to him. Instead of the United States creating a superhero crime fighter, they created a terrorist in the image of Superman's nemesis, Lex Luther, Batman's Joker, and Spiderman's too many to name enemies. Ah but even Al-Qaida, the Iranians, the Mexican drug cartel, and inner city gangs feared Brock Steel.
Alas, no doubt the reason why Brock Steel lost his mind, something happened to him that hasn't happened to anyone who lived to tell about it. Brock Steel was the first human to have survived a nuclear meltdown. In the way that the fictional character Kal-El, Superman's Kryptonian name, was recreated as Clark Kent, when his parents, Jor-El, his father, and Lara-El, his mother, sent him to Earth in the hopes of saving him just before his planet, Krypton, exploded, Brock was recreated by a nuclear explosion, implosion, or meltdown.
Whether referring to it as an explosion, an implosion, or a meltdown, however referred to, anything nuclear with humans in close proximity to a nuclear disaster is bad, very bad indeed, and always, if not immediately, eventually fatal. The good thing about nuclear reactors is that nuclear reactors can't explode, there is no way to bring the fissionable material to critical mass. Instead, they melt down and give off toxic levels of radiation. There may be related steam explosions that happen before the meltdown and that release radioactive particles over a vast landscape, but the reactor itself cannot and will not explode. Nonetheless, the area around a nuclear reactor that has melted is deadly and uninhabitable for miles and for millenniums.
Had Brock Steel not experienced and survived such a nuclear disaster, he'd be just another man, albeit a genius and, no doubt, the smartest man in the world. In the way that Bruce Wayne was recreated as Batman when he watched his parents being murdered before his eyes as a boy, Brock was recreated when being sent by the United States government to Chernobyl, Russia. In the way that Peter Parker, Spiderman, was recreated when bitten by a genetically engineered spider made from nuclear waste, Brock was recreated when he experienced his demise after a nuclear meltdown but didn't die.
The motto, what doesn't kill you will make you stronger, couldn't be any truer when applied to Brock Steel. First Superman, then Batman, then Spiderman, and now, Nuclear Muscled Erection Man, better known as NuME man. Only, just comic book characters, Superman, Batman, and Spiderman weren't real. Brock Steel, on the other hand, was the real deal, the manly man, the macho man, and the nuclear muscled man living among us now.
* * * * *
For those who never met him, for those who didn't know him, thinking that he was a tough guy if only from his name, he looked nothing like the image that his name called to mind. Matter of fact, even more nerdy than Bill Gates of Microsoft or Mark Zuckerberg of Facebook, he was the most nerdy person on the planet, even more nerdy than Bill Nye the Science Guy. Yeah. Yet, he was smart, wicked smart, an understatement. Smarter than Superman, Batman, Spiderman, Gates, Zuckerberg, and Nye combined, without doubt, he was the most brilliantly intelligent person in the world by far.
With that written, Brock Steel was no professional football player, hockey player, or cage fighter. Of all things, he was a nuclear physicist, a real egg headed brainiac. Instead of being named Brock Steel, he should have been named Bart Water or Nomar Backbone. Yeah, Bartholomew Water would befit such a man who spent a lifetime looking through a microscope at microbes or peering through a telescope to examine the stars while wondering about the expanding universe that hasn't stopped expanding since the Big Bang.
A small breed of scientist, without doubt, who will one day forever change the world with their superior intellect, their unlimited wonderment, and their inherent knowledge needed to discover and to find the answers to the mysteries of life, Brock wasn't just any scientist. Oh no. He was the top scientist not only in the United States but in the world. Graduating top of his class from MIT, the Massachusetts Institute of Technology in Cambridge Massachusetts and right down Massachusetts Avenue from Harvard University, when he was only 12-years-old, he earned his first doctorate in Physics at 14-years-old and his second doctorate in Mathematics by the time he was 16-years-old.
Able to recite the formula of Pi, all 67,000 digits, when he was 4-years-old, if that wasn't impressive enough, he could recite it backwards too. When he was only 5-years-old, he not only read the phone book in just a few minutes but, in the way that Dustin Hoffman played the character of Raymond Babbitt in Rain Man, he also memorized it too. He read the entire encyclopedia Britannica when he was six years old and memorized that too. A time before computers and Google, now he had the information that he needed at his fingertips to pepper all of his dialogue with answers to the questions that the average person could only find while exhaustedly searching through books at the public library. With his inherent ear for languages, especially Latin, he could speak all languages, even American Indian, Sioux, Apache, et al, and even Klingon, after only hearing just a few select phrases.
When he was 9-years-old, he applied to be a contestant on Jeopardy. A time before they had teen Jeopardy, they turned him down because he was too young but they were so impressed with him correctly answering all of the questions in the test that they give contestants before competing, they hired him to write the questions. Because of Brock Steel, Alex Trebek was a household name. Oh, yeah, definitely, indeed, Alex Trebek owes his career, his fame, and his fortune to Brock Steel. Brock Steel with his big, bad ass brain made Alex Trebek his ungrateful, little bitch.
Nonetheless his knowledge and with him having all of the answers, difficult for the average person to follow, having a conversation with Brock wasn't easy. Not only did he know all the answers to all the questions that he'd be asked, he knew the questions before they were even asked. Answering with the answers to questions that haven't yet been asked, trying to follow him was an impossible feat of concentration, speculation, and insightfulness that wasn't always easy for the average person of average intelligence.
Already familiar with his one-of-a-kind genius, the United States government already had their eyes on him when he stumbled upon and competed in a Rubik's Cube competition and won when he was only 3-years-old. Not only did he have the hand and eye coordination to solve the puzzle, something that most 3-year-olds don't yet have at that age and something that most adults never accomplish in solving the puzzle, he already had the intelligence to intuitively know how to solve the puzzle within just a few seconds. His first time trying to solve the puzzle, even at that age, he just knew things that others didn't.
Unlike the fictional character of Dr. Sheldon Cooper of the Big Bang Theory, played by 3 time Emmy award winner, Jim Parsons, Brock Steel was the real deal. Cooed, awed, and revered from the time he was three and solved the Rubik's cube, attending MIT for free and given his own lab and staff of scientists when he was 12-years-old, one of a kind, there was no one else like him in the world. With all eyes upon him to explain the secrets of the universe and solve the mysteries that plagued mankind and womankind, he was the one and the only science prodigy. For his work in nuclear fusion, he won the Nobel Prize in physics not once but three times.
Proud of and protected by the United States government, he spent the first part of his life attending college and later, experimenting in a lab. A man without an agenda, not in it for money, power, influence, and/or political gain, before he was a superhero, he was a brilliant mind. As if calling for Superman, shining the Bat light for Batman, or how Spiderman intuitively just appeared just in the nick of time whenever there was a troubling issue, the one to go to, Brock sat in on the discussion tables of think tanks to solve the world's problems.
The man behind the mask, so to speak, the man behind the curtain, and the man behind the two-way, bulletproof glass, Brook Steel was the secret weapon of the United States government. Called upon by Presidents to advise them and to give them his informed opinions, his superior intellect was not only highly regarded but also well received. Yet, not a Democrat or a Republican, not wanting to pick one side over the other, and not wanting his research to be a political football and tainted by money, he was an Independent voter as he was an independent thinker.
More liberal than conservative, no one was even smart enough to get a read on Brock Steel. Not wanting to complicate his research with his scientific discoveries being contingent on and tied to a budget, he turned down the newly created Secretary of Energy position not once but twice. First offered to him by President Clinton and offered to him again by President Obama, shying away from fame in the way that he shied away from fortune, he was no political statesman. He just wanted to be left alone to do his scientific study and his research.
Catering to him in the way that the Russians did with their Olympic athletes back in the 70's, the United States bought him a house to live and a car to drive, that is, once he turned 18-years-old. In the way that the Secret Service shadow the presidents and their families, not allowed to go anywhere without protection, he was free to go anywhere he wanted. Even though he was given a high security clearance, especially since he was given a high security clearance, the United States maintained a short leash on him. Before that, as if he was in protective custody and for all practical purposes he was, even though the United States bought him a house, he was safe housed, along with his parents and brother, to live at a secret location on a military base.
With an unmeasurable intelligence quotient, an IQ beyond our intelligence charts and our learned understanding of the brain's capacity, those in the know said of him that he was the second Albert Einstein, only smarter and more normal than any genius they've ever known. So beyond their grasps of things and their intelligence to understand what he already intuitively perceived, the second coming, other scientists looked to him as if he was God or an alien sent here from another planet to help us solve the mysteries of science and answer the questions of the universe. Surely with a brain capacity bigger than everyone else in the world, they already believed that he wasn't human. After that nuclear meltdown that he somehow survived, maybe he wasn't human after all. Maybe if he was human before the nuclear meltdown, he was something else now.
Beyond his time, how could he already know that or talk about this, when that hasn't been discovered or this hasn't yet even been invented? In the way that all of the great scientists have done in the past, it was as if he could glimpse into the future to see what living on Earth would be like centuries from now. A man with the gifted perception of Leonardo Da Vinci, Sir Isaac Newton, Benjamin Franklin, Thomas Edison, and Stephen Hawking rolled into one, someone like him, in the way of the genius of Aristotle, Socrates, Plato, Archimedes, Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, Ludwig Von Beethoven, and Shakespeare comes along every thousand years. A mystery to even those who believed he was human, there's never been anyone like him before and there may never be anyone like him again. With someone so super intelligent, the United States believed that he could figure out what would happen in the future by understanding what was happening now and by comparing it to what happened in the past.
With his every move monitored and with his life's work pre-planned not only by him but also by the United States government, even though Brock thought he was free to chart his own destiny and to run his own experiments, he wasn't. By all intents and purposes, as if he was a remotely controlled drone, observed, watched, monitored, and videotaped, he was just another a tool working for the betterment of the United States government. Only, something that even the United States didn't see happening, the life of Brock Steel thanks to his loser brother was about to change forever.
To be continued...
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While pretending that her son is her husband, Jennifer gives her son a drunken, sleeping blowjob.
"Mom. Mom. Wake up," he said softy while gently shaking her. "It's time for bed. Mom," he said shaking her again, this time a little harder, while watching her ass cheeks jiggle in her nightgown as if they were two firm gelatin molds. "C'mon, get up. You can't sleep here. You'll be all stiff and sore in the morning."
Obviously too drunk and too sound asleep to hear his words, Michael stared at his mother in the way that any son who was sexually attracted to his mother would stare at her. A golden opportunity to catch his mother sleeping drunk on the couch in her disheveled nightgown, Jennifer hoped her son would make the first move by touching her and feeling her. The last thing she wanted him to do, not wanting him to shake her awake, she wanted her son to grasp the opportunity explore her horny and nearly naked body by touching his mother where no son should ever feel his mother.
Figuring that he wanted to awaken her to flash her his cock, she wondered how to play this to get what she needed from him. Should she open her eyes and act shocked and surprised to see her son's semi-erect prick or should she continue to play the half asleep drunken mother and not notice that her son is standing in front of her naked? Instead of waking up and instead of opening her eyes wide to stare at her son's beautiful cock in feigned surprise, she decided to pretend that she was still sleeping drunk.
Inspired from the swinger's movie that she watched with Tiffany having sex with her son, Robert, she liked the idea that she had before of pretending her son was her husband. An easy mistake to make, with both of them looking so much alike, especially in the darkened living room, she was sleeping and she was drunk. Having sex with her son instead of her husband, a good way to blow Michael albeit under false pretenses, she decided to pretend that he was the father instead the son. Still a risky situation, she wondered if he'd allow her to suck him or would he not want to violate his mother in such an incestuous way, especially while she was drunk and sleeping.
Maybe he was as turned off by incestuous sex with his mother as she was obviously so turned on by the thoughts of incestuous sex with her son. Yet, in the way that he looked at her when he first came home and saw her asleep drunk on the couch, he stared at her in the way that he'd stare at any half naked woman. She hoped that he stared at her because she wasn't just any half naked woman but because she was his half-naked mother.
Then, when he sat on the couch by her feet and lifted up her short, sheer nightgown to have a better look and to stare at her naked ass and pussy, she knew he was interested. He made her so wet in the way that he leaned in closer to her as if to take a whiff of the musky aroma of her pussy. Still reveling in the afterglow, in the way that he stuck his horny hand down her nightgown top to feel her breasts, first one and then the other, she knew that she must have sexually excited him. Lastly, as evidence that his sexual lust for his mother was as strong as the sexual lust she had for her son, he returned to the living room naked. For him to return to the living room, this time without any clothes, perhaps playing it all by ear, she figured that he was hoping that something sexual would happen between them.
"I'm sleeping. I'll sleep here John," she said pretending that her son was her husband. If she was an actress in a movie, she'd be up for an Academy Award with this sexually inspired performance. "I'm too tired and too drunk to move," she said reaching her hand up to touch her son's cock with her hand and to tease him with her fingertips. "Don't worry about me," she said slurring her words. "I'll be alright."
"Mom, c'mon," said Michael trying to lift her from the couch and groping a lot of her breast in the process while partially turning her from her stomach to her side. "You can't sleep here."
As if she was about to give her son a hand job, she fondled the head of his cock before gently and softly wrapping fingers around his big prick. Even though this is what she so wanted, dreamt about, and sexually fantasized over while masturbating herself, she couldn't believe that she was holding her son's hard prick in her horny hand. Instantly, his cock hardened to her touch.
"Mom, it's late," he said leaning to put his hand to her breast and, as if afraid to move it, he left his hand there. Instantly her nipple hardened against his palm. Instantly she was wet with the sexual desire for her son.
"Just let me sleep here," she said turning from her side to her back and spreading her legs enough while bending one knee up to raise her nightgown enough to show her son her trimmed, blonde pussy.
Such a bold move to make, something she's only done in her dreams and sexual fantasized doing while masturbating, she couldn't believe that she was flashing her son her cunt. More importantly, taking the bait, she couldn't believe her son was looking and staring at all that she was showing. If only by his leer, he made her feel so wanted.
"Mom, it's me. Michael," he said. "Mom, wake up," he said taking the opportunity to touch, feel, and grope her breasts through her clothes on the pretense of helping her to arise from the soft, low couch.
Not wanting to allow this opportunity to slip by her, in the way that she always knew what her husband wanted and expected of her, she intuitively knew what her son wanted too. She wrapped her fingers tighter around her son big price while fondling the head of his cock with her fingertips before ever so slowly stroking him as if she was teasing him and she was. Something she always wanted to do, she couldn't believe she was stroking her son's cock. Immediately, he had a full erection.
His cock was so hard. His prick was so big. Stroking him a little faster, while standing there staring at his mother's hand without talking, his erection instantly hardened even more. Something she could never seem to do with her husband, instantly harden his cock, she was so successful at doing with her son.
"Are you horny John?"
"Yes," said Michael imitating his father's voice.
"Would you like me to masturbate you?"
"Yes," he said again while imitating his father's voice.
"Would you like to give me a cum bath? I don't mind you cumming all over my face," she said stroking him a little faster. "Would you like to do that?"
"Yes," he said again getting better at impersonating his father's voice.
Good, instead of him rejecting her sexual advances, he was playing along with her sexual seduction. Yet he surprised her when he impersonated her husband's voice. If she was really drunk and half asleep, she didn't think she could tell the difference between her son's voice and her husband's voice. Undaunted by his affirmation and so inspired that he was horny, she was ready to continue this incestuous game. Ready to suck her son's cock, that is, if she could get away with it and without him knowing that she wasn't drunk just incestuously horny for him, she couldn't wait to accept her son's cock in her mouth.
"Instead of giving me a cum bath," she said purposely slurring her words. "Do you want me to suck you John? Is that why you want me to come to bed, for sex," she said slurring her words as if he was drunk. "I'm too tired to fuck you, John but I'll blow you," she said in the way that a drunken wife would talk her husband. Do you want me to suck you? Is that it? I bet you'd like to cum in my mouth."
She couldn't believe she asked her son if he wanted her to suck him. On the pretense that he was her husband instead of her son and now with the ball in his court, she wondered what he'd do. She wondered what he'd say. Would he continue the charade by saying yes or would he end this lunacy by replying no? With the ball in his court, with him in control of her sexual fantasy coming true or not, she held her breath while wondering if he'd take her up on her offer to suck him.
Other than her husband, she's never so much as touched another man's erect cock and now here she was with her hand tightly griping and stroking her son's big, stiff prick. About to suck her son as soon as he gave her the word, instead of feeling horny, she felt wicked. She was so nervous that she was trembling. The only man who's ever had his cock in her hand and in her mouth was her husband. Yet, now that she knows what another man's cock feels like in her hand, she was still so curious to know what another man's cock would feel like in her mouth. Needing to know and to find out, she was willing to suck her own son.
"Yes," he said.
Barely opening her eyes while pretending that she was so drunk and still sleeping, she sat up on the couch without looking up at Michael. Mechanically, as if sleep walking and as if she had done this a million times before, she let go of his cock to move her arms out of her nightgown while allowing her top to fall to her waist. Exposing her breast to the horny eyes and hands her son, she was topless. Quivering with sexual excitement, she wondered what he thought of her tits, especially with him having sex with younger women who had prouder and firmer breasts.
As soon as she was topless, Michael cupped her breast in his hand, first one and then the other, and as soon as he did, her nipples hardened. Never has her nipples grown so big and so hard, so fast. Never has she been so sexually excited. She looked down to watch his hands feel her big tits while briefly running his big hands across her erect nipples. Feeling so very horny, she wished he'd suck her nipples but he didn't. She wished he'd finger her nipples out more but, probably for fear that he'd awaken her, he didn't do that either.
Then, while staring at his cock as if he wasn't even there in the room with his prick, she looked at his cock as if it was a live dildo suspended midair. She took hold of her son's stiff prick again in the way she's taken hold of her husband's cock so many times before and stroked him to an even harder erection. She wanted to give her son sexual pleasure and she couldn't wait to see him cum. She couldn't wait to see the look on his face when he was close to cumming and to hear the sounds he'd make when he did cum. Without hesitation that she was forever crossing the incestuous line, she leaned forward and took her son's prick in her mouth. She couldn't believe she was sucking her son. Even though she felt like such an incestuously bad mother, that didn't stop her from blowing her son.
As if she was a whore that he met on the street or picked up at a bar, she was sucking her son while he was finally fingering her nipples. Touching her tits, feeling her breasts, and fondling her big boobs, she was really blowing Michael while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples. Then, when he put a hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, taking him in her mouth deeper, she stroked him harder and faster while sucking him deeper. Feeling so wicked, she wanted him to cum in her mouth. She needed to taste her son's cum. She wanted to swallow her son's seed.
Surprising her that her son ejaculated so quickly when it took her husband so very long to cum, in a warm, oozy, salty gush, it didn't take Michael very long to cum in his mother's willing mouth. As soon as he did, she swallowed and as soon as she swallowed, still playing her part as a drunken mother, she fell backwards on the couch. With her legs spread wide open, hoping he'd take the not so subtle hint, she wished he'd mount her and fuck her. Ready to submit herself to him, she wanted him to make love to her and to make her his sexy bitch. Instead of mounting her, instead of fucking her, and instead of making his mother his bitch, in one quick scoop, he lifted her from the couch in his strong arms and carried her to bed. He fixed her nightgown top and covered her with the covers. The next morning, as if it was all a dream, nothing was said.
* * * * *
"How did you sleep Mom?"
"Sleep? I woke up sick," she said. "I had a little too much to drink," she said with a pause. "The funny thing is that I thought your father was home and," she said pausing to lick her lips for effect, "was surprised that he wasn't."
"Why did you think he was home?" Michael looked at her with a shit eating grin.
"Oh, I, um, don't know. Maybe I heard a noise," she said looking at him and smiling. "When did you come home? I never heard you."
"It was late," he said. "I saw you lying on the couch and saw the empty wine bottle. I figured you had too much to drink so I carried you to bed."
"You did?" She looked at him looking at her. "I wasn't showing anything," she said biting her lip with trepidation. "I mean, you didn't see anything, did you?"
Hoping for some sexy pillow talk, she was hoping to inspire him to confess. She was hoping that he'd at least give him some dirty talk for her to masturbate over later while remembering how she stroked her son's cock before sucking her son's cock.
"It was dark and you were wearing your nightgown Mom. There was nothing to see," he said giving her a smile.
Happy that she saw her son's cock, stroked her son's cock, and sucked her son's cock, wondering what he was thinking, she only wished that he would have licked her pussy and/or fucked her too. She only wished he'd admit that she sucked him. She'd like to talk about how he felt receiving a blowjob from his MILF of a mother. With him confessing that she blew him, maybe that would be the start of an incestuous affair. Only, with him not talking and telling her what happened last night, now it was just a onetime thing that would probably never happen again.
Always putting the onus on him by making him feel guilty for looking, whenever she was horny enough to flash her son, she always arranged for her flashes to appear accidental. Now with her willingly sucking her son, she made it appear that he was the one who took advantage of his drunken mother by pretending he was his father when instead he was her son. Enjoying teasing him to give herself some masturbation fodder for later, surprising even herself, she never expected to go this far in teasing her son by sucking him.
She knows that Michael masturbates in his room. With her room next to his, she's heard him and felt the vibration through the wall. That night, she was so tempted to allow him to hear her masturbating too but, afraid of what he'd think of her, she didn't masturbate herself even though she wanted to while thinking about sucking her son again. Instead, later that night she heard Michael masturbating and wondering if he was masturbating over her sucking him. She listened while touching herself and felt her son masturbating himself with the subtle vibrations through her bedroom wall.
So very curious, she's always wondered if he masturbated over her and over what he's seen of his mother in the way that she masturbates over him and over what she's shown him of her. She wondered if he masturbated over her sucking him. Their dirty, little, incestuous secret, now she wondered if he enjoyed her blowjob. She wondered if he was as sexually excited that his mother blew him as she was that she sucked her son.
* * * * *
Jennifer rented the Sexy Swingers' Halloween movie in the hopes that it would give her some idea of what to expect when attending her first swingers' dance, a Halloween costumed event. In the way that Tiffany had her son accompany her to the swingers dance in the movie, being that she already had oral sex with her son, she was tempted to ask her son to accompany her to the swingers dance too. Only, she couldn't do that. What mother would have her son escort her to a swingers' function? Besides, he didn't know that she knew that she had given him a blowjob.
Not very helpful, the movie was just a fictional movie, a pornographic movie, and not really a portrayal of someone in the swinging lifestyle. The movie was dumb and offered no information to help ease her nervousness other than to give her the costume idea of dressing as a wench and to give her renewed thoughts about having sex with her son. Devoid of any character development and with very little dialogue, everything in the movie was sex, sex, and more sex.
She wondered if the swingers' dance would be like that too with sex, sex, and sex. If it was all just about sex, she'd feel better with Michael being there with her but how would that look if someone they knew saw them together? A mother with her son at a swingers' dance was probably even frowned upon by the swingers. Besides, how would she even broach the subject of inviting him?
Putting aside the sexual thoughts of her son to think more about the swingers' Halloween dance, in the way that Tiffany did in the movie, she liked the idea of showing her tits to a multitude of horny men. Just thinking about flashing her big boobs in that sexy way, made her horny and made her want to touch herself. She loved her tits and she loved showing men her breasts. Albeit a bit incestuously twisted, she especially loved flashing her breasts to her son.
Remembering what happened when he came home that night, her sexual fantasy come true, she still couldn't believe he had his horny hands all over her big tits. She couldn't believe that he was fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples. There she goes again thinking about having sex with her son instead of thinking about having sex with someone at the swingers' dance. Maybe she should do what she really wants to do, forget about the Halloween swingers' dance and just seduce her son.
She remembered the first time flashing her son her tits. With him being so sexually needy and so sexually attracted to her, he always looked so appreciative whenever seeing her big boobs. Except and additionally, in the outrageous way that Tiffany was having sex with her son, the thoughts of having sex with Michael made her horny again, especially now after sucking his cock and with him rewarding her with his lustful desire by cumming in her mouth. She'd suck him again, if she could. She'd make love to him every night, if she could. Maybe if she played drunk again, he'd finger while licking her pussy this time or fuck her instead of just having her give him a blowjob. She'd like that. She'd really like for her son to make love to her.
Other than watching Tiffany having sex with her son after having sex with Larry in the movie, the part that captured her interest the most was watching Tiffany suck Larry's big cock and then watching her suck her son's big cock. A skilled cocksucker, Tiffany looked as if she was really enjoying giving Larry and her son head. Just as people couldn't understand how a mother could suck her son, she didn't understand how some porn actress could just suck men that they hardly knew.
With both actors in the porn movie, as well as her son, having much bigger cocks than her husband and, being that it's been a while since she's had sex, watching Tiffany suck Larry and her supposed son made her horny to suck a man. Making herself horny, she remembered sucking her son again. She fingered her nipples and rubbed her clit while recalling blowing her son and while watching Tiffany take Larry in her mouth deeper than she's ever taken her husband. Definitely, her son has a big cock, bigger than his father's cock, and as big as Larry's cock and Robert's cock in the movie.
* * * * *
Visualizing herself at the swingers' Halloween costume party, she imagined someone like Larry kissing her while feeling with her tits and fingering her nipples. She imagined someone like Larry or her son fingering her pussy and licking her before fucking her, really pounding her pussy. So wicked of her to even think about inviting him, she wished she had the nerve to invite her son to the swingers' dance.



If she dared ask her son to attend the Halloween party with her, alone in their room after the party and after having had a little too much to drink, she imagined wearing a sexy, revealing nightgown while relaxing to watch a porn movie. Flashing him her pussy, her ass, and her tits, with one thing leading to another, she imagined sucking her son again before fucking him. She imagined her son giving her an orgasm with his fingers, his mouth, and with his cock. Then, she imagined her son cumming in her mouth in the way that he did when he thought she was drunk and she pretended he was her husband.
Oh my God, after so wanting to know what it feels like to swallow another man, even if it was her own son, especially if it was her son, if she can't have sex with her son again, she can't wait to have sex with other men. Wrapping her long, shapely legs around him and moaning in pure pleasure, she watched Tiffany fucking Larry while Jennifer imagined that she was fucking Michael. So long as he was respectful of her and didn't hurt her or force her to do anything that she didn't want to do or wasn't ready to do, Jennifer would love to be fucked hard by someone, some swinging stranger she just met at the Halloween party. Having been so long since her husband gave her an orgasm, she'd suck the cock of any man who gave her such sexual pleasure.
Then, when she watched Tiffany sucking Robert, her son's cock, feeling like the wicked mother that she is after already having sucked her own son, she couldn't help but imagine sucking her son's cock again and again. There was something compassionately comforting in giving her son such sexual pleasure. She loved the feeling of her hand being wrapped around his big prick. She loved stroking him as if she was polishing her silver. She loved him feeling her tits while putting his hand to the back of her head and forcing her to take his cock deeper in her mouth. Feeling so wicked to have those incestuous thoughts for her son, she masturbated herself while watching the movie and thinking of having sex with Michael. Transposing her image in the movie for Tiffany, she imagined doing everything to her son that Tiffany was doing to Larry and to her son, Robert.
With the sexy, incestuous thoughts of her son naked in her mind as he was when he walked in the living room that night, never has she enjoyed masturbating so much. Never has she cummed as hard and as long as she did when thinking about having sex with her son. Yet, even though she fantasized while masturbating over having sex with her son, no doubt with that blowjob a onetime thing, sadly she'd never have sex with her son again. How could she? She'd be found out if she pretended that she was drunk again and pretended her son was her husband. Getting away with sucking her son the first time, she was lucky that she had the onetime experience of sucking his cock without embarrassing herself by being discovered that she wasn't drunk and mistaken, just incestuously wicked and horny.
Yet, still bothering her, how could a woman who just met a man suck his cock? How do the swingers so freely have sex with one another when they first met and are basically strangers to one another? How do porn stars so willingly allow anyone to have their wicked way with their bodies? How could a mother have sex with her son? Nonetheless her unanswered questions and her questioned confusion, what was abhorrent to her incestuous behavior before about swingers and the swinging lifestyle, excited to attend the swingers' Halloween dance, she was eager to discover the answers to all of her questions now.
To be continued...
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American physicist survives a nuclear meltdown to become NuME man, a Nuclear Muscled, Erection Man turned superhero.
At first the United States wasn't willing to share his brilliance with any other country for fear that they'd kidnap him, torture him, drug him, steal his secrets, and tap into his knowledge, but for the betterment of the world, now they do. It all started in 1986 when Brock was enlisted by the CIA under the guise of the United States Department of Energy to help the Russians with their failing nuclear power program. Having already traveled to Russia twice in January, again in February, and now in April, he was traveling there for a third time to help get their nuclear power plant in Chernobyl back online.
Only, instead of helping them to fix what was already broken which was impossible to fix anyway, it was too late in their nuclear reactor core meltdown for even for Brock Steel to bring the nuclear reactor back online. Rather than fixing something that couldn't be fixed and rather than canceling his flight plans, the United States government put Brock's life in jeopardy by having him go to Chernobyl anyway. Instead of cancelling his plans to try and get the nuclear reactor online, the Department of Energy working in concert with the Department of Defense, wanted him to spy. Matter of fact, their biggest intelligence asset, literally and figuratively, they put him in harm's way and risked his life not only for the betterment of the country but also for the world. Now more than just spying, they wanted him to sabotage their nuclear power plant plans so that the Russians would never be another world nuclear power threat again.
Something that a triple Nobel Prize winning scientist protested doing, using science for political advancement, political influence, and political power gain, Brock had no intention of sabotaging their nuclear power plant or even spying. His role was to get the nuclear reactor at Chernobyl back online, to save their plant, allow the Russians to continue their nuclear program, and to save the people who lived close enough to the plant to be effected by the meltdown and infected with nuclear radiation. Knowing full well the ramifications of a nuclear power plant meltdown, a time when those in power didn't fully understand what would happen in such a disaster, he was there to help them get their nuclear power plant online to avert a nuclear disaster.
Bad enough he was trying to fix something that couldn't be fixed, figuratively and literally a chain reaction of shit, the real problem started when he told his brother, a bodybuilder and an anabolic steroid user and pusher, the complete opposite of Brock, about his trip to Russia.
* * * * *
"Dude are you really going to Russia again?" His brother looked at him as if he had just won the lottery. "That's great!"
Since when does his brother Clay get excited over his travel plans? Immediately Brock knew his brother was up to something.
"Yeah, I leave here tonight," he said looking at his brother with suspicion. "Why is it great that I'm going to Russian again?"
Brock knew his brother wanted something. He always wanted something. Knowing him, only too big for him to smuggle her in his luggage, he'd want him to bring him home a Russian bride, some tall, blonde, busty beauty from the Ukraine.
"Brock I need a favor," said his brother Clay and not making eye contact but looking down at his feet instead.
Oh, oh, here it comes, thought Brock. It's always something with him. Sometimes, he wished he had sexy sister instead of an annoying brother.
"I'm telling you right now Clay, I'm not smuggling anything in the country for you ever again. The last time they nearly caught me with two suitcases full of caviar and vodka," protested Brock.
He watched his brother fall back on his heels while thinking of the words to make his pitch.
"It's nothing like that. I promise," said Clay waving his hands as if he was stopping traffic to cross the street. "I promise."
Not believing a word that came out of his mouth, Brock looked at his brother with suspicion. Unable to trust him, with his brother always trying to use him and his knowledge for his personal benefit and monetary gain, he no longer believed anything he said.
"What is it then?"
Brock looked at him while imagining the worst.
"I, um, just need some medical supplies?"
Now still imagining the worst, Brock looked at his brother with concern. Maybe he had cancer. Maybe he had AIDs. Yet, whatever he had, he'd get him the best medical care and treatment at Walter Reed Hospital on the government's dime. With Brook working for the United States government, his brother didn't have to go to another country to buy the drugs that he needed to save his life for whatever ailment and medical condition he had.
"Medical supplies?" Brock looked at his brother with horror. With all of the muscles that made his brother's body so grotesque, as if he was a cartoon caricature of himself, he looked like the picture of health. "Why? Are you sick? Tell me. What's wrong with you?"
No doubt trying to play Brock for the fool that he wasn't, his brother gave him his sad look, a look that Brock has seen many times before and immediately recognized.
"Sick? No I'm not sick but I will be injured very badly if I don't get all that I need soon. I'll have two broken legs if you don't help me to get what they already paid me to get. I may even be dead," he said with sadness that was uncharacteristic of his brother's outgoing and otherwise confident personality.
A bodybuilder with legs like tree trunks, he couldn't imagine anyone breaking his brother's legs. Someone who competed in the Strong Man competition and who could bench press six hundred pounds and deadlift and squat nearly a thousand pounds, Brock didn't think his brother feared anyone. Yet, the gun was the great equalizer and for his brother to be so fearful, whoever so troubled his brother must have guns and weren't afraid to use them.
"Why can't you buy them here in the states?"
He suspected there was a ruse and that his brother was up to no good.
"They're too expensive," said Clay.
Brock couldn't imagined what his brother needed that was so expensive.
"Tell me what it is that you need then," said Brock. "No judgments. Just tell me."
Obviously reticent to tell his brother what he wanted and needed, he watched his brother pausing his response in his nervousness.
"Anabolic steroids," he said in a soft voice as if he had done or was doing something wrong and he was. "I need some anabolic steroids and they're wicked cheap over there."
He knew it. It was always something with his brother. First the vodka and caviar and now anabolic steroids. No way. He wasn't about to put himself in Jeopardy with the Russians and/or with the United States by smuggling something in the country that was illegal, especially something that was so harmful to his brother's health.
"Anabolic steroids? Are you nuts? That stuff is poison," said Brock. "Besides, anabolic steroids are illegal in the United States, Clay. Created by the Germans in the 1930's, their manufacture is now unsupervised and unregulated overseas."
"Spare me the history lesson Brock," said Clay.
"Allow me to give you a lesson in reality then," said Brock. "Most of that shit comes from China and or third world countries. You have no idea what's in it. You have no idea what in the Hell you're injecting in your body," he said looking at his brother as if he was nuts and as far as he was concerned, his brother was crazy to inject that shit in his body. "Sorry, but I can't help you with that," said Brock stepping back as if Clay was contagious. "I'll not be party to you poisoning yourself."
"C'mon Brock. I need you to do me a solid. I need this. Not only do I need this to save my life, I really need the cash from the sale of it to get my life back on track," he said.
After having been down this road many times before with his big brother, Brock looked at his brother with disbelief.
"If you're serious about getting your life back on track, get a job. Try working for a living instead of just working out to build your muscles and instead of trying to figure out all of these illegal angles to make some easy money," said Brock.
"Tell you what," said Clay with an insincere smile. "If you smuggle in the steroids for me, I'll split the profits 50/50."
Brock rolled his eyes at his brother and slowly shook his head in frustration.
"I don't need your money. I don't want your money. I have more than enough of my own. With the United States government paying for everything while giving me a very generous salary, I still have my Nobel Prize money squirreled away in investments," he said giving his brother a long look and letting out a big sigh before speaking again. "How much do you need? I'll write you a check. Just give me a number."
"Nah, that's okay," said Clay backing away from his brother as if he had a contagious disease. "How would it look for my baby brother to help me, his big, musclebound brother, out with some cash?"
Brock made a face at Clay.
"It didn't bother you to accept money from me before," said Brock with a snide laugh. "Why should it bother you now?"
"Because I want to make my own money," said Clay. "In the way that you did, I want to make my own way."
"If you need a loan for a fresh start, I can give you—"
"I'm embarrassed taking money from you," said Clay.
"If you need a job, I know plenty of people in the government who would hire you to—"
"Nah, that's okay. I don't need no stinking job. A job isn't the help that I want or need right now," said Clay. "I need steroids."
"I'm sorry Clay but I could go to jail if caught. Moreover, my trip is funded by the United States Department of Energy under the guise of the Department of Defense and the CIA. I'd be an embarrassment to them and to my country if caught smuggling. How would that look if I were caught?"
Clay rolled his eyes and made a sour face at his brother in the way that his brother has been making faces at him.
"You won't be caught. You're an undercover agent for the CIA working in Russia under the guise of working for the United States Defense of Energy or Department of Defense, or whoever the Hell it is who signs your big, fat paychecks. Even if you're caught smuggling, which you won't be, leave no man behind, they'll still get you out of the country," said Clay.
Even with Brock's big brain, his command of the English language, and his ability to intelligently and intellectually communicate and debate his thoughts, trying to convince his brother of anything was useless. Too stubborn, too ignorant, and always jealous of his younger brother's successes, Clay was arrogantly comfortable in his ignorance. Besides, not playing his game anymore, Brock had already made up his mind not to be involved in his brothers shenanigans and illegal activities.
"No Clay. I'm sorry but I can't help you," said Brock with finality.
"I don't know what you're so worried about. You're Brock Steel. Trust me, even if you are caught smuggling steroids out of the country, which you won't be, the United States is not about to leave you behind for the Russians to make use of your big brain," said Clay.
"Leave no man behind is the motto for the Marines and not the motto of the CIA. If caught and if I embarrass my government, the CIA would terminate me, deny my existence, and dump my body in a lead weighted bag somewhere in the ocean," said Brock with a sad laugh.
"The President would never allow that. He relies on your big brain too much," said Clay.
"Clay, no, I'm sorry, but I can't help you. Not this time. I won't smuggle steroids in the country," said Brock. "Tell you what I will do," he said with a big smile while figuring that this was what his brother wanted all along.
"What?" Clay looked at his brother with hopefulness.
"What if I smuggled you home more vodka and caviar. How about that? Would you like that? I can do that? Everyone does that when leaving Russia. I'll bring my two big steamer trunks with me and will fill them up with the best that Russian has to offer. You can sell that on the black market and make a barrel of money," said Brock.
Clay stepped closer to his brother as if he was a used car salesman getting ready to try and sell him a clunker.
"Vodka and caviar won't cut it this time Brock," said Clay pontificating his point by jackhammering a finger in his chest. "If I don't come across with the steroids, the bodybuilding juice that these guys need and paid me to get, these men will kill me. Do you understand? I'll be dead."
"Ow, that hurts," said Brock rubbing his chest and looking down at where his brother's finger was. "That's going to leave a mark."
"You're such a wuss," said Clay flexing his chest while making his pectoral muscles vibrate.
Pausing as if thinking, which was rare for Clay to be thinking about anything other than himself, he continued trying to convince his brother to smuggle him out some anabolic steroids from Russia.
"Listen little brother, you told me that you're doing the Russians a big favor by fixing their nuclear program problems and now with their nuclear reactor offline, who else can fix that but you? You told me, because of who you are, that they don't even search your bags. If anything, in the milktoast way that you look, they'll more be thinking that you're sneaking out vodka and caviar than anabolic steroids. They'll never suspect you of smuggling steroids."
If Clay had any hopes of having Brock bring him home steroids, it would never happen by him taking cheap shots at his frailly weak appearance. He already felt self-conscious that his brother was such a he-man and he was such a wimp.
"I don't know Clay. Let me think about it," suddenly feeling sorry for his brother and caving. "I'll see what I can find on the black market but I'm not doing it if it's risky," said Brock.
Actually, with the 1988 Olympics quickly approaching, the Russians needed all the steroids that they could get their hands on and it was a problem for Brock to find a contact to sell him the steroids at black market prices. Rare for them not to have whatever he wanted, whenever he needed it, even the black market didn't have any steroids to sell. Instead, privy to such information being that he was a scientist and in the know of ongoing research, albeit experimental, Brock was able to get a new product from a fellow researcher in Russian years before it was approved by the FDA.
Assured that it was safe but not yet trial tested and approved, Brock trusted his secret contact deep within the Russian government. Not really caring how his friend got a hold of it, Brock didn't question how he was able to smuggle the product in Russia from the United States. Weird that he'd have to travel to Russia for something that was made in the United States. A copycat clone of steroids, and one that had years to go in research and test trials before receiving FDA approval, Andro-gel, a supplement testosterone crème that claimed to help men with erectile dysfunction while increasing muscle mass at the same time, was being heralded as a miracle drug.
For much less than the price of illegal steroids, he was able to buy an entire case of the Andro-gel, enough testosterone supplement to juice the entire American and National football Leagues and World Wrestling Federation for the entire year. Moreover the Andro-gel, other than being unapproved by the FDA, being that it was a testosterone supplement, wasn't illegal in the way that steroids were. Unfortunately, in this untested and unapproved form by the FDA, the experimental Andro-Gel that Brock possessed contained a much higher concentration of artificially enhanced testosterone. A super mega dose, than what was finally approved to be safely used by masses, if Clay's clients wanted muscle building results, Brock couldn't think of a better way to get immediate results. God only knows what other side effects such large doses of testosterone would do to the human body but the doses that he had could certainly and negatively affect the prostate gland.
For the time being, until he was able to leave Russia, Brock hid the testosterone supplements beneath his bed while thinking how to smuggle them out of the country. His brother told him to wrap each little packet in duct tape and wrap that around his body beneath his clothes. A time before TSA agents and before machines X-raying people through their clothes, just as they did the last time he was there, the Russians didn't even bother searching him and/or his luggage. Going through a special passenger gate as if he was a diplomat or a special emissary for the Russian government, stamping his passport, they just waved him through without so much as questioning him.
* * * * *
Only, this time was different. Somehow already knowing that the United States were trying to sabotage their nuclear progress, the Russians didn't want the help of the United States government and they didn't want someone in the likes of Brock Steel snooping around their nuclear reactor. Perhaps there was a leak in the spy game but seemingly they either knew or suspected that Brock was there not to help them get their nuclear reactor back online but to spy on and sabotage their nuclear program. When he presented his credentials to the security guard at the gate, after a long wait and short telephone conversation with someone higher up, he was denied entry. Not even there a day, his mission to help the Russians with their nuclear reactor, Brock was returning home empty handed with nothing but smuggled, experimental Andro-get for Clay.
Just as his brother told him to do, he carefully wrapped the packets of testosterone supplements around his body. With so very many packets, thousands of packets, he had Andro-gel wrapped around his chest, his back, his stomach, his arms, and his legs. With still more testosterone supplement crème left to wrap, he wrapped them around him four more times. Looking much like the Michelin Man and as if he had gained some sixty pounds, luckily his oversized sweater covered the layers of duct tape. Still cool enough on April 26, 1986 to wear a coat, unable to even button his pants, he covered his unbuttoned, belted pants and smuggled goods beneath a long sweater and a trench coat.
Packing his bag to go home, with his hotel room in close proximity to the nuclear reactor, he was getting ready to leave just as the first nuclear explosion of released nuclear steam hit. Knowing full well what it was but not even having time to react, the second nuclear steam released explosion hit within a few seconds. Too late to do anything about Chernobyl now, he knew he was doomed. Too late to save himself even if he had a superfast car to drive, he knew he'd be dead. He didn't need to have two PhD's and be a nuclear physicist, a rocket scientist, or a mathematician to know that there was a nuclear meltdown and he was right there in the middle of it as it was unfolding.
Everything and everyone who weren't dead already would be infected and would soon die horrible deaths soon. With no warning and no sirens in the way that they did in the United States with the Three Mile Island partial nuclear meltdown in Pennsylvania on March 28, 1979, these were different times back then, especially in Russia. With the Nuclear Regulatory Commission just commissioned in 1975, many of their programs and safety systems weren't yet even operational.
To be continued...
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Having sex with a witch is better than having sex with a stripper, a call girl, your mother, or your mother-in-law.
"My place?"
He looked at her as if he was imagining what he thought he heard her say.
"Yes," she said running a slow tongue across her lips.
She gave him a sexy look that told him that he heard her correctly. Just to make sure that he didn't misunderstand her intentions, he asked the obvious question.
"For sex?"
He looked at her as if she was his dream woman or his worst nightmare. He had no idea which.
"Yes," she said.
Rolling the dice, taking the gamble, going all in, and going for broke, if she was going to kill him, what better way to die than to die in her arms while having sex with her?
"Wow," he involuntarily blurted as if he was a teenager getting laid for the first time. Actually, never having had sex with a witch before and not knowing what to expect, his mind was a myriad of sexual positions and possibilities.
"You do have somewhere to take me where you live and where we can have sex, don't you?" She looked at him and smiled her sexy grin. "You don't actually live in your car, do you?"
"Yes, no, of course, but what about your cat? We shouldn't leave him there. Should we go back to collect him?"
He turned to look at the cat that was no longer sitting on her car hood as if it was a life sized, feline, hood ornament.
"My cat? That's so nice of you worry about my pet but he's already here," she said turning to her cat sitting in the backseat. "Come to Mommy, Satan," she said. The cat jumped from the backseat to sit in her lap while staring at Robert with its big, yellow eyes.
Robert looked at the cat while wondering how in the Hell he could get in a car that had its doors and windows closed.
"Meow!"
More of a dog lover than a cat lover, feeling frightened by the cat, Robert remained silent while staring at her. Now figuring that she was a witch, a real witch, he didn't know what to do. Yet, she couldn't be a witch. How could she be a witch? There's no such thing as witches, is there?
Not that he's ever seen a witch before but he's never seen a witch who looks like her. It was Shakespeare who set the stage that all witches are evil and ugly when he wrote about the three witches in Macbeth. Witches are supposed to be ugly and scary like the Witch of the East in the Wizard of Oz. Yet, if all witches looked like Flora Radisson, he wouldn't be afraid of witches. Yet, then again, perhaps not all witches are bad.
There's the good and the beautiful witch who appeared in the Wizard of Oz, the Witch of the North. Hermione Granger of Harry Potter is a good witch. John Updike's novel, the Witches of Eastwick, all had good Rhode Island witches played in the movie by Cher, Susan Sarandon, and Michele Pfeiffer. In Homer's, The Odyssey, his witch, Circe, was a good witch albeit getting a bad rap for turning men into what they truly already are, pigs.
"You mentioned something about a promise and a curse," he said feeling nervously anxious to know what she meant.
"Yes, that bloody, forsaken curse. Ugh, that's going to haunt me for the rest of my days on Earth. Haven't you ever said something that you regretted when you were angry?" She looked at him as if she already knew all the answers to her questions and obviously she did. "Why do you ask about the promise and the curse?"
"Being that today is the fateful day of a curse that was made upon my family three hundred and twenty-one years ago, you're freaking me out, especially with your black cat suddenly appearing from out of nowhere," he said wanting to but not daring to pet the cat.
"Don't worry about the curse. The curse is practically over," she said waving a disinterested hand. "Besides, if you take the meaning figuratively instead of literally, the curse states that you will fall for me. You're the lawyer, counselor. Figure it out. You tell me. What does falling for me actually mean?"
"Sorry, I'm not following you," he said now more concerned with Satan staring at him than her staring at him.
"Falling for me could have a double meaning. It could mean you falling dead at my hands or it could mean you falling in love with me," she said cackling again.
If there was one thing that he didn't like about her, it was that damn cackle. How someone so beautiful could laugh so ugly was beyond his understanding of women, especially witches.
"Not even knowing how to respond to that, I don't even know your name and you're scaring me," said Robert. "I haven't even introduced myself."
Robert gave her a half smile along with a limp wristed handshake that she refused to accept.
"I apologize for scaring you. That wasn't my intention and there's no need for introductions Robert. I already know who you are. You're family's reputation precedes you," she said looking down at his offered hand and rejecting it with an upward lift of her nose.
Having met all kinds of people in court, he's never met anyone like her.
"Sorry, I don't understand," he said.
He looked at her in the way that he looked at a client to see if he was telling him the truth or lying.
"Sure you do. You mentioned it yourself about the curse. My name is Flora Radisson, the direct descendant of the witch Flora Radisson and you are Robert Hall, the direct descendant of Judge Robert Hall," she said as if purring with her cat. "Am I right?"
"Oh my God. Indeed you are the wicked witch who's going to—"
Panic attacked his being as if she was a tried and convicted murderess who had just escaped from prison and was out to get him.
"Yes, I'm going to make you fall for me," she said cackling again. "I'm not going to hurt you Robert, trust me, that is, unless you're into that sort of thing where you want me to whip you and discipline you while you're tied to your bed," she said with a dirty laugh. "As far as I'm concerned the curse is dead only—"
Dead? He didn't hear the curse is dead part. He only focused on the word dead.
"Only what?"
He stared at her looking at him before turning his attention back to the road.
"To break the curse, you must make love to me," she said leaning in her passenger seat to whisper in his ear while playing with his hair.
Make love to a witch? How does a mortal man, a normal man, albeit a very horny man, make love to a witch? All he could think of is her flying him around the world on a broomstick while making love at the pointy end of the broom handle.
"Make love to you? Seriously?"
Now he wished he had watched the Bewitched reruns instead of flipping by them to see how Darren made love to his wife, Samantha.
"Yes," she said blowing in his ear and with a hand positioned on his upper thigh.
"Seriously, is that what this is all about? You want me to make love to you? You're not going to kill me?"
"Yes," she said moving her fingertips closer to his cock and actually touching his emerging erection through his pants. "That's not to say that I still may kill you...if you don't give me an orgasm," she said cackling again.
She looked at him and smiled and with the cat purring and rubbing up against her shoulder, Satan looked as if he was smiling too.
"I can do that," he said squirming in the driver's seat and suddenly feeling pressured to sexually satisfy her.
"Unfortunately—"
"Unfortunately what? What? Tell me," said Robert beginning to hyperventilate. "Oh God, oh God. What is it now? I knew there was the other shoe. I knew this was too good to be true with you aggressively seducing me, wanting to go home to my place, and to have sex with me."
"Gees, calm down Bob," she said laughing. "Do you always get this excited when a woman propositions you for sex or is it the curse that you're more worried about?"
"You said unfortunately. I heard you say unfortunately. Unfortunately...unfortunately is bad. I've been an attorney long enough to know that unfortunately is always bad. Fortunately is good," he said with a look of horror on his face. "I happen to like fortunately. I always look forward before hearing what good news that fortunately brings. I hate anything that begins with unfortunately," he said hiding his face in his hands before remembering that he was driving the car and took hold of the wheel again.
"Take a breath and relax Robert. I'm not going to hurt you," she said again this time with a soft smile.
Robert took a big breath and let out a huge sigh of air before continuing.
"You said that I'd have to make love to you to break the curse. Okay, that's fine. I can do that but then you ended your solution to breaking the curse with unfortunately. Unfortunately what? Unfortunately if I don't give you an orgasm, you'll kill me? Is that it?"
"Unfortunately, you making love to me doesn't always work the first time," she said with a sinister smile while looking at her manicure as if she was suddenly bored with him.
"It doesn't? Oh God. Why not? I can assure you, never having a complaint, I'm a good lover," he said in his attempt to assure her that he could break the curse by making love to her and sexually satisfying her by giving her an orgasm with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock.
She patted his knee while smiling her assurance.
"If only judging you by your handsome outside appearance, I'm sure you are a very capable lover," she said. "Only, being that this curse goes back so very far, we may have to make love more than once for us to break the curse," she said.
Robert looked at her with as much sexual excitement as he did abject confusion.
"I see. Okay, I can do that," he said getting even more sexually excited before falling silent in thought. "How many times must we, I mean, should we make love?"
He looked at her as if he was making a plea deal with the prosecuting attorney.
"Several...dozens of...hundreds of times, perhaps even thousands of times," she said with a cackling laugh.
Thousands of times? Who makes love thousands of times? Not even married couples make love thousands of times, especially not married couples. The only people he knows who have made love thousands of times is Jack Nicholson and Cameron Diaz, separately and not with one another. One's a whoremonger and the other one is a whore.
"Seriously?" He looked at her as if she was crazy. He looked at her as if she was off of her anti-depressant medication. "You really expect me to make love to you thousands of times to break the curse?"
He looked at her while gulping down his feeling of sexual pressure.
"Listen here Bobby, I'm only trying to help you but if you don't want my help to break the—".
"I do. I do. I want your help. I really want your help. Please, just tell me what to do," he said.
"Even if we did make love thousands of times, the curse may still not break," she said with sadness.
"Oh God," he looked at her with panic. "Why not? I don't understand. How can I not break the curse if I made love to you thousands of times after you just said that I needed to make love to you thousands of times?"
He looked at her in disbelief.
"Calm down Robert," she said patting his knee again. "Sometimes to break the curse, in addition to making love to me, you must fuck me, really fuck me. You must really part my clam while pounding my pussy as if you're hitting the curse with a sledge hammer with the speed of a jack hammer."
Wow! Her words evoked the image of him moving up and down on her so fast that there was smoke coming out of her pussy before his cock caught fire. He looked at her, his Devil with the blue dress on, she was so beautiful. She was so sexy. Never had he ever seen a woman who looked like her.
"Wow," he said imagining fucking her, really fucking her, and parting her clam while pounding her pussy with his cock moving in and out and in and out with the speed of a jack hammer. "I can do that," he said nodding his head yes as if he needed that additional affirmation to convince her and himself that he was willing to do anything to break the curse, even if it meant that he had to fuck her hard and fast.
"Good," she said abandoning her manicure to look at him with her big, blue eyes.
"I can fuck you. I can really fuck you. I can part your clam and pound your pussy with the speed of a jack hammer while making love to you. Let me try," he said. "At least I'll die trying. At least I'll die happy," he said raising his voice as if cheering for his beloved Red Sox at Fenway Park.
"Alas..."
"Alas? Oh no, no alas," said Robert. "No, please don't say alas. I beg you not to say alas. Alas is just as bad if not worse than unfortunately. No one says alas anymore. What alas? Alas what?"
"Just as the curse states, the real way to break the curse is for you to fall in love with me, that is, unless you'd rather that I kill you. Truly, I'd much rather you fall in love with me than me having to kill you," she said with sorrow.
"Fall in love with you?" He looked at her as if she was wearing a white dress and holding yellow roses while walking down the aisle before his vision of her was transformed with her wearing a black dress and carrying dead flowers. "Eventually over time, I think that I could fall in love with you," he said with confidence. "Just look at you. You're so stunning. Who wouldn't fall in love with someone who looks like you?"
He smiled albeit nervously.
"Alas," she said again.
His face turned ashen. His heartbeat quickened and his pulse raced. He felt dizzy. He felt as if he was about to pass out while driving his beloved Mustang GT.
"Alas what now?"
Wishing she would tell him some good news for him to calm himself, as if he was a defendant waiting to hear a guilty or innocent verdict, he impatiently waited until she told him what the alas meant.
"I don't know how someone who looks like you could ever fall in love with someone who looks like me," she said.
Is that it? Is that the alas? Not as bad as he thought. If that's the alas, he could deal with that. All he needed to do was to assure her that he certainly could fall in love with her.
"Seriously Flora? Are you kidding me? Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately? You're drop dead gorgeous. You have the best body I've ever seen on a woman, bar none," he said suddenly pausing in silence with an unspoken thought.
He looked at her looking at him while a look of fear replaced his look of happiness.
"What?" She looked at him as if she knew what he was about to ask him.
"I was just wondering..."
"Wondering what?"
"Have you ever seen the movie, The Shining with Jack Nicholson and Shelley Duvall, the woman who played Olive Oyl in Popeye?"
"Of course I have. Just because I'm a witch doesn't mean that I don't watch movies," she said laughing. "Of course I've seen that movie. Who hasn't? I loved Jack Nicholson in the Witches of Eastwick," she said swooning while clutching her hands to her breasts before looking at him with curiosity. "Why did you ask if I've seen the Shining?"
She looked at him with curiosity.
"Because in that movie was a witch that Jack thought was a beautiful woman and—"
Then, she looked at him with insightfulness.
"Oh, and you think that I'm really not who you perceive me to be. Is that it? You think that I'm some old hag of a woman with long, stringy hair, and moles all over my body."
Hoping she didn't put a spell on him for him to think that she was way more beautiful than she was, he needed to know what he was dealing with before getting in bed with her naked.
"Well, actually, yeah. You could have put a spell on me to make me believe you are stunningly gorgeous," he said.
She looked at him as if he was a troubled child who needed motherly guidance.
"Answer me this Bob," she said. "Do you think that I put a spell on all of those horny men who drove by me on the road while leering, making sexual comments, and beeping their horns at me because I was wiggling my ass and showing them some leg? You saw how many men were staring at me. Did you think that they were under my spell too?"
Even with him being an attorney, unable to argue that, she did make a good point.
"Okay, okay, you're beautiful now but after I fall in love with you, will you change into the bitch that you really are?"
Oh, oh, he couldn't believe that he just called this witch a bitch. He silently prayed to God that he didn't piss her off to make her turn him into a toad or worse, a Republican.
"A bitch? Me change into a bitch? How could I possibly change into a bitch when I'm already a total bitch now to be sitting here with you in your car after three hundred and twenty-one years," she said.
"You do make a good point," he said contemplating her answer while falling silent. "Is that how old you really are, three hundred and twenty-one years?"
She smiled at him in the way that Gwen Close smiled at Michael Douglas in Fatal Attraction before trying to stab him to death.
"Don't be foolish Robert. I'm much older than that," she said cackling again.
Older than three hundred twenty-one years? How the Hell old is this woman? He could only imagine the musky aroma of a pussy that has aged for hundreds of years.
"How much older, a couple of years, decades, centuries?" He looked at her with renewed fright. "Go ahead. You can tell me. Nothing can top the fact that you're the witch Flora Radisson."
"Hasn't your mother taught you anything Robert? You never ask a woman her age and you never ask a woman her weight," she said punctuating her message with the point of her manicured index finger in his muscled chest with the attitude of a black diva.
"Sorry," he said. "I humbly withdraw my question. I'm content to believe that you are as hold as you look and you look thirty-something," he said met with an angry look. "I mean, twenty-something to me," he said this time met with a smile.
"For your information, let's just say that I wasn't born yesterday. A gross understatement," she said cackling. "In actuality, I am much older than three hundred and twenty-one years," she said tossing her flaming red hair and smiling.
Never having made love to an older woman, the cougar from Hell, she was the cougar to beat all other cougars.
"Wow! I bet you could tell me some things," he said. "I bet you could teach me some things."
He thought of all the unanswered historical questions that he had but decided just to concentrate his focus on having sex with her.
"You have no idea all the things that I can tell you and teach you," she said looking at him with her big, blue eyes while putting her hand on the bulge in his pants and allowing her fingertips to tease his cock through his pants. "Let's cut to the chase counselor. For you to break the curse, you not only must have sex with me but also you must fall in love with me. Moreover, for you to break the curse you not only must marry me but also you must give me a child."
Worse than death, as if his life as a bachelor had come to a tragic and sudden end, he looked at her with fright.
"Holy shit! Love, marriage, and a child? Talk about pressure," he said. "I just may have you kill me right here," he said making an ill-conceived joke, especially when the cat let out a low growl while lashing out with its claw.
The scariest sound he's ever heard in his life, he had no idea that cats can growl.
"I'm counting on you Robert," she said.
* * * * *
"Okay. Wait. So, lemme get this straight," said Robert looking back and forth from the road to look at her. "Not only do you want to have sex with me but also you want me to marry you and give you a child. Is that correct?"
He looked at her in stone, cold silence while waiting for her to answer.
"Yes, that's correct. That's what I said," she said.
Being that he was a lawyer and accustomed to finding legal loopholes, he tried to think of a loophole to avoid having sex with her, falling in love with her, marrying her, and giving her his child. Then, after he looked at her again, who wouldn't want to have sex with her, fall in love with her, marry her, and give her their child.



"Do I have a choice?"
Deep down, removing the pressure of him having to make the wrong decision, he hoped she'd say no and was relieved when she did.
"Choice?" She made a sour face as if she had a bad taste in her mouth. "There's no choices with curses. You've been cursed, not you personally but indirectly by me cursing your ancestor," she said.
"What or who are you?" He looked at her as if she was Michael Keaton playing Batman and he was a burglar being held in his hand before being dropped from a roof. "How can anyone still be alive after being burnt at the stake," he said looking at her with fright. "How can someone return after being dead or gone for three hundred twenty-one years? This can't be happening to me."
He looked at her as if he was dreaming and/or imagining her.
"I'm a witch silly. Duh? I can do things that you can't even understand," she said with a shrug. "Fortunately for you, in the way of your fairy godmother, I'm your good witch," she smiled while looking out the car window. "A friendly warning though, just don't get on my bad side," she gave him a look of evilness.
He looked at her as if she was one of the Witches of Eastwick who was about to make a doll in his image and put feathers on it before sticking him over and again with a needle.
"Seriously Flora, from all the men in the world, why would you want to marry me when you could have anyone? Yeah, you could marry someone richer, smarter, younger, brighter or—"
"I don't want anyone else. I don't want anyone but you. I chose you," she said squeezing his cock through his pants. "I want you. Having thought about this for three hundred and twenty-one years, I love you Robert."
Except for his crazy ex-girlfriend Cynthia who tried to set his condo on fire when she thought he was cheating on her because he was always working late, no one has ever said that they love him. Hoping he wasn't jumping from the frying pan in the fire, Flora would have to go a long way to be as crazy as was Cynthia.
"Love me?" He looked down at her hand squeezing his cock before focusing more on the road. He had an immediate erection to her touch and the harder he got the more she fondled his cock through the material of his trousers. "How can you love me when you don't even know me?"
"Oh, I know you. I know everything about you," she said. "I've been waiting for you for a very long time. You were meant for me," she said looking at him and smiling. "By the way, I shouldn't have to tell you this but, as a friendly warning, don't ever cheat on me with another woman," she removed her hand from his cock to examine her fingernails. "What I'd do to you and to her wouldn't be nice."
"Meow," said Satan sitting in the backseat again as if he was a wealthy cat being chauffeured around the city.
"But," said Robert, "and I hope you don't take this the wrong way Flora," he said looking from her back to the road.
Afraid to tell her for fear that she may turn him into an idiot or a Republican Congressman, he needed to be honest with her. Willing to suffer the consequence now, better now than later, maybe she'd be lenient with him.
"Yes? What is it?"
He paused in his indecision to tell her. Yet, figuring she already knew, he'd rather be open with her than to lead her on and lie to her.
"I don't love you," he blurted. "Please don't turn me into a frog. Please don't turn me into a Republican. Please don't hurt me. Please don't kill me."
She surprised him when she laughed a normal human laugh instead of her witchy cackling laugh.
"Robert you watch way too many movies. Do you believe everything that you see on the big screen? I have powers but I don't have superpowers. All that I have are from my potions, spells, and curses. I am nothing without my knowledge learned from my big, black book and all the things that I've seen through my crystal ball," she said.
"Sorry, forget that I said that I don't love you. I do love you, I think. I could love you, one day," he said.
He looked at her with fear while she looked at him with love.
"I'm not going to hurt you Robert. I can never hurt the one that I love," she said feeling his erection through his pants again that had suddenly gone soft with his fright. "Even if you don't feel love for me now, you will. All that I need to do for you to fall in love with me if to kiss you. I love you."
She unzipped him and moved her hand inside of his pants to take hold of him and to pull out his flaccid cock.
"Gees, Flora, what are you doing? I'm an officer of the court. This is my neighborhood. This is where I live," he said struggling to remove his cock from her clutches. "Someone may see you."
"Don't you want me to suck you a little bit? I can make you feel better," she said running a slow tongue across her red, full lips. "I can elicit the passion that you'll need now to fuck the Hell out of me later."
"I'm sure that you can. I don't doubt that at all," he said looking from her, down to her hand, and back to the road, "but not now and certainly not here in public. I'm nearly home. Can't you wait just a little longer to elicit the passion that I need to fuck the Hell out of you later?"
* * * * *
Robert drove home with Flora and Satan. Still unsure if she was going to kill him, turn him into something, or just make love to him, he trusted her enough to believe that the curse would soon be dead once he made love to her. Not wanting to impregnate her, at least until he fell in love with her and married her, he wondered if he had any condoms at the house.
As soon as he unlocked, opened, closed his front door, and reached around to turn off his alarm, she turned to him and kissed him in a way that he's never been kissed before. An amazing first kiss, he heard bells. He heard music. He felt more than just sexual desire and lustful passion for her. He felt love. He was in love with Flora. How can this happen?
In less than a minute, just as was stated in her curse, "I'll whisper my words in his ear. For me, your kin will fall. His name is Robert Hall," he fell for Flora.
Is him falling in love with her from the curse? If it was, he didn't care. Having never felt love for a woman before, not even for his beloved Cynthia, especially for his beloved Cynthia, he was in love with Flora now. With just one kiss, he was in love with her. He loved her. He loved Flora.
"Take off your clothes," she said. "I haven't had sex in three hundred twenty-one years."
Scaring him that someone could go more than three centuries without sexual satisfaction when he couldn't go more than a day without masturbating himself, he looked at her with frightful trepidation.
"Wouldn't you like something to drink first?"
Trying to think what a witch would drink, he tried to think what he had in the house to serve her. Being that she has red hair and is a witch, perhaps her preferred drink is a Red Witch cocktail. Only, he didn't have any Pernod, blackcurrant cordial, or cider in the house.
Maybe she drinks Black Magic Shooters but he didn't have any coffee liqueur either. Aha! How about a Witch's Moon, but he didn't have Amaretto or Grand Mariner either. If only he had some pumpkin spice liqueur he could make her a Pumpkin Patch Witch. Unfortunately, in addition to Grand Mariner, he'd never peach Schnapps and champagne to make her a Glenda the Good Witch drink. If only he had Kahlua he could make her a Witch's Tit. Perfectly appropriate for her, if only he had white rum and black Sambuca, he could make her a Wet Witch.
"Nothing for me," she said.
"I have beer," he said. "How about a nice, cold beer with a slice of lemon?"
She gave him an annoyed look and leered at him as if he was crazy.
"No alcohol for me thanks. Alcohol interferes with my spells and conjuring," she said with a feigned and impatient smile. "I just want to see you naked," she said putting her finger to her lips in the way that Samantha in Bewitched put her finger to her nose.
Good God, the witch wants to see me naked. He couldn't help but think that she wanted to cut off his cock or remove her testicles in the way that so many politicians don't have any testicles needed to get anything done in Washington.
"I have cheese and crackers that I could—"
As if there was a storm brewing in his living room resplendent with a black cloud and lightning and thunder, she told him what she wanted.
"Fuck me Robert! Make me your witchy bitch," she said loud enough to make the house shake. "Now get naked."
Not even having to wiggle her nose in the way that Samantha had to in Bewitched, as soon as she said that, as if he was dreaming it, he was standing there naked.
"How did you do that?"
He looked down at himself before looking up at her.
"I'm a witch dummy. I can do anything," she said with a shrug. "Later, after we have sex, I'll have Chinese food delivered without even having to call them," she said with a smile. "Do you want me to get naked too?"
Not wanting her to spoil his sexy fun, he'd rather slowly undress her than to have her suddenly appear before him naked in the way that he appeared before her naked.
"Actually, I'm kind of an old fashioned romantic. If you don't mind, I'd rather undress you while kissing you," he said.
He couldn't wait to see what she looked like beneath her clothes.
"Whatever floats your boat," she said. Availing herself to his horny hands and hungry lips, she stepped closer to him. "So long as you give me hot sex, I want you to fuck me in the way you've never fucked anyone before."
Feeling conspicuous standing there naked, nonetheless, he took her in his arms and kissed her. Kissing and kissing her, he felt her breasts through her blue dress and bra.
"With your beautiful red hair and big, blue eyes, I bet you'd look as great in a red dress and as sexy in a green dress as you do in this blue dress."
As if she was a chameleon able to instantly change the colors of her skin to match her surroundings, she changed the color of her dress from blue to red to green.
"Which color do you prefer?"
"Blue. You look so hot in that royal blue dress," he said thinking of the song again, Devil with the Blue Dress, Blue Dress on.
Then, in a blink of an eye, her dress, her bra, and her panties magically disappeared. With her long, red hair barely covering her big breasts, she was naked.
To be continued...
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Mom takes a walk on the wild side when she bumps into a surprise guest at a swingers' dance.
Jennifer looked over the crowd of people while scoping out where she'd sit. Trying to count how many people were in attendance, she gave up counting after counting more than two hundred. Easily double that number, there must be more than four hundred people assembled in one large ballroom. She didn't want to sit with just anyone. Using the seating arrangements as her way to meet someone that may interest her, she surveyed the room, the people, and the tables.
Not yet knowing the winners from the losers and the more popular swingers from the least popular players, she figured sitting at the right table was the best way to attract the most attention. Sometimes difficult to tell a beautiful person from a not so beautiful person, a 50/50 percentage of getting it right, half of the swingers were in Halloween costume and half weren't. Most of the beautiful people, no doubt, not wanting to ruin their sexual image by covering their body with a costume and their face with a mask, weren't wearing costumes. Undecided if she was going to wear a costume or not, being that this was her first time attending such an outrageously sexual event, nonetheless the best way for her to hide her true, down to Earth, soccer Mom identity, she was glad she dressed in costume.
While in costume, feeling as if she was in disguise should she happen upon someone she knew, she felt more part of the group than she did being the swinging novice that she was. Compared to the others who, no doubt, have had sex with so many swingers and with her only having sex with just one man, her unfaithful husband, that is, not counting the blowjob that she gave her son, ripe for the taking, she was a virgin, so to speak. Yet with her husband having unprotected sex and fucking every available hole, having cheated on her throughout their marriage, she may as well as had sex with the world. Even though she closed her eyes to his indiscretions, once she suspected his infidelity, she insisted he wear a condom whenever they had sex. He obliged her once by donning a condom, but that was the last time they had sex.
As if hiding and hoping to make herself feel separated from her old identity of mother and housewife, a mind altering transformation, being in costume made her feel like someone else. Being at a swingers dance made her feel special, sexual, sexy, and one of the in crowd. Feeling alive, she felt young again. Moving to the beat of the music and while dressed in her wench's costume, she felt like a swinger. Yet with the danger of being found out a reality, hoping not to be recognized, she looked to see if she recognized anyone. Hiding in the corner or up against the wall, she tried to remain obliviously anonymous. Yet difficult to do with what she was wearing and with her big tits spilling out of her top, she needed to blend but all the men were noticing her, even some women were staring at her too.
Should she bump into someone she knew, God forbid, someone from work, she wondered how she'd explain herself being there. Making her life impossibly difficult, she'd be so embarrassed if she bumped into someone she knew, someone from her neighborhood or someone from her past. Yet, if she was here at a swingers' Halloween costume party, they were here too. Only, making matters worse, she wasn't here with her husband. An unescorted and vulnerable woman at a swingers' Halloween party looking for sex, she was alone. Now that she thought about it, with her husband always disappearing for long periods of time, nothing new, she's been alone throughout her entire marriage.
Nonetheless her being accustomed to be so alone and so lonely, she wished she had come clean and told Michael that she wasn't drunk and that she was fully aware that she blew him. Figuring that would blow his mind, his mother deliberately sucking his cock, she wondered what he'd say if he knew that she purposely sucked him. She wondered what he'd do if he knew that she was deliberately flashed him her naked body. Now she wished she had invited him to the Swingers' Halloween Dance.
Armed with that information that she willingly sucked her son's cock, she wondered if he would have accepted her invitation to the open sex party. Yet, here at a swinger' party, it wasn't her son that she wanted to have sex with but with a stranger or strangers. Feeling encumbered, perhaps had she invited her son and had he accepted her invitation, he would have been an interference, an inconvenience, and a constant thorn in her side.
Been there and done that with her husband being in the way of her pursuing a sexual relationship with someone, she didn't want to experience that with her son should she meet a man who interested her. Perhaps after she tested the sexual waters by becoming a swinger herself, maybe her lust for her son would be over or maybe her incestuous lust for her son would be just beginning. Uncomfortable with all of these swinging people and with no one to talk to, she wished Michael was there with her to pave the way if only with introductions. She wondered how the other swingers would accept her knowing that she was there with her son or maybe she wouldn't or shouldn't tell them that he was her son but just some young, hot, hard cock. No doubt, if he was there with her now, thinking that this was all so funny, they'd spend their time together laughing at some of the sexually outrageous costumes.
Looking for a man to give her hot sex, she wanted to suck some stranger's prick after he fucked her silly and gave her an orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. Her husband had no idea she was at a swinger's dance and, as far as she was concerned, with all the dirty deeds he's kept from her in his sordid sexually past, he never needed to know. If only he knew she was at a swingers' dance looking for sex, she wondered what he'd say. Boy, he'd be so pissed at her if he knew that she was looking to have sex with another man. He'd be so pissed at her if he knew she's already sucked her son. If only he knew that their son ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed, she wondered what he'd say.
A convenient albeit coincidental story she made up at the spur of the moment and that was inspired to use as her excuse when an old friend called her, her husband thought she was spending the night with a sick friend. Besides, with her not there babysitting her husband, God only knows what he was doing and with whom he was doing it. Maybe if this Halloween party was a success, she'll attend the upcoming Christmas dance too. Nonetheless, suddenly having the frightening thought, it would be awkwardly funny if she bumped into her husband and his lover. Already thinking of a response for her being there, she'd just tell him that she followed him here.
She watched people greeting one another as if they've known them for years and haven't seen them in a long time. Obviously in the way they were grouped off and separated from the others, peppered along the wall and congregating in the corners of the room to give them the best vantage point to view the crowd of swingers, they seemed like such a clicky albeit fun loving and sexual group. Nonetheless, it was easy to pick out the winners from the losers, the ones she'd love to sit with and the ones she wouldn't even bother to make their acquaintance.
The winners were the beautiful people. Being that she wasn't an official swinger yet, even though she could be deemed a beautiful person, she felt somewhere in the middle between the losers and the winners. Feeling like the odd one out, it appeared that most of the people already knew one another. Now that she was here, now that she was ready to do something so very nasty with a complete stranger, oddly enough, she wanted to leave and go home.
Never a wallflower before, shyly reserved and modestly moral when comparing herself to the rest of them, she felt like a wallflower now. She looked for those who didn't fit in, those non-conformist, those she imagined felt just as she felt being at her first swinger dance. Only the ones who were separated from the beautiful people were the ones who weren't very attractive and/or just plain weird. She was hot and they were not.
Not wanting to be stuck socializing with them, she wanted to be part of the hip, attractive crowd. If she was going to the trouble of having swinging sex, why not have sex with a handsome man instead of a fat overweight, balding man with missing teeth? Not wanting to have sex with someone who looked like her husband, no thank you, she already had that at home. Needing some excitement in her life, she wanted to have hot sex with a hot man.
Whenever she felt awkwardly uncomfortable and self-consciously conspicuous, she felt more relaxed by the stares of the men accepting her as one of their own. With most of her C cup breasts on display, but for her areolas and nipples and with the rest of her shapely body covered by tight, formfitting clothes that left little to the imagination, she looked hot in her wench's outfit. Actually, as soon as she leaned forward in her peasant blouse, in the same way that Tiffany was so exposed in the porn movie, her areolas and her nipples were clearly visible to anyone who was looking and seemingly all the men and even some women were looking.
For the first time in a long time feeling so sexy, she felt wanted, desired, and appreciated for being a beautiful woman. Even though she was at a swingers' dance where everyone was sexual, she felt special. Nonetheless, with her motherly modesty raising its ugly head, she felt wicked that she was showing her tits to so very many men and women. Nonetheless her imagined wickedness, she loved knowing that she was sexually teasing so many men.
* * * * *
She ordered a drink at the bar and walked off with her drink to stand in the corner to watch people interacting with one another. She wasn't worried about getting a table just yet. She was early and there were plenty of empty tables still available. Obviously, fashionably late, most of the beautiful people wouldn't arrive until much later than the early bird crowd who were already all mostly there now. She figured most of the "in" crowd appeared an hour or two after the Halloween party started and an hour or two before the orgy room opened.
Not much of a drinker, the one drink she had worked its magic to relax her. Wishing she had someone to dance with, she swayed to the music. Maybe a man seeing that she was alone would ask her to dance but most of the men in attendance were with someone, their wives or their girlfriends. Definitely there were more couples in attendance than there were singles. The admission fee for couples was $50, women were free, and single men had to pay $75.
A lot of competition, there seemed to be more single women than there were single men. As if she was just another woman at a whorehouse, the single people lined the walls in the way she was doing while watching everyone else talking, laughing, drinking, and having fun. Being that all of the single people were young, she wondered if the single people were there to participate in threesomes or were there for a husband to watch his wife or girlfriend with another woman or man before joining in too.
Having never been with a woman, she didn't know if she could have sex with a woman. She hoped having sex with a woman wasn't a prerequisite and required before she was deemed an official swinger. Other than to talk, laugh, and go shopping with women, she preferred men. Nervous being here, having married the man who impregnated her on her Prom night when she was 18-years-old, she's never been with another man intimately. Her 23-year-old son was the first time she sucked anyone other than her husband. Feeling guilty as much as she felt sexually excited that she blew her son, she had mixed feelings about having sex with her son again.
One of the reasons why she decided to have some sexy, uninhibited fun at a Halloween swingers party was because her husband always cheated on her while she remained the faithful, loving wife sitting at home. Secondly, far enough away from home for her to remain anonymous, no one knew her here. With two now playing that extramarital sex game, she always thought about having a sexy, sexual affair but never really knew how to go about having a dalliance. She sometimes fantasized about another man giving her hot sex, but not ready to be picked up by a stranger at the bar, she was uncomfortable with the thought of having sex with a strangers. Other than her neighbors' husbands and the husbands' of her friends, she didn't know another man who'd give her all that she wanted and all that she needed. Now that she was here at the swingers' dance, this was the perfect way for her to have some hot, sexual fun.
Then, having had the thought before, she thought about it again. Wouldn't it be funny, embarrassing actually, if she ran into her husband at a swingers' dance with his date, some young, sexy thing with tits bigger than her IQ. She'd kill him but how would she respond to her being there and looking for sex too? She could say that she overheard him making plans. She could say that she followed him here and wore the costume because it was a Halloween party. She could say that this was her way to discover the truth of his unfaithfulness by catching him in the act.
Other than to hang out at a bar and be picked up by some stranger, the swingers dance was the only way that she thought she could live out her sexual fantasy of sucking and fucking some man without having any complications and/or repercussions of an angry, jealous wife or girlfriend. She looked across the room at a couple of young studs. Not her type at all, yet, one of them reminded her of her son. One of them was tall enough and good looking enough to sub for her son should she want to live out her sexual fantasy of having hot, incestuous sex with her son.
Rather than having to seduce her son again, she wouldn't mind having sex with his young, hard bodied, beautiful boy of a man. She wouldn't mind having mindless sex with a hot, young, hard body instead of having sweaty, five minute sex with an overweight, bald, sweating all over her man. No doubt, while having sex with this young dude, she'd imagine having sex with her son. He looked more than a little like Michael actually.
"Mom?"
Should she have sex with someone like him, if only to give herself something to masturbate over later when she was home alone and horny again, but would some young, hard bodied, young man want to have sex with her, a woman old enough to be his mother? Being that most man fantasize over having sex with their mothers, probably he would agree to have sex with her. If not wanting to have sex with his mother, why else is he here?
"Mom?"
She imagined asking the young man back to her room. She imagined him kissing her and stripping her naked. She imagined having sex with him in the way that she imagined having sex with her son. She imagined him giving her an orgasm with his finger, his tongue, and his big, hard, young cock.
"Mom?"
As if hearing her son's voice in her head, she imagined hearing Michael's voice and when she did she imagined Tiffany sucking Robert, her son's cock in that porn movie and in the way that she sucked Michael's cock when pretending she was drunk. No harm, no foul, the best of both worlds, here it was okay for her to have hot sex with a man nearly half her age. Only, after hearing Michael's voice in her ear, she couldn't stop thinking about her son. Not at all feeling guilty taking sexual advantage of her son, she was sexually excited. Wishing he was here with her now, she'd have sex with him if he was.
"Mom?"
With the music and so many people talking all at the same time, wondering if she was hearing things, she turned to the imagined voice behind her see her son standing there in a Chippendale costume.
"Michael?" Embarrassed that he had a clear down blouse view of her breasts, she put a hand up to close her blouse. "What you doing here?"
"I could ask you the same question. What are you doing here at a swingers' dance Mom? Where's Dad?" He looked at her looking at him before scanning the crowd to look for his father. "I had no idea you two were swingers."
"Dad? You're father isn't here. I'm alone," she said. "Actually, we're not swingers and I'm not a swinger either."
He looked at her in a way that he's never looked at her before. As if given permission to have sex with her because she was here at a swingers' dance, he looked at her as if she was available.
"Alone? I don't understand? Why are you here alone?"
She bit her lip in her awkward anticipation with what she'd say to her son. Now that her cover was blown, her excuse that she was babysitting a sick friend would quickly be discerned as a lie.
"We need to talk Michael but not here. I have a room. Let's go there for privacy."
With sexual lust taking hold of his face, he looked at her as if she was propositioning him for sex.
"You have a room?"
"Yes," she said feeling uncomfortably guilty.
"Why do you have a room?" He looked at her as if he was jealous. "Where you hoping to get lucky?" He laughed but by the look on his face he was serious.
As if he was undressing her with his eyes and as if he had already imagined her naked, he asked her another question that she had difficulty answering.
"No, I figured I'd have a little too much to drink and wouldn't be able to drive home," she said embarrassed to confess the real reason to her son that she was hoping for sex with some stranger.
"Mom? I don't understand? How can you do this to Dad?"
A typical guy, after all the times her husband has cheated on her, she couldn't believe that he was siding with his father rather than with her.
"Michael please. I don't want to make a scene. Let's go to my room and talk."
She escorted her son to her room but instead of talking, as soon as she closed the door, he took her in his arms and kissed her. Nothing like the kiss a son gives to his mother, he forced his tongue in her mouth while feeling her big tits through her peasant blouse.
"Michael!"
Unable to push him away, not wanting to push him away, she swooned with his kiss. Unable to resist him, she returned his passion with hers.
"I want you mother," he said kissing her again and again.
She looked at him looking at her in the way that she was looking at him.
"Michael. No, you mustn't. This is wrong. This is incest," she said turning her away while pushing him away.
As if he knew something that she didn't know, he surprised her with his next question.
"Did you not think it was incest when you were sucking my cock?"
Stunned, he floored her. He knew. That little bastard knew that she blew him.
"Pardon?" She looked at him with shock. "What are you talking about?"
Deny, deny, and deny, she wasn't ready to give him the self-satisfaction that she wanted him as much as he wanted her. She was his mother and not some barroom slut that he'd take home for a one night stand.
"Did you not think it was incest when you were sucking my cock?" Word for word, he repeated himself while waiting for her to answer his question.
Denying that she did blow her son, she played the innocent mother card.
"I did no such thing," she said. "In your dreams and sexual fantasies perhaps but I'd never suck my own son's prick," she said flushed by the thought so sucking her son again.
"You thought I'd think you were drunk but I didn't smell any alcohol on your breath," he said with snidely. "You knew it was my cock and not Dad's cock that you were sucking. I know you did mother so there's no sense denying that you didn't deliberately and willingly blow me."
In between a rock and a hard place with her pretense exposed, what does she do now that he knows? Alone in a hotel room with her son at a Swingers' Halloween dance, she may just admit her ruse as there was no way that she could protest her guilt when she wasn't innocent.



"Okay, okay, so I blew you. I sucked my son's cock. I admit that I blew you but that was just a onetime thing, my moment of weakness. I was so horny because your father, with him having so many women on the side, never touches me anymore. The only man I've ever been intimate with before I sucked you, it's been a long time since I've had sex. I was so horny," she said moving away from him to sit on the bed. "The reason why I came here to a swingers' dance was because I'm so lonely and knowing it was wrong for me to start an incestuous relationship with my son, I was hoping to satisfy my need for sex with a stranger."
"I've been thinking about that night ever since," he said taking her hand in his and putting her hand on his cock. "It was so exciting to see your naked body. It was so exciting for me to stick my hand down your open nightgown top to feel your tits. Then, when you willingly took my cock in your hand and accepted me in your mouth, I couldn't believe it when you allowed me to cum in your mouth and swallowed."
She looked at her hand before looking up at him. Not wanting to move her hand away, curious where this would go, even though she knew full well what would happen, she could feel his prick pushing against her palm. As soon as he put her hand there, his cock pulsated.
"You mustn't tell your father that I sucked you Michael," she said taking his hand in hers.
"I won't," he said seemingly enjoying having something over his mother.
"You mustn't tell your father that you saw me here at a swingers' dance," she said pleading him with her eyes.
"Don't worry. I won't. Your secret is safe with me," he said putting her hand on his cock through his pants.
"How'd you know I'd be here?"
She pulled her hand away from him but wishing that he'd kiss her again, she was ready to have sex with her son. She wished he'd stick his big hand down her top and feel her breasts while fingering her nipples in the way he did before. If he pulled out his cock in the way that he emerged in the living room naked that night, in the horny and submissive way that she felt right now, especially after having just one glass of wine and after watching all of the swingers interacting with one another, she'd suck him. A mother having sex with her own son in the privacy of her hotel room, what's wrong with her to do that? Yet, even different than when she pretended that she was sucking her husband and not her son, because she was attending a swingers' function with her son, they having sex seemed okay.
"I overheard you making the hotel reservations," he said. "Putting two and two together when I saw the flyer you threw away in the trash, I followed you here." He looked at her no doubt for her reaction. "Now that we're here and now that you have a room, we should make the best of it," he said giving her a long, lustful look.
"What do you mean?" She looked at him with innocence while knowing exactly what he meant.
"We can pretend that we're lovers instead of mother and son," he said moving her hand on his cock through his pants again that pulsated against her palm. She took hold of his cock through his pants with her fingers and when she did, breaking his thought, he looked down at her hand before continuing to talk. "Then, later, after the dance is over, well, we'll see how far you're willing to go with your Halloween masquerade."
She smiled as if already giving him the answer to his question.
"Now that we're here, with both of us knowing what we want, why leave the room to have sex with strangers when it's one another that we really want?"
She lowered her peasant blouse to expose most of her naked breasts to her son."
"Mom, you're not wearing a bra," he said acting surprised when, no doubt, he already knew that she was braless.
"Wenches don't wear bras," she said looking down at her exposed breasts before looking back up at her son. "Do you like my tits?"
"I adore your big tits," he said.
"Let's get naked," he said lifting her peasant blouse up and off. "Let's pretend we're not mother and son but a handsome man who met a sexy woman at the swingers' Halloween costume party."
To be continued...



        

  
    Family Secrets, I Know All Ch. 07
  
  Family Secrets, I Know All Ch. 07

        Erin and Brett both lusting over Susan, clear the air.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/family-secrets-i-know-all-ch-07

Title: Family Secrets, I Know All Ch. 07

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Erin and Brett both lusting over Susan, clear the air.

Tags: incestuous sex, sexual taboo, forbidden sex, incest, sex with relatives, sister and brother sex, blowjob, threesome, brother and sister sex, cunnilingus

Series: Family Secrets, I Know All


I'd like to thank Steven for giving me the inspiration to write this story.
With Erin and her brother Brett both lusting over Susan, they clear the air.
As if Susan was an important part of an invited threesome to watch them having sex, instead of an uninvited intruder, when she left Erin's room, even though brother and sister were still naked, the sexual energy left the room with her. Weird that there was plenty of sexual energy before Susan arrived unannounced but as if she turned off a light switch with her departure, the sexual, incestuous lust was gone. Obviously more thinking about eating, fingering, and licking Susan's pussy, Brett lost interest in eating, fingering, and licking his sister's pussy.
Besides, thinking that they were alone in the big house before and now with Susan in the house and down the hall in her bedroom, Brett felt uncomfortably embarrassed. It was there dirty, little, incestuous secret, Erin wanting to have sex with her brother as much as he wanted to have sex with his sister. Now that he knows that she likes to watch, maybe she likes to listen too. In the way that he's listened to his mother and father having sex, he didn't feel comfortable having Susan listening to him having sex with his sister. It was one thing for him to eavesdrop on others, but he didn't want someone eavesdropping on him.
Feeling as if he was cheating on his beloved Susan by having sex with his sister, Erin, he felt that she may be in her room and at her door listening to them having sex. With his sister's bedroom door closed, too creepy, for all he knew Susan could be outside Erin's bedroom door in the hall listening to all that they say and all that they do. Not wanting to make a sound, wanting to have silent sex, an impossible thing to do when having sex with his vocal sister, he didn't want Susan knowing what they were doing and overhearing what they were saying. Something that he was so careful not to be found out doing before, now with Susan knowing his secret, his secret, incestuous affair with his sister was no longer a secret.
Not able to pass the test of someone else's scrutiny, now with someone else knowing his sexy secret, he felt perverted. He felt nasty. He felt compelled to deny should Susan tell his parents that he had sex with his sister. Something he didn't feel bad about before, he felt as if he was doing something wrong in having incestuous sex with his sister now.
As far as Erin was concerned, she seemed unfazed by Susan's surprise intrusion. If anything, more sexually aroused than bothered by her watching them having sex, it was obvious that she didn't care that Susan was in the house, was within earshot of hearing them having sex, or sitting in Erin's bedroom watching them having sex. If anything, now knowing that Susan was there listening, appreciating the unplanned audience, instead of trying to be quiet, she'd yell and scream her orgasmic pleasure, perhaps for the sake of sexually arousing Susan.
Obviously Erin didn't care that Susan knew that she was having sex with her brother. No doubt one day soon, she'd use Susan catching her having sex with her brother as her justifiable excuse to seduce Susan too. Being that she's already seen Erin naked and appeared to be enamored with her naked body, it's only a small step to them having a lesbian affair. In the way that Susan watched him having sex with his sister, he wondered if they'd allow him to watch them having sex with one another. Just as he'd love to watch Erin licking Susan's pussy, he'd love to watch Susan licking Erin's pussy.
His sister was such a slut, she'd do every sexual thing. Man or woman, she'd do anyone. Only, he didn't know that she swung both ways until he saw the way she was looking at Susan, the same sexy way that Susan was looking at her. Nonetheless Susan's interruption, wanting to get something more out of this incestuous session than sexual frustration, Brett looked at his sister as if she was just another whore he picked up and accompanied her home.
Seemingly, even though he loved his sister and lusted over his sister, he no longer respected his sister for having sex with so very different men, not that he ever respected her. Bad enough she was a slut, a whore, and an incestuous pig, she was a bitch. It's funny how even though he was all of those things too, he still positioned himself higher up on his imaginary pedestal when his sister was no longer perched on his pedestal.
"Blow me," he said to Erin. Perhaps he wanted his sister to blow him while he imagined it was Susan blowing him. "Suck my cock," he said kneeling on her bed and with his stiff prick so very close to her lips. Moving closer to her, he positioned his engorged cock by her mouth.
As if she wanted to suck him, she stared at his cock for a long moment before looking up at him with a look that told him that she was going to be difficult.
"No," she said. "I'm not going to suck you Brett. I won't do that. Sorry. Get that thing out of my face," she said appearing as if she was going to grab his cock but instead slowly swatting it away with her hand as if she couldn't help herself from touching it.
Even though she seemingly rejected him, he saw how she looked at his cock. It was obvious that he sexually excited her when he stuck his big, hard prick in her face. Maybe she likes being forced and taken. Maybe that's her thing. Maybe this whole thing is just a game to her. Maybe she wants him to force her so that, should she be discovered having sex with her brother by her parents, she can blame him.
"It was all his fault," he imagined her saying while crying crocodile tears and blaming him for having his forbidden way with his sister. "He forced me to have sex with him."
He didn't care if she blamed him for having sex with her. It didn't matter if his parents were angry at him for forcing himself upon his sister. Now that he was in her bedroom and she was naked too, the important thing now was that she suck him. Feeling so horny and so sexually frustrated, he need to cum in his sister's mouth.
"C'mon Erin. I'm horny. I need to cum," he said. "Let me cum in your mouth. Please?"
She played her part as the innocent sister, as if forced to have sex with her incestuous brother. With their incestuous romance seemingly doomed and over when it only just started, she looked at him with distain. She looked at him as if he had forced himself in her room and forced himself upon her when she was the one who invited him in her room. Quite obviously, she invited him in her room not to talk but, with her having ulterior, sexual motives, she invited him in her room for sex.
She was the one who asked to see his cock. As if she's never seen a cock before, she was the one who stared at his cock in the way that he stared at her tits. She was the one who wanted to measure his cock. She was the one who was eager to strip off her clothes to show her brother her naked body. She was the one who wanted him to cum in a God damn measuring cup instead of cumming in her mouth with her swallowing his cum. Obviously, with her as wicked and as horny as he was, she wanted him as much as he wanted her. Yet, had he not left her room to get the measuring cup, he'd still be eating his sister. Had Susan not entered Erin's bedroom on the pretense of watching them having sex, they'd be having sex right now instead of all of this back and forth nonsense with him begging her for a blowjob.
"Go ask Susan to suck you," said Erin with spite. "In the way she was staring at your cock, maybe she'll blow you."
Filled with sexual arousal by the thought of beautiful Susan sucking his cock, he was there now naked with his naked sister and not with Susan. Being that she was the one there at their little incest party, so to speak, she was the one that he wanted. He looked at her with a face full of sexual frustration and she looked at him with a face full of jealousy, no doubt that he lusted over Susan when he was naked and while having sex with her.
"You said you'd suck my cock if I ate your pussy and I just ate your pussy," he said wiping more of her vaginal secretions from his face. "That was the deal we had. I kept my end of the bargain and I expect you to keep your end of the bargain too. Now it's your turn to keep your end of the deal by sucking my cock," he said holding his cock in his hand and lifting it as if presenting it to her.
He smelled of his sister. He wreaked of her. Her scents were all over his naked body, her hair spray, her perfume, and her sexual smell. A mixture of musk, lemon, and floral scents, it wasn't an unpleasant aroma but an erotically arousing one. If anything, he liked the smell of her.
He could still taste her on his lips, on his tongue, and in his mouth. He smelled of sex and feeling like the sexual animal that he was, he liked the smell. The smell of her pussy made him feel like a man who just had his way with his sister, something that men have done since the beginning of time. Even though his sister was so very bitch, he loved the sound of her voice. She had a musical voice and if he ever was to marry, he'd want a woman who sounded like his sister.
"What I said Brett was that I'd suck your cock after you gave me an orgasm," she said with conviction as if she was a Philadelphia lawyer grilling him on the witness stand.
How dare she go back on her word to blow him when he did all that he could to sexually please her and sexually satisfy her? Yet, comparatively speaking, with all the sexual experience she had and the sexual experience that he didn't have, obviously she was too much woman for him. The bitch that she was, she looked at him as if she hated him for not sexually satisfying her. The bitch that she was, in the way that she arranged this agreement that he had to give her an orgasm before she blew him, she could have been a sexual lawyer asking him to sign here, here, and here, and initial there, before undressing to give her brother hot sex.
"C'mon Erin. Don't be like that," he said.
She looked at him and gave him that smile that she gives when she's right.
"Did you give me an orgasm? No. Did you make me cum? No. You were more interested in staring between Susan's legs at her panties while she touched herself than paying sexual attention to me," she said with attitude. "When I was on the verge of cumming, you were more interested in Susan than in me, your own sister," she said pointing her finger of accusation at him.
Sitting there silently while staring at one another, she tossed back her hair with a flip of her head and put it all in place with a practiced hand as if she was her own personal hairstylist. Obviously knowing how much watching her toss back her hair in that way aroused him because he told her, no doubt she was teasing him now. It was no secret that Erin was jealous that her brother wanted Susan over her. Apparently sexually frustrated that her brother abandoned eating her pussy without giving her an orgasm, not sucking his cock was her payback. Payback was a bitch and she was such a bitch to tease him by saying no to giving him a blowjob when she was saying yes by still sitting in her bed naked while staring at his cock.
"C'mon, Erin. Suck my cock. Please. I'm horny," he said stroking himself before leaning close enough to his sister to gently slide his prick across her lips as if he was teasing her with something sweet to eat.
Touching his cock again with her hand, she pushed him away by pushing against his cock when she could have pushed him away with her hand against his stomach, his chest, or his shoulder instead of on his cock. Brett figured that if she wasn't interested in his cock, she wouldn't be touching his cock again and again on the pretense of pushing him away. As if enticing her with his prick, he continued slowly masturbating himself while his sister watched. If she wasn't still interested in him and in his cock, surely she'd have no interested in watching him masturbate himself. Yet, obviously, if only by her continued stare, he was convinced that she still wanted him and still wanted to suck him. With all that he was doing in teasing her with his big prick, he hoped she'd lean forward, open her mouth, and take him inside.
Surely, in the horny state that he was in, still masturbating himself but a little quicker, if she wasn't going to blow him, needing a relief, he was ready to give his sister a cum bath. He was ready to cum all over his sister's face and her tits. He was ready to unload and release a load of cum all over his sister's naked body. Finally, obviously relenting to suck her brother, she gave him a sly, sexy eye while moving her head closer to his cock and opening her mouth. Only, instead of taking his cock in her mouth to suck him, she took his cock in her mouth to bite him.
"Blow yourself asshole," she said leaving her teeth marks in his cock.
She pushed him away and Brett fell backwards on her bed from his perched position on his knees in pain.
"Ow! That fucking hurt Erin," he said rubbing his cock. "C'mon Erin, the least you could do is to blow me. Look, my dick is all swollen where you bit it. Kiss my cock Erin. Kiss it," he said continuing to stroke himself for the benefit of his sister watching him masturbate himself.
Being the selfish bitch that she was on one side, she looked at him as if she could stab him to death before changing into the sexy sister that she was on the other side. She threw her hair back with a toss of her head. He loved how she did that. In the way that he imagined her doing that before blowing him, it was so hot to watch her doing that with her hair.
"Do you want me to blow you Brett?"
She gave him a big, sexy smile while batting her long eyelashes and while staring down at his cock before looking up at him.
"Yes. I so much want you to blow me Erin."
He looked at her with as much sexual anticipation as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Do you want me to suck your cock?"
She stared at him while slowly running her tongue across her lips.
"God yes, Erin. I really want you to suck me," he said rubbing the head of his cock where she bit him before stroking himself again.
She smiled her satisfied smile while staring from his cock to look up at him.
"I bet you'd love to watch me sucking you while I looked up at you with my big, blue eyes," she said giving him her sexiest look.
"Oh God, yes, Erin. I'd love to see my big prick buried in your mouth," he said.
While reaching up her hands to feel her tits and finger her nipples, she looked at him with sexual lust.
"Do you want to cum in my mouth?"
She said putting a finger to her red, full lip and pulling her lip forward with her finger while giving him a pouty look with her whiskey mouth.
"Are you kidding me? Yes. Of course I want to cum in your mouth Erin," he said looking at her as if he was about to launch himself on her naked body to have his wicked, sexual way with his sexy sister.
She stared at him and his cock as if she was analyzing him.
"Do you want me to swallow your cum?"
She smiled as if she had already blown him, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed him. Teasing and teasing him, she was driving him crazy with sexual lust for her mouth.
"It wouldn't be much of a blowjob unless you swallowed my cum," he said with a nervous, little laugh.
She frowned while nodding her head.
"I figured as much," she said.
"What?" Brett stared at her as if he was staring at a Broadway performer on stage. "Figured what?"
"Well, there's your problem in a nutshell Brett," she said.
"What? What's my problem? I don't understand. What do you mean? What did I say? Tell me," he said. "I want to know."
He looked at her in the way that he looked at his mother so very long ago when he had been bad and she told him that he wasn't getting a toy at the store. Now, he looked at his sister in the same way as if she wasn't going to blow him.
"You need me to swallow you for you to feel that I've blown you. Is that it? It's really not a blowjob unless you cum in my mouth and I swallow. Am I correct?" She leaned back away from him as if she was done with him. "All you guys are the same," she said waving a fed up hand at him while dismissing him.
"No, that's not it at all Erin. You don't have to swallow me. Really, you don't," said Brett willing to say anything for his sister to suck his cock. "Okay? I don't even have to cum in your mouth," he said unable to hide his disappointment. "After you suck me and when I'm ready to cum, I'll cum in a measuring cup if that's what you want me to do. Okay?"
She looked at him and smiled victoriously as if she just beaten him at a Scrabble game or at a poker tournament before giving him her bitch of a look again.
"Did you get a measuring cup? I told you that I needed a measuring cup to measure your cum after I blew," she said tossing back her hair. "Only you were too busy talking to Susan. You were more interested in talking to Susan in the hall while flashing her your cock to her than to obey me by getting a measuring cup so that we could continue to play our sexy game of incest," she said. "You were more interested in getting it on with Susan than in getting it on with me."
Just by her tone and the way that she said her name and rolled her eyes, it was obvious that she was jealous of Susan. In the way that her brother was more interested in Susan, it was obvious that she was more interested in Susan too. With each one lusting over Susan in the way that they were lusting over one another, perhaps the answer to their sexual dilemma was to have a threesome.
"No. That's not true Erin. I don't want Susan. I want you," he said. "I'll go downstairs right now and get the measuring cup so you can spit out my cum in that after you blow me," said Brett getting off of her bed. "Stay were you are and I'll be right back," said Brett.
As if the balloon that he was holding freed itself from his hand and launched itself up in the sky, unable to retrieve the lost balloon, the magic they had was gone.
"Don't bother. The mood is gone," she said moving off her bed naked to get dressed. "Go. Get out of my room. I need to get dressed. I have a date. Just as you're done with me while longing for Susan, I'm done with you too," she said pushing him towards her bedroom door. "You'd rather be with her than with me."
Sexually frustrated and still horny with his sister standing there naked, he was angry that she wouldn't blow him.
"Done with me? On no. You may be done with me but I'm not done with you. Not by a longshot," he said.
Brett wrapped his arm around his sister's waist, pulled her to him, and leaned in to kiss her. After disrespecting his sister's naked body by staring between Susan's legs at her exposed panties, obviously he was hoping to rekindle what Erin had started when inviting him to her room.
"Brett! No," she said stiff arming him against his shoulders and pushing him away as if she was bench pressing him. "What are you doing?"
She turned her face away from his lips but with a hand to her chin, he moved her head back and kissed her. Fearing, no doubt, that she'd bite his tongue in the way that she bit his cock, he waited before impaling her mouth with his tongue. When she returned his kiss is when he French kissed his sister. Kissing and kissing her to recapture that lustful moment before he left her room in search of a measuring cup when he bumped into Susan, they were making out as if they were lovers instead of brother and sister.
"Oh, my God, Erin. You're so hot," he said feeling her everywhere before reaching around her to feel and squeeze her round, firm, naked ass. "I love your body. You have the best body I've ever felt."
Something he always wanted to do, to feel his sister's naked body while holding her in his arms and kissing her, he was feeling her now in the way he felt her before Susan interrupted them. Only while feeling his sister's naked body, he couldn't help himself from thinking about feeling Susan's naked body. Visualizing Susan on her back with her legs spread in the way that his sister was about to be on her back with her legs spread, he pushed Erin back on the bed and mounted her.



He reached his hand down between her legs to align his cock with her pussy. Then, he rubbed her clit before inserting his finger inside of her, no doubt to see if she was still so very wet. More than wet enough for him to force his cock inside of her, she was ready to be fucked and he was ready to fuck his sister.
"Brett! Don't! No! I'm not fucking you. I'm not having intercourse with my own brother," she said kicking him away.
After already allowing him to see her naked and after already allowing him to finger and lick her pussy, she had illogical morals about incestuous sex.
"Why not?" He looked at her as if she was nuts. "Why won't you fuck me when you asked to see my cock, stripped naked in front of me, allowed me to eat your pussy, and promised to suck my cock if I gave you an orgasm," he said.
"Yeah, well, that was different. Giving you a blowjob is one thing, but intercourse is something else entirely. Intercourse if real and something more that I feel with my heart instead of just in my head. Intercourse is something that I do with only guys that I really like a lot," she said flipping back her blonde hair while shaping it in place with a practiced hand.
"I'm your brother. Don't you like me a lot, love me even," he said looking dejected after being rejected. "That makes no sense Erin. I can't believe you'd rather fuck a stranger than to fuck me."
"Listen to yourself. Just listen to yourself. I can't believe you. You're chastising me, your sister, for wanting to make love to a man who's not my brother," she said laughing out loud. "You're twisted. You need a head doctor to unravel that sick brain Brett."
She looked at him while laughing and making fun of him while he looked at her with lust, love, and hurt. Truly, after they just had sex, he didn't understand why she'd reject him for some football jock on her college football team.
"You don't like me. You never liked me," he said pointing his finger at her as if he was accusing her being a witch instead of being the bitch that she was.
"Of course I like you. I like you a lot. I love you but you're my little brother. I can't fuck you," she said slowly shaking her head as if she needed that extra bit of extra head movement to convince herself that she shouldn't have sexual intercourse with her brother. "That's just wrong. That's just nasty. That's incest," she said redrawing her imaginary line albeit a bit crooked.
With both having an equally convoluted conversation, one looked at the other as if it was the other one who was insane.
"From the first time you looked at me and wanted me and from the first time I looked at you and lusted over you, and with you always flashing me constant up skirts and down blouses, all that we've done is incestuous," he said. "I don't understand how different it is for me to have intercourse with you after we've done practically everything else that's forbidden."
She looked at him as if he was as dumb as she obviously thought he was.
"You don't even have a condom Brett, do you?"
As if hitting him with a bucket of cold water, he realized that he was about to ride his sister bareback and perhaps impregnate her.
"I don't," he said feeling stupid and ashamed. He looked at her with hopefulness. If the only thing he needed to rectify his mistake was a condom to have sexual intercourse with his sister, perhaps she had one somewhere. "Do you have a condom?"
She looked at him with exasperation.
"No, I don't have a condom and I told you that I'm not having sexual intercourse with you," she said. "You were seriously about to fuck me without a condom," she said now looking at him as if he was the one who was crazy.
"So?" By the bitchy look on her face, he was pushing his luck by going down this booby trapped path. "Aren't you on the pill?"
"I am, but that's not the point and, even with the pill, accidents still happen," she said. "Such as I could forget to take my pill and there you are without a condom and the two of us responsible for our baby."
They both remained silent while staring at one another before Brett spoke.
"I was in the moment. I didn't think of wearing a condom," he said. "I'm sorry Erin. You're right, a typical guy, I was thinking more of me than of you."
She shook her head and rolled her eyes, her way of saying, I told you so.
"Unbelievable, you are such a typical guy, thinking more of yourself instead of thinking of me, the woman. You were ready to fuck me and shoot your load of cum inside of me," she said. "You could have impregnated me." She looked at him with anger when she was just as guilty as he was for starting all of this. "What's wrong with you Brett?"
"What's wrong with me?" He looked at her as if she was insane. He looked at her with anger flashing through his eyes instead of lust. "What's wrong with me is the same thing that's wrong with you, Erin. We're both fucked up. This whole family is fucked up," he said raising his voice. "Now if you're not going to fuck me the least you can do is suck me. I'm so frigging horny for you Erin that I won't take no for an answer," he said.
He grabbed her by the back of her neck and forced her head down to his poised at the ready, stiff cock that he held in his hand as if he was holding his personal dildo with which to impale her mouth.
"Brett. No. Stop," she said feebly protesting before opening her mouth and taking his cock inside. "I'm not going to blow you."
Feebly protesting her brother's sexual advances, wrapping her hand around his erect prick, she stroked him while looking up at him. Then, when he removed his hand from the back of her neck, she lowered her head to accept him in her mouth. Sucking him now while stroking him, she removed his cock from her mouth only for her to toss back her long, blonde hair. As if all that they argued about before was nothing more than verbal foreplay, she was really sucking him now.
"Oh my God, Erin. You're an unbelievable cocksucker," said Brett. "Don't stop. Suck me Erin. Blow me. I love having my cock in your mouth," he said staring down at her sucking him.
Brett stroked his sister's beautiful, long hair while holding it back in a ponytail and out of the way so that he could see his cock in his sister's mouth and watch his sister sucking him.
"Cum for me Brett. Cum in my mouth," she said removing his cock to speak while looking up at him with her big, blue eyes and smiling. "I want to taste my little brother," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak. Then, flicking out her tongue to lick his cock, she stroked him faster while sucking him deeper. "I want to swallow your cum."
To be continued...
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This is the real, unedited, sexually explicit story of Mrs. Claus & the Elves. A true story, the names of the elves were changed to protect their families and to spare them from embarrassment. Alas, Christmas will never be the same.
"You'd better watch out, you'd better not cry, you'd better not pout, I'm telling you why, Santa Claus is coming to town. He's making as list, he's checkin' it twice, he's gonna find out whose naughty or nice, Santa Claus is coming to town. He sees you when you're sleeping. He knows if you're awake. He knows if you've been bad or good (so you'd) better be good for goodness sake."
Trying to cheer himself up to salvage his Christmas holiday, Santa silently sung himself Christmas songs in the privacy of his office. The safe haven he ran to when hiding himself from the lunacy of Mrs. Claus, he needed some time alone to think.
"Rudolph the red-nose reindeer, had a very shiny nose, and if you ever saw it, you would even say it glows. All of the other reindeer, used to laugh and call him names—"
Even after playing Bing Crosby, Burl Ives, and Nat King Cole records, it's no use. For the first time in his life, submerged in a deep, dark funk, Santa was depressed. Instead of singing Christmas songs, Nick stood and turned to stare out his office window while letting out soulful sighs. Normally very jolly at this time of the year, he was out of sorts. Instead of being happy, he was sad because, instead of being good, Mrs. Claus was being bad, very bad.
The good news was that it was snowing. It was going to be a white Christmas after all and, if only by that weather related fact, he was happy. The bad news was that his wife having gone absolutely bonkers, was driving him mad. Ruining everything by being so difficult to please and putting a big damper on his Christmas, she's been bloody certifiable of late.
* * * * *
Never having had a problem with Mrs. Claus before, he was having some serious issues with her now. With her never acting like this before, he didn't understand why she was so problematic now. Demanding that she get what she wants when she wants it, especially in regards to her Christmas gift, she's suddenly turned into a real bitch. Being that she's been dieting lately, maybe it was something she ate or didn't eat. Maybe it was something hormonal but he was at a loss to explain her sudden mood swings.
Lately, instead of wearing his trademark red, velvet stocking cap trimmed with white fur, he's been walking around the house wearing his Tom Brady, New England Patriots, autographed football helmet that he received as a Christmas gift from Mrs. Claus last year. Whenever she sees him walking through his toy shop, she throws things at him, mostly non-lethal Christmas ornaments. He didn't understand why she's so insistent on him giving her what so she wants for Christmas, when knowing full well that he was unwilling and unable to fulfill her Christmas wish, she's been on a rampage ever since.
Without doubt, not related to his sudden foul mood, his sadness was more related to what his wife wanted for Christmas, her Christmas gift, than it was to the Christmas season itself. He loved Christmas, he loved the Christmas season, he loved children, and he loved his wife. Instead of feeling happy that he relented and agreed to finally make his wife's wish come true, he was sad. Unlike other years when he couldn't give her what she so wanted, submitting to the sexual desires of his beloved, for the first time in a very long time, he was finally going to give his wife, Mary, exactly what she wanted for Christmas.
Something she's been asking him for years, he wished he could give her a baby but as hard and as often as they tried, babies, children, grandchildren, and great grandchildren were out of the question and not in their cards. Now too old to have a child of their own anyway, they unselfishly shared their happiness, their joy, and their wealth with the children of the world. As she does every year, just before he was scheduled to leave to make his Christmas Eve deliveries, Mary climbed up on his lap as she's done for hundreds of years, from the first day they were married, and whispered what she wanted for Christmas in his ear.
Not a materialistic woman, never wanting a new car, a diamond necklace, or a fur coat, he already knew what it was she wanted. After asking for a baby and unable to give her that, alas, she was asking for a second wish that he couldn't give her either. Every year, in the way that she asked for a baby with her first wish, her second wish was always the same. After he was able to make so very many people happy by fulfilling their Christmas wishes, it made him sad that he was unable to make his own wife happy by fulfilling her Christmas wish too.
"I only want one thing Nick. All that I want is a baby. Give me a baby, Nick. A baby is all that I want for Christmas. Please give me a baby," she said saying the same thing every year.
Spending days, nights, weeks, months, and years trying to give her the only thing that she so wanted, unable to oblige her, unable to give her what she asked him for, he gave her a multitude of gifts, clothes, treats, sweets, and jewelry. Seemingly happy with all that he gave her and appreciative of his generosity, he knew that the one thing that she so wanted, a baby, was something that he was unable to give her. Without thinking twice, she'd exchange her mountain of Christmas presents for a baby. Odd that a couple who loved children so very much couldn't have a child of their own, the other shoe, it's funny how life is sometimes so ironic, sadistic, and mean.
Now that they're an older, semi-retired couple living on Social Security, Medicare, and what little else they were able to set aside from selling toys year round from his toy shop, Mary hasn't asked him for a baby in a very long time. Her wishes and desires, not for herself, were always for someone else, someone in need and someone who was having a difficult, financial time. In this still bad economy with so many people out of work, out of money, and out of hope, Santa felt frazzled that he couldn't provide for all, not even for his wife, especially for his wife. Not wanting anything for herself, he couldn't remember the last time she made a wish expressly and selfishly for herself, that is, until now.
"God help me. What should I do? What should I do?" He look up to the Heaven's to pray for God's help, guidance, and forgiveness for what he was about to do.
* * * * *
With Mary's childbearing years over, a long ago, after she reached menopause, her Christmas wishes suddenly changed from asking for a baby and from asking for a gift for someone else in dire need to asking something disgusting for herself. Finally, not giving her Christmas wish away to someone else, she asked him for a wish expressly and especially for herself. For the first time, Mary asked him for a gift that was specifically and personally for her. Oh, boy, oh boy, shockingly bad, was it ever personal.
Alas, once again, Mary wanted something else that Nick was unable to provide and, perhaps, unwilling to give his wife. As she did every year, she climbed up on his lap and whispered her wish in his ear. The first time he heard her whisper her wish, as if a jolt of electricity surged through his body, he was shocked. He was stunned. Wondering if he was losing his hearing, he couldn't believe what she asked him to give her for Christmas. He couldn't believe what he thought he heard.
He looked at her as if she was kidding. He looked at her as if she had lost her mind or had been into the cooking sherry again. Maybe he was right and his hearing was going and maybe he heard only what he thought she said. Certainly, his beloved Mary would never ask him for something so vilely wicked and so outrageously sexual. Mary was a good woman, a God fearing woman, a church going, Christen woman, and not a sexual woman at all. She'd never ask for what he thought she just asked to have and she'd never ask him to give her the permission to have.
* * * * *
"Pardon? Please forgive me. I'm sorry Mary. I think I need to have my hearing checked. I'm embarrassed to tell you what I thought you said," he said with a laugh. "Ho! Ho! Ho! Could you please repeat what you want for Christmas? I didn't hear what you said," he said leaning his ear closer to his wife's mouth.
She moved her mouth away from his ear to take his white bearded face in her kind hands and to make eye contact with him and his rosy cheeks. As if he was, indeed, hard of hearing but could read lips, she acquiesced herself to his hearing disability by slowly mouthing the words.
"I said," she said again this time a little louder and a lot slower while enunciating each word. "I want to have my sexy, sexual way with the elves," she said unashamed and unembarrassed by her Christmas wish.
"Mary!"
He looked at her with astonishment that his wife would dare ask him for such a forbidden gift. Ignoring his protestation, she continued in her lustful plea for her husband to satisfy her Christmas wish and her sexual needs by allowing her to have her wicked, sexual way with not one of the elves but with all of the elves.
"While kissing me, touching me, and feeling me where no elf should ever touch and feel Mrs. Claus," she said touching and feeling herself all over and where Santa hasn't touched and felt Mrs. Claus in a very long time. "While French kissing me and feeling me through my clothes, I want the elves to slowly strip me naked," she said whispering her sexual desire for the elves in his ear again.
"Mary!" Lost for words, Mary was all that he could say.
"I want the elves to tie me to the bed and have their wicked sexual way with my naked body," she said. Explicitly continuing in her sexual depravity, she threw her head back as if having an orgasm while wrapping her arms around herself as if she was being ravished by twelve diminutive elves, before speaking in my graphic detail all that she wanted for Christmas. "I want to be fucked by a small, little army of men, Santa. I want to suck cocks Saint Nick," she said closing her eyes while swooning before popping open her eyes to see the reaction her husband had by all that she said.
"Mary! What's come over you? How could you ask me, your husband, for such a luridly wicked wish?"
"What's gotten over me? Lust has consumed me in the way of a forest fire consuming a pine forest. I'm horny Nick. I'm aflame with lustful desire and sexual passion," she said leaning into him again to whisper her naughtiness in his ear.
"Mary stop. You must stop talking me in such a perverted way. I'm so embarrassed for you," said Santa.
Not to be put off and made to feel bad by his old fashioned ways when it came to sex, she continued.
"After cumming in my pussy, I want the elves to cum in my mouth," when he tried moving away from her, she pulled him closer by a yank of his long, white beard to stare in his beady, blue eyes. "Then, still not done with me, I want a dozen elves to give me a dozen cum baths. With cum all over my face, my hair, and my tits, I want to be awash in elven cum."
"Mary!" Santa stood while pushing his wife from his lap. He watched her fall to the floor as if she was his sack laden with toys.
"Ow, Santa, that hurt," she said rubbing her ass in the way that he now imagined the elves rubbing her ass.
"Have you been drinking? Are you on drugs? Maybe you've been up here in the frozen tundra for too long. Maybe you need a vacation. Maybe you should go to Miami to see your mother, Betty White. No, that won't work with South Beach out your hotel room door and all those hot, young men strutting their stuff along the beach," he said mumbling to himself before pointing his stiff finger of accusation at her. "You'd never say such vile things to me if your father, George Burns, and your uncles, Bob Hope and Jack Benny, were still alive."
"I'm not leaving here and leaving you during the busiest time of the year Nick," she said tossing back and fluffing out her long, white, sensuous hair. With most of her blouse unbuttoned, she was showing Santa a long line of cleavage and more breasts than he's seen of her since their Honeymoon. "I refuse to leave the North Pole."
"I know, maybe you should go to a woman's retreat at the convent," said Santa ignoring her plea to remain at the North Pole with her husband. "Yes, it will do you good to spend a week alone on your knees praying with the nuns instead of a week here on your knees sucking the cocks of the elves. Temptation is the root of all of your evil thoughts," he said while waving his finger at her.
"Fuck off Santa," said Mrs. Claus. "If you're not going to give me what I want for Christmas then I'm going to take what I want for Christmas," she said tearing open the rest of her blouse buttons to show more of her breasts just short of exposing her areolas and nipples in her low cut bra.
Having never heard his wife use such naughty words, Santa couldn't believe his ears. Having never seen Mrs. Claus act in such a naughty way and reveal so much skin, he was shocked. He didn't know what to do. The first time for everything, he may have to cross Mrs. Claus off of his good girl Christmas wish list for being so very naughty.
Admittedly though, her X-rated wish to have sex with the elves did excite Santa in a sexual way and he felt his pole erecting by the naughty thoughts of his elves seeing his wife naked and fucking his wife from behind while she sucked their cocks before giving her a cum bath. Wow, he never thought he'd think of Mrs. Santa, elves, and cum bath in one sentence. Unfortunately, in the way that she asked for a baby, if he didn't feel bad enough that he couldn't give her a baby, tragically, she asked him for another wish that he just couldn't give her. After all that she's lovingly and unselfishly has done for him for so long, he needed to give her the one thing that she really wanted and what she really wanted was to have sex with the elves. He needed to relent and to finally make her happy this Christmas by fulfilling her wish.
Only, if someone was to discover their sexual scandal, how would it look? The wife of their employer, how could he allow the elves to have their sexual way with his wife's body? They'd never respect her or him ever again, after having their wicked way with Mrs. Claus. How could she willing want the elves to have their wicked way with her naked body? Why all of a sudden?
With swinging something that couples do when they're younger, why now? He didn't understand. If he knew she wanted to participate in the swinging lifestyle, he could have had sex with Marilyn Monroe, Natalie Wood, and Elizabeth Taylor when they offered him sex after seeing him coming down their chimneys. If he knew she was open to the swinging lifestyle, she could have had sex with Rudolph Valentino, Clark Gable, and Steve McQueen when she had the chance.
Trying to logically analyze her reasoning for wanting to have sex with his elves, he didn't understand why his wife would ask for such a devilishly demonic wish. Just when he was feeling comfortably relieved that he no longer had those bothersome, sexual urges and just as he was feeling less guilty in his inability to sexually satisfy his wife, she was wanting more sex instead of wanting less sex. With her not wanting to have sex with just one other man outside of their marriage, she wanted to sexually entertain a dozen other men.
Having read about such sexual scenarios in swinging magazines that the elves left all over the men's room floor, instead of rejecting it and denying her sexual urges, no doubt Mrs. Claus subscribed to their passion for forbidden sex as well. No doubt, by trying swinging, she was wanting to be a swinger. Next, giving whomever was looking an up skirt peek of her white, granny panties, she'd be asking him if she could climb down the chimneys with him. Can't she understand how hurt that would make him feel to know that another man has had his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and/or in her pussy? Next, if she already hasn't, forsaking her big, white, granny bloomers, she'll be ordering red, sexy, crotchless panties from Victoria Secrets.
* * * * *
Preposterous, absolutely preposterous, although this was her Christmas wish, there was just no way that he could fulfill her sexual wish. When he's never even seen his wife naked, always undressing in the dark, in the bathroom, or in the closet, how could he allow twelve, diminutive men to see her without her clothes? Certainly, by the impressions her big bosoms and her hard nipples made in her clothes, he's well aware that Mrs. Santa has big tits and huge nipples but not willing to share her abundant breasts with the elves, something as personal as his wife's body should remain private.
It's one thing for her to ask him if she could have sex with one man, the butcher, the baker, or the candlestick maker, and maybe he'd agree to that but for her to want to have sex with twelve, little men was ridiculous. Indeed, such lunacy, Mary wanted a Merry Christmas gangbang and/or a happy holiday's circle jerk. Mary wanted to pull a train before having the elves disappearing deep within her tunnel of forbidden love. Then, if that wasn't bad enough, kneeling in the middle and with all the elves surrounding her, she wanted a circle jerk and a cum bath when he's never even had the disrespectful audacity to give her a cum bath himself. Perhaps, maybe had he given his wife a cum bath when he had so much cum to spare and share, she wouldn't be asking for a cum bath now. Alas, the only cum bath he could give her now is just a misty sprinkle.
Indeed, Mary was bad, very bad indeed and unfortunately, he'd have to remove her from his good girl Christmas list for being so naughty. For the first time in his married life, he'd have to fill her stocking with coal and orange peels. Just a thought, suddenly going with the sexual flow while thinking of a way for Santa to reinstate Mary on his good girl list, perhaps Mary might be so bad that she's good. Yes, of course. That's it. Imagining himself masturbating while watching his wife having passionate sex, it may be titillating to watch her sexually satisfying twelve, little elves.
"Ho! Ho! Ho!"
* * * * *
Back to reality from briefly entertaining a sexual fantasy, after being faithfully married for hundreds of years, how could he allow his elves to violate and penetrate his wife in such a sexual way? Tit for cock, he's been sexually tempted plenty of times too, but he'd never cheat on his wife, not once, not ever, never. He didn't dare risk his reputation and his toy business for a quick roll in the hay with a stranger, even with a celebrity, that he met on Christmas Eve.
How would that sex scandal play out in the morning papers on Christmas Day the holiest of days? He'd be the laughing stock of Christmas. No one would ever trust him with their children again. He'd be ruined. He could see the newspapers, celebrity magazines, and rumor mill rags now.
"Santa is tempted. Santa is bad, very bad. The secret sexual life of Santa Claus. The complete list of Santa's lovers and affairs. Santa has a secret lover. Santa has a love child. Santa was caught naked and in the arms of another woman. Santa is a dirty, old man. Santa is hated by children the world over." Then, he thought of Mrs. Claus' scandal. "Mrs. Claus is the sexy, sexual bitch of twelve, horny elves."
Ruining his good example that he's set for children for a millennium, he could just imagine the bad press now. He envisioned himself being interviewed by Oprah, Barbara Walters, and Katie Couric as if he was a perverted letch. When two of those women are whores and the other one is a lesbian, they are women who have had their sexual lives swept beneath the carpet by dumping enough hush money in someone's hands. If the public only knew the truth about the sexual lives of Oprah, Barbara Walters, and Katie Couric, they wouldn't dare humiliate him on live TV. Taking pleasure in taking him down a notch from his lofty perch, no doubt they'd crucify him on TV.



Forgetting about himself and his reputation, how could he disappoint all of those children for 2 hours, an hour, okay, 15 minutes, more realistically 3 minutes of orgasmic bliss with a woman, no doubt, someone else's wife? He couldn't be a home wrecker. It wouldn't be worth it. He could never do that to the children. He could never ruin his beloved Christmas. Besides, but for his own hand, in his condition, he could never get and maintain an erection long enough and hard enough to satisfy any woman's pussy.
* * * * *
He could write a book of all the things he's seen when unexpectedly coming down someone's chimney. Knowing that it's Christmas and he'd be visiting, the least that people could do is to have a chimney sweep clean their chimney. Albeit just once a year, covered in soot from head to toe, his dry cleaning bill is a nuisance expense.
With their children upstairs asleep in their beds, he couldn't count the number of times he's seen a woman in her revealing, sexy nightgown. He couldn't count the number of times that he saw a man and a woman, a man and a man, and a woman and a woman naked while having sex in front of the Christmas tree. If that wasn't embarrassing enough for him and, perhaps for them too, then there were those times that he caught wives cheating on their husbands while their spouses were working on Christmas Eve.
How dare they cheat on their spouses? How could they do that to their children? How could they violate Christmas with adulterous sex? Immediately, only leaving their children in the good list, he crossed them out on his good girl list and wrote their mothers on the bad girl list.
Bribing him with money, bribing him with sex, and bribing him with cookies, he's seen lots of naked women who had bigger tits and better bodies than Mary having sex with men who weren't their husbands. Yet, in the way that he saved himself only for his wife, he was hoping that she'd save herself only for him. Alas, it's all ruined now. Nothing is the same. With his wife wanting other men, younger men, albeit elves, and with his wife forsaking him because he can no longer get and maintain an erection, he felt like such a loser.
"The elves! Those frigging, little elves! It's all about those damn, sneaky Elves! Sons of bitches, dirty frigging bastards. How dare they lust over my wife? How dare she lust over them?"
He's not stupid. He's not blind. He's seen how she looks at them and touches their little heads, their little shoulders, and their small arms. He's seen how she slaps them on their asses when they've had a good day with toy production. He's seen her rubbing their knees and they're thighs when sitting together with them on their tea break. He's even seen her holding hands with them. What else has she already done with the elves that he doesn't know? Has she already fucked them? Has she already sucked them? Have they already seen his wife naked? How dare they? How dare she?
* * * * *
In the way that he knows the names of his reindeer, Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, Comet, Cupid, Blitzen, and Rudolph, the red-nosed reindeer, she knows the elves all by name when he can't tell one from the other. Abraham, Bartholomew, Charlie, Daniel, Frank, George, Henry, Mark, Paul, Ralph, Tom, and Walter, the elves all look the same to him. Seriously, why would any woman in her right mind what to have sex with an elf? In his line of work, no doubt, if he put the word out, she could have sex with any celebrity. Brad Pitt or George Clooney would, no doubt, love to bed Mrs. Claus while knowing that she was just a whisper away to them receiving their Christmas wishes whatever those may be.
"They're elves, God damn it, just elves. They're frigging, little elves. They're here to work, not to have sex, especially with my wife. They don't deserve to have sex. Let them go find nymphs to have sex with when not working and on the clock."
Undressing her with their beady, little eyes, he sees how they look at her. Perhaps because her sexy ass is nearly at their eye level, he's seen them staring at her round, firm ass as if her cheeks were two big rump roasts and they were hungry to eat her. He's watch them wiggle their little fingers for her to lean her ear down to their mouths. As if they have private jokes, he's watched them laughing while looking over at him.
"Ho! Ho! Ho! What's so fucking funny? You're just a fucking elf," said Santa not loud enough for his elves to hear. "How's that for funny?"
Granted, he's been unable to be a man of late. Somehow the old pole just won't go north anymore, if you know what I mean. Moreover the old pole is more the south pole than the north pole and no longer a stiff pole but more of a bent twig. A shocking eye opener to see, he's seen the elves in the shower. A happy lot and no wonder why, all of them have bigger poles than he does. Rumored that black men have the biggest cocks, it's the elves that can claim that manly title even though they really aren't human. The elves are packing wood, a virtual Christmas tree trunk in their velvet pants and hardwood that goes all the way down their leg to their shoes. Is it any wonder why elves wear pointy toed shoes?
* * * * *
Diagnosed with diabetes and high blood pressure, the prescription medication that his doctor put him on to save his life makes sexual matters even worse for him. With the blood pressure and drugs for diabetes that he takes, inhibiting his erections, the doctor prescribed Cialis before prescribing Andro-gel, a testosterone supplement. Now he takes both Cialis and Andro-gel whenever the mood strikes Mrs. Claus which seemingly is all the time.
"Fuck me Santa. Fuck me. Fuck me Santa. Fuck me."
The woman is insatiable. She's turned into such a sexy slut and now that she wants an elven gangbang, she's become a wicked whore. Yet, in his failed attempts to sexually satisfy his wife, perhaps he's doing something wrong. While the Andro-gel helps him look younger and feel more energetic, as if he could hit a homerun over the Green Monster and right out of Fenway Park, the Cialis doesn't work.
He's read the box and he's seen the commercials. He faithful rubs his Andro-gel over his shoulders daily and takes the Cialis whenever Mrs. Claus is feeling especially randy. Just as in the commercials, he has the elves set two bathtubs outside in the cold. Averting his eyes while she removes her robe to climb in her tub naked, she watches him climb in his tub naked but nothing ever happens. Maybe the drugs don't work or maybe his libido is too far gone south that his pole will never go north again.
"Hey! You elves get back to work. Get away from those windows. Give Mrs. Claus some privacy."
God damn elves always watching her removing her robe to climb in the bathtub naked. He can't count how many times they'd seen her naked. With the elves always watching her from the workshop when they're in their respective bathtubs outside in the snow, it makes him wonder if Mary is deliberately flashing them. Maybe, too cold outside, they should move the bathtubs indoors. Yeah, being that it's so cold here, maybe the bathtubs need to be indoors for the Cialis to work. Now that he thinks of it, there's never any snow in the Cialis commercials.
* * * * *
Relenting to her wish, giving his wife what she so wanted and what she so needed, Santa caved.
"Okay Mary. I'm giving you your Christmas wish. You may have adulterous sex with the elves," he said to his wife. "Merry Christmas. Ho! Ho! Ho!"
Now every time he uttered Ho, Ho, Ho! He couldn't but think of his wife being a ho, ho, ho."
"Oh thank you Nick. Thank you, thank you, and thank you," she said she said giving him a big, wet kiss. I'm so very happy. I can't wait to fuck and suck all of my little men."
"I do have one condition," said Santa.
"What? Anything. Ask me anything and I'll agree to it. What's your condition Santa?" As if he was one of the elves, she gave him a naughty look. "I bet I know what it is," she said.
"I bet you don't," he said.
"You want to have sex with my mother, don't you? You've always been sexually attracted to your mother-in-law, haven't you? You want to fuck Betty White. Ever since my father, George Burns died, you've always wanted Betty White to suck you," she said with a big smile as if pleased with herself that she believed she was correct in knowing what Santa so wanted as his one condition and what he so wanted for Christmas.
"Sorry Mary. No. Just because your mother is a movie star, a big TV celebrity, and has big breasts, I've never been sexually attracted to her. I'd never have sex with your mother," he said. "Being that she's your mother and your blood, that's just nasty."
"Then, what's your condition?" She looked at him with curiosity.
He looked at her looking at him.
"Well, um..."
"C'mon Santa. Out with it," said Mary. "Tell me. What's your condition? Let's hear it."
"I want to watch," he said turning as red as his red suit.
"You want to watch? Watch what?"
"I want to be in the bedroom with you and the elves while they kiss you, touch you, feel you, fondle you, caress you, and strip you naked. I want to watch the elves fucking you while you suck them," he said. "Don't worry, I'll sit quietly in the corner. I won't make a sound."
"Seriously?" Mary looked at her husband as if seeing him for the first time. "You want to watch me sucking and fucking the elves?"
"Yes," he said with his face turning as red as his suspenders.
"And it won't upset you to watch the elves gangbang me?"
"No, not at all," said Santa.
"And it won't upset you to watch the elves giving me a cum bath?"
"On the contrary, I'd love to see your hair, face, and big breasts covered by elven cum," said Santa.
"Santa, you dirty old man. I never knew you had that in you," said Mary with her own version of Santa's laugh, "Ha! Ha! Ha!"
"It would be exciting to watch the elves having their sexual way with your naked body," said Santa.
"Okay, I can agree to that," she said, "but I have a condition of my own."
"And what's that?"
Santa looked at his wife with sexual excitement knowing that she was about to pull a twelve men train. Albeit little men in stature but huge in penis size, watching his wife being gangbanged and given a cum bath would be a sexy sight to see.
"I want you to videotape it all so that we can watch the sexual orgy in the privacy of our bedroom later and give you pillow talk while I suck your cock," she said giving him a sexy look. "Ha! Ha! Ha!"
"Okay," said Santa. Maybe after watching the video of Mrs. Claus with the elves, maybe after some hot pillow talk about how she felt doing what to which elf, and maybe after she sucked his cock, he'd reinstate her on the good girl list, the very good girl list, indeed. "Yes, I agree to that."
That night, 'twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house, not a creature was stirring except for the elves. With stockings hung by the chimney in hopes that St. Nick would soon be there, instead, Santa watched his wife gangbanged in his big bed by twelve elves with room to spare. Masturbating, masturbating, and masturbating, Santa watched his wife being gangbanged while masturbating himself. Licking her pussy and banging his wife, she had a great Christmas with twelve horny elves.
Abraham, Bartholomew, Charlie, Daniel, Frank, George, Henry, Mark, Paul, Ralph, Tom, and Walter stripped naked and climbed over Mrs. Claus as if she was a smaller version of Gulliver in Gulliver's Travels. Going from one to the other and to another, Mrs. Claus jerked them, sucked them, and fucked them while they licked, sucked her, and banged her.
"Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night."
THE END
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Offering Bob a job, Kris Kringle comes to the rescue to save the day by offering Bob a job.
Dear Santa,
I've been bad, very bad. I punched my boss in the nose at work and quit before he fired me. After allowing my frustrations and my emotions to get the better of me, now I don't have a job and I don't have any money. It was a just, part-time, minimum wage, shit job anyway, a job beneath me but in this still bad economy, that's the only jobs that there are now. Still an employers' job market, part-time and low paying jobs without benefits are the only jobs that employers are hiring workers to do. Still, even after they proclaim that the recession is over, there still are no jobs and most of us don't have any money.
Rather than to do the job that we elect our congress to do and to create jobs instead of sending all of our manufacturing jobs overseas, someone's lying to the American people about jobs, about the recession, and about the economy. The employment numbers and the unemployment numbers are all just a bunch of lies spun to make our congress and the President look good. Those of us looking for work know that the only companies hiring are hiring people for service jobs and not for manufacturing. Service jobs pay minimum wage without benefits and overtime. Manufacturing jobs pay a higher wage with overtime and benefits. Unless I work two part-time, minimum wage service jobs, I can barely afford my rent, food, and gas that all go up continually.
I was making good money not long ago Santa, while working in a factory on a production line. With lots of overtime for those who wanted it, I routinely worked a 50 hour week. Sometimes, when we needed more production, especially around the Christmas holidays, I worked as much as sixty hours a week. Depending on my production targets, I was even given an end of year bonus. The bonus wasn't huge like those Wall Street fat cats, but it came in handy at the end of the year. The overtime kept me solvent and allowed me to save up and eventually buy a house and a, used new car. Moreover, knowing that I was making a quality product, feeling good about myself, about my employer, and about the role that I played in a productive society, I enjoyed my work.
No doubt something that you can understand as a skilled craftsman yourself, I made toys. Our busiest season, of course, was Christmas with Halloween a close second. Alas the demise of the American worker started fifty years ago when my government lied to us by telling us that the advent of computers would make high paying jobs plentiful. Instead of computers making high paying jobs, they made for a smaller labor force when banks displaced tellers for ATM machines, gas stations had customers pump their own gas, and now supermarkets expect us to check out and bag our own food. Instead of computers making more jobs, they made less jobs and the jobs that they created were low paying jobs.
Then, ten years after that, the lies continued when my country signed that fair trade agreements with Mexico. Manufacturing, especially those companies in Texas, Arizona, and California, who were closer to the border, fled the United States to open factories in Mexico. The government's twisted reasoning this time was that America would be more competitive in a global marketplace. Only they lied to us when they told us there'd be more jobs. With the start of manufacturing jobs going to a foreign country, there were less jobs. I remember a time when everything I picked up had a sticker, Made in Mexico, at the bottom of it.
Not that what's happened has happened, reading between the lines, what they meant was, by breaking up the unions, our hourly wage would be more equal with third world countries, something that would make those in power more profitable in a global marketplace. Only, they didn't consider or even care that our standard of living in America is much higher than the standard of living in Mexico. What Americans need to raise a family and thrive is much more than the eight dollars a day that they paid the average Mexican worker back then.
What my elected congressmen, congresswomen, and big business did had little to do with the American worker but more with the fat cats and their bottom lines. How's that a fair trade agreement when we import more than we export? How's that fair trade agreement working when we lose more jobs than we grow more jobs? Ross Perot was right when he said we were giving away our eroding our manufacturing base by displacing our manufacturing jobs overseas for the sake of using cheap labor forces to make inferior products.
It all started with our politicians, those we voted in to represent us, our public servants, some public servants they are, when they passed laws in favor of big business with the excuse that the tax breaks will create jobs that never appear. It all continued when the toys that I helped to create and assemble were moved from my factory floor to factories in Japan. From Japan, production moved to Taiwan and then to India where the factory floors were filled with children happy to earn a dollar a day. Sneakers, clothes, appliances, TV's, stereos, computers, and electronics, everything was made in Japan, Taiwan, and Bangladesh back then. From Mexico, Japan, and Taiwan, they made the toys in countries that I never even heard of before, and now everything is made in China for a fraction of the cost.
With the quality suffering every time an American big company found a cheaper labor force and opened their factory doors in another third world country, Wal-Mart made a ton of money. I remember the time when Sam Walton, the founder of Wal-Mart, was proud to proclaim that all he sold was made in America, the good, old USA. Then, when he died and his children inherited the company everything changed. I blame Wal-Mart and the politicians, some public servants they are with their hands always out, for the state of the economic affairs in America. Whether they're Democrat or Republican, when they're more concerned with replenishing their campaign coffers, they don't care about the American worker.
No comparison to the toys that I made, my handcrafted and hand assembled toys were quality toys. The toys from China are cheap junk decorated with lead paint. I don't understand Santa. For the sake of a buck and at the expense of our children, please explain to me how does my country allow an importer to import something that's illegal here and that we cannot make here? Please explain to me why we allow Japan to come to my country and build factories, such as Honda and Toyota. Please explain to me why we allow China to build their biggest biotech company here and buy up our businesses with their profits when we're not allowed to do the same in their country. Please explain to me how most of our American brand of athletic footwear, Nike, Reebok, New Balance, and Adidas are made in China.
A domino effect, soon after I lost my job, I lost my house, my car, my wife, and my life as I knew it. Not necessarily in that order, my wife was the first to go emotionally and in spirit. She hung around long enough to watch my sinking ship sink below the surface and to kick me with her insults and punish me with her verbal abuse when I was down. Her already having a boyfriend on the side was just her adding more salt to my open wound. It's okay, glad to get rid of her, bankrupted financially and emotionally broke by the time she hired a lawyer and sued me for divorce, at least I had nothing for her to take in the divorce proceedings.
Too blind to see it, now that I look back, it was obvious that she never loved me anyway. It's the little things that she couldn't hide that confessed her real feelings or lack thereof for me. Never talking to me, never asking me a question, and not concerned enough about me to even ask me how was your day, she was a real selfish bitch.
Ignoring me as if I wasn't even there, her nose was always buried in a book, books that she read but never discussed with me about what she read. Now tell me this Santa, who reads a book and, as if her book was a secret book, doesn't discuss what they just read? When she looked at me, she looked through me or looked at me with disappointment or if she was angry with me for something that I did wrong. Hey, it wasn't my fault I was unemployed and collecting unemployment. Go write Congress. Go write the President. With more of the citizens of the country unemployed or underemployed than they statistically state in their monthly employment numbers, more lies, a lot of good that will do. When I told her that I loved her, she'd say, "Ditto."
"Ditto? Are you kidding me?"
It's funny that I'm telling you all this Santa but I have no one else to tell. When I lost my job, I lost all of my friends. Unable to afford to put out food and booze, they all stopped coming by my house. When I lost my job and when the money stopped flowing in for her to go endlessly shopping, we no longer had sex. Sex was no longer part of our marriage. Before we were divorced, we haven't have sex in such a long time that I can't correctly recall the last time we had sex.
Forgive me for asking but what about you Santa? Do you and Mrs. Claus still have sex? Sorry for the inappropriate question. Your sexual life is none of my business but after all the years you've been married, are you happy?
I don't really expect you to answer my too personal question, just hoping for a better sexual relationship with my next woman, I was just wondering what to expect when I'm your age. How the Hell old are you anyway? With you already being old when I was a kid, you must be getting up there in years.
Finally alone with my bad self, I'm sitting here in my rented room. It's not so bad. Truthfully, it's pretty awful. There's roaches and mice but the rent is cheap enough for me to afford. I only have one light hanging down from the middle of the ceiling over my bed. I do get a little light from the on and off, annoying, neon light next door that reads, Girls, Girls, Girls and that doesn't go off until 2am. I checked the mattress, not very supportive, but it's okay. At least it doesn't have bedbugs.
I'm not sure why I'm writing you Santa. I really don't know how you can help me but after polishing off most of a bottle of Jack, I figured it wouldn't hurt to write a Dear Santa letter. It figures it would take me to be drunk to write to anyone even Santa Claus. I dunno, maybe I figured that writing this letter would somehow make me feel better. Seriously, in the way that I don't believe in Superman, the Lone Ranger, the Easter Bunny, and the Tooth Fairy, sorry, but I don't believe in Santa Claus either.
Thanks for reading my letter. Figuring my Dear Santa Claus letter will end up in the dead letter bin at the Post Office, I'm going to complete the cycle and actually mail this today. I'd would be curious if my letter evoked a response.
Sincerely,
Bob
* * * * *
Dear Bob,
Times are tough all around. Whenever the economy goes south, my business, forgive the pun, goes north. Somehow people always have a few extra dollars to buy some toys for their kids.
"Ho! Ho! Ho!"
I'm running three shifts around the clock trying to keep up with not only the toy production that I need to give away at Christmas but also with the toys that I need to manufacture to sell for the rest of the year. I bet you didn't know that there really is a Santa Claus. Most people don't. I bet you didn't know that I run a successful toy business. I'm even listed on the New York Stock Exchange under KKTY.
My business name is Kris Kringle Toys. People, who don't know that I really manufacture toys, think that the name of my toy business, Kris Kringle Toys, is cute. If they only knew that Santa personally overseas the manufacture of all the toys made in my company, I bet my business would skyrocket but I'm happy just the way that I am without having all of that unnecessary fame and troubling fortune. I'm happy making just enough to support myself and Mrs. Claus so that we can pay our bills, keep a roof over our heads, and possibly buy another new, bright red Mercedes Benz to add to my garage and stable of luxury automobiles. Sorry, Bob, but being that I'm German, I've always preferred German engineering over American ingenuity and Japanese technology.
You know Bob, now that I'm thinking about it and now that I have your attention with this letter, so long as you don't mind the cold weather, actually the North Pole in closer proximity to the sun isn't nearly as cold as the South Pole. Most people don't know that either. Anyway, I'm always looking for help up here at the North Pole and I do have a job that I can offer you. With everyone looking for the easy way out and with everyone looking for an angle where they can work from home, good, skilled, and experienced labor is hard to find.
An honest day's pay for an honest day's work, I pay a good wage, double the wage of most other manufacturers and offer 100% company paid benefits, health, dental, and life insurance, profit sharing, and 401K. I offer a two week paid vacation, three weeks after five years, and four weeks after ten years. I don't offer any paid holidays but I do offer one day off for every week you work, that's 52 days that can be used as vacation time, sick time, personal time, and/or holiday pay. No questions asked, you use your days however you want.
Another benefit for living here at the North Pole, the real estate is free up here. Basically you live on an ice patch with an igloo on it. Some of the fellas built larger igloos with decks, a second story and, with the ice so thick, even a cellar. We don't have cars up her because the roads are too slick. Everyone travels by sleigh. I provide the sleigh and we have reindeers for sale that you can hook up to your sleigh. You are responsible for cleaning up reindeer poop. Such a mess, if we left that around, we'd have brown, smelly snow, instead of beautiful, white snow. Ho! Ho! Ho!
Let me know if you're interested in a job, Bob. I could use a good man who's familiar with the toy business and with the factory floor. Many of the help that I employ, mostly elves, have to climb stools and stepladders to reach any of the light and machine switches. It would be good to have someone bigger, taller, and stronger to help my elves with the things that they struggle with daily.
As an aside, in answer to your question, admittedly, albeit an inappropriate question, if I still have sex with Mrs. Claus, sadly I don't. Unable to get my pole to go north anymore, it's been hanging loose and low for a long time now. With me on high blood pressure medication and diagnosed with diabetes, I no longer have the sexual urge for sex. I've tried Andro-gel, a testosterone supplement, and Cialis, sadly, neither one works for me. Maybe I'm just too damn old for sex.
I'm a little embarrassed to admit but if you're working for me, you'd find out anyway but Mrs. Claus asked me if she could have sex with the elves, as they are always ready to party. Finally, I relented and every weekend, she goes off with a different elf and has a gangbang with all twelve elves once a month. So long as she gives me hot pillow talk while masturbating me and sucking me while telling me all that she did with the elves, I don't mind so much her having sex with the hired help.
Being that Mrs. Claus has turned into quite the slut, I wouldn't be surprised if she propositioned you too. Ho! Ho! Ho! Actually, taking the chore of having to sexually satisfy her, it takes all the time that I have to run the business and look over my team of reindeer without my having to worry about her sexual needs too.
Let me know if you're interested in working for me, Bob, and I'll arrange for your flight north.
Sincerely,
Santa
* * * * *
Dear Santa,
Seriously? Are you kidding me? You're offering me a job at a good pay and 100% benefits to do something that I love to do, make toys. I can't believe it. Where do I sign? Finally to be fairly paid, fairly treated, and be given employee benefits is a dream job come true. Yes, of course, I'm interested in working for Kris Kringle Toys and for you Santa.
Now if only you can help me with another problem that I have, I'd be a happy man. Being that you really are Santa Claus, the maker of dreams come true, I need a woman to share my life. Enclosed, please find my picture. You see, ever since my wife left, I've so been lonely, if you know what I mean, horny actually. Other than Mrs. Claus and, admittedly, I'm horny enough to do her should she solicit me, if that's okay with you, but are there any other women up there at the North Pole?
Now, I don't know if there are women or not up at the North Pole and/or working for you, a real deal breaker if there isn't any available women, as I'd like to get married again. Believe it or not, even though I was married to a real bitch, I enjoyed being married. Truth be told, I don't see myself marrying an elf or a nymph, however a female elf is called, not that I'm prejudice against elves and/or nymphs, I'd just want someone who's taller and with bigger breasts, if you know what I mean Santa. My ideal woman is tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful with big, blue eyes. Even though I don't suppose there are any women living up there but for a few Eskimo women, but are there any women like that living way up there who look like my dream woman?
Sincerely,
Bob
* * * * *
Hi Bob,
Thanks for the photo Bob. You are a very good looking man, much better looking than me. I'm sure Mrs. Claus would love to make your acquaintance, if you know what I mean. Ho! Ho! Ho! Has anyone told you that you look like a cross between Brad Pitt and George Clooney?
Actually, I'm pleased to report, as if so happens, my assistant fits your description of an ideal woman to a tee. She's tall, about 5'9", and she's busty, a 36D cup, as was whispered to me by one of my naughty elves who happened to see her changing into her uniform. Indeed with her long, blonde hair, beautiful face, and big, blue eyes, she's very pretty.
Never married, she loves children and would make a great mother and you a great wife. I have no idea why someone who looks like her hasn't been scooped up by a man long ago. I don't know why someone who looks like her isn't modeling and/or acting instead of helping me with my endless correspondence but she's a real stunner. Actually, she's sitting here across from me now blushing as I dictate this letter to her.
Being that there aren't very many available men of normal height up here, especially one who as good looking as you are from your enclosed photo, it wouldn't surprise me if you two became attracted to one another. Being that she's writing this letter for me, she already knows that you'll be arriving on the next sleigh. Her name is Susan, Susan Jill Parker.
"Ho! Ho! Ho!"
Sincerely,
Santa
THE END
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Anal Sex with Stranger on a Train 1
On the way home from work, a man anally molests a stranger on a crowded commuter train.
Having been riding this train for years, Peter rode this commuter train every day, twice a day to and from work home. In all the years, never has he ever seen the train as crowded. With nowhere to put them, the train was so crowded that there were still people standing on the platform left behind. With no way to get home in this raging snowstorm, they’d have to find a hotel room or return to work to spend the night.
In the way they were packed in like sardines, he didn’t think they could squeeze in one more person but they did and continually kept doing until the doors finally slowly closed. The last train out of Springfield, Massachusetts heading for Boston’s North Station, in the way that the cars were so overstuffed with people, this commuter train could have been a train in Tokyo, Japan. If this train crashed, he was protected by and surrounded by so many human airbags. Not able to move anywhere but up, he’d be cushioned by so many bodies that he didn’t think he’d be hurt, that is, so long as the train car he was on stayed intact and didn’t disintegrate upon impact.
The last train home before they shut down the rail line for passenger and employee safety, there was a raging blizzard going on outside. Another train moving down the tracks ahead of them, the slow snowplow train in the way of an ice cutting ship carefully moving in the South Pole breaking up the ice, slowly cleared the tracks ahead of them only as fast as the tracks were covered with ice and snow again. A bumpy ride, on again and off again, the lights continually extinguished every time the train stopped and, every time the train stopped, the women would gasp and let out a little scream as if they were riding a dangerous ride at the amusement park.
Seemingly as if he was the only man mistakenly put on the wrong train during the occupation Nazi Germany during World War II, there were so very many women on this train. In the way that his body was in close contact and touching other bodies, with women wearing less clothes instead of heavy, winter coats, he only wished this was the summer and not the winter. Only how could there be a snowstorm, a blizzard in the summer? Then he thought of a catastrophe or a terrorist threat that would force businesses to close and everyone to flee the city. Maybe in the way that it daily is in Japan, overcrowded subway and commuter trains was something routine in his immediate future.
* * * * *
Feeling a bit feverishly lightheaded with all the perfume and estrogen that surrounded him, he was the only man in the passenger car. There were so very many women and so very many women’s asses on the train that he didn’t know where to look. With so many asses to see, there were small asses, big asses, fat asses, flat asses, round asses, tear drop asses, apple asses, ghetto booty asses, shapely asses, tight asses, narrow asses, skinny asses, thick asses, voluptuous asses, average asses, BBW asses, bubble asses, chubby asses, plump asses, and asses galore. Everywhere he looked, he saw women’s asses. Packed in ass Heaven as if he was a Jewish prisoner on a train headed for a Nazi death camp, so long as he really wasn’t going to be gassed and die, what a way to go?
He allowed his experienced eye to scan the crowd of women to find the perfect ass and the most receptive victim. Unable to help himself, always his eyes went to the most beautiful women first, typically a blonde with big tits and a shapely ass. Getting better at picking out the right woman, one who’d be receptive to his inappropriate gropes and sexual advances, cramped in a train with so many asses, he felt confident that he’d find his anal sexual match on this crowded train.
Off in the far distance, way down at the other end of the car, he spied his sexual match, a tall, sexy, blonde. Only with the mass of female humanity blocking his way, how would he even get there? With not even room to hold his hands up, he inched his way while allowing his horny hands to touch, to feel, and to wander across the sexy asses of women. As if he was in a new car lot feeling fenders, most women, while moving their ass out of the reach of his horny hands, were happy to be rid of him and to allow him to squeeze by them.
“Pig.”
“Pervert.”
“How dare you?”
“Eww!”
Grinding his cock against this ass and against that ass, he bumped that one before humping this one. As if making his way through a feminine maze, turning one way to turn to the other when spotting an ass that he’d like to be more intimately familiar with, he forced his way slowly and sexually excitedly through the crowd of women.
“Excuse me. Pardon me. Sorry. Excuse me. Pardon me. Sorry,” he said finally squeezing his way all the way down the passenger car.
At last, standing directly behind his chosen victim, he positioned himself behind her, his preferred position with women. With barely any room to stand, he stood so close to her round, shapely buttocks that he’d be hard pressed to slip a playing card between her ass and his emerging cock. With his cock firmly resting between her bulbous ass cheeks, indeed, a utopian paradise for his hardening cock, this was his true definition of nirvana.
* * * * *
When most men drove their cars back and forth to work, perhaps because of the sexy view in rubbing elbows with so very many attractive women, Peter enjoyed taking the commuter train while always hoping that an anal sexual opportunity would present itself. Not ever on a train nearly this crowded, he felt as if he was prowling the grounds of a crowded carnival, a packed concert, or a busy parade route where available women and their asses were abundant for him to rub and bump against. Fortunately for him, there were always many more women on the train than men and with today with him the only man on a car stuffed with women, today was a women’s fest bonanza.
Moreover with mostly men left behind on the platform, the men were gentlemen enough to allow the women to board first. Being that this stop was the end of the line, he got on the empty car going in the opposite direction across the way and rode it back around. When the doors opened, he was already standing on the train. When the doors opened, as if filling an empty container with fast flowing water or filling a cattle car with cattle, he couldn’t believe the deluge of women who pushed and shoved their way to get on this train.
Rather standing than sitting, with the train teeming with asses, he couldn’t count how many up skirts and down blouses, his horny eyes have been already been rewarded in seeing. He’ll be masturbating over this day later tonight while surfing the Internet for porn as his wife sleeps alone in bed with her virginal ass. An anal paradise, he was surrounded by women’s asses covered in pants, jeans, dresses, skirts, slips, pantyhose, and panties.
Everywhere he looked, as if he was Superman blessed with X-Ray vision, he imagined he saw women standing all around him wearing just their panties. White, yellow, pink, green, blue, purple, and black, he loved panties, especially bikini panties that covered firm, round, shapely asses. The only thing he loved more than asses covered in bikini panties were naked asses.
With some men breast men and other men leg men, Peter was an ass man. Even the license plate on his car, in disgust of his uptight, easily, sexually offended wife, proclaimed his proclivity for that one specific body part, ASS MAN. Funny that he’d marry a woman who only had an average ass, an ordinary ass instead of a spectacular ass, perhaps it was just coincidental that his ass fetish started after he married his wife. Perhaps the reason why his wife never rides in his car is because of his personalized license plate. Whenever they go anywhere, she drives him in her car. His favorite song, Baby Got Back by Sir Mix-a-Lot, he knew all the words by heart.
“I like big butts and I cannot lie. You other brothers can’t deny that when a girl walks in with an itty bitty waist and a round thing in your face, you get sprung, wanna pull out your tough ‘cause you notice that butt was stuffed deep in the jeans she’s wearing. I’m hooked and can’t stop staring,” sung Peter to himself while staring at the ass directly in front of him.
He loved women’s round, firm asses and the woman standing directly in front of him, a tall, leggy blonde had the most perfectly beautiful ass he’s ever seen. He wished there was an Olympic event and a gold medal awarded for the most perfect ass in the world. He wished there was a Miss America contest not for beauty but for asses. If there was a gold medal awarded or a beauty contest crowned for asses, the woman standing in front of him would be a gold medal, diamond crowned winner. As if her ass was a ripe, piece of fruit, watching the movement of her hips in slow motion, every time the train moved her ass moved too. Already in the mood, he’d love to get him some of that.
Getting his body into the rhythm of her movement, as if he was a dirty dancing, salsa dancer, back and forth and back and forth, she lightly bumped him as if they were gently, slowly having anal sex for the first time. The first time she bumped him, she turned hallway around to him without her really seeing him and without him really seeing her and said, “Sorry.” Yet, with nowhere for her to go and with nowhere else he could stand, they were stuck together as if they were contestants getting ready for an ass dancing contest.
* * * * *
Going with the flow, he maintained his swaying motion as if they were having anal sex while sitting on a swing. In and out she bumped him and back and forth he lightly humped her to the timing of her bumping him and him humping her again and again. Such a delicate movement, a mastery of timing, so wanting to put his hands on her hips, he wanted to hump her harder and deeper. Yet, if he missed a beat, she’d immediately know that he was being fresh with her ass when he missed a cue and humped her ass without her bumping him. With the train being this crowded, he’s already gotten away with a lot more than he normally does when the train isn’t as pack jammed with women.
Being that she had already given him an erection with her ass movement and being that the train was so crowded to capacity if not more so, he thought he’d take a chance. With him having much more to gain, a once in a lifetime opportunity, what did he have to lose? Sandwiched by two, very large and tall, Sumo type, wrestling woman with jumbo asses, and with another very large woman standing behind him with a BBW ass, as if standing in a stall surrounded by three barrels, the view of him was blocked by their enormous asses. Eclipsed by three, giant full moons, no one could see what he was about to do with his horny hands.
Besides, if she was so opposed to him touching and feeling her ass, the train was so overcrowded that this poor woman standing in front of him didn’t even have the room to turn around to slap his face for being fresh with her ass. With her arms pinned by her side, she didn’t even have the room to raise her arms to hold onto anything. Unable to free her hands to hang on to the strap, to the rail, or to the pole, she was sardined in this crowd of feminine humanity. Yet protected by all the women standing around her and with him standing behind her, she didn’t need to hold on to anything to maintain her balance.
Ever so lightly, as if forging the signature on the back of his deceased mother’s Social Security check or writing his name in the sand at the beach while ogling half naked women, he traced the outline of her panty through her dress with the delicate touch of his fingers. A master panty tracer, having groped unsuspecting women all of his adult life, an expert at groping, sexually assaulting, and shamelessly molesting women, just by the first touch of her ass, he could tell she wasn’t wearing a slip or pantyhose, just panty. Based from his extensive lewd and lascivious, inappropriate, sexual experiences, the ones that he had the most success with in touching and feeling were the women who only wore panties. As if they were asking to be felt up and begging him to touch their asses, such whores and sluts, women who only wore panties, especially within the crowded confines of a passenger train car, were asking for trouble.
* * * * *
He hated pantyhose. They should tar and feather the gay man who invented pantyhose and ban him from residing in the United States of America. Paying an actor masquerading as a doctor to tell TV viewers in a commercial that pantyhose is bad for women’s health, Congress should pass a law outlawing pantyhose. The only people allowed to wear pantyhose should be professional football players and armed robbers. Unable to see panties through pantyhose, how dare some gay man invent something that ruins heterosexual men’s voyeuristic up skirt fun?
Yet, whoever this woman standing before him was, she was wearing his preferred attire beneath her thin dress. She was wearing panties. She was not just wearing panties, she was wearing bikini panties and he so loved bikini panties. Just by the feel of her naked, round, uplifted, ass cheeks, his fingertips were never wrong in discerning bikini panties.
Yet, more than just her bikini panties, he’s felt asses before but he’s never felt an ass like this one before. So round and so firm, yet soft in the way of the desired firmness of a memory foam mattress, she had the most perfect and perfectly shaped ass. She must have been a gymnast, a figure skater, or a champion diver, swimmer, or track star, to have such an ass. Should someone want a better ass and should someone be in need of ass implants, plastic surgeons should pay her to mold her ass.
With the train too crowded for him to do so without feeling the giant asses of the women on either side of him and without bumping in the huge ass behind him, if he could reach his hand down in his pocket, he’d pull out a quarter to bounce off the firm, shapely ass of the woman standing in front of him. Certain that he’d catch the quarter every time with the big bounce that it would no doubt take. He’d love to play that coin game all day with her phenomenal ass. He’d love to hit her ass, slap her ass, squeeze her ass, and spank her ass.
Being that he was shorter than she was, an average 5’9” tall, and with her nearly 6’ tall in her high heels, strangely enough, he was at the advantage. With just barely enough room for him to slide his arm and hand down, when he squatted just a little, he could feel the hem of her short dress. Ah, hidden from sight because of her dress surrounded by big asses, as if her hem was the secret combination to a safe containing valuables, the hem of her dress was the key to her panties.
Knowing what he was about to do, holding her hem between his thumb and index finger, just the touch of her hem sent shivers through his spine. Ever so slowly and ever so carefully, he lifted the hem of her dress as if he was lifting a shroud from a priceless piece of artwork and loosely tucked it in the top of his pants. As far as he was concerned, her beautiful ass was a beautiful work of art that he sexually treasured. God must have smiled at the angels when he created her ass.
Going slow enough for her not to feel him lifting her dress, with him not wanting to prematurely reveal his ass playing plan to her, this part of his sexual molestation was critical. Once he reached this point, make or break, depending upon her reaction, the rest would be easy or impossibly difficult. Slow but surely and inch by subtle inch, he raised the light material of her dress until, when he looked down, he could clearly see her light blue, bikini panty clad ass exposed to his horny eyes.
He moved the material of her dress out of the way and to the side of him while holding her upraised dress in place by the tightness of their bodies glued so closely together, now her blue, bikini panties were on display for his horny eyes to see. Oh, my God. Form fittingly highlighted and proudly raised up by the tightness of her bikini panties, indeed, she had an incredible ass, the most perfect ass and ass cheeks he’s ever seen.
Her ass was so round, so full, and so tight, that he couldn’t wait to touch her ass. He couldn’t wait to feel her ass. He couldn’t wait to fondle her ass. He couldn’t wait to caress her ass. He couldn’t wait to squeeze her ass and God willing, he couldn’t wait to fuck her ass.
* * * * *
Fortunately for him in this case, he was no George Clooney or Brad Pitt, and being that he was a plain, average, and nondescript man, all the other women on the train paid him no never mind. All the other women on the train were busy talking, laughing, reading, and/or talking on their cell phones, that is, those who had a cell phone signal. Free to lift her dress undetected by anyone, especially by the sexy woman standing in front of him, he did his panty work as if he was a professional safecracker or a highly successful jewel thief.
Glad that she was wearing a dress when most women wore pants on such a cold, wintry day, most certainly he was at the right place at the right time. Could this be the day that he finally realizes his sexual fantasy to have anal sex with a woman on a train? In the way that some people are proud members of the Mile High Club after having sex on a plane, he was hoping to be a proud anal member of the Laying Down Some Track Club.
Seemingly unfazed, even unnoticed, by the sexual attention that he was paying her ass, he wondered, if she felt his fingers tracing her panty line through the thin material of her dress. He wondered if she perceived a chill and knew that he had lifted up her dress to her waist. Did she know that his horny hand was ever so lightly feeling her panty and her panty clad ass? With everyone having left work early because of the blizzard, unless she was oblivious or high from having a couple of cocktails at lunch, how could she not know that he was feeling her ass through her panty? Maybe his perfect woman, she didn’t care that he was having his inappropriate way with her panty and ass.
One slow finger at a time, as if he was exploring forbidden territory and certainly he was by uninvitingly exploring the panty clad ass of a stranger. Surely, unless she was paralyzed below the waist, how could she not know he was touching her, feeling her, and groping her? How could she not know he was caressing her in a way that she’d only allow her husband, her boyfriend, her lover, her son, or her son-in-law to touch her, feel her, and grope her? Seemingly hopeful that she was having as much fun being touched, felt, and groped as he was having fun feeling her, touching her, and groping her oh, so voluptuous body, he didn’t want this sexual exchange to abruptly stop.
To be continued…
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Mother and son's innocent sleeping turns to something more than just cuddling and spooning.
"Mom?" Charlie looked at his mother with concern. Lost in thought on Christmas Eve, seemingly she looked so sad when she should have been so happy. "What's wrong?"
Ready to repeat his question when she didn't answer him, he stared at her while wondering what the matter was.
"Wrong? There's nothing wrong," said Susan forcing her son a sad smile.
Looking so miserably, obviously, she was lying. Obviously, there was something wrong.
"Suddenly you look so sad," said Charlie.
In the glow of the fireplace and basking in the soft glistening of the Christmas tree, looking so much like an airbrushed model in the soft lighting of a Hollywood studio, she was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. He wished she wasn't his mother but his lover.
Reminding him of Gillian Darmody played by Gretchen Mol in Boardwalk Empire, he didn't understand why someone who looked like her was alone. He didn't understand why someone who looked like her didn't have a steady boyfriend. If she wasn't his mother, he'd date her. For sure, if she wasn't his mother, he'd do her. Too bad that she was his mother, he could only imagine what it would be like to have sex with someone who looked like her.
"I do?" She sighed before giving him another sad smile. "Sorry, I was just thinking about past Christmases."
Now knowing what she was thinking about, he needed to acknowledge the elephant in the room to eradicate it.
"You were thinking about Dad again, weren't you?"
He wished she'd think of him in the way that she always thinks of his father.
"Yes," she said obviously trying to look happy instead of sad by giving him a little smile.
Her little smile wasn't fooling him one bit. He could see that she was hurting. At a time when she was the most vulnerable, he hoped that she'd consume enough wine for him to take sexual advantage of her, if only an inadvertent up skirt of her panties or a down blouse of her bra, he needed something to masturbate over later.
"C'mon, it's Christmas Eve. Cheer up. You should be happy and not sad," he said. "I won't allow the memory of my father to spoil our fun and ruin another holiday."
With her wearing one of his favorite short skirts, caught by the chair as if the chair was complicit in her flashing him and with her skirt raised higher than the middle of her thigh when she was seated, she was showing him a lot of shapely leg. He loved his mother's legs. Moreover, she wasn't wearing pantyhose, just panties. He could only imagine what it would feel like to run his hands up her short skirt while feeling her lovely legs. He wondered, if they were both drunk enough, if his mother would allow him to feel her legs from her shapely ankles all the way up to her sexy hips.
In the way that she was so comfortable around him and with him always looking to see what he shouldn't see of her, fortunately for him, she routinely albeit inadvertently flashed him up skirts and down blouses. Not the kind of son who was interested in having incestuous sex with his mother, what inspired him to think inappropriate, sexual thoughts about his mother is when his father, a real pig, left her for good for a woman half her age. Leaving him alone with her, he now had more opportunities to ogle his mother in all manners of undress. Exasperating the problem was when his girlfriend broke up with him. Horny now, with no other woman in his life but his MILF of a mother, his sexual thoughts turned more to her, especially whenever he needed fodder for masturbation.
"Sorry, I guess I am a little sad," she admitted taking a breath while staring in the fire and before returning her focus to him. "Even long ago, before we were married, I used to celebrate Christmas Eve with your father. The time when we exchanged gifts, Christmas Eve was our special evening to ourselves before we celebrated Christmas with the rest of our families," she confided in him as if he was her priest or her psychiatrist instead of her son. "I miss him," she said looking up at her son with sad eyes. She wrapped her hands around her wine glass as if it was a warm coffee mug and she was cold. "Don't you miss your father Charlie?"
If this woman was any woman other than his mother, making his move, this was the time that he'd take her in his arms to hold her, hug her, and comfort her before kissing her.
"Miss him? No, I don't miss my father," said Charlie looking down at the carpet while shaking his head. "I'm glad he's gone."
No doubt happy to have his mother all to himself, he was glad that the big rooster was evicted from the henhouse and the proud peacock was still here with her.
"You didn't know him in the way that I did Charlie. To you, he was just your father. To me, he was my friend, my lover, my husband, my companion, and my life," she said looking as if she was about to cry. "He was a wonderful man back then when I first met him, before he started drinking and cheating on me," she said. "Sometimes I wonder if it was all my fault."
"I don't know how you can blame yourself for Dad's drinking and infidelity being that he was an adult and the one in control of his own life," said Charlie acting like the adult by accepting his role as the head of the household.
"Actually it's comforting to hear you say that when my only sounding board left me for another woman," she said, "a younger woman at that. Not very good for my ego and self-confidence, there was no way that I could compete with a woman fifteen years my junior."
"Well I'm here for you now mother," said Charlie. "I'm not going anywhere, that is, unless there's a choir of Playboy Bunnies singing Christmas carols out our front door and asking me to join them," he said with a laugh.
"Yes you are here for me now and I wouldn't hold you back from joining the choir of Playboy Bunnies," she said beaming. "Alas, even though I still have you with me now," she reached out her hand to squeeze his knee, "I won't have you for long when some woman makes you her man," she said pausing before speaking again as if talking to herself. "Christmas isn't the same without your father in my life and without a man in my bed, but you're my man now," she said smiling widely.
He's her man now? He wondered what she meant by that remark. He couldn't help but imagine being in bed with his mother. He couldn't help but imagine himself being in bed naked with his mother. He couldn't help but imagine his mother naked and in bed with him. He couldn't help but imagine having sex with his mother. Not knowing what else to say to comfort her, unable to shake the incestuous feelings he had, if she was any other woman than his mother, wishing he could, he would have taken this as his cue to kiss her. Instead, he looked at his mother while sipping his wine before getting angry by what she said about missing his father.
He remembered all the fighting and the arguing. A continuation of the same argument every damn day, they argued in the morning before his father went to work and again that evening when he came home from work. Weekends were a blessing as his father was never around. Hunting, fishing, bowling, and golfing, so he said, with Charlie away at college, invitations to go places with his father were never extended. For sure, no doubt the reason why he takes her side, spending more alone time with her, he was much closer to his mother than he ever was with his father.
"Honestly mother, I don't know how you can miss the man. He was a bastard for taking up with that young whore from his office and leaving you for her," said Charlie. "He's nothing more than a pig for taking up with a woman nearly my age."
She looked at him acknowledging what he said about his father with some insight.
"I know and you're right. For him to treat me like that, after all these years, was wrong," she said with sadness.
He looked at her wondering why she was here with him instead of attending some Christmas party at a nightclub. Imagining dancing with her and having a good time, he was tempted to ask her out on a night on the town. Only until he found a good paying job, he didn't have any money to go anywhere and to do anything.
"You need to go out more Mother. You need to meet someone. You need to forget about him and move on with your life," he said pausing while looking to see what reaction his words had on her.
"I know you're right Charlie but sometimes, especially when I'm feeling sad and lonely, my head and my heart go in opposite directions. "Too preoccupied thinking about him, where he is and what he's doing, I'm not ready to have a relationship with another man, not just yet," she said slowly shaking her head while looking out the window to watch the snow silently fall. "At least we're going to have a white Christmas," she said changing the subject with a smile.
As if seeing her for the first time and in a new light of sadness and vulnerability, he looked at her as if seeing her more as a potential love match for some man instead of looking at her as his mother. Suddenly feeling jealous, he didn't want another man kissing and pawing his mother.
"Maybe you should try online dating," he said. "I can help you make your profile. I'll even take some sexy pictures of you to post."
As soon as he offered to take some sexy photos of his mother for her online dating profile, dizzy with incestuous desire for his mother, he couldn't help but think of her wearing one of her short, low cut, sexy nightgowns with nothing else underneath. Lighting up her nearly transparent nightgown with his camera flash to make it virtually see-through, he'd love to have a photograph of his nearly naked mother for fodder when he masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with her. Continuing his sexual fantasy, he imagined her standing before his camera wearing only her panty and bra. Wow! How hot would that be to photograph her in her underwear?
As if she was a Playboy model, he imagined her removing her bra to cup her breasts with her hands while he took dozens of photos of her nearly topless body. He wondered if she'd allow him to photograph her in the nude, face down on the couch or the rug, strictly for artistic purposes, of course. Falling for that line, he imagined her posting naked. Who's he kidding? He'd love to see his mother naked. If he saw his mother naked, he didn't know if he could control himself from touching her and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother.
"Online dating?" She looked at him as if he was nuts, drunk, or both. "I'd never post my profile online and with all creepy and pervy men out there who'd contact me for sex. Then, with all the invasive practices our government does with reading people's private e-mails, I'd never post my photos online either."
He imagined e-mailing his mother as if he was a man interested in dating her. He imagined his mother falling in love with his anonymous self. Writing erotic correspondence back and forth, he wondered if he could persuade her to send him topless and/or naked photos of herself.
"Not every man out there is creepy and/or pervy," he said with a laugh while knowing that he was creepy and pervy when it came to wanting to see his mother naked, especially when it came to wanting to see his mother naked.
"What about you?"
"What about me what?"
"Why don't you post an online profile looking to date someone? You write the profile and I'll take some sexy, beefcake photos of you in your underwear," she said with a sexy look and a sexy laugh.
"Mom? Eww! Gross, that's so gross," he said feigning his disgust.
He'd love to pose for his mother in his underwear. No doubt, as soon as he removed his pants, he'd have an erection. Wondering if she'd ask him to pose naked, tit for cock, he'd pose naked for her if she'd pose naked for him too.
"Oh, don't be so modest. You don't have anything that I haven't seen before," she said.
Not believing that their dialogue was going anywhere but to sexually frustrate him, he changed the subject.
"After I'm gone to live with or marry a woman, you can't stay here alone and wither away Mom. Everyone needs someone in their life. You're still young. You still have lots of life to live," he said. "You need to live your life Mom."
As crazy as the thought was, he wished he could live with his mother forever as man and woman instead of as mother and son. Not ever needing another woman to sexually satisfy him, how hot would that be to have his mother sexually in his life?
"Your father leaving me and rejecting me for someone younger has opened my eyes. Never taking the time to consider my feelings, my life was always about him and if all men are like him in that regard, then I'm not eager to live my life with another man. I'd rather be alone," she said. "It's not so bad. So long as I still have you in my life, I'm happy being alone and not having to cook, clean, and cater to a man's whims and needs."
Damn, playing right into his thoughts, he wondered if she'd live forever with him in the way that he wished he could live forever with her.
"He's gone now Mom. He's not returning. He's never coming back," said Charlie obviously happy by that thought. "Not all men are insensitive and selfish pigs. There are a lot of good men out there who aren't married, lying, cheating bastards," he said.
Only, in the way that he was sexually thinking about his mother, he was as much of a pig as was his father.
"I know," she said with sadness while staring in her wine glass as if reading her fortune in a cup of tea. "Yet, now that I'm older, I'm grateful for the small things in my life. I don't need a man to make me happy, really I don't. Been there and done that, so long as I still have you in my life, even for just short visits, I'm happy alone."
Such a waste of a good woman, he couldn't imagine his mother without a man in her life. Only, if she found someone else, no doubt always wishing it was him intimately with her, he'd be jealous of her lover.
"Everyone should have someone in their life, Mom."
It pained him to imagine his mother kissing, masturbating, sucking, and fucking another man.
"I'm grateful for the fire," she said looking at the fireplace. "I'm grateful for this house," she said looking around the living room. "I'm grateful for you returning home after graduating college to live with me albeit temporarily until you find your own place," she said giving him a warm smile. "I got everything and he got nothing but his freedom and yet, admittedly, now that you mention it, I'm still sad and I don't know why, other than I'm lonely."
Hoping that it was confused in the translation, perhaps her definition of lonely was horny. He wondered if his mother was horny in the way that he was always horny. He wondered if she sexually fantasized about having sex with him in the way that he always fantasied having sex with her. He wondered if his mother masturbated. He wondered if his mother masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with her son in the way that he masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with his mother.
* * * * *
Charlie was forever horny, especially when alone with his mother in the way that he was now. As if she was a celebrity on stage, he watched her slowly cross her legs and, in the way that Sharon Stone did when flashing the police detectives interrogating her in Basic Instinct. Giving her legs his full attention, when she crossed her legs like that she flashed him a patch of her white panty. When she crossed her legs ever so slowly, he wondered if she knew she had flashed him. Wishing she did, a game of exhibitionism and voyeurism that he'd love to play with his mother, he wondered if she flashed him deliberately.
Nah, she's his mother, she'd never flash him her panties on purpose. Yet, wishing his mother would deliberately flash him, how hot would that be for her to play a game of exhibitionism and voyeurism with his MILF of a mother? Nonetheless, coming to his senses while hoping that the wine worked its magic on his mother to lull her lack of awareness that she was flashing him, he felt like such a pervert lusting over his mother.
Nothing new, he's lusted over her for so long that he couldn't remember when he didn't lust over her. She's always been a MILF and when his father decided to leave, good riddance, is when he decided to return home. Now hoping to see more of her than he's ever seen of her before, he no longer had his father in the way to ruin his sexy fun and to discourage or impede how his mother dresses in front of him.
"What can I do to cheer you up, Mom? Just tell me, you name it, and I'll do whatever you ask. This is your special day. You're the one who always so loved Christmas," he said. "My Christmas gift to you is to give you anything that I can to make you happy. I know. What if I drew you a bath and gave you a massage after your bath. Surely, that would help you to sleep."
He imagined her agreeing to have him run her a bubble bath. He imagined pulling up a stool to keep her company while she bathed. He imagined washing her back while watching all of those big bubbles popping and bursting to show him more and more of her big tits. Then, after her bath, he imagined her agreeing to have him give her a full body massage in the way that Mimi Rogers received a full body massage from Bryan Brown in the aptly named movie, Full Body Massage.
With his mother lying face down on her stomach naked, he imagined covering her ass with a small facecloth. Then turning to lay on her back, he imagined covering his mother's breast and pussy with two small towels that were barely large enough to cover anything. Giving his mother a full body massage while touching and feeling her naked body where no son should ever see, touch, and feel his naked mother, that Christmas gift would be more his Christmas gift than her Christmas gift.
She looked at him and smiled while leaning forward in her chair as if it was her turn to make a word when playing Scrabble. A daily event since he moved home, as if they were a retired couple, when they weren't watching movies together, they played Scrabble every day. Taking turns who'd win depending who got the better letters, the J, K, Q, X, Z, S's and blanks, every time she leaned forward to make her words, she'd inadvertently flash him her bra and her cleavage down her low cut blouse.
Having masturbated daily while recalling her flashes, he wondered if she knew she was flashing him. He wondered if she knew he was looking down her low cut top while enjoying the view. He wondered if he more enjoyed playing Scrabble with his mother or if he more enjoyed the down blouse view of her big breasts. With both equally as sexually enticing, he wondered if he more enjoyed seeing her panties in up skirts or her bra and cleavage in down blouses.
"There's nothing you can do for me that you haven't done already Charlie. You're a good son. Thanks for asking," she said not even trying to hide her sadness. "It's just another Christmas to me now. I'll feel better in the morning," she said with a shrug and a look of dejection. "It's just that—" leaning back in her chair, she paused while staring at her glass of wine as if she could see her beloved ex-husband in the reflection of the glass.
A good son? If only she knew the sexual thoughts he's always had of her naked while sucking and fucking him. What kind of son would she call him then if she knew that he wanted to have sex with her? If only she knew how he's lusted over her and masturbated over her while fantasizing having sex with her, he wondered what she'd think and what she'd say about him then. In the way she was so focused on her wine glass instead of on him, while he undressed her with his eyes to imagine her naked, he wondered if she was thinking about her ex-husband instead of thinking about him in the way that he was thinking about her.



Rather than thinking about him, her son, who was there with her now, instead of looking over at him, she stared at his reflection in the Christmas ornaments that hung from the Christmas tree in front of them. He wished she was thinking about him in the way that she was always preoccupied with his father. Gone, gone, gone, his father is gone now and never coming back. If his father didn't think of her and care how she felt with him leaving her, why is she wasting her time thinking of him?
"What mother? What were you going to say? You started to say something. It's just that...what mother? You didn't finish your thought. Tell me."
Charlie looked at his mother as if she was the only woman in the world and in the way that he was so focused on her with his stare and with his thoughts, at that point in time, she was.
"I know it sounds silly and I can't believe I'm telling you this but, old enough to know such things, what I miss the most about your father is sleeping with him," she said biting her lip while looking at her son. "Even though he cheated on me, lied to me, deceived me, and drank to an excess, he made me feel safely comforted when sleeping with me and when spooning me," she said still staring at her glass of wine while remaining silent for a long minute. "More than that he was a good and generous lover," she said biting her lip as if embarrassed discussing sex with her son.
"I can understand that," said Charlie while imagining sleeping with his mother.
With someone who looks like her in his bed, he'd be a good and generous lover too. Imagining spooning her while reaching over her to feel her big tits, his father was a fool to let her go for some young, bimbo. Now that she was confessing what she did with her husband, he couldn't help but imagine his parents having sex.
"Feeling his hand on me, holding me, touching me, and feeling me was comforting. Tossing and turning, sadly, I haven't had a good night's sleep since he left," she said not looking at her son. "I'm so lonely Charlie," she said finally making eye contact with him.
He wondered why she was looking at him in a way that she never looked at him before. Did she want him to replace his father in the sexual way that he wanted to replace his father? Was her look an invitation or just a look?
I'm so horny he wanted to say but, not wanting to ruin their moment of honest and open dialogue, he didn't dare say what he was thinking and feeling. With their age as much of a distance to as their mother and son relationship, there was an uncomfortable silence between a forty-two-year-old mother and her twenty-two-year-old son. If their ages weren't a gap too wide to bridge, the fact that they were mother and son lusting over one another was the road to ruination.
Maybe just wishful thinking and/or a figment of his overactive, incestuous imagination but, because of all the up skirt and down blouse flashes, Charlie couldn't help but to suspect that his mother was sometimes, deliberately flashing him. In the way that he always did when imagining flashing her and when she flashed him, he suspected that she received some titillating fun sexually teasing him. Sexual, sexy, seductive, flirtatious, and teasing, he knew that she sometimes played him in the way that she always played his father to get whatever she wanted from him. Only, he didn't care that she used him, so long as he got what he wanted too, enough up skirts and down blouses for him to masturbate over later while imagining himself having sex with her.
Charlie watched his mother fidget with her wine glass as if she was rubbing off a water spot with her thumb. In the way that she was so focused on rubbing the glass, he couldn't help but imagine her running her finger over the head of his cock while rubbing him to an erection. Killing two birds with one stone, her loneliness and his horniness, he wondered how she'd take what he was about to say next. Only, how could he solicit his mother? What kind of son would proposition his own mother?
Taking another sip of his wine, the two glasses of wine that he just had gave him the courage that he needed to blurt out his true feelings for her. She put her wine glass down to play with the hem of her skirt as if there was an imaginary spot there too. With her feet on the floor and her knees close together as if cemented in place, when she lifted her skirt hem even just a little to nervously fidget with it, she rewarded him with a continual flash of her white panties. Did she know she was flashing him her panties? Was she aware that he could see a triangular patch of her panties over her shapely thighs? Then, catching him looking albeit with him unembarrassed that she caught him staring, she fluffed down her skirt and crossed her legs again.
He couldn't shake the image of him sleeping with his mother. He couldn't stop thinking about lying beside her while holding her, cuddling her, and spooning her. In the way that he was thinking about her, he wondered if she was thinking about him.
"I can sleep with you Mom," he said blurting it out while looking at her to watch her reaction to what he said.
Leaving his statement out there for her interpretation and comment, he wondered how she'd receive what he had just said. He wondered what she'd say in return to his bold statement. As if she wasn't even in the room with him, there was no reaction just silence, that is, until his words finally penetrated her alcohol and preoccupied brain. She looked at him as if she had just heard him. Moreover, she looked at him as if she was considering his offer to sleep with her.
As if on cue, she uncrossed her shapely legs and when she did, she turned more towards him and flashed him her panties again. Maybe it was the wine but never has she flashed him her panties as much as she was flashing him her panties tonight. Now with her knees parted just enough, she gave him a continual view between her legs. For sure, while imagining having sex with her, he'd be masturbating tonight over his mother flashing him her panties.
"Sleep with me? You'd sleep with me?" She looked at him as if she didn't know his meaning. "Now why would you want to sleep with your old mother?"
She looked at him with shock. Unable to conceal what she was thinking behind her sexy, naughty look, perhaps because of her wine consumption, she looked at him with sexual excitement. She looked at him in a way that he's never seen his mother look at him before. She looked at him in the way that he's always looked at her and was looking at her now.
"I don't mean having sex with you, Mom. I mean just lying beside you as if we were resting instead of sleeping," he waited for her reaction before speaking again.
"I know what you meant," she said looking as if she was disappointed that he wasn't propositioning her for sex.
Now he wondered if he did proposition his mother to have sex with him, if she was lonely and horny enough to have sex with him. Why not? Even though they were mother and son, they were both human with wants, desires, and needs. Consenting adults, no one would know what went on behind her closed, bedroom door.
Definitely, he'd do her, if she asked him. Looking at him as if she was some woman he had just asked to go home with him, hopefully, he wondered if she was considering what he had just asked her. Not waiting for her to answer his question, he asked it again.
"Seriously, Mom, what if I slept with you?" As if he was speaking to his mother in his sexual fantasy and as if he was saying what he'd masturbate over later while imagining himself sleeping with her, he persevered. "What if I cuddled you and spooned you in the way that Dad used to do, would that help you to get a good night's sleep?"
He imagined himself in bed with his mother. With his arm wrapped around her and his horny hand in contact with her abundant breasts, he imagined his cock pressed tightly against his mother's ass. Taking advantage of her by having his wicked, sexual way with her, he imagined touching her and feeling her shapely body through her thin, satin nightgown as soon as she fell asleep.
"Oh, Charlie, you're such a good son. Too good to be true, I wish it was that simple but," as if changing her mind in midsentence, she paused. "Actually, yes, now that I think about it, that probably would help me to sleep better. In the way that I used to comfort you when you wanted to sleep in Mommy's bed, now you can comfort me by sleeping with me just until I fell asleep," she said unashamed.
With him sleeping with his mother, even for only an hour was his foot in the door. He could only imagine holding her, spooning her, touching her, and feeling her.
"Wonderful," he said excited by the thought of sleeping with his mother.
"I'd like that very much," she said nodding her head as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to convince herself that it was okay to sleep in the same bed with her adult son. "You holding me and spooning me in the way that your father used to do would be just what I need to get a good night's sleep. It would help me to pretend that you were him," she said immodestly and immorally.
It would help me to pretend that you were him? Is that what she just said? What did she mean by that? Did she mean sex? He wondered if his mother was thinking about having sex with him in the way that he was thinking about having sex with her. He wondered if his mother was just as horny for him as he was horny for her. Just the thought of him being in bed with his mother already gave his cock a hardening twitch.
"Let me know when you're ready for bed and we'll go up together," he said.
He thought to himself, definitely, with his erection already making a proud appearance, he'll remove his underwear and just wear his thin pajama bottoms and a tee shirt to bed. The rogue elephant in the room and in the bed, he wondered if his mother would notice and/or would comment on his erection. Even more important than what he was wearing or not wearing, he wondered what his mother would wear to bed. He hoped she wouldn't wear a flannel nightgown. He hoped she'd wear her short, low cut, black, sexy, slinky nightgown, the one she always packed when going away with his father.
"Actually, I'm ready for bed now," she said standing, yawning, and stretching. From his chair, he watched her blouse rise up to expose her flat stomach before rising higher to expose the bottom of her bra and the underside of her bra cups. "This wine is making me sleepy," she said pulling down her blouse before letting out another yawn and before carrying the wine glass out to the kitchen to dump the rest of the wine in the sink and to rinse the glass.
* * * * *
Susan got ready for bed while her son used the guest bathroom. Obviously feeling sexy or horny, as the case may be, perhaps from the wine consumption or perhaps because her son volunteered to sleep with her, she put on her sheerest, shortest nightgown. A nightgown that she never got to wear for her husband, she chose the nightgown that parted in front as if it was a sarong or a full body kilt without the big pin keeping it closed. With only one button at the neck holding it closed, it looked like an oversized, wrap around cape with two big holes for her arms. Having only worn it once to bed and by choosing it to wear now, obviously because of how sexy she looked wearing it, no doubt eager to wear it again, perhaps it had been a long time since she felt sexy enough to wear it.
Charlie knocked on her bedroom door.
"Mom? Are you decent?"
With his mind reeling with sexual excitement of sleeping in the same bed with his mother, he hoped she wasn't decent. He hoped she slept in the nude. He hoped that she'd open her bedroom door naked and insist that he'd be naked too.
"Come in Charlie," she said.
She got up from the dressing table and when she stood her nightgown caught itself on the dressing table drawer. Flashing her son her naked body, her nightgown was wide open for an instant before she quickly closed it. Yet, with her sudden flash happening so fast, too fast, he didn't have time to react in his stare to see anything other than knowing that she's naked beneath her nightgown. She walked over to her son to wrap her arms around his neck and to give him a kiss on the lips.
"What's that for?"
Surprised that his mother kissed him on his lips, he looked at her looking at him. He so wanted to give his mother some tongue but he didn't dare. This was his mother after all and not some barroom slut who brought him back to her apartment. Besides he didn't want to ruin things by rushing things. Rather taking it slow, whatever happens will happen once he's in bed with her.
Her nightgown was so beautiful and she looked so sexy wearing it. So sheer, now that she was standing next to him in the bright light of her bedroom, he could see that she was naked beneath the practically see-through material. As if he was a spy noticing every detail of her shapely naked body, giving him a peek-a-boo shot of what lay beneath that flimsy material, he couldn't help but notice that her nightgown opened in the front whenever she moved.
Bursting his eyeballs out of his head, briefly, she briefly flashed him enough of her blonde pussy for him to know that she's not wearing panties, that she's trimmed, and that she's a natural blonde. Only having seen her pussy in darkened, in between her legs, up nightgowns before, never has he seen her pussy head on when she was standing immodestly tall until now. Excitingly shocking, he couldn't believe he just saw his mom's pussy. Moreover, as if she was his Christmas gift and she was wrapped in pale, blue chiffon, tissue paper, he couldn't believe she was wearing that to bed with him lying beside her.
"It's Christmas silly and you're standing beneath the mistletoe," she said laughing while removing her arms from around his neck to readjust and close her nightgown that had fallen open again. "Merry Christmas Charlie," she said kissing him on the lips again.
If only to sacrifice her comfort for her modesty, she kept her hand in front of her as if she was wearing a hospital gown backwards. With him wanting to see more quick peeks and furtive glances of her naked body, he wished it was suddenly windy in her bedroom. As if she was suddenly transported in time and was Sally Fields as the Flying Nun, he's love to see her wearing that nightgown while standing on a hilltop overlooking the ocean. As if she was an angel, his angel to ogle, he'd loved to see her nightgown billowing open in the wind around her naked body. He so wanted to put on the overhead fan but it was a little cold in her bedroom already. He couldn't wait to get her beneath the covers and warm himself by cuddling with his mother.
"Oh," he said looking up over his head and pulling her to him by her arm to return her kiss with his. No doubt, her excuse to kiss him and now his excuse to kiss her, he wondered why his mother put mistletoe over her bedroom door when they were the only ones in the house.
When he surprised her by pulling her to him in that way, hoping for a view of her tits, the front of her nightgown opened again and he was rewarded with another quick view of her pussy before she put a hand there to close it again. After he kissed her, not wasting time with conversation in the way that he imagined she would, she climbed in bed, the side by the wall, and he got in on the other side. Quickly moving beneath the covers, they lay there like that in silence without talking. Always having wondered what it would be like to sleep with his mother, he wondered what she was thinking. He wondered if she was thinking about him in the lustful, sexy, incestuous way that he was thinking about her. He wondered if she was just as sexually excited as he was.
"I'm tired," she said yawning again and turning to him to give him a goodnight kiss as if he was her husband of twenty-five years instead of her twenty-two-year-old son before turning off her bedside light.
"Me too," he said returning her kiss with his without touching her. "I can't wait to for you to see what I bought you for Christmas."
"I'll find out soon enough," she said. "Good night Charlie."
"Good night mom."
* * * * *
When she rolled on her side, his cue to cuddle her and spoon her, he scooted over to her. With her nightgown having so much material, his body was on her nightgown and when she rolled on her side, her nightgown remained beneath him. Peaking beneath the covers to see what he could see of her, the entire left side of his mother's body was exposed to his horny eyes. Her tit, her ass, and her pussy was there for him to ogle.
With the vision of his naked mother burnt in his head, he felt his cock growing stiffer. Not wanting to impale his mother's ass with his cock, barely touching her, he didn't know what to do with his arm and his hand. As if afraid to touch his nearly naked mother, he kept his arm to himself while allowing it to rest on his leg. Besides, afraid to touch her naked skin, not wanting her to close her nightgown, he didn't want her to know that she was so exposed.
"Charlie," she said.
"Yes Mom," he said popping up his head to see if he could see any more of his mother's body but she was already hidden beneath the covers.
"I'm not contagious. Don't be afraid to touch me and to hold me. I don't bite," she said with a nervous laugh.
With her nightgown wide open, when he put his arm around her slim waist and pulled himself closer to her by holding onto her body, his hand was now inside of her nightgown. When he held her in that way, touching her bare skin, he was surprised to feel her naked, toned stomach. As excited feeling her naked stomach as he imagined he'd be feeling her breast, her ass, or her pussy, he couldn't believe he was touching and holding his mother in such a familiar way.
With her making no move to close her nightgown, even though she, obviously now knew by the feel of his hand on her skin that her nightgown was wide open, she surprised him with her immoral immodesty. Moreover, the fact that the bottom of her breasts were mere inches above his horny hand gradually hardened his cock to full erection. So tempted, he so wanted to reach his hand up to touch her breasts, to feel her tits, and to finger her nipples. Voluntarily, so as to not hump his mother's ass, not wanting him to know that he was sexually excited enough to have an erection, he backed away from her to allow only his thighs to come in contact with her and not his hips.
"You feel different than I thought you'd feel Mom," he said.
"I do? What do you mean? How do I feel?"
As if reaching for something beneath his car seat, he slowly ran his hand down along her stomach and stopped when his fingertips touched the top of her pubic hair. As if butting up against a barbed wire, electrified fence, he left his fingers there as if afraid to touch her pubic hair. He couldn't believe he was touching his Mom's pubic hair with the tips of his fingers. Waiting for her to swat his hand away and close her nightgown, he couldn't believe she allowed him to touch her in such a sexual way.
Subtly and ever so delicately, he played with the top of her pubic hair as if he was touching her eyebrows. He wondered how far down she'd allow him to move his hand before stopping him. With her pussy slit mere inches away from his long fingers, he so wanted to continue moving his hand down, all the way down, to cup his mother's pussy before splitting her slit and fingering her. He wondered if she was as wet for him as he was hard for her.
"You feel younger and firmer than I thought you'd feel," he said.
He wished he could feel more of her. He wished he could feel all of her.
"I exercise and I watch what I eat," she said with a laugh, "but thank you for the backhanded compliment."



If only he could confess how he truly felt about his mother, showering her with inappropriate compliments, he wondered what she'd say. He wondered what she'd do.
"Sorry, I didn't mean that in the way that it sounded Mom."
"Being that we're in bed together and you're playing with my pubic hair," she said with a laugh, call me Susan instead of Mom. This is awkward enough for me to be in bed with my son without you calling me Mom," she said with a laugh. "I'd rather we pretend that we're just a man and woman, husband and wife even, instead of mother and son."
She shocked him when she acknowledge that he was playing with her pubic hair. She shocked him when she said let's pretend that we're man and women, husband and wife even, instead of mother and son. Was she giving him permission to have sex with her?
"Okay Susan," he said moving his fingers away from her pubic hair.
"You needn't move your fingers Charlie. That felt good what you were doing. Strangely familiar, you're father used to touch me in that relaxing way and do the same thing with his fingertips when we were in bed together," she said taking his hand and putting it where it was before, only a little lower.
"Okay," he said with his horny hand filled with his mother's blonde, trimmed, pubic hair.
"I'm cold," she said. "Move closer to me to keep me warm Charlie," she said pushing her buttocks against his already swollen cock.
When she moved like that and pressed herself against him like that, his fingers moved with her and instead of just feeling a whole handful of her pubic hair, with the palm of his hand resting on her pussy mound, his fingers were just above her pussy slit. When she moved like that, the bottom of her naked breasts rested on his forearm, his wrist, and the top of his hand while his cock hardened. He couldn't believe he was touching his mother's pussy. With his mother resting her big breasts on him, he couldn't believe he was touching her breasts, albeit with mostly his forearm instead of with his hand.
Without even touching and feeling her breasts with his upraised hand, he could feel the soft, firm, heaviness of her breasts on the back of his hand and arm. His Mom had big tits, at least a C cup maybe even a D cup. He couldn't believe he was aroused just by spooning his mother and just by supporting her breasts with his arm and hand. He didn't know if he could control himself from touching and feeling his mother where no son should ever touch and feel their mother.
"How's that?"
As if moving inside of her, he pushed himself closer to her and he felt his erection find a comfortable spot between her ass cheeks. He so wanted to remove his cock from his pajamas, lift up her nightgown, and slide his cock between her legs. Imagining fucking his mother doggie style, he wondered what it would feel like to be inside of her. He wondered what she'd do if he tried to have sex with her, to make love to her, and to fuck her. He wondered if she'd be submissive enough to allow him to have sex with her or if she'd be appalled enough to fight him while he aggressively and sexually took what he wanted and needed from her.
"That feels good," she said squirming her body more into him while seemingly taking his cock deeper in between her ass cheeks.
Sending him sexual signals, they still weren't clear enough for him to make a sexual move on his mother. Regretting what he did later, whether he made a sexual pass or didn't, exploring new sexual ground, he didn't know what to do. With his arm still wrapped around her slim waistline, his hand and fingers in contact with her pussy and her breasts resting on his arm and hand, he had the sensation of what it would feel like to fuck his mother up her ass. He wished he could fuck her. So wanting to touch her and so wanting to feel her breasts, as if she read his mind, she took his hand and moved it on her left breast.
"Mom," he said.
Forgetting to call her Susan, Mom was all that he said. He couldn't believe she put his hand on her tit. He couldn't believe he was cupping his mother's big boob in his hand.
"You act as if you've never felt a breast before Charlie?"
She surprised him with her immoral, immodesty by making the first incestuous move. Actually, she made the first sexual move when she agreed to have him sleep in the same bed with her. She made the second sexual move by wearing this sexy, wide open nightgown. She made the third sexual move when she kissed him on the pretense that he was standing beneath the mistletoe. She continued making sexual moves by allowing him to finger her pubic hair while resting her breasts on his arm and hand and while pushing her ass against his hardening cock on the pretense of him spooning her and cuddling her. Suspecting that his mother was more taking advantage than he was of her, he could only follow her lead.
"Yes, of course I have but not your breast Mom," he said.
In the way that his cock was growing while pressing against her ass, he could feel her nipple hardening against the palm of his hand. He's felt lots of breasts and fingered lots of nipples, but with this his mother's breast and nipple. Feeling her breast and nipple was so much more sexually exciting than feeling the breast and nipple of a stranger. So wanting to finger her nipples, he didn't dare move his hand for fear that she'd move his hand away from her tit. Holding his mother's breast in his hand was one thing but feeling her up as if he was a man a woman brought home from a bar for sex was something else. Nonetheless, now that he was holding one of her big boobs in his hand, he so wanted to feel his mother's tits while fingering her nipples.
"I don't mind you touching me, feeling me, fondling me, and caressing my breasts Charlie, just don't finger my nipples," she said turning her head on her pillow to look at him and as if daring him to touch her nipples. "Okay?"
As if she could read his mind, he couldn't believe she said what he was thinking again. He wondered if her nipples were the only parts of her that were off limits. Does that mean that he could feel and finger her pussy?
"I don't think I should be touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing your tit Mom," he said while moving his hand away from her breast in the way that he moved his hand away from her pubic hair.
Nonetheless his protest in touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing his mother's breast, as his cock grew firmer.
"What's the big deal? It's just a breast Charlie," she said reaching behind her to pull his arm forward and to put his hand back on her tit.
When she moved like that, just before moving his hand on her breast, his hand fell even lower. Now his fingertips were right on her pussy slit. Taking a chance to see what she'd say, he played with the tuft of pubic hair that covered her pussy slit. As if dipping his toe in the water, he so wanted to dip his finger in her pussy.
"Sorry Mom," he said no knowing what else to say.
If she wasn't his mother, he'd have a lot to say about feeling her big breast. It was one thing to cup his mother's breast in his hand and quite another thing to actually have her give him permission to touch, feel, fondle, and caress her breast.
"There's no reason to be sorry Charlie. This is how I used to sleep with your father. When he wasn't playing with my pubic hair, he was holding my breast in his hand while I slept. I loved feeling his hand on me," she said. "So long as you don't finger my nipple, I'd like for you to hold my breast," she said. "And so long as you don't finger my pussy, I don't mind you playing with my pubic hair.
"Okay," said Charlie feeling, fondling, and caressing his mother's breast while being careful not to touch her nipple with any part of his hand but his palm.
Abandoning one to feel the other, in between feeling her breast, he reached his hand down to feel her pubic hair. Inching his hand down further down, he so wanted to cup her pussy.
"You have a beautiful breast mom, so soft and yet so firm," he said. "And your pubic hair is so soft too."
"Thank you Charlie," she said.
As much as he loved playing with her pubic hair, he loved the sensation of his mother's breast in his hand. Inspiring him to get harder, just the feel of her big tit in his hand allowed him to maintain a constant erection. When he wasn't feeling her breast, he was playing with her pubic hair.
After a while, when she flipped her pillow to the cooler side, she turned to spoon him and he turned to face the other way with her. In the way that he did with her, she put her hand on his hard, flat stomach and pulled him to her. As if she was humping him in the way that he pulled her to him, it was as if she was his woman instead of his mother.
Cemented against one another, they stayed there like that for a few minutes before she lowered her hand, perhaps to a more comfortable position. Now with her fingertips touching the top of his pubic hair through his pajamas in the way that his fingertips touched her pubic hair inside of her nightgown, he wished she'd put her hand on his cock. As if begging her for attention, his cock throbbed and pulsated in anticipation of the touch of his mother's hand.
Definitely, she must have felt his erection against her ass? With his cock planted right up against her ass and throbbing in between her ass cheeks, as if he had a live snake in his pajama bottoms trying to escape, how could she not know he has an erection? He couldn't count the number of times he's had an erection while thinking of his mother naked or while thinking of having sex with his mother. He couldn't count the number of times he's masturbated while thinking of his mother touching him, feeling him, holding him, and stroking his cock. Now here she was with her fingertips just mere inches from touching his throbbing cock. In the way that she lovingly touched him whenever he was ill with a fever from the flu, his prick ached for his mother's hot hand to touch him now that he had a sexual fever.
Wondering how he could subtly move so that her hand would come in contact with his erection, he thought about moving a little higher up on the bed or raising his knees for him to move his cock higher and in reach of her hand. If he slowly slid himself higher up on his pillow while raising his knees, just a few inches higher, her hand would come in contact with his hardening penis. He wondered what she'd do if her fingers touched his cock. Would she leave her hand there or would she move her hand away? Only, just when he was about to reposition himself for his mother to inadvertently touch him, she shocked him by lowering her hand voluntarily and touching his pajama clad cock with her hand without any help from him.
He couldn't believe it when she placed her hand directly on his cock. Shocking him and sexually exciting him, his mother had her hand on his cock. He couldn't believe his mother's hand was in contact with his prick. Leaving her hand there without moving it, wishing she'd wrap her fingers around his stiff prick through his pajamas, she didn't move her fingers. Something he's only dreamt about when sleeping and sexually fantasized about when masturbating, he couldn't believe she was willingly and voluntarily touching his penis, albeit through his pajamas.
It took all the self-control he had not to reach down and close her hand around his penis. It took all the self-control he had to not pull out his cock and wrap her fingers around his swollen prick. It took all the self-control he had not to turn to her to kiss her, to touch her, and to feel her everywhere before forcing himself inside of her. In the way that he wondered if she was wet before, he wondered if she was wet now.
As if he was her man or her husband and she was his woman or wife, and she had deliberately moved her hand there, his mother left her hand on his cock. As she no doubt would move her hand away had she accidentally touched his prick if they weren't in bed together, not moving her hand away now, she left her hand there. Not daring to move for the fear of his mother removing her hand from his stiff prick, he stayed there like that while incestuous, sexual excitement overwhelmed him.
Never has he felt such sexual excitement with a woman feeling his erection through his clothes in the way that he was so sexually excited with his mother feeling him through the thin material of his pajama bottom now. He wondered if she was sleeping and had accidentally touched him in her sleep. He wondered if she was dreaming of having sex with him in the way that he's dreamt of having sex with her so many times.
Now that her hand was in contact with his cock, he wondered if she was sexually fantasizing about his erect prick in the way that he sexually fantasizes about her wet pussy. Not believing it for a minute, but wishing she had, he wondered if she deliberately moved her hand there. Just as he's been curious about the feel of bits and pieces of her naked body, he wondered if she was curious about the feel of bits and pieces of his naked body too. He hoped she'd finger his cock in her sleep.
In the way that his hand was on her naked breast before, his mother's hand was on his pajama clad cock now. Just a thin layer of cotton material prevented her hand from touching his naked prick. In the way he stuck his hand inside his mother's nightgown, he wished his mother would stick her hand inside of his pajama bottom. He wished his cock would make a surprise appearance and pop out of the pajama pee-hole. If it did, he wondered if she'd move her hand away if his cock was so exposed and her hand was in contact with his naked prick or would she leave her hand there to touch, hold, and fondle his big prick in the way that he touched, held, and fondled her big tit.
Maybe, if she was sleeping, instead of moving her hand away from his cock, she'd wrap her fingers around his big prick instead. An involuntary move, his cock throbbed and pulsated by the mere warmth and touch of her soft, motherly hand. Then, when she didn't move her hand away, wanting and needing more sexual stimulation, he voluntarily throbbed and pulsated his cock as if he was having sex with her hand.
"Mom," he said.
He didn't need to say anymore for her to know his meaning.
"Oh don't be such a prude Charlie. This is how I slept with your father. It isn't like I'm giving you a hand job," she said. "He always held my breast and played with my pubic hair when we faced one way and I held his cock when we faced the other way."
He wondered what else she'd say was okay to do because she did that with his father. Would it be okay for her to give him a hand job? Would it be okay for her to give him a blowjob? Would it be okay for her to make love to him before fucking him, really fucking him?
Now instead of just leaving her hand stationary on top of his prick, wrapping her fingers around him, she held his cock through his pajama bottoms as if she was holding the handle while riding a streetcar. Immediately his prick grew harder and it didn't take him very long to have a full erection. He couldn't stop his cock from throbbing and pulsating and every time it did, he grew harder. So wanting to slowly hump his mother's hand, first getting an erection over feeling his mother's breast and now with his mother holding his erection through his pajamas, he couldn't wait to masturbate. Then, it happened. As if his stiff prick had a mind of its own, his cock burst out of his pajama pee-hole.
* * * * *
"Maybe I should go to my room now Mom," he said knowing his big prick was already out of his pajamas.
Besides, he needed to masturbate himself. He needed to cum.
"Please don't go Charlie. Not yet," she said releasing her hold on his prick to grab a hold of his naked cock as soon as it made its appearance.
"Mom," he said again.
As if grabbing for a hammer, he couldn't believe his mother grabbed his naked cock.
"Did I do that?" She giggled a whisper in his ear. "Did I arouse you sexually by just putting my hand on your penis through your pajamas?" As if she was squeezing a full tube of toothpaste with the cap on, she held his erection tighter in her hand than she did before.
"Yes. Sorry Mom," he said. "I'm so embarrassed."
He so wanted to move his hips back and forth for her to give him a hand job.
"It's okay Charlie. You have nothing to be sorry about. Don't be embarrassed. Your cock isn't the first cock that I've held in my hand," she said. "I've been holding your father's prick in my hand and giving him regular hand jobs and blowjobs since my Prom," she said with another giggle.
Having never heard his mother talk in such a sexual way, it excited him when she said cock and prick. Following her lead, hoping she'd give him some, hot pillow talk about her sexual life, he pumped and pried her for information.
"I can't imagine you giving Dad a hand job and a blowjob," he said prodding her for more sexual information about her past while hoping that she'd give him hand job too. "Just wondering, did you just hold Dad's cock or did you fondle the head of his prick while moving your hand back and forth."
She looked at him and gave him a sexy smile.
"Is that what you'd like for me to do, to masturbate you?" She lifted her head off her pillow to look at him again but he didn't turn to look at her.
Feeling awkwardly embarrassed that he wanted his mother in an incestuously sexual way, nonetheless, wishing that she'd masturbate him, he felt so perverted.
"Yeah, actually I do want you to give me a hand job but I don't know if we should do that," he said already regretting saying that she shouldn't give him a hand job.
"I had a sexual life before you came along Charlie and after you were born," she said with a little laugh while slowly running her fingers over the head of his erection. "Are you okay with me holding you and touching you in this way?"
She fingered the head of his cock. Teasing him with her gentle, motherly touches, she excited him even more.
"Yes," he said in a sexually excited whisper.
Only, he wished instead of only holding him and fondling him that she'd stroke him. Horny before and with his mother making him even hornier now, he wish she'd give him a motherly hand job and/or a motherly blowjob in the way that she gave his father a wifely hand job and a wifely blowjob.
"I promise not to stroke you," she said pausing to look at him through the darkness of her bedroom, "that is, unless you ask me to do that. Okay?"
She said what he was thinking again as if picking up on his thoughts again. It's okay if you stroke me and give me a hand job, he thought and wanted to say. Perhaps wanting him to make the first move, he wondered if this was his cue to tell her that it was okay for her to stroke him and to suck him if she had a mind to do that.
"Okay," he said wishing he had the balls to ask her to stroke him fast enough and long enough to make him cum.
He'd love to cum for his mother. He'd love to see the look on her face when he ejaculated for her and because of her. Thinking about putting his hand on her hand to hump her hand, with the help of his mother and with the help of his mother's hand, he could give himself a reluctant hand job. Knowing full well what he was doing, he wondered if she'd leave her hand there while he was humping her hand. A sexual fantasy come true, he wondered if she'd allow him to cum all over her hand. The best Christmas gift he could ever want, he'd love to cum all over his mother's hand.
"You have a very big cock Charlie," she said in a whisper while squeezing it, "and very hard."
"I do?"
"Trust me. You do.
"Thank you, I think," he said with a laugh. "I'm a little embarrassed that you're holding my prick," he said.
She looked at him to give him a naughty smile.
"And you weren't embarrassed playing with my pubic hair while feeling and fondling my breast?"



"Yeah, that too. You are my mother after all," he said while wishing she wasn't.
If she wasn't his mother, he'd already be having sex with her.
"What if I weren't your mother, what would you do to me right now that we're in bed together?"
Again saying what he was thinking, with the both of them so very connected, it was as if she could read his mind.
"I'm embarrassed to say Mom," he said.
"Susan. Call me Susan," she said. "Tell me. I'd like to know, she said ever so slowly stroking his cock.
"I'd kiss you, really kiss you, French kiss you while touching you, feeling you, licking you, and sucking you everywhere before making love to you," he said getting aroused by all of the imagery of having sex with his mother.
As if they were both thinking about what he had just said, they remained quiet.
"Before your father, I've had a lot of cocks in my hand and your cock is the biggest and the hardest cock I've ever felt," she said whispering in his ear to confess her modest, sexual experience while ever so slowly stroking his big prick.
"You have?"
With his mother still holding his cock in her hand as if she was holding her dildo while pressing her big breasts against his back, they remained silent while Susan spooned her son. She stopped stroking and fondling him to ask him her question.
"May I see it?"
Wondering if he heard right and hoping he did, he couldn't believe what his mother just asked.
"Pardon? See what?"
Knowing what she said but needing the time to wrap his brain around showing his mother his stiff prick, he needed to ask her again what she said to make sure that he wasn't mistaken and heard her correctly.
"May I see your cock?" She laughed a nervous laugh. "I'd like to see my son's big prick."
Charlie couldn't believe his mother wanted to see his prick. A dream come true, he's always wanted to flash his mother his prick in the way that she always flashed him her panties and bra but, not wanting to offend her, he never had the nerve.
"Sure," he said. "Okay," he said turning on his back.
* * * * *
Not thinking that she'd turn on the light, as if giving him a medical exam, she turned on the bedside light and he squinted. Then, as if removing the wrapping from an expensive Christmas gift, she removed the blanket and sheet from his cock. Immediately his cock sprung to life as if it was on a spring that had been released with the removal of the bedding.
"Wow Charlie. You have a beautiful cock," she said staring at his penis in the way that he's always imagined his mother staring at his penis. She sat up in bed and leaned in closer to his engorged prick as if she was about to suck him. "It's so big. Your cock is so much bigger than your father's prick."
When she moved forward like that her breasts moved forward with her and her nightgown opened even more to expose the side of her right breast. With much of the material of her nightgown caught beneath her, her nightgown was as if she was wearing a cape that didn't' close all the way around her. She repositioned herself in bed for a better look at his cock and when she did her nipple, her areola, and her entire boob fell out of her nightgown and hung there in plain view before his horny eyes.
"Mom," he said looking from her naked breast to her face before staring at her exposed breasts.
She looked down at her breast before looking up at him with an excited smile. Obviously, she was flashing him. Obviously, she was teasing him.
"Oh, Charlie, it's only my tits. What's the big deal? You've sucked on these when you were a baby," she said lifting her breast in the palm of her hand as if offering her tit up to him. Then, ceremonially, she unbuttoned the top of her nightgown. "Being that you're showing me your cock, would you like to see my tits?" Before he could answer she withdrew her arms from her nightgown. "I'll show you my tits. Would you like that?"
"Yes," he said. Before he could even answer her, exposing both of her naked breasts to him, her nightgown was already down around her waist. With her face filled with incestuous, sexual excitement, she looked down at herself before looking up at him with pride and with sexual excitement. "So what do you think of your old mother's tits? Judging from your erection, I dare say that you liked what you felt and what you're seeing now," she said putting his hand on her breast again while wrapping the fingers of her other hand around his cock again. "Am I correct?"
"Yes," he said looking from her breasts to look at her before staring at her naked breasts again. "You have beautiful breasts mother."
"Susan, call me Susan. It's weird for you to call me mother when I'm topless and in bed with you with my hand around your erection," she said with a laugh.
"I love your big tits Susan," he said staring at her big tits.
"Go ahead. They won't bite. You can feel my breast, just not the nipples," she said.
"Why not the nipples?" He held her breast in the palm of his hand before running a slow palm across her nipple and before taking her nipple in between her fingers and pulling it forward to make it bigger.
She looked down to watch his fingers sexually excite her in a way that no son should ever sexually excite his mother.
"Oh, Charlie. Don't do that," she said feebly protesting him fingering her big nipples. "Don't you know anything about women?" She put her hand on his hand to temporarily prevent him from fingering her nipples but released his hand when he moved his hand to her other breast and other nipple.
"Why not?"
So wanting to kiss her, so wanting to stick his tongue down his mother's throat, he so wanted to mount her and fuck her as her Merry Christmas gift from him to her.
"You'll sexually excite me if you touch my nipples like that. You'll make me all wet," she said breathlessly while parting her legs and taking his hand down to her pussy. "See? Now you've done it. You made me all wet Charlie," she said while watching her son rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy. "I swear, if you continue fingering my nipples and fingering my pussy in the way that you're fingering my pussy now, I'll have no control over what I do next."
"You won't? And what would you do Mother if I continue fingering your nipples while fingering your pussy?"
Pulling turning, and twisting her nipples with one hand, he fingered her pussy with his other hand. She stared down at his fingers to watch him finger her nipples before looking up at him. Parting her pussy lips to rub her clit more, he inserted his finger inside of her.
"I'd suck your cock," she said gasping when he moved his finger deeper inside of her and wiggled his finger as if his finger was a worm borrowing in the ground.
Undaunted by her warnings, with his hands all over her big tits and his fingers all over her nipples, he was masturbating his mother in the way that she had been masturbating him. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, he was having his sexy way with her nipples and rubbing her clit, he was having his wicked way with her pussy in the way that she was had her wicked way with his cock.
"Stroke me mother," he said. "Stroke my cock before sucking my cock. I need to cum in your mouth," he said whispering in her ear before putting his finger to her full, red lip.
She took his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking his big prick.
"Oh, Charlie, I swear to God, if you continue fingering my nipples and rubbing my clit like that, I will suck you. I will. I'll suck your cock," she said looking at him looking at her. "It's been a long time since I've a cock in my mouth. It's been a long time since a man has ejaculated in my mouth."
"Susan?"
"What Charlie?"
"If you suck my cock you'll make me so excited that I'll want to make love to you," he said.
"You will?"
"Yes, I will," he said.
"I dare you to make love to me Charlie," she said.
"And I dare you to suck my cock Susan," said Charlie. "I dare you," he said. "You've been dared. Go ahead Susan. Suck my cock. I dare you to suck my cock. And I swear, if you suck my cock, I'll eat your pussy before giving you the fucking of your life."
She stared down at his cock before staring back up at him.
"Should we be doing this," she said as breathlessly as if talking to herself, "a long, vulnerable mother having sex with her lonely, horny son?"
"Yes," he said. "We should. It's Christmas and it's the right thing to do. We both need this Mom."
He looked at her waiting for her to give him the go ahead to make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her.
"Is that what you want? You want me to suck you? You want me to look up at you with my big, blue eyes with your big, hairy cock buried in my mouth while you fondle my breasts, finger my nipples, and rub my clit?"
"Yes," he said.
They both remained quiet while Charlie waited for his mother to respond in kind.
"You'll have to make me a promise first though?"
"What's that?"
"You must promise that you won't cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my pussy. Then, after you fuck me, I'll suck you and you can cum in my mouth then," she said.
"I don't know if I can cum twice in such a short time," he said.
"Trust me," she said with a dirty laugh. "In the way that I'll suck your cock, you will."
"Okay," he said.
"Think of this blowjob as a onetime Christmas gift Charlie. Okay? Something that will never, ever happen again. Okay?"
This time she waited for him to answer before lowering her head down into his lap.
"Okay," he said watching his mother making herself comfortable on the bed.
She turned to face him before leaning further down to stroke him and before taking a lick of his cock. Teasing him with her tongue, she licked his big prick while stroking him. Then, she took his cock in her mouth. Susan was sucking her son and Charlie couldn't believe that his mother was giving him a Christmas blowjob. Then, not wanting to break his promise by cumming in her mouth, switching off, he fell between his mother's legs to finger her and eat her. Licking her and licking her, he had her squirming around the bed in no time.
"Don't stop Charlie. Please don't stop. You're going to make me cum," she said so seductively. "Lick me harder Charlie. Lick my pussy. Stick your finger inside of me while you're rubbing my clit with your finger and tongue. Oh, yeah, that's it right there. Oh, my God, Charlie. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Yes, that's it. Yes. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
She collapsed on the bed as if she was dead.
"Mom! Are you okay?"
"Okay? Are you kidding me? I'm better than okay," she said slowly running her hand down the side of his face before leaning up to him to kiss him. Surrendering her tongue to him, mother and son were French kissing. Kissing and kissing, they kissed while Charlie felt her tits and fingered her nipples, and while she fondled his cock.
"Oh my God, Mom. I never knew it would be like this. This is the best sex I've ever had," he said French kissing his mother again.
"Get on top of me," she said breaking off his kiss to speak. "I want to feel you inside of me. Make love to me before you fuck me," she said kissing him before she licked his lips and chin. "I love tasting my own pussy juices on you."
Charlie mounted his mother and she guided his cock inside of her. Kissing her while slowly humping her, he pushed himself deeper inside of his mother. She was so wet that he practically slid inside of her. Kissing and kissing her, he sucked her tits, while she grabbed his ass with both hand and pushed him all the way inside of her. Then, with a slow rhythm that turned into a hard fucking, Charlie was fucking his mother.
"Oh Susan. You're so tight. You feel so good. I love sucking your big tits," he said.
"Fuck me Charlie. Really fuck me. Pound my pussy. Make me cum. Make me cum Charlie before you shoot your warm, oozy load inside of me. Fuck your mother Charlie. Fuck me. Make me your bitch," she said returning her son's humps.
"I love you Mommy," he said.
"And I love you Charlie," she said. "Merry Christmas Charlie."
"Merry Christmas Mom."
Charlie humped his mother as fast as hard as he could. When he didn't think he could even hump her one more time, she gave him the inspiration that he needed to continue.
"Don't stop Charlie. Don't stop. I'm going to cum. Fuck me Charlie. Fuck me. Fuck Mommy. Make Mommy feel good," she said rolling him over to bounce up and down on his swollen prick while he harnessed her bouncing breasts with his big hands.
Even though she had asked him to call her Susan, it excited him when she referred to herself as Mommy. Playing her game, he continued the incestuous fantasy that was now their reality.
"I love you Mom. I love you. I can't wait for you to suck my cock. I can't wait to cum in your mouth and to watch you swallow."
"Oh Charlie. You're going to make me cum. I'm cumming again Charlie. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming."
Susan had a second orgasm but Charlie refrained from cumming in his mother's pussy. Wanting to hold back, he'd rather fill his mother's mouth with his cum.
With the both of them resting for a minute, she was ready, she slid halfway down the bed to take her son in her mouth. Stroking him while sucking him, it didn't take him long to explode a big load of cum in Susan's mouth. Without doubt, this was the best Christmas they both ever had.
Now that they've sexually experienced one another, as if they were man and wife, they continued their sexual relationship by sleeping together and having sex with one another until Charlie fell in love with a woman. Even then, over the next several years, even after his mother found a man to love her and he found a woman to marry, Charlie's Christmas gift to his mom and her Christmas gift to him was giving one another hot sex.
THE END
This is a contest story, please vote.
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On the way home from work, a man anally molests a stranger on a train.
The furthest he's ever gotten to freely touching, feeling, and groping a woman's nearly naked ass on a moving train, he was so excited. Not wanting to make a mistake by rushing things, if she didn't know what he was doing behind her, he'd rather keep it that way. By going slow and taking his time, he was doing all that he could do to make this encounter last longer by being undetected in his sexual assault of her oh, so beautiful body and oh, so perfect ass.
Perhaps because the train was so overcrowded with oblivious women, victims he called them, women who were too busy texting and talking on their cell phones, reading, or talking to and laughing with another passenger to notice what he was doing. With him surrounded by supersized asses, no one could see what he was doing to the woman's ass standing in front of him. He still couldn't believe that she was allowing him to have his wicked way with her ass. Having lifted a few skirts before, he's never lifted a woman's skirt in public before. He's the most excited he's ever been to not only having lifted her skirt all the way up to her waist but also by keeping her skirt there with her panties exposed by the close contact of their bodies.
Even if this sexual molestation was to end now with her feeling his hand, swatting his hand away, and pushing down her dress, he'll be masturbating over this day of having his sexual way with a woman's panty clad ass for the rest of his life. It was even more sexually exciting that she was a total stranger. Someone he's never met before and didn't even know her name, he's now more intimate with her ass than he's ever been with all of his co-workers, relatives, and friends' wives. Gaining more confidence and growing bolder with every seemingly welcomed touch, he finally put his whole hand on her panty clad ass and left it there while waiting for her to protest his unwelcomed sexual advances.
From his fingertips to the palm of his hand and down to his pulsating cock and throbbing erection, the sensation of him touching and feeling her panty was electric. He was feeling her ass. He couldn't believe that he was feeling her ass. Oh my God. Are you kidding me? How could she not know that he was feeling her ass?
As if he was feeling Christie Brinkley's ass twenty years ago, the warmth of her firm, round ass is something he'll never forget and something he'll always remember for the rest of his life. The train slowly moved, stopped, and abruptly jumped before going again while swaying from the wind nearly in the way of having sex on a waterbed. In the way that she continually bumped him and then even sometimes grinded him with her shapely ass, he now knew that she knew that he was touching her ass.
Seriously, how could she not know that his horny hands were all over her firm, round ass? Maybe she was okay with him feeling her ass so long as he didn't try to stick his hand between her legs and move her panty aside to finger fuck her pussy. Moreover and more importantly, she was seemingly okay with him having his wicked way with her ass. What an unbelievable woman, she was such an unbelievable woman to allow him to lift her dress and have his way with her panties. With her bumping and grinding him, ass for cock, he continually and gently humped her and grinded her ass with his erection.
Doubting that a woman so tall, so blonde, so busty, and seemingly so beautiful would allow some sick pervert to park his cock between her ass cheeks before lifting up her dress to hump her, he couldn't believe his luck. Out of all the women on this train, he found the one, perhaps the only one, who wanted to play. She must know that he's feeling her ass. How could she not feel him molesting her? How could she not feel his hand touching her exposed panty and her delicious ass checks that looked like something that Michelangelo carved from alabaster? How could she not know that he was humping her and grinding against her ass as if she was a stripper giving him a lap dance?
Back and forth and in and out, she bumped him while he humped her and while she pressed her exposed panty clad ass against his cock as if she was trying to get him to penetrate her through his clothes and through her panties. Erotically exciting and sexually enticing, a sexy game they obviously both enjoyed playing, what are the odds that he'd find such an anally receptive, sexy woman on the train ride from his work in Springfield to his home in Boston? Moreover, with all the stars lining up for this chance meeting, having never seen her before, had there not been a blizzard of a snowstorm outside and had the train not been this overcrowded, he never would have had met her. He never would have had the opportunity he was given to take such sexual liberty with her ass in the way that he was doing now. Always wanting to have sex with a stranger on a train, having always dreamt of having sex with a woman on a train, even if he didn't do another thing, he was living out that sexual fantasy now.
Was she really playing his game of anal tease and tickle with her ass and with him too or was she just that oblivious to his gropes, feels, and touches? Maybe afraid and nervous about being caught in a blizzard and unable to feel anything, she took a numbing Valium to get through the train ride. Yeah, that's it. Maybe she's on drugs. Maybe she had a few drinks and/or sniffed some cocaine before getting on the train. Not looking the type to take drugs or to be inebriated, maybe she was just a sexual animal. In the way that he always was, maybe she was just horny.
Maybe she was so focused on the snowstorm and so nervous about the train ride that she didn't know that he was having his wicked, sexual way with her panties and with her ass. Maybe too frightened over the storm and/or too frightened over him inappropriately touching her, she seemingly didn't care that he was touching, feeling, groping, and humping her ass. Maybe this is all a trap, a setup arranged by her. Maybe she's already alerted the authorities by texting them. Maybe she's just going along with him and would report him to the police as soon as he alighted from the train. Maybe she'd have him arrested, prosecuted, convicted, and sentenced to do hard time for attempted rape in lifting her skirt up to her waist and having his wicked way with her perfectly round, firm ass through her panty.
* * * * *
What others can get away with doing to women in other countries, especially in Japan, wasn't tolerated here in America. The women here weren't as passively submissive as were the Japanese women who routinely submitted themselves to the wills of their husbands, their sons, their sons-in-law, their bosses, and to strangers. The women here were more aggressively angry and wouldn't give any man an inch inside her anal cavity without a diamond ring decorating her finger. The women here would kick his ass if they even suspected that he was being sexually inappropriate with not only their ass but also with another woman's ass at the park, on an elevator, in the mall, or on this train.
As if he had a death wish, his ass fetish was a dangerous fetish to have when on a train with so many angry women, especially with him being the lone man on this commuter train car. Fearing that the women would take their snowstorm frustrations out on him and the law in their own hands, if they caught him having anal sex with a stranger, he feared that the women would beat him to death. So as not to be noticed by anyone other than his intended victim, he had to take care when groping any woman's ass.
So many women, too many women, are dedicated members of the order of Don't Touch My Ass. As if they're all Nuns of the Holy Order of the Sisterhood of Anal Virgins, in their detestation of anal sex, it was never an easy task to find a woman so agreeable to him touching, feeling, groping, and molesting her ass. With the Puritan lifestyle still alive and well in America, especially in Boston, too many women are too uptight when it comes to anal sex, especially when it comes to anal sex, and especially when they've never tried it before. According to them, their ass cavity is only for outgoing and never for incoming.
Just like Mikey in the Maypo commercials of old, his brothers needed him to try something new, a new cereal, this time a maple flavored oatmeal. Perhaps, if a woman tried anal sex, she'd like anal sex. Perhaps, if his wife tried anal sex, she'd like anal sex too. Only, most times, just like trying to get Mikey to eat new things, women were a hard sell when it came to trying anal sex, especially for the first time.
"Give it to Mikey. He won't eat anything. He like it! Mikey liked it!"
* * * * *
Certainly, she can't be that oblivious to his lustful feels, sexual gropes, and inappropriate touches. When a horse can feel a fly landing on its behind and swats it away with its tail, she must certainly feel the warmth of his hand on her oh, so thin and oh, so sexy panty clad ass. If she didn't want him touching her, then why hasn't she wiggled her ass away from his touch? As if encouraging him to feel more or her, if she didn't want him feeling her ass, then why was she keeping her ass pressed tightly right up against him, bumping him, and grinding her ass against his cock?
Not daring to move his hand from the round, firm, curve of her beautiful ass, taking his sweet time, his way to test the anal water, so to speak, one step at a time, he gave her ass a gentle squeeze when, instead, he wanted to give her ass a hard slap and an even harder hump. Finally, when he squeezed her ass, she didn't move away but, instead, she moved back into him as if encouraging his hand to feel and squeeze more of what no stranger should feel and squeeze of an innocent woman's behind aboard a commuter train crawling through a snowstorm. He squeezed her ass again, this time a little longer and a little more firmly in the way of testing a ripe watermelon in a supermarket. Again, unfazed by his touches, pinches, and squeezes, seemingly liking the sexual attention, she planted her ass right up against his horny hand and right up against his hardening cock. Oh, yeah, he found a winner if this bitch wants to play ass and cock and bump and hump.
Always a wanton desire of his, he always wanted to have anal sex with a stranger on a train. Beckoning him to keep rhythm with his hips, long before his sexual fantasy of having anal sex on a train with a stranger, there's something about the movement of the train and the sound of the tracks that always made him horny. Seemingly a good looking woman from what he could see of her, he looked up at her and all that he could see of her was her long, beautiful, blonde hair. Poking his head around her, to look at her from the side, he could see the full outline of one of her big breasts, her flat, toned stomach, and her oh, so shapely hips. With a body like any sex siren that Homer wrote about in his Odyssey, definitely, she had big tits, a full C cup, maybe even a D cup.
He was glad that she wasn't wearing a long, cumbersome, wool coat that would surely get in the way of his horny hands and sexual desire. With too much material in the way to dispose of, impossible to lift her skirt without her knowing had she been wearing a coat, he was glad she was wearing what she was wearing or not wearing. Too much heavy material that interferes with what he wanted to do to her, it was too hard to discern from the little jacket she wore how big her breasts were but suffice to say that she had big tits. Besides, more interested in her ass than her breasts, where most men would rather be facing her big tits and her beautiful face, being the dirty dog that he was, he was in Heaven standing behind her while humping her ass.
* * * * *
He wondered why someone would wear light, unseasonable clothes when it was so cold outside. Lucky for him, maybe she runs hot. Lucky for him again, maybe she drove her car into work and with the streets unplowed, she had to take the train home, the poor thing. If he had his car, he'd offer her a ride home. He couldn't help but imagine having anal sex with her in the backseat of his car. Yet, if he had taken his car to work instead of taking the train, he never would have met this wonderfully sexy, sexual woman with the great ass who wanted to play bump and hump.
Even though they had predicted some snow, a light dusting they said, the weathermen didn't predict a blizzard. Instead of calling it their pinpoint forecast, he called it their pinheaded forecast. With all of their advanced degrees, meteorological computers, and Doppler radar, it's amazing to him why they just don't pull their heads out of their asses and stick their heads out the window to tell everyone that's it's snowing outside.
Maybe they should keep a beetle in a box to see if it develops spots. In response to decreasing barometric pressure, beetles demonstrate less of a sex drive when the weather turns foul. Actually, a more accurate way to forecast the weather is to be in tune with Mother Nature, more in the way that the farmers are and always have been. He couldn't remember when his local weathermen got a forecast correct, that is, unless they were right about the previous day and the next day in a three day cycle of unchanged weather. Seemingly, they'd have better meteorological success reading the Farmer's Almanac and reciting what's written there as if the almanac was a weather Bible.
Seeing her side profile, she looked a little older, his age, no doubt, late thirties or early forties. Oh, yeah, having learned some sexual things about woman from experience, specifically some anal things, the more mature women are the types who want to play. Old enough to know better, he wondered how far she'd allow him to go with her shapely ass before stopping him.
Too full of themselves and with most of them not wanting anything to do with an older man, he's never had any luck with the younger ones. Seemingly done with sex and angry that they're developing facial hair and bad attitudes about everything to go along with their aches and pains, imaginary or real, he hasn't had much luck with the older women either. Yet, for some reason, the women this age, late thirties and early forties, are the real, sexy, horny bitches, and the genuine MILFs. Married, divorced, and out working for a living in the real world, after having already been around the block a few times, instead of having some dopey guy taking care of them, he has the most success with independent women like her and women more his age.
Seemingly as if given the go ahead, with a long train ride home made into an extra-long train ride because of the foul weather, he had a ways to go before he'd be getting off this train. Not minding the long train ride now that he has her to keep his horny hands and hard cock company, he only wished this train was the Orient Express instead of the express to Boston. Going for broke, with her his type of woman, one in a million, doing something he's never done before, he unzipped himself and removed his cock from his pants and underwear.
With his erection totally exposed, blocked by three, big asses anyway, and with so many people blocking the light, it was dark and no one could see the movement of his horny hands and erect cock. Feeling as if he was a pervert sitting at the cinema filled with oblivious women while accidentally on purpose groping them, whenever the train stopped and the lights extinguished, which was all the time, it was pitch black. The perfect opportunity for him to have his wicked way with her ass, the only one who'd stop him was her and she didn't appear to be disagreeable to his horny hands feeling and fondling her exposed panties.
With her dress already pulled up to her waist and the excess material tossed to the side, he rubbed his erection against her panty in the way that he's rubbed his cock against his mother's, his sister's, his sister-in-law's, and mother-in-law's underwear whenever finding their panties and bras unattended and discarded in the laundry bin. With him the perfect height for her, he stuck his erection between the back of her legs. As if he was wearing a panty clad condom made of pale blue cotton, he enjoyed the feeling of her panty rubbing against his cock.
He felt his cock touch the back and the sides of her bare thighs. The feeling of his skin on her soft skin was an unbelievably arousing sensation. Instead of her resisting him, instead of her fighting him, and instead of her screaming rape, she pressed her ass into him as if she was giving him the permission to penetrate her and to fuck her up her ass. What an unbelievable train ride, such an unbelievable train ride, he'll be masturbating over this day and over this woman for the rest of his life.
Then, surprising even him, with her now playing the aggressor's role and with him being the submissive and controlled one, he felt her long, manicured fingers touch his cock. Unbelievable. She just touched his cock. He couldn't believe she felt his prick. No frigging way. Now beyond a shadow of a doubt and no longer giving her the benefit of the doubt with thinking that she took a valium, was drunk, or nervous about the train ride in a snowstorm, he knew that she knew what he was doing behind her.
Wrapping her long fingers around his cock as if she had wrapped her fingers around his big, hard cock a hundred times before, he couldn't believe this was really happening to him. As if ready to give him a slow, sexy hand job, she was holding his cock in her hand while slowly stroking him to an even harder erection. In the experienced way she was stroking him, no doubt, she's stroked lots of cocks in her beautiful hand before. His sexual fantasy come true, he's been looking for someone like her for years. Oh yeah, no doubt about it, he had a live one here.
To be continued...
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On the way home from work, a man has anal sex on a train with a stranger.
Without even turning around to look at him, she reached her hand around behind herself to touch him, to feel him, and to hold his cock in her warm hand. With her holding his cock in her hand while slowly stroking him, as if giving him a not so subtle sign, this sexy bitch was ready for him to fuck her up the ass. In the way that she wiggled her ass and pressed her ass against him and his exposed cock, in the way that she was leaning back into him while he pushed her forward and humped her ass with his cock, he could tell that she wanted anal sex bad.
Obviously, she was into anal sex just as much as he was into anal sex. This one was a horny, sexy bitch. Most women would never have sex in public. Most women would never have anal sex. Yet, she was a woman not only willing to have sex in public but also willing to have anal sex. She was a one in a million woman who wanted him to do her right here and right now on this train to Boston.
Having already crossed the line in the sexual molestation of her, now for the difficult part. It was one thing for him to hump her ass. It was another thing for him to lift up her dress, expose her panty, and to feel her ass through her panty. Yet, it was something else entirely for him to pull down her panty and fuck her up the ass, that is, unless he could prove that the sex was consensual. With sodomy still against the law in many states and frowned upon by those who aren't gay men, assuredly so, it was rape for him to do what he was about to do.
Ever so slowly so as not to be noticed by the other passengers that surrounded them on the train, he inched down her panty as if he was a Japanese man and she was a Japanese woman about to be sexually accosted on a subway train in Japan. A chance he was willing to take, he hoped when he lowered her panty that she wouldn't come to her senses, realize what he was doing, and reject him by screaming rape. Instead of standing in the middle of a crowded commuter train, he only wished that she was standing in front of a full length mirror in a department store dressing room. He wished he could see her ass and her pussy at the same time while pulling down her panty in the way of pulling up a curtain to reveal a Price Is Right showcase.
Waiting for her to negatively react with her skirt raised and her panties pulled down, he took a big breath. Going all in and playing for all the marbles, when her panty was down far enough, he licked his fingers and lubricated her tight, little ass with his spittle. Wishing he didn't have to use his own saliva, he wasn't eager to part with his own DNA should there be a problem with him fucking her up the ass and with the forensic authorities identifying him. Yet with him not having any lube and not even a condom, after serendipitously getting this lucky with a woman, what else was he supposed to do? Next time, he'll remember to carry some lube around with him and a condom.
Next time? Who's he kidding? A once in a lifetime chance, the perfect storm, they'll never be a next time with a woman wanting him to fuck her up the ass on a train during a snowstorm. Only, too sexually excited to think about such things, he didn't think about the reality of what he was doing in sodomizing a woman on the train. Pondering only her naked, creamy, white ass, he didn't ponder his subsequent arrest, felony conviction, state's prosecution, and long term prison incarceration. His only focus was pulling down her panties and having anal sex with this woman on a train.
As if giving her a medical exam, he felt her jump when he first inserted his finger inside of her anal cavity. Perhaps his finger and/or his spittle was cold. Everything was cold on this train but for the inside of her anal cavity. The coldest day of the year with a blizzard outside, fearing that his skin would stick to anything metal, he didn't dare touch anything metallic on the train without a glove.
Then, instead of trying to move away, she squirmed back into him for his finger to penetrate her deeper. Doing her best to accommodate him, she even leaned forward just a little to give him better access to her beautiful, naked ass. Oh, my God, what a woman, what an unbelievable woman. Whatever he was doing to her, she was willingly going along with it.
Out of all the women on this train, he chose her. What were the odds that she'd not only be agreeable to having anal sex with him but also to having public sex with him on an overcrowded moving train? He couldn't believe his luck.
'Thank you Jesus,' he thought to himself.
Without having a computer preloaded with all of the woman who willing would have anal sex and of all the woman who would willingly have anal sex in public, he was unable to compute the statistical possibilities in his head. What are the odds that he'd pick the right woman who'd be receptive to his sexual assault? He picked the one in a million women who'd be receptive to him giving her anal sex in public on a crowded train. Wow!
Something he's never done with anyone before but always wishing that he could do with his wife, his sister, his mother, his mother-in-law, and/or his sister-in-law, surreally erotic, he was finger fucking a woman up her ass that he's never met before. Never even having spoken to her before and someone who he didn't even know her name, so very sexually exciting, he couldn't believe that she was allowing him to fuck her up her ass with his finger. If she was to stop him right now, pull up her panties, and pull down her dress, if this was all that he'd do with her, even though he wanted to do so much more, this was good enough for him.
He'll be masturbating over this wonderful, anal, sexual day for the rest of his life. Finally he was living out his sexual fantasy of having anal sex with a stranger on the train. Even though his cock wasn't inside of her yet, his finger was and if only by the definition of the law, that still constitutes sodomy. Whether a dildo, a bottle, a broom handle, or his cock, she was allowing him to sodomize her with his stiff, middle finger.
* * * * *
Taking a risk and taking a big gamble, fortunately for him, so long as both participants are adults, sodomy is legal in Massachusetts. Yet, what he was doing was still rape, that is, unless she told authorities that it was consensual sex and welcomed as much by her as it was wanted by him. If not consensual and if reported by her, he could go to prison for life. With him on the smaller side and unable to protect himself from someone bigger and stronger, in the way that she was his bitch now, he could be someone's bitch in prison. If caught pulling up her dress, pulling down her panties, and finger fucking her up her ass, already constituting rape, the women aboard this train would surely beat him and stomp him to death.
No tolerance for nonconsensual sex, women had even less tolerance for a man who sexually abused a woman. To make matters worse, they'd show him no mercy for forcing a woman to have anal sex. Yet, even if he told them that the anal sex was consensual, they'd still show him no mercy.
Certainly, if discovered having anal sex with this woman, no doubt with her being a stranger, something he hadn't given any thought to before, she'd throw him under the bus. Even though she seemed agreeable to him having his sexual way with her ass, doing something so nastily forbidden, they were still having anal sex in public on a crowded train. With him a total stranger and her wanting to protect her reputation, no doubt, especially if she was married with kids and had much to lose, definitely crying rape, she'd blame it all on him.
"It was all his fault," he imagined her saying while pointing the finger of accusation at him as if he was Hester Prynne living in Salem Massachusetts in 1642 in Nathanial Hawthorne's story, The Scarlet Letter. "There was nothing that I could do when he lifted up my dress and pulled down my panties. Too strong for me to resist, I was standing there so helpless to stop him from taking sexual advantage of me," he envisioned her putting the back of her hand to her forehead and putting her head back as if she was about to faint.
"What happened?" He imagined the other passengers on the train asking what he did.
Spreading through the train like a wild fire in a forest, the outrage of a man taking sexual advantage of an innocent women in the closed environment of a passenger train car is something they'd never tolerate.
"He lifted her dress," he imagined someone saying in the crowd. "He put his hands and rubbed his exposed cock all over her panties."
"Pervert," he imagined hearing.
"Pig," he imagined a woman saying.
"He pulled down her panties," he imagined someone else saying.
"Degenerate," he imagined hearing.
"That's so nasty," he imagine hearing another woman saying.
"He fucked her up her ass with her finger," he imagined hearing.
"Oh my God, how dare he do that to her? Such a vile, dirty man," he imagined another woman saying.
"He shouldn't be allowed to get away with that," he imagined the women talking among themselves.
"I could have screamed," he imagined the woman he sexually assaulted saying after the other women discovered that he sodomized her with his finger. "But with the train so crowded and in the way of screaming fire in a crowded movie theatre, I didn't want to start a panic. I didn't want to cause any trouble. I just wanted to go home," he imagined her crying.
"Oh, my God, the poor, poor thing," he imagined women talking among themselves. "How could he do that to her?"
"Then, when he pulled down my panties," he imagined his anal victim saying while pretending to sob in her hands, "I couldn't believe it when inserted his dirty, little finger up my ass. I've never been so embarrassed. I've never been so mortified. I've never been so humiliated. I've never been so used and abused, even by my son and his friends when they had their wicked gangbang way with me when they found me out of my mind drunk."
"Shocking," he imagined another woman saying. "How dare he do that to her?"
"Bastard, he's such a son-of-a-bitch, dirty bastard," he imagine someone else voicing. "I have a good mind to anally violate him with the sharp end of my umbrella."
"Pig," said another woman.
As if he were Julius Caesar, he imagined himself muttering, "Et tu, Brute." Running scared and nervous that he'd be caught and reported, he imagined this beautiful angel, who so willingly returned his humps with her bumps before reaching around to take his cock in her hand to stroke him, now innocently stood before him as if she was the victim. He imagined her turning to look at him before sticking her final, imaginary dagger through his heart in the way that Marc Antony did to Julius Caesar.
He imagined the District Attorney for the prosecution allowing this woman that he sodomized to tell her story to a jury of her peers.
"He pulled up my dress and touched me, felt me, fondled me, and caressed my ass through my sheer panties. Then, he pulled down my panties. Oh my God, I couldn't believe it when he dared pull down my panties. With the train so very crowded, unable to move, I was so frightened. Figuring that he'd finger my pussy, instead he fingered my ass. He raped me when he stuck his finger up my ass," he imagined her saying while turning to a jury of her peers at the trial with a face full of crocodile tears.
"Rape, he raped her. Rape, rape, rape," as if the word raped was a big, biting insect that needed to be swatted and killed, he imagined the word rape passing through the crowd of women who were already angry and tired.
"Then, when he pulled down my panties, I was so humiliated when I felt his cock against my skin. I had to endure him rubbing his stiff prick all over my panty. If it weren't for you women saving me," he imagined her looking around at all the woman on the crowded train while smiling her thanks to them, "he would have fucked me up the ass with his cock. Look! See? His cock is already out of his pants," he imagined her saying while pointing to his stiff prick that proved his guilt.
"Look, his cock is sticking straight out of his pants," he imagined one woman saying while the other women bunched together around him to make a big enough clearing to see his big prick.
"God bless you all for helping me and for saving me from being violated in such a despicable way by such a mentally deranged man, a stranger no less," he imagined her crying. "It would be one thing if he was my brother, my son, or my son-in-law trying to fuck me up the ass at home but he's a stranger trying to fuck me up the ass on a crowded train. He's a man I've never seen before in my life."
"Let's get him," he imagined the crowd turning on him as if he was a drunken Red Sox fan at Yankee Stadium after having just yelled, 'Yankees suck!'
"Let's get the dirty pervert," he imagined someone else saying.
"Push him down on the floor and stomp on his cock," he imagine hearing another woman saying.
"Get the bastard. Get him," he imagined hearing someone else
* * * * *
Even though he was out in the open on a public train and blatantly molesting her, he feared being caught, arrested, convicted, prosecuted, and incarcerated. Not wanting any of that to be his reality, he took care not to be noticed. Still, even with being caught in mind, he couldn't help himself from brushing up against her, pulling up her dress, pulling down her panties, and fucking her up the ass with his finger. His dirty, little, secret to keep, yet with everyone possessing a cell phone, assuredly a video of him having anal sex with a woman in public on a crowded train most definitely would go viral.
He didn't want to be caught fucking a woman up the ass in public on a train but unable to control his sexual passion for her, he was a puppet to his need for anal sex. It's one thing to get a public hand job, it's quite another thing to receive a public blowjob, it's even sometimes acceptable to be caught having sexual intercourse in a public place, a park or in a club. Yet having anal sex was as bad as being caught having incestuous sex with your mother, your sister, and/or your mother and sister. With laws against sodomy in many states, to be caught having anal sex out in the open is illegal, something that men who are caught doing can still go to jail.
The last thing that he wanted was for the other women to know that he was fucking this woman standing in front of him up the ass. Fearing what would happen if they did, he'd have no place to run or to hide. A fear far greater than being in a squared circle with a cage fighter, being in a dark alley with a group of gangbangers, or being out in the wilderness and confronted by a mother grizzly bear with her cubs, is being stuck on a crowded train with a mob of angry, hungry, tired, and bitchy women. If caught sodomizing this woman, they'd tear him to shreds.
* * * * *
Something his wife would never allow him to do, he couldn't believe a stranger allowed him to lift up her skirt, pull down her panties, and fuck her up her ass with his finger. Even while it was happening, he couldn't believe she allowed him to lift her dress to her waist. Even while it was happening, he couldn't believe she allowed him feel and fondle her panty clad ass before rubbing his cock all over her panties. Even while it was happening, he couldn't believe she allowed him to pull down her panties. Even while it was happening, he couldn't believe that she allowed him to fuck her up her ass with his finger. He couldn't believe it. His sexual dream come true, he just couldn't believe it.
Leave it to a stranger to be so sexually adventurous to give him what he wants, anal sex, and what he needs, anal sex. Wanting to make this a pleasurable experience for her as much it was for him, over and again, he licked his fingers to lubricate her ass before slowly and gently inserting his long, stiff, middle finger inside of her. Each time he inserted his finger, he inserted it just a little deeper and left it there just a little longer while wiggling it as if it was a lure on the end of his fishing pole while trying to attract a fish. Each time he inserted his finger, she leaned a little more forward but, with not much room for her to move without bumping into the woman in front of her, she was just as careful not to attract anyone's attention as was he. Obviously she wanted to remain the victim and not be deemed a consensual player.
This time, going for broke, grabbing for all the gusto, and taking his once in a lifetime opportunity in hand and in ass, no longer caring that he may be beaten to death if caught or arrested and jailed, instead of inserting his finger, he inserted his cock. To finally have anal sex on a train with a stranger, in the way of a bear grabbing for honey in a bee's nest, was worth the risk in being caught. A perfect fit, obviously she was no virgin to anal sex. As if she was totally lubed, his cock slid right inside of her and that told him that she's been fucked up the ass plenty of times before, the slut. Oh, yeah, definitely, this woman was an anal whore.
Certainly, without a doubt, she's a slut for allowing a stranger to lift up her dress. Without a doubt, she's a tramp for allowing a stranger to pull down her panties. Absolutely she's a whore for allowing a stranger to fuck her up the ass in public on a crowded train. Only, glad that she was a slut, a tramp, and a whore, he only wished his wife, his sister, his mother-in-law, and/or his sister-in-law was more like her. For sure, they all could take a lesson from this woman in how to take care of a horny man.
Not only was he having sex in public but also he was having sex on a crowded commuter train. Not only was he having sex on a crowded commuter train but also he was having anal sex. Not only was he having anal sex but also he was having anal sex with a stranger, a stranger who he didn't even know her name. Moreover, except for the back of her head and her side profile, he's yet to even see her face.
Now wondering what she looked like head on so that he could dream of her tonight, yet what did it matter what she looked like? He didn't need to see her face. What revved his motor was seeing her naked ass. What mattered more was that he was finally having anal sex with a stranger on a train.
Going with the gentle swaying movement of the train, he was fucking her up her ass now. For the first time, a dream come true and finally living out his sexual fantasy, he was having anal sex with a stranger on the train. As if they were glued together in the way of two dogs in the street having sex, as if they were dirty dancers who rehearsed their dancing routine on Dancing with the Stars, and as if he had anal sex with her dozens of times already, he was fucking her up the ass.
As the train rocked and rolled when moving and bucked forward when starting up after stopping, keeping rhythm with the windblown train, she rocked and rolled with him too. Humping her harder and with her returning his humps, he could feel his cock sliding deeper until it was buried all the way inside of her ass. Accommodating him without being obvious so as not to be noticed, she leaned as far forward as she could for him to penetrate her even deeper. He was fucking her now, really fucking her up her ass.
In the way that he wished he could tell his wife, he wondered if she'd go home to tell her husband, her boyfriend, her lover, her son, or her son-in-law that she had anal sex with a stranger on the train. Who knows, maybe they shared the same sexual fantasy. Maybe she always wanted to have anal sex with a stranger on the train too. Yet, if only by the extended size of her anal cavity, he knew that this wasn't her first time having anal sex.



* * * * *
He wondered her name yet perhaps better he didn't know her name, being that he had a wife and kids to protect, he'd rather that they just remain strangers, that is, until she was getting him off with the subtle movement and the humping motion of her ass. Oh, yeah, something he's never done before while having anal sex, he was getting ready to cum inside of her. With his other anal sex partners, whenever he was lucky enough to find one, never allowing him to finish, this would be the first time he ejaculated in a woman's ass. He's never been this far inside of a woman to get sexually excited enough to cum in a woman's ass but now he was about to do just that.
To ejaculate in a woman's beautiful behind, a woman who was so beautiful, so sexy, and so willing, was so much better than the whores and prostitutes that he hired for anal sex. Without having ejaculated in their asses, the anal sex that they briefly gave him never completely satisfied him. He recalled some of the women that he hired and tried to persuade them to give him anal sex. Specifically he recalled those women, those prostitutes, who had rejected him so vehemently. He recalled Keisha, Ruby, and Ebony.
"Get that cock out my ass honkie. Keisha don't have anal sex with anyone but her man," said Keisha waving her black, manicured, index finger in his face as if it was a metronome keeping the beat to her words. "Uh, uh, on no. You dig?"
"Say what Fool? You want to fuck Ruby up her ass? I don't think so. Not today. This ass don't fuck white men," she said. "This ass is only reserved for black cock. Unless you have a color change, they'll be no fucking Ruby up her ass today sugar."
"I beg your pardon? You want to fuck me up the ass? I don't think so," said Ebony putting her hand to her shapely hip and lifting her nose to the ceiling. "Fucking me up the ass will cost you more money than you have or will ever have," said Ebony. "What's say I just suck your cock?"
Compared to them, this beautiful woman standing before him was an angel. Compare to them, she was a model, and/or a celebrity movie stare in the way of Charlize Theron, Uma Thurman, or Robin Wright was but with tits. So close to cumming, just a little more, just a few more humps will just about do it, and he was ready to shoot a load of cum in her ass that would rival the load of cum that he routinely shot in his wife's mouth and/or pussy.
* * * * *
Wishing it was his wife he was fucking up the ass, alas that would never be. She'd never be agreeable to having anal sex. Even when she was drunk and sound asleep, as if somehow knowing that his cock was getting ready to take the anal plunge and that her ass was vulnerable to be so violated, she'd wake up. She must have incoming ass radar.
"What are you doing Peter?" Slurring her words, somehow she was lucid enough to know that he was about to fuck her up the ass.
"Nothing. I, um, lost my cough drop."
"And you thought your cough drop fell in my ass? Is that it?"
"Never mind. I found it right here on the mattress. Go back to sleep honey."
* * * * *
Only, just as he nearly reached the point of no return, the train stopped, the lights came on, the doors opened, and she pulled away from him. The suction he felt from his cock being buried in her ass before being so abruptly pulled out of her ass was as if pulling a cork from a bottle. He swore he heard a pop and looked down to make sure that his cock was still there and not stuck in her ass.
In an instant it was over. With his cock leaking pre-cum, he quickly tucked himself back in his pants and she lifted up her panties and pulled down her dress. That was really something. Totally amazing and totally unexpected, that was really something. Something he'll dream about and fantasize about for the rest of his life, he was breathless after having anal sex with a stranger on the train. He only wished he could have filled her anal cavity with his cum.
Still stunned and still reeling from the sexually excitement of finally having anal sex with a stranger on a train, he couldn't believe what just happened. He looked up at her while expecting her to be beautiful, as beautiful as Christie Brinkley was twenty years ago. If only by her beautiful ass, the best ass he's ever felt and the best ass he's ever seen, she must be beautiful. If only by the back of her beautiful head with her long, blond hair cascading down her back, and by the beautiful side profile of her beautiful face, she must be beautiful.
He couldn't wait for her to turn around. He couldn't wait to see her face so that he could dream about her tonight and every night for the rest of his life. Breaking his rule of sharing his identity with her to know her name, he had to know her name. Tonight when he dreamt of fucking her up her ass again, he needed to call her by something. Moreover, wanting anal sex with her to be a regular occurrence, he had to see her again. He needed to fuck her up her ass, just one more time, at least, in her bedroom, in her bed, and with the lights on or in the dark, whichever she preferred.
"Please, before you go. Tell me your name, just your first name. I need to know your name so that I can call you by something when I dream about you tonight," he said.
She just stood there with her back to him as if frozen in place. Now that the lights were on in the train and the doors were open, maybe the realization that she allowed a stranger to have his wicked way with her ass was too embarrassing for her now. Now that he asked her name, maybe giving out her name, even just her first name, was something too personal, even more personal than allowing him to fuck her up the ass.
"My name is Peter," he said while hoping that she'd turn around and respond in kind and give him her name too.
As the passengers alighted from the train, now with more room for them to move around, she turned to him, smiled, and offered him her hand. Only, instead of falling in love, he felt as if he was having a sudden heart attack. The sharp pain that traveled from his cock to his chest and through his brain to give him a sudden, excruciating headache felt as if he ate ice cream too fast. As if a phonograph needle went across a phonograph album and made a screeching noise with a LP width scratch, he couldn't believe his eyes.
"Hi," he said. "I'm Robert, but my friends, especially those who fuck me up my ass, call me Roberta," he said. "That was the best train ride I've ever had, if you know what I mean," he said with a laugh, a wiggle, and a wink.
"Sorry," said Peter. "I'm so sorry. Oh, my God, you can't believe how sorry I am. With your long, blonde hair, high heels, big tits, and dress, I thought you were a woman. I didn't know you were a man."
Suddenly, the song Lola by Ray Davies of the Kinks played through his mind.
"I met her in a club in North Soho where you drink champagne and it tastes like cherry cola, See-O-L-A cola. She walked up to me and she asked me to dance. I asked her name and in a dark, brown voice she said, Lola, L-O-L-A Lola, lo, lo, lo, lo Lola. Well, I'm not the world's most physical guy but when she squeezed me tight she nearly broke my spine, oh my Lola, lo, lo, lo, lo Lola. Well, I'm not dumb but I can't understand why she walked like a woman and talked like a man, oh, my Lola, lo, lo, lo, lo Lola.
"It's okay Honey," he said. "Apparently, that was your first time having anal sex. Am I right?" When Peter didn't answer, with Peter looking as if he was in shock and he was, he asked his question again. "Was that your first time having anal sex?"
"Yes," said Peter too shocked to apologize further, to expand on his explanation, and/or to confess his sexual fantasy of having anal sex on a train.
"Here's my number. Call me," she said with a big assed smile while raising her fingers to her mouth and ear as if she was holding the receiver of a phone. "We must do this again."
* * * * *
After fucking a man up the ass, unable to stop masturbating over the experience of having anal sex with a stranger on the train, Peter wondered if he was gay. Who knew she was a cross dressing transsexual? Wondering if her tits were real, he couldn't stop thinking about her or him, as the case may be. He couldn't stop thinking about his anal, sexual encounter. He wished he had never asked her name. He wished she had not turned around.
Strange that it took a stranger to give him anal sex and for him to have the best sex of his life, it took a man to give him such sexual pleasure. If only she was a woman instead of a man, he'd be the happiest man alive. If only she was the tall, beautiful, busty, blonde, woman that he thought she was, he'd leave his wife for her. Nonetheless, especially since he felt confident in his sexual orientation that he wasn't a gay man, assuredly, without doubt, he wasn't a gay man, unable to get her or him out of his head, he called Roberta to ask her if they could have anal sex again.
To be continued...
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Peter telephones Robert for anal sex to finish what he started on the train.
"Hello?"
"Hi Robert. This is Peter. I, um, met you on the—"
"I know who you are Peter," said Robert. "It's not every day that a stranger pulls up my dress, pulls down my panties, and fucks me up the ass on a crowded train," he said with a laugh. "Please call me Roberta."
"I was just wondering Roberta, if I, um, if we could—"
"If you could fuck me up the ass again?" Roberta laughed while Peter remained silent on the other end of the line.
Making him feel uncomfortable, Peter nearly hung up the phone when he said, "If you could fuck me up the ass again."
In the way he said fucking him up the ass, still a bit reluctant over having gay sex, it sounded so gay, too gay to make him want to even continue the conversation never mind the gay act of having anal sex with a man. How dare he say that? He wasn't gay, not at all, just curious. Yeah, if he was anything at all, he was bisexually curious.
As if he slapped him across the face or had a bucket of cold water dumped on his head, confronting the reality of what he did with him on a crowded train, the words startled him as well as upset him. He never thought of himself as a gay man but now confronted by it and putting a name to it, maybe he was. Thinking that he was drawn to a tall, blonde, beautiful, busty woman on the train, now he wondered if perhaps sub-consciously, he knew that Roberta wasn't a woman but a man. Recalling how she looked standing there wearing a dress, high heels, and with her long, blonde hair cascading down her back, definitely, from behind she looked like a woman, especially when the lights on the train were dim when not out entirely. Even from the side, especially with her big tits, he'd never think she was a man.
"Being that I'm a man, a heterosexual, married man with children, and with you being a man too, I'm uncomfortable having sex with a man but—"
"But what Honey? You're not really gay? Is that it Peter? You expect me to believe you didn't know that I was a man? I look good dressed as a woman Sugar, but even I know that I don't look that good to fool a man who's not gay to fuck me up my ass."
Obviously, with Peter having fooled himself long enough and with Robert or Roberta, whatever his or her name was, able to see right through him, there was no fooling him or her.
"No, I mean, yeah but—"
"But what? You really weren't comfortable having anal sex with a stranger on a crowded train, especially after discovering that you fucked a man up the ass instead of a woman," said Roberta with another laugh, this time a little louder.
"Yeah, something like that," said Peter regretting he had called him and wishing he'd stop saying that he fucked him up the ass.
Now all that he could think of is that he was a gay man. All that he could think of is what two gay men do when having gay, anal sex. All he could think of was being raped by another man in prison. All he could think of was nasty, homosexual thoughts, instead of sexually exciting heterosexual ones. Yet, surprising even himself, the nasty homosexual thoughts sexually excited him in a way that he's never been as sexually excited before. What the Hell was that about? Maybe he really was gay.
"Oh, please, I wish I had a dollar every time a man told me that he wasn't gay while he sucked my cock, while I sucked his cock, while he fucked me up the ass, or when I fucked him up the ass," said Roberta. "Gay, gay, gay, forget about this bi-sexual shit, I subscribe to the Jerry Springer definition of gay. If you suck a cock, you're gay. If you allow a man to suck your cock, you're gay. If you fuck a man up his ass, you're gay and if you allow another man to fuck you up your ass, you're gay. Gay, gay, gay, being gay is as clearly defined in definition as being heterosexual. Trust me Peter, being a gay man myself and having been around gay men all of my life, I know you're gay."
"Yeah, well, with apologies to Jerry Springer and apart from your description of what's gay and what's not, I'm not gay. I'm really not. I really did think you were a woman," said Peter while wondering if he was being honest with himself. "Having anal sex with you was my first gay experience but—"
"But what? That didn't count because you thought I was a woman, a beautiful, blonde with big tits, is that it?"
Plausible enough to unlock and open his closed closet door before slamming it shut, his way back in the closet, it sounded good to him, thought Peter.
"Yeah," said Peter.
Roberta laughed a loud laugh, almost a cackle that made him want to choke him for pulling him out of the security of his closet or hit him for holding up a gay mirror to his face. Not expecting to have such a revealingly disturbing conversation, he just wanted to have anal sex with the man he thought was a woman, go home, and never call him again. The excuse so he told himself and truly believed, apparently now whether man or woman, he just needed to know what it felt like to cum in someone's ass, return to his wife and life as a heterosexual man, and put all of this behind him. Yet, with Peter now knowing that Roberta was a man and not a woman and with him still telephone him for a date, moreover, with Robert stating that Peter was gay, he wondered if, indeed, he was gay.
"So, you expect me to believe that it was all just mistaken identity and that my ass could have been anyone's ass, specifically a woman's ass. So long as I stood there and didn't turn around as I did on the train when you pulled up my dress and pulled down my panties, we're all good. Is that right? Typical," said Roberta. "You're so typical of all the men that I meet still hiding in the closet Peter."
"Yes," said Peter again keeping his responses to one word and one syllable before apologizing. "I'm sorry."
Still wanting to hang up and not knowing why he didn't, Peter was uncomfortable with the conversation.
"Sorry? What are you sorry about?"
Unable to admit even to himself, especially to himself, Peter was sorry that he discovered that he was evidentially and so obviously gay. Gay, gay, gay, he was gay. No doubt about it, but angry that he was, Peter was gay. He was as dizzy as he was confused by the revelation that he may be gay. He never realized and always swept his gayness beneath the rug whenever he had gay thoughts that weren't appropriate for a heterosexual man to have. He didn't understand how he could live his life as a heterosexual man without knowing and/or even suspecting that he was gay, that is, until now.
"I'm sorry for having anal sex with you," said Peter.
He wished that Robert would be insulted enough to hang up on him and end his folly into gay sex prematurely, when he was unable to stop this from happening himself. Actually, he wasn't sorry for having anal sex with Robert, the best sex he's had in a long time, he only wished he had the time enough to ejaculate before the lights came on and the doors opened on the commuter train. Had he ejaculated in his ass on the train, he wouldn't be in this sticky situation now in confronting his true sexual orientation.
"Don't be sorry. I had a good time," he said with a laugh.
Peter remained quiet for a long minute while wrapping his head around the disturbing reality that he showed another man an anal good time by having anal sex with him.
"It's just all so confusing to me," said Peter.
Always having negative connotations about gay men and now totally changing his perspective about his sexual orientation, he couldn't believe that he was a gay man too.
"Would you like to come over," he said pausing to let out a dramatic sigh, "to talk?"
Peter read between the lines. In the way that Roberta sighed was as if he had done this a hundred times before, invited strange men to his apartment for sex, and was bored with it. With Roberta's sigh giving Peter a bit of insight into the life of a gay man, he wondered if their lives were too much about sex. Yet, as a heterosexual man, his life was all about sex, repressed sex, frustrated sexual thoughts, and always wanting to have sex but seldom having sex. If judging a gay man by how he felt, definitely gay men had more sex than he did.
What he wanted to do from the start, now Peter wasn't sure if it was a good idea for him to go to another man's apartment, a gay man's apartment, with the expressed intention to have anal sex with him. Too revealingly real, what if, when he got there, he wanted to do more and did more than just having anal sex with Robert? What if he suddenly had the urge to kiss Robert? What if he suddenly had the urge to suck Robert's cock or agreed to have him suck his cock. After already having anal sex with Robert, what if he agreed to allow Robert to fuck him up his ass?
"Yes," said Peter unable to decline the invitation. "I'd like to come over," he said with a pause in the way that Robert paused but without the dramatic sigh, "to talk."
It was one thing to have sudden, spontaneous, anal sex on a train with who he thought was a woman but it was quite another thing for him to have a planned sexual affair that was initiated by him especially after knowing that Robert wasn't a woman but a man. Now with his hand already played and his cards face up on the table, all in, more than curious to know if he really was gay, Peter wondered what would happen if he was to accept Robert's invitation and go to his apartment.
"My address is on the other side of that card that I gave you. The number on the card that you called me on is to my cell phone number. I work out of my house and I don't usually give that number to anyone but you had a great way of introducing yourself by making a big and hard, I might add, impression on me," said Robert laughing.
This was all getting too real. Nonetheless sexually excited by the thought of having anal sex again, Peter couldn't say no. Now that he knows that Robert is a man and not a woman, feeling more comfortable calling him Roberta than Robert, he'll just have to close his eyes to the fact that Roberta is a man. Not a difficult thing to do in the way the Robert really looked like a woman when dressed in drag, so long as he didn't have to face him and feel Robert's cock pressing up against him, he'd just have anal sex with him and leave.
"When?"
Peter tried to think what day next week was good for their little, gay, sexual rendezvous. Figuring that he'd make the date, masturbate over having anal sex with Roberta, and not show up on that day, it wasn't as if Robert was privy to his phone number when he was calling him from a payphone.
"When what? When did you make a big impression on me?" He laughed. "Duh, on the train silly."
He wasn't sure if Robert knew what he meant or that he was making fun of him.
"No. When should I come to your house?"
Trying to think of what he had planned next week, he couldn't concentrate on anything but having anal sex with Roberta again. Hoping that Roberta gave him enough notice, he wondered what he'd tell his wife, Christine, for him to get out of the house for a few hours.
"What are you doing now?"
Now? He wants him to come over now? Seriously now? All too real, he was as sexually excited as he was reluctant to continue having gay sex, especially now knowing that Robert was a man and not a woman.
"Now?"
His sexual excitement overruled his reluctance to have gay sex with a man.
"Yes, now," said Robert.
Peter couldn't believe he was really through this and really going to do this.
"Nothing. Other than talking to you, I'm not doing anything now," said Peter.
Holding his breath in anticipation of Robert extending an invitation for Peter to come over now, he waited for Roberta to respond.
"Then, get your beautiful cock over here and I'll stroke you and suck you before you fuck me up the ass. Who knows, a first time for everything, being that you're not a gay man, maybe I can convince you to suck me too," said Roberta with a laugh.
It was one thing for him to have anal sex with a man especially when he thought she was a woman but he couldn't imagine himself on his knees and sucking the cock of another man in the way that his wife sucked his cock.
"Suck you? Seriously? You expect me to suck you?"
"Yes," said Robert. "That's part of what I do when having sex as a gay man," he laughed the cackling laugh again. "I suck and then I fuck. You suck and then you fuck."
"No, I don't think so. Sorry but I'd never suck another man's cock," said Peter showing his disgust for oral sex in his voice. "I'd never allow another man to cum in my mouth.
Nonetheless, Peter's cock throbbed at the thought of blowing Robert. Immediately suppressing the thought, he thought of his wife naked and on her knees sucking him. When that wasn't enough to quell his homosexual, sexual excitement, he thought of baseball.
"Another man? Meaning that you've sucked your own cock?"
Sucked my own cock? How could I suck my own cock? This man is crazy.
"Pardon?"
Maybe flexible enough, now he wondered if Robert sucked his own cock.
"You said that you'd never suck another man's cock meaning that you've already sucked a man's cock, your cock, with no one else to suck while still claiming that you've never sucked another man's cock," said Robert obviously taking pleasure in having some fun with Peter.
Peter couldn't help but imagine himself on his bed naked, while trying to contort his body enough to put his erection in his mouth. He wondered if that would be considered gay to suck his own cock. Probably it would. If he could suck his own cock, he wouldn't need Robert. If he could suck his own cock, he wouldn't need to have sex with his wife. Yet, anal sex would still be a problem. Certainly, no matter how he tried and how he twisted and contorted his body, he could never fuck himself up his ass. Inspired and encouraged by what Robert said about him sucking his own cock, he couldn't believe that he was having all of these gay thoughts.
"Sucked my cock? No, I've never sucked my cock. As a kid I couldn't even bite my toenails," said Peter with a nervous laugh.
"Eww, bite your own toenails? That's too much information," said Robert.
"It was difficult enough for me to call you about having anal sex with you again," said Peter. "I'd never suck your cock Robert."
"Roberta please," said Robert.
"Pardon?"
"Call me Roberta. I prefer you call me Roberta instead of Robert," said Robert. "One day soon after my sex change operation, Roberta will be my legal name."
"Sorry, Roberta," said Peter.
"Well, if you won't suck my cock, at least you're willing to fuck me up the ass. A girl must take what she can get," said Roberta.
* * * * *
Peter went to the address on the card and rang the doorbell.
"Who is it?"
Who is it? Who does he think it is? Who else would it be? He just got off the phone with him. Maybe he has a lot of boyfriends, thought Peter.
"It's me. Peter."
Even with his sexual excitement overruling his commonsense enough to preserve his heterosexuality, he couldn't help but wonder if he was making a mistake, a big mistake.
"Come on up. I'm on the fourth floor. Sorry, we don't have an elevator. Now you know why my ass is so hot," said Roberta laughing.
"Okay," said Peter suddenly feeling uncomfortable enough again not to encourage him by responding to the banter.
Roberta buzzed Peter inside and he climbed the four flights of stairs as if he was slowly climbing the Tower of London to go for his incarceration before being beheaded at his execution. Finally reaching the top a little out of breath in the way that Jane Fonda and Robert Redford as Paul and Corie Bratter were when climbing to their top floor apartment in Barefoot in the Park, he knocked on the door.
"Come in. Come in. The door is open," said Roberta emerging from her open door to stand in front of it. "My door is always open," said Roberta with the flair of a Broadway actor onstage.
Peter looked up to see Roberta striking her helpless pose as if he was Oscar Wilde.
"Your door is always open? In this neighborhood," said Peter with a laugh. "Hi," said Peter finally making it to the top.
"Yes, without exception, my door is always open to a fellow gay man who forces me to have his wicked anal way with by poor helpless body," said Roberta putting the back of her hand to her forehead as if she was Scarlett O'Hara played by Vivian Leigh in Gone With the Wind.
"I'm not gay," he said this time not as confident as he was before.
Standing there in a sweatshirt, jeans, a Chicago Cubs baseball cap, and sneakers as if he was one of the guys meeting to go out for a beer or to play some touch football, he looked nothing like he did when he was a passenger on the commuter train. If Peter saw Robert on the street, he'd never think he was a gay man, that is, until he walked in talked in the way that Nathan Lane played a gay man in The Birdcage with Robin Williams.
"How are you?" Peter held out his hand. "It's so nice to officially meet you."
When Robert took his hand, Peter was relieved that he didn't lean in to kiss him hello.
"I'd kiss you," he said as if reading his mind. "But I don't want to scare you off," said Roberta bypassing his hand to give Peter a hug. "Being that you're new to being gay and just now emerging from out of the closet, I'll just hug you instead of feeling your ass," he said with a laugh while grabbing two handfuls of Peter's ass. "What the Hell? Being that you had your wicked way feeling my ass, the least that I can do is to reciprocate by feeling your ass too."
In the way that Roberta must have felt his cock humping his ass on the train, Peter felt Robert's cock humping his stomach through his pants. Not wanting to be humped in the way that he's humped so very many women in public, when he felt his skin beginning to crawl, involuntarily, he pulled away from Robert's to sexually intimate hug.
"Don't worry. I'm not going to bite you," she said. "I just wanted to hug you." He looked down at his erection. "Sorry about my cock. Robert is always so horny."
"Robert? You named your cock Robert?"
"Doesn't everyone name their cocks?"
"No," said Peter. "I didn't."
"Well?" Robert stared at Peter in the way that Peter stared at Robert.
"Well what?"
As if sizing up one another, both men continued staring at one another.
"Are you just going to stand there while showing me your reluctance in being here before bolting out my open front door?"
His final chance to stay or flee and make good his escape from becoming a gay man, Peter looked at Robert with trepidation.
"Sorry. All of this is new to me. I've never been with a man before," said Peter. "I don't know what to do or say."
"Correction," laughed Robert. "You've already been with a man after fucking me up the ass with your cock," she said reaching out to squeeze his cock through his pants. "Now take off those pants. I want to see what I missed seeing before on the train."
"My pants?" Peter stood there and looked down at his pants before looking up at Robert.
"Unless you plan on having anal sex with me without removing your clothes, you need to get naked Peter."
This was it. The point of no return. Once he removed his pants, if only in his mind, he'd be officially and forever gay.
"Okay, yeah, sure," he said, unbuttoning, unzipping, and kicking off his shoes before removing his pants.
"You're underwear too," said Robert.
With a finger to his discriminating nose, he stared at Peter as if he was Julia Child played by Meryl Streep in Julie & Julia while watching a student prepare a French recipe under her tutelage instead of watching the impromptu striptease show.
"Okay," said Peter sliding down his underwear. He covered his erection with his hand.
"Don't be shy," said Robert. "Take your hand away," he said pulling at Peter's wrist. "Let me have a look at your cock. I always like to know what I'm sucking and fucking before I suck and fuck. Yet, already one up on me, you totally caught me by surprise when you stuck this monster up my ass."



"It's just a cock. I'm sure you've seen lots of cocks before, bigger and better than mine," said Peter.
Peter moved his hand away to stand before Robert naked not only physically but also emotionally. He felt so vulnerable. He felt so frightened. He's never felt so alive.
"Some heterosexual you are," said Robert. "You already have an erection," he said walking closer to Peter. "Let Mommy see your big prick," she said.
Suddenly feeling uncomfortably creepy, Peter tensed himself by what was about to happen.
"Other than my doctor, no man has ever touched my cock before," said Peter relaxing his hand and putting his arms by his sides as if he was having a physical exam before being inducted in the military.
As if waiting to have his tooth pulled by the dentist, Peter grimaced.
"Relax," said Robert. "You have a nice prick," she said taking him in her hand. "Normally I make out with a man before taking his cock in my hand but don't worry, I won't kiss you. I'll just touch you, feel you, and grope you in the way that you touched, felt, and groped me on the train," said Robert laughing loudly again.
Robert stroked Peter's cock long enough for him to get an even stiffer erection.
"This is weird," said Peter, "so very weird."
"Weird? What's so weird? That you have an erection within just a few seconds of me stroking you?" He laughed while leaning closer into him. "I promise not to tell anyone Peter that you're a gay man masquerading as a married, heterosexual man."
"I'm not gay," said Peter. "I like women. I love women. I lust over women."
Only, right now, Peter couldn't think of any women that he'd rather be with than Robert masquerading as Roberta.
"Shall I give you a gay test?"
Peter imagined being blindfolded and bound to Robert's bed.
"A gay test? There's no such thing as a gay test." Doubting that there was, Peter wondered if there was. "Is there?"
Equally as sexually excited by the thought of being blindfolded and bound to Robert's bed, with him already standing there naked in a gay man's apartment, he felt a little repulsed by the thought of being sexually used and abused by a man as he did sexually aroused.
"Actually there is a gay test and it comes in handy at a time like this," said Robert.
"Go ahead. I'm game," said Peter. "Give me the test."
"Okay. Name six of your favorite female singers," said Roberta.
"Six? I'm not sure if I can even think of one at a time like this," said Peter feeling awkwardly uncomfortable standing naked in front of a man.
"Try," said Roberta.
"Okay," said Peter. "Cher, of course. I love her," he said holding up his hand to count on his fingers. "Bette Midler, Madonna, oh, I know, Lisa Minnelli, and her mother Judy Garland. I love them both," said Peter looking at Roberta while giving her and uncomfortable smile.
"That's five," said Robert. "Do you have one more?"
"Saving the best for last, I do," said Peter. "The queen of song, Barbara Streisand."
As if a conductor leading a symphony orchestra, Robert used his index finger to accentuate his words.
"Gay, gay, gay, gay, gay, and gay. All of those female singers have a huge following of gay men," said Robert with a laugh. "No doubt about it Peter. Simple as that, you're gay."
As if asking for a recount after losing a political election, Peter looked at Robert with doubt that he was gay.
"Is that it? Is that the gay test? That's not much of a test," said Peter. "Just because I like certain female singers doesn't prove that I'm gay."
"Let me ask you this then," said Robert giving Peter a smile.
"What?" Peter looked at him with curiosity.
"Do you have a pink shirt?"
"Doesn't everyone? Having a pink shirt doesn't mean that I'm gay," said Peter.
"Okay, forget about the pink shirt, tell me this then."
"What?"
"What's your favorite color?"
"My favorite color? Is this a trick question? Are you expecting me to say chartreuse?"
"No," said Robert. "Go on, tell me. What's your favorite color?"
"Periwinkle," said Peter without even thinking.
"Periwinkle? Seriously? Your favorite color is periwinkle?" Robert laughed. "Never mind a color, straight men don't even know what periwinkle is. Straight men no doubt think that periwinkle is a shell fish to eat in the way of snails," said Roberta.
"I, um, used to have a big box of Crayola crayons, the 64 colors with the built-in sharpener," using that as his excuse in his defense. "I used to love to color. I found that very relaxing and periwinkle has always been my favorite color, in the way of a slate or cornflower blue.
"Gay. You're as gay as an interior designer to be able to identify more than one shade of blue when the average heterosexual man would describe just blue for everything that's blue, from jeans to cars," said Roberta. "Periwinkle is a gay answer and you're a gay man."
"Periwinkle is not a gay answer and I am not a gay man," said Peter.
"Okay? Then, who's your favorite female movie star?"
"Marlene Dietrich," said Peter without thinking.
"Marlene Dietrich? Unbelievable," said Roberta laughing at Peter's answer. "How about a male movie star?"
"Rock Hudson," said Peter with pride.
"Oh, you're making this test way too easy," said Roberta laughing again. "You do know that Rock Hudson was gay, right? And that he died of AIDS?"
Peter looked at Roberta as if he was lying while trying to remember what he heard about Rock Hudson.
"Rock was gay? No, I didn't know that. I didn't know his sexual orientation and it wouldn't matter to me. Growing up watching old movies on TV, I just liked his movies and I enjoyed how he interacted with Doris Day and Tony Randall," said Peter.
"It's okay. You can be as gay as you want with me. Your gayness will be our little secret," said Robert with a laugh.
Peter looked at him with curiosity.
"Aren't you going to take that off your clothes so that we can have anal sex?" Peter looked at Robert as if he was anxious to get this over with and get the Hell out of there.
"You can always pull down my jeans in the way you pulled down my panty and bend me forward in the way that you did in the train," laughed Robert.
Peter imagined Robert wearing panties. Wondering which color panties he was wearing, white, yellow, red, blue, green, purple, or black, he hoped he was wearing blue panties, his favorite color. In the way that he was wearing blue, cotton, bikini panties on the train, he hoped he was wearing blue, cotton, bikini panties, now.
"Are you wearing panties now?" Peter looked at Robert with lust.
"No, not at the moment. I'm wearing briefs, white briefs for support of my package," he said grabbing himself as if he was Michael Jackson.
"Oh," said Peter.
"Besides, what's the rush? I want to suck you a little first," he said falling to his knees to take Peter's cock in his mouth.
Suddenly Peter's cock went soft.
"Sorry," he said after watching Robert unsuccessfully stroking him and sucking him. "Maybe this is a mistake. Maybe I should go," said Peter looking down at himself. "Obviously you were wrong about me being gay."
"Give me a minute," said Robert standing. "Having been through this lots of times before, I know what's wrong."
"You do? What?"
"Trust me. I'll be back in a jiffy," said Robert wiggling his ass out of the room.
To be continued...
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Chapter 5
Peter finally meets Roberta again, the love of his life.
In just a few minutes, Robert returned to the room dressed as Roberta. Giving him a sexy cross dressing show, by her feminine antics and charms, she obviously enjoyed being watched by Peter. With a shake of her head and with a flourish, as if releasing her sword in Zorro, the gay blade, she released her long, blonde hair pinned to her head by a barrette. Her hair, as if a curtain on a Broadway stage fell down her back and behind her. In an instant, she transformed herself from a man, to looking like a nerdy, private secretary, and into revealing herself as a sexy bimbo.
Instead of covering and hiding her big breasts with an oversized sweatshirt, she wore a bra, makeup, and a long, flowing, low cut, colorful gown. Now she looked just as beautiful as she did on the commuter train. Even head on, while standing face to face, if he didn't know that Roberta was a man, he'd never guess that she wasn't a woman.
"Wow," said Peter. "That's some sexy transformation. How did you accomplish that in just a few minutes? I can't believe it's you, Robert."
"Roberta, if you please," she said with a flirtatious smile.
But for her big brassiere, he couldn't help but notice that Roberta wasn't wearing any underwear and his cock was already making a stiff appearance beneath his feminine gown, no doubt, in anticipation of having sex with Peter. Now as if Peter was a woman and Robert the man, he was uncomfortable seeing Robert's cock sticking straight out at him as if pointing to him and choosing him as that special someone. In the way she appeared before him as a woman, albeit a pre-op, transsexual woman, he wished she had a vagina instead of a cock.
"Is this better?" Roberta twirled around as if she was a dancer on Dancing with the Stars.
Feeling much more comfortable, albeit even after seeing the stiff impression of Robert's cock poking out his gown, Peter felt his cock stiffen by the mere fact that Robert looked so much like a feminine woman instead of a manly man. Easier for him to justify having gay sex when he fooled himself into thinking that he was having sex with a woman instead of a man, he felt better about having seemingly heterosexual sex with Roberta than he did in having gay sex with Robert.
"Yes," said Peter. "You really do make for a beautiful woman."
"How about from the back?" Roberta turned around, leaned forward, pulled her gown tighter around her, and wiggled her ass as she did on the train when grinding her firm, round buttocks into his cock. "How do I look now?"
Peter's cock involuntarily throbbed and pulsated when Roberta wiggled her ass like that.
"Not only are you a beautiful woman from the back but also from the front too. Don't tell my wife, that is, if you were to ever meet her, but you're much better looking than she is. I'm sad to say, now that I see you in the light, you look more feminine than my wife does too. Now that I think about it, comparing you to my wife, my wife is a little more masculine looking than you," said Peter laughing.
Never considering the thought before, now with him nearly out of his closed closet, he wondered if he had chosen a more masculine woman as a wife because he was more sexually attracted to males instead of females.
"Good to know, your comments are as complimentary as they are interesting and revealing," said Roberta. "It's gratifying for me to be appreciated when working so hard with all the subtle and not so subtle things that I do to look more like a woman than a man."
Peter stared at her as if staring at a real woman instead of staring at a cross dressing man.
"Now I can see how I could be so fooled into thinking that you were a woman," said Peter. "Even looking at you now while knowing full well that you're a man, I'd never believe that you're not a woman."
Suddenly, unable to control his lustful thoughts, in the way that she looked so beautiful now, he wished Roberta was his wife instead of the woman he married. Suppressing his homosexual thoughts before, he didn't bother to suppress them now. Easily, he could be gay for someone who looked like her? Only, what happens when she doesn't want to get all dolled up in her cross dressing outfits? What if she doesn't want to bother fixing her hair and putting on makeup?
Surely she doesn't go through the trouble of dressing like this all day, every day, like a woman instead of a man, does she? What happens when Robert wants to pile and pin his hair beneath his Chicago Cubs baseball cap, throw on jeans, a sweatshirt, and sneakers to go to Home Depot or to a ballgame and do what guys generally do on a weekend? When out and about with her and especially when with other men who aren't as enlightened about homosexuality and/or bisexuality, no doubt perhaps, suspecting that Robert was a cross dresser, he didn't know how he'd react to being out and seen in public with a transsexual. He couldn't possibly know how he'd confront that reality until he faced it.
"Thank you," said Roberta. "I'll take that as a compliment."
Realizing now how he was so fooled on the commuter train, he couldn't believe how much Robert looked like, talked like, walked like, and acted like a woman. She was so stunningly beautiful. She was so sexy. And she still had that incredible ass, the best as he's ever seen, touched, and felt on any woman.
"I love your hair," he said touching her long, blonde hair. "It looks so real. It feels real too," he said pulling out a handful of her golden strands before allowing them to magically fall back in place.
"That's because it is my hair. It's real hair," said Roberta putting her hair back in place with an experienced hand. "It's all my hair. I tuck it up and pin it beneath my baseball cap so that no one knows that I'm a trans woman."
"It is really? That's all your hair. No way," said Peter touching her hair again. "That's all your hair with no extensions? Wow!"
"Yes, it's all my hair and without extensions. I love my hair," she said. "The best part of me besides my blue eyes, big breasts, and shapely ass, I make for a much better woman than I ever did as a man. If I say so myself, I make for a much better looking woman than do most women," she said with a laugh.
"Trans woman?" Peter looked at Roberta with as much curiosity as he did with interest. "What's that?"
"For your information, just so you know who I am, I'm more than just a cross dresser. I'm more than just a transvestite. I'm transgender. I more associate with being female than I do with being male, I always have. My brain thinks I'm a woman and so don't I," she said. "My problem is in convincing everyone else to think the same way about me as I do about myself," she said with sadness.
"I see," said Peter.
Peter stared at her as if clearly seeing her for the first time. He liked the fact that she wasn't just a transvestite, so to speak, but a trans woman, a transgendered male who believes that she's a woman inside. It's the fact that she believes that she's a woman is the reason why she so fooled him, convinced him, and beguiled him into thinking that she is. More than just a man dressing like a woman as if in costume, she walks, she talks, and she acts like a woman. More natural for her to act female instead of masquerading as a male, her brain is encoded female rather than male.
If she looked this good now, he wondered what she'd be like and look like after taking more estrogen and after having the sex change operation. For him to fall in love with someone who looked like her, someone who really wasn't a woman yet, he wondered if he could put all of that aside and forget that she was born a man. He wondered if he'd be considered a gay man when being with a man who changed his sex from male to female.
With her already being a woman mentally and emotionally, he wondered if she'd want him after becoming a woman physically. Maybe wanting someone else, someone better looking, someone younger, someone taller, someone more understanding, and someone who wasn't already married, perhaps she'd be the one to reject him instead of him rejecting her. Suddenly he was jealous over someone else making her their woman.
"Yes it's all my hair," she said again and this time reaching around herself to run her hands through her hair that now rested on her shoulders and cascaded down and over her big breasts.
If there was really was such a person as Lady Godiva, imagining Roberta naked after her sex change operation, then that woman would be Roberta. She shook her head and tossed her hair again in the way that so many sexy women do when they have long, beautiful hair.
"Wow. That's so hot," said Peter. "I've always liked how women do that."
"Do what?"
"Toss their hair like that. That's so sexy," said Peter.
"Like this?" Roberta tossed her hair again.
"Yes, just like that. Boy, if you ever want to drive me crazy, do that when giving me a sexy look with those, big, baby blues," he said smiling as if he was smiling at a woman instead of a man. "Do that before giving me a blowjob," he said giving her a sexy look.
Moving her finger to her lip before taking it in her mouth to suck it, she returned his sexy look.
"Speaking of blowjobs, how about that blowjob now? Are you ready for me to suck you," said Roberta enticing him and teasing him by tossing her hair again while giving him a sexy look with her big, baby blues.
Suddenly Peter had this overwhelming urge to make love to Roberta as if she was a real woman instead of a cross dressing, transgendered man. Controlling the urge, in the way that he'd do with any woman who offered to suck his cock, Peter looked at Roberta as if he wanted to take her in his arms and kiss her while touching and feeling her everywhere. Unfortunately what held him back in showing his affection, his lustful, sexual desire, and his appreciation in receiving a blowjob from her was the fact that he knew beneath the clothes, the hair, and the makeup that she was a man masquerading as a woman. Even though he tried to understand her being transgendered, with black and white and man or woman getting in the way of his sexuality, he couldn't possibly even understand how she felt as a woman trapped in a man's body.
A rollercoaster ride of confused emotions and sexual excitement, going from how he felt as a heterosexual man with a beautiful woman to how he felt as a gay man with a cross dressing, transgendered male, to say the least, was confusing. Yet, it was enough that he was here now willing to have anal sex with Roberta again but, with all of this other stuff, having Roberta suck him and whatever else was on her sexual agenda for today was all uncharted ground in Peter's new journey into gay sex and homosexuality. Only going so far for right now, he wondered how far he'd go with the sexual dream that Roberta was a beautiful woman instead of a man. Being that she seemingly was more female than male when dressed as a woman or more male than female when dressed as a man, anal sex and perhaps a blowjob seemed to be the only thing he'd be willing to do with her. Even kissing her seemed out of the question.
He wished he had met her after her sex change operation. He wished he didn't know that she was a man who was a woman inside. Yet, then, he never would have confronted his true, sexual identity and sexual orientation had he met her after her sex change operation. Obviously for him to be here now in Robert's apartment, he was a gay man masquerading as a straight man as much as Robert was a gay man masquerading as a heterosexual woman. Two of a kind, with both of them masking their real identities, albeit with Robert being more honest and open in who he was than Peter admitting who he was, they were a good match for one another.
"Yes, I'd like for you to suck me," said Peter putting a gentle hand to the back of Roberta's blonde head as soon as she fell to her knees and took him in her mouth.
She started sucking him again. Only, unlike when Peter got an erection when Roberta stroked him on the train and when Robert stroked him earlier, oddly enough, he wasn't getting an erection now when Roberta was sucking him. With Peter now knowing full well that Roberta was a man, even though she looked like and acted so much like a woman, obviously having gay sex was making him uncomfortable. With the bigger picture in that he was coming to the realization that he was a gay man when he thought he was a heterosexual man all of this time, he was as tormented as he was confused. Unable to wrap his brain around it, he needed time to make the sexual delineation and to make the sexual adjustment in his mind.
"What's wrong?" Roberta looked up at him with his big, blue eyes and smiled while Peter looked down at Robert with confusion.
Knowing that Roberta was a man but with him looking so much like a woman was confusing him as much as it was sexually exciting him.
"Um, I don't know where to put my hands," said Peter while wishing that Robert had tits, big tits, in the way that he thought she had big tits on the commuter train instead of just a big, padded bra.
He couldn't remove the thoughts from his mind of Roberta being a man, even though he seemingly looked so much like a woman. He couldn't help but think of former Miss Venezuela, the newly crowned Miss Universe, Gabriela Isler, a transgender beauty queen being born a man but looking so much like a woman. Unable to continue the fantasy of Roberta, the fact remained that he was getting a blowjob from a man and not from a woman. Or being that Robert was all woman inside, just not physically on the outside, maybe he really was getting a blowjob from a woman and not from a man. Discombobulated and so thrown out of his comfort zone, was he a she or was she a he, he didn't know what to think or even how to react to his new found sexuality.
"Where do you normally put your hands when receiving a blowjob from a woman?"
Roberta gave him a look as if he was more trouble than he was fun and more of a problem than he was worth. Ignoring her look, Peter looked down at Roberta's big breasts while wondering if they were real or just a deception that were padded in a giant bra.
"I usually place my hands on her tits. I usually fondle her tits while fingering her nipples," said Peter hinting that he wished he could feel Roberta big breasts.
Enabling him to continue his fantasy, he wished she had breasts. Accustomed to feeling breasts in his hand and fingering nipples while he was receiving a blowjob, he didn't want to ruin his sexual fantasy by feeling a man's flat chest while playing with another man's puny nipples. Suddenly hearing the Village People singing YMCA, he didn't want to be with a man. He'd much rather be with a woman. Yet, if he was, indeed, a gay man, as Robert told him that he was, then by having sex with a transsexual, the best of both worlds, Peter was having his cake and eating it too.
"Knock yourself out," said Roberta rolling her eyes while removing her arms from her robe and allowing her robe to fall to her waist before unhooking and removing her bra.
"Wow! Holy shit you have tits," he said looking from Roberta's big breasts to look up at her face before staring down at her big breasts again. "I can't believe it. You have way better tits than my wife. You have spectacular breasts," he said. "I wish my wife had a breasts like your breasts," he said looking from her tits to look up at her. "Are you kidding me? Are they real?"
Peter stared at Roberta's breasts again as if seeing a woman's breasts for the first time.
"Real? It depends what you mean by real," said Roberta laughing. "In this age of computer technology, is anything real today? My breasts are as real as the breasts of many Hollywood celebrities. From Christina Aguilera to Nicole Ritchie to Fergie to Halley Berry to Heidi Montag to Tara Reid to Kaley Cuoco, they are the best breasts that money can buy," said Roberta.
"I see," said Peter. "So they're silicone, a plastic surgeons idea of what all women's breasts should look like. Correct?"
"Duh? What do you think? Of course they're silicone," laughed Roberta. "I'm a pre-op transgendered male and when I started developing breasts with the hormone injections they gave me, my hormonal breasts looked nothing like these," she said with as much attitude as he said with pride. "It took a plastic surgeon to give me what I wanted."
"Wow! You have better breasts than Jamie Curtis in Trading Places and Haley Berry in Swordfish," said Peter.
"With the money that I spent on the breast implants, I should have put that money to the sex change operation but I couldn't wait to have my own set of tits," she said cupping her breasts in her hands while smiling. "I love my big tits," she said. "Don't you?"
"Yes, I do. I love your big tits," said Peter. "May I?"
"Of course you may," she said sticking out her chest for the examination and hands on inspection of his horny hands. "Feel free to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and caress them. That's what they're for," said Roberta.
"Amazing. Your tits are just so amazing," said Peter moving his hands all over Roberta's big breasts. "Perfectly symmetrical, they are so round and so firm, yet so soft."
He looked at Roberta as if seeing her in a whole, new light.
"I hope to have the sex change operation done soon. I've already aced the psychiatric exam. My dream come true, I just need to come up with the money to transform myself from Robert to Roberta," said Roberta looking up at Peter before looking down at his cock. "Just as I can't wait to legally change my name, I can't wait to change my driver's license from male to female."
She took him in her hand again to fondle the head of his cock before stroking him. Then, as if she couldn't wait, she took Peter's cock in her mouth again. This time really sucking him, she stroked him faster while sucking him deeper. This time while fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples, Peter grew hard in Roberta's mouth, as hard as he's ever been when with any woman sucking him, even his wife, especially his wife.
"Wait," said Peter. With Roberta being a skilled cocksucker, Peter was getting too sexually aroused too fast from her blowjob. "Stop!"
When Roberta wouldn't stop sucking him, Peter pushed back on her forehead and stepped back to pull away from her mouth.
"What now?" Dropping her shoulders in rejected defeat, she sighed her frustration.
Rather than receiving a blowjob, he wanted anal sex. The reason why he was there was to have anal sex.
"My entire point of this little sexual experimentation into gaydom—"
"Gaydom?" She flashed him an angry look.
"Sorry if I offended you. I just didn't know what else to call your cross dressing, homosexual lifestyle," said Peter.
"My cross dressing homosexual lifestyle?" Not even an official couple yet, they were already having their first tiff. "You mean my soon to be heterosexual lifestyle and your present homosexual lifestyle," she said with a smirk. "If begging for a name, instead of calling this gaydom, you could just look in the mirror and call it what really is, Peter Land," said Roberta with a laugh. "If anything, with me believing that I'm more of a woman than a man, you're much more homosexual than I am," she said with a self-satisfied laugh.
"Peter Land. That's funny," said Peter. "That's really funny. Ha! Ha! So, I'm a gay man," he looked at her with an insightful realization. "Actually, you're right. With you born a woman trapped in a man's body, you're not homosexual at all. I get it. I do."
"I'm glad you're starting to understand," she said.
"Lemme get this straight. If anything, with me attracted to you, especially now that I know that you're a man, I'm the one who's gay, that is, unless it's the woman inside you that I'm attracted to and not the man. Right? I don't know. I'm so confused," he said.



Roberta stood from her knees and dabbed at her lipstick with a tissue before reapplying it.
"Thank you for trying to understand my point of view," said Roberta. "Most men never make the logical connection. Thank you for understanding," she said. "Anyway, so what's your entire point Peter?"
Roberta looked at Peter as if she had heard it all and no doubt she has.
"Anal sex is my point. Forgive me and don't take this the wrong way but I don't want to cum in your mouth," said Peter. "I mean, I do, of course, but I don't. Not now anyway."
As if ready to get dressed and leave before being thrown out, Peter looked at Roberta apologetically.
"Okay," said Roberta laughing. "That's a strange request when most men want to cum in my mouth while I look up at them with my big, blue eyes before swallowing their oozy load."
Roberta looked at Peter with short-lived disappointment that he was rejecting her in not wanting to receive a blowjob from her, that is, until he said what he said next.
"I want to cum in your ass," said Peter.
Peter revealed the original, sexual excitement he had when he first raised Roberta's dress and pulled down her panties on the train before fucking her up the ass.
"Of course. I should have known. We're back to anal sex again," she said rolling her eyes before tossing her beautiful, blonde hair. "Okay, I can do that, only you make me wish I had a vagina instead of an asshole," said Roberta laughing a sad, little laugh.
"Sorry," said Peter. "I meant no offense."
"None taken. Let's take our little party to my bedroom, shall we?" She escorted Peter to her bedroom and patted the bed for him to get on the bed. "Do you have a condom?"
"A condom? Oh. No," he said. "So used to having sex with my wife, I didn't even think of that. I haven't used a condom in years."
"Don't worry. I think I may have a condom," she said opening her nightstand drawer that was filled with condoms of every size, style, and color. "Here's one," said Roberta holding it up in his hand as if he was a priest about to give Peter communion.
"Wow! I've never seen so many condoms," said Peter.
"A woman must always be ready when the moment strikes," she said with a laugh. "Do you need my help putting it on?"
She took the condom in her mouth and ripped it open with her teeth.
"No I can do that," said Peter looking at her as if she was a sexual animal and at that point in time, she was.
"Did you bring lube or are you going to lick your fingers before sticking them up my ass again as you did on the train," she said with a laugh, "and before you force your cock up there too?"
"Lube? Shit. No, sorry, I didn't think to bring lube. Actually, I didn't know what to expect when I called you. I mean, I certainly didn't expect I'd be having sex with you now," said Peter.
"Don't worry. I have plenty of lube," said Roberta with a laugh.
Peter looked at Roberta with more nervousness than sexual excitement.
"Before we have anal sex, I'd like to talk," said Peter."
"Talk? Seriously?" She looked at him as if he was nuts. "Talk about what?"
"About you being a cross dresser and a pre-op transsexual. I'm as curious as I am interested why you had the urge to dress as a woman."
"Urge to dress up as a woman? You make me feel as if I'm a drag queen or dressing up in costume for Halloween," she said looking at him as if she could hit him. "I'm a woman. I've always been a woman inside. I never felt comfortable being a man as I have needing to be a woman."
"Is it okay if I ask you some questions?"
"Okay, this should be interesting," said Roberta with a bored smile. "What would you like to know?"
"When did you first start want to dress like a woman?"
"For as long back as I can remember, I used to wear my mother's and my sister's clothes when they weren't home. It made me feel so naturally sexy to walk around the house wearing their panties and bra that I'd masturbate in front of the mirror while staring at myself."
"Why though? I don't get it," said Peter looking at her with sensitivity in his inability to fully understand. "Why did you feel the need to cross dress?" said Peter.
"Why? That's easy. I don't see me dressing as a woman as cross dressing man as I do just being myself. In the way that you're gay man's brain is trapped in a heterosexual body, my female brain is trapped in a man's body. Just as all of your thoughts are all male, all of my thoughts are all female. Just as to live my life as a man is a horrible mistake, to live my life as a woman instead of a man is my dream," said Roberta.
To be continued...
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Alone with her bad self, Janice plays The Pretend Game.
"Merry Christmas to me," said Janice getting herself ready for sex instead of getting herself ready for bed.
Excited with the sexual anticipation of finally about to have sex with her son, Jerry, for the first time, she couldn't believe that their mother and son relationship had become an incestuous one. Readying herself for the arrival of her son in her bedroom, instead of removing her makeup at this late hour of the night, she reapplied it. While imagining puckering up to kiss her son, she puckered up to her reflection in the mirror to perfectly coat her lips with bright, red lipstick. Lipstick on his dipstick, as if hoping to brand her son with her motherly watermark, she couldn't wait to leave a red ring around his cock.
Naked before slipping into her sexy nightgown, thinking of herself as a mature version of Lady Godiva, she looked at herself in her full length mirror. Turning one way to turn the other, she stared at her big boobs, her toned, flat stomach, and her blonde, trimmed pussy before turning to stare at her still shapely ass. Comparatively speaking for a woman her age, albeit a bit biased because it was her body, she didn't look bad for a 49-year-old woman. Easily, if she thought to herself that she could pass for ten years younger. When most women her age are obese, married, divorced, done with men, and done with flirting with and teasing the opposite sex, reenergized, not yet done with sex, perhaps her last hurrah, she was just beginning with her new lover, her son, Jerry.
She brushed and fixed her long, beautiful, blonde hair just the way her son likes it, long and loosely flowing down her back as if a golden waterfall cascading down a sunshine filled cliff. While putting her hair in place, she imagined her son running his big, strong hands through her hair while she sucked his cock. Humping her mouth and fucking her face, she always wanted to know what it would feel like to take him in her mouth to suck him. Imagining his hands all over her naked body, she could nearly feel him putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head while she took him deeper and stroked him faster. When most women her age cut their hair short and with some women looking more like men than they look like women, glad she that she only trimmed her hair, she loved her long, lush hair. She dabbed some perfume, her favorite scent, Guerlain's Shalimar, on her neck, on her breasts, on the crock of her arm, and behind her knee.
After years of teasing him by flashing him bits and pieces of her shapely body and after years of lusting over one another, tonight was the night. Tired of invading her thoughts by allowing what other people thought of them in coming together for sex, albeit still secretly forbidden, incestuous sex, tonight was the night they'd be woman and man instead of mother and son. Tired of playing The Pretend Game alone, tired of being lonely and sexually frustrated, she was tired of pretending that she was having sex with her son while masturbating herself. Being that he was finally agreeable to making her sexual fantasy their reality, at last he was ready to make her erotic fantasy come true. While masturbating herself and with mind over matter, Janice had thought long and hard about having sex with her son, Jerry, to make her sexual dream her erotic reality. Only she never really thought her having sex with her son would ever happen, especially after he left her and abandoned her to marry her clone, Cynthia.
With all things coming full circle, this was it. She couldn't believe their sexual union was going to finally happen. No more pretenses. No more lies. No more flirting and teasing filled with suggestive innuendoes. This was really it. Tonight was the night.
Something she always wanted to say but something she never said because confessing her lust was against her better judgment for fear of ruining their mother and son relationship, she had already told her son that she wanted him and wanted to make love to him. Nervous before confessing her sexual desire for him, his eager look of sexual anticipation revealed that he was just as excited with the thoughts of having sex with his mother as she was aroused by the thoughts of having sex with her son. If only he knew how much she thought of touching him, stroking him, and sucking him before fucking him, he'd think his mother was a nasty, incestuous whore. Yet, unable to control her naughty thoughts and her lustful passion for her son, Janice never wanted any man in the way that she now wants Jerry.
* * * * *
Wearing her sexiest, slinkiest, and sheerest nightgown, the one that showed everything, even her freckles and birthmarks, with her nightgown spread out and perfectly shaped in place, she lay there posing for him on her bed. As if a Japanese concubine waiting for her man, she waited with great sexual anticipation in the way that she imagined Shakespeare's Cleopatra waited for her younger brother, Ptolemy, who she married before Marc Antony, to enter her sleeping chamber. Or, as if she was Marilyn Monroe incestuously sleeping with two brothers, while waiting for John Kennedy and/or Robert Kennedy to free themselves from politics to arrive for their illicit, sexual rendezvous, she felt just as wicked as Cleopatra or Marilyn Monroe must have felt having forbidden sex.
Feeling alive again for the first time in a very long time, with the death of her husband making her feel just as dead, she enjoyed playing the role of a MILF of a mother, turned desirable diva, turned incestuous vixen. With her sexy nightgown showing a lot of tit along with a lot of leg, she fluffed her pillows and made herself comfortable on the bed while acting as is she always looked as sexy as this. She couldn't wait to see his reaction to seeing so very much of her while posing and waiting for him to come to her.
This was it. The culmination of years of forbidden wanting, sexually teasing, and incestuous lusting has finally come to sexual fruition. This was finally going to happen. With tonight the night, she couldn't wait for her son to come to her bedroom to touch her, to feel her, to fondle her, to caress her, to lick her, and to take her. She couldn't wait for her son to make her his sexy bitch.
What should she do? How should she play her role? Should she struggle or should she submit? Should she pretend that he needs to force her or should she take the control, mount him, and rape him? Playing it all by ear, she'll have to wait and see how he behaves or doesn't behave for her to know if she needs to seduce him further.
The evening before Christmas Eve and two days before Christmas Day, this was the night that she was finally going to have sex with her twenty-eight-year-old son. Not believing that this would ever happen, a long time coming, it took him to marry and divorce, Cynthia, her clone for her to realize that he wanted her and for him to finally want his mother sexually. With nowhere else for him to go, he had returned home for the Christmas holidays and to live with her and be with her sexually forever, she hoped.
With her bedroom door wide open, she heard his bedroom door open and his footsteps coming down the hall.
"Come in Jerry. My door is open. My bedroom door is always open for you," she said giving him a sexy look when he appeared.
Inviting him in her bedroom, as shocked as she was sexually excited, she watched as he filled her doorway with his naked form. Naked. Her son was naked. She couldn't believe her son was naked. Yet, what else would her son wear to an incestuous liaison with his mother? Appropriately not dressed, wearing nothing was his perfect outfit of choice. Perhaps she should have been waiting for him naked too, but with her nightgown so sexy, so sheer, and so beautiful, she'd rather leave something to his imagination and something for him to discover of her later.
As if on her Honeymoon again with his father, David, unable to stop staring at his exposed prick, her heart skipped a beat and she involuntarily parted her lips to slowly lick them. It had been a long time, years, since she's had a prick in her horny hand, sucked a cock in her willing mouth, and felt a stiff penis part her wet pussy. In the way that she couldn't wait for him to touch her, feel her, fondle her, lick her, and fuck her, she couldn't wait to touch him, feel him, fondle him, suck him, and fuck him.
In the way that she was so very blatantly exposed while sexually attired in her virtually see-through, sexy nightgown, she couldn't believe that he was naked. The first time seeing his cock in a long time, since she caught him masturbating in his room years ago, she couldn't believe that he already had an erection as evidence of his sexual desire for her. As much as he looked like his father fully dressed, he looked even more like his father totally naked. As if tonight, her ghost from her past pleasantly haunted her, he stood there reincarnated as his Dad, David. The same build and the same height, Jerry had the same hard cock as did his father.
As if having an out of body experience, she watched him move to the side of her bed to move his cock close enough for her to take his erection in her hand. While staring up at him, with her hand trembling before touching him, she fondled the head of his stiff prick with her manicured fingers. Then, as if her hand was meant to be there, she wrapped her fingers around his penis to gently and slowly stroke him.
As agreed upon before he entered her room, there'd be no talking in the beginning so that he'd truly believe and could pretend that Janice was his look alike ex-wife, Cynthia, and not his mother. A telling sign that Jerry would go out of his way to find a woman who looked exactly like his mother to marry when he had the real thing already waiting for him at home, she was stunned the first time she met Cynthia. A cougar who took advantage of a son lusting over the forbidden love of his mother, the two women looked so much alike that they could have been sisters, identical twin sisters.
Silently in the dim, romantic, mood lighting of her bedroom, she watched his reaction to her fondling his cock while stroking his cock a little faster. A mother stroking her son's cock is as natural as a mother nursing her son to full recovery from a fever. A mother having sex with her son is as natural as a mother nurturing her son to become a better man and the man that he has become. Whether she strokes him, sucks him, or makes love to him, just as it's been for thousands of years in ancient times before and all throughout literature, there should be nothing forbidden about a mother giving sexual pleasure to her son.
The look of sexual excitement on his face, a stare that equaled her look of lustful, motherly passion, was nothing that she could have imagined. She couldn't believe that this was really, finally happening. Yet, with him standing before her naked and her practically naked with what she was wearing or not wearing, they were both ready for passionate and romantic incestuous love. Meant to be, there was no way that they could further deny their sexual attraction with mother and son love.
* * * * *
"Do you like having your cock in my hand?"
Breaking her agreed upon silence to ask her rhetorical question, she couldn't help herself from asking her erotic question of her son. Wanting to know, needing to hear him tell her, instead she settled for a nod of his head. Not expecting an obvious and/or detailed response, she looked up at him before continuing her incestuous rhetoric.
"Would you like for Mommy to suck you?" She looked from his cock to look up at him before looking down at his stiff prick to fondle it while stroking it. "I bet you can't wait to fuck me," she said. "I can't wait for you to make love to me."
She reached beside her to add another pillow behind her back. Now sitting more upright, she could see herself in the full length mirror that stood off to the side in front of her while she played with her son's cock. With her son standing beside her bed, she could see his cock in the mirror too.
"Bring your cock to my lips so that I may lick it before sucking it," she said looking up at him as if he was her deceased husband instead of her adult son.
In an instant, his erect prick was poised and stiffly ready by his mother's mouth for her to lick his cock before sucking his cock. In the way that she did with her husband so very long ago, the only man she truly loved, she flicked out her tongue while staring up at her son. Not pretending that her son was her husband, as was rules of The Game of Pretend that they agreed to play, she cheated by breaking the rules. Knowing full well that she was giving her son oral pleasure, she ran a slow tongue across the head of his engorged dick before moving her tongue all over his hard prick.
As if he was a human sausage or a firm, ripe banana, she licked her son before taking him in her mouth. She was sucking him now, really sucking him while gently cupping his testicles. He seemed to enjoy her hand cupping his balls while she sucked his hard cock. Her sexy dream come true, she couldn't believe she was sucking her son. A long time coming, no pun intended, and something that she's been wanting to do for years, she was finally blowing her son.
Knowing he'd enjoy seeing such a sight, she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes, while watching his reaction to her having his hard, hairy prick in her mouth. Stroking him while sucking him and while staring up at him, she was in sexual Heaven. Not wanting him to cum in her mouth, not yet anyway, she ejected his prick from her mouth with her tongue. Her turn for some sexual pleasure before sexually satisfying him, she raised her nightgown to her waist and spread her legs as if she was receiving him instead of delivering him. Having flashed him her pussy many times before with up nightgowns, this was the first time that she was giving him a close up inspection of his mother's cunt. She couldn't wait for him to touch her, finger her, and lick her where no son should ever touch, finger, and lick his mother.
Being the breast man that he is, like father like son, knowing that he'd want to have his wild, wicked way with her naked tits, she removed her nightgown to show her son her naked breasts. Truth be told, she exposed her breasts to him again for his sexual enjoyment as much as she did for her sexual pleasure too. Close up and hands on, he had already seen her naked breasts one time before. On of all days, his wedding day five years ago, he saw her tits when he opened her bedroom door unannounced without knocking and caught her standing there dressed in only her white, bikini panties.
When he saw her big breasts, her areolas, and her erect nipples, staring at her as if he had just won a new, Mustang GT in a lottery, his look of sexual arousal matched hers. Instead of leaving her bedroom with his apologies and closing her door behind him, he surprised her by stepping in her room to tickle her. With her always sexually teasing him, she couldn't believe that he was now sexually teasing her by physically tickling her.
"Tickle, tickle, tickle," he said reaching out both of his horny hands to tickle her.
Daring not to move, pretending to be so helpless in his tickling assault, she wondered if he'd do more than just tickle her. Besides just staring, would he dare touch and feel her naked breasts? Would he dare finger her nipples? Then, answering her question, it happened.
Inadvertently and/or deliberately touching her breasts, feeling her breasts, and fondling her breasts while sliding his slow hands across her erect nipples on the pretense of reaching around her to tickle her ribs, she couldn't believe he saw and felt so much of her. Never has he dared grope her and/or feel her in such an inappropriately sexual way before. With her feigned protests, feeble defensive actions, and with her covering her nakedness with her hands and forearms, she did her best to stop him from sexually molesting her when, instead, she wished he'd do more to show his lust for her.
"Jerry. Don't. Don't you dare tickle me. Stop. No! Oh, my God, I'm so embarrassed that you're seeing and touching my tits. Jerry. Stop. This is wrong. With me being your mother and your bride ready to walk down the aisle, this is so very wrong."
Then, playing her role as the innocent mother being sexually assaulted by her aggressive son, when she wouldn't remove her hands and arms from revealing her naked breasts to his horny eyes, he gently but forcefully pulled her arms behind her back. Holding them there by her wrists with one hand, his other hand was all over her big tits. With her wanting him to touch and feel her anyway, so helplessly obedient to the sexual whims of her son, he paraded her to her full, length mirror so that he could see the reflection of her naked tits while he grabbed them. Touching her, feeling her, fondling her, and caressing her big boobs under the pretense of tickling her, never has anyone groped her in such a wicked way since her prom thirty years ago and since the days of drive-in movies with her horny, take no for an answer dates.
Now that he was touching her and feeling him, with him making his incestuous intentions known to her, she wished he'd call off the wedding. She wished he wouldn't marry that woman. She wished he'd stay with her and live happily forever after as man and woman instead of as mother and son. Only, just as he shocked her by having his wicked way with her tits, once she finished dressing in readiness for his wedding, he shocked her when he abruptly left her room, closed her door, and left her troubled, confused, sexually aroused, and sexually frustrated to marry Cynthia. Giving her hope by giving her mixed signals when he had his wicked way with his tits just before his wedding, how dare he do that to her?
That was five years ago. A lot has changed in five, long years without having her son in her life. With him no longer living with her, after being stolen from her by an imposter, an interloper, and a cougar, Janice sold her house and bought a condo. Twisting her somewhat mentally after losing her son to another woman, a woman her age and who looked exactly like her, living alone weighed her down with sadness and loneliness. She missed her son every day. Yet, now that he finally saw the light and divorced that bitch, with happy days here again, he's home again with his mother now.
* * * * *
"Touch me," she said taking him by the wrist to pull his hand to her pussy and to direct his fingers to her slit. "Feel how wet I am for you," she said looking up at him to see his reaction to touching his mother's pussy. "Yes, that's right. Go ahead. Don't be shy. Stick your finger inside of me. Rub my clit. Gently and not too hard. Slowly and not too fast," she said instructing him in how to pleasure her.
She looked at him while wondering what he was thinking. By evidence of his stiff, pulsating prick, she didn't have to wonder what he was thinking for long. Encouraged by the sight of his hard cock, she continued her sexual instruction.
"Now insert the tip of your finger inside me a little deeper and press down right here," she said holding his finger while pushing down on it as if she was teaching her son how to finger paint. "Wiggle your finger a little while moving it in and out as if you're humping me with your finger instead of your cock. Press here and push there," she said guiding his finger with her finger.
As if he was slowly inflating a mattress with his fingers instead of with his mouth, she closed her eyes and allowed the sexual pleasure to warm her, fill her, and consume her before exciting her. Not wanting to rush things, taking it slow with his fingers inside of her being enough for her for right now, especially with this their first intimate time together, albeit suddenly feeling more wicked, she couldn't wait to feel him inside of her. With Jerry standing beside her bed, she fondled and stroked his cock while he rubbed and fingered her pussy. Not knowing how long their mother and son sexual relationship would last but while there with her, she hoped that he'd want to take her sexually every day and every night.



"Get in bed with me," she said inviting him to be with her while looking up at him with sexy eyes.
Surprising even her, instead of moving beside her, immediately he moved between her legs to finger her while licking her. Her sexual fantasy come true, with him rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy while licking her, she couldn't wait to cum in his mouth. She couldn't wait for him to mount her, move his cock inside of her, and make sweet love to her. If only to see the excited look on his face when he explodes his incestuous desire for her, his mother, in her mouth, she couldn't wait to suck his cock. She couldn't wait to swallow his cum.
With her son rubbing her clit, fingering her hole, and fucking her deeper with his long, stiff fingers while licking and licking her, as if far away in the distance yet deep down inside of her, there was a soft metallic ringing in her ears. Now nearly ready to cum but not wanting to have an orgasm just yet, she reached down for him. He wiped away his mother's vaginal secretions with the back of his hand and she kissed the rest away with her mouth, lips, and tongue. As soon as he moved beside her, they held one another and kissed. French kissing one another, they kissed and kissed. Holding him in her arms while feeling the warmth of his body, immediately he moved on top of her as if they were longtime lovers instead of mother and son.
With her legs spread wide open to accommodate him, she felt him mount her before feeling him in between her legs. Even though she wanted to take this slower to make this a special, memorable occasion with it being their first time together, she couldn't wait to make love to her son. Reaching her hand down, she directed his stiff prick inside of her. She was so slippery, soaking wet. Never has she been as wet, even for her husband. Making love to her son in the way that she made love to his father, she returned his humps with hers. Kissing and kissing him before, during, and after making love, as much as she was enjoying making love to her son, she couldn't wait for him to fuck her, really fuck her hard.
Gradually becoming more intrusive, the ringing in her ears grew louder with an urgent desperation for her to do something about it and to somehow stop it. Now there was an annoying, unnerving, continual loud ringing in her ears. Growing even louder as if shouting at her, interfering with her having sex with her son, she just wanted to make it stop and make the annoying sound go away. As if the ringing was a siren from a smoke alarm, she didn't know what it was until the ringing was so loud that she couldn't take it anymore. She pushed her son off of her to sit up in bed for her to discern where the ringing sound was coming from and what the ringing sound was.
It was the phone. She couldn't believe it was the phone. What time was it? She looked at her nightstand clock and it was one o'clock in the morning. Who would be calling her at this hour? After waiting so very long to be with Jerry, how dare someone interrupt her time with her son? So ensconced with finally being with and having sex with her son, she couldn't believe that she couldn't even distinguish the ring of the phone while playing her game of pretend.
Ready to scream at whomever was calling her at this late hour, ready to give them a good piece of her mind, what was left of it, and hang up the phone to return to having sex with her son, she composed herself before picking up the receiver. With her son's cock buried so very deeply inside of her and with him humping her as hard and as fast as she was humping him, she was so close to cumming. Yet needing to stop that God forsaken ringing, she couldn't wait to answer the phone and return all of her focus from the intrusive phone call to her son.
To be continued...
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To the tune of all I want for Christmas is My Two Front Teeth, all I want for Christmas is my son naked...and in bed with me.
Her nightly routine was falling asleep while or just after masturbating herself. Unable to sleep since her son left her for that other woman, the only way she could sleep now is when sexually fantasizing about him having sex with her. Dreaming of her son gave her some sort of sexual satisfaction if only by her own hand. Forcing herself awake before cumming, she dropped her vibrator and dildo to reach for the phone. She couldn't imagine who'd be calling her at this late hour.
"Hello?"
Still sexually excited from masturbating herself and half asleep from dozing while lost in her sexual fantasy of pretending that she was incestuously intimate with her son, Jerry, Janice answered the phone in a fog sleep mixed with horniness.
"Mom?"
Mom? Confused and not yet fully awake and convoluted in her thinking with someone calling her Mom, she thought that the phone call was from her mother from beyond her grave. It took her a long moment to realize that the caller had called her Mom and it took her another moment to realize that the caller was her son.
"Jerry? Is that really you?"
It was so good to hear his voice. After having masturbated herself nearly every night over the thoughts of him naked and in bed with her, now her nightly routine for her to fall asleep, she felt guilty sullying the image of him by masturbating over him. Broken hearted and sad after having lost all contact with him once he left with Cynthia and moved to California, she couldn't believe he was finally calling her after all these years. All she had left of him were her sexual, masturbation fantasies with him assuming a starring role, a role only played by her deceased husband many years before.
"Yes, it's me Mom," he said with excitement.
Suspecting that there was something dreadfully wrong for him to break his silence in calling her, she listened closely to his voice for any clue why he'd be calling her at this hour.
"Is there something wrong?"
Hurt, injured, and/or bleeding at the side of the road, she wondered if he had been in an accident. With neither one of them having been arrested before, a first time for everything, she wondered if he was calling her from jail and needed her to help him arrange bail. Her mind wildly raced wondering why he'd call her after all these years, especially so late. Too grateful for his telephone call for any anger that he hadn't called since he abandoned her for Cynthia wasn't even part of her motherly emotion and/or concern. She was just happy that he was calling now, especially when she was just thinking of him naked and in bed with her while sexually pleasuring her with her finger, her vibrator, and her dildo, aptly named, Jerry, after her son.
"There's nothing wrong Mom," he said nearly giddy with happiness. "I'm coming home for the holidays," he blurted out with excitement.
Home? Did he just say that he's coming home? Startled awake and rubbing the sleep from her eyes with the hopes that she still wasn't dreaming, she couldn't believe her ears. He's coming home. Her son is returning home for a visit. Such a wonderful Christmas surprise, she was so happy. Won't he be surprised to discover that she sold her old house to buy this modern condo?
"You are?"
As if he had been incarcerated in prison or away in a foreign country while at war, too good to be true, she couldn't wait to see her beloved son again after such a very long absence. Five years without seeing him and without even talking to him is a very long time. Never having contacted her during that time, she figured that he cut all ties with her because of Cynthia and/or because of the guilt that he felt for incestuously wanting her, his own mother. His wedding day that last time she saw him, was the day that he was all over her big, naked breasts with his horny, take no for an answer hands. Never forgetting that day that he so wanted her, she still masturbates over the thoughts of him seeing, touching, feeling, and groping her bare breasts.
"I'll be there tomorrow for Christmas Eve, actually being that it's so late, today is tomorrow," he laughed. "Only having to stop once from Los Angeles, not too bad, I'm in Chicago now. We had to change planes. I'll be home in a few hours. "
Christmas Eve? That's right. She had to jog her memory to remember that later tonight was Christmas Eve. Since her son left, Christmas has lost all meaning. Not much fun celebrating the holidays alone, she sometimes doesn't even remember what day it is until looking at a calendar. With no one to buy gifts for, he didn't even give her his address in California for her to send him something. Having nothing to give him for Christmas, before he arrived home, as soon as the stores opened, she'll run out and buy him a Christmas gift and she knew exactly what to buy him.
"You will? You'll be here in just a few hours?"
The excitement of a mother happy to see and to be reunited her son again, as if letting go of his hand and losing him in a crowd, was unexplainable. The excitement of a lover happy to see and to be reunited with her lover again, she felt as if they had been lovers when the most they've done is lust over one another. She couldn't wait to see him again. She couldn't wait for Jerry to return home and to be with her and where he belongs.
"Yes, I will. I'm coming home Mom," he said with excitement. "I miss you Mom. I love you."
'He misses me,' she thought to herself unable to believe what she was hearing. 'He loves me,' she thought to herself as if pulling pedals from a rose while thinking, he loves, he loves me not.
A first time for everything, never has he said that he loves her, not since he was a little boy and before his father died. Just an unspoken word, perhaps too painful for him to admit for fear that his mother would die one day too, she knew he loved her. Nonetheless, she always told her son that she loved him and she did, only she loved him more than a mother should love her son. Always and convolutedly blaming her, he was angry that his father was dead and wasn't coming home. Then, once he released the grief from his system and with him obviously realizing that it was just a car accident, they became close, no doubt by the realization that he could lose her in a car accident too.
With just the two of them making their way through life while grieving their loss of her husband and his father, mother and son became inseparable. Doing everything together, as if they feared losing one or the other too, it wasn't until Cynthia came along that they separated. Instead of a mother living alone with her son, was it any wonder why they'd develop such strong feelings for one another as a woman who loves her man and as a man who loves her woman?
Then after seeing the kind of woman that he was attracted to enough to marry, a cougar nearly twice his age, she couldn't help but wonder if he loved her not as a son who loves his mother but as a man who loves a woman. Until he groped her bare breasts on his wedding day, always guilty for the lustfully, incestuous thoughts she had, she always thought that she was the one who was sexually attracted to her son and not the other way around. In addition to being his mother, in the way that Cynthia was his woman for a short period of time, she'd love to be the only woman in his life.
Now that she knows that his preferred woman looks exactly like her, maybe things between them will be different. Perhaps with him obviously wanting her, maybe their relationship will be more open and honest. Maybe this time she'll be able to seduce him. Then, as if a phonograph needle scratching across a record, she thought of Cynthia.
"I love you too, Jerry," she said stopping herself from saying more than that.
She wished she could tell him all the sexual things that she's dreamt about doing with him. She wished she could tell him all the sexual things she wished she could do to him now that he's coming home. If only Santa knew how naughty she's been with her inappropriate thoughts for her son, surely she'd received coal and orange peels in her stocking.
"I'm so happy Mom. I can't wait to see you again," he said sounding as happy as he sounded sincere.
Daring herself to be just as aggressive as Cynthia had been in enticing her son away, she wanted to say something sexual but stopped herself with the thought of his evil, vindictive wife visiting her too. Wanting to make his visit a pleasant one and not an uncomfortable one with incestuous sex hovering in the background, she'd play it all by ear after he arrived. Wanting him to give her his address, phone number, and e-mail address before he left, she didn't want to go another five years without contacting her son. Afraid to ask the question, she needed to know the answer.
"What about Cynthia? Is she coming with you for a visit too?"
Gritting her teeth while awaiting for his unbearable response, she hoped Cynthia would remain in California. She hoped she'd fall in the ocean after an earthquake and, lost forever, be swept out to sea before being killed by a great, white shark in the way that Ahab was killed by Melville's whale, Moby Dick. A fitting end for the woman who stole the son, with her luck, Cynthia would poison the shark with her vile body and be found alive after being washed up on shore like so much trash making its way to the United States from Japan after the tsunami.
Her alter ego, wishing her dead, she hated that woman for stealing her son. Yet now that he's back, even if for just the Christmas holidays, all was temporarily forgiven, that is, until she had to sit across from the woman at the dining room table and politely converse with her over dinner. What the Hell did he see in that woman that he didn't already have at home with his sexually willing mother?
"Cynthia? No," he said painfully and with a long pause after saying her name. "We're divorced Mom. A long story, I'll explain later. I'll see you soon. I have to go."
Divorced? She couldn't believe her ears. Was she dreaming or did her son say that he divorced that bitch? Wishing she could have a detailed conversation now but needing to tell him that she moved, she'd wait until seeing her son before finding out all of the dirty details of his marriage and subsequent divorce.
"Wait," she said. "You don't know where I am. I sold the house and moved to a condo," she said.
"You sold the house? Wow! You moved. Wow! Where?"
"I moved to 33 Apple Blossom Lane, just across town. Let me give you directions," she said hoping he had a pen and paper and glad that she was able to keep her same phone number.
"Don't worry. I'll find you. I'm sure the cab driver knows the location," he said.
"It's a beautiful two bedrooms unit with two and a half baths, a screen in porch, and—"
"I gotta go to catch my plane. We'll talk more later," he said. "Bye Mom."
Not even giving her a chance to ask what happened between him and Cynthia for them to divorce or giving her the chance to ask him why he hadn't called her in five years, he hung up the phone without even waiting for her to say good-bye.
"Bye Jerry," she said to the dial tone while wishing he had told her that he loved her again.
* * * * *
Divorced? She couldn't believe he divorced that woman or maybe she dumped him. Curious to know who dumped who and why, she wondered what happened. Wishful thinking, she wondered if she had anything to do with her son dumping his look-a-like wife who looked so much like her.
Maybe he had been masturbating over seeing, touching, and feeling her tits in the same way that she had been. Maybe he had been distant with his wife from missing his mother. Maybe he had called his wife Janice or Mom more than once instead of Cynthia while they were making love. No matter who dumped who and why, ding, dong, the bitch of a witch is dead. No more Cynthia getting in the way of her spending time with her son.
She couldn't believe it. Her son was coming home for Christmas and God only knows how much longer he'll stay. Maybe she'll finally have the nerve to seduce her son. Maybe in the way that he put the moves on her on his wedding day when he touched and felt her naked breasts on the pretense of tickling her, he'll be horny and bold enough to try that again or to do even more. Maybe they'll live as man and woman until he finds someone to marry and give her grandchildren. Maybe he'll live with her happily ever after for the rest of her life.
Tired of masturbating herself with her vibrator and/or dildo while sexually fantasizing of being incestuously intimate with her son, she needed a real cock instead of a pretend one. With it having been years since she had sex, she's played the mournful widow by remaining faithful to the memory of her deceased husband for too long. With her son is the only man in her life, he's the only man able to pull her out of her sexual shell to make her feel like the sexy, loving, and vital woman that she still is.
It was obvious to her now that she needed her son's big, hard prick to complete her life and to continue to live with happiness instead of sadness. Perhaps because her son looked so very much like his father, feeling that it would be more permissible for her to have sex with her son, having sex with Jerry wouldn't feel as if she was cheating on David with another man. Being that her husband is dead, hardly cheating on him with anyone now that she's a widow and has been a widow for twenty years, she couldn't bear to be with any man other than her son.
Nonetheless who she had sex with or didn't have sex with, tired of playing The Pretend Game by herself, a game meant for two to play, maybe she'll coerce Jerry to play The Pretend Game with her. Tired of being so alone and feeling so lonely, maybe this time, with him just as horny and just as vulnerable as she is, she'll finally have the nerve to seduce her son instead of pretending every night that Mr. Dildo and Mr. Vibrator are him. Maybe this time, they'll have a bond between a mother and her son that no other woman can break. Maybe this time, he'll realized that he's always loved his mother and has always sexually wanted her all along. Maybe this time, he'll finally realize that his place is with his mother and by her side in her bed.
A long flight made longer with changing planes, he arrived early from the airport and she gave him the time that he needed to rest, get showered, changed, and to collect himself. It took her all the self-control that she had not to enter the bathroom on the pretense of giving him clean towels. Yet, not wanting to rush things, especially now with Cynthia out of the picture, she had plenty of time to seduce him. With him occupied in his room, she ran out to the store to buy him his Christmas gift. That evening, Christmas Eve, now that Jerry was settled from his long flight from Los Angeles to Boston, a grand reunion, mother and son relaxed in the living room. Being that Christmas was tomorrow, confronting the hopeful pleasures at hand, it was time for her to discuss their immediate and hopefully intimate plans for Christmas.
* * * * *
Not wanting to start in with Cynthia as their first topic of conversation after five years not communicating with one another, avoiding that incestuous loaded discussion for now, she was more interested and concerned with her son's health and wellbeing. Deciding to ask him an innocent and appropriate holiday question instead, so happy that he's here with her now, she looked at him with a motherly smile. Fortunately or unfortunately, really not feeling guilty enough to care, she couldn't help herself from thinking of all those times she pretended he was naked and in bed with her while having passionate sex with her when playing her game of pretend. As if undressing him with her eyes, as if he was already sitting there naked while wishing she was sitting there naked too, she looked at him and smiled.
"What do you want for Christmas Jerry?"
A rhetorical question being that she already bought him his gift, she wondered what he'd say he wanted for Christmas. Had she had more time to shop, she would have bought him more gifts instead of just the one. Yet, what she bought him, a gift they both could share, should more than suffice for now. Actually, instead of buying him anything, she knew that gift that she'd love to give him, if only she had the boldness to gift him such a thing and if only she knew that he'd welcome and appreciate such a brashly audacious, sexual move on her part.
Even after all this time apart and even after he married a woman who looked exactly like her, incest was a game that they both still needed to play. Before she could have sex with her son, she needed to know if he wanted her as much as she wanted him. With her making all of the moves in the past and with his only move being when he grabbed her naked breasts on his wedding day, she needed assurance that he still wanting her. She didn't want to ruin their mother and son relationship by spoiling it with incestuous, sexual pressure.
Instead of having a red letter branded on her forehead as if she was Hawthorne's Hester Prynne in The Scarlet Letter, Janice looked at her son as if imagining the Christmas gift that she'd like him to have, if only she dared. She envisioned giving him herself wrapped in nothing but clear cellophane with a big, wide, red ribbon tied around her ass and with smaller, red bows on her exposed, blonde, trimmed pussy and stuck on her hard, erect, pink nipples. Imagining the look of shocked surprised and hopefully sexual anticipation and erotic excitement on his face, she wondered what he'd say when he saw her wrapped in nothing but cellophane, red ribbon, and decorated with red bows.
As if she was his naked version of Scarlett Johansson, his dream woman, she wondered what he'd do when seeing her posing naked by the Christmas tree when he emerged from his bedroom to see what Santa brought him. Touching her and feeling her everywhere, with him having as much fun unwrapping her as she'd have in sexual excitement being unwrapped, she was so tempted to surprise him by gift wrapping herself in such a shockingly lewd and lascivious way. Using the holidays as her excuse and with her his welcome home gift, if only she had some wide, red ribbon, red bows, cellophane, bubble wrap, or enough Saran wrap on hand, she may consider doing just that. It aroused her just to think of exposing herself to her son in such a holiday way. Cynthia would never do something as daring fun as that.
"Mom! You're naked," she imagined him stating the obvious while staring at all that he could see of her through clear cellophane.
As if she was a more mature version of Naomi Watts, another favorite woman of his, posing naked for him in her cheesecake position with her hand behind her head and one knee up, she imagined her son staring at her as if she was a full course, Christmas feast. She wondered if seeing her naked would entice her son to get naked too. In the way that she'd love to suck him, she wondered if he'd lick her and eat her before making love to her. What man wouldn't be aroused by seeing a nearly naked woman posing in front of the Christmas tree even if that woman was his mother, especially if that woman was his mother?
Normally a woman of modest propriety and of high moral values, when it comes to her son, she's always been filled with horniness for him. Normally reserved and shy, she loses all manner of composure when it comes to Jerry, even enough to flash him constant and continual down blouses, down nightgowns, up skirts, and up nightgowns. Never wanting to flash anyone else, she's never flashed any man other than her son and her husband before him. Reminding her so very much of her husband, there's just something about Jerry that makes her want to do inappropriately, sexy things with him in the way that she did with David.



After losing her mind a little first with the death of her husband and then losing a little more of her mind with the five year loss of her son in her daily life, she was still unable to help herself from being sexually attracted to him then as she still is now. More her than him and more than ever before, she managed to control her sexual urges and incestuous lust for him by masturbating herself while imagining having sex with him when pretending that he was there with her in her bedroom every night. With him back living with her now, she didn't know if she could control herself any longer from embarrassing herself when making a sexual pass at her son. With her so horny and him so handsome and looking so much like her husband, she was having a difficult time thinking of anything else but sex. If only he'd make the first move, she'd make all of the rest.
With her the willing lover, eagerly agreeable to having sex with her son if he so wanted, he's the one who rejected her by leaving her. He abandoned her for the sexual affections of girlfriends, all of whom physically resembled her in one way or another, that is, before he found what he thought was his perfect match and married that bitch of a wife, Cynthia, who looked exactly like her. Yet, maybe he married Cynthia because he thought that he couldn't have his mother. Maybe Cynthia was the only way that he could be intimately and sexually be with his mother without being deemed an incestuous pervert. Why else would he abandon her for another 49-year-old look-a-like woman?
* * * * *
Once he was gone, having not staked her claim by confessing her true feelings to him, she regretted her indecision not to seduce her son when she had the chance. Perhaps had she made her play for him the in the way that Cynthia made her play for him, with Cynthia a poor substitute for his mother, he may have never married her. He may have never left his mother for another woman. He may have stayed home with her instead of taking off with Cynthia for California. Now back home with her and with the fading memory of his ex-wife behind him, all of the sexual lust she felt for him then has returned in an incestuous rush now.
Maybe had she had sex with her son long ago, she'd be over him and wouldn't be as sexually frustrated when thinking of him now. Maybe had she had sex with her son then, with him having no reason to marry her clone, mother and son would abnormally and immorally still be together playing their incestuous games of tickle and tease. No matter and of no consequence, with his ex-wife out of the picture, her son was back where he belonged and with his mother now. Together forever, one day at a time, willing to settle for any small affection while hoping for more, she'll take whatever is given her.
With everything happening for a reason, now that she knows the type of women that he's attracted to, a women her age and a women who looks like her, as if he's given her his stamp of romantic approval to seduce him, she was sexually aroused again in the way she was before he left her for Cynthia, that witch of a bitch. With him kicked out of his house, Cynthia's house actually, he lived with a friend. Once his divorce was finalized and with nowhere else to go, his mother's front door and bedroom door for that matter are always open to him.
* * * * *
"Christmas? With everything else happening Mom, I haven't given much thought to Christmas. Sorry to ruin your holiday fun," said Jerry with sadness and a disinterested shrug. "I'm not much in the holiday spirit."
Seemingly looking at his mother in the way that he looked at his wife when first meeting her, she wondered what he was thinking. She wondered if he sexually thought of her in the way that he sexually thought of his wife. Why wouldn't he? Exact in every physical way, now that she knows they are carbon copies of one another, surely he lusts over her again in the way that he lusted over her before and in the way that he once lusted over Cynthia. Surely, the only reason why he wanted Cynthia was because he thought he couldn't have his mother in a sexual way. If only he knew that she wanted him as much as he obviously wanted her, they wouldn't have wasted five years being separated from one another.
"There's no need for you to apologize Jerry. You are all the joy that I need for me to have a happy holiday and a wonderful Christmas," she said with a warm, sincere smile. "Once you're relaxed and settled living with me again, maybe the holiday season will put you in a happier mood."
"Sorry but, if you don't mind mother, I'm really not in the mood to celebrate the holidays," he said stubbornly and with negativity.
With him now looking at her in the way that he used to look at his wife, a telling sign, she used that subtle information to her advantage. As if she was a witch who had cast a sexy spell over her son, she was glad that he was so sadly vulnerable to her womanly wiles. For him to look at her in the way that he lustfully looked at her, she assumed that he must be just as horny as she is. Never able to forget it, remembering their last day together, his wedding day, when he was tickling her while touching and feeling her tits, hopefully he's still as horny for her now as he was back then and as she is for him.
"Surely, there must be something you'd like for Christmas, Jerry," she said so innocently while hoping that he'd say all that he wanted for Christmas was his MILF of a mother naked and in bed with him.
A loving gift that they both can share, how wonderful would that be to be together as man and woman instead of as mother and son at last? She couldn't help herself from thinking of gift wrapping herself in cellophane with red ribbon and red bows again. She couldn't help herself from shocking him into sexual action for him to make the first move so that she could make all the rest. Changing the words of the song from All I Want for Christmas is my Two Front Teeth, she sang All I Want for Christmas is my Hot Mother silently to herself.
"Nothing Mom, really. I don't need anything for Christmas," he said with sadness and as if he was a child knowing he'd be getting coal in his stockings for rejecting his mother's love and sexual affection for Cynthia's attention. "Please don't bother to buy me anything. After all that I've gone through the last six years when I first started dating Cynthia, if you don't mind, with the holidays not so happy, I'm really not in the mood to celebrate Christmas."
She couldn't believe the turnaround in him. Having seen the light and hopefully knowing that he'd rather have his mother over his ex-wife, when he left he was in love with Cynthia and now, five years later, he obviously hates the woman as much as she does. Obviously, in the way that he's looking at her now, the same way that her husband looked at her when alive and married to her, she recognized the look. So much like his father, if his father was sexually attracted to her, why wouldn't her son be sexually attracted to her too?
"Okay," said Janice. "I understand. With just the two of us, we'll have a quiet Christmas together. How's that? No gifts and no celebration, just a relaxing holiday."
"Yeah, a quiet Christmas would be nice instead of a holiday full of arguing and filled with fighting with Cynthia," he said looking as if he wanted to say more before falling silent.
Unable to stop herself from wondering if she was the reason for their breakup, she wished she was a fly on the wall to hear what they argued and fought over. A son's immoral love and inappropriate, sexual attraction for his mother, she wondered if they fought over her.
"I'll make a turkey dinner, your favorite," she said.
She remembered how much he enjoyed their holiday meals together.
"With cranberry sauce and stuffing?"
Not looking forward to going through all the trouble of making a Christmas dinner before when eating alone, she was looking forward to preparing a feast for him now. On the pretense that he'd surprise her by coming home for the holidays one year, and as she's done every year since he's been gone, she was glad that she had already bought all the fixing for a Christmas dinner in advance.
"Yes," she said.
She imagined him spreading cranberry sauce and filling her pussy with stuffing before licking it and eating it off of her.
"And homemade, apple pie with ice cream?"
She imagined him creaming her naked body with Ben and Jerry's, Cherry Garcia ice cream and licking it off of her where no son should ever lick his mother.
"Of course," she said happy to be cooking for her son again.
After eating, imagining comforting him in bed while holding and kissing him, if he'd allow her to show him such loving, motherly affection, she could make him feel better. She could make him forget Cynthia and every other woman in his life. Yet, taking a step back and taking it slower, she resigned herself and was resolute in giving her son time to forget his ex-wife. Wanting him to only think of her, his mother, as the only woman in his life, she was gratefully gratified by what he said next.
"Besides now that I have you back in my life and have a roof over my head," he said in that order with a sad laugh, "I have everything I need after getting away from Cynthia. It's good to be home Mom." He looked at her and gave her a bright smile.
She imagined that he looked at her in the way that he'd be looking at his Thanksgiving Day dessert.
"It's good to have you back in my life Jerry," she said touching and squeezing his hand. "I so missed you."
As if he had just now remembered to ask her, he looked at her with curiosity. A little late to go shopping being that it was already Christmas Eve and with the stores closing soon if not closed already, it's a good thing that he already had a couple of gifts that he had brought with him from California and hidden beneath the couch. He always like surprising his mother with gifts.
"What about you? What would you like for Christmas?"
She was always so jealous of the relationship that Cynthia enjoyed with her son. Funny how she never noticed it before but noticing it now, she recognized the look that he gave her was the same look that he used to give Cynthia. Maybe just wishful thinking on her part and thinking that it was her imagination, perhaps because he was missing Cynthia, but he looked at her in the way that he used to look at his ex-wife. Now, finally, with no other woman in his life to run interference, she couldn't help but imagine that he looked at her in the way that she's always looked at him, with love and with lust.
"I can't help but share your holiday sentiments Jerry," she said playing it cool. "With you here with me, I have all that I need and all I want," she said blushing from the sexual thoughts she was thinking of Jerry naked and in bed with her. "Please don't buy me anything for Christmas either. I can help you financially, of course, but you'll need what little money you have to start a new life."
Perhaps her justification needed for her not to feel as guilty for sexually wanting her son, had her son not reminded her so much of his father, killed so long ago in an automobile accident, maybe she wouldn't have wanted him sexually as much as she wants him now. The spitting image of his Dad, tall, broad shouldered, and with Robert Redford's, thick, blonde hair and Paul Newman's, piercing blue eyes, in the way he talks and walks, he's the reincarnation of his father, David. Beginning to lose her mind then, she truly believed that the same thing that happened to Ryan O'Neal, when reincarnated as someone else in Chances Are with Cybill Shepherd, had happened to her son. Having never stopped loving David and grieving over the loss of her husband that happened nearly twenty years ago, as ridiculous as it sounded even to herself now, obviously needing the five year absence to be reincarnated, perhaps her son is her second chance at happiness.
Seemingly and morbidly, Janice sometimes lived her life as if she was as insane as Miss Havisham in Charles Dickens' Great Expectations while waiting forever to marry her beloved fiancé. Having lost her mind a little when her husband died, still not believing he's really dead, Janice still sometimes expects David to walk through the front door one day. With her husband the same age that her son is now when he died, she can't help herself from looking at her son in the way that she used to look at her husband. Perhaps now that Jerry is back home with her after his long, suffering, five year absence, with stranger things happening every day, maybe he's reappeared and rematerialized in the form of her long, lost husband.
Realizing that she was a little crazy, what always stopped her from seducing her son before was knowing that the sexual feelings that manifested in her were misdirected, inherently wrong, and possibly not shared by him. Moreover, she didn't want to ruin the relationship she enjoyed with her son by sullying it with incestuous sex, especially if that incestuous sex was unwelcomed by him. Still, as if he was her long, lost husband and her fated lover to be, she couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to have passionate, unbridled sex with her son. She couldn't help but imagine having the same sex with her son that she had with her husband and the same sex that she pretended to have with Jerry every night while playing her game of pretend.
To be continued...



        

  
    Mother & Son Celebrate Christmas Ch. 03
  
  Mother & Son Celebrate Christmas Ch. 03

        "Are you ticklish Mom?  Tickle, tickle, tickle..."

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mother-and-son-celebrate-christmas-ch-03

Title: Mother & Son Celebrate Christmas Ch. 03

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: "Are you ticklish Mom?  Tickle, tickle, tickle..."

Tags: man's world, son and mother sex, sex with son, sex with mother, full body massage, mimi rogers, men better than women, women better than men, mother and son sex, diane sawyer

Series: Mother & Son Celebrate Christmas


Warning: The Pretend Game is just a game of pretend. DO NOT PLAY THE PRETEND GAME AT HOME without professional supervision.
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"Are you ticklish Mom? Tickle, tickle, tickle... Tickle, tickle, tickle..."
Still a man's world even though women smashed through the glass ceiling years ago, Janice always believed that her sexual life was over once she turned fifty-years-old. With more women surviving men, a smaller pool of men to fish in, what man would want her then, when she's even older than she is now? An age filled with menopause, wrinkles, aches, pains, and medication, she wasn't looking forward to aging. The sad reality is that many older men don't want a woman their age and/or older. They want younger women.
As evidenced by the evening news where women giving the news, especially the weather, are younger and more attractive than their older, male counterparts, men in the public are always older and not as sexually appealing. Especially when it comes to sex, love, romance, and marriage, most men want younger women over older women. Female movie stars, celebrities, and singers get younger and more beautiful while Robert De Nero still acts, Jay Leno still entertains, and Tony Bennett still sings. There are still exceptions to the rule of older females still working with Diane Sawyer still reading the nightly news, Barbara Walters still interviewing celebrities, and Judy Dench still acting. Yet wishing they'd just fade away and die, the unspoken rule is that men want young and beautiful chicks and not old and wrinkled women.
Her last hurrah as a sexually, desirable woman, Janice turns fifty next year, coincidentally, the same age as Cynthia. Unless the man is very young and looking to have sex with his mother, men prefer young, firm bodies over old, wrinkled ones. Before her son met Cynthia, Janice was the only woman in his life. Because of the attention he always gave her and compliments that he routinely paid her, she felt so sexy and so femininely important in his life. Then, when Jerry unexpectedly married her physical clone, something to assuage her sadness and relieve her high anxiety, she enjoyed the sexual fantasy that her son still lusted over her, his mother, instead of his soon to be bride.
Comparatively speaking, with Cynthia a distant second, as far as Janice was concerned, she wondered if Jerry was vicariously wanting to have sex with his mother in the way that she wanted to have sex with her son. Wouldn't that be a hoot if he was wanting to have sex with her all this time and he didn't know it, couldn't admit it to himself, or was unable to make that first move to cross the incestuous line? Nevertheless his inability to show her the incestuous love that he had for her, a telling sign of his sexual attraction to her, why else would he chose a woman who looked so much like her?
Still healthy enough and good looking enough to pass herself off as ten years younger, with her son looking ten years older, and with them meeting somewhere in the middle, she wondered if her son was as sexually attracted to her as she was to him. She wouldn't mind experiencing a young, hard bodied man in her bed sexually, even if it's her son, especially if it's her son. Surrounded by men with big, beer bellies, bad backs, bad attitudes, bad comb overs, and taking Viagra for their erectile dysfunctions, it was refreshing as it was sexually exciting to have her twenty-eight-year-old son want her in such a forbidden way. So happy that he called her and so thrilled that he divorced that bitch, instead of spending the Christmas holidays alone, she'll have him to flirt with, to tease, and perhaps even to seduce should he be open to her sexual advances.
Unable to stop herself from sexually thinking about Jerry, she hoped he'd flash her his cock during their time home alone together, for however long that was. She couldn't wait to innocently albeit voyeuristically bring him fresh towels when he's in the shower. She couldn't wait to wake him up in the morning when he had a big boner hiding beneath his pajamas and covers to reveal to her as soon as he got up out of bed. Repeating the sexy games they used to play, she couldn't wait to deliberately flash him peeks of her body with up skirts, up nightgowns, down blouses, and down nightgowns. Passively declaring his sexual interest in her, as opposed to the aggressive way that she showed her sexual interest in him by continually flashing him, he was always looking whenever she was showing.
In the way that Bryan Brown gave Mimi Rogers a full body, naked massage in the movie aptly named, Full Body Massage, lying stark naked on her bed but for just a tiny towel, she couldn't wait for her son to give her a full body massage. She couldn't wait to accidentally on purpose drop her towel to show him her naked body. In innocently massaging her and with him touching her in all of those forbidden places to relieve her pain while increasing her lust for him, she hoped he'd feel more of her than he should on the pretense that he was eliminating her aches, stiffness, and soreness. Never thinking of herself as a cougar until Cynthia came along and stole the one she so wanted and so loved, she thought more of herself as a kind and caring mother, albeit a mother who loved her son a little too much.
As a mother who's sexually attracted to her son, she told him not to marry Cynthia. As a mother who wanted her son all to herself, she told him that marrying Cynthia was a mistake and, with them divorcing after only five years, it turns out that she was right. As a mother filled with forbidden, lustful, sexual desire for her son, she told him it was wrong to marry a woman who's nearly twice his age, while wishing he'd show his sexual interest in her instead. As his mother, after meeting Cynthia, she was shocked that he was sexually attracted to that woman who looked so much like her. Now understanding why he'd want to marry a woman nearly twice his age, she wanted to tell him that he was marrying her because he wanted his mother but she didn't dare tell him that for fear that he'd think it was her who wanted him. A fine line to cross and a difficult balancing act to master, for fear that she'd confess her secret agenda to him, she couldn't tell him the truth for fear that she'd ruin whatever future relationship they've have.
Yet, now that he's home with her again and with her armed with the insightful knowledge that she's gained by meeting the woman he married, they were back to square one with mother and son sexually teasing one another while incestuously lusting over one another. Maybe this time, she can subtly coerce him and not so subtly convince him to take up with her instead of taking up with another clone of a cougar who doesn't appreciate him in the way that she loves him. Maybe this time they can have sex, sex, and more sex. Cloaking themselves within a sexual fantasy, instead of facing the reality that they're mother and son and forbidden by society to copulate and have coitus, maybe this time they can pretend that they're someone else.
Her incestuous thoughts for her son were always a continued backdrop in her conscious and sub-conscious mind. Nonetheless her sexual feelings for him, other than flashing him, allowing him to freely tickle her while she was topless, and feeling her naked breasts without her voicing serious complaint, but for her naughty thoughts, she's yet to do anything deemed inappropriate with her son. Nevertheless, after missing him for so long and with him with her now, she's unable to control herself. Willing to do anything to keep him by her side, she was finally ready to take the next sexual step with him, that is, if he was willing and ready to finally take the next sexual step with her.
More than just a mother and son sexual relationship, being that they were so much alike and had so much in common, in the same way that she was with her husband, David, they were best friends after all. Besides, after he's already married and divorced a woman who looked so much like her, what man and what son would turn down a woman who looked like her for sex, even if that woman was his mother, especially if that woman was his mother? With all things happening for a reason, maybe the reason why her son returned home was for them to finish what they started when he was getting married on Christmas Day five Christmas ago.
* * * * *
On of all days, his wedding day, a daring move on her part, with romantic delusions and ulterior motives filling her horny mind while hoping to inspire him, she asked him to help her get dressed. When he was barely 22-years-old and she was 43-years-old and with her knowing better, it was then that their teasing finally came to a head while alone with her son in her bedroom. Having never asked for his help in dressing herself before, she asked her son for his help on the pretense that her nails were wet, even though they weren't. Hoping he'd leave Cynthia standing at the altar as a jilted bride, her asking for his help was a last chance, desperate move on her part to seduce her son and to change his mind about marrying that woman. That woman, that predatory cougar of a woman, she hated that woman for taking her son away from her and for ruining her life.
How dare she take her son away from her? Who is she to do that to her? Cynthia doesn't love her son in the way that Janice loves her son. She'd to anything for her son. She'd sacrifice everything for her son. She'd willingly and sexually go where no mother should ever go with her son for him to stay with her.
With timing everything in successfully, sexually teasing and/or seducing her son, she hoped he'd knock on her bedroom door and enter when she was standing in front of her mirror while dressed only in her low cut bra and sheer, bikini panties. An erotic sexual fantasy to have, in was one that she masturbated over a countless number of times. Wanting to give him an erotic show of her nearly naked body, him seeing her in her sexy bra and nearly see-through panty showed him a lot of skin. Perhaps seeing her in her sexy underwear would give him the motivation that he needed to change his mind and not marry Cynthia. Perhaps seeing her in her sexy lingerie would make him want his mother over his soon to be wife. Perhaps seeing her in her bra and panty will make him realize what he's leaving behind at home in Massachusetts to go with Cynthia to California.
"Jerry, I'm going to need your help in zipping my dress and picking out my jewelry later. My nails are still wet," she said shaking and blowing on her fingers while closing her bedroom door with her foot.
Hoping he'd be standing outside her bedroom door while waiting for the right opportunity to knock on her bedroom door, but for her bikini panties, she was naked. How hot would that be for him to catch her topless now? She'd love to flash him her tits. She wondered if he'd stare, look away, or just leave and close the door behind him.
"Okay Mom. No problem," he said from his room down the hall.
Something she's voyeuristically done with him plenty of times before while hoping to catch him dressing, undressing, and/or masturbating, even in her wildest, exhibitionistic, sexual fantasies, she didn't know he'd enter her bedroom without knocking first. She stood facing her closed bedroom door while fixing her hair in her full length mirror and while dressed only in her white, sheer, bikini panties. Mindlessly imagining Jerry catching her in her sexy underwear, not even given the chance to put on her bra and/or to react to him being in her room with her, she was topless when he flung open her bedroom door without knocking.
Never expecting he'd barge in her bedroom but always hoping he would, he surprised even her by his boldness in opening her bedroom door without knocking. Moreover, she surprised even herself by her reaction of remaining frozen in place for him to see her nearly naked body. As sexually aroused as she was shocked, she stood there facing him with her arms by her sides and her naked breasts in full display of his horny eyes. Proud of her breasts, her naked breasts were something she's always wanted to show him and something she always wanted him to see. Whether deliberately or mindlessly in her reaction or lack thereof, she took a long moment to react to her son standing there staring at her big tits and quickly erecting nipples.
"Jerry! You could have knocked," she said feigning embarrassment.
She let out a nervous albeit a sexually excited laugh while attempting to cover her big boobs with her hands and forearms. Unable to cover all of her breasts with her hands and standing there while wishing he'd cover her breasts with his horny hands instead, she waited to see what he'd do. Obviously by his stare, he stood there as if he was a man staring at stripper's deliberately exposed tits instead of a son staring at his mother's surprised, naked breasts.
If he wasn't interested in seeing her big boobs, surely he would have looked away. If he wasn't hoping or expecting something to happen sexually between them, he would have left her room and closed her door behind him with his deepest and sincerest apologies. Seemingly by his horny leer and interested stare, he was as sexually excited as she was. Feeling so vulnerably exposed, if he was going to make a move, this was his chance and the perfect time for him to do it before he said the two words required to marry that other woman.
"Sorry Mom but it's nothing that I haven't seen before," he said with a laugh, a shrug, and with obvious feigned indifference while never removing his eyes from her exposed breasts.
With her never being as sexually excited as she was now, she stared at him staring at her.
"Oh, Jerry, I'm so embarrassed," she said lying in answer to his lie.
Obviously lying that seeing her naked breasts was nothing he hasn't seen before, if he wasn't so sexually excited seeing his mother's tits, then he could have fooled her. If it was no big deal seeing her tits, then why didn't he leave her room and close her door behind him? In the way that he was staring and leering at her, he ogled her as if he's never seen naked breasts before. As if analyzing her while inspecting her tits to make his comparative affirmation, he paused before speaking.
"Right down to her having the same areolas, nipples, and symmetrically shaped breasts as you, Cynthia has the exact, same body as you do," he said encompassing all of her with a sexy leer.
It was even more sexually arousing when he not only acknowledged seeing her breasts but also when he took the time to compare her breasts to those of his bride to be. Instead of leaving her bedroom and closing her door behind him, as he should have done in common decency and respectful courtesy, he stood there staring at his mother's breasts. Instead of her asking him to leave, with her taking full advantage of her son catching her topless, enjoying the sexual attention that he was paying her, she stood there staring at him in the way that he stared at her. A son staring at his nearly naked mother was just as wicked as a nearly naked mother allowing her son to stare. Then, he did what she never expected he'd do and what no son should ever do with his mother. Instead of leaving her room to give her the privacy that she required to get dressed, he stepped closer to her.
When he stepped closer to her, she thought that he was going to take her in his arms and kiss her. When he stepped closer to her, she thought that he was going to touch her, feel her, and fondle her big tits. Thinking that he was going to tell her that he loved her and wanted her over Cynthia, instead of kissing her and/or touching her and feeling her, he ticked her. Something she never thought he'd do, she couldn't believe that he was tickling her. Hoping that something more would happen than just tickling, she only wished he had tickled her long before.
Feeling his horny fingers touching her ribs while parts of his hand and forearm touched her tits, she couldn't believe it when he started tickling her while feeling her. All so very erotic, touching her and feeling her breasts without deliberately touching and feeling her breasts was so very sensuous. Never knowing when his hand and arm would brush by her naked breasts teased her to higher levels of sexual excitement. Expectedly waiting for him to touch her breasts, feel her breasts, and caress her breasts while fingering her nipples, she was putty in his big hands.
Tickling and tickling her, he tickled her as if they were pre-teenagers. With him copping inadvertent and/or deliberate cheap feels of her tits while tickling her, she couldn't believe her mature, adult son was tickling his topless mother as if she was fully dressed. Even more unbelievably, with her the more mature adult and with both of them playing a dangerous game of tickle and tease incest, she couldn't believe that she was allowing her son to tickle her as she teased him while topless.
Instead of teasing her by brushing his hand and fingers by her breasts, she wished he'd grab whole handfuls of her naked breasts. She wished he'd finger her nipples. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them between his fingers, she wished he'd have his wicked way with her tits and nipples. Allowing him to sexually assault her in the way that no son should ever sexually assault his mother, anything for him not to marry Cynthia, she'd allow him to touch and feel her tits while fingering her nipples.
If there was anyone else in the room with her when she was so indisposed with her son, especially if she was with another woman, she would have been embarrassed in front of the woman but not in front of her son. Shameless in her desire to show her son her naked breasts, yet in protection of her reputation, she would have reluctantly asked her son to leave. If there had been another woman helping her to dress, not allowing her son to see any part of her naked body, she would have modestly covered herself with clothing. As witness to their incestuous lust for one another, she wished Cynthia was there to catch them together and to see what they were doing and/or about to do.
With no one else there in the room with them to judge their inappropriate actions, they were alone to play their game of tickle and tease. Wondering how far he'd go in feeling her while ticking her, willing to do anything for him not to marry Cynthia, she'd allow him to go all the way with her body if only he so wanted. Too excited that he was seeing all of her that she obviously wanted him to see of her, she was too sexually excited to stop him from tickling her while staring at and feeling her breasts.
"Jerry don't," she said laughing while turning her body away from him, her only defense, as he tickled her.
As if encouraging his tickling and she was, the more she laughed, the more he tickled her. The more he tickled her, the more his hand brushed by her breasts and his fingers felt her tits. A win/win situation for both of them, she wished he had walked in her room without knocking, caught her nearly naked, and tickled her years ago. If only he knew how much she wanted him to touch her and feel her. If tickling her was his only way to express how he incestuously felt and forbiddingly wanted his mother, then she was willing to be tickled to death to win his sexual affection.
"Ticklish Mom?" He tickled her some more. "Tickle, tickle, tickle... Tickle, tickle, Tickle..."
"Jerry stop," she said laughing while moving away from him.
Backing her into the corner of her bedroom, when she turned her body from him, she felt him press himself against her. A long time since she felt one poking her in her ass, she could immediately feel that he had an erection. Wishing that she could, while wondering what he'd do if she did, she so wanted to fall to her knees, unzip him, and take him in her mouth before taking him in her pussy. Only, tickling his mother was one thing and her sucking and fucking her son was something else. Although with one leading to the other, but with him getting married, she wished they had more time alone together before his looming and impending marriage ceremony happened later that day.



Now that he was still in her bedroom with her while she was still topless, she wondered what his agenda was. Was he continuing to tickle her to get her to remove her hands and arms away from her breasts so that he could see, touch, and feel her tits? Or was he tickling her as his pretense and as his prelude to doing more with his mother than just seeing, touching, and feeling her tits? So long as he continued tickling her while touching and feeling her, it didn't much matter which he wanted to do with her.
She was just thrilled that he was finally paying her the sexual attention that she always hoped he'd give her. Maybe with him seeing her tits, touching her breasts, and feeling her boobs was enough for him to call off the wedding. Maybe after this public display of incestuous, sexual affection, while hoping for more than just tickling and teasing between a mother and her son, he'd stay with her instead of abandoning her to move to California with Cynthia. She'd love to see her son leave that bitch of a cougar standing at the altar.
"Tickle, tickle, tickle...," he said. Obviously encouraged by her not stopping him and not even protesting very much, he continued touching and feeling more of her exposed breasts with every tickle. "Tickle, tickle, tickle...," he teased. "Tickle, tickle, tickle," he said touching and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother.
"Jerry don't," she said wiggling away from him. "Jerry stop," she said squirming out of his horny hands. "Don't tickle me. Please don't tickle me," she said laughing harder to encourage him to tickle and to feel more of her. "No more," she said.
Finally allowing him free access to her tits, she turned to face him again. Deliberately moving her hands and arms away from herself, she pushed against him while exposing her breasts to his horny eyes and hands. In her feigned, feeble attempt to push him away, she hoped that he'd touch and feel even more of her and was happy when he did.
"I can't believe you're so ticklish Mom," he said continuing to tickle her as his reason to touch her and feel her while ogling her.
With her breasts bouncing up and down and her tits swaying from side to side while she laughed, moved away from him, and leaned forward to catch her breath, she allowed him to see her breasts from every angle. She allowed him to touch her breasts from every which way. As if she was his Prom date instead of his mother, there wasn't a square inch of her tits that he didn't see, touch, and/or feel.
"Oh my God," she said looking at him staring down at her before looking back up at him with her eyes just as sexually transfixed on him as his was on her. "I'm so embarrassed that you've seen me topless while dressed only in my bikini panties," she said playing her game role in her sexy game of tease. Not embarrassed at all, what she really wanted to say was I'm so sexually aroused that you've seen my tits, touched my tits, and felt my tits.
Figuring their tickling fun was over, he surprised her further in doing something she never thought he'd dare do. As if forcing his mother to do something she'd never willingly do, he grabbed both of her arms and held them behind her back while tickling her, touching her, and feeling her breasts. Feeling her hands pressed firmly against his bulging cock that grew so hard in his pants behind her, little did he know that she's been waiting while hoping that he'd make such an aggressively, incestuous move. Laughing a little too much in her faked, helpless state, she couldn't believe he saw her breasts while feeling her tits and now was forcing her hands to feel his erection poking against his trousers. She couldn't believe he finally saw her topless and nearly naked but for her sheer, bikini panties.
Whether by accident or deliberately, seeing her and touching her now, too late, what difference did it make with him getting married in just a few short hours to a woman who looked exactly like her? She was losing him to that woman, a woman who didn't deserve him, want him, and love him in the way that she did. In their every growing lustful desire for one another, too bad that they didn't have the courage years or even months ago to cross that forbidden incestuous line for them to tickle and tease and do all that they were inappropriately doing now. A mother with her son, especially when adding sex to the recipe, there wasn't a bond stronger than that.
She wished that this was their daily teasing and tickling fun. In the way that he probably does with Cynthia, she couldn't believe that he touched her breasts and felt her breasts on the absurd pretense of helping her to dress while tickling her instead. She couldn't believe that he was touching, feeling, and groping her ample breasts in the way that she always wanted him to touch, feel, and grope her big tits. If only they had started something like this before, maybe they could have developed something that no other woman could come between them to stop.
Perhaps he wouldn't be leaving her now to marry Cynthia. Perhaps he wouldn't be leaving Massachusetts for California if only she made the first move to cross the incestuous line instead of waiting for him to finally tickle her. Filled with as much sadness as she was with regret, she only wished he had done this long ago and long before he met Cynthia. Only with nothing more to do than to enjoy their incestuous moment together, maybe she'd make a sexual impression on him now that he'd never forget later.
With him holding her hands behind her back, he rubbed the palms of her hands against his emerging erection. With her feebly struggling to free herself, she felt his meaty palms slowly slide across her erect nipples. Just as she couldn't believe he grabbed whole handfuls of her tits on the pretense of reaching around her to tick her, she couldn't believe he felt her hard, erect nipples albeit with his palms instead of with his fingertips.
If she didn't know any better, she'd think that her son was purposely holding her hands against his cock while rubbing his erection against his hands. If she didn't know better, she'd think that her son was deliberately touching her and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. If she didn't know any better, she'd think that her son was as horny as she was for him and hornier for her than he was for his soon to be wife. Able to make him happier than that woman ever could, she wished he wasn't getting married to Cynthia. She wished he'd call off the wedding to stay home with her to play tickle and tease with her every day and every night.
"Tickle, tickle, tickle...," he said while tickling and tickling her. "Tickle, tickle, tickle...," he said while touching and feeling her tits.
She always suspected that her son was sexually attracted to her but she never truly believed that he was. Thinking that she was the one sexually attracted to him, as if an epiphany, if only by the woman he chose to marry, it was then that she realized that she was right. The same height, the same C cup, sized breasts, and the same big, blue eyes and natural blond hair, they could have been sisters instead of mother-in-law and daughter-in-law. When Jerry met Cynthia on a dating site and when she met Cynthia that first time, she always wondered what his search criteria was in his description for his perfect woman.
Did he key in that he wanted someone who looked exactly like his mother? Was he specifically looking for a woman who looked like her, a tall, beautiful, blue-eyed, and blonde woman with big tits? Certainly that description would fit a lot of women but not when the woman looked so much like her. It was obvious to her now, especially with him tickling her while feeling her tits and forcing her hands to feel his erection through his pants, that he wanted her and not Cynthia. For certain, he wanted his mother and not some cloned copy.
* * * * *
When they met six years ago, with him barely 22-years-old at the time, Janice always wondered if Jerry was thinking of her while Cynthia was sucking his cock. After seeing their resemblance, she couldn't help but wonder if he was thinking of his mother when he was fucking Cynthia's 43-year-old pussy. Certainly, after meeting Janice and seeing her resemblance to her, Cynthia must have thought the same thing. Wishing it was true and hurting her with remorse and regret if it was true, she always wondered if he married her because he wanted to have sex with his mother.
What she suspected as being true before, especially after meeting Cynthia and especially after this tickling session, she couldn't help but think was even truer now. If only he had shown his incestuous lust for her before, she would have been more than happy to sexually accommodate him. Yet with one preventing the other from taking that next step over the incestuous line, as if they were standing at the edge of a cliff with a perilously fatal fall below, both were too afraid to go where they should never go. Much worse than losing him to a woman his age who looked nothing like her, she only wished that she wasn't losing him to her clone.
The fact that he had his wicked way with her exposed breasts on his wedding day gave her even more evidence and some sexual satisfaction, albeit frustratingly now, that it was her that he wanted instead of Cynthia. In the way that Jerry married Cynthia because, no doubt, he wanted to have sex with his mother, she always wondered if Cynthia married Jerry because she wanted to have sex with her son, Steven, the same age as Jerry. Maybe now that Cynthia was free of Jerry, she'll begin an incestuous romance with Steven in the way that Janice hoped to have an incestuous relationship with Jerry.
"Turn around," she said playing the coy, embarrassed mother while wondering what he'd do next and while hoping he'd do more.
Sexually exciting her by his stare, she's never had any man, including her husband, stare at her tits before in the way that her son was staring at her breasts now. Wanting more, she hoped he'd touch and feel her through her panties. She hoped he'd strip off her panties to grope her ass and finger her pussy. She hoped he'd force her to her knees to suck him before fucking him.
"Okay," he said laughing while turning around. "I'm not looking Mom. You may get dressed."
Before removing her hands from her breasts to put on her bra, wishing he was still staring at her and watching her, she turned to see him facing the other way.
"Being that you've already seen and touched enough of my boobs, I don't want to be flashing you anymore of my tits on your wedding day," she said laughing. No doubt, still titillated that he saw her big tits, touched her big breasts, and felt her big boobs, as much as she was, as soon as her son turned around, she put on her bra, slipped on her pantyhose, and stepped in her dress. "Help me with the zipper please," she said while hoping he'd lift her dress, pull down her panties, pull out his cock, and bend her over her bed while fucking her.
Unable to make the first move, even though perhaps he did by staying in her room while she was topless to tickle her, tease her, and touch her, she was paralyzed when confronted with incestuous sex on his wedding day. Too little too late, perhaps had this been any other day, she would have taken the next step and felt his cock through his pants while he was feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. Yet, as a one last ditch, desperately, hopeful effort, she wished he'd push her back on the bed and take her right there while announcing his love for her and denouncing his love for Cynthia.
She'd suck his cock if only he'd allow her to do that. She'd make love to him if only he'd allow her to do that too. Instead, of marrying Cynthia, a little too late for that with this their wedding today, she wished he'd admit his sexual desire and declare his love for her. An understatement but too little too late for her to feel that too, it was a rush that her son was standing in her bedroom watching her getting dressed, something her husband always did. With her sheer bikini panties barely concealing her naked ass and pussy, never has she exposed so much of her shapely body to her son at one time and never has he touched and felt as much of his mother.
"You look beautiful Mom," he said zipping her dress while kissing her neck as if he was her lover instead of her son.
"Now help me find the right jewelry to wear," she said spraying on some Shalimar perfume. "You're much better at accessorizing me than I am," she said.
Always wanting to be a jeweler, Jerry picked out her earrings, bracelet, and necklace to wear. The last memory of him before he moved across the country to California that was the last time she saw him until he called her to tell her that he had divorced Cynthia. Never invited to his home, Cynthia's house actually, they were equal in their dislike and jealousy of one another. Maybe perhaps because they both knew that Jerry was more attracted to his mother than to his wife, Cynthia didn't like Janice as much as Janice didn't like her.
Not wanting to pry him for information, Janice allowed him to stew and percolate until he was ready to talk. Only, instead of talking and volunteering the private information that she was curious to know, he remained silent about why the relationship and subsequent marriage that he had with Cynthia soured. Not wanting to talk about it, he never did volunteer any personal information about Cynthia and/or about their marital problems nor the reason for their divorce. Curious why he didn't divulge any information, perhaps it was as if he was embarrassed that he married his surrogate mother.
Perhaps realizing that he had made a mistake in marring Cynthia, it was as if he was eager to put that part of his life and her in the past to forget her. Other than negatively passing comments about Cynthia being a bitch, he said not another word about her. It was as if she never existed and as far as Janice was concerned, she'd rather pretend that she didn't exist. Now with her son home and with him already showing his attraction for her by marrying her clone and tickling her while topless, it was up to Janice to take their mother and son relationship to the next level.
To be continued...
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Mother & Son Celebrate Christmas 4
All I want for Christmas is my son Jerry naked and in bed with me.
Finally, their first Christmas together after a five year interruption, with Christmas Eve here and with no presents beneath the tree, it wasn't much of a traditional Christmas. Anyone else would see this Christmas as depressingly boring but Janice didn't. The most exciting Christmas she's had in five years, she had her son back with her and that's all that mattered.
Moreover now armed with the information that her son sexually wanted her as much as she sexually wanted him, why else would he marry her look-a-like clone? Why else would he have his wicked way with her naked breasts when she was getting dressed on the day of his wedding? Why else would he move back home to be with her in Massachusetts instead of staying in California? Obviously, ready to take this to the next step, they have some unfinished mother and son business.
* * * * *
Even though Jerry expressed that he didn't want anything for Christmas, she bought him something anyway, a bottle of very expensive, single, malt scotch. A mutually beneficial gift, with her able to share in the holiday spirits too, she enjoyed single, malt scotch also. Having ulterior motives in buying Jerry the scotch, Janice figured he could drown his sorrows in alcohol or maybe he'd get drunk enough to talk to her about what happened between him and Cynthia. As entertaining as it would be informative, she'd love to hear how he hurt that bitch after she stole him away from her.
With her imagination running wild, maybe they'd get drunk enough together that they'll kiss, cuddle, and sleep in the same bed together in the way that he used to do whenever he had a nightmare as a child. Only, now that he's an adult, instead of just sleeping, she hoped he'd touch her and feel her during the night. With their hands touching and feeling one another in places that they'd never touch and feel one another when awake, she hoped he'd spoon her in the way that she wanted to be spooned and in the way that she wanted to spoon him. Maybe, in the innocent way of spooning as their form of foreplay, he'll tickle her again while touching and feeling her tits and she'll tickle him while touching and feeling his cock.
With the alcohol loosening their sexual, incestuous inhibitions and with one thing leading to another, maybe they'll not only end up in the same bed together but also finally have mother and son sex. Or more likely, maybe after drinking too much, they'd both retire to bed drunk in separate bedrooms and get a good night's sleep. She hasn't slept very well with him gone. For her to sleep, she had to masturbate over the thoughts of him. Now that he's home with her, she'll be sleeping without difficulty. Only, now that he's home, the last thing she wanted to do was to sleep.
"Merry Christmas Mom," he said kissing her on the lips.
More than just a peck, it wasn't even as long as a smooch.
"Merry Christmas Jerry," she said returning his kiss while tempted to slip him some tongue.
Such a wicked mother, feeling him pulling away from her when she returned his kiss, she sensed him becoming distant to her sexual desire or was he just feeling guilty from the sexual thoughts he was having of her. Nevertheless his response to her kiss, she made the kiss last longer as her not so subtle hint that she enjoyed kissing him. Not wanting to rush things, she controlled her incestuous lust for her son by taking it slower. Instead of prolonging her kiss by pressing her lips harder against his and/or slipping him her tongue, disappointed that he didn't want to kiss her as much as she wanted to kiss him, she broke off the kiss to hand him his Christmas gift, the bottle of scotch.
Thinking again of wrapping her naked body in cellophane decorated with a big, red ribbon and red bows, maybe if they both got drunk enough, she may just surprise and shock him in doing something equally as naughty. Imagining the look on his face when seeing her nearly naked again, she'd love for him to take his time unwrapping her and while giggling with glee. Just as she'd love for him to unwrap her, she'd love to undress him.
"We said no presents," he said accepting her gift and unwrapping it.
"Wow, a 25-year-old bottle of Glenlivet XXV. This scotch is almost as old as I am," he laughed. "Awesome Mom. Thank you but this must have cost you a fortune."
"A special occasion, the scotch did cost a lot but I couldn't resist. The gift is just some holiday spirits to get us both in the mood," she said. "Besides the Glenlivet is not only my Christmas gift to you but something we both can share. The scotch is also my celebration gift to welcome you home. I'm so glad you're here with me Jerry," she said hugging him and kissing him again as if he were her boyfriend instead of her son.
Accepting her motherly affection with a smile and seemingly loving her attention, he stared at the bottle of scotch before staring up at her. No contest, in the way that he was looking at her, obviously she was more valuable than an entire truckload of $350 bottles of scotch.
"I bought you something too Mom," he said pulling away from her to reach beneath the sofa to hand her a gift.
"Thank you but you shouldn't have," she said unwrapping it. "Perfume. My favorite, Shalimar. How'd you know?"
"That's all you wear Mom," he laughed. "You've been wearing that for years. That's the perfume you wore on the day of my wedding," he said surprising her that he remembered her perfume.
She wondered if he was going to say anything about tickling her and about touching and feeling her tits. Going from a perfume memory on his wedding day, she began dwelling on sex while remembering him seeing her tits, touching her tits, and feeling her tits. For sure, if he remembered her perfume on that fateful day, then he must remember seeing her tits and feeling her tits when tickling her in the way that she'll never forget that erotic experience. By buying her the same perfume she wore on his wedding day, she wondered if the perfume evoked a memory in him as it did with her when having his wicked way with her naked breasts. Maybe the reason why he bought her the Shalimar, she wondered if the smell of her perfume would make him want to have his wicked way with her breasts again.
Maybe by giving her this perfume, she wondered if he's hoping to have another topless, tickle fest later. She couldn't wait to spray some perfume on herself to find out if he'd tickle her again. She couldn't wait to stand behind her bedroom door topless when only wearing her sheer bikini panties while hoping he'd open her door without knocking. Tickle, tickle, tickle, now that he was back with her, she hoped he'd play more touchy and feely games with her.
"Thank you. I needed more perfume. I'm almost out," she said opening the perfume to give herself a couple of quick squirts while hoping that the fragrance would inspire him to jump up out of his chair and to start tickling her.
Encouraged by watching his reaction to her filling the air with her perfume, he watched her spray the perfume before sniffing the air as if sniffing his mother. A familiar fragrance, he seemed pleased with himself that he bought her perfume and that she was using it right away. Maybe later, when he's standing next to her, he'll tickle her. Maybe later, he'll show the incestuous desire that he had for his mother again.
"I have something else for you too," he said reaching for a gift that was hidden beneath the couch again.
She couldn't believe that he had a stash of gifts beneath the sofa.
"Jerry! You shouldn't have spent your money," she said with glee.
He looked at her as if debating if he should tell her what he was thinking.
"Actually, it was something that I bought for Cynthia but never gave her. Knowing that you're both the same size and with our divorce inevitable, I figured I'd give the gift to you instead."
Hoping it was something sexy that she could wear to entice him and to tease him to make the next move, she looked at him with a much love as she looked at him with lust.
"Thank you, I think. Normally I'd be offended receiving another woman's gift but your gift is appreciated when knowing that I'm taking something else away from Cynthia besides my son," she said laughing.
As if waiting for his permission to open the gift, she stared at the box before looking up at her son.
"Open it," he said.
She tore through the paper and opened the box.
"Jerry, it's so beautiful," she said removing it from the box to hold it up. "Much better than my long, flannel ones, this is the sheerest, sexiest nightgown I've ever seen," she said with a laugh. "Thank you," she said.
So glad that he gave her the sexy nightgown instead of giving it to that bitch Cynthia, she looked at him as if she was already wearing the nightgown in preparation for bed and in readiness for sex.
"Perhaps, after you've had a couple of drinks, you can model it for me later," he said with a sexy smile and a naughty wink.
As if daring her to change and model the nightgown for him, he looked at her as if she was already wearing the nightgown in readiness for bed and for sex. He didn't have to dare her to model the sexy nightgown because, in the horny way she felt about her son, she'd model this sexy, virtually see through nightgown in a heartbeat. Yet, again, not wanting to rush things, she pretended that she was the innocent mother by protesting his request to see her wearing this nightgown.
"Model this? For you?"
"Yeah, sure," he said. "Why not?"
She looked at him looking at her as if he was imagining her wearing the nightgown. She ran her hand beneath the thin material before holding the nightgown up to the light. She could see every line and wrinkle in her hand while imagining that he could see every mole and freckle on her nearly naked body if she dared wear this for him.
"You'd see too much of me. You'll see all of me," she said with a sexually excited laugh while looking at him with a sexy look and while hoping that he'd ask her, beg her, and dare her to model the nightgown for him.
It took all the self-control she had not to get up off the couch and dash in her bedroom to try on the nightgown. She wondered what he'd say and what he'd do if she came out to the living room wearing this sexy, little thing. In the way she thought of wearing cellophane, red ribbons and bows, without the modest protection of wearing a bathrobe, she thought about decorating the nightgown with red ribbon and bows and wearing this instead. She wondered what he'd say and do if she emerged from her bedroom wearing his gift.
Forgetting for a moment that she was his mother and he was her son, if she had the courage, along with his encouragement, she'd try on the nightgown right there in front of him. Perhaps after a drink or two she may be willing to do just that, strip herself naked to try on the nightgown, but not now and not yet. She wondered what he'd say and what he'd do if she stripped off her clothes right there in the living room in front of him and tried the nightgown. Would he encourage her to do and to show more or would she be unduly pressuring him for sex and end up embarrassing him and herself? Difficult to read him, with him just having divorced Cynthia, obviously, it was too soon in their renewed mother and son relationship for her to risk what they were developing by her acting upon her horniness for her son.
"Yeah, I know," he said with a dirty laugh while staring at her as if already undressing her again. "I have one more gift for you," he said changing the subject to reach beneath the couch again as if he had an endless cache of gifts stored beneath her living room furniture.
After being so close with her son and seeing him every day, going from not seeing her son for five years to not even hearing from him, she was so happy that he was giving her Christmas gifts.
"Is this another Cynthia gift?"
She so hated that bitch.
"It is," he said with a nervous laugh while handing his mother the present.
She smiled at him as if she was the only woman in his life and he returned her looked as if she was the only woman in his life and as far as she knew, she was.
"Well, I'm glad to reap the benefits of my son's failed marriage," said Janice somewhat insensitively and a bit catty while accepting his gift.
She glowed with the attention that her son was paying her in showering her with Christmas gifts.
"Open it," he said again.
Wondering what was in the box, she couldn't wait to open it to see. Tearing through the paper, she opened the box.
"Oh, Jerry. Panties. I need new panties. How'd you know? Seven pair of bikini panties, a whole week of panties," she said thumbing through the panties. "Wow, you bought every color, white, pale yellow, pinkish almost red, beautiful green, soft blue, sexy lavender, and black, she said holding up each one as if ready to try them on in front of her son.
"I'm glad you needed them and like them Mother," he said looking at her as if wondering if she'd model those for him too.
"A bit too personal but being that it's something else that I've taken away from Cynthia, along with my son, I happily accept your gift of panties," she said laughing.
After now receiving the personal gift of panties, she was even more so tempted to model the nightgown for him. If nothing more than a sexual fantasy, removing one to try on another, she'd love to model the panties for him too while she was topless again. They remained quiet while looking at their gifts, he stared at his scotch and she looked at her perfume, nightgown, and panties, until Jerry spoke again to ask his mother a loaded question.
"So now that we've exchanged gifts," he said with a look of disappointment as if Christmas was already over with the opening of gifts. "What would you like to do to celebrate Christmas?"
* * * * *
He looked at her after asking her his loaded question and she looked at him ready to respond but controlling herself from saying what she really wanted to say, she thought before speaking. Always eager to please her son, Janice wondered what he wanted to do. Knowing full well what she wanted to do was illegal in some states and in many countries, she controlled herself from being crassly crude in confessing her incestuous, sexual feelings for him. Surely, with both of them having different agendas, perhaps not yet on the same sexual page, a mother making love with her son may not be what he had in mind in celebration of the holidays. Instead she offered holiday suggestions that any mother would offer her son.
"We could watch TV," she said while imagining her snuggling up against her son with her hands beneath the blanket and her hand on his thigh. "There's always those traditional Christmas movies on, Bing Crosby's, White Christmas, James Stewart and Donna Reed's, It's a Wonderful Life, and Maureen O'Hara and Natalie Wood's, Miracle on 34th Street."
Imagining that he would, she wondered if he'd be more comfortable feeling her breasts through her blouse and/or slowly running his hand up her thigh and beneath her skirt if they were covered by a blanket. She quivered while imagining his fingers touching her panties and feeling her in between her legs where no son would ever dare touch his mother. As if they were a couple dating while cuddling on the couch, instead of mother and son spending a quiet Christmas Eve at home, she'd offer no resistance if he was as free with his hands as he was on his wedding day.
"Nah, I don't feel like TV. Besides, I've seen those movies a hundred times before," he said.
If only he surmised that it wasn't the movie that she wanted to watch perhaps he'd change his mind.
"We could relax and listen to Christmas music," she said while wishing she had the romantic ambiance of a fireplace in her condo. "Burl Ives' Rudolph the Red Nose Reindeer and Jingle Bells, Nat King Cole's Chestnuts Roasting on an Open Fire, and Jose Feliciano's Feliz Navidad, I have them all."
She was thinking about being covered by a blanket again while cuddling, sipping her scotch, and listening to Christmas music. She imagined her son unbuttoning her blouse to cup her breast through her bra with one hand while fingering her emerging nipple through her bra. Then, reaching beneath her short skirt with his other hand, she imagined him cupping her panty clad pussy while running a slow finger over her cotton covered slit.
"I'm not in the mood for Christmas never mind Christmas songs," he said being difficult. "The whole world, the mall, car radios, and even elevators blare out Christmas music."
Seemingly he had no idea all the fun he was missing by not watching a movie or listening to Christmas music. With her curled up beside him on the couch and being warmed by a blanket along with the feel of his strong hands having their wicked way with her body, she'd allow him to touch and feel her wherever and whenever he wanted. Then, with him feeling her, she'd have no compunction in feeling him too. While playing with the head of his cock with her fingertips, teasing him to have an erection, she'd love to feel his cock through his pants. Then, if he took out her tits to play with her nipples, she'd take out his cock to stroke him before sucking him.
"We could talk," she said hoping that he'd tell her what happened between him and Cynthia or, more importantly, what he'd like to have happen between them now that he's back home with her.
We could have sex, she wanted to say but didn't dare. I could suck your cock after you lick my pussy and before I make sweet, motherly love to you, she wanted to say but she didn't dare say that either for fear she'd ruin whatever mother and son relationship they hoped to continue to have. With incest such a fine, forbidden line, prejudiced by sometimes unjustified, salacious thoughts and images and with her perhaps wanting him more than he wanted her, she needed to be careful not to take things too fast. She didn't want to spook him and/or to scare him from beginning what may be a beautiful mother and son sexual relationship. With her already willing, ready, and not wanting to be rejected, she needed for him to make the first move.
"Talking is not much of a Christmas celebration. We talk all the time Mom," he said. "We're talking now. Even though I'm not into celebrating Christmas this year, I just feel a little restless with this being my first Christmas home and without having a woman in my life."
She couldn't believe he actually said that this is the first Christmas without having a woman in his life. While looking right at her was he hinting that he needed and wanted a woman? What is she a non-sexual being because she's his mother? How dare he say that to her. Could he be so insensitive to her wants, needs, and lusts?
"I'm a woman," she said taking the bait. "You have me in your life," said Janice feeling slighted and unappreciated with her son not excited about talking to her and feeling restless because he felt that he didn't have a woman in his life, even though he had her. Even though she wanted to say so very much more, she didn't.
"Yeah, but you're my Mom. I can't have sex with you in the way that I had sex with Cynthia," he said.
Sex? Who's talking about sex? He surprised her when he mentioned the S-E-X word. Obviously sex is on his mind as much as sex is on her mind. He shocked her in saying that he couldn't have sex with her in the way that he had sex with Cynthia.
'Duh?' She thought to herself but didn't dare stoke the incestuous fires with what she was thinking, not yet anyway. It took all the self-control she had not to say, 'Wanna bet? Oh, yeah, you can have sex with me in the way that you had sex with Cynthia. Definitely, even though I'm your mother, especially since I'm your mother, with me being first and foremost a sexual woman, you can certainly have sex with me. Cock for cunt, if you lick me, I'll suck you,' she wanted to say but didn't say that either. 'Tit for balls. If you suck and lick my tits, I'll happily suck and lick your balls.'



Difficult for her not to take what he said as her opportunity to say something sexually inappropriate while wondering if he was baiting her, she allowed his comment to slide without comment. We could have sex, she wanted to say. I'm willing to have sex with your hot body if you're willing to have sex with my mature, MILF of a body. Mommy would suck you and fuck you in celebration of the holidays if that's what you wanted and needed for me to make you happy and for you to not feel as restless as you do now.
"We could play a game," she said instead. "I have Scrabble, Monopoly, Yahtzee, chess, and cards," she said while imagining playing strip poker with her son.
"Strip poker it is," he said with a laugh while giving her a sexy look as if waiting for her to agree.
She couldn't believe he said what she was thinking in her wanting to play strip poker with her son.
"Strip poker?" She laughed while imagining her son naked. "Being that I'm only wearing six articles of clothing, a blouse, skirt, panties, bra, and shoes, I'd have to be really drunk for me to play strip poker with my son," she said laughing while imagining sitting in the middle of the living room naked with her son.
"C'mon Mom. Playing strip poker with you will be fun," he said tempting her.
"How would that look, a mother naked before her son?" She said pausing while waiting for his response before goading him again. "What would you think of me after seeing me without my clothes? It was enough that you saw me topless when barging in my bedroom on the day of your wedding," she said waiting for him to pick up that ball and run with it. When he didn't respond, about seeing, touching, and feeling her tits, she continued. "I'd never play strip poker with you Jerry. Sorry," she said with a laugh when, instead, she wanted to start dealing out the cards.
"I'll get the glasses for the scotch," he said obviously uncomfortable with the conversation and changing the subject.
Yet, not closing the door on playing some sort of erotic, albeit incestuously, forbidden, sexual game with her son, she continued with her inappropriate suggestions and lewdly lascivious thoughts.
"Having a better chance of winning, I'd rather play spin the bottle before I'd play strip poker with you," she said with a dirty laugh while figuring a deep, wet kiss would more ready lead to a long, groping touch.
She imagined French kissing her son as he felt her boobs through her bra and blouse and as she felt his cock through his pants.
"Spin the Bottle, I haven't played that in years. How do you play Spin the Bottle with only two people?" As if wanting her to convince and encourage him to play, he looked at her as if wanting to say something and then he did. "Besides, I'd never kiss you, my mother, in the way that I kissed Cynthia," he said.
* * * * *
After the way he tickled her when she was topless, so pent up with incestuous lust for her, she knew that he'd most definitely kiss her in the way that he kissed Cynthia, especially once he had a couple of drinks of this expensive scotch in him. Instead of coming right out with what they both wanted to do, have forbidden sex, they both played their own version of a cat and mouse, titillating game of tease but without the tickling. She didn't want him to think that she was an incestuous whore of a mother for wanting him and, obviously, he didn't want her to think that he was a horny pervert of a son for wanting his mother.
Yet, at some point in time, one or the other would have to gamble by revealing their hand, playing their cards, and showing their interest for them to play the forbidden game of incest. Having already crossed the incestuous line when he was tickling her and she was topless, they'd have to cross the incestuous line again to get things jump started. Knowing full well that it would have to be her to make the first move, she didn't know how to go about seducing her son without him feeling embarrassed, awkwardly uncomfortable, guilty, used, and abused by his mother. Something so delicate in the beginning, once started, incest could be the best thing they ever did.
"Why couldn't you kiss me in the way that you kissed Cynthia? We look exactly alike," she said persevering while looking at him looking at her.
With her visions of her son French kissing her slowly evaporating, she wondered what else she could do to seduce him, other than to get him drunk. Obviously that one day that he tickled her, touched her, and felt her was a fluke. Maybe he felt so guilty about violating her in that sexual way that he swore to himself that he'd never touch her again. Yet, nevertheless how he felt about seeing her nearly naked and touching and feeling her tits, it was that day that he revealed that he wanted her as much as she wanted him. If he wasn't so sexually attracted to her, his mother, why would he hold her hands behind her back to rub against his cock? If he wasn't so sexually attracted to her, his mother, why would he so restrain her for him to have his wicked way with her exposed breasts?
"Because you're my mother, Mom, and not my wife and/or girlfriend," he said looking confused and looking as if he wanted to say more.
It bothered her, an understatement that he not only French kissed Cynthia but also that he had sex with that evil bitch of a cougar. Was he looking at her while hoping to convince and encourage himself to kiss her, touch her, and feel her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother while kissing her? Or was he looking at her with guilt. Unable to tell yet, if he felt so guilty about showing his sexual attraction for her by groping her and forcing her to grope him, then why did he return home? He could have stayed in California. Maybe he's just waiting for her to make the first move.
"Tell me and be honest," she said dipping her toe deeper in the incestuous waters while enjoying the warm sensation that the incestuous, sexual thoughts gave her. "Aren't you the least bit curious what it would feel like to French kiss me, your mother, in the way that you French kissed Cynthia, a woman who looks exactly like me?"
As if he was pondering her question, he returned her look of love and lust with foreboding. Then, staring at her in silence as if, perhaps, he was imagining French kissing his mother, he looked at her in a way that he's never looked at her before. Encouraged by his sensuous look and unable to stop from imagining what she hoped he was thinking, she wondered what he was thinking.
"Being that you both look so much alike, so long as I closed my eyes, I imagine kissing you would be much like kissing Cynthia, I guess," he said with a shrug. "Being that you both have the same bodies, I dare say that if I was in a darkened room with you and with my eyes closed and, so long as you didn't speak, I'd have difficulty distinguishing you from her. Yeah, definitely, I can imagine one over the other."
Now that she put her foot in this bedroom door and opened this Pandora's Box of incestuous sex, she wasn't about to withdraw her foot and/or close the box. Being that he was already in the kitchen looking for glasses for the scotch and not sitting there staring at her, she felt safely brave enough to ask him her probing question.
"Be that as it may that we are both so similar in appearance, aren't you the least bit curious what it would feel like to hold me, to touch me, and to feel me for you to distinguish how different or the same mother and wife may be?" Persevering to know what he was thinking, she made a joke out of all that she said while laughing. "Aren't you the least bit curious what I look like beneath my clothes and what I feel like when naked and in bed with you?"
He stopped what he was doing in his search for scotch glasses to peek his head in the living room from the kitchen to look at her.
"Mom?" He stepped in the living room to look at her sitting on the couch. "What are you saying?"
She looked at him excited with what she was about to say.
"Tell me and be honest. Don't worry, with both of us adults, you won't offend me by speaking your mind," she said looking at him look at her. She paused before blurting out what she was thinking. "Have you ever thought of me in a sexual way?"
Just by the look on his face, as if the image of her naked body passed over his mind, she knew that he had thought of her in a sexual way just as she had thought of him in a sexual way too, many times before, while masturbating herself. Only with one waiting for the other to make a move, she was determined to make her move so that another woman wouldn't come between her and her son in the way that Cynthia had.
"I'm going to need a drink for this conversation," he said getting two glasses, opening the bottle, and pouring two drinks. He handed a drink to his mother.
"Wow, this scotch is so smooth," she said.
"So thick, it tastes almost like syrup. It's so velvety smooth going down," said Jerry holding up his glass to look at the color in the light. "There's an explosion of flavors of toffee, chocolate, cinnamon, nutmeg, honey, citrus, almond, and fig. Wow! I love this scotch. Now I know why it's so expensive. This is the best scotch I've ever tasted."
"Forget about the scotch for a moment," she said while taking a sip of hers to see if she could detect all of the flavors that her son could. "You didn't answer my question," she persevered while sipping her scotch as if she was drinking in him.
Ready to continue this conversation and to continue where they left off five years ago on his wedding day, she looked at him and smiled.
"Question?" He took another slow sip of his scotch while looking at her. "What question was that mother?"
Laying it all out there for him to reject her and to make her feel like the incestuous whore that she felt she was, she couldn't believe she had to find the courage to ask him the same probing question again. Moreover, even more telling, she wondered what she'd say if he asked her the same question. Opening the door to their incestuous relationship, definitely she wouldn't be shy about confessing her sexual feelings for him.
"Have you ever thought of me sexually?"
With her assuming the role of prosecuting attorney, suddenly he had the look of a nervous witness on the stand asked to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help him God.
"Sure I have. Lots of times when I was younger and hornier and before I had other women in my life," he said.
Nevertheless his admission of guilt, he looked at her in the sexual way that no son should look at his mother.
"Now that we're being open and honest, there's something that I always wanted to ask you," she said taking a slow sip of her scotch while going for broke and playing for all the marbles.
Sizing him up while wondering if this was the right moment to continue this conversation, hoping that they were both ready for this open, sexual discussion, with the alcohol encouraging her to confess her lust, she took a giant step over the incestuous line.
"You can ask me anything Mom."
She looked at him looking at her before she asked her question.
"I'm just curious," she said while thinking how to phrase her question.
She took another sip of her scotch before continuing. With the alcohol already giving her the courage to ask the things that she wouldn't ordinarily ask her son, she was ready to blurt out a question that she's been wanting to have answered for five, long years.
"Curious about what mother?"
Obviously surprising him by her sexually explicit conversation and with him obviously not knowing what she'd ask and/or say next, he took a nervous sip of his scotch while eying his mother.
"In regards to Cynthia, why did you seemingly go out of your way to find a woman who looks exactly like me?" Watching his face while hoping to read him, she looked at her son's reaction to her question before continuing. When he didn't respond to her question, she continued. "Cynthia is my clone," said Janice. "We could have been sisters. With the both of us the same height, weight, dress size, hair and eye color, and bust size, we could have been identical, twin sisters."
Perhaps a little sub-conscious on his part but he looked at her as if he just had an epiphany. Maybe transposing one for the other, in the way that he was staring at her, he looked at her as if he was undressing her with his eyes while perhaps imagining his mother naked or imagining Cynthia sitting there naked too.
"Honestly and I know this sounds like a crock but it didn't occur to me that she looked so much like you until she was standing in front of me that first time we met. From her photos online, she looked beautiful and sexy. Then, when I met her in person, I couldn't believe how much she resembled you," he said. "Even though she was a lot older than me, nearly twice my age, I don't doubt that in the way that she looked so much like you is undoubtedly the reason why I was so attracted to her."
There it is. He just admitted that he was attracted to Cynthia because she looked so much like his mother. Wow! Now that she hooked him, she just needed to reel him in to land him.
"Okay," said Janice. "Thank you for that honest revelation but tell me and be honest," she said while wondering how to word what she was going to say. Instead of asking her son if he thought of her sucking him and fucking her, she toned down her sexually, inappropriate question. "When you were with her, specifically when you were having sex with her," she paused to look seductively at her son, "did you think of having sex with me?"
Jerry looked at his mother with as much shock as he looked at her with sexual excitement. With the obvious, affirmative answer all over his face, it was as if he had never contemplated and/or confronted the question until now and until after she asked it of him.
"Now that you mention it mother, perhaps because she looked so very much like you, I did think of you while having sex with her," he said taking another slow, nervous sip of his scotch. "Now that you mention it and please don't take this the wrong way," he said. He looked away from her to look down at his glass as if all of his answers were there or somewhere far away in the green, grassy, hilly fields of Scotland where they manufactured the scotch that he was sipping. "I dare say that the main reason why my marriage failed was because whenever I was with her intimately, seemingly and endlessly comparing her to you and you to her, I had you in my head. I thought more of you than I did her."
He looked up at her as if he was thinking about having sex with her now but she sidestepped his remark to make light of it when instead she wanted to grab it, shake it, run with it, and not let it or him go.
"So tell me," she said with a laugh. "How was I?"
Teasing him while slowly crossing her legs to deliberately flash him a bit of white panty, she gave her son a sexy, seductive look.
"The best sex I ever had, you were good, really good Mom," he said staring at her exposed panty while returning her laugh.
Both remained quiet until Janice spoke again.
"Staying with the topic of our discussion," she said while thinking of the game that she routinely played whenever alone, horny, and thinking of her son. "I know a game we can play."
He looked at her looking at him.
"A game? Being the competitive person that I am, I like games," he said with a sexy smile. "What sort of game?"
She paused as if she was making all of this up as she went and having never played the game with anyone but herself, indeed she was. Only, instead of playing The Pretend Game with only herself while pretending she was with her son, she was about to play The Pretend Game for real with her son.
To be continued...
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The Pretend Game. Play it if you dare, only be forewarned, you must always remain in character to play The Pretend Game.
"What if we play a game of pretend? For lack of a better name that's more descriptive, I call it, The Pretend Game," she said hoping he'd be more positive than he's been and would want to play a game of pretend with his mother.
She wondered how many sons would be eagerly interested in playing a sexually erotic game with their mothers and how many mothers who'd play such a game with their sons. Yet, better than playing Scrabble or Monopoly, watching Christmas movies, or listening to Christmas music, maybe because she looked at him with sexual excitement was the reason why he looked at her with as much curiosity as he did interest.
"The Pretend Game?" As if humoring her, he rolled his eyes while giving her a feigned smile.
Normally playing endless video games, his mother issued her challenge to his creativity by playing a mind game over a video game. Only now that he looked at her as if she suggested that they play a children's game, such as, 'I see something that's blue,' or a stupid game, such as Charades. He looked at her as if she was nuts.
"C'mon Jerry, it will be fun," said Janice.
"Okay, I'll bite, how do we play The Pretend Game?"
She paused as if she was thinking up the rules and, again, customizing the rules to her benefit and to this particular instance, she was.
"We must use our imaginations, of course, silly. Now close your eyes," she said while waiting for him cooperate and close his eyes.
He looked at her looking at him before beginning to play the game by closing his eyes. With his eyes closed, she had a vision of herself removing her blouse and bra and walking over to him topless to lean down to him and rub her big breasts all over his face. She wondered what he'd do if she did that. She wondered if he'd take her big breasts in his strong hands to feel and fondle her breasts before taking tits in his mouth to suck her nipples. She wondered if she'd have to do something like that to rekindle the sexual interest that he seemingly had and displayed for her on his wedding day.
"Okay, my eyes are closed. Now what?"
"Think of a person living or dead who you'd like to be with if you could right at this moment. Before you say who that person is, imagine that person in your mind. Wait until you can clearly see them naked," she said.
"Naked?" He popped open his eyes to look at his mother.
"Yes, naked. Imagining someone naked is part of The Pretend Game," she said. Now close your eyes again and imagine person who'd you'd want to see and be with naked."
"Okay," he said closing his eyes again. "Anyone?" As if he was looking at her, he moved his head in her direction with his eyes still closed.
Hoping he'd pick her and hoping that he'd imagine her naked in his mind, she wondered who he'd pick.
"Anyone. Anyone at all living or dead and/or celebrity or not," she said.
If not wanting to be with her, she couldn't wait for him to tell her who it was he'd want to be with at this moment. She just hoped that it wasn't that bitch Cynthia, anyone but her. Yet, what did it matter who it was so long as he pretended that his mother was her?
"You first," he said opening his eyes.
"That's easy," she said.
"Wait," he said. "Close your eyes first and imagine that person in your mind. Don't tell me who it is until you can clearly see the person naked."
While imagining her son naked, she closed her eyes while wishing he'd walk over to her with his cock in his hand to stick in her mouth. She wondered if she'd surprise him by taking him in her mouth to suck him while stroking him. Or maybe he'd prefer her fighting him while pulling her hair hard to force her to open her mouth to suck him. Playing the aggressor or the victim, she could easily play either of those two roles with him.
"Okay, I'm ready," she said disappointed that he didn't do something sexual to her while she was so vulnerably sitting there with her eyes closed.
Maybe if this game goes well, the next time they play this game, who's ever turn it was should play the game blindfolded, naked, and with their hands bound behind their backs. That would be fun playing a game where she was helpless to stop her son from having his wicked way with her naked body just as he'd be helpless from her having her wicked way with his naked body. Other than calling that game The Pretend Game, she'd have to call that game The Bound, Blindfolded, and Naked Game. Suddenly, instead of playing The Pretend Game, she imagined herself playing The Bound, Blindfolded, and Naked Game.
"Who? Who's the one person, dead or alive, celebrity or not, that you wished you could sexually be with if you could?"
She imagined the person she wished that she could be with but with him already dead, there wasn't any way for her to get her wish. The next best choice was being with there son, the spitting image of his father, especially when he was his age.
"You're father, of course," she said opening her eyes to look at him before confessing her true feelings. "With you looking so much like him and with you walking, talking, and acting so much like him, you've always reminded me of him. A great comfort to me after the expected, tragic loss of him, you make me feel as if he's still here with me now," she said suddenly looking so sad by the loss of her husband but excited at the same time by the return of her son.
Allowing how she felt to interrupt the game, she allowed her sadness to ruin her moment with her son before realizing that her son was here now to console her. Her son was the reason why she was playing such a sexually provocative game. Only, in the way she played the game when alone, he had no idea how sexually provocative of a game this could be, especially when a mother plays the game with her son and a son plays the game with his mother.
"From all that you've told me about him and being that you two were so close and so very much in love, that's a good choice," he said. "Yeah, I like that you picked Dad, Mom."
Never really knowing his Dad being that he was only 8-years-old when he died, seemingly, as if saying a silent prayer, he paid homage to the memory of his father by remaining silent for a long moment.
"Now you," she said. "Who would you like to be with naked if you could be with anyone in the world dead or alive?"
He didn't even have to pause before giving her his answer.
"That's an easy one for me too," he said with sadness.
"Close your eyes," she said. "Now imagine the person naked as if that person is here with us now."
"Okay, I'm ready," he said.
"Who?"
Again, she looked at him hoping that he'd say her, his mother. How hot would that be, a son who wanted to be with his naked mother over anyone dead or alive, celebrity or not, in the world? A sexual fantasy come true, she'd use that tidbit of welcome information to give her the confident encouragement to strip naked in front of her son and seduce her son later.
"I know it may sound crazy but Cynthia, of course, is who I'd choose. Only, not in the bitchy way that she is now and was all through the end of our marriage, but in the way that she was when I first met her and fell in love with her," he said.
Staring into his scotch again, he remained quiet as if he was thinking about Cynthia and how things were before they suddenly soured.
"That's a fair choice," she said.
Unable to help herself, she wondered if he had sub-consciously chosen Cynthia as his symbiotic replacement for his mother because she looked so very much like her. In essence, his safe way to have sex with his mother without actually breaking any laws against incest, her mother's intuition told her that Jerry wanted her over Cynthia. With Cynthia just a poor substitute for something and someone he obviously thought he couldn't have, here he is the prodigal son returning to her nest while she's digging her claws deeper in his skin by playing a transparent game of pretend. Yet, as the prodigal son, instead of spending his money recklessly, he spent his true emotions foolishly. When he could have had her over Cynthia, such a waste of time, energy, and effort, he chose Cynthia instead of her.
Before blurting out whatever he was thinking, he looked at his mother with reticence as if he wanted to confess something to her.
"She, um, always accused me of wanting to be with you instead of wanting to be with her," he volunteered while staring down to talk to the living room carpet. "Unable to face the truth, I argued with her before finally rebuffing her. The woman that I fell in love with and the woman that I married, how ridiculous a thing was that for her to say to me, her husband, that I wanted my mother instead of her?"
"I'm sorry she felt that way about me Jerry," said Janice.
"Actually, she had good reason to say that Mom. The woman that I thought I loved wasn't her but was you," he said looking up at her to make eye contact. He paused while staring at his mother. "Able to see right through me, Cynthia knew that I didn't love her but was only with her because I wanted to be with you. She knew that I was using her because she looked so very much like you."
He looked at his mother, no doubt, to see her reaction to what he said but she showed him none. Both remained silent until Janice spoke.
"When did she start accusing you of wanting to be with me?"
Happy how the game was progressing, Janice looked at her son with sexual interest, a look that a mother should never have when looking at her son.
"Right from the start. As soon as she met you, of course, she suspected that she filled my need that I had to be intimate with my mother," he said. "That's the reason she never extended an invitation for you to visit us in California and forbade me to call you. I imagine that with you out of the way that she felt safer and more confidently in control of me, my emotions, and my love with you three thousand miles away in Massachusetts."
"I see," said Janice.
Both fell silent again. Interesting how he seemingly felt one way and she felt another. With her feeling sexually reenergized by the open and honest exchanged, he seemed nervously uncomfortable with their open dialogue.
"I have to tell you something Mom and I'm not sure how to say it," he said.
He played with his scotch glass while staring at her legs and she accommodated his stare by gradually parting her knees enough to flash him a continual peek of her white panty. She figured flashing him her panties would encourage him to speak his mind more without holding anything back. Besides, she enjoyed flashing him her panties.
With her showing and him looking, she felt sexy. She felt wicked. She felt dirty. She felt horny. She felt sexually excited that her son was home with her again.
"Go ahead. No judgments here. You can tell me anything," she said while wondering what he'd say next after his last revelation that he wanted her over his wife.
She wished she had changed into the nightgown that he gave her for Christmas, a nightgown that was originally earmarked for Cynthia. She would have enjoyed sitting across from him nearly naked while flashing him peeks of her nipples and pussy instead of mere glimpses of her panties.
"You have much better breasts than she does," he said appearing as uncomfortable as he was embarrassed by his sexual confession of the parts of her anatomy that most sons never see and seldom discuss with their mothers.
"I do? Thank you," she said looking down at her breasts before looking up at her son.
It was then that he gave her even more evidence that he wanted her. For the first time, he referred to their little tickle and teasing game when he had his way with her naked breasts.
"A little bigger and a lot firmer, your breasts have more symmetry and shape to them than her breasts do. Helped to stay in place by her supportive bra, her breasts sag a lot," he said staring at her breasts through her blouse. "Your breasts hardly sag at all," he said staring at her breasts through her blouse and bra as if she was sitting there topless.
Something that no moral mother should notice, she couldn't help but notice his cock making an appearance in his pants. Not as hard as an erection but seemingly with him discussing the shape and sized of her breasts, their candid mammary gland discussion seem to have aroused him. It was obvious to her, especially in the way that he touched, felt, and groped her breasts on his wedding day and openly discussed her breasts with her now that he liked tits and specifically and comparatively, he liked her tits more than he did Cynthia's tits.
"Thank you, I think," she said with a nervous laugh. "I take that as a compliment that my son likes my tits," she said looking down at her breasts again to see where he was staring and to see if her nipples were making their aroused appearance yet.
"Correction," he said continuing to stare at her breasts. "I love your tits."
He loves her tits. Hoping her feel and fondle her tits while fingering her nipples, she so wanted to strip off her blouse and remove her bra to show him her tits.
"Loves my tits?" She laughed. "That's the best compliment I ever had. I don't think anyone has ever told me, including your father, that they loved my tits. You're the first. It's a bad commentary on men for not being free with their compliments that the only man to tell me that he loves my tits is my son," she said with a sad, little laugh.
In the way that she hoped he would and in the way that she always knew he did, she couldn't believe that he just confessed that he not only wanted her but also loved her. Her son loving her was no big revelation. She knew he did. Nearly every son loves their mother. Yet, in the way that he loved her was not a typical way that a son should love his mother. Moreover, returning to the tickle and teasing fest that they both so enjoyed five, long years ago, she couldn't believe that he loved her tits. How hot was that? Hot, that was so hot that she was having hot flashes.
"Being that she was so much older than me, I think she lacked the confidence that I'd want to stay with her and be with her till death do we part," he said with sadness. "When she wasn't accusing me of wanting to be with you instead of her, she was always accusing me of looking at other women, especially younger women. To suggest that I'd want to be with you instead of with her or with younger women, perhaps her way of voicing her desperate need for attention and reassurance, unable to convince her otherwise, irreconcilable differences, was the final straw and the ultimate end of our marriage."
Having a nice ring to it, his words, the ultimate end of our marriage, reverberated in her head as if an endless echo. She was happy that they had their little talk. Feeling emotionally rejuvenated and sexually reenergized being that he loved her and loved her tits, she couldn't wait to show him her tits again. In the meantime, hoping to arouse him as much as she was already aroused by his honest confession of her tits, she spread her knees just a little more apart for him to have a good look of her panties. Again, thinking about slipping into her new nightgown that he gave her for Christmas, she'd much rather be flashing him her tits and pussy than only her panties.
"I don't understand, if it was just a misunderstanding combined with a woman's jealousy of me, your mother, why was that the final straw?"
As if he was her baby bird too attached to his mother to fly away from the nest, understanding why he couldn't leave her and was so sexually attracted to her, she looked at him and smiled.
"Why do you think?" He paused to take the last sip of his scotch. "I couldn't reassure her that I loved her and wanted her when what she said about me loving and wanting you was true," he said.
Janice couldn't believe her ears. First he said that he loved her and loved her tits and now he just admitted that he'd rather be with her than with his wife, his ex-wife now.
"I see," she said not wanting to ruin her little game of pretend by talking too much about her nemesis and/or by rubbing her son's true confession in his face.
No longer about Cynthia and with Cynthia out of the sexual picture, this was about them now developing a mother and son sexual relationship. Obviously with Jerry as uncomfortable as was talking to his mother but for different reasons, he by his true confession and she by her sexual arousal, changing the subject from Cynthia to playing the game, Jerry continued.
"So now that we chose who we'd rather be with, you with Dad and me with Cynthia, how does the game work?"
* * * * *
Even though on the surface he was changing the person he wanted to be with, she knew now that he wanted to be with her instead of with Cynthia. The game? What game? Oh that's right, we're playing The Pretend Game that she just created for two players instead of only for one player as she's been accustomed to playing when she's alone and horny while masturbating herself in her bedroom over the thoughts of having sex with her son.
"Well, being that the game is called The Pretend Game, we pretend that the other person is someone else. In your case, I pretend that you're my dead husband, your father, David and you pretend that I'm your ex-wife, Cynthia," she said while wanting to insert, bitch of an ex-wife Cynthia.
Yet, not to upset her son, she controlled the water under the bridge emotions that she still had for his ex-wife. Instead of telling Jerry to pretend that she's Cynthia, she so wanted tell him to pretend that he's playing the game with his mother. She wondered if he'd still want to play the game when not pretending that she was Cynthia and that he was with Cynthia. She wondered if he'd still want to play the game when playing with the woman that he could be with alive or dead, celebrity or not, was his mother. In the way that she could easily imagine him naked, she wondered if he could imagine her naked too.
"I see. That could work," he said pouring his mother another drink and pouring himself another drink too.
With now a game that was only designed for one, two can play this game. In the way that she wasn't pretending that he was her husband but her son, she wondered if he wasn't pretending that she was Cynthia but his mother.
"Be honest. What do you think? I don't want to force you to do anything that will make you feel uncomfortable," she said chomping at the bit to play the game. "It's just a silly game," she said hoping that he wouldn't see through her little charade, change his mind, and not want to play.
She looked at her son with sexual anticipation and he looked at her with horniness.
"It sounds like fun but you'd have to explain the rules of the game to me first," he said being the competitor that he is.
* * * * *
She remained silent while making up the rules in her head and while taking another slow sip of her second scotch.
"Well, being that I just made up the game, the rules are simple," she said with a laugh. She looked at him for his reaction before continuing. "So long as we both pretend that we're not with who we're with but who we think we're with, consciously and sub-consciously able to fool ourselves into thinking we're with someone else, we're free to do whatever we want to do with that person."
Wickedly enticing and naughtily daring, even she shocked herself by telling her son that he was free to do whatever he wanted to do with her. She wondered what he'd want to do with her. She wondered if he'd still want to play her incestuous, little game if he knew what she hoped he wanted to do with her naked body. She wondered what he'd do under the pretenses of playing such an erotic game with his mother and what she'd be so inspired to do while playing such a dangerous game with her son. Suddenly, she felt as if she was a spider weaving a web not of silk but of deception for her to trap her son into playing such a forbidden game of pretend.



"Interesting. Pretending does allow for limitless possibilities, doesn't it mother?" Obviously seeing through her charade, he looked at her and smiled as if he knew where she was going with her deception. "So long as the other person is agreeable, are we allowed to do whatever we want with that person?" He said proving that he knew what this game was really about.
Suddenly, he looked at her as if he was standing in the middle of a new car dealership and every car had a sticker price that read, 'Free.'
"Yes, being that it's only a game of pretend, we're allowed to do anything and everything at all," she said.
Feeling her nipples making their impressions through her bra and blouse, becoming sexually aroused by their open discussion and by the thoughts of playing the game, she felt a familiar wetness between her legs. She uncrossed and crossed her legs again while slowly, seductively, and deliberately flashing him her panties. Again, she wished she was wearing her nightgown and was flashing him her pussy instead of her panty. As if sitting on a dildo or as if she was sitting in a vibrating chair that vibrated between her legs, she squirmed in her chair at the mere thoughts of her son doing whatever he so wanted to do with her naked body. Filled with the sexual excitement in the incestuous anticipation of playing The Pretend Game, she was thrilled that he still wanted to play.
"I see," he said. "So, lemme get this straight and I apologize if I offend you by suggesting something that you didn't mean to infer or imply in playing The Pretend Game but being that I never played this game before, I just want to get the rules straight in my head before continuing."
So as there are no misunderstandings and guilty feelings later, it's better that he completely understands the rules of the game.
"I understand," she said. "Ask me anything and I will answer you as openly and as honestly as I can."
Excited about playing the game with her son, she couldn't wait for the game to begin.
"If I pretended that you're Cynthia and that I'm with Cynthia instead of being with you, my mother, then would it be okay for me to kiss you?"
Parting her lips with his tongue, she swooned at the thoughts of her son French kissing her.
"Yes," she said not only shocked but pleased that he'd want to kiss her while imagining herself kissing him.
"So long as I pretend that you're Cynthia," he said pausing, perhaps, as if imagining touching his mother, "may I touch you?"
If only he knew that she couldn't wait for her son to touch her and feel her under the feigned pretenses that she was pretending that he was his deceased father and not her son.
"Touch me? Of course you may touch me. You don't have to pretend that I'm Cynthia to touch me. I'm your mother," she said while imagining him touching her where no son should touch his mother.
"I mean, would it be an acceptable part of the game for me to touch you in a sexual way," he said clarifying his response.
She was giddy with the thoughts of her son touching her in a sexual way.
"Yes, so long as you pretend that you're touching Cynthia, you may touch me in a sexual way," he said.
Dizzy with sexual excitement, she felt as if she was about to faint from the horniness that she had for her son.
"And may I feel you?"
In the way that he felt her tits on his wedding day, she imagined him feeling her tits now.
"Feel me sexually?"
She couldn't even imagined what it would feel like for her son to finger her pussy while she stroked his cock.
"Yes," he said.
She hoped he'd still want to play such a sexual game with his mother after she explained all of the rules.
Of course," she said while imagining him feeling her tits through her blouse, fingering her nipples through her bra, squeezing her ass through her skirt, and cupping her pussy through her panty. "So long as you remain in character, you may touch me and feel me sexually."
She couldn't wait for the game to begin.
"So, if I'm really good at this game of pretend and pretending," he said leering at her as if she was already naked, "Could I undress you?"
She swooned at the thought of her son unbuttoning her blouse, removing her bra, unzipping her short skirt, and sliding down her panty. Imagining herself standing naked before him, this game of pretend was really working and a great game for the two of them to play together as a family game, albeit an X-rated family game.
"Yes," she said not even trying to erase the image of herself standing naked before her son. "So long as I'm agreeable to you undressing me, so long as we both stay in character, and so long as I can pretend that I'm with my husband and not with my son, it would be permissible for you to undress me." She hid her eagerness with having her son undressing her by feigning her reluctance in having her son strip her naked.
Just by the thought of him removing her clothes, with her nipples hardening to their most erect position, she was feeling a familiar warm wetness between her legs again. She was already so very wet just by the thoughts of her son touching her and feeling her through her clothes while kissing her, and before undressing her.
"I see," he said.
* * * * *
She wondered what he was thinking. Hoping that she wasn't forcing him and/or coercing him to play such a sexual game with his mother, she wondered if he thought bad or good of her. Only, unless she came right out and asked him what he thought of him playing such a sexually explicit game with her, she'd never really know how he felt about playing. Nevertheless how he felt about playing the game, on the pretense of playing a game, she wondered if he wanted her as much as she wanted him. Assuredly, playing this game was her way to finally know if her son wanted her sexually as much as she wanted him sexually.
"If you will, think of playing The Pretend Game as acting. As their well paid jobs, actors and actresses kiss and have sex in sex scenes and before returning home to their husbands, wives, boyfriends, and girlfriends with no adverse effects. They pretend and that's exactly what we're doing here. We're just pretending. If you can and if you will, think of playing The Pretend Game as role playing," she said. "If you must, think of The Pretend Game as a stage production on Broadway in the way that the cast of Hair removed their clothes and paraded around the stage naked."
So far so good. He was going for it. Under the false premise of playing The Pretend Game, he seemed not only to understand the rules but also he seemed excited to want to play such a game with his mother. He appeared as interested in being with her as she was interested in being with him while playing such a silly game of pretend. Let the game begin. She couldn't wait to start playing The Pretend Game with her son. She couldn't wait to know how far he'd go in pretending.
"Sorry for me to belabor the point mother but I need to know," he said.
She wondered what he needed to know. Did he need to know if she'd suck him and fuck him while playing the game? Well wonder no more because she would.
"What is it that you'd like to know Jerry?"
He leaned forward in his chair while holding his drink in between his strong hand as if he was holding her head in them while she was sucking him. When he made that body movement, his legs were spread open wide enough that she could see his bulging cock making a bulbous impression between his legs. She couldn't help herself from staring at the impression of his prick while wondering what it would feel like to hold in her hand, take in her mouth, and plunge deep in her pussy. A comfortable position for her to be in, she'd love to fall to her knees between his legs and do what no mother should ever do with her son while just playing a game.
"If we're both good at this game of pretend and pretending, and I apologize in advance if I'm misunderstanding the game, but am I to believe that I could actually have sex with you and you could have sex with your me," he said.
Hopefully in anticipation of having sex with her, his mother, he showed as much obvious sexually excitement as she was feeling and showing now. Even a bit too real for her, yet as titillating as it was for him to say the S-E-X word in relationship to the two of the copulating, she'd prefer he'd keep those thoughts to himself so as to not ruin his pretense of pretending. Perhaps he needed to pretend that she was someone else for him to have sex with her but she didn't need to pretend that he was someone else for her to have sex with him.
After all the days, weeks, months, and years that she played The Pretend Game by herself while alone in her room with the nothing but the image of her son, her dildo, and her vibrator, she quivered at the thought of being naked while having sex with her son. Now no longer just a game to her, with him seeing through the pretense and verbalizing what it is that she really wanted from him, this was the real thing. No longer just a game, he was here with her now ready to give her all that she emotionally wanted and, hopefully, whatever she sexually needed. No longer just a game, not only did he want to play but seemingly he was just as eager to play as she was to have sex with his naked body.
"Yes, that's how the game is played. So long as we stay in character and you pretend that I'm Cynthia and I pretend that you're David, theoretically speaking, so long as we both consensually agree, there's no reason why we couldn't have sex while playing the game," she said with a nervous laugh.
She imagined him licking her pussy and giving her an orgasm before she sucked his cock. She imagined her son cumming in her mouth, after she fucked him silly.
"Interesting," he said.
* * * * *
Seemingly still interested in having sex with her, she wondered what he was thinking. Difficult to read him with him being away from her for five, long, sexually frustrating years, she wondered if he was as interested in having sex, albeit pretend sex, with her as she was interested in having sex, albeit pretend sex, with him. Feeling compelled to explain herself so that he wouldn't think the worst of her, she continued by clarifying the rules of the game.
"Rest assured Jerry, if we did have sex while playing the game, it isn't as if we'd be having sex with one another," she said fluffing her long, blonde hair before tossing it back with a flick of her pretty head. "In essence we'd be having sex with two other people who we pretend are there in the room with us."
Convincingly believable, the premise sounded good even to her. For the sake of having sex with her son, she couldn't believe that she made up such a ridiculous game at the spur of the moment. Yet, being that it was just a silly game of make believe, after all, playing such a game seemed to be the perfect way for the both of them to get what they both so wanted and both so needed, having incestuous sex with one another. She just hoped that her son was buying into all that she was espousing without seeing through her ulterior motives and thinking that she was the incestuous slut that she was. Only, with him looking so very much like his father, what was wrong with her wanting to recapture how her life was before her husband suddenly died, even if it meant using her son to do that?
"I see," he said studying her. "Just so that I fully understand. So long as we both remain in character," he said pausing. "We can both get naked because we're just playing a game. Is that it?"
Naked, as soon as he said the word, she imagined him naked. Naked, as soon as the word entered her brain, she wanted to strip off her clothes.
"Yes, that's right," she said. "Since I'd be playing Cynthia and you'd be playing David, it isn't as if we'd really be naked. It would be wrong for a mother to be naked with her son just as it would not be acceptable for a son to be naked with his mother," she said convolutedly while twirling her long, blonde hair with her finger.
"And during said game, so long as we remain in character," he said pausing again as if he was imagining his thoughts before speaking them. "You could stroke me and I could finger you," he said.
Stroke him. He wants her to stroke him. Oh, my God, she thought. She became sexually excited by the thought of stroking her son's cock and quivered with the thought of him fingering her wet pussy.
"Crassly put but yes. So long as we stay in character, I could conceivably stroke your cock and you could conceivably finger my pussy," she said getting even more sexually aroused by the thoughts of masturbating one another.
In the guise of playing this game she couldn't wait to be naked with her son.
"Pardon me mother if I'm misunderstanding the rules of the game and correct me if I'm wrong but under the premise of playing the game," he said pausing again, this time longer. She wondered what he was thinking and immediately knew his thoughts with what he said next. "I could lick your pussy and you could suck my cock?"
Oh my God. She thought she was going to have a stroke or a heart attack by the mere mention of her son saying that he could lick her pussy and she could suck his cock so long as they remained in character while playing the game. Fuck the game. All that she really wanted was for him to lick her pussy before she sucked his cock. All that she really wanted was to have sex with her son in the way that he had sex with Cynthia.
"Of course," she said putting a hand to her blouse while flushing a bright red. As if they had already played the game and as if they were already having pillow talk after just having had sex, she was becoming titillated with his dirty talk and every sexually inappropriate salacious word. She paused to allow the image of her son licking her pussy and her sucking his cock to pass through her horny brain before continuing. "Being that it's just a game, so long as we remain in character, we can do whatever you did with Cynthia and whatever I did with David," she said fluttering her eyelids as if she was going to faint from sexual excitement.
"Fascinating," he said. "So long as I truly believe that you're Cynthia and you truly believe that I'm David, I could fuck you my own mother?"
The imagined image of her son on top of her while making love to her flashed through her mind as if a loud locomotive going through a tunnel. The imagined image of her son bending her over the kitchen table and taking her from behind consumed her with incestuous lust for him and for his cock. She couldn't wait to fuck her son. She couldn't wait for her son to make her his slut of a bitch.
"Yes," she said fanning herself with her hand. "So long as I truly believe that you're David and you truly believe that I'm Cynthia, we can make love."
"Okay, that will work," he said seemingly agreeable to the idea of fucking his mother.
On the pretense of playing a game that she made up, she couldn't believe it was this easy to seduce her son. Willingly going along with her in playing her game of pretend, even though it was only all just talk so far, she couldn't believe them coming together sexually was a real possibility.
"Suddenly, it's so hot in here, she said billowing her blouse by opening and closing the top of it quickly. "Being that we're just playing a game Jerry and not actually having incestuous sex, pretending is the only way that a mother and son can sexually explore one another's naked bodies."
"I see," he said. "I understand Mother."
"As I've already assured you, it isn't as if we'd be having sex with one another," she reiterated and stipulated to remove whatever guilt he may have and for her to remain blameless in her wanton, sexual, incestuous desire for her son. "No, not at all, it isn't as if we'd be having incestuous sex. We'd only be playing a role while playing a game. In essence, just by pretending, we'd be having sex with the imaginary persons who we think we are with and who we imagine them and us to be," she said illogically and irrationally. "All we'd really be doing is passing time and having fun while celebrating the holidays while playing a silly game of pretend."
He looked at her, raised his glass in toast of her, and smiled.
"I like this pretend game mother. It sounds like fun and I'm eager to play it," he said. "Only, not to be a party pooper, but I'm not sure if I can stay in character long enough to fool even myself that you're not Cynthia but my mother. Even though you look so very much like her, while naked with you and having sex with you, it would be difficult for me to forget that you're my mother and not my wife," he said. He looked at her with as much confusion as he looked at her with curiosity. "How does one get their around the reality of such a foolish pretense?"
As if silently saying touché, she looked at him, raised her glass in toast of her, and smiled.
"Equally as difficult for me too Jerry. Mind over matter, but the longer we remain in character the more we can fully enjoy the game without guilt, recourse, and remorse," she said lying.
Being that her only motivation was to have sex with her son, she'd never be playing Cynthia's character at all anyway. Further, always knowing she'd be having sex with her son, she'd never think of her son as her husband.
"I understand," he said. "I do. And I won't know how far that I can go in the pretense of imagining you being Cynthia instead of my mother."
Maybe once she has his cock in her mouth, he won't really care that she's not Cynthia. Instead, maybe he'll be sexually excited that his mother is sucking his prick and not his bitch of an ex-wife.
"We'll take it slow Jerry. Okay? So long as you remember to stay in character and so long as you realize that we're not really having sex but only pretending while playing a game, you should be okay with playing the game. If only a way to pass the time on Christmas Eve, I think it will be a fun game to play," she said.
"Okay," he nodded while looking up at her. "Have you ever played the game with anyone else?"
"Being that I just now made up the game, no, never. You'll be the first," she said telling a half-truth by not admitting that she played The Pretend Game lots of times with herself and with him being the star of her game. "Because we both look so much like the people that we pretend to be, this is the perfect game for us to play. Think of playing this game as therapy and as a way for us to bring closure to our relationships that ended so prematurely," she said willing to say anything at this point for him to play the game in good conscience and with a guilt free mind.
Seemingly agreeing with her, he nodded his head before giving her a big smile.
"So how do we start?"
To be continued...
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Not really incestuously sexual, it wasn't as if mother and son were really having sex. Playing The Pretend Game is only a game of pretend after all.
Beyond all reason, she couldn't believe that her son was going to suspend his sense of disbelief and pretend that she was Cynthia. Unable to do that herself, too excited to finally be sexually intimate with her son, she couldn't suspend her disbelief in thinking that her son was her dead husband. Even if she could, she didn't want to think of Jerry as David. She'd much rather have sex with her son than to defile the memory of her deceased husband by having sex with his son.
A game that she played within the game, beyond all propriety and fairness, she couldn't believe that she was going to deceive her son into thinking that she thought and truly believed that he was his father. So naïve and easily fool, especially when being played by his mother, if only he knew that she was using him for all that she wanted and needed from him. Yet, more than that and more than being sexually attracted to him, she loved him not just as a mother who loves her son but as a woman who loves a man. Beyond all that was sexually appropriate between a mother and her son, she couldn't believe that she was finally about to seduce and have incestuous sex with her son.
Her perfect scenario, she couldn't believe that he was willingly going along with the pretense of them just playing a game of pretend while having sex with one another. How gullible could he be? Yet, in hindsight, maybe he was playing her too. Maybe he thinks her naïve. Maybe he loves her not just as a son who loves his mother but as a man who loves a woman.
So long as the deception worked, what did it matter who was playing who? He'd have sex with her and she'd have sex with him. Isn't incestuous sex what this game is all about? A win/win for both, she'd get what she so needed and he'd get what he so wanted. Moreover, they'd be having sex without the guilt and without the remorse that always accompanies a forbidden, sexual union between a mother and her son.
"Well, being that I just made up the game and this is my first time playing The Pretend Game, we begin like any other game. Ladies first," she said looking at him and smiling as if he was her after dinner dessert. "I'll kiss you as if you're David and then, when it's your turn to kiss me, you kiss me as if I'm Cynthia."
Waiting for him to stop her and reject her but not wanting to continue playing the game, she couldn't believe she was finally going to kiss her son. A long time coming, she couldn't count the number of times she wanted to slip him her tongue when they were kissing in the way that a mother kisses her son. She couldn't count the number of times that she kissed him in her dreams and sexual fantasies while playing The Pretend Game alone and masturbating. She couldn't count the times that she thought of this very moment happening for real in her life in the way that it was unfolding now.
"Okay but if you don't mind Mom, instead of calling you Cynthia, I'd much rather call you Janice, Mom, or mother," he said.
Even though she'd prefer that he'd call her Janice instead of Cynthia, and even call her Mom or mother, yet for The Game of Pretend to work, she needed him to call her Cynthia. For them to remove the guilt and remorse that always followed when having incestuous sex with a relative, especially when those relatives are a mother with her son, she needed him to stay in character, even though she wasn't. Calling her Janice, Mom, or mother would trigger something that was too real and not part of the game. Calling her Janice, Mom, or mother would ruin The Game of Pretend. So long as he believed that he was having sex with his ex-wife and not his mother, she could always fall back on the pretenses that they were just playing a game and not really having incestuous sex. Working for her, she had no problem pretending that he was her dead husband and not her son, even though she knew better and wouldn't be pretending at all.
"No, sorry, you can't do that," she said waving her hands as if they were two mini stop signs.
"Why not?" He looked at her with confusion.
Acting as if she was a director on a sound set instructing, motivating, and inspiring her actor, she spoke to him with patient understanding. She really wanted to play the game but could only play the game if he stayed in character. She needed him to stay in character so that she wouldn't feel so guilty and feel like the incestuous slut that she really was the next day. How could she face him in the morning if she had sex with him tonight, not as Cynthia but as his mother? So long as they believed that they were having sex with two different people and not having sex as mother and son, they could continue on with their lives later as if this never happened. It was all just a naughty, sexy game after all.
"Totally out of character, if you call me Janice, Mom, or mother, then you'll break convention with the game as I imagined the rules to be," she said convolutedly albeit yet convincingly enough for her son to go along with whatever she espoused.
"I see," he said. "I'm sorry."
She looked at him as if she was his teacher and at that point with him about to have sex with his mother, their sexual union was uncharted ground and forbidden territory. About to embark by walking through a black forest filled with dangers, they were both still eager to continue and to play. Yet, better that he had her as his guide even though having incestuous sex was new for her too, except for all the incestuous sex that she experienced with her son in her dreams and sexual fantasies, this would be a new adventure for both of them.
"The only way we can have sexual relations with one another is by pretending that we're someone else. We must pretend that we're not mother and son but husband and wife. You pretend that I'm your wife Cynthia while I pretend that you're my husband David," she said. "We need to truly believe that we are two different people for this to work."
She couldn't wait to kiss her son. She couldn't wait for her son to kiss her. She couldn't wait to touch and feel him in the sexual way that she imagined him touching and feeling her.
"Even though I want to be with Cynthia for the sake of the game, I've been trying to forget her," he said with confliction. "Now that I'm divorced from her, if you don't mind and if it doesn't ruin this game of pretend, I'd rather not have her name in my head while playing The Pretend Game with you," he said.
After voicing his concern, he looked at her with nervous trepidation as if she was going to cancel the game.
"I can understand you not wanting to have Cynthia in your head Jerry but you must understand that if you call me Janice, Mom, or mother instead of Cynthia, you'd be making out with your mother and not your ex-wife. Totally unacceptable, kissing me in that way would not be an appropriate thing for a son to do with his mother. Just as I cannot kiss you and have sex with you if I think of you as my son instead of my husband, I cannot allow you to kiss me and/or have sex with me if you think of me as your mother instead of your wife."
"I understand," he said. "I do. I really do. I get it Mother."
"Uh, uh, nope, sorry," she said continuing in scolding him to make sure that he did understand the rules of the game as she invented them and continually changed them to fit her sexual needs. "Kissing, touching, feeling, and having sex with your mother is never an appropriate thing for a son to do," she said pursing her lips and slowly shaking her head while waving her index finger at him as if scolding him for doing something naughty when he was a boy.
"Sorry Mom," he said.
"What mother who wasn't an incestuous whore would have sex with her son? For me to knowingly have sex with my son, I couldn't face you in the morning. The only way we can enjoy one another in a carnal way without feeling any guilt and/or experiencing any nasty repercussions later is by pretending we're two other people while playing this game.
"Sorry Mom, I mean, Cynthia," he said. "I get it now. I really do. I promise to stay in character."
Knowing now that his head was back in the game, she looked at her son and smiled in the way that she imagined Cynthia smiling at him instead of his mother smiling at him while using him. Pounding her sexual agenda in his head, while proclaiming her sexual innocence, she continued pontificating while standing on her bully pulpit. Before, during, and after she has sex with her son, better that he thinks the best of her than the worst of her. The only way for her son to still respect her in the morning is to either not have incestuous sex at all or for them to have incestuous sex without guilt and remorse by pretending that they're someone else while playing a game of pretend.
"Being that I'm a church going woman, I cannot condone nor will I tolerate such incestuous behavior under my roof," she said signing herself and kissing her fingers as if she was holding rosary beads. "Being that this is the evening before the Lord's birthday, once we go down the Devil's path of incestuous sex to play in the Devil's playground, then we'd be no better than animals."
As if she was a nun about to have sex with a priest, she looked at him with innocence and piety before looking at him with horniness and depravity.
"I see," he said. "I understand. I get it now. I do. I really do," he said with furrowed eyebrows.
A look of confusion on his face was his sole reaction to his mother's convoluted explanation that they aren't having incestuous sex if they pretend that they're someone else while just playing a game.
"Obviously the reason for us to pretend that we're someone else is so that we don't have incestuous sex," she said. "So long as we're pretending that we're both someone else, there's no way that what we do sexually can be deemed incestuous. All we're doing is play acting and role playing while playing a game."
Climbing her soapbox to continue to pontificate and espouse her diatribe against incest while maintaining her good standings in the church and the respect of her son, what she just said was as convoluted as what Jules Winnfield, played by Samuel L. Jackson, said in Pulp Fiction.
'Well, there's this passage I've got memorized that sort of fits this occasion. Ezekiel 25:17. The path of the righteous man is beset on all sides by the iniquities of the selfish and the tyranny of the evil men. Blessed is he who, in the name of charity and goodwill, shepherds the weak through the valley of darkness, for he is truly his brother's keeper, and the finder of lost children. And I will strike down upon thee with great vengeance and furious anger those who attempt to poison and destroy my brothers. And you will know my name is the Lord when I lay my vengeance upon thee!'
"I see," said Jerry, "but it's different with you. With Dad dead, and with you having no repercussions of thinking that I'm him or not him, other than perhaps sorrow and loneliness," he said, "I dare say that it's easier for you to remain in character than it is for me."
Sensing he was backing out of the game, she needed to reel him back in by calling his bluff.
"I see," she said with her having no intentions of being in the character of that cougar of a bitch, Cynthia. "We don't have to play the game, if you'd rather not," she said.
She stated her guilt free innocence that only a mother can utter and have as her personal tool ready at her beck and call to make her son feel guilty and to make him feel as if he's the perverted one and not her. Then she gave him a sexy look that no man could resist, especially if that man was her son.
"Yes, I do want to play the game. A great way to pass the time, it really sounds like a lot of fun to pretend that we're someone else for an evening," he said.
Just as with her pretending that she was someone else was not her reason to play the game but to have sex with her son, she suspected that his reason to play the game was not to pretend that he was someone else but to have sex with his mother. In essence, with their game as they camouflaged excuse, they were both using one another to get what they wanted and what they needed under the false pretenses of just playing a game.
"I have an idea that may help keep you in character for you to more enjoy the game," she said.
"What's your idea?"
"How's this? Instead of thinking of Cynthia as your ex-wife or as your wife, think of her at a time before you were married. Think of her when you were first dating. Think of her the first time you kissed her, the first time you touched and felt her, and the first time you were intimate with one another."
"Okay, yeah. Sure. That's a good idea. I can do that," he said. "That will work."
"Shall we begin to play the game then?"
"Yes," he said.
* * * * *
"Take a seat on the couch so that I can kiss you," she said with nervous trepidation.
This was it. This was finally it. He could reject her with her kiss, want to kiss her again, or not want to kiss her at all in the way that a woman kisses a man and not in the way that a mother kisses her son. Maintaining a positive attitude while hoping that he'd pretend she was Cynthia, she hoped that he didn't reject her but would want to kiss her again and again. She watched Jerry move from out of his chair to sit beside her on the couch.
"Okay," he said putting a gentle arm around his mother's slim shoulders.
Comforting her, the weight of his arm made her feel safe. She felt his fingers trace her bra strap through the thin material of her blouse. Instead of only tracing her bra strap, she couldn't wait until his horny hands felt her breasts through her blouse and bra. While kissing her, French kissing her, she couldn't wait for him to finger her nipples through her clothes as she felt his cock through his pants.
Playing a game of pretend, albeit such an incestuous game, with both of them a little inebriated but not drunk, just as she was totally aware with what she was about to do, she suspected that he knew what he was doing too. Crossing the line from decency to depravity, with incest forbidden in many countries and in many states, what they were about to do while pretending that they were someone else was to feel something that a mother and son should never experience. Taking a walk on the wild side, they were embarking on forbidden territory.
"Are you ready?"
Just as she remembered being nervous with her high school prom date, his father, more than 30 years ago when she was a young, inexperienced woman of 18-years-old and about to receive her first, adult kiss, she was equally as nervous when poised to kiss her son. Just as she imagined when she was alone in her room and masturbating with her vibrator and dildo while imagining Jerry there with her, here she was sitting on the couch in the living room with her son ready to kiss him.
"Yes," he said.
With Jerry seated beside her, she could feel the heat of his thigh pressed against her thigh. The warm sensation made her wish he was on top of her and in between her legs instead of sitting beside her on the couch. She couldn't wait to feel his warm hand on her naked thigh. She couldn't wait for him to explore her between her legs when touching her panties with his fingertips.
Not wasting another second, Janice leaned into him and kissed her son on the lips. More than a peck but longer than the kisses they've been exchanging when standing beneath the mistletoe, this was the first real kiss she's given her son, albeit without slipping him her tongue. Even though she wanted to French kiss him, not wanting to rush their first kissing exchange, she refrained from doing so. The last thing that she wanted to do was to frighten him into not wanting to continue playing their game of pretend.
"How was that?"
Feeling flushed and giddy, albeit a little embarrassed that she was sharing her sexual passion with her son, she leaned forward in her seat to take a sip of her scotch. She hoped that the magical, miracle elixir would give her the courage that she needed to continue. Thinking that she was more than ready to have a sexual affair with her son, she was suddenly having second thoughts.
What if he rejected her? What if he thought she was a slut for trying to seduce him? What if he was only playing along with her and playing the game just to humor her because she was so lonely and still grieving over the death of his father? What if he didn't want to have sex with her?
"That was nice," he said. "Much better than I expected it to be," he said seemingly lost in the stare of her blue eyes. "When you kissed me, I was able to imagine Cynthia kissing me."
She wondered if he was lying. She wondered if he was playing her as much as he was playing him. She wondered if he'd kiss her in the way that she kissed him and in the way that he kissed Cynthia.
"Now it's your turn now to kiss me," she said dizzy with desire for her son to kiss her.
This was it, the finally test for her to know if he wanted to continue playing the game. Just by his kiss she'd be able to tell if he wanted her. Just by his kiss, she'd know if he was humoring her or was lusting over her as much as she was lusting over him.
Janice closed her eyes in anticipation of being kissed by her son. Ready to be kissed, with her pulse racing and her heart pounding, when she felt the softness of his lips on hers, as if waiting for him to ravish her, she surrendered herself completely to him. As if she was Ellen Olenska played by Michelle Pfeiffer when finally kissing Newland Archer played by Daniel Day Lewis in Edith Wharton's Age of Innocence, she was already lost in her game of pretend. Yet, already cheating at playing the Game of Pretend by not staying in character, her son didn't know that she wasn't thinking of her dead husband but her alive son while kissing him. If only her son knew that she was thinking of him while kissing him, she wondered what he'd think of her, a mother kissing and lusting over her son while pretending to play a silly game of pretend.
Kissing her even more romantically than she kissed him, Jerry kissed his mother and surprised her by kissing her with much more passion than a holiday kiss but without parting her lips with his tongue. It was a kiss that Clark Gable as Rhett Butler gave Vivian Leigh when playing Scarlett in Gone with the Wind. It was a kiss that Humphrey Bogart as Rick Blaine gave Ingrid Bergman when she played Ilsa Lund in Casablanca. A kiss without tongues, it was a kiss that Sgt. Milton Warden, played by Burt Lancaster, gave Karen Holmes, played by Deborah Kerr, in From Here to Eternity.
"How was that Cynthia?"
With her already swooning by her son's kisses, she couldn't wait to experience more. If his kiss felt this good without him impaling his tongue in her mouth, she couldn't wait until she French kissed him and he returned her passion by French kissing her.
"That was nice David," said Janice remaining in character.
A dangerous game they were playing of romantically enticing and sexually teasing one another, Janice was ready to French kiss her son. It would be one thing if Jerry was a man that she had picked up and brought home from an evening out at the club or at a bar, but she was kissing and ready to French kiss her son. With her ready to go all the naked way of sucking and fucking her son, how far would he be willing to go with this pretense in having sex with his mother?
"Now what?" Jerry looked at his mother while obviously knowing full well what was next.



If only by his kiss, she didn't have to be a mind reader to know that her son wanted her as much as she wanted him. In the way that he was looking at his mother with lust and sexual desire, no doubt, just as she was wishing too, she wondered if he wished that he could skip the beginning of this game of foreplay and go to the good parts that were more toward the end.
"Being this game is evolving not in the way that an incestuous mother and son relationship evolves in life, but as just a game, now it's my turn to kiss you again. Only, this time," she said pausing while making eye contact, "I'll French kiss you, that is, if you still want to play The Pretend Game."
With her thinking that she was a sexy mix between Brigitte Bardot and Tuesday Weld of old instead of women that he was more accustomed to lusting over such as Charlize Theron or Elisha Cuthbert, she looked at him with vulnerability mixed with sexual desire. No matter that she was his mother, she could be whomever he wanted her to be.
"Do I still want to play? Are you kidding me? Yes, of course, Mother, I still want to play The Pretend Game. This is the best game that I ever played in my life," he said with conviction that made her realize that he was enjoying playing the game as much as she was enjoying playing the game. "I want to continue to play mother, sorry, Janice, pardon me again, I mean, Cynthia."
"Okay, then, I'm going to French kiss you now," she said looking at him as if she was a sexual surrogate therapist for the Masters and Johnson's sexual clinic.
Janice leaned into her son to kiss him again and, this time when she kissed him, she parted his lips with her tongue. A mother French kissing her son and a son returning his mother's passion with his French kiss, they were kissing as if boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mother and son. Swooning when she released him, she looked up at him to see his reaction to her French kiss.
"Wow Cynthia. You're such a great kisser," said Jerry seemingly remaining in character even after making his hokey comment.
Needing to realign and redefine the game, she broke from her character to address him as her son instead of as her soon to be lover.
"Is that something that you'd say to Cynthia on a date?" Janice looked at her son with curiosity. "It sounded a little forced and a little contrived to me," she said.
Now knowing that he was sexually excited French kissing his mother, needing him to believe that he was French kissing Cynthia, she needed to get his head back in the game of pretend so that there'd be no issues of awkward guilt and feeling of remorse later.
"No, probably not," he said with a laugh. "Hard to remain in character when I just French kissed my mother, I'm just a little nervous."
Figuring as much, she looked at him with disappointment that he wasn't able to correctly play the game when she was putting forth all of her emotions to successfully, sexually seduce him. A mother kissing her son was unacceptable even to her but a mother merely playing a game of pretend with her son was somehow seemingly okay. Not feeling guilty about their developing sexual relationship, so long as she fooled herself into believing that it was just a game, she was okay with doing all and everything with her son. Actually, she didn't need to fool herself, but deceiving herself that she was just playing a game eased some of the guilt she felt now and the remorse that she would surely feel later.
"We can stop playing if you're uncomfortable French kissing me while trying to imagine me as Cynthia," she said pausing to stare at him as if trying to read him. "I'm not uncomfortable kissing you at all. As I would kiss your father if he were still alive today. Actually, I'm enjoying kissing you while pretending that you're David."
Somehow she knew just what to say while giving him a sexy look to keep him interested in wanting to do more than just French kissing her.
"No, please, I still want to play. I just need a little time to wrap my head around the fact that you're not my mother but Cynthia," he said.
He looked at her looking at him as if, perhaps, he was trying to envision her as his ex-wife.
"Well for the game to be better and truer to life, you should always remain in character," she said. "Relax. You need to pretend that we've both someone else. So long as you can pretend that I'm Cynthia then I can pretend that you're David too."
Pressing her breasts against his muscular chest, she gave him a smile while leaning into him to give him a peck on the lips.
"If I remained in character Mom, I would have already French kissed you a dozen times, removed your clothes, and I'd be having sex with you by now," he said with a laugh.
She swooned at the thought of her son French kissing her dozens of times, stripping her naked, and having sex with her. Lost in the thoughts of having deep, penetrating sex with her son, she couldn't wait until they were both naked.
"Cynthia," she said absentmindedly as if that was really her name.
He looked at her as if she was calling Cynthia.
"Pardon?"
She looked at him with motherly patience.
"You called me Mom. You must always call me Cynthia for this game to work, otherwise it's not a game at all but a son incestuously kissing his mother and a mother returning the sexual passion of her son," she said. "As I said to you before, I'd never condone and/or tolerate incestuous behavior in my house."
She sensed his awkwardness and hoped that he still wanted to play the game. The best way to find out was for him to French kiss her. She can tell a lot from a kiss and she couldn't wait to feel her son's tongue inside of her mouth.
"Sorry, Cynthia," he said.
She leaned back in the sofa, put her arms by her sides, and closed her eyes in anticipation of him French kissing her.
"Now it's your turn to French kiss me," said Janice.
As if she was his anatomically correct blowup doll, Jerry grabbed his mother and laid one on her lips as if she was some tramp he picked up at a bar. Impaling her mouth with his tongue, he was French kissing her, really French kissing her hard as if he was a man locked away in prison for years or a sailor on shore leave after being at sea months. As soon as his lips touched her lips, his horny hand touched, felt, and caressed her breast through her blouse and bra."
He was feeling up his mother while French kissing her. After wanting and imagining having sex with her son for so very long, not wanting their first sexual encounter rushed and or ruined by frantic, desperate groping, she pulled away from him.
"Is this what you do with all of your dates?"
She sat up in the couch to straighten her blouse before leaning forward to take a sip of her scotch.
"What?"
He looked at her as if he didn't have a clue what he did wrong and she looked at him with understanding and compassion.
"You grope me while kissing me. Instead of being romantic, you treated me as if I was a whore," she said.
Truth be told, later while in the bedroom, if they made it that far, she couldn't wait for him to treat her as if she was whore. Later, with both of them naked, if he treated her like the incestuous slut that she was, she'd really show him a good time.
"Sorry Mom, I mean, Cynthia. I thought all women enjoyed being felt up like that when French kissing," he said.
She looked at him and smiled while patting his knee. Instead of patting his knee through his jeans, she couldn't wait to grope his cock through his pants.
"They don't."
She frowned while making a sour face and slowly shaking her head from side to side.
"They don't? Seriously? Women don't enjoy a man touching them and feeling them?"
She sighed while rolling her eyes.
"Of course they do but not in the way that you grabbed at me while groping me," she said. "You have so much to learn. If you want to be successful with romancing and making love to a woman, you should never touch a woman until invited."
Now she wondered if that's how he acted with Cynthia. Maybe Cynthia enjoyed a man being rough with her but she didn't. Perhaps later she would but not now when they were just stoking the fire to heat their passion. Much different than being treated in the way that he'd treat his mother, even though she'd love for him to treat her like a whore later, for now she wanted to be romanced while being treated like a lady.
"Invited?" He looked at her with confusion. "Unless she says go ahead and feel my tits, how would I know when I'm invited to touch her and feel her?"
So much to learn and so much fun teaching him, she rolled her eyes again before giving him a patient, parental smile.
"You'll receive her invitation for you to do more than kiss her by the returned passion of her kisses," she said. "With men a quick explosion, women are a slow burn. You need to give a woman time to come around to the fact that she wants to have sex with you and she will, so long as you take things slow. Women need time and most men are in a rush."
Jerry reached for his scotch and, as if he was thinking, he took a long, slow sip before addressing his mother.
"So, is this what this game is about? Mother and son having sex," said Jerry with sexual excitement and nearly ruining the game by making things a little too real.
Shocked and frustrated that he wasn't getting it, she looked at him with displeasure. His head was out of the game again at a time when he should be more in character.
"Mother and son sex? How dare you say such a thing to me? Absolutely not," she said making a sour face at him. "This game has nothing whatsoever to do with a mother having sex with her son and a son having sex with his mother. In celebration of Christmas, all we're doing is playing a game."
"Sorry Mom," he said putting his head down in shame.
"Shame on you for even thinking that. Get your mind out of the gutter and your head into the game Jerry. If this game was in a box and available for purchase at the store, you'd see in big, red letters, Not meant for Having Incestuous Sex printed on the box." She paused in her scolding of him. "Maybe we should stop playing."
He looked at her as if she just told him that he couldn't have a toy at the mall or was being punished because he was bad.
"Sorry Cynthia," he said. "Please don't stop. I still want to play the game."
She folded her hands and looked down at herself as if she was deep in thought or was praying.
"Forgetting who we are, this game is about pretending that we're someone else. Mother and son doesn't even come into play when playing The Pretend Game," she said unclasping her hands to speak with them. "Incestuous sex is not part of this game Jerry. Nasty, so very nasty, by not thinking of me as Cynthia and by thinking of me as your mother, then you're having sex with your mother instead of with your ex-wife."
He looked at her and smiled while nodding his head.
"I understand how to play the game now Cynthia," he said. "Shall we continue playing the game?"
To be continued...




        

  
    Mother & Son Celebrate Christmas Ch. 07
  
  Mother & Son Celebrate Christmas Ch. 07

        Not just playing a game, mom & son celebrate Xmas with sex.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mother-and-son-celebrate-christmas-ch-07

Title: Mother & Son Celebrate Christmas Ch. 07

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Not just playing a game, mom & son celebrate Xmas with sex.

Tags: christmas, taboo & forbidden, son and mother sex, sex with son, sex with mother, guilt & remorse, incest, incestuous, mother and son sex, game of pretend

Series: Mother & Son Celebrate Christmas


Warning: The Pretend Game is just a game of pretend. DO NOT PLAY THE PRETEND GAME AT HOME without professional supervision.
No characters in this story are underage. Mother is 49-years-old and her son is 28-years-old
*
Not just playing a game, mother and son celebrate Christmas by having sex.
Continuing the game of pretend, Janice leaned in to French kiss her son, Jerry. Giving him a motherly kiss was acceptable but French kissing her son with open mouths and probing tongues, while touching and feeling one another through their clothes, was a sexually scandalous and provocatively daring move to make. With incest taboo and forbidden, for the sake of having an incestuous relationship with her son, Janice now lost all sense and sensibilities in playing this game of pretend. Too surreally realistic in their lust for one another, no one in their right mind would ever believe that they could pretend enough to not realize that a mother was having sex with her son and a son was having sex with his mother. Thinking otherwise in seemingly believing that they were someone else, other than mother and son, was just a ruse that they both needed to play to play a game of pretend.
Equally as wicked in his lust for his mother as she was in her lust for her son, Jerry French kissed his mother while obviously pretending that she was Cynthia and Janice French kissed Jerry while not pretending that he was David but her son. Yet, as if both had lost their minds in their loneliness, their depravity, and their sexual attraction for one another, how far were they willing to go in their incestuous, sexual debauchery? Would they get naked? Would they lick, suck, and fuck one another? Would this sexual fantasy only be a onetime adventure or would this Christmas celebration develop into a mother and son sexual relationship that would span for years?
If they could pull this off by pretending that they were indeed someone else, what's so wrong with a mother making love to her son while pretending that he was her dead husband and a son making love to his mother while pretending that she was his ex-wife? If they could come together under the pretense of playing a game, wouldn't more mothers and sons explore the forbidden fruits of incest if playing The Game of Pretend was the way to do that without repercussions, without guilt, and without remorse? Maybe most mothers and sons who have incestuous sex don't have guilt or remorse.
Having no control over how they sexually feel about one another, maybe most mothers and sons who have had incestuous sex allow the sexual excitement to wash over them in the way that a wave washes over them at the shore. She wondered how many of her girlfriends lusted over their sons. She wondered how many of her girlfriends' sons lusted over their mothers. She wondered how many women she knew were already having sex with their sons. Having been happening for hundreds of years, a mother having sex with her son, surely, she wasn't the only one.
By playing pretend, and obviously unbeknownst to Jerry, this was his mother's justifiable way for her to have incestuous sex with her son without either of them having all of the guilt and remorse associated with such a forbidden relationship. By playing pretend, and obviously unbeknownst to Janice, maybe this was his justifiable way for him to have incestuous sex with his mother without him having all of the guilt and remorse associated with such a forbidden relationship. Pray tell, how else could two mature adults, who were mother and son and forbidden to do so by normalcy, by decency, and by society, explore one another's naked bodies while having sex with guilt free consciences?
Kissing and kissing one another without groping her breasts as he did before, Jerry now knew not to feel his mother's breast until she invited him to do so by the passion of her kisses or in this case, when she felt his cock through his jeans. Feeling him jump when she ran her hand across his bulging erection, she felt more than his cock when she felt her son's prick through his pants. She felt his surprise and she felt the hardening passion that swelled, throbbed, and pulsated in his pants for her. In the way that she was already so very wet for her son, her son was already so very hard for her.
Taking his growing erection in her hand through his pants, she fingered the head of his cock with her manicured fingers before squeezing it and kneading it in her hand as if she was rolling a fine, handmade, Cuban cigar. Responding to his mother's signals of her feeling his big prick, it was then and only then that he felt her large breasts through her blouse and bra while French kissing her. The more they played the pretend game and the more the pretend game progressed, the more they kissed, touched, and felt one another, and the more sexually excited they both became.
"Finger my nipples David," she whispered as if speaking to her long dead husband instead of her much alive son. "I like it when you finger my nipples though my blouse and bra while kissing me. It's been so long since you felt my tits," she said whispering what she wanted and what she needed in his ear.
Obviously with Janice in control of this mother and son sexual relationship, Jerry obeyed his mother. On the pretense of fingering Cynthia's nipples through her blouse and bra, he French kissed and French kissed his mother. With each kiss heightening their sexual passion, too late to turn back, there was no stopping their forbidden lust for one another.
"I love feeling your big tits Cynthia," he said feeling her big tits. "I love fingering your big nipples," he said pulling at the impressions her nipples made through her clothes to make them bigger and harder while staring down at them.
She looked down at his hands to watch him feel her tits and finger her nipples.
"Squeeze my tits David. I like it when you squeeze my tits," she said.
As if squeezing oranges for orange juice at breakfast, Jerry squeezed his mother's tits, no doubt, as if in the way that he'd squeeze Cynthia's tits. Squeezing one, he squeezed the other. Then, looking up at his mother before looking back down at her exposed breasts, he squeezed her tits again.
"How's that?"
He looked in her blue eyes before looking down at her breasts. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy, especially with her sitting there topless. By the fact that he was willing to have sex with his mother, he'd do anything to pleasure and or please his mother, even if it meant him squeezing her tits. Normally men revere and regard women's naked breasts with respect, lust, and desire and squeezing a woman's tits seemed against the natural order of all things sacred.
"Harder," she said. "Squeeze them harder. I like having my tits squeezed harder than that. Squeeze them as hard as you can."
As if his hands were a mammary gland machine during a breast exam or a vice on his work bench, obeying her wishes, he squeezed his mother's breasts harder while looking at his mother to see if he was hurting her.
"That's as hard as I can squeeze," he said. "I don't want to hurt you."
"I like having my tits squeezed by your strong hands," she said. "It feels good when you squeeze my tits like that David," she said. "Don't worry about hurting me. You won't hurt me."
Jerry looked at his mother as if she was weird and compared to most mothers who aren't sexually attracted to their sons, she was more than weird. Yet, so wasn't he weird for being so sexually attracted to his mother. She was as perversely perverted in the way that he was perversely perverted to participate in playing this game of pretend that was nothing more than a prelude to them having incestuous sex.
"I never knew any woman who liked having her tits squeezed," he said.
With both of them now playing the game, they allowed the game to naturally progress. Jerry started unbuttoning his mother's blouse one slow button at a time while looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before reaching his hand inside to feel her big tits through her bra. In the way that she couldn't believe he was feeling her naked breasts on his wedding day, temporarily forsaking Cynthia for her, she couldn't believe her son was back home with her now and feeling her breasts through her bra.
Feeling her bra clad breasts and fondling her boobs through her bra, he squeezed her big breasts while concentrating the touch of his fingertips to the impressions that her hard nipples made through her bra. Following her lead, when she showed sexual excitement to having her nipples fingered, he pulled her nipples out more through her bra with his thumb and index finger. With him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her bra, she felt his cock through his pants.
His cock felt so big. His cock felt so hard. She couldn't wait to see it, to touch it, and to stroke him to an even bigger and harder erection.
"You're making my nipples so big and so hard," she said looking down at the nickel sized impressions her nipples made in her bra before looking up at him.
Her sure sign that she was enjoying what he was doing to her nipples, she rewarded him with deep wet kissing while continuing to fondle his cock through his pants. A son having the horny courage to touch and feel his mother was one thing but a mother to not only welcome her son's sexual advances while touching and feeling her son too was something else entirely. Both wicked in the sexual desire for one another, taking two to play this game, this game of pretend wouldn't work if both mother and son weren't hot for one another.
"You do have huge nipples Cynthia," he said staying in character.
"Thank you," she said looking down at where he was touching her.
"You're nipples are so big and so hard," he said continuing to feel her tits through her bra while fingering her nipples.
"Take off my blouse David," she said.
Unbuttoning the last few buttons, he removed her blouse. Now with his mother sitting there in her bra and short skirt, his hands were all over his mother's big, bra clad breasts while kissing her. Touching the tops of her jiggling breasts through her bra, he felt and squeezed her tits while fingering her nipples before boldly sliding his horny hand inside of her bra cups to finger her naked nipple, first one and then the other.
"I love your big tits Cynthia. They feel so soft and yet so firm," he said. "I love your big nipples. They're so hard. May I remove your bra Cynthia?"
Interrupting her from her sexual trance while enjoying the sexual touches of her son, as if his question was a needle scratching across a phonograph album, she looked at him with shocked surprise.
"Pardon me for jumping out of character Jerry but you mustn't ask permission to remove a woman's bra," she said. "Especially when that woman is your mother and especially when we're in the middle of playing a game of pretend," she said scolding him as his mother and not as his ex-wife.
"Sorry," he said.
"You wait for the right moment, then when the time is right, you move your hand behind her and unhook her bra. Only, in this case," she said looking down at her bra before looking up at him to give him a sexy, little laugh, "I'm wearing a front snapping bra. While French kissing me and while feeling my tits and fingering my nipples through my bra, as if you're a safecracker opening a safe, stealthily unhook me," she said.
As if telling him the playground was open just for him and her fun bags had his name written all over them, he looked at his mother before looking down at her bra covered breasts with excited sexual anticipation.
"Okay. Got it Cynthia," he said returning back in character before kissing his mother and while feeling, fondling, and caressing his mother's big tits.
He concentrated on fingering her big nipples through her bra before reaching in front of her to unhook her bra while kissing her. Taking Cynthia's sexual excitement as his cue to continue fingering her nipples through her bra, he waited for the right moment when he obviously felt her passion match his. Then, as if untying the bow of an expensive Christmas package, he released her breasts by lifting one side of her bra. As if opening the gates to Heaven, as if Heavenly music was playing loud enough for both of them to hear, "Hallelujah!" her breasts were released. As if her bra was a Tiffany, blue box given to him, instead of to her on Christmas day, with two priceless jewels inside, he stared down at the sight of his mother's big tits.
"Do you like my tits David?"
She threw back her shoulders and puffed out her chest before looking down at where her son was staring before looking up at him.
"Do I like your tits? Is that a rhetorical question while digging for compliments," he said with a laugh. "Symmetrically perfect in every way, I absolutely love your tits," he said staring at her breasts.
"Thank you David," she said. "I love my breasts too," she said looking down at her breasts while cupping them in her hands before lifting them up as if offering him her tits to suck.
As if he couldn't believe his eyes and seemingly afraid to touch them, perhaps because what he was seeing may not be real but a dream or a sexual fantasy and fearing they may disappear, he never removed his eyes from her exposed breasts.
"You have beautiful breasts Cynthia."
Just as it obviously sexually excited her son to see his mother's naked breasts, it sexually excited her to show her son her naked breasts. In the way that it happened five, long years ago when he surprised her by walking in on her on his wedding day when she was topless and nearly naked but for her bikini panties, this day topped that day. Without having any of the pretenses of being embarrassed and/or trying to stop him from touching her and feeling her breasts, and without him tickling her as his excuse to touch and feel her big tits, she wanted him to have his wicked way with her boobs. A mother exposing her breasts to her son was just as naughty and nasty as a son staring, touching, and feeling at all that she was showing.
"Touch me David," she said leaning her breasts to his hand. "Feel my tits. Finger my nipples. You know you make me so wet when you touch me in that way."
Jerry was all over his mother's big tits. Touching them, feeling them, cupping them, holding them, caressing them, and squeezing them while staring at them and fingering her nipples, he was so very sexually excited just by having his horny way with her tits while kissing and kissing her. She wondered if he was so sexually excited touching and feeling her tits because he was pretending that they were Cynthia's tits or her tits, his mother's tits. In the way that she was so very sexually excited with him touching and feeling her breasts in such an inappropriate way, she's never felt as much sexual excitement with her husband that she now feels with her son. Just as she'd allow her son to do anything he wanted to do to her topless body, she'd do anything to pleasure and sexually satisfy her son.
"I love your big tits Cynthia. I love your big nipples," he said fingering them, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them while French kissing his mother. "You're nipples are so big. You're nipples are so hard," he said continuing to slide his palms across them while fingering them.
She couldn't wait for her son to suck her tits. She couldn't wait for him to take her nipples in his mouth. She couldn't wait to feel that sexual pleasure that she felt when her husband sucked her tits so very long ago.
"Suck my tits David. Take my nipples in your mouth," she said putting a gentle hand behind his neck when he leaned down to suck her tits. "Bite my nipples. It makes me hot to have my nipples nibbled."
Not wasting another second, Jerry took his mother's big nipples in his mouth, first one and then the other. Sucking her nipple, he gently bit her nipple while he fingered her other nipple. Going back and forth, from one to the other, he French kissed his mother in between sucking her tits. It wasn't as if mother and son were kissing, touching, fondling, and about to have sex, they were just playing a game.
Not to be outdone by her son, having her own fun, Janice felt Jerry's hardening prick through his pants before daring herself to unzip him. A huge tear in the fabric of decent society between the normal relations of a mother and her son, the sound of his zipper heralded a warning for her not to continue this lunacy and stop before having sex with her son. When pulling down his zipper as if in slow motion and as if parting the Red Sea, the sound of his zipper made a resounding noise as if there was a split and an incestuous divide between God and the Devil. As if she was reaching her hand in the mailbox to retrieve her mail or reaching through a porthole between Heaven and Hell, she reached her hand inside of his pants to feel his cock through his underwear.
If a mother feeling her son's cock through his pants wasn't enough, a long time coming, Janice always wanted to touch and feel Jerry's naked prick. Wondering if his cock was as big as his father's big prick, she couldn't wait to see his big prick, to stroke his stiff cock, and to suck her son's penis. If only he knew how hot she was for him and for his cock, long before playing this silly and transparent game of pretend, she wondered what he'd think of her. If only he knew that she didn't need a silly game of pretend to have sex with her son, she wondered if he'd still voluntarily and willingly have sex with her.
She wondered what his reaction would be to her not only putting her hand on his naked cock but also fondling his prick and stroking his dick before putting her mouth on his big prick to suck his cock. Would he want her to continue or would he ask her to stop a game that ultimately would end in them having sex? A son thinking of his mother naked while masturbating was one thing and a mother imagining having sex with her son was something else, but the two of them actually going through with this lunacy with the pretense of playing a silly game of pretend was just nuts. As long as he stayed in character in thinking that she was Cynthia instead of his mother, in the way he was so sexually excited over seeing, feeling, and sucking her tits, she imagined that once she started touching her son's prick that he'd definitely want her to continue playing the game.
Having imagined holding his cock in her hand so very many times before while masturbating herself, she couldn't wait to touch him. She couldn't wait to fondle his cock with her fingertips while staring at his big prick and watching him harden in her hand. She couldn't wait to wrap her fingers around his stiff prick and stroke him. She couldn't wait to take his hard dick in her mouth while looking up at him with her big, blue eyes and while sucking him. She couldn't wait for him to put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head while he ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she swallowed him.
A mother doing everything for her son, even sucking and fucking him would be his just reward for sexually satisfying her. Feeling the sexual sensation as if her husband was back in bed with her again, she could only imagine what it would feel like to have her son's huge monster of a cock inside of her pussy. Having been so long since she had sex with anyone but with her own hand and fingers, she's been dreaming and sexually fantasizing over this moment for years. Taking it slow and not wanting to rush the first time touching, feeling, and seeing his cock, she teased the head of his prick through his underwear with her fingertips. As much as it obviously sexually aroused him for her to touch him through his pants and fondle him through his underwear, it sexually aroused her too.
After all the months and years she's masturbated while imagining touching her son's cock, she couldn't believe that she was touching her son's cock now. Feeling his cock through his underwear, the more that she fondled his stiff prick with her fingertips, the bigger and harder it became. While kissing him and kissing him, the more she felt his cock through his underwear, the more that he fingered and sucked her nipples, and the more sexually excited they both became. She couldn't wait to remove his cock from his pants. She couldn't wait to see him and stare at him before wrapping her fingers around him.



"I love sucking your big tits. I love your hand feeling my prick Cynthia," he said whispering the lust that he had for her in her ear in the way that she had been whispering the lust that she had for him in his ear too.
Aroused by the provocativeness of his words, she rejoiced over his words that her son loves sucking her big tits. She was more than sexually encouraged that her son loves her hand feeling his stiff prick. Things that a son should never say to his mother, instead of being revolted and/or disgusted, she swooned at all that her son sexually said to her. She continued fondling her son's cock through his underwear while he continued French kissing her, feeling her tits, and fingering her nipples. Now or never, down and dirty, it was time to get real.
"Take off your pants David," she said whispering in his ear.
Something that most mothers would and should never say to their sons, unless they're sick with a fever or on fire, shocking even herself by blurting out such an inappropriate request, she found the courage and was sexually excited enough to ask Jerry to remove his pants. Perhaps, had they not been playing a pretend game, she never would have asked her son to remove his pants. If only to prove to herself that she wasn't dreaming this and/or sexually fantasizing this, she needed to see her son's prick. The point of no return, she couldn't wait for the moment that she not only saw her son's prick but also touched, felt, fondled, and stroked her son's prick before sucking and fucking his prick.
Briefly before discounting the thought, she wondered what happened in her life to make her so sexually attracted to her son. Briefly before discounting that thought too, she wondered what she did wrong to make her son so sexually attracted to her. Yet, whether something happened to her and/or something that she did to him, what did it matter? She was in the moment now, something she'll never, ever forget, the day she had sex with her son.
"Okay," he said standing to kick off his shoes.
"Show me your cock," she said as if he was a CFNM stripper and she was an impatient, inebriated customer ready to put a dollar bill in his G-string. "I want to touch you, feel you, and fondle you," she said while watching him remove his pants. "It's been such a long time since I felt your big, hard prick in my hot, horny hand David," she said while pretending to stay in character.
Immediately obeying his mother, Jerry removed his pants. Then, as if removing the shroud from a realistically lifelike sculpture of a naked man on display at an art gallery, he removed his underwear too. Standing before his mother nearly naked but for his short tee shirt and with his erect cock proudly displayed, he stepped closer to her as she leaned forward. As if she was a female doctor, an urologist, and he was being examined, he watched his mother stare at his cock without touching it in the way that he stared at her breasts without touching them at first.
Pulsating and throbbing, his naked cock dared his mother to do more than just stare. Teasing her with his hard prick in the way she teased him with her naked breasts, his exposed prick gave her a sexy, penile dance to tempt her to touch him. Jerry's stiff prick dared his mother to feel him and take him in her hand to fondle him and stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him and before taking him in her pussy to fuck him. Obviously, just by the sexually deranged look on his face, in the way that he couldn't wait to feel and suck his mother's naked breasts, he couldn't wait for her to feel and suck his naked cock. Tits for cock and balls, in the way that Jerry stared at his mother's naked breasts, Janice stared at her son's naked cock and balls.
As convolutedly confusing but absolutely necessary to continue the pretense while playing the game, he pretended that she was Cynthia and she deceived him into thinking that she believed that he was David. Yet, in the way that it excited her more to have sex with her son than with her husband, she wondered if it would excite him more to believe that he was having sex with his mother instead of his ex-wife. Seemingly a mother having sex with her son and a son having sex with his mother was forbidden and so wrong. Yet, in the course of just playing a game while pretending that they were someone else, her ruse was working.
Nevertheless the success of the game, she wished she could end the game while continuing to have sex with her son as his mother instead of as his bitch of a cougar, ex-wife. Stopping the pretense, she'd love for him to call her Janice, Mom, or mother while sucking her tits and fingering her pussy. Further sexually intensifying the game under the realities of incest, instead of under the guise of playing pretend, she'd love to call him Jerry or son while she played with his cock. Only with incestuous sex too dangerous a thing to do when not playing the game of pretend, pretending seemed to be the best and only way for them to get what they both so wanted without experiencing all the guilt and having remorse later. Maybe later, with both of them good with continuing an incestuous relationship, they wouldn't even have to play game of pretend for them to have sex.
"What do you think of my cock Cynthia," he said addressing her as his ex-wife while still playing his role in The Pretend Game.
She stared down at his exposed prick in the way that he stared down at her exposed breasts. Sexually excited, she stared at her son's cock in the way that a mother should never stare at her son's cock. Filled with sexual arousal, especially when with the thoughts of her pussy filled with him, she couldn't wait to let her son know what she really thought of his cock.
"You have a beautiful prick David," she said. "May I touch you?"
With her outstretch hand poised at the ready to wrap her fingers around his stiff prick, she waited for his invitation to touch him.
"Of course, being that you're my wife," he said watching his mother reach out her hand to touch him. "My cock is your cock," he said with a laugh.
Doing more than just touching him, she felt him, fondled him, and slowly stroked him while staring up at him to watch his reaction to his mother seeing and feeling his cock. Staring down at her hand, he watched her stroke his cock as if watching her having her way with his cock was his sexually fantasy too. While watching her stroking his cock, he reached his hand down and forward to feel her exposed breasts and finger her nipples.
"It's been so long since I sucked you," she said as if speaking to her deceased husband David. She looked up at him with her big, blue eyes to make eye contact with him before asking his permission for her to suck him. "May I take you in my mouth?"
Playing her game by teasing him with questions that she obviously knew the answers to, being that this was the game that she played with herself when masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with her son, she enjoyed this part of the game.
"Yes, of course you may suck me. I can't wait for you to take me in your mouth Cynthia. I can't wait for you to blow me," he said stepping closer to her.
Staring at his cock while stroking him and looking up at him, Janice teased her son by delaying the sensation of her taking him in her mouth. Enjoying the reality of the moment, not wanting to rush a thing, she took her sweet time with feeling his hard dick in her hand. Then leaning forward, she kissed his cock before flicking out her tongue to lick his cock while still staring up at him to see his reaction to her motherly tongue having her wicked way with his cock. Staring from her beautiful face to stare at her mouth and at her tongue licking his cock, he watched her as if he was a man having sex for the first time.
Teasing him by kissing his cock and licking his cock while gently cupping his testicles with one hand and stroking with her other hand, she made slow, sweet, oral love to his prick. In the way that she sucked her husband so very many times before, she took the head of her son's cock in her mouth and sucked him in the way that no mother should ever suck her son. Sucking him deeper while stroking him faster, with her tongue twirling around the head of his cock and flicking at his pee-hole, she continued sucking him deeper and stroking him faster.
"As much as I'm enjoying sucking your cock, I'd rather you strip me naked and eat my pussy, before making love to me," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "Maybe we should continue our little game of pretend in my bedroom."
As if talking to her lover instead of her son, she was so inappropriately brazen with her sexual lust for her son. By pushing all of his buttons by spending time with his cock and with him responding in kind by giving as much attention to her tits as she gave to his prick, she punctuated their sexual time together by talking dirty to him and he followed suit.
"As much as I'm enjoying having you suck my cock, I'd like very much to strip you naked and eat your pussy Cynthia," he said. "Yes, we should adjourn to your bedroom where we'd be more comfortable."
To be continued...
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*
Going where no mother should ever go with her son and no son should ever go with his mother, Janice and Jerry celebrate Christmas by having sex and cumming together.
Feeling good but not drunk, with both of them a little tipsy from having a few drinks of their holiday cheer, a 25-year-old bottle of single malt scotch, Jerry reached down to help his mother stand from the couch. As soon as she stood, he gathered her up in his arms and kissed her as if she really was his ex-wife, Cynthia. He gave her a long, wet kiss, a kiss that no son should ever give his mother and a kiss that no mother should ever return the passion of her son.
For a mother to French kiss her son and for a son to French kiss his mother, the prelude to them having incestuous sex, was unacceptably forbidden. Yet, French kissing one another and even having sex with one another was acceptable so long as they continued playing the game of pretend. With Jerry pretending that his mother was Cynthia, his ex-wife and Janice pretending that her son was his deceased father, David, pretending that they were someone else was pivotally key to them having sex, so long as they played the game of pretend. Without playing the pretend game, Janice would be just another mother having sex with her son and Jerry would be just another son having sex with his mother.
Yet when playing such a dangerously dirty, decadent, degenerate game of debauchery, it was impossibly difficult to remain in character, especially when the participants in the game are mother and son. Perhaps, no longer playing the game, no longer in character, and no longer pretending that his mother was his ex-wife, Jerry kissed her in the way that a son lusting over his mother would kiss his mother. Perhaps, no longer playing the game, no longer in character, and no longer pretending that her son was her deceased husband, she kissed her son in the way that a mother lusting over her son would kiss her son.
Yet, unbeknownst to Jerry, never in character while pretending that her son was her ex-husband, David, Janice was guilty of cheating at the pretend game that she created. Truth be told, the whole game was devised as her ruse to have sex with her son. Unable to tell, perhaps her son wasn't pretending either and this was his ruse to have sex with his mother.
In her defense, how could she pretend her son was someone else when she was having so much fun in having foreplay with her son? For all that she knew, in the way that she was enjoying having foreplay with her son instead of pretending to have foreplay with her deceased husband, Jerry may not have been pretending to have foreplay with his ex-wife but with his mother instead. Regardless, while pretending to pretend, whether either of them were pretending or not, they both still needed to remain in character for the sake of playing the pretend game. Regardless, pretending or not and remaining in character or not, the bottom line is that Janice found a way, a loophole, if you will, to have sex with her son without the associated guilt and/or remorse. Moreover, perhaps by taking his lead from his mother, her son found his loophole to for him to have sex with his mother too without having the associated guilt and/or remorse.
He gave her a deep wet, soulful kiss, something she's always imagined him surprising her in doing. Then, as if raising the curtain in a stripper's show, he lifted the back of her short skirt. With her panty clad ass exposed to his horny hands, he squeezed her shapely butt through her bikini panties. Feeling her firm, round buttocks while kissing and kissing her, with her enjoying the sensation of his hands as much as he obviously was, she made no attempt to move his hand away from her ass.
Even though they were playing The Game of Pretend, a son French kissing his mother was one thing but a son lifting his mother's short skirt to have his horny way with her panty clad ass was something else entirely. No doubt about it and with all the pretenses put aside, in the way that she wanted to have sex with him, he wanted to have sex with her. No turning back now, as if they were just another man and woman instead of mother and son, with her not trying to save her dignity, self-respect, and/or her modesty, this was the prelude to them going all the way and having sex.
With her already topless and her nipples already hard and erect, Janice wrapped her arms around her son's neck as soon as she stood and pressed her naked breasts against his muscular, tee shirt clad chest while leaning her head back to French kiss him. Then, as if her son was her deceased husband and she was his ex-wife, she did something that a mother should never do with her son unless they were playing the game of pretend. With him already naked below the waist, ever so gently, she reached down to cup his big balls in her small hand before wrapping her manicured fingers around his cock to stroke him.
Lovingly, affectionately, endearingly, and in the way that only a mother can fondle her son's big prick, she continued to slowly stroke him while fondling the head of his cock with her fingertips. He was so hard and just feeling his prick in her hand made her so wet. She couldn't wait to feel him inside of her humping her, making love to her, and fucking her. With one hand squeezing her ass and his other hand squeezing her breast, while she continued stroking her son's cock, she couldn't wait to suck him. She couldn't wait for him to lick her. She couldn't wait to get him in bed and make love to him before fucking him.
Kissing and kissing her, he felt and cupped her ass through her panties, while having his horny way with her tits. Feeling her everywhere in the way that she imagined he'd touch and feel her in her sexual dreams about him, a longtime sexual fantasy finally becoming her reality, she couldn't believe they were about to have sex. Playing with his cock while he felt and kissed her, she could tell by the hardness of his prick and by the passion of his kisses that this was no game of pretend for him. In the way that she was kissing and feeling him not as her dead husband but as her son, she couldn't help but wonder if he was kissing and feeling her not as his ex-wife but as his mother. Sex, sex, sex, forbidden sex and incestuous sex, just as it was so wrong for a son to lust over his mother it was worse for a mother to lust over her son.
She wondered how many mothers lusted over their sons and how many sons lusted over their mothers. She wondered how many mothers relented to the temptation and had sex with their sons. She wondered how many sons forced their mothers to have sex with them. Yet, under the pretense of playing the game of pretend, she was finally able to get what she wanted for so long and he was able to get all that he seemingly desired.
In the sexually heated way that she felt now when ready to make love to her son, so long as they believed that they were only playing the game of pretend, she didn't see anything wrong with what they were doing. Even without the pretenses of playing the game, not understanding why it was so forbidden to have incestuous sex with her son and for him to have incestuous sex with his mother, they were just two people coming together for comfort and for love. Even if those two people are mother and son, especially if those two people are mother and son, coming together for comfort and for love, even if their relationship included incestuous sex, incestuous sex can't be all bad.
A longtime sexual fantasy come true, one that she had when masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with her son for years, this was the best Christmas she could have asked to have. Having her son sexually was the best Christmas gift that he could have given her and seemingly by his favorable response, her having sex with her son was the best Christmas gift that she could have given him. Just as she wanted to make this a sexual memory for him, she wanted him to make this a sexual memory for her too. Once in a lifetime, a sexual memory they both shall have for the rest of their lives, seizing the moment by enjoying their brief time together, they may never come together quite like this again.
Her longtime sexual fantasy of him pushing up against her and lifting up her skirt to dry hump her while she stood at the kitchen sink washing dishes, as he felt her tits through her blouse and bra, was nearly realized with this affectionate, sexual moment. In the way that he had lifted her short skirt to touch, feel, and squeeze her panty clad ass, she had imagined him doing this nearly every time she masturbated. While masturbating herself with the thoughts of him kissing and kissing her, touching her, and feeling her, she still had so many sexual fantasies that she had left to explore with her son. Yet, with him ready and willing to have sex with her now, all of her sexual fantasies have suddenly become her reality.
In case this was the only sexual time they'd come together as man and woman instead of as mother and son, she wanted to do everything she had fantasized doing with him. In the way that he was giving her sexual pleasure now, she wanted to give him some sexual pleasure too. Giving him sexual pleasure that of course included a release and a relief of the sexual tension that they she felt now and assuredly that he felt too was something that she's always sexually fantasized doing. As if she was a ten thousand dollar call girl paid to give her client an around the world trip, in case they never had sex again, she wanted to have lasting memories if only to masturbate over later.
Then, when he moved his fingers between her legs from behind to touch her where he's never touched her before and where no son should ever touch his mother, forgetting her fantasy for a moment, she gasped with the erotic pleasure and sexual desire for her son. With her skirt still bunched up around her waist, while still kissing and kissing her, he moved his hands to the front of her to feel her tits again. He fingered, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples before moving his hand down the front of her to her panty clad pussy. An incestuous line that no son should ever cross, her son was about to touch her pussy, albeit through her panties. In the way that he was already so very hard for her, she was already so very wet for him. She couldn't wait to feel his finger touching her, feeling her, and probing her even if it was only through her panties.
In the way that she reached her hand inside of his pants to feel his cock through his underwear, he returned the favor and felt his mother's cunt through her panty. As if it all happened in slow motion, a memory she'll never forget, he cupped her pussy in his hand through her white, bikini panty. She wondered if he could feel how wet she was. She was so very wet.
A daringly and sexually suggestive move on his part, with no more pretenses or doubts about it, she couldn't believe it when he stuck his hand down inside of her panty to cup her bare pussy in his palm. Oh my God, she thought she was going to faint when she felt his hand feeling her pubic hair. Her son was cupping her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. In the way that she was still holding onto his cock, her son had her pussy in the palm of his hand. Already so wet for him, hoping he'd penetrate her and wiggle a finger inside of her, yet not wanting him to rush things, she was glad when he didn't impale her with his finger.
For the time being, it was enough that he felt her cunt. Her cunt, her son felt and cupped her cunt. Now with her sexual fantasy assuredly becoming more of her sexual reality, she couldn't believe that he touched her cunt.
Not usually using that word, she always found that word offense. Never liking that word especially when used in reference to her, now that she was with her son, that word sexually excited her. When thinking of her son touching, feeling, and cupping her cunt in the way that she touched, felt, and cupped his cock and his testicles, her son wanted his mother enough to not only allow her to stroke his cock but also to stick his horny hand down her panty.
* * * * *
With Janice topless and Jerry bottomless, they escorted one another to her bedroom. Feeling the need to preserve her modesty for some reason, totally out of character as Cynthia, rather than flashing her son her pussy, Janice fluffed down her short skirt before spreading her legs to climb on her bed. She made herself comfortable while propping up her pillows behind her head and back to watch her son having his wicked, incestuous way with her nearly naked body. In the way that her son stared at her naked breasts on his wedding day when he barged in her bedroom while she was dressing and was topless, he stared at her exposed tits now. A continuation of what may have transpired before had he not married that bitch of a cougar and disappeared to California for five years, this is where they left off when he left her, his mother, for Cynthia.
Yet, different then than now, she wasn't feebly trying to prevent him from seeing her breasts by hiding them with her hands and forearm or thwarting his hands from touching and feeling her big tits by twisting and turning away from him. Now with him wanting her as much as she wanted him, whatever he wanted to do with his mother's nearly naked body was okay with her. With no more pretenses, other than staying in character for the sake of playing the game that they both needed to play, they were both ready to have incestuous sex. It was okay for them to have sex, even incestuous sex, so long as they remained in character while pretending to be someone else.
Once inside his mother's bedroom, as if he had never been with a woman before, even though he surely has been with plenty of women, including his ex-wife, he was seemingly enamored with her nearly naked body. Maybe because she was his mother instead of his ex-wife that her nakedness so commanded his attention and his focused his stare. In the way that the sex was much more exciting for her when having sex with her son, she wondered if the sex was much more exciting for him to have sex with his mother. Seemingly as if this was part of his sexually fantasy too, instead of groping her in the way that he did on his wedding day, he took his time in the way that she hoped he would.
* * * * *
Jerry felt his mother's silky, smooth, shaved legs before lifting the front of her short skirt higher to expose her white, bikini panties to his horny eyes. He seemed just as sexually excited to expose her panty as she was sexually excited to be so exposed. Now with him in control of her, obviously he took great pleasure in exposing her panties to him in the way she had always exposed her panties to him when flashing him. As if she was lying there flashing her son her panties, something that she routinely did as her way of sexually teasing him and arousing him for her to masturbate over later, he was now flashing his mother's panties to himself.
Then, moving her legs apart by her ankles, as if she was a sexy Japanese woman cornered on a crowded commuter train, he stuck a horny hand between her legs and cupped her pussy through her panty again in the way he did before. Only this time, with his touch more deliberate than delicate, violating her as if she was some whore that he sexually assaulted in a dark alley instead of her being his mother, his fingers were more probing and more demanding of her. It was obvious to her by his touches that he wanted her as much as she wanted him. Ready to do anything and everything that he wanted her to sexually do, she was his to take.
"David," she gasped when he slowly slid his index finger along her panty clad slit and pressed down. "You're making me so very wet." Instead of looking at him with motherly love, she looked at him with sexual passion in her eyes. "I love it when you tease my pussy through my panty with your finger."
Taking her sexual hint to action, he continued tracing her pussy slit through her panty with added pressure to his finger. As if he was feeling his girlfriend's or his ex-wife's pussy, he felt his mother's mound of trimmed, blonde, pubic hair through her panty. Then, gently and slowly as if removing an expensive, Christmas, gift wrapping paper that he wanted to save from a package without ripping it, Jerry slowly removed her short skirt to expose her white, bikini panties and her shapely thighs to his horny eyes. Nearly naked again but for her white, bikini panties, Jerry stared at his mother in the way that he stared at her on his wedding day five years ago when he tickled her as his pretense to touch, feel, and fondle her big tits. Now totally vulnerable, ready and willing to have sex with her son in the way that he seemingly was ready and willing to have sex with his mother five years ago, obviously he wanted her now as much as she had always wanted him.
As if she was about to run a marathon and as if giving his mother a leg massage, he gently and slowly ran his hands up and down her smooth legs while feeling them and kneading them. In the way that Fitch, played by Bryan Brown, gave Nina, played by Mimi Rogers, a full body massage in the aptly named movie Full Body Massage, Jerry massaged his mother's nearly naked body. With her son's hands touching and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother, she wondered what her dead husband would say if he was here to see this. Would he berate her and his son for having forbidden sex or would he sit in the corner and masturbate himself while watching his son have incestuous sex with his mother?
In the way that Ray Aibelli, played by Jeremy Davies, massaged Alberta Watson's legs, when playing Susan Aibelli, Ray's mother, in Spanking the Monkey, from ankles to knees and from knees to thighs, he continued her sexy leg massage while stopping just short of her crotch. Teasing her sexually while rubbing her legs, he felt her legs and massaged her legs as if he had been dreaming and sexually fantasizing about feeling and massaging his mother's legs in such a forbidden way before. With his touches making her so relaxed, albeit sexually aroused and wet, ready to have deep, penetrating sex with her son, Janice was enthralled with her son touching and feeling her in such an inappropriate way.
* * * * *
As if posing her for a sexy, X-rated photo shoot, something that most sons are not only forbidden to see and but also forbidden to fully appreciate, he spread her legs more to stare at her panty clad pussy. In complete compliance to whatever he wanted to sexually do with her, she raised her knees to give him an even better look. Then, falling between her spread legs for a much closer look of her pussy, he touched, fingered, licked, and even playfully bit her pussy through her panty. While having his wicked way with her panty clad pussy, he looked up at her to see her reaction to what he was doing in the way she looked up at him when his cock was buried in her mouth.
Finally, moving to his knees and as if squeezing out a royal, straight flush at a poker table, he ever so slowly slid his mother's panties down to expose her pussy before sliding them down to her ankles and removing them. Naked, naked, naked, if he was still pretending while playing the game of pretend, his ex-wife, Cynthia, was naked. Naked, naked, naked, if not still pretending while playing the game of pretend, his mother, Janice was naked. Nirvana, something so forbidden yet something so beautiful, ready for him to finger, lick, and fuck, his mother's cunt glistened in the dim nightlight of her bedroom.
Something he's never seen before, no doubt, obviously in the way that he was looking at her now, as if she was his precious gift given to him by an Arabian Sultan, he's imagined her naked before. In the way that she's masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with him, for him to stare at her in the way that he was staring at her now, obviously he's masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with her before. Now that she was naked and her pussy was so clearly exposed, as if examining her and studying her to see from whence he emerged twenty-eight years ago, he spread her legs again as if he was going to mount her to make love to her. In the way that Janice returned her son's stare and cooperated in her movements with his every touch, she was just as sexually excited to show her son her pussy as her son was sexually excited to see her pussy.



With his mother showing her son lots of wet, pretty pick, she couldn't wait for him to touch her, finger her, lick her, eat her, and fuck her. If it wasn't enough for her son to have his wicked way with her breasts, she couldn't believe that he was having his wicked way with her pussy. Albeit under the guise and pretenses of playing a silly game of pretend, this was a long time sexual fantasy that took five years and a look-a-like wife for him to divorce for him to finally be with his mother.
Having her son naked with her while she was naked too, was the best Christmas gift that he could have ever given her. As if having an out of body experience, she watched him stare at her naked body before he focused his stare on her cunt. In the way that her husband looked at her when sexually wanting her, and in the way that she stared at her son's cock, not only was her son seeing her naked for the first time but also he was staring at her cunt.
His mother's cunt, wicked in her sexual desire for her son, she couldn't believe she was so bold to show him her pussy up close and personal. Sniffing, kissing, and licking her trimmed, blonde pubic haired pussy, he traced her naked slit with his finger. Oh my God, if it wasn't enough that she was so exposed to Jerry, she couldn't believe that her son was touching and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. As evidenced by his kisses, his touches, and his stares, as wicked in her sexual desire for him, seemingly he showed even more sexual desire for her. With one encouraging and inflaming the other, they were both more than willing to continue to play the game of pretend. Now, even more than before, she couldn't wait for him to give her an orgasm with his fingers and tongue.
Parting her pussy lips by slowly sliding a gentle but firm finger inside of her, he gently impaled his mother with a long, stiff, index finger. Feeling his finger probing her while slowly and gently finger fucking her, no longer just a sexual fantasy, she couldn't believe that her son's finger was finally inside of her. Probing her deeper while wiggling his finger, as if his finger was his cock and not just a sexually fantasy, she couldn't believe that her son was finally fucking her with his finger. Because she was deceiving herself under the pretense of just playing a game, she didn't even concern herself with what kind of mother would have sex with her son and what kind of son would have sex with his mother.
* * * * *
She thought of all the sexual scenarios she had over the years of a burglar holding her and her son at gunpoint and, after she sexually pleasured the burglar, she imagined him forcing her to have sex with her son. She imagined traveling to some foreign country with her son and after being kidnapped, being forced to not only sexually pleasure her kidnappers but also being forced to sexually satisfy her son. She imagined being held hostage in a holdup at a restaurant or a department store and when the robbers discovered that they were mother and son, they forced them to have sex with one another. Imagining being trapped in a vault during a bank robbery or an elevator stuck in a deserted high tower building for the weekend, thinking they were going to die, she imagined a sexy scenario where they were both so afraid that they comforted one another's fear with sex.
In the way that he finally did on his wedding day, she masturbated later over the outrageously sexy thoughts of her son coming into her bedroom while she was dressing and forcing her to have sex with him. She's imagined him climbing into bed with her while she was sleeping and forcing her to have sexual intercourse with him. She's imagined him coming into the bathroom naked while she was showering and flinging back the shower curtain to expose his naked body to her and to stare at her naked body before climbing in the shower with her. Then, no taking no for an answer, she imagined him forcing her to her knees to suck him before pushing her up against the wet, tile wall to fuck him. She's even imagined them being trapped in a cabin that was covered by an avalanche or in a car broken down by the side of a deserted road. Sleeping together to keep warm, with one touch leading to another, she imagined them having sex while she masturbated with her dildo and vibrator over the sexy thoughts of having sex with him.
* * * * *
With a gush of sexual arousal, such erotic excitement that she hasn't felt in years, she was so very hot for him. She was so very wet for him. Then, doing what no son should ever do with his mother, he leaned down to lick her while fingering her. Her dream come true, something that she's long imagined and masturbated over, Jerry's face was buried in her soaking, wet pussy. With her vaginal secretions all over his face and tongue, she couldn't wait to kiss him, French kiss him.
"Oh, David," said Janice remaining in character while pretending that he was her husband instead of her son.
In the way that a man puts a hand behind a woman's head when she's sucking him, she pulled his face more into her pussy by his hair. Then, laying back to enjoy the sexual moment, she ran her fingers through his thick, blonde hair in the way she used to do with his father when he was going down on her.
"I love eating your pussy Cynthia," he said.
I love having you eat my pussy she thought to say but, not wanting to push her luck and have him change his mind if realizing what nasty thing he was about to do, she didn't say anything. With her son's face plastered against her cunt, she didn't want to awaken him from her sexual fantasy and his sexually reality by the stark realization that he was eating his mother's pussy instead of his ex-wife's pussy.
"Lick me. Eat me. Stick your fingers inside of me," she said whispering her lust for him in his ear. "Make me your woman. Make me your bitch," she said humping his fingers with her hips while he finger fucked and licked his mother.
"You are my beautiful woman. You are my sexy bitch," he said pausing in licking her to speak.
She wondered if he was thinking of his ex-wife or of her, his mother, when saying that she was his beautiful woman and his sexy bitch. Hoping he was thinking of her instead of his ex-wife, it made her even more sexually excited when she thought that he knew that he was having sex with her, his mother, instead of with Cynthia, his ex-wife.
"Don't talk. Just lick," she said pushing her son's head down. "Give me an orgasm. Make me cum," she said while wishing she could refer to herself as Janice, Mom, mother, or Mommy, instead of as Cynthia.
She hated that bitch for stealing her son from her. A real cougar, who took advantage of her son, obviously he chose Cynthia only because he wanted to have sex with his mother. When Cynthia discovered her son's agenda in wanting to have sex with his mother, she should have put an end to their May/December romance. If only by the mere, telling fact that they looked so much alike, like identical, twin sisters, Cynthia should have called off the wedding as any respectable woman would.
After masturbating so very long and so very hard over the thoughts of this day, Janice couldn't believe that her son was licking her pussy while eating her pussy and finger fucking her pussy. In the way that he was sexually satisfying her, she couldn't wait to sexually satisfy him. In the way that he had stripped her naked, she couldn't wait to strip him naked too.
"I love your pussy Cynthia. You're so wet. You're so very wet. I can't wait to stick my cock inside of you," he said lifting his head and pausing with licking her to talk dirty to her.
She looked down at him with sexual excitement before looking at him with love.
"Oh David," she said stroking his hair. "I can't wait for you to make love to me."
While continuing to lick her, he reached his hands up to feel her breasts and finger her nipples.
"I can't wait to make love to you before fucking you hard and fucking you deep," he said reaching up to fondle her big breasts and finger her erect nipples while licking her and eating her.
She couldn't believe how sexually excited she had become so fast. What took her husband a long time to get her off with his fingers and mouth, her son's fingers and tongue was arousing her instantly. Maybe because she waited so long to have sex with her son in the way that she waited so long to have sex with her husband that first time until their Honeymoon, the sexual arousal was in the waiting.
"I'm going to cum," she said softly and so matter of fact as if saying that she was going shopping for food. "Don't stop David. Lick me faster and finger me deeper, just don't stop. Fuck me with your long, stiff fingers while licking me."
Her sexual fantasy come true, she couldn't believe her son was licking her pussy. Now that he was giving her so very much pleasure, she couldn't wait to suck his cock.
"I love eating you Cynthia. I love licking your pussy," said Jerry again.
With her son licking and licking her while fingering her, she felt a wave of sexually pleasure overwhelm her, far greater than she ever felt with her husband. Something she could never match when masturbating herself with her vibrator and/or dildo, her son was doing with his tongue and fingers. When she could no longer hold back, as if grabbing the reins of a runaway horse, Janice grabbed two handfuls of her son's hair and pulled. Then, as if she was having a seizure from an Epileptic fit, repressing a loud scream, she tightened her long legs and arched the small of her back to let out a long groan of pleasure.
"Oh, my God. That was unbelievable. That was so unbelievable," she said laying there in bliss. "Never have I experienced and orgasm so powerful," she said and meaning it.
Jerry wiped his face with the back of his hand before moving up to French kiss his mother. Kissing and kissing one another, he felt her tits and fingered her nipples before sucking them again.
"Did you cum Cynthia?"
Enveloped in the afterglow of sex after not having sex for so long, with her son her sexual angel, she was in Heaven. If it was her time to go, she could die in peace now and without regrets. Not only has her son seen her naked but also her son just gave her an orgasm while eating her pussy. How hot is that?
"Did I cum? Oh, my God, David, of course, I had an orgasm. Didn't you feel me?"
She was still quivering in the afterglow of sex.
"I felt you pull my hair," he said rubbing his head and laughing.
She lovingly flattened his hair down with her hands.
"Sorry for pulling your hair but that was the best sex you've ever given me," she said still staying in character as if he was her husband instead of her son. "Give me your cock. I can't wait to feel you in my pussy. I need to suck you to a harder erection before you stick that monster inside of me, that is, if you want to make love to me."
A mother seducing her son over the pretense of playing a game, she looked down at him while expecting him to reject her and he looked at her as if she was nuts. After he ate her pussy and gave her an orgasm, how could she even ask him if he still wanted to make love to her but she did? Obvious in the way that he was looking at her, of course he still wanted to make love to her. In the way that he was staring at her with lustful desire, obviously, he couldn't wait to make love to her.
"What? If I want to make love to you? I can't believe you said that to me," he said making a sour face. "Of course I want to make love to you," he said. "I can't wait to make love to you again Cynthia," he said staying in character and pretending that she was his ex-wife instead of his mother.
"Good. Then, let me suck you first David," she said she said pretending to stay in character too. "I want to see how hard I can make you."
Jerry moved higher up on the bed to position his pelvis by his mother's mouth. Wasting no time staring at him or at his cock, as if she was a crack head giving him a quickie, ten dollar blowjob, immediately she took him in her hand before taking him in her mouth. Unlike a crack head and more like a ten thousand dollar call girl, she sucked him with loving desire while stroking him. Giving him a better blowjob than any call girl could give him for any amount, no contest, being that she was his mother, she instinctively and intuitively knew how to sexually pleasure her son.
As soon as he was as hard as he needed to be, she was ready for him to make love to her. Only, so enjoying sucking her son, she couldn't stop sucking him. Not having had a cock in her mouth since her husband died and knowing full well that this was her son's cock that she was sucking, she was so enjoying sucking her son's big prick.
"No, please, don't. Oh my God, that's enough. Wow! I don't believe this," he said pulling away from her. "If you suck me anymore, I'm going to cum in your mouth."
Reluctantly she released her son from her mouth to stare up at him with her big, blue eyes while still continuing to hold his stiff cock while kissing his prick, licking his prick, and gently stroking his prick. She put his hand on her breast and immediately, he began fingering her hard, erect nipples.
"You say that as if there's something wrong with you cumming in my mouth," she said staring up at him as if she was a wicked whore of a wench instead of his loving, self-sacrificing mother.
"Sorry, that's not what I meant. It's just that—" he said unable to finish his thoughts when his mother took him in her mouth again.
Obviously adding to his sexual excitement, he looked down at her while she stared up at him.
"I don't mind if you cum in my mouth," she said kissing his cock. "I'd love for you to cum in my mouth," she said licking his cock while giving him the eye. "Don't you want to cum in my mouth?"
Briefly, sucking him deeper and stroking him faster, she took him in her mouth again.
"Of course but—"
She continued licking his cock and stroking his prick while giving him such a sexy look that no man would refuse cumming in her mouth, especially if that man was her son.
"Don't you want to watch me swallow your cum after I lick your balls?" Teasing him, while staring up at him, she licked his balls.
"Oh, God," he said while watching her lick his balls. "Yes, I do but—"
With his entire cock disappearing in her mouth and down her throat, she deep throated his cock before she licked and sucked his cock. Then, taking his cock deeper in her mouth again, with his hard, hairy cock buried in his mother's mouth, she stared up at him before removing his cock from her mouth to speak.
"Pardon?" She laughed. "What were you saying? Sorry. I didn't hear you with my mouth being so full."
Then, when he still didn't answer her, she took him in her mouth again and sucked him while stroking him. Still kissing and licking his cock, she stared up at him while he stared down at her.
"Oh, my God. Please no more," he said pushing her away. "If you suck me another minute, I'm going to cum. I need to make love to you first before I cum Cynthia," he said. "I need to fuck you first. Then, after I make love to you and after I fuck you, I want you to blow me, really blow me, and really suck my cock. I want you to suck me until I cum in your mouth Cynthia. I want to hump your mouth and fuck your face while watching you swallow my cum."
* * * * *
Her son wanted to make love to her. She couldn't believe that her son wanted to make love to her. It was one thing for them to kiss and have foreplay but it was quite another thing for him to want to make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her. As if she was really Cynthia and not his mother, she couldn't believe what she was hearing all that her son wanted to do to her naked body. Even more sexually exciting, especially being that she was his mother and not Cynthia, she couldn't believe that he wanted to go all the way with her and make love to her before fucking her. She couldn't wait for him to pound her pussy. She couldn't wait to kiss him while making love to him before feeling him cum inside of her.
"Make love to me first David before you fuck me," she said. "Then, after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me, really pound my pussy while I really fuck your cock."
Jerry mounted his mother while she reached down to insert his cock inside of her. Sliding right inside of her, slowly humping her while his cock slid deeper inside of her, she returned his humps with his. So wet and so warm, there was nothing like the sensation that she felt when her son slid his cock in her pussy. Now that she had him inside of her, she'd never let him go until he gave her an orgasm and until he ejaculated inside of her.
Her sexual fantasy finally realized after all these years and after all the times she masturbated over the thoughts of her son having sex with her, she couldn't believe that she was finally having sex with her son. With all of her sexual fantasies now being realized, she couldn't believe that she not only saw and felt his cock but also that she stroked and sucked his cock. She couldn't believe that he saw, felt, and sucked her tits. An overload of incestuous, sexual excitement, she couldn't believe that he licked her pussy and now was making sweet love to her before fucking her. With the culmination of playing a game of pretend in their having sexual intercourse, she couldn't believe that her son was making love to her. With his cock now buried deep within her pussy in the way she's always been so ready to make love to him and in the way that she's always imagined making love to him, this Christmas was her best Christmas ever.
With him on top of her and his cock stiffly inside of her, slowly humping her while kissing her, he made love to his mother under the guise that she was Cynthia and while playing a game. Yet, even though with him making love to her felt wonderful, not sexually satisfied with him making love to her, she couldn't wait for him to fuck her, really fuck her hard as if she was a back alley whore. Really wanting him to pound her pussy, wanting him to manhandle her, she couldn't wait for him to make her cum. She couldn't wait for him to cum in her pussy before cumming in her mouth. Then, later, if he wanted and was still able, giving her a real cum bath, she'd allow him to cum all over her face and all over her tits. In the way that multiple Japanese men give women bukkakes, she'd love for her son to give her a real cum bath.
Humping her harder and humping her faster, quickly moving from making love to fucking, their movements were as one and didn't stop until she was ready to roll him over to mount him. She held onto his naked ass while he wrapped his arms around her back before moving his hands to her ass. Lifting her up from the bed by her buttocks, he was at the perfect angle to really fuck her. Pounding her pussy enough to make a loud slapping sound, even with her husband, never has she been fucked like this before.
Turning him over to mount him as if she was a champion cowgirl at a rodeo, she sat on his cock. With her big tits bouncing up and down and side to side, he harnessed them with his big hands while he humped and fucked his mother. With her fucking her son in the way that she's never fucked her husband before, their lust for one another was contagious. Their sexual excitement slowly built to a volcanic eruption of incestuous sex as Janice pounded Jerry's cock deeper inside of her pussy.
"I can't hold it any longer Cynthia, I'm going to cum," he said to his mother. "Oh, my God. This is too fast. This is too sudden. You make me so hot."
Not wanting him to stop, she could feel his throbbing and pulsating prick deep inside of her. Leaning down beside him to rest her breasts on his chest, she whispered in his ear.
"Just a little longer David and I'll cum with you," she said. "Hold for just a little longer."



Taking charge of his mother's body again, he rolled her over to mount her. Then, slowly humping her and with her slowly humping him, she allowed her son to prolong their orgasmic moment. Then when she felt her heated rush coming in a wave of sexual desire, she humped him harder and she humped him faster. Forget about making love, they were back to fucking as if they were two dogs in the street.
"Oh, my God, I'm going to cum Cynthia. I can't hold back anymore," he said.
The more that he told her that he was going to cum, the harder and faster that he humped her, the harder and faster she humped him, and the more excited that they became. They were both sweating and panting out of breath as if they had just run a race.
"I'm going to cum too," she said out of breath. "Fuck me harder David. Fuck me faster. Fuck me deeper," she said.
"I'm going to cum. God I'm going to cum," he said.
"Hold," she said. Hold," she said as if she was Mel Gibson as William Wallace in Braveheart. "Hold. Just a little longer. With me cumming too, I want to feel you cumming deep inside of me."
"Okay, I'll try," he said.
"Wait," she said. "I'm cumming. Okay, now. Go ahead and cum. Fuck me harder and fuck me faster. I'm cumming too David, I'm cumming. Fuck me. I'm cumming."
Better than any sexual fantasy she had while masturbating with her vibrator and fucking herself with her dildo, she was getting the fucking of her life from of all men, her son. What mother would have such outrageous, incestuous sex with her son? What son would fuck his mother in the way that Jerry pounded Janice's pussy? Yet, according to Janice and her convoluted thinking, they weren't really having sex. They were only playing a game of pretend while pretending that they were two other people.
"Oh, my God Cynthia. Oh my God. That was by far, the best sex that I ever had with you," he said.
As promised, moving down the bed to his cock, she licked her vaginal secretions from his cock before taking him in her mouth and sucking him while stroking him.
"Cum for me David. Cum in my mouth," she said. "I want to taste you. I need to swallow you," said Janice to her son.
"I don't know if I can," he said while staring down at her with his cock buried in her mouth.
"Trust me. You will," she said sucking him harder and stroking him faster.
Instantly he grew hard in her mouth and as soon as she felt his cock begin to pulsate, she knew that she could get him to cum again. Sucking him deeper and stroking him harder, when she felt his hand on her breasts and his fingers playing with her nipples, she knew that it was only a matter of time before he ejaculated in her mouth. The finality of their game of pretend, how better to end this game than to have her son cum in her mouth. She couldn't wait to pleasure him after he's given her so much pleasure.
"Oh, my God, Cynthia. This is the best blowjob you've ever given me," he said putting a gentle hand to his mother's head.
Humping her mouth, he fucked her face as she sucked him deeper and stroked him harder.
"Cum David. Cum for me," she said. Then, knowing how to get him to cum, she fell out of character. "Cum for me Jerry. Cum for Mommy. Shoot your load in Mommy's mouth."
As if she had hit a cum switch or hit a slot machine jackpot at a casino, her son pressed a heavy hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and exploded cum in his mother's mouth. She released his cock from her mouth prematurely and he shot a second load of cum all over her hair, face, and breasts. Wiping his cum from her face with the sheet, she was so happy that she could give him as much sexual pleasure as he gave her.
"That was unbelievable Mom," he said falling out of character too.
Unable to continue the pretense of playing a game of pretend, in a heat of passion, their lust for one another exploded as if it was a huge firework display that they both experienced at the same time. Not moving and not speaking, they laid there like that holding one another while breathing heavily and sweating. A mother holding her naked son and a son holding his naked mother, what they just did was so outrageously incestuously sexual. With her hand still wrapped around his cock and gently stroking out the oozing cum that was still left inside, he fondled her tits and fingered her nipples. Then, when they regained their composure, she looked at her son, gave him a sexy look, and smiled while playing with his chest hair.
"Would you like to play The Pretend Game again?"
He looked at her as if she just asked him what he wanted for Christmas.
"Oh yes, mother," he said out of character now that the game was over and before beginning the second game.
Now knowing that her son was not only her son but also her lover, she looked at him with sexual satisfaction. She moved up to him to kiss him.
"Just remember Jerry. This isn't as if we're having incestuous sex. Oh, no. Not by a long shot. So long as we remain in character with you pretending that I'm Cynthia and with me pretending that you're David, we're just pretending. We're just playing a game," she said kissing and kissing him while sliding her body down the bed to take him in her mouth again.
Taking his flaccid cock in her mouth, she made him hard again with her hand and mouth. A real fucking machine, ready almost immediately, she stroked him while sucking him. Then, when he was hard enough, this time, instead of having him mount her first, she mounted him and rode him like the wild stallion that he was. A mother mounting her naked son and reaching between her legs to direct his cock inside of her pussy was just as forbidden as a son mounting his naked mother and sliding his cock in her cunt. Yet, being that they were just playing a game, whatever they did sexually, even licking, sucking, making love, and fucking was okay.
Playing the game, Jerry made love to Cynthia while Janice made love to her son. The best Christmas they both ever had, remaining in character, they enjoyed playing the whole game and bits and pieces of the game nearly every day they remained together.
THE END
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Are you sad and thinking about taking anti-depressant medication? If you are, then you need to read this. Are you depressed and already taking anti-depressant medication? If you are, then you need to read this.
During a recent visit to the Hershey Medical Center in Hershey, Pennsylvania for my annual checkup, my doctor's nurse asked me a simple, albeit loaded and quite personal question.
"Are you depressed?"
I heard what she said but I was surprised that she'd even ask me such a personally intrusive question. I mean, the first time meeting the woman, I didn't even know the woman. Depression is something that I'd talk about with my girlfriends in hushed whispers while drinking wine. Now, unless she was going to open a bottle of wine, change into our nightgowns, and light a candle, my lips were sealed. My depression is none of her business. Nonetheless my involuntarily reaction to her inappropriate question, I just wanted to hear her ask me the question again, if only to make sure that I heard her correctly.
"Pardon?"
She looked at me and smiled as if she was a psychiatric nurse at a mental hospital filling out the necessary paperwork to legally commit me and confine me before locking me away in my padded, rubber room.
"Are you depressed?" She asked again with her fingers poised on her laptop keyboard ready to write my answer.
"Am I depressed?"
I looked at her as if yes was my obvious answer. I wondered why she'd ask me such a too personal question. Do I look depressed?
"Yes," she said staring at me with her fingers still poised on her keyboard ready to record my answer.
Running through all the people that I know, relatives, friends, and co-workers, I couldn't think of a sadder group. Especially in this sour economy, no one that I know seems happy. Everyone, including me, sad to say, seems depressed.
"Unless they're rich, good looking, wicked smart, and blessed with a great body, isn't everyone depressed. With all of us living while waiting to die, why wouldn't we be depressed?" I looked at her as if she had just trapped me by asking me a trick question. "Life is sometimes depressing."
She gave me that plastic smile, the one that makes me wonder if I'm crazy to be so annoyed by just a smile. Definitely, I was already upset by her question. If was just glad that she had already taken my blood pressure because if she took it now, it would be off the charts and my doctor would be prescribing me more medication that I don't need, don't want, and can't afford.
"Yes, but are you depressed?" She enunciated the word 'you' to make her question even more intrusively personal.
"Of course I'm depressed. I'm a writer," I said laughing. "I think way too much," I said while thinking of all the other things that have happened in my life to have caused my depression.
* * * * *
Suddenly inspired by her probing question while thinking more about depression, I thought of writing this verbal exchanged as a story, a humor & satire, and/or a review & essay about prescription drugs, specifically anti-depressant medication. My saving grace and my salvation, I'm always thinking of stories everywhere I go, which is why I always carry around a pen and paper and a small pocket tape recorder with me. Maybe because I'm always preoccupied while thinking of stories is the reason why my nurse mistook my preoccupation for depression.
One day I hope to have money enough to buy a laptop computer to lug around, especially while waiting to see the doctor. Perhaps, if the nurse had seen me typing on a laptop, she wouldn't think me depressed, just busy in the way she was busy when she typed my answer on her laptop. Definitely, while watching her type, I didn't think she was depressed, just busy.
Now they have I-pads and I-pods but, basically computer illiterate but for e-mail and Word for Windows I don't know enough about them to even want one. Having never texted or twittered anyone, not even having a Facebook page, an ATM card, or even a cell phone, I'm a dinosaur bypassed and confused by modern day technology. If it wasn't for the superiority of word processing software, I'd still be handwriting and/or typing my stories on a typewriter.
* * * * *
While trying to look over her shoulder to see what she was writing about me, I watched the nurse type something in my permanent, never to be erased, record on her laptop computer. Not wanting her to see me peeking, I didn't want her to add paranoia to my depression. She didn't seem amused by my off the cuff comment that I was depressed because I'm a writer. What does that even mean? Is that to say that all writers are depressed? I bet J. K. Rowling isn't depressed being that she's a billionaire and doesn't have to write another damn word other than her name on a withdrawal slip.
"I'd like to withdraw a million dollars American please in large bills for tips. I'm traveling to America. Everything there is so expensive," I imagine her saying while filling her briefcase with neatly stacked, one-hundred-dollar bills and handing it off to her bodyguard to carry the twenty-two pound heavy load.
Yet, not only is it true that I'm depressed because I'm a writer but also I thought it was funny that I'm depressed because I'm a writer. Sitting alone while thinking and writing for hours as family members and friends are living life large and having fun without me, what writer isn't depressed and/or insanely sad to want to remain alone while writing? Actually, truth be told, I'm my happiest when creating plots, developing characters, and writing dialogue, imagery, description and scenes with tension. Moreover, when writing, I'm not lonely at all. Once I develop my characters and once I breathe life in them and they step off the page, I have plenty of company. It's then that they stand behind me and look over my shoulder to read what I'm writing about them while whispering in my ears what to write next.
Alas, much like comedians and clowns who laugh on the outside and cry on the inside, they are a depressed bunch too. Actually, now that I think of it, the only people that I know who aren't depressed are politicians, especially Republicans. Speaker Boehner and Mitch McConnell, Minority Leader, always have that cat that just ate the canary look as if they just pulled more wool over the eyes of middleclass Americans by passing more behind closed doors legislation to remove entitlements when they are the most entitled. Yes, our public servants are quite the happy bunch of self-serving assholes. With them having access to power, influence, all the money they'll need for the rest of their miserable lives, and the best healthcare in the world, they have nothing to be depressed about. They are a happy bunch of bitches and bastards, aren't they?
The only other people that I know who aren't depressed are that group of folks, a different group each day, who ring the bell of the stock market to close business for the day. Everyone is standing there smiling, laughing, and happy that they're making enormous amounts of money while too many of us don't have jobs, money for food, rent, and gas for our cars. Nothing more than a dream, I imagine having an AK-47 and blasting them all away for being so rich when I'm so poor.
"Go ahead. Ring that fucking bell now. I dare you. Go ahead, I double dare you to ring that fucking bell," I imagine saying while filling them all full of bullet holes from my AK-47 that I bought at a gun show with my legal right to arm myself under the Second Amendment law of the United States Constitution. Charlton Heston, if he were still alive, would be so proud of me that it brings a tear to my eye.
"A lone gunwoman, a depressed woman who was recently prescribed anti-depressant medication, shot and killed a dozen people at the New York Stock Exchange while they rang the bell to close the day of business," I imagine the news reporter saying on TV.
Another very good year for the haves and another very bad year for the have nots, 2013 is a banner year for those who have their money in the stock market. Let's see a show of hands. How many of you have money in the stock market, not counting 401K money that is if you even have a job. Even if you have money in the stock market via a 401K, with brokers continuing buying and selling our stocks just to bilk us unnecessary and excessive fees, we have absolutely no control over that front loaded, hidden fee retirement scam.
Instead of ticker tapes, Dow Jones and NASDAQ, all that I see are people with the hope of winning the lottery. All that I see are scratched, losing scratch tickets. There's a reason why rich people don't buy lottery tickets. They don't have to buy lottery tickets. They've already won the lottery by being born rich.
* * * * *
Sports fans, whether hockey, soccer, football, baseball, or rugby fans are another group that go from deep depression to utter happiness. When their teams are winning, they're happy. When their teams are losing, they're depressed. Manic depressive, sports fans are a recognized bipolar group that have severe mood disorder.
Maybe their moodiness is the reason why they drink so much. I dunno. Maybe there moodiness and their drinking are the reasons why they fight so much. I dunno that either. Maybe their moodiness, drinking, and fighting are the reasons why they gamble so much. Who's to know? Maybe their moodiness, drinking, fighting, and gambling are the reasons why sports fans are so depressed, especially when their beloved teams are losing. Now, that could be the answer.
Now that I think of it, too dumb, too good looking, and too hot to be sad, cheerleaders are a happy bunch. Now that I think more about it, I've never seen a depressed cheerleader. Maybe instead of handing out happy pills, my doctor should be giving me a cheerleading outfit to wear.
"Give me an H. Give me an A. Give me a P, P, Y. What does that spell? Happy! We're happy because so many men lust over us and want us. Hooray!"
Now that I think about it, models are another group who aren't depressed. Be honest, has anyone ever seen a depressed lingerie, fitness, or swimsuit model? The same thing goes for Olympic athletes. They are quite the happy bunch. On a role now, astronauts are another happy group. How many times have we seen astronauts smiling and waving to us from space while the rest of us watch them on TV? If I wasn't depressed before, I'm depressed now just thinking of cheerleaders, models, Olympic athletes, and astronauts.
* * * * *
Am I depressed? Such an odd question for the nurse to ask me when I'm there for a physical examination and not a mental one. Besides is she even qualified to invade my mental state by asking me such a personal question about my emotional stability or instability? If only she knew I have an AK-47 in the trunk of my car, I wonder if she'd still be asking me such a personal question about my mental state. Being that she asked me such an invasive question, I wanted to invade her privacy by asking her some very personal questions too.
"Listen here, nurse, before I answer your personal question about if I'm depressed or not, allow me to ask you some personal questions first. Okay? How about you? Being that the real measure of happiness today is money and sex, are you financial secure? Are you sexually satisfied? Are you fucking happy? Don't look at me as if I'm crazy bitch, just answer my questions."
Aha! When she didn't answer me, I knew that I was onto something.
"Since we're on the topic of sex and being that you were first to be so very personal, as if we're BFF, best friends forever, even though we're not, do you suck cock? Do you allow your husband, your boyfriend, and/or your son to cum in your mouth or just on your tits? Do you swallow are you a spitter? Have you ever had an orgasm while having sexual intercourse with your boyfriend, husband, and/or son? Do you take it up the ass?"
Knowing full well that she'd never answer any of my questions and knowing full well that she'd think me crazy, especially after she called for security, it was fun to think of all that I wanted to ask her. Ah, somehow, I felt better knowing that there are no boundaries between a nurse and a patient while waiting to be physically examined by my primary care doctor. Promising to show them my AK-47 when done with the doctor, when security came, I assured them that I was normal by engaging them in conversation about our respective gun collections.
* * * * *
With my nurse asking me if I'm depressed, I'd expect a psychiatrist or a psychologist to ask me such a personal question if I was there having my head examined instead of having my body invaded by my primary care doctor's latex gloved hands. Being that she set me off and being that I answered her question, if only by my enraged emotional state, without even having to answer her question, how dare she ask me such an emotionally invasive and upsetting question? Maybe wearing my feelings on my sleeve while typically hiding how I truly feel from strangers with humor, no doubt blowing her personal, probing question out of proportion, I wondered why she asked me if I was depressed. I must be slipping in hiding my misery with my street mask, my feigned happy face with my happy smile plastered on my lips. As if I'm a demurely submissive, Japanese woman waiting to be sexually violated by a stranger on a bus or a train or a mentally challenged person working at the supermarket bagging groceries, I'm usually smiling all the time. Happy to be alive, I'm always so frigging happy.
"Happy! Happy! Happy!"
"I'm just curious," I said to the nurse while interrupting my happy party of one to the nurse and while giving her my best and biggest smile. "Why do you ask? Do I look depressed to you?"
I imagined grabbing her by the shoulders and slapping her across her face for her to answer me honestly. Instead, I widely and wildly smiled at her to show her that I wasn't depressed. I smiled at her to show her how happy I was to be there waiting and waiting and waiting at the doctor's office. No doubt, I'll smile while he touches, feels, probes, gropes, and violates every hole of my nearly naked body covered only by a thin, cotton Johnny that's open in the back.
Depressed? I'm too fucking happy to be depressed. Why would I be depressed while waiting to die? Eventually, hopefully later than sooner, I'm going to die? You're going to die. My doctor is going to die. Everyone we know are going to die. Everyone who now resides on the planet and who will reside on the planet are all going to die. We're all living to die.
"God, I'm so fucking depressed!"
Again, if I was a submissive, Japanese women being examined by a perverted Japanese doctor, how convenient would it be for him to bend me over an examination table and have his wicked way with my nearly naked body while wearing only this idiotic Johnny. I wondered if I'd still be smiling if my doctor was sexually abusing me. Being that I wouldn't want to seem depressed, I wondered what the proper protocol was for my doctor to think that I was totally normal while he was having his wicked sexual way with me. I dunno, there must be a book out there somewhere, feigned happiness for depressed people while trying to act normal.
"Doctor! What are you doing?"
"I'm giving you a rectal examination," I imagine him saying to me in defense of his inappropriate sexual actions with him sticking his cock up my ass.
"I beg your pardon? Is this a new kind of rectal examination? In the way that you now take my temperature by waving a wand across my forehead ala Dr. McCoy on Star Trek, are you really giving me a rectal exam with your cock?"
"I'm probing you with my cock to determine your level of depression," I imagined him saying and believing him because he was the doctor and I was the patient.
* * * * *
Unable to hide how I truly felt and finding some solace and satisfaction in answering my nurse honestly, I knew that I was depressed. Having been depressed all of my life, unable to remember a day when I wasn't depressed, I've always been depressed. Being that I've been depressed as far back as I can remember, I've learned to live with depression in the way that I live with a bad hair day by wearing a hat or in my case by wearing a happy mask and smiling even though I'd rather be crying. Maybe they saw my bumper sticker on my car, I'd Rather Be Crying than Driving.
Even after having received years of therapy for all the physical trauma that happened to me in my life, along with the emotional baggage that I carry with me, here I am writing erotica on a porn board. Go figure. If that's not depressing, I don't know what is.
With seemingly nothing helping my depressed mood, not therapy, not Yoga, not meditation, and not even Ben & Jerry's Cherry Garcia ice cream, I've learned to live with depression as part of personal makeup and part of my life. Now to know that there's a happy pill out there, an anti-depressant pill that will take away my sadness, as if the medical profession is trying to take away my blankie, I don't want them to do that. Yet, I can't help but wonder what it must feel like to be happy all the time. Always smiling, always laughing, and always being so fucking annoying to other depressed people like me, I can't imagine being a politician, a cheerleader, a model, an Olympic athlete, and/or an astronaut. I'm just depressed me.
Then, when my doctor finally came in the room after keeping me waiting for forty-five, excruciatingly long minutes, some healthcare we have in this country when the doctor's time is so very much valuably important than the patients' time. I could be a doctor too, you know. I could have an important job that the time that I spend away from it could be a life and death situation. Why do we even bother making an appointment?
Yet, being that he's always late to see me, seeing me at his convenient pleasure, it's as if he knows that I'm unemployed and have no place else to go other than to sit there waiting for him to see me. Maybe he's just overworked and busy but at least he has a job. Boy talk about depression when being stuck in that little examination room with nothing to do while wondering if there's anything medically wrong with me, if I wasn't depressed before, I am now. Is it any wonder why I'm depressed and, if they knew that I'm already depressed, why add to my depression by keeping me waiting? I occupied myself by thinking of the conversation that I'd have with the appointment setter when making my next appointment.
"What time would you like to make your next appointment to see the doctor?" I imagine the healthcare, administrative assistant asking me.
Of course, you mean to say, I thought to myself, as if I was waiting for the cable man or a furniture delivery to arrive, you want me to give you a range when I can expect the doctor to see me? Is that it?
"Does it really matter what time I make the appointment? Figuring that I'm going to have to sit and wait in the waiting room and wait again in the tiny cubicle they call an exam room, I'll see the doctor whenever I get there and whenever he can see me," I imagined saying to the woman making the appointments. "How's that? That way instead of one of us being late for our appointment, one or both of us may be early."
I wish I could say that but just as the nurse didn't think I was funny when I told her that I was depressed because I'm a writer, I didn't think the healthcare administrative assistant making my next appointment would think me funny if I told her about my no appointment time comment. If you ask me, some of these healthcare professional seem depressed, angry actually. Definitely, terminally depressed, they are not a happy lot. I suppose with all the sick and depressed people that they see, their patients' mood eventually rub off on them. Maybe with food their comfort, depression is the reason why so many nurses and EMT's are so morbidly obese. Instead of asking me if I'm depressed, maybe my doctor should be asking his nurse if she's depressed. Definitely, depression would explain why she's so fat.



Could have guessed it and wouldn't I know it, the first question out of my doctor's mouth after "Hi, how are you?", of course is, "Are you depressed?"
What the fuck? Are you kidding me? Am I depressed? If I wasn't depressed before with everyone asking if I'm depressed, I'm depressed now.
Normally when asked how I am, with "good" the expected and ignored answer, I never say that I'm good. If only to see their reaction to my whimsical nonsense, I always say that I'm dying, especially when asked how I am by a healthcare professional or by a person with whom I really don't want to have a prolonged conversation. After that glimpse of surprised shock on their faces, as if they're trained not to react emotionally, healthcare professionals will typically ignore me by not even responding to my comment. No doubt, not thinking me depressed, assuredly, they think me crazy. Those who I really don't want to talk to anyway, as if I have a contagious disease, will keep walking rather than to ask me why and when I'm dying.
Being that I just told his nurse that I'm depressed, I don't know why my doctor is asking me the same question. Being that she just typed my comment on my permanent, never to be erased record in her laptop, does she not share what I just told her forty-five minutes ago with you, or now that you're in possession of the laptop, are you too busy to read what she wrote? Bad enough that I must endlessly give my name and birthdate to every healthcare professional I see, must I repeat myself about if I'm depressed or not too?
"What's your name?"
"Susan Jill Parker."
"And your date of birth."
"July 26, 1972."
"Yes, I'm depressed. I'm a writer. Of course I'm depressed, which is why I write. Writing helps my depression. If I wasn't depressed, I dare say that I'd have nothing to write about and wouldn't be writing, that is, unless I wrote children's books with happy endings. Writing is my preferred version of therapy. An endless process, being that I'm so depressed, I'm always writing, ergo I'm always giving myself therapy."
"I see," he said seemingly ignoring me while seemingly not even listening to me. Wasting my best material on him, I wondered if he heard anything that I said.
Being that he was asking me personal questions, I wanted to ask him personal questions too. How often do you have sex with your wife, I wanted to ask him? Does it sexually arouse you to see so very many naked women in the course of your day? Tell me and be honest with me, have you ever masturbated over seeing me naked? What do you think of my tits? I wondered his reaction if I dared ask him even one of those questions. Instead of thinking that I was depressed, he may think that I'm insane.
"Unless they're rich and as successful as Stephen King and J. K. Rowling, all writers are depressed. You just have to look at Woody Allen to know that all writers are depressed if not crazy. I dare say, exceptions to every rule, even those successful and rich writers, with Stephen King's confessed drug habits, even he was depressed too, notwithstanding his enormous success and being very rich," I said.
"I see," he said ignoring me while typing more things on his laptop to my permanent record.
"Besides you know my background. You know that I'm a survivor of sexual abuse. Of course I'm depressed. How could I not be depressed? Seriously, doctor, there'd really have to be something seriously wrong with me for me not to be depressed," I said with a laugh but he didn't laugh. Maybe they're trained in medical school to be distant, aloof, and not to feel anything.
He didn't even smile. He didn't even look at me to acknowledge my comment.
"I see," he said typing a note in my permanent, never to be erased, record.
Two words with one syllable each was his only comment to all that I had to say about my depression. Boy, he must be fun at a cocktail party. Doesn't he realize that I'm using my best material on him? Much like the non-reaction of his nurse, I guess he doesn't think me funny. Maybe they're trained in medical school not to laugh. Maybe they're trained in medical school not to show any emotion.
I can just imagine someone telling him a funny joke at a party and everyone laughing but him with his only comment being, "I see."
I can just imagine his wife telling him that their dog, Wally, a Cocker Spaniel died and his only comment being, "I see."
Now I wondered if he's the one who's depressed and not me. With all the misery that he sees and all the sick and dying that he tends to, maybe I should ask him if he's depressed. Yet, even though we've already gone over this, repeating the cycle, my doctor and his nurse will ask me the same stupid and personal question at my next exam. Giving him the lead, I waited for him to say more.
"And the reason for your depression?"
* * * * *
He looked at me over his eyeglasses as if seeing me for the first time and while seemingly ignoring my already stated reasons for my depression that I'm a writer and a survivor of sexual abuse, as if that wasn't enough. Maybe he just didn't hear me. Maybe if he had never been sexually abused, he doesn't fully comprehend all of the everlasting ramifications of someone forcing you to have sex with them. Perhaps, maybe because his life is so much better than mine, what I said were my reasons for being depressed didn't register. Maybe with him studying a science instead of an art, namely medicine and having to remember all the names of all the parts of the body and what they do, he didn't have to think about things in the way that a writer things about what if and what now when writing fiction.
Suddenly feeling a little like R. P. McMurphy in One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest, I sat there waiting for the men in white coats to come barging in the room to collect me, cart me away, and lock me in a padded cell before giving me a much needed lobotomy. Much like McMurphy, unable to give him a straight and honest answer, I hide my misery with humor. As if it was time for Nurse Ratched to give me my medication, I could already hear the happy music playing so much like elevator music in the background, enough to make anyone who wasn't already depressed and/or crazy depressed and crazy.
The reason for my depression? Seriously? Why does he want to know not only if I'm depressed but also why I'm depressed? In the way they ask me on Amazon and e-Bay to rate my recent purchase after I made a purchase, is he doing a study of depression and I'm an involuntary participant? Must I have to answer all of his inane and much too personal questions?
Other than if I feel physically ill, it's really none of his business how I mentally feel and if I'm depressed or not. He's not a psychiatrist and he's not a psychologist. He's just a doctor, a general practitioner, and my primary care physician. Nonetheless, being that I was already there for my physical, I felt compelled to answer his question in more detail and without all the humor when answering his nurse.
"Being that I'm unemployed and have been unemployed since 2007, it didn't help my normal, genial mood when I lost everything in a flood more than 2 years ago after I moved from Boston to Pennsylvania to live with my mother after divorcing my ex. In defense of my depressed mood, nor did it help my mood to live in a shelter and eat my meals at a mission when my mother took off with yet another man and left me alone to fend for myself. Yet, what else is new when it comes to her? She was never there for me," I said suddenly feeling as if I needed to get comfortable on a couch for this sort of impromptu therapy when I thought I was there for a physical examination.
"I see," said the doctor typing faster now.
"I'm broke. I'm angry. I live in the spare bedroom of a kind, albeit crazy, Mennonite woman named Hannah who enjoys walking around the house topless and going outside like that during the warmer weather. Being that she's only 4'9" tall, weighs about 200 pounds, and has enormous sagging breasts, trust me, it's not a sexually exciting image to see," I said with a laugh.
"That is a bit odd," he said looking from his computer screen to look at me as if he thought that I was making it all up and he was humoring me.
"That's Hannah," I said.
I was surprised that he was giving her more of his focused attention than he was giving me.
"Perhaps she's depressed too."
"Perhaps," I said while hoping he'd change his focus back to me instead of Hannah.
Then, he said something that echoed through my head as if he said it while standing on a mountaintop at the Swiss Alps.
"I can prescribe something to change your mood," he said as if choosing his words carefully and looking at me to see my reaction to what he said.
To be continued...
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Susan Jill Parker refuses to take anti-depressant medication.
Yeah, no kidding. Is Hannah depressed? Of course she's depressed. She's a Mennonite. Not to write anything bad about Hannah, about Mennonites, and/or about the Amish but I thought to myself how happy I am not being born a Mennonite or an Amish woman. None of them look very happy, especially the women.
Moreover, too many of them look too much alike which makes me wonder if it's time for them to either invigorate the gene pool by having sex with others who aren't Mennonites or Amish or for Dad and brothers to stop having incestuous sex with their daughters and sisters. I know for a fact that incestuous sex is the reason for Hannah's depression and the reason why she never married and had children of her own. Once she was old enough, she ran the Hell away from her family and from the Mennonite religion and traditions.
I can only imagine a Mennonite mother's worst fear when trying to protect the virginity of her daughter. Difficult enough to protect her adult daughter's virginity from other men but when those men are her husband and her adults sons and adult cousins, there's no telling what goes on in the barn when mother is busy in the house doing all of her other chores.
"Where's Hannah?"
"She's in the barn with her brother Seth and her cousins Jacob and Thomas."
"Seth! Jacob! Thomas! Leave your Hannah alone and get in the house. Hannah! Why are you naked? Shame on you. Wipe that gunk from your mouth and get dressed this instant!"
* * * * *
With her never marrying, with her not having any children, and with her having big tits, with all the anger issues she has, no doubt Hannah was sexually abused too, probably by her father, brothers, and cousins. Even though she's loaded after selling the family farm in Lancaster for four million dollars and collecting a million dollars after splitting the rest with her three brothers, she makes still makes her own clothes. She drives an older, plain Jane Honda Civic without any chrome nomenclature on it and with a standard transmission instead of an easier to drive automatic. Leaving a piece of chrome on the car would be considered unnecessarily flashy. If I had her money, I'd be driving a Cadillac with a Corvette parked in the garage to drive on Sundays.
Wait. Hold on. Back up. Too busy thinking about the empty life of my Mennonite friend, it just dawned on me what my doctor had just said. Change my mood? How could he possibly change my mood? I wondered what he meant by that comment.
Maybe he wants to have sex with me. He's not a bad looking man and he does have a good job. Maybe after three years with him being my general practitioner of a doctor, my primary care physician, he's been dreaming about me, lusting over me, and now wants to make his feelings for me known. Maybe he's been masturbating over my hot body and my big tits. More than that, maybe he loves me. Maybe he wants to leave his wife for me. Maybe he wants to marry me!
"Wow!"
Not really thinking that he'd be interested in giving me sex, suddenly excited, instead of sex, I wondered if my doctor was going to give me the winning lottery ticket. More believable than him leaving his wife to marry me or giving me a winning lottery ticket, maybe, being that I don't have health insurance, he's not going to charge me for this office visit or for the blood test that always follows. Certainly for him not to charge me would change my mood from thinking where I'm going to get the money to pay for his exam and blood test to being glad that I no longer have to worry about paying the hospital for their services.
"Pardon? Sorry Doctor but I was daydreaming. What did you say?"
"I can prescribe something to help change your depressed mood from sad and angry to not as sad and not as angry," he said carefully choosing his words again.
He reiterated what I thought he said.
Hmm. As if he's the Wizard of Oz, too good to be true, I wondered how he could change my mood from sad and angry to not as sad and angry. I wondered if being not as sad and angry would translate to me being happy and calm or was that too much for to ask from my doctor and too much to ask from a mere pill.
* * * * *
What can my doctor possibly prescribe to change my mood? Are there happy pills out there that will make me feel calm and happy instead of sad and angry? Even though I knew there are happy pills, if only by all the drug commercials that they have on TV where their good looking models appear so happy when we all know that, in real life, they're all so sad. Actually, truth be told, models as part of the beautiful people, except for Naomi Campbell, are always happy. Okay, of course with exceptions to every rule, in the way that politicians and cheerleaders are never depressed and always happy, models are another group that are never sad. Too dumb to be depressed, I've never seen a sad model, that is, unless they have a real personal tragedy in their life.
"What happened Heather? Why are you so sad?" Olga, Heather's modeling agent, looked at her with the concern that a mother would have looking after her daughter.
"I broke my nail," said Heather looking up at Olga as if she was about to burst in tears.
"Don't worry. It will grow back," said Olga. "Trust me. Fingernails always grow back.
"It will?" Heather, tall, blonde, beautiful, and busty, but very dumb looked at Olga as if she was lying to her in the way that man asked her to strip naked, jump up and down, and bend over because he just wanted to see something. "Are you sure?"
"Yes, yes, of course. For the time being, I'll file it down for you. There, it looks as good as new. And until your nail grows, I have a fake nail that you can put on your finger.""
* * * * *
I laughed while looking at my doctor as if he was just as crazy as I was.
"Actually there are happy pills," he said with a little laugh in the way that Dr. Sheldon Cooper of The Big Bang Theory tries to laugh but can't actually ever seem to laugh in the way of a normal person. "We call them anti-depressant medication," he said as if I was Alice in Wonderland and he was the Cheshire Cat ready to give me a pill that will make me feel small enough to fit through a keyhole.
"Anti-Depressants?" Having heard more bad than good about anti-depressants, I remembered hearing the long list of the side effects and warnings of anti-depressants whenever they advertise such medication on TV. "No thanks," I said.
Now thinking that my doctor was nothing more than a pill pusher pushing pills just to make money for the maddening HMO, medical machine called preventative maintenance healthcare. How dare he use me for his monetary advantage? Pressured to sell them by the big pharmaceutical companies, I'm not an expert but I'm intelligently informed enough to know that these doctors have no idea what's in these medications that they routinely prescribe and what it does to the body and the brain. If it's so good, I wanted to ask him, why aren't you taking anti-depressants doctor?
Perhaps if he took an anti-depressant, it would improve his mood enough for him to crack a smile, make a joke, and even laugh. Oh, I see, he's not allowed to take anti-depressant medication while practicing medicine. He can only prescribe them. Is that it?
I trust before prescribing these pills that they called up the long, laundry list of side effects and potential dangers that these medications have. Moreover, how can and why should a medical doctor, a general practitioner, my primary care physician, and/or even an internist be able to prescribe mind and mood altering drugs when they have no idea of the patients' mental stability or instability. Seriously, I could be just as crazy as he is or as his nurse is. Little does my doctor know that I have an AK-47 in the trunk of my car, just in case I see someone to shoot, someone who annoys me, and/or someone who makes me angry.
Shouldn't prescribing anti-depressant medication be the job of a trained psychiatrist after seeing someone for psychological therapy and over an extended period of time, instead of during a brief physical examination? How can they possibly determine by seeing me for a few minutes while asking me if I'm depressed and solely based on my answer that I'm a candidate of any one of the long litany of anti-depressant medication? More than suspicious about him peddling anti-depressant medication to me, I was against taking anything that could change me from being the well-adjusted woman that I am to the raving lunatic that I could become.
A normal occurrence now when seeing a medical doctor during a routine appointment or even when visiting the emergency room for an unexpected medical emergency, even a mere cut, after asking me my name and date of birth, they all ask me if I'm depressed. Next I'd be expecting my car mechanic to ask me if I'm depressed.
"Are you depressed," I imagined my mechanic saying while closing my hood.
"Usually not until I get your bill," I imagined replying to him.
I've had more than one doctor try to prescribe anti-depressant medication to me because I told him that I was depressed when he asked me if I'm depressed. Maybe I should lie and tell them that I'm happy. Maybe I should confess that I wanted to be an astronaut when I was younger and I used to be a cheerleader, a model, and/or always wanted to run for political office and still might. Yeah, definitely, how can I be depressed if I wanted to be an astronaut, used to be a cheerleader, a model, and/or might run for political office? Maybe I should just smile like the idiot that I am and tell everyone that I'm glad to be alive, even though I'm broke, unemployed, and living in the spare bedroom of an insane Mennonite woman, who enjoys walking around topless and flashing her huge, sagging tits to her neighbors.
"God help me. Why is my life such shit?"
Yet, when I think about depression and depressed people, who isn't depressed? We're all sad over one thing or another, especially if we're one of the majority of have nots instead of one of those who have it all. I wanted to ask him if he was depressed for being a general practitioner instead of being a specialist. Seriously, we all have our crosses to bear, even doctors. I wanted to ask him if he was depressed because he earned one quarter of what a specialist takes home to his family while they play more golf and don't work nearly as hard as he does. If he wasn't depressed, I wanted to ask him if he was happy because he was a doctor instead of a dentist or was a real doctor instead of a chiropractor.
* * * * *
I looked in the examination room mirror to see if there was a sign written on my forehead that read that I'm depressed. Maybe it's the big bags under my eyes but that's from not getting enough sleep and not from my depression. The bags beneath my eyes are from waking up too early and going to bed too late while writing, writing, and writing. I guess he didn't hear me say that I'm a writer or comprehend what it means to be a writer who's driven by her passion to write and who doesn't earn enough money writing erotic stories to even feed herself.
Truth be told, I'm depressed because I'm a survivor of sexual abuse. Beaten, tortured, and raped by more than one abuser, one of my sexual abusers, my older cousin, even tried to murder me by drowning me. Thinking that I was going to die, it wasn't until I saw the Virgin Mary underwater that I felt at peace and relaxed myself enough to accept my fate. It wasn't until the Virgin Mary spoke to me and said, "Don't worry," that I knew I wouldn't die.
I'll never forget what happened as long as I shall live. Floundering in the water, unable to swim, not even knowing how to do the doggie paddle, and with my heavy winter clothes weighing me down, I watched as my life flashed before my eyes. Then, when I saw the Virgin Mary there beneath the water with me, as soon as I saw her, I relaxed. As soon as the Virgin Mary said for me not to worry, instantly the hand of my sexual abuser reached down in the frigid water from the boat to pull me up by the hood of my soaked and ruined wool coat. It was February, the coldest day of the year and I've never been as cold in my life nor as relieved as I was then that I was still alive albeit shivering, frightened, and in shock.
If that forced sexual and death defying experience with my cousin wasn't enough when I was an 18-year-old virgin, a few days before that life changing episode, my uncle force me to give him oral sex. With no sexually abused victim having just one abuser, it's as if all we have a sign on our foreheads that reads, sexually abuse us. With my mother never around to stop them and with my incestuous slut of a mother having sex with them anyway too, my four, much older, drunken brothers raped me more than once, until I finally left home to live with my girlfriend.
Then, if that wasn't enough, to compound my depression, years later, I hooked up with a man, a bad, Boston cop who took his daily frustrations of his job out on me. Somehow and for some women, it doesn't help to be born beautiful. Wishing that I was ugly, especially being that I felt ugly after being sexually abuse, whenever I ventured out, I went out of my way to hide my appearance from men, not an easy thing to do when being tall, blonde, beautiful, and busty.
Not only was I my ex-husband's sounding board, more of a yelling and pounding board, I was his punching bag too. Being that he was a black belt in Judo, he knew exactly where to hit me to not show a mark outside my body but to do damage inside my body. Coughing up and anally shitting blood, most of the time I was with him, with going from one emotionally and sexual abuser to a sexual, verbal, and physical abuser, and with him coercing me to participate in the swinging lifestyle, my life hasn't been wine and roses. Then, when the men wanted me more than the women wanted him, he was no longer interested in swinging and called me a slut and a whore for doing what he coerced and forced me to do. I couldn't win with him.
Normally martial arts experts don't hit women and never hit anyone outside of the dojo or a tournament, that is, unless attacked first out on the street, but he relished hurting me, especially if I dared to talk back to him or sassed him. Talk about depressed, he was crazy mad, one too many steroids, no doubt. Maybe I should introduce him to my doctor. Yet, if my doctor dared ask my ex if he was depressed, my doctor would be eating his meals through a straw.
"Pardon? What did you just ask me, Doc? Depressed?" POW! Bam!
* * * * *
With my doctor and his nurse making me feel bad that I was depressed, they made me feel that there was something wrong with me for being depressed. A life peppered with misery, who wouldn't be depressed with all that I've been through, had to endure, and survive during the short time that I've been on this planet? Obviously needing anti-depressant medication for more than one doctor to ask me if I wanted a little something to improve my always sad and angry mood, I began soul searching. I needed to understand, if only to justify my depression to myself, why I was depressed. I mean, I always knew that I was depressed but I wasn't suicidal. I was just sad and angry. Who isn't sad and angry, other than politicians, cheerleaders, models, and astronauts?
Until asked, I didn't think I was depressed because depression was my normal state of mind. Depression runs in my family. All of my family members are depressed. Certainly my mother and definitely my four brothers are all depressed. If I'm depressed at all, and undoubtedly I am, it was because of my bitch, incestuous whore of a mother and my four perverted, much older brothers are responsible for ruining my life.
Old now, in her seventies but telling everyone that she's in her sixties because she looks ten years younger, and indeed she does, my mother was a model, turned stripper, and turned prostitute. She had a different man on her arm every week. More than her being a stripper and a prostitute, my mother was an incestuous whore who had sex with her four adult sons before I was even born. Unless it was one of her Johns, and I doubt that, with me an accident of ejaculation with one of my brothers not wearing a condom while inside of my mother, conceivably one of my much older brothers is, no doubt, my father.
With none of them admitting to it, no one knows who my father is. How's that for growing up in a fucked up family? How's that for having a reason to be depressed? Having to trek out to Michigan and Ohio to track down my brothers, it would take a DNA test for me to get the truth out of any of them. I can see me now trudging through the deep snow while chasing after them before having to paddle across one of the great lakes.
"Hold still so that I can get a blood sample," I imagine saying to one of my brothers while trying to stick a needle in his arm. "Don't you want to know if you're my Daddy? Don't you want to be on the Maury Povich show?"
* * * * *
Yet, even though fantasy over reality can sometimes be appealing as well as appalling, especially when writing fiction, rather than when taking anti-depressant drugs, I need a clear mind to write. I know that I'm naïve but I can't help but put anti-depressant medication in the same class as LSD, designer drugs, and other hallucinatory drugs. Certainly, without a doubt, for anything to relieve my depression, my sadness, and my anger, it would have to be a hallucinatory drug for the medicine to set me free. Yet, even though I wish I had their writing ability and a portion of their financial success, I don't want to be like Poe, Faulkner, Fitzgerald, Hemingway, and King who abused alcohol and drugs. Who knows, maybe if I was high on mood altering drugs, while writing about unicorns, dragons, aliens, vampires, and monsters instead of people, I'd be a better writer.
Even though I'm forever tortured with the never forgetting thoughts of all that happened to me, they are all my thoughts and this is my depression. They are not someone else's thoughts created by a drug induced haze from the help of a little pharmaceutical pill created by some Dr. Frankenstein chemist in a lab to make billions of dollars for his company at the expense of depressed people like me. I apologize for my ignorance about anti-depressant medication and I'm sure that they help a lot of people make their way through life but because of their inherent side effects and in the way that they react with other medications and alcohol, no thank you.
Moreover, you can't take yourself off of your anti-depressant medication without a doctor weaning you off of them. God forbid you just stop taking them and go cold turkey. That's when depressed people start shooting people. How many times have we heard of a depressed gunman killing people because he stopped taking his medication?
Rather than taking them, I'd rather do without them. I'd rather be sad. I'd rather be angry. I'd rather be depressed. I rather not have some mind altering medication inside of me that will make me say, feel, and do the normal things that are expected of me and that are not and have never been part of my physical and mental makeup.
If ever I was happy, what the Hell would I write about then? I need to be angry and sad to write. I need to be depressed to be able to think clearly through the problems that are my life. Maybe if I accepted my doctor's prescription and took anti-depressant medication, I'd write about white, puffy clouds, balloons, fireworks, fairy tales, pretty dresses, cheerleaders, and models.
* * * * *
Nonetheless my miscellaneous ramblings, for those who have been prescribed to take anti-depressant medication, don't you dare take yourself off of your anti-depressant medication without prior doctor's approval. They are very dangerous drugs. I knew a man who took himself off of Zoloft and murdered two of his business associates. The nicest man you'd ever want to meet before he had his psychotic episode, he's in jail now serving a double life sentence without parole. Being in a cell for 23 hours a day, I couldn't do jail. Now that I think about it, as if in solitary confinement, being in prisoned is much like the self-imposed prison that my life is when writing alone with my bad self.



Being that I've been so used and abused by others who have tried to ruin my life, it's taken me decades to get some sort of happiness back in my life that I lost and should have had all along. Being that I endured and survived so much, other than a pill that I don't want and medication that I don't need and reject, there's nothing that anyone can do to me now. I've been through Hell and back. Now for some doctor to want to numb me with anti-depressant medication is something that I don't want and, always, I tell them no. I've numbed myself enough with alcohol when I was younger and want to be clearheaded now.
"No thank you." I tell them that I've already missed enough of my life for them to take any more of it away from me by giving me mind numbing and thought altering medication.
I'm not a doctor, a pharmacist, or even a chemist. I don't know enough about the human brain other than that I have one, I think. I don't know your personal psychological circumstances and why you were prescribed to take anti-depressants and I'm sure that your doctor is doing the right thing by you, but they are not for me. Having been down this road before with men using me as their sexual playthings, with too many doctors not knowing exactly what they're prescribing and how the side effects can personally affect me, I didn't want a doctor using me as his professional, medical, and human guinea pig. Some of these doctors are too free in prescribing pills, especially pain pills. Sorry. Presently, my only drug of choice is copious amounts of caffeine found in black, Starbucks' French roast coffee ground to a fine grind.
Maybe those who take these medications are or aren't much different than me. I don't know. Being that I'm not a trained professional but just a dizzy, ditzy, dumb, blonde writer, I have no idea and no way of knowing how these medications would help or hurt me. Sad that I had to endure all that I've endured to survive, yet, scratch the surface with me and I'm angry for all that happened to me. If I had to describe myself with two words, I'm sad and angry. Yet, if I could go back and change my life, I wouldn't change a thing. There's a reason why I went through what I went through, I just don't know what the reasons are and maybe I'll never know.
Yet that sadness and that anger are both all mine. I earned it and I own it and I don't want it removed with a pill that in twenty years researchers will say is inherently bad for you. They'll be lawyers advertising a class action lawsuit on TV called, Bad Drugs. After feeling and dealing with those emotions for so long, I don't want some happy pill taking my thoughts and my real emotions away from me. Rather than being someone else, some eternally happy person, some artificial product of a drug, I like being me. Besides, I need that sadness and that anger to remember all that was done to me for sex. I need my depression to write.
For sex, I was beaten. For sex, I was tortured. For sex, I was raped. For sex, I was used, abused, and nearly murdered. Yet, sex had nothing to do with what happened to me. Lucky to be alive, I'm a survivor of violence and I don't ever want to forget what happened to me by taking one of these happy pills.
* * * * *
In the way that McMurphy had a lobotomy in One Flew Over the Cuckoo's nest, I wonder if anti-depressant medications are nothing more than modern day mini lobotomies. I'm not a doctor, a scientist, or even a pharmacist but I know what I know. Rather than doing it the hard way with psychological therapy, anti-depressant medication is a quick and easy fix in the way of a Fen Phen diet pill. In the way that a drunk doesn't realized that he's too drunk to drive, those who need the medication and who are on the medication may not even know how psychological sick and emotionally damaged they are. Those who are on the medication obviously have a different viewpoint than I do for them to take what I won't take.
If not in jail, many of those who have had a similar background as I have had have turned to alcohol, drugs, suicide, and/or become abusers themselves. Instead, by the way of my writing my erotic stories, through writing my fiction and wearing it as my badge of honor, I've taken my pain as my personal mission to improve the quality of my life. Always willing to work and a hard worker when I was employed, yet unable to break the cycle that I wear as a yoke around my neck, unemployment and poverty is not my fault. Inherent in my poverty, being that my Mom was poor and uneducated, I'm poor and not as educated as I could have been if my family had money and if I had the opportunity to go to graduate school.
Now no longer looking for a good paying, full-time job with benefits that isn't there, instead of wasting my time and energy looking for a low paying, part-time job that has no benefits and no job satisfaction, I write my stories. I'm happiest while creating, developing, writing, and editing my stories. I've finally found my passion, even if it is writing erotica on a porn board. So what? I could be doing worse things with my time.
Definitely, there are worse things that I could do with my time. I could have followed my mother and become a model, turned stripper, and turned prostitute, but I didn't. I could have fucked and sucked every man I knew for money. Being that she had children to support, giving her some modicum of credit, perhaps had I been a single mother, I would have done what she did.
Yet, glad that I didn't follow in her footsteps, I wear that as another badge of honor that I didn't exchange sex for money, even when I needed money the most to buy food and pay for rent. I could have stayed married to my ex, had children, and watched him sexually, emotionally, and physically abused my children in the way that he sexually, emotionally, and physically abused me but I didn't. Done with that kind of violent life, running away from Massachusetts to live in Pennsylvania with my mother, before the flood, was the only thing I could do to save myself.
* * * * *
When writing, I'm never depressed. Instead, I'm happy. I'm happiest when creating storylines. I'm happiest when developing characters. I'm happiest when my characters are whispering in my ear what next to write. I'm happiest when reading all that I wrote while my cast of characters are surrounding me and are listening to me tell them their story. I don't want to lose that happiness by taking a pill that's going to alter my mind, change my mood, and prevent me from writing my stories. I'd rather be sad, I'd rather be angry, and I'd rather be angry if that's the only way for me to continue to write fiction and erotica.
Now that I've found my passion for writing, am I going to give all of that up for some happy pill to make me calm and happy instead of making me feel my real emotions of being sad and angry? I need that sadness to write. I need that anger to craft my stories and breathe life into my characters. Sadness and anger are all that I have left after having a shit of a mother, perverts for brothers, and a losing crapshoot of a life. After all that others have put me through, I can forgive those who so hurt me but I'll never forget what they've done to me. Continuing to count on that pain and suffering sorrow, I need that internal and ceaseless sadness to write.
If I take a pill, maybe I'll forget what it is that I need to remember to write. Always there, my misery and suffering sorrow never ends. Just as my misery and suffering sorrow is important to me, my sadness, my anger, my depression is me. My misery is who I am.
Yet, it is my misery and not some doctor's misery for him to think that he can take it away from me and cure all my angst and anxiety with a magic pill. How dare they do that to people without telling them the ramifications and the side effects of these very dangerous anti-depressant medications? These doctors simply don't know what these medications can do and do to the mind of those taking them that is, until someone goes off, walks into their workplace with a gun, and starts shooting people.
For those of you who take anti-depressant medication, have had some success with taking them, and have found some level of peace and wellbeing, I applaud you. I'm so very sorry for your personal, mental affliction and am glad that you've found some solace by taking a pill. I wish there was something that I can do to help you understand that one magic pill that may work for one person may not work for someone else and vice versa. In the way that your magic pill works for you, it may not work for me.
Yet, I wonder, if you're such a great person now that you're on anti-depressant drugs, I can't imagine the person you may have been had all that caused your depression not happened to you. I know if all that happened to me never did, I would have been a much different person and a much better person, I suspect. I wouldn't be sitting here now in Hannah's guest bedroom while writing this review and essay. Yet, a reason for everything, maybe this is my reason for writing this. I hope readers will get as much out of reading this as I have in writing it.
THE END
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Dominique, a beautiful, black woman stuck in a white man's world, finds a novel way to get out of paying her rent.
"Hey Lady," said the landlord from the first floor landing.
Hey lady? Dominque stopped in mid step to face him after successfully avoiding him for the last several days. Showing him a lot of her long, black, shapely legs, the sexy side view of her beautiful, black body continued higher to the well-formed impression that her round, black ass made beneath her short skirt. The full sexy package on provocative display through her tight clothes, her short skirt and her low cut top flattered her figure. With her abundant, C cup breasts, evident by the long line of cleavage as exposed by her scalloped blouse, her erotic body was just as arousing as was her beautiful, exotic face.
Salvy leered up at Dominique as if she was a full course, Thanksgiving meal and he was a starving, homeless man eating at the mission. Eager to get away from him, from where he was standing on the first floor and with her already halfway up the stairs, she knew that he could clearly see up her short skirt. Obvious in the way that he was staring at her, leering actually, from his low vantage point and her higher one, he had a good view of her white, bikini panties.
An erotic sexual game she enjoyed playing, not minding him looking at all that she was showing and not caring what all that he was seeing, so long as he wasn't touching, she was as much the teasing exhibitionist as he was the perverted voyeur. Willing to show him what he so obviously wanted and enjoyed seeing, with her skirt raised past mid-thigh on her extended leg going up the stairs, she teased him with one foot perched on the next higher step. With her posture poised as if she were a model posing for a candid, cheesecake photo and with her long legs positioned wide open enough to give him a spread legged view of her panty clad pussy, she was such a sexy tease.
In the way that he always came rushing out of his apartment whenever he saw her coming or heard her leaving, it was obvious to her that he was hoping to get lucky with a bit of voyeurism of her skimpy underwear. In the way that he always does whenever watching her going up the stairs, instead of looking up at her pretty face or at her big tits, he stared between her legs and at her ass. Somehow always catching her in the process of walking up the stairs, when she's perched and halfway positioned on the stairway, never climbing up the staircase to meet her face to face, he's stands down on the landing while looking longingly up at her. It's as if he waits, listens, and times opening his apartment door to catch her in the best voyeuristic position that allows him to see her panties up her short skirts.
Brazenly unashamed and unembarrassed, she knew that he could see her panties from where he was standing and from where he was looking but she didn't care. A black woman in a white man's world, knowing how to play the game of sex to her most advantageous benefit, she's shown more of her hot body to worse men in her young life than him before. Accustomed to him looking, staring, and leering, taking two to play her game of exhibitionism and voyeurism, he was always looking, staring, and leering, perhaps because she was always showing. After all, showing her body while teasing men is how she gets what she wants and how she solicits her sexy clients for her games of bondage, punishment, and discipline.
Besides, the reason for her exhibitionism, giving him a cheap thrill by flashing him up skirts of her panties and down blouses of her bra and cleavage has earned her temporary reprieves from paying her rent. An unspoken code, as if an inner-city rule, a flash of her bra, along with the sight of her cleavage and the tops of her jiggling breasts in down blouses or peeks of her panty or naked pussy in up skirts, keeps Salvy interested enough not to evict her. Her tits, her pussy, and/or her ass, she could only imagine how crazed he'd be if she showed him more skin than she was showing him now. Thinking about arranging for a deliberate flashing scenario, such as pretending she just emerged from the shower and deliberately dropping her towel when she opened her door after he knocked on her apartment door for the rent, she wondered what he'd do if he saw her naked. Unable to handle seeing her beautiful, black body without her clothes, in the unhealthy condition that he was in, he'd probably have a heart attack and die.
She knows he wants her. She knows what he needs. She knows he lusts over her. She knows that he masturbates over the thoughts of having sex with her. Only this time, with her flashing her lingerie running its course and not nearly giving him enough nudity to make him want sex more than he wants her money, she knew that she was out of rent extensions. Unless she was to appear at her front door naked and give him sex, he wouldn't allow her anymore excuses why she couldn't pay her rent. Imagining him naked, worse, imagining him seeing her naked, she cringed at the thought of having sex with him.
"Dominique. My name is Dominique," she said with the attitude that only a black woman from the most depressed part of Detroit can have.
If she had a gun and could get away with it, she'd shoot him. If she had a knife, she cut open his chest to see if he had a heart and his head to see if he had a brain. If he had any intelligence and commonsense at all, he'd know not to fuck with her. Only, blinded by her beauty, he was star struck by her bodacious and voluptuous body.
"Yeah, yeah, whatever, I know that. I know your name," he said waving a hand of disinterest.
Funny that her name was Dominique when she was a Dominatrix. Dominique the Dominatrix had a nice ring to it. Especially when she was dressed in black leather that fit her body as if she was awash in liquid, black paint from head to toe while brandishing a whip. She looked so sexy in her Dominatrix outfit. If only he knew who she was and what she did for men to earn her money, she wondered how different he'd treat her. Would he treat her with respect or with disinterest? Would he treat her better or worse?
Even when she told men that Dominique was her name, those men who knew she was a Dominatrix didn't believe her. They thought she had invented the name to go along with her BDSM image, but she didn't have to do that. Before Dominque was born, her mother, from French Martinique, moved to Detroit with her newly married husband thirty years ago. An autoworker, he fell in love with Dominque's mother, Fiona, after they met while he was in Martinique on vacation.
Being that her father was Caucasian, lighter in skin tone than an American negro or an African black, her facial features were more of a white woman than that of a black woman. She had big, beautiful, darkly mysterious eyes. For sure, by the testimony of the long, lustful stares that most men and some women gave her, Dominique was a uniquely different looking black woman. Then, one day, a few years after she was born, laid off from work and obviously tired of being married and living with her mother, with them not knowing if he was dead, alive, or imprisoned, never hearing from him again, her father just disappeared.
"I've been living here for more than two years and I'd think you'd remember my name by now," she said with more attitude while putting a hand to her shapely hip and giving him her best, annoyed, black diva impression. In the way that an angry Halle Berry would verbally assault someone who was disrespecting her with his offensive words and with his inappropriate stares, she continued her tirade. "Maybe if you looked more at my face instead of staring at my tits and my ass, you'd recognize me," she said.
He smiled at her as if he was better than her. He stared at her as if she was just another whore who lived in his building. In the way he looked and treated her, he treated all women the same but for his mother. Only, not taking any of his guff, he didn't know that she'd give him back much more than he could take.
"Sorry but I can't help myself from staring at your tits and ass," he said with a dirty laugh. "You have big tits," he said holding his hands out in front of his chest. "And you have the best ass I've ever seen on a black woman, or on any woman, black, brown, white, red, or yellow for that matter," he said. He leered at her while giving her a low, sick laugh as if he was a dirty dog growling over a bone.
She couldn't stand the man but, in the way that all men do, she knew that he liked her, an understatement. He lusted over her was more like it. Knowing that he wanted her, if she relented and gave him sex, he'd give her free rent. After talking to her in the hall and with her showing him all that he needed to see, she knew he went to his apartment to masturbate over their brief, sexual exchanges. She could hear him and feel the whole house shaking from him pleasuring his fat body with his puny, little dick in his sweaty, little hand.
"I'd thank you but with that compliment coming from you, no doubt, you'd think that anyone willing to have sex with you has big tits and the best ass," she said.
She looked at him in the way that she looked at all men when reading them. Only, in his case, she didn't have to read him. He was so very obvious in his lust for her. With both his thoughts and sexual desire as one, he was as transparent in his thoughts as he was in his sexual desire for her.
"I remember you. I know who you are," he said leering at her while reminding her of a taller version of Danny DeVito. "Even though you're black, you're the best looking woman in the building," he said with a sick, little laugh while flattening down the few strands of hair that was left on his mostly bald head.
Say what? Even though she's black? What Hell does that mean? Black woman can't be beautiful? Surprised he didn't call her a nigga, he had a way of riling her by what he said as much as by what he didn't say. If it wasn't for the fear of him evicting her, she'd kick his white ass.
As if getting ready for a catfight, she tossed her long, blue black, beautiful hair to one side of her head with a flick of her pretty, islander looking head and gave him a laser look that would melt a waxed candle. Well fuck you, you honky cracker, ignorant redneck, motherfucker, cocksucker of an asshole, she thought to herself but didn't say out loud. No doubt, in his case, calling him a motherfucker would be a compliment to him, as no doubt, with no one else wanting him, he was surely having sexual relations with his mother.
An improvement for him in race relations, he's come a long way. Unarmed but still dangerous, a step up from him wearing a white hood over his head while riding a horse, holding a torch, packing a gun, and carrying a noose, she was surprised that he didn't call her the best looking nigger in the building. She looked at him in the way that she looked at all older, obese, bald, white men who thought that they were good enough to bed her and thought that she wanted them. Just because she was black and they were white, seemingly, too many white men thought what black woman would ever turn down a white man for sex? Enamored with her, a real Nubian princess, she was a Katy Perry look-a-like. Only taller, better looking, possessing a much better body, and with her skin the color of light mocha, hot coffee, she had a much darker tan with beautiful skin.
"What do you want Salvy? I have to go feed my cat. I'm tired. I've been on my feet all day looking for a job," she said.
Knowing her neighbors were all at work, in school, committing criminal acts of crime and desperation throughout the neighborhood and beyond, she felt safer talking to him in the front hall than she did inviting him inside her apartment. The time of year when crime was rampant and increased tenfold, leery of men and with good reason, and with nearly every man wanting to bed her, she was careful with whom she talked to, even her landlord. Never wanting to be alone with him without it being on her terms, she didn't trust him enough for him not to try something stupid, the least of which would be for him to flash her his fat, stubby dick.
A third degree, black belt in Judo that she attained for personal protection to feel safe from men like him, she didn't want to have to go through the trouble of beating the shit out of him, filing a report, and involving the police. If she hit him and hurt him, no doubt, he'd evict her. If she hit him and hurt him, with his word against her, a white man's word against a black woman's word, she'd go to jail for assault being that her hands were lethal, registered weapons. Besides, with him owning the building and living one floor below her, a judge would never give her a restraining order against him. She'd just have to move. Not wanting to waste her time in court to deal with the likes of him, she just wanted to be left alone but always he was there whenever she was entering or leaving the building to engage her in leering, sexually harassing conversation. In his defense, having every right to expect her to pay her rent, she did owe him rent money.
"Your rent is due," he said gruffly while immediately getting to the point. "You're two months behind," he said raising his voice to show her his obvious sexual frustration with her not accepting his last few offers for sexual favors in exchange for him forgiving her rent. "Now with this month due," he said holding up three stubby, little fingers that she imagined looked exactly like his puny, little cock. "You owe me three months' rent, that's eighteen hundred dollars," he said pausing with a toothless smile while staring up as if computing the amount she owed him in his head with the answer there on his ceiling.
A twelve apartment building in the heart of downtown Harrisburg, how in the Hell does someone like him own a building like this? With him not even having a job, no doubt, it was his father's building and left to his mother and him when he died. She wouldn't put it past him to have murdered his father and stuffed his body down in the basement somewhere. With her not remembering her father, obviously a white man by her more mulatto than African black complexion, her father never gave her a damn thing, except for moving her mother from Martinique to America. A lot of good that did her mother being that she was poor. Albeit here legally, being that she wasn't born in his country, she was disenfranchised and limited to the opportunities afforded to her as opposed to American citizens.
With her mother drunk on alcohol, high on drugs, and giving away her body and self-respect to anyone paying her enough money for her to afford her rent and buy her food, Dominque hasn't had the best role models or the best life. To her credit, always having a roof over her head, at least her mother did the best she could do in keeping her family together. The best thing she ever did was to reject that way of life and to move away from Detroit. Yet, exchanging one depressed city for another depressed city, glad she didn't move to Chicago with their murder and felony crime rate, her life in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania wasn't much better than her life in Detroit, Michigan. Her dream was to one day move to New York or Boston.
Figuring she only owed him twelve hundred bucks, she now realized that today was a new month and that January's rent was due too. Too busy with interviews while looking for a full-time job that had paid benefits, one month melded into another month. With her earning a few dollars on the side with her bondage and sadomasochistic clients who had specific and special, sexual needs from their dominatrix, not totally destitute, she was having fun by punishing and disciplining men. The perfect job for her, her role as a dominatrix allowed her to take out her physical and emotional hatred on men, men who belittled her mother and emotionally, physically, and sexually hurt her too, that is, before she learned Judo. Time flies when living alone and doing whatever she needed to do to survive in the world without a man by her side subsidizing her, supporting her, and sexually satisfying her.
"I'll pay you. I told you that I'd pay you. I just need a little more time. I need to get a job first," she said. "I had three interviews today and two more tomorrow. I'm sure that I'll get one of the jobs and—"
Making her want to strike him for disrespecting her, he raised his hand to stop her from talking. In the way she stared at him with unhidden hatred, if looks could kill, he'd already be dead.
"And what?" He looked at her with disbelief. "Unless you're earning eighteen hundred dollars a week, I don't think I'll be seeing my back rent anytime soon," he said rubbing a fat hand over the stubble on his face as if thinking of something else to say with his mini brain.
Obviously he had no idea how much money she made and could make giving men what they sexually wanted and what they sexually needed. If she had a much larger client base in disciplining and punishing men who looked just like him, she could actually earn a small fortune. She could definitely earn enough money to not only pay her rent but also afford a new car and maybe even buy a house of her own.
"What are you saying Salvy? Are you going to evict me?" She looked at him with anger before softening to look at him for sympathy. "Have you no compassion at all? Christmas was only a week ago. It's still the holiday season for God's sakes. Have some mercy," she said pleading her case while playing him with her shapely body as her sexy enticement as much as it was her deadly weapon.
She looked at him as if she was about to cry and he looked at her with lust as if he was about to run up the stairs, strip her naked, and rape her. With just one forceful blow, if she'd didn't kill him, she'd at least knock him unconscious, if he dared even try to touch her. Now confidentially in control, instead of being afraid, had she not had extensive, martial arts training, especially in the leering way that he was looking at her now, she'd fear him. Yet, someone like him, unless he craves bondage, punishment, torture, and discipline, doesn't like pain and she could give him a whole lot of pain if he dared touch her.
Then, obviously reacting to her sad face, he softened in his sexual desire for her. Looking more human, he now looked at her with sympathy albeit, no doubt, with sexual opportunity in mind. Nonetheless his sympathetic look, a real degenerate, he was such a despicable pig and if he wasn't her landlord, she'd have nothing to do with him. With him just an unpleasant memory, she couldn't wait to save up enough money to buy her own place.
"Calm down. Calm down," he said waving his hands down as if he was a traffic cop motioning her to slow down from speeding down a busy street. "Don't worry. I won't evict you. Maybe we can work out something," he said making no attempt to conceal his unnerving stare between her legs and at her panties. "I already told you that but you shot me down before I could even tell you all that I had in mind," he said looking at her as if she a celebrity star standing there on the stairs in his building.
She knew what he had in mind. Sex is what he had in mind. She knew what every man black or white had in mind when they saw her, especially for the first time. Sex is all they had in mind.
He's confessed his sexual needs to her before. He wants to strip her naked, tie her to the bed, and masturbate while feeling and touching her where she'd never want any man, especially an old, fat, white man, to touch her. If anyone was going to strip her naked tie her to the bed, it would be a woman and not a man. Fat chance of that fat man, she wanted to say but didn't. She'd rather be gangbanged by gang members during an initiation into their gang than to have sex with his flabby, white ass.



"Okay. I'm listening," she said tossing her lush, black hair again with a sexy flick of her pretty head while looking at him with her big, beautiful, dark, brown eyes and her pursed, full, red lips. "What do you mean by working out something?"
Lost in her beauty and sexuality, as if he was staring at Miss America or Miss Universe, just by the way he was looking at her, with sex written all over his fat face, she knew what he meant and what he was thinking. She wished she had a dollar for every time a man looked at her in the way he was looking at her now. Always having that same effect on men, white, black, brown, red, or yellow, her ability to so control men was the reason why she became a dominatrix.
As if dominating men was her natural calling, she didn't see anything wrong with using her God given gifts to take financial advantage of men, especially when she didn't even like men. Unlike her mother who gave away her body for sex, Dominque would never have sex with any man for money. It was all about the seduction, the teasing, the discipline, and the punishment. Those men who wanted and expected sex from her were better off finding another Dominatrix because she seldom had sex with a man and she never had sex with a white man.
"The world doesn't only run on money," he said laughing a dirty laugh. "There are other things that oil the wheels, if you get my meaning and catch my drift," he said undressing her with his eyes and staring at her as if she was already naked.
Having been around the block a few times before and with much better looking men than him, she understood his meaning and she caught his drift. Yet, not wanting to catch anything from him, especially a sexually transmitted disease, if he thought she had any interest in him sexually or otherwise, then he was crazier than she thought he was. He was just another short, fat, bald man wanting to hook up with a black woman because he couldn't get a white woman. Thinking that any black woman would jump in bed with him, perhaps because he's had some success with some of the black prostitutes who lived and used to live in the building, he didn't know that she was just the black woman who could readjust his way of thinking.
"I'm not having sex with you Salvy," she said pointing a manicured, index finger at him as if she was Diana Ross or Mariah Carey. Pointing at him was her unmistakable, physical way of rejecting him. "I'd rather be thrown out on the street than to have sex with someone like you," she said pitching her finger at him as if she was punctuating her sentence with a period.
She looked at him with contempt and hatred while he stared back at her with lust and desire. She couldn't even begin to imagine him naked and sweating all over her while grunting and breathing hard for the few minutes that he'd last pounding her pussy or fucking her mouth before cumming all over her beautiful, black body. Were she not lesbian, bi-sexual actually, having the image of the big, beautiful, black man that she'd freely give her body to, even if she was struck dumb and blind, Salvy wouldn't fit her image. Instead, her dream lover was a beautiful, black woman in the way of Beyonce, Vanessa Williams, and/or Venus or Serena Williams. If not a woman, her dream lover was a beautiful black man in the way of Boris Kodjoe, Shemar Moore, Usher, or RG III. Mercy, mercy, mercy, she'd willingly do any one or all four of those hot, black bodies.
"There are other things that we can do other than fucking and sucking," he said abruptly and to the point as if he was able to read her mind while knocking her out of her sexual fantasy of black celebrities.
Shocking her with his uncensored, sexual dialogue, the image of her fucking and sucking him assaulted her senses as if he had just thrown a bucket of cold water in her face. A place where she couldn't go, even in her deepest, darkest thoughts, rather having him evict her, she'd never have sex with him. Nonetheless her detestation of him, she gave him the verbal attention that he obviously needed while continuing to flash him an up skirt view of her panties.
She stood there listening to his idiocy, the very least she had to do not to be summarily evicted. If it came down to that, her going or her staying, instead of being put out on the street by the police, she imagined giving him a blowjob for back rent but she'd never fuck him. If she did anything sexual with him at all, having sucked so very many cocks before turning lesbian more than she was bi-sexual, as her way of getting out of having intercourse, she'd suck him if she had to but, so very distasteful to her, she'd rather not do that either. Before becoming a proud, black woman and before earning her black belt in Judo, her favorite and appropriate colored belt, what she did in her past, she'd never do now. Having sucked the cocks of worse looking landlords and employers when she was young, innocent, not as angry, and not as attracted to women as she was now, she could suck him if she had to and if she must. Only, being that she was now a dominatrix, whatever she did had to be on her terms and in her control.
Rather than fucking him, she could suck him. Yeah, blowing him wouldn't nearly be as bad as allowing him to strip her naked, tie her to the bed, and mounting her while humping her. Only, she didn't think that he'd forgive eighteen hundred dollars' worth of back rent for a mere blowjob when he could get that from any prostitute on the street or in his own building for a hundred dollars or less.
She's had worse than him in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. She thought of her wild, college days and drunken, frat parties of gangbangs and circle jerks. She thought of all of her old, horny, fat bosses who sexually used her and abused her for a few extra dollars in her paycheck. As if she was foreign and exotic, when she was an American citizen born in this country just like them, hotly erotic by her beautiful face and shapely body, white men always wanted to have sex with the beautiful, sexy black chick.
A much bigger notch on their gun, having sex with a black woman was as if they weren't really cheating on their wives and girlfriends because she was black and obviously a whore for her to have sex with them. In their way of thinking, some, white men obviously think less than her being a human. Because she was Negro or a nigger, in the way that some white people still referred to her, there was no foul to play especially with a black woman when paying her for sex.
More in demand because she was not only black but also beautiful, she thought of some of the disgusting, older, white men who paid her to do what their wives wouldn't do and what she did to them so very well. Only, until she gets her web site going, a place of her own to live, and has enough extra money to install a dungeon in her basement, she was stuck living here in this rat hole of a rundown apartment complex with him, her disgusting landlord.
"What? What other things?"
To be continued...
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Stripped naked, blindfolded, and tied to her bed, Dominatrix Dominique disciplines her landlord.
She looked at him with disgust and he looked at her with lust. With him being a pervert and her being an inner city, proud, black, woman from Detroit, she didn't have to be a psychic to know what he meant in doing other things than sucking and fucking. Having been down this darkly, dangerous road before with so many other men, she knew exactly what he wanted and expected her to do. He wanted to strip her naked and tie her to her bed. He wanted to control her in the way that she controlled men and, so long as she wasn't helplessly tied to her bed, could easily overwhelm him if he dared defy her and give her all that he needed and wanted.
She had a choice. What she would do next was entirely up to her. Either she'd give him sex or she'd let him evict her. Either way, she wasn't paying him anymore rent.
Nonetheless her unwillingness in not wanting to pay her rent, she liked living here. A convenient downtown location, the rent was cheap enough and her apartment was spacious. If only he'd make the necessary repairs to make her apartment more livable, the reason why she withheld the rent in the first place. If only he'd make the repairs, she could see herself living here for another year or two. She had no problem paying her rent before, other than being late all the time, until he refused to fix anything.
She had the money saved and could pay him his rent but there was something that offended her in paying him to live here when he seemingly received more from her living here than she did, especially when he refused to make any repairs. Surely, there's a price to put upon all of the up skirts and down blouses that she routinely gave him and that he so enjoyed seeing. Surely, as if paying the admittance to a peepshow, those entertaining, voyeuristic glimpses of her underwear and/or naked pussy, when not wearing panties, and/or her tits, when she wasn't wearing a bra, should be deducted from her rent.
After putting up with his inappropriate behavior and bad attitude for more than two years, she figured she was even with her owning him three months' rent. If anything, he owed her for all of the masturbation fodder that she gave him with her flashing him. If anything, being that he was such a bad man with such a bad attitude, he needed to be punished and disciplined. Oh, yeah, she'd love to get him naked and tied to her bed while she whipped him until he begged her to stop.
Adding to his lack of sexual appeal to her, that is sexually appealing to her even less when men aren't paying her, other than having him forgive her rent, he confessed his fetish to bind her, discipline, and/or punish her. Already punished enough for having a pervert of a leering landlord like him interacting with her every time he caught her on the stairs, in the hall, or in front of the building, she routinely checked her apartment for hidden cameras. Any time she returned to her apartment after being away, she checked for any signs that he was in her flat going through her underwear drawer, reading her mail, looking at her pictures, and/or sabotaging her food by masturbating in it. With her not home to protect her personal and private possessions, she wouldn't put it past him to do any one of those things or all of those things.
A real sexual deviate, she wouldn't put it past him to spy on her while watching her dressing, undressing, showering, and/or masturbating herself in the assumed privacy of her bedroom. Not wanting to give away anything for free, she wouldn't mind giving him such a sexy, sexual show, so long as he paid her handsomely for the pleasure of showing him her shapely, black, naked body. She'd give him all that he wanted to see and more than he'd even bargained for, so long as he paid her for the pleasure of the pain that she'd surely give him and the discipline he'd get to make him a more obedient and better man.
"A little bondage goes a long way with me towards paying off your rent," he said flashing her his toothless smile.
Even though she knew he was nuts, she couldn't help from looking at him as if he was nuts.
"Lemme get this straight Salvy," she said. "You want me to strip you naked?" With confusion written all over his face, she looked at him shaking his head no. "And you want me to tie you up and beat you? Is that it?" As if he was already tied naked to her bed, as if she was a black, widow spider, and he was a horsefly caught in her web, she gave him a sexy smile. "I can do that," she said with a sexy laugh.
Even though he had no idea of her mental stability or instability, he looked at her as if she was nuts when, indeed, he was the crazy one to be messing with her while thinking that he'd ever get the better of her.
"No, no, that's not what I mean. The other way around," he said as if he needed to explain himself to her of all people. "I strip you naked and I tie you to your bed," he said pointing his fat, stubby finger at her before wiping the drool from his lip with the back of his hand.
"Oh, I see," she said. "I misunderstood. I had that the other way around, didn't I?"
"You sure did," he said. "You tickle my fancy, if you catch my drift and know what I mean, and I'll be kind to your pocketbook. You be nice to me and I'll be nice to you," he said giving her a big, overly exaggerated wink that looked like it hurt his face. "You be nice to me and you'll never have to pay another dollar in rent again."
No doubt his sexual fantasy come true, she imagined herself stripped naked and tied to her bed while he had his wicked way with nude, black body. Not the type of women who'd willingly and readily submit to any man, especially to a white man who was a non-paying customer, she was more the in control type of black woman. If anyone was going to be stripped naked and tied to the bed, he'd be the one rather than her. If anyone was going to be punished and disciplined he'd be the one punished and disciplined and not her. Especially after all the shit he's put her through over the last two years of repairs that he's still yet to make, he should be so lucky to ever get her naked and tied to her bed. He'd have to drug her for her to allow him to touch her.
He's such a nasty, nitwitted asshole for him to even think that she'd exchanged a lousy six hundred dollar a month rent, eighteen hundred when factoring in all of her past-due rent, for her professional, sexual services. As he just mentioned, perhaps if he gave her a free rent pass for the length of time she lived here, she'd consider his proposition but unless there was a written agreement to that, she couldn't trust them. Besides even with a written agreement, null and void once she removed her clothes for sex, whatever agreement she made with him for exchanging rent for sex would be deemed prostitution and would never stand up in a court of law.
Besides, never would that happen with her having sex with him. He has no idea who she really is and how much she charges for the services that she gives to disgusting, perverted men like him. If only she had more customers and if only she had her own place with a dungeon, she'd be earning so much more money than what she's earning now. Yet, until she gets things going and grows her client list, going underground as a secret Dominatrix, she needs a good paying job to allow her to save enough money to buy a place of her own.
"Bondage? You want to tie me to my bed?"
He smiled and nodded his head up and down as if he was trying to shake coins from his ears.
"Yeah, baby, I'd love to tie you naked to your bed," he said wiping the back of his fat hand across his salivating mouth before grabbing his tiny package with his hand as if he was a fat, white Michael Jackson.
Now he was talking her language. Now he was just another contestant in her BDSM game. As if striking a familiar chord in her psyche, now talking her language and wanting to willingly play her game for her to play him, she looked at him now with more interest than disgust. As if she was a wicked witch who was about to turn him into a frog by casting a spell over his fat ass, she gave him a sinister stare. Not even knowing who he was dealing with, he was pushing his luck. Yet, after having flashed him her panties and with him talking bondage with her, she was already aroused into sexual, physical, emotional, and combative action. This poor, dumb man had no idea what he was asking her to do. If only he knew what she was capable of, not his typical, helpless victim, he'd be much better off finding someone else to lust over than wasting his time and energy with being aroused by her, especially when she'd never give him his sexual fantasy.
"Bondage?" She played the innocent woman, a role she enjoyed playing. "What do you mean by bondage? Why kind of bondage?"
She looked at him while smiling. She knew that when she smiled, she was even more irresistibly beautiful. Now that she thought more about it, she wouldn't mind whipping his fat ass for being such a shit of a man and a creep of a landlord.
"I tie you to the bed and blindfold you," he said smiling at her as if he needed to explain anything to her. "Then I undress you."
Laughing at his audacity, if ever he paid her enough money to strip her beautiful, black body naked and to tie her beautiful, black body to her bed, she imagined him exposing his fat, little prick to her with the hopes of her sucking him. Good luck with that. Good luck with getting her naked and good luck with tying her to her bed.
He was such a pathetic, little man. If only he knew that she could stomp him and crush him beneath her boots in the way of the little insect that he was. If only he knew she could hurt him with a kick of her foot, a punch of her hand, or a submission hold of his neck, arm, or leg, he'd apologize to her for even dare looking at her never mind talking to her in such a vilely and sexually explicit way. If only he knew that she could end him she he get violent in his sexual attraction of her.
"Fat chance, fat man," she said ready to leave him and his perversity behind for the security of her apartment.
Giving her the look that she needed to see as her measurement and barometer of the man that she needed to know he was or wasn't, he looked at her as if he enjoyed her talking to him in a disrespectful tone. Interesting, now with the tables turned, she settled into her role as Dominatrix instead of the role as the in arrears in rent tenant.
"C'mon, it's just a little role play is all that it is and all that I want," he said. "Allow me to explain to you how it works. I pretend you're my black slave and you pretend that I'm a plantation owner. I strip you naked, tie you to your bed, and we have a black slave doing everything she can to please her white master. What do you say?"
Say what? Me a black slave? You a plantation owner? A black slave doing everything she can to please her white master? You're crazy.
Mother fucker, cock sucker, honky cracker ass to think that she'd play the slave game with anyone, especially not with him. Fuck you, she thought to herself while imagining sticking the butt end of her whip up his ass sideways. How this Massa? How do you like me now? Are you having fun yet?" She imagined turning and twisting her whip deeper inside of his ass.
This man was on drugs to think that she'd revert back to a time when her people were enslaved, beaten, tortured, raped, and brutalized. He was crazy to think that he could treat her as a black, female slave, when she's worked so very hard on her character and her education to live herself from out of her Detroit ghetto to be the person she is now. The fortitude and strength she received in poverty to become the proud, black woman that she is now was a real struggle. She'd never allow any man to treat her less than she thought who she was. How dare he even talk to her as if she was less than what she is and much less that he is?
Having the confidence of a black diva, the advanced degreed education of a professional woman, and the self-respect and the daring nerve of a dominatrix, she had the physical training that comes with having a black belt in Judo to physically back her up whenever her wits failed her. Never ceasing to be surprised, it always amazed her what came out of the mouths of some ignorant, white men when daring to talk their trash to her. Men who thought that they were better than her because she was black and they were white renewed and restored her hatred for white folks. More than that, it always amazed her what she could get away with in responding to someone like him. Having the big balls of a scary, prejudiced, white man instead of a sexy, shapely beautiful, black woman, she'd never allow her race and/or anyone white or black to hold her back. Nonetheless, her hatred for him, she humored him by continuing to engage him in conversation for the sake of making a deal for him to forgive her back due rent.
"Pray tell, I'm just curious to know. Once you have me tied to my bed and helpless, what's to stop you from raping me and/or sticking your stubby, little dick in my mouth and forcing me to suck you until you cum in my mouth and I swallow you?"
She threw up a little in her mouth while thinking of him forcing her to suck him, him cumming in her mouth, and her swallowing his cum. Now that she thought more about giving him a blowjob in exchange for him forgiving her paying the rent, she'd rather take a beating than to take his cock in her mouth. She'd rather swallow nails than to swallow his cum. A more appealing alternative, being that she was bi-sexual and now more lesbian than heterosexual, she'd rather have sex with his elderly mother than to have sex with him.
"You don't have to worry about that," he said waving a hand of disinterest. "With my diabetes and low testosterone, I can't get it up anymore. Other than with my own hand, I can't remember when I had an erection hard enough and long enough to penetrate anything more than my tissue," he said with a sad, little laugh.
Aware that he lived alone with his elderly mother and with no one really knowing what happens behind closed doors, she had an image of him walking around naked in front of his mother. She had an image of him sitting in the bathtub while his mother washed more than just his back. She could just see his mother stroking and/or sucking his cock for him to receive some perversely perverted relief. Being the pervert that he was, she had an image of him spying on his mother dressing and undressing. On the pretense of having to pee, coming in the bathroom when his mother was naked while bathing or showering, she had the image of him masturbating for his mother while she gave him a naked show of her old, wrinkled body. Having heard it all and seen it all before, she wouldn't be shocked to find out that they were sleeping together in the same bed and having sex.
In the way he was inappropriately interacting with her, no doubt, wishing she would sexually satisfy him, she wondered if he inappropriately interacted with his mother in the same way. She wondered if he coerced his mother to give him hand jobs and/or forced her to suck him. Not being surprised if he did, she wondered if he lusted over his mother in the way that he now lusted over her. If only by the mere fact that he still calls his mother, Mommy, too touchy and feely, they sometimes seem unusually, unhealthily, and inappropriately close.
Being that he doesn't have a woman in his life and his mother doesn't have a man in her life, she suspected that they had more than the typical mother and son relationship. She suspected they were having sex. She suspected that he wanted to have the same sexual relationship with her that he was having with his mother. Making her want to vomit, just the image of the both of them naked made her sick to her stomach.
"Then, I don't understand," she said leaning against the wall to see him better now that the second floor landing wasn't obstructing her view from looking down at him leering up at her.
She lowered her raised foot down a step and closed her legs to deny him from continuing to stare up her short skirt at her panties. Normally she doesn't wear panties but with her going on job interviews today, denying him a view of her trim, black pussy, she was glad that she was wearing panties today. Besides, in the way that he was always engaging her in conversation while staring at her, no doubt, he's seen her trim, black pussy many times before. Only on her terms, only her paid clients have the privilege of seeing, touching, licking, and fucking her pussy and only when she wants to be seen, touched, licked, and fucked.
"What's not to understand? My sexual needs are simple," he said with a sick smile.
Such a disgusting, foul pig, he looked at her while fondling himself through his pants obviously in the way that he wished she'd fondle him through his pants. Being his gud nigga, she imagined playing the part of the black slave while he played the part of the rich plantation owner.
'Yessa Massa, may I touch your cock? May I stroke your cock Massa? May I suck your cock Massa? Please stick your white cock in my black pussy Massa.'
"If you can't get it up anymore, what's in it for you to strip me naked, tie to my bed, blindfold, and to have me so vulnerable?"
Knowing his type and as if she could read his mind, she imagined him masturbating in the corner while staring at her naked body in the way that he, no doubt, does with his mother, the sick fuck that he is.
"I like seeing a good looking broad like you without her clothes while I masturbate in the corner," he said. "That's it. Nothing else. I strip you naked, tie you up, blindfold you, and masturbate. Nothing more."
Knowing his type, she figured as much.
"So you only want to see me naked, is that it?"
She gave him a sexy look as if she was already standing there naked and was ready to have sex with him.
"Yeah, but more than that. The fact that you're seemingly helpless while I undress you is what floats my boat," he said looking at her as if he was dying of thirst and she was an ice, cold beer. "I get off on stripping and tying up women."
'You do, huh? Well, after stripping them naked and tying them to my bed, I get off disciplining, punishing, and hurting men like you,' she wanted to say but didn't.
He looked at her with sexual excitement and hopefulness and she looked at him with disgust and boredom. Normally what she does to men, strip them naked and tie them to their beds, is what he wanted to do to her. Not a very likely scenario for him to realize, how dare he think that she'd allow him to do to her what she does to men? If only she had a dungeon, she'd show him what she really does. If only she could give him the full treatment of her in a Dom/sub relationship, he'd never dare speak disrespectfully and inappropriately again. If only she had a sawed-off shotgun, she'd shoot him dead where he stands.
Having no interest in him stripping her naked and tying her to her bed, no matter how much rent he forgave her and how much money he offered to pay her, she'd never allow any man to get her in a vulnerable position where she couldn't free herself to defend herself. She'd never be in a position where she was unable stop him from hurting her again in the way that men have hurt her in the past. Obviously, unbeknownst to him, with him thinking that she was hot, she was not hot in the way he thought she was. Preferring women more, she didn't even like most men, especially white men. Except for fine, black men and especially disliking white men who looked like him and white men who looked at her in the way that he was leering at her now, he'd never get her in a vulnerable position.
"I've never been tied up before," she said submissively while telling the truth. "I've never been helpless before for a man to do whatever he wants to do to my naked, beautiful, black body without me being able to stop him," she said blinking her eyes with feign innocence albeit telling him the truth again.



Talking over her by telling her more that he wanted to do to her, he ignored her refusal for him to strip her naked and tie her to her bed.
"Also, while you're tied to the bed naked, as part of our little, rent forgiveness deal," he said with arrogance. "I'd like to touch you and feel you too," he said getting even more excited as if he was imagining her tied to her bed naked while touching her and feeling her.
Maybe this is what he does with his mother, strip her naked, and touch and feel her but, he was never going to do that with her. Definitely, he was a psycho and if he ever had her so helplessly tied to her bed, what's the stop him from really hurting her or worse? With her arms and legs bound, she'd never allow him or any man to have her so helplessly defenseless. Trained to defend herself from that ever happening to her, she could only imagine the look her Sensei would give her if she told him that she allowed some perverted man to strip her naked and tie her to the bed while touching her and feeling her.
"And what do I get out of showing you my naked body while allowing you to touch and feel my tits, squeeze my ass, and finger my pussy?"
Sexually teasing him by talking explicitly dirty to him, as if already giving him hot pillow talk and as if this sexual fantasy was going to be his reality, she had his undivided attention now. Yet, she could never envision herself allowing him or any man, especially a white man, to control her in the way that he wanted to control her and in the way that she certainly and easily could control him and them. Rather than giving him the upper hand, punishing him, she'd much rather turn the tables on him and whip and beat him into submission before disciplining him. If anyone was going to be the bitch, she'd make him her bitch. If anyone was going to be the aggressor, it would be her.
"What do you get by allowing me to tie you to the bed and touch and feel your naked body? I'll tell you want you get. You get a clean slate. Paid in full," he said wiping his hands together and moving them quickly apart as if removing dirt from his hands. "You won't owe me a dollar until next month's rent," he said excitedly as if he was about to make a sale in selling her a vacuum cleaner or a used car. "And if you're really good to me, if you catch my drift and know what I mean, you may never have to pay rent here again while living here."
As if a dishonest salesman, he said she'd never have to pay rent again as if he was trying to sell her a warranty for a defective product instead of accepting it back as a return. Too good to be true, she looked at him as any distrusting customer would while not buying whatever he was selling.
"I see," she said looking at him as if she was thinking about his obscene proposal when she had no intention of giving him the upper hand of her naked body or paying him another dollar in rent.
"Then, if you don't have the rent next month," he said with a shrug and a dirty laugh. "Maybe if you're agreeable to my offer, we can put our heads together again as we're doing now and come up with something else that will keep you paid up-to-date with sex instead of with money."
Eww. Gross. She was angry that someone like him would dare even think that he could get with her never mind get anything over her and/or get her in such a passively, submissive position where he could control her. Having learned from experience, the bigger the man, the more submissive they are when confronted by a strong woman who knows how to treat them and punish them into submission before disciplining them.
"Sex for rent," she said. "Such a novel idea," she said with a smile while laughing to herself. Knowing full well that it happens all the time with landlords taking sexual advantage of not only women but also men too, he wasn't about to do that with her. "How did you ever think up such a thing?"
"Ah," he said swiping a downward hand through the air in the way that Jethro Bodine, played by Max Baer, Jr., of the Beverly Hillbillies used to do. "I'm always thinking, especially when inspired by such a beautiful, black broad who has such a shapely ass and big boobs as you have," he said tapping his head with his index finger.
As if he was tapping an empty coconut, she could have sworn she heard a hollow sound. With the ability to read and 'cipher, she was waiting for him to brag that he had a third grade education in the way that Jethro was always so quick to do with Miss Jane Hathaway of the Beverly Hillbillies, played by Nancy Culp.
"Okay, but if you tell anyone in the building that I agreed to go along with this Salvy, trade sex in exchange for you forgiving me my rent," she said pointing her finger at him again but this time as if her finger was a loaded gun. "I'll kill you." Being that she was so trained in martial arts and with her mere calloused knuckles as deadly as a gun, her subtle sign that she was no one to fuck with, her fingers may as well have been loaded.
Testing the waters to see his reaction to her being so strongly self-confident, arrogant, and self-reliant, she reasserted herself not for her benefit but for his. As if he could read her mind and knowing what she so wanted in exchange for him even touching her, never mind stripping her naked and tying her to her bed, she watched him already cave and submit to her unspoken demands by forgoing the rent. A cakewalk, a big fat, pussy cat, he was so easy, too easy to control with just the mere promise of sex. She's known a lot of men like him, even much worse than him. It was then that she knew she could get all that she wanted and all that she needed from him with just a few stern words and a few hard whips on his naked ass.
"Seriously? You'd really allow me to strip you naked, tie you to the bed, and touch and feel you while I masturbated?"
Looking at her as if he was a little boy and she was an amusement ride at Disney World, he looked at her with disbelief. Not trusting her by his look, never having trusted anyone by his own admission, including his own mother, he looked at her as if there was a catch. He stood there, no doubt waiting for the other shoe to fall.
"Yeah, sure, why not? You have what I need, the ability to forgive my rent and I have what you want, my hot body," she said moving her hands down in the way of a Price Is Right model showing a showcase.
She put a hand to her shapely hip again and gave him a sexy stare while moving her foot up a step while spreading her legs more apart to give him another look at her panty.
Grabbing at his crotch again to finger the head of his cock through his pants, he looked at her as if he just won the lottery. He looked at her as if she was already naked. He looked at her as if he was already masturbating over her.
"You're really okay with this?" Obviously a man who was routinely disappointed in the past, by asking his question again, he wanted to make that she wasn't kidding. "You'd really allow me to strip you naked, tie you to your bed, and touch and feel you?"
He looked at her as if he couldn't believe his ears.
"I've done worse. Yet, if I agree to this, I do have conditions," she said.
To be continued...
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Salvy agrees to Dominque's conditions before stripping her naked and tying her to her bed.
With openly expressed and sexually explicit conditions routinely part and parcel to what she does behind closed, bedroom doors, Dominique always had conditions before promising to have sex with anyone, man or woman. Whether to have sex with him and/or to discipline and punish him, outlining what she wanted and expected from any lover that she took to her bedroom or dungeon, whenever she'd get a dungeon of her own, she always put forth her own personal agenda. As if a general mapping out her strategy on a battlefield, Dominique never engaged in any type of sexual contact without outlining her conditions.
Conditionally agreeing to take Salvy on as a client, when he didn't even know he'd be subjected to her bondage and discipline, he was in for a big surprise. With her sex games filled with conditions, her stated requirements were her way to instill her control over him and over any man before she accepted him as a client. The more willing the subject, in the way that Salvy obviously was, the more conditions she had and the easier it was to control him.
"Conditions? Okay," he said looking at her with as much curiosity as he looked at her with lust. "What are your conditions? Anything Dominique, anything, just tell me and I'll go along with any and all of your conditions. So long as you allow me to strip you naked, tie you to your bed, and touch and feel you everywhere, I'll agree to any condition you want," he said acting so happy and agreeable when he's always so miserable and disagreeable.
Something he's never been, especially when asked to fix what's broken in her apartment, he's always been such a dirty bastard. Suddenly now that she agreed to have him strip her naked and tie her to her bed, he remembers her name. Now that she had him hooked on her line, she reeled him into her trap. She just needed to get him in her apartment to close the door and officially seal the deal.
* * * * *
"My first condition is that you must tie me loosely enough so that I can get out on my own," she said while giving him an innocent albeit business like smile.
She'd never allow any man to tie her to her bed loose or tight. Always one up on every man, she'd never allow any man to get the better of her. Other than forgiving her rent, there's nothing that he has that she wants.
If only he knew that it was women that turned her on and not men, she wondered what he'd say. She wondered if he'd still want her in the way that he obviously does now if he knew that she was more of a licker than she was a sucker. If only he knew she was bi-sexual and more lesbian than heterosexual, probably, he'd change his tune in asking to tie her to her bed. Perhaps, instead, he'd ask to watch her having sex with her female lover and/or want to participate in a threesome.
Only, the women she had sex with, hard core lesbians, would never have sex with a man. The lesbian women she had sex with would rather be skinned alive than to have sex with a man. If only he knew that she truly despised most men, especially white men like him, for all that they've done to her in her past, afraid to cross her, he'd never accept her invitation to be alone with her in her apartment. If only he knew she had a black belt in Judo and could really hurt him, if he dared tried to hurt her, she wondered if he'd still be agreeable to being alone with her. If only he knew what she had in store for him, he'd never bother her again.
"Sure, I can do that. I can tie you loose enough so that you can get out on your own," he said wiping an eager hand across his lips. "No problem. Being that's a fair condition for you to have with your safety in mind, absolutely, I agree to that condition."
He must think that she's as dumb as he is. She knew that once he had her naked, that he'd tie her tight enough so that she couldn't escape. She knew that once he had her naked and tied to her bed, other than to lead her to the bathroom while still helplessly bound and blindfolded, he'd never let her go.
Not a very attractive man to begin with, he was even more unattractive now in the way that he was leering at her. As if there was something seriously wrong with him and there was, with his eyes bulging out of his eye sockets and with his mouth hanging open, he looked at her as if she was already naked. Being the dirty dog that he was and as if she was a raw piece of meat, he was drooling, no doubt, with the thoughts of her sucking and fucking him or him eating and fucking her. He looked at her in the way that a madman looks at his intended victim before knifing them thirty-seven times and after doing unspeakable things to their naked bodies.
She couldn't believe that he was undoubtedly salivating over the prospect of stripping her naked, tying her to her bed, blindfolding her, and having his wicked, sexual way with her while touching and feeling her everywhere. If she was so helplessly bound, he'd touch her in places where she'd never want to be touched by him. No doubt and without question, he'd do unspeakable things to her naked body that would cause her years of psychological therapy. Understandable why he'd want to strip her naked and tie her to her bed, she's most every man's sexual fantasy and some women's sexual fantasy too. Knowing full well that she's not the only one that he's given this proposition to, she wondered how many other woman who couldn't afford to pay their rent that he's had sexual success with over the years.
"My second condition is that I may consensually agree for you to touch me and feel me but you cannot touch and feel me without my permission first," she said. "You must wait until I'm ready for you to touch me and/or feel me. For me to feel safe, I need for you to obey this condition and promise not to violate and/or sexually assault me without me first agreeing to have consensual sex with you," she said. She made eye contact with him and maintained eye contact with him while waiting for him to answer her.
Even though she'd never allow him to strip naked, she'd never allow him to see her naked body either. Even though she'd never allow him to touch and/or feel her, permission or not, she needed to let him know that she was the one in control and not him. As if she was a carney at a carnival and he was just another sucker waiting to be taken. Keeping him sexually excited by thinking that she was agreeable to having sex with him, she needed to give him her conditions for her to break them before he could. Lulling him into believing that today was his lucky day to have sex with her, she knew that no matter what her conditions were that he'd never abide by them.
"No touching and no feeling until you tell me it's okay to touch and feel you. Got it. Yep, sure, I agree to that condition too," he said.
As if he needed that extra motion of his head to show her that he agreed to her condition, he nodded his head. Albeit looking at her with disappointment before looking at her with sexual anticipation, she knew he wouldn't abide by that condition either. She didn't trust him as far as she could throw him and being that he weighed close to three hundred pounds, forget about throwing him very far, she couldn't toss him at all.
Having been down this road many times before with many better men than him and other men in the likes of him and worse, she wanted to make sure that she spelled out everything for him to understand and agree to ahead of time. The last thing she wanted was a physical confrontation. The last thing she wanted was to hurt him in the way that she's had to physical subdue, beat into submission, and hurt other men who wouldn't abide by her conditions and/or who wouldn't take no for an answer.
"My condition number three is that you can't cum on me," she said. Seemingly a strange condition for her to have being that she was agreeing to have intimate, sexual contact with him, she was physically adverse and would be violently ill if a man, any man, ejaculated cum on her. "Gross. Eww! I couldn't take enough showers to remove the smell of you from me," she said making a bitter face.
Becoming more lesbian than heterosexual with every man she came in sexual contact with, the only time she felt safe, even with her having mad Judo skills, was when she was with a woman rather than when with a man. Besides, her stomach rolled with the thought of him cumming all over her face and tits while she was bound, blindfolded, naked, and helpless to stop him. Definitely in knowing the despicable and perversely perverted man that he was, he'd break all of her conditions if she gave him the chance, especially the one about him giving her a sudden cum bath.
"Okay, being that I'd love to give you a cum bath, that's a weird one for me to agree to but I agree not to cum on you. It's a deal," he said staring at her while, no doubt, waiting for her to state another condition. In the way that he was leering at her, she knew that once she was naked and tied to her bed, that he'd cum all over her face and tits. "Is that it? Are those all of your conditions?"
Fat chance. She knew if she was tied to her bed and naked, he wouldn't abide by any of her conditions, the least of which would be tying her loosely enough for her to escape, touching her, feeling her without her permission, and cumming all over her beautiful, black body. Nonetheless, best that she give him her conditions, so that he wouldn't suspect that there was anything amiss, being that he was a man and a crazy unpredictable man at that, she needed the element of surprise to trick him into letting his guard down. If only he knew the only sexual play that she was intent on playing was foul play, she didn't think he'd want to play her game of bondage, punishment, and discipline.
"Other than you forgiving the rent, those are all of my conditions," she said making sure that he understood and agreed to her requirements before having sex with him by reiterating her conditions. "You must tie me loose enough for me to escape on my own. No touching and/or feeling me without my expressed permission to do so first, and no cumming on me."
Appearing annoyed as if he was bored with playing games, obviously he just wanted to get on with stripping her naked and tying her to her bed.
"Yes, I agree to forgive the rent in exchange for your sexual favors," he said rubbing his hands together as if he was a fly about to land on a big piece of steaming, smelly dog excrement.
In the way of the Pillsbury Dough Boy eating too much dough or in the way of the Michelin man eating one too many tires, with his shoulders back and his stomach pushed out, he looked at her as if he was ready to explode with sexual excitement. With just her words and her stern attitude, he already had a little woody. Obviously she sexually excited him enough that he already appeared as if he was going to prematurely ejaculate in his pants. She could only imagine what he'd be like when she really gave him her proper commands to obey and submit. She could only imagine what he'd be like when she punished him and disciplined him.
"Give me a few minutes to get ready and then come upstairs and knock on my door," she said giving him such an inviting smile.
* * * * *
Walking up the stairs in the dark, seemingly oblivious to another light being out in the hall, a light he promised to fix, it was already treacherously dark in the hallway when Salvatore walked up the flight of steps to Dominique's apartment on the second floor. Unbeknownst to Salvy, as comfortable skulking around in the dark as she was in the light, being that she sometimes trained in the dark at the dojo, using the darkness to her advantage, Dominique actually preferred the dark to the light.
"Dominique," he said knocking. Without waiting for her to respond to his knock, he knocked again. "Dominique," he said knocking the second time without waiting for her to respond to his first knock. "Dominique," he said knocking a third time as quickly as the first two knocks. As if he was Dr. Sheldon Cooper from The Big Bang Theory knocking on Penny's door, he was such an annoying, fat man.
After knocking and calling out her name three times and with him receiving no response from within, he turned the doorknob and slowly creaked open her unlocked, front door. But for her squeaky front door creaking open, as if this scene was the introduction to a horror movie and, indeed it was, it was eerily quiet, even scary inside Dominique's apartment. Still waiting for him to apply some WD40, she asked him to grease her hinges months ago. The least of her problems with a broken sink, a running toilet, an apartment that needed to be painted and fumigated, and a roof that leaked, she's still waiting for him to fix her broken windows that gushed in cold air.
Being that he was the type of selfish, self-centered, and self-absorbed man, he only thought of himself and never anyone else. A man who only thought of himself, he'd never take time out of his day to fix anything that was broken and/or to help anyone else. A man of six appetites, money, sex, food, tobacco, and liquor, and in that order, she wondered where his mother fit in his personal equation of happiness and self-centeredness.
A grown man in his forties who never married, never had children, and who is still living at home with his mother is not normal and not living a normal, fully developed life. Typical of the type of man he was and the type of man who hired her for her unique services, with his mother in her sixties and with him in his forties, she wouldn't be surprised if they were sleeping in the same bed as man and wife while having sex. Definitely, in the bitch that his mother was and the bastard that he was, two peas happy together in their own pod, they deserved one another.
With not a light on in the apartment, the flat was pitch black. One would think that with her extending him a sexual invitation that he would have had the forethought and the courtesy to go down to the cellar first to turn on her heat, lights, and water that he turned off before she arrived home. One would think that after he engaged her in conversation on the stairway and after they made a sexual and financial agreement for her to give him sex in exchange for him forgiving the rent that he would have turned on all that he turned off.
One would think that he would have given her some concession to make her feel more safely comfortable as his sign of good faith after agreeing to this sexual and financial proposition before making his way up the upstairs. One would think that if it was his sexual desire and if he had indeed hoped to see her tied naked to her bed that he would have given her the electricity necessary for her to have lights and for him to see her naked. An easy man to beat at chess, if he even knew how to play the game, one would think that he would have thought about such things. Only too sexually excited to ponder anything else but her shapely, sexy, and naked, black body, obviously he doesn't think beyond that. One would think with her accepting his offer for him to strip her naked and agreeing for him to tie her to her bed that she'd be standing at her front door to greet him and indeed she was.
* * * * *
Waiting for him to walk over her threshold and to step inside her apartment, her private domain, with Dominique standing behind her front door when he entered without her expressly inviting him inside, she closed her front door behind him with a loud slam and locked it. Trapped like the rat that he was, he didn't know it, but he was doomed.
"Bang!"
Physically jumping up off the floor, Salvy literally jumped out of his skin.
"Gees, that fucking scared the shit out of me." Not wanting him to make a mess on her floor, she hoped his statement was only figuratively true and not literally true and that he didn't shit is pants. "Dominque? Where are you? I can't see a thing," he said standing still and not moving.
Had he replaced the light in the front hall, the light would have ruined her element of surprise. The hall light would have illuminated her front door and as soon as he opened her apartment door, before she slammed it shut and locked it, would have given him plenty of light to see her. With Salvy already at a big disadvantage and the cards in her favor with the light out, the only one who could see anything in her darkened apartment was Dominique.
Invisibly undetectable while comfortable in the dark, quietly and stealthily, using her marital arts training to quietly step about him to make her appear as if she's a silent assassin, she moved around her apartment as she was if a Ninja warrior and he was an intruder. Sabotaging himself by putting himself in harm's way, and in anticipation of her not paying her rent, too bad he had already turned off her heat and power. Knowing he would, it didn't surprise her that he had turned off the water, too. Yet, after she's done with him, no doubt about it, at the very least, along with her free rent, she'd get her heat, power, and water restored.
Completely in the dark, with the darkness temporarily disorienting him, but with darkness her friend, as if she was a blind woman, she didn't need a light to move around freely in her own apartment in the dark. Immediately turning the tables on him, she turned on a bright, powerful light, a police flashlight that she always kept at the ready for protection. As if he was a felon being questioned at a police station during interrogation, she watched him negatively overreact to the bright light.
"Hey, what the fuck? You're blinding me with that light," he said. "Turn it off," he demanded.
With her self-defense training, she didn't need much of a weapon to protect herself, especially from the likes of him. In the way of Jason Bourne in his Bourne film series when he defended himself with just a ballpoint pen, even a ballpoint pen will do in a pinch when there's nothing else handy. When not using the hardened steel, pointy case of her flashlight as a weapon, her preferred and easily concealed weaponry, she used a metal, Japanese Kubotan or small, hand held, Yawara stick. Armed with just her flashlight, she didn't even need to turn on the strobe light that the flashlight came equipped with to disorient him. With a mere light beam powerful enough to defeat him, she set the lens at the brightest position and shined the bright light in his eyes to temporarily blind and disorient him.
"Take off those clothes fat man," said Mistress Dom dressed in all black leather as if she was playing the role of Cat Woman on steroids.
With her blue black hair glistening even in the dark from the dim light that filtered through her dirty windows, it was difficult to discern where her black leather left off and her mulatto skin began. Never standing in one place for more than a second, she spun and twirled around him to disorient him with her light. With not even the whites of her eyes visible to him with her quick movements, her long, line of light streaming through the darkness as if a mini comet traveling through the sky was her invisible cloak.
"Dominique? What are you doing? I can't see you with that light shining in my eyes. Turn it off," he said shading his eyes with his forearm and hand while turning too late to where she was to see where she is now. "Where are you?"
Always so confidently aggressive when in his role as the mean and nasty landlord, he looked frightened as her submissive little man. Dazed and disoriented, he didn't appear as confidently in control as he always is when shouting at her from the bottom of the stairs while staring up her short skirt at her white bikini panties or at her naked, black, trimmed pussy. She was the one in control now and not him.
"It's Mistress Dom to you," she said slapping his fat ass hard with her whip through his pants.



As if he was about to cry, he rubbed himself where she whipped him.
"Hey, what the fuck? We had a deal. I'm supposed to tie you up and undress you," he said pathetically. "We didn't agree to you whipping me."
She whipped him again and again, only each time harder and harder.
"That was your deal. Not mine. Now, this is my deal. I know what you want. I know what you need. Now strip off your clothes and get naked fat man," she said whipping him again and again. "Get naked now!"
Obviously not wanting to be whipped again, he didn't waste any time in stripping off his clothes.
"Ow! That fucking hurts. Okay, okay, just don't hit me again. That really hurts," he said. "Just don't whip me anymore."
"That's better," she said.
Immediately Salvy began stripping out of his clothes to soon stand before her vulnerably naked in the way that he wanted her to stand before him vulnerably naked.
"I'm undressing. I'm taking off my clothes," he said undressing. "There, I'm naked," he said holding out his hands at his side.
Taking pleasure in forcing him to undress, as if some magical feat in forcing a pervert to expose himself, she lit him up with her flashlight to watch him undress. With his rolls of fat hidden by his shirt and pants, he was even fatter without his clothes. She was right about his cock too. It was so small. She'd think with him exposing his cock to her that he'd have an erection but he didn't. Maybe he wasn't lying to her about him having Diabetes. Maybe he can no longer have an erection. Whether he had Diabetes and/or couldn't get an erection, it was of no consequence for what she had in mind for him.
"Now get on the bed and move your arms and legs in the position of a starfish," she said pulling out ties from her belt as if she was a police officer ready to handcuff a suspect.
She lit his way to her bed with her flashlight before tying his wrists and his ankles much tighter that she told him that she wanted him to tie her. Bound and naked, there was no escaping her tight ties. Then, lifting his head by the handful of hairs that he had left on his nearly bald head, she tied a blindfold around his eyes. Stark naked and helplessly vulnerable, he was now ready for her instruction.
"Hey, easy. That hurts," he said to her when she pulled his head up by his hair. "What are you going to do to me? Don't hurt me. Please don't hurt me. I'll forget about the rent that you owe," he said. "Okay. Just let me go back downstairs to my mother. She needs her medication," he said lying when she knew that his mother was still at the Senior Daycare Center.
She looked at this pathetic fat man who thought because he was born white that he was better than her. How dare he? Ignorant in his thought and foul in his manners, he was just the type of man that she so enjoyed disciplining and punishing.
"You need to be taught a lesson in manners and in respect. Let me ask you a question Salvy."
To be continued...
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Shining her light on him as if he was being interrogated by the CIA in a tent in Afghanistan, she used her light as her lie detector to discern if he was lying or telling the truth.
"A question? You want to ask me a question? Yeah, sure. Go ahead," he said. "Ask me anything and I'll answer it honestly."
Not only was this fun, this was too easy.
"Are you having sex with your mother?"
Feeling ridiculous asking him such a question, when she already knew the answer, she almost didn't want him to answer her question. She was tempted to ask him if he picked his feet in Poughkeepsie in the way that Popeye Doyle always asked his informants in the French Connection but she didn't think he'd get the joke.
"Sex with my mother? No, of course not," he said. "I'd never have sex with my mother. That's disgusting."
She could tell he was lying.
"Tell me the truth Salvy," she said pulling his pubic hairs.
"Okay, okay, so what if I am having sex with mother?" He moved his head around as if he was doing a Stevie Wonder impersonation. "Doesn't everyone want to have sex with their mothers?"
Never wanting to have sex with her mother, she thought of her mother while wondering if she was still alive. Even if she remembered her father, she didn't think she'd want to have sex with him either. That's just nasty. Salvy's just nasty for him to be doing his mother.
"You don't ask me questions slave even rhetorical ones. You just give me answers," she said whipping his naked belly.
Obviously one who wasn't into pain, she didn't have to hit him very hard for him to obey her. She couldn't wallop some of her clients' legs, backs, and asses hard enough before they'd beg her to stop.
"Okay, okay. No more questions even rhetorical ones, if I knew that that was," he said mumbling. "Just answers," he said.
She leaned down to whisper in his ear before standing and stepping back to maintain her distance.
"Do you think because I'm a black woman that I don't deserve respect?"
With him blindfolded and unable to see her movements, she stuck out her pelvis and tossed back her hair in the way of a proud, black woman taking control of her man.
"Respect? I respect you," he said.
She looked at him and laughed.
"Your actions speak louder than your lying words Salvy," she said running her whip along his thigh. "You don't respect me. You don't respect any black people, especially black women, do you? If anything, in the way that you ogle me and speak inappropriately to me, you disrespect me."
Nervously wiggling around, she watched him struggling against his ties to get more comfortable.
"I'm not lying. I respect you Mistress Dom. I do. I really do respect you," he said.
For such a big man, she couldn't believe how small his cock was and how submissive he was. She wondered how big his cock would get if he had and/or was able to get an erection. She wondered if he was waiting for her to untie him before asserting himself. She wondered once he was untied, if he'd be angry that she overwhelmed him. She wondered if he was mad because she so totally dominated him. Knowing his type, if solely based on the fact that he promised to fix all that's broken in her apartment, paint her entire apartment, and give her a new kitchen, he enjoyed being dominated. She wondered if he'd try to get even by trying to strip her naked and tie her to her bed. Only, taller, stronger, and a Judo expert, that would be a big mistake on his part to challenge her physically.
"Do you think because I'm a black woman that I'm beneath you?"
No doubt with him imagining her being beneath her, he laughed his perverted laugh.
"Beneath me, even though I'd love for you to be beneath me right now, no I don't think that you're beneath me at all," he said. "If anything, you're my equal."
His equal? How dare he? If she was anything, she was his superior. Anyway, he was lying. He didn't think any minority, especially a woman who was a minority, was his equal. If ever he went to prison, he'd be the type that would join the white supremacists rather than to have a brother using him as his bitch.
"Equal? Do you really think that I'm your equal?"
He paused too long in his answer as if he wanted to give a different answer. No doubt fearing the repercussions of her whip, he gave her the correct answer.
"Yes," he said as if proud of his answer.
Only, obvious that he wasn't her equal. He was her inferior instead.
"If anything, I'm your superior," she said pinching his skin with her fingertips.
With just a mere pinch of his skin he recapitulated and changed his answer. With her exquisite looks, unbelievable body, education, and martial arts skills, he was so inferior to her that he wasn't even a blip on her radar.
"Ow. Yes, yes, of course, you're my equal," he said. She pinched him again, this time harder. "I mean, superior," he said.
She stared at him so helplessly tied to her bed while realizing that she'd have to wash all of her bedding now that he was there naked sweating all over her clean sheets with his naked body.
"I bet you didn't know that I have a master's degree in psychology and know enough about human nature to know what you're thinking before you even have the thought," she said.
She didn't have to lie or exaggerate that fact with him being so easy to read.
"You do? A master's degree, huh? No, I didn't know that. Wow," he said.
Even though he was blindfolded and she couldn't see his eyes, especially in the dark, he looked frightened. With him overwhelmed and tied to her bed instead of her being tied to her bed, he looked panicked.
"I bet you don't know that I'm a black belt in Judo and can really hurt you, if I wanted and if you instructed me to do so."
All she had to do to give him real pain was to twist one of his toes or bend one of his fingers. He had no idea what she could do with minimal effort.
"Judo? A black belt? Really?"
"Yes really," she said.
"Wait. Instruct you to hurt me? I don't understand," he said.
"Rather than always giving them pleasure, I'm skilled at giving men pain," she said. "Pleasure and pain, the two go hand in hand."
"No, no pain. I don't like pain," he said moving his head around as if he was a blind man and being that he was blindfolded, he was. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry for disrespecting you," he said. "I deeply regret disrespecting you," he said.
"I don't think you're capable of deeply regretting anything and you wouldn't even say that if you weren't helplessly tied to my bed," she said.
"To be honest, I've never been with a black woman before and with you being so beautiful, I was curious what it would be like to have sex with you."
He was lying. She recalled all the black women that she knew he had been with and who lived in the building now and/or who left after she took this apartment. If anything, with him obviously preferring dark meat to white meat, he has a thing for black women.
"Lying. You're such a liar Salvy. I know you've been with several of the black women who live and who used to live in this building," she said.
After catching him in his lies, he was sweating more now. She couldn't imagine having sex with his fat, sweaty body. She thought again about having to wash her bedding.
"Okay, okay, but they only sucked me. And with me not able to cum, it wasn't much fun for me," he said with dejection.
Only sucked him? She knew for a fact that he fucked many of the black women. Women talk, especially when talking to another sister. They warned her about him, and with that forewarning in mind, she was ready and waiting for him to try something with her.
Enough with playing with him, she fell into her role as Dominique the Dominatrix. It was time to discipline him and punish him for all that he's done and for all that he's put her through in not repairing all that was broken in her apartment. With his apartment looking so newly remodeled, she was tired of living in this dump.
"How dare you stare up my skirt at my panties? How dare you stare down my top at my tits? You are a foul, perverted, dirty, little man," she said. "How dare you cop cheap feels of my ass when I walk by you in the hall?"
Using him by teasing him, if only he knew that she had been flashing him her panties and bra on purpose, she wondered what he'd say and what he'd do.
"I'm sorry. I'm so very sorry. I'll never stare at you or touch you ever again," he said as if meaning it. "Just untie me. Okay? I don't like this. I don't like this at all. Please don't hurt me."
If only he knew that she purposely squeezed by him to brush against his cock and for him to feel her ass, she wondered what he'd think about her then. If only he knew that it turned her own and made her want to her him more when he begged her not to hurt him. If only he knew that she preferred women to men.
"Interesting that you don't like being stripped naked, blindfolded, and tied to the bed when that's exactly what you wanted to do to me," she said with a loud laugh. "I like you Salvy, really I do, but only when you obey me," she said whipping the air with her whip and making a loud snapping sound. "You've been a bad landlord, a very bad landlord and you need to be disciplined. You need to be punished," she said leaning down to whisper in his ear. "You need to make all the repairs to my apartment for free."
Inspired to ask for more than she normally does when giving her services as a Dominatrix, she couldn't believe she had the nerve to ask him to make all of her repairs for free when she hasn't paid him his rent in months.
"Yes, yes, of course, I can fix all that's wrong with your apartment," he said and meaning it. "No problem."
In case he wasn't sincere about fixing her apartment, she couldn't wait to punish this fat bastard. She couldn't wait to teach him a lesson that he wouldn't soon forget.
"What if you're lying to me? What if you're not telling me the truth about fixing up my apartment for free? Must I beat you to show you that I mean business?"
"No, please, you don't have to beat me. I have sensitive skin, Mistress Dom. I mark easily," he said pathetically and uncharacteristically. "Please don't beat me."
Suddenly feeling sorry for him, she relented in punishing and disciplining him. Instead, by giving him what he so wanted, some sexual contact and a glimpse of her shapely body, she'd rather use him to give her what she needed, free rent and all necessary repairs for free.
"I'm not going to hurt you, Salvy," she said giving his head a gentle pat.
A pawn in her game of BDSM, she couldn't believe what he said next when he took the words right out of her mouth.
"I don't mind you disciplining me and punishing me but is there another way that you can discipline me and punish me without pain?"
Seriously? She couldn't believe he asked her that. Putty in her hands, now she had him where she wanted him and knew that he'd be receptive to do whatever she wanted to do to get all that she wanted from him.
"Maybe," she said.
Not knowing where she was, he moved his head from side to side while talking to where he thought she was in the darkness. Now dark enough without having a light to see, the fact that he was blindfolded too added to his sensory deprivation.
"Is there another way that you can discipline me and punish me without whipping me?"
As if he was his prisoner of war and he was, instead of her landlord, having been down this road plenty of times before with a multitude of men, she knew that it wouldn't take very much to get him going and to make him dependent upon her kindness and sexual favors. She used psychology on those dimwitted victims who thought they were better than her just because she was black. As if dealing out her own version of personal payback while being paid for the privilege of their pain, she enjoyed dealing with men who didn't have a clue that she was superior to them in every way, physically, intellectually, and emotionally.
"Actually, there is another way that I can discipline you without pain and punish you without whipping you. I could sexually tease you," she said. "Would you like for me to tease you sexually?"
She knew that he'd be the type of man who'd readily go for pleasure rather than pain. Only, sexually teasing him in the way that she sexually teased men could be just as painful as was a whipping.
"Oh, yes, yes, I'd love for you to sexually tease me. Sexually teasing me sounds like a good way to discipline me and more of a fitting punishment than whipping me," he said in eager agreement.
Moving her zipper closer to his ear, Dominique slowly unzipped her top and exposed her big, black breasts to his blindfolded eyes.
"If you weren't blindfolded Salvy, you could see my tits," she said holding both of her breasts on the palms of her hands while fingering her nipples and whispering in his ear. "If you weren't tied to my bed, you could touch my tits, feel my tits, and fondle my tits while fingering my nipples," she said. "I'm holding my big, luscious breasts in my hands right now while fingering my big, black nipples. I love my tits. I love how big and how hard my nipples get whenever I'm sexually aroused. I'm sexually aroused now by having you so naked and vulnerable. I bet you'd love to see my breasts, touch my breasts, feel my breasts, and suck my breasts."
She leaned at the waist to tease him by rubbing her tits along his cheek. No matter how quickly he turned his head to take her nipples in his mouth, he was always too late.
"Yes, yes, Mistress Dominique, I'd love to see your tits. I'd love to touch your tits. I'd love to feel your tits. I'd love to suck your big nipples, Mistress Dom."
Already her bitch while begging for more, she had him right where she wanted him.
"Beg me to show you my breasts and maybe I will," she said leaning down to whisper her words in his ear.
"I beg you Mistress Dom. Please show me your big tits," he begged. "Please I beg of you to show me your tits. I want to see your tits. I need to see your tits."
She lifted his blindfold over one eye with her index finger and as if he was a fish on ice giving her the one, cold, dead eye leer, he stared at her tits with his one eye bulging out of his head before she snapped his blindfold back in place.
"Ow," he said from the elastic blindfold snapping back in place over his eye. "Oh, my God. You have a great rack, Mistress Dom," he said. "I love your big tits."
He was so easy. Too easy. Never has she ever disciplined and punished a man who was so needy of a woman's sexual affection and attention. A quick learner, he was too willing to be taught a lesson.
"What if I ran my nipples along your mouth? Would you like it if I ran my nipples along your lips?"
Sexually teasing him, she took great pleasure in sexually disciplining and sexually punishing men now in the way that men took great pleasure in physically and emotionally abusing and using her before.
"Oh, yes, I'd so love for you to run your nipples across my lips."
He was so base. He was so vile. He was so simple in his demands. Now she wondered if she was the first woman, other than his mother obviously, who he had sex with while so helplessly tied to the bed.
Obviously, the queen bitch and black diva that she was, at least she was a softy when it came to pain. She'd never hurt anyone who didn't deserve it and/or who didn't want it bad enough to pay her for the privilege. Yet, in the way that his mother so meanly and so miserably bossed him around and controlled him, for all that she knows and for all that she suspected, his mother may be his dominatrix too.
"I agree to run my nipples across your lips, but you can't lick them and you can't suck them until I give you permission to lick and suck them," she said in her in demonstrative voice that was filled with control.
From her tone, there was no mistaking her threats to hurt him by punishing if he didn't obey.
"Thank you Mistress Dominique," he said.
Already, in anticipation of her running her nipples across her lips, he had his lips purse as if he was a goldfish waiting to be fed.
"If you lick and suck my nipples anyway without my expressed permission then I will roll you over and whip your fat, naked ass. It's your choice, pleasure or pain. Moreover, I'll change my punishment from pleasure to pain."
Feeling a little horny from controlling Salvy, she wouldn't mind having her nipples sucked right about now while imagining it was someone else sucking her tits. Especially being that it was so dark and she couldn't really see that it was Salvy sucking her tits, so long as he didn't speak, she could pretend that he was her female lover sucking her nipples.
"I promise not to lick and/or suck your nipples," he said. "Definitely, I'd much rather have pleasure over pain."
So predictable and her way of controlling him, an obvious choice, she knew he'd pick pleasure over pain.
"Don't speak slave, unless given permission to talk," she said lightly whipping his thighs, first one and then the other, for him to get the message.
Dominique climbed on the bed, mounted him, and rubbing her leather covered pussy against his exposed, semi-hard cock, she leaned her tits to his lips. Slowly moving her nipples across his lips, daring him to lick her nipples and suck her tits, she teased him with her hard, erect nipples hoping that he'd force her to change her discipline from pleasure to pain by him disobediently flicking out his tongue. Yet, true to his fear of pain, he behaved and obeyed while waiting for her to give him pleasure by giving him permission to lick her nipples and suck her tits.
"Now that you behaved me slave, so long as you don't speak without first asking my permission to speak, you may lick my nipples and suck my tits," she said.
As if he was a baby starving for food, he attacked her nipples with his mouth, lips, and tongue, first one and then the other as she slowly slid them across his lips. Briefly before moving them away from his mouth, she allowed him to lick her nipples and suck her tits.
"May I speak Mistress Dom?"
Ready to whip him if he said anything disrespectful, she wondered what he'd say.
"You may speak slave," she said.
"Thank you for allowing me to lick nipples and suck your tits, Mistress Dom."
She could only imagine how grateful he'd be if she sucked his cock.
"How was that? Did you like licking and sucking my nipples?"
She put her tits away and zipped her top.
"That was great but I wish I could see your tits and suck your nipples longer while feeling them with my hands," he said.
She watched him move his head around as if he was a blindfolded Stevie Wonder.
"In due time slave, in due time," she said. "You'd have to be a good landlord for you see my tits, feel my tits, and for you to really suck my tits longer than that. Instead, what if I allowed you to feel my wet cunt. Would you like that? Would you like to finger my pussy?"
A real sexual turn on for her, she was already wet from controlling him and from him sucking her tits.
"Are you kidding me? Oh God yes," he said. "If you allow me to feel your cunt, I'll be the best landlord ever. I promise to fix everything wrong with your apartment. I'll even give you a new kitchen."
A new kitchen? Without even having to ask him for one and without even having to command him to buy her one, she couldn't believe that he freely and willingly agreed to give her a new kitchen.
"If you promise to be the best landlord, fix all that's wrong, forget the rent that I owe you, and give me a new kitchen, I'll allow you to finger my pussy," she said.
So easy, he was too easy.
"Really? I've love to finger your pussy Mistress Dom," he said with delight. "Yes, yes, or course, no rent is due and I'll do all that I promised that I would, including giving you a new kitchen."



With her standing on the bed and straddling him, Dominique unzipped another part of her black, leather costume by her pussy slit and squatted down and hovered over his tied hand until she felt the tips of his fingers touching her. As if grabbing for gold, perhaps as if feeling his mother while she slept, he felt Mistress Dom's exposed pussy. Just as he was about to impale her pussy with his fat, stubby finger, she pulled away and zipped her zipper.
"Maybe next time, I'll have you do more. Maybe next time, I'll take your tiny cock in my hand and make it bigger with my mouth, tongue, and lips before allowing you to fuck my pussy. Maybe the next time, I'll make you cum but first you have to make me believe that you'll be the best landlord," she said cutting his ties with her knife.
"Oh, thank you Mistress Dom. Thank you," he said rubbing the circulation back in his wrists and ankles before sniffing his fingers where he touched Mistress Dom's wet pussy.
Turning on her flashlight on low, she looked at his fat, naked, hairy body with displeasure. He was such a fat, disgusting, little man.
"As soon as you leave, I expect you to turn back on my heat, lights, and water," she said grabbing him around his neck in a chock hold. "I expect you to fix all that's broken tomorrow, paint my apartment over the weekend, and buy and install a new, all wood kitchen with granite countertops and stainless steel appliances."
He looked at her with such gratefulness.
"Yes, yes, of course. I'll do run down to the cellar and restore your heat, power, and water. I'll do that right away."
She rolled her eyes, made a face, and sighed. Not much of a challenge, this was too easy.
"Tomorrow, I'll go to the hardware store to pick out the paint colors for you to buy. Then, we'll go together to pick out my new kitchen," she said.
"I'll look forward to that," said Salvy acting as if he was a new and different man.
Holding her whip in hand, she was ready to whip him if he gave her a reason to discipline and punish him.
"Now collect your clothes, dress out in the hall, and get the fuck out of my apartment," she said pushing him out the door and slamming and locking the door behind him.
With her lighting his way, Salvy picked up his shirt, pants, underwear, and socks.
"Yes, Mistress Dom. As soon as I get dressed I'll run down to the cellar and turn on your heat, power, and water," he said and he did. "I'll fix everything that needs to be fixed tomorrow including greasing the hinges of your door," he said talking through her door as if talking to her. "Then I'll paint everything that needs painting over the weekend. When I buy the paint, we'll go together to pick out your new kitchen."
* * * * *
Now with her having the best apartment in the building, even better than his apartment, with everything in her apartment new, fixed, and painted, she enjoyed her new kitchen with granite countertops and stainless steel appliances. For the next three years, Mistress Dominque occasionally paid her rent with money. Even when she had the money to pay her rent, Salvy wouldn't accept it.
Rather than her paying him her rent with money, he'd rather be stripped naked and tied to her bed. He'd rather be disciplined and punished with sex rather than with pain. Having saved enough money by not paying rent and working as a psychologist at a clinic, she was able to save enough money to buy a house and install a dungeon. Salvy was one of her regular customers.
THE END
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Too late to change her mind, Becky has second thoughts about having sex with her husband's two friends. His birthday gift to him, the agreement they made is that she'd have sex with two of his friends if he'd buy her a new car.
* * * * *
"No. Stop! You're hurting me. Stop, for God's sakes, stop! You're going to rip my clothes Brian," said Becky pulling away from her husband to fluff down her short skirt and straighten her blouse. "Gees, what's gotten into you? What the Hell is wrong with you? You're acting like such a pervert."
She looked at him with anger and he looked at her with sexual frustration.
"Okay, do it yourself then but hurry it up Becky. They'll be here in just a few minutes," he said looking at his watch.
Totally opposite in their reaction to what was about to happen, she looked sad and perturbed and he looked sexually excited.
"Okay, okay, give me a minute" said Becky unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt.
As if she had all the time in the world, she folded her skirt before putting it away in her closet. Taking her sweet, reluctant, non-consensual time while trying to think of an excuse why should couldn't have sex with her husband's two friends, she unbuttoned her blouse under the watchful eye of her husband while he incessantly looked at his watch again. Impatiently tapping his foot on the carpet, he looked at his watch again. As she did with her short skirt, folding it and storing it away in her closet, she hung up her blouse and put that away in the closet too. Finally dressed in just her sexy underwear, she stood before Brian in her low cut bra and white, bikini panties.
"Wow Becky! You look so sexy," he said as if having never seen his wife in her bra and panty before. "You look so hot," he said taking her in her arms to kiss her.
When he wrapped his arms around her, obviously eager for his wife to be stripped naked, he immediately reached around her to unhook her bra. When Brian tried to remove her bra, she balked and pulled away from him.
"Stop. Brian no," she said pushing him away. "What the Hell are you doing?"
She looked at him as if he was drunk and in a way he was. Intoxicated with lust, apparently, he was drunk with the sexual anticipation of his two friends seeing his wife naked before watching them having sex with her.
"I'm removing your bra," said Brain.
She looked at him as if he was nuts and in the way that he was staring at her standing there in her sexy underwear and, obviously, he was nuts to allow his two friends not only soon to see her naked but also soon to have sex with her naked body.
"I can remove my own bra, thank you very much," she said looking at him as if seeing him for the first time after being married to him for what she thought was a happy, fifteen year period in her life.
Then, instead of reaching around behind herself to unhook her bra, she stopped. She gave him that same look she gives him when he asks her permission to do something stupid. Every week since they've been together, it's the same thing. She stays home while he goes hunting or fishing with his drunken friends. Disappearing all day Saturday to go golfing and drinking, going to a strip club, or going to the casino to gamble away money that he could better use to buy her a new car, he has fun while she takes care of the kids and cleans the house.
"What's wrong?"
He looked at her with fear that she obviously wasn't going to go through with this while she looked at him with fright that he'd force her to go through with this.
"I can't do this Brian. I can't be naked in front of your friends," she said making eye contact with her husband. "I'm sorry but I just can't. I'd be so very embarrassed for Jack and Tony to see me without my clothes. Forget about the car," she said with disappointment. "I don't want the car if this is what I must do to get a new car."
She looked at him as if she was about to cry. In the way that Becky looked at him as if he was drunk and/or crazy, he looked at her in the same way. A standoff. Being that their birthdays are on the same day, after asking her to do this for three years, she finally relented and agreed to give him his birthday wish of having sex with his two friends and he agreed to buy her a new car.
"Forget about the car? We had a deal Becky. You have sex with my friends and I buy you a new car," he said looking at her as if she was the one who had lost her mind and not him. "After three years of talking about you having sex with my friends, with you finally agreeing to have sex with my friends, you can't go back on your word now. You just can't."
She looked at him as if he was no longer her husband, the love of her life, but instead some perverted man who wanted her to do perverse things with other men.
"I don't want the new car if it means that I have to disrespect myself, cheat on you, break my marriage vows, and shame my children by prostituting myself," she said with sadness.
"C'mon Becky. You're not disrespecting yourself by having consensual sex. You're not breaking our marriage vows and cheating on me when we both agreed to do this. And you're certainly not prostituting yourself. All we're doing is having some sexy fun to spice up our sex life," he said.
Spicing up their sex life? Being that he's never complained, she always thought they had a good sex life and according to Oprah and Dr. Phil, a sex life better than most. Now she wondered what was wrong with their sex life or worse, what was wrong with her that she could no longer sexually satisfy her husband?
"So, for you to want your friends to see me naked and for you to want me to have sex with your friends, our sex life isn't good enough with just the two of us in our bed?" She looked at him waiting for her to answer her and when he didn't respond, she continued lambasting him. "I've never turned you down for sex Brian," said Becky with sad eyes.
He hung his head down what she thought was shame but when he looked up at her, his face was full of sexual excitement. He must be thinking of his two friends seeing her naked. He must be thinking of his two friends touching and feeling her where only she's allowed her husband to touch and feel her. He must be thinking of his two friends licking her pussy before she sucked their cocks, allowed them to cum in her mouth, and swallowed their cum. He must thinking that she's a slut to have agreed to do what she only does to her husband and not to his friends.
"I know that Becky," he said looking up at her to make eye contact. "You'll always be my one and only."
The only one? The only man she's been with sexually, he was her one and only before coercing her to have sex with his friends today.
"Then why must you bring two other men into our marriage? Must I remind you Brian that you're the only man I've ever known intimately? How can you do this to me, your wife, and the supposed love of your life? More than that, what if someone finds out what we did and, specifically what I did with Jack and Tony?"
He made a sour face and waved his hands out in front of him, as if he was stopping a car.
"Trust me, no one will ever know what happened in this room but four of us. Besides, no one turns down a brand new Mustang GT just to have sex with my two friends," said her husband.
Reconsidering her decision to have his friends see her naked and to have sex with her naked body, she thought of what she'd have to do to earn the new Mustang GT. What she thought was worth it before and something that she could do, was something that wasn't worth it now and something that she couldn't go through with doing.
"Just to have sex with your two friends?" With her hand poised on her shapely hip, she looked like a Caucasian version of a black diva giving her man and ah-hah look. "You make it sound as if having your friends seeing me naked, touching me, feeling me, and licking and fingering my pussy before I suck their cocks and they cum in my mouth is no big deal," she said giving her husband a hard stare.
"You must see if from my side Becky. It's just sex," he said.
"Just sex? Maybe it's not a big deal for you to peddle my body, but it's a big deal for me," she said falling quiet while staring at her husband and hoping that he'd save her by reconsidering and not going through with forcing her on his two friends. "You're such an asshole Brian. I'd be so embarrassed if their wives, my friends, found out that I had sex with their husbands."
He stepped closer to her while shaking his head and pursing his lips.
"Becky, I promise you. No one will know. I'll swear Jack and Tony to secrecy. I trust them. They won't tell anyone that you had sex with them. Being that they'd be in more trouble than you, they'd never tell their wives," he said.
She looked at him as if he was nuts for suggesting such a sexual scenario but with him assuring her that no one will know and no one will find you, she felt better now than she did a few minutes ago. Then, sick to her stomach, she thought again about the ramifications of what she was doing. What was wrong with her for even to say yes to his nasty agreement. The greed of having a new car twisted her better judgment.
"Maybe no one else will know but I'll know Brian. I'll know and I'll carry that guilt and remorse around with me every time I see them at a party," she said looking at her husband as if she was about to cry. "I'd have no fun driving the car, Brian, when thinking about what I had to do to get the car," she said.
He walked to her and patted her shoulder in the way that Sheldon Cooper in The Big Bang Theory pats Amy Farrah Fowler's shoulder while saying, 'There, there.'
"It will be over before you know it," said her husband while looking at her with understanding before looking at her with impatience. "C'mon Becky. They'll be here any minute," he looked at his watch again before looking at her with obvious fear that she wasn't going to go through with it. He looked at her with trepidation that she wasn't going to strip naked. "What do I say to my friends? How can I disappoint them?"
As if she was a wicked witch who was about to put an evil curse on his head or turn him into the slimy toad that he is, she shot him a look that made him take an involuntary step backward.
"What do you say to your friends?" She shot him a look that would melt a candle while raising her voice. "I don't give a care about you disappointing your friends." She turned to him in the way she did when he asked to have another poker party or Sunday football extravaganza at his house. "You care more about your friends than you do your wife," said Becky reaching behind her.
Not wasting any more time, she reached behind her, unhooked her brassiere, and removed her straps from her shoulders. When she did, perhaps because he was seeing her big tits in a different light, Brian stared at her luscious tits as if this was his first time seeing them.
"You have great knockers Becky," he said reaching his hands out to cup them while running his fingers across her nipples. "You have the best tits of all the wives."
The best tits of all the wives? How does he know she has the best tits of all the wives? Has he seen his the tits of his friends' wives? Thinking about the best way to punish him, other than having him sleep out on the couch, if he saw the tits of his friends' wives, she looked at him as if she was setting him on fire with her stare.
"Pray tell, how would you know that I have the best tits of all the wives? In the way your two friends are about to see my tits, have you seen the tits of your friends' wives too? In the way that your friends are about to have sex with me, have you had sex with your friends' wives too? What is this some kind of friends' wives sex club? What are you not telling me Brian? Are you telling me everything?"
He looked at her with guilty shame that made her wonder if he's already played this game with his friends' wives and, perhaps because he had, now it was her turn to play the game with his friends too.
"No, of course not. I've never seen their tits but I can tell from their clothes that they don't have your rack," he said fingering her nipples.
Not believing him, yet she needed to believe him to continue with this fiasco of having sex with his friends.
"Stop," she said. Uncomfortable with his stare, she pulled away from him and covered her breasts with her hands. Then with a fluid downward push and stepping out of them, she removed her panty. "There," she said throwing her arms in the air and doing a three sixty as if she was an ice skater just finishing her program naked. "Are you happy now? Are you satisfied that I'm naked? Am I what you want your friends to see, your wife naked?"
Brian stared at his wife's naked body with lust.
"You're so beautiful. You have such a great body but you have quite the bush Becky," he said staring down at her pussy with a laugh.
She looked down to where he was staring.
"It is a little bit overgrown. Do you think I should have trimmed more of my beaver? With you being the only man ever seeing my pussy, I really didn't think any more about it. Maybe I should go trim," she said looking down at herself while turning and lifting up her pussy to see herself in the mirror.
"Nah, naked, trimmed, or bushy, I love you and your pussy just the same Becky. I really don't think that Jack and/or Tony will care if you're bald, trimmed, or bushy, so long as you're naked. You're so beautiful," he said wrapping his arms around her naked body to give her a deep, wet kiss.
Not comfortable making out with her husband when his two friends were on their way to see her naked and, no doubt, make out with her, she pulled away from him.
"And you're such a pervert for making me go through with this before buying me a new car," she said. "Asshole. You're such an asshole Brian. What would you force me to do, if I wanted a new kitchen? What would you force me to do, if I wanted a new house?"
He gave her a shit eating grin.
"I dunno. I'll have to think about that," he said. "Maybe we can do some swinging. I wouldn't mind seeing you on your knees while watching you give five men a circle jerk."
The thought of her in the middle of a circle of men with their cocks sticking out in her face, made her sick to her stomach and made her realize how sick her husband was. How dare he even suggest such a thing? For him to want her to pleasure so many men, he couldn't love her.
"Fuck you, Brian," she said pointing her finger of contempt at him. "This is it. I'm not doing anything like this ever again. I mean it Brian. It's bad enough I'm doing this. I can't believe I agreed to do this."
She looked at him with anger and he looked at her with lust.
"Thank you for doing this Becky," he said stepping closer to her to give her a hug. "Tomorrow, we'll go to the car dealership and order the car. Okay?"
Knowing that Jack and Tony would be here any minute, she looked at her husband with sadness. After having sex with Jack and Tony, never again can she say that Brian is the only man, other than her doctor, who's seen her naked. Never again can she say that Brian is the only man she's been with sexually.
She felt the same way now that she did on her wedding night in feeling that she was no longer innocent and pure, especially once she's been ravished and defiled by his two, horny friends who always stared at her as if undressing her with their eyes. After tonight, Jack and Tony would no longer have to wonder what she looked like naked. After tonight, with them having intimate knowledge of her naked body, they'd know all of her sexy secrets.
"Okay," she said looking at him with confusion. "Now what? Being that I've never had sex with anyone but you before," she said looking at him while hoping that he'd feel guilty enough to put a stop to this lunacy. "How does this work? Being that this was all your idea, you tell me."
As if he was a pimp getting a hotel room ready for a woman in his stable, Brian rushed to the bed and smooth out the sheet with his hands.
"Get on the bed," said Brian opening the nightstand drawer, "and I'll tie you to the bed. Once you're tied, as by your agreed to preference, I'll blindfold you so that you can't see who's here," he said. "Okay?"
Trusting her husband not to hurt her, once she was tied to her bed naked, she'd be helpless. What if something was to happen? What if there was a fire and she couldn't free herself? What if when Jack and Tony saw her naked, they went crazy and did more to her naked body than they agreed to do and more than Brian agreed for them to do?
What if they overpowered Brian to have their wicked sexual way with her? With intercourse not on the table as part of this mini-gangbang, what if they knocked Brian unconscious and fucked her not only in her pussy but also up her ass. She's never had intercourse with anyone else but her husband. She's never had anal sex with anyone else but Brian. Perhaps foolish to think that he would, she was counting on her husband to protect her and save her from anything really bad happening while she was tied to the bed naked and in such a vulnerable position.
"Okay," she said against her better judgment. She climbed on the bed as if she was laying down on the executioner's block to be executed instead of having not so pleasurable sex with his friends. "Oh God, I can't believe I agreed to do this," she said looking to her husband in desperation.
"What?" Now that she was naked, he looked at her with even more lust.
"What if I gave you a blowjob instead Brian? You could call your friends and cancel. Would you like me to suck your cock? After you cum in my mouth and I swallow, I'll blow you again for you to give me a cum bath. What do you say?"
"No," he said.
"Knowing how much you enjoy anal sex and how much I detest it, instead of having sex you're your friends, what if I let you fuck me up the ass," she said in her last ditched effort not to have sex with his friends.
In the way that he looked at her she could tell that there was only one thing on his mind. Even his favorite sexual thing of her giving him a blowjob, cumming in her mouth, her swallowing, and him giving her a cum bath afterwards, wasn't swaying him from his mission of her having sex with his two friends.
"Definitely, I'd love for you to suck my cock Becky and I'd love to have anal sex with you, but I'm not calling them to cancel. Maybe later, after they leave, you can give me lots of pillow talk before sucking my cock and allowing me to fuck you up the ass. Okay?"
She gave him a look that told him that sex after his friends left, especially a special blowjob and definitely not anal sex, was no longer on the table.
"Asshole," she said.
Quickly, Brian tied Becky's left wrist to the left bottom bedpost. Then, he tied her right wrist to the right bottom bedpost. Next, he tied her left ankle to the left bottom bedpost before tying her right ankle to the bottom right bedpost. With him having never seen his wife in such a vulnerable position before, he took a step back to stare at her laying their spread eagle and tied to their bed.
She knew that he was looking at her in the way that his friends would soon be looking at her. Violating her with his stare, she never thought she could be embarrassed when naked in front of her husband but, in the way that he was leering at her, she was now. In the way he was staring at her was the same way that she imagined Jack and Tony looking at her. Suddenly, more than a slut, she felt like a whore. After having sex with his two friends, how could she ever think of herself as the good wife, the loyal wife, and the happy, well contented wife?



With her naked and her arms raised over her head and her breasts lifted up and back rather than flopping over the sides of her ribs when laying on her back, her breasts looked smaller than the C cup that she had. With her full C cup nearly overflowing her bra, she had been thinking about having her breasts measured again. After having two children and gaining ten pounds since her wedding day, maybe she's a D cup instead of a C cup. Even though she watched what she ate and exercised nearly every day, she couldn't lose that ten pounds. Too skinny before, if anything, she thought she looked better now than she did then. Shapelier and sexier, she had the best body out of all of his friends wives who let themselves go after getting married and pushing out babies.
With her legs spread and with her so totally exposed, her vagina secretions glistened in the soft light of the bedroom. If she wasn't embarrassed before, with her showing some of the sexy, moist pink of her pussy and something that only her husband has seen, then she was embarrassed now. As if being served up on a platter at a royal banquet fit for a reigning King, Becky was ready to have sex with her husband's friends.
She looked so beautiful. She looked so sexy. She was so nervous. Feeling as if she was about to vomit, she wondered how sick she'd feel when his friends started touching her, pawing her, groping her, and feeling her. With Brian the only man who's ever seen and felt her naked body, how would she feel when they fingered and licked her pussy? Expecting her to suck them, how would she feel when they moved their cocks by her mouth while her husband watched and masturbated over the sexy show she needed to give for her husband to buy her a new car?
Becky heard a car pull in the driveway. Remaining so stilly quiet to listen, she heard two doors slam close before she heard voices. Panicking with the realization of what she was about to do, she couldn't go through with it.
"They're here. Brian, they're here. Oh my God, they're here," she said looking at her husband. "It's not too late to stop this lunacy," she said pulling at her ties. "Please, I'm begging you Brian, untie me," she said pleading with her husband.
She hoped beyond hope that he'd untie her and send his friends home. If he did, she'd do any sexual thing he so desired.
"No Becky. Sorry, I can't. We made a deal," he said. "I've been waiting three, long years for this day."
Doomed to have his friends see her naked. She couldn't believe she was about to have sex with two men.
"Don't do this to me. Don't let your friends see me naked. I'll be so embarrassed Brian," she said moving her head around with the blindfold on as if she was imitating a blind person. "I can never dare face them again after they had sex with my naked body. Please Brian. Please."
He stared at her naked body while touching himself through his pants.
"With them already here and expecting you to give them sex, it's too late to stop it now Becky. Sorry but they're already here and, as promised, ready to have sex with you," he said.
Ready to burst in tears, she couldn't believe the man she loved and the man that she trusted with her life could do this to her.
"Brian! Wait. Stop! Don't do this. I didn't promise to have sex with them. You promised them that I'd have sex with them. Please, I beg you," she said pulling at her ties.
No matter how she begged, how she pleaded, and what she said, it was of no use. She knew that he was intent on going through with his dastardly plan.
"Relax Becky. You may enjoy having sex with Jack and Tony more than you think," he said with a dirty laugh.
God he's such an asshole. If she can't trust her own husband to save and protect her from two men having their wicked, sexual way with her naked body, who could she trust? She thought for sure, when she voiced her protests that he'd untie her and call his friends to cancel. Now that he didn't, now that he was forcing her to have sex with two men that she didn't want to have sex with, she felt so used and so abused. Helpless to stop this lunacy, she was at her husband's mercy.
"This is not right. This is so wrong. I'm your wife and not some whore that you picked up in a bar and paid money to watch her have a gangbang. Please Brian, please. If it means that I must have sex with your friends to get it, I don't want the car."
Too late. Unable to even hear her pleas of protest never mind reacting to her pleas, Brian was already out of the bedroom and on his way downstairs.
To be continued...
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Tied to the bed naked, Becky has second thoughts.
*
With Becky already stripped naked, blindfolded, and tied to the bed, Brian went down to open the front door for his two friends. Helplessly tied naked to her bed while alone in her room, she was suddenly afraid in her own house. As if time suddenly slowed, everything now happened in slow motion. Sensory depraved, her sense of hearing intensified by the blindfold over her eyes.
As if she wasn't blindfolded and was watching him, she heard her husband leave the room, close the door behind him, and walk down each step. So surreal, she heard Brian open the front door as if she could see her husband opening the front door. Imagining the three men keeping secrets from her about what they were going to do to her, she heard her husband talking to his friends in hushed whispers. She wondered what they were saying.
Then, her worst nightmare that she agreed to have, she heard the three men slowly coming up the stairs. This was it. This is what she agreed to in exchange for a new car. As if counting down to a space shuttle lunch, she counted the twelve steps that they had to climb to her bedroom door.
"Twelve, eleven, ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, one," she heard her bedroom doorknob turn before hearing the door open.
* * * * *
This was it. This was really it. His two friends were going to see her spread eagled naked. Beyond embarrassed, she couldn't believe she agreed to do this. All just stupid talk before and not just talk now but sexy action, lots of sexual action, no matter how much she protested and resisted, there's no backing down now.
With her already stripped naked and tied to the bed, she had no choice but to go through with giving her husband's two friends sex. With nothing she could do about that, at the very least, they'd see her naked anyway. Once they saw her naked, how bad would it be taking the next step and having sex with them? Nonetheless her second thoughts that were all against her better judgment and now no longer listening to her better judgment, she had to go through with it. Not only were they about to see her naked, naked, naked, but also she was about to have sex with her husband's two friends.
After it was all over, she wondered how she'd feel in the morning. Worse than going to the Endodontist for a root canal, she wished she had never agreed to have his friends see her naked. She wished she had never agreed to have sex with his friends. With her unable to get away, what was she thinking in having Brian tied to the bed naked? What was she thinking to agree to this perversely, depraved lunacy?
With her having no excuses, she accepted full responsibility for her actions. Greed was the reason why she was in this position. She wanted a new car and needed a new car and she didn't fully consider the ramifications of how she'd get the car until now that his friends were here now and walking up her stairs. She was unable to blame herself for agreeing to have sex with his friends because she was high on drugs, which she didn't do, or intoxicated on alcohol, which she didn't drink. Seemingly in her right mind and all for the sake of him buying her a new car, she was clean and sober when she agreed to have sex with his friends.
Instead of thinking about Jack and Tony seeing her naked and instead of filling her mind with giving them both sex, she thought of her new car instead. Her way of diffusing the situation and relaxing herself, she thought of her new 2014 Mustang GT in Gotta Have It Green. Wow! How hot is that car? Happy on the outside while imagining driving her new car, she was crying on the inside while imagining having sex with Jack and Tony.
"Oh my God," she said. "Oh my God. What have I done? What am I doing? I can't believe I'm doing this. If I wasn't tied to this damn bed, I'd run, hide, and lock myself in the bathroom," she said helplessly pulling against her ties in her desperate but unsuccessful attempt to free herself. "I can't go through with this. I just can't."
Then she thought of that fateful day with Brian's brother.
"Aside from the day when Brian's brother, Sean, saw me naked, naked, naked, when he was sleeping on their couch after drinking too much the night before, this is the worst day of my life."
As if she was a deer caught frozen in headlights, she stood there not moving while Brian's brother ogled her naked body. In the way that things slowed now, everything happened in slow motion then. She watched his eyes dart from her big tits to her brown, bushy pussy before refocusing and leering at her big breasts. Too shocked to be embarrassed, even when she ran back in her bedroom to get her robe, as if she had eyes in the back of her head, she could not only feel him but also see him staring at her naked ass.
She never thought about having sex with Sean, Brian's younger brother until that day. Unable to control herself from thinking about having sex with another man, a man other than her husband, especially while alone in her room or in the bathtub masturbating herself, she routinely thought about having sex with Sean. Now, once through this sexual ordeal with Jack and Tony, she'd have a lifetime of sexual fodder for her to masturbate over. Now once through this sexual ordeal with Jack and Tony, maybe Brian will ask her to have sex with his brother too. A sexy sister-in-law having sex with her hot brother-in-law, knowing Brian's appetite for watching, she wouldn't be surprised if he asked her to do Sean while he watched and masturbated in the corner.
* * * * *
Pressured and coerced to have sex with her husband's two friends, she couldn't believe she had agreed to have sex with his friends. She couldn't believe in just a minute, both of his friends were both going to see her naked, naked, naked, while her perverted husband sat in the corner masturbating and watching his friends' reaction to seeing her naked, naked, naked. How sick is that, a husband showing his two friends his wife's naked body while she's blindfolded and helplessly tied to the bed? What's wrong with him to pressure her to do this? What's wrong with her to agree to do this?
Trying to understand his point of view and seeing it from his side of the coin, conversely, obviously in Brian's mind, how hot is having his two friend see his wife naked? Then again, how sick is her husband for wanting his two friends to see his wife naked and to watch his wife having sex with his two friends? What's wrong with her for allowing him to tie her to her bed blindfolded and naked? Conversely, in her mind, where she'd be embarrassed and humiliated, in his mind, he couldn't wait to sit in the corner and masturbate while watching his two friends have their wicked, sexual way with his wife. Being that she'd be blindfolded, at least she didn't have to watch them looking at her, staring at her, and leering at her naked body.
Naked, naked, naked, Becky, his faithful and loving wife, never saying no to giving her husband sex, but for his brother than one embarrassing time, no one has seen her naked but her husband. Too embarrassed and later too sexually excited that he saw her naked body, she didn't even tell Brian that Sean saw her naked. A brother-in-law seeing his sister-in-law naked, that's the sexual fantasy of many men. Maybe had she told him that then that his brother saw her naked, he wouldn't ask her to show her naked body to his friend and to have sex with his friends now. Maybe had she told him that his brother saw her naked, satisfied with having hot pillow talk while she gave him even hotter sex, knowing someone else, even his brother, especially his brother, would have been enough to have sexually sated him?
More nervous than sexually excited, Brian was the only man she's ever known sexually and if it wasn't for his pressured insistence, she'd never go along with his friends seeing her naked. Definitely, if Brian had not promised to buy her a new car, she'd never go along with having sex with his friends. Shocked that she was really going through with having group sex with his two friends, a threesome, she's not a swinger. Where most women when cheating on their husbands have sex with one man, she couldn't believe she was about to have sex with two men. With Brian giving her his blessing and his permission, she couldn't believe that she was about to have sex with two men
She couldn't believe she agreed to have sex with her husband's two friends while he watched. She couldn't believe she was not only going to have another man's cock in her hand and in her mouth but also two men's cocks in her hand and in her mouth. She couldn't believe that she agreed to allow the men to lick and finger her pussy long enough to give her an orgasm before she blew them, had them cum in her mouth, and swallowed their cum.
"Oh my God, I can't do this. I just can't."
Panicked and afraid, her mind was thinking crazy thoughts. Being that part of the deal is that she agreed to blow his two friends, she couldn't believe she agreed to them cumming in her mouth and her swallowing their cum. All part and parcel to the deal, if there was any difference at all, she wondered how different Jack's cum would taste from Brian's cum and how different Tony's cum would taste from Jack's cum. If it wasn't for the fact that Brian promised to buy her a new car, a car she desperately needed, if she had sex with his two friends, she'd never even contemplate having sex with them or with anyone but with Brian.
She's not that kind of a woman. She's not a slut or a whore. She's a good, Catholic girl with morals and modesty and to throw all of that away to please her husband's perverse peccadillos in watching her having sex with his friends for the sake of him buying her a new car is too much like prostitution.
Admittedly, in the way that it sexually excited her for Sean to see her naked, in the back of her mind, there was a glimmer of sexual excitement that Jack and Tony would sexually excite her for them to see her naked too. Yet, already, feeling so guilty, how could she face his friends after having sex with them? Already, feeling so bad, how could she look their wives, her friends too, in the eyes after having sex with their husbands? What was she thinking or not thinking to agree to have sex with them? Better to have sex with strangers that she'd never see again then to have sex with Brian's two friends that she'll see all the time. She can't do this. She can't go through with this but, being that they're already here and she's helplessly tied to the bed naked, she must.
If she goes through with this now, what will he think of her later? If she goes through with this now, what will her husband ask her to do next? Maybe he'll ask her to do his brother. Maybe this is what he wants. Maybe he wants a wife who's not only a whore in the bedroom but also a whore when around other men. Maybe he wants her to be a swinger and he wants to watch her having sex with other men while he has sex with other women. Maybe this is her initiation to the swinging lifestyle. Something she finally agreed to do, knowing she'd weaken and relent, how dare he force her to have sex with his friends by dangling a new car in front of her face year after year?
Never having done anything like this before, finally conceding to grant her husband his birthday wish, her having sex with his two friends was the only way that he'd finally stop pressuring her to have sex with his two friends. Her having sex with his two friends was the only way that he'd finally buy her a new car. A mutual standoff, his birthday wish that's he's been asking her to grant for three years, year after year, he's been asking her to have sex his friends.
Now after asking her to grant him his birthday wish, if only he knew that she was curious to know what it was like to be with another man sexually. Certainly, even though she was already so embarrassed and humiliated, deep down inside, she was curious to know what it would be like to have sex with someone other than Brian. If only Brian knew that she wanted to have sex with Jack since the first day she met him, she wondered if he'd want her to have sex with Jack now.
If he knew that she was sexually curious about being with another man, she wondered what he'd say. She wondered if he'd be angry. If the shoe was on the other foot and she was the one asking to have sex with another man, she wondered how he'd deal with her demands. Would he be as hurt then as she is now? Would he be as angry as she is? With her asking for sex from another man, instead of him coercing her to have sex with another man, would he be jealous that she held another man's cock in her hand before taking another man's cock in her mouth?
Shocked that he'd want his friends to see her naked, she was appalled that he'd want her to have nasty sex with his friends. She's been saying no to him for three years in granting him his birthday wish in allowing his friends to have sex with her. Being that they were both born on the same day, they share the same birthday. As her birthday wish, she's been asking him for a new car and he's been saying no to her for three years to buy her a new car, unless she relented and agreed to have sex with his friends.
In the beginning, he wanted four of his friends to gangbang her but, after finally relenting, she agreed to have sex with only one of his friends, so long as she could pick which one. Haggling as if they were at an open air, flea market buying used goods, instead of having first time, unfaithful sex, they both finally agreed for her to have sex with only two of his friends, so long as she could pick which ones. Only two of his friends instead of having sex with four of them, as if that was a big concession for a woman to make who hasn't had sex with anyone but her husband.
Now, with his friends already here, this was it. This was really it. It was finally going to happen. Put up or shut up, her husband was calling her bluff.
If she wasn't tied to the bed, as if the house was on fire, she'd get up, wouldn't bother getting dressed, and would run from the house naked, anything to spare her the shame of having sex with his friends. What was she thinking to agree to this? Thinking of Brian buying her a new car, her dream car, a new Mustang GT, she was thinking more about the reality of owning the new car than thinking about the reality of what she'd have to do to get the car. Now that she's confronted by the reality of his friends seeing her naked and having sex with her naked body, filled with guilt and remorse before doing anything, no longer even wanting the new car, she's reconsidering her decision to have sex with his friends.
* * * * *
As soon as her husband opened her bedroom door, his two friends would see her tied to the bed naked, naked, naked. Instead of being embarrassed that she was naked, which of course, she would be, but oddly enough, of all the things she wondered about, she wondered about her hair. She wondered how her long, chestnut hair looked. She hoped it wasn't squished and matted down in a frightful mess. Wishing she had her hand free, a hairbrush, and a mirror, as if she was a movie star ready to shoot her sex scene, she'd brush her hair before Jack and Tony made their entrance. Funny the things that a woman thinks about at a time like this, but bad enough she was tied to the bed in the shape of a starfish, totally and vulnerably exposed, she'd feel even worse if her hair was a mess too.
Not having to take the time and spend an eternity in her indecision in picking out her clothes, at least she didn't have to worry about what she was wearing. At least she didn't have to spend the time trying on this outfit before trying on that outfit to see which outfit looked best while trying to decide what to wear. What does one wear to a gangbang anyway? No doubt, wearing nothing is always the best choice. She couldn't believe she was thinking of things like this at a time like this.
* * * * *
"Okay, this is the deal," said Brian to Jack and Tony who stood nervously downstairs in the reception hall at his front door. "Becky is upstairs naked, blindfolded, and tied to the bed."
Seemingly showing more sexual excitement and erotic anticipation than they were, Brian looked from Jack to Tony with exhilarated, sexual delight.
"I'm not into bondage," said Jack already waving a disinterested hand as if he was backing out in the way that Becky wanted not to go through with this.
Brian made a sour face at his friend.
"Bondage? Who said anything about bondage? Did I say bondage? I didn't say anything about bondage," he said looking to Tony. "Becky's not into bondage either," said Brian. "What I said was that Becky is upstairs naked and tied to the bed. Yeah, I suppose you could say that her being tied to the bed is technically bondage but in this case, it's not."
Brian looked from Jack to Tony again and Tony looked from Brian to Jack.
"She's blindfolded and tied to the bed naked," said Tony siding with Jack. "That constitutes bondage to me."
Brian shook his head at his two friends.
"We're just doing a little role play. That's all. If she wasn't blindfolded, she'd never go through with this. If she wasn't tied to the bed, she'd probably jump off the bed and be locked in the bathroom by now," said Brian.
Brian looked from Jack to Tony before looking back at Jack.
"Okay," said Jack. "Got it."
Jack looked to Tony and shrugged his agreement.
"That makes sense," said Tony.
With the two men on board, Brian continued explaining the rules of the sexual menage a trois.
"Okay, even though she picked which of my friends to have sex with, Becky would rather not know and see who's doing her and who's she doing, which is the reason why she's blindfolded and tied to the bed," he said addressing his comments to Tony before addressing them to Jack.
Brian looked to Jack for his response.
"I see," said Jack.
Brian looked to Tony for his response.
"Good idea," said Tony. "Once the wifey agree to something like this, it's best to tie her down," he said with a dirty laugh that made Brian laugh too. "You don't want her changing her mind and, as you said, locking herself in the bathroom."
Seemingly Jack ignored Tony's comments to concentrate more on the rules of the group sex.
"So, these are the rules. There's to be no talking," said Brian. "Okay? Even though she asked for you two, I don't want to rub it in her face with her knowing who's here doing her."
He looked from Jack to look at Tony.
"Yeah, I get it," said Jack.
Brian looked to Tony.
"No talking. Not an easy thing for me since I'm always talking but okay," said Tony.
Going as planned so far, Brian looked seemingly please that Jack and Tony were on the same page as to how they'd proceed in having sex with Becky.
"Maybe later she'll agree to have me remove the blindfold," he said with a shrug. "Maybe later, she'll be more sexually receptive and ask me to remove the ties too, so that she can use her hands instead of just her mouth."
As if waiting for them to agree, Brian looked from Jack to look at Tony before looking back at Jack.
"Okay," said Jack.
He looked at Tony again.
"I understand," said Tony.
Brian pocketed his hands with obvious nervousness.
"And, of course, you both agree that no one else is to know about this. Right? This is just between the four of us," said Brian looking from Jack to Tony and back to Jack again. "I don't want to embarrass Becky in front of her friends. If all of her friends knew that Becky agreed to a gangbang, they'd think her a slut. If all of my friends knew that she agreed to have group sex with you, Jack, and with you, Tony, they'd want to have group sex with her too."



He looked at Jack for his assurance.
"Agreed," said Jack.
Then he looked at Tony for his assurance.
"Don't worry Brian, I won't tell no one, especially not my wife," said Tony with a dirty laugh that made Jack and Brian laugh.
The three men climbed the steps to the second floor as if climbing the stairs of an institution of higher learning. Yet, if one was to assume what the three men were hoping to learn, what the three men hoped to learn was not book knowledge but cardinal knowledge of Becky's nude body, Brian's wife of 15 years.
To be continued...
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"Knock, knock, we're here Becky," said Brian pushing open the bedroom door and immediately exposing his naked wife to his two friends.
There tied to her bed naked with a blindfold covering her eyes, with her tummy tucked in, and with her breasts raised by her arms stretched over her head and tied to the bedposts, a Kate Beckinsale look alike, she looked so beautiful. She looked so sexy. She was every man's wet dream type of a beautiful, sexy, and shapely naked woman. Except for a gag to keep her quiet from endlessly and incessantly talking in the way that so many woman can never seem to shut the Hell up, even when having sex, especially when having sex, she looked so helplessly vulnerable.
Every man's dream to sexually experience the naked, hot wife of a friend, especially when having not only the wife's permission but also the husband's permission too, this was a swinging, group sex fantasy come true for everyone but for Becky. Her worst nightmare, she still couldn't believe she had agreed to have sex with her husband's two friends. With them already seeing her naked, her worst nightmare, she couldn't believe that she was actually going to go through with them touching her, feeling her, and eating her before she blew them. Her worst nightmare, feeling so helpless in being tied to her own bed, she wished she could free herself to jump from the bed, hide in the bathroom, and lock the door.
"God," she said mumbling under her breath. "What am I crazy? I must be crazy to have agreed to do this. I'm already so embarrassed," she said continuing to mumble under her breath while hopelessly trying to raise her knee to hide her pussy.
Only with her ankles tied to the bed in the way that her wrists were tied to the bed too, and with her legs spread wide open, the movement of her limbs were limited.
"Isn't she beautiful?"
"Asshole," she mumbled under her breath.
Brian looked at his wife before looking at his two friends to see their reactions to seeing his wife naked. In the way that Brian was obviously satisfied watching his wife having sex with his two friends, no doubt, he'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of his life. God he's such a perverted pig to coerce her to go through with this for the sake of buying her a new car.
"Isn't she sexy?"
"Bastard, dirty bastard," she mumbled beneath her breath too softly for anyone to hear but for herself.
No doubt mindful of their agreement not to speak, Jack and Tony nodded their heads in obvious answers to both of Brian's questions. Then, surprising all three men, if she was going through with this sexual fiasco, doing it on her terms, Becky took control of the sexual action.
"Remove the blindfold Brian," ordered Becky. "I can't bare not to see who's here seeing me naked," she said.
"Sure," said Brian. "Okay."
Worried that her husband would switch his friends and deliver her someone she didn't want to them to see her naked and/or want to have sex with but, instead, someone he wanted to see his wife doing, she needed to know who was there in the room with her.
"I need to see who's here. I thought that I could go through with this blindfolded but I can't. I thought I'd feel better having sex with your friends when not knowing who's here, but I need to see who's here," she said pulling at her ties in hopeless desperation and helpless frustration to free herself.
Brian turned from Becky to look at Jack and Tony before returning his focus to his wife.
"Just as I said and just as you chose, Jack and Tony are here," said Brian walking closer to the bed to remove the blindfold from his wife for her to see. "See?"
She lifted her head off the mattress to look up at her husband's two friends. She made a sour face and rolled her eyes before giving them a half smile and putting her head down on the mattress in embarrassed shame.
"Hi Becky," said Jack stuffing his hands deep in his pockets with obvious nervousness.
Jack looked at Brian's wife with as much sexual lust as Brian looked at his wife.
"Hi Becky," said Tony laughing. "I knew you had freckles but not all over your body. Wow, that's so hot," he said not removing his eyes from her naked tits and pussy.
In the way that he was staring at Becky's naked body, obviously Tony looked at her with even more sexual lust than Jack and Brian had.
"Hi Jack. Hi Tony," she said raising her head again to look from Jack to Tony before looking at her husband. "I'm so embarrassed," she said in a whisper.
Obviously pleased with his wife, Brian leaned down to kiss her.
"Don't be embarrassed Becky," said Jack. "You look so beautiful. You look so sexy. You look so hot. You have such a gorgeous body Becky," said Brian looking from Jack to Tony. "Well, what do you think? Doesn't Becky look beautiful? Doesn't she have a hot body?"
Tony stared at Becky before looking to Brian.
"Yeah, I wish my wife looked at hot as you do naked," said Tony.
Jack never removed his eyes from Becky.
"She's hot," said Jack.
As if eager to have sex with her, Jack looked from Brian to Tony. Obviously in the way that he was staring at her naked form, he was no doubt hoping to go first.
"Remove the ties too, please Brian. I'm feeling claustrophobic," she said. "They're too tight. They're hurting me. And I have to pee."
"Sure," said Brian, no doubt happy that his wife wanted her hands free to have sex with his friends.
Brian untied his wife. Now that she was untied, she wanted to dive beneath the covers or at least cover her nakedness with the sheet. Yet, with Jack and Tony having already seen her naked, she decided to continue with the threesome after peeing first.
Quickly Becky got off the bed and hid herself in the bathroom while Brian, Jack, and Tony waited for her to return. Looking even hotter when she stood and walked from the bed to the bathroom, all three men stared at her shapely, naked ass. Once in the bathroom, she peed, wiped herself, brushed her hair, and freshened her makeup. Then, when she emerged from the bathroom, in the way that Brian's brother, Sean, stared at her when catching her naked, all three men stared at her tits and pussy as she walked to the bed and made herself comfortable. Becky moved back in position, albeit with her legs not spread apart in the way they were spread as wide when she was tied to the bedposts.
"I want you both to know that this wasn't my idea," said Becky looking from Jack to Tony while rubbing more circulation in her wrists before sitting with her knees up to rub more circulation in her ankles. "This was all Brian's idea. Having me tied to the bed naked is his birthday wish," she said giving him a dirty look. "He's been asking me for three years to have a gangbang and I've been asking him for a new car for three years," she said staring up at her husband.
Brian looked at his wife to give her a loving smile.
"She's right. This is all my idea. This is my birthday wish," she Brian proudly while walking right in her trap.
Then, as if she was wielding a baseball bat, she clubbed him over his head with her poisonous words.
"For you to coerce me to do this Brian, your wife, the love of your life, and the mother of your children, you're such an asshole. What husband would do this to his wife, the woman he supposedly loves?"
As if his face was the barometer of his sexual mood, Brian's face fell in the way that his penis no doubt went from hard to soft from Becky's verbal abuse.
"She's right," said Brian. "Guilty as charged. Being that I'm the pervert in the family, I am an asshole to coerce Becky to do this but, nonetheless, I'm glad she agreed to do this," he said with a loud laugh.
Wishing he wasn't even there in the room watching her, she shot him another dirty look. Wishing he'd go to another part of the house to masturbate himself, bad enough she he coerced to have sex with his friends, she felt even more uncomfortable with her husband there watching the sexual escapades. Definitely, she'd be more sexually agreeable if her husband wasn't in the bedroom watching. Definitely, she'd be more amenable to his two friends touching her and feeling her, if her husband wasn't watching their every move.
"The only way that I'd agree to his birthday wish is if I picked which of his friends to have sex with me and I picked the both of you because I consider you my friends, close friends, too. No doubt, after we've had sex, you'll be even closer to me than you are now," she said with a sad, little laugh.
"We love you Becky," said Jack looking to Tony while he nodded his head in agreement to loving her as a friend too.
"Thank you. I love you guys too," she said falling silent before speaking again. "Of course, I picked you, Jack, because you're so wicked good looking," she said blushing while looking from Jack to look at Tony. "And I picked you Tony because you always make me laugh and I always feel so comfortable around you."
Jack nodded his head while Tony beamed a big smile.
"I'm glad to be included in this small, private group," said Tony smiling. "My mother said that because I wasn't born good looking that I should make people laugh instead. I've become the fat, funny man. And for the record, I love making you laugh Becky. You have such a beautiful smile and you get my humor."
Brian looked from Becky to Jack and to Tony before looking back at his wife.
"So, let's get this show going. As part of our agreed upon deal, I'm going to be sitting right here watching," said Brian taking a seat in the far corner of the room. "They'll be no sexual intercourse. Becky wanted to fuck the both of you but I couldn't bear to watch you two guys fucking my wife," said Brian crassly.
Tony looked at Brian and made a face before smiling, no doubt, with the thought that he was about to say.
"That's understandable," said Tony nodding his head with a serious look on his face. "Being that you'd rather not watch us fuck Becky, we don't mind if you leave the room Brian," he said with a laugh that made Jack and Becky laugh too.
Brian shook his head over Tony's remark.
"Ha, ha! Very funny. That's so funny Tony but, so long as it's agreeable to the both of you, we agreed in advance that if you guys give my wife cunnilingus and give her an orgasm then, she'll suck your dicks. We even agreed that you can cum in her mouth while touching her and feeling her anywhere and everywhere," said Brian while Becky sighed and rolled her eyes with obvious embarrassment.
"Gees, Brian," she said giving him an angry look. "You make it sound as if this was my idea when it was all your idea."
Ignoring her comment, he continued in graphically and explicating explaining the sexual rules.
"We also agreed that she'll swallow your loads. What the Hell, you may even give her a facial and a cum bath if you want," he said with a laugh. "As long as Becky does all of that, I agreed to buy her a new car, a loaded, Mustang GT."
"A facial and a cum bath? Gee thanks Brian," said Becky giving her husband another stern look.
"Damn," said Tony. "Who do I have to have sex with for you to buy me a new, loaded, Mustang GT? I'd do you for that car Brian," he said while making a motion with his hand as if he was blowing Brian.
"Funny Tony but I only have sex with my wife," said Brian.
"I wish I could say the same thing, that I only have sex with my husband," said Becky making a sour face at her husband.
"Sweet," said Jack. "Have you picked the color of the car Becky?"
"Yes, I have. I wanted orange but it's not available on the 2014, so I'm going with Gotta Have It Green," she said, "with black leather interior or white leather if it's available. They haven't announced the interior colors yet."
"C'mon, let's get the show on the road," said Brian again. "Take of your clothes Jack. You too Tony. Strip. It's not fair that Becky is the only one naked."
"Damn, if I knew I'd be naked, I would have worn my musclebound suit instead of my fat suit," said Tony with a laugh that made everyone laugh.
Jack was first out of his clothes while Tony was still sitting on the bed to remove his socks and shoes.
* * * * *
With Becky sitting up on the bed, Jack moved to her first. Perhaps sensing Becky's uncomfortableness or because he was uncomfortable kissing the wife of a man who was sitting in the same room, when Jack kissed Becky, he turned purposely his back to Brian sitting in a chair in the corner of the room. A long, wet kiss, Becky returned his passion while Tony felt her ample breasts and fingered her nipples. A strange feeling to have one man holding her while kissing her as a second man touched her breasts and fingered her nipples, she wished she had sex with two men who weren't her husband, a long time ago. As if she was dreaming while having a sexual fantasy, she never thought she'd be having sex with two men at once. She never thought she'd agree to do her husband's friends. She never thought she'd be having sex with anyone but with Brian.
Then, turning from Jack to Tony, she gave him a long, wet kiss too, while Jack felt her tits and fingered her nipples. As already agreed to and not wasting any time, with Tony busy kissing Becky while feeling her tits, Jack moved down between Becky's legs. Tony still kissed and felt Becky's big tits when she fell back on her back with her legs spread and her knees up, as if she was about to give birth to a baby. Giving way to accommodate Jack's fingers and mouth, she spread her legs open wide to give him access to her already wet pussy.
"Oh my God, Jack," said Becky breaking off her kiss with Tony to watch Jack fingering and licking her pussy.
Having masturbated before over the imagined thoughts of Jack fingering her pussy while licking her pussy, albeit with her happily married to her husband, that is before they made these outrageous birthday wishes, she never thought she'd ever receive oral sex from him. With his tongue and fingers inside of her pussy and Tony's hands all over her tits while his fingers fingered her nipples, she never thought she'd have these sexual feelings that she was having now. Only having these kind of sexual and romantic feelings with her husband, she never knew she could feel so sexually aroused from giving two of Brian's friends sex.
Already more than willing, a modest woman turned into a sexual slut, she couldn't wait to take Jack's cock in her mouth. She couldn't wait to fondle his prick. She couldn't wait to stroke his prick while sucking his prick. She couldn't wait to see the look on his face when he looked down at her to see his hard, hairy cock in her mouth. She couldn't wait to feel him ejaculate his warm, oozy load of cum in her mouth and swallow him while her husband watched.
With her sexually fantasizing about Jack's cock, it was perfect timing when Tony moved Becky's hand to his cock while he continued feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. Having a cock in her hand while being eaten was something totally new. It aroused her more to stroke one man while another man licked and fingered her. She only wished Brian would have allowed Jack and Tony to make love to her. In the way she was feeling so sexually aroused now, she'd love to fuck both men. Becky leaned into Tony again to kiss him while slowly stroking him and while he felt her tits. Then, when Jack parted her pussy lips with his finger, she stopped.
"That feels so good Jack. Play with my clit," she said. "Finger fuck me. If you make me cum, I'll suck your cock" she said whispering to Jack while giving a feigned smile to her husband. "If you cum in my mouth and I swallow, Brian will buy me my new car."
Poised between her thighs, he looked up at her and smiled.
"Here's hoping you get your new car Becky," said Jack mashing his face in her pussy while shaking his head side to side and licking and fingering her sopping wet cunt.
He was really eating her now. Fingering deeper, he licked her faster.
"Oh my God," she said reaching down to run her fingers through Jack's hair. "That feels so good. Lick me Jack. Eat me. Lick my pussy. Don't stop. Please don't stop."
She pulled him into her cunt and held him there by his hair. As if he was humping her mouth and fucking her face with his cock, she humped his mouth and fucked his face with her pussy. Jack continued licking her while Tony sucked Becky's nipples and she slowly stroked his cock. A magical three way train of sex, she watched her husband remove his cock from his pants while stroking himself. She couldn't believe that she was going to get three men off just by allowing them to have their wicked way with their naked body.
Soon to be sucking Jack's cock and then Tony's cock. Her husband was content to play with himself instead of joining in. She would have preferred her husband fucking her while she took turns sucking Jack and Tony's cock. She would have preferred Jack and Tony cumming in her mouth while her husband ejaculated in her pussy. Never realizing she was such a slut, for her to agree to have group sex, it took her husband to bring out the whore in her all for the sake of him buying her a new car. She couldn't wait for Brian to see her sucking Jack's cock and then Tony's prick. After they both licked her pussy and gave her an orgasm, she couldn't wait to suck both men and have them to cum in her mouth.
"I love your big tits Becky," said Tony. "I wish my wife had your tits."
With Brian never complimenting her and never saying anything about her big breasts, it aroused her to hear Tony talking about her tits.
"Thank you Tony," she said. "Play with my nipples Tony. I love having my nipples pulled, turned, twisted, and nibbled. Bite my nipples Tony."
Tony attacked her nipples as if they were knobs on a pinball machine. When Jack looked up to see what Tony was doing, Becky looked down to instruct Jack.
"Don't stop Jack. Just lick," she said pulling his mouth down by his hair. "Make me cum. Stick your fingers inside of me. Finger fuck my pussy Jack. Lick me. Eat me. I need to cum," she said humping his face with her hips. "Just don't stop. Please don't stop. I need to cum," she said again in case he didn't hear her.
Then, pulling him forward by his hair again, she mashed his face in her cunt and held him there. Licking and licking her, he fingered her pussy deeper with one finger while rubbing her clit with another finger. Skilled at eating pussy, Jack had Becky wiggling all over the bed while Tony touched, felt, fondled, and caressed her breasts while fingering her nipples.
"I love eating your pussy," said Jack lifting his head to catch his breath. "I love fucking you with my fingers," he said fucking her deeper while licking her faster. "I love your body, Becky. You're so hot."
Becky looked down at Jack to watch what he was doing while she stroked Tony's cock faster and while Tony had his wicked way with her big tits.
"Oh, yeah, that's right baby, right there. Concentrate your tongue on my bean. Yeah, right there Jack. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm going to cum Brian. Jack is going to make me cum," she said to her husband while watching Brian stroking himself faster.
"How this?" Licking and fingering her, Jack reached up to feel her tit and finger her nipple while Tony impaled his mouth on her other breast and sucked her nipple as Becky continue to stroke Tony's cock faster.
"I'm going to cum," she said. "I can't believe I'm going to cum. Never had I had an orgasm so fast," she said.
"You can say that again," said Brian. "I get lockjaw when I eat her pussy seemingly for hours."
"Maybe Jack can teach you a few things about how to sexually satisfy a woman with his fingers, mouth, and tongue," said Becky with a dirty laugh.



"I'll make sure I take notes," said Jack with venom.
"Oh my God, Jack, I'll definitely be sucking your cock," she said pulling his face closer to her pussy. "I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I only wish you could fuck me with your big, hard cock," she said in a whisper for Jack and perhaps Tony to hear without her husband overhearing.
Tightening her body and arching her back, it didn't take her long to cum. Silently, having a quiet orgasm, she bit her pillow for her not to scream her lust and sexual satisfaction. Not even taking the time to enjoy the sexual afterglow, she instructed Tony.
"Take Jack's place Tony and lick my pussy while I suck Jack's cock. Bring your beautiful cock up to my lips Jack. Let me suck you," said Becky. "I need for you to cum in my mouth. I need to taste your cum before swallowing your cum," she said shocking even herself that she's become such a cock slut.
Obeying his friends' wife, Jack wiped Becky's pussy secretions from his face with the sheet before standing. With his cock at full erection, he moved to her. She reached out her hand to fondle the head of his prick before wrapping her long fingers around his cock to slowly stroke him while looking up at him. He was so handsome, especially after licking her pussy and fingering her pussy. Giving her an orgasm made him even better looking in her eyes.
Meanwhile Tony continued where Jack left off. Fingering Becky's pussy, he licked her pussy while Becky inserted Jack's cock in her mouth. A new sensation that she never thought she'd enjoy, being that she reluctantly agreed to have sex with Brian's two friends for a new car, she wondered what else she could get her husband to buy her if she had sex with two more of his friends.
* * * * *
Tossing and turning, Becky woke up out of a sound sleep. She sat up in bed and turned on the light.
"Becky. It's three in the morning," said Brian panicking. "What's wrong? Are you sick? Did you hear something? Is it a burglar? Do you smell smoke? Is there a fire? What?"
She looked at her husband and made a sour face. Afraid of everything, he was always so dramatic.
"Gees, Brian, you worry like a woman. I had a bad dream is all, a nightmare is more like it," she said. "I needed to turn on the light to get my bearings."
He put a hand to her shoulder before allowing it to slide down to cup her breast before fingering her nipple. As soon as he touched her tit, she thought of Jack touching her tits before she thought of Tony fingering her nipples.
"Do you want to talk about it?"
"Don't," she said not bearing her husband to touch her in a sexual way after having such a realistic dream of having sex with Jack and Tony.
"Do you remember what you dreamt?"
She looked at him. Of course I remember what I just dreamt, she wanted to say but didn't.
"No, I don't remember," she said shrugging off his hand. "I just dreamt it and woke up in the middle of my dream," she said biting her lip with foreboding while wondering if she should tell her husband her dream.
So sexually aroused and wishing Brian wasn't there so that she could masturbate herself while thinking about having sex with Jack and Tony, she was still swooning from her dream as if she was in the afterglow of having just had sex.
"What? Tell me," he said. "What's wrong?"
She looked at him as if he was intruding on her private, sexual fantasy and by asking her to tell him her dream, he was.
"No. I can't. Not now," she said looking at him looking at her. "Maybe later. The dream was too real. I need to think more about the dream first and what it meant before I tell you," she said. "Good night," she said turning off the light and rolling over.
As if he was the woman with the small bladder instead of the man, he got up out of bed.
"I have to pee," said Brian. "How the Hell am I supposed to sleep now? Tell me what the dream was," he said walking towards the bathroom.
Knowing exactly what the dream meant, she flipped her pillow to the cooler side while knowing that she'll soon not only be having hot sex with Jack and Tony but also she'll be driving her brand, new, Mustang GT.
"Later. I'll tell you later today. Happy Birthday Brian," she said.
He stopped to turn to look at her.
"Oh, that's right. It's our birthdays. Happy Birthday Becky," he said.
To be continued...
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Becky relents and finally agrees to give her husband his birthday wish and have sex with his friends in exchange for a new car.
*
Impossible to forget his wife's birthday, Brian and Becky were born on the same day. Hating to do so but needing to ask her so that he could reiterate his own birthday wish, Brian asked Becky what she wanted for her birthday but first he needed to ask her about her dream.
"So?" He looked at her with curiosity.
"So what?" She returned his look with a smirk.
"What was your dream?"
"Oh, nothing. More of a nightmare really but I don't want to talk about it now. I'll tell you all about it later," she said.
"Okay," he said scratching his head while looking at her with curiosity again. "So?"
"So what now?" She looked at him as if he was nuts.
"What do you want for you birthday Becky?"
More interested in telling her what he wanted for his birthday again, Brian looked at his wife while waiting for and expecting the same answer that she gave him last year, the year before that, and the year before that.
"What do I want for my birthday, besides a new kitchen, the fur coat you promised me for our tenth anniversary, and the diamond ring you promised me on my engagement to you but never bought me? I want the same thing that I've been asking you for every year, a new car. I want a new car Brian. I need a new car," she said looking and smiling at him with hopefulness.
"And I told you what I wanted for my birthday last year and the year before that but you didn't grant me my birthday wish," he said with a non-caring shrug.
"Still waiting for you to buy me a new car, my car is nine years old," she said ignoring his comment. As if the answer was above her head, and making sure that she calculated the correct answer, she looked up at the ceiling to count how old her car was on her fingers with both hands. "It's almost ten years old."
Rolling his eyes, he shrugged and looked at her with a loud sigh.
"A bad economy and with no overtime, I'm doing everything I can to keep my job never mind buying you a new car Becky," said Brian with sadness. "Times are tough for everyone. We're lucky we still have our house."
A good man, a hardworking man, but a man with a controlling personality, his role has always been to keep his wife in place by making her feel guilty about spending money while keeping her in the dark about their finances. A saver and not a spender, the type of man who saved and still has his first dollar, she knew he had more money than he said he did. Besides, when his father died and with him being just as tight with money as Brian is, she knew he left him a bundle.
"I know you Brian with your secret bank accounts and safety deposit box. You're not fooling me. I know you have money stashed away," she said staring at him with her big, brown eyes with a distrusting look before falling quiet in thought. For him not to tell her about the money he had, obviously, he didn't trust her. How could she be married to a man for fifteen years and with him not trusting her? "What about you?"
Not wanting to get in another argument on her birthday, she dreaded asking her husband what he wanted for his birthday. Already know his birthday wish, stripping her naked and tying her to the bed, he wanted her to have sex with his friends while he watched.
"What about me what?" He looked at his wife with feigned curiosity. Seemingly, being that it was his birthday too, he knew what she was going to ask him.
"What do you want for your birthday Brian?"
Being that they never went out and bought gifts, it was their custom to ask one another what they wanted for their birthdays, on their birthdays. Then, they'd go out together and buy what it is they wanted. That custom worked out well with them, until she started asking him to buy her a new car and he started asking her to have sex with his friends. Now at a stalemate and at a crossroad where all signs led in one direction, to the end of the road and a dead end, he wouldn't buy her a car unless she had sex with his friends.
Becky looked at her husband. She didn't need to be a mind reader to know what he wanted for his birthday. In the way that she gave him the same answer in wanting a new car every year, she expected him to give her the same birthday wish that he gave her every year. Once again, with neither of them relenting to grant the other their birthday wish, this year would be another year with neither one of them getting anything for their birthdays.
"I want the same thing that I ask you for every year Becky. I want to strip you naked and allow me to tie you to the bed," he said with a sly, sexy grin.
She rolled her eyes and made a sour face in the way she did when he told her that his mother was coming for a visit.
"Good God not again. Give it a rest Brian. Get it through your thick, Irish head that you stripping me naked and tying me to the bed will never happen," she said with defiance. "Knowing you, once you have me bound and naked, you'll parade you friends in our bedroom to see me naked. Knowing you, once you have me bound and naked, you'll have them touch me, feel me, and gangbang me while you watch."
When she said what she just said about him parading his friends in to see her naked before touching her, feeling her, and gangbanging her, especially after the sexy dream she just had, she felt a twinge of sexual arousal. Something she never thought about until he hounded her about it every year, she never really considered doing his friends until now and until she had that sexy dream last night. Not really the exhibitionist type, it would still be sexy for his friends to see her naked, so long as it was her choice and not forced in the way that her husband wanted to do with her naked body by tying her to the bed.
Getting sexually excited just thinking about his friends seeing her naked, she couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to have four men and eight set of eyes seeing her naked. She couldn't help but imagined what it would feel like to have 8 hands, 32 fingers, and 8 thumbs touching her, feeling her, and fondling her where only her husband was allowed to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body. Against all of that before, now after having her realistic dream, she couldn't help but imagine having four erect cocks at her ready to touch, to fondle, and to stroke. Never considering giving him his birthday wish and now that she was considering it, she couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like to have a cock in each hand, a cock in her pussy and another cock up her ass.
"C'mon, Becky why not? With you having the best body of all of my friends' wives, you have a hot body. You eat right and exercise. You have a better and hotter body than many of the hot movie stars and celebrities on TV."
He looked at her with as much hopefulness in wanting to strip her naked and tie her to the bed as she looked at him in hoping he'd buy her a new car, give her a new kitchen, buy her a fur coat, and/or finally buy her the diamond ring that he promised to buy her so very long ago.
"It's not you stripping me naked that I mind Brian. You can strip me naked any day, every day, multiple times a day but it's tying me to the bed that I don't like. I don't want to be so helplessly bound. I don't like to be forced and I don't like to feel helpless," she said imagining her husband doing all sorts of disrespectfully nasty things to her naked body while she was tied to the bed. "I'd feel so claustrophobic."
"Tell me this then Becky," he said seemingly about to concede in buying her a new car with what he said next. "Would you give me my birthday wish of stripping you naked and tying you to the bed if I gave you your birthday wish and bought you a new car?"
There, he just admitted that he had enough money to buy her a car. Not one to take out a loan or use a credit card, paying cash for everything he bought, she knew he had a horde of cash stashed away somewhere. She looked at him as if he was joking before she realized that he was serious. A new car. She'd so love to have a new car but for him to buy her a new car, for her to receive her birthday wish, she'd have to grant him his birthday wish too.
"Fuck yeah," she said. After having her sexy dream last night, she didn't have to ponder her response this year in the way she did the previous two years. "Definitely, I'll give you your birthday wish if you buy me a new car."
If this was all that it took for him to buy her a new car, strip her naked and tie her to the bed, then she would have stripped naked and allowed him to tie her to the bed years ago. Alas, not happy with stripping her naked and tying her to the bed, she knew that's not all that he wanted. He wanted more, a lot more, and too much more for relent and give him. Yet, now that she had her dream and now that she knew how their night of threesome sex would turn out, she was ready to relent and give him his birthday wish.
"Only, with you stripped naked and tied to the bed, I'd want my friends in the room to see you naked too," he said.
She knew it. Making her sick to her stomach and sexually excited at the same time, especially after the dream she just had, she imagined his horny and perverted friends staring at her and seeing what only her husband has ever seen of her. Having flashed his friends lots of down blouses and up skirts before at her husband's horny request, before and after having hot pillow talk of all that she showed and all that they saw, they had the best sex when she flashed other men at her husband's request.
Yet, flashing her panties and bra was one thing but being tied naked to the bed while he filed his friends in to see her as if she was an exhibit on display at a museum was something else. She could only imagine all that he'd say while violating her by allowing his friends to see her naked. Imagining his friends touching and feeling her, she could only imagine what else he'd have them do to her naked body. She could only imagine what else he'd want her to do to his friends while she was tied naked to her bed.
"This is my wife Becky. Her C cup breasts don't look as big when she's on her back but trust me, they're huge when she's hanging them down in my face."
She imagined her husband discussing her breasts with his friends while giving credence that she had big tits by moving his hands in the shape of cupping her huge knockers.
"Wow Brian, I wish my wife had Becky's body," she imagined one of his friends saying while she was so nakedly on public display.
She cringed at the thought of his friends seeing her naked.
"Notice her brown, bushy pussy," she imagined her husband telling his friends. "She wanted to trim it for the occasion but I convinced her that it was better to leave it wild. She shaved it all off once, but I prefer her trimmed over bald or bushy. How about you guys? What do you think of Becky's pussy? Any questions about her tits?"
With that imagined image in mind of her husband giving his friends a guided tour of her naked body, she voiced her outrage along with her disapproval.
"No way Brian. I'm not getting naked in front of your perverted pals," she said with attitude.
Sadly, she watched her new car drive away without her. Then, she thought of a couple of his friends that she wouldn't mind stripping in front of, even having sex with them, if she wasn't faithfully married to her husband of fifteen years. She'd be so embarrassed if anyone knew that she allowed her husband to expose her like that in front of his friends.
What would her friends, the wives of the men, think of her after that experience of exhibitionism and voyeurism? She'd feel like such a slut. What would she say to his friends the next time she saw them at a social gathering. No doubt, they'd think her such a whore. After knowing what she looks like naked and with them no longer having to undress with their eyes, she couldn't look them in their eyes. Humiliated, violated, used, and abused, she'd feel so wicked and guilty.
"Okay, then, how about this? What if I allowed you to choose which of my friends that you'd feel more comfortable seeing you naked?" He looked at her with hopefulness. "Would you be more agreeable to allowing me to strip you naked and tie you to the bed then?"
Again, just as what happened in her dream, as if her dream was an omen, she imagined a couple of his friends that she wouldn't mind having them see her naked. If she were to pick two, just like in her dream, she'd pick Jack and Tony. Jack because he was so handsome and Tony because he was so funny. Considering them both more friends than perspective lovers, if she had to choose two of his friends to have sex with, she could do them to get her new car.
"Maybe," she said, "but I'd have to be blindfolded. I'd rather not know who was in the room with me. I'd be so embarrassed watching them staring at me. You can tell me later who it was and what their reactions were to seeing me naked."
As if in the distance, she watched her new car bang a U-turn and drive a little closer at a slow speed.
"Maybe you'll change your mind and will want me to remove the blindfold once you're tied to the bed and while my friends are there watching you," he said. "Maybe having my friends seeing you naked will excite you as much as it will excite me."
He was such a pervert to even ask her to do such a thing. Why would he disrespect his wife, the love of his life, by forcing her to have sex with his friends? Yet, the more she thought about giving him his birthday gift, the closer and closer, she could see her new car moving in the light enough to make out the color, 'Got To Have It Green.'
"Maybe," she said playing his game for the sake of him buying her a new car. "I won't know until it happens. I may scream for you to untie me and for everyone to leave."
While wondering what they'd think of her body, it excited her to think of other men seeing her naked, especially with her husband there watching and protecting her from harm. With his friends seeing her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy, she imagined the enormous amount of pillow talk that they'd have later. She imagined the wild sex that she'd have with her husband while, just as she did in her dream, confessing that she enjoyed sucking their cocks and them cumming in her mouth after they gave her an orgasm by licking her pussy. It was then that her car moved close enough that she could make out the make and model. It was her beloved Mustang GT and she was so very happy by the prospect of driving it.
"Maybe you'll allow them to touch you and feel you," he said getting sexually excited.
Imagining two men touching her and feeling her, she felt her nipples erecting and hardening by the sexy thoughts of two men touching her and feeling her. The thought of having sex with two of Brian's friends that she picked for the occasion of his birthday inspired a familiar, warm wetness between her legs. Other than her husband, seeing her naked, touching her, and feeling her where no man should see, touch, and feel another man's wife, no other man has had the privilege of having sex with her naked body.
"Maybe," she said, "but I'd want a more expensive car before agreeing to that," or a new kitchen, a fur coat, and/or a diamond ring, she wanted to say but, not pushing her lucky, she didn't.
She thought more about him buying her a new Mustang. Hindering her from thinking straight, she thought more about her new car than she did about his friends seeing her naked. She thought more about the sounds, the smells, and the feel of her new car than she did about having sex with his friends. She wondered if her dream was an omen. She wondered if having sex with his friends was her inevitable fate.
"So long as it's not a Cadillac," he said laughing, "I'll buy you any car within reason if you allow my friends to see you naked while touching and feeling you. Then, if you suck the cocks of those men that you select, I'll--"
Breaking her dream bubble of having a new car, she looked at him realizing that he was just as perverted as his friends. Maybe this is what they all talk about when drinking and while watching football. Maybe this is payback after one of his friends exposed his wife to him and had her suck his cock. Maybe after seeing his friend's wife naked while touching her and feeling her and receiving a blowjob from her, now it's his turn to expose her to them while allowing them to touch her and feel her before sucking their cocks. Maybe they have a strip their wives naked club where they take turns exposing their wives each month to their membership.
"Brian! What the fuck? Are you crazy? Have you lost your mind? I'm not a whore. I'm your wife and the mother of your children," she said. "How dare you think that I'd suck any other man's cock?"
She looked at him with anger while he looked at her with hopefulness.
"What? What did I say? You asked me what I wanted for my birthday and I told you," he said defensively. "What's the big deal? You act like such a parochial school virgin when we both know that you're a whore and a slut deep down," he said.
She shot him a look that made him take a step back in fear.
"Fuck you, asshole. I'm your whore and your slut and no one else's," she said while glaring at him and pointing her index finger at him as if she was holding a knife. "What I do in your with you bed is something I'd never do in anyone else's bed. The only way I'd have sex with anyone else is after I murdered your perverted ass and, as a merry widow, I remarried," she said with a smug smile.
"Murdered me? A merry widow? Very funny. It's only sex Becky," he said. "I don't understand what the big deal is and I'll be right there in the room with you to make sure that nothing bad happens to you. It's isn't like we're teenagers anymore. We're mature adults."
She looked at him as if he was no longer her faithful husband and loyal best friend. What kind of man wants to share his wife with other men? For him to ask her to do what he was asking her to do for the sake of him buying her a car, she no longer knew who her husband was.
"First you want to strip me naked and tie me to the bed and then, you want to parade your friends in to see me naked. Now you want them to touch me and feel me while I suck their cocks," she said. "Are you serious? Have you lost your friggin' mind?"
"So? Gees, Becky, what's the big deal? You asked what I wanted for my birthday and that's my birthday wish. Okay? I really don't understand what the big deal is," he said.
"What the big deal is? I'm your wife. I'm your big deal," she said.
"So you have my friends see you naked, touch you, feel you, and you suck their cocks. Swingers do that every day. It's no big deal Becky. Besides, while you're getting off having sex with my friends, you're the one who makes out with me buying you a new car," he said.
"Getting off having sex with your friends? Eww, gross! Are you crazy? Have you totally lost your mind? What's wrong with you? We're not swingers. Perhaps you want to swing, but I'd never swing with anyone but you," she said.
"I could be persuaded to swing," he said as if he had been thinking about it before in the way that he was obviously thinking about it now with the shit eating smile on his face.
"Perhaps sexually exciting in the beginning but you'd have absolutely no respect for me if another man saw me naked and touched and felt me while I sucked his cock," she said. "I can't have you pimping me out and prostituting myself for the sake of you buying me a new car. I'd rather take the bus than to have you think less of me. I could never look my kids in the eye again without feeling so remorseful and having a guilty conscience in all the sexual things that I'd have to do for you to buy me a new car."



A virgin when she married Brian, having never had another man's cock in her hand, in her mouth, and or in her pussy, she's only had sex with her husband. Truth be told and her naughty, little secret that she kept from her husband, she was more than curious what it would feel like to suck and fuck another man, especially after having her sexy dream.
"I'll buy you a new Mustang," he said.
She watched as her new Mustang came right at her at full speed and slid to a stop sideways in front of her. Wow! She envisioned a green Mustang GT with black, leather Recaro seats, a six speed manual transmission, oversized black wheels and tires, and a wide, black racing stripe that traveled the length of the car.
"A GT?"
With her revving the engine and the gear shift in first gear with her foot on the brake, ready to peel rubber, she could nearly hear the rumble of the 420 horsepower engine while waiting for her husband to agree to buy her the car that she wanted.
"Yes," he said rolling his eyes.
As if she was the man for wanting such a man's muscle car and he was the consenting woman for agreeing to buy her such a hot car, he didn't look happy. Obviously for him to seal the deal and for her to grant him his birthday wish, he'd have to buy her a forty-thousand plus car to grant her birthday wish to make her happy. When he drove a Ford F150 pickup and viewed his truck as just transportation back and forth to work, he didn't understand her love for cars, especially for Mustangs. With her subscribing to nearly every automotive magazine, Automobile, Car & Driver, Fast Mustangs, Motor Trend, and Road & Track, while watching nearly every car show on TV, he never understood her love for automobiles, especially for muscle cars.
"A loaded car and not the bare bones six cylinder Mustang you bought me the last time," she said hoping he felt guilty for buying her a Mustang with a six cylinder engine when all Mustangs should have eight cylinder engines.
"Yes," he said.
Now that she had him on the ropes, not letting him off the hook, she continued in telling him the exact car that she wanted and the exact car that she expected him to buy.
"For me to do all that you're asking of me, I'd want a Mustang GT with all the options, the premium package, racing package, upgraded stereo, with sunroof, and bigger tires and wheels," she said.
She could clearly see her new car in her mind's eye. She couldn't wait to sit in it while wearing her short skirt and low cut blouse. With her long, chestnut hair blowing in the breeze, she couldn't wait to drive it. She couldn't wait to wash it for the first time. She couldn't wait to hear the rumble of the exhaust.
"Yes. If you give me my birthday wish, I'll give you your birthday wish. I promise to buy you a brand new, loaded Mustang GT with whatever options you so desire," he said.
She couldn't believe all she had to do to get her new car was have Brian strip her naked, tie her to the bed, and have sex with her husband's friends.
"How many men must I suck for you to buy me my loaded Mustang GT?"
To be continued...
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This is a Valentine's Day contest entry. Please vote for my story.
Combat duty during the Viet Nam conflict separates two lovers prematurely.
"Come to me Michael," she said in the darkness.
As if they were the words of an angel, those four words haunted me for the next forty years of my life. Later, whenever I thought of her and in all the years that I couldn't find her, her voice resonated in my head as if she was a ghost.
"Come to me Michael," played on and on as if an endless echo in my mind.
As if she was calling me from afar and as if she wanted me to come to her now in the way that I came to her so long ago before, I so wanted to come to her but I couldn't. I so wanted to find her but I couldn't. I didn't know where she was, who she was with, or even if she was alive or dead.
Psychically calling to me, maybe she was hurt? Maybe she was in trouble? Maybe she was thinking of me as much as I thought of her every day? Maybe she was dead. I hoped she wasn't dead. I want and I need to see her for one last time to tell her that I love her, I always loved her, and have never stopped loving her.
* * * * *
Although not physically her lover yet, nonetheless I loved her. I've always loved her and will always love her. With no other woman in my life, she was my one and only. I couldn't imagine loving anyone else but her. A memory that only she could make, being that she was my first love, my one, true love, I was glad that she'd be my first lover too.
Perhaps because I had imagined her naked so often, I noticed her state of undress as soon as I entered her bedroom. With the light in the hallway behind me extinguished and with the rest of the house so dark, I stood in her bedroom doorway paralyzed by the eroticism of the moment and by her nakedness. Afraid to take another step forward, precariously perched upon the point of no return and teetering in place, I was unable to take a step back. I was about to do something that would change my life forever.
Once my eyes adjusted to the darkness of her unlit room, I could tell by the dim moonlight that peeked through the venetian blinds that, indeed, she was naked. Naked, naked, naked, the woman of my dreams and the woman of my sexual fantasies was naked, naked, naked. She sat up in bed without the modesty of a sheet and with her legs parted enough for me to see all of her. Brazen in showing me her nude form, neither embarrassed nor ashamed, she didn't make a move to cover her nudity from my leering eyes.
As if I was an artist about to paint her, I memorized every naked detail of her beautiful body. She gave me a memory that I never forgot and have masturbated over a countless number of times. Obviously for her to be sitting up like that in her bed, she wanted me to see all of her nude body. Obviously for her to be sitting up in bed like that, she wanted me as much as I wanted her.
As if she was a freak of nature instead of merely a naked woman, all I could do was to stare at her. More beautiful than I had imagined her to be without her clothes, her large, full breasts, the womanly curve of her shapely hips that swelled out from her slim waist, and her bushy, dark brown pussy were a work of feminine art. A masterpiece created by a God who obviously loved women more than he did men, I wished I looked as good as she did naked. My first time seeing a naked woman, not knowing what to do other than to stare, I was as afraid as I was sexually excited.
A masturbation machine back then, admittedly, guilty of lusting over her and sexually wanting her, every night I dreamt about seeing her naked. Even when I wasn't dreaming about seeing her naked, always imagining seeing her naked, I sexually fantasized seeing her naked while she gave me hot sex. Not ashamed to admit, especially if anyone saw her naked in the way that I was seeing her naked now, admittedly, I've masturbated over the thoughts of her naked all the time. Admittedly, whenever I saw her in her sheer nightgown, able to pinpoint the impressions her nipples made in the thin material and the dark shadow of her pubic hair, even the dark, vertical line that separated her round, firm ass cheeks, I've endlessly masturbated over those images too.
Other than seeing topless women in Playboy, she was like no woman I ever saw in any men's magazine. She was real instead of one dimensional, flat paper. Instead of smelling like magazine print, she smelled of Chanel perfume and baby powder, mixed with the musky aroma of sex. In the way that I routinely masturbated over topless, Playboy Playmates, as soon as I entered her room and saw her sitting up nude on her bed, I had an erection. Controlling the immediate urge to take things in my own hand, I wanted to pull down my fly, pull out my cock, and masturbate over the sexy nude sight of her. Only, afraid I'd offend her and ruin everything and eliminate my chances at anything, instead, I followed her lead and I was glad that I did.
With her inviting me in her bedroom to sleep with her, tonight was my special night. Tonight she'd make me a man. Tonight, for the first time, I'd be making love to a woman. Tonight was a night that I'd always remember and a night that I'd never forget for as long as I lived.
"Happy Valentine's Day Michael," she said.
"Happy Birthday," I said. "I have gifts for you in the living room."
No better day for her to be born, it's appropriate that my angel's birthday would be on Valentine's Day, the day of love.
"We'll exchange gifts later," she said while giving me a sexy look that I could discern even in the dark.
She looked at me staring at her before looking down at herself as if to see all that I could see of her.
"I leave tomorrow," I said.
Unable to remove my eyes from her nakedness, I didn't know what else to do other than to stare at this naked beauty.
"I know," she said. "Come to me Michael," she said holding out her arms as if we had already made love and as if I was already her lover.
A soothing, calming effect, her voice was sweetly soft and comforting and I remember, afraid to go to war before, I was no longer afraid when with her now. Prominently displayed and my place of honor, I kept her picture in my wallet. Wherever I was, even 9,000 miles away, nearly half way around the Earth, she'd always be there with me as witness to the horror that was about to befall me and the fear that would take hold of me long enough for me to nearly lose my mind.
"I ship out at zero eight hundred hours," I said.
Unable to take my eyes off of her, she was the most beautiful woman I've ever seen in my life.
"I know that too," she said with a little laugh. "Don't be so nervous. I don't bite. Come to me," she said again. "Take off your clothes. I want to see what you look like naked. I need to hold you against my naked bosom and feel you between my legs before you leave me to go to war."
I wanted to finish her sentence. In case I don't return, you want to hold me for one last time. In case I die, she was willing to give me hot sex before I leave. No harm done, if I didn't return, no one would know we had sex but for her, my long survivor. If I don't return in a body bag, we'll deal with what we did now, later. Yet, for right now, we were just a man and a woman. We were just soon to be lovers naked and in bed together while making love and having hot sex.
Still reveling over the thoughts of being naked with her, she wanted me to get naked. If it wasn't unbelievable enough that she was naked, I couldn't believe that she wanted me to get naked too. My sexual fantasy come true, she wanted me to get naked with her. She wanted to hold me against her naked bosom and feel me between her shapely legs. Even in my naiveté, if I was to hazard a guess, I'd guess that we'd be having sex soon and I'd be right. I couldn't believe that it took me to go to war to finally make love to a woman. Hoping I'd come back, when I returned from war, even though I haven't made love to her yet, I couldn't wait to make love to her again.
"Okay," I said ready to salute her for making me a man.
* * * * *
Against all the traditions of being a Marine, there's something wrong about a 20-year-old, United States Marine going off to war while still being a virgin. I didn't want to go off to war without being intimate with a woman first. I didn't want to die without knowing what it's like to be naked and sweating with a woman in the throes of sex. If I was going to die, I needed to know what it was like to make love to a woman first.
Giving me something to dream about and to return home to, I wouldn't want to die without knowing what it feels like to love a woman and what it feels like for a woman to love me. In both regards I was lucky. I already had a woman in my life. I knew she loved me as much as I loved her. For that one moment in time, while we were in bed naked together, she was my woman and I was her man.
That night we made love. Kissing and kissing me while showing me where and how to touch her, never have I been as happy. Being the breast man that I am, I couldn't get enough of her big tits. Touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and caressing them, I sucked her nipples while nibbling them, turning them, twisting them, and pulling them. Following her lead, she showed me what she liked and I showed her what I wanted.
Without her having to say a word, with a gentle nudge and a subtle push to my shoulder, I knew she wanted me to go down on her. Fingering her while licking her, my first sexual experience and my first time seeing a pussy never mind fingering and licking a pussy, I was glad that I read about such things in a men's magazine. Licking her while fingering, she showed me where and how to move my fingers to pleasure her. Unable to give her an orgasm with my fingers and tongue but encouraged by her moans, I was definitely doing something right. Then, obviously having enough of my fiddling and diddling, as soon as I pleasured her, she pleasured me.
Wrapping her hand around me while staring up at me, she stroked me before taking me in her mouth. My first time in a woman's hand as well as in a woman's mouth, when she looked up at me with her big, brown eyes and I felt her tongue sliding over the head of my cock while sucking me and stroking me, I exploded nearly immediately. Swallowing all that I gave her, removing all evidence, as if I had never ejaculated, she sucked and licked me dry. Fearing that I had ruined everything by cumming too soon, my prick didn't disappoint either of us.
"It's okay," she said. "Relax. Think good thoughts. Feel my tits and finger my nipples while I stroke your cock. I know you like my big tits. Suck my nipples. I like that too. Don't worry. I'll make you hard again," she said with a smile.
Within just a few strokes from her hand and with her cupping my balls, I was hard again. This time, she invited me to mount her. I felt her fingers guide my cock inside of her. A place I was always curious to go and now never wanted to leave, she was so warm and so wet inside. Feeling so tight, her pussy muscles grabbed my cock as if my cock was wearing a custom made glove.
Slowly she humped me. With me returning her humps, I felt myself exploring her deeper. We made love before we started fucking. Fucking her harder and fucking her deeper, I couldn't believe I was fucking her until I felt her go so stiffly quiet with just a little whimper of a moan. As if afraid to yell out to awaken the neighbors, she was having an orgasm. In the way that I was unable to get her off with my fingers and tongue, obviously too inexperienced to do that, I got her off with my cock buried deep inside of her pussy.
"Cum inside of me," she said.
Not waiting for her to say that twice, as soon as she invited me to cum inside of her, I did. I never knew I had so much cum until I exploded a bucketful in her mouth and a second bucketful in her pussy. Able to cum on command back then, I was filled to the brim with cum. Only, now that I experienced a woman, I finally felt that I was a man. Now able to better serve my country with a smile and a lighter foot, that night, Valentine's Day 1970, was the best night of my life.
* * * * *
'Twas the winter of 1970, my last day stateside, I'd be shipping out tomorrow morning. A gung-ho, Marine leaving behind the love of a good woman, too excited about the adventure, it didn't occur to me all that I'd be missing until leaving everything behind. So young, so dumb, so filled with cum, I was always so horny. Yet, now that I had someone to return home to, I had something more to live for than just my dog, Buster.
The first year of the 1969 draft lottery, not very lucky ordinarily, until that night, born September 14th, that was the only lottery I ever won with my birthday coming up as number one. Had I not been drafted, I had other options. Preferably attending college or learning a trade, anything would be better than fighting Vietnamese in a jungle. Yet, not thinking about dying, not even considering that I wouldn't return, I liked the idea of being a Marine, that is, until the heat of the jungle and the bug bites, so very many bugs, took its toll on my battered, bloodied, and broken body.
Wounded, beaten, tortured, and held prisoner, I was officially deemed and MIA. Nearly dying from jungle rot after losing my mind from fever and not remembering where I was or who I was, Afraid to be captured, I wandered the hills at night for food and water. The missionaries who found me brought me home from the jungle five years after the war was over.
"Who am I? Where am I? Who won the war? Did we win? Who won the World Series and the Super Bowl? Who's the President?"
With the United States Congress never declaring war on Vietnam, did anyone win this stupid conflict that wasn't even deemed important enough to call a war? 'Twas a conflict that went on long enough to kill more than 58,000 Americans, wound more than 153,000 Americans, and that killed one million Vietnamese, nearly half of which were innocent civilians. Glad that I survived. Glad that it was over and I was home safe and sound and in one peace, I wished that part of my life had never happened.
Obviously with the head injury that I suffered, doctors didn't think that I'd ever regain my full memory. Bits and pieces slowly emerged over the years to tell me that I had a life. Only, when I looked at the photo in my wallet, not even remembering her name, all that I could remember was her words. Clearly, as if it never left my head and abandoned me, I could hear her voice.
"Come to me Michael," she said.
Aside from the World Series, Super Bowl, and our current President, no one could answer those questions, even my questions regarding the war. I needed answers but the answers that I needed to unravel my identity wouldn't come for years later and after finally awakening from my fog in a VA hospital. Finally, healthy enough to leave the hospital and with my mind intact enough to know who I was and where I lived, I went in search for the love of my life.
"Come to me Michael," she beckoned.
Never giving up hope of finding her, forty years later, now still searching for the woman still haunting my dreams, no doubt, with her figuring that I was dead, I figured that she may be dead too. Having never said those three words to her, I needed to say those three words to her now. I needed to tell her that I loved her and, because of the love that I had for her and that she had for me, I'm alive. Always thinking about her, that is, whenever my thoughts were cohesive enough for me to think clearly, I needed to tell her that I always loved her. I needed to tell her that I never stopped loving her. I needed to tell her that all of my life, I loved no one else but her.
Searching the Internet, checking with family, friends, Facebook pages and her last known address, I finally found her in a nursing home. Alone in a nursing home with no one to love her in the way that I loved her, she had no one to care for her in the way that I could care for her. Thinking that time stood still and I was still that inexperienced, 20-year-old Marine standing in her bedroom doorway, have I aged too?
Now sixty-years-old, what happened to my life that I don't remember so much of it? Yet, what I remember now is what is of importance. I remember her voice. I remember her face. I remember that one, wonderful night that she invited me to sleep with her and we made love on Valentine's Day, her thirty-ninth birthday.
What I do remember of my life is her. Even in my darkest hours when I had that fever that seared my skin and that fear that carried me to continue fighting in a darkened jungle where I couldn't see my hand in front of my face, I thought of her. After having spent years being so scared and so sad, before being so angry, what I do remember of my life is how she made me feel so very happy, safe, and comforted by making love to me that one last night that I was home.
I remember her holding me so tightly as if she never wanted to let me go. I remember her telling me that she loved me. Even though I did love her and even though I wanted to tell her that I loved her, I remember being unable to tell her that I loved her too.
"I love you Michael," she said filling me with warmth but unable to return the sentiment then, I wanted to tell her now that I love her and have always loved her.
* * * * *
Always checking the obituaries online in different states, I never would have found her had I not seen her name in an old Boston newspaper celebrating her sixtieth birthday and her retirement with friends. Boston? What the Hell is she doing in Boston when she was born in Pennsylvania and swore she'd never leave there for anywhere?
I bought a dozen, long stemmed, yellow roses, her favorite, a box of dark chocolate covered cherries, her favorite too, that is, if yellow roses and dark chocolate covered cherries were still her favorites after forty years of not seeing her. Along with the flowers and candy, I bought her a hearts and flowers, romantic, Valentine Day card and drove the four hundred miles to see her.
In the way that I saw her in her bedroom when she was naked forty years ago, I saw her in her hospital bed in her nightgown forty years later. Even though her hair was snow white instead of dark brown and her skin was wrinkled instead of smooth, she still looked just as beautiful now as she looked then. Surrounded by cards and flowers, Valentine's Day was her birthday. One so beautiful shouldn't be cheated out of celebrating her birthday on Valentine's Day. Yet, one so beautiful shouldn't be born on any day other than on Valentine's Day, the day of love, and I truly loved her.
As if her voice was amplified by plugging in stereo speakers at real time, she said those three magic words that never left my brain, even when I couldn't remember my own name.
"Come to me," she said holding out her arms and immediately recognizing me after all these years.
"Happy Valentine's Day and Happy 79th Birthday Mom," I said.
After some man impregnated her with me sixty years ago after her high school prom, and not coming forward to take responsibility of me, I wasn't about to do that to her again. Eighteen-years-old and afraid, she could have ended her pregnancy but she didn't. She could have put me up for adoption, but she didn't do that either. Instead she did the right thing by me and it was time that I returned the favor. She was coming home with me and I'll be taking care of her in the way that she took care of me.
The End
This is a Valentine's Day contest entry. Please vote for my story.
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Resplendent with candles, soft music, and wine, Kathryn was just out of her bath. After having relaxed herself while luxuriating herself in her bathtub, her way of spending Valentine's Day alone, she looked forward to pleasuring herself with her friends, Vinnie Vibrator and Domenic Dildo. Between the music and the bathroom exhaust fan blocking her hearing, Kathryn turned off her radio to listen to a loud noise she thought she heard. Sounding like the front door slamming shut, still unable to hear anything, she turned off her bathroom exhaust fan to listen. Now with everything so stilly quiet, she thought she heard something. Sounding like a door, she thought she was alone until she heard a door slam shut. Hoping it was her son and not a burglar, she blurted her thoughts out loud.
"Who was that? What the Hell was that?" Naked and alone, she was afraid. "Oh, my God, is there someone here?"
Just about to emerge from the shower naked as she always does when she's home alone, she was glad she had the forethought to bring her bathrobe with her in the bathroom this time. Normally she's not in the habit of wearing her bathrobe. Too heated up when she gets out of her hot shower, she prefers wearing just a towel. Most times when alone, wrapping herself in a thick, oversized, cotton towel, normally she doesn't wear her bathrobe when she's getting ready for bed.
Calling it an early night, with no one there to celebrate Valentine's Day with, she figured she celebrate the holiday of love alone with her masturbating toys. Not as inhibited and modest as most mothers are, comfortable in her own skin, she's comfortable walking around the house and around her son wearing a sheer, sexy nightgown or a towel, or even naked when alone. Yet, not wanting to give Tommy the wrong impression of her, if her son was home to have made that loud noise, she didn't want to give him a free show of her naked body.
Bad enough she walks around him in her nearly see-through nightgown, not wanting to push the envelope by crossing the incest line, how would that look, a mother walking around naked in front of her son? Even though the thought of her son seeing her naked physically sickened her, oddly enough, sometimes but not all the time, thinking about her son seeing her naked sexually excited her too. The thought of Tommy seeing her naked sexually excited her more when she was horny and home alone masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with her son. Being that she hasn't had sex in a long while, since her husband left her for her younger sister, Maureen, and with her beginning to go through menopause, she's been so very horny lately.
Never thinking of having sex with her son before, but now that Tommy was home with her again, he was constantly on her mind, and the sexual excitement of seeing him naked or him seeing her naked sexually aroused her. Continuing her inappropriate sexual thoughts about her son, with her already horny in readiness to masturbate in her bedroom over the incestuous thoughts of having sex with him, she wondered what he'd say if ever he saw her naked. Only never taking a step across the incestuous line other than in her private thoughts and sexual fantasies while pleasuring herself, she didn't have the guts to strip naked in front of him.
In the way that she's freely flashed her naked body to men in the past, to the postman, to the UPS and FedEx drivers, and to the pizza delivery man, when her son was away at school and she was home alone, she could never be naked in front of her son. Awkwardly uncomfortable, having never stripped naked in front of Tommy before, oddly enough, her hormonal horniness made her think about stripping naked in front of him now. Only, now, an unanswered question that she asked herself again and again, especially whenever having such inappropriate thoughts, what kind of mother walks around naked in front of her son? More importantly, what would he think of her after seeing her naked? Would he still respect her?
Whenever just thinking about her son, especially with her standing there naked while listening for noises, she fantasized about flashing him, that is, if he was even home. Creating a flashing scenario in her mind, being that he was supposed to be out on a Valentine's Day date with Jennifer, his hot, sexy girlfriend, having the face of a model and the body of a dancer, she could pretend that she didn't know he was home. Admittedly, with him having so very girlfriends and obviously getting plenty of sex, she was jealous of his girlfriends. Adding to her eternal horniness, she imagined herself walking downstairs to the kitchen naked. Playing her incestuous teasing game of exhibitionism and voyeurism, just the thought of walking downstairs naked and having her son catch her without her clothes made her want to masturbate herself.
She imagined him walking in the kitchen and catching her standing by the stove, by the sink, or by the refrigerator without her clothes. She wondered, if he did see her naked, would he look with sexual interest or would he turn away in embarrassment? If he did look, would he stare? Hoping that he would stare, she wondered if he'd want her as much as she wants him. Would he be as sexually excited seeing her naked body as she'd be sexually excited showing him her naked body or would he be ashamed in the way that she'd have to pretend to be?
Not making his presence known, being as quiet as a mouse, would he stand in the kitchen doorway and stare at her nakedness in the way that she imagined herself being brazen enough to stand in the kitchen while showing him her naked body? Now that she was thinking about exposing herself to her son, lost in the moment with her hormones and horniness controlling her inappropriate thoughts, she wondered if he'd leer at her or would he be just as embarrassed as she'd feign to be?
With her back turned to him while pretending that she didn't know he was standing behind her, she imagined him remaining there while lusting over her naked body and staring at her naked ass. Proud of her backside, she's always had a great ass and for a mature woman, she still has the ass of a much younger woman. Surprising her with his sexual aggressiveness while she stood at the kitchen sink, she imagined him walking over to her to lean and push up against her while reaching up to cup her tits and finger her nipples in his big hands. As if his hands were already feeling her breasts and his fingers were fingering her nipples, her nipples became erect beneath her bathrobe.
If he touched her in such an incestuous sexual way, if he made the first move by feeling her naked body, even though she made the first move by standing in the kitchen naked, would she resist him touching her or would she welcome his sexual advances? She didn't know. How could she know until something like that happened? Certainly, with him being her son, she could never make the first move.
She continued ruminating in the delight of her sexual fantasy. She imagined him rubbing his instantly hardening erection against her naked ass through his pants. Then when she offered no resistance to him touching her and feeling her naked body, she imagined him stripping off his clothes and taking her right there on the kitchen table. In the way that the explicit sexual scene heated her sexual desire when Jack Nicholson had sex with Jessica Lange on the kitchen table in remake of The Postman Always Rings Twice, she always imagined Tommy taking her and making love to her in the kitchen. That sex scene inspired her sexual fantasies of her having sex with her son and she'd love to reenact that part of the movie as if she was Jessica Lange and her son was Jack Nicholson.
Obviously for her to think about having sex with her son and for her to think about walking around naked in front of him, routinely feverish between her hot flashes and her never ending horniness, she was going through the start of menopause. Forgetting about her sexual fantasy for now and until later when she was alone in her room, horny and needing to masturbate herself, quickly, she put on her white, terrycloth robe and called out to her son. Trying not to panic, she didn't know what made that loud noise and, making her even more nervous, not knowing who was here. Instead, donning her robe, with her lustful desire not feeding her enough to make her recklessly daring by walking around the house naked, she wished she had the courage enough to walk through the house naked while pretending that she thought she was home alone. Instead of her son, what if there was a burglar or an intruder in her house. Giving up the ruse of her sexual fantasy in walking around naked under the pretense that she thought she was home alone, she called out to her son.
"Who's there? Tommy?" Hoping he was home, she waited to listen for his response and when he didn't answer, she called out again. "Tommy? Are you home?" With the house so stilly quiet, nervous now that the noise was made by someone else other than her son, she called out again. "Tommy, is that you? Answer me please?"
She waited to listen before calling out to him again and before picking up her phone to dial 911. Allowing her horniness to overcome her fear of an intruder, maybe some good looking police officer would come to rescue her while she accidentally on purpose flashed him her tits by allowing her bathrobe to inadvertently fall open. Maybe some hot burglar would want more from her than just her silverware. Maybe he'd want her to give him hot sex before he left with her jewelry. Catching the burglar in her house and pleading for him not to hurt her, she imagined falling to her knees to suck the burglar's cock before sucking the cop who responded to the burglary.
"God, I'm so horny," she said out loud for no one to hear. "Tommy?" She called out again louder this time before picking up the phone to dial 911.
"I'm in my room," he said behind his closed bedroom door.
Thank God it was him and not a burglar, she thought while disappointed that there wasn't a hot burglar forcing her to have mad sex with him or a good looking police officer at her front door for her to flash while responding to the crime. Yet, when he was supposed to be on a Valentine's Day date with Jennifer, why was he home? He's never home. Is he sick? Was he in an automobile accident? For him to be home at this early hour, something must have happened.
Horny now, especially more so that her son was home and in his room, she thought again about flashing him. Maybe she'd deliberately flash him while making it appear accidental, something to give her fodder to masturbate over later. Maybe if she flashed him, she'd finally stop thinking about flashing him. Curious to know, she wondered what he'd do if he saw her naked. Nah, what was she thinking? He's her 23-year-old son, her baby boy, how could she flash her own son? What kind of mother would show her son her naked body? A hormonally horny mother, she thought while answering her own unspoken question. Even taking in account her screwy hormones, there'd be something seriously wrong with her for her to flash her son. Nevertheless, it was sexually exciting to think about flashing Tommy.
Getting a hold of herself, it's just her hormones and her ever present horniness controlling her sexual thoughts. In the way that her son had a date for Valentine's Day, she wished she had a date for Valentine's Day too. Being that it's been a long time since a man asked her out, she wished some man had asked her out for a romantic Valentine's dinner. In the horny way she felt right now, she'd suck him off in the restaurant. In the horny way she felt right now, she'd skip the meal and suck out his brains in exchange of him fucking her.
Surprised that Tommy was still home and thinking perhaps that he hadn't left to go out yet, she thought he had a Valentine's Day date with his girlfriend, Jenny. Girlfriend her ass. Fuck buddy is probably more like it. Figuring that they were and jealous that they were, she wondered if they were having deep, penetrating, hot sex. No doubt they were, she remembered when she was his age, a real slut, she couldn't get enough cock. Now that the shoe's on the other foot, with her older and him younger, definitely, he's getting way more sex than she is. Something she never envisioned happening, the barren part of her sexual life, she couldn't remember the last time she had sex. Feeling awkward dating with her son living with her, she needs a man. In the way that her son obviously has one with his girlfriend Jenny, she wished she had a fuck buddy too.
Before she was married, with her sexual fun too short lived, her exciting escapes and erotic escapades didn't stop until they came to an abrupt halt when she became pregnant with Tommy. Glad that her boyfriend at the time, Robert, married her, even though the kid turned out to be his kid, back then with her having so very many lovers at the same time, even she wasn't sure if Tommy was his. With Robert not only knowing but also being part and party to her wild, sexual reputation, she wondered if he ever suspected that Tommy wasn't his son in the way that she thought Tommy may not be his baby.
* * * * *
So odd that he wasn't out with Jennifer and having sex, she needed to know why her son was still home on Valentine's Day night, the most romantic night of the year. Still thinking about flashing her son and having him see her naked, she walked to his room. For a brief moment, she thought about walking to his room and opening his door while she was naked.
'Surprise! Happy Valentine's Day,' she thought to herself.
Just a thought, she'd never do that of course but it was sexually exciting to think that she would. Yet, hoping he was naked instead while masturbating himself on his bed, she wouldn't mind him flashing her his cock while giving her something to masturbate over later. It's been a long time since she's seen a hard cock. In the way she felt now, she wondered what she'd do if she saw his cock. Would she stare or would she behave in the way that a mother should and look away?
With her recurrent sexual thoughts in mind, she knocked on her 23-year-old son's bedroom door. When he didn't answer, hoping he wasn't decent, perhaps masturbating while wearing headphones, and with his erect cock was on full display while he stroked himself in hand, she turned the knob, slowly opened his bedroom door, and entered his room. Disappointed that he was fully dressed, he was resting on his bed with his forearm arm over his forehead and his eyes closed. Oh, oh, she didn't even need her mother's intuition to know that there was something wrong. Maybe he's not feeling well or maybe he was in a fender bender.
"What's wrong Tommy?" She paused at his door staring at him in the way she'd stare at any good looking, physically fit man who was nearly half her age.
Never thinking about her being a cougar, seemingly with her having sexual thoughts for her son, she was more than a cougar now. She was an incestuous cougar slut, if there was such a thing. With his sweatshirt and baseball cap strewn on the floor as if he had taken them off and thrown them down in frustration, she looked at his lean, muscled body in his tee shirt and jeans. He was so handsome. He was so hot. He was so sexy. And with eyes as blue as Paul Newman's, he was as blonde as Robert Redford in his day. Looking so much like his Dad when he was his age, she couldn't believe the resemblance. Allowing her imagination to take hold of her thoughts, she imagined she was looking at Robert nearly twenty-five years ago.
Unable to control herself and hoping Tommy was looking and he was, her way of being subtle, she squatted to pick up his baseball cap and sweatshirt. When she squatted like that, she knew she'd be showing what she so wanted him to see. A move of accidental albeit deliberate exhibitionism that she's practiced in front of her full length mirror for the UPS and/or FedEx man, her bathrobe parted from the waist down. With both sides of her robe sliding from her shapely thighs, she knew her blonde, trimmed pussy was totally exposed to him.
She couldn't believe she just flashed her son her cunt. Feeling so wicked in flashing her son her pussy, if he was looking and he was, she knew she was giving him a good look of her patch of trimmed, blonde fur. So wicked in her intentions, she was showing her son his mother's cunt. Sounding so much more inappropriate using the word cunt instead of pussy, it's oddly funny have some words carry more of a heaviness to their meaning.
If she had any doubts before about his family tree, she had no doubts now. Seeing him there like that laying upon his bed made her realize that Robert really was his father. In the way that Tommy looked now, he looked too much like his father not to be his son. Back then, she remembered always partying and always getting so drunk. If she wasn't sucking someone's cock, she was getting laid, even sometimes without her partner practicing safe sex.
God, when she thought about her inappropriate sexual behavior, so young and so naïve, she was so stupid back then. With her being so sexually promiscuous back then, she wondered if her son was the same, a whore like his mother was when she was his age. By him looking over when she purposely exposed her pussy to him, she wondered if he wanted her as much as she wanted him. It would be funny if he's been lusting over her in the way that she's been lusting over him. Maybe with her being such an exhibitionist, her son is the ultimate voyeur. A game she'd enjoy playing with him, she imagined sexually teasing him while he sexually tease her.
Back when she was his age, it was the high flying '80's with the economy at full bore. There was money to be made everywhere. If she wasn't drunk, she was high on drugs. If she wasn't naked and on her back, then she was topless and on her knees. When she wasn't sucking, she was fucking. Invited to so many parties because she was so hot, so sexy, and so ready to suck and fuck, she knew so very many men.
Unable to remember them all to count them all, she's had too many men in her past. She's had so very many cocks in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, that she could have made a pile of money if she was a professional prostitute or call girl. Yet, instead she gave her body away for free. Compared to the way she is now, a domesticated, single mother living a boring life when her adult son returned home to the nest after graduating college, deep down inside, unbeknownst to Tommy, if only in her sexy thoughts, she was still such a whore.
Deep down inside, if there was a way to suck and fuck her son without having all of the guilt and experiencing all of the remorse, she would. Sometimes thinking that her sexual thoughts for her son were normal, she didn't think that she was a bad mother for harboring those incestuous thoughts and for having those sexual thoughts now that she was in his bedroom naked but for her bathrobe. If anything, she was just hormonally horny is all. If anything, she needed to get laid. If anything, she missed the attention that men paid her, especially all the attention they paid her on Valentine's Day. Her room was filled with Valentine's Day cards, flowers, and candy. Now with her facing her reality of being alone without a man in her life, with a couple of hairs that she found and plucked from her chin, she was just beginning to go through the change of life already. Too much too soon, she wondered if all the drugs and alcohol she did exacerbated her menopause.
"Nothing," he said. "There's nothing wrong. I'm okay. I just want to be alone."
Not like him to want to be alone when he was so happy and so full of life, she knew there was something seriously wrong. She looked at him and made a sour face while walking closer to him lying there on his bed. With him home on Valentine's Day night instead of him making love to his girlfriend, it was obvious that there was something dreadfully wrong.



"Nothing? I know you better than that. What's wrong? Tell me Tommy."
She knew there had to be something wrong for him to be in his room. He's never home. If he's not out driving his Mustang GT with his friends, he's out with Jenny. With her hormones raging and with her always so lonely and horny, she wished he was home with her more often. Not that she'd ever do anything sexual with her son, she wouldn't. Wanting to just spend some quality time with him, maybe she'd play a game or talk to him over a cup of coffee. In the way she enjoyed thinking about having sex with her son while masturbating herself, with her being so lonely, she just enjoyed having him around to keep her company.
"Nothing," he said again and looking as if he was about to cry.
A sensitive boy, so sensitive that she thought he was gay, she's seen him cry before when he didn't make his college, varsity, wrestling team. Surprised that he cried in front of her but the varsity, wrestling team meant a lot to him, and because he had a good heart, he was easily hurt. That was the last time he cried in front of her, which was four, long years ago, was when he was a 19-year-old freshman. After college and putting wrestling behind him, instead of working a 9 to 5 job in the business world, he went with his passion. Always wanting to be a dancer had it not been for his bad knee that he ruined wrestling, he worked in the real world as a choreographer for an off-Broadway show.
All tall, leggy, beautiful women, he met Jenny, Marsha, Rachel, Julie, and Christine when he was auditioning them before hiring them all for the show. Being that he was so sensitive, was always so sensitive, wanted to be a dancer, and worked as a choreographer, she'd think that he was gay if it weren't for all the women in his life. In the way she had sex with so very many different men, she imagined him having sex with so very many different women. Apparently like mother like son, obviously his libido was just as healthy as her libido was back then. Had he not had so very many girlfriends in the way she had a lot of boyfriends so long ago, she knew he wasn't gay. Without him even having to tell her, a mother always knows those things.
"Being that it's Valentine's Day evening and you bought Jenny a card, candy, and flowers, don't you have a date tonight?" She looked at him waiting for him to answer her question and when he didn't, she asked another. "Why are you home Tommy? When I was your age, out with a different man every night, I was never home," she said realizing that when she was his age, she had just given birth to him.
Having all the moves of a dancer, reminiscent of Swan Lake, as if he was a dying swan, he looked at her with sad eyes as if he had been stabbed in the heart. Only it wasn't a sharp blade that hurt him so much. It was his heart felt, hurt emotions. Having been through it before with so very men that she thought she loved and that she thought loved her, unrequited love can hurt just as much as an open wound can.
"You may as well keep the candy and flowers for yourself Mom," he said with sadness. "I'm done with women. I'll never date another woman again for the rest of my life," he said with venom.
Done with women? Broadway must be rubbing off on him, as if he's one of his characters in a play, he's being so dramatic. He's only 23-years-old. How could he possibly be done with women when he's just started to experience women? Most men aren't done with women until they're fucked over a half dozen times, divorced twice, paying child support, and possibly alimony. Maybe he is gay. Or maybe he's smart, smarter than she was when she was his age. Yet, if she was done with men back then in the way that he claims he's done with women now, she never would have gotten pregnant and she never would have given birth to Tommy, the real love of her life.
She walked over to his bed and sat beside him. As soon as she sat down, sudden and undeniable testimony to him not being gay, he sat up to sit next to her. She couldn't help from thinking that maybe he sat up to get a better look at what he thought she'd be showing, being that she was only wearing a bathrobe with nothing else underneath. Perhaps for fodder in the way that she needs images of him to think about when masturbating, maybe he needs images of her to masturbate to too, that is, if he masturbates over her in the way that she masturbates over him.
Feeling a bit jealous, why would her son masturbate over her when he has all of those beautiful women in his life? The reason while she's relegated to pleasuring herself is because she doesn't have anyone to pleasure her sexually. Perhaps filled with too much testosterone in the way that she was filled with too much estrogen so very long ago, maybe he's just as horny as she is and not only is having sex with all of those beautiful woman but also routinely masturbating himself too.
Knowing he does masturbate, having heard him and nearly caught him more than once, she wondered what he thought about when he masturbates. She wondered if he thought about her naked body in the way that she thinks about his naked body when she pleasures herself. She wondered if he thought about her giving him hot sex in the way she thinks of giving him incestuous sex. She wondered if he could ever have sex with his mother in the way she knew she could have sex with her son.
Being that she was sitting so close to him and with just her terrycloth robe keeping her from being naked, she liked thinking that he'd want to see some sexy part of her naked body. Willingly wanting to show him, she didn't dare look down at herself to give herself away for him to know that she knew he was looking and that she was possibly showing. In the way that he was giving her furtive, one-eyed glances, she wondered if she was showing something that he wanted to see.
Perhaps the reason why he sat up on his bed when she sat down on his bed, was because he was hoping to see her naked breasts. Perhaps having a wardrobe malfunction when she sat on his bed, having practice that exhibitionistic move many times before with her blouse or low cut top when in the company of a man, she suspected that her bathrobe might be opened just enough to give him a glimpse of the tops of her breasts and cleavage. Not only did it excite her to know that she may be showing but also it excited her to know that he may be looking.
"Why? Why would you give me the Valentine's Day gifts that you expressly bought for Jenny? I don't understand," she said talking to him in slow, soft sounding voice as if he was a mental patient at the sanatorium. "Besides, you already gave me a Valentine's gift, Shalimar perfume," she said holding her wrist up to him. "Smell. I'm already wearing it. I love the scent."
A total exhibitionist, having made that move in her mirror before, she knew when she made that move with her arm raised and moved forward that she'd be showing him something of her that she shouldn't be showing and that he shouldn't be seeing. When she moved her arm up and forward like that, her bathrobe opened for a brief second and when her son leaned forward to smell her arm, she seemingly inadvertently, albeit deliberately, gave him a full down bathrobe view of her breasts. Nothing that he hasn't seen before, when leaning over him to serve him breakfast while still in her nightgown, no doubt, yet her robe opening so suddenly for her to show so much of her breast surprised even her. Having a hot flash and suddenly horny with the thought of her son wanting her enough to look at what she was showing in a down bathrobe view, she wondered how much of her breast he saw. Feeling her nipples already erecting and hardening, she wondered if he saw her areolas and/or her nipples.
More surprised that he stared at what she was showing, now she definitely knew that he wasn't gay. Glad that she wore her bathrobe instead of a wraparound towel, if he was looking and he was, she could seductively and subtly show him more of her naked body while wearing her bathrobe. Then again, thinking of the pizza delivery man she recently and deliberately flashed, she could show him everything while wearing just a towel too. Only, when it comes to full nudity, with a dropped towel a sledge hammer and an open bathrobe a pry bar, she could never be that blatant in flashing her son. A peek here and a glimpse there, teasing him into looking, subtlety was her best bet if she hoped to seduce her son.
Oh my God, she couldn't believe she was thinking about seducing her son. Sucking and fucking him, her mind was filled with incestuous, sexual thoughts. Being that he was home on Valentine's Day evening, perhaps his girlfriend dumped him. Perhaps she cheated on him and he caught her. A good time to seduce him with his girlfriend obviously dumping him, rebound sex, even with his mother could be the best sex he's ever had. Definitely, any sex, even sex with her son, would be the best sex she's had in a very long time.
Yet, being that she was his mother and he was her son, instead of calling it sex, she'd refer to it as comfort. Imagining taking him to her bed to comfort him while holding him as his hands explored her naked body beneath her bathrobe, she'd make him forget all about Jenny. Notwithstanding his acknowledged sexual preference for women instead of men, she was a bit titillated that her son was looking, staring actually at her partially exposed breasts, especially when he's had such hot girlfriends, all dancers, that she imagined that he was having regular sex with all of them.
* * * * *
"Nice," he said.
Nice? She wondered if he was referring to her perfume or to the size and shape of her breasts. Imagining that he was referring to her breasts, wanting to show him even more of her big tits, she had the urge to be even more careless with her robe. Being that she was alone in his room with him, she wondered what he'd do if he saw her topless and if he saw her breasts. She only wished she had been drinking. Had she had a few drinks, definitely, she'd be parading around him topless or even naked by now.
Nonetheless her sobriety, she wondered if he'd reach out and touch her big breasts and feel her big breasts while fingering her nipples. More importantly, with all of it just a sexual fantasy and nothing more than that, what would she do if he did touch and feel her tits through her bathrobe? Would she allow him to touch her and feel her or would she be compelled to stop him because she was his mother and he was her son? She didn't know and wouldn't know until that happened. Only knowing that something like that would never happen, she'd never have to face the forbidden issue of incestuous sex between mother and son.
"Tell me what's wrong."
Enamored and invigorated by his stare, she looked at him looking at her. Was he thinking the sexual thoughts that she was thinking or was he looking at her in the way that a son looks at his mother? Unable to delineate reality from her imagination sometimes, her hormones and horniness interfered with her perceptions of sometimes realizing factual from fictional. When it came to men, she was always so gullible and trusting, which is why so many men got her naked and in bed. If he was any other man, she'd give him the eye. If he was any other man, she would have made her move to seduce him by now.
"Tell you what? There's nothing to tell mother," he said with a shrug of defiance in taking her in his confidence.
Having been through this before not only with his father but now with her son, both were so stubbornly silent and unforthcoming when confessing their feelings, she rolled her eyes and let out a sigh of exasperation.
"C'mon, I know there's something wrong," she said. "Why aren't you getting ready for your date? It's Valentine's night, the most romantic night of the year."
With Valentine's Day her favorite day next to Christmas, she was never home.
"Date? What date? There is no Valentine's Day date," he said with as much anger as he had sadness.
As if his eyes were lasers and as if lost in his own world, he stared at the impressions her breasts made in her bathrobe. In the way that she imagined he must stare at the impressions that Jenny's, Marsha's, Rachel's, Julie's, and Christine's breasts made in their clothes too, he stared at her tits now. Being that she knew her nipples were erect, she wondered if her big nipples were making their impression through her thick bathrobe. Obviously, a breast man just like his Dad, loving the attention of his inappropriate, sexual stare, he was admiring her breasts in the way that his father always did.
In addition to her shapely ass, she was blessed with big, firm, and symmetrically shaped breasts with big nipples. She loved her breasts and was glad that her son loved her breasts too. It took all the self-control she had not to imagine him touching and feeling her breasts through her robe before sticking his hand inside to feel them, fondle them, and caress while fingering her nipples and before sucking her tits. If only he'd make the first move, she'd take care of all the rest.
"No date? I don't understand. What about the flowers, card, and candy?"
Loving it when men showered so much love, affection, and attention on her, she wished she had some man in her life to buy her flowers, a Valentine's Day card, and candy. She wished she had a man in her life to suck and fuck. Maybe if she had a man to give her hot sex on Valentine's Day, she wouldn't be looking for her son to give her hot sex on Valentine's Day.
"We broke up," he said.
Suspecting they had, somehow she knew they did. Weird that a sense of satisfaction took hold of her, it was as if no woman was good enough for her son but her, his mother. Fighting the urge to cross the line of incest, not allowing that incestuous feeling to take hold of her, she let go of it before her sexual fantasy got out of hand. Unable to stop herself from thinking about her son as her lover, she routinely imagined sucking his cock before she'd imagine him stripping her naked and making love to her.
"Broke up? Why? You just got back together for Christmas," she said looking at her son while growing angry. "Did she just get back together with you just so that you'd buy her Christmas gifts? She seemed like such a nice woman, a good Catholic girl, I didn't peg her for that kind of girl," she said with anger in her voice.
When she looked at him, he looked away and she wondered if he looked away because he didn't want her to catch him staring at her tits. If only he knew that she liked him staring at her tits. It aroused her for him to look at her as if she was a sexy woman instead of his dowdy mother. Having the wicked, uncontrollable urge to flash him her breasts to him again, she wondered what he'd do if she flashed him. Would he continue to make eye contact with her or stare down at her exposed breasts again in the way he did before. Not thinking that the sexual attention would come from her son, it's been a long while since she's had the sexual attention of a man. Even if the man was her son, his concentrated focus on the impressions that her breasts made in her bathrobe made her feel sexy. Feeling like a woman again, it took her son to give her that feeling.
"No, it's nothing like that," he said staring down at the carpet. "It's something else."
Ever since she turned 45-years-old, she's been having hot flashes and sitting next to her son in his room and on his bed while exposing the tops of her big breasts and her long line of cleavage to him, was burning her up with a horny, hormonal fever. Except for the hundreds up skirts of her panties and down blouses of her cleavage and bras that she regularly teases her son with, she hadn't flashed anyone her naked body since the pizza delivery man months ago. When she enjoys parading around Tommy in her flimsy nightgowns.
With him always looking and with her always showing, she always wondered how much of her naked body he could see through the thin material of her nightgown. She knows when she stands by the sink and deliberately dribbles water on her nightgown that she gives him a wet nightgown show. By the leer of her stare, she also knows that when she stands in front of the TV or opens the refrigerator in a darkened kitchen that he can see through her nightgown as if she's naked. Knowing he likes her exhibitionistic shoes, she wished he'd flash her sometimes too.
Maybe if she had a man in her life, she wouldn't be as horny as she is and she wouldn't be exposing her body to her son in the way she does. She hasn't had sex since her husband left her for her younger sister more than three years ago and it had been a while since she had sex even when they were together. After accidentally flashing her son her breast just now, with her mind filled with inappropriate sexual thoughts of her son touching her and feeling her, she was suddenly horny. Wishing she could have an out of body experience to see herself sitting on Tommy's bed, again, she wondered how much of her breast he saw and if he saw her nipple.
"What then? Why did you two break up again? Tell me Tommy," she said.
As if he was her husband when she first met him so very long ago, she looked at him with the sudden urge to kiss him and to make out with him. It's been a long time since she made out with a man. She loved being kissed while being felt up through her clothes. She loved it when a man undressed her while kissing and kissing her. She loved feeling a man's growing cock through his pants while kissing him. She wondered if kissing her son would be anything like kissing her husband, Robert. Bobby was such a good kisser.
A good looking man, and being that she was so attracted to him, she could understand why her sister was attracted to her husband too. Breaking up what she thought was a happy marriage, Kathryn didn't know there was anything wrong and going on until Robert left with her younger sister, Maureen. Water under the bridge now but not forgotten, all was forgiven as far as her sister goes but not forgiven for her husband to want her sister over her. The younger woman versus the older woman, even though Maureen was her sister and they looked a lot alike, she couldn't compete against a younger woman. Not understanding how the two people that she so loved could hurt her like that, he's still a cheating, lying bastard in her eyes.
"It's personal Mom," he said interrupting her thoughts.
A single mother raising her son alone for the past, nearly four years, they were close enough that they shouldn't have any secrets personal or not. She looked at him wondering what could be so personal that a son wouldn't tell his mother and that Tommy wouldn't tell her.
"Personal?" Now he had her curiosity piqued. "There's nothing personal between us. I'm your mother, you can tell me anything," said Kathryn. "With just the two of us taking care of one another, we should have no secrets to hide," she said a little hurt that he'd be keeping secrets from her.
She looked at him while waiting for him to tell her what was wrong.
"I can't. Sorry. Not this," he said. "Anything else Mom but not this. I can't tell you. I just can't. It's too personal."
Now she was even more curious what it was that her son wouldn't tell her. Always enjoying playing sexy, sexual games with men, she decided to play a sexy, sexual game with her son. She looked at him with sex in her eyes and horniness in her heart.
"What if I told you something personal about me?"
He looked at her as if shocked that his mother would have anything personal to tell him.
"Okay," he said. "That might work depending on what it is that you think is personal and what it is that you tell me."
Now he looked at her with as much curiosity as she was looking at him before.
"I'm having hot flashes right now," she said fanning herself by deliberately opening and closing the top of her bathrobe fast. "Especially with today being Valentine's Day and with me sometimes feeling so lonely for male companionship, I've been so very terrible horny lately. I'm horny right now," she said making eye contact with him.



She wondered how much he could see of her naked breasts while she quickly opened and closed her bathrobe. It excited her to know that she was flashing him her tits as much as it excited her to see him looking. Hoping he'd take the hint, she hoped that he'd stick his big hand down her open bathrobe top and feel her tits. Her nipples ached for the touch of a man, even the touch of her son, especially for the touch of her son.
With her sitting on his bed in her half opened bathrobe while wearing nothing underneath, having gone beyond mother and son appropriate behavior, she was horny enough to cross the incest line and have incestuous sex with her son. She knew she was flashing her son her tits but she didn't care. Only, unable to seduce him alone, not wanting him to think that she was an incestuous slut, she needed him to make a move on her too. It wasn't as if she didn't want him to see her tits, she did want him to see her tits. It wasn't as if he didn't want to see her tits, if evidenced by his stare, he did want to see her tits.
It wasn't as if she was a modest mother, compared to other mothers who weren't lusting over their sons, she wasn't a modest mother. If anything, redeeming herself these past 24 years, she was a whore who became pregnant and who learned to live the quiet life of a wife and mother. Yet, with her husband gone and since that part of her married life and faithful wife is over, with whoredom obviously in her genetic makeup, she's reverting back to being a whore again.
Just because she's Tommy's mother doesn't mean that she still wasn't a whore. Once a whore, always a whore. Even when she was happily married, remembering all of her lovers as if they were notches on her bra, she still thought of herself as a whore. Now that he returned home after graduating from college, call it kismet, fate, or destiny, it's as if they were meant to come together for sex during a time when they were both needy. Definitely, without question, she'd give him sex if only he'd ask her to give him sex. Definitely, without question, having done worse in her sordid past, she'd suck and fuck her son, if only he'd make the first move, ask her, and/or allow her to give him hot sex.
Only, it's one thing for her to be a whore around men, it's quite another thing for her to be a whore around her son. What was she thinking? What was she doing? This was her son she was flashing and not some stranger. This was her son that she was showing her tits to and not some man who picked up at a bar and took her home to bang. This was her son that she was thinking about having sex with and not some man she met online. Being that it takes two to tango, inspired by his stare, perhaps had her son not been looking, she wouldn't be showing. Perhaps if he son wasn't as interested in having sex with her, she wouldn't be as interested in having sex with him too.
It wasn't as if she didn't want to flash her son her tits, she did. What's the big deal? It's just her tits. Lots of men, thousands of men probably, being that she attended spring break every year, have seen her tits, why not show her tits to her son too?
Fanning herself to cool herself down, she wish she could remove her bathrobe and sit there naked. Yet, as soon as she opened and closed her bathrobe in that way, as if he was an owl, her son's head turned to her and his eyes darted down to stare at all that she was showing. Not sure how much she was showing him and how much of her that he could see but however much of her breasts that she was showing him, he was interested enough to look and to stare. As if incest was a contagious disease, the more he looked, the more that she wanted to show him and wanted him to see.
"You must be going through menopause. That's not much a secret but the horny part is," he said with a laugh. "Albeit a bit young for you, all women your age and older go through that," he said showing off his college education. "Nonetheless, your hot flashes, I never thought of my mother being horny," he said with a laugh.
He never thought of his mother being horny? If only he knew her sexual past, wouldn't he be shocked. Oh, yeah, she thought to say and wanted to say but didn't, what if I told you that I was hot and horny all the time for you? How's that for a secret? My true confession, a slut of a mother who wants to have sex with her hot son on Valentine's Day, how personal is that? If she confessed that secret to him, she wondered if he'd have a similar secret to confess to her, a son who wants to have sex with his hot mother on Valentine's Day.
"Tommy, we shouldn't have any secrets," she said. "I'm here for you," she said patting his knee and leaving her hand there. She so wanted to pat his cock through his jeans while leaving her hand there but she didn't dare. "Without you having embarrassment or shame, you can tell me anything. There's nothing that you can't tell me that—"
He stared down at her hand before staring up at her. In the way that she so desperately wanted to, she wondered if he wanted her to feel his cock through his pants as much as she wanted to feel his cock through his pants. Not sure if she was correctly reading his look, she wondered if he wanted to feel her tits and finger her nipples through her bathrobe as much as she wanted him to feel her tits through her bathrobe. She wondered if he was thinking about reaching his hand inside of her bathrobe to touch, feel, and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples in the way that she wanted him to touch her and fondled her tits while fingering her nipples. Just because he was done with women on Valentine's Day and before anything started between them, doesn't necessarily mean that he was done with his mother too.
"It's my penis Mom," he said.
To be continued...
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Becky relents and finally agrees to give her husband his birthday wish and have sex with his friends in exchange for a new car.
After having her sexy dream of having sex with Jack and Tony, Becky's has already made her decision to give her husband his long, requested birthday wish of having sex with his friends. Where it was all negative and in his favor before, sexually excited about having sex with Jack and Tony now, and with Brian buying her a new car afterwards, more slanted in her favor, it was all positive now. Only, wanting to play it cool and needing to play the faithful wife reluctantly giving in to the sexual demands of her husband, Becky didn't want Brian to know that she was sexually excited about having sex with two men outside of their marriage.
Just because she was being a whore in having sex with Jack and Tony, she didn't want her husband to think of her as a whore. Better to play the forced and coerced wife than to be the willing and horny whore of a wife. Better that she saved this card instead of playing this card. Better that she saved this card to hold over his head later to make him feel not only guilty but also responsible should their marriage go down the tubes after doing what he was coercing her to do.
Perhaps later, she may need to throw up the fact in his face that he coerced and literally forced her to have sex with his two friends for the sake of a new car that she so desperately needed. Actually, she didn't desperately need a new Mustang GT when any new or used car would do. Yet, if she was going to have sex with two men that she really didn't want to have sex with, why not get what she really wants out of the deal.
"How many men must I suck for you to buy me my loaded Mustang GT?"
Watching him ponder her question, while waiting for Brian to answer her, the question resonated in her head. How many men must she suck for him to buy her a loaded Mustang GT? Seemingly not a difficult question to ask him, she needed to know the answer before agreeing to have sex with his friends. Imagining sucking a dozen of his friends for the sake of her husband buying her a new car, she imagined a dozen men cumming in her mouth and ejaculating all over her hair, face, and tits.
With group sex turning her more into a slut than a faithful wife, it was obvious to her now that her husband wanted her to be a whore not only with him but now with his friends too. Slut she could do, but whore she couldn't. She had more self-respect than to be used, abused, and passed around as a whore to suck and fuck men. Flashing his friends up skirts and down blouses is one thing for the sake of hot pillow talk and hotter sex later. Yet, allowing Brian to strip her naked and tie her to the bed for the sexual pleasure of his friends was something else entirely and not acceptable if she weren't prostituting herself for a new car.
A church going woman and a good, Catholic, parochial school girl, she'd have to change her whole persona to give Brian the woman that he obviously wanted her to be. Having sex with Jack and Tony for a new car would be straddling the line of whoredom, a place she never thought she'd go had she not had that premonition of a sexual dream last night. Then, thinking wicked, sexual thoughts, if she could do Jack and Tony, maybe she could do more of his friends too. Perhaps if Brian agreed to buy her the new kitchen he promised, the fur coat he said he would on her for their tenth anniversary, and the diamond ring he promised to buy her when he proposed to her fifteen years ago, she'd be his onetime whore. Maybe after doing Jack and Tony, for the sake of him buying her all that he promised her, she'd even agree to do all of his friends at once in a gangbang.
Disgusting and a total turn off before, she never thought about pulling a train until now. In the way that she was able to live with a cheap husband who never spent a dollar he didn't have to spend by fixing whatever was broken instead of buying anything new, once she received all that was promised her, she could life as his whore. She imagined herself parading around in sexy, skimpy outfits that showed her hot body and that were more sexually revealing than anything she's worn in the past. A happy whore, albeit a one-time whore, she imagined after having a gangbang with a gang of his friends, nothing would sexually shock her after that.
As soon as she asked the question, how many men must she suck, she pictured her new Mustang GT covered with white stains all over her 'Got To Have It Green' exterior paint. Thinking it was bird shit, it was cum spots instead. Who'd do that to her new car? Who'd cum all over her new car? Then, reality struck. For him to buy her a Mustang, she had to suck his friends. Unable to stop her mind from making the psychotic connection, no matter how many times she washed the car and no matter how much she rubbed at the spots, there for as long as she owned the car, she couldn't remove them from her car.
A worst case scenario, she imagined herself on her knees surrounded by a circle of six men. Going from one man to another man, she didn't think she could do something like that, suck the cocks of so very many men, especially when the only cock she's ever had in her mouth was her husband's cock. Yet, if she had been the one who proposed something like this to her husband, instead of being shocked by the thought of her sucking so very men and instead of putting a stop to this before it began, he'd agree to have her suck other men. Being that the way to his wallet was her having sex with other men, if he was willing to buy her a new car for having sex with only two of his friends, she wondered what else he'd buy her, if she had sex with all of his friends.
"A regular cum bath, you'd only have to suck just four of my friends," he finally said laughing as if he had to imagine the sexual scenario of her on her knees and sucking his friends. "You'd only have to suck four or my friends for me to buy you a new Mustang GT."
No way. In his dreams. She'd never suck off four of his friends. If she did that, every time they played poker, they'd be after her to serve drinks naked before sucking them all off again. Every time she swam in her pool and if they were there with her, they'd jump in the water and remove her bikini top to feel her naked tits while her husband watched from the patio.
Imagining them fondling her tits and fingering her nipples while forcing her to stick her hand down their bathing suits to force her to fondle their cocks, she imagined her husband sitting out on the patio while watching his friends having their wicked, sexual way with his wife. Then, when she climbed out of the pool topless, she imagined his friends forcing her to her knees to suck them while Brian watched and masturbated. If she opened the top to that Pandora's Box, there'd be no closing it. For her to get all that she wants by giving her husband his sexual fantasies, it would behoove her to begin slowly instead of doing all of his friends in a gangbang now.
"One. I'll agree to suck only one of your friends," she said imagining sucking Jack's cock, "but I pick which one."
As if they were bartering at an open air flea market, betting at a poker game, or arranging the odds at a sports bar, Becky negotiated with her husband as to how many men she'd willingly have sex with while he watched.
"Two," he said, "and you pick who you want to see you naked, who you want to touch and feel you, and who you'd willingly want to suck."
Glad that she was able to reduce the number of men she'd had to have sex with from four to two, she could do two of his friends. Unable to imagine anyone else but Jack seeing her naked, touching her and feeling her naked body, while she sucked his prick, she thought of all of his horny, perverted friends. Trying to think of a second man she'd be willing to have sex with, the only other man who wasn't as disgusting as the rest of them was Tony.
"Willingly want to suck? I don't want to willingly want to suck any man's cock but your cock Brian," she said playing her role as the innocent albeit coerced wife.
Nevertheless what she said in denying that she wouldn't willingly suck any man but her husband, she was still thinking about sucking Jack's cock. She'd love for him to see her naked. She'd love for him to touch her and feel her while kissing her. Definitely, she'd suck his cock. Absolutely, he could cum in her mouth and she'd swallow him anytime.
"If you want me to buy you your beloved Mustang," he said with an arrogant, dirty laugh, "you'll allow me to strip you naked, tie you to the bed, and blow two of friends while I watch.
"And you're okay with this? You're okay with two of your friends seeing me naked, touching and feeling my naked body, while I suck their cocks," she said.
Not even taking a second to think about it, he voiced his approval.
"Oh, yeah. Are you kidding me? I'd love to see you do two of my friends," he said. "That would be so hot Becky."
Seeing her husband in a different light, her game to play now, she just didn't want him to see her in a different light, that being a whore instead of his faithful, loving wife.
"Okay, I agree to do only two of your horny, perverted friends. We have a deal so long as it's not your father and/or brother that I'm doing," she said. "That's just nasty. From all of your friends that I know, I get to pick the two men."
If she was so coerced by Brian, she wouldn't mind sucking his brother, Sean, if she was drunk enough but she'd never suck his father. After Sean saw her naked when she forgot that he was sleeping on the couch drunk, every time she pleasures herself with her finger, vibrator, and/or dildo, she's thinks of Sean pleasuring her. After turning on the light and focusing her eyes to see from the darkness to the light, she can't remove the memory of her standing there in the hall and not moving while Brian's brother stared at her naked body. The weird thing about it was that instead of being embarrassed that her brother-in-law saw her naked, she was sexually excited.
Forgetting he was there while waking up half asleep in the middle of the night to pee, as if there was a trespasser in her house instead of her brother-in-law, it took her a moment to realize who was there staring at her from the living room couch. A younger version of Brian but not as cheap as his older brother, he was better looking and had a better sense of humor. Sometimes she wished she had married Sean rather than marrying Brian. Yet, with Sean 5 years younger, she'd be deemed a cougar if she had dated him instead of dating Brian back then.
"Okay," he said. "You pick the two men from my friends and not from your friends or co-workers. I'd rather see you have sex with men that I know and trust."
"Okay," she said.
Momentarily pausing in his conversation as if temporarily lost in thought, he looked at her and gave her a sexy stare. Then, not giving her more than a minute to make her selection, he asked her again.
"So, tell me, who would you pick? Which of my friends would you want to have them see you naked, touch you and feel you, while you sucked their cocks?"
"Gees, Brian, quit fucking pressuring me. Give me a minute to think about who I do. Okay?"
"Sorry," he said.
Focusing more on Brian buying her a new car, with always a downside to everything, she couldn't believe that she just agreed to have sex with two of his friends. Bad enough that they'd be seeing her naked, the thoughts of them touching her and feeling her while she sucked them was something she just couldn't imagining herself doing, even after the sexy, graphically explicit dream that she had.
"Eww, gross Brian. Especially in the way that you're looking at me now, the same way that your friends leer at me, you make it all sound so sleazy, so sordid, and so dirty. This is all so gross," she said making a sour face as if she was about to puke while waving her hands at him as if having a panic attack. "I don't know Brian. I never bargained for this when I married you. I'd have to give it some thought," she said while already knowing who she'd chose.
She looked at him as if she was totally disagreeable to his sexual proposition, instead when she was sexually excited over the prospect of having sex with Jack, his best looking friend.
"C'mon Becky, I'm sure you know already which two of my friends you want to see you naked while touching and feeling your naked body and which two of my friends you'd want to suck," he said.
Obviously, for him to say that she already know which two friends she'd have sex with, he knew her better than she thought he did. As if they were all standing there in a lineup, she pictured all of his friends. Moving down the line of his friends, after asking Jack to step forward, before asking Tony to step forward. Now she returned her focus to just two of his friends. Picturing both men naked, and not yet pondering them touching her and feeling her while she sucked them, she was just beginning to feel sexually aroused over the thought of Jack and Tony seeing her naked.
"Jack and Tony," she said. "They're always more respectful of me. They're the most gentlemanly of your friends. The rest of your friends are gross pigs who constantly stare at me, undress me with their eyes, and make lewd comments while grabbing my ass and tits whenever you're not around to defend and protect me."
"Wait, what did you just say? My friends grabbed your ass and tits? No way! When?"
"Yes. Lots of times. All the time," she said feeling good that her husband was jealous enough to say something to his friends for being sexually inappropriate with her.
"Wow, I don't believe it," he said looking as sexually excited as she looked disbelieving his outrage.
Now that he wants her to have sex with his friends, she wondered if he put his friends up to groping her, touching her and feeling her while trying to kiss her.
"They all have tried something with me, except for Jack and Tony. Every time we have a drunken party, one of them gets me alone in the kitchen and grabs my ass and gropes my tits while trying to kiss me," she said.
She figured he'd ask her who grabbed her ass and who groped her breasts while trying to kiss her but he didn't. She figured he already knew. She figured that he'd talk those of his friends who so disrespected her but he didn't volunteer to do that either. Now she knew it was all part of his slow seduction plan to get her ready to eventually have sex with his friends.
"Wow. I wish I had known that before. That's so hot," he said.
Thinking more of his sexual excitement than he did of her feelings in how she so felt about being groped, pawed, and pressured to kiss one of his friends, she was disappointed in his inability to protect her and to keep her safe. Feeling so hurt and so alone, she couldn't even count on her husband to respect how she felt about having sex with anyone but him.
"Asshole," she said.
Only thinking of himself, she couldn't believe her own husband was such a pervert. She couldn't believe that he didn't care who groped her and inappropriately touched her, so long as she told him about it so that he could, no doubt, masturbate over the thoughts of his wife having sex with another man.
"Jack and Tony it is," said Brian. "Actually, I figure you'd want to blow Jack because he's so good looking but I'd never figure you'd want to do Tony. That's a surprise."
She could only imagine the woman that he'd want to do, probably the best looking wife of one of his friends and not someone because they had a good personality or a great sense of humor. Men are so different from women in who they find attractive. All about the outside appearance with him, definitely, not the type, he'd never do an overweight woman or a woman who didn't have big tits. The one thing that she knew about him is that he's a sucker for a tall blonde with big breasts. Always making such a fuss when there's a pretty blonde on TV, with his obvious preference for blondes, she wondered why he married her with her long, chestnut hair.
"Tony makes me laugh," she said.
"But Tony is so fat," he said with a laugh while imitating how Tony lumbers when he walks. "He eats too many of the pizzas that he makes at his pizza parlor."
"Women don't think of men in the way that men think of women. Women are attracted to men more for their personalities, for their kindness, and for their big hearts than for their looks," she said. "You could take a lesson from Tony on how to be a better man and a better husband."
Ignoring her comment on becoming a better man, he was too wrapped up with her having sex with his two friends. A typical man, sex, money, his job, football, his truck, his Harley, his fishing boat, and his beer was all that mattered to him. She wondered how far down the list she was, probably, no doubt, after his beloved house resplendent with his man cave and their dog.
"Hey baby, whatever floats your boat is fine with me, so long as you have sex with two of my friends, I don't really care which," he said. "If you want to suck Tony, that's fine with me and I'm sure that will be fine with Tony too. Knowing Tony as I do, after he sees you naked and you suck him off, we'll be getting free pizzas for the rest of our lives," he said with a laugh.
God, he was such an asshole sometimes.
"Whatever floats my boat? This isn't my boat in the polluted water Brian," she said. "With you the captain of this little, sinking ship and me the obedient first mate, this is your fantasy cruise, your love boat, and not mine. I'm only doing this for the new car and if you had a modicum of respect for me, you'd never defile me by forcing me to blow two of your friends."
She looked at him with as much hurt as she looked at him with sexual excitement.
"I'm not forcing you Becky. You can still say no," he said looking at her.
She returned his look with defiance. Hearing her car horn beeping at her in the distance as if she was turning the alarm on and off, while waiting for her to get in and drive it, how could she turn down not just a new car but also a brand, new Mustang GT? There was just no way that she could say no to sucking off two of his friends for him to buy her that dream car.
"When are you going to have them come over?"
She wondered if she'd have time to get her hair done and her nails manicured before her husband paraded his two friends in her bedroom to have sex with her. For a second she thought of what she'd wear but then realizing she'd be naked, she wouldn't have to bother with picking out her clothes or looking for a matching outfit.
"Well, being that it's my birthday and my birthday wish, how about tonight?"
She looked at him as if he was nuts and she was just as nutty for going along with him.
"Tonight?"
She looked at him with as much nervousness as she looked at him with sexual excitement. Thinking about the new car, a car that she'd no doubt have for another ten years, years from now, what she had to do to get the new car would be long forgotten once she was driving her brand new, Mustang GT.
"Yeah, tonight. Once I tell Jack and Tony what this is about, I'm sure they'll drop whatever they're doing to come over to do you," he said with a snide laugh. "Correction, actually for you to do them."
Again forgetting that she'd be naked, she wondered what she should wear to an illicit sexual affair attended by her husband and his two friends. Only what did it matter? She'd be naked. Naked, naked, naked, she couldn't believe that she was willingly agreeing to be stripped naked and tied to her bed while she sucked Jack and Tony's cocks.
"Okay, tonight then," she said, "but being that it's my birthday and my birthday wish too, after I do your two friends, we go to the Ford dealership tomorrow morning and order the new Mustang."



More excited about the new car than having sex with his two friends, she was as excited about buying a new Mustang as she was when she bought the one the she's had now nine years ago. Only with the wimpy six cylinder engine and automatic transmission that it has, more of a Mary Tyler Moore clone car, it really wasn't a real Mustang to her. Not much of a performance car, all that it had going for it was that it just looked like a Mustang. Yet, without having the rumble of the exhaust, the fat tires, and the upgraded bucket seats, driving that Mustang was akin to winning the lottery but only winning a free ticket.
Damn, it didn't even have a manual transmission. It should be criminal for Ford to sell a performance car that doesn't have a manual transmission. It should be criminal for Ford to sell a Mustang with six cylinder engine and/or an automatic transmission. Albeit with their six cylinders more powerful now than they were back when she bought her mustang and the automatics faster and getting better gas mileage then the manuals, she'd still buy a manual if only for the realer feel of driving.
"Deal but you must allow them to cum in your mouth and you must swallow," he said.
Spiraling over her head, she couldn't believe she was getting herself in deeper. If only he knew that she'd love for Jack to cum in her mouth, she wondered what he'd say. She wondered if he'd be jealous enough to put a stop to this lunacy and just buy her the fucking car.
"Jesus Brian. What else? Bad enough that I'm blowing them but now you want them to cum in my mouth and me to swallow their cum too. Anything else? Do you want them to fuck me up the ass too?"
When she looked at him with anger, he looked away. After having her sexy dream last night, if only he knew she couldn't wait to have sex with his two friends, she wondered what he'd think of her.
"No, I'd never allow anyone to fuck you up the ass Becky but for me," he said in a quiet voice.
Not enough that she was getting a new car, she wanted something more too. In the way that he wanted her to do sexual things to his friends, she wanted his friends to do something sexual for her too.
"Okay but what do I get out of this?"
He looked at her as if she was more of a problem than what she was worth.
"What do you mean? I already told you. I'm buying you a new Mustang GT with all the options," he said looking at her with confusion. "Why what else could you possibly want? I'm not the Bank of Brian, Becky. I only have so much money."
Not sure how to put it, the best way is just to blurt out what she was thinking and go from there.
"Sexually not monetarily. What do I get out of this sexually? If I'm going to suck them, I want them to fuck me," she said. "I want to at least have some form of sexual satisfaction. I wouldn't mind wrapping my long legs around Jack's hot body," she said turning red by her sudden sexual confession.
She imagined the two men she picked fucking her to orgasmic pleasure. With his best friend Jack, a handsome blonde and Tony, a fat, funny Italian, she wondered what it would feel like to have someone else's cock in her pussy other than Brian's cock.
"No, oh no, I don't want to watch another man fucking my wife," he said.
Ruining her sexual fantasy before she even had the time to seriously think about being fucked by Jack and Tony, a bit disappointed that she wasn't allowed to have some fun too, she persevered.
"You have a strange sense of sexual sensibilities Brian. It's okay for me to give two men blowjobs while you watch them cum in my mouth and I swallow but you can't watch them fucking me? How is that fair for me?"
If she was going to go through this, she'd rather that this be a reciprocal process and not all one way or not at all.
"I know, what if they licked your pussy?"
She thought of first Jack and then Tony licking her pussy before sucking them.
"That will work but they just can't dabble. They have to give me an orgasm," she said pointing her index finger at him as if it was a loaded handgun. "It won't work if they're just dabblers. They need to get their tongues and fingers all the way inside of me while licking me and while playing with my big tits and fingering my nipples."
"No problem. I can arrange for them to do that," he said.
"I mean it Brian. If I don't cum, they don't cum," she said punctuating her sentence with her index finger. "If they don't get me off then I don't get them off," she said. "Moreover, being that they were in the room with me naked and no doubt having touched and felt me where no man should ever see, touch, and feel another man's naked wife, you still have to buy me the new car."
"Got it," he said. "That's fair."
Only, ready to change the rules a bit more in her favor, Becky was thinking how she could use what her husband wants from her to get what she wants from him.
To be continued...
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"It's my penis Mom," he said.
She couldn't believe her ears. Not expecting that, he caught her by surprise in blurting out that bit of personal information. His penis? What about his penis? As if he could read her mind in teasing her, now with her thinking about his penis, he shocked her by the mere mention of the word. Now all that she could think about was his penis. What about his penis? What's wrong with his penis? Asking herself the questions, she needed to ask him.
"You're penis? What about your penis? What's wrong with your penis?"
Unable to control herself from doing so, she stared down at the bulge his cock made in his jeans. Taking the opportunity to stare, she wondered if he'd show her his penis. Maybe there was nothing wrong with his penis. Maybe in the way she wanted to show him her tits, this was a ruse for him to show her his cock. If it was just a ruse for him to show her his cock, she'd play along with it. She wouldn't mind seeing his cock in the way that she wouldn't mind showing him her tits. Tits for cock, showing one for the other is only fair.
"Calm done Mom. See, I shouldn't have told you," he said.
"Have you had sex without using a condom?" She looked up at him before looking back down at the bulge his cock made in his jeans. Being that she had such an experienced hand when it came to feeling cocks, even in the dark in the way she felt stiff pricks in a darkened car or movie theatre, she was so very tempted to grab his bulge through his jeans to see what was wrong with his penis. "If you have an STD we can—"
Unable to remove the image of his penis from her mind, she wondered what was wrong with his penis.
"No, trust me, it's nothing like that Mom," he said.
Between the hot flashes and her horniness, all she could think of now of was her son's penis. Tommy's cock filled her mind in the way that Woody Allen's movie, Everything You Always Wanted To Know About Sex But Were Afraid To Ask, maintained her attention throughout the entire movie. Now all that she could think about was Tommy's cock. As if she could clearly see his dick in her mind's eye, she wondered what was wrong with his prick. Afraid it may be something horrible, she couldn't help but wonder what was wrong with his dick. If she had to take him to a specialist, the best urologist, whatever was wrong with his cock, she'd give him the best medical attention.
Then, in the way that most men do, thinking with the cocks instead of her heads, she thought with her pussy instead of her head. Whatever was wrong with her son's penis, she was sure that, as his mother, she could fix it by holding and stroking it in her hand, taking it in her mouth to suck it, and sliding in deep inside of her pussy to fuck it. Kissing him while humping him, she imagined making love to him. Oh, yeah, definitely, one love making session with Mommy on Valentine's Day would cure whatever was wrong with his cock and would fix all that was wrong with her being so very horny.
"If not an STD, what then? What's wrong with your penis Tommy?"
She couldn't imagine what could be wrong with his penis. His father had such a big, beautiful cock and now she wondered if he did too. If size was proportional to cock size with his father being 6'2" tall and her son being 6'4" tall, he must have an even bigger cock than his dad.
"It's the size," he said covering his bulge with his hand.
Size? What does he mean the size? Oh, oh, the other shoe just dropped. With her husband having such a big cock maybe her son took after her side of the family, the Irish side of the family, instead of the Polish side of the family, and didn't have a cock as big.
The poor, sweet man, suddenly she felt so bad for her son for having a small penis. How could she possibly comfort her son when she always preferred a man with a big prick? Albeit no matter her personal preference for penis size, putting her personal penis length and girth feelings aside, she needed to help her son through his difficult time. Not wanting her son to know her preference for big cocks over little penises, she didn't want to make him feel worse but better. Being that she was responsible for creating him and caring for him, it was her job as his mother to help her son through this trouble time with his penis.
"The size? Listen Tommy," she said moving her hand from his knee to his thigh. "It's not how big your penis is but it's how you use it. Trust me, I know," she said lying to her son when as far as she was concerned, only a big cock will do. "Besides, a lot of women don't like a man who's too big, especially young and inexperienced women." Such a liar, if only he knew how many big cocks she's had in her hand, in her mouth, and her pussy, he'd think her such a hypocrite.
With his small cock not proportioned to his body, going against his big feet and big hands, she imagined her son having a small dick, a Leprechaun sized prick, the poor man. With her being the biggest cock snob, literally and figuratively, now she knew how she must have hurt so very many men by rejecting them merely by their cock size. What comes around goes around and because of her bad, sexual behavior in her youth, she's having to deal with a son who's cursed with a small cock. Feeling guilty that her son had a small cock was her fault, she wondered how she could make that up to him. She could give him sex but what son would want his mother to see his imperfect, little prick?
"Precisely my point. That's the whole problem Mom," he said.
Her poor, sweet boy of a man, she wished there was something she could do for him. Maybe they have cock implants in the way that they have breast implants. Maybe there's a penis pump that will make his cock no only harder but bigger. She'll look into that for him by Googling the information, cock implants and penis pumps.
Now with cocks on her mind, specifically her son's little prick, she was even hornier now than she was before. Taking one for the team but ignoring her preference for big pricks, if only she was drunk enough, certainly now that she's horny enough, even with him having a little dick, she'd still suck and fuck her son. She wondered if giving him incestuous sex would make him feel better or worse. If anything, Tommy giving her incestuous sex would make her feel better.
Having to force herself away from thinking of cocks and from thinking of having sex with her son's little prick, she needed to focus on his personal, sexual problem. After all, his sexual problem wasn't her sexual problem but his sexual problem. Difficult for her to separate the two thoughts, all she could think of was Tommy's puny, little cock. She imagined holding it with two fingers instead of holding it in her hand. She imagined it the size of a small, pickled cucumber, a baby gerkin and falling out of her pussy when her son tried injecting her with it. Forgetting about her eternal and infernal horniness for one moment, she needed to comfort her son for having a small cock. Focusing on him instead of on her, she needed to concentrate on his sexual problem of having a small penis and not on her sexual problem of being so hormonally horny.
"What's the whole problem?" She didn't understand.
Glad that he didn't have an STD, other than him going through life with a small cock, how bad could that be? Then she realized with all of the good sized cocks that she's experienced, she figured that going through life with a little cock was pretty bad for a man, especially a young man. Had Robert not had a big cock and with her unable to relish the thought of having a steady diet of a man who was cursed with a small dick, she never would have married him. Of course the size of her son's problem would depend on the modest size of his cock. No doubt, the smaller his cock, the bigger the problem. Maybe if he dated a smaller woman, an Asian woman, having a little cock wouldn't matter as much. Most Asian men have small cocks, penises that are proportional to their small bodies, those poor men.
Not wanting to embarrass him or unduly sexually over excite herself, she wished she could see his cock to give her son her experienced opinion. Truly for her to know how big, or in his case, how small was his problem, the entire issue of cock size depended upon how small his cock actually was compared to the average sized cock. Based solely from her personal, sexual experience, she figured that an average sized cock was five to seven inches and a small cock would be something smaller than five inches with a big cock would be a prick greater than seven inches. Just as all women don't have big tits in the way that she was so naturally endowed, the poor dears, not all men have big cocks.
Fortunately for her, all of the men she's had sex with have had big cocks of seven to eight inches. Being that she's never been with a man who had a small cock, she wasn't sure what kind of advice and comfort that she could give her son if he did have a diminutive prick. Being that she wouldn't want to be with a man who had a small cock, she was already biased in her opinion of cock size. As far as she was concerned, the bigger the better. Truth be told, ruined by men with big dicks, there's nothing like the feel of a big, heavy prick in her hand, hanging in her mouth, and stiffening between her legs. Unable to remove big cocks from her horny mind, suddenly she felt like such a whore. Suddenly, she felt so horny. Suddenly, she felt so very helpless to help her son.
She wished her husband was here to help their son. Only with her husband having a big cock too, she didn't know how much help he'd be. If he wasn't feeling too uncomfortably embarrassed, maybe Tommy could call him and ask his advice. Only, knowing her son and the standoffish relationship he had with his father, she didn't think that her son would want his father to know that he was cursed with a small prick. An embarrassing thing for a young man to admit, if he told his father that he had small cock, no doubt, Robert would share that information with his wife, her sister and her son's aunt, Maureen. Then, whenever they saw one another at a family gathering, especially when in his bathing suit at the pool or at the beach, with all eyes looking down at his anatomically incorrect form, one that didn't include a big bulge from a big cock and large testicles, no doubt, he'd be awkwardly embarrassed.
"I don't have a small cock," he said making eye contact with his mother. He paused while staring at her before rolling his eyes to confess to her. "I have a super, big one and as soon as Jenny saw my cock, she broke up with me. As soon as Marsha, Rachel, Julie, and Christine saw my cock they wanted nothing more to do with me either."
Suddenly, so very proud of her son, she imagined her son having the cock the size of a small baseball bat. With her imagining him having a cock equal in size to any proud, black man who was blessed with a big dick, she was happy that he took after his father's side of the family. Suddenly, she imagined herself beside her naked son while people took photos of her naked son and his big dick. Feeling so proud, she'd tell everyone that the man with the monster cock is her son.
"Oh," said his mother unable to stop her eyebrows from raising nor her mouth from falling open before smiling as if her son just told her that she was going to be a grandmother or had won the lottery.
'Tommy has a big cock. Tommy has a big cock. Tommy has a big cock, a massive prick, she thought,' unable to remove the thought of her son's big prick from her mind.
In thinking about his enormous cock size, unable to stop herself from doing so, involuntarily, she touched her long, blonde hair while curling it with her finger and ran her tongue seductively across her lips. The imagined image of her son's gargantuan member made her quiver with sexual desire for him. As if feeling him pounding her pussy with his stiff dick, a proud mother of a son with a big cock, all she could think of was Tommy's big, erect prick. Now stuck with the image of a giant cock in her brain, with her mind thinking about her son's big prick, not caring what she was showing him and wanting to show him even more, she was even more careless with her robe.
Just as she wanted to flash him her tits, especially now that he had such a big prick, a cock that she'd love to see, touch, and feel, tits for cock, she wanted him to see her tits. With her ulterior motive in mind, perhaps if she showed him her tits, he'd show her his cock. With a good portion of her shapely thigh and most of her big, left breast exposed and with him looking at all that she was showing, suddenly feeling that familiar warm, wetness between her legs, she was too sexually aroused and too horny to even consider fixing her bathrobe. It's been a long time since she felt like a woman and in the way that her son was staring at all that she was showing, she felt like the woman she was so long ago.
"This isn't the first time this has happened. In the way that it happened with Jenny, it happened with Marsha, Rachel, Julie, and Christine too," he said again with sadness taking hold of his facial expression.
If only he knew that she loved big cocks, she wondered if that knowledge would cheer him up as much as her hopefully experiencing her son's big prick would invigorate her. Damn, what's wrong with these women she thought? What's wrong with a tall, good looking man having a big cock? Unable to get enough of a man who possessed a big prick, she loved her husband's big prick. At 5'9" tall and 130 pounds, she's not a small woman, and maybe because she's so sexually experienced, she's bigger down there than most woman. Maybe there's one out there, but she's never seen a cock that was too big to fit in her hand, in her mouth, and/or in her pussy.
"I wonder what's wrong with these women to fear a big cock. Maybe they're small down there and afraid that you'll hurt them," she said pausing as if thinking about what she was going to say to her son to comfort him. "So, um, I'm just curious," she said pausing as if having second thoughts about what she was about to say next. "Just how big is it?"
Involuntarily blinking her eyes as if imagining already having seen her son's prick, she looked at her son as if excited about him showing her a magic trick. Abracadabra, Mom, now you see it and now you don't. Here's my big prick. More than just having the curiosity of a mother, wicked in her sexual thoughts and lustful desires while consumed by incestuous thoughts and unstoppable horniness, she wondered if she could persuade her son to show her his penis. In the sexually frustrated way she was right now, she'd love to see a cock, any man's cock, and especially her son's big cock right about now. If nothing else, seeing his cock now would give her something to masturbate over later.
"Trust me. It's big Mom. It's just too damn big to be useful," he said with suffering sorrow. "I've been cursed with a big prick."
Cursed? He's so blessed. He had no idea how many men wished they had his problem of having a cock too big. Unless he could toss it over his shoulder or wrap it around his leg, she couldn't imagine a cock that was too big for her.
She imagined her son being in the Guinness World Record book for having the biggest prick in the world. She imagined staring at his cock, touching his cock, feeling his cock, and stroking his cock before sucking and fucking his cock. She imagined him sticking his big pole in her mouth before sticking it in between her legs and deep inside of her pussy. In the way of Amy Farrah Fowler asking Sheldon Cooper such a personal, sexual question on The Big Bang Theory, and receiving a favorable, sexually gratifying response, she quivered with renewed sexual desire and lustful desire for her son.
"How big is it Tommy?"
Not allowing her question to go unanswered, more than curious now, if only for comparison sake she kidded herself into thinking, she'd love to know if his cock is bigger than his father's big prick.
"Big," he said.
Just as she didn't think that her son thought he'd be spending Valentine's Day sitting at home with his mother while discussing his personal penis problem, she never thought she'd be spending Valentine's Day sitting on her son's bed while discussing the size of his penis. Brazenly going where no mother should go with her son, they both remained quiet until Kathryn spoke to ask Tommy the question she's been dying to ask him.
"May I see it?"
As if she was a virgin seeing her first prick, she quivered with the thought of seeing her son's cock. Now as if her son was a CFNM stripper, preoccupied with the thought of seeing her son's big prick, and not realizing the state of her disheveled wardrobe, she allowed her robe to fall open more while not attempting to close her bathrobe. Showing her son even more of her breast, all of her long, line of cleavage, and most of the inside of her upper thigh, nearly up to her naked crotch, she looked at him looking at her.
She wondered from where he was sitting if he could see her trimmed, blonde pussy. Hoping he could, pussy for cock, she'd eagerly show him more of her nude body if only he'd show her his cock. She wouldn't mind seeing her son's cock. Actually, she'd like nothing more than seeing her son's big prick before touching, feeling, and stroking his enormous cock. She wondered if he'd allow her to suck it. If only he would, she would. She wondered if he'd allow her to fuck it, if only he would she would. Nearly out of her mind with horny lust for her son, she was thinking crazy thoughts. She needed to take another shower, a cold one this time. She needed to get up from his bed and leave his room before something happened.
"No! God, Mom, I can't show you my cock. You're my mother," he said. "I'd be so embarrassed."
As if what he said in denying her a private showing of his cock was a phonograph needle going across a record, he awakened her from her sexual fantasy. Now on a mission to see how big her son's prick was, being that she was so very horny and consumed with hot flashes, if only for something to masturbate over later, she had to see her son's big prick now. Not one to be denied, being that she was sitting there flashing him a good portion of her tits, it's only fair that he'd flash her something in return. In the way of the CFNM dancer that she imagined him to be, when women attend those functions and see naked cocks, they always flash the strippers their naked bodies too. In the way that she now imagined her son being a stripper, she so wanted to flash him her naked body in the hopes that he'd flash her his naked body.
"You have nothing that I haven't seen before Tommy," she said with feigned indifference and a disinterested shrug albeit with a disconcerted but sexually telling, nervous laugh.
Acting so blasé, she acted as if she didn't care if she saw his cock or not. The only telling, body language sign that foretold her interest in seeing his cock was her mindlessly playing with her hair while twirling it around her finger and seductively licking her lips. She couldn't believe she was brazen enough to ask her son to show her his prick. She couldn't believe she was horny enough to show her son a good portion of her breasts. She couldn't believe she was horny enough to ask her son to show her his cock.
If he did show her his cock, she wondered what she'd do. Would she look at it with incestuous lust or would she turn away in feigned, shamed embarrassment? Would she stare at his monster prick? Would she reach out and touch him and stroke him in the way that she so wanted to do and hoped that he wanted her to do too? Maybe if he showed her his prick, he'd want to see her tits. Fair enough, tits for cock, she'd readily show him her tits if that's what he wanted, so long as he showed her his cock. Truth be told, she'd show him her tits even if he didn't show her his cock.



"Trust me Mom. I'm so self-consciously embarrassed. You've never seen anything like this before in your life," he said.
Now with that self-professed statement, she had to see his big prick. As if his cock was made of pure gold and lit her up with radiant light, she couldn't wait to see his big prick now.
"All the more reason to show me Tommy," she said using her motherly concern mixed with a bit of psychology. "Maybe you have a rare medical condition. Maybe there's something that I can do to help you," she said touching his shoulder before resting her hand on his thigh again, this time, moving it a bit higher in readiness to feel his big prick through his pants.
In the way that she was leering at him and his big bulge, the same way that men leered at her, feeling like such a lecher, she couldn't help herself. Ready to unzip him and remove his cock from his jeans and underwear for him, she was poised to feel his big cock through his pants. In addition to feeling his cock through his pants, she so wanted to kiss him and kiss him while making out with him. As if she was on a date with a man who wasn't her son, she so wanted to pull down his zipper and reach her hand inside to feel his bulging stiffness through his underwear.
Wishing she could feel him through his underwear, she so wanted to remove his cock from his pants and underwear to see the sheer size of it and to feel the sheer weight of it in her hand. She so wanted to stroke him while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples before reaching down to finger her pussy. Consumed with incestuous lust for her son, she so wanted to fall to her knees between his legs to take him in her mouth before allowing her son to stick his giant cock in her wet pussy. Oh, yeah, she'd suck her son before she fucked her son. He had no idea how much she wanted him to take her.
When she moved her arm, as if willing it to happen and/or hoping it would, a move that she couldn't have practiced and/or timed more perfectly, her robe slowly and seductively slid from her shoulder. Imagining herself looking so sexy as if she was a movie star about to do a sex scene, now with all of her cleavage and most of her left boob exposed, she didn't care that her son was seeing most of his mother's tit. With so very much of the shape and fullness of her breast exposed but for her areola and her nipple, she felt so sexy. She wanted to show him her tits as much as she wanted to see his cock. Hoping he'd feel the same way, she hoped that he'd want to show her his cock as much as he wants to see her tits.
"I'm so embarrassed and I'd be even more embarrassed to show you my cock Mom," he said staring at her partially exposed breast as if she was a stripper and he was a paying customer.
Shocking behavior for a mother to do when in his bedroom and sitting next to her son on his bed while discussing the size of his cock, she was now beside herself with incestuous lust for her son. If not bad enough that she didn't cover her nakedness by pulling her bathrobe over her exposed breast, she surprised even herself even more by what she was about to say and do next.
"Don't be embarrassed," she said patting his hand.
When she moved her arm to pat his hand, her bathrobe slid down the rest of the way to the crux of her elbow. Leaving it there with her entire left breast exposed while knowing full well that he could see all of her left breast, her areola, and her nipple, she looked at her son staring at her with as much sexual excitement as she showed looking at him. In the way that Tara Reid's gown accidentally slipped from her shoulder to expose her naked left breast to the Paparazzi, her bathrobe at first inadvertently and now deliberately slipped from her shoulder to expose her naked breast to her son. Unable to stop herself from looking, she looked down at herself to see what she was showing and what he was seeing. So very proud of her tits in the way her son should be proud of his big prick, she could feel without having to look down at herself again that her nipple was so erect and hard.
"Mom," he said as if he was about to tell her that her breast was exposed. Instead he stared her tit while watching her exposing even more of herself.
She looked down at herself again to see how much she was showing him before looking up at him. Satisfied that she purposely teased him enough with peek-a-boos of her tits, she was ready to take a giant leap across the line of incest.
"Here," she said removing her arms from her robe and allowing it to fall and gather around her waist. "You show me your cock and I'll show you my tits," she said raising her arms in the air as if she was doing a cheerleader's cheer. "How's that? Tits for cock. Would seeing my tits make you less embarrassed enough to show me your cock?"
Allowing her tits to jiggle, bounce, and dance by wiggling her shoulders as if she was an exotic dancer, she watched her son's eyes watching her sudden titty show. She looked down again at her naked breasts to see all that her son was seeing of her. Then, cupping her breasts in her hands and lifting them as if offering her big tits to her son, she was proud of her breasts. She had beautiful breasts, especially for a mature woman her age. She's seen younger women who have saggy tits but she didn't.
"Showing me your breasts Mom isn't the same as me showing you my cock," he said acting so nonchalantly while staring at her tits as if he's never seen a woman's breasts before.
She couldn't believe she was sitting there topless. She couldn't believe she was brazen enough to show Tommy her tits. She couldn't believe that Tommy wanted to see more of her than just her tits.
"What do you mean?"
She knew exactly what he meant. Filled with lustful desire, he looked at her in the way she's been looking at him. Just as she shocked herself by what she said and did in voluntarily showing him her tits in exchange for him showing her his cock, he shocked her by what he said next.
"What I mean is," he said looking up at her to make eye contact with her. "If you show me your pussy, I'll show you my cock. That way, if you ever tell anyone that I showed you, my mother, my cock, I'll embarrass you by telling them that you showed me, your son, your pussy," he said.
My pussy? She couldn't believe her son wants to see her pussy? With him already seeing her tits, he wants to see her pussy too. She couldn't believe that her son wants to see her pussy. Naked, naked, naked, Tommy wants to see his mother naked. Nothing homosexual about her son, she was so sexually excited to get naked on Valentine's Day in front of a man, even if that man happened to be her son.
"Okay," she said standing. "But you must promise me Tommy that you will never, ever tell anyone that I stood in front of you naked. No one must know," she said shaking her index finger at him as if scolding him. "I mean it."
"I promise," he said.
She slowly removed her robe as if she was a stripper on stage while looking at Tommy as if he was a paying customer instead of her son. Naked now, with her arms raised as if she was a showcase model on The Price Is Right, she turned one way before turning the other and before turning completely around. Immodestly immoral, unembarrassed and unashamed, smiling with glee, and obviously feeling comfortable that she was naked in front of her son, she couldn't wait for him to show her his cock.
"Well, what do you think? Not bad for an old broad," she said.
Watching him watch her, she cupped and raised the breasts in her hand as if offering her tits to him while staring at her son before leaning over him to shake her naked tits in his face. Going beyond what was sexually appropriate between a mother and her son, she did everything but give him a lap dance and he surprised her when he didn't reach up to touch her tits, feel her tits, and fondle her tits while fingering her nipples. Being that he had such a big prick, if only he asked her to give him a lap dance, she probably would have.
"You're beautiful Mom. You have a spectacular body," he said.
"Thank you," she said looking at him staring at her.
"Now bend over," he said.
Bend over? Did she hear that right? Her son wants her to bend over? Why? Did she drop something? Being that she was naked, what did she have on her person that could fall?
"Pardon?"
She looked at him with shocked surprised. She heard what he said but she couldn't believe what he said.
"Turn around and bend over," he said again.
Excited now, she imagined her son standing, stripping off his clothes, and filling her with his massive prick. She imagined him fucking her doggie style as soon as she bent over in front of him while reaching in front of her to cup her big tits and finger her nipples.
"Tommy! I'm not going to bend over in front of you," she said laughing while feeling a familiar warm wetness between her legs again. "That's a bit much isn't it? Isn't it enough that I'm naked?"
More than sexually aroused, when she looked down at herself, her nipples were so very erect and hard. If only he knew that she couldn't wait to bend over in front of her son. If only he knew that she hoped he'd fuck her from behind. Maybe he'd fall to her knees and eat her in the way that she couldn't wait to suck him.
"Please Mom. In the way that you want to see my cock, I just want to see your pussy," he said.
A fair request if he wasn't her son she'd already be bent over and grabbing her ankles but he was her son. Bad enough that she was showing him her tits, her ass, and her pubic hair but now he wanted an up close and in-depth inspection of her pussy. Pussy for cock, that's only fair. If he wants a closer view of her pussy, perhaps he'll allow her a closer view of his prick. Perhaps in the way she'd love to cup his big balls in her hand, she'll have him bend over and even cough too.
"Okay," she said turning around and bending over in front of her son. "There, I touched my toes," she said remaining bent in place to give her son the ultimate view of his mother's cunt.
"Wow," he said.
When she bent over in front of her son like that and stayed in the position longer than she should have, he surprised her with what he did next. He reached out his hand between her legs and cupped her moist pussy in his big hand while running a slow finger along her pussy slit. Parting her pussy lips just enough to feel her warm wetness, her son just fingered her. She couldn't believe her son just fingered her.
Beyond ready to have sex with her son, forget about making love with him, she was ready to be fucked and fucked hard. Not satisfied with her son fingering her, she wished he had impaled her with his finger. Nonetheless, as if she was having a sexual fantasy while alone in her room and masturbating herself, she couldn't believe her son touched her in such a forbidden way.
"Tommy! I can't believe you did that. I'm so embarrassed," she said lying when she was really so sexually excited.
"Sorry Mom, I couldn't help myself," he said laughing. "I never touched a woman's pussy before."
Never touched a woman's pussy before? What? Is he kidding? What is he saying? Either he's a liar or a virgin. Being that he never lies to her, is he saying that he's virgin? That's impossible. In the hot, handsome way that he looks, with the huge monster of a cock that he has, and with him having the genetic code of a whore of a mother, no way. No doubt, he's just saying that he's never touched a woman's pussy for him to touch her pussy. No doubt, he's playing her in the way that she's teasing him. Obviously, he wants her as much as she wants him.
Comfortable enough to be naked in front of her son now, not bothering putting on her robe, she sat beside him naked. Being that it was Valentine's Day, the day of love, romance, and sex, not enough sitting there naked but wanting more, she wished her son would take her in his arms and kiss her, really kiss her, French kiss her. Being that she was sitting there naked, she wished he'd reach out and fondled her big tits while fingering her erect nipples before reaching down to finger her pussy. If only he'd lick her pussy, she'd suck his cock.
"Now, that I showed you my ass, my tits, and my pussy and now that I'm sitting here naked beside you, show me your penis. Let me see it," she said wetting her lips with her tongue before fluffing out her blonde hair and looking up at him. "Now that I'm really curious, I need to see your big prick."
He looked at her as if he couldn't wait to show her his cock in the way that she couldn't wait to see his big prick.
"You promise not to laugh?"
She made a surprised face as if she was just squirted with a water gun.
"Laugh? Why would I laugh at you or at your cock?"
He rolled his eyes and sighed.
"Because I showed all my friends and they laughed."
She made the same surprised face again as if he squirted her in the face with a water gun again.
"Guys your age laugh at everything. They are nothing but a bunch of immature idiots," she said waving a nonsensical hand. "Now show me," she said staring at her son's hand where he covered his penis. "Show Mommy your penis."
"Okay," he said standing.
Tommy unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped his jeans. Kicking off his shoes, he removed his jeans to stand before his mother in his underwear.
"Oh, my, you have an erection," she said when she saw his protruding bulge. "That is big."
"Actually, I don't have an erection Mom. It's flaccid," he said.
"Flaccid? No kidding," she said wetting her lips again with her tongue while moving her hair away from her face with her hand as if she was getting ready to suck him.
In the way that she was staring at his cock bulging out his underwear, he was staring at her naked tits. Having already crossed the line and gone beyond the point of no return, a mother and son forever lost to incest, they were already past what was deemed appropriate and what was deemed sexual depravity. Then he said what she feared he'd say.
"Sorry Mom. I can't do this," he said. "This is wrong. I can't show you my cock. I'm sorry but I just can't. You're my mother."
Suddenly feeling foolish that she was sitting there naked while her son was the more mature one for not showing her his prick, she felt embarrassed that she had shown her son her naked body, especially when he didn't appear to want to return the favor. She felt even more embarrassed that, upon his command, she had bent over in front of her son and allowed him to cup and finger her pussy. Now filled with shame and remorse, maybe in the way that she feared too, he feared what would happen next if he showed his mother his naked cock.
Obviously frightening him by sexually pressuring him, maybe she had been too aggressive in allowing him to see her naked body. Maybe she should have teased him more first before removing her robe. Maybe under the pretense of Valentine's Day, she should have kissed her son and slipped him her tongue while feeling his cock through his jeans. Maybe getting him more in the mood for romance and for sex, she should have allowed him to touch and feel her tits through her bathrobe before getting naked.
"You must," she said. "Please Tommy, I need to see your—"
Stopping her in mid-sentence with open mouth and bulging eyes, he lowered and removed his underwear to show his mother his big prick.
"Here it is," he said looking at her staring at him.
"Wow!" She looked from his cock to look up at him before staring back down at his big prick. "You have the biggest prick I've ever seen in my life and I've seen some big ones in my day, while working as a lifeguard," she said. Not daring to tell her son how many men's cock she's felt in her hand, sucked in her mouth, and fucked in her pussy, she didn't want him to know her as the whore she's always been. Briefly she looked up at her son before returning her focused stare to his cock again. "I've never seen a cock so big," she said with a nervous laugh. So wanting to touch him and take him in her hand to stroke him, she paused while staring at her son's penis. "Have you measure it?"
"Yes," he said.
She looked up at him wild-eyed.
"How big is it?"
She stared up at him waiting for him to respond before looking down with her eyes automatically locked onto his giant cock.
"Ten inches," he said.
"Ten inches? Wow! And it's so big around too. No wonder why Jenny, Marsha, Rachel, Christine, and Julie broke up with you? How would they ever wrap their hands around that monster? How would they ever fit that thing in their mouths? How would they ever—"
"Mom. Please stop. You're embarrassing me. You're making me feel sad. I feel bad enough as it is."
"Sorry. I didn't realized that I was saying what I was thinking out loud," she said. As if debating what she was about to say, she put a finger to her lip before blurting out her question. "Does it get any bigger than that?"
"Sometimes," he said, "when I'm really sexually excited or when I'm, you know, masturbating. Instead of getting very much longer, it grows harder and wider."
Opening her mouth to accept her finger as if she was accepting her son's cock inside, she was bold enough to blurt her next question. With her hand poised at the ready to touch it, she looked up at her son while waiting for him to answer.
"May I touch it?"
He looked down at his cock before staring at his mother and before dropping his focused stare to leer at her naked breasts.
"Only if you allow me to feel your breasts," he said staring at her exposed breasts as if he was asking for a second helping of dessert.
In the way that he looked down at his naked cock, she looked down at her naked tits before they both looked up at one another. Now in the way that she was staring at his cock, he was staring at her tits.
"Okay," she said as if she was wrestling with the thoughts of saying no to him. As ridiculous as him saying no to her touching his cock, she'd never say no to him feeling her tits. "Just not my nipples because—"
Too late, before she could even answer, he was already fondling her C cup breasts while fingering her nipples. Rubbing them and pulling them, he showed as much excited interest in her nipples as he did for her breasts.
"Tommy no. Not my nipples. I mean it. Please don't touch my nipples," she said pulling away from him and falling into herself with her arms covering her breasts as if protecting herself from being hit by someone or something.
Caught up in the spur of the moment and afraid of what she'd sexually do when aroused after he started fingering her nipples, she felt bad that she raised her voice to him. Wanting nothing more than having him finger and suck her nipples, she felt worse that she denied her son the feel of all of her tits, including her nipples. Only, sexually excited enough as she was, if he sexually excited her anymore, she'd suck his cock. If he sexually excited her anymore, she'd allow her son to cum in her mouth. If he sexually excited her anymore, she'd allow her son to force that huge cock inside of her pussy.
"Why? I love your nipples Mom. You're nipples are so big and hard. I love your big nipples. I love your big tits."
He loved her big nipples. He loved her big tits. She closed her eyes and swooned at the thought of her son fingering her nipples before sucking her nipples.
"Because you'll get me sexually excited and I'm already sexually excited enough with you seeing me naked and with me seeing your big cock," she said turning red. "Even though I'm your mother, I'm still a woman. Even though you're my son, you're still a man."
Already having second thoughts about not allowing her son to have his wicked way with her nipples and any other part of her body, she wondered if he'd allow her to touch his cock if she gave him permission to finger her nipples. Only with her touching his cock and him fingering her nipples, there's no telling what would happen next.



"Go ahead Mom. Touch me," he said. "I want you to touch me."
As if he was going to put a hand to the back of her head and have her suck him, he stepped closer to her give her free access his penis. Not wasting any time, without embarrassment or shame, as if feeling a ripe piece of fruit in the produce section of the supermarket, she reached out and touched the head of his penis with her fingertips while looking up at him. Feeling the head of his cock as if she was feeling the end of a cucumber in the supermarket, she stared at his penis while he fondled her breasts. As soon as he fingered her nipples, her cue to put her caution aside, she wrapped her fingers around his cock and slowly stroked her son.
"Oh, my. Oh, my God, Tommy. It's so big. It's so hard. It's so spectacular. What woman wouldn't love this?" She fondled the head of his cock as if contemplating what she was about to say next.
"Thank you Mom but you're biased. You're my mother. You'd say that even if you didn't believe that," he said.
"So with that logic in mind, am I to deduce that you don't love my big tits, as you said you did?"
"I love you big tits Mom."
"Then, with that logic in mind, am I to deduce that you don't love my big nipples, as you said you did?"
"I love your big nipples Mom."
"And I love your big cock Tommy," she said.
"Thank you," he said accepting her compliment.
They felt silent while he felt his mother's breasts and she felt his cock. Then, she said what she hoped he'd have her do.
"Has anyone taken you in their mouth?" She looked up at him when he didn't answer him. "Has anyone ever sucked your cock?" Again when he didn't answer her, she looked up at him again before rephrasing her question to ask him a third question. "Has anyone ever blown you?"
Waiting an eternity for him to answer his questions, she was more focused on his cock than she was on his conversation and, obviously, he was more focused on her tits than on the conversation. Staring at his cock while holding it in her hand and fondling it, he stared at her naked breasts while holding them in his hands and fondling them.
"No," he said finally. "I've never had sex."
As if God rewarded her with a virgin of a son for having such a cheating bastard of a husband, she couldn't believe he's a virgin. He's never had sex? She couldn't believe her ears. Making sure she heard correctly, she asked him to answer her question again.
"Pardon? Did you say you never had sex?"
This time she looked at him to see if he was telling the truth. Having taught lots of virgin men in her sexual life, she was looking forward to teaching her son about having sex with a woman, that is, if he wanted her help.
"I've never had sex, other than with my own hand," he said. "I've never had sex with a woman," he said again, this time with sad and hopefully expectant eyes.
She could tell by his eyes that he was telling her the truth. Her son never had sex. He never had a blowjob. She couldn't believe her son was a virgin when he had such a big cock. Such a waste of his big prick for him not to sexually satisfy some lucky woman. If only she wasn't his mother, she suck and fuck him right now.
"Seriously? You've never had a blowjob?"
Involuntarily, she wetted her lips with her tongue and tossing her long, blonde hair back with a flick of her head as if she was getting ready to suck her son and, truth be told, she was getting ready for sex.
"No."
Amazed that no woman has ever had his cock in her mouth, she couldn't believe it.
"You've never had a hand job?"
Slowly she stroked him while looking at him again to see if he was being honest with her and sadly, he was.
"No," he said.
She couldn't believe her son never had a hand job or a blowjob.
"So, you've never had sexual intercourse?"
Already knowing the answer to her question but nonetheless shocked that she'd even have to ask him such a question, maybe he'd be agreeable to her breaking his cherry. Only with her being his mother, bad enough that she was sitting there naked while holding her son's big prick in her hand, she couldn't give him sex. Even though she so wanted to, how could she give him sex? He was her son and she was his mother.
With that memory of her naked son humping her mouth and/or pounding her pussy, she'd never be able to look him in the eye again. If he was to marry and have children, how could she look at her future daughter-in-law and future grandchildren without having the memory of their incestuous, sexual encounter? On of all day, the day of love, Valentine's Day, if she was to give her son sex, even though she'd feel so good about having sex with him now, she'd feel so guilty later. She'd feel like the whore that she is and has always been.
"No."
Tempted to ask him if he wanted her to show him what it feels like to make love to a woman, what better gift could she give him for Valentine's Day than that. Being the wicked whore that she was, she enjoyed the thought that every Valentine's Day for the rest of his life, he'd remember having sex with his mother. Only, she couldn't ask him if he wanted her to make him a man. She was his mother and not some prostitute that his father surely would have taken him to get laid had he still been in the picture.
"Tommy, you poor, poor man. You have no idea what you're missing," she said while still slowly stroking her son's cock.
If nothing else, she'd like to see him cum. She wouldn't mind giving him hand job. She could at least do that for him. What's wrong with a hand job between mother and son? That's barely incest, is it? Easy for her to justify her having incestuous sex with her son when she's sitting on his bed naked and she's holding his prick in his hand, she just needed him to ask for her help.
"Can you show me?"
To be continued...
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Becky finds a way to get what she wants while giving Brian what he wants. She agrees gangbang all of her husband's friends in exchange for him buying her a new car, giving her a new kitchen, and buying her the fur coat and diamond ring that he promised to buy her years ago.
Ready to change the rules a bit more in her favor, her way of getting everything that she so wanted for so very long, Becky wondered how she could use what her husband wants from her to get what she wants from him. Totally against having sex with any man but her husband, after saying no for three years, she relented and agreed to have sex with two of her friends, after she dreamt about doing his two friends.
As if envisioning the whole sexy scenario of Jack and Tony seeing her tied to the bed naked and having sex with her, Becky was now excited about them seeing her naked and having sex with them. Now yearning to know what it feels like to have sex with another man other than her husband, Brian, she could almost feel his two friends touching her and feeling her where no wife should ever be touched and felt by a man other than her husband. Wanting and needing to masturbate over the thought of having sex with them, she could just imagine Jack fingering her while eating her pussy. She could just imagine sucking his Jack's cock while Tony fingered her and licked her pussy. After giving Jack a blowjob, she imagined taking Tony's cock in her mouth too.
With her becoming sexually aroused over the thoughts of doing both men while her husband watched and masturbated, it occurred to her, as her way of getting everything that she so wanted and everything that she so deserved, why not do more of his friends? Originally Brian wanted her to do four of his friends while she only agreed to do one of his friends, Jack, his best looking friend. With her now agreeing to having sex with two of her friends, now for her to get all that she wants and all that was promised to her, she'd willingly agree to have sex with four of his friends. Moreover, not seeing much of a difference having sex with two or with four of his friends, with a gangbang being a gangbang, if she willingly agreed to have sex with four of his friends, then she'd willingly agree to have a gangbang.
Yet, for her to be so sexually used and abused by his Brian's friends, wanting him to up the ante, her husband would have to agree to give her all that he promised to buy her in the past but still hasn't. So long as her husband agreed to give her a new kitchen and buy her the fur coat and diamond that he promised to buy her so long ago, in addition to her new car, she'd agree to have sex with all four of his friends. She'd agree for them to gangbang her. Being that she agreed to do two of his friends anyway, why not get it over with and do all of his friends? If she only did two of his friends, knowing that he'd bring up her having sex with more of his friends again anyway, as a onetime offer, why not give him all that he wants now instead of having to go through this again later? Done with swinging sex, hopefully, she'd never have to go through with this ever again.
"Brian?"
Becky called her husband from the kitchen and waited for him to get up from his chair, turn off the TV, and give her his undivided attention.
"What is it Becky?"
Never getting up from his chair and immediately turning off the TV before, he walked to the kitchen. He was so much more solicitous of her now that she agreed to have sex with two of his friends.
"We need to talk."
Ready to return to the living room and turn on his TV, he looked at her as if to say, we are talking. We're talking now.
"Talk? What about?"
As if unable to walk any further where he'd be out of the range of the remote control of the cable box, he said from the threshold between the living room and the kitchen.
"I was just thinking," she said while giving him that naughty smile she gives him when she wants him to do her a favor.
He looked at her and grimaced a smile.
"Oh, oh," he said. "Why do I always feel as if I'm Ricky and you're Lucy, whenever you tell me that you've been thinking?" He looked at her looking at him. "Okay, I'll bite. Tell me what you were thinking."
Knowing he'd be pleased about her agreeing to a four, man gangbang, along with the new car that he's already agreed to buy her, she just hoped that he'd go for it all in buying her a new kitchen, a fur coat, and a diamond ring. It wasn't as if she was blackmailing him to buy her all these things. These were things he had already promised to buy her so very long ago. He promised to buy her a diamond when they were engaged fifteen years ago and never did. He promised to buy her a fur coat on their tenth anniversary and five years later, he still hasn't. He's promised to buy her a new kitchen ever since they bought the house and he hasn't done that either. As far as she's concerned, he owes her and if he wants her to do his friends, he needs to open his wallet and buy her all that he promised he would.
"Well, instead of doing just two of your friends. What if I did four of your friends?"
Knowing there'd be a reaction in the way of his football team winning the Super Bowl, she stood and waited for his exuberant response.
"What?" He looked at her with a face full of sexually excited surprise. "You'd do four of my friends instead of just two? Seriously? Are you kidding me? No way! I can't believe you just agreed to have group sex with all of my friends," he said staring at her with a happy smile. "You'd make me the happiest man on Earth," he said.
"Seriously, I'll do four of your friends instead of just two of your friends," she said returning his smile.
"Oh my God, Becky. I can't believe this. I feel as if I just won the lottery," he said looking at her looking at him. "Wait," he said looking at her as if she was a used car salesman trying to sell him a used car.
"What?"
She looked at him annoyed that he didn't just jump at her offer to so his four friends in a nasty gangbang.
"I don't get it. Why would you now agree to do four of my friends now all of a sudden, when for three years, I had such a difficult time in getting you to agree to do any of my friends? What's the catch? Why would you suddenly want to do four of my friends when it was such an issue for you to do two of my friends?"
As if she just ate the canary, she smiled her best Cheshire cat smile.
"Well, of course, along with Jack and Tony, I get to pick the two other of your friends that I'd agree to do."
"Okay, that's not a problem. I agree for you to choose whichever two of my friends you want to add to our little, private party," he said. "Yet, knowing you in the way that I do, I know there's something else that you want for you to agree to pull a train."
She looked at him and smiled in the way that she smiled at him before telling him that her mother and/or her sister was coming for an extended visit. Yet, her mother and/or sister weren't coming to visit her. What she had in mind was much better than that.
"The catch is, for you to get what you so want, you must give me what I so want," she said.
Knowing she had him over a barrel, she looked at him and smiled. She knew after agreeing to a gangbang that he'd do along with whatever she wanted.
"Okay, I'll play your game. Besides a forty-thousand dollar plus new car," he said looking at her with attitude and as if he was ready to calculate the monetary cost of her new, additional demands. "What is it that you so want?"
She gave him her best cheesecake smile. The one she usually gives him when she wants him to take her out somewhere.
"Nothing that I having been asking you for and nothing that you haven't already promised to buy me before," she said so innocently batting her long eye lashes over her big, brown eyes.
Giving him the full effect of what she so wanted and what she so needed, she stood by the old stove, opened the door of the outdated refrigerator, opened the door of their old dishwasher, and opened and closed a few of her broken cabinet doors before turning her attention to the sink.
"Okay, okay, I get it. I really don't need to ask you what you want, to know what you want," he said. "In addition to the car, you want me to buy you more food to stockpile the kitchen and new dishes and silverware. Right?"
"Brian?"
"Just kidding. You want the new kitchen that you've been asking me to buy you for years and that I promised to buy you but never did," he said.
"Yes," she said. "What else?"
"What else? You mean for you to gangbang my four friends, there's more than me buying you a forty-thousand plus dollar new Mustang GT and spending God knows how much for a new kitchen, at least fifty or sixty thousand dollars."
"Yes," she said unabashed.
He looked at her with guilt.
"You want the fur coat that I promised to buy you on our tenth anniversary but never did," she said rolling his eyes. "Right? Is that it?"
"Yes," she said. "What else?"
She gave him her best smile.
"Oh, God, there's more? For you to gangbang my friends is really going to cost me, isn't it?"
The proud smile that a wife gives her husband, she gave him the same smile that she gave him when he promised he'd buy her a fur coat and a diamond ring. She gave him the same smile now that she gave him when they were on their Honeymoon in Bermuda, and when each of their children were born.
"If you want me to give you what you want, then you must give me what I want," she said.
As if there was a silent drumroll, she waited for his response.
"Okay, okay, I agree to buy you the diamond ring that I promised to buy you when we were first engaged but never did. Right? Am I right? That's it isn't it?"
She looked at him with a sense of satisfaction that the pressure of having to ask her again for all the things he promised her and never bought her was over.
"Yes," she said.
Knowing he would, even though his sexual foray into a dark place outside of his marriage would cost him a small fortune, she waited for him to agree to her new demands.
"So, lemme get this straight," he said counting off on his fingers. "Between buying the new car, giving you a new kitchen, and buying you a fur coat and a diamond ring, this is going to cost me about one-hundred-fifty-thousand dollars," he said.
She looked at him, sighed, made a face, and rolled her eyes.
"It isn't as if you don't have the money Brian. Your father left you a small fortune when he died and you haven't spent a penny of it," she said. "Knowing you, forgetting about all the promises you made me and the new car that I so desperately need, I figured you'd buy yourself a new truck, a new boat, and/or a new camper, along with season football tickets."
Waiting for him to agree to her terms was excruciating. Yet, in a way, Brian asking her to do his friends couldn't have come at a better time. After saying no to him for three years to have sex with his friends, she was now ready to do whatever she needed to do to get all that she wanted.
"Okay, okay, for you to do all four of my friends, is that it, the car, the kitchen, the coat, and the ring?"
"Yes," she said.
He looked at her as if he had an epiphany.
"Now that I'm opening the vault, maybe I should treat myself and buy a new truck, a new boat, a new camper, and season football tickets too," he said with excitement.
"You should treat yourself," said Becky. "You work hard and deserve to have all those things that you so enjoy having."
He looked at her with lust in the way that he always looks at her.
"Okay, I agree to buy you everything that I promised to buy you for you to pull a train with my friends," he said smiling at her as if she had just told him that she was getting a big raise with a huge bonus. "So, are we done here? Is that it? Is that all that you want?"
She looked at him with the same look that she gave him when she asked for him to agree to buy her all that he promised.
"No," she said looking at him in the way that he always looked at her when he was about to say something so sexually inappropriate to her. "There's just one more thing."
"One more thing? Seriously? Are you kidding me? What else could you possibly want? What now? What is it? Tell me. I really need to know. If it's new shoes, you can buy those yourself," he said with defiance. "You earn nearly as much as I do."
"All of my money goes to household expenses Brian. You know that and all of your money goes in your pocket and secret bank accounts," she said with attitude.
"Okay, okay, what is it now? What more do you want from me now to do the one lousy thing that I ask you to do, have a gangbang with my friends?" As soon as he said that, he started laughing.
Even he thought that was a ridiculous statement.
"It's something sexual?"
Immediately, he stopped laughing.
"Something sexual?" He looked at her in the way she always looked at him whenever he was asking her to flash his friends. "What would you want that's more sexual than having my four friends see you naked, touch you, feel you, and lick your pussy before you suck their cocks?"
Already knowing his reaction to her request, she gave him an uncomfortable smile.
"I want them all to fuck me," she said.
He looked stunned. He looked angry. He looked at her as if she was nuts.
"What? You want them all to fuck you?"
Waiting for her to respond, he stared at her as if to make sure that he heard her correctly.
"Yes, I want to have sexual intercourse with all of them. Being that you're the only man I've ever known sexually, I want to know that it's like to have four different men make love to me before fucking me," she said giving him a naughty look. "That's what a gangbang is after all, sucking and fucking, isn't it?"
Easier for her to get all that she wanted materialistically, she knew to get what she wanted sexually would be the tricky part of her negotiation.
"Oh, no, no way. I won't disrespect you, my wife, by having my four friends fuck you," he said. "That's just wrong. That's just nasty. Sorry, Becky, but that will never happen."
She sighed, rolled her eyes, made a face, and shrugged again.
"It's not disrespectful enough for you to tie me to the bed naked and blindfolded me while your friends have their wicked, sexual way with my naked body and while I suck their cocks and they cum in my mouth and I swallow their cum? With me sucking them all instead of fucking them all, how could they already be more disrespectful of me, your wife, than that? If you and all of your friends are going to have some sexy fun, then I want to have some sexy fun too," she said.
Brian looked at his wife. Being that it was her body and with him obviously having no choice in the matter, he seemed ready to having his four friends fuck his wife. In the way that she relented to have two of his friends see her naked, touch and feel her, and lick her pussy, instead of having none of his friends having sex with her, obviously, he needed to relent too. He needed to allow her to have her little fuck fest to go along with her suck orgy.
"Other than Jack and Tony, which other two of my friends would you want to do you?"
He looked at his wife with as much curiosity as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Probably Mike and Jim. They're both kind of sexy," she said.
As if in thought, he nodded his head.
"So, it's a deal. I order you a new car, redo the kitchen, and buy you a fur coat and a diamond ring for you to suck and fuck Jack, Tony, Mike, and Jim," he said.
Becky nodded to him in the way that he just nodded to her.
"Yes," she said.
Still in shock that she agreed to a gangbang with his four friends, what would get her through the experience would be to think of her new car, her new kitchen, her fur coat, and her diamond ring. One night of nasty sex with four men and she'd receive years of pleasure from all that her husband would buy her. Sadly, it took her to prostitute herself to get all that she wanted and all that her husband had already promised to buy her but didn't.
"Okay, a gangbang it is," he said. "But you're going to have to give me plenty of pillow talk and sex whenever and wherever I want it," he said. "Moreover..."
* * * * *
"Moreover? Oh no. No moreover," she said shooting him a dirty look. "Moreover what?"
Having already opened Pandora's Box in agreeing to a gangbang, she shouldn't be surprised that there was more in the box to surface.
"If I agree to something sexual for you in allowing you to fuck my four friends, you must do something sexual for me too," he said.
Good God. With her agreeing to gangbang his four friends, what more sexual could there be?
"Something sexual for you? What else do you want me to sexually do for you that I'm not already agreeing to sexually do now?" She gave him a nervous, little laugh.
Brian looked at his wife as if debating what he was about to say next.
"The next time that your mother and/or sister stays overnight," he said. "I want—"
"My mother? My sister? Oh, God, what now? Not my mother and sister, Brian," she said with a pained look on her face while not allowing him to finish his request. "That's just wrong. That's just nasty. No, I can't do that. I won't do that, not with either of them. I'd be so embarrassed," she said.
Now he was the one who sighed and rolled his eyes.
"You haven't even given me a chance to tell you what I want you to do," he said.
She shook her head as if already saying no to his perverse request.
"I already have a good idea what you'd want to do with my mother and/or sister," she said sighing, making a sour face, and rolling her eyes again.
"Just hear what I have to say first Becky," he said.
"Okay, go ahead and tell me what it is you want but it better not be nasty Brian or I'll call off this whole think and drive the shit car that I have now and live with the crappy kitchen that I've had to live with for fifteen years," she said.
Again as if there was a silent drumroll, he looked at her before speaking.
"I want you to expose them to me," he said.
"Pardon?"
She knew what he said, she just couldn't believe that he said it. It wasn't enough that he wanted her to humiliate herself by having group sex with his friends, now he wanted to include her mother and sister in his debauchery too. Seemingly the perverse sex life of Brian never ends.
"I want to see them naked," he said.
"What? Oh, my God, Brian. That's so gross? You want to see my mother naked?"
"Yes," he said.
"Why?"
"Your mother's hot. She's an older version of you. I wouldn't mind seeing her without her clothes," he said.
"And you want to see my baby sister naked too?"
"Yes, of course," he said. "Who wouldn't? Being that you two could be twins, identical twins. Seeing your sister naked will remind me what you looked like five years ago."
"Asshole," she said punching him in the shoulder. "And how in the Hell am I supposed to accomplish you seeing my mother and sister naked?"
"I don't know, you figure it out. Maybe the next time you're in the bathroom with your mother, while she's showering and you're doing your hair, you call me to get something, a towel perhaps. Instead of knocking or leaving it by the door, I just barge right in," he said.
"Actually, my mother is easy to see naked. I know how you can see my Mom naked," she said with a dirty laugh.
"How?"
"She always walks around wearing just her loose towel after her shower while doing her hair," she said. "When she puts her arms up to do her hair, her towel always slips down enough for you to see most of her tits."
"Yeah? So?"
"She's very ticklish. Before she emerges from the bathroom, you go in her room, as if to fix something and come up behind her and I'll tickle her. Then, when her towel falls and with her not knowing you're there in the room, you'll be right there to see her naked," she said.



"I like that idea. We can do the same thing to your sister when she visits too," he said.
"Don't bother. We don't have to go through all of that trouble. My sister would walk around you naked, if I told her it was okay for her to do that," she said. "Actually if we got them drunk enough, both my mother and sister would probably have sex with you, if you weren't my husband."
"What if you told them it was okay for them to have sex with me?"
"Sex?" She looked at him as if he had just stabbed her.
"Yes, sex with my mother-in-law and/or sister-in-law would be so frigging hot," he said.
"It's not enough that you want to include me in having them flash their naked bodies to you and now you want to have sex with them?"
"C'mon Becky. What's the big deal? It's just sex," he said.
"I dunno Brian. Showing you their naked bodies is one thing but, too much like incest, having sex with them is something else. Gees, don't pressure me to do things like that, especially with my mother and sister. Now that I think more about it, maybe that's a line we shouldn't cross," she said.
"I know," he said.
"What? You know what?"
"With me standing there while talking to them, what if snuck up behind me and you purposely pulled down my bathing trunks while we were out by the pool," he said.
"So, not only do you want to see my mother and sister naked but also you expect my help in flashing them your cock?"
"Yes," he said.
"Actually that would work," she said with a laugh. "With them sitting on lawn chairs, I could sneak up behind you when you're standing in front of my mother and/or sister for them to have a better look at your cock. Being that you truly believe my mother and sister are cock hungry enough to lust over your sorry ass, I'm sure that both my Mom and sister would love to see your cock," she said sighing and rolling her eyes again while making a sour face.
"Don't be so negative Becky. They've both given me the eye more than once. Of course, it would work better if we all had been drinking," he said as if he was thinking more about flashing his mother-in-law and sister-in-law.
"You're right. It would work better, at least for me, if I got stinking drunk," she said with a laugh. "If my sister and/or mother were a little tipsy, I'm sure they'd let you touch them and feel them when in the deep, dark end of the pool," said Becky teasing him.
"Wow! Do you really think they would allow me to feel them up in the deep end of the pool?"
"Sure, why not. Maybe you should try that first Brian. I know my sister has always had a crush on you. While you were both alone in the pool, it wouldn't surprise me if she stuck her hand down your bathing suit if she thought that no one could see and no one was watching. Definitely, being the slut that she is, she'd let you suck her tits while you fingered her pussy," she said with a dirty laugh. "I wouldn't be surprised if she and/or my mother sucked your cock."
"Oh my God, I'm so excited. I had no idea your mother and sister were such sluts," he said. "And I only mean that in a good way Becky," he said.
"Actually, I'm the one in the family who's not slutty," she said with a laugh, "and here I am about to have a gangbang with four of your friends," she said shaking her head with sadness.
"So don't forget. If I agree to have my four friends fuck you, you have to allow me to have some fun with your mother and sister the next time they visit."
"Whatever Brian," she said.
"I mean it Becky. I want you to arrange for me to have some sexy fun with your mother and sister," he said.
"So long as you order me a new car, give me a new kitchen, and allow me to buy my fur and diamond, you may do whatever you want with my mother and sister, so long as they're agreeable flashing you, you flashing them, and to having sex with you," she said.
To be continued...
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A hands-on master class, mother teaches virgin son about the birds and the bees.
As if he could read her mind, she couldn't believe he asked what she was thinking of doing. On the pretense of showing him how to have sex, she'd be having sex with her son. Playing her game of being the innocent mother, she knew what he meant but she was compelled to ask the question again, nonetheless. If she was going to give him incestuous sex, then she needed him to seduce her. Better that she'd be his reluctant victim than his willing volunteer.
"Pardon? Sorry. I didn't understand your question. Can I show you what?"
Just to make sure that there was no misunderstanding his meaning, she needed him to spell out what he wanted and expected her to do. She looked from his cock to look up at his face before looking back down at his cock again.
"Can you show me?"
This time, with a toss of his head in the direction of her naked body and with a sexy, come hither look, he emphasized the meaning of his question without verbalizing the meaning of his question.
"Show you what?"
Pretending that she didn't understand his meaning, wanting him to say the words by asking her specific and explicit questions, she played Mickey the dunce until he did. She needed him to ask her exactly what he wanted. She needed him to tell her so that he wouldn't throw it up in her face later or harbor ill will feelings towards her for seducing him. She'd much rather that the onus of incestuous sex be on him instead of being on her.
Again, she knew what he meant but she was once again compelled to ask him to repeat his question in more specific and explicit detail. If her son wants her to physically, graphically, sexually, and explicitly teach him about the birds and the bees, then he must say so. Nevertheless, she couldn't believe that her son wants her to give him sex. Wow! He wants her to be his first sexual partner and in the way she felt about her son and about giving him sex, maybe he'd be her last sexual partner.
Obviously for him to ask her to show him about sex, not only does he want his mother to show him how to have sex with a woman but also he wants to have sex with her. Obviously knowing full well that the only way she could show him how to have sex with a woman is by having sex with her, he wants his mother to have sex with him. Unable to wrap her brain around her son asking her for sex, being that she always thought she was the predator and not him, she had to repeat to herself what she was thinking. Her son wanted to have sex with her.
As nervous as she was sexually excited, absolutely, she'd show him how to have sex with a woman. A win/win for both, while she gave him the experience of learning how to have sex, he'd finally rid her of her horny mood. Even if they only had sex for the one time, that would be enough to give her plenty of sexual fodder to masturbate over later. Without a doubt, experiencing her son sexually wouldn't make her as horny later.
"I'm asking you to teach me how to have sex with a woman? I need to know what it feels like to make love to a woman," he said.
As if she put the words in his mouth, as if she was experiencing her sexual fantasy, she couldn't believe what she was hearing. Tommy wants to have sex with her. Tommy wants her to show him how to make love to a woman.
"What? How to have sex? I don't understand," she said torturing him by sexually teasing him. "What?"
As if she was Brett, played by Frank Whaley, in Pulp Fiction, and involuntarily saying 'what' just before Samuel L. Jackson, as Jules Winnfield, shoots him in the shoulder for saying 'what' one too many times, even after he dared him to say 'what' again, she couldn't help herself from saying 'what'. Teasing him in to telling her exactly what he wanted and what he expected her to do, she was beside herself with sexual excitement.
"Who better to teach me about sex than my mother? Who better to make love to me than my Mom," he said. "Who better to suck my cock?"
Light headed and dizzy from thinking about making love to her son after sucking his cock, she thought she'd faint from sexual excitement. How could she possibly disagree with that logic? With yes a given answer, never would she ever turn him down for sex, especially after her just asked her for sex. They looked at one another without saying anything before Kathryn finally spoke.
"I don't know Tommy. That's incest," she said playing the innocent mother again while making him feel like the incestuous son. "It would be wrong for me to have sex with you," she said and not believing what she was saying in turning down her son for sex.
Truth be told, she couldn't wait to have sex with her son. Truth be told, if he wasn't seducing her, she'd be seducing him. As if she was a nun, she was acting too much like his mother should act than acting like the whore that she truly was. As if he was the sexually experienced one being seduced, she was the innocent virgin trying to maintain her virginity, instead of the other way around. Yet, sexually aroused well past the point of no return, not taking no for an answer, he challenged her answer with his question. As if she was the one so opposed to having incestuous sex with her son, she made him appear that he was the one who so wanted to have incestuous sex with his mother and not her wanting to have incestuous sex with her son. Truth be told, they were both equally as guilty of wanting to have incestuous sex with one another.
"With you sitting there naked while holding my cock in your hand, isn't what we're doing now incestuous?"
As if she just had the epiphany that she needed to have to have sex with her own son, an easy leap for her to make, she agreed with his logical observation.
"I guess," she said. "I was holding your cock only because I thought there may be something wrong with your penis after you told me that there was a problem with your penis," she said continue to fondle his cock and slowly stroke his cock while talking to him.
Only, not even giving her a second to think about what she was going to do, in the way that he commanded her to bend over before he reached out his hand and cupped her pussy and fingered her slit, he was pressuring her in that same way now. Actually, leaving her some wiggle room if he was to blame her for seducing him years from now, she could always say that he wanted to have sex with her as much as she wanted to have sex with him. He reached up to trace her lips with her finger. She closed her eyes and kissed his finger and when he pulled her bottom lip forward, she opened her mouth to take his finger inside. As if his finger was his cock, she opened her eyes to stare at him while licking and sucking his finger.
"Take me in your mouth Mom. Suck my cock," he said.
She moved her mouth away from his finger to stare down at his cock while she continued to slowly stroke him.
"Oh, Tommy," she said.
Then, when she looked up at him with her big, blue eyes, he gave her his reason why he wanted her to take him in her mouth. He told her what she needed for her to blow her son.
"I want to know what it feels like to have a woman suck me," he said. "Who better to show me than you, my mother?"
As if he was asking her to take him for ice cream, how could she say no to that? Her sexual fantasy come true, she couldn't believe that her son wanted her to suck him. After having masturbated so very many times while thinking about blowing her son, here she was about to suck her son. Nevertheless, not wanting him to think of her as the whore that she is, even though she continued to stroke him and even though she couldn't wait to take him in her mouth, she needed to play the reluctant mother.
"Tommy. I can't suck you, my own son. I'm your mother," she said. "You'd never respect me if I blew you."
In the way that she looked at him, it was as if she was trying to think of a reason why she couldn't and shouldn't suck him, she couldn't think of a reason why she couldn't and shouldn't suck her son. Difficult to come up with a reason why she couldn't suck him when he was fondling her tits and fingering her nipples, and she was holding his cock in her hand while fondling his big prick and slowly stroking his big prick, she knew she'd be sucking him. With no reasons coming to mind, there was no way that she wouldn't take him in her mouth and blow him.
"Please Mom. Please?"
He asked her to blow him in the way that he pleaded for a toy when they walked through a store when he was a child. Only, nice that he was begging her to blow him, something that she could use in her defense should he ever throw in her face the fact that she sucked him, he didn't have to beg her to blow him. Being that she's fantasized so often about sucking him while masturbating herself, after having visualized him cumming in her mouth and her swallowing while he fondled her big tits and fingered her nipples, she had already made up her mind to suck him. If only he knew that she wanted to suck his cock as much as he wanted her to suck his cock. If only he knew she couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth. As soon as he removed his underwear and showed her his monster of a prick, she had already made up her mind to suck him.
"Seriously? You want me to blow you? My own son? How can I suck you and have you still respect me as your mother?"
Unable to remove her eyes from his dick, she visualized sucking her son before breaking her focused stare to make eye contact with him.
"Yes, Mom, I want you to blow me and I'd respect you even more if you sucked me," he said. "Please Mom, I need to know what it feels like to have my cock in a woman's mouth and what better woman to suck me than my mother?"
What better woman to suck him than his mother, again, how could she debate that logic? So surreal and as if in shock, she repeated her question just to hear his answer again.
"You want me to suck your cock? You really want me to take you in my mouth?" She still held his cock in her hand while fondling him and staring up at him. "Are you sure?"
Just as she couldn't believe that he asked her to suck him, practically begging her to blow him, she couldn't believe she was ready to suck her son. She couldn't believe that she so wanted to blow her son. After all of the sexual partners she's had in her life, she couldn't believe that it's come to this and that she was ready to have sex with her son. She needed to pause and revel in the moment before committing herself and taking her son's prick in her mouth.
Once she accepted his cock past her lips, there'd be no turning back. A bond that they could never break, mother and son would forever be incestuously together not just as mother and son but as forbidden lovers. Never imagining how a mother could have sex with her son when she watched those horrible people on Jerry Springer, here she was about to commit the same sin. Yet, having already made her decision to suck her son, even that horrid of image of trailer trash people having sex with their blood related kinfolk wasn't enough for her to change her mind.
"Yes Mom. Please Mom?"
With her sitting there naked while holding his big cock in her hand, doomed to have incestuous sex with her son, there was no way that she wouldn't give her son oral sex.
"If I agree to blow you, you must promise not to cum in my mouth," she said while wishing he would cum in her mouth.
Actually, being that it's been such a long time since a man ejaculated his seed in her mouth, not only wouldn't she mind him cumming in her mouth but also she couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth. In fact, as if paying her a compliment for giving him a great blowjob, her way of knowing that he loved her giving him a blowjob just as much as she'd love giving him a blowjob, she'd love for her son to cum in her mouth. Enjoying the experience of controlling a man with her mouth and tongue while stroking him with her hand, and with her son no different from any other man in wanting her to suck his cock, she took it as a compliment when a man exploded his cum in her mouth.
"I promise not to cum in your mouth Mom," he said.
Stroking him while looking up at him as if contemplating her indecision to cross the incestuous line with her son, she knew that once she had his prick in her mouth that it would be easy to suck him. Closing her eyes while visualizing sucking him, she thought of all the Valentine's Day blowjobs she's given men for them remembering her with merely a card, some flowers, and a box of candy. Continuing the tradition of sucking a cock on Valentine's Day, after breaking with tradition for years by not sucking anyone's cock, here she was about to suck her son's big prick. Actually, with him being so big, even bigger than his father, she couldn't wait to stretch her lips over his erect prick.
While still slowly stroking him, she looked up at him before leaning forward to lick the head of his cock with her tongue and before taking him in her mouth. Stroking him faster while sucking him, she continued looking seductively up at him, something not so easy to do with her mouth so rammed full with his giant cock. Being that he never had sex before, other than with his own hand, she knew that it wouldn't take him long to cum and it certainly didn't. Surprising even her with the quickness and with the sheer volume of his ejaculation, he exploded a huge volume of cum in her mouth. Since she's never been a spitter and not knowing what else to do with a mouthful of her son's cum, she swallowed.
Then, as soon as she released her son from her lips, as if removing the pressure built up in a champagne bottle when removing the cork, he exploded another volume of cum all over her face, hair, and tits. It's been a long while since she's had a facial and to receive a cum bath from her son was as exciting as it was disturbing. Stunned but so sexually excited, she remained there with her mouth open and with the shocked look of surprise on her face while gazing up at her son and laughing.
She just blew her son. She couldn't believe she just sucked her son. He just ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed. Is there nothing she wouldn't do for her son? With that in mind, she couldn't wait to make love to him before fucking him. It was one thing for her to take her son's prick in her mouth but as graphic evidence that she had incestuous sex with her son by giving him a blowjob, with him cumming in her mouth and all over her face, hair, and tits, the proof was all over her.
"Oh, my God, Tommy," she said laughing while not wanting him to feel bad. "You gave me quite the cum bath," she said grabbing tissues from his nightstand that she imagined he used while masturbating with the thoughts of having sex with her. "I have your cum all over me. There's cum everywhere," she said wiping herself with more tissues.
Glad that she could satisfy both of their sexual fantasies at the same time, she looked up at him with his cum dripping from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her lips, and her chin. Covered with her son's cum, she was such an incestuous sight to see. A familiar feeling for her, being that she gave so very many blowjobs in her young, carefree days and was rewarded with more than one cum bath in her time, she reveled in the sensation of cum dripping down her face.
"Sorry Mom. I didn't want to cum in your mouth but I couldn't hold it back," he said.
Didn't want to cum in her mouth? She looked at him as if he was nut? Why wouldn't he want to cum in his mouth when so many woman? Too many women, won't allow a man to cum in their mouths, never mind swallowing their cum. She loved having her son cum in her mouth.
"You didn't want to cum? Why not?"
She remembered she asked him not to cum in her mouth and even made him promise not to cum in her mouth while knowing that he would. The check is in the mail and I promise not to cum in your mouth are two promises that men were unable to keep. Glad that he was unable to keep his promise, she could still taste her son in her mouth and smell her son all over her. She not only smelled of sex but also she smelled of Tommy.
"I promised you that I wouldn't cum in your mouth," he said.
"It's okay. Don't fret about it. I enjoyed having you cum in my mouth," she said smiling at her son. "Did you enjoy cumming in my mouth?"
After having given so very many blowjobs in her life, she couldn't remember the last time a man ejaculated in her mouth and it's been even longer since she's been rewarded with a cum bath.
"I did but enjoy cumming in your mouth Mom but, being that this is Valentine's Day, I wanted to make love to you, instead," he said with sadness.
She quivered with the thought of her son sticking that monster prick between her legs. She couldn't wait for him to fill her pussy with all of him.
"Make love to me?" Unable to speak, she was flushed. "You mean you want to have sexual intercourse? You want to make love to me and fuck me, your own mother?"
"Yes, Mom. I do," he said. "After I make love to you, I want to fuck you. I want to pound your pussy with my big, hard prick," he said talking dirty to her in the way she so enjoyed and so missed having hot pillow talk.
Taking his cock in her hand again to lick the cum that dripped from his cock, she continued slowly stroking him with one hand while cupping his testicles with her other hand.
"Oh my," she said. "You shouldn't talk to your mother like that Tommy. That's so dirty. That's so disturbingly disgusting," she said with a dirty laugh. "Actually, you should talk to your mother like that more often," she said laughing. "I love dirty talk."
Going way beyond what was an appropriate conversation between a mother and her son, an understatement, they made a sexual memory that neither one of them would ever forget. Way beyond being sexually excited, in the way that there was no way that she'd turn down giving her son a blowjob, there was no way that she wouldn't allow her son to make love to her before fucking her. She couldn't wait to feel his giant cock in her wet pussy. She couldn't wait for him to fill her with his prick.
"Please Mom let me bone you. I need to know what it feels like to have my cock buried in your warm, wet pussy," he said continuing the banter of dirty talk, no doubt, in the hope of sexually exciting her enough for her to make love to him and fuck him.
Only, obviously, he didn't know that he didn't have to say or do anything to sexually excite his mother, other than staring at her exposed breasts and showing her his huge cock. Obviously, he didn't know that his mother was just as sexually excited, if not more so, than he was. After sucking his cock, having him cum in her mouth, and her swallowing her son, she didn't need any more convincing to make love to him and to fuck him. It was just a matter of time before they'd be in bed naked together with him on top of her pounding her pussy.
Unable to stop fluttering her eyelids from being in total sexual excitement, she closed her eyes for a second to visualize her son burying his hard cock in her wet pussy before pounding his mother's cunt. Thinking that she may be dreaming and sexually fantasizing all of this, she opened her eyes to look at him and to stare at his prick. Yet, since she was still able to taste him on her tongue and in her mouth, and smell his sexual scent and his Ralph Lauren cologne all over her body, she wasn't dreaming. He was really there naked with her. Naked, naked, naked, they were both naked together. A mother naked with her son and a son naked with her mother, as far as she was concerned, right here and right now was the closest they've ever been.
"I don't know Tommy. It's one thing for me to suck you but quite another thing for me to make love to you," she said while continuing to play her reluctance game of innocence while knowing full well that he'll be pounding her pussy soon. "And it's quite another thing for you to fuck me while pounding my pussy."



Just saying the words, pounding my pussy made her swoon. She needed to continue playing the innocent mother. She needed for him to coerce her to have sexual intercourse with him. She needed him to convince her to relent to his sexually, incestuous, lustful desires. She needed this to be all his idea and not hers for this to work.
"Please Mom, please? I'd really like to know what it feels like to be intimate with a woman. I'd really like to know what it feels to have my stiff prick in your warm cunt," he said talking dirty again to his mother, no doubt, in hopes that dirty talk was all that she needed to make love to him and to fuck him. Actually talking dirty to her while she stroked his cock and he fondled her tits and all that she needed to say yes to anything that he wanted to do to her naked body. "But now that I shot my load in your mouth and all over your face, I'm not sure if I can get hard enough to cum again."
Cum again? His father could cum three times in a night. If she could get his father excited enough to cum multiple times, she was certain that she could get her son to cum multiple times too.
"Don't worry. Trust me. You can still cum again," she said. "You can still make love to me," she said grabbing his cock again. "Being that this is Valentine's night, the evening of love and since it's been such a long time since I've had sex, I'd love to feel your prick in my pussy. I'd love for you to fuck my cock while pounding my pussy," she said without shame or embarrassment.
She fell back on her son's bed and reached up for him to mount her. What more of a befitting celebration that a mother making love to her son on Valentine's Day? Who better to make love to her than her son? Who better to make love to her son than his mother?
Tommy mounted his mother while Kathryn reached down to guide her son's prick inside of her. So slippery wet, even as big as he was, she had to hold him to make sure that he didn't slide out. Yet, with him being so big, instantly, she gasped with not just by the length of him but also the girth of him. What hurt so bad when giving birth to him, hurt so good now while making love to him.
"I love you Mom," he said slowly humping his mother.
"I love you Tommy," she said whispering in his ear.
She wrapped her long legs around her son's waist as if she was riding an upside down saddle. Not bad enough that she sucked her son and now even worse that she was making love with her son, yet the incestuous sex didn't really register with her until she kissed her son, French kissed her son actually. With him humping her, she pulled his chin to hers and moved her lips to his. Kissing him with her eyes wide open, he looked just as startled as she looked. Then, when he impaled his tongue in her mouth, she closed her eyes and went with the flow. Forget about fucking her, he was French kissing her now while making love to her. So slowly and so lovingly making love, it wasn't very long before he was pounding her pussy as promised. He was humping her as hard as she was humping him.
Not satisfied with him having all the fun, she rolled him over and mounted him. Now, she was the one fucking him. As if sitting on a mechanical bull at the bar, she rode her son as if this was her private rodeo. With her breasts bouncing up and down and side to side, he harnessed them with his big hands while fingering her nipples. Just as it's been a long while since she felt a big cock inside of her, it's been a long while since she's felt this good. Reminding him so much of his father, if only her sister, Maureen, knew how much better her son was in making love than was his dad, she'd be so jealous. If only her sister knew how hot her son was and what a big cock that he had, she'd probably leave Tommy's father for him.
With him having already shot his load, she knew that he'd be a little longer in shooting his second load. Taking advantage of that, she just needed for him to last a little longer for her to have an orgasm. Humping and humping her son, he returned his mother's humps before rolling her over. Now really fucking her and really slamming her pussy enough to make a loud slapping noise, Tommy was getting ready to ejaculate all that he had in her pussy.
"Oh my God Mom. I'm going to cum," he said.
"Wait. Don't cum yet. Hold just a little longer Tommy so that Mommy can cum too," she said.
"I'm going to cum," he said. "I have to pull out. I don't want to cum inside of you."
"Don't you dare pull out of me Tommy. Not now. I want you to cum inside of me. I need to feel you cumming inside of me. Don't worry, I can't get pregnant. Oh my God, Tommy, I'm so sexually excited that I'm cumming too."
With Tommy exploding inside of his mother and Kathryn tightly wrapping her legs around her son, they remained like that until the sexual excitement past. As if signaling the moment that their sexual love making was over, his flaccid cock slowly slid from her pussy. Then, with both of them spent, he dismounted her and moved beside her. Still holding his cock in her hand, she snuggled up against her son's naked body to enjoy the afterglow while he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples.
"Tommy, if you continue fingering my nipples, I swear, I'll suck your cock again," she said.
Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, Tommy continued fingering his mother's nipples.
"If you suck my cock again, I swear that I'll fuck you again Mom," he said. He took his big prick in hand and waved it at her. "Suck my cock Mom. Suck it. Blow me. I want to cum in your mouth again," he said.
"I can't believe you're getting another erection," she said sliding down for her lips to meet his engorge penis. "I just love sucking your big cock Tommy. Happy Valentine's Day," she said before taking her son's prick in her mouth again.
"Happy Valentine's Day Mom," he.
A virgin no more, he put a gentle hand to the back of his mother's head while humping her mouth and fucking her face.
THE END
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Chapter 01
Our parents had it better in the 70's than we have it now.
The movie, Network, was one of the all-time great movies that I've ever seen. Written by Paddy Chayefsky and directed by Sidney Lumet, the dialogue, character development, description, imagery, and tension is masterfully done. Every screenwriter needs to analyze this movie for them to see what the writer did to bring the characters to life and how the director transposed the written words to the big screen, not an easy thing to do with this screenplay. The late Peter Finch, as Howard Beale in the movie, Network, said it best and said all that people were thinking nearly forty years ago in 1976 and all that they're still thinking today and wanting to say now but don't.
The middle class is worse off now with the wealthiest Americans, less than one half of one percent, only 400 people, owning as much wealth as 150 million people. I can't even wrap my mind around that statistic and that number, can you? It's worth writing again. Only 400 Americans have as much wealth of 150 million people living in this country.
"Wow! Are you kidding me? No wonder why the economy is so lopsided and the rest of us are so fucked."
Believe it or not, the middle class was much better off 40 years ago than they are now. Paid more to do jobs with positions that had paid overtime and benefits, due to inflation and with production going up while salaries remained stagnant, the dollars they earned then went further than the dollars that they earn now. With the power, the influence, and the money that the middle class has, it always amazed me why more people don't stand up, protest, and boycott the things that they don't like, the things that are wrong, and the things that they want changed.
Naively and erroneously, we all think that we can change the things that are wrong by voting one crooked politician out of office only to vote another crooked politician in office. What's wrong with that theory is that all politicians are thieves and are only there to feather their nest and not to help any of us. The system is against us, with everything deregulated, those in power are having a free for all with our tax money. The middle class doesn't stand a chance of getting ahead. With the power, the influence, and the money in the hands of too few people, we follow along as if we're all sheep happy to be slaughtered.
* * * * *
"I don't have to tell you things are bad," said Peter Finch as Howard Beale. "Everyone knows things are bad. It's a depression. Everyone's out of work or scared of losing their job. The dollar is a nickel's worth, banks are going bust, and shopkeepers keep a gun under the counter. Punks are running wild in the street and there's nobody anywhere who seems to know what to do, and there's no end to it."
* * * * *
Sound familiar? With the rich getting richer and the poor getting poorer, what's so different now compared to back then? Flashback from 1976 to today, with too many things remaining the same, some things never change.
So what are you going to do about it? So long as you have your beer, your cigarettes, your cable TV, and your little job, and your fixed routine, everything is okay. Is that it? Yet, you need to see the bigger picture. While you're sitting there drinking, smoking, and watching TV when not working your little job, those politicians you put in power are stealing you blind while stripping away your rights.
* * * * *
"We know the air is unfit to breathe and our food is unfit to eat," said Howard Beale, "and we sit watching our TV's while some local newscaster tells us that today we had fifteen homicides and sixty-three violent crimes, as if that's the way it's supposed to be. We know things are bad -- worse than bad. We sit in the house, and slowly the world we are living in is getting smaller, and what we all say is, 'Please at least leave us alone in our living room. Let me have my toaster and my TV and my steel-belted radials and I won't say anything. Just leave us alone.'"
* * * * *
For those of you who were around back then, does the above paragraph sound familiar? Thirty-eight years later, what's any different now in 2014 than how it was in 1976, the bicentennial year of the United States of America? If anything, with the government lying to us, with congress getting nothing done, and with still so many people out of work, and those who have jobs being underpaid, things are much worse now than they were then. For so many people to identify with the movie Network in 1976, things were pretty bad back then. Then, as if forgetting all about the movie as soon as they watched it, they forget all about the bad economy as soon as they returned to their little lives while getting ready for work. Instead of the quality of our lives getting any better, the inequalities of our lives have gotten much worse now for most middle class people.
* * * * *
"Well, I'm not gonna leave you alone," said Peter Finch as Howard Beale. "I want you to get mad! I don't want you to protest. I don't want you to riot -- I don't want you to write to your congressman (or congresswoman) because I wouldn't know what to tell you to write. I don't know what to do about the depression and the inflation and the Russians and the crime in the street. All I know is that first you've got to get mad. You've got to say, I'm a HUMAN BEING, God damn it! My life has VALUE!"
* * * * *
In the way that Howard Beale asked us to protest in the movie, Network, why aren't we mad? Why haven't we protested and why aren't we still protesting. If we weren't protesting then when things were bad back then, why aren't we protesting now when things are even worse? Instead of accepting what little is given us and being grateful for what we have, 'Bless me Lord for the food I eat,' why are we not accepting what little is given to us?
In the same way that Charles Dickens' character Oliver Twist didn't accept what little was given to him so long ago and complained that he wanted more, why aren't we complaining that we want more? We need to complain that we want more now too. We need for those cocksuckers, those thieves who we put in power and sent to Washington to represent us, to hear our discontent and our misery. We need to make a change to the system now. Otherwise, forty years from now, just imagine what will happen. If 'they' know that we took it when it was bad forty years ago and are still taking it now that it's much worse, just imagine the plight of the middle class in 2050.
You don't care about 2050. Most of you will be dead by then. Yet, what about your children and your grandchildren? Don't you care about them? What we all fix now will benefit them later. It's up to us to take the bull by the horns and slay the dragon before it's too late and before we are all eaten.
"Please Sir, I want some more," said Oliver Twist.
Hoping to rise up the masses, Howard Beale wasn't going to take it anymore and neither should we. This isn't TV. This isn't a movie. This is our reality. Yet, here we are nearly forty years later not only still taking it but also taking so much more of it. Not only are there no good paying jobs, the jobs that exist are part-time, low paying, and don't have any benefits. How dare we allow them to get away with that? How dare we work for wages too low to support our families while those top one half of one percent of the richest Americans steal, 400 people, continue to steal huge amounts of money from us?
Tell me this, do you know why the top one half of one percent has so very much money? Hands? Anyone? Not because they're smarter than you or better than you, it's because they're thieves. Legally stealing us blind laws are passed by congress in their favor. Lobbyists representing their best interests are there to protect them while our presidents, past and present, close their eyes to and rubber stamp their thievery. The money that they stole and the monies that they are still stealing is your money, my money, and our money.
That top one half of one percent, 400 thieving criminals, should be jailed and have their wealth divided among us. Those 400 criminals have squeezed the middle class so tight that whatever monies we had available to us to spend flowed up to them in the way of higher taxes, along with higher prices for food, housing, healthcare, and energy expenses. The money that we should be earning and our employers paying us, instead is funneled through humongous corporate profits.
Those in power are paying themselves in multi-million dollar salaries, huge yearly bonuses, and stock options while the rest of us get less than we got forty years ago. When you think of millions of people being underpaid by tens of thousands of dollars a year, every year, now you can understand why these thieves are not only multi-millionaires but multi-billionaires. Now that you know they stole your money. What are you going to do about it?
* * * * *
"So I want you to get up now," said Howard Beale. "I want all of you to get up out of your chairs. I want you to get up right now and go to the window. Open it and stick your head out and yell, 'I'M MAD AS HELL, AND I'M NOT GOING TO TAKE THIS ANYMORE!' I want you to get up right now, sit up, and go to your windows, open them and stick your head out and yell -- 'I'm mad as hell and I'm not going to take this anymore!'
Things have got to change. But first, you've gotta get mad! You've got to say, 'I'm mad as hell, and I'm not going to take this anymore!' Then we'll figure out what to do about the depression and the inflation and the oil crisis. But first get up out of your chairs, open the windows, stick your head out, and yell, and say it: 'I'M MAD AS HELL, AND I'M NOT GOING TO TAKE THIS ANYMORE!'"
* * * * *
So, with the above in mind, answer me this. Being that the state of the world, the state of the United States of America, and the state of your little lives are so much worse off than when this movie was shown in 1976, why aren't you all mad as Hell now? You all should be mad as Hell. We all should be mad as Hell. I'm mad as Hell.
I'm angry that I'm unemployed. I'm pissed off that there are no jobs. I'm angry that my government is doing nothing to get me back to work. I refuse to take it anymore and you all should refuse to take it anymore too. Only, with my voice one voice alone, I'm powerless to do anything. If anything, I'd be deemed a nut and if I complain my outrage too much, I'll be locked away where I can't hurt myself and/or anyone else.
Truth be told, I hate how my life has been so depressed by the lack of control that I have over anything and everything and the lack of money that I have to live a decent life. I hate how my government lies to me to make me believe that I'm doing okay when I know I'm not. They must think that I'm as stupid as they think I am to believe whatever lies, half-truths, and spun information they tell me and expect to believe. Actually and unfortunately, I do believe all that they tell me, that is, until I find out years later that they lied about all of this and about all of that too. Now, whenever anyone in political office opens their mouth, other than to yawn, I know they're lying.
* * * * *
Billionaire Arthur Jensen, played by Ned Beatty in the movie, Network, said to Howard Beale, "You have meddled with the primal forces of nature, Mr. Beale, and I won't have it! Is that clear?"
I just love this part of the movie. Can you just see Ned Beatty in this huge boardroom or conference room that he calls an office? Can you envision him climbing up on his soapbox with his hand held over his head and his finger poised in the air at the ceiling as if he's God? Imagine that son of a bitch in the face of Howard Beale shaking his fat finger at him while yelling at him.
Right then and right there, if someone was to yell at me like that and in the way that he was lambasting Howard Beale, billionaire or not, I wouldn't put up with it. Definitely I'd put an end to it. He'd have the wrath and the rage of Susan in his face. He'd have my high heel shoe hidden in his ass.
Fuck you! All of you greedy billionaires go and fuck yourself! How dare you do what you've done to us? Who do you think you are? You are just a person like me albeit with much more money, power, and influence than me. Yet, why aren't all of you so very tired of seeing the same people on the news yelling at us and point their fingers at us? I don't know about you but I'm sick and tired of seeing the same people drinking and eating at our trough. Unable to beat them away with a stick, we can't pry them away with a crowbar.
We all should put an end to multi-billionaires shaking their greedy fingers at us because they can't squeeze any more money out of us. Why should we support them when they don't support us? Why should we allow them to continue to buy their huge homes, their expensive cars, and to live their lavish lifestyles large when we have nothing? It's time for us all to revolt. In the way they did in Boston during the Tea Party and dumped the English tea in Boston Harbor because of unfair taxation without legal representation, it's time we had a revolution in the way that we had a revolution in 1776.
Tell me. What's changed since 1776? What's changed since 1976? We still have unfair taxation without legal representation. Even though we think we elected a president and senators, none of them work for us. None of them have our best interests at heart. All of them work for corporate America. How do you think they got to public office? They owe Wall Street, not us, for all the money given to them during their campaigns.
For those of you who don't know who Ned Beatty is, Google him. A great actor, most notably, he's the fat guy in Deliverance that those mountain hillbillies fucked up the ass and that Burt Reynolds killed with his bow and arrow. He also played a dishonest Senator in Shooter with Mark Wahlberg. Now that I think about it, truth be told, how many senators do we know that are honest? Hands? I can't think of one, can you? Now if I was to ask you how many senators do we know who are rich and who have grown much richer when they took office as a 'public servant', you'd all have your hands in the air.
* * * * *
"You think you've merely stopped a business deal," said Ned Beatty as Arthur Jensen to Peter Finch as Howard Beale. "That is not the case! The Arabs have taken billions of dollars out of this country, and now they must put it back! It is ebb and flow, tidal gravity. It is the ecological balance!
You are an old man who thinks in terms of nations and peoples. There are no nations. There are no peoples. There are no Russians. There are no Arabs. There are no third worlds. There is no West. There is only one holistic system of systems, one fast and immune, interwoven, interacting, multivariate, multinational dominion of dollars. Petro-dollars, elector-dollars, multi-dollars, reichmarks, rins, rubles, pounds, and shekels. It is the international system of currency which determines the totality of life on this planet. This is the natural order of things today. That is the atomic and subatomic and galactic structure of things today! And YOU have meddled with the primal forces of nature, and YOU...WILL...ATONE! Am I getting through to you, Mr. Beale?"
* * * * *
Wow! So very powerful, if that dialogue doesn't make you want to watch the movie if you haven't seen it or watch it again if you forgot it, then I don't know what will. If that scene doesn't make you angry, then I don't know what will. So apropos today, it's hard to believe that forty years ago this screenplay was written and the movie made.
* * * * *
Money, money, money, Ned Beatty as Arthur Jenson is telling Peter Finch as Howard Beale what we all now know, that the world is all just about money. Everyone wants money but the cold, harsh reality is that few of us will have enough money in our lives. Either you have money or you don't and the overwhelming majority of us don't have money, real money, the amount of money that can make a real difference in our lives. Even though we all thought that we knew everything back then when we were younger and so full of energy and hope, in bleak reality, as if we were blindfolded living our little lives while trusting our government to have our best interests at stake, we knew nothing.
If you have a lot of money, you are somebody and people will not only listen to you and obey you but also they will follow you. If you don't have money, you are no one and nothing but for a hero or a villain in your own small life. What do you say to that? If the above speech by Ned Beatty as billionaire Arthur Jensen doesn't make you livid and call you from inaction to action, then I don't know what will. Are you angry yet? I sure am.
I'm absolutely horrified that I'm nothing more than an insignificant pawn, only able to make one move and take one step at a time, unless I'm capturing another chess piece. I'm forced to play in a giant chess game with billionaires sitting around a table in some private and exclusive club on Commonwealth Avenue in Boston or somewhere secret in a think tank in Cambridge, Massachusetts filled with Harvard and MIT graduates. I can just see them plotting our little lives. I can just hear them planning their next evil move while sitting around a conference table in a boardroom in New York, New York or at the private residence of an old, white haired, mean, and miserable, Caucasian man in Manhattan.
As are you, as we all are, I'm helpless to do anything about anything. Yet, my helplessness doesn't stop me from being mad and from wanting to do something, anything, to change the system of inequality. No one person should have as much money, power, and influence as do these billionaires. No one person should have so little money that they can't put food on their table or keep a roof over their heads. This is America, not India.
I can just hear these titans of industry orchestrating my life, your life, our lives, the lives of our children, grandchildren, and great grandchildren with all they have in store to make themselves not only richer but more powerfully influential while the rest of us suffer miserably. In the way that we viewed John D. Rockefeller, Andrew Carnegie, George Vanderbilt, Marshall Field, Milton Hershey, John Jacob Astor, et al, more than one hundred years ago, we view Bill Gates, Warren Buffet, Carlos Slim, and the late Sam Walton today. Comparatively speaking, why should so few have everything at the expense of the rest of us having nothing? Surely, I don't want to be a billionaire, I just want a good paying job that has benefits. I just want a job that allows me to support myself and my family. I just want my fair piece of the American pie.
"Please Sir, I want some more."
I don't earn enough working two jobs while my spouse works at a job too. I don't earn money enough to keep my house, to gas up my car, and to put enough food on the table. God forbid any of us should fall sick, I can't afford to take my children to the hospital for medical care. Please Sir, I want some more."
* * * * *
Quiet, please. Listen. I wonder what they're saying behind their closed doors. Go ahead. I dare you. Put your ear up against the door to listen. Can you hear what they are saying? Can you hear what they're plotting and planning next to make our lives even more miserable than they are while they make their lives even grander?"
Actually with actions speaking louder than words, I don't have to hear what they're saying to know what all the said. I just have to wait to see what happens. With Diane Sawyer looking so pretty, albeit getting old and needing to retire, I just have to watch TV to see which lying news story they expect me to believe.
While watching hundreds of drug commercials that are supposedly good for me and will make my life better, when the list of quickly read side effects that appear in small print at the bottom of the TV screen dwarfs the list of benefits, I just have to believe that everything I see on TV is the truth. Flipping from NBC, to ABC, to CBS, and to CNN to get some semblance of news in between drug commercials, which news agency can I really trust? What am I to believe when every media outlet, newspapers, magazines, radio, television, cable, and satellites are owned, operated, and told what to report by six billionaire, old, Caucasian men? In the way I just created and composed this story, I'm better off creating and composing my own news.



To be continued...
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What if we did this or what if we did that? What would happen then?
I can just see and hear these old, Caucasian, billionaire men talking over lunch, over dinner, over drinks, in their homes, on vacation, on the golf course, on a plane, in their cars, and at the office about us, the middle class. What makes us, ordinary people, blue collar and white collar low paying employees, comparatively speaking to their huge salaries, so interesting? With us their never ending topic of conversation, why are they so focused on us when they are living their lives so large?
When they can fly here, sail there, and go everywhere while doing this, that, and everything, what do we have that they want? We are the American middle class, the most powerful, most influential, and the richest group of people, comparatively speaking again, in the world. The reason why we are such a topic of conversation is because there are so very many of us. They can't do without us. They can't do what they do and can't accumulate all that the wealth they have without them legally stealing us blind.
* * * * *
"What if we tricked them and tempted them by soliciting them to apply for credit cards. What if we gave credit cards to anyone and everyone, especially the very young, those poor students in college, who desperately wanted one? What if we allowed them to charge whatever they wanted and thought they needed after advertising our products to make them all believe that they wanted this and needed that? What would happen then?"
Supported and protected by congress, those public servants we put in office to enact legislation that benefits them and their rich friends, and signed into banking law by the President of the United States, that's what the banks did. Without even dare printing in fine print what credit cards will really cost us, until recently when President Obama passed the fair banking laws, they gave us all credit cards. Plowing us all under with huge amounts of unsecured debt, they allowed all of us to charge whatever we wanted. Life is good.
Yet, if putting us all into debt wasn't enough, after we bailed out the banks and the insurance companies, and when we all could least afford it, the ungrateful banks tripled our interest rates. Even those customers who paid their credit card bills on time and who didn't over extend themselves, found themselves paying ridiculous amounts of interest and bank fees. Tell me, which lobbyist is watching out for our rights? Who do we have in our corner or in our pocket to protect us all from them?
* * * * *
"What if we gave mortgages to anyone who wanted one? No matter if they lived in Massachusetts or California, no matter if they could afford to pay their monthly mortgage or not, what if everyone in America, no matter what their credit worthiness and solvency was, could buy a house? What would happen then?"
Too late to correct what happened, we all know what happened then after the banks failed and the economy was flushed down the toilet for the sake of a few men stealing billions of dollars from the middle class in credit default swap scams. With mortgage ads on TV and radio, every bank, every mortgage broker, and every flimflam man preyed on good, hardworking, innocent people who had a dream of taking a slice of American pie and owning their own home. How dare they? Now that we know who they all are, now that we know who was responsible and why they did all that they did, why aren't they in jail?
With our jails filled with young, angry, black men instead of old, Caucasian, greedy men, the real thieving bastards in our society, it seems that the only people who go to jail for stealing pennies are poor black people. Yet, when an old, Caucasian man stills millions and even billions of dollars, a modern day Jesse James, he's revered, respected, and rewarded. They write books about what he did and make movies about his life. What's wrong with this picture? What's wrong with America? Why must I sit here and write this shit when everyone should be espousing it while protesting it?
Truth be told, Wall Street's derivative brokers bet that we couldn't afford our mortgages and that the banks would have to foreclose on them, ergo the credit default swap scam. Truth be told, those with the authority to give us credit didn't want all of us to pay our mortgages back. They didn't want us to own homes, they just wanted us to default. They just wanted our money.
Everything was fine and everyone was happy, that is, until the fine print took hold when we lost our jobs in a bad economy. Then, with the fine print enacted, the adjustable interest rate skyrocketed, and the banks foreclosed on our houses without having to renegotiate their loan. Now, suddenly, life isn't so good. Now, suddenly, life is very bad, the worst it's ever been.
Our parents were so much better off back then than we are now. At least they had a good paying job with benefits. At least they had unions protecting them. At least they had retirement benefits. At least they still believed in good over evil and the good, old United States of America. At least they lived a good life.
"God bless America. No, it's time for God to bless me. God? Please don't bless America with another thing. They've been blessed enough. It's time you blessed me God. It's time you blessed the middle class."
* * * * *
"With a few well place ads by anonymous foundations, what if we dissipated and eradicated the unions and destroyed the manufacturing base by sending all manufacturing jobs out of the country and overseas to Mexico, Japan, Taiwan, India, South America, and China? What if by taking advantage of third world, cheap labor rates, practically nothing was made in the United States. What if jobs that paid no benefits and a fraction of the wages we once paid for the same work, imagine how much more money we'd have for ourselves. With more money for us and less money for all of them, what would happen then?"
Can you just picture these assholes sitting around a big table in a plush office while playing their what if games with your future, your children's future, and your grandchildren's future? For the sake of them making billions of dollars now, while the rest of us earn less than what our parents earned and less than what we need to pay our rent, mortgage, bills, healthcare, gas, and food, according to them, that's what they did. Greed is good according to the 'haves', while according to the 'have nots' poverty is not good.
With the mega-rich living the life of luxury while the rest of us barely survive, is this what America has become, the land of the superrich and the home of homelessness, along with the starvation of the poor. Those mega-millionaires and wealthy celebrities, perhaps to sooth their guilt, make an orchestrated appearance to pass out Thanksgiving dinners for the press coverage. What happens the rest of the year when there are no other good deeds to report? Forced to live in neighborhoods of high poverty and high crime, we're just another statistic.
No matter if they're Democrats, Republicans, Independents, of Libertarians, with fair trade laws enacted by congress and signed into law by then president of the United States, Ronald Reagan, our jobs disappearing overseas is exactly what happened. All of our major and most beloved companies from Nike to Reebok, to Ralph Lauren, Dell, Apple, GM, Ford, and everyone who used to have a factory in America, opened one in Mexico, Hong Kong, and Bangladesh. Fair for who?
How dare they do that to us, the American worker? How dare they do that to me and to you? How dare they pull the wool over our eyes by lying to us in telling us that the fair trade laws were good for us when they weren't? Fair trade laws weren't good for me or for you. The fair trade laws were nothing more than a corporate tax shelter game with these mega-corporations played when opening their factories for business overseas.
After giving them our hard work in exchange for low paying, unrewarding jobs, and our financial support in buying their products that made these billion dollar corporations who they are today, we deserve better and fairer treatment than that. With them expecting out loyalty, where is there loyalty in laying off people who had worked for them for 20 and 30 years? With not even a thank you, an apology, or a reason why, they were gone while we were left having to buy inferior goods with labels that read, made in Japan, made in Taiwan, made in Mexico, India, Brazil, Sri Lanka, and now China. It's as if all of America has turned into a giant Flint Michigan. We may as all live in an abandoned building in Detroit for what anyone in our government would care.
What used to be all made in America was made in Mexico, Japan, Taiwan, and India. Now everything imported in this country has a label made in China. Where are our labels that read made in the USA? Even the clothes that clothed our athletes from the last Olympics were made in China. Are you kidding me? How embarrassing is that? Whose bright idea was that? A way for Ralph Lauren to make more money than he can possibly spend in ten lifetimes, just the audacity for them to think that they'd get away with making the clothes of our Olympians in China is testimony to how little they think about our intelligence.
What happened to look for the union label when we were buying clothes that were made in America? What happened to Sam Walton proudly proclaiming on TV that everything he sold in his Wal-Mart stores is made in America? I'll tell you what happened. He died and left his children the business. Now, tell me this, why aren't the Walton's standing in front of a TV camera telling everyone that everything they sell is made in China?
That tells me that they aren't proud of their products. That tells me that they aren't proud of what they sell. That tells me that they don't give a shit what they've done to this country in prostituting themselves to take advantage of sweatshops and not existent child labor laws for them to take advantage of cheap labor overseas. How dare they peddle their inferior products to us?
I bet when the Walton's go to the store to buy things, they don't shop at Wal-Mart. I bet when the Walton's buy all that they want and all that they need, they don't buy things made in China. I bet they buy what they want and need from only the best stores, stores that have quality goods made by experienced crafts people instead of by children working long hours in Hong Kong and Bangladesh.
How dare our country allow our corporations to get away with abandoning the American worker in favor of making cheap, inferior products overseas? If this is such a global economy, then we need to take lessons from Russia, China, Korea, Arabia, and Japan who closes their doors to foreigners taking over their country in the way that foreigners have destroyed this country. They don't allow other countries to import as many goods and services as we allow other countries to import goods and services into our country. How is that fair trade?
While selling these cheap goods via Wal-Mart and Amazon, with tax laws in their favor and tax shelters that hide their mega profits, how dare these companies pay little or no taxes on all that they earn overseas? How is that fair to any of us who have to pay double the tax rate than someone who earns more than one hundred times the amount that we earn? How dare our government allow them to shelter their income in the Cayman Islands and Bimini and dozens of other countries who favor foreign investments while our government disfavors and disenfranchises the American worker? How dare they take the money out of the country that we need and should have to support our families?
* * * * *
"What if we took over companies and bought up all of the competition to have only one major bank, one massive insurance company, one store to buy food, clothing and whatever else anyone needed, and one hugely profitable oil company? What would happen then?"
...And forty years later, almost there now, that's exactly what they did. With one, big bank eating up all of the smaller banks and allowed to make big mergers with one another while skirting the monopoly laws put in place in 1938, everything was good for big business but bad for the middle class. With one, big bank allowed to charge whatever fees they want, along with a go fuck yourself attitude, we don't want your business and we don't need your business, we have Bank of America representing 'In God We Trust' for the entire United States.
After all the lies, after congress and supreme court justices were paid in full, and the smoke and mirrors cleared from mega mergers, JP Morgan, Bank of America, and Citibank were the big winners. Without all the fanfare of one big bank buying another big bank, after the dust settled, Metlife, Prudential, Sallie Mae, Freddie Mac, and AIG were reborn to pay more mega-million dollar bonuses to their employees who nearly destroyed our economy. In the United States, Wal-Mart and Exxon-Mobil stand alone as giants in their industries. Except for Chevron, Conoco Phillips, Kroger and Target, they have no real competition enough for any of them to not only lower their prices but also to hire workers to work at a decent wage.
I ask you this, where's the fair trade when these companies stand alone and have little or no competition? What happened to monopoly laws put in place in 1938 to protect us, the middle class American from big business? What happened to the fair trade market that not only allows but also encourages Exxon charges whatever they so desire for a gallon of gas and banks charge as much in fees as the IRS charges us in taxes? They must think we're all stupid and we are all stupid for continuing to buy their gas instead of boycotting their gas and we are stupid for not boycotting them. What would Exxon do with their gas if Americans stopped buying their gas? Sell if overseas? Sure some of it. Instead, no doubt, following the rules of supply and demand that they so freely tout, Exxon would be forced to lower their prices.
When they say that the reason why the price of a gallon of gas is higher because less people are buying gas, I can understand that. That actually makes sense to me. Yet, then when they take the flipside of the argument and say that the reason why the price of a gallon of gas is higher is because more people are buying gas, huh? Scratching my head, I don't get it.
"What? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Which is it? Either it's one or the other. Pick one and stick with that but it can't be both. We're not that stupid, are we? We are."
* * * * *
"What if instead of creating more jobs to handle the new global business and the multi-national economies we'd have by opening our factories overseas, we laid off millions of American workers instead? What if instead of hiring people who'd expect to be paid fair, decent, and much higher wages, we gave everyone who help make us who we are today, the fuck you finger, and we created computers to do the jobs of people? What if instead of paying a person to answer the phone, we had a computer answer the phone? What if instead of paying someone to pump gas, we had computerized gas pumps? What if, instead of hiring more cashiers at the supermarket, we hired less cashiers and had automated checkout? A win/win for us, while customers checkout their own groceries, they use their credit cards to charge food. What if instead of hiring more tellers, even though banks are making record profits and paying their top executives tens of millions of dollars, we give our customers the finger again and install even more ATM machines?"
...And that's exactly what big business did to put you and me and millions of other people like us out of work. Are you angry yet? No? Why not? If you are angry, what do you plan to do about it? I hope that arsenal of guns that you have hidden in your house is not the solution to your economic problems. Instead maybe you should run for political office. Only, with politics a contagious disease, if you won the election, for you to accomplish anything at all, you'd have to be just as dirty as everyone else is in Washington.
"God bless me, God, and not America."
* * * * *
"What if we outsourced all the American labor to third world countries and the only jobs left in the United States were low paying, part-time service jobs that didn't offer any benefits or overtime? What would happen then?"
"Welcome to McDonalds. How many I take your order? Welcome to Burger King. How many I take your order? Welcome to Arby's, Taco Bell, Kentucky Fried Chicken, Starbucks, and Dunkin Donuts, how the fuck may we take your fucking orders, you assholes? Because in the way that we don't want to be working here earning minimum wage, we don't want to be serving any of you who have real jobs and who are stealing our money and our futures?
"I hope you like your food and beverages with all boogers I put in them. Eat up. Enjoy."
Fuck us all and they did. Not yet done fucking me, with the approval of our bought and paid for 'public servants', big businesses in the name of profits and shareholder returns are still fucking all of us up the ass by not hiring anyone! Why should they hire anyone when those employees that they have are forced to do the work of two workers? Why should they hire anyone when the employees that they have, scared to death of losing their lousy jobs, work harder and faster? Why should they hire anyone when they are making do with the people they have?
Are you angry yet? If not, you should be. If not, why not? I'm angry and I'm just a dumb, ditsy, blonde writer. I'm mad as Hell and I won't take it anymore, and you shouldn't take it anymore either.
To be continued...
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George Orwell's 1984, a great work of fiction, is now our reality. Yet and unfortunately not a good place that most of us need or want to go, God help us all!
After letting loose his first tirade on his troubled ass, if it wasn't enough that he made him feel like the small, insignificant man that he was, Ned Beatty as Arthur Jensen continued lambasting Peter Finch as Howard Beale. As if he was God, actually more the Devil than God, rather than have Howard Beale killed, Arthur Jensen, no doubt figured that he could make use of Howard's sudden fame to his benefit. Yet, what Arthur Jensen said nearly forty years ago is every bit as applicable today. Only and unbelievably, a playground for billionaires to go and do whatever they want, the fate of the middle class is much worse now that it was in 1976.
* * * * *
"You get up on your little twenty-one inch screen and howl about America and democracy. There is no America. There is no democracy. There is only IBM, and ITT, and AT&T, and DuPont, Dow, Union Carbide, and Exxon. Those are the nations of the world today. What do you think the Russians talk about in their councils of state, Karl Marx? They get out their linear programming charts, statistical decision theories, mini-max solutions, and compute the price-cost probabilities of their transactions and investments, just like we do.
We no longer live in a world of nations and ideologies, Mr. Beale. The world is a college of corporations, inexorably determined by the immutable bylaws of business. The world is a business, Mr. Beale. It has been since man crawled out of the slime. And our children will live, Mr. Beale, to see that perfect world in which there's no war or famine, oppression or brutality. One vast and ecumenical holding company, for whom all men (and women) will work to serve a common profit, in which all men (and women) will hold a share of stock. All necessities provided, all anxieties tranquilized, all boredom amused. And I have chosen you, Mr. Beale, to preach this evangel."
* * * * *
Taking his work of fiction that he wrote in 1948 with tongue firmly planted in cheek to the next level, was Mr. Jensen foreseeing George Orwell's 1984 world order? Is this the vision that big business, corporate Wall Street, has in store for us? Is this the version that you all want with all of us working for one holding company and everything taken care of for us so that we never have to think or do anything any differently every day?
I don't want that. Do you? That's not living to have someone so control me and to have someone so plan my life for me. Isn't it enough that our little lives are so controlled by big business now? We can't give Wall Street anymore of us and still be free, can we?
I want to be free to make my own decisions and to plan my own life. I don't want someone's vision and preplanned version of what my life should be. Yet, who am I to complain? How dare I even complain when I'm nothing and nobody? That's right. That's who I am. I'm nothing. I'm nobody. Already defeated by the greed of a board of directors and by the whimsy of some billionaire that I'll never meet, I'm just one powerless person unable to make any change to my miserable life.
The only way that any of us can make a change to anything in our insignificant lives is to band together and do it as a group, the most powerful group of people on the planet, the American middle class. Yet, just as they'll never be money trees or any of us winning a multi-million dollar lottery to become a member of the ruling class, the American middle class rising up to take on those billion dollar giants will never happen. Too controlled by them, we are too indebted to our privileged ruling class for the jobs we have and for the little bit of money that we make to support our families. Weighted down by our little routines, unable to break the cycle of our parents and our grandparents before us, we're doomed to repeat our misery on a daily basis.
Maybe some creative writer can craft a fairytale about our struggles today for all of us to read to his or her grandchildren fifty years from now. In the way that Humpty Dumpty, Little Miss Muffet, Alice in Wonderland, Cinderella, The Elves and the Shoemaker, The Emperor's New Clothes, Goldilocks and the Three Bears, Hansel and Gretel, Little Red Riding Hood, Pinocchio, and Rumpelstiltskin were all written, someone can write about the American middle class. They were all more political satires of the times than they were fairytales. If the King and the Queen knew that these fairytales were poking fun of them, they'd condemn the writers to death. Only in regards to power and influence, little has really changed from the times of Kings and Queens so controlling our little lives?
We may think we're not, but we're still so controlled. We are still so dependent on a small group of entitled people who, at their whimsy by hiring or firing us, allow us to earn a living. Even when we want to make a change and strike out on our own to start a business, with the deck stacked against us, we are still so powerless to do anything about anything. Without having a small group of people in power who plan our every move for us to make, we'd have to think for ourselves. We'd have to do everything for ourselves. We'd have to take care of ourselves. Unfortunately, most of us can't even take care of ourselves never mind banding together as a group to take control of the power, a power we wouldn't know that to do with if it was handed to us.
* * * * *
Now having the stage again, alone with his studio audience of about 300 people and alone with his television audience of about 62 million viewers, Howard Beale went on to say.
"Edward George Ruddy died today! Edward George Ruddy was the Chairman of the Board of the Union Broadcasting Systems, and he died at eleven o'clock this morning of a heart condition, and woe is us! We're in a lot of trouble!
So? A rich, little man with white hair died. What has that got to do with the price of rice, right? And why is that woe is us? Because you people, and sixty-two million other Americans, are listening to me right now. Because less than three percent of you people read books! Because less than fifteen percent of you read newspapers! Because the only truth you know is what you get over this tube.
Right now, there is a whole, an entire generation that never knew anything that didn't come out of this tube! The tube is the Gospel, the ultimate revelation. This tube can make or break presidents, popes, prime ministers. This tube is the most awesome, God-damned force in the whole godless world, and woe is us if it ever falls in to the hands of the wrong people, and that's why woe is us that Edward George Ruddy died.
Because this company is now in the hands of CCA -- the Communication Corporation of America. There's a new Chairman of the Board, a man called Frank Hackett, sitting in Mr. Ruddy's office on the twentieth floor. And when the twelfth largest company in the world controls the most awesome, God Damned propaganda force in the whole godless world, who knows what shit will be peddled for truth on this network?"
* * * * *
In the way that George Orwell wrote 1984 in 1948 did Paddy Chayefsky, the writer of the screenplay for Network in 1976, envision what would happen today in 2014? Wow! As just another hack writer who will never be on the same level as these visionaries, I envy his talent. If only I could write something equally as important. Then, again, with me writing this non-erotic story, maybe I am.
In 1983, fifty American companies owned 90% of all American media, radio, television, magazines, cable TV, and satellites. Dwindled down to empower the few chosen to reign over all that we see, hear and read, now, seven old, Caucasian men standing behind seven American companies own 90% of everything reported and broadcast on radio, and television, written in newspapers and magazines, and shown on movies and cable via satellites. How about that?
GE who used to own NBC owns Comcast. NBC owns Universal Pictures and Focus Features. News Corp. owns Fox, Wall Street Journal, and the New York Post. Disney owns ABC, ESPN, Pixar, Miramax, and Marvel Studios. Viacom owns MTV, Nick, Jr., BET, CMT, and Paramount Pictures. Time Warner owns, CNN, HBO, Time, and Warner Bros. Last but not least, CBS owns, Showtime, Smithsonian Channel, NFL.COM, Jeopardy, and 60 Minutes.
So? Who cares? What does that mean to me? Why should I care that seven men gives me the information that I need to go on about my little life? I'll tell you what it means to you. Everything you read, everything you see, and everything you hear is used to manipulate your thought. Big Brother is already here baby and living in your living room.
When we are so controlled by seven multi-billionaire men behind seven giant corporations that own 26 other major media companies, there is no more original thought to give us free will. Orchestrated and manipulated by optic fiber that connects to our TV's and computers in the way of a feeding tube, we are all puppets. We don't even have a thought in our head that is our own. Even though we think we do, we are not allowed to think. We are not allowed to be who we are. We are someone else created in the mold of who "they" want us to be. If you thought 1984 was bad when you read that book in high school, lookout because 2014 is much worse.
What the fuck? How in the Hell did that happen that seven mega media companies control everything? When did that happen? Who was watching the FCC when seven big players were allowed to buy everything?
It was the same people in power who were watching the treasury when then Treasury Secretary Paul Paulson was in power. He opened the doors of the treasury and welcomed in the banks and the insurance companies to take all the money they needed to make themselves solvent again. He was the one who allowed them to take, no steal, however many billions of dollars they needed to pay out their multi-million dollar bonuses to the employees for ruining the American economy and putting us all out of work? Let's see a show of hands. How many of you received a bailout? Anyone?
What happened to the monopoly laws? What happened to the laws that once stated that one man and one corporation could not own a television station, radio station, and a newspaper? I ask you, where does the fair reporting of the news ever happen in the way that it used to happen before these mega-corporations with their legalized mega-mergers bought and took control of every form of mass communication? What are we to believe coming from anywhere and from any source? How can we believe anything we see, hear, or read when our media is so controlled by seven mega-billionaires who have an agenda that doesn't include us?
* * * * *
"So turn off your television sets," said Howard Beale in 1976. "Turn them off right now. Turn them off and leave them off! Turn them off in the middle of the sentence I'm speaking to you now! TURN THEM OFF...
You're beginning to believe the illusions we're spinning here, you're beginning to believe that the tube is reality and your own lives are unreal. You do. Why, whatever the tube tells you: you dress like the tube, you eat like the tube, you raise your children like the tube, you even think like the tube. This is mass madness, you maniacs. In God's name, you people are the real thing. WE are the illusion."
* * * * *
Did Paddy Chayefsky, the writer of the movie, Network, foresee the destruction of the FCC, the Federal Communications Commission under the George W. Bush administration as we know it? When the Republicans controlled the senate, the house, the presidency, and even the Supreme Court, and rubber stamped our rights away without so much as having our legal representatives take a vote, we have become a powerless and ineffective middle class. What was illegal once for one man and for one company to own a newspaper, a magazine, a television station, a radio station, a cable network, and satellites is legal today.
What happened? What changed to make it illegal then that makes it legal now? All by skewing the FCC with handpicked cronies and replacing the Supreme Court justices who were willing to play ball and go along with the inequitable changes for most Americans who were too busy working and watching TV to notice, they unfairly loaded the playing field. Only seven, multi-billionaire men, who own seven mega-companies, GE, NBC, News Corp., Disney, Viacom, Time Warner, and CBS own nearly all of our communication outlets.
Don't you understand what they did when no one was looking, watching, complaining, and/or protesting? Are you angry yet? I am. Allow me to elaborate by stating one, little thing that may make you understand, that may make you angry, and that may make you protest and boycott the system enough to make enough changes that will stop what is happening now to make things better later. It doesn't matter if you use Comcast, DirectTV, or Dish, why is your cable bill so high? Don't know? Reread the above paragraph.
* * * * *
"So, you listen to me," said Howard Beale, 38-years ago. "Listen to me: Television is not the truth! Television is a God-damned amusement park! Television is a circus, a carnival, a traveling troupe of acrobats, storytellers, dancers, singers, jugglers, side-show freaks, lion tamers, and football players. We're in the boredom-killing business! So if you want the truth... Go to God! Go to your gurus! Go to yourselves! Because that's the only place you're ever going to find the real truth.
But, man, you're never going to get any truth from us. We'll tell you anything you want to hear; we lie like hell. We'll tell you that, uh, Kojak always gets the killer, or that nobody ever gets cancer at Archie Bunker's house, and no matter how much trouble the hero is in, don't worry, just look at your watch; at the end of the hour, he's going to win. We'll tell you any shit you want to hear. We deal in illusions, man! None of it is true!"
* * * * *
Money, money, money, everything is all about money, money, money. Pink Floyd sang it best about money when they wrote their song aptly named, Money.
"Money, get away. You get a good job with good pay and you're okay.
Money, it's a gas. Grab that cash with both hands and make a stash.
New car, caviar, four star daydream, think I'll buy me a football team.
Money, well, get back. I'm all right Jack.
Keep your hands off my stack.
Money, it's a hit.
Don't give me that do goody good bullshit.
I'm in the high-fidelity class traveling sex, I think I need a Lear Jet.
Money, it's a crime. Share if fairly but don't take a slice of my pie.
Money so they say is the root of all evil today.
But if you ask for a rise it's no surprise that they're giving none away."
* * * * *
Whether you work at a job or employ someone to work at a job, jobs are all about money. We all want money. We all work to get money. We all must have money to survive. Only, most workers don't earn nearly enough money in their jobs to keep ahead of inflation, never mind getting ahead enough to save some money and pay down their credit card debt.
Seriously, who would work at a job where they aren't paid enough money to pay their rent or mortgage, buy food, afford a car and all the related expenses of owning a car and living in a house, and health insurance? Yet, that's what people are doing and have done since the 70's when President Nixon, because of the oil embargo, had the bright idea of freezing everyone's wages. Back then, no matter how hard you worked, no one got a raise, that is, except for the fat cats. Based upon how the wages have not kept pace with the tremendous economic boon of this country, I dare say that the wage freeze, believe it or not, is still in place.
Wages have not kept up with the wealth of the top tier of thieves who steal our money. With the rate of hourly pay stagnant for the last 35 years, while production and wealth has multiplied tenfold, American companies expect workers to work harder and faster for less while they reap these mega-billion dollar corporations benefit from reduced labor costs. As if we're a third world country and, in essence, a long way down the list of good places to earn a fair wage, we are.
So, answer me this, why isn't anyone mad? Why isn't everyone protesting? Everyone who is unemployed, underemployed, and/or grossly underpaid should be up in arms angry and asking for big enough raises for all of us to live the American dream in the way that one lousy percent of the population are living the life of kings and queens. Everyone who isn't a millionaire not only should never vote for another Republican ever again for as long as they live but also they should be out in the street protesting those who have everything versus the rest of us who have nothing.
* * * * *
In the way that FDR had envisioned in his economic bill of rights in 1944, why isn't everyone who wants to work in America not working? For those of you who never heard of FDR's economic bill of rights, below is a recap.
"The right to a useful and remunerative job in the industries or shops or farms or mines of the nation;
The right to earn enough to provide adequate food and clothing and recreation;
The right of every farmer to raise and sell his products at a return which will give him and his family a decent living;
The right of every businessman, large and small, to trade in an atmosphere of freedom from unfair competition and domination by monopolies at home or abroad;
The right of every family to a decent home;
The right to adequate medical care and the opportunity to achieve and enjoy good health;
The right to adequate protection from the economic fears of old age, sickness, accident, and unemployment;
The right to a good education."
What President Franklin D. Roosevelt called his Economic Bill of Rights on January 11, 1944, the Republican congress, to a man and to a woman, now call entitlements. The only group receiving unquestioned entitlements today are not the poor, not the unhealthy, not the uneducated, and not the old and retired but the members of congress. With them having the best medical care in the world, insider trader information, salaries they don't need, free trips, and gifts, kettle black, if they aren't the golden entitled group, then I don't know who is. How dare they deny anyone benefits that they deserve to have after working for this country all of their lives? By the politicians calling them entitlements instead of what they are Social Security, Medicare, Medicaid, welfare, and unemployment benefits, they make us all feel as if we're beggars when the only beggars on the planet our politicians.
* * * * *
"I ask you. Why isn't everyone who wants to work working? Hands? Anyone? You Sir, in the back of the room."
"Because there are no jobs."
"That's a good answer albeit a technically wrong answer. How about you in front? What do you say? Why isn't everyone who wants to work in American not working?"
"Because there aren't enough jobs. Again that's another good albeit incorrect answer. I see someone way over here with their hand up. Do you know why everyone who wants to work in America is not working?"
"Because the economy is not healthy enough to support a full workforce, the required number of jobs to return everyone back to work."
"Wow! We have an educated person in the room. A master's degree? From Harvard, no less? Wow! And you're unemployed? Is there something mentally or physically wrong with you or are you just lazy? Just kidding. Anyway, your answer, albeit articulately well formed, is not only wrong too but is also total bullshit. If you believe that the American economy isn't healthy, then I have swamp land, I mean, ocean front property in Florida for sale."



"Then tell us why we are all unemployed and underemployed?"
"Because there's no money in putting you back to work and giving those already employed a fair wage with benefits. There is more money sending your jobs overseas while waving the American flag under the pretense of the Fair Trade Act. We're all fucked, that is, unless you all get mad.
The only thing that anything is going to change is if we, the middle class change it. The only way we can change anything is to band together, get out there and vote for who have our best interests, protest what's unfair, and boycott against those who are taking advantage of us.
"So, who's with me? C'mon. Everyone get up. Let's go. Hello? Anyone? Where'd everyone go? Oh, that's right, I forgot. The Super Bowl is being televised. What the Hell? I'll protest and boycott later, after the game, actually, after American Idol too. Actually, by the time American Idol votes for their winner, the Red Sox will be playing baseball. I'll protest after the Red Sox win the World Series again. I wonder if I can afford to buy the MLB baseball package this year."
THE END
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Four men with one woman, Becky agrees to do and is about to do what no wife should do.
Always enjoying undressing her while touching, feeling, and groping her, Brian helped undress his wife. Unbuttoning her and removing her blouse, he unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt. A view that he seemingly couldn't get enough of, even after 15 years of marriage, he stood back to enjoy the sexy view of her in her panty and bra.
"You're so beautiful Becky. You have such a hot body. I can't wait for my friends to see you naked," he said putting his hands on her hips before wrapping his arms around her waist to pull her closer to kiss her. "I can't wait to watch them touching you and feeling you," he said reaching out his horny hand to cup his wife's breast through her bra.
When they broke off the kiss, she turned to look at herself in the full length mirror while imagining his four friends staring underwear clad body in the way that she imagined his four friends staring at her naked body.
"Although a bit nervous exposing myself to them," she said tucking in her tummy and cupping her breasts in her hands to lift them. "I can't wait for me to see me naked too," she said turning to her husband.
"I can't wait either," said Brian imagining her posing on their bed naked as is she was a nude painting by famed French Renaissance painter.
"The idea of four men seeing my tits, my ass, and my pussy is exciting," she said flipping her long, chestnut hair with a flick of her head. "The thought of allowing four men to see me naked is something I never imagined doing," she said filling her big, brown eyes with the image of her husband staring at her as if she was already standing there naked. "I never thought about having sex with other men until you suggested that I do," said Becky. "I never realized what an exhibitionist I am until now," she said wanting to change exhibitionist to slut, to whore, and to prostitute for what she was about to do for money.
Nearing the time that his friends would arrive, Brian walked around her to unhook her bra. Even though he's seen her tits a thousand times before, every time she removed her bra was as if unveiling a work of art. Two magnificent, symmetrical, shapely orbs of endless delight and sexual fascination, he stared at her tits as if seeing them for the first time. In the way he never tired of seeing, touching, and feeling her more than ample, C cup breasts and big nipples, a man more of actions than of words, suffice to say, he loved her tits.
Her tits didn't sag in the way that some of his friends' wives breasts already did. As soon as he removed her bra, his big hands were all over her big tits. Touching them, feeling them, fondling, and caressing them, it was obvious to her that he loved her big tits. He ran his fingers over her nipples before leaning down to suck them out to their hardest erection, first one and then the other.
Then, squatting down as if to pick something up from the carpet, with a gentle downward push, he removed her panty. Revealing her dark, brown bushy pussy, he stuck his nose in there kissing and licking it before fingering it. Ready for the pleasure of his four friends, she was naked. Naked, naked, naked, he stripped Becky naked. As if they were on their Honeymoon all over again, a first time for everything, she was naked in readiness of his four friends seeing his wife naked. Another new adventure in their married lives, as if they were two teenagers having sex for the first time, they both giggled with delight with what they were about to do.
Becky was about to show her naked body to his friends while Brian watched their reaction to seeing his wife naked. Becky agreed to allow his friends to touch her and to feel her, while Brian sat in the corner watching. After the men licked her pussy and gave her an orgasm, Becky agreed to stroke, suck, and fuck the cocks of four other men while Brian masturbated. Something, no doubt, they'll be talking about and having pillow talk for years, she couldn't wait to do this for her husband in exchange for a new car, a new kitchen, and the fur coat, and diamond ring he had already promised her.
"I can't wait to see the looks on their faces when they see you naked," he said. "I can't wait to watch them touch you, feel you, and lick you. I didn't think I'd want to watch some man making love to you but now I can't wait to watch you fucking them before and after you suck their cocks."
She wrapped her arm around his neck with her other arm feeling his strong back and gazed in his eyes while he fondled her tits and fingered her nipples.
"So, you're okay with me fucking them?"
"Sure, why not? It wouldn't be much of a gangbang if you didn't fuck them too," he said.
With his friends arriving in just a few minutes, as she previously requested, he pulled out the ties and the blindfold from the nightstand drawer.
"No ties and no blindfold Brian. There's no need for any of that now. For me to better enjoy myself, I'll need to have my hands free and I'd rather see their reactions to seeing me naked. Besides, it would get me more in the mood if I can not only see their cocks but also touch, feel, fondle, and stroke their cocks before sucking and fucking their cocks," she said.
"Okay," he said putting the ties and blindfold back in the nightstand drawer.
* * * * *
"Ding! Dong!"
"Oh, my God," said Becky. "They're here. I'm so nervous."
"I'm so excited," said Brian.
With Becky already stripped naked and sitting on her bed, Brian went down to open the front door to his four friends. Glad that he left the bedroom door open, she could hear everything happening downstairs. She couldn't wait to see their reactions to seeing her naked. After only having a steady diet of sex with Brian for more than 15 years, she couldn't wait to be touched and felt by four men. She wondered how different sex would be with someone else other than Brian.
Just as in her dream, as if time suddenly slowed with everything happening in slow motion, she watched her husband leave the room and heard him slowly walk down each step. She heard her husband open the front door to greet his four friends.
"Hi Jack, Tony. Hi Mike. Hi Jim," he said. Seemingly, as if she was standing by the front door naked, she could see them all shaking hands.
"Hi Brian," said Jack.
"Hi Brian," said Tony.
"Hi Brian," said Mike.
"Hi Brian," said Jim.
Ready to gangbang her, they were all here, no doubt just as eager as she was about having sex with a woman who wasn't their wife in the way she was anxious to have sex with men who weren't her husband. She heard him talking to his friends in hushed whispers. Unable to make out what they were saying unless she climbed off the bed to listen by the bedroom door, she wondered what they were whispering. Then, her worst nightmare spun together with her most sexy, sexual fantasy, as if they were all schoolboys, she heard the five men laughing, joking, and teasing one another before slowly coming up the stairs.
* * * * *
This was it. This was really it. All just talk before and not just talk now but hot, sexy action, lots of sexual action, there's no backing down now. With her already stripped naked and laying on her bed so totally exposed, she had to go through with it. She could always run to the bathroom and lock the door but then she'd forfeit her new car, her new kitchen, her fur coat, and her diamond ring. More than that, she'd humiliate her husband in front of his friends and he'd never forgive her.
For his four friends to trek out here in the middle of the night, obviously, they want to have sex with her as much as she wants to have sex with them. Obviously, they want her as much as she wants her new car, kitchen, fur coat, and diamond ring. Able to get everything she's ever wanted, all she'd have to do to keep her end of the bargain is to have sex, a gangbang really, with four of Brian's closest friends.
Only worse than going to the dentist for a root canal, she wished she had never agreed to have sex with his friends. What was she thinking to agree to this lunacy? Unable to blame herself agreeing to have sex with his friends because she was on drugs or drunk from alcohol, she wasn't high nor was she drunk. Lucid in thought, calculating, and clear headed in asking for all that she asked to have in exchange for this gangbang, she was clean and sober when she agreed to have sex with his friends.
Yet, it was her husband who pressured her and coerced her to have sex with his friends. It was her husband who tempted her with all that he promised her and with all that she ever wanted for her to have a gangbang. Without doubt, it would be more difficult for her to have sex with four men at once than it would be for her to have sex with one man outside of her marriage while her husband watched. Having a gangbang was akin to someone committing suicide by setting themselves on fire instead of taking sleeping pills of slitting their wrists.
"Oh, my God," she said. "Oh, my God. What am I doing? I can't believe I'm really doing this. If I wasn't for the car, the kitchen, the fur, and the ring, I'd run and hide in the bathroom," she said while pondering if she should remain there or make a run for the bathroom.
Pressured and coerced to have sex with her husband's four friends, she couldn't believe she had agreed to have sex with his four friends, a gangbang no less. She couldn't believe in just a minute, they were all going to see her naked while her pervert of a husband watched his friends reaction to seeing her naked. Suddenly feeling so used and abused, how sick is that, a husband showing his four friends his wife's naked body? How could she ever face any of them again, especially when seeing them with their wives and children?
Conversely, no doubt, in Brian's mind, how hot is having his four best buddies seeing his wife naked? Giving them plenty to talk about when they're drinking, watching football, and/or playing cards, she wondered if they'd expect her to get naked every time they came over their house. She wondered if they'd expect her to give them hot, group sex every time they were there playing cards or watching TV. How sick is her husband for wanting to watch his wife having sex with his four friends? Conversely, obviously, in his mind, he couldn't wait to sit in the corner and masturbate while watching his four best buddies have their wicked, sexual way with his wife's naked body.
Naked, naked, naked, a faithful and loving wife, never saying no to giving her husband sex, except for Brian's brother, Sean, that one time, no one has seen her naked but her husband. More nervous than sexually excited, Brian was the only man she's ever known sexually and if it wasn't for his pressured insistence and bribery to get her to prostitute herself for the car, kitchen, coat, and ring, she'd never go through with this. Shocked that she was really going through with having group sex, she's not a swinger. Unable to wrap her brain around what she was about to do, she couldn't believe she agreed to gangbang her husband's four, best friends while he watched. She couldn't believe she was not only going to have another man's cock in her hand and in her mouth but also have four men's cocks in her pussy.
If it wasn't for the fact that Brian promised to buy her all that he promised to buy her, if she had sex with his four friends, she'd never even contemplate having sex with them or with anyone but Brian. She's not that kind of a woman. She's not a slut or a whore. She's a good, Catholic girl with morals and modesty.
For her to throw all of that away to please her husband's perverse peccadillos in watching her having sex with his friends for the sake of him buying her a new car, a kitchen, a coat, and a ring is too much like prostitution. Only, if she's going to be treated like a prostitute by her husband, then she needed to get her mind set and act like a prostitute around his friends. It was obviously to her now that they not only did his friends want to experiencing having sex with Brian's wife they also wanted to have sex with the whore that she needed to be. Needing to be sexually creative and immodestly immoral, she needed to do things that even their wives wouldn't do.
Already, feeling so guilty, how could she face his friends after having sex with them? Already, feeling so bad, how could she look their wives, her friends too, in the eye after having sex with their husbands? What was she thinking or not thinking to agree to have sex with them? If she goes through this now, what will her husband think of her? If she goes through this now, what will her husband ask her to do next?
Maybe this is what he wants. He wants her to be a swinger. Maybe this gangbang is her initiation to the swinging lifestyle. Something she finally agreed to do, how dare he force her to have sex with his friends by dangling a new car, kitchen, coat, and ring in front of her face year after year?
Promises, promises, all he gave her were promises. Never buying her anything, it took her to agree to have a gangbang with his friends for her to get all that he promised. God forbid he goes back on his promise to buy her a new car, a remodeled kitchen, a fur coat, and a diamond ring after she gangbanged his friends, she'll kill him in his sleep. She'll poison his food. She'll cut the brake lines on his truck. Not like there to think of such things, she was just nervous.
Never having done anything like this before, finally conceding to grant her husband his birthday wish, her having gangbang sex with his four friends was the only way that he'd finally buy her all that he promised to buy her. A mutual standoff, as his birthday wish, he's been asking her to gangbang his friends. Appalled that he'd want her to have nasty sex with his friends, she's been saying no to him for three years in granting him his birthday wish in allowing his friends to gangbang her. As her birthday wish, she's been asking him for a new car and he's been saying no to her for three years to buy her a new car, unless she has sex with his friends.
In the beginning, he wanted four of his friends to gangbang her but, after finally relenting, she agreed to have sex with only one of his friends, so long as she could pick which one. Haggling as if they were at a flea market buying used goods, instead of having unfaithful sex, they both finally agreed for her to have sex with two of his friends, so long as she could pick which ones. Now, after adding the kitchen, the coat, and the ring to sweeten her deal, she agreed to have sex with all four of his friends.
With her thoughts rushing their her head in a blizzard of panic, the time has come. His friends were already here and walking up the stairs. This was it. This was really it. If she wasn't so intent on getting all that he promised to buy her, as if the house was on fire, she'd get up, get dressed, and run from the house. Yet, there was no time for that. They were all at the top of the stairs and outside of her bedroom.
As soon as her husband rounded the corner with his friends, they'd see her laying on the bed naked. Instead of being embarrassed that she was naked, which of course, she would be, oddly enough, of all the things she wondered about, she wondered about her hair. She wondered how her long, chestnut hair looked. She hoped it wasn't squished and matted down in a frightful mess. Bad enough she was naked, she'd feel even worse if her hair was a mess too.
At least she didn't have to worry about what she was wearing. At least she didn't have to spend time picking out her clothes. What does one wear to a gangbang anyway? Wearing nothing is always the best choice. She couldn't believe she was thinking of things like this at a time like this.
* * * * *
"Okay, this is the deal," said Brian to Jack and Tony who stood nervously at his front door. "Becky is already upstairs naked and laying on the bed."
Seemingly possessing as much more sexual excitement as they had, Brian looked from Jack to Tony to Jim and Mike.
"Of course you all agree that no one else is to know about this gangbang. Right? This is just between the six of us," said Brian looking from Jack to Tony to Jim and Mike. "I don't want to embarrass Becky in front of her friends. If they all knew that she agreed to a gangbanged you're your wives knew that she gangbanged the four of you, they'd think her a slut. If all my other friends knew that she agreed to have group sex with you, Jack, with you, Tony, with you Mike, and with you Jim, they'd want to have group sex with her too."
"Agreed," said Jack.
"Don't worry Brian, I won't tell no one, especially not my wife," said Tony with a dirty laugh that made everyone laugh.
"My lips are seal," said Jim.
"I won't say anything to anyone about this," said Mike.
The three men climbed the steps to the second floor as if climbing the stairs of an institution of higher learning. Yet, if one was to assume what the three men were hoping to learn, what the three men hoped to learn was not book knowledge but cardinal knowledge of Becky, Brian's wife of 15 years.
* * * * *
"We're here Becky," said Brian entering the bedroom. Immediately all five men saw Becky on the bed naked.
There naked, ready, and vulnerable, she looked so beautiful. Every man's dream to sexually experience the naked wife of a friend, especially when having not only the wife's permission but also the husband's permission too, this was a swingers', group sex fantasy come true for everyone but for Becky. Her nightmare, she couldn't believe she had agreed to do this. Then, again, after dreaming all of his in advance with Jack and Tony, having gangbang sex had become her new sexual fantasy.
"God," she said mumbling under her breath. "I can't believe I agreed to do this. I'm already so embarrassed," she said raising her knee to hide her pussy.
"Isn't she beautiful?" Brian looked at his wife before looking at his four friends. "Isn't she sexy?"
"She's amazing," said Jack. "Hi Becky," said Jack stuffing his hands deep in his pockets with obvious nervousness.
"Hi Becky," said Tony laughing. "I knew you had freckles but not all over your body. Wow, that's hot."
"Hi Becky," said Mike.
"Hi Becky," said Jim.
"Hi Jack. Hi Tony. Hi Mike. Hi Jim," she said looking from Jack to Tony to Mike and to Jim before looking at her husband. "I'm so embarrassed," she said.
"Don't be embarrassed Becky," said Jack. "You look beautiful."
"Yeah, I wish my wife looked at hot as you do naked," said Tony.
"You have a great body Becky," said Mike.
"Very sexy," said Jim.
Now that the four men were there in her bedroom, feeling even more naked than she felt before, she wanted to dive beneath the covers or at least cover her nakedness with the sheet. Yet, with Jack, Tony, Mike, and Jim having already see her naked, she decided to continue with the gangbang.
"I want you all to know that this wasn't my idea," said Becky. "This was all Brian's idea, his birthday wish. He's been asking me for this for three years to have a gangbang and I've been asking him for a new car for three years," she said. "Actually, I've been asking for a new kitchen for 15 years and he the diamond ring he promised when he asked me to marry him but never got, along with the fur coat he promised to buy me on our 15th wedding anniversary but never did." Nervous, she was talking too much. "You're such an asshole to coerce me to do this. What husband would do this to his wife, the woman he supposedly loves?"
"She's right," said Brian. "Guilty as charged. Being that I'm the pervert in the family, I am an asshole to coerce Becky to do this but I'm glad she did," he said with a loud laugh.



Wishing he wasn't even there watching, she shot him a dirty look. Definitely, she'd be more sexually agreeable to having sex outside of her marriage if her husband wasn't there watching.
"The only way that I'd agree to his birthday wish is if I picked which of his friends to have sex with me and I picked the four of you because I consider you friends, close friends," she said. "Of course, I picked you, Jack, because you're so wicked good looking," she said looking from Jack to look at Tony. "And I picked you Tony because you always make me laugh and I always feel so comfortable around you. I picked you Mike because I've always had a secret crush on you and I picked you Jim because you're so sexy," she said turning red.
"I'm glad to be included in this small, private group," said Tony giving her a smile. "My mother said that because I wasn't born good looking that I should make people laugh instead. I've become the fat, funny man. And for the record, I love making you laugh Becky. You have such a beautiful smile and you get my humor."
"So, let's get this show going. As part of our agreed upon deal, I'm going to be sitting right here watching," said Brian.
"We agreed that if you guys give my wife cunnilingus and give her an orgasm then, she'll suck your dicks before fucking you. We agreed that you can cum in her pussy or in her mouth while touching her and feeling her anywhere. We also agreed that if you cum in her mouth, she'll swallow. As long as Becky does all of that, I agreed to buy her a new car, a loaded, Mustang GT, give her a dream kitchen, and buy her the fur coat and diamond ring that I promised her but never bought her."
"Damn," said Tony. "Who do I have to have sex with for you to buy me a new, loaded, Mustang GT? I'd do you for that car Brian," he said.
"Funny Tony but I only have sex with my wife," said Brian.
"I wish I could say the same thing, that I only have sex with my husband," said Becky.
"Sweet," said Jack. "Have you picked the color of the car Becky?"
"Yes, I have. I wanted orange but it's not available on the 2014, so I'm going with Gotta Have It Green," she said, "with black leather interior or white leather if it's available. They haven't announced the interior colors yet."
"C'mon, let's get the show on the road," said Brian again. "Take of your clothes Jack. You too Tony, Jim, and Mike. Strip. It's not fair that Becky is the only one naked."
"Damn, if I knew I'd be naked, I would have worn my musclebound suit instead of my fat suit," said Tony with a laugh that made everyone laugh.
Jack was first out of his clothes while Tony was still sitting on the bed to remove his socks and shoes. Then, Mike and Jim were naked while Tony was still getting undressed.
To be continued...
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The real story of what happened on the Bachelor Sean & Catherine's Honeymoon
"What happened Sean?"
Within a few minutes of Sean Lowe being handcuffed to the bed naked, Chris Harrison from the Bachelor hit TV show was there with his camera crew. With the key to the handcuffs left on the nightstand and with the camera rolling, a member of the crew unlocked Sean and allowed him to get dressed while still on camera. There in the hotel suite was the entire entourage, the cameraman, the sound man, the lighting man, the director, producer, and assorted assistants. Looking more as if he was shooting a movie rather than being a concerned friend, the camera recorded Sean's real, raw emotions live as they happened.
"They took her, Chris," said Sean getting dressed. "Catherine is gone."
"Who took her, Sean?"
"Two masked men were here with guns drawn. As soon as Catherine emerged from the bathroom in her white, lacy, see-through, sexy panty and bra beneath her white, lacy, see-through, sexy robe, they appeared from out of nowhere with guns. Obviously they were hiding somewhere in the suite waiting for the right moment to surprise us."
"Then, what happened?"
"What happened? I just told you. Overpowering me and threatening to kill me, they handcuffed me to the bed and gagged me so that I couldn't call for help," said Sean.
Obviously more interested in Catherine's sexy, nearly naked appearance than in what happened to Sean, Chris looked at Sean as if he didn't even care that he was handcuffed to the bed.
"No, I mean, what happened when Catherine emerged from the bathroom wearing that sexy outfit," said Chris smiling while raising his eyebrows and giving the guys behind him the high five sign. "What happened then?"
Sean looked at Chris not sure of his meaning.
"Um, Catherine tried covering her nakedness but one of the men grabbed her," said Sean. "Staring at me, taunting me, and teasing me while I was helplessly handcuffed to the bed, they touched and felt her everywhere I haven't had a chance to touch and feel her."
Chris Harrison gave Sean Lowe a sexually excited look.
"So, they felt your wife's tits?"
"Yes, they not only felt and fondled her big tits but also they reached inside of her bra to cup her breasts while fingering her nipples too," said Sean.
Chris Harrison adjusted his obvious stiffening erection through the outside of his pants.
"And, no doubt, they felt Catherine's pussy through her panty too? Right?"
"Yes, one of the men cupped her pussy through her panty before sticking his hand down the front of her panty while fingering her. Not only did they feel her pussy through her panty but inside of her panty too," said Sean.
"And of course they felt and fondled her magnificent ass, right? She does have a nice ass, right guys," said Chris turning to his crew. "No offense Sean, I hope you don't mind me stating the obvious when it comes to your shapely wife's round, firm ass."
"Gees, Chris. You sound as if you're getting off on two men groping my wife's tits, pussy, and ass," said Sean showing some anger.
"I'm just trying to clarify things for our TV audience Sean, is all," said Chris. "You didn't answer my question. Did they feel Catherine's ass or not Sean?"
"Yes, they had their wicked way with her magnificent ass too as they did with all of her body parts. Feeling her ass while squeezing her ass, they slapped her ass," said Sean with anger.
"Bastards," said Chris. "No good dirty bastards to use and abuse a man's wife in that salacious way."
"Sorry to accuse you of lusting over my wife, Chris, but Catherine is a beautiful women, made even more beautiful by what little she was wearing or not wearing," said Sean. "Parading around the suite in her sexy lingerie, we thought we were alone."
"So they saw your wife," said Chris obviously getting sexually excited by the conversation.
"Saw my wife? Of course they saw my wife. They took her," said Sean shooting Chris a dirty albeit confused look.
"No, what I meant, is they saw Catherine practically naked," said Chris.
"God yes," said Sean holding his head in his hands. "With what little she was wearing they could see everything," he said. "Can we move on from the topic of Catherine's nudity?"
"My apologies Sean but just for clarity sake and for the audience's understanding and sexual pleasure at home—",
"Sexual pleasure? What in the Hell are you talking about Chris," said Sean.
"It should be of no surprise to you Sean, being that you are not only the Bachelor but a contestant on our previous show, as well as a regular viewer, that men masturbate over the sexy bachelorettes while watching our program," said Chris.
"I understand. No explanation necessary. I'm not embarrassed to admit that I've masturbated while thinking of some of the women before being engaged to and marrying Catherine," said Sean.
"I as well," said Chris.
"You as well what?" Sean gave Chris a dirty stare.
"I'm not embarrassed to admit that I've masturbated over the thoughts of Catherine as well as some of the other young ladies giving me hot sex," said Chris.
"That's really not appropriate Chris and a bit too much information," said Sean.
"Getting back to topic, Catherine nearly naked, when you say they could see everything, do you mean that they saw her tits?"
"Yes they saw her tits."
"Did they see her pussy?"
"Yes they saw her pussy, too."
"And did they also see her ass too?"
"Yes. They saw every intimate, personal, and sexual part of her," said Sean. "What the Hell kind of questions are these Chris? What kind of audience at home wants to know what my new bride was wearing or not wearing when two, masked men took her?"
"In answer to your question, Sean, this is a new reality TV show spun off from the Bachelor called, Taken and Forced."
"Taken and Forced?" Sean looked at Chris with a face filled with horror and foreboding. "Being that Catherine was taken, you don't think these two men would do all that I wanted to do to my wife but haven't had the chance to do, do you?"
"Well, with you waiting so long to have sex, too long, that virgin philosophy of yours is biting you in the ass now. I dare say that those two men have already done everything that you've been wanting to do to your lovely wife," said Chris with a sad nod of his head. "I'm sure they've already forced her to have their wicked, sexual way with them. I'm so sorry Sean to be the bearer of bad news."
"No, I can't believe it. My poor Catherine," said Sean. "My poor, sweet, innocent Catherine."
"If it's any consolation, just for the record Sean," said Chris.
"Yes?"
"In the way that you were saving yourself for Catherine, Catherine wasn't saving herself for you. You must have known that your wife wasn't a virgin," said Chris. "Right?"
"Yes, I knew Catherine wasn't a virgin. So what? She told me that she's had a couple of lovers," said Sean. "Being that she was honest, upfront about it, and told me about the two men she had sex with in her past, I was okay with that and I don't see what this has to do with her being a virgin."
"I see," said Chris.
"Abstaining from sex is my personal decision for religious reasons. Being a virgin is more about my religious beliefs and convictions. Just because I'm a virgin doesn't mean that everyone must be a virgin too," said Sean with conviction.
"I understand," said Chris. "You're a better man than me to wait to have sex. Actually, I'm sorry for having to tell you this but Catherine has had more than a couple of lovers."
"She has? I didn't know that," said Sean. "What's more than a couple?"
"To be honest and I'm sorry to tell you this Sean, but Catherine is a bit of a slut. Actually, to be brutally honest with you, some men may even call her a whore. Just from what we were able to dig up from her past, we stopped counting the men she's been sexually intimate with after we discovered two dozen sexual romances," said Chris. "From all that we've uncovered there are many more than that."
"I see," said Sean stiffening his jaw. "Well that doesn't matter right now. What matters more is finding her and getting her back. I can discuss her sexual life with my wife in private, if you don't mind."
"Of course," said Chris. "Just so you know the full extent of what happened to Catherine. You realize, of course, that the men who took her will probably sell her," said Chris.
"Sell her? Sell my wife? They can't sell my wife, can they? Catherine is not for sale," said Sean getting angry. "They can't sell people, can they? I mean, what kind of animal would sell her? What kind of person would buy her?"
"I'm sorry to be the bearer of my bad news, Sean, but I'm sure she's already on a plane and on her way to Sheikh Khalifa of Abu Dhabi or to the Sultan of Brunei," said Chris with sadness.
"The Sheikh? The Sultan? No, say it's not true Chris. Say it's not true," said Sean beginning to cry. "I can't believe it. Oh, my poor, sweet, innocent Catherine."
"Being that she's had lots of lovers, Sean, you realize that even though Catherine may be sweet, she is not so innocent," said Chris.
"Yes, yes, I know that. You've told me that already," said Sean. "What does any of that matter now?"
"Just so you know before we involve the FBI, we received a ransom note a little while ago," said Chris.
"A ransom note? I don't understand. What would billionaires what with my money?"
"It's not your money that they want, Sean. In exchange for Catherine, they want you," said Chris handing Sean the ransom note.
"Me? Why would they want me?"
Sean read the ransom note before returning his attention to Chris.
"Who knows what goes on in the minds of men who don't worship our God, the true God," said Chris. "Fortunately or unfortunately, where we like it or not, the popular Bachelor and Bachelorette programs are now part of our American culture. Unfortunately along with our success, we've become a target for terrorists' organizations. In the past few months and worse with the announcement of your televised wedding, we've received hundreds of threats of violence against you and your lovely bride. We turn all such correspondences over to the FBI. No doubt, once whoever took Catherine has you in exchange for her, they'll probably sever your head just to post it online to show the rest of the world what they do to infidels."
"If that's what I must do to save Catherine, I'll gladly go in her place," said Sean holding his head high while playing the brave hero willing to do anything to save his new bride from a horrible fate by taking on that horrible fate as his own. "I only wish I could have had one night alone with her naked."
"Not to pour more salt in your open wound, Sean, but along with the ransom note, I have pictures of your wife, formerly Catherine Giudici, now Mrs. Sean Lowe," said Chris pulling out a small stack of sexually explicit photos of Catherine doing the down and dirty with her two masked captors.
He handed the photos to Sean. As soon as Sean saw his naked wife and having sex with two naked men but for their masks, he looked angry.
"Oh my God! I can't believe it. These photos are so disturbing. Have you seen these pictures?" He looked to Chris.
"We've all seen them, Sean," said Chris picking up the photos to look at them again while turning to his entourage and giving them the thumbs up. "As soon as we received them, we've been passing them around all morning," said Chris. "Chuck, our cameraman, has been in the bathroom all morning with them. She's such a beautiful woman and even more beautiful without her clothes."
"Watch it! That's my wife you're talking about and leering at. Give me those photos," said Sean pulling them from Chris' hand while giving Chuck a dirty look.
"Sorry Sean," said Chris.
"Well, obviously by these sexually, explicit photos, they've already had their wicked way with my wife," said Sean looking at them again. "They've done everything to her and more than I'd actually ever do to her beautiful body. I can't believe it. I just can't believe it. Poor, poor Catherine."
"I'm sorry Sean," said Chris taking ownership of the photos again. "In this photo, she's obviously blowing one man while the other is boning her doggie style. I can't tell from this angle if he's having anal sex with her or not," said Chris looking more closely at the photo while moving it sideways.
"Give me those," said Sean. "Jesus, that's my wife you're ogling. Have some respect. What's wrong with you people? Have you no common decency? Have you no sensitivity?"
"Sorry Sean. Being that we're only interested in ratings, I'm only trying to be of help. And in that regard, I need to ask your permission to share these photos with the rest of America," said Chris.
"Pardon? You want my permission for you to broadcast naked photos of my wife having nasty sex with two men when I've yet to see my wife naked and have nasty sex with her, not that having sex with my wife would be nasty, I'm just saying," said Sean.
"Yes, I understand," said Chris. "I think showing America these nude photos of Catherine, along with her masked assailants, will help in identifying them and will go a long way in helping to find her."
"Okay, if you think sharing these naked photos of Catherine will help find her," said Sean giving Chris the photos again. "I'll do anything to get her back, even give you permission to show my naked wife having sex with her masked kidnappers on TV," said Sean.
Chris aligned the photos on the bed to allow his cameraman to show them on national TV.
As soon as the cameraman showed the photos of Catherine naked and sucking and fucking her two captors, Catherine walked in the Honeymoon suite wearing her skimpy lingerie.
"Catherine! Oh, my God, are you alright?"
"I'm fine Honey," she said giggling. "The whole thing was a joke, a setup to get you. Did we get you?"
"Get me? A joke? What am I on Punked? I don't understand," said Sean.
"This is a new reality TV show we're premiering tonight Sean that shows our bachelors and bachelorettes in compromising positions without their clothes. We discovered that we're losing viewers and some of our market share, so we thought we'd spice up the show a little bit by showing Catherine naked in exchange for buying you two lovebirds your first house.
"Cover yourself, Catherine," said Sean grabbing a blanket to cover his new bride.
"Oh, don't worry. Everyone has already seen every part of me," said Catherine waving an unembarrassed and unashamed hand while laughing and pushing the blanket aside. "I'm so used to walking around naked now that I feel like a stripper."
"So, those photos of you are real and not photo shopped?"
"Let me see them." Catherine perused the naked photos of herself. "Naked, naked, naked, yeah, that's all me," she said with a laugh.
"And is that you really having sex with two masked men?"
"Sex? Don't be silly," said Catherine making a face, rolling her eyes, and shrugging. "I'd never have sex with another man again. I'd never cheat on you, my husband. We were just acting?"
"Acting? Some kind of acting. It looks pretty real to me. And who are the two men?"
"That's Chris humping my face and fucking my mouth and that's Chuck fucking me from behind," said Catherine giving Chris a smile and Chuck the eye.
Sean reached down to retrieve one of the photos.
"I don't consider you having a cock buried in your mouth and another cock buried in your pussy acting," said Sean. "How dare you stick your cock in my wife's mouth, Chris, and how dare you fuck my wife's pussy from behind, Chuck," said Sean.
"Actually, Sean, Chuck was fucking my ass and not my pussy," said Catherine. "I had to make it look real Sean," she said rolling her eyes and giving her husband a shrug. "Duh? I had to make it appear that I was really kidnapped, taken, and forced actually. Whoo hoo, I've been taken and I've been forced," she said stripping herself naked, holding up her arms, and twirling around the room. "Now this is what I mean by Grown Sexy," she said laughing. "I've grown sexy."
"I can't believe I married a whore," said Sean removing his wedding ring. "I want a divorce, an annulment," said Sean. "I want all of you out of my life and out of my hotel suite. Get out! Get out now! Go! Leave me in peace. Only, before you go Chris," said Sean pulling Chris aside and whispering, "can you e-mail me the contact names and e-mail addresses of the women I turned down for Catherine? Just the top five will be plenty. I'm sure I can pick a good woman to marry from one of them."
"Sure, no problem, Sean. That's the least that I can do," said Chris shaking Sean's hand.
* * * * *
"Walter," said Connie nudging her husband. "Walter? Come to bed. You fell asleep again watching TV."
"Oh, darn, I missed seeing Catherine in her wedding dress. I was watching that Sean Lowe and Catherine Giudici's wedding when I must have dozed. She's such a beautiful woman. I really like her...a lot," he said. "She has big tits and a wicked hot body."
"I can see that," said his wife staring down at her husband's exposed prick. "Unless you plan on using that thing on me, which you haven't in years, put that thing away and come to bed."
"You go use the bathroom first. I'll be up in a minute," he said. "I, um, need to do something down here first."
As soon as his wife headed upstairs, Walter grabbed some tissues from the coffee table, reclined back his easy chair, and started masturbating while imagining Catherine naked.
"Oh, my God, I wish I was Sean having sex with Catherine. I'd bang her, really bang her, after she sucked my cock. She's grown so sexy."
"Walter! I can hear you. Come to bed. Now!"
THE END
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All four men, Jack, Tony, Mike, and Jim quickly stripped off their clothes under the watchful eye of Brian. As if he wanted to see what they were all packing, oddly enough he seemed as interest staring at his naked four friends as they were interested in staring at his naked wife. While Brian ogled his friend's naked bodies, Brian's friends ogled Becky's naked body, and Becky ogled the four friends' naked bodies.
A five man and one woman show of voyeurism and exhibitionism, she should have felt perversely wicked but she didn't. If anything, instead of feeling shame or embarrassed, she felt sexually excited. Glad that she decided against wearing a blindfold, having her eyes uncovered so much better than being blindfolded, in the way that they all saw what she looked like without her clothes, she saw what they all looked like naked.
Glad that she decided against having her husband tie her wrists and ankles to the bedposts, free to explore his friends' bodies and so much better than being tied to the bed, now she was free to touch their pricks, fondled their pricks, and stroke their pricks. Never having had another man's cock in her hand other than her husband's cock, she was more than curious what it would feel like to touch another man, to hold and fondle another man, and to stroke another man before sucking and fucking another man. Her eyes moved from Jack's cock, to Tony's cock, and from Tony's cock to Mike's cock and Jim's cock. Having known these four men for years, and even having seen them in their bathing suits, she couldn't believe how different they all looked naked.
Naked, naked, naked, she had four naked men in her bedroom. Naked, naked, naked, four men were seeing her naked while touching and feeling her where no man should ever touch and feel another man's wife. Naked, naked, naked, never has she been so alive with sexual excitement. She couldn't wait to suck and fuck them all.
Obviously with the four men standing there naked, they were as nervous as she was sexually excited. Watching and waiting while looking from one to the other and staring at Becky in between, they waited for someone to make the first move. With Becky sitting up on the bed looking so pretty, so vulnerable, and so sexy, Jack moved to her first. He looked at her as if they were alone in the room. While his friends watched him in the way that Brian was watching all four men staring at his naked wife, he sat on the bed beside her.
"This is awkward," said Jack.
Having known her for years and with each one lusting over the other while not daring to satisfy their sexual fantasy, this was their opportunity to do all that they ever wanted to one another's bodies.
"I'm nervous too," she said. "Maybe if you kissed me, we can put the awkward, nervousness behind us."
As if to have a better look at her pretty face, he moved her long, chestnut brown hair from her eyes to run a slow hand down her cheek. With his back purposely turned to Brian sitting in a chair in the corner of the room, he leaned into Becky and pulled her closer to kiss her. As soon as they kissed, their tongues touched in an explosions of emotions for Becky. Having lusted over Jack before while masturbating herself, as if being plugged into a wall outlet, his kiss was electric. She had never French kissed anyone but Brian and with Jack so good looking, she was really enjoying kissing him.
A long, wet kiss, soulful kiss, in the way of two lost lovers reuniting, Becky returned his passion while Tony stepped forward, leaned down, and reached in between Jack and Becky to feel her ample breasts and finger her nipples. First one breast and then the other, he felt her breasts as if he was stealing a feel from a woman who didn't even know he was standing there staring at her tits. With Mike on one side and Jim on the other, each man seemed content to reach beneath Becky to feel her ass, before Mike reached down to finger her pussy and before moving his hand away to give Jim at turn at fingering her pussy. Giving her focused attention to Jack kissing her, lost in his kisses, with Tony feeling her tits and fingering her nipples, and with Mike and Jim feeling her ass and fingering her pussy, she felt as if Jack was feeling her entire body at once.
As if she was dreaming while having a sexual fantasy, she never thought she'd be having sex with four men at once. Remembering how they were when they were first married with her husband so possessively jealous of other men even looking at her, she never thought he'd have another man have sex with her. She never thought she'd ever allow four of her husband's friends not only to see her naked body but also touch and feel her naked body before having sex with her naked body. She never thought she'd be having sex with anyone but Brian. Now with her agreeing to be gangbanged by Jack, Tony, Mike, and Jim, she was just as nervous as she was sexually excited.
Then, turning from Jack to Tony, she gave him a long, wet kiss too, while Jack felt her tits and fingered her nipples before reaching down between her legs to finger her pussy. With Tony's kisses arousing her, Tony fondled one of her breasts and played with her nipple while jack fondled her other breast and fingered her nipple. Then when Jack played with her pussy with his other hand, Becky began squirming in her obvious sexual excitement of being fingered and rubbed by Jack. As the four men already agreed to give Becky an oral orgasm, and with Tony busy kissing Becky, Jack moved down between her legs.
Leaning back down to accommodate her comfort, Tony still kissed her while feeling Becky's big tits while she reclined back on bed with her legs spread and her knees up as if she was about to give birth to a baby. With Mike on one side of the bed and Jim on the other side of the bed, they reached their hands in to feel Becky's tits and finger her nipples as Tony continued kissing her while Jack licked her pussy. A four man team of sexual pleasure with eight hands, eight thumbs, and thirty-two fingers touching and feeling her where only her husband had touched and felt her before, Becky was on her way to orgasmic Heaven.
"Oh, my God," said Becky breaking off her kiss with Tony to lift her head to watch Jack fingering and licking her pussy.
No one has ever licked her pussy but her husband Brian. Always thinking that her husband was the champion pussy licker, he was no comparison to how Jack was making her feel. Now that she's experienced another man giving her oral sex, she now realized that Brian was just a dabbler compared to Jack seriously licking her pussy. If she had been blindfolded and didn't know who was eating her, in the way Jack was so skillfully going at her pussy, she'd think she was having lesbian sex.
Practically ignoring Mike and Jim having their wicked way with her tits, with her having masturbated before over Jack licking her pussy, she never thought him licking her pussy would ever happen and would feel this good. Now that she was experiencing Jack in a way that another man's wife should never experience another man, she had wickedly unfaithful thoughts of dumping her husband in favor of accepting Jack in her life. After being on a bland, sexual diet of Brian for the past 15 years, she wouldn't mind spending the rest of her sexual life with Jack. Moreover, inherently knowing how to make love to a woman, he was just so very good looking.
With Jack's tongue and fingers inside of her pussy, with Tony lips on hers and his tongue impaling her mouth, and with Mike and Jim's hands all over her ass and tits while fingering her nipples, she never thought she'd have these sexual feelings that she was having now. Instead of being the reluctant, non-consensual wife who refused to have sex with her husband's friends, she was the aggressive wife who couldn't wait to have sex with her husband's friends. Something that she thought would be so totally and disgustingly unpleasant was now totally and genuinely pleasurable. Never has she felt such sexual pleasure with four men paying her their undivided sexual attention.
She couldn't wait to take Jack's cock in her mouth and to feel his big prick rubbing up against her tongue. She couldn't wait to suck him while stroking him and while looking up at his big, blue eyes. She couldn't wait to feel him ejaculate in her mouth. His love potion, she couldn't wait to swallow his warm, oozy liquid. While her husband watched, she couldn't wait to see the look on Brian's face when Jack exploded cum in her mouth and down her throat.
With her husband agreeing to have all four men cum in her mouth, she imagine having a whole mouthful of cum dripping down her chin and all over her big tits. She wondered after she was done sucking them and fucking her if they'd agree to give her a cum bath. Never wanting one before, she wouldn't mind having one now. She wondered if her mother, her sister, of any of her friends ever had a cum bath. She never had a cum bath and in the sexually excited way she felt now, she'd love to have one if only for the bragging rights to say that she had.
Already so very sexually excited and not imagining that she could be more sexually excited, it was perfect timing when Mike moved her right hand to his cock and Jim moved her left hand to his cock. Immediately, as if she was milking two cows simultaneously, she wrapped her long, slender fingers around their cocks. Slowly she stroked Mike while looking up at him before turning to look up at Jimmy. As if she was dreaming, as if she was having a new sexual gangbang fantasy, she couldn't believe not only how good she felt but also how sexually exciting it felt to have a hard cock in each hand. With Mike and Jim growing harder in her hands, she felt so desired and wanted. Mike and Jim continued feeling her tits and fingering her nipples, as Tony continued French kissing her while Jack licked and finger fucked her pussy.
Seriously shocked that she was simultaneously masturbating two of her husband's friends, having a cock in each hand while being eaten and French kissed and having her tits and ass felt was something she had never imagined. Sort of like patting her tummy while rubbing her head, Becky was very ambidextrous while giving Jack and Mike slow hand jobs as they felt her tits and fingered her nipples, as Tony kissed her, and as Jack ate her. With a lot going on, she loved feeling their pricks getting harder in her hand. The thing that surprised her was something she hadn't considered, feeling so in control, she couldn't believe how exciting it felt to sexually arouse four men at once. As if she was the queen bee in a beehive, she's never imagined what it would be like to have the focused, sexual attention of four men all touching her, feeling her, and eating her.
Now that she was experiencing her first gangbang, never knowing this would be as enjoyable as it was sexually exciting, maybe this wouldn't be her last gangbang. Something not only new but something that she wouldn't mind doing again but with four other men, it aroused her stroke two men while one man kissed her and another man ate her as all four men took turns feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. Already thinking of herself as a slut for thinking of four other men doing her, she was becoming sexually incorrigible. Already thinking of herself as a slut for agreeing to have four of her husband's friends seeing her naked, now she thought of herself as a whore for agreeing to this gangbang. Now that she was sexually experiencing four men, what difference would it make if she experienced four more later and four more men after that? Maybe this was his intention all along but Brian had turned her into a cum slut.
After stroking them and feeling them harden in her hands, so wanting to take Mike's and Jim's hard cocks in her mouth, they needed to wait their turn. Rules are rules, even with a gangbang, especially with a gangbang, and the rule was that before she could suck their cocks, before they could cum in her mouth, and before she could swallow their cum, they had to not only eat her but also give her an orgasm. Becky continued kissing Tony while slowly stroking Mike and Jim as they felt her tits. Switching off, Mike leaned down to French kiss her before Jim took his turn to French kiss her too. With four men trading saliva with her, she wondered if the men gave any credence to the thought that while directly kissing her, they were indirectly kissing one another. At this point, even if they had that thought, with everyone naked and sexually excited, she didn't think they cared.
Then, when Jack parted her pussy lips with his finger and probed her deeper with his tongue, she stopped to watch. The sexual sensations he gave her made her believe that he was really enjoying eating her pussy. Different from the feelings received when her husband ate her, no doubt because he really wanted to eat her and knew that he must eat her for her to give him sexual pleasure, Jack was a pussy eating machine. With no one having eaten her but for Brian, she needed to see what Jack was doing that made her feel so aroused. She rested herself up on her elbows to watch Jack while momentarily ignoring Tony, Mike, and Jim.
Maybe she was so sexually aroused because Jack was so very good looking. Maybe she was so sexually aroused because she had sexually fantasized over Jack eating her pussy many times before while masturbating herself. She wouldn't mind keeping Jack around to eat her again and again, whenever Brian was put off by eating her pussy. Calling in the second team, she imagined her husband calling Jack to eat her when he wasn't in the mood to eat her, which he seldom was, even though he was always in the mood for her to give him a blowjob. Now that she's having a gangbang, dreading to have one before, this all could work out to spice up their married life. Yet, now that she's seen and felt who else is out there sexually, leaving her bedroom door open more than a crack, Brian had better watch his step and treat her right.
"That feels so good Jack," she said leaning around Tony's big body to watch Jack eating her. "Play with my clit Jack," she said closing her eyes before popping them open to watch him. "Finger fuck me. If you make me cum, I'll suck your cock" she said while giving a feigned smile to her husband before looking up at Mike and Jim before looking down at their cocks.
"I love eating your pussy Becky," said Jack delaying his licking for a moment to speak before wrapping his arms around her shapely thighs and resuming his licking.
Having ignored her sexual duty of Mike and Jim long enough, she propped up her pillows to take their cocks in her hands while still being able to watch Jack eating her.
"If you cum in my mouth and I swallow, Brian will buy me my new car," she said to Jack, "a brand, new Mustang GT. I can't wait. I'm more excited about the car than I am over the kitchen, the coat, and the ring."
"Good," said Brian in the distance. "Then, I'll cross those off the list."
"No you won't," said Becky laughing.
"Here's hoping you get your new car," said Jack mashing his face in her pussy as if he was mashing his face between her tits while licking and fingering her cunt.
She fell back in the softness of her pillows as if she had just gorged herself on an ice cream banana split.
"Oh, my God. That feels so frigging good Jack," she said letting go of Mike's and Jim's cocks again to reach down to run her fingers through Jack's lush, blonde hair. "Lick me Jack. Eat me. Lick my pussy. Yes, that's it, stick your fingers in there while you lick me. Rub my clit while licking me Jack."
In the way that some men do to women by placing a heavy hand behind their head when having their cocks sucked, she pulled him into her cunt and held him there by his hair and ears. As if he was humping her mouth and fucking her face with his cock, she humped his mouth and fucked his face with her pussy. Jack continued licking her while Tony sucked Becky's nipples and while Mike and Jim took turns kissing her. Something so unexpectedly new and sexually exciting, as if needing to have a cock in each of her hands, and with their kisses turning her on, she let go of Jack's hair to reach up to reclaim Mike and Jim's cock. Slowly stroking them while fondling the heads of their cocks with her fingertips, she looked from Mike to Jim to give them lustful looks.
With her the only woman surrounded by four men and with a fifth man silently watching the action, Becky has never had so much sexual attention as she had now. Thinking that it would be an issue for her to be naked in front of Brian's friends, she didn't even give her nudity a second thought now. Thinking it would be an issue for her to be naked in front of four men with her husband in the room, she was too sexually excited to care. Looking over at Brian sitting so quietly in the corner when normally he took control of a room, she watched her husband watching her with four men.
No doubt the image of her holding Mike and Jim's cock while Tony sucked her nipples in between kissing her and while Jack licked her pussy was getting to him. A magical five person train, she watched her pervert of a husband unzip himself and remove his cock from his pants and stroke himself while watching his wife sexually pleasure four men. With her husband the fifth man, she couldn't believe that she was going to get five men off just by allowing them to have their wicked way with their naked body. It excited her to know that five men wanted her enough to cum.
She felt so special. She felt so sexy. She felt so wanted. Things that she was no longer felt in her marriage, for the first time in a long time, she felt sexually desired. Something that she no longer felt in her marriage, she not only was sexually excited but she was reenergized and reinvigorated by the focused stares of five men. As if she was a stripper performing a gangbang on stage, she felt more like a sexy, sexual woman than she did a wife and mother.
Soon to be sucking Jack's cock and then Tony's cock before sucking Mike and Jim's cock, after they've all taken their turn at licking her pussy, her husband seemed content to play with himself instead of joining in. More than sucking their cocks, she couldn't wait for them to fuck her. She would have preferred her husband fucking her while she took turns sucking Jack, Tony's, Mike's, and Jim's cock. Yet, rather than joining in on the fun, he was content just to watch while masturbating himself.
Imagining the look on his face, she couldn't wait for the four men to ejaculate in her mouth while her husband watched. She could only imagine all of the pillow talk they'd have later. Never realizing she was such a slut, for her to agree to have group sex with four men, it took her husband to bring out the whore in her all for the sake of him buying her a new car. Yet, it felt so weirdly surreal, as if she was dreaming to have a cock in each of her hands while being eaten, kissed, and having her tits sucked.
"I love your big tits Becky," said Tony. "I wish my wife had your tits."
With Brian never complimenting her and never saying anything about her big breasts, it aroused her to hear Tony talking about her tits.
"Thank you Tony," she said looking up at him to give him a warm, sexy smile. "Play with my nipples Tony. I love having my nipples pulled, turned, twisted, and nibbled."
Not having to be told twice, Tony attacked her nipples as if they were knobs on a pinball machine. When Jack looked up to see what Tony was doing, Becky looked down to instruct Jack.
"Don't stop Jack. Just lick," she said pulling his mouth down by his hair. "Make me cum. Stick your fingers inside of me. Finger fuck my pussy Jack. Lick me. Eat me. I need to cum," she said. "Make me cum and I'll suck your cock Jack."



Humping his face with her hips before stiffening herself in a posture that gave him better and deeper access to her cunt, she enjoyed the feeling of him penetrating her deeper with his finger while licking her with his tongue. Then, spreading her legs wider, she pulled him forward by his hair again. As if ready to have an orgasm, she closed her eyes and mashed his face in her cunt and held him there. After all the times she's sexually fantasized over having sex with Jack while masturbating herself, she couldn't believe he was there now eating her pussy. Practically ignoring Mike and Jim for the sake of being eaten by Jack, seemingly patient to wait their turn with her, Mike and Jim seemed content feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while Tony kissed her. Yet, not to be denied participating in the action, Mike and Jim continued feeling Becky's ass and tits.
"I love eating your pussy," said Jack lifting his head to catch his breath and wipe his face with the sheet. "I love fucking you with my fingers," he said fucking her deeper while licking her faster.
"Oh, yeah, that's right baby, right there. Concentrate your tongue on my bean. Oh, my God, that feels so good," she said squirming. "Yeah, right there Jack, right there. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm going to cum Brian," she said to her husband. "With all that he's doing with his fingers and tongue, Jack is going to make me cum Honey," she said to her husband while watching him stroking himself faster.
In the way that Jack was correctly eating her pussy and continuing to make her so sexually excited and wet, she so wanted to instruct her husband to take notes. Normally giving up after only a few minutes, Brian was content to watch Becky masturbate herself after he sexually frustrated her by abandoning eating her before she had an orgasm. A big turn on for her, she loved how Tony talked about her big tits and how Jack talked around loving to eat her pussy. Unless she talked in bed, loving to talk dirty, even though she knew he liked hearing her talk like a whore, Brian never said anything back to her in return.
She wished Brian was more verbal. She wished he told her what he wanted and what he wanted to do to her. She wished Brian was more like Jack and Tony who were totally enamored with her body. Until recently when he undressed her and told her that she looked beautiful naked, no doubt taking her for granted before she agreed to have sex with his four friends, he didn't even compliment her anymore.
Whenever they were having sex, she was the one doing all the talking. Not expecting him to verbally add to her sexual arousal, she was the one who knew what to say to sexually arouse him. Wishing it was the other way around, now that she had four new lovers showing her all that she was missing, maybe Brian should have never opened her eyes to realizing what it felt to have sex with other men outside of their marriage. Breaking out the whore in her, maybe once she was unleashed from her self-imposed cage of modesty and proper decorum, there'd be no putting her libido back inside her faithful, loving wife box. Maybe even agreeing to try the swinging lifestyle, perhaps this was her husband's intent all along.
"How this?" Licking and fingering her, Jack reached up to feel her tit and finger her nipple while Tony impaled his mouth on her other breast as Becky continue to stroke Mike and Jim's cock faster.
A one woman army of sexual pleasure by pleasing four men with her hands, her mouth, her tits, her ass, and her pussy, she watched her husband watching her be the whore that she's become and obviously that he's always wanted her to be.
"I'm going to cum," she said. "I can't believe I'm going to cum. Oh my God, Jack, I'll definitely be sucking your cock," she said releasing Mike and Jim's cocks to pull Jack's face closer. Impaling his mouth with her cunt, she closed her eyes and held his head in place while he continued licking and fingering her. "I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I can't wait for you to fuck me with your big, hard, beautiful cock," she said in a whisper for Jack and perhaps Tony to hear without her husband overhearing her saying sweet, sexual sentiments to her new lover.
Tightening her body, arching her back, and stiffening her legs, it didn't take her long to cum. Silently, having a quiet orgasm, she bit her pillow for her not to scream her lust and sexual satisfaction. Not even taking the time to enjoy the sexual afterglow, she instructed Tony what to do next.
"Take Jack's place Tony and lick my pussy while I suck Jack's cock. Bring your beautiful cock up to my lips Jack. Let me suck you a little bit," said Becky. "After I fuck you, I need for you to cum in my mouth. I need to taste your cum before swallowing your cum," she said shocking even herself that she's become such a cock slut.
Obeying his friends' wife, Jack wiped Becky's pussy secretions from his face with the sheet before standing. With his cock at full erection, he moved to her. Her first time touching Jack's prick, she reached out her hand to fondle the head of his prick before wrapping her long fingers around his cock to stroke him while looking up at him. He was so handsome, especially after licking her pussy and fingering her pussy. With his face flushed as if she was a radiant groom and she was the innocent bride on her Honeymoon, giving her such a wonderful orgasm made him even better looking in her eyes.
Meanwhile Tony continued where Jack left off. Fingering Becky's pussy, he licked her pussy while Becky inserted Jack's cock in her mouth. A new sensation that she never thought she'd enjoy, being that she reluctantly agreed to have sex with Brian's two friends for a new car, before proposing a gangbang with four of his friends, she wondered what else she could get her husband to buy her if she had sex with four more of his friends.
To be continued...
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Brian's four friends gangbang Becky.
"I love your big cock," said Becky to Jack while stroking him and looking up at his big, blue eyes.
Teasing him by holding his cock so close to her lips, as if speaking into a microphone, she hadn't taken him in her mouth yet. Making him harder with her words, with her warm breath, and with her other hand first while cupping his balls and fingering the head of his cock between her thumb and index finger, she wanted to enjoy this moment. This may be the only moment she'll ever sexually have with another man again. Then, again, as if this was her initiation into swinging, this may be the beginning of something so sexually wonderful.
"I'm glad you love my big cock," said Jack.
He ran a slow hand down the side of Becky's pretty face before leaning down to kiss her as she continued fondling the head of his cock. A deep, wet kiss, the kiss showed the passion that Becky had for Jack and the horniness that Jack had for Becky. Then, when they broke off their French kiss, she flicked out her tongue to lick his prick as if she was licking an ice cream cone.
He was so handsome and she was so sexually attracted to him. She was so beautiful and, obviously by the stiff erection he had and the attention he paid her, he was sexually attracted to her too. While Tony licked her pussy and she held Jack's cock in her hand ready to suck him. Mike and Jim, standing off to either side of her, seemed content to reach their hands in between Jack and Becky to feel her big tits while fingering her nipples.
"I never thought this would happen," said Becky while stroking, kissing, and licking Jack's prick.
"Brian surprised me too when he asked me if I wanted to have sex with you. I was even more surprised when he told me that you had chosen me first," he said whispering his words in her ear.
With Brian a control freak, he outlined the rules of the gangbang for her as if wanting to orchestrate all that would happen beforehand. In exchange for a brand, new car, Brian obviously envisioned how the group sex would happen between his wife and his four friends. No doubt, trying to replicate a pornographic video about a gangbang that he had watched recently and still had in mind, he spends too much time viewing pornography. Every man in that bedroom would never look at pornography again if they had a wife as beautiful and as sexy as was Becky that day.
The rules were, as started by Brian when he greeted his friends at the front door, whichever man went first, Tony or Jack would eat Becky and give her an orgasm while the other man, Jack or Tony played with her tits and kissed her. In principle, it was as sexually exciting as it was simply erotic. Yet that was then and this is now. Before they agreed to do so much more, allowing Becky to have an orgasm while someone ate her pussy was the concession he gave to Becky for allowing his friends to see her naked and to touch and feel her naked body.
"I just love how you feel in my hand Jack," said Becky.
"Suck my cock Becky. Suck it," said Jack.
Now with Tony taking Jack's place between Becky's legs, fingering her while licking her, he looked up to watch Becky stroking Jack's cock before she took him in her mouth. With Mike and Jim on the sidelines waiting their turn with Becky, she sucked Jack while Tony licked her. A simple premise but one that worked, the gangbang, technically wasn't a gangbang but more of a group sexual event. Only having room for and allowing two men to be with her at a time, after all four men had given her an orgasm and she sucked them, then she could only take on one man at a time for sexual intercourse. Being that Becky had the physical endurance of a long distance runner and an active libido, with her being so curious about having sex with other men, this sexual session could go on for hours.
"Lick me Tony," she said turning from Jack standing beside her to look down to instruct Tony who was poised between her legs. "Rub my clit before sticking your finger inside of me. Yes, right there, that feels so good. Rub my bean. I love how that feels," she said returning her attention back to Jack and his cock.
According to the visualization explained by Brian, after she had her orgasm, the men would switch off with Tony or Jack eating her and her sucking Tony or Jack. Yet, before it even started, not nearly going as planned, everything changed when Becky said that she wanted to take on two more of her husband's friends in exchange for not only the new car but also for a new kitchen, the fur coat he promised her for the 10th anniversary, and the diamond ring he promised her for her engagement fifteen years ago. With neither of them wanting anal sex as part of this sexual initiation to the swinging lifestyle, to complicate the gangbang even more, everything changed when Becky told Brian that she wanted to be fucked too. What was simple before with only two men and without intercourse as part of their sexual encounter was complicated now with four men and sexual intercourse becoming part of the gangbang.
"I've never sucked another man's cock other than Brian's cock," she said looking up at Jack while flicking out her tongue to lick his stiff prick. Teasing him and as if she was about to take him in her mouth again, she put his lips on him and inserted just the head of his cock in her mouth. "I've never had another man's cock in my hand never mind in my mouth," she said withdrawing his cock from her mouth with a sexy, little laugh while slowly stroking Jack's prick.
Becoming such a sexual tease, Jack looked down at her while Brian watched the sexual exchange between his wife and his friend as he slowly masturbated himself.
"With you never having had another man other than Brian, for someone who's so sexually inexperienced, you're making me so sexually excited," said Jack.
"Ditto," said Brian slowly stroking himself while watching his wife with his friend from the far corner of the room. "This is so hot Becky to watch you with Jack and with Tony eating her pussy."
How does one go about a gangbang with four men who obviously have never been in a gangbang before and with one woman who's never had sex with anyone other than her husband? How does one do that, go from being a loving wife and a responsible mother to taking on four men sexually while her husband watches? Is she not embarrassed to be naked in front of four of her husband's friends and in front of her husband while he watches? Has she no shame to allow them to touch her and feel her while she touches, feels, and strokes their cocks? Has she no morals to allow four men to lick and fuck her while she sucks and fucks them?
How does a woman who's been so faithful to one man, her loving husband, prostitute herself for a new car, a remodeled kitchen, a fur coat, and a diamond ring? Willing to buy her whatever she wants, what kind of husband would want his wife to do that solely for his personal perversity? How can he reconcile that his four friends have not only seen his wife naked but also have had sex with his wife? How does his four friends put their friendship aside to sexually use and abuse another man's wife? If the shoe was on the other foot, would they allow Brian access to their bedroom and to their wife in the way that he's allow them all to have their wicked, sexual way with Becky?
In the way she's been saying no for three years, she could have said no again to Brian's request that she have sex with his friends. Yet, taking it a step further than Brian had anticipated she would, Becky agreed to do four men instead of just two. Moreover, Becky didn't just want to do one thing to each man. She didn't want to give one man a hand job while giving another man a blowjob. Being that she was so sexually inexperienced with having her husband as her only lover, curious about how it would be to have sex with other men, now that she had that chance, she wanted to do everything. Not wanting to go part way, with her having no regrets, no shame, and no embarrassment, if she was going to go through with this, then she wanted to do it all.
"Oh Tony, honey. You're making me so wet with your fingers and with your tongue. Rub my clit while licking me. Oh, yeah, right there. Don't stop. Please don't stop. You're going to make me cum," she said.
With Tony licking and licking her while fingering, under the watchful eye of her husband, she finally took Jack's cock in her mouth again. This time she was really sucking him. This time she was really blowing him. Closing her eyes as soon as she closed her lips around Jack's prick the first thing that she noticed was that Jack was significantly bigger than her husband. A sexual fantasy come true, she couldn't believe she was sucking another man's cock. A longtime sexual fantasy come true, she couldn't believe she was sucking Jack's cock. She couldn't count how many sexual fantasies she's had over this very moment while masturbating herself. With his hard, hairy cock buried in her mouth, she looked up at him to remember the look on his face of her sucking his cock.
"Oh, my God, Becky. That feels so good. Suck me baby, suck my cock," said Jack putting a gentle hand behind her head.
It wasn't as if these four men were strangers. It wasn't as if she had picked them randomly from a swingers' ad. She chose them because she had a connection with them and that connection was friendship. Yet, taking that friendship a step further, she chose them because she had thought about having sex with each of them one time or another, especially Jack who was her obvious favorite. She's known them for years with their families coming to her house and her family going to their homes too. Yet, after having sex with their husbands, how will she face their wives, her friends, and look their children in the eyes? Moreover, what if one of Brian's friends tells someone that they gangbanged her? What if someone finds out that she had swinging sex with four of their husbands?
"Yes, oh my God. Right there Tony. That's the spot. Don't stop. Lick me baby while rubbing my clit with your finger," she said removing Jack's cock from her mouth to speak while she continued stroking him and before taking him back in her mouth again to suck him. "Oh, my God, Tony. I'm going to cum," she said removing Jack's cock from her mouth again to speak. Only this time, not even stroking Jack, she reached down with both hands to grab Tony's head and mash his face in her sopping wet cunt.
If anyone was to discover their nasty, little secret of having a neighborly gangbang, Becky and Brian would be outcasts in their own neighborhood. If anyone was to know what happened here today, they'd put more of the blame on Becky than on Jack, Tony, Mike, Jim, and Brian. If anyone knew what was happening here now, they'd never believe it. Swinging sex never happens in this small town. Yet, who is to know what goes on behind closed bedroom doors?
With all the gossip that would grow from someone knowing that Becky was gangbanged by four of her husband's friends, it would only be a matter of time before their children found out that their mother was a whore. Only, not thinking of any of that now, Becky and Brian were only thinking about themselves and about their own sexual satisfaction. With Becky doing and Brian watching, they were only thinking about the now and not about the repercussions of their actions later. Even then, not thinking about what would happen later should someone find out, no doubt, Becky would be thinking about driving her new car, cooking in her new kitchen, and wearing her fur coat and diamond ring.
Obviously knowing it would be his turn next, Tony was really getting into licking Becky's pussy while Mike and Jim watched and/or occasionally felt and fondled her big tits while fingering her nipples. Paying more attention to Jack's cock than to Mike or Jim's cock, Becky needed both her hands to suck Jack, one hand to stroke him and her other hand to fondle his testicles. As if Jack was the only man in the room, she sucked his cock as if she was a thousand dollar call girl.
"Suck me Becky. Suck my cock," she Jack putting a heavy hand to the back of her pretty, dark haired head.
She sucked Jack in the way that she used to suck Brian before all of their sex slowly became one way sex with her doing all the sucking and him not doing any licking. Then, even with them having intercourse slowly waning, with Brian too tired to sexually satisfy Becky and preferring her to blow him instead, their sex life had become non-existent. For the last few years, their sex has become Becky giving him a blowjob with him playing with her tits, while she masturbated herself, before he'd roll over and go to sleep after cumming in her mouth. Now, with four men doing all that they can to sexually please her and sexually satisfy her, this gangbang or group sex was all about Becky. Now, no doubt, reenergized by this gangbang, Becky could only imagined the pillow talk and hot sex she'd finally have with her husband later.
As if Jack had a very special cock and, as far as Becky was concerned, he did, she sucked Jack's cock in the way that every man in that room no doubt hoped that she'd be sucking their cocks soon. As if she was a head banging member of the rock band, Red Hot Chilli Peppers, she made all the cock sucking sounds that men love to hear to know that the woman is enjoying sucking their cock as much as they are enjoying having their cock sucked. A good mother and a loving wife, Becky had become a professional cocksucker.
Doing a good job eating her pussy, but not as good of a job as Jack had done, Tony orally, sexually satisfied Becky enough to arouse her that she'd be having a second orgasm soon, especially with the added sexual excitement of her sucking Jack's big prick. If only she could have sex with Jack every night, she'd be a happy woman. If only she could have sex with two men every night, sucking one while another man licked her, before fucking the both of them, she'd never want anything else.
"Oh my God. Fuck! I'm cumming," she said tightening her body and stiffening her legs before going quiet.
Before continuing with the gangbang, holding onto Jack's cock as if his stiff prick was her lifeline, there was a long silence where Becky enjoyed a moment of sexual afterglow.
"Did you cum?" Tony emerged from between her legs in the way that he emerged from the kitchen to wait on customers after putting pizzas in and taking pizzas out of his hot ovens.
"Did I cum?" She laughed. "Yes, thank you Tony. You gave me a wonderful orgasm," she said.
Something she hadn't thought about before, she wondered how many of her friends, their wives, would do Brian in a gangbang in the way that she was doing Jack, Tony, Mike, and Jim. She wondered if their husbands promised them a new car, a remodeled kitchen, a fur coat, and a diamond ring, if they'd look down at her for doing what she was doing with their four husbands now. For them to know what it's like, they need to walk a mile in her shoes before judging her and casting their eyes of dispersion on her.
She suddenly remembered the promise that she made Brian to somehow expose her mother's and sister's nude to him while somehow exposing his cock to them. She wondered if her mother or sister ever had a gangbang. Now that she was having a gangbang with Brian's four friends, she wondered if her mother and sister would consider having a gangbang with Brian. Now that she's had sex with four other men, she wouldn't mind having sex with Brian's brother, Sean. With Brian opening her sexual floodgates, she thought of a few of her co-workers who she'd love to do, too.
"Now you," she said to Jack as if he was there for her expressed pleasure and he was. "Make love to me and after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me. Then, after you've all made love to me and fucked me silly, after you've all given me orgasms with your mouth and/or with your cocks," she said looking from Jack to Tony to Mike and to Jim, I want to suck all of your cocks.
"Wow," said Tony. "I can't wait to cum in your mother Becky."
"I want you all to cum in my mouth but holding some cum back," she said looking from one to the other. "I want you all to give me a cum bath. Yet, before you cum in my mouth and before you give me a cum bath, I want you all to take your turn fucking me. I want you all to really fuck me hard. I want you all to pound my pussy and make me cum"
"Don't worry about that Becky," said Mike. "I plan on giving you the fucking of your life."
She looked at him to smile her sexual approval.
"Giving me a memory to last me the rest of my life, as if I was your mother, your sister, your mother-in-law, and/or sister-in-law, or whomever you lust over when not lusting over your wives, I want you all to have your wicked way with my naked body."
The point is, even though that this was a supposed gangbang, with four men involved, they all can't eat her and fuck her at the same time. There are limits to what one woman can do with four men. Moreover, with her doing most of the work, think how Becky feels about simultaneously having sex with four men. She can't continue stroking a cock in each hand while one man eats her and she sucks the cock off a fourth man. Better to have teams of two, with one man pleasuring her and her pleasuring another man, it's better that she takes on two men at a time than trying to do all four at once. Moreover, if she thinks that she can fuck four men hard one after another, she's going to be sore.
"I can't wait for you to fuck me, Jack," said Becky sucking his cock while stroking his cock and removing his cock from her mouth to speak again. "Only, don't cum in my mouth, not yet. I need to do so much more with your cock first."
The only way for Brian's friends to gangbang his wife is to continue what they're doing now. Setup in teams of two, after one man gives her an orgasm with oral sex, she sucks on the cock of the other man, while the other man kisses her and feel her tits. Unless she was having anal sex and/or unless the rules changed where she was allowed to suck a man before he had given her oral sex and an orgasm, there's no way that she can do four men at once. Without having two men standing idly by, it's just not possible for everyone to have a good, sexual time with Becky simultaneously.
Ignoring the rules, Mike grabbed a handful of Becky's hair and impaled her mouth with his cock while Jim, Jack, and Brian watched as Tony wiped Becky's vagina secretions from his face with the sheet. Obviously not content to idly stand by watching, Jim pulled a handful of Becky's hair to turn her head in his direction and when she did, he impaled her mouth with his cock. Taking turns sucking Mike and Jim, going from one to the other, she couldn't wait for Jack to fuck her. Stroking Jim while sucking Mike, she stroked Mike while sucking Jim.
Wasting no time, Jack reclaimed her as his own and mounted Becky. Not even giving it a thought, after she just had Mike and Jim's cock in her mouth, Jack stuck his tongue in her mouth. With all four men sharing one another's germs, they were all too sexual excited to think about such inane things. This one gangbang was turning Becky into quite the whore.
With Jack already on top of her and dry humping her, she reached down to insert his hard cock in her wet pussy. She gasped when he filled her up with his big prick. Kissing and kissing her, he made love to her. Humping and humping her, their love making quickly turned to fucking. It was obvious that even with Jack's cock inside of her, the only man she'd ever love and make love to is Brian. A man could fuck her, but she could never make love to anyone else but the father of her children.



"Oh, Becky, you feel so good," said Jack giving her a good fucking. "You're so tight."
"Fuck me Jack, fuck me," she said returning his humps harder and faster. "Make me cum Jack, make me cum."
Jack pounded Becky's pussy while she sucked Tony's cock. With the second team waiting and watching while knowing they'll have their turn licking Becky's pussy, her blowing them, and her fucking them, this was a once in a lifetime sexual opportunity. Made even more sexual exciting by having gangbang sex with a wife's friend, a woman who these men obviously lusted over for years, the day was finally here that everyone would get all that they wanted, especially Becky. Even though she was so sexually excited after having Jack and Tony give her oral orgasms and after sucking Jack, Mike, Jim, and now Tony's cock, while Jack pounded her pussy, all she could think about is her new car, her remodeled kitchen, her fur coat, and her diamond ring.
Obviously not wanting to cum inside of her, saving himself to cum in her mouth and for the cum bath later, Jack got off Becky to give Tony a chance at fucking her. Being that Tony was so big, she had him get on his back and she mounted him. Bouncing up and down on him, immediately Mike took Tony's place by her mouth. Not an easy thing to do with her head bouncing up and down with her tits, while she fucked Tony, she sucked Mike when he put a heavy hand to the back of her head to hold her mouth in place. With Becky's tits bouncing up and down, Jim harnessed them with his big hands while fingering her nipples. Allowing him to cum inside of her, it didn't take very long for Tony to ejaculate in Becky's pussy. Breaking all the rules, what was first to be gentlemen sex between a friend and his wife, turned into an all-out gangbang.
As soon as Becky climbed off Tony and as soon as Tony removed his big body from the bed, Mike pushed Becky down and without giving her a chance to wipe the gooey mess that Tony had deposited between her legs, he mounted her and positioned his prick in her cunt. Fucking and fucking her as if he was dirty dog in the street fucking a bitch in heat, Mike pounded Becky's pussy while she sucked Jim's cock and Brian masturbated himself. Mike was next to ejaculate in Becky's pussy.
"Wait, I need a break," she said pushing Mike off to clean herself up in the bathroom.
When she returned, she took Jim by the hand and pushed him down on the bed. Mounting him, she reached her hand down to position his stiff cock inside of her while Jack took his place to the side of her and close enough to her mouth for her to suck him. She fucked Jim while she sucked Jack again.
"Oh, my God, Becky, I'm going to cum," said Jim.
Then, when she was done fucking Jim, when Jim ejaculated his load inside of her too, Jack was the only one who had abided by the rules and hadn't cum yet. Giving him special treatment, Becky got down on her knees in front of her while looking up at him.
"I want you to cum in my mouth Jack," said Becky. "And for the rest of you, Tony, Mike, and Jim, being that you've already cum inside my pussy and Jack hasn't cum yet, I want you all to give me a cum bath while I suck Jack's cock.
A circle jerk sight to behold, Tony, Mike, and Jim all gathered around her and masturbated themselves while Becky sucked Jack. As soon as Jack ejaculated in her mouth, as if there was a special ejaculation button, Mike, Jim, and Tony all stepped forward to explode cum all over Becky's face and tits. As soon as Jack exploded cum in Becky's mouth and as soon as Mike, Jim, and Tony ejaculated cum all over Becky's long, chestnut hair, beautiful face, and big, shapely breasts, Brian masturbated in his tissue.
"Oh my God," said Brian. "That was fucking unbelievable."
To be continued...
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Mother-in-law is who Brian wants and is who Brian gets. With a promise made and a promise kept, Becky's shapely mother and sexy sister come for a visit.
With the unmistakable smell of bacon and coffee awakening him, Brian got out of bed with a huge woody. Having just peed a couple of hours before, he seemingly needed to pee again. That's what he gets for drinking beer after 9pm. Normally having to pee really bad as soon as he got out of bed, he was more interested in food than in relieving himself.
With Becky still in bed asleep beside him, he was more than curious to know who the chef was cooking breakfast. Maybe they have a ghost who likes to cook. Maybe he's so hungry that he imagined that he smelled bacon sizzling and coffee brewing. Becky used to make breakfast all the time when they were first married, now with both of them always in a rush, most times they grab a cup of coffee and burn a couple of pieces of toast. Sundays are the only days she'll make breakfast but only if they weren't out late partying Saturday night. Now, more interested in sex than in food, he hasn't been eating and drinking as much since Becky had her gangbang.
As if he imagined her or dreamt her and she magically appeared, Anna May, Becky's mother, stood by the stove making breakfast when Brian walked in the kitchen. As soon as he saw the sexy, nearly non-existent nightgown that she was wearing without having the appropriate modesty of wearing a bathrobe, momentarily he forgot that he had a huge erection that stiffened out his pajama bottom. Adding to his horniness, there's something so sexy about a woman cooking breakfast while wearing a sexy nightgown, especially when that woman is forbidden fruit in the way that his mother-in-law was.
Her side profile caught his immediate attention as if she was standing there naked. Seeing the erotic impressions of her big breasts through her sheer nightgown as soon as he enter the brightly lit kitchen, he wondered if she knew that he could see as much as her as he was seeing. With her showing so much of her shapely body, tit for cock, unembarrassed that he obviously had a huge erection in her presence, he was curious to know her reaction to her seeing his erect prick that tented his pajama bottom. After he confessed his sexual feelings to his wife for her mother and his lustful desire for her sister, he was surprised that Becky didn't veto his sexual attraction to them. Instead, going along with his forbidden lust, she encouraged him with her promise to not only flash him her mother and sister's naked bodies but also to flash them his cock. Wow!
Being that he had awakened feeling so horny, emboldened in his exhibitionism and perversely perverted in his sexual desire for her mother, he wanted his mother-in-law to see his stiff pole sticking straight out in his pajama. Immediately, no longer wondering what her reaction would be, he received his hoped for answer with her sexually, erotic stare. With her eyes going right to his erect cock and glued there, encouraging him to do even more in flashing his mother-in-law, she did a double take. In the way that he always talked to his mother-in-law's tits, she now talked to his erect prick.
"Good morning," she said. "How are you?"
In the way that she greeted the dog and patted him on the head, he hoped she'd greet his cock the same way. He'd love for her to rub the head of his cock as if his stiff prick was a dirty dog. He'd love for his cock to move up the side of her face and trace her mouth in the way that the dog licks the side of her face always tries to impale his tongue between her lips. If only his cock could speak, his prick would answer her. Surely she wasn't asking him how he was, addressing his engorged penis by staring at his erection in the way he hoped she would and in the way that he was staring at her exposed cleavage now, she was asking his cock how he was.
In the horny way he felt at that moment, he'd love to fuck his mother-in-law's tits before parting her lips with his cock. A woman so good and so kind but from a different and more innocent generation, he wondered if she sucked cock. He wondered if she'd allow him to cum in her mouth. He wondered if she swallowed. He wondered if she wanted him as much as he wanted her. As soon as he thought that, with her making pancakes, he had the visualization of creaming Anna May's big tits with cum in the way that syrup coated his pancakes.
As if daring him to do so by her staring at his erection, he was so tempted to pull out his cock to show her just how happy his cock was to see her. Hard and ready for action, he wished she'd reach out her motherly hand and touch his cock and feel his cock through his pajamas in the way that he so wanted to reach out his horny hand to touch her tits and feel her ass through her nightgown. Yet, something she's never seen of him before, it was enough that he was flashing her his stiff erection, albeit hidden inside his pajama bottom. With her flashing him her nearly naked breasts, he so wanted to flash her his naked cock.
He loved how his mother-in-law wears those oh, so tight button blouses that seemingly are a size too small. With her big breasts pushing open her button holes to allow him to see her exposed, low cut bra and cleavage, he knew that if he stood sideways she could see more of his cock. Posing so that she could see more of his partially exposed prick, he knew that there was a lot of thick, long, hairy, pink skin clearly visible that his mother-in-law could see through his pushed open, pee hole. That is, if she was looking and sexually excitingly she was more than looking, nearly burning the pancakes, she staring. Apparently by wearing such a revealing nightgown in front of her always horny son-in-law, Anna May is as much a voyeur as she is an exhibitionist. With her staring at his cock and him staring at all that she was showing, he rubbed the sleep from his eyes to make sure that he was seeing what he was seeing and wasn't dreaming. As if she was illuminated by a spotlight, the bright morning sunlight that flooded in through the kitchen window made it obvious that she wasn't wearing anything beneath her sheer, nearly see-through, sexy nightie. Oh, my God, how hot is that? Obviously seeing the clear, unobstructed outline of his mother-in-law's naked, curvy body through the thin material of her nightgown, not even looking away long enough to blink his eyes, he looked at her as if he was seeing a nearly naked ghost.
"I didn't know you were coming for a visit," he said making idle conversation as his excuse to stare longer at all that his mother-in-law was showing.
"Not planned in advance, I didn't know that I was coming for a visit either. Becky called and asked me to come," she said giving him a sexy smile that no mother-in-law should ever give her horny son-in-law who was standing there with a massive erection while she was standing there in her sexy nightgown.
As if willing it to do so by purposely pulsating his prick, in his feeble attempt to tease Anna May to touch him, he wished his cock would poke out of his pajama bottoms and make a surprise appearance. In the way that her errant nightgown strap fell and the top of her nightgown loosened to expose even more of the fullness of her magnificent breast, he so wished that her tit would magically fall out of her nightgown while she flipped pancakes. With her big tits jiggling and her nightgown top lowering with her every subtle, albeit erotic movement, just a little more and he could see her areola. Mesmerized by the sexy sight of the tops of her meaty breasts, if only her nightgown would fall just a little lower her nipple would be completely exposed.
As if she was a stripper giving him a private, sexy, slow, striptease show, with him already having a huge erection, he wished his mother-in-law would offer to give him a lap dance. Sitting on him facing him while smothering his face in her breasts as if her tits were two giant pillows, he'd love for her to hang those big boobs down in his face. Encouraged by her heated stares of his erection, as if his cock was an opera star mime and her stares were his curtain call bravos, he wished his cock would make an encore appearance to take a stiff bow. If his cock did free itself from his pajama bottom, acting if he didn't know his cock was so exposed and sticking out of his pajamas, he wondered what her reaction would be to seeing his exposed prick. Would she be terribly offended or sexually excited? Would she stare or would she look away?
"When did you get here Anna May?" He wondered if Becky's younger sister, Susannah was here visiting too.
Having only seen her from the back and from the side, when she turned to face him, as if begging him to touch her, his eyes widened, his lust for her heightened, and his cock hardened. In the way that she obviously could see the exposed side of his prick when he faced her sideways, when she faced him head-on, clearly he could see not only the impressions her nipples made in her nightgown but also her dark areolas and the entire shapely outline of her breasts. Oh, my God, never has he seen so much of his mother-in-law's naked body. As if he was having a wet dream while fully awake, he thought he'd ejaculate right there in his pajamas.
As if her pale blue nightgown was made from transparent, colored cellophane, did she know that he could see so much of her curvaceous body? Did she care that he could see so much of her voluptuous body? Or was she teasing him in the way that he hoped he was teasing her? Was she teasing him by showing him most of her exposed breasts as much as he hoped he was teasing her by showing her the side of his exposed cock?
With big tits running in their family, Becky's tits were only a tad smaller than her mother's big breasts. Becky a full C cup and with Anna May probably a small D cup, Susannah had to be a whopping, double D cup, made even more obvious by her small stature. As if there was a forbidden forest beneath her nightgown, that he'd love to part with his fingers, his tongue, and/or his cock, the dark shadow of her bushy, pubic hair made it appear that she was wearing black panties when she wasn't wearing any panties at all.
"Late last night," she said staring down at the pitched tent his cock made in his pajama bottom again before giving her son-in-law her best southern belle smile.
"Oh," he said while wondering what else he could say to prolong him staring at her.
Did she want him to catch her staring at the impression his erection made in his pajama bottom? While imagining her naked, did she know that he was staring at her in the way that she was staring at him? Brian figured that if his mother-in-law wasn't self-conscious about showing him her nearly naked body and most of her big breasts than he shouldn't feel guilty about showing her his enormous erection. Tit for cock, exhibitionism and voyeurism at its best, he loved playing this sexy game of flashing.
"Didn't Becky tell you we were coming?" She looked at him to give her that sexy smile again.
"No," he said returning her sexy look with soulful lust.
Done with making pancakes, Anna May walked over to her son-in-law to give him a hug and a squeeze tight enough to make him imagine what it would feel like to fuck his sexy mother-in-law. Impaling her soft belly with his stiff prick, his cock was so hard that it didn't even bend when she pressed her nearly naked body against his nearly naked body. He wondered if she felt his prick stabbing her. How could she not feel his cock poking her? He wondered if she hugged him just to press his cock against her in the way that he loved it when she pressed her tits against him. So tempted to reach down to cup her sweet, shapely ass cheeks in his hand, it took all the self-control he had not to do that to Becky's mother. Content instead to rest his hands at the top of her buttocks and with his fingers resting lower to explore more of her round, firm ass, she gave him a kiss on the lips that lasted a little longer than it should have.
"Sorry that I missed your birthday last week Brian. A belated Happy Birthday to you," she said looking in his eyes as if they were lovers before giving him another kiss.
"That's okay. It was just another birthday," he said suddenly thinking about Becky having gangbang sex with Jack, Tony, Mike, and Jim.
This time, turning her head sideways and closing her eyes, her kiss lasted a little longer and he so wanted to slip her his tongue. An uncomfortable moment with his cock pressing against her soft belly and with her big tits pressed against his muscular chest, he was glad when she broke off the kiss before he made a fool of himself and French kissed his mother-in-law.
"Just another birthday? Every birthday is a milestone in your life," she looked at him and laughed. As if stroking him in the way she does with the dog, she ran a slow hand down his chest and stomach. Accidentally or deliberately, her long, manicured fingers briefly brushed by his cock before she pulled her hand away. "What does it feel like to be forty?"
Hoping flattery will get him everything that he wanted from her and with her not looking her age and with him not having to lie, he complimented her.
"I guess you wouldn't know what it feels to be forty being that you're not forty yet," he said with a sly laugh while taking a step back before he did something he'd regret.
She laughed but in the way that she fluffed out her hair, he could tell that she enjoyed the focused attention that he was paying her.
"I wish. I'm well past fifty and have been a proud member of AARP for a few years now," she said.
"Well, you don't look like a senior citizen to me," he said wrapping an arm around her waist to give her another hug. "You look ten years younger than you do. You look forty-something instead of fifty-something," he said leaning into her.
"Thank you," she said.
With her big breast resting on his hand and his forearm, he could feel the heavy weight of her big tit. He was so tempted to turn his hand palm up and cup her breast while fingering her nipple. Only inches away, her nipple was right there. Instead he was content to peer down her nightgown top at her cleavage and at the tops of her breasts that she was displaying.
"To answer your question what it feels like to be forty years old, I feel old," he said moving his arm away while wondering what his mother-in-law would do if he grabbed her ass or groped her breast.
Losing his resistance, he wished he had the nerve to take her in his arms and kiss her again while touching and feeling in all the places that he'd love to touch and feel her. Especially after she kissed him three times, wondering what it would feel like to French kiss his mother-in-law, he was so tempted to part her lips with his tongue while feeling her big tits and/or her shapely ass through her nightgown. After Becky had her fun with her gangbang, knowing that there'd be no repercussions from his wife, he already had the go ahead from Becky to seduce not only her mother but also her sister. Only, he didn't know how Anna May would feel about having sex with her son-in-law. After what Becky told him about her mother being ticklish, a way for him to get some cheap, free feels of her tits, he was so tempted to tickle her. He wondered if he tickled her while accidentally on purpose feeling her tits if she'd tickle him while accidentally on purpose feeling his cock.
Realizing that he was being so juvenile in his feeble attempts to seduce his mother-in-law, as Becky promised she would, he needed help from his wife to see all that he wanted and needed to see of Anna May. For to invite her mother here so soon, her flashing plan had to be something good. With him already ordering her the new car, planning the remodeled kitchen, and buying her the fur coat and diamond ring, she was busy giving him what he wanted too. Forcing himself to behave, not wanting to ruin whatever Becky had planned, he controlled himself from French kissing and feeling up his wife's mother. He forced himself not to feel her big tits and finger her already erect nipples. Still, so wanting for feel her round, firm ass, he so wanted to tickle her. Yet, not wanting to ruin Becky's plan to tickle her mother when just out of the shower and wearing only a towel, he decided to bide his time and wait for his wife in helping him to see her mother naked.
Already sexually excited by all that he was already seeing of his shapely mother-in-law and all that she was showing him of her, he only wished they were both naked when she hugged him and squeezed him. Instead of impaling her soft tummy with his stiff cock, in and out and up and down, he'd love to impale her warm, wet pussy with his hard prick. Unable to help himself from looking, leering actually, Brian stared down at the long line of cleavage his mother-in-law was always proud to show men. From the mailman to the UPS and FedEx drivers to the grocery store stock clerks, there's not a man that his mother-in-law hasn't flashed them her cleavage. Having masturbated over the thoughts of her topless and/or naked hundreds of times before, he imagined her looking much like Becky looks naked.
Excited that this weekend could be the best weekend of his life, after Becky not only promised to flash her mother's naked body to him but also to flash his cock to her mother, he couldn't wait to see what she had planned. He only wished his sexy sister-in-law, Susannah, was here too. Killing two birds with one stone, being that Susannah was the slutty one in the family, he'd love to see Becky's 30-year-old, kid sister naked too. He'd love to see the reaction on Becky's kid sister's face when his wife flashed his cock to her sister. With her mother looking like an older version of his wife, his sister-in-law was the younger version of Becky too. Obviously for one to look so much like the other, the gene pool in this family was very strong.
With Anna May only 19-years-old when Becky was born and looking ten years younger than her 54-year-old age, if Becky looked anything like her Mom twenty years from now, when she was 54-years-old, he wouldn't mind her looking like that at all. Definitely, not Becky, not Susannah, and not Anna May, he wouldn't kick any of these hot women out of bed for eating crackers. His mother-in-law was the definition of a MILF and true to the definition of the word, he'd love to fuck his wife's mother. He'd love for his mother-in-law to look up at him with her big, brown eyes while sucking his prick. In the way that Jack ejaculated in Becky's mouth, he'd not only love to ejaculate in his mother-in-law's mouth but also in his sister-in-law's mouth too.
Not sure why he so wanted to have sex with his mother-in-law when he had a younger version of her with Becky in his bed already, he just did. No doubt, probably the same reason why he wanted to have sex with his sexy sister-in-law was the same reason why he wanted to have sex with his shapely mother-in-law. Keeping it all in the family, how hot would that be going from Becky to her mother and to her sister. In the way that Becky had a gangbang with his four, horny friends, he'd love to have a threesome with her mother and sister. Alas with her sister not here, he'd settle for having one-on-one sex with her mother.
Since his wife had already made her sexual moves on his four, horny friends by agreeing to have a gangbang, he was glad that his father-in-law was no longer in the picture so that he could make his sexual moves on his mother-in-law and sister-in-law. Divorced soon after she gave birth to Susannah, he didn't understand why someone who looks like her hasn't hooked up with another man. Having had a few dates and a few, brief, romantic encounters, Anna May hasn't had another steady man in her life. Granted, it's not easy for a woman with the baggage of two, young children to find a man to take on that responsibility but her good looks and shapely body was a sweet dessert that any man could swallow after providing the continued support for their meals.



The reason why they've been so busy, between all the pillow talk and all the sex they've been having, Becky's gangbang was the motivation for their current second Honeymoon. Never forgetting that special night and always on his mind enough to give him an eternal erection, Brian recalled the gangbang that Becky had last Saturday night. Ever since then, a different, sexual animal, Becky's been sexually insatiable. The wife he never had but always wanted, now that she's lost all of her sexual inhibitions, they're having the fun now that they should have had years ago.
Playfully provocative and dressing more sexy, she's wants to do and try new things, especially if they involve sex. Flashing truckers her tits on the highway on the way to the mall to buy her fur coat and diamond ring, she's already flashed her panties to a another shoe store salesman again last night while he watched his wife through the store window outside. He wish he had opened this Pandora's Box of sexuality and exhibitionism years ago. Only, who knew that a gangbang was Becky's sexual key to unlocking and releasing her erotic inhibitions?
"Being that you were both born on the same day, what did you do to celebrate your birthdays? Did you go out to dinner?"
Immediately, as if she was a birthday cake covered with vanilla icing, remembering the cum bath his friends gave his wife, Brian thought of Becky's hair, face, and tits coated with cum. Immediately as if her mother's mouth was a crème filled pastry, he thought of cumming in Anna May's mouth in the way that Jack ejaculated in Becky's mouth.
"We've been a little busy," he said to his mother-in-law. With Susannah the slut in the family, if only she knew that Becky pulled a train last week, he wonder what she'd say about her favorite daughter then. "It must have slipped her mind to tell me that you were coming for a visit," he said thinking again about Mike, Jim, and Tony giving Becky a cum bath while Jack exploded cum in his wife's mouth.
Again, being that she was such a good woman, a loving mother, and a kind grandmother, he wondered if his mother-in-law sucked cock. If she did suck cock, he wondered if he could entice her to suck his cock. If she did suck his cock, he wondered if she'd allow him to cum in her mouth. He wondered if she swallowed or maybe she's one of those women who preferred a man to cum on her tits.
"Where's the kids? Still sleeping? I'm so looking forward to seeing my grandchildren," she said.
"Oh, sorry. My parents have them for the weekend," he said. "They'll be home Sunday night."
"That's too bad. I'll be heading home by then," she said with sadness.
Actually, getting in the way of the sexy games that he hoped Becky was planning, he was glad that the kids weren't around. With her knowing that her mother was coming to visit, maybe Becky had made plans for the kids to stay overnight with his folks so that she could keep her sexy promise of exposing her mother to him and him to his mother. Suspecting that his wife had something sexual planned to have her mother visit so soon, he wondered how Becky was going to pull off flashing Anna May's naked body to him and how she planned on flashing his cock to his mother-in-law.
He couldn't imagine how she could flash her naked body to him and his cock to her without making it appear deliberate and not accidental. Not wanting the flashing event to become an embarrassing fiasco and something that he'd regret doing with heavy guilt and remorse, there was only so far they could go in their flashing. A modestly moral woman, not wanting to ruin their mother-in-law and son-in-law good relationship that so they enjoyed, somehow needing to make the flashing appear accidental, he didn't want to offend her. This was his wife's mother he was hoping to see naked and flash his cock to and not some whore that he picked up in a bar.
Anna May returned to what she was doing in finishing up making pancakes. Preoccupied with watching Becky's mother parade around him in her oh, so sheer nightgown, with his back turned to his bedroom, Brian stood in the doorway between the dining room and hall while watching his shapely mother-in-law walk by the windows. With the morning light shining through the windows and illuminating her nightgown as if there were a thousand Paparazzi camera flashes, he could see even more of Anna May's beautiful body. She was so hot and he was so horny. If only Becky wasn't home, if only he was alone with his mother-in-law, he'd make his move.
When returning from the kitchen to the dining room, Anna May nearly dropped her dish of pancakes that she was carrying over to the dining room table when Becky emerged from the bedroom to sneak up behind her husband. Before she could even open her mouth to greet her daughter, without warning, as if she was a perverted rapist, a stalker, or a groper, she pulled Brian's pajama bottoms down to his ankles. Exposing her husband's cock to her mother, by the sexually excited look on Anna May's face, delightfully surprised, Brian wasn't wearing anything beneath his pajama bottoms. With his morning woody sticking straight out and on full public display, he showed no shame and/or embarrassment to his wife flashing his cock to her mother. Instead, with his face as full of sexual excitement as he hoped his mother-in-law's face was, he looked at Anna May to see her reaction to seeing his cock.
To be continued...
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*
Becky flashes her mother and sister to her husband and brother-in-law.
Surprised by her calm, cool reaction to his wife exposing his erection to his mother-in-law, being that she didn't look away, she didn't seem offended by Becky exposing his cock to her. With her not looking away and with her not appearing offended, both were positive reactions to Anna May seeing his cock. Thinking that she'd be offended by Becky flashing her mother his prick, instead taking it all in stride, she didn't even seem embarrassed. Moreover, contrary to how he perceived her response would be to seeing his prick, instead of appearing mortified or even uncomfortable with his exposed erect cock in view, she was unabashed in her reaction. Not looking anywhere else but at his erect cock, the first time seeing her son-in-law's penis, Anna May stared at Brian's erect prick as if she was gawking at a traffic accident or at a 50% off shoe sale display at Macy's.
Wanting to flash her his prick to her for years, not only couldn't he believe his mother-in-law finally saw his cock but also he couldn't believe her reaction to seeing his prick. Instead of looking away, she stared at his cock. Instead of her face turning red with embarrassment and instead of her making a face as if she had just eaten something bad, she gave him a small, discreet, sexy smile that told him that she liked what she saw. With his wife the perfect accomplice, in helping him to flash his mother-in-law, he couldn't believe that Becky showed her mother his dick. In the way that his Anna May stared at his prick, he'll be masturbating over this day and his mother-in-law's focused reaction for the rest of his life. He was just as sexually excited having Becky flash her mother his cock as he was when he showed his wife's naked body to his four friends. Nonetheless his sexual excitement, never knowing that he was as much an exhibitionist as he was a voyeur, he quickly pulled up his pajama bottoms.
"Becky! What's wrong with you?" Anna May looked from her son-in-law to her daughter. "How dare you?"
Oh, oh, what's this new wrinkle and disturbing reaction to Becky flashing her mother his cock? He didn't see this coming. Now, suddenly, a complete one-hundred-eighty degree turn around, his mother-in-law seemed pissed but, by the sexy look she gave him before, if reading her look correctly, he hoped that he knew differently. Obviously putting on an act for the benefit of her daughter, perhaps because he was her daughter's husband, acting as if she was uncomfortable with Becky flashing her his erect prick, he was seeing another side of his mother-in-law that he's never seen before. Not knowing what would happen when Becky flashed Anna May his cock, nothing more than a sexual fantasy that he had, he imagined that his mother-in-law would reach out and touch him and take him in her hand to stroke him. Only, by her negative reaction, that would never happen. Nonetheless, she did give him that sexy look when she first saw his cock. What was that about? He was confused.
"What?" Becky shrugged as if she didn't understand what the big deal was in flashing her husband's cock to her mother.
"What?" Anna May flashed Becky an angry look. "What do you mean what?"
Becky stared down her mother. There was a tense moment when he thought the two women were going to argue. He'd like nothing more than to see them have a catfight. How hot would that be to see Becky strip her mother naked? Only, that would never happen. Nonetheless, there was an uncharacteristic attitude to his wife's voice with a flash of temper towards her mother that he had never seen before.
Never thinking his wife was a bitch, in the way that he thought many of his friends' wives were bitches, she was always so nice to him, so good to their children, and so respectful of her mother. Besides, even if he had to order her a new car, give her a remodeled kitchen, and buy her the diamond ring and fur coat he had promised her, what better wife to have than one who agreed to and had a gangbang? With that milestone already behind them, who knows, maybe she'll agree to try swinging next? Only for that to happen, he'll probably have to install the in-ground pool he's been promising her since they bought this house when they were first married fifteen years ago.
"Didn't you get a good enough and long enough look at Brian's cock Mom? Didn't you see it well enough and stare at it long enough? Maybe you'd like to see his prick again so that you can stare at his cock longer this time," said Becky leaning in her mother's face.
After that angry exchange, Becky turned to Brian and pulled his pajama bottoms down again. This time, Anna May stared at his cock again as if she was an Italian woman dying for a big, hot, Italian sausage after eating a steady diet of small, soft American breakfast links. With him never expecting this reaction from his wife, especially after showing her naked body to his four horny friends, Becky's angry reaction to her mother staring at his cock made him curious.
'What the Hell was that about?'
He had no clue what was happening here. Now instead of feeling sexually excited, he felt uncomfortably embarrassed. Maybe Becky didn't want her mother seeing her husband's prick but why? She didn't have any reservations about flashing him to her mother before when he first asked her about doing that. Maybe in the way she was having second thoughts about having a gangbang, she was having second thoughts about flashing him to her mother.
A little bit screwy, she acted as if her flashing her mother his prick was all her mother's fault. Weird. Obviously, along with the pent up anger, there's some kind of history between her and her mother that his wife never discussed with him. Always thinking that they enjoyed a close mother and daughter relationship, he wondered what had happened between them to have changed all of that.
Confused by the way that Becky talked so disrespectfully to her mother, as if it wasn't disrespectful enough that she flashed Anna May his cock, he wasn't so sure if he wanted to continue playing this flashing game of tickle and tease with Becky's mother. Suddenly, he felt like the pervert that he was. Uncomfortably positioned between his wife and her mother, he felt as if he was the man in the middle of things, a place where he'd rather not be. Having a glimmer of insight and sensitivity, something he's not used to having, now he wondered if Becky felt the same way about being coerced to show his friends her naked body.
Suddenly feeling much like an unrepentant husband who was caught red handed with his lover by his wife, he didn't know what was happening between the two women. He thought Becky was okay with flashing her mother's naked body to him. He thought Becky was okay with flashing his cock to her mother. Now that he saw his wife's reaction to seeing her mother flashing her nearly naked body to him by wearing that sexy nightgown in front of him without the modesty of a robe, he was confused. Grateful for the small things, he was glad that he didn't French kiss his mother-in-law and feel her tits while fondling her ass.
This time slow to retrieve his pajama bottoms, unsure if he should leave his pajama bottom where it was or pull it up, he gave his mother-in-law a good, long look at his cock before hiding his prick away again. Even after being lambasted by his wife for wearing her sexy nightgown in front of her husband and for staring at his exposed prick, with her not looking anywhere else but his prick, he wanted to believe that his MILF of a mother-in-law liked what she saw. Maybe she was just shocked and nervous that she saw her son-in-law's prick. Wondering if she was feigning her outrage, she immediately returned the hostility between them by lambasting her daughter.
"Why would you do that Becky? Why would you not only disrespect your husband but also disrespect me by pulling down Brian's pajamas in front of me to flash me his penis? And then to accuse me of staring when, in shock that you did such a thing, I merely looked for a moment. Your bad behavior is reprehensible for doing such a thing and even worse for accusing me of being sexually interested in my son-in-law. How dare you?"
'Weird that she call his cock a penis,' he thought.
Contrary to her reaction of staring at his exposed prick, if only by the length and the intensity of her focused stare, now he wondered how innocent Anna May really was. Moreover, with her staring at his exposed prick, why would she lie that she wasn't staring at it when he knew she was? Perhaps, their little secret, obviously she didn't want her daughter to know that she was sexually interested in her husband. Contrary to her verbalized disinterest, playing the modest mother-in-law to the end, he could tell or at least he hoped that she liked what she saw enough to stare at all that he was showing and at all that she was seeing.
"Oh, don't be so modest Mother. Don't give me that crap. Look at how you're dressed. You're such a slut. You've always been a whore. Parading around in your sheer nightgown without a bathrobe in the way you've always flashed men your body, you wanted Brian to see your nearly naked body. I can see your nipples, areolas, and even count your pubic hair," she said pushing the thin material of her mother's nightgown against her skin.
"It was early. I didn't think anyone was awake when I came out to the kitchen," said Anna May slapping her daughter's hand away from her breast. "I figured I'd do something nice and make you breakfast," she said. "This is the thanks that I get."
"Breakfast? Since when do you cook? You never made me breakfast when I lived at home," said Becky.
"You and your sister didn't eat. Preferring to look like starving refugees, you were always watching your weight," said Anna May.
"So, what's the big deal? It's just sex. Right mother? It's just a body," she said coming up behind her mother to whisper her words in her ear but loud enough for Brian to overhear her. "Isn't that what you always said whenever I caught you having sex with one of my boyfriends, one of Susannah's boyfriends, or coming home drunk with some guy you picked up at a bar and brought home to spend the night sucking and fucking?"
"I did no such thing," said Anna May denying her daughter's accusations but looking guilty as Hell. "You're lying to make me look bad in front of Brian."
"I don't have to lie to make you look bad Mom. You're doing a good job of that yourself parading around nearly naked as if you're a slut instead of my mother and Brian's mother-in-law," said Becky.
"I'm covered," said Anna May looking down at herself. "It isn't as if I'm walking around naked."
"If you could walk around naked Mother, you would. With you acting so shocked to see Brian's cock, the reason Dad divorced you was for cheating on him with all of his friends. Truth be told, you've seen plenty of cocks before, haven't you? From the day you got knocked up with me, you've always been a cock sucking, cock slut. I'm surprised you didn't abort me. I'm surprised you didn't put me up for adoption. With all the men in your past, I'm surprised you even knew who my father was," said Becky.
Anna May's face turned red obviously not only from her daughter's accusations of infidelity but also that she exposed her sordid, sexual past to her son-in-law. Thinking that his mother-in-law was so innocent, if only he knew she was a slut, he would have made a move on her years ago. If only he knew her sordid past, he wouldn't have felt so guilty when he masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with her.
"It was different back then and I was so young. I never considered aborting you. I never thought about putting you up for adoption. Furthermore, I'll have you know that your beloved father cheated on me first and with more women than I ever cheated on him with men," she said in her defense.
Wow! Having never heard them argue before, he couldn't believe they were arguing now. Brian couldn't believe his ears. Becky's mother is a whore. Anna May is a cock sucking, cock slut. Who knew? Being that she has the same genetic makeup, that's were Susannah must get her loose morals. She such a slut too but in a good way and not in a bad way. The sexy, slutty sister that he should have married, that is, until Becky lost her inhibitions and sexually relaxed after having her gangbang, Susannah is the fun loving sister that Brian hoped Becky would finally become more like after experiencing her gangbang.
Now that he knows her mother is a slut, no wonder why, once he was able to persuade Becky to have a gangbang, she took the football and ran with it for a touchdown. Once he agreed to buy her a new car, a remodeled kitchen, and the fur coat and diamond ring he promised her, she embraced her new found sexuality as if she was a born again Christian finding Jesus. Reflecting back on how everything unfolded, now it all made sense. If he didn't know any better, he'd think his wife played him to get all that she wanted and needed from him.
Now that he recalled seeing her having sex with Jack, more than just one of the participants in a gangbang, he wondered how interested in Jack she really was. Maybe the two of them are plotting and planning a sexual rendezvous behind his back. Maybe she's thinking about leaving him for Jack. Yeah, well, good luck with that. She'll never get custody of the kids when he tells that judge about her gangbang.
He wondered if by admitting to Becky that he was sexually attracted to her mother and her sister, if he made his wife angrily jealous. Wish his could stuff the rabbit back in the hat, now he wished he had never opened up this Pandora's Box by asking Becky to flash his cock to her mother. He wondered if that was the cause of this recent hostility she has towards her mother. Yet, in the way that Becky talked about what happened between her mother having sex with her boyfriends, with her sister's boyfriends, and with her drunken, one night stands before Becky was even married to him, he could tell that this was a long, festering sore between them.
Obviously, she's still angry that her mother cheated on her father and that her father left her mother and abandoned her. Obviously, she's still angry that she grew up in a broken home without a father. Maybe that's why she married him, an older man, albeit not that much older than her, only six years. Maybe she was looking for the Daddy she never had by marrying a man like him, strong, supportive, and taking care of all of her needs.
With Brian shocked and sexually excited, not only couldn't he believe that his wife flashed her mother his cock, he couldn't believe that his mother-in-law stared at his exposed prick. This day, even with them arguing was turning out to be one of the best days of his marriage. Then, as if she was drunk or on drugs, if it wasn't enough that she pulled down his pajamas and flashed her mother his cock, Brian couldn't believe what outrageous, albeit sexually exciting thing that his wife did next. Way better than her initial idea of tickling her mother and her mother dropping her towel to expose her naked body to him, he couldn't have thought of a better idea if he planned this sexy show of exhibitionism and voyeurism himself. Unable to stop himself from staring at his mother-in-law, in the way that Anna May stared at his cock, he stared at what his wife did to her mother.
As if she was a predator in a dark alley or a Japanese, violent attacker on a public street, without warning and in one, quick, fluid motion, Becky squatted down behind her mother and lifted her nightgown up and over her head. As his wife promised that she'd expose her mother's naked body to him, Brian couldn't believe his eyes. As if it all happened in slow motion, he saw Becky expose her mother's bushy, dark brown pussy to him. Then, when her nightgown rose higher, he saw the bottoms of her big tits before seeing her dark brown areolas and her erect nipples. Finally, when Anna May turned to her daughter in her feeble attempt to swat Becky away and to reclaim her nightgown, he saw her mother-in-law's shapely ass.
Oh, my God, she had a better body than he even imagined she did. Naked, naked, naked, seeing her tits, seeing her pussy, and seeing her ass when she turned to try to get away from her daughter, Brian saw his mother-in-law naked. In the way that he couldn't believe that his mother-in-law saw his cock, he couldn't believe that he just saw his mother-in-law naked. He'll be masturbating for years over this sexy image of Becky stripping her mother in front of him.
With Anna May's arms lifted up over her head and covering her pretty face, and with her nightgown and arms held there in place, Becky tied her mother's nightgown in a tight knot over her head. Unable to free her arms to reclaim her modesty, jumping around naked as if a fish out of water, her big tits bounced up and down and swayed side to side with her every movement. Never has he seen such an outrageously sexy sight. Turning one way and twisting another in her attempts to escape her daughter and break free from her nightgown, with her dark, brown, bushy pussy in full view of her son-in-law, her round ass jiggled in the way of firm gelatin. To no avail, Anna May yelled her outrage to her daughter.
"Becky! Stop! No! What are you doing? What the Hell is wrong with you? Untie me this instant!"
As if he was spectator in a catfight where one female combatant strips the other female combatant naked, if this was a video on a porn site, he'd never believe it was real. If it wasn't enough that he saw a quick glimpse of his mother-in-law's naked body, now with her nightgown tied over her head, he was getting a prolonged view of her naked body. Focusing his stare more on her tits, her areolas, and her nipples, he tried to memorize every curve and every freckle on her big, beautiful breasts. Then, with her legs spread far enough apart to show him some pink, zeroing in on her bushy pussy, he looked hard and long enough to seemingly count all of her pubic hairs. Finally, when she turned and bent at the waist in her unsuccessful attempt to free herself from her tied nightgown, it was all that he could do not to step forward, take his mother-in-law by the waist, and impale his erect cock in her pussy. Definitely, he'll be masturbating over this sexy, naked sight of Anna May for years while imagining having sex with her beautiful, naked body.
"Becky! No! Oh my God! Don't you dare. What have you done? Oh, my God! Oh, my God! How dare you? What have you done? Untie me this instant. I'm so embarrassed. Avert your eyes Brian. Avert your eyes. Please don't look at my ass. Please don't look at my tits. Please don't look at my pussy."
"Oh, knock it off Mother. Don't act so innocent with me. I know better," said Becky. "You're such a slut, a whore, and a phony."
"Becky, how can you call me such horrible names? What have I done to deserve your contempt?"
"I'm just calling it how I see it mother," said his wife. "When you're around a man, you act as if you're all made of sugar when you're made more of spice. Brian seeing your naked body is nothing more than what a multitude of men have already seen before. Your teasing act is getting as old as you are. With you parading around my husband with this flimsy, see-through nightgown, what did you expect me to do?"
"Becky, please untie. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I never wear my nightgown around Brian again without wearing my robe," said Anna May.
"You asked for this. Payback is a bitch, bitch. Literally and figuratively you were asking to be exposed and I just exposed you for the whore that you are. In all the years you've been flirting with him and teasing him, no doubt you hoped that he'd see you naked and now he has. Just as I'm surprised that he's never made a pass at you, I'm even more surprised you never had sex with him."



"This is so very humiliating," she said before squatting down on the dining room carpet to preserve some modicum of modesty as if she was Japanese woman after being stripped naked on a public street. "I can't believe you did this to me," she said talking through the thin material of her nightgown. "I'm so very embarrassed, so very embarrassed," she said shaking her head.
Taking her all in, her ass, her tits, and her pussy, Brian stared at his naked mother-in-law in the way that she stared at his exposed cock when Becky pulled down his pajama.
"What's going on?"
Another slut heard from when Susannah opened the guest bedroom door, like mother like daughter, not even taking the time or having the modesty to don a bathrobe, Susannah emerged from the guest bedroom wearing baby dolls. Surprised that she was here with her mother too, Brian didn't even know they made baby dolls anymore. Actually, wearing white, bikini panties and a crop top that barely covered her tits and exposed her flat, toned stomach, if she so much as raised her arms to yawn, her enormous double D cup boobs, areolas, and nipples would be on full display to his horny eyes. He so wanted to squat down as if to tie his shoes for an up blouse view of her big tits but he wasn't wearing shoes. Instead, wishing it to happen and as if on cue, thirty-year-old Susannah raised her arms to stretch and yawn.
"Yawwwohn!"
Oh, my God! As if seeing double and certainly he was seeing double double. From the tops of her areolas down, she seemingly accidentally or deliberately exposed her huge, double D tits and erect nipples to her brother-in-law. While yawning, stretching, and staring at him, no doubt to see his reaction to all that she was showing and to all that he was seeing, her cropped top raised with her arms. In the way that his mother-in-law stared at his cock and in the way that Brian stared at Anna May's naked body, he now stared at his sister-in-law's enormous tits as if he was staring at a sign that read free beer. In the way that Anna May stared at his erection that pushed out his pajama bottom, so didn't Susannah stare at his erection now. He never knew Becky's mother and sister were a family of exhibitionists and voyeurs.
"Nothing," said Becky. "We're just having some family fun."
"Family fun? Fun for whom? How dare you call this family fun," said Anna May through the thin material of her nightgown and from her squatting position on the dining room carpet.
Instead of untying her to free her, tempted to grab a pair of scissors on the pretense to help her to breathe better, Brian so wanted to cut a whole where his mother-in-law's mouth was in her nightgown and to stick his cock inside. With her staring at his exposed prick as long and as hard as he stared at her naked body, he wondered if she'd take him in her mouth. Being that she was so indisposed and so totally exposed and, according to Becky, being that he now discovered that she's a slut, he wondered if she'd suck him. In a frenzy of sexual activity, being that his wife stripped her mother naked and Susannah just expose her tits to him, he wondered if Becky would allow him to have a threesome with her mother and sister. While she watched him having sex with them, in the way that he watched her having sex with his four friends, he'd love to have sex with his mother-in-law and sister-in-law. Obviously oblivious to her mother's predicament, it was then that Susannah finally noticed her mother sitting on the dining room carpet naked.
"Mom?" Susannah laughed at her mother's predicament. "What are you doing squatting on the floor naked? And why is your nightgown pulled and tied over your head. I thought I was bad that time when five guys had their wicked way with me on spring break years ago. Now I know from whom I get my loose morals," she said laughing.
Brian, Becky, and Susannah all stared at Anna May.
"You're crazy Becky. Your sister has lost her mind Susannah. She exposed your brother-in-law to me and accused me of staring at his penis. Then, when I protested her pulling down his pajama bottom, she exposed me to Brian," said Anna May. "I'm so very embarrassed. Please don't look at my nakedness Brian. This is not how I want you to remember me," she said as if she was about to cry. "Will someone please untie me?"
"What? She did? She exposed Brian to you? Seriously? She pulled down his pajama bottom?" More concerned with Brian's exposed cock than she was with her mother's naked predicament, Susannah stared down at Brian's erection that still tented his pajama bottom. "Wow! I wish I had seen that. I wish someone would do that to me," said Susannah giving Brian a sexy look as if daring him to strip her naked in the way that Becky stripped her mother naked.
With the words barely out of her mouth, Becky came around from behind Susannah.
"Your wish is my command little sister," said Becky.
With Susannah more focused on Brian's hard cock that pushed his pajamas forward, not paying any attention to her sister poised behind her and ready to pounce on her in the way she did with her mother, Becky stepped around Susannah and pulled her top up over her head and off. Not giving her any resistance, it was as if Susannah wanted to be stripped naked. It was as if Susannah wanted to show her naked breasts to Brian. Standing there topless while not making any move to cover her nakedness with her hands or with her forearms, she looked down at herself to see all that she was showing before looking up at Brian to see all that he could see of her. As if his eyes reflected two full moons while staring at his sexy sister-in-law's monstrous tits, his pupils widened as if he was high on drugs.
"Oh, my God, I'm topless," said Susannah jumping around to bounce and sway her big boobs. "Don't look at my tits Brian. I'm so embarrassed," said Susannah mimicking her mother while laughing and standing there with her arms by her sides while staring at Brian staring at her tits.
"Oh my God," said Anna May, "did you strip your sister naked too?"
"In the way she's always parading around my husband nearly naked, it didn't take much to strip my baby sister," said Becky with a shrug.
"Becky! Untie me this instant," protested her mother. "This is gone on long enough."
Keeping true to her promise of exposing her mother and her sister to Brian while exposing him to her mother and sister, she stepped around her husband and pulled his pajama bottoms down again. In the way that his prick was at full attention for his mother-in-law's inspection, it was at full attention with his sister-in-law's examination too. Just like mother was daughter. In the way that Anna May stared at Brian's exposed prick, so didn't Susannah.
"Nice cock," said Susannah reaching out her hand to fondle her brother-in-law's big prick while wrapping her fingers around his cock to slowly stroke him before reluctantly letting go.
"Nice tits," said Brian reaching out his horny hands to cup his sister-in-law's double D tits while running two slow fingers across her erect nipples.
When Susannah released his cock, he released her tits. After giving Susannah a long enough look, satisfied that Becky flashed his mother-in-law and sister-in-law his cock, Brian reluctantly pulled up his pajama bottoms again. With enough being enough and feeling that it was the right thing to do, he walked over to untie his mother-in-law. Only, as soon as he untied her nightgown and pulled her nightgown down from her face, Becky pulled Brian's pajama bottoms down again and shoved him forward.
"Becky! Don't," said Brian. "I'm going to fall."
With timing everything, Brian couldn't have timed his fall from his mother-in-law's grace any better.
"Oh, my God," said Anna May with mouth gaping open wide just in time for Brian to fill her open mouth his cock.
As if she was at a doctor's office saying 'Ah,' a bulls-eye, he impaled her open mouth with his erect cock. With Brian unable to catch his balance, thrusting himself forward to push himself up on his knees, he involuntarily humped his mother-in-law's mouth. As if he was doing a fast few pushups in Anna May's mouth, in his feeble attempt to catch his balance, he finally caught himself when his palms hit the floor and slid on the carpet. Even though his stiff prick was in her mouth for only a few seconds before she ejected him with her tongue, he couldn't believe his cock was accidentally buried inside of his mother-in-law's mouth while he involuntarily humped her mouth before catching his balance. A longtime sexual fantasy that he had of his mother-in-law blowing him, if this is the closest he'll ever come receiving a blowjob from Anna May, he'll be masturbating over this moment forever.
"Oh, my God. I don't believe it," said Susannah. "You had your cock in my mother's mouth. Mom, that's so funny. Talk about a quickie," she said laughing. "Only, if that happened to me, I'd be sucking it," she said giving Brian another sexy look while moving her hand back and forth in front of her face with her tongue pushing out her cheek. Still standing there topless, she curled her long, dark, brown hair with her finger while staring at Brian's erection.
"Put on some clothes, you little whore," said her mother pushing down her nightgown and tossing Susannah her top. "How dare you shove your husband's prick in my mouth? If this is a game you want to play Becky, you just wait until you least expect it and I'll get even with you," she said waving her index finger at her daughter and standing to disappear in the guest bedroom with Susannah.
To be continued...
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Being that it was Saturday and a good, sunny day to play golf, unbeknownst of the sexual festivities playing out within, a few minutes later, Brian's brother, Sean, came to the door to see if Brian wanted to go golfing. Typically when golfing, they're gone for the day. Yet, with Becky's mother and sister stripped naked and her husband's pajama bottoms pulled down to his ankles, chances are the only holes Brian had thoughts of filling while playing was the four, hole home course of Anna May and Susannah's mouth and pussy.
'Fore!'
Up at the crack of dawn, if Sean only knew all the voyeurism and exhibitionism that had been happening between Becky, her mother, and her sister, Brian could have sold his brother a ticket to their impromptu strip tease shows. If only he could tell his brother about the gangbang Becky had last weekend, no doubt a place where he would have loved an invitation, Sean would admonish him for not inviting him to his sister-in-law's gangbang. Only not wanting Sean to think less of him and of Becky, he decided not to say anything to his younger brother.
In the way that he's always looking at her, staring at her, and leering at her while undressing her with his eyes, he knew his brother was sexually attracted to his wife. Who wouldn't be? With her long, chestnut brown hair, her big, brown eyes, and C cup breasts, Becky was absolutely gorgeous and with a shapely body to match her pretty face. Indeed, as were her mother and sister too, Becky was a beautiful, sexy woman and Brian was so very happy to be part of this family of exhibitionists and voyeurs.
Ever since his brother told Brian that he saw Becky naked that day, when she forgot that he was sleeping on the couch and walked out of the bedroom naked, Sean seemed more solicitous and flirtatious of Becky. Moreover, Becky didn't seem offended by her brother-in-law's stares and advances. Obviously Sean was lusting over Becky in the way that Brian was lusting over his mother-in-law. Now he wondered if Becky was lusting over his brother too in the way that he was lusting over her sister. Obviously Sean would do Becky if the opportunity presented itself in the way that Brian would love to have a swinging threesome with Anny May and Susannah.
"Wow, Brian. Becky is so hot. She has such a great body and she's so sexy," he said to his brother after he saw Becky naked. "I couldn't believe my eyes when Becky walked out in the hall naked. You're such a lucky man."
"You better not be masturbating over my wife little brother," said Brain with a laugh while wondering why his wife hadn't told him that his brother saw her naked.
"Too late. I've already masturbated over Becky many times," said Sean returning his brother's laugh.
With all the sudden, sexual situations that's happened between Becky, her mother, and her sister, his brother would never believe him when he tells him, that is, if he tells him all that's happened between Anna May and Susannah in such a short time. Keeping what Becky did secret and just between them, maybe he shouldn't tell his brother what transpired behind closed doors when his four friends gangbanged Becky. Knowing that Becky would never tell her mother and/or her sister that she pulled a train and had four men gangbang her, maybe he shouldn't tell his brother that his wife has finally become the sexy, swinging, slut he's always wanted her to become.
Maybe he shouldn't tell his brother that he sat in the corner masturbating while watching his four friends having their wicked, sexual way with his wife. Knowing he'd love for Becky to flash him her tits and panties too, maybe he shouldn't tell his brother that his wife flashes truckers her tits on the highway and deliberately flashes shoe salesmen her panties at the mall while making her flashes appear accidental. Knowing they were both sexually attracted to one another, definitely, he shouldn't tell his brother that Becky would do him if he asked her. Only, he couldn't wait to tell Sean all that's happened, especially the part about Becky stripping Anna May naked and Susannah topless after flashing them his cock.
'Damn, for an old broad, Anna May has a hot body and Susannah, for such a petite woman, has enormous tits,' he thought to himself. With Becky so much taller than her sister and especially after finding out about Anna May's sexual background, he couldn't help but wonder if Becky and Susannah had the same father. Perhaps it was one a friend of Becky's father who impregnated her mother with Susannah. Boy, this family is just filled with surprises.
Not wanting his brother to think of Becky as the sexy slut that she's become after her gangbang and her recent flashing experiences of exhibitionism, perhaps it's better that their dirty, little secret remain between them and his four friends. Wishing that he could take his brother in his confidence, when it comes to his wife, perhaps it's better that he not involve his brother in his perverted perversity. No doubt, if he told his brother all that happened, his brother would want to have sex with Becky in the way that he wants to have sex with Anna May and Susannah. Moreover, what would his brother say and think when he discovered that not only has Becky become a slut but also that he's become sexually deranged in his lust for his mother-in-law and sister-in-law. When Becky is prettier and has a better body than her mother and sister, Brian didn't understand his sexual attraction to Anna May and Susannah and his need to have sex with his wife's mother and sister.
If only Sean knew that Becky not only flashed her mother and sister to him but also flashed them his cock, he wondered what he'd say. After Becky accidentally flashed her naked body to him that fateful day, no doubt Sean would not only want her to flash her mother and sister to him but also would want Becky to flash his cock to her mother and sister too. Only, wishing that he could tell his brother everything from the beginning, Brian so wanted to share all that's happened to him with Sean. At this point in time, Brain would like nothing better than to have a five some with Becky, her mother, her sister, and his brother.
'Damn, how hot would that be,' thought Brian.
Perfect timing, as far as Brian was concerned. If only Sean had been here a few minutes earlier, he would have caught him, Anna May, and Susannah naked. He was glad that Anna May, along with her sexy, nearly see through nightgown had disappeared in the guest bedroom with her nearly naked daughter. Brian didn't want his brother to see all that he's seen of his mother-in-law and sister-in-law. After going back and forth about telling his brother all that happened or not, he decided to keep the sexual hijinks to himself.
What would his brother think of them if he saw them parading around like the whores they obviously both are? What would his brother think if he saw how Anna May and Susannah were dressed or not dressed at all? Perhaps Sean would think that Brian was lucky to have such a MILF of a mother-in-law as Anna May and such a sexy sister-in-law as Susannah. Perhaps Sean would think that they were all having wild, swinging sex and an orgy of sexual activity. Being that Sean was just as horny as he was, Brian knew that if Sean had seen Anna May and Susannah naked that he'd want to have sex with them too.
Without doubt, if Sean had known about Becky's gangbang, he would have wanted to be included as one of the gangbangers to have hot, albeit sloppy sex with his wife too. If he told his brother that his wife had a gangbang, surely, he'd want to do her now too. Yet, too close to home, as sexually exciting as it is to think about Becky doing his brother, in the way she so enjoyed having sex with Jack, he didn't want his brother having sex with his wife. With Sean a younger and better looking version of him, no doubt, Becky may want his brother over him in the way that he wouldn't mind being with Becky's sister over her. Ideally, even if it meant Becky having regular sex with Sean, he wouldn't mind having a steady, sexual diet of her mother and sister while still being married to Becky.
* * * * *
Perfect timing, as far as Anna May was obviously concerned by her excited look of retaliation, her sweet, little revenge against Becky couldn't have happened any sooner and any better had it been planned in advance. With Anna May still dressed in her sexy, pale blue, virtually see-through nightgown, no doubt hoping that it was a man at the door who she could flash her daughter to while flashing herself, she listened at her bedroom door to hear who was here. Still dressed in her white, bikini panties and her crop top that barely covered the bottoms of her big tits, not even having the modesty enough to don a bathrobe, Susannah listened at the guest bedroom door with her mother.
"Hi Brian," said Sean. "I thought we could play some golf."
"It's Sean, Brian's brother." said Anna May to Susannah with excited, sexual glee.
Brian stood in the hall in his pajamas with his hands covering his obvious erection while Anna May and Susannah listened to their conversation.
"Golf? Um, no, sorry, not today," said Brian. "I'm a little busy. Becky's mother and sister are here visiting."
"Oh," said Sean. "I can see that," said Sean smiling at his brother's feeble attempt at trying to hide his erection.
"He's cute," said Susannah. "I wouldn't mind flashing him my tits."
"Susannah!" Anna May leered at her daughter while feigning her motherly modesty and morality upon her. "Are there no limits to your whoredom?"
"Kettle black. Like mother like daughter, from your tits, areolas, nipples, pubic hair, and ass crack, I can see every part of you through your sheer, non-existent nightgown mother," said Susannah staring down at her mother's nearly naked body through her sexy nightgown.
"You can?" Anna May looked down at herself before looking at herself in the full-length mirror. "I wasn't aware that anyone could see so much of me," she said brushing back her chestnut hair as if she was a model on a photo shoot about to be photographed.
"Aware my ass," said Susannah. "You're always aware of every flashing thing you do mother. If anyone is a whore, it's you."
Anna May turned from her daughter to listen at the bedroom door.
"Shh! Quiet. I need to listen to what they're saying. In order for me to get my revenge, I need to focus more on your sister than on you," she said to Susannah. Anna May listened for a moment before turning to her daughter again. "How hot would that be to strip Becky and to flash her naked body to her brother-in-law," said Anna May while giving Susannah a wickedly naughty smile?
"Oh, my God, Mom," said Susannah acting nearly as sexually excited if her mother was proposing to strip her naked and flash her naked body to Sean. "Becky would be so embarrassed only how do you propose we flash Becky's naked body to Sean? Are you going to sit on her while I strip her? Being that she's a runner, she's stronger than we are and in better shape too," said Susannah. "With her so fast and light on her feet, I don't think either one of us could get the better of her."
"I need something," said Anna May obviously continuing to plot her revenge while still poised by the guest bedroom door eavesdropping. "What do you have that I can use to tie Becky's hands behind her back, a belt, a scarf, something, anything?"
Susannah searched through her luggage and pulled out a pair of handcuffs.
"Will these do?"
She handed the shiny, silver handcuffs to her mother along with the keys. Anna May looked at her daughter with shocked surprise while shaking her head side to side.
"I won't even ask you where you got these," said Anna May accepting the handcuffs and sighing at Susannah. "Yet, tell me. I need to know. Why do you have handcuffs?"
"It's no big deal Mom. It's not like I'm into bondage. Sometimes I just like to role play," she said with a sexy shrug as if she was thinking about the last time she was cuffed to the bed. "A friend lets me borrow them. He's a cop," she said with a little laugh. "He likes it when I'm helpless, vulnerable, and naked," she said swooning while blinking her eyes as if she had stardust in them.
She looked from her daughter to the handcuffs.
"That's enough Susannah. I get the image. I don't need for you to paint me a sexually, explicit painting," she said looking from the handcuffs to look at her daughter. "And how did you get these through security and on the plane?"
Susannah rolled her eyes and sighed.
"It isn't as if they're a weapon Mom," she said with a shrug. "They're just wrist restraints, a sex toy in the way of a vibrator or a dildo. I put them in my makeup case. They fit perfectly in my oversized, Hollywood style, powder puff case," she said. "I don't carry them on the plane. I put them in my checked luggage."
Anna May played with the handcuffs for a minute and even tried locking them on Susannah's wrists to master how to get them on quickly.
"It's time to get even with your sister," said Anna May to Susannah. "Follow my lead," she said. "When I cuff her, you pull her sweatpants and panties down."
"Oh, my God," said Susannah. "I can't wait to expose Becky to Sean. I can't wait to see the look on her arrogant face when she's so vulnerably naked."
Both women laughed while sharing their naughty secret plan of stripping Becky to flash her to Sean.
"I can't wait to expose your sister to her brother-in-law in the way that she exposed me to my son-in-law and you to your brother-in-law," said Anna May. "Let's see how she likes this game when she's the one being stripped naked, embarrassed, and humiliated while being so physically controlled."
* * * * *
Anna May and Susannah continued listening behind the guest bedroom door while Becky closed the front door before Anna May opened her bedroom door a crack to peek out at her daughter. Becky greeted her brother-in-law with a hug and a kiss on the lips. If only Sean had been there just a few minutes ago, with her mother and sister stripped naked, he would have seen a sexy, striptease show. Before she had time to leave Sean's side, while Brian was busy talking to his brother about being unable to go golfing, and with Becky's back turned from the guest bedroom, Anna May and Susannah crept up behind Becky. In the way that Becky snuck up on Brian to pull his pajama bottoms down in front of her mother, Anna May snuck up on her daughter. Quickly, as if she was an arresting police officer, catching a criminal by surprise, Anna May locked one handcuff on Becky's wrist and pulled the other wrist together behind her back and locked that cuff too.
"Mom! What the Hell? What are you doing? Remove these," said Becky jumping around while jiggling her wrists. "Brian! Do something. Help!"
As if they were about to see a catfight, obviously not knowing what was about to happen, Brian stared while Sean stood closer to his brother to watch the sexy show. With Anna May still dressed in her sexy see through nightgown and her daughter only wearing white, bikini panties and her crop top, Sean looked from Becky to Anna May to Susannah. Already instructed to do so in advance by Anna May, Susannah was enlisted to do the same to her older sister that Becky did to her and her mother. Susannah stood poised by her sister ready to strip her.
"Payback is a bitch, bitch," said Susannah to Becky.
"Get away from me, you slut," said Becky to her sister.
Susannah put a hand to each side of Becky's sweat pants while her older sister tried to kick her to move her away from her. Then standing behind her while Becky tried to mule kick her, Susannah tugged on her sister's sweatpants. Little by little, inch by inch, as if giving him a super slow strip tease, she slowly exposed her sister's white, bikini panties to her brother-in-law.
"Susannah! What the Hell are you doing? Don't you dare pull down my pants," said Becky struggling to move away from her sister while her mother held her in place.
In the way that Becky pulled her mother's nightgown over her head and tied it there to expose her naked body to Brian, Susannah pulled down her sister's sweatpants to expose her panties to Sean. Susannah turned to Sean to see if he was looking and, of course, he was.
"Nice panties," said Sean while staring from Becky's panties to Susannah's panties to Anna May dressed in her sexy nightgown.
"You're such a slut Susannah walking around flashing your panties and the bottom of your tits to Brian and Sean," said Becky. "How dare you? I'm not like you. You've had your fun. Pull up my sweatpants now or I swear, I'll kick your ass later."
"Kettle black. Who's the slut now? You're flashing your panties too," said Susannah.
"I'm only flashing my panties because you pulled down my sweatpants. Now, pull them up please. Unlike you, I'm not a whore," said Becky.
If only Susannah knew that Becky pulled a gangbang train with his four friends, Brian wondered who the whore was then.
"Are you calling me a whore because I'm flashing my panties," said Susannah chiding her sister, "even though you're standing there in your panties too?"
"I am calling you a whore because with mother holding me and you pulling down my sweatpants, I'm not standing here in my panties voluntarily like you are," said Becky. "Whore!"
"If I'm a whore for flashing my panties, then what are you for flashing your pussy," said Susannah tucking in a finger on each side of her panty.
"Susannah! Don't. Oh, my God! No! I'm warning you. Don't you dare pull down my panties in front of Sean. It's bad enough he's seen my panties, I don't want him seeing my pussy too," said Becky. "Brian do something."
"Too late," said Susannah.
In the way that Becky pulled off her sister's top to expose her big tits to Brian, in one fluid motion, Susannah pulled down her sister's panties to expose her pussy to Sean.
Helpless to stop her, she tried to kick her but she couldn't lift her legs high enough to reach her. Once her sweatpants were down around her ankles, having limited mobility, she couldn't move her legs high enough to stop her sister from pulling down her panties in front of Sean.
Now naked from the waist down, with her pussy and ass in plain view, and with Alma May holding her daughter and Susannah holding her sister and turning her, they gave Sean a good, long look at Becky's ass and dark, brown, trimmed pussy. In the way that Sean stared at his sister-in-law, when forgetting that he had slept over and was sleeping on the couch and she walked out of her bedroom naked, he was staring at her in the same lustful way now.
"How could you do this to me? I can't believe you did this," said Becky. "I can't believe you pulled down my panties in front of Sean. If it wasn't bad enough that you pulled down my sweatpants to flash my brother-in-law my panties, I can't believe you pulled down my panties to flash him my pussy too," she said jumping around while squirming and trying to get away from her mother and sister.
"That's what you get Becky," said her mother. "I told you I'd get you back when you least expected it, only I didn't expect I'd get you back so soon," said Anna May laughing.
"Sean please don't look at my ass and my pussy. I'm so embarrassed," said Becky to her brother-in-law while trying to turn away from him.
Yet her mother held her in place and turned her to continue to flash Sean her daughter's exposed pussy and ass. Then, with Anna May supporting Becky's back to keep her from falling backwards, Susannah lifted her sister's legs by the ankles while parting Becky's knees to give Sean an even better view of her sister's pussy.
"Oh my God. How could you do this to me? This is so humiliating. I'm so mortified," said Becky.
'She wasn't so mortified when his friends saw her naked and were gangbanging her,' thought Brian.



Instead of looking away and instead of being a gentleman to preserve his sister-in-law's modesty, Sean stared at Becky's naked ass and pussy and stared even longer and harder when Susannah's raised her sister's legs to show Sean more. In the way that he did when he saw her naked that one time when she stood facing him in the hall as if she was a deer caught in headlights, he stared at her now. Then, with Becky's hands still cuffed behind her back, in the way that Becky pulled her nightgown over her head to exposed her naked body to her son-in-law, Anna May pulled Becky's sweatshirt over her face to expose her bra to Sean.
"Mother!" Becky screamed through the thick material of her sweatshirt while struggling but with Susannah holding her from behind and with her wrists cuffed behind her back, there was little that she could do to stop what they were about to do next. "What are you doing?"
"What am I doing? I'm just showing your bra to Sean in the way that you showed Brian my naked body. "Oh, is this a front snapper Becky?"
"Mother! Don't you dare! I mean it. I swear to God if you expose my tits to Sean, I'll be so pissed. You'll never see your grandchildren again. How's that for starters? If you show Brain my tits, I'll--," said Becky.
"Oops, too late," said Anna May unhooking Becky's front snapping bra and allowing her C cup breasts to fall out and expose themselves.
Jumping, pulling, turning, and twisting while Susannah held her in place, Anna May moved Becky's bra cups out of the way by placing Becky's tits over them. She gave Sean an unobstructed view of her daughter's tits, nipples, and areolas.
"Holy shit! Wow!" Sean looked from Becky to Susannah to Anna May and back to Becky. "This is so outrageous," he said laughing. "This is so hot. Nice tits Becky," he said laughing while staring at Becky's big boobs.
"Brian, help me. Do something. This is so embarrassing," she said.
Brian looked from his wife to look at his brother while giving him a shrug.
"What's going on here? Why would you do that to your own daughter and sister?" Addressing his question to Anna May and Susannah, he looked to his brother.
"Payback," said Susannah.
"Payback," said Anna May.
"Payback?" Sean looked from Becky to Susannah and back to Becky again.
Staring at his nearly naked sister-in-law, looking from her pussy to her tits, he was unable to remove his eyes from her nude body in the way that Brian was unable to remove his focused stare from his naked mother-in-law and topless sister-in-law previously. A family of exhibitionists and voyeurs, who obviously all knew they'd all get what they needed to show and see, the sexual behavior of voyeurism and exhibitionism was beyond what was appropriate.
"After she pulled down Brian's pajama top to expose his penis to me, she took exception to me looking at his cock. Then, she thought it was funny to not only lift my nightgown over my head but also to tie it over my head to expose my naked body to Brian for prolonged viewing," said Anna May. "Having to remain there with my arms over my head and so nakedly exposed in front of my son-in-law, I was unable to free my arms from my nightgown."
"Wow! Becky did that? Becky stripped you naked? That's unbelievable," said Sean.
With all that Anna May was showing through her nightgown, he stared at her nearly naked body in the way that his brother did when he first walked in the kitchen when his mother-in-law was cooking breakfast.
"Yes, I was so embarrassed. I was so humiliated," said Anna May playing the poor, pitiful victim.
"Wow! Sorry, I mean, that's just terrible," said Sean showing more sexual excitement than empathy.
Still attired in her oh, so sheer nightgown, obviously not embarrassed or humiliated at all, Anna May was still showing and both Sean and Brian were looking.
"And she ripped my top off my body to expose my tits to Brian," said Susannah seemingly proud that Brian saw her big tits. "I was so embarrassed too," said Susannah mechanically while following the lead of her mother as if rehearsed. "I was so humiliated."
"Wow," said Sean. "I wish I was here to see that."
"Embarrassed my ass," said Becky to her sister through her sweatshirt. "You're such a little whore and whores don't get embarrassed. You'd like nothing better than for Sean to see your tits too."
"I must agree with your Becky, Susannah. You are a little whore," said Anna May with a laugh.
"So? Kettle black. Look who's calling me a whore when you're the one standing there naked," said Susannah suddenly yawning and stretching to give Sean a sexy peek of her exposed tits. "And you're showing Sean more of your nearly naked body mother in that see through nightgown than I am with my crop top, that is, until I just yawned and stretched like that. Oops," said Susannah pulling down her top over her breasts. "Unlike Becky standing there naked, at least I'm covered, most times," said Susannah laughing.
"Hello? Earth to Brian," said Becky. "What about me?"
"In a minute Becky. In a minute," said Brian looking from his wife to his brother. "So you like my wife's tits, do you?"
"I do. She has wonderful tits, perfect in every way. So shapely symmetrical, she has the best tits I've ever seen," he said looking from Becky to Brian and back to Becky again. "Becky has a beautiful body and definitely big tits run in this family," said Sean looking from Anna May's exposed breasts to Susannah's exposed tits.
"Thank you," said Anna May. "I'll take that as a compliment."
"I only wish I was here to see Anna May and Susannah stripped naked, too," said Sean with a laugh.
"That can be arranged little brother," said Brian getting his brother in a full Nelson hold while giving Susannah a wink and a nod.
Susannah unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped Sean's pants and, in the way she did to her sister, she pulled Sean's pants down to his ankles along with his underwear.
"Oh, my God," said Anna May staring at Sean's cock in the way she stared at Brian's exposed prick. "His cock is just as big as his brother's cock. In the way that big tits run in my family, big pricks run in your family."
"Wow," said Susannah reaching out to hold Sean's cock in her hand in the way that she held Brian's cock in her hand. "Nice cock," she said looking up at Sean with her big brown eyes while slowly stroking him before falling to her knees to take him in her mouth to suck him while still staring up at him.
"See? I told you my daughter is a whore," said Anna May watching her daughter suck Sean. "Susannah! Get up off your knees. I can't believe you're blowing a man you just met. You have no class."
"I've met Sean plenty of times before mother," said Susannah removing Sean's cock from her mouth to speak.
"Oh, my God, you two are such whores. What's going on? What's happening? I can't see a thing," said Becky jumping around as if she was on fire.
"Susannah's giving Sean a blowjob," said Brian laughing.
"Okay, you made your point mother. You got even by flashing my naked body to Sean. Now somebody remove this sweatshirt from my face so that I can see and remove these handcuffs. They're hurting my wrists," said Becky.
Anna May removed the sweatshirt from her daughter's face so that she could see her brother-in-law still standing there in a full Nelson headlock with his pants and underwear down by his ankles and her sister's mouth attached to his erect prick. When Susannah stood and stepped away from Sean, Becky stared at Sean's erect cock. Anna May unlocked the handcuffs to allow Becky to get dressed. Instead of dressing, removing her sweatshirt and bra, she kicked away her sweatpants and panties that collected around her ankles before walking over to Sean naked. She walked over to Sean and gave him a long, wet kiss. Then, just as her sister did with her husband and with his brother, Becky now did with her brother-in-law.
"Nice cock Sean," said Becky taking him in her hand and stroking him before falling to her knees to take him in her mouth to suck him in the way that Susannah had just done.
"Gees, Becky, I wish my hands were free so that I can play with your big tits and finger your nipples while you suck my cock," said Sean.
Obviously wanting to watch his brother with his wife, immediately, Brian released the wrestling hold he had on his brother.
"Oh my God," said Brian immediately putting a gentle hand to the back of Becky's pretty head. "That's so hot," said Brian while watching Becky suck his brother's cock as Sean played with her tits and fingered her nipples.
Then, just as Susannah had done, Becky stood and moved away from Sean. Now free, and with the element of surprise on her side again, Becky stood, walked over to her mother, grabbed the hem of her Anna May's nightgown, and pulled it up, over, and off of her head again. With Sean staring at his naked sister-in-law and Brian staring at his mother-in-law, both Becky and Anna May were now naked. Then, tucking her mother's nightgown under her arm as if her nightgown was a football, with her big tits bouncing and swaying, as if running for a touchdown, she ran to Susannah and pulled her top over her head and off of her body. In one swift motion, she pulled her panties down and off too.
Now with Becky, Anna May, and Susannah naked, and Sean standing there with his pants and underwear around his ankles and his cock exposed, Brian stripped off his pajamas while Sean removed the rest of his clothes. Now with everyone naked, Sean and Brian stared at Becky, Anna May and Susannah's naked bodies while Becky, Anna May, and Susannah stared at Sean and Brian's cock. A family of voyeurs and exhibitionists, being that they were already naked anyway, what else was there to do but to enjoy one another sexually?
Sean took Becky by the hand and disappeared in her bedroom while Anna May and Susannah took Brian by the hand and disappeared in the guest bedroom. Becky had sex with Brian's younger brother in the way that Brian had sex with her mother and younger sister. No doubt, had Becky not experienced a gangbang and agreed to flash her mother her husband's cock, none of this would have happened. Never daring to do anything about it, all five would have gone along lusting over one another for years. Now, this was their chance to get their pent up sexual lust out of their systems by having sex with one another. An hour later, they all emerged from the bedrooms for breakfast. Having made her point while keeping her promise, Becky tossed her mother her nightgown, gave Susannah her top and panties, and put on her panties, bra, sweatpants, and sweatshirt, while Brian and Sean dressed.
"Now that it's all gotten cold, let's eat breakfast," said Anna May. "There's coffee in the kitchen. I need a cup."
A story with a happy ending. With Becky getting her new car, remodeled kitchen, the fur coat promised to her on her tenth anniversary five years ago and finally getting her diamond engagement ring promised to her fifteen years ago on her engagement to Brian, she was happy. With Brian masturbating while watching his four friends gangbang his wife and now having a threesome with his MILF of a mother-in-law and sexy sister-in-law, he was happy. With Sean finally having sex with Becky, the sister-in-law he's been lusting over for years, he was happy. Finally, with Anna May and Susannah having sex with Brian, even they were happy too. With the promise that Sean and Becky would have regular sex and Brian would have sex with his mother-in-law and sister-in-law again, everyone was happy.
THE END
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All about sex. Susan's Saturday night 4F ritual of finding them, feeling them, fucking them, and forgetting about the men she's had sex with gets her through her week.
With him the one so chosen, Susan gave him that come hither look. The universal albeit brief stare, she gave him that seductive eye. No misidentifying her look, she gave him that sexy stare that told him that she wanted him and had to have him bad, really bad. A look without words, there was no mistaking that look.
As if she was sitting on a rock in Homer's great, epic poem, The Odyssey, instead of sitting on a barstool at an upscale bar, she looked too stunning to resist. As if he was UIysses aboard his Achaean ship drifting too close to shore of Troy and to the rocks, in the way that Susan looked sitting there so available, he'd have to be a complete idiot not to respond to this sexy siren. Since the time that Homer penned his epic poem in the 8th century BC, she was no mermaid. She was no illusion. She was a real woman albeit his soon to be sexy, sexual fantasy.
Looking at him a few seconds longer than she should was all that it took to get his attention. The universal mating ritual of humans that begins with a look, she waited until he acknowledged her look with a sexy look of interest of his own. There, not only did he see her looking at him and giving him the eye but also he gave her the eye too. Now not looking away, brazen enough to allow him to see her vulnerability, she returned his look with her lustful stare.
Without a shadow of a doubt, she had given him the eye. Without a shadow of a doubt, he returned her interest with his own. Whomever was the recipient of her sexually inspired look, it was a look filled with raw sexual and sensual emotion together with the promise of naked, sweaty, heated passion with not only a stranger but also with a sexy MILF of a woman. Every horny man and sexy woman knew the meaning of that look. With them looking at one another now, without a doubt, he'll be coming over to her soon.
Obviously not having to draw him a picture after giving him a sexual image of their anticipated sexual time together, without a doubt he knew what she so wanted to do to his naked, young, hard body. Without a doubt and without even having to speak a word, he obviously knew her sexual intentions. Without a doubt, he obviously knew he'd be taking her home with him tonight. With her already opening the door to the promise of them having sex with a mere look of lustful desire, all he had to do was to walk over to her, introduce himself, buy her a drink, and talk to her. Once he did that, she'd take care of the rest.
As if her look was a heated ball of sexual desire about to burst in flames, it was a mutual feeling they both obviously shared and felt in a game they both needed to play. Now giving her the eye, he caught her eye and returned her look of longing with his sexual stare and lustful leer. Giving him plenty to look at with her pretty face, her long, blonde hair, and her partially unbuttoned bloused that displayed her long, line of bulging cleavage, obviously he was attracted to whatever she was selling. Obviously, in the beautiful way that she looked, what she was offering was a sexual fantasy. Obviously, in the sexy way that she looked, what she was selling was what women have sold men for thousands of years. She was selling sex so to speak.
Only, not a hooker, a prostitute, or a call girl, she wasn't charging him or anyone for sex. Her game to play, she was giving sex away for free with no strings attached. He just needed to ask her for sex and she'd willingly give him all the sex he could handle. Sex, sex, sex with no commitment, sex, sex, sex with no complexities of a relationship, and sex, sex, sex with no excuses and/or apologies, their brief time together would all be just about sex. If he wanted her and if he could handle her, she'd consensually agree to give herself to him for a couple of hours tonight but, too confidently in control, a real lady, he'd have to make the move first.
Tonight, he could have her, if he wanted her. Tonight, he could kiss her, touch her, and feel her in all those places that he wanted to touch and feel her while kissing her. Tonight, he could strip her naked and have his wicked, sexual way with her beautiful body. Tonight, he could lick her and if he made her cum, she'd make him cum too. Tonight, she'd suck his cock before he mounted her to make love to her and before she rolled him over to fuck him. Tonight was his lucky night but he had to meet her halfway and come over to her first before someone else caught her eye and gave her that look.
* * * * *
He made his way through the crowd with the music playing in the background as if he was a runway model modeling the men's, fall fashion, couture clothing, design line. With her eyes glued to his crotch, she watched him in the way that he watched her with his eyes glued to her tits. Tits for cock, if only he knew that she wanted to feel, suck, and fuck his cock as much as he wanted feel, fondled, and suck her tits, wouldn't he be surprised. Obviously accustomed to the games that women his age enjoyed playing and felt compelled to play, he had no idea what was about to happen with a more mature woman. Yet, with her having already played this sexy game many times before with young men, she knew what was about to happen.
Most women, especially women his age, would give him the eye and look away but she didn't. Once he looked at her, she gave him her best, sexy, prolonged stare. Most women his age would never stare at a man's bulging package in the way that she stared at his bulging package. In the way that all men always stare at her exposed cleavage and in the way that he stared at her exposed cleavage, most men would look away but he didn't. Most women wouldn't dare do what she was about to do with a man she didn't know and just met, allow him to take her home for sex. Wanting him to take her dare to take her home, she wanted to make certain that her look gave him the courage to heat his desire and resolve enough so that, indeed, he would come hither to not only talk to her but also to leave with her.
With his pride at stake and as if he was compelled to do so under men's law and under the unwritten and unspoken men's code of ethics after receiving the look, he walked over to her, introduced himself, and bought her a drink. Just as easy as that, once she found her man with just a look that's all it took for her to get what she wanted and all that she needed. As if she was Ernest Hemingway's Santiago in the Old Man and the Sea hooking the big one, she had him now and she had already determined his fate. Even with so many fish in the sea, definitely, so young, too hot, and too good looking, she wouldn't be throwing this one back. She'd be going home with him for him to lick her before she sucked him and fucked out his brains. With her such a naughty woman, indeed, he was such a lucky man.
* * * * *
"Hi," he said peering into her big, blue eyes before looking down at her cleavage and at the firm, roundness of the tops of her partially exposed breasts. "I'm William."
She gave him a sexy look that would no doubt inspire him to masturbate if he was home alone.
"Nice to meet you William. I'm Susan," she said shaking his hand while giving him that unmistakable look again.
If he wasn't sure before that he'd be getting lucky, with the look she gave him now, he'd have to be clueless not to know that tonight was his lucky night.
'Run Billy, run!'
Once he slept with her, in the way that Steven ruined her for all other men, she'd ruin him for all other women. With no alarms or buzzers going off in his head, he'd have a better chance of saving himself from her if she was a black, widow spider, instead of a hot, sexy, MILF of a woman. Yet, he should have known. Perhaps, he was too young to know. Perhaps, he's never had sex with an older woman in the way he was about to have sex with this mature bitch. If only he knew what he'd be getting himself into, maybe he would have made a mistake and not responded to her look but he did. Truth be told, once he got her home alone, he was in for a sexual exciting, albeit life changing surprise.
His hand felt so soft in her hand, too soft for him to be working at manual labor. She hoped that the softness of his hand was no indication of the hardness of his cock. Looking professional, she figured he was an accountant, a lawyer, or a stock broker. She figured he was in his mid-twenties. Summing him up with just a look along with her learned skills of reading people, especially young men, she figured he wasn't a loser in the way that so very many classless and ill-mannered, aggressive, young men his age are.
Obviously prompted by and lovingly cared for by his mother, he looked like a man who knew what he wanted and knew where he was going to get it. Only, in the meantime, as she's done with so very many young men before him and will undoubtedly continue to do with so very men after him, he'd be temporarily sidetracked by her. Obviously to her by what he so wanted and the reason why she chose him, he wanted to have sex with his mother, real or imagined.
"I love you Mommy."
All he knew about her was all that he needed to know about her, that she was a beautiful, sexy, and shapely, older woman. A MILF of a woman who looked much younger than her age, by his keen sexual interest in her, she already knew that she obviously reminded him of his mother or his aunt. Yet, definitely, whomever she reminded him of, she was a mother he'd love to fuck. In the way that she needed to be a doctor of psychiatry to know that he'd be getting lucky tonight, he didn't need to be an MIT rocket scientist to know that he'd be getting lucky tonight. No doubt, in the way that she inherently already knew that he wished he was intimately, incestuously, and sexually with his mother, within the hour, they were in his car making out as if they were horny teenagers exploring one another's bodies through their clothes on prom night.
Kissing him and kissing him with her arms around his neck, she allowed him to touch and feel her wherever he wanted to touch and feel of her. Feeling her tits through her blouse and fingering her nipples through her bra before going up her short skirt to feel her panty clad pussy, while she felt his hardening cock through his pants, already well past the point of no return, there was no turning back now. Without him confessing that tidbit of private information to her, she already knew that he loved having sex with a woman old enough to be his mother in the way that she loved having sex with men young enough to be her son.
Kissing and kissing him while he kissed her, with him fingering her emerging nipples through her blouse and bra, she felt his hardening cock that tented his pants. Kissing and kissing one another, she allowed him to touch and feel her everywhere he needed to touch and feel her while she touched and felt him everywhere she needed to touch and feel him. More than just a sexy cougar, she was a vixen with an agenda. She was a sexy slut and MILF of a whore who used and dumped vulnerable, young men before they could use and dump her. In the way that older men went through younger women, and in the way that Steven did to her, she went through younger men.
* * * * *
"Let's go to your place Bill," she said.
Having him squirming in his car seat within a few minutes, sexually teasing him, she continued fondling the head of his cock through his pants with her manicured fingertips as they drove. As if he was a combatant returning home from war and she was his wife or girlfriend, all the way from the car to the lobby, they kissed, touched, and felt one another. The entire ride up the elevator, he kissed her and felt her big breasts through her blouse and fingered her erect nipples through her bra while she squeezed his ass and felt his hardening cock through his pants. Once inside, acting as if horny teenagers alone while their parents were away, not even taking the extra time to slowly undress one another while kissing one another, they couldn't remove their clothes fast enough. As if they were already together as one, they fell back upon his bed while kissing, touching, and feeling one another. He explored every part of her sexy and shapely, naked body in the way she was touching, feeling, and squeezing every part of him.
"Lick me William," she whispered in his ear. "Go down on me. I need to feel your fingers and your tongue inside of me," she said unabashed and unashamed. "Eat my pussy Bill. Lick my cunt," she said reaching down to pull her pussy lips up and open to show him some glistening pink as proof to him that she was already ready for him to give her oral sex.
"Okay," he said. "Only, you're the first woman who ever asked me to eat her," he said looking at her as if she was an angel and as if he was dreaming while living out his sexual fantasy. "Typically stopping in for a drink on a Saturday night and to meet up with a couple of my friends. Stuff like this always happens to them but never happens to me."
"Stuff like what?" Acting so innocently naïve, she looked at him obviously knowing what he meant.
"A beautiful woman giving me the eye. Normally, I go home alone after my friends all pair up with women. Normally, I'm too shy to approach a woman," he said, "but I'm glad that I approached you."
"You underestimate yourself William. You're a very good looking, young man," she said.
"Thank you," he said.
"Take it from me, tonight is your lucky night Bill. Tonight, I want you to make me your woman. I want you to make me your bitch. I want you to make me your whore. I want you to do every dirty and nasty sexual thing you've always wanted to do with your mother," she said saying the one thing she knew would drive him sexually insane for her.
* * * * *
"Pardon?"
He looked at her as if he was dreaming. He looked at her as if he was having his favorite, sexual fantasy while masturbating and imagining having sex with his mother.
"I want you to do sexy, sexual things to my naked body that you've always wanted to do to your naked mother," she said giving him the same sexy look that she gave him at the bar. "This is your chance to eat your mother before Mommy sucks your cock Bill. And if you're a good boy and give Mommy what she wants and what she needs, an orgasm, after I cum, you may make love to your mother before fucking your mother."
Unable to speak, he looked at flabbergasted. She studied the shocked look of surprise on his face as her words, especially when she said the word mother, hit him as if she threw a glass of cold water in his face.
"Mother? My mother?" He looked at her as if she had just said the magic word. "You want me to pretend that you're my mother?"
Not taking a chance or a risk that would ruin this little sexual affair before it even began, as if he was a monkey being tested and analyzed in her lab, she knew which sexual buttons to push to get the desired results that she wanted. Having done this many times before with many young men, she knew that the young men she chose for sex all wanted what they couldn't have. Knowing the boundless limits of their incestuous lust, picking up on and feeling their sexual frustration, she knew that they all wanted to have sex with their mothers.
"Yes," she said looking at him as if he was a patient on her couch instead of a naked man in his bed. "Pretend that I'm your mother. Pretend that you're having sex with your mother. Make me cum and I'll suck your cock before fucking you," she said in a sexy voice as if she was a big cat growling at him instead of his mother's pussy purring at him.
* * * * *
Normally, she spoke in the educated way of Jane Hathaway, played by the late Nancy Culp, of the Beverly Hillbillies, or in the way that Diane Sawyer of ABC News spoke with her Wellesley College education, but not tonight. Tonight, she didn't flash her obvious education by enunciating every word. She'd allowed her articulation to slide for the benefit of seduction and sex. She didn't want to scare him off by him thinking that someone like him didn't deserve someone like her. For one thing, she didn't want him to know that he was having sex with a doctor, a psychiatrist at that. Experienced at doctor patient role playing and not wanting to ruin the sexual fantasy by imposing herself on him, she wanted him to truly believe that he was having sex with his mother. If anyone could do that, she sure could. If any woman could create a sexual fantasy, she was the expert in incestuous erotica and eroticism.
Moving between her legs and going down on her, with her already at an unfair advantage, obviously by what she already knew about him, he ate her pussy with great enthusiasm as if he was eating his mother's cunt. Using him in the way that men have used her, he licked her pussy, as if he was having sex with his mother. Perhaps a bit misguided in his sexual lust and certainly misdirected in his sexual manifestation of him pretending that he was having sex with his mother, but she finally found the secret that men have known for more than a thousand years. Using that secret to her sexual benefit and to her erotic advantage, he was hers to do whatever she wanted now. As if she was his mother and he was her sexually enamored son intent on pleasing her, if only for the time they were together, he was her son sexually with his mother now.
Now with their fantasy role playing the major focus of their love making, when he kissed Susan, he kissed her not as the woman he picked up at a bar but he kissed her in the way that he obviously yearned to kiss his mother. Being that she had already directed his sexual passion to that forbidden place, she had already told him to do to her whatever he'd want to do to his mother. Without him confessing to her what he was thinking, she knew that when he closed his eyes that he was thinking about having sex with his mother. Without him having to tell her, she knew that when he saw her naked body, he thought of his mother's naked body. Not needing to be a clairvoyant to know, just a trained psychiatrist, she knew that when he touched and felt her, he wasn't touching and feeling her, he was touching and feeling his mother. Now, with him there between her legs, he wasn't fingering, licking, and eating her pussy, he was fingering, licking, and eating his mother's pussy.
Without him having to confess his forbidden, sexual attraction and incestuous desire to her for his mother, a clinically trained psychiatrist, so typical in his sexual desire, she already knew all that she needed to know about him. As if he was an open book that she could read without opening the cover and turning the pages, she flash read him by putting her hand on him as if she was Dr. Spock from Star Trek doing a Vulcan mind meld. In the way he looked at her, in the way that he touched her, and in the way that his cock was so very hard for her, his thoughts, his wants, his needs, and his desires were all so very transparent to her. She wouldn't be much of a psychiatrist if they weren't after all.
Not offended in the least, she didn't mind him wanting to have sex with his mother instead of her. It didn't bother her in the least that he thought of his mother's naked body when he saw her naked body. She didn't care that he thought of his mother while kissing her, touching her, feeling her, and now licking her. Not only was it okay that he wanted to have sex with his mother as much as he wanted to have sex with her but also this was her modus of operandi. He wanting to have sex with his mother was a preferred psychological condition of her choosing him to have sex with her in the first place. She loved having sex with mother's sons who were sexually attracted to their mothers.



* * * * *
"My mother?" He looked at her again with as much curiosity as he looked at her with sexual excitement. "Do you know my mother?" As if he had just been tickled by a stranger, he laughed nervously and uncomfortably.
"No," she said with a laugh. "How could I possibly know your mother when this is my first time meeting you? I've never had the privilege to meet your mother Bill."
He looked at her looking at him. He looked as confused as he looked sexual excited.
"Then, I don't understand why you continue to refer to my mother," he said with as much obvious, sexual excitement that he had in seemingly embarrassed puzzlement that his incestuous secret was no longer a secret at all.
If he wondered how she knew that he wanted to have sex with his mother, all he needed to do was to ask her but he didn't. More preoccupied in pretending to have sex with his mother, obviously having sex with his mother while having sex with Susan was the only thing on his mind. In the way that he was so readable to her, it was obvious to her that he was a little leery of her too.
"It's okay," she said assuring him as if she was his mother assuring him. "Even though we just met, I know what you want, I know what you like, and I know what you need."
No doubt feeling invaded by all that she professed to know about him, especially when he obviously knew so little about her, he looked at her with as much nervous anxiety as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"How do you know what I want? How do you know what I like? And how can you possibly know what I need?"
In the way that his mother, no doubt, smiled at him, she smiled at him and touched his cheek as if feeling him for a fever when he wasn't feeling well. After comforting him by her motherly touch and the softness of her smile, he seemed to relax. As if she had just hypnotized him, obviously instead of there with her, he was there with his mother.
"Having been around enough young men, I can always tell. Trust me. I know. Don't be afraid. I understand you. I know who you are nearly as much as you think you know who you are. Now, lick Mommy's pussy," she said pushing down on the back of his head. "That's right baby, lick me. Eat me as if I'm your mother and after I cum, I'll show you a good time," she said running her long, manicured fingers through his soft, dark brown hair while he licked and fingered her blonde, trimmed pussy.
"I do like eating your pussy Susan," he said.
"Mom. Call me Mom," she said.
To be continued...



        

  
    Susan's Saturday Night Sex Ch. 02
  
  Susan's Saturday Night Sex Ch. 02

        Susan finds them, feels them, fucks them & then forgets them.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/susans-saturday-night-sex-ch-02

Title: Susan's Saturday Night Sex Ch. 02

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Susan finds them, feels them, fucks them & then forgets them.

Tags: sexual role playing, cougar, sex with a stranger, milf, random sex

Series: Susan's Saturday Night Sex


There are no characters under the age of 18 in this story. All characters portrayed are over the age of 21.
*
All about sex. Susan's Saturday night 4F ritual of finding them, feeling them, fucking them, and forgetting about the men she's had sex with gets her through her week.
Susan looked down at William who was comfortably positioned between her legs while eating her. He looked so young, perhaps twenty-six or twenty-seven. He made her wish she was that age again.
"Okay Mom," he said looking up at her from in between her legs. Pausing his licking of her, he looked at her with as much sexual excitement as he looked at her with curiosity.
She ran her long, thin fingers through his dark, brown hair.
"Let's do some role playing, shall we? Pretend that I'm your mother and you're my son Billy. Instead of calling me Susan, Sue, or Suzie, call me Mommy, Mom, and/or Mother," she said.
Waiting for his reaction, she waited for him to answer her before continuing.
"Okay Mom," he said seemingly sexually excited enough to call her Mom, Mommy, and/or Mother.
Having already baited him with her mother and son hook, reeling him in, she smiled that she had another fish on her line.
"Using your tongue and your fingers, and later your cock, if you were with your mother right now naked in bed with her instead of being here with me, show me what you'd do to your mother. Close your eyes," she said waiting for him to close his eyes. "Now imagine that you're with your mother instead of being here with me."
Again she paused while waiting for him to get in his role.
"I can see her," he said with sexual enthusiasm not doubt more for his mother than for her. "Oh, my God, this is so erotically exciting."
So very easy to manipulate, he was so predictable.
"Now imagine your mother here with you instead of you here with me. If I was your mother naked and in bed with you, what would you do to me that you'd love to do to her? Show me the incestuous, sexual lust you have for her by using some of that lustful, sexual desire on me," she said.
He stopped licking her to look up at her wide-eyed.
"Wow," he said. "Having sex with you is better than having sex with women my age. Having sex with you while pretending that you're my mother is way better than just having sex. More than just physical, it's cerebral. Having sex with you is as if I'm experiencing my sexual fantasy. I really like role playing," he said.
She smiled at him in the way she imagined his mother would smile at him.
"What does your mother look like? Tell me," she said already having an image of his mother in mind.
For some reason, as if she was a psychic instead of a psychiatrist, she imagined his mother tall, blonde, and thin instead of short and obese with dark hair. She's had sex with enough young men to know the image that they have of their mother is the description of her.
"She'd definitely way older than you," he said. "My Mom is forty-eight."
How old does he think I am? He must think that I'm thirty-something instead of forty-something.
"I'm not that much younger than your mother. I'll be forty-two on July 26th," said Susan.
"Wow! You're fifteen years older than I am. You don't look like you're going to be forty-two," he said. "I figured you were thirty-five."
How about that? He thinks I'm thirty-five. He just made my day. I wish I was thirty-five again, she thought to herself.
"Thank you," she said. "Tell me more about your mother. Describe her. What color is her hair?"
He looked up at her in the way that she imagined him looking at his mother while he was poised between his mother's legs.
"She's blonde. Only, her hair color is from a bottle. Somehow I can tell that you're a natural blonde," he said with a chuckle while pulling out some strands of her blonde, pubic hair to examine them.
With so many women wanting to be blonde, even those who don't have the fair complexion to carry the hair color, she was always proud of the fact that she was born blonde.
"What else about your mother that attracted you to me?"
He looked at her as if he was imagining his mother and she figured that, no doubt, he was.
"My Mom is pretty like you but she doesn't have your shapely body or your big tits. She has a flat ass and definitely doesn't have your incredible ass," he said running his hand beneath her to squeeze her naked ass. "She's thinner," he said. "Still, in the way that you talk and the things you say, you remind me of her and you have the same big, blue eyes."
She was starting to get the image of his mother. Falling into her comfort zone, something so difficult to turn off, she analyzed him as if she was analyzing a patient instead of a lover. Definitely, he likes her big tits. Definitely, he wishes his mother had big tits. For him to verbalize that she's a bottle blonde, definitely he wishes his mother was a natural blonde. Without a doubt, he likes her round, firm ass. Definitely, he's a man who would have sex with his mother if he could.
"So, it's not much of a stretch for you to pretend that you're having sex with your mother instead of having sex with me," she said looking down at him while running her long, thin fingers through his dark, brown hair. "Correct?"
She didn't even have to wait to hear his answers. She already knew them as if she was scripting this as a screenplay.
"Oh, God yes. Being with you naked is my sexual dream come true Mom," he said staring up at her as if to see the impact of him calling her Mom. "No offense, but I love thinking that I'm here with my mother instead of you," he said.
She smiled at him again while running her fingers through his hair.
"I don't mind that you're thinking of your mother naked more than you're thinking of me naked. I enjoy pretending that I'm your mother and that you're having sex with your Mom," she said.
* * * * *
Pushing all of his repressed, sexual buttons, obviously buttons that had never been pushed before, especially in such a public display of repressed, incestuous sexuality, suddenly, as if she had plugged him into a wall outlet, electrified with sexual passion, he became animated and energized. It's one thing to be in bed with a naked, beautiful woman but it's quite another thing to be in bed with a woman who's nearly old enough to be his mother while being encouraged to live out his sexual fantasy by calling her Mom, Mommy, and/or Mother. As if his tongue became her battery operated vibrator on overdrive, seemingly intent on sexually pleasing his mother, he licked her pussy with renewed sexual vigor. In the way that her big, hard dildo fucked her, his long, stiff fingers rubbed her clit and probed her in the way that she needed to be rubbed, fingered, and probed.
"I love you Mommy," he said not playing the game when voicing his loving sentiment but meaning it as if he was actually talking to his mother.
She remained unfazed by his sudden incestuous sentiment of his love for his mother. Already knowing that he loved his mother, really loved his mother, and no doubt with him wishing that she was indeed his mother and she was in bed with him naked, she expected no less of a sexual reaction from him. In the same way that she was emotionally detached from her patients, she was detached from her emotions of love and romance after having them severed by a bad, romantic breakup with Steven twenty years ago. With Steven ruining her for all romantic relationships and for all men, still taking its emotional toll on her, she didn't feel anything for him or for any man but contempt. Other than using a man for sex once a week, she had no need for a man in her life. It was just about sex with her. Sex, sex, and sex was all that she wanted and needed from men.
In the same way that one older man used and abused her and in the way that some older men continue to use and abuse young women, she used and abused young men. In the same way that some men, not all men, treat women with disrespect and contempt, especially young women, with young men the worst offenders, young men were the ones she treated with disrespect and contempt. Young men were the men that she enjoyed sexually using by having them give her an orgasm, Young men were the men that she emotionally abused by unmasking their mother fixations and holding that incestuous mirror up to their faces. Her way of getting even with men and of righting the wrongs for all that men have done to women by finding them, feeling them, fucking them, and forgetting them, she didn't feel bad about treating men in the same way they got away with treating women.
With nothing sane about what she was doing in having sex with a different man young enough to be her son once a week, the only explanation and the only justification she needed was that, generally, psychiatrists are crazier than their patients. Yet, when she suffers from those same issues of rejection too, being that she was certifiably insane with it came to her personal, sexual and emotional issues in dealing with men, who better suited than she is to understand those with mental illnesses and emotional disabilities than her? Who else can help the mentally ill and the emotionally disturbed than someone who suffers from the same afflictions, conditions, and issues but who possesses the educational credentials to prescribe them the medications they need than a doctor of psychiatry?
Not so much a game but with her holding onto something tangible and physical, she clung onto his young, hard, naked body as if she was clinging onto life itself. With sex more meaningful than having the give and take of a romantic relationship, and with her never wanting to go through that malarkey again, now it was just about sex with her and nothing else. Sex, sex, sex, in the way that most men only want a blowjob while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect, hard nipples, all she wanted out of any man was a talented finger, an experienced, willing tongue, and a big, hard cock. What better way to get what she wants by giving men what they need and what they need is pretending they're having sex with their mothers? Willing for them to use her while pretending that she's their mother, so long as they gave her an orgasm, it was a win/win proposition for both of them.
"I love you Mommy!"
Having heard those four words so very many times before, obviously I Love You Mommy was something that men needed to say to her while having sex with her and pretending that she was their mother. Their perverse peccadillo amazed even her not only how easily she could spot a man who wanted to have sex with his mother but how easily she could get him in bed to do all to her that he so wanted to do to his mother. Then, once she gave him her permission to live out his long-term, incestuous, sexual fantasy of having sex with his mother, it was then that his lovemaking took on a new dimension.
As if empowered by relaxing and being himself in his own sexual perversity, finding a woman that he could trust with his secret of mother and son incest, seemingly he found a soul mate in her. He found a woman who not only understands his wants and needs but also a woman who allowed him to explore his wants and needs by living out his erotic, sexual fantasy of having sex with his mother. If only he knew that their consensual, sexual union was more about her orgasm and nothing else than it was about him, she wondered what he'd say. In the good way that she gave them so much sexual pleasure, she didn't think that these young men minded her using them for her sexual pleasure too.
* * * * *
"Make Mommy cum. Finger me while licking me. That's right baby, stick your tongue and your finger deep inside of me. Lick me, lick me, lick me. Mommy wants to cum in your mouth," she said gently stroking his hair in the way that he no doubt imagined his mother touching him while eating her pussy.
It was not only all so easy to find the young men who'd readily play her sexy, twisted games of catch and release sex but it was also so easy to bed them. It was all so easy for her to get them to live out their sexual fantasies while pretending that she was their mother. As if she was a flimflam woman selling snake oil that was guaranteed to cure all ailments and afflictions, it was too easy for her to get all that she wanted and all that she needed from a young, handsome men who were nearly half her age. Manipulating young, impressionable men while controlling vulnerably naïve, young men, she played the mad doctor while they were her enlisted, albeit unpaid, volunteer, test subjects in her lab.
Once she found her next victim, she was able to entice any young man who locked eyes with her after just meeting him to take her home for sex. As if bring home an adopted puppy, in the way that puppies licked her face and ate out her hand, she had him licking and eating her pussy. If she spent any more time with him other than this one night, she could train him not only how to fetch, sit, and rollover but also how to sexually please her. Only, easily bored and limited in her intolerance of inane conversation, one night was all that she could give any young man. Bored to death after receiving her orgasm, there hasn't been one, young man who has held her interest long enough and entertained her well enough for her to stay with him longer than one night. They were all just warm bodies there to sexually satisfy her so that she could return to her work without being distracted by hormonal horniness.
Only, she didn't need any man to please her when she had herself to do that. So long as she had her once a week Saturday night sex, she was fine, thank you very much, without having a steady man in her life. Finding them, feeling them, fucking them, and forgetting them, she never spent more than a night with any young man. Not wanting to feel anything, especially obligation, commitment, and love, she only wanted to feel erotic pleasure and sexual gratification. Other than for one night of hot, passionate sex, once a week on a Saturday night, and all because of Steven, she was done with men.
"I love eating your pussy Mom. Cum Mom, please cum in my mouth," he said what they all say. "I want you to cum in my mouth Mommy. I want to taste you Mom."
Obviously with him just as crazy in his sexual lust for his mother as she was insane in her sexual lust for young men, she looked at him as if he was her son while running her fingers through his hair and at that incestuous moment, he was her son. One of her favorite positions to see a man in, between her legs while fingering her and licking her, she felt so empowered by a man passively while passionately licking her pussy. Feeling in control by giving him what he wanted while he gave her what she needed, she didn't see anything wrong with keeping their sexual secrets secret. The real litmus test that defined their perversity was that young men wouldn't want anyone to know that they were sexually attracted to their mothers and pretended to have sex with their mothers when with her. With her keeping her sexual life secret too, the real litmus test that defined her perversity is that she wouldn't want anyone to know that she had sex with a different young man every week.
"After you give me an orgasm baby, I'll give you one too," she said looking down at him when he looked up at her. "Would you like Mom to blow you? Would you like Mommy to suck your cock? Would you like to cum in your mother's mouth and watch her swallow your cum?"
As if she had just promised to take him to Disney World, he looked at her with excited, sexual glee. It's amazing what a few choice words coupled with a few empty promises would do for her sexually.
"Oh God yes Mom," he said momentarily stopping to lick her to answer her while looking up at her with obvious lust and incestuous thoughts in the way that he'd no doubt be looking at his mother, if indeed she was his Mom.
Pushing all of his erotic buttons with the words and the promises that he needed to hear, as if she was his sex therapist and he was her patient, she continued her role as his imagined mother.
"Tell me Billy and don't be shy," she said reiterating his own long, unsated sexual desire. "I need to hear you say it. Would you like to make love to your mother before you fuck your mother?"
* * * * *
With him still positioned between her legs while fingering her and licking her, she watched him sexually pleasuring her. As if she was observing a paid volunteer, test subject in her lab with a trained eye, she watched the obvious changes in his face, his widening eyes, his lowered lip, and his quick breathing answered her question without him even having to respond. She couldn't have diagnosed him wanting to have sex with his mother any better if his brain waves, breathing, and pulse rate were hooked up to and were monitored by her computer while he was asked a series of sexual and incestuous, thought provoking questions.
He reacted to her mother and son words in the way that Alex, played by Malcolm McDowell, did in Stanley Kubrick's Clock Work Orange when psychiatrists observed him while asking him a series of questions of sex and violence as he watched disturbing film footage of naked women. Forever lost, with him unable to focus on a woman his age, someone like him would never lose the sexual fantasy of having sex with his mother. With her making matters worse by feeding into his incestuous desire to have sex with his mother, instead of helping as a good doctor should, she used him for her selfish, sexual pleasure.
In the way she did with all of the other young men and with all of them wanting the same thing, to experience having sex with their mothers, she knew what they all liked. She knew what they all wanted. Inherently, she knew what they all needed. Even those young men who would never live out their sexual fantasy by having sex with their mothers, she knew that the incestuous thoughts still titillated them enough for her to control them by role playing out their sexual fantasy.
Sex, incestuous sex, was all that it was about after all. Whether they acted upon their incestuous sexual fantasy or not, mother and son sex is what all these young men wanted. Prepared and ready to give him all that he wanted and all that he needed, all he had to provide her with was an orgasm. Much easier now that he imagined he was having sex with his mother, with her the professional in psychiatry, this was all her game to play.
"Yes. I'd love to make love to you mother. I'd love to fuck mother. I'd love to fuck you hard and I'd love to fuck you deep Mommy," he said with the obvious sexual excitement that manifested for his mother that was now manifested and transferred to her.
As if he was positioned on her couch instead of in between her legs, she looked at him as if he was her patient and for all intents and purposes he was, albeit her sexual patient for her personal use and erotic abuse.
"Then, pretend that I'm your mother and you are having sex with your mother," she said whispering her words with seduction. "Make mommy cum and then you can make love to me before you fuck me and after I blow you while pretending that I'm your mother. How's that?"
As if she could read his mind and, in some regards, she could just by studying his behavior, she knew all the right things to say to him to get him going. In the way that a call girl erotically controls her client, armed with a Harvard education, a doctorate in psychiatry, as well as a doctorate in philosophy, she was like no call girl he'd ever meet, especially with her giving her sexual services away for free. All she asked in return was an orgasm. Seemingly a fair exchange, giving a young man his sexual fantasy while he pretended he was having sex with his mother, she needed an orgasm to soothe her spirit for her to return to work on Monday.



"Okay," he said as if she promised to take him out for ice cream after taking him to the toy store. "I'd love to fuck you and I can't wait for you to blow me, Mommy. I love fingering your pussy while licking your pussy," he said playing her game of role playing when she allowed him to live out his sexual fantasy of having sex with his mother instead of having sex with her. "Don't worry Mom. I'll make you cum. I promise I will," he said reaching up to feel and fondle her big tits while fingering her nipples.
She didn't care who he thought he was having sex with, so long as he had the passion and the willing sexual desire enough and his cock was hard enough to give her what she so wanted and what she so needed, an orgasm. Something she had the powerful advantage over women his age, how many women his age would understand his desire to have sex with his mother? None. How many women his age would be disgusted and grossed out by him thinking of his mother while having sex with them? All of them. Besides, he could never pretend a woman his age was his mother in the way that he could pretend with her.
Having the best of both worlds with Susan, he was having sex with a mature woman who could have been his mother. Almost old enough to be his mother and, through role playing, professed to be his mother, no doubt this was the best sex he's ever had. While she was having sex with a young handsome man who had a great body and a hard cock, a man nearly young enough to be her son, he was having sex with a mother he'd love to fuck. Straining out all the other bullshit of a long-term committed relationship of love and romance while just leaving the sex, what more did she need to have than that?
* * * * *
"Oh, right there. Don't stop Billy. Mommy likes that. Lick me while rubbing my clit. Yes, yes, that's it. Perfect. Beautiful. Oh, baby. Lick me faster while rubbing me harder. Don't stop. Don't stop. Oh God, please don't stop. Rub my bean baby. Rub my bean. Mommy's about to cum."
As if she was a man forcing his cock deeper in her mouth, she put a forceful hand behind his head and mashed his face in her wet cunt while having her much needed orgasm. Still licking her while fingering her as if he was licking and fingering his mother, with him giving her all that she needed and all that she wanted, she used him to give her much needed orgasm. Yet, it wasn't all one way. As promised, for her sexual satisfaction as much as for his sexual pleasure, she took his cock in her hand and stroked him before taking his stiff prick in her mouth to suck him.
"Pretend I'm your mother Billy," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak while stroking him and staring up at him with her big, blue eyes. "Would you like Mommy to suck your cock?"
As if asking a man if he wanted to drive her new Mustang GT, she already knew his answer.
"Yes," he said. "I'd love for you to suck my cock Mom."
She smiled victoriously at his predicable response while inherently knowing that the only thing better than her sucking his cock or him driving her new Mustang GT is her sucking his cock while he's driving her new Mustang GT.
"Play with my tits and finger my nipples while I suck your cock," she said taking his stiff prick in her mouth again to suck him while stroking him. "I like having my nipples fingered when I have your cock in my mouth."
Wanting to give him the image of his hard, hairy cock in her mouth while she looked up at him with her big, blue eyes as he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples, she enjoyed teasing him.
"Oh, mother, you're such a slut," he said looking up at her to see her reaction. "I love it that you're such an incestuous, dirty whore."
Dirty talk was always the preferred way to arousing Susan. She loved being called a slut and a whore while having sex with a man nearly young enough to be her son.
"I'm your incestuous, dirty whore, Billy," she said.
If only he knew how many young men she's had sex with before him and how many young men she'll have sex with after him, wouldn't he be shocked. What would he call her then if he was already calling her a slut and a whore now?
"I love your big tits Mom. I love your hard nipples," he said feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while she sucked his cock.
Sucking him while continuing to stroke him, she allowed him his fun, until she was ready to have him pleasure her again. Not allowing him to cum, never allowing any of the young men to cum without having protection first, she removed a condom from her purse and pulled it down over his cock. Then, mounting him, she guided his cock in her warm, wet pussy.
"Pretend I'm your Mom. Make love to me as if I'm your mother," she said.
"Oh, Mommy," he said.
"Stick your big, hard cock in your mother's warm, wet pussy," she said leaning down to rest her big tits on his chest while whispering her words in his ear before kissing him long and deep. "Then, after you make love to Mommy, you can fuck Mommy hard, really hard. How would you like that son? Would you like to fuck Mommy hard? Would you like to fuck me, your mother?"
"Yes, I'd love to make love to you Mom before fucking you hard," he said.
Slowly humping him while grinding her pelvis into him and rubbing her wet pussy all over his pelvis, she felt him going deeper while he grew harder. Then, changing his angle of penetration by sitting up on him to ride him as if she was riding a mechanical bull at a Texas, roadhouse bar, she used his body while he used her body. Humping him while returning his humps, they humped one another as if they were connected by glue. He reached up to harness her bouncing breasts in his big hands while running slow fingers over her nipples. Returning her humps with his, obviously, he continued humping her as if he was humping his mother. Then, rolling her over, he started fucking her in the way that he's always, no doubt, wanted to fuck his mother. Using her as his surrogate mother in the way that she knew he would and in the way that she used so very many other young men to do the same, he pounded her pussy as if he was fucking his mother.
"Fuck me William. Fuck me Bill," she said. "Fuck me as if you're fucking your mother. Make me cum baby. Make Mommy cum again. That's right. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Fuck me. Fuck me," said Susan saying everything she knew would make him fuck her faster and fuck her harder for him to give her the orgasm that she needed.
"I'm going to cum," he said. "I love you Mommy! I'm going to cum."
"No, not yet," she said. "Just a little longer. I'm almost there," she said putting a light finger to his lips. "You wouldn't want to disappoint your mother by not giving her an orgasm, would you?"
"No Mom," he said fucking her faster and fucking her harder while prolonging his ejaculation.
"That's it. I'm going to cum. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me," she said. "Oh my God, Billy. Oh, my God. That was so incredibly good."
Not taking the time to bask in the afterglow of sex, as soon as she had her orgasm, not caring if he ejaculated or not, she was off of him and in the bathroom with her clothes cleaning herself and getting dressed. On her way out the door before he could even protest her all too sudden departure, she was gone.
To be continued...
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No excuses and with her actions and inappropriate, sexual behavior already justified, what's good enough for older men to do with younger women is good enough for Susan to do with younger men.
Paid to listen to the personal problems of mentally and emotionally disturbed patients all week, Saturday night was her night to escape her professional routine and to decompress. Rather than giving the men she met in bars some free, professional advice or her own piece of personal philosophy, Saturday night was her down time. Saturday night was her time to do what she so wanted to do and what she so wanted to do was to have sex with young men that culminated in her receiving an orgasm.
Rather than giving the men who took her home some one-on-one private counseling, and/or some much needed psychological and/or psychiatric therapy, Doctor Susan Jill Parker filled a selfish, sexual need in herself by using young men for sex. Saturday night and all day Sunday were her only days to relax and having sex with another new, young man was how she relaxed. With her going over her notes from the previous week Saturday morning and afternoon, she was still working. Then, as if she was a carnivore on the hunt for fresh meat, a wild cougar on the loose, Saturday night she prowled the bars looking for her sexual partner for the evening.
Sundays, after she had her sexual release, was the only day that she slept late, meditated, and relaxing while listening to music or watching a movie. Even though she's gotten away from it over the years, since her much older brothers taught her how to play, her fascination with piano accordions and accordionists was a secret that she never told anyone. Hooked on Lawrence Welk and once in love with Myron Floren as a little girl, Sunday was her day to play that accordion, a shiny black, Pan Italia squeezebox with dual tone chambers, like the one that Myron Floren played on the Lawrence Welk show.
She lived a good life now that she was finally away from and over Steven. Yet, still infatuated with him, she still thinks of him. If she was totally over Steven, she still wouldn't be thinking of him every waking moment and dreaming about him in her sleep. If she was totally over Steven, her sub-conscious way of getting back at him, she still wouldn't be having sex with a different young man once a week. If she was totally over Steven, she would have been in a committed relationship of love, caring, and mutual respect by now. Perhaps, she would have even had a couple of kids by now. Yet, with some things never changing, still the same, she roamed bars on Saturday nights looking for hot, young men in the way that he, no doubt, continued roaming the college campus looking for young, naïve, impressionable coeds.
Making for great lovers who gave her what she so wanted and what she so needed, an orgasm or two, her sexual peccadillo was to have sex with those young men she knew who wanted to have sex with their mothers. In a way and in that regard, if only just on Saturday nights, indeed during her brief Saturday evening sexual encounters, she changed her role from that of a clinical psychiatrist to that of a sex therapist. An interesting concept and one already proven to work by older men who date young, beautiful women, it's a simple premise that has successfully worked for her for several years.
In the way that the concept and premise has worked thousands of years for older men who took sexual advantage of younger women, especially those young women who wanted to have sex with their fathers, she took sexual advantage of young men who wanted to have sex with their mothers. Seeing nothing wrong with what she did on Saturday nights, a win/win situation, and with her able to justify her actions, working for her as much as it worked for them, she took advantage of the young men who had sex with her. With them thinking that they were playing her, in reality she was playing them. If they only knew that not only in body but in mind too that she was the professional and they were just amateur. In the way she went through men, if anything, her carnage laying there naked and spent as she left them and closed their front door behind her in the way that men abandon women, they were her sexual victims.
Part of her justified reasoning, in the way that it was sometimes difficult for older men to take sexual advantage of younger women, especially those women who didn't want to be taken sexually advantage of, it was always easy for her to take sexual advantage of younger men. Being that she was good looking and sexy and with young men willing, ready, and able to have sex with anyone, anytime, and anywhere, having sex with young men wasn't much of a challenge. She didn't have to use her talents of seduction to get young men naked and in bed. The challenge was in psychologically manipulating and sexually seducing them with their obvious, inherent, and forbidden sexual fantasy of having sex with their mothers. Role playing while pretending to be their mother, the forbidden thoughts of them having sex with their mothers was enough to make them displace their sexual needs to her instead of only thinking of themselves. The transferal of sexual feelings for their mothers to her was enough for them to give her what she needed and what she wanted, multiple orgasms.
Her having sex with young men was only about her cumming and not so much about them being sexual satisfied. With her having much more to lose professionally than her typical sexual, one night stand partners, she should have known that what she was doing was wrong and with her being a psychiatrist, she obviously knew that. Only, able to justify her perversity in her mind, so long as no one discovered her sexy secret of having sex with men nearly half her age once a week, every week, she didn't care. What she did in private and behind closed, bedroom doors was her personal business and no one else's. As long as she took care to sleep with a different man from a different bar once a week, unless someone recognized her, no one would ever know what she did on Saturday nights.
Not willing to invest any of her emotions, a complete waste of her time to fall in love, her way of distancing herself, Saturday night sex with another new, young man was all that she wanted and all that she needed to do to replenish her energy reserves. Using their mouths and their fingers as if a human vibrator and their cocks as if a human dildo, an orgasm was all she needed and an orgasm was all that she wanted from men. Oral sex culminating in an orgasm and/or a good fuck gave her the sexual release that recharged her battery. Saturday night sex was all about her and all that she wanted. Saturday nights was the one night that she let down her hair, wore contact lenses instead of wearing her oversized, black framed eyeglasses, and removed her lab coat to dress sexy. Saturday night was her night to get down and dirty in having promiscuous sex with men not only young enough to be her sons but also young enough to raise the eyebrows of those who would dare judge her without knowing her or her disturbing background.
When it was acceptable for older men to date younger women, why should anyone care who she sucked and fucked? Whenever she was out in public with a man a dozen or more years younger than her, they looked at them as if they were mother and son. Instead of perceiving them on a date while drinking, dancing, and having fun, they looked at them as if they were doing something incestuously naughty. With her receiving stares and without men so much as receiving a glance, they looked at her in the way that they should be looking at men who were allowed to do the same thing with women young enough to be their daughters. With women their own worst enemies by finding fault with her dating younger men for sex, how dare they? Always the double standard getting in the way of her having some hot, sexy fun, people should mind their own business.
* * * * *
Easy for her to identify those men who wanted to bed their mothers, being that she's a trained clinical psychiatrist, in the way that some men take advantage of women, she used her medical training in psychology, psychiatry, and philosophy to take advantage of needy, young men for sex. For sex, just for sex and nothing else but sex, sex, sex, sex, it was all just about sex after all. Yet, with her allowing a small army of young men to enjoy her mature, shapely, naked body, while she enjoyed their young, hard, naked bodies, the sexual exchange wasn't all one sided. In the way of Cameron Diaz, Jennifer Lopez, and Demi Moore, her having sex with young men wasn't lopsided at all actually. With her giving them what they so wanted, to have sex with their mothers, they gave her what she so needed, a much needed orgasm.
As if she was a man playing women instead of a woman using men, free and easy, no romance, no commitment, no hearts and flowers, nor exchanging sentiments of love, her casual meetings were only about erotic excitement and sexual gratification. Sex, sex, sex, her picking up men in a high class bar on a Saturday night was just about sex. As long as they sexually pleasured her, she didn't mind sexually pleasuring them, that is, so long as they hurried up about it and didn't waste her time or ruin her sexual experience with useless and needless dialogue. Yakty yak, yak, yak, she'd rather they just shut the fuck up, not talk at all, and just give her sex.
Yet, if the men thought that they'd use her to give them a blowjob or a quick lay, they'd be mistaken. Oh, no, she wasn't about to have any of that. As sexually, one-sidedly selfish that men have been with women, she was as sexually, one-sidedly selfish with men. She wouldn't play unless a man gave her an orgasm first. Then, maybe, depending on the man and on the situation, perhaps she'd allow him to cum too, especially if he gave her more than one orgasm.
Moreover, men have been slam banging women for thousands of years and leaving them sexually frustrated and emotionally unsatisfied while only caring about their own sexual satisfaction and emotional gratification. In that regard and with that in mind, she wouldn't have a second thought about leaving a man sexually frustrated and emotionally unsatisfied after he pleasured her and gave her an orgasm. If he didn't cum in the allotted time she gave him to cum just before and just after she had her orgasm from him fingering her, licking her, and/or fucking her, after she sucked him and fucked him, too bad for him that he didn't cum. Able to be a bitch about it, that's not her problem. That's his problem.
For sure, once she received what she wanted from him, she wasn't about to get down on her knees to suck him. Definitely not, she wasn't about to bend over in front of him so that he could fuck her like a dog while feeling her big tits and fingering her hard nipples. So long as she had her orgasm and got what she wanted, with her never seeing him again anyway, she didn't care if he enjoyed their sexual time together by cumming. This brief union was all sexually about her and never about him.
Maybe later, after she left, he could masturbate in the privacy of his bathroom or bedroom while imagining that he just had sex with his mother. Maybe later he could masturbate over the memory of having had sex with a beautiful, mature, MILF of a woman. Maybe later he could find a woman his age to use and abuse but she wasn't about to allow him to use and abuse her. On no, after Steven so sexually used and abused her for four, long, arduous years, rest assured, her being sexually used and abused by any man will never, ever happen to her again.
With her orgasms her top priority and always a slow crockpot to simmer before coming to a full boil and with men's ejaculations a backburner event and always a quick, gushing oil well, she gave men plenty of opportunity to cum. Only, after she's already received what she wanted from the onset and after she's already had her orgasm, she wasn't about to hang around and wait around for them to continue to use her naked body to cum. Sexually selfish about it, now was her turn to act like a man and take what she wants instead of acting like a woman and giving men what they need.
Done with them as soon as she got what she wanted, with her no longer in the mood nor there in bed with them, her mind was already somewhere else. Next Saturday night, she'd do the same, exact thing all over again but in a different bar and with a different, young man. All sexually about her in the way that men have always had their erotic dalliances all sexually about them, it was her turn to not only sexually enjoy herself but also to sexually satisfy herself. After all the pain and all the suffering sorrow she's been through with Steven, having sex with men young enough to be her sons was her perverse, personal, albeit twisted payback to men as a whole. Men, men, men, in actually, not angry enough to turn lesbian, she truly hated men, the reason why she could continue using and abusing them.
* * * * *
Her casual, late night meetings were all about filling the need in her to be physically sated and sexually satisfied so that she could go about the rest of her week without being sexually frustrated. Thinking of sex more as a medication, her magic pill and her much needed elixir that she must take once a week to be cured of her salacious thoughts, having sex with strange, young men on Saturday nights was a hard, albeit necessary medicine for her to swallow at first. Having sex with strange young men was one thing but taking advantage of young men she knew who had psychological problems that stemmed from being sexually attracted to their mothers was quite another thing and against all that she learned at medical school.
Yet, by her taking her prescribed medicine, having sex with strange, young men on Saturday nights was something that she needed to do to remain sanely functional not only after her breakup with Steven but also after having to deal with the insane, emotionally disturbed ramblings of her patients. After her breakup with Steven, an emotional wreck before with suicidal thoughts, with her studying psychology and philosophy and becoming a psychiatrist before stumbling over this sexual elixir of having sex with young men, she's never felt better. The best thing she ever did, what came about when seeing herself in the mirror, and the one thing that saved her life was to become a psychiatrist.
Steven, Steven, Steven, with some things never changing even after twenty years, everything she did was directly or indirectly because of Steven. Steven, Steven, Steven, just as he drove her mad with sexual lust and romantic desire twenty years ago, the mere thoughts of him drove her insane now. Steven, Steven, Steven, still acting out as if she was a 21-year-old girl instead of a 41-year-old woman, he still drove her mad with hurt and hatred now, enough hurt and hatred of men for her to use and abuse younger men by having sex with them.
How dare he dump her in favor of his wife? How dare he do to her what so many married men have done to so many single, gullible, innocent women? How dare he use her for sex, allow her to fall in love with him, and then reject her love? How dare he lie to her about leaving his wife? How dare he lie to her about having other girlfriends? How dare he leave her for another younger woman?
Too intelligently educated, a doctor with a Harvard education and a PhD in philosophy, she wasn't one of those young, needy women, was she? Done with men and done with love, romance, marriage and the hope of ever having children, having sex with strange, young men was all that she now needed and all that she now wanted from a man. The only physical contact she wanted and needed was from what she received from a stranger who picked her up at a bar and took her home on a Saturday night.
Expecting a stranger to lie to her, expecting a stranger not be honest with her, and expecting a stranger not tell her the truth about anything, it didn't matter if they lied to her in the way that Steven hurt her with all of his lies. With her maintaining her distance by only becoming sexually involved and not emotionally invested, a stranger could never hurt her in the way that Steven had. By not becoming entwined in a romantic relationship, she could never fall in love with a stranger in the way that she fell in love with Steven. Steven, Steven, Steven, too much of her life was wasted while thinking about Steven, Steven, Steven. All that mattered to her and all that she wanted from a man now and nothing else was a good fucking time and an orgasm. Willing to trade them her mouth, her hand, her pussy, and total use of her naked body, all she wanted from them was the pleasure they gave her with their mouths, their fingers, and their hard cocks.
Willing to do anything but anal sex, she'd do everything else. She'd never allow any man to fuck her up the ass in the way that Steven routinely fucked her anally as if he was a dirty dog in heat and she was his nasty bitch. A once in a lifetime sexual event, what they sexually did together could never be duplicated or dared repeated. Too many memories, what they sexually did together was a special coming together that lasted for four, long, wonderful years. From the time she was a freshman in college to just after she graduated, everything was beautiful.
There was a time when everything was perfect with Professor Steven Stephenson Stevens, SSS for short. There was a time when she thought he loved her as much as she loved him. There was a time when she thought he'd leave his wife for her. Then, once she left campus to get on with her life, he was getting it on with someone else, another young woman, the pig. Just as sex with young women never ended for him then, sex with young men never ends for her now. Now, with payback a bitch, if ever she met him again, she'd love nothing better than to fuck Steven up his ass with her strap-on dildo in the way that he fucked her up the ass by rejecting her and leaving her for another young coed.
* * * * *
Dating back to a time long before Dr. Sigmund Freud's Oedipus Complex theory, just as there was nothing new in what Steven was doing in using young women for sex, there was nothing new in what Susan was doing in using young men for sex. Other than reversing her role from that of a man having his wicked, sexual way with young women to that of a woman having her wicked, sexual way with young men, she truly believed that there was nothing wrong with that she was doing. From being a sexual victim to becoming a sexual predator, it was her turn to have some sexy, sexual fun with young men in the way that older men have been having some sexy, sexual fun with young women.
Had she not been fucked over by Steven, she'd never be doing what she's doing now. A woman scorned, had she not been dumped by Steven and rejected by him for the love of someone else, namely his wife and his new girlfriend, she wouldn't be as vindictive against him and against all men as she is now. Against all that she stood for, no longer believing in the greater good, negative instead of positive, and seeing the glass half empty instead of half full, she now adhered to her premise that all men were liars, cheaters, and evil. All men suck.
Something that male philandering psychiatrists, psychiatrists, philosophers, and politicians have been doing since the days of Socrates, Aristotle, Hippocrates, and Thomas Jefferson, and before, she was doing now. This was her turn to get even for what Steven did to her and to get even with all men. Taking advantage of young women who were vulnerable and looking for a Daddy figure, men had sex with women young enough to be their daughters not only because they wanted to but also because they could. They knew the secret that unlocked the older man with younger women sexual door. Now with the shoe on the other foot with her taking advantage of young, vulnerable men looking for a Mother figure, she had sex with men young enough to be her sons. As interesting a concept as it was a simple premise, the notion is important enough to state again.



These learned men, all held in high esteem and in powerful positions of rank, honor, and social status, with many of them not very attractive, all had forbidden sex with beautiful and desirable women young enough to be their daughters. Why? They had sex with young beautiful women because not only did they have the perverse desire to want to have sex with them but also because they had that learned knowledge in how to successfully seduce them. Whenever they met a beautiful, young woman who they knew didn't have a normal relationship with their fathers but had an immoral and perverse sexual attraction to their Dads, they'd swoop down as if they were a hawk scooping up a squirrel. Who better to realize that daughter/Daddy twisted relationship than a psychiatrist, a psychologist, or any man in power and influence over young, beautiful women?
"I loved you Daddy," where words given to any mature man who filled the role of their absentee father.
On the pretense and flawed premise that they were emotionally and psychologically helping them, these predatory men evoked their bedside manner and called upon their psychological knowledge to seduce women who they knew were looking for Daddy. Becoming their surrogate fathers instead, they were able to displace the sexual attraction that young, beautiful women had for their fathers to them instead. As if they were hypnotizing them with their words of therapy, just as they took advantage of young, beautiful women, she took advantage of young, handsome men. Whether they were psychiatrists, psychiatrists, philosophers, politicians, or plumbers, these men all took sexual advantage of beautiful, young women in the way that she took sexual advantage of handsome, young men. Psychological players who used their psychiatric skills, therapeutic technics, and quick witted words of seduction to an unfair advantage, these young, beautiful, vulnerable women didn't stand a chance of saying no to having sex with men old enough to be their fathers. Men who knew that these women were so vulnerable and impressionable, they used that vulnerability and impressionability to their unfair advantage.
"I love you Daddy!"
Men who not only knew how to bed them but also knew that these poor, emotionally damaged women wanted and needed to have sex with their daddies were easy pickings. Women who had their pick of younger and better looking men, they all freely gave themselves to older men just for the sake of fulfilling their sexual fantasy of sleeping with their fathers. Except for the money, why would a young, beautiful woman want an older, unattractive man? We'd only have to ask Woody Allen, Hugh Hefner, Donald Trump, and Michael Douglas and millions of others why so many young, beautiful women were willing to have them bed them. With many of these woman secured in their career and financial wealthy in their own right, such as Mia Farrow and Katherine Zeta Jones, they weren't having intimate relations with an older man for the money. It was more than that.
Philanderers and playboy players, not because they were physically any better in bed, with virility at their age all in the mind, they just knew the secret that enabled them to remove the clothes of these young, impressionable women. Helping them along the way to give them what they wanted while these professional men took what they needed, it was a win/win situation for both men and women with no harm done. Right? And now, having experienced how it was done to her, an older man taking sexual advantage of her while in a long-term love relationship, Susan was doing the same by doing it to them, an older woman taking sexual advantage of younger men.
So long as their patients didn't fall in love with them and/or cause embarrassing problems for them, when it came to older men having sex with younger women, everything was good, better than good. As Tony the Tiger would say, everything was great! Being that what happened behind closed, bedroom doors was stamped with and protected by patients' confidentiality, no one would ever know what these men did with young women that was not acceptable between a doctor and his patient. So long as their patients didn't report them, they could continue on in the way they've been sexually conducting themselves by taking advantage of young women for years.
Yet, even with those young women they seduced who weren't their patients, there was the matter of ethical behavior. As if these men knew the trick to winning the biggest and the best stuff animal at a carnival, with their skills in psychology and psychiatry, they knew the secrets of seduction in seducing the youngest and most beautiful women. So long as their wives didn't find out about their sordid romances and discover the frauds that they were in the medical community, everything was good.
Sure, it helped that the older men had money too and could buy their victims things and take them places but it was more about them filling a role as their surrogate father than it was in rewarding them with gifts and/or tokens of their affection. Most times, playing the role of the father they never had, even when the women knew and were aware of what was happening to them emotionally and sexually, it didn't matter. Young women who wanted to sleep with their Dads were happy to find an acceptable loophole that allowed them to sleep with a man who was old enough to be their father but without being blood related that would mark their relationship as incestuous.
Being that they weren't blood related and their love affair wasn't deemed incestuous, even though they had incestuous thoughts and incestuous sexual fantasies, they were doing what they needed to do in that way that these men were doing what they wanted to do. While the women still had sex with men old enough to be their fathers, these perversely twisted men had sex with women young enough to be their daughters. Not emotionally mature enough to have and to maintain a real relationship with men their own age, they preferred playing the daughter card, just as those men who wanted to have sex with their daughters, played the Daddy card. Yet, it wasn't about having sex with their daughters with most older men who seduced younger women, it was about having sex with beautiful women young enough to be their daughters.
As if they were a hypnotist, twisting their minds with their thoughts, they hypnotized these young women with their words, their intelligence, their humor, and with their voices instead of with their virility and good looks. How dare these older men abuse their psychological powers over someone who was emotional damaged, mentally unstable, and sexually vulnerable enough for them to want to have sex with their fathers and instead have sex with them? Look at these men. They're old and sexually unappealing. Now look at these women. They're young and beautiful. How in the Hell does a man like him get a woman like her? Are you kidding me? What's their secret?
To be continued...
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What's good enough for men to do with women is good enough for Susan to do with men.
Nothing more than victims having sex with their sexual predators, older men know how to play the Daddy card to get what they sexually want from their surrogate daughters and daughters know how to play the daughter card to get what they sexually want from their surrogate fathers. Yet, how dare older, more mature, and more experienced men take sexual advantage of women so young, so impressionable, and so sexually inexperienced while many of these poor women are too young and too innocent to know any better? Now that Susan knows men's dirty, little secrets, so very easy for her to do the same to evoke that kind of sexual arousal from men, it was her turn to do sexually entice and arouse young, handsome men.
Most women would never do such a thing, having sex with men nearly half their age so much so that she's deemed a sexual predator. In the way that most men think about sex, sex, sex, most women don't think about sex in the way that Susan thinks about having sex every Saturday night. Yet, in the way that she's been used and abused by men all of her life, she became a sexual predator without giving it a second thought or wasting her time and emotions on guilt or on remorse. With her now thinking like a horny, horrible man instead of a modest, moral woman, what she did on Saturday nights was just about sex. Sex, sex, sex, what she did on a Saturday night was just about her sexual needs and not about anyone else's sexual needs. What she did on Saturday nights wasn't anyone's business.
Most women would be turned off to even think of having sex with a man nearly the age of their sons, but Susan wasn't turned off at all. If anything she was aroused by the thought of going to bed with young men. Perhaps, had she had children, especially had she had a son, too much like mother and son sex, she'd feel differently about having sex with a man nearly half her age. If anything, she was sexually aroused to have sex with a young, hard, naked body. Most women would be turned off for a man to pretend that she was his mother while having sex with her and calling her Mom, Mommy, and mother, but Susan enjoyed the incestuous role playing while having sex with young men. Most women would never have a new lover every week but every Saturday for years, since she graduated Harvard medical school, Susan did.
Payback is a bitch, bitch, and, most definitely, because of what Steven did to her back then made her the bitch that she is today. In the way that these perverted, older men have done for thousands of years, it was her turn to satisfy her sexual libido while soothing her psychological need to have sex with men nearly half her age. Sex, sex, sex, taking the mindset of her male counterparts, if people don't like what she does, too fucking bad. What she does behind closed, bedroom doors is none of anyone's God damn business. Fuck them!
Having sex with young men while allowing them to pretend that she was their mother was her naughty, sexual and erotic thing to do. Even with her being a psychiatrist and hearing every emotional problem and sick, depraved thought, it amazed even her how many young men fantasized about having sex with their mothers. It amazed even her how easy it was to turn men into a virtual sex machine of orgasmic pleasure once she allowed them to call her Mom, Mommy, and/or mother while she was sucking them, they were eating her, or they were making love before fucking one another. If she hadn't witnessed men's sexual transformation in bed whenever she played the Mommy card, she never would have believed it.
"I love you Mommy."
All it took for her to have sex with a different young man each week was to have a different mindset and that mindset was for her to more think like a man than to think like a woman. That mindset was what men have been doing for thousands of years to women while thinking only about their sexual pleasure and emotional gratification. With her having a man's mindset, what she does to men now is what men have always done to women, to find them, feel them, fuck them, and forget them. In the way that men have deserted women after having sex, what she does to men is to leave them before they can use her.
Most women would never do what she was doing, having sex with a different young man every week, 52 weeks a year, for years. Do the math, since she graduated medical school seven years ago, 52 men times 7 years is 364 men, a man literally for every day of the week. Except for some of our beloved, promiscuous celebrities, how many women can say that they've had sex with 364 men? Most women would be appalled, aghast, and ashamed if they knew what Susan did on a Saturday night, especially with her being a Harvard trained psychiatrists. Most women would lock up their sons and forbid them to go to a bar unattended if they knew that Susan was on the prowl every Saturday night.
Yet, unlike men who may feel some modicum of guilt and some shred of remorse after licking and fucking their way through a multitude of women in their adult lives, Susan had no repercussions of guilt and/or no feelings of remorse in doing what she does. As long as she didn't get pregnant in the process and/or be discovered by her colleagues to what it is that she actually does on a Saturday night, she was free to go her merry way and continue to have sex with men nearly half her age. With her successfully bedding hundreds of men without becoming pregnant and without catching a contagious sexual disease, why stop now when her libido was just heating up enough for her to want more sex instead of less sex?
Sex, sex, and more sex, it was all just about sex after all. With no man making her feel committed and/or connected enough for her to stay any longer with them once she had her orgasm, in the way that these men were free to do the same with women, she was free to leave them to find her next conquest. As if they were a human dildo and/or vibrator, the young men that she found, felt, fucked, and forgot about were just her tool to use. In the way she had no remorse in replacing a dead battery in her vibrator or trying out a new dildo for fit, she had no feelings of loss when abandoning men after giving her so much sexual pleasure.
Just as those older men were able to identify those young women who sexually fantasized about sleeping with their fathers for sex, she was able to identify those young men who sexually fantasized of bedding their mothers for sex too. A fair exchange, having sex with young men who wanted to have sex with their mothers, in the way that men have been bedding young women who wanted to have sex with their fathers, was a win/win sexual situation for all. What was an acceptable social, sexual practice for men, albeit in whispered hushes, was now an acceptable, social, sexual practice for her too, that is, as long as no one knew what was happening behind her closed, bedroom doors. Who knows? Emotionally as well as sexually, maybe for an hour or two, she was even doing these young men some good by pretending to be their mothers naked and in bed with them.
So long as her friends, family, patients, and none of her colleagues found out that she was a slut using psychological dysfunctional men for sex, in her mind, able to justify her salacious behavior, there was nothing wrong with what she was doing. So long that no one knew that in the way that men have been doing for thousands of years, she was using her skills in philosophy, psychology, and psychiatry to her unfair sexual advantage. What did it matter what she did behind closed, bedroom doors on her own time anyway? As far as she was concerned, as long as the sex with consensual, what she did in her private time was none of anyone's business.
Fooling herself by the justification that she wasn't hurting anyone, in the way that men have justified their bad and inappropriate behavior all through history by screwing young women, she didn't believe that she was doing anything wrong in using her psychological and psychiatric training to screw young men. If analyzed, what she did was nothing more than a personal issue and a private choice of stretching ones ideologies and professional principles to fit her own sexual wants, needs, and desires. So long as no one professionally questioned her and/or knew how she spent her Saturday nights cruising bars and picking up young men for them to take her home to their place, she didn't see the harm in having sex with young men. If anything, as if sex was an illicit drug and she was a druggie hook on the euphoria of an excess amount of Dopamine from an orgasm, it felt so good to suck and fuck a different young, handsome man every Saturday night while knowing that he'll get her to cum. Obviously more skilled at seducing young men than her male counterparts were successful at seducing young, beautiful women, with only a very few young men not taking her bait and/or not wanting to roll play by calling her Mom, Mommy, or mother, she had a very high success rate.
Unlike women who were always on the lookout for Mr. Right, with men only looking for sex in the way that she only wanted sex, men were so damn easy to seduce, too damn easy to seduce. Most times, all she had to do was to flash them a smile while showing them some cleavage along with a bit of long, shapely leg. Most times to get their attention, all she had to do was to slowly cross her long, shapely legs while flashing them a bit of bright, white cotton panty. Most times, all she had to do was to listen while acting interested enough in what they were saying and in what they were doing, even when she was bored to tears. Most times, all she had to do was to give them the eye and continue to give them that sexy look that told them they'd be getting lucky tonight, even though she knew that she'd be the one getting lucky. Most times, with her knowing otherwise, they were the ones who hit on her.
Assuredly, the young men thought that they were the ones trying to seduce her when, of course, it was the other way around. Using them in the hopes of sexually abusing them, if only they knew what she was up to, she wondered if they'd still want to have sex with her. If only they knew what she was up to, she wondered if they'd still want to play her sexy, incestuous game of a son having sex with his mother. Of course and without a doubt, they'd definitely still want to have sex with her because not only are men are easy but also most men want to sleep with their mothers.
With her being so blonde, so beautiful, so busty, shapely and sexy, all they needed was one look at her and they all knew that they'd like to see her naked and sleep with. Looking much like the English model Sienna Miller or Heidi Klum but with a PhD, Dr. Susan Jill Parker was a formidable sexual force. God help the man she wanted because he'd have no free will to dare say no to her. With just one look and one, long, wet kiss, it wouldn't be very long before they'd be naked humping and sweating in bed.
Unless she was hurting someone and/or violating her Hippocratic Oath as a doctor to do no harm, an oath written by the Greek physician Hippocrates, she was able to thread her needle and to make the connection that she was doing no wrong. Indeed, Hippocrates too had sex with not only women young enough to be his daughters but also with men young enough to be his sons. As was with Socrates, Aristotle, and even Sigmund Freud who had many young, attractive mistresses, in the way they bedded young women, they were her inspiration and motivation to bed young men. Being that she knew how to take sexual advantage of young men, and with her in total control of young men's destiny, what she did on a Saturday night was her game to play. Why not? Besides, as far as Susan was concerned, again, without feeling any guilt or remorse, in the same insensitive way that men have been doing since forever, again what she did on her free time was none of anyone's business. It was all just sex after all.
* * * * *
In the way that older, female celebrities, such as Cameron Diaz, Jennifer Lopez, and Madonna have sex with any young man that appeals to them, she does too. So what? What's the big deal? Who cares? Mind your own fucking business. In the same way as her male counterparts sexually comport themselves, she just wants to be left alone in peace to do whatever she sexually wants with whomever she sexually wants. And who she sexually wants are young men with hard bodies and even harder cocks who have the sexual fantasy of sleeping with their mothers.
"I love you Mommy."
So long as she wasn't sleeping with a patient, being that she was single and not in a romantic or sexual relationship, with her having no boyfriend, lover, or husband, she's free to sleep with whomever she wants, even a man young enough to be her son. Susan specifically looked for young men nearly half her age to seduce and to show her a good, sexual time. A cougar on the prowl is one thing but a cougar armed with a Harvard education and trained in philosophy, psychiatry, and psychology is another thing entirely. Young men didn't stand a chance against this mature woman when she was so sexually dressed to seduce and sitting at a bar looking so vulnerable and so horny.
With her having such an unfair advantage over young men, an understatement, in addition to her education and professional training, between her beauty, her body, her intelligence, her sexually wiliness to seduce, and her charm, young men didn't stand a chance of saying no to her. Moreover, as her special bonus for them to want her and as her way for them to fuck her as if they're on steroids, for those young men who got her naked and in bed, she'd even allow them to call her Mom, Mother, and/or Mommy. Role playing while pretending that she was their mothers and they were her sons was a powerful psychological tool that she used to her advantage for her to have great sex and to make sure that they gave her what she so wanted, a much needed, heated orgasm.
As if she was their personal, sex therapist, without being blatantly obvious about it, she allowed these lucky, young men to believe not only that they're seducing her but also that they were seducing their mothers. Instead, while mothering them and treating them as if they were her sons, she was always the one in control and not them. Assuredly, she was the one seducing them and not the other way around. Easy enough for her to do, especially with the men that she purposely chose and the key to her sexual success, she knew in advance that the sexual fantasy of having sex with their mother was their biggest weakness.
By allowing them to live out their sexual fantasy by them having sex with her as if they were having sex with their mothers, they were such easy prey to bed. A win/win sexual scenario for both, she spent some quality time with young, hard cocks while they pretended they were having sex with their mothers. If anything, while they did her a sexual favor by giving her a much needed orgasm, she was doing them a favor by pretending that she was their mother and having sex with them.
So long as the medical board didn't discover the adverse psychological ramifications with the sexual games she played with young, emotionally disturbed, young men, what did it matter? It was none of anyone's business if she allowed her Saturday night dates to do some innocent role playing during their sexual time together. What's so wrong with them pretending they were having sex with their mothers while, instead they were having sex with a Harvard educated, doctor of psychiatry, Dr. Susan Jill Parker? If only they knew she was a psychiatrist, either the shit would hit the fan or they'd ask her for some free professional counseling. With her showing them a better sexual time, even if she didn't give them enough time to ejaculate after they gave her an orgasm, their mothers should look as good as she did and as sexy as she was.
* * * * *
When men have been doing the same thing for thousands of years, with it being her turn now, what's so wrong with her doing to men what men have done to women? Still with the double standard rearing its ugly head, if there was anything at all wrong with what she was doing, it was because she was a woman taking advantage of a man and not the other way around. If there was anything at all wrong with what she was doing, it was because she was a trained, skilled, professional taking sexual advantage of a layman. So what? With men having all the fun before, especially in the way that Steven had with her, it's her turn now to have some sexy fun.
Her personal, sexual peccadillo, she used young men in the way that older men used young women. She used young men in the way that an older man once used her. Her way of giving back and getting back all that she was subjected to, she used young men in the way that Steven found her, felt her, fucked her, and forgot her. Now it was her turn to be just sexually insensitive, as callous, and as emotionally detached as he was while having sex with her and when having sex with men nearly half her age. Taking a long time for her to not only understand his mindset but also to immerse herself in his insensitive, sexual philosophy, just as it was now all about sex with Susan, it was all just about sex with Steven then, after all. Nothing more than sex, sex, and sex, in the way that he mistreated and dumped her to the curb, she did the same to young men who were young enough to be her sons.
Confounded and frustrated by Steven's bad behavior before, she didn't understand how someone could so callously mistreat her by dumping her, especially after he told her that he loved her and was ready to leave his wife for her. Confounded and frustrated by his inappropriate sexually bad behavior before, after all these years, finally she understood her reason for sleeping with Steven now. With her never knowing who her father was, obviously, for her to fall in love and sleep with Steven in the way that she did so very many times when she was so very young, she was one of those women who wanted and needed to sleep with her father too.
Now that she's older, more mature, more sexually and romantically experienced, and more educated in the ways of the world and the psychology of human nature, she understood why some mature men sexually want younger women. She didn't need to be a Harvard trained psychiatrist to understand the obvious concept. She now understood why some younger women sexually want older men, why some mature women sexually want younger men, and why some younger men sexually want older women.
* * * * *
Sometimes still thinking about him, she wonders about Steven, not only as the love of her life but also as the one who got away. Wondering where he is now and what he's doing, she wonders what he looks like now. Wondering where he is now and who he's with, if even he's still alive, if she's 41 now and was 21 when she met him as a college senior twenty years ago, then Steven must be 60-years-old.
Back then, ready to jump in bed with anyone who told her that he loved her, especially a man old enough to be the father she never had, she's not that gullible, needy, college coed anymore. Back then, an older man's emotional rejection was her Achilles heel. Back then, she'd do anything to be accepted by a man, even give him sex. If a man didn't respond favorably to her, especially an older man, making her feel weak at the knees and sad, his total disregard for her and disinterest in her was her Kryptonite. Back then, being that she was obviously so needy for Daddy's affection, she'd swoon over any man, especially an older man, who paid her a compliment and/or who gave her his undivided attention in the way her father never did.



"I love you Daddy."
Strangely enough, just after she was having her affair with Steven, Monica Lewinski was having a sexual affair with President Clinton that, according to the analyzed cum stain on her blue dress, culminated with her giving him oral sex. Even though the President of the United States came on national television to deny that he ever had sex with that woman, admitted, she gave him a blowjob. Obviously, something that Hillary wouldn't, couldn't, and or didn't do, Monica Lewinski did. Monica Lewinski sucked the president's cock and either spit or dribbled some cum from her mouth for her to stain her dress.
With her not understanding the reasoning for being sexually attracted to an older man until it happened to her then, she understood it now that she had her heart broken and her affair ended with Steven finding another yet younger women to replace her. With her and Monica nearly the same age and with President Clinton a few years older than Stephen, now she understood why Monica Lewinski was attracted to an older, powerful, and influential man in the way that she was so attracted to Steven. Even while she was having sex with Steven, she failed to grasp why Monica Lewinski, a 22-year-old White House intern at the time, would give President Clinton a blowjob.
Other than power and influence, what in the Hell did she possibly see in him? Well, what she saw in him was what she saw in Steven, a father figure. Moreover, the other side of the coin, she didn't understand why President Clinton would risk everything he worked so hard to build for the affections of a woman young enough to be his daughter. Duh? Steven was the same way. Not leaving his wife for her, yet willing to risk losing everything to have sexual relations with her, he couldn't wait to hide back in his cocoon of security and morality once their affair ended.
Yet, just as Steven has a history of bedding his university students, Bill Clinton had a perverse history of that inappropriate behavior of bedding government employees when he was the Governor of Arkansas. Much like in the way of a dirty dog, learned behavior never changes. Moreover with men bedding younger women all through history, President Clinton did nothing more than what he was expected and thought what he was supposed to do. Now that his wife is as powerful as he once was, she wouldn't be surprised if Hillary had lovers too. Only, in her case, adding credibility to the rumors, maybe her lovers are female lovers instead of male lovers. It would be ironic if Hillary was a licker instead of a sucker.
Having had her epiphany why she did what she did then in having sex with Steven and continues to do now in having sex with young men, it all made sense to her now. In a clarity of enlightenment, she now knew what she must do to heel herself. She must have sex with young men in the way that Stephen did and in the way that so very many older, rich, powerful men have sex with young, beautiful women. This was her turn to fly. In her twisted mind, this was her turn to not only get even with Steven but also to get even with all men.
Before the secrets of her sexual success in her ability to bed young, handsome men was revealed to her through her knowledge of psychology, psychiatry, and philosophy, she was so young, so innocent, and so naïve. So oddly coincidental, just as Susan attended Harvard Medical School in Cambridge, Massachusetts to not only earn her doctor in medicine but also her PhD in psychology, Miss Lewinski earned her Master's Degree in social psychology at London School of Economics in London, England.
With them nearly the same age, with them needing to have sex with older, powerful men, and with both of them studying psychology nearly at the same time, maybe they had even more in common than she realized. Strangely enough, in the way that she plays those sexy, sexual games with young men now, and in the way that Monica played older man with younger women games then, being that she studied psychology too, she wondered if Monica still played older woman with younger men games now. Yet, now with Dr. Parker's sexual role reversed, and with her being a cougar and the sexual predator, that was then and this is now.
To be continued...
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All about sex. Susan's Saturday night 4F ritual of finding, feeling, fucking, and forgetting about men gets her through her week.
Another Saturday night with Susan sitting in another bar having another drink while scoping out another room and looking for another young man, her next victim. A game she enjoyed playing, she always found her young man and never left the bar alone. With so very many young men in a crowded bar, as if the ones who interest her have a neon light shining over their heads, it's amazing how she can spot the ones who want to have sex with their mothers. Matter of fact, as if it is a game and not part of life, if asked, she could go around the room and just by watching their learned behavior tell which man had which psychological problems.
In the way that men are attracted to busty blondes, always casting her stare to the good looking men first, after only a few minutes, she spotted one. Sitting there looking like he wasn't having any fun, a young, good looking man sat in the far corner of the room with some friends. He couldn't be more hidden and separated from the crowd if the bar built a special safe room just for him. With him looking off in the distance as if sitting alone in the corner of the room even though he was with a group of his laughing, drunken friends, she spotted him. She recognized the sad, tortured look on his face.
The one falling within himself, she found him. Absolutely, he'd be the next man she'd be bedding. With all the subtle clues checking off her psychological boxes, he was so easy to spot. With his shirt neatly ironed and his trousers sharply creased, definitely a Mommy's boy, she just hoped he wasn't still living at home with his mother.
A good looking man in his mid-twenties, he looked needy. He looked lonely. He looked sad. He looked ready for her special sexual attention with her pretending to be his mother and him pretending to be her son while he licked her and she sucked and fucked him. Even though he was with people, he looked lonesome. Even though he was laughing on the outside with his friends, he looked gloomy on the inside. Sensing that he'd rather be home with his mother than being at this bar with his friends, she watched him for a while before making her move and giving him her look, the look that always got their attention. It amazed even her that all she had to do was to give them the look.
* * * * *
It didn't take her very much more than giving him a sexy smile to get his attention. With her knowing that he'd be thinking of seducing his mother if getting lucky with her, all she needed to do was to catch his eye. The most annoyingly complicated part of her seduction was fighting off the men who tried to pick her up while she was more focused on getting this young man's attention. Then, when he noticed her and smiled back at her, right there in the way he looked at her and noticed her with a longer stare, she knew she had him.
By the time he finished his drink and found the courage at the bottom of his glass to get up and walk over to her, she had to politely excuse two men who were hitting on her. One man was her age and the other man a little older. She knew what she wanted and it wasn't either of them. She wanted a young man with a cock harder than his hard body. She wanted to play his mother while he played her son.
With men's unwanted attention something she had to cope with and endure, some men had a difficult time taking no for an answer. Not wanting to be mean, rude, or cruel, yet for those who were insistent, a simple put down to gently belittle them in private always did the trick. Only, with some men volatile and not doing well with rejection, she was careful what she said to whom. Easy for her to discern which men not to fool with, whether good or bad, they were all so very transparent. She watched him walking over to her.
"Hi," he said approaching her as the two men were leaving. "I'm Robert."
She watched his eyes go from her big, blue eyes, to her exposed line of cleavage and immediately return upward to make eye contact with her again.
"Susan," she said shaking his hand.
His soft hand told her that he had an office job.
"May I buy you a drink?"
Wanting him to want her first but with his obvious uncertainty that he'd get lucky with her, she paused before answering his question and didn't answer him until she made eye contact with him again to give him that look that all men recognized as the eye.
"Sure," she said with an inviting smile, "but just the one. I only stopped in for a drink and if I have more than two, well I get a little randy," she said putting a manicured finger to her lip while giving him that look again that obviously told him that she wanted him as much as he wanted her.
Within in a few minutes, after they made light, nonsensical conversation, and she finished her drink, they were sitting in his car making out.
"I love kissing you," said Robert while he felt her big tits through her blouse and fingered her nipples through her bra.
Typical, they were all so typical. As soon as they kissed her, and as soon as she wrapped her arms around their necks to return their kiss, as if she wore a sign that read, 'Touch me here. Feel my tits while fingering my nipples through my blouse and bra.' No exception, they all went straight for the tits. Especially with her blouse unbuttoned and with her showing a long line of cleavage that signaled that the fun bag playground was officially opened, all men loved touching and feeling her big boobs through her clothes while fingering her nipples.
* * * * *
She's going to need an official scorecard or a little black book to keep track of all the men she's been with but already keeping a number in her head and having a good idea of the number of lovers she's had, she really didn't want or need to know how many there were. Unlike men who kept exacting count of all the women they've been with, it wasn't the quantity that was important to her but the quality. With her able to identify those men who yearned to sleep with their mothers and slept with her as their sexual fantasy while pretending she was their mother, she found her sexual niche. If she had her druthers, so long as they gave her an orgasm, she didn't want to remember any of the sexual details of all the men she preferred to forget. There'd be more, so very many more. Every Saturday night, she'll find another, young man who'd help her to forget Steven.
Steven, Steven, Steven, all this was about Steven. Even though she pretended to be happy, obviously she was miserable. The adventure of enticing another young man, all in the hunt, was what helped her to forget. Being with someone new while humping and sweating stopped her from thinking about Steven. Feeling a cock, whether in her hand, in her mouth, or in her pussy made her feel something instead of feeling nothing. Dead inside, it's oxymoronic how someone who is so emotionlessly detached in the way of Spock or Dr. Sheldon Cooper of The Big Bang Theory can profess to help others with their emotional issues. It's sad that it takes meaningless sex for her to feel something for another man.
Old enough to be his forty-something-year-old mother, his much older sister, or his matronly albeit hot aunt, kissing and kissing him, Susan's hands were all over Robert's young, hard body. In the way that Steven's hands were once all over her young, firm, shapely body twenty years ago, Robert's hands were all over her shapely, womanly body now. What's good for the gander is now good for the goose. Comparatively speaking, as if these young men are all the measure of the man she once loved, cursed to carry the memory of Steven with her for as long as she allowed him to haunt her, she was unable to have sex with anyone without thinking of Steven.
Steven, Steven, Steven, with her life all about the love and the loss of Steven, he haunted her as if he was there in the room watching her sucking and fucking every young man she ever sucked and fucked, and, assuredly, there were now hundreds of them. Being that she was a psychiatrist with a doctorate in philosophy, able to come to terms with it by justifying it, she knew her bad, sexual behavior was wrong but she didn't care. She could easily have diagnosed her medical condition and given herself a remedy, but she'd rather wrap her long, shapely legs around a hard bodied, young man than to swallow an anti-depressant pill that would assuredly change her mood and alter her disposition. Besides, this kind of imagined revenge against all mankind was so much sweeter than swallowing drugs, a mere pill, with side effects. The only side effects she experienced with having sex with young men who were young enough to be her son while she pretend that she was their mother was an orgasm. Being that there was nothing wrong with her having an orgasm, her having an orgasm once a week to let loose those endorphins was much better than taking an anti-depressant pill daily.
Instead, so long as no one discovered her salacious, sexual secret and called her on her Saturday night extracurricular, sexual activities, she didn't care that she was making a fool of herself. As long as she could use the body of a young man for sex and for an orgasm, she didn't care that he was using her as his incestuous sexual fantasy while pretending that he was having sex with his mother instead of having sex with her. Instead of being rejected by men, she was wanted, lusted over, and desired by men. Instead of a man fucking her and dumping her, she fucked men and dumped them. If she owed Steven anything at all, she owed him her indebtedness for turning her into him, a sexual predator of young, forbidden flesh in the way that he enjoyed her body twenty years ago. In the way that he, no doubt, continues to seduce young women a third of his age now, she seduced young men nearly half her age. If he could get away with that bad sexual behavior than she could too.
As if Steven ruined her for other men, with her now living in the Twilight Zone of May/December romances, with her December and her sexual partners May, she wondered if, twenty years from now, when she was sixty-one-years-old, if she'd still be chasing after men half her age. At this rate, if she had sex with 52 men a year for the next twenty years, after already having sex with 364 men, a man a day, conceivably, she could end up having sex with more than one thousand, four hundred men. She wondered what the record was for women having sex with a number of men. Moreover, twenty years from now, if she was still intent on having sex with late thirty-something-year-old to early forty-year-old men, would they still want to have sex with a sixty-something-year-old woman? So fortunately blessed in being able to find some soothing solace and some sexual satisfaction, a bittersweet formula wrought from her pain and endured from her suffering sorrow, as if a tragic character in a Shakespearean tragedy, she wondered if she was forever cursed to only have sex with men nearly half her age.
Reminding her too much of having sex with Steven when he was forty-years-old, in the emotional state that she is now, she could never have sex with a man her age or older. Driven by memories in thinking too much of Steven, she couldn't take the sudden similarities and the obvious parallels. She couldn't bear saying the same sweet, sexy things to another man that she said to Steven. She couldn't bear the gift giving holidays and the same nonsensical greeting card sentiments. Being that she gave her heart to Steven and now that her heart was shattered to pieces, even after twenty years, she was unable to mend herself enough to give herself to someone else.
So wrapped up with love, romance, marriage, and children, when she lost Steven, she lost all of her dreams of living a normal life. Now done with love, done with romance, and past the age where she could safely have children, she was done with men, so to speak. Being that she earned a good living, all she now needed men for was to give her an orgasm and nothing more. Removed from love and all things romantic, all she now wanted was that fleeting, unexplainable feeling of sexual pleasure. All she now wanted was uncomplicated, random, one night a week sex with a new, young man. All she now wanted was an orgasm so that she could return to work with an uncluttered, focused mind for her to analyze and help her patients without being distracted by horniness while thinking of hard cocks.
Although obviously convoluted in her thinking, her way of getting even with Steven and giving all men back for what he did to her by treating some sad, naïve man the same, her sexual pleasure in bedding young, innocent, and sexually inexperienced men seemingly compensated and temporarily eased her emotional pain. Yet, with many psychiatrists admittedly crazier than their patients, she was a doctor not following her own advice or taking her own prescribed prescription. She didn't have to be told, she knew that she'd do herself some good by seeing a professional and telling her or him what it was she did every Saturday night since she graduated from college after Steven ended their romance. Perhaps for the sake of healing herself, now that she was ingrained in her routine, fun to sexually tease them while pretending she was their mother, she didn't want to give up having sex with young men.
Being that she was a medical doctor as well as a psychiatrist, as if having sex was clinical instead of emotional, she never formed any attachments to any of the young men she had sex. Just using them, why would she? Just abusing them, why should she? She was just using them to give her an orgasm. They were just her ends to her means. Seemingly a fair trade, they gave her an orgasm and she gave him their sexual fantasy of sleeping with their mother. No doubt, in the way that Steven never formed an attachment to her, even though they were together for nearly all the four years that she was an undergraduate, she was able to distance herself from growing fond of any of the men who gave her sex. It was just sex after all and nothing more than that.
Being that she was so hurt and feeling vindictive in wanting to hurt him for hurting her, she wanted to tell his wife about their affair. Instead of her telling his wife, figuring she already knew, in the way that Steven did to her by ending their relationship and moving on to have sex with yet another young women, she moved on to having sex with another young men. With her new dating philosophy already predetermined of finding them, feeling them, fucking them, and forgetting them, she didn't actually start having sex with much younger men until after she finished medical school. Then, once she had her epiphany of insightful enlightenment and now that she knew the secret that men have known for thousands of years, she couldn't keep her hands of young men. Back then, she had sex with men who were in their late teens and early twenties in the way that she has sex now with men who are in their mid-twenties to late twenties now. Her way to forget him, all the while she's with a man nearly half her age, she doesn't think about Steven. Feeling a hard cock in her hand, in her mouth, and deep inside of her pussy, makes her forget Steven.
Being that she was so in love with Steven, she didn't think that she could live without him. Yet, now that she's found a way to ease her pain, she's been seducing another young man every Saturday night for years. In the way that she totally gave all of herself to Steven, after he dumped her, shattering it to pieces, he broke her heart, ruined her spirit, and destroyed her ability to love again. Definitely, in the way that a female disciple of Charles Manson was so devoted to him and to the belief of Helter Skelter, she knew she wasn't being normal to be so devoted to Stephen. In the same way that Monica Lewinski was so motivated to do after her affair ended with President Clinton, her love and subsequent loss for Stephen was her reason to study psychology and to become a psychiatrist.
Figuring that understanding human nature was her key to not only understanding her own self but also heeling her heart, eventually, the best solution she came up with was to follow in Steven footsteps by having sex with young men in the way he had sex with young women. In the way she's been sexually acting out her loss of the love of her life by having sex with a small army of young men, and by focusing on that one part of a relationship, sex, it's as if she's taken up residence in the Devil's playground. Having sex with a different young man every Saturday night, is as if she's sold her soul to the Devil by sexually using and emotionally abusing young men in the way that she was so used in abused.
In the way that Steven did to her, now she breaks the hearts of young men who are just as vulnerable to her now as she was vulnerable to Steven then. She receives some sort of sexual satisfaction when they beg her to stay and she leaves. Having sex with young men nearly half her age was her psychological, twisted payback not only to Steven but for herself and to the older man younger woman stigma as a whole. No longer a naïve college coed, it was her turn to have some sexual fun. A philandering, female predator, it was her turn to be the player, the cougar, and the seductress instead of the one being used by a seducer and played.
* * * * *
As if he was already naked and on top of her while humping her and pounding her pussy with his erect cock, her hands traveled down Robert's broad back to cup, squeeze, and feel his firm pants and underwear clad ass in her hand. In the way that Steven ran his horny hands all over her hot ass so long ago, she ran her hands all over Robert's hot ass. In the way that she has a thing for young men's, firm asses and has a thing for Robert's ass now, Steven had a thing for her round, panty encased, firm ass. Steven loved her shapely ass enough to buy her an entire underwear drawer of panties, all styles and all colors. So enamored with her cute, tight ass, he loved it when she paraded in front of him topless with her big tits bouncing, jiggling, and swaying while just wearing her bikini panties.
Normally something a man does, feeling her ass before sliding a slow hand between her legs to cup her pussy, but with her being more the predatory seducer and the sexual aggressor than he was, she took the sexual lead in seducing Robert while feeling his ass. A swimmer and an ice skater, he had such an incredible ass. Kissing and kissing him, her hand felt his muscular chest before reaching down to feel his hardening cock through his pants and underwear with her horny hand. With her fingers fondling the head of his throbbing penis, she gave him that come hither and ready to fuck look. Sending him a clear message that she wanted to have sex with him and with her already there in his apartment for that expressed reason, there was no mistaking that her intentions weren't honorable but sexual.
As if setting the tipped apple cart upright and tying her boat tight enough to the dock for it not to rock too much and take on enough water to sink it, she sexually used and emotionally abused young men in the way that Steven sexually used and emotionally abused her. Taking out her anger on them and as if paying them back for the rejection she had to endure, having sex with young men was the only way she could find peace, comfort, and sexual satisfaction. In the way that she imagined Steven kissing her, Robert's hands were all over Susan's shapely body while kissing and kissing her. He felt her breast through her blouse and bra while kissing her before feeling her ass through her short skirt and panty. Then, as soon as her nipples made their hard, erect appearance, as if he was playing with the knobs of his car radio, he fingered those too.



She loved being felt up through her clothes while kissing her young lovers. While imagining he was Steven making love to her, she knew that Robert imagined that she was his mother making love to him. In the way that she knew that he'd love to do this with his mother, she loved Robert feeling her tits through her blouse and fingering her nipples through her bra while kissing and kissing her. Following her lead when she felt the length and girth of his hardening cock through his pants, he moved his hand up her short skirt to cup her panty clad pussy in his hand while kissing and kissing her.
Touching her hard enough through her panty with his finger to make her quiver, she felt his finger trace her pussy slit through her panty before he pushed down harder on her clit. Then, slipping her panty aside with his finger, he tested her warm wetness before rubbing her clit and impaling her pussy with his long, stiff, index finger. If he didn't know he was getting lucky before, he certainly knew that he was getting lucky now. In the way she had him eating out of her hand at the bar, soon to be eating her pussy in his bedroom, she had him now.
With him feeling and fingering her already moist pussy through her panty and inside of her panty, absolutely and without a doubt, he was about to get lucky. With all of the foreplay and intimacy happening so fast, no doubt not believing his good fortunate, he had just met her in a bar not more than an hour ago and here she was in his car allowing him to touch and feel her wherever he wanted to touch and feel her. In the hot, sexy way that she looked, in the educated and professional way that she carried herself, and in the articulated way that she spoke, most guys would never believe that they could bed someone who looked like her. Most young men would never think and even believe that someone who looked like her would want someone who looked like them. 
Yet, what they had in their favor was something elusive and something that older men no longer possessed. They had youth. They had stamina. They had fit physiques instead of soft, flabby bodies.
Capable of multiple orgasms and having sex for hours, they had hard cocks. Especially when with an older woman and especially with those young men who yearned to have sex with their mothers, they had that wanton, horny passion to complement their sexual inexperience. They had the pulsating, sexual desire that massive quantities of testosterone flowing through their veins created in the way of a seething volcano before erupting in multiple ejaculations. They had rock, hard cocks that remained hard even after they ejaculated. They had that innocence that she once had. They had all that she wanted in a lover and all that she once had with Stephen.
"I love kissing you too," said Susan playing her part while feeling his cock through his pants. "Let's go to your place," she said hoping he had his own apartment, one without a roommate, a girlfriend, a wife, and/or a mother. "Shall we?"
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Buyer beware. Are Chinese piano accordions any good or are they all bad? The good, the bad, and the truth about Chinese accordions.
Something you may or may not know about me from reading my stories but I used to play piano and my four, much older brothers all played the 120 bass, piano accordion. Being that the 88 key piano isn't that far removed from the full sized, 41 key piano accordion and vice versa, with both having a keyboard, my brothers taught me how to play the accordion but none of them were interested in learning how to play the piano.
"Too awkward for me," said one of my brothers. "I can't play the piano unless I lift it and hold it up against my chest sideways."
No doubt, my brothers were all strong enough to do that too. A very musical family, with us playing music together, those were some of the best days of my life.
Long story short, I didn't have a piano to practice on or to play. Too expensive of a luxury back then in the 70's and early 80's with the recession and Nixon's wage freeze over the oil embargo keeping wages stagnant while corporate America pocketed huge profits, we couldn't afford to buy one, even a used one. Even if we had the money to buy a piano, with the six of us crammed in a small, three bedroom apartment, we didn't we have the room for one.
I had a small keyboard in my room while always keeping the dream of having a piano in my own house when I was married with children. Only, none of that ever happened for me and that's another long, sad story for another time. Instead, I received my brothers' hand me down accordions whenever they bought new ones which seemingly was all the time. Somehow they always found money enough to buy a new accordion or a new car. Not so terribly bad, all of their accordions were great boxes and if I still had them today, they'd be worth a lot of money, thousands of dollars, on eBay.
* * * * *
Handmade and hand assembled, I had a grey pearl, Cruccianelli piano accordion with seven treble switches made by PAN Italia. Made in the best place in Italy that made accordions, Castelfidardo is the piano accordion capitol of Italy and the mecca in the world for accordions. Then, I had a shiny, liquid black, PAN Italia piano accordion, just like the one that Myron Floren played on the Lawrence Welk show but without the dual tone chambers. Last but not least, I had a flat black, Philharmonic piano accordion with 13 treble registers and 7 bass registers and dual tone chambers. Wow! Especially with the sweet sound of the musette, that accordion was so richly mellow.
Not as good as the legendary Scandelli Super Six, but the Philharmonic accordion was nearly as good for thousands of dollars less. Keep in mind, at a time before Craigslist and eBay, these were all my brother's accordions that they left abandoned standing up in their cases in the back of the closet whenever they bought and brought home a better accordion. With the four of them always buying a new accordion, they went through accordions in the way that men their age go through women. My brothers were all very, big men, born from solid, beefy, Eastern European, Czech stock. With their hands too big for the keyboard, they looked like contestants in the world's strongest men competition than they did accordionists. All of these accordions were full sized accordions with the Philharmonic being a heaviest at 29 pounds. It was a cumbersome albeit strikingly beautiful, extra-large accordion that sounded better the louder it was played with the bellows fully opening and closing.
Later, with my life so filled with sexual abuse, another even longer story, I was no longer thinking about pianos or accordions, when I finally fled my house at 18-years-old to live with my girlfriend. Beginning a new chapter in my life, I had more important things on my mind than pianos, accordions, and music. Now more than twenty years later, still unable to afford a piano, even a spinet piano, and with no room to put one even if I could afford one, I'm back to thinking about accordions. I miss playing them. Something that none of my girlfriends could do or understand why I played the accordion over the piano, they marveled at how I could play a musical instrument that had so very many buttons. Especially with all the different switches and sounds that it could make, such as clarinet, oboe, organ, violin, piccolo, just to name a few, playing the accordion was fun.
By the same token, there was an added benefit to my playing the accordion. As if the accordion was my built in shield with something that my four brothers routinely did, always grabbing at me, touching me, and pawing me, men couldn't grope me and feel my tits while I played my accordion. I was safe so long as I had that big box strapped to my chest.
A neat little, full range instrument, that can be put away, stored back in its case, and placed standing up in a corner of the room when not in use, accordions are the perfect musical instrument. The bottom line is whether I play a piano, a piano accordion, or a melodica, I miss playing music. Writing feeds my passion but music feeds my soul and my soul has been hungry and gone unfed for years. If there's anyone who has a used, Italian piano accordion they'd like to give me, one in good condition with seven or more registers, with a musette, and in tune, write me. In exchanged, I can pay you by writing you a custom, creative, personalized series of stories.
* * * * *
Recently, just for fun, I started perusing eBay's long list of used, Italian, piano accordions up for sale and offered for auction. Just wanting to look to get an idea of prices, who in their right mind would ever buy an accordion, a musical instrument that's so delicate and that can so easily go out of tune, sight unseen or sound unheard? Don't get me wrong, just as there are some really good accordions on the eBay list, there are some really bad accordions on the eBay list too. Yet, to buy a used piano accordion, one needs to not only hear it but also play it. One not only needs to hear the sound of the accordion but also to feel the fit of the accordion before buying an accordion that they won't play if they hate the look, the sound, and the feel of it.
After perusing the used, Italian, piano accordion prices, how can an accordion that's fifty or sixty-years-old, antiques really, still be so very expensive? With prices too highly unrealistic, how can fifty or sixty-year-old accordions be worth the money they're asking for it. Surely, all fifty or sixty-year-old accordions need some repair, maintenance, and/or tuning. With the repair of an old accordion an expensive proposition to take on, it's too risky to buy such an old accordion without hearing and playing it first
For me to buy a decent, used, Italian piano accordion, one with a musette and more than five, treble register switches, at the very least, I'd have to spend around $800 to $1,200 and more, as much as two to three thousand dollars, way out of my budget. From what I could discern on eBay, every one of those accordions but for a few, those that sold very fast, are overpriced. Easily, for a fairer price, I'd take what most are asking for their accordions and cut the price in half. Yet, even more important than price, the question that comes to mind is, even though they all state that the accordions are in good condition, are they in tune? Time consuming and expensive, to tune and/or repair a used, Italian accordion may cost as much as the used accordion itself, especially if the reeds need to be retuned and re-waxed and/or the bellows need replacing.
* * * * *
While wondering my options and thinking about buying a kazoo, the only musical instrument that I can afford to buy except for a small harmonica, I discovered that the Chinese made accordions.
"The Chinese make accordions? Oh, oh. No way. Accordions? The Chinese? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Wow!"
Why not? The Chinese make everything. Yet, the Chinese making accordions is akin to the Chinese making a Chinese incarnation of my beloved Ford Mustang GT. Somehow, especially after having learned to play the accordion on a handmade and hand assembled Italian accordion, a Chinese accordion is not nearly the same. Even though I never played a German accordion such as a Hohner or a Weltmeister, I've heard more than a few and I've always looked down on German accordions as being inferior to Italian accordions. Now, if I looked down at German accordions, not even giving them a chance by listening to and/or playing one, you can only imagine my dislike for Chinese accordions.
At the thought of their beloved Italian, piano accordions being made in China, Pietro Deiro, Charles Magnante, Lawrence Welk, Art Van Damme, and Dick Contino must be rolling over in their graves. If only he were still alive, I can just see Mao Zedong playing his beloved, Chinese made accordion while reading his little, red book and laughing at all of us Italians, Italian-Americans, Germans, and German-Americans who always truly believed that they cornered the market on manufacturing and selling piano accordions. If only I knew the Chinese were taking over that segment of the musical market too, as well as the financial markets, I may have studied Chinese instead of wasting my time studying English Literature and Creative Writing in college. Yet, somehow, I don't think erotica translates as well in Chinese the same as it does in English. Then again with all of the Asian porn that proliferates the Internet, mostly Japanese, maybe erotica does translate well in Hong Kong in the way it translates in Tokyo.
As further evidence that the manufacture of accordions are going to China and to the Chinese, who do you think manufactures the most piano accordions in the world? Go ahead and take a guess. I'll give you a hint. It's not the Italians or the Germans. The Chinese manufacture the most piano accordions in the world?
When I think about it, the Chinese making the most piano accordions in the world makes perfect sense being that they have the most people in the world. In the way that the preferred instrument in America is the guitar, the preferred instrument in China is the accordion. Moreover, the Chinese look down upon the guitar as evil and, specifically electric guitars, as the musical instrument of the Devil. A little, gem tidbit that I happened to read on the Internet when researching this story, I didn't know the Chinese were so offended by guitars, especially electric guitars. Who knew? Yet, now that I think about it, I don't ever remember seeing a Chinese person playing the electric guitar.
Oddly enough and according to Charlie Daniels and now in complete opposition of his song, The Devil Went Down to Georgia, I thought the violin was the Devil's instrument of choice and not the guitar. Who knew the Devil played the guitar? Maybe the Devil, being that he's the Devil, can play all musical instruments. Who knew Satan was a virtuoso, a rock 'n' roll electric guitarist, and not a classically trained violinist? Move over Slash, B. B. King, Keith Richards, Erick Clapton, Prince, and Jimmy Paige because definitely, Satan must play a mean electric guitar. Interesting enough, I wonder if Jimi Hendrix was responsible for teaching the Devil how to play.
Now that I discovered that the Chinese not only make piano accordions but also make the most piano accordions in the world, in hopes of getting a bargain, I scoured the Internet for Chinese piano accordions. I was curious to know not only how much a Chinese accordion costs and how to buy one but also which Chinese piano accordions are the best ones. To my dismay, except in personal blogs bashing them, there is very little written about Chinese piano accordions on the Internet. Why is that, I wondered? What's written are those Italian, piano accordion owners, accordionists who never even heard or played a Chinese accordion, freely discrediting Chinese accordions in the way that Americans bashed Japanese cars that were imported in the early '70's.
Yet, through extensive and exhaustive research, I found a number of Chinese accordions. Making it more difficult to discern Chinese accordions from Italian or Spanish accordions, to hide the origin of their manufacture, instead of giving their accordions Chinese names, such as Charlie Chan, Lucy Liu, Kung Fu, or Master Po, the clever Chinese give their accordions Italian names. They used names such as Rossetti, Bonetti, and Morelli, and Spanish names such as Barcelona and SofiaMari. Not difficult to discern when seeing them all together, these five accordions are all made by the same accordion factory in China. By far, other than the toy accordions that can be purchased at toy stores, the Rossetti, Bonetti, Morelli, Barcelona, and SofiaMari are the cheapest and the worst accordions on the market. They are junk and not worthy of consideration, especially when comparing them to used, Italian accordions.
Yet, if you're on a tight budget and want an accordion to play and don't care about the tone, if the accordion is in tune, or if the accordion works at all, get out your checkbook or credit card because these Chinese accordions are for you. For $300 to $500, you can buy a brand, new Chinese accordion on eBay. Even Wal-Mart stocks these five accordions in their inventories. Who knew?
* * * * *
Allowing everyone else to do the research and the development, the Chinese are masters of replicating things that they didn't invent, just copied after illegally stealing the patent rights, and mass produced their accordions under different names. Along with cheap labor and by manufacturing things with less stringent quality control, items that may have been unaffordable by most, are now more affordable because of the Chinese. By reverse engineering, they can make a Rossetti, a Bonetti, or a Morelli piano accordion look like an Italian piano accordion and can make a Barcelona or a SofiaMari piano accordion look like a Mexican box, even resplendent with the colors of the Mexican flag. Only and unfortunately, because of the cheap reeds that they use and the terrible quality control in their manufacturing processes, they can't make their accordions sound like a handmade and hand assembled, Italian, piano accordion, a Germany accordion, or a Mexican box. That is, until one of their other accordion factories developed the Parrot piano accordion, the Excalibur piano accordion, and the Black Diamond piano accordions.
With the Black Diamond the best of the three and the Parrot and Excalibur duking it out for second place, the Parrot accordion, much like the Hohner comes in a no register, three register, five register, seven register, and thirteen treble register versions. The Excalibur piano accordions, as does the Parrot accordions, come in twelve bass, twenty four bass, forty-eight bass, sixty bass, eighty bass, ninety-six bass, and one-hundred-twenty bass versions. Two variations of the Excalibur accordion are the Classic and the Imperial. Being that I grew up playing Italian accordions, the Excalibur Imperial sounds a little more Italian than it does German and the Classic sounds much more German than it does Italian. The Excalibur also makes a more expensive Super Classic, Super Classic with musette, Professional Artiste, Super Classic with tone chamber, a Crown Series with triple musette, Crown Series with double tone chamber, and a Crown Series, much like the Cordavox of old, with 400 sounds and a Midi. Unfortunately, in the way there are very few places to buy a Parrot accordion, one in Texas and another in California, there is even less places to buy and Excalibur accordion, just one place in Wisconsin.
According to Excalibur, they use Russian reeds in the Imperial and Swiss reeds in the Classic. Now, I'll freely agree that the Russians can't be beaten for making vodka and fur coats and the Swiss can't be beaten for their Chocolate, watches, and cuckoo clocks but accordion reeds?
"C'mon. Is this a joke? Are you kidding me? Give me a break."
Russian and Swiss reeds over handmade, hand assembled, bees waxed Italian reeds is like trying to play a kazoo as if it's a trumpet. The sound just isn't there, I don't care how good of a kazoo player you are or think you are, you can't make a pig fly.
* * * * *
The Chinese manufacture the Parrot, the Black Diamond, and the Excalibur accordions. They are the very best Chinese squeezeboxes available to buy in America and the accordions sound surprisingly good. Good enough to buy, good enough to own, and good enough to play in private or in public, yet, they are still a very distant second from owning any Italian accordion new or used, and a distant third from owning a German accordion for that matter. Yet, when you factor in the money, especially for the money, with these three accordions the top of the line Chinese accordions, they give accordionists another option. If buying a Chinese accordion is the only way to afford an accordion, then I don't think there's anything wrong with buying a Chinese accordion, so long as you don't expect a Chinese accordion to last 50 or 60 years. If you get 10 carefree years out of a Chinese accordion, consider yourself lucky.
When unable to afford a new, Italian accordion and reluctant to buy a used, Italian accordion on eBay or on Craigslist, now there's a third option of buying a brand, new Chinese accordion. China has come a long way in learning how to manufacture fine accordions. Just imagine what they'll be putting out on the market ten years from now. In the way that the Excalibur does too, the Black Diamond accordion sells one that has a dual tone chamber or double cassotto for a quarter of the price that you'd have to spend to get a double tone chamber on an Italian accordion.
Especially for the money, for $900 to 1,200 I can buy not a used fifty to sixty-year-old Italian accordion or a used Chinese accordion but a brand, new Chinese accordion. For a quarter to a fifth of what it would cost to buy a new Italian, piano accordion, I can buy a new shiny black or pearl red Parrot or a black, white, blue, red, or grey Excalibur accordion. Even those critics who claim that Chinese accordions are junk, have never played or even heard a Chinese accordion. If they played or heard a new Chinese, Parrot accordion and heard the master and the musette on their seven register or thirteen register accordions, they may become believers too. Granted, the Chinese accordions don't have the fit, the finish, and/or the feel of a new Italian accordion and the action of their keyboards aren't as fast as an Italian accordion. Further some of the Chinese accordions don't have full sized keys but narrower keys, something it takes getting used to, but unless you're a professional accordionist used to Italian handmade and hand assembled musical instruments, few could tell the difference from one over the other.
When listening to them and not knowing where they were made, I'd think the Chinese accordions were German piano accordions rather than Italian piano accordions. They all have that bright tone of the Hohner, only not as bright as the Hohner but more like the German Weltmeister piano accordion than they do any Italian accordion. Sadly, with some still made in Germany, even the great Hohner and Welmeister accordions are now made, not in Germany, but in China.
"Wow!"
Let's all have a moment of silence for the death of not only the handmade and hand assembled Italian accordion as we know them but also for the German accordions too. May they rest in peace. Long shall they live and happily play in China.
"Wait. Hold on. Not so fast."
Before you go headlong, rushing out to buy a more affordable, brand, new Chinese accordion, what about the warranty?



"Warranty? What warranty?"
None of the Chinese accordions I've seen for sale, including the Parrot, the Excalibur, and the Black Diamond advertise a warranty written and/or expressed. Buyer beware. Yet, when asked, the Parrot and the Black Diamond offer a standard one year warranty, but with Black Diamond in Ireland and Parrot in China, good luck getting your accordion repaired should you have a warranty problem. Still with nothing in writing, for all intents and purposes, there are no warranties expressed, written, and/or implied with any of these accordions and even if there were, where do you go to have them repaired? China?
The Excalibur offers a 2 year warranty on parts and a 1 year warranty on labor but you'd have to ship your at accordion at your cost back to the dealer in Wisconsin for them to repair your box, unless you found a local shop that they agreed to work with in advance. So now what? Do you take the risk and buy the 50 to 60-year-old Italian accordion or do you take a chance and buy the brand, new Chinese accordion. It's your call. If it was me, unless I could afford to buy a fairly new $3,000 Italian accordion, I'd go for the new, Chinese accordion.
With the economy still so bad and no one having any extra money, especially enough to afford a new, Italian accordion, it won't be long, I give it ten years, before the Chinese completely take over the new accordion market. It won't be long, I give it a few more or several more decades, say in 2048 or 2084, before all Americans will be dressed in little, grey suits while playing Chinese accordions. Just like the vision that George Orwell had when he wrote 1984 in 1948, we are all doomed to bow and deliver not to the United States but to the Chinese while playing the Chinese national anthem, March of the Volunteers, on our Chinese accordions. Best we all learn Chinese and how to play the accordion because one day soon, we'll all be saluting to a different flag and bowing down to a different master.
"I think I'm learning Chinese. I think I'm learning Chinese. I really think so."
I can just imagine a good ol' boy from Alabama or Georgia ruining the language while speaking in Chinese with a southern accent when on the phone trying to order a Bushmaster gun from China.
"Thirty days? What do you mean it will take thirty days for me to get my Bushmaster gun? I want my gun today. Why can't I pick it up at Wal-Mart? What is it coming on a slow boat from China?"
"Shi," said the woman on the other end meaning yes.
His Bushmaster was indeed arriving on a slow boat from China. Shipping soon, after their month long holiday when all the factories are closed and all the workers go home by train to their far away provinces. It's better to order one here with a prominently displayed stamp that reads, made in China, than to wait for China to ship it.
Jie su (The End)
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All about sex. Susan's Saturday night 4F ritual of finding, feeling, fucking, and forgetting about men gets her through her week.
'Steven, Steven, Steven. Oh, Steven. Oh, Steven,' she thought to herself while wondering where Steven was as she kissed and felt Robert. 'Wherefore art thou Steven?'
Unable to get him out of her head, even after twenty years, whenever she was with a young man, unable to help herself, she always thought of Steven. For the hour or two that she was with them, as if lost in a vortex of youthful and forbidden sexuality, young men nearly half her age made her feel younger instead of older. In the way that men her age and older men made her feel older, and in the way she must have done for Steven by making him feel younger, she felt young again when with a much younger man. More than that, with their hard cocks always at the ready and eager to go again and again, younger men gave her all that she wanted while she gave them all that they needed.
Just the feel of his hard body and supple skin instead of feeling the flabby bodies and wrinkled skin of most men her age and older, having sex with a young, twenty-something-year-old man didn't make her feel 41-years-old. With her already looking thirty-something, instead of feeling and acting her age, she felt like a twenty-something-year-old woman too.
Instead of making her feel not only rejected but also betrayed in the way that Steven had, in the way these young men looked at her, touched her, and felt her while kissing and kissing her, younger men made her feel wanted. Making love to a younger man made her forget about all the men her age and older who routinely asked her to lunch, dinner, and/or more. Then, when she threw the mother and son roleplaying in the mix of the sexual equation, that incestuous fantasy brought their love making to an even higher level. Especially with them having just met, always in a good mood while having a good time, being that it was only about sex, never did they argue or diminish their sexual desire by being in a bad mood. There wasn't any time for conflict and/or for them to get into a serious discussion about explosive topics such as religion or politics as these men would be replaced with a new man next week.
Recapturing that first date, that first kiss, that first touch, and that first sexual intimacy over and again, she did that by taking a new partner to bed every Saturday night. By taking the best part of a sexual relationship and abandoning and forsaking the rest, her young lovers made her feel loved and desired. They made her feel sexy. They made her feel special and when naked and in bed with them for that hour or two. Indeed, with them kissing her, licking her, and touching her everywhere, she felt very special indeed. Forgetting her problems for the few hours she spent finding, feeling, fucking, and forgetting men on a Saturday night, what she did once a week helped her get through the rest of the week. Otherwise alone and lonely, her weekly ritual helped her to live without Steven by replacing the thoughts of him with an orgasm.
Steven, Steven, Steven, with her dating men nearly half her age, all of her inappropriate sexual behavior is because of Steven. Now that she was older and being that she walked a mile in his shoe, she finally understood why Steven wanted someone like her. Further, she now understood why she so wanted to have sex with young men nearly half her age. More importantly, she now understood why Steven rejected her for someone younger.
Not wanting her enough to disrupt his life and leave his wife to marry her, too young, too inexperienced, and too upset to understand before, it was all clear to her now. Why tear down all that he's worked so hard to build in his marriage with his wife when he could have someone like her on the side. Having his cake and eating it too, she was his decadent dessert with his cherry on top without having to worry about the unnecessary fat and calories? Taking her or leaving her, there was another young, pretty, sexy woman in the wings waiting for her to step aside. Thinking that she was the only one then, obviously, she knew differently now that there were others, so very many others. In the way her Saturday night men were just someone she used, she was just another woman for him to abuse.
'Next!'
As if she was a customer in a meat market, Steven butchered her heart and she allowed him to do that to her. In the way he made her feel so special and with her truly believing that he loved her, she was just his sexual plaything, his experiment, and his last look back into the past to feel what it was like to be young again. Replaced with another young lover who didn't complicate his life in the way that she obviously had, and with him not wanting to get too close, she was expendable and replaceable. Just as he meant so much to her, she meant nothing to him. It was just about sex with him after all and in the way that it is now with her with young men. Sex, sex, sex, nothing more than sex, it was all just about sex with no commitment, no connection, no hearts and flowers, and without exchanging flowery sentiments, gifts, and/or romantic or funny cards.
A giant leap forward for her in understanding her past with Steven, not only did she finally understand that he didn't love her, she understood why he didn't love her. The hard, harsh truth to accept then that she readily accepted now, even though it was obvious that he was quite fond of her and sexually attracted to her, sadly, he never loved her. Possibly because she made him feel torn and guilty cheating on his wife, maybe he didn't even like her for that expressed reason. Yet, as soon as he broke up with her, cursed to continue where she left off, another young coed took her place.
She felt so stupid. She felt so used. She felt so angry that he didn't love her even though he said he did. Unable to get over him, even now twenty years later, she still thinks of him, especially when there's another cock in her hand, in her mouth, and/or in her pussy. Always comparing all of her young lovers to Stephen, he ruined her for other men.
Doing it all over again was his modus of operandi in the way that her having sex with a different young man every Saturday night was her modus of operandi. Now two peas in a perversely, perverted pod, they deserve one another. If only she knew he still wanted her, maybe she'd relent, call him to meet him somewhere, and begin a romantic, sexual relationship with him again. Yet, now that he was older, sixty-years-old instead of forty-years-old, in the way that she now couldn't be with older men, she figured that he couldn't be with her now that she was older. With her thing now young men, his thing was for young women, women who are much younger than she is now.
Other than just for sex, she was so stupid to think that a man like him would want a woman like her just as the men she beds now, other than just for sex, are stupid to think that a woman like her would want a man like them. Now with her walking a mile in his shoes, it took her to bed a multitude of men nearly half her age for her to see the truth about him and the reality why a much older man would want a much younger woman. With her the cougar and him the gigolo and with each of them using their powerful positions to seduce young men and young women, now she was just as bad as he was.
Even though she weekly sucked and fucked all of these young men, she'd never want a steady, daily diet of any of them, especially while tied down to them with a ring around her finger and a vow she made till death do they part. Even though she sucked and fucked all of these young men, in the way that they and Steven licked and fucked her, in the way that Steven didn't love her and never loved her, she didn't love and would never love any of them. In the way that it was obviously just sex to Steven then, it was just sex to her now. A life lesson well learned and with her having wasted so many years pining over Steven, she painfully gets that lesson in life now.
"Steven, Steven, Steven, regrettably, I'm still helplessly in love with you," she said for no one to hear.
* * * * *
Touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing one another everywhere through their clothes, all part of their seductive foreplay, once they got to his place, they couldn't get their clothes off fast enough. Only, this poor, young man had no idea that Susan didn't need any seductive foreplay to be ready for deeply penetrating, probing sex. With her already aroused, he could have torn off her clothes and fucked her right there on the carpet or bent her over the table and taken her from behind, so long as he didn't fuck her anally. With no other cock knowing the sexual pleasure of her anal cavity, her ass still belongs to, is still reserved for, and is still the personal property of Steven Stevenson Stevens. With her excited about going home with yet another young, handsome man, she was already wet and ready to be licked and fucked hard. Needing his fingers, his tongue, and his hard cock so bad, she had been waiting for this orgasm since last Saturday night after all.
"Undress me Robert. Strip off my clothes. Get me naked and make me your woman," she said feeling his erection through his pants. "Make me your bitch. Make me your whore. Even better than that," she said watching his reaction to what she was about to say. Leaning forward, while knowing what she was about to say was very naughty albeit would be well received, she whispered in his ear. "Pretend that I'm your mother and do the things to my naked body that you've always wanted to do to your mother's naked body."
He looked at her with as much shock as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"My mother? Really?" As if she had just spoken the secret word on the Groucho Marx show, he stared at her before speaking again. "I'd find it so very sexually arousing to pretend that you're my mother and that I'm about to have sex with my mother, Susan," he said looking at her as if he couldn't believe she told him to pretend that she was his mother. "Seriously? You want me to pretend that you're my mother?"
As if she really was his mother, she looked at him and smiled.
"Yes," she said giving him a sexy smile. "You don't have to call me Susan. Instead," she looked at him again while watching for his reaction. "Call me Mom, mother, or Mommy, whatever you call your mother and whatever you'd like to call me. Only, when you're unbuttoning my blouse, unzipping my skirt, removing my bra, and taking off my panties, pretend that you're stripping your mother naked instead of stripping me naked," she said whispering her words in his ear before sticking her tongue inside and softly blowing.
* * * * *
With Susan looking several years younger than her chronological age, yet looking old enough to interest him as his obviously much needed mother figure, had she become pregnant young enough, chronologically, she was nearly old enough to be Robert's mother. In the way that he looked at her, kissed her, touched her, felt her, and was attracted to her, she already knew that part of his sexual attraction to her was that he always wanted to have sex with his mother. If any of these young men was to show any further interest in her, and having the psychiatric credentials to support her diagnosis, she only need remind them that it was their mother that they wanted and not her. Only, in the way that she was so enamored with and sexually attracted to younger men, how she so loved sex and was so sexually thrilled to feel a young, hard prick inside of her, she was like no mother they had ever had.
Paying as much attention to his erect prick as he paid to her big tits, she reached her hand inside of his underwear to hold him before pulling him out to slowly stroke him. Looking down and staring at his hard cock in the way that he was staring at her naked breasts, she loved playing with a man's penis while he fondled her tits and fingered her nipples. Cupping his testicles in her hand, she enjoyed having control of her man in the palm of her hand. With the promise of him licking her before fucking her to an orgasm, she couldn't wait to take him in her mouth to suck him.
Perhaps, in the way that he undoubtedly fantasied having sex with his mother, when not fantasizing about having sex with Steven, she fantasized about having sex with her son, that is if she had a son but she didn't have any children. With her so busy in her work, making hospital rounds in a teaching hospital, managing her private practice, and seeing her patients, there was no room in her life for anyone, not even a pet, but for herself. Selfishly content and personally committed, not her mother, not her sister, and not any of her friends, she was the most important person in her life. But for the color of her hair and the drugs that the woman consumed in the song, the Eagles said it best in describing her on prowl looking for her young man on a Saturday night when they wrote their song, Witchy Woman.
"Raven hair and ruby lips, sparks fly from her fingertips. Echoed voices in the night, she's a restless spirit on an endless flight. Woo hoo, witchy woman, see how high she flies. Woo hoo, witchy woman, she got the moon in her eye. She held me spellbound in the night, dancing shadows and firelight. Crazy laughter in another room and she drove herself to madness with a silver spoon."
Then the Eagles described her again, this time with Steven playing his role as a Casanova when they wrote Lyin' Eyes.
"City girls just seem to find out early, how to open doors with just a smile. A rich, old man, and she won't have to worry, she'll dress up all in lace and go in style. Late at night, a big, old house gets lonely. I guess every form of refuge has its price. And it breaks her heart to think her love is only given to a man with hands as cold as ice. So she tells him she must go out for the evening to comfort an old friend who's feelin' down. But he knows where she's goin' as she's leavin'. She is headed for the cheatin' side of town."
* * * * *
Now with her serving her role as his surrogate mother, Robert didn't have to confess his dirty little secret or his sexual fantasy to her for Susan to know about his secret mother and son sexual fantasy too. She already knew that he wanted her because she reminded him of his mother. The reason why she was with him now, she had already pegged him in the bar as another young man who yearned to have sex with his mother. Easy for her to discern, after all of the sexual experience she's had combined with her extensive training in psychology and psychiatry as well as philosophy, she was an expert with men, especially with younger men who yearn to have sex with their mothers.
Obviously, being that she chose him to sexually pleasure her tonight, she suspected that he wanted to have incestuous sex with his mother. Moreover, she knew that he'd readily transfer his sexual feelings that he had for his mother to her. Based solely by his telling behavior at the bar, the reason why Susan chose Robert was because she could tell, even from afar, that Robert was the type of young man who'd have sex with his mother if he could. Even though they had never met before and had just officially met now that they were nearly naked, just by studying his learned behavior for a few minutes, she could tell and she knew, that he had a sexual, mother fixation.
Something he hid from his friends and from those not professionally trained, if only by his learned behavior that she observed for only a few minutes at the bar, his wanting to have sex with his mother was obvious to her. Granted, an expert at recognizing and at observing such perversely incestuous behavior, she was specifically watching for such telling signs to his sexual secret. Definitely, in the way that she wanted to have sex with her father so very long ago and allowed her sexual desires to manifest with Steven, he wanted to have sex with his mother, which is why he was having sex with her now. In the way that Steven was her surrogate father then, she was Robert's surrogate mother now.
With all of his telling signs consistent with other young men she's bedded who had such a mother and son sexual fixation, she could spot those men who loved their mothers and who wanted to be incestuously and sexually intimate with their mothers a mile away. With some men fixated on their aunts, their sisters, their grandmothers, their cousins, and/or their teachers, being that their sexual attraction all stemmed from the same place, their mothers, it didn't much matter who the women were. In the same way that Malcolm McDowell did as Alex in Stanley Kubrick's Clockwork Orange, these men so sexually wanted women who were older and more mature, motherly figures.
They displaced their feelings of love, sexual attachment, and sexual attraction to them in the way she knew they'd displace their sexual feelings of love, sexual attachment, and sexual attraction to her. Being that she was older and an ideal candidate for their attraction, still so very beautiful and sexually appealing, she could serve and change her role accordingly to their wants, needs, and desires. She could be anyone they wanted her to be while she pretended that they were all Steven. Steven, Steven, Steven, her unrequited love, it was obvious to her that she was still in love with Steven.
No matter if it was their aunts, their grandmothers, their cousins, their sisters, their teachers, or her, she knew that they all wanted to have sex with their mothers and would if the opportunity ever presented itself. With mothers, short, tall, obese, thin, young, or old, not giving a care to what their mothers looked like, appearance didn't much matter. What mattered was the fact that they were their mothers that was important thing. As long as they were having consensual sex with their mother, that was the sexually exciting and important piece of the sexual equation. In their mind's eye, it was the fact that the woman they were bedding or wanted to bed was their mother.
Seeing her role as a cougar as a way for her to psychologically help these poor, lost, young men while they sexually helped her, she didn't see what she did as harmful. Unless the man grew an immediate romantic attachment to her in the way she did with Steven, playing into their sexual fantasy, she was giving these men nothing more than a wonderful sexual memory along the path of life that they must travel. Truth be told, even though she wanted no part of that herself, she got off more with those men who wanted a more committed relationship than just a one night stand. Truth be told, a demented game she enjoyed playing in rejecting them, in the way that Steven rejected her, she enjoyed shooting those men down, who wanted more of a long-term romance than a one night stand.
Being that people's behavior was part and parcel to her learned career, experienced in observing behaviors and in behavior modification, she was able to tell a lot of things from a mere, prolonged, stare across a crowded room. As if watching monkeys in the wild, men were no different in their behaviors than apes and baboons. Actually, with many of the apes and baboons more family oriented and able to commit, they showed more loyalty than did most men. She observed male humanity at their most relaxed state from afar, while they drank copious amounts of alcohol, made asses of themselves in flirting with women, and talked too loudly and laughed too much with their friends.
It was obvious to her that they all wanted attention, no doubt, the attention they never received from their mothers. As if pounding their chests with their hands in the way that gorillas do, they wanted, no they demanded attention from women. By her trained observations and recording her discovers later in her notes, she could tell a lot from just a glance and even more as she continued watching, long before she even engaged them in conversation. It was those quiet moments when the men didn't know they were being observed and when always fell within themselves that they revealed more of their nature and inner secrets.



Based on the Oedipus Complex that was brought to world attention by Sigmund Freud, inherently, she knew that some men would rather bed their mothers than to bed women their own age? Yet being that it's just a sexual fantasy, for one reason or another, mostly opportunistic, especially if their fathers were in the way, most men would never have sex with their mothers. That being said, she served a role in their sexual development or sexual stagnation, whichever way one looked at it.
So long as they gave her what she wanted, an orgasm, she'd give them what they needed, sex with an attractive mature woman who pretended to be their mothers. If a young, attractive man hooked up with her instead of hooking up with an attractive woman his age, chances are good that he wanted to experience the mother/son sexual fantasy with her. Using that mother/son intimate, incestuous, sexual need to her advantage, as if picking the best flowers from a field of dying daisies, it was easy for her to spot her intended prey.
Knowing they were easy to seduce, the quiet, sullen ones were the young men she watched and most wanted. Deep waters run deeply silent for a reason but with her psychological training, it was as if she could clearly see their dark waters and troubled thoughts all the way to their murky bottom. The ones who stayed hidden in the corner and, even though they pretended to participate in the antics of their drunken friends, she knew they were the ones that were ripe for the taking. As if they were there alone with their bad selves, trying to fool themselves while deceiving everyone else that they were having a good time, a telling sign, over and again, she'd watch them fall silent within themselves when no one else was looking and/or paying attention to them.
In every bar she went and in every corner of the room, there were so very many of these tortured men waiting for her to kiss them, touch them, feel them, undress them, and fuck them as if she was so chosen to be their surrogate, sexual mother. With so very many mothers responsible for screwing up their sons, she reaped the sexual benefits of their screwed up childhoods by having sex with the young men who were dying to bed her. Perhaps because of what happened to women with their broken marriages and failed relationships, mothers ruined their sons for other women by pampering their sons as if they were still their babies instead of grown men.
To be continued...
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All about sex. Susan's Saturday night 4F ritual of finding, feeling, fucking, and forgetting about men gets her through her week.
Another Saturday night with another young, handsome man picked up at the bar, Susan was intent on satisfying her weekly, sexual itch by going from one man to yet another. Always excited about it before the seduction, she soon became blaise about the whole thing. After a while with none of them standing out enough for her to remember any of them, they all looked alike, acted alike, and said the same things. After a while, but for the sexual excitement of her orgasm, she was bored.
Every Saturday night, choosing her victims randomly but with the learned skill of a doctor who knows how to read human behavior, she inherently knew the ones who'd want to play her sexy games of role play. With just a subtle look, she could tell the men who'd want to sleep with their mothers and would if they could. Filling that incestuous need, she was there for them. Yet, with her having had sex with so very many young men, sometimes forgetting their names while having sex with them, she's called more than one man by the wrong name.
After a while, especially with her having just met them, it was sometimes difficult to remember the name who she was sucking and fucking. With one young man morphing into another young man, they were just hard cocks to her there to service her, to pleasure her, and to give her a much needed orgasm. After all that she's been through and after all the people problems that she must listen to on a daily basis, becoming detached and unhinged, it's the sexual pleasure of having an orgasm that makes her feel human again.
* * * * *
As soon as Michael entered his apartment and closed his front door, he kicked off his shoes while she removed his pants. Unbuckling, unbuttoning and unzipping his trousers before unbuttoning his shirt, while kissing and kissing him and feeling his erection through his underwear, he slipped off his pants. Then unbuttoning her blouse and unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt before removing them both, they barely made it in the door before they stripped one another nearly naked. Now with both of them attired only in their undergarments, there were clothes strewn everywhere.
As if they were on their Honeymoon instead of two strangers about to have sex after some chance, Saturday night encounter and subsequent pickup, he escorted her to his bedroom. In the way of removing a shroud from a canvas, he threw his bedspread and blanket aside with aplomb. As if unveiling a precious work of art instead of his sheet covered mattress, he pulled her down on top of him. Kissing and kissing her while touching her everywhere and while she felt him everywhere too, they were so hot for one another.
"You're so beautiful Susan," he said kissing and kissing her while touching, feeling, and fondling her full breasts through her bra and touching, feeling, and squeezing her ass through her panty.
"Thank you Michael," she said pausing a second to remember his name. "You're so handsome."
"Thank you Susan," he said kissing her while reaching down to cup her firm, round ass through her blue, bikini panty.
In the way she loved feeling men through their clothes while kissing them, she loved having her tits felt through her bra and her ass felt through her panty. Kissing and kissing him, Susan felt his cock through his underwear while he felt her big tits and fingered her nipples through her bra. Continuing to have his wicked, sexual way with her mature body, Michael's other hand was busy feeling her round, firm ass through her panty. Making her way down his body, while kissing his shoulders, his chest, and his toned stomach, she kissed him everywhere. Then, when her mouth was level with his cock, as if she had found his hard, hairy surprise and she had, she slid her fingertips inside his shorts and pushed his underwear down. With his stiff prick making his stiff appearance, as if his personal periscope probing the surface, she looked up at him before taking him in hand and wrapping her fingers around his cock. Slowly stroking him, she looked up at him to watch his reaction to having sex with her, an older woman.
Immediately, without conversation and without delay, where too many women his age just dabble and seldom swallow, that is if even allowing a man to cum in their mouths, she took him in her mouth and stroked him while sucking him. She was giving him a real blowjob instead of just a polite one. Wrapping her lips around his stiff prick with the appropriate enough pressure to make him stare down at her before falling back and closing his eyes, her experienced tongue gave him oral pleasure. Already putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, he gently humped her mouth. Stroking him faster while sucking him deeper, she was really getting into the blowjob now. As soon as she started making all the slurping, cock sucking sounds that men love to hear to show that she was enjoying sucking him as much as he was enjoying being sucked, putting more pressure to the back of her head, he fucked her face. Being that his hard cock was exactly what she wanted and needed, never mind what he wanted, hopefully he wanted the same thing too, sexual intercourse. With him already hard enough to penetrate her, she was already wet enough for him to penetrate her too. She removed him from her mouth and when she did, he reached for her.
After sucking on his family jewels, she climbed up his body as if scaling a second story window. In the way of a cat burglar deftly removing precious jewels from a jewelry box, he unhooked and removed her bra with nimble fingers. As if her nipples were the secret combination to her sexual passion and they were, his horny hands were all over her big nipples. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, he made her nipples bigger and harder. Kissing and kissing her while touching her, feeling her, fondling her firm, panty clad ass, and caressing her big tits, he continued fingering her nipples before sucking her nipples. Moving away from him, already ready and not wanting to waste precious time with meaningless conversation, seemingly as if she was doing something naughty in between seeing patients, she removed her panties to expose her blonde, trimmed pussy.
"Eat me Michael," she said having to think a second to remember his name again. "Lick my pussy and I'll suck your cock," she said giving him her sexy instruction while whispering her sexual message in his ear. "Give me an orgasm with your lips, your tongue, and your fingers, and I'll let you cum in my mouth. I'll swallow every drop of your cum while licking you clean."
A blowjob is what she knew he wanted, no doubt. A blowjob is what he'd pretend his mother was giving him instead of her. After he gave her an orgasm, if she allowed him to cum in her mouth, without a doubt, he'd be thinking of cumming in his mother's mouth.
No doubt with the prospect of her not only swallowing but also licking him clean, he immediately got up from bed to move down and make himself comfortable between her long, shapely legs. Fingering her pussy while licking her pussy, he reached up to feel her big tits with one hand while fingering her hard nipples and finger fucking her wet pussy with his other hand. Licking and licking her, he rubbed her clit with his finger and fingered her pussy while continuing to lick her. It's funny how so many men have so many different techniques to accomplish the same thing in giving her an orgasm while giving her oral sex. If she had the time, as if she was Xaviera Hollender from Penthouse Forum fame, she could write a book on the proper technique of cunnilingus.
"I see you're a natural blonde," he said with a dirty laugh. "I love your blonde, trimmed pussy Susan. You have a beautiful pussy," he said licking and licking her clit while fingering her.
Interrupting her focus while pretending he was someone else, not needing the extraneous pillow talk and with him ruining her sexual mood that she needed to cum, she wished he'd stop talking.
"Don't talk," she said grabbing two handfuls of his hair to mash his face in her wet pussy. "Just lick."
Licking and licking her while fingering her, in the way that she made love to his cock with her mouth, he made love to her pussy with his tongue and fingers. He made oral love to her pussy for a dozen more minutes before moving his head away to take a breath and to take a break.
"Sorry," he said. "I need to blow my nose."
Wanting to get to the point of what she was here for and what she so wanted before fleeing, his prick in her pussy to give her an orgasm, she gave him a pardon from continuing to lick her pussy and giving her an orgasm with his mouth. As long as he gave her an orgasm with his cock, he didn't have to eat her anymore. Bored and with her mind elsewhere, normally, she'd have an orgasm by now. Only, she was bothered, baffled actually, that he reminded her of someone but who?
In the way that most men prefer, she knew that he'd rather have her suck his cock than for him to lick her pussy. Yet, not to be denied, not there for romance or to develop and continue the pretense of a mature mother and son relationship, she was only with him for him to give her a good, hard fucking and a sexually satisfying orgasm. After that, ready to bolt out the door, she was good to go. After that, in the way that men have dumped her, she was ready to dump him.
"That's enough of that then," she said somewhat disappointed that he didn't give her an oral orgasm. Yet with her distracted, it was as much her fault as it was his fault. "After you blow your nose, I want to fuck you. I want you to fuck me. I want you to stick that big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy," she said obviously able to tell that her dirty talk excited him.
With him ready to mount her before she was ready to be mounted and before he took any safe sex precautions, she removed his briefs, pulled out a condom from her purse, and protected herself from him with that tiny piece of latex. Now with both of them naked but for him wearing a condom and with her already wet enough and him already hard enough, instead of having him mount her, she mounted him while reaching beneath her to guide his cock in her pussy. She held his prick in her hand and parted her pussy lips with his stiff cock as if she was guiding her dildo inside of her. After just a few gentle humps, his prick slid right inside of her as if it belonged there. As if she was on a mission, with her wasting no time, and with her directing him and instructing him on how to sexually pleasure her and satisfy her, they quickly found a comfortable rhythm.
"Slow," she said. "Easy," she whispered. "Now that you're all the way inside of me, hump me a little harder," she said humping him in the way that she obviously wanted to be humped and needed to be humped to get what she wanted. "That's it, baby. Hump me harder. Fuck me. Fuck Mommy really good and I'll suck your cock until you cum in my mouth."
Slowly and rhythmically, she humped him while he returned her humps. Humping and humping him, she took control of their sexual encounter as if she was the man and he was the woman or, more appropriately, as if she was his mother and he was her son. Riding him as if he was a wild Mustang albeit without a saddle, spurs, and a whip, she rode him in the way that she rides the mechanical bull at full speed without falling. Having fucked so very many young men before and with her having the ability to hang on, she had strong thighs, along with total control of her pelvic muscles. Definitely, without a doubt, if judging him by the sexually excited look on his face with his mouth gaping open and his eyes bulging forward, for the promise of him giving her an orgasm, she was giving him the fucking of his young life.
With her breasts bouncing and her big boobs swaying and jiggling, she erected her posture and put her head back for him to fill her completely with his cock. He reached up his hands to harness her bucking breasts as if his palms were her bra cups. Then, sliding slow, deliberate fingers across her nipples, he teased them out more with his fingertips before pulling them, turning them, twisting them, and erecting them even more. Fucking his cock, really fucking his stiff prick, controlling his action, she humped him harder and faster. At this rate, once he gave her an orgasm, she'd be done with him soon. At this rate, she'll be out the door and home early to get some much needed sleep from her exhausting week of having listen to her emotionally disturbed patients go on and on and on.
Only, seemingly a man not to be denied, now it was his turn to fuck her. Moving her over and doing just what she wanted him to do, instead of making love to her, he mounted her and fucked her deeper and harder. Humping and humping her in the way that she humped him before, as if he was decidedly and decisively showing her that he was the man and he was in control, he was really fucking her now. When he was the one who obviously thought he was the lucky one, if only he knew that she was the lucky one by manipulating him to use him for her benefit. The harder he fucked him, the harder she humped him back and the deeper his cock slid inside of her. Really pounding her pussy now, she was really fucking his cock.
"You're so beautiful Susan," he said.
She looked at him as if she could read his mind and with most men, not a difficult thing to do, she could.
"Instead of calling me Susan," she said pausing to look at him. She wanted to read his reaction to make sure that she wasn't mistaken about him. She leaned down to him to whisper her words in his ear. "Call me mom, mother, or mommy, whatever it is you call your mother, if that will help you to cum," she said playing him while sensing that he was imagining fucking his mother instead of fucking her.
A look of excited shock passed over his face long enough for her to read it.
"Really?" He gave her a quizzical look.
Obviously with his sexual attraction for his mother a deep, dark secret, he was afraid to expose that part of his life to her. Yet, with her a stranger, who better to trust with his secret than her. Having been through this hundreds of times before, she knew the internal struggle he was having in calling her mom, mother, or mommy. She needed to coerce him and compel him she did.
"I don't mind doing some role playing with you pretending that I'm your mother," she said looking at him and touching him while cooing over him as if she was his mother. "I don't know if it would be fun for you too but it would be fun for me to imagine that I'm your mother and you're my son," she said. "I'd really like for you to call me mom, mother, and/or mommy," she said not really caring what he'd call her and preferring that he didn't speak at all, just fuck her.
Instead of embracing the mother and son role playing, with some men embarrassed by it, some men needed to be cajoled into it. Some men needed to be seduced into allowing a woman to see the perversity they had and hid in their sexual attraction for their mothers. Embarrassed by the emotional attachment and sexual attraction they had for their mothers, some men were ashamed for a woman to know that they'd prefer imagining her as their mother instead of a woman they picked up at the bar. Yet, if only they knew that she was the one who picked them up, with them thinking that they were the man bedding the woman instead of the woman turning the tables and bedding the man, they'd never believe it. Exactly in the same way that a man does, if only they knew that her only agenda was sex culminating in an orgasm, they'd be surprised.
With them thinking that they were the lucky ones, she was the lucky one to have finally unlocked the secret that older men have had in having sexual success with younger woman. Only taking their sexy secret to an extreme, unable to perhaps afford it and/or to deal with the relentless chase, capture, and subsequent release, most men didn't have a new, young lover every Saturday night. She already knew that some men imagined their mothers, their sisters, their aunts, their cousins, their mother-in-laws, and/or their sister-in-laws while having sex with their wives, their girlfriends, or their significant others. Instead of enjoying the women they're with, they'd rather pretend they were with the women they lusted over. Whether they called her mom, mommy, mother, or by another named, she used that knowledge to entice him to play her role play games.
Instead of being turned off by her incestuous suggestion of her Saturday night men to call her mom, mother, and/or mommy, calling her by that was needed and necessary to role play as mother and son. Now at the mere mention that he call her with such familiarity with names reserved only for his precious mother, he looked at her with renewed sexual excitement. In that moment, as if she could read his mind and in this instance, she could, he seemed energized and invigorated. When a transformation of sexual arousal came over his face, without a doubt, he was imagining having sex with his mother. With her giving him permission to call him mom, mother, or mommy, there was a flash of sexual excitement that came over his face in the way she never saw before. It was then that she knew she had chosen the right man.
As if there's a silent breath taken where everything is quiet for a moment of introspection, it's that time, those few seconds that Susan doubts herself and wonders about her selection. Will he want to play his role of her son? Will he agree to call her mom, mother, and/or mommy? Then, just as she was correct in reading his behavior for her to select this man, he proved her theory as correct.
"You're so beautiful mother," he said looking at her as if he was expecting her to stop him from calling her mother and from continuing to image having sex with his mother instead of thinking of having sex with her.
She gave him her best motherly smile while running her hand through his hair as if comforting him in his time of sickness.
"You're not so bad yourself Michael," she said returning his humps while playing his pretend game of incest. "You're a good son to give a mother what she really wants, a hard cock in her pussy, and what she really needs, an orgasm."
As if she turned on a button that animated him, he looked at her with lustful desire and began humping her as if he was reenergized and plugged into a wall socket.
"You're my sexual fantasy come true," he said looking at her as if she really was his mother. "Stuff like this never happens to me," he said. "Not only are you so beautiful but you love to play sexy, role playing games of a son having sex with his mother. That's so hot."
She rolled her eyes without him seeing and looked bored without him noticing. If only he knew she was playing him for her to get the most out of this brief sexual interlude, she wondered what he'd say. She wondered if he'd care and if it would matter that she didn't perceive him as her son in the way that he perceived her as his mother. Probably not, with him already too sexually excited to care, being that he was content pretending to have sex with his mother, it wouldn't matter.
"Stuff like what?" Not even having to ask the question, she knew what he meant.
Other than receiving orgasms from strangers, if she had a dollar for every man who satisfied her on all levels, physically, emotionally, spiritually, and sexually, she'd have a dollar. The only man who made her feel like a woman was Steven but he dumped her. The only man she wanted to marry was Steven. Only, he didn't want her. Instead of accepting her love and cherishing her heart, he rejected her for someone younger.



The fall from his good sexual graces and the end of their romantic relationship was similar to her falling off of a mountain or plunging from a skyscraper. Wishing she was dead, just going through the motions of living her life without him, for years she felt dead. Even after twenty years of spending her life trying to replicate those special moments and sexual feelings with someone else, no matter how many men she fucked and sucked, there was nothing there but emptiness and sexual frustration, even after they gave her an orgasm. As far as she was concerned, her one and only, there was no other man like Steven. Steven, Steven, Steven, obviously, she's still in love with Steven.
"A woman picking me up in a bar, allowing me to take her back to my place, and not minding me calling her mom, mother, or mommy has never happened to me before," he said. "I imagine us having so much fun playing role games with you pretending to be my mother and me pretending to be your son. Maybe we can play you being my aunt and me being your nephew. I'd like that. Or you could be my sexy cousin staying with me while in town. Wow, how hot is that?"
Already too possessive, he was obviously thinking of them as a couple and thinking about them seeing one another again. She looked at him and smiled. Seeing herself in him when she was that age, he was so young and so naïve. In the way that Steven was able to manipulate her thoughts, she knew she could manipulate his thoughts too.
"Actually, if I remember correctly, with you coming over to me, you're the one who picked me up," she said with a laugh.
She had sent him enough sub-conscious signals for him to think that picking her up was his idea. Perhaps by her smiling at him and giving him the eye, he thought otherwise. Perhaps because she allowed him to paw him in his car while kissing her, he figured she was easy. Perhaps because she so readily agreed to go to his place, he thought she was a slut, a whore, or a married woman cheating on her husband.
"No matter who made the first move, I'm just glad that you're here with me now," he said obviously looking at her in the way that she imagined him looking at his mother, his aunt, or his cousin when he caught them totally naked.
"Me too," she said continuing to hump him as if she was fucking all men instead of just the one.
To be continued...
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Now that she knew that so very many men want to have sex with their mothers, she thought about doing more research on the subject. She thought about doing an official study on the phenomena of mother and son sex in the way that Dr. Sigmund Freud did so long ago. With her having role played with every young man she's bedded while pretending she was their mothers and they were her sons, she wondered how many of the hundreds of young men she bedded actually had sex with their mothers. It's one thing to role play but it's something else entirely to go through with having sex with their mothers.
After they all so willingly demonstrated their eagerness to role play having sex with their mothers, she wouldn't be surprised if a high percentage of men have had some sort of sexual contact with their mothers. Be it just voyeurism and exhibitionism with looking and flashing, and/or kissing and touching, it wouldn't surprise her if men have leaned over the incestuous line without actually taking a step across the line. Even she was surprised by how many young men were emotionally attached enough to their mothers to want to have sex with them and/or to imagine having sex with them while masturbating themselves. Being that she's already done so much in depth sexual research on the subject, no pun intended, it would be interesting to learn more about the phenomena of mother and son sex. Having accidentally stumbled on the issue of mother and son sex as her way to achieve an orgasm, her physical need for sexual pleasure has now become more than that.
She wondered what percentage of mother and sons have had sex and how that percentage equates to other family members having sex, fathers and daughter, brothers and sister, aunts and nephews, uncles and nieces, and first cousins with first cousins. She wondered if it was more the mothers than the sons who initiated the initial sexual contact. She wondered if it was more the sons than the mothers who welcomed the sexual exchange and encouraged the sexual interaction. She wondered if having sex between a mother and her son was a onetime sexual thing or if it continued over weeks, months, and years. Curious to how it started, she was just as curious as to how the incestuous relationship ended or if it still continues. If it did end or was a onetime type of thing, did it end on good terms or bad terms?
With her standing behind a two way mirror to remain anonymously oblivious in her attempt not to skew her study, should she be recognized by one of the participants, she wouldn't want them to know that she was there watching what they'd do. Being that it was a mother and son sexual study, if only for curiosity sake, she wondered how many of the men she's had sex with would happen along to volunteer their time to be part of her paid study. A low budget study as far as most studies go, she wondered if she set up a sheet covered couch and a video camera in her lab with a television playing porn movies, how many mothers and sons would feel comfortable enough in that public setting to touch themselves before touching one another. With her having a dish of condoms and a box of new sex toys readily available on the coffee table in front of them, maybe they'd be bold and horny enough to have sex right there in her lab while she recorded them.
Curious enough to know for her to fund the study, if given this kind of suggested opportunity, she wondered how many mothers and sons would feel horny enough to actually have sex. Even if they didn't go as far as to have sex, by studying their behavior while they were watching a porn movie and perhaps having an open discussion about mother and son sex, she could learn more about the subject. If given the opportunity, she wondered how many mothers and sons, once they were aroused by the porn movie, would actually have sex not only in her lab but also behind their closed, bedroom doors. Perhaps with the video cameras an uncomfortable and unwelcome distraction, with no way to tell, after opening this Pandora's Box, she wondered how many mothers and sons she'd inspire, cajole, and encourage to have sex when she wasn't there watching.
She could have them sign a waiver in advance giving her the right to use her research any way she wanted to use it. With the help of her subject behavioral study data and her incestuous research results, she could write a definitive book on the subject of mother and son sex. She imagined herself becoming world renown, a foremost authority, and incest expert on mother and son sex. She imagined traveling the country and the world lecturing and being invited on talk shows in the way that Dr. Joyce Brothers made a comfortable living doing that. With her even telling the mothers and sons in advance that they were being videotaped, she wondered how many mothers and sons she could tempt to have sex with one another on camera by teasing them with porn movies, sexual aids, and sexual toys. So as to tempt them even more, she could have them complete a brief questionnaire that told her specifically which type of porn videos would sexually excite them and stimulate them enough for them to touch themselves, to feel one another, and/or to have sex with one another.
Now seriously thinking more about doing research on mother and son incest to write a book on the subject, she wondered how many of these men she's had sex with while role playing being their mother have had sex with their mothers. She wondered how many of these young men have seen their mothers topless and even naked. For those who have seen their mothers topless and/or naked, she wondered what they thought about when they did see their mothers semi-nude and/or naked. Were they just curious what their mothers looked like without their clothes or did seeing their mothers naked make them horny enough to masturbate or even try to seduce their mothers? Did seeing their mothers so indisposed make them want to have sex with them? Obviously with mother and son incestuous thoughts of sex and actually with incestuous sex so prevalent, she's surprised that no one has done this type of research study before on mother and son incest.
Concentrating just on mothers and sons sexual relationship in the beginning, if her study was successful, she could do equivalent studies on fathers and daughters, brothers with sisters, aunts with nephews, uncles with nieces, and first cousins with first cousins. If all were given the same opportunity, she wondered which pairing would more likely have sexual contact in her lab, mothers and sons, fathers and daughters, brothers and sisters, aunts and nephews, uncles and nieces, or first cousins with first cousins. Taking Freud's research a step further, she could become a famous celebrity psychiatrist who specialized in incestuous sex. She imagined having movie stars, writers, directors, photographers, athletes, singers, dancers, politicians and all sorts of other celebrities as her clients. In the way that Alex was put in one at the end of Clockwork Orange, she could open a clinic that dealt entirely and exclusively with incest therapy. Adding to her fame with fortune, once her sexual partners from her sordid past stepped forward to dare try to discredit her, she could chalk all of those Saturday night sexual relationships she had with men young enough to be her sons with her doing research.
'Perfect,' she said to herself.
* * * * *
Whether giving them a massage, getting them drunk, drugging them with sleeping pills, and/or ticking, play wrestling on the carpet, or playing Marco Polo in the pool, she wondered how many sons have touched and/or felt their mother's bodies whether fully clothed or naked. Deliberately and/or unintentionally, she wondered how many mothers allowed their sons free access to touch and to feel their bodies. Whether they were fully clothed, topless, or naked, she wondered how many mothers pretended they were drunk, drugged, and/or otherwise so indisposed to allow their sons to touch them and to feel them. On the premise and pretense of receiving a massage from their sons, from tickling them, or from playing in the pool, she wondered what more developed from those innocent touches. Being that it takes two to play and even though they haven't crossed that forbidden line of shame, guilt, and remorse yet, if the opportunity presented itself, she wondered how many mothers would willingly have sex with their sons and how many sons would willingly have sex with their mothers.
She wondered how many sons have peeped on their mothers dressing, undressing, showering, bathing, and/or masturbating. She wondered what sons thought about when seeing their mothers' nearly naked and/or naked bodies. Were they just curious about what their mothers' looked like naked or did seeing their mothers naked and/or imagining their mothers naked make them horny enough to masturbate and/or cross the incestuous line by making a sexual move?
She wondered how many sons have deliberately flashed their mothers their cocks whether flaccid or erect. Upon seeing their sons' prick whether accidental or deliberate, she wondered if mothers stared at their sons exposed pricks or looked away. She wondered how many sons routinely masturbated while thinking about having sex with their mothers. She wondered how many mothers routinely masturbated while thinking about having sex with their sons.
She realized, of course, that it wasn't only sons who wanted to have sex with their mothers. Beginning with up skirts and down blouses, incestuously teasing them while flashing them not only sexually but also seductively, she wondered how many mothers have deliberately flashed their sons their naked bodies and/or topless bodies. She wondered how much intentional flashing and/or sexual and erotic teasing culminated in mother and son sex. Whether opening their bedroom door when they knew they were masturbating and/or changing or opening their bathroom door when they knew they were showering, she wondered how many mothers have purposely gone out of their way to see their sons naked. She wondered how many mothers have peeped on their sons dressing, undressing, showering, bathing, and/or masturbating. She wondered what mothers thought about when seeing their sons' naked bodies. Were they just curious about seeing their sons naked or did seeing their sons naked and/or imagining their sons naked make them horny enough for them to imagine having sex with their sons while masturbating themselves?
Focusing more on mother and son incest than on father and daughter, brother and sister, aunt and nephew, uncle and niece, and first cousin with first cousin, she believe that mother and son incest was more prevalent. Now that she was thinking more about doing a study on mother and son incestuous sex, with so many acts of incest that go unreported, she wondered about the sexy, albeit forbidden games that mothers and sons played behind closed, bedroom doors. Be it voyeurism, exhibitionism, tickling, teasing, massaging, touchy feely, and/or having incestuous sex, she wondered how widespread mother and son incest really was. If the opportunity was right, she wondered how many mothers and sons would actually have incestuous sex instead of just thinking about having incestuous sex while masturbating over the thoughts of having incestuous sex. Seemingly for her to find a handsome young man who was willing to bed an older woman while pretending that he was having sex with his mother, swept beneath the rug, she imagined that mother and son incestuous sex is more widespread than people think.
Hidden in the closet and never discussed in public, embarrassed and/or ashamed, few incest participants and survivors are willing to talk openly about their personal, sexual experiences with incest. What happens behind closed, bedroom doors between a lonely mother and a horny son often goes unreported. Now, if she could shine a spotlight of public attention on such incestuous behavior by conducting her study, she'd like to drag incest out of the closet and bring incestuous sex more in the public eye. By publicizing the forbidden sex, either she'd make it more acceptable by explaining the reason for the incestuous, sexual attraction, or she'd put a stop to it before it even started between a mother and her son.
* * * * *
"Hi," he said coming up from behind her. "I'm Steven."
A lot of men have tried to pick her up and normally, she's not interested but, when she turned to look at him, as if he was an angel, she was taken by him. With his blonde hair and big, blue eyes he was so handsome and oh, so youthfully forbidden. With him surprising her by coming up to her from behind, she didn't even have time to scope him out before he came over to her. Being that he was already now standing there beside her, she wasn't getting a read on him in the way she would have if she had observed his behavior for several minutes from afar. With him not being in his natural habitant with his friends while drinking, laughing, talking, and/or remaining silent, while she watched his behavior, she was a little put off on her game in playing the cougar.
"Hi," she said turning to him. "I'm Susan," she said shaking his hand.
Certainly, he was one of the best looking men she's ever seen. She couldn't help but wonder what he'd look like naked. She couldn't help but wonder if his cock was as beautiful as was his face. Normally, she doesn't think such things about a man but he was pretty.
"May I buy you a drink?"
* * * * *
And this is how it always begins. She knew that it wouldn't be long before they'd be naked and in bed together. She knew that it wouldn't be long before he'd be giving her an orgasm and she'd be leaving him in the way that she's left all of the others.
"Sure," she said giving him a long stare. "I'm old enough to be your mother."
She surprised even herself saying. Why did she say that? She couldn't believe she said that. Maybe she felt guilty rocking the cradle because he looked so illegally young. Something she's never said to any of her young men before, she said to him and she didn't know why she said that. As if holding a mirror up to his face, she called him on his sexual attraction to her as if there was something forbidden and wrong with him wanting to sleep with an older woman.
"I know," he said. "I like that about you. A younger man with an older woman is very sexy to me."
"I'm glad," she said giving him a sexy and seductive smile in that way that only she could.
Obviously so mature for his age, he looked so very young. More than that, he looked at her as if he knew her and she wondered if she had bedded him before. Being that she'd never forget someone who looked like him, a male model with a stripper's body, it was obvious that they had never met and didn't know one another.
"I've never seen you here before."
"I've never been here before," she said.
The reason why he's never seen her before is because she hits a different bar and picks up a different man every Saturday night. In two more years, she'll run out of new bars to hit in Boston and would either have to move to a different city or have to start all over again with the first bar she picked up a man on a Saturday night.
"Someone so stunningly beautiful, I'd recognize you if I saw you here before but for some reason you look so familiar," he said. "Maybe I've seen you in my dreams," he said making his confession sound more like a line. "Maybe we met before in a different life. Maybe you were my mother back then," he said that caused her to look at him with curiosity.
'His mother? Bingo! That was easy,' she thought.
"Funny that you said that because I've been thinking the same thing about you," she said. "Yes, perhaps, I've seen you in my dreams too," she said already playing his game. "Only, I don't think I'd be your mother. If I'd be anything, I'd be your lover," she said with a dirty laugh.
She finished her drink and ended her conversation with him before falling in her practice of scoping out the bar. Then, not wasting any time and seemingly not taking no for an answer, he asked her the question that she normally asks men.
"Do you want to go back to my place? I don't live far from here. We can walk. It's a nice night for a walk," he said. "We can have a drink there."
She looked at him while wondering where it was she saw him before. He looked so young that she wondered how old he was. With him not looking as if he was shaving yet, he looked more like a kid than he did a man.
"Sure," she said leaving the bar with him after not finding anyone else in the bar who interested her anyway. "Why not?"
* * * * *
There was something about him that she liked. Something attracted him to her on a whole different level. Only, having never experienced feelings like this, feelings of love and comfort, she didn't know what it was about him that brought out her motherly urges, feelings that she suppressed when Steven dumped her. He reminded her of someone but who. Actually and oddly enough, with Steven such a handsome man, he reminded her of Steven. Yes, with his blonde hair, big blue eyes, and toned body, he looked like a younger version of Steven.
Maybe because they both shared the same first name is what evoked the similarity but not only did he look how she imagined Steven looking at his young age, wearing the same Polo cologne, he even smelled like Steven. If she was to imagine what Steven looked like as a twenty-something-year-old man, he was it. For the first time, she liked a man enough to not only want to talk to him but also to want to see him again. For the first time, she forgot all about her old Steven while about to have sex with this new Steven.
"If you don't mind me asking," she said looking at him while trying to guess his age. "How old are you?"
If she was to hazard a guess, she'd say that he was twenty-one and not much more than twenty-two. Truly, he looked so young, too young for someone like her to want to bed.
"Nineteen," he said.
He stopped her in her tracks and, waiting for him to start laughing, she stared at him to see if he was joking.
"Nineteen?" Suddenly falling in a defensive mode, she folded her arms across her breasts as if she was a teacher angry with a student. "How did you get served without being carded when the legal drinking age in Massachusetts is twenty-one?"
Not believing that he was only nineteen-years-old, she continued staring at him.
"I have a fake ID," he said smiling and pulling out his ID and showing her.
She slowed her pace before she stopped walking. Having sex with men young enough to be her son was one thing but having sex with a nineteen-year-old teenager would drop her from the cougar category to the pedophile territory.
"It does look a lot like you," she said examining the photo by comparing it to his face.
A sticky situation, she was ready to say her goodbye to him and return to the bar to look for another man but he was so very good looking and he was obviously so very mature for his young age.
"It is me," he said with a laugh. "I glued my picture over someone else's picture and laminated it. It looks real." He stopped walking. "Well, home sweet home. This is it. This is where I live."
She looked from him to the apartment building.
"Well, to be honest, I haven't had sex with a nineteen-year-old since I was nineteen-years-old and I'm not about to start now," said Susan handing him back his ID. "Actually, to be honest, I've never had sex with a nineteen-year-old before. My first sexual experience was with my college professor. I was eighteen-years-old and he was thirty-six," she said with sadness while remembering their first sexual time together.



Suddenly she felt like Jacqueline Bissett in the movie Class when she discovers that the man she's seeing is not only 17-years-old but also is her son's college roommate.
"C'mon, please. Now that you're here at my apartment, why not come inside and have a drink," he said goading her with a gentle elbow to her ribs. "You can pretend that you're my mother and I'm your son," he said making that mother and son reference again but this time with a sly smile.
Stunned, she couldn't believe he said that. That was her line. That was something she always said to the young men she pickup at the bar to entice them to give her better sex. What the Hell was that all about? Did he know something about her that she didn't know about him?
"Your mother?" She was surprised that he said that when she was always the one to introduce role playing in the sexual conversation. "How can you even afford an apartment in Boston? What do you do for a living?"
She followed him through the front door, continued up the elevator, and was inside of his apartment before she could say no to having sex with him.
"I'm a part-time server at a downtown restaurant while attending Northeastern University. I'm full-time college student," he said. "My Dad pays the rent."
Small world. She worked as a server in a downtown restaurant while she paid her way through college.
"I graduated from Northeastern before going to Harvard Grad School."
"Harvard? Wow! You must be wicked smart," he said before looking at her with pleading eyes. "So, will you stay?"
Stay? His question really should have been, will you have sex with me, Mommy? Please?
* * * * *
Obviously with so very many young men who wanted to have sex with an older woman while pretending they were having sex with their mothers, it wasn't much of a challenge for her to get what she sexually wanted whenever she needed it. Only, this young man was already there, ready and willing to have sex with her on the pretense that she was his mother and he was her son. Preferring to have sex once a week on a Saturday night with a different young man to a committed relationship, she preferred having sex this way with no connections, no guilt, no remorse, and with little or no conversation. Unfortunately, she knew that once she allowed any man to call her mom, mother, or mommy that he'd be more talkative. He'd want to fill in all the blanks in their role playing with the details of his own sexual fantasy. Unfortunately, her tradeoff, more incestuous conversation while role playing was the price she paid for him to be more aroused and animated in his love making for him to give her an orgasm.
Hopefully because he was so much younger than all the others and so much more mature than all the others, maybe he was so much different than all the others. With her making a real connection with him, there was something so familiar about him. There was something about him that she really liked, loved actually. With what she was feeling now, she's never felt like this about any young men.
Yikes, with her twenty-two years older than he was, she was more than twice his age. She felt wicked being with him but with her thinking that he was a twenty-something-year-old young man and not a nineteen-year-old teenager, she was okay having sex with him until he told her his real age. When he told her his real age, she could have left but she didn't. With him so very good looking, and with the strong sexual attraction she felt for him, she wanted to have sex with him.
"Other than my real mother and my adopted mother, I'd never dare call any woman mom, mommy, or mother, that is, until I called you that," he said. "I never knew my real mother. My Dad had an affair. I'm his love child," he said pocketing his hands while suddenly appearing uncomfortable with the conversation and with his confession. "His wife, my adopted mother, raised me. She couldn't have children. She's a lot older, sixty-years-old."
"I see," said Susan. "Well that's quite the story but being that you're lying about your age, how do I know you're lying about being a love child. How do I know that you're lying about never knowing your mother as a pretense to sleep with me?"
She thought about the baby she had, Stephen's baby that she gave up for adoption without telling him that she had a baby. She didn't even tell him that she was pregnant. The day she was going to tell him was the day that he broke up with her. She always wondered if he knew she was pregnant. She always wondered if that was why he ended their love affair.
She was going to abort the baby right after he ended their affair but, with her being Catholic, she couldn't. She was going to keep the baby and raise the baby herself as a single mother but with the baby always reminding her of Steven, she couldn't do that either. Adoption was her only other alternative. Hoping to put Steven in her past, she gave his baby away. Only, twenty years later, he still haunts her and now this nineteen-year-old man is a grim reminder to what a huge mistake she made for giving her son, wherever he us, up for adoption.
Her son would be the same age as this young man standing before her now. With him asking her for sex was as if her son was asking her for sex. For the first time, she felt dirty. She felt perverted. She felt that all that she did in role playing the part of a mother having sex with her son was wrong. Now with the shoe on the other foot, in the way that all of the men she's bedded were eager to role play with her as their mother, she wondered if he was actually her son, if she'd so readily give him sex. She wondered if she had a son his age, if she'd find it too offensive to do what she's been doing, having sex with men young enough to be her sons.
"I've always been attracted to my adopted mother," he confessed. "Always trying to see her naked, I was always flashing her my cock," he said. "I've always been attracted to older women and now here you are. Finally, I'll be able to live out my sexual fantasy with you as my mother. Finally, I'll be able to pretend that I'm having sex with my mother."
"I see," said Susan. "Tell me this then," she said thinking more about her possible incest study than she was thinking about having sex with him. "Did you ever get to see your adopted mother naked?"
"Naked? As much as I tried, no. I never saw my adopted mother naked" he said, "but I did see her topless once when I barged in her bedroom while she was changing. She has nice tits for an older woman. The funny thing is that instead of covering herself, she just stood there. Knock the next time, she said," he said.
"So, you never had sex with her then," said Susan "but you always wanted to? Is that it?"
"No I never had sex with her but, yes, I always wanted to have sex with her. Yet, even if she offered me sex, I don't think I could have sex with my mother, even if she was my adopted mother." He paused as if he was thinking about having sex with his adopted mother. "She's pretty, even at her age. I'd do her, I guess, if I was drunk enough and horny enough," he said with a dirty laugh.
"I see," said Susan talking to him as if he was a patient on her couch.
"My dirty, little secret, I must admit that I like calling you Mom while pretending that I'm having sex with my real mother whoever she is and wherever she is, if even she's still alive. If my friends ever knew that I imagined having sex with my mother while having sex with you, they'd think there was something seriously wrong with me. If my friends knew that I wanted my mother in such an incestuous, sexual way, they wouldn't understand. Only, it's different with you. For some reason, maybe with your blonde hair and blue eyes you look much like me but you more look how I imagine my real mother to look," he said.
If only he knew that the chances were good that his friends wanted to have sex with their mother too, wouldn't he be surprised. Maybe with young men knowing such things about one another being so sexually attracted to their mothers, they'd be good candidates for group therapy. Nonetheless his personal, sexual problems, she looked at him in the way that she imagined his mother would look at her son. She looked at him in the way that she imagined looking at her own son. Then, she leaned into him and kissed in the way that no mother would and/or no mother should kiss her son. Immediately, as soon as her tongue probed the inside of his mouth, his horny hands touched, felt, and fondled her big tits through her blouse and bra.
"Don't be surprised if you're friends haven't lusted over their mothers too," she said breaking off her kiss to speak. "Imagining having sex with your mother, believe it or not, is a healthy sexual fantasy," she said. "You'd be surprised how many young man fantasize about having sex with their mothers."
"I'm glad I'm not the only one sexually fantasizing having sex with his mother, adoptive mother or otherwise," he said with a laugh.
"The problem happens when you give into your sexual fantasy and actually have sex with your mother or force your mother to have sex with you. With me not really your mother, what we're doing here, just pretending while role playing, is a much healthier option," she said. "It would take years to unravel the reasons why you had sex with your mother, if you actually did have sex with your mother.
She looked at him as if he was really her son and he looked at her as if she was really his mother.
"Well, being that I don't even know my mother and being that I only know my adoptive mother but still want to sleep with her, would I be as fucked up if I had slept with her?"
"Yes, you would Steven," said Susan with a laugh. "But it's a good thing that you didn't."
"You sound like a psychiatrist," he said with a nervous little laugh.
If only he knew she was a psychiatrist, she wondered what he'd say.
"Psychiatrist? Heaven's no. I'm an English major. I read a lot," she said.
"Wow! Awesome," he said. "That would explain you going to Harvard. You must be wicked smart."
If only he knew she was more wicked than she was smart. If only he knew he was just another young man in a procession of young men. If only he knew that she's had sex with hundreds of men just like him, only he was different. He wasn't like all the other young men that she allowed to have their wicked sexual way with her body. Wanting to stay with him forever, there was just something about him that made her not want to leave.
To be continued...
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Twenty-three-year-old Albert loved reading incest stories on Literotica. His favorite incest stories were about hypnotizing sisters and/or mothers to have sex with their brothers and/or sons. Every time he read such a story on Literotica, he imagined hypnotizing his nineteen-year-old, virginal sister, Emma, and/or his mother, 45-year-old MILF of a mother, Linda. Every time he read such a story on Literotica, that night and every day that he was horny thereafter, he thought of hypnotizing his MILF of a mother and his sexy sister while masturbating over the thoughts of them stripping naked and having sex with them.
Only, alone with his bad self, even though the stories read real enough, he didn't believe that it was possible to hypnotize anyone. He thought hypnotism was nothing more than a parlor game, hypnotist were scam artists, and those subjects seemingly hypnotized pretended they were hypnotized. Even though he wished it was possible, he never believe it possible to hypnotize his sexy sister and his MILF of a mother for sex. He didn't believe that just by swaying a shiny object before their eyes while telling them that they were getting sleepy, so sleepy that they couldn't keep their eyes open, that he could control their minds. He didn't believe that it was possible to give anyone a hypnotic suggestion to do anything that they didn't want to do. Alas, even if he could somehow hypnotize his mother and sister, they'd never give him sex. They didn't want him in the way that he lusted over them.
Every day, night and day, yearning to see them naked and yearning to have sex with them, he lusted over his sister and his mother. Every day, night and day, trying to catch them dressing or undressing, he tried to see something of them that was forbidden. Yet, with his mother a church going woman and his sister a virgin, he never saw as much of a bra strap. Fortunately for him, with his father never around, gambling, drinking, and chasing after women, always alone with his mother and sister, he had plenty of opportunity to hypnotize them, if only there was such a thing as hypnosis.
Alas, woe is he, he was doomed to lust over his sister and mother from afar. If only they knew that he was filled with sexual lust for them, he wondered what they'd say. If only they knew that he masturbated over the thoughts of them naked and having sex with him, he wondered what they'd do. No doubt, not wanting to live with a pervert who continued to self-abuse his body by constantly masturbating over the naked thoughts of them, his mother would ask him to leave the house and find another place to live. There was nothing that he could do other than to continue to read erotic stories about women being hypnotized on Literotica while masturbating over the naked thoughts of his mother and sister. Then, something that changed his life happened.
* * * * *
Albert couldn't believe his eyes. He couldn't believe that it was that simple. Astonished, he was amazed. An unprecedented sight to behold, he watched the hypnotist hypnotize two women from the studio audience on live television.
"No way! Are you kidding me? No, I don't believe it. It must be a trick. They are just pretending to be hypnotized," he said out loud for no one to hear. Yet, the closer he watched the more he believe it to be true.
Never really believing it was possible, he always thought that hypnotism was nothing more than a hocus pocus scam, a joke, and a magic trick. If only he could do that, hypnotize women, he'd hypnotize his sexy sister and his MILF of a mother for sex. If not for sex, at the very least, he'd hypnotize them to strip naked. Once naked, maybe he could give him a hypnotic suggestion to allow him to touch them and feel them were no son and no brother should ever touch and feel his mother and sister.
"Oh, if only hypnotism is real, I'd be so happy," he said.
"When I snap my fingers," said the hypnotist addressing one of the women by putting a hand to the top of her head as if he was about to fill her mouth with his cock. "You'll awaken refreshed and relaxed and will stand and move around the stage as if you're a brainless chicken."
As soon as he removed his hand from her head and snapped his fingers, immediately the woman stood and danced around the stage flapping her elbows as if they were wings while making clucking sounds as if she was a chicken. Truly believing the hypnotic demonstration, Albert watched the woman dancing around the stage with sexual excitement while imagining his sister and/or his mother dancing naked in front of him. He could only imagine the hypnotic suggestions he'd give his 19-year-old, virgin sister, Emma, and his 45-year-old, hot mother, Linda.
"When I snap my fingers," he said addressing the second woman by putting a hand to the top of her head as if he was going to fill her mouth with his cock too. "You will awaken refreshed and relaxed and will get down on the carpet and act like a dog."
As soon as he removed his hand from her head and snapped his fingers, immediately the woman got down on the carpet sniffed, barked, scratched herself, and acted just like a dog. Albert couldn't believe his eyes. He imagined his sister rolling around naked on the carpet while he fucked her. He imagined his mother on her knees while he filled her mouth with his cock.
"Wow," said Albert watching the TV infomercial in total shock and awe.
Immediately, thinking of all the control he'd have with the skill of hypnotism and hypnotic suggestions, he imagined putting mind control to his own personal, albeit incestuous use. He continued watching the demonstration of hypnotism on TV.
"Dance, dance," she the hypnotist to the women acting like a chicken. "Bark, bark," said the hypnotist to the woman acting like a dog.
"Maybe I can hypnotize my sexy sister and MILF of a mother to strip naked in front of me," he said. "Maybe when under hypnosis, they'll allow me to touch their tits, feel their tits, suck their tits, and have my wicked, sexual way with their naked bodies. Maybe through the power of hypnotic suggestions, one and/or the other will give me hot sex," he said while imagining having sex with not only his sexy sister but also with his MILF of a mother too.
* * * * *
"You too can be the life of the party," said the hypnotist on cable TV. "For just two payments of $49.99, you'll get my easy to follow book of instructions with illustrations, my How to Hypnotize Anyone, Anytime, and Anywhere, and my step by step instructional DVD showing you how to hypnotize people."
"A hundred bucks? Definitely, it would be worth a hundred bucks to hypnotize my mother and sister to strip naked," he said.
"With you being the hit of the party, you'll entertain your friends and your family by hypnotizing them all," said the hypnotist. "And as my special bonus to those who order right now, you'll also receive this shiny, magic eye, metal medallion on a shiny, silver chain."
"Wow," said Albert.
"When this magic eye medallion is slowly waved in front of your subjects," he said while slowly moving the magic eye medallion in front of the TV camera, you will hypnotize them and put them in a hypnotic state and a deep, hypnotic trance."
Wanting to be one of the first callers to get the shiny, magic eye, metal medallion on a shiny, silver chain, Albert picked up the phone and with credit card in hand, he ordered the hypnosis book and DVD. A week later, he received them both in the mail. So sexually excited while imagining his sexy sister and MILF of a mother soon naked, eager to master the art of hypnotism, he poured over the material night and day. He read the book and listened to and watched the DVD through his headphones while masturbating of the imagined thoughts of his sister and/or mother giving him hot sex.
After a week of studying and learning everything in the book and memorizing everything on the DVD, hoping to see them naked and hoping that he'd hypnotize them deeply enough for them to give him sex, he was ready to hypnotize his mother and sister for sex. For incestuous sex, he was ready and willing to put aside his mother and son relationship for an incestuously sexual one. For incestuous sex, he was ready and willing to put aside his brother and sister relationship for an incestuously sexual one. Under the guise of hypnotism, for adulterated, incestuous sexual pleasure, he was willing to risk the good relationship that he enjoyed with his mother and sister.
* * * * *
As if she was their chaperone, that night under the watchful eye of his mother sitting in the living room, Albert sat across from his sexy sister in the dining room. Looking at her as if she was already naked, he couldn't wait to see her without her clothes. He couldn't wait to feel and fondle her big tits. He couldn't wait to finger and suck her big nipples. He couldn't wait to squeeze her naked ass and finger her naked pussy. With the thoughts of his sister naked and him having sex with her, he removed his shiny, magic eye, metal medallion on a shiny silver chain from his pocket and gently allowed it to slowly sway back and forth and back and forth while speaking in a low monotone voice to his sister so that his mother wouldn't overhear his conversation.
"What are you doing? Get that thing out of my face Albert," said Emma. "It's scary. I feel as if that eyeball is staring at me," she said pushing his hand away.
Surprised that she feared it, he looked at her while wondering if his magic eye medallion was working and was the reason why she pushed his hand away. Believing in the power of the shiny, magic eye, metal medallion on a shiny silver chain, he persevered and continued slowly waving the magic eye in front of his sister's eyes.
"I've been taking a course in hypnotism," he said leaving the medallion in her line of sight and slowly swaying it back and forth and back and forth while speaking to her in a slow, calming voice, as instructed by the DVD.
"Hypnotism?" She looked at him, rolled her eyes, and sighed. "Pervert. My own brother is a pervert," she immediately said while crossing her arms in front of her chest as if protecting her tits from him groping her. "Why are you trying to hypnotize me? Are you hoping that I'll undress in front of you? Is that it? Are you're hoping to see me naked?"
With the image of his sister's naked body filling his head, he could think of nothing but Emma naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see his sexy sister naked.
"So what if I am? Merely for entertainment purposes, it's just a party game and nothing more," he said calmly albeit defensively. "I really don't think that I can actually hypnotize you. Moreover, you'd never strip naked in front of me unless you wanted to strip naked in front of me," he said hoping that he could hypnotize her and that she would strip naked.
Giving him plenty of attitude with her typical teenager stare, she rolled her eyes and sighed again before making a sour face while looking at him as if he was nuts and, no doubt, at the very least, a pervert.
"You're such a pervert Albert. Truly you are."
"I am not a pervert. I'm just trying to self-educate myself by learning hypnotism," he said defending his desire to hypnotize his sister.
"You are so a pervert. After all the times you tried sneaking peeks of Mom and me dressing and undressing, denied access to our bedrooms and the bathroom by having to lock the doors, now you think that you found the way to see us both naked. Is that it?"
"No, not at all," he said continuing to wave the shiny, magic eye, metal medallion on a shiny silver chain before her eyes.
"Next, after you hypnotize us, you'll be wanting to have sex with our naked bodies," she said laughing at her brother's perversity. "That's incest you know," as if trying to educate him in his forbidden ways while he was already doomed to play in the Devil's playground.
Acting innocent and insulted, he looked at her shocked as if he was insulted by her accusations.
"Eww, too much like incest, I don't want to see either of you naked nor do I want to have sex with either one of you. Gross," he said lying. "Even if you were standing before me naked and begging me for sex, I could never have sex with my sister or with my mother. I just want to see if I can make you believe that you're a chicken," he said lying.
Pursing her lips as if just having just bitten into a lemon, she made that disbelieving face at him again.
"A chicken?" She gave him a disbelieving shrug to go along with her disbelieving look. "I don't have time for this Albert," she said looking at her watch. "Really I don't. I have a date and he'll be here any minute," she said getting up from the table.
Albert pulled her down by the wrist and looked at her with pleading eyes.
"C'mon Emma. Please? It will only take a minute," he said slowly moving the medallion in front of his sister's eyes again. "I have no one to practice with and I need to see if this really works or if I was taken by a scam artist."
She sighed before sitting back down in front of him at the table.
"Albert, you can't hypnotize me. I'm one of those people who can't be hypnotized. People have tried to hypnotize me before and they can't," she said. "Why do you think I'm still a virgin? Every party I've been to, there's been some pervert who's tried to hypnotize me in hopes of getting in my panties."
As if he was deeply and sincerely offended, he looked at her in shocked surprise.
"I can assure you that I'm not trying to get in my own sister's panties. Yuck! Gross," he said waving his hands as if they were two mini stop signs and acting as if he was insulted again by her incestuous accusation. "Give me a little more credit than that Emma," he said lying again. "Just give me a minute to see if I can hypnotize you. I just want to see if I can do it. C'mon, it will be fun."
"Fun for who? Fun for you at my expense," she said.
"Please Emma, please?" He looked at her with pleading eyes.
"Okay. Go ahead," she said folding her arms across her breasts again, rolling her eyes, and giving him a bored look before staring intently at the shiny, magic eye medal medallion on a shiny silver chain. "But I swear to God, Albert, if you are able to hypnotize me and if I awaken naked, I'll kill you."
Albert smiled in readiness to hypnotizing his sexy sister. Raising the shiny, magic eye metal medallion on a shiny silver chain in front of her eyes, he proceeded.
* * * * *
"You're very tired, so very tired. You're eyelids are very heavy, so very heavy," he said speaking in a slow voice with a calming demeanor while staring at his sister to see if she was really under his spell.
"You can't hypnotize me Albert. No one can," she said defiantly.
Not wanting his mother to overhear him hypnotizing his sister, he looked over at his mother sitting in the living room watching television. He spoke in a soft voice and in a voice that was lower than the sound of the television.
"You can barely stay awake. All you want to do is to sleep, sleep, sleep. Close your eyes and sleep Emma, sleep, sleep, sleep."
Emma closed her eyes. Surprising even Albert, she actually looked as if she was under his hypnotic spell of hypnosis but knowing the joker his sister was, no doubt, she was pretending she was hypnotized just to humor him. If indeed she was hypnotized, as if she was sitting there naked already, he could only imagine all the sexy fun that he'd have with his naked sister. If indeed she was hypnotized, he couldn't wait to give her a hypnotic suggestion. If indeed she was hypnotized, he couldn't wait to see his sexy sister naked, naked, naked.
Albert needed a code word for him to give her a hypnotic suggestion and another code word to break the hypnotic suggestion. He found both words when he looked down at the newspaper that was opened to the movie section. He decided to use the word 'Beetlejuice' as his keyword to hypnotize her and the word 'Ghost' as his keyword to snap her out of her hypnotic trance.
Staring and leering at his sister as if she was already sitting across from him naked, he was tempted to reach out his hand to feel his sister's big breasts though her blouse and bra to see if she was really sleeping. He was tempted to finger her big nipples through her blouse and bra to see if he had really hypnotized her. He couldn't wait to squeeze her ass and finger her pussy while kissing her.
She had big tits, nearly as big as his mother's full C or small D cup breasts and he so wanted to touch them, feel them, see them, and suck them. Having lusted over his sexy sister for so long, he so wanted to stick his hand down her low cut blouse and force his hand inside of her bra to feel her breasts and finger her nipples. He so wanted to strip off her blouse and bra and have his wicked, sexual way with his sister's big tits before having his wicked sexual way with her virginal pussy.
In his feeble attempt to determine if his sister was really hypnotized, he so wanted to reach beneath his sister's short skirt and cup her pussy through her panty. With her long, dark hair so shiny and lush, he wondered if his sister's pussy was shaved, trimmed, or bushy. Figuring she was trimmed instead of shaved or bushy, she was still a virgin after all.
Thinking seriously about sliding his hand between her knees and moving it up her shapely thighs, he imagined tracing her pussy slit with his finger before moving her panty aside to rub her clit and to finger fuck her. Oh, my God, already so horny, he had the urge to take her hand and put in on his cock through his pants. He had the urge to unzip himself and stand in front of his sister to see if she'd take his cock in her hand before taking his cock in her mouth. He wondered if the reason why his sister was still a virgin was because she gave hand jobs and/or blowjobs instead.
Only with his mother right there in the living room, and for fear that his sister wasn't really hypnotized, he didn't dare do any of those things. No doubt, with him masturbating later over all that he thought about doing to his sister now, he couldn't wait to be alone with his bad self. For the time being, he had to see if he had really hypnotized his sister or not. Hoping that he had hypnotized her, he gave her the hypnotic keyword.
"When I say the word Beetlejuice, no matter where you are and what you're doing, you will not only have the uncontrollable urge to remove your clothes but, indeed, you will remove your clothes, all of them. You will remove your tight, low cut blouse," he said staring at the impressions her big nipples made in her tight, low cut blouse. "You will remove your short skirt," he said imagining his sister's shapely legs while only wearing her white, bikini panties. "You will remove your plunging bra and you will remove your bikini panty," he said getting her ready for later while imagining his sister removing all of her clothes whenever he got her alone without their mother there.
Truly looking as if she was hypnotized, expecting her to suddenly get up and leave, he couldn't believe his sister was still sitting there with her eyes closed.
"When you hear the word Beetlejuice Emma, you will strip naked."
Just as he said that a car horn sounded. Flustered into acting fast, not even having a chance to give her the keyword ghost to snap her out of her hypnotic trance and forgetting to give his sister the keyword to release her from her hypnotic trance, her date was already here.
"Shit," he said quickly removing his sister from her no doubt pretend trance. "When I snap my fingers you will awake refreshed and relaxed and won't remember a thing."
Yet, even though he was about to awaken her, he still hadn't give her the keyword, 'Ghost' to release her from her hypnotic trance. Too late, as soon as he snapped his fingers, his sister opened her eyes.



"I told you that you can't hypnotize me. I told you," she smiled her mean, little bitchy smile. "No one can hypnotize me. Lots of people have tried before," she said, blab, blab, blab, his sister never stopped talking.
So self-centeredly selfish, with the two most used words coming out of her mouth being I and me, it was always about her.
"Thanks for allowing me to try," said Albert depressed that he was unable to hypnotize his sister.
"I have to go. I won't be late Mom," she said to her mother before running out the door. "Bye."
* * * * *
Feeling like a failure and the loser that he was for believing that he could hypnotize anyone, especially his sister, he was saddened that he was unable to hypnotize his sister. He would have liked to have seen her naked. He would have enjoyed touching and feeling her naked body. He so wished that he could have sex with her. Only, she had a date and besides, with his mother sitting there in the living room, even if he had hypnotized his sister, there was nothing that he could do with his sister with his mother watching. If he had hypnotized his sister enough to get her naked, how would he ever explain to his mother why Emma was sitting there without her clothes?
Now having regrets that he didn't take sexual advantage of his sister, with her sitting there within his horny reach with her eyes closed, he wished he had touched and felt her breasts while he had the chance but he didn't. At the very least, he should have gotten down on his hands and knees under the dining room table to peer up her short skirt at her panties. Feeling that he had wasted his money and still had the second payment to make with his credit card, he felt that he was duped into thinking that it was that easy to hypnotize someone, anyone, when obviously it wasn't. A hundred bucks down the drain, with the hopes of hypnotizing his sister, he wasted his money.
Only, when he walked in the living room to share his disappointment with his mother, his mother had her eyes closed. Was she napping or did he hypnotize her instead of his sister? He looked at her sitting there bolt upright as if she was watching TV with her eyes closed. With her so motionless, he studied her to see if she was still breathing.
To be continued...
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Unbeknownst to one another, Susan has sex with her son.
Paying her no never mind that she wasn't a medical professional but instead reads a lot, Steven looked at her in the way Susan imagined him looking at his mother. Already aware that he had a thing for having sex with his adoptive mother, unable to tell without him confessing, she wondered how far he's gone or would be willing to go in seducing his adoptive mother. Being that he was only nineteen-years-old, still just a child really, she suspected that he wasn't sexually sophisticated and/or experienced enough to seduce his adoptive mother. Too much of a line to cross to sample the forbidden fruits of incest, she figured that he hadn't gotten that far in seducing his adoptive mother at all.
Most men just fantasize about having sex with their mothers while masturbating over the thoughts of seeing their mothers naked and/or having sex with them. Most men, even though they think they'd have sex with their mothers, step-mothers, and adoptive mothers if the opportunity presented itself, they wouldn't. Even though they routinely masturbate over the thoughts of having sex with their mothers, step-mothers, and/or adoptive mothers, they'd never have sex with their mothers even if offered sex by their willing mother. A forbidden line they'd never cross, be it for reasons of religion or for unacceptable social behavior, most people have limitations in what they do or wouldn't do when it comes to sex, especially when it comes to the taboo of having incestuous sex with a blood related relative.
"I like role playing too," she said. "If that's what gets you more aroused and if that's what gets you off, there's no harm done. I don't see anything wrong with me pretending to be your mother while I pretend that you're my son," she said watching for his reaction to her words. "It doesn't bother me in the least if you pretend that I'm your mother. It doesn't bother me in the least with you pretending that you're having sex with your mother instead having sex with me. And it doesn't bother me in the least if you call me mom, mommy, and/or mother, instead of Susan."
Suddenly with her expressed permission to continue their role playing game, he obviously became more sexually excited. No doubt, by her offer to agree to continue to play the role of his mother, whomever she was, he seemed ready to play the role of her son. Furthermore, perhaps by her acceptance of having him call her mom, mommy, and/or mother instead of Susan, ignited a flame that burned deep within him. Only, he was so young. Barely of legal age, she's never had sex with someone so very young. Indeed, having sex with him, she'd feel like the sexual predator that she is. Yet, being that he was so young and possibly so sexually inexperienced, she could teach him a few things. Without doubt, she'd give him a memory that he'd never forget.
"So tell me Mom," he said putting a finger to her low cut top. He pulled her top down and forward enough to give him a great down blouse of her cleavage and bra.
She watched him peering down her blouse. As if playing peek-a-boo with her tits, it was erotically more sexually exciting to have a man tease her while taking his time undressing her. Expecting him to stuff his hand down her blouse and bra to cup her tits while fingering her nipples, she suspected that he's always wanted to do what he was doing now to her to his adoptive mother or to his real mother, whomever she was. He let go of her blouse and allowed her to close the fun bag playground by allowing her to put her hand there.
"Tell me. I want to know. Other than your son, who do you pretend I am?"
Tit for tat, he shocked her with his question. As if he had some insight into her, that was a weird question for him to ask of her. Why would he even care who she pretended he was when having sex with him?
Typically her romantic encounters were all about the men getting what they wanted sexually and never about her. Typically, she always had to break convention of sucking men's cocks for them to give her an orgasm with their mouth and with their cocks before they ejaculated in her mouth and/or in her pussy. Typically, it was men who wanted to be sexually satisfied first, but Susan wouldn't have any of that. For her to give men what they wanted, a blowjob, she had to be sexually satisfied first. Breaking her character as his mother to play her own role as the woman still in love with the man who deflowered her more than twenty years ago, she thought about Steven.
"Oh, just some man I knew a long time ago," she said with sadness while eager to change the subject. "Let's have sex, shall we?"
Wishing he never started this avenue of conversation with her, he was ruining her sexual mood. Normally not having any conversation before, during, and after having sex, if she was going to talk about anything, she'd much rather talk about him than to reveal anything about her. Truth be told, she didn't like talking about herself, especially at a time like this when they were about to get naked and sweaty. Just like all the rest, she wished he'd just shut the fuck up and give him an orgasm. Only, he wasn't like the rest, he was different.
"What was his name?"
He looked at her as if he was really interested to know and she felt compelled to answer him. Only she wasn't comfortable with him persisting in this line of questioning. Never forgetting him, a name she wrote hundreds of times while endlessly doodling and forever thinking about him, it's been years since she uttered his name out loud.
"Steven," she said, "but I'd rather not talk about him. I'd rather talk about you," she said lying. "I'd much rather talk about us." Truth be told, she'd much rather not talk at all.
He looked at her as if he had won the jackpot.
"Steven? That's my name too," he said.
Wanting to flee from him and from here for him holding up a mirror to her in the way that she's held up a mirror to so very many different men, she looked at him with uncomfortableness. He was ruining her sexual mood. He was ruining everything. How dare he?
"I know," she said with sadness. "I'm well aware that Steven is your name but, if you don't mind, I'd rather we not talk while having sex and especially not talk about him. Actually, instead of talking, I'd rather you just silently pretended that I'm your mother while I silently pretended that you're my son. Okay?"
Still fully dressed, normally by now, she would have stripped herself naked. Normally by now, he would have been naked too. Obviously, allowing it to get in the way, she was put off because he was so very young.
"Okay, no problem. I was just trying to break the ice a little by easing into the sex," he said.
Break the ice? What ice? He was dawdling in delaying the sexual experience. With her sitting in his apartment willing, ready, and able to have sex with him, the only chill in the room was created by him asking her about Steven. She looked at him and smiled in the way that she imagined his mother or his adoptive mother would smile at him for saying something so innocent.
"Trust me," she said. "I have no ice needing to be broken and/or melted for that matter. If anything, I'm boiling hot for you. I'm seething with sexual passion. Fuck me Steven. Fuck me. Fuck your mother as if I were really her. Show me how much you want your mother by giving me an orgasm and making me cum," she said wrapping her arm around his neck, pulling him to her, and giving him a deep, wet, long, lingering kiss.
Perhaps with him obviously needing a baseball bat over the head for her to get her point across that she was ready for sex and was there only for sex and not conversation, he seemed a bit dense that she chalked up to his youth and naiveté. Just shut the fuck up and fuck me, she wanted to say to him but didn't. For some weird reason, something she never did and/or enjoyed doing with any young man, she enjoyed talking to him. Actually, the type of man she preferred, handsome, young, dumb, and hard bodied with a stiff prick, he'd ideally fit her role as her perfect sexual partner if only he'd stop talking. If anything, a first time for everything, she actually enjoyed pretending that he was her son instead of just another young man she met at the bar.
"May I undress you?" He looked at her with a look of hope as if expecting her to say no.
'May you undress me? Duh? Tick tock, she looked at her watch. It's about time you did,' she thought to herself but didn't say out loud.
"Actually, I'd rather you not ask my permission to undress me. With you the man and me the woman, I'd rather you just start undressing me while kissing me, touching me, and feeling me through my clothes. I'd rather you be the aggressive man that you are instead of being the teenage boy that you no longer are. I dare say that once I make you a real man by having my wicked way with your young, hard body," she said with a dirty laugh, "you'll never ask a woman's permission to undress her and/or to have sex with her again. You'll just take what you want.
He moved closer to her and took her in his arms to kiss her while feeling her tits through her blouse and bra. Then, breaking off the kiss, he took a step back to unbutton her blouse. Obviously he wanted to see what he was unwrapping. Looking down at what each unbuttoned button exposed before unbuttoning the next button, he touched, felt, and kissed her while undressing her.
Normally, she would have been naked and in bed by now. Normally, he would have been positioned between her legs and licking her pussy by now. Normally, as if she was in a race instead of a marathon, as soon as she had her wicked, sexual way with his young, hard body, she'd be on her way out the door and home. Yet, surprisingly for the first time, she wasn't in a rush. For the first time, she more enjoyed the foreplay than she looked forward to the actual sexual act of him giving her an orgasm.
Finally unbuttoning the last button of her blouse, she helped him remove her blouse. Taking his sweet time as if he was a nervous, drunken groom and she was his blushing, virginal bride on his Honeymoon, he stared down at her bra clad breasts before touching them, feeling them, and fondling them through her bra. Obviously by the sexually excited look on his face, he liked her tits.
"Wow! You have big tits," he said.
She looked down at her breasts before looking up at him staring at her breasts.
"I do," she said and already bored that he stated the obvious.
Touching and feeling the tops of her breasts, he stuck a finger inside of her bra to finger her nipples, first one and then the other. Then cupping her tits in his hands, he fingered the impressions her nipples made in her bra before stepping behind her to unhook her bra. Leaving her bra in place, he continued feeling her big tits through her unhooked bra. Definitely, it was more erotically arousing to be slowly stripped than to strip herself naked within a minute or two. Then, slowly removing each bra strap as if he was undressing her while she slept, he removed the cups from her breasts.
"You're so very beautiful Mom and I just love your big tits," he said filling his hands with her breasts. He fingered her nipples before he leaned his head down to suck her tits.
"Thank you," she said putting a gentle hand to the back of his head and pulling him closer before turning her head away to roll her eyes. "I'm glad you like Mommies breasts."
Yet, even though she was seemingly acting bored by his sexual naiveté, there was something more exotically sexual that she felt in allowing a nineteen-year-old boy of a man to touch, feel, fondle, and suck her breasts. For the first time and weird that she'd feel that way, indeed, she felt like a mother having sex with her son. Had she kept her baby boy, he could have been her son. Only, if he was her son, she didn't think she'd ever have sex with him.
Nonetheless, in the way that so many men have enjoyed the incestuous fantasy of pretending that they were having sex with their mother, for the first time, she was enjoying the incestuous fantasy of pretending that she was having sex with her son. For the first time, she more enjoyed the seduction of him slowly undressing her while touching, feeling, and kissing her than she was looking forward to the actual sexual act. For the first time, she suspected that she wanted Steven in the role as her son than he wanted her in the role of his mother. Obviously, indeed he wanted her in the role as his mother but sharing his incestuous sexual fantasy, she was charting new sexual ground.
* * * * *
Not wasting any more precious time undressing, they helped one another quickly strip naked and as soon as they stripped off their clothes and as soon as she climbed on his bed, he mounted her. Being that he was so young, not wanting to turn him off, she didn't ask him to give her oral sex. Yet, not wanting him to cum inside of her, the last thing she wanted was to have his son. She stopped him to reach for her pocketbook and to retrieve a condom to protect herself from him by covering his cock in latex. Slowing it down by taking her time affixing the condom, she didn't want him to give her a slam bam thank you ma'am kind of sexual encounter with him ejaculating before giving her an orgasm. Already, he was so very sexually excited, too sexually excited, the most sexually excited she's seen a man before having sex. When she reached down to direct his hard cock inside of her, as soon as she wrapped her fingers around his stiff prick, he nearly ejaculated.
"Oh, my God. This is just too damn fast. I'm cumming," he said. "Maybe because of the fantasy of thinking that I'm having sex with my adoptive mother instead of with you, a beautiful woman that I just met at the bar, is making me too sexually excited."
Happening all too often with young men who have no control over their sexual excitement, she sighed her sexual frustration. Needing to take control of him by playing the part of his sexually frustrated, adoptive mother, she knew once she scolded him that would be enough to cum his sexual excitement. Obviously, he needed to be shown who was in control.
"Don't you dare cum before I've had my orgasm," she said with anger. In order to get his attention and to rattle him from pleasure to pain, she grabbed him by a handful of his hair and pulled hard. "How dare you cum before me, your mother? Don't cum yet. Do you hear me? Control yourself. Hold!" Then, to delay him from cumming, she reached down and squeezed his balls hard enough for him to have second thoughts about cumming. "I'll tell you when to cum," she said slapping him hard across his face.
Seemingly, his cock hardened in her hand when she slapped his face. Maybe he likes that sort of rough treatment, she thought. Maybe his adopted mother slaps him like that. Not wanting to waste another minute with him talking being that he was already to cum, she rolled him over and mounted him.
This time fucking him harder and deeper albeit slower, she was determined to have her orgasm before he was no longer any good to her. Having never gone a week without having an orgasm, she didn't think that she could. With her big breasts bouncing up and down and swaying from side to side, he reached up and took hold of them in his hands to finger her nipples. Then when she stared down at him while she imagined that she was having sex with Steven twenty years ago, she felt the heat of her orgasm beginning to consume her. She was the one pretending now. Being that he looked so much like him, a younger version of him, she pretended that he was her Steven. Reaching the point of no return, right there at the precipice of cumming, determined to have her orgasm, she fucked him harder and she fucked him faster.
"Oh, my God. I've never had sex like this before in my life. You are amazing Mom," he said.
"Yes, that's it. Pretend that I'm your mother. Don't cum in Mommy yet. Hold. Wait until Mommy has her orgasm. Your job is to sexually pleasure your mother. You wouldn't want to disappoint your mother by not giving her an orgasm, would you?"
"No, mother. Don't worry. I'll wait to cum until you're ready to cum," he said.
Hoping he could hold just a little bit longer, she continued her role play as his mother while knowing full well that was what he needed.
"Oh, oh, oh baby," she said fucking him harder and humping him faster. "That's it. Right there. Hump me harder. Fuck me Steven. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me Steven. Fuck me. That's it. Fuck your mother. Fuck me baby. Gees, I'm cumming. I'm cumming. I'm going to cum," she said.
"I love you Mommy," he said in a low whisper.
Nearly knocking her out of her orgasm, his words startled her. Many men have said the same thing to her before, "I love you Mommy." Yet, coming from his lips, the words somehow meant more to her. Lost in between two worlds, thinking of him as the Steven, the love of her life and thinking of him as the son she gave up for adoption, she was torn. Lost in the fantasy of thinking that he was her son, how could she have sex with her son? What kind of mother is she to fuck her son? If it wasn't for his cock giving her so very much pleasure, she would have been sad enough to burst into tears. Yet, his sentiment of love so bittersweet while she was having the intense heat of her orgasm, she was stuck in limbo while being pulled back from Heaven to deliver her to Hell.
"Oh, yeah, that's it. I'm cumming. You may cum now too, if you'd like and if you're ready. Oh baby, that feels so good," she said when she felt him shoot his warmth inside of her through his condom. "That was good Steven. That was so good. My God that was so very good," she said leaning down to him to kiss him before rolling off of him.
* * * * *
Every time she called him Steven, the name evoked a memory. Every time she called him Steven, she thought of her original lover and not of him. In the way that she pretended that he was Steven, she remembered what it was like to have sex with Steven twenty years ago. How wonderful things would have been if she was born twenty years earlier and they met then? How wonderful it would have been had he married her instead of his wife? How joyous it would have been if this Steven really was her son and her lover Steven was his father? Only with Steven's unsatisfied penchant for younger women, if she was born twenty years earlier, he would have rejected her for one of his younger students in the way that he rejected his wife for her.
* * * * *
A sad truth that she hated to admit, Steven was nothing more than a degenerate pig. A man who used his office not only to teach young women but also to deflower them, he took advantage of young, innocent women then in the way that she takes advantage of young, horny men now. Yet, admittedly, it's much different when an older woman takes sexually advantage of a young man that it is when an older man takes advantage of a young women, especially if that woman is a virgin in the way that she was when she met Steven. He used her. Even though she professed her love for him, he didn't love her.
If only he knew that his baby boy is out there somewhere, now a nineteen-year-old man, she wondered what he'd say to that. With her not telling him that she was pregnant and with her not aborting the baby, she wondered if he'd be angry that she carried her son to term before giving him up for adoption. She wondered if he'd want to find his son in the way that she's curious about finding her son now. Never thinking much about him before, she's been too busy with the feelings of her patients to consider her own feelings and that of her abandoned son. Now that she's here with a boy of a man who looks so much like Steven and who reminds her of the son she gave up for adoption, after feeling so good having had an orgasm, she's never felt so bad.



* * * * *
Unceremoniously removing his cock from her cunt was as if she was removing a plunger from a sink. With him so deep inside of her and with her so very sticky wet, the suction between them was quite severe and strong enough for her to have some difficulty pulling away from him. As if they were two dogs in heat, they worked to pull themselves free. Finally free of him, not basking in the afterglow, saddened by her thoughts of Steven and by the baby she had forsaken, she climbed off of him and off of his bed. Eager to flee, she grabbed a few tissues from the nightstand, wiped herself, and discarded the tissues in his bucket. Then, expecting it and waiting for it, he said something that they all say.
"Can I see you again next week?"
If she had a dollar every time a man asked her that question, she'd have a stack of money. Actually, being that she's sucked and fucked more than 350 young men, she'd have more than three hundred and fifty dollars, not so much. Three hundred and fifty dollars was worth an hour of her time that she gave to patients to help with their emotional problems. Obviously, she was the one who needed help now with her emotional problems. Only, twisted and torn, he was so different than any man she had bedded before and part of her wanted to say yes to seeing him again. He was such a beautiful boy of a man.
"See me again?" She looked at him as if he was nuts. Then, with the sad eyes of a mother forsaking her son again, she looked at him as if she wanted to say yes. "I don't think so," she said caving a little bit. Hurriedly she started dressing quicker than she undressed.
"Are you married? Is that why you can't see me again? If you are married, I understand and I promise to be discreet," he said with persevering with pathetic eyes.
Always figuring she had made the right choice, marriage over career and psychiatrist over mother, she wasn't so certain of it now. Having played the role of a mother so often and with so very many different men, she would have made a good mother. Actually, somewhat telling that she played the mother while thinking that she was doing that for the men when, possibly, she was playing that extended role for herself. She looked at him lying there looking at her so hopeful that she'd stay and/or agree to seeing him again.
"No," she said suddenly wanting to take him home with her as if he was her son.
As if he was indeed her son, not wanting to abandon him again, she didn't want to leave. Suddenly, no doubt in the same way that Jennifer Lopez nurtures and counsels her 20 year younger than she is lover, she wanted to nurture him instead of having sex with him. Wanting to hold him against her breasts, she wanted to mother him. She wanted to shower him with affection and with gifts as if he truly was her son even though she knew in her heart that he wasn't.
So lost and so lonely, it took this boy of a man for her to see all that she's given up to be a Harvard trained psychiatrist. How can she possibly help anyone, when she can't even help herself? It took this nineteen-year-old child of a man for her to see how ridiculous her life has become with her having weekly sex with anonymous, young men. It's time she put Steven behind her. It's time she found someone else to love and someone who would love her back, so that she could move on with her life.
She looked at him again. Of course, she'd have sex with him again too but for some reason, perhaps because he was so young and perhaps because he reminded her so much of Steven, he brought out her motherly feelings. Feelings that she's put aside and denied for the sake of her education and career, she suddenly had now with him. What was that all about, she wondered? Why was he doing this to her?
Yet, just as she couldn't imagined playing his mother, she couldn't imagine herself playing the subordinate housewife while waiting for her husband to come home and pretend to care for their children. Never a cold bitch before, she had become not only a cold bitch now but also a bold bitch after Steven dumped her. Yet, with this young Steven, as if he was her opportunity to make things right by mothering him, albeit incestuously mothering him in a sexual way, she suddenly wanted to stay. She wanted to be the mother he never had and she wanted him to be the son she abandoned. Only, when she analyzed her thoughts as a psychiatrist would, it was all so ridiculous.
"Are you in a serious relationship?"
Not even having a cat or a dog to keep her company, other than her Saturday night sex with a new young man each week, the only serious relationship she had was with her work.
"No," she said suddenly sad that she had no one in her life.
"Do you have a son?"
A son? Ha! She had a son. If she had kept the son she had with Steven, she imagined him looking just like the naked man before her. If she had kept the son she had with Steven, no doubt, he would be him. The only child she had, someone so precious and so lost, she abandoned him to save herself by putting him up for adoption. Why did she do that? How could she do that?
Now she wished she hadn't given her baby away when Steven impregnated her. If she still had her baby, her son would be about the same age as Steven. Surprised that she hasn't met someone like him sooner, this was a sick joke being played on her to make her feel that she had made a colossal mistake in choosing her education and career over caring for her child. Something she couldn't envision before, she could clearly see now. She could have had a normal life without Steven, a life with her son beside her. Maybe the reason she met Steven twenty years ago was to have her son. Only, not seeing it that way before and too late to fix it now, she can clearly see it things that way now.
"I don't have any children," she said with sadness while wanting to tell him about the baby she put up for adoption.
Always wanting children before and thinking that she'd marry Steven, have children, and live happily ever after, he destroyed her dream when he broke up with her. She always wanted a dog but, not fair to the dog, with her always working late and disappearing for hours every Saturday night, she was never home. Now her life is her patients and Saturday night sex.
"Then I don't understand. Why can't I see you again?"
Certainly good looking and young enough, he wasn't that good looking or that young enough that she'd want to see him again when there were a thousand other men just like him and better. Actually, kidding herself, he was that good looking and that young enough that she'd want to see him again and again. Moreover, there was just something about him that was so different from any other young man that she bedded. As if she had known her before and as if he was her son in another life, there was something about him that she liked. As if he was her missing piece, someone who could make her whole again, there was something about him that she loved.
There was something about him that made her want to break her rule and see him again. There was something about him that, for the first time since she's been having sex with men on a Saturday night, made her want a more permanent relationship with him. Yet, other than for sex, why would someone like him want someone like her? Twenty-two years older than him, she was old enough to be his mother. Why would he entangle his life with her? No doubt, they'll be another young, handsome man next Saturday night. Without a doubt, just like him who pretended that he was having sex with his mother while fucking her, they'll be another young man wanting to take her home with him.
"Seeing one another again is not a good idea and doesn't work for me," she said with coldness as if he was asking her for another appointment for therapy instead of asking her for sex.
Only, with something holding her there, she didn't want to leave. She suddenly had that panicked feeling that a mother has when she loses sight of her child in a store. He was here with her now but if she left him, she knew that she'd never see him again. She knew that if she left him that she'd have an anxiety attack while thinking that she made the wrong decision of abandoning him in the way that she abandoned her baby boy twenty years ago. Yet, just as she was educated enough to know that one had nothing to do with the other, she was educated enough to know that one exactly had to do with the other.
Undeniably, she wanted to have sex with him again and again. Undeniably, having never taken a permanent lover before, since Steven, she was thinking about taking one with him now. In the way that he pretended that she was his mother, with him physically reminding her of Steven anyway, she wanted to pretend that he was Steven. She wanted to pretend that she was that innocent, virginal, college coed again. She wanted to pretend that this was her second chance at love. She wanted to pretend that he truly was her son. Only, such torture to do that to herself, she couldn't pretend that any man was Steven or was her son, even this man who reminded her so much of her lost love and her abandoned baby boy.
"Okay," he said seemingly accepting her answer without feeling the obvious rejection of it.
She dumped her stuff in her purse before looking around the room to see if she had left anything behind.
"Okay cowboy. I'm done with this little rodeo. Adieus amigo," she said getting ready to leave.
As if she was a prostitute leaving her John at a rented hotel room, she put her hand to the doorknob.
To be continued...
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Dean manipulates his wife for her to unknowingly flash his friends her naked body.
"Thanks for coming," said Dean standing at the front door as his three friends left his house. "Bye. Drive safe. I'll see you all at work tomorrow," he said waving while talking louder than necessary to make sure that his wife, Kim, knew that his friends were finally leaving.
Only, as part of their prearranged, sinister and sexy plan, instead of getting in their cars and driving away, the three men, Bob, Jim, and Michael, quietly and quickly walked down the driveway to the backyard. As if they were second story burglars hiding in the dark shadows of the night, they silently crept up the steps and all stood on Dean's back deck in the dark while waiting for Kim's sexy, striptease show. Ever so quietly, not talking and trying not to make a sound that would alert Kim that they were there waiting to watch her undress, they made themselves comfortable in readiness for her striptease show. The three men moved their chairs in a tight semi-circle in front of the deck door to sit silently in the dark while waiting for Kim, Dean's shapely wife, to make her sexy appearance.
Already planned in advance by her husband, this wasn't Kim's idea to show her naked body to her husband's friends. Oh, no. Not by a longshot. Truth be told, thinking that they had already left for home, she didn't even know that his three friends were out on their back deck sitting in the dark while waiting to watch her undress. If she knew her husband had arranged this little X-rated, striptease show, she'd be pissed.
Having always wanted to show Kim's naked body to his friends, this was Dean's idea to show his friends his wife naked. He's the one who approached his friends with the idea of peeping on his wife while she was undressing and stripping herself naked in readiness for bed. Just as much as his friends would, no doubt, become sexually excited watching Kim strip naked, Dean knew that he'd become sexually aroused watching his friends watching his wife undress.
He's the one who wanted them all to see Kim naked. He's the one who got off on exposing his wife to men, especially when she didn't know she was being so nakedly exposed. Naked, naked, naked, Dean was so very excited to finally show his friends his naked wife. Naked, naked, naked, without her knowing that his friends were all there waiting to see her naked, Kim was about to strip herself naked.
* * * * *
"It's late, well past midnight and I'm tired," said Kim looking at her watch and yawning. "Now that your friends are finally gone," she said looking at her husband and giving him a sexy look. "I'm going to go up and get ready for bed," she said with an inebriated little hiccup and a loud yawn after picking up the kitchen, recycled empty beer bottles, and tossed out the remaining stale chips and pretzels.
"Good night honey," said Dean getting up from his easy chair in the living room to give his wife a smooch on the lips while grabbing a handful of one of her big tits.
Feeling her quiver, he fingered her nipple through her blouse and bra. When he touched her in that sexual way, she looked up at him and gave him the eye. Encouraged by her sexy look, when she didn't swat her hand away to declare that she had a headache, he reached around behind her to grope and squeeze her shapely ass, a move that always culminated with him reaching around the front of her to slide a practiced hand between up her short skirt and in between her legs. He cupped her pussy through her panty before moving a slow, firm, and experienced finger along her pussy slit. Releasing her as if promising to have sex with her later, he always touched her, felt her, and groped her as if he owned her sweet ass and as far as he was concerned, he did.
Definitely Kim was stacked. Yet, when most men would be enamored with her beautiful breasts, if Dean had one favorite body part of her to pick, it was his wife's ass. There was just something so erotic to walk behind her while staring at her sexy ass while knowing that his wife belonged to him. Proud of the way that she looked, moved, and carried herself, he loved it when she shook her tight, little, shapely ass as if it was powered by a hidden battery. As if she was dancing to music instead of walking while shopping, so full of herself and with her no doubt thinking that she's all that and a bag of chips, he loved how she could shake that thing when she was walking through the mall.
"Aren't you coming to bed?" Giving him that sexy look again that told him that she wanted to suck him before he fucked out her brains, she yawned again while turning to look at him.
No mistaking her meaning, she gave him that come hither look that told him that she was horny, ready, and willing to have sex. Sex, sex, sex, obviously, in the way she looked at him and in the way that she asked him if he was coming to bed, she wanted him to come to bed. Difficult to misjudge her intent, she gave him that sexy look that told him that she wanted sex. The same look that she gave him more than ten years ago when they first met at a concert, she gave him that look that told him that she wanted to suck and fuck. After spending the night teasing his friends with sexy up skirts peeks and forbidden down blouse views that were obviously coerced and encouraged by her husband, no doubt she was ready for love. Only, not ready to come to bed and forsaking Kim for something more sexually exciting than being in bed naked with her, Dean had a different plans. Unbeknownst to Kim, he had another agenda.
* * * * *
He gave his wife the same look of sexual anticipation that he gives her when he's about to expose her to passersby at the mall, to unsuspecting men at the park, on the beach, at the movies, and/or to truckers and tollbooth attendants on the road. Quickly looking away from her, he didn't want her to recognize his look. He didn't want her to suspect what he had planned for the voyeuristic pleasure of his friends upstairs in their bedroom. With her already telling him that she didn't want him to expose her naked body to his horny friends, he knew that he'd be walking on thin ice if she was to discover that he was planning to do just that now.
Keeping this flash of her naked body a secret and to himself, fearing that she wouldn't go through with it, he didn't want her to know that he was up to no good. He didn't want her to know that he was about to flash her naked body to his friends. With boundless opportunities to flash Kim's body readily available, the world was his oyster in his endless exhibitionism and voyeurism of his sexy wife. Having routinely flashed her lingerie clad body hundreds of times, and occasionally flashing her topless body too, and with her so steadfastly against it, this is the first time that he'd be flashing his wife naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait for his friends to see Kim naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see the lustful reactions on his friends faces when seeing Kim naked.
"You go ahead Kim. I'm not sleepy yet. I'm going to watch some TV," said Dean turning on the TV but muting the sound while listening for his wife to leave. Not wanting to look at her, unable to contain his sexual excitement, he didn't want to make her suspicious of his secret intentions. As if she could read his mind, and most times she could, she always knew when he was about to do something diabolical and something that included her flashing someone. "I'll be up in a little while. I want to get the highlights of the games that I missed."
Yet, in the way that he was proud enough of his wife's body to flash her to other men, what man would allow a woman as beautiful and as sexy as she obviously was to go to bed alone? What man would allow his beautiful, sexy wife to go to bed without a man there to warm her and pleasure her, especially when she gave him the eye, especially when he knew she was horny, and especially when he knew she wanted sex? The answer to those questions was a man who was more interested in flashing her naked body than he was in having sex with her naked body.
Especially when she's had a little too much to drink, and especially after she gave him that sexy, come hither look, he knew that she not only wanted sex but was expecting sex as her reward for obediently flashing his friends her underwear all night. For sure, able to hump her mouth before pounding her pussy, this is his golden opportunity to get all the sex that he wanted from her. Only, he'd have to go upstairs with her now and abandon his friends on the back deck waiting for her to strip naked. For the sake of his friends seeing her naked, no man in his right mind would ever turn her down for sex but he just did.
Yet, having been there and done that, seemingly bored with having sex with Kim, unimaginable by anyone who has never experienced Kim's naked body in bed, he wanted something different. He wanted something more than just the same old, same old. As his way to ease her into participating in the swinging lifestyle, he wanted to flash her naked body to his three, best friends. Not only did he want his wife to have sex with his friends but also he wanted his wife to have sex with a multitude of men. Men, men, men, he wanted to watch his wife having sex with men.
What he wants from her is not active sex but passive sex in her unwittingly showing his friends her naked body. What he wants from her is for her to satisfy his sexual fetish for exhibitionism and voyeurism when showing her body to other men. What he wants is to watch her having sex with other men.
Most times when flashing her body to men, they flash unsuspecting men. It's the stares, the leers, and the total look of shocked surprise that gets his motor running. Most times, he flashes his wife while making it appear accidental. Most times, his wife not only knows that he's flashing her but has agreed, albeit reluctantly, in advance to him flashing her. Tonight, her flashing herself naked was planned in advance and the men being flashed were expecting to see Kim naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait for his three horny friends to see his sexy wife naked.
"Okay, suit yourself. Only, turn down the heat and take the dog out to pee before coming up to bed," she said. "Good night."
"Good night sweetheart. Sweet dreams," he said.
* * * * *
Quietly and sneakily, he stepped out of the living room and peeked around the corner to watch his wife walk up the stairs. He loved watching her behind from behind. As if she was an Olympic gymnast, a champion ice skater, and/or a competitive swimmer, and she once was all of those, she had such a sweet ass. If she was to rate her ass on a scale of ten, her ass was a ten and the rest of her wasn't so bad either.
As if she was the Girl from Ipanema, she walked as if she was dancing a slow Samba. As if she was his beautiful angel ascending the steps to Heaven, he watched his shapely wife slowly walk upstairs to their bedroom. As if she was ascending the Mayan steps to be sacrificed on the altar for the God of Mercy to save their city and their people, she was so very special.
Boom, chicka boom, chicka boom, boom, boom, she walked with as if there was a sound machined imbedded in her ass. He never tired of staring at her round, firm ass even after being married to her for ten years. As if being mesmerized by the rolling waves of the ocean, while staring at her rolling buttocks, he loved staring at her shapely ass moving from one side to the other side as she climbed the stairs. In the sexy way that she looked and the sensual way she moved, a woman who had breasts large enough and cleavage long enough, she could do a bra commercial. With her height and long lines, she could work as a fit, swimsuit, or lingerie model, instead she was his wife. The only thing missing from her was her official designation of being a MILF were her Victoria Secret's wings. Yet, it was her shapely, sexy ass that he was more attracted to than her breasts.
With her having had one too much to drink, and with him encouraging her to drink more so that she wouldn't notice anything awry or suspicious up in their bedroom, he watched her holding on to the stairway rail while slowly walking upstairs. As soon as she made her way to the second floor landing, he listened for her to go in the bathroom to take off her makeup. No doubt, knowing how she felt about her good looks, especially her pretty face, she'd be more pissed that his friends would see her without her makeup than seeing her without her clothes. No doubt, if he went up there now, so ready and so willing, she'd give him hot sex, more than he could handle.
Yet, too private and too personal, he didn't want his friends seeing him naked in the way that he wanted his friends to see his wife naked. Moreover, if he was in bed having sex with his wife, he'd have to extinguish the lights and chances are, once her eyes grew accustomed to the dark, she may be able to see his friends sitting outside on their back deck. Moreover, his friends wouldn't be able to see his naked wife as well in the dark as they could with the bedroom light illuminating her beautiful body. Besides not wanting to prolong them being out on the back deck, being that his friends were all a little drunk, they'd make a noise that she'd no doubt hear. Further and an odd thing for a man to want when he has a hot wife like her, but he'd rather be sitting out there with his friends than being in his bedroom with his naked wife. Oddly and surprisingly enough, he'd rather be there with them to see the reaction his friends had to seeing Kim naked than being there in bed and having sex with her.
Yet, another man would rather be in bed with his wife, especially when their wife is a woman like her, than to be out on the deck with inebriated men. Moreover, another man would never disrespect his wife by allowing his friends to see his women naked. Furthermore, another man would protect his wife from the lustful perversions, degenerate leers, and depraved stares of men who just want her for sex, as he once did. Being that he was married to her, another man would appreciate what he has than risking losing his wife by flashing her naked body against her knowledge and against her will to his friends for the selfish, sexual pleasure of himself. With him taking advantage of his naked wife by flashing her, embarrassing her, and humiliating her, a divorce attorney would be chomping at the bit to bring this case to divorce court.
* * * * *
As soon as he heard the bathroom door close, eager to get the party started, he turned down the heat and took the dog out front to pee instead of out back. He let the dog back inside before the dog could smell his friends sitting up on the back deck behind the house. Then, once the dog was in bed, he went out to the kitchen to grab some beers from the refrigerator and to meet his friends sitting on the back deck in readiness for Kim's sexy, albeit impromptu, surprise, striptease show.
"She's in the bathroom now taking off her makeup," said Dean. "I can't wait until you guys see Kim naked."
"I can't wait to see Kim naked," said Bob.
"Me too," said Jim.
"I'll be masturbating tonight over all that she's showing and all that I'll be seeing," said Michael with a dirty laugh.
"Okay, now, no talking. You guys have to be quiet so that she doesn't know that we're out here," said Dean.
Several minutes later, Kim walked in her bedroom oblivious that the drape that led out to the deck was pushed open just enough to the side to give her husband and his three drunken friends a clear view of her undressing. Once the bedroom light was on, with them having a good view inside the bedroom, unless they moved around outside or talked, she wouldn't be able to see or hear them through the sliding glass door with the reflection of her own image. With them having an unobstructed view of the bedroom from the back deck door, to the bedroom door, and to the bed, it didn't take Dean opening the curtain very much for them to see Kim in all of her splendid, naked glory.
As if they were watching paint dry or watching a baseball game mindlessly take forever to play, concentrating their focus on the twelve inch opening in the drape, their eyes were glued to the door in the way that it would be to the screen if the four men were watching a porn movie. They stared at the small opening in the curtain while waiting for Kim to make her sexy, nightly appearance. Then, not to be disappointed, with a click of the light switch on, the bedroom light illuminated her as if she was an actress on stage. No doubt thinking that she was alone, she walked around her bedroom getting ready for bed.
"Showtime!"
* * * * *
Now that she turned on the bedroom light and with her a little drunk and not noticing the open drape, she was oblivious to being watched, lusted over, and ogled. Rather than being out on the deck looking inside, but for her husband, any of these men would much rather be in the room and in bed with Kim. Yet, chances are, just as she wouldn't know that her husband and his three friends were out on the deck watching her undress for bed, hopefully she wouldn't notice the open drapery either, once she started undressing.
Proud of himself, and with him trying to show his friends Kim's naked body for years, finally, he developed a well-orchestrated plan to flash her not only without her approval abut also without her knowledge and without her even suspecting. The perfect plan of exhibitionism and voyeurism, he couldn't wait for her to parade around the bedroom naked. The only thing better than her being naked would be if she touched herself, but she'd never do that.
* * * * *
Thinking that they were going to be spending a romantic evening home alone, he surprised her when he told her that he invited his friends over for a few beers.
"Wear something sexy when my friends come over tonight Kim," he said to his wife.
"Wear something sexy? What do you mean by sexy? Do you mean that you want me to flash your friends my panties and bra?" She gave him a look that told him that she wasn't happy that he had invited his friends without asking her first. "What if I greet them at the door naked," she said.
"That will work," he said with a sick grin.
She looked at him as if he was crazy. She looked at him as if he was sexually depraved. She looked at him as if she didn't understand his need to continue to flash his underwear to men, especially to his friends.
"So, what do you have in mind that I should wear that you consider sexy?"
"You could wear that short skirt that's impossible for you to sit without flashing your panties. And you could wear that blouse that drapes so low in the front that it looks as if you're not even wearing a blouse," he said with a dirty laugh. "If you wear that skirt and blouse, you'll be flashing your panties every time you sit and cross and uncross your legs and your bra and tits every time you lean forward."
"Other than sexual frustration, what do I get out of flashing your friends?
"I'll take you shopping tomorrow to buy a whole new outfit."
"Including shoes?"
"Yes, especially shoes, so long as you flash your panties to the poor shoe salesman at the shoe store," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Okay," she said, "but every time I flash your friends, they think that I'm not only available and interested but also that I want them."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean when I go to the kitchen to get drinks, they follow me out to grope me while trying to kiss me," she said.
"Groping is just innocent fun. Don't be so uptight. Relax," he said. "So what if they kiss you. It's just a kiss."
"It's more than just a kiss Dean when they have one hand up my skirt and another hand down my blouse," she said with some anger.




"I'll talk to them. Okay?"
* * * * *
With her finally, albeit reluctantly, agreeing to him flashing her underwear clad body in the past, if only she knew that he was about to flash her naked body to his three horny, drunken friends now. If she knew what he had planned, she wouldn't be happy about being used in that sexual way. Certainly, she'd refuse him and wouldn't be party to stripping naked in front of his three, drunken friends. If she knew his devious plan, she may not be as understanding as she was previously in allowing him to flash her underwear to his friends with sexy up skirts and erotic down blouses. A boundless deviant, just as Dean seemingly had no limits in his desire to expose his wife to others, conversely, Kim had her limits in what she thought was morally respectable and what she thought was sexually depraved.
"Wear your bikini tonight Kim, the sexy one," he said.
"No way," she said.
"Why not?"
"Because if I wear that in front of your friends, as soon as I got in the pool, they'll pull me over to the deep, dark end and will have their horny hands up my bikini top and down my bikini bottoms," she said.
"So? What's the big deal? It isn't as if you haven't been felt up before," he said with a dirty laugh.
"The big deal Dean is that I don't want to be pawed and stripped naked by your horny friends. The big deal is that I'm your wife and the only one that I allow to see me naked is you," she said.
"Okay, okay," he said.
"Wear a long coat for all that I care."
Having already discussed exposing her naked body to men and to his friends in the past with her, total nudity was off limits to him flashing her to anyone, especially to his three horny friends. With him wanting to barge in their bedroom with his friends in tow while she was putting on her bikini, she didn't want him flashing her naked body to them or to anyone. Her being topless was reluctantly okay when she was in the pool and/or in the mood to show her tits but flashing her naked body was not acceptable with her without her expressed permission first. With some things deemed privately personal, normally a modest woman who was married to a sexual deviate, she didn't want anyone seeing her pussy and her naked ass but her husband.
* * * * *
"There's a dance at the Hotel Fairmont Saturday night. Do you want to go?"
"A dance?" She made a face as if she had just bitten in a lemon. "Since when do you ever take me dancing," she said looking at her husband with suspicion.
"I'm asking you now," he said looking guilty.
"What is it one of those swinging dances?"
"So what if it is?"
"I'm not going to a swingers' dance Dean. I told you before that I'm not participating in the swinging lifestyle. God, you're such a pervert Dean."
"Okay, okay, you don't have to get nasty about it," he said.
Having sex with others while still married to Dean was another totally taboo thing that she wouldn't do. Even though he's already approached her about his desire for them to participate in the swinging lifestyle, she didn't want any part of that in her marriage. If she was going to welcome another man to her bed, being that she's not the slut that he sometimes thinks she is nor the whore that he sometimes wishes she was, Dean would have to be out of the picture for her to have sex with someone else. Innocently flashing her panties and bra was one thing, and just as she'd never allow her husband to flash her naked body to anyone, especially his three eternally horny friends, she could never have sex with anyone but her husband.
* * * * *
Without question, she knew her husband was a pervert, especially when it came to him wanting to flash her to any man at every available opportunity. Alas and unfortunately, if only she knew what he had planned, she would have been more diligent in her privacy and modesty when home alone with him. Still so naïve to the sexual perversions that drove him, she truly believed that even he wouldn't stoop so low as to invade her privacy and destroy her modesty by inviting his friends up on their back deck to watch her strip naked in her own bedroom. Only, when mixing her husband's innate, perversely perverted desire to flash his wife with a generous dose of alcohol, along with the inherent horniness of him and his horny three friends, well that's the perfect recipe for him flashing her naked body.
"Dean, I'm having second thoughts about flashing your friends. If you don't mind, instead of wearing an uncomfortable short skirt that I can't be comfortable sitting in and a top that men can see down to my belly, I'd rather wear jeans and a turtleneck sweater," she said.
"Jeans and a turtleneck sweater? Are you crazy? My friends look forward to seeing you," he said laughing. "If you know what I mean."
"I know exactly what you mean Dean," she said making a sour face.
Relenting to his sexual whims, Kim gave into her husband's sexual peccadillo of flashing his friends her underwear and wore her oh, so short skirt and oh, so low cut top. Upon Dean's encouragement and insistence, Kim did her job as the obedient wife in flashing his three friends up skirts of her white, bikini panties and down blouses of the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of cleavage, and her sexy, low cut bra. After she mercilessly teased his three friends with an endless array of exhibitionism, the stage was already set for his friends to see his wife naked.
Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait for his three friends to see Kim naked. If only Kim knew that her stripping naked in front of his friends was her husband's agenda all along, she'd be pissed. The only thing missing from their seductive show of exhibitionism and voyeurism was the main act and with Kim already on stage in their bedroom with the light on, and ready to undress, she was about to strip herself naked. Enamored with his shapely and sexy wife, there's nothing her husband wouldn't do to proudly show off his wife's body to strangers and to his friends. Ready to watch the naked striptease show, his three friends didn't make a sound while staring through the partially open, deck door drape.
* * * * *
With her always saying no but eventually and reluctantly agreeing to him flashing her underwear clad body to men as long as he made it appear accidental, her husband was creative in his deliberate ability to unsuspectingly flash his wife's body to strangers. One of his favorite flashes to do is to hold a hand on the top of her shapely ass as she walked through the mall with him by her side. By holding on to the back, top portion of her short skirt with his fingertips, he only needed to raise the back of her skirt just a little to expose her. He seemingly and inadvertently, albeit deliberately, raised the back of her already too short skirt just enough to expose the bottom of her panty clad ass cheeks.
"Gees, Dean, I'm feeling a draft," she said with an embarrassed laugh while giving him a poke in the ribs.
"You wouldn't believe the long line of men you have walking behind you staring at your panty clad ass Kim," he said.
"I saw their reflection when I looked in the store window. I can't believe you're showing my ass cheeks and panties to the world," she said swiping his hand away from her backside with him only to move his hand back while raising her skirt again, this time a little higher.
The voyeuristic effect was much more noticeable when walking outside on a windy day or when riding the escalator up to the next floor of the mall. With Kim playing her role by acting oblivious to what her husband was doing behind her in raising her already too short skirt, always there were a long line of men standing behind her while enjoying the sexy show of her shapely ass and exposed panties. As long as he didn't totally disrespect her by moving her skirt any higher, and as long as he made the flashing appear accidental, she allowed her husband his sexy fun of exhibitionism. It was only her panties, nothing more than what men see when she's wearing her bikini on the beach.
"Oh, my God, Dean, I feel so exposed," she said whispering to him as the rode the escalator up to the second floor of the mall."
"Bend over as if to fix your shoe," he said.
"I'm not going to bend over Dean. My panties will be completely exposed if I do," she said whispering again but now obviously with a tinge of sexual excitement in her voice.
"Please Kim?"
"Okay," she said bending forward as if to fix her shoe and showing the lucky men riding the escalator behind her a nice view of her panty clad ass.
Another one of his favorite flashes for her to do was having her seemingly unwittingly flash her panties to the shoe store salesman. Coercing her by promising to buy her any shoe in the store, he'd watch her from the outside window flashing her panties to the lucky man who helped fit her with shoes. While lifting her foot higher and spreading her legs wider for her to angle her foot to fit in the boot, trying on boots a size too small was the best way for her to accidentally flash her panties. Always giving the shoe salesman an innocent up skirt show of her panty clad pussy and a great down blouse view at her cleavage and bra, especially when leaning forward to check the fit of the shoe, she always received the best personal attention and customer service.
"Take your time Kim. I don't care if you try on a dozen pair of boots. Just give the salesman a good view of your panties," he said.
"Yeah, well, it's going to cost you," she said. "I have my eye on an expensive pair of boots."
Then, while still at the mall, specifically while at the food court, at her husband's insistent behest, she gave the men having lunch a good and prolonged show of her panties. She couldn't count the number of times she sat at the food court with her short skirt up to her crotch and her knees spread open wide enough for all to see the view of her bright, white, bikini panties between her long legs. As if he wasn't with her husband, Dean walked the food court to observe her from a distance and to see what he could see of his wife. It was exciting for him to see what all of the men were seeing of her.
"I'm going to go walk around the food court Kim," he said looking at all that his wife was showing before leaving her alone. "Hike your skirt higher and spread your knees a little more. Yeah, perfect," he said when she obeyed.
Pretending that she didn't know that her legs were so open and that her panty was so exposed, men jockeyed for the perfect position to sit opposite her for them to see her panties. It was amazing that in such a crowded food court how one side of the room suddenly had a tight concentration of men sitting together at tables while staring over at her. Acting oblivious to their leers, and never crossing her legs to deny them a view of her panties, she gave them a good show of what usually lays hidden between her legs but now that was so openly exposed. Once again, as long as her flashing could be deemed accidental or inadvertent, she had no problem flashing unsuspecting men her sexy underwear.
"I'm going to go hit the men's room babe," he said with a dirty laugh. "You coming?"
"I'll be right behind you," she said taking out her cell phone. "Give me a minute to get my act together," she said pretending that she was texting someone.
After lunch, with her husband already inside the men's room waiting there to watch her feigned, albeit embarrassed performance, mindlessly texting on her cell phone while walking, she'd obliviously, albeit deliberately, walk in the men's restroom. Too focused on her texting, she pretended that she didn't notice her mistake until she was deep inside of the men's room and surrounded by men. Shocked and surprised to see a woman in the men's room, some men turned from the urinals to flash her their cocks. She couldn't count the number of times she purposely walked into the men's restroom instead of the women's restroom at her husband's insisted behest. More than just a few, probably several dozen, she couldn't count the number of men's cocks she's seen.
"Eww, that was so disgusting Dean," she'd always say running out of the restroom with her husband in tow behind her while laughing with glee and aroused with sexual excitement.
* * * * *
Whether she was with her husband on a bus or on a train, with her short skirt raised high enough and her acting oblivious that she was so exposed, her knees were spread wide enough to give the man sitting across from her a good view of her panties. Sometimes they rode the subway to the end of the line one way and to the end of the line the other way while flashing men up skirt views of her panties and down blouse views of her cleavage and bra. With her top cut low enough and falling forward open enough, she gave the men standing over her a good view of the tops of her meaty breasts and a good look of her bouncing, shimmering boobs whenever on a train or bus with her husband. As if hypnotizing them, maintaining men's interest by mesmerized them with the motion of her meaty breasts, her big, natural boobs jiggled in the way of firm gelatin.
Sometimes going for a simple bike ride on a warm sunny day was enough to give her husband, Dean, the sexual satisfaction he needed while watching his wife flash her panties, bra, and cleavage to a multitude of unsuspecting and surprised men. Hiking up her short skirt, and instead of pausing her pedaling to preserve her modesty, she'd exaggerate her pedaling more as she advanced upon men coming her way. A practiced move that Dean had her rehearse to see how she could flash the most of her panties while innocently and innocuously pedaling her bike, he staged the movements of her legs to make the most of her exhibitionism. Wearing a low cut blouse, one that showed more of her breasts the more she leaned forward, she gave men a continual show of her cleavage and bra while leaning forward over her handlebars.
She rode the rollercoaster not so much for the thrill of the ride but for the sexy show at the end of the ride. As if her fun bags were part and parcel to the entertainment received at her own personal amusement park, not wearing a bra was part of her exhibitionistic show. As if her big breasts were being beckoned by an Indian, snake charmer to make their surprise, naked appearance, her big tits eventually pushed higher and higher out of her top from the speed and ferocity of the rollercoaster ride. Finally, when the rollercoaster came to a stop and the ride came to an end, with her breasts out of her top and totally exposed, her breasts had made their naked appearance while waiting for the employee to release them from the constraints of their rollercoaster ride.
As if momentarily stunned from the thrill and the pure exhilaration of the ride, coerced by her husband and at his expressed behest, she sat there acting oblivious that she was sitting there topless with her big breasts so nakedly exposed. Smiling up at everyone who walked by her while leering down at her, after giving passengers and employees alike a good, long look of her tits, she acted mortified while pretending to be embarrassed before stuffing her breasts back inside of her top. Willing to exchange her modesty for the sexual sake of her husband's exhibitionistic and voyeuristic pleasure, they always had great pillow talk and enjoyed great sex after her flashing episodes. Only tonight with her flashing her naked body to his friends, Dean couldn't share his sexual excitement with his wife during their normal pillow talk session while having sex. Being that her naked flashing was his sexy secret, he had to remain silent about all that Kim was about to expose to his three friends, Bob, Jim, and Michael.
* * * * *
Another one of his favorite flashes to do with his wife was to frequent the only women's clothing store left in the mall that still had curtains instead of doors on the dressing rooms. A voyeur's paradise, men who normally hate being dragged to go shopping with their wives and girlfriends, encouraged their wives and girlfriends to take their time in the dressing room so that they could ogle the nearly naked women standing behind the dressing room curtains. Yet, men weren't the only ones having voyeuristic fun. A dressing room with a curtain instead of a door was perfect for those exhibitionistic women who wanted to flash and to show their bodies to men without being deliberately slutty about it. As their way to save their virtue, acting if men were the perverts for looking at them, actually they were the perverted ones for showing men all that men wanted to see.
He'd watch his sexy wife disappear behind the curtain to try on bras while waiting for the most opportune moment when there were a few bored husbands and boyfriends waiting outside of the dressing room for their wives and girlfriends. With a small audience of men watching him to see what's behind the curtain, he'd open the curtain to her dressing room wide enough for the men to see his wife standing there topless. He was sexually excited when men saw his wife's tits. With her tits her best asset right behind her shapely ass, he loved showing off Kim's big boobs to the shocked surprise of the men who stood behind him staring at his topless wife over his shoulder.
A passive, albeit willingly active participant in her husband flashing her body to men, all she had to do was to turn to him, and she did, for the men to have the perfect voyeuristic albeit subtle view of her tits. She flashed not for her sexual excitement of exhibitionism but for her husband's sexual pleasure that he received from voyeurism in showing other men her beautiful body. Obviously she took some modicum of pleasure too in her husband getting off by flashing men bits and pieces of her body. She wasn't a nun but she wasn't a whore either. So long as it was harmless fun and so long as Dean continued to make her flashing appear accidental, she didn't mind flashing men her body.
With her having perfectly symmetrical, C cup, natural breasts, she had spectacular tits with perfectly round areolas and big, pink nipples. An easy thing to do at the beach that wasn't even a nude beach, all that it took for her to flash her tits to lucky men was to wait for an errant wave and have Kim scream her embarrassment as the water made off with her bikini top. Chasing down her bikini bra with her big, naked breasts bouncing up and down and swaying from side to side, it was a sight to behold when her tits moved forward with her body as she leaned down to retrieve her bikini bra. As if she was a wannabe celebrity on a beach in Cannes, France, with all eyes upon Kim's big tits, she flashed dozens of unsuspecting men her naked breasts whenever pulling that flashing routine at the beach. If there was another way for Dean to flash men Kim's sexy body, whichever flashes are next, Dean has either done that already or he's thinking of doing that next.
* * * * *
"Honey, I found a couple of bras for you in your size and in different colors," he'd say loud enough for the men to hear him while standing there and holding with the curtain open enough to expose his topless wife again.
Playing her role of exhibitionism by looking down instead of up and acting oblivious to the men staring at her tits, she'd examine the bras before accepting the bras from her husband to try them. Then, while her husband continued his hunt to find more brassieres, absentmindedly, albeit deliberately forgetting to close the curtain all the way closed, a move they've practiced many times and mastered, their little, big tit flashing show continued. With the dressing room curtain opened enough for someone standing across from her to see her standing there topless, it was open enough for someone to see her areolas and nipples through the mirror at an angle too.
While she examined bras topless before trying on bras, too preoccupied looking at herself in the mirror, she was seemingly oblivious to the men standing there in awe of all that she was showing and all that they were seeing. Giving them a good, long topless show of her big, bare breasts, she tried on bra after bra. Removing one bra to try on another bra, with her turning one way before turning the other way, she gave the spectators an endless show of her perfect tits. Acting as if she wasn't aware that they were even there leering at her tits, she paid the men no never mind to them staring at her exposed, big breasts that bounced and jiggled with her every movement and swayed with her every motion. Watching her from a distance and knowing that he'd be spending a lot of money on lingerie for his wife to stand there topless for that amount of time while flashing that many men, her husband stood where he could see the men watching her.



* * * * *
Making her skin crawl but reluctantly agreeing to do it, she agreed to go along with flashing her husband's friends the tops of her breasts, her long, line of cleavage, her bra, and her panties by pretending that she was unaware that she was so exposed. It didn't bother her to flash strangers as much as it bothered her to flash his friends. Knowing she had to face them again, every time she flashed them her panties, cleavage, and bra, they'd make a pass at her whenever they got her alone in the kitchen, out back, and/or especially in the deep, dark end of the pool. Without Dean there to protect her, they'd feeling her ass or grope her breast. With her always flashing them her underwear, obviously they thought that it was okay to touch her and to feel her. Obviously, they thought that she wanted them as much as they wanted her.
A bit too personal, in the way that they stared and leered at her, she knew that they all wanted her and would have their wicked sexual way with her if her husband wasn't there to intercede on her behalf and to protect her. Only knowing the perversely perverted man her husband was, he'd like nothing better than to watch her suck his friends' cocks before fucking his friends. Knowing her husband, he'd like nothing better than to watch her pull a train and gangbang his friends while he sat in the corner and masturbated while watching Kim having sex with other men. Knowing her husband, he'd like nothing better than for her to agree to participate in the swinging lifestyle.
As commanded by her husband, she spent her entire evening flashing his three, horny friends, Bob, Jim, and Michael up skirt shots of her bright white, cotton panties and down blouse peeks of her the tops of her breasts, the long line of abundant cleavage, and her low cut bra. Normally an uptight, easily embarrassed, modestly reserved, and sexually shy grammar school teacher, she wasn't the slutty woman that her husband hoped her to be nor was she the whore that he wanted her to be. Yet, getting over her shyness and modesty while enduring the embarrassment of men seeing parts of her body that they should never see, she tried to do everything she could to sexually please him, even if it meant showing strange men and his friends her underwear clad body.
With the three men ogling all that she was showing as if she was just a sum of her body parts, ass, tits, and pussy, they made her feel like a thing instead of a person. Obviously by her furtive glances, she could tell by the bulges in their pants that her husband's friends had erections over all that she was showing them and all that they were seeing of her. No doubt, she couldn't even begin to wonder what they'd be like if they ever saw her topless and/or naked. No doubt, she couldn't even imagine what would happen to her, probably a gangbang rape, if her husband wasn't there to keep her safe.
Obviously cringing at the thought of exposing so much of her body to them, an obedient wife, she was a reluctant flasher. Yet, he coerced her to flash her sexy body at every available opportunity and to every available man. Undoubtedly she knew that flashing her topless and/or naked body to his friends would obviously be next on his flashing agenda. Without a doubt, what would follow after that was coercing her to have sex with his friends.
To be continued...
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*
"Oh, my God. No way!" Albert looked at his mother to see if she was sleeping or in a hypnotic trance. Having never seen anyone in a hypnotic trance before, other than on TV, he couldn't tell one from the other. "Mom? Mom," he said a little louder.
Gently, he shook his mother's shoulder and, when he touched her in that familiar way, the front of her blouse opened enough that he could see the top of her breasts, her long, line of cleavage, and her sexy bra. He couldn't believe his mother was giving him a sleeping down blouse view of her bra clad breasts. In the way that he so wanted to sexually molest his sister, he now so wanted to sexually molest his mother. He was tempted to stick his hand down her open blouse and force his hand into her bra.
In the same way that he'd love to feel his sister's big tits and finger her erect nipples, he'd love to do the same to his mother too. Only, what if she awakened while his hand was inside of her blouse and down her bra? What if she caught him feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples? How embarrassing would that be with him sexually molesting his own mother?
Gently but a little harder, he shook her again and again he saw even more of the top of her breasts, more of her long, line of cleavage, and more of her bra when her blouse fell open even more. This time making a daring move, he did something that he always wanted to do with not only his mother but also his sister. Slowly and stealthily, he put his finger to her blouse and pulled it forward more and open enough to see her entire bra clad breasts, something he's never seen of his mother before.
"Wow! Mommy has big tits," he said softly while considering sticking his hand inside of her blouse and down her bra again.
With a million thoughts going through his head, he wondered how he could tell if his mother was really hypnotized or just napping. If indeed she was hypnotized, alone with her for hours until his sister came home from her date, he thought of all the sexy, fun things that he could do with his mother and all the erotic, albeit incestuous, sexual games they could play. He had an erection just thinking about giving his mother hypnotic suggestions. While he had her under hypnosis, he thought about giving her hypnotic trance instructions to expose herself to him. He's always wanted to see his mother's big tits and now, seemingly, this was his opportunity to see his MILF of a mother naked.
Only what if she's not hypnotized? What if she's just napping? There's only one way to find out if she's hypnotized or napping. There's only one way to know.
Tempted to do so, he so wanted to pull out his cock, put it in her hand, and close her fingers around it. He's always wanted to know what it would feel like to have his mother's fingers wrapped around his stiff prick. Then, lifting her arm, he could have her give him a forced, motherly hand job. For sure, she wouldn't give him a forced, motherly hand job if she was sleeping.
Or he could do something even more daring than sticking his cock in her hand and wrapping her fingers around it. He could slowly slide his erect cock along his mother's lips while reaching inside of her blouse and bra to feel and fondle her big tits and finger her nipples. He wondered if she'd involuntarily stick out her tongue and lick his cock. He wondered if she'd open her mouth and take his cock inside. He wondered if she'd involuntarily suck him. If she was hypnotized and if she didn't voluntarily suck him, he could give her a hypnotic suggestion for her to blow him.
Only, what if she wasn't hypnotized. What if she caught him with his hand down her blouse feeling her tits and fingering her nipples? What if she caught him with his cock in her hand? What if she caught him slowly sliding his stiff prick across her lips in the hopes that she'd open her mouth and suck him? He needed to know if she was hypnotized or just napping. He needed to know if he had been scammed, wasted a hundred bucks, and couldn't hypnotize anyone, not even his mother and sister. There was only one way to know if she was hypnotized.
* * * * *
It was time to act like the highly trained professional hypnotist that he had become. Not wanting to waste an opportunity such as this, if indeed she was hypnotized, returning to what he leaned in his book of hypnotism and on his included DVD, he fell back into the hypnotic protocol. Testing to see if she was hypnotized, he addressed her as if she was.
"When I snap my fingers Linda," he said making the instant decision to call her Linda instead of Mom, Mommy, or Mother.
With all the sexual things that he had in mind to do to his mother, somehow he felt better about hypnotizing a woman named Linda instead of hypnotizing his mother. He paused to think of what he wanted to say and what he wanted to implant in her subconscious mind by giving her a hypnotic suggestion. Instantly, he knew what to say.
"You will awaken refreshed and relaxed. Then, as if you are in the room alone, you will unbutton and flay open your blouse to expose your bra to me. After you expose your bra clad breasts to me, you will lift your skirt to your top of your thighs and sit like that with your knees spread to show me your panties too."
For sure, if she was napping she wouldn't do any of that. Yet, if she was hypnotized, then maybe she would. Nonetheless, according to his instruction book on hypnotism and his educational DVD about how to hypnotize someone anytime, anywhere, and any place, she won't do anything that she doesn't want to do ordinarily. With that premise in mind, why on Earth would his mother want to expose her bra and panties to him. The only way she'd flash him her bra and panties is if she wanted to show him her bra and panties as much as he wants to see her bra and panties.
As soon as Albert snapped his fingers, Linda opened her eyes. Then, as if she was alone in her bedroom undressing, she started unbuttoning her blouse while talking. Albert couldn't believe what he was seeing. His mother was undressing in front of him. Having never seen as much as her bra strap before, his mother was sitting there with her long line of cleavage and big, white bra totally exposed. He couldn't believe his eyes.
"I hope Emma has a good time on her date. She told me that she met this man at work," she said flaying open her blouse before pulling up her skirt. She raised her skirt to the top of her thighs and spread open her knees to expose her panty clad pussy to her son. "I think she really likes this guy Albert."
Not even listening to her talking, Albert just nodded and smiled while staring at all that his mother was showing and all that he was seeing. He stared at his mother's huge bra clad breasts before leering down between her legs at her exposed panties. Shocked, stunned, and sexually excited, he couldn't believe his eyes. He couldn't believe he really did it. He did it. He really did it. He hypnotized his mother into exposing her sexy underwear clad body to him.
"Wow! Oh, my God," he said for only himself to hear.
As if she was fully dressed and as if he wasn't in the room and sitting across from her watching her, his mother was sitting there exposing her sexy underwear to him. It took all the self-control he had not to reach out his incestuous, horny hand to touch her breasts through her bra and to cup her pussy and finger her slit through her panty. It took all the self-control he had not to unzip himself, pull out his cock, and masturbate over all that his mother was showing him and all that he was seeing of his mother.
Thinking again about her giving him a hypnotized, motherly hand job, he so wanted to put his cock in his mother's hand. Then, thinking again about her giving him a hypnotized, motherly blowjob, he so wanted to pull out his cock and put it by her lips to see if she'd do anything other than exposing her sexy underwear to him. He wondered if he slowly slid his cock along her full, red lips if she'd take the hint, open her mouth, take him inside, and suck him. He's always sexually fantasized over his mother blowing him.
A once in a lifetime opportunity, this is his chance. How unbelievable would that be to have hypnotized sex with his mother? Anytime and anywhere, all he had to do to have incestuous sex with his mother was to get her alone and hypnotize her. Yet, not want to rush and ruin things, he bided his time. With his sister out on a date, he had all evening to see if he could get his mother naked.
* * * * *
Not knowing enough about hypnotism and hypnotic suggestions, other than what he saw on TV, read in the book, and watched on the DVD, he wondered if exposing his cock to his mother and if masturbating himself in front of her would break her hypnotic trance. Certainly he suspected that he stuck his hand down his mother's blouse and bra and/or put his prick in his mother's hand or slid his cock across her lips, that action may be enough to startle her awake. Not wanting to ruin a good thing, he sat there while staring at his mother's exposed bra and panty.
Now wanting to take this experiment in hypnotism to the next level by giving his mother another hypnotic suggestion, this was his golden opportunity to see his mother naked. Wanting to do something even more daring than this just having her flash him her bra and panty, he wanted to hypnotically suggest that she flash him her naked tits and pussy. Naked, naked, naked, he wanted to see his mother naked.
"Sleep, sleep, sleep," he said slowly moving the shiny, magic eye, metal medallion in front of her eyes. As soon as she closed her eyes to sleep, he gave her a new hypnotic suggestion. "When I snap my fingers you will awaken refreshed and relaxed. Then, you will walk into your bedroom, invite me inside, strip yourself naked, and change into your nightgown in front of me."
He couldn't believe that he was giving his mother a hypnotic suggestion to strip herself naked in front of him. A longtime incestuous, sexual fantasy coming true, he couldn't believe that he was about to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, he was about to hypnotize his mother to get naked. Naked, naked, naked, if he was able to hypnotize his mother into stripping naked, maybe he'll give his sister another shot at hypnotizing her too. He snapped his fingers and as soon as he did his mother stood and walked to her bedroom.
"I'm going to get ready for bed Albert," she said. "Keep me company while I change out of my clothes," she said inviting her son in her bedroom while she undressed.
He couldn't believe it. She just asked him to keep her company while she undressed herself for bed. This is so unbelievable and even better than he had imagined.
* * * * *
All so surreal, with his mother always so modest, a church going woman, she'd never willingly agree to get naked in front of him, her son, or in front of anyone for that matter. Yet, here she was about to strip herself naked in front of him. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe his mother was about to get naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see his MILF of a mother naked. Not making a sound, he stood in her room watching her.
As if she was a mature stripper about to give a paying customer an impromptu striptease, Albert sat on his mother's bed while watching her remove her blouse. With him not even having seen so much as her bra strap, he couldn't believe that his mother was standing before him in her sexy brassiere. As if he bra clad breasts were something he worshipped, he couldn't remove his eyes from them. A sight to behold, his mother's tits covered in silk and satin were right there hiding beneath her sexy bra.
"Wow, she really does have big tits," he said mumbling beneath his breath. "I can't wait to see them. I can't wait to touch them. I can't wait to feel my mother's tits while sucking on her nipples," he said soft enough for only himself to hear.
Her long, black hair covered the front of her bra as if she was a dark haired Lady Godiva or was an exotic dancer and an erotic stripper on stage. With a practiced hand, she moved her hair out of the way and behind her back. Now he had the perfect view of the tops of her breasts, her long line of cleavage, and her bra.
He imagined his sister's tits looking much like his mother's tits. With the tops of her big tits jiggling with her every movement, he could already see the impression that her big nipples made through her bra. He wondered, was she cold or was she sexually excited. He wondered if his mother could get sexually excited while under hypnosis. He wondered if she was as horny for him as he was for her now.
He couldn't wait to touch her tits, feel her tits, and fondle her big tits. While wondering if she's allow him to touch her, feel her, and fondle her, he wondered if he could have his wicked, incestuous, sexual way with his mother. He couldn't wait to suck her nipples. He wondered if he she'd allow him to do that, to feel, fondle, and suck her big tits or if he'd knock her out of her hypnotic trance by having his wicked sexual, albeit incestuous way with her tits.
Then, without further ado, she unbuttoned, unzipped, and stepped out of her skirt. Now, dressed only in her bra and panties, he watched her retrieve her nightgown from the dresser drawer and lay it upon the bed. He couldn't wait for her to strip naked. He couldn't wait to see his mother's tits, pussy, and ass.
For someone so shyly modest, she was wearing a sexy low cut bra and bikini panties that flattered her shapely figure. With her having a much better ass than his mother, not that his mother had a bad ass, she didn't. She has a spectacular ass for her age, especially for her age but his sister had an unbelievable ass, along with preference for thongs. He returned his focus more to his mother than to his thoughts about his sister. Always imagining what his mother looked like in her underwear while he masturbated over the thoughts of her being so nearly nakedly indisposed, here she was now standing before him in her sexy bra and panty.
He watched her in the way that he stared at his instructional DVD that told him all the secrets about hypnotism and hypnotic suggestions. Turning to face him, as if she wasn't hypnotized and giving him a sexy striptease show, she reached behind her back to unhook her big bra. Holding his breath and as if there was a silent drumroll going off in his head, he couldn't believe he was about to see his mother's tits. Tits, tits, tits, he couldn't believe he was about to see his mother's areolas and nipples. Suddenly, as if everything was happening in slow motion, Albert watched his mother's bra straps slowly fall to her forearms, first one and then the other, before watching his mother peel her bra cups from her huge breasts.
'Oh my God,' he thought to himself while returning to real time.
Finally, after lusting over her big breasts for years, there they were before him, his mother's tits. He stared at her tits. He stared at her areolas and he stared at her nipples. She had big ones, at least a C cup maybe even a D cup. Not sagging as much as he expected they would and with her nipples still pointing proudly straight ahead instead of pointing down, her breasts were only a little bigger than Emma's breasts.
She had beautiful breasts and he couldn't wait to touch them, to feel them, to fondle them, and to suck them. If only she would allow him to have his wicked, horny way with her big tits, he'd be a happy son. He only wished he had hypnotized his sister in the way that he had obviously hypnotized his mother. Nonetheless, he couldn't wait to have some sexy fun with his mother's naked body. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe that his mother was about to get naked.
Without even waiting for him to say anything, in a quick and fluid downward push, he watched his mother push down and remove her panty to expose her black, bushy pussy to him. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's cunt. Having sexually fantasized over this day hundreds of times, he couldn't believe what he was seeing. His mother was standing before him naked. Naked, naked, naked, his mother was totally naked. He couldn't believe his eyes. He was seeing her black, bearded clam, her enormous boobs, her round areolas, her big, brown nipples, and her firm, shapely ass.
Staring at her tits, staring at her pussy, and staring at the reflection of her shapely ass in the mirror behind her, he couldn't believe he was ogling his mother's naked body. Definitely, a hundred dollars well spent, the best thing he ever did was to send away for this course in hypnotism. While trying to hypnotize Emma, he hypnotized his mother. Maybe this is his secret way to hypnotize someone. While hypnotizing one person, it's the other person in the room that will fall under his power.
With his cock throbbing in his pants, it was then that he decided to give her a new hypnotic suggestion. Wanting to expose his stiff prick to his mother, he needed her to see his cock. He needed her to touch his cock. He wanted her to suck his big prick. If she was hypnotically willing to strip naked, maybe she'll allow him to ejaculate a load of cum in her mouth. Going for broke, with Emma not here and with him alone with his mother for several hours more, he may never have another chance like this again.
* * * * *
"Sleep, sleep, sleep," he said slowly moving the shiny, magic eye medallion in front of her eyes. As soon as she closed her eyes to sleep, he gave her a new hypnotic suggestion. "When I snap my fingers you will awaken refreshed and relaxed. You will invite me to touch you, to feel you, and to fondle your naked body."
As soon as he snapped his fingers, his mother opened her eyes and spoke.
"So, tell me Albert, what do you think of your mother's body? Not bad for a 45-year-old," she said without modesty, embarrassment, or shame. "I love my big breasts," she said cupping her breasts in her hands while looking down at them. She ran slow fingers across her nipples and raised her breasts up as if offering them to her son to touch them, feel them, and suck them.
"You have beautiful breasts mother," he said.
Then, she didn't something that he couldn't believe. She raised her breast to her mouth and sucked her nipple while staring at him. First she sucked one nipple and then she did the same thing to her other breast. Wow! How hot was that?
Immediately her nipples responded to her touch and to her sucking them by erecting themselves. Immediately her nipples grew hard when she sucked them. Her nipples were so big, the biggest nipples he's ever seen. Turning one way before turning the other way for her son to see her beautiful body, she stopped to address him.
"Go ahead and touch me," she said taking a step forward. With him sitting on the bed, she practically stuck her big tits in his face. "I want you to feel how firm my breasts are."
Not waiting for her to ask him again or to change her mind, Albert stood and reached out his horny hand and touched his mother's breasts, first one and then the other while staring at her eyes to see if she was still under hypnosis. Then, he felt her big breasts while fondling her giant boobs. He slowly ran his hand over her nipples before he fingered them while staring in her big, brown eyes.
"You have beautiful breasts Mom and I love your big nipples," he said fingering his mother's nipples more.
Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, he could tell that he was making his mother hot. So wanting to kiss her while feeling her tits, he was more afraid to kiss her, French kiss her, than he was to feel and fondle her tits. Would she wake up, if he French kissed his MILF of a mother? More than that, this was his mother he'd be French kissing and not some slut he picked up at a bar and brought home.



"Don't stop there. Touch me Albert. Finger my pussy," she said whispering in his ear.
The ever so obedient son, always one to obey his mother, immediately Albert fingered his mother's pussy while leaning forward to take her nipples in his mouth. Being that she was already so very wet, it was then that he decided to give her a new hypnotic suggestion.
* * * * *
"Sleep, sleep, sleep," he said slowly moving the shiny, magic eye, metal medallion in front of her eyes. As soon as she closed her eyes to sleep, he gave her a new hypnotic suggestion. "When I snap my fingers you will awaken refreshed and relaxed. You will invite me to get naked too. Then, once I'm standing before you naked, you will feel my cock with your fingertips and take my cock in your hand and wrap your fingers around my prick before stroking my cock and before falling to your knees to suck my dick."
As soon as he snapped his fingers, his mother opened her eyes and spoke.
"Albert take off your clothes," she said as if his words were her words. "It's not right that you're fully dressed while I'm standing here naked."
"Okay," he said quickly kicking off his shoes, removing his shirt, pants, socks, and underwear. Now naked, he watched his mother's eyes go from his eyes to his erect prick.
"Oh, my, you have such a big prick" she said staring down at his erect cock in the way that he's been staring at her big tits. She put a finger to her lips while looking up at him. "May I touch you?"
"Of course," he said pushing out his hips.
His mother touched her son's prick with her fingertips before wrapping her fingers around his cock.
"You're so hard. You have a beautiful cock," she said taking him in her hand. "May I stroke you?"
"Absolutely you may stroke me mother. I'd love for you to give me a slow hand job," he said.
Slowly stroking her son while looking up at him, she stared down at Albert's stiff prick before she looked up at him. Obviously pondering her question, she looked at him with trepidation, "It's been a very long time since I've had a hard penis in my mouth. May I take you in my mouth? May I suck you Albert?"
"Yes, you may suck me mother," said Albert while watching his mother fall to her knees to take him in her mouth. "Of course you may suck me."
Having masturbated over this very moment dozens of times, he couldn't believe how good it felt for his mother to suck his prick while he fondled her tits and fingered her nipples.
"Oh, Albert, I so love sucking your cock. I wish I had done this years ago," she said.
He put a gentle hand to the back of his mother's head and humped her mouth while fucking her face.
"Suck me Mommy. Blow me," he said humping her harder as she sucked his cock deeper.
"Cum Albert," she said removing his stiff prick from her mouth to speak. "Cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow your cum," she said.
With Linda stroking him harder and faster and with Albert humping his mother's mouth in the way that he hoped to hump his sister's mouth too soon, he couldn't wait to hump his mother's pussy. In the aggressive way she was sucking him while stroking him faster, it was obvious that his mother had, no doubt, given blowjobs before. For sure, it wouldn't be long before he obeyed his mother's expressed wishes and ejaculated in her mouth.
With her stroking him faster while sucking him deeper, he never knew how good a motherly blowjob could feel. Unable to control himself and unable to hold back any longer, in a gush, he exploded a huge volume of cum in his mother's mouth. Now putting a heavy hand behind her head, he held her in place until he finished cumming and until she swallowed all that he gave her.
Still sucking him while stroking him, she drained his prick. He watched her not only swallow every drop of his cum but also he watched her lick his cock clean. So sexy, he loved how she looked at him while blowing him. He loved how she allowed him to see her tongue while licking him and while looking up at him. He couldn't believe that not only did his mother strip naked but also she sucked his cock.
Now back to reality after seeing his mother naked and after she sucked his cock, what does he do with her now? He wondered if she'd remember any of this. He wondered if she'd remember stripping naked in front of her son. He wondered if she'd remember seeing his cock, touching his cock, and sucking his cock. Wanting to destroy any evidence of their incestuous, sexual hanky-panky, fearing that his sister would discover that he had sex with their mother and not understand the sexual attraction that he had for the both of them, Albert gave his mother a new hypnotic suggestion.
"Sleep, sleep, sleep," he said slowly moving the shiny, magic eye medallion in front of her eyes. As soon as she closed her eyes to sleep, he gave her a new hypnotic suggestion to cover his trail. "When I snap my fingers you will awaken refreshed and relaxed. You will get dressed and return to the living room to watch television as you were doing before you came in your room to change into your nightgown. You will not remember anything that happened here," he said wiping away a drop of semen from his mother's lip before kissing her.
As soon as he snapped his fingers, he closed the door to his mother's bedroom and within a few minutes she emerged fully dressed as if nothing had happened.
To be continued...
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Dean manipulates his wife for her to unknowingly flash his friends her naked body.
In the way she turned to look at Dean when giving him that come hither look, obviously Kim couldn't believe her husband allowed her to go to bed alone and horny again. How could he stay downstairs to watch television when she was a little drunk and a lot horny? Definitely she'd give him more of a show than what he was watching on TV. How could he not know the hot sex that she'd give him? How could he not care how good she'd make him feel? Obviously, she'll be masturbating herself tonight to an orgasm with her finger, her purple bunny vibrator, and her hard, black dildo again and in the way she does nearly every night without having him there in her bed.
Yet, truth be told, she was tired of her toys and tired of masturbating herself to an orgasm. She needed a man to make love to her. She needed a hard cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. Her husband would rather drink with his friends than to have sex with her. Her husband would rather go golfing, bowling, or to a baseball, football, hockey, and a basketball game than to stay home and have sex with her. No doubt her husband is tired of her, which is why he needs her to flash other men for the sexual excitement. No doubt, her husband is tired of being married. No doubt, her husband wishes he was single.
After her duty as the good wife and flashing his friends her panty and bra all night, she was horny. In the way that she thought of her husband giving her hot sex, when he didn't, thinking of something so wickedly and sexually depraved, she now thought of his friends giving her hot sex. She'd never have sex with his friends but she didn't mind having a sexual fantasy about them while she masturbated herself with her finger and with her toys. Now that she was alone and getting ready for bed, she looked forward to the slowly building heat and the rush of the sexual release that her comforting orgasm would bring her.
Now totally turned on, she was thinking more about flashing her husband's three horny friends her naked body than she was thinking about having sex with her husband. Knowing full well that's what her husband wants, if his friends were still here, she'd walk downstairs naked. Shocking the shit out of her husband and his friends, if his friends were still here, she'd not only give them a sexy striptease show but also she'd give them all hot sex. Her prelude to the swinging lifestyle, she was tired of being sexually horny. She was tired of being sexually frustrated. When all her husband thinks about his sex, sex, sex, she was tired of going to bed alone and without him giving her sex. A poor excuse for a cock, she was tired of masturbating herself with her vibrator and dildo.
* * * * *
If she ever was to flash his friends her naked body, once she flashed his friends her tits and/or once she flashed his friends her naked body, she could only imagine what they'd try to do to her next. With him always wanting to flash her to his friends, she voiced her concerns to her husband while hoping to make him jealous. If she was to imagine anything, she'd imagined one of his friends forcing his way in the bathroom while she was sitting on the toilet seat peeing. When she confessed her fears to her husband of that happening if she continued teasing his friends by flashing his friends, instead of making him angry that she'd think that his friend would dare do that to her, she made him sexually excited. He was so aroused by the thoughts of his friends forcing her to suck them that he filled in the dirty details for her having sex with his friends with his professed pillow talk.
"God, he's such a pervert," she said out loud for no one to hear.
Dean confessed his sexual fantasy of one of his friends unzipping himself, pulling out his cock, and forcing her to suck him as she was sitting there on the toilet while relieving herself and while he was watching. Not really understanding how one equated with the other, her sucking his friends while she urinated, it was just another one of his sick, sexual fantasies. Obviously, she wouldn't have to be peeing to satisfy his sexual fantasy, so long as she sucked his friends while sitting on the toilet or perhaps, not even sitting on the toilet. So long as she had sex with his friends, it really wouldn't matter where she did the dirty deed, so long as he was there to watch her.
"Eww, Dean, I'd never do that. I'd never suck any of your friends while still married to you," she said, "especially while sitting on the toilet peeing. How embarrassing is that?"
Only, now that he confessed his sexual fantasy to her, unable to take it back, his perversely perverted thoughts for her to have sex with his friends was out there in the open. Obviously he wanted her to have sex with his friends. At the very least, he wanted her to suck his friends. Now if something like that ever happened, his friends barging in on her in the bathroom when she was so indisposed while sitting on the toilet, it wouldn't surprise her in the least if it was her husband who put his friends up to that atrocious behavior. Bad enough that he always wanted her flashing men, which included his three horny friends, she was appalled by the idea that he wanted her to have sex with them too. Only, now that she was horny and facing the prospect of going to bed alone and masturbating herself again, aroused with the thoughts of having sex with his friends, a twinge of sexual excitement took hold of her.
Yet, instead of comforting her and telling her that it was just a sexual fantasy and that his friends having their wicked, sexual way with her would never happen, continuing the fantasy to reality, he told her that he'd like to watch her suck his friends. Truth be told, right now she wouldn't mind having a hard cock in her hand, in her mouth, and/or in her pussy. Right now, she'd have sex with just about anyone, including his friends, rather than to have sex again with her finger, vibrator, and dildo.
He told her that he'd love to see his three friends lined up one behind the other while all waiting for their turn for her to suck them as she vulnerably sat there on the toilet with her blouse and bra up and her tits exposed. He told her that he'd love to watch them feel and fondle her big tits while playing with her nipples as she stroked them and sucked them before they ejaculated in her sexy mouth. An imagined sexual fantasy she wouldn't mind masturbating herself to, if his friends were still here now, she'd allow Bob, Mike, and Jim to play with her big tits as they fingered her nipples, while she sucked their cocks. Instead, by making her husband feel like the pervert that he obviously is, she's already closed the door on that ever happening with her outrage.
"Dean! What the Hell is wrong with you? I'm your wife. I took a vow of faithfulness when we married that I keep sacred. I'd never have sex with any man while married to you," she said.
It was then that she imagined killing him. She could poison him or she could just divorce him. Obviously for her to have such dreadfully, deadly thoughts, she wasn't happy being his masturbation toy. She wasn't happy having to masturbate herself when most nights he didn't touch her.
How could he be so in lust with her when flashing her and then not have sex with her? Obviously, with him being a masturbation machine, the reason why he wasn't having sex with her was because he was too busy having sex with himself. Obviously, every time he flashes her panties, bra, and tits, he masturbates over all the thoughts of all of the men who have seen so much of her beautiful body. Obviously, unfortunately, and sadly, he'd rather masturbate himself than to have sex with her. How dare he sexually reject her in that way?
Only definitely and without a shadow of a doubt, just as Dean knew that she'd never willingly agree to have sex with any of his friends, he knew that she'd say no to flashing her naked body to his friends also. It was a standoff and they were at an impasse that only she could bridge. It was up to her to make the next move but what?
It was one thing to tease them while showing them her panties, the tops of her breasts, her cleavage, and her bra, but it was quite another thing for her to show his friends her naked body. More modest than slutty, she hated flashing his friends her underwear but her husband was relentless and persuasive in promising to buy her new, sexy panties and bras if she flashed the ones she was wearing. Always promising to buy her this or give her that, the more she willingly flashed herself to unsuspecting men, the more he'd buy her and if she was a whore for anything, she was a whore for new clothes, sexy lingerie, and shoes.
Seemingly having no choice in his flashing scenarios, his female sexual pawn to do whatever he pleased, if she didn't go along with his perversely perverted desire for her to flash herself to men, pressuring her until she relented, she'd never hear the end of it. Until he got his way, until she submitted to his will and flashed his friends, he'd be a bastard about her being too modest and too shy. Then, when she did finally agree to allow him to flash her, obviously by the look he had on his face, he thought she was a whore. A no win situation, damn if she didn't flash and damn if she did flash, he was the problem and not her.
"You have a beautiful body, why not show it?" He looked at her as if he didn't understand why she didn't flaunt herself by parading around the house and outside the house naked. "With you every man's sexual fantasy and with me lucky to have someone who looks like you, every man deserves to see you naked."
Lucky that he hasn't asked her to do that so far, obviously, she was just happy that he didn't coerce her and force her to flash his friends her naked body. Something she imagined him demanding, she was thrilled that he didn't force her to suck his friends. Something she imagined him watching while masturbating himself, she was happy that he didn't command her to gangbang his three friends. Only, unbeknownst to him, rather it all be his idea, if he did demand her to suck his friends, she would and if he did demand that she gangbang his friends she'd do that too. She was gratefully thankful that he didn't have his wicked way in forcing her to participate in the swinging lifestyle. Only, right now, in the horny and sexually frustrated way she felt, she'd be the biggest whore in the swinging lifestyle and would suck and fuck any man.
Her way of no doubt justifying her flashing her sexy underwear to preserve her modesty, she figured that they'd see more of her if she was wearing her bikini anyway. With that reconciliation in mind with her having professed how she felt to her husband, she really didn't mind flashing his friends her sexy underwear. So long as her body was off limits to his friends touching her, feeling her, and groping her, she admitted to her husband that it was harmless, sexy fun showing his friends her panties, bra, and cleavage. She wondered if he'd be different had they had children but with her unable to conceive, it was just the two of them. Only, figuring the show was over when his friends left, she didn't know that her husband had invited his friends out back on the deck to watch her strip naked. Naked, naked, naked, she was unaware that the real show was now just beginning.
If only she knew what her husband had in store for her. If only she knew her husband had been plying her with drinks all night and making her drinks double so that she wouldn't notice his friends staring at her through the back deck door and wouldn't notice the drape partially opened, she'd be pissed. Something she'd never knowingly do on her own, strip naked in front of his degenerate friends, Dean obviously knew that getting his wife drunk and positioning his friends outside their bedroom was the only way that he could flash her naked body to them. For sure, if Kim knew that his friends were out there waiting for her naked, striptease show, she'd be so embarrassed and she'd really be upset. Only with her being so horny and sexually frustrated, what Dean didn't know was that if she knew his friends were out there now, she'd invite them in her bedroom for her to suck and fuck them.
After exposing her naked body to his friends, with one thing leading to another, next Dean will be asking her, coercing her, and forcing her to have sex with his friends before participating in the swinging lifestyle. For sure, in the steadfast way she felt about not flashing her naked body and not having sex with the world, she'd divorce his ass before doing anything against her will. It's one thing for him to flash men her underwear and even her tits when trying on bras but whatever else she sexually did with anyone had to be her decision and not his decision. Only feeling different about everything now, she was horny. She was sexually frustrated. She'd willingly do any sexual thing that her husband asked her to do.
* * * * *
With her husband sitting to the side of the sliding glass door but still able to watch his wife through the deck door, he had a complete view of her through her full length, bedroom mirror that was perfectly angled to the deck door. Not making a sound or a move to cause her to see their reflection in her mirror, his three friends crouched low in their chairs and huddled by the deck door as if they were horny, young men spying on women from behind a curtain. As if they had never seen a woman in her bra before, the four men leered at Kim mindlessly unbuttoning her blouse one painfully slow button at a time.
There was no argument that she didn't have a wicked hot body, she did have a wicked hot body. There was no argument that she wasn't beautiful, she was extraordinarily beautiful. Not only did she have a wicked hot body and was extraordinarily beautiful but also she had fabulous breasts. Where Dean more cherished her ass, she more cherished her breasts. She was most proud of her breasts. She had the kind of breasts that a plastic surgeon would pay her to make a mold of her perfect tits. As did her husband and all the men who had the pleasure of seeing them, she loved her natural, C cup breasts.
As if she was a stripper on stage instead of an unknowing stripper in her own bedroom entertaining her husband and his three, drunken friends, she continued slowly unbuttoning each button of her blouse. Feeling liberated exposing herself, she hasn't felt this sexually excited since her Honeymoon ten, long years ago. Exposing her long line of cleavage, she exposed the tops of her meaty breasts that didn't quite fit in her too small bra. In between a C and a D cup, with a D cup bra too big and a C cup bra too small, she was more comfortable squeezing into a C cup bra. As if she was a woman from the 17th century wearing a tight corset, she liked how the tops of her tits looked when squeezed up and together like that. Nonetheless her bra size requirements and her personal brassiere preferences, she flayed open her blouse to expose her bra to the four men while they stared at all that they were seeing and all that Kim was showing.
With her blouse unbuttoned and her bra, the tops of her meaty breasts, and her oh, so long line of cleavage on full display, she unbuttoned her cuffs before removing her blouse. Even with them confined in her too tight bra, as if daring the four men watching her to touch and feel them, the tops of her big breasts jiggled with her every movement. Wishing his friends hadn't left, after having flashed her panties and bra all night, she wondered what the men were thinking about after seeing her sexy underwear. Knowing her husband in the way she knew him, no doubt, Dean wondered what she was thinking about after flashing the men her underwear all night. Obvious to her, Dean was no doubt thinking that she was embarrassed that she flashed his three friends her sexy underwear. Or more like Dean to think that she was sexually aroused than she was modestly embarrassed, maybe he was thinking she was sexually excited showing so much of her underwear clad body to Bob, Jim, and Michael?
Nevertheless her embarrassment or her sexual excitement, if they were all here now watching her strip herself naked, she wondered if they'd try to do more than just looking, staring, and watching her undress. She wondered if Dean would allow his friends back in the house to have sex with her. Nah, he'd never do that without her expressed permission. At the very least, she wondered if they'd have pillow talk tomorrow morning about her flashing his friends tonight.
She wondered if his friends and her husband was as sexually excited with her showing his friends her panties and bra as she was knowing his friends had seen her panties and bra. She only wished that his friends could watch her strip naked now. If they were here, she'd give them such a sexy show. With her being so horny and so sexually frustrated, she only wished she could have sex with his friends right here and right now. She wished she had agreed to participate in the swinging lifestyle. If she had she wouldn't be as horny or as sexually frustrated as she is now. Yet, knowing that she could never broach that subject and cross that forbidden line of infidelity, it was enough for her to masturbate herself over the thoughts of flashing her underwear clad body to his friends.
* * * * *
Aroused after flashing his friends her underwear all night, unable to sleep tonight if she went to bed horny, something she routinely did, she needed to masturbate herself before her husband came up to bed drunk and fell asleep without so much as even touching her. In the way they were looking at her, staring at her, and leering at her, it was obvious by the stiff bulges in their pants that all three of his friends had erections. It was obvious to her that all three men wanted her. No doubt making him so very happy, if she had stripped herself naked and got down on her knees right there in her living room, she could have sucked and fucked his friends while her husband watched.
Yet, sucking and fucking his friends was something she'd never willingly do. Going against everything morally good about her, it was enough that she agreed to flash them her panty and bra. Yet, in the way she sexually felt flashing them, it was obvious by the erect impressions her nipples made in her blouse and bra downstairs that she was sexually aroused too. Dean was turning her into his slut and his whore of a wife. It won't be long and she'll be just as perversely perverted and sexual depraved as he is.
She's already told her husband in her sexual frustration that if she was married to any of his friends, to Bob, to Jim, or to Michael, no doubt, they'd never fall asleep before giving her hot sex. Not taking that as a hint, he still allowed her to go up to bed alone sexually unsatisfied while he watched television downstairs. Instead of giving her hot sex, he's watching sports replays on television. Instead of giving her what she needs and what she wants, a hard cock and an orgasm, he'd rather just flash her body to other men.
"He's such a dope sometimes," she said aloud for no one to hear. "Another man would never allow me to go to bed horny. Another man would never allow me to masturbate myself when he could do that with his finger and with his tongue. Another man would rather that he gave me an orgasm that having me give myself one. Another man would never prefer to flash his wife than to have sex with his wife."
* * * * *
Obviously with Dean thinking more about his three friends having their wicked way with her in a gangbang, than he was thinking about having sex with her in bed tonight, she was feeling even hornier now. Wishing she had it in her, she wished she could relent and give his friends hot sex. She'd make her husband so happy and she wouldn't have to masturbate as much as she does. Only, too late, she had her chance to walk downstairs naked to suck and fuck the three of them while her husband watched and she blew it. No doubt his reason for him inviting his friends over tonight was for them to have sex with her. Now with his friends already gone, she was alone with her bad self.



If only she wasn't so modestly uptight, especially in the sexy way she's feeling right now, she'd love for Dean to introduce her to the swinging lifestyle. In the horny way she was feeling now, she'd love nothing better than to suck and fuck another man while Dean watched. Instead of just watching, maybe Dean would want to have sex with the man's woman. Maybe the reason why he wants to try the swinging lifestyle is that she's not whore enough for him. She could be a whore if only he'd tell her what to do. Perhaps with him wanting to flash her naked body to his three friends, once she did that, is the first step and the sexual recipe to her taking the next step and going all the way with his three friends as well as strangers in the swinging lifestyle.
With neither of them on the same page, if only he knew that she was horny enough to give his friends sex but was unable to cross that line, she wondered what he'd say. For her to give his friends the sexual pleasure that he wanted her to give them, she needed his help to do that. If only somehow and someway, perhaps, getting her drunk, he'd show her naked body to his friends, that would be her first step across the line of sexual debauchery. She'd play her part as the wife being taken sexually advantage of by acting embarrassed, humiliated, and mortified. Yet, after he showed her naked body to his friends, with having no more cards of innocence to play, she'd have nothing more to hide.
Perhaps with him forcing her to flash his friends her underwear is part of the recipe to her taking the next step and going all the way with his three friends. Perhaps, with him coercing her to flash her naked breasts to strangers standing outside of her dressing room at the mall is her initiation to the swinging lifestyle. Perhaps she needs to do more flashing instead of less flashing to get her in the mood of having sex with other men. Perhaps, she needs to find one man to have sex with so as to ease her into the idea of having sex with a multitude of partners in the swinging lifestyle.
Being that he's already confessed that sexual fantasy to her, she knew that he'd love to watch her suck other men's cocks before fucking them one at a time while he sat in the corner and masturbated. An introduction to the swinging lifestyle, no doubt, he'd love to have a threesome or a foursome with Kim as the sexual star. Only, what he didn't know was that her having sex with other men was her sexual fantasy too, especially when she's horny enough to masturbate herself. Too much of a lady to show her husband what she really wanted, it was up to him to take her by the hand to show her what he really wanted her to do. Not totally all one sided, perhaps, along the way, they'd meet somewhere in the middle to discover what each one was comfortable in sexually doing.
* * * * *
She unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. Stepping out of it, she folded it and stored it away in her closet before turning to face the back deck door again. Now dressed in her sexy low cut bra and bikini panties she paraded around the room getting ready for bed. With her panty clad, shapely ass, panty clad, pussy mound, and her bra clad breasts bouncing and jiggling above her bra and on full display, she mindlessly walked around her room. With her having the body of a swimsuit, fitness, or lingerie model, she looked fabulously hot in her sexy bra and panty.
It was when she walked by the back deck sliding glass door for the third time that she noticed the drape was pushed open. Always closed, she thought it weird that it was open. Ready to close it, she thought better of it when a noise that sounded like a giggle and a crouching shadow caught her eye. With her normally thinking that an intruder was outside of her bedroom, she knew that it wasn't an intruder but her perverted husband and his three peeping friends.
"Wow," she said mumbling under her breath. "As if my sexual fantasy come true, how hot is this? This is my sexy game to play now."
'Do I dare do it? Do I dare strip myself naked and give my husband and his three, horny friends what they want? Do I show four horny men my naked body while acting as if I don't know they're there watching me? Oh, my God, I'm so frigging excited,' she thought to herself.
With her knowing her husband much better than he knew her, obviously by her blatant sexual actions in her bedroom that night, she knew that her husband and his three horny friends, Bob, Jim, and Michael, were outside her bedroom on the deck. Not the ditzy blonde that Dean believes that she is and the whore that he sometimes likes to think that she is, she'd have to be totally clueless not to notice the drape pulled to one side. She'd have to be an idiot not to know that this was her husband's plan all along, to show her naked body to his friends. She'd have to be a deaf mute for her not to hear them whispering and giggling outside her bedroom like teenagers. She'd have to be blind not to see their drunken shadows even in the dark.
* * * * *
In the way that Mary Louise Weller did as Mandy Pepperidge in Animal House when John Belushi, as John Blutarsky, was standing on the ladder to peek in her bedroom, seemingly unwittingly but actually deliberately, Kim turned to face her audience of men. As if she knew they were there watching her, staring at her, and leering at her, and she did, she reached around behind her to unhook her bra while looking up at the ceiling and muttering to herself. Suddenly, as if happening in slow motion, her bra straps fell from her shapely shoulders and with her gentle tug, her bra cups abandoned her breasts to show the four men all that they were hoping to see. Horny now, as soon as she showed her husband's friends her breasts, she had this insatiable urge to masturbate herself.
If only his friends were in the room with her now, she'd suck them all before fucking them all. How hot would that be for her to pull a gangbang train while her husband watched and masturbated himself? How hot would that be for her to be covered in cum after three men gave her a cum bath? How hot would that be for her to finally agree to participate in the swinging lifestyle with her husband? How hot would that be for her to finally dump his sorry ass and find a real man, a better man, and a man who didn't need to flash her to other men for him to appreciate her?
She showed her husband's three friends her tits. She couldn't believe she finally had the nerve to show her husband's three friends her tits. With the three of them wanting to see her naked breasts for so very long, she couldn't believe that she showed her husband's three friends her tits. She stunned even herself.
With her husband there watching her sexy, striptease show, it was obvious to her that this was what he so wanted. As soon as she unhooked her bra, one could almost hear the four men holding their collective breaths while waiting for her to remove her bra. One could almost hear their gasps when they saw her beautiful, naked breasts. As if they were watching late night pornographic videos of topless women, her tits were right there.
Oh, yeah, she'll be masturbating herself tonight over all that they're seeing of her and over all that she's showing of herself. With them on her back deck watching her undress, maybe she'll give them a sexy masturbation show too. Maybe she'll even let them watch her suck her tits, finger her pussy, feel her nipples, and tickle her clit with her vibrator, before fucking herself with her big, hard, black plastic cock. Maybe they'd like to see her cumming while wishing she was blowing them before fucking them.
* * * * *
Something so precious that must be hidden away behind a blouse and a bra, now they were in clear view, and in the way she paraded around the room topless, it was obvious that she felt liberated as much as she felt sexy. If it wasn't for the glass door, her naked breasts would nearly be close enough for them to touch, feel, fondle, and suck. Obviously Dean would like nothing better than to watch his three friends having their wicked, sexual way with her tits and with her naked body. In the way that the men were leering at her, the three men did everything but lick the balcony, glass door.
"In the horny way I feel right now," she said under her breath, "if they licked my pussy, I'd suck their cocks. If they gave me an orgasm, I'd fuck them silly. Men have no idea how to get what they want from a woman."
Then, being that she was a little drunk and a lot horny, and no doubt, being that she knew they were there watching her every sexy, sexual and sensual move, she did something she's never done before. Turning to face the men sitting there on the deck staring and leering at her, she cupped each of her breasts in her hands. No doubt, they all wished it was them cupping her breasts in their hands. Further driving them crazy, as if offering her tits to the men, she lifted her breasts in her hands while looking straight ahead at the open curtain without seemingly even acknowledging that the curtain was open. Then, she lifted one breast higher to take her nipple to her mouth to suck it before lifting her other breast to do the same.
Putting her head back in obvious sexual pleasure, she fingered her nipples before sticking her hand down her panties to finger her pussy. Continually her outrageous sexual behavior, she pulled her finger out of her cunt and licked it as if she was licking their cocks. Moving her finger in and out and all around the inside of her mouth, she pretended she was indeed sucking a cock. Then, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, she made her nipples big and hard while staring at his three friends as if daring them to open the deck door and come inside to suck her tits and fuck her.
Done playing with her tits for the moment, but not done teasing them, she sat at her vanity table clad only in her panties to brush her long, blonde, straight hair. One hundred strokes, fifty on one side of her head and fifty on the other side of her head. Then, once finished brushing her hair, she opened her drawer to retrieve her dildo and vibrator.
"Encore," she said getting up from the vanity table.
Holding them up as if showing them what she had in her hands, she tossed them on the bed. Then she turned to face the men while slowly removing her panties to expose her blonde, trimmed pussy. Turning, she bent at the waist to show her shapely ass and already moist pussy to the four men leering at her through the glass deck door. Her second step in crossing the sexual line, she was about to give them a sexy masturbation show, one that even her husband never thought his sexy wife would give his friends.
She took her position on the bed and spread her legs. Reclining back in the perfect place, obviously she knew that his friends had a clear, between her legs view of her pussy. She felt her breasts and fingered her nipples with one hand and tickled her pussy with her finger first before using her vibrator with her other hand. Once she was wet enough, as if the men were taking their turn licking her with their tongues and sticking their erect cocks inside of her, she fucked herself with her dildo. In an out and all around, as if she was holding a portable cock, she slammed that thing in her as if she was fucking one of them while fondling her big breasts and fingering her hard, erect nipples.
* * * * *
"Fuck me! I don't believe this" whispered Bob. "I don't know about you, but I can't take this anymore," he said unzipping himself, pulling out his cock, and slowly masturbating himself.
"I'm with you brother," whispered Jim unzipping himself, pulling out his cock, and masturbating too.
"I don't mind if you don't mind," whispered Michael unzipping himself, pulling out his cock, and masturbating also.
Dean having already seen this sexy show of his wife pleasuring herself before wasn't as inspired to masturbate over Kim playing with herself. What got Dean going more than watching his naked wife was watching his three friends masturbating over the sight of his sexy, naked wife masturbating herself. He unzipped himself, pulled out his cock, and masturbated over Bob, Jim, and Michael masturbating over Kim.
Playing with her nipples with one hand, Kim fucked herself with her dildo with her other hand. As if her dildo was a cock, she fucked herself hard and she fucked herself deep. Faster and faster, she slid that long, black, piece of plastic deep inside of her over and again.
"God, I wish I had a cock to suck," she said loud enough for Dean, Bob, Jim, and Michael to hear.
Dean opened the sliding glass door and his three friends with cocks in hand piled inside to stand next to the bed where Kim continued pleasuring herself.
To be continued...
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Case #1. Catching a train. Accidentally crushed by a subway car. Case closed.
Hoping to catch something other than a sexually transmitted disease, Susan sat alone at a high class bar. Looking as beautiful as she could for her to stand out from the pack of women who were desperate for their soul mate of a man in shining armor, she was looking for love. With the bar alive with activity and the noise of people having a hundred conversations all at the same time, the too loud music was giving her headache.
Obviously, not the only one looking for the right man, she had a lot of competition tonight. Just as there were lots of men looking for a one night date, there were a lot of women looking for something more, someone special, and a beginning to their lives that had a happy, fairytale ending. Just as there were lots of men looking for sex, there were lots of women looking for love.
"I now pronounce you man and wife...and they lived happily ever after."
Only she knew that life wasn't a fairytale and even though she was just as beautiful as Cinderella, Rapunzel, or Snow White, she was still single. After breaking off relationships that weren't going anywhere, she didn't even have a boyfriend. Alone with her lonely self, with most men not wanting to commit, most women she knew wanted to get married and have a baby.
In the way of Captain Hook's crocodile in Peter Pan when looming too close, with her clock ticking louder as each year passed, she was twenty-nine and still not yet even in a committed relationship. At this rate, she'd be living alone with her cats while her already married girlfriends live out their dreams of having children. Her version of her own fairytale that she didn't have a clue how it would play out, Alice in Wonderland's fantasy was Susan in never land's reality.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick.' Desperate for a man but not just any man, she wanted to be married to someone good looking, kind, smart, generous, and successful. She wanted to start her new life with a good man by her side. She wanted a house with stainless steel appliances and granite countertops. She wanted to be driving a Honda minivan to soccer practice. She wanted what seemingly everyone else had but her. She wanted to be married with children. Yet even more than that, she wanted to be in love.
* * * * *
With her makeup perfectly applied, her long, blonde hair cascaded down her back as if she a model making a hair commercial. As if she had a light over her head that flashed, her blonde hair was her beacon that told all available men that she was a sexy siren ready for sex when she'd much rather have love. Her natural beautiful blonde hair acted as if it was a flag that waved for the attention of a man, but not just any man. She wanted the right man.
Men were attracted to blondes, especially beautiful blondes with big blue eyes, and big tits. In a bar full of women, setting her apart, men noticed the blonde women first, especially natural blondes. Between her complexion and blonde eyebrows, a man didn't have to see her trimmed, blonde pubic hair to know that she was born with this hair. The first step, she just needed them to notice her and she'd take it from there.
Her blouse was unbuttoned just enough to show her long line of cleavage and to show that she big tits. As pretty as she could be without having a hair and makeup person following her around everywhere she went, she hoped that her perfume would add to the scent of estrogen that she was putting out there. Sitting there sipping her drink, with her hook already baited and dangling in the sea of life, there was nothing more that she could do other than what she's done. It was now or never, she really didn't want to be sitting on the same stool at the same bar next year without her man and her new life.
* * * * *
Risking startling her, he leaned down to whisper his words in her ear while ever so softly touching her hand.
"How can a man like me get a woman like you to go home with him?"
Playing her role as the woman who didn't have any obvious issues, she looked up at him as if she always looked like this, so perfectly put together. He looked at her as if getting women was a problem for him when he was so handsome. Just as he was, no doubt, hoping to get laid, she knew that he was the one to give her all that she wanted for the next forty years.
"That's easy," she said. "By swearing your undying love to me while on one knee and holding a small, blue box from Tiffany's," she said with a straight face and without laughing. "In the meantime, you tell me that you're rich, don't live with your mother, and aren't married," she said laughing this time.
He looked at her as if he was already in bed with her naked, out of breath, and sweating. He looked with eyes that told her that that he had as much intelligence as he had passion for life. Yet, with just a look, she could tell that he was a player. With just one look, she could tell that if she left this bar with him, instead of walking down the aisle to the altar, she'd be going for the ride of her life.
"I'm rich, I don't live with my mother, and I'm not married," he said with a laugh.
"That's a good start but what about the diamond ring," she said holding up and waving her finger.
"How about if I just buy you a drink for now?"
"That will work," she said.
And that was how it all started three years ago. Now, the thoughts of him merged through her head with the painful sounds of a high speed train whizzing inside of her brain. She had another headache and this time the pain was excruciating.
* * * * *
Normally never invisible, a tall, beautiful, blonde with big tits, Susan was difficult not to notice most times. Yet, today, purposely hoping not to be seen, observed, and/or interacted with, she went out of her way not to be identified by anyone, especially by anyone in the crowd of people who surrounded her. They were a noisy, impatient bunch of people. They were a captive, bored audience, stuck on the underground subway platform while waiting for the train to pick them up and rush them through the darkened tunnel to their final destinations.
With people talking and laughing too loud on their cell phones, fortunately too wrapped up in themselves and in their conversations, people were too busy to notice her. That's good. In the way that she always wanted to be noticed and in the way that Christopher noticed her the first time they met, she didn't want to be noticed now. Wanting to remain anonymous, she counted on being oblivious to everyone.
Lost within a crowd, just another person waiting for the train to take her home, the swarm of people added as much to her disguise as did her dark clothes. As if she was innocuously invisible, the larger the crowd grew, the easily she was able to hide herself within them without being noticed. Even if the surveillance cameras happened to capture her image in the crowd, all it would see was a black form and nothing more than that. Part of a living, breathing organism, she was a single cell. Yet part of the whole, human element as if she was the entire unit instead of just one within the multitude, she was alone with her bad self.
Motionlessly, she stood there not moving as if she was the pole holding the ceiling. Hiding herself by not doing anything to call attention to herself, Susan stood against the concrete column dressed all in black as if she was part of the painted background. Looking like a tall, thin, albeit shapely ninja or a paid, female Mafia assassin, even if someone did notice her, if staring at her long and hard enough, someone may, perhaps, possibly perceive that she was a woman and not a man. Yet, even though it was quite difficult to hide her big tits, her oversized, dark clothes hid her shapely form and her womanly figure enough that no one bothered looking closely enough at her.
With her head down and her hood pulled down far enough over her head and with it covering most of her face, she tilted her head lower to hide her identity and to remain anonymous from the constant and continual view of the invasive, always recording cameras. As if wearing a uniform, she looked like any other gang member standing on a subway platform while waiting for the train. The only other thing that gave evidence to and revealed her being a woman is when the wind that the subway blew in to herald the arrival of the train forced out a strand of her long, blonde, lush hair tucked inside of her hood.
As if she stood there alone while contemplating what she must do, she was silently deep in thought within herself. In the way that no one noticed her with her keeping her head down, she didn't notice anyone either except for the one man that she was waiting for and watching to arrive. Being careful to never make eye contact for her to jog a memory in anyone, she stared at the floor of the train station. Having to remind herself not to make eye contact, she didn't want to be remembered enough to be positively identified should they suspect her, capture her, arrest her, and put her in a police lineup.
With her just another working stiff in a crowd waiting for a train to go home, she tried to be as anonymously invisible as she could. Not wanting to be accused of murder and not wanting to be a prime suspect in a police murder investigation, she didn't want to spend her last days in jail. With nothing perceivably different about her and wearing nothing to make her standout, other than being dressed in all black, she hoped that no one would notice her and/or remember her.
* * * * *
Christopher Snow was a stock investment analyst. He owned his own business on Wall Street. He persuaded Susan to invest all of her life savings with him. Being that she trusted him, she took his financial advice and gave him her money. Instead of investing her money with her new company in their 401K plan or rolling over her previous 401k to invest elsewhere, she invested all of her money, her life savings and the only money she had except for her weekly paycheck, with Christopher. Being that she was in love with him, she trusted him.
Why wouldn't she entrust him with her money when she's already entrusted him with her heart? At the time, they were living together as man and wife but without the ring on her finger and without having exchanged vows. At the time, she loved him and she thought that he loved her. Having expressed their love for one another, they were talking about marriage and about children. Now with her thirty-two-years-old, she thought he was going to give her an engagement ring for her birthday, for Christmas, for Valentine's Day, for Earth Day, for Arbor Day, or for Flag Day but he never did.
He was so handsome, so smart, and so successful. They lived together for two years after seeing one another for nearly a year. She believed him when he told her that he loved her and wanted to marry her. Now, after he used her, dumped her, and stole all of her money, everything he told her was a lie. How could he do that to her? Why did he do that to her? How could she be so stupid to trust him?
He told her that investing her money with him was the safest and quickest way to have financial security. Now she knew that was a lie too. Joining the ranks of common thieves in the likes of Bernard Madoff, she didn't know his investment strategy was nothing short of a Ponzi scheme to bilk millions of dollars from trusting and unsuspecting clients while he lived a lavish lifestyle.
His perfect victim, not only did he use her emotionally and sexually, he used her financially too. Now broke, he was the one responsible for her not even having enough money to pay for her own funeral, never mind for her not able to afford health insurance. Next on her short list, for him playing her and breaking her heart, he was doomed to suffer a similar fate as her neurosurgeon, Dr. Paul Martin, would soon suffer. Oh, yeah, going right down her short, soon to be dead list, her ex-boyfriend was number one on her death wish list.
* * * * *
Having ridden in with him in the morning and leaving with him in the afternoon, she knew his schedule. So predictably precise, he never deviated from the time he went to work or the time that he left the office for home. Thinking his precision made him a safe bet for investing her money with him, he was totally opposite from her. Impulsive and creative, she was more the writer type. Anal and exacting, he was more of the accountant type. Thinking they were a good match, obviously they weren't. Obviously she loved him and he used her.
Now that she was dying of her suspected but not yet medically diagnosed brain tumor, if she was dying broke then, taking him with her, he was dying broke too. Evidentially, just as he didn't know that he'd be dead soon, he didn't know that she had a duplicate set of keys to his apartment made. If he knew she still had keys to his apartment, no doubt, he would have changed his locks.
A survivor of sexual abuse who was bit obsessive and compulsive from what happened to her after having been sexually used by men, her job to keep herself safe, she always double checked doors and windows to make sure they were locked. Apparently, he didn't. Apparently, he had a normal childhood.
Always wanting to stay safe, she made the keys when she first starting living with him. She always carried two sets of keys with her, even the keys to her car, just in case. When she returned to him the original set of keys, he obviously didn't know that she had another set of keys. He never took the time to learn who she was. Had he taken the time to know her as well as she knew him, he would have known that she had a duplicate set of keys.
Figuring that he was cheating on her and in case she ever wanted to surprise him, she more expected that he was cheating on her with other women than using her to steal her money. In the way that Zero Mostel romanced elderly, vulnerable women out of their money in The Producers and later Nathan Lane did the same in the remake of the movie, she suspected that Christopher was romancing younger as well as older, more vulnerable women for their money. Yet, not wanting to believe that he was using her just for her money, she didn't think that she could be so stupid.
A smooth talker, he was such a player. Even when she was living with him and even when he told her that the women he had drinks with were just clients, she suspected that he was seeing other women on the side. She suspected that he was cheating on her and coming home sticking of perfume and sex, indeed he was. Even though she knew he was cheating on her, still not believing it, she was so hurt that when she found out that he was.
She trusted him. She loved him. He broke her heart and now he must die.
* * * * *
Not much of a gentleman, especially when eager to get home after working hard to steal people's money all day, he was so predictable. He was always first waiting at the exact spot where the train's door would stop so that he could beat the women inside the train to get his chosen seat. When she spotted him in the crowd, nervous that he'd recognize her even when hooded and dressed in all black, she moved closer to him. She worked her way through the crowd to stand one person behind him. She knew that he'd be more focused on the arrival of the train than who was standing behind him.
Now standing poised close enough behind him to be within striking distance but not close enough to be noticed, as soon as she heard the train enter the station, she was ready to make her fatal move. With him standing with the toes of his wing tipped shoes nearly over the yellow line, all it would take for her to launch him off the platform and in front of the train would be a quick hand and a stiff arm. Having the body of a pasty faced accountant instead of a blue collar jock, it wouldn't take much of a shove for him to lose his balance and for her to push him from the platform.
Positioned within the crowded train station, bored much like everyone else, she waited impatiently for the train. Unlike everyone else, she looked down instead of looking up or looking to where the train would be emerging from the darkened tunnel to enter the train station. Keeping her eye on the back of his shoes, if she could see his shiny shoes, then she knew he was still standing right where she needed him to stand. Then, timing her move by maintaining her watchful surveillance for the train out of the corner of her eye, when the white light that signaled the train was coming extinguished, she had it precisely timed how long the train would take to reach where Christopher was standing.
The light extinguished. Ten, nine, eight. She could see the train's headlight light up the tunnel wall. With the sound of the train rumbling in the station, seven, six, and the squeal of the steel wheels against the steel track squeaking as if screaming, five, four, the train commanded the crowd's attention but not hers. Keeping her eyes glued on him, three, two, one, it was someone else who jostled him while jockeying for position.
Stuck within a crowd of seething humanity, as if playing musical chairs, they all moved forward at the same time in anticipation of the train opening the doors for them to steal a seat. Just as she reached out to push him forward, someone from behind her pushed her away and moved in front of her to steal her spot. She missed pushing him in front of the train but accidentally, whomever it was who got in her way, accomplished what she needed to do with a shoulder. It was done and he was dead.
* * * * *
She watched him fall at the same instant that the train was there. Then, horrified and not believing her eyes, she watched him reappear in his panic to scurry back up on the platform. How could she miss him? How could she not have pushed him off the platform? She was right there poised to take her revenge. Son of a bitch, you lucky bastard. Why isn't this man dead? Only, it took her a moment to realize and understand fully his fatal dilemma. Not all of him made it to safety. Half of him was still dangling in the pit.
"Oh, my God! Someone help!"
As if they were all glued together, the people who stood on the edge of the platform moved back all at the same time. When she looked down, Christopher was looking up at the crowd smiling as if there was nothing wrong. He looked more embarrassed than hurt. Obviously in shock, maybe he saw potential investors but with blood beginning to trickle from his mouth, eyes, ears, and nose, his days of stealing the money of hard working people was over. Stuck between the platform and the train, why he was still alive was a mystery to her.
As if stuck in an elevator shaft between the elevator and the floor, he was stuck between the train and the platform. But for the blood beginning to form, from the waist up, he appeared perfectly normal and healthy. Even his dry cleaned white shirt was totally free of dirt, grime, and blood. Yet from the waist down, with his body twisted and mangled from the speed of the train rushing in the station, as soon as they removed the train and extricated him, his vital organs, if they weren't hemorrhaging already, would hemorrhage, and he'd die. Held intact by the train, as soon as they removed the train, he'd explode and he'd be dead.
"Serves him right," she said for no one to hear. "Payback is a bitch. What comes around goes around, especially when you fuck with Susan Jill Parker."
* * * * *
Just a matter of time before he was identified and taken away, as part of her recompense, she needed to rush to his apartment to get what money and valuables he had stashed there. He had a safe behind a picture in his office and she knew where he kept the combination. Maybe with what she'd steal from him now was more than enough to replace what he stole from her before. With her no longer able to work because of her soon to be verified brain tumor diagnosis, the money she'd steal from him would at least make her comfortable. The money she took from him would at least pay for her funeral. What little money she had left, she'd leave to her family.



Being that she was dying anyway, from now on, as her way to keep whatever cash she took from Christopher, she imagined charging everything and paying for all that she needed on credit. Takeout food every night instead of cooking, and gorging herself on junk food, ice cream, cake, pies, and candy, she no longer had to worry about her figure. Because she was dying anyway, she no longer had to diet, go jogging, and/or do anything that she didn't want to do.
According to the advertised specials, with no money down and no first payment, now she could afford to lease that new luxury automobile that she always wanted. All she had to do was to choose between a Mercedes, a BMW, or a Jaguar. With her having plenty enough to make the first few payments, she didn't think she'd need much more than that or need to worry about the future in the way she always had done before.
To be continued...
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Having a bad day and not enjoying his stay in the big city at all, with one inconvenience after another ruining his visit, now totally lost and disoriented while trying to go home to Pig's Holler, Kentucky, Billy Bob got on the wrong train. After already having come from Boston to make what he thought was his connection for home, now heading in the wrong direction when getting off the train to buy some souvenirs for his wife and kids, he was heading back to Boston again. Not used to big cities and trains, a real country boy who was more comfortable on a horse, on a tractor, or in his beloved pickup truck with the gun rack and pictures of Carrie Underwood, afraid to fly, he took the train to Boston to see a sick friend. Now just wanting to go home, only instead of heading south back to Kentucky, he was heading north back to Boston again.
"Shoot," he said when the conductor punched his ticket and gave him the bad news. "Are you kidding me? Tarnation," he said slapping his leg with is hand in frustration. "Don't that beat all?"
Already bored by the long ride and with the train filled with city slickers in business suits talking to one another or on their cell phones too fast for him to understand, they spoke as if speaking a foreign language. His only passive entertainment was ogling all the young, pretty women dressed in tight dresses and short skirts. An unafraid to admit ass man, he had a thing women's backsides especially when they wore shapely tight dresses that defined the round, firmness of their buttocks. Feeling so very out of place, like a farmer at a ballet or a cowboy at an opera, there wasn't one man on the train wearing shit kicking boots and a wide brim cowboy hat but for him. There wasn't one woman wearing daisy dukes and a tight low cut top that showed some cleavage in the way of Ellie Mae Clampett of the Beverly Hillbillies or Catherine Bach in the Dukes of Hazzard always wore.
'Why is everyone so dressed up, as if they're going to church, to a dance social, or to court,' he thought to himself. 'Do they dress like this every day? I'd kill myself if I had to wear my best Sunday suit and tie every day.'
Nonetheless, as if they were foreigners in his own country, when indeed they were all Americans, staring at the women while paying no never mind to the men, he surveyed the passengers before his eyes latched on to a tall, busty, beautiful blonde walking towards him. With her body moving in sections, ass, pussy, and tits, ass, pussy, and tits, she slowly advanced his way as if she was walking to music.
"Wow," he said out loud while thinking, 'My, my, my. I'd like to get me some of that."
Seeing her move in slow motion as if she was doing a slow Samba and as if she was slow dancing to music while walking towards him, he concentrated his stare on her hot body. Ass, pussy, and tits, ass pussy, and tits, he felt a little drool in the corner of his mouth leave his lip and fall on his jean covered thigh as if it was precum dripping from his cock.
'Sit here, please sit beside me,' he thought while hoping she would. 'Lord, I never asked you for much but please let her sit beside me.'
The light breeze from the few opened windows on the train blew back her stands of her long, blonde hair from her face as if she was a model walking the runway in front of a fan set on low. Enjoying the view before him, he could only imagine the view from behind her. He'd love to lift up her short skirt, pull down her panty, and bend her over his hog trough while fucking her up her ass. Although there are plenty of beautiful women in Kentucky, he's never seen a woman as beautiful as the one heading in his direction.
'Sit beside met, please sit beside me. Please, please, please sit beside me,' he chanted to himself as if chanting mantra of hopeful premonition.
Mindlessly texting on her phone while briefly looking up for her seat without glancing at Billy Bob, truly she was the most beautiful woman he's ever seen. She was even more beautiful than Mary Lou, Raylene, and Becky Sue from back home, women who he'd love to get alone in the barn, up in the hay loft, or down in the stables. He'd love to fuck in the ass any one of those women or all three of those women. No doubt, in the way that he was looking at her was the same way that she was ignoring him.
He'd love to go skinny dipping with her at the old watering hole. He could only imagine what she'd look like neked, neked, neked. Maybe she was attracted to his cowboy hat or his imagined country boy charm, his lucky day, her perfume filled his nose when she sat her fine ass down beside him. God almighty, he couldn't believe she was sitting next to him on the train back to Boston. At this point, so long as she was right there beside him, he didn't give a hoot where he was going. No doubt playing it cool by playing hard to get, in the way he was staring at her, she was paying him no never mind.
As if already easing his cock in her ass, the rhythm of the train made him imagine that he was already fucking her. Every time the train went over a bump, as if a beat to his ass fucking music, he imagined his cock going deeper in her ass. He imagined reaching up in front of her to hold on to her big tits while he humped her harder and forced his cock inside of her ass deeper. He imagined her enjoying a good ass fucking as much as he was enjoying a good ass fucking. As if he was riding a bull in the rodeo or busting a wild Mustang on his ranch, he imagined banging her from behind.
"Howdy ma'am," he said in his best southern gentleman voice while tipping his hat.
He gave her a big, yellow toothed smile gotten from chawing too much tobacco and drinking too much black coffee. Permanently stained, no matter how often his dentist cleaned his teeth, unless he paid extra for a whitening process, he could never get them white. Compared to these city slickers he felt more like a hillbilly than he did a horseman. Compared to these city slickers with everyone knowing where they're going and what they're doing, he felt so out of place when he didn't even know where in the Hell he was at. Giving him a brief look before looking away with disinterest, as if he was nakedly exposed and was flashing her his cock, she read him with a split second look of indifference.
"Hi," she said quickly looking away to retrieve a magazine from her oversized pocketbook.
Paying him no never mind in the way that he didn't pay attention to anyone but for the good looking women on the train, she opened her magazine to read.
"What's ya all readin'?"
She gave him an annoyed look that should have told him not to bother her.
"Boston magazine," she said giving him a forced smile.
She turned the magazine to him to show him the cover with a caption beneath the picture of a runner that read, Extreme Fitness, Stronger, Faster, Dirtier, six of the hub's most punishing workouts.
"Wow. I should have figured a big city like Boston would have their own magazine," he said. "We don't have anything like that where I'm from. If we did have a magazine, we'd have a picture of a big, old hog on the cover," he said laughing out loud. When she didn't respond by asking him where he was from, he continued in her verbal interruption of her. "You from Boston?"
"Yes," she said sighed and rolled her eyes while not looking up from her magazine and without looking over at him.
He sat there waiting for her to talk more and when she didn't, verbally assaulting her with what he thought was his country boy charm and what she obviously thought was just a nuisance, he continued talking at her while bothering her.
"I'm from Kentucky," he said with pride. Again when she showed no interest in him and where he was from, he continued. "Pig's Holler. We're known for pigs."
"That's nice," she said still not even looking at him while continuing to read her magazine.
"Do you watch the nightly, national news on TV, ABC World News with Diane Sawyer?" He paused waiting for her to look up and answer his question. When she didn't respond, he continued talking. "She's from Kentucky. Oh, yeah, she sure is and she makes all of us Kentuckians proud. Yessiree," he said while thinking that he wouldn't mind fucking Diane Sawyer up her ass.
He continued talking to her as if they were a couple. No doubt, if there was another available seat on the train, she would have changed her seat but with the train crowded with commuters, she'd have to endure sitting next to him all the way to Boston.
"I don't watch the news. With nothing ever changing, the news is the same every day but for the date," she said with smugness.
Already off trying to think of something else to break the ice, he ignored her comment about the news.
"Wanting to take the train home, when I got off the train to buy some souvenirs, and got back on, we me all turned around backwards, got on the wrong train," he said looking at her as if waiting for her to look at him and/or to respond. When she didn't look at him or respond to him, he continued talking. "How 'bout that? Yes, ma'am, I took the wrong train," he said. "And so here I am sitting beside a nice lady like you. It's kismet and fate, our destiny that we should meet, yes ma'am."
"That's too bad that you took the wrong train," she said, no doubt meaning it and wishing he was on the train headed home instead of on the train with her.
"I was trying to get back to Pig's Holler," he said. "The conductor said that I can get off the next stop to turn around but if you're going to Boston," he said with a smile. "I'd rather stay just right where I am with you," he said patting Susan's knee as if he owned her tight ass.
She looked at his hand as if she had laser vision and could melt his hand with just a concentrated stare. As if she was sitting in a cinema and a stranger fondled her knee, his touched startled her. Susan stared down at his hand before looking up at him with a look that told him he had better remove his hand from her person or else.
"You have nice, long fingers," she said with a plastic smile, "albeit you have a bit too much dirt beneath your fingernails. It would be a shame for me to break your fingers for being fresh with my knee," she said giving him another phony smile.
"Thank you, I think," he said looking at his fingers. As if a turtle hiding in his shell, hiding his dirty fingernails, he curled his fingers in a fist while returning his fisted hand to her knee. "My name is Billy Bob. What's your name pretty lady?"
"My name?" She looked at him and gave him a smile that melted his heart. In an instant he imagined telling his wife that he was leaving her. In an instant, he imagined kissing his kids goodbye and selling the family farm to live in Boston. In an instant he imagined walking down the aisle in readiness to marry her. "My name is fuck off hillbilly," she said before leaning into him. "If you want to keep your hand, I suggest you remove it from my person. Now!"
Giving him her best not a woman to fuck with look, she gave him the icy stare of a Mafia hit woman. Glad that he hadn't told his wife that he was leaving her, kissed his kids goodbye, and sold the family farm, obviously she was hard to read. If she did love him, he'd never know it. Surely, in the way that women fell for him back home, love at first sight, he didn't understand why this woman wasn't making a big fuss over him now.
"Sorry," he said removing his hand. "My mistake." With the vision of his Honeymoon with him giving her a good ass fucking slowly fading from his mind, he turned to look out the window before looking back at her. "I meant you no harm and I do apologize for my forwardness. Where I'm from, we don't ask. We just take when we see something we want. I was just trying to be friendly is all. If anything I was paying you a compliment. If anything, you should be flattered that I'd be interested in you."
"Compliment? I don't consider you groping me a compliment. Flattered? Why would I be interested in the likes of you?" She looked at him as if he was beneath her. She looked at him as if he was an alien from another universe. She looked at him as if she'd never want him to fuck her up her ass. "Moreover, I don't need any more friends," she said not even looking up at him. "I have plenty enough friends already."
He laughed and bumped her with his elbow as if they were sitting in a bar drinking a beer and having a good time.
"Shoot. Ain't nobody can have enough friends. Sometimes, depending upon the friend and upon the kinfolk, I'd much rather have friends than kinfolk. Friends help you out of a jam while kinfolk will always get you in one," he said with a hearty laugh before remaining silent while watching her reading her magazine and reading over her shoulder. "What about enemies?"
"Pardon?"
"Enemies. You said you have enough friends but what about enemies?"
"What about enemies?" She breathe out her words with obvious exasperation.
She looked at him with feigned interest before looking away.
"You said you have plenty enough friends already and don't need any more friends," he said. "I was just wondering what about enemies? If you have plenty of friends, you must know a lot of people to have plenty of enemies too."
Maybe it was the Boston air that allowed him to articulate himself better, but he had a proud look on his face that he could put those two thoughts together to make the leap that if she had enough friends then she must have plenty of enemies.
With her talking to him again, he gave her a victorious smile as if he had just caught the biggest fish in the fishing hole.
"Oh," she said returning back to her magazine. "I don't have any enemies," she said with a shrug before returning to reading her magazine.
With everyone having enemies, he gave her a look as if she was crazy.
"Shoot. You don't have any enemies? Everyone has enemies," he said. He looked at her as if she was having some fun with him and foolin' him. "If you don't mind me asking, how is that you don't have any enemies? Everyone has enemies. You must be a real nice person for you not to have folk that don't like you."
She looked up from her magazine again and closed it this time. She put the magazine in her pocketbook before answering him.
"Oh, you misunderstand. I had lots of enemies, more than I could take," she said. "There was a time when I had too many enemies, more enemies than friends."
"Is that so?"
"Yes," she said. "That's the truth."
He remained quiet again while studying her.
"So, what happened to all your enemies that you don't have any enemies now?"
She looked at him and smiled.
"I killed them all," she said.
He looked at her wide-eyed horrified before smiling and before laughing.
"Shhhhit, you had me for a minute. You're a funny one. You really did have me for a minute there. Killed all your enemies? That's funny," he said laughing. "For a minute there, I believed you. Now that I think about it, I wish I could kill all of my enemies but I'd rather have enemies than to spend the rest of my life in jail. I have some friends serving time and I can tell you that it's not picnic. No ma'am, it's no joke to spend years behind bars."
As if he looked like Robert Redford as Sundance in Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, he gave her his best country boy smile. Only looking more like a younger Marlon Brando lookalike, heavy in the belly and big in the ass, chest, and thighs, he looked nothing like the Sundance Kid.
"Suffice to say that you don't want to get on my bad side," she said.
He looked at her as if she was from another planet.
"Suffice? I ain't never heard that word before," he said. "What does that mean, suffice?"
"Suffice? It means, take it as the Gospel truth that you don't want to get on my bad side," she said giving him another smile.
He made a face as if getting on her bad side wouldn't be a problem for him.
"Is that right?" He leaned back from her as if to get a better look at her. "Is that so?"
Not removing the smirk from his face, with him so much bigger than her, he allowed her to see his disbelief on his face that she could ever be a threat to him.
"Yes," she said making eye contact with him.
He nodded his head at her.
"Well, you know what missy?"
He smiled at her while staring at her.
"My name is Susan."
"Well, you know what Susan," he said leaning in to her to whisper in her ear. "I'd love to not only get on your bad side but I'd love to get on and in your back side too," he said with a loud laugh. Moving closer to her to stick his hand behind her back, he reached his hand all the way down to squeeze her ass. "I'd love to fuck you up the ass."
As if she was an owl who had just spotted a rat, and as if he jabbed her with a fork at feeding time, Susan turned her head quick enough to surprise Billy Bob into moving away from her lest they bump heads.
"Pardon?"
She looked at him looking at her.
"I said," he said leaning into her again this time close enough for him to whisper in her ear. "I'd love to fuck you up your ass," he said beaming a smile while moving his hand from her ass to return it to her leg, this time to her upper thigh instead of her knee.
She looked down at his hand before looking up at him.
"You would? You'd love to fuck me up my ass? Is that what you'd like to do?"
She gave him the smile that he had been giving her and he returned her smile with the confidence of a man about to have anal sex with a beautiful woman.
"Yes ma'am, I would," he said nodding his head as if he had just agreed to sell her his prized pig.
With her putting her magazine down to smile at him, he looked hopeful that she'd agree to have anal sex with him.
"Well, sir, that's the best offer that I had all day," she said looking at her watch before smiling up at him. "I'll tell you what. My car is parked in the garage at North Station. What say we do our anal fucking business in the garage where we'll have plenty of privacy?"
He looked at her as if she was funning with him and when he realized she wasn't funning with him, he smiled.
"That sounds mighty good to me," said Billy Bob smiling as if he had just had a snoot full of moonshine before winning the pissing contest.
"Just one thing," she said holding up her thumb in index finger to his eyes. "I have one, small condition before you fuck me up my ass," she said.
"What's that? Anything. You name it and you got it baby girl," he said. "What's your condition?"
"My condition is that I get to fuck you up the ass first," she said with a big smile of victory.
He looked as if she had just thrown a bucket full of cold water in his face.
"Fuck me up the ass first?" He looked at her as if she was drunk. "Say what? You want to fuck me up the ass? Golly," he said removing his hat to scratch his head. "I ain't never heard of a woman fucking a man up the ass before. I ain't never been fucked up the ass before neither. I heard that's that they do in prison but I ain't never heard of a woman fucking a man up his ass," he said giving her a long, hard look. "Is that that what they do here in Boston?"
"This is what I do in Boston. Yes," she said.
"Well how you gonna do that when you don't have no cock to stick up my ass. Say, wait, you ain't one of those transsexuals are you with tits and a cock," he said reaching up to feel Susan's tit before reaching up her short skirt and between her legs to feel her panty clad pussy.
She stared down at his hand before staring up at him.
"Now is that really necessary Billy Bob? Do I look like a man to you, Sugar? Moreover, do I look a woman who would allow someone like you to grope me without repercussions and without you paying for the privilege?"
"Reper what? I don't rightly know what that word is," he said.
"Repercussions," she said. "Consequences of your actions. You felt my breast through my blouse and bra and then took the liberty of sticking your hand up my short skirt to feel my panty clad pussy. There are consequences to your actions. Now you must pay for touching and feeling me in such a familiar way," she said.



"I apologize for touching and feeling you in such a familiar way. I meant no disrespect. I was just makin' sure that you were a lady and not a dude. If I was to really feel you, I'd leave my hand on your tit and pussy longer than what I did. Yes, ma'am, that's for sure. I'm just makin' sure after what happened to my cousin Clem and to my friend Rosco, when they picked up a couple of hitchhikers and they both turned out to be dudes instead of gals, doesn't happen to me."
"Yeah, so? So, pray tell, what happened to Clem and Rosco?"
"Nothin', except they're all married now and living the lives as gay men," said Billy Bob laughing out loud while reaching up his hand to feel her big breast again.
She looked down at his hand as if she was about to sever it from his wrist.
"Especially not in public on this crowded train Billy Bob, you best not grope me again without my expressed invitation and stated permission," she said. "I don't take kindly to a man feeling my tit without first buying me dinner."
Billy Bob removed his hand from Susan's breast.
"Sorry but," he said with a laugh, "I'll have you know that I'm a proud member of Gropers Anonymous. It's my job to grope purdy women," he said with a big laugh.
She smiled.
"And I'll have you know what I'm a proud member of AFAA," she said.
"AFAA? What's that? Sort of an aviation thing? Are you a stewardess? I knew you were someone special because I pegged you for a model as soon as I laid eyes on you. I've never seen a woman as purdy as you are."
"Thank you," she said.
"So, tell me, what does AFAA stand for?"
"Ass Fucking Association of America," she said.
"Ass Fucking Association of America? No shit," he said. "I never knew there was an ass fucking association in America or anywhere else. Hot damn, being that I'm a proud, card carrying member of the NRA, I wouldn't mind being a proud, card carrying member of the AFAA too. I mean, I figured if there was an ass fucking association anywhere in the world, it would be in one of those foreign countries, Turkey, Greece, or Texas."
"Texas?" She laughed at his ignorance. "You think Texas is a foreign country?"
"I sure do."
"Tell me, I'm dying to know, how do you figure that Texas is a foreign country?"
"I heard it on the TV. A beauty pageant contestant when pointing to a map of all the foreign countries she's been to, said that Texas is a foreign country and I believe her. With her being on TV looking so purdy, she has no reason to lie."
"You can't believe everything you see on TV, Billy Bob. Texas is a state of the United States and not a country," she said.
"Okay. You got me," he said looking at her as if she was lying to him or pulling his leg. "Ass Fucking Association of America?" He looked at her as if she was having some fun with him. "There ain't no such thing," he said looking at her. "Is there? You're just trying to get me again."
"There sure is an Ass Fucking Association of American and I happen to be their champion ass fucker."
"Champion ass fucker? No shit," he said slapping his knee. "Golly. Running into you is much like running into the bull riding champ, Slim Taylor, from the rodeo. What are the odds that I'd bump into a champion ass fucker? You're a genuine celebrity is what you are. Best you be gentle with my backside," he said with a big laugh.
"So, tell me," said Susan. "Have you ever been fucked up the ass before because if you've been fucked up the ass before, you've never been fucked up the ass until you've been fucked up the ass by me?"
"I can't say that I've rightly have been fucked up the ass before," he said.
"You can't rightly say that you've been fucked up the ass before or you won't admit that you've been fucked up the ass before? Which is it Billy Bob? It has to be one or the other," she said giving a hard enough stare to make him come clean. "Don't you be lying to me, Billy Bob," she said. "What kind of relationship would we have if there's lies between us?"
"Well to be honest with you, I was gang raped by some brothers in the Castle on the Cumberland," he said nodding his head with a look of shame on his face.
"Castle on the Cumberland? What the Hell is that?"
"That's the Kentucky State Penitentiary," he said.
"I see," she said. "So what do you say Billy Bob? If you allow me to fuck you up the ass first, then I'll allow you to fuck me up the ass."
"Yeah, sure, I can agree to that but how are you going to fuck me up the ass when you don't have anything to fuck me up the ass with? What are you gonna use your finger?" He laughed a big laugh. "Your puny little fingers won't go very far up my ass."
"Oh, no, I have something better than my finger to fuck you up the ass with," she said. "I have Big Bruno," she said with a big smile.
"Big Bruno? Who the Hell is that? Is he your boyfriend?"
"In a manner of speaking, yes, Big Bruno is my boyfriend. Only, Big Bruno is not a who but a what," she said reaching in her pocketbook to retrieve her strap on dildo. "Big Bruno is my strap-on dildo," she said holding her toy up for him to see."
"Damn. Holy shit. That's the biggest dildo I've ever seen. I can see why you call him Big Bruno, but a deal is a deal and I'm not about to go back on my word," said Billy Bob. "You fuck me up the ass with that thing and then it's my turn to fuck you up your ass with my thing. Deal?"
"Deal," said Susan.
"Billy Bob spit in the palm of his hand before offering his hand to Susan and Susan spit in the palm of her hand before offering her hand to Billy Bob.
To be continued...
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"Wait," he said looking hurt as if he was the woman and she was the man. "You could stay awhile longer," he said. Obviously in the way that he was looking at her, he didn't want her to leave.
"I can't," she said not as emphatically as she said before.
Playing her role all too well, she suddenly more felt like his mother than his lover.
"What we do together doesn't just have to be all about sex. If you're hungry, I can order takeout and we could watch a movie or we could go out to eat. I know some places that are still open. Actually, if you don't mind, I'd much rather just stay here with you," he said looking so pathetically.
"I have to go," she said with her hand still on the doorknob but without turning the doorknob.
"It would be nice to just hang out together naked. I've never done that, just relaxed with a woman after making love while still naked. I mean, I've seen that happen in movies all the time but that's never happened to me."
"That would be nice to hang around naked, but I must go," she said again but still without turning the doorknob to open the door.
"It's just you're different than the other women I've been with," he said. "You're not embarrassed by being naked. Whenever I've been with a woman, someone my age, she didn't even want me to put on a light," he said with a sad laugh. "Seemingly, as soon as we started fooling around, it was time to drive her home."
"I guess I'm different from women your age," she said. "I prefer the light to the dark and I don't have a curfew," she said with a laugh.
"Maybe we could make love again Mom," he said falling into his role again. "Or maybe we could just talk. Would you like me to order some food? I can run downstairs and buy some coffee. Do you drink coffee or would you like something stronger, a glass of wine."
She looked at him and smiled.
"I can't stay Steven, really I can't," she said. "Sorry but I must go."
Nonetheless, as if she was really his mother, she'd like that kind of social bond with a man young enough to be his son. She'd like to have a cup of coffee with him while talking about everything and laughing over nothing. Other than with her patients, she doesn't talk to anyone. It would be so refreshingly different to have a conversation over breakfast with a young man who reminded her so very much of Steven.
"You didn't even blow me," he said with disappointment. "You promised to give me oral sex if I gave you an orgasm and I gave you an orgasm, didn't I?"
She looked at him suddenly feeling guilty that she didn't sexually satisfy him in the way that he sexually satisfied her. At the very least, she should stay long enough to make him cum. In the way that he was so prematurely ready to ejaculate before, it wouldn't take her more than a few strokes for him to cream her hand or a few sucks for him to cum in her mouth.
"You did give me an orgasm and I realized that I didn't make you cum but I'm sorry. I have to go," she said.
He looked at her with such sadness that she was ready to stay. Suddenly feeling that she owed him something, a hand job, a blowjob, and/or an explanation at the very least, she wanted to stay, which is more than she wanted to do with all of the other men that she had sex with on a Saturday night. Suddenly she felt she was a mother leaving her son at college.
"At least give me a good-bye kiss."
With him being so handsome, she knew that if she kissed him again, she'd never leave. She knew that if he held her in his arms that she's spend the night, something she's never done with anyone before. Instead of walking over to him to kiss him, she looked back at him and blew him a kiss.
"I'm outta here. Thank you for a good fucking time," she said with a laugh. "See ya!"
As if her heart was breaking again, the same pain that she felt when Steven left her, she felt when she left young Steven. With her hand poised on the doorknob, she was unable to turn it.
"I don't understand why you're leaving so fast," he said now showing a face full of rejection, the same face full of rejection that she showed when Steven left her. "Go then, if you must. Just go. Get out! Go! Thanks for nothing. I don't want you to stay."
With purse in hand as if nothing sexually had happened between them and with her hand still on the doorknob, she turned to look at him still naked and in bed. As if she was the man abandoning the woman instead of the woman abandoning the man, being that she gave him the sexual fantasy that he always no doubt wanted, to have hot sex with his mother, he'll be okay. Turning to look at him without guilt for having sex with someone so young and without remorse for not staying to make him cum was her way of abandoning him in the way that Steven abandoned her so very long ago.
"What's not to understand? I gave you what you wanted, sex, motherly sex at that, and you gave me what I wanted, an orgasm," she said giving him a smile. "I'll see myself out. Bye," she said turning the doorknob and opening the door, she closed the door behind her.
* * * * *
Same thing this week as it was last week and all the weeks before for the past several years since she graduated medical school, it was just another Saturday night to her. In a different bar with a different crowd of men, Susan was dressed to seduce. Boston has a lot of bars and she could invariably hit a different bar every Saturday night for the next few years and not hit the same bar twice. Yet, even though the bars were all so different, the crowd of men were always the same.
With the multitude of men having different faces and bodies, yet their personalities, jokes, pickup lines, and bad, negative attitudes were all the same. No matter which bar she was in and which year it was, they all did the same things and they all said the same things. Boring, it was all getting so boring to find a young man to have sex with on a Saturday night. Having been there and done that over and again, as if she was having a continual feeling of déjà vu, she tired of the repartee needed to make a connection enough to go home with them.
It would be so much better, once a man picked her up and she agreed to go home with him, if he would just shut the fuck up and not talk. As if he was a sex machine, all she wanted was to use him for was for mindless sex. Only now, with Steven from last Saturday night haunting her and with him still on her mind, she didn't think of anyone in the way that she thought of him. Steven, Steven, Steven, now another Steven was on her mind. In the way that the first Steven left her physically, he never left her emotionally and mentally.
Not going with anyone who approached her, except for Steven last Saturday night, she wished a man would approach her with a different line. Tired of the same old, same old, it's as if these men lack imagination or the motivation needed to get her in bed. This time, instead of bedding a man with a pretty face and a hot body, she wanted a man with a brain in his head. Albeit terribly good looking and smart, she wanted someone like Steven from last week.
Missing him, she wished now that she had stayed. Pretty horrible of her to leave him when he practically begged her to stay, she could have spent the night or at least another hour to have something to eat with him. She could have at least stayed long enough to get him to cum in her hand or in her mouth. At the very least, she could have had a cup of coffee with him.
"Hey baby, how can I get you to go home with me?"
She imagined her ideal man saying something like that to her instead of the same dialogue that all the men say to her when thinking that they're being cool and witty when they're just boring.
"How can you get me to go home with you? That's easy. If you promise to shut the fuck up and not talk, I'll do any nasty sexual thing you want," she imagined her reply.
* * * * *
Paying to play but not with money, she didn't need a man to pay her way but they'd pay to play her sexy game in another way just the same, by giving her an orgasm. Taking out on them what happened to her so long ago, she used young men in the way that an older man once used her. Still scarred and angry, she was determined to get her twisted revenge. Yet not nearly the same in her brutal and inappropriate treatment of men in the way that Steven used and abused her, not allowing the men she had sex with to get close enough to her and for them to be with her long enough to fall in love with her, Steven broke her heart after their torrid, one-sided love affair.
Her cherished, personal, prized possession, being the good Catholic girl she once was, he took the one thing that was sacred to her and the one thing that she was saving for her husband-to-be. Saving herself all through high school and prom night when Scott had her panties down to her ankles and his cock out when she they were 18-year-old high school seniors and in the backseat of his car, that was the hardest point to say no. Typically, as her way to preserve her virginity, she gave men hand jobs and blowjobs rather than having sexual intercourse with them. Finally, when she was an 18-year-old college freshman and thinking that she made it through her youth unscathed and with her virginity still intact, as if he was a thief in the night, an incorrigible Don Juan, Steven stole her virginity along with her heart.
* * * * *
"I love you," she said after he had fucked her and still had his cock still inside of her.
"And I love you," he said.
Thinking back now, with her always first to tell him that she loved him, he may as well have said ditto.
"I want to marry you," she said.
Thinking that he would marry her, she was dumb enough to tell a married man that she loved him enough to marry him. Yet, why not? If she told him that she loved him, wouldn't the next progression be that she wanted to marry him? What's so wrong with her telling her that she not only loved him but also wanted to marry him?
At that point in their relationship they had been seeing one another steadily for more than three years. Apparently with her no longer held at bay, obviously with his fun over, he was done with her. Only for all that she knew, in addition to being married, he may have someone on the side and as it turned out he did. He had several women on the side.
"Once my divorce is finalized, I want to marry you," he said obviously to placate her. "Then, once we marry, my dear Susan, we will live happily ever after," said Steven.
She was dumb enough to think that he loved her. Looking back now, she couldn't believe that she thought he'd divorce his wife to marry her. For such a smart woman, how stupid could she be? She was so naïve. She was so gullible to start a sexual relationship with her professor.
Still married to his wife of thirty years, she read about his 25th wedding anniversary party on the Internet five years ago. In hindsight, he didn't love her. In hindsight, she realized now that he never loved her in the way he said he did, in the way that she loved him, and in the way that he obviously loved his wife for him to still be married to her. In sadness he didn't marry her and they didn't live happily ever after, as he promised her they would. Now alone and a bit twisted in her payback revenge that turned from him to turn against all men, she didn't think that her unrequited love for Steven would bother her as much as it has for the past twenty years.
Yet, still holding a candle for him and expecting him to call her on her birthday or for Christmas or on Valentine's Day, as the years passed without hearing a word from him, not even a note, she suffered in silence. If it wasn't for her education in psychology and psychiatry, always analyzing herself and helping herself with her own internal dialogue of therapy, she may have become a raving lunatic. She may have become one of those women who stalked him and/or even harmed herself and/or murdered him and/or his family. So hurt, she may have harmed herself and/or taken her own life. Apparently, with her being hot enough and old enough to seduce young men while pretending to be their mother, she wasn't crazy enough to harm her beloved Steven or herself.
Where other women are driven to get married and have children, after removing men from distracting her, she was driven to complete her education and earn her PhD. Had it not been for Steven dumping her, married with children by now, she may have not earned her doctorate in psychology. Dependent upon a man instead of being dependent upon herself, she wouldn't have the control over her own life that she has now. Unless it was his money, she wouldn't have any money of her own. Yet, being that she's still crazy over him and/or just crazy, psychiatrists and psychiatrists are the craziest people on the planet after all. Apparently, according to her psychology professor, "It takes a crazy doctor to not only diagnose but also help someone who's certifiably nuts."
With that bit of self-discovery in mind, she realizes now that she's a little crazy for her to still be in love with a man who never loved her. It takes crazy for her to play the dangerous game of pickup and release that she's been playing ever since she graduated from medical school and discovered that she wasn't young and dumb anymore. Alone and bitter, Saturday night is her night to find companionship and comfort while striking her payback against men. Sad and angry over men in general but still sexually interested enough in men to find them, feel them, fuck them, and forget them, she hates men and takes her sadness and anger out on all men for what one man did to her.
* * * * *
In the way that men kept themselves safe by ducking in foxholes on the battlefield, Susan kept herself safe by ducking in a bar every Saturday night to arm herself with a new man. As if she was a sniper picking off one man at a time for them to take her home with them, she was just as dangerous. Collecting trophies, she collected young men that were nearly half her age. Otherwise so perfect in every way with a perfect grade point average, a perfect face, and a perfect body, if she had one foible it was having sex with men young enough to be her son. If she had one thing wrong with her, it was that she was certifiably nuts for her to be doing what she's been doing for the past seven years.
A true enigma, in the way that she talked and carried herself, she was Jane Hathaway of the Beverly Hillbillies in Ellie Mae Clampett's form, face, and figure. If she had one weakness, it was her need for sex and to get licked long enough and/or laid hard enough for her to experience an orgasm. As if she was a guy instead of a gal, it was all about the hunt, the seduction, the sex, and the orgasm. In the way that most men find them, feel them, fuck them, and forget them, that was her motto too.
Not caring much about the wants, desires, and feelings of the men that she used to pleasure herself for one night a week, as if they were nothing more than a human dildo, she only cared about herself. Having already paid her dues in her failure to find love, she gave enough of herself each day during her job as a psychiatrist listening to people's plights, peccadillos, and problems. She used the bad behavior of her patients to justify her abnormal and immoral sexual behavior. Saturday was her one day to relax and the way that she relaxed was by having sex with men young enough to be her son. Knowing the type, she specifically chose men who thought of her as their mom, mommy, and/or mother while having sex with her.
Knowing full well that young men are attracted to older woman, especially beautiful, well-kept, mature women with long, blonde hair, blue eyes, a shapely figure, and big tits, she was sexual bait in a bar filled with desirable, horny, young men. Waiting for a nibble, a bite, and a lick while fishing for compliments by appearing receptively approachable, especially after giving the eye to her intended victim, she smiled while batting her long eyelashes. She returned their sometimes inappropriate and/or obnoxious banter with her poignant, articulate, and intelligent conversation. With one thing quickly leading to another, she seldom left a bar alone. Instead of it being their choice to take her home, it was always her choice to go home with them. With them all thinking that they were the lucky ones, if only they knew that they were being manipulated by her for her personal, sexual satisfaction.
In the way she looked and in the way she dressed, her way of preserving the species, she threw back the ones that were too young and the ones that didn't sexually interest her and/or mentally challenge and/or physically stimulate her. Always within just a few, short minutes of sitting at the bar while sipping her drink, she got more than a few nibbles on her line from more than a few men. Why wouldn't she? With her movie star looks, she was gorgeously sexy.
One of a kind, in a hip bar filled with mostly young people, there was no other woman there who looked better than she did. Nonetheless, the ones who too readily approached her were the ones she didn't want. She wanted those rare diamonds that lay hidden in the dark corners and the far recessed spaces in the back of the room. She wanted the shyly quiet ones who were content watching everyone else having fun while they sipped their drinks before going home alone. Those are the men she knew were there looking for their mothers. Those were the men that she found erotically enticing and sexually arousing enough to seduce them with a look and agreeing to go home with them.
In the way that most men are attracted to shiny objects, as if she was a shiny object too, she was doing her best to attract attention without being blatantly obvious about it. Not putting her tits on display or flashing men her panties, she always acted like the lady that she was and the lady that she imagined their mothers would be too. Not looking for a lifetime commitment, a marriage proposal, exchanging vows at the altar, and/or an engagement ring, she just wanted a man for the night. In the same way that men wanted her for sex, she only wanted them for sex too.
Catch and release, she just wanted to have some humping and sweating, sexy, naked fun. Just wanting to get laid, so long as they gave her an orgasm, as if the men she picked up at the bar were nothing more than her sexual toy to use, she just wanted to have sex. With no difference in her libido, ready and willing, she was looking for sex in the way that men were looking for sex. Sex, sex, sex, with nothing personal, it was only about sex.
Tired from all the listening and even more tired from all of their talking, she was drained by those patients who were unable to help themselves. Exhausted from interacting with a multitude of people who weighed her down with an overload of their personal problems, mental difficulties, and emotional issues, she used sex as her way to eliminate her stress and to feel human again. Ready to play with one selected subject, as if watching a room filled with lab rats or monkeys, she looked around the crowded room to see which one man struck her fancy. Then, when she found one, targeting him, her victim for the night, with just a look and a sexy smile, as if a blue eyed laser shooting across the room, she gave him the eye. Being that she inherently knew which ones to choose as opposed to those who'd just pitch her a line in hopes that she'd pick them, with her having the most valuable player on base batting average, her sexual success rate was near one hundred percent.
Giving the bulk of the credit to her sexual success ratio to her training in psychology as a therapist and psychiatry as a psychiatrist, an unfair advantage in the way of a fisherman shooting fish with a gun, she had the ability to read a man from a distance of several, dozen yards. Additionally to her credit, she looked ten years younger than she was. Looking more thirty-something than she did forty-something, the young men who frequented this bar or that bar had already tired of a steady diet of young, dumb women looking for a relationship, a commitment, and/or a marriage proposal. With her someone different and someone new, they moved to her in the way that a moth was attracted by a bright light. Just by stealthily observing their behavior in the way she observed psychological subjects behind a mirrored glass window in Harvard's prestigious grad school while earning her doctorate in Psychiatry and her PhD degree in Philosophy, she could easily pick her prey.



Looking like no therapist or psychiatrist should look who wasn't a sex therapist, with her long, natural blonde hair cradling the sides of her face and cascading down her back, if she was sitting there naked, she'd evoke the image of a modern day version of Lady Godiva. If she was sitting there naked, she couldn't be any more desirable then than she was fully dressed as sexy as she was dressed now. With her being so hot, if she was sitting there naked, no doubt, she'd set off the smoke alarms. If she was sitting at one of the table games in Las Vegas or Atlantic City, dealers would be calling for the eye in the sky to stare down her low cut and partially unbuttoned blouses.
* * * * *
She wore a short, tight, navy blue skirt that showed the round protrusion of her firm ass and enough of her long, shapely legs to attract the attention of those men who preferred asses and/or long, sexy legs to big breasts. Giving them a full selection of her a la carte menu, legs, ass, or tits, she wore a low cut, steel blue, silk blouse that lit up her big, blue eyes as if they were sparkling emeralds. For those who preferred breasts to asses and/or legs, she showed enough of her deep line of cleavage and ample bosoms to tease their interest and captivate their sexual desire. Straightforward in her sexual desire, she was more than subtle in advertising her God given gifts by highlighting her goods to her best advantage.
Painted the color of a Toreador's cape for her to attract the bull, her lips were ready to not only tame the bull and take down the bull but also to see through the bull that testosterone filled men were too quick to give. Difficult not to envision lipstick on their dipstick when seeing the full coverage of her red, ruby lips, what man wouldn't want to kiss those lips before parting those lips with his tongue and later with his cock? So stunningly beautiful and available in a bar full of average, young, emotionally dependent women who didn't know who they wanted and how to get him if they did know which man they wanted, it was no contest. Fatal in their attraction to her and dead on arrival at their apartment when being so controlled by her and while having sex with her, the men flocked to her as if she was a fatal car accident. With her having her pick of men, having no problem picking up the one man that she so wanted, men always gravitated to her.
With some women blessed with beauty, Anna Nicole Smith and Christie Brinkley, for example, God help them. Other women are blessed with brains, such as, Supreme Court Justice, Ruth Bader Ginsberg and Hilary Clinton, God love them too. A rarified and dangerous combination, Susan was blessed with both beauty and brains. Whatever she couldn't get with her brains, she was able to get with her beauty.
She sat at the bar as if she was a high priced call girl waiting for a John to make her an offer to take her home. Only, not there for the money but there for the sex, she wasn't a hooker. Destroying the one thing that she so enjoyed, being in love with Steven, in the way that she surrendered her virginity and only had sex for love with only one man so very long ago, with nothing more to lose, in the way she'd never trade sex for money, she'd never again have sex for love. Now instead of having sex for love, having sex for anything but for fun would ruin her from having sex ever again.
In the way that some men enjoy smoking a fine cigar while sipping an expensive, single malt scotch, Susan enjoyed a young man licking her pussy before she sucked his cock to stiffen him before injecting her with his erect hardness. As if she was their personal for hire sin eater, psychiatric therapy took as much of a toll on her as it did on her patients. After spending her days listening to the misery of others, she needed a break and a safety zone of having empty, meaningless sex with a man she didn't know and would never see again. She needed that human sexual connection to release all the shit she's had to listen to, endure, and comment on during her week of non-stop therapy that she gave patients who could afford to pay her $300 for their 45 minute sessions.
Not an easy feat to maintain her professionalism and not laugh at some of the things that some mentally and/or emotionally disturbed people thought problematic, she refrained from crying over and becoming personal involved with the problems and issues of others. Even though she was paid well for helping those who were unable and/or unwilling to help themselves, each one took a piece of her skin. For her to make herself whole again, she had random sex with men nearly young enough to be her son. Then there were those who seemingly she failed when they took their own lives. Too late and too lost, she still felt personally responsible that she was unable to help them. Having Saturday night random sex made her forget about them too.
* * * * *
With her mind preoccupied on young Steven, she thought of him in the way that she always thought of her ex-lover Steven. She knew that it was because of her thinking about young Steven that she was striking out at the bar tonight. He haunted her and she was unable to shake him from her thoughts. Unable focus long enough to study her new potential sex candidates that she knew were there and waiting for her to give them the eye, she left the bar alone.
An easy walk down the street a few blocks, she returned to Steven's apartment. She stood outside looking up at his windows. Hoping he was home, opened the door, climbed the stairs, and knocked on his apartment door. Only when he answered the door, surprised that he wasn't home alone, she was even more surprised by who was with him
To be continued...
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Case #2. Brain tumor and the fast Ferrari. Susan seeks her revenge by taking matters in her own hands.
While imagining the worst case scenario, Susan's headache was back again. Only now, unable to afford to see her primary care physician, she was unemployed, had no money, and was without health insurance. Feeling as if the pain was going to split her head wide open in the way that a Californian earthquake splits the ground in half, she wondered if she made the pain worse by imagining all that was wrong with her. Having gone to the doctor complaining about the same headache pain, even though he was an expert in his field, seemingly he couldn't help her.
Tired of fighting with doctors for treatment and tired of begging for the medical help she needed to relieve her pain, she was now without medical coverage. That only thing that helped with her headache pain was sleeping. She needed to put a cool cloth on her forehead, close her eyes in a darkened room, and relax while waiting for the pain to subside and for the sleep to take her to a place where there was no pain. Only, as soon as she awakened, the pain returned with a vengeance. She's had lots of headaches before but nothing like this. She wondered if what she had was more than just an ordinary headache or a migraine. Seemingly with her headaches getting worse, she figured she had a brain tumor.
Unable to do anything to lessen the pain, when she made any movement at all, walking, talking, or raising her arms, she only made the pain worse. Impossible to find a comfortable position laying down, she spent her day sitting up in a chair or standing. The one thing that helped her was to close her eyes and to remain silently still. Only, she couldn't stay like this laying down with her eyes closed and a cool compress on her forehead all day. She had things to do and places to go. Needing to earn a living to support herself, she had a job to do that is when she was employed. She couldn't live like this. Now that she no longer has a job, when not out looking for a job or going to an interview, she spends most of her days in bed.
Hoping to alleviate her pain while helping only for a little while, she was popping pain killers as if they were peppermints. Worried about the warnings on the back of the bottle that stated not to take these pills for more than 10 consecutive days, she had been taking excess pain pills for months. After consulting with her doctor, a renowned brain surgeon, she told him all that she was taking for the pain. He told her not to worry, so long as she didn't take more than three Aleve and more than 4 extra-strength Tylenol a day. She told him about the warning on the back of the bottles that said not to take this medication for more than ten days without consulting with a doctor.
"Well, you just consulted with your doctor," he said smugly, "and I told you that the over-the-counter medication is safe to take so long as you don't overdose on it in a twenty-four hour period."
Then, one day, while sitting on the toilet moving her bowels, she gushed blood. She didn't just gush a little blood, she gushed a lot of blood. After the second gush and the third gush, she gushed so much blood that she knew that if she didn't call for an ambulance, she'd pass out and die.
* * * * *
Admitted to the hospital, she remained there for three. Having lost so much blood, she nearly died from stomach bleeding caused by over the counter drug poisoning from taking too much Acetaminophen found in Tylenol and Naproxen found in Aleve. Anally bleeding, she lost half of her blood supply in three huge gushes. Taken to the hospital by ambulance, she had three emergency blood transfusion to save her life. A side effect from taking all of the over the counter pain medication combined with the pain medication prescribed to her by her doctor to ease her pain, Tramadol, which didn't work, she was a mess. Not only did she nearly die but also she developed Tinnitus, a bothersome, not stop, ringing in her ears. If the ringing in her ears wasn't enough, now not only did she have a headache but also she couldn't take any pain relievers to help subside her pain and relieve her constant headaches.
"Fucking doctors don't have any idea what in the Hell they're doing by prescribing me these pain relievers," she said angrily. Not only did she still have the headache but also she had nothing to relieve her pain. "This constant ringing in my ears is driving me crazy," she said feeling as if her head was about to explode.
Not really thinking it through, but without having any medical insurance that gave her other options, she was desperate enough for some much needed pain relief to seek out the free health care clinic. Willing to try anything, even lying about her symptoms, she needed her headaches and the ringing in her ears to go away. Her way of receiving psychiatric coverage hopefully to subside her headaches, she told a doctor at the free health clinic that she was hearing voices. Hoping then, that he'd treat her for her headaches, instead he treated her for something else and something entirely unrelated. He treated her for Schizophrenia. Her fault for telling the psychiatrist that she heard voices, he misdiagnosed her mainly because she didn't have the health insurance to cover all of the testing necessary to correctly diagnose her mental health condition.
Instead of treating her for the headaches that she complained to him about having, he treated for manic depression and paranoid schizophrenia that she didn't have and even gave her medication that she didn't need. If she didn't have manic depression and paranoid schizophrenia before, she had that now with all the needless medication that they gave her and that she finally stopped taking on her own and without consulting the doctor who prescribed the medication. Yet, thinking of the positive instead of only the negative, at least the ringing would override the nonexistent voices, that is, if ever she heard voices in her head. Nonetheless her trying to have positive thoughts about her headaches, she was angry that doctors couldn't and/or wouldn't help her.
* * * * *
Glad that the day finally arrived that her CT brain scan results were in, she had her doctor's appointment today. Ready to hear the results of her brain scan tests, hoping for the best results but expecting the worst diagnosis, she was glad that she now had the medical insurance that she needed to afford the best medical care and treatment. This was it. This was really it. Today she'd find the reason for her headaches. Today, they'd give her something to lessen and/or totally remove her headaches. Maybe they'd give her something to eliminate or at least lessen the ringing in her ears too.
After losing her job before finding a new one, she had a lapse in medical coverage before she had health insurance again with her new job. She was unable to pay for her ambulance ride to the hospital, for her hospital stay, for all the medical test they ran, and for the doctor's bills. While recovering for three, long days in the hospital, a small army of doctors visited her in her hospital room. Not knowing who they were and why they were there, they came by just to say introduce themselves, to say hi, to take her temperature, to listen to her heart, and to ask her if she had any questions. All such a scam, she knew that these doctors were just padding her hospital bills while upping their fees. If they only knew that she didn't have health insurance then, doctors would never waste their billable time stopping by her room.
When she was released from the hospital, once they knew she had no health insurance, not willing to waist anymore healthcare on her, they rebuffed her by telling her that what she had was just a migraine headache and to take an aspirin. After her stomach bleeding episode, she was unable to take any pain medication after taking excessive amounts of aspirin, which also contained Acetaminophen and taking extra strength 650 mg Tylenol, and then excessive amounts of Aleve, containing Naproxin, when the Tylenol didn't work. Sometimes, when the pain was worse, as if a pain reliever cocktail, her own concoction while prescribing medication to her without having a medical license, she'd even take them together. Now, she had to suffer her headaches in silence and without ceasing.
Even now with her having medical insurance and with her having her appointment made long in advance because the doctor was always so busy, she hated going to the hospital to see the neurosurgeon. He was such an arrogant prick. Always late and seemingly preoccupied when he did finally arrive, never giving her his full, undivided attention, he had enough of a terrible bedside manner to give her a stress filled headache even when she didn't have one. Acting as if the last place he wanted to be was sitting across from her, he made her feel anxious by his diagnosis instead of making her feel relieved by his prognosis.
The first time he examined her, he told her that there was nothing wrong with her. No doubt, influencing his medical opinion, he said that there was nothing wrong with her because she didn't have medical insurance. He told her that there was nothing wrong with her when he couldn't charge her insurance company by giving her unnecessary tests and prescribing medication that she didn't need to take. Obviously, with his time more valuable to help someone who had health insurance than to help another human being by easing her pain, obviously he didn't want to take her on as a charity case.
Then, when she insisted that there was a lot wrong with her, he's the one who called her a hypochondriac. He's the one who suggested that she see a psychiatrist. When she thinks about how terribly he treated her, she gets so angry. How dare he rebuff her when she was in so very much pain? She swore that she'd never see him again but he was the very best in his field and, unfortunately, if there was any doctor would rid her of her headaches, it would be him.
* * * * *
Forty-eight-year-old neurosurgeon, Paul Martin loved cars, especially fast, expensive cars. Made in Maranello, Italy and designed by Pininfarina, when he wasn't driving his two-hundred-fifty thousand dollar, 570 horsepower, Ferrari 458 Spider, he was driving his quarter of a million dollar, 500 horsepower, 8 speed, Bentley Continental GT. A special fifteen thousand dollar custom paint color option, his Ferrari had a Rosso Fiorano exterior with crème colored leather seating trim interior. His two tone Bentley, the color of his favorite football team, the Baltimore Ravens, was painted in azure purple and black, velvet metallic, with a royal purple leather interior, anytime anyone saw him driving his custom Bentley, no doubt, they imagined a Baltimore Ravens football star was driving the car.
With his personalized license plates that read DR SPEED and FAST DOC, he filled his own prescribed prescription by driving fast cars fast back and forth to work every day. Forcing himself to focus his mind on driving his cars instead of on thinking of his patients' needs, illnesses, pains, and problems, driving his fast cars fast relieved his daily stress. Driving his fast cars fast allowed him to take pleasure from the pain of others who paid him so very much money for the privilege of diagnosing their neurological problems and operating on their brains.
An excellent driver, he was always prepared for the unexpected. At the ready for a deer to jump out of the woods and dart across the road, or for an unsuspecting car to pull out in front of him, feeling in control of his finely tuned, professionally setup, and expensive automobiles, he was ready for anything. A mind altering experience, with him serving as an extension of his drivetrain, he was relaxed enough in his cars to feel as if he was one with them. Having spent hours of track time taking high speed driving instruction, confidently in control when driving double and triple the speed limits, he loved his cars as much as he loved driving fast.
Other than when driving on the track, the deserted mountain road, was the only place that he could make his Ferrari sing the metallic vibrato of its high pitch song while going through the gears. Too crowded on the weekends, the mountain road was littered with campers and tourists looking for available camping spots while enjoying the scenic views. Sometimes difficult to pass them, he hated tourists. He hated slow, road hogging recreational vehicles and campers, he wished they'd all go away or all go somewhere else. Truth be told, not possessing the social skills that a world renown doctor should have, he hated people and barely tolerated his money grubbing, spoiled, young wife. Able to entertain himself for long periods of time, the only person that he endured sharing his life with was his wife, Priscilla. She understood him enough that as long as he threw enough money at her, she'd leave him alone. As long as he gave her an unlimited spending allowance, she'd suck and fuck his cock whenever he wanted.
In the way that rich men hoped to buy their very own deserted island for a few million dollars to get away from the mad mob of people, he hoped to buy and/or build his own private road and/or track one day. One of the benefits of being rich, he was happy that his professional career as a top neurosurgeon afforded him such luxuries that weren't available to the average person. Head and shoulders above the average Joe and Jane, having graduated Harvard University and receiving his medical degree from Yale Medical School, he did his internship at Boston's prestigious Massachusetts General Hospital. Yet, more than his large house and his affluent lifestyle, being able to afford such fine performance and luxury automobiles made him feel special. Where others were content driving their Mustang GT's and Camaro SS's, until and if ever they drove a Ferrari or a Bentley at speed, they'd never know what they were missing, albeit and admittedly at ten times the cost.
At the opposite end of the spectrum, with the Ferrari so totally different from the more than three ton Bentley that weighed twice as much as the Ferrari, he drove his Ferrari back and forth to work and drove his Bentley on weekends. Feeling as if he wasn't really driving when driving the Bentley, so eerily quiet, especially when compared to the Ferrari, he felt as if the Bentley drove him. His 35-year-old, ex-model wife, Priscilla, not much of an automobile aficionado preferred riding in the Bentley than in the Ferrari, especially if they had dinner reservations at a posh or swanky restaurant.
Suddenly, after becoming rich, she became modest. Having worked as a runway model, a lingerie, fit, and swimsuit model, while spending as much of her modeling days naked as she was fully dressed, inexplicably she didn't appreciate extricating herself spread legged with her short skirt hiked to her crotch from the low slung Ferrari. She complained to her husband whenever having to give the parking valet a free show of her panties, that is, when she wore them. Replaced with fine, superfast automobiles, the fun of their relationship changed when his devotion to his supermodel wife was superseded by superfast supercars. Actually, preferring driving her non-descript, black Mercedes or cream white Range Rover, she didn't like the gawking attention that both the Ferrari and Bentley commanded whenever she was out driving with her husband driving too fast behind the wheel.
* * * * *
At the expense of keeping his patients impatiently waiting, he loved taking the long way to work via the scenic, mountain road. When the expressway would have him at work 20 minutes sooner, he didn't mind the longer ride that allowed him to rev his Italian supercar to 9,000 rpms while shifting through all seven, F1, dual clutch gears. At the expense of keeping his wife holding supper, routinely having to have his chef reheat his food and his maid wait around to serve him, he loved taking the long way home via the scenic, mountain road.
With all of its turns, twists, bends, hairpin curves, and a straightaway that plunged down the mountain, giving his Ferrari and his driving skills a challenging workout, he loved the scenic, mountain road as much as he loved his Rosso Fiorano, 458 Ferrari. A thrill seeking junkie, the faster he drove his Ferrari the more he loved the exhilarating feel of knowing that one false move or one blown tire and he'd fly off the mountain and be dead. The faster he drove his Ferrari, the more he appreciated the subtle and not so subtle traits of driving such a fine, mostly handmade, Italian supercar.
"Che bella," he'd say with his Boston accent getting in the way of his non-existent Italian one.
Having driven all the modern day supercars, Bugatti, Lamborghini, Maserati, Mercedes, Audi, Mclaren, Aston Martin, Pagani, Koenigsegg, Gumpert, and even a Saleen, hands down, Ferrari was his favorite supercar. There was just something about the feel of them. As if he was one with the car, intuitively, it was as if he could steer, accelerate, and slow without thinking. With some supercars faster and other supercars even handling better than the Ferrari, no matter, a comfortable fit and feeling more in control of the car, he felt as if he fit in the car perfectly and could feel more what the car was always doing. If only by the musical sound of the exhaust, no other car compared to it. No other supercar was the same as driving a Ferrari that was mostly handmade and hand assembled just for him and by his selected optional specifications.
* * * * *
Ironic that she'd be seeing a doctor, a neurosurgeon with a death wish, when in fact she was armed with her own death list and at the ready to cross out names, Susan took a seat in front of the doctor's imposing desk. After running more expensive and unnecessary tests and after receiving the worst medical diagnosis, expecting the worst medical prognosis, she already knew what her doctor wanted to see her about.
"I'm sorry to give you this bad news Sarah," said the doctor coming right to the point and blurting it out, "but you have an inoperable brain tumor."
"It's Susan," she said with annoyance.
"Pardon?"
"My name is Susan and not Sarah," she said.
"Oh, sorry," he said.
Even though she long suspected that she had a brain tumor, she couldn't believe she had a brain tumor. In the way that John Travolta played George Malley in Phenomenon and could read so very many books in such a short amount of time, a brain tumor may explain why she was able to write so very many erotic stories. It was surreal hearing the doctor making what she suspected official by saying the words, inoperable brain tumor. Yet, keeping the faith, a death sentence before, there's so much more that they can do with brain tumors today. If they can't operate on them, they can shrink them. There are drugs that they can give her to relieve her pain to give her a better quality of life while prolonging her life, she hoped.
"A brain tumor?"
"Yes," he said seemingly preoccupied with something on his desk, a die cast car of his beloved Ferrari 458.
"Are you sure?"
She couldn't believe he was racing his die cast car along his desktop as if he was imagining driving it instead of talking seriously to her about her medical condition. If anything, instead of imagining driving his car, he should be visualizing operating on her brain. If anything, he should be paying her the undivided attention that she needs instead of him splitting his focus on a toy car.
"I'm sure," he said removing his focus from his toy car to briefly look up at her.
Holding up her chin in bravery, she looked at him in shock.
"Is that what's causing these terrible headaches?"
Paying more attention to his toy Ferrari than he was to her, waiting for him to make car noises, as if he was a little boy pretending to be driving his toy car, he suddenly looked up at her with confusion and curiosity.



"Headaches? Yes. Oh. That's right. I remember now. You're the one who complained about those horrible headaches," he said.
Needing for him to remember her, she continued reminding him.
"You told me that there was nothing wrong with me. You told me that I was a hypochondriac," she said with anger. "You told me to see a psychiatrist to have my head examined," she said wanting to say that I should have had my head examined why I'm seeing you instead of a real doctor.
"A brain tumor your size is definitely the reason for your discomfort," he said ignoring what she just said.
Even though she thought she was prepared for this news, the worst news of her young life, she wasn't prepared to hear that she was going to die. She was stunned. She thought of all the things that she still needed and wanted to do. Where some terminally ill people want to jump from a plane, scuba dive, or climb a mountain, she just wanted to write her erotica.
If anything, now that she was dying, and now that she thought more about it, she always wanted to experience a gangbang and participate in a circle jerk. Now that she was dying, she'd love to have lesbian sex with a stunningly beautiful woman who had big, firm breasts that stood as proud as the young, naked women that Hemingway wrote about while envisioning them on an African coast beach. Perhaps it was her brain tumor that soured her mood and made her food taste so terrible. Twisting her thoughts and turning her disposition to poisonous, not willing to go out alone, if she was going to die, she thought of all the people who she'd like to take with her for all the things they've done to her. Finding much satisfaction in crossing out names that appeared on her death list, she thought of her ex-boyfriend being crushed by the subway train. Obviously she would have had more satisfaction if it was her hand that pushed him instead of someone else's shoulder.
"In the way that he could read so very many books in such a short period of time, sometimes I feel like John Travolta in the movie Phenomenon," she said voicing her thoughts and not remembering if she voiced it before or just thought it now. "Could the brain tumor be the reason why I've been writing so very many erotic stories?"
She looked to give her the answers to all the questions that she had.
"John Travolta? The actor?"
"Yes."
"Sorry, I don't watch movies. Brain tumors affect the brains in ways that we don't even yet know. We know so little about the brain," he said preoccupied with seemingly something else after he gave her disinterested shrug. "You write erotica?"
"Yes," she said and depending upon his reaction unsure if she should be embarrassed or proud.
"Interesting," he said giving her no reaction at all. "A bit farfetched but yes, erotic writing could be one of the side effects of you having a brain tumor. We still know so very little about the complexities of the brain."
'Some doctor he is,' thought Susan. 'Bad enough that he doesn't know all that he should know about the human brain and about brain tumors, he doesn't even care that I'm dying. Dead woman walking, I'm going to die,' she said to herself. 'I'm dying. I can't believe I'm going to die all because of the lack of medical care from this incompetent asshole. I told him that I had terrible headaches more than two years ago and because I didn't have medical insurance, he did nothing, absolutely nothing, about them. He could have saved me then instead of verbalizing my death sentence now.'
"Just so that I fully understand, it wasn't migraines as you diagnosed when I first complained to you about headaches," she said. "Is that correct?"
"Migraines? Is that what I told you?" He looked at her chart. "Oh, yes, of course, migraines. That's right. I remember you now," he said. "The pain of brain tumors sometimes mimics and resemble the pain from a migraine. It's difficult to tell one from the other without a CT scan and, without you having health insurance until now," he said with a shrug and an arrogant, little laugh, "we were unable to run such tests to determine what was happening in your head."
Not even giving her the satisfaction of an apology, he showed more interest in his die cast car than he did in her.
"I see. Please stop playing with that fucking toy car," she said pausing as if having a hard time to think. "And you told me that I was hysterical," she said wanting to be hysterical now on his incompetent ass.
As if she was making it all up, he looked at her with surprised shock.
"Hysterical? I did? Did I really say that to you? I don't think that I'd call you hysterical for having a bad headache," he said backpedaling and moving his toy car backwards and to the side as if parking it.
"You did," she said.
"I'm sorry if I said that. Really I am but I don't recall saying that," he said finally giving her somewhat of an apology. "In hindsight, if I indeed did say that, that was insensitive of me," he said. "Your complaints were genuine and your concerns were valid," he said. "Sometimes the patient knows as much if not more than the doctor does," he said with a plastic smile and an arrogant, little laugh. "You're the one living in your head and not me."
With her brain in a tizzy and the questions that she needed to ask not coming to her, she asked the important one that came to her mind but one that he had already answered.
"Is there no way that you operate to remove the tumor? Are there no medical advances on the horizon that--"
"Operate? No, I'm afraid not. You have an inoperable brain tumor," he said. "Fully formed, it's the size of a small grapefruit. It's as if you have a tarantula squeezing your brain to death."
He moved his hand to mimic a tarantula squeezing her brain to death.
"I see," she said, even though she didn't and couldn't believe his diagnosis and her dim prognosis.
He leaned over his desk to address her as if he was talking to a child or someone who was mentally challenged.
"Allow me to illustrate. Think of your brain as my hand and your brain tumor as if a giant octopus that has embraced your brain with all of its tentacles," he said holding his hand up and encapsulating his hand with his other hand. He nodded his sad expression of understanding while, no doubt, wishing that he was the Hell out of there so that he could drive his superfast Ferrari superfast. "Had we discovered the growth of the tumor earlier—"
With her face turning a beat red, she stared at him wide eyed.
"Earlier? Had we discovered the growth of the tumor earlier," she said emphasizing the word 'we'. "How much earlier? Do you mean two years earlier when I first complained to you about the headaches but didn't have any health insurance. Is that what you mean by 'we' discovering the brain tumor earlier doctor?" She emphasized the word 'we' again. "Would that had been sufficient time and soon enough to save my life doctor?"
Playing again with his die cast car as if he was imagining driving his Ferrari, he didn't even look up at her to acknowledge her question?
"Yes," he said in a low voice as if his mind was miles away. "But—"
Not letting him off the hook, she needed to say all that she needed to say.
"But what Doctor? You had your nurse practitioner tell me to take two aspirin. Doing more to exacerbate my bleeding stomach, a lot of good taking two aspirin did for my brain tumor," she said. "You told me to take Aleve, Tylenol 650, and prescribed Tramadol. Between all of the Naproxen and Acetaminophen that I took, is it any wonder that I nearly died and ended up in a hospital bed."
As if he wasn't listening to her or didn't care what she said if he did hear her, he looked at her with a face without emotion.
"I'm sorry," he said with insincerity.
She looked at him with a face full of anger and rage.
"Sorry? You told me to rest," she said raising her voice.
She wanted to reach across his desk and choke him. She wanted to grab his die cast car and impale it in his eye. She wanted to damage his brain by beating his head with his telephone in the way that he ruined her health. Maybe at the very least, she give him ringing in his ears.
"I know and I'm—"
Not allowing him to get a word in, she was determined to have her say.
"You told me to exercise. You told me to meditate," she said yelling loud enough to give him a splitting headache. "You told me to take up fucking Yoga to relax!"
As if looking right through her, the doctor looked at her as if she wasn't even there.
"I'm sorry Sarah. Really, there's nothing that I can do," he said looking uncomfortable by the confrontation.
"It's Susan. My fucking name is Susan! At least you could get my name right," she said.
"I'm sorry," he said again.
"Say it! Say my fucking name," she said.
"I'm sorry Susan," he said.
Instead of continuing to upset herself by getting angry, she gave him a sardonic smile.
"Maybe there's nothing that you can do but there's something that I can do to you. I can sue you," she said.
He returned her smile with his arrogant smile.
"Sue me? For a missed diagnosis at a time when you didn't have health insurance for me to order the tests that you needed to make my proper diagnosis?" He laughed. "Good luck with that. That's your prerogative but, I'm sorry to say, long before you lawsuit made it to court, you'd be dead," he said with arrogant smugness. He was such a prick.
They remained in an uncomfortable silence with him looking at his watch as if he was about to ask her to leave. Susan sat silent and motionless while picking her question to ask.
"Tell me straight," said Susan. "How long do I have?"
Hoping to have a long enough time until they discovered a new cure or operation for inoperable brain tumors, she looked at him with hope and he looked at her with boredom.
"How long do you have? That's impossibly difficult to say. It could be next year, next month, next week, or tomorrow," he said with an insensitive shrug. "It depends."
"Thank you doctor. Then there's no need for me to keep my next appointment," she said standing to leave.
Abandoning his toy car, he stood from his desk.
"I can make you comfortable," he said.
Now it was her turn to give him the arrogant laugh.
"Drugs? You want to give me drugs? You want to blur the last few days of my life. Oh, no. I don't want your drugs. I don't want to be comfortable. I want to remain angry. I have things to do doctor," she said removing her death list to hold it high in the air. "I have people to see and places to go and the last thing that I want is some drug making me a moron like you."
She looked at him still hoping that he'd come up with a better alternative.
"There are other prescriptions that I can prescribe for the pain that are—"
She looked away from him to gather her things in readiness to leave his office.
"No thank you doctor, you've helped me quite enough already. You've given me the motivation that I now need to carry out my plans," she said leaving his office.
* * * * *
"Famed neurosurgeon Dr. Paul Martin was killed instantly today when the Ferrari he was driving left the mountain road, crashed into rocks below, burst into flames, and exploded. Investigators are collecting pieces of the car to see if it was a mechanical failure, excessive speed, or a combination of both that cause the doctor to leave the road," said the nightly news reporting reading the news.
As part of their investigation, the police analyzed the security tapes of the hospital garage where the doctor's Ferrari was parked. They found some brake fluid but with so many cars using the parking garage and with that specific parking space not reserved for Dr. Martin's car but for other doctor's cars as well, they were unable to tell if the brake fluid came from Dr. Martin's car or from someone else's car. Seemingly just an unfortunate accident attributed to high speed, it was a sad shame to prematurely lose such an accomplished man.
Nothing overtly suspicious, perhaps she was standing there smoking a cigarette, albeit even though she didn't smoke, but there was a tall, blonde woman standing by the back of his car. Unable to get a good enough picture of her, the garage was dark, the video was black and white, and the picture was too grainy to enlarge. Besides, whoever she was, she was mostly concealed by a pole.
Case closed.
* * * * *
Doctor Johnson had his nurse contact Susan for an appointment. This time after receiving bad news, the worst medical news that anyone could get, he gave her some good news.
"With the sudden, unfortunate, and untimely demise of Doctor Martin, I've been assigned his patients and when going over your chart, I've made a horrifying but happy discovery," he said giving her a smile.
"Yes, what is it doctor? What did you find?"
"Your chart was accidentally switched with another patient, an older woman, Sarah Parker who has since died of her illness. The results of your tests belong to someone else," he said.
"I don't understand. What are you saying?"
"I'm saying that you don't now have a brain tumor. You never had a brain tumor. I'm saying you only have a bad headache that's caused by a nasty sinus infection and inflammation. My nurse will give you the medicine that you need to feel better," he said.
Susan sat in her chair stunned. She murdered two men because she thought she was going to die. Not wanting to go alone, she was ready to take whoever else was responsible for her miserable life to Hell with her. Now that she didn't have a brain tumor and wasn't going to die, she was happy, especially after raiding her ex-boyfriend's apartment and making off with enough cash, jewelry, and other personal items to allow her to live a comfortable life.
THE END
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*
"Mom? Where are you? Mom? Mom?"
After not finding her in the house, looking for her upstairs and downstairs in the basement, thinking she may have driven to the store or be in the garage, Joey called out to his missing mother from the front porch.
"Mom? Mom? Where are you?"
Concluding that she drove to the store and about to return inside the house, he heard her muffled voice answer him in the distance.
"I'm in the garage Joey," said Christine nearly falling from the ladder when she turned to answer her twenty-two-year-old son loud enough for him to hear her.
'Oh, oh,' he thought. 'Fuck, she's in the garage. That's never a good thing. What now?'
He wondered if she dropped an earring and was under the car again trying to reach it. Wow, that was hot stumbling in upon his mother with her on her knees, her skirt nearly hiked up to her waist, and her bikini panties exposed to his horny eyes. He masturbated over that image of her bikini panty clad ass for weeks.
Not a good sign that she had been in the garage for this long, wondering what she was doing, he figured that either her car wouldn't start again or she had another flat tire. The last time she had a flat she wanted to fix her tire without his help. More ogling her than helping her, he stood there watching her and instructing her while stealing constant and continual peeks of her tits with down sundress views. With the top of her sundress always partially unbuttoned and blousing open whenever she leaned forward, he masturbated over seeing her tits for months.
It was always something with his mother and cars. Never good with cars or with technology, between always screwing up the TV remote to not understanding features of her cell phone and routinely freezing the computer, she's a pioneer and a wilderness kind of woman who should have lived one hundred and fifty years ago. She'd do better without having all the modern day technology to confound and frustrate her. She'd do better if all she had to deal with was taking care of a horse instead of a car.
* * * * *
A nature lover who preferred living the simple, outdoor life, someone who's never even played a video game, never dared to even kill a bug, she's the epitome of Mother Earth. Synonymous with nature and all things natural, when he thinks of the mother of all living creatures, he thinks of his mother. If there was an Earth Day beauty contest, with her good looks and sexy figure, and with her being the nature and animal lover that she is, she'd win.
Whenever she's out in the garden, whether they're chipmunks, squirrels, and/or rabbits, animals that are normally so shyly timid, mistrustful, and skittish, they approach her as if she's Snow White. A regular wild animal whisperer, he's seen her feeding wild deer from her hand. He's seen deer return with their babies in the spring as if wanting to show her their new family. Even the animals know what a good person she is to trust her enough to bring their young around her.
One day, when he marries, he hoped he'd find a woman as good, as kind, as generous, as beautiful, and as sexy as his mother. To say that Joey loves his mother and is sexually attracted to his mother is a huge understatement. If anything, Joey loves his mother a little too much and if the opportunity ever present itself, with him just waiting for the word from her, he'd do his mother. Truth be told, having masturbated for years over the thoughts of seeing her naked and having sex with her naked body, yet knowing that it was nothing more than a sexual fantasy, Joey wished that he could make love to his mother.
* * * * *
With Earth Day quickly approaching, one of her favorite non-holidays along with Arbor Day and Halloween, she's been out collecting cans and bottles for the recycling drive since this time last year. Barely able to fit her car inside, the garage is littered with green, plastic bags filled with bottles and cans for her to recycle and to donate the money to the homeless shelter. It's not an easy task to collect bottles and cans when their neighbors live so far away and don't pollute the environment in the way that those who live in the city routinely do. Yet, because they live not that far from the highway, people are always pitching their trash out their car windows as they drive by their property.
People are pigs, especially when they don't think that anyone is watching. Whatever happened to Lady Bird Johnson's slogan, 'Keep America Beautiful that showed an American Indian standing on a highway surrounded by trash and crying?' Whenever they go in town for something, she's armed with her empty yet soon to be filled green, trash bags tucked in her purse. His mother never comes home without a bag full of bottles and cans that she collected from just walking from store to store to buy all that she needs and stopping along the road to pick up trash and litter.
As if she's solely responsible for keeping her small piece of America beautiful, his mother would get his vote for to win the Earth Day contest if there ever was one. Actually happy to stop the car for her to pick up bottles and cans, she rewards him for his help by inadvertently or deliberately, he can't decide which, with up sundresses of her panties and down sundresses of her bra and breasts, when not wearing a bra. Suddenly, the vision of his mother in a bathing suit, a bikini, with an Earth Day contest sash around her filled his horny brain. Having seen his mother in a bikini before, she still has enough of a shapely body to wear a bikini. Or, as if she's an Olympic swimmer, she could wear a skin tight, one piece bathing suit that clearly showed the impression of her nipples peeking through the thin material.
Volunteering her time at the animal shelter, she donates money to PETA, People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals. Actually, he can't think of a better and more humane human than his mother and the fact that he was proud of her didn't stop him from lusting over her. If only she knew how much he thought about her and masturbated over the naked thoughts of her having sex with him, she'd be so upset that she raised a pervert of a son. Only, with her so beautiful and so sexy, he can't help himself. As if he's living with Bo Derek when she was his mother's age, his mother is the woman of his dreams and the star of his sexual fantasies. He'd like nothing better than to hide in her closet to watch her dress and undress. Only, with his bad luck, she'd catch him with his dick in hand while spying on her. Knowing that his sexual feelings weren't reciprocated, he'd be so embarrassed for her to know that he lusts over her.
Even though she looked like an ex-model or a movie star, she was definitely, without a doubt, a MILF of a mother he'd love to fuck. Yet, even in the perfect and made up way that she always looks, she'd make for a good pioneer woman. He could just imagine her living somewhere out on the prairie without having the modern day conveniences of necessity and comfort. A homebody, someone who's never been on a plane to go anywhere, she more enjoyed reading, knitting, watching a movie, or playing Scrabble than watching mindless reality TV programs that are loaded with commercials. With her making all of her clothes in the way that she does, he could just see her wearing a long dress and a pretty bonnet while sitting on the porch of a log cabin churning milk into butter.
With her always planting or digging up the ground to start a garden or making something with her sewing machine, if she lived back then, he could see her growing her own food and making everything from scratch instead of buying food at the supermarket and/or clothes from the store. Only, if he lived with her back then, he'd have to do all the hunting and fishing for food. An animal rights lover and a vegetarian to boot, too much the environmentalist and naturalist, he couldn't see his mother holding a gun and shooting anything, even the rabbits who always ate whatever vegetables she grew.
Now that he thought about the rabbits always eating everything she grew in her garden, he wondered if she grew a garden just to feed the animals. Nevertheless her gardening, living in a place where their neighbors were miles away and no one ever visited them, he wondered if he'd have more success in bedding his mother if he lived alone with her out in the wilderness somewhere. If he lived alone with her, somewhere out yonder, he wondered if then, because she was lonely and or horny, if she'd think of him in the sexual way that he thinks of her now.
Being that his mother was so pretty and so sexy, he could only imagine what the Indians would do to her if they lived back then and she was captured. So long as they allowed him to watch them strip her naked and have sex with his mother before they killed him, he'd die a good death. Yet, such an awful thought thinking about dirty Indians striping his mother naked before violently raping her, how could he even think of such a thing? Admittedly, it sexually excited him to imagine watching his mother having sex with men, especially with intruders who not only forced her to have sex with them but also who made him watch.
Actually, being that they live alone and their next door neighbors were about half mile away, he's thought about a bad bunch of bikers having their wicked, sexual way with his mother. While masturbating over the sexy thoughts of his mother servicing sex crazed bikers one at a time, he'd love to watch them stripping her naked and forcing her to suck them before fucking them. Knowing that it was nothing more than a sexual fantasy that he had, he'd love to watch men having their wicked sexual way with his mother.
"Wow! So long as they didn't hurt her, how hot is that to watch his mother pulling a train," he said for no one to hear. "Then, as the finale, forcing him to have sloppy fifths, they force him to have sex with his mother. Wow! If he had to pick one favorite sexual fantasy to have of his mother, that was it," he said while envisioning his sexual fantasy coming true one day.
Taken away by another one of his sexual fantasies that always included his mother as the female star, he never stopped sexually fantasizing over his mother. If they lived alone on the prairie, a time before indoor plumbing, automobiles, and the Internet, he imagined them sleeping in the same bed together while cuddling and spooning one another beneath the blankets with a fire going all night to keep them warm. Only, without indoor plumbing, he didn't think he'd enjoy living like that back then. They all must have been so dirty and smelly back then with not taking showers every day and not using deodorant.
He couldn't imagine living in the mid 1800's without having a TV, a computer, the Internet, his I-phone, and his beloved Mustang GT. Only, if it meant that he could have sex with his mother, except, of course for his beloved Mustang GT, he'd give up all the modern day conveniences to be incestuously, sexually intimate with her. After she divorced his father, especially now that he's older and so sexually attracted to his mother, he'd love to step into his father's shoes and be the man of the house to bed her, to satisfy all of her sexual urges, and to keep her warm at night. Only nothing more than his sexual fantasy, he knew his mother would never have sex with him.
* * * * *
Figuring that he'd have to fix her flat tire or jumpstart her car again because she was always forgetting to turn off her lights, running over nails, or hitting potholes, Joey walked from the house to the garage to see what his mother was doing. Hoping she'd want to try fixing her flat tire again, he imagined her squatting down beside her flat tire to give him a great up sundress look between her legs of her panties and a great down sundress view of her braless breasts. So modestly moral, if only she knew that he ogled her panties and bra, that is when she wore a bra, and ogled her tits when she wasn't wearing a bra, he wondered what she'd say.
Always looking for masturbation fodder, whether accidental or deliberate, he couldn't tell if his mother inadvertently or deliberately flashed him, his mother always gave him something to see and masturbate over nearly every day. Obviously comfortable around him, her own son, she trusted him not to violate her privacy and her modesty by ogling her nearly naked body. Only more interested in his sexual satisfaction than in her privacy and modesty, he looked, he stared, and he leered whenever his mother was showing him anything.
Curious to see what she was up to and why she was in the garage for so long, he ventured out to the garage. As soon as he stood in front of the open garage door, as if she was transported there in his sexiest dream of her, he couldn't have imagined a better and more erotic scenario than the one that was unfolding before him now. A sight to behold, one that will remain with him for a very long time, as if she was his erotic angel, the view of his sexy mother will give him something to masturbate over later tonight when alone in his room. An image that will surely inspire a wet dream tonight, as soon as Joey entered the garage, he saw his mother standing at the top of a ladder while wearing her short sundress.
"Holy shit. Wow! Oh my God," he whispered to himself while readjusting his hardening cock in his jeans.
As if he was already stroking himself, he felt his cock grow harder and bigger in proportion to his incestuous, sexual desire for his mother. Giving him a wonderful view of her long, shapely legs, if her sundress was any shorter and he was any closer he'd have the perfect up skirt view of her panties and panty clad ass. With her standing so vulnerably helpless at the top of the ladder, he'd so love to slowly run his hand up and between her legs and finger her slit through her panties while cupping her panty covered pussy with one hand and squeezing her perfect ass with his other hand.
Only berating himself for having those forbidden, incestuous thoughts of his mother, what kind of son is he to want his mother in that sexual way? Who's he kidding? If given the opportunity, no ands, ifs, buts, and maybes, he'd do his mother. Who wouldn't? She's gorgeous. She's a MILF. She's a mother that any man would love to fuck.
Suppressing the urge but so wanting to unzip himself and pull out his cock while masturbating himself, he so wanted to walk closer to her while masturbating over the sexy sight of his mother standing on the ladder. Imagining looking up at her while masturbating, he'd love nothing more than to climb up the ladder behind her and to shoot a load of warm, oozy cum all over her legs. Oh, yeah, he wondered what she'd say then if he ejaculated all over his mother's shapely legs. Maybe she'd be so sexually aroused that he showed her his sexual attraction for his mother in such a physical albeit incestuous way, that she'd reward him by having sex with him.
Imagining all that he could see of her if only he was standing closer to her, he imagined the sexy sight of her bikini panties filling his eyes and hardening his cock. Intimately knowing all of her sexy underwear, as he had masturbated over while sniffing most of them, he wondered which color panties she was wearing today. She had every color, white, yellow, red, green, blue, purple, and black. Nearly transparent enough to see her blonde trimmed pussy, he liked her sheer white ones the best. When she wore those sheer panties and flashed him her panties, he could nearly count her blonde, pussy hairs.
Then, he thought, what if she wasn't wearing panties? Oh, my God. A sexually exciting sight to behold, what if she was standing on the ladder without wearing panties? What if she knew he'd come to the garage looking for her and she had arranged this to flash him her naked ass and pussy? Suddenly so very sexually excited, in the way of Paris Hilton, Lindsay Lohan, Kim Khardasian, and Britney Spears, that could happen that she's not wearing panties.
Some Japanese women don't bother with wearing panties, no matter how short their skirts are. Suddenly, he wished he was living in Japan with his mother. Maybe she forgot to put on her panties today and wasn't wearing any panties. Wouldn't that be something if his sexy mother was standing on the top of the ladder without wearing panties?
'Wow! Oh, my God. Fuck me,' he thought to himself while imagining his mother standing at the top of the ladder and wearing a short sundress without wearing panties.
Only, his mother had more class than those women to walk around without wearing any underpants. Yet, struck by the thought of her not wearing panties, how hot is that, his mother standing on a ladder without wearing her panties? Tempted to volunteer to hold the ladder for her on the pretense of ogling her panty clad ass, damn, he'd love to get a closer glimpse of her ass with or without panties. Imagining that she wasn't wearing panties, he'd love to take a peek of her blonde pussy. Now with the imagined images of his mother's cunt consuming his thoughts, he wondered if she was bald, trimmed, or bushy.
Nah, his mother not wearing panties would never happen. She always wears panties. She's a good woman. She's a moral woman. She's his mother, for God's sakes. Besides, he knew that she always wears panties. He couldn't even count how many up skirts of his mother's panties that he's seen and in every up skirt he's seen of her, she's always wearing panties. His mother isn't like that. He's the pervert in the family and not her.
Yet, something they seemingly shared, they both had a fetish for underwear. Only, his underwear fetish was for her underwear and not for his underwear. With her obvious fetish for sexy underwear and other sexy things, she had a drawer full of panties, another drawer full of bras, and a third drawer filled with her toys, X-rated videos, and sexy things that perhaps she didn't know that he knew she even had. In the way that she's caught him with his cock in hand a few times years ago, it's always been his sexual fantasy to catch his mother masturbating. He's curious to know what sounds she makes when she's cumming while having an orgasm.
* * * * *
Hoping she'll catch him masturbating, he wears headphones without the sound turned on in the hopes that his mother will walk in his room unannounced to watch him masturbate himself. As if she was a hotel maid entering his room to change the towels and sheets, pretending that he didn't hear her open his bedroom door and pretending that he didn't know she was standing there, he'd love for her to watch him cum. Then, acting so surprised, a sexy game that he'd love to play with her, he'd act so embarrassed that she had caught him and watched him not only masturbate but cum.
'Wow,' he thought to himself. 'He'd love for her to be standing there in his room while he was wearing his soundless headphones with his eyes closed and while pretending that he didn't know she was there watching him stroke himself.'
He imagined stroking himself faster. He imagined cumming. He imagined her rushing to him to help him wipe the cum spurting, gushing, and oozing from his cock. He imagined her wiping his expelled cum from his stomach and chest with a tissue. He imagined her wrapping her long, thin fingers around his hard, thick cock to help him milk his prick free of cum by stroking him. He imagined her leaning down to take his cock in her mouth to lick him clean.
Then, he imagined her mounting him and with her already wet from watching him jerking off, he imagined her mounting him. He imagined her reaching down to direct his cock in her warm, wet pussy. Then, making love to him while kissing him, he imagined rolling his mother over to fuck her. Alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he knew that something like that would never happen.



A long time sexual fantasy he's had of his mother, he'd love to masturbate in front of her. Wondering what she'd say and what she'd do if he pulled out his cock right now and started stroking himself while staring up at her panties, in the way that he'd love to watch her masturbate herself in front of him, he'd love for her to watch him masturbate in front of her. Even better, he'd love for her to masturbate him. Just as he'd love to cum in front of her, he'd love for her to cum in front of him too. While imagining the sexy sounds she'd make when cumming, he imagined his mother being sexually really good in bed. Only, just a sexual fantasy and nothing more, just as he'd never have the courage to masturbate in front of her or offer to masturbate her, she'd never offer to masturbate him or masturbate herself in front of him. She wasn't like that.
Yet, if he was going to cum anywhere, he'd love to cum on her before cumming in her. Only, he couldn't cum on or in his mother. That would be incest. If he couldn't cum in her mouth or inside of her pussy, too much like incest, a dream come true, he'd love to cum on her face or on her tits, as if that wasn't incestuous too. Oh, yeah, he'd love to give his mother a cum bath. Somehow an accident, as if he was standing on a ladder naked in the way that she was standing on a ladder while wearing her short sundress, he imagined cumming on his mother accidentally. If he ejaculated accidentally, a sudden ejaculation of cum that somehow landed on his mother's face, that wouldn't be considered incest, would it?
'Oops, sorry Mom,' he imagined saying to her while watching her wiping his cum from her eyes, nose, and mouth.
"You gave me quite the cum bath Joey," he imagined her saying to him while laughing.
Imagining she'd like to watch him masturbating, while he envisioned stroking himself to his sexual fantasies about his mother, he'd love for her to volunteer to masturbate him. Imagining her long, slender fingers wrapped around his thick, hard cock, he'd love to watch her stroking him while she smiled up at him with her big, blue eyes as he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples. Alas, nothing more than sexual fantasies, a modest and respectful son with a morally decent and modest mother, he didn't even have the courage to step closer to where she stood on the ladder to peep up at her panties. Not wanting her to catch him looking, he'd be so very embarrassed, if she knew he was staring at her exposed underwear. Controlling the temptation to sneak a peek, deciding to stay right where he was by the garage door, if he stepped any closer he couldn't control himself from looking up her short sundress dress.
* * * * *
As if she was a modern day version of Lady Godiva wearing a short sundress, her long, blonde hair cascaded down her back and glistened as if her hair was a shimmering waterfall. She's always talking about cutting her long, beautiful, lush hair but he's glad she hadn't. She's always asking his opinion about her hair and he tells her the truth.
"Don't ever cut your hair Mom," he said taking the hairbrush from her hand while she sits at her vanity table in her low cut nightgown while looking up at him through her reflection in the mirror.
Whenever she looks away, taking sexual advantage of her by leering, he peers down her nightgown at her exposed breasts. As soon as he begins brushing her beautiful hair, fifty strokes on one side and fifty strokes on the other side, she closes her eyes. As soon as she closes her eyes, he peers down her nightgown top again at her breasts. Sometimes seeing her nipples and her areolas, he always wondered if she knew he was looking. He always wondered if she was purposely flashing him. He always wondered if she could feel the hardness of his cock through his pajamas rubbing up against her back. Suppressing the urge to hump his mother's back, he fantasized that she suddenly turned and reached in his pajama bottom to pull out his cock. Then, while slowly stroking him and looking up at him with her big, blue eyes, he enjoyed imagining that she takes him in her mouth to suck him.
"Cum Joey. Cum for me. Cum in Mommy's mouth," he imagined her saying to him.
Depending which nightgown she wears, sometimes he can see her nipples more than other times. She has beautiful breasts, a full B cup and she doesn't need the padded bras that she wears. He hates her padded bras. Unable to tell if she's aroused or just cold, he can't see the impressions her nipples make in her bra when she wears her padded bras. She has a few bras that aren't padded and every time she wears those, he can see her nipples making their appearance. So sexy, he loves it when he can see his mother's big nipples through her bra and blouse.
Even though he's caught her looking down at the erection that tented his pajama bottoms after he brushed her hair, rubbed up against her back, and peered down her nightgown at her tits and nipples, she never said anything about the elephant in the room. She'd never embarrass him in the way that he's always embarrassing himself and no doubt embarrassing her. Being that he'd never have the courage to purposely expose himself to her, just once, he'd love for his cock to escape, slip out of his pajama bottoms, and for his mother to see his naked prick.
He wondered if she'd say anything then. He wondered if she'd reach out and take him in her hand or just pretend that he wasn't so exposed in front of her in the way that she was always so exposed in front of him. He wondered if she'd tell him his cock was out of his pajamas as her excuse to look at it and stare at it longer. He wondered if she'd masturbate over flashing him her tits in the way that he does whenever see her tits. He wondered if she'd masturbate over her seeing his cock if ever his cock accidentally slipped out of his pajama bottoms.
* * * * *
The sunlight that filtered through the dirty, garage window highlighted her golden locks to make them glimmer as if they were thin strands of pure gold. With her perched atop the ladder as if she's the soon to be prom queen decorating the gym for homecoming in her short cheerleading outfit, she resembled the Angel that adorned the top of the Christmas tree with at Christmas. Mesmerized by the vision of his mother standing on a ladder, he so wanted to walk closer. Wishing he had the brazen courage to walk close enough to take a furtive peek up her short sundress at her panties, he didn't dare embarrass his mother by pointing out her exhibitionism and disrespecting her with his horny perversity of voyeurism.
This was his mother after all and not the mother of one of his friends. If this was the mother of one of his friends, he'd already be standing beneath her while under the false pretense of holding the ladder steady for her. If this was the mother of one of his friends, he'd have no compunction about gazing up her short sundress at her panties. Yet, this was his mother and not the mother of one of his friends. Afraid he'd be deemed a pervert if caught looking up his mother's short sundress at her exposed underpants and perfect ass cheeks, he stayed where he was by the garage door. Addressing her from there to satisfy his curiosity as to what she was doing up there, too tempting not to look, he didn't dare walk any closer.
Whatever she was doing, afraid she'd fall and hurt herself, wanting tell her to come down from the ladder, he wanted to take her place to find whatever it was she was looking to find. Yet, enjoying the erotic image of her standing at the top of the ladder, seemingly sexually satisfied enough to stare at her shapely legs while imagining more, he was too sexually excited to not ruin this opportunity of catching a glimpse of her panty. He wished his horny friends were here to see his mother standing on the ladder. Oh, yeah, being that he knew that all of his friends were hot for his mother, he'd love to show and to show off his mother's sexy panties to his horny friends. No doubt, in the way that he'd look at their mothers, they'd all look at his mother too. Having more courage than he did, his horny friends would have no compunction in walking right up to his mother standing on the ladder to offer her their help in holding the ladder steady while staring up her short sundress.
* * * * *
"Mom? What are you doing up there?"
When he watched her standing on her toes for her to reach up to move boxes out of the way, with her short dress climbing even higher, he had the urge to squat down on the pretense of tying his shoe. Even from this distance and with her high height, he knew if he lowered his angle he'd have a great view up her short sundress of her panties. Only, he wasn't wearing tie shoes or sneakers, he was wearing slip-on loafers. Besides, what if she turned and peered down to catch him looking at her panties? It's one thing to sneak a peek but it's another thing to be caught peeking.
At the end of the garage, they had a small storage room where they kept things inside, mostly junk, and where they stored more junk on top of the room. Figuring it was something important enough for her to get out the ladder and go through the trouble of climbing it, he wondered what she was looking to find. Surprised that she didn't ask him for his help, more surprised by the sexy image of her standing atop the ladder, he was glad that she decided to find whatever it was she was looking for on her own.
"Oh, I'm looking for my gardening tools. In honor of Earth Day, now that the warmer weather is here, I wanted to begin my yearly Earth Day garden," she said absentmindedly and seemingly obliviously that she was so indisposed and exposed, that is, if he dared to take a step or two closer to her to look up at all that she was showing. "I thought I had left them in a box somewhere on the garage floor but I think I stored them up here when I cleaned out the garage to park my car last fall."
"Gardening tools?"
'Oh boy, that time of year, here we go again,' he thought to himself.
Heralded by Earth Day and Arbor Day, spring was his favorite season filled with images of his mother squatting with her knees parted and bending at the waist while wearing her endless wardrobe of sexy, handmade sundresses. Her sundresses climbed up to her crotch when she squatted, rose up in the back when bending at the waist to expose her panties, and bloused out in front to expose her bra or braless breasts when she leaned forward. The perfect flashing attire, with one sundress prettier and sexier than the other, he loved his mother's handmade sundresses. Already sexually excited by all that he'd soon see of his mother's panties, bra, and tits, he looked forward to having another year of up sundresses and down sundresses.
He looked forward to having another year of constant and continual abusing himself while masturbating over all that his mother was showing him and all that he was seeing of her. He only wished that he could return the favor by exposing his cock to her. Yet, women are the voyeurs that men obviously are. Women are sexually excited over seeing a man's appendage in the way that men are sexually excited over seeing a woman's naked ass, tits, and/or pussy.
If only she knew that she gave him so much masturbation fodder, he wondered what she'd say. If only she knew that he masturbated over every sexy, sexual thing he saw of his mother, even if what he saw of her was just her bra strap, he wondered what she'd say and what she'd do. Maybe she'd be disappointed in his bad behavior and call him a pervert. Maybe she'd feel violated and would slap him across his face. Maybe she'd punish him by throwing him out of her house. Or with his sexual fantasy taking over his commonsense, maybe she'd rip off her clothes before undressing him to have hot sex.
Boy wouldn't that be something if she was just as horny as he was? Wouldn't that be something if she wanted him as much as he wanted her? Wouldn't that be something if in the way he's a voyeur, she's an exhibitionist and has been deliberately exposing herself to him all these years. In celebration of Earth Day, wouldn't that be something if he could finally have sex with his mother?
'Wow!'
He'd love to make love to her in the garden. Only just as he knew he didn't have the courage to take another step forward to peer up his mother's short sundress, he knew that she'd never cross the line to have incestuous sex with him. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he looked forward to masturbating over her standing on a ladder while he imagined himself holding the ladder for her while staring up at her panties.
Unfortunately again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, with the flash of her bikini panties or a down blouse view of her bra or naked breasts enough for him to masturbate over, it didn't take his mother much to show for him to be so sexually attracted to her. Something they never discussed, he wondered if all of his friends were as sexually attracted to their mothers as he was sexually attracted to his mother. Only with him having the best looking and the sexiest mother with the best body, and with him having never masturbated over their mothers in the way that he's masturbated over his own mother, it wouldn't surprise him if all of his friends masturbated over the sexy thoughts of having sex with his naked mother too.
"Yeah, I think they're up here somewhere," she said straining to reach. "Now that I see what's in some of these boxes, I'm pretty sure that my gardening tools are up here somewhere."
He wanted to offer her a ten finger boost for her to climb on top of the storage room. If she agreed to climb on top of the room, she'd definitely give him a great view of the back of her panties. Only, another sexual fantasy that would never happen, just as he'd never offer his mother ten fingers up, she'd never allow him to have a deliberate, uninterrupted view of her panties. Even though he sometimes wished she was a slut and an incestuous whore, his mother wasn't like that. She wasn't the slut or the incestuous whore he sexually fantasized her being. She was his mother and her was her perversely perverted son.
"So you really are planting another garden in honor of Earth Day again this year," he said laughing. "I know you're thinking that you're doing your share in helping the Earth by eating what you've grown but it seems such a waste of your time and money after the animals ate everything as fast as you grew it last year?"
Having had this conversation before, nearly catching him staring at her ass, she turned to give him a look of exasperation. As if telling to mind his own business with just a look, he allowed her to have her fun planting her Earth Day garden, even if doing all of the hard work in vain.
"I'm going to try. Maybe this year, I'll put a fence around the garden to keep out the rabbits, squirrels, muskrats, and skunks," she said with a sigh and a shrug.
He laughed at the folly of trying to keep wild animals away from food.
"Rabbits can hop over the fence, squirrels can climb them, and muskrats and skunks can dig their way beneath the fence Mom," he said with a little chuckle.
Instead of being armed with a .22 caliber rifle, he laughed at the thought of his mother sitting out on the front porch with a flashlight ready to scare away whatever nocturnal critters and hungry varmints came out to eat her garden at night.
"I know but if I build the fence high enough, maybe too high for them to climb and hop over, they won't bother my garden and will go next door to Sheila's garden," she said.
He chuckled at the image of an onslaught of furry bunnies dressed in black as ninja rabbits digging their way beneath the fence to get at her carrots, celery, and lettuce or hitching a ride to travel the half mile down the road to Sheila's house.
"Maybe you can make a scarecrow or buy one of those battery operated owls. Their eyes glow in the dark and their heads move with any movement," he said.
Thinking that he was being funny instead of being serious, as soon as he mentioned the owl, he thought that it may be a good idea.
"I saw those for sale in a catalog," she turned to look at him while wobbling on the ladder. "Do they really work?"
He didn't see why they wouldn't. The government has been using all kinds of tricks, even cardboard police cars to keep people from speeding. Why wouldn't a plastic owl that moved by motion, lit up, and made noises like an owl work? Any noise and motion would scare the critters away, especially if it was something that looked like a deadly owl.
"If they didn't work Mom, they still wouldn't be selling them. They've been selling those owls for years," he said. "It would be fun to see the furry creatures running away from a pretend owl."
Seemingly as if he was her perfect volunteer or her handyman helper, she turned to look at him standing there by the garage door and he couldn't believe what she asked of him next.
* * * * *
"That may be a good idea," she said and shocking him with what she said next. "Be a dear and hold the ladder steady for me. It's so wobbly and I don't want to fall on my car and hurt myself," she said hanging on to the ledge where everything was stored while partially turning to her son. "At my age, there's no coming back from breaking a bone in a fall," she said with a laugh.
'What? Huh? Are you kidding me? She wants me to hold the ladder for her? No way. Oh my God. Oh boy, oh boy, oh boy, he'll be masturbating later tonight over all that he'll be seeing now.'
"At your age?" He laughed. "I hope I look as good as you do when I'm forty-two-years-old," he said in shock that she wanted him to step closer to not only hold the ladder steady but also to get a good look up her short sundress at her panties.
Already getting an erection in anticipation of not only holding the ladder for his mother but also in looking up at the view of her sexy underwear, he couldn't wait to see all that he could see of her. As if she read his mind, he couldn't believe that his mother invited him to walk closer on the deliberate or innocent pretense of holding the ladder steady for her. Did she know that if he stepped any closer to her that he could see her panties? Didn't she know she was so exposed? Didn't she know that he was always looking because she was always showing?
Maybe she knew she was so exposed and didn't care. Maybe she wanted him to see her panties in the way that he couldn't wait to see her panties. Maybe in the way that he's such the voyeur, she's an exhibitionist. Nah, his mother isn't like that. He's the pervert in the family and not her.
Sexually excited with the anticipation of seeing his mother's panties again, enjoying the moment by taking in the sexy show of voyeurism and exhibitionism, Joey slowly walked closer to the ladder while staring up at all that his mother was showing. Up and up her short sundress, the closer he walked the more he saw of her. As if her short sundress was a curtain slowly rising at a striptease show, this voyeuristic scene unfolded in slow motion with every step that he took closer.
From her shapely legs to her shapely thighs, he had the perfect view between her legs of her panty clad pussy. Unable to stop staring, eager to masturbate later over all that he saw of her, he couldn't stop himself from leering up at his mother's panties. As if he was having a sexual fantasy while awake, he couldn't believe all that she was showing and all that he was seeing. Throbbing and pulsating in his pants, he could feel his cock hardening at the anticipation of seeing her panties. Giving her a show in the way that she was giving him a show, if only he had the courage, he'd love to unzip himself, pull out his cock, and start masturbating over all that he was seeing and over all that she was showing.
Normally, except for when she's working her Earth Day garden, she's so very careful not to expose herself to him. Engrossed in her garden in the way she was determined to find her gardening tools now, normally she's so reservedly modest. Yet, too intent on finding her gardening tools, maybe she doesn't know she's so exposed. Maybe she doesn't know that with him standing beneath her that he can see her panties. Maybe she doesn't care that he can see her panties. Maybe she's deliberately flashing him. Maybe she wants him to see her panties.



In deference of her gardening tools, yeah, maybe she doesn't care that he can see her panties and the shape of her sexy ass cheeks. Thinking the worst of his mother in the way that he thought of himself, maybe she's deliberately exposing herself to him in the way that he'd love to deliberately expose himself to her. Maybe with her considering this making the first move across the incestuous line, she's waiting for him to make the next move. Maybe with her poised on the top of the ladder, this is their first step across the forbidden, incestuous line and for them having sex.
* * * * *
Not bad for a forty-two-year-old, his mother still had the same body that she had ten years ago when she divorced his dad. He never understood why his father would let go of a woman who looked like her, albeit much younger, especially when the woman he married isn't nearly as good looking and sexy as his mother. He never understood why his mother didn't go out and find another man in the way that his father immediately found another woman. She hasn't been on a date since she divorced his father. He wondered if she was as horny as he always is.
Enjoying the view of her shapely thighs, he walked closer to revel in an uninterrupted view between her legs. He stared at her white, cotton, bikini panties that covered her round, firm ass and that covered what barely lay hidden between her legs. Oh, my God, having masturbated over these panties while holding them and sniffing them in his horny hands before, he'll be masturbating over all that he's seeing now of her later. Having seen nude photos of her that lay hidden in the back of her closet when she was in her early twenties and thirties, she hasn't changed very much. Aging like fine wine, she has such an incredible body and he only wished that she wasn't his mother.
Boy oh boy, if she wasn't his mother, in the way that she was obviously so sexually teasing him, he'd reach up and touch her, feel her, and fondle her before stripping her naked to fuck her. If she wasn't his mother but a neighbor or a friend's mom, with incest not an issue in the way it obviously is now, he'd make his move. He wished he could reach up and feel her ass and finger her pussy through her panties. He wished he could masturbate now in front of her while touching her, feeling her, and exploring his mother's bodies through her exposed panties. His sexual fantasy come true, he wished she wanted him as much as he wanted her.
Continuing his sexual fantasy, he wished he had the courage to reach up and touch her through her panty. As if he was on a date with her, he'd love to know what it feels like to feel his mother's shapely ass and blonde, trimmed pussy through her panty. Being that she was a natural blonde, he knew she had a blonde, trimmed pussy instead of a shaved or bushy one. He remembered one day when her bathrobe parted open as she squatted down to retrieve her dropped hairbrush, she accidentally flashed him her pussy. He masturbated over that naked image of his mother's pussy for months. It was only a fleeting flash of her pussy but, as if her bathrobe parted in slow motion, when seeing her cunt for the first time, he could count her blonde, pubic hairs. Now in the way she was standing at the top of the ladder and allowing him an uninterrupted view of her panties, he wondered if she deliberately flashed him her pussy that day too.
He wondered if she knew she flashed him her pussy in the way that he'd love to flash her his cock. Wishing it was so, he couldn't help but wonder if his mother flashed him her pussy on purpose. Maybe in the way he needed to see something of her to masturbate over later, she needed to show him something of her for her to masturbate over later too. Maybe she was hoping that he'd reach up and touch her and feel her through her exposed panties. Maybe with them having the same DNA makeup, she was just as horny as he was. Yet, just his sexual fantasies taking control of his common sense again, his mother would never flash him her pussy in the same way that he'd never flash his mother his cock. Only, pussy for cock, he wished she would purposely flash him her pussy so that he could purposely flash her his cock.
When he leaned more to the front of her on the pretense of holding the ladder steady, he was rewarded with a nice view of her panty clad pussy. Having a clear view of her mound, a few errant strands of blonde pubic hair, he had an unprecedented view of her camel toe and a good shot of her panty covered pussy slit. For sure and without doubt, so looking forward to it, he'll be masturbating later over all that he's seeing of his mother now. Ready to volunteer to take her place on the ladder before, he didn't dare volunteer to exchange places on the ladder with her now. He was enjoying the sexy view of her underwear too much to stop his voyeurism of his mother.
* * * * *
"Ah, here they are," she said standing on her toes again and stretching to retrieve a basket full of gloves and gardening tools. "Yeah, I found them. I found them Joey. I'm coming down," she said looking down at her son looking up at her. "Hold the ladder steady for me please. I don't want to fall on my car," she said when looking down at her son. Obviously seeing the sexually excited look on his face staring up at her, her face turned a bright red and she pulled her sundress tighter around her body to deny her son any more views of her panties. "I didn't realize I was giving you such a sexy show of my underwear," she said with a nervous, little laugh. "I'm so very embarrassed."
"Don't worry Mom, I wasn't looking. I averted my eyes to preserve your modesty," he said lying.
"Yes, I can see by the big bulge in your pants that you weren't looking very much up my dress," she said with another little, uncomfortable laugh.
She noticed his erection. He couldn't believe his mother noticed his erection. For sure, he'll be masturbating over that tidbit too. Now that he knows that she notices his erections, maybe he'll parade around her while wearing pajama bottoms without underwear when his cock is stiffly swollen.
"Sorry Mom. I'm embarrassed that you caught me looking but I couldn't help from taking a peek," he said excited that she noticed his erection.
He said looking up at his mother's panties again when she let go of her dress to hold onto the ladder.
"Well, no harm done, as long as you only look and don't touch," she said with a sexy laugh.
Huh? What did she just say? No harm done so long as you only look and don't touch? What does that mean? Is it okay for him to look, so long as he doesn't touch? What is she saying? Is that an invitation for him to look more, so long as he doesn't touch?
"Did you like what you saw?" She said testing him, teasing him, and/or goading him, he didn't know which.
"Yes, very much," he said.
He looked at her and gave her a big shit eating grin.
"Well, let's put that behind us. Okay? A son should never look at his mother in that sexual way," she said obviously scolding him but obviously not angry with him either.
He felt perversely perverted that she caught him peeking at her panties but he didn't care. What was more important was that he had fresh fodder to masturbate over tonight, tomorrow morning, and for the next few weeks.
"You have a spectacular body Mom," feeling awkwardly embarrassed as soon as he said that.
"Thank you," she said, "but you really shouldn't be looking at my body. I'm your mother and you're my son."
He tried to think of what to say to backpedal out of his awkward position.
"I'm not seeing any more of you than if you were wearing your bikini bottoms beneath your sundress," he said in his defense of him continuing to stare at her panties.
She looked down at him to give him an understanding motherly smile.
"That's true," she said.
Maybe in the way that he's a voyeur, especially in the way that his mother flashes him her panties in up sundresses, her bra and cleavage, or her tits, when she's not wearing a bra, in down sundresses all the time, maybe she's an exhibitionist. Maybe suspecting that he masturbates over her, she finds some sexual satisfaction in teasing him. Maybe she gives him a sexual release so that he won't leave her for another woman. Maybe he gives her a sexual release by staring so that she doesn't feel the need to find another man. If only they could be sexually intimate and live as man and woman instead of mother and son, everything would be beautiful.
Never wanting to be caught looking, now when he thought about all the times he looked whenever seeing down dresses and up dresses, maybe she wants him to look, that is, so long as he doesn't touch. Maybe the reason why she wears a sundress while gardening is to keep him interested enough for him to help her garden. A fair trade, so long as she continues flashing him her panties in up sundresses and her bra and cleavage, or her tits in down sundresses while gardening, he'll continue helping her garden. So long as he doesn't touch, maybe she doesn't mind him looking. Now thinking about flashing her his cock somehow, one day, he wondered if she'd like to look too. Only, not scolding her for looking in the way that she just scolded him for peeking, he'd definitely allow her to touch too instead of just looking.
Alas, with her coming down the ladder, her up skirt panty show was over. The only thing left to do now was to masturbate over all that his mother showed him of her and all that he saw of her. He couldn't wait to go back to his room to masturbate over seeing his mother's panties. Putting on his headphones without turning on the sound, his sexual fantasy come true, he hoped his mother would walk in his room and catch him masturbating just as he was ejaculating a load of cum all over his hand, chest, and stomach.
He couldn't wait to masturbate while thinking of his mother sucking his cock as he felt her tits and fingered her nipples. Needing some sexual relief, with all that he's seen of her, he couldn't wait to cum. He'll be jerking off over this sexy show of an unobstructed and prolonged view of her panties for a long time. Now excited about her Earth Day garden, so long as she continued wearing her short sundresses without wearing a bra while flashing him her panties and tits, he couldn't wait to help her gardening this year in the way that he helped her last year and the year before.
Trying not to look up her short sundress, Joey watched his mother slowly descend the ladder. Carefully negotiating her way down while holding her basket of gardening supplies with one hand and the ladder with her other hand, an errant nail caught the hem of her short sundress and lifted it higher as she climbed lower. Not immediately realizing that she was caught, as if he was imagining this or wishing it to happen, Joey watched his mother's dress climb higher to expose even more of her panties than he saw before. In the way that the curtain once raised Spanky's mother's dress in one of the old black and white Little Rascal films, the errant nail did its job in raising her short sundress higher. Stuck in place, with her dress now pulled up over her ass and up to her waist and her bikini panties totally and fully exposed, Christine struggled to free herself with one hand while holding her basket of gardening tools in her other hand. She looked as if she was about to fall from the ladder in embarrassment.
* * * * *
"Joey, help me," she said tugging and gently pulling at the hem of her dress to not rip it. "Oh my God, this is so very embarrassing. I'm stuck."
As if he was imagining this, as if he had willed the nail to catch the hem of his mother's short sundress, Joey couldn't believe his eyes. As if she was standing on the ladder without wearing pants, her bikini panties was totally exposed to him. He only wished she wasn't wearing panties. He only wished that today, she had forgotten to put on her panties. Wow! How hot would that be to have a prolonged view of his mother's naked ass and pussy? The eternal ditzy blonde, waiting for her to drop her towel one day and flash him her naked body, she was always so carelessly clumsy.
"I'll be right there Mom," said Joey climbing up the ladder to help his mother.
After watching his mother struggling, not knowing what else to do and how else to help her other than to help himself with a handful of her ass to make sure that she didn't fall, Joey reached up a hand to hold his mother's panty clad ass steady. A sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe he was touching and feeling her beautiful ass through her exposed panty. Her ass was so firm and so round that he wished he could move his hand around while feeling and squeezing her nearly naked ass. Only, instead of turning his hand with his fingers position on the back of her ass, purposely, in his feeble attempt to cup her pussy through her panty, he turned his hand with his fingers position between her legs. Already he had broken her rule about looking and not touching. With his horny hand firmly in place between his mother's legs and with the tips of his fingers in contact with her panty clad pussy, a few more inches forward and he'd be cupping his mother's pussy through her exposed panty.
"Gees, Joey. I'm starting to feel sexually violated," she said with a little laugh while looking down at him with an odd expression on her face.
Was she genuinely embarrassed or was she sexually aroused? Having never seen his mother sexually aroused before, he couldn't tell one look from the other. Then, when trying to squirm away from Joey's groping hand, his middle finger involuntarily traced her pussy slit through her panty. She recoiled as if he had just goosed her when he added a little bit more pressure to his touch. He so wanted to push her panty to the side and finger her pussy. He wondered if she was as wet as he was hard.
"Sorry Mom to be inappropriately touching you but I thought you were going to fall," he said.
He stared up at her panties. He stared up at where his hand was on her person. So tempted to unzip himself, pull out his cock, and start masturbating himself, he stared down at his hardening and throbbing cock. Being that she was standing on the ladder with her panties on full display, she'd understand if her horny son masturbated over all that he was seeing, touching, and feeling of her, wouldn't she? Certainly, she'd understand if he ejaculated all over her panty clad ass and wouldn't mind if his cum dripped and ran down her leg. Only, for fear that she'd banish him from her house, he didn't dare do what he was thinking and so wanted to do to his MILF of a mother.
"That's okay. I almost did fall. I'm glad you were here to catch me," she said. "I'm stuck," she said pulling at the hem of her caught dress.
Unable to remove his horny eyes from her panty clad pussy, Joey stared in between his mother's legs as if he was staring at a car accident.
"Climb back up the ladder and I'll climb up behind you to hold you steady," he said. "Maybe, with the pressure off, you can free your dress when at a higher vantage point.
As soon as his mother took a step up the ladder, Joey repositioned his hand more forward. Now instead of propping up his mother from behind, he was cupping his mother's panty clad pussy while he followed her up the ladder. Oh my God, he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's pussy through her panties. A sexually fantasy come true, he'll be masturbating over this for the rest of his life.
"Joey! This is so embarrassing," she said squirming. "My God! Can you at least move your hand more to the back of my ass instead of between my legs," she said swatting his hand away. "I'd much rather you be feeling my ass than cupping my pussy."
"Sorry Mom," he said.
Only especially with her acknowledging that he was cupping her pussy, he wasn't sorry at all. If anything, he was sexually excited having touched and felt his mother where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. He only wished she wasn't wearing panties. He only wished he had been touching and feeling her pussy instead of her panty. He only wished his fingers were probing the inside of her instead of feeling the outside of her.
He wondered if she was as wet as he was hard. With him touching her, feeling her, and groping her, he wondered if she was as sexually aroused as he was sexually excited. If anything, he wanted to do so much more than to just touch, feel, and grope her pussy through her panty. He wanted to fuck her with his fingers before fucking her with his cock.
Now that she was so helplessly vulnerable, up on a ladder while her sundress was stuck on a nail, he wanted to push her panty aside and finger her. He wanted to pull down her panties and expose her naked ass and pussy to him. He wondered what she'd do if he did that. He wondered what she'd do if he leaned up to lick her between her legs while fingering her. He wondered if she'd allow him to continue sexually assaulting her or if she'd kick him away and push him all off the ladder.
She climbed up two more steps with Joey right behind her. If her dress was free and down around her body where it should have been, with him so close behind her, he'd have his head up underneath her dress instead of having his head nearly up her ass. As it was, his face was eye level with her panty clad ass. Never has he had such a close up inspection of his mother's panties, that is, when not in her underwear drawer and masturbating over touching them and feeling them.
"I'm stuck Joey. I can't free my dress without ripping it," she said trying to free her dress from the nail with one hand while holding her balance steady on the ladder with her other hand. "My first time wearing this dress and having just made this one, I don't want to ruin it by ripping it," she said as if she was about to cry.
Was she about to cry because she was afraid of ruining her dress? Or was she about to cry because she was so embarrassed that her son not only had a clear, prolonged view of her in her panties but also that he was touching, feeling, and groping her through her panties. Thinking quickly and even more sexually excited by the thought of what he wanted to say, he had the urge to suppress what he was thinking but he was so glad he didn't. He already had the image of what she'd look like nearly naked, but for her white, cotton, bikini panties. Blurting out his thought, he left it up to his mother to decide what she should do.
"Before you rip it and ruin it, can you remove your sundress Mom? Expecting her to say no and expecting her to scold him for being the perverted son that he was, he held his breath while waiting for her answer. "Removing your dress will remove the pressure of pulling and make it easier to free it from the nail," he said.
She looked down at him looking up at her.
"Remove my sundress? I'm not wearing a bra, Joey," she said looking down at him with that odd look again before a pink flush colored her pretty cheeks. "In addition to seeing my panties, which you've been staring at for twenty minutes, you'll see my tits."
What was she thinking, he wondered? Was she thinking about flashing him her tits in the way that she was flashing him her panties? Was she just as horny and sexually excited as he was? Glad that she doesn't, unless she goes out to the store, how come she never wears a bra.
"It's okay Mom. I promise not to look at your tits," he said in actuality really promising not to look much.
Promises, promises, if she removed her sundress while not wearing a bra and while stuck there on the ladder, there was no way that he wouldn't be looking, staring, and leering at his mother's tits.
"Actually, removing the dress before ruining it is a good idea. I'll just unbutton it, slip my arms out, and step out of it to allow it to fall. Once I'm out of it, then you can reach up and unhook it from the nail. Whatever you do, please catch my dress. I don't want it hitting the garage floor and getting all dirty," she said.



He couldn't believe she agreed to remove her sundress. He couldn't believe that he was going to see her tits in addition to having this prolonged and close up view of her panties.
"Sure," he said. "Don't worry, I'll catch your dress. I won't let it fall."
At that point, he'd say anything for her to remove her sundress and flash him her tits.
"First close your eyes Joey. I don't want you seeing my breasts," she said looking down at him looking up at her.
There, right there, he recognized the look. She gave him the same look that he was giving her. Did she purposely catch her dress on a nail while hoping he'd tell her to remove her dress? Was she purposely flashing him her panties and now had plans to flash him her tits on the pretense of getting herself unstuck? How hot would that be if his mother enjoyed playing games of exhibitionism games as much as he enjoyed playing games of voyeurism?
"If I close my eyes Mom, how am I going to unhook and catch your dress?"
There was no way he was closing his eyes. Not wanting to miss a single, sexy detail, after seeing his mother's tits in the way that he was seeing her panties, he'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of his life.
"Then, avert your gaze," she said and I'll lower my dress where you can easily reach it without having to look.
* * * * *
Christine unbuttoned her dress, slipped out her arms, and stepped out of it, while Joey climbed higher up the ladder to reach up and unhook her dress from the nail. Now that the pressure was removed from her sundress hooked on the nail, he allowed the dress to fall in his hands. He climbed down the ladder ahead of his mother to watch her slowly descend naked but for her panties. Even though he had promised not to look, he treated himself to a wonderful view of his mother's white, bikini panty clad ass and the underside of her B cup breasts as she leaned forward while climbing down the ladder.
In the way that her tits were hanging forward now, he imagined her tits leaning in his face while she was on top of him fucking him. Catching a quick glimpse of her areolas and nipples, he closed his eyes before his mother could catch him looking. Now naked but for her panties and trembling, she climbed down the ladder to wrap her arms around him and to stand in the arms of her son while shivering. With her breasts squished against his chest, he held his mother while imagining kissing her, touching her, and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother.
Was she trembling because she thought she was going to fall? Was she shivering because she was cold? Or was she shaking because she was so sexually aroused from holding her son while she was topless and nearly naked but for her white, cotton, bikini panties? Hoping she was shaking due to the latter than the former reasons, maybe she was just as sexually excited as he was. Maybe more than just looking, she wanted him to touch her as much as he wanted to touch her. Hoping to deliberately expose her nearly naked self to him, maybe she had hooked her dress on the nail purposely before her son came in the garage. On the pretense of hugging her, he slid his hands forward a little to feel the sides of her breasts with his fingertips.
"I can't believe I nearly fell three times," she said.
With his hands holding the sides of her breasts, he couldn't believe that she wasn't swatting his horny hands away. Obviously so that he wouldn't have a clear view of her breasts, which he already had several times, she wrapped her arms around her son tighter. Imagining fucking her, he could feel her pubic bone pushing against him. So wanting to hump her, he so wanted to reach down to cup her panty clad ass cheeks in his hands. Between having a close up view of his mother's panties, seeing her tits, and now feeling the sides of her breasts, he'll be masturbating again and again over all of this later. It took all the control he had not to slide his hands to the front of her to cup her breasts while fingering her nipples.
"Well, you're safe now Mom," he said.
She looked up at him and smiled.
"Thank you for being a gentleman and not looking," she said looking up at him as if she already knew he had seen her breasts. "I'm going to let go of you to put on my dress. Close your eyes. Okay?"
Ready to ogle her tits, he waited for her to let go of him and step back to put on her dress. When she stepped back he allowed his fingertips to slide across her breast and come in contact with her erect nipples. She quivered when he touched her nipples and immediately her nipples erected.
"Okay," he said staring down at her staring up at him.
"Joey! My God! You just touched my nipples," she said.
"Sorry Mom," he said.
He couldn't wait to have another view of her pink nipples and round areolas.
"Now close your eyes. I don't want you to see my tits," she said. "I mean it Joey. Close your eyes. I'm embarrassed enough with you seeing me in my panties. Bad enough you felt my tits and fingered my nipples, I don't want you seeing my tits too."
Damn. He didn't want to close his eyes. There was no way he was going to ruin this opportunity and deny himself a lifetime of masturbation material by closing his eyes.
"Okay," he said. "How long should I keep my eyes closed Mom?"
He watched as his mother lean down to step into her dress and stood. In the way that they did when she was climbing down the ladder, he saw her tits fall forward again before falling back in place.
"Joey!" She held her dress up to her. "You were peeking. You saw my tits."
He had a satisfied smile on his face.
"Sorry Mom. I couldn't help myself. Besides, you said it was okay to look, so long as I didn't' touch," he said in his defense and with a little snide laugh.
She sighed and rolled her eyes.
"You're right. I did say that but, not knowing what else to say other than to make a joke over something so very embarrassing for me, I said that at a time that you were staring up my sundress at my panties. Turn around please so that I can get dressed," she said.
"Okay," he said.
With him having the perfect view of her panties, her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples, Joey moved the car's side view mirror to watch his mother putting on her dress.
"You can turn around now," she said realizing that he was watching her dressing through the car mirror. "Joey, were you watching me dress in the car mirror? My God, is there no end to you ogling my body?"
"Sorry Mom," he said.
"Yeah, I know, you couldn't help yourself," she said laughing. "What am I going to do with you? You're incorrigible."
"Well, being that I've already seen most of your naked body, we could walk around naked in front of one another," he said.
She looked at him as if she was considering the thought. Being the free living and fun loving person that she was, he wouldn't put it by his mother to take him up on that and walk around naked in front of him. For sure, he'd love to walk around naked in front of her. He wondered what she'd do if she saw that he had an erection. He wondered if she'd turn away, look, and/or stare. He wondered if she'd touch him in the way that he touched her and wanted to feel her more.
"You'd like that wouldn't you, me parading around you naked and you flashing me your cock," she said reaching out her hand to squeeze the head of his erect prick.
Oh my God. He couldn't believe that his mother just felt the head of his engorge prick with her fingertips.
"Mom!"
Doing all that he could to control himself from exposing his cock to his mother, he so wanted to unzip himself and pull out his erect prick to show her.
"What?"
"You just touched my cock through my pants," he said shocked that his mother reached out to touch his prick and squeeze the head of his prick.
"Oh get over it Joey. What's the big deal? With you ogling my panties, cupping my pussy through my panties, and having a good feel of the sides of my breasts before sliding your fingertips across my nipples, I felt nothing of you that you haven't already felt of me," she said.
"You're right," he said opening his arms wide to hug his mother.
Only, this time, when she stepped forward to hug her son, instead of wrapping his arms around her back and/or waist, he reached down to cup her sweet ass in his hands. Feeling and squeezing her beautiful ass with both hands, he so wanted to stick his hands down her panties.
"Joey, don't. Stop. I'm your mother," she said wiggling, squirming, and pulling away from his grasp but not before giving him that look again. "My God, I feel as if I've been groped on a subway."
Joey suddenly thought of the lucky man who groped his mother on a subway. Wishing he was him and/or wishing he was there to see his mother being groped, all that she said about being groped only added to his eternal horniness.
"For an old broad, you have an incredible ass Mom. So round and so firm, your ass is as good as any twenty-year-old woman," he said.
"Thank you Joey," she said, "but please don't do that again. You shouldn't be touching and feeling me in that sexual way. Bordering on incest, it's wrong. I'm sorry but it makes me feel uncomfortable having my son taking sexual liberty with my body."
In the way that he was looking at her, she was looking at him. With things escalating very quickly, he wondered what would happen next.
* * * * *
Nearly every day for the next few weeks, Joey helped his mother with her garden. Not having much of a green thumb, he had no interest in gardening. His interest was in ogling his mother. With sundresses her favorite and most comfortable thing to wear without a bra while gardening, his reward for helping his mother was receiving lots of up sundresses of his mother's panties and down sundresses of his mother's tits. As attested by the beautiful landscaping of flowers that surrounded the house, lost in her gardening, she was oblivious that she was showing and that Joey was looking.
Moreover, after what happened in the garage on the ladder, it was obvious to him that his mother either no longer cared that she was flashing her body to him or enjoyed flashing him her body to him as much as he enjoyed seeing her body. After done gardening, he'd go to his room and masturbate over all that he saw of his mother while wondering if she was masturbating over all that she showed him of her. Wishing she'd come in his room while he masturbated, rather than intrude upon his privacy, she gave him his privacy and never did abruptly walk in his room to catch him masturbating
If only she knew how much of her body she was showing and how much of her body he was seeing, he wondered if she'd refuse his help. If only she knew he was looking, leering actually while lusting over her, he wondered if she'd scold him, be happy that he was looking, or would start wearing jeans and a turtleneck? If only she knew that he was masturbating daily, multiple times a day, over the thoughts of seeing, touching, and feeling her naked body, he wondered what her reaction would be. Yet, for her to continue to wear her short sundresses without a bra, she must know that she's giving him a show of her panties in tits. How could she not know that she was inadvertently or deliberately flashing her son? How could she not know that he was looking at all that she was showing?
With him so sexually excited that he was seeing so much of his mother's hot body nearly every day, he wondered if she'd be as sexually excited seeing as much of his hot body. Hoping that she was as much the voyeur as he was, he decided to return the favor of her exhibitionism with his own. Being that the weather was getting warmer and feeling even hotter when they were working beneath the warm sun in the garden, he wore his bathing suit instead of his hot jeans. While helping her to garden, he wore the bathing suit that had with the oversized legs and that didn't have a lining. Actually it had a lining but he cut out the lining for purposes of flashing his mother his cock.
In the way that she continued flashing him her panties and tits deliberately or inadvertently, he knew that every time he squatted in front of his mother, she'd be rewarded with a view of the head and the side of his cock along with his testicles. Tits and panties for cock and testicles seemed like a fair trade. He wondered if she'd look at him as much as he looked at her. He wondered after flashing her his cock and testicles if she'd want him as much as he wants her when she flashes him her tits and panties.
He wondered if she'd be looking at what he was showing in the way that he always looked at all that she was showing. Sometimes, depending if he was reaching and stretching enough, with his bathing suit climbing higher up his thigh, his cock would actually fall out of his bathing suit. Especially when his cock was totally exposed and especially when he had an erection, every time he flashed his mother his cock, he felt like the pervert that he was. If only she wanted to see his body as much as he wanted her to see his body and as much as he wanted to see her body, but obviously women don't have the desire to voyeur men in the way that men wanted to voyeur women.
"Thank you for helping me, Joey," she said while digging holes in the dirt.
Always angling himself to get the best down sundress of her tits and up sundress of her panties before, now he moved his body in her line of sight for her to get the best look at his cock and testicles. In the way that his eyes went from her tits down to her panties, he watched her eyes go from his face down to crotch before looking away. Sometimes with her head down and the brim of her wide brimmed straw hat covering her eyes, he couldn't tell if she was looking. It was then that he imagined she was staring at his exposed penis. Now not only did he know that he was flashing his mother his penis but also he knew that she was looking.
Already knowing what he was thinking whenever he saw her panties and tits, he wondered what she was thinking when seeing his penis. He wondered if she had the same sexual thoughts when seeing his cock and testicles that he had when seeing her tits and panties. He wondered if she was feeling just as horny when seeing him flash her as he was feeling horny when watching her flash him. Every night, filled with the memory of her seeing his hairy, hard prick and him seeing her constant flashes of her tits and panties, he masturbated over the thoughts of him flashing his mother his cock and testicles.
With his headphones in place without any sound while masturbating himself, he waited while hoping she'd open his bedroom door unannounced but she never did. Having her watch him masturbate would be too easy. He'd have to come up with something better. He needed a plan not only to see his mother naked but also for his mother to see him naked.
* * * * *
With her knees spread apart, her sundress pulled up to her upper thighs and the top of her sundress unbuttoned and falling forward and open enough for Joey to see nearly all of his mother's tits, he never knew that gardening could be so very erotically enticing and sexually exciting. He so wanted to stick his horny hand up her sundress to cup her panty clad pussy or down her sundress to cup her breasts and finger her nipples. Seeing so much of his sexy mother every day always gave him an erection and every time the head of his erect cock peeked out from the leg of his swimsuit before protruding out further down his thigh, his mother would look more and stare longer. Reading her body language, every time she saw his cock and testicles, she involuntarily touched her hair and/or licked her lips. Tits and panties for cock and balls, every day, for hours they did their gardening while Joey ogled his mother and deliberately flashed her his cock and balls and while she inadvertently flashed him her panties and tits and she ogled her son.
Only, where do they go from here? While waiting for her to make the next sexual move, he wondered if she was waiting for him to make the next sexual move as well. Obviously for one not to be deemed the incestuous pervert over the other, it was a stalemate of flashing, teasing, inaction, and sexual frustration. He only wished his mother would reach out and touch his exposed prick in the way that he so wanted to reach down her open sundress top to cup her beautiful breasts or reach up her sundress to cup her panty clad pussy.
Then, one day, as if it was meant to be, taking the incestuous decision out of their hands, it took an act of Mother Nature appropriately on Earth Day to deliver Joey and his mother to the next level. While Christine was looking off in the distance to survey her garden, a sudden wind gusted up and propelled a huge volume of dirt in her eyes. Temporarily blinded and unable to see, Joey drove her to the emergency room. They cleaned out her eyes as best as they could, covered her eyes with bandages, and prescribed eye drops to help to remove what dirt was still left.
"You're to leave the bandages on your eyes for a week and only uncover your eyes in a darkened room for you to use these eye drops three times a day. Have your son change the dressing but, unless putting in eye drops, don't open your eyes and don't uncover your eyes. Give your eyes a rest. Give your eyes a chance to heel," said the doctor.
"Yes, Doctor. Thank you Doctor," said Christine.
"They'll tear because of the solution in the eye drops but that's a good thing," said the doctor. It will take a few more days to get the rest of the fine dirt out of there. We've already removed the larger pieces of dirt from your eyes but it's the fine dirt that causes the most damage. It will feel as if you have something in your eyes. Don't rub them. Give the solution time to do its job."
Concerned for his mother's eyesight, the obedient son that he was, Joey faithfully gave his mother the eye drops in a darkened room and changed his mother's dressing until he came up with a bright idea. Being the horny son he was caring for his vulnerable mother, seizing the opportunity, he used her temporarily blindness to his sexual advantage. With her eyes covered, this was his opportunity to get what he wanted and hopefully what she wanted too. Obviously, being that she'd never take the next step across the incestuous line, after an act of God helped them to cross the line together, he took that next step with her.
* * * * *
"Mom?"
Joey sat on his mother's bed while changing her bandages.
"Yes Joey? What is it?"
Finished giving her the eye drops and covering her eyes, he looked at her as if she was naked.
"I think you have poison ivy," he said.
"What? Poison ivy? I do? Are you sure?" Immediately, she started scratching an imaginary itch. "Where?"
"On your arms, your legs, and your chest. It's everywhere," he said gently lifting her sundress higher to expose more of her long, shapely legs along with her panties and opening the top of her partially unbuttoned sundress to expose more of her chest. He unbuttoned more of the top of her sundress to expose more of her breasts. Now with her areolas and nipples in plain sight, he stared at his mother's tits.
"I have some Calamine lotion in the bathroom. Get it and rub some on me please," she said.
Squirting some in his hands, every day, three times a day, Joey took his sweet time massaging his mother's arms, shoulders, legs, and the top of her chest while imagining touching her in other places than just her arms, shoulders, legs, and the top of her chest. Then, he said what he's been wanting to say from the first day that he told her that she had poison ivy. He said what he's been wanting to say since that fateful day when she removed her sundress that was caught on a nail on the ladder.
"The poison ivy is getting worse mother. I'm going to have to remove your sundress. You have a rash everywhere Mom," he said.



"I do? Oh, God," she said scratching herself everywhere. "Okay but close your eyes. I mean it Joey. Don't look. I'm not wearing a bra and I don't want you ogling my tits," she said sitting up in bed to remove her sundress and covering her naked tits with her hands and forearms. Obviously she was unaware that he had been ogling her tits for the past week. "How bad is it?"
"It's pretty bad Mom," he said. "It's all over your chest and stomach."
There was a long pause before she spoke again.
"Do I have it on my breasts?"
"I don't know with my eyes closed. I can't tell," he said lying that his eyes were closed while staring at her tits. "I'd have to look at your breasts to tell you if you have poison ivy on your breasts."
"Oh God. Okay open your eyes but only for a moment, just long enough to see if I have a rash on my breasts before closing them again. I meant it Joey. I don't want you ogling my tits," said Christine lowering her arms and removing her hands from her tits. "A son, unless he's a suckling baby, should never see his mother's naked breasts," she said.
As if he was a man dying of thirst or a starving man needing a meal, Joey stared at his mother's naked breasts. Somehow it was more sexually exciting knowing that his mother was aware that he was staring at her naked breasts under the false pretenses of checking her for a rash and for poison ivy. He leered at her areolas and her nipples as if he had never seen a topless woman before. He so wanted to reach out his horny hands to touch her breasts, feel her breasts, and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples. He so wanted to lean down and suck her nipples, while reaching between her legs to finger her pussy through her panty.
"From what I can see of them, you do have poison ivy on your breasts," he said.
Immediately she covered her breasts again with her forearms and hands.
"Are your eyes closed?"
"Yes," he said lying.
"Oh, God, the only thing that spares me the embarrassment is that I can't see you ogling me," she said. "I'm so embarrassed knowing that you're staring at my tits," she said reaching her hand out to feel the head of his cock. "Liar! You're eyes weren't closed. You have an erection," she said.
"Mom? You just grabbed my cock through my bathing suit," he said.
"And you just ogled my tits. I call that fair," she said with justified anger. "Now close your eyes so that you can rub lotion on my breasts.
Joey liked her sense of logic. He'd be willing for her to feel his cock anytime, so long as he could ogle and feel her tits. He couldn't believe that his mother gave him permission to touch and feel her breasts albeit under the guise of rubbing Calamine lotion, actually body wash, on her breasts for the poison ivy she didn't have.
"I have my eyes closed mother," he said.
"Go ahead then. Rub lotion on my breasts but please be careful of my nipples," she said. "Please, whatever you do, don't touch my nipples. I mean it Joey. Don't touch my nipples."
"Be careful of your nipples? Why? Why can't I touch your nipples?"
"Having you touch my nipples is more sexual than medical. My nipples are my erogenous zone. I easily get sexually aroused when my nipples are touched and fingered," she said. "I don't want you fingering my nipples."
"Don't worry Mom. I'll be respectful," he said rolling his eyes while repositioning his hardening cock in his bathing suit.
"I mean it Joey. I don't want you fondling my breasts and I certainly don't want you fingering my nipples. Please be respectful of me and of my topless body. I'm your mother after all. As if I'm a burn victim and you're my male nurse, I just want you to rub the lotion on them. Okay?"
"Okay Mom," he said excited about fingering his mother's nipples.
She moved her hands away from her breasts for Joey to rub what she thought was Calamine lotion all over her tits. As soon as she moved her hands away, Joey rubbed body wash on his mother's breasts. Gently, lightly, and ever so slowly, he felt his mother's breasts and fondled his mother's breasts on the pretense of rubbing Calamine lotion on her. Then, disobeying her expressed wishes, as if he was a groper in a dark alleyway, he fingered her nipples with both hands.
"Joey! Don't," she said pulling away from him and covering her tits with her hands. "Oh, my God! What the Hell are you doing? I expressly asked you not to touch my nipples. I'm sure my nipples don't have poison ivy," she said with as much anger as she showed sexual excitement when her nipples immediately became hard and erect.
"I just wanted to see your reaction to my touching your nipples. Actually, to be honest Mom, I just wanted to see how big your nipples grew," he said staring at her nipples immediately growing hard. "Wow, Mom. You're nipples are huge," he said while watching them grow bigger and harder as soon as she removed her hands from her breasts.
"I thought your eyes were closed," she said with a nervous laugh. "I'm so very embarrassed, so very embarrassed. If it wasn't bad enough that you're staring at my tits, I can't believe you fingered my nipples. How dare you?"
"To be honest Mom, I wouldn't miss this sight of you laying here topless for the world," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Even more than you ogling my tits, I can't believe that you fingered my nipples. I can't believe you purposely disrespected me in that way," she said pausing as if unsure if she should say what she said next. "Perhaps being that it's been such a long time since a man has touched me in that sexual way, I can't believe that I'm sexually aroused. Yet, that doesn't make it okay Joey that you fingered my nipples. It's wrong for you to touch me, your mother, like that."
Not hearing the rest of her lecture, dismissing her scolding, Joey only heard the part about her being sexually aroused.
"Sexually aroused? You are?"
Was his mother finally as sexually excited as he was?
"Of course I am. Just because I'm your mother Joey doesn't mean that I'm not human," she said. "My nipples have always been my key to my sexual arousal," she confessed.
"Are you really sexually aroused just by me fingering your nipples?"
Joey couldn't believe how easy it was to sexually excite his mother. If he had known that before, he would have stuck his horny hand down her sundress and fingered her nipples long ago.
"Lemme see," said Joey reaching his horny hand down between her legs. He felt his mother's pussy through her panties.
"Joey! What are you? Are you crazy? Have you lost your mind? How dare you touch me in that sexual way? Don't ever do that again. Please! Never touch me there. Oh my God," she said. "Oh my God. I can't believe you groped my pussy through my panty."
"I just wanted to see if you were wet Mom," he said.
Not stopping there, he reached his horny hands to her breasts to finger her nipples again.
"Joey, no. Please don't. Please, I beg you, you mustn't do that. You're getting me all wet," she said turning red and covering her breasts with her hands again. "This is so very wrong, so very wrong."
Obviously giving way to having her tits felt, her nipples fingered, and her tits ogled by her son, she relented and put her arms down by her sides and when she did her right hand was nearly in contact, only inches away from his erection. As soon as she put her arms by her side, Joey continued fingering her nipples.
"Oh, my God, Joey, you're making me hot," she said rubbing her thighs together as if she was a grasshopper. "I can't believe you're doing this to me. This is so wrong, so very wrong."
Knowing his mother's hand was right there within mere inches of his erect cock, as if he was a groper on a subway rubbing his cock against a strange women, Joey rubbed his erection that tented his bathing suit on the back of his mother's hand. When he leaned to rub more lotion on his mother's tits, his bathing suit covered erection slid back and forth against and across the back of his mother's hand. Waiting for her to remove her hand, instead she turned her hand palm up. He so wanted to pull out his cock and fill her hand with his erect prick and testicles. Now, in the way that he continued fingering her nipples, her fingers lightly and ever so gently, in the way that only a mother could, touched his cock through his swimsuit.
"You have an erection," she said touching the head of his cock that peeked out of his bathing suit leg with her fingertips. "Why do you have an erection? Did I do that by you seeing my tits, feeling my tits, fondling my breasts, and fingering my nipples?"
"Duh? Mom, seriously, you need to ask me that? You're lying in bed wearing nothing but your sheer panties. I'd have to be gay not to have an erection," he said continuing to fondle her tits and finger her nipples as if she was his girlfriend instead of his mother.
Instead of just holding the tip and the side of his prick through his bathing suit with her fingertips, he wished she'd reach her hand inside, wrap her fingers around his cock, and stroke him.
"Since you're staring at them anyway, please rub more lotion on my tits. They're itchy," she said as Joey immediately obeyed his mother by rubbing lotion all over her breast while paying special attention to her nipples. Feeling her tits while fondling her tits, he had his wicked way with her B cup breasts. Seemingly the larger and harder her nipples grew the more sexually aroused she became. "That feels so better Joey. I don't itch now at all now," she said leaving her fingers in contact with his bathing suit clad cock.
"Oh, my God," he said continuing his deception.
"What? Tell me. What is it Joey?"
* * * * *
"You have a bad rash between your legs Mom," he said.
"No way!" Immediately, she scratched herself between her legs while Joey stared at yet another flashing show of his mother's white, cotton panties. "I do?"
Immediately she started scratching herself between her legs.
"Yes," he said. "Sorry but you're going to have to remove your panties too."
With just the mention of the words, you're going to have to remove your panties, too, his mother's naked pussy flashed through his mind. Oh, my God, he was about to see a prolonged view of his mother's pussy. Even he couldn't believe his horny audacity.
"My panties? No, I can't do that. I can't remove my panties in front of you Joey. I'd be so embarrassed for you to see me naked. God, I'm so itchy," she said continuing to scratch herself between her legs.
"I promise not to look Mom," he said lying again. "I promise to advert my stare."
"Okay, I'll remove my panties but your eyes better be closed Mister. I mean it Joey. I swear, if you look at my pussy, I'll be pissed Joey. I mean it," she said. "It's one thing for you to see and feel my tits while fingering my nipples but it's quite another thing for you to see and touch my pussy. I'd be so embarrass having you see me naked. A son should never see his mother's naked cunt."
Already envisioning his mother's blonde, trimmed pussy, in the way that he fingered her nipples, he couldn't wait to finger her pussy on the pretense that he was rubbing Calamine lotion on her poison ivy.
"I promise not to look at you pussy Mom. In the way that I did with your breasts, I promise to avert my eyes," he said.
"Okay, I'll do it. I'll remove my panties. Close your eyes Joey. Close them," she said.
She inched her panties down her toned stomach as if she was pulling the sheet off a shiny, brand new, Mustang GT sitting on the showroom floor. The only thing that could attract his interest more than seeing a brand, new, Mustang GT was seeing his mother naked. As soon as she removed her panties, already breaking his promise not to look, Joey stared at his mother's cunt. So sexually excited to see his mother naked, he took his sweet time rubbing Calamine lotion on his mother's shapely thighs and in between her legs.
With the back and side of his hand rubbing against her blonde, pubic hairs, he watched her quiver. With her legs modestly spread enough for him to rub crème on her, he saw her the pink of her pussy glistening the wetness of his mother's sexual arousal. Just as she confessed to him when he was fingering her nipples that she was sexually aroused, she was wet. Another telltale sign that she was sexually excited was her nipples. Already so erect before, they still remained erect now.
If he had the mind to, with her lying their naked and sexually excited, he could easily take sexual advantage of her. He so wanted to lean down to take her nipples in his mouth. He so wanted to cup her naked pussy before finger fucking her naked pussy. He so wanted to strip off his bathing suit and put his erect cock in her hand before sliding his prick across her lips.
"Can you roll over Mom so that I can rub some on your back, buttocks, and on the back of your legs?"
He watched his mother move to her stomach while exposing her round, firm, shapely ass to him.
"Oh, thank you Joey. That feels so much better. You're a good son for not looking," she said.
"Oh, oh," he said.
* * * * *
"What? What now?"
"You're not going to believe this Mom?"
"What Joey? What is it? Tell me."
"I have a rash too?"
"You do? Poison ivy is very contagious, you know," she said. "Where?"
"Everywhere," he said.
"Well, take off your tee shirt and bathing suit and let me put some calamine lotion on you too," she said.
Joey stripped himself naked and climbed on his mother's bed as soon as she climbed off her bed. While still naked, she stood in front of her son as if she was fully clothed, Christine rubbed lotion all over her son's arms, shoulders, chest, and legs. Brushing her hands against his standing straight up, naked cock and big, hairy testicles, she avoided touching his cock.
"That feels so good Mom," he said moving and angling his body so that his mother's hand came more in contact with his cock again and again.
"I bet it does being that you have an erection again," she said laughing.
"Sorry Mom," he said.
There was a lull in conversation as if Christine was thinking about what to say or what not to say next.
"I suppose you have a rash on your cock too?"
"Yes, actually I do," he said.
He took her by her wrist to move her hand to his cock and when he did, she took her son's hardening prick in her hand and rubbed calamine lotion on that too.
"I figured as much," she said. "Suspecting you don't have a rash on your cock and being that I can't see if you do with these bandages over my eyes, I figured you'd say that you have a rash on your cock too just so that I'd rub some lotion there," she said with a dirty laugh.
"I do. Honestly, I really do have a rash on my cock," he said.
"Well, that's something that you can take care of yourself Mister," she said with a dirty laugh while removing her hand from his prick and handing him the bottle of lotion.
"Please Mom. I'd rather have you rub my cock, I mean rub lotion on me," he said.
"Okay," she said, "but try not to get too excited. I don't want you creaming my hand while I'm rubbing crème on your cock."
Gently and slowly, as if she was giving him a slow hand job, she rubbed lotion on her son's cock. As if she was an Asian masseuse in a shady massage parlor, she cupped, massaged, and rubbed crème on his balls while continuing to slowly stroke his erect cock. As soon as she wrapped her fingers around his stiff prick and squeezed harder while stroking him a little faster, he fingered her nipples again.
"Joey," she said breathlessly. "What are you doing?"
"I think I miss a spot," he said continuing to pull, turn, and twist her nipples.
Encouraged by his mother not scolding him, moving away, nor swatting his hand away, he continued fingering his mother's nipples while she continued rubbing lotion on his cock by stroking his prick. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, he made his mother's nipples so erect and so big in hard between his fingers.
"How's that Joey?"
She continued rubbing lotion on his cock as if she was continuing to give him a slow hand job.
"A little faster Mom," he said reaching up to cup his mother's breasts in his hands while fingering her nipples.
"Oh, my God, Joey. A little faster? If I stroke your cock any faster, I'll make you cum and if you continue fingering my nipples you'll make me cum too. If you continue fingering my nipples in that way, I'll give you a hand job, I swear I will," she paused in her incestuous hand job and both remained silent before she spoke again.
"You say that as if there's something wrong with you giving me a hand job," he said.
She silently played with the head of his cock with her fingertips.
"Is that what you want? You want me to give you a hand job?" She was excitedly. "You want me to make you cum? Is that what you want Joey? You want Mommy to make you cum?"
"Yes, if you don't mind. More than anything Mom. I'd love for you to give me a hand job," he said. "I'd love for you to make me cum."
He continued fingering her nipples, while she continued stroking his cock. Then, when he reached his other hand to finger her pussy, she backed away at first. Then, not taking no for an answer, he wrapped her arm around her waist, reached his hand down, and felt her exquisite ass. When she stepped forward, taking that as a yes, he stuck his hand between her legs and fingered her pussy. Inserting his finger inside of her, he rubbed her clit with his other finger while his mother stroked him a little faster.
"I like what you're doing to my pussy Joey," she said.
"Me too," he said.
"I don't mind giving you a hand job, if you don't mind me giving you a hand job," she said.
"Thanks Mom," he said leaning his body up to take her nipples in his mouth, first one and then the other.
"Oh, my God, Joey. I can't believe you're sucking my tits. You mustn't suck Mommies tits sweetheart," she said complaining about him sucking her nipples when not voicing any complaint with him fingering her pussy. "It's wrong for you to do that but, oh my God, that feels so good. Suck Mommies tits while I stroke your cock Joey," she said putting a motherly hand to the back of his head while running her fingers through his hair.
Christine stroked her son harder and faster while Joey sucked and fingered his mother's nipples.
"Next I suppose you'll be wanting me to suck you," she said whispering in his ear.
"I don't mind, if you don't mind Mom," he said.
She paused in her answer while stroking him.
"It's been a long time since I felt a hard cock in my hand and even longer since I had a hard prick in my mouth," she said.
"Suck me Mom," he said running his finger across her lips. "Suck me."
When she took his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if sucking his cock, he knew that his mother would suck him.
"I'll suck you, so long as you promise not to cum in my mouth," she said.
He couldn't believe that his mother agreed to suck him. It's one thing for his mother to touch his cock and stroke his cock but for his mother to suck his cock is something else entirely.
"It's one thing for me to suck you but quite another thing to ejaculate in my mouth," she said as if reading his mind.
Using her own logic as her excuse to suck her son, Joey couldn't believe that his MILF of a mother was about to blow him.
"I promise not to cum in your mouth Mom," he said.
Christine stroked her son's cock faster and harder, before leaning down to take him in her mouth. As soon as she took her son's erect prick in her mouth, Joey put a heavy hand to the back of her head while fingering her nipples with his other hand. She only had to suck him for a minute or two before he exploded his cum in her mouth. Pushing down on her head harder, Joey didn't remove his hand from the back of her head until his mother swallowed all of him.



"Joey! Oh my God! You promised not to cum in my mouth," she said swallowing her son and wiping her lips.
"Sorry Mom. I couldn't help it," he said.
* * * * *
Only, Christine didn't have poison Ivy nor did Joey. Instead of rubbing her naked body with of Calamine lotion, he rubbed her naked body than body lotion. Able to tell the difference in smell between Calamine lotion from body wash, no doubt, Christine knew that she didn't have poison ivy either.
With mother and son naked, Joey pulled his mother down to him and kissed her. Not surrendering him her tongue to him at first, as soon as she did, he impaled her mouth with his tongue while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. Christine removed the bandages from her eyes and lowered herself down to slowly stroke her son's still erect prick.
"I can't believe I sucked you. I can't believe I blew you. I can't believe you ejaculated your cum in my mouth and I swallowed. I've been wanting to suck you for weeks, since the first day that you're big prick popped out of your bathing suit and now I can't wait to suck you again and again," she said taking her son's erection in her mouth again to make him harder. "But first I need for you to make love to me Joey. I need to feel your hard cock inside of me. It's been such a long time since I've been intimate with a man, even if that man is my son, especially if that man is my son. I don't care."
Stroking him faster and harder, as soon as he was hard enough, she mounted him. She reached her hand down between her legs to position her son's prick inside of her. Then, slowly humping him, she made love to her son before Joey rolled her over to fuck her. Fucking and fucking her, Joey fucked his mother. Returning his humps with hers, she fucked her son as hard and as fast as he fucked her. Years of pent up sexual frustration culminated in this moment.
"I love you Mommy," said Joey pounding his mother's pussy.
"I love you too Joey," said Christine impaling her son's mouth with her tongue. "Cum inside of me Joey. I want to feel you cum. Don't worry. I can't get pregnant anymore."
"Okay," he said.
As if she just turned on a machine, Joey was motorized.
"Then, after you cum inside of me, I'll suck you again. I want you to cum in my mouth again. I want to swallow my son in celebration of Earth Day finally bringing up together as man and woman and as lovers instead of only as mother and son," she said.
Fucking her harder, fucking her faster, and fucking her deeper, Joey did all that he could to please his mother. Then, when he felt her becoming aroused enough to have an orgasm, he held back from cumming to cum with her. As soon as she tightened her thighs and held onto him as if they were going down with the Titanic, Joey exploded cum in his mother's pussy.
"Oh, Joey, that was wonderful. I needed that," she said. "It's been such a very long time since I've had an orgasm. It's been ten years since I divorced your father and since I had sex with anyone. Aside from me masturbating myself, when I was married to your father was the last time that I felt such orgasmic pleasure."
As promised, Christine took her son's cock in her mouth again and sucked him and sucked him while stroking him until he ejaculated in her mouth again.
"From now on, your cock is the only thing that I want to plant. I want to plant your cock in my mouth and in my pussy. I promise to suck you every morning and fuck you every night," she said removing her son's cock only long enough for her to speak before taking it in her mouth again.
Every morning and every night, Joey licked and fingered his mother to orgasmic pleasure before having sexual intercourse with her. Then after he pleasured her with an orgasm with his fingers, mouth, and cock, she pleasure him with an orgasm with her hand and mouth. They lived like that until Christine found a man to date and Joey found a woman to marry. Other than acknowledging their closeness with looks, smiles, and giggles, they never spoke of that intimate time that they shared when living as man and woman instead of mother and son.
Deciding to move to a condo where the land was covered with asphalt, Christine never gardened again or celebrated Earth Day again. Joey still sometimes masturbated over the memory of his mother's naked body while thinking of fucking her and her blowing him. A rite of passage for him with being sexually attracted to his mother, most men never fulfill their lust for their mothers. Only, being that his mother was so free, so natural, and so one with the Earth, having sex with her felt more normally moral than illicitly incestuous.
THE END
This is an Earth Day contest story. Please vote.
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Emma, Albert's sexy sister, is angry. She discovers her brother's secret of hypnosis and knows that he not only hypnotized her to strip naked for her date but hypnotized their mother for sex.
* * * * *
It was after midnight and very late when Emma returned home in tears from her date. Worried sick, Linda was there to meet her daughter at the door.
"Where were you Emma? I was so worried," said Linda hugging her 19-year-old daughter.
Linda stepped back from her daughter to look at her. Her way of seeing what was wrong, she pushed back her long, straight, black hair to look at her daughter's beautiful face.
"I had a horrible date Mommy," said Emma sobbing in her hands.
Linda stepped forward to hug her daughter again, this time, as if her hug could remove the pain her daughter was feeling, she hugged her harder and longer.
"Oh my God, you poor child," said Linda. "Tell Mommy what happened? Did your date hurt you?" Linda stared at her daughter while no doubt thinking the obvious that he forced her to have sex with him. "Did he force you to do something that you didn't want to do and weren't ready to do?"
Perhaps thinking of the weird dream she had about having sex with her son, Albert, Linda looked at her daughter with sad eyes. Emma returned her look of sadness with more tears.
"We were supposed to go see an old movie but as soon as Brad mentioned the name of the movie, Beetlejuice, I had this uncontrollable urge to remove my clothes," said Emma beginning to remove her clothes. With tears running down her cheeks, she stared at her mother and said, as if sneezing out the word, "Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice. Once I heard that word Beetlejuice, I couldn't stop help myself from stripping naked. Having absolutely no control of my body, it was as if I was possessed Mommy."
Linda looked at her daughter in horror with her big, brown eyes bugging out of her head. Obviously, she was thinking of her own horror of a nightmare that she had last night when she dreamt of stripping naked in front of Albert and giving her son incestuous sex.
"What? Remove your clothes?" Linda stared at her daughter with foreboding. "Oh, my God, you didn't remove your clothes, did you?
"I did," said Emma nodding her head.
"You didn't strip naked, did you?"
"I did," said Emma nodding her head again.
"Oh, Emma, my poor, sweet, innocent, young woman of a girl."
"I did. I stripped myself naked. I had to get naked. I was compelled to get naked. I had no choice. As soon as I mentioned the word Beetlejuice, something just came over me," said Emma continuing to remove her clothes. "Something was making me strip," she said unbuttoning and removing her blouse while exposing her C cup, white bra to her mother.
"Emma, you mustn't undress yourself now," said her mother, "not here out in the reception hall."
"Thank God we were in his car, standing outside waiting to get in the movie, or in the movie. I stripped naked Mom and worse than that, taking my stripping myself naked as his sign that I wanted sex, Brad had his wicked, sexually way with my naked body," said Emma buttoning, unzipping, and stepping out of her short skirt. "Kissing and kissing me, he touched and felt me where no man has ever touched and felt me before," she said with tears streaming down her face.
"Emma stop. Put on your clothes. Your brother is in his room sleeping. What if he suddenly opens his door to go to the bathroom and sees you standing here in your bra and panty," she said.
"I couldn't believe it when he stripped himself naked too and forced my head down on his cock," she said ignoring her mother's pleas not to strip herself naked. "With my head in his lap and with him wiping his erect prick across my lips, when I refused to open my mouth to suck him, he pulled me hair hard. Then, when I screamed in pain, he filled my mouth with his cock forced me to blow him by forcing my head down on his cock Mommy," said Emma crying in her hands.
"Oh, Emma, poor, sweet Emma. I'm so sorry that you have to endure that bad, sexual behavior from your date, a man you hardly knew," said Linda.
"I sucked his prick Mom until he was hard enough to fuck me. Then, once he was hard enough, he pushed me in the backseat and mounted me," she said unhooking and removing her bra. "He fucked me Mommy, he fucked me," she said with anger. "Then, after he fucked me, he forced me to suck his cock again. This time he put a heavy hand to the back of my head and wouldn't release me until he ejaculated in my mouth and until I swallowed all the cum he had," she said sobbing in her hands. "It was horrible, just horrible."
"Oh Emma. My poor, sweet Emma," said her mother staring at her daughter while obviously not knowing what to do to help her.
"Only, it wasn't his fault," she said shaking her head from side to side as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to prove that having his sexual way with her daughter wasn't Brad's fault at all. "It was all my fault," she said this time nodding her head up and down as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to prove that Brad having sex with her was all her fault.
"I don't understand Emma. How did this happen by uttering a mere word," said Linda obviously afraid to utter the word Beetlejuice. Obviously not making the connection yet, Linda didn't realize what happened to her daughter also happened to her. Obviously Linda didn't know that they were both hypnotized for sex.
"I don't know why but as soon as he said Beetlejuice, I was so sexually aroused," said Emma removing her panties. Now with her big breasts and trimmed, black pussy fully exposed, unembarrassed and unashamed, she stood naked before her mother as if she was fully dressed.
"Oh, my," said Linda watching her daughter finish stripping herself naked and then standing in front of her naked with her arms by her side, her head up, and her eyes looking straight ahead. "There, there, it will be okay," said Linda putting her arm around her naked daughter. "You'll be alright. Let's get you to bed," she said. "I don't want your brother to see you this way," she said picking up her clothes and holding them up to her to cover her nakedness should Albert suddenly walk out of his room. "Everything will be alright in the morning after a good night's sleep."
"Alright? How can you say that everything will be alright?" As if snapping out of her trance, she turned to her mother. "I was a virgin before tonight and now I'm a slut. I'll never be alright. I'll never be the same. I was saving myself for my husband and now I'm a whore," she said sobbing. "Not only did I blow a man I was dating for the first time but I fucked him too. We didn't even get to have our date. We didn't even see the movie," she said running to her room and slamming shut her door. "He ejaculated in my mouth Mommy and I swallowed him."
"There's always a silver lining to every dark cloud," said Linda through her daughter's bedroom door. "Maybe you'll marry this young man. That way, he'll be the only man who you've had sex with," she said. "That won't make you a slut or a whore but just his wife."
"Eww," said Emma.
* * * * *
Albert couldn't believe his ears. Not only had he hypnotized his mother but also he had obviously and successfully hypnotized his sister too.
"Oh, my God," he said out loud in his room.
He couldn't wait to get Emma alone to say the word Beetlejuice. In the way that she stripped herself naked in front of her date, he couldn't wait for her to strip naked in front of him. He couldn't wait to watch his sexy sister unbutton and remove her blouse. He couldn't wait to watch her unbutton and unzip her short skirt. He couldn't wait to see his shapely sister in her bra and panties.
"Fuck me. I don't believe I hypnotized my sister after she said that she couldn't be hypnotized," he said for no one to hear.
In the way that his mother sucked his cock, he couldn't wait for his sister to suck his cock too. In the way that he ejaculated his cum in his mother's mouth, he couldn't wait to ejaculate his cum in his sister's mouth too. In the way that he fucked his mother and pounded her pussy, he couldn't wait to fuck his sister and pound her pussy too.
If the Beetlejuice hypnotic suggestion no longer worked, he couldn't wait to hypnotize her again. He couldn't wait to give his sister another hypnotic suggestion, one even more powerful this time. He couldn't wait to see his beautiful sister naked. He couldn't wait to touch, feel, suck, and lick his sexy sister where no brother should ever touch, feel, lick, and suck his sister.
He couldn't wait to expose his cock to her. He couldn't wait for her to see him naked. He couldn't wait for her to touch his cock, stroke his cock, and suck his cock while he felt and fondled her big breasts and fingered her nipples. Imagining having his wicked way with his sister's big tits, he couldn't wait to play with his sister's pussy before licking his sister's pussy.
He couldn't wait to hear the sounds she makes when she cums. Now that she was no longer a virgin, he couldn't wait to fuck his sister. He couldn't wait to mount her and pound her pussy. So sexually excited with incestuous anticipation, he couldn't wait to do with his sister what he did with his mother.
* * * * *
With him pretending to be asleep in the next room, the next morning, he overheard his mother and sister talking. Afraid to get out of bed, he feared confronting his sister. What if she suspects that he hypnotized her? What if she blames her boyfriend having his wicked, sexual way with her sexy body on him? After what Emma told her happened, what if his mother suspects that she didn't have a dream of having incestuous sex with him but really did have incestuous sex with him? What if they both figure out that they were hypnotized for sex? While waiting for his mother to leave for work, he listened at his bedroom door to hear what they were saying.
"It's funny that you suddenly had the urge to remove your clothes," said Linda to her daughter. "I'm so embarrassed to tell you this but being that you told me what happened to you last night, I feel comfortably compelled to tell you what happened to me last night."
With her mother no doubt feeling like an incestuous slut for dreaming about having incestuous sex with her son, Albert, Linda looked sad, as sad as her daughter looked last night obviously by the fact that she was no longer a virgin.
"What is it mother? Tell me," said Emma taking her mother's hand in hers. "What happened to you last night?"
Wringing her hands with Emma's hand in hers, Linda looked down before looking up at her daughter with a face full of consternation.
"You're not going to believe this and I'm so ashamed to tell you," said Linda looking at her daughter will tear filled eyes.
"What is it mother? Tell me please," said Emma.
She looked at her mother as if she already knew what she was going to say.
"I'm so upset. I'm just so upset," she said beginning to cry.
Emma hugged her mother in the way that her mother hugged her last night.
"Don't cry mother. Please don't cry. Tell me what's wrong," said Emma hugging her mother tighter.
"I'm so ashamed. I'm so very ashamed," said Linda sobbing on her daughter's shoulder.
"Don't be ashamed mother. Tell me. Get it off your chest and you'll feel better. Whatever it is, we'll deal with it together," said Emma to her mother.
Linda pulled away from her daughter to look her in the eye. Putting on a brave face, she took a big breath and spit out what she had to say.
"I had a dream that I had sex with Albert. In the way that you felt compelled to strip yourself naked, I dreamt that I was compelled to strip myself naked while in the presence of my son," she said wiping tears from her eyes with a tissue. "I dreamt that after he touched me, felt me, and fondled me everywhere that a son should never touch, feel, and fondle his mother, that I had deep penetrating sex with my son," she said not looking up at her daughter.
"It's okay Mom. It was just a dream. We have no idea why we dream the things that we do," she said.
"Normally I'd agree with you but the sex was so real Emma, so real that now I think that I want my son in a forbidden, sexual way. Being that it's been such a long time that I felt like a woman, even if it meant having a sexual fantasy of having sex with my son, I'm so very embarrassed to say that I wouldn't mind having another dream like that one."
"It's okay mother. Really it is. It was just a dream," said Emma with a face filled with suspicion. "It was just a dream and nothing more. Don't worry about it. Just because you had a dream about giving Albert incestuous sex doesn't mean that you want to give him incestuous sex and/or that you will give him incestuous sex."
Now that it was all out there, it wouldn't take long for one of the other to make the connection that they were both hypnotized, especially with Albert making no secret that he was learning hypnosis. Linda looked at her daughter with trepidation and Emma looked at her mother with foreboding.
"I did dirty, nasty things to your brother in my dream," said Linda. "I did horrible sexual things to Albert's naked body while allowing him to do whatever he wanted to my naked body. I was such a slutty whore in my dreams to dream about having incestuous sex with my son."
"Dirty things? Nasty things?" Emma looked at her mother with horror. "What kind of dirty, nasty things did you do in your dream?"
Linda looked at her daughter as if afraid to tell her all that she did with her brother.
"With him naked too, I kissed him. Kissing and kissing him, French kissing him, I willingly wrapped my hand around my son's erect prick and stroked him. I was stroking Albert's cock. I was giving my son a motherly hand job. Then, if that wasn't enough, I fell to my knees to take your brother in my mouth. I dreamt that I had my son's erect prick in my mouth. I dreamt that I willing, greedily, and with great exuberant pleasure sucked Albert, Emma. I dreamt that I blew my son. Oh, my God, how wickedly depraved is that? I'm such a whore for thinking those thoughts never mind dreaming those things."
"It's okay mother. It was just a dream. Don't worry," said Emma patting her mother's shoulder.
"It's not okay," said Linda. "I not only dreamt that I gave my son oral sex but also I dreamt that my son ejaculated in my mouth and I swallowed his cum. Oh, my God. I'm going to Hell for dreaming such things. I'm going to have to say a confession to my priest for having such wicked thoughts of dreaming that I had sex with my son," said Linda hanging her head in shame. "What kind of mother am I to have such incestuous dreams about her own son?"
* * * * *
Later that morning after listening to all that her mother said about having her incestuous dream and giving her son incestuous sex, once her mother left for work, Emma approached her brother. Without knocking on his bedroom door, she flung wide open his bedroom door. Looking as if he was about to masturbate, Albert was in his pajamas with a raging erection that made him appear as if he was concealing contraband from Italian customs. He looked as if he had a whole Genoa salami positioned sideways inside of his pajama bottoms.
"How dare you," she said jabbing her finger in his chest and pushing him up against the wall before slapping him hard across his face. "How dare you?"
With his stiff prick impaling Emma's soft belly, fearing that Emma had already figured out that he had hypnotized her, Albert was afraid. He didn't know what to do. Obviously Emma knew that he had hypnotized her. Obviously Emma knew that he not only hypnotized his mother but also had sex with her too.
Then, going from fear to sexual excitement, with his sister alone with him and uninvited in his bedroom, he so want to strip off his pajama bottoms to show her his stiff prick. In the way that he had hypnotized his mother to strip naked, he wanted to give Emma a hypnotic suggestion to strip naked too. In the way that he had done with his mother, he so wanted to fill his sister's hand with his hard cock before filling her mouth with his stiff prick, and before pounding her no longer virginal pussy to a mutual orgasm of incestuous pleasure.
He rubbed his face from the heat of her hard slap while his sister lambasted him. Defending himself from his sister's physical assault by pushing her away, instead he wanted to pull her to him and kiss her while feeling her through her clothes. He so wanted to push her back on his bed and have his wicked, sexual way with her in the way that Brad had his wicked sexual way with his sexy sister last night.
Instead of sexually assaulting his sister in the way he did with his mother, remaining in character as the innocent brother, Albert looked at her as if she was nuts. Yet, instead of his sister being the crazy one, he knew his sister suspected the truth that he hypnotized her and hypnotized their mother too. He knew that his sister suspected him of having incestuous sex with their mother. If anyone was crazy, he was the perversely perverted one for taking sexual advantage of his MILF of a mother while hoping to do the same with his sexy sister.
"What? What did I do?"
Denying everything, he played Mickey the Dunce. He knew what he had done and what he had done was to cross the forbidden line of incest by hypnotizing his mother to have hot sex with him. Moreover, hopelessly and helplessly perverted, what he sexually did to his MILF of a mother, he hoped to do the same with his insatiably desirable, sexy sister.
Maybe he could hypnotize them both at the same time to have a threesome of incestuous sex. Maybe he could hypnotize his mother and sister to have sex with one another while he watched. Maybe he could hypnotize Brad to have sex with not only his sister but also with his mother while he watched and masturbated himself. If anything, instead of feeling embarrassed and/or ashamed that his sister suspected that she and her mother were victims of hypnosis, not feeling any remorse whatsoever, if anything, he was sexually excited by what he hoped to do next.
"You hypnotized me. That's why I stripped naked in front of my date," she said pointing her index finger in his face as if she was going to stick it in his eye.
Deny, deny, deny went through Albert's mind. Deny, deny, deny, was his only course of action.
"I did no such thing. You had a date, remember? I didn't have a chance to hypnotize you, as if I could, especially after you told me that you couldn't re hypnotized. You laughed at me. You told me that no one could hypnotize you which is the reason why you're still a virgin," he said. "So lemme as you a question, miss, sweet, innocent virgin sister of mine."
"What?" She looked at her brother with venom and if looks could kill he'd be dead.
"Is the reason why you were still a virgin at 19-years-old when all of your friends lost their virginity years ago because, instead of allowing your boyfriends to fuck you, you gave them a hand job or a blowjob?"
"Eww, gross that my brother would even as me such a personal, sexual question, that's none of your business Albert," she said acting as insulted as he acted innocent.
Obviously both were guilty. Just as he was guilty of hypnotizing his mother and sister, she was guilty of giving men hand jobs and blowjobs as her way to preserve her virginity. Oxymoronic how Emma would even view herself as an innocent virgin when she's done everything else but intercourse.
"They call you the blowjob queen behind your back," he said, his way of getting back at his sister for her slapping him across his face.
"So what if I suck cock and gave a few guys a blowjob? The important thing was that I was saving myself for my Honeymoon night and for my husband, whomever that may be, until you hypnotized me to strip naked. Always spitting out the cum of the men who ejaculated in my mouth, Brad put his hand to the back of my head and left it there. He forced me to swallow him after he fucked me. You made your sister and your mother incestuous whores. Are you happy Albert?"



"You're crazy. I did no such thing. Obviously wishful thinking on your part, you probably want me to hypnotize you so that you can have sex with me," he said.
"Fuck you Albert. Fuck you," she said spitting out her rage at her brother.
"All you need to do is to add to your fuck you words is that I want to fuck you," he said laughing.
Continuing to jab her finger in his chest while pressing him up against his bedroom wall, she glared at him and if looks could kill, he'd be dead.
"You hypnotized mother too. You had sex with her. You hypnotized her to blow you. You ejaculated in mother's mouth," she said raising her voice to her brother while continuing to punctuate all of her sentences with a hard jab with her manicured index finger to his chest.
"I did no such thing," he said still denying the truth.
"You ejaculated in Mommy's mouth. She swallowed your cum. How dare you? How could you? You hypnotized me to strip naked in front of my date. What's wrong with you? Oh my God that's so wrong to hypnotize Mommy to blow you and to hypnotize me to strip naked," said Emma.
"I don't know what you're talking about. Maybe Mommy just had a dream about having sex with me. That's all. And maybe with you being the blowjob queen, you didn't want to be a virgin anymore and wanted Brad to fuck you before you sucked and swallowed him. Even if I hypnotized you, which I'm not saying that I did, but you wouldn't do anything when under hypnosis that you wouldn't ordinarily do."
She slapped him across his face again, this time even harder. If she had a gun, no doubt she would have shot her brother. If she had a knife, no doubt, she would have stabbed him. If she had a machete, no doubt she would have severed his cock.
"How could you do that to her Albert? How could you sexually abuse and use your own mother? It makes me wonder what you'd do to me if you had the chance," she said.
"I did no such thing," said Albert denying her sexually incestuous accusations while rubbing his reddening face again.
"Liar! You're such a liar! I can always tell when you're lying," she said.
"I'm not lying. I swear. I didn't hypnotize Mommy. Obviously she just had a forbidden dream. Maybe she's the one lusting over me when you're blaming me for lusting over her," said Albert.
Acting insulted that his sister would accuse him of hypnotizing her and his mother for sex, Albert looked at his sister with soulful eyes.
"Lusting over you my ass. My mother would never lust over you, her own son," said Emma defending the morals of her mother. "My mother is a good woman. She's a church going woman. She's not an incestuous whore in the way that you made her."
"I swear to you Emma, I never touched Mommy," he said.
"I don't believe you," she said. "Just as you hypnotized me to strip naked in front of my date, I know you hypnotized Mommy to give you incestuous sex. I know you hypnotized Mommy to suck you and to fuck you just as, no doubt, you were hoping to hypnotize me to suck and fuck you too."
There was a lull in Emma's rage but before she could continue lambasting her brother, Albert spoke.
"And so what if I did hypnotize mother to have sex with me? What if I did hypnotize you to strip naked for your date while hoping you were going to strip naked for me instead?" Albert stared at his sister before reaching out his hand to feel his sister's big tit through her blouse and bra. "What are you going to do about it?"
"What am I going to do about it?" Enraged, she was hopping mad. With her face a beat read, she stepped back away from her lunatic of a brother.
"Yeah, what are you going to do about it?"
"I'll report you to the police, that's what I'll do. Dragging you out of the house in handcuffs, I'll have you arrested. I'll put you in jail," said Emma exploding her verbal assault as if her words were machine gun bullets. "I'll have them put your name on the sexual offender's list. I'll embarrass you in front of all of our neighbors, our friends, and all of our relatives for hypnotizing me to strip naked and for hypnotizing mother to strip naked while you touched and felt her everywhere before giving her the hypnotic suggestion to suck your cock. Your name will be all over the newspaper and everyone will know what you did to Mommy and to me," said Emma slapping her brother across his face again.
"You're wrong Emma. I didn't hypnotize anyone," said Albert lying while keeping his hands in front of his face so that his sister couldn't slap him again.
"You pig! You dirty bastard. You sick fuck," she said slapping his arms and his shoulders. "How could you? How could you do that to Mommy? How could you do that to me? I was a virgin until you gave me a hypnotic suggestion to strip naked. I was a virgin until my date thought that I wanted sex and stuck his cock in my mouth and with a hand behind my head forced me to blow him. I was a virgin until he fucked me in the backseat of his car," she said beginning to cry. "I was a virgin saving myself for my future husband until he exploded his cum in my mouth and forced me to swallow him."
Shocked that she slapped him again and again, Albert was shocked that his sister had discovered his sinister plan to hypnotize her and his mother for sex. He didn't want her going to the police to report him. He didn't want to be arrested. He didn't want to go to jail. He didn't want to be listed on the sexual offender's list. He didn't want her to embarrass him in front of all of their neighbors, friends, and relatives and he didn't want his name in the newspapers telling everyone what he did to his mother and sister. There was only one thing, just one thing that he could do to get out of this sticky situation.
"Beetlejuice," he said. "Beetlejuice," he said again. "Beetlejuice," he said for the third time and with that, his sexy sister, Emma, slowly started undressing.
To be continued...
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Continued from chapter 3...
Shocked that she slapped him again and again, Albert was surprised that his sister had discovered his sinister plan to hypnotize her and his mother for sex so soon. She was savvy but obviously underestimating her, he didn't give her credit for the intelligence she had to see through his ruse. He figured that it would be a while before his mother and/or his sister suspected that they had been hypnotized. He figured that it would be a while before his mother suspected that she had incestuous, albeit hypnotized sex with her son and his sister suspected that she had incestuous, albeit hypnotized sex with her brother.
Being that bitch that she is, knowing that she would report him, her own brother to the police, he didn't want her going to the police to report him. He didn't want to be arrested. He didn't want to go to jail. He didn't want to be listed on the sexual offender's list. He didn't want her to embarrass him in front of all of their neighbors, friends, and relatives and he didn't want his name appearing in the newspapers telling everyone what he sexually did to his mother and sister. There was only one thing, just one thing that he could do to get out of this sticky situation.
"Beetlejuice," he said. "Beetlejuice," he said again. "Beetlejuice," he said for the third time and with that, he sister slowly started undressing.
* * * * *
Happy that he didn't have to give her another hypnotic suggestion to undress, in the way that he had to do with his mother, once she was naked, he knew that he'd have to give her another hypnotic suggestion for her to have sex with him. Obviously being that she was already undressing, something that he imagined would be just as difficult as getting her to have sex with him, getting her to strip naked seemingly was the easy part. No doubt, with her still having the mentality of an innocent and naïve virgin, even though she just had hot, wild sex with Brad, getting her to have sex with him would be the tricky part. It's one thing for her to have sex with a man her age, a man she's interested in, but it's quite another thing for her to have sex with her brother.
With their mother obviously wanting to have sex with him for her to freely, albeit hypnotically strip naked and have sex with him, he didn't think that his sister thought of him in that sexual way. If anything, especially now that she knew that he had hypnotized her and their mother, he figured that she hated him. Yet a fine line to cross with the emotion of hate as strong as the emotion of love and with the two of them always butting heads, perhaps not in a sexual way but they connected in a lustfully emotional way nonetheless. Perhaps with the right hypnotic suggestion and by putting her in a deeper trance, she'd relent and not only strip herself naked but also have sex with him.
He couldn't wait to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body. He couldn't wait to feel her fingers wrap around his cock while stroking him. He couldn't wait to watch her fall to her knees to take him in her mouth. He couldn't wait to get her in bed and fuck his nineteen-year-old sister.
As if he was at a strip club with his sexy sister as the stripper on stage and with him as the only paying customer, he watched her slowly unbutton her blouse. He couldn't believe it when he saw her sexy line of cleavage. Always wanting to see his sister's body, he couldn't wait to see her in her bra. He couldn't wait to see her without her bra. He couldn't wait to see her tits.
Having always wanted to have sex with his sister, thinking that he was hypnotizing his sister instead of his mother, having sex with his mother was an unexpected bonus. Then, when she returned from her date early this morning, he was surprised that he had hypnotized his sister too. An erotic enigma, now, here was exotic Emma stripping off her clothes. Expecting her to awaken any moment and stop stripping, he wished she'd strip herself faster instead of slower.
* * * * *
In the way that a filly tosses her mane, she tossed her head back to move her long, straight hair out of the way before looking at him with her big, unblinking, brown eyes. Her lush, black hair glistened like shiny, black ebony. So very sexy, he loved it when she tossed her hair like that. Whenever she made that move with her head, he imagined her tossing back her hair in readiness to suck him before fucking him. If he didn't know any better, by the sexy look on her face, he'd think that she was just as sexually excited as he was. If he didn't know any better, he'd think that she wanted him as much as he wanted her. Only, playing it by ear, he needed to give her another hypnotic suggestion to see how far he could go with his sexy sister.
With her eyes opened wide as if she wasn't sleeping and as if she wasn't under his hypnotic trance, she seemed happy to be undressing for her brother. He wondered if she was faking being hypnotized but Emma would never strip off her clothes in front of him unless she was incapacitated in some sense of the word, whether drunk, drugged, or hypnotized. Such a beautiful woman, she was smiling at him in the way that he imagined her smiling for Brad when she was stripping herself naked in his car. She seemed to be enjoying undressing in front of him in readiness to show her big brother her naked body. In the way that he watched her stripping naked for him, he imagined her enjoying stripping for her future husband, the lucky bastard, whomever he may be, while on her Honeymoon.
One slow button at a time, she undressed herself so slow that he wondered if his hypnotic suggestion was wearing thin. When he listened through his bedroom door early this morning as she undressed in front of their mother, even though he was unable to see her and to watch her undress, she seemed to have undressed herself much faster then than she was undressing herself now. So wanting to open his bedroom door to catch his sexy sister naked, now that he had her alone, he was glad that he didn't open his bedroom door to embarrass her and upset his mother.
He wondered if she stripped naked faster the first time that she stripped while undressing for Brad. He would have loved to have witnessed that naked display of his sister giving her date not only a striptease show but also hot sex. On my God, being that she was a virgin, as if she was a bitch of a dog in heat, she must have been a sexual animal who couldn't wait to suck and get fucked.
Yet, not complaining that she was stripping so slowly, actually, it made for a better show that she stripped slower than faster. Not wanting to miss anything of his sister undressing herself, he'd much rather have her undress slow, real slow. He remembered the Noxema shaving cream commercials of old with Edie Adams, when she said her famous and immortalized seven words made famous with Joe Namath, Broadway Joe, quarterback for the New York Jets shaving.
"Take it off. Take it all off."
* * * * *
His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe he was watching his sexy sister undressing before him. He watched her unbutton her blouse to reveal her long, line of sexy cleavage. With every button that she unbuttoned, he so wanted to feel her tits through her blouse and through her bra while kissing her and kissing her, French kissing her. Just as he'd love to stuff her mouth with his cock and bury his prick inside of her pussy, he'd love to impale her sexy mouth with his tongue. Only not wanting to startle her awake and ruin her stripping herself naked, he didn't dare.
Now that he's seeing what's beneath her blouse for the first time, he so wanted to lick her long line of cleavage. He was so tempted to push her to her knees, unzip himself, remove his cock, and fuck her tits. Only if she was there on her knees ready for him to fuck her tits, he'd be too tempted to fuck her mouth instead. Thinking better of it, not wanting to startle her awake, too much too soon and too fast, he dared not touch her, not yet, anyway.
With her blouse now unbuttoned, as if he wasn't even there in the room with her, he watched her unbutton her cuffs before removing her blouse, folding it, and placing it carefully on his bed bedside him. Emma stood before him in her sexy bra. A sight he's never seen before, he's only imagined what she'd look like in her bra and with her flat, toned stomach making her breasts look even bigger than their C cup size, he wasn't disappointed.
Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see his sexy sister naked. Next, as if there was a silent drumroll repeating in his head, he watched her reach her hand to the side of her short skirt. She unbuttoned and unzipped her skirt. Then, while giving him a sexy stare as if he was her boyfriend or already her lover, she shimmied her skirt down as if she was in a fitting room and he was her mirror. Finally having removed her blouse and skirt, his sexy sister stood before him in her bra and panties.
"Wow! Oh my God. She is so frigging hot. Brad was such a lucky man to have sex with her last night. Not one for sloppy seconds, I'm just glad she took a shower this morning."
If he thought his mother had a hot body, twenty pounds slimmer and a couple of inches taller, his sister had an insanely hot body. His favorite sight to see, to him seeing a woman in her bra and panty was even sexier than seeing a woman naked. Yet, somehow, he suspected that his sister would be the first to break that rule. Oh, yeah, definitely, no doubt, he imagined that she'd look even better naked than in her bra and panty. He couldn't wait to see Emma naked.
Naked, naked, naked, after unsuccessfully trying to see her naked since she turned 18-years-old, today was the day. It wouldn't be long now. All she needed to do was to remove her bra and panty. Only, with her suddenly stopping, he wondered if she'd go through with stripping herself naked. Maybe his hypnotic suggestion was fading enough to diminish her need to strip naked. Maybe he needed to put her under again so that she'd finish undressing.
With the defined separation between the tops of her shapely thighs, he could see clear across his room between her shapely legs. He imagined his horny hand filling that sexy gap by cupping her pussy before he filled her with his cock and blocked the opening with his balls. He watched her watching him. Going from yelling at him and slapping him to undressing in front of him, he preferred this version of his sister so very much better.
As if this was always what she wanted to do, strip naked for her brother, she was smiling. She was smiling at him while she stripped herself naked. Holding his breath and with the silent drumroll in his head growing louder, he watched Emma reach behind her back to unhook her bra. Tits, he was finally going to see her tits. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't wait to see his sister's big tits.
"Oh my God."
This was it. This was really it. As if ready for her medical examination, she stood there in place with her bra unhooked and her arms by her sides. Was she waiting for him to step forward to remove her bra or was his hypnotic suggestion waning? He wondered if this was how she stripped herself naked in front of Brad. He imagined Brad seeing his sister naked in the way that he was about to see her naked. He imagined Brad's hands and horny mouth being all over his sister's big breasts.
Ready to get up from his comfortable position on his bed to remove his sister's bra, just as he leaned in readiness to stand, Emma slid her bra straps from her shoulders, first one fell to the crook of her arm and then the other bra strap followed. As if she was a dark haired version of Emila Clarke as Daenerys Targaryen in the Game of Thrones, ever so slowly and delicately, she removed her bra cups from her breasts as if there was something very valuable hidden beneath and indeed they were. With the sound of a crash of symbols going off in his head, there they were, his sister's tits. As if she was Darnerys Targaryen, the mother of dragons, as if daring him to touch them, feel them, hold them, and cup them, she held her big breasts in her hands as if she was holding two, unhatched dragon eggs.
"Got milk? Wow! Holy Fuck."
He was seeing his sister's tits. He couldn't believe he was seeing his sister's tits. He couldn't wait to touch his sister's big tits. He couldn't wait to feel and fondle his sister's big tits while fingering her nipples. He couldn't wait to suck Emma's big tits while fingering her pussy and reaching around her to feel her shapely, firm ass.
Having imagined them in his horny dreams and having masturbated over the imagined sight of them in his sexual fantasies of her while masturbating, her tits were right there in front of him not three feet away. He could nearly reach out his horny hands to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and have his wicked way with Emma's breasts while fingering her big nipples. He only wished he was naked too and in bed with her. Yet, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, with his mother already gone to work, he had plenty of time to take it slow. He had the entire day to feel, fondled, lick, and fuck his sister while she sucked and fucked him.
* * * * *
Without a doubt and an understatement, she had beautiful knockers. The best jugs he's ever seen and he's seen lots of big boobs in person and in every men's magazine. Yet, too many women, even young women with large breasts, have sagging and or ill shaped breasts. Conversely, her breasts stood proud. Her breasts were round and shapely. Her breasts were all that he had imagined they'd be. Her breasts were as high and as proud as the breasts that Hemingway wrote about when envisioning the tanned native, young women on the beach of Africa. If only Hemingway had seen the breasts of his sister Emma, he may have been inspired to write an entirely different and more erotic novel than he did when Santiago envisioned lions roaming the beach in the Old Man and the Sea.
Now not wasting any time, he watched Emma tuck her thumbs in the sides of her bright white, cotton panties. Not needing to hypnotize his sister to strip herself naked but needing to give her another hypnotic suggestion for her to have sex with him, he was about to see his sister's cunt. He couldn't believe she was removing her panties to show him her pussy and her naked and oh, so perfect ass. Ever so slowly, as if he was having a sexy dream or a sexual fantasy of her while masturbating and/or as if she was rolling down a condom over his hard erection, she lowered her underpants. Down and down her panties slowly moved in conjunction to his erection growing harder and bigger. Lower and lower they inched until, as if seeing one of Homer's sexy sirens beckoning him from the shore in the Odyssey, finally, when seeing his naked sister, he saw nirvana.
In the way that Vincent Vega, played by John Travolta in Pulp Fiction, looked when he opened Marsellus Wallace's briefcase, played by Ving Rhames, Albert looked at his sister's pussy now. He could just hear Jules Winnfield played by Samuel L. Jackson asking Vincent, "Are we good? Vincent are we good?"
Oh, yeah, in the way that Vincent was good, Albert was good too, better than good. With his sister standing before him naked, he felt amazing. As if music played and angels sang, seeing his sister's pussy was as if there was a golden glow that highlighted her black, trimmed pubic hair. As if he was already in a transcendent state, watching his sister remove her panties was nirvana. While watching his sister remove her panties for some reason he thought of Michael Douglas watching Kathryn Zeta Jones removing her panties to expose her black, trimmed pussy to him for the first time. Or the first time that the dozens of men watched Kim Kardashian remove her panties, that is if she was even wearing any panties. With Emma looking like a younger, slimmer, taller version of Kim Kardashian but without the bitchy attitude and all of the makeup, his sister was stacked.
Only, instead of having no sense of self or desire while he was in this transcendent state, he was in a state of immense sexual feelings and intense lustful desire. He could feel his body going on sexual overdrive with his sexy sister showing him her naked breasts, pussy, and ass. One with himself, he couldn't wait to be one with his sister. He couldn't wait to be beside his naked sister naked. He couldn't wait to be in bed with his sister. He couldn't wait to be inside of his sister.
Seeing the top of her dark black, pubic hair, where their mother's pussy was trimmed but still a bit bushy than her daughter's cunt, Emma had a trimmed pussy. He'd finger her if he dared. He'd lick her if he could. Had he already given her another hypnotic suggestion to give him sex, he'd pound her pussy in the way that he fucked their mother.
Now that Emma was naked, it was time for him to give her another hypnotic suggestion. It was time for him to strip out of his clothes. It was time for him to fill her hand with his cock before filling her mouth with his big prick. In the way that he imagined humping her mouth and fucking her face, he couldn't wait to hump her and fuck her pussy. Believing in the power of the shiny, magic eye, metal medallion on a shiny silver chain, he pulled it from his pocket and slowly waved the magic eye in front of his sister's eyes.
* * * * *
"You are getting very tired Emma. Your eyelids are very heavy, so heavy that you can no longer keep them open. Close your eyes Emma. Close your eyes and sleep, sleep, sleep," he said.
Keeping it simple, he decided to stay with the same code word.
"When you hear the word Beetlejuice, you will become sexually excited at the sight of my naked body and at the sight of my erect cock. Even though I'm your brother, you won't be able to control yourself from taking my prick in your hand to fondle me and stroke me. Then, overcome with sexual lust for me, you'll fall to your knees and take me in your mouth. Sucking me and sucking me until I'm hard, you'll stand, push me back on the bed, mount me, and reach down to guide my hard, hairy cock in your warm, wet pussy."
He stopped speaking to survey his sister to make sure that she was still under hypnosis. If he thought it was bad before after suspecting that he hypnotized her, if she found herself naked with him naked too, and if she discovered that she had sex with her brother, it would be much worse. Instead of just yelling at him and slapping him, he'll have Hell to pay. She'd call the police. She'd have him arrested and charged with rape. His name and photo would be on the local news and in the newspaper. She's humiliate him in front of all of his friends, relatives, and co-workers. Glad that they'd cart him off to jail, he couldn't show his face anywhere.
"When I snap my fingers, you will awaken refresh and rested. When you hear the word Beetlejuice, you will immediately become very horny. When you hear the word Beetlejuice, your nipples will harden and become fully erect. When you hear the word Beetlejuice your pussy will become sopping wet with sexual lust for me. With all of this happening immediately when, you hear the word Beetlejuice you will be ready to have sex with me, your brother."
He snapped his fingers and as soon as he did, Emma looked down at herself and covered herself with her arms and hands. Then, looking over at her brother, she stared down at his erection.
"You sick fuck. Oh, my god," she said covering her nakedness with her hands and forearms. "What is wrong with you Albert? What did you do to me? Why am I naked? Why are you naked? Did you have sex with me? How dare you have sex with your sister? Wait until Mom gets home," she said getting louder and angrier.
"It's okay Emma. Relax," he said motioning her to relax with his hands. "Calm down and I'll explain," he said in a calming voice.



"I'm telling Mom that you stripped me naked. I'm telling her that you exposed your cock to me. I'm telling her that you had sex with me, your sister. God, you're such an incestuous pervert. Then, I'm calling the cops," she said squatting down to conceal her nakedness from him while screaming at him. "I'm reporting you to the police. I'll be pressing criminal charges against your incestuous ass. You'll be going to jail for what you've done to me," she said looking as if she was about to cry.
There was no turning back now. Gone beyond the point of no return, he's already played his hand and showed his cards. Now, it was up to him. Needing to know when to fold them and when to walk away, either he'd take his winnings or leave it on the table. Deciding it was better to sample the sweet fruits of his labor than to leave it and have it go bad in his future thoughts about her, he was all in. Just as it was before it was now. With nothing else to do and with the only way out of this jam being to go deeper figuratively and deeper literally into his hypnotic dream of a sexual fantasy nightmare, he said the one word that would shut his sister the fuck up.
"Beetlejuice," he said watching his sister stand with her arms by her side. "Beetlejuice," he said immediately seeing her nipples grow bigger and harder while her pussy glistened its wetness under his bedroom light. "Beetlejuice," he said as she walked to him to take his big, hard cock in her soft, little hand.
To be continued...
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"Oops, Sorry," Dean Flashes Wife #3
Kim gives her husband's three friends a masturbation show that they'll never soon forget.
Having a good time with herself as if she was there alone even though she knew she wasn't, with one hand on her breast fondling her big tit, her fingers fingered her nipple. Her other hand lay poised and positioned between her legs while her fingers worked their magic fingering her pussy and rubbing her clit. No doubt having seen enough of this sexy show to know that the jig was up and that Kim knew they were all out on the back deck, going for broke, Dean slid open the sliding glass door that led into his bedroom from the back deck. With his three friends watching Kim's live sex show over his shoulder, they politely waited for permission to enter Kim's bedroom.
Obviously, telling by the bedroom light still being on, Kim knew that her husband was there with his three friends watching her masturbating herself. Obviously waiting for her expressed invitation, he stood there watching his wife for a second as if to see if he had her permission to ask his friends inside. Kim nodded him her permission for his friends to watch her pleasure herself. Hard to even imagine herself getting naked in front of his friends, here she was masturbating herself in front of his friends. The flashing that her husband wanted her to do was escalating so fast, too fast, into real sex.
"They can watch," she said giving the men her sexiest look. "But they can't touch," she said making a frown while shaking her head no.
"You heard my wife," said Dean to his friends. "You can look all you want but no touching."
* * * * *
As if they were a bunch of horny, drunks watching a live sex show in Tijuana, Mexico or sequestered in the back VIP room of a strip club, they piled in her bedroom to stand by her bed while watching Kim masturbate herself. With cocks in hand and all eyes upon her, Bob, Jim, and Michael slowly masturbated themselves to not only Kim's shapely, naked body but also to her touching herself while her husband, Dean, masturbated to the men masturbating over his naked wife. A sexy show of masturbation, four men stroking their cocks was no match for one beautiful, sexy woman fingering her pussy while fondling her tits.
She looked up at them and smiled. Spreading her legs wider, she made sure that the men had a good look at her pussy. Moving her hand away for a moment, she pulled up her pussy lips to show them how glistening wet she was inside. As if turning on a motorized switch, the men masturbated faster while staring at her naked, exposed pussy.
"Do you like what you see?"
She looked from Bob to Jim and Jim to Michael while waiting for any of them to acknowledge her question with their response. With her knees now up and her long, shapely legs spread wide open while exposing a lot of glistening pink, Kim looked from Michael to Jim and back to Bob. Instead of showing them a face full of contempt and disgust which is what she usually shows when asked by her husband to flash his friends her panties, bra, and cleavage, she looked at them with joyous sexual excitement. With the look of sex all over her pretty face, she looked at them with lust while they looked at her with perversity and depravity.
"Tell me," she said breathlessly when no one responded to her question. She spread her legs further apart while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy with one hand and fondling her big breast and tugging at her nipple with her other hand. No doubt, something they all wished they could do, touch her, feel her, and fondle her while she stroked them, seemingly it was enough for the three men just to watch her sexy masturbation show. "Do you like what you see?"
Kim stuck her finger in her pussy deeper while rubbing her clit with her other finger with a little more pressure while feeling and fondling her breasts with her other hand. Teasing the men by running her tongue across her lips while staring at their cocks hidden in their hands as they stroked themselves to harder erections, she moved her finger from her pussy to take it to her mouth. Licking and sucking her finger while showing them a lot of tongue as if she was licking and sucking one of their exposed pricks, she stared up at them with her big, blue eyes while giving them a sexy show of her sucking skills. As if she was really getting into sucking their cocks, while sucking her finger, she tossed by her long, blonde hair back with a flip of her pretty head. Teasing them more while sucking her finger, she made all of those cock sucking sounds that all men love to hear to know that the women is enjoying sucking their cock as much as they're enjoying having their cock sucked.
"Yes," said Bob finally responding to her unanswered question while pushing back his brown hair in obvious sexual frustration.
He stared at her with his eyes bulging out of his head as if he was a blind man or a man with a thyroid condition who had little control of his eyes. He erected himself to his full 5'9" height while staring at all that Kim was showing and all that he was seeing while slowly stroking himself.
"I love what I see," said Jim with his big, brown eyes staring at Kim's naked body while he continued stroking himself.
"You have an unbelievable body Kim," said Michael continuing to stroke himself while staring at her as if he wanted to touch her and feel her where no friend should ever touch and feel the wife of his best friend.
Staring at what she could see of their pricks, she looked from Bob to Jim and to Michael.
"Take off your pants. I can't see your cocks well enough with them hidden in your hands. Show me your cocks. Being that the only cock I've seen for the past ten years is my husband's cock, I want to see your cocks," she said staring at the men's pricks. "That's right take off your pants and underwear. Show me your pricks."
As if she was their incestuous mother and they were her incestuous sons, obediently, the three men quickly stripped out of their clothes. Then, standing before her naked as if they were waiting to be examined in an army hospital or a prison lineup, they stood before Kim with their arms by their sides and their cocks sticking straight out. With all three men having erections, Kim looked from Bob's cock to Jim's cock and to Michael's cock. If it wasn't bold enough that she stripped herself naked when she obviously knew that the men were out on her back porch watching her, she took her sexy show a step further by masturbating herself while they watched. Now going beyond where, no doubt, her husband thought she'd go, she was ready to take the next step into debauchery.
* * * * *
"May I?" She looked to her husband before looking at the three men.
"Sure," said Dean shrugging a sexually excited nod before showing his feigned disinterest.
Acting lackadaisical as if it was no big deal, his friends seeing his wife naked was his sexual fantasy come true. With Kim taking it a step further, her masturbating herself while they watched was a bonus that he'd never dare ask her to do. A sexy, sexual display that he'll no doubt never forget, they'll be having plenty of pillow talk later about this episode of exhibitionism, voyeurism, and masturbation, that's for sure.
Since the first time he's had her show up skirts of her panties and down blouses of her cleavage and bra, proud of her beautiful body, he's always wanted to show his naked wife to his friends. Only and obviously, he never thought that his wife would ever go along with stripping herself naked in front of his friends. Moreover, obviously, he never thought that this naked night would lead to Kim masturbating herself on her bed and in front of his friends. Obviously, he never thought that she'd allow his friends to stand naked in front of her, especially while holding their cocks in their horny hands and stroking themselves. Obviously, his sexual fantasy finally coming true, he never thought that Kimmie would ask to feel and fondle his friend's erect pricks.
Following her lead, no doubt, he never thought that he'd be bold enough to step in his wife's bedroom with his three horny friends in tow. Yet with her naked and on the bed masturbating herself, evidentially he knew his wife well enough to know that she was ready to take the next step into swinging. Obviously knowing what a reluctant flasher his wife has been and expressly telling him that she'd never want to be seen naked in front of his friends, here she was not only naked but also masturbating herself in front of his friends while checking out their cocks. Perhaps the next step would be her having sex with his friends. Perhaps the next step as a married couple is participating in the swinging lifestyle with other swingers.
Devoid of shame, not acting shy, modest, or even embarrassed, here she was naked and masturbating herself while staring at his naked friends' dicks. Now, instead of acting like the good wife she's always been, she's acting like the bad wife that her husband always obviously wished she was and wanted her to be. No doubt adding to his sexual excitement, seemingly if judging her by her focused stare at their exposed dicks, she was willingly ready to touch, fondle, and stroke their exposed cocks. If he was to verbalize what he was thinking, without doubt, he'd verbalize his curiosity in how far his wife was willing to go with his friends.
"I like pricks. Seeing a man's erect prick makes me horny and wet," she said rubbing her pussy while speaking in her soft, sexy voice, a voice that would make a man do anything she asked. "Seeing a man's erect prick makes my nipples hard," she said fingering her nipples. "See? Look how hard my nipples get," she said squeezing them. "Look how big my nipples get," she said pulling them.
Unmercifully teasing them, she looked from watching herself playing with her nipples to look up at the men stroking their cocks.
"You have big nipples," said Bob.
"I'd sure love to suck your nipples," said Jim.
"No touching," warned Dean as if he was the Lord of the Manor protecting his wench.
"I wish my wife had your body Kim," said Michael. "If she did, I wouldn't be here masturbating myself," he said with a laugh. "I'd be home sucking her tits in the way I wish that I could suck your big tits."
"They'll be no sucking my wife's tits. Not today anyway," said Dean.
He looked at Kim to see, obviously, if she was going to change her mind about being touched. No doubt, he'd love to watch his friends touch, feel, and fondle his wife. No doubt, he'd love to watch Kimmie pull a train while he watched from his comfortable caboose of a chair in the corner of their bedroom.
"I don't see enough pricks. Pricks, pricks, pricks," she said breathlessly. "Every time they show a nude scene in a movie, it's always of a woman's tits, ass, and pussy. When they show a man, they only show his ass. Why is that?"
She looked from Bob, to Jim, and to Michael.
"We still live in a Puritanical society filled with modesty and shame and driven by guilt and remorse," said Bob showing his big brain.
"Yeah, what he just said," said Jim. "I agree with whatever Bob said about Hollywood not showing a man's package."
"I like holding a hard cock in my hand," she said. "It's so oxymoronic how something that feels so soft can feel so hard at the same time," she said looking up at her husband before looking up at Bob. "May I feel your prick Bob?"
* * * * *
"Absolutely," said Bob taking a step forward for Kim to reach up her hand and wrap her fingers around his cock while looking up at him as if she was about to take his cock in her mouth to suck him.
Fondling the head of his erect prick with her fingertips, she slowly stroked him while staring up at him and while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy. Then, as if he was on top of her and inside of her fucking her, she closed her eyes to stroke Bob's cock a little faster.
"Your cock feels so good in my hand. You have a nice cock Bob," she said looking up at him. "Thank you for allowing me to feel your cock."
"Thank you. You have a beautiful body Kim," said Bob stepping back as if he was a contestant on a naked game show in Japan.
As soon as she let go of Bob's cock and as soon as Bob took a step back, she looked to Jim.
Instead of being spur of the moment, the sequence of her asking their permission to feel their cocks seemed so staged and rehearsed. Only, just as Kim had no intention of stripping naked and giving the men a masturbation show, she had no intention of asking their permission to feel their cocks either. It just happened.
"May I feel your prick Jim?"
"Yes, of course, you may," said Jim taking a step forward with a big shit eating grin on his face.
Kim reached for her vibrator with one hand while reaching for Jim's prick with her other hand. In the way that she just did with Bob, she wrapped her fingers around Jim's prick and slowly stroked him while pleasuring herself with her vibrator. She looked up at Jim while stroking him faster.
"I like your prick Jim," she said letting go of his prick. "You have a nice, hard cock," she said slowly enunciating her words.
Giving him a sexy look, she looked at Jim as if she wanted to kiss him before taking his prick in her mouth. So sexually aroused, if any of the three men made their sexual move on her now, with her there naked and her legs spread wide open, she didn't think she'd say no to sucking and fucking them. Men are so dumb. Sometimes, even with a naked woman there masturbating herself, they still needed to be hit over the head with a baseball bat for them to realize that she wanted them as much as they wanted her. Only, she wasn't about to do all of the heavy lifting. With her already there naked and masturbating herself in front of them, it was up to the men to make the next move.
"I love your big tits Kim," said Jim staring at Kim's naked tits before taking a step back.
If only he had the courage to touch and feel her tits while fingering her pussy, he should be taking a step forward instead of back. Instead of filling Kim's hand with his cock, he should be filling her mouth and/or pussy with his stiff prick. Yet, perhaps because Dean was in the room with them, they were all acting so respectful of her even though she was acting like the whore that she obviously has become and now is. Besides, she was the one who had made the rules by telling them that they could look but they couldn't touch. If she hadn't set those boundaries, they'd be all over her naked body, touching her, feeling her, groping her, and fondling her, before licking her and fucking her while forcing her to suck them.
"Thank you. I love my big tits too," she said lifting up one of her breasts to fondle and finger her nipple before raising her breast higher and lifting her head forward to suck her nipple. First one and then the other, back and forth, she fingered her nipples with one hand while sucking them and playing with her pussy with her other hand. Adept at pleasuring herself, she was putting on quite the masturbation show.
All three men stroked themselves faster to Kim sucking her nipple while Dean stroked himself faster as his reaction to his friends masturbating themselves over his naked wife masturbating herself while sucking her breasts. Not nearly done with her masturbation show, not even close, Kim picked up her dildo. With a look of sexual excitement on her face, she stared up at all three men and let out a sound of sexual excitement as she slowly inserted the dildo deeper and deeper in her wet cunt. The sucking sound of her inserting her dildo deep in her pussy and her pulling it out was reminiscent of women wrestling in a tub of deep mud while stripping off one another's clothes. No doubt, every man there wished he could mimic that sound by pushing his cock in and out of her pussy.
Giving them a sexy masturbation show they'd never soon forget, she slowly moved her dildo in, out, and all around as if her dildo was their cocks going in, out, and all around her pussy. With her obviously teasing them, any other man would have mounted her by now and given her what she really wants, a hard cock in her mouth before inserting themselves in her pussy. Any other man would have made her his bitch but these men were her husband's best friends. Obviously not wanting to ruin their friendship for the sake of having sex with their best friend's wife, they seemed grateful that they were given this much sexual excitement with her striptease masturbation show.
"May I hold your cock in my hand Michael?"
She stared up at Michael before staring down at his engorged prick. The best looking one of the bunch, he looked like a tall Robert Redford with his long, blonde hair and his big, blue eyes.
"Yes," said Michael stepping forward.
With her vibrator on high and making a high pitch sound as if he was a mini drone working at the mouth of a tunnel, Kim reached out her hand to hold Michael's prick. She fondled the head of his cock while stroking him before reaching down to cup his balls in her hand. Obviously enjoying her cupping his testicles, he gasped when she did that. Then with him obviously getting more sexually excited with her touching, feeling, and fondling his prick, she wrapped her fingers around his big, hard prick and stroked him faster than she stroked Bob and Jim.
"You have a big, hard cock Michael," she said letting him go of him. Then, she said something that would not only shock the three men but also shock her husband too. "You have a beautiful cock," she said staring at his prick as if she was about to take it past her lips.
As if she wanted him to cum, she stroked him fast enough for him to cum. With him so close to her and with his cock aimed as her face, if he ejaculated now, he'd ejaculate all over her face. If he ejaculated now, he surely give her a cum bath. Then, as if she had an epiphany, her face was filled with sexual enlightenment.
"Thank you," said Michael. "You're so hot Kim. I wish you were my wife," he said looking from Kim to look at Dean before looking back at Kim and taking a step back when she released his cock.
"I need a favor," she said.
* * * * *
"What? Anything," said Bob.
"You just name it Kim and it's done," said Jim.
At that point, with them eating out of her hand, those men would have agreed to anything.
"What's your favor?" Michael stared at Kim pleasuring herself with her vibrator again.
The light buzzing sound of her purple bunny seemingly added another dimension to the men's sexual excitement.
"Well," she said shyly and pausing to put a finger to her full, red lips. "I need for you three men to masturbate yourself while my husband watches you," said Kim looking over at Dean and smiling. "Obviously by the sexy look on his face, he likes watching you masturbating over me. You make him realize how lucky he is to have sex with someone like me," she said immorally and immodestly with a sexy laugh.
"Sure," said Bob.
"I can do that," said Jim.
"No problem," said Michael.
The three men masturbated themselves as if they were in a masturbation contest with the first man cumming wins.
"Yet, more than that," she said. "Come closer. I want to watch you cum. Then, when you cum, I want you to all cum on me," she said with a naughty, little laugh. "I want you to give me a cum bath. I don't care if you cum on my pussy, on my stomach, on my tits, on my face, or in my open mouth, so long as you give me a cum bath. Being that I never had a cum bath before, I want one now. Having men giving me a cum bath has always been my secret, sexual fantasy. If you don't mind, I want the three of you to give me a cum bath," she said again.
"If I don't mind? What man in their right mind would mind giving you a cum bath," he said with a laugh. "I'd love to give you a cum bath," said Bob. "I'd be honored as I'd be thrilled to cum all over you Kim."



"Yeah me too," said Jim. "Whatever he just said, I'd be thrilled and honored to cum on your too."
"Better than cumming all over my hand or in a tissue, I don't mind cumming on you at all," said Michael with a dirty laugh.
"Wow. I never knew it was your sexual fantasy to have a cum bath Kim," said Dean.
"Always embarrassed before, I never told you," said Kim. "I didn't dare. I figured if I told you that my secret sexual fantasy was having a cum bath, you'd arrange for your three, horny friends to give me a cum bath before I was ready to have one. I'm ready to have a cum bath now," she said looking up at her husband to give him a big, sexy smile.
"Oh, my God," said Dean. "Are you sure about this Kimmie? Are you sure that you want my friends to cum on your pussy, on your stomach, on your tits, and/or on your face?" He gulped before saying what he was going to say next. "Are you sure that you'd want them to cum in your open mouth?"
"Yes," she said. "So long as they don't touch me," she said pausing while giving her husband a seductive look. "I'm not ready for that yet. I don't want to be touched by another man just yet. But I'd like for them to cum in my open mouth. I'd like to taste and swallow another man's cum."
Most women would much rather be touched and felt first before having a man cum in her open mouth. Only, Kim wasn't like most women. Unbeknownst to even her husband Dean, Kim had as many sexual secrets as she had sexual fantasies and sexy fetishes. Had he taken the time to explore all of Kim's sexual fantasies and sexy fetishes, he'd be shocked to learn how sexual Kim was. Yet, always about him flashing her, he never took the time to ask what she'd like to do. Now, finally, she's exploring one of her sexual fantasies of having a cum bath.
"Okay," said Bob with a shrug. "I don't mind cumming all over you, Kim, if don't mind me cumming all over you. I'll be aiming for you open mouth so open wide and say ahhhh," he said with a dirty laugh
"Me too," said Jim. "I've always wanted to cum in your mouth Kim. Only it's a shame that your lips won't be wrapped around my cock while I'm feeling your tits and fingering your nipples. God, I'd give anything to do you," he said masturbating himself faster.
"Now, behave yourself Jim," said Kim with a sexy laugh. "Calm down. Just focus on ejaculating all over my naked body. Just concentrate on cumming in my mouth."
The three men masturbated themselves harder and faster. Bob was the first to cum. Even though he was aiming for her mouth, he shot a load of cum across Kim's tits and stomach. Then close but no cigar and missing her mouth too, Jim exploded a load of warm oozy cum all over Kim's face. Her hair, eyes, and nose were dripping with Jim's cum. Then, Michael, taking careful aim and taking care not to touch her lips with his cock, squatted down while masturbating himself harder and faster.
As if she was at the dentist having a cavity filled, Kim accommodated him by opening her mouth as wide as she could while moving her head closer to accommodate his cock. A direct bulls-eye, Michael exploded a load of cum in Kim's open mouth. Cumming and cumming with his cock just an inch away from her opened mouth, he stepped closer to coat her tongue white while pouring his cum in her mouth, across her lips, and down her throat. Instead of spitting out his cum, she swallowed every last drop of him.
To be continued...



        

  
    Susan's Saturday Night Sex Ch. 11
  
  Susan's Saturday Night Sex Ch. 11

        Steven and Steven, it's all about the two Stevens...finally.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/susans-saturday-night-sex-ch-11

Title: Susan's Saturday Night Sex Ch. 11

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Romance

Description: Steven and Steven, it's all about the two Stevens...finally.

Tags: love at first sight, college professor, a love that never dies, psychiatrist, i love you, single mother, long time lover, someone you never forget

Series: Susan's Saturday Night Sex


There are no characters under the age of 18 in this story. All characters portrayed are over the age of 21.
*
Sex, Susan's Saturday night 4F ritual of finding, feeling, fucking, and forgetting about men turns sour when she meets Steven.
Having already scoped out the room and having spotted him from afar while sipping her drink without making eye contact with anyone yet, she had already chosen her next victim. Easy to spot, he was the one in the suit, the sport coat, the sweater, the sweatshirt, or the expensive cut, tailored shirt. Easy to identify, he was the handsome, good looking, and the magnificent specimen of a man with the hot, hard, muscular body. Impossible to miss him, he was the young man with brown, black, red, blonde, long, short, regular cut, or crew cut hair. The best looking and hottest man in the room, he was the young man with the brown, blue, or hazel eyes.
He was the one laughing. He was the one with the boyish grin, the serious look, or the sad face. He was the one who she was sexually interested in him enough to go home with him when he asked her and most definitely, he'd be asking her to accompany him home soon. With her being the wild cougar on the prowl that she was, a trained man eater when it came to sex, these poor men had no idea of her womanly wiles and had no defense against her wicked ways.
As if she was a man looking for a woman to fuck, sex, sex, sex, it was just sex with her and nothing more. Her perfect man would be a man who didn't speak and who just listened to her endlessly talk about herself and about her day. Preferring not even to have any conversation, wishing they were mute but still had their tongues necessary to lick her pussy to orgasmic pleasure, she wished that they wouldn't even tell her their name.
She'd rather they be anonymous. She'd rather they'd be men who disappeared in the blackness of night after pleasuring her. There was no need for names. Once she left them, she wouldn't remember their name anyway. It wasn't their name that was important to her. What was more important to her was how they looked and how they made her feel with their tongue and cock.
Truth be told, she really didn't want to know anything about them. Being that she's a psychiatrist, she already knows too much about too many people without needing to know anything at all about the man sexually pleasing her. All that was necessary was that she was sexually attracted to them. All that they needed for admission into her exclusive, sex club is that they have a ready tongue and a hard cock. If it was up to her, having sex in a pitch, black room, she'd rather have sex with a faceless, nameless cock than with the man behind the cock.
After unceasingly listening to the problems of others, her perfect man would be her sounding off board and her personal therapist for the night that she changed as often as she changed her shoes and panties. Her perfect man would be someone who wanted her as much as she wanted him for that one desperate night of groping licking, sucking, humping, and fucking. A one night stand of wild frantic, sweaty passion that would never be repeated and could never be topped, that is, until next Saturday night when she picked another man to lick her and fuck her, she only wanted him for sex.
It really didn't matter who they were and what they looked like so long as they were her type and agreeably amenable enough for her to mold and instruct while giving them the best sex they've ever had in their young lives. Short, tall, fat, thin, black, Asian, or Caucasian, she's done them all. There had been so many young men positioned between her legs fingering her, licking her, and fucking her that she's lost count. Obviously, she was desensitized from having one too many lovers. With her encounters were just about sex, the men were meaningless. The men were just a means to an end to receive the sexual gratification that she needed to focus enough to work another week analyzing people with emotional problems not as severe as hers. Where most men would consider her a slut and most women would consider her a whore, she was just as lonely as she was lost and as lost as she was crazy.
Steven, Steven, Steven, even after twenty years, there was a spot reserved for him. The memories of him took up so much of her conscious thought. She lost her mind when Steven dumped her. She lost whatever sense of reality when it came to men and sex when she realized that Steven was just using her for sex. With him knocking a screw loose, having a few cards missing, she was no longer playing with a full deck when it came to her personal life, especially when it came to her personal, sexual life. Unable to wrap her mind around the concept of having sex without love back then when she was so young and so naïve. Now with a lifetime of sexual experience of sucking and fucking a multitude of men behind her, having learned the fine idiosyncrasies of having sex without guilt or remorse, she knew how the game is played.
Once they're on her hook, she teases them while reeling them in to her man trap, her good looks and her sexy body. Her sexual interludes were all about catch and release. Find them, feel them, fuck them, and forget them. Take what you want and grab what you need, and then leave them feeling rejected and begging for more in the way that Steven left her. Then, next Saturday night, do it all over again.
* * * * *
Dr. Susan Jill Parker had sex in the same unemotionally detached way that Sara Gilbert had sex when playing Dr. Leslie Winkle in The Big Bang Theory and when agreeing to have sex with Leonard. Susan had sex to get her through another week of listening to the drama and to the personal, unrelenting problems of other people. Something that she looked forward to doing all week, sex was her Saturday night special. She looked forward to having sex as her release of tensions and frustrations that helped her to relax after having to listen to the sometimes inane conversations of those who are too problematic and too mentally disturbed to help themselves.
If only her patients could listen to themselves unendingly talking about themselves and their piddling little problems, they'd be as embarrassed as she is bored. In the way that sex has helped her and would no doubt help them, if only there was a way that she could prescribe her patients sex.
"Take this prescription and fill it by grabbing the first man or the first woman that you see and have sex with him or her," she imagined saying to her patients.
"Thank you Doctor. I'll let you know how I made out when I see you next week. By the way, just a thought, do you think that I could use this prescription to have sex with you?"
"No."
Only, other than having sex with themselves, no one would want to have sex with some of her patients. In a word, they were crazy. They were as crazy as she was and as crazy as she was horny. Filled with sexual activity with teasing and excitement, her horniness culminated to a crescendo of arousal on a Saturday night. Sex, sex, sex, and more sex, with sex sometimes the root of all evil, sex was sometimes just what the doctor ordered, especially when it came to living her personal, private life.
* * * * *
Looking forward to graduating and receiving her medical degree and license to help people by listening, talking, and analyzing them, after her failed marriage and subsequent divorce, she was too wrapped up in her own personal problems to be effective in helping anyone. Truth be told with her losing her mind and giving her body to nearly any young man who'd want it, she couldn't help herself. Rebounding from the lost love of Steven, she married Tony to ease her pain.
A disaster waiting to happen. A man that she didn't even know, what did she expect marrying a bad, boy Boston cop with too many transgressions and too many secrets. With him having secrets on the job, secrets off the job, keeping secrets at home, and having a secret life that she knew little about, he used her too. Being that she was on her way to being a psychiatrist, it should have been no secret to her that he'd turn out to be physically and emotionally abusive? Yet, being too close to the fire, she realized too late that another man burned her again.
With her trying to help him by analyzing him, rather than him talking to her about his issues, the last straw was when he pushed her down the stairs after telling him, in a nice way and in the way she talks to her patients, all that was wrong with him. When she persevered and tried helping him by giving him some, personal psychiatric advice, the last straw was when he used her as his personal punching bag. With him having a 5th degree black belt in Judo, he knew how to hit someone without showing marks, scars, or bruises. All of her injuries were hidden on the inside instead of showing on the outside. After spending tens of thousands of dollars on lawyers to put restraining orders in place after he threatened to kill her, she hasn't seen him since.
Now after her divorce, she was done with falling in love with men. Instead of giving up on men and turning to women for sexual intimacy, she concentrated on merely what men could give her physically instead of what she no longer needed emotionally. Having sex with young men was her way to jumpstart her depleted battery of being on the job analyzing crazy people for a dozen years. Now with her no longer dating men her own age, she was just a mature woman looking for some casual, sexual action.
With her divorced and with her without children, living alone in Boston's Back Bay, picking up a young men and going home with them to relax was what she did for fun on Saturday night. Always going to their place, never did she take them home to her place. Afraid if they saw her on the street, they'd recognize her but whenever she wasn't on the prowl for young men, she wore her professional disguise. With her hair pulled back and with her wearing big, black rimmed eyeglasses that made her appear more the scientist than the cougar, having such a physical transformation, no man could tell one woman from the other. Whenever she was in the hospital setting, she wore her white, oversized lab coat that gave no evidence to the hot body that she possessed beneath. Acting serious and professional, none of her colleagues would ever deem her a slut never mind the whore that she truly was.
In case she got lucky and she always did, she traveled with her small, inconspicuous overnight bag that looked more like an oversized pocketbook. Her way of keeping herself safe by observing, her way of screening men has proven itself thus far. She only frequented the most expensive bars and never went to the same bar twice. Being that she worked as a therapist and had advanced degrees in psychology and philosophy, she depended on her skills as a psychiatrist to read and weed out the whackos from her potential suitors.
Not looking for a commitment, she choose younger men who, like her, were just looking for sex. Not much of a challenge, many young men's fantasy was to be with an older woman while, no doubt, thinking that they were having sex with their mother and/or their aunt. With her being 41-years-old and her Saturday night boyfriend being twenty-something-years-old, she gave them what they wanted and they gave her was what she needed. A win/win situation for both, they wanted sex and she did too. Never did she have sex with any young man more than once. Never did she have sex without practicing safe sex. With the first time the last time and with once enough for her, never did she promise to see them again.
* * * * *
Only tonight was different. Tonight she was preoccupied with the young Steven that she met last Saturday night and who reminded her of the old Steven that she had a sexual relationship with twenty years ago. For some inexplicable reason, instead of thinking about taking home one of the young men who were there at the bar, her mind was consumed by young Steven. Unable to focus, as if hypnotized or drawn by a powerful magnet, she left the bar and wandered down the street to Steven's place.
Having never done anything like this before with any young man she had been with, she couldn't help herself from going to his apartment uninvited. As if she was stalking him, she stood outside his apartment building looking up at the windows while wondering if he was home. There was a strong smell of freshly baked bread that permeated the air and she couldn't help but think of the movie, Bright Lights, Big City, starring Michael J. Fox, Jay McInerney's novel. With her looking for young Steven she couldn't help herself from comparing her to Michael J. Fox as Jamie Conway looking for his model, wife, Amanda played by Phoebe Cates.
With Jamie always wondering where Amanda was and who she was with, she had those same unanswered questions when thinking about young Steven. While staring up at his apartment, she hoped he was home. She'd like to see him again for her to finally put her mind to rest why she's so attracted to him. More attracted to him than to any other young man she's ever been with, she didn't understand why she found him so fascinating.
As if she was a moth, there was a light on in his front room, the living room that told her that he was home. Yet, was he home alone? What if he's not alone? How would she explain herself? How embarrassing would that be?
Feeling guilty for her bad behavior, something she never felt before, she was rude last Saturday night. With him inviting her to supper, she should have stayed for something to eat. She should have had a cup of coffee with him at least. Only thinking of herself and her own sexual satisfaction, she should have stayed with him long enough to suck his cock and to make him cum in her mouth but she didn't. Making love with him again and again, she should have broken her personal rule and spent the night. Horny now, she was ready to rectify her selfish sexual transgression by giving him her sexual apology.
She opened his downstairs, front door and climbed the three flights of stairs to his apartment. A small place and with each floor housing four newly remodeled studio and one bedroom apartments, his studio apartment was big enough for one person. With the rents in Boston sky high, any place in the city was expensive, especially with his place being downtown just outside of the financial district. Poised between the Boston Common and the historic North End of Boston, the district that included the Old North Church, Paul Revere's house, and many prerevolutionary war cemeteries, Steven didn't need a car. From Faneuil Hall, Beacon Hill, the Back Bay, and to Fenway Park, he could walk anywhere from where he lived, even to Northeastern University where he attended school, if he felt like walking that far.
She took a breath before knocking on his door. Won't he be surprised? Then, she wondered, what if he's not alone? What if he's with a woman? What if he's with his adopted mother? What would she say then? Should she say that she's his therapist, albeit more the sexual therapist than the psychological one? What should she say is his psychological problem? None of his mother's business and bound by the doctor/patient secrecy pact, she doesn't have to tell his mother what's wrong with her son.
She was nervous about barging in on him yet, she needed to apologize. It wasn't right the way she treated him while rejecting him after he gave her so very much sexual pleasure. At the very least, she needed to make restitution and compensate him by sucking his cock. Certainly after what he did for her by giving her an orgasm, sucking his prick and allowing him to cum in her mouth is the least that she could do to make amends. She knocked on his door and immediately she heard his footsteps. He opened his door and as soon as he saw her, his face lit up as if it was Christmas and she was Santa's well-endowed daughter.
* * * * *
"Susan! What a surprise! I never expected to ever see you again. Come in," he said.
As soon as she entered his apartment, she knew he wasn't alone. There was the smell of a pipe. Steven didn't smoke and she wondered who did. Maybe he was there with his adopted father or maybe he was there with one of his college professors.
"Did I come at a bad time? I'm sorry that I barged in on you like this but I was at the bar and..."
"The bar? The same bar we were at last week?"
"No a different one," she said. "Boston has so many bars."
"Come, I'd like you to meet my father," he said ready to introduce her as if they were already in a committed relationship and he wanted his father's approval of her before asking her to marry him.
Being that she was more than twice his age, she felt awkward meeting his father. She tugged at his arm to whisper in his ear.
"How will you introduce me? That I'm your too old girlfriend and that we had sex last Saturday night? What should I say?"
"Just say hi," he said. "I already told my Dad all about you and surprising even me, he's eager to meet you. What are the odds that you'd appear at my doorstep?"
A refined and distinguish man, a man who could have been a model had he not become a scholar appeared from around the corner.
"Susan. This is my Dad Steven. Dad, this is Susan."
"I'm so very pleased to meet you," said Steven offering Susan his hand while giving her the hairy eyeball.
Shocked and stunned, she was unable to accept his hand nor give him her hand.
"Steven," she said as if she was dreaming. "Steven," she said again but softer this time as if calling him twenty years ago but in a dream.
As if she was having her worst nightmare, she couldn't believe her eyes.
"Steven can you give us a moment. I need to speak with Susan alone," he said.
"Sure. No problem. Actually, I'm late to meet someone. I have to go. Lock up when you're ready to leave Dad," he said turning to Susan. "It was nice see you again. Maybe you can call me and we can do what we did last Saturday night next Saturday night," he said slipping his phone number in her hand. "Bye," he said leaving and closing the door behind him.
"Well, well, well, we meet again," said Steven. "What's it been twenty years? Please sit," he said gesturing Susan a chair.
"I'm surprised you remembered me," she said sitting with stiffened posture. "With you so busy with all of those other women, young, college coeds taking my place, I didn't think you'd remember any woman older than 20-years-old."
"Forget you? How could I forget you? You've haunted me all of these years. I made a mistake. I should have married you," he said.
His confession that he made a mistake crushed her. His confession that he should have married her broke her hear all over again. Denied of having children, there was no one she wanted to marry other than Stephen. Maybe had she kept their baby and not put him up for adoption, she'd have a son now. Yet, unable to ruin her life with a constant reminded of her ex-lover, she couldn't love the son of the man who didn't love her.
"Would have, should have, could have means nothing to me now Steven," said Susan. "You haven't changed. With your compliments, good looks, and insincerity, you're still the player, the user, the abuser, and the manipulator of young women now that you were then.
"You've aged well," he said ignoring what she said about him personally and his bad sexual behavior. "Time has been kind to you. You're more beautiful now than you were as a 21-year-old college senior."
"Thank you," said Susan. "You look the same but for some grey hair, a few wrinkles, and a few pounds around the middle," she said staring at his stomach and stopping her eyes from going any lower.
"No matter how far I jog and watch what I eat and drink, I can't get rid of my paunch," he said.
They fell silent while starting at the floor.



"This is awkward," said Susan.
"So what are you doing with my son?"
"Nothing that you didn't do to me," she said giving him a dirty look.
"Is this your twisted way of getting back at me?" Waiting for her to respond, he looked at her before speaking again. "With you a psychiatrist, you should know better."
"I don't know what you mean Steven and how do you know that I'm a psychiatrist?"
"I've kept tabs. I do have friends and colleagues at Harvard, you know, who kept me informed of where you were and what you were doing," he said.
"Oh," she said suddenly a loss for words.
"Did you know he was my son?"
"Actually, I didn't, know he was your son until just now. He approached me," she said pausing after her answer to rethink her next question. "Does he know that we were once intimate?"
"No, I never talk about those things with him," he said.
"Those things? So, I was just a thing to you," she said.
"That's not what I meant Susan and you know it," he said. "After twenty years, let's not get into that all over again. Let's just be friends. Being that we were once lovers, why can't we be friends?"
"Perhaps your son is the one who knows who I am, your ex-lover. Perhaps your son wanted to see what I look like. Perhaps your son wanted to know the type of woman his father have sex with before kicking her out of his bed and forbidding him from his life," she said with obvious anger.
"Your secret is safe with me. I'm sure Steven doesn't know who you are," he said.
"I have to go," she said standing.
"Wait. Don't go," he said. "I thought maybe that," he said looking around his son's apartment, "that we could—"
"Could what? Suck and fuck for old time's sake?" She gave him a look that would have set him on fire if she was a witch. "Go home to your wife Steven or stop by the Northeastern library. It's still open. Maybe you can entice another young college coed by helping her with her homework while she sucks your cock," she said turning away from him to leave.
* * * * *
When she turned to leave, Steven grabbed her from behind, spun her around, pulled her to him, and kissed her. A long, wet, intense kiss, he parted her lips and before she could resist his tongue was in her mouth. Then, not taking no for an answer, he reached beneath the front of her short skirt and cupped her pussy through her panty. As soon as his fingers tried to push her panties aside to enter her, she squirmed and pushed him away.
"How dare you?" Fortified with twenty years of hurt, anger, and frustration, she slapped him hard across his face and hard enough to knock him back a couple of steps.
As if he was opening a curtain, he grabbed her blouse with both hands and with buttons flying, falling, and bouncing everywhere, he flayed open her blouse.
"You always had big tits. I missed seeing these," he said touching her breasts, feeling her breasts, and groping her breasts through her bra while kissing and kissing her.
As if he was a teenager at a drive-in movie, as soon as she swiped away his horny hands from her tits, he was feeling her ass through her skirt or going up the front of her short skirt to cup her pussy through her panty again.
"Steven no! Steven stop! Let go of me this instant!"
"Fuck me Susan. You know you want me as much as I want you," he said. "Let's make love again in the way that we used to do."
She looked at him. This was her moment to stay or leave. Going from father to son, it would be awkward to fuck Steven after having had sex with his son last week. Embittered by her principles, she was a slut but she wasn't a whore.
"If I have sex with you, it's on my terms," she said.
"Okay," he said sitting down. "You lead and I'll follow."
"Take off your clothes. Strip yourself naked. Show me your cock," she said trying to salvage her modesty by buttoning what was left of her buttons on her blouse.
"Sorry about the blouse. I'll buy you a new one," he said.
"This was my favorite blue blouse," she said.
"I remember your fondness for the color blue," he said standing and walking to her naked.
With her hands on either side of his face, she leaned into him as if to kiss him. Only, when he closed his eyes waiting for her to part his lips and grab his cock, she kneed him hard in the balls. A textbook knee, the force of her leg driven up into his scrotum was hard enough for him to collapse as if his legs were wet noodles.
"Now go fuck yourself," she said turning to leave. "I'd rather have sex with your son again and again then to ever have sex with you," hoping to make him jealously angry.
Instead of making him jealously angry, he laughed while holding himself in pain.
"You realized, of course, that Steven is your son too, don't you?"
To be continued...
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"Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice," Albert hypnotizes Emma to strip naked and give him sex.
Continued from chapter four...
"When I snap my fingers, you will awaken refresh and rested. When you hear the word Beetlejuice, you will immediately become very horny. When you hear the word Beetlejuice, your nipples will harden and become fully erect. When you hear the word Beetlejuice your pussy will become sopping wet with sexual lust for me. With all of this happening immediately when you hear the word Beetlejuice, you will be ready to have sex with me, your brother."
He snapped his fingers and as soon as he did, Emma looked down at herself and covered herself with her arms and hands. Then, looking over at her brother, she stared down at his erection.
"You sick fuck. Oh, my god," she said covering her nakedness with her hands and forearms. "What is wrong with you Albert? What did you do to me? How could you do this to me, your own sister? Why am I naked? Why are you naked?" Looking from his eyes down to his cock and back up at his face again, she looked at him with anger before looking at him with embarrassed shame. "Did you have sex with me? How dare you have sex with your sister? Wait until Mom gets home, I'm telling her that you had incestuous sex with me," she said getting louder and angrier.
"It's okay Emma. Relax," he said motioning her to relax with his hands. "Calm down and I'll explain," he said in a calming voice. "It's no big deal. You're over reacting."
"Over reacting? You stripped me naked, probably had sexual intercourse with me, and probably forced me to blow you," she said.
"I didn't have sex with you," he said not telling her that he will soon be having sex with her naked body.
"I'm telling Mom that you stripped me naked. I'm telling her that you exposed your cock to me," she said staring down at his exposed prick again. "I'm telling her that you had sex with me, your own sister. How could you do that to me? God, you're such an incestuous pervert."
"Stop Emma. Calm yourself," he said. "Take a breath and just relax?"
"Calm myself? Take a breath? Relax? I'm calling the cops," she said squatting down to conceal her nakedness from him while screaming at him.
"Stop. I didn't do anything. All I did was hypnotize you and you undressed on your own," he said deciding to stick with that story.
"I'm reporting you to the police. I'll be pressing criminal charges against your incestuous ass for stripping me naked and God only knows what else you did to my naked body. You'll be going to jail for what you've done to me," she said looking as if she was about to cry.
* * * * *
There was just no turning back now. What other choice did he have? Gone beyond the point of no return, he's already played his hand and showed his cards to his sexy sister. She knows that he wants her now and will go through great extents to have sex with her. It was all up to him now.
Needing to know when to fold them and when to walk away, either he'd take his winnings or leave it on the table. Deciding it was better to sample the sweet fruits of his labor than to leave it and have it go bad in his future regretful thoughts about her and in her future angry thoughts about him, he was all in. Just as it was before it was now. With nothing else to do and with the only way out of this jam being to go deeper figuratively and deeper literally into his sister and into his hypnotic dream of a sexual fantasy nightmare, he said the one word that would shut his sister the fuck up.
"Beetlejuice," he said watching his sister stand with her arms by her side. "Beetlejuice," he said immediately seeing her nipples grow bigger and harder while her pussy glistened its wetness under his bedroom light. "Beetlejuice," he said as she walked to him to take his big, hard cock in her soft, little hand.
* * * * *
Obviously, by the deadpan look on her face, she appeared as if she was drugged or sleepwalking. With him uttering just the one, single keyword, Beetlejuice, and with her already under his previous hypnotic suggestion, Emma was immediately hypnotized again. She said she couldn't be hypnotized. Bullshit. She said that no one could hypnotize her. Bullshit. Yet, here she is standing before him not only hypnotized but naked and ready for sex.
"Albert, you can't hypnotize me. I'm one of those people who can't be hypnotized. People have tried to hypnotize me before and they can't," she said. "Why do you think I'm still a virgin? Every party I've been to, there's been some pervert who's tried to hypnotize me in hopes of getting in my panties."
She was always acting better than him. She was always acting holier than thou. As if daring him to hypnotize her, daring him to strip her naked, and daring him to have sex with her, he couldn't wait to hypnotize his sexy sister. The only thing wrong with him hypnotizing her and having her strip herself naked so that he could have sex with her was that he was her brother. They were blood related and what he was doing with her now was incest. Okay, even if they weren't blood related, theoretically, it's not cool to hypnotize women to strip naked for sex but seriously who would know? If no one knows a crime was committed except for the criminal who committed the crime, then theoretically a crime was never committed. Right? Makes sense.
With him not having much experience in hypnotism and with him just a novice student of the art of hypnotism, he wondered if the women had a memory of being hypnotized. He wondered if they knew they were stripping themselves naked. Perhaps they knew they were stripping naked but couldn't stop themselves from stripping naked. As in the case of his mother, he wondered if she remembered having sex with her son in the way that he remembered having sex with her and in the way that he was about to have sex with her daughter. The only way he'd find out if they had a memory of being hypnotized is to have someone hypnotize him. In the meantime, more focused on what happens now, he'll just play this out and not worry about the repercussions of his actions today, tomorrow.
Yet, even if he knew that the women he hypnotized for sex had a memory of him taking sexual advantage of them, especially now with Emma standing before him naked as the ultimate temptation, there was no way that he wasn't going to have sex with her. There was no way that he wasn't going to push her back on his bed, mount her, pound her pussy, and fuck her hard. There was no way that he wasn't going to give her a hypnotic suggestion to suck his cock so that he could finally know what it feels like to cum in his sister's mouth. Now that he had gone this far and now that she was naked, there was no way that he wasn't going through with having sex with his sister even if he knew there would be consequences and she'd remember it all.
After she was just in a rage yelling at him and ready to physically assault him as she did before by slapping him, her lifeless and expressionless eyes were devoid of any emotion. Did she know she was now hypnotized? Was she aware that she had no conscious control of what she did and, moreover, what he was about to do with her body? Did she know she was standing before him, her brother, naked? Did she know that he was standing before her, his sister, naked? Did she know that he was about to have sex with her? Or was she just in a semi-awake, semi-conscious trance with her conscious mind in a state of flux while obediently obeying by her sub-conscience to allow him to do anything sexual to his naked sister?
A new practitioner to hypnotism and hypnotic suggestion, he was learning something new every day. Before he hypnotized her, being that she wouldn't have sex with him unless she wanted to have sex with him, she's already made it crystal clear that she's not sexually attracted to him. She's never shown him as much as her bra strap in a down blouse and he's never seen her panty in an up skirt. Always the modest, reserved sister, being that he never saw any part of her sexy body is probably why he yearned to see her sexy body, and now here she is in all of her naked glory.
Yet, like mother like daughter, if she was anything like her mother, with his mother all over him and his cock, he knew that his sister would give him hot, incestuous sex too. Two peas in a pod, she was just like her mother. Interesting that for her to strip naked in front of him told him that she's always sexually wanted him. Perhaps, she wants him as much as he wants her. Perhaps, now that she's not a virgin, that part of her has released her to be more the slutty sister than he needs her to be.
* * * * *
Now totally and submissively under his spell, he had complete control of her naked body. When she walked to him to take his big cock in her small hand, even after all of the sexual fantasies that he's had of Emma masturbating him, the feel of his cock in her soft hand was like nothing he had ever imagined. This was real. This was it. This wasn't a sexual fantasy. Finally, he was about to have sex with his sister.
He stared down at her holding his erect prick while she stared up at him fondling the head of his cock with her manicured fingertips. Not forcing her and not commanding her, he couldn't believe that his sister willingly walked to him and took his cock in her hand. Every time she looked down at his stiff prick, he became even more sexually excited that he was so nakedly exposed to his sister. Every time she looked up at him, he wanted to take her in his arms and kiss her, really kiss her, French kiss her. Only, he feared that if he so much as touched her that he'd awaken her from her deep sleep.
As if she was a seven course meal, mostly dessert, and he was a starving man, unable to control himself any longer, going for broke, Albert took his sister in his arms and kissed her, really kissed her. He passionately kissed her in the way that he'd dreamt of passionately kissing her in his sexy dreams a thousand times. The first time kissing his sexy albeit bitch of a sister other than on her cheek, on her forehead, or on the top of her head, her kiss was all that he had imagined. Her lips were so sweet and so soft and she smelled like peaches. Indeed, with her so soft, sweet, and vulnerable, yet still sexy, he liked her so much better this way.
Something he figured he'd have to do, even with her hypnotized, he didn't have to force his tongue between her lips to part them for her to French kiss him. Surprising him, ready for him to French kiss her, she opened her mouth when kissing him. Shocking him, she freely and willingly complied with his brotherly passion with her sisterly passion and French kissed him. Seemingly so sexually ready to have sex with him, she acted as if she wanted to kiss him as much as he wanted to kiss her.
In the way that she took control of his kiss with her lips and with her tongue, she kissed him with even more passion than he kissed her. An amazing kiss and a kiss that he'll remember the rest of his life, suddenly, putty in her sisterly hands, he felt that he was the one hypnotized. He felt that he was her victim and she was the predator ready to have her wicked, sexual way with his naked body when, indeed, it was the other way around. In the way that she returned his kiss with such intense passion, he felt like the vulnerable one. With him so lustfully ready to have sex with his sister, even with him hypnotizing her, he felt as if she was the one now in control of him.
Wow what a kiss! What an incredible kiss. An even better kisser than his mother, never has anyone kissed him like that. Unable to get enough of her soft, sweet lips, kissing and kissing her, he couldn't stop kissing his sister. Kissing and kissing him, she returned all of his kisses with as much passion as he kissed her. Kissing and kissing her, he never thought kissing his bitchy sister would be this sexually exciting.
A kiss that no naked brother should ever give his naked sister and that no sister should ever return, their first kiss was a long, wet passionate one. Kissing and kissing her, their kisses continued with him reaching down and behind her to feel her sweet, firm, naked ass with one hand before reaching up to feel her abundant, firm breast with his other hand while fingering her emerging nipple. Curious to know if she was as wet as he was hard, he reached his hand between her legs to finger her pussy. Sliding his finger along her pussy slit, teasing open her closed clam lips, he inserted his finger inside of her to the delight of her gasp.
Between him kissing her and him fingering her pussy, she swooned. She was swooning. His sister was swooning over him and over all that he was doing to her. Never did he ever think that his sister would ever swoon over his touches and his kisses. She was wet alright and already wet enough for him to enter her, penetrate her, and to pound her pussy. Using one finger to rub her clit while continuing to kiss her, he penetrated her deeper with his other finger as if he was fucking her with his cock.
Wanting to know what it would look like and needing to know what it would feel like, he couldn't wait for her to fall to her knees to take him in her mouth and suck him. With his hand around his cock stroking himself, whenever he sexually fantasized about his sister while masturbating, he always imagined her sucking his cock while he fondled her big, C cup breasts and fingered her nipples. As if he was her whole world and as if she wanted to suck him as much as he wanted her to suck him, he couldn't wait to watch her looking up at him with her big, brown eyes with his cock buried deep in her nearly virginal mouth. With his hard, hairy prick buried in her soft, sweet mouth, he imagined putting a gentle hand behind her head and caressing her long, black hair while staring down at her pretty face while she sucked and stroked him.
Engulfing him while enthralling him, he couldn't wait to see her sweet lips stretched around his fat cock. Lipstick on his dipstick, he couldn't wait to have his sister's red lipstick tattoo his prick. Despoiling his nearly virginal sister, he couldn't wait to unload a volume of warm, oozy cum in her mouth and down her throat. While watching her eyes to know what she was feeling, he couldn't wait to watch her reaction to him cumming in her mouth.
Perhaps, that incestuous dastardly deed would be enough to awaken her from her hypnotic trance. Hoping that it wouldn't, how awkward would that be for his sister to awaken with his cock still buried in her mouth after just having ejaculated a load of his warm cum in her beautiful mouth? Knowing the bitch that she is, she'd probably bite down and bite off his cock. Taking a chance by risking it all, while hoping that she didn't awaken, he couldn't wait to feel what Brad felt when Emma blew him in his car after he said the secret word, Beetlejuice. Before she sucked him and before he ejaculated in her mouth, wanting his cock to be has hard as he wanted it to be, he needed to fuck his sister first.
* * * * *
Considerably more than he's had of making love to his MILF of a mother, he couldn't even count the number of sexual fantasies he's had of making love to Emma. Having lusted over her for so long, he needed to know what it felt like to be on top of her and in between her legs while humping her and kissing her as his cock slid deeper in her tight, warm, wet pussy. He couldn't wait to hear the sounds she made when making love. He couldn't wait to hear her cum. He couldn't wait to reach his hands beneath her to cup both of her beautiful ass cheeks in his hands while pulling her up to him as he fucked her harder, longer, and deeper. He needed to know what it felt like for her to be on top of him bouncing her tits up and down and side to side while his cock was buried in his 19-year-old sister's cunt.
Harnessing her big tits with his big hands, as if his horny hands were her big bra, he couldn't wait to finger her nipples while fucking her and while she returned his humps. He needed to see the look of sexual excitement on his sister's face when she had an orgasm from his fingers, tongue, and cock. What would she say? More importantly, what would she do? With her being so sexy, he needed to know how it felt to be inside of her. A strong willed woman, with her being so opinionated, he needed to know what it would feel like to have that kind of sexual control over his bitchy sister.
Then, taking him by surprise, without him even having to put a heavy hand to her shoulder to give her a not so subtle hint as to what he wanted her to do next, as if she could read his mind, she fell to her knees. She took him in her hand again while staring up at him. An image his had so very many times of his sister on her knees in front of him while holding his cock and ready to take it in her mouth, he couldn't believe this was really happening.
She fondled the head of his cock with her fingertips while staring down at his cock. A sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe his sexy sister was willingly complying with him and was about to give him oral sex. He watched her slowly stroke his cock while staring up at him. Teasing him by returning her focus to his engorged prick, he watched his sexy sister kissing his cock before licking his cock while looking up to give him a sexy smile.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so ready to give him sex. He'll remember her kneeling there before him for the rest of his life. Recording everything she did to his prick and every sexy look she gave him, this was one memory that he always wanted to remember and never wanted to forget.
Enjoying the moment before she took him in her mouth, he couldn't stop staring at her while waiting with great sexual anticipation for her to suck him. With her long, black, lush, straight hair, her big brown eyes, and her shapely naked body, she was so unbelievably hot. He wanted this image of Emma burned in his memory so that years from now, he could still recall this memory and masturbate over her being naked, on her knees, and sucking him. He couldn't wait for her to take him in her mouth.
"Do you want me to suck you, Albert?"
Oh my God. Her voice was magical. A simple question, yet a rhetorical one, there was so much sexual erotica behind what she so asked him. He imagined her asking the same question of Brad.
"Do you want me to suck you, Brad?"
He imagined her asking the same question of her future boyfriends, whomever they may be. He imagined her asking the same question of her future husband, whomever he may be. Years later, he imagined her asking the same question of every man she had sex with behind her husband's back or with her husband's expressed consent. Only, now, she was asking him, her brother, the question he's fantasized of her asking him and the question that he's been lustfully longing to hear.
"God yes, Emma. Suck me," he said in a whisper. "Please suck my cock. I need to feel what it's like to have my cock in your beautiful mouth."
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" She asked him another seemingly rhetorical question while staring up at him with those big, beautiful brown eyes. "You'd like for me to suck your cock while you fondle my breasts and finger my nipples, wouldn't you?"
"More than anything," he said. "If you suck me, I'll lick you. Then, after you cum, I'll make sweet love to you. I need to know what it feels like to cum in your mouth," he said.
"It wouldn't be much of a blowjob Albert if you didn't cum in my mouth," she said.
"Oh, my God," he said weak kneed and breathlessly.
Unbeknownst to his little sister, more than having her suck his prick and more than allowing him to cum in her mouth, he'd love to give her a cum bath. He'd love to shoot cum not only in his sister's mouth but all over her beautiful face and sexy body. There's just something about having his wicked sexual way with a woman who's been as bitchy to him as his sister has been. There's just something about controlling her in the way that she's never allowed any man to control her by cumming all over her.



He only wished he could have watched her having sex with Brad. He only wished that he was the first one to break her virginal cherry instead of some guy that she dated for the first time. He couldn't help but imagine her staring up at him with her face covered and dripping with his cum. Then, shocking him again, as if she could read his mind, she said what he was thinking.
"After I suck your cock Albert, after you lick my pussy and make me cum, and after you make brotherly love to me, will you give me my sexual fantasy?"
Batting her long eyelashes while smiling up at him, he'd give her anything she asked.
"Yes, whatever your sexual fantasy is, I will gladly give that to you," he said gently touching the top of her head as if he was a priest and she was one of his parishioners kneeling in front of him. "What's your sexual fantasy?"
"I want you to give me a cum bath," she said. "I want to be covered with your cum. I want you to make me your bitch. I want to be your sexual slave."
What has he done? Who has he created? He couldn't believe that sweet, innocent Emma not only willingly wanted to suck his cock and would allow him to cum in her mouth but she also wanted him to give her a cum bath too? With him giving her a cum bath his sexual fantasy, he was surprised that him giving her a cum bath was his sister's sexual fantasy too.
She wanted to be covered in his cum. She wanted him to make her his bitch. She wanted him to make her his sexual slave. Nothing could possibly top this. Being the good brother that he is, he'd be happy to comply with his sister's fantasy and give her a cum bath. He'd love nothing more than to make her happy by making her his bitch and his sexual slave.
To be continued...
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Fantasy, celebrity, big tit baseball is coming to a stadium near you.
As a payback to its adult fans who are unable to afford the price of admission and who loyally watched baseball games at home, the Boston Red Sox have a bright idea of mixing sex with baseball. Wow! Sex and baseball is something that naturally go together like chocolate chips in cookies. Instead of fantasy major league baseball, with ticket prices out of control and most fans unable to afford to see a ballgame in person, it's time for fantasy, celebrity, big, tit baseball. Oh, yeah, there's nothing better than watching topless celebrities playing baseball.
Who knows? Maybe one they they'll be topless Olympics. Seriously, how many of you would watch more track and field, ice skating, gymnastics, and swimming events if all women over 18-years-old were topless? Wow! Be still my heart.
"Pardon me for being rude Gayle but I have to go home now. The Olympics are on TV. C'mon Joan, let's go."
"Wow! Bob is really into the Olympics," said Gayle, a friend of Bob's wife Joan.
"Olympics my ass? Ever since the women participated in the events topless, he only watches the Olympics to see tits."
With as much focus on their bare breasts as sports announcers talk about the athletes outfits, I think it's time, much like the Olympics of old in Greece, that women participated in sporting events topless. How many of you would watch Serena Williams play tennis bear breasted, Danica Patrick race with Nomex everywhere but on her tits, and Kim Ya-Nu ice skating topless. Seriously, how many of you would watch more beer commercials, drug commercials, and any commercial for that matter if the women on TV were topless. Yeah, tits are what I'm talkin' about.
* * * * *
"Ball four. Katy Perry walks to first. Only no ball player has ever walked to first base in the way that Katy Perry has just jogged down to first base topless," said Don Orsillo.
"Wow! Look at those tits bouncing," said Jerry Remy. "She certainly has big breasts."
"Now with Jessica Simpson at the plate and swinging and missing wildly, Katy takes off and slides to steal second base while Pedroia tags her in the middle of her tits too late. She's safe," said Don of the Boston Red Sox. "What did you think of her tits Jerry?"
Mildly stunned and stupefied as a professional baseball broadcaster and ex-second baseman for the Boston Red Sox, Jerry was taken aback by Don's impromptu and inappropriate question.
"What do I think of Katy Perry's tits? What can I say?" Jerry giggled like a school girl. "She's a beautiful woman made more beautiful by running the bases topless," he said with a shrug. "I mean, how many men dream about seeing a beautiful, topless woman running the bases."
Don nodded his head in agreement and smiled at his partner.
"Jessica Simpson bunts. Wow! Look at her run. She's going to knock herself out with those tits bouncing up and down," said Don laughing. "I don't know how but she's safe at first while Katy takes third."
"Jessica's a good little runner," said Jerry shading his eyes from seeing her bouncing tits. "I'm going to have a lot of explaining to do when I go home to my wife," he said laughing and turning red.
"Kim Kardashian is up next," said Don. "Wow she has big ones made to look even bigger by her petite size. Do you think those breasts are real Jerry or do you think that they are the artificial confections created by a plastic surgeon?"
"Artificial confections? You're turning into a silver tongued devil with women flashing you their tits. I don't know if her breasts are natural or not Don. I'm not looking," said Jerry laughing. "If I was to hazard a guess, I'd say they are real. They look real to me. Following in her daughter's footsteps, rumor has it that her mother, 58-year-old, Kris Jenner, is posing for Playboy too."
"Wow! I guess the apple doesn't fall far from the tree," said Don. "There's the pitch and the first swing is a hard hit ground ball right through the wickets of the shortstop. Kim is safe at first. Wisely Katy stayed at third. Bases loaded, no out, and walking to the plate is Halley Berry with Tyra Banks on deck. Both those women are such beautiful women," said Don. "To see them both topless raises them higher on my list of the most beautiful women in the world."
"They are indeed very beautiful Don," said Jerry dawning a pair of sunglasses and putting his head down with his hand to shade his eyes from his embarrassment.
"As a show of support, lack of support actually," said Don with a laugh. "I'm noticing that more and more women in the stands are removing their shirts and bras," said Don laughing. "There's a regular tit fest out there. I've never seen so many naked breasts in my life."
"Unlike professional wrestling where there are lots of minors in attendance, I'm just glad that the Red Sox made the rule for today's game that no one under the age of 18-years-old is admitted. I saw them checking ID's at the front gate. This isn't a baseball game for children. Actually, this isn't a baseball game at all," said Jerry laughing. "This is strictly for entertainment. This celebrity topless game is to give something back to the loyal fans watching baseball from home."
"One pitch, one swing, and it's a line drive single that shoots passed the third baseman and bounces off of the left field stands wall. Here comes Katy Perry across home plate with Jessica Simpson right behind her. Rounding the bases from first, to second, around third, and heading home with her tits bouncing wildly is Kim Kardashian. It's going to be a close play and the catcher tags her left breast but her foot is already across home plate. She's safe! Halley clears the bases with one swing of her bat," said Don.
"With the outfielder having to chase the ball down, his throw is late and everyone is safe. Three nothing, no out, and Halley Berry is standing safely on third base," said Jerry.
"Wow, with so very much to see, especially when you have four topless women running the bases at the same time, it's certainly difficult to focus on just one runner," said Don laughing.
"Yes it is difficult to focus. It's been difficult for me to concentrate on the game when there's so much else going on," said Jerry laughing. "I don't know where to look. My eyes go from the runners running the bases to the fan support of topless women in the stands. Everywhere I look, I see tits, nipples, and areolas."
"I know what you mean Jerry. Baseball has taken on a new meaning for me too. Now when I watch a game, I'll only be thinking of tits," said Don laughing. "Let me ask you this Jerry, do you think they'll ever be a game where men will run the bases naked or bottomless?"
"Nah, what are you nuts?" Jerry looked at Don as if he was crazy and/or gay. "Who wants to see naked men running the bases? If you want to see naked men, just go to the locker room after the game."
"Nah, I'm good," said Don laughing. "If I want to see a naked man, I just have to look at myself in the mirror after I shower."
"I can't believe all the topless women with us today. Jerry gave the stands a long look. "My wife would never sit in public topless."
"No doubt all of these thousands of women sitting in the stands topless would pay to see naked men running the bases and there are some men too, if you know what I mean, who'd pay to see men running the bases naked," said Don.
"Albeit a bit hung up on naked men but you make a good point there Don. With more than 10% of the population being of that sexual orientation, we have plenty of gay fans, that's for sure," said Jerry trying to get out of that segment delicately without offending anyone.
"Oh, boy, here comes my favorite busty woman to the plate, Sofia Vergara. I just love her in Modern Family," said Don. "She has big tits. Will you just look at those things? Do you watch that show Jerry?"
"I'm usually watching a ballgame or already in bed Don," said Jerry. "Other than watching baseball, I don't watch very much TV."
"She certainly does have big ones. Very impressive, very impressive," said Don. "Ball four and bouncing her big tits, Sofia jogs down to first base."
"I don't know if it's because these women are topless, but they haven't been able to get anyone out," said Jerry. "I think the Red Sox players are preoccupied staring at the celebrity women's bare breasts."
Don looked at his partner and made a face.
"You say that as if it's a bad thing Jerry," said Don laughing. "Who wouldn't stare at topless celebrities? Rather than seeing them fully dressed in movies and on TV, people paid the high admission to see these women in person run the bases topless."
"Indeed, admission prices are pretty hefty to watch today's game live here at Fenway. With bleacher seats going for $100 and grandstand seats selling at $200, I have no idea how much they charged for box seats, roof deck seats, and the green monster seats," said Jerry. "I'm betting they are charging a lot for the better seats. Looking at the crowd, it's standing room only and those patrons paid $50 just for the privilege of standing to watch the game."
"I have to say Jerry, especially with a game like this, the best seats are right here behind home plate, down the first baseline or the third baseline," said Don.
"You're right, you'll certainly get an eyeful from any of those seats," said Jerry laughing.
"Scarlett Johansson swings wildly at the first pitch. Strike one. Another wild swing at a ball nearly over her head. Strike two. The third pitch is in the dirt with her swinging. Strike three. The ball gets away from the catcher and goes all the way to the backstop," said Don. "Haley comes home and Sofia easily makes it to second while Scarlett is safe at first."
"I can't believe she swung at those pitches. They were all balls," said Jerry. "No matter, she made it to first base with still no one out."
"Let me ask you this Jerry," said Don. "Do you like big breasts?"
"No not necessarily Don. My wife, Phoebe has small breasts. To me, any more than a handful or a mouthful is a waste," said Jerry holding his hands in front of his chest as if he was feeling naked breasts while opening his mouth.
"I guess that would depend on the size of your hands and mouth," said Don with a laugh. "I have bigger hands and a bigger mouth than you do. My wife, Lisa, is averagely endowed," said Don with a chuckle. "Having never been with a big breasted women, I don't think that I could handle some of these women. They all do certainly have big tits."
"A lot of men love big breasted women," said Jerry. "If I had to pick one woman that I'd love to see running the bases topless, it would be Mimi Rogers."
"Mimi Rogers, the ex-wife of Tom Cruise before Nicole Kidman, certainly has big tits. I saw a recent video online of her from a movie that she made, aptly called, Full Body Massage, where she's receiving a massage and they show her breasts. Wow! Mimi Rogers certainly does have big breasts. Jennifer Love Hewitt is up next with Selma Hayek on deck," said Don.
"Now, I never figured Jennifer Love Hewitt for having big tits, but she sure does have big ones," said Jerry. "Selma Hayek is legendary for having the best breasts in Hollywood and from what I can see of them she certainly does have nice tits. Sorry Phoebe," he said. "I'll be in trouble when I get home. I'm just glad we only play the one game."
"Jennifer pops it up. One out. Selma steps to the plate and the first swing is a ground ball to second. Pedroia with a scoop, a tag, and a throw to first, double play!"
"Bottom of the third inning, with three Red Sox up and three Red Sox down. Game over. The celebrity women win over the Red Sox three to nothing. I didn't think that Scarlet Johansson could pitch but she pitched a no hitter."
"Granted it was only three innings and the Red Sox aren't used to hitting a ball that travels to the plate at 30 miles an hour," he said with a laugh. "Their timing was way off with them swinging and missing such slow pitches."
Joining the rest of the team to celebrate their win were Christina Hendricks, Lindsay Lohan, Heidi Klum, and Meghan Fox. Taking a bow after all thirteen women ran around the bases topless. Katy Perry, Jessica Simpson, Kim Kardashian, Halley Berry, Tyra Banks, Sofia Vergara, Scarlet Johansson, Jennifer Love Hewitt, Selma Hayek, Christina Hendricks, Lindsay Lohan, Heidi Klum, and Megan Fox were off to play another fantasy celebrity, big tit baseball game at another major league stadium. Jumping up and down topless, all thirteen women came together in a group hug to press their tits against one another and to pose for pictures. During the game the female fans showed their support by removing their tops, standing, and waving their bras over their heads to the celebrities. Definitely, fantasy, celebrity, big, tit baseball was way better than regular baseball and hopefully here to stay.
* * * * *
For the first time, MLB, major league baseball, was experiencing a good problem but in a bad way. An ongoing mystery to the teams' ownership, ticket prices were way up but surprisingly attendance was at record high levels. Standing room only, this year promised to be another banner year for baseball. A weird and unexplained phenomena, surprisingly, every time owners raised their ticket prices, instead of discouraging fans to buy tickets to games, more fans bought tickets to games. Who would have guess that? Weird, so very strange.
Now being that these major league team owners were so very successful and being that these ballplayers were so handsomely and routinely rewarded with multi-million dollar contracts and bonuses, other than giving out bobble head dolls, the ownership finally wanted to do something for the average fan. Owners and players wanted to give something back to really entertain the fans, their captive audience while watching a 4 hour ballgame. Management representing all teams called a meeting during spring training in Florida. Putting their heads together, they needed to find a viable solution, one that would reward their loyal fans with something as crazy as it would be memorable. Especially for the fans who couldn't afford the high ticket prices to watch a game in person and who faithfully watched them at home on television, the teams' ownership were finally thinking of them instead of only themselves. Team ownership focused on the problem in the way that Billy Beane devised the money ball plan that was highlighted when Brad Pitt played his character in the movie Moneyball.
In the way that the WWF did for wrestling, MLB needed something that would not only raise baseball to the next sports level but also to the next entertainment level. Ask and you shall receive, especially when throwing enough money at highly creative, highly educated, and highly talented people. Each major league's marketing team collaborated with one another to come up with a simple albeit creative idea by putting two of America's best pastimes together, baseball and sex. Baseball gets their attention but sex sells, especially in Puritanical, sexually frustrated America. With one a passive sport and the other an active activity, just as most people, most times, especially when they are young, can't get enough of baseball, they can't get enough of sex either.
* * * * *
Plagued by the same issues and problems every year with major league teams firing this coach, hiring that manager, and trading one player for another player, this year was different albeit still very much the same. For Red Sox fans, until John Henry opens up his bank vault and hires a power hitter to hit fourth after Ortiz in the vein of Ortiz and Ramirez of old and Fielder and Cabrera of the Tigers before they lost Fielder, sorry to say but the sox aren't going anywhere this year. They need someone, a designated homerun hitter, to replace their aging and slowing clutch hitter, David Ortiz.
They need a primo pitcher who can give them six solid innings each outing to keep them in the ballgame when they lose John Lester to free agency. They need another relief pitcher when 40-year-old Koji Urehara can't strike them out anymore. Having never replaced Papelbon when losing him to the Philadelphia Phillies, the Red Sox need a dominant closer. A fluke, mainly due to the adrenaline to uplift Boston after the horrible bombing at the Boston Marathon, last year was the dream team's impossible dream come true. This year is a reality take. I still like Gomes, the one in the United States flag jacket when meeting the President. He's a mad man and Pedroia, well, the total package, if only he was a bit taller, he's Mr. Baseball.
Not necessarily a Tigers fan but seeing the writing on the wall by the talented team they have, I pick the Tigers to win it all this year. My money is on them. Even after losing Prince Fielder, they are the underdog team to watch. Their fans are as loyal as Boston's fans. Yet, when watching a Tigers game, sadly and shockingly, most faces are white. Surely, these Caucasian fans don't live in Detroit nor even remotely close to Comerica Park. Where are all the brothers from the inner city?
Unemployed and disenfranchised, filling our jails and manning our military, black men and women most times can't even afford to go to a ballgame in the city that they call home. That's a shame. That's not right. That's not fair. That's just wrong. I blame the Republicans, only don't get me started on politics.
* * * * *
Even higher than the New York Yankees, the Red Sox now have the highest priced tickets in all of baseball at an average of $52 a ticket. Wow! Are you kidding me? When did that happen? No doubt, it happened by the Red Sox winning the World Series last year.
For a family of four to buy decent seats, one not in right field behind a pole, will cost $1,000 for tickets, parking, souvenirs, a program, and to have something to eat other than hotdogs and beer. Whenever complaining about inflation and when telling me how it used to be before I was born, my much older brothers wax on about the 60's. Affordable for all, they tell me about the time when bleacher seats sold for fifty cents a ticket, grandstand seats were seventy-five cents, and box seats were a dollar-fifty. Now for decent seats, you'd have to pay one-hundred dollars a ticket and even more. That's crazy money to see a ballgame. Who can afford such inflated prices to watch a ballgame? With no end in sight, when will it end?
Seriously, who has that kind of money to throw away on a baseball game? Yet, every year, I see the same season ticketholders sitting in the same seats. Don't these people have jobs? Don't these people work? Are they all independently wealthy? They'd have to be independently wealthy to afford to go to every home game and to be sitting in the best seats as they do.
How much does that cost sitting front row center behind, to the left, and to the right of home plate for 82 games out of the year? Where'd the Hell did they get the money to go to every frigging home baseball game? Just the same as Detroit, all of these season ticket holders are older, white men. With Boston a multi-racial city, where are all the black men? I wonder if these season ticket holders are even from Boston.
* * * * *
Instead of viewing baseball as a team sport, as professional wrestling has done to make itself over, major league baseball needed to do the same thing and, finally, they took the first step to do that. This year instead of thinking of themselves as sportsmen playing a sport, they thought of themselves more as in the entertainment business. Tom Warner, of the Boston Red Sox and most notably the executive producer of The Cosby Show, Rosanne, 3rd Rock from the Sun fame, and other TV programming, took the lead by contacting some of his Hollywood industry connections. They came up with an entertainment plan that would top playing ice hockey at Fenway Park and/or hiring Aerosmith to give a live concert.



It's time. The timing is right. Oh, yeah. Here we go! Look out! Yep, you know what I'm talkin' about. Just as they had the Negro league decades ago, it's time they started a new league, a better league, a sexier league, a league just for us perverts, and a league of their own.
Topless Women's Baseball is what I'm talking about. Am I right? Am I right? Tell me. Am I right? Who's with me on this? Let's see a show of hands, and for you ladies, if you don't mind, with your blouses off, let's see a show of bras held high over your head please. Ah, tits. Thank you very much. Seriously, how many of you would go to a game, no matter how much it cost, to see topless, busty celebrity women? I'd go. I'd be there every game with my camera.
Oh, yeah, forget Billy Ball, titty ball is here to stay! How many of you are in favor of titty ball? Let's see a show of hands. Wow! Look at that. That's weird. Strangely enough there are more women's hand up than there are men's hands. That's odd. Hmm, I wonder why.
"Hey, we love lesbians!"
* * * * *
"Batter up! Let's play some titty ball."
So, let me ask you this, who would be on your fantasy tit ball team? I wouldn't mind watching Katy Perry, Jessica Simpson, Kim Kardashian, Halley Berry, Tyra Banks, Sofia Vergara, Scarlet Johansson, Jennifer Love Hewitt, Selma Hayek, Christina Hendricks, Lindsay Lohan, Heidi Klum, and Meghan Fox running the bases topless. Following the bouncing ball or in their case the bouncing tits, I can just see their tits bouncing and swaying side to side as they ran. Watching them in slow motion would be like watching an Irish Spring soap commercial but with just women.
"Wow!"
Let's see a show of hands, which one of those women do you think has the best tits? I don't know. That's a tough decision. I can't decide. I'd have to see them again and again while comparing them in a tit lineup to make my final decision. Ah, so many tits and so little time. I'd have to feel them, fondle them, and suck them for me to decide which women has the best tits. Oh, yeah, those thirteen women are my fantasy titty ball, dream team.
So, who is on your dream titty ball dream team while keeping in mind, of course, albeit certainly busty enough, that Oprah and her lesbian lover, Gayle King are too old to play titty ball? Now there's a game that I wouldn't mind paying a thousand bucks to see, older busty women running the bases. Definitely, there are enough older busty woman to comprise a fantasy, celebrity tit, baseball team. With Mimi Rogers, Kim Basinger, Rachel Welch, Darrel Hanna, Sharon Stone, Jacqueline Bisset, Penelope Cruz, Angelina Jolie, Bo Derek, Demi Moore, Ann Margret, Pam Grier, Brigitte Bardot, and Angie Dickinson perhaps too old to run the bases, maybe they could just pose topless out in the outfield.
See? If the team owners gave us fans something to watch other than watching paint dry while watching a unendingly long, baseball game, we'd always come back to watch more tit ball. Who's in favor of fantasy, celebrity, big tit baseball? Who'd love to watch busty, topless women running the bases? Who would not only watch but record every game? I may be onto something here.
* * * * *
Instead of going with Playboy Bunnies, Victoria Secrets models, or strippers, adding more class to the game, major league baseball decided to go with headline, famous, female celebrities. Paying them to play three inning games so that at least all nine women would have a chance at bat, all thirty major league teams agreed to showcase the celebrities in charity games. The American League East with the Boston Red Sox, New York Yankees, Tampa Bay Rays, Toronto Blue Jays, and the Baltimore Orioles were first to have the games.
Just as fantasized in my fantasy celebrity big tit baseball game, contracts were signed and thirteen Hollywood celebrities were given one million dollars a game to play 30 games. With more celebrities wanting to play celebrity, big tit baseball, even with some willing to get breast implants to play, next year would be another successful year for MLB. The first female celebrities to play big tit baseball were, in no order, Katy Perry 32-D, Jessica Simpson 34-D, Tyra Banks 34-DD, Jennifer Love Hewitt 36-C, Selma Hayek 36-C, Halley Berry 36-C, Kim Kardashian 32-DD, Scarlett Johansson 34-DD, and with Sofia Vergara 34-C, with Christina Hendricks 38-DD, Lindsay Lohan 36-D, Heidi Klum 34-C, and Megan Fox 34-C on the bench should any one of the stars get hurt.
"Wow!"
Let's be honest. We don't care if they can't catch a popup. We don't care if they drop a fly ball in the outfield. We don't care if they have a hard time hitting the ball and strike out, we just want the catcher to miss that third strike and allow the ball to roll to the backstop for the hitter to run to first base. We just want the pitchers to walk them. We just want the topless women to get on base. We just want to watch topless, busty women run the bases.
"Wow! Double D Wow!"
We just want to watch celebrity, topless women play live titty ball. Now I want you all to get up out of your chair, walk to your windows, open your windows, stick your head outside, and yell.
"We want fantasy, celebrity, big tit baseball. We want to see big, naked tits while watching baseball!"
Now I want you all to sit at your computers and write to your professional baseball teams. Tell them that you want to watch fantasy, celebrity, big tit baseball. There's no need to thank me but if fifty million men and women write to their professional home, baseball teams, we just may get to watch fantasy, celebrity, big tit baseball.
THE END
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Dean and his three friends confess their secret, sexual fetishes to Kim in exchange for sex.
Having already opened Pandora's Box, every weekend Dean's three, horny friends, Bob, Jim, and Michael visited, not so much to visit with Dean but rather to spend time with his sexy wife, Kim. Having already seen her without her clothes for an extensive amount of time while watching her strip herself naked before she masturbated herself, they already knew what she looked like nude. After having given her a joint masturbation cum bath, seemingly they could all nearly feel what it would be like to have sex with her. Now they were all hopeful that she'd finally agree to have sex with them in a foursome gangbang while her husband watched.
With shades of them embarking on the swinging lifestyle, a new sexual beginning for their ten year marriage to thrive or survive, Dean, no doubt was curious too if Kim would do his friends while he watched. No doubt, he figured if she was willing to masturbate in front of his friends, perhaps she'd do even more. Granted it was a big step from three men watching her undress and masturbate herself to three men touching her, feeling her, and having sex with her. Yet, a double edge sword, it was a big step for Dean to open this Pandora's Box too. A man who allows his wife to give other men sexual pleasure while he watches must put his jealousy and possessiveness aside for the sake of their sexy, swinging games.
"So Kim," said Dean giving his friends a wink and a secretive thumbs up. "Being that last Saturday night was a wild Saturday night of striptease and masturbation that culminated in my friends giving you your sexual fantasy, a cum bath, I thought we'd continue down that path of eroticism to explore more of your sexuality."
As if she had no idea what he was talking about, Kim looked at her husband with feigned curiosity.
"Pardon? What do you mean Dean?"
As if she was a coy southern belle asked an inappropriate, sexual question by a potential suitor, she smiled and stared at her husband while knowing exactly what he meant, what he wanted, and what he expected her to do. A real professional, she was so adept at teasing and flashing men to get whatever it is she wanted.
"Well," said Dean. "Since my friends have already seen you naked and since you've already seen them naked, and since they've watched you masturbate while you watched them masturbate, being that they've already given you a cum bath, I thought we'd take the logical next step."
Playing her part as the innocent, loving wife, she looked at her husband with bewilderment instead of with sexual excitement. She acted as if she didn't have a clue as to what he was talking about when she already knew his whole, repetitive story, the same sexual things he's been asking her to do for years. He wanted her to have sex with his friends as her bridge to agree to participate in the swinging lifestyle. With one thing easing into the other, she knew her husband better than he knew her and sometimes even better than he knew himself.
Rather than to play games and skirt the issue any longer, encouraged by her husband and with his expressed permission, she decided that it was time to confront her having sex with other men while still married to Dean. At this rate, she wouldn't be married to him very long anyway. Michael is the one that she wanted. Michael is the one she's always secretly lusted over. Michael is the one she thought when stripping herself naked in front of Dean's friends and when masturbating herself. Michael is the one who already unloaded his cum in her mouth.
"The next step? Another words, you want me to have sex with your three friends," said Kim. "You want me to suck and fuck Bob, Jim, and Michael?" She looked from her husband to look at Bob, Jim, and Michael before returning her focus to Dean. "You want to sexually used me and erotically abuse me to have sex with other men for your sexual gratification. Is that it?"
"I wouldn't have put it that way but yes," said Dean seemingly now appearing a little uncomfortable with the slant of the conversation and no doubt with the hostility that he felt from his wife.
No doubt, what he figured before of her having sexual relations with his friends was a slam dunk was now a prickly situation that needed gentle and insightfully understanding negotiations. Something he would have no doubt preferred doing in private, she was including his friends in their discussions of sex and of having an open marriage.
"Let me see if I understand you correctly," she said playing cute. "You want me to have a gangbang and pull a train with your three friends while you sit in the passenger seat of your caboose watching and masturbating," said Kim. "Is that it? You want to take the passive role while I take the active role. You want to watch me having sex with your friends as if you're watching a porn movie? You want me to do all of the heavy lifting while you're doing all of the stroking. Is that the gist of it?"
He squirmed in his seat as if what she said was exciting him.
"That's certainly one way to put that. Ideally, yes, that's what I have in mind or you could do my friends one at a time on three different Saturdays while I watch. That's entirely up to you, Kim," said her husband. "You're the conductor of this sexy, sexual fantasy train," he said with a smile and a nervous little laugh.
Dean's three friends remained silent while watching the tennis match with Kim.
"Alas," she said. Being the drama queen she is, she putt a hand to her forehead and acted as if she had been taken sexually advantage of by a villain. "With you peeping on me and watching me strip naked while your friends all watched on the back deck, with them having already seen me naked, it seems that after last Saturday night that I've reached the point of no return," said Kim. "You didn't even have the decency to allow me to masturbate myself in private," she said feigning her embarrassment. "You needed to make my personal, sexual urges part of your sexy show," she said looking as if she was about to cry when, instead, she really wanted to laugh in his face.
She shot her husband a smug grin. Obviously accustomed to her dramatics, he rolled his eyes and sighed.
"You act as if you didn't know we were there watching you," said Dean. "Maybe in the beginning when you first walked in the bedroom, you didn't know they were there watching but you knew we were there once you started undressing. Giving us a show, you paraded around the room naked before sitting in front of the vanity mirror topless to brush your hair."
"Touché," she said. "Got me."
"I knew you knew we were all on the back deck when you didn't turn off the light before masturbating. Besides, with my three drunken comrades making enough noise to wake the dead, you'd have to be deaf not to know we were all out there watching you undressing. Then, when you started masturbating yourself, well, that was no longer my show but your show."
She remained silently reflective for a long moment while Bob, Jim, Michael, and Dean stared at her.
"So, now that we've crossed this bridge and have reached an impasse, it's either I put up or shut up. I guess there's no going back to how things used to be with me just flashing your friends my panties, bra, and cleavage with your permission and with your encouragement. Now you want it all. Now you want me to give them sex. It's not enough that you allowed them to watch me strip naked and masturbate myself, but now you want me to suck and fuck your friends," she said looking at her husband's friends before staring at her husband. "Is that it?"
Needing him to coerce her for her to use in her subsequent divorce proceedings should she decide to leave him for Michael, Kim looked at her husband hoping that he'd force her to have sex with his friends.
"In a nutshell, yes, Kimmie, that's it. As your husband and with you my wife who has taken a vow to honor and obey me, I want to watch sucking and fucking my friends while I masturbate," he said pointing a stiff index finger at her. "What's the big deal? You did allow them to give you a cum bath after all. You were all hot and bothered to do that."
As if they were negotiating a peace treaty between two combative countries, the room was deafening quiet before Kim spoke again. Only this time, instead of being combative, she was seemingly more cooperative.
"And what's in it for me?" Kim stared at her husband as if she was already bargaining her divorce settlement.
Obviously not having thought through this before, Dean suddenly appeared flustered when pressured to come up with a reason why his sexy wife should have sex with his friends.
"You may derive some sexual pleasure from having sex with my three friends. I'm hoping that they aren't selfish lovers and will give you an orgasm before you give them one," he said nodding his head to his friends.
She looked from Bob to Jim and to Michael before looking back at her husband.
"Don't worry Kim, I'm a really good pussy licker," said Jim sticking out his tongue as far down as he could while moving it around.
"Um, thank you Jim, I think," she said with a nervous laugh while rolling her eyes.
"I'd love to please you while pleasuring you," said Bob. "Definitely being with you Kim would make me a better lover."
"Thank you Bob," she said looking at Bob and smiling.
"No doubt about it. I'd make you cum," said Jim holding his hands in front of his hips and humping the air as if he was already fucking her. Usually not so crass, Jim was the definitely the most perversely perverted of Dean's three friends and not Michael. "Having never had a complaint in the sack and being that I've lusted over you for so very long, I'd definitely sexually satisfy you Kim," said Michael.
He redeemed himself when he gave her a smile that melted her heart. Suddenly looking so sexually aroused, she fanned her face with her hand.
"And, I'll take you shopping..." said Dean "...for a new wardrobe...for jewelry..."
As if she was Groucho Marx, she looked at her husband as if he had just said the magic word. Only instead of a duck coming down from the ceiling, it was a hammer that she put to his head.
"Shopping?" She shrugged her unimpressed shoulders. "I go shopping all the time for clothes, shoes, and jewelry. I don't need you to take me shopping when I already have a stack of your credit cards in my wallet," she said making a face.
"...and a new car," said Dean beaming with a smile as if he had just won the lottery.
As if she was an owl and just spotted a rat, her head quickly turned from making eyes at Michael to focus on her husband.
"A new car?"
She imagined a brand new, Mustang GT convertible in Competition Orange with Recaro seats, all the right options, and black racing stripes. She imagined cruising down the highway with her blonde hair waving in the wind as if her golden locks were a flag. If the car wasn't enough to attract attention, her sitting in the driver's seat while wearing a low cut blouse and a short skirt would be.
"Yes," said Dean suddenly looking more animated.
She looked at him as if she was a foxy agent negotiating a contract for a major league baseball player.
"Whatever car I want?"
He smiled at her no doubt knowing his sexual fantasy of his wife having sex with his three friends while he watched was about to be fulfilled.
"Within reason. So long as it's not a Ferrari, Maserati, Porsche, or a Bentley," said Dean seemingly adding up what this gangbang was going to cost him monetarily in his head.
She watched as her competition orange, Mustang GT convertible drove closer from the distance to park itself in front of her with the engine revving and the driver's door open.
"Okay, for a new car of my choice, I will have sex with the three of your friends under one condition," said Kim smiling at the four men as if she was the cat who was about to eat four canaries.
This time she looked more like a Philadelphia lawyer than she did a foxy agent negotiating a contract for a major league, baseball player.
"Condition?" Dean looked at his wife. "I have a feeling this is going to cost me big bucks. Aside from a new wardrobe, jewelry, and a new car, what's your condition? What more could you possibly want? And I'm telling you right now. I'm not buying you a house to sleep with my friends. I love this house," he said looking around the room as if looking at it for the last time.
He wrung his hands as if he was sitting in front of an IRS agent who suspected fraud and who threatened him with an audit that went back years.
"Nothing like that," she said tossing her long, blonde hair with a flick of her beautiful head. She remained silently thoughtful while looking from Dean to Bob to Jim and to Michael. "Being that I have a lot of secret, sexual fetishes," she said softly, "fetishes that even my husband doesn't know that I have," she said looking to husband to give him a sexy smile.
As if she had just told him that her mother was coming for an extended visit again, Dean looked stunned.
"Secret, sexual fetishes? You have secret, sexual fetishes? You never told me that you have secret, sexual fetishes. We've been married for ten years. What secret, sexual fetishes have you been hiding in your closet?"
Knowing his sexual preferences well, she figured with the mere mention of her secret, sexual fetishes that he'd be after her to wear her Parochial school outfit again or to rent a Nun's costume again and praying for him while on her knees.
"Precisely my point," said Kim. "Precisely my point of my one condition for me to have sex with your friends."
"Oh boy," said Bob rubbing his hands together. "I have a feeling that this is the start of something really good."
"Fetishes sound good to me," said Jim with a look of sexual excitement on his face. "Fetishes are a good place to start when beginning a new sexual relationship. I love fetishes."
"I'll have sex with the three of you while my husband watches," she said looking at each man, "if you all confess your secret, sexual fetishes and that includes you too Dean," she said pointing an accusatory finger at him. "And I know you all have sexual fetishes that you've been hiding and keeping secret."
"And what if I don't have a secret, sexual fetish to confess?" Michael looked at her with innocence.
Definitely, a man who could have any woman he wanted, including her, especially her, someone who looked like him was too good looking to harbor secret, sexual fetishes she thought.
"We all have secret, sexual fetishes to confess," said Kim. "If I have secret, sexual fetishes, I'm sure you have secret, sexual fetishes too."
"And what if I don't have a secret, sexual fetish to confess," said Michael again, this time shaking his head to add more to the credibility that he didn't have a secret, sexual fetish to confess.
"Then make one the Hell up and shut the fuck up about not having a secret, sexual fetish to confess," whispered Jim to his friend. "You're going to ruin this for everyone."
Obviously overhearing Jim whispering his warning to Michael, Kim felt compelled to address the issue at hand.
"If you don't have a secret, sexual fetish to confess, then I rescind my offer to have sex with the three of you and I won't be having sex with anyone, especially you," she said to her husband while suddenly looking sad albeit smugly smart.
"Crap," said Bob.
"Fuck," said Jim.
"That's certainly your prerogative to change your mind Kim," said Michael.
"I'd be willing to give up a brand new Mustang GT not to confess my fetishes if you won't confess your fetishes first" said Kim. "I can't confess my secret, sexual fetishes when you won't confess your fetishes Michael. I'll not have you have something over my head when I won't having anything hanging over your head."
"Com'on Michael," said Bob. "What's wrong with you? Kim will have sex with us if you confess your secret, sexual fetish. All you have to do is to air your dirty laundry in front of all of us and tell her what skeletons you have hidden in your closet. What's the big deal? We're all friends here."
"Yeah, com'on. Make something up," whispered Jim. "I'll confess my secret, sexual fetish, if you confess your secret, sexual fetish."
"I do have one secret, sexual fetish but it's personally private, one that started when I was 18-years-old and that's continued ever since," said Michael with an embarrassed look on his face. "But if you're so intent on confessing your fetish, then you go first Bob. Maybe after I hear your secret, sexual fetish I won't feel so embarrassed to confess mine."
Michael looked at Bob and Bob looked at Kim. The sexual tension in the room was palpable. Will Kim be having sex with three men or will she disappoint her husband fantasy of participating in the swinging lifestyle? Everything depended on the three men confessing their fetishes for Kim to confess her fetishes. Everything depended on Michael. If they all weren't on a level playing field with their fetishes out in the open, then she wasn't playing any sexy games with them.
"Well," said Bob putting his hands on his knees, leaning forward, and looking around at his three friends before refocusing his attention back to Kim. Looking as if he was going to be sick to his stomach, he took a big breath. "Um, my secret, sexual fetish is that I collect panties," he said looking from Jim to Michael to Dean and to Kim. "Panties. That's my secret, sexual fetish. I collect women's panties."
"Panties? You do?" Jim made a sour face and looked at his friend as if he had a sexually transmitted disease.
"Panties," said Bob nodding his head to Jim while puffing out his chest with pride. "I collect panties."
"No way!" Jim looked at Bob as if he was nuts. "Why?"
"Hey, there's no judgments here," said Kim. "I suspect we all have sexy, sexual secrets and secret, sexual fetishes that we've had for years and hidden away in our closets. Allow Bob to talk without making him feel bad. He has the floor."
"The same as Michael, my secret, sexual fetish started when I was around 18-years-old," said Bob pausing as if rethinking about what more he was about to confess on the subject. "I, um, collect women's underwear. Specifically, I collect women's panties."
"Wow! I never would have picked you for a panty collector," said Michael. When he looked at Kim, she had a stern look on her face. "Sorry. Go ahead Bob."
"Do you collect a particular brand, style, color, fabric, and/or feel of panty?" Kim smiled at Bob as if she was talking to one of her girlfriends and they were having a conversation about collecting handbags.
"Actually, I don't collect any particular brand, style, color, or fabric nor do I go by the feel of them. I, um, collect used panties. I collect soiled panties," said Bob looking down at the floor as if he was embarrassesd.
"Hold on," said Jim. "If it wasn't bad enough that you collect women's panties but now you collect soiled, women's panties, like in peed on and pooped in panties? Gross," said Jim. "What's wrong with you? What the Hell kind of sexual fetish is that. Unless the panties are Kim Kardashian's, Sofia Vergara's, or Heidi Klum's soiled panties that you could easily sell on e-Bay for big bucks, that's just nasty."
Kim gave Jim a scolding look.
"What are you thirteen-years-old Jim? Give Bob a chance to tell us his fetish," said Kim. "Remember no judgments. We're all friends here. There's no need to make anyone feel bad about having a sexual fetish."
Jim hung his head in shame.
"Sorry Bob. Go ahead and tell all of us more about your secret, dirty, pee pee, and poo poo, panty collection," said Jim with a little snicker.
Bob gave Kim a smile and Jim a hard look before continuing.
"Well, it started at my high school Prom a lifetime ago when I was 18-years-old. My first time having sex, I got lucky with my Prom date, Maureen. She allowed me to feel and touch her everywhere while kissing and kissing her. Allowing me to stick my hand down her dress to feel her tits and finger her nipples, she allowed me to go up her Prom dress to feel her pussy through her panties," said Bob. "My God, having felt tits before, feeling Maureen's pussy through her panty was my first and I was so frigging excited."



"Sorry to say, not much of a memory, all I got was a good night kiss," said Jim shaking his head.
"I didn't go to my Prom," said Michael. "I was already in the Marine Corps serving overseas."
"Then, when I moved her panties aside with my finger to finger her pussy," said Bob, "expecting her to push my hand away, I couldn't believe she wasn't stopping me. She even removed her own panties for us to have sex. The first women that allowed me to run the bases, I scored with her that night. We had sex in the backseat. We did everything. I licked her and she sucked me before we made love. Only, whether deliberately or accidentally, she left her panties behind in my car," he said falling silent as if he was recalling his Prom date with Maureen.
"This is something that you need to explain to me. I don't understand," said Jim. "How did your Prom date leave her panties behind to start you on a soiled panty fetish?" He looked at his friend while snickering.
"Now that you ask, I remember now. Being that she was my first, I asked her if I could have her panties to remember her by," said Bob.
"So, instead of collecting her panties as a fetish, you collected Maureen's panty as more of a trophy," said Michael laughing. "In the way that the American Indians collected scalps, you collected panties," said Michael making a sound as if he was an Indian on the warpath.
"I guess," said Bob. "Anyway, that night, while remembering my sexy time with Maureen and going over everything in my head, I masturbated over all that we did. It made me more sexually excited to not only hold her panties in my hand while masturbating but also to sniff them while masturbating and thinking of her. And no, they weren't stained with urine or shit," he said addressing his comment to Jim. "Okay, maybe a little vaginal secretions were on them but that was it," said Bob. "It was nothing more than her womanly scent. That was when my soiled panty fetish started."
"So lemme get this straight," said Jim making a sour face. "Your soiled panty fetish started by you accidentally obtaining your Prom date's panties and sniffing them while you masturbated? Is that it? Do I have that right?"
"Yes, that's right, but I did ask her for her panties as a souvenir and she willingly gave them to me," said Bob obviously looking more comfortable with his secret, sexual fetish conversation.
"Who else do you have in your collection, if I may ask," said Michael with a look of suspicion.
"Well, being that I was living at home and in the same house with them at the time. I have my mother's and my sister's panties," said Bob.
"Don't they lose the smell after all of these years?" Jim still looked at his friend as if he was nuts. "How do you keep them womanly fresh," he said with a laugh.
"They do lose the scent but I preserve them in a plastic bag, two plastic bags actually, I double bag them and that seems to work fairly well. Especially with them saved in the plastic bags, when I do finally open one, so long as I don't leave it open too long to allow the air to get to them, their scents are even stronger," he said. "Let me tell you. No two women smell alike. What a bloodhound must smell when on a trail, there are subtle differences in their vaginal aromas," said Bob.
"This is getting a little too creepy for me," said Dean. "I can't believe you collect women's soiled, smelly panties. I had no idea that you were into women's, soiled panties."
"Which why this is a secret, sexual fetish confession," said Kim to her husband.
"Sorry Bob. Go ahead. For the sake of you all to have sex with Kim and for the sake of me watching you having sex with my wife, please continue," said Dean with a little laugh.
"Well, over the years, whenever I went over anyone's house, I collected their panties," said Bob a little sheepishly. "Most times, their dirty panties were right there in the laundry hamper. Most times, they kept the laundry hamper in the bathroom or in the laundry room by the bathroom and I'd help myself to their panties."
"Wow," said Jim. "So lemme get this straight." He looked at his friend as would a cop look at a thief who was claiming they were innocent and didn't steal anything. "You have my wife's panties in your soiled panty collection?"
"I do," said Bob with conviction.
"And my daughter's soiled panties?"
"I waited until she was 18-years-old," said Bob in his nervous defense.
"You sick son-of-a-bitch," said Jim.
"What about my wife, Bob?" Michael looked at his friend. "Do you have her panties too?"
"I do," said Bob with renewed confidence. "I have all the panties of my wife's friends, her sisters, my sisters-in-law, mother-in-law, and a few others of women that I've had affairs with. Those women who I was intimate with, I'd ask them if I could have their panties. Most women, believe it or not are eager to surrender their panties, so long as you tell them that you want something to remember them by," said Bob with a perverse laugh.
"You're a regular Tom Jones," said Jim shaking his head and making a face. "Do you remember when the women used to throw their panties at him on stage when he was singing?"
"They did the same thing to Elvis," said Dean.
"And Tiny Tim," said Michael with a laugh.
"I don't think any woman in her right mind, other than his mother, would throw their panties at Tiny Tim," said Bob with a laugh. "If they threw anything at him, they'd throw their jockstraps at him."
"Well," said Kim reaching beneath her short skirt and removing her panties. "Here's my panties Bob to add to your soiled panty collection," she said handing him her panties. "Although I must confess, my panties aren't soiled, being that I just put them on after getting out of the shower."
"Wow! Thank you Kim," said Bob sniffing them before pocketing her panties.
"Gees, Bob, have you no shame? No sense of decency? You sniffed Kim's panties in front of all of us, especially in front of her? Gross. That's so gross," said Jim.
"So? She gave them to me," said Bob. "What did she think I'd do with them being that sniffing soiled panties are my fetish?"
"I don't know," said Jim. "I figured you'd wait until you got home before sniffing them," said Jim looking at his friend. "You're not going to start masturbating over Kim's panties right here and right now, are you?"
"No I'll save that for when I get home," said Bob with seriousness and with attitude.
"I'll get you a couple of plastic bags for you Bob," said Kim getting up to go in the kitchen.
"Thank you Kim," said Bob.
Kim returned from the kitchen and handed Bob the two plastic bags for him to safeguard the scent of her panties.
"Who's next to tell everyone what their secret, sexual fetish is?" Kim looked from Jim to Michael.
"I'll go," said Jim. "If this is what I must do to have sex with Kim, then I'll confess what my secret, sexual fetish is. But after I embarrass myself in front of everyone," he said addressing his comment to Michael. "You'd better confess your secret, sexual fetish too."
"Don't worry, I will," said Michael. "I'm not about to ruin our sexual time with Kim by not confessing my fetish. Besides, I'm dying to know what Kim's fetishes are."
To be continued...



        

  
    Phone Sex Goddess is a Real Killer
  
  Phone Sex Goddess is a Real Killer

        Man calling for phone sex makes the phone call of his life.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/phone-sex-goddess-is-a-real-killer

Title: Phone Sex Goddess is a Real Killer

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Letters & Transcripts

Description: Man calling for phone sex makes the phone call of his life.

Tags: anonymous call, heavy breathing, phone sex, telephone sex, pillow talk




Ring, ring......
"Good afternoon and welcome to my inner sanctum where the anonymous meet for sexy fun over the phone. I'm Yvonne," answered Mary, the woman on the other end of the phone with a sexy, female voice.
"Hi Yvonne," said the caller breathing heavily as if he was making an obscene call instead of wanting to have phone sex.
Yvonne was ready to hang up the phone is this guy was a weirdo. She gets a lot of weirdoes in her line of business as a phone sex operator.
"What's your name?"
Another heavy breather, with the image of Danny DeVito on her mind and on the other side of the phone, Mary picture a short, fat, bald man, someone who wasn't able to get a real girlfriend. No doubt, he was like any one of the men who have groped her on the elevator, in the subway, and/or accosted her on the street by flashing her is cock. Choosing to walk around the block instead, already, he sounded like a man that she's never enter an alleyway if she saw him standing here.
"Harry," said Jerry, his real name, the caller on the other end of the line.
Harry pictured a beautiful blonde woman with big tits and an even bigger sexual appetite.
"Hi Harry," said Mary as Yvonne in her sexiest, honey toned voice dripping with sex and promising a dialogue filled with flirty, teasing, and sexual innuendos.
"Sorry to be so personal so soon, but I need to know," he said.
"Yes? What would you like to know Harry?"
"How old are you? You sound so young," he said. "I really don't want to be talking to you if you're under 18-years-old. I may be a lot of things but I'm not a pedophile. I probably have grandchildren your age," he said.
Having gotten that reaction all of her life, everyone told her that she sounded younger when talking on the phone. A few people told her that she'd be perfect for phone sex. She had that naturally sexy voice. If only he knew how old she really was, he'd probably hang up the phone.
"I'm old enough to know better," she said with a sexy laugh. "I'm thirty-six-years-old. With my age admitted to, how old are you?"
"Definitely, I'm old enough to know better too. I'm sixty-seven-years-old," he said.
"Good," she said. "I like older men," she said pausing, "Daddy. Who would you like me to be? I can be whomever you want me to be? Tell me and don't be shy, there are no judgments here. You're free to live out your sexual fantasy. Now, who would you like me to be? Your mother? Your sister? Your aunt? Or the woman who sexually excites you and lives next door?"
"I'd prefer you to be yourself," he said."
"Okay, I can do that. I'll be myself. I'll be Yvonne," said Mary.
Not wasting any time with formalities, as if he was sitting in the back of a cab, with every minute ticking by translating to more money for this sexy ride, Harry asked her his most important question.
"What are you wearing?"
As if pressured by a not so subtle push and launched into the immediate purpose of the phone call, Mary paused in her answer. Taking her time, she wanted to keep Harry on the phone longer, as long as she could. The longer he stayed on the line, the more money she made. With the Internet killing the phone sex business with everyone online Skyping phone sex calls were few and far in between.
"Maybe I'm not wearing anything at all Harry," she said with a sexy laugh. "Maybe I'm naked," she said. "Is that what you'd like me to be? Naked? Would you like me to be naked while talking to you on the phone Harry?
Harry was breathing heavily enough to make Mary wonder if he had a medical condition. Maybe he was already sexually excited. Maybe he was just horny. Maybe with the talk of her being naked, she was making him hot already. Hoping he didn't prematurely end the call by having a premature ejaculation, with business being slow lately, she needed to keep him on the phone for more than just a couple of minutes.
"Actually, I'd prefer you to be wearing clothes, hopefully a sexy nightgown," he said. "I like sexy nightgowns. Something that's sheer and low cut enough to show your tits. I like tits. Tits are my favorite parts of a woman's body," he confessed.
Taking the time to think of what to say next, she paused in her answer. She had a live one here and she didn't want to rush the call.
"Yes, Harry, a sexy nightgown works for me too. It's as if you can see me," she said adjusting the collar of her sweatshirt. "Can you see me? Do you have a camera hooked up to your phone? How did you know that I was wearing a sheer, sexy, low cut nightgown?"
"Just a wild guess," he said with a giggle.
Seemingly pleased with himself that he believed that he guessed she was wearing a sexy nightgown in the middle of the day when instead she was wearing a sweatshirt and jeans. Not ready for bed, she was ready for work as a phone sex operator and was fully dressed.
"Shall I describe to you exactly what I'm wearing?"
Yvonne called upon her active imagination to color her lurid description. Hoping to keep him on the phone longer by setting Harry's thoughts ablaze with sex, she needed to make him interested in her for him to want to talk to her longer.
"Yes, please do," said Harry.
A positive sign, one that told her that he'd be on the phone for the long haul, the noise of his zipper was loud enough for even Yvonne to hear over the phone. Earning her living by talking to perversely perverted, and horny, albeit lonely men, she knew that he'd be masturbating to whatever she told him she was wearing. Putting more thought behind what she was going to say, she wanted to tease him without overly exciting him too soon.
"Well," she said. "I'm wearing—"
"Ow," he said.
"Harry? What's wrong?"
"I just caught my pubic hair in my zipper. Boy that hurt," he said.
"Maybe it's time for a trim," laughed Yvonne while using the excuse of him catching himself in his zipper to talk about something else other than sex, anything else other than sex. "Are you very hairy Harry?"
"I am except for my head. I'm bald," he said. "My arms, my legs, my back, and my chest, especially my chest, are all very hairy. My nickname is Chia pet," he said with a loud laugh.
With a Chia pet not a good image for her to have of him, allowing him the extra time it took for him to laugh, she laughed with him to make her time with him last a little longer. Tick, tick, tick, every second she kept him on the phone put more dollars in her pocket. If he was willing to take up nearly 30 seconds of his time laughing, she had no problem with that. Better that she laughs with him than having to talk sex to these disgusting degenerates. Yet, with her alone after being widowed, she made a buck anyway she could, even giving phone sex to perverts.
"Bald is sexy," she said. "I love rubbing a bald man's head over my naked breasts. If I were there with you now Harry, would you let me rub your head all over my big, naked tits? Would you like that?"
She watched her muted TV while waiting for him to respond. In talking about rubbing his bald head over her naked tits, even she was beginning to get horny. With her husband so sick for so long, before he died, it's been a long time since she's been intimate with a man. Moreover, with her married to the same man for more than 40 years, he was the only man she's ever been with.
"Yes, I would Yvonne. I'd love to rub my bald head over your naked breasts while feeling your tits and fingering your nipples? I love fingering a woman's nipples."
"Hmm, oh yeah baby, I'd like that too. I like having my tits fondled and my nipples fingered while kissing. Do you like to kiss Harry?"
"Yes, I like kissing, so long as I can feel a woman's breasts while kissing her," he said. "Whether through her clothes or her naked breasts, I love feeling her breasts while kissing her."
So far so good. Actually, he wasn't so bad. She's conversed with a lot worse than him.
"Me too," she said. I love kissing while a man feels my tits through my clothes. Then, when my nipples make their impression through my bra and blouse, I love it when a man slowly runs his index finger over my nipples to coax them out more. Then, when he takes my nipples between his thumb and index finger and forces them out more, that makes me so hot," she said silently yawning while rolling her eyes.
Already on the phone with him for ten minutes, she'd be making a few extra dollars to supplement her Social Security for her to buy the food she needs at Wal-Mart while giving him phone sex today. If only her friends and neighbors knew that she gave deviant men phone sex, she wondered what they'd say. She wondered what they'd think.
"Yes, of course. I love kissing and I love feeling a woman's breasts through her blouse and bra," he said pausing as if waiting for her to respond. When she didn't, he spoke. "Tell me. Speaking of tits, I'm curious to know. What size tits do you have? What bra cup size."
Always a tricky question, she's learned not to give direct answers but to fish for his preferences. Hopefully, he'll tell her what size breasts he prefers so that she can tell him that she coincidentally has the same size.
"What size breasts do you prefer?"
"I prefer a C cup. That size is not too big and not too small. To me C cup breasts are perfect. Yeah, a C cup is just right," he said. "I prefer breasts that don't sag too much. I prefer breasts that have cleavage like Loni Anderson cleavage. Do you remember her? Definitely, a C cup breast is my favorite size woman's breasts."
"Well, you're in luck Harry because I'm a C cup, a 36C, just like Marilyn Monroe," said Mary running her hand over her A cup breasts while fingering her nipples. She put a hand beneath her sweatshirt and beneath her bra to feel her small breasts while fingering her nipples.
"Wow, just like Marilyn Monroe," said Harry.
"I've been a C cup since I developed breasts," she said. "Of course I remember Loni Anderson," she said when she didn't have a clue who Loni Anderson was. "I've been told that I have breasts just like Loni Anderson."
"No kidding. Wow! What are the odds that I'd get a woman on the phone who has breasts just like Loni Anderson. Most people don't even know who she is but she was married to Burt Reynolds after she was on that TV situation comedy, WKRP Cincinnati. I loved that show. I loved watching her sashaying around the office."
"That was my favorite TV show too," she said even though she never watched it. With her nose always in a book, Mary would rather read than watch TV.
"Wow! So, if you have tits like Loni Anderson's, you must have cleavage like her cleavage too," he said excitedly.
"I do. I have a long line of cleavage," she said raising her sweatshirt and bra to look at her sad, prune like breasts that possessed no cleavage at all.
"This is so exciting for me to be talking to a woman who has tits like Loni Anderson. I like women who have big nipples too," he said. "If I'm not being too personal, tell me, do you have big nipples Yvonne?
"No, you're not being too personal at all. As matter of fact I do have big nipples, Harry. I have the kind of nipples that after you sucked them, they make a sound like a cork being pulled from a champagne bottle when you pull them from your mouth. I swear, it's as if you can see me right through this phone for you to already know so very much about me."
"I only wish I could see you through the phone," said Harry. "Then, I could watch you sitting there in your sexy nightgown. Do you have Skype?"
"I don't have a computer and even if I did, I'm not allowed to talk to you over the computer or to meet you," she said.
"Oh," he said. "Of course. That makes sense."
"You know Harry, speaking of hair, being that we were talking about hair before we got sidetrack to talking about tits and nipples, I'll never understand why some women don't like men hairy men," he said.
"Born with a lot of hair, there's nothing I can do about having hair," he said with a little laugh.
"Being that you have so much hair all over your naked body, maybe I should call you hairy instead of Harry or hairy Harry," she said with a laugh.
"That's funny," said Harry.
"How would you like that my little Chia pet? How would you like for me to call you hairy Harry?" She laughed knowing that her laugh would make him laugh and it did. Easing some of the tension in talking to a man like Harry, she'd rather be laughing than talking dirty. "Would you like that? Would you like for me to call you hairy Harry?"
"So long as you continue to talk to me, I'd like for you to call me anything Yvonne," he said.
"Being that I'm a phone sex operator, I feel the same way about you. I'd like you to call me anything, so long as you called me," she said with a sexy laugh.
"Now that I know who you are, the next time I call, I'll make sure to ask for you," said Harry.
"Thank you Harry. I'd like that," said Yvonne.
"Me more than you, I dare say," said Harry with a nervous, little laugh.
"Getting back to hair, hair is such a turn on for me," said Yvonne. "Curling it with my fingers and feeling it between my toes even, I love the feel of a man's chest hair. I love exploring the rest of my man's body to see and to feel all of his hair everywhere, if you know what I mean," she said with a dirty laugh. Unbuttoning and unzipping her jeans, she stuck her sexually aroused hand down inside of her panties.
"I'd like that," he said. "I'd like for you to explore my hairy, naked body.
"Actually, not to be too forward too soon, and I hope you won't think that I'm a slut," she said pausing while waiting for him to tell her that he didn't think she was a slut.
"A slut? You? Heavens no. No, I'd never think you were a slut Yvonne. Go ahead. Finish what you were about to say," said Harry acting the gentleman that he's not.
"This may sound odd to you being that you're a man but..." she said purposely pausing her response.
"Yes. What? Tell me Yvonne what may sound odd to me being that I'm a man," he said.
"Don't laugh," she said prolonging the conversation.
"I won't laugh. I promise," said Harry.
"I like a man's pubic hair tickling my nose while I'm sucking his cock. I fancy that," she said fingering her pussy while imagining sucking his cock.
"Oh, my God, Yvonne. I'd love to tickle your fancy, if you know what I mean," he said with a dirty laugh. "I'd love for my pubic hair to tickle your nose while you sucked my cock," said Harry pausing, no doubt, to digest all that was just said. "Tell me Yvonne and you don't have to answer if I'm being too personal but have you sucked a lot of cocks?"
"I've sucked my fair share," she said teasing him when the only cock she ever sucked was her husband's cock.
Now that he was dead and buried, she wished she had given him his sexual fantasy by allowing him to cum in her mouth instead of only on her tits. Only, she couldn't imagine him shooting his spunk in her mouth. She's be sick if he did.
"Tell me if I'm being too aggressive and/or saying something inappropriate but," he paused. He was breathing heavy again while shaking the phone in his horny hand. Obviously, he was masturbating over what he was about to ask her. "Do you allow men to cum in your mouth or just on your tits?"
"Oh, Harry, you naughty man," she said with a laugh. "It's not really a blowjob if they don't cum in my mouth Harry," she said putting enough sexual meaning behind her words in the way that she enunciated blowjob and prolonged the pronunciation of cum for him to believe that she really was a skilled cocksucker.
"Tell me this then. I'm curious to know," he said.
"Yes, you may ask me whatever you want. I'm your woman for the time we are talking on the phone," she said no doubt making him feel that they had more of a relationship, a special relationship.
"Do you swallow or do you spit after a man ejaculates his seed in your mouth?"
"I swallow. Of course I swallow," said Yvonne. "As I said before, not only wouldn't it be a blowjob if a man didn't cum in my mouth but also it wouldn't be much of a blowjob if I didn't swallow his warm, oozy load of cum."
In the way she slowed her speech to enunciate her words, she could tell by his breathing and by the phone shaking that he was masturbating to all that she said. She was sad to think that her life has come to this. A sixty-three- year-old woman pretending she's younger and sexually promiscuous enough to give a lonely, perverted, old man phone sex. What happened to her life? She thought she'd be living the good life once her husband retired but he died. She never expected him to die so soon. Now with her children grown and living their lives out of state, she's alone but for her phone and her phone sex customers.
"Wow," said Harry stroking himself, no doubt to the vision of her blowing him, him cumming in her mouth, and her swallowing.
"Do you have a lot of chest hair Harry?"
"Chest hair? Sorry, it's difficult from me to make the transition from the thoughts of you sucking my cock, me cumming in your mouth, you swallowing me, to talking about chest hair," he said with a laugh.
"Well stay with me Harry. We've already digressed. We're talking about chest hair now," she said with a laugh. "Being that I'm a Gemini, I've been known to go from subject to subject without pausing to insert a transition."
"Yeah, I've got a lot of chest hair and the rest of my body is covered with lots of hair too," he said. "Tell me more about what you're wearing? What color nightgown are you wearing? Is it short? Low cut? Is it sheer enough to see through?"
"My, my Harry, you're a little impatient. You can't wait to get me naked to explore my body. I guess time is money," she said with a giggle. "I thought we might get to know a little more about one another before we start getting too sexy, but here we go. I'm wearing a short, blue, sheer, nearly see through negligee with a white ribbon that ties just underneath my large breasts. Do you want more?"
"God, yes, I'm stroking myself now while thinking of you wearing your short, blue, sexy, see through negligee, so keep going and don't leave out any details."
"Under my negligee is a pair of matching baby doll, bikini panties that has a white ribbon bow just above my pussy," she said rubbing her clit while fingering herself.
"Oh, my God, Yvonne. I hope you don't walk around like that without wearing a robe? Everyone can see your nearly naked body. Unless you're an exhibitionist and don't care who sees your nearly, naked body."
"Yes, actually, I am a bit of an exhibitionist. Truth be told, I'm a bit of a slut. I like showing my body off to men," said Mary, a part-time school librarian.
"Tell me this then," he said.
"What? What would you like me to tell you?" She inserted her words to not only compliment his but also to prolong the conversation. "What would you like to know?"
"Do you answer the door in your sexy nightgown with your tits and nipples showing through your sexy nightgown?"
"I do. I forgot to tell you that you can not only see through my nightie but also you can see through my panties too because they're made of the sheerest material. I'm sure that every man who has come to my door has not only seen my nipples but also my pubic hair. I also have on thigh-high stockings that match my nightgown and bikini panties with ribbons at the top of my thighs."
"Oh, my, you naughty, dirty girl allowing men to see you in your sheer nightgown," he said concentrating more on her exposing herself to other men than he was on her thigh-high stockings.
"As if I'm Angie Dickinson of old, would you like me to peel my stockings slowing down my legs? If I bend over to do that, you'll get a great view of my C cup breasts and will probably see my pink areoles and nipples. If you're standing behind me, you'll see my panty clad ass and pussy," she said.
"Wow," he said.



"Would you remove my stockings? Would you like for me to do that for you now?"
"Yes, yes, please don't make me talk. You do all the talking. Okay," he said mixed with grunting, gasping, wheezing, and moaning. "Okay? You're doing great. Just keep going, okay? Please don't stop. I'm getting ready to cum."
"Okay," she said slowing her conversation to make him last longer. Not wanting the call to end, she knew that as soon as he ejaculated, their conversation would be over. "I'm bending over now and removing my stockings. Look, Harry, you can see my breasts. My big tits are practically falling out of my nightgown, they are as heavy as they are firm. In the way that my tits are practically falling out of my nightgown, imagine Loni Anderson's tits falling out of her nightgown.
"God, oh God," he said. "Yes, yes, I can just see Loni Anderson's tits falling out of her nightgown. That Burt Reynolds was one lucky bastard."
"Do me a favor and suck my tits Harry. Please suck my nipples. Pretend that you're here with me now sucking my tits while fondling my big breasts and fingering my nipples," said Mary as Yvonne as she fingered her nipples while imagining Harry sucking them.
"Oh, my God."
"Harry, I'm getting wet just thinking of you sucking and licking my breasts, but what I really want is for you to lick and suck my pussy too before your prod me with your hard, hairy cock and fuck me real good." Mary fingered her pussy. Rubbing her clit faster, she fingered her pussy deeper. "Will you fuck me good and hard Harry? Will you make me cum? After you fuck me, will you let me suck your cock? Please may I suck your cock Harry? Only, you must promise me one thing Harry?"
"What's that Yvonne? What do you want me to promise you? Anything, I'll promise you anything," said Harry breathlessly.
"Will you promise to cum in my mouth so that I can swallow you?"
"Yes, yes, oh God yes. I promise to cum in your mouth after I lick you and fuck you. I'll suck you anywhere and will lick you everywhere you want, just keep going 'cause I'm almost there. God, help me! I'm so close."
"Okay, Harry, let's keep you going so that you can cum real good."
"Okay," he said.
"I'm untying my nightie bow and letting my breasts fall free so that you can have your wicked sexual way with them. Come closer Harry and touch and fondle my tits. Pretend my tits are Loni Anderson's tits. Suck and nibble on my nipples. Go ahead, don't be afraid to bite my nipples. I like when you do that. Oh... Harry, that feels so good. I love it when you suck my big nipples. Don't stop. Baby. Yes, that's it. Suck them. Bite them,"
"Gees, Yvonne, you're going to make me cum. You know all the right things to say to me. You are the best phone sex operator I've ever had," he said.
"Make me your woman Harry. Make me your bitch. Make me your sexual slave. Make me do all the dirty, sexy, and nasty things that you imagine doing to a woman. I'm yours to pleasure you and to sexually satisfy you."
"Oh, God."
"Reach down and cup my pussy through my panties while you're feeling, fondling, and sucking my tits," said Yvonne.
"Tell me. I forgot to ask you and I need to know to imagine you naked. What color hair do you have?"
"You tell me, you're the clairvoyant," she said slowing the conversation to make the call last longer. The last thing she wanted was for him to cum.
"Blonde, I like blondes," he said.
"It's as if you can see me Harry," she said pushing back her mousey brown hair with her hand. "How did you know that I'm a blonde?"
"Are you a natural blonde?"
"Yes. I was born a blonde," she said. "Tell me, do you like bald, trimmed, or bushy pussies?"
"Trimmed, I like blonde, trimmed pussies," he said.
"If you were here, you'd see that my blonde pussy is trimmed," she said rubbing her bushy, dark brown pussy. "Now do me a favor Harry."
"Favor? What favor? I'll do anything you ask," said Harry. "Just ask me. Right now, I'm the one who's your sexual slave."
"Remove my panties with your lips and teeth very slowly, not too fast now, and don't forget to trace my pussy slit while fingering my pussy as you're pulling. You need to coax open my pussy lips by making me wetter and slipperier," said Yvonne.
"Jesus. I'm removing your panties with my teeth. I'm touching you with my finger. God, you're already so wet Yvonne. I'm rubbing your clit with one finger and pushing my other finger inside of your pussy. Do you feel that?"
"I do," whispered Yvonne as if she was cumming too, instead of watching Dr. Oz on TV with the sound down.
"Lick me Harry. Lick me. Stick your tongue in my hole," she said.
"I'm licking you. You're so sugary sweet and thick like syrup. I love licking your pussy Yvonne. I can't wait to fuck your pussy. I can't wait for you to suck my cock. I can't wait to cum in your mouth and to watch you swallow my cum," he said.
"God, you're really good at this Harry. You're going to make me cum," she said sighing and rolling her eyes. "You must have had a lot of women to be so sexually experienced for a woman to cum just by your sexy words."
"I have, I've had lots of women, not in person, but on the phone," said Harry with sexual excitement as if he was very proud of his achievement in seemingly being so skilled at phone sex.
"I'm really hot, wet, and slippery now. Now that I'm almost ready for you, I want you to mount me soon baby, but you must promise to lick me first. I wouldn't want you to break your promise, now would I? Would you lick me and finger fuck me before you cum Harry? I need to cum too," said Mary rubbing her clit faster and fingering her pussy deeper. "Only, there may not be time for that. You sound like you're going to cum now," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Grunt, gasp, moan," said Harry with lots of heavy breathing. "I can't lick you. Not now. Sorry. Too late. God, god... fuck... shit... I'm cumming. I'm cumming now," said Harry making loud guttural screams and then there was silence.
Yvonne waited for him to return to the phone. Figuring he was going for a tissue and/or to clean himself up, she hoped he'd take his sweet time. So long as he was still on the phone, even if he wasn't there talking, she was making money and she'd be making a goodly amount with this one call. She'd earn enough money to buy a week of groceries at Wal-Mart. After a while with him not returning, she was concerned.
"Harry? Hello? Harry? Are you done? Did you cum? What are you doing? Where are you? Earth to Harry. Hello? Did you forget about me?"
Silence.
"Harry, can you hear me? Harry!"
Deafening silence. Yvonne didn't hang up her phone. Allowing the minutes to continue to register, hours later, his credit card was charged $5,300 and didn't stop until he surpassed his credit card limit.
Harry was found dead with the phone lying next to him on the floor. With the Goddess of phone sex causing him to have a massive heart attack, the phone sex killed him because, obviously, it was the best he'd ever had. Harry was 67 year's old and would have loved that he died having an orgasm. What a stud! Rest in peace Harry.
Yvonne is a phone sex savant. Call her at 1-888-Cum-Talk. Have the sexual experience of a lifetime. Oh and Yvonne promises to take it easy on you. She promises not to kill you too. She needs paying customers, not dead ones.
The End
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*
Albert hypnotizes his sexy sister and his MILF of a mother when she walks in unexpectedly.
"After I suck your cock Albert, after you lick my pussy and make me cum, and after you make brotherly love to me, will you give me my sexual fantasy? Please?"
Smiling while giving him a sexy look, Emma looked up at him with her big, brown eyes. Being that she was a virgin not that long ago, yesterday actually, he never figured her for having a sexual fantasy. Batting her long eyelashes at him while continuing to smile up at him, he'd give her anything she asked, especially her sexual fantasy, whatever it is.
"Yes, of course, whatever your sexual fantasy is, I will gladly give that to you," he said gently touching the top of her head as if he was a priest and she was one of his parishioners kneeling in front of him. "Tell me. What's your sexual fantasy?"
He imagined her sexual fantasy being something mildly forbidden by a 19-year-old woman who was a virgin as of yesterday. Perhaps her sexual fantasy was him holding her in bed naked while spooning and cuddling her. Definitely, when making love to her before fucking her, he'd be doing much more than that to her. Maybe after they've had sexual intercourse, he'd satisfy her sexual fantasy of being spooned and cuddled by holding her during their afterglow of having sex.
Maybe her sexual fantasy was much more innocent than that. Maybe she wanted him to talk dirty to her. He'd like that. He loved talking dirty while in bed naked. Pillow talk is always fun. Especially when having pillow talk with his sexy sister. Being that they were both already naked, he couldn't imagine what more of a sexual fantasy she'd have.
"I want you to give me a cum bath," she said looking up at him as if she was asking for perfume her birthday or a pretty blouse for Christmas.
So matter of fact, she wanted him to cum all over her. As if she threw a glass of water in his face, he couldn't believe his almost a virgin, 19-year-old sister even knew what a cum bath was never mind wanted one as the fulfillment of her sexual fantasy. He couldn't believe his ears. When all he yearned was to see his sister naked before having incestuous sex with her, she was one step ahead of him in her sexual fantasy.
She wanted a cum bath. She wanted him, her brother, to give her, his sister, a cum bath. Wow! Unless he was having sex with her and with her mother, incestuous sex doesn't get any better than him giving Emma a cum bath.
"Seriously? A cum bath? You want me to give you a cum bath? That's your sexual fantasy?"
If that wasn't enough of a shocking request, to hear her elaborate on him giving her a cum bath made him realize that him giving her a cum bath was more than just a sexual fantasy for her. Him giving her a cum bath was something she was lusting to have in the way that he was lusting to see her naked before having his wicked, sexual way with her. Obviously, him giving her a cum bath was something that she's been thinking about long and hard. Perhaps in the way that he's been thinking long and hard about seeing her naked and having sex with his sexy sister, she's been thinking about her brother cumming all over her naked body.
"Yes, you giving me a cum bath is my sexual fantasy. Bathing in your cum and dripping with your cum, I want to be covered with your cum. I want to be awashed with your cum," she said putting her hands beneath her chin, blinking her eyelids really fast, and swooning by the obvious thoughts of him cumming all over her pretty face.
"Okay, I can do that," he said.
"I want you to make me your submissive bitch," she said nodding her head. I want to be your sexual slave," she said nodding her head again and this time with more purpose as if she was answering yes to her own question.
"Okay, I can do that too," he said getting a little bit nervous by her sexual aggressiveness.
My God, what has he done? Who has he created? In a mere 24 hours, she's gone from being his sexy sister who he's lusted over and who couldn't be hypnotize, to being his sister kneeing in front of him naked after he hypnotized her. She's gone from an innocent virgin to a whore who not only willingly, albeit hypnotically, wants to have sex with him but also wants him to give her a cum bath.
He looked down upon her kneeing in front of him naked. Smiling up at him without having a shred of modesty, it sexually excited him to look at her in this vulnerable position. He couldn't help from staring at her naked breasts. She had beautiful tits. A sight he's been longing to see, here she was in all of her splendid glory. Naked, naked, naked, his sister was finally naked.
As if he was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy while masturbating, he was unable to wrap his brain around her having such a sexual transformation in such a short period of time. He couldn't believe that sweet, innocent Emma not only willingly wanted to suck his cock and would allow him to cum in her mouth but she also wanted him to give her a cum bath too? With him giving her a cum bath his sexual fantasy, he was surprised that him giving her a cum bath was his sister's sexual fantasy too.
He couldn't believe it. How could he disappoint his sister by not giving her what she wanted when what she wanted was what he wanted too? After they've had sex and after he's gotten all that he wants from her sexually, he'd be happy to give her a cum bath.
If she wants to be covered in his cum, he'd be happy to accommodate her. She wanted him to make her his submissive bitch. She wanted him to make her his sexual slave. Nothing could possibly top this sexual fantasy request, he'd be happy to use and abuse her sexually. He'd be happy to make her his sexual slave. Being the good brother that he is, he'd be happy to comply with his sister's sexual fantasy and give her a cum bath too. He'd love nothing more than to make her happy by making her his submissive bitch and his sexual slave after covering her with his cum. Being that she's family, it's the least that he could do for her.
* * * * *
As he has imagined her doing in his most erotic dreams and in his hottest sexual fantasies of her while masturbating over her having sex with him, he watched his sexy sister staring up at him while she was poised before him on her knees. An image he'll never forget as long as he lives and will masturbate over for the rest of his life, he couldn't count how many times he's had this very sexual fantasy of his sexy sister poised there in that way. With his sister on her knees and naked and about to take him in her mouth to suck him, as if he was dreaming her blowing him, he couldn't believe this was really happening.
Surprised by her arousing dexterity, as if she was skilled at giving hand jobs, he watched her expertly fondle his penis with her long, slender, manicured fingers. Without doubt, he knew that his and Brad's cock weren't the first cocks she's held in her soft, little hand. Now he wondered if that's how she saved her virginity by giving hand jobs and maybe even blowjobs to men rather than having their fuck her in the backseat of their cars in the way all of her friends lost their virginity as soon as they turned 18-years-old.
Interesting enough and fun to speculate about, maybe Brad's cock wasn't the first cock that Emma has sucked. Maybe having sucked a multitude of young men once she became legal at 18-years-old, having been sucking cock for more than a year now, maybe his sexy sister is a skilled cocksucker. Maybe him giving her a cum bath wasn't the first cum bath she's had.
Kissing his cock and licking his stiff prick while slowly stroking his dick, she stared up at him while teasing his penis with her tongue. Definitely, she wasn't acting like any virgin that he ever knew giving only her second blowjob. With her yet to suck his cock, with all of the foreplay leading up to her blowing him, she was giving him the best blowjob he's ever had, right up there with the blowjob his mother gave him yesterday.
Definitely in the way that she's handling his prick, she's sucked lots of cocks before. No matter if she was a virgin, a slut, or a whore, she was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was his sister and he loved her like no brother should ever love his sister.
"You have a beautiful cock Albert," she said staring at his prick while continuing to stroke his cock, kiss his cock, and lick his cock as she stared up at him.
"Thank you Emma. And you have a beautiful mouth," he said while reaching down to trace her lips with his finger.
She took his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking his engorged prick. In the way that she so exuberantly sucked his finger was so sexually arousing. Then, releasing his finger, she moved his cock to her lips while still staring up at him. As if daring him to watch her suck him, she never removed her eyes from his. As if she was as aroused looking up at him as he was aroused looking down at her, he couldn't wait to know what it was like to receive a blowjob from his sister. He couldn't wait to feel that warm, wet sensation of his prick buried in his sister's mouth.
The fact that she was on her knees and staring up at him with his hard, hairy cock touching her lips and tongue was totally sexually arousing. He couldn't wait for her to take him in her mouth. He couldn't wait to see his cock buried in her mouth while she stared up at him. He couldn't wait to put a gentle hand to the back of her head while humping her mouth and fucking her face.
"I'm glad you like my mouth," she said with a laugh. "I know why you like my mouth," she said continuing to kiss and lick his cock.
"You are so very beautiful Emma," he said stroking the side of her head from her hair down to her chin before reaching down to cup her firm breast in his hand while slowly sliding his finger across her nipple.
Then, as if he willed it to happen while imagining it happening, he held his breath when she opened her mouth and took his erect cock past her lips. As if it was all happening in slow motion, he watched her bring his prick close to her lips before the head of his cock disappeared inside of her mouth. His sexy, sexual, incestuous fantasy come true, his cock was in his sister's mouth.
Wasting no time while staring up at her brother with her big, brown, beautiful eyes, he couldn't believe that his sister had his cock in her mouth. She wrapped her hand around his cock and took him inside of her mouth. As if it was all a dream, even with him looking down at her and her looking up at him, he couldn't believe that his cock was in her mouth. Always just a sexual fantasy before, never did he ever think this would happen. If it wasn't for that fateful day when he saw that infomercial for hypnotism, he wouldn't be standing here naked now with his naked sister and with his cock in her mouth and with her sucking him.
Her mouth was so warm and so wet. He could feel her tongue twirling around his prick before licking the head of his cock. Then, as if she's done this many times before, she started sucking him while stroking him. She was stroking him faster while sucking him deeper. She was sucking him. She was really sucking his cock while stroking him harder and faster.
It was obvious to him that she wanted him to cum in her mouth as much as he wanted to cum in her mouth. In all the dreams and sexual fantasies he's had of his sister giving him oral sex, he never imagined that her sucking him could feel this good. Unable to wrap his brain around what he was seeing and what she was expertly doing, he couldn't believe that Emma was finally blowing him.
"After you cum in my mouth Albert," she removed his cock from her mouth to speak. "Don't forget to save some cum for you to give me a cum bath. I'd love for you to cum all over my face," she said reinserting his cock in her sexy mouth to suck him again.
She stared up at him with his cock buried in her mouth and smiled. She looked to be having as good of a time sucking his cock as he was having a good time with her sucking his cock. Making all of those slurping, cock sucking sounds that all men love to hear to know that the woman is enjoying sucking their cock as much as he's enjoying having her suck his cock, she was a real cock sucking professional.
How did she get so good at sucking cock when she's only 19-years-old? Going down the long list of young men she's dated, he wondered how many cocks she's sucked. Maybe that's something they can discuss when they're having pillow talk.
"Don't worry. I won't forget. I'm looking forward to giving you a cum bath Emma," he said with a dirty laugh.
Hoping that she didn't awaken from her hypnotic trance, once she took his cock in her mouth again after reminding him to give her a cum bath, he hoped that she'd remain under his spell long enough for her to suck him to completion. So wanting to cum in her mouth, he wanted nothing better than to give her what she so wanted, her erotic, sexual fantasy of him giving her a cum bath. Once he ejaculated in her mouth, he'll pull out his cock and ejaculate the rest of his cum all over his sister's pretty face and beautiful breasts. A special sexual fantasy that he never thought would ever happen, he couldn't wait to see Emma kneeling there with his cum dripping from her face. He imagined his cum in her black, lush hair, covering her big, brown eyes, and dripping from her cute, little nose before running down her chin and collecting on her naked breasts.
Putting a gentle hand to the back of her pretty head, he reached his other hand down to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples. Just like their mother, she had amazing tits. The more he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples, the more sexually excited they became. Slowly and gently humping her mouth, he fucked her face while thinking about Brad doing the same to her in his car. With her stroking him harder and faster and with her sucking him longer and deeper, she was really getting into sucking him now.
It wouldn't be very long before he'd be exploding a huge volume of cum in her mouth and ejaculating a second load all over her face. What a blowjob, such an incredible suck job, no woman has ever given him such sexual, oral pleasure in the way that his sexy sister was giving him now. He couldn't wait to give Emma the sexual fantasy that she so wanted.
"Emma! Albert! What are you to doing? Oh my God. You're both naked. What's going on here? You were having sex weren't you? How dare you suck your brother? Get up off your knees this instant," said Linda to her daughter while staring down at Albert's erect prick. "How dare you take sexual advantage of your sister? How dare you have incestuous sex with one another? Catching you two in the act, it's a good thing that I forgot my phone and had to return home for it."
* * * * *
Not reacting to and/or obeying her mother's words, she only responded to Albert. Yet, as if his mother had pulled a battery pack from out of her daughter, Emma remained motionless on her knees with her head down. Thinking fast, Albert pulled out the shiny, magic eye, metal medallion on a shiny, silver chain from his pocket. Swaying it back and forth in front of his mother's face, he hypnotized her again. With her having already been hypnotized, it didn't take him very long to hypnotize her again.
"You're getting very sleepy Linda. You're so sleepy that you can no longer keep your eyes open. Sleep Linda, sleep," said Albert watching his mother's chin fall to her chest.
Then, making sure that Emma was hypnotized too, he reached beneath her chin to raise it and swayed his shiny, magic eye, metal medallion on a shiny, silver chain in front of her eyes too.
"You're getting very sleepy Emma. You're so sleepy that you can no longer keep your eyes open. Sleep Emma, sleep," said Albert watching his mother's chin fall to her chest.
He left his sleeping sister for a moment to focus on his sleeping mother.
"When I snap my fingers Linda, you will awaken refreshed and relaxed. Then, when I say the word, Beetlejuice, you will strip yourself naked. Once naked, you will take me in your bedroom with your daughter and the three of us will have sex. You will be just as sexually excited to have sex with me as you will be to have sex with your daughter," he said whispering the last part in her ear.
Excited about seeing his MILF of a mother naked again, he momentarily left his sleeping mother to focus on his sleeping sister.
"When I snap my fingers Emma, you will awaken refreshed and relaxed. Then, when I say the word, Beetlejuice, you will watch mother strip herself naked. Once she's naked, you will follow her to her bedroom where the three of us will have sex. You will be just as sexually excited to have sex with me as you will be to have sex with your mother," he said whispering the last part in her ear.
Albert snapped his fingers in his mother's ear before turning to his sister to snap his finger in her ear. As if they were awakened from a long sleep in space, they looked refreshed and relaxed.
"Beetlejuice," said Albert to his mother. "Beetlejuice," said Albert to his sister.
As if she was undressing alone in her bedroom, he watched his mother unbutton her blouse. Emma looked at their mother with as much sexual anticipation as he had. With Emma still on her knees, he watched his sister fingering her nipples while watching their mother undress. Taking advantage of the moment, he pulled his sister up to him and put her hand on his cock while he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples as they watched their mother stripping herself naked.
They watched their mother remove her blouse, fold it, and lay it upon his bed. Then, unbuttoning and unzipping her skirt, she stepped out of it. Dressed only in her panties and bra, wasting no time undressing, she reached around behind her to unhook her bra. As if she was a stripper on stage, she lowered her bra straps and removed her bra cups to show her big, beautiful breasts to her son and daughter. Emma stared at her mother's tits in the same way that Albert was staring at them. Then, with a thumb tucked in her panty, she slid it down and off to expose her black, bushy bush to her children. Naked, naked, naked, Linda stood before her children naked.
"Let's go to my room," said Linda. "Shall we?"
THE END
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"Look in my eyes. You are getting sleepy. Close your eyes and sleep, sleep, sleep."
John Bonn was the Don Juan of hypnotism and hypnotic suggestion. Something that, no doubt, every man wishes that he could do, he hypnotized women for sex. He hypnotized women to voluntarily and willingly strip themselves naked. He hypnotized women so that he could have their wicked, sexual way without them having any memory of what he did to them and all that they did to him.
"Look in my eyes. You are getting very sleepy. Close your eyes and sleep, sleep, sleep."
He imagined himself being able to have sex with that one, two, a dozen, or a hundred women that he's always lusted over. Once he learned how to hypnotize women, he could have sex with any woman any time. Helping people to lose weight, lessen pain, and/or to stop smoking, hypnotism is a powerful medical tool when used in the right hands by a licensed, medical professional. When used in the wrong hands, John was a modern day Ted Bundy or John Wayne Gacy but without the trail of dead bodies. If there was a trail of anything, there was a trail of discarded clothes and willingly removed panties and bras.
"Get naked, naked, naked. Take off your blouse. And your bra. Now remove your skirt...and your panties."
His real surname once was and would have been John Von Bonn but an ignorant clerk at the infamous Castle Garden, before Ellis Island, dropped the Von when his family migrated from Germany in the early 1880's. Blessed with the good looks of his German father, Franz, and his tall, beautiful, Norwegian mother, Hilda, he had the beautiful, long, thick, blonde hair of Robert Redford and the big, blue, piercing eyes of Paul Newman. With his rosy complexion and rugged good looks, a man's man, a manly man, and a macho man, although he looked like a 6'2" angel without wings in a man's muscular body, when it came to women, he had the black heart of a Devil.
"Now get on your knees and take me in your mouth. That's right stroke me while sucking me. Suck me like you love me."
Someone who looked as good as he did didn't need hypnotism to remove the panties and bras from women but, rather, wanting to do without the conversation, the commitments, and the complications, hypnosis was his perfect answer to bedding women without all of the repercussions of having a love relationship. Even before he learned how to hypnotize women, popular with the opposite sex and already successful with bedding women, women adored him. Short, tall, fat, thin, young, or old, what was not to adore?
"Have you met John Bon? He's so cute. He's so sexy," they'd all say. "I'd do him if I could."
He was as handsome as he was charming and as intelligent as he was witty. Alas, his downfall, and his reason why he took sexual advantage of women by hypnotizing them to give them hypnotic, sexual suggestions, he was as perversely perverted as he was good looking. Seeing him as a good guy and a find catch, women weren't aware that he was the Devil in disguise of an angel. In the way that those victims never saw Ted Bundy coming, they'd never perceive him as the sexual pervert that he was.
* * * * *
Much in the way of the real Don Juan of old, the Marquis de Sade, or any Hollywood leading man who sexually used and emotionally abused women, he had a real problem with sex. With drugs and alcohol going hand in hand with having sex with women when meeting them for the first time, John didn't need drugs and/or alcohol to have sex with women. If his good looks weren't enough, he had hypnotism. He had hypnotic suggestions. He had control of their sub-conscious minds.
"Look me in the eyes. You want me. You need me. You must have sex with me."
With a cock as hard and as big as was his sex drive and with him having a voracious, sexual appetite in wanting to bed so very many different women, he couldn't get enough of having sex with women. Women, women, women, he loved bedding different women. With him going from one woman to another, who wouldn't take sexual advantage of women when it was so easy to get them naked and in bed? Being that he was so nice, so kind, so intelligent, and so funny, women would never think ill of him. They'd never think that he was only after one thing and that being to have sex with their hypnotized bodies. Not in a million years would they ever think that he was as perversely perverted as he was to take sexual advantage of women through hypnosis.
With one man filling the role every generation of being a playboy player, he was the ultimate playboy player and with women not even knowing they've been played, women didn't stand a chance. In the way that Rudolph Valentino, Clark Gable, Cary Grant, David Niven, Tom Cruise, Denzel Washington, Brad Pitt, George Clooney, Robert Pattison, Christian Bale, and Hugh Jackman, et al, were heartthrobs, he was too. With all of the above Hollywood celebrities once holding the torch of romanticism and sexual desire before passing it to another, he was John Bonn, the Don Juan of hypnosis. There wasn't a woman that he couldn't hypnotize. There wasn't a woman that he could get naked. There wasn't a woman that he couldn't plant an erotic suggestion in her mind for her to have sex with him.
Now with an unfair advantage, no match for his good looks and his magical hypnotic powers, before they could even realize what was happening to them, within seconds, they were hypnotized. With just his words and with just his focused stare, he could put any woman in a spell and under his hypnotic power. Then, once he tapped into her sub-conscious, he'd plant a hypnotic suggestion to make her think that it was her idea to get naked. Naked, naked, naked, women actually thought that they were the ones taking sexual advantage of him instead of the other way around with him taking sexual advantage of them.
Of superior intellect, a recent graduate of the Massachusetts Institute of Technology where he majored in computer science, he was as intelligent as he was good looking. Moreover, through hypnosis, he had the perfect job to take sexual advantage of women. Invited in and working behind closed doors, he worked as an on call, in home, computer tech. How convenient, especially with women who lived alone, he had the perfect job to have his wicked, sexual way with women. Once he was finished with them, with just a click of his fingers to erase their memory of what happened and all that he sexually did with them, whenever he found single, unattached woman to hypnotize, no one knew, not even the women suspected that he had his wicked sexual way with them.
* * * * *
His adventure with hypnotism started when he went to a show of hypnotism with his friends at the Eliot. A grand hotel where the likes of George Vanderbilt and Andrew Carnagie once stayed, and that was rumored to have been once owned by John Astor, the richest man in the world at the time, who was lost at sea with the sinking of the Titanic. Not believing that anyone could be hypnotized, especially the women that the Great Gordon was calling up on stage from the audience, John figured the whole thing was just a show for the purposes of entertainment and that there was no real substance and/or science behind hypnotism and hypnosis. He believed that the women called up on stage were just plants, relatives and friends of Dr. Gordon, probably, that is, if he was even a doctor. A real skeptic, he didn't believe in hypnotism and/or hypnotic suggestion, until the woman sitting at the next row over and up from him stared at the stage and continued staring at the stage long after the show was over and everyone was leaving.
The big room cleared as fast as people leave at the end of the movie before giving those behind the scenes their just due acknowledgement by watching the credits. With her just sitting there and staring off in space, he knew there was something wrong with her. As if she was on drugs, she continued sitting there and staring at the stage while mesmerized by Dr. Gordon.
He stared at her waiting for her to move and/or do something other than stare at the stage and at Dr. Gordon. Could she really be hypnotized? Being the sexual pervert that he was, as his off-the-cuff test to determine to see if she was really hypnotized, he wondered if he sat beside her, if she'd allow him to feel her breasts while sticking a horny hand up her short skirt to cup her panty clad pussy. If she really was hypnotized, he wondered if she'd awaken or if she'd allow him to continue sexually assaulting her.
The answers to his questions made him wonder more about hypnotism and hypnotic suggestions to make him want to learn about everything he could about hypnosis. Definitely, by his limited knowledge of hypnotism, looking as if she was in a hypnotic trance, at first glance, she appeared to be hypnotized. Not wanting to leave her just sitting there to fend for herself alone, he didn't know what else to do. Leaving her there alone would be like leaving an uneaten candy bar on the seat. He couldn't just leave her there in the dark once they turned out the lights.
With the Great Gordon taking his bows, thanking everyone for coming, and telling all to drive home safely, he called up to him.
"Excuse me," he said stepping closer. "Excuse me. Dr. Gordon, excuse me," he waved while walking closer to the stage where the Great Gordon was just about to take his leave behind the curtain. "I'm sorry to bother you but—"
"Yes?" Once Dr. Gordon realized that they weren't acquainted, the good doctor looked at him with curiosity. "Would you like an autograph? Is that it? Autographed photos of me are available in the lobby for ten dollars. My book, Hypnotize Anyone Anytime is on sale there to for $30. My DVD, You're Getting Sleepy, is $20. Here's my card," he said reaching in his pocket to hand him his business card. "You can schedule me for a show by contacting my assistant at that number," he said as if he's been approached by a thousand times by admirers and, no doubt, by the packed house, he had been routinely approached by admirers.
"No thank you. I mean, yes, I'll probably buy your book, Hypnotize Anyone Anytime, but the woman sitting in back is hypnotized," he said pointing to the woman sitting alone and staring mindlessly at the stage.
As if there was a spotlight shining over her head, dressed in white as if she was a nurse or a ghost, she looked like Glen Close did sitting in the stands when she played Iris Gaines in The Natural opposite Robert Redford when he played Roy Hobbs.
"Oh my," said Dr. Gordon with concern. "There's one at every show," he said nodding his head before looking to John with a sexy smile.
As if Dr. Gordon was a sexual predator and no doubt he was, he looked at her as if he was a hungry lion and she was a fresh kill. He climbed down from the stage and walked towards the woman.
"Look at her," said John following behind him. He couldn't help but notice that the woman had a nice rack. Wearing a low cut top that showed lots of cleavage, her big breasts overflowed her bra as if she was wearing a too tight corset. Exposing so very much of her big breasts, she looked like a women from the 18th century. "She's really out of it." Wanting to have a closer look at her magnificent bosoms, on the pretense that she was breathing, he so wanted to listen to her heart.
"Yes, I can see that," said Dr. Gordon obviously commenting on the woman's abundant breasts being that they were nearly out of her bra rather than on the condition of her hypnotized state.
"What are you going to do?"
"Quiet please," he said squatting down in front of the woman who was staring right through him. "Sleep, sleep, sleep," he said in a different voice than the one he used when speaking to John while giving her a special focused stare.
He waved a slow hand down in front of her face and with that the woman closed her eyes and put her head down as if she was really sleeping and apparently she really was. When she leaned forward in her chair, mesmerized by her big tits as if they were two giant fun bags just asking to be groped, he was the one being hypnotized when the woman gave them a wonderful down blouse view of her cleavage and breasts. It was then in the way that Dr. Gordon had a license to hypnotize willing volunteers, John wished he had a license to molest sexy, busty women. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to learn how to hypnotize women so that he could get them naked, naked, naked.
"Wow," said John with his eyes filled with two, giant orbs of the two things that he liked most about women, left breasts and right breasts. "Wow," said John under his breath again while obviously impressed that with just a focused stare, a few words, and a wave of his hand, Dr. Gordon had put her in a hypnotic trance. "That's unbelievable," he said whispering to himself. Now with him seeing the hypnotic skills of Dr. Gordon at work, he was a believer in hypnotism and hypnotic suggestion.
Now that's having real power over women, the power that he'd love to have. He felt his cock harden with the perversely perverted thoughts of all that he could do with and to women once he learned how to hypnotize them. Picking the best one from the crowd, the very finest fox, he imagined going into a bar or a club and walking out with any woman he wanted after hypnotizing them right there on the spot. With them never saying no and/or being a cock tease and not putting out, he imagined having sex with them in the backseat of his car, at his place, or at their place after giving them a hypnotic suggestion.
Being that he was a computer expert and the mind was nothing more than a giant, breathing, and living computer, he gravitated to hypnosis and hypnotism in the way that women gravitated to babies and children gravitated to kittens and puppies. Searching for his chosen career, having witnessed hypnotism first hand and now making the connection of sex with hypnosis, he was thrilled that he just found his passion. Had it not been for the hypnotized woman with the big tits, he would have left that show like everyone else and gone home without ever giving hypnosis, hypnotism, and the power of hypnotic suggestion another thought. Now, feeling himself a bit of a perverted pioneer with wanting to follow in the footsteps of Dr. Gordon, if only for his own personal, sexual satisfaction, he suddenly imagined the hundreds of women he could hypnotize for sex.
"Look in my eyes," he imagined saying to women he just met at a club or at a bar. "You're getting very sleepy. You're eyelids are very heavy. You cannot possibly keep your eyes open any longer. Sleep, sleep, sleep."
He paid close attention to what Dr. Gordon was doing with the large breasted woman.
"When I snap my fingers you will awaken relaxed and feel refreshed. You will remember only that you were watching a show on hypnotism," said Dr. Gordon standing and taking a step back. "One, you will feel relaxed," he said pausing. "Two, you will feel refreshed," he said while they both watched the woman take a breath deep enough to make her big boobs heave. "And three, you are wide awake," he said snapping his fingers.
Immediately, as if plugged into an outlet, the woman opened her eyes and lifted her head.
"Hi, I'm Kathy," she said smiling and offering Dr. Gordon her hand. "I really enjoyed your show. You are amazing," she said beaming while looking at him all dreamy eyed as if he was a celebrity or a rock star. At that moment, John knew that if Dr. Gordon gave her a hypnotic suggestion for her to give him sex, she'd give him all the sex that he could handle. "But I don't think that I could ever be hypnotized," she confessed shaking her head as if she needed that extra head movement to convince Dr. Gordon that she couldn't be hypnotized.
Couldn't be hypnotized? Huh? Seriously? If only she knew she's already been hypnotized, he wondered if she'd be a believer in the way that he's now a believer in hypnosis. Dr. Gordon looked to John and gave him a wink with a sly smile before giving the woman a focused stare. No doubt, this bastard was going to have his wicked sexual way with this woman as he's no doubt had with so many other women before her. Wow! Right there, that was enough for John to know that by possessing the powers of hypnosis, there were lots of sexy, sexual benefits that came along with someone who could control the sub-conscious mind of women. Moreover, there was money to be made hypnotizing people.
Being that he was a perversely perverted man, he imagined selling his skills in hypnotism to men who wanted their wives to be more sexual. For those women who refused to suck their husbands' cock or even give them sex on a regular basis, he imagined hypnotizing their wives to not only give their husbands regular sex but also to suck their cocks. Before turning the women over to their husbands however, testing the water so to speak to see if his hypnotic suggestions worked, he imagined giving them a hypnotic suggestion to give him sex too. Perhaps if their husbands were waiting out in the waiting room, instead of pounding their pussy with them bent over his desk, he'd give their wives a suggestion to fall to their knees and give him a blowjob.
All because of him and because of hypnosis, he imagined men being so grateful that their wives not only sucked their pricks but also allowed them to cum in their mouths. Moreover, he could make a good living by just concentrating on hypnotizing the wives of those men who wanted their wives to have sex with other men. Taking his powers in hypnosis a step further, he could give their wives a hypnotic suggestion to participate in the swinging lifestyle. Realizing that those hypnotized won't do anything that they wouldn't do when not hypnotized, yet in the way that people lose their inhibitions when drinking, sometimes they only need a little push. That push being the power of hypnosis and hypnotic suggestions, he could clearly see learning how to hypnotize woman as his chosen career move. Wow! He was onto something really big with his hypnotism.
'I betcha this guy gets lucky all the time,' thought John. 'What a racket? Charging people to be hypnotized and then having his wicked, sexual way with them backstage. Not bad. Not bad at all.
Without having to get them drunk or high, without having to waste money taking them out to dinner, and without having to make all of that useless, stupid conversation, he probably gets more pussy than a rock star. Damn, what a sexy scam. He's such a lucky bastard. As if he was a CFNM dancer at an all-male, nude revue strip club, hypnotism is the perfect sexual scam to bed a multitude of women.'
"Thank you so very much," he said taking her hand in both of her hands and shaking it as if she was a member of the royal family and was about to kiss her hand. Making direct eye contact with her as if he was a psychic reading her mind, he gave her this long, leering look before whispering the word, dressing room. Then, he asked her. "Would you like to see my dressing room?"
"I'd love to see your dressing room," she said jumping at the opportunity to be alone with this lecher.
"Bye," said Dr. Gordon putting an arm around the woman's waist before allowing his hand to fall to her ass. "Thank you for allowing me to help this poor woman," he said with a sick, little laugh.
"Fuck me," said John to himself. "It's time I learned how to hypnotize women."
Wishing he was a fly on the way to watch him unwrap her tits, he imagined Dr. Gordon's horny hands all over the woman's big tits while she was on her knees sucking his cock. John watched her escort her up on the stage before disappearing behind the curtain backstage where he'd do God only knows what to this poor, impressionable and still soon to be under his power with a hypnotic suggestion, hypnotized woman. Mercy. Oh, the inhumanity of it all. Unable to feel sorry for the woman, he only felt sorry that he didn't possess Dr. Gordon's gift of hypnotism, that is, just yet.



* * * * *
John thought that if the woman was younger and better looking he wouldn't mind taking her home to see if he could hypnotize her too. She did possess the two things that he loved about women. She had big tits. Yet, because she was older and already enamored by the Great Gordon, she was more Dr. Gordon's type.
Nonetheless, it was funny the odd things that went through his mind at that moment. Being that all women were into shoes, he wondered if he could learn how to hypnotize women by swaying a designer, high heeled shoe in front of their eyes. Nah, just being silly, he was just being ridiculous. Certainly, it would take more than swaying a high heeled, designer shoe in front of a woman's eyes to hypnotize her. With some women, being more selective, it would take a credit card with an unlimited balance. With other woman being greedier, it would take a flawless, 3 karat diamond ring. Other women who were more homebodies, it would take a new kitchen with stainless steel appliances and granite countertops to hypnotize them. Being that most women were gold diggers, perhaps it would take a new car to hypnotize them, he thought while laughing to himself.
Certainly, it was telling that the fact that he was considering sexually using and emotionally abusing women that he had little respect for woman. How could a man who so loved women have so little respect for women? Yet, for men to go from one woman to another for the sake of sex, it was obvious even to him that he had no real respect for women.
Other than what he saw Dr. Gordon doing on stage, he didn't know anything about hypnotism and/or hypnotic suggestions. Yet, a quick study, being that he was such a brainiac, that's when he decided that he'd learn all that he could on the subject of hypnosis and hypnotism. Seemingly logical, hypnotism appeared an easy thing to not only learn but also to master. He'd love to be able to do with and to women what Dr. Gordon obviously can and has done to women. In the real world, that woman never would have gone backstage had she not already been hypnotize. Had he not tapped into her sub-conscious with just a leering stare and planed a hypnotic suggestion in her head by uttering the word dressing room, she never would have accompanied him unescorted to his dressing room.
What better way to have sex with a multitude of women than through hypnosis. John liked the idea of mastering the art of seducing women without their conscious knowledge. Much better than drugging their drink, getting them drunk, or high enough for them not to know where they are and what they're doing, he liked the idea of the women voluntarily and willingly stripping themselves naked. Naked, naked, naked, hypnotism and hypnotic suggestions was the way to get women naked.
Getting right to it without wasting time with conversation, he liked the idea of having the dessert first without even bothering to eat the rest of the meal. He liked the idea of not having to ingest all that women do and digest all that women say. Talking, talking, and talking, they'd be no need for any talking when their mouths were already full with his cock. The only sounds he'd have to listen to is to them sucking his prick. With a reason for everything, such a pervert plan, a life changing event, now he knew why he happened to be there at that place and in that time.
* * * * *
He not only bought Dr. Gordon's book, Hypnotize Anyone Anytime but also he bought his DVD, You're Getting Very Sleepy. As soon as he returned home he did a search for more books on Amazon. He found, How to Hypnotize Someone, 6 Ways to Hypnotize Someone, and The Complete Idiot's Guide to Hypnosis. Buying book after book, he bought, The How To Book of Hypnotism, The Silva Mind Control Method, Mind Play, and a Guide to Erotic Hypnosis. Not done there, he bought The New Encyclopedia of Stage Hypnosis, Keys to the Mind, the Handbook of Hypnotic Suggestions and Metaphors, and the Hypnotism Handbook. With nearly five hundred dollars of hypnotic reading material on the way, soon to be armed and sexually dangerous, he was ready to control women's minds along with their bodies.
A voracious reader with total recall, John read every book twice and watched Gordon's DVD a half a dozen times. Having learned enough to be a dangerous, sexual predator, he now knew enough about hypnotism and hypnotic suggestion to know that he didn't know enough about hypnosis and hypnotism. With so many unanswered questions, there was still so much more that he needed to learn. In the way that earning a bachelor's degree made him realize not how much he knows but, more importantly, how much he doesn't know, in the way that he knew he needed to earn his master's degree, he knew he needed to learn more about hypnotism. Always a hands-on type of guy, the best way for him to learn how to hypnotize women was to practice what he already knows on a live subject.
He was as nervous as he was sexually excited to put in practice all that he's been reading and learning. A confident man, he felt comfortable enough in his knowledge about hypnosis and hypnotism to want to try to hypnotize a beautiful, young, sexy woman. Maybe today when he's out and about and if he happens upon a woman who interests him, he'd give it a try. Only, already playing with and personalizing all that he read about hypnosis and learned about hypnotism, he didn't want to conspicuously sway a shiny object in front of someone's eyes while mumbling some magic words in the hopes of hypnotizing them.
In the way that Dr. Gordon hypnotized a woman from across a crowded room with just his focused stare, his tone, and the controlled articulation of his voice, John wanted to so the same. Hidden away so as not to be detected by onlookers when out in public, in the way that homicidal Charles Manson hypnotized his followers for acts of helter-skelter by his insane stare and crazy words, he wanted his power of hypnosis to be hidden. He wanted his power over women to be disguised by the sound of his voice and veiled by the stare of his eyes. Secreted rather than being obvious about what he was doing, as if he was an alien being, a Vulcan in the way of Dr. Spock of Star Trek perhaps, he wanted to take hypnosis and hypnotism to the next level.
With just the focused, hypnotic stare of his eyes and the suggestive power behind his words, he wanted to put women in a hypnotic trance. By just a look and with just his words, he wanted them to voluntarily strip off their clothes. By just a look and with just his words, he wanted them to have sex with him.
Already consciously wanting to have sex with him because he was so good looking, that conscious thought helped him to control their sub-conscious mind. In the way that most women looked at him, stared at him, and lusted over him, it was as if they were in a hypnotic trance already. Finally able to capitalize on his good looks with his knowledge of hypnosis and hypnotism, not even thinking about the negatives, he only saw the positives.
* * * * *
Imagining his life with no commitments and no complications, hypnotizing women for sex was his perfect plan. Sex, sex, sex, it was all just about sex. Once hypnotized and once naked, as if his trophy for him to remember all that happened, he planned on photographing the women naked. Creating a scrapbook of naked, hypnotized women, he planned on making sex not just a hobby but an avocation and a lifestyle. If he so wanted and some of the woman he hypnotized became political and/or famous, he could conceivably blackmail them for sex and/or for money. With him hopefully able to give women hypnotic suggestions to seduce them with his secret weapon, his voice and his eyes, he couldn't imagine a better use of hypnotism than what he was about to do with it.
In his line of work, just as he came across lots of bored housewives while working as a computer consultant, he came across lots of single, pretty, sexy women too. Only, not ready to tie himself down, too young for all of that at only 25-years-old, he still wanted to graze the pastures before picking one woman to marry and to settle down with her, buy a house, and start a family. He needed to intimately know all that he'd be missing before giving himself to one woman. Wanting to play the field but with his unfair advantage, he was John Bonn, the Don Juan of hypnotism and hypnotic suggestion.
To be continued...
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Susan anally fucks Billy Bob with her strap-on dildo, Big Bruno in Boston.
True to her word, once Susan got off the train, she had Billy Bob accompany her to her car in the parking lot near North Station in Boston's historic North End where they'd have some privacy. In her attempt to make him aware of what it felt like to be on the other end of anal sex, she was going to fuck him anally up his ass with her strap-on dildo, Big Bruno. Being that he was so hot and heavy for her ass, the deal was that after she fucked him up his ass, he could fuck her up her ass.
With the parking lot so big, taking up a portion of what used to be the West End before they invoked eminent domain during urban renewal. Back then, during the 50's and 60's, they demolished houses for the sake of the expressway, the Massachusetts General Hospital, and massive high rise luxury apartment buildings. Back then, with the West End having a large German and Polish population, mostly recent immigrants to the country, they displaced people with little or no regard to where they'd go.
It was a long walk to her car, especially during a rainy or cold winter's day but weather didn't bother her in the way that it bothered most women. Invigorating her, with weather all about Mother Nature and the forces of God or who knows what, she loved weather. Glad she was off that stuffy, crowded train, the rain and the cold made her feel alive but today was a nice, sunny day and the sun felt good on her face as she walked towards her car. In the shadow of the old Boston Garden now TD Garden where the Boston Bruins and Boston Celtics play, her car was there waiting for her.
In a parking lot filled with cars, seeing her car in the distance as soon as she entered the lot, her car was easily identifiable. Tucked in the far corner up against a wall, out of harm's way of car doors being opened too quickly, she parked it there as if it was her reserved space when it was a public lot. When everyone else jockeyed for parking spaces up front while parking too close to one another, she took the parking space way in the back and with the furthest walk from the train station. In the way that people are always late to catch a train, she was seldom late and was usually early. Enjoying the walk at a brisk pace, walking from and to her car twice a day was part of her passive, exercise regimen.
Women don't like walking too far, especially when wearing uncomfortable high heels and especially at night but she's never had a problem with anyone bothering her. Keeping a pair of flats tucked in her oversized purse, forsaking fashion for comfort, she usually switched shoes when walking any distance. For the sake of what she planned on doing to Billy Bob's ass with her strap-on dildo, she decided to not change from her high heel shoes. She needed the extra height leverage when fucking Billy Bob up his ass with Big Bruno.
Besides, not a victim and never anyone's bitch, she was always aware of her surroundings and of those lurking around her. In the way of Jason Bourn played by Matt Damon in The Bourne Identity, she could describe every person near her and remember every license plate of every suspicious car. Where others were preoccupied texting or talking on their cell phone, whenever out and about, she was always prepared for danger. Where others were what criminals called victims, she wasn't anyone's fool or victim.
Always armed with something in her hand, pocket, and/or purse, she was a literal arsenal of weaponry and she knew how to use whatever she carried, even Big Bruno, especially Big Bruno. God help the poor bastard who ever tried to get the better of her. A sexual abuse survivor, she vowed that no man would ever take again what she wasn't ready to give. Unbeknownst to Billy Bob, she'd never allow any man to fuck her up her ass.
"Which one is your car Susan?" Billy Bob looked over at her before looking at the great expanse of parking lot.
Susan walked with him while pointing to the back corner of the lot where there was a black, ominous, albeit shiny shape of a car in the distance.
"I'm that shiny, black Mustang GT convertible parked in the corner way down there. I park it there so that it's out of harm's way. I don't like parking in the middle of the lot where it may be hit, banged, dented, scratched, noticed, and/or stolen," she said with a laugh.
"Mustang GT convertible? Hot damn! Nice car, but that's a man's car," he said looking at her as if she had just told him that she was a jet fighter pilot too. "I didn't figure you for owning no Mustang GT convertible. I figured you for a girlie car."
She laughed, made a face, and rolled her eyes.
"Women like Mustang GT's too. Being that women like to drive fast too, women like fast cars as much as men like fast cars," she said looking at him while studying him. "Which make and model car did you figure me to have Billy Bob?"
He looked at her in the way that he looked at all women who should be staying home instead of working or going to school. As far as Billy Bob no doubt believed, women should be having babies, cooking, cleaning, and taking care of children instead of being out and about and doing only God knows what. Only she was like no woman he's ever seen. In the way that he was walking with her with a big grin on his face, he obviously felt proud to be walking beside her. Yet, Billy Bob Barrow has come a long way to be walking with the likes of Susan Jill Parker. Just as she didn't invite any man for her to fuck up the ass with her strap-on dildo, Big Bruno, she didn't walk with just any man.
"Well," he said removing his hat to scratch his head. "I figured you for one of those Jap cars. Something that got better gas mileage than a Mustang GT. I figured you for a Toyota Prius, a Honda Civic, or even a Ford Focus but not no Mustang GT," he said affixing his hat back on his head. "Hot damn, that's a mighty fine car and a convertible to boot. Holy shit," he said staring at the car more as they neared and removing his hat again to slam it against his thigh as if he was at a rodeo.
"Well, as long as I ride with the top up and drive at a steady 55 miles per hour, I've gotten 27 miles to a gallon. Not bad for a small V8 with tons of torque at the ready," she said with a smile.
"I just ain't never figured you for driving the best damn car ever made, a Mustang GT," he said donning his hat again before wiping a tear from his eye.
"I didn't know a Mustang would make you so emotional," said Susan patting him on the back. "Are you okay Billy Bob?"
He pulled out his handkerchief, wiped his eyes, and blew his nose very loudly.
"Where I come from in Pig's Holler, we're all Ford fanatics. Ray even made a statue out of corncobs of Donald Frey. He painted him and put store bought clothes on him too," he said looking at Susan with pride.
"Corncobs?" She looked at him with more confusion than curiosity.
"Yes ma'am, instead of snapping them together, corncobs go together much like Legos with a bit of glue. From a distance, ten paces or so, you'd think they were real men standing out there all day in the hot sun in that cornfield. Doing their job scaring away the birds, in the way that Madam Trusso has her famous wax museum, Ray has his collection of famous Ford Mustang celebrity scarecrows."
"It's Madam Tussard not Madam Trusso," said Susan.
"Whatever," said Billy Bob with a wave of his hand. "You know what I mean."
"Donald Frey? Okay, I'll bite," she said looking at him as if he was a foreigner in her own country when his roots, no doubt, go further back than do hers. "Who's he? The mayor?"
He looked at her as if she was nuts.
"The mayor? Damn Susan. Some Mustang fan you are," said Billy Bob shaking his head. "Damn, I don't understand folk who can afford to buy the car of everyone's dream and not appreciate the heritage and the traditions that go behind it. I bet you're not even a card carrying member of the Mustang Club," he said suddenly looking as if he was mad enough to spit.
"Mustang Club?" She laughed. "I didn't know there was such a thing."
"If I had a car like that vehicle, I'd be loving on it every day," said Billy Bob nodding his head in his own agreement to what he just said. "If I had a car like that, I'd know every gall darn thing about it."
"I didn't buy the car to revel in the history of the Mustang, Billy Bob. It's just a car to me," she said. "And don't you be loving on my Mustang, Billy Bob. You'll scratch the paint with that big assed rodeo belt buckle," she said with a laugh.
"Just a car to you? Lord have mercy," said Billy Bob clutching his chest as if he was about to keel over from a heart attack. "Little woman, you have no idea or appreciation for that there car that you're driving," he said pointing to it from a distance. "That there is a Ford Mustang GT with a premier racing history. There ain't no other car like it. Even the Chevrolet Camaro pales in comparison to a Ford Mustang. That car is magical. That car is the real deal."
Hung up on what he said about her being a little woman and not listening to all that he went on about the Mustang, she shot him a look that could peel paint.
"If you promise not to call me little woman again, I promise not to kick you in the nuts and call you a screaming, little girl of a man," she said with a look that obviously made him believe that she would kick him in the balls and call him a screaming, little girl of a man.
"My apologies," said Billy Bob taking a cautionary step back from her while putting a hand down to his scrotum.
"Your apology is accepted," she said. "Now, pray tell, who is Donald Frey?
"Donald Frey is right up there with Carroll Shelby only not as famous," he said.
"Okay, I'll bite again," she said. "So, who is Donald Frey?"
"Donald Frey was the chief engineer who developed the Ford Mustang. He died at 86 in 2010," said Billy Bob removing his hat and bowing his head in a moment of silence.
"Wow now that's total loyalty and fan dedication to the brand," said Susan rolling her eyes.
"Yes, ma'am," he said putting his hat back on his head again. "Ray put his statue right out in the middle of the cornfield. With a statue of Steve McQueen in one corner, Lee Iacocca on one side of the cornfield and, of course, a statue of Carroll Shelby on the other side of the cornfield, Ray plans to add more statues of famous Mustang celebrities."
"Famous Mustang celebrities? I didn't know there was such a thing," she said laughing.
He looked at her, rolled his eyes, and sighed.
"There's a lot of famous Mustang celebrities," he said.
"Who?" She couldn't help herself from laughing while thinking of Brad Pitt, Angelina Jolie, and George Clooney riding around in Mustangs.
"Well, there's Jay Leno with his '65 Mustang GT 350 and Tim Allen with his '68 Shelby GT 500 KR," he said nodding her a look that told her that there were famous Mustang celebrities. "Then there's, Patrick Dempsey with his '65 Mustang and Charlie Sheen with his '65 GT & '68 Shelby," said Billy Bob counting off on his fingers. "Of course there's Sammy Hagar with his '67 Shelby GT and Bob Seger with his '69 Shelby GT 350. A time consuming art, Ray wants to immortalize them all in corncobs," said Billy Bob with obvious pride.
"I'm glad that Ray has found another use for corncobs other than the obvious when out in the middle a field without toilet paper," said Susan with a laugh.
"Actually, the livestock eat corncobs too. Nutritionally, they have a lot of fiber," said Billy Bob. "And people can actually make fuel from corncobs."
"I'm impressed. I learned as much about my car today as I learned about corncobs. Thank you," said Susan. "Maybe I'll drive my Mustang GT down to Pig's Holler one day and surprise you with a visit."
"Um, yeah, that would be nice, only call first so that I can, um, get my wife and kids to go to her sister's house," he said with a dirty laugh while handing her his business card. "You'd be a superstar if you ever drove your car to Pig's Holler with the top down. When we're not driving our Ford pickup trucks, we're driving our Mustang GT's."
"So, you have a Mustang GT? I didn't know you have a Mustang GT too," she said with more appreciation for Billy Bob being that they owned the same type of automobile.
"Actually, um, no, I don't own one myself. I always wanted one but with my wife popping out babies like she's a gumball machine, there ain't never been enough money to buy a classy car like that. I get my thrills riding shotgun in my friends Mustang GT's and sometimes they let me drive," he said.
"Oh," she said politely smiling.
"I barely earn enough to keep the farm going. I can't afford to buy no Mustang GT but if I was to win the lottery, a brand, spankin' new Mustang GT is the first thing that I'd buy. A white one. Yeah, I'd buy a white one with a wide, blue racing stripe that ran from the hood, over the room and down the trunk, just like the Mustang GT that Parnelli Jones used to drive."
"Parnelli Jones? Who's he? Is he from Pig's Holler too?"
"You don't know who Parnelli Jones is? Lord Almighty, I'm going to pretend that you never said that woman," he said. "Duh? Much like the first man to step on the moon, he's the first man to qualify at a speed over 150 miles per hour at the beloved Indy 500. Parnelli Jones is an idol, a living legend right up there with A. J. Foyt and Bobby Unser," said Billy Bob removing his hat again as a sign of respect. "Parnelli Jones is the next figure that Ray is making out of corncobs to display in his cornfield."
"Okay, I don't know any of those men but I figure that they're all race car drivers or good ol' boys," she said. "Right?"
"Race car drivers? Damn woman. They're more than just race car drivers. In the way that Stig is on Top Gear, they're magicians when behind the wheel of a car. They're a symphony orchestra conductor behind a steering wheel. They are masters of speed," he said.
"Stig? I don't know who Stig is," she said.
"Geez, everyone knows who Stig is," he said looking at her with disbelief.
"Maybe we should talk about something else," she said. "Your face is turning all red."
"Maybe you're right," he said looking at her while pointing to her car. Removing his handkerchief from his pocket again, he wiped the sweat that collected at his hairline and behind his neck. "So, tell me, that's really not your car, is it? Is that your husband's or your boyfriend's car?"
As if just having been insulted, she made a sour face while shaking her head.
"Not really my car? My husband's car? My boyfriend's car?" She gave him a dirty look before giving him a sexy look. "I don't have a man in my life Billy Bob. This is my car that I bought and paid for in my name," she said.
"Okay. Calm down. I'm not the only one who's red in the face," he said looking at her. "I'm sorry if I insulted you again," he said. "Tell me more about your car. Is that standard or an automatic?"
"Now Billy Bob, you know that it's not a Mustang GT unless it's a shift it yourself one," she said with a little laugh. "When you're driving a Mustang GT, ain't no one gonna want to let a computer drive the car for you. It doesn't feel like drivin' unless your shiftin', downshiftin', and double clutchin' through the gears while listenin' to the revs build," she said mimicking him in the way that he talked. "It's a six speed manual."
Obviously overtaken by her and by her car, catching her off guard, as they walked closer to her car, Billy Bob wrapped his arm around Susan's slim waist. As if overwhelmed by not only her beauty and shapely body but also by her Mustang GT, he pulled her to him and kissed her. Grabbing a whole handful of her sexy ass, he slid a slow hand down her backside to feel her ass through her short skirt and panty before he hiked up her skirt to feel her round, firm ass through her panty. When he tried to impale his tongue in her mouth while reaching between her legs to finger her pussy through her panty, she pushed him away as if she was bench pressing him.
"Now that's not the deal that we had Billy Bob. You know that. The deal that we had was that I'd allow you to fuck me up my ass after I've fucked you up your ass," she said reaching out to touch his lip with her finger while giving him a sexy smile. "You wouldn't deny a woman some sexual pleasure first before you have your sexual pleasure with me, would you?
"Okay, you're right but I don't know how you're going to have any sexual pleasure fucking me up that ass with a big, wooden dildo," he said staring from her to stare at her purse where Big Bruno lay hidden. No doubt, the longest and fattest dildo he's ever seen, Big Bruno was the perfect name for that small baseball bat that looked more like a fungo bat. "I don't get it. How can you feel anything wearing a strap-on?"
"Trust me. I'll be feeling a lot once I have Big Bruno imbedded in your fat ass," she said with venom before giving him a sly look and a sexy smile.
"Okay," he said unbuckling, unbuttoning, unzipping and dropping his pants to his ankles. He stretched himself over the back of her car. "I'm ready."
"Not here out in the open and not on my car you're not. Better than you get up against the wall behind the car where no one can see you." With his pants and underwear collected around his ankles, Billy Bob shuffled himself behind her car. He grabbed his erection in hand and turned to flash Susan his cock. "Nice," she said with sarcasm while rolling her eyes. "Now bend over and grab your ankles," she said.
"Grab my ankles? In the way that I can't touch my toes, I don't know if I can grab my ankles. I'm a little too heavy in the gut for that. What if I just hang onto my knees as if I'm getting ready to tackle someone?"
"That will work," she said positioning herself behind him.
Susan pulled Big Bruno from her oversized purse and put her purse down beside her car. Without even lubricating him, she was about to impale Billy Bob with her miniature fungo bat.
"Okay, here we go," she said parting his fat ass cheeks with her wooden dildo in the way that he had tried to impart her lips with his fat tongue.
"Now hold on there. Wait just one Kentucky Fried Chicken minute missy," he said turning away from her in the way that Ned Beady as Bobby did in Deliverance and in the way that Ving Rhames did as Marsellus Wallace in Pulp Fiction when the hillbillies were about to fuck them up the ass. "Aren't you going to lubricate that thing first? I don't mind getting a good ass fucking, so long as my ass is nicely lubricated first," he said. "I need for you to gently slide that thing inside of me instead of ramming it up my ass without any preparation."
"You're right. Sorry, my mistake," said Susan. "In my exuberance to fuck you up the ass Billy Bob, I forgot that I need to make you more comfortable. Please forgive me."
"I forgive you Susan. It was an honest mistake. To be honest, I'm only allowing you do fuck me up the ass in honor of our agreement. I can't wait to fuck you up the ass Susan. I can't wait to feel my cock inside of you while pounding and pounding your ass and reaching up to feel your big tits and finger your nipples. I can't wait to bend you over and bump your head against the wall or on the hood of your car," he said with sexual excitement.
"Calm down there now Billy Bob. You're going to have to wait your turn. I'll be fucking you up the ass first," she said with a sardonic smile.
Susan retrieved her purse and fished through it. Finding what she was looking for, she pulled out some lube gel. Applying a generous gob to the end of her dildo, she wrapped her fingers around as if she was holding onto a cock and giving it a hand job, she coated all sides of it too. Then, giving him a finger rim job, she squirted a big gob of it on her fingers and applied a generous dose to the inside of Billy Bob's ass.



"Damn that's cold," he said, "and your fingers tickle a little."
Not bothering pulling up her skirt or pulling down her panties, Susan strapped her strap-on dildo around her waist and before inserting herself in Billy Bob, she added more slimy gel to Big Bruno. Then, she put a heavy hand to the back of his neck and pushed him forward in the way that many men have pushed her forward by controlling her when fucking her doggie style.
"Are you ready Billy Bob from Pig's Holler?"
Taking no prisoners and in charge of him as if ready to do battle, Susan took on the stern appearance of Gwendoline Christie, a tall, buxom blonde, who plays Brienne of Tarth from the Games of thrones, the only female ever to be made a Knight. Making its presence known, she took a step closer until Big Bruno pressed itself up against Billy Bob's ass.
"I'm ready," said Billy Bob grabbing his knees and stiffening in preparation of being fucked up the ass. "The only thing that allows me to get through this is knowing that I'll soon be fucking you up the ass too," he said with a big breath before letting out a gasp.
"Here we go," said Susan humping her hips hard and ramming Big Bruno up Billy Bob's ass.
To be continued...
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"Look in my eyes. You are getting sleepy. Close your eyes and sleep, sleep, sleep."
Able to read their reactions better for him to know if they were really hypnotized or just faking it, John decided to try hypnotizing someone he knew already. As luck would have it, he received a call from his big sister's best friend, Miranda. She bought a new computer and wanted him to install it.
Going way back, there was always chemistry between them but with her his sister's best friend and with her 5 years older than he was, they didn't run around with the same people long enough to connect romantically. That's not to say that he wouldn't want to have a sexual and/or romantic relationship with her, it just never happened. Because his sister, Kathy, talks about Miranda a lot, he thinks about her a lot. He wondered if his sister talked to Miranda about him too.
With him knowing a lot about Miranda, he wonder if Miranda knew a lot about him. Having always been attracted to her, and with her being hot, Miranda is blonde, petite, very pretty, and has big tits. Unless she was rich and adored spoiling him with her money, what more would he possibly want in a woman? If he was to choose one woman to spend the rest of his life with, he'd choose Miranda. Only, he knew that she wasn't as interested in him in the sexual way that he was interested in her, ergo the reason why he'd love to hypnotize her to have sex with her. Being that he'd never have the chance to be intimate with her, he could finally experience her sexually by hypnotizing her.
Her computer installation was a simple plug this, play that, and load everything which would leave him plenty of time for hopefully other things. With him alone with her in her apartment and with her presently in between men and with her without a man in her life, this would be the perfect opportunity for him to see if his hypnotism really works by seeing if he could hypnotize Miranda. His big sister's best friend, was his longtime sexual fantasy come through. In the way that she moved, in the way that she talked, and definitely, in the way that she looked, there was just something about her that drove him wild with horniness.
He couldn't help but wonder what she looked like naked. He couldn't help but wonder what if felt like to kiss her, really kiss her, French kiss her. He couldn't help but wonder what she'd feel like in his arms with his horny hands exploring every inch of her hot body. He couldn't help but wonder what it would sound like for her to tell him that she loved him while making love to hiim. Only, none of that would ever happen, that is, unless he was successful in hypnotizing her.
Sexually excited by the prospect of seeing her without her clothes, he couldn't wait to see if he could hypnotize her. Someone he's known nearly all of his life, he couldn't wait to see if he could implant a hypnotic suggestion in her mind for her to voluntarily strip naked. A woman he's not only been sexually attracted to but also has masturbated over a countless number of times while imagining having sex with her, he couldn't wait to know what it felt like to have his wild, wicked, sexual way with her beautiful body. Miranda, Miranda, Miranda, he couldn't wait to be alone with Miranda.
* * * * *
Excited by the prospect of seeing her again, right on time, he went to her apartment and rang her doorbell.
"Hello? Who is it?"
"It's John," he said from downstairs.
"Come on up John," she said buzzing him in her downstairs front door.
He took the elevator to the 15th floor and rang her bell.
"Hi Miranda," he said as soon as she opened her door. In a calm, calming voice while already giving her the look that Dr. Gordon gave women when hypnotizing them, he asked, "How are you?"
Oh, yeah, especially in the hot way she looked today, he'd definitely do her. He couldn't wait to see if he could hypnotize her. He couldn't wait to see if he could implant a hypnotic suggestion for her to not only voluntarily and willingly strip herself naked but also for her to give him hot sex.
"I'm good," she said in her sweet voice with her already giving him the eye along with her focused attention. "And you?"
Looking so pretty, she was so sexy.
"I'm doing okay," he said as if he was a guru, a yogi, or a totally relaxed monk.
He stepped in her apartment and she closed the door behind him.
"I'm glad you could come on such short notice John," she said leaning in to kiss him on the cheek.
When she leaned into him like that, he imagined her kissing him on the lips. Wishing he had some mistletoe that he could hang over his head, he imagined kissing her. Tempted to turn his head to kiss her on the lips, he didn't want to frighten her by rushing anything too soon. Better to bide his time, he wanted to try hypnotizing her first before making his horny, sexual moves on her.
As soon as she leaned in to kiss him, making him feel light headily vulnerable and woozy, her perfume made him feel as if he was the one being hypnotized. She smelled so amazingly good that he couldn't wait to bask in her naked body to discover where else on her body that she had perfumed herself. He'd love to hypnotize her and to give her a hypnotic suggestion for her to kiss him, really kiss him, and French kiss him while he felt her full C cup breasts and fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra.
Taking his hypnotic suggestions a step further, he'd love to hypnotize her and give her a hypnotic suggestion for her to fall to her knees, unzip him, and take his cock in her mouth. Oh, yeah, putting a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head, he'd love to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow his cum. He could only imagine his big sister's best friend blowing him while he fondled her tits and fingered her nipples. Wow, now that's hot.
Only, he knew that his sister, Kathy, wouldn't like the idea of him fooling around with her best friend. If she ever discovered that he not only saw Miranda naked but also had sex with her by hypnotizing her, she'd disown him as a brother. Only, how could she ever find out what he did with Miranda? Surely, she'd never know. Yet, getting way ahead of himself, he didn't even know if he could hypnotize Miranda. Maybe he could hypnotize her but perhaps she'd balk at removing her clothes. With only giving her the power of suggestion, he couldn't make her strip naked, he could only suggest that she should strip naked.
Because she was so short, only 5'3" tall and shorter than the women that he normally dated at 5'7" to 5'10" tall, her tits looked even bigger on her small frame that he wondered if she was a D cup instead of a C cup. She definitely had huge tits. Only much prettier without the thick rimmed glasses and the big nose, she reminded him of Bernadette Rostenkowski, Howard's wife, played by Melissa Rauch on The Big Bang Theory. Yeah, definitely, Miranda was much prettier than her. Moreover, he knew from what his sister told him about Miranda that her big breasts were natural instead of the silicone confections designed by a plastic surgeon in the way that Bernadette's tits were.
He only thought of comparing her to Bernadette because they had blonde hair, short height, and big breasts in common. Thank God Miranda didn't have that high pitched voice that Bernadette uses on the show. Instead she had a sweet, sexy voice, a voice that made him want to obey her every command, especially when he imagined her naked but for her black boots that she was wearing now. Oh, yeah, he could just see her holding a whip and commanding him to do dirty, nasty things to her beautiful, naked, 30-year-old body.
"Don't mention it," he said. "It's my pleasure," he said and, no doubt, he hoped that it would be his pleasure to be intimate with her later.
He was in the habit of not charging friends and family for his computer services when, in actuality, he should be charging friends and family double for the aggravation that they cause him along for the instant service that they demanded.
"The computer arrived yesterday but I wanted to be here with you to see what you did so that maybe I could learn more about computers. I'm not very computer literate and I'd rather ask you questions than having to wait on the phone forever to speak with someone from Bangladesh, India," she said. "I just didn't want to do anything wrong and break something," she said talking with her hands, being that she was a sexy, second generation Italian from Milan in northern Italy.
As if she was the one hypnotizing him, trying not to stare, he's always been mesmerized by the full, proud shape of her big tits that commanded a position as high up on her small frame as his cock was standing straight up in his pants. Perhaps a little of both but either she's wearing a very supportive bra or she's blessed with phenomenal tits that don't sag at all. He hoped the later was more the truth than the former.
Wearing a sexy and revealing outfit, her blouse was scalloped and cut low enough that he could see her long line of cleavage whenever she leaned forward even just a little, and especially when she leaned forward by a lot. Wow! He wondered if she wore that sexy blouse just for him because if she did, he was enjoying the view of her sexy cleavage and the creamy tops of her abundant breasts. He loved tits and with her nipples already making their impressions in her bra and blouse, he especially loved her tits.
With this the first time he's ever been alone with her, if judging her breasts from only her side profile, she had phenomenal breasts. Without her blouse and bra getting in the way, he couldn't wait to see her tits up close and personal. Always his sexual fantasy, he couldn't wait to touch her breasts, feel her breasts, fondle her breasts, and suck her nipples. So very much a part of her, whenever he looked at her, he couldn't help himself from staring at her big tits.
Adding to his curiosity to know what she looked like without her blouse and bra, mesmerizing him and as if further hypnotizing him, the tops of her natural breasts quivered and jiggled with her every movement. My God, there was nothing like dancing tits to give him an erection. Even in his peripheral vision, he could see the movement of her big breasts lightly bouncing. He'd do anything to harness those big boobs with his hands to stop them from jiggling. With the pearl like buttons on her blouse his shiny objects, if she dangled her naked breasts in front of his face with her blouse buttons as her pasties, he'd follow her anywhere.
Noticing her as much as he noticed the computer, she was wearing a short, skirt with her button blouse. Even though her legs were a bit short, they were shapely stems nonetheless. When he thought about her removing them in his horny mind, just four items of clothing, blouse, bra, skirt, and panty, stopped him from seeing her naked body. Naked, naked, naked, he'd love nothing more than to see Miranda naked. Naked, naked, naked, hypnotizing her into believing that she had a losing hand, he'd love to play strip poker with her. He'd even allow her to leave on her black, high stepping boots so long as the rest of her was naked.
With her beautiful long and lush, natural blonde hair cascading down her back as if a golden waterfall and with her wearing makeup, he wondered if she dressed especially for him. Being that it was Saturday and she wasn't going to work, maybe she was dressed for, ready for, wanting, and expecting him to give her sex. Oh, my God, his sexual fantasy come true, he could only hope. Having masturbated over the thoughts of it enough, it's been a longtime sexual fantasy of his to bed his sister's best friend.
Maybe she wanted to seduce him as much as he wanted to seduce her. Maybe this was the start of something good. Maybe with her good looks, blonde hair, blue eyes, and big tits, already mesmerized by her, she'd be the one hypnotizing him. Maybe once he hypnotized her and had his wicked, sexual way with her, he'd want to hypnotize someone else, someone even more beautiful and sexier than Miranda. With so many women at his disposal, he suddenly felt as powerful as a wicked wizard or the only man in a harem of horny, sexually frustrated women.
"Wow, that's a lot of boxes," he said looking at the boxes stacked against the wall in the hall. "I see you bought the XPS, that's Dell's best desktop computer right behind their Alienware computer."
"They have an Alien computer?" With her eyes suddenly as big as her tits, she looked at him agog as if he was talking about Martians and spaceships.
"It's not like how it sounds," he said with a little laugh. His kind of woman with her possessing the perfect, physical qualities that he preferred in a woman, he liked that fact that she was as naively dumb as she was naturally blonde and really busty. "Resplendent with colored lights, a fast chip, and lots of extra RAM, the Alienware is their top of the line computer and is mostly for gaming," he said.
"Oh," she said acting as if she knew what he was talking about but he knew that she didn't have a clue.
"Well, the big box is your computer where all the good stuff resides, mother board, hard drive, sound card, and ram," he said speaking in a slow, calming, and deliberate voice, while using his best hypnotic tone as explained to him on Dr. Gordon's DVD. According to all that he read about hypnosis it wasn't so much what he said but how he said it that mattered more when putting someone in a hypnotic trance.
"I see," she said as if already in a daze.
"This box is your monitor," he said making sure to make solid eye contact with her as if his big, blue eyes were her shiny objects with which to hypnotize him. Without even having to say, "Look in my eyes," she stared in his eyes with her big, blue eyes. Then, with him obviously already tapping into her sub-conscious thought, without even having to say, "You're getting sleepy," he could see that she was when her eyelids were half closed. "Then, you have other boxes for your keyboard and mouse, and speakers. I don't know what this box is," he said lifting the box and shaking it.
"Oh, give me that," she said with an embarrassed laugh. "That's my Victoria Secret's underwear," she said grabbing the box from his hand while turning red after giving him the eye along with a sexy look.
"Oops sorry," he said uttering his words as if he was a golden tongued radio announcer. Then, he paused while giving her his look, the same look that Dr. Gordon gave the subjects that he hypnotized on stage. "Maybe you can model your Victoria Secret's underwear for me later," he said staring deeply in her eyes while giving her a hypnotic suggestion.
As if he was Joel Osteen, in the way that he commanded a room and hypnotized people to reach in their pockets, wallets, and pocketbooks for them to give him more money that he doesn't need, he knew that Miranda was already in his control. Having that hypnotic power over her, at this point, he could suggest anything and she'd obey.
"Maybe I will," she said blankly and without a smile as if she was already hypnotized by him just looking at her and talking to her in that marvelous, hypnotic voice.
Only with her eyes wide open, he was unsure if she was wide awake or already under his spell. He'd love nothing more than for her to model him her Victoria's Secret panties and bras. Once she did that, once she removed her clothes to model him her underwear, he'd be all over her big tits. Touching them, feeling them, and fondling them, he'd love to suck her big nipples that were already making their sexually aroused appearance through her blouse and bra. Damn, if only by the big impressions that her nipples made when pushing through her bra and blouse, he could clearly see that she had big nipples. He imagined that she had the kind of nipples that popped from a bottle like a champagne cork when being removing them from his mouth.
"Let's go through them together so that you can see what I'm doing. Squat down here and help me open the boxes," he said.
Denying him an up skirt view of her panties, he watched her squat down like the lady that she is.
"It's difficult for me to squat with this tight, short skirt without flashing you something you shouldn't see of me," she apologized with a nervous albeit sexually excited laugh while squatting with her knees poised and positioned to the side as if she was riding a horse sidesaddle.
Denying him an up skirt peek of her panty, she appeared to be modestly ill at ease and he wondered if he was already having an effect on her sexually. If judging her sexual arousal by her nipples, unless she was cold, he suspected that he was having an effect on her sexually. More than once she gave him the eye. More than once he returned her seductive look with his. In the way that she was looking at him with lust, the same way that he was looking at her with lust, he wondered if he'd even have to hypnotize someone like her.
Only, he just wanted sex without the bother, trouble, and aggravation of a boyfriend and girlfriend relationship where he'd have to call her on the phone and talk endlessly about nothing and laugh over everything. He just wanted to have sex with her without anyone knowing that he had sex with her. He just wanted to have sex with her without her knowing that he had sex with her and without his sister knowing that he had sex with her best friend. Been there and done that, he wasn't ready to have a love relationship all over again with another clingy and demanding woman. Seemingly too easy, maybe she wouldn't be such a good test model being that there were lots of sexual chemistry between them already.
"You'd be more comfortable with your knees spread," he said giving her that focused stare while not believing that he said that to her.
Even more unbelievable than what he said that to her was when she did what he suggested and opened her legs wider and wider. Oh, my God. Filled with her panties, he couldn't believe his eyes.
"You're right," she said hiking up her short skirt to mid-thigh and spreading her knees as if she was a guy watching a baseball game at the ballpark.
After having known this woman for years and never having seen as much as her bra strap, he couldn't believe that she was deliberately flashing him her shapely, creamy thighs and sheer, nearly see through panties. More than just a quick, little, accidental flash between her legs, with her legs spread wide open and her skirt hiked nearly up to the top of her thighs, he had an uninterrupted view of her panty clad pussy. As further proof that she was hypnotized, definitely, this is something she'd never, ever do if she wasn't hypnotized. As much as he loved staring at her tits, he loved staring at her panties too.
He wondered what else he could suggest. He wondered what else he could make her do. Maybe she'll let him give her a naked massage later. He'd love to see her laying on her stomach naked. Maybe he could hypnotize her to take a shower together. Giving him a full frontal view of her enormous breasts and trimmed, blonde pussy, he'd love to see her standing before him naked. He'd love nothing better than to bang the top of her head against the shower wall while fucking her doggie style.
If he wasn't mesmerized by the huge impressions her big breasts and big nipples made in her bra and blouse before, he was certainly mesmerized by the sight of her panty clad pussy now. With the sheerness of her panty, he could clearly discern her pussy mound, her blonde, trimmed pussy, and her pussy slit along with her camel toe. Who knows, with her already modeling her panties to him now, maybe she'd model her Victoria's Secret underwear for him later? Oh, yeah, as if she was a Victoria's Secret angel without wings, he'd love to watch her model her underwear.
"It's hot in here," she said waving a hand in front of her face while opening and closing the top of her blouse really face.



Oh, oh. She's hot. With her opening and closing the top of her blouse like that, he only wished her was standing over her so that he could see all that she was showing down her top. Did he dare say what he was thinking? With her face flushed as if she had a fever, she was right, it was hot in her small apartment. As if her being hot was his cue to further test the waters of hypnotism by giving her his best hypnotic suggestion, he spoke the words as if someone else was speaking them.
"Maybe you should remove your blouse," he said in that seductive, hypnotic voice while giving her that mind controlling look that seemingly was making her do whatever he suggested.
"Yes, of course, duh, that would be a good idea," she said with a sexy little laugh while giving him a sexy look. "Why didn't I think of that?"
As if they were already boyfriend and girlfriend, as if they were already lovers, and as if he's seen her bra a hundred times before, she unbuttoned her blouse while staring at him. With each unbuttoned button, seemingly teasing him with her tits, she looked down to see what she revealed before looking up at him to see what he was seeing and before unbuttoning the next button. Then, once her blouse was unbuttoned, not shyly modest at all as she was before and as she's always has been with him, she flayed her blouse wide open to expose her big, white, lacy brassiere. Wow!
Definitely, with tits the size of those on her petite frame, her breasts appeared to be as big as Joanie's abundant breasts of Mad Men, played by Christina Hendricks. The rumor is that Christina is a 38DDD instead of Miranda's 34D. What was so hidden before behind her blouse, he could clearly see now. She had big tits, really big tits, and he couldn't wait to see them, touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them.
"Do you feel better?"
"I'm still hot," she said waving her hand in front of her face as if giving him his next cue to give her another hypnotic suggestion.
Hoping he wasn't pushing his luck by going for broke when speaking in that wonderful voice and giving her that focused stare, he hypnotically suggested what she needed to do next.
"Maybe you should remove your bra too," he said.
Suddenly he had an image of her before him topless. With her big tits so nakedly exposed, he'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of his life. As soon as he suggested she remove her bra, he couldn't believe he asked his sister's best friend, someone he's known since he was a kid, to remove her bra. More unbelievable than him asking her to remove her bra, actually hypnotically suggesting that she remove her bra, was when Miranda reached behind her, unhooked her bra, and was poised to remove it.
Oh my God. Are you kidding me? He couldn't believe that she was ready to remove her bra and show him her big boobs. As if she had second thoughts, she paused before allowing her bra straps to fall from her shapely shoulders. As if there was a drum roll going off in his head, she stared at him in the way he was staring at her before slowly peeling her bra cups from her magnificent breasts. Wow! Wow! Double wow!
There, right there before him, filling his eyes with breasts, areolas, and nipples, she filled his mind with the sexually excited thoughts that he had just successfully hypnotized his first woman to remove her clothes with nothing more than his eyes and with his voice. She stared at him in the way that he stared at her. Without even touching her, without having to buy her dinner, and without having to waste his time asking her questions about her, her job, her life, and her family, he already had her topless. Topless, topless, topless, she was sitting there topless.
He couldn't believe he hypnotized her to remove her bra. Only, still not sure if she was, and still not believing that he could hypnotize a woman with just his hypnotic voice and hypnotic stare, maybe she wasn't hypnotized. Maybe she was just sexually attracted to him and wanted him as much as he wanted her. He'd have to investigate further by having deep, penetrating sex with her, if only to ascertain and to ensure that she was under his hypnotic control.
"You have beautiful breasts Miranda," he said in that same voice and giving her that same look that Dr. Gordon used and gave that woman at the theatre.
"Thank you. I'm glad you like my breasts," she said looking down at her naked breasts, cupping them in her hands, and lifting them as if offering them to him before looking up at him. With her fingers touching and erecting both of her nipples, she ran a slow hand across her breasts before releasing them. "I do feel a little cooler," she said staring at his big, blue eyes while he stared at her big, D cup breasts.
"Maybe you'd feel even better if you removed your skirt too," he said in that voice again.
"Yes, that would definitely help cool me down," she said when standing to stripping off her clothes. She was heating him up while cooling her down.
"Aren't you hot?"
"I am," he said.
"Maybe you should strip off your clothes too," she said as if giving him her own hypnotic suggestion.
She didn't have to hypnotize him for him to strip himself naked. Standing from her squatting position with her legs spread and her panties exposed, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. He watched her skirt fall in the way that her modesty and morals were dropping. Standing before him topless and dressed in only her white, bikini panties, he stood to unbutton and remove his shirt before unbuckling, unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing his pants. In the way that Dr. Gordon commanded his subjects, he could only imagine what he'd say next for her to give him hypnotized sex.
To be continued...
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Moms Against Public Drunk Nudity #1
Incest, incest, incest. Mother and son incest. Aunt and nephew incest. Grandmother and grandson incest. Tired of their sons abusing alcohol and chasing women, seven mothers ban together to fight Nude Day drunken nudity and promiscuous sex with a unique naked, albeit incestuous strategy.
With every day Nude Day to her, most times Julia walked around her house naked, topless, or in just her bra and panty with the shades up and the lights blazing. She had no idea how many men have seen her naked, topless, or in her underwear. She didn't care. The women in the neighborhood weren't friendly to her and had their husbands steer clear from her.
With her always preferring to be naked than dressed, today Julia walked around her house wearing a sheer, half unbuttoned housecoat with nothing underneath. The air that hit her nearly naked body as she walked around her home made her feel sexy. She was horny. She was always horny. She was hoping that someone would see some sexy part of her so that she could have something new to masturbate herself over while thinking about all of the other times she flashed men her naked body.
Always so nakedly exposed, anyone who could see her could clearly see her cleavage, the front of her large breasts, and a flash of her pussy when walking around on her front porch or in her back and side yards. Impatiently waiting for the mailman to arrive, she enjoyed giving him a show of her still hot 65-year-old naked body. Always so very horny, routinely flashing the mailman, the UPS driver, and the FedEx driver some goodly portion of her C cup breasts and dark, bushy pussy, flashing them kept her in practice when sexually teasing her 28-year-old son, Ralph. With five much older sisters, an accident of birth, Ralph was the baby of the family. When she wasn't having incestuous sex with her son, she was masturbating herself while imagining having sex with her five, adult grandsons and/or the son of their family friend.
Ordering pizzas and Chinese food from different places in town, she's flashed every delivery man her semi-nude and/or nude body. Whether deliberately dropping her towel at the right moment, answering the door with her housecoat completely unbuttoned, or answering the door naked while pretending she was drunk, she enjoyed giving men a show of her tits, her ass, and her pussy. Possessing no modesty or morals, never pulling her shades, she undressed in front of her windows with the lights on and the shades up. Yet, unbelievably, no man ever took the bait. It's not that she was an unattractive woman, looking ten years younger than her age, she was very good looking and had a sexy, shapely body to match her pretty face.
Yet, no man ever stepped in her house, closed the door, and gave her his hard cock. No man took the opportunity of her flashing him her naked body to give her a hard fucking. Having always exposed her naked body to men, whether workmen, repair men, cable men, alarm men, and phone men, with all of the exhibitionism she'd done over the years, only one man ever reached out his hand to grab her breast and finger her nipple. Giving him an invited look with a smile by calling his bluff by not slapping his hand away, he retrieve his hand and left when he realized that she meant to have sex with him. He was the man that she ended up marrying forty-seven years ago when she was an 18-year-old virgin.
* * * * *
Julia's plan, a simple plan, was to get her adult son, all five of her adult grandsons, and the adult son of her daughter's family friend naked for Nude Day. Her plan was to have sex with all of them. She'd like nothing more than to see seven erect cocks. She like nothing more than to touch them, stroke them, suck them, and fuck them all. Her plan was for her son, five of her grandsons, and the son of her family friend to gangbang her. Oh, yeah, she'd love to take on all seven men. Always her sexual fantasy, she's never been gangbanged before.
Only to accomplish this, she needed the help of her five daughters and their family friend. Once they all went along with her plan, her son and their sons would hopefully all fall in line too. With every son wanting to have sex with their mother, this was her grandsons chance to have sex with their grandmother. If only her daughters knew that she had another agenda, if only they knew what her ulterior motive was, her daughters would never agree to her Nude Day incestuous, celebratory plan.
She pretended that this Nude Day party was more for the life and death salvation of their sons than it was for the sexual satisfaction of her libido. Yet, she knew that her daughters and their family friend were just as slutty as she was. She knew that once she planted a seed of naked debauchery of having incestuous sex with their sons in their pretty heads, with just a bit of prodding and coercing, they'd all jump at the idea of parading around naked in front of their sons on Nude Day. Once naked, taking the next step with touching and feeling, with her knowing her daughters and their family friend well, she knew that her little Nude Day party would become a Nude Day incestuous orgy.
Julia couldn't wait. She couldn't wait for her grandsons and their friend to see her naked. She couldn't wait to see her grandsons and their friend naked. She couldn't wait to have sex with them all one at a time or all at once in a gangbang. A sexual fantasy come true, now that her husband was dead and buried, there was no one there to stop her from doing what she's always wanted to do, to have sex with her grandsons and their friend.
A lonely and sexually frustrated widow, Julia's daughters and their family friend had no idea what was in store for her on Nude Day. A happy, celebratory surprise, no doubt, they'd all remember this day for the rest of the remainder of her years. Giving Nude Day a new definition, if anyone was to tell her that she'd be naked in front of her grandsons and the son of a family friend, and that she'd be seeing them all naked too, she'd never believe them. Yet, only a matter of time, the groundwork was already being laid when one of her daughters called a family meeting to discuss the decadent lifestyle of their sons. Genetically doomed, at the time Julia's five daughters, Audrey, Brenda, Carol, Kathy, and Jennifer had no idea that their mother was an exhibitionist and an incestuous slut. At the time, under the pretense of saving their sons from evil and from the Devil, the five woman and their childhood friend, Christine, had no idea that they'd all turn into incestuous sluts too.
* * * * *
Audrey invited her four sisters, Brenda, Jennifer, Carol, and Kathy, their mother, Julia, and their childhood friend, Christine, over her house to discuss their sons' problems with excessive alcohol consumption and sex with strippers, whores, and hookers. Not wanting to approach their sons yet with a much needed intervention, they wanted to have a plan and a developed strategy first before alienating them with well-intentioned lectures and motherly inspired rules. Being that they were young once too and enjoyed drinking and sex, they didn't want to come off as being prudish or to be deemed as women who were behind the times. Rather wanting to be open minded, they still needed to correct their sons' bad behavior.
Following in the footsteps of their sexually lenient mother, so long as they didn't go overboard with their drinking and carousing, they didn't want to be women who didn't want their sons to have some innocent, albeit rowdy, drunken sexual fun. Yet, fearing that their sons may be doomed to follow in their fathers' footsteps, after years of watching them drink and chase pussy, enough was enough. Before it was too late, the time to put an end to all over this decadent living was now. Perhaps with just an open and honest dialogue they could put their sons back on the straight and narrow.
Partying and having fun was one thing. Putting their lives in jeopardy in the way that their fathers all did was something else entirely. All forty-something-year-old women, but for Julia who was 65-years-old, their twenty-something-year-old sons were living and drinking for today without thinking about the repercussions of tomorrow, that is, should they live to see another day in the way that their fathers all didn't. May God rest their souls.
When their sons weren't getting drunk, having sex with anyone willing, going to strip clubs to watch striptease shows and paying strippers for sex, out partying all night, they were sleeping late and lounging around the house. Being that they all inherited large sums of money with the accidental and untimely deaths of their fathers, none of them worked at a job or attended school. With their fathers dying young, a self-fulfilling prophesy when seeing life half-empty instead of seeing life half-full, the sons of the fathers thought they'd obviously be dying young too.
No doubt, they would die young if they continued abusing their bodies by drinking to an excess and burning the candle at both ends by staying out too late partying. Not wanting their sons to end up like their fathers, the seven mothers were determined to set them on the right path, a straighter and narrower one, one that banned alcohol, chasing women, and kept them safely closer to home. Not knowing how to go about it, none of them had faced anything like this before. Normally it was a father's job to straighten out his son but with their fathers getting drunk and having extramarital sex, they failed to set a good example for their sons to follow.
With their moms suspecting that they all had inherited the gene for abusing alcohol and chasing after women from their fathers, their problems with alcohol stemmed from their fathers who abused alcohol and who had extramarital sex with women outside of their marriage. Their sons started drinking several years after their fathers perished in a hunting tragedy a dozen years back. Their cottage, situated in the deep, unforgiving woods of northern Maine, burnt to the ground with them in it after they fell asleep drunk and an unattended wood burning stove filled the cabin with black, acrid smoke before setting the place ablaze. A horrible accidental death, with their bodies burned beyond recognition, fortunately for all who perished inside, according to the coroner's autopsies, the smoke is what killed them and not the resulting fire.
Fortunately for the women, between their husbands' life insurance policies and winning a large multimillion dollar, liability lawsuit over a defective, wood burning stove from the large hardware chain who sold them the stove and from the manufacturer who manufactured the stove, the women and their sons didn't have to worry about money. Financially set for life, money wasn't the problem that it once was when they lost their husbands' income with their deaths. What their problems was their sons bad behavior. Unfortunately, following in the footsteps of their fathers, their mothers, all widows and single moms now, were losing control of their sons to the abuses of alcohol and to the depravities of sex with loose women. Already seeing the handwriting on the wall and wanting to do something to intercede and to change their fate, they didn't want what happened to their husbands to happen to their sons.
* * * * *
"I don't know about you girls but I've had it with Gary," said Audrey slowly shaking her head with sadness while wringing her hands. A petite, pretty redhead with bright, blue eyes and B cup breasts, looking a bit like a young Mia Farrow albeit with longer hair when she played Allison McKenzie in Peyton Place, she was one of the prettiest of the five sisters. "I'm so sick and tired of my son coming home in the early hours of the morning drunk and horny from a strip club and groping me as if I'm a stripper before he passes out unconscious. I can't tell you how many times he's grabbed my tits, fingered my nipples, felt my ass, and tried to stick his hand down my nightgown while trying to lift up my nightgown as he puts my hand on his cock. The last straw was last weekend when he came home so drunk and so horny that he exposed himself to me. He then proceeded to wrap my hand around his erect prick and moving my hand back and forth with his to give him a forced hand job, he tried to push me down to my knees to suck him."
Obviously looking around the room for support, her mother was hardly supportive.
"Did you suck him?" Her mother, Julia, asked of her daughter.
"Did I suck him? My own son? Eww! Gross mother. I'd never have sex with my son," said Audrey. "My God, I can't even imagine him cumming in my mouth, even though I knew that was exactly what he wanted to do.
At 46-years-old, Audrey was the oldest sister of the group. Her son Gary was 24-years-old.
"I know what you mean," said Brenda, Audrey's identical twin sister. "The first thing in the morning and the last thing at night, Mark, peruses the Internet for pornography. I've caught him masturbating more than a few times and," she said looking embarrassed, obviously from what she was about to confess next. "With his headphones on and his eyes closed, I think he's hoping that I catch him masturbating. I think he masturbates over the thoughts of having sex with me," said Brenda with heaviness.
"Why do you think that Gary would want to have sex with you?" Audrey looked at her twin sister while, no doubt, thinking the same thing that her son Gary probably wanted to have sex with her too.
"First off, all sons want to have sex with their mothers. Secondly, able to tell from the disheveled condition of my laundry hamper, turning into a real degenerate," said Brenda looking from one woman to the other, "I think he sniffs my dirty panties too. Even finding a pair of my panties under his pillow, I know he masturbates over the thoughts of having sex with me."
"Wow! What kind of mothers are we," said Audrey, "with drunken perverts for sons?"
Just like his cousin Gary, Mark was 24-years-old too.
"Just one day and just one time, I wish we could someone keep our sons safely at him instead of having them going out, getting drunk, and having sex with wild women. I wish there was a way that we could talk some sense into our sons to keep them safely at home," said Jennifer, a dark haired, shapely vixen with dark, brown eyes and C cup breasts.
"I wish that too," said Audrey.
"Robert is quickly developing a serious problem with drinking and chasing women, especially older women, cougars he calls them. He said, when it comes to older women, older women are easy because they're desperate to have sex with younger men," said Jennifer looking at her sisters. "I'm older and I'm not desperate for sex. Okay, admittedly, I'm horny but I'm not desperate for sex," said Jennifer with a laugh, "especially from a younger man."
Jennifer was Brenda and Audrey's 44-year-old sister and Robert was her 23-year-old son.
"I know what you mean about cougars. Fixated with forty-something-year-olds, that's all Tommy talks about are older women," said Carol a tall, busty blonde with D cup breasts. "If your sons are anything like my Tom, then I may have an idea how we can help them but I don't know if you women will go along with it," she said looking from one women to the other. Carol was Brenda, Audrey, and Jennifer's 42-year-old sister. Her son Tom was 22-years-old.
"I'm game if you are," said Kathy the prettiest sister of the five. A petite, shapely and sexy brunette with A cup breasts and a wonderful ass, she had the smallest breasts of the group but she possessed the best ass of all her sisters. "I'm so sick of Jimmy coming home drunk and groping me before stripping himself naked and falling unconscious in bed."
The baby sister of the bunch, Kathy just turned 40-years-old and her son, Jimmy, just turned 21-years-old.
"You've seen Jimmy's cock?" Jennifer looked from Kathy to the rest of her sisters and they all started laughing as if they were teenaged girls talking about men's pricks instead of middle-aged women talking about their sons.
"Sure, lots of times," said Kathy with a disinterested shrug. "Especially whenever he walks in my room naked. He mistakes my closet for the bathroom and pees all over my shoes and all over my feet when I try to stop him. I've seen his cock dangling in front of me too many times to count," she said pausing.
"That's so gross," said Brenda. "I can't believe Tommy peed on your shoes."
Leaning forward and looking as if she was about to cry, Kathy looked at her sisters with sadness.
"Sometimes, especially when I'm feeling lonely, it takes all the self-control that I have not to reach out my hand to touch and stroke his erect prick," said Kathy. "Sometimes when I'm feeling horny, it takes all the self-control that I have not to wrap my fingers around his cock and stroke him before falling to my knees to suck him. Sometimes I think I'm just as sexually depraved as my son," she said laughing without making eye contact with her sisters and family friend.
"Kathy! You slut," said Christine, her best friend.
"Wow," said Carol. "I'd never go as far to have sex with my son but that's what I'm talking about. We need to have an early intervention with our sons, something our husbands never had. We need to somehow change their bad behavior by modifying it so that we can take them back in the bosom of our family again. We need to save our sons before they die horrible deaths in the way that their fathers all did."
Julia looked at Carol with a smirk.
"Take our sons back in the bosom of our family. Yeah, I bet you'd love for Tommy to suck your big tits," said Julia.
"Mother! Really?" Carol stared at her mother. "Where do you get these sexually depraved thoughts?"
"Wait, hold on Carol, I'm familiar with some of your crazy ideas in the past, your Ponzi investment scheme, book clubs, Herbal Life, Mary Kay cosmetics, swap meets, and your venture into e-BAY," said Christine, a 43-year-old, short blonde with double D breasts and the childhood friend to all five sisters. "I need to hear what you have in mind before I agree to anything that you propose."
A member of the women's widow club, her 22-year-old son, Michael, was friends with all five of their sons. Christine lost her husband in the hunting lodge fire too and Michael was just beginning to develop a problem with abusing alcohol and chasing women with his five friends.
"Well, said Carol looking from Audrey to Brenda to Jennifer to Kathy and to Christine. I propose for this upcoming Nude Day, another drunken non-holiday of an excuse to drink, that we have a no drinking night where we keep our sons safely at home."
"Keep our sons safely at home? On Nude Day?" Audrey laughed. "How do you propose to keep our sons safely at home on the one of the biggest drunken, sexual days of the year? Unless they close all the bars, it's not going to happen. It will never happen. That's like trying to keep an Irishman from not drinking on Saint Paddy's Day or on the funeral day of a dearly departed friend," she said with a laugh.
"They've been talking about celebrating Nude Day since New Year's Eve. Mark will be out the door and in his car as soon as I say the word prohibition and celibacy," said Brenda with a sad, little laugh.
"Abstaining from drinking and sex would never be an option for any of them, especially for my horny son," said Kathy. "If I kept him in the house and forbade him to have sex with other women, he'd be forcing me to have sex with him," she said with a flash of sexual excitement betraying her face.
"My son is the same way," said Christine with a sexy laugh and a naughty look. "If I kept him home, he'd be looking to me to give him sex."



"Let me ask you this," said Carol looking around the room. "Besides alcohol what drives Nude Day?"
"Huh? What drives Nude Day? Seriously? Duh Carol," said Jennifer looking from one sister to the other. "That's easy. Nudity, of course," she said. "Nude Day is all about naked women, drinking copious amounts of alcohol, and having sex with naked women."
"Okay," said Carol, "other than alcohol, nudity, and sex, what can we do to keep our sons safely at home?"
All of her sisters, her mother, and her family friend looked at her as if she was nuts. She was always the one out of step with the others. A church going woman, albeit a woman with a checkered past, Carol was nonetheless a slutty woman hiding herself behind her rosary beads that were always suspended from her neck. With some things never changing, always on her knees sucking cocks when she was younger, now she's always on her knees praying. Praying for this one or for that one, a true believer in God, in the afterlife, in Karma, and in what goes around comes around, she's always praying for someone or for something.
"What would keep our sons safely at home?" Jennifer looked at her sisters and laughed. "I don't know, celebrity night where professional wrestlers, football players, hockey stars, and race car drivers pay us all a personal visit," said Jennifer with a laugh. "Only, we don't know any celebrities and/or sports stars."
"My idea is that we have our own Nude Day party, not with alcohol, nudity, or sex, of course, but with a family night of food, fun, and games," said Carol looking at everyone with piety as if she was a nun or June Cleaver of Leave it to Beaver. "We each make a special dish and a dessert, something that they really like. Wouldn't that be swell?"
"Swell?" Abruptly moving her head back as if she was bumped, Brenda did a double take. "Wait, hold on, I'm not getting naked in front of my son," said Brenda. "No way. That will never happen. Sorry," she said making a sour face while holding up both of her hands.
"Me neither," said Audrey making the same face as her identical twin sister just did. "Eww, gross. I'd be so embarrassed for my Gary to see me without my clothes. There's just no way he's ever going to see this body naked," she said moving her hands slowly down her body as if she was a model on the Price Is Right showcasing what was behind the curtain.
"Don't worry. No one is getting naked," said Carol.
"Swell? No getting naked? Bullshit," said Julia, the 65-year-old mother of Brenda, Audrey, Jennifer, Carol, and Kathy. "You want to keep your sons safely home by entertaining them with a family night of food, fun, and games," she said looking at her daughters while shaking her head before focusing her attention to Carol. "What's wrong with you Carol? Are you retarded? Did all of that pot you smoked twenty years ago destroy your brain cells?"
"Pardon?" Carol looked at her mother as if she had just been insulted and she had. "I think it's a good idea to have family night where we all bond while eating, socializing, and playing family games, Monopoly, Charades, or Texas Hold'em poker for pennies, perhaps," said Carol.
"Monopoly? Charades? Unless you're willing to play strip poker, ain't none of your sons going to play Texas Hold'em poker for pennies with any of you," said Julia shaking her head in disbelief."
"Why not? Playing games is a good way to bond with our sons," said Carol.
"Lemme tell you all something about testosterone filled, horny, young men," said Julia pointing her finger at all of the women as if they were still all children instead of all mothers themselves. "You're not going to keep twenty-something-year-old men away from the bottle and away from chasing pussy with family night, food, and games," said Julia.
"Pussy? Mom," giggled Carol, "I never heard you say pussy before. It sounds funny coming from you."
"Shut up Carol and listen. What the Hell is wrong with you women? You all act as if you were born with a silver spoon in your mouths instead of remembering all of the cocks that you five women sucked. I didn't bring you up that way to be so high and mighty as if your shit doesn't smell. You've all changed into someone else and you all got that way with all the money that you received after your husbands' deaths," said Julia.
"Sucking cock? Really mother," said Carol.
"Shut up Carol and listen," said Julia.
"My husband was in that fire too and you don't see me acting any different than I was just because I have money," said Julia pointing her finger of acrimony at them again. "I act the same way now that I did when I didn't have any money."
"Please get to the point mother," said Jennifer rolling her eyes and sighing. "What are you going on about this time?"
"You act as if none of you had sex before you were married. You all act as if none of you have had a cock in your mouths," said Julia. "You all act as if you're all innocent virgins when I know that you're not and when I know you are all still sluts. Once a slut always a slut. Leopards can never change the color of their spots no matter how much money you have."
"Mother, really," said Carol. "How dare you call me a slut? How dare you insult your daughters with your twisted, sexual thoughts? We've all lived morally, good lives since we've been married."
"Well, I remember all of you differently. Hungry for cocks, if you were anything, you were all a bunch of sluts. None of you could keep your legs or mouths closed, especially you Carol and you Jennifer. Both of you always came home with dirt on your knees," said Julia. She put her hand to her mouth and moved it back and forth with her tongue pushing against her cheek as if she had a cock in her mouth and was giving a blowjob. "With both of you a constant embarrassment to me in the way you dressed and in the way that you comported yourself especially when around men, you two were the biggest whores around."
"My God mother," said Carol, "how can you say that about your own daughters?"
"Mother, really," said Jennifer. "Are these insults necessary to make your point? Just make your point and tell us what's on your mind."
"She's right," said Kathy laughing. "I was a slut too. We were all sluts. The guys used to call us TSS, the slutty sisters."
"I was a slut too," said Christine raising her hand as if she was in school instead of sitting in Audrey's house. "I couldn't get enough cock before I married my husband. I was always so horny and you know what, nothing has changed," she said with a dirty laugh while turning red. "Now without a man in my life, I'm always so super horny now. It's been a long time since I've had a cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy," she said with a sad, little laugh.
"Okay, suffice to say that we're all still sluts or were once all sluts, what does that have to do with Nude Day and with keeping our sons safely home? What does our sordid pasts have to do with our sons? How do you propose we keep them safely at home mother?" Jennifer looked at her mother while waiting for her to answer.
"I'll tell you how," said Julia putting her hands on her knees and leaning forward as if she was about to confess a secret. "If you want to keep your sons safely home, then you need to get down in the gutter with them," she said raising her hand and making a fist with it. "You need to be just as dirty as they are," she said as if she was a football coach trying to invigorate her team to win. "I'll tell you how to keep them home," she said pointing her finger at each and every one of the women while looking at them all. "You may not like what I'm about to say but trust me, it works," said Julia.
"Okay, fine, I'll bite," said Carol. "How do we keep our sons safely at home mother?"
"You keep them home with sex," said Julia sitting back in her chair as if she was proud of herself.
"Sex?" Audrey looked at her mother as if she was drunk.
"You keep them home with incest," said Julia.
"Incest?" Brenda looked at her mother as if she was nuts.
"That's right and that's how you do it," she said leaning forward in her chair again. "You keep them home by giving them incestuous sex," said Julia.
"Incestuous sex?" Jennifer looked at her mother before looking at her sisters.
"That's right. If you want to keep them home and if you want to keep them safe, you give them incestuous sex. By tying them to your pussy hairs and attaching them to your nipples is how you keep them safely at home."
"Mother! Incest? Really," said Jennifer. "How dare you? What's wrong with you? I'm not going to give my son incestuous sex. Gross. That's so nasty."
"Pussy hairs? Nipples? Mother really," said Brenda. "Have you been drinking? Have you lost your mind?"
"Incest?" Audrey looked at her mother as if she was nuts or drunk. "I can't even imagine going to bed with Gary."
"Wait. Let her finish. What are you talking about Mom?" Kathy gave her mother a chance to defend her odd remarks.
"Well, just as I did with your brother, Ralph, if you show your sons a flash of your panty and bra once in a while that may be enough to keep them interested for them to stay home. If you flash them your tits, your ass, and your pussy then that may be enough for them to watch a movie with you while cuddling on the couch with you or spooning in bed with you instead of drinking, staying out all night, and having sex with strippers," she said. "There's nothing wrong with allowing your sons to cop a cheap feel of your bodies and if they put your hand on their cocks, so what? You've all felt plenty of cocks in your hands before. What's the big deal?"
"What's the big deal? I'd never put my hand on my Tommy's cock," said Carol while fingering her rosary beads as if she was praying.
"Wait, are you saying what I think you're saying? Are you saying that you flashed Ralph your panties, bra, tits, ass, and pussy Mom?" Jennifer looked at her mother as if she was nuts. "Are you saying that you've held Ralph's cock in your hand?"
"Cuddling on the couch? Spooning on the bed?" Carol looked at her mother as if she couldn't believe what she was hearing. "What precisely are you saying mother?"
"I'm saying that for you to keep your sons safe, if you have to, you should consider the idea of giving them sex," said Julia. "And so what if I have flashed Ralph my body and held his cock in my hand. So what? You've all done a lot worse with strangers."
"Sex? What? Are you kidding me Mom? That's incest." Brenda looked at her all of her sisters and family friend before looking at her mother with disbelief. "You expect us to have incestuous sex with our sons? How dare you Mother? I can't do that," she said shaking her head with a look of horror.
"Well, to be honest and it's about time you girls knew the truth, I did more than flash Ralph my panties, bra, tits, ass, and pussy," she said with a dirty laugh. "I sucked his cock and I made love with him many times over the years."
"Oh my God," said Brenda looking at her mother with shocked surprise. "Say this isn't true. Say this is a joke. Say that I'm still sleeping and this is just a bad nightmare I'm having."
"I don't believe it," said Audrey. "I don't think I want to hear any more of this Mother."
"Over the years with one thing leading to another, after your father died and I was a single mom, just like you girls are all alone without men in your lives now, after I saw Ralph following in the footsteps of his father, I had sex with him and we've had sex multiple times since then. It's no big deal, once you get over the first time, just another man with a cock, it's easy."
"What? I don't believe this." Carol looked at her mother as if she had lost her mind. "Mom? How could you have incestuous sex with your son?"
Julia sighed, made a face, and rolled her eyes.
"How could I? Rather the question should be, why wouldn't I? As my way to keep my son away from the bottle and away from chasing women, I gave him what he needed and he gave me what I wanted. A two-way street, we both had what the other wanted and needed so we helped one another in that way." She looked from Audrey, to Brenda, to Jennifer, to Carol, to Kathy, and to Christine. "Answer me this one question," she said looking at her girls."
"What question is that mother?" Jennifer looked at her mother with curiosity.
"Why do you think Ralph wasn't at the cottage with the rest of those drunken fools?" She looked from one of her daughters to the other of her daughters. "I'll tell you why. Because he was home in bed with me sleeping after we made love instead of drinking, licking hookers, and fucking whores," said Julia.
"Oh, my God," said Carol. "Mother, this is too much for me to wrap my brain around. I can't process you having sex with my brother."
"Too much to process? In the way that you women act like innocent virgins, your sexual appeal wasn't enough to keep your husbands from cheating on you, now was it? I know as well as you all know that the men didn't go to Maine for hunting and fishing. They went to Maine for drinking and fucking. They went to Maine to have sex with women. If they were hunting and fishing for anything, they were hunting and fishing for pussy. They went hunting and fishing as their excuse for women to give them sex," said Julia.
"We know that mother," said Kathy with sadness.
"Don't forget, along with our husbands, they found seven, dead women in that cabin too," she said pointing her finger at all the women in the room. "Talk about being caught with your pants down, obviously, the women were their overnight guests."
"Wow, I had no idea that you and Ralph were intimate," said Jennifer ignoring what her mother said about their deceased husbands getting drunk and having sex with whores and prostitutes.
"Now that you confessed your incestuous sins, I always suspect there was something going on between you two," said Carol obviously not willing to discuss her husband cheating on her with another woman. "You always had secret looks and little laughs between the two of you. I always figured you were doing something with Ralph."
"Incestuous sins?" Julia laughed. "Listen to you. You're a piece of work Carol. No wonder why your husband cheated on you."
"Yeah, well, Daddy cheated on you too," said Carol.
"Nothing new, your father always cheated on me. He even had sex with my mother," she said.
"What?" Brenda looked at her mother as if she was just stabbed through the heart. "Daddy had sex with Nana?"
"If you want to keep your sons safe, keep them out of the bars, keep them from chasing women that are no good for them, and keep them from being killed or killing someone else while driving drunk on the highway, give them sex. You don't even have to go all the way. Just show them something while allowing them to fondle your tits and finger your pussy as you stroke their cocks. Tease them. Seduce them. Suck them and fuck them. What's the harm in a little hanky-panky between a mother and her son?"
"Oh, my God," said Carol. "I can't believe what I'm hearing."
"Then, once they are decent, young men, when the right woman comes along, you cut the apron strings and let them go. With no ill effects from having sex with me, Ralph is married to a wonderful woman."
The women fell silent while looking at one another.
"I can't believe you flashed Ralph, Mom. I can't believe you had sex with him. I don't think that I could flash Gary and I know that I could never give him sex," said Audrey suddenly acting better than thou. "How could you? How could you have sex with your own flesh and blood?"
"I could never flash my son or give him sex," said Brenda tightly crossing her legs and wrapping her arms as tightly around her body as she crossed her legs. She looked as if imitating a pretzel.
"Gross," said Jennifer, "that's so gross. That's just nasty thinking about Robert feeling my tits while I stroked his cock," she said with her body language betraying her indignation by licking her lips and running her fingers through her hair.
"I'd die before I'd have incestuous sex with my son," said Carol fingering her rosary beads as if she was already praying to God for strength for her not to have incestuous sex with her son or as if she was already fingering her son's cock.
"I know that Jimmy wouldn't turn me down for sex. He'd let me stroke him and suck him if I showed any sexual interest in him at all. He's always staring at me to see what he can see of me," said Kathy with more than a glimmer of sexual excitement flashing across her face. "Now that I think more about it, he's always flashing me his cock. To be honest, if it meant that I could keep my son safely at home by giving him sex," she said pausing to look from one sister to the other, "I would. Oh, yeah, I'd fuck and suck him in a heartbeat if I knew that I'd be saving his life."
"My son is the same way. He's always trying to catch me naked," said Christine with her eyes betraying her not so secret sexual thoughts when it came to thinking about having sex with her son. "He's enamored by my big tits. He's always staring at them. Sometimes, I'm tempted to show him what he's been so dying to see just to see his reaction to seeing my breasts," she said with a dirty laugh.
"If I had tits the size of your double D boobs, I'd be flashing everyone my tits, including my son," said Kathy with a dirty laugh.
"I'm with you Kathy," said Christine looking at her best friend. "If I could keep my son safely at home by teasing him and seducing him, I would too. For sure, I'd rather keep him home by having sex with him than to have him die behind the wheel of his car or kill someone else while driving drunk."
"Well, I said what I needed to say. You figure it out," said Julia. "If you can't have sex with your sons than maybe you can have sex with your nephews. Make a deal with one another. Switch off and tease the shit out of them. Sons or nephews, it doesn't much matter, so long as you do your best as mothers to keep them home safe this Nude Day and every other drunken holiday."
"If I had a couple glasses of wine, I'd be more likely to flash my nephew than my son," said Brenda.
"Me too," said Audrey. "Even though we still blood related, it doesn't sound as bad to flash my nephew as it does to flash my son."
"So long as you don't get pregnant and so long as you don't tell anyone what goes on behind closed, bedroom doors, I don't see the problem with any of you having sex with your sons under the pretense of saving their lives," said Julia pointing a finger of warning at them. "It's a family thing. Just keep what you do between yourselves."
"Wow! I never thought I'd see the day when we'd be discussing having incestuous sex with our sons and/or nephews," said Brenda with a sad, little albeit sexually excited laugh.
"The way that I remember the lot of you growing up, you were all a little slutty. As soon as you all turned 18-years-old, prom night was your coming out party. All of you had sex before you even graduated high school. Then, once you were no longer virgins, the flood gates opened. I remember in college, all of you were pretty promiscuous if my memory is correct, especially when it came to you going down to Florida on Spring break and fucking and sucking everything, even other women. So, I don't understand why you're being so morally modest now. It's just sex," said Julia. "Hell, if you girls didn't disown me, I'd have sex with any or all of my grandsons, including your son, Michael, Christine, he's cute."
"Thanks, I think," said Christine making a sick face.
"You know," said Brenda, "now that I think more about it, maybe Mom is onto something. It's a few weeks until Nude Day, maybe we can test the waters."
"Test the waters?" Audrey looked at her sister. "What do you mean test the waters?"
"Have we all been married and widowed too long that we forgot how to act like women," said Audrey to the group. "I understand what Brenda is saying. What if we sexually teased our sons and nephews by showing them some panty and a little tit? What's the harm in flashing them? What's the harm in allowing them to cop a cheap feel every now and then if it means keeping them safely at home? We all have sexy nightgowns we've been dying to wear. Why not have some fun with this? At the very least, whatever we do now will at least give us something to masturbate over later."



"Gees, Bren, you're making me horny just thinking about flashing Robert my panty and tits," said Jennifer.
"Against it before, I think it would be kind of fun to flash my son and your sons bits and pieces of my body for the sake of keeping them safely at home on Nude Day," said Carol.
"Maybe we could even have a Nude Day party," said Christine, "where we take it off, take it all off?"
"Do we dare do that?" Kathy looked from one sister to the other. "Do we dare strip naked in front of our sons and nephews? Only, my God, sexually excited to think about stripping naked in front of them, it's been a long time since a man has seen me naked."
"I could strip naked after I had a couple glasses of wine," said Brenda. "Oh, yeah, I can do a lot of things when I'm drunk," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Me too," said Audrey. "I'd do anything after a couple of glasses of wine, just as I did with those CFNM strippers. If I'm drunk enough, I'd even have sex with my son."
"Being that I'm always horny anyway, I'm game if you all are," said Jennifer.
"I don't know," said Carol. "One step at a time. It would be enough for me to flash Tommy my panties. I don't know about flashing him my tits and I certainly don't know about allowing him to cop cheap feels of my body and groping me. I don't think I could ever have sex with him."
"Now wait. Hold on," said Julia. "The real fun is in the seduction and the teasing. Just as Audrey said, you have to tease them first by wearing sexy nightgowns to get their attention and to get them interested before flashing them some tit, panty, ass, and pussy. Moreover, you mustn't be blatant about it. You must be coy. You must make your flashes appear accidental. You need to make your sons feel like the perverts that they are so that they'll see you as the type of women they hope to marry one day."
"That's an interesting concept mother," said Kathy.
"I never thought of it like that but it makes sense to me now," said Christine. "If we can't lead a horse to drink water, we can sexually tease the shit out of our sons and nephews to not only keep them preoccupied but also out of trouble."
"I don't know about you girls," said Jennifer, "but I'm already sexually excited over the thoughts of flashing Robert and your sons my panties, bra, tits, ass, and pussy."
"I can't wait for Michael and all your sons to get a look at these babies," said Christine pushing up her bra clad double D breasts with her hands.
"Can we all be so wicked to actually do this and go through with this?" Carol looked from one sister to the other sister before looking at her best friend and her mother.
"We can if we think of the big picture," said Audrey. "I'm ready to sexually tease my son, even have sex with my son, if it means that I'll save him from having a similar fate of his father. Rather than him killing himself or someone else while driving home drunk on Nude Day, I'd suck his cock. I would. If it meant my son staying alive, oh, yeah, I'd allow him to cum in my mouth and I'd swallow his cum rather than having to attend his funeral," said Audrey.
"Definitely, if it meant saving my son from dying drunk on the highway or killing someone else, I'd suck and fuck my son, too," said Brenda.
"Oh, my God, I can't believe we're really going to do this," said Jennifer. "Yet, now that I think more about it, being that it's been so very long since I've had a cock in my mouth, I'm actually looking forward to blowing Robert."
"We can even do this in teams," said Carol finally getting into the spirit of having incestuous sex with her son and nephews. "I can go over your house and flash your son and you can go to my house and flash my son," she said to Jennifer.
"Only, how about this? Every time we do something naughty with our sons and/or with our nephews, we'll meet once a week to discuss what we did and their reactions to all that we showed, all that they saw, and all that we sexually did with them," said Brenda.
"Yeah, that's a good idea Bren," said Jennifer. "We don't want to be doing the same things at the same time."
"What if our sons talk to one another about how we flashed them and sexually teased them?" Audrey looked at her sisters for support.
"Ain't no one gonna talk," said Julia shaking her head in disbelief of her daughters' obvious naiveté when it came to incest. "Trust me," she said.
"Why not?" Brenda looked at her mother. "Why wouldn't they talk among themselves in the way that we're discussing it now?
"Yeah, why wouldn't they discuss what sexually happened between us?" Audrey looked at her mother for answers.
"Men are different from women, especially when it comes to incest. Everything stays in the closet. The last thing your sons or nephews will say is that their mother flashed them her tits or his aunt flashed him her pussy. Being that they all know one another and are at the age where they're embarrassed by everything. Incest is still something forbidden and something that no young man talks about to his friends, especially when his friends are his cousins. Incest is just something that they masturbate over in the privacy of their rooms while imagining having sex with you all."
"Okay, I'm ready to party," said Kathy. "If nothing else, at least I'll have some sexual fodder to masturbate later when alone in my room or while taking a bath."
"Me too," said Christine. "I'm sexually aroused, just thinking what I'm going to do."
"Now you're talking," said Julia. "I'm ready to party too. I'm ready to get naked on Nude day. I'm ready to have sex with all of my hot grandsons and your son too Christine," said Julia.
With all six women staring at her, Julia raised her hand to her mouth and moving it back and forth with her tongue pushing out her cheek, she pretended that she had a cock in her mouth and she was giving a blowjob.
"Eww," said all of the women all at the same time.
"Mom! Gross," said Carol.
"You're disgusting mother," said Jennifer.
To be continued...
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Sexually teasing him to test the waters, Audrey flashes her son her nearly naked body.
That night, after the coercion of her mother and with the encouragement of her sisters and her best friend, Audrey was ready to take back her son from the bottle and from the sluts, the whores, the strippers, and the hookers. Willing to show him some sexy part of her unclothed body, she was willing to even give him sex if she had to and if she must, if that's what she needed to do to keep him safely at home. Knowing she could have prevented a tragedy and saved her son, what kind of mother would she be if he was killed in a drunken car accident that she could have prevented by flashing him bits and pieces of her naked body to keep him home?
She's flashed plenty of men in the past and just because Gary's her son shouldn't make a difference. The bottom line is that he's a man and she's a woman. The bottom line is no matter if they're mother and son it's all just about sex and if sex is the one thing that she could give him to set him free, then so be it. It certainly didn't make a difference to her mother with her flashing and having sex with her brother, Ralph. When all of their husbands perished in a fire, her mother was able to save her son by giving him incestuous sex.
Usually comfortably walking around the house in her jeans and a sweatshirt, Audrey looked at herself in the mirror. A petite, pretty redhead, she had bright, blue eyes, and B cup breasts. Everyone used to say, especially when she was younger, that she looked like Mia Farrow albeit with longer hair when Mia played Allison McKenzie in Peyton Place.
Today, not her best day, with all the worrying she's been doing lately over her son, she looked old. With the bags she had under her eyes, she looked tired. With the desperation she felt in trying to stop her son from drinking and whoring, she felt sad. A good idea when they first discussed it, now the reality of the idea of her flashing her son and/or having sex with her son hit her hard as if she was up against a brick wall. She couldn't do it. She couldn't show him any part of her naked but only she must. She must do what she needs to do to keep him from drinking, whoring, and killing himself on the highway.
She stared at herself in the mirror. A 46-year-old-woman long past her prime. Where have the years gone? Once carefree, beautiful and sexy, now she was just like any forty-something-year-old woman who lost her husband to drinking and whoring. She was angry that she needed to cross the incestuous line to save her son from himself. Giving herself a hard look, why would her son want an old woman who looked like her when he had his pick of young, sexy women, whores, sluts, hookers, and strippers his age? How would flashing her son her tits keep him safely at home? The only thing she had going for her, her ace in the hole, so to speak, was that she was his mother. According to the great works of literature and the perversely provocative thoughts of Sigmund Freud all sons wanted to have sex with their mothers. If sex is what he wants and sex is what he needs to stay away from the fast and dangerous life, then sex is what she can give him.
Fixing her face, Audrey reapplied her makeup, put on fresh lipstick, and fixed her hair. A complete transformation, she didn't look half bad. Once removing the bags and smiling, she looked ten years younger. With just a little blush, eye shadow, and a lot of lipstick, she looked rested. Actually, if she said so herself, she looked pretty good. If she was a man, she'd do her.
One by one, she took the time to go through her nightgowns to pick the sexiest one. She found it. The pale blue one, the one that plunged down to there and was cut up to here. This nightgown was the perfect nightgown for her to flash her nearly naked body to her unsuspecting son. Afraid of flashing her son something of her body that he shouldn't see, always so modestly and morally appropriate before, whenever she wore her nightgown she always wore her robe over it. Not tonight. Tonight she'd be sashaying around in front of her son in just her sexy, revealing nightgown. If he looked closely and she knew he would, with this nightgown so very transparent, he could see everything she owned.
Coerced by her mother and encouraged by her sisters and her best friend, her way of testing the water, walking around in front of her son nearly naked, she wasn't wearing a robe tonight. Tonight, with her showing her son more of her body than she's ever shown him before and more than he's ever seen of her body before, she wasn't covering all that she was showing through the sheer material of her sexy nightgown with a bathrobe. Tonight, making her stand to help save her son from the follies of himself, she was ready to flash him, to tease him, and to seduce him if need be. On the premise of a mother saving her son, if whatever she did tonight would save his life tomorrow, she was willing to do whatever she needed to do.
Something she's never done before, she was ready to flash him her panties and her tits to see what would happen next. A good plan when talking about it with her sisters and with her best friend, perhaps if she could interest her son enough with the charms of her nearly naked body, he'd make the decision to stay home with her instead of going out drinking and carousing. Maybe with her flashing him, in the way that her mother flashed and had sex with her brother, with her son having the hopes of having sex with his mother too was enough to keep him home and away from the fast, wild, and crazy life.
Only, flashing him was one thing, uncharted waters and a line she was reluctant to cross, she didn't know if she could have sex with him too. With the Nude Day celebration a couple of weeks away, perhaps gradually, while showing him more each day, maybe she'd eventually do more to keep him interested in her enough to forsake the bars and stay home. If she had to, she'd give him a hand job. Having given lots of hand jobs before, a hand job was no big deal. If she had to, she could give him a hand job.
Oh, yeah, she could wrap her fingers around her son's big, hard cock while he fondled her tits and fingered her nipples. It's been a long time since a man has sexually touched in that way. It's been a long time since she's had a hard cock in her hand. In the horny and sexually aroused way that she felt right now for her to flash her son her panties and tits, she could stroke him while he sucked her nipples and put his hand between her legs.
Maybe, in the way he's done lots of time before when he comes home drunk and horny, she'll allow him to touch her, grope her, and feel her. In the horny state she was in right now, she wouldn't mind him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while he fingered her pussy and she stroked his cock. While he touched and felt her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother, maybe she'll touch and feel him too where no mother should ever touch and feel her son. Maybe she'll stroke him while he feels and fondles her. Yet, for tonight, starting slow and gradually building up, she was only going to flash him her tits and panties. Maybe tomorrow, she'll allow him to do a little more.
Playing the part perfectly of the provocative, incestuous mother seducing her young, adult son, whatever innocent move she made while wearing her sexy nightgown, she knew she'd be showing her son something of her nearly naked body that he's never seen and shouldn't see now. With her wearing this sexy nightgown, if she innocently leaned forward in front of him to reach for something or to pour her or her son a drink, she'd deliberately be showing him her tits. With her nightgown top leaning forward and open with her every downward movement, her son Gary would be seeing a lot of her B cup breasts. With her already sexually aroused just wearing her nightgown and by the thoughts of flashing her son her breasts, her nipples were already erect and hard.
Wanting to see what he could see, she looked at herself in the mirror while leaning forward. Definitely and without a doubt, if she could see the reflection of her tits in the mirror, if she could see her areolas and her nipples, then he'd be seeing them too. Definitely because of how her nightgown was cut so low, whenever she leaned forward, she'd be flashing him her areolas, her nipples, and her breasts in their entirety in a beautiful down nightgown view. Having never flashed her son so much as her bra strap before, she couldn't believe she was about to flash him her tits now. Hoping that flashing him her breasts along with her panties was enough to interest him to stay home, she wasn't ready to do any more than that just yet.
Being that her nightgown was so short, even when she sat with her knees glued together, her son would be seeing some of her sheer, white panty over the triangular opening that appeared over her thighs. Perhaps because she received the informal permission from her mother, sisters, and her best friend, it sexually excited her for her to know that she'd be flashing her son her tits and panties tonight. Unless she sat with her hands in her lap, which she usually did when sitting across from her son, tonight she was keeping her hands by her sides, her nightgown as loose as her morals, and her knees as open as her lack of modesty. A first time for everything, she's never knowingly flashed her son her panties before.
Not daring to walk around him without her panties, she wasn't ready to flash her son her pussy just yet but, by her thinking about flashing him her pussy, she knew she would eventually flash him her naked ass and pussy. More than she's ever done or even thought about doing before, flashing her son peeks of her panties and down nightgown views of her tits was enough for the first night. Quite enough, a big step for her that she was parading around her son while wearing her sexy nightgown without her mandatory bathrobe, she knew she'd be showing him more of her than he's ever seen before.
She stood in front of the mirror while looking at herself, with her hair fixed, her makeup applied, and with her wearing her sexiest nightgown, if she said so herself, she didn't look half bad. Actually, she looked good. She felt better about herself. She looked hot. She looked sexy. Definitely, if she could clearly see the outline of her breasts and the impressions her nipples made through her nearly see through nightgown, then she knew that he could too.
Sexually teasing him while making her flashing appear accidental, just as her mother warned her to do, she was curious to see his reaction to seeing all that she was willing to show him. Truth be told, sexually aroused just thinking about it, she couldn't wait to flash him her tits. Wanting to see the look on his face, she couldn't wait for him to see her areolas and nipples. She wondered what his reaction would be to seeing her naked breasts and to seeing her panties.
Taking it a step further, she knew that there was some things that she could do to show him even more of her sexy body without being blatant about it and while making her flashes appear accidental. She knew that he could see all that she was immorally showing when she stood in the kitchen with the light off and the refrigerator door open while bending her head inside as if she was looking for something to eat. The light from the opened refrigerator door lit her up as if she was being X-rayed with a full body laser beam. Showing enough of her shapely form, even more than if she was walking through a TSA X-ray machine, she knew he'd be seeing his mother in a whole new light, pardon the pun.
When leaning in the open refrigerator and with her nightgown so revealingly transparent, she knew she's be giving him an up nightgown view of the underside of her B cup breasts. With her breasts falling forward as if she was leaning over her son when about to suck his cock, and her nipples clearly visible, she knew that he could see more of her than he's ever seen of her before. With her not wearing a bathrobe over her nearly see through nightgown, for the first time, she felt nakedly exposed while in the company of her son. With her wearing such a low cut nightgown, for the first time, she felt sexy when in the presence of her son. With her acting more than the woman that she is instead of his mother, for the first time, in the way that he'd be staring at her and obviously lusting over her, she felt wanted and desired by a man who was forbidden to have sexually feelings for his mother.
Never sexually aroused before when in the company of her son, for the first time, she could feel a familiar wetness between her legs when thinking about all that he could clearly see of her. Unmercifully about to tease him, she did the same exhibitionist act with the TV as she did with the refrigerator. Being that her mother has already done this with her brother, made it somehow okay for her to do this with her son. Having never thought of her son as a sexual man before, she was thinking about him in that way now.
When standing in front of the television, she knew that the bright light of the TV would light up her nearly transparent nightgown. Clearly, when turning from side to side, she knew that Gary could see her braless breasts and her panty clad ass and pussy. When standing in front of the TV, even with her blocking the picture, usually complaining that she was in the way, he wouldn't be complaining that she was blocking his view now. Instead of blocking his view from the television, she'd be giving him an even better view to see than what he was watching on television.
Obviously, with him not complaining, she'd know that Gary was looking. It's been a long time since she's teased and flashed a man but as if riding a bike after not being on one for years, she didn't need any lessons on how to be a sexy woman. Without a doubt, she knew that they'd both be masturbating tonight over all that she was showing him of her nearly naked body and over all that he was seeing of her nearly naked body. Without a doubt, if flashing him her nearly naked body tonight, maybe she'll do even more tomorrow night. Imagining him touching and feeling her, she thought about touching and feeling him too.
When she finally emerged from her bedroom while wearing her sexy, nearly see through nightgown without the modesty of wearing a robe, he stared at her as if she was a cold, six pack of beer on a hot day. Just standing there under his constant surveillance, she felt sexy. She felt wanted. She felt desired. She felt so very sexually aroused, a feeling that she hasn't had in years.
"That's a pretty nightgown Mom," he said using his compliment as his excuse to stare longer at her tits that showed through the shear material of her nightgown as if she was wearing nothing at all.
He stared at her as if she was naked. Undressing her with his eyes, he didn't have to undress her very much to see her naked. She felt as if she was Jennifer Lopez or Cher at the Oscars wearing something so very transparent without the modesty of a bra. In that regard and with those sexy women in mind, she knew what she was flashing Gary not only the defined, entire outline of her breasts but also she was clearly showing him the size and the shape of her erect nipples.
If he stared any longer and any closer than he already was leering, having already tested how much he could see of her by staring at herself in her mirror, she knew that he could see the defined outline of her areolas too. As if she was standing there topless but with a light piece of nearly transparent material, she knew that he could clearly see her tits. Especially when standing in front of the open door of the refrigerator or in front of the TV, with her being so lit up, it was as if she was standing there naked but for her bikini panties. She never thought she'd be so very sexually excited showing her son her nearly naked body but she was.
"Thank you," she said putting a hand to her nightgown to pull the material tighter while looking down at herself. When she pulled her nightgown tight like that, as if pulling Saran wrap to clearly read the contents inside, she knew that she was giving him an even better view of her breasts. When she pulled her nightgown tight like that, her nipples pushed through even more. She watched his mouth go in the shape of a goldfish. In the shape his mouth involuntarily moved when he was a baby and was hungry for her nipples, being that he looked hungry for her nipples now, some things never change.
"You're always covering that beautiful nightgown with a robe," he said continuing to stare at her as if she was a frosty beer on a scorching hot day. "You always look so uncomfortable when wearing your robe. Maybe you should walk around in your sexy nightgowns more often in the way that I walk around in a tee shirt and pajama bottoms," he said looking down at himself with her looking down at him too.
He had an erection. With his cock pushing his pajama bottom up and out, it was obvious that he had an erection. It was obvious to her that she had given her son, Gary, an erection by flashing him her tits. It made her sexually excited to know that she gave him an erection. It made her even more sexually excited to see his erect prick tenting his pajamas in the way that her erect nipples pushed themselves against her nightgown. Now thinking about his cock as much as he was obviously thinking about her tits, she wanted to see his cock. She wanted to touch his cock. Knowing no boundaries once crossing the incestuous line, just as she once was with her prom date when she as 18-years-old, out of control, one thing seemingly led to another.
"I've been having hot flashes lately and wearing a bathrobe is much too hot," she said defending her reason for not wearing a robe and for not being the moral, modest mother that she normally is. "I hope I'm not showing you something of me that I shouldn't and that you shouldn't see," she said turning one way before turning the other and before leaning forward enough to give him the perfect view of her braless breasts down her nightgown. "You can't see anything of me, can you?" She leaned forward in front of her while he stared down her nightgown top. "I mean, I'm modestly covered, aren't I?"
When she leaned forward, as if they were taking a bow after their curtain call, she felt her B cup breasts leaning forward with her. As if he was high on drugs, she watched his eyes widen while staring down her open nightgown top at her tits. Not three feet away from him and close enough for him to reach out his horny hand to stick down her nightgown to cup her breasts while fingering her nipples, she stood there like that with him staring and her exposing her tits to him. She felt so wicked. She felt so sexy. Wanting him to touch her and to feel her, she felt so sexually aroused.
Then, standing, she pulled her nightgown tighter to her body again. She knew that when she made that move, Gary could clearly see the impressions that her nipples made in her nightgown. If he looked closely enough, he could see more than just her nipples. He could see her areolas too. If he looked closely enough, he could see her panties too. With her panties as sheer as her nightgown, definitely, if he could see her panties, then he could see her pubic hair through her nightgown and through her panties too.
Groping her, touching her, and feeling her when he's drunk, she knew by the look on his face that he wished he could grope, touch, and feel her now. She recalled the touch of his hand when he squeezed her ass through her bathrobe and nightgown. She recalled the feel of his fingers when he stuck his horny, drunken hand inside of her bathrobe to fondle her breasts through her nightgown and fingered her nipples as soon as she was aroused enough for them to make their appearance. She recalled she'd always masturbate herself that night and the next morning with the dirty thoughts of having incestuous sex with her son.



With the excuse that he was drunk and too drunk to know what he was doing, she recalled how he'd always reach beneath her nightgown to cup her panty clad pussy. She remembered the time when he grabbed her by her wrists, pulled her hand forward, and wrapped her fingers around his cock. Then moving her hand back and forth, he humped her hand while giving himself a forced hand job. Now she wished she wasn't wearing panties. She was horny enough now to flash him her pussy in the way that he's flashed her his cock numerous times.
Now, wishing she had reciprocated, she wished she could fondle his cock now in the way that he's fondled her body over the years. In the aroused state that she was, if he reached out his horny hand to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her nightgown or reached beneath her nightgown to cup her ass and/or pussy through her panty, she'd let him. If he wrapped her fingers around his cock, without him having to hump her hand, she'd stroke him before falling to her knees to suck his cock. Oh, yeah, in the sexually aroused state she was in right now, she'd suck her son and even allow him to cum in her mouth.
Yet, before things got out of control, flashing him her tits was enough for one night. When she retired to bed, she'd be masturbating herself to the best orgasm she's had in years with the forbidden yet totally sexually arousing thoughts of having deeply penetrating, albeit forbidden sex with her son. Knowing her son would do the same when he retired to bed, she knew that he'd be masturbating to all that she was showing him and all that he was seeing of her. She only wished she could masturbate him now. She'd like to watch him cum.
"Nah, you're covered Mom," he said. "Besides, you're my mother. If you were accidentally flashing me, I wouldn't look," he said obviously lying when he was already staring at all that he could see of her. "I'd advert my eyes," he said staring down her nightgown top at her tits, areolas, and nipples.
To be continued...
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Jennifer strips naked and gives her son a hand job.
To get the sexually incestuous ball rolling, Jennifer, a dark haired, tall, shapely, and pretty woman with big brown eyes, and C cup breasts, chose a different strategy than did her sister Audrey used to flash her son. Instead of passively flashing him and submissively teasing him, taking a more aggressive route, she played more of an active role in his seduction.
"Robert would you do me a favor?"
Jennifer rubbed her back and shoulder while grimacing.
"Sure Mom. What do you need?"
She continued massaging her back and shoulder while giving her son a pained look.
"My back is really hurting me. Could I bother you to give me a back massage? It's been so very long since you gave me one of those," she said. "I'm so tight," she said moving her arm around in her socket as if she was winding up to pitch slow softball.
"Sure," he said looking at her as if he was already undressing her with his eyes and in the sexy way she always looked, no doubt he was. "Go change into something, um, less confining and more comfortable. I'll meet you in your bedroom."
"Okay, give me ten minutes to get ready and knock first please," she said. "I don't want you catching me naked," she said with a dirty laugh and a sexy look.
After the sexually laced, incestuous conversation she had with her mother, her sisters, and her childhood, family friend, she was horny for her son. Something she never wanted or even thought about before, she now wished her son would abruptly enter her bedroom without knocking. She'd like nothing better than to be standing there without a stitch on while staring at him as if a deer staring at headlights. Taking her time, she fixed her hair and painted her lips. Not such a difficult thing for her to do being that she was already as sexy as were all of her sisters, she wanted to look sexy for her son.
'What to wear? What to wear? Maybe this. What about that? Oh, this might do the trick.'
Pulling out nightgown after nightgown, she tried on half a dozen nightgowns before she found the most revealing one, a sheer, sexy, pale yellow form fitting one that clung to her shapely body and that wore like colored Saran wrap. For the sake of flashing him her trimmed, dark brown pussy, she decided against wearing panties. Without even having flashed him, just the thoughts of her flashing her son her tits and her pussy was enough to sexually arouse her. She could already feel her nipples hardening and erecting.
As her sister Audrey did with her son Gary, Jennifer slipped into her sexy nightgown, the one that was sheer enough to show everything for the sake of the sexual excitement of her son, Robert, and for the sexual arousal of her too. She fixed her hair and reapplied her makeup while paying special attention to her lipstick. Lipstick on his dipstick, she couldn't help but think of coating his cock with her bright, red lipstick in the way that she's coated the cocks of so very men before she was married. Only, not totally a slut, instead of putting on the bright light of the bedroom, she put on the dim glow of her nightlight on her nightstand next to her bed. Giving the room a sexy, soft ambience, with her red lips, dark hair, and abundant breasts, she looked like Cleopatra waiting for her Mark Antony or Elizabeth Taylor waiting for Richard Burton to come make love to her. She looked like a sexy goddess resting upon her bed while waiting for her arrival not of her lover but of her son.
Yet, having an ulterior motive by putting on the dim nightlight, she knew that her energy unconscious son would turn on the brightly revealing overhead light as soon as he came in her bedroom. Not wanting to be blatant about it, wanting to make flashing her son appear accidental, she didn't want to be the one to put on the bright spotlight of a light overhead. With her knee positioned up and her nightgown pulled down not to prematurely reveal anything of her nearly naked body just yet, already laying on her back, she looked as if she was posing for a sex scene in a movie. As soon as he put on the bright overhead light, she'd give him an eyeful of her trimmed dark pussy and C cup breasts through her the sheerness of her sexy nightgown.
"Mom?" He knocked on her closed bedroom door. "Are you decent?" No doubt hoping to catch her naked or topless, he peeked his head inside without waiting for her to respond.
Decent? With what she was about to do with her son, no decent mother would have the incestuous thoughts that she had now. Already following in her mother's footsteps, this was her first step to becoming an incestuous slut. Wishing she had a mirrored ceiling or could have an out of body experience to see all that her son would soon be seeing of her, she wondered what and how much he could see of her. Just the thought that he'd be seeing the dark shadow of her nipples and trimmed patch of pubic hair through the pale yellow of her nightgown made her want to masturbate herself with the sexy thoughts of flashing her son.
Just as she'd love to watch him masturbate in front of her, she'd love to masturbate in front of him. Wondering what sexual sounds he made while stroking himself, she'd love to watch him cum. She'd love to give him a masturbation show too. While feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, something she was embarrassed to do in front of her husband, she'd love to do that in front of her son. She'd love for him to watch her fingering her pussy not only with her fingers but also with her vibrator and dildo.
Sure enough, just as she expected, as soon as Robert entered her bedroom, as if he were the attending surgeon in an operating room, he turned on her overhead light. As if her bedroom light was the sun and she was a jellyfish, or if she was being interrogated under the bright light at a police station, she knew that he could see right through her nightgown. As if she was something to be examined and/or someone to be desired, he stared at her as if she was the top shelf of a bar and he was deciding what his poison was.
"Honey, that light is so bright that it hurts my eyes," she said shading her eyes while not making any move to cover her nakedness with her hands or with her arms.
Especially in the way that he was leering at her as if she was a stripper on stage, she knew that he could see her nipples and possibly even her areolas too. Definitely, with her pubic hair so very dark and her nightgown so very transparent, she knew he could see the dark shadow of her trimmed pubic hair too. She knew that he could see a lot of her and more of her than any son should ever see of his mother.
"Wow Mom! You look so sexy," he said using his compliment as his excuse to really ogle her nearly naked body. "You look so hot?"
Without a doubt, just as she would be masturbating too, she knew that he'd be pulling his prick over the thought of seeing her naked and having sex with her. She wondered if he thought about her sucking his cock as much as she sometimes thinks about sucking his cock. It's been a long time since she's had a cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy and with him always walking around with an erection, he sometimes made her horny for him.
"This old thing? It's just something that I threw on to cover myself," she said while knowing she was already so nakedly exposed to his horny eyes.
"You should wear that more often. It's a beautiful nightgown," he said staring at her as if she was already naked. "With your dark hair against the pale yellow, your nightgown really contrasts and enhances your complexion," he said as if he was a fashion designer.
With her dark pubic hair against the pale yellow of her nightgown, no doubt he was referring to the complexion of her pussy and not of her face. Without a doubt, she suspected that he was referring to her trimmed, dark pussy and not her cheekbones. Jennifer knew that Robert was no gay fashion designer. If anything, she knew that he was a horny, young man who, obviously, by his lustful leer was ready to have incestuous sex with her, his mother. All she needed to do was to give him the least bit of encouragement and he'd be all over her as a drunk would be drinking cheap drinks during happy hour.
"Damn, you're such a MILF. You're a real cougar."
"MILF? Cougar." She laughed. "So, being that I'm old and you're young, I'm a cougar of a mother that you'd like to fuck."
"Oh, no, um, I mean. Sorry, Mom. I didn't think before saying that," he said turning red.
"That's okay. As a 42-year-old woman who seldom receives compliments anymore, I'll take what you said as a compliment," she said.
Eager to flash her son her nearly naked body, only she didn't want to be blatant about it. Besides, leaving something for his imagination, showing him less is always not only showing him more but also enticing him to come back for more while making him continue to stare longer and harder. Now with the shine of that bright light, she felt totally exposed. Reluctantly obeying his mother's wishes, he took his sweet time turning off the light while staring back at her. As if she was a stripper on stage and he was asked to leave by a big, burly bouncer, he took one last, long look of her nearly naked body before he extinguished the light.
Feeling her nipples grow hard and erect under his constant leer, she felt a familiar wetness between her legs in knowing that her son was looking, staring, and leering at all that she was showing and at all that he was seeing of her. She wondered if he thought she was pretty. She wondered if he thought she was sexy. She wondered if he really did think that she was a MILF. In the way that he was attracted to older woman, she wondered if he really did think that she was a cougar. She wondered if he thought about having sex with her in the way that he always thought about having sex with older women and in the way that she was thinking about having sex with him now.
"I have some scented oils that you may like Mom," he said. "Only you'd have to slip your arms out of your nightgown so that I don't stain your beautiful nightgown."
"Okay, let me get comfortable on my stomach first," she said rolling herself over and slipping her arms out of her nightgown. Leaning up as if she was sunning herself while wearing an unhooked bikini top, she deliberately flashed him the entire side of one of her big breasts in the process removing her arms from her nightgown.
"Do you just want me to do your back or do you want me to massage your legs too?"
"Oh, a leg massage would be wonderful," she said. "I haven't had a leg massage in years. Your father used to give me wonderful leg massages. Yes, please, Robert, I would love a leg massage."
"I can give you a foot massage too," he said.
"Seriously? A foot massage? I'd like that very much," she said.
She couldn't help but remember the dialogue between Vincent Vega, played by John Travolta, and Jules Winfield, played by Samuel L. Jackson, in Pulp Fiction when Jules admitted that he routinely gave his mother foot massages. She couldn't help but think of Howard Wolowitz played by Simon Helberg in The Big Bang Theory giving his mother foot massages too. Something that most sons would never do, give their mothers foot massages, she wondered if Justin Bieber, Brad Pitt, or Leonard DiCaprio gave their mothers foot massages. No doubt, with their money, they could afford to send their mothers to a swanky, beauty salon.
With her not wearing any panties and with him giving her a leg and foot massage, she knew that she'd be flashing him her son her naked pussy any minute now. Just the thought of flashing her son her cunt made her horny. It's a good thing that her nightlight was so dim. Nonetheless thinking more about flashing him her pussy, just by the mere thought of flashing Robert her cunt, she could feel herself getting sexually aroused and wet again.
Wondering where and when he was going to stop, she felt him pull her nightgown up higher and higher. Feeling much like Alberta Watson did as Susan Aibelli in Spanking the Monkey, when her son was massaging her broken leg high up above her cast, she enjoyed being touched by a man even if that man was her son, especially if that man was her son. Finally, with her nightgown collecting just beneath her buttocks, feeling a bit of a draft, he raised the hem of her nightgown up to the bottom of her ass cheeks. As if she was now wearing a wrap around her ass and waist, that were the only parts of her covered. Already flashing him the bottom of her naked ass, with him standing at the end of the bed, she knew that if she parted her legs even just a little, she'd be flashing him not only her ass crack but also her dark, brown, trimmed pussy.
He warmed the massage oil with a candle and, as if he was leaking warm cum on her back from his cock, he dripped warm oil on her one tiny drop at a time. Then, when he had accumulated enough warm oil, he rubbed and massaged his mother's back while taking a slow, purposeful detour to the sides of her naked breasts with his long, errant fingers. Copping cheap feels of the sides of her breasts under the pretense of massaging her back, she couldn't believe her horny son was feeling her big, firm tits. There was a silent incestuous code between mother and son. With her not saying anything to stop him massaging the sides of her breasts, he stopped just before touching her nipples. Goading her and teasing her, sexually arousing her and making her horny, at that point, she wished he would finger her nipples.
Then, when massaging her long, shapely legs, parting her thighs, she allowed him to move her legs further apart. Now she knew that he definitely had a good up nightgown view of her naked ass and trimmed pussy. He slowly and erotically moved his hands all the way up her thighs. He continued massaging his mother as if he was Ray Aibelli played by Jeremy Davies in Spanking the Monkey. When he was ever so slowly sliding his horny hands further up his mother's thighs on the pretense of giving her a leg massage, Robert was going where no son should ever go when having his mother in such a vulnerable position.
Shame. Shame on him for touching and feeling his mother in such a sexual way. Shame. Shame on her for allowing her son to touch and feel her in such a sexual way. What has this world come to when sons lust over their mothers and mothers willingly have sex with their sons? Where are the boundaries? Are we all tempted by the Devil and looking down to Hell instead of embracing God and looking up to Heaven?
* * * * *
When she felt the back of his hand lightly touch her pubic hair, she quivered. As soon as she felt his light touch, she became sexually aroused again and she wondered if he had felt how wet she was. Momentarily, she was embarrassed to reveal to her son that he had sexually aroused her. Then, immediately, she was sexually excited that her son knew that she wanted him, no doubt, as much as he wanted her.
At that point in the massage, sexually aroused and wet enough, if he dared touch any part of her, even her pussy, she'd let him rub her clit and finger her hole. At that point of the massage, she'd love nothing more than for him to finger her pussy while fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples. At that point of the massage, if he stood by her head and leaned over her on the pretense of massaging her shoulders, arms, and the top of her chest, she'd unzip him, pull out his cock, and stroke him. With her husband back at the hotel room, just as she did with her massage therapist on her Honeymoon when vacationing with her husband, she suck him as his personal payment for massaging her.
If he didn't know before, he knew now that massages make her so sexually aroused. If only her husband knew that she gave her black, massage therapist a blowjob, he'd no doubt be as angry as he'd be sexually excited. Only, she never told her deceased husband that she sucked the cock of every man who gave her the relaxed pleasure of a massage when touching, kneading, and feeling her naked body. She couldn't help herself. Whenever a man touched her where her husband no longer touched her, she felt compelled to give him as much pleasure as he gave her.
With her thoughts going from sexually pleasuring her son, she thought about her son sexually pleasuring her. In the way that her black, Jamaican massage therapist did in Jamaica so very long ago while on her Honeymoon, she'd love nothing more than to have her son finger her pussy while licking her. If her son dared pleasured her in that way, definitely, without a doubt or having a second thought, having gone so very long without the sexual touch of a man, she'd suck his cock after he fucked her. Not only would she suck his cock but also she'd allow him to cum in her mouth. Oh, yeah, thirsty for cum, a real cum slut in her youth and the proudly crowned, blowjob queen of her neighborhood, she'd swallow her son too, every single drop of him.
When he massaged her feet, whether purposely or accidentally, he rested her foot on his cock. Oh my. She could discern that he had an erection even with the soles of her feet and especially with her toes. As if her toes were little fingers, she played with his the head of his cock with her toes. Feeling his cock throbbing and pulsating against her foot and her toes, she knew that Robert was just as sexually aroused as she was. With her on her bed nearly naked, why wouldn't he be sexually aroused? She was.
When he lifted her leg to massage her foot, slowly up and up, she felt her nightgown climb even higher. Knowing that the bottom of her ass was totally on display to his horny eyes, she knew that he could see her pussy too. Suddenly, she felt much like she imagined Alberta Watson did when she played Susan Aibelli in Spanking the Monkey when her son, Ray, played by Jeremy Davies, was giving her a massage and moving his hands higher up her thighs and ever so close to her pussy. Just as it was then in the movie it was now with the both of them knowing what they both wanted to do. Yet, crossing the line of incest was forbidden and as it was with her toes on his cock, their toes were already over the incestuous line. Not wanting him to have all of the fun, she wondered after he finished giving her a massage, if he'd allow her to give him one too.
"Would you like for me to give you a massage Robert after you've finished massaging me?"
"I'd like that Mom very much," he said.
Too sexually aroused to wait for him to finish, needing to touch and feel her son's nearly naked body in the way that he was touching and feeling her nearly naked body, she couldn't wait to massage her son with her horny hands.
"Well go change and I'll meet you in your bedroom," she said.
"Okay Mom."
She waited a few minutes before entering Robert's room. So very horny now after flashing her son her tits, her ass, and her pussy, she couldn't wait to masturbate herself. Naked but for his briefs, he was face down on his bed. In the way that he did with her, she poured warm oil on his back and thighs and massaged in the liquid until he glistened as if he was wearing suntan lotion. Then, when he flipped over, the elephant in the room, he had a huge erection that tented his underwear. As soon as she saw his erect cock peaking his underwear, she had the urge to masturbate him too. While pouring oil on his chest and stomach, she made sure that she deliberately poured oil on his underwear that concealed his cock. Now with his underwear soaked and totally transparent, his cock was clearly visible to her as if he was in a wet brief contest. Licking her lips while feeling dizzy with sexual excitement, she stared at the huge impression his cock made in his underwear before speaking.
"Did I do that to you?"
"Do what Mom?"
Unlike his mother looking down at her naked breasts to see what she was showing her son, not daring to look down at his cock, he pretended that he didn't notice the elephant in the room when, of course, he obviously did. How could he not? His cock was so very conspicuously hard.



"You have an erection Robert," said Jennifer with a sexy, little laugh. "Is it because of me that you're sexually aroused?"
"Sorry Mom. I can't control that from happening sometimes," he said covering his erection with his hand. "Damn, you got a little bit of oil on my underwear," he said laughing and pulling his underwear tighter for her to see more of his cock while looking up at her to watch her staring at him.
"Don't worry about that. It will come out in the wash," she said pausing as if rethinking what she was about to say next. "I can do something about that," she said pausing with her words again. "If you'd like and if you wanted me to," she said as nervous as she was sexually aroused.
"Pardon? Sorry. I don't know what you mean," he said when he knew exactly what she meant.
"Maybe after your massage," said unable to conceal her incestuous lust for her son. Pausing again, she said with a dirty laugh. "I'll give you a happy ending."
Staring at her son's erection through his oil soaked underwear, she couldn't help from imagining her hand wrapped around his cock. Stroking him slowly before stroking him faster, she'd love to watch him cum while knowing that he ejaculated because of the mutual lust that they had for one another.
"Happy ending?"
He lifted his head to look up at his mother and when he did he was rewarded with a beautiful down nightgown of her C cup breasts. With her poised over him while massaging him, but for only her areolas and nipples, he could clearly see most of her breasts down her nightgown.
"Yes, I'd like to give you a happy ending," she said. "Wouldn't you like for me to give you a happy ending?"
"Do you even know what a happy ending is Mom? When it comes to massage, it doesn't mean an ice cream sundae at Friendly's restaurant after a meal."
"I know what a happy ending means Robert. I used to give them to your father whenever I massaged him. I was just teasing you," she said covering her tracks after obviously being embarrassed that her offer wasn't well received by him. She paused again but this time instead of going backwards, she proceeded forward. "Does that sexually excite you to think about me doing that to you?"
"Doing what?"
"Giving you a happy ending to your massage," she said.
"Mom, I really don't think you know what a happy ending really is," he said looking embarrassed that he'd have to explain what a happy ending was.
"I know what a happy ending is, Robert. It's a hand job," said Jennifer.
"Gees, Mom. Oh my God. If I wasn't sexually excited before, I am now," he said. "Just the thought of your stroking me is a sexual overload."
"Gees Mom what? It's no different than what you pay all of those strippers to do for you."
"Think about what you're saying. You, my mother, would really give me, your son, a hand job?"
"Sure, why not," she shrugged.
When she shrugged her left nightgown strap fell to her arm and exposed most of her breast just short of her areola and nipple. Slow to replace her strap, she gave her son a good, long look at nearly the entirety of her nearly naked breast. She paused again as if rethinking what she was about to say.
"Oh, my God," he said under his breath. "You have such beautiful breasts."
"Thank you," she said looking down at how much of her breasts she was exposing to the horny eyes of her son. "If you wanted me to, I would," she said running a slow tongue over her full, red lips. "Think of it as a medical procedure. It's no different than me giving you an enema or taking your temperature anally," she said staring at the impression his cock made in his underwear before staring up at him.
"Are you sure you know what you're saying to me," he said.
"I don't mind giving you a hand job, if you don't mind me giving you a hand job," she said tossing her long, dark hair back with a practiced flick of her pretty head.
They both fell silent with Jennifer massaging her son's arms, shoulders, and chest. Then, when she started massaging her son's thighs, Robert spoke.
"I'd like that," he said.
Knowing exactly what he meant, she asked him the question anyway.
"You'd like what?"
He paused in his answer and by the sexually excited look on his face, he looked as if he was imagining his mother's hand around his cock and no doubt by the stiffness of his erection, he was.
"I'd like for you to give me a hand job."
"You would?"
"Yes," he said, "only..."
"Only what?"
"While you're masturbating me, may I play with your breasts?"
She looked down at herself and back at her son before speaking.
"You want to fondle my tits while I masturbate you?"
"Yes, please, if you don't mind," he said. "Not only would I love to play with your tits Mom, while you masturbate me but I'd love to see them. Judging them by how they look in your nightgown, you have beautiful breasts."
She stared at the impression her son's erection made in his underwear before staring down at the impressions her big nipples made in her nightgown.
"Okay, but you must promise not to finger my nipples and you mustn't suck them," she said.
"Why not?"
"Because if you finger and/or suck my nipples," she said with a long pause. "You'll get me sexually excited enough to make me want to suck your cock," she said in a soft, sexually excited voice.
Truth be told, as her excuse to suck her son, she'd like nothing better than for him to play with her nipples while sucking her tits. She like nothing better than for her son to get her so sexually excited that she'd forget about the ramifications of crossing the incestuous line and would give him the best damn blowjob he's ever had. She'd like nothing more than for her son to cum in her mouth. It's been a long time since she's sexually satisfied a man with her hand, mouth, or pussy.
"You say that as if there's something wrong with you giving me a blowjob," he said.
"Well there is," she said with a little laugh. "I'm your mother and having sex with you is incest."
"You giving me a blowjob is no different than you giving me a hand job," he said. "Think of it as a medical procedure," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Me giving you a blowjob is a lot different than me giving you a hand job," she said.
"Mom, oh my God. I'd love for you to suck my cock," he said. "Really, I would."
"Not tonight," she said with a laugh. "Let's just start with a simple, innocent hand job while you fondle my breasts without fingering my nipples. Let me think about it. Okay? Maybe tomorrow, if you're good and if you behave, I'll blow you."
"Okay," he said.
Robert removed his underwear while Jennifer slipped out of her nightgown straps. As soon as she wrapped her fingers around her son's cock he touched, felt, and fondled her big breasts.
"You're so very hard Robert," she said stroking him faster.
"And your breasts are so very firm. I love your big tits Mom," he said feeling them and fondling them while avoiding touching her nipples.
Stroking him faster and harder while he fondled her big tits, it didn't take Robert very long to shoot a load of warm oozy cum all over his mother tits and hand.
To be continued...
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Carol flashes her son her pussy and gives her son a blowjob.
More reserved than Audrey, definitely more modest then Jennifer, and the most religious one in the family, Carol faithfully attends church every week. Hard for her to return to her slutty ways after she's taken her soul from the Devil and given it to God, yet for the sake of her son, she'd do anything to save him from himself even have sex with him. That kind of self-sacrifice mixed with justification was much like the turmoil that women have wrestled with between church and sex for thousands of years.
Giving into the Devil again for the sake of her son, Carol felt a bit like Fay Dunaway when she played, Mrs. Pendrake in Little Big Man. In the way that Carol was about to do now was what Fay Dunaway as Mrs. Louise Pendrake did in the movie. She shrouded her sexual appetite with tidbits from the Bible and hid her perversity with her blessings from scripture as if she was about to baptize her son a new life. As if God wanted her to have sex with her son for her to protect him, she used God to hide her sexual incest for her son.
"Well, Jack. Now you know. This is a house of ill fame. And I'm a fallen flower. This life is not only wicked and sinful. It is even fun," said Mrs. Louise Pendrake played by Fay Dunaway to Jack Crabb played by Dustin Hoffman.
Torn between religion and saving her son, having to make her choice Carol suddenly felt like Faye Dunaway did in that movie. She felt like a fallen flower in a house of ill fame. Once she started down this path, turning her back on God and embracing the Devil, she'd no doubt feel wicked and sinful. Yet, her reason for her to have sex with her son, if it was indeed to come to that, was an unselfish reason. She wasn't having sex with her son for her sexual pleasure and sexual satisfaction but as her way to save him from the bottle and hookers, whores, and strippers.
"Amen," she said removing her rosary beads from around her neck and kissing them before hiding them away in her drawer.
Carol had two glasses of wine before slipping into her short, low cut, sexy nightgown. Feeling like her sexy, old self again, she looked at herself in the mirror of her bedroom before stepping in the living room. Already showing a lot of her D cup breasts, one false move and she'd be showing her son the entirety of her tits. If she leaned too far over with what she was wearing her D cup breasts would be taking a bow after making their surprise appearance. She loved her tits. Of all of her sisters, she had the biggest tits.
When looking at herself in the mirror, she thought about her sisters. Except for the twins, she wondered how five women could look so different and be so very unalike. Identical twins, with Audrey and Brenda having red hair, blue eyes, and B cup tits, Carol looked more like her sister Jennifer than she did the twins. Only, where Carol had natural blonde hair and blue eyes, Jennifer had blue black hair and dark brown eyes. Then, there was Katy who looked nothing like any of them. Petite with A cup breasts, she had brown hair and hazel eyes.
Weird, all so weird how they were all born one after the other, except for Ralph, the baby of the family and an obvious accident of birth. In thinking about it now, he was the only one who looked like his father. Being that she recently discovered that her mother was having sex with her brother, she wondered if her mother had sex with anyone else. Except for the twins, of course, it wouldn't surprise her if they all had different fathers.
Who knows, maybe her mother had a thing for the mailman, the UPS driver, the FedEx man, and/or the Pizza delivery man. Something she would have laughed over the thought of having her sisters having 4 different fathers before, now she pondered the thought. For sure, with the twins looking more like the mailman, Jennifer looking more like the UPS man, her looking more like the FedEx driver, and Katy looking more like the pizza delivery man, she and her four sisters more looked like those men than they did their father. If her mother was unashamed and unembarrassed that she was having sex with her son, perhaps she's been having sex with other men her whole marriage.
With the alcohol encouraging her naughtiness, forgoing wearing panties, Carol was curious to see how far she'd go in flashing her pussy and what her son would do when seeing her pussy. She emerged from her bedroom wearing her sexy nightgown and nothing else but for a big, sexy smile. Not accustomed to seeing his mother walking around in such a sexy nightgown without wearing anything underneath and without wearing a robe, Tom never removed his eyes from the sheer impressions his mother's big breasts and erect nipples made through the thin material of her nightgown. Somewhat of the exhibitionist himself as well as a voyeur, her son was always lounging around the house in a tee shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear.
Always looking to see what he could see of his mother, he pretended that he didn't notice that he was sexually aroused when around his sexy mother. Only unable to hide his erection, unless he taped it to his body, he was always walking around her with an erection that tented his pajama bottoms. Never wondering about it before but now she wondered if he was sexually teasing her as much as she'd be sexually teasing him today.
With his cock such an obvious clue to his sexual excitement, she knew that he was sexually attracted to her. That was a given and, being that he was attracted to older women, why wouldn't he be attracted to her, a beautiful blonde, blue-eyed, busty beauty? In the relaxed way that she felt now with the wine working its magic on removing her inhibitions, if he walked around her with an erection today, especially in the horny and inebriated way she was feeling now, she just may reach out her hand and grab his cock.
"Tommy?"
"Yes, Mom."
In the way that most men do when confronted by her abundant, D cup breasts, instead of looking at her eyes, he looked at her tits. As if her tits were her doors to her soul instead of her eyes being her windows to her soul, whether they were harnessed in her bra or hanging free and loose, he was always staring at her big breasts. In the way he stared at her breasts, he made her feel like Christina Hendricks from Mad Men when she played Joan Harris. Two very large elephants in the room, all men stared at Carol's breasts, even her son.
"You're into exercise and physical fitness, what can I do for my stomach? She turned to show him her side profile while sticking in her stomach and pushing out her enormous breasts. Had he been standing in front of her, she would have knocked him over with her big, bodacious boobs. "I'm getting a paunch," she said pressing her hand against her stomach while pulling her nightgown tighter and sticking out her tits further.
She had such big tits, much bigger than any of his aunts, and that move of pulling her nightgown tighter against her skin made her breasts pop out as if they were suddenly overinflated with air. The only one who had breasts as big as his mother's breasts was Christine, the family friend. By pulling her nightgown tighter, her nipples popped out even more as if they were battery operated. Where most women, even those women with big breasts, have small nipples, Carol had big nipples, the kind that any man would love to suck.
"Sit ups and crunches are the best exercises for that," he said staring at the impressions her big nipples made in her thin, sheer nightgown instead of staring at her stomach.
In the way she was recently always staring at his erection in his pajama bottoms without him seeing her looking, he was always staring at her tits. In the way that he stared and leered at her big breasts, seemingly, he didn't care if she caught him looking at her tits. Now with her teasing him, she didn't care if he caught her staring at his cock. Every time she looked at his erect prick, an involuntary reaction, she couldn't control herself from touching her hair and licking her lips.
"Can you show me the proper form so that I don't hurt my back? I don't want to hurt my back again as I did before when I was jogging," she said.
A sight to see, every man and some women in the neighborhood missed seeing his mother jogging around the neighborhood every morning. With coffee cups in hand, neighbors would come out of their houses in their pajamas on the pretense of getting their newspapers to watch Carol jog by. Not wearing a sports bra, her big breasts bounced in the way that all men imagined her tits bouncing when she's sitting on their cocks when in bed with her. Amazing, just amazing, not right, such a waste, and not fair to mankind, no woman who had a rack like that should be without a man.
"Sure," he said getting down on the floor while looking up at his mother. "I can show you," he said while no doubt thinking, I can see you while he peered up her nightgown at her.
"Thank you Tommy," she said.
With him already on the floor staring up at her and with her nightgown so short, from that angle, she wondered how far up her nightgown he could see. Sexually aroused by the mere thought that he could, she wondered if he could see her pussy. She took a step closer to him to show him that she wasn't wearing panties. Definitely now, with her standing nearly over him, she was giving him a nice, up nightgown view of her cunt. She only wished he'd reach his hand up and up her shapely thighs before paying homage to her pussy. In the horny way she felt at that moment, if he reached up her nightgown to cup her pussy, rub her clit, and/or finger her, she'd let him.
"Get on the floor and I'll hold your ankles," he said not so much looking up at her face as he was looking up her nightgown.
Get on the floor? Is he kidding? Hoping he'd ask her to get on down on the floor, she was so nervous when he did. No doubt about it, no matter how hard she tried not to, she was going to flash her son her pussy.
Obviously, with her nightgown so short, with her standing over him, and with him on the floor, he knew now that she wasn't wearing panties. No doubt hoping that she'd get down on the floor, she was a little shocked albeit sexually excited that he told her to get on the floor with what she was wearing. More than that, taking two to play this incestuous game, she shocked herself by getting on the floor with what she was wearing. Oh, my God, his mother, a church going woman, how dare she flash her son her pussy.
Careful how she lowered herself down without prematurely flashing her son her pussy, Carol got on the floor, pivoted to face him, and stretched out her legs while Tom held his mother's ankles. She knew as soon as she started doing sit ups, her nightgown would raise higher up her shapely thighs and she'd be showing her son more of her than any mother should show her son. Excited about exposing herself to him, she wondered if she'd give him a harder erection than the one he already had showing now. In the way that she'd masturbate over showing her son her pussy, once he retired to her room, she wondered if her son would be masturbating over all that he was showing and all that he was seeing of her.
"Now try to sit up," he said.
She couldn't believe she was going through with this. She couldn't believe she was really going to flash her son her pussy. Oh, my God. She wondered how much of her breasts he could see when she sat up and leaned forward in her feigned sit up position. Forcing herself to do half a sit up, she moved her arms forward as if reaching for something to help her sit up.
"Wow. That's much harder to do with you holding my ankles," she said.
Every time she tried to sit up, her knees parted enough for him to get a glimpse of her between her shapely legs. Every time she tried to sit up, as if her nightgown was the slow, seductive curtain being raised to show a strippers naked body, she could feel her nightgown slowly climbing higher and higher up her thighs. Every time she tried to sit up, with her hearing strippers' music in her head, she watched her son's eyes dart from the impressions her nipples made in her nightgown to the view he was obviously seeing between her legs.
She knew that she was flashing him her pussy and moreover, she saw that he was obviously interested enough to not only look but to stare. Giving him even more to see, every time she tried to sit up, her nightgown straps fell from her shoulders to the crooks of her arms. With her tits slowly making their surprise appearance, soon Tommy would not only have a view of her pussy but also a view of her massive, D cup breasts.
"What if I bent my knees a little," she said unmercifully teasing him. "Would that be easier?"
"You can try it that way," he said. "Yeah, that position may be easier for you," he said obviously encouraging her to flash him her cunt by bending her knees.
Pretending that she didn't want him to see what she was immodestly and immorally about to flash him, she modestly sat up and pulled her nightgown down around her. Then she resumed her position on her back and bent her knees up towards the ceiling. Just as she knew that as soon as she tried sitting up with her knees bent that her knees would part enough for him to have a good view between her legs of her blonde, trimmed pussy. Suddenly having a sexual fantasy with the thought of him mounting her and fucking her, she only wished he'd spread her knees and stick his face in between her legs to lick her while fingering her. It's been years since she's had her pussy eaten. It's been years since a man has made her sexually excited enough for her to cum.
So very sexually aroused, she was so very horny. She knew that as soon as she tried doing a sit up in that position with her knees bent up and with her nightgown so very short that he'd not only see her pussy but also that he'd have positive proof that she was a natural blonde. Further teasing him, she knew that as soon as she tried sitting up, her nightgown straps would slide down from her shoulders to expose much more of her cleavage and the tops of her big, beautiful breasts.
Sure enough after only three crunches, her nightgown was nearly up to the tops of her thighs and her top was only held in place by her fully extended nipples. With the bottom of her pubic hair clearly visible to her son's horny eyes, she could tell by her son's erection, along with his unbroken stare, that he was enjoying all that she was immorally showing and all that he was immodestly seeing of her. Her son was just as sexually excited watching her doing sit ups in her sexy nightgown as she was exposing her body to her son. Taking her mother's advice to give her son incestuous sex as her proven way to keep him safely at home, she wished she knew about her mother's surefire method years ago.
Then, as if it was a sign from above, the epiphany of having a moment of eureka, as if she was having a vision, something she never expected to occur, unexpectedly happened. With her son obviously so very sexually excited over seeing his mother's cunt and most of her exposed breasts, Tommy's cock pushed itself out of his pajama bottoms and stuck straight out of his pee hole. Every time she did a sit up, staring at it and leering at it, she came face to face to his erect prick. If she leaned more forward and if he leaned more to her, and she opened her mouth, she'd be able to take him inside.
As if she needed any more motivation, seeing his cock staring at her was all the inspiration she needed. Meant to be as if God removed his cock from his pajama, in the way that Mrs. Louise Pendrake did with Jack Crabb in Little Big Man, glory to God, she now knew what she needed to do. Obviously with him knowing that he was so exposed to his mother, he pretended that he didn't know his cock was sticking out of his pajama bottom. Really? How could he not know his cock was so exposed, especially with her staring right at it? He was flashing her as much as she was flashing him. He wanted her to see his cock as much as she wanted him to see her pussy.
Enjoying the view of her son's stiff prick, after having not seen a cock in years, she wasn't about to tell him that his prick was exposed. Trying not to see her looking, Carol stared at her sons cock whenever she could and as much as she could without him detecting her staring. Sexually aroused by the mere sight of it, she could feel the warm, familiar wetness between her legs. A telling sign, in the way his erect prick had grown to more than twice the size of his flaccid cock, without even needing to be fingered or sucked on, her nipples were already twice the size too.
"I think that's enough for one day," she said embarrassed that she was showing so much of herself, that he saw so much of her, and that she saw so much of him. She pulled down her nightgown and pushed her nightgown straps back over her shoulders. "Help me up please," she said grabbing onto his pajama leg.
As she got up to her knees his pajamas went down and his cock bounced out as stiffly as a sprung diving board.
"Oops," he said looking down at his mother staring at his prick.
Poised nearly by her mouth, his erect prick was at her eye level. Now not only was the elephant in the room but the elephant escaped from the zoo. Unable to avoid discussing it, with his cock right there staring at her, she had no choice but to comment on his erection.
"Oh, my," she said staring at her son's erection before staring up at him. Looking back down at his cock, she reached out her hand to touch it with her fingertips. Then, before touching it, as if rethinking her decision to touch his cock, she withdrew her hand. "Did I do that to you?" She used her comment as her excuse to stare longer at his exposed prick.
"Yes," he said looking down at his stiff prick before looking in his mother's blue eyes.
"Was it my fault?" Playing the innocent mother, she asked him her loaded question. "Was I inadvertently flashing you something you shouldn't see?" She looked at him while taking the sexually excited look on his face as an affirmative answer. "Is that why you have an erection," she said playing the dumb blonde that she wasn't.
"Yes," he said.
"Oh," she said surprising herself that she turned a bright red. Glad that she did turn red, her embarrassment would prove to her son that her flashing wasn't accidental and not intentional.
"Sorry Mom. This is so embarrassing," he said slowly pulling up his pajama bottoms.
"You have nothing to be embarrassed about. Don't be embarrassed," she said staring at his erect. "Actually, and if you don't mind me saying so, you have a good reason to be proud. You have a much bigger cock than your father," she said reaching out her hand to touch his cock with her fingertips through his pajama bottoms but retracting her hand again before touching his cock. "May I?"
"May you what?" He looked down at her hand while looking down at his cock that still tented his pajamas.
"May I touch your penis?"
"You want to touch my cock?"
"Yes," she said.
"Sure," he said with a dirty laugh while sticking out his hips as if giving the air a hump.
"It's so hard," she said touching him through his pajamas with her fingertips.
As if she was unscrewing a cap, she fondled the head of his cock through his pajamas with her fingertips. Surprising herself and obviously her son, she pulled his pajamas down again. Not resisting her, he allowed her to expose his cock to her again.
"Mom, what are you doing?"
"If you don't mind, I'd like to see it again. It's been such a very long time since I've seen a penis, especially an erect penis," she said turning red again while looking up at him before looking down at his cock again.
"Mom, you're getting me sexually excited," he said.
"I can tell," she said wrapping her fingers around his stiff prick.



"Mom?" He stared down at her hand around his cock. "What are you doing?"
"I'm horny," she said looking up at him before staring down at his cock. "I have needs just like you have needs," she said slowly stroking her son. "You don't mind if I stroke you a little bit, do you?"
"No, go right ahead," he said reaching his horny hand down to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her nightgown. "I don't mind you stroking me at all."
She wrapped her fingers around his cock tighter to stroke him a little faster. Stroking him while looking up at him and while he fondled her tits and fingered her nipples through her nightgown, they remained silent until she spoke again.
"Would you do your old, widowed, lonely mother a favor?"
He smiled down at her while pushing a strand of her hand that had fallen forward in her eyes.
"Anything Mom. You just tell me what you want and it's done," he said.
"This is really difficult for me to ask you," she said.
"What Mom? What is it? Just ask me," he said. "You can ask me anything."
"Promise me that you won't think less of me," she said looking up at her son with her big blue eyes and her full, red lips.
"How could I think less of you, Mom? You're so very beautiful. I love you, Mom," he said leaning down to give her a peck on the lips. "Now what is it you wanted to ask me?"
"Promise me that you won't think me a slut," she said.
"A slut? I'd never think of you as a slut Mom," he said.
"Promise me," she said.
"I promise I won't think of you as a slut. Now go ahead, ask me your question," he said.
"Okay," she said satisfied with his promise. She looked up at him and smiled before looking down at his cock again. Slowly stroking him, she blurted out her inappropriate, incestuous, sexual question. "May I suck you?"
"Suck me?" He looked at her in total shock. He looked at her as if she was nuts or as if he was dreaming this exchange. "You want to blow me?"
"Yes," she said stroking her son while looking up at him before refocusing her stare to his erection.
"Sure," he said. "It would be my pleasure for you to suck me," said Tommy with a dirty laugh while taking a step close to his mother.
"Only--," she said.
"Only what?" He interrupted her thought to immediately question her.
"You mustn't tell anyone that I did this. No one must know," she said. "I'd be so very embarrassed if anyone knew that I sucked my son."
"I won't tell anyone Mom. I promise," he said taking his cock in hand and offering it up to his mother's lips.
"I mean it Tommy. What we're doing is incest and people wouldn't understand," she said.
"Don't worry Mother. I won't tell anyone," he said.
Carol moved to her knees, took her son's prick in hand, and stroked her son a little faster while looking up at him.
"It's been such a very long time since I've had a cock in my hand. You have such a beautiful prick Tommy," she said. "You're so very hard. It's been even longer since I've felt a hard cock in my hand. I can't even remember the last time I sucked a cock."
"Suck me Mom, suck me," said her son touching her cheek before putting a gentle hand to the back of her head while reaching inside of her nightgown with his other hand to feel her breasts and finger her nipples.
While Carol stroked her son harder and faster, Tommy humped his mother's mouth and fucked her face while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. With her giving him such an incredible and experienced blowjob, and him obviously so very sexually excited that his mother was blowing him, it didn't take him very long to shoot a warm, oozy load of cum in his mother's mouth.
Instead of spitting him out of her mouth, as understandably she should have with him being her son and her being his mother, she swallowed. Not only did she swallow him but after she was done swallowing every drop of his cum, she licked him clean with her tongue. Whenever he oozed cum, she'd take him in her mouth to suck him again.
"Mom, I need to make love to you," he said. "Please. May I make love to you? I really need to fuck you," he said.
"No. Not now," she said. "Maybe another time," she said staring up at him. "I think it's enough that I stroked you and sucked you while you felt my tits and fingered my nipples."
To be continued...
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Kathy sexually and incestuous teases her son by flashing him her naked body.
Naked while thinking about walking from the bathroom to her bedroom naked, acting as if he wasn't home, Kathy knew with her son sitting in the living room that he'd see her naked body. Instead she emerged from her shower wearing a towel around her petite body and another towel on her head. Wanting to accidentally flash him, she didn't want to be blatant about showing Jimmy her naked body.
She wrapped the towel around herself while waffling in her indecision to actually go through with flashing her son. Surprised that she was, she was as sexually excited as she was sickened to her stomach about flashing her son her tits, her pussy, and her ass nonetheless. Not wrapping the towel too tight, allowing it to fit loosely around her, she needed the towel to fall at the right moment. All it took her towel to fall was for her to move to fast or to suck in a big breath of air.
Knowing her son was a voyeur, she wasn't normally an exhibitionist. Somehow, she needed her towel to fall with her modesty and with her morals in the way that her sisters' and family friend's modesty and morals will be falling when they do the same with their sons by flashing them. Filled with a sudden horniness she hadn't felt in years, she was still reeling over her mother's confession of having sex with her brother. Yet, if her mother could have an incestuous relationship with her son, one that kept Ralph safely home with her, if only for that expressed reason, then she could have and incestuous relationship with Jimmy too. She just needed to stay focused on the big picture that her nakedness was more for Jimmy's continued good health than it was for her sexuality. So long as she convinced herself that she was doing this for him and not for her, she could flash her son.
Even though she had the exhaust fan going to remove some of the steam from the bathroom, she had her bathroom door open enough to allow the cool air in while still preserving her modesty. Even if her son walked by the bathroom, he couldn't see her unless he stopped and peeked inside the open door crack. She removed the towel from her head to fluff out her hair before drying it. This was it. This was really it. She couldn't believe she was about to flash her son her naked body.
She looked at herself in the mirror while trying to summon the courage to go through with what she needed to do. Never feeling that she was good enough, never quite feeling that she was a woman because of her small breasts, especially when her sisters and family friend made such a big deal over their abundant breasts and excessive sized tits, she always felt self-conscious about what she wore. Deciding against wearing padded bras, unless she was going somewhere formal she seldom wore a bra. Her sisters and friends were always flashing their cleavage, especially in the summer when they all wore their bikinis. Now, ready to flash herself to of all men, her son, finally at 40-years-old, she felt proud of her body.
She tried to look at herself in the mirror in the way that she thought a man would look at her. Her fourth best feature behind her pretty face, big hazel eyes, and her perfect ass, she had beautiful hair. Always thinking about cutting her hair every time she washed it, she had long, beautiful, lush, brown hair. Where all of her girlfriends wanted to be blonde and dyed their hair blonde, she was happy being a brunette. Yet, she was at that age where she was tired of caring for her hair. Taking the focus from her breasts to highlight her face, she was at that age where she wondered what she'd look like with short hair and if she'd look better if her hair was shorter. Both Brenda and Audrey cut their hair short and they looked prettier.
Always looking so very much younger than her 40-year-old age, a good twenty years younger, she looked like a teenager. On a good day when she wasn't sitting at home crying while worrying over her son and when she didn't have bags under her eyes the next morning, she looked ageless in the way that Mia Farrow, Katie Couric, and Naomi Campbell somehow always look ageless. Whenever she told anyone that she had met for the first time that she had a twenty-one-year-old son at home, no one believed her. With her looking so young, they were shocked.
"Jimmy be a dear and pour me a glass of wine," she yelled over the noise of her hairdryer and the noisy exhaust fan from the half opened bathroom door.
With him always hoping to catch her naked, as if he was a room service attendant about to be flashed, she knew he'd be more than happy to pour and serve her a glass of wine. Having never done anything like this before, coerced by her mother and encouraged by her sisters and family friend, she was as sexually excited as she felt ill with what she was about to do. Having never knowingly flashed her son any part of her, yet with him coming home drunk and groping her while trying to see what he could of her, she was about to show her son her naked body. Naked, naked, naked, she couldn't wait to see his reaction to him seeing her naked. Something she's never done and never thought about doing, she couldn't believe she was going to accidentally on purpose drop her towel.
She wondered what his reaction would be to seeing her naked. Always embarrassed by her small breasts, she was reluctant to show any man her tits, especially when that man was her son. Yet, willing to do whatever she must do to keep him safely home in the way that her mother successfully did with Ralph, anything was worth a try to change his bad behavior when it came to drinking and whoring. A line she didn't have to think about crossing, even if it meant her giving her son sex, she was willing to do that to keep him safe.
Timing it perfectly, with the noise of the hairdryer and the exhaust fan louder than the noise of Jimmy stealthily entering her bathroom, Kathy's towel fell just as Jimmy pushed open her bathroom door without knocking. Busy drying her hair, with her arms over her head and her tits, pussy, and ass on naked display of his horny eyes, she acted oblivious to his presence. She knew he was standing there staring but she pretended that she didn't know that he was standing there ogling her naked body.
A point of no return and a line that no mother should ever cross with her son, she couldn't believe that she was exposing her naked body to her son's horny eyes. It was done now. She did it. With her side profile fully exposed to him, she turned away from him while facing the mirror as she dried her hair. Not making an immediate grab for her towel, she continued pretending that she didn't know that her son was standing there in the bathroom doorway not ten feet away staring at all that she was showing and all that he was seeing while watching her.
Slow to retrieve her towel, then when she turned to face him, as if she was a deer in headlights, she acted shocked and surprised that he was standing there staring, she stood motionlessly in place while not covering her nakedness. She watched his eyes go straight from her small breasts and erect nipples to her shaved pussy. Then when she turned from him and bent at the waist to reach for her towel, mooning him, he saw her naked ass and the back of her pussy in between her legs too. After giving him a good, naked show of her beautiful body, she acted embarrassed that he saw her A cup breasts, her shaved pussy, and her tight, little ass.
With her ass one of her best features, after her very pretty face and hazel eyes, even though she had the smallest breasts of her sisters, she had the best ass of all of her sisters. She more had the body of an 18-year-old girl than she did a 40-year-old woman. More focused on drying her hair, she reacted to her son seeing her naked with an Academy Award winning performance of shocked embarrassment and feigned shame.
Obviously by her son's continued staring, she knew that seeing her naked was a big deal to him. Even though he's had sex with countless women, seeing his mother naked was more sexually exciting and she understood that about sons wishing they could have sex with their mothers. Yet, she never would have thought to sexually flash her son had her mother not told all of her sisters about what she did with their brother.
"Oh, my God. Jimmy! Get out! Get out of here. I'm naked. Don't look at me. I'm so embarrassed," she said feebly trying to cover herself with her towel when her towel deliberately fell again. Quickly becoming expert at accidentally on purpose dropping her towel, she now thought about trying this with the pizza delivery man or UPS driver. When her towel was in place and secured around her petite body again, she turned to face her son with the attitude of a mother being embarrassed by her son. "How long were you standing there?"
"I've only be here for a second," he said lying while staring at the sexy, naked show his mother continued giving him. Even though she had such small breasts, she had a beautiful body, the body of a dancer or of a ballerina. "Here's your wine Mom," he said putting the glass on the bathroom sink. "And your towel," he said with a dirty laugh when her towel fell yet again for the third time, this time her towel fell accidentally and not deliberately.
When he picked up her towel, as if he was her lover instead of her son, his face was mere inches from her naked body. In hindsight, she couldn't have timed losing her towel any better if her son was the pizza delivery man or the room service waiter. Showing him all that he needed to see, she hoped that her mother's advice about giving her son incestuous flashes of her tits, her ass, her pussy, and/or of her naked body would work to keep him safely at home. If she had to, for him not to kill himself or someone else while driving drunk on the highway, she'd give him sex for her to keep him safely at home. Sickening her before but ready to do it now, if she had to, she'd fuck and suck him to save her son.
"Oh, my God, Jimmy. I didn't know you were there. I was coming out to the living room for my wine. I'm so embarrassed," she said quickly wrapping her towel around her again.
"Don't be embarrassed Mom. You have a beautiful body," he said stepping to her as if to give her a kiss on the cheek.
Only, instead of kissing his mother on the side of her face, in one quick tug, in the way that a magician pulls a tablecloth from a set dining room table, he pulled the towel off of her naked body. Looking behind him while waiting for her to chase after him naked, he ran from the bathroom to his bedroom while taunting her with her stolen towel.
"Jimmy, oh, my God, give me that towel this instant," she said covering her A cup breasts with one hand and her shave pussy with her other hand while chasing after him naked.
A mother running naked and chasing after her son is never a good thing. No doubt wanting her to catch him, a son hoping that his mother will chase after him naked can't be good either. Catching him in his bedroom and exposing her shaved pussy to him again when she reached to grab the towel from his hand, he pushed her back on his bed and tickled her. Tickling and tickling her, with her naked and laughing while rolling all over his bed as if they were lovers instead of mother and son, Jimmy was not only getting two eyefuls of his mother's naked body but also two handful of her tits, ass, and pussy.
Laughing and laughing, with her legs spread wide open and showing him a lot of pink while being tickled, she kicked at the air and with her arms flailing. Forget about briefly exposing her naked body to her son with a dropped towel, with him tickling her, she showed him more than she imagined she'd ever show him the first time flashing him. Naked, naked, naked, she was naked for a prolonged amount of time.
Tickling and tickling her while copping cheap feels of her tits, her ass, and her pussy, he touched and felt his mother everywhere. Daring him to touch and feel more of her, when she didn't resist and when she didn't push his horny hands away, he touched and felt his mother where no son should ever touch and feel his mother's naked body. He not only took liberties with her naked body but also with her feigning her embarrassment and meekly slapping away his hands, as if he was her date after having bought her dinner, she allowed him to touch and feel her everywhere.
Then, when she turned the tables on him, still naked, she tickled him while deliberately grabbing handfuls of his cock and his ass through his pajama bottoms. Tickling and ticking him, in the way that he touched and felt her, she touched and felt him. Then having enough of being tickled, Jimmy rolled his mother over. Taking her by each wrist and pinning her arms down, he spread her legs with his knees and mounted her as if he was going to fuck her. With her in the shape of a starfish and with her son on top of her, Kathy was helpless to do anything when her son leaned down, kissed her, and parted her lips with his tongue. Immediately evicting his tongue from her mouth with her tongue while moving her head away, she broke off his kiss. Only persistently insistent, he kissed her again and again until she returned his kiss with hers.
A son kissing his mother and a mother kissing her son is one thing but a son and mother French kissing one another was really crossing the incestuous line. French kissing one another, they kissed and kissed while he continued touching, feeling, and fondling his mother. Fondling her tits, he fingered her nipples before reaching around to feel, grab, and squeeze her perfect ass. He pushed her hand down to his throbbing cock. Forcing her hand there for her to feel his erect cock through his pajamas, she lightly fingered the outline of his erect prick with her fingertips as if trying to find the surprise in a cereal or Cracker Jack box. It wasn't until he reached his horny hand between her legs and rubbed her clit and fingered her already moist pussy that she pushed him away.
"Jimmy no. What are you doing? This is wrong. We shouldn't be doing this. I'm your mother and you're my son," said pulling away from him and pushing him off of her.
"You're so beautiful Mom. I can't help myself," he said.
Pulling his mother's hand toward him with one hand by her wrist, he forced her hand inside of his pajamas and on his cock. He left his hand there and wrapped her fingers around his erect prick before pulling his pajamas down with his other hand. Slowly humping her hand with his hips while moving her hand back and forth with his, he forced his mother to give him a forced hand job.
"Jimmy no. Stop," she said trying to free her hand from his engorged prick. "What are you doing? You mustn't do this. We can't do this."
"Touch me Mom. Please," he said staring up at him and not even looking down at his exposed prick.
"Jimmy no, I can't," she said pulling her hand away and making eye contact with her son to avoid looking at his prick.
"At least look at me," he said.
Giving in to his sexual desires, she looked down at her son and stared.
"Jimmy," she said still staring at his cock without looking away to look up at him. "We can't. We mustn't do this," she said softly and unconvincingly.
"Please Mom," he said pulling her hand to his cock again.
This time she didn't resist. Unable to control her lust for her son, and with her being so very horny with not having had sex for years with anyone but herself, she wrapped her fingers around her son's stiff prick. When she wrapped her fingers around her son, as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mother and son, he French kissed her again and again while fingering her nipples before moving his hand between her legs. Then, as if she was a cheap barroom whore that he picked up for the night, he gently pushed at her shoulder. He moved his body higher as he pushed his mother lower. Then, with a gentle hand behind her head, he pushed and forced her head down until her lips touched his prick.
Kathy couldn't believe that her son wanted her to suck him. With his prick right there by her mouth, she was so very tempted to open her mouth and take him inside but she couldn't. This was her son and not some guy that she was dating. She couldn't suck her own son, she just couldn't. What kind of mother would she be if she blew her son? Actually, following in her mother's footsteps, she'd be just like her mother. She'd have an alive son instead of a dead one.
Had it not been for her mother confessing that she's had sex with her son, she never would have dropped her towel to flash her son her naked body. Had it not been for her sisters and her family friend encouraging her to give her son incestuous sex with them giving their sons incestuous sex, she never would have considered sucking her son. Only with his cock right there, right by her mouth, how could she not suck him? To keep him safely at home with her, the very least she could do, now that she's already flashed him her naked body, she must suck him. She must.
"Jimmy no. I can't suck you," she said. "I want to but I can't," she said saying it softly while putting her hand on his prick and looking from his cock to look up at him before staring down at his erect prick again.
Taking him in her hand again, she wrapped her fingers around him. She loved the feeling of having a hard cock in her hand, even if that cock was her son's cock, especially if that cock was her son's cock. It's been so very long since she's stroked a hard cock.
"Suck me Mom. Please. No one will ever know that you blew me. I won't tell anyone," he said gently touching the side of her face before lightly running his fingertip across her lip.
Such a wicked mother to do so, she took his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking his cock instead of his finger. Slowly stroking him, while staring at her son's cock and sucking his finger, she evicted his finger from her mouth with her tongue. Then, she leaned in to kiss and lick his engorged prick before leaning down to take him in her mouth. She was sucking her son, she couldn't believe she was blowing her son.
As if she was giving him mouth to mouth to save his life instead of mouth to cock, she couldn't believe she was sucking him. She couldn't believe that she was actually blowing her son. With the intention of only flashing her son her naked body, she couldn't believe she was actually giving him sex. A mother flashing her son her naked body is one thing but a mother having sex with her son is entirely something else.
Sucking him and sucking him while stroking him harder and faster, she was making all of those cock sucking sounds that men love to hear for them to know that the woman is enjoying sucking them as much as they are enjoying being sucked. Only with her pretending he was someone else and she was sucking someone else's cock, anyone but her son, she sucked his cock while stroking him harder and stroking him faster. It was when he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples that she wanted him to cum in her mouth. She knew right then that she wasn't about to stop sucking him until he ejaculated in her mouth. With her nipples her erogenous zones, she'd do anything so long as a man fingered and/or sucked her nipples.
"Oh, my God, Tommy," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "Don't stop playing with my nipples," she whispered. "I love it when you finger my nipples in that way. Pull them, turn them, and twist them. Don't worry, you won't hurt me," she said. "Squeeze them hard between your fingers. I love that."
He continued pulling, turning, twisting, squeezing, and fingering her nipples while she sucked him deeper and stroked him harder and faster. With the memories of all the men she sucked flooding her head, she sucked her son as if he was one of them and as if he was all of them. When Tommy started humping her mouth, she knew he was close to cumming. Sucking him harder and sucking him deeper, while stroking him faster, she couldn't wait for her son to cum in her mouth.



"Oh my God, Mom," he said. "I'm going to cum."
"Cum Tommy, cum. Cum in my mouth," she said removing his cock from her mouth again to speak. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you."
As soon as she encouraged him to cum, he did. He exploded a huge volume of cum in his mother's mouth and she swallowed. Not ready to make love to her son, it was more than enough that he saw her naked, that he touched and felt her everywhere, and that she blew him. She grabbed her towel and retired to her room to masturbate over all that she showed her son of her naked body, over all that he saw, touched, and felt of her, and over all that she incestuous did to him. She couldn't wait to tell her sisters all that happened and all that she did.
To be continued...
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Audrey, Jennifer, Carol, and Kathy tell Brenda, Christine, and Julia what they did with their sons.
The following week, the women met to disclose and discuss all that they did with their sons.
"Well, nothing new for me. I had sex with your brother again," said Julia with a loud cackling laugh. "He's been super horny since his wife came down with the flu and instead of calling a hooker or seeing a stripper in the way your sons routinely do," she said taking a swipe at her daughters. "He called me," she said with pride. "Sleeping over, I've been helping out wherever I can. Cooking, cleaning, and doing other things, if you know what I mean," she said raising her hand to her mouth and popping out her cheek with her tongue as if her tongue was her son's cock and she was giving him blowjob.
"I can't believe you two are still having sex. That's unbelievable," said Brenda while leering at her mother. "I figured you'd stop once Ralph was out of the house and married," she said.
"You'd think he'd be tired of your old, wrinkled ass and saggy breasts by now," said Jennifer.
"Mom, if you don't mind, we really don't want to hear the lurid details about you having incestuous sex with Ralph," said Carol. "That's disgusting. That's just nasty. That's just wrong."
"My mistake. I thought we were sharing," said Julia with attitude and with a shrug of her pretty, albeit elderly shoulder while sighing her boredom and rolling her eyes with disinterest. "Let me tell you something Jennifer," she said pointing her finger in her face. "When you give a man head in the way that I suck cock, no man will ever get tired of having sex with me."
"I think you've shared quite enough about your long-term incestuous affair with our brother," said Jennifer.
"Once sluts and now prudes," said Julia while flipping her hair in that sexy way that she's been doing for nearly fifty years. "I wish you women would make up your minds if you're going to be whores or nuns," said Julia waving a disgusted hand.
When most mothers would seemingly be happy that their daughters are modestly moral instead of whores, Julia seemed disappointed that her daughters weren't the sluts that they were when they were in college and the slut that she still is now. Attending drunken frat parties and sleeping with anyone who they were attracted to back then, all six women, Christine included, were promiscuous sluts. Suddenly, now that they all have money, they all act as if they're all above getting naked and getting down and dirty with the rest of the immoral world who have unsated, sexual appetites. They were a wild, sexually depraved bunch of party anywhere, anytime, animals. If only her five daughters knew that their decadent mother was much sluttier and much wilder than they ever were and than they ever could ever be, wouldn't they be surprised.
With Julia only sharing the information about her having sex with their brother, she never told her daughters that they all had different fathers, the reason while none of them looked alike but for the identical twins. Wouldn't they be shocked to know that important tidbit of information if she did tell them? Wouldn't she finally shut them up with them knowing that not one of them shares the same father? Only, she knew that if she told them, they'd only hate her even more than they do now.
Julia's sleeping around when Larry told her that he liked to watch. He started bringing home men for her to sleep with while he masturbated over all that they did. Then, when he tired of watching Julia having sex with a multitude of friends, co-workers, and strangers, apparently wanting to have some sexual fun himself, he started cheating on her behind her back. Not about to be disrespected while thinking they had an open marriage, having longtime affairs with them, Julia continued her sexy, sexual relationships behind his back with the mailman, the UPS man, the FedEx man, and the pizza delivery man.
Her husband, Larry, suspected that Julia was sleeping around but preferring to have sex with other women in the way that she had sex with other men at his coercion in the beginning, he never complained that she was sleeping with and was impregnated by other men. Besides, never wanting to divorce his wife, he truly loved Julia. What was not to love? For an old broad, she was still very attractive. Not looking her age, she was sexy, witty, funny, and irreverent. Where most women her age no longer have sex, still very sexually active, Julia was still craving cock and orgasms.
Quick to defend her, her husband always said that he loved her wild spirit and never met anyone like her. For a man to support five children that he didn't father, he had to be either an idiot, a very special man, and/or loved his wife. With Larry being more the latter than the former, he'd do anything for Julia, even allow her to have lovers that impregnated her back then. Ralph is the only child that her husband fathered. A secret that only her husband and their biological fathers know, if only they knew that Ralph was their half-brother, she wondered what they'd say to her then. Her ace in the hole to play, should her daughters ever tire of her and her shenanigans, she wasn't about to hurt them unless they hurt her first.
With so very man always on the scene with Julia, it was sometimes difficult to keep who was who straight. Audrey and Brenda, identical twins were fathered by the mailman, a good looking, Irish redheaded man, named Sean. Jennifer was father by the UPS driver, a tall, dark haired Italian man, named Angelo. Carol was fathered by the FedEx driver, a blonde haired and blue eyed man of Russian descent, named Peter. Kathy was fathered by the pizza delivery man, a nice man who worked delivering pizza while teaching astronomy at the community college and working as a part-time musician while hoping to further his musical career by playing guitar professionally. His name was Martin.
"Well, if no one else is going to start the conversation about what they did with their sons, I have something to report," said Audrey looking around the room.
Allowing her the floor, all eyes, Brenda's, Carol's, Jennifer's, Kathy's, Christine's, and Julia's, were on Audrey. Whether out of nervousness or embarrassment, Audrey paused as if waiting for her sisters to give her the permission to continue.
"Okay," said Kathy. "We're all curious to know. Tell us what you did and what happened."
Audrey looked down at herself with shame before looking up at the woman with obvious sexual excitement.
"I wore my sexiest and sheerest nightgown and walked around the house like that," said Audrey. "Normally, I modestly wear a robe over my nightgown when with my son but on that night I didn't. With my nipples nearly poking holes in my nightgown, when Gary saw me showing a lot of cleavage and with my nightgown so very sheer and see through, his eyes bugged out of his head," she said.
"Wow," said Kathy encouraging her sister to continue her incestuous confession.
Audrey took a big breath before continuing.
"Not thinking that I could do this but in the way that he was staring at me as soon as I walked from my bedroom to the living room, he made me want to do and show him even more," she said looking around the room.
"What do you mean by he made you want to do and show him even more Audrey?"
Brenda looked at her sister as if she needed to know the motivation behind Audrey's flashing that perhaps was necessary for her to tease her own son.
"Just in the way he lustfully stared at me, he made me feel special. He made me feel wanted. He made me feel desired. He made me feel so sexy that I did feel sexy," she said. "I never looked at my son in the way that I was looking at him now."
"How much of you could he see?"
Brenda looked at her twin sister no doubt with the same curiosity that her father, the mailman had when delivering a package that he wondered what was inside.
Audrey remained silent for a moment as if replaying in her head all the incestuous, sexual teasing that she did with her son.
"Well, when I opened the refrigerator door with the light off in the kitchen and leaned peering in, with my breasts moving forward with me, I knew he could see the underside of my breasts and my panty clad ass. Then, when I stood in front of the TV in the darkened living room, with him able to see right through my nightgown as if I wasn't wearing a nightgown at all, he was looking, staring, and leering at me as if I was an ice cold keg of beer," said Audrey.
"That's hot," said Kathy.
"I knew he could see through my nightgown as if he was a TSA agent X-raying my clothes. Having practiced those exhibitionistic moves in my unlit bedroom in the mirror with a flashlight, I knew that Gary could see everything I own. Moreover, just as Mom warned, I was making my flashing appear accidental."
"Good for you," said Julia.
"Were you wearing panties?" Always in competition with one another and always topping one another, Carol looked at her sister seemingly eager to give her own confession about what she did with her son Tommy.
"Of course I was wearing panties. Especially with what I was wearing, what kind of mother would I be not wearing panties when parading around my son? I'm not a total incestuous whore," she said staring at her mother who was.
"It takes one to know one," said Julia in defense of herself while fluffing her grey, hair dyed brown. "Besides, unless I plan on flashing my bright, white panties to unsuspecting men, I usually don't wear panties. I never liked the feel of panties against my naked skin."
"Well, I wasn't about to flash him my pussy mother," she said pausing while giving out a nervous laugh. "Not yet anyway," said laughing again. "A prelude to sex, I'd need to drink a half a bottle of wine for me to do that."
When there was a pause in the conversation, Carol jumped right in without waiting.
"Well, I flashed Tom my pussy," said Carol holding up her head as if she was proud that she flashed her son her pussy.
Audrey looked around the room waiting for someone to comment and add to her incestuous confession, only Carol had the floor now.
With her natural blonde hair, big blue eyes, and big tits, Carol was unaware that her father, Peter, was of Russian heritage. If she did know she was half Russian, in the way of a baseball player being introduced with a song when coming up to the plate, somehow the musical score for Peter and the Wolf would seem an appropriate song to play whenever she walked in the room.
"No way," said Brenda. "You did? Shut up. You did not."
Normally wearing her rosary beads around her neck and looking so piously holy, Carol gave her sister a sly look.
"I did," said Carol. "And you shut up," said Carol with a laugh that made everyone laugh.
"How'd you do it?" Obviously with her not being as slutty as her sisters Jennifer and Carol, Audrey looked at her sister with a face full of curiosity, envy, and jealousy.
"Wearing my barely there nightgown without underwear, I had Tom show me how to do sit ups and crunches by getting on the floor with him holding my ankles," she said with a dirty laugh while rolling her eyes.
"You slut," said Kathy laughing.
"That's so wicked," said Christine, "but such a good idea."
"He's so naively trusting. If only he knew his mother was a slut, I wonder what he'd think about me now."
"If only our sons knew the sluts we were," said Jennifer. "I wonder what they'd really think of us. No doubt, probably, they all would have tried to have sex with us long ago."
"If only my daughters knew the slut that I am," said Julia under her breath.
"That's not all I did," said Carol. "Wanting to make sure that he got a good, long look of my pussy, I did the sit ups with my knees bent up with my knees partially opened."
"Wow," said Kathy. "No way."
"Good, that's good," said Julia. "So you gave Tommy a good, long look of your pussy" she said as if she was their teacher of incest and at that moment she was.
"I did," said Carol.
"That's more like it," said Julia. "Flashing a man your pussy, even if that man is your son, especially if that man is your son, is always a good start."
"Then, when I was getting up from the floor," she said looking from one woman to the other before continuing. She focused her stare on her mother. "I was holding onto Tommy for support and along with my morals and modest, I accidentally or deliberately, I don't remember which, pulled down his pajama bottoms."
"You did not," said Kathy laughing.
"I did too," said Carol nodding her head up and down as if she needed that extra affirmative head action for her sisters to believe her.
"Oh, my God. Wow! Was he wearing underwear?" Brenda stared at her sister with shocked disbelief. "Did you see his cock?"
"No he wasn't wearing underwear and he yes he was naked beneath his pajamas. Being that his cock was right there level with my mouth, I did something very wicked," she said with a laugh while pausing in her confession.
"Don't stop now. Tell us what you did," said Kathy.
"I asked him if I could touch it," said Carol.
"Wow," said Kathy.
"And did you?" Brenda looked at her sister with shocked interest.
"I did. I wrapped my fingers around his cock and stroked him," said Carol.
"No way," said Audrey and Brenda nearly at the same time, an identical twin thing.
"Then, while stroking him and looking up at him, I asked him the question that he wanted to her," said Carol with a dirty laugh.
"You asked him if you could blow him," said Jennifer looking at her sister with as much shocked disbelief as was Brenda when looking at Carol.
"You sucked Tommy?" Audrey stared at her sister no doubt relieved that she wasn't the only one who gave her son a blowjob.
"I don't believe you," said Christine. "You're always lying and making up stories. There's no way you'd suck your own son, especially you, holier than thou with your rosary beads. The only time you've been on your knees lately is to pray," she said with a laugh.
"I did. I sucked my son. I swear on Daddy's grave that I blew Tommy," she said raising her right hand as if swearing on a Bible. "Not only that, just like old times when I was giving free blowjobs to whoever wanted one, he ejaculated in my mouth and I swallowed," said Carol.
"Well, good for you," said Julia. "Now we're finally getting somewhere," she said rubbing her hands together as if she was a fly about to land on excrement. "Finally you girls are all doing what you need to do to keep your sons safely at home."
"I wish I had the ovaries to flash my son my pussy but I just couldn't. I didn't do anything," said Brenda ignoring her mother's comments. "I don't think I could ever suck Mark. Maybe if I was drunk enough I could, but even just thinking about giving my son a blowjob is just nasty."
"Me either," said Christine. "I didn't do anything. The timing wasn't right. Every time I got up the nerve to do something sexy and sexual, I'd chicken out and hide in my room. Only, I think I could give Michael a blowjob after a couple of drinks and if he sexually aroused me enough. Much in the way of Kathy, all Michael needs to do to get me going is to feel my tits and finger my nipples. My nipples are so very sensitive and I love having them fingered," she said putting her hands to her chest.
"Well, I had Robert give me a massage," said Jennifer with a sly, sexy grin.
Of the five sisters, much like her father, the UPS driver, Jennifer had the best package of them all, tall, shapely, and pretty, she was so sexy.
"A massage? That's a good idea. Now that's sexy," said Christine. "I could do that. Actually, I should try that with Michael. If he gave me a massage and if I had a couple glasses of wine, who knows what I do. I'd definitely flash him my tits, at the very least."
"Were you showing anything?" Carol looked at her sister.
"I was?" Jennifer returned Carol's look with a smile.
Being that they were all so close in age, all the sisters were competitive, even when it came to men and sex, especially when it came to men and sex.
"Did he touching anything?" Christine looked at Jennifer with interest.
"He sure did," said Jennifer with a dirty laugh.
"Knowing you as I do," said Brenda rolling her eyes, "pray tell, what happened next?"
"After he gave me a massage, I gave him a massage too," said Jennifer holding her head up high. "Only the massage that I gave him included a happy ending," she said looking from one woman to the other.
"A happy ending? What? No way! Oh my God, you incestuous whore," said Carol laughing. "You gave Robert a hand job?" She looked at her sister with shocked surprise.
"Kettle black," said Jennifer to Carol. "You gave you son a blowjob and I only gave my son a hand job. You're much more of an incestuous whore than I am."
"Is that what a happy ending means?" Brenda looked at her sisters with innocence before they all burst out laughing at her. "I thought a happy ending was an ice cream sundae after your meal at Friendly's restaurant," said Brenda and again her sisters burst out laughing.
"You did not give Robert a hand job! Tell me it's not true. Tell me you're lying. I don't believe you. You're lying," said Audrey looking at her sister with suspicion.
"I did," said Jennifer holding up her head with pride. "I masturbated him and he creamed my hand with cum. There was so much cum that he could have given me a cum bath," she said laughing.
"Good for you Jennifer," said Julia. "That's the ticket. Now you're on your way to keeping your sons safely home by giving them incestuous sex."
"He wanted me to suck him," said Jennifer ignoring her mother's comments in the way that Brenda just had. "I wanted to suck him I really did but I figured a hand job was good enough for now. I did allow him to fondle my naked breasts, so long as he promised not to finger and/or suck my nipples."
"Wow," said Audrey. "You're making me horny. Now I wish I had done more with my son. With him having an erection the whole time he was leering at me while I was flashing him, I so wanted to reach out and fondle his cock. Now that you gave a hand job to your son, I think that I could give a hand job to my son too. Only, I don't know if I could blow him," she said looking at Carol.
"I'm horny now too," said Christine. "I wish I had flashed Michael my big tits. I'm curious to see his reaction to seeing them. Maybe I'll try something tonight."
"Well, I have a confession to make too," said Kathy looking innocently wicked while looking around the room.
"What did you do with Jimmy?"
Audrey, Brenda, Jennifer, Carol, Christine, and Julia looked at Kathy with baited breath. Enjoying the attention, Kathy paused as if replaying all that she did in her mind first.
"After I took my shower, I asked Jimmy to pour me a glass of wine. Knowing he'd bring the wine in the bathroom, I accidentally on purpose dropped my towel when I knew he was standing in the doorway staring at my naked body," said Kathy with a seductive laugh. "While standing there naked, I continued drying my hair while pretending that I didn't know he was standing there staring."
"I should try that with Michael. That's a good one to do," said Christine. "I like the massage idea too," she said to Jennifer. "And doing sit ups without wearing panties is something that I could try too," said Christine.
"You shouldn't copy Kathy, Jennifer, or Carol," said Julia. "In case they talk to one another, I don't think they will but if they do, you should flash your son in a different way."
"Yeah, that makes sense," said Christine. "Maybe I'll wear my bikini and be there hanging around the pool sunning myself when he comes home."



"Speaking of towels, that reminds me, I dropped my towel more than a few times," said Julia with a dirty laugh. "Let's see, she said opening her hand to count the number of towel drops on her fingers. I dropped my towel in front of the mailman, the UPS man, the FedEx driver, and the pizza delivery man," she said seemingly proud that she was not only an exhibitionist but also an incestuous whore and a slut too.
If only they knew that they were all the product of her having sex with Sean, Angelo, Peter, and Martin, she wondered what they'd say.
"Really mother," said Carol. "You're just trying to one up Kathy's story," she said shaking her head.
If only the five women knew that Julia dropped more than just her towel back then. She dropped her morals when she seduced and had a long time sexual relationship with the mailman, the UPS driver, the FedEx man, and the pizza delivery man.
"Whatever," said Julia raising her hand as if telling her daughter to talk to her hand?
"Then, when I picked up my towel to cover my nakedness, figuring that was enough flashing for one day, Jimmy stole my towel. I chased after him naked and with one thing leading to another, once he started tickling me and fingering my nipples, you all know how much I love having my nipples fingered. Anyway, ordering the extra cheese, I gave him a blowjob. I sucked my son too," said Kathy looking from one woman to the next before focusing on Carol.
Extra cheese? How fittingly appropriate. If only Kathy knew that her father was the pizza delivery man who impregnated her mother with her, she'd find her comment about extra cheese not only more meaningful but psychically insightful. From the mouths of babes, if only Kathy knew how integral extra cheese was to her creation, she may never use that comment again.
"I'm proud of you," said Julia getting up out of her chair to hug her daughter while obviously enjoying the extra cheese comment.
To be continued...
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Brenda strips naked and sexually teases her son.
After listening to all that Audrey, Carol, Jennifer, and Kathy did, feeling sexually aroused over the thoughts of flashing her son, Brenda was eager to flash Mark more than just her smile. That night, Brenda planned an exhibitionist show for herself and a voyeuristic surprise for her son. Ready to expose her naked body to her son, she was ready to give him a striptease show of her naked body.
She suspected that he masturbates over her and with the evidence of knowing that he goes through her dirty laundry hamper to touch, feel, and sniff her panties and bras. After finding a soiled pair of her panties under his pillow, conclusive proof that he masturbates over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with her. Now, she was ready to give him more than just a little masturbation material in seeing her naked. If all went well and she didn't chicken out, in the horny way that she felt, she planned to masturbate herself in front of him.
With her sisters Audrey, Jennifer, Carol, and Kathy telling her all that they already did with their sons, they made her horny. Unwilling and unready to do anything incestuous with her son before, she was willing and ready to incestuously sexually tease him now. Thinking about doing the same thing with her son, she couldn't believe that her twin sister, Audrey, flashed her son her naked body. She didn't just flash him her bra, her tits, her panties, her ass, or her pussy, totally naked, she flashed him her entire naked body.
Being that they are identical twins, with one sister looking so much like the other sister, having seen her twin sister naked, they both looked the same naked too. In that regard with Gary seeing his mother, Audrey, naked, in essence, he's seen her, his aunt, Brenda, naked too. With one twin sister looking much like the other twin sister naked, Gary seeing Audrey naked was much like seeing Brenda naked too. Applying that logic to what she was about to do with her son, when she flashed her son, Mark, her naked body, if she was to go that far, with him seeing her naked would be much like him seeing his aunt, Audrey, naked too.
With her four sisters way ahead of her in their incestuous experimentation to keep their sons safely at home, out of the bars, and away from hookers and strippers, by giving them incestuous sex, she couldn't believe what she was about to do. Sexually excited and sick to her stomach at the same time, she had no idea if she'd actually go through with flashing herself to her son or not. She wouldn't know until she either flashed her son or didn't flash him. Not wanting to be the odd woman out, all she knew now was that she felt pressured to go along with the group and, at the very least, to expose her naked body to her son. Something she never thought about doing before, she was ready to do now.
With all three of their sons seeing them naked, she couldn't believe that Jennifer gave her son a hand job while Carol and Kathy already sucked their sons. She still didn't even know if she could even look at her son's cock never mind touching, fondling, stroking, and/or sucking Gary's cock. Boy, wouldn't that surprise him if she did. With him always walking around her with an erection, she wondered what he'd say or do if she grabbed for his stiff prick. If only he knew his mother was a slut, he would have tried something sexual with her long before now.
Reluctant before over the thoughts of anything incestuously sexual with her son, she made a complete one-hundred-eighty degree turn in her thinking about incest. Now willing to do anything to keep her son home and safe on Nude Day, even if it meant her stripping herself naked to entice him with her naked body, she was ready to give him a real show of her naked body. Only one step at a time, she didn't know if she could take the next step yet, a really big step, to give him sex. In the way that her four sisters have already had sex with her son, she still had a difficult time with allowing Gary to see her naked. In the way that her sister have already done with their sons, she couldn't even wrap her brain around giving Gary a hand job never mind a blowjob.
Something that she trained him to do and something that he always did, whether he went to the mall, to the bar, or to a friend's house, he called her before coming home from anywhere. Being that she needed him to call her now for her plan to work, she was glad that she instilled that courtesy of him giving her a phone call. Always worrying about him, her way to stop them from bickering about his drinking, whoring, and staying out all hours of the early morning, she asked him to give her the courtesy of a phone call so that she wouldn't unnecessarily worry about him.
Reluctant to do so at first with his friends calling him a Mama's boy, he infrequently called her in the beginning. Now entrenched in his mind that she wanted him to call her, he called her all the time to let her know where he was, supposedly what he was doing, and when he was coming home. Always there to answer his calls, it was her feeble way to keep him safe. Only, this time, instead of taking his telephone call, she allowed the answering machine to answer the phone. Instead of talking to him in person, she used his call to time when he was coming home, so that she could arrange to be waiting for him wearing just her towel in preparation flash him her naked body. Naked, naked, naked, she couldn't believe she was about to allow her son to see her naked.
* * * * *
"Hi Mom. Mom? You must be in the shower. I'm leaving Jerry's house, I'll be there in ten minutes. Bye," he said.
Short and sweet, his phone message gave her enough information to allow her to ready her plan of flashing him. As part of her naughty, incestuous plan, she had a quick couple glasses of wine before she went up to her room and turned her stereo on loud. Quickly stripping off her clothes while thinking of flashing her son her tits, her pussy, and her ass, she imagined him seeing son seeing her naked. What a difference a day makes, naked, naked, naked, never even thinking about flashing him before, she was prepared to have her son see her naked now.
In the way that her twin sister, Audrey, said she did, she wrapped a towel around her naked body as if she had just gotten out of the shower. As further proof that she had just emerged from the shower, she wrapped a second towel around her hair. She was so nervous to daringly do what she was about to do. Chances are with her naked, her son wouldn't even know if her hair was wet or dry.
Now having second thoughts again, she considered cancelling her plan to flash him and getting dressed. Yet with her concern for her son's safety vetoing her moral modesty of a mother flashing her naked body to her son, she didn't change her mind about flashing her son. Staying in her towel, having plenty of time to chicken out and get dressed, she didn't chicken out and she didn't get dressed. Instead with the wine working it's magic in allowing her to lose her inhibitions, she was ready to flash her son her tits, her pussy, and her ass.
A simple plan albeit a good one, compared to Audrey's, Jennifer's, Carol's, and even Kathy's incestuous complicated plans where anything could have gone wrong, her plan was not as elaborate. When he unlocked and opened the back door, she'd pretend that she didn't hear him come in the house. Besides knowing him in the way she does, he'd probably sneak in the house while hoping she was in the shower or in her bedroom with the door open while hoping to see something that he shouldn't be seeing of her.
With him always trying to see something of her that he shouldn't see of her, with him always hoping to see her dressing or undressing, he was sneaky like that. With her bathroom door flung wide open, opened plenty wide enough, she knew that he could see her as soon as he started walking up the stairs. In the way that he skulked around the house always staring and leering at her, she knew he'd stand there on the stairs in the dark. No doubt hoping that she'd give him a striptease show, she knew that he'd be there watching her dancing while waiting and hoping that she'd remove her towel to get dressed.
"Showtime," she said when she heard the back door unlock, creak open, and nearly silently close.
Even over the loud music, with her listening for him coming in the back door, with the bathroom window facing the driveway, she heard his car pull in the driveway before she heard him. Hoping it was her son and not some intruder, being that his allotted ten minutes had passed, she had a sense that it was Mark coming home. She knew that any second he'd be there on the stairs under the cover of darkness watching her dance while only wearing her towel.
This was it. This was really it. She was going to flash him her naked body. With the thoughts of her chickening out, closing the bathroom door, and getting dressed, that option was already off the table. With the pressure from her sisters, her mother, and her family friend to do what she needed to do to keep her son safely home, in addition to the two glasses of wine removing her morals and modesty, she was ready to go through with her plan.
Always so morally modest before, she couldn't believe she was skipping over flashing him her bra and/or panties to flash him her naked body. With no turning back now, she was about to cross the incestuous line by showing her son her all of what he's been longing and lusting to see of her. With her tits, her pussy, and her naked ass filling his horny brain, maybe flashing him all of her naked self would be enough to get him back under her motherly control. She wondered what his reaction would be to seeing her naked, naked, naked.
As if dancing to striptease music, slowly, seductively, and erotically, she was ready to peel her towel away from her naked body. She couldn't believe she was about to flash her son. She couldn't believe she was ready to stand there naked. If it wasn't for her sisters not only already flashing their sons but also having sex with their sons and if it wasn't for her mother already having sex with her son too, she could never do anything like this, not in a million years. Yet, even with all of that pressured encouragement from her mother, her sisters, and her family friend, it was the two glasses of wine that removed her inhibitions enough for her to be ready to strip herself naked in front of her son.
She knew he was already there watching her. She didn't have to hear him to know that he had crept up the stairs. Once seeing her naked, she wondered what he'd be thinking. Besides staring at her, she wondered what he'd be doing while he stood on the stairs in the dark watching her dancing while wearing only her towel.
Maybe he had already unzipped himself, pulled out his cock, and was masturbating on the stairs to her hoped for striptease show. Thinking about his cock, horny enough now, especially with her planning to get naked, something she'd like to see, she wouldn't mind watching him masturbate himself. Imagining the look of pure, sexual pleasure on his face, she wouldn't mind watching him cum. If he asked her to and if she was horny enough, she may even give him a hand job. If he asked her to, she may even allow him to cum all over her tits. It's been a long time since she's seen a man pleasure himself.
Yet, as nervous as she was sexually excited, she couldn't believe she was about to expose her naked body to her son. Naked, naked, naked, her son, Mark, was about to see his mother naked. No doubt and without doubt, if she dared remove her towel, she'd guarantee and bet her life that he'll be masturbating over her naked dancing show for the rest of his life. Yet, as her justification to strip naked, if having him see her naked body would keep him home on Nude Day to attend their Nude Day, family party, then her self-sacrificing her naked body to his horny eyes was well worth it. Further, exposing her naked body to her son would give her fodder to masturbate over too.
* * * * *
Slowly but surely, exposing herself to him, she strategically and seductively removed the towel from her left breast and allowed the top portion of the towel to hang loosely from her body. Something she's never even contemplated doing before, she couldn't believe she was flashing him her tit. With her left breast exposed to him, she looked at herself in the mirror to see what he was seeing of her. Then, she allowed the towel to fall from her right breast. Standing there topless, she couldn't believe she was showing her son her bare breasts.
Seeing all that he's no doubt imagined of his mother while masturbating himself in his room, she exposed her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples to his horny eyes. Furthermore, taking her striptease show a step further, she couldn't believe what she was about to do for his sexual benefit. Thinking about masturbating herself, now that she was sexually aroused from showing her son her tits, she was ready to masturbate before his horny eyes. With her horny enough to do so, she wondered what he'd do if she fondled her tits and fingered her pussy in front of him
As if she was with a man instead of being by herself, while looking at herself in the mirror and as if giving herself a breast exam, she felt her shapely B cup breasts before fondling and really feeling her breasts. In the way that Mark must be imagining his horny hands feeling her B cup breasts, she imagined his horny hands feeling her B cup breasts. Then, taking her breast exam much further, she ran a slow hand across her nipples before teasing them out with her fingertips. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, once her nipples were erect, she did something that no mother should do in front of her son.
She lifted her breasts to her lips to suck her nipples, first one and then the other. With him seeing this sexy combination striptease and masturbation show, if he wasn't masturbating before, surely, he was masturbating now. Loaded with testosterone and unable to sexually control his raging hormones, if he wasn't masturbating himself on the stairs now, she knew that he soon would be with what more she had planned. Never thinking that she would, she loved teasing him. She loved the fact that along with her getting wet while stripping naked in front of her son and masturbating herself that she was making him hard and horny.
Then, as if removing a stuck bandage, she slowly removed the rest of the towel from her flat stomach, her trimmed red pussy, and her round, firm ass. Standing there naked, she continued dancing as if she was alone in the house. Knowing that he was there watching, feeling him staring, and sensing him leering, with her tits bouncing and with her singing in her hairbrush to the words as if she was doing Karaoke, she danced around her small bathroom naked.
Twirling around to make sure that he got a good look of her tits, her ass, and her pussy, she turned to him before bending from the waist to pick up her dropped hairbrush. Then, turning to face him, showing him a good, long view of her red pussy, she kicked her legs up to her shoulders as if she was a Rockette or was a professional dancer. Suddenly feeling aroused in knowing her son was crouched on the stairs watching her, she stopped dancing to look at herself in the mirror.
Going beyond what she had planned to do and going beyond what no moral mother should do in front of her son, she started masturbating herself. She decided that she wanted to give him a sexy show that he'll never soon forget. Wanting him to take that image to bed with him and to give him something more to masturbate over than just her soiled panties, she wanted to fill his horny brain with the sounds she makes when cumming.
"I don't look bad for an old broad," she said loud enough for him to hear her while she stood there looking at herself in herself in the mirror. Cupping her breasts in her hands, she raised them as if offering her tits to herself in the mirror. Then, while flashing him her breasts and pussy, she turned to face him while looking behind her at her ass. "My ass still looks good. I've always had a nice ass," she said slapping her firm, round ass.
Standing in the dark on the stairs in close proximity to the bathroom, Mark stared at his mother's naked body. In the way she was going on about herself, Brenda believed that he'd never guess that she was giving this show just for him. He'd never know that her whole plan was to keep him sexually and incestuously interested enough in her to keep him away from the booze and from the whores. If what she was doing now accomplished her keeping him safe, then it was well worth the embarrassment, the shame, the humiliation, and now the mutual sexual excitement of showing him her naked body.
"Only, I wish my tits were bigger, as big as Jennifer's C cup breasts or as big as Carol's D cup breasts," she said cupping her breasts again and lifting them. "I wouldn't want tits as big as Christine's double D breasts. That's just too big." She continued staring at herself. "I'd have any man I wanted if only I had bigger tits. I don't understand why Jennifer, Carol, and Christine haven't found another man, especially with the big tits that they all have."
Had she not had the two glasses of wine, suddenly feeling the effects of them, she would have ended her show there with her son seeing her naked body. Going for broke, being that she was naked already and feeling horny after showing Mark her naked body, she gave him more to see and more to masturbate over later when she started touching, feeling, and fondling her B cup breasts. Fingering her nipples, she pulled them, turned them, and twisted them before reaching down to rub her clit and finger her pussy.
"I'm so horny," she said fingering her nipples. "I wish I had a man to do this to me for me," she said rubbing her clit faster and harder. "I'd suck any man's cock who fingered my nipples while rubbing my clit," she said loud enough for her son to no doubt hear her. "I'm so horny," she said reaching down to insert her finger in her pussy.
Mark adjusted his cock in his pants before adjusting his position on the stairs for a better look of his mother's naked body.
"I swear to God, in the horny way I feel now, if Mark was here, I'd flash him. I really would. I'd flash him my naked body and allow him to feel my tits and finger my nipples. Then, once he got me sexually aroused enough by sucking my nipples, I'd suck his cock. I would, I really would. I'd let him cum in my mouth and I'd swallow his cum," she said plenty loud enough for him to hear her.
No doubt ready to bolt up the stairs to feel his mother's tits and finger and suck her nipples, he was ready to have his mother suck his cock. Only ruining it for himself, when Mark leaned down for a better look in between the staircase spindles of his mother touching herself, he slipped on one of the steps and nearly fell down the stairs. Immediately Brenda stopped playing with her pussy and covered her nakedness with her hands and forearms. Quickly but ever so silently Mark made his way down the stairs to run in the kitchen.
"Who's there?" She covered her nakedness with her hands and forearms before closing the bathroom door.
Instead of running up the stairs to call his mother's bluff for her to suck his cock, obviously not wanting her to know that he was peeping on her, he silently hustled down the stairs.
"Mom! I'm home," he said yelling loudly while slamming the back door shut. "Mom? Where are you?"
Shocking even herself at all that she said about sucking her son's cock if only he fingered and sucked her nipples, she was surprised that he didn't come upstairs to call her bluff. Only now that he hadn't, she was relieved that he didn't. Only, she knew that this wasn't over. She knew with her saying what she did, that this was just the beginning. No doubt, one day, when she least expected it, he'll probably grab her tits and finger her nipples with the hope that she'd fall to her knees and suck his cock.



"I'm in my bedroom getting dressed," she said quickly moving from the bathroom to her bedroom and closing her bedroom door. "I'll be right down."
A few minutes later when she entered the kitchen, Mark was drinking a glass of water as if needing that to cool himself. When he turned from the kitchen sink to face her, it was obvious that he had an erection. Ignoring the elephant in the room, it was enough for her to know that she had aroused her son enough with her naked dancing and masturbation show to give him an erection. Still horny, she only wished she could have finished masturbating in front of him.
Instead of just masturbating herself with only her finger, she would have given him quite the show with her vibrator and dildo while calling out his name. Still horny, she only wished she had the courage to reach out her hand and fondle his erection. In the horny way she felt now and in the way that Carol and Kathy sucked their sons, she could suck her son too. It was just a blowjob. She's given plenty of those in her time. The only difference was that he was her son.
With her already saying that she'd suck his cock if he were there with her in the bathroom feeling her tits and fingering and sucking her nipples, wouldn't that have shocked her son, if she called out his name while fingering her pussy and nipples? Wouldn't that have shocked her if he walked up the stairs and called her bluff and forced her to suck him instead of him running down the stairs. She wondered if she had continued masturbating herself in her room while calling out his name, if he would have entered her room with his cock in his hand.
Maybe had he not fallen down the stairs, he would have masturbated over her masturbating herself. Maybe he would have lifted from her bed and had her suck him. Maybe he would have mounted her and fucked her. Thinking more about having sex with her son, she was really horny. If nothing else, with her always knowing that he has incestuous, sexual feelings for her, now he knows that she has incestuous, sexual feelings for him.
To be continued...
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Christine incestuously, sexually teases her son by not only flashing him her breasts but also by allowing him to have his wicked way with her breasts while she masturbates him.
After meeting with her five best friends and their mother, Christine thought of how she could flash her son her big tits. Not wanting to be obvious about the flashing, she took Julia's advice to heart when she suggested that whatever flashing they do must appear accidental. Not wanting to be blatantly obvious about flashing Michael her breasts, she needed to think of a good way to flash him.
Following Audrey's plan to expose her nearly naked body to her son, with her big tits clearly visible and her nipples making their hard impressions in her nightgown, Christine imagined walking around her son in her sheer, sexy nightgown without the modesty of a robe. She imagined herself opening the refrigerator door in a darkened kitchen and peering inside while knowing that her son could see through her nightgown as if she was standing there naked. As if she was being X-rayed by a TSA agent, she imagined him seeing her ass crack, the underside of her breasts, and her pussy through her lit up nightgown.
Then, she imagined giving him the same sexy show leaning in front of the television in a darkened living room. Further, she imagined leaning over him in her low cut nightgown to pour him coffee while acting oblivious that he was peering down her open top at her tits. Oh, yeah, if she was going to flash him any sexy part of her, she'd love to show him her big tits. Continuing her flashing, she imagined acting oblivious that she was flashing him her pussy, while sitting across from him in the living room with her knees parted just enough to show him what he should never see of his mother.
Then, when retiring to bed horny, she imagined masturbating herself over all that she showed her son of her nearly naked body. She imagined her son in the next room masturbating over all that he saw of her nearly naked body. Yet, even though Christine thought it a good idea to walk around her son in her sexy, sheer, nearly see-through nightgown without the modesty of her robe, wanting to be more subtle than that, she didn't want to copy Audrey by walking around Michael nearly naked.
* * * * *
Instead, following Jennifer's plan to expose her naked body to her son, she imagined the smell of incense while her son rubbed warm oil all over her nearly naked body. She imagined her son copping cheap feels of the sides of her naked breasts on the pretense of massaging her back. Relaxing her with the feel of his warm, soft hands, she imagined her son massaging her naked ass with her allowing him to do so. She imagined her son seeing what he should never see of his mother when she turned one way and moved the other way while exposing herself in all exhibitionistic positions to accommodate his horny hands massaging her. Giving him an uninterrupted view of her pussy, she imagined him massaging her legs higher and higher before giving her a sexy foot massage with her feet resting on his hard cock.
Then, returning the favor, she imagined giving him a massage too, but one with a happy ending. She imagined him asking her if he could see and fondle her big breasts while she masturbated him. With her stroking him faster and harder, wanting to watch him cum, she imagined him creaming her hand and cumming all over her exposed breasts. Yet, even though Christine thought it was a good idea and a great way for her to flash her son her big tits by him giving her a massage, she didn't want to copy Jennifer by asking Michael to give her a massage.
* * * * *
Instead, following Carol's plan to expose her naked pussy to her son, she imagine getting down on the floor while wearing her sexy, sheer, short, low cut nightgown while asking Michael to show her the correct form when doing sit ups and crunches. Ever so wickedly seductive, she imagined her nightgown climbing higher up her thigh to expose more than a son should ever see of his mother. She imagined her knees parting and her flashing him her pussy when trying to sit up with him holding her ankles. Giving him a great up nightgown view between her legs, she imagined trying to do crunches with her knees bent upward and her trimmed, blonde pussy on full display. With her nightgown straps falling from her shoulders to her forearms, she imagined giving him perfect down nightgown views of her tits every time she struggled to sit up doing crunches.
Then, surprising even her, she imagined his erect cock poking out of his pajama bottoms. When she stood from her kneeling position she accidentally on purpose pulled down his pajama bottoms. With his big, hard, hairy cock right there only inches from her hungry mouth, she imagined wrapping her fingers around his cock to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. Yet, even though Christine thought that was a good idea too and a great way to flash her son her pussy and tits while doing sit ups and crunches, she didn't want to copy Carol by asking Michael to help her exercise.
* * * * *
Instead, following Kathy's plan to expose her naked body to her son, she imagined stepping out of the shower and walking around the house wearing just a towel that barely covered her big breasts, round, firm ass, and blonde, trimmed pussy. With him staring and leering at her naked body beneath her towel, when he least expected it, she imagined accidentally on purpose dropping her towel. Naked, naked, naked, she imagined being naked in front of her son.
"Oops. Please don't look at my naked body. I'm so very embarrassed. Please avert your stare Michael," she imagined saying to her son while being slow to react to cover her naked body with her towel.
Standing there naked longer than necessary while feigning shocked surprise that her son was seeing her tits, her pussy, and her ass, how perfect would that flash be for her to do. Who knows? Maybe her son would flash her his cock in that way too. Maybe in the way that Jimmy stole her towel and tickled her, Michael would steal her towel and tickle her too. In the way that Jennifer and Carol saw their son's cocks, she wouldn't mind seeing her son's prick. Yet, even though she thought that dropping her towel was a good idea too, she didn't want to copy Kathy by dropping her towel at the most opportune time to flash her son her naked body.
Instead, Christine had something else planned for Michael. She had plans on flashing him her two most valuable possessions, her humongous, double D breasts. In the way he's always staring at her tits, no doubt, he couldn't wait to see them, to feel them, and to suck them. In the way that she loved the attention from him staring at her breasts, she couldn't wait to flash him her tits, her areolas, and her nipples.
* * * * *
It was a hot day and Christine was lounging out by the pool drinking and laying in the hot sun in her itsy bitsy, teenie weenie, white, nearly see-through bikini. Because she was so petite, a cheap date, being that it didn't take more than two drinks to get her tipsy, she already had a nice buzz. Difficult to find a bikini top to fit her massive 34 double D breasts, especially with her being a 34 on the bottom too, and with her tiny 22 inch waist, she had the perfect hour glass figure. Only, her hour glass figure would need extra glass on the top to house her enormous boobs. Figuring she'd give Michael a surprise show of her breasts, she wore her little, barely there bikini, the one that wore like a second skin, the one that barely covered her giant boobs, and the one that turned totally transparent when wet.
Only with her having two drinks, because she was so petite, her having two drinks was like someone larger having four drinks. Moreover, with her wearing her white, transparent bikini, especially after telling him she couldn't get her bikini wet, she knew that her son, Michael, would pick her up and throw her in the water. Always touching her, hugging her, touching her, feeling her, and holding her, especially when he's drunk and horny, he's always picking her up, not a difficult thing for him to do when he's so big and she's so tiny.
Because she's so petite and cute, he's always picking her up and carrying her around in his arms. He enjoys walking around with her and walking her by the full length mirror, especially when she's wearing a short skirt, no doubt, in the hopes that he'll see her panty clad pussy and ass. Now with her nearly naked, if he was to pick her up while she wore her barely there bikini, she knew he'd be copping cheap feels of her ass and her tits.
"Showtime!"
As soon as she heard her son's car pull in the driveway, as if lifting the curtain on a Broadway show, she undid her top and got on her stomach. As if she was laying on top of two, foam pillows, her big tits squished out the sides of her. Not wasting any time in flashing her son, the fear that she'd change her mind about flashing him made her want to flash him her breasts as soon as he entered the backyard looking for her. At the very least and if nothing else, and even if she chickened out, she'd give him a good view of the sides of her squished tits and her bikini clad ass.
"Mom? Mom? Where are you?"
"I'm out back," she said through the back screen door.
Just as she planned, as soon as he entered the backyard, she waited until he got a good look at her in her barely there bikini before she sat up while tying her top. With her bikini bra not very supportive and with the weight of her breast overwhelming her bikini bra, she knew that as soon as she made the move to tie her top that the bottoms of her heavy breasts would escape her skimpy bikini bra. With her slow to react while busy talking to him and while tying the top of her bikini around her neck, she knew that her breasts would be exposed long enough for him to see what he was hoping to see.
"Do you want me to rub some lotion on your back," he said staring down at all that she was already showing.
"No, I'm getting up," she said. "I've been out in the sun long enough. I don't want to burn."
This was it. This was really it. She couldn't wait to flash him her breasts, her nipples, and her areolas. She couldn't wait for him to see her tits. She couldn't wait to see his reaction to him seeing her big boobs. Thinking about doing this for a long time, but never having the nerve to cross the incestuous line, and with Julia and her five daughters giving her the reason to expose herself to her son, she couldn't believe she was about to flash Michael her tits.
As if she was a sexy, busty stripper and he was a horny, paying customer, with her breasts escaping the bottom of her bra, his eyes went straight down from her pretty face to her big tits. She didn't even have to look down at herself to know that her tits were fully exposed. By his focused stare, she knew that he was seeing something of her that he's never seen before and shouldn't be seeing now.
Suddenly feeling like the sexy woman she used to be, she couldn't believe she flashed her son her tits. She did it. She really did it. Something she'll masturbate herself over later, she couldn't believe the sexually excited reaction he had on his face. Obviously he enjoyed seeing her big breasts as much as she enjoyed showing him her big breasts.
Wait until she tells the girls what she just did. She did it. She really did it. She couldn't believe she just flashed her son her tits. Now she couldn't wait to masturbate herself over the focused stare and sexually excited look that he had on his face when seeing her tits for the first time.
If it wasn't for the alcohol removing her inhibitions, she never would have flashed him her breasts. She couldn't wait to see the looks on all of their faces when she told her five, best friends that she flashed Mark her tits. Now if it was this easy to flash her son her tits, maybe she'll flash her friends' sons her big tits too. Oh, my God, so sexually excited that she was turning into the sexy slut she once before she was married, when was when so hungry for cock, she couldn't wait to flash her friends sons her huge breasts too.
"Oops, don't look. Please don't look at my tits. Oh, my God, this is so very embarrassing," she said acknowledging that she was so exposed and that he was looking, staring actually, at her exposed breasts. "Oh my God," she said reaching down to pull her bikini bra over her enormous breasts. "You didn't see anything did you?"
"Enough," he said with a dirty laugh. "You have huge boobs Mom," he said with a shit eating grin. "Wow!"
"Thanks," she said, "but you shouldn't be looking at my boobs. I'm so very embarrassed that you saw my breasts. A little slow to react, had I not had those two drinks, I would have tied my bra before they escaped."
"Sorry, Mom, but I couldn't help from staring when they fell out of your bikini bra," he said still ogling her in her bikini before changing the subject. "The pool looks inviting. I'm going to change in my trunks and go for a swim," he said turning his attention to the pool. "Do you want to join me for a swim?"
"No. I can't. Not in this bathing suit," she said looking down at herself before looking back at him to catch him staring at her as if she was an open bar at an Irish wedding. "With this more of a tanning bikini than it is a swimming bikini, my swimsuit turns so very transparent when wet," she said slowing sliding her hands down her big breasts. "You'll see everything I own," she said.
She gave him a naughty laugh, a sexy look, and a subtle hint of what she hoped he'd do in pushing her in the water. She finished the last little bit of her second drink while waiting for Mark to reappear wearing his swim trunks. So wicked in her incestuous desire for her son, she couldn't believe that after flashing him her tits she that she was thinking about flashing him the rest of her body.
* * * * *
With him in the house and with her still outside, reeling and sexually aroused after flashing him her tits, not ready to stop there and in the sexy mood to do more, she planned her next move. Encouraging her to be even more seductive and sexy in teasing him, she couldn't believe the sexually excited look on his face when he saw her double D's. Knowing that he'd try something, she wanted to be prepared when he came back outside. Figuring that he'd pick her up and throw her in the pool, she wanted to check the water to see how cold it was. Now that she told him that her bikini turns totally transparent, she knew that he'd want to get her all wet. She wore that particular bikini for that expressed reason of subtly and accidentally showing him her naked body.
While waiting for her son to appear behind her, she squatted down by the edge of the pool. Knowing he'd push her in the water, she timed it perfectly that he'd catch her at the edge of the pool reaching down to feel the temperature of the pool water. As soon as she heard him coming up behind her, she stood and turned to face him too late. With her teetering on the edge of the pool, and with just a gentle nudge to her shoulders that had the heels of his hands coming in contact with her big boobs, he pushed her in the water.
"Michael no! Don't," she said feigning her struggle by feebly grabbing his arm.
Too late. Losing her balance, she was already in the water. As if she was wearing a bathing suit made of cellophane, she knew that he could see the color of her skin right through her suit. Wanting him to see all of her, she climbed out of the pool to watch his eyes staring at all that she was showing and all that he was seeing. With his eyes going right to her pink, erect nipples, she watched his eyes move down to her blonde, trimmed patch of pubic hair. Having practiced this move in the mirror with a wet bikini long before he came home, she knew that he could see her tits, her nipples, her areolas, her patch of blonde, trimmed public hair, and her ass crack when she turned away from him. The perfect garment to flash her sexy body to him, she knew that he could see more of her body in this wet bikini than he could see of her if she was wearing her sheerest and sexiest nightgown.
"Sorry Mom. You were right. Wow! That bathing suit is totally transparent," he said staring at her tits and ogling her pussy. "I can see all of you as if you're naked."
Denying him any more of a view, she covered herself with her hands and forearms.
"Please get me a towel," she said with feigned attitude. "I'm cold. In the way that you're leering at me, I feel so exposed. I really do feel naked. I'm so very embarrassed," she said. "How could you do that to me after I told you that I couldn't get this bikini wet? Oh, my God, Michael. How can you look at me like that? I'm your mother and you make me feel so naked."
"Why wouldn't I push you in the water after you told me that you couldn't get your bikini wet," he said with a dirty laugh. "Besides, you have nothing to be embarrassed about Mom," he said with leering look. "You have a beautiful body, a better body than some of the women I've dated. And they all would give anything to have your tits," he said.
"Thank you but that's quite enough about my body and about my tits. With you my son and me your mother, you're making me feel uncomfortable," she said playing the modest, moral mother that she wasn't.
If only he knew how sexually aroused she was in exposing her nearly naked body to her son, she wondered what he'd say.
Only, instead of grabbing her a towel, he grabbed her. Picking her up, with one hand feeling the side of her breast and his other hand coming in contact with her Spandex clad ass, he jumped in the water with her in his arms.
"Cannonball," he said laughing.
"Michael no!"
'Splash!'
Once in the water together, he came up behind her and wrapped his big arms around her slim waist. With his chin resting on her shapely ass, he paddled her around the pool as if she was his personal floatation device. With his mouth so very close to her pussy, she imagined him licking her. With her breasts resting on his forearms and with her already having had two glasses of wine, while knowing that he was getting a view of her naked body through her transparent bikini, she was quickly becoming sexually aroused. Her nipples were already pushing against her bra and if she wasn't already wet by the pool water, she'd be wet with her vaginal secretions. Then, as if it was meant to be, he turned his hands palm up and cupped her big tits through her bra. Glad that he was, she couldn't believe he was feeling her tits.
"Michael!" She swatted at his hands while laughing with glee but he didn't remove them from her breasts. "Are you having fun feeling me?"
"Damn, you have big tits Mom," he said squeezing her firm breasts before sliding his slow hands across the impressions her nipples made in her bikini bra.
"Please don't do that," she said swatting at his hands again.
"Don't do what?" Playing Mickey the dunce, he slid two, slow fingers across her nipples.
"That. Don't finger my nipples," she said. "Please don't finger my nipples."
This time instead of sliding slow fingers across her nipples, he pulled them out with his thumb and index fingers.
"Your nipples are so big Mom," he said. "They're huge."
"Oh, my God, Michael, if only you weren't my son, I'd allow you to not only have your wicked way with my tits but also with the rest of my body," she said looking down at his hands. "I've been alone for so long. I have needs too, you know."
"I'm sorry Mom," he said running his hand between her legs and stopping only to cup her pussy through her bikini bottom.
"Michael! Oh, my God, you mustn't do that," she said wishing that he'd continue and never stop.



He sent shivers through her whole being when he touched her in that inappropriate, sexual way.
"Sorry Mom. I thought you wanted me to do that," he said.
"I don't," she said playing the modest, moral mother again.
"It must be hard for you without having a man in your life. Why don't you date?"
"Men only want one thing," she said, "especially when they see a blonde, busty, petite woman."
"Do you like it when I touch you like this?" He fingered her nipples more by pulling at them to erect them.
"I'd be lying if I didn't say that you were making me horny," she said. "Only, I wish you'd stop doing that. A son shouldn't be touching his mother in a sexual way. It's just wrong."
"Damn, Mom, your nipples are so big," he said ignoring her while staring down at the huge impressions her nipples make in her bikini bra.
With her not stopping him, he reached his horny hand inside her bikini top to cup her naked breast in his hand. She felt her nipple resting in her palm and she so wanted to remove her bikini top to allow him access to both of her breasts. Only, she wished he'd remove her bikini top for her. With her not having felt the touch of a man in years, she was so sexually aroused that she'd allow her son to have his wicked, sexually way with her tits, if only he'd remove her bikini top.
"Okay, that's enough," she said pushing his hand away. "I can't believe you pushed me in the water," she said. "How am I going to get out of the pool now without you seeing every bit of my nearly naked body?"
"Just climb up the ladder," he said with a dirty laugh while slowly and ever so gently fingering her nipples through her bathing suit top again.
"Michael stop," she said swatting his hand away. "You'll see everything I own," she said.
"I'll advert my eyes," he said.
"You promise?"
"Yes, I promise," he said.
"Okay. Close your eyes, then," she said while making her way to the ladder.
"Okay, they're closed," he said lying.
Following close behind her as if he was her shadow, he waited for her to reach for the ladder before he untied her top, pulled it from her body, and swam away with it.
"Two can play that game," she said covering her naked breasts with her hands.
With her breasts serving as her built-in, personal, floatation devices, she dove in the pool and swam after him. Just before she reached him, she submerged herself to come up beside him while pulling down his bathing suit. She stayed underwater long enough to pull off his bathing suit before coming up behind him.
"Now what do we do? I have your bra and you have my bathing suit. It's a standoff who gets out of the water first," he said.
"Give me my bra and I'll give you your bathing suit," said Christine.
"No," he said. "I don't need my bathing suit to get out of the water," he said with a dirty laugh.
"You wouldn't dare flash me your cock," she said with shocked, sexual excitement.
"Just watch me," he said swimming to the ladder.
"I dare you. I double dare you to flash me your cock," she said sexually excited by the thoughts that she was about to see her son's erect prick.
"You don't have to dare me to flash you my cock Mom," he said with another dirty laugh.
With that he climbed out of the pool, bent at the waist, and mooned her before turning around to flash her his cock.
"Michael," she said laughing. "Have you no modesty and no shame? What if I did that to you? What if I climbed out of the water topless?"
"I dare you. I double dare you," he said.
Had she not consumed the two glasses of wine, she never would have considered flashing her son her tits but she did. With him standing by the ladder with his exposed prick dangling practically in her face, not even covering her exposed breasts with her hands, she climbed out of the water and out of the pool. She watched his eyes dart down to right to her tits. With him staring at her areolas and nipples, she stared at his cock.
"Gees, Michael. You have a big cock, much bigger than your father's cock. I had no idea," she said still staring at her son's stiff prick.
"I knew you had big tits Mom, but I never knew they were this big. Can I touch them? Can I feel them?"
"No Michael, I'm your mother. How would you feel if I asked you if I could touch and feel your cock," she said staring down at her son's erect prick.
"I'd say yes," he said with a dirty laugh.
With that, she wrapped her hand around his cock while he touched, felt, and fondled her tits. Then, when he started fingering her nipples, she pulled away from him.
"Don't," she said covering her nipples with her hands.
"Why not?"
"You fingering my nipples is like me stroking you. You'd get me sexually excited," she said.
"I don't mind if you stroked me Mom," he said. "I don't mind if you get me sexually excited."
"You'd seriously want me, your mother, to give you a hand job," she said.
"Yes, so long as I can fondle your tits while fingering your nipples, yes, I'd definitely want you to masturbate me," he said.
They both remained silent while Christine stared at his cock and her stared at his tits.
"Okay," she said. "I'll masturbate you but I have three conditions."
"What's your conditions? I'll agree to anything for you to give me a hand job," he said.
"You can't finger my nipples," she said.
"I can't finger your nipples," he said reaching out to finger her nipple. "Why not?"
"Because you'll get me too sexually excited," she said pushing his hand away again.
"What's your other two conditions," he said keeping his hands to himself.
"You can't tell anyone that I masturbated you," she said.
"Okay, I can do that," he said. "What's your last condition?"
"I'm not going to suck you," she said. "I can't do that. That's just wrong. That's just nasty. That's incest," she said.
"Agreed," he said.
"Come by the chaise lounge where I'd be more comfortable and where we'll be away from the prying eyes of our neighbors," she said walking over to the patio furniture topless.
Immediately, she took her son's cock in her hand and started stroking him while he touched, felt, and fondled her big breasts.
Stroking him harder while stroking him faster, he squeezed and felt her big breasts while occasionally running an errant finger over her nipples.
"I love your big tits Mom. I wish I could suck them," he said.
"You can't," she said. "If you sucked my tits, I'd suck your cock. When he leaned his head down to take her nipples in her mouth, she pushed him away. "No, Michael. Please don't. It's enough that I'm giving you a hand job," she said stroking him harder and faster.
"Oh, my God, Mom, this is so unbelievable. I've never gotten so sexually excited so fast. I'm going to cum," he said. "Please take me in your mouth. Please allow me to cum in your mouth. Please Mom, please."
"No Michael, I can't. You can cum on my tits, if you'd like," she said.
"Yeah, I'd like that. If I can't cum in your mouth, I'd like to cum on your tits," he said exploding a sudden stream of warm, oozy cum across her big breasts.
To be continued...
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Brenda and Christine tell Audrey, Jennifer, Carol, and Julia what they did.
The next day Brenda and Christine called an emergency meeting to tell everyone what they did with their sons. With all of them at Audrey's house again, the women helped themselves to drinks before getting comfortable in the living room. Serious about the issue of saving their sons from drinking, whoring, and from themselves, instead of having a gab fest, which they usually did when getting all together, they focused on confessing and discussing what they incestuously did to tease their sons.
"I don't know how else to say this other than to just blurt it out but..." said Brenda looking from Audrey, to Jennifer, to Carol, to Kathy, to Christine, and lastly to her mother. Obviously needing a sip of alcohol for courage, she took a sip of her drink before continuing. "I stripped naked in front of Mark," she said into her drink and too softly for everyone to hear.
"Pardon? What did you do? I didn't hear you," said Carol.
"I stripped naked in front of Mark," said Brenda looking up at the group of women.
"Naked? You stripped naked? You? Naked?" Doing more than she obviously did with her son, Audrey looked at her twin sister with shock. "Wow, Bren, I didn't know you had that in you to strip totally naked in front of Mark."
"Good for you," said her mother, Julia, pumping her hand in the air before slapping her daughter a high five. "Now we're talking. Way to go! That's the ticket when all five of my daughters are committed to keeping their sons safely at home by incestuously teasing them and/or giving them sex."
"Let Bren talk mother. She has the floor," said Jennifer.
Never giving their mother a chance to speak, Jennifer rolled her eyes and Carol sighed with what their mother said about Brenda flashing herself. Obviously the both of them could do without their mother interrupting and injecting her sexual perversity on the group. Obviously with Julia too much of a forceful presence, with Jennifer and Carol always in competition with her and with one another and the rest of their sisters, no doubt, they wished that Julia wasn't even there.
"How'd you do it?" Carol looked at her sister after making a bitter face at her mother. "Did you shock him? Tease him? Seduce him? Or did you just stand in the middle of the living room and start undressing?"
Brenda looked at Carol and made the same face that Carol made at her mother.
"No, of course not," said Brenda with a nervous laugh. "I was much more subtle than that. Besides, just as Mom warned us to do, wanting to make my flashing appear accidental, I picked my moment."
Being that Brenda and Audrey were the eldest sisters of the group, perhaps out of a sign of respect, there was an uncomfortable silence while waiting for Brenda to speak.
"So, tell us," said Audrey. "How did you flash yourself to Mark?"
Audrey looked at Brenda with as much curiosity as she did with sexual excitement. It was oddly telling that Audrey would look at her twin sister in that way, with sexual excitement, after Brenda told her sister that she stripped herself naked in front of her son. Perhaps, being that they were identical twins and had the same thoughts lots of times, maybe she figured, as did Brenda, that Mark seeing his mother naked was much the same as seeing her, his aunt, naked too. With them having identical bodies, the only obvious differences between them were their personalities.
"Mark was out but I knew he'd be home soon," she said with unusual certainty when none of them knew when their sons would ever be home.
"You knew he'd be home? How'd you know he'd be home?"
As if not believing that she stripped naked in front of her son and as if she was trying to poke holes in her story for the truth, Carol looked to Brenda with suspicion before looking to the rest of her sisters.
"Always bickering about his drinking, whoring, and staying out late before, as a courtesy to me and as our appeasement to put a stop to our arguing, I asked him to let me know where he is, what he's doing, and what time he's coming home," said Brenda.
"Wow," said Christine. "I never know where my son is and/or what he's doing."
"Moreover, I asked him to call me when he's coming home so that I don't worry needlessly. Now he always calls me before heading home. So far," she said knocking on the coffee table, "that's been working well for us."
"Really? And he calls you," said Kathy.
"Yes. Hit or miss in the beginning, he calls me all the time now," said Brenda.
"Lucky," said Kathy.
"That's a good idea. I wish my son would do that, call me when he was coming home so that I wouldn't have to worry," said Carol.
"Me too," said Jennifer. "I never know when he's going to stumble and fall through the backdoor drunk and/or horny. Why any of them haven't been arrested for drunk driving is beyond me."
"It's only a matter of time before they crash into something, kill themselves, and/or kill someone else," said Carol shaking her head with sadness.
Julia rolled her eyes and shrugged her shoulders.
"Hello? That's the reason why we're all here. That's the reason for all of this incestuous sex," said Julia while forcing the women to confront all that they've sexually done and/or what else they were planning to do with their sons.
"We all know the reason why we're here mother. You don't have to remind us and you don't stuff it down our throats. A necessary evil, none of us feel very good about having incestuous sex with our sons," said Jennifer.
"Get over it Jen. What's the big deal? It's just sex," said Julia. "When you're my age, it's not as important to have a sexual good time that it was when you were in your twenties. When you're my age, more concerned with health issues and—"
"Be quiet Mother. Go ahead Bren," said Carol interrupting her mother and making a sour face at her mother for daring to speak and to voice her opinion again.
Brenda took a long sip of her drink for the courage that she needed to continue her sexual, incestuous confession.
"Only, this time, when he called I let the machine pick up the phone. Using his call as my scheduled time to put my plan in play, I stripped off my clothes, wrapped a towel around me, and turned on the radio really loud while in the bathroom with the door wide open. Being that my bathroom window faces the driveway, when I heard his car, I knew he was home and it would only be a matter of a few seconds before he'd unlock the back door and stealthily make his way through the house," said Brenda.
"Stealthily make his way through the house? You make him sound like a burglar or an intruder in his own house," said Christine.
"Mark is sneaky in that way. He's always trying to see me in my bra and panty, topless, or naked. Peeping on me, he's always sneaking around the house while hoping to see something of me that he shouldn't see," said Brenda.
"My son is the same way," said Christine.
"Mine too," said Kathy.
"The reason why my plan to keep your sons safe is because all of your sons are incestuous perverts," said Julia.
"Mother really," said Carol. "Please continue Bren. Mother promises not to interrupt again."
Julia smiled at Carol before giving her the finger.
"This time, knowing he was standing on the stairs in the dark, I had a surprise for him. This time he was going to see all that he's been hoping to see of me. This time, he was going to see me naked," she said looking around the room. "Standing there naked but for my towel while dancing and singing to the music, I pretended that I didn't know he was standing there watching me from the stairs. I felt so naughty. I felt so wicked with the delicious thoughts of exposing my naked body to him."
"Oh, this is good. I can see where this is going now," said Christine. "Yeah, this is a good one. I wish I had thought of doing this, stripping myself naked while pretending that I didn't know Michael was home. He'd have had a heart attack if he saw me naked while dancing with my big boobs bouncing."
"That's been a problem for me too," said Kathy making everyone laugh while looking down at her A cup breasts. "Whenever I dance naked my tits hit me in my face," she said jumping up as if trying to make her braless breasts magically jump out of her blouse to hit her in the face.
"Some days, when my back hurts from lugging these around, I wish I had your tits," said Christine cupping her double D's in the palm of her hands and lifting them.
"I know what you mean," said Carol lifting up her D cups by her bra straps.
"I love my tits," said Jennifer caressing her C cuppers. "I wouldn't trade them for the world."
"You're welcome," said Julia. "You all got your tits from me," she said proudly pushing out her C cup chest.
As if they were 10-year-old girls instead of grown women, Carol made a face at her mother and Julia made a face back.
"Anyway with the hall dark, I couldn't see him but I knew that he sure as Hell could see me," she said with a dirty laugh. "He's always trying to see whatever he can see of me. With him always trying to catch me dressing and undressing, I knew he was standing on the stairs staring. I just knew he was standing there watching me," she said with another dirty laugh. She paused to take another sip of her drink before continuing. "Then—"
"Then? Then what? Are you kidding me? There's more?"
Audrey looked at her twin sister with shocked surprise. Comparatively speaking, with Brenda the reluctant one, the most modest one, the shyest one, the most reserved one, and the one less slutty, she was the one less likely to flash more than her bra strap to her son. She was nothing like the whores that Jennifer and Carol still were and always will be. Yet, even with her modesty, shyness, and sexual reservations, she was no virgin, not by a longshot. Just as slutty as her sisters and best friend were back then, she's given plenty of men blowjobs when she was dating and out partying before she was married.
Yet, now that she's a respectable middle aged woman, a widow, with an adult son, she's changed her life for the better. Had it not been for her son's bad behavior and her mother professing that she knew how to save her son from the Devil, she wouldn't be playing in the Devil's playground now with her shockingly inappropriate, incestuous behavior of showing her son her naked body. Obviously for sister, Audrey, to be so shocked, in the way that she did with her son, Gary, Audrey must have figured that her twin sister only flash her son her bra and/or her panties. Obviously, Audrey must have figured that Brenda would never flash her son her naked body. A giant leap over her twin sister, even Audrey didn't flash her son her naked body.
"There sure is more to tell, a lot more," said Brenda with a dirty laugh. Adding more suspense to what she did, she took another sip of her drink before looking around the room at the six women waiting for her to tell them what she did with her son. "As if I was one of the strippers that he sees on stage, I slowly stripped off my towel."
"Oh, you sexy slut," said Carol laughing.
"Incestuous whore," said Jennifer laughing too.
"One slow breast at a time, first I exposed my left breast to him, then I exposed my right breast to him. Standing there topless, I teased him by bouncing my tits while dancing around the bathroom. Finally, I removed the rest of the towel for him to see my ass and my pussy. Standing there naked while singing and dancing to the music, that's when the real show started," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Wow," said Audrey.
"Well, I don't feel as guilty about stripping myself naked," said Kathy.
"I never knew you had it in you," laughed Christine.
"Oh, my God. You truly are such an incestuous whore," said Jennifer laughing.
"I can't believe you of all people got naked in front of Mark," said Carol.
"I knew you'd do the right thing," said Julia sticking her tongue out at Carol and Jennifer. "When it comes to the safety of your sons, there's more at stake than modesty and morality," said Julia.
"Really mother," said Carol shaking her head at her mother. "How childish can you be?"
"Don't mind her," said Jennifer referring to her mother. "Please tell us more about what you did with Mark."
"Being that I had already stripped myself naked that was it, show over, or so I thought. I figured giving him a quick flash of my naked body and giving him something to masturbate over later was the extent of how far I'd be willing to go," said Brenda. "Only, once I was naked, something happened?"
"What?" Audrey looked at her sister with surprise. "What happened?"
"Did he attack you?" Carol looked at her older sister with compassion. "The bastard."
"Did he rape you?" Jennifer looked at her sister with shock. "That animal."
"No nothing like that," said Brenda. "As soon as I stripped myself naked, I was horny," said Brenda with a sexy laugh.
"Horny?" Audrey couldn't believe her uptight sister. "You? Horny? I never figured you ever got horny," said Audrey with a laugh.
"We all have sexual urges Audrey," said Brenda laughing. "I'm not dead."
"Oh, goody," said Christine. "Here comes the good part. I can just feel it."
"Never believing that I'd ever do such a thing in front of my son, I started touching myself," said Brenda smiling over at Christine. "Feeling my tits, I fingered my nipples, before reaching down to finger my pussy."
"Jesus Bren, you're turning into a real slut. You're just as bad as Jennifer and Carol," said Audrey.
"Thank you," said Jennifer.
"Watch yourself," said Carol pointing her finger at her big sister.
"Just as I started giving him a sexy masturbation show, before I could even reach for my dildo and vibrator, which I already had in the bathroom with me and ready to use," said Brenda looking around the room. "He made a noise when he nearly fell down the stairs," she said laughing. "So ready to do this, I wanted him to watch me masturbate myself. I wanted him to watch me cum and hear me having an orgasm. Prematurely, my surprise striptease and masturbation show was over."
"Oh my God," said Kathy. "Is he okay?"
"He's perfectly fine," said Brenda. "I suspect that he was masturbating to all that I was doing while he was perched on the stairs watching me. Quickly and silently, he ran down the stairs and, pretending he had just gotten home, he called to me from the kitchen after slamming shut the back door. Mom, I'm home," she said with a laugh.
"Wow," said Audrey. "Now that you flashed Mark your naked body, you make me wish that I had flashed Gary my naked body."
"That's a lot for you to do," said Jennifer. "It appears that we are all on our way to keeping our sons happily home for Nude Day."
"So, what happened with you Christine?" Kathy looked at her childhood friend.
* * * * *
"Well, I wasn't as brazen as Brenda was in stripping herself naked but I was brazen enough to flash Michael my tits," said Christine.
"Flashing tits is always the best way to get a man's attention," said Julia. "I remember the first time that I flashed my tits to—"
Carol shot her mother another look while Jennifer returned the subject back from her mother to Christine, their childhood, family friend.
"Was this the first time Michael has seen your breasts?"
"Yes," said Christine. "Actually, who knows? He could have been peeping on me for all that I know."
"He may have installed one of those cameras in the bathroom ceiling," said Julia. "When I stayed at the Holiday Inn in Florida—"
"Please, not again mother," said Carol. "We've all heard that candid camera spy story a hundred times of how the maintenance man installed a camera in your room to watch you strip naked. Please stop interrupting mother. Please continue Christine," said Carol.
"Quit interrupting me Carol," said Julia. "You never let me talk. I have things to say too, you know. This isn't all about you."
"Let her tell us all that she did with Michael," said Jennifer and then you can talk all you want.
"After we all leave," said Carol under her breath.
"I heard that Carol," said Julia.
"Drink your drink mother while Christine tells her story," said Kathy.
"Much like Brenda, I had planned on flashing Michael my tits with that being the end of it. Sunning myself in the backyard, I waited until I heard his car in the driveway before I undid my top. I knew, if nothing else and if I chickened out, that he could see the sides of my squished breasts peeking out either side of me. Then, when I sat up to tie my top, something that happens all the time, unless I put my hand there to hold them in place, my too heavy boobs for my bikini bra fall out of the bottom of my top," said Christine.
"That happens to me all the time," said Kathy making fun of her A cup breasts and causing everyone to laugh.
"So there I was tying my top around my neck with my tits hanging out of the bottom of my bikini bra while pretending that I wasn't exposed. Michael's concentrated stare made me so very horny that I thought I'd give him more of a treat with a prolonged flash," said Christine.
"Here comes the good part," said Kathy.
"How come you don't say anything to her when she interrupts?" Julia looked at Carol.
"Quiet please mother," said Carol.
"I was wearing my barely there, transparent when wet bikini," said Christine with a sexy look and a dirty laugh. "Knowing that Michael would push me in the pool, especially after telling him that I couldn't swim in this bikini because it was see-through when wet, he pushed me in the pool," she said laughing and causing everyone else to laugh. "Then when I told him to close his eyes so that I could get out without showing him everything, he swam up behind me and stole my bikini top."
"Wow," said Kathy. "Did he see your boobs?"
"Did see my boobs? Duh? Of course he saw my boobs, especially when I jumped back in the pool on the pretense of getting my bikini bra. How could he not see my boobs? My boobs are so big that I can't cover them with my hands and forearms," said Christine. "There's no way that he didn't see my boobs."
"I have the same problem," said Kathy looking down at her small boobs and making everyone laugh. "Walnut shells barely cover them."
"More than seeing just my boobs, Michael could see everything through my bikini. If he was looking closely enough, and he was, he could see my patch of pubic hair, my nipples, and even my ass crack. Instead of getting out of the pool, I dived under the water and stole his bathing suit," said Christine with a dirty laugh.
"You did not," said Jennifer.
"I do so," said Christine.
"Well, good for you," said Julia suddenly looking as sexually excited as Christine was when Michael was staring at her breasts that escaped from her bikini bra. "So, tell us all, did you see his cock?"
"Mother, let her tell the story," said Jennifer with Carol making a face, sighing, and rolling her eyes.
"I did see his cock and he had a beautiful erection," she said with a sexually satisfied smile. "With him having no modesty whatsoever he climbed the ladder and stepped out of the pool. After he mooned me, he turned to flash me his cock," she said looking around the room. "Not having seen an erect cock in a few years, since the time we all went to that CFNM show—"
"Oh my God, that was a blast," said Carol. "I think I had every stripper's cock in my mouth."
"Whore," said Julia under her breath.
"I heard that mother," said Carol with attitude. "And it takes one to know one."
"Don't skimp on the good part," said Julia. "Tell us more about Michael's cock."
"Mother," said Carol. "Really."
"I'm with Mother," said Jennifer with a sexy laugh. "I'd like to hear more about Michael's cock too. He's so handsome."



"Well, being that he was standing there with an erection, I saw him when he was sexually excited and let me tell you, I was looking. He has a big, beautiful cock, much bigger than his father's prick," said Christine. "Then, with him standing there at edge of the pool while flashing me his hard prick, he dared me to climb out of the pool topless."
"And did you?" Kathy looked at her friend with shock.
"I did," said Christine. "I can't believe I did, but I did. Had it not been for the two glasses of wine I consumed before he came home, I never would have been so wicked in flashing him my tits."
"So...what happened then?" Jennifer looked from Christine to Carol.
"Well, when we were swimming around in the pool, one thing led to another. With him feeling my tits and fingering my nipples, and you all know how my nipples are my erogenous zones, he got me so very sexually aroused," she said looking around the room.
"I'm the same way with my nipples," said Kathy. "All it takes to get me going is for a man to finger my nipples while kissing me."
"Anyway, when he climbed out of the water and with him wanting me to suck him, instead I masturbated him. I masturbated my son. I did. I really did," she said looking around the small room. "He really wanted me to suck, he did. When he started fingering my nipples, I really wanted to blow him but controlling myself, I masturbated him instead," said Christine.
"Did he cum?" Julia looked at Christine with sexual excitement.
"Did he cum? Oh, my God. He exploded. Practically giving me a cum bath, he ejaculated a huge load cum all over my tits," said Christine with pride.
"Wow," said Jennifer.
"Wow," said Carol.
"It sounds like you had some fun with your son," said Julia.
"I did," said Christine.
"So being that we've all done something incestuous with our sons, now what?" Brenda looked from one sister to the other. "Now that we teased our sons by showing them our semi-naked and naked bodies and in some cases masturbated them and/or sucked them, where do we go from here?"
They all looked to Julia for guidance.
"Where do we go from here? I'll tell you if I'm allowed to speak," said Julia.
"Go ahead mother, you have the floor," said Kathy.
"Slowly and gradually building up the sexual excitement, we continue flashing them, teasing them, and/or having sex with them until Nude Day. Then we plan our Nude Day party with our sons as our special invited guests," said Julia. "Under the guise of Nude Day, we attend the party showing our sons and nephews bits and pieces of our bodies while teasing them. Trust me, they will do the rest. They'll unwrap us as if we're birthday gifts. They'll strip us naked, as if we're strippers in the VIP room."
"Mom, what are you saying?" Audrey looked from her sisters to her mother with shocked disbelief. "Are you asking us to not only have sex with our sons but also to have sex with our nephews too?"
"Rather than having sex too, wouldn't it be enough that we all got naked at the Nude Day party?" Brenda looked from her mother to Audrey before looking back to her mother.
"You said you wanted to keep your sons safely at home," said Julia. "Right? You said that you'd be willing to do anything, even suck and fuck your sons if it meant that you'd keep them alive on Nude Day. Well," she said looking from one woman to the next. "This is the time for you to put your money where your mouth and pussy is. This is your chance to not only fuck and suck your sons but also your nephews too."
"Oh, my God, Mom, it's one thing to tease my son, but I don't know if I can have sex with him," said Audrey. "Now to factor my nephews in the equation, I don't know if I can flash them too, never mind having sex with them. It was hard enough for me to walk around in my sexy nightgown in front of my son."
"I don't think I could have sex with all of my nephews," said Brenda. "Maybe I could do one or two but certainly not all."
"Having sex with all of them is the only way you'll keep your sons and nephews safely alive not just on Nude Day but every day thereafter. Once you've had sex with your sons and with your nephews, you'll have them," she said leaning forward to close her hand as if she was crushing paper. "Tied to your pussy and glued to your tits, they'll forever be at your beck and call. They will do whatever you ask of them," she said looking around the room. "Can you say...gangbang?"
"Oh, my God," said Carol. "I'd have to have a couple glasses of wine to strip naked in front of my sons and nephews and before agreeing to be gangbanged," she said sliding a slow tongue across her lips, obviously sexually aroused by the thoughts of sucking six cocks, maybe even seven, if her brother attended the Nude Day party too.
"Me too," said Jennifer. "Yet, being that selfless, self-sacrificing mother and aunt I am, I'm willing to do anything if it means keeping Robert and my nephews alive," she said fluffing her hair before flicking it back with a toss of her head.
Oh, yeah, between Carol and Jennifer, they could gangbang their sons, all of their nephews, and even their brother, Ralph. Her personal agenda to begin with, Julia could easily gangbang all of her grandsons and Christine's son too.
"Actually, I'm looking forward to showing my body to six, young men who, no doubt, have been incestuously lusting over me for years," said Kathy.
"Is Ralph going to be at the part too?" Christine looked at Julia with sexual excitement.
"He sure is," said Julia. "Being that you've always had a thing for Ralph, this is your chance to fuck and suck him too, while showing him your big tits," said Julia.
"Stop it," said Kathy. "You're making me horny."
"Me too," said Christine with a laugh. "With me being so very proud of these," she said cupping her bra clad breasts in her hands raising them, "It's about time that I showed off my tits to everyone."
Julia was still sitting there when everyone stood and were ready to leave.
"Wait. Don't go. I didn't get a chance to speak," said Julia.
"I have to go mother," said Carol.
"Me too," said Jennifer.
"Sit your asses down in those chairs," said Julia raising her voice while staring hard at both Carol and Jennifer. "I have something to confess to all of you. I have something to say that you're all going to want to hear."
To be continued...
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Moms Against Public Drunk Nudity #10
Julia has the floor and she has mind blowing, life altering, sexual confessions to make to her five daughters.
"I wasn't always like this," said Julia with sadness while looking at her daughters with shame, humility, and remorse.
She paused too long in her confession and, as usual, Carol used that delay to interrupt her train of thought.
"You weren't always like what Mother?" Obviously wanting to rush things along, Carol looked at her watch before looking at her mother with annoyance. "What does that even mean?"
If Julia was expecting forgiveness for what she did and understanding during the time that she did what she seemingly had to do, Carol wasn't about to give her any. She seemed perturbed with her mother. When she wasn't angry with her mother, with her sisters, or with her son, she was angry with the world. She'd be the only daughter who not only wouldn't forgive her mother but also who wouldn't understand her reasoning for doing all that she did at the time. Angry over everything and mean to everyone, with her not so kind and caring, Carol wasn't the easiest sister to embrace as a friend or the easiest woman to control as a daughter. Suffice to say that Carol had issues.
"I wasn't always a slut and a whore. I was a good girl until men took advantage of my pretty face and my shapely body. A different time then with no sexual harassment laws in the workplace, men were free to do whatever they wanted to do and to sexually take whomever appealed to them. Women were taught to give men respect. Women were taught not to say no to a man, especially an older man. Women were taught to not speak unless spoken to first."
Carol looked at her watch with impatience again.
"I'm going to be late for my appointment mother. Please just get to the point of your confession," said Carol. "Please confess whatever it is you need to confess? I have a busy day today. I have things to do," she said.
Julia looked at Carol with tired frustration. She was tired of spending a good part of her life placating, humoring, and arguing with Carol. She wondered what she did wrong to create such a rude woman when the rest of her daughters were so respectful of her.
"You've never stopped talking since the day you uttered your first word Carol. It's my turn to speak," said Julia. "Whatever it is you need to do can wait. So shut up and listen."
Carol tossed her beautiful, blonde hair back with a flick of her pretty head while rummaging through her pocketbook for her phone.
"Hello," said Carol. "Yes, I know I'm late. I'll get there when I get there. I'm with my mother and she's busy talking," she said to whomever was on the other side of her conversation. "She's making a confession. What about? I don't know. Perhaps she had a lover," said Carol with a hearty and heartless laugh. "No one knows with her. She kept secrets like that, even from her own daughters. Okay. I'll see you soon. Bye."
Seemingly either she was talking to her son or Carol had a secret lover that she didn't want anyone to know she had.
"Sorry," said Carol with attitude. "Okay, go ahead, as you were saying. You have the floor."
"I'll have you know that I was a virgin when I was married," she said while looking as if she truly believed that she was.
As if her chair was suddenly electrified, Carol wiggled her shapely ass in it as if she was in class and had to pee.
"A virgin? Seriously mother? Oh brother," said Carol," sighing loudly while rolling her eyes. "Not hardly mother," she said with a vindictive laugh while fingering her rosary beads that always hung from her neck, unless she was having sex with her son. "Unless you became pregnant by Immaculate Conception, how could you be a virgin when you were pregnant with twins?"
She looked at her sisters, Brenda and Audrey, and smiled. Brenda returned Carol's vindictive look with annoyed frustration while mouthing the words, 'Knock it off.'
"Okay, you're right, that's not entirely true," she said with a laugh. "I wasn't a virgin when I was married. How could I be? I was pregnant with you Brenda and with you Audrey but in my heart and in my thoughts, so very innocent, I was virginal like and pure," said Julia giving Carol a stern look.
"Pregnant at 18-years-old doesn't sound like you were so innocent, virginal like, and pure to me," said Carol with a mean spirited laugh.
"With all of you girls going to spring break every year, I never thought about men and about cocks in the way you girls did at your age. A housewife and a mother, I had enough to do without thinking of having sex with men. It wasn't until a year after I had the twins that I was so consumed with the sexual thoughts of men and their cocks. Admittedly, now, as were all you girls at one time or another, being that I've been having sex with my son while hoping to have sex with my grandsons, I'm a slut and a whore but, truly, I wasn't back then. A different time then, so different from the 50's and early 60's, and at a time when I was maturing, the sexual revolution made all women more sexual."
"Even after the sexual revolution," said Jennifer, "it's still a man's world. Women routinely take a backseat to their male counterparts in pay, promotions, attention, and respect."
"Sexual revolution? Is there a point to this mother? Or, as usually, are you going to just ramble on before returning to when you were in the Holiday Inn in Florida and the maintenance man watched you undressing with his hidden camera," said Carol looking at her mother with impatience. "I swear, I think you got off on that man watching you stripping naked."
Julia looked at her daughter with a face full of shock and hurt.
"How dare you that you'd think that I'd be sexually aroused by a pervert invading my privacy. It's one thing to flash a man but quite another to be peeped on when you think you're alone and there's no one watching," said Julia staring down her daughter.
"It this age of cameras everywhere, there's always someone watching," said Carol.
"Don't interrupt me again Carol," said Julia pointing a stiff index finger at her. "I have the floor. With you never allowing me to speak, this is my turn to talk now. And if it takes me a little longer to formulate my thoughts, that's just too bad. You'll have to bear with me."
Carol sat back in her chair, crossed her arms and her legs, and remained quiet as if she was a little girl being punished after being scolded by her mother.
"Just a child myself, I was nineteen-years-old when I had my first babies, identical twins," she said smiling while looking at Brenda and Audrey. "I was so happy. I was so proud of my beautiful, baby girls. I was so happy to be a married mother when many of my girlfriends had babies out of wedlock and most times didn't even know who the father was."
"Thank you mother," said Brenda.
"Only, with you both born prematurely, with all the medical issues you had, and with you unable to take enough food for the first year, you never slept and I was always so very tired," said Julia. "When most babies slept through the night after only a few weeks or months, you were both barely fifteen pounds by your first birthday. You were so tiny. You didn't sleep through the night until you were a year old."
"Sorry mother," said Audrey.
"Your father, God rest his soul, but for his drinking and chasing women, was a good man. He wanted a son. As if I was a gumball machine at an arcade and he was waiting for his prize, every two years like clockwork, I pushed out another baby in hopes that it would be a boy and he'd finally be satisfied and not want me to have any more children. Two years after giving birth to the twins, I had you Jennifer. You were such a beautiful baby. You were so good and always happy. After giving birth to the twins, I couldn't have had a better baby."
"Thank you mother," said Jennifer.
"Two years after giving birth to Jennifer, I had you Carol," said Julia.
"Being that we all know how old we are mother, we're all familiar with when we were born," said Carol with sarcasm.
"As you've grown into such a bitchy woman, you were such a miserable baby and a demanding child. Always crying, yelling, and screaming, you never stopped complaining, even now that you're a grown woman," said Julia shaking her head. "I should have had you tested. I should have had your head examined. I think you need drugs."
Brenda and Audrey snickered, Christine and Kathy giggled, and Jennifer smiled her pleasure at hearing her mother call Carol bitchy.
"Are we almost done here?" Carol stared hard at her sisters before looking at her watch.
"I just started," said Julia, "and the more you interrupt me, the longer this will take."
"Let her talk," said Kathy. "Go ahead mother. Tell us what you need to say."
"Two years after Carol, I had you Kathy. At 25-years-old with five children and all of them girls, I thought I was done having babies. I was shocked when I became pregnant with Ralph at 36-years-old. Only, your father was overjoyed. He was so very happy that he finally had his son. Don't get me wrong, he loved all of his children," she said looking from one daughter to the other, "but he adored Ralph. Ralph would do all the things that he wanted to do but didn't. Ralph would right all of his mistakes. Ralph would take over where your father fell short. Ralph was his pride and joy and he took that boy everywhere with him, fishing, hiking, camping, and to sporting events."
"It was a relief that your father finally had his little companion and I'm sure had their not been such a difference in your ages, you all would have felt ignored and a little bit jealous that your father spent so much time with Ralph," said Julia.
"So, what you're confession mother?" Looking down at her watch, it was Jennifer's turn to look at her mother with impatience.
"I'm getting to it," she said. "Give me a minute for God's sakes. This isn't easy for me."
"Let's do this another time," said Carol standing. "I really have to go."
"Jesus Carol, don't you see she's having a difficult time confessing something to you all? Give her the time that you always make sure that you give yourself when you're blabbing about what you did and who you were with," said Christine. "Go ahead Julia."
Carol took ownership of her chair again.
"Thank you Christine. You make me feel that I've had six daughters instead of five," said Julia pausing before speaking again. "Fertile Myrtle, the first man I had sex with and the first time I had sex, I was pregnant at 18-years-old before I was married. I didn't know what to do. Being that I was born Catholic, abortion wasn't an option but I didn't know how I'd be able to support a baby without a job and without a man helping me and protecting me," said Julia.
"Yeah, well, you should have thought about that before you removed your panties and spread your legs," said Carol with a disrespectful dig.
"Jesus Carol," said Kathy. "Shut the fuck up!"
Something she hasn't been able to do of late, Julia smiled at her youngest daughter for putting her big sister in her place.
"I knew that I was pregnant but being that I was attending the senior prom with your father in a couple of weeks and wasn't showing yet, I had sex with him in the backseat of his car after the prom," she said looking from Brenda to Audrey. "Being the standup man that he was and knowing that he'd do the right thing and marry me, I blamed the pregnancy on him."
With no one making a sound, not even Carol, the room was so quiet until Brenda spoke.
"What? Am I hearing this right?" Brenda looked from her mother to look at her twin sister before staring at her mother. "Are you kidding me? Is this a joke? I don't believe it."
Brenda looked at Audrey with shock.
"Are you saying that daddy's not our father?"
As she generally does, Audrey finished her twin sister's thought. She looked from her mother to look at her twin before focusing her attention to her mother.
"Yes, that's exactly what I'm saying. Other than biologically speaking, in every other sense of the word, he is your father. He raised you as if you were his own blood," she said. "If it wasn't for your father, I'd be out on the street. With me an embarrassment to my family and not receiving any help from my parents, my only other option, I would had to give you up for adoption."
As were all of the other women in the room, this was the first time that Carol was quiet.
"Then," said Brenda looking to her sister before looking to her mother, "who is our father?"
"Your father is Sean," said Julia pausing, "the mailman."
"What? Sean? The mailman? That old coot? I didn't even know that was his name. Are you serious? He delivered our mail for decades before finally retiring recently," said Audrey.
"Oh, you should have seen him 47-years-ago. Five years older than me, with his red hair and big, red, bushy mustache, and bright, blue eyes, he was so handsome. With his Irish brogue, he was so sexy," she Julia swooning by the memory of him. "Always telling jokes, he was so funny. He could always make me laugh even when I was sad."
The six women sat in their chairs stunned by Julia's confession. Who knew? No one ever suspected that the women didn't share the same father. Now instead of being full, bloodied sisters, Audrey and Brenda were half-sisters to Jennifer, Carol, and Kathy.
"Did Daddy know that he wasn't our father?" Brenda stared at her mother with shock.
"Being that it was hard for me to explain your red hair with both of us not having any redheads in our family, I told him soon after you were born that he wasn't the father. I was so afraid to tell him. I was so nervous that I'd be back to where I was, a single mother without a man in her life to support her, to love her, and to protect her. Expecting him to leave and abandon me, he didn't," said Julia. "After some ranting and raving, being that he loved me, really loved me, able to see the bigger picture, he was okay with you not being his biological children."
"Wow," said Jennifer. "Daddy was some kind of standup guy."
"He was," said Julia.
"Did Daddy know that the mailman was our father?" Audrey stared at her mother waiting for her to answer.
"He knew that Sean had sex with me before I had sex with him. Yes. I told him," said Julia.
"PFFT! Well, that finally explains the red hair and why you don't look anything like the rest of us," said Carol with a cackle, a shrug of her shoulders, and a flick of her blonde hair while being her snooty, self-centered self.
God forbid she should comfort her sisters who just heard some troubling, life altering news. God forbid she should be there for them.
"Actually, none of us look like one another. Ralph is the only one who looks like Daddy," said Kathy looking around the room with suspicion before refocusing her attention to her mother.
Julia looked at Kathy and smiled at her with loving kindness.
"Actually," said Julia pausing before blurting out what she needed to say. "Daddy's not your father either Carol," said Julia. "Except for Ralph, Daddy didn't father any of you girls," she said looking from one of her daughters to the other.
"What? Daddy's not my father? You dirty, little, skanky whore," said Carol. "How dare you cheat on my Daddy like that?"
"Carol!" Jennifer stood and loomed over her sister as if she was a woman wrestler ready to rumble. "I won't have you talk to mother like that. Apologize to her for what you said right this instant."
"I will not apologize," said Carol in a quiet voice and without making eye contact with her older sister.
"That's okay," said Julia waving a hand of defeated exasperation. "I hardly cheated on your father, Carol. He was the one cheating on me," said Julia in defense of her sexual promiscuity.
"So you say, with Daddy dead and no one to validate your story that he cheated on you," said Carol.
"In between him having sex with other women, he was impotent when he was drinking," said Julia. "Feeling justified, he used my sexual indiscretion with the mailman to have sex with any and all women who wanted him. He held that information over me as if he was a blackmailer. With everyone believing that he was the father to Brenda and Audrey, I did whatever he asked of me so that he wouldn't embarrass me in front of my friends and relatives by telling them that he wasn't their father."
With her pocketbook in her lap as if she was ready to flee, Carol sat bolt upright as if she was in church and the priest was directing his sermon to her.
"Then, if not Daddy," said Carol, "who is my father?"
"Your father is Peter, the FedEx delivery man," said Julia.
"What? Peter? Are you kidding me? The FedEx delivery man? I didn't even know he had a name. With his heavy accent, I always thought he was a Russian spy. Disguised as a Federal Express delivery man, I always thought he was secretly working for the KGB. That explains why he was always smiling at me, trying to give me money, and offering me candy. I thought he was a pervert. I didn't know he was my father," said Carol. "I had no idea. Now I feel bad that I didn't accept his kind generosity."
"I'm sorry," said Julia to Carol.
"What about me?" Jennifer looked at her mother with shock and sadness. "Who was my father?"
"Your father was Angelo, the UPS delivery man," said Julia. "Oh my word, you should have seen him back then. He was so handsome and so sexy. He made me wish I could speak Italian."
"Angelo? No kidding. Always waving to me from his truck, I always liked him. He was a nice man although sometimes hard to understand with his broken English. Well, that explains my black hair and brown eyes," said Jennifer. "I can see the resemblance now that I know he's my biological father."
"He would have made a good father," said Julia.
"Now it all makes sense. He was always leaving packages for me at the front door. He'd scratch out the name of the person and write my name over their label," said Jennifer. "That's how I got my dolls, my skates, and my bicycles. Sometimes it felt like Christmas every month."
"I forgot about that," said Carol. "Now that you mention it, the FedEx man was always leaving me packages too that were marked for other people. That's how I got my bike, that giant dollhouse, and my vanity table," said Carol. "Now that I know he was my real father, I feel bad that I wasn't nicer to him."
"Your father is your real father, Carol. He raised you and supported you. He was always there for you," said Julia.
"The mailman was always leaving us cards with money inside," said Brenda.
"They were always addressed to someone else and Mom would say that it was from a secret admirer, which is why the name and address was crossed out on the front of the envelope," said Audrey.
"And me? What about me?" Kathy looked at her mother with eagerness to finally learn the identity of her real father. "Who was my father?"
"Your father is Martin. He delivered pizzas part-time. He worked teaching astronomy at the community college while trying to advance his musical career playing the guitar," said Julia.
"Wow," said Kathy. "That explains my fascination with the stars and my need to learn piano," she said. "And that explains why we always had so much pizza to eat."
"Martin routinely delivered us free pizzas," said Julia.
"Wait, hold on. There's something not right here. You practically blamed Daddy for you having sex with other men," said Carol. "How so?"
"Well, your father had a drinking problem back then that resurfaced again later in life. He stopped drinking for years but then fell off the wagon after Ralph was born. Too much celebrating while passing out cigars at the bars," said Julia with sadness. "After that, he was always drunk and could never get it up. Early on, in the beginning of our marriage, he drank heavily regularly. Instead of having sex with me, he pressured me, coerced me, and demanded that I have sex with all of his friends while he watched," said Julia with shame and downcast eyes.



"Oh, dear," said Brenda. "I'm so sorry that Daddy sexually used you and emotionally abused you, mother."
"It must have been awful for you," said Audrey.
"It was. I felt so betrayed. I felt so dirty to have another man seeing me topless while allowed to touch me and feel me," said Julia.
"Why didn't you just tell him no?" Carol looked at her mother with confusion.
"It was a different time back then. Growing up in the 50's and 60's, vowing to honor and obey, men were the boss. Imagined or real, men were the king of their castles," said Julia. "Risking a back hand or even a beating, I always did what your father told me to do? And what he wanted me to do was to suck men while they played with my tits as he watched. He enjoyed watching them cum in my mouth, giving me a cum bath, and/or cumming all over my tits. Thank God he didn't want me to fuck them. Otherwise, I'd have even more children than I have now," she said with a little laugh.
"How God awful it must have been for you Mother," said Audrey.
"You giving blowjobs before your husband told you to and force you? Really? I don't think so. I can't see you kowtowing to any man, no matter when it was, even if it was the 1890's" said Carol. "I can't see that happening."
"Ingrained in me from watching my mother with my father, I honored and obeyed my husband," said Julia, "especially in the way that he saved me from ruin by marrying me. It wasn't until much later, with woman's rights coming to a forefront in the eighties that I expressed myself as a free thinking woman with a mind and a will of her own."
"So, I don't understand the timeline," said Jennifer. "After you had sex with the mailman and all of Daddy's friends, he forced you to have sex with the UPS man, the FedEx man, and the pizza delivery man? Is that it?"
"No, the UPS man, the FedEx man, and the pizza delivery man came later and in between, after your father wanted nothing more to do with me sexually. With him drinking more and becoming sexually impotent, once I had sex with all of his friends, he was sexually done with me. With him no longer touching me, not even kissing me, we lived like brother and sister until he stopped drinking again and had regular sex, which begot your brother, Ralph. He was good to me when he wasn't drunk and forcing me to have sex with his friends. Whenever he was drunk, he treated me like the whore that he perceived me to be," said Julia.
"Wow, that's really fucked up," said Christine.
"With me already being treated as a maid, a cook, a laundress, a servant, and a house cleaner, when your father stopped drinking and he regained his ability to have erections but not his sexual interest in me, he was on to other women," said Julia. "Yet, now that he opened my floodgates and wasn't getting any sex, sexually frustrated, I was always horny. And with me with twin toddlers and always with a baby in the crib, I was stuck at home. The only men available to me were the men who came to my door," she said. "I had brief sexual affairs with the Fuller Brush man, the Encyclopedia Britannia man, the aluminum siding man, the Electrolux man, and a Jehovah's Witness, but none of them got me pregnant, thank God.
"Oh my God mother, really? You had sex with the Fuller Brush man, the Encyclopedia Britannia man, the aluminum siding man, the Electrolux man, and a Jehovah's Witness? I hope they at least gave you a discount on brushes, encyclopedias, aluminum siding, a vacuum, and the way to a special road to God," said Carol with a laugh.
"Actually, they did," said Julia laughing.
"That's an unbelievable story Mom," said Jennifer.
"Even though the mailman was still my irregular lover, it was then that I started having regular sex first with the UPS man until becoming pregnant. Then, the FedEx man until he impregnated me and the pizza delivery man, until he impregnated me too. As you girls grew older, I lost sight of Angelo, Peter, and Martin.
To be continued...
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Sex with mother and son, Audrey seduces her son.
In readiness for the Nude Day party, Audrey, Brenda, Jennifer, Carol, and Kathy all followed their mother's advice in continuing to tease and have sex with their sons. As if she was her sixth daughter, Christine followed Julia's advice too. Now that Julia has confessed her dark, sexual secrets to her daughters and now that her daughters already have had inappropriate, sexual contact with their sons, they were nearly ready for the Nude Day party. First, in readiness for the party, the mothers needed to solidify their incestuous, sexual relationships with their sons by having sex with them one more time before the Nude Day festivities.
Since Audrey and Brenda were the only two sisters who didn't have sex with their sons, both women were eager to break the ice by having sex with their sons before the Nude Day party. So resistant before, now they were both ready to do much more than just tease and flash their sons. A big step for Audrey to take but, since her twin sister had already posed naked for her son by dancing in the bathroom without her clothes while pretending she didn't know he was there watching her, she was ready to do more. Not wanting to be outdone by her twin, she was ready to strip herself naked and perhaps do more, so much more than that.
Since Jennifer and Christine had already given their sons hand jobs, at the very least, she was ready to do that. Since Carol and Kathy had already sucked their sons, maybe she'd do that too. If the timing was right and if one thing led to another, and if she was in the mood, there's no telling what she'd do if she was horny and sexually aroused enough. A big step from flashing her son to having sex with her son, she wouldn't know what would happen and what she'd do until she was in the moment. She wouldn't know what she'd do until she saw how her son reacted to his mother trying to seduce him.
Meanwhile, Jennifer, Carol, Kathy, and Christine were eager to continue where they left off. With all of the women wanting the same sexual thing, to have sex with their sons, all six women were hoping for a more meaningful and deeper penetration to their incestuous, sexual relationships. Those four women who already gave a hand job or a blowjob where ready to take the next step and have sexual intercourse with their sons. If flashing, teasing, hand jobs, and blowjobs were crossing the line, then sexual intercourse was jumping off the cliff without a parachute. Flashing their sons is one thing but fucking their sons is something entirely different and, presumably, all six women were ready to do that with their sons, so long as their sons were ready to do that with their mothers.
* * * * *
As soon as Audrey cleared out her sisters, her mother, and her best friend from her living room and from her house, she had the privacy she needed to take the next sexual, incestuous step. Now, she had her eyes focused on Gary, her 24-year-old son. Wicked in thoughts, where Jennifer and Christine had already given their sons hand jobs and Carol and Kathy had already sucked their sons, Audrey wanted to do something more sexual with her son too. She wanted to give him more than just an up nightgown of her panties or a down nightgown of her tits. She needed for him to touch and feel her while she touched and felt him. She needed his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and maybe even in her pussy. If only in thought, already going beyond what she was willing to do, she'd have to have a couple of drinks to do what she was thinking of doing and what she wanted to do.
With her mind reeling with things to do and things to try with her son, she couldn't wait for Gary to get home. Quickly, she showered, fixed her hair, and reapplied her makeup. An hour after everyone had left, her son pulled in the driveway and she greeted him at the door. Dressed in her button blouse and jeans, she couldn't believe what she was thinking of doing. Going far beyond their mother and son relationship, she was hoping to have a sexual relationship.
"Did you eat?" Audrey looked at Gary in readiness to cook him something.
"I ate out," he said.
"I picked," she said. "I gorged myself on chips and dip, peanuts, and M & M's. My sisters, my friend, Christine, and your grandmother were all here gabbing," she said with a pause. "You know we have the Nude Day party Saturday night."
"I know," he said looking at her with curiosity and reservation. "Only..."
"Only, what?"
She looked at him as if he was thinking about not attending. Perhaps with each man feeling pressured and definitely feeling self-conscious about incest, she feared that one son not participating in their Nude Day party would set off a chain reaction of non-participation. If one son bailed out, factoring in peer pressure, she feared the others would not attend either.
Nude Day was a big deal to these young men and for them to spend their Saturday Night with their mothers, aunt, grandmother, and family friend instead of hanging out with naked, young women, was already a hard sell. Instead of attending their little, Nude Day family party with their mothers, they could have some real fun with naked, strippers, hookers, and whores. Yet, so far so good. Hoping for the best, Audrey just hoped that Gary wasn't ready to pull the plug. Fearing that he'd cancel attending their little Nude Day party, she hoped to give him something to make him think twice before changing his mind.
"I'm not sure how to take you having a Nude Day party," he said while falling quiet and looking as if he was rethinking what he was about to say. His pause before he said what he was thinking was excruciating and she assumed that he was going to tell her that he wasn't interested in attending, instead, he shocked her with what he said. "Are you all going to get naked?"
Seemingly not serious with his question but more hopeful in his expectation of his mother, aunts, family friend, and grandmother stripping themselves naked, he looked at her and gave her a dirty laugh. Surely, he didn't really believe that his mother, his aunts, their family friend, and/or his grandmother would strip naked, did he? Yet by the look he was giving her, he was hoping that one or all of them would get in the spirit of Nude Day and remove their clothes. An incestuous pandemic, if one of the women dared to strip naked, she knew that all of the seven sons would strip naked too.
"Naked? Are you really hoping to see and expecting me, your aunts, our family friend, and/or your grandmother to strip naked for Nude Day?" After giving him a nervous, little laugh, she remained silent while staring at him. "Who knows? We all may surprise you?" She put her hand to her shapely hip. "I bet you wouldn't mind seeing me, your aunts, our family friend, and/or your grandmother walking around naked in celebration of Nude Day."
"Sure. Why not? It is a Nude Day party, but any of you stripping naked will never happen," he said with obvious disappointment.
"Well," she said giving him a thoughtful pause and a sexy smile. "It wouldn't be a Nude Day party without someone getting naked," she said staring at him while unbuttoning her blouse.
Going where she wanted to go before but didn't have the nerve, with her unbuttoning one, slow blouse button at a time, he stood there watching her flash him her bra and cleavage. As if he was waiting to see how far she'd go, when she removed her blouse and stood before him in her sexy, low cut, pushup bra is when he spoke again.
"Mom? What are you doing?"
'I'm seducing you,' she wanted to say but didn't. 'I want to ensure that you attend the Nude Day party by flashing you my underwear clad body and maybe even giving you sex, a hand job, perhaps even a blowjob now,' she wanted to say but she didn't say that either. Instead of saying what she was thinking, she continued stripping off her clothes.
If only he could read her mind, he wouldn't have to ask her what she was doing; he'd know what she was doing. If only she could read his mind, she wondered what he was thinking. She wondered what his reaction was to her removing her blouse and standing before him in her sexy bra. Only, she wasn't about to tell him what she was doing, instead she was going to show him what she had in mind. With showing always so much better than telling, when she finished with him, no doubt, he'd know what was on her mind.
"I hope you don't mind me getting more comfortable," she said unbuttoning and unzipping her jeans while watching him stare at her.
As if he was watching a stripper on stage, his eyes were bugging out of his head. He watched her wiggled her panty clad ass out of her jeans and shimmy them off of her shapely legs. Something he's never seen of his mother before, she stood in front of her son in her bra and panty.
"Wow," he said. "I've never seen you in your underwear. You look so hot in your panty and bra."
"Shame on you Gary," she said with a sexy laugh. "You shouldn't be looking at me in that way," she said standing there while posing for him without modesty, embarrassment, or shame. Giving him a good look of her sexy, and shapely body, not bad for a mature woman of 46-years-old, she stood there not covering her semi-nakedness with her hands or arms. "I only removed my blouse and jeans out here in the living room because I'm too tired and too lazy to go in the bedroom and get into my nightgown," she said.
"Sorry Mom. You're right," he said. "I shouldn't be looking at you in a sexual way," he said still leering at her as if she was one of his slutty girlfriends.
"I needed to get out of these clothes. I only got dressed because everyone was coming over and I didn't want to look like a slob. Now I need to get more comfortable. I hope you don't mind your old mother parading around you in her bra and panty," she said teasing him with her sexy, underwear clad body.
"No, I don't mind," he said still staring at all that she was showing and all that he was seeing.
"You've seen me in my bikini before. Think of me as wearing my bikini instead of my bra and panty. Either way, I'm fully covered. It isn't as if I'm naked," she said while thinking of her sister Brenda getting naked for her son while wishing she had the courage to get naked in front of her son.
"Matter of fact, if you don't mind, I'm going to get comfortable too," he said.
"Sure, go right ahead," she said knowing that he'd reappear just wearing a tee shirt and a pajama bottom without underwear, his hanging around the house uniform of choice.
"I'll be right back," he said disappearing in his room and returning wearing pajama bottoms and a tee shirt.
He was so predictable and Audrey could tell with the half erection his cock made in his pajama bottoms, as she suspected, that he wasn't wearing any underwear. Maybe he had a hairy surprise for her in the way that she had a sexy surprise for him. Maybe he had plans on flashing her his cock in the way that she was flashing him her bra and panty.
"Would you like some wine?"
"Sure," he said.
Showing her round, firm ass cheeks that peeked out the back of her bikini panties and showing him the tops of her jiggling breasts that emerged from her pushup bra as if two small hills, Audrey walked to the wine rack. She grabbed a bottle of wine and two glasses, opened the bottle, and poured the wine. With him staring from her bra clad breast to her panty clad ass, she knew he was sexually interested. Then, when she turned to walk to him, she knew that her panties were sheer enough and tight enough that he could see the dark shadow of her red pussy along with her pussy slit and camel toe.
Oh, yeah, better than parading around him in her sexy nightgown, she was giving him a real show of her sexy body now. Even more sexually aroused than when she walked around him in her sheer, short, low cut nightgown, by his continual stare, he made her feel so sexy. In the lustful way he was leering at her, he made her feel wanted and desired. Just by the constant surveillance of his stare, he made her want to show him more. He made her want to show him her tits. He made her want to strip naked and give him sex.
"I thought we'd watch a movie," she said carrying the wine over to the couch.
"What movie did you have in mind?"
"I just received the new one that I ordered from Netflix," she said.
If only he knew how sexually aroused she was when she read the movie's description, he'd think her an incestuous whore. Knowing he liked older women, specifically Robin Wright and Naomi Watts, she rented this movie specifically for him. With her beside him in her underwear, she wondered what his reaction would be to watching the movie. Hopefully, he'd be just as sexually aroused as she would be when watching the movie.
"What's it called?"
"Adore," she said.
"Adore? I never her of it. Who's in it?"
If only by the title, no doubt, he figured it was some chick flick, a sappy love story, and he'd be right. Only wouldn't he be surprised when he saw that the movie was about two mothers falling in love with the other's son. Wouldn't he be surprised when what they were watching the movie that this is exactly what she wanted to do with him? Sucking him and fucking him, wouldn't he be surprised if she turned out to be just as sexy as Robin Wright and/or Naomi Watts?
"Robin Wright and Naomi Watts. It's about—"
"Robin Wright and Naomi Watts in the same move? Never mind, I don't care what it's about. I'll watch anything with those two women in it. They're hot," he said with a dirty laugh.
She handed him a glass of wine before turning on the TV and DVD. Her way of teasing him, instead of squatting down, which she normally does when wearing jeans or a short skirt, she bent at the waist to insert the movie. In doing so, she showed him a good view of her panty clad ass and an in between leg shot of her panty clad pussy. Appropriate subject matter, the movie is about two childhood friends who have affairs with each other's adult sons. As erotic as the story behind the screenplay is forbidden, perhaps the movie would give him a hint as to what she had in mind when it came to her incestuous seduction of him.
* * * * *
It wasn't until the first sexual scene where Xavier Samuel as Ian, kissed Robin Wright as Roz while touching and feeling her where no son should feel his mother's best friend that Gary got more into the movie. When Tom, Roz's son, played by James Frecheville, awakens early the next morning to discover that his mother slept with his best friend, he goes next door to sleep with Ian's mother, Lil, played by Naomi Watts. If there was a perfect, erotic movie for what Audrey was planning to do with her son, without being totally blatant about it by showing him a porn movie of a mother with her son, this was it.
After two glasses of wine and after watching the sex scene between the two mothers having sex with the other's son, Gary had an impressive erection. It didn't help that his MILF of a mother was sitting beside him in her low cut, pushup bra and itsy bitsy, nearly see-through, bikini panty. With the both of them getting more comfortable, as if they were a couple taking in a movie, instead of a mother watching a movie with her son, he put his arm around her shoulder and she rested her hand on his thigh. As if they were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mother and son, she leaned her slim, shapely body into him to make herself more comfortable and he pulled her closer with a gentle nudge of her naked shoulder.
"I can tell you like this movie," she said looking from his erection to look up at him.
"How can you tell?"
"You have an erection," she said looking down at his cock tenting his pajama bottom before looking up at him.
"Sorry Mom," he said covering his erection with his hand. "Between you sitting here in your bra and panty and the subject matter of his movie, how would I not have an erection?"
"It's okay," she said. "Don't worry about it. I can understand how that would happen," she said with a little laugh. "At your age, with all the testosterone surging through your body, I'd just have to show you my bra strap for you to get hard," she said.
As if a dog digging in her bed while trying to get comfortable, she squirmed and wiggled against him while teasing him more with the heated sensation of her nearly naked body. Parking her bikini clad ass next to his thigh and resting her bra clad breasts on his chest, if only by his huge erection, she knew that she was getting to him. Expecting him to touch and feel her, when he didn't she knew that it was up to her to take the next step.
"It's still embarrassing to be sexually aroused by my mother. Suddenly, I feel so perverted," he said.
"Don't be silly. Getting an erection is just a normal reaction to seeing me in my underwear while watching this sexy movie," she said pausing while waiting for him to digest what she said. "Do me a favor," she said looking up at him.
Teasing him even more by moving her hand higher up his thigh, she was mere inches from touching his erect cock.
"What? What can I get for you Mom?"
No doubt, he probably figured she wanted popcorn but what she wanted was something that was more than just a snack. She wanted the whole meal, dessert included.
"Be a dear and unhook my bra. With me leaning against you, the straps are biting into me," she said wiggling as if she was itchy and, indeed, she did have an itch that needed to be scratched.
There was a long pause before he said something and did anything and she wondered if she had gone too far too soon in seducing her son. Yet, if her son was anything like she sons of her sisters, her family friend, even her mother's son, her brother, she didn't think that Gary would turn her down with what she had in mind. In the way he was staring at her and in the way that he reacted to her asking him to unhook her bra, she suspected that he had imagined unhooking her bra before. Perhaps he had imagined unhooking her bra in one of his many sexual fantasies while, no doubt, masturbating over having sex with her. And now, here he was about to unhook his mother's bra. No doubt, this is the point where any horny son wished his mother was wearing a front snapping bra.
"You can remove your bra Mom, if you'd like and if you'd be more comfortable," he said being the doting son that he had suddenly become while staring down at her bra clad breasts before smiling up at her. "I don't mind," he said with a shit eating grin.
"You don't mind me removing my bra? You wouldn't mind seeing my tits? You'd like that, wouldn't you?" She gave him a sexy look. "You'd like to see your mother's sagging, naked breasts, wouldn't you?"
"Who wouldn't? You're still a very pretty and sexy woman. All of my aunts are and so isn't Christine," he said. "Even grandma is hot for a woman her age."
"Christine has enormous breasts and so doesn't Carol. I wish I had breasts more like Jennifer's C cup instead of my average sized, B cup breasts," she said reaching her hands beneath her bra cups to lift her breasts while looking up at her son as if offering her tits to him. "I'm just glad that I don't have Kathy's A cup breasts," she said staring down at her tits. "By the way, don't get your hopes up but I'm not going to remove my bra to show you my tits. I just want to get more comfortable by having you unhook my bra," she said.
"Okay," he said reaching around her to undo her bra when she sat up on the couch.
"Thank you," she said. "That feels so much better. I can breathe."
Audrey returned to her position of resting against her son only when she did so, with her bra unhooked and her bra cups moving forward when she leaned back, she was deliberately giving her son a down bra view of more of her breasts. Then, whenever she moved to reach for her wine and returned the glass to the coffee table, she gave him a glimpse of her areolas and nipples. When she finished her second glass of wine, she made herself even more comfortable by sliding herself further down and resting her neck against his hip and the back of her head against his erect cock.



She could feel his cock pulsating against the back of her head. If she was to turn completely around and lay on her stomach and with her face in her son's lap, she'd have his cock in her mouth. Just thinking of sucking him, she wished she had the courage to do that, but she didn't. Waiting for him to make a move, she continued watching the movie while teasing her son.
She reached for this hand that was around her shoulder to innocently place on her flat, toned stomach and across her bra clad breasts. Now with his fingers in contact with the top of her panty and his forearm resting on her bra, he played with the band of her panty before reaching up to play with the tiny flowers on her brassiere. When he fingered her panty, she wished he'd stick his hand inside. She wished he'd play with her trimmed, red pubic hair in the way that he was fingering her panty band and the tiny flowers on her bra. She wished he'd rub her clit and finger her pussy in the way that she was excited by the thought of stroking his cock.
Feeling the top edge of her bra, he gently and slowly felt the tops of her breasts with his fingertips. Now she wished he'd feel her breast through her unhooked bra. Now she wished he'd stick his horny hand inside of her bra and feel her breasts while fingering her nipples. Watching his fingertips gradually disappear inside of her bra, she watched his fingers touching and feeling her where no son should ever feel his mother. Unable to control her lust for her son any longer, tired of waiting for him to make a move, she voiced her permission.
"You can touch me," she said looking up at him looking down at her. "I don't mind if you feel me."
"Touch you? Feel you? What do you mean Mom?"
He looked at her as if she wasn't clear enough and meant something else. Apparently, he needed a baseball bat to the back of the head to get the hint that his mother wanted to him to feel her tits while fingering her nipples. Apparently, he needed her to tell him that she wanted to have sex with him.
"In the way that Ian and Tom are feeling their mother's best friend in the movie," she said pausing while looking from the television to look up at her son. "I don't mind if you feel my tits and finger my nipples. Actually, while watching Robin Wright and Naomi Watts having sex with their best friend's son, I like the thought of my son touching and feeling me," said Audrey.
Shocking even herself for saying what she said in telling her son what she wanted, was as if she just threw a glass of cold water in his face to awaken him out of his naiveté. She knew he was sexually aroused, his erection was right there, inches away from her horny hand and a foot from her hungry mouth. She could feeling his cock hardening even more against the back of her head. Obeying his mother, yet as if afraid to touch her and to go where no son should dare go, Gary slowly reached his hand inside his mother's unhooked bra. Sliding his horny hand further down, he cupped and fondled her breast in his hand. Leaving it there, he didn't move his hand until she wiggled her erect nipple more in his palm. Then, he took her nipple in between his finger and squeezed it, pulled it, turned it, and twisted it.
"You have big nipples Mom," he said staring down at his hand when her bra and bra cups moved down enough to expose more of her breasts. "They're so hard."
"I like what you're doing," she said, "but you're neglecting my other breast," she said.
Gary moved his other hand inside of her bra to feel her other breast and finger her other nipple and when he did her bra moved lower to expose even more of her breasts.
"Oh my God, Mom, I never thought I'd be doing this. I never thought you'd ever allow me to touch you in this way," he said. "This is so very exciting."
"If it's in the way, you can remove my bra," she said with a pause, "if you'd like. I don't mind if you don't mind."
As if he was removing packaging material that was in the way of him seeing what was inside, he removed her bra straps from her shoulders and tossed her bra to the floor between the couch and coffee table. Laying on the couch topless in just her bikini panties, she was as wicked in her thoughts as he obviously was. Imagining her son's cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, she was enjoying the feel of his big, hard, throbbing prick against the back of her head. While he felt and fondled her naked breasts and fingered her nipples, she gently moved her head against his swollen cock.
"This is unbelievable Mom," he said.
"Are you getting too sexually aroused?" She sat up enough to reach her hand up and behind her to take his pajama clad cock in her hand. "You're so hard," she said.
"Mom," he said looking from his cock to look at her before returning his focus to her hand feeling his prick through his pajamas.
As if they were just a man and a woman relaxing at home, instead of a mother sexually teasing her son before offering him sex, albeit incestuous sex, what they did seemed so normal.
"Would you like me to stroke you?"
"Stroke me? Really? You'd do that? You'd give me a hand job?" He looked at her as if he was dreaming and/or having a sexual fantasy.
"Of course. I'd do anything for you. You're my son," she said while wondering if he took the hint that she wanted to do more than just stroke his prick. "I made this body," she said squeezing his cock tighter in her hand through his pajamas.
"God yes," he said. "I'd love for you to stroke me Mom."
Forsaking the movie, preferring to make their own X-rated, mother and son movie, Audrey reached her hand inside of her son's pajama bottoms and pulled out his cock. She stared at Gary's engorged prick while fingering the head of it before slowly stroking him.
"You have such a beautiful penis Gary. Your cock is so much bigger and so much harder than your father's penis," she said.
If only he knew the slut his mother was when she was younger and in college, wouldn't he be surprised? If only he knew how many men she's had sex with, sucked and fucked, wouldn't he be shocked? If only he knew how much she wanted to have sex with him no doubt matched how much he wanted to have sex with her, they may have had sex years ago.
"That feels so good Mom," he said staring at her hand stroking him.
"Would you like me to make you cum?" Driving him crazy, she looked up at her son. As if she wasn't sexually teasing him enough but she was. "Would you like that?"
"Oh, yes, I would love that Mom," he said. "I'd love for you to make me cum."
She stroked him faster while he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples. Then, giving her his subtle hint, he traced her lips with his fingertip and she gave him her subtle hint by taking his finger in her mouth to suck it and lick it. As if she was sucking his cock, she sucked his finger.
"Squeeze my tits," she said ejecting his finger from her mouth to speak. "I like that."
"Okay," he said squeezing her breasts while fingering her nipples.
"Suck my tits Gary. It's been so long since I had my nipples sucked," she said.
A prelude to what she was about to do next, she knew that if he sucked her nipples, she'd suck his cock.
"Sure," he said.
He leaned down to take his mother breasts in his mouth, first one and then the other. Back and forth, while nibbling and biting her nipples, he sucked one nipple before sucking her other nipple.
"Oh my God, that feels so good," she said breathlessly while putting one hand to the back of his head to fondle his hair and while reaching her other hand in her panty and down to finger her pussy. Unable to help herself, as soon as her son started sucking her nipples, she started masturbating herself.
"I love sucking your tits Mom," he said.
As soon as he said that, she took her pussy soaked finger and stuck it in his mouth. As if rethinking what she was about to say, she paused before saying it.
"Would you like me to suck you?"
She looked up at him staring down at her.
"Oh, Mom. Would you? I'd love for you to suck me."
"Of course I will. I'd love to suck my son," she said leaning to take his cock in her mouth. She sucked him while stroking him before removing his prick from her mouth to speak. "Would you like to cum in my mouth?"
His face was filled with as much shock as it was with sexual excitement.
"May I? That would make me so happy Mom," he said looking down at her blue eyes while running his fingers through her red hair.
"Would like to watch me blow you? Would it sexually excite you to see your cock in my mouth?"
"Yes," he said with squirming with sexual excitement.
Audrey moved from the couch and moved to her knees and in between her son's legs. She took him in her mouth while looking up him with her blue eyes. He pushed her red hair aside to see his cock filling his mother's mouth while reaching his hand down to fondle her tits and finger her nipples. Slowly at first, she sucked him while stroking him. Then, the more she was getting into sucking her son, the deeper she took him in her mouth and the faster she stroked him. Giving him a head banging blowjob, she made all of those cock sucking sounds that men love to hear to know that the woman is enjoying sucking them as much as they're enjoying being sucked.
Once she started cupping and caressing his testicles, she could feel him getting ready to cum. Catching her by surprise, in a gush, he exploded a load of his warm, oozy cum in her willing mouth. Continuing to suck him while stroking him, she didn't stop sucking him until she sucked and licked every drop of cum. Then, when she was done, she moved up to meet his lips and kissed him. Parting his lips with her tongue, she French kissed her son while he reached his hand down her panties to rub her clit and finger her pussy. She was so wet. She was so ready.
Audrey stood, removed her panties, pushed her son back and sat on him. She reached down to guide his still hard cock inside of her. Then, slowly humping him, once he was deep enough inside of her, she humped him harder. Really humping him now and with him returning her humps, they were fucking. They made love as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife instead of mother and son. They made love as if they were long, lost lovers rejoined again after years of not having any sexual contact.
To be continued...
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Before taking things in her own hands and in her own mouth, Brenda reveals that she knows about her son's panty collection.
That night, encouraged by what Jennifer, Carol, Kathy, and Christine did with their sons, Brenda showered, applied her makeup, and fixed her hair. She wanted to look sexy. She wanted to appear seductive. Consumed by the thoughts of taking the giant leap across the incestuous line, she was willingly to give her son sex to ensure that he'd attend their Nude Day party. Not ready before, she was ready to play incestuous games in the Devil's playground now.
She put on her sexiest nightgown, the short, low cut one that practically shows her tits and shows her ass and/or panties whenever leaning even just a little bit forward. Knowing how much her son liked her panties, instead of not wearing any panties, which she wanted to do to entice him and tease him by flashing him her pussy, she wore her new, light blue, bikini panties. Turning and leaning one way before turning and bending the other, liking what she was seeing, she looked at herself in her full-length mirror.
Not bad for a 46-year-old woman, looking ten years younger, she didn't look her age. She couldn't believe she was about to give her son sex when she should be giving a man her age and someone not blood related sex. Instead of seducing her son, she should be looking for a suitor. With her looks and financial independence, she should have a boyfriend in her bed or the love of another husband in her head. She should have a man she loved to share the rest of her life with instead of lusting after her son, no matter the excuse of saving him from himself and using the pretense of keeping him safely home as her reason for incest.
Something so distastefully incestuous to her before that's so sexually exciting to her now, how can she give her son sex? Yet, turned and twisted, making the sacrifice, as explained to her by her mother, the only way she can save her son from himself is to give him incestuous sex. Had her sisters not already done the same with their sons, she'd never go through with his. Yet, how would she feel if she didn't give her son sex and something was to happen to him? Definitely, she'd feel much worse if he were killed or maimed in a car wreck that she could have prevented by giving him incestuous sex, according to her mother.
With all of the boyfriends she's had in her life and forever faithful to her cheating husband after that, and now with one year melding into the next, she couldn't believe she hasn't had a man in her life other than her son for the past twelve years. Her bed may be cold but much like her identical twin sister, Audrey, she was still hot. Only, embracing the bigger picture, if giving her son sex would save him from the folly of himself with the drinking and the whoring, being tagged an incestuous whore of a mother would be worth the shame, the embarrassment, and the humiliation that may come with that label later.
In the way she didn't care about how people perceived her when she was young and when she was as wild as were her sisters and her best friend, Christine, surely, now that she had money, she didn't care what people thought of her. Now looking within instead of expanding her circle of friends, she only cared about her son, her sisters, her nephews, her mother, her brother, and her childhood friend and her son. Besides, when her husband died, with her no longer part of a couple, and with her an available, attractive widow, no doubt fearing she'd steal their husbands, she lost all of her so called close friends.
Insensitive bitches and bastards, when confronted why they didn't call her and keep in touch with her after her husband died, they admitted that they didn't know what to say and what to do. So, instead of saying anything, they remained quiet. Instead of doing anything, they did nothing. Some friends they were. She's had worse enemies that were better friends.
As far as anyone else, but for her family and her childhood friend, there was no one else stepping forward to help her in her time of grief when her husband died. A widow and a single mom without money, without a job, and now without any friends but for Christine, if it wasn't for the lawsuit and her family, she'd be lost. In the way her friends had no room for her in their little, closed, lives then, she no longer had room for them in her full life now.
Tit for tat, what comes around goes around, and it is what it is. With her son, her five sisters and their sons, a childhood friend and her son, her mother, and her brother, she already had enough people in her life. She didn't need any more people to complicate her life and to dilute her focus on the real people she loved, her family and her extended family with Christine and her son.
* * * * *
Hugging her curves, she liked this sexy nightgown because it flattered her bosom and made her breasts appear a little larger than they really were. She cupped her breasts through her nightgown and raised them higher with the palms of her hands while looking down her low cut top to see what she could see and what she'd be showing her son soon. When facing him, if she leaned just a little forward, she'd be giving him a great down nightgown view of her breasts. With her back turned to him, if she bent a little at the waist, she'd be giving him a great up nightgown view of her panty clad ass.
Knowing her son, Mark, was in his room masturbating himself, he was always masturbating, morning, noon, and night, while holding and sniffing her panties, she was about to do something she's never done before. She was about to invade his privacy. Knowing that he'd never take the next incestuous step, even after she showed him her naked body, obviously it was up to her to seduce him. Taking it upon herself, it was up to her to give him what he wants and what he needs so that he could give him what she wants and what she needs. As mentored by her mother, this was her way to keep her son safely at home on Nude Day and every day thereafter. Taking direction from her mother, her sisters, and her best friend, she was ready to be the slut that she was when she was younger, albeit the incestuous slut now that she'd be when having sex with her son.
Barging in his room as if she was a SWAT team member and he was a suspected drug lord, she flung opened the door to her son's bedroom without knocking. Catching him completely by surprise, she caught him with his erect cock in one hand and her panties in his other hand. He quickly covered his cock and her panties with his sheet but she could tell from how high up the sheet was raised, that he had a huge erection. Sending a sexual shiver down her spine, she briefly saw his cock before he had the time to cover it and conceal it from her.
"Hi Mark," she said giving him a sexy look while acting as if she didn't know what he was doing. "Whatcha doin'?"
She knew exactly what he was doing. He was playing with himself while sniffing her panties. Where some men love tits, some men love asses, and some men love legs, Mark loved panties. Sometime after his father died, he had developed a panty fetish. She knew he had panties stashed all over his room. Obviously embarrassed by his panty fetish and hidden somewhere in his room, she knew he was hiding an entire collection of panties from her. She wished he collected baseball cards, stamps, or coins instead of panties. How would he like it if she collected men's jockstraps? How would he like it if she masturbated morning, noon, and night?
When she saw him masturbating while sniffing her panties, at first, her involuntary reaction, she felt violated by him not only having a panty fetish but also with him sniffing her panties. Looking at him as if he wasn't her son but someone else, a pervert, she felt a little disgusted by his odd, sexual behavior. Then, forgetting that she was in his room to seduce him, she felt flattered that out of all the panties that he assuredly collected and hid somewhere in his room, it was her panties that he obviously preferred to sniff while stroking himself. Other than she was his mother, she wondered what the attraction was. Perhaps because she was his mother was the reason why he chose her panties to sniff over some other woman's panties.
Catching her by surprise, she watched him stare at the impressions her nipples made through the sheer material of her nightie. Normally her son staring at her tits would offend her and she'd fold her arms across her bosom to discourage his stare. Only, this time she didn't cover herself with her arms to deny him his view. This time, she enjoyed the attention of him leering at her.
She watched his eyes fall to the dark patch of red pubic hair that he could no doubt see through her sheer nightgown and through her equally as sheer panty. In the way that he was looking at her, she had the urge to strip herself naked as she did when she was in the bathroom and when she knew he was standing in the dark on the stairs. In the way that he was staring at her, she had the urge to fill his mouth with her pussy. It had been a long time since a man fingered her and licked her. Being that the reason she was about to have sex with her son was for the sake of saving him, she could force herself to enjoy her son eating her. Having him finger her pussy while licking her pussy wouldn't be such a bad consequence of saving her son from himself.
Wondering what he masturbates about, she wondered if he was masturbating over what he saw of her the other day when she was dancing naked in the bathroom. With him having a collection of panties, she wondered if her panties were the only panties he sniffed. She wondered what his criteria was in collecting panties. She wondered how many times he's already masturbated over seeing her naked. She wondered what he'd do if she stripped naked for him right now. She wondered if he'd like to see her modeling her panties. She wondered if he'd be man enough to give her sex or if he'd just ask her for her panties to sniff while he masturbated later.
Only, she didn't want to strip herself naked as if she was a whore, a hooker, or a stripper. Being that she was his mother and he was her son, she'd rather be more subtle than that. She'd rather tease him with her words and with her body before showing him some skin and giving him sex. She'd rather make him lustfully crazy for her in the way that she was now for him. Only, this was it. Being that she already made quite the entrance, she wasn't leaving his room without giving her son sex.
"Nothing. I'm tired and was about to go to sleep," he said pulling his sheet up to his neck.
She sat on his bed with looking down at him.
"What's this?" She stared down where his cock tented his sheet. "What do you have there?" Leaning forward to give him a great down nightgown view, she grabbed his cock through the sheet and wrapped her fingers around the sheet covered bulge. "Oops, sorry," she said with a dirty laugh. "I thought you had a flashlight. You used to do that," she said leaving her hand right where it was with her fingers wrapped around his sheet covered cock.
He looked down at her hand before looking up at her and staring back at her hand.
"Mom," he said obviously uncomfortable with her touching him in that sexual way and apparently unable to say anything else.
"I just wanted to remind you of the Nude Day party Saturday," she said teasing him by touching the head of his cock through the sheet with her fingertips.
Having had plenty of cocks in her hand before, she knew how to sexually interest a man while teasing a man.
"I know about the party," he said staring down at her fingers before staring up at her nightgown clad breasts.
Preoccupied with her tits, she knew she was giving him a nice down nightgown view of her B cup breasts. With her sitting on the edge of his bed with her knees turned to him and parted, and her nightgown nearly up to her crotch, she knew she was giving him an up nightgown view of her panties too. Not keeping her hand steady, teasing him, she ever so slightly moved her hand around his sheet covered cock. Every time she moved her hand, changed her grip, and/or fondled the head of his cock with his fingertips, she could feel his prick throb and pulsate.
"Everyone will be there, all of your aunts and cousins," she said running her index finger over the head of his sheet covered cock while she ever so slowly and slightly stroked him up and down and up and down. "We have a few surprises in store in celebration of Nude Day," she said.
"Oh, yeah?" Obviously not knowing where to look, he looked from her exposed breasts, to her exposed panties, and to her holding his stiff prick through the sheet. "What surprises do you have?"
"It wouldn't be much of a surprise if I told you," she said enticing him while teasing him by maintaining her grip on his cock. "You'll see Saturday night at the party."
Never removing his eyes from one or the other, when he wasn't staring down her nightgown at her breasts, he was either staring between her legs at her panties or staring at her hand holding his sheet covered cock.
"I'm looking forward to the panty, I mean, party," he said turning red with embarrassed nervousness while talking to her hand holding his cock through the sheet when not talking to her tits or her exposed panty. "Except for Christmas and Thanksgiving, it's rare that we all get together."
Finally when he looked up at her blue eyes as if asking her an unspoken question, she answered his unspoken question when she looked down where he was looking at his big sheet covered bulge in her hand.
"I can help you with that," she said staring down at his prick that tented the sheet.
"Pardon?"
An involuntary reaction with him saying pardon, he obviously knew what she meant.
"Your erection," she said gently squeezing his cock before slowly and ever so slightly moving her hand up and down through the sheet. "I can help you with that," she said moving the sheet from her son's cock while he struggled to cover himself.
"Mom, no," he said pulling the sheet away from her. "What the Hell are you doing?"
Brenda rolled her eyes and sighed.
"I'm doing what I should have done years ago when you started showing that you had a sexual problem with women and had the need to sniff my panties while masturbating," she said.
"I don't sniff your panties," he said feebly protesting. "And I don't masturbate."
"Just as I know you have a whole collection of women's panties hidden somewhere in your room, I know you masturbate multiple times a day. Now I know you don't wear the panties you collect. I know you just collect them," she said with a shrug. "Why you have the need to collect women's panties, I don't know," she said pausing while looking at him. "Tell me, where did you get all of those panties and why panties? Why do you collect panties?"
Turning red, he remained silent. Obviously, he seemed embarrassed and was seemingly uncomfortable talking about his panty collection to, of all people, his mother. Seemingly this was his worst nightmare when she confronted him with his panty collection and his best dream that she was holding onto his sheet covered cock while slowly masturbating him. In reality, there was nothing more sexually exciting than talking about his panty fetish to the woman who he loved to sniff her panties while she masturbated him.
"They're my trophies," he said as if proud of each and every pair of panty in his collection.
"Trophies? How so?"
She heard of a black book where a man writes the name and physical description along with her phone number and day, date, and time of every sexual conquest, but she never heard of a man collecting panties as trophies. That was a new one for her.
"Whenever I have sex with a woman I ask her for her panties," he said naturally and normally as if he was asking the women for their telephone number instead of their underwear.
"I hope you wear a condom Mark," she said.
"I always do," he said.
"And women freely give you their panties?"
"Yes. Some of them do. Some women are flattered while others are grossed out that I want their panties as my memory of them. I have to pay the hookers for their panties, but it's worth it to me so that I can remember them by their panties," he said. "I buy an exact pair of panties for the women who refuse to give me their panties."
"I see," she said. "Is that why you keep them in plastic bags?"
Having never seen his panty collection, she had no idea that he kept his collected panties in plastic bags, she just imagined he would.
"Yes, I put their names, the date we had sex, and a brief description of what happened," he said.
"That's kinky but, I've heard of worst fetishes than collecting panties," she said with a shrug. "Why not just take a photo of them wearing their panties?"
"A lot of reasons. A sexual mood breaker and an invasion of privacy, not all women want their picture taken while in their panties. Besides a picture is not the same as taking ownership of the real thing. I'd rather have their panty in my hand and in my possession to feel, to touch, and" he said pausing, "to sniff later."
"I see," she said having an open mind while thinking whatever floats his boat. "You do sort of what the Indians did when they took the scalps of white men," she said with a laugh.
"I guess you can say that," he said.
She looked at him and smiled before giving him a sexy look at what she was thinking about doing.
"Allow me to add to you collection," she said laughing while standing.
With him laying on his bed and looking up at her and watching her, she lifted her nightgown high enough to flash him her panties. Holding it there, she looked at him staring up at her in her light blue, bikini panties. Then, she reached beneath her nightgown and pulled down her panties.
"Oh my God, Mom," he said first staring at her panties before staring at the glimpse of her exposed pussy that she so wickedly showed her son.
When she stepped out of her panties, she slowly slid them along her pussy to fill them with her scent.
"Here's a fresh pair," she said tossing them in his face.
She sat back down on his bed beside him to take hold of his sheet clad cock again.
"Oh, my God," he said.
Shocking even her, showing her no shame or embarrassment, he not only accepted her worn panties but he also sniffed them in front of her. With him busy holding her panties to his nose with both hands, as if her panty was his security blanket that he carried around with him as a child, offering her no resistance, he allowed his mother to slowly pull down the sheet to expose his erect prick. While she stared at his soon to be exposed prick, he stared at her staring at his soon to be exposed prick.
As if she was sliding the sheet down from something valuable, a new car or a sculpture of a naked man, indeed his cock was valuable to her as well as to him. Once the sheet was removed, his uncovered prick sprang to life. Wasting no time, she wrapped her hand around his cock and slowly stroke him. She stared at his engorged penis while he stared down at her.
"Does that feel good?"
She looked from his cock to look at him before staring back at his penis. She wondered if he felt as sexually excited she felt holding his cock. It's been a long time since she's held a hard prick in her hand.
"Yes," he said.
Shocking even herself while thinking about Jennifer masturbating her son, Robert, Christine masturbating her son, Michael, and even her mother, Julia, masturbating her son and her brother, Ralph, she was proud and happy to finally join the club of mothers masturbating their sons.
"Do you like what I'm doing to you?"



She tightened her grip around his cock while stroking him a little faster.
"Yes," he said.
While still stroking him, she cupped his testicles with her other hand.
"You don't mind if I give you some sexual pleasure, do you?"
Obviously a dumb question by the sexually excited look on his face, he nodded his head in the affirmative before responding in the negative.
"No," he said. "I don't mind."
Tightening her grip again, she slowed her stoking. She didn't want him getting too sexually excited too fast. Enjoying the feel of his stiff prick in her small hand, she was enjoying giving her son a hand job and didn't want him to ruin the sensation by cumming too soon.
"It's been a long time since I've had a penis in my hand," she said staring down at his cock before looking up at him. "I wasn't sure if I was doing it right," she said feigning her inexperience in giving a hand job while slowly moving her hand up and down.
She wasn't sure if she was doing it right? With all the hand jobs she's give in her life, she could teach a class at giving men hand jobs. She was a professional not only when it came to stroking a cock but also when it came to sucking a cock too. If she had collected all the briefs and boxers of all the men she had sex with, her men's underwear collection would far exceed that of her son's panty collection.
"You're doing just fine Mom," he said holding her panties to her nose while staring down at his cock in her hand.
Realizing that it was just a fetish that he'd, no doubt, outgrow, he looked so pathetic holding her panties in his hand while stiffing them when he could be sniffing the real thing. She wished instead of focusing on her panties, he'd focus on her pussy. She'd let him touch her and feel her if he wanted to explore her pussy. She'd let him rub her clit and finger her pussy if he had a mind to do that rather than to just sniff her panties. She lifted her nightgown higher and parted her knees wider to give her son a better view of her pussy.
"You can touch me, if you'd like," she said imagining her son rubbing her clit and/or fingering her pussy while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples with his other hand.
With her husband dead for twelve, long, sexually frustrating years, it's been a long time since a man has rubbed her clit, fingered her pussy, and felt her breast and fingered her nipples.
"Okay," he said putting his hand on her knee.
Rolling her eyes and sighing, feeling as if she was dealing with a prepubescent teenager instead of a grown man, she wanted to grab his wrist and stick his hand in between her legs. Instead, she reached down, picked up his hand, and placed it on her breast.
"There that's better," she said looking at her son who was now wide eyed while she still stroked him.
She felt his cock pulsate and she thought he was going to cum with her doing just that, slowly stroking him while allowing him to feel her breasts.
"You have nice breasts," he said cupping her breast through her nightgown while not moving his hand from where she placed it.
The warmth of his hand felt good on her breast but she wished he'd do more than just leave his hand in place. She wished he'd move his hand around. She wished he'd feel both of her breasts, fondle her breasts, squeeze her breasts, and finger her nipples through her nightgown.
"You can move your hand around," she said. "Like this," she said taking his hand in hers and moving his palm across her nipples while squeezing his hand for his fingers to squeeze her breast.
"I like feeling your tits," he said staring at the impressions her breasts and her nipples made in her nightgown without looking up at her.
He seemed content staring at his cock in her hand while she stroked him. Then, when his hand still remained in place again, and with him acting as if he was afraid to touch her, she removed her nightgown straps and allowed her nightgown to fall to her waist. She was topless now. If she thought she was sexually excited before showing her son her naked body while dancing in the bathroom as he watched her from the darkened stairs, she was really excited now.
"There. That's better, isn't it? You feel my tits while I stroke your penis," she said holding his cock tighter while stroking his prick faster again.
"Mom," he said staring at and talking to her tits. Reaching up with one hand, as if her breasts were breakable, he lightly touched one of her breasts before touching the other. "You're so beautiful. You're so sexy."
"Touch me," she said. "Finger my nipples. You may even suck my tits while I stroke your cock. It's okay. I don't mind. I'd like for you to suck my nipples while I masturbate you."
He sat up to take his mother's tits in his mouth, first one and then the other while she stroked him faster and harder. Sucking her breasts while feeling her breasts and fondling her breasts, he fingered her nipples. As if he was living out his sexual fantasy, he had his wicked way with his mother's tits with one hand while holding her panties to his nose with his other hand and sniffing them.
"Oh, my God," he said.
"What?" She stopped stroking him. "What's wrong?"
"I can't believe this is happening. I've never been as sexually excited as I am now. I'm going to cum. I need a tissue," he said. "Hurry."
"Don't cum. Not yet. Hold back," she said stroking him really slow. "Hold. Think of something, anything. Think of baseball. Think of holding my bra instead of sniffing my panties."
Not wanting to get him too sexually excited too soon, she stopped stroking him. The last thing she wanted was for him to prematurely ejaculate. Under the guise and the pretense that she was saving her son from himself, she was having fun masturbating him and she didn't want her sexual fun to prematurely end.
"Oh, my God, I can't hold back. I'm going to cum," he said.
"Give me that," she said taking her panties away from him and tossing them on the floor beside his bed. "Control yourself. You must learn to delay your ejaculation for the pleasure of the woman first," she said.
She remembered her deceased husband climbing on top of her, fucking her, cumming, and climbing off of her to go to sleep without caring if she had an orgasm or was remotely sexually satisfied.
"Okay, I'll try to delay my cumming," he said.
As if preferring to cum in his mother's panties instead of creaming her hand, he grabbed for her panties again. When he was about to cover his cock with her panties and cum in her panties, Brenda did something she wanted to do for years. She covered his cock with her mouth. Afraid to do something like this before, but with her sisters, Carol and Kathy having already done the same with their sons, and her mother having already done this many times to her brother, she leaned down and took her son in her mouth.
With her hand around his stiff prick, she continued stroking him while sucking him. She couldn't believe she had her son's cock in her mouth and by the sexually excited look on his face, he couldn't believe it either. Had it not been for the suggestion and the sexual encouragement from her mother, so turned off and disgusted by incest before, she never would have done anything like this. Had her sisters and her best friend not done as much if not more with their sons, she would never be giving Mark a blowjob now.
Twirling her tongue around his cock as if he was a man who just bought her a lavish dinner resplendent with champagne and a diamond necklace for dessert, she was sucking him now, really sucking him. Knowing he'd be in his room masturbating, which he always does before going to bed, when she first entered his room, she figured she'd give him a hand job. Surprising even herself, she didn't think she'd blow him. Yet, once she started stroking him and once he started feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and sucking her nipples, she was in the mood to suck him. No doubt, she wanted to suck her son as much as he wanted his mother to suck him.
"Cum Mark. Cum. Cum for Mommy. Cum in Mommy's mouth," she said removing his cock to speak.
Taking his cock in her mouth again, she stroked him while sucking him as he felt and fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples.
"Oh, my God, Mom," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her head while humping her mouth and fucking her face.
As if his mother was one of the hookers that he paid to have sex with, he unloaded a huge volume of cum in his mothers' mouth and he watched her swallow. Definitely not a spitter, instead of reacting unfavorably to her son cumming in her mouth, she relished it. She savored his cum and delighted in her son cumming in her mouth as the ultimate compliment. How better for a mother to show her son how much she loved him than for her to blow him? How better for a son to show how much he loved his mother by reciprocating her sexual passion and cumming in her mouth?
"I just wanted to show you what you can expect at the Nude Day party from me, as well as your aunts, my friend, Christine, and your grandmother," she said giving him a kiss on the lips before standing up to leave his room.
"Oh wow," he said. "I'd love for my aunts to give me sex too. I'd love to see your twin sister on her knees and sucking me in the way you just did. I'd love for grandma to give me sex too. And I'd love to see, touch, feel, and suck Christine's big tits."
"Calm down," she said with a laugh. "Maybe if you're good, they'll all give you their panties to sniff," she said.
"I'd like that," he said.
To be continued...
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Moms Against Public Drunk Nudity #13
Jennifer has her wicked incestuous, sexual way with her son.
Even with her living on the planet for 44 years, and even liking who she is as a person, Jennifer thought she knew herself by now. Having experienced these inappropriate, incestuous feelings before, albeit more so recently, it's always so oddly strange how she was so determined and so sexually excited about going through with her devious, incestuous plan one minute but not the next. When she was thinking about having sex with her son last night while masturbating herself, unable to suppress her lust for her son, which she has successfully done many times before, she was ready to go through with having sex with her son this morning. Yet, now that the morning is here, she's having second thoughts.
In the heat of her sexual passion last night while masturbating herself, she thought it was a good idea to have sex with her son, Robert, this morning. While feeling her breasts, fingering her nipples, rubbing her clit, and pleasuring herself with her vibrator and dildo, she couldn't help but think of Robert naked and touching her, licking her, and fucking her. With her feeling horny already, it excited her more to think of having sex with his naked body while pleasuring herself to an orgasm.
Yet, even after giving herself an orgasm, when she could more clearly see things after climaxing, she still thought having sex with Robert this morning was a good idea. Drifting off, she fell asleep with the sexual fantasy of having sex with her son. Playing out in her head in her sexy dreams, even though her dreams were still so fresh in her mind when she awakened, instead of opening her eyes feeling horny, she awakened feeling guilty by the lurid thoughts of having sex with her son. She felt like an incestuous slut. Now, in the bright light of the morning, with her horniness somewhat sated and her incestuous desire abated after masturbating herself and climaxing, Jennifer had second thoughts about going through with what she dreamt and fantasized of doing with her son.
Even though he's already massaged her nearly naked body, how could she continue this lunacy by having not accidental sex, as her mother suggested, but planned sex with him? Even though she's massaged his nearly naked body, it was time to put a stop to this sexual strategy for the sake of saving her son from drinking and whoring. Even though she masturbated him and allowed him to cum all over her tits, that was then and this is now. Stronger in mind than in body, she knew that if she saw him naked and if he saw her naked, that she'd lose all defenses. She knew if she stepped in the shower with him as she had fantasized of doing last night, that she'd suck him and fuck him.
Instead of being sexually attracted to her son, what she felt now were more normal feelings that a mother has and should have for her son. What she felt now weren't sexual feelings. What she felt now diluted her sexual excitement and interrupted her feelings of her incestuous connection with her son. Instead of feeling the sexual excitement this morning that she felt last night, she felt guilt that she'd think of her son in such a forbidden, sexual way. What kind of mother is she to want to have sex with her son?
Yet, more than her wanting him, it wasn't just up to her to want to have sex with her son. Two needed to play this incestuous game. What if he rejected her and didn't want to have sex with her? What if when she was ready to submit to her son, she couldn't go through with it? Now with the darkness of night allowing the light of day to reflect her image in her mirror, instead of horniness, she felt shame for the incestuous feelings that she, as a mother, felt for her son. How dare she? How could she go through with his even under the pretense that she was saving him from himself?
In the way she would have looked at her son before her mother had suggested she, her sisters, and their childhood friend have incestuous sex with their sons, what if he looked at her with contempt. When she offered him her body, what if he looked at her with hatred instead of with love and shame instead of lust? A mother inappropriately lusting over her son, what if he looked at her with pitiful sorrow instead of sexual arousal? Now, instead of wanting to have sex with her son, with her guilty conscience getting in the way of going through with it, she already felt remorse for having misplaced sexual feelings for her son under the pretense of saving him from himself.
The realization of what she thought she was doing for him and what she deemed was a sacrifice on her part, made her wonder if what she was doing was for her own sexual satisfaction and not for his personal salvation. With her becoming just as bad as her mother, an incestuous slut, she questioned how any mother could have sex with their son for any reason. Only torn by her guilt and twisted by her lust, if she didn't have sex with him and if he was killed in a car accident or killed someone else while driving drunk, she'd feel responsible. She'd feel that she could have prevented it, if only she gave him what her mother told her to give him, incestuous sex, everything would be okay.
* * * * *
While imagining him naked and in readiness to take a shower, she stood by the bathroom door and listened. With her heart filled with lust and her head filled with voices, what she heard was just as emotionally disturbing as it was sexually exciting. With an Angel on her right shoulder, she listened to her conscious telling her not to do what she was about to do. With the Devil on her left shoulder, she listened to her libido telling her to walk through yet another incestuous door and have sex with her son as she did the night before.
As if her mother was standing there beside her, she heard her Mother's voice in her head telling her that what she was about to do was the right thing to do. She heard her sisters voices all in agreement that this madness and incestuous method is not only the only way but also the best way to save their sons from killing themselves and/or from killing others while driving drunk. When she put what she was about to do in that justifiable perspective and in that pretense of twisted commonsense, of a mother saving her son, how could she not do what she was about to do? It wasn't about incestuous sex after all or was it? Deceiving herself that she was thinking more of her son's safety that she was about her horniness and sexual frustration, so long as she continued fooling herself that she was doing the right thing, she was okay with having sex with her son.
Taking her hesitating in her self-righteous a step further by invoking her religion, she listened to all of those voices in her head from the Catholic Church. Because Carol always wore her rosary beads around her neck and was quick to fall to her knees to pray, all of her sisters, her mother, and even her childhood friend thought that Carol was the religious one. Conversely, because Jennifer enjoyed wearing sexy clothes, and was quick to fall to her knees to suck cock when she was younger and dumber, they thought that she was the wildest one. Surely not the moral or the most modest one, yet she was cursed with the voice of reason. If God was alive, he'd command her not to have sex with her son. Yet the Bible and literature is filled with incestuous passages of mothers having sex with their sons, brothers having sex with their sisters, and fathers having sex with their daughters.
Using all that she read about incest as her justification to have sex with her son, nonetheless just because the words were written in the Bible and throughout literature doesn't necessarily make what was written true and what she was about to do right. Conversely, just because the word incest was written in laws enacted by old, white men that told her that what she was about to do was illegal, doesn't necessarily make what she was about to do in her eyes and in her son's eyes wrong. Just because she found some sexual satisfaction, a side benefit to saving her son while abating her sexual frustration, killing two birds with one stone, what's so wrong with that?
From the Catholic Nuns in Parochial School, to the Catholic priests giving their lecture of right and wrong in Mass before passing judgment on her in the confessional, she was so confused. Obviously tempted by the Devil, if she proceeded and continued in having sex with her son, deemed to have sinned, she'd be damned to go to Hell and doomed to burn in Hell's fires forever. An internal struggle of right and wrong that had no clear answers albeit that trumped all arguments when her son's life was in jeopardy, the safety of her son is what drove her to continue down the Devil's slippery slope. A criminal offense in most states and a crime in most countries, if only her parishioners in church knew what she was about to do for the sake of her son. Even if they knew, she'd still turn a deaf ear along with her sexy shoulder from them all telling her that what she was about to do was not only wrong but also a sin.
A sin? How dare anyone come into her personal, private life to judge her? Why should it be a sin for a mother to do everything in her power to save her son, even if that meant damning herself by giving her son sex? Putting her son over her God, her religion, and the law, she'd rather be a sinner and a criminal than to be a grieving mother standing over her son's grave. With him on his way to being dead or in jail, she'd rather be a sinner and a criminal than to be without her son. She'd rather be excommunicated and arrested than for her son to be dead.
A sin? Kettle black. She found it odd that those who pointed their judgmental fingers at her the most for having sex with her son, Catholic Priests and Nuns, don't have any children themselves. How could they possibly know what she's feeling after losing her drunken, whoring husband in a fire that was obviously set by the Devil himself? How could they possibly feel what she feels as Robert's mother now with a conscious choice to save him or to let him go? She found it odd that the priests and nuns who questioned her morality have sex with one another and with their parishioners when not verbally, emotionally, and sexually abusing children. How dare they cast their holier than thou light on her when they are the ones who should be looking in the mirror?
If she was still friendly with her girlfriends, with them going about their little lives with their husbands, she could just hear their voices whispering between one another that she had sex with her son. Getting up on their high horses to voice their outrage with their disapproval, if she hadn't already lost her husband in a fire and was still friendly with them, she'd be an outcast in their narrow minded, little community of hypocrites. Even though her reasons for having sex with her son were justifiably valid in her mind, her ex-friends would never understand her decision to have incestuous sex with her son. They'd be just as bad if not worse in their judgment of her than would the Catholic Church.
Even though they'd all publicly shame her, deep down inside, they'd all wish that they were the ones having sex with their sons. They'd all wish they were the ones sucking and fucking their sons while their husbands cheated on them with hookers and strippers. How dare they shame her? How dare they judge her? How dare they all forsake her in her time of need after her husband died by not visiting her and not even calling her to ask how she was doing? If they walked a mile in her shoes, with her son following the same destructive path of his father, they'll all do the same thing that she was thinking about doing now.
She could hear the voice of her dead husband lambasting her for having sex with her son. Yet, with him unable to justify his infidelity, it's not okay that he had sex outside of his marriage. It's not okay that he had sex with multiple, young women nearly half his age. It's not okay that he had sex with hookers and strippers. With his voice haunting her even from the grave, what right does he have to judge her, especially now that he's dead? Dead, dead, dead, he may continue to haunt her, especially after she decides to have sex with her son, but he can't stop her from having sex with her son. How dare he haunt her with his new found morality because she was the one having sex and not him? Surely, if they had a daughter, her deceased husband would be having sex with her too.
She could hear the voice of her psychiatrist telling her that the real reason why she had sex with her son was not to save her son but to pleasure herself. She could hear the voice of her psychiatrist telling her that the real reason why she was having sex with her son was to get back at her mother, her father, and/or her husband. Oh, give me a break. What does he know about a mother's love for her son with him sitting in his leather chair with books lining the bookcases behind him that he doesn't read while staring at his fish tank filled with tropical fish? With him being human and having needs and desires too, who the Hell is he to analyze her? Freely admitted by other psychiatrists, psychiatrists are the craziest people on the planet.
With him thinking so very much about sex and with his psychological analyses always going back to mother and son sexual relationships, Sigmund Freud was the biggest pervert on the planet when he was alive. Otherwise, if he wasn't sexually twisted, he'd never focus so much of his energy on incestuous sex, on mother and son sexual relationships, on father and daughter sexual relationships, and on brother and sister sexual relationships. As if he was psychologically analyzing her along with everyone else in her life, she could just hear his voice now.
"Tell me, how did you get along with your mother?"
"My mother? What does me having sex with my son have to do with my mother?"
"There's always a connection back to your mother," she imagined Dr. Freud saying. "Please answer the question. How did you get along with your mother?"
"I never got along with my mother. From the mailman, to UPS man, to the FedEx man to the pizza delivery man, she was a selfish bitch more concerned about having sex with men outside of her marriage than in caring for us. Then with all of them having their sexual way with my mother, she had sex with whoever came to the door. There were the Fuller Brush man, the Encyclopedia Britannica man, the aluminum siding man, a Jehovah's Witness, and who knows who else. When she wasn't around, we took care of one another with the elder sisters helping the younger sisters," she imagined saying as if she was really talking to Dr. Sigmund Freud.
"I see," she imagined him saying while writing his notes. "Tell me, how did you get along with your father?"
"Which father? My biological father or my pretend father? My biological father drove a UPS truck. My real father was killed in a fire along with my husband, my four sister's husbands, and my childhood friend's husband, while drunk and having sex with hookers and strippers," she imagined saying to Freud.
"I see," she imagined him saying while writing his notes. "Tell me, have you ever had sexual thoughts for you son?"
"I never had sexual thoughts for my son until my mother confessed that she was having sex with her son, my brother. She told my sisters and me that we could safely keep out sons away from drinking and whoring by having sex with them," she said wondering what Sigmund Freud's response would be to that bit of convoluted logic.
"I see," she imagined him saying while writing his notes. "Tell me, is this what drove you to having sex with your son?"
"Yes. We wanted to keep our sons safe by giving them something else to busy themselves with other than drinking, chasing women, and driving drunk," she said.
It was then that she realized that her pretense of having sex with her son wouldn't pass the litmus test when analyzed under the scrutiny of the great, late, Dr. Sigmund Freud.
"I see," she imagined him saying while writing his notes. "Tell me, what you feel when you think about your son?"
"I feel love. I feel the way that any mother would feel about her son. Only, my loving feelings are turned and twisted by sex," she imagined saying.
"I see," she imagined him saying while writing his notes. "Do you feel sexual excitement?"
"Along with a mother's love for her son, yes I feel sexual excitement. I feel lust and passion. I have a deep rooted need to suck and fuck my son while thinking about him licking and fucking me," she imagined saying to the doctor.
"I see," she imagined him saying while writing his notes. "Do you feel guilt, embarrassment, humiliation, shame and/or remorse? Do you feel good about what you sexually did with your son or do you feel bad? If you had the opportunity to change what you did, would you do the same thing and have sex with your son again?"
Choosing not to answer any of those questions in her head, ready to do the dirty deed, instead she put her hand to the bathroom doorknob.
* * * * *
Going where no mother should ever go with her son, she was about to do what no adult mother should do with her adult son. It was one thing for her son to give her son a massage, but it was quite another thing for her to give her son a massage with a happy ending. Now taking her incestuous lust for her son a step further, she was about to take a giant leap beyond what was even acceptable in an incestuous relationship. What was supposed to look more accidental than blatantly obvious, now with no mistaking her intension, she was going to step in the shower with him.
Putting her trust in how her son would react to seeing his mother completely naked and there in the shower with him, she was going to take a shower with him. Yet, more than just taking a shower with her son, she was going to have sex with her son. While touching him, feeling him, licking him, and sucking him everywhere, she was going to make sure that he was squeaky clean. Not only using her hands but also her mouth and her tongue, she was going to wash his dirty, naked body. Making him a mother and son memory, she was going to give him a sexy shower that he's never had before and may never have again.
Standing outside the bathroom door, she felt, fondled, and squeezed her breasts and fingered her nipples through her clothes while thinking of her son naked. While imagining her reaction to seeing him naked, she touched herself with the thoughts of her touching, feeling, stroking, sucking, and fucking him. While imagining his reaction to him seeing her naked, she touched herself with the thoughts of him touching, feeling, fingering, licking, and fucking her. Reaching inside of her blouse and inside of her bra, she fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples. Then, reaching down and inside of her pants, she rubbed her clit and fingered her pussy with the heated thoughts of having incestuous sex with her son.
She listened through the bathroom door to the rustle of him removing his clothes while waiting for her son, Robert, to strip naked before she stripped herself naked too. With the closed bathroom door as her perceived incestuous line to cross, she waited until she heard the water running and him in the shower before she silently and slowly turned the doorknob. She waited until she heard the radio playing and him singing before she silently opened the bathroom door and quickly closed it behind her. With the steam from the shower her cover, as if she was a female vampire suddenly materializing from out of the shadows, she knew that she could see more of him through the foggy glass shower enclosure than he could see of her.



As if he was an exhibitionist and she was a voyeur, she could see him enough of him through the steamy glass. He was washing himself, something she'd love to do. As if he was an actor in a CFNM play, and she was a MILF of a cougar from the audience, a sexy sight to see, she stood to the side and by the sink while watching him soap up his magnificent body. Scrubbing and bubbling him while not missing a spot, she couldn't wait to slowly rub soap all over his naked body. Making sure he touched her here, there, and everywhere, she couldn't wait for him to slowly and methodically rub soap all over her naked body too. She was so very dirty and he needed to take his time in really scrubbing her everywhere to get her clean.
Stroking him, sucking him, and fucking him, she couldn't wait to give her son sex in the shower. Something her husband never wanted to do with her, she wondered if her son would be more adventurous to push her up against the wet, tile shower wall and fuck her. She wondered if he'd bend her over the sink and pound her warm, wet pussy from behind. With her husband not adventurous enough to have sex in public with her but plenty adventurous enough to have sex with hookers and strippers, she wondered if her son would have sex in public with her. She wondered as if they were outside having public sex, in a park or on a beach, if he'd flatten out a towel down on the bathroom floor and take her right there.
Ignoring all of the voices in her head whether pro or con, she took a big breath and summoned the outrageous courage to brazenly open the shower door and stepped inside. Bad enough she had sex with him under the pretense of him giving her a massage and she reciprocating by giving him a massage albeit a massage with a happy ending, feeling so very sexually excited before, now she felt so wicked. Now instead of feeling nervously guilty, she felt seductively sexy. Not even trying to make her incestuous, sexual advances accidental and with no way that she could make her incestuous, sexual advances accidental any longer, she stepped in the shower. As soon as she opened his shower door and stepped inside, she felt like the incestuous slut of a mother that she was. As soon as she gave in to her horniness and lustfulness, she felt like her mother.
"Mom," he said opening his eyes.
With her full C cup breasts, her areolas, and her erect, brown nipples, fully exposed, he stared at her as if he had never seen a naked woman before. Even though he saw a good part of her nearly naked body when he was massaging her, he stared at her as if this was the first time he saw her naked. Instead of rejecting her as she feared he would, he stared at her as if he really wanted her. He stared at her as if this was as much his sexual fantasy as it was her sexual fantasy. As if he wasn't her son but her boyfriend, he gave her a sexy look that she hadn't received in forever and she returned his sexy look as if she wasn't his mother but his lover.
As if watching a live version of Pinocchio but without all of the puppet strings and the telling of lies, and with his cock his sexual temperature gauge and with that growing longer instead of his nose, she stared at him while watching his penis hardened. As if he was a big slab of meat for sale at the supermarket, she viewed him as if he was a fine piece of filet mignon. From his toes to his nose while pausing to stare at his cock in between, she stared at him while looking at every inch of his naked body. She's always had that sexually arousing effect on men and she was glad that she still inspired that kind of sexual desire when she watched his cock stiffen. With no denying that he wasn't sexually attracted to her, the proof of his obvious sexual arousal was in his erection.
"Would you like me to lather your body?" She stared at his cock while waiting for him to answer.
"Yes, I'd like that very much Mom," he said handing her the bar of soap.
She looked at him as if he was a man picking her up in a bar.
"Only, don't call me Mom," she said looking in his brown eyes. "Call me Jennifer, Jen, or Jenny. As if we're doing something wrong, with the both of us standing here naked and with you calling me Mom makes me feel dirty," she said smiling at him while leaning into him to give him a kiss on the lips.
"How can something so good be so dirty?" He returned her smile.
"There isn't," she said, "especially when doing this for all the right reasons."
"And what are those reasons?" He stared at her with curiosity.
"To give you sexual pleasure and for you to give me sexual pleasure," she said instead of telling the real reason was to entice him to stay home and keep him safe from drinking and whoring.
"There's nothing wrong with getting down and dirty, Jen," he said returning her kiss while fully embracing their incestuous relationship.
"You're so dirty, so very dirty," she said soaping up his chest, his stomach, his cock, and his balls before reaching around him to soap his ass.
With his cock nearly poking her in her eye and in her mouth, she squatted to soap his feet and his legs. When she stood to hand the soap to her son, she kissed him and he returned her kiss. Kissing and kissing one another, his hands were all over his mother's naked body while he touched her, felt her, and soaped her.
Washing one another clean, they rinsed the soap off of their bodies before he took his mother in his arms and kissed her as if he was a newlywed on their Honeymoon. He pushed her up against the wet, tile wall and they kissed and kissed as if they were hormonal teenagers instead of blood related adults. Not wanting to miss taking advantage of him in this magical moment, she pushed down on his shoulders as her subtle hint that she wanted him to enter her first with his finger and tongue before penetrating her with his cock. She watched him lower himself to his knees before feeling his fingers rubbing her clit and fingering her hole while feeling his tongue licking her pussy.
Her son was eating her pussy. She couldn't believe her son was eating her pussy. Glad that she finally listened to her mother for once, she was glad that she was not only saving her son from himself but also was ecstatic that she was finally having orgasmic sex. Blood related or not, it's been a long time since she's had sex with anyone other than with herself. Feeling the warmth of an all too fast orgasm, with her hips angled forward, she fell back to the corner of the shower and away from the spray of water that hit her son's back as if they were having sex beneath a waterfall. As soon as she tightened her legs and let out a gasp of delight to let her son know that he made her cum, he stood to meet her lips and kissed her.
Kissing and kissing one another as if they were lovers instead of mother and son, when she received a gentle push on her shoulder, she reciprocated him giving her oral pleasure by lowering herself to her knees to give him oral pleasure. Taking his cock in her hand, she stroked him to a harder erection before taking him in her mouth. Something she refused to do before when she was giving him a massage and he asked her to suck him, she willingly sucked him now. Stroking him faster while sucking him deeper, by the look on his face, she was giving him the blowjob of his life. With the timing not right before, needing to take a smaller step in masturbating him first, she was ready to take a giant leap now in sucking his cock before fucking him. With his cock as hard as it was going to be, she needed him to ram his big, stiff prick in her warm, wet pussy.
The warm water pulsated on her back felt as if she was having a Jacuzzi water massage. She tightened her grip on his cock with her hand and with her lips before slowly and seductively cupping his balls. Now sucking him deeper while stroking him faster, she stopped before he got too sexually excited. Forsaking sucking him now to suck him later, she wanted, she needed, and she had to feel him inside of her. She always wanted to have sex in the shower and finally she was, albeit with her son instead of with her husband.
As soon as she stood, he turned her and pushed her up against the shower wall and kissed her while dry humping her. Making sure that he could fill her with all of his cock, bracing herself against the wall, she lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist while reaching down to position his cock by her pussy. She was so wet and if the water was a magic glue that bonded them together, he was tightly inside of her. A son's hairy, hard cock inside of a mother's warm, wet pussy, incestuous sex doesn't get any more erotic than this. She was so ready and as if he was filling all of her sexual needs while filling her pussy, she was doing her duty as a loving mother by distracting him with incestuous sex to keep him home safe and alive.
Humping her harder while humping her faster, he held her as tight as if he did at his father's funeral. Twelve years later, never did she expect that she'd be having sex with her 23-year-old son. She fucked her son as if she was saying fuck you to everyone. She fucked her son as if she was saying fuck you to Puritanical Society as a whole. As if saying fuck you all to her ex-girlfriends, to the Catholic Church, to the priests, to the nuns, to her parishioners, to the law against incest, to her psychiatrist, especially to Dr. Sigmund Freud, she embraced her son with glee that she was saving him.
To be continued...
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Moms Against Public Drunk Nudity #14
Mistress Carol shows her son, Tom, who wears the pants in the family.
'Don't touch me! How dare you touch me? Don't you ever touch me in a sexual way without my expressed permission," she said while looking at him with the sternness of a mean teacher. Not allowing him to get away with groping her, she didn't let it go.
'Sorry,' she imagined him saying while obviously confused by her Dr. Jeckyl, Mr. Hide, and Sybil type personality.
'Sorry isn't good enough,' she imagined saying to her son, Tom, while pinching his nipples hard enough for him to fall to his knees. 'You need to be punished,' she thought while imagining cracking her whip with a loud snap across his naked ass.
'Not good enough?' She imagined him looking at her with a face full of confusion. 'What do you mean?'
'You need to be disciplined,' she imagined saying with confidence while erecting herself to her full 5'9" posture without heels and over 6' with heels.
'Disciplined? I'm not a child mother,' she imagined him saying.
'It's Mistress Carol to you and not mother,' she imagined saying.
'Mistress Carol?'
'Obviously you need me to show you how a man must treat a woman,' imagined Carol saying without verbalizing any of what she was thinking but always wishing that she could.
* * * * *
A Domme trapped in a daughter/sister/mother's body, it was time that she emerged as if a black, widow spider albeit in leather weaving a web. Now was the time to remove and distance herself from her assumed role to become who she needed and always wanted to be. Wanting to be touched and needing to be felt, of course, especially sexually, but only when she was in the mood to be touched and felt. She used to fantasize about punishing and disciplining her husband for touching her in a sexual way. If only she could back then, she would.
She would have loved to have had more control over her deceased husband. With a collar around his neck, she would have loved to have led him around on a leash as if he was a dog and she was his Mistress. Yet, she was just another woman in a man's world. Unless she was a professional Dominatrix with paying clients, men who wanted her to order them, discipline them, punish them, and control them, she'd never know what it felt like to exert that kind of power and control over a man.
Oh, if only she was a professional Dominatrix, she'd show men a thing or two about how they all needed to be punished, disciplined, and so controlled. Only and realistically, how many men would allow their wives to punish them and discipline them for touching them in a sexual way? How many women would want to punish and discipline their husbands and/or their boyfriends for touching them in a sexual way?
Not every woman has the need in them to so control men. Not every woman wants the responsibility of control over men when assuming the role of Dominatrix. Yet, now that her husband was no longer alive, now that her son was an adult, and now that she's already had incestuous sex with her son, she was finally free to do whatever she wanted sexually albeit with her limited audience of one man.
Being that she was just now beginning a sexual relationship with her son, Tom, as if he was a puppy and a dirty dog, this may be a good time to train him in not only how to treat her but also in how to treat his lover, even if his lover is presently his mother. With him ripe for the submissive role and her taking the dominant part, after she sexually teased him by flashing him her pussy and tits, before she sucked his cock, she wondered how her son would react to her saying such things to him about domination and discipline. With him the weak one and her the strong one, she wondered what his reaction would be to him playing the submissive role and her playing the part of the aggressor. Now that she received in the mail all that she needed to play her role as his Domme, she was excited to wear it. Fantasizing that he'd approve, she wondered what her son's reaction would be to seeing her in the outfit she bought online for such an auspicious occasion of training him to be her sexual slave.
If only he knew what she was thinking, she wondered what he'd say. Obviously what he thought he was buying into by having incestuous sex with his mother was so much more than that. If only he knew what he was getting into, he may have declined her his help to show her how to do sit ups. Obviously for him to have sex with his mother, he had no idea that she had control, discipline, and punishment issues. Now with her in charge, he was her obedient servant and soon to be her submissive, sexual slave.
As if she was a spider and he was a dumb fly, she had him trapped in her web and all she had to do was to suck the juice right out of his prick for him to be her Domme/sub playtime, sexual victim. If only if he knew what she was really like sexually, she wondered if he'd still want to have sex with her. If only he knew the passion she had inside of her to control, discipline, and punish men, he should be afraid. Unless, unlike his father, maybe he'd be open to the idea of being disciplined and punished. Unlike his father, just as she had the need to control men, he had the need to be so controlled.
Only, she'd never hurt him. He was her son and she loved him. She just needed him to obey her, especially when it came to him drinking and whoring. Wouldn't he be shocked if he knew his mother was a want-to-be Domme finally getting to practice her craft on him before practicing her craft on others as a professional Dominatrix?
* * * * *
When her mother came up with the idea of her, her sisters, and her childhood friend having incestuous sex with their sons, she acted disgusted by the prospect of having sex with her own son. With her mother giving her the reason to have sex with her son, if only her sisters all knew how sexually aroused she was with the thought of not only crossing the incestuous line but also embracing incest and making it part of her life, they'd all be shocked. Yet, even though she feigned her outrage at the mere thought of having incestuous sex with her son, she couldn't wait to have incestuous sex with her son. Her means to an end, more than having incestuous sex was the thought of finally having physical, emotional, and sexual control over a man and that man was her son. It was such a perfect plan. What she would do for her son in saving him, he would do for her in allowing her to live her life as a Domme controlling him.
With her son being such a bad man with his drinking, whoring, and total disregard and disrespect for her, he needed to be punished. With him out of control with alcohol, strippers, and hookers, he needed to be disciplined. Who better to punish and discipline her son than his mother? Wouldn't he be surprised to discover that his mother is a Domme? It is what it is and life's a bitch when what comes around goes around. What she was unable to do with her husband, she could now do with her son. Just by allowing him to see her pussy and tits and just by giving him a blowjob, she was already in control of him, albeit in sexual control of him. Now that he's interested, the rest, the teasing and training of him would be easy.
More than merely controlling him sexually, she's been going through his closets lately and now she knows the real truth about him. She knows that he's a really bad man, a man who deserves to be punished, discipline, and controlled. Against her expressed wishes, a violation of her rules, in utter disregard and in total disrespect of her, and too lazy to switch them over from the hangers he gets at the dry cleaners, he's been hanging his clothes on wire hangers instead of wooden ones. When she saw all of the wire hangers in his closet, she couldn't believe her eyes.
Even after she told him and retold him not to use wire hangers, he still uses them. He disobeyed her. How dare he? How many times must she tell him not to use wire hangers? How many wooden hangers must she buy him before he uses them? How dare he disobey her even with such a little thing as using wire hangers?
Perhaps nitpicking but an important issue to her, she suddenly felt a little bit like Faye Dunnaway when she played Joan Crawford in Mommie Dearest. With him not cleaning his room, taking out the trash, and sleeping late, she had a lot of pet peeves to satisfy with her son now perceived as her sub and with her taking on the dominant role as his Domme. Oh, yeah, she'll fix his ass. Now that she was the Domme in control of her son, done with being the nice Mom, with her assuming the role as Mistress Carol, the party is over.
As soon as she returned home from Audrey's house after discussing what to do with their sons, excited by the thought of having sex with her son, Carol was already online shopping for all that she needed to play her dominant Domme role. After she ordered all that she needed to assume her new identity for her to play her sexual role and reign in her powerful position over her son, she masturbated herself while imagining dominating him. While pulling and twisting her nipples, she fingered her pussy with the thoughts of finally regaining control of him by teasing him with the promises of sex. She imagined pulling down his pants, putting him over her knee, and spanking him when he disobeyed her and/or whenever he disrespected her.
She'd love to discipline and punish her son in front of her mother, her sisters, and her best friend to show them all what she's capable of doing with a man, even her own son, especially her own son. Exposing his cock to all in the room, if he dared to get an erection, she'd punish him for that too. Excited by the prospect of finally having physical, emotional, and sexual control over a man, how deliciously perverse it would be for a mother to be in sexual control of her son. Just the mere thought of punishing him and disciplining him, sent shivers through her body that she never felt with her husband. After living for twelve, long sexually frustrating years without a man's touch sexual or otherwise, she had her son to give her what she so needed now. Alive with the thoughts of finally being in control of her sexual destiny, truth be told, she'd rather physically and emotionally control her son than to have sex with him.
* * * * *
Buying sexual toys, whips, paddles, handcuffs, and chains, along with sexual aids for herself, vibrators and dildos that she hasn't purchased since before her husband died, she bought a black leather outfit that fit her as if it was a second skin. It looked painted on in the way that it hugged her every curve. Such a huge sexual transformation, as if she underwent liposuction, not that she needed to undergo liposuction, the sexy getup shaped her ass, pushed up her breasts, and showed off her shapely, long legs. With the tops of her breasts exposed, showing a lot of jiggling cleavage, an understatement, the outfit made her look hot, as hot if not hotter than any professional Dominatrix.
She looked as hot as she looked the last time she wore something like this when attending a Halloween masquerade swingers' party with her husband more than 15 years ago. Those were the days but abandoning her at the party, her husband latched onto younger women, women who were too young, too pretty, and too sexy to warrant anything but her jealousy, possessiveness, and anger. Unable to compete with them and satisfy her husband's sexual appetite for women nearly half his age, her swinging days were over before they even began. Rather to stay and watch him having anal sex with 18-year-old whores, she'd rather not know what her husband was doing when she wasn't with him.
Even at her young age back then, she couldn't compete with younger women who were willing to do everything and anything to please a man. Against her feelings of wanting to control and dominate men, she couldn't even control and dominate her own husband. Besides, dominating men wasn't what the swinging lifestyle was about. The swinging lifestyle was more about women being submissive to men than men being submissive to women.
Nonetheless, she learned some things about herself when she ventured into the swinging lifestyle albeit for a brief period of time. Young and dumb, barely 27-years-old, as a married woman with a young son, she thought her wild and crazy, sexual life was behind her. Never knowing for a second that she'd enjoy the sexual attention of other men as much as she did, she wore a revealing, Dominatrix outfit as her costume more to humor her husband that to satisfy some sexual need she had within her to control him. Yet, once she saw herself in the mirror, something miraculous happened. As if she was looking at her sexual alter ego, she was hooked by her physical, emotional, and sexual transformation. Wow, the perfect Domme, she couldn't believe how hot she looked.
Suddenly feeling confidently in control, her reflection revealed who she really was, a Domme trapped in a mundane, housewife's life. She needed to divorce her husband to assume her new role. Being that was who she was, going against the grain, she couldn't allow her husband to disrespect her by allowing him the sexual pleasure of having sex with young women in front of her. Unless she was there with a collar around his neck and a leash attached to her wrist, neither being married to her husband and/or participating in the swinging lifestyle was for her.
Only, the death of her husband put her plans of domination, discipline, punishment, and control on the back burner. With her the sole parent responsible for her young son's upbringing getting in the way of her plans to become a self-imposed Domme, perhaps even a professional Dominatrix, she put her feelings of control and domination aside, until now. Now that her son was sexually interested in her, she was ready to assume control of her son in the way that she was unable to assume control of her husband.
* * * * *
Her outfit included a low cut and form fitting attached corset, with zippers here and zippers there at the ready to expose her braless breasts, panty less pussy, and/or even her naked ass. She further looked the stereotypical part of a Dominatrix with her black, thigh high, stiletto boots and elbow length gloves. Looking much like Halley Berry as Catwoman but with white skin, blonde hair, and bigger tits or Michelle Pfeifer but without the mask and again with bigger tits, she felt sexy wearing this outfit. With this revealing, sexy attire more her style, she wished she could wear this Domme outfit every day. She wished she had a Domme outfit in different fabrics and colors for every day of the weeks.
She wished she could wear this Domme uniform for the sexual pleasure of her son in the way she always wanted to wear something like this for the sexual pleasure of her husband. She wished she had the courage to wear this outfit outside when shopping at the market, going to the Post Office, or buying gas for her car. So long as she shopped at Wal-Mart, with some of the outrageous sights she's seen there while roaming the aisles, she didn't think that anyone would notice her. Actually, a good way for her to get clients and men interested in her, she'd love to walk around in public while dressed as a Dominatrix. Oh, my God, just the thought of doing something like that made her so sexually aroused. Yet, more than feeling sexually aroused, she already felt in physical, emotional, and sexual control of men.
Only, wearing something like this to a Halloween costume party was one thing, but when her husband was alive, wearing this in her bedroom was expressly forbidden. He didn't want her to be the Domme with him assuming the role as the sub. He didn't want to be controlled, punished, and/or disciplined. If anyone was dishing out punishment and discipline, it would be him controlling her.
With her husband much the aggressor and not into discipline, punishment, and bondage, he'd never give up the control that he had over her. Even with her riling against him and trying to take control from him, not budging an inch, he was the one who always wanted and needed to be in control. In their house, whether he knew it or not and whether she riled against it or not, he was the Dom and she was the sub. Now that he's dead and buried, she stepped in her newly assumed role not as a sub, not as a Dom, but as a Domme.
* * * * *
For sure, things were different at Carol's house with her 22-year-old son, Tom, than they were at Audrey's house with her 24-year-old son, Gary, or Brenda's house with her 24-year-old son, Mark, and at Jennifer's house with her 23-year-old son, Robert. With Carol the ruler of her roost and not her son, albeit even with her iron fist and her strong will, she was still unable to keep him in line with the drinking and whoring. Maybe her mother was right. Maybe incestuous sex was the only way to control him. Perhaps this sexy Dominatrix outfit was her way to keep him not only inline but also interested in her enough to keep him safely at home.
Nonetheless her bitchiness and her control issues of always needing to be in charge, the one time that she sexually softened enough to enjoy herself was when she flashed her son her tits and pussy before sucking his cock. Now, somewhat regretting her decision to give him sex so soon, she may have given her son the wrong impression that she was the sub and he was the Dom when, of course, it was the other way around with her the Domme and him the sub. Oh, no, that will never work with him thinking that he's in control, especially in sexual control of his mother.
With her not ready to repeat the sexual relationship that she had with her husband with her son, she needed to lay her ground rules right from the start. In the way that her husband cheated on her with younger women, she didn't want her son doing the same, at least not until she gave him her permission and her blessings for him to begin a relationship with another woman. Then and only then would she relinquish the physical, emotional, and sexual control that she hoped to have over him.
In a weak moment, after she unmercifully, sexually teased him by exposing her pussy and her breasts to him, while wearing her sexy, short, low cut nightgown, under the pretense of him showing her how to do sit ups, she may have made a dreadful mistake. Disregarding her role playing as a Domme for the sake of saving her son with sex, in the way she acted that night was not the way that a typical Domme should act. Not really thinking it all through while being caught up in the sexual moment, giving up her control of him, now she was paying the price for her submissiveness. Now her son took unwelcomed liberties of touching and feeling her sexy body through her clothes.
'How dare he touch her in such a sexually disrespectful way, even if she showed him her tits and pussy and even if she sucked his cock? She'll show him. Just wait and see,' she thought while plotting her moves and planning her strategy.
* * * * *
Thinking that touching her, feeling her, and groping her was appropriately permissible now that she sucked his cock, assuredly it wasn't. Every time he saw her in the morning and/or passed her in the hall at night, impaling her mouth with his tongue, he greeted her with a kiss on her lips, a squeeze of her shapely, firm ass, and a feel of her big breasts. As if it was his right to do so and as if he was the designated man of the house after his father died, when she gave him the unspoken go ahead by giving him sex, his hands were all over her shapely body. Definitely, nipping this in the bud, she was determined to put a stop to him taking sexual advantage of her.
Being that it's been so very long since she'd been sexually touched and felt by a man, at first she enjoyed being touched and felt up by her son. With his touch making her feel sexy before, yet when not in the mood for his sexual hanky-panky, his gropes made her feel dirty now. Just as her deceased husband used and sexually abused her at his whimsy, with him demanding his wife give him sex whenever he wanted her to give him sex, her son was already following in his footsteps by groping her whenever he felt like groping her. Truth be told, glad to be rid of her lying, cheating husband, and not eager to have another man in her life bossing her around while she waited on him and served him, she's been living her life in control of her own destiny for the past twelve years.



Yet, more than the unwelcomed touches, feels, and gropes of her son that started ever since she had sex with him, she's had no privacy. Her always on the surface feelings of being sexually used and emotionally abused with her husband were beginning to resurface now with her son. Never having to lock her doors before, she'd been locking her doors now. Whether she was in her bedroom undressing for bed or dressing for the start of her day, he'd barge in to watch her undress and/or dress. At first it was sexy fun and erotically appealing to play the incestuous, sexual games of peek-a-boo with her playing the MILF of a cougar seductress. Yet, as if he's never seen a woman in her bra and panty, topless, or naked before, he'd stare at her as if he was a sexual offender hitting the voyeuristic jackpot. In the way he stared at her, as if he was about to rape her, he made her feel so exposed that he made her feel uncomfortable.
The same now happens with her in the bathroom taking a shower. Without giving her the courtesy of knocking, he feels entitled to just open the door and walk right in under the pretense that he had something so important to say that it couldn't wait until she was in her towel. In the way he leers at her, he makes her feel so naked. Sexually exciting at first for him to see her in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked, him violating her privacy is a nuisance now.
Now, when stealthily walking in the kitchen and she was standing at the sink preparing food, he surprises her by coming up behind her to hump her while rubbing his pajama clad erection against the crack of her ass through her clothes. Normally enjoying the sensation of a man dry humping her when she was in the mood, when she wasn't sexually aroused, that unwanted attention and unwelcomed sexual behavior turned her stomach. For the sake of saving her son from himself by hoping to stop him from drinking and whoring, but now exhibiting the same, bad, sexual behavior with her instead of with his whores, it was her fault for opening up this Pandora's Box. Much like father like son, maybe there was something amiss in his genetic code with him now exhibiting the same bad, sexual behavior of his father. How dare he think that he can take control of her when she was the one who was about to take control of him.
If his dry humping and rubbing his cock against her ass wasn't enough, he'd reach up to caress her D cup breasts in his horny hands while fingering her big nipples. Not wanting to discourage his sexual interest in her, but rather wanting to encourage his sexual interest in her, for fear that he may return to his drinking and whoring, she endured his inappropriate feels and touches. Yet, what bothered her more than him French kissing her, squeezing her ass, dry humping her ass, and feeling her tits while fingering her nipples, was him cupping her pussy through her pants or going up her short skirt to cup her pussy through her panty. She needed to be in the mood for him to touch her there.
Hardly a virgin and not anywhere near being a prude, it was the fact that he acted as if her body was his body to do whatever he wanted to do to it, whenever he wanted. Wanting to be the one in control, she didn't appreciate being so sexually assaulted and controlled first by her husband and now by her son. She didn't like the fact that he now assumed that her ass was his ass. She didn't like the fact that he now assumed that her tits were his tits. Wanting everything on her terms, she didn't like to be groped and manhandled.
Truth be told, with her always wanting the attention of men, nevertheless she never liked being touched, especially touched sexually, unless she invited the man to touch her. If anyone was going to be manhandled, she'd grope and woman handle him. Woman handle? Other than in the Urban Dictionary, more evidence that it's a man's world, there's not even a word in the dictionary for woman handle, yet there's one for manhandle, of course.
Now that she thinks more about it, why wouldn't he feel that he could touch and feel her anytime he wants? It was her fault that he felt that way. She sucked his cock after all, he came in her mouth, and she swallowed her own son's cum. Being that she sexually teased him before taking inappropriate liberties with his body, now it was his turn to take inappropriate liberties with her body. Only, more repulsive to her than blowing him, not that she was repulsed by that sexual act at all, she wasn't, was that he acted as if he owned her.
His dominate attitude is the thing that pissed her off. She didn't like to be owned by any man. If anyone was going to own anybody, she was going to take ownership of him. He acted as if she was his bitch to do whatever he wanted to do with her. If anyone was going to be the bitch in this family, he was going to be her bitch. This was her time to wear the pants in this family.
No way. This little sexual relationship wasn't going to continue under his rules. This little sexual relationship will continue under her rules or not at all. She was still his mother and even if she is an incestuous slut, she still deserves respect. He needs to back the fuck off. He needs to be taught a lesson. He needs to learn some discipline. He needs to be punished. He needs to feel the point of her high heeled boot on his balls, the heaviness of her hand across his face, and the sting of her whip across his broad back, and the feel of her paddle spanking his naked ass.
* * * * *
That night, no doubt hoping she was standing there in her bra and panty, topless, or naked, when he burst in her bedroom under the pretense that he had her tell her something that was so very important that it couldn't wait, she was ready for him. Dressed in her painfully tight, black leather Dominatrix outfit resplendent with thigh high, stiletto boots, elbow length gloves, and whip, she greeted him as Mistress Carol as soon as he flung open her bedroom door. Oh, yeah, giddy up, there's a new sheriff in town and this cowboy would be kowtowing to this cowgirl or else.
"Mom?"
"Mom? From now on I'm Mistress Carol to you," she said stiffening her posture and raising her chin.
"Mistress Carol? Are you serious?"
He laughed and when he did she gave him a look that would melt metal while snapping her whip against the hardwood floor.
"Do you think you can just barge in my room without knocking?"
She looked at him as if he wasn't her son but some strange, little, fat, bald man that she had taken on as her BDSM client.
"Sorry Mom, I mean Mistress Carol," he said giving her a snide, little look.
If only she had a dungeon, she'd show him. She'd chain him to the wall and leave him there after whipping him into submission.
"How dare you disrespect me by looking at me in that way? Who do you think you are?"
When he moved his gaze downward as if she was royalty and he was her loyal subject, her transformation of dominance was working. By the apologetic look on his face, he was already acting contrite and submissive.
"Sorry."
Now that she had him, she needed to turn and twist her screw of obedience with punishment, discipline, and control.
"Sorry?" She stared at him as if she hated him when she loved him enough to save him from himself. "Sorry isn't good enough," she said snapping her whip in her hand as if it was a belt folded in half.
Frightening him, he took a step back.
"Not good enough?" He looked at her as if she was someone else who had invaded his house and took control of his mother's body. "What do you mean?"
Fear replaced his look of sexual arousal when he first burst through her bedroom door without knocking no doubt with the hopes of catching her in her bra and panty, topless, or even naked.
"You need to be punished for opening my bedroom door without knocking," she said pointing her whip at him. "You need to be punished for not respecting my privacy. You need to be punished for groping me whenever the Hell you feel like groping me. You need to be disciplined for still using wire hangers instead of wooden ones," she said snapping the whip against the hardwood floor hard enough to make him jump with the crack.
Wishing she could have done this with her husband, she was so enjoying doing this with her son.
"I promise to knock before opening your bedroom and bathroom door. I promise to respect your privacy. I'll go remove the wire hangers from my closet right now," he said turning to leave too late when the end of her whip snapped against his pajama clad ass. "Ow! Jesus Christ! That fucking really hurt," he said rubbing his buttocks.
He looked at her with tears in his eyes and instead of feeling bad, she felt invigorated. Indeed, no longer his mother, she was his Domme.
"Take off those pajamas," she said staring at the bulging impression his cock made in his pajama bottoms in the way that he always stared at the impressions her big nipples made in her nightgown.
She looked at him with sexual arousal while he looked at her with fear.
"But I'm not wearing any underwear," he said.
With a toss of her head, she flicked back her long, naturally blonde hair while running a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
"That's all the better," she said forsaking her whip to remove an oversized, wooden paddle from beneath her pillow.
As if the paddle was a double sided mirror and she was the evil, wicked queen in Snow White, she held it up to examine both sides of it before focusing her stare to her son.
'Mirror, mirror in my hand, who's the Dominatrix Queen in all the land,' she thought to herself.
"Holy shit," he said with a gulp when he saw the paddle. "Where'd you get that? Where'd you get all of these things?"
Obviously approving the way his sexy mother looked in her Dominatrix outfit, he stared at her as if she was an ice cold six pack of beer on a hot day.
"Silence! Drop your pajamas now," she said slapping the paddle against the palm of her hand to make a loud slapping noise.
The sound of the paddle against the meat of her open hand scared him and he jumped into obedience.
"Okay, okay," he said allowing his pajama bottoms to fall to his ankles.
Staring at her staring at him, he stood there with his cock and testicles exposed to his mother.
"Now turn around and bend over," she said.
With the color draining from his face, he looked at her as if she was crazy.
"Turn around? Bend over? Now wait just one minute," he said.
Not allowing this long awaited moment to escape her, she took control of the situation.
"Do it now!"
This time obeying her, he turned around and bent at the waist while she stepped forward with her raised paddle in hand.
"One for opening my bedroom door without knocking. Slap! Two for opening my bathroom door without knocking. Slap! Slap! Three for trying to French kiss me every time you see me. Slap, slap, slap! Four for squeezing my ass, groping my tits, and fingering my nipples through my clothes," she said. "Slap, slap, slap, slap!"
"Ow! Fuck! Jesus fucking Christ! Holy shit! Enough. I've had enough. Okay?"
Then, she leaned her arm all the way back as if she was about to pitch a fastball to home plate.
"And five for cupping my pussy through my pants and cupping my pussy through my panty when going up my short skirt," she said ending his spanking. "Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! You're my little bitch now," she said.
He turned to look at her with tears running down his face from fifteen whacks of her paddle.
"Ow! Jesus Christ Mom, that really fucking hurt," he said rubbing his ass.
As if she was the one who was just spanked with a paddle, she stared at him with anger when he voiced his complaint with foul language.
"Do you want more? I can give you more whacks for using foul language in my house and in my presence," he said.
Obviously biting his tongue in the way he was looking at her, he didn't further complain.
"No, I've had enough," he said.
Showing him no mercy, not even verbally, she didn't care that he was crying. She didn't care that she hurt him. She was in control of him now and he had better obey or he'd be punished and disciplined again.
"And it's Mistress Carol and not Mom," she said with a vengeance.
He looked at her with confusion.
"Huh?"
She looked at him in the way her husband looked at her when he wanted her not to resist but to comply.
"You called me Mom again," she said spitting out the word Mom as if it was something dirty and evil.
He looked at her as if she was someone else or if she was on some kind of mind altering and mood possessing drug.
"I did?"
Not allowing him to get away with anything, she demanded his respect.
"You did."
He wiped away his tears with one hand while rubbing his buttocks with the other.
"Sorry Mistress Carol," he said.
With him already defeated, she told him what she wanted, what she needed, and what she expected from him.
"Tomorrow, I expect you up early, 7am, to make me breakfast, one egg over easy, two sausages, two pieces of toast with margarine and cherry jelly, orange juice, and coffee black no sugar," she said.
He looked at her as if he was a subservient waiter taking her order instead of her son.
"Sure, I can do that."
She gave him a self-satisfied smile of victory.
"Every day you're to make and serve me breakfast in bed," she said widening her smile.
Expecting him to do so, she waited for him to protest but he didn't.
"Every day? Yeah, okay. No problem," he said.
She smiled without even answering him.
"The trash goes out tonight," she said.
He looked at her in the way that an employee looks at his boss instead of a son looking at his mother.
"Okay," he said.
He looked sad. He looked defeated. Yet, judging him by his emerging erection, he looked sexually excited.
"And I'll be checking your closet for wire hangers later," she said giving him that self-satisfied smile again.
Obviously thinking that she was kidding about the wire hangers before, he gave her a look of horror now.
"I'll take care of that right now," he said stopping himself before leaving. "May I leave?"
Already a loyal servant to her whimsy, he did everything but bow.
"Yes, you do that but I'll be watching you," she said raising her middle and index fingers in the shape of a VEE and moving them to her eyes before moving them to him as if she was a snake ready to strike with her fangs. "Now get out of my room. I'll call you when I need you."
He turned to look at her one more time.
"Only..."
Looking as if he had second thoughts about what he was about to say, he looked uncomfortable.
"Only what?"
She picked up her whip ready to use it should he disrespect her with what he was about to say.
"From now on..."
He looked from his mother dressed in her sexy Dominatrix outfit to look at the whip before staring at all that his mother was showing in her revealing tight, leather outfit.
"From now on what?"
"Will you always be dressed like that?"
With his cock sticking straight out and pulsating, he stared at her in the way that he no doubt stared at strippers and hookers but never dared stare at his mother in that inappropriate, sexual way.
To be continued...
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All in the hope of saving her son from the Devil, Kathy contemplates the thought of willingly sacrificing her ass to her son.
As if given permission to have incestuous sex with her son by her mother, Kathy felt encouraged by the honest and open dialogue and the positive feedback received from her sisters and family friend for her to continue having an incestuous, sexual relationship with her son. Only a bit different from what they all discussed, Kathy planned to take a different route in the salvation of her son, something a little kinkier. Where her sisters were giving their sons hand jobs and blowjobs while talking about having vaginal intercourse with them, instead she planned to have anal sex with her 21-year-old son, Jimmy.
As if incestuous sex wasn't forbidden enough, she could only imagine how wicked she was in thinking about having deeply, penetrating, anal sex with her son. Something she'd love to do, it's one thing to give her son a hand job and/or a blowjob but, having never considered having anal sex with her son until now, she wondered if he'd want to have anal sex with her. Forgoing vaginal penetration for now, if she could pick one way to experience an orgasm, she'd love to be penetrated anally. Being that it's been so very long since she's had vaginal sex, it's been even longer since she's had anal sex.
With her giving herself to her son in her hopeful attempt to save him from himself, and with her always enjoying anal sex in the past, she wanted to get something out of this forbidden, sexual arrangement too. Now thinking more about the reality of having anal sex with her son, she wondered if Jimmy could give her an orgasm while fucking her anally. Barely 18-years-old when she first had anal sex, never has she felt a more powerful and longer lasting orgasm, than the one she experienced when having regular anal sex with an old boyfriend so very long ago.
Prior to her mother confessing that she was having regular sex with her son, Ralph, her brother, Kathy would have never considered having incestuous sex with her son, Jimmy. No way, totally off limits, right up there with being raped and forced to have sex with a stranger, incestuous sex was forbidden. Before her mother's sexual, incestuous confession, the mere thought of having incestuous sex with her son sickened her, as well as it should. What mother in her right mind would have incestuous sex with her son, especially anal sex, now that she's considering having anal sex with her son too?
Yet, had her mother not given a convincing argument why having incestuous sex with their sons was the best way to save them from alcohol and whoring, none of her sisters and her best friend would have ever considered doing such a forbidden thing. Had her mother not already successfully tested her theory by having incestuous sex with her son, she never would have believed the premise. With her brother the only man absent from the inferno that killed her father, her brothers-in-law, and the husband of her best friend, her mother's claim that she saved her son by giving him incestuous sex proved correct. Had her mother not convinced her of having incestuous sex with her son, she never would have thought of the notion of having anal sex with her son.
She blamed her son for his drinking and his whoring for forcing her to have incestuous with him, while now thinking about having anal sex with him as her way of saving him. She blamed her mother for coming up with the idea of her, her sisters, and her best friend having incestuous sex with their sons. She blamed everyone else but herself for her sexual lust in wanting to use her son to sexually satisfy her anally. If anything, she was the innocent victim going along for the ride. Yet, now that she's a passenger on this sexually twisted, express elevator ride straight to Hell, why not make the most of it by having anal sex with her son?
There are lots of mother and son bonding ways she could have done with her son other than having incestuous sex with him, admittedly none of which would save him from himself. Instead of having anal sex with him, perhaps she could have gone for a ride with him to the mall to go shopping, to the cinema to see a movie, or to the beach to lay out in the hot sun. The last thing she thought she'd be doing with her son is having forbidden sex with him, never mind having anal sex with him. Yet, what disgusted her about her having incestuous sex with him before appealed to her now with the thoughts of having anal sex with him.
Eating her cake while having sex with him too, with it being a very long time since anyone has fucked her in her ass, she used to enjoy having anal sex. A time just before her husband and the birth of her son, the best feeling she ever had was when her old boyfriend, a man much older than her, tossed her salad by licking her ass while fingering her pussy at the same time. Wow! She's never cummed as hard. Then, when he took her anally, thinking that it would hurt and she'd hate it, she loved it. In hindsight, had she stayed with anal sex, instead of vaginal sex, she never would have gotten pregnant. Yet, her son, the love of her life, she's glad that she had him when she did, more than twenty years ago, when she was 20-years-old.
* * * * *
If only her friends and other relatives knew about her, her mother, her sisters, and her best friend's inappropriate, incestuous sexual behavior with their adult sons, they'd never believe what goes on behind their closed, bedroom doors. They'd all be shocked. No doubt, they'd all disapprove, an understatement. They'd all be appalled and would look upon them as incestuous whores and their sons as degenerates. Bad enough that theses mothers are willingly having sex with their sons but, the other side of the coin, what son would willingly have sex with their mother? Which is worse and more to blame, the mother or her son? With their sons just going along for the ride, the women were all twisted to agree to this forbidden sexual arrangement under the pretense that it was okay because they were saving their sons.
Now with her thinking about having anal sex with her son, even her sisters, her mother, well maybe not her mother but her best friend, may shake their heads in disbelief. If her private, sexual life was open to public speculation, discussion, and dissection, she could only imagine the public opinion of her inappropriate, incestuous, sexual behavior with her son to those who didn't understand her reason why she chose to give her son incestuous sex. Now that she was pondering the thought of giving her son anal sex, she could only imagined what they'd say.
Yet, it wasn't as if she was having forbidden, incestuous sex for herself. Uh-uh, no way, it would be absurd that she was having incestuous sex with her son for herself. Oh, no. Truth be told, she was forcing herself to have incestuous sex with precious her son to save him from the Devil and from the certain, disastrous fate that drinking and whoring that befell his father, his grandfather, his uncles, and the husband of their family friend. Yeah, that's it, she kept telling herself until she really started to believe it. She wasn't having sex with her son for herself but, rather, for the salvation of him.
Oh, yeah, if anything, for helping to put her son on the righteous path in the way that her mother saved her brother, Ralph, she was more of a saint and a martyr than she was an incestuous slut. Rather than damning her son, she took and put the Devil and his damnation upon her mortal soul than on her son's soul. Willing to burn in all eternity for the sake of Jimmy, she was sacrificing herself for her son. Yeah, that's it, that's her story and she's sticking to it. Believing that she was saving her son, she felt better about the idea of wanting to anally fuck her son with that self-justification in mind.
From the lips of her mother, her defense, she had what she thought was a bulletproof argument that would stand up in any court of law should she be found out and arrested for having incestuous sex with her son, especially anal sex. Her defense was that she wasn't having incestuous, anal sex with her son, not really, she was just saving her son from himself. Yet, truth be told, with guilt and remorse getting in the way of her truly believing that defense enough to enjoy herself and having a good sexual time with her son, how dare she have incestuous sex, especially anal sex, with her son? Nonetheless her guilt and remorse for having incestuous sex with her son, she not only wanted to continue this lunacy of sexual depravity but also she wanted to heighten the immoral degeneracy. Going way beyond normalcy to wickedness, she wanted to have anal sex with him now. Hoping that he'd want to do her too, she couldn't wait to have anal sex with her son.
With him already having sodomized her orally, if that wasn't enough, a mother sucking her son, now she wanted her son to sodomize her anally. Not bad enough that she took her son's cock in her mouth and sucked him until he ejaculated in her mouth, now she wanted and needed to feel her son's cock fucking her from behind in her culo. Yet, as if she wasn't wicked enough sucking his cock, allowing him to cum in her mouth, and her swallowing his cum, how dare she now consider having anal sex with her son too? For sure, even more sexually twisted than her mother, her four sisters, and her childhood best friend, bad enough they were all having incestuous sex with their sons, but what mother would allow her son to fuck her in her ass?
* * * * *
She could just see herself sitting on Jerry Springer with her four sisters, her mother, her best friend, and their seven sons while trying to explain why they were all having incestuous sex with one another.
"So, lemme get this straight," she imagined self-righteously, judgmental Jerry Springer interrogating her and looking so morally offended for the sake of his studio and at home viewing audience. "Instead of giving your son counseling or having an intervention over his destructive drinking and the perversity of his whoring, you thought the right thing to do was to give him incestuous sex," he said looking at her with feigned disbelief for the sake of his ratings. "Is that correct?"
"Yes," she imagined saying while looking back at her sisters, her best friend, her mother, her son, and her nephews before returning her imagined focus stare to Jerry. "My mother had success with having incestuous sex with her son, my brother. Desperate to try anything to save our sons from themselves, even though we all knew it was forbidden and disgusting, we all thought that we'd try that too," imagined Kathy saying while nodding her head in shame.
"So," said Jerry raising his eyebrows as if he was a Jewish lawyer cross examining an Aryan thug. "Your mother had and/or is having incestuous sex with her son, your brother, too? Is that correct?"
"Yes," she said. "Our having sex with our sons was her idea actually," admitted Kathy in her fantasy of her being on the Jerry Springer Show. "Her way to keep him safely at home, she had sex with my brother, Ralph, for years until he got married," she said choosing not to disclose that their incestuous relationship sometimes still continued behind his wife's back.
"I see. So, lemme see if I understand this. If you knew it was wrong to have incestuous sex with your son, albeit your justified way, perhaps even your preferred way to save your son," he said giving her a knowing look. "Why follow in the sexual perversity of your mother?"
Jerry looked from her to look at her mother before turning to look at his audience with a shrug and before returning his attention to Kathy.
"Because my father, all of my sisters' husbands, the husband of my family friend, along with their seven prostitutes that were sleeping over with them, died in fire that consumed their cabin in Maine when they were all drunk. Being that my mother had success in saving my brother from a similar fate by keeping him home with the promise of incestuous sex, we all thought that we'd try the same thing," said Kathy looking as if she was about to cry.
"I see and I'm sorry for all of your losses, truly I am," said Jerry bowing his head as if praying while putting a hand over his heart. Kathy imagined Jerry looking from one sister to the next before focusing his stare to her mother and before returning his focus back to Kathy. "I get that. I do," she imagined Jerry saying. "Being that you were intent on giving your sons incestuous sex as your way to save them from drinking, whoring, and perhaps having a similar deadly fate, then explain this to me if you will."
"Yes?"
As if he was really there in front of her instead of just in her head, Kathy gave Jerry and his unspoken question her full attention.
"Instead of giving your son a hand job," said Jerry moving his hand back and forth as if he was giving himself a hand job.
"Actually, we've all given our sons hand jobs," interrupted Julia while raising her hand as if she was in school.
Audrey, Brenda, Jennifer, Carol, Kathy, and Christine all nodded their heads in the affirmative that they've given their sons hand jobs.
"Instead of giving your son a blowjob," said Jerry moving his hand back and forth in front of his mouth with his tongue pushing out his cheek as if he was giving someone a blowjob.
"I've sucked my son hundreds of times," interrupted Julia.
"Me too but not hundreds of times," said Audrey and Brenda, the identical twins, nearly together while giggling. "Just the one time."
"I blew my son," said Jennifer.
"I did as well," said Carol.
"Me too," said Kathy.
"I haven't yet but I plan on sucking him soon," said Christine raising her hand as if she had to pee.
Kathy imagined Jerry smiling at the women's sexual, incestuous confessions.
"Or instead of giving your son vaginal intercourse," said Jerry turning his attention back to Kathy while humping the air with his hips as if he was fucking a woman. "Why would you think that the right thing to do is to give your son anal sex? Honestly, even though anal sex is the preferred sexual method by many but why would you, as your son's mother, consider giving your son anal sex?"
Willing to say and do anything to pump up his ratings, Jerry looked at her with more than curiosity. He looked at her as if he was her moral judge. He looked at her as if he was the one who decided if she should go to the paradise of Heaven or to be damned to eternal Hell for not only giving her son incestuous sex but also anal sex.
"Because I enjoy having anal sex and it's been a long time since I had anal sex, since before Jimmy was born," said Kathy with a shrug and a sexy smile.
Jerry looked at her and nodded his head in agreement as if he was a secret purveyor of anal sex too.
"Taking in account that you enjoy having anal sex, yet, out of all the incestuous, sexual things you could have done with your son, I still don't understand why you'd willingly give your son anal sex." He looked from her to look to his audience before returning his focus to her. "Did you think that giving your son anal sex was your special, motherly way to save him from drinking and whoring by allowing him to use your ass as his cum shaft and you as his anal sex whore? Is that it?"
That was it for Julia. One could feel her seething in her seat from across the stage.
"Anal sex whore? How dare you call my daughter an anal sex whore? How dare you talk to my daughter in such a disrespectful way? Kettle black! Fuck you, you dirty whoremonger," said Julia pointing her index finger at Jerry as if she was giving him a curse. "You're ten times more the whoremonger than all of my daughters combined could ever be whores," she imagined her mother, Julia, saying while standing and storming to Jerry to stop the show by insulting and charging at the host. "Shame on you! Shame on you!"
"Jerry, Jerry, Jerry, Jerry," she imagined the audience chanting from all of the commotion on stage.
Thank God for security because Kathy imagined that her mother needed to be restrained from attacking Jerry by Big Steve.
"Steve, Steve, Steve, Steve," she imagined the audience chanting when Big Steve stood in between Julia and Jerry.
"I apologize for my mother," Kathy imagined saying to Jerry. "She has a hair trigger temper when it comes to protecting our honor from strangers. "Furthermore, she's very passionate about the positive possibilities of incestuous sex."
"That's okay," said Jerry eying Julia before returning his attention to Kathy. "I wouldn't have much of a show if I wasn't verbally abused and threatened to be attacked by one of my guests," she imagined Jerry saying and laughing at his own response. "So, if you would, please answer my question, as to why you not only gave your son incestuous sex but also anal sex? And why you allowed your son to use you as an incestuous, anal whore?"
"Dirty bastard," Kathy imagined her mother yelling from her seat. "Cocksucker! Son of a bitch! Fuck you! Maybe if you had fucked your mother, you wouldn't be as emotionally retarded as you are now by asking such idiotic questions."
"Well, Jerry," Kathy imagined saying as if she was really on his show. "I never looked at it in that way. I never considered myself an incestuous, anal whore but, rather, a mother who would do anything to save her son from himself."
* * * * *
Yet, when feeling guilty and remorseful over thinking about having anal sex with Jimmy, she felt better when she thought, why not have anal sex with her son? Who cares? Being that she's already sucked his cock, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed his cum, what does it matter that she'd willingly allow him to fuck her in the ass too? Having already crossed the incestuous line, what difference would it make with her crossing the anal sex line too? If she was willing to cross the incestuous line by giving him a blowjob, why not cross the anal sex line too by allowing him to fuck her in the ass? Being that she gave him sexual pleasure, and being that she loves a good ass fucking, why not have him give her anal, sexual pleasure too?
Besides, except for her sisters, her mother, her best friend, Jerry Springer, and her imagined Jerry Springer TV audience, who would know that she had anal sex with her son? Just as her mother said and was proven right again, guys are different from women when it comes to incest. No guy would tell another guy, especially if that guy was their cousin, that they had sex with their mother, his aunt. With the women already sharing stories with one another, the discretion of silence, so far, was a necessary thing that every man in his incestuous arrangement needed to have for all of these women to further seduce their sons without them knowing they were being played.
If only their sons knew that the real reason why their mothers were giving them incestuous sex was to keep them away from drinking and whoring, no doubt, they'd rebel from their mother's sexual, apron strings and return to their bad ways. If only their sons knew that the real reason why their mothers were giving them incestuous sex was to keep them safely at home, without a doubt, they'd revolt and return to drinking and whoring. Notwithstanding the seven women's secrecy and skullduggery, with their sons talking among themselves then, the women all knew that their sons would figure out the real reason for all of the incestuous sex once they're all together at the Nude Day party. Once the men are all together in the same room with their mothers, no doubt, they'll all be talking to one another while sharing their incestuous stories.
Splitting hairs when it came to her incestuous behavior, whether she gives Jimmy a hand job, a blowjob, has vaginal intercourse with him, or allows him to fuck her in the ass, what does it matter? No matter which sexual act they do, whatever they do still denotes inappropriate, incestuous, sexual behavior between a mother and her son. Forbidden in a moral society, a huge taboo in most circles, and still a crime in most states and in many countries, incestuous sex is what they needed to give their sons to soothe their raging hormones while keeping them safe. Taking her incestuous sex scenario a step further by having anal sex with her son, sodomy, whether oral or anal, is still illegal in some states and in many countries.



What the Hell? So what. Incestuous sex is incestuous sex. If she was going to Hell and risking arrest for having incestuous sex with her son, she may as well have the sex that she prefers to have. She may as well have anal sex with her son.
Whichever sexual proclivity they decided to focus on, whether giving their sons a hand job, a blowjob, vaginal, sexual intercourse, or anal sex, what these seven women are doing and/or planning to do with their blood related sons still denotes incest. As prescribed by her mother, with every mother's son different in his sexual peccadillo, no matter what incestuous sex Kathy gives her son is her way of saving him from himself or so she continued telling herself until she truly believed it. Whether she sexually teased him by flashing him her tits, her ass, and/or her pussy, stroked his cock, sucked his cock, fucked his cock virginally or anally, she'd be damn to go to Hell anyway. No matter what she incestuously did, it made no difference what she did. Being that as it may, she may as well enjoy herself by having anal sex with her son.
When she stood to face her maker, sent straight to Hell, no matter if she had a little incestuous sex or a lot of incestuous sex, she'd still be guilty as charged of having incestuous sex with her son. The bottom line and the end result, whatever she did was not only wrong and immoral but also expressly forbidden and illegal. With that forsaken, after death, eternal curse in mind, why not go all the way? If she was going to be damned to Hell anyway, why not immerse herself all the way up to her ass? Being that she's already having incestuous sex with him, why not have anal sex with her son too?
* * * * *
With anal sex something that was considered so taboo and shameful before and whispered about between men and never admitted to having by women, is now out in the open and up for discussion, dissection, and analysis. With anal sex deemed dirty, nasty, and done by proverbial animals and lowlife people, anal sex has come a long way. An acceptable and sometimes a preferred way of having a sex and receiving a sexual orgasm, even in Puritanical, mainstream, America, anal sex is not only here to stay but also is growing in popularity. Leading the way, a recent unexplained, sexual occurrence, there's an explosion of anal sex among college students both gay and heterosexual.
Just as we can't even imagine Ozzie and Harriet Nelson, Lucy and Ricky Ricardo, and June and Ward Cleaver having anal sex, we can now imagine Jay Z and Beyonce Knowles, Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie, and Kim Kardashian and Kanye having anal sex. Just as we can't even imagine Marilyn Monroe, Elizabeth Taylor, and Barbara Streisand having anal sex with anyone, we can now imagine Jennifer Lopez, Nicki Minaj, and Madonna having anal sex with everyone. The list of those female celebrities who enjoy anal sex is as long as it is shockingly surprising. Haley Berry, Sharon Stone, Pamela Anderson, Carmen Elektra, Gwen Stefani, Anne Hathaway, Sinead O'Connor, Sharon Osborne, and Ashlee Simpson, as well as Paris Hilton are just several female celebrities who have admitted that they love having anal sex. No longer limited to Prince, the entertainer, or to the mega billionaire, Sultan of Brunei, with the Sharia, Islamic, penal codes enforced to everyone but to himself, many may or may not be surprised that both men enjoyed anal sex. Many may or not be surprised, shocked even that Joan Rivers, Barbara Walters, Julie Chen, and cute, little Katie Couric have all admitted to enjoying anal sex one time or another.
Moreover, more in the past than now, anal sex was sometimes used as a tool for powerful men to show his dominance over women. With the sudden and extraordinary quick success of little talent actors and off key singers making us scratch our heads, anal sex may have more to do with the making of their careers than not. The last sexual, female bastion, the adoration along with the promise of her ass is what some women have to entice a man to rocket launch her career. The steep price that many women have paid for success in Hollywood and/or television, we'd all be surprised by how many women were forced to have anal sex by producers, directors, patrons of the arts, and other actors. Willing to take a good ass fucking, the casting couch in its day may have been more an anal sex buckboard that bounced the careers of many starlets from obscurity to fame.
Anal sex, a once whispered about naughty, albeit dirty, little sexual act, is now enjoyed by nearly anyone who wants something a little different and naughty, especially when they're drunk and high. Yet, whether with the cavemen, the Egyptians, the Greeks, the Romans, mainstream America, or with Hollywood celebrities, anal sex has been happening since forever. With the morality laws being what they were for so very long, especially in Puritanical America, anal sex has been hiding in the closet while waiting to be brought to favor. Show time, now with so many Hollywood celebrities coming out in support of anal sex, anal sex is now here to stay.
One would have to thank gay pride and the changing laws in the rights of the gay and lesbian communities for the acceptance of anal sex not only between gays and strap-on lesbians but also between heterosexuals. Where no one that Kathy knew was having anal sex in her small circle of friends twenty years ago, there's an epidemic on college campuses of women allowing men to take them anally. As if having anal sex is a newly acceptable, back door way of birth control, excuse the pun, while maintaining a woman's virginity, more college coeds are saying yes to anal sex and blowjobs and no to vaginal sex. There are some women who prefer anal sex to vaginal sex while other women claim they have a better orgasm when having anal sex than they do when having traditional intercourse.
To understand the sexual, cultural changes in climate in regards to anal sex, all Kathy needed to do was to watch music videos, see X-rated movies, and/or listen to the songs of her outdated period and compare them to the videos, movies, and songs of this new age period. Especially those songs from those black artists who revere a woman's ass and who routinely engaged in anal sex, with the advent of rapping and hip hop music, uncensored, public commentary in the way of Elvis' hips, now everything and anything goes. While comparing erotic literature and X rated movies of today to what was considered obscene and vulgar not that long ago, that cigarette burning in the ashtray that designated the couple was having sex is now a fiery inferno of forbidden lust, debauchery, and total onscreen nudity that may even include anal sex.
In regards to anal sex, what was always whispered about only a few years ago as something dirty, illegal, and forbidden, especially when factoring in the AIDs epidemic of the 80's, definitely, anal sex is now here to stay. No longer confined to gay men, the ghettoes, hillbillies, and trailer trash whores, even soccer moms, celebrities, movie stars, and socialites are now having anal sex. What prostitutes and hookers refused to do before, they are now doing but at premium prices. Where the ass was always off limits before and reserved only for outgoing and not incoming, the ass is open for business now. Where the ass was always second rate, as if an afterthought when referring to T & A, tits and ass, to many the ass is now first class, especially when referring to a woman's assets as ass and tits.
"Wow, she's wicked pretty," said one man to the other.
"She is but she has no tits," said the second man to the first man.
"Yeah, I know she has no tits but did you get a good look of her ass? Her ass is smoking hot."
"Wow! You're right. That's some ass," said the second man to the first man. "Damn, she does have a nice ass. I'd love to tap that."
"Me too," said the first man.
Typical of the comment that Kathy routinely received from a couple of men when seeing her in public, especially from the back, she's always been proud of her ass and has always enjoyed when men admire her beautiful backside.
Fortunately for Kathy, with her already knowing how much her son loves asses, a definite ass man, and how much he was infatuated with her ass, it was then that she decided to seduce her son, Jimmy, into having anal sex with her.
To be continued...
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With the hope of saving her son from the Devil, Kathy willingly sacrifices and submits her ass to him.
Purposely teasing her son all day long by bending and stretching in front of him while wearing her skin tight, painted-on blue jeans, she knew he was enjoying her sexy, exhibitionist, anal show by the bulge in his pants. Showing off what God gave her, Kathy knew she looked good in her low cut jeans, an understatement; she looked phenomenal in her tight jeans. Further teasing him by wearing her thong beneath her jeans, instead of her bikini panties, she knew that every time she bent and stretched, she'd be showing her son the top of her thong in the way that a plumber shows his ass crack. She knew that every time she bent, he'd be staring, and every time she stretched, he'd be leering. She hoped that every time she bent that he'd want to have anal sex with her.
Being that a mother always knows, she knew her son had a particular penchant if not a peculiar, perverse preference for asses. Asses, asses, and asses, what was it about a woman's derriere that he liked so much? What was it about her ass that he needed to stare and to leer at her ass? A penny for his thoughts. She wondered what he was thinking when he saw her bending in front of him in her tight jeans while flashing him her thong.
What she liked best about showing off her ass in her tight, low slung jeans was that she pretended that she didn't know that she was teasing her son with her extraordinary derriere while flashing him the top of her thong. Playing Miss Innocent, she was fully dressed after all. She couldn't help the fact that she looked so sexy in her tight jeans. Blessed with a perfect ass, she was born that way.
What she liked best about showing off her thong clad ass in her tight jeans was that she knew that her son would notice, stare, leer, fantasize, and probably masturbate over all that he saw and was seeing of her butt later. Having been the recipient of their suggestive stares and leering looks all of her life, she knew her son was no different than any man who admired her ass. Only, for her, it was more sexually exciting that the man admiring her ass was her son. She wondered if his lust was more for her ass or more because she was his mother who had a great ass.
Done teasing her son with her perfect ass and sexy thong, she readied herself for tonight. Along with an anal, enema douche, after going to the bathroom and relieving herself, Kathy took a long bath in preparation of what she hoped would happen later. Her way to insure she didn't have an accident, staying away from fiber, she ate light for the rest of the day. Nevertheless, in case of an accident, she changed her white sheets to old, darker ones that she didn't care if they were stained and laid out an old, navy blue, bath towel over them.
Already planning ahead and after being coached by her gay hairdresser, who she'd make a pass at if he wasn't gay, she bought the bottle of expensive lubricant made expressly for someone having anal sex that he recommended she buy. She was excited over the prospect of having anal sex. She was excited over the prospect of having anal sex with her son. Something that her husband found distastefully disgusting and would never do with her, she wondered if she could persuade her son to give her anal sex.
When she thought more about her deceased husband, she didn't know why he married her. Probably because he got her pregnant was the reason why he felt obligated to marry her, no doubt. With her the exact opposite type of women he was attracted to, she was nothing like the women he dated. Where he dated busty women, she was comparatively flat chested. Where he had no penchant for a woman's derriere, Kathy's best asset after her pretty face and her hazel eyes, was her perfect ass. In hindsight, glad that he was out of her life, but not glad that he was dead, of course, he never appreciated her for who she was, a pretty woman with a great ass.
Nonetheless her deceased husband's lack of sexual attraction to her, meant to be, they happened to come together at a time when they were both drunk and high on drugs at a party. Actually with all of the men she was sleeping with back then, not even sure if he was Jimmy's biological father, she was glad that he stepped up and accepted that he was their son's father. Now that her son is a grown man, even with her never having done a DNA test, there's no doubt that her husband was her son's father. By the old photographs she has of her husband, Jimmy looks exactly like his Dad when he was his age.
Excited about having anal sex again, it's been a long time since she's had anal sex, since before she was married and before Jimmy was born. Had she not been missing having anal sex and excited by the prospect of having anal sex again, anal sex wouldn't be what she'd consider doing with her son. She'd prefer sexual intercourse over anal sex of course but, her way of sinking her incestuous hooks deeper in her son, she knew he was into asses big time. As a special treat for him and as her way to make sure he was sexually and emotionally attached to her, her way to stop him from drinking and whoring, she was ready and willing to sacrifice her ass to him by submitting her ass to him.
With her late husband more into breasts, the bigger the better, her husband wasn't into asses but she knew that Jimmy was, thank God. No contest and without a doubt, she had the best ass of her four sisters and an even a better ass than her shapely and busty best friend, Christine. Alas, in this age of flashing cleavages while wearing low cut, sexy tops and showing naked tits at sporting events, breast implants are as common as dental implants. Comparatively speaking, when comparing herself to her sisters and her best friend, she had no tits. Not totally flat, yet having the smallest breasts of her four sisters, having breasts similar to Michelle Pfeifer or Nicole Kidman, she had small but shapely A cup breasts with pink, puffy nipples. Nevertheless her limitation in not having larger breasts, her beautiful face and her spectacular ass more than made up for her not having bigger boobs.
In due respect of her modesty or lack thereof, she knew that one would have to search high and low to find a better ass than her ass. Blessed with the perfect ass instead of big breasts in the way of her sister Jennifer's C cuppers, Carol's D cuppers, Christine double D's, and even Audrey and Brenda's shapely B cuppers, her round, firm ass made up for her having small, albeit shapely, A cup breasts. Even though she's very pretty, the prettiest of all of her sisters, because of her shapely, perfect butt, she's always been more noticed for leaving a room rather than when walking in a room. With her leaving a lasting impression with a little wiggle here and a sexy shake there, she knew that men noticed her ass.
"Wow! Look at her ass. Did you see her ass? Now that's an ass. She has the best ass I've ever seen," is what men whispered about when seeing her walking away from them.
* * * * *
Fortunately for Kathy in her anal seduction of her son, a big topic of his sexual conversation, she's overheard him extensively and explicitly talking on the phone about women's asses. Obviously by the posters of women's asses that decorate the walls of his room, it's no secret that he's infatuated, perhaps even fixated with women's behinds. Where some men prefer big breasts and with other men preferring shapely legs, she knew that Jimmy appreciated the curvaceous shape of a nicely endowed ass. Only, with some women blessed with big tits as well as a great ass, not every woman can have as shapely a figure as Beyonce, Kim Kardashian, and Serena Williams.
Notwithstanding her shortcomings in the breast department, Kathy was grateful that she had a beautiful face and captivating eyes to go along with her spectacular ass. For sure, in her unofficial survey of women's bodies, most women are prone to having bigger breasts than they are to have perfect asses. With her sexually and suggestively filling out a tight pair of jeans in the way that no one else can, she's satisfied with her body. She's glad that she falls in the latter group of women who have great asses than the former group of women who have big tits. For sure, being that she so loved her ass, if she had to pick one or the other physical qualities to have, she'd chose having a great ass over having larger breasts. Rare indeed is the woman who possess it all, a pretty face, big tits, and a spectacular ass in the way of Scarlett Johansson.
With her son taking his ass fetish to the extreme, Jimmy's computer background on his monitor is a collage of women's sexy, shapely asses. With everyone strutting around in bikinis, Jennifer Lopez, Kate Beckinsale, Selena Gomez, Kate Upton, Jessica Alba, Jessica Biel, Nicki Minaj, Kim Kardashian, Lady Gaga, Sophia Vergara, Beyonce, Scarlett Johansson, Rihanna, Serena Williams, and Coco Austin, they all occupy reserved ass space on his monitor as a bouncing, bodacious screensaver. As if they're asses are all helium filled ass balloons, taking their turn in their random display, their beautiful asses bounce around his screen as if they are pong balls on an antique Atari game. His favorite songs that he plays all the time are, I Like Big Butts and Baby Got Back by Sir Mix-a-lot, Honky Tonk Badonkadonk by Trace Atkins, Big Ole Butt by LL Cool J, Big Bottom by Spinal Tap, and Fat Bottomed Girls by Queen.
With Kathy taking the not so subtle hint that her son liked, an understatement, loved women's asses, she figured she'd have a much better chance of seducing her son by sacrificing and submitting her ass to him rather than pleasuring him with her pussy. With his attraction to her ass no secret, no doubt, she knew that he'd love to feel her ass, squeeze her ass, lick her ass, and fuck her ass. In the way that he stared at her ass whenever he thought she wasn't looking or didn't notice him leering at her, instead of making her feel uncomfortable by his stare, he made her feel sexy. Just because she didn't have big tits doesn't mean that she still couldn't be sexy and he made her feel sexually desired whenever he stared and obviously lusted over her ass.
When he stole her towel and she chased him naked in his room to play tickle and tease, he practically ignored her modest breasts. It wasn't until she told him that her nipples were her erogenous zones, that he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples. Obviously more attracted to her ass than to her breasts, she remembered that he touched, felt, and squeezed her naked ass more than any other part of her body. Now calling his bluff, she was ready for him to take her anally by the only way she knew how, by teasing him with her naked ass.
With her ass always out there in the way that women's breasts are always out there, it would be much easier to flash him her ass while wearing tight jeans or a short nightgown than it would be to flash him her pussy. Parading around him wearing her tight jeans and exposed thong or wearing a short nightgown without panties, it's so much easier to tempt him with her ass than with her pussy. In the way that some women mesmerize men with their breasts, she knew that she could mesmerize her son with her ass. In the way she's caught him mindlessly staring at her ass in her tight jeans, short skirts, or when she's bending in front of him in her sexy nightgown, she already knows that he's enthralled by her ass.
Something she's tried when she was so very young, being that he was already so very cosmopolitan, refined, and charming at his young age, he acted more as if was more a European man than an American man. With him vacationing on the French Riviera for the Grand Prix of Monaco last year and with him having the look of a Formula One driver when donning his Ray Bans, she suspects her son has already had anal sex too. With all of the women in attendance of the race, she knew he found what he was looking to find on the white, sandy beaches of the French Riviera. Being that asses was his sexual weakness and being that she possesses such a great ass, she knew that it shouldn't be too difficult to entice him into having anal sex with her.
* * * * *
Already bathe, creamed, powdered, and perfumed, Kathy slipped into something inappropriately revealing, more comfortable, and less confining than her skin tight, painted-on blue jeans. Slipping into a very shear, very short, form fitting, slinky, and silky, low cut nightgown after her bath, she didn't bother wearing panties. With her nipples making their impression through her nightgown, she knew she'd be flashing him her A cup breasts whenever she leaned forward. Along with flashing him her breasts, she knew she'd be flashing him her pussy whenever she sat across from him. Just as she knew she'd be flashing him her naked ass whenever she bent forward even just a little, more than him seeing her tits and her flashing him her pussy, she knew that her ass would be what would interest him. If her breasts and pussy didn't get his attention, then she knew that her ass would.
Her plan in choosing this particular nightgown was to flash her son her ass from where he was laying on the couch. With his low vantage point on the sofa and with him looking up at her, she didn't even have to bend forward. All she had to do was to lean and she knew that he could see her ass up her nightgown. She was hoping to give him a not so subtle hint that she'd like him to give her a little ass play before giving her deep, penetrating anal sex. She knew that all she needed to do was to parade back and forth in front of him in her skimpy, little nightgown and her shapely ass would do the rest.
As if she was driving him nuts and he couldn't take it anymore, the second time walking by him, he stood and wrapped his arm around her slim waist and pulled her close to kiss her. She allowed him to part her lips with his tongue and they kissed as if they were lovers instead of mother and son. Taking the time to enjoy the soft, silky terrain of her motherly body, he slid a slow hand down her back and followed the curve of her incredible, firm, round ass. Then, as if his hand was a Formula 1 car negotiating a tight hairpin curve in first gear, he slowly moved his hand down to cup one cheek in the palm of his hand before moving his hand to cup her other cheek.
With her nightgown short enough to expose much of her ass as soon as he touched her, obviously he knew that she wasn't wearing any panties when his fingers found the sweet curve of her ass cheeks and the deep recesses of her buttocks. With her standing across from the living room mirror, he was able to see the naked reflection of her ass while kissing her, touching her, and feeling her. As if a vampire drawn to blood, he lifted the back of her nightgown up just enough to expose the bottom of her perfect ass while squeezing and fondling her magnificent bottom. If anyone was to see him groping his mother's backside, they'd think they were boyfriend and girlfriend, man and wife, or lovers instead of mother and son.
"I love your ass Mom. You have such a perfect ass," he said while having his wicked way with her ass in continuing to feel her ass, fondle her ass, and squeeze her ass.
Allowing her son to do anything he wanted to do with her ass, she reveled in her son touching and feeling her ass.
"Thank you. I'm glad you love my ass," she said in a sexy voice while happy that her son was so very attracted to her ass.
So different in their sexual desires and lustful appetites, she couldn't believe that her son was such an ass man when her husband wasn't. Yet, feeling her ass was one thing. Fucking her ass was entirely something else. Then, shocking even her, albeit sweet, sexy music to her ears, she couldn't believe what her son said to her next.
"I'd like to lick your ass," he said whispering his erotic albeit inappropriate and sexually incestuous words in her ear. When she didn't resist or recoil from his words, he continued in his anal seduction of his mother. "After I lick your ass, I'd love to fuck your ass too," he said while fondling, feeling, and squeezing her ass.
Oh, my God. She couldn't believe her ears. She couldn't believe her son not only wants to lick her ass but also wants to fuck her ass. Oh, happy days.
"You would?" She quivered in his arms. "It's been a long time since I had a good ass licking and even longer since I've had a good ass fucking," she said confessing her fondness for ass play.
Something she'd never admit to anyone but her sisters and her best friend, she couldn't believe that she just confessed to her son that she had anal sex before.
"Yes I'd love to lick your ass mother. I'd love to lick your ass before I fuck your ass," he said whispering his words in his mother's ear again followed by his tongue in her ear along with his warm breath while continuing to feel and squeeze her ass.
Aroused by his tongue and warm breath in her ear, she was delirious with the thoughts of Jimmy not only licking her ass but also fucking her ass. He was making her so horny in the way that he massaged her butt. She couldn't wait to get him in her bedroom. She couldn't wait for him to have his wicked way with her ass.
"Oh my God, Jimmy. I'd love for you to lick my ass. It's been so long, too long since anyone has had their wicked way with my ass," she said gazing into his brown eyes with her incredible hazel eyes. "After you lick my ass, if you'd like and if you have a mind to, you may fuck my ass," she said whispering her words in his ear while gently nibbling on his earlobe.
With him her son and she his mother, she wasn't sure if he'd go through with licking her ass before fucking her ass. Needing to plant the seed in his head again that it was okay with her for him to lick and fuck her ass, she reiterated herself. Her way of making sure that he really wanted to have his wicked way with her ass, she was hoping that he wouldn't disappoint her by changing his mind.
"Oh, my God, mother, I already said that I'd love to lick your ass before I fuck your ass," he said with excitement.
Only, having grown accustomed to the empty promises her son and his father made to her over the years, she knew what he said and what he did may be two different things. Many men have told her that they'd love to have anal sex with her and they'd love to fuck her in the ass but when she called their bluff, they'd rather just have a blowjob while fondling her ass.
"Wait," she said pushing against his shoulders. "You may lick and fuck my ass on one condition."
She stared in his eyes to see if he was really sincere in wanting to lick her ass and fuck her ass.
"Anything. I'll agree to anything," he said. "You name it Mom and you have it."
He looked at her as if he was dreaming and as if he was imagining all of this.
"You may lick my ass and fuck my ass if you promise to attend the Nude Day party Saturday night and..."
As if she had just said the magic word on the Groucho Marx show of old, he looked at her as if Nude Day was the key to unlock his X-rated imagination.
"Sure, yeah, I can do that. I can change my plans to hang around with you, my aunts, my cousins, and grandma," he said. "I wouldn't mind staying home so long as everyone gets naked," he said with a dirty laugh while obviously expecting that no one would dare get naked but in his dreams and sexual fantasies.
She returned his foolish expectation of nudity with a naughty look of her own.
"We'll see," she said with a sexy smile. "You may be surprised what we have in store for you and for your cousins on Nude Day," she said touching his lip with her index finger before kissing him and burying her tongue in his mouth.



While she kissed him, he felt, fondled, and squeezed her naked ass while staring at her ass in the mirror behind her.
"I can't wait," he said looking at her once breaking off the kiss and while waiting for her to finish her thought. When she didn't finished what it was she was going to say, he persevered. "And what?"
As if this was what it was all about, the incestuous sex and the anal licking and fucking, and it was, she confessed her secret agenda.
"You must promise me that you'll stop your drinking and your whoring. If you promise me that you'll change your deadly ways, then I'll give you all the sex, anal or otherwise, that you'll ever need and could possibly want."
He looked at her as if he had just won the lottery and he was the only jackpot winner.
"Wow! Yeah, sure, definitely, I'd rather be home with you than in a bar with a hooker on while side of me and a stripper in my lap," he said.
She gave him her look of lustful desire that she's been saving for any man who offered to lick her ass before giving her anal sex. Of all the men who commented on her ass and of all the men who told her that they'd love to fuck her in the ass but never did, she never thought the man who would satisfy her anally would be her son.
"Shall we go to my bedroom?" She took him by the hand.
* * * * *
As soon as she entered her bedroom, she removed her nightgown and he looked at her in the way that he looked at her the first time he saw her naked. As if memorizing every freckle and mole, he stared at her as if she was the first naked woman he's ever seen. She watched her son strip off his clothes as if they were on fire. With the raging hard-on he had, even in the dark, she'd know he had an erection but it wasn't dark in her bedroom. She kept the nightlight on by her bed so that her son could see what he was doing. She couldn't wait to feel his big, hard, hairy cock in her round, firm, beautiful ass.
With both of them naked, they came together and kissed. Kissing and kissing her, he touched and felt his mother where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. Kissing and kissing him, she touched and felt her son where no mother should ever touch and feel her son. With her on her back, when he was about to mount her to make love to her, she stopped him.
"No, that's not what I want," she said pushing against his chest. "As you said you would, I want you to lick my ass. I want you to give me anal sex."
She looked at him with sexual excitement before her looked turned to disappointment. Just like too many men in her life, too many men are just talk. Obviously, she's more into having anal sex than they are. Obviously, even though her son professed to be addicted to asses by his conversation with his friends, the posters in his room, his screensaver, and the ass montage of music that he plays, apparently he's not into asses enough to lick and fuck his mother's ass.
"You do? Seriously?" He looked at her through the dimness of the nightlight. "I thought you were kidding. I thought you were just playing with me about me licking your ass before allowing me to take you anally. I thought we were just having some hot, pillow talk."
Afraid he'd say no, willing to embarrass herself by telling her son what she wanted, she persevered.
"Just as you said you would, I want you to lick my ass first before you fuck my ass," she said turning on her stomach and raising her perfect butt in the air.
Not only telling him but also showing him what she so wanted, with her ass in the air, she moved to her knees with her forehead resting on her forearms. Her ass was right there ready to be licked and fucked. Now, calling his bluff, she waited to see what he'd do. She held her breath hoping that his interest in women's asses and in her ass was for real.
"Oh, Mom," he said leaning forward to stick his whole face in his mother's ass.
Licking and licking her, he went from licking her ass to licking her pussy. Giving her long, wet laps that wetted the entire underside and inside of her, he fingered her pussy and fingered her ass while licking her. He had her wiggling in pleasure in no time.
"Oh, my God, Jimmy. You're an unbelievable anal lover. You're such a great ass licker. Lick me harder, lick me faster, and lick me deeper. I'm going to cum," she said.
Concentrating as much on her pussy with his tongue and fingers as he was on her ass, he continued licking her while fingering her.
"I love your ass Mom. I love your pussy. I can't get enough of licking you. You have the best ass and the best pussy I've ever licked," he said.
She couldn't believe that her son was giving her an ass and pussy licking, the best ass and pussy licking she's ever had. No one has ever tossed her salad like this while licking her pussy before.
"Jimmy! Jimmy! Jimmy! I'm cumming. Oh, my God. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Oh, yeah, that's it baby. Lick Mommy," she said wiggling her ass in his face.
As if she was a balloon, she exploded in an orgasm and then deflated herself on the bed.
"Mom? Are you okay?"
She looked at him swooning.
"Am I okay? I'm better than okay. That was amazing. Just give me a minute," she said reaching up to stroke his face before kissing him.
She kissed him not caring that his tongue was not only in her pussy but also buried in her ass. She kissed him with the sexual desire of a man kissing a woman instead of a mother kissing her son.
"Here," she said leaning while reaching to the nightstand and opening her drawer. She pulled out a bottle of gel, the one her hairdresser recommended, and handed it to him. "Lube me. Lube my ass real good and lube your cock too. I want you to slide your big prick inside my ass," she said.
He accepted the bottle of gel, opened it, and squirted a big glob of it in his hand.
"I can't wait," he said.
Taking bigger globs of gel, Jimmy lubed his mother's ass as if her ass was an axle. Going deeper with his fingers than he did with his tongue, he greased his mother's ass with enough gel that his could should just slide right inside of her. Testing her out, taking her for a test run, he pushed his cock up against her ass as she pushed back up against him. Then, as if she had done this before and she had, as soon as he started entering her she pushed her petite body against him and rolled him on his back. Now with his cock sticking straight in the air, sitting on him, she eased herself down. Deeper and deeper, his cock slid in her anal cavity until that was as far as it would go. Now bouncing up and down on her son, slowly at first, she rode him as if she was riding a Sybian masturbation machine.
Then, it was her son's turn to take control. Gently nudging her and propping up on her knees, he positioned himself behind her and fucked her ass doggie style. Humping and humping her while she returned her humps with his, they developed a nice rhythm. He fucked her ass in the way that he fucked strippers and hookers while wearing protection. Only, never having fucked anyone bareback before, he was fucking his mother's ass without the interference of a condom dulling the pleasure of his sexual sensation.
"Fuck me Jimmy! Fuck my ass. Oh, yeah, baby. That's it. Right there. You're going to make Mommy cum again. Fuck me Jimmy. Fuck my ass," she said.
After licking her ass to orgasmic pleasure, Jimmy humped her ass. Jimmy pounded her ass. Jimmy fucked his mother anally.
"Oh, my God. I'm going to cum too," he said.
He fucked her faster. He fucked her harder. He fucked her deeper while reaching beneath her to feel her small breasts and finger her big nipples. As soon as he started fingering her nipples, as if he turned on a switch, she became more animated.
"Oh, baby, yeah, I love it when you finger my nipples. Pull them. Turn them and twist them while squeezing my tits hard. Harder," she said. "Don't worry. You won't hurt me."
"This is unbelievable. I can't believe I'm finally fucking you in your ass after imagining doing this for so long. You have such a wonderful ass," he said humping her faster and humping her harder. "I'm going to cum."
"Hold and we'll cum together," she said. "Hump me Jimmy. Fuck me. Hump me harder. Fuck me faster but don't cum, not yet. Oh, my God. This is unbelievable. Pinch my nipples Jimmy. Pinch them hard. Oh, yeah baby. Okay now Jimmy. Now. Cum. Cum in my ass. Cum inside of me," she said.
There was a moment of silence where their heavy breathing replaced their ability to talk. Then, Jimmy allowed his sexual passion to overwhelm his silence.
"Fuck!" Jimmy gave his mother one last hard hump before depositing a load of his warm, oozy cum in her ass.
"Oh, my God," said Kathy enveloped in the best anal sex orgasm of her life.
To be continued...
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Cross-Dressing, Gay & Lesbian Sex 1
Sometimes wishing he was born a woman, Daniel struggled with his need to cross dress.
With his hands resting on her dressing table and his body leaning in for a closer and more critical look at himself in his wife's lighted, makeup mirror, Daniel sat in his bedroom. Looking as if he was doing something wrong being in his own bedroom and sitting at Emma's vanity table when his wife wasn't home, he looked so out of place. Out of sorts, he looked so confused. Always plagued by a guilty conscience, he looked so tortured. As if ready to flee the room and the house to run mad down the street, he looked so troubled.
Filled with anguish, he was already filled with remorse for something he hadn't yet done but something he knew he needed to do. With his face possessed by despair, he had to confess his dirty, little secret to his wife. No getting out of it, he must tell her his secret to save himself. Dying inside that he must tell her, he looked so miserable by the sexual needs that continually controlled him and by the secret that tormented him.
Wanting to tell her, he was tired of harboring a secret from his wife, from his friends, from his family, and from everyone. Yet, if there was anyone who should know his secret, married to her for ten years, for better or for worse, she should know. Just as he understood albeit was disappointed that she couldn't have children, if anyone could understand his need to dress as a woman, she should and she would, wouldn't she? He didn't know. Other than knowing that he had to tell his wife that he's a cross dresser, he didn't know what else to do.
Feeling so torn, as if he was a spy living a secret life, he wished he didn't have to live like this. Feeling so twisted, he wished he was happier. With him his worst enemy, he wished he felt better about himself. He wished he didn't beat himself up so much for something that was not his fault and out of his control. He wished he didn't have this monkey on his back of needing to cross dress. Only, he so enjoyed wearing women's clothes. With his hair, makeup, fingernails, and pedicure done, he so enjoy looking like a woman.
Envious of his friends doing guy things and with them not having the womanly thoughts that he always had for as long as he could remember, he wished he was as normal as were his close, best friends. Tired of concealing his secret from everyone, he'd be so embarrassed if anyone was to discover his secret. How could he possibly explain to his friends that he's a cross dresser? They wouldn't understand his need to wear pretty and sexy things. Yet, wishing to be free of the humiliation of his need to wear women's clothes, he wished everyone not only knew his secret but also accepted his secret. Tired of feeling guilty, not that he's gay but he wished that his cross dressing was more accepted in the way that gays and lesbians are more accepted now. He wished that everything was out in the open.
With his wife, Emma, confessing her sexy secret during their pillow talk of wanting to have sex with a woman, maybe this is a good time for him to reveal his sexual secret to her. Wouldn't she be surprised, shocked actually, that her husband was a cross dresser? Wouldn't she be surprised that, if only one time, just to know what it feels like, he'd like to have sex with a man. Yet, a woman having sex with another woman is one thing but a man having sex with another man is something else. Even swingers in the swinging lifestyle frowned upon men having sex with other men. Yet, sometimes when dressed as a woman, as if believing that he really is a woman, he craves the attention of a man. He's not gay, just curious.
With his wife out shopping and with the time she takes at the mall, he knew that she wouldn't be back for a while. Always shopping, she was buying more clothes that she didn't need and more clothes than she could possibly wear. She had a walk-in wardrobe already filled with clothes and with an overwhelming abundance of accessories, scarfs, headbands, earrings, necklaces, and fashion rings. He used to love to go shopping with her but had to stop. As if shopping for himself, under the guise that he was helping her find clothes in her size, he spent more time looking at women's clothes than he did looking at men's clothes.
* * * * *
He loved his wife but he needed to love himself too and the only way he could love himself is to be true to himself. Being that he needed to dress as a woman, something that he was unable and/or unwilling to change, he had to tell her his secret. In fairness to her as his wife, she needed to know. He couldn't hide the fact that he was a cross dresser from her any longer. Sometimes feeling as if he's a woman trapped in a man's body, truth be told, he more loves dressing as woman than he thinks about having sex with a man. Thinking about having sex with another man is only when he's horny or feeling wicked as if he's really a female slut trapped in a man's body instead of just a male cross dresser. It's weird how sexy clothes along with selected accessories can trick his brain into believing that he really is a woman.
Falling in love with her the moment he laid eyes on her, he loved her long, blonde hair and her big, blue eyes. He loved her big, loving smile, her quick wit, and her great sense of humor. He loved her for who she is. He loved Emma, he really did. Fearing that she'd leave him if he told her that he's a cross dresser, he didn't want to lose her. Now that he had her in his life and in his bed, he couldn't imagine his life without her.
Transferring his thoughts from his wife to himself, he wished there was more that he could do with his short, brown hair. He loved how she was able to have a multitude of different hair styles just by tying her hair back, wearing it to the side, curling it, styling it, perming it, or allowing it to be free and frizzy. He loved how she always looked so different in what she wore, the makeup she applied, and the hairstyle she chose. So femininely pretty in pastels, with her always so colorfully sexy, he envied her ability to change herself in the way of a chameleon changing colors.
Her walk-in closet, the size of a room, was filled from floor to ceiling with sexy tops, short skirt, tight pants, designer jeans and handbags, sweaters, jackets, coats, scarfs, and shoes. If only he had a foot and shoe fetish instead of an urge to cross dress, he'd be in Heaven perusing his wife's extensive shoe collection but his secret wasn't his desire to covet his wife's feet and shoes. His desire was to wear women's clothes. Being that she was so tall and so busty, with her broad back and swimmer's shoulders, they nearly took the same size.
Not daring to remove anything from her closet for fear that she'd know he was in there snooping, he'd love to try on and wear some of her clothes. She had such beautiful things. Unable to resist, he did try on a few of her things that caught his eye. Making sure he put them back in the exact spot, he'd be so embarrassed for her to know that he was wearing her clothes. If only she knew that he was a cross dresser, he'd die. If only she knew he's been trying on her clothes, he wondered what she'd say.
If he had one secret desire that he'd never tell her what it was, his secret wish was in wanting to look more like her. With him probably being the only one, he couldn't even imagine how many other husbands wished they looked more like their wives. Why wouldn't he want to look like her? She was gorgeous. The reason why he married her, among other attributes, is because he's crazy about how pretty she looks and how sexy she is.
Crazy but true in his desire to look more like his wife when dressing as a woman, he wished he could go through his life looking more like her. The perfect woman, in his book, she has it all. Brains, beauty, sex appeal, and class, he hit the jackpot when he won her heart. Yet, not fully understanding why he did, when he really thought about him wanting to look more like his wife, he thought himself weird. Yet, in the way she looked, in the way she carried herself, and in the way she wore her clothes, she inspired him to copy her. If anything, it was a compliment to her that she could stimulate such a reaction in him and encourage him in his desire to want to look more like her.
A husband looking like his wife is not a new thing. Being that we look at ourselves so very much in the mirror, perhaps when looking to find our love interest, we seek out and are attracted to someone who resembles us. In the way that people sometimes grow to look like their dogs, many married people grow to look like one another. Perhaps, after living together for a long while, people sometimes involuntarily and without thinking, mimic their spouses' facial expressions, especially when evoking the same emotions. Perhaps, over the years, common life experiences can alter facial patterns even facial wrinkles. In the way they carry themselves, move, walk, and talk, as if mimicking one another, after a while, many married people look more as if they're brother and sister than they do husband and wife. He wouldn't mind looking more like Emma.
She has it all, college educated, a pretty face, a shapely body, and those huge, D cup breasts. What more could a man want in a woman? What more could a woman want in attributes? Other than money, of course, she had that too as part and parcel of her being married to him and with him being successful in the stock market after dabbling in real estate. Money issues were the least of their problems, not that they had any problems other than him being a cross dresser and her fantasizing about sleeping with a woman, they were happy. She didn't even have to work, unless she wanted. Yet, keeping her part-time job at her father's law firm, he figures she goes there just to get dressed up and as her excuse to buy more clothes.
On the surface, once they got used to the idea of not having children, free of that time constraining, emotional consuming, and money draining part of life, they had a perfect marriage. With him semi-retired at 40-years-old and working for himself from home anyway, they were free to go anywhere at any time. The perfect life with a beautiful wife, luxury automobiles, money in the bank, and a vacation home by the beach, he should be happier but he's miserable. He's tired of living a double life with one foot in life's reality and the other foot in sexual fantasy.
Sometimes, when he looks at himself in the mirror with his blue jeans and button down or polo shirt, he wishes he was born his wife's sister instead of her husband. Only with her being an only child, she didn't have a sister. If she did have a sister, he imagined her looking much like her. If she had a sister, he imagined wanting to look just like her. If she had a sister, he imagined being attracted to her sister.
Perhaps it's a good thing she didn't have a sister and he didn't have a sister-in-law. He could only imagine the mess on his hands if he had an affair with her sister. Yeah, it's a good thing that Emma is an only child and doesn't have a sister. Even worse, what if she had a brother? Oh my God. What if he had an affair with her brother? Wow! To be honest, he'd much rather have a sexual affair with her non-existent sister than with her non-existent brother, that's for sure.
He couldn't believe all of the stupid things he was thinking about and imagining while sitting at her vanity table. Boring, boring, boring, he was bored with himself and with his bland, masculine clothes. He put his hands to his flat chest while imagining himself having breasts. If he had been born a woman, he'd have breasts, big breasts just like his wife, Emma. He stood to walk over to her full length mirror. He turned to the side to peer at his flat backside. If he was born a woman, he'd have more of a pronounced ass. Definitely, if he was born a woman, he'd have more curves he thought while turning one way and then the other.
If he had been born his wife's sister instead of her husband, no doubt about it, he'd have all kinds of pretty clothes. That's not to say he'd rather be her sister than her husband, he loved being her husband. He felt privileged seeing Emma in her panty and bra, topless, and/or naked. She has a great body and body that most every woman would envy. He loved having sex with his wife.
Only if he was born her sister, he'd have his hair and his makeup regularly done at the beauty parlor instead of having to wear a wig and instead of making a mess of his face with her makeup. If he was born her sister, he could go out in public dressed as a woman because he would be a woman. Alas, it's not nearly the same being a cross dresser than it would be being Emma's imagined sister. With him never able to look enough like a woman to fool anyone in the light of day and within a quarter of a mile from one another, he was so confused.
What the Hell was he doing dressing like a woman? Why he was putting himself through all of this anxiety, worry, and torture? Was the sexual feelings he received when dressing as a woman worth all that he had to go through to live out his fantasy of pretending to be female instead of male?
Yet, most times, other than when those urges take control of him to feel sexy and pretty, he enjoyed being a man. He enjoyed going to a baseball game, having a beer, and eating a hot dog. He enjoyed hanging around the hardware store on a Saturday morning and lounging in bed reading the newspaper with her while doing the crossword puzzle together. He enjoyed looking at pickup trucks even though he'd never buy one. He enjoyed having sex with women, especially with his wife, now that he's married. If being born a woman meant that he'd want to have sex with men, he'd rather be born a lesbian woman so that he could still have sex with women.
Only, sometimes, once in a great while, he's not ashamed to admit that he's had gay thoughts. Perhaps with him having gay thoughts comes with the territory of dressing like a woman. Who is he trying to impress actually, if not another man while dressed as a woman? Surely, his audience is more male than female. In the way that he looks or doesn't look like a woman when he's in drag, he's no competition to other women, although there are men who enjoy having sex with cross dressers when in drag. Not wanting to compete with other woman, he dresses as a woman for himself. Yet, if he could and if it's at all possible, he'd rather look as best as he could when dressed as a woman. Certainly, in that regard, in the way that he makes a mess of his hair and makeup, he's no eye candy for men either. He more looks like a freak, a pitiful freak, than he looks like a woman.
Sometimes he wonders what it would be like to have sex with his wife while dressed as a woman. Once in a great while, he wonders what it would be like to be with a man while dressed as a woman. When he's really horny and/or drunk, he thinks about another man sucking his cock. If he was drunk enough, was sexually excited enough, and the mood and man was right, he may even suck another man's cock. Who knows? Things happen with the right mood, lighting, and music.
Only, nothing more than a fleeting thought, if he was to be with a man, that's something he'd have to do with his wife in the same room. Just as he'd never cheat on her with another woman, he'd never cheat on her with another man. They'd both would have to agree to such a sexual relationship for him to even consider it. Yet, with him not even able to tell her he's a cross dresser for fear of her reaction and her divorcing him, how could he tell her that he sometimes thinks of having sex with a man?
Yet, now with his wife fantasizing about having sex with a woman, not that he really wants to have sex with a man, but he just wondered how open she'd be about him having sex with a man. So very cosmopolitan and hip, no doubt, she'd be more agreeable to them having a threesome with both of them doing another woman instead of both of them doing another man. Yet, the old double standard reared its ugly head, just as he'd love to watch Emma having sex with another woman, he wouldn't want to watch her having sex with another man, especially a younger, better looking man who had a better body than him. He'd be too jealous. He'd be too worried that he'd lose her to him. Even after all of her assurances that she loved him and would never leave him, he'd be paranoid that she was seeing another man behind his back while plotting their separation and planning their divorce.
Only he didn't understand how he could enjoy being a man and still have this unrelenting desire to dress as a woman. What's that all about? He never understood the reason behind his twisted need to cross dress. When he has all that he could want, a beautiful wife and a good life, why him? Why now? Was he always this way and didn't know it? Assuredly and admittedly, he enjoyed looking sexy and pretty only he never understood why. Thinking back when he was a child, he enjoyed playing with his sister's Barbie dolls when she wasn't home. A phase he outgrew only to replicate it in adorning himself with women's clothes and accessories, he enjoyed dressing his sister's Barbie dolls in different clothes.
Still troubling to recall it, once, when he was twenty-years-old, drunk, and lonely in his college dorm room, he made out with his male roommate. Nothing more happened than hugging, French kissing, touching, and feeling but it's something he always felt guilty about doing and, sexually excitingly, it's always something that he wanted to do again. Obviously, his roommate wanted to do more but he stopped him. At the very least, with his roommate's hand already around his cock and slowly stroking him, his roommate wanted to masturbate him, possibly even blow him. Only he couldn't imagine having gay sex with his roommate. He wasn't gay. Firmly a heterosexual, he was just a cross dresser.
If anything he was bi-curious and twenty years later, that homosexual curiosity has not only stayed with but also has reared its ugly head again. In the same way he looks at women, sometimes he looks at men while wondering what they'd be like in bed or what it would be like to kiss them. Weird thoughts that surface out of the blue, he did all that he could to suppress them. Never jeopardizing his marriage for a sexual fling with a man or with a woman, he'd never cheat on Emma.
Truly, he loved Emma. He loved Emma enough for him to agree for her to have fantasy sex with another woman. Maybe she'd allow him to watch. Maybe she'd allow him to participate. Who knows? Only he'd never want to do anything to jeopardize their relationship, ergo the reason for his internal struggle in wanting to tell her about his cross dressing secret.
Feeling as if he needed to reiterate it in his thoughts, he wasn't gay after all. He was just drunk and horny when thinking those thoughts of having sex with a man while dressed as a woman. If he was anything, he may have been curious what it felt like to kiss another man, especially a man that he felt a sexual attraction to while living with him in his college dorm room. If anything, he was curious what it would feel like for another man to suck him. Only, he wasn't curious then about another man sucking him and/or sucking another man twenty years ago than in the way that he sometimes is now.
A curious revelation to him, a mixed bag of emotions, he was as sexually excited as he was confused and ashamed to feel the need to dress as a woman as he was when thinking about having sex with a man. Sometimes as if he has an extra female gene or one less male gene, as if he's schizophrenic or has a split personality, his feminine side overwhelms his masculine side. It's only then that he has the urge to wiggle his ass and to giggle like a girl while pretending he's a woman by raising his voice an octave higher even while dressed as a man. Something he'd never do in public, a private fantasy he sometimes entertains in his head, he wonders how people would react to him wiggling, giggling, and talking in a woman's voice.



In a complete quandary, feeling so anxious and feeling so sexually and emotionally unsatisfied, when not dressed as a woman and when wanting but unable to dress as a woman, he didn't know what to do to quell the feeling inside. Obviously he can't control his feelings for wearing sexy and pretty things. He needs to wear women's clothes. The need just comes over him and, when it does, his emotions overwhelms him and his need to dress as a woman consumes him. Destroying his self-image and his confidence in who he thought he should be, he's tired of feeling bad about himself. Tired of beating himself up about his need to cross dress, none of the way he is in wanting and needing to dress as a woman is his fault.
It just happened that he enjoys pretty, sexy, and feminine things. In the big picture, what's so wrong with that? So what? He's not hurting anyone, other than his wife, perhaps, especially if she was to find out that he's a closet cross dresser. Keeping his secret to himself, he wasn't bothering anyone. Whenever she's not home, he was content to roam about his big house while dressed as a woman. He was happy to enjoy his perversely perverted, sexual peccadillo in private.
Obviously, in the way a man is born a man and a woman is born a woman, whether they're white, brown, black, or yellow and whether they are heterosexual, gay, or lesbian, they're just born that way. With one foot wearing Oxfords as a man and the other foot wanting to wear high heels as a woman, tortured in his need to dress as a woman, unfortunately for him, he's born that way. Obviously in the way he's so focus, too focused on women's clothes, he has a screw loose or a missing wire not attached in his brain. Yet, even though he knew he needed help, he could never sit across from a psychiatrist or a psychologist and tell him or her his secret. Maybe just a phase, perhaps this is something he'll outgrow. Maybe one day, he'll awaken and will no longer want to dress as a woman.
At his crossroads, hoping to take the right path by making the right decision, literally and figuratively, he decided to expose who he really is to his 35-year-old wife. With her unable to bear children and with her born that way, if he could understand and love her unconditionally, then, with him born this way, she should understand his need to cross dress. If he could accept her wanting to have sex with a woman then she should understand his need to dress as a woman and, perhaps, even his curiosity to have sex with a man. In the longevity of their marriage, if their marriage should survive this, what would it matter? In the scheme of things, it's all just a different slice of life.
So very secretive for such a long time, she'd be the first and the only one to know his secret. Knowing better than doing that, he'd never tell any of friends that he's a cross dresser. No way. First of all, thinking he was pulling their leg, they wouldn't believe him. Then, if they did believe him, they'd laugh at him and make fun of him. He'd be opening himself up for ridicule by telling his friends that he's a cross dresser. He could only imagine what they'd say if they knew he was thinking about having sex with a man. Some friends they are. He'd be better off getting new friends. Perhaps, being that he's now accepted cross dressing as part of his life, he should seek out other cross dressers as new friends.
Being that he knew what he wanted, he knew exactly what he needed to do. He needed to tell his wife that he's a cross dresser. With him her husband, her best friend, and her confidant, she needed to know. It wasn't fair to her that he was hiding this from her. It wasn't fair to her that he wasn't including her in this part of his life. He needed her to see him for who he is, not just a cross dresser but a loving, faithful husband who'd do anything for his wife, even allow her to have a lesbian lover.
Too much of a burden for him to continue to shoulder himself, he needed to end all of the sneaking around, the hiding, and the lying. He needed to be honest with her. He needed to purge himself so that he'd no longer have a guilty conscience from living a secret life. Already too twisted with him battering himself for something that he obviously has little control over, he needed to seek her counsel and her emotional support for him to know her opinion of what else he could do to feel better about himself.
Yet, with his all about him, what about her? If he freed his guilty conscience by telling her what may be so justifiably upsetting to her, unable to go to him for his unbiased opinion, who would she seek for emotional support? Maybe she could seek the counsel of a therapist by sharing with him or her that her husband is a cross dresser. Maybe without having to sit through therapy and/or group sessions, together, her and her therapist could shed some light on why he has this uncontrollable need to cross dress. Maybe by helping her to understand his desire to wear women's clothes, he may understand his reasons for cross dressing too.
Maybe, other than the sexual excitement, as an added emotional, supportive benefit, she'd find the solace in her companionship with her lesbian lover. Whomever she may be, he could almost envision them together making love. Maybe he'd be fodder for them to laugh over and joke about in the ridiculous way he looks when trying to look like a woman. In that regard, he'd be willing to sacrifice his shame and dishonor for her levity and the good humor of them having a jolly, good time at his expense. So long as she stayed with him and didn't divorce her, he'd be agreeable to anything that she proposed. Only, however his confession played out, he needed to tell her the truth. Confessing his cross dressing secret was his first step.
Yet, filled with consternation, should he or shouldn't he tell her? Must he tell her? When should he tell her? Why should he tell her? No question about it, he needed to tell her now. What kind of marriage would they have if they kept secrets? She didn't have to tell him about her sexual fantasy about making love to another woman but she did. Now, it's up to him to reciprocate. Only, he feared the ramifications of his cross dressing confession.
Filled with dread about confessing his dirty, little secret to his wife, the love of his life, maybe she already suspects his secret. Maybe she already knows his secret. Wow, wouldn't that be something if she not only already knows but also if she's okay with him being a cross dresser. Maybe with her knowing that he's a cross dresser is the reason why she felt comfortable enough to confess her secret, sexual, lesbian fantasy to him. With him having a cross dressing secret of his own, how else could he possibly react to her secret of wanting to sleep with a woman other than favorably?
She had him over a barrel. There was no way that he wouldn't agree to allow her to sleep with a woman, as if he had any control of her sleeping with a woman or not. Yet, the joke was on her. He'd love for her to sleep with a woman. During their nightly pillow talk, he'd love for her to tell her all of the dirty details of what happened when she slept with a woman. He'd even like to watch his wife having sex with a woman.
Nonetheless her wanting to sleep with a woman, the real issue was him being a secret cross dresser. She is his wife after all and they live in the same house. When he thought more about it, how could she not know he's been hiding this from her for so long? How could she not know that he's a cross dresser? What clues has he been leaving behind to make her suspect he's a cross dresser? Perhaps she suspects he's a cross dresser because he uses her nail polish remover or her eye makeup when she's not around.
When he pondered his stupidity in leaving clues of his cross dressing behind, how could she not know that he enjoys cross dressing? She must know. So sensitive to her needs, enjoying chick flicks, crying at the end of movies, and always buying her special arrangements of flowers, at the very least, she must suspect that he's different and not like his other friends and unlike any other normal man. Stupid, he's so stupid. If his wife knows he's a cross dresser and obviously she must know he's a cross dresser for her not to say anything, she's okay with him being a cross dresser. He's been feeling guilty all of this time for nothing. Only, what if she doesn't know he enjoys wearing women's clothes? He needed to know how much she knows before divulging his secret to cross dress.
After she confessed her secret of wanting to have sex with a woman, with the timing right, not only was it time to tell her but it was the right time to tell her. He almost confessed his cross dressing secret to her right then and right there. He needed to tell his wife his secret. She needed to know. If there was one person he could trust, he could trust Emma with his secret. If there was one person who needed to know what he's been hiding all of these years, she needed to know.
Yet, troubled by her reaction, he wondered what her reaction would be to him telling her his secret. Maybe she'd be disapproving of him. Maybe she'd be disappointed in him. Maybe she'd ask him to leave the house and get his own place. Maybe she'd want a divorce. Maybe she'd be so disgusted by him and by what he was about to tell her that she'd never want to see him again. Maybe she'd be so angry that he kept his secret from her for the ten years that they've been married that she'd feel the need to embarrass him in the way he humiliate her by telling all of friends and family that he's a cross dresser. Yet, it didn't matter what she did or how she reacted, she needed to know. If only to save himself, he had to tell her.
With her such a positive and loving person, too negative and close minded of her not to understand his need to wear women's clothes, maybe she would understand. Maybe she'd be accepting of him. Maybe she'd love him even more for all that he's gone through and for the trust he showed in her by telling her his secret. Maybe he's worried about nothing. She's his wife and she loves him after all. Maybe, she'd even help him in what he needed and was driven to do. Yeah, maybe she'd help him dress as a woman. Maybe she'd help him look more like a woman.
To be continued...
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Cross-Dressing, Gay & Lesbian Sex 2
Emma confesses her sexy secret to her husband of wanting to have sex with a woman.
"I have this secret, sexual fantasy that I want to have sex with a woman," said Daniel's wife, Emma, during their pillow talk while they were having sex.
Sex with another woman? Emma wants to have sex with another woman? He couldn't believe it. He was too sexually excited to speak. Yet, not wanting her to take his silence as a negative answer, as if his cock was directly speaking to her through his mouth, he summoned his response all the way up from his penis.
"If that's a sexual fantasy that you've always had, then it's one that you should explore," he said with the maturity and wisdom of a doctor but with the agenda and ulterior motives of a used car salesman. "I don't see anything wrong with you having a lesbian affair."
Suddenly, as if there were music playing and Angels singing the love theme from Tchaikovsky's Romeo and Juliet, Piano Concerto #1 in B Flat, Sleeping Beauty, and/or the theme from Swan Lake, Daniel looked at his lovely wife with a new found sexual lust. As if she wasn't beautiful before, she was even more beautiful now. She looked at him as if she said something dirty, naughty, and forbidden in a happy marriage and he looked at her as if she was the very best wife in the world and in that moment, she was.
If only she knew that her having sex with a woman was his sexual fantasy too, he wondered what she'd say. If only she knew that he'd like to watch her having lesbian sex with her fantasy lover, he wondered if she'd still want to have lesbian sex. If only she knew that he'd like to participate in a threesome, but that's something he probably should keep to himself. He wondered if she'd be relieved or if knowing that he'd love to see her licking a pussy would turn her off enough to no longer want to have lesbian sex.
The image of his beautiful wife having lesbian sex with a woman took hold of his consciousness as if he was already watching her in a lesbian scene in a porn movie. Wow! Always thinking of his wife as a hot, sexy woman, he never thought of her as a lesbian or even a bi-sexual. Now, he couldn't wait for her to have lesbian sex with a woman so that she could tell him all about it, every sexy detail, during their pillow talk.
As if she was Titania in Shakespeare's Midsummer's Night's Dream frolicking in the forest with one of the fairies, he imagined Emma frolicking in bed with her lesbian lover. After she confessed her sexy secret of wanting to have sex with a woman, with the timing right, not only was it time to tell her his cross dressing secret but it was the right time to tell her that he was a cross dresser. With him sexually excited by the delicious thought and by the erotic image of her having lesbian sex with a woman, he almost confessed his cross dressing secret to her right then and right there. With her being so open and so honest with him, she inspired him to be open and honest with her too.
If only for her to more consider the idea of having sex with a woman without the guilt he had harbored with cross dressing, he needed to tell his wife his secret. She needed to know that he was harboring a sexual secret too. If there was one person he could trust, he could trust Emma with his secret. If there was one person who needed to know what he's been hiding all of these years, she needed to know.
Seemingly, now the fact that he knows that she wants to have sex with a woman doesn't make his secret so terrible. No longer a secret, wouldn't it be wonderful if they both accepted one another's secrets and shared all of the sexy details during their pillow talking sessions? With the sky the limit, so long as she only had sex with women and not men, wouldn't it be wonderful if they could have a more open marriage where they accepted one another for who they are sexually? He imagined the perfect marriage of him cross dressing in front of her and him allowing her to have lesbian lovers that is so long as she shared all of the details during their pillow talking sessions.
Yet, still troubled by her reaction, he again wondered what her reaction would be to him telling her his cross dressing secret. With the same thoughts running through his mind in the way they controlled his thoughts before, maybe she'd be disapproving of him. Maybe she'd be disappointed in him. Maybe she'd ask him to leave the house and get his own place. Maybe she'd want a divorce. Maybe she'd be so disgusted by him and by what he was about to tell her that she'd never want to see him again. Maybe she'd be so angry that he kept his secret from her for the ten, long years that they've been married that she'd feel the need to embarrass him.
In the way he didn't trust her with his secret, he imagined that she'd humiliate him by telling all of friends and family that he's a cross dresser. Yet, it didn't matter what she did or how she reacted, she needed to know his secret. He needed to tell her the truth. If only to save himself, he had to tell her. Tired of hiding his secret, he needed to be free of the sneaking around and his guilty conscience.
Going over it again and again, he ran it all through his mind again. With her such a positive and loving person, too negative and close minded of her not to understand his need to wear women's clothes, maybe she would understand. Maybe she'd be accepting of him. Maybe she'd love him even more for all that he's gone through and for the trust he showed in her by telling her his secret. Maybe he's worried about nothing. She's his wife and she loves him after all. Maybe, she'd even help him in what he needed and was driven to do. Yeah, maybe she'd help him dress as a woman. Maybe she'd help him look more like a woman.
* * * * *
That night, thinking of the perfect time to tell his wife his cross dressing secret, Daniel bided his time while waiting for Emma to mention her lesbian, sexual fantasy again. With Emma obviously in the mood for sex, perhaps during or after their pillow talking session may be a good time to tell her that he likes wearing women's clothes. Then, again, while they're enjoying their orgasmic afterglows, telling her something as disturbing as that may be the worst time to tell her that he enjoys cross dressing. Now that the time is here and he's confronted by his need to tell her his secret, unsure if he should even tell her, how can he tell her that he's a cross dresser? Too afraid to tell her for fear that his secret would ruin everything, yet again, he didn't tell her.
With the sexy thoughts of her having lesbian sex, she made him forget about his cross dressing confession with the kisses and the sex she just gave him. Deeply French kissing him and with him filled with love and sexual excitement, he never felt closer to his wife than he did now when making love to her. Physically entwined, with her sharing her body with him by allowing him free access nearly any time he wanted her, embodied in mind and connected in spirit, he finally felt closely comfortable enough with her to share his secret with her. Only, still holding back, he couldn't just blurt out that he's a cross dresser. As if she's a delicate, beautiful flower, with her opening up to him by telling him her lesbian secret fantasy and giving him loving sex, he needed to trust her enough to tell her the truth. If there was a perfect time to tell her, now may be the time to tell her that he's a cross dresser.
'Emma,' he imagined saying to her while she was reading the Sunday paper or talking to her mother on the phone.
'Yes Daniel?' He imagined her mindlessly responding.
"I'm a cross dresser,' he imagined saying.
'That's nice dear,' he imagined her vaguely saying while not really paying any attention to what he just confessed.
He wished it was that easy but assuredly, it wasn't. With her trusting him with her secret, and with her already confessing her sexual secret to him of her wanting to be with a woman, he needed to tell her that he's a cross dresser. Yet, now that he knows her secret, his secret stayed in the background instead of in the forefront. Excited for her to have sex with a woman, he couldn't wait for her to have sex with a woman. As if she's already had sex with a woman, he could clearly see her naked body in the arms of her lesbian lover. So sexually and shockingly exciting, her being with a woman has not only commanded the topic of their sexy pillow talk lately but also their open and honest sexual dialogue has heated their lust for one another to an even higher flame.
Just as he never thought he'd have sexual thoughts of having sex with a man, he never thought his wife would have sexual thoughts of having sex with a woman. Only her having sex with a woman was one thing and him having sex with a man was something else entirely. Kissing and kissing him, she stroked his cock while he felt her huge tits and fingered her erect nipples. Imagining his sex life not getting any better than blissfully this, unless she was sucking him or he was making love to her, he loved fondling her big boobs and fingering her enormous nipples as she stroked his cock.
While having sex with her, he wondered if she was thinking about having sex with a woman in the way that he was always thinking about dressing as a woman and sometimes pondering the possibility of having sex with a man. If only by her own confession, her desire to have lesbian sex with a woman seemed much stronger than his briefly elusive thought of what it would be like to have sex with a man. In the way he made out with his dorm room mate twenty years ago, he wonder if she had a lesbian affair before, perhaps while in college. Then, he wondered, if she never had lesbian sex before and had lesbian sex now for the first time, would she want to have lesbian sex again or again or would one time lesbian sex suffice?
Who knows? Maybe in the way that he kissed and felt a man, she's already kissed and felt a woman too. Maybe in the way he's sometimes thought about having sex with a man over the years, she's thought about having sex with a woman. Maybe her having lesbian sex and him having gay sex are just fantasies and nothing more than that. Then again, maybe in the way that he cross dresses and didn't tell her, she's had sex with a woman and didn't tell him. Maybe her telling him her sexual secret of wanting to have lesbian sex with a woman was her pretense for her to tell him what has already happened.
He wondered how long she's been thinking about having sex with a woman or if she's been thinking about having sex with a woman all along. He wondered if, because he doesn't go down on her as much as she goes down on him, if he's driven her to have lesbian thoughts. He wondered if because he doesn't lick her as much as she sucks him, if he's motivated her to have lesbian sex. With him always feeling guilty and blaming himself for everything that's not right, maybe her wanting a lesbian lover is his fault for him not giving her more oral orgasms.
Then, as if preordained, sliding her body down while staring up at him with her big, beautiful, blue eyes, she took him in her mouth. She was sucking his cock yet again when he couldn't remember the last time he licked her pussy. Definitely feeling responsible, it was his fault that his wife wants to have lesbian sex. While she sucked him, he reached down to fondle her big boob and finger her erect nipple. Allowing the sensation of her sucking him to envelope him in pure pleasure, he closed his eyes to enjoy his wife sucking him while she stroked him and he felt her big breast in his hand.
'Life is good. Life is definitely good,' he thought to himself. 'He's so lucky to have such a beautiful, sexy woman in his bed, in his life, and as his loving wife. Now the cherry on the top, she wants his blessing for her to live out her sexual fantasy by having sex with a woman.'
Suddenly, perhaps because she confessed her sexual fantasy to him, he was now experiencing a sexual fantasy of his own. Never happening to him before, instead of thinking of his wife sucking his cock, he imagined a man sucking his cock. Wow, what a rush? Even though it was his blonde, bombshell of a wife attached to his cock, he could feel his cock harden by the thought of a man blowing him.
Yet, as soon as he opened his eyes and saw her beautiful, natural blonde hair and her big, blue eyes gazing adoringly up at him, the thought of having sex with another man evaporated. Then, as if an airborne virus, the thoughts of him dressing as a woman while having sex with his wife took hold of his mind. In the way that she wants to have sex with a woman, he'd love to have sex with her while dressed as a woman. Only what would she say if she only knew that he wanted to look more like her? She'd think he's gone bonkers. She'd think him mad.
Who knows? With her wanting to be with a woman, maybe being with him dressed as a woman would appeal to her and satisfy her sexual fantasy of wanting to have sex with a woman. Being that he likes having sex with women, even though he's a man, does that make him lesbian? A ridiculous idea, even with him dressed as a woman, he couldn't give her what she needs in having sex with a woman who had breasts, a pussy, and who was a woman inside. He's nothing more than a man masquerading as a woman. He's just a lying cross dresser who doesn't have the courage to be honest with his wife in the way that she was just honest with him of wanting to have lesbian sex with a woman.
* * * * *
He allowed his guilty conscience to run away with his thoughts. If she could do that for him, suck him and make love to him whenever he wanted her to suck him and make love to him, then he could come clean to her with the truth that he's a cross dresser. Feeling guilty about his secret, it's not fair to her that he's been hiding this secret from her for so long. Only, with her such a loving and trusting wife, afraid of rocking their boat, he was afraid he'd ruin their perfect marriage and their happy life. He feared losing her. He feared her wanting nothing more to do with him other than him giving her a divorce. What he once feared her going off with another man after telling her his secret, he now feared her going off with another woman.
Happy, especially at this very moment with her sucking him, he was so very happy that Emma was his wife and he needed to do everything in his power to keep her with him, even if it meant not telling her his cross dressing secret. Then, expelling him from her mouth with her tongue, she climbed up to him and kissed him. God, so needing the release, he so wanted to cum in her beautiful mouth. He so wanted to watch her swallow him. Only, he knew she wanted more than him just turning to go to sleep after she blew him. No doubt, she wanted him to make love to her.
Just as she'd never turn down his offer to eat her, he'd never turn her down offer to suck him. Only, he was distracted by other thoughts. Only, she sucked him way more than he licked her, probably the reason why she's turning lesbian. Her secret, lesbian, sexual fantasy was all his fault. Suddenly, instead of concentrating on having sex with Emma, he was distracted by the images that flashed through his mind of her having sex with a woman. He was distracted by the thoughts of him confessing that he was a cross dresser and he was distracted by the thoughts of him having sex with a man. Seldom thinking about having gay sex with a man, after his wife confessed her secret to have lesbian sex with a woman, he thought more of having gay sex with a man.
When she kissed him after she sucked him, especially when she French kissed him, he could taste himself on her lips and on her tongue. The sensation of tasting his own cock excited him and for a brief moment he imagined what it must taste like to suck a man. Needing to concentrate on Emma's sexual pleasure, he needed to remove any other thoughts, her lesbianism and his homosexuality, from his mind. She mounted him and reached down behind herself to move his erection inside of her warm, wet pussy. Oh, my God, she was so warm, she was so tight, and she was so wet. He so loved making love to her. He so loved fucking her. Perhaps one day after she cheated on him with a woman, he'd cheat on her with a man. Never would he cheat on his wife with another woman, unless she invited him to have sex with her lesbian lover as a threesome.
Slowly lowering herself down until he was deeply inside of her, she leaned down to meet his lips. Kissing and kissing him again, as if making love for the first time, he still felt about her now as he did the first time they made love. Only, so much better now than then, they humped one another as if they were one. As if they're joined together and connected by more than just vows and a marriage contract, they were always on the same page sexually. Never has he loved anyone as much as he loves Emma. Never has he had better sex than he's had with Emma and for him to even think of having sex with a man over her should be a criminal offense punishable by castration.
How dare he think of someone else when he has someone like her in his bed? With his cock buried in her sweet mouth and now in her tight pussy, what's wrong with him to even ponder the thought of a man sucking his cock while his beautiful, sexy wife was sucking his cock before making love to him? If only she knew he was thinking of someone else sucking him while having sex with her, especially when thinking about another man, she'd never have sex with him again. She'd never understand. She'd hate him. She'd divorce him. He needed to be really careful in not inadvertently saying the wrong thing at the wrong time. Then, timing her words perfectly, she said what he hoped she'd say again.
* * * * *
"Sometimes I imagine having sex with a woman," she said biting her lip while continuing the pillow talk where she left off the last time she confessed wanting to be with a woman.
As if she said something wrong, she looked so guilty when she said that. Instead, with her saying something so right, she looked so sexy when she said what she said that she wanted to have sex with a woman. Unable to stop himself from thinking of another woman having her lesbian way with his wife, when she said that she wanted to have sex with a woman, she looked so vulnerable. She looked so innocent. She looked as if she was a virgin about to embark not on heterosexual sex but lesbian sex and, perhaps, she was.
Oh my God, casting aside their marriage vows of faithfulness, he couldn't believe they were continuing this forbidden discussion of debauchery. Truth be told, he'd love to see her with another woman. In the way she breathlessly confessed her secret, sexual fantasy to him, he knew it sexually excited her to talk about making love with a woman in the way it sexually excited him to dress as a woman and perhaps, one day, even to have sex with a man.
"You do?"
The image of her with another woman ran away with his thoughts.
"Yes," she said.
Not wanting to her to cut her sexy pillow talk short, encouraging her, he goaded her into telling him more.
"Tell me how you imagine it happening," he said playing her anything goes pillow talking game.
This time, he hoped she'd be more in the mood to talk about her lesbian fling with her imagined lover in greater detail than she did the last time she briefly mentioned it in passing. Obviously she felt more comfortable with him and trusting of him that he didn't put the kibosh on the idea of her making love with a woman the first time she mentioned it. With the pussy already out of the bag, so to speak, the first time she told him of her sexy secret, he hoped she'd expand more about her lesbian tryst. Wanting her to go into greater detail in the way that he, no doubt would, if he was telling her about his cross dressing or his thoughts of having sex with a man, he needed to give her some space and more time for her to volunteer more information.



"Okay," she said stopping her lovemaking to look at him obviously for support, understanding, and encouragement.
With his cock still inside of her, instead of his erection going soft by her no longer humping him, his erection stiffened with the thoughts of Emma making love to a woman while he watched. With his cock still inside of her, instead of his erection going soft by her wanting to make love to a woman instead of and/or in addition to him, his prick pulsated his permission. Definitely, while imagining her naked and rolling around in bed with a naked woman, he could give her all the love, support, understanding, and encouragement she needed to have a lesbian affair. That is, so long as she didn't turn totally lesbian, so long as she told him every sexy detail, and, possibly, so long as he could watch.
So long as she dipped her finger, her mouth, and her pussy into lesbian waters once in a while, he'd always be there to encourage her to have a lesbian affair, especially if he could watch and maybe even participate as a threesome. Wow! Just when he thought that his wife couldn't be any more perfect, now that she wants to have lesbian sex with a woman, she's even more perfect now that she was before. He couldn't wait for her to tell him more. Wanting to press her for details, yet he didn't want her to know that he was just as sexually excited about her having a lesbian affair as she obviously was.
* * * * *
Imagining her with a woman, he'd love to watch the look on Emma's face while a beautiful blonde, Scandinavian woman named Greta fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. He imagined them French kissing. He imagined Emma going down on the woman after Greta gave her multiple orgasms. Then, he imagined Emma leaving him for her new lesbian lover. He imagined his beautiful wife divorcing him and moving to Stockholm with her Swedish, lesbian lover, after he stupidly told her that he's a cross dresser and wanted to have one time sex with a man.
'Damn. That's not right. He was good with her sexual fantasy. Why wasn't she good with his sexual fantasy?'
Perhaps if he imagined a different woman having sex with his wife there'd be a different outcome. He'd loved to watch a gorgeous redheaded, Irish woman named Maureen sucking on his wife's big tits. He loved to watch them giving one another an orgasm while in the sixty-nine position. Then, trying his best to stop his mind from thinking it, the same thing that happened with Greta happened with Maureen to ruin his fantasy. He imagined Emma leaving him for Maureen, her lesbian lover. Divorcing him and moving to Dublin after telling her that he enjoyed wearing woman's clothes and wanted to have one time sex with a man, that's all that it took for him to ruin everything.
'Double damn. That's not good either. I never should have told her that I'm a cross dresser and I never should have told her that I wanted to have sex with a man.'
He erased Greta and Maureen from his mind to concentrate on Ebony, a black woman from the inner city of Detroit. Oh, yeah, he'd love to watch his blonde bombshell of a wife being sodomized with a dildo by a black haired, brown skinned woman. Or perhaps Emma would prefer having lesbian sex with a sexy Asian woman named Janya with her wearing a strap-on dildo. Holy shit! Opening up an entire array of possibilities, this is the best secret that Emma could have ever confessed to him. Only, suddenly, he imagined Emma leaving him to go off with Ebony and Janya to live not in Detroit but in Hong Kong after appearing before them dressed as a woman.
'God, I hope that doesn't happen,' he thought to himself. 'I'd have to learn Chinese just to find her.'
* * * * *
"Tell me and be specific so that I can imagine her with you too," he said while thinking of Greta, Maureen, Ebony, and Janya. "What do you imagine your lesbian lover looking like?"
Oh, oh that was a faux pas. Maybe he shouldn't have mentioned the words lesbian lover. Premature in already defining her and buttonholing her as a lesbian, he needed to choose his words more carefully. He hoped she'd still want to continue playing their pillow talk game. Walking a fine line, even if it was just a sexual fantasy, the bottom line was that they were talking about her having an extra marital affair, albeit with her having sex with a woman instead of with a man. Being that she was sharing her secret with him again, so tempted to confess his cross dressing secret to her too but biding his time for the right moment, he'd love to free his guilty conscience by sharing his cross dressing secret with her. Only, just as he imagined with Greta, Maureen, Ebony, and Janya, he feared her leaving him for her lesbian lover, whatever was her name.
"She's beautiful, of course," she said talking specifically as if she already had someone in mind. "A brunette perhaps with long, lush hair, modest breasts, a beautiful smile, and a nice ass," she said moving her hands in front of her as if she was imagining squeezing and feeling the woman's ass. "In the way that I'd be enamored with her ass, I'd like her to be enamored with my big tits," she said removing herself from him to lay beside him.
In describing her, she was blinking her eyelids fast as if she had something in her eye or as if the imagined image that she had of the woman sexually excited her.
"Tell me, what do you imagine her doing to you and you doing to her?"
While he looked at her with contained sexual excitement, she looked at him as if afraid to tell him all that she sexually imagined doing to her fantasy, lesbian lover. Encouraging her, he gently fingered her nipples with one hand while lovingly rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy with his other hand. He hoped that by getting her more sexually excited that she'd confess more of her sexual fantasy of making love to a woman. Not wanting her to stop talking about her lesbian fantasy now, he wanted to hear every sexy detail of his wife having sex with a woman.
"I'd kiss her, French kiss her, of course, while touching her and feeling her while she touched and felt me," she said closing her eyes as if she was imagining kissing her lesbian lover.
Then, opening her eyes, she looked at him no doubt to see his reaction to her wanting to French kiss, touch, and feel a woman.
"Of course," he said pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples with one hand while slowly rubbing her clit more purposefully with one finger and probing her pussy deeper with his another finger. "What else?"
She looked at him as if she was afraid to tell him how she really felt about having sex with a woman. Only, with her becoming more sexually aroused by him fingering her nipples and masturbating her, the thing that was leading her to having another orgasm was him pressing her to tell him more about her imagined lesbian affair. Obviously, whenever she talked about having sex with a woman, she became more sexually aroused. Obviously, her fantasy of a lesbian affair was as sexually exciting to her as it was to him listening to her talking about her having a lesbian lover. Obviously her lesbian fantasy was as sexually exciting to her as it was sexually exciting to him in wanting to walk in public dressed as a woman and/or perhaps even to have sex with a man.
"Just as you're doing now, I'd want her to finger my nipples while fingering my pussy," she said looking down at his fingers pulling her nipples before flashing her baby blues at him. "I'd want her to suck my nipples in the way that I wish you'd do now. I love it when you suck my big tits Daniel," said Emma.
He leaned to her to suck her nipples. Taking her erect, hard nipple in his mouth, he sucked one of her nipples while fingering her pussy before sucking her other nipple. Seeming sexually satisfied with him briefly sucking her nipples, she appeared ready to tell him more about her imagined lesbian affair.
"Is that all?"
He fell quiet while waiting for her to speak more about her lesbian fantasy.
"No," she said looking at him looking at her.
Not wanting to ruin the mood, he tried to remain quiet but, too sexually excited by the thoughts of her having a lesbian affair, he couldn't.
"What else do you imagine doing? You can tell me. It's just as sexual fantasy. It isn't as if it's already happened," he said with a nervous laugh.
In the strange way she was acting, suddenly he wondered if she's already had a lesbian affair and didn't tell him in the way he hasn't told her about his cross dressing or about his thoughts of having sex with another man.
"I'd like to look down to see the top of her head and the top portion of her pretty face while knowing that a woman was fingering my pussy while licking my pussy," she said. She reached down to touch herself as if the woman was eating her while fingering her now. "I'd like to see her big, brown eyes looking up at me while she licked and fingered my pussy. I'd like to hear her making noises with her mouth while licking me as I moaned in sexual pleasure," she said grabbing her breasts in both hands while fingering her nipples.
Wow! Holy shit. That's hot that his wife wants a woman to give her oral pleasure. Now he really felt guilty about not going down on her more often than he has. Definitely, it was his fault that she wanted a lesbian lover. Nah, just as he's feeling guilty over cross dressing and occasionally thinking about having sex with a man, he doesn't need to feel guilty over her having a lesbian sexual fantasy too. Because he was born an Irish Catholic, he has enough guilty thoughts without adding any more to his guilty feelings.
"So your sexual fantasy is to make out with a long haired, brunette woman with big, brown eyes, modest breasts, a beautiful smile, and a nice ass," he said. "Have I captured her correctly?"
He imagined a long haired, brunette woman named Sandy, Kathy, Debbie, or Linda with big, brown eyes, modest breasts, a beautiful smile, and a nice ass going down on his wife while making all sorts of pussy licking noises. Wow!
"Yes," she said closing her eyes and quivering.
Obviously swooning by him reiterating the description of the woman that she had in her head, he realized that this was more than just a sexual fantasy. For her to be swooning, she must have a woman in mind. So telling by the look on her face, she was serious about having lesbian sex with a woman who looked much like the woman that she just described to him.
"So, your sexual fantasy is for such a woman to feel and touch you everywhere while you touched and feel her everywhere before she sucked your tits, fingered your pussy, and ate your pussy," he said. "Is that it?"
He hoped that wasn't it. He hoped there was more, so much more that she felt compelled to confess to him about her lesbian affair in the way that he felt so guilty about not confessing to her that he was a cross dresser.
"No," she said with a nervous laugh. "My sexual fantasy is so much more than that. It's not just about sex. It's about making a woman to woman connection, a joining of women, if you will," she said rolling her eyes and sighing while looking at him with exasperation. "You make it sound as if you're reading instructions. With you concentrating on her description, you make my sexual fantasy sound too much like a guy thing. You make it sound as if this is your sexual fantasy instead of mine."
She was right. Especially with him a cross dresser, he needed to think more like a woman than a man. This was her fantasy and not his. He needed her to tell him what she wanted and not for him to confuse her by ruining her fantasy with his.
"Sorry, I was just trying to get the image of her in my head. I was just trying to imagine you having sex with this woman," he said. "I'm just trying to wrap my brain around the fact that my beautiful wife is a want to be lesbian," he said with a dirty laugh.
Oops, he did it again. While trying to be funny to ease the sudden tension, maybe he shouldn't have called her a lesbian. He hoped he didn't offend her by going too far in his disapproval of her wanting to experience a lesbian affair. For sure, he didn't want to pull the plug on her sexual fantasy when she was just confiding in him more in the way that he wanted her to confide in him and in the way that he wanted to confide in her.
"It's absurd I know and it's probably something that will never happen but it's just a sexual fantasy that I have," she said looking at him.
He wondered what she was thinking. He wondered if she was thinking of her lesbian lover. He wondered if this was a good time to tell her about his cross dressing secret. Then, he thought about Greta, Maureen, Ebony, and Janya. He thought about her asking for a divorce and leaving him. Not wanting to push the envelope to make his worst nightmare his reality, he didn't think he should tell her that he's a cross dresser and that he's been thinking about having sex with a man.
"I see," he said.
After confessing her sexual fantasy to him, with a vacant look in her eyes as if she was off somewhere else with her lesbian lover, she looked so nakedly vulnerable. Perhaps the reason why she asked her next question was that she wanted him to be nakedly vulnerable with her too. Perhaps with him admitting his sexual fantasy, she'd feel more comfortable in confessing her sexual fantasy more in depth.
"Don't you have a sexual fantasy?" She looked at him with inquisitiveness while he looked at her with guilt. "Surely, you must have a sexy secret that you haven't confessed to me?" She waited for him to answer and when he didn't respond with not much more than a shrug, she continued. "You must have some skeleton hidden in your closet that you haven't told me and would never want exposed for fear of the judgmental embarrassment that you're as normal as the rest of us," she said with a laugh.
To be continued...
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Emma's secret lesbian fantasy inspires Daniel to tell her his secret of being a cross dresser.
"Don't you have a sexual fantasy?" She looked at him with inquisitiveness while he looked at her with guilt.
'Do I have a sexual fantasy? I have a million of them,' he thought to himself. 'If only she knew how many sexual fantasies I have, she'd think me a pervert.'
Nonetheless all of the sexual fantasies he had, he didn't answer her.
"Surely, you must have a sexy secret that you haven't confessed to me?"
'If only she knew his cross dressing secret,' he thought to himself. Again, instead of saying anything, he remained quiet. 'If only she knew he'd like to have sex with a man one time just to see what it felt like to have a man suck him before, perhaps, he sucked a man, he wondered her reaction.'
Not wanting to play this silly game of him confessing his sexual fantasies to her and in this way, this was her show. She's the one who started their pillow talking conversation with I want to have sex with a woman. He didn't start the conversation with I'm a cross dresser. If he was the one confessing his secret, sexual fantasy instead of her, he'd volunteer all kinds of secret, sexy things. Only, instead, the spotlight was on her and not him.
She waited for him to answer her question and when he didn't respond with much more than a shrug, she continued.
"Surely, you must have some skeleton hidden in your closet that you haven't told me and would never want exposed for fear of the judgmental embarrassment that you're as normal as the rest of us," she said with a laugh.
He wished he had the courage to tell her all of his sexual fantasies. Maybe she'd have a good laugh over some of them. He loved her laugh. She was even so much more beautiful when she was smiling and laughing. Giving color to her cheeks whenever she was laughing, if he could have created the perfect women, he would have created Emma. Truly, he's a lucky man to have someone like her as his wife and his partner in life.
With her always teasing him and joking around with him, he loved her playfulness. He enjoyed the fact that they could talk about anything and share everything, that is, other than his cross dressing secret. Yet, he was hoping to rectify that soon by telling her that he enjoys wearing women's clothes. Only, now, with her confessing her sexual secret in wanting to have sex with a woman, he felt pressured to tell her his secret in wanting to wear woman's clothes and possibly even have sex with a man.
With such a negative stigma attached to cross dressing, as if he was doing something wrong by wearing women's clothes, he felt so guilty. Yet, something that most people who aren't cross dressers wouldn't understand, cross dressing was his badge of courage against his struggle with gender identification. Never winning the war but giving into the battle by choosing a side, male and/or female cross dressers straddle the line. Most times dressing as men, sometimes they give in to their always there and sometimes more emerging feminine side to dress themselves as a woman.
"We all have secrets," he said finally while feeling bad for not taking this opportunity to take her in his confidence and to tell her his deepest, darkest secret. "Being that it wasn't until I was 30-years-old when I met you and married you, I've done some things I'm not proud of doing but am not ready to discuss them with you just yet," he said deciding not to tell her that he's a cross dresser.
Assuring himself that he would tell her that he cross dresses, he'd tell her his cross dressing secret after she had her lesbian affair, if she was to have a lesbian affair and told him all of the sexy details during their pillow talk. This way with him having something over her, he wouldn't feel as bad in her having something over him. It wasn't that he didn't trust her to keep his secret, he was just filled with so much guilt and angst that he needed to cross dress that he feared she may not understand his need to dress as a woman. Usually always in control, he felt weak in his inability to control his wanton desire to cross dress. Feeling enough guilt that he felt bad about himself, he didn't want her feeling bad about him too. If only she knew he was thinking of having sex with a man, different than her wanting to have sex with a woman, when he didn't even understand why he'd want a man over her, he didn't think she'd understand that either.
Yet, with just her focused stare, as if she could see inside of him and knew what he was thinking, she looked at him as if she already knew or suspected his cross dressing secret. She looked at him as if she was a police officer waiting for him to confess and come clean with the truth. As if they were both thinking about one another's sexual fantasies, they fell silent until she spoke again. Only, with him not yet telling her his cross dressing secret and with her already telling him her lesbian secret, no doubt, now he had more secret, sexual fantasies to imagine and to confess than she did.
"Perhaps, you'd like to know what it feels like to be with another woman or with two women," she said treading on thin ice while prodding him to confess his sexual fantasies, whatever they were.
"Yes, that would be hot to see you with another woman naked and in bed together," he said.
Suddenly the imagined image of her with another woman took control of his mind. She covered herself by encouraging him with her look as if goading him to respond in kind. Exciting him in the way he excited her by fingering her nipples and fingering her pussy, sexually teasing him in the way that he was sexually teasing her, she slowly stroked his cock.
"Perhaps you'd like to watch me having sex with a woman," she said giving him a sexy look while exploring dangerous ground.
With her look making him want to confess his secret, he was so tempted to tell her that he was a cross dresser but not wanting to ruin the moment of her telling him about her secret, sexual, lesbian fantasy, his secret could wait. Obviously knowing her well enough to know what she wanted, if that's what it took for him to agree for her to have a lesbian affair, what she wanted was for him to confess that he'd love to have sex with another women too. At the very least, what she obviously wanted to hear was for him to agree for her to have lesbian sex with a woman while he watched. With him knowing her well enough that he could read her, obviously what she wanted was for him to tell her his sexual peccadilloes too, no doubt so that she wouldn't feel so exposed in his eyes. Perhaps sweetening the pot and as if this was already part of this prearranged deal, she conceded by giving him her blessings for him to watch her having lesbian sex with a woman and/or for him to have sex with her lesbian lover too.
'Wow! This lesbian affair must mean a lot to her for her to invite me to watch and/or to even participate to entice him to give her his blessings,' he thought.
Yet, somewhat troubled by her sexual lust for a woman, he wasn't sure how he felt about his wife sneaking around behind his back and lusting over women, even if only a sexual fantasy. No doubt when she was sexually thinking about a woman, she wasn't sexually thinking about him. Then, again, when he's dressed as a woman, he's not thinking about her either; he's only thinking about himself. Then, again, when he's dressed as a woman, he sometimes thinks of having sex with her while dressed as a woman. With the guilt he felt by not giving her as much oral orgasms as she gives him, he feared once she had a lesbian affair, she'd turn lesbian. He feared once she swung for the fences from the other side of the plate that she'd take off with Greta, Maureen, Ebony, or Janya. Unable to compete with a woman, he's just a cross dressing man.
Had it been a man she was lusting over instead of a woman, he'd be upset instead of being intrigued enough to be sexually excited. Curious to see how this would play out, imagined or real, he'd love to meet the woman who captured his wife's sexual interest. Sexually excited to see his wife naked with another naked woman, this arrangement could work out really well. Only, knowing Emma, this was nothing more than a fantasy and not much more than pillow talk. With him knowing her as well as he did, she'd never have lesbian sex. It's a good thing he didn't confess his cross dressing secret to her. Definitely, he should wait until she actually goes through with having sex with a woman, if ever she does, before taking her in his confidence about his need to wear women's clothes. Nevertheless, if her sexual fantasy never materialized into anything more than just pillow talk, the fact that they were discussing her secret, sexual fantasy of having a lesbian affair was hot.
"I'd like to see you having lesbian sex with a woman," he said finally showing her his cards by dipping his toes along with is cock in her lesbian, sexual fantasy.
He imagined her having sex with her beautiful, brunette, lesbian lover.
"Really?" She looked at him as if to see if he was teasing her. "You would?"
He imagine his wife French kissing her lesbian lover. He imagined her lesbian loving sliding down her body to eat her pussy. He imagined Emma having her tits felt and her nipples fingered while her brown haired, brown eyed woman licked her pussy.
"Yes. I would. That's kind of my sexually fantasy too, seeing my beautiful wife making love with another beautiful woman," he said with a dirty laugh. "Actually, that's a lot of guys' sexual fantasy to watch their wives or girlfriends having sex with another woman."
"It is?"
"Oh, yeah, big time," he said encouraging her with a nod of his head.
Exhaling a big sigh of relief, she hugged him and kissed on the lips.
"Thank you for being such an understanding husband," she said. "Oh, my God, just the thought that I have your blessing to have lesbian sex makes it all the more possible without having any of the guilt of the lying and sneaking around," she said staring at him while awaiting his answer. "And would you want to participate too or just watch?"
Lying and sneaking around? He wondered what she meant by that. Has she been lying to him and sneaking around behind his back or did she just make a comment without thinking of what she was saying? With him now suspicious of her presently having a lesbian affair, she made it sound as if she was already having a secret, lesbian affair. With her describing her fantasy lover in such detail, she made it sound as if she already had a lesbian lover. Suddenly, he felt as if there as an interloper in his marriage. Suddenly, he felt that he wasn't the center of her sexual attention in the way that he's always been.
"Being that this would be your first time with a woman, if you don't mind, I'd rather just watch." He said as if Emma was really going through with having sex with a woman. "Maybe, if this goes well, the three of us could get together another time," he said talking as if she already had a woman in mind and this experimental foray into lesbianism was really going to happen. "Or maybe with this being your first time with a woman, you'd rather be with her alone."
If it was to ever happened, he wondered how he'd really feel about her having a lesbian lover. Just looking at the upside, he didn't even think about the downside until now. Would he really want a third person in his marriage, in his bed, and involved in his personal affairs? Would he trust another person with all of their secrets and personal things? Would he want someone snooping around his bedroom, his bathroom, and his computer when she was with Emma and he wasn't at home?
Why on Earth would he want to share the attention of Emma with anyone, even with a woman? Yet, if she had a sister, she'd be talking to her all the time on the phone and telling her personal things that he may not want her to tell anyone, especially her imagined sister. Much like some of her close friends, she still honors the boundaries of what she says and doesn't say about him and/or their marriage. Only, the boundaries of what she confesses to her lesbian lover may be wider and more forgiving than the boundaries of what she says to her close friends and/or even to her sister, if she had a sister.
"Actually, I'd like for you to watch first before having a threesome," she said. "Just as you'd like to watch me having sex with a woman, I'd like to watch you having sex with another woman too."
What? Seriously? She'd like to watch me having sex with another woman? Was she just saying that as his tempting reward for allowing her to have sex with a woman or did she really mean that she'd like to watch him having sex with another woman? He couldn't imagine any woman, unless she was a swinger, wanting to watch her husband having sex with another woman. A new, sexy dimension to their relationship, he looked at her shocked by all that she was confessing. Wow!
Her confession added to the guilt he felt over him not confessing his cross dressing secret to her. Especially now that she was talking so very much about her imagined lesbian lover, he needed to come clean. He needed to tell her that he not only enjoys wearing women's clothes but also that sometimes he thinks about having sex with a man. If she was so willingly able to confess all of what she's already confessed to him, he should do the same in confessing his cross dressing secret to her. Nonetheless his not confessing his secret to her yet, he liked the idea of watching her having sex with a woman as much if not more as he liked the idea of her watching him having sex with a woman. If it was ever to come to pass, he just wasn't keen on the idea of watching her with another man, if indeed that was her next secret, sexual fantasy and her next transgression.
"I don't think I could watch you having sex with another man," he said making a sour face while putting that out there for her to know his displeasure with that.
With him saying that about not wanting to watch her having sex with another man, she fell silent as if she was debating about saying any more. Was that on her agenda to not only have sex with a woman but also with a man? Was that her next sexual fantasy that she was about to confess? Was it just a guy thing that she could watch him having sex with another woman but he couldn't bear to watch her having sex with another man? Or was she just agreeing that he could have sex with her lesbian lover just so that she could have guiltless sex with her lesbian lover. Wow! They haven't even embarked on this lesbian, extramarital affair and it's already causing problems between them. Then, she floored him with what she said next.
* * * * *
"She has a husband," she said.
Bingo! That explains why she suddenly fell silent when he said that he couldn't watch her having sex with another man.
"She has a husband?" Nearly ruining his sexual fantasy of her with her lesbian lover and with him in a threesome with her and her lesbian lover, he looked at her stunned. "Who has a husband?"
"My, um, fantasy, lesbian lover," she said.
Now not knowing if her fantasy lover was real or imagined before, he suspected she was real now. Not wanting her to clam up, threading carefully, he persevered in his questioning of her to uncover what was true and what was fiction. Confused, he wasn't sure if this was a sexual fantasy of if Emma has already had lesbian sex. Chances are if this woman was real, then maybe they've already had lesbian sex.
"She does?"
"Yes," she looked at him with guilt written all over her face.
"And what's his name?"
Not yet even knowing the name of her imagined lesbian lover and if her lesbian lover and her husband were even imagined or real.
"Martin. His name is Martin," she said.
Just as he was curious what her lesbian lover looked like before she described her to him, now he wondered what the husband of her lesbian lover looked like. What kind of man is he to allow his wife to have a lesbian affair? Maybe he's a man just like him? Maybe it sexually excites him to watch two women having sex with one another in the way that it would surely sexually excite him to watch his wife having sex with a woman.
In that moment, he knew she had been unfaithful to him just as he had been not honest with her in hiding his cross dressing secret from her for ten, long years. Playing her game now, but careful not to spoil the sexy fun, he persevered in his pillow talk. Not wanting her to hold back or to lie to him, he needed to know more. He needed to know everything. He needed Emma to tell him if she's already had lesbian sex or not.
"And is the husband of your fantasy lover okay with his wife having sex with women or is that something he doesn't know," he said with a nervous laugh. "Or maybe he wants to watch too."
She paused to look at him as if to read him before saying what she said next.
"With them having an open marriage, he knows that his wife is bi-sexual. Actually, he likes to watch too. He enjoys watching her with other woman," she said pausing, "and with other men. Should we get together, he'd like to watch too," she said pausing again as if debating if she should say what she was thinking.
Confused, he still didn't know if she was talking about a real person or an imagined one. Only, now her fantasy characters sounded more real than imagined. In the way she described the woman of her sexual fantasy, he could already see her in the way that he was unable to see Greta, Maureen, Ebony, and Janya. Suddenly, with her bags packed, he imagined her waving goodbye to him when leaving him for her lesbian lover and her husband.
"You mean, for you to live out your sexual fantasy by making love to another woman," he said already knowing the answer to his question. "I'd have to agree to another man seeing you naked while the both of us watched you and his wife having lesbian sex?"
He wondered how he'd react to another man seeing Emma naked. He wondered how he'd react to seeing his wife naked with another woman. In the way that he wanted to and was invited to have sex with her lesbian lover, he wondered how he'd react to her lesbian lover's husband having sex with his wife. He wondered how his wife would react to another man having sex with her and making love to her before fucking her. If it wasn't enough that her sexual fantasy was having sex with a woman, going from that to them having a threesome, now they were talking about swapping partners.
"I guess so. Yes," she said seemingly uncomfortable with his reaction to another man seeing her naked. "I really didn't think it through that far being that I wanted to run it all by you first."
Run it all by me first? Run what by me? He still didn't know if their pillow talk conversation was imagined or real. Now he didn't know if she was still only talking about having sex with just a woman or if having sex with her husband was part of the deal. Maybe now that he knows her lesbian friend has a husband who wants to watch his wife with her too, suspecting that Emma would want to have sex with him too, she was worried that he'd squash this lesbian tryst before it even started. Maybe these people really do exist and are not just fantasy characters in her head.
"So, being that you already know she has a husband and even know his name, it sounds like you already have someone in mind," he said with a nervous, little laugh while prying her for more information.
He looked at her with curiosity while she paused in her pillow talking dialogue to look at him as if already apologizing for being unfaithful to him.
"Actually, I do," she said avoiding making eye contact with him. "She's an acquaintance. One of my father's clients that he had when she was having to deal her mother's estate after her death," she said.



Oh, my God. This fantasy is real. This lesbian fantasy is not imagined but real. He was as excited as he was confused. His wife has a lesbian lover. Now what?
"By the way," he said wondering what was real and what was imagined. "Since I already know the name of her husband but don't know her name, what's her name?"
Being that his wife was so softly feminine, with opposites attracting, he imagined her lesbian lover's name to be Butch, Helga, or Olga. He imagined her lesbian lover to be covered with tattoos, with piercings, and with her sleeves rolled up as if she's a longshoreman. He imagined her having a tattoo of an Iron Maiden on her chest, a Don't Fuck with Me tattoo on her arm, and a tattoo of a strap-on dildo tattoo on her ass. Wow!
"Veronica," she said. "Ronnie. She likes to be called Ronnie."
"Veronica? Wow! That's a hot name," he said while thinking that a bi-sexual woman named Veronica didn't sound like a butch dyke type of name. "Pray tell, how do you know so much about this Veronica?"
Relieved that her name wasn't Butch, Helga, or Olga, and/or Greta, Maureen, Ebony, or Janya for that matter, that's not so bad he thought. Actually, that name is kind of hot. He liked the name.
"Over the weeks, we got to talking while she was waiting for her appointments with my dad. She's really nice. We, um, even had lunch a couple of times," she said looking at him with guilt and consternation while biting her lip.
Oh, oh. Lunch? Hmm, he wondered what lesbians ate for lunch. Maybe they both had a pussy sandwich with extra hot sauce or tossed a salad with extra creamy dressing.
"I see," he said giving her a long, thoughtful look. "So, tell me, and be honest. I won't be angry with you but have you already had sex with this woman?"
He could always tell when she was lying and surprising her with his direct question, while reading her facial expressions, he waited for her to give him a direct answer.
"Sex? No. Of course not," she said pausing long enough, too long, to make him suspect that she was lying. "We, um, didn't have sex but she, um, kissed me," she said in a soft voice as if she was imagining kissing her lesbian lover.
She looked too guilty for him to believe that they haven't already done more than just kissing.
"She kissed you?"
Obviously expecting him to be angry with her, she looked at him as if ready for a fight but he wasn't angry with her at all. He wasn't looking for a fight. He just wanted information. He just wanted all of the sexy details of the beginning of her first lesbian affair. Suddenly confronted with more than just a sexual fantasy, he was trying to understand and cope with all of the ramifications of her not only having a lesbian affair but also having another person that she cared for in her life. Then, looming larger than life, there was the matter of the woman's husband.
"It was just a kiss Daniel. No big deal," she said with a shrug.
Quick in her defense, she was being defensive. He knew there was more than just a kiss between them. Imagining all sorts of things, he imagined each one taking turns wearing a strap-on dildo while fucking one another before eating one another. Now that he was confronted by her not just wanting to be with a woman but with her already kissing a woman and no doubt more, he looked at her stunned. As if he had been deceived by her, he looked at her with hurt.
Yet, he's been deceiving her about his need to cross dress for ten years. If he hasn't been unfaithful in his actions, he's been unfaithful in his thoughts with thinking about having sex with a man. This was no longer a fantasy but a reality check. This was now part of their life. It was then that he realized that he could perhaps compete with another man but he could never compete with another woman, especially with a woman who had a beautiful smile and a nice ass. Should his wife, Emma, fall in love with Veronica, Ronnie, as she preferred being called, he'd lose her forever. Yet, there was another man involved too, Veronica's husband. Suddenly, he imagined the three of them in bed having sex while he sat home alone dressed as a woman.
"Kissed you where?"
He couldn't believe his hot, sexy wife kissed another woman.
"On the lips silly," she said with a nervous laugh while giving him a sexy look.
She looked at him as if he was naïve and apparently he was to think that his hot, sexy wife could never be attracted to a woman in the way she was attracted to him.
"No, I mean, where? In the office? In your car? In the ladies room?"
Giving everyone a lesbian sex show, he imagined them rolling around the floor somewhere in public with their blouses unbuttoned, their breasts out of their bras, their skirts up to their waists, and their panties down to their ankles.
"Ladies room? Gross," she laughed while making a sour face. "We went for a walk through the park after lunch and kissed on a secluded bench beneath a weeping willow tree," she said. "It was as private as it was romantic," she said swooning.
"I see," he said suddenly feeling the uncontrollable urge to weep that his wife had a lesbian lover.
His wife was cheating on him with not a man but with a woman. With him on the outside looking in while living vicariously with whatever she chose to tell him, for the first time, he felt detached from her. Even though she invited him to watch and/or to participate as a threesome, he wasn't privy to seeing their first kiss. Moreover, with her lesbian lover having a husband, if he was to partake in a threesome, no doubt Veronica's husband would want to do the same. If it wasn't enough that he was suddenly sharing his wife with a lesbian or a bi-sexual woman, whatever she is, now he'd have to share his wife with another man. Seemingly, what was a great idea before, wasn't such a great idea now.
"I told her that needed to I'd talk to you first. I told her that I couldn't have sex with her unless you agreed," she said, obviously with her mind already made up to have sex with the woman.
Apparently now with her kissing Veronica, this was more than just pillow talk. This was the real deal. Emma just asked him if she could have sex with Veronica, he said pronouncing her name in his mind by enunciating each of the four syllables, Ver-ron-i-ca.
"And what else have you done with this Veronica besides allowing her to kiss you," he said unable to control his jealousy.
Remaining silent, she looked at him as if afraid to tell him but then she did. Somehow she summoned the courage to tell him her lesbian secret when he couldn't summon the courage to tell her his cross dressing secret. If anything, she was more honest with him than he was with her.
"She felt my breasts while I felt her ass," she said finally while making direct eye contact with him as if she was proud of the fact that she was sexually desired by a woman.
Suddenly, as if he was there watching them kissing, he had a vision of Veronica feeling Emma's D cup breasts while his wife felt her lesbian lover's nice ass through her clothes. With his imagination running away from him, assuming that they were fully dressed, now he needed to know if they were dressed or if they were naked.
"Inside your clothes or outside of your clothes?"
Adding more to his sexual imagery, he hoped they felt one another inside of their clothes. Adding even more to his sexual imagery, he hoped they were both totally naked somewhere else other than on the park bench beneath the weeping willow tree that she told them where they were sitting.
"Outside of our clothes," she said and he believed her.
He imagined his wife kissing another woman while Ronnie felt her big breasts and Emma felt her wonderful ass. He imagined this lesbian affair really happening and when it did, he'd confess his cross dressing secret to her. Imagining the two of them together having lesbian sex while he watched his wife with Veronica's husband, there was a long pause before he spoke.
"So, with you going so as far as to allow this woman to kiss you while feeling your breasts through your clothes, am I expected to believe that is all you've done with Veronica?" He said her name in his mind again in four distinct syllables, Ver-ron-i-ca.
He always liked his wife's name and remembered doodling Emma a hundred times every day when he first met her and started dating her. Now in the same way he was fascinated with the name Emma, he was now fascinated with the name Veronica. Veronica was such a sexy name.
"Well, to be honest, now that I recall it," she said pausing and acting as if she was having trouble remembering. "After she stuck her hand in my blouse and down my bra to feel my breast and finger my nipple, she stuck her hand beneath my skirt and cupped my pussy through my panty. Then, pushing my panty aside, she fingered me," she said fluttering her eyelids as if she was experiencing an orgasm now. "She masturbated me. She gave me a wonderful orgasm. She did," said Emma nodding her head up and down as if she needed that extra bit of head bobbing movement to explain herself. "Then, she licked my vaginal secretions from her finger as if my pussy was finger licking good," she said with obvious sexual arousal in her voice.
Holy shit! He couldn't believe it. He couldn't believe Veronica not only felt her breast and fingered her nipple but also she had her wicked lesbian way with his wife's pussy. He was stunned. Oh, yeah, and by the way, now that she recalled, Veronica masturbated her? Are you kidding me?
Her first lesbian experience, that's something someone wouldn't forget. He couldn't believe that his Emma allowed Veronica to have her wicked, lesbian way with her pussy. With his mind imagining her manicured fingers, Veronica's fingers were inside of his wife's pussy. Veronica masturbated his wife. What the fuck? Are you kidding me? He wondered what else she's done with God only knows who. Nevertheless his feigned outrage, he was sexually excited, an understatement, by this newly confessed lesbian revelation.
Suddenly he had a vision of Emma being initiated into a lesbian club. As her initiation, as if she was fresh meat and a newly incarcerated female prisoner in jail, he imagined her having a forced lesbian gangbang. He had a vision of a group of wild lesbians gangbanging his wife with strap-on dildos and hand held vibrators. Turned to the other side, he imagined her never being the same and never wanting his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy again.
"And prey tell what did you do for her?"
Damn, with his wife looking so guilty, he didn't know what to make of all of this. He imagined his wife eating Veronica's pussy after Veronica ate her pussy. He imagined Veronica sitting on Emma's face while forcing her to eat her again and again. He imagined Veronica taking advantage of his wife's innocent crush and her infatuation with wanting to have a lesbian fling. He imagined Veronica forcing Emma to turn lesbian. Losing his wife forever, he feared losing her to an evil lesbian.
"I French kissed her while feeling her ass through her pants. I wanted to do more," she said pausing to make eye contact with him. "I would have eaten her but I couldn't. Feeling compelled to get your take on his first, I needed your permission first. Besides there were people coming and I suddenly felt awkwardly embarrassed that we were making out on a park bench and guilty that I was kissing a woman," she said.
What? She would have eaten Veronica's pussy if she could have and if they're weren't people coming. Oh, my God, these lesbian women are just as sexually depraved as heterosexual and/or gay men. He needed to say something to not only let her know that it was okay that she was having a lesbian affair but also to further encourage her to have a lesbian affair. Now that she was making out with a bi-sexual woman, obviously, the next step was for the two of them to have lesbian sex with him and Veronica's husband watching and/or participating. This was all getting too complicated too fast.
"I'd never stop you from living out your sexual fantasy Emma," he said while thinking of her giving him her blessing to live out his sexual fantasies of cross dressing and maybe even having one time sex with a man. "Maybe you'll have your sexual fantasy after all," he said giving her a deep, wet kiss.
Now he couldn't remove the image of his wife with Veronica naked and having lesbian sex. As if he was there watching, he could nearly see Veronica masturbating his wife while they kissed and she felt her sweet ass.
"Oh, my God, Daniel, I'm so excited by the thought of making love to another woman," she said. "May I invite her and her husband over tonight?"
Tonight? Seriously? Short notice, he couldn't believe she wants to invite Veronica and Martin over tonight? With her already telling him that he could watch, now he couldn't wait to participate in his first threesome with his sexy wife and lesbian lover. Tonight just may be the night. Tonight may be the night that opens a new dimension to their faithful, traditional marriage, albeit with him being a secret, closet, cross dresser.
"If she was to accept your invitation, would you go down on her? Is that the plan?"
He imagined Emma positioned between Veronica's legs and licking her pussy while fingering her pussy. He imagined Veronica straddling his wife's back with her long, shapely legs. With Veronica's legs spread wide open, he imagined Veronica moaning her sexual pleasure in the way that Emma moans her sexual pleasure when he's eating her. Only, in the way that he imagined Veronica eating Emma every day, it's been a long time since he's given his sexy wife oral pleasure, obviously the reason why she's turning lesbian. Then, he imagined Emma moaning her sexual pleasure when Veronica was eating her.
"Would I go down on her?" She looked at him incredulously. "Do you mean, would I eat her pussy?"
The vision of Veronica eating Emma held his brain hostage while the imagined image hardened his cock. With Veronica making her cum with her fingers, mouth, and tongue, he imagined Emma kissing Veronica before sliding herself down to finger her pussy. He imagined his beautiful wife licking Veronica's pussy while fingering her pussy before they both moved in a 69 position. If only he had licked her pussy more, she'd never want the sexual excitement of another woman. Maybe if he had given her sex while dressed as a woman, she wouldn't care to know what it really felt like to be with a woman in a lesbian affair.
"Yes," he said.
He couldn't believe he was giving his blessing to his wife having a lesbian affair.
"Of course. That's the whole idea of being with another woman," she said with a sexy laugh. "Yes, that's the plan," she said with an excited laugh. "Definitely, I'd lick her pussy. In the way that I imagine her making me cum with her fingers, mouth, and tongue, I'd make her cum with my fingers, mouth, and tongue. Only, I thought we'd introduce one another, make small talk, and have a drink and a little something to eat, before jumping in bed as soon as they walked in the door," she said with a laugh.
When she said that about eating another woman, he thought about her sucking another man's cock before he thought of a man sucking his cock and before he thought about him sucking a man's erect prick. His mind was now filled with the sexual possibilities of including a couple of swingers in his marriage. He couldn't help but imagine him having sex with Veronica while her husband had sex with his wife. He couldn't help the four of them in a heap of arms and legs having sex with one another at the same time.
"Do you think you could have an orgasm with a woman eating your pussy instead of a man licking you?"
Rolling her eyes and sighing loudly, she gave him a look as if he said something silly.
"Daniel," she said taking his hand in hers and kissing it. "We're women. We not only know where all of the parts are but also we inherently and intimately know how they work. We wouldn't be fumbling around down there," she said with a laugh.
Fumbling around? Suddenly, he felt like a failure. Feeling so downtrodden that he didn't sexually satisfy his wife by giving her what she really wanted, an oral orgasm, he wasn't a very good lover after thinking that he was. Not very mechanically inclined, he had an image of trying to give his wife a vaginal orgasm with detailed directions and a screwdriver before giving up and handing her over to a real professional, a lesbian.
"Is that what I do?" He shot her a hurt look. "Fumble around?"
He looked at her with hurt feelings while she looked at him with a warm and understanding smile.
"No, you're a good pussy licker and I always have an orgasm when you eat me. Only, sweetie, you don't eat me nearly enough as I'd like and not nearly as much as I suck you," she said.
She may as well have said, if only you had eaten me more, I wouldn't have these lesbian thoughts. I wouldn't have had a sexual fantasy of having a lesbian affair. Guilty as charged. She's right. She gives him way more blowjobs than he gives her oral orgasms. Just as he suspected, it was all his fault. He's the one responsible for turning her lesbian or bi-sexual, at the least. Trying his best to gloss his inadequacy of giving his wife enough oral orgasms, he tried glossing over it with humor. Only, feeling responsible as if he had driven his wife to have a lesbian affair by him not licking her pussy enough, he felt guilty.
"That's because, not wanting to deny you the oral pleasure of my cock, I know how much you love blowing me," he said with a nervous laugh while hoping to ease the tension between them.
She looked at him and made a sour face that wrinkled her brow.
"Yeah, well, it's time you put your mouth where you're cock's been. Lick my pussy. I need to cum," she said with a laugh. "Only, there's one more thing."
Ready to give her a good pussy licking, she stopped him short by her saying that there's one more thing.
"One more thing?"
He looked at her as if she was about to ask him for a divorce. He looked at her as if she was about to ask him if Greta, Maureen, Ebony, Janya, Veronica, and Martin could live with them in their big house. Certainly, they had enough bedrooms and bathrooms to accommodate overnight guests but for how long?
"Yes," she said. "There's something that I haven't told you."
Oh, oh. Here it comes. After telling him that she her sexual fantasy is to have lesbian sex and after confessing that she's already had lesbian sex, he couldn't even imagine what his wife was going to say now.
"When you preference by saying there's one more thing, cravat emptor, you make me wary," he said hoping to lighten the suddenly heavy mood with a bit of levity.
Suddenly, he imagined her joining a lesbian motorcycle group and getting Veronica's name tattooed on her beautiful chest along with Martin's name on her shapely ass.
"It's her husband," she said biting her lip.
To be continued...
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"One more thing?"
He looked at her as if she was about to ask him for a divorce. He looked at her as if she was about to ask him if Greta, Maureen, Ebony, Janya, and Veronica, along with Martin, could live with them in their big house. He looked at her as if what they were about to do was a mistake or a necessary evil for them to embrace and to enhance their sexuality for them to continue to have a happy marriage. Willing to agree to anything so long as Emma not leave him and stay with him as his wife, best friend, and lover, certainly, they had enough bedrooms and bathrooms to accommodate six overnight guests but for how long?
Even with Martin as the other rooster in his henhouse, what man in his right mind wouldn't want to live with six, sexual women? Given that four of the women, Greta, Maureen, Ebony, and Janya, were lesbian women, Veronica was a bi-sexual woman, and the sixth woman was his wife, Emma, who wanted to live out her lesbian fantasy. Only and seemingly for now, the one woman who wasn't lesbian was his wife Emma. Moreover, a small detail that needed to be mentioned, four of the six women, Greta, Maureen, Ebony, and Janya weren't real but imaginary women made up in his mind. Yet, a reality he feared, if not lesbian today, maybe Veronica would turn Emma lesbian tonight.
He couldn't help himself from imagining Veronica between his wife's legs fingering her pussy while licking her pussy. He couldn't help himself from imagining Veronica giving Emma an orgasm. He couldn't help himself from imagining Emma between Veronica's legs fingering her pussy while licking her pussy. He couldn't help himself from imagining Emma giving Veronica an orgasm. Then, with the faces of the two women buried in one another's pussies, he couldn't help but imagine them in the sixty-nine position and going at one another as if they were bitches in heat.
"Yes, there's one more thing," she said looking at him with nervous, sexual excitement. "There's something that I haven't told you."
Expecting the worst but hoping for the best, her secret little something, no doubt, was the other shoe. When things feel so good and whenever he's so happy, someone always drops the other shoe to return him to reality. What she was about to tell him, whatever it was, was the other shoe. Just once, he'd like to revel in the thought of Emma experiencing her lesbian, sexual fantasy, and him being allowed to dress as a woman without someone dropping the other shoe.
Something she hasn't told me? Now what? He wondered what it was. Is it not enough that her secret, sexual fantasy was to have lesbian sex with a woman? Is it not enough that she's already had lesbian sex with bi-sexual woman when Veronica kissed her, felt her big breasts, and masturbated her? Is it not enough that Veronica has a husband, Martin? Is it not enough that in the way that he'd like to watch Emma having sex with Veronica, Martin wants to watch Veronica having sex with Emma too? Is it not enough that for Emma to have her lesbian fantasy that he'd have to allow Veronica's husband to see his wife naked? Is it not enough that her little lesbian sexual fantasy has now suddenly turned into them possibly engaging in swinging sex with another couple? What else could she possibly tell him that she hasn't already told him?
Usually looking at her with love, kindness, and understanding when he's not looking at her with lust, desire, and horniness, he looked at her as if he no longer knew his wife. As if she was someone else, some other sexual being who suddenly liked women as much as she liked men, he looked at her as if she was a sexual animal instead of his loving wife. Catching him off guard, by telling him that Veronica had a husband and that now there was something else, he didn't know if he should look at her with dread or with sexual excitement. Judging her by the look of seriousness on her face, he read her look to make her facial expression his own. Now, instead of looking at her with love, kindness, and understanding, and instead of looking at her with lust, desire, and horniness, he looked at her with dread while afraid of what she was about to say.
"When you preference by saying there's one more thing, cravat emptor, you make me wary," he said hoping to lighten the suddenly heavy mood with a bit of levity. "What used to be sometimes predictable coming out of the mouth of my beautiful, blonde wife, is now surprising. Especially after telling me that Veronica masturbated you, suddenly, I never know what you're going to say to shock me."
She looked at him submissively as if wanting to ask his permission tell him something when she didn't need his permission to speak. In that moment, depending upon the type of lesbian sex she wanted to experience, he imagined her wanting to join a lesbian motorcycle gang, the Butch Bitches or the Pink Panties. Imagining her getting Veronica's name tattooed on her beautiful chest along with Martin's name forever inked on the side of her shapely ass, he couldn't help but think that he was losing his wife to a woman and possibly to another man. Going from their perfectly sheltered, little life to her wanting to experience her secret, sexual fantasy in having lesbian sex, what happened? Suddenly, he wished he could turn back the clock and return to how things were between them before she confessed her secret lesbian, sexual fantasy to him. Figuring it would make things even worse, he was glad that he didn't tell her his sexual secret that he was a closeted, cross dresser.
With her suddenly wanting to play in the Devil's playground of decadence, debauchery, and depravity, imagining her swinging both ways, if this is the life she chooses, he didn't know if he could keep up with her. His cross dressing took whatever free time and extra, sexual energy he had. Besides at 40-years-old with more important priorities in his life, such as making money, he didn't have the sexual drive that he once had in his twenties and even in his early thirties. Emma, at 35-years-old, seemed to be just getting into her sexual stride. With him humping her as fast and as hard as he could already, he didn't think that he could hump her any faster or any harder to satisfy her sexually when it was Veronica and not him that she wanted.
"It's her husband," she said biting her lip. "There's something about Martin that I haven't told you."
Ready to give her a good pussy licking in the hopes that he could save her from turning lesbian with an oral orgasm, she stopped him short by her saying that there's one more thing and that one more thing is Veronica's husband, Martin. Her husband? He impatiently waited for the other shoe to fall with a resounding thud on their hardwood, bedroom floor. In the way she had sex with Veronica masturbating her, has she already had sex with Martin too? Is that it? Is that what she hasn't told him but what she needs to tell him now?
While imagining the worst, their marriage vow of faithfulness being broken, shedding new light to this development and with renewed hopefulness, he imagined the best sexual scenario emerging. Thinking that she may have already had sex with Martin too, he couldn't believe it. His beautiful wife has suddenly turned into a lesbian whore willing to have sex with anyone, man or woman.
'What the fuck? Are you kidding me? No way,' he thought to himself while trying to remain calm.
Just as her sexual confession could have good repercussions with him having sex with Veronica and possibly with Martin too, Emma finding her new born sexuality could have bad repercussions too, with her leaving him for them. Her having lesbian sex is one thing but her engaging in hetero, extra marital sex with another man is something else entirely and not part of their as yet, unspoken, sexual agreement. It was then that he wished he never had sexy, pillow talk with his wife and with her confessing her wanting to be with a woman. It was then that he wished Emma had never met Veronica.
"Her husband? What about him?"
Just as he couldn't imagine his sweet wife naked in another man's arms, he couldn't image what she was going to say next about Martin. What more could she possibly say about these two swingers? Yet hung up but in a good way on Veronica being lesbian and the thoughts of her having lesbian sex with Emma, he was hung up but in a bad way on his wife's lesbian lover having a husband and with Martin having heated, hetero sex with his wife. While kissing and kissing her, he imagined Martin feeling, fondling, and sucking Emma's big, beautiful breasts before serving up his erect, hard, hairy cock to her beautiful mouth. Her way of making him hard enough for her to have sexual intercourse with him, he imagined Emma sucking Martin's cock in the way he's already thought about Martin sucking his cock and he thought about sucking Martin's cock.
Already on sexual overload, unable to stop the flood of pornographic images, he imagined Emma with her legs spread and Martin between them while fingering and licking her pussy long enough to make her cum. He imagined Emma with her legs spread and Martin between them humping her, making love to her, and fucking her while pounding her pussy hard enough to give her an orgasm. With Martin giving Emma an orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, and his lips before giving her another one with his cock, he imagined losing his wife to him. He imagined Martin not only leaving with Veronica but also with Emma too.
"Bye. Thanks for everything," he imagined saying while sad that his wife was leaving him but happy that she was living out her secret, sexual fantasy of having sex with a woman.
Only, he didn't know that her secret, sexual fantasy included another man. He didn't know that her secret, sexual fantasy would be the end of their marriage. He didn't know that when she confessed that she wanted to sleep with a woman that she was in fact asking him for a divorce. Forget about the other shoe dropping, the other shoe was a heavy boot filled to the top with shit.
If only he knew her secret, sexual fantasy would culminate with the end of their relationship, he never would have given her his blessing for her to have a lesbian affair. Only she didn't need his blessing for her to have sex with Veronica, something she already had even before telling him that she wanted to sleep with a woman. Only, much of this was just speculation on his part.
Then, with his thoughts going from Veronica to Martin and back again to Veronica, with her first foray into lesbianism opening up her sexual floodgates, he imagined Emma out of sexual control. With her new found bi-sexuality throwing open the doors that now encompassed both male and female, he imagined his beautiful wife having sex with every man and any woman. Fearing that he was no longer able control her, not that he ever could, he feared that he was losing her to her sexual desires.
Now he wasn't sure if he wanted to know what that one more thing she had to tell him was. In the bittersweet way he now wished that she had kept her secret, sexual fantasy of wanting to have sex with a woman, sometimes, things are better off left unspoken. With him feeling guilty about not telling her that he was a cross dresser, maybe his not telling her that he enjoyed dressing as a woman was a blessing in disguise.
* * * * *
"He's bi-sexual," she said. "Just as Veronica does, Martin swings both ways."
Bi-sexual? Martin is bi-sexual? As if he didn't hear what she said or didn't understand the meaning of the word bi-sexual, he looked at her stunned. Suddenly, his sexual fantasy of having one time sex with a man in the way that his wife wanted to experience lesbian sex with a woman has come true. He couldn't believe that his wonderful wife not only experienced her lesbian fantasy of having sex with a woman but also she gave him the possibility of him experiencing his bi-sexual sexual fantasy of having sex with a man too.
An easy stretch to make, Daniel imagined himself with Emma, Veronica, and the husband, Martin, entwined together naked, seething, and sweating. Then, breaking off into pairs, while he and Martin watched Emma and Veronica having sex, he imagined Martin having his wicked way with his cock. Inspired by watching their wives having lesbian sex, he imagined Martin kissing him while slowing stroking his cock to a harder erection. While Veronica ate Emma's pussy, he imagined Martin sucking his cock. While Veronica gave Emma an oral orgasm, he imagined cumming in Martin's willing mouth. Maybe this swinging foursome wouldn't be such a bad thing after all.
Maybe this is how he'll finally have first time sex with a man while his wife has first time sex with a woman that is if she hasn't had lesbian sex already, not counting Veronica masturbating her. Imagining all of the possibilities of his wife being with a bi-sexual woman and him being with a bi-sexual man, it would be quite a while before any of them became bored with sex. Only, when he agreed for Emma to experience her lesbian fantasy, he never agreed to have sex with Veronica's husband too. As if an obvious after thought, that part of their swinging relationship just manifested itself.
Now in the way he imagined Martin eating and pounding Emma's pussy, he imagined himself licking and fucking Veronica's pussy. In the way he imagined Emma sucking Martin's cock, he imagined Martin sucking his cock too. In the way that he imagined Veronica sucking his cock, he imagined sucking Martin's cock too. Having his cake and eating it too with his wife's permission, how perfect would that be for Daniel to not only have sex with another woman but also with another man? Having her cake and eating it too with her husband's permission, how perfect would that be for Emma to not only have sex with another woman but also with another man?
In the way that his roommate wanted to masturbate him and possibly suck him twenty years ago, he wasn't ready for man sex then in the way he was ready for bi-sexual sex now. Definitely, if he was sexually attracted to Martin and if he offered to do that to him, he'd allow Martin access to his lips and to his cock. Oh yeah, he'd allow him to kiss him while stroking him before sucking him. Only, not knowing if he was ready for that until the opportunity presented itself, he didn't know if he could stroke and/or suck Martin's cock.
Possibly, while Martin was stroking him and/or sucking him, he could fondled the head of Martin's cock but that may be the extent of his bi-sexuality. Perhaps, if he was drunk enough, he could engage in gay sex. Perhaps, if he was drunk enough, on the pretense that he didn't know what he was doing, he could suck Martin's cock and even allow Martin to cum in his mouth. Perhaps, so long as it was okay with Emma, he could give Martin the orgasm that he imagined him giving his wife. Just a sexual fantasy that played through his mind, he didn't know and wouldn't know until the time came.
"Bi-sexual?"
No longer looking at her with dread, he looked at her with sexual excitement that he was unable to hide. Forgetting all about telling her that he was a cross dresser, what was once about her having lesbian sex with a woman was now more about him having gay sex with a man. Even though he didn't know if he could go through with it, he was sexually excited by the thought that he could imagine having gay sex nonetheless. As if she knew better than he did, Emma gave him that cheeky little smile she gives him when she beats him at Scrabble before she said exactly what he was thinking.
"He'd be as sexually interested in you as much as he'd be sexually interested in me, I'm afraid," she said with a flash of sincerity while giving him a nervous, little chuckle.
With her look suggesting that he'd be interested in Martin as much as she'd be interested in Martin, her look implied that he was gay or bi-sexual. Daring him to confess his sexual feelings to her about the possibility of him having bi-sexual sex, she was treading on thin ice again. Taking their sexual relationship beyond the next level and all the way up to the top tier of other swinging couples, she was going somewhere that neither of them have not only gone before but also have never thought about going before. They were embarking on an open, sexual relationship with not with a heterosexual couple but with a bi-sexual woman and a bi-sexual man. With his mind racing and his cock hardening at the imagined sexual foursome he imagined having with not only Veronica but also with Martin, he downplayed his interest in Martin by showing her his feigned disinterest in Veronica's husband.
"Bi-sexual? Gees, Emma, I don't know. Maybe inviting them over tonight isn't such a good idea," he said regretting saying that as soon as he said it. Giving her some wiggle room, he rejected her idea of inviting them over tonight by showing his genuine disappointment instead of showing her his sexual excitement. "Maybe we should give more thought to what we're about to get ourselves into before we dive headlong off the diving board without checking to see if there's water in the pool."
What? Huh? What did he just say? Inviting them over tonight not a good idea? Without checking to see if there's water in the pool? What the Hell was he saying? Has he lost his mind? Has he's suddenly gone mad? Definitely, he needs to check with his penis first before opening his mouth.
He was about to say no to watching his wife having lesbian sex with Ver-ron-i-ca. He was about to say no to having sex with another woman with not only his wife's permission but also with her blessings. He was about to say no to possibly living out his sexual fantasy by having bi-sexual sex with another man. If this wasn't a custom scenario made just for him, one that not only satisfied his lesbian fantasy of watching his wife with a woman but also that satisfied his gay fantasy of having sex with a man, he didn't know what would be. All he needed to make this evening perfect was for him to appear dressed as a woman when meeting Veronica and Martin for the first time.
Holy shit! He wondered what Emma would say if he came downstairs dressed as Danielle instead of as Daniel. Wow! He wondered how Veronica and Martin would react to meeting him not as a man but as a woman. Needing to act quickly, he needed to tell her that he's changed his mind and that it's a good idea to invite Veronica and Martin over for some sexy swinging, um, to meet one another over drinks.
Only, not giving him the chance to say anything else to reverse what he previously said, she looked at him as if his silly, little sham was over. She looked at him as if jig was up and she was about to reveal him for the cross dresser that he truly was. She gave him the look that she gave him when he came home late a little tipsy when asking him where he was and what was he doing. She gave him the same look she gave him when he bought a new, luxury car without discussing it with her first. She gave him that doghouse look that always meant that he'd have to buy her something really extravagant and give it to her while on vacation somewhere exotically expensive.
"Oh, don't play so innocent with me Daniel. I know your secret," she said staring at him with a look that suddenly made him feel so small. As if she was his mother instead of his wife, she said the same phrasing of words that his mother said so very long ago when she nearly caught him wearing her clothes. "I know you're a cross dresser," she said getting up on her high horse.
* * * * *
She knows he's a cross dresser. Unable to think clearly and unable to think of anything else but his guilt, panic took hold of his mind like a fever. He looked at her with shocked shame. Quickly trying to read her, he looked at her trying to figure out if her knowing he was a cross dresser was a good thing or a bad thing. Only, he didn't know. He couldn't tell.



How did she know? How did she discover the secret that he's kept from her for ten, long years? It had to be the nail polish remover or him using her eye makeup. What else could it be? He's always been so very careful not to expose his secret until he was ready to tell you. Whenever he tried on any of her clothes, he put them exactly back in the closet in the same spot and how she had them.
"You do?" Surprising even himself in not denying that he was a cross dresser, he was too curious as to how she knew that he was. "How do you know I'm a cross dresser?"
Instead of looking at her with guilt, he looked at her with curiosity mixed with shame. He looked at her looking at him as if she invaded his privacy when he was the one guilty of invading her privacy by snooping in her closet and trying on her clothes. Then, he thought the worst case scenario.
Damn, maybe she was snooping on his computer. Maybe she knows his password. Maybe she found his secret file of photos of himself dressed as a woman. Maybe she checked his cookies and found the links he saved to all of those cross dressing sites. Maybe she found his secret stash of women's clothes.
"Duh?"
With just her look, she made him feel so stupid. With just a look she made him feel that he was the one cheating on her when she was the one guilty of that with her cheating on him with Veronica. Her secret lesbian fantasy of wanting to be with a woman wasn't a fantasy but her reality when Veronica had already kissed, felt up, and masturbated his wife. In the way that it was okay with him for her to have lesbian sex, he wished it was okay with her that he continue to enjoy wearing women's clothes.
Yet more than the guilt he felt for hiding his cross dressing secret from her, she made him feel that there was something wrong with him for wanting to dress as a woman. Obviously there was something wrong with him for having the need to cross dress but having dealt with that all of his life, that was his cross to bear and not hers. Even though he's her husband, how dare she judge him by giving him that look? Especially that he's her husband, how dare she think less of him just because he likes looking sexy and pretty in the way she enjoys looking sexy and pretty? Just because she's a woman and he's a man, why can't they both look sexy and pretty?
"Duh what?"
She gave him a look of disappointment.
"You should have told me Daniel. You should have entrusted me with your secret," she said.
He stared at her not because he was embarrassed. He stared at her because she was so beautiful and so sexy. Hoping that she understood his need to cross dress, he stared at her fearing that he was going to lose her. Hoping not to ruin his marriage with her any more than how much he's already ruined it, he needed to come clean.
"How do you know that I'm a cross dresser?"
With him always being so careful to hide his secret life from her, he needed to know how she knew.
"You not only shave your face but also you shave your chest, your arms, your hands, your feet, and your legs," she said with a smug, little laugh. "Unless you plan on competing in the Mr. Universe bodybuilding competition, what man shaves off all of his body hair? And unless you use a razor on a stick or go to a salon to have it removed with wax, I don't even want to know how you remove the hair on your back. "
She was right. Funny how he was so guilty about completely shaving himself before, when he was younger, and not giving that a thought now, since he's been dating her and now married to her. She gave him that look again that made him feel that he was the weak one instead of the strong one. With her now in control and having the upper hand, she made him feel that she was the man and he was the woman. She made him feel small. She made him feel dumb. She made him feel crazy.
Duh is right and she's right. Not even giving it a second thought, he's been shaving his body hair off for so long that he didn't think she'd notice. Always taking care to groom himself for those times that he wanted to dress as a woman without raising suspicion that he was a closet cross dresser, because his hairline was receding anyway, he thought she'd figure that he didn't have much hair. He could always tell her that he was a champion swimmer but with his paunchy body, she'd never believe him. The only exercise he's done lately is lifting his hand to his lips to eat food and drink beer.
"I was going to tell you," he said in his feeble defense of not trusting her with his secret enough to tell her, his best friend, his lover, and his wife.
He looked at her ashamed and sorry that he didn't take her in his confidence but he couldn't. What woman wants to stay married to a cross dressing man? Only, now, with him allowing her to live out her lesbian, sexual fantasy, maybe she'll allow him to dress as a woman while they're having sex.
"Moreover Watson," she said as if she was Sherlock Holmes cracking a cross dressing murder case. "A simple deduction," she said with a thoughtful pause that provoked more his curiosity than his guilt. "I know when my things have been moved," she said pointing her index finger at him. "You've been wearing some of my clothes, haven't you?"
She seemed angry not that he was a cross dresser but that he invaded her privacy by trying on her clothes.
"You have such beautiful things," he said. "I just wanted to try some of them on to see how they'd look on me."
"It's okay," she said. "I understand your need in wanting to dress as a woman. I do. Only, I wish you'd buy your own clothes in your size instead of stretching out my sweaters," she said with a laugh.
"Sorry. I will," he said.
"Especially with me confessing that I'd like to have lesbian sex with a woman," she said with dejection as if she was weak and/or perversely perverted for wanting a lesbianism lover as her sexual fantasy. "I just thought it was time to get all of this out in the open," she said with a long enough pause to make him wonder what she was thinking."
"Yes, you're right. It's better this way. I'm glad we know one another's sexual secrets," he said with a relived smile.
"I just thought that if I was to get together with Ronnie," she paused long enough to make him wonder what she was going to say next. "Perhaps you could get together with Martin," she said efficaciously but with a non-judgmental shrug.
* * * * *
Martin? What? She wants him to get together with another man? Surely, she doesn't want him to go bowling, to a ballgame, or to play cards. Definitely, knowing that he doesn't hunt or fish, she doesn't expect him to go hunting and fishing with him, does she? She must be thinking of him having sex with Veronica's husband, Martin. Yet why would she even think that? It's one thing for her to discover his cross dressing secret but how could she possibly know about his sexual fantasy of him imagining having one time bi-sexual sex with a man? Unless she could read his mind, there's no way that she could know that.
Unless, assuming just because he was a cross dresser that he'd be interested in Martin, she looked at him as if she had already answered her unasked question if he was gay or bi-sexual. Just because he's a cross dresser doesn't necessarily mean that he's gay. Just because he's a cross dresser doesn't necessarily mean that he's bi-sexual. Just because he's a cross dresser doesn't necessarily mean that he'd have sex with a man. Even though having one time sex with a man has been his secret, sexual fantasy for a long while, he felt as guilty as he felt insulted that she assumed his secret.
Feeling transparent, he felt so angry that he was so exposed. Whether she was right or wrong in her assumption about him being sexually interested in Martin in the way she was sexually interested in Veronica, unless he confessed and/or acted out his sexual fantasies, his sexual fantasies were none of her business. His sexual fantasies were personal and private. His sexual fantasies were all he had to save him from his boring, mundane, little world by giving him his fantasy of living a cross dressing life.
With him having the sexual fantasy for so long of being with a man, sometimes he thinks it's real. Sometimes, when sleeping next to Emma and dreaming, until he awakens, he imagines he's sleeping with a man. With her looking nothing like a man, if only she knew that he fantasized that she was a man, she'd be so angry. Then, he wondered if Emma fantasized him a woman when she was sleeping next to him and dreaming.
Even though there are some cross dressers who regularly have sex with men, most cross dressers are heterosexual. Even though some cross dressers may have thoughts of what it would be like to have sex with a man, most cross dressers would never have sex with a man. As if complimenting them by dressing like them, most cross dressers are content to look like women while only having sex with themselves or with their wives or girlfriends. Most cross dressers have too much appreciation for women and for themselves than to be dressing like a woman just for the sake of impressing a man and to be with a man.
Yet, with some cross dressers born more female than male, some cross dressers are women trapped in a man's body. Running the whole sexual orientation gambit, sometimes one never knows if a cross dresser is heterosexual, bi-sexual, or gay. Moreover, just because he's heterosexual doesn't mean that he can't have gay or bi-sexual thoughts. Only, he wondered, if he had bi-sexual sex one time, not counting what happened with his roommate, would that make him gay?
He didn't know if one time gay sex would make him gay but the thought of him being gay or bi-sexual, along with his wife's assumption that he'd be interested in Martin, bothered him. Maybe he was gay and didn't realize it until now. Maybe his cross dressing got in the way of him realizing his true sexual identity. With him not yet knowing if it did or didn't, why would it bother Emma if he cross dressed or was bi-sexual? It didn't bother him that she had lesbian thoughts. If anything, it excited him that she wanted to have lesbian sex while he watched. Wouldn't it be something after all of these years being married to one another if she was more lesbian and he was gayer than they were heterosexuals?
'Wow!'
Then again, there are cross dressers like him who've never been with a man but are sexually curious what it would be like to have sex with a man. Yet, not ready to have sex with just any man in a men's room at a bus station, he'd have to be a special man for Daniel to want to have sex with him. He'd have to be an attractive man. He'd have to be a man who not only interested physically but also who excited him sexually as well as cerebrally. Perhaps had he not had the brief gay, sexual encounter with his roommate twenty years ago, he wouldn't be thinking about having another bi-sexual encounter now. Nonetheless he needed to set Emma straight.
"Just because I'm a cross dresser doesn't mean that I'm gay. I'm not gay Emma," he feebly protested.
"I know that," she said with some assurance.
Yet, with him so fastidious about everything in the way that Liberace was with his furs, his jewelry, his homes, and his pianos, his compulsion to always have everything perfectly just right bordered on OCD, obsessive-compulsive disorder. Always figuring that he had a touch of OCD, now he wondered if he was gay instead. Then again, he could be a gay, cross dressing man living in a straight man's body who has a touch of OCD.
Assuredly, if he was given the opportunity to explore his gay side, he'd certainly find out his sexual preference once he had bi-sexual sex with Martin. Maybe not giving into his homosexual impulses, he'll just remain passive instead of aggressive. He'll just allow Martin to have his wicked sexual way with his cock instead of the other way around with him giving Martin's cock his hands-on attention.
"I've never been with a man," he said suddenly feeling guilty for the brief, gay make out session that he had with his roommate twenty years ago.
Unable to erase his bi-sexual thoughts and with him not even knowing what the man looked like or if he'd even be sexually attracted to him, he couldn't stop thinking about Martin's hand wrapped around his erect cock. He was getting an erection thinking about Martin kissing him while stroking him before Veronica's husband lowered his mouth to suck him. Suddenly, freeing himself from his guilty conscience about his secret life as a cross dresser, he was unable to free his mind from the guilt of his homosexual thoughts. Going with the perception that Emma mistakenly had of him and going against his feeble protest that he wasn't gay, he not only invited but also now welcomed his sexual fantasy of having sex with a man.
* * * * *
He thought of Martin passionately French kissing him, unzipping him, taking his erection in hand and stroking him before leaning himself down to suck him. Suddenly, adding even more to his sexual excitement, Daniel thought of taking sexual advantage of Martin in the way that he imagined Martin taking sexual advantage of him. Suddenly, going where he's never gone before, he imagined stroking Martin's stiff prick before sucking his stiff prick and having gay sex with him while dressed as a woman.
'Wow!'
Having never had anal sex before with anyone, not even with Emma, he wondered what it would feel like to have anal sex with Martin. He could probably fuck Martin in the ass if he was drunk and horny enough but he wasn't sure if he'd want Martin to fuck him in the ass. Imagining that it would hurt having a cock buried in his ass, yet just the thought of having anal sex gave him an erection. Just the thought of him having sex with a man while dressed as Danielle was something that he never thought would ever happen. Only having the thought of having sex with a woman while dressed as a woman, that thought was now superseded by the thoughts of having gay sex with a man while dressed as a woman.
"I'm sorry that I implied and/or assumed that you're gay. In the way you make love to me and so enjoy having sex with me, I know you're not gay Daniel," said Emma with conviction.
If only she knew what he was thinking now about having anal sex with Martin, she'd no doubt change her mind about his sexual orientation.
"Thank you for your apology," he said feeling even guiltier now than he did before for the homosexual thoughts that he was having.
"Actually, I just assumed that, possibly, you were bi-sexual," she said. "I just thought with you being a cross dresser that maybe you'd might want to more explore more of your feminine side...sexually?"
'What? Explore more my feminine side sexually by having sex with a man. Damn, Emma is more sexually daring and sexually tolerant than he is. Emma is more in tuned with my private, personal, sexual feelings that I am. Seemingly Emma knows me better than I know myself.
Maybe it's time I stop denying something that can't be denied. Maybe it's time I stop trying to control something that can't be controlled. Maybe it's time that I finally give into my homosexual feelings and go with the flow. Maybe Martin is my opportunity for me to experience more than my feminine side and more than my bi-sexual side but my gay side,' he thought to himself.
"By having sex with a man?"
Concealing his true feelings in being curious about having gay sex, now he looked at her as if she was the crazy one. Again, he imagined engaging in gay sex with Veronica's husband. He imagined Martin kissing him in the way that his roommate kissed him while feeling him. Then, feeling him through his pants while kissing him, he imagined Martin unzipping him and pulling out his cock.
Not surprised that he had an erection, he knew he would. He wasn't even surprised that he allowed Martin to masturbate him before sucking him. Maybe by thinking about Martin having his bi-sexual way with him, perhaps him having bi-sexual sex would really happen tonight. Oh, yeah, with his wife excited to have lesbian sex with her new lover, Daniel was equally excited to perhaps have bi-sexual sex with Martin.
"Just thinking out loud while thinking out of the box, maybe he could masturbate you in the way that Veronica masturbated me," said Emma as if able to read his mind. "Maybe if you're more comfortable not doing him, he could just do you. Maybe he could suck your cock," she said persevering in her attempt to get him together with Martin.
He wondered if those were her thoughts of someone else's. He wondered if Veronica had pressured her to pressure him about having bi-sexual sex. Maybe Martin was the one who ask her to ask him about him masturbating and sucking him. Wouldn't it be something if this whole thing had already been prearranged and he was nothing more than a pawn in their swinging games?
"Maybe," he said not wanting to rule out the offer of masturbating him and/or sucking him.
"Maybe if you allowed me to have sex with Martin after I had sex with Veronica and you had sex with her too, you may be sexually excited enough to change your mind to have sex with Martin too."
Wow! Holy shit! A sexual overload, he would have been happy just having his wife helping him to dress in women's clothes. Before Veronica came along, he would have been happy having hetero sex with his wife while dressed as a woman. Now, with a whole new sexual world opened up to him, he remained quiet while looking at her and while thinking of not only having sex with Veronica but also with Martin too.
As if seeing her for the first time, he stared at Emma. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. He couldn't wait to see her naked with Ronnie. Then, he thought of cumming in Martin's mouth before he thought about Martin cumming in his mouth. Who knows, not ruling out anal sex, maybe anal sex with a man would be more pleasurable than not. What a difference twenty years can make, the idea of having sex with a man sickened him before as much as it sexually excited him now.
"Yeah, maybe I could do that," he said so matter of fact when he was totally aroused by the thoughts of having sex with not only Veronica but also with Martin.
The only thing better than watching Emma with Veronica having sex, better than watching Martin with Emma, and better than having bi-sexual sex with Martin was him having sex with Emma, Veronica, and Martin while dressed as Danielle instead of as Daniel.
To be continued...
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Sexually sacrificing herself for his comfort, a loving mother gives her Navy Seal son a Nude Day surprise he'll never forget.
Tomorrow the big day, Christopher was being redeployed yet again and Julie couldn't sleep yet again. Wishing she could keep him home with her, she didn't want him to go, not again, not this time, and especially not now. Always close to her son and missing him terribly when he wasn't there, in the month he was home, she had grown accustomed to having him around.
Because of his life threatening injuries and his slow hospital recovery from his last redeployment that he somehow miraculously survived, she hoped that he'd be discharged from the Navy or, at the very least, permanently transferred to the local base. If only he'd apply for it, he could be given a job as a Navy Seal instructor and trainer. Only, just as they've always have done, not even giving him time enough to fully recover, to enjoy his stay at home, and to digest his redeployment assignment, his classified orders came through at the last minute.
Fearing something dreadful would happen to him, sick with fear and filled with anxiety, she worried herself to death. Tossing and turning every night before awakening from her sleep with cold sweats, she had the same reoccurring nightmare that she's had several times this month. She dreamt of him being killed in a firefight. She dreamt of him being blown to pieces by an IED. She dreamt of him being held prisoner and being beaten and tortured before being beheaded. She dreamt of him returning to her dead in a body bag and in a coffin draped by the American flag.
Their big prize capturing a real American war hero alive, a Navy Seal, with her not hearing anything from the Navy, either he was dead or captured and being held as a bargaining chip. If he was captured and still alive, hopefully they'd be negotiating his release. Only, knowing her government didn't negotiate with terrorists, she hoped that the Seals were planning a mission to rescue him. Only leave no man behind wasn't applicable to him when she feared that even their spies on the ground and the drones in the air couldn't find where Al-Qaida had hidden him.
With fear taking hold of her sanity, as if he was her husband or her boyfriend instead of her son, she dreamt crazy dreams filled with sexual images. Willingly allowing him to do whatever he wanted to do with her, if only to give him a memory of her and a reason for him to return home to her, she dreamt of standing naked in front of her son while in the kitchen. With her wanting to make her stand to take control of an impossible situation, where even as his mother she had no control, she wanted to do something out of the ordinary for him. She wanted to make what she feared would be his last visit, not only a special one but also a memorable one.
She knew what she needed to do but with her unable to cross the incestuous line, she didn't know if she could do it. With her knowing he'd be home any minute, she had no time for her indecision. If she didn't strip off her clothes, if she chickened out now, and if she didn't strip herself naked, she'd be filled with regret. As if she was about to take the sexual plunge by diving in the pool of incest, with her decision irreversible, just as she knew she'd regret her decision if she did strip naked, she'd regret not undressing if he didn't return.
Something as crazy as him going overseas again, she dreamt of purposely stripping off her clothes. With her standing before him naked, something she'd never do ordinarily but something that she considered doing under these extraordinary circumstances, she dreamt of offering her naked body to her son. With him always so stiff and so sore, he was always in pain. Even though he was in incredible physical condition, sometimes depending on the weather, he was filled with aches and pains from his injuries and wounds. Even though he was only 25-years-old, he already had the body of an old man, especially in the morning and late at night. Even though he was unable to sit or to stand too long, he was cleared for duty.
Something that she hoped would make him forget his pain, she dreamt of giving him pleasure. She dreamt of giving him sex, incestuous sex. Then, after masturbating herself to her dreams and lustful desires of having forbidden sex with son, Christopher, filled with remorse, she felt so guilty. She felt so dirty. She felt so wicked. Damn to burn in Hell for all of eternity for the incestuous thoughts that controlled her mind, she didn't know what to do.
Feeling so troubled and perplexed, she was obviously going through something that she didn't quite understand nor know how to handle. Obviously fearing the worst, she was acting out in her dreams in the only way she could by removing her clothes. Stripping herself naked and replacing her fear with sexual excitement was the only way that she could ease the pain she felt that something horrible was going to happen to her son. With her lurid past filled with sexual abuse by her husband and his friends, sex is the only way she knew how to extricate herself from difficult situations. Sex was her comfort zone. Only, this was her son not her husband and nor his friends that she was thinking about bedding.
With all of his other redeployments, never having inappropriate, incestuous, sexual dreams of her son before, this time was different. Perhaps because of him nearly dying from his last redeployment, with all of this so out of her motherly control, this time she felt that there was something seriously wrong. Willing to strip herself naked, she was willing to give her son sex to keep him safely at home with her. Yet she knew he'd never shirk from his sworn duty even for the opportunity of seeing her naked and/or having sex with her. As her way to ease her pain, wishing that she could be intimate with him, if only that one time, should he not return home, she wanted to leave him with a lasting memory of her during his last, dying moments.
Not wanting to let him go, she wished she could kidnap him and run off with him to Montana or France, somewhere they'd never find them. Unable to stop thinking so negatively about his mission, she feared the worst. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe she was just overreacting to the news of the Navy Seals who were recently killed in Afghanistan. Personally knowing some of them and their families, with all of them a close knit family, losing one of them was nearly as bad as losing her son.
Maybe it was just her overactive imagination. Maybe it was just a mother's paranoid intuition with fear making her delusional enough to make her want to strip herself naked and give her son sex. Maybe she was just being hysterical. Maybe she was needlessly worrying about something that would never happen. Yet, with her having vivid nightmares of his death in between her erotic, incestuous dreams of stripping herself naked and giving her son sex, she couldn't shake the feeling that this time Christopher wasn't coming home from yet another forced redeployment.
* * * * *
Playing Russian roulette with his life, how many chances can he take before he runs out of lucky breaks? Fearless in the face of death from the sea, the air, and over land, he was a frogman, a Navy Seal. Knowing that Christopher wasn't afraid to die and was ready to die for his buddies and/or for his country, only this time was different. This time, calling his bluff, for the first time since he's been redeployed, she knew he was concerned about dying and, if he was concerned about dying, then that worried her.
Sharing his concern, only going beyond how he obviously felt about his dangerous mission, just a nagging feeling, she feared that he was going to die. She feared he wouldn't be coming home. She feared that she'd never see him again. With him unable to tell her where he was going and what he was doing, she was left to imagine the worst in where he'd be going and what he'd be doing.
As if tiny pins that exploded a deadly vision, with her unable to stop the thoughts that flooded in her head, she feared that he wouldn't be returning home this time. She feared losing him forever. With no one there to help her through her premature sorrow, she feared being home alone with her sadness, her grief, and her misery. Always so secretive even about his prayers, before he retired to bed during his last night home, having heard him say this particular prayer before, she recorded him praying.
"Eternal Father, strong to save, whose arm hath bound the restless wave, who bidd'st the mighty ocean deep, its own appointed limits keep. Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee for those in peril on the sea!
O Christ! Whose voice the waters heard and hushed their raging at Thy word, who walkedst on the foaming deep, and calm amidst its rage didst sleep. Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee for those in peril on the sea!
Most Holy Spirit! Who didst brood upon the chaos dark and rude, and bid its angry tumult cease, and give, for wild confusion, peace. Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee for those in peril on the sea!
O Trinity of love and power! Our brethren shield in danger's hour, from rock and tempest, fire and foe, protect them wheresoever they go. Thus evermore shall rise to Thee glad hymns of praise from land and sea."
Never knowing that he prayed, a recent development with him rediscovering and embracing his religion and his Almighty God, his prayer made her worry that much more. Maybe the reason why he was praying was because he knew he was going to die this time. Especially after the brutality of his last redeployment with him being the lone survivor, certain that this was his last mission, she was terrified. How many times can they take him from her before he doesn't return? How many times must he go to some God forsaken desert with people shooting at him and trying to kill him before they hit their target?
Hasn't he done enough to serve his country and protect their citizens? Hasn't he done enough to help those people in a foreign land where he doesn't speak their language nor know their customs? These people don't even want him there. These people hate Americans. Yet, these people, willing to take our money, especially the Afghans and Pakistanis have their hands out for even more American foreign aid while trying to kill us in our sleep. Had it not been for a clan of Pakistanis' who put their lives in jeopardy, nursing him back to health while sending a message to the nearest base that he was there, he never would have made it home alive this time.
With a bad feeling in her head and heaviness in her heart, she couldn't help but think that she'd never see her son alive again. For the commitment he's made with all of the discipline and the training he's done, a year and a half of boot camp and another year of Seal training, all of his dedication and hard work is gone with one bullet to the head or to the heart. After the smoke clears in the big bang of an explosion that he never saw coming, in a blink of an eye of an IED, and with pieces of him scattered everywhere, he could be blown to bits and be dead. Hating to even harbor the thought, fearing the worst, in her heavy heart and in her troubled head, somehow, deep down inside, she knew that today would be the last day that she'd see him alive.
* * * * *
As soon as her son, Christopher, closed the door behind him to leave for his friend's house, waiting for him to leave while maintaining a strong front, Julie broke down. She stood in her kitchen crying in the way she did when her husband walked out the door so very long ago. Now crying for her son instead of for her husband, worried sick, she's been crying the entire time Christopher has been gone. The only time her tears of sorrow turned to tears of joy was when she picked him up at the airport.
Going from being so sorrowfully sad when he leaves to be so ecstatically happy when he returns, her emotions have been on a rollercoaster ride of ups and downs ever since he told her that he wanted to go for Navy Seal training. Navy Seal training? What is he crazy? What does he have a death wish? Oh, no, she forbad him to even join the Navy never mind to train to become a Navy Seal. Only, with his mind made up and with this his life and not her life, there was nothing that she could do to dissuade him.
Hoping he'd change his mind about wanting to be a Seal once he looked into it more, he didn't. Hoping he wouldn't be selected and hoping he'd washout if and when he was selected, she was just as sad as she was proud that her son was a Navy Seal. Knowing how determined and dedicated he is and how committed he'd be, she always feared that the Navy Seals would be the death of him. And now, with this last redeployment, her fears may come to fruition with his next redeployment.
Getting it all out, she didn't want to cry in front of her son. She didn't want him to see her like this, so weak, so vulnerable, and such a total wreck. She didn't want him to see her carrying on in the way that a mother tends to do when her son is being taken away from her yet again. She continued her brave image, just as her bumper stick reads on the rear bumper of her car, Mothers of Navy Seals Don't Cry. Holding back her tears until he left, so afraid and so fearful with all that may happen to him, if only for his sake, she tried to maintain her brave face.
"It's something that I must do," he said while watching the terrorist attack on the World Trade Towers back on 9/11/2001.
Barely twelve-years-old, he had already made up his mind and formulated his career choice to be in the military. Not wanting to take a backseat, wanting to get right in on the action, it wasn't until much later than he wanted to become a Navy Seal. Oh, my God, a puzzle box of raw, twisted emotions, with her patriotism pitted against the reality that she may lose her son, she was so proud of him and yet so afraid for him.
"It is what it is and there's nothing that I can do to change any of it," she said to comfort herself as if that was her personal mantra. "This is what he must do to live his life and this is what I need to do to endure and to survive mine should the worst happen. Just as this is his career choice, this is our destiny. Together we can survive anything," she said telling herself that as if praying and until she truly believed it. "He'll survive. With my prayers and with God's blessing, he'll survive. I know he will," she said telling her that until she believed it.
Yet, truth be told, if anyone should receive a Medal of Honor for above and beyond the call of duty, as his mother, she should receive a Medal of Honor for her bravery. When it came to sacrificing his safety over and again, and perhaps now, even with the life of her son, she was as much a part of the community of Navy Seals as he was. If anyone should receive an Academy Award while maintaining her brave face, she should receive the Oscar for not showing her real emotions in front of her son.
Not wanting to upset him, she needed him to leave home for battle with a clear and focused mind so that he'd return to her safe and sound. She didn't want him worrying about her over there when she's the one who should be doing all of the worrying at home. If he's distracted thinking of her at home worrying and panicking, one little mistake is all it would take for him to be killed in action and lost to her forever. A horrible thought to think of him dead, the thoughts of him being killed in action controlled her mind and took her heart hostage.
* * * * *
This was it. This was finally it. The day had finally come. He was leaving yet again. She couldn't believe it was already here. Recovering in the hospital for a month before returning home for a month, that month whizzed by too fast and now he was leaving again. She couldn't believe that today was the day. Feeling as if he had just arrived home from Somalia, Afghanistan, Iraq, from spy missions in Iran and Pakistan, or wherever the Hell they sent him with little or no notification of his call to duty orders, he was leaving yet again.
"Fuck!"
How much can they ask of one, young man? As if they owned him and they did, he's their beck and call kill or be killed slave of an assassin. Yet, how many times can the United States Navy redeploy him before he returns home to her without legs and/or without arms, missing in action, or dead and stuffed in a body bag? How many times must they take him away from her to put him in harm's way again and again?
With him already being shot three times and seriously injured five times with broken bones, contusions, burns, scars, stitches, and dislocations, how many times must he be shot and injured before he succumbs to his wounds and his injuries and dies? With all the injuries he's suffered, if he was an athlete, a baseball or football player, they'd put him on the disabled list and permanently take him out of the game. Only after a brief respite of R & R, relaxation and recovery, with those Navy doctors paying more attention to his body than to his mind, with Christopher assuring them that he was okay, he was good to go yet again.
For sure, in the way she felt now, the death of him would be the death of her too. He has enough medals to pin on his chest; there's no room on his uniform for any more. Weighed down with stripes, medals, decorations, and pins, when in his uniform, from his khaki brown to his service dress blues, to his service dress whites, with his choker collar and certified Navy twill, he already looks like a Navy Seal recruitment poster. He doesn't need any more medals nor does she want him to have any more medals if that one last medal meant the death of him and the ruination of her.
"Superman was the man of steel but he ain't no match for a Navy Seal," taking her in his strong arms to hug her, he'd console her saying what he truly believed whenever she seemed worried, which was all the time.
As if chanting while saying her rosary beads, his phrased leaked in her thoughts to interrupt her prayers and to temporarily soothe her sadness.
"Superman was the man of steel but he ain't no match for a Navy Seal."
Thinking he was invincible, he was so physically fit. With a sound mind and a sound body, he was so strong. He was so fearless. Knowing that he truly believed that Superman was no match for a Navy Seal, she knew that he had to believe that to safely get through what he needed to do. If he was anyone's Superman, he was her Superman. Only, even Superman could die with Kryptonite just as her son could die with a bullet, a knife wound, a bomb blast, in an underwater rescue, a helicopter crash, or a parachute jump.
Bigger than life, if she wasn't his mother, his biggest, supportive cheerleader, she'd think he was a boastful braggart who was full of himself but he wasn't a boastful braggart. Intensely quiet, dedicated, purposeful, and thoughtful, a man of many talents in how to kill someone, no one would see him coming until it was too late. Proud to be a Navy Seal, a little cog in a big chain and hopefully not the weakest link, especially when on a mission, she knew that he knew that he was just one member of a six man Seal team. Seal Team Six, brothers-in-arms, while watching one another's backs, just as he'd never leave them behind, he had the support of men who'd never leave him behind either. When he's home, she's run beside him enough times on the track with him to not only remember the lyrics of his cadence but to secretly record his voice, should he not return home.
"C-130 rolling down the strip, Navy Seals on a one way trip. Mission top secret, destination unknown, we don't even know if we're ever going home. Stand up, hook up, shuffle to the door, jump right out and count to four. If my main don't open wide, I've got my reserve by my side. If that one should fail me too, look out ground 'cause I'm coming through. If I die on that old, drop zone, box me up and ship me home. Pin my medals upon my chest, bury me in the leaning rest."



The first time she heard him singing that, she was shocked. She was sad. She was angry. She cried. Yet, just a song to keep him running, now she sings the song too when she runs alone and whenever he's not home. Unafraid to go out alone after dark, with him an arsenal of self-defense, he's taught her a few moves to keep her safe and has given her an assortment of lethal but legal weapons to keep on her person. Now, unafraid to run the track alone, she runs to her own cadence.
"Baby carriage rolling down the strip, mother Seal on a one way trip. Mission top secret, destination unknown, I don't even know if he's ever going home. Stand up, don't cry, hug my son goodbye, and drive to the airport door. If his main don't open wide, my heart will ache and break inside. If his reserve fails him too, he'll be home DOA to you. If he dies on that old, drop zone, finally he'll be at home. Pin his medals upon his chest, bury him because he's the best."
* * * * *
A changed man than when he joined the military to become a Navy Seal, he's more distant now. Even though he's a good looking man and has had plenty of girlfriends, as soon as the women discover that he's a dedicated Navy Seal, they bolt. Perhaps figuring there's a good chance that he wouldn't be surviving his next mission, few women want to begin a love relationship and then not see her man for months. Few women want to fall in love, get married, and have children while knowing there'll be a good chance they'll be widow and their children won't have a father. Few women have the love, the dedication, and the strength to care of a man who returns to her broken and/or without his arms and/or legs. Only, as his mother, as if she signed up for the Navy Seal duty too when he did, she was one of those few women who was willing to endure anything that her son may or not survive.
Quietly reflective, always deep in thought as if always preparing for something, he's not the same funny, easy going, fun loving man that he used to be. Unable to talk about what he's experienced and what he's seen, she knows he's experienced and seen some horrific things. Unwilling to talk about what he did, she knows he's done some horrible things. She knows he's killed men, women, even children who've killed or tried to kill his buddies. Trained to kill, more of a machine than a man when in action, she knows that he's more of a horrific killer than he is her kind, gentle, and loving son.
After all that he's been through, it would take him years, if ever, to decompress for him to return to her in the state of mind that he left before joining the Seals. Turning him into a natural born, cold blooded albeit calculating killer, the United States of America took her loyal, patriotic son, molded him to fit their form, and ruined him. A monster with a limited life expectancy, he's only good for two things, to kill and/or to be killed. They filled his head with drills, regimen, training techniques, weaponry, hand-to-hand fighting, survival skills, and orders. They brainwashed him into thinking that he's invincible and so long as he continues to believe that he is, he is invincible.
"Superman was the man of steel but he ain't no match for a Navy Seal."
God help the enemy going up against the likes of him and/or any one of his team of killers and assassins. If one Navy Seal is an arsenal, then a team of six Navy Seals is a small army. As Tina Turner put it in her song, Simply the Best, he was the best of the best and better than all the rest. With a Navy Seal six team member comparable to the 1st Special Forces Operational Detachment, Delta Force, even after being honorably discharged, the only place he'd be accepted and feel at home would be going back overseas and in country as a hired mercenary.
With him being redeployed, yet, again, even if he was to safely make it home, never to be the same, she knew that mentally and emotionally, she's lost him for good. No amount of therapy could unravel the knots that he had to tie his emotions and his brain in to survive. He's no longer her son but some recreation of an image that the United States Navy has of the perfect, human, fighting machine. A Navy Seal, the ultimate frogman, he's an Army Ranger on steroids combined with a Green Beret with a vengeance.
Fearing the worst, she doesn't want to be sitting front and center at his funeral when they present her with the American flag. In the way that she felt about her country taking her son for war and for all the money that the profiteers earned from war, she'd spit on the flag. Yet, the proud mother of a Navy Seal that she is, she'd never disrespect her son, herself, and her country by spitting on the flag, especially after all that he's done to defend it, but she was angry that Christopher was leaving her yet again. Much too young, she wasn't ready to be a Gold Star mother. She wasn't ready to march in a parade and wave at people she doesn't know, never met, and will never meet, after visiting his grave on Memorial Day and Veterans' Day.
With her so very happy to have him home, she made him all of his favorite meals. As if he was a man on death row and as if every meal was his last meal, whatever he wanted and so desired, she happily cooked it for him. Hugging him as if this was the last time she'd be seeing him alive, she dreaded tomorrow when he'd leave for the airport to board his plane to God only knows where now. She dreaded driving him to the airport. She dreaded saying her goodbye while suspecting that this may be their last goodbye. Having the sinking feeling that she'd never see him again, she dreaded watching his plane take off for God only knows where to do God only knows what.
A Navy Seal with classified, secret orders, he couldn't tell her where he was going or what he was doing even after he arrived there, especially after he arrived there. He couldn't even tell her where he's been never mind telling her where he's been redeployed but with him a specially trained sharpshooter, she knew wherever he's been and wherever he went this time was a place where she wouldn't want him to be. She knew wherever he went in someone else's country, an American with a gun and a license to kill the enemy on foreign soil, a place where he wasn't welcome, that he'd have an insurgent's target on his back and a terrorist's bounty on his head. Wherever he went in their country, a much hated citizen of the United States of America, he'd be deemed the terrorist. With him obviously killing so very many of them, it would be in their best interest to take him out and to make sure that he was dead. Wherever he went, with so very many wanting him dead, he may not return.
* * * * *
Had she not had that reoccurring dream of stripping herself naked and had today not been Monday, July 14th, the 195th day of the year, Nude Day, the thought of her getting naked for her son never would have crossed her mind. Had she not had that disturbing, incestuous dream of being naked before her son and giving him sex, she wouldn't have been as sexually aroused, ready to strip off her clothes, and eager to give him sex as she was now. Getting naked for the sexual entertainment of her son and giving him sexual pleasure was the last thing on her mind when he was going away, perhaps forever. Certainly, under normal circumstances, nudity and sex would be the last things she'd be thinking when it comes to her son, especially when it comes to her son. She was more concerned with his safety than with her exhibitionism or with his voyeurism and their sexuality.
So that he wouldn't have to bother with the mundane details of buying toiletries and snacks for his trip, she was more concerned with making him comfortable and making sure that he had everything he needed for his redeployment. Whatever would make him more comfortable and make his stay overseas more tolerable, even somewhat enjoyable, she already bought him and gave him. When it comes to a mother spoiling her son, it didn't matter than he was a big, tough, scary Navy Seal. He was still her baby boy and she was still his loving mother. Instead of going off to war, packing him candy, nuts, cookies, clean underwear and socks, she treated him as if he was going away to summer camp.
Yet, a deliciously albeit shocking thought, it never would have occurred to her to strip off her clothes had her son not mentioned that he was going to see famous, fashion models demonstrating nude for PETA, People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals. With her reoccurring, incestuous, sexual dream in the back of her mind, when he mentioned the nude models, a delicious albeit forbidden and decadent thought crossed her mind. In an instant, she connected her erotic dreams with Nude Day. If he had a thing for naked women, and obviously he does with all the men's magazines that are resplendent with naked women and that are scattered throughout his bedroom, what better naked woman for him to see than for him to see his mother naked?
Only with him carrying the badge of honor of a Navy Seal, is he like any other young man who lusts to see his mother naked or is he above all of that? No matter if he is or isn't, as if taking a pill or a magic elixir, just the thought of stripping herself naked for her son consumed her thoughts enough to remove her worry about him being redeployed. Just the thought of her stripping herself naked for the hoped for sexual pleasure of her son removed any and all embarrassment she ordinarily would have with him seeing her without her clothes. Only, even if it is Nude Day and she was doing this for her son, she didn't dare to get naked, did she?
Nonetheless the coincidence that today was Nude Day, she wondered if she could strip naked to show her son her nude body on the pretense that it was Nude Day? It was fun just thinking that she would strip herself naked for the erotic pleasure and sexual excitement of her son. Even though she would certainly strip herself naked, if she thought her stripping naked would give her son some modicum of comfort with something to masturbate over later, how could she do that? What morally modest mother would strip herself naked in front of her son?
A mother stripping naked for her son's sexual pleasure was never acceptable behavior even if it was Nude Day and even if he was going off to war and to his feared death. Stripping herself naked was crossing the line of appropriate behavior between a mother and her son; that was incest. What kind of mother would she be to strip and parade naked around in front of her son? What kind of mother would willingly give her son sex? Yet, when she thought about him not returning home and her not seeing him again, she'd do anything, even give him sex, if she thought that memory would give him some comfort in his final moments of life.
A big step, one that tested her boundaries and her will in crossing the incestuous line for the sake of her son's sexual pleasure, she didn't know if she could strip herself naked for her son but she liked thinking that she could and that she would. Something that not only a wife and a girlfriend but also a mother could do, just the thought of her stripping herself naked for Christopher gave her some modicum of comfort. Thinking of undressing in front of him while thinking of his reaction in seeing her naked made her momentarily forget that he was being redeployed. When she put things in perspective, with her giving what she has to her son, her sexuality, in the way that he may give what he has to his country, his life, she could indeed strip herself naked for her son.
If he could die for his country than she could strip naked for her son. Surely, if she was in his shoes and if she was a prisoner of war given the choice of stripping herself naked or dying, she'd much rather be naked than to be dead. Yet, if she was a prisoner of war, men would never give her the choice of stripping or not. They'd just strip her naked and take what they wanted from her before killing her.
Only, what would he think when seeing her naked? Would he be happy? Would he be sexually excited? Or would he be angry that his mother thought stripping herself naked for Nude Day because it was Nude Day and because he was being redeployed again was a good idea? She didn't know. As secret about his sexuality as he was about his military exploits, great at bluffing while playing poker, he was hard to read. Even as his mother, she sometimes had a hard time knowing what he was thinking. She didn't have a clue and she wouldn't know if her son would be angrily upset or sexually excited until she actually took it upon herself to show her son her naked body.
Always looking to see what he could see of her whenever she was inadvertently showing him an up skirt or a down blouse, she knew he was sexually attracted to her. What son isn't? In the sexy way that she looked with a face as pretty as her body was shapely, what son wouldn't look at what she was inadvertently showing? Many sons are sexually attracted to their mothers, or so she read. According to Dr. Sigmund Freud, all sons want to have sex with their mothers, especially with a mother who looked like her.
Only, it would be one thing for her to strip naked and quite another thing for her to offer him sex. Forget about crossing the incestuous line by stripping herself naked, offering him sex would be not erasing the incestuous line but obliterating the incestuous line. Still a difficult line to cross, even with him going off to war, for her to give him sex, he'd have to want her to give him sex as much as she wanted to give him sex. Only, she was already way ahead of herself and perhaps way ahead of him too. With her having never shown her son so much more than her bra strap before, it would be egregious enough for her to strip off her clothes and appear naked before him, never mind offering him sex too.
With that written, no matter if it's Nude Day today or not, no matter if he's going to war and not returning, what kind of mother willing stands before her son naked? Is her being an incestuous, naked slut offering her son sex the last memory that she'd wants him to have of her? Or would he see her in the way that she wanted him to see her, as a loving mother who willingly would do anything for the sexual pleasure and incestuous happiness of her son?
If she stripped off her clothes, if she gave him the sexual pleasure of having sex with her naked body, and if that's what it would take to make him happy, how would he perceive her then? Would he perceive her as a loving mother willing to do anything for her son or would he see her as an incestuous whore of a pathetic mother using Nude Day and him leaving her for war again as her excuse to get naked and give him sex? There was only one way to find that out but, before answering any and all of those questions, she didn't even know if she could appear before him naked. It's one thing to dream about stripping herself naked and it's one thing to consider allowing her son to see her naked, but it's quite another thing to actually remove all of her clothes and offer him sex.
According to Jerry Springer, she'd have to be a whore and an incestuous slut for her to strip naked and offer Christopher sex for the sexual pleasure of her son. Naked, naked, naked, how could she strip off her clothes to stand naked before her son? Naked, naked, naked, with all of the horribleness that he was about to endure, she had the one thing, her naked body, that could give him for some small degree of sexual pleasure when he was alone, desolate, and horny. Naked, naked, naked, now that she thought about stripping herself naked, temporarily more preoccupied with that thought of stripping off her clothes than with him going off to war, maybe her stripping naked would be beneficial for the both of them.
* * * * *
Trying to convince herself while justifying that, under the circumstances, it was okay for her to appear naked in front of her son, she thought of all the scenarios where it was not only acceptable but also appropriate for a mother to be naked in front of her son. In the way that the Europeans attend nude beaches with their families without having any ill feelings of shame, remorse, embarrassment, guilt, or sexual excitement that mothers are seeing their sons naked while sons are seeing their mothers naked, what's the big deal? It's just the human body, the same body that we all have beneath our clothes. If he's seen all of his comrades in arms naked numerous times, why shouldn't he be allowed to see his mother naked when she's just as much a comrade in arms while worrying about him returning home to her safely as they are? If he's seen all of the sexy pinup models and fashion models demonstrating for PETA naked, with him obviously enjoying ogling naked, sexy women, being that she's a sexy woman, why shouldn't he see his mother naked too?
In the way that entire families strip naked in celebration of Nude Day, if they can parade around naked in front of one another, why couldn't she stand naked in front of her son as his personal reward for him going off to war? In the way that people join a nudist colony, whole families, mothers with their sons and sons with their mothers, they have no inappropriate, sexual thoughts for one another when walking around naked, so why should she? Just as her son was fearless to do what he does, as the mother of a Navy Seal, she needed to be fearless to do what she needed to do too and that was to strip herself naked.
Only, the reality of forbidden sex between a mother and her son overruled her sexual fantasy and froze her into sexual inaction. Indecisive even after all of her commonsense justification, she couldn't do it. She couldn't strip off her clothes. Being that she was his mother, there was no way that she could give her son sex. What would he think seeing her naked? He'd think she's lost her mind.
Then, again, her reality of losing her son that originally inspired her sexual fantasy fanned her flames of lustful desire. Only, she wasn't celebrating Nude Day. She wasn't at a nude beach. She wasn't a PETA pinup model and she wasn't a nudist tanning herself topless or naked on a white, sandy beach off the coast of France or Italy. Instead, hoping to give Christopher some sexual pleasure, Julie was stripping herself naked for the occasion of her son leaving to fight someone else's war again. With the possible prospect of him not returning home alive, wanting to give him a lasting memory of her that he'd never forget, she was the worried sick mother of a Navy Seal who was leaving her for war yet again.
No fault and no foul, what she was thinking about doing wasn't about sex and/or wasn't about incest or so she continued telling herself for her to believe. If as she suspected and he doesn't make it home, what would it matter later that she stripped off her clothes to be naked in front of her son? What would it matter that she had sex with him? Who would know? With her son dead, no one would know that she stripped off her clothes to pose naked in front of her son. Her gift to give him, no one would know that they had incestuous sex.
With him killed in action, dead, and buried, who would care what happened between a mother and her son? If he didn't return home from war, not only would no one know that they had incestuous sex but also no one would care that she stripped herself naked and had incestuous sex with her son. He'd be dead. Something they'd both take to their graves, it would be their dirty, little secret that he saw her naked and that they had sex. Only, if she didn't strip naked and have sex with her son, she'd forever regret that decision should he not return home alive.
If seeing her without her clothes would give him some sexual pleasure during his last, quiet moments and while masturbating over all that he saw of his mother's naked body, what's wrong with that? If the memory of her naked body during his last dying moments helped him not to feel the pain, then she's done a good thing, the best thing that a mother could ever do for her son. For sure, her stripping herself naked would give her some peace for her to know that she made her son very happy over all that she was about to show him and over all that he was about to see of her. She convinced herself that as her son lay dying that the one, last thing he'd want to do is to masturbate over all he saw of his mother and the sexual memory she gave him. Already twisted by her anticipated grief, she was wrought with the desire of needing to do something that was in her control. With her unable to stop him from leaving, the only thing she could do was to strip off her clothes and give her son sex. Weighing the positives of stripping off her clothes against the negatives of her stripping off her clothes, with the positives far exceeding the negatives, she didn't see the harm in her stripping off her clothes nor did she see the wrong in giving him sex.



Conversely, if she didn't strip off her clothes and if he didn't return, she'd regret her decision not to show Christopher her naked body. She'd regret the decision of not allowing him to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body. If she stripped off her clothes and he returned home alive, happy that he made it home safely, she'll deal with the shame, the embarrassment, the humiliation, and the remorse of showing him her naked body and having sex with her son then. For now, especially being that it was Nude Day and especially that he may not return home alive, she wanted to give him something that he'd never forget. If only just a memory, she wanted to give him something that would sustain him through those horrific times and/or those last moments of his life. Determined to give him the best Nude Day he's ever had or ever will have, she wanted to give him sex. Sex, sex, sex, how else could she show her son how much she truly loved him by stripping herself naked and giving him sex?
* * * * *
In her defense and justifying her being naked in front of her son, her stripping off her clothes in front of Christopher wasn't about sex. Her giving him sex wasn't even about incest. Even with her standing there naked, her having sex with her son never crossed her mind. Just as she did in her erotica dreams about him, all of her thoughts were with her son and with his happiness. If he could sacrifice his life for his country, then she could sacrifice her body for her son. Whatever he wanted was okay with her. If he was okay with seeing her naked and if he was okay with her giving him sex, in the scheme of things, what did any of it matter? As far as she was concerned, for that moment in time, no longer mother and son, they were just a man and a woman.
Instead of sex having anything to do with it, she was thinking more about stripping off her clothes as a sign of love and a sign of selfless sacrifice in the way that he's been sacrificing his safety for the sake of his country for years. He's left several times before and she's never felt the need to strip off her clothes. Only, this time was different. This time she feared he wouldn't return. This time, as his last send off, she wanted to show him the love that his mother had for him by showing him the reason why he needed to do everything in his power to safely return home to her.
Just as she wanted to give him something to remember her by, she wanted him to give her something to remember him by too. As if she was a picture of a saint, Saint Julie, she wanted him to take her naked photo with him and to carry her with him as his protection. With him no doubt masturbating over her nakedness, she wanted to give him sexual pleasure in that way when he was overseas. While knowing that he was staring at her naked photo, thinking of her in the way that she'd be thinking of him, she wanted to imagine that she was masturbating with him.
She didn't have much time. With him telling her that he was just going over his friend's house to say goodbye before his friend left for work, she knew he wouldn't be staying there very long. Being that he's already been gone a while now, he'd be home from his friend's house any minute. It was now or never. Now or never, she had to decide. With little time left to decided, either she stripped herself naked or she didn't. She couldn't waste another minute with her indecision. Thinking fast and pressured to make her decision, it was now or never that she needed to make her decision to strip off her clothes or not. It was now or never that she had to make her decision to give her son sex or not.
With the digital camera already on the kitchen counter, she needed to decide if she was going to strip naked or not. Figuring she'd chicken out if she didn't strip off her clothes now, right now before he came home, she'd rather greet him naked as soon as he walked through the house and walked in the kitchen. If she started removing her clothes after he was home and if she gave him a striptease, chances are that he'd either stop her or she'd stop herself. Chances are she wouldn't go through with it. Chances are she'd regret her decision to not get naked now, right now. Chances are, she wouldn't offer to have sex with her son.
With her standing behind the kitchen counter, allowing him to get used to the idea that he was about to see his mother naked, she'd greet him topless. Yeah, liking the idea even more that it was really about to happen, she'd show him her breasts first, in case he acted appalled by seeing her without her clothes. No sense showing him all of her naked body if he didn't appreciate seeing her tits. Having never even seen her in her panty and bra before, never mind seeing her naked, she wondered what his reaction would be to seeing her standing there without her clothes. Then, once she walked from around the kitchen counter, she wondered where he'd look. Would he stare at her breasts, her pussy, or would he look to see her naked ass? Yet, judging her son by his magazine subscriptions, she knew he was a breast man.
Would he be shocked seeing her naked? Would he be sexually excited seeing her without her clothes? Would he be embarrassed, ashamed, and disappointed in her for stripping herself naked? Or would he take her in his arms and kiss her while touching and feeling her everywhere a son should never touch and feel his mother? There was only one way to know what his reaction would be and that would be for her to get naked.
Naked, naked, naked, she couldn't believe that she was even considering getting naked. Naked, naked, naked, suddenly forgetting that he was going away yet again to be in harm's way, she never felt so alive. Naked, naked, naked, afraid to strip naked before now she couldn't wait to strip naked. Naked, naked, naked, with nothing else to give him but her love and her prayers that he'd return safely home, her naked body was the only gift that she had left to give. Her naked body was a gift that only a mother could give her son.
* * * * *
With her fingers poised on the top button of her blouse, she paused while thinking of her ex-husband. What would he say if he knew she was about to strip herself naked for their son? Looking at her actions through his perversely, perverted mind while thinking the worst of her, he'd never understand her reasoning for doing such a thing. Without a doubt, thinking her twisted in her logic, in the way that he never understood any of the things she did when they were together and worse when they were apart, he'd no doubt think the worst of her.
Instead of thinking of her as a mother sending her son off to war with love, her ex would think she had become an incestuous whore of a mother who was having regular sex with their son. Instead of thinking that she wanted to give her son something to remember her by during those horrific days of survival and those dark, lonely nights of certain death, he'd think she lost her mind and had gone to the Devil's dark side. No doubt, he'd think that she was inspired by sexual lust for her son and by her incestuous, sexual fantasies she had of him while masturbating herself. Instead of thinking that she was stripping off her clothes for non-sexual reasons, he'd think she had incestuous motives. He'd think she was the one perverted when he was the one who was the one perverted. Yet, with her embroiled in all of her misgivings, based on her indecisiveness to strip or not, her ex-husband may be right. Maybe she is an incestuous whore. Maybe she's the perverted one.
Remembering back to when they were together so very long ago, he always thought she was a cold, frigid bitch, only he never took the time to warm her and to get her ready for sex. Instead, always drinking until he fell drunk, he'd rather go off with another willing woman than taking the time to get her in the mood for love and for sex. With her so young and so inexperienced and with him much older than she was, sex was always about what he needed and what he wanted and never about her sexual satisfaction. Slam bam, sex was always about his needs and not her needs.
She hopes he's happy with his 17 year junior, 18-year-old, child bride of a wife, a real whore who's only after him for his money and who pretended to be his secretary when she didn't even know how to turn on a computer. With him now 52-years-old and his child bride now 35-years-old, their marriage has lasted much longer than her marriage with him. He must have mellowed. Maybe he has erectile dysfunction and not only can't get an erection anymore but sex isn't as important to him now as it once was. Nevertheless his imagined issues with her now, glad that she's rid of him. With him only wanting a much younger woman for sex and her only wanting him for his money, a perfect match, those two deserve one another.
Seldom making love to her, not even kissing her, complimenting her, and/or appreciating her, all he ever wanted was a blowjob. Sexually satisfied with just cumming in her mouth, a blowjob was enough to suffice his horniness and sate his sexual mood enough for him to leave her alone. Rarely giving her an orgasm, all he wanted her for was to suck his cock while he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples. Then, once he ejaculated in her mouth, not caring that she was sexually unsatisfied and sexually frustrated, he'd turn away from her and go to sleep. The right thing to do at the time, he had married her because he got her pregnant and she was grateful that he gave their baby a last name.
Only as the months and years dragged on, it was painfully obvious to her that he didn't love her, especially when he coerced her and literally forced her to have sex with his friends. Knowing he was cheating on her with other women, it was agonizingly obviously to her that he never loved her. Never taking the time to learn to know her, it was unbearably obvious to her that he didn't even like her. A divorce waiting to happen, they never should had gotten married. They never should have had sex in the first place. Of all the men who could have gotten her pregnant, he shouldn't have been the one. When she wanted someone loving, caring, and kind, someone who loved her, she got someone who was mean and stingy, and someone who despised her. Stingy not only with his money but with his emotions, with her beautiful face and shapely figure, she could have had her pick of men back then.
Maybe she should have aborted the baby but glad that she didn't, at least from that mess of a marriage, she salvaged something beautiful. She has her son. Thanking God every day for her son, he was the light of her life. Abandoning her and her child, one would think that a father who has a Navy Seal and a war hero for a son, would be close to his only child but he's not. Devoid of any love and affection, he hasn't seen Christopher in years, since he was 18-years-old when he graduated from high school.
She was glad her ex was no longer part of her life. She was glad that he was someone else's problem. With him always calling her a slut and treating her as if she was a whore when she wasn't, she was glad that he was no longer with her to make her feel bad about herself. The worst mistake of her life marrying him, all he caused her was heartache with his drinking, cheating, and verbal and emotional abuse. Yet, the flipside, the bright light to her dark life, the best thing that happened to her was being pregnant with her son. With him her heart and her joy, she couldn't even imagine not having him in her life.
* * * * *
While thinking of exposing her naked body to her son, she mindlessly unbuttoned the first button of her blouse. When she looked down at herself, knowing what he could see too if he was there, she could see her cleavage and the top of her breasts along with her bra. A tug of war with her emotions, showing that little bit of self-exposure not only made her question what she was about to do but also made her sexually excited. She wondered again what her son's reaction would be to seeing her naked. Naked, naked, naked, with Christopher not even seeing so much as her bra strap and now he was not only about to see her tits, her pussy, and her ass but also he'll have a naked photo of her to take with him. A tragic mistake, just having from graduated high school, having him at 19-years-old, she was only 18-years-old when she was impregnated with Christopher, by Jack her 27-year-old boyfriend who is now her ex-husband and has been for nearly twenty years.
Now twenty-five-years later since giving birth to her son, she's a forty-four-year-old, single mother without a man in her life other than her son. A devoted mother, she's done everything for her son. Now, the only man she has in her life is going off to war again. Never wanting to marry again, Jack left her with a distrust for men. Whenever thinking about making room for another man in her life and taking another man to her bed, she talked herself out of it by the realization that she's better off alone. She viewed all men, except for her son, as liars, cheaters, and abusers. Maybe if she had a man in her life, a real man, someone like her son, Nude Day or not, she wouldn't have the mind to strip herself naked for the sexual pleasure of her son. Only, one in a million, men like her son are hard to find.
Yet, even though there was a twinkle in her eye and a tingle in her vagina, her stripping naked wasn't about sex, something she kept telling herself until she truly believed it. In the way that a wife does for her husband or a girlfriend does for her boyfriend when their men are leaving for war, she wanted to do something special for her son. Because he was going off to war and with her having the bad feeling that he wouldn't be coming home alive was the reason she was stripping herself naked. Expressly for him, she wanted to do something much more personal than baking him cookies, buying him a fruitcake, or engraving his name on a shiny piece of jewelry that he'd be unable to wear when in country.
As if he was a prisoner on death row, giving him whatever he wanted, even a sexy, cheesecake photo of her naked body, if all he wanted was the pleasure and the privilege of seeing his mother naked that would be okay with her. Yet, if he wanted sex, not even having to ponder the answer to that question, ready to deal with whatever repercussions of them having an incestuous, sexual relationship should he return alive, she'd give him sex now too. At the expense of being the world's worst mother and at the expense of being deemed an incestuous whore, she'd welcome her son to her cold bed. How many loving mothers would do that for their sons whether going off to war or not?
If suspecting that their sons would die and not return home alive, especially if that's what their sons wanted them to do, how many mothers would strip off their clothes? How many mothers would take the next step and have sex with their sons as their way to show how much they love their son? Truth be known, she kidded herself that her stripping naked wasn't a sexual thing to do when assuredly it was. She kidded herself that having sex with her son was her moral duty to do. Certainly, a mother stripping herself naked for her son and having sex with her son was not only a sexual thing but also an incestuous thing. Most mothers would never do what she was thinking about doing and what she was about to do.
She hoped that Christopher would want a memory of her to keep him warm at night when he was cold and alone in the dark in some remote location in some God forsaken country. In the way that she willingly sucked his father's cock and was forced to suck all of his friends cocks too, she'd willingly suck her son's cock too if that's all he wanted. Only, hoping her son wasn't as perversely perverted and as sexually selfish as was his father, she was hoping he'd want more than just a blowjob. She was hoping that he'd want to show her as much passionate love for her as she had for him.
If he was going to ask her for sex and if she was willingly going to give him sex, she was hoping that he'd make love to her. She was hoping that he'd give her something to remember him by, an orgasm or two. In an act of desperation with her heart breaking with the thoughts of Christopher not returning, in her twisted mind, allowing her son to have sex with her body and a mother making love to her son, there was nothing more sacredly special than that. Imprinted on her brain until the day she died, what better memory of her to have of him than to have that one intimate time they were together when he was inside of her? What more did she need to console her grief that the memory of her son naked and in bed with her and making love to her.
"I love you Mommy," she imagined him saying as she sucked his prick or as he pounded her pussy.
"I love you Christopher," she imagined saying as she kissed and kissed him while holding him in her arms and afraid to let him go.
Torn between stopping herself from undressing and undressing herself, she continued undressing herself. With her thinking more about showing her son a good time, she was able to ignore what most of the world thought was so wrong and what she thought was so right. Able to see the bigger picture than being hung up on the word incest, she continued slowly and mindlessly removing her clothes while thinking about the image of her son masturbating over her naked photo later. With an angel on one shoulder and the Devil on the other, one slow, blouse button at a time while thinking that she'd be making her son very happy on one hand and thinking she'd be making a tragic mistake on the other hand, she continued stripping herself naked.
She's made plenty of mistakes in the past but it would be an even worse mistake if she didn't go through with stripping herself naked and regretted not showing her son her nude body, especially if Christopher didn't return home. If he was to die overseas, if he didn't return home, and if she stripped herself naked now, she'd always have the memory that she gave him some modicum of pleasure. Even if it was incestuous, sexual pleasure that she gave him of seeing her naked and having sex with her, at least she'd know that he died happy and with a smile on his face. She'd be willing to deal with the remorse, the shame, the humiliation, and the guilt if he did return home to confront her with her nudity on that fateful day that he was leaving for war. Not embarrassed by her actions but more troubled by her inaction if she chose not to strip herself naked, something she needed to do to ease her troubled mind, she was proud that she was undressing herself for her son.
* * * * *
With her blouse unbuttoned and flayed wide open, if he walked in now, seeing something he's never seen before, he'd see her in her bra. He'd see the tops of her breasts, her long, line of cleavage, and the big, round impressions her erect nipples made through the satin material of her bra. As if he was already in the kitchen with her and she was doing a striptease just for him, she removed her blouse while thinking about the thought of her son seeing her in her bra. In the sexually aroused state she was already in, she'd like for her son to see her in her sexy brassiere.
Lost in the love for her son, while wondering his reaction, she'd like for him to see the bra clad shape of her breasts, her cleavage, and the tops of her shapely breasts. She liked for him to see the big impressions that her nipples made in her bra. For a mature woman, with nothing falling or sagging yet, she had nice tits and great cleavage. In the way he's proud of his country and proud to be a Navy Seal, he'd be proud of his mother's breasts if he was to see them, touch them, feel them, and suck them. Willing to allow him to have his wicked, sexual, incestuous way with her tits, she'd do anything for her son, even submit her sexy body to him for his personal pleasure.



As if she was in the military too and making her bunk, mindlessly she neatly folded her blouse and laid it upon the kitchen counter in the way she imagined them folding the flag before presenting it to her. She flattened her blouse with her fingers while imagining her son kissing her while he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples through her bra. Standing there in her bra and jeans, suddenly feeling so very nakedly exposed, yet not wasted any time in undressing, next she kicked off her shoes, unbuttoned and unzipped her tight jeans, and removed them too. Now dressed in only her bra and panties, feeling sick to her stomach about showing her son her naked body or even her underwear clad body, she thought about getting dressed again. Only her sexual excitement overrode her shame and embarrassment for her not to continue undressing.
Yet, with her standing there in her panty and bra, certainly not as outrageously immodestly, immoral as seeing her naked, being that she had a shapely figure, she wouldn't mind him seeing her in her sexy bra and bikini panty. Actually proud of her body and believing that she looked better in her underwear than she looked naked, she wanted him to see her in her panty and bra. Only, to make her point by showing him the commitment of love that she had for him, she needed to go all the way. She needed to strip herself naked. She needed her son to see her naked. Now thinking about removing her underwear, the shame, the guilt, and the remorse made her pause with her indecision to strip herself naked. How could she even consider stripping herself naked for the sexual self-pleasure of her son but she must? If nothing more than the shock value, she wanted to give him a memory of her to take with him wherever he was assigned to go.
Being that he's never seen her in her panties and bra before, maybe teasing him by showing her son her body while dressed in her panties and bra would be enough to give him plenty of sexual pleasure that he needed while he was away. Maybe having him take a photograph of her in her sexy, low cut bra and sheer, bikini panties would be enough to keep him sexually satisfied while he was overseas and fighting for his country. Maybe it would be better and more sexually exciting for him to imagine her naked instead of seeing her naked. Yet, willing to go above and beyond her duty as a mother, she was willing to strip herself naked if she thought that having Christopher seeing her naked would help him get through all that he needed to do.
He wasn't going to camp for the summer after all. He wasn't going away on vacation to have a good time. Dangerous duty, a Navy Seal with a premium target on his back, a killer trained by his country to kill the enemy, he was going off to war. Just as he needed to do what he had to do, she needed to do what she had to do too. Coincidentally and appropriately, being that it was Nude Day anyway, the naked non-holiday was her excuse to strip off her clothes. Taking Nude Day as her not so subtle sign to strip naked, she needed to strip off her clothes and show her son her naked body. It was a memory she needed to make for the both of them to have.
As if she was readying herself for bed, going for broke, going where no mother should ever go with her adult son, and going where she's never even thought of going before, she reached behind her and unhooked her bra. In the way she was forced to do for her husband's friends, she removed the straps from her shoulders and slowly peeled the brassiere cups from her breasts. Standing there in just her white, sheer, bikini panties, she was topless now. As soon as she removed her bra, as if the anticipation of her son walking in the kitchen was an officer walking on deck, her nipples stood at full attention. As soon as her son opened the front door, walked through the house, and entered in the kitchen, he'd see her naked breasts.
If he was to walk in the kitchen right this second, with nowhere for her to hide and nowhere for her to go, but for the backyard, assuredly, he'd see her topless. He'd see her beautiful breasts. He'd see her round, pink areolas. He'd see her erect, dark nipples.
When the cool air of the kitchen failed to cool her decision to strip herself naked, her nipples immediately erected and grew harder. When the warmth of her sexual thoughts heated her libido and moistened her pussy, feeling so sexually aroused, she felt so naked. With her decision to strip for her son, she felt so exposed. With her decision to possibly have sex with Christopher, she felt so wicked. She felt so deplorably sick that she was going to show her son her nude body. Feeling a chill that even the heat of her horniness couldn't negate and feeling the sexual arousal that even her commonsense couldn't abate, she was trembling not with the cold but with fear of standing there naked when her son entered the kitchen.
How dare she? What was she thinking? How could she go through with this? What if he rejected her? What if he was angry with her? What if he thought she was an incestuously insane whore of a mother as no doubt her ex-husband would think she was? What would she do then? How could she possibly explain away her bizarre behavior of stripping herself naked for him to see nude body? What if his last words to her were, I hate you Mom, instead of I love you Mom? What if his last words to her was calling her a slut and an incestuous whore?
With her standing there topless and poised to flash her son her naked body, no longer able to control her sexual feelings for her son, she was horny. She was sexually aroused by the mere thought of him walking in the kitchen and seeing her naked breasts. Unable to stop herself from doing so, she fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples while thinking of her son seeing her, holding her, touching her, and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. As if hypnotized by the thoughts of him seeing all that she was about to show him, she closed her eyes and put her head back while wondering what his reaction would be to seeing her breasts and seeing her hard, erect nipples.
If only he was there with her now, she'd want him to feel her breasts, fondle her tits, and suck her nipples. If only he was there with her now, she'd fall of her knees and suck his cock. Always so very proud of her breasts, with her having better breasts than her ex-husband's young girlfriend's breasts and with her having better breasts than all of her girlfriends' breasts, she had beautiful breasts. Without a doubt, she had as good if not better breasts as the breasts that her son ogled in those men's magazines.
In descending order, her beautiful face, her long, naturally blonde hair, her big blue eyes, and beautiful body which included her magnificent breasts were her best features. If she wasn't his mother, she'd view her son as a love interest. If she wasn't his mother, she'd be his sexy MILF of a cougar. Only, she was his mother and being that she was stripping off her clothes and willing to give Christopher sex, she was his MILF of a cougar who happened to be his mother too.
Sickened whenever thinking about it, always hating how he sexually used and emotionally abused her during their brief, five year marriage, her ex-husband enjoyed flashing her breasts to his drunken friends. His trophy wife, as if she was his cherished and most valued possession, he acted as if he owned her. He acted as if he was free to do whatever he wanted to do with her. With him so very proud of her naked body, he was unable to control himself from showing her off to his friends. Then, he forced her to drink until she was drunk and until didn't know what she was doing. Unable to stop his sexual abuse from happening, even if she did know what she was doing, he forced her to have sex with his friends while he watched.
When he forced her to fuck and suck all of his friends was the end of their marriage. Yet, with her having no place to go, his emotional and sexual abuse continued. Somehow, as if she was taken prisoner and sexually assaulted on a regular basis, she needed to endure his sexual abuse to survive his sexual abuse. Needing to plan her departure, she had to wait until she had shelter for her and for her son before she could leave him and divorce him.
With her being a gymnast, a swimmer, and an ice-skater all of her young life, she still the beautiful body of an ex-Olympian, and the Scandinavian look of a Swedish, Finnish, or Norwegian downhill skier. With a flat, toned stomach, she had long, shapely legs and a round, firm ass. Obviously with his father short and obese, her son received his beautiful body and his athleticism from her. With nothing falling yet, as if she was thirty-four-years-old instead of forty-four-years-old, her ass, along with her breasts were still staying in place. Now with her ex-husband having exposed her naked body to all of his friends, she had even less compunction to expose her naked body to her son. If all of her ex-husband's friends have seen her naked and have had sex with her naked body, why not show her naked body to her son and allow him to have sex with her too?
* * * * *
Perfect timing, going above and beyond in the way her son routinely does, her personal and private Medal of Honor winner, she removed her panties and put them on the counter with the rest of her clothes just as Christopher unlocked and opened the front door. Oh my God. Here we go. With no turning back now, having stripped herself naked, she did it. Naked, naked, naked, she was naked.
As soon as he walked through the house and in the kitchen, standing there in full view of him without cowering or covering her nakedness with her hands and forearms, she was really going through with this. As if she was standing there wearing a suicide bomb vest, she imagined him staring at her tits with his eyes bugging out of his head. With her always trying to read him but most times unable to read him and too soon to tell, she wouldn't immediately know if he enjoyed what he was seeing or not.
"Mom? Mom? Mom, where are you?"
Nor wanting anyone to see her but her son, standing behind the kitchen counter she remained out of sight and out of view of the neighbors' windows. As if she was skinny dipping in an above the ground pool, as soon as he walked in the kitchen he'd see that she was naked from the waist up. As soon as she stepped from around the three foot, kitchen counter, he'd see that she was totally naked. Depending upon his reaction to seeing her breasts is what she'd base on showing him the rest of her naked body. If he reacted negatively to seeing her breasts, ducking down below the counter, she'd get dressed. If he acted favorably, she'd step from around the counter, hand him the camera, and allow him to take her picture.
"I'm here. I'm in the kitchen," she said quivering in her nervousness and in her sexual excitement that he was about to see something of her that he's never seen before.
He was about to see her tits. She couldn't believe she was about to show her son her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. Ready to fold her arms across her breasts or cup her breasts within her hands, suddenly embarrassed, she was so nervous. This was it. This was really it. Gone beyond the point of return, taking a walk on the wild side, there was no turning back now. She was really going through with this. She was going to show Christopher her naked body. Naked, naked, naked, she was standing in her kitchen naked. She couldn't believe she was immodestly and immorally standing in her kitchen naked and ready to give her naked body to her son.
* * * * *
As soon as he walked in the kitchen, he stopped as if he noticed there was an IED, an improvised explosive device, and in actuality, there was. His mother was a blonde bombshell waiting to explode in sexual lust and passionate desire for her son. As soon as he walked in the kitchen, staring nowhere else but at her, he stared at his mother and at her breasts with the tunnel vision of a race car driver driving at 220 mph. As if she was a stripper stripping at his surprised birthday party and as if he's never seen breasts before, he stared at his mother's breasts with his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth hanging open. If she had to make an instant assessment of his favorable or unfavorable reaction, in the way that he so stared at her breasts, she'd say that he liked what he was seeing. In the way that he so stared at her naked breasts, he assured her that she had made the right decision in stripping herself naked.
"Mom!"
Going for broke when he smiled at her, she stepped out from around the waist high, kitchen counter and walked to him naked with camera in hand.
"I wanted to give you something to remember me by," she said handing him the camera while talking to him in a voice reserved for her lover instead of her son. "Being that today is Nude Day and with you going overseas and off to war again, in the way that you no doubt photographed those famous, naked models with your cell phone, I wanted you to photograph me too," she said giving him a sexy look that no mother should ever give her son.
He looked from her to stare down at the camera before looking up to stare at her nakedness again. Taking her all in, he looked from her pretty face and to her naked breasts before looking down at her blonde, trimmed pussy. Staring at her all over again, not looking away in embarrassment, awkwardness, or uncomfortableness, in the way that she wanted him to look at her, he never removed his eyes from her naked body. With him still staring at her, there was a long pause before he spoke. As if parched, he moved his tongue over his lips in the way that a man does when he's dying of thirst. Other than him photographing her naked, albeit ready to give him sex if that's what he wanted, she had no idea what would happen next. Joy to her ears, she was happy, thrilled actually, with what he said next.
"Shall I get naked too?"
She smiled and gave him a sexy look.
"If you'd like," she said pausing to give him a sexy look with what she was about to say next. "Then later, if you want," she said pausing again before pushing the envelope of inappropriate behavior. "I thought we'd make love as if we're lovers and as a man making love to his woman instead of mother making love to her son and a son having sex with his mother," she said hoping he wouldn't reject her and say yes.
He remained silent while staring at her nakedness. Impossible to read him with him always able to keep his emotions in check, she wondered what he was thinking. Being the gentleman that he is, perhaps not wanting her to feel awkwardly embarrassed with her being naked in front of him, maybe he was just being polite in asking if he should strip naked too. Suddenly feeling guilty for her wickedness, she wondered if she had gone too far in seducing her son. Maybe it would have been enough had he seen her in her bra and panty. Thinking of ending this lunacy now, maybe it was enough that he saw her naked. Maybe it was too much to imagine and to expect that he'd want her to give him sex too.
Watching him blush, her big, strong Navy Seal was as embarrassed seeing her naked as she should be standing before him naked but she wasn't embarrassed, especially not now that she was already naked. If anything, she was sexually aroused and ready to give her son a memory on Nude Day that he'd never forget. If anything, she was glad that she decided to strip off her clothes. If anything, she was glad that her son volunteered to strip naked too. If anything, she was glad that she offered her son sex.
"I'd like that. I'd like that very much," he said taking her in his arms and kissing her. "Yes, I'd like to make love to you Mother," he said.
As much as she thought she was insanely delusional for doing what she had done, she couldn't believe her son wanted to make love to her as much as she wanted to make love to him. Call her crazy but if anything should happen to him and he didn't return home, she'd remember this day for the rest of her life. Instead of feeling horrible grief over the loss of her son, she'd remember how happy she made him feel by merely stripping off her clothes and allowing him to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body. She'd remember the memory that she gave him during his darkest hour and the comfort that he gave her by taking her as if she was his woman instead of his mother.
Now every Nude Day, instead of being inconsolably sad that he was dead, buried, and gone, she'd be happy that she had done this not only for him but also for herself. Instead of mourning the anniversary of the day of his death, she'd celebrate this day every year with the memory that she made her son ecstatically happy just by showing him her naked body and giving him sex. She imagined stripping herself naked every Nude Day to have a memorial drink in toast of her war hero, Navy Seal of a son. In the scheme of things, showing him her nude body was a small, personal price for her to pay to help comfort her son. She only wished she had thought of doing this before. Stripping off her clothes every time he left for war, she could have rewarded him with her love and sexual comfort over and again already. Instead of living as mother and son, they could have lived as man and woman. Instead of sleeping in separate rooms and in separate beds, they could have made love and had sex the entire month that he was home.
"Julie," she said. "Being that you're seeing me naked, from this day forward, unless we're with family and friends, please call me Julie instead of calling me mother or Mom."
As if he was her lover instead of her son, she allowed him to part her lips with his tongue, just as she allowed him to feel her naked ass and breasts while fingering her nipples. Kissing and kissing her, she's never been as sexually excited to be naked in front of anyone, including her ex-husband and/or any of his friends, as she was now being naked in front of her son. Kicking off his shoes, he removed his pants, shirt, and underwear. He was naked and she now stared at him in the way that he continued staring at her.
It was then that she not only realized but also admitted to herself that her stripping naked on Nude Day was just as much about sex as it was about a mother's love for her son. It took her to feel the wetness between her legs for her to realize that what she was doing was inherently wrong. It took her to see the stiffness of her son's cock to realize that what she was doing now was as much about incestuous sex as it was about giving her son a naked photo of her for his sexual comfort later. Yet, having already made the right decision to strip herself naked, she didn't have any remorse, embarrassment, shame, or guilt. If anything, she was giving her and her son a memory that they'll have forever, until they day they both shall die.
"Happy Nude Day Christopher," she said.
"Happy Nude Day Mom," he said.
* * * * *
As if she was Cinderella, Sleeping Beauty, or Juliet and he was her Romeo, as if she was his spoils of war and he was taking her as his sexual prisoner, he picked her up in his strong arms and carried her to her bedroom. Gently laying her on her bed as if she was an unexploded ordinance, with both of them naked, he moved beside her. Kissing and kissing her while touching her as if she was something so precious and so rare, she was. She was his mother.
With her not offering him any resistance, he touched and felt his naked mother everywhere she imagined he would and hoped he would while she explored his hard body with her hands. Feeling her big breasts while fingering her nipples, he reached behind her to feel and squeeze her firm, round ass. Kissing her in between, acting as if they were horny teenagers or already experienced lovers, in the way they were making out, no one would ever suspect that they were mother and son. She kissed him in the way she imagined kissing him in her sexual fantasies and he kissed her as if she was his girlfriend or long lost lover after being away at war. Surprised by the overwhelming sexual reaction she was having, even in her wildest, sexual fantasy, she never knew having sex with her son would be like this. More like making love than having sex, as if she was fragile and marked handle with care or so delicately breakable, he was so gentle with her.



Not wasting her opportunity to sexually pleasure him, she took his cock in hand while he fondled her breasts and felt her ass. She fondled his cock while he felt her body. Then, reaching down between his legs, she cupped his testicles before taking his cock in her hot, little hand again. Ever so slowly, she stroked him while he fingered her nipples before sucking her nipples. Spreading open her legs a little more to accept his big hand, she allowed him to move his hand between her legs for him to feel and finger her warm wetness.
With her figuring that their first attempt at having sex would be uncomfortably clumsy, never did she imagine it would progress so naturally. Probing her deeper while rubbing her clit, he gave her pleasure with his fingers before he slid down to give her pleasure with his mouth and tongue. Something his father rarely did and something she never expected him to do, he slid his body down in preparation to eat her. She couldn't believe he was going to give her oral pleasure.
Enjoying the moment before he licked her for the first time, his face was so close to her pussy that she could feel his warm breath. She ran her fingers through his hair while smiling down at him. Then, as if she was dreaming, licking and licking her before lapping her, he fingered her pussy and rubbed her clit while eating her. With him continuing to lick her while fingering her, she never felt such sexual pleasure. He was eating her. Christopher was licking her pussy. She couldn't believe that after her son fingered her pussy and sucked her tits that now he was licking her pussy. In the way that he was licking her, she couldn't wait to take him in her mouth to suck him.
Cupping her ass with both hands, he lifted her bottom to his mouth. Passionately eating her and lustfully licking her, as if her pussy was his last meal, even in her wildest sexual fantasies, she never expected the sex to go as far as fast. Like father, like son, she figured, if he wanted anything sexually from her at all, that he'd want her to suck him while fondling her breast and fingering her nipples. Never expecting him to carry her to her bedroom, she figured he'd push her too her knees in the kitchen for her to suck him right then and right there. As did his father before him, she figured that once he ejaculated in her mouth, that he'd be done with her. Never did she imagine, even in her most erotic sexual dreams, that he'd lick her pussy. Her son was eating his mother's cunt.
"Oh, my God, Christopher, that feels so good. I love what you're doing with your fingers and with your tongue," she said.
"I love eating you Julie," he said.
Having mixed fantasy with reality for so long, suddenly with him poised between her legs while licking her, this was surreally too real. Never did she think this would ever happen that he'd lick her. She always figured that she'd be sucking him. The last time he was between her legs was when she gave birth to him and now here he was licking her. She couldn't believe her son was eating her. Poised and ready to cum but suddenly embarrassed, not from him eating her but she felt awkward that her son could sexually excite her enough for her to cum. Not wanting him to give her an orgasm, it was odd that she drew her incestuous line there of all places. She didn't want him to see her cum, not yet anyway. She'd rather that he cum first.
Getting ready to cum, she stopped him short of her having an orgasm. She'd rather give him sexual pleasure with her hand, her mouth, her tongue, and her pussy than having him continue eating her. Enjoying being eaten but she felt uncomfortably guilty that she was receiving oral pleasure when she felt that she should be giving him sexual pleasure. Being that he was the one going off to war, she wanted to be the submissively subservient one. She wanted to be his sexual slave for him to use her in any sexual way that he wanted. Before she had an orgasm, she stopped him from licking her any longer and long enough for her to cum.
* * * * *
Admittedly, other than by her own hand and with her own fingers, it had been a long time since she had sex. Admittedly, not since her husband left with his friends, it had been even longer since a man had given her an orgasm. Admittedly, even when she was married, with her husband always having a woman on the side, she couldn't remember the last time she had her pussy fingered never mind licked. She had been horny and sexually frustrated for a very long time, especially when in the company of her son and especially after he departed for another redeployment and she was left alone to worry about him.
Yet, even though she routinely masturbated herself while thinking about Christopher sexually, she never thought to give him sex until now. Being that she was his mother, what stopped her from crossing the incestuous line before didn't stop her from crossing the incestuous line now. What did it matter if she gave him sex now, especially if he didn't return? With him dead and a memory for only them to make and to have, unable for anyone to pass judgment on them, no one would know or care what they did behind closed, bedroom doors.
Confronted by the inevitable with feelings that only a mother can feel, maybe because with him being an invincible Navy Seal, she never thought that he'd die. As he's done over and again in the past, she always knew that somehow and someway he'd always return home to her alive. Only, this time, for whatever reason, she suspected he wouldn't return home. This time, instead of just hugging him goodbye and wishing him to stay safe, she wanted the physical being of her son inside of her so that when he was thousands of miles away, she could still feel him as if he was there with her. Different for a woman than it is for a man, as if implanting a permanent change in her body and in her brain, the sensation of sex changed her.
Hard to believe with his face mashed between her legs but while he was eating her, she was thinking of other things than her sexual pleasure. In the way he was before, with him positioned between her legs and licking her, she thought more about him finding a good woman, marrying, and giving her grandchildren than she thought about him giving her an orgasm. She feared that if he gave her an orgasm that she'd be even more attached to him than she is now.
Years from now, if he survived this next redeployment and the one after that, she imagined her living alone with her son as if she was Norma Louise Bates and Christopher was Norman Bates of the Bates Motel fame. Besides, this was more about his sexual pleasure than it was about her sexual pleasure. Not wanting him to see her so sexually excited and what she was like physically, verbally, and emotionally when she had an orgasm, she'd rather he have an orgasm. Perhaps she'd allow him to give her an orgasm later but for now, she'd rather he have an orgasm first.
Not wanting to ruin his fun, she didn't want to cum, not yet. The point that she needed to remember when she was losing control with him giving her so much sexual pleasure, this was more about her giving him pleasure and not about him giving her pleasure. This was more about her giving him an everlasting memory than him giving her a parting memory. Selflessly self-sacrificing her naked body to him and for him to do whatever he wanted to do with her, she needed to keep in mind that this intimate time together was more about him than it was about her. So as not to get lost in the sexual pleasure that her son continued giving her, over and again, she had to repeat that she was not having sex for herself but for him. A difficult thing for her to keep in mind when it's been nearly twenty years since she's experienced having such pleasurable sex with a man, Christopher made her feel young again.
Yet with her concentrating more on the sex than on his redeployment, their limited time together was just the release they both needed. Call it a mother's intuition but she knew he wouldn't be returning home. Thinking more about his sexual excitement than she thought about her eternal sadness, she didn't want to cry. Instead she just wanted to hold, hug, and kiss her baby boy. In the way that men think about baseball when trying not to cum, she thought of the sexual bliss she was giving her son to prevent her from crying.
Hugging and holding on to him as if this was the last time she'd be seeing him and touching him, and most certainly this was, she wanted to make the most of their intimate, sexual time together. She wanted this Nude Day memory to be a day and a memory that they'd both never forget. If he was to return home alive, she'd deal with the embarrassment, the shame, the humiliation, and the remorse of stripping naked for her son and having sex with him later. For now, she wasn't his mother but his lover. For now, he wasn't her son but her man. He wasn't her son but her lover.
Had he had a wife, she never would have come between them, interfered, and played with the emotions of her son, sexual or otherwise, especially sexually. Had he had a girlfriend, keeping to her role as his loving mother instead of his surrogate, sexual woman, she would have left any and all sexual contact and love making up to her. Yet, the perfect storm, other than her son, she had no one in her life either. With him having no time in his life for anyone other than for his brothers in arms, the Navy Seals, unless he was to pick up a woman in a bar and have a one night stand or go lay with a prostitute, he had no one but her to satisfy him sexually. Obvious in the way that he so enjoyed her naked body, what worked for her seemingly worked for him. The man an island and a one man fighting machine, apparently, he needed to stay focused without the complications of having a woman to worry over.
Besides, only 25-years-old, very young to be an elite Navy Seal, he had plenty of time for romance and love later, that is should he survive the dangerous duty of his redeployment. So long as a bullet or a bomb didn't end his life, with his whole life ahead of him, he had plenty of time for all of that later. For now, hoping to lessen his load by relaxing him, she just wanted to give him sexual pleasure without him having any of the responsibility and entanglements of him having a girlfriend or a wife and children. For now, praying to God for his safe return and willing to do anything in her power for him to return safely home to her, even if that meant giving him sex, she just wanted him to return home in one piece.
Nonetheless, should something horrible happen to him, it was important to her that in his last dying moments and when he took his last breath for him to know that he was loved. What his father was unable to do for him, show him that he loved him too, she took it upon herself to show her son that she loved him. His mother loved him. For her to make the ultimate sacrifice by giving him her body, there was nothing more that she could do other than to give her life for his. If only she could take his place in this redeployment she would. Only, lacking his discipline and training, compared to him she was weak.
Dedicatedly determined in her ulterior motives in the way that he was with his missions, she wanted to make sure that he had reason enough to return. She didn't want him to give up hope should things take a turn for the worst. Regardless of the awkward moments she'd face and the memories she'd forever remember should he return home from war, it didn't matter so long as he returned safely home to her. With her excuse that today was Nude Day, she'd gladly deal with the embarrassment of him seeing her naked and with the repercussions of him having his wicked sexual way with her naked body later. She wanted nothing more than for him to return safely home.
* * * * *
Sliding her body down, she gazed up at him with her big, blue eyes while he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples. Being that her breasts were her favorite part of her body and her nipples were her erogenous zones, she loved her son not only seeing her tits but also feeling her tits while fingering her nipples and before sucking her tits. In the way she looked at him with as much love as she looked at him with sexual arousal, he looked at her with love and sexual excitement too. She reached her arms up for her hands to play with his chest hairs while he ran his fingers through her long, blonde hair before moving his hand along her jawline. Giving her his not so subtle hint, his fingers stopped to trace her lips with a hopeful expression in his eyes. With her having sucked off enough men, it was obvious to her that her son wanted her to suck him too.
"You're so pretty Mom and I love your sexy body. I've always been sexually attracted to you," he said slowly sliding his fingers across her full, red lips.
Not thinking that she could be anymore sexually excited than she was now, as soon as her son said what he said, she felt her nipples harden and her pussy moisten.
"Thank you," she said. "I'm glad you like my body. I'm glad that I'm able to give you pleasure," she said.
Teasing his finger with her lips in the way she imagined teasing his cock with her tongue, in the way she took his finger in her mouth and sucked it, she was about to do the same to his erect prick. How better to prove that she truly loved her son than by sucking him? How better to show Christopher how much she loved him by allowing him to use her mouth? She couldn't wait to show her son how much she loved him by not only sucking his cock but also allowing her to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow.
Staring at his engorged prick, before staring up at him to watch him looking down at her, she took his hard cock in her hand and stroked him. Stroking him with love in the way that only a mother can stroke her son, she continued staring up at him while stroking him. With him seeing his cock in her motherly hand, it was obvious to her that he was becoming even more sexually excited by her staring up at him. She continued stroking his cock while fondling the head of his engorged prick with her fingertips. Then, with him staring down at her, she teased him with her lips and with her tongued. She toyed with his prick as if his cock was an ice cream cone while still staring up at him.
Licking and nibbling at him before taking him in her mouth, she sucked him while teasing him with her big, blue eyes by continually staring up at him. Then, she raised her chin with his cock in her mouth in the way that her husband taught her to do and in the way he forced her to do when sucking his friends. Uncomfortable with the men that she sucked staring back at her before, she found her son staring at her with she sucked him sexually exciting. What humiliated her before sexually excited her now. Seeing that he was enjoying her little show, she wanted her son to see her with his hard, hairy prick in her mouth.
Giving him something to remember his loving mother by, she wanted to give him something to return home to should he be held prisoner, beaten, and tortured. Wanting him to remain strong and never wanting him to give up hope should he wane in his desire and in his will to live, she wanted to show him what he had waiting for him at home. Sucking his cock harder while taking him in her mouth deeper, she stroked his prick faster while sucking him and occasionally staring up at him. The more he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples, the deeper she sucked his cock and the faster she stroked his prick.
Yet, not wanting to rush his special blowjob, being that conceivably this may be his last blowjob, she took her time sucking her son. Not wanting him to cum until his cock was buried inside of her pussy, she wanted to tease him with her hand, her mouth, and her tongue first. With her no longer able to become pregnant and with him confessing to her that he always practiced safe sex by wearing a condom with other women, there was no need for them to use protection. It appealed to her that she was his first women that he had sex with bareback.
Then, with him plenty hard enough for him to penetrate her and with her plenty wet enough for him to slide inside of her, she moved up to meet his lips. Kissing and kissing him, she reached down between her legs to position his cock inside of her. Slowly humping her, with her pussy too tight from lack of use, and with her not as wet as a 25-year-old woman, his cock suddenly dislodged itself. Determined in his desire to make love to his mother, taking a more aggressive role than a passive one, he rolled her over and spread her legs with his knees. She felt the weight of him and the strength of him when he mounted her. Enjoying her little fantasy, she was about to be fucked not by a son but by a Navy Seal.
If it wasn't enough that she gave birth to a Navy Seal, she was a little overwhelmed that she was having intimate relations, albeit incestuous, sexual relations with a Navy Seal. Showing more of his inherent dominance over his mother, he redistributed his weight and pushed up on his hands, while she reached down to position him inside of her. Even though this was her erotic dream and her sexual fantasy come true, even though she was having sex with Christopher for as much as his sexual pleasure as it was for her sexual pleasure, she couldn't believe that his cock was gradually moving inside of her. Her sexual fantasy come true, Christopher was making love to her and soon he'd be fucking her. She gasped when she felt him slowly enter her.
"Oh," she said feeling him enter her deeper as he slowly and gently pressed down upon her.
Spreading her pussy lips wider with the head of his cock to accommodate himself inside of her, the feeling of him entering her and pushing his way inside of her was like no other.
"Oh my God mother, this is unbelievable," he said leaning down to whisper his sexual lust for her in her ear.
Pulling her out of her fantasy that she was his lover and he was his man instead of him being his son and her being his mother, she needed him to remain in character. She needed to believe that she was making love to a Navy Seal and not making love to her son.
"Julie," she said correcting him. "Being that you're inside of me it's a little weird for you to call me mother," she said with a little, nervous laugh.
She closed her eyes to imagine again that the man having sex with her wasn't her son. Only unable to lose herself in the fantasy, as soon as she realized that this may be the last time she saw her son, she knew that it was her son who was making love to her. Suddenly with her emotions in a frenzy, she was as sad as she was sexually excited.
"Sorry Julie," he said.
With her not having had sex in so very long, too long, as if she was a virgin again, he had to proceed slowly but once he parted her pussy lips wide open enough, once her wetness matched his hardness, it was an easier slide inside. Sliding in deeper, he slowly began humping her and she lovingly returned his humps along with his kisses. Then, with her humps matching his, with both of them rhythmically the same, they were making love now. A mother saying goodbye to her son by giving him the only gift she had left to give him, her body, she welcomed the comfort he gave her in the way that he, no doubt, welcomed the sex.
As if he was a sexual machine instead of a fighting machine, he humped her in the way that she's never been humped before. Having never made love in such a passionate way to such a well-conditioned man, there was no way that he wasn't going to get her to cum. Humping her harder while humping her faster, she couldn't believe the way that her son was pounding her pussy while kissing and kissing her.
'Superman may be the man of steel but he ain't no match for a Navy Seal,' was all that she thought while Christopher banged her pussy harder, deeper, and faster.



Now not wanting him to have all the fun, she rolled him over and mounted him as if he was her personal Sybian masturbation machine. Bouncing up and down on his cock as if he was a sexual amusement ride at an XXX rated theme park, she fucked her son in the way that no mother should ever fuck her son. Then, rolling her over again, he fucked his mother in the way that she needed to be fucked. Humping her harder and humping her faster, as soon as she screamed out her orgasm in sexual delight, he released an explosive load of warm gooey cum inside of his mother.
Collapsing in a sweaty heap on top of her and with his cock still buried inside of her, she waited until his erection softened before giving him his real Nude Day surprise and the lasting memory that she wanted him to have. Moving him off of her and with him relaxing on his back, she moved down to meet his cock with her lips. Stroking him again to a harder erection, she took him in her mouth and sucked him. Really sucking him now, she was giving her son the best blowjob she's given any man. She sucked him deeper while stroking him faster. She gave him a head banging, interactive blowjob resplendent with all the cock sucking sounds that all men love to hear when being sucked as evidence that the woman is enjoying sucking them as much as they're enjoying being sucked.
"I want you to cum in my mouth Christopher," she said removing his cock from her mouth for her to speak. "I need to taste you. Cum in my mouth. Please cum in my mouth."
"Oh, Mom," he said. "I love you."
"I love you too, Christopher," she said taking his stiff prick in her mouth again and sucking him while stroking him determined to make him cum.
Faster and faster she stroked him while sucking him deeper. She wanted him to cum. She needed him to cum. She wanted to taste her son's cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow his cum. After he was gone, she wanted the memory of what her son tasted like when he ejaculated in her mouth.
"Mom, I'm going to cum," he said so matter of fact in the way he was in control of his mind, emotions, and body, obviously, he was in control of his cock too.
Not giving her much of a warning before exploding all that he had in her willing mouth, he put a gentle hand to the back of her head to hump her mouth and fuck her face. As if it was meant to be, he exploded a warm load of cum in his mother's mouth. Sucking him and stroking him while swallowing him, she continued to stroke him and suck him until there wasn't a drop of cum left in him. Then, making herself comfortable beside him, he put his arm around her. With his hand in contact with her breast, he fingered her nipple while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy with his other hand. Continuing to rub her while fingering her, she lovingly allowed him to masturbate her.
"Oh, my God, Christopher, I'm going to cum," she said.
After enjoying the afterglow of sex for a few minutes, he turned her over and moved her to her knees. Positioning himself behind her, he mounted her as if he was a dog in heat. He fucked his mother from behind. With her forehead resting on her pillow, he pounded her pussy even harder than he did before while reaching to feel her hanging breasts and finger her erect nipples. Humping and humping her while pushing his cock so deep inside of her that she thought his prick was going to emerge from her mouth, he fucked her in the way she'd never been fucked before.
"Oh, my God," said Julie.
"Oh, my God," said Christopher.
"Oh, my God," they both said simultaneously while cumming at the same time.
* * * * *
The sex they shared was as amazing as their time together was more loving than it was sexual. Hard to believe that sex between a mother and son could be more loving than it was sexual but it was. Now, when they said their goodbyes at the airport, there were no regrets. He was leaving to do what he had to do for his country and for his buddies and she did what she had to do for her son and for her survival while knowing that he wouldn't be returning alive.
With his big arm around her and with her hugging her son as if they were husband and wife or boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mother and son, they stood away from the crowd of mostly military passengers boarding the plane. Giving one another a long hug, she hugged her son as if this was the last time she'd be seeing him alive and he hugged her with all the love that a son could possibly have for his mother. Secretly, they already said their goodbyes in the car. Away from the prying eyes and judgmental stares of others there saying their goodbyes to loved ones leaving and saying their hellos to those arriving, they couldn't resist having one, last, long kiss.
"Goodbye Christopher. Stay safe. Please do all that you can to come home to me. I love you."
She hugged him as if they were still naked and he was still inside of her. He returned her hug as if he was about to hump her. They stayed like that for a long while as if they were glued together and didn't move until the alert to board the flight came over the loud speaker.
"I love you Mom," he said giving her a long hug and deep wet kiss while reaching behind her to squeeze her ass. "I'll be home for more of this," he said squeezing her ass harder before giving her a spank."
They kissed again as if she was saying goodbye to her husband instead of her son.
"I love you Christopher. You'd better come home to me," she said reaching down to feel his emerging cock in his fatigues.
* * * * *
Ten years later, on Nude Day of all days, Julie invited Nancy, her new neighbor, over for coffee. Tired of being alone and lonely, she felt like some company. Accepting Julie's invitation to come for a visit, they formally introduced one another. Devoid of life with no grandchildren running around playing, the house was so very quiet as if they were seated in a church or a library. With their conversation filled with uncomfortable pauses and awkward silences, Julie could hear the passing of time as if a giant clock loomed over her head.
"Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick..."
Having seen each other around the neighborhood and waving their hellos, this time Julie made the first attempt of friendship by inviting Nancy over to talk. As if her living room, her entire house actually, was a breathing shrine and a living memorial dedicated to her son, Christopher, Julie was so proud of all of her son's military accomplishments. It was difficult to look at anything that wasn't military inspired and related to her son's experiences as a Navy Seal.
Filled with pictures and mementos of him on every wall, as if her house was a museum that housed all of the momentous memories and military memorabilia of her son, everything in her house referenced Christopher's commitment to the Navy Seals, the Navy, and to the United States of America. Every picture had a story behind it that she proudly told to whoever would listen. Now with Nancy sitting in her living room while drinking her coffee, she was Julie's temporary captive audience.
Always alone and lonely, perhaps because of the secret she kept about her having incestuous sex with her son so very long ago, it was difficult for her to reach out and meet new people. Content to live a quiet life but when she saw Nancy, and with her being so very pretty, she reminded her of herself when she was her age. She saw something in her that made her want to befriend her. Always with a smile and a friendly hello, she seemed so nice and easy to know.
For the longest time, going out of her way to avoid any social content, the only other person in her life was her son. Her war hero, Christopher was her personal Medal of Honor winner, even though the medal wasn't awarded to him and bestowed upon him. Yet, with him awarded nearly every other medal, the Medal of Honor was one of the few medals that eluded him. Actually, if anyone had survived to witness his escape from being held prisoner of war, it would have made a good story to tell. If anyone was left alive to testify on his behalf on what he had to do and how many he had to kill to gain his freedom, assuredly he would have won the Medal of Honor. Only Christopher was never a boastful man. He just did what he was trained to do.
From the he time spent in Somalia to his special op, classified, secret missions in other parts of Africa, every wall told a story. From the wars in Afghanistan and Iraq to his special op visits to South America, Pakistan, and a dozen other secret missions in other countries along the way and back to the United States of America, she was so proud of him. As far as she was concerned, with him already doing more in his service with the Seals than most American citizens could in defense of their country in their lifetimes, he could do no wrong.
* * * * *
Always a ghostly figure when appearing in photos with his Navy Seal buddies, with many of them killed in action, his private collection of photos were grim yet proud reminders of every man's selfless sacrifice to his country. With Christopher dressed in fatigues, to his brown khakis, to his service dress blues, and to his dress whites, he was so handsome when in uniform. Instead of looking so sad in the way she looked whenever he was away, he always looked so happy holding his gun or with his arm around one of his buddies. Obviously, he enjoyed the comradery of his close, personal friends, his good buddies, and his brothers in arms. With no one else able to understand what he did and why he did it, his only friends were other Navy Seals.
Looming large and bigger than life, the pictures of him in uniform decorated with stripes, medals, decorations, and pins was as breathtaking as it was awe inspiring and by the look on Nancy's face, she looked impressed. Obviously by her stare and her intense interest of the background of every picture, Nancy was impressed. Christopher made her feel proud not only that he was her son but also that she was an American.
How one man so young could amass such a decorated war career was mind boggling. With each photo ten years old and older, the images of him with his buddies were haunting reminders of the sacrifices that the Navy Seals as well as all military personnel have made to not only keep us safe but also to make the world a better place. Beaming with pride as if she was a Navy Seal too, Julie couldn't be any prouder of her son.
"This is my son, Christopher, Chief Petty Officer retired," said Julie showing her new neighbor, Nancy, more pictures of her son, along with glass enclosures of all of his awards and medals. "He's my Navy Seal war hero, "Moving him up in rank and pay grade, they made him Chief after he was captured and held prisoner, tortured, and beaten for five, long, horrible years with no contact. Yet, with all that he's been through, even with a gun to his head and every bit of torture he suffered and endured, my son didn't crack," she said with pride. "He refused to answer any questions and/or give them any information other than his name, rank, and serial number."
She opened a photo album that showed him posing alongside his buddies in dozens of foreign countries. No longer secret missions, declassified long ago, she had written captions and dates beneath the pictures to explain where he was, who he was with, and what he was doing. Other than their first names or nicknames, in most cases, she didn't even know the full names of his buddies to write the full name of each Navy Seal member. She showed Nancy the photos he had taken with three different presidents, two different Secretaries of Defense, and a dozen assorted Admirals, Generals, and officers ranging from Colonels, Commanders, and Captains. An assortment of men in fatigues who were weighed down by heavy equipment, brothers in arms, they were a real team with one ready to die for the other. That kind of committed resolve is what kept them all alive when under the most vicious of assaults. Leave no man behind is the vow they all made to one another should one die and the other survive.
"Wow," said Nancy looking at her neighbor with renewed respect. Continuing to look through the photo album, she looked from one to the other before looking up at Julie with awe. "I didn't know that your son was a Navy Seal. I had no idea," said her new neighbor looking impressed. "You must have been so proud of him."
As is Nancy had thrown a glass of water in Julie's face, she looked at her with sudden insight. Surely by the museum she kept of her son and with her not saying that he wasn't, she must think that her son is dead.
"Must have been?" Julie shot her a look of confusion. "I was very proud and I still am very proud," said Julie straightening her posture and raising her chin. "If I'm not being too personal, are you married?"
"No, I'm divorced," said Nancy with a little intimidation.
By the ill at ease look on Nancy's face, as if she was being interrogated, she didn't seem comfortable with Julie's personal questions.
"Do you have any children?"
Again, reading Nancy better than she could ever read her son, Julie could tell that this was a sore subject with her.
"I always wanted children but I wasn't married long enough to have any," she said with sadness. "Actually, the true is that my ex-husband didn't want any children and had a vasectomy without telling me. Married to a bad, Boston cop, who enjoyed taking his frustrations out on me, my marriage was a tragic mistake. What I thought was going to be a lifelong fairytale turned out to be three years of misery."
"Sorry," said Julie.
"That's okay," said Nancy while continuing to look through Christopher's photo album.
Biting her lip with her next personal question, Julie persevered.
"If you don't mind me asking, how old are you?"
"I'll be 33-years-old in July, July 26th, to be exact," she said with a frown. "I always thought I'd be married with kids by that age," she said with a sad, little laugh.
Having easily jumped over all of the hurdles and easily passed all of her little tests, Julie smiled at Nancy.
"I'd like for you to meet my son, Nancy," said Julie.
Nancy looked at Julie with shocked surprise.
"Your son?" She looked at Julie with confusion. "You have another son?" She looked from one photo to the other than hung on the wall as if grave markers inside of a private mausoleum.
"No, I only have the one child, my Christopher," she said beaming her neighbor a wide smile.
"I just thought from all the photos on the wall that he was—"
"Dead? You thought Christopher was dead? Yeah, I could see how you could have thought that by seeing all of his military memories," said Julie looking at all of the photos. "Only, Christopher is very much alive. He's invincible actually. Superman was the man of steel but he was no match for a Navy Seal," she said with pride.
"I'd like very much to meet him," said Nancy looking from Julie to look at his photos hanging on the wall again.
"Christopher? Christopher. Come and meet Nancy, our new neighbor," said his mother in her feeble attempts to finally fix her 35-year-old son up with a nice woman.
With Julie now fifty-four-years-old, she feared who would take care of Christopher should anything happen to her. She just wanted him to be happy. She just wanted him to be comfortable. She just wanted him to have a good life with a good woman by his side. Always trying to fix him up with a woman from the neighborhood, from church, or from online dating sites, she'd like nothing better than to see him married with children.
A bit overweight and out of shape, retired on a 100% mental disability after being captured, tortured, and held in captivity for five, long horrible years until he got his hands on an automatic weapon, killed his captors, and escaped, Christopher had been home for five years. Able to somehow make his way to a United States military base in Afghanistan, the last man standing, he was a hero and a legend. Now after living such a life where he was always on the edge, he didn't want to do anything. Not working nor going to school, and not doing anything other than eating, drinking beer, sleeping, and watching television, he lived the lavish life of a dog while his mother cooked, cleaned, and took care of him.
With her not hearing from him and figuring that he was dead and with him just appearing at the front door one day, she was so surprised. Continuing their incestuous, sexual relationship where they left off, they continued having sex with one another for two years, until the excitement of a mother having sex with her son and a son having sex with his mother came to an abrupt end. Still wanting him to find a nice woman, get married, and give her grandchildren, he was more interested in just hanging around the house and staying home with his mother. He was retired after all and deservedly so.
Glad that he was alive, with them no longer celebrating Nude Day by having sex, having him puttering around the house was okay with her. Only, she knew that once he got a good look at Nancy, with her long, blonde, hair, beautiful face, busty and shapely body, and with having the same big, blue eyes of his mother, they were a match made in Heaven. Never apart and always together, they were married within the year on the day they first met, Nude Day and lived happily ever after.
"Happy Nude Day."
THE END
This is a Nude Day contest story please vote.
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My how to list of advice for the everyday things in life: How to buy a car?
SusanJillParker's How to advice #1: How to buy a car?
Whether buying a car, a van, or a truck, most people think they know how to buy a motor vehicle, especially men. As impulsive as women are when buying shoes and clothes, men are impulsive when plunking down lots of money for a car, van, or truck. Men are the worst when it comes to buying anything that's sold by a salesperson. Right behind women, men are the ones most taken advantage of when buying a car, van, or truck. With this How To story applicable to not only cars but also to vans and trucks but, for the purpose of this How To story, let's just concentrate on cars.
Did you get that? Right behind women, men are the ones most taken advantage of when buying a car. Ergo, no matter if you're a man or a woman buying a car, the dreaded car salesperson will get the better of you. Unless they've worked in automobile sales themselves, I just have one word to say to those men who think they know enough about cars to get the best deal when buying a car from a professional car salesperson.
"Ha!" Allow me to reiterate my one word of disbelief that most men are armed with enough information to get the best possible deal when buying a car, new or used. "Ha!" There I feel better now.
* * * * *
Whether buying a used car or a new car, everyone wants to get the best deal by haggling a fair price. Yet so very few of us get a good enough price for us to brag that we were even treated fairly never mind received a good purchase price when buying our beloved automobile.
"Wow! Nice car. How'd you get such a great deal on that car?" Mike looked at his friend with envy.
"Easy. I made them an offer they couldn't refuse," said Jim proudly while puffing out his chest and beaming his friend a feigned smile.
Mike rolled his eyes and sighed while looking at his friend with a jaundiced eye.
"So you paid the full sticker price?"
As if he had been held a prisoner of war captured by the enemy and mercilessly interrogated, glad to have escaped with his life, Jim looked at his friend with a face full of fear.
"Yeah, I did," said Jim sadly while wringing his hands and looking rejected and despondent. "I just wanted to go home and the only way they'd let me leave is if I signed the purchase agreement."
* * * * *
Listen, unless we were born beneath a tent in Morocco and ride a camel through the desert, or are Donald Trump, Warren Buffett, or one of the Koch brothers, most people don't know how to haggle a good deal. Most of us truly believe we're getting a good value when buying something from eBay at a super low price only to find that it's a knockoff made in China or from Amazon with free shipping. Sorry but that's the cold truth. In the way we all distrust lawyers, all people are leery of salespeople, especially car salespeople and for good reason. Most people will do anything to avoid a salesman, just ask any door-to-door salesman.
"Wait. Just give me a minute of your time," said Joe with a hurt look. "I don't understand why you're avoiding me."
"Duh? Because you're a salesman," said Betty with attitude while rolling her eyes and sighing.
"But you're my wife," said Joe.
As soon as we walk through those big, shiny, glass doors at a new car dealer, we're all at the mercy of one of the Devil's disciples. The one place where many of us are the most vulnerably uncomfortable, a new car dealership or a used car lot, this is their wheelhouse and our downfall. Forget about in God we trust because the only thing that a car salesperson trusts is making a sale and getting the most of your almighty dollars. He or she has been groomed, trained, and coached by the best to take every last dollar you have and/or will have over the next 4 to 7 years when financing a car that should have cost you thousands of dollars less instead of thousands of dollars more.
"Welcome to Hell." As a warning, they should have that sign over the door of a new car dealership of a photo of a fisherman landing a big fish, you sucker. Key the music. To quote the Eagles by using a line from the Hotel California lyrics, "You can check-out at any time you'd like but you can never leave." That is until you bought a car. Good luck because you're going to need it.
* * * * *
To an auto salesperson's credit, if they weren't good at their job, they wouldn't have a job. To your dismay, if auto salespeople weren't good at their jobs, you'd have a nice car at a great place but the dealership would be out of business. The measure of their success is valued by the profits they make for the dealership. Car salespeople are just as good as the number of cars they sell at profits high enough to give them bonuses.
Being that they sell cars every day, all day, as part of their job, they're professional at selling cars. You, on the other hand, being that you happen along to buy a car every five to twelve years, are not a professional at buying a car. Sorry to give you a reality check but you're an amateur in comparison to a professional automotive salesperson. Think about that while being realistic in what kind of fair deal you'll be able to negotiate and receive. Allow me to refer back to my one word statement of your chance of getting a fair deal.
"Ha!"
What chance do you possible have of getting a good deal when going up against a professional car salesperson? Not a chance. You'd have a better chance of winning a fight when stepping in a ring with Mike Tyson with one hand tied behind his back. Either way, not giving you very good odds, I'd bet on Tyson and take that bet that you'd lose horribly.
"Beating him to a pulp with one hand tied behind his back, Mike Tyson growled at the camera while biting off the man's ear."
See? What did I tell you? The shocking truth is just as you don't stand a chance in the squared circle with Mike Tyson, you don't stand much of a chance of getting a good deal when buying a car whether new or used. When walking in a car dealership, do yourself a favor to save yourself time, trouble, and aggravation. Just empty your pockets, give the car salesperson all the money you have and beg them to throw in free mud flaps and a plastic coffee mug with the car's logo. That's as good of a deal as most folks will get.
Yet, don't give up hope. Stay positive. Remain confident. Be happy. Put that blank, signed check away. Matter of fact, unless you plan on giving that blank, signed check to Joel Osteen, tear it up. Rip it to shreds and throw it away because you won't be needing it. Not as long as I'm in charge of helping you to buy that new car or truck.
If you follow some of my helpful tips, you'll get a better deal when buying that car than you would had you not read this how to story. I know how to get the best deal when buying a car. I know how you'll receive a fair price. I know the information you'll need so that you're not taken, laughed at, and ridiculed as soon as you walk out that dealership door.
* * * * *
First of all, lemme ask you this. Why buy a new car? Why not buy a used car? With used cars having already depreciated in value, used cars are much cheaper. With all the bugs out of them, used cars are a much better deal than buying a new car. Right? What do you think? Or unable to see yourself in a used car that someone else has already used and abused, you'd rather buy new car than used car so that you can watch that odometer click from ten miles to one hundred thousand. I get that. I do and I don't blame you for wanting to buy a brand, shiny new car.
Sometimes with not much of a difference in price between the two, unless you're buying a real shitbox, buying a used car can be just as costly as buying a new car. Used car loans have much shorter lengths of duration than new car loans. Buying a used car may actually cost you more a month than a new car, albeit for a shorter amount of time. Where most banks will give you 4 years to pay your used car, nearly all dealerships will give you up to 7 years to pay your new car.
Moreover, unless you're dealing with a credit union, the interest rates on used cars are much higher than on new cars. Saving you thousands of dollars in interest charges, some new cars have zero interest rates, something that a used car doesn't offer. For you to truly compare buying a used car versus a used car, you'd have to factor in the additional amount of interest you'd have to pay for the used car over the new car. Suddenly that new car is looking more attractive.
When buying a used car, you risk the horror of having to make costly repairs within a short time of ownership. Unless you have a trusted family member who's a mechanic, just as you're dealing with the Devil when buying a car at the dealership, you're sometimes dealing with Satan's son when having to deal with an auto mechanic. Yet, just as not all automotive salespeople are liars, not all automotive mechanics are thieves. Hard to believe but that's a true statement.
I read that of a used car salesman in Omaha Nebraska who's as honest as the day is long. He'd never tell you something that wasn't true nor would he ever take a dime that wasn't earned and/or due him. He's unemployed and unemployable, of course, but he's an honest man. There's also a mechanic who lives on an island in the Pacific who's never cheated anyone with a car repair. Granted, they don't have any cars on the island, nonetheless his record still stands as an auto mechanic who cheated anyone.
"Being that I just bought this car used, I'd like you to see what else is wrong with it. So, how much do you think it will cost me for you to look the car over, change my oil, put air in the tires, and replace my windshield wipers?"
"Well, I won't be able to tell what it will cost until I look under the hood," said Clem removing his greasy cap and wiping his forehead with a dirty rag. "Maybe you should go ahead and start applying for that second mortgage now. Let's hope you bought a good used car and haven't been taken," said the mechanic as if to say in the way you'll be taken by me. Unless you know the person selling the used car and/or if you're a mechanic who knows a lot about cars and can fix anything wrong with the car you're buying, forget about buying a used car. Unless you have someone to take with you who is skilled at picking a good, used car over a lemon, buying a used car for you is off the table. Buying a used car is akin to buying a Chinese accordion over an Italian accordion. Yes, of course, I'm well aware that I supported Chinese accordions in my essay, Chinese Piano Accordions Good or Bad, but in the end, you get what you pay for, most times, especially when it comes to buying a used car versus a new car.
Even if your brother-in-law, your brother, and/or your mother works for a used car lot and promises to give you the best deal, forget about it! Do not buy a used car unless you know exactly what it is you are buying and unless you have no other alternative than to buy a used car instead of spending the extra money to buy a new car. Where buying a new car is mostly a sure bet when it comes to quality, dependability, and reliability, buying a used car is a crap shoot.
"Mom? How could you do that to me? How could you sell me that lemon of a car for twice what it's worth?"
* * * * *
Growing up with four much older brothers who read every car magazine, Automobile, Car and Driver, Motor Trend, Road & Track, and Autoweek, and talked endlessly about cars, and who all ended up working for Ford and GM, I know a lot about cars. Only, not very mechanically inclined, I don't know how to fix cars, an enigma and oxymoronic to other women, I just know a lot about cars. Besides, even though you'd love to see me doing just that, I'm not about to crawl under a car while wearing a short skirt. Besides, I don't like getting my fingernails broken and/or dirty. Instead of knowing how to fix them, which I never had any interest in learning, I just know how to buy them.
I know which automobiles are good and which ones are bad. Any model of Lexus or Subaru immediately come mind as bulletproof cars and the Ford Taurus and Ford Explorer immediately come to mind as the most unreliable. Having been to enough car shows with my brothers and perused enough of their automotive magazines, unlike most women, I can tell the make and model of a car just by seeing a quick glimpse of a headlight or a taillight. A talent that comes in handy when in a hit and run accident, I recognize a person's car before I recognize the person.
Knowledgeable enough about makes and models, I used to be able to match the car with the man just by looking at him, very helpful when someone was trying to pick me up in a bar or at club. Unless the person was still driving some relic from AMC, American Motors Company, a Lark from Studebaker, or a Dodge Dart, able to guess the make and model of someone's car was a fun game to play at a cocktail party. More often than not, I was right. More often than not, I was in the ballpark in guessing a Toyota Camry instead of a Honda Accord.
"Wow, that's amazing Susan that you guessed that I had a Toyota Camry. Interestingly and coincidentally enough, I almost bought the Camry but my brother said he could get me a better deal buying a Honda Accord from him at the Honda dealership," he said with sucker written all over his face. "Glad that my brother helped me to buy the car, I didn't pay a dollar over list price."
* * * * *
So shall we begin with me giving you my two cents worth of advice on how to buy a car? Only, please keep in mind that this is SusanJillParker's How to List on Literotica and not Heloise's how to list in Good Housekeeping. This is my erotic laced version of how to buy a new car.
Unless you can't afford it or don't have the credit to buy new, it's always better to buy a new car instead of a used car. I know I'm going against convention with those people who'd never buy a new car, even if they could afford it, but in the long run, so long as you drive the car until the car is dead, buying a new car is always the better deal. I know, I know, who can afford a new car when so many of us are still unemployed or underemployed and so few of us can't even afford a used car never mind a new car? Yet, if you have the money and the good credit score to do so, when buying a new car, you'll have the peace of mind of a new car warranty.
Still, even those who have the money and the good credit score would rather buy a one or two year old used car with low mileage. Put off by the high price, they'd rather buy a car that has already depreciated somewhat in value for them to get a better deal or so they think and truly believe. Yet, for those of you who can afford a new car but cheap out by buying a used car, lemme ask you this.
When you can afford to buy a brand new car, when you can choose not only the make and model but also the interior and exterior color and customized your car by buying the options that you'd prefer having, why would you buy a used car? Further and to be blunt, if I may, why would you buy a used car that the driver's seat has already been farted on?
"Eww! Gross!"
Yeah, think about that. A driver's seat that's already been farted on and is imbedded with the aromatic residue of smelly farts is, actually, a game changer that even Febreze can't make go away. Shame on you for even thinking about buying a used car instead of buying a new car. I'm embarrassed to know you and I'd never ride in your car, a car with already farted on seats. That's just disgusting. That's just nasty.
"I don't understand George," said Mary. "I thought we decided that we were buying a used car instead of a new car."
"Well, I was going to do that but, something I never thought of before, Susan Jill Parker wrote in her SusanJillParker's how buy a new car list that used cars have driver's seats that have already been farted on," said George while giving his wife a grave look.
"Oh, dear," said Mary. "I can't even imagined sitting on seats that have already been farted on. Maybe we'd be better off selling the family farm, along with the tractor, to buy a new car instead of a used one."
Okay, now that I have your attention, generally, as long as you buy a good new car that's not a lemon, with no money out of your pocket other than your monthly payment, you'll be without a repair bill for years. Other than an oil changes and, perhaps, new tires, air fresheners, wiper blades, car washes, license, registration, inspection fees, insurance, and gas for the life of the car, yep, that's right, a new car won't cost you another penny. Truth be told, owning a car whether new or used is expensive. Truth be told, most people in the car market don't know enough about cars to buy a good, reliable used car. Even knowledgeable car people have been taken when buying a used car.
"Jimmy, I know the car looks a little like a Mercedes by its front grille and its XG350 nomenclature on the back but this isn't a Mercedes. It's a Hyundai," said Tommy laughing at his friend's gullibility. "I can't believe the car salesperson told you that you were buying a Mercedes. Moreover, I can't believe you really thought that this was a Mercedes and not a Hyundai. How can you be so stupid to be so taken?"
"Now that I remember, he may have said that it looked a lot like a Mercedes from the distance of a couple of blocks when parked on a dark street at night away from the streetlight. I don't know. I was so confused and after being there for five hours with them triple teaming me with the sales manager and the finance manager, I just wanted to go home."
* * * * *
Most people can't tell if the used car they're considering buying has been in a flood or was in a bad accident and was totaled. Unless there's obvious, visible damage, most times, I can't tell a good used car from a bad used car that won't last one day past the 90 day warranty, that is if you're lucky to get any warranty on a used car. Buying a used car is a gamble and buying a new car is less of a gamble. Yet, you get what you pay for couldn't be any truer than when buying a car.
Moreover, food for fodder, if the car was in an accident and repaired, do the airbags still work? I bet you never thought of that. What about the built-in crumple zones? Are they still in place? The crumple zones are designed into a car by a manufacturer to scrub off energy when you're in an accident before that energy reaches you in the passenger compartment.
Repair shops routinely use inferior parts and components that aren't from the manufacturer to save money without telling the customer that they aren't original parts. Made in China, some shops even use airbags that don't work. No doubt, if you should have a crash, you'd be the first test dummy, dummy, to discover that you don't have working airbags. Buying a used car is a crap shoot and a risky gamble that may even be deadly. Then, again, buying a new car is a crap shoot and a risky gamble that may be deadly too, as in the case of General Motors recall of Chevy Cobalts and Toyotas recall of Camrys.
Yet, as with a new car, unless your Aunt Hilda is selling her twenty-year-old Buick with 30,000 original miles, the best way to buy a used car is to bite the bullet and buy the car from a dealer. Buying from a private party may be cheaper but unless you know the car and the person, it's still a big gamble and a hard lesson to learn should you suddenly need major repairs just to pass inspection. Buyer beware couldn't be any truer than when buying a used car. With most private party used car sales sold as is, you won't have a warranty to fall back on should your used car need costly servicing.
Buying a used car from a new car dealer may include a limited warranty, which is always good and much better than having no warranty at all. Moreover, as far as I know, unless that policy has changed, new car dealers don't sell used cars with more than 60,000 original miles on them. Usually those high mileage cars are sold at auction. If you can't afford a new car, the best place to buy a used car is from a new car dealer. You'll pay more but if you know your facts and haggle, you'll pay less than someone else who is not armed with the information that they need to make an informed purchase.



Buyer beware, just as the used car salesman is looking to sell you the car at the higher price while you're looking to buy the car at the lower price, by sticking to your guns, you'll find an acceptable price somewhere in the middle. If you both can agree at a price somewhere in the middle, you may get yourself a decent deal on a good used car. Only, always be ready to walk away from the deal and never tell a salesman how much you have to spend. Because, low and behold, coincidentally, based on your confessed budget, that used car that would have cost you one thousand dollars less suddenly cost you one thousand dollars more.
* * * * *
So now that I convinced you to buy a new car instead of a used car, shall we get started? The best way to buy a new car is to order the car from the dealer. That's right, with you ordering a made for you sub sandwich at Subway, why wouldn't you special order the car? Yet, only 5% of those people buying a new car special order the car. Leaving it up the car salesperson to find them a car, a more startling number is that 95% of those people buying a new car buy the car off of the dealers' lot.
"Wow!"
Even though the salesman will swear up and down that it's cheaper to buy the car off of the lot, trust me, it isn't. You'll get a better price if you special order the car. Lot cars have been sitting there for months collecting dust and finance fees passed from the manufacturer to the dealer and that will invariably and eventually be passed on to you, the consumer.
The dealer didn't sell those cars because no one wants them, especially at their now inflated, finance fee prices. Car salespeople are eager to sell lot cars because, tied into their commissioned quotas, their incentives, and their bonuses, the dealership has been paying finance fees on lot cars for months. Plain and simple, lot cars are pure added overhead. Special order cars don't cost the dealership anything other than a number in their allocation amount of vehicles that the manufacturer decides to give which dealer depending on their traffic and history of selling cars.
So, lemme ask you this. If special order vehicles don't cost the dealership anything other and a number in their allocation, why wouldn't a dealership encourage buyers to buy special order vehicles? How come a dealer's business isn't made up of 95% special order vehicles instead of only 5%? That's an easy question to answer. Because dealers and car salespeople, wheeling and dealing, make more on lot cars than they do on special ordering you a car. More proof that ordering a vehicle is cheaper than buying one off of the dealer's lot.
There are bonuses and special sales incentives attached to lot cars that aren't attached to special order cars. There may even be large incentives given from the manufacturer to the dealer to motivate them to sell their old inventory at larger profits than they'd earn special ordering a car for you. These manufacturer driven incentives may or may not be passed on to the consumer. Unless the manufacturer sweetens the deal by giving dealers incentives to sell their old inventory to make room for the new model of cars, there's no way they're going to give that sitting on the lot car away now when it's already cost them money. The best way to get the best deal on a new car is to bypass the lot car games that salespeople must play and to order the car from the manufacturer.
By ordering the car, as if buying the car from the dealer on consignment, you're circumventing the dealer and dealing directly with the manufacturer. Instead of buying the car that the car salesperson hopes to sell you, you're buying the exact car that you want. You get to pick the exterior and interior color, along with the exact options that will make your car stand out from every other car parked in the parking lot. The really good colors and options are those colors and options that aren't available on lot cars and that are only available when special ordering your car.
"Where's my car? With all of these cars looking alike, I can never find my car," said Ralph joking with his wife, Camille.
"That's funny Ralph. Your car is the orange Mini Cooper with black and white checkerboard roof, the checkerboard rearview mirrors, and the black racing," said Camille making a sour face. "We should have bought a Camry or a Honda like all of our friends. For what you paid for that car, we could have bought a loaded Buick."
* * * * *
Granted, you may have to wait eight weeks for the American manufacturer to make your car but what's waiting eight weeks in the scheme of things when you'll have the car that was especially made for you for years? Some manufacturers even sweeten the deal when you order a car directly from them. Corvette offers a tour of their factory in Bowling Green, Kentucky where you can watch them build your car. An extra cost option, but well worth it to some Corvette buyers, they even invite you on the assembly room floor where you can help to build the engine.
Another extra cost item but well worth it to some, at the end of the production line, when picking up your car, they'll even give you a detail photo album of your car making its way through the assembly line. If you're a Corvette collector, an aficionado, or even just a fan of the Corvette, one who's lucky enough to afford such a fine automobile, this is the package that you'd want. Rather than buying a Corvette from a dealer that's been sitting on the lot in the color that you didn't want, you could buy a special Corvette by ordering it. Oh, and by the way, as your incentive bonus to order the car, it's cheaper to special order your new car than it is to buy the car that you're settling for off of the dealer's lot. Salespeople will tell you just the opposite that you're getting a better deal by buying a lot car but you're not.
"Yeah, it's nice, only I wish it was red with a white interior or blue with a blue interior."
* * * * *
Volkswagen, BMW, Mercedes, Audi, Volvo, Porsche, Maserati, Ferrari, Lamborghini, Bentley, and Rolls Royce, all offer European delivery programs with special travel deals where they'll pay your airfare, pick you up at the airport, rent you a hotel room for a day or two, and give you a tour of their factory. After it's assembled, they'll even invite you to drive your new car through Germany before they ship it to the states. Moreover manufacturers' will give you preferred discounts and free 14 day car insurance to extend your stay in their country while you drive your new car before they ship it home to you with shipping included in the price of the car. How's that for specialized treatment?
"Honey, let's stop and ask those nice, young men for directions," said Miriam, Walter's wife.
"Nice young men?" He looked from his wife to leer back at the men. "Judging them by their Nazi tattoos, they're skinheads," said Saul trying not to show his fear while slowing his new Mercedes to a stop.
"No their not. There's no more Nazis in Germany. Excuse me. Excuse me. My husband is lost," said Miriam holding up a map in front of her low, cut top that clearly showed her long line of cleavage along with the top of her big breasts. "Can you help direct us?"
"Directions?" One man walked over to Miriam's open window while the other three eyed Saul as he eyed them. "Are you Jewish?"
The German man leaned down to give Saul an intimidating look through Miriam's open car window.
"Jewish? No, I'm not Jewish," said Saul. "And so what if I was?" Assuming his toughest bravado, he turned his attention away from that man to focus on the man's three friends to give him his best leer.
The man shrugged his disbelief that Saul and his wife weren't Jews.
"Why do Jews always feel the need to buy German cars instead of American cars?"
Miriam gave the man a sexy smile.
"I told him to buy a Ford Mustang GT, but he wouldn't listen to me," said Miriam whispering so that Saul wouldn't hear her.
While Saul paid more attention to the other three men than he did to his wife, the man standing by Miriam's window stuck his hand behind Joan's upraised map, down her top, and inside of her bra to feel her ample breasts. He stuck his other hand up her short skirt and in between her legs. Moving her panty aside, she rubbed her clit while fingering her pussy. She gasped her delight when he fingered her nipples. With her concealed from her husband view behind her upraised roadmap, holding the map up higher, she unzipped him, pulled out his cock, and stroked him before taking him in her mouth to suck him.
With Saul intently listening to another one of the German men giving him directions on how to return to their hotel, Miriam sucked the cock of the other German man through her lowered car window. Unbeknownst to Saul that his wife had just given a stranger a blowjob, the man ejaculated in his wife's mouth just as Saul peeled rubber to make good his escape when the other two men approached his car in a menacing fashion.
"Wow," said Saul. "How's that for performance?"
"Amazing, truly amazing," said Miriam wiping a dribble of cum from her lip while swallowing the rest.
"What made them think we were Jewish?"
"Maybe that Star of David that you wear around your neck was their clue," said Miriam relaxing back in her seat as if she was reveling in the afterglow of sex.
* * * * *
Even though you're making your best deal with the factory by taking advantage of a European delivery deal, the manufacturer will still ship the car to the dealer of your choice. There, as if you purchased the car from the dealership instead of the manufacturer, you'll sign the papers, pick up your new car, and drive it away. As a bonus, not only will you have vacationed in Germany but also you'll be buying your new car at a discounted price much lower than the price you'd pay the dealership after making your supposed, best deal.
The big difference in dealing with the manufacturer than with the dealer is there's no haggling. The manufacturer's price is already set and is always lower than what you'd buy the car for at the dealership level. When ordering the car directly from the factory instead of from the dealer, on average, you'll save an additional five to thirteen percent, depending on the make and model, than if you bought the car from the dealer.
In this age of falsely inflated, deep discounts, five to thirteen percent off may not sound like a lot when we're all used to buying clothes at 20% off, electronics at 40% off, and furniture at 50% off but when buying a $70,000 car, a five to nine percent discount translates to $3,500 to $9,100. The money saved is enough to more than pay for your extended vacation to Germany where, in the way that Saul gave his wife Miriam a memory of their trip, you could do that for your wife too.
The only downside to a European delivery program is that you must pay or arrange financing for your new car before the car is even built. Secondly, after the car is assembled, you'd have to wait six to fourteen weeks for you to receive your car from the factory. While making payments on a car that you don't yet have or putting out cash for a car that you're not receiving interest on your money, unless you have money to burn, European delivery programs aren't for the average blue collar worker. Yet, the program is ideally suited for those who can afford to wait for their special car.
"This is where Miriam asked Saul to stop to ask for directions," said Irene to her husband Steve. "I'm sure of it," said Irene while imagining some, young German man feeling her tits and masturbating her while forcing her to suck in cock in the way that Miriam told her what happened to her.
"There's four men standing on the corner over there," said Steve obliviously.
Apparently, he didn't notice their Nazi tattoos or their skinheads.
"Yes, let's asked them. Yoho," said Irene. "Can give me your erection, um, I mean, can you give us directions?"
Just as Irene hoped it would happen, one man came over to her passenger side window and stuck his hand down her low cut braless top to feel her ample breasts while fingering her nipples. Then, with her not wearing any panties in anticipation of being sexually assaulted, with Irene hanging out her window and blocking her husband's view with her map, she sucked his cock in the way that Miriam had sucked a different young man's cock.
"Get lost," said the men to Steve after fruitlessly trying to talk to them in incoherent German and after Irene had just finished sucking off the man still standing by her car window.
In the way that Saul had done, Steve peeled rubber with his brand, new BMW.
"Wow! That was exciting," said Steve admiring his car's performance.
"I'll say," said Irene swallowing the man's cum in a gulp when her husband floored the gas.
* * * * *
Another invaluable tip when buying a car, whether buying a car used or new, is not to trade-in your old car. You are much better off selling your old vehicle than trading it in to the dealer. Instead of negotiating the price of the car from the list price, less a customary discount of 5 to 9 percent. As soon as a car salesperson knows you're trading in your car, the negotiations start from the list price less your trade-in without him or her mentioning about giving you a 5 to 9 percent, off the top discount. Unless you ask and insist on receiving a discounted price, you lose the discount you would have received had you walked in with a clean deal. Unless the car is a special rare car, such as the Ford GT40's back in 2004-2006, no one pays list price for a new car.
Whether selling you a new vehicle or selling your used vehicle, dealers need to make a profit and they will give you much less than you can sell your vehicle to a private party. Why allow the dealer to make money off of your old vehicle when you can pocket that money and put it towards your new or used car yourself? Just make sure that when selling your old car that you state that you are selling your car as is with no warranties expressed or implied.
Also, after you make the best deal for your new car, the car salesman will direct you to their money man, the finance guy. He'll try to sell you everything from floor mats to burglar alarms to etched, vehicle ID numbered glass, to special paint applications, to tire and wheel insurance, and to extended warranties, none of which you need. Stick to your guns and don't buy anything. As if saying no to drugs, if you're going to say anything at all, say no. Just keep on saying no. No matter how good the deal seems to you, no matter how much you want to go home, and no matter how much you need to pee, just say no to everything that he wants you to buy. Okay? Nod your head up and down so that I know you understand.
"No, just say no."
My last bit of advice when buying a new car is to take care of it. Drive it as if you're driving someone else's borrowed car. Be careful going over bumps, ruts, and potholes. Do all of the preventative maintenance. Never smoke, eat, or drink in your car. Forget about washing it and waxing it yourself, unless that's something you love doing, take it to a professional and have it detailed twice a year. The idea is that by taking care of your car, your car will take care of you because the way for you to make the most of the extra money you spent buying a brand new car instead of a used car is to keep your new car until it dies or until it's no longer practical to keep it. Depending upon you're mileage, most cars are good for 10 to 15 years.
To be continued...
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Daniel's one time bi-sexual fantasy consumes him
"Maybe if you allowed me to have sex with Martin," said Emma to Daniel pausing without finishing her thought.
She looked at him with teasing eyes and flirty sexiness in the way she used to look at him when they were first dating. He could tell with her thinking of having sex with Veronica and now Martin that she was as sexually excited now as she was back then.
"Gees, Emma, It's one thing for you to have sex with a woman but I cringe at the thought of you having sex with another man," he said wringing his hands with the thoughts of his wife naked and in another man's arms.
If only she knew that he was the one who wanted to have sex with a man, he wondered what she'd say.
"Maybe if you allowed me to have sex with Martin," she said reiterating her desire for not only wanting to have sex with Veronica but also now for her wanting to have sex with Martin too.
"Ah, gees, I don't know about you having sex with Martin," he said interrupting her by feigning his resistance to her having sex with Martin.
She looked at him and smile while finishing her thought.
"After I have sex with Veronica," she said pausing as if imagining herself having sex with Veronica. "And after you have sex with her too," she said as if that was his just reward for allowing her to have sex with Veronica. "You may be sexually excited enough to change your mind and have sex with Martin," she said biting her lip as if what she had just said was forbidden territory and it was faithful marriage.
Wow! Holy shit! There it is. She just took his bait. Now he could swear in a court of law that this was all of her idea and he was going along with whatever she wanted to make her happy. As proof, he just needed for the judge to look at him and look at her. If only for his money, what woman who looked like her would be with someone who looked like him?
Yet, not wanting to be too quick to take her bait, he didn't want to appear too eager to want to jump in bed with Martin. Instead, while thinking more about having sex with Martin, he thought about his sexy wife having sex with Veronica. Naked and rolling around on his bed, he knew that their sexual exchange would be much more exciting than what he was briefly imagining now. Having never seen his wife kiss another woman, he'd love to watch her kissing Veronica just as he'd love to watch Veronica kissing her. Other than what he's watched with online videos of lesbians doing one another, he'd love to watch Veronica eating Emma and Emma licking Veronica live and for real.
Now with her mentioning him having sex Martin, he wondered if she was wondering about having sex with Martin as much as he was wondering about having sex with not only Veronica but also with Martin. A sexually exciting scenario, his attention wandered from imagining lesbian sex between Veronica and Emma to gay sex between him and Martin and back to straight sex between Emma and Martin and him having sex with Veronica. While imagining Martin watching Emma having sex with Veronica, he imagined watching Veronica having with Emma.
Then, as if he was dreaming it, he imaged Martin reaching out to rest his hand on his knee before moving his hand up to squeeze his thigh. With Daniel's hands innocently yet vulnerably resting in his lap, he imagined Martin taking his hand in his with his fingertips pressed against his cock through his pants. He imagined Martin fingering the head of his cock through his pants while they watched their wives having lesbian sex with one another. Such an exciting sexual sensation, except for Father O'Malley, he's never had a man touch him through his clothes in that sexual way before. If his touch felt so good through his pants, he could only imagine what it would feel like with Martin's hand wrapped around his cock as he slowly stroked him while kissing him.
"I never had sex with a man and I don't know if I can start now," he said lying. If only she knew he's been fantasizing of having bi-sexual sex with a man for years. "Just because I'm a cross dresser doesn't mean that I'm gay," he said playing the innocent one.
Yet, sexually aroused by just the thought of having sex with Martin, while always wondering if he was gay, even he didn't believe that he wasn't gay. Perhaps he was a gay man trapped in a straight man's body in the way that he's really a woman trapped in a cross-dressing man's body. Too confusing to ponder the thought of who he was, he didn't know who he was anymore.
A sexual overload when thinking of his wife with Veronica and even more so when thinking of himself with Martin, he would have been happy just having his wife helping him to dress in women's clothes. Before Veronica and Martin came along, being that she now knows his secret that he's a cross dresser, he would have been happy having hetero sex with his wife while dressed as a woman. Now, with a whole, new, swinging, sexual world opened up to him, he remained quiet while looking at her while wondering what she was thinking. With him not only thinking of Emma having sex with Veronica, he thought of having sex with Veronica too while his wife had sex with her husband, before he had sex with Veronica's husband too.
Going from one to the other, if that wasn't enough sexual excitement for one evening, he was even more sexually aroused when he thought about having sex with Martin too. Maybe when they were all together naked in bed and beneath the sheets, if that was even to happen, he could accidentally on purpose touch and feel Martin. Maybe Martin would touch and feel him. Maybe while the women were busy having sex with one another, as long as he had enough to drink and was a little tipsy, he could have sex with Martin too.
"Just as I didn't know that I had sexually feelings for another woman, how would you know you're not gay until you had gay sex? How would you know until you tried it? Just because you have one time sex doesn't mean that you're gay Daniel," she said obviously giving him the green light to have homosexual sex with Martin by encouraging his latent homosexual desire. "Able to experience the best of both sexes, there are lots of men and women who are bi-sexual."
Before Emma mentioned that she wanted to be with a woman, he was happy only having sex with her while keeping his secret that he's a cross dresser. Now looking at her in a whole different light and as if seeing her for the first time, he stared at Emma with her newfound sexuality and her a confident and self-assured promiscuity that no longer made her blush. He only wished he could be as honest and open about his desire to sexually experience a man in the way that she confessed her sexual fantasy in wanting to sexually experience a woman.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. Not only couldn't he wait to see her naked with Ronnie, he couldn't wait to see Ronnie naked with her too. The only fly in the ointment was that he still had trouble imagining her having sex with Martin. Her having sex with a woman was one thing but her having sex with another man was something else entirely. It was easier for him to think of having sex with Martin than it was for him to think of her having sex with Martin. With cheating behind one another's back and extramarital sex expressly forbidden within their marriage vows, seemingly extramarital sex was admittedly okay within a swinging relationship.
He thought about all the men who were into cuckold sex and he didn't want to be one of them. Wittol sex was one thing with him not only accepting her infidelity but also encouraging her infidelity, only too possessively jealous, he wasn't there yet. Possibly he could allow her to have sex with Martin for the sake of her having sex with Veronica and him having sex with not only Veronica but also with Martin too. Cuckold sex on the other hand would be her betraying him, cheating on him, and having sex with men behind his back. Yet, in the way he felt about her having sex with anyone but him, whether she had wittol or cuckold sex, both of those types of extramarital sexual relationships made him feel bad about himself and made him fear the end of his loving relationship with his wife.
Only what they were about to embark on was different. This wasn't cheating extramarital sex. This was swinging extramarital sex. Stretching the definition of what's acceptable and what's forbidden within their marriage, when extramarital sex was defined under swinging, their infidelity seemed okay.
Agreed to and encouraged by all parties with them all going into this with eyes wide open, the only unknown was how the women would react to and feel about him having gay sex with Martin. Even within the confines of the swinging lifestyle, for some, unknown reason lesbian sex between women was more acceptable that gay sex between men. Yet, with Emma supposedly open to it now, she may be turned off when she sees Martin sucking him or him blowing Martin. She may not have realized that gay sex meant anal sex too. Maybe if it was to happen that he was to get together with Martin, for the sake of everyone's sexuality, they should take it slow with going no further than kissing and touching. Maybe having Martin kissing him while stroking him would be enough to satisfy his sexual fantasy and sate his need to be with a man for onetime sex.
"This is a big step we're taking Emma and I want to make sure that we're embarking on this with eyes wide open and with the full knowledge of what this may do to our marriage," he said. "On one hand, having an open sexual relationship may broaden our sexual horizons. On the other hand, conceivably, with one becoming more possessively jealous over the other, this may ruin our marriage too.
Ridiculously implausible to even ponder the thought yet just as he imagined her falling in love with Veronica and leaving him for her, he imagined himself falling in love with Martin and leaving her for him. When he hasn't even met either of them, his thoughts were preposterous. Albeit, his thoughts were more fantasies than just mere ideas. Maybe Emma was just looking to have sex with a woman in the way that he was looking to have sex with a man.
Yet, for him to even think of her leaving him and him leaving her, there was a break in their ten year marriage that may eventually become an irreconcilable split. With Emma totally happy with him, he never had the thought of her leaving him, especially for a woman. Moreover, with him totally happy with Emma, he never had the thought of leaving her for anyone, especially for a man. Now it was anyone's guess what would happen to their supposedly happy marriage once they allowed another couple inside of their bedroom.
"I understand," she said. "I'm willing to see where this may lead if you are. I'm ready to have a lesbian relationship with Veronica and perhaps an extramarital, albeit a swinging affair with Martin," she said looking at him as if trying to read him. "Are you ready to have an extramarital swinging sexual affair with Veronica and," she said with a pause, "perhaps try having a homosexual relationship with Martin?"
Just he imagined her in Veronica's arms, he imagined himself in Veronica's arms. Just as he imagined her having sex with Martin, he imagined having sex with Martin too. Yet seeing himself more clearly with Martin than he could with Veronica, he imagined Martin unzipping him, pulling out his cock, and stroking him before leaning down to take his cock in his mouth. In the way that it sexually excited him to imagine cumming in Veronica's mouth, it excited more to think of cumming in Martin's mouth.
Definitely, just as he'd allow Veronica to have her wicked sexual way with his body, he'd allow Martin to feel him through his pants while kissing him. He'd even allow him to unzip him, remove him from his trousers, and stroke him before sucking him. Only, just as he imagined cumming in Martin's mouth, he didn't know if he could suck Martin and allow him to cum in his mouth. Unable to go there, it was one thing for him to have passive homosexual sex, where he allowed his sexual partner to use his body, but it was quite another thing for him to have active homosexual sex where he used his partner's body.
Baby steps, with all of these sexual thoughts overwhelming him, he needed to take things slower so as not to be overwhelmed. He didn't want to make a mistake by saying the wrong thing and/or show Emma was he was really thinking. He needed this swinging, sexual relationship to be all of Emma's idea with her sexual desire to have sex with a woman and possibly another man motivating her to do this and not his sexual desire driving him to have sex with a man. Besides, she was the one who started this by confessing her sexual fantasy that she wanted to have sex with a woman. He never confessed his sexual fantasy that he wanted to be with a man if only for onetime sex. It was enough that she knew that he was a cross-dresser. It was embarrassingly enough that she now knew that he enjoyed dressing as a woman.
He thought more about having sex with Martin than he thought about Emma having sex with Veronica. He thought more about having sex with Martin than he did having sex with Veronica. In the way that he imagined Martin feeling him through his clothes while kissing him, he could probably feel Martin through his clothes while kissing him too. Having never masturbated a man before, no doubt much like masturbating himself, he could probably unzip him, pull out his cock, and stroke him in the way he imagined Martin doing that to him.
Definitely, being that it was his longtime sexual fantasy, he clearly imagined Martin sucking him. He could nearly feel himself cumming in his mouth. Only, a big step, he didn't know if he could suck Martin. He wouldn't know if he could suck him until he was at that crossroads of crossing the line from hetero sex with Martin's wife to having gay sex with Veronica's husband. Having anal sex with Martin whether he was the fucker or the one being fucked was something else entirely. Already removing that from the homosexual table as probably something that wouldn't happen during their first time together, if there was even to be a second time, he wouldn't know how any of this would progress or not progress until he met them.
Who knows what may happen between the four of them? Having not even met the couple, he couldn't even speculate the unknown. With neither of them having sex outside of their marriage, he wouldn't how they'd react to inviting another couple to their bed. Possibly with them not getting along and not liking one another after they met, the whole evening may be a bust. Maybe just the opposite would happen. Maybe they'd be totally and sexually attracted to one another. Then, daring to go where no straight man would ever go, not ruling out anal sex, maybe first time anal sex with a man would be more pleasurable than not. He didn't know but with this sexually opportunity handed to him by his wife, just as he's more than willing to sexually experience having sex with a man, he may be willing to try anal sex with a man if only just once.
What a difference twenty years can make? When he was in college, the idea of having sex with a man sickened him before as much as it sexually excited him now. Back then, he only thought about his roommate giving him a hand job and possibly sucking him. He never thought about giving his roommate a hand job and sucking him in the way that he was thinking about giving Martin a hand job, sucking him, and now possibly having anal sex with him too. Now that his is more than just a sexual fantasy but soon to be his reality, he's pondering the thought of having anal sex with a man. Wow! Forget about baby steps, having anal sex with a man is a giant leap into him not only emerging from his closet as a cross-dresser but also as a homosexual man.
'Yeah, maybe I could do that, fuck Martin in his ass,' he thought to himself. He was totally aroused by the thoughts of having sex with not only Veronica but also now with Martin. 'Only, in the way I don't imagine sucking Martin, even after he's sucked me, I can't imagined allowing Martin to fuck me up my ass even after I've fucked him in his ass,' he said pondering the thought internally. 'Besides, being that I haven't even met the man yet and don't know if there's any sexual chemistry between us, it's difficult for me to speculate what may happen,' he thought while having an internal monologue with himself.
Now that Emma confessed that she was ready for a lesbian relationship with Veronica and gave him the green light to have a homosexual affair with Martin, he reconsidered Emma having sex with Martin. Even though seeing Emma with another man didn't appeal to him at first, it was beginning to appeal to him now with him having sex with Martin too. He was overwhelmed with the sexual thoughts of having swinging sex with a foursome. With him going beyond the point of no return in considering having homosexual sex with Martin, he had no idea the Pandora's Box that he was about to open and would never be able to close.
Admittedly now, the only thing better than watching Emma having sex with Veronica would be watching Martin having sex with Emma. The only thing better than watching Emma having sex with Martin was him having bi-sexual sex with Martin. The only thing better than having bi-sexual sex with Martin would be having sex with Emma, Veronica, and Martin. The only thing better than having sex with Emma, Veronica, and Martin would be having sex with them while dressed as Danielle instead of as Daniel.
'Wow!'
* * * * *
"So? What do you think?"
Emma looked at her husband with a newly found sexual lust that he hasn't seen since they were dating. He's never seen her so excited with sexual anticipation. Always having a good sexual life but, in the way she was looking at him with sexual expectancy, no doubt by the thoughts of her having sex with Veronica and Martin and him having sex with Veronica and Martin, she was seemingly on sexual steroids. He wondered if she was just as sexually excited about having sex with Veronica as he was sexually excited with the thoughts of having sex with Martin.
If only she knew he was as sexually aroused to have sex with a man as he was to have sex with a woman, he wondered what she'd say. Perhaps with her fearing losing him to a man in the way that he feared losing her to a woman, he wondered if she'd change her mind about him having sex with Martin. It's still not too late to put a stop to all of this and return back to the way that things were with him secretly cross-dressing while she fantasized having a lesbian affair and he fantasized about having onetime sex with a man. Only, with her confessing her secret sexual desire to have sex with a woman and him exposing his need to cross-dress, he knew that it was too late to go back to the way things were before.
With him always trusting his wife before, sadly, after she showed him her cards of sexual intention by being so sexually enamored with this couple, he didn't trust her now. With her never lying to him, as far as he knew, he wondered if she wasn't being honest with him now. Maybe her having lesbian sex with Veronica was just her ruse for her to have heterosexual sex with Martin. Being that she knew he's a cross dresser while hoping that he's bi-sexually curious too, maybe she was playing him. Maybe instead of Veronica, it was Martin who she was really after. Maybe it was Martin who masturbated her on that park bench and not Veronica. Now filled with as much doubt as he was filled with sexual excitement, he'd have to observe her interaction with the both of them for him to know the real truth. Only no matter if it was Veronica or Martin who masturbated her on that park bench, with him able to experience his bi-sexual fantasy of having sex with a man, the thoughts of having sex with Martin consumed him.



"What do I think about what?"
Playing Mickey the Dunce, he knew what she was asking him. He knew what she wanted to know. Only, even though he was more than willing to participate in a sexual foursome, free from blame but still a coconspirator and an accomplice, he needed for all this to be her idea. In case this turned out to be a real disaster, in case this sexual orgy culminated in their divorce, he needed for her to shoulder the blame and the responsibility and not him. He needed this to be her idea and not his. A husband going along with his wife with her having sex with her lesbian lover before he had bi-sexual sex with a man to make her happy is much better than a husband forcing his wife to have lesbian sex with a woman before forcing her to have sex with another man.
"What do you think about the idea of inviting Veronica and Martin over for, um," she said with a pause, "us to meet one another?"
She sat on the couch with her legs beneath her and curling her hair around her finger while giving him a sexy, naughty look. Her question inspired his sexual fantasy of imagining her with Veronica while he imagined himself with Martin. If it wasn't enough that he was going to see her having sex with Veronica, he was finally going to experience his longtime sexual fantasy of having sex with a man. With Emma opening up this door of homosexuality for him, once Martin takes his cock in his hand and in his mouth, there's no telling how far he'll go with this swinging arrangement. Maybe once Martin makes him so sexually excited, he'll want to reciprocate the favor and make him sexually excited too by stroking him before sucking him. Maybe in the way that he'd love to watch the women fucking one another up their asses while wearing strap on dildos, they'll want to watch him and Martin fucking one another up the ass too.
"I guess that would be okay. I'd like to know what the people look like that you seem to be so enamored with," he said with a bit of attitude as if he was possessively jealous and, certainly, he was possessively jealous that Emma was not only obviously sexually enamored with Veronica but also with Martin too.
He wondered if he was to have a bi-sexual relationship with Martin in the way that she was about to have a lesbian relationship with Veronica, if she'd be just as possessively jealous as he is now. Yet, more than wanting to know what Veronica and Martin looked like, Daniel wanted to know if there was a sexual attraction between him and Martin for him to experience his sexual fantasy of having one time sex with a man. Certainly, he wouldn't be deemed gay if he only had homosexual sex just the one time, right? What harm would it do to have one time sex with a man? Only, perishing the thought, what if he more enjoyed having sex with Martin more than he did having sex with Emma or even with Veronica?
"Good, because I've already invited them. They'll be here around 8 pm," she said smiling as if it was Christmas morning and she had a whole pile of presents to open.
To be continued...
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Emma and Daniel invite Veronica and Martin over for some sexy fun
The doorbell that announced their arrival not only opened the door to their home but also opened the door to Emma and Veronica having lesbian sex, Daniel and Martin having gay sex, and both couples having swinging sex.
"Hi Veronica," said Emma greeting her with a kiss on the lips. "Hi Martin," she said kissing him on the lips too as if she had already met him and maybe she had. It was unlike Emma to kiss any man on the lips but for her husband. "This is my husband Daniel," said Emma turning to Daniel and smiling.
"Please to meet you," said Daniel shaking Martin's hand.
Then, when he left his hand out there to shake Veronica's hand, she sidestepped his outstretched arm and gave him a pelvis to pelvis hug before giving him a kiss on the lips. Her kiss was longer than the kiss that she gave Emma and longer than the kiss that Emma gave Martin. In the way she kissed him upon first meeting him, he half expected her to bury her tongue in his mouth. He looked at her with as much surprise as he looked at her with sexual excitement. With one celebrity looking nothing like the other but with her confidence and the look of vulnerability that Veronica gave him, she reminded him of a cross between Angelina Jolie and Natalie Portman.
'Wow,' he thought while taking her all in with just a look. 'What a woman? What an incredible looking woman?'
If there were any doubts about him allowing Emma to have sex with Martin just so that he could have sex with Veronica, she just erased all issues of jealousy and possessiveness that he had with Emma with her kiss. As if he was her bitch, she owned him now. Between the feel of her soft yet firm body in his arms, her kiss, and her perfume, his head was spinning with lustful desire for her. He couldn't imagine how lucky Martin is to have a steady diet of her in his bed and in his life. Just once, he'd love to parade through the mall with her in the way that he proudly does with Emma while showing her off to other men. Just once he'd love to take her to a place where there were lots of other men so that they could stare at her and wish that they were him.
"Emma has told me so very much about you," said Veronica releasing him to give him a soulful look with her big, brown eyes.
In the way she stared at him while smiling was as akin to a loyal, loving dog looking at her master. Something he liked to do with people sometimes, not that she was a dog by any means but if he had to imagine Veronica as a dog, he'd imagine her as being an Afghan hound. With her so tall, so thin, yet so shapely, and with her long, lush, flowing, dark brown hair, she was extraordinarily beautiful. Indeed, his wife, Emma, has good taste in women. In the long, flowing, colorful clothes that she wore with a dress down to her ankles that had long, oversized, hanging sleeves as if she was a magician ready to pull out a bouquet of flowers from them, she'd make for a beautiful Afghan hound.
With Martin taller and slimmer than him, with his piercing blue eyes and a full head of chestnut brown hair, he was as envious of Martin's good looks as he was of his athletic body. The perfect looking couple, definitely more of a match for Veronica than he was, Martin was more of a match for Emma than he was too. Daniel's first impression of Veronica and Martin was a good one. If he didn't know they were married and if they were standing in a room with other people, he could pick them out of a crowd as being married to one another. She was as beautiful and he was handsome. Difficult for him to admit, but he was just as sexually excited about having sex with Veronica as he was about having sex with Martin.
Indeed, they were beautiful people. Then when including Emma in their mix, he felt much like the ugly duckling and an interloper at their swinging party. As if he was a homeless man standing outside in the cold while watching people having their meal at a swanky restaurant, he felt as if he didn't belong. He felt how Billy Joel must have felt with his ex-wife, Christie Brinkley, when vacationing at the Hamptons with all of her beautiful friends. Judging them merely from appearances, and with him being such an ordinary looking man, he couldn't imagine what he had to offer Veronica and/or Martin that they would want.
Maybe it was Emma that they both wanted and with him as part of the package deal, he was their booby prize for getting to have sex with her. It was when he was looking at them while comparing himself to them that he wondered why Emma was with him in the first place. Part of her package deal, maybe he was her booby prize for her to live in such a lavish lifestyle as he could afford to give her. Yet, women didn't view men as men viewed women. Looks were more important to men than they were to women which would explain why so many horrid looking rock stars and athletes had such beautiful wives. Yet, then again, if those rock stars and athletes didn't have all of that money, he wondered if those beautiful women would still be with them.
"Please come inside," said Emma escorting them to the living room. "What will you have to drink?"
Emma smiled her hospitality.
"White wine, if you have some," said Veronica.
As if undressing her with her eyes and, perhaps, imagining her naked, Emma gave Veronica a long, lingering look before turning away.
"Sure," said Emma turning to Martin. "And what will you have to drink Martin?"
Engulfing her with a sexy stare and following her lead in the look she gave his wife, he looked at her as if she was already standing there naked.
"A brandy would be nice," he said.
Giving him a side profile look of her full breasts and her round ass, she gave him a look that told him that she was as interested in him as he was obviously interested in her.
"I'll get the drinks," said Daniel while turning to look at his wife sitting with Veronica on the sofa. "What will you have Emma?"
He turned to look at her but, even with him directly addressing her, she didn't turn to look at him. She was too busy looking at Martin and Veronica to even notice that he was standing there in the room had he not spoken to her.
"Vodka on the rocks," she said without turning from them and with a don't bother me wave of her hand as if he was a bartender or her butler.
Martin sat on the sofa across from them and leaned forward to be part of their conversation.
"You have a beautiful house Emma," said Veronica. "Did you decorate it yourself?"
She gave Emma a smile before giving Daniel a smile. If it wasn't for Veronica smiling up at him while giving him the eye, he'd feel invisible. Maybe he was part of her booby prize package deal that she'd have to take to get with Emma.
"God no. I can't take the credit for that. I hired a decorator. Between working part-time at my father's law firm and caring for Daniel, I could never do all of this myself," she said. "With six bedrooms and seven bathrooms, this house is too big."
Emma was too busy in her conversation to even look up at her husband. Instead she just held out her hand for her drink.
"Here you go," said Daniel handing Veronica her wine, handing Martin his Brandy, and Emma her vodka.
"Thank you," said Veronica giving Daniel the eye again.
"Thanks honey," said Emma without even looking up at her husband.
"Thanks," said Martin giving him a smile.
Daniel had a scotch with a splash of water. Feeling as if he wasn't even there, he stood to watch his wife interacting with Veronica before taking his seat on the couch with Martin that was opposite the women.
"Veronica tells me you're in investments," said Martin bathing him in his blue eyes as if Daniel was looking at the blue waters of Cayman Islands again.
He wondered if not for his money, if he'd even be married to Emma. He wondered if not for his money if he'd even be part of this swinging foursome. Definitely, inspired by her sexual fantasy of having sex with a woman, if not for Emma breaking through this door to initiate and arrange all of this, none of this would have happened. He wouldn't be sitting across from and imagining having sex with beautiful Veronica while wondering what having sex with Martin would be like.
He wondered if because he didn't look anything like Martin was the reason why his wife was suddenly so interested in having sex with a woman. Conversely, he wondered if because he didn't look anything like Martin, the cookie cutter impression of the GQ man, was the reason why Veronica was suddenly so interested in having sex with him. He wondered if because Veronica looked nothing like Emma, the complete opposite, a brunette with modest breasts, was the reason why he so wanted to have sex with her. Instead of having the same sex with the same type of person, variety is what swingers want, and what Daniel wanted was to not only have sex with another woman but also with a man as well.
"Investments? No so much now," he said absentmindedly. "I'm retired. I just dabble while watching my own portfolio instead of someone else's," said Daniel.
"Retired? You're so young," said Martin.
"After reading the signs with the banks giving fraudulent mortgages to anyone and everyone while making side bets that they'd fail, I earned my money and got out just before the banking meltdown and the market crashed. Now, realizing the markets are stacked against the average investor with the SEC turning a blind eye, being that the Fed bailed the banks out once, and with no one going to jail for fraud, this will happen again," said Daniel with a predicting forecast.
"I see," said Martin. "I leave all of my investments to my law firm. Too much of a gamble for someone not familiar with investments, they handle everything for me."
"Even with me knowing as much about investing money as I do, a too big of a risk to take, I prefer keeping my distance rather being in the market neck deep as I was before. Now with gold prices stable, diamond prices up, and the real estate market returning, there are other places to invest other than in the market and in oil," he said looking at Martin. "How about you? What do you do?"
He figured him for an ex-model or a want-to-be movie star. Wishing he had his Robert Redford good looks instead of having his money, he knew that it was his money that allow him to have Emma and that bought him a ticket to this front row seat show. Yet, if he didn't have his money, he'd just be another fat, short, homely man married to another tall, blonde, gold digging woman.
"I don't do much of anything. I inherited money from my father and Veronica inherited her money from her mother. We live comfortable," said Martin flashing his Rolex watch after arriving in a Navy Blue Bentley convertible to make Daniel immediately realize that living comfortable was an obvious understatement and one that was based upon comparable perceptions. "Being that we don't have any children, we're free to travel and experience life to its fullest," he said.
Wishing he had two kids, a boy and a girl or two girls who looked more like Emma than him, Daniel couldn't imagine anyone living life at its fullest without having children.
"With me being an only child, I never felt the need to have a child. A decision that I made long ago, we both agreed that it was enough to share our lives with one another without including a baby in the mix," said Veronica. "Perhaps one day, we'll change our minds but with me having just turned 35-years-old, the clock is ticking down the time that I need to make my decision. Of course, we could always adopt," she said as if she was saying that they could rent a house instead of building one to own.
Obviously by Veronica not asking the question about them not having children, she must already know that Emma can't have children. He wondered what else Emma told Veronica about them. Persnickety about his privacy, a sore point with him and with him always feeling guilty about it, especially with Emma already knowing that he's a cross dresser, he wondered if Emma told Veronica and Martin that he enjoyed wearing women's clothes.
"What do you guys do for fun?" Daniel looked from Veronica to Martin before returning his focus to Veronica. Imagining her doing nude gymnastics, nude yoga, and/or nude tennis, golf, ice skating, and downhill skiing, he asked the question to quell his curiosity. "Do you have any hobbies, passions, and/or interests?"
Veronica looked at her husband and smiled him a sexy stare.
"What do we do for fun?" Martin returned his wife's look with a chuckle. "Fortunately for us, we have the same interests," he said laughing a dirty laugh. "Sex is our hobby. Sex is our passion. Sex is what we're most interested doing. Our life is all about sex," said Martin to Daniel before looking at his wife to give her a smile and a wink. He returned his focus back to Daniel. "Would you like a demonstration?"
A demonstration? Suddenly with the image of Veronica able to put her ankles behind her head, Daniel imagined Veronica doing naked floor exercises.
"A demonstration?" Not knowing exactly what he meant but having an idea, Daniel look from Martin to Veronica before looking at his wife and returning his focus to Martin. "Sure," he said with a shrug. "Why not? A demonstration may be fun."
As if giving her a secret signal, one that they used before, Martin nodded his head to his wife.
"Have you ever seen two women making love?"
In an instant Daniel imagined Emma and Veronica making love.
"On video I have but never live," he said hinting while hoping that they'd make love right here and right now and in front of him for him to see.
As if on cue, Veronica put a finger beneath Emma's chin, leaned forward, and kissed his wife while looking over at Daniel before returning her concentrated focus on Emma. It would have been an ordinary kiss until they touched tongues and continued their kiss long enough for Daniel to know that this was no ordinary kiss between two women but a kiss between lovers. The kiss made him wonder if Veronica did more than just masturbate his wife. Maybe they've been having an affair for months. Other than Veronica just masturbating her, maybe she's already had naked sex with her. Maybe they've already had sex with Martin in a threesome. Unable to tell from this one exchange, he didn't know.
"Watching two women having sex is a learning experience for every man in what we do wrong while watching and learning all that they do right. Lesbian sex should be required watching before men are allowed to fumble themselves through having clumsy sex with a woman."
Unable to remove his eyes from Veronica French kissing his wife, he couldn't believe his eyes when Veronica began feeling Emma's big breasts through her blouse and bra. One of his favorite things to do was to feel her body through her clothes while kissing her. With Veronica having a lighter touch than he would have had, not groping her as he always does, he understood Martin's meaning that lesbian sex should be required watching if only as a learning experience for men. If that wasn't hot enough, he was even more sexually aroused watching Emma return Veronica's kisses while reaching around her to feel her ass through her long, flowing dress.
'Damn,' thought Daniel. 'I wouldn't mind feeling her ass while she was French kissing me.'
Even through her long flowing dress, he could tell that she had a nice ass. Even the vibrant colors and geometric pattern couldn't hide her shapely curves. Even though her breasts paled in comparison to Emma's big boobs, with her name inspiring the sexual image of her before even meeting her, Veronica was all woman.
"I see what you mean," said Daniel to Martin now unable to remove his eyes from Veronica now beginning to have her wicked, sexual way with his wife.
Kissing and kissing one another, he watched the two women making out as if they were long lost lovers. Then, staring at her as if he's never seen Emma in her bra before, he watched Veronica unbutton Emma's blouse one, slow button at a time while kissing and feeling her through her clothes. With her every touch, she revealed even more of Emma's bra clad breasts. Distracted from watching the two women going at one another, curious to see his reaction to seeing Emma being undressed, he watched Martin staring at Emma while he stared at Veronica. She was so beautiful, as beautiful as was Emma.
With Veronica having unbuttoned the top two buttons of Emma's blouse, being that Daniel could clearly see the tops of Emma's meaty breasts along with her long line of cleavage and the top of her bra, he knew that Martin was seeing the same of Emma too. Instead of feeling angered that another man was seeing his wife's bra clad breasts, he felt sexually excited. He felt proud that Emma was beautiful enough to demand the attention of a man like Martin and to be part of their exclusive, swinging foursome with Veronica taking control.
While kissing her, as if she was a horny teenager on a date in the back row of a movie theatre, he watched Veronica reach her hand inside Emma's blouse to feel his wife's big breasts through her bra. Reaching around her to drape her arm down while slipping her fingertips inside of her bra, he watched her finger her nipple with her left hand before fingering her other nipple with her right hand. As if she was an experienced safecracker, Daniel watched as Veronica coaxed out his wife's nipples for them to make their impressions in her bra by teasing them with her fingertips. Martin's eyes were as glued to Emma being seduced as much as his eyes were glued to Veronica having her lesbian sexual way with his wife.
Then, as if she was a man making her move, he watched Veronica's hand travel from Emma's knee to her thigh. With her hand slowly moving higher and with Emma's short skirt slowly climbing higher with Veronica's hand, just as he was catching a peek of Emma's bikini panties, he knew that Martin was seeing his wife's white panty too. He could feel his cock hardening to his wife being seduced by a woman while her panty was being exposed to another man. Thinking that he'd be possessively jealous with another man seeing Emma's bra and cleavage and now her panty too, instead he was becoming sexually aroused by their lesbian, sexual display. Something he didn't think he'd get in the presence of another man, he was getting an erection. Now he couldn't wait until Veronica showed Martin more of his wife's beautiful body.
Veronica slid a hand all the way up and in between Emma's shapely legs. Slouching down in her seat and spreading her knees more to accommodate Veronica's hand, his wife's panties were totally exposed to her two male admirers. Kissing her while cupping her pussy through her panty, he watched Veronica push Emma's panty aside with her manicured fingertip to finger his wife's, no doubt, already wet pussy. Enjoying Veronica's lesbian masturbation show, he looked at Martin to see his reaction to seeing his wife finger Emma's trimmed, blonde pussy.
Rubbing her clit, while fingering her pussy and kissing her, with their lesbian affair all happening so fast and unfolding before his eyes as if he was imagining it all, Daniel couldn't believe that his wife was having sex with another woman. With Emma obviously sexually aroused, they only briefly stopped kissing one another for Veronica to remove Emma's blouse. Just as he couldn't believe that Emma allowed her to remove her blouse, he couldn't believe that Veronica removed his wife's blouse. Usually so morally modest, Daniel couldn't believe that his wife was sitting across from a man she just met in her sexy, low cut bra. Not only did her bra reveal her long line of cleavage but also her form fitting bra showed nearly the entire shape of her breasts, along with the big impressions her nipples made in her bra.



As if having her blouse removed was her cue, Emma unbuttoned, unzipped, and stood to remove her short skirt too. Now dressed in only her panty and bra, she looked as if she was a lingerie model or was a loser at playing strip poker. He was as proud of Emma's shapely body as he was shocked that she so quickly, freely, and easily showed Martin her sexy underwear clad body. Daniel couldn't believe that Emma was standing there in her panty and bra not only for Veronica's sexual pleasure but also for Martin's erotic enjoyment.
With Emma unbelievably dressed only in her panty and bra, Daniel turned to Martin in time to see him fingering his cock through his pants. Thinking he'd be above that with Martin being a swinger, Daniel was as shocked as much as he was surprised that someone so sexually sophisticated and cosmopolitan would publically touch himself in that ordinary way. He looked at Martin as if he was a horny teenager or a degenerate on a subway staring at his wife while fingering his cock. This whole thing with Veronica seducing Emma and with Martin and him watching the women having sex was so surreal.
"Your wife is so very lovely. She has a fabulous body," said Martin. "I love seeing women in their panty and bra as much as I love seeing women naked.
Instead of feeling jealous and instead of feeling possessively insane, he accepted Martin's compliment.
"Thank you," he said. "Veronica is extraordinarily beautiful too."
"She is isn't she?" Martin looked from Emma to Veronica and back to Emma as if comparing the two women. "How two women can be so very beautiful and look so very different is why having sex with a multitude of partners is so wonderful," he said.
While staring over at Martin, her way of making sure that Martin was seeing her striptease show, Emma sat on the edge of the couch and turned her back to Veronica for her to unhook her bra. With her bra unhooked and with her still staring at Martin while briefly looking at her husband, she removed her bra straps while holding her bra cups in place with her hands. Emma was such a sexy tease. This was it. Emma was about to show Martin her tits. He couldn't believe that his wife was about to be topless in front of another man, a man she supposedly just met, while he watched their sexy exchange.
"Would you like to see my tits Martin?"
Emma gave Martin a sexy look that was once only reserved for him, her husband.
"I'd love to see your tits Emma," said Martin while still fingering his cock through his pants.
As if he was complimenting her by fingering his cock through his pants while staring at her ready to expose her breasts to him, she smiled while tossing back her long, blonde hair with a flip of her head.
"How much would you like to see my tits?"
Obviously teasing him, Daniel was proud that his wife was being so playful, a playfulness that she reserved only for him until now. Sexually excited for Martin see Emma's beautiful bra clad breasts, something he never thought he'd be excited for her to do, now he couldn't wait for her to remove her bra.
"This much," he said holding out his hands in front of his chest as if mimicking the size of Emma's big breasts with his cupped hands. "Actually more than anything," said Martin. "I can't wait to see your breasts Emma."
As if there was a silent drumroll, both men waited with great sexual anticipation for Emma to remove her bra and reveal her big, beautiful breasts.
"Maybe after you see my tits and after your wife is done feeling my breasts, fondling my breasts, fingering my nipples, and sucking my nipples, you could do the same," said Emma staring at Martin with her big, blue eyes. "I love having my nipples fingered and sucked."
Daniel watched Martin rubbed the head of his cock through his pants as if he had a pussy instead of a prick and he was rubbing his bean.
"I'd love to have my wicked way with your big tits Emma," said Martin.
Again as if there was a silent drumroll, Emma slowly peeled her bra cups from her breasts and waved her bra over her head before tossing it on the floor.
"Wow! You have magnificent breasts, the best breasts I've ever seen," said Martin.
Veronica leaned forward to look around at Emma's exposed breasts.
"With Martin having seen so very many tits, that's quite the compliment coming from him," said Veronica cupping Emma's tits from behind while fingering her nipples. "I agree with him. You have the best pair of boobs I've ever seen," she said pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples to Emma's delight.
Feeling them, fondling them, and squeezing them, Veronica continued having her sexual fun with Emma's tits and nipples.
"Now your turn," said Emma with sexual excitement. "Take off your dress. I want to see your body."
Veronica turned her back to Emma for her to unzip her dress. Then, while Veronica removed her dress from her shoulders, she stared over at Daniel in the way that Emma stared at Martin before she removed her bra. Only, instead of wearing a bra in the way that Emma was wearing, Veronica was topless beneath her dress. Even though her breasts were small, they were shapely with big, pink, puffy nipples. Naked beneath her dress, Veronica stood as her dress fell to her feet to expose her trimmed, brown pussy. With it her turn to tease Daniel now in the way that Emma teased Martin, Veronica turned and bent at the waist to help Emma off with her panties.
"Quite the view," said Martin staring at the two naked women before turning to look at Daniel. He nodded him a look in the direction of his fingers poised on his zipper. "Do you mind?"
"Pardon?" Daniel looked at Martin.
Martin gave Daniel another look, this time a downward look where his fingers were poised on his zipper.
"You don't mind if I get more comfortable, do you?"
Oh boy. This was it. Daniel was about to see Martin's cock.
"Oh. No, I don't mind," said Daniel staring down at Martin undoing his pants in the way that Emma had removed Veronica's dress.
Martin unbelted, unbuttoned, and unzipped his pants to remove his cock from his underwear. Daniel looked from Martin's face to briefly look down at his cock. Thinking about doing the same, removing his cock from his pants, he suddenly felt so juvenile. He looked over at Martin who already had his cock in his hand and was stroking himself to seeing his naked wife with Emma.
"I can't wait until Emma sucks my cock," he said to Daniel letting out a quiver. "I can't wait to fuck your wife, Daniel. She's so hot."
If this was another place and another time, Martin's comments about Emma sucking his cock and him fucking her really would have upset him but, in this setting, his comments were appropriately necessary. Truth be told, he felt the same way about Veronica. He couldn't wait for her to suck his cock and he couldn't wait to fuck her. Yet, no matter the time, the place, and the setting, suddenly imagining Martin's cock in his wife's mouth and buried in her pussy, he was as angry as he was sexually excited with what Martin had just said. A mixed bag of emotions, he felt better as soon as he thought of Veronica sucking and fucking his cock in the way that Emma would no doubt be sucking and fucking Martin's cock soon. With all of this swinging so new, and with them never having sex with anyone else since they married ten years ago, it would take some adjusting to allowing another couple in their marriage and in their bed.
* * * * *
"Excuse me," said Daniel to Martin. He stood, walked to his wife. "I'm just going to grab a towel for the couch," he said whispering to Emma as he walked by her.
Not ready to invite them in their bedroom, Daniel quickly grabbed two oversized towels from the linen closet and returned to cover the couch with them. Now with Emma sitting on the towel covered couch naked and with her legs spread, Veronica moved between Emma's legs while she angled her body so that both men could have a clear view of watching Veronica licking and fingering her. As if they were two strippers performing on stage and having sex instead of them being their wives, they were putting on quite the show.
Licking and licking Emma while fingering her, mesmerized by Veronica's tongue and fingers, Emma stared over at Martin with her mouth opened as if she was hypnotized. Now that Martin's wife was licking her pussy, no doubt, she was thinking of him licking her pussy too. While staring over at Martin, Emma fingered her nipples in the way that she assumingly hoped that Martin would finger her nipples.
Sitting on the edge of the couch, Martin was poised at the ready. No doubt, if Emma invited him over to suck his cock while his wife at her pussy, he'd be over there in a flash. Only, Emma appeared more interested in Veronica than she was in Martin. She reached down to raise her pussy lips so that she could have a better view of Veronica's tongue and fingers inside of her blonde pussy.
Then returning to teasing Martin, as Veronica continued eating her, she lifted up one breast to suck her own nipple. Then she lifted her other breast to suck that one too while never removing her eyes from Martin. In the way that Veronica was relishing eating Emma, Emma was taking pleasure in sexually teasing Martin. In the way that Emma was so enjoying being eaten, if Daniel was to hazard a guess, this wasn't the first time that Veronica had her tongue inside of his wife's pussy. Then again with Emma not the first woman that Veronica has been with, perhaps she was really skilled at eating pussy and is a much better pussy licker than he could ever hope to be.
Interrupting her sexy fun of Emma teasing Martin by sucking her own nipples, Veronica reached up her hands to fill them with Emma's big tits while she continued slowly licking her pussy as if licking a fine delicacy. Daniel watched as Veronica stared up at Emma with her big, brown eyes while Emma stared down at her with her beautiful, blue eyes. In the way that men put a gentle hand to the back of a woman's head when being sucked, Emma lovingly ran her fingers through Veronica's lush, brown hair while being licked. Different than how he's ever licked her, Veronica more looked like she was enjoying licking Emma rather than it being something she had to do in reciprocation of Emma giving him a blowjob. Even though Emma was such a beautiful woman, rather wanting her to suck his cock than to lick her, he always viewed eating her pussy as a chore. Now with that insightful thought in mind, even though he's yet to suck a cock, he wondered if the reason why he seldom ate his wife was because he more preferred cock to pussy.
Then, showing more sexual passion than merely licking her pussy, she literally mashed her whole face in Emma's cunt while making erotica licking and slurping pussy eating sounds while engaging her in conversation.
"I love licking you Emma. I love fingering you. I can't get enough of your pussy," said Veronica.
Reacting to Veronica's verbal sounds by echoing her sounds and by taking more of an active role than a passive role, Emma suddenly seemed more animated by responding in kind while slowly moving her hips.
"Oh, yes, oh my God. Oh Ronnie. Oh baby," she whispered. "Lick me. Lick me."
Sliding her hands beneath Emma's shapely ass, Veronica pulled Emma's pussy closer to her mouth where she continued lapping her as if she was a dog dying of thirst. Licking her faster, she licked her harder while fingering her deeper. Then reaching up her hands to feel and fondle Emma's big tits, she pulled, turned, and twisted her nipple. Taking turns with her hands, she switched off fingering her nipples to finger her pussy.
Something that took Daniel twenty minutes or more to do, sometimes never giving her an orgasm with Emma growing sore and him giving up, Veronica had Emma moaning in a matter of minutes. Daniel took notes as Martin advised him to do while learning how to make love to a woman by watching her with her lesbian lover. Only while looking over at Martin stroking his cock in hand, he couldn't help but wonder if he'd rather suck a man than lick a woman. Rather than watching Veronica eat his wife, only not wanting anyone to catch him looking, seemingly he was more interested in watching Martin stroking his cock than he was in watching Ronnie licking Emma.
"I'm going to cum Ronnie," said Emma grabbing two handfuls of Veronica's hair. "Don't stop. Please don't stop. You're going to make me cum."
As if she was a pussy eating machine, immediately, Veronica licked her faster and harder while fingering her deeper.
"Cum Emma, cum," said Veronica briefly pausing in orally pleasuring Emma to speak. "I love that I can give you an orgasm so soon," she said.
As if Emma had thrown a switch by telling Ronnie that she was ready to cum, Veronica ate Emma's pussy with a sexually passion that he's never had when eating her pussy. With much enthusiasm, Veronica licked his wife in the way that Emma sucked his cock. Daniel never realized how much he's cheated his wife out of oral orgasms by not being as passionate as Veronica is now in licking her pussy. If only he enjoyed eating Emma as much as Veronica obviously did.
Yet, as he suspected, it was evident to him that this wasn't Veronica's first time eating Emma. With her inherently knowing exactly what she liked and what she wanted, and by Emma cumming so quickly, if he was to make a bet, he'd bet that they were longtime lovers. He wondered how he could be so stupid. He wondered how he could be so blind. It all made sense to him now why Emma turned a blind eye to his cross dressing and why she never said anything about him wearing women's clothes before. Tit for tat, knowing that now about them, in the way she did with his cross dressing, he'd be forced to turn a blind eye to her lesbian affair. He wondered when their lesbian relationship started. Now he wondered if this was the first time that Martin was seeing his wife naked.
As Daniel watched Veronica eat his wife in the way that he's never eaten his wife, he couldn't wait to eat Veronica in the same way. Now having learned how to orally make love to a woman by watching Veronica eat Emma, hands on experience is the best teacher after all. Carrying this lesson learned, he couldn't wait to eat his wife in the same way that Veronica was eating her. Then, as soon as Emma had her orgasm, Veronica leaned up on her knees to take Emma's big tits in her mouth before kissing her and kissing her. As soon as they took a few moments to enjoy the afterglow of sex, it would be Emma's turn to eat Veronica. In the way that it was one thing to watch his wife being eaten by another woman but it would be quite another thing to watch Emma licking Ronnie.
* * * * *
Making herself comfortable on the couch, with one foot on the back of the couch and the other foot on the floor, Emma climbed on the couch and fell between Veronica's long, shapely legs. As if she had done this before, she began fingering her pussy before lightly licking her pussy. Even though it was just as sexually exciting watching Emma eating Veronica, it was surreal watching his wife having sex with a woman. It just seemed like yesterday during pillow talk that she told him that her sexual fantasy was to have sex with a woman. Now here she is eating Veronica. He couldn't believe it.
In the way that Veronica was fascinated by Emma's big boobs, Emma was fascinated by Veronica's shapely ass. Feeling her ass while licking her, she squeezed her ass while fingering her. In the way that Ronnie did, with her hand cupping her ass, Emma slid her hands beneath Ronnie and lifted her pussy to her mouth. Licking and licking her, Emma ate Veronica's pussy with as much passion as Veronica ate her pussy. Then, reaching up one hand while fingering her nipples with her other she fingered Ronnie's pussy while licking her.
She licked her faster. She licked her harder. She fingered her while licking her. In the way that Ronnie was a pussy eating machine, so wasn't Emma. Even in the exuberant way that Emma sucked his cock, he's never witnessed such sexually passion emerging from his wife when she was licking a pussy. Now he wondered if Emma would rather lick a pussy than suck a cock in the way that he, perhaps, would prefer sucking a cock than licking a pussy. Just as Veronica did to Emma's cunt before, licking her while fingering her, Emma was doing to Ronnie's cunt now.
"I love eating you Ronnie. You taste so good," said Emma staring up at her lesbian lover with her blue eyes while Veronica stared down at her.
As if soon as Emma said that she loved eating her pussy, Ronnie was enlivened as if she was just plugged into a wall outlet. In the way that Emma did with her pussy lips, Ronnie did the same with her two fingers and lifted them so that she could see Emma's tongue licking her and watch her finger fucking her.
"Lick me Emma, lick me. Fuck me with your fingers baby. Oh my God. Fuck Emma. I'm going to cum," said Veronica pushing down on the back of Emma's head. Filling her face with her pussy, she mashed her face in her cunt and held it there while Emma continued licking and licking her. "Oh, yeah, yeah, yeah. Right there baby. Right there. Don't stop licking me. Lick me harder. Lick me faster. Fuck my pussy with your fingers. Just please don't stop. I'm cumming Emma. I'm cumming."
As soon as Veronica had her orgasm, Emma emerged with her face glistening wet. They embraced while giving one another a deep, wet kiss. When they separated, Veronica licked her own vaginal secretions from her lover's face before kissing her again and again. Holding one another, they briefly relaxed in the afterglow of sex before they continued in their love making. Insatiably, Veronica mounted Emma in the sixty-nine position and lowered her pussy to her mouth as if she was a man lowering his cock to her lips.
Continuing to lick and finger one another, they were putting on quite the orgasmic show. With Daniel never licking his wife more than once at a time in a sexual session, and only doing sixty-nine the one time, he couldn't believe what a sexual animal his wife was for Ronnie's body. With him watching Emma having sex with Ronnie, he couldn't wait to have sloppy seconds with her while watching Martin having sloppy seconds with Emma too. Only in the way that these two were getting it on and enjoying one another, maybe they wouldn't want a man after having a woman.
"Won't you join me?" Martin gave Daniel's big bulge a nod.
Reluctantly albeit sexually excitedly, Daniel unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped his pants.
"Allow me," said Martin scooching closer to reach his hand inside of Daniel's underpants while pulling out his cock.
To be continued...
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Emma and Daniel invite Veronica and Martin over for some sexy fun. Daniel and Martin have bi-sexual sex while watching their wives having lesbian sex
"Won't you join me?"
Directing his conversation to his cock, Martin gave Daniel's big bulge a raised eyebrow nod, a look of sexual interest, and a smile of encouragement. With their faces buried between one another's legs, he looked over at Emma and Veronica having sex before briefly looking up at Daniel. Martin continued staring down at the impression that Daniel's erection made in his pants before looking up at him with a stare that told him that he was interested in more than just looking. Obviously with Emma and Veronica having lesbian sex on the other side of the room, Martin wanted to have gay sex with Daniel.
With a multitude of emotions flooding his mind, Daniel felt sexually excited that Martin had unzipped himself and exposed his cock to him over the pretense of stroking himself while watching Emma and Veronica having lesbian sex. Had it not been for Emma and Veronica both naked across from him, he'd have a difficult time removing his focused stare from Martin's exposed prick. With him no doubt wanting to show him his cock as much as he wanted to see his cock, obviously Martin was just as sexually excited to flash Daniel his cock as he was sexually excited to see his big prick. Fascinated by the sight of Martin's cock, an understatement, the first erected penis he's seen up close but for his own, he had trouble looking away from Martin's prick even with the sexual distraction of Emma and Veronica going at one another in the sixty-nine position. Perhaps, because their wives were putting on such a sexy, lesbian show, they inspired Martin and Daniel to put on a gay show of their own.
Now with Martin taking the lead by exposing himself, Daniel was as sexually excited by the thought of exposing himself to Martin too. There was no doubt in Daniel's mind that Martin was as sexually excited to expose his cock to him as he was to see Martin's cock. Yet, even though he was sexually excited over seeing Martin's penis, as if he was a teenage boy masturbating over something or someone he wasn't supposed to see, he felt foolish with the thought of stroking himself in front of another man. Definitely with Daniel thinking about stroking himself while staring at Martin stroking himself, that action would be deemed gay in every definition of the word.
Oddly enough and quite extraordinary unbelievable though, both Daniel and Martin seemed more interested in one another than they were in watching Emma and Veronica having lesbian sex. A sexy sight to behold watching Emma eating Veronica and Veronica licking Emma, unbelievably their lesbian love affair was overwhelmed by the sexual interest that Daniel and Martin had for one another. With this officially Daniel's first time watching his wife having lesbian sex with a woman, one would think that he'd be more interested in watching her with her lesbian lover than in the exposed prick of Veronica's husband. Yet, even though he was obviously sexually interested, with this officially Daniel's first bi-sexual experience, he felt as sexually excited as he felt awkwardly nervous.
Not wanting to insult his guest, as his pretense and justification to undo himself and free his erect prick from the confines of his underwear, he had no choice but to go along with Martin by undoing his pants. A big step with no turning back, taking his time, reluctantly albeit sexually excitedly, Daniel unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped his pants while watching Martin stroking himself to the sexy sight of Emma and Veronica eating one another. Occasionally staring up at him to give him a sexual look of interest, Martin never removed his eyes from Daniel undressing. While playing Martin's game of voyeurism, Daniel paused as if wanting and expecting encouragement from Martin to continue his little act of gay exhibitionism. Ready to reach his hand inside his underwear, Daniel was ready to cross the hetero/homosexual line and go beyond the point of no return by showing Martin his cock. Only unable to expose himself to Martin while his wife was sexual engaged on the other side of the room with her lesbian lover, what stopped him more was the gay man labeling that he'd have once giving in to his homosexual wants, needs, and desires.
If he continued with this homosexual recklessness, he'd be considered a gay man or in the vein of Martin, as a bi-sexual man. Even though no one would know that he had homosexual tendencies, a gay interaction, or bi-sexual sex with Martin but for Emma, Veronica, and Martin, for that matter, he would know. From that point on, he'd forever be deemed as a gay man or as a bi-sexual man. Unable to bear the burden of the sexual orientation of those homosexual defining labels, with him living all of his life as a straight man, he didn't know if he could reconcile himself to live with those who'd pass judgment on him. A straight man having a gay or bi-sexual affair, even if no one else knew but him and those present in the room, he'd carry the stigma and shame of his gay sexual experience for the rest of his life.
Yet, with him being no ordinary straight man and with him finally being true to himself by embracing his homosexual side, perhaps being bi-sexual or even gay would make him feel proud to be a cross dresser. Maybe a tragic mistake in being born a man, he's really a woman inside. Already hiding a secret that he's a cross dressing man, he's a man who enjoys dressing as a woman and wearing women's clothes. What's one more secret to carry? What would it matter if he was a gay or bi-sexual cross dressing man so long as his wife was open and agreeable to him being that? No one else needs to know. It's none of anyone's business what he does with his wife behind closed bedroom doors.
If he could hide his cross dressing secret from his friends and family for all of these years, he surely could hide the fact that he had sex with a man just the one time. Unless he wanted to confess his experimental sexuality to someone, no one needs to know that he had gay sex with Martin. Maybe at his age he should no longer hide any secrets. Once stepping out of the closet, being true to himself, and embracing who he really is, maybe he was meant to be bi-sexual or gay all along. Maybe he was meant to be born a woman and not a man.
Even though she was the one who arranged this sexual foursome get together and even encouraged him to have sex with Martin, he wondered if Emma would lose respect for him if he had a bi-sexual affair with Martin. Certainly after watching her having sex with a woman, he didn't lose respect for her while watching her having lesbian sex with Veronica. If anything watching his wife with a woman has enhanced his sexual relationship with his wife to an even higher level. He couldn't wait to have sex with Veronica himself. He couldn't wait to have sex with Emma later tonight while having pillow talk about how she felt having lesbian sex with Veronica.
Moreover, taking a lesson learned from them, with Martin and Veronica both bi-sexual, Veronica seemingly hasn't lost respect for her husband. Idyllically, with them having an open marriage and with both of them being bi-sexual, she's as sexually free to do whatever and whomever she wants and Martin is as sexually free to do whatever and whomever he wants. Yet, nonetheless his willingness to take on another secret that he was a bi-sexual or even a gay man, the weight of his secret life as a cross dresser already weighed heavily upon his shoulders, his head, and his heart. As far as he knew, only his wife knew his secret. No matter, he wished he didn't have to keep the secret of being a cross dresser. He wished he could walk in public dressed as a woman and feel proud of who he is as a man dressed as a woman.
He wondered how his new friends, Veronica and Martin would react to him being a cross dresser. He wondered what they'd say and what they'd think of him if they only knew that he enjoyed wearing women's clothes. If he continued in exposing his cock to Martin and only God knows what else, not only would he a cross dresser but also he'd be a bi-sexual man or even a gay man. No longer checking the heterosexual box, he could no longer state that he's never had a gay, sexual experience. He could no longer say that he's never been with a man.
Forgetting the fact that he's a cross dresser too, a big step to take, he wondered what all of his friends and relatives would think of him if they knew that he was sitting next to a man masturbating over their wives having lesbian sex. Wow! Too sexually provocative for his stuff shirt friends to understand their personal, sexual peccadilloes, he wondered what all of his friends and relatives would think of him masturbating himself with Martin. If only they knew what gay thoughts he was thinking, none of his friends and relatives would approve. Then, as if pushing him off of a cliff and literally forcing his hand, Martin did something totally unexpected. Martin took it upon himself to make Daniel's decision for him.
* * * * *
"Allow me," said Martin scooching over closer to him on the couch to reach his hand inside of Daniel's underpants while pulling out his cock.
'Oh my God,' thought Daniel. 'Are you kidding me?'
Daniel stared at Martin before staring down at his hand. He couldn't believe it when Martin stuck his hand in his underwear, wrapped his fingers around his erection, and pulled out his prick. Shocked, surprised, and sexually excited, as if he was dreaming or sexually fantasizing, he stared at Martin's hand holding his cock. Martin had his cock in his hand. A first time for everything, even a man holding his cock in his hand, Daniel couldn't believe that Martin was holding his cock.
Shocked, surprised, and sexually excited, with Martin now holding two cocks, his own erect prick and Daniel's erect prick, he stared at Martin's two hands before looking up at him with impassioned sexual excitement. Shocked, surprised, and sexually excited, he couldn't believe it when Martin gently ran his fingertip over the head of his cock while looking up at him as if he wanted to kiss him. Feeling it while fondling it in his hand, as if rubbing his belly in one direction with one hand and rubbing his head in a different direction with his other hand, Martin showed his ambidexterity by not only stroking his cock but also stroking his own cock as well.
With a firmer grasp than Emma had on his cock, Martin began slowly stroking him. Unable to gather his thoughts to say anything, he just stared from Martin's hand stroking him to Martin's face staring at him. Daniel would be lying if he didn't say that Martin's impromptu hand job didn't feel good when it did. His longtime sexual fantasy come true, he was finally going to experience having sex with a man.
"Other than Emma and the women I've been with before marrying Emma while remaining faithful to her, I never had a man touch my cock before," said Daniel.
He only removed his eyes from staring at his cock in Martin's hand to look up at his face.
"How does it feel?" Martin continued slowly stroking him.
"It feels good, very good," said Daniel closing his eyes. "If I close my eyes and didn't know you were a man, I'd think that a woman was holding my cock. When I close my eyes, I'm able to imagine Veronica holding my prick."
"Interesting," said Martin looking from Daniel to look at his wife having sex with Daniel's wife. "That's an interesting concept. Maybe you should keep your eyes shut and pretend that I'm a woman or that I'm my wife while stroking you," said Martin returning his focus back to Daniel.
"Okay," said Daniel.
Martin remained silent while slowly stroking Daniel's engorged prick. Then, breaking his silence, he said what Daniel feared he'd say.
"Just so that I could experience the same sensation of pretending that a woman or, more specifically, your beautiful wife, Emma, was holding my cock instead of you, a man, was holding my cock," he said with a pause. "Would you mind terribly holding my cock in your hand while I close my eyes and pretend that Emma is masturbating me?"
Daniel looked at Martin as if he was nuts before looking at him with increased sexual excitement. Obviously Martin wanted Daniel to hold his cock in the way that Martin was holding his cock. Obviously Martin wanted him to stroke his cock in the way that he was stroking his cock. Even though he saw through his obvious pretense of closing his eyes while pretending that a woman or, more specifically, Emma was holding his cock, accommodating him, Daniel surprised even himself when he reached out his arm to take Martin's cock in hand.
Holding Martin's erect prick as if he was holding something delicate and breakable, he didn't move his hand in the way that Martin continued slowly moving his hand up and down while masturbating him. As if afraid to enjoy the sensation of holding Martin's cock, he didn't explore Martin's stiff prick with his fingers in the way that Martin did with his cock. Having never touched a man's penis before but for his own, he couldn't believe he was sitting on the couch across from his wife having sex with another woman while he held the prick of another man and while another man masturbated him. As if Emma and Veronica weren't even in the same room, he more focused his attention on Martin's stiff prick than he did on the two naked women sexually going at one another.
"How's that? Did it feel like Emma was holding you instead of me?"
Daniel stared down at Martin's cock before staring up at him.
"It was fine until you asked me how it was," said Martin with a laugh. "Let's try this again, shall we? Only, this time, when I close my eyes, stroke me without talking. Okay? Maybe I'll pretend you're Brad Pitt instead of pretending that you're Emma," he said with a laugh.
With so very much happening so very fast, this was getting serious now with Martin wanting Daniel to masturbate him in the way that he was masturbating Daniel.
"Okay," said Daniel looking for an excuse to stop stroking Martin and quickly finding one.
Daniel continued stroking Martin with his eyes wide open while Martin continued stroking him with his eyes closes.
"Yes, that feels nice," said Martin. "That feels so good. I'm surprised I never tried this before with someone else. Having my eyes closed while being masturbated is a new sensation for me."
When Martin verbally said aloud that Daniel was masturbating him, as if he was hit with a sudden jolt of electricity, a slap across the face, or a glass of cold water, Daniel was shocked back from a gay man's sexual fantasy to a straight man's reality. Now uncomfortable holding Martin's cock in his hand while Martin held his cock in his hand within sight of their wives, maybe he'd feel differently if their wives weren't there in the same room. Maybe he'd feel differently if he was alone with Martin. Maybe he'd feel differently if this was kismet, just happened out of the blue, and hadn't been arranged by Emma.
Even though he was sexually excited, he was uncomfortable that he was holding Martin's cock instead of holding Veronica's tits while fingering her pussy. What was he doing? What was he thinking? What excited him more before about this foursome, having sex with Veronica, suddenly changed when it was apparent that he'd be having sex with Martin instead. Yet, even though he still wanted to experience Veronica sexually, he was more excited to have sex with Martin than he was to have sex with Martin's wife.
"Only, if you don't mind, I'd rather watch our wives having sixty-nine sex," said Daniel using that as his excuse to remove his hand from Martin's prick.
Not wanting to put the kibosh to this first time bi-sexual encounter before it even began, he stopped short of saying that he'd rather watch their wives having sixty-nine sex than stroking Martin's cock. He'd be lying if he said he didn't want to stroke Martin when he did. Only, a little too fast too soon, perhaps if Martin had started with kissing him first he'd be more sexually ready to stroke his cock. Martin closed his eyes and Daniel slowly stroked him while Martin slowly stroked Daniel. Now both men were masturbating one another again.
"I'd like to watch our wives too," said Martin. "Yet if it's okay with you, while we watch our wives having fun, I don't mind stroking you, if you don't mind stroking me too."
Daniel wondered if he'd be considered gay by allowing a man to stroke his cock. He wondered if he'd be considered gay by stroking another man's cock. With Martin already stroking him and lowering his resistance to return the favor, he stared down at Martin's hand stroking his cock before staring over at Martin's cock and looking up at Martin.
"I can do that," said Daniel with his sexual attraction to Martin overwhelming his straight man's resistance to stroking another man's cock.
While watching Emma licking and fingering Veronica and Veronica eating and fingering Emma, Martin stroked Daniel and Daniel stroked Martin. Matching their strokes with one another, they quickened their strokes while watching their wives having lesbian sex with one another. Then, in a moment of heighten, sexual passion, Martin looked him in the eyes in the way that Emma looked him in the eyes whenever she wanted to be kissed. As if he was on a first date with a woman and sitting in his car instead of on his couch, Martin leaned to the side, put his left hand behind Daniel's neck, pulled him closer, and kissed him.
As if he had kissed him before and certainly he had in his dreams and in his sexual fantasies of this very moment, Daniel submitted his tongue to him. He was French kissing Martin. He couldn't believe he was French kissing a man. Kissing and kissing one another, both men kissed as if they were sitting in a darkened car at a drive-in movie. When Martin released him, Daniel was dizzy with sexual arousal. In the way he felt now after Martin kissed him, he'd suck Martin, he would.
"You have a beautiful cock Daniel," said Martin stroking him faster while staring down at Daniel's erect prick before looking up at him. "It's so hard and quite large, bigger than average."
Breathing more through his mouth than through his nose, Daniel's jaw dropped in his sexual excitement. He couldn't believe that he just French kissed a man. He couldn't believe that Martin just kissed him while stroking him. Martin made out with him while masturbating him. His first kiss from a man, it was like nothing he had ever imagined. Figuring that the kiss would be hard, quick, and scratchy, it was soft, long lasting, and sweet. Better than he thought it would be, if their first kiss was this good, he wouldn't mind kissing Martin again and again.
"I swear, if you keep that up Martin, you're going to make me cum," said Daniel looking at Martin to give him a look that told him that he wanted to cum.
A first time for everything, Daniel couldn't believe that he wanted another man to make him cum. Taking his hint and ready to accommodate him, Martin gave him a sexy look that reminded him of the sexy look that Emma usually gives him. This was it. This was really going to happen. Daniel was about to officially have gay sex with Martin by allowing him to masturbate him to ejaculation while kissing and kissing him.
"I don't mind you cumming all over my hand Daniel," said Martin with a measured pause. "Yet, rather than making a mess of my clothes and possibly this couch, I'd much rather you cum in my mouth."
What? Martin wants him to cum in his mouth. Seriously? He couldn't believe it. This man wants to suck him. This man wants him to cum in his mouth. The words echoed through his straight man, cross dressing brain as if he was dreaming this or sexually fantasizing this while masturbating himself.



There was a long moment where Daniel looked at Martin and Martin stared back at him. This was it. This was really it. He's already crossed the line with Martin stroking his cock and him stroking Martin's cock before making out with him and French kissing him. Now with Martin offering to suck him and with the thoughts of him cumming in his mouth, that certainly would be the absolute point of no return. If he allowed Martin to suck him, if he ejaculated cum in Martin's willing mouth, he'd no longer be a straight man but a bi-sexual man and possibly even a gay man. Everything from that moment on would change forever. Finally freeing his inner self, he'd no longer be the same person.
As if telling Martin with his eyes that it was okay for him to suck him, he didn't say no that it wasn't. With that silent homosexual agreement that as a straight man he couldn't utter, Martin leaned to the side and took Daniel in his mouth. Sucking him while stroking him, Martin was giving Daniel an amazing blowjob. When Daniel looked down at the top of Martin's head, Martin turned to look up at Daniel with his big, blue eyes and with his hard, hairy cock in his mouth.
Daniel loved it when Emma looked up at him while she was sucking him and now he equally enjoyed it when Martin looked up at him while he sucked him. Something he always wanted to try but didn't know how to go about it until Emma arranged for all of this, he was glad that he agreed to meet them Martin and Veronica. He was thrilled, an understatement, that Martin was sucking him while their wives were still eating one another. He ran his hand through Martin's hair while he sucked him in the way that he ran his hand through Emma's hair when she sucked him.
"Oh my God, Martin," whispered Daniel in breathless sexual excitement. "What are you doing?"
Acting so innocent as if Martin was forcing himself on him, he looked over at their wives. With their shapely thighs blocking their peripheral vision and their views of their husbands, they were too busy eating and fingering one another to notice what the men were doing. Daniel stared down at Martin looking up at him with his big, blue eyes that made him unable to look away. In the way that he was always so excited watching Emma sucking him while she stared up at him with her blue eyes, he was now equally as excited watching Martin sucking him while staring up at him with his blue eyes. In the way that Martin suddenly looked so sexy with Daniel's hard, hairy cock in his mouth, he never thought that a man could look sexy to him but he did.
At that very moment, Martin looked as sexy as any sexy woman, as sexy as Emma looked when sucking him and as sexy as he imagined Veronica looking when sucking him. Humping his mouth, he so wanted to put a hand to the back of Martin's head and fuck his face. He so wanted to cum in his mouth, only he couldn't. His last entanglements of convention and social responsibilities of living life as a straight man was holding him back and preventing him from enjoying this first time, one time, gay experience.
"What does it look like I'm doing?" Martin removed Daniel's cock from his mouth to speak. "I'm sucking you," he said taking him in his mouth again. "You've never been sucked by a man before?"
Martin took Daniel's cock in his mouth again. While watching Martin sucking him, it took Daniel a moment to collect himself before he could speak again. With his self-control getting the better of his desire to cum in Martin's mouth, Daniel voiced his resistance to having gay sex with him. He couldn't do it. He just couldn't do it. Stepping away from the cliff, he wasn't ready to cross the point of no return yet. He was ready to put an end to this homosexual affair only and admittedly, he was enjoying Martin sucking him too much and was unable to do that either.
"No," said Daniel skirting the real issue. "I've never been sucked by a man before."
The thought of him being sucked by a man now, as if given an electrical shock, was his reality check. Obviously next, as the customary reciprocal, sexual favor, Martin would want and fully and deservingly expect him to suck his cock too. Even though he totally enjoyed having Martin suck his cock, he didn't think that he could ever suck Martin's cock.
'No way,' he thought to himself.
Even though he wanted to cum in Martin's mouth, he didn't want Martin cumming in his mouth.
'Eww,' he thought while cringing with the idea of his mouth being filled with Martin's cum. 'That's just gross.'
He wasn't gay. He wasn't. He really wasn't. He loved his wife and if he wanted to have sex with anyone other than Emma, he wanted to have sex with Veronica. Oh, yeah, he'd let her suck him any time and all the time. Unable to imagine fucking Martin in his ass, he couldn't imagine Martin fucking him in his ass. Definitely he'd more want to fuck a woman before he fucked a man. He'd definitely want to fuck Veronica before he fucked Martin.
'Yuck!'
Suddenly the thought of having gay sex with Martin sickened him even though he was doing just that, having sex with him now. Martin smiled up at him with his cock still buried in his mouth before briefly removing Daniel's prick to speak again.
"Well now that I'm sucking you, you can't say that you've never been sucked by a man," said Martin with a dirty laugh.
He took Daniel's cock in his mouth again. Only Daniel was dizzy as much sexual excitement as he was with confusion. Was he straight or was he gay? Who would he prefer, Martin or Veronica? Maybe after being exposed to bi-sexual sex, in the way that Martin obviously wants him and Emma, Daniel wants both Martin and Veronica too. With Martin blowing him and with him enjoying being sucked by Martin, obviously, if he was anything, he was bi-sexual. With the sexual show of his life happening across the room, how could a man turn him on when his wife was having lesbian sex with a woman? How could Martin remove the sexual interest that he had in Veronica by replacing it for the sexual interest that he now had in her husband?
"Stop," said Daniel not making a move to push him away or to remove his cock from his mouth. "You can't. You mustn't. This isn't right. This is so wrong. I'm not gay, really I'm not. If anything, until now, I was bi-sexually curious and now that you satisfied my bi-sexual curiosity, I'd much rather be with your wife than to be with you. I'm sorry but I can't do this," said Daniel not wanting to feel compelled to suck Martin in the way that Martin was blowing him.
Ignoring his plea to stop, not paying any attention to him confessing that he wasn't gay, Martin continued stroking him while sucking him. If Daniel didn't want to be with him, his cock wouldn't be as hard as it was. If he wasn't enjoying being sucked by Martin, his cock wouldn't be throbbing and pulsating in his mouth in the way that it was doing now. If Daniel didn't want to be with him, he would have pushed Martin away but he didn't. In the way that Daniel was more focused by Martin sucking him than he was with their wives licking one another, definitely Daniel was gayer than he was straight.
"Neither am I," said Martin briefly removing Daniel's cock from his mouth to speak before reinserting it again. "I'm not gay. I'm bi-sexual. Cum for me Daniel. Cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth," said Martin taking Daniel's cock in his mouth yet again.
Dizzy with sexual excitement, Daniel watched Martin stroking and sucking him before speaking again.
"No, I'm sorry but I can't. Really I can't. I can't do this. I'd rather not. I'd rather save my cum for when Veronica sucks me and when I fuck your wife," he said.
Defiantly, he used the same vulgar language that Martin used when referring to wanting to fuck Emma. Pressing the point, obviously this was Daniel's feeble way to show Martin that he was a straight man and not a gay man. Going along with Daniel's sudden change in not wanting to cum in Martin's mouth, he removed Daniel's cock from his mouth and returned his posture to an upright position.
"Being that you've never been with a man and seemingly are bi-sexually curious, I just thought that after I sucked you that you'd want to return the favor and suck me," said Martin.
There it was. Martin expected to be sucked. No way. He wasn't doing that. Way too gay for him, it was one thing for a man to suck him but quite another thing for him to suck a man. Never would he give any man a blowjob. That will never happen. Even if he was incarcerated in prison, he'd fight to the death before he sucked another man.
"Suck you?"
Martin looked up at Daniel and smiled.
"Yes, blow me," said Martin holding his stiff cock in his hand while waving it at Daniel.
Daniel returned Martin's look before staring down at Martin's engorged prick. With his thoughts of kissing him overruling his sudden urge to punch him, suddenly feeling feebly weak with sexual excitement over the thoughts of sucking Martin, Daniel quivered with sexual excitement with the thought of Martin cumming in his mouth. With his thoughts of Emma sucking him replaced by his thoughts of Veronica sucking him, now his thoughts of Veronica sucking him were replaced by the thoughts of Martin sucking him.
"I never had a cock in my mouth. I never sucked a man," he said looking from Martin's cock to look in Martin's eyes. "I'd have to be gay to suck you," he said with a pause, "wouldn't I?"
Martin gave him an understanding smile.
"Would you like to try?" Martin held his cock in his hand while waving it at Daniel. He looked over at Emma and Veronica still eating one another. "Don't worry about them. They're too busy eating one another to notice us sucking one another's cocks. Go ahead. Give it a try. Take me in your mouth just for a few seconds to see if you like it. If you don't like it, you can just stop. You won't know if you enjoy sucking cock until you try sucking a cock. It will be our little secret. No one will know but us," said Martin moving a couch pillow to cover Daniel's head.
Daniel stared at Martin's cock in the way that Emma always stared at his cock before sucking him.
"Okay, but just for a few seconds," said Daniel slowly leaning to the side to take Martin's cock in his mouth while Martin hid his head with the pillow.
As soon as Daniel took Martin's cock in his mouth, Martin ran his fingers over his bald head in the way that Emma ran her fingers through Veronica's lush hair while being licked. After only having Martin's cock in his mouth for just a few seconds, Daniel pulled away and as soon as he did, Martin put a heavy hand to the back of his head and held him in place in the way that both men have, no doubt, done to so many women.
Humping his mouth and fucking his face, it didn't take Martin very long to shoot a load of warm, oozy cum in Daniel's mouth. Martin continued holding his head down until Daniel swallowed all of it.
"Oh baby," said Martin kissing Daniel on the mouth as soon as he surfaced for air.
"You bastard! You forced me to blow you," said Daniel wiping the back of his hand across his mouth to wipe away Martin's kiss.
"I did no such thing. You wanted to suck me. I just encouraged you some," he said with a laugh. "You could have pulled away if you wanted. You wanted to suck me as much as I wanted to suck you and as much as I wanted you to suck me."
To be continued...
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Witches and wizards never die. They are here now and are here to stay. ...And so isn't Satan.
Founded in 1623 with a population of about 41,000, as taken by the 2010 census, Salem, Massachusetts is a city in Essex County of about eighteen square miles. Nearly all the homes are more than one hundred years old and there are many houses that are more than two hundred years old and older. Filled with mystery that's continually whispered and exaggerated in rumor, by every definition of the description, Salem is an enchanted town. For those amateurs interested in the occult, witchcraft, or in the Prince of Darkness, this is the place to come to live out your supernatural fantasy. The absolute mecca for witches, warlocks, wizards, sorcerers, ghosts, ghouls, and demons, Salem is the place to go if you want to explore the occult and/or scare yourself silly with things that are real, imagined, and/or unexplained.
Right on the water's edge of the Atlantic Ocean, with dozens of restaurants, bars, taverns, and gift shops, a great place to meander, wander, and stroll about, there's plenty to do in Salem. Whether looking for a book, an article of clothing, a souvenir, or if searching for that special, one-of-a-kind curse, potion, talisman, or magical crystal adornment, you'll find it in Salem, probably with a made in China sticker on the underside of it. With police cars adorned with witches' logos, Salem's public elementary school is referred to as Witchcraft Heights. The high school team is known as The Witches. Gallows Hill, the site of many public hangings of unjustly accused witches and wizards, a place where few residents even know its existence and/or its exact location, is now a playing field. Condemn to death with not much more than circumstantial evidence and heresy by the testimony of a nosy neighbor or a resident in the community who had a grudge, few of those accused witches and wizards who were condemned to death were actually witches or wizards.
"God rest their souls. Amen."
Yet, even scarier than Salem, Massachusetts is Danvers, Massachusetts, a town five miles northwest of Salem in Essex County. Danvers is now deemed the creepiest town in America and was once better known as Salem Village, the actually location of Gallows Hill and the place where 13 accused witches and 6 wizards were hanged. There's no record of the accused witches and wizards who never made it to trial and who died in prison, were drowned, beaten to death, stoned to death, and/or stripped naked and sexually assaulted before being burned at the stake. A wild place filled with sexual frustration, pointed finger accusations, and entire community condemnation, there was a lot of that happening in Salem during the 17th century. Seemingly by its dark history and with only the bad things being remembered, none of what happened there then were any good, especially if you were accused of practicing witchcraft, black magic, or sorcery and accused of being a witch or a wizard.
Just for the record, below are the names of 13 women and 6 men who were not only accused as being witches or wizards but also were tried, convicted, condemned to death, and hanged by the neck on Gallows Hill in Salem, Massachusetts. Since that time, with the changes in boundaries, Salem, Massachusetts is now part of Danvers, Massachusetts, Gallows Hill is in Danvers instead of Salem. The names of those accused witches and wizards are in the order of their deaths, as follows: Bridget Bishop, Rebecca Nurse, Sarah Good, Susannah Martin, Elizabeth Howe, Sarah Wildes, George Burroughs, Martha Carrier, John Willard, George Jacobs, Sr., John Proctor, Martha Corey, Mary Eastey, Anne Pudeator, Alice Parker, Mary Parker, Wilmott Redd, Margaret Scott, and Samuel Wardwell. Within weeks of one another, from June to September, pretty horrific, the above list of accused witches and wizards were hanged in 1692.
Once part of Salem, Danvers is home to the Creepiest City in America route. There you'll find the site of the horrifically haunted, more than 134-year-old Danvers State Hospital, also known as the Danvers State Insane Asylum. The mega monstrous buildings were demolished in 2012 but the eeriness, sounds, and sightings of ghosts still continues on the grounds and the attached cemetery where unclaimed bodies were buried without markers. Investigated by them twice, this place of tortured misery, along with their accompanying cemetery, was deemed as one of the most haunted locations in America by the paranormal ghost chasers and ghost debunkers, Ghosthunters or TAPS, The Atlantic Paranormal Society. Located on a remote 178 acre lot, with all that went on behind those locked doors and barred windows, if this place wasn't the summer vacation house of the Devil than I don't know where else that would be. Then again, further along in the story, I do list a few other places where the Devil may have found solace in residence while vacationing from Hell.
Also along the Creepiest City in America route is the Salem Village Parsonage site. The archaeological remains of Salem Village established in 1692 sits across from the Salem Meeting House Church. At the Salem Village Parsonage site you'll find the Salem Witch Trial Memorial, and the crumbled remains of Salem Meeting house, the place of the accusations, examinations, and trials. Further along the Creepiest City in America route is Rebecca Nurse's homestead, an accused witch, the assuredly haunted Endicott Cemetery, and Bridget Bishop's homestead, another accused witch.
More recently, November 14, 2011, along this same route, Stephen Anastasi stabbed his father to death after believing that aliens were out to get him. There are lots of murders in America but what makes this murder noteworthy is where it happened, along the Creepiest City in America route. Perhaps there was something in the air or in the water that night that made him murder his father while believing that his father was an alien. Yet, what if Mr. Anastasi mistook a witch for an alien? Dating back more than 320 years, with him now living in the same neighborhood, he was flanked by two accused witches after all. If you ask me, quoting the late, great, Flip Wilson, it was the Devil who made him do it.
* * * * *
Trust me. Even if you're a non-believer in the occult, in all things mysteriously unexplainable, and in the dead that have suddenly and inexplicably come alive again to walk among us, after visiting Salem and/or Danvers, Massachusetts, you will be a believer in the supernatural by the time you leave. Not only is Satan alive and well but also his band of witches, warlocks, wizards, and sorcerers are alive and well too. Living among us now, they are all here to stay. Yet, oddly enough, with some residents of Salem walking around dressed for Halloween all year long and celebrating the month long Haunted Happening each October with great enthusiasm, nothing in Salem appears strange or out of the ordinary. With so many residents dressed as if trick or treat is every day, perhaps the Devil likes visiting Salem because he's able to inconspicuously walk around unnoticed. Whenever the Devil is accompanied by all or any of his entourage of witches, warlocks, wizards, ghosts, ghouls, and/or demons, the residents of Salem would think him just an ordinary man with lots of strangely peculiar friends.
Perhaps because Salem was so haunted and electrified with paranormal activity was the inexplicable reason why the Devil loved visiting Salem, Massachusetts. As if there was an electrical current that surged from Salem to Danvers, Massachusetts and through Satan and back, the air and the water in Salem was seemingly and mysteriously filled with supernatural and mystical activity. Unless you are numb or resistant to feeling such things, you'd know what I mean if you visited there. Perhaps the reason why Satan loved Salem was because he recovered so very many lost souls here when those dying sailors from shipwrecks were lost at sea. Inherently he knew that whenever and whenever he visited, he'd never leave empty handed. With payback his motivation, perhaps because of the ascendants of those evil residents who deemed and determined on hanging wrongly or rightly accused witches and wizards, was why the Devil found comfort here.
In the same way that people were unable to tell a witch from a human back then, it's obvious that the people who live here now can't tell a witch from someone Halloween costumed as a witch. The witches of today, not wanting to call attention to themselves, look like everyone else, only better, more beautiful, more powerful, more influential, and much wealthier. Seemingly with the occult part of Salem's history and with Salem immersed in witchcraft, as if Salem was his home away from Hell, the Devil held a special fondness for Salem. Even though Satan's visits were twenty-five years apart, a blink of an eye in infinity, seemingly in spirit if not in physical form, never leaving, he was here all the time. For those who wanted him and for those who needed him, they just had to conjure him up and summon him by closing their eyes, concentrating on his image, and uttering his name three times.
"Satan... Satan... Satan..."
* * * * *
Ideally and idyllically situated, a seaport town on the edge of the Atlantic Ocean, Satan seemed to like this place, especially at night and especially during a full moon. If you were to stand on the pier that overlooked the Atlantic Ocean and remained very silently still, especially at night and especially during a full moon, you could hear the screams for help of all those lost at sea over the centuries.
"Satan... Satan... Satan."
Small enough to traverse the town by bike, by car, or by broom, the town was personally private, even with all of its tourists who disappeared as soon as the sun went down and/or the warm weather season ended. Northeast of Boston and southwest and equidistant from Gloucester as it is to Boston, another old shipping and whaling port, Salem held as many stories as it held secrets. The perfect backdrop for a scary movie, yet, for some unknown reason, few movies were made in Salem. Maybe the Devil didn't want his favorite place despoiled by Hollywood. With him rubbing elbows with the tourists while innocuously walking around town while protected by his entourage of witches, wizards, warlocks, and sorcerers, maybe the Devil wanted to keep Salem all to himself.
Featured in Arthur Miller's play, the Crucible in 1953, Salem had been left alone for twenty-six years when sorcerer Stephen King wrote Salem's Lot in 1979. Not very far from Salem, shot in Ipswich and Marblehead, as well as other places, The Witches of Eastwick was made in 1987. Then thirteen years later, Hocus Pocus, starring Bette Midler and Sarah Jessica Parker, was made in Salem in 1992. Finally, twenty-one years after Hocus Pocus, in 2013, The Lords of Salem, was made.
In the Lords of Salem, Heidi, a radio DJ, receives a record, a gift from the Lords. The sounds hidden within the grooves trigger flashbacks of Salem's violet past. Thinking she was going mad, Heidi didn't know that the Lords have returned for revenge on the inhabitants of Salem Massachusetts. Not a very good movie, yet if only viewers knew that the movie was based more in reality than in fantasy, it may have received better reviews.
With its narrow streets and impossible parking, perhaps because Salem was so very congested with tourists, wanna-be witches, psychics, those sensitive to paranormal activities, and the like, is perhaps the reason why Hollywood would rather shoot their film elsewhere. Yet, Hollywood made plenty of films in the North End of Boston, an area that is just as congested and that had even narrower streets than Salem. My take is that the Devil, being that he had to deal with and make deals with celebrities on a daily basis, didn't like the holier than thou Hollywood types converging on his vacation spot, his home away from Hell. Forbidding them from Salem, somehow he put the kibosh on movies being made in Salem before the deals were made, the agreements were signed, and the talent was hired.
* * * * *
Back in the 17th century, immersed within their Puritanical society, encased in rumored suspicion and obvious superstition, it was easy to charge someone with heresy and accuse them of being a witch or a wizard. Before part of Salem became Danvers, this is where accused witches were beaten and sexually abused for being too beautiful. Perhaps having more to do with redheaded Irish women and men being Catholic than being English protestant, this is where accused witches and wizards were stoned to death for merely having red hair. This is where accused witches were hung for being too promiscuous after they were force to have sex by volunteering to submit to men raping them and sodomizing them. Unable to hold their tongues, for being too outspoken, and deemed too evil and too violent, this is where those accused witches and wizards who dared to resist and who fought back were burned at the stake for not conforming to the others.
Men did this to women. They were the evil ones and not the accused witches. How dare they? Stripping them naked and having their wicked sexual way with them first, it was men who condemned them to death and it was the jealous wives of these men who went along with their men for the dishonor, the disappointment, the shame, and the humiliation of all women.
If they didn't go along with their men, their husbands could accuse them of being a witch too. How dare they? These were religious people who were good, God fearing, simple, and kind folk. What kind of people were they really to turn against a woman just because she was too beautiful, had red hair, forcibly submitted herself to being raped and sodomized, were too outspoken, and dared to fight back when brutally, emotionally, physically, and sexually attacked? It wasn't right. It wasn't fair. If any were deemed the evil ones, it was those residents who murdered accused witches and wizards who were evil.
"Kill the bitch! She's a witch! She has red hair and she told me to go fuck myself when I stripped her naked and forced her to have sex with me. Definitely, she's a witch!"
With most of the population ignorant, uneducated, illiterate, and unenlightened, black magic, witchcraft, and the accusation of being a witch or a wizard was a capital crime punishable by death back then. The accusers didn't need any proof or real evidence to accuse a woman of being a witch or a man of being a wizard. All they needed was to dislike her or him enough or to covet her or his possessions and/or property enough for those in power to accuse them, try them, convict them, sentence them, and put them to death. A real tragedy to be able to sway an entire community against one person with public hysteria, especially when that person is innocent of any crime, all anyone needed to say was that this one or that one was a witch or a wizard. Shunning them at first, the community would look at them with a jaundice eye before spitting on them, calling them names, physically assaulting, and sexually abusing them, before finally taking them before the judge to be condemned to death.
Yet, even after more than three hundred years has passed, are we to believe that those witches who really practiced witchcraft and wizards who practiced black magic are all dead? The witches and wizards who gave their allegiance to the Devil and who were accused of being a witch or a wizard, and convicted and sentence to death for being a witch or a wizard, may not be dead? Just an illusion or a black magic trick, maybe they never hung the real witches and wizards. Maybe those witches and wizards escaped in the night under the cover of darkness. Maybe those Salem witches and wizards are still alive and are still here walking among us even to this day.
Yet, even if the witches and wizards are dead, in the way that God has the power to return someone back to life, are we to assume that the Devil does not possess the power to return someone back to life too? To think that the Devil isn't as powerful as God or at least as powerful as any of his angels would be a stupid assumption and a major underestimation of Satan's power on our part to make. Don't you think? Maybe as their just rewards for being accused, tried, convicted, sentenced, condemned to death, and executed, the Devil made a special deal with those murdered witches and wizards for them to return to life as powerful, rich, and influential women and men in the future.
Further, perhaps it was up to the witches and wizards when they wanted to return to life or perhaps it was dependent upon the Devil and his personal needs whenever the witches and wizards would return to his service whenever deemed necessary. Just because we think these witches and wizards are dead, doesn't necessarily mean that they are dead. They may not be dead. They may be alive, well, and walking among us. What do you think?
* * * * *
Maybe those real witches and wizards, not just accused witches and wizards, who were supposedly burned at the stake or hung by the neck still walk among us today. Think about that premise for a moment. What if that statement is true? What if there are witches and wizards walking around us now that we think are human women and men but who are witches and wizards? I can see a lot of guys shaking their head in agreement of the above statement while thinking of their wives, their ex-wives, and/or their mother-in-laws. With these modern age women unaccompanied by their black cats, not riding their brooms, or wearing black clothes, what if witches are here and we don't even know they're witches? Think about that for a moment.
If you lived back in colonial times, which woman would you be jealous over enough to accuse her of being a witch and practicing witchcraft? Which man would you hate enough to accuse him of being a wizard and practicing sorcery? Would it be the woman that you coveted her body or would it be the man that you coveted his land or house? Would it be the woman that you coveted because of her beauty, her body, her intelligence, and her spirit? Would it be the woman that you wanted but who didn't want you? Now insanely jealous, would it be the woman that you accused of being a witch and practicing witchcraft because she took up with another man?
Who would you point out as being a witch today for her success, her beauty, her poise, and her confidence? Certainly any woman so successful, beautiful, poised, and confident must be a witch. Right? Certainly with all of the pills, drugs, potions, and magic elixirs, witches no longer have to be flat chested, big nosed, and ugly with unmanageable stringy hair. Witches today can be beautiful and sexy. Certainly, it would take witches practicing witchcraft for them not to look their age while maintaining their beauty and their sexuality. Think about that. Do you know such women?
Which man alive today would you point to with great certainty that he was a wizard practicing sorcery? Any man so successful, so handsome, so poised, and so confident must be a wizard and use sorcery to get what he wants. Right? He must use sorcery and black magic spells and secret potions to change our perception of him enough to fool us to believe that he's just as human as we are. Right? With all the pills, drugs, potions, and magic elixirs, wizards can still maintain their good looks, have lots of hair, and still have a cock as hard as it was when they were a much younger man. Do you know such men?
To be continued...
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I'd like to thank Steven for giving me the inspiration to write this story.
Still horny albeit with sore testicles and badly bruised inner thighs, Brett is injured on the football field.
"Bye," said Tiffany hugging Susan and giving her a kiss on the lips. "Thank you so very much for volunteering to housesit and keep an eye on Brett and Erin for me while we're gone. Sometimes those two can't be trusted alone. Either they're fighting like cats and dogs or seemingly scheming together to do something diabolically naughty," she said with a dirty laugh.
A forecaster of things to come perhaps, Tiffany's kiss was more than a peck on the lips. It was more than just a kiss that one friendly woman gives another friendly woman. Like daughter like mother, her kiss was an invitation to begin a sexual relationship and a prelude of what sexually may happen between them later as potential lesbian lovers in a threesome that may include Michael, Tiffany's husband. Obviously Tiffany was just as sexually attracted to Susan as her daughter, Erin, was sexually attracted to her, and as Susan was sexually attracted to the both of them.
Unbeknownst to Tiffany, Erin, Michael, and Brett, Susan had ulterior motives. She could just see herself physically, emotionally, and sexually controlling not only Tiffany and Michael but also Erin and Brett too. As if they wanted to see one another's reaction to their kiss, both women kissed with their eyes wide open. Then, when separating, Tiffany gave Susan a lingering look along with a long pelvis to pelvis hug that confessed that she wished that she was going on vacation with them to play with them on the beach and in their hotel room.
If their kiss wasn't telling enough, Susan couldn't believe that Tiffany just gave her the eye. With just one sexy look that lasted a mere second too long, Tiffany revealed that she wanted her as much as Susan wanted her. Suddenly filled with sexual lust for her friend, she imagined stripping her naked and making out with her before making herself comfortable between her legs to lick her pussy. Returning the favor, she imagined Tiffany eating her while fingering her. She imagined them moving in the sixty-nine position while giving one another oral, sexual pleasure. She imagined Michael joining in the fun too by waving his big cock by her mouth before mounting her. Tiffany's look made Susan imagine all the sexual fun they'd have if she was going with them on their cruise to Bermuda. Even better than going with the two of them, she wished she was going with Tiffany on a cruise alone without Michael.
"Don't worry about a thing Tiffany. You just concentrate on having a wonderful vacation," said Susan. "Everything will be just as you left it."
Wishing she was going on a vacation cruise with them and wishing that the kids, Brett and Erin were going too, Susan returned her look of happiness with envy. Only, with Susan soon to be alone with Tiffany and Michael's children, Irish twins, 18-year-old Brett and 19-year-old Erin, they'll be having a different kind of fun. Under the close supervision of Susan, Brett and Erin will be playing lots of sexual games. No doubt, with her already planning sexual festivities with both of them, they'd make their own good time while Tiffany and Michael are away. She could just image Brett and Erin handcuffed to their beds naked while begging her for more or begging her to stop.
With Brett enamored with Susan in the way that Michael, his father, obviously is, she already had them both wrapped around her finger. All she needed to do was to tease him with sex for him to do whatever she wants him to do. With Erin being the spoiled bitch that she is, obviously she's more difficult to seduce but still not much of a challenge for Susan to have her wicked sexual way with her naked body. It's obvious to her that just as Brett wants to have sex with her so doesn't Erin want to have sex with her too.
With both of them driven by sex, such a vile and base need, it's amazing what a little bit of sexual teasing and erotic interaction can do to control young adults at that age. She couldn't wait to get the both of them alone, first Brett and then Erin. Perhaps later, they could have a threesome with her sucking Brett while Erin eats her or Erin could suck her brother while Susan licks Erin. It's just too bad that Tiffany and Michael couldn't be part of this incestuous debauchery. Nonetheless, it will be fun having some private, sexual time with their children while imagining doing the same to Tiffany and Michael later, after they return home from their cruise.
"Bye Michael, have a wonderful cruise," said Susan hugging him and giving him a kiss on the lips too before separating to wave her goodbyes.
When she hugged him, he pulled her to him hard and quick enough to practically hump her. With his hand casually poised at the top of her ass, she was waiting for him to drop his hand lower to feel, fondle, and squeeze her ass but with his wife there, he behaved himself. Yet, as if expecting her to slip him her tongue, unlike his wife, he closed his eyes when he kissed her, but Susan didn't. She looked at Michael in the way that Tiffany had looked at her. Then, when Michael opened his eyes, in the way that Tiffany longingly looked at her, Michael longingly looked at her too. No doubt, with two company but with three so very much better when sharing a small bed in a small cabin, obviously he'd love for her to go on vacation with them too. Fucking, licking, and sucking one another, she couldn't help but imagined them having a week of threesome sex day and night.
"Thank you so much Susan for allowing us to get away," said Michael. "We'll bring you back a souvenir of our trip."
He looked at her as if she was standing there naked and she looked at him as if he was tied to a support beam in the cellar with a gag in his mouth while she gave him pain, punishment, and discipline before giving him sexual pleasure. Oh, yeah, with him being such a bad boy in exposing his erect cock to his Asian neighbor, Christine, she wouldn't mind whipping his naked ass. If only he knew what she was thinking, wouldn't he be surprised. If only he knew what she was thinking and what she was capable of doing to his naked body, maybe he'd be just as agreeable to going along with her as he'd be surprised by her thoughts. If only he knew what she was thinking and what she was capable of doing to his wife's naked body, no doubt, deciding not to take a cruise to Bermuda with his wife, he'd want to stay home with her to have some sexy, group sex fun.
"Oh, don't mention it. It's my pleasure," said Susan figuring that while the cat's away that this was the perfect opportunity to seduce not only Brett but also Erin too.
Always the sexual tease, when she pulled away from Michael, turning her body away from Tiffany's viewpoint, she slid a slow hand across Michael's semi-erection that showed through his pants. The look of sexual lust and sexual frustration that suddenly took control of his face was worth taking the chance to briefly and slowly feel his cock with the back of her hand. If only he knew she had been watching them having sex from her parked car, she wondered what he'd think and what he'd say. If only he knew that she wanted them as much as they wanted her, they'd never leave her to go to Bermuda without taking her with them. If only he knew the sexual plans she had in store for his children, perhaps he'd want to stay to watch.
* * * * *
Meanwhile, as Tiffany and Michael were heading to the airport to catch a flight to Miami where they'd be boarding their cruise ship, two burly football players carried Brett into the school nurse's office. He had injured himself on the football field of play during a scrimmage game. With him the team's good looking quarterback and with all the cheerleaders cheering for and throwing themselves at him, he was always a target of jealous boyfriends and even the envy of players on his own team. Many of the heavier players, especially the linemen and tackles, who weren't blessed with Brett's good looks and slim, toned body, were jealous of him. Encouraged by their coach, even when at the expense of his star quarterback for him to make them a better team, he charged the defense with finding holes in Brett's offensive line. With sacking the quarterback their perfect, preferred payback for Brett being the star, attention getting player, the defensive linemen and tackles were happy to obey and oblige their coach by putting Brett on his back.
"Have fun," said one of the players to Brett while giving his friend the high five after seeing the MILF of a nurse there ready to receive her patient.
The nurse, a good looking, tall, shapely woman, with her bleached blonde hair, big tits, and blue eyes was an older woman in her forties and a well-known cougar around the neighborhood. She resembled Jean Smart in her heyday, from the situation comedy of old, Designing Women. Not taking any crap from anyone, especially from 18-year-old, young men who thought they knew everything but knew nothing, she had the same abrasive personality of Jean Smart too, when in character.
"She makes me want to pretend that I hurt my balls too," whispered the other football player to Brett, while feigning to bite his hand and grimacing in sexual pleasure behind the nurse's back.
With both of her womanly assets protruding from her tight uniform, with something for the young men to ogle from the front and from the back, all three young men stared at the nurse's big tits and round ass.
"Me too," whispered the other player while grabbing his crotch with his hand and moving his other hand back and forth in front of his mouth as if he was giving a blowjob.
With the nurses back turned to the men, both men humped the air behind her as if they were humping and fucking her.
"Quit horsing around," she said obviously seeing what they were doing in her peripheral vision. "Get him up on the table please," said Elizabeth, the school nurse turning to his two teammates and nearly catching them in mid hump.
Distracted from her patient, she looked from Brett to his two buddies, 19-year-old, big oafs who had to repeat a year because of their low marks and failing grades. Playing football was the only way they could get into college and both men were destined for state college in the fall. No doubt destined to sell insurance, appliances, or cars while reminiscing about their high school and college football days, in the way they both stared at the nurse's big tits and shapely body, they'll be fantasizing of having sex with the nurse while masturbating tonight.
"What happened?" The nurse looked from one to the other before rolling her eyes and shrugging her shoulders with a sigh. When neither of the young men answered her with nothing more than confused looks on their faces, she dismissed them with the wave of her hand. "Go back to class or back to the football field," she said obviously done with them. She looked from Brett to the two boys leaving before returning her focused attention to Brett again. "Close the door behind you please."
Now giving her full attention to Brett laying helplessly on her examination table, she no longer seemed distracted. If anything, out of character as a school nurse, she seemed more preoccupied with Brett than she was with his physical injuries. With her breathing through her mouth instead of her nose, in the way she continued staring at him as if he was an injured albeit fully dressed CFNM dancer/stripper, she appeared sexually excited. With him in her domain, as if she was a hungry spider, the nurse approached him as if he was fresh meat ready to be stripped naked and sexually examined. In the way that Brett resembled Tom Brady in his youth, only better looking, he was no ordinary slab of man meat, he was a choice cut of fillet mignon and Nurse Elizabeth seemed intent on feasting on him and having her wicked, sexual way with him.
"I forgot my cup and was tackled. It hurts," said Brett pointing down to his groin area.
In the same way that most men leer at women and most 18-year-old, teenage boys leer at her because of her big tits and shapely buttocks, she had a pretty face for an older woman. Not disguising her sexual lust for him, Elizabeth, the school nurse, looked at him as if he was already naked. If she looked this sexually desirable now, one could only wonder what she must have looked like twenty years ago. In the way that every young man fantasizes over having sex with their mothers, their aunts, or their older sisters, many of the male students and some female students freely admit that they sexually fantasized of doing the school nurse. Even at her past her prime age, she just oozed sexuality.
"Let's get you out of those pants so that I can have a look," she said obviously one of her favorite things to say to a young man of 18-years-old.
Being that she's a well-known cougar who routinely dates men half her age and less, and a nurse, Brett was in good hands. Her way of skipping the main meal, she went straight for the dessert. Not wasting any time with introductions, formalities, or any more questions concerning his injured condition or the current state of his health, she removed his cleats and, not taking the time to remove his socks, she carefully pulled down his pants. Slowly, taking care not to cause him any additional pain, she removed his pants as if she was removing wrapping paper from a gift without tearing the paper. Knowing now that he wasn't wearing a cup, obviously, she expected to see a big bulge in his underwear and she wasn't disappointed with what she saw. With her pulling down his pants, what 18-year-old man wouldn't have an erection? She continued pulling down his football pants before finally removing them.
With Brett nearly nakedly exposed to this hot nurse, his erection showed his sexual arousal to the nurse for not only removing his pants but also in appreciation of her hot looks. Reciprocating her sexual attraction to him in kind, as soon as she saw and was seemingly enamored with his bulge, her big nipples showed their hard impressions through her bra and through her starched white uniform. Unable to help himself or to control it from happening, his cock grew bigger and harder until his erection tented the thin, material of his white underwear. As soon as she pulled off his football pants, as if the school nurse was his mother, Tiffany, or his sister, Erin, or his mother's best friend, Susan, he shamelessly displayed the huge bulge of his enormous erection.
In a moment of silence, as if they were both praying for a miracle to happen and indeed it did happen that day, they both stared down at the big bulge his engorged cock made in his underwear. As if they were waiting for it to pre-maturely ejaculate with cum or waiting for a volcano to erupt, their stares nearly burned a hole in his underwear. Before removing his underwear, she stared at the outline of his cock in his underwear in the way that he stared at the big impressions her tits made in her uniform. Now clad only in his soiled football jersey and white underpants, as if wanting to erotically delay seeing his cock, she slowly and gently removed his underwear as if she was unwrapping a long awaited, expensive gift. Obviously she knew what was there waiting for her in his underwear. With him as much of an exhibitionist as she was a voyeur, in the way that she, no doubt, couldn't wait to see his cock, he couldn't wait for her to see his cock.
With her bending at the waist to lean forward, she ever so slowly and ever so carefully removed his underpants. While doing so, whether it was intentional of inadvertent, she gave him the perfect down uniform view of the tops of her breasts, her cleavage, and the top of her bra. Mesmerized by the sight of the tops of her tits, he stared at the impressions her big breasts made in her tight, partially unzipped nurse's uniform while she stared at the bulge his erect cock made in his underwear. Showing him the top of breasts for him giving her a look at his underwear clad cock, the longer and more she leaned forward in slowly easing down his underwear, the more she flashed Brett uninterrupted, down uniform views of her breasts.
With her eyes staring at his cock as if this was the first cock she's ever seen before when, no doubt, she's seen thousands of pricks, she continued staring at his cock, his pubic hair, and his testicles while he stared at what he could see of her tits. Unembarrassed and unashamed, she leered at him in the way that men typically leer at women. She looked at him as if he was a work of art and she was an art collector who had just won him at auction. In the way that he'd love to suck her tits, she looked at him as if she'd, no doubt, love to suck and fuck his cock. In the way that he was hungry for her, he watched her stare at his cock as if she was hungry for him.
"Unless that's your normal size, you're really quite swollen," she said staring at his exposed cock and testicles. She looked from his cock to look up at him before returning her focus to his exposed prick. "Your penis is quite large."
As if she was grabbing for the brass ring on a merry-go-round, she took his cock in her horny hand as if she was going to have sex with him instead of medically treat him. As if he was having a sexual fantasy instead of being medically examined, with her continuing to feel his prick while fondling his prick, this was like no medical examination that Brett has ever had. He watched her staring at the head of his cock protruding from her closed hand. With the memory of her staring at his prick while holding and fondling his prick, definitely, he'll be masturbating tonight over the imagined sexual thoughts of her giving him a slow, hand job and/or a hot blowjob while he imagined fondling her big tits and fingering her hard nipples. Right behind his mother, Tiffany, his sister, Erin, and his mother's friend, Susan, Nurse Elizabeth was his favorite woman to fantasize over her giving him hot sex.
"That's my normal size," he said.
As if she was in bed with him instead of him being naked below the waist and on her examining table, she continued holding his prick in her hand while unconsciously fondling the head of it with her fingertips. As if she was holding her personal vibrator or dildo, she appeared to cherish his cock in the way that he was mesmerized by her breasts. He loved her big breasts as much as she obviously loved his big cock.
"Let me know if my touching you hurts," she said giving him a sexy look while slowly and erotically licking her lips.
With him appearing to have a full erection before, growing to its full length and girth now, as soon as she took his prick in her horny hand and fondled his cock, his erection hardened and his cock stiffened even more. With her still holding his prick in her hand, he looked down to watch her playing with, toying with, and sexually teasing him. Peering at his penis as if she was examining a specimen in a lab, with her leaning forward to more closely inspect his prick, her mouth was only a few inches from the head of his cock. If only he was pain free enough to raise his hips for him to hump upward, with a gentle hand to the back of her head, he could have touched her lips with the head of his engorged prick, that's how close she was to engulfing him in her mouth. Only as soon as she parted his knees and opened his thighs more to examine his bruises, he screamed in pain.
"Ow! Right there," he said reaching out his hand to stop her from touching him while filling his horny hand with one of her bra clad breasts. "That hurts. That really hurts, but this really feels nice," he said looking down at her uniform clad breast. "As if biting down on your big bra, feeling your big tit helps me to ignore the pain," he said slowly sliding his palm across her nipple that immediately emerged from behind her bra and uniform.



Disrespectful with his words, he was as salacious with his thoughts as he was with his touch. Yet, with his feel of her breast nearly going unnoticed, he was just as bad in his lust for her as she was in her lust for him. Tit for cock, they were both cut from the same horny cloth.
"Being that I'm feeling you while causing you pain, I don't mind you touching me a little. As long as feeling me helps you to tolerate the pain," she said looking down at his hand cupping her breast before looking up at him and before returning her focused stare to his cock. "I don't mind you holding my breast through my uniform while I examine your penis."
Ignoring him touching, feeling, and groping her breasts through her bra and uniform, more concerned with examining and touching him, Liz continued feeling around his injury. When she didn't slap his hand away, deciding to feel even more of her, he fingered her big nipple through her bra. Then taking full, sexual advantage of her and of this erotic opportunity to have his wicked sexual way with the school nurse, he slowly ran his other hand up her thigh, in between her legs, and up her short skirt. Cupping her panty clad pussy in the palm of his hand, she didn't stop him from groping her until he unzipped her uniform to expose all of her bra.
"Behave," she said lightly slapping his hand away her pussy and his other hand away from her breasts.
Obviously, it was one thing for him to grope her but should someone enter her office, it was quite another thing for him to undress her. Showing more of her sexy cleavage this time, she zipped up her uniform a little lower than it was before. Then she gave him the same look that she gives all the young men that she picks up at the bar or the hotel lobby.
"Damn you have big tits Liz," he said.
She smiled while fondling the head of his cock with her manicured fingers.
"My name is Nurse Elizabeth to you," she said not blushing while looking down at herself before looking up at him and returning her heated stare to his cock again. "Thank you, I do have big tits, don't I? I love my big breasts," she said.
She handed him an ice pack.
"Ow! Easy," he said when Nurse Elizabeth continued her physical examination of his inner thighs.
Then, she opened her medicine chest and handed him two aspirin and a cup of water.
"Sorry," she said. "Hard for you to see but the pain is not so much your penis and testicles. Fortunately, those are unscathed. The injured part of you that hurts are the inside of your thighs. Your thighs are badly bruised where the other player came in contact with you with his helmet. You're lucky not to have broken one of both of your legs," she said examining his cock and testicles more than she was examining his thighs. "They'll be tender for a few days."
"Thank you," he said holding the ice pack to his inner thigh, first one thigh and then the other thigh.
"Come see me after you graduate. I'll give you a more complete examination at my house," she said with a sexy look and a dirty laugh.
To be continued...
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Witches never die. Living forever, they are here now and are here to stay. ...And so is Satan.
So, with witches all around us, just out of curiosity, who do you think is a witch today? If witches lived today, do you suspect anyone as being a witch? With them easy to identify in the way they looked more than 300 years ago, seemingly witches had a difficult time hiding their identities, albeit more so then than now. Yet, even today, not all witches are difficult to spot. Today, all one really needs to suspect a woman of being a witch is to find one who's beautiful, sexy, charming, captivating, successful, articulate, intelligent, and confident.
With all the plain and ordinary women on the planet, there really aren't very many who fit the above definition of a modern day witch. Think about it. Think long and hard who you suspect is a witch. Run all of the women you know through your mind who fit the above definition of a modern day witch. Who do you know who's beautiful, sexy, charming, captivating, successful, articulate, intelligent, and confident?
Certainly, instead of thinking of sorceresses negatively and as ugly wretches, we now have a long list of positive attributes for witches. With seductresses needing to change their evil image and demonic ways, witches have come a long way to evolve and to live among us in the 21st century. No longer do they ride around on brooms, have long, stringy hair, and missing teeth. No longer do they use their black cats to do their dirty work. No longer are they ugly and walk around wearing a black dress and a big, black hat. No longer are they easy to identify.
With today's witches, we may be unable to tell a witch from a bitch and if the witch is a bitch, God help you. Yet, if you know that you're looking for, a woman who's beautiful, sexy, charming, captivating, successful, articulate, intelligent, and confident, you'll have more success in spotting a witch than not. Trust me. There may be lots of women who fit some of those adjectives but there are very few women who fit all of those adjectives. If you discover such a woman who can be described using all of those adjectives, then chances are, they are the women who, more often than not, are the witches. We may suspect a woman of being a witch, yet until she turns someone into a frog, we may never know if she's a witch or not.
* * * * *
Witch #1
Bear with me by believing in the concept of witches and that witches are alive today, are well, and walk among us. I have a nearly two dozen woman who I suspect are witches and unlike those who refuse to believe that there are witches walking among us, I'm not afraid to name names. For those of you who do not believe in witches and/or are afraid of witches, please do not read my story. For those of you who believe in witches and/or who are unafraid of witches, please continue reading my story. Yet, for those of you who are unafraid of witches, you should be afraid of witches.
Are you ready for me to continue? The self-professed witch of today, supposedly retired now, the leader of all those into witchcraft is Laurie Cabot of Salem Massachusetts. Born Mercedes Elizabeth Kearsey, she's transformed herself when she worked as a dancer in the Latin Quarter nightclub for Barbara Walter's father, Lou Waters. More than a strange coincidence, there's more about the connection between Laurie Cabot and Barbara Walters later.
Laurie Cabot was a guest on Oprah Winfrey's show, a fact that I find as interesting as I do quite revealing. So who do you think is a witch? Definitely by her own admission, without a doubt, Laurie Cabot is not only a witch but she's the self-professed queen of witches.
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #2
Now that we've outted one witch, who else do you think is a witch? What about Diane Sawyer, the anchor of ABC News? Do you think she's a witch? For sure, she doesn't look like any sixty-eight-year-old woman that I know. Checking all the boxes, beautiful, sexy, charming, captivating, successful, articulate, intelligent, and confident, she could be a witch. Even though she's from Kentucky, circumstantially enough evidence to accuse someone of being a witch more than 300 years ago and suspect someone as being a witch now, she did attend Wellesley College in Massachusetts. With Wellesley not very far from Salem, Massachusetts by car or by broom, I'd be inclined and of the mind to suspect Diane Sawyer as being a witch.
Go ahead. Take your time. Contemplate Diane Sawyer as being a witch. Her face is always plastered all over the TV screen when she's doing the news and when she's not taking another night off from work. Take a long, hard look at her. She's beautiful, sexy, charming, captivating, successful, articulate, intelligent, and confident enough to be a witch.
What do you think? Do you think she's a witch? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Diane Sawyer of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet that she is a witch.
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #3
What about Joan Rivers? Look at her. Just look at her. Take a good, long, hard look at her. Do you think Joan Rivers is a witch? If you ask those who know her they'd say, for her to have accomplished all that she's accomplished, that she's a real bitch. Oh, yeah, by no stretch of the definition of the word bitch, she's a real bitch. Yet is she a witch? With so very many women who are bitches, except for your mother who's a saint, some of your wives, your sisters, and perhaps even your mother-in-law, especially your mother-in-law, it's still quite difficult to go from bitch to witch. Being that any woman can be a bitch, not every woman can be a witch.
No easy feat, Joan Rivers has had a very long, illustrious, and successful career by reinventing herself over and again. Certainly with her made from enough plastic and silicone implants, we'd be stretching the definition of human by calling her human. So, what do you think, is she a witch or just a bitch? Maybe she's a bitch who's a witch. Definitely, especially with her abrasively caustic humor, she could be a bitch and perhaps even a witch. Even with all of her plastic surgery, breast implants, and only God and her plastic surgeon knows what else, she doesn't look like any 81-year-old woman that I know.
What do you think? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you suspect Joan Rivers of being a witch? Do you hereby accuse Joan Rivers of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet she's a witch.
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #4
What about Barbara Walters, the woman who befriended the self-professed Queen of witches, Laurie Cabot, decades ago? Do you think Barbara Walters is a witch? Laurie Cabot, the admitted head of witches worked for Barbara Walter's father, Lou Walters, when he owned the nightclub, the Latin Quarter, in Times Square, New York.
Laurie Cabor met Barbara Walters many years ago when they were both young. Don't you think that's of some significance that a self-professed witch, supposedly the self-professed queen of witches, not only met Barbara Walters but also worked for her father? If I had to pick one woman as a modern day witch, I'd pick Barbara Walters. Look at her, just look at her. Take a good, long, hard look at her. Oh, yeah, definitely, Barbara Walters a witch.
Fearless in her inability to back down, with the set of testicles on her with her interviewing dictators, madmen, killers, criminals, and celebrities alike, charmed by the Devil and used for his purposes as his mouthpiece, definitely she's a witch. Seriously she doesn't look like any 85-year-old woman that I know. Born in Boston, Massachusetts, of all places, whether by car or by broom, she wasn't born very far from Salem, Massachusetts. What do you think? Do you think she's a witch? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Barbara Walters of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet she's a witch.
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #5
Certainly there are those who'd say that Hillary Clinton is not only a bitch but also a witch. What do you think? Do you think Hillary Clinton is a witch? If you were to ask any Republican from across the aisle, they'd say without a doubt, without hesitation, and without stipulation that Hillary Clinton is not only a bitch but also that she should be put to death for being a witch.
"Wow!" If this was the 17th century by the testimony of the Republicans alone, they would have stripped Hillary Clinton naked and burned her at the stake.
How else would we explain her meteoric rise from being the obscure, cheated on wife of an ex-president to being on the threshold of becoming Madam President herself? Yet, just because she sometimes comes off as being a bitch doesn't necessarily mean that she's a witch. Then again, perhaps we'd only have to open her closet door to find her broom, her crystal ball, her black cloak, and her magic book of spells and potions.
"Oh, look, now that's very telling. There goes her black cat, Diablo, walking right in front of you. You'd better not walk under that ladder."
Oh, yeah, for sure, never wanting to be locked in a room with her, I'd never turn my back on that one. In the way they accused women of being witches more than three hundred years ago, without proof and with only having circumstantial evidence, she's a witch, definitely without a doubt, Hillary Clinton is a witch.
Surely no woman can accomplish what Hillary Rodham Clinton has accomplished by not being a witch. Look at her. Just look at her. Can't you just see her all dressed in black and wearing a big witch's hat while holding a broom and with a black cat by her feet? In the way you took a long, hard look at Diane Sawyer, Joan Rivers, and Barbara Walters, take a long, hard look at Hillary Rodham Clinton.
What do you think? Do you think she's a witch? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Hillary Clinton of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet she's a witch.
"Try her! Convict her! Condemn her! Put her to death for practicing witchcraft and for being a witch. She's a witch!"
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witches 6, 7, 8 & 9
Yet, seemingly so by the names of the next three women on my list of accused witches, and rightly so, maybe the Prince of Darkness prefers dark meat to white meat. Maybe he more enjoys the taste of Nubian Princesses than he does skinny, white women. An interesting concept calling Satan the Dark Prince, in the way we tell the good cowboys from the bad cowboys by the color of that hats they wear, white or black, we tell the good angels from the bad angels by the color of their white or black wings. Yet, being that Satan is indeed the Prince of Darkness, maybe Satan is into the dark skinned, women, whether black, brown, or mulatto, maybe he prefers women who know how to get down, dirty, and twerk dance with the Devil.
Now that I think of it, I wonder if a witch is born white, if she can return to life as a black witch. Yet in this society where black people are so prejudice against, why would any white woman want to return back as a black woman, unless, of course, they were a witch and can easily defend and protect themselves from rednecks, the KKK, and from the Aryan Nation? Taking this train of thought a step further, I wonder if a wizard born as a man can return to life as a witch or vice versa. Now being that men are the chosen gender, I don't know why any man would want to return as a woman, unless, of course, he was a wizard who could easily protect himself from wife beaters and women abusers.
I don't know. I just don't know. What do you think? Being that I'm not a witch, all I can do is to speculate not only if witches are immortal and if they are here among us now. Yet, there are those who'd argue that in this age of racial prejudice, especially in this age of racial prejudice, that Oprah Winfrey, Michele Obama, and Beyoncé are all witches.
What do you think? Do you think that Oprah Winfrey, Michele Obama, and Beyoncé are witches? Let's add another black woman to the mix, shall we? How about Halley Berry? Maybe she's a witch too. Assuredly and admittedly, she's certainly beautiful enough, successful enough, intelligent enough, articulate enough, and confident enough to be a witch? Do you think that Halley Berry is a witch?
Let's be honest here. Tell me. In these times of racism still alive and well in America, how else can four black women become so prominently famous, so highly successful, and so fabulously rich? Not only must they overcome being a woman but also they must overcome being a black woman, an impossible feat of dedicated determination and luck, wouldn't you say?
Yet, forget about what I think for a minute. What do you think? Do you think they're all witches? Do you hereby accuse Oprah Winfrey, Michele Obama, Beyoncé, and Halley Berry of being witches? They all could be modern day witches? Are they witches? I really don't know if they're all witches or not but I bet that they are.
Definitely, I dare write that Oprah Winfrey, Michele Obama, Beyoncé, and Halley Berry are witches. What do you think? Do you think they're witches? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Oprah Winfrey, Michele Obama, Beyoncé, and Halley Berry of being witches? They could all be modern day witches? Are they witches? I really don't know if they're all witches or not but I bet they're witches.
"Witch! Witch! Witch! Witch!"
* * * * *
Witches 10 & 11
Indeed, if any women are witches today, they are women who are still practicing their spells, making their potions, and applying their enchanted witchcraft for their personal benefit and perhaps, even for the benefit of others. With some people believing in miracles, maybe the miracles they suspect happening is really black magic and witchcraft performed by witches instead of saints. Certainly with all of the good that these four woman have done for society whether entertaining them, serving them, and/or donating to charity, just because they're witches doesn't necessarily mean that they're bad witches. Oh, no. Just as there are a lot of bad witches out there, there are plenty of good witches around too. For all that I know, with the transformation that witches have had to make over thousands of years to survive until today and to continue to thrive in the future, they all could be good witches.
Although, staying true to their roots, maybe one of them is a bad witch. If one of those four women mentioned was a bad witch, who would you pick as the bad witch? If I was to pick which one of those four women is the bad witch, Oprah, Michele Obama, Beyoncé, or Halley Berry, I'd pick Oprah. She looks as though she's hiding a dark secret other than the fact that she's lesbian.
As beaten down that black woman still are in our modern day society, how else can we explain that these four, powerful, black women could break their binds that chain them without the help of magic, spells, potions, witchcraft, and the help of the Devil? Taking witchcraft and them being the Devil's disciples a step further, how else can we explain the superhuman feats and inherent supernatural tennis talents of the Williams sisters, Venus and Serena? Oh, yeah, what about these two women? Do you think they're normal human beings or do you think they're witches?
Fearsome on the tennis courts, other than that they are witches who practice witchcraft, these two sisters being witches is the only logical explanation that we have that they aren't superhuman but not human at all. No other women have accomplished what these two witches have. Bigger than life, they are stronger, faster, and more powerful than any other women on the planet. It just makes me wonder what kind of deal they made with the Devil for him to reward them with such success and riches.
What did they promise Satan for him to give them all that they have? Maybe it was just sex. Maybe in the way that Oprah, Michele Obama, Beyoncé, and Halley Berry promised the Devil sex, maybe the Williams sisters had and are still having sex with the Devil too. Surely, only the Devil could handle the Williams sisters in bed. If they sucked and fucked the way they play tennis, they'd kill an ordinary, human man.
Definitely they're witches. What do you think? Do you think they're witches? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse the Williams sisters, Venus and Serena Williams of being witches? They could be modern day witches? Are they witches? I really don't know if they're witches or not but I bet they're witches.
"Witch! Witch!"
* * * * *
Witches #12, 13, 14, 15 & 16
Yet even though the Dark Prince may perhaps prefers dark mean to white meat, obviously he's not confined to just having demonic sex with black women. Oh, yeah, white, yellow, red, brown, or black, Satan loves women. No matter what the color, Satan loves pussy. Satan loves sex. Take a moment to think about who else may be a witch. Can you think of any other women practicing witchcraft and black magic? Can you think of any other women who may be witches?
If they aren't witches, how else can we explain the rocket to stardom rise of Kim Kardashian, Britney Spears, Paris Hilton, Taylor Swift, and Miley Cyrus? Unless these five women are witches who made a pact with the Devil by giving him sex, none of them have any real beauty, talent, or intelligence? Once their makeup is scraped off, not one of them is even very pretty. Certainly the talent and intelligence of any one of them or all of them combined is not deserving of the fame and the fortune they've received.
What do you think? Do you think they're all witches? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Kim Kardashian, Britney Spears, Paris Hilton, Taylor Swift, and Miley Cyrus of being modern day witches? They all could be modern day witches? Are they witches? I really don't know if they're witches or not but I bet they're all witches.
"Witch! Witch! Witch! Witch! Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #17
Now that we've uncovered sixteen suspected witches, who else do you think is a witch? What do you think about Angelina Jolie as being a witch? Is she a witch? She's beautiful, sexy, charming, captivating, successful, articulate, intelligent, and confident enough to be a witch.
Rubbing it in our faces by taunting and teasing us, when she recently played a wicked witch in Maleficent, maybe that wasn't much of a stretch for her to pretend that she's a witch. Maybe in reality she is a witch, an evil witch. If you were to ask Jennifer Aniston if Angelina Jolie is a witch, without hesitation, she'd say that she is a witch. Do you think Angelina Jolie is a witch for her to steal Brad Pitt away from Jennifer Aniston?
What do you think? Do you think she's a witch? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Angelina Jolie of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet she's a witch.
I can just imagine her standing over a boiling cauldron of vile, sickening, secret ingredients while saying the words she needed to say for her magic spell to work.
"Before I take a fit, Deliver me Brad Pitt. Remove him from Jennifer Aniston, Before they have a daughter or a son."
"Wow!" Oh, yeah, definitely, I'd bet that Angelina Jolie is a bitch and a witch.
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #18
With the rocket to fame stardom of Sophia Vergera, possibly she's a witch too. Seriously what human woman has a body like that without her being a witch? C'mon, let's be real here. Even a team of plastic surgeons can't make the sexy body that she has. I'm willing to bet that Sophia Vergera is a witch.



What do you think? Do you think she's a witch? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Sophia Vergera of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet she is a witch.
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #19
What about Lady Gaga? Do you think she's a witch? At only 5'1" tall, she's certainly short enough and butt ugly enough to be a witch from colonial times. With all of her costumed disguises, she's certainly clever enough to be a witch. I don't know that she is a witch or not but I'm willing to bet that Lady Gaga is a modern day witch.
What do you think? Do you think she's a witch? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Lady Gaga, Stefani, Joanne, Angelina Germanotta, real name, of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet she is a witch.
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #20
An obvious choice to be suspected of being a witch, my predominant candidate of being a witch and of using witchcraft to her personal benefit and to enhance her literary success with fame and fortune would be JK Rowling. Surely, JK Rowling is a witch, right? She must be. Why else would she write about Harry Potter with his magic wand wizardry if she wasn't a witch? How else would she know so much about witches, wizards, spells, potions, and magic wands if she wasn't a real witch now masquerading as a writer of fiction? Some fantasy writer she is when she's writing nothing more than her real life reality.
What do you think? Do you think she's a witch? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse JK Rowling of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet she is a witch.
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #21
Gisele Bundchen with her record number of 120 Vogue covers and her billion dollar empire is definitely a witch. Let's not forget the magic spell she put over the New England Patriots quarterback, Tom Brady, for her to steal him away from his high school sweetheart Bridget Moynahan. In the way that Angelina Jolie conjured up a spell to steal Brad Pitt from Jennifer Aniston, Gisele Bundchen conjured up a spell to steal Tom Brady from the love of his life, his intended wife, Bridget Moynahan. How dare she?
"Mirror, mirror on the wall, Who's best quarterback of all?" "The best quarterback is Tom Brady." "Then bring him here to be my baby."
What do you think? Do you think she's a witch? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Gisele Bundchen of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet she is a witch.
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #22
Now that I think more about it, how about Supreme Court Justice Ruth Bader Ginsberg? Is she a witch? She certainly looks like a witch. With only a face that a mother could love, definitely she's homely enough to be a witch of olden times. Having the audacity to not even wear a disguise and to continue to dress in black while wearing her black robe, she sits in judgment of us and makes our laws. If anything, she's one powerful witch.
What do you think? Do you think she's a witch? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Supreme Court Justice Ruth Bader Ginsberg of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet she's a witch.
"Witch!"
* * * * *
Witch #23
In this era of fifteen minute fame, there are those who are seemingly so randomly chosen and who are rewarded with millions of dollars, along with the opportunities with public appearances and book and movie deals. Monica Lewinski comes to mind as the woman who has received so much financial reward from giving one man, albeit the most powerful man in the free world, the President of the United States, one lousy blowjob. She didn't even swallow but spat it out all over her blue dress.
With now that the suspected witch, Hillary Clinton, perhaps making a run for the president of the United States, don't you think it odd that witch Monica Lewinski suddenly resurfaces after being silently absent for so long. Perhaps, Hillary and Monica were in cahoots to play and trap poor Bill into having sex. Think about it. Just as Hillary is a suspected witch, maybe Monica is a suspected witch too.
Go ahead. I dare you. Tell me she's not a witch. Unless she put as spell over him, why else would the president pick her over someone else? Without question, Jennifer Flowers was much sexier and so very much prettier than Monica Lewinski. Why would he forsake one over the other, unless he was possessed by witchery?
What do you think? Do you think she's a witch? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Monica Lewinski of being a witch? She could be a modern day witch? Is she a witch? I really don't know if she's a witch or not but I bet she's a witch.
"Witch!"
"Witch! Witch! Witch! Witch! Witch! Witch! Witch! Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Angelina Jolie, Sophia Vergera, Lady Gaga, JK Rowling, Gisele Bundchen, Ruth Bader Ginsberg, and Monica Lewinski, all seven of those women are witches."
To be continued...
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I'd like to thank Steven for giving me the inspiration to write this story.
With Brett injured and his mother on her way to Bermuda, Susan to the rescue.
A couple of hours later while Tiffany and Michael were waiting at the airport to board their plane for Miami for them to board the ship for their cruise to Bermuda, Susan answered the phone at home.
"Hello?"
There was a brief silence on the other end as if the caller expected someone else to answer the phone and had the wrong number.
"Hello?" Again a pause on the other end. "This is Elizabeth, the school nurse calling on behalf of your son, Brett."
School nurse? My son? The nurse must think she's Tiffany. Susan hoped that Brett wasn't injured or ill.
"I'm not Brett's mother. I'm a close family friend. Is he okay?"
She imagined the worst, a broken leg or another concussion, with him always being injured during football practice.
"I can only discuss the condition of his injury with his parent or legal guardian," said the nurse. "Are you his legal guardian?"
With Tiffany and Michael already at the airport, now what is she going to do?
"No," said Susan. "His parents are at the airport ready to board a plane for Miami for their cruise to Bermuda. I'm housesitting while watching their children." Feeling pressured, Susan thought quickly what to do in an emergency. "If I call Brett's Mom and she calls you with permission for me to intercede on her behalf in Brett's medical care, will that work?"
Susan knew that whatever happened to Brett must be pretty bad for the school nurse to call home.
"Yes," said the nurse. "Parental permission is acceptable even over the phone. Brett's fine. Don't worry. He just had an accident on the football field. The inside of his thighs are badly bruised where the helmet of another player hit."
Relieved that it was only bruised thighs and not a broken leg, as if that wasn't bad enough that he was injured yet again, the first thing that went through Susan's mind was that he had a head injury, another concussion. These high school coaches thing that their players are professionals when they're just boys that haven't fully developed yet.
"Actually, now that I think of it. Brett is an adult. He's over 18-years-old. He doesn't need parental permission for anyone to speak on his behalf," said Susan. "He can even request that I be in the room with him, if that's his wish."
There was a pause and a rustle of papers as if the nurse was checking his school records to verify his age.
"Oh, I didn't know he was over 18," said the nurse with a face full of relief.
In the way she was being so familiar with his cock, if he was a minor, she'd be a sexual offender, a pedophile, but with him being of age, she was off the hook. Now, once he graduated high school, without fear of losing her job, she was free to look him up, make a date, and have her wicked, sexual way with him without having any repercussions from the school board.
"His mother held him back a year for him to start school a year later, until he was more emotionally mature," said Susan. "I'm sure you know that he's not the brightest crayon in the Crayola box," said Susan with a laugh.
Obviously reaching a topic of discussion that they both agreed, the nurse laughed too.
"They're all like that at that age," said the nurse in commiseration. "They all think they know everything when they don't know anything. It's my job to guide them and to help teach them right from wrong," said Nurse Elizabeth getting high up on her soap box.
Teach him what? Sex? Is that what she thinks she's going to teach Brett? With Brett already having had sex with his sister and wanting to have sex with her too, his mother's best friend, Brett knows all about sex. Guide him? Guide him where? Into her bed? With Susan wanting to have sex with Brett too, obviously, this nurse was just as slutty as she was. Suddenly relieved the Brett was in good hands, Susan liked the nurse. For some inexplicable reason, she bonded with her. Perhaps they had a connection because they were both cougars on the prowl looking for young, hard bodied men who had big, hard cocks.
"I was the same way at that age," admitted Susan.
As if Brett's cock was her personal, pliable plaything of pure sexual pleasure, Nurse Elizabeth continued holding Brett's erection in her hand while talking to Susan on her cell phone. Slowly she stroked him while he felt her tits through her nurse's uniform. If only Susan knew what was happening in the nurse's office, she'd probably pull up a chair and watch in the way that she pulled up a chair to watch Brett having sex with his sister, Erin.
"Okay, thank you for telling me that he's over 18-years-old," said the nurse. "I'll tell him that you're coming to take him home. I'm sure he'll love to see you."
She wondered how a nurse can care for a patient without knowing all that she can about his medical background, the least of which is his age.
"I'm surprised you didn't know his age. With him injured enough at school, just curious but don't you have his medical record there with you? He's been hurt playing football so many times before that he must have an extensive file."
She listened as the nurse rustled through my papers.
"I do," said the nurse. "With the two boys carrying him in and with Brett in such pain, more concerned with his injuries, I just didn't take the time to read completely through his medical record. My first concern was to administer him medical care," she said stroking him a little faster before leaning forward to briefly take him in her mouth to suck him.
Nurse Elizabeth stood, took a step back, and ran her tongue across her lips while staring at Brett. If only Susan knew that the nurse was more concerned with Brett's cock than she was with his medical care, they'd be friends. If only Susan knew that Nurse Elizabeth just took Brett's cock in her mouth, she'd be jealous. With them sharing the same sexual peccadillo in their appreciation of having sex with much younger men, no doubt, they'd become close enough. They could compare notes. They could go clubbing together. No doubt, if only having their sexual preferences in common, they'd be best friends.
"And what medical care have you given him?"
If only Susan knew that Brett was in good hands, literally and figuratively, as well in good mouth too, she needn't worry.
"I gave him an ice bag to reduce the swelling and a couple of aspirin," said the nurse.
Ice bag? Even though the nurse told him that he had badly bruised thighs, Susan figured he must have hit his head.
"So what happened? How is he?"
"He was hit in the groin when tackled by a much bigger player. He wasn't wearing a cup. He said he forgot his cup at home," said the nurse. "The inside of his thighs are badly bruised. He's lucky he didn't break a leg or even both of his legs."
At least now with the nurse aware of his age and adult status, there wouldn't be any issue of her getting information from the nurse or from Brett.
"But, just so that there's no issues, I'll call his mother to make her aware of what happened and will have her call you with permission for you to discuss his medical condition with me. I'd rather she know firsthand what has happened with her son," said Susan. "I'm leaving for the school right after I call her."
Susan figured just in case his injury needed a doctor's care, she'd have Tiffany call Brett's doctor in advance too. If he were her son, she'd want him checked out by a doctor and perhaps to have an X-ray in the way that baseball teams do for their players even if they have a broken fingernail. It's overboard how baseball ballplayers are pampered. If they were hockey players with broken teeth, contusions, and broken ribs, they'd just send them back on the ice and give them medical care for them after the game.
"Bye," said the nurse.
"Bye," said Susan.
Susan called Tiffany.
* * * * *
"Hello?"
Tiffany answered the phone while sitting at the airport waiting for her plane to board.
"Hi Tiffany, its Susan."
"What happened? What's wrong?"
Tiffany panicked as only a mother can panic.
"Not to worry. Brett is fine but he was hurt on the football field," said Susan. "Do you need the number for the school nurse?"
"Oh God. How serious is it this time? How is he? It's always something with him. He's had so many injuries with that damn football that I have the school nurse's number on speed dial. I just hope it's not another concussion. I just hope he hasn't broken anything," she said. "Brett hurt himself playing football again," said Tiffany to Michael.
"With him graduating in a few weeks, I'm glad he's a senior and this is his last year of football," said Michael in the background.
"The nurse said not to worry so maybe his injuries are minor. She said he has some bruising on his inner thighs where another player hit him with his helmet," said Susan to Tiffany. "At first the nurse wouldn't disclose any information about his medical condition unless she has your permission. Can you call her? I'm on my way to the school right now," said Susan.
"He's eighteen Susan. He doesn't need my permission. He can speak for himself," she said. "Being the horn ball that he is and with the crush that he has on you, I'm sure he'll have no problem with you being in the room with him while being examined," said Tiffany with a dirty laugh.
"I told the nurse he's over eighteen but in case he needs medical care while you're away, after you call the school nurse, can you call his primary care doctor for her to allow me to be in the room with him? You know how combative he gets with doctors," she said.
"You're right. He's not a very good patient. I'll call Elizabeth, the school nurse and then I'll call Robin, his doctor," said Tiffany laughing suddenly. "With a continuous, sexually excited look on his face, the last time he injured himself, I gave him sponge baths and he always had an erection," she said laughing.
"He must have loved that," said Susan while she imagined giving Brett the same type of medical care.
The image of her stroking Brett's cock while giving him a sponge bath consumed her. Not putting it past her, she wondered if Tiffany gave Brett a hand job and/or a blow job while giving him a sponge bath in the way that she obviously would if the opportunity ever presented itself.
"With me washing his cock as if giving him a hand job, it wouldn't surprise me if he purposely injured himself just so that you can give him sponge baths and wash his cock in my absence," she said with a laugh.
Susan imagined giving Brett sponge baths while paying special attention to cleaning his cock by wrapping her hand around it and rubbing it up and down and up and down really fast. Inspiring her sexual fantasy, she imagined her tee shirt getting wet, so wet that it was virtually see through and she wasn't wearing a bra. She imagined Brett feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her tee shirt, while she washed his cock before he ejaculated his cum all over her hand.
"I'll call you when I bring him home to let you know if I'll be bringing him to see his doctor or if the doctor can't see him and if I need to bring him to the emergency room," said Susan. "I'm almost at the school now."
Susan parked her car in the school parking lot and walked the long distance from her car to the school. Depending how injured Brett is, she may have to wheel him out in a wheel chair, leave him at the door, and pick him up in her car.
"I'll be on a plane by then and then a ship. You may not be able to reach me until I dock somewhere. We're boarding now Susan. I'll call you when I land at Miami," said Tiff. "Thank you for taking care of my children."
"No problem," said Susan.
With Brett 18-years-old and his sister, Erin, 19-years-old, acting more adult with all of the sexual content and context in their lives, they're hardly children. If only Tiffany knew the good, sexual care she was hoping to give Brett and Erin while she was gone, she wondered if she'd approve. With the school doors locked for security, Susan rang the bell while looking in the camera.
"Yes? Hello? May I help you?"
Not that long ago, Susan remembered when she was in college. A different time back then, anyone could walk on the school grounds and in the school. Now with all of the recent school shootings, nearly every school across the country has beefed up security and is virtually on continue lockdown.
One time when she left the toilet after peeing, she saw a man in the mirror standing in the girls' bathroom and in the open stall behind her with his pants down around his ankles. He was watching her in the mirror leaving her stall. Immediately, she noticed him. With her being the exhibitionist that she was back then, if she was born a guy, no doubt, she'd be doing the same thing, flashing women her cock. Being that she was alone with him in the women's toilet, she raised her short skirt and lower her panty and leaned forward to moon him while giving him a show of her pussy and ass. She washed her hands and left while he ejaculated on the floor to all that she showed him and all that he saw of her.
She should have reported him but she didn't. He was harmless. If anything, she felt bad for him. For him to flash himself in that way, someone must have sexually abused him in the way that seven separate men sexually abused her. Now the schools are more like prisons on lockdown than they are places of learning. As if the airports aren't bad enough with their TSA agents body searching everyone, and as if schools are now a city, state, or federal building with their metal detectors, no one gets in and no one leaves without going through security first.
"I'm here to see the school nurse. My son was injured," she said lying that Brett was her son for the purpose of not having to explain and share personal information with the school secretary.
"I'll buzz you in," she said.
'That was easy,' thought Susan. 'So much for security. She could have been anyone. She could have been packing a gun and had a grudge against a teacher. She could have been a kidnapper or a child molester.'
* * * * *
Susan walked to the nurse's office, a familiar walk she's made numerous times with Tiffany. With her knowing the school nurse and the school nurse knowing her, she knew that once the nurse saw her that there wouldn't be a problem with her sharing Brett's medical information. Besides, with Brett being 18, she wouldn't have a problem accompanying him to the doctor's office too as his temporary parent either. With the nurse's office only a couple of doors down from the principal's office, if she wasn't driving Tiffany to see the principal because of something that Erin attitudinally did when she was in high school, she was there to see the nurse with Brett being hurt playing football. She was glad that he was graduating high school in a few short weeks.
Not the brightest bulb, when it came to school, it took Tiffany all the convincing that she could muster to convince Brett to attend community college in September. Erin was no better. It took all the convincing that Tiffany could muster for her to convince Erin to attend college for nursing a couple of years ago when she graduated high school instead of working at a minimum wage job and hanging out with her friends. With all the naked bodies that Erin has already seen at only 20-years-old, almost 21, it made perfect sense that she'd want to be a nurse or a mortician. Obviously, she has a thing for naked bodies.
As soon as Susan entered the nurse's office, as she knew she would, the nurse recognized her. An older woman in her fifties, a woman who never married and took her job very seriously as if every student was her child or her potential 18-year-old sex partner, Susan could tell she had repressed issues of sexual frustration. A redeeming quality that Susan shared with the school nurse, in the way that older men were predators of younger women, she was a predator of younger men too. She was one of those women who'd never admit that she had a sexual problem and an inherent sexual attraction to much younger men but it was obvious to Susan that she did. A common ground that they both shared and could relate over a cocktail or two, they were both cougars. Even though Susan wasn't married, divorced actually and didn't any children, she was still a MILF that any young man would want to fuck.
There were lots of rumors about Nurse Elizabeth meeting up with and dating male students after they graduated high school. Definitely she was a cougar on the prowl. In the way she dressed in her freshly starched uniform and wore her hair down instead of up and pinned back, never without her makeup and bright, red lipstick, she reminded Susan of Nurse Ratched, played by Louise Fletcher, from One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest. In the way that her hair was dyed blonde, she was busty, and she wore her nurse's uniform shorter and lower cut than it should be, she reminded Susan of Hot Lips Houlihan from MASH. When not referring to her as a MILF, Nurse Ratched and Hot Lips were how the students referred to her as.
"Susan. Hi. I thought that was you on the phone. I didn't put two and two together," said the nurse.
Susan gave her a smile while looking around her office for Brett.
"It's been a while since I was here last with Tiffany, Brett's Mom, a couple of months ago when he had his last concussion," said Susan. "How's the patient?"
As if she was about to share what really took place with the two players carried Brett in and deposited him on her table and in her care, a flicker of sexual excitement flashed across Nurse Elizabeth face.
"Well, he's fine but he's in a lot of pain. He's stiffly sore. You should have his family doctor check him out," she said. "I gave him an icepack to hold on his injured area. He's bruised but I didn't see any other injury. There's no bleeding but his inner thighs are still a little sore and tender to the touch. He wasn't wearing a cup," she said suddenly whispering. "He forgot it home and he was hit right in the testicles when tackled by a boy who weighs 300 pounds. He's all swollen down there," said the nurse giving Susan a perverse smile.
"I know. You told me that already over the phone," said Susan who was annoyingly uncomfortable talking to another cougar of a woman about Brett.
If she imagined the nurse stripping off his pants and underwear, and she did, she'd be right. Maybe because she deemed the nurse as sexual competition was the reason why she didn't like her talking about Brett's bruised and sore inner thighs. Seeing how the nurse acted with young men was as if holding a mirror up to Susan in the way that she acted with Brett. Susan saw much of herself in the nurse's inappropriate sexual behavior when it came to men who were less than half her age. In the nurse's obvious readiness to have sex with any student over 18-years-old, when picking up young men in bars and bringing them home for sex, she made Susan wonder if she'd be like her ten years from now. With this a small town, it was difficult for residents to keep secrets, especially someone in such a high profile position as the school nurse.
"What I didn't tell you over the phone was that I felt a lump in his testicle when I was examining him. I've handled enough testicles in my career to know when something doesn't feel right," said the nurse. "Most times it's nothing but it's always good to have a doctor have a look."
Even though the nurse was always professional when in her environment of nursing, in the way she stared, leered, and lusted over the 18-year-old male students, it was obvious to Susan that the nurse had repressed, sexual, frustration issues. With the whole school aware of her salaciously bawdy reputation but having no proof that any of the rumors were true, she always viewed the nurse as bit of a pervert instead of a prude. What 18-year-old to 21-year-old man would step forward to report that they were sexually solicited and seduced by a horny, sexy woman who was more than twice their age?



A lump in his testicles? What the Hell was she doing examining his naked cock and testicles anyway unless she was doing that for her own personal, sexual satisfaction? She's not a doctor. Her medical treatment of Brett should have begun and ended with her giving him two aspirins and an ice pack. Feeling overly protective of Brett, Susan felt jealous that what the nurse was doing at school what Susan hoped to do at home.
The nurse accompanied Susan in the next room and around the drawn curtain. Brett was lying on his back on the table naked from the waist down holding an icepack. More shocking that he was naked from the waist down was that there was a young, pretty, sexy woman by his side. Not enough that she was jealous of the nurse and viewed her as sexually competition, but now there was another young woman in competition with her too. She was a younger woman, a prettier woman, and a sexier woman at his side while gawking at his mostly exposed cock but for the ice pack covering the area.
"Holly! What are you doing here? You shouldn't be here," said the nurse looking from Holly to Brett lying there practically naked before returning her focused attention back to Holly again.
"The principal wanted me to give you this notice and I just wanted to see how Brett was doing," said Holly turning to the nurse and smiling uncomfortably at Susan.
"Brett is naked. Have you no shame? Get out of here immediately you little whore," said the nurse.
Red faced angry, Holly shot the nurse a look.
"I'm no whore. I'm an 18-year-old, young woman who Brett took to his senior prom," she said with attitude. As if thinking better of what she was about to say, she paused before letting her words fly. "I've already held his cock in my hand, sucked on it in my mouth, and felt the full size of him in my pussy," she said. "We're more than just friends, bitch."
She made a face at the nurse before sticking her tongue out at her as if to say, you should be so lucky to have sex with him in the way that I already have.
"I was wrong with my initial assessment of you. You're not a little whore. You're a big whore. Now get out before I report you and put you on detention," said the nurse.
* * * * *
Susan walked over to Brett and took his hand in hers. Holding his hand up to her breasts, she pressed the back of his hand against her tits. Obviously she knew that men have tit feelers and breast sensors on nearly every part of their bodies. Assuredly, she knew that he could feel her tits with the back of his hand nearly as well as if he was cupping her tits in the palm of his hand.
"Hi Susan," said Brett unembarrassed and unashamed that he was laying there without pants or underwear and with just an ice bag covering his cock and testicles.
"How are you feeling?"
Susan looked from Brett to look down at his hand holding the ice bag before looking back up at him.
"I'm sore," he said. He looked up at Susan and smiled a sexy smile. "Wanna see?"
Again a look of sexual excitement flashed across the nurses' face. Obviously, it was one thing for her to see and hold Brett's cock in her hand but it was quite another thing to be privy to see his prick in the company of Susan. Both women looked from one to the other before staring at Brett's hand concealing his cock with the ice pack. It was seemingly strange that three women were interested in seeing Brett's swollen package for three different reasons.
Holly, already sexually intimate with Brett, was concerned for his wellbeing, as well as his cock and testicles. Under the false pretense of giving him medical care, the nurse just wanted to see and feel an 18-year-old's cock and testicle no matter if they were swollen or not. Susan was just using this medical visit as her way to sexually control Brett later. Oblivious to their reasons and not caring why any of the three women were there, no doubt, Brett was just eager to show off his penis to as many women who wanted to see his cock.
He lifted the icepack to expose his bruised thighs and naked cock and testicles to Susan and to the nurse. Apparently, even with the cold ice pack relaxing his cock, he wasn't injured enough not to have an erection because he had a big one that stood straight up in the air at full attention as soon as the weight to the ice pack was off of it. One would think that the cold ice pack would prevent him from having and maintaining and erection but conversely, the ice pack seemed to stimulate his sexual arousal.
"Well it looks like I'll be giving you lots of sponge baths," said Susan to Brett while winking at the nurse.
As if dizzy with sexual excitement, the nurse put her hand to the bottom of her neck as if she was suddenly having trouble breathing. Too bad she didn't think of that before but maybe, after Susan told the nurse that Tiffany gave Brett sponge baths, she was thinking of giving Brett sponge baths too now. Perhaps, while feeling her naked body everywhere she wanted a young man less than half her age to feel her naked body, she was thinking of Brett giving her a sponge bath. Whichever it was, it was obvious that the nurse needed a man in her life.
Yet, not wanting any man, she wanted a young man, a man a third her age. Without a doubt, she needed to get laid by a young man who not only possessed a hard cock that wasn't induced by a Viagra pill but also a young man in great physical condition who could go on and on in the way of a Sexual Eveready Bunny. With Brett laying there with his cock on full display, she was beside herself with obvious sexual interest in him. If Susan wasn't in the room with them, no doubt, Nurse Elizabeth would be taking Brett's cock in her mouth again. Maybe if Nurse Elizabeth wasn't in the room with them, in the way she was staring at his erection, Susan may have taking Brett's cock in her mouth too.
The next day with a doctor's appointment that Tiffany made from Miami, Susan readied herself to take Brett to see his Family Care doctor, Doctor Robin as Brett familiarly referred to her.
To be continued...
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Queen Emma desperately tries to make sense of her dreams with her son, Prince Henry
Emma yawned and stretched herself awake. She had another disturbing albeit sexually exciting dream again last night about her son, Henry, again. Hard for her to believe, it took her a moment for her to realize what year it was. Returning herself to present day, it took her a moment for her to clear her head from enough of the dream to realize that it was 2014 and not 1585, the era she's been dreaming about lately. If it wasn't bad enough that she was dreaming about having sex with her son, she was having disturbing dreams of traveling back in time. She had no idea what caused her to have such strange, sexual dreams of her son and of 16th century England, a time of kings, queens, princes, princesses, knights, lords, ladies, and castles.
After thinking more about her recent, reoccurring dreams, she was preoccupied living more than four hundred years ago. What was that about? Seemingly some of her dreams made sense while several other of her dreams totally confounded her if not sexually frustrated her. As if more Déjà vu and not really a dream, there were those dreams that were so real, so sexually exciting, and so violently disturbing that she felt that she had lived through them before. Playing tricks with her mind, it was sometimes difficult for her to tell fantasy from reality and fact from fiction. When she wasn't wondering if she had lived before, she wondered if she was losing her mind.
"Did I or didn't I live then? Did I or didn't I do that all of those sexual things with my son? With it all so real, I feel as, while living them, if I've already experience that and had incestuous sex with my son over and again."
As disturbing and sexual exciting were her dreams, she didn't understand them. Even with those dreams that she remembered more in detail, she couldn't make sense of them. She didn't understand why the suddenness of all of these dreams of things that may or may not have happened centuries ago? She had no idea why her realistic dreams and sexual fantasies suddenly took hold of her and controlled her mind.
Now that she was dreaming about her son while sexually fantasizing about having sex with her son, she couldn't remove him from her mind. With her naked body always before him, his naked body was already before her. Maybe something that's happening to her now in real life triggered something and is helping her to remember what happened to her in the past. Has she lived before? She didn't know. Just as she was so upset by her dreams, she was so sexually aroused by her dreams. She didn't know why she was having such dreams. Has she been reincarnated to live now? She had no idea other than she felt as if she was going crazy.
* * * * *
Evidentially hot from her warm room, from the erotic heat of her sexual fantasy of a dream, or a combination of them both, she had kicked off the sheet from her naked body sometime during the night. With her awake and still tingling from her sexy dreams, she felt even more sexually aroused that she was in bed naked. Only, she wished she wasn't alone. She wished she was with her special someone. She wished she was in bed naked with her son, Henry. With her always dreaming of him as her Prince in her dreams, she was his Queen. She looked down at herself and at the shapely curves of her naked body. Unable to stop herself from wishing her son was there with her naked too, she wondered how she could make what happened in her dreams happen in real life today.
Sexually frustrated and horny, she was tempted to flash her son and to sexually tease him when he did finally arrive home from England to live with her again. Only afraid to make an ass of herself, fearing her remorse for flashing him and her regret for sexually teasing him, she wondered what he'd do if he happened by her bedroom and saw her sleeping naked in the way she sleeps now. As if he was there now at her bedroom door looking in, after giving him a good, long look of her naked ass, she rolled over on her back and parted her legs to expose her trimmed, auburn pussy to him. From where she imagined him standing at her open bedroom door and staring inside of her room, she imagined what he'd see.
He'd see her long, shapely legs, her pussy slit, and her bare, big breasts. If she rolled over again, he'd see her round, firm ass. In her dreams, she dreamt of him taking her vaginally and then anally, before taking her orally. Making her suck him, she offered no resistance and had no compunction about sucking his cock after it had been buried in her ass. In her dreams, he totally controlled her before she turned the tables and totally controlled him. After he had his wicked sexual way with his mother, she made her son her bitch. Obedient only to her, she made her son her sexual slave.
Assuredly, if she was any other woman but his mother and he was any other man but her son, undoubtedly, when walking by her open room and seeing her so nakedly indisposed, he'd look. No doubt, more than just sneaking a peek, he'd stop and stare. Assuredly, if she was any other woman but his mother and if he was any other man but her son, he'd step in her bedroom and awaken her with his deep, wet kisses and with his slow sexual touches. While touching herself, feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, she imagined Henry feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. While lightly rubbing her clit and exploring the wetness of her vagina, she imagined it was Henry's fingers instead of her fingers rubbing her clit and fucking her pussy.
"Henry, I want you. I must have you," she said out loud and for no one to hear. "Come to me Henry. Come to your mother, your queen."
Undoubtedly, if she was any other woman but his mother and if he was any other man but her son, acting upon the fact that she was in bed naked, he'd take her and she'd submit to him. Even though she'd be more than willing to give her son hot sex, playing her part as the reluctant mother, she imagined him forcing himself on her and forcing her to kiss him. She imagined him parting her lips with his tongue while exploring her naked body with his hands.
"No, Henry. Stop. You mustn't. Please. No. I'm your mother and you're my son," she imagined saying. "We mustn't do this. It's so wrong."
Only, how could something so right be so wrong? How could she possibly say no to him? How could she deny her son the pleasure of her body when they being sexually together through history was their destiny?
"Sorry Mom but I can't control myself. You must sexually submit to me, if even just this one time," she imagined him saying to her and her willingly going along with him.
If she was any other woman but his mother and if he was any man but her son, she imagined him walking in her bedroom where she lay naked. She imagined him staring at her breasts while feeling her breasts, fondling her breasts, squeezing her breasts, and sucking her nipples. While spending time with her big breasts, she imagined him reaching his hand down to finger her clit before sliding his naked body down to lick to comfortably position himself between her shapely thighs. If she was any other woman but his mother and he was any man but her son, he'd finger her pussy while licking her pussy. If only she wasn't his mother and if only he wasn't her son, she'd be so happy to have Henry as her lover.
"Henry, I love you," she said moving her hands down between her legs as if she was holding his head in her hands while he licked and pleasured her with his fingers and tongue.
If she was any woman but his mother and he was any man but her son, she imagined him having hot, passionate sex with her more than willing body. Surely, even if she's his mother and he's her son, a hormone driven, horny, young man his age, at only 22-years-old, should definitely be sexually attracted to someone who looks like her in the way that she's sexually attracted to someone who looks like him. Perhaps what holds him back from acting on his lustful desires and sexual impulses to have sex with her, whenever he was home for the weekend, was because she was his mother and he was her son. She really didn't know why he didn't take her but she suspected that negative aspects of incest was the obvious reason why he didn't make the first move to seduce her.
With incest getting in the way of ruining her sexual good time, it was such a waste of time and energy to ponder such things that really didn't matter to her. Truth be told, Emma didn't care that Henry was her son and she was his mother. With her knowing for sure that she has already had sex with him in another time and in another place, she needed to somehow continue their sexual, love affair in the present. Yet, not ready to make a fool of herself, if only she knew that he wanted her too, she'd flash and tease him enough for him to make the first move. If only he'd make the first move, with her not strong enough to resist him and in the way that she so wanted him, she'd make every move thereafter. If only he knew that they were sexually and intimately together in another time and another place, maybe he wouldn't be so reluctant about making the first sexual move on her now.
If only he knew it didn't matter to her that he was her son and she was his mother in the way that it obviously mattered to him, she'd show him such sexual passion that she's never shown any man before. She'd make him a sexual memory that no other woman could possibly match. Wouldn't it be funny albeit amazing, if he wanted her as much as she wanted him? Wouldn't it be funny albeit sexually appropriate, if he masturbated over her in the way that she masturbates over him? She wanted him. She had to have him. Being that she already knew what it felt like to be sexually intimate with him already in her dreams and sexual fantasies, she needed to know what it felt like to be sexually intimate with her son now.
She wondered if he lusted over her in the way she's lusted over him for years. Glad that she was alone albeit feeling so sexually frustrated, sleeping naked with her bedroom door open was something that she'd no longer be able to do once Henry was living with her again. As usual, waking up horny, she was tempted to touch herself and pleasure herself with her pink, blue, or purple rabbit while thinking of making love to Henry. She so loved her vibrator that she had more than one in different colors. While masturbating herself, it was then that she remembered more of her dream. She had another dream that she made love to her son again. So very real, as if she had already made love to him over and again in a prior life, those were the dreams that felt more like reality than they did sexual fantasies. Those were the dreams that haunted her with inescapable feeling sexual frustration, horniness, and of Déjà vu.
"God, why am I dreaming about Henry in that sexually disturbing way? What's wrong with me? How can I even contemplate having sex with my son but I can't help myself. I not only want him but also in the way that a woman loves a man, I love him."
* * * * *
Obviously working too many hours lately, she's been taking her work home with her, so to speak, albeit in her wet dreams. Unconsciously while in her sleep, she worked her way through ancient history times with some of the historical elements of her dreams sometimes distorted, twisted, incorrect, and at times jumbled together. Seemingly every 500 years or so, she traveled to a different time and a different place. She recalled dreams and sexual fantasies from 1 A. D., the 6th century, the 11th century, and now the 16th century.
She remembered being so dirty. She remembered being able to smell herself in the squalor where she lived more so before she became queen. Before becoming queen and before living such a lavishly spoiled life, she remembered being so angry and ready to kill any man who so much as looked at her never mind touched her. Obviously to the demise of her husband the king, she had been saving herself for her son. She only needed her husband to give her what she really so wanted, her son. Where she was expected to have sex with her king, it was her son who gave her the unbridled, sexual passion to have sex with him. It was her son that she wanted and not her husband. It was her Prince that she loved and not her King.
Yet, sexually and excitingly, in every one of her dreams, no matter the place or the time, there was one common theme, a finely woven thread, and that was her son. Always, she was there with her son and always her son was more to her than just her son. Her son was her lover. In every one of her dreams, she had intimate sexual relations with her son. Whether they are real or imagined, the dreams she had of the past surely were remembered for her to explain her sexual attraction to her son now. Certain of the fact that she's be reincarnated, perhaps not immediately remembering all of the details is something she must go through every time she's reincarnated. She wondered if her son was having similar dreams about her. She wondered if her son was dreaming and sexually fantasizing of her in the way she is of him.
* * * * *
Employed as one of the curators at the Museum of Fine Arts in Boston before traveling a quarter of the way across the globe, 6,500 miles or 10,460 kilometers to the Middle East, she accepted a job as one of the curators of the National Museum in Doha, Qatar. The ultra-modern museum is built around Sheikh Abdullah bin Jassim A-Thani's original palace, his family home and the seat of the government of Qatar for 25 years. Even though she was not from that part of the world but obviously by her accent was born in Boston, Massachusetts in the United States of America, she was still considered for the job. She was so chosen for the position as a good fit because she was not only an expert in Islamic art but also fluent in Arabic.
Never thinking she'd be living in the Middle East, and with her now living here for several years, a place like no other, surprisingly, with her seldom missing her life back in Boston, she loved this part of the world. Close enough to travel to, a short plane ride away, she only lived about 1,750 miles or 2,820 kilometers from the Great Pyramids in Giza, as far as Boston is from the middle of Kansas. For some reason, ever since she was a little girl, she had a keen interest in ancient history, especially in the ancient history of Egypt. Now that she's been having these dreams, perhaps her interest in ancient history has more to do with her being reincarnated in different places during different times than they do in inspiring her interest in ancient history.
When America bombed Iraq and Saddam Hussein's palaces and Iraqi's museums were vandalized, burglarized, and raided by thieves and those who didn't appreciate and know the intrinsic value of the invaluable artifacts that they stole, she wept. With this part of the world having a history that transcends thousands of years instead of the mere hundreds of years in the way of America's history, there was something magical and mystical about this part of the world. Now that she's visited here as well as other countries along her journey of reincarnation, she couldn't help but wonder if she's lived here before in another time.
Only more alarming than the dreams she's recently been having of England's 16th century castles, rather than dreaming of places and things, she's been dreaming of people, real live characters who she imagined living with hundreds of years ago. With the dreams and sexual fantasies that she's be having about Satan, witches, warlocks, wizards, dragons, kings, queens, knights, Lords, ladies, mythical Gods, and castles, she never knows what time or which place her dreams will take her. Some of her dreams combine with characters from one dream showing up in another. So colorfully vivid and so seemingly real, her dreams were so alive with action and fantasies, sexual and otherwise, that they filled her head with memories that made her wonder if she had lived another life before this one. In the way she regarded her son as her Prince and always dreamt of herself being a Queen, she wondered if they had been born to royalty.
"Whether then or now, wouldn't they be all shocked, if they knew that the Queen and her Prince were having sex?" With not even the maid there to hear her, as she gave the maid the day off today, she freely talked out loud to herself. "If only I could have sex with my son without guilt, remorse, or consequences, I would, that is if he wanted me."
More than her dreams being about snapshots of history and about her living prior lives, no matter the time or the place, in every one of her dreams, she dreamt about having sex with her son. As sexually exciting as it was morally disturbing, a reoccurring theme of her dream, she's been dreaming of being sexually intimate with her son. Yet more than just sex, it was debauchery between the two of them. In every one of her dreams, with her willing to do any sexual thing with him and to him, she was his whore and he was her man. In some dreams, he sexually contorted her and in other dreams, she sexually controlled him while tying him to a beam naked in the dungeon.
* * * * *
A time so different from today, incestuous sex was not only prevalent back then but also having sex with your mother, aunts, sisters, sons, and daughters was regarded more as a matter of course rather than of exception. With less people alive on the planet, with little communication, and with limited transportation, mostly due to lack of roads and bridges, it was difficult to meet a mutual agreeable companion for love and/or for sex from other parts of the country. Aside from all the whores that roamed the countryside, sometimes the only available women were the mothers and sisters of horny men. Men who lived hundreds of years ago and who could die in battle tomorrow gave little regard to the guilt and remorse that they'd feel today while having incestuous sex with their blood related relatives.
Without having men of their own, widowed mothers gave way to the horny emotions they had for their sons while lonely sisters gave way to the sexual lust they had for their brothers. Without having women of their own, horny men didn't think twice about having sex with their mothers, sisters, and daughters. It was just the way it was back then. Who was to know? Who was to judge, especially when everyone was doing it?
Understandably, in the way that Emma was so very sexually attracted to her son and with her always questioning her inappropriate sexual attraction to him, she couldn't help but wonder now if they were lovers in another life. With her continually dreaming about him in another time and another place, more than curious but with a nagging interest to know the reason for her vivid sexual dreams that always involved her son, she wondered how she could explore the truth of her past. Not thinking of it before but with her now wondering about reincarnation, she wondered if she should be hypnotized or analyzed to reveal what may have happened to her in a prior life. Only, with Islam not believing in reincarnation, not trusting anyone to keep her sexual secrets, not even trusting a Qatari psychologist, psychiatrist, and/or hypnotist with her dreams and fantasies, especially where her son was the incestuous, sexual star, she kept her sexual fantasies to herself.
In thinking about another solution to discovering the reason for her disturbing albeit sexually exciting dreams, she wondered if it would help if a writer recorded all that she was dreaming and sexually fantasizing about for her to piece together her unconscious puzzle of dreams. Recently, she had met an American travel writer, Susan Jill Parker, at the café downstairs who was visiting Qatar while on vacation. What may sound silly to someone else may not sound so silly to a creative writer. Hoping to finally understand them by documenting them, the explanation of her dreams was important enough to Emma that she wondered if she could persuade Susan by commissioning her to record her dreams. So long as she kept her identity secret, perhaps she could even use her dreams and sexual fantasies in an erotic story. With Susan returning back to America in a week or two, safe with her secret, so long as she promised not to use her real name, no one would know her sexy secrets of wanting to sleep with her son.



To be continued...
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Witches and wizards never die. They are here now and are here to stay. ...And so is Satan.
Warlocks, Wizards, and Sorcerers #1, 2, and 3
Taking this naming of witches a step further, in the way that woman can be witches, men can be warlocks, wizards, and sorcerers. How else can one explain the explosive success of Simon Cowell, Ryan Seacrest, and Randy Jackson? Look at them. Just look at them. None of them really good looking. All of them are shorter than average height. They are just ordinary men at best. Except for Randy who plays bass guitar, none of them have any real talent. So I ask you this, how can these three men have acquired the monumental success that they have?
Why do you think they're all so rich? In the case of these three men, how is their financial success even possible? My only explanation, do you think they're a warlock, a wizard, and/or a sorcerer? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Simon Cowell, Ryan Seacrest, and Randy Jackson of being a warlock, wizard, or sorcerer?
Do you hereby accuse Simon Cowell of being a warlock? Do you hereby accuse Ryan Seacrest of being a wizard? Do you hereby accuse Randy Jackson of being a sorcerer? They could be a modern day warlock, wizard, and sorcerer. Are they a warlock, a wizard, and a sorcerer? I really don't know if they're a warlock, a wizard, or a sorcerer or not but them to have the super success that they have I bet they are.
"Warlock! Wizard! Sorcerer!"
* * * * *
Warlock, Wizard, or Sorcerer #4, #5, and #6
How about Harvey Weinstein and Quentin Tarantino? Do you think they are a warlock, a wizard, or a sorcerer? Let me ask you this. Who is one of the biggest Hollywood producers? Harvey Weinstein. Now let me ask you think. Who is Harvey Weinstein? Hands? Does anyone know who he is other than he's suddenly taken over Hollywood by storm? He materialized out of the blue, hasn't he? A modern day Cecil B. DeMille, seemingly he has his hands in every movie produced. Where did this guy come from for him to make deals and arrange for big stars to make his movies?
Here are just a few, a mere sampling, of the movies that he's produced. By the way, keeping in mind that this man may be in bed with the Devil, pay attention to some of the names and to the themes of many of these movies. Halloween, Kill Bill, Crouching Tiger Hidden Dragon, Amityville, Vampire Academy, do you see where I'm going with this? He's also produced Scary Movie 5, Scream 4, Inglorious Basterds, Grindhouse, Dracula III, Lord of the Rings, and Pulp Fiction, as well as one hundred other movies. Wow!
Not bad for someone we never heard of until his Weinstein logo hits you in your face nearly every time you sit down to watch a movie. Suddenly, this guy is everywhere. Suddenly the camera zooms in to show him at the Oscars, the Globes, and the premiers of movies. Oddly enough, many of his movies are the same movies that Quentin Tarantino made. How about that? That's an odd coincidence, isn't it, that a warlock and a wizard should be working so closely together?
Even though I loved Quentin Tarantino's Reservoir Dogs and Pulp Fiction, Quentin Tarantino is a twisted mother fucker. To name just a few, he does make some very violent movies, Kill Bill, Inglorious Basterds, Death Proof, Grindhouse, and Natural Born Killers and others. To say that Quentin Tarantino is not influenced by Satan is to say that Shirley Temple wasn't too good to be true. To say that Quentin Tarantino is not controlled by the Devil is to say that Dorothy Gale in the Wizard of Oz didn't rejected the witch of the west, the ruler of Winkie Country, to embrace Glinda, the good witch and the witch of the north.
While we're naming names, we can say the same thing about Howard Stern. Other than being a rude, big mouth, ignorant pig, he doesn't have any real talent. You tell me. What's his talent? It's oxymoronic that he should be one of the judges of the show, America Got Talent, when he doesn't have any talent at all. He can't sing. He can't dance. He doesn't play a musical instrument. Judging by the idiotic movie he made, Private Parts, he can't act.
With his sexual appetite and animalistic bad looks, tell me he's not the Devil incarnate. All he needs are horns, a red cape, and a pitchfork to look more like what Satan would look like if he was alive today, which he is of course and the point of this whole story. I seriously doubt that Howard Stern was at the right place and at the right time to be offered a five hundred million dollar Sirius radio deal. For Howard to be so rich, Satan was the dark force behind that transaction.
So what do you think? You tell me. Do you think Harry Weinstein, Quentin Tarantino, and Howard Stern are a warlock, a wizard, and a sorcerer? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Henry Weinstein of being a warlock? Do you hereby accuse Quentin Tarantino of being a wizard? Do you hereby accuse Howard Stern of being a sorcerer? They all could be a modern day warlock, wizard, and sorcerer. Are they a warlock, a wizard, and a sorcerer? I really don't know if they are or not but for them to be so frigging rich and famous I bet they are but I bet they are.
What do you think? Do you think Harvey Weinstein is warlock? Do you hereby accuse Harvey Weinstein of being a warlock? He could be a modern day warlock. Is he a warlock? I really don't know if he's a warlock or not but I bet he is.
"Warlock!"
What do you think? Do you think Quentin Tarantino is a wizard? Do you hereby accuse Quentin Tarantino of being a wizard? He could be a modern day wizard. Is he a wizard? I really don't know if he's a wizard or not but I bet he is.
"Wizard!"
What do you think? Do you think Howard Stern is a sorcerer? Do you hereby accuse Howard Sterns of being a sorcerer? He could be a modern day sorcerer. Is he a sorcerer? I really don't know if he's a sorcerer or not but I bet he is.
"Sorcerer!"
* * * * *
Warlocks, Wizards, and Sorcerers #7-19
Now that we've barely scratched the surface of warlocks, wizards, and sorcerers, let's delve deeper, shall we? We could even point our fingers of accusation at those athletes who have accomplished superhuman feats. Sure, we could point the finger at PEDS, performance enhancing drugs, only we'd be more accurate to point our finger at the Devil for his satanic help in a certain few athletes smashing every record.
At a time before PEDs when drinking whiskey and smoking long cigars was his daily vice, how else would we explain someone as fat and as out of shape as Babe Ruth hitting all of those homeruns? Think about it. How on Earth did such an overweight, drunken man swing a bat fast enough to beat the best fastball pitcher of the day to hit 729 homeruns out of the park.
"No way!"
What do you think? Do you think that Babe Ruth was a wizard? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Babe Ruth of being a warlock? He could have been a modern day warlock. Was he a warlock? I really don't know if he was or not but for Babe Ruth to hit all of those homeruns, I bet he was.
"Warlock!"
* * * * *
Speaking of wizards, tell me that Tiger Woods is not a wizard. Go ahead. I dare you to tell me that Tiger Woods isn't a wizard. Oh, he's a wizard alright. Can't you just see Tiger Woods wearing a purple, pointy hat, a black, velvet hooded cape, and holding a glittering, golden magic wand while sacrificing some young, hot, blonde babe on his altar that he calls a bed?
What do you think? Do you think that Tiger Woods is a wizard? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Tiger Woods of being a wizard? He could be a modern day wizard. Is he a wizard? I really don't know if he is or not but for him to win so many titles and to have so many endorsements, I bet he is.
"Wizard!"
* * * * *
While we're pointing fingers of accusation, what about Lance Armstrong? Tell me he's not in cahoots with the Devil. Even with his admitted blood doping, a superhuman feat, do you think what he did in winning the famed Tour de France not once or twice but seven consecutive times was by his own devices.
"C'mon, give me a break? Are you kidding me? No frigging way!"
Who does that? No one does that. No human beats the world's best time again and again and again and again and again and again without the help of the Devil? No one.
What do you think? Do you think that Lance Armstrong is a sorcerer? He did get Cheryl Crow in bed. Certainly, he'd have to be a sorcerer to do that. Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Lance Armstrong of being a sorcerer? He could be a modern day sorcerer. Is he a sorcerer? I really don't know if he is or not but for him to win the Tour de France seven consecutive times, I bet he is.
"Sorcerer!"
* * * * *
Do you seriously think that a black man bouncing and shooting a basketball can become rich and famous without the help of Satan?
"I don't think so, especially not in this country, racist America. No way. It's impossible."
How else would you explain the unprecedented and unrivaled success and superhuman feats of Michael Jordon, Magic Johnson, Shaq O'Neil (who's not really Irish by the way), Kobe Bryant, and Lebron James?
"Give me a break."
I don't believe it and you shouldn't believe it either. We've all been had. We've all been duped. I'll willing to bet that they all have a 666 tattoo somewhere on their very tall bodies.
What do you think? Do you think that they're all warlocks, wizards, or sorcerers? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Michael Jordan, Magic Johnson, Shaq O'Neil, Kobe Bryant, and Lebron James of being a warlock, a wizard, or a sorcerer? They could be a modern day warlocks, wizards, and sorcerers. Are they a warlock, a wizard, or a sorcerer? I really don't know if they're a warlock, a wizard, or a sorcerer or not. Yet for them to gain such fame and fortune by bouncing and shooting a basketball, instead of protecting us as police officers, saving us from fire as firemen, and/or teaching our children as teachers, I bet they are.
"Warlock! Wizard! Socerer! Wizard! Warlock!"
* * * * *
Stepping away from Hollywood and from the field of sports, let's delve into the world of business.
"Nothing personal. It's only business," said the Godfather before he summarily executed his competition.
Other than the fact that he paid most of his employees minimum wages with little or no benefits, how else can we explain Sam Walton, a hillbilly from Arkansas amassing that kind of wealth by selling inferior products in his stores? He didn't do it. The Devil did it.
When he was alive, I remember the TV ads he ran. He was proud of the fact that everything he sold was made in America. How about that? Then, as soon as he died and left his vast fortune to his children, inking the trade deals before his body was buried, nearly everything Wal-Mart sells is imported from the far orient.
Yes, that's right, no longer proud that everything they sell is made in America, nearly all that Wal-Mart sells is made in, guess where, China. Maybe it's time we all learned to speak Chinese. Maybe if we spoke the language instead of just blindly buying all of their inferior goods and sub-standard products, we'd all have jobs. We'd all be working.
So, back to Sam Walton, what do you think? Do you think he was warlock? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse the late, great Sam Walton of being a warlock? He could have been a modern day warlock. Was he a warlock? I really don't know if he was a warlock or not but for him to amass that much of a fortune and win the label of the richest man in the world, I bet he was.
"Warlock!"
* * * * *
Now that we're naming names, what about Warren Buffet? Compared to him Donald Trump is small potatoes. Definitely, without a doubt, good, old Warren had the help of Satan for him to have that kind of multi-billion dollar success. I don't care how savvy smart he is around the financial markets, there are lots of savvy smart people who lose everything they have playing the stock market. There's just no way that Warren Buffet didn't have the Devil guiding his hand when he was choosing which stocks to buy and which stocks to dump.
So what do you think? Do you think he's a warlock? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse the Warren Buffet of being a warlock? He could be a modern day warlock. Is he a warlock? I really don't know if he is a warlock or not but for Warren Buffet to amass that kind of fortune, I bet he is.
"Warlock!"
* * * * *
Speaking of billionaires and one of the, if not the richest men on the planet, how about Bill Gates? The nerdiest of the nerds, do you think that he happened to be at the right place and at the right time when IBM told him to screw and take their operating system with him? A good story that he enjoyed telling at the time but, sorry, that's just not believable. IBM isn't a dumb company. After investing all of that money in personal computers, they just wouldn't give away their operating system for free. You can't tell me Satan wasn't behind the scenes when Bill was stealing formatting code from Apple's Steve Jobs for him to turn IBM's PC Dos to MS Dos. C'mon, we weren't all born yesterday not to believe that Bill Gates, as is Warren Buffet and was Sam Walton, in cahoots with the Devil.
So what do you think? Do you think he's a warlock? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse the Bill Gates of being a warlock? He could be a modern day warlock. Is he a warlock? I really don't know if he is a warlock or not but for him to be one of the richest men on the planet, if not the richest, I bet he is.
"Warlock!"
* * * * *
The Devil wears many disguises. The Devil in disguise, you can't tell me that Mark Zuckerberg of Facebook fame didn't have Satan's help when he stole ConnectU, the idea to use as Facebook from Cameron Winklevoss, Tyler Winklevoss, and Divya Narendra. You can't tell me the Devil wasn't present in that room when Mark Zuckerberg turned his back on his best friend, Eduardo Saverin, one of the founders of Facebook and Dustin Moskovitz, Chris Hughes, and Andrew McCollum and cheated them by paying them pennies on the dollar for their huge behind the scenes contributions. Especially by turning his back on and cheating his friends, one man doesn't amass that kind of success, fame, and/or fortune without the help of the Devil.
"Oh, yeah. Facebook was the Devil's doing."
So what do you think? Do you think he's a warlock? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse the Mark Zuckerberg of being a warlock? He could be a modern day warlock. Is he a warlock? I really don't know if he is a warlock or not but, if only by how he got where he is, I bet he is.
"Warlock!"
* * * * *
Now that we've named the warlocks, wizards, and sorcerers in Hollywood, sports, and business, let's turn to the real Devils, our elected officials, our public servants, those who greedily serve themselves more than they serve us, the politicians. You can't tell me that the Devil wasn't in that room when George W. Bush was tapped to run for the President against Al Gore. You can't tell me a deal wasn't made with the Devil when Gore refused to have a vote recount after losing by only 350 votes with that Florida chad fiasco from faulty Diebold voting machines.
"I'll tell you what Al. If you don't ask for a recount, I'll have Hollywood make your movie, An Inconvenient Truth. Not only that but how does winning an Oscar sound to you? I can make that happen. It's just a phone call away," I imagine Dick Cheney telling Al Gore what he'd gain instead of taking the presidency away from George W.
You can't tell me the Devil wasn't there again when Bush stole the election from Kerry with rigged Diebold voting machines, machines owned by Walden O'Dell, one of Bush's largest fund raisers. Do they really think we're all that stupid? Indeed we were all that stupid for voting George W. Bush into the office of President not once but twice.
They never found the weapons of mass destruction, did they? Wasn't that the whole reason why we bombed Iraq and turned the Middle East into chaos with dictator after dictator falling and upsetting the balance of that oil rich area? Wasn't that the reason why so many of our sons and daughters died and/or were seriously injured when fighting a war that was fueled by money and greed?
Explain this to me, if you can. If Bill Clinton was impeached for lying about receiving a blowjob from Monica Lewinski, a witch in her own regard, why wasn't George W impeached for saying that Iraq had weapons of mass destruction when, obviously, they didn't? That doesn't make any sense to me. Does that make any sense to you unless it was the Devil that did it?
Tell me this. Are you alone? Is there anyone with you right now? Eyes are everyone. Forget about George Orwell's 1984, Big Brother is watching more now than that creative writer ever imagined. Come closer to the screen so that no one else can read what I'm about to write. Now for fear that someone may hear you reading, don't read while moving your lips. Okay? Nod your head so that I know you understand.
When Wall Street collapsed by their own devices and invention, how come no one went to jail? No one, not even a scapegoat was charged, tried, convicted, and incarcerated. How come brokers still received their big bonuses? How come banks and insurance companies not only received TARP bailout money from you and me but also used that money to pay for bonuses to the people who got us into all of this illegal fiasco in the first place? From the CEO's to the Wall Street traders, why weren't they all tried, convicted, and put behind bars?
I'll tell you why. Because they were all in on it. Against SEC rules and regulations, even our elected politicians, some public servants they are, were given stock tips. Angelo Mozilo of Country Wide Bank, one of George W's very best friends, made sure to give nearly every senator a sweet low interest or no interest loan. After forcing thousands of people out of their homes in mortgage scams that resulted in home foreclosures, instead of going to jail, he retired with $450 million dollars.
"How's that for a golden parachute when he should have been planted in a shit dump head first?"
We can say the same thing about Henry Paulson, the then Secretary of the Treasury. He's the one who not only opened the vaults to the treasury for the banks and insurance company to take however much they wanted but Mr. Paulson didn't even take the time to record who took how much money?
"Are you kidding me? Where was the IRS during this armed robbery?"
Why wasn't Secretary Paulson arrested and thrown in jail for stealing all of our money? Instead, he was allowed to walk away with $450 million tax free dollars, a convenient law passed by congress, when he took the job as Secretary of the Treasury after being SEO of Goldman Sachs. For him to get his money from Goldman Sachs, he lied to congress. A month before, swearing under oath, he lied to congress that Goldman Sachs was solvent just so that he could get his $450 million dollars out of there. A month later Goldman Sachs went bankrupt and all the little people lost real money while all the big players made hundreds of millions and even billions. Tell me, why wasn't Paulson charged with fraud, lying to congress, and sent to jail?
In this racist country, a black man who steals a loaf of bread to feed his family will go to jail for 20 years. Yet, not one white collar, Caucasian went to jail for the collapse of America's financial markets, even though there was enough evidence to put hundreds of people in jail.
"I don't get it. I don't understand."
Where was our bailouts when we didn't even have jobs? Where was our bailouts when we were thrown out of our homes and had our cars repossessed? Where was our bailouts when we couldn't even afford to take our children to the doctor? Was it because we weren't giving our souls to the Devil? Or was it because we didn't have the money to give to politicians? Was it that simple? If I knew that, for the sake of a big house and a new BMW, I would have sworn my loyalty to Satan.



So what do you think? Too dumb to be a warlock or a wizard, do you think he's a sorcerer? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse the George W. Bush of being a sorcerer? He could be a modern day sorcerer. Is he a sorcerer? I really don't know if he is a sorcerer or not but I bet he is.
"Sorcerer!"
* * * * *
Ah, finally. There he is. Satan is exposed. The Devil himself. We have you now Devil!
The Devil himself, you can't tell me that Dick Cheney wasn't the Devil reincarnate. An evil man, he helped ruined this country. Further, you can't tell me that the Devil isn't a Republican.
"Oh, yeah, they all are. If you're a Republican, then you're in bed with the Devil."
Did you know that Dick Cheney was once the chairman and CEO or Halliburton, one of the largest oil services companies in the world? Yeah, so what? Who cares? Well, when Cheney was merely the Vice President and not even the President of the United States of America, guess which company won a no-bid contract, let me write that again, a no-bid contract, the ROI, restore Iraqi oil contract. Halliburton was handed that prize. We all know who was President back then. Handpicked by Papa Bush himself, Cheney was the real president of the United States and not George W.
So what do you think? Do you think he's the Devil? Say it. Don't be afraid to say it. Do you hereby accuse Dick Cheney of being the Devil? He could be Satan himself. Is he Satan? You just have to look at the arrogant smirk that's always present on his face to know that he's not only laughing at all of us but also that he's Satan himself.
"Satan!"
I really don't know if he is a Satan or not but one man to have that kind of power and influence for Hollywood to even make a TV series after him, House of Cards, I bet he is.
"Satan! Dick Cheney is Satan!"
To be continued...
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Queen Emma readies herself for the arrival of her son, Prince Henry
Today a big day, today was the day her son, Henry, was coming home to Doha, Qatar from London, England. A banner day, if she could have a parade and set off fireworks, even though a bit over the top for her imagined prince of a son, she would. Thinking of nothing and no one else but him, she was physically, emotionally, and sexually excited to see him after not having seen him for more than a year. Seemingly as if forever, she hadn't seen him since last fall when he left to begin his senior year at the university in London. As if they were never ending lyrics of a song that continually played through her head and interrupted her thoughts, the words that her son was coming home today ran through her mind in the way when she was a little girl excited over Christmas.
As if Henry was Santa Claus coming to her house for Christmas instead of her son returning home to live with her, she couldn't wait for him to arrive. If only she could, if only she dared, and if only she was his lover instead of his mother, she'd give him her special, welcoming home gift of sex. Nothing more than a perverse sexual fantasy she's been having on a regular basis, sexually it was something that she'd never do but something she enjoyed thinking that she would do if the opportunity presented itself. If only he'd make the first move, there's no telling what she'd do in answer to his sexual request. Shocking the shit out of him by physically showing him how much she missed him, she'd love to fall to her knees, unzip him, and pull out his prick to suck him as soon as he walked through her front door.
"Welcome home Henry," she imagined looking up at him with her big, blue eyes and his erect prick in her horny hand before engulfing him in her mouth.
Wouldn't she totally surprise him if she wrapped her motherly fingers around his cock and stroked him before blowing him? Wouldn't her giving him the sexual gift of oral sex tell him not only how happy she was to see him but also how much she missed him? Depending if he had an erection or not, wouldn't his engorged cock tell her how happy he was to see her and how much he missed her? Even though it was only a sexual fantasy and one that she so enjoyed having in the privacy of her bedroom or while taking a long bath, she couldn't help but have the feeling that she's sucked her son many times before.
"Mom?" She imagined him looking down at her stunned and saying while she sucked him. "What are you doing?"
'What am I doing? Now that's a dumb question for someone so smart. I'm blowing you. I'm sucking your cock,' she imagined saying while masturbating herself to her sexual fantasy of blowing her son. 'I'm sucking your cock while stroking your cock, that's what I'm doing,' she said imagining removing his cock from her mouth to speak.
If only she could say all of that to him, she would. She wanted to say so much more than that but not wanting to speak with her mouth full, she didn't say anything at all. She just imagined sucking her son while masturbating herself. If anything, she imagined showing him the sexual desire she had for him while confessing the incestuous lust she had for him by her actions. Nonetheless, lost in her sexual fantasy of him walking through her door again, she continued imagining their first time together.
"I'm welcoming you home in the way that any loving mother should welcome her son home," she said after having unzipped him, stuck her hand in his underwear, and pulled out his prick to fondle him and stroke him. "Welcome home Henry," she imagine saying while looking up at him before taking his cock in her motherly mouth to suck him. She imagined herself being the happiest she's been in a very long time.
"Um, it's good to be home Mom," she imagined him saying while looking down at his mother looking up at him with her mouth filled with his erect prick.
Not pushing her away and not rejecting her, instead she imagined him putting a gentle hand to the back of her head. She imagined him humping her mouth and fucking her face with his hips. She imagined him reaching his hand down inside of her blouse and bra to fondle her big breasts and finger her erect nipples. She imagined him cumming in her mouth and her swallowing.
* * * * *
Not only was Henry coming home for the Christmas holiday but also he was coming home to stay. He was coming home to live with her again until he found a job in his chosen career path and until he could afford to get his own place to live. Back then, when she first divorced her husband, Henry split his time to live with his father in New York and with her in Boston. Now that he's an adult, choosing her to live with in Qatar instead of with his dad in America, he decided to live with her until he could find work in his field of study and afford his own place.
Where better for him to study architecture but in an area where there are some of the richest countries in the world? Where better for him to study design but in the wealthiest country in the world, Qatar? Attending the university in London, after graduation, too busy with his studies to see the sights of his surroundings, before leaving there to live with his mother, he decided to travel the country to explore, England, Wales, Ireland, and Scotland.
A very long time away from her, as if he had enlisted in the military and was stationed overseas or as if he had committed a crime and was incarcerated in prison, he stayed in the United Kingdom for another six months. After four, long years away from him, six, long months of writing e-mails to him nearly every day and talking to him on the phone, six more months of not seeing him was utter torture for her. Understandably, perhaps that's why she dreamt of him. Perhaps that's why she sexually fantasized about him. Perhaps because she's been so very sexually frustrated lately, her love for her son in missing him somehow entwined with her horniness and manifested with her lustful sexual desires for him by materializing in her sexual fantasies and dreams.
Yet, other than her commonsense explanation, she had no other explanation why she was dreaming of having sex with her son throughout history and throughout all of her incestuous dreams. Perhaps she felt safer sexually dreaming about him by dreaming about him in other times and places. Obviously telling if only from her dreams of him and her sexual fantasies where he played the starring role, now that he's a man instead of a boy, whatever explanation she thought she had, there was no doubt she was sexually attracted to him. She just hoped that she didn't embarrass herself once he finally appeared at the front door of her villa. Wanting him sexually so very much, she had to physically, emotionally, and sexually control herself from jumping his bones.
Yet, with incest a taboo and their sexual union forbidden, the fact remained that she's his mother and he's her son. Nonetheless the laws that forbid incest in most countries around the world, the Islamic law recognized in Qatar allows men to have four wives. Nonetheless the laws that allow polygamy in Qatar and that forbid incest, interestingly enough, polygamous marriages are on the decline while incest and incestuous marriages are on the rise. Go figure. Obviously just in the case of Adam and Eve, the forbidden fruit was much more wanted and tastier than the available fruit of a bride not blood related. Judging from the aforementioned but telling statistics, men would rather have sex with their mothers and aunts or marry their sisters and cousins rather than to take on more than one wife.
Being that she lived alone in Boston since her divorce and then moved to the Middle East, Henry lived mostly with his father in New York, New York. Except for the summers when Henry, occasionally visited her in Qatar and sometimes stayed over for the long weekend, Friday until Monday, she experienced months of not seeing him. With him home with her for good now, until he could afford a place of his own, the least of her sexual problems, she needed to arrange for and to adjust to her new sleeping arrangement. With the lovely view she had of the manmade lake from most of her private villa's windows, she preferred sleeping with her windows undraped. With peepers unable to see in through the tinted, tempered glass, she could still see out. Instead of having an intrusive alarm clock awakening her from her sleep, the natural light from the sunrise is what gently aroused her from her slumber. Normally sleeping in the nude with her bedroom door wide open, she had the habit of kicking off her sheet in the middle of the night when becoming hot from the temperature of her room or from the sexual heat of her dream.
Something she loved to do while lounging in bed just before arising to prepare for her day, she loved looking out her bedroom door at the expanse of her one level villa. Surveying all of her luxury accoutrements, her pictures, her furniture, her knickknacks, and her possessions, she enjoyed the inside view of her villa as much as she enjoyed the outside view of her private, manmade lake. With Henry not home to catch her without her clothes and to see his mother naked, not wanting to give him the wrong impression of her, now she'd have sleep in a nightgown with her bedroom door closed.
Accustomed to walking around her apartment naked when the maid wasn't there to see her, with him living with her again, she'd have to cover herself with a robe when making breakfast in the kitchen. In case he should walk in to talk to her, she could no longer shower and/or bath with the bedroom and bathroom doors open. She could no longer stand in her bathroom topless with her bathroom and bedroom door open while blow drying her hair and/or putting on her makeup. Not appropriate behavior for her son to see his mother topless or naked, even though she sexually fantasized otherwise, she was his mother after all and he was her son.
Admittedly, with just the thought of him seeing her without her clothes sexually arousing her, even though she'd have no problem with him seeing her topless, naked, and in all manner of undress, she didn't want him to think less of her. It was one thing for him to see her accidentally or for him to go out of his way to see what he shouldn't see of his mother by peeping on her, but it was quite another thing for him to think that she was purposely flashing him and deliberately sexually teasing him. What kind of mother would he think she had turned into to purposely flash and deliberately sexually tease her son?
After never having exhibited that kind of inappropriate, sexual behavior before, with him no doubt suspecting her incestuous motives, she couldn't just walk around topless, naked, or in her sexy lingerie around him now. Even though she'd love to walk around him topless, naked, on in her sexy lingerie, seriously, what would he think? What would he say when seeing so much of her now when he's seen so little of her before? What would he do with her constantly and continually sexually teasing him with her shapely body? For sure, he'd think that she was trying to seduce him and, of course, she was. Being that she's already had sex with him in her dreams and sexual fantasies numerous times, she'd love to have sex with him now in reality.
* * * * *
Even though she'd love to see him naked, she'd love to see his naked ass and his naked cock. Whenever he visited, reluctantly respecting his privacy when he was in the shower washing his beautiful naked body, she didn't want him to think less of her by her barging in on him to see what she could see of him. On the pretense of telling him something very important that couldn't wait, she sometimes imagined opening his bathroom door and sitting on the toilet while talking to him and while watching him wash his beautiful naked body. Fantasizing about washing his chest, his back, his ass, his stomach, his legs, his arms, and his cock, she'd love to bathe him again in the way she innocently did when he was a boy. A sexual fantasy that she wished would come true, she sometimes imagined them undressing one another, stripping naked, and showering together.
Certainly the shower in her master bedroom was large enough to accommodate them both. If he so desired and with her shower pillow beneath her head, there was plenty enough room for him to lay on top of her while making love to her before fucking her against the imported Italian, marble tiles. Oh, yeah, she'd love nothing more than for him to soap up her dirty, naked body after she's soap up his magnificent, unclothe physique. Mother and son showering together, she imagined him washing her, touching her, and feeling her everywhere while she washed, touched, and felt him everywhere too.
"How sexy is that? How erotic is that? How hot is that?" She said for no one to hear.
After they're done showering together, she'd willingly agree to get all dirty with him again by having him take her, make love to her, and fuck her really hard in the bathroom, the living room, the kitchen, and/or her bedroom. If only her son agreed to shower with her, she'd shower with him multiple times a day, every day. She'd never be as clean as she'd be with her son washing her while taking sexual liberties with her naked body. Helping him to get squeaky clean too, she imagined licking him clean everywhere and where no respectable mother should ever lick her son.
She imagined him pushing her up against the shower wall with the water cascading down upon them as if they were beneath a waterfall in Bali. She imagined him taking her and making love to her right then and right then. She imagined her wrapping her long, shapely legs around his hard, naked body to give him better access to her pussy. Then, not totally satisfied with fucking her pussy and unsatisfied with her having the control, she imagined him spinning her around and bending her over to take sexual control of her ass. Oh, my God, her sexual dream come true, she'd love for her son to take her vaginally and anally before taking her orally. Not bothering her one bit that his cock was buried in her ass a minute before, she'd lick him clean by sucking him after he fucked her anally.
Yet always careful what she said and what she did when around him, she didn't want her son to think that in his four year absence that his mother had become a slut and an incestuous whore. With him living with her, she could no longer walk around her large, luxurious villa naked. She couldn't flop herself in her chair wearing just her panties and a short tee shirt while drinking her coffee, eating her breakfast, watching the news, reading the newspaper, or browsing through magazines while checking messages on her phone. With her feet propped up on her chair while flashing him her trimmed, auburn pussy, she wouldn't be able to sit at her computer in her sheer, short, low cut, sexy, nearly transparent nightgown that she enjoyed wearing before removing them to sleep naked.
Something she's never done before but was horny enough and sexually attracted to him enough to do now, teasing him while hoping to seduce him, she imagined walking around him wearing her sexiest, sheerest nightgown without a modesty robe and with nothing underneath. Just the thought of wearing something that innocently exposed her semi-naked body to him made her horny and sexually aroused her. Careful to make her flashes appear accidental instead of deliberate, while using Academy Award acting performances of surprised shock that she was so exposed to him, she'd have to carefully plan her flashes. Worth the risk of exposing herself literally and figuratively, she was curious to learn if he'd look at what she was showing. She was curious what his reaction would be to all that she was showing and all that he was seeing of her. She wondered if he'd stare, leer, gawk, ogle, or look away in embarrassment. If nothing else, whether he enjoyed the show or not, the fact that she flashed him would give her fodder for her to masturbate herself later than night.
While leaning over him to serve him his breakfast, she imagined giving him a wonderful down nightgown view of her abundant breasts, her pinkish brown areolas, and her erect nipples. She wondered if he'd look and if he did look, she wondered if he'd stare. Something so unexpected but something she'd love for him to do, wouldn't it be shockingly grand if he reached his horny hand down her nightgown to cup her D cup breasts while fingering her erect nipples while kissing her? Then while picking up after him, she imagined bending at the waist in front of him to give him an up nightgown view of her naked ass and her trimmed auburn pussy. Not knowing if he was an ass man or a breast man, she wondered which view of her would sexually arouse him more, a down nightgown of her breasts or up nightgown of her ass and pussy. Surely, if those down nightgown and up nightgown sights didn't get the attention of any man, young or old, especially an American man living in an Arab land, whether he was her son or a stranger, she didn't know what would.
Then again, being that she was his mother and he was her son, she wondered if he'd even notice her breasts were on display to his beautiful, blue eyes. Maybe when flashing him her naked ass and pussy, he'd look away in shame for her and in embarrassment of himself. Perhaps he didn't think of her in the sexual way that she thought of him. Perhaps he wasn't as sexually attracted to her as she was sexually attracted to him. Perhaps her dreams and her sexual fantasies weren't shared by him. Perhaps her incestuous fantasies are only her sexual dreams and not his sexual fantasies and dreams. Perhaps, only happening in her mind, he has no memory and no recollection of living another life in another time and another place with her while having passionate sex with her.
She even imagined feigning a break-in where her son finds her bound, blindfolded, and naked. Just the thought of him finding her in such a vulnerable way made her dizzy with sexual delight. She wondered how long he'd stand there and stare at her naked body before removing her blindfold and untying her. She wondered if he'd touch and feel her if only under the pretense of untying her. She wondered if he'd hug her naked body after he freed her from her binds. In the way that she no doubt would be sexually aroused enough to have sex with him right then and right there, she wondered if he'd be sexually aroused enough to have sex with her too. Actually, in thinking about that sexy scenario, she'd love to find him bound, blindfolded, and naked. She's stare at him and leer at him before untying him to set him free. While wanting to have sex with him, she'd touch and feel him under the innocent pretense of untying him.
Alas, for her to have sex with her son, he'd have to make the first move. For her to not have the guilt of sexually teasing her son and for her not to have the remorse of seducing her son, he'd have to show her that having incestuous sex with her was all his idea. He'd have to show her that he wanted her as much as she wanted him. Only, not wanting to involve the police by filing a false report just for the sake of her son finally seeing her naked, with security cameras everywhere, the police would see right through her little ruse. Even though she'd get off feeling so helplessly vulnerable, she couldn't feign a break-in even though it was sexually exciting to think of that sexy, sexual scenario of being bound, blindfolded, and naked.
* * * * *
While dressed in her sheerest nightgown and not wearing anything underneath, she thought of other ways to flash him without having to lie to the police and having to make up stories about being burglarized and stripped naked. While innocently working with all of the lights off but for the computer monitor, and with the thin material of her nightgown made even more transparent by the light from the monitor, he'd see more of his mother than he's ever seen before. She wondered if he'd watch her work. She wondered if he'd stare at all that she imagined he'd see. She wondered if he'd masturbate himself to all that he saw of her in the privacy of his room later. She imagined opening his bedroom door, catching him masturbating, and offering him her hand, her mouth, her pussy, and/or her ass.



With the lights off in the kitchen and while innocently looking for something to eat, as if the light emanating from open door of the refrigerator was continuous Paparazzi camera flashes, she imagined flashing him by merely standing in front of the open refrigerator door and leaning inside. She wondered if he'd watch standing there as if she was naked. She wondered if he'd stare at all that he was seeing of her through her nearly transparent nightgown. She wondered if he'd masturbate himself to all that he saw of her later. Again, she imagined opening his bedroom door to volunteer him her help.
With the lights off in the living room but for the TV, remaining there while engaging him in conversation, she imagined flashing him by standing in front of the television. Walking into his room unannounced the next morning, she imagined opening his drapes to let in the morning light. With him clearly able to see her naked form through her sheer nightgown, she imagined flashing him by greeting the morning light when opening the drapes of his room and standing there as if she was being X-rayed by a TSA agent.
She wondered if he'd watch. She wondered if he'd stare. She wondered if he'd masturbate himself to all that he saw of her later.
"Good morning Henry," she imagined saying while acting so innocent and oblivious that she was flashing her naked body to her son. She imagined seeing his erection tenting his sheet. "How did you sleep?" Again, she imagined offering him her hand, her mouth, her pussy, and/or her ass.
Unable to believe that he wouldn't, she wondered if he'd look at her, stare at her, leer at her, gawk at her, ogle her, or look away. The evidence of his appreciation in her flashing him her naked body covered only by the thinnest and sheerest material of her sexiest nightgown would be quite shockingly noticeable by his erect cock tenting his bed sheet. Unable to stop herself from sexually satisfying her son, she wondered if he'd allow her to relieve his sudden sexually stress by allowing her to give him a motherly hand job or an incestuous blowjob. She swooned at the thought of her hand around his cock stroking him. She swooned at the thought of her lips around his erection while sucking him with her hand stroking him harder and faster.
With him living with her again, the opportunities of seeing one another naked and the sexual possibilities were seemingly endless. Not ashamed to admit it, as long as she could make it appear accidental, the thought of shocking him by having him catch her topless, naked, and in all manner of undress crossed her mind more than once. She wondered if him catching her topless, naked, and in all manner of undress would sexually excite him in the way that just the thought of him seeing her without her clothes sexually excited her. She wondered if seeing her topless, naked, and in all manner of undress would inspire him to do the same with him flashing her too. She wondered if seeing her topless, naked, and in all manner of undress would inspire him to touch her, feel her, kiss her, and take her to make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her hard.
Admittedly again and not ashamed to admit it, she's masturbated to imagining her son seeing bits and pieces of her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body that no son should ever see of his mother. Sexually fantasizing that she'd take her flashing a step further, as much as she'd love to watch him masturbate, she'd love for him to watch her masturbate too. She wondered if he masturbated. Of course, he must. Everyone masturbates, especially a testosterone driven, horny, young man. She wondered if he wondered if she masturbated. Of course she does. Doesn't everyone? She wondered if he'd be curious enough to watch her pleasure herself. A line he'd perhaps cross on his way to having incestuous sex with her, she'd like nothing better than to masturbate together before masturbating one another, while hoping that their mutual masturbation may lead to them having an incestuously sexual relationship with one another.
* * * * *
Being that he exercises daily and is so physically fit, under the pretense of her not wanting to hurt her back, she imagined seemingly innocently and inadvertently exposing herself to him while asking him to teach her the correct form in doing crunches. She imagined walking in his room unannounced again while he was busy doing his pushups and crunches, she imagined standing over him while wearing only her short, sheer nightgown without a robe and without panties. She imagined him gazing up at her and forcing himself to make eye contact with her for him not to be caught looking up her nightgown at her naked pussy.
"Can you show me the proper way to do a crunch? Every time I try, I hurt my back," she said giving her son a feigned, painful smile while rubbing her lower back.
"Sure Mom," she imagined him saying while seemingly happy that his mother was taking an interest in exercise. "For your back to hurt, you're probably going up to high. You only have to lift yourself partway to feel the benefit of the crunch. As soon as you feel the tension in your stomach, you've gone high enough."
He showed her how to do a crunch and, while staring at his form, she imagined herself staring at the bulge his cock made in his sweatpants.
"Can you show me?"
Unable to remove her focused stare from his bulge, she imagined his cock in her hand and/or in her mouth.
"Sure," she imagined him saying while doing a couple of slow crunches to show her the correct form and while staring up her nightgown.
She watched him looking up at her while trying to advert his stare from focusing on her naked pussy. Seemingly, by his nervous look, he was enamored by his mother's naked cunt.
"That looks easy enough but every time I do one I hurt myself," she said.
Waiting for him to offer her more personal help, she hoped he'd invite her to get down on the floor across from him.
"Get down on the floor and we'll do some together," he said.
Falling for her bait, she was reeling him into her exhibitionist trap of voyeurism and incest.
"Okay," she said.
Getting down to his level ladylike without flashing him any part of her, she tucked her nightgown in around her. One of her nightgown straps already fell to her forearm exposing the tops of her breasts and more of her cleavage to him.
"Now move up your knees and with your knees tight together try lifting up to do a crunch while I hold your ankles," he said.
Only as soon as he sat partway up, her knees parted and she flashed him her pussy. She watched him at look what she was so boldly exposing between her legs before she imagined him looking away in embarrassment. Then, as soon as she did a second crunch, her other nightgown strap fell to her forearm. With the top of her nightgown slowly sliding down her breasts and finally stopping short of revealing her areolas, she imagined her nightgown moving higher and higher until her trimmed pussy was peeking out the bottom.
Literally, there were hundreds of ways for her to flash her son her underwear clad, semi-naked, and naked body while making her flashes appear accidental. If only he'd play her game too by deliberately flashing her his cock while seemingly making it appear accidental, she imagined all the hot, sexy, exhibitionism and voyeurism fun they could have. Imagining more sexy flashing scenarios, she imagined holding the ladder steady while he stood on a ladder to change a light bulb. Wearing his pajama bottoms and nothing else, with him stretching to screw the bulb in the sock, she imagined his pajama slowly falling lower and lower until his cock and testicles were exposed to her. Only, if he exposed himself in that way, she didn't know if she could control herself from taking him in her hand before taking him in her mouth.
* * * * *
In the way she so loves having anal sex, she wondered if he's had anal sex. She'd like nothing better than for him to surprise her and take her from behind while reaching up his hands to fondle her big breasts and finger her erect nipples. Not resisting him, never would she resist him, she'd allow him to have his wicked, sexual, anal way with her beautiful ass. In one of her stranger dreams, she had a dream of her son taking her anally while she gave birth to his baby, a girl that they named after the mythical God of love, Aphrodite.
She'd love nothing more than to open his bedroom door without knocking to catch him masturbating to a computer video while wearing headphones. With him not knowing she was standing there staring as he stroked himself, she'd love to watch him cum while imagining that he was ejaculating while thinking of her naked and having sex with her. Returning the favor in kind, she'd love for him to catch her masturbating when wearing headphones while listening to music with her eyes closed. In the way that she'd love to watch him ejaculating, she wondered if he'd stand there and watch her fondle her breasts, finger her nipples, and rub her clit while having a quiet orgasm.
"How hot is that to watch one another masturbate? As a prelude to passionate sex, how hot would that be for me to masturbate my son while he masturbated me?" She cupped her breast with the thought of her catching her son masturbating and her son catching her masturbating. "Wow!"
With her feeling comfortable in exposing her lingerie clad, topless, or even naked body to him, as long as it appeared accidental, ideally, she wished he'd allow her to catch him naked first. After seeing him naked, in fairness, cock for tits, in her mind that would be acceptable for her to flash him and for Henry to see her topless or even naked. Having imagined his cock in her sexual fantasies and sexy dreams lots of times before while imagining having sex with him, she'd love to see his flaccid prick in person before seeing it fully aroused and before imagining his engorged penis penetrating her. Yet, unable to cross the line of incest, she was caught up in the imagined mother and son incestuous protocol of how to go about flashing him. In her sexually frustrated thoughts of seducing him, while wishing that he'd seduce her, she wondered if he's as sexually interested in her as she is in him. Unable to make the first move, fearing she'd be embarrassed and humiliated if he rejected her, she was uncomfortable exposing her naked body to him first.
Something that she was uncomfortable initiating, she'd willingly expose herself to him if he exposed his naked body to her first. She'd willingly expose herself to him if only he caught him peeping on her. She was curious how he'd react to seeing her naked. Curious about how she'd react, she wondered how she should act if he saw her naked. Being that she so wants to show him her naked body, she probably wouldn't act like the morally modest mother that she should act like.
Curious about how she'd react, she wondered how she should act if she saw him naked. Being that she's so very sexually attracted to him, she probably couldn't help herself from staring, leering, and gawking actually in the way that she imagined him staring, leering, and gawking at her naked body. Being that she's so sexually attracted to him, if she was to see him naked, she probably couldn't help herself from taking his cock in her hand to stroke him before falling to her knees to suck him and before allowing him to fuck her. If only he'd flash her his naked body, she'd flash him her naked body too.
Excited that he'd be home soon, not taking the time to dawdle, she took a shower to begin the long process of dressing expressly for him. Normally when late for work, out the door in twenty minutes, she could shower, throw something on, fix her face and hair, and grab something to eat while drinking her coffee. Planning her vacation around his return, she had a month off to be with him to go places night and day or to stay home to watch a movie and to cuddle. After having so very many sexual dreams about him she couldn't help herself from imagining him kissing her and making out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere. Returning back to reality, she wondered what he'd want to do and where he'd want to go. Only, after erasing him cuddling her, kissing her, and feeling from her horny mind, no doubt he'd want to hang out with his friends instead of with his mother.
With Qatar changing so much in four years, she had a list of places to take him and things to show him. She'd love to hang out at the beach with him all day and go swimming in the Persian Gulf. Imagining him rubbing suntan lotion on her nearly naked body, she imagined them secretly and serendipitously touching and feeling one another while submerged up to their necks in the water. Exposing her breasts to him, she imagined an errant wave removing her bikini top in the way she wished he would. With her big breasts bouncing and jiggling while she ran in the water after her top, she imagined enlisting his help to retrieve her bikini top. Then, with his wide eyes filled with the reflection of her big breasts, she immodestly and immorally had him block the view of others seeing her putting on her bikini bra.
"Don't look at my tits Henry. Please don't look at my tits," she imagined saying while watching him staring at her exposed breasts. "God, I'm so very embarrassed," she imagined saying while feigning her embarrassment that she was finally exposing her breasts to her son in real life and not just in her dreams and sexual fantasies.
To be continued...
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Queen Emma readies herself for the arrival of her son, Prince Henry
Beaming ear to ear by the thoughts of seeing him again, Emma called her driver and sent him to pick up her son at Hamad International Airport while she readied herself to welcome him home. Between the traffic jams and the insane drivers in Qatar driving as if their cars are amusement park bumper cars, especially the taxis, fearing she'd have an accident in her excitement to see her son again, she didn't dare drive herself to meet him. Some of these drivers drive their cars as if they're alone in the desert riding their camels willy-nilly or riding their Arabian horses at breakneck speed. Some of these drivers are so rich that they don't care if they smash up their cars. They'll just buy a new one and more expensive model.
"Sheik, what happened to your Ferrari?"
"I ran out of gas, so I bought a new Ferrari, a faster Ferrari with a full tank of petrol," said the Sheik with a wave of his uncaring hand. Thinking more of the inconvenience than the money, seemingly spending $300,000 was of little consequence. "Besides the ashtray in my old Ferrari was full."
Unfortunately, that attitude of the superrich in Qatar, the richest country in the world, is more common than not. Instead of fixing something that's broken, they'll throw it away the old one and buy a new one. Instead of bothering to read the directions, whether it's a TV, a stereo, or an appliance, they'd rather hire someone who already knows how something works to show them. Having little time and no patience for any of that, they can't be bothered with things that bore them, aggravate them, or that cause them stress. They're much like spoiled Americans only far wealthier. An inside look at the superrich in Qatar, these people never buy the extended warranties as they'll never own anything past the original warranty anyway.
* * * * *
After not seeing one another for such a long time, Emma would much rather surprise her son in private with a warm, albeit somewhat inappropriate, motherly greeting than to ruin their first time together with the stress created by the drive to the airport and back. Besides, with her having such a difficult time deciding what to wear, which high heeled shoes matched which outfit, and how to fix her long, auburn hair, she took the extra time afforded her by not fetching him to make herself look pretty and, hopefully, sexually desirable. She wanted to do everything she possibly could and everything in her womanly power to make him want her as much as she wanted him.
If only she knew her son sexually wanted her as much as she sexually wanted him and if only he'd make the first move, she'd make all the rest of the moves. If only she knew that her dreams of them being intimate together weren't just dreams but what really happened in another time and in another place. If only she knew that they really were reincarnated, then she wouldn't feel as guilty in seducing him. If only she knew that they really made love and had sex many times before, she'd have no remorse in having sex with him now. Yet, the fact remained that she didn't know for sure if they had lived before and were reincarnated now. Was her dreams her past realities or were they all just fiction? Her obvious lust for him and the sexual fantasies that she had of him continued to distort her reality?
Being that she'd be indoors with her son and not walking around in public, she ruled against wearing the matronly clothes she typically wore when going to work. She hated the clothes she was forced to wear when in public and that were enforced by Qatar's decency laws for not only Qatari women but also for expats and tourists. With nothing sexy about them, the clothes she was forced to wear to work and in public hid the natural, God blessed, curves of her shapely, womanly body. Being that she was in her villa and away from prying eyes of those who'd report her, as long as she didn't dare venture outside dressed like a slut, she was free to wear whatever she wanted to wear. As long as she stayed inside her private villa, if she so wanted and if she so dared to expose more of her naked body to her son, which she wouldn't, not yet anyway, until she knew that he wanted her too, she could wear anything she wanted or nothing at all.
Just the thought of opening the front door of her villa to him while totally naked consumed her with incestuous lust and a sexual passion for him. If only she could show him her unclothe body without him deeming her an incestuous slut and a perversely perverted whore, she'd parade around him topless, in her sexy lingerie, and/or naked. If only to see the reaction on his face, she loved to open her door while she didn't have a stitch of clothing on her shapely MILF of a body. If she did expose her naked body to her son, she wondered where he'd look first. If she did expose her naked body to her son, she wondered what he'd say. If only she had the indecency to stand before him naked, she wondered what he'd do. Would he touch her? Would he feel her? Would he grope her before having wild sex with her or would he reject her because she's his mother and he's her son?
Consumed with the thoughts of opening her villa door to her son naked, she wondered if he'd reach out his horny hand to touch her, feel her, and fondle her. Would he wrap his arm around her slim waist and kiss her while reaching one hand down to feel her naked ass and reach his other hand up to feel her D cup breasts? Would he surprise her and totally shock her by taking her right there and right then on the carpet and in front of her closed front door? Would he force her to her knees and force her to suck him. Would he turn her around and bend her over and fuck her like a dirty dog would fuck his little bitch, first sliding his cock in her pussy before plunging his stiff prick in her willing ass? Or would he reject her and forever have nothing more to do with her?
Only, instead of appearing at her front door naked, she'd much rather that he made the first move. Yet, if only she could take the first step across the incestuous line, having wondered it many times before, she wondered where he'd look first. She wondered if he was a breast man, an ass man, or a leg man. Being that her D cup breasts were two of her biggest assets, she'd wondered if he'd love her tits as much as she loves her tits.
Not knowing what to do with her never having been in such a sexual situation, she wondered if he'd just stare at her naked body without so much as touching her. She wondered if he'd embrace her, hug her, kiss her, touch her, and feel her or would he reject her, report her to his father, and no longer have anything to do with her. She couldn't help but wonder if he was sexually thinking about her as much as she was sexually thinking about him. Where they travelled through time after being reincarnated over and again, she wondered if he was having the same disturbing albeit sexually exciting dreams that she was having too.
* * * * *
Coordinating her wardrobe around her top, she picked out a silk, sexy, Venetian red, button blouse. With her hair color sometimes clashing with and fighting for attention with the colors she wore, especially some shades of red, she liked how her auburn hair color complimented the color of her blouse. She had no problem with blue or green complimenting her hair but red, depending on the shade of red, was always problematic.
One of her favorite low cut blouses to wear, she liked this blouse not just for the shade of red, with red her favorite color, but because the buttons began where her cleavage ended. Flattering and highlighting her enormous D cup breasts that preoccupied the attention of most men, this blouse was so sexy. She liked how the low cut neckline not only showed off her long line of cleavage but also revealed her long, sexy neck, one of her best features. Giving him a sexy show by showing him her ample cleavage always made her feel sexy and who better to feel sexy with than to feel sexy with her son. The man of her love, the man of her lustful fantasies, and the man of her passionate dreams and her most erotic desires, he was the man that she was so sexually attracted to and the man that she most intimately wanted. Hoping to sexually tease him into wanting her, this blouse, along with her big tits, were her not so secret weapons she'd use in the seduction of her son.
If only he'd show his sexual interest in her, with him not having to do anything else, she'd do all of the rest. All it would take is a lustful look for her to know that he wanted her too, as much as she wanted him. Taking his look as her signal for her to seduce him, she'd take him by his hand to her bed. Once there, she'd show him how a woman loves a man and would teach him how to love a woman. No doubt, with all the sexual passion that she felt for her son, she'd ruin him for any other woman. No woman can match the love that a mother has for her son. No woman can compete with a mother's love, especially when there're naked and in bed together. No mother can match the love that she had for Henry.
"I love you Henry," she said for no one to hear. "I want you. I want to make mad, wild, passionate love to you."
* * * * *
Dressed only in her low cut bra and bright white, sheer, bikini panties, before creating her masterpiece of sexuality and seduction, she looked at herself in the mirror as if she was an artist looking at a blank canvas. With her sexy lingerie showing off and highlighting her figure, she not only looked so sexy but she felt so sexy. Not yet abandoning her to sag in defeat and wither and wrinkle in middle age, yet only a matter of time, thankfully, she still had her firm, sexy body, thank God. Forgetting for a minute about applying her makeup, more taken by how sexy her body still looked and how flattering her figure was, especially in comparison to how some of her younger friends have prematurely aged, she wished Henry was here now with her.
If only he was with her now, daring herself to do so and now horny and sexually frustrated enough to flash him, she'd surprise him, shock him probably by walking out of her bathroom wearing nothing but her sexy lingerie and a pair of high heeled shoes. Wouldn't that shock the shit out of him to see his mother in her underwear? Acting as if she didn't realize that she wasn't fully dressed, she wondered his reaction to seeing her in her low cut bra and sheer, bikini panty. Better than showing him what she looks like naked, she'd love to sexually tease him by showing him what she looks like in her sexy lingerie while he imagined the rest. If he looked close enough, he could see her nipples through her sheer bra. If he stared long enough, he could see her dark patch of trimmed, auburn pubic hair. Maybe once he saw her in her suggestive, sexually stimulating, and erotically revealing underwear, he'd want to see her naked too.
Imagining him staring, with her always so curious about his wants and desires, she wondered where he'd look first. While wondering it before, she wondered it again. She wondered if he was a breast man, an ass man, or a leg man. Maybe in the way that she hoped he loved sexy women, he was a whole body man. Imagining him falling speechless by the sexy, lingerie clad sight of her, she wondered what he'd say when he collected himself. Imagining him reaching out to touch her, he imagined him reaching out to feel her. Imagining him taking her and making passionate love to her, she wondered what he'd do in seeing his MILF of a mother, a mother that she hoped he'd love to fuck, dressed so scantily in her revealing underwear. Whatever he wanted to do to her, she'd allow him the wicked, sexual access to her naked body. Whatever he wanted her to do to his naked body, she'd do it to him. With her having three holes for him to fill, she was ready, willing, and open to anything.
Only nothing more than her sexual fantasy and possibly not even his sexual fantasy, if only he shared her sexual fantasies too, she'd be so happy. If only he'd whisper his lust for her in her ear while kissing her neck and while slowly moving his hand down her blouse to feel the weight of her breasts while fingering her nipples. If only he'd stick his sculptured hand down her panty to touch his mother where no son should ever touch his mother, she'd stick her hand down his pants to touch her son where no mother should ever touch her son. If only he'd confess that he's been having weird, sexual dreams about her too, she'd understand that the sexual passion that he had for her, she had for him too.
With her dreaming and fantasizing that they were already sexually intimate, they'd have such fun playing out their shared sexual fantasies by reliving their historic past. She'd willingly dress up as his queen with him her prince. She'd love nothing more than to give him a royal fucking and majestic sucking. She'd love nothing more than for him to take total sexual control of her before she took total physical control of him. Tying him to her bed to tease him while whipping him, she'd have him begging her to stop and give him sex.
Being that her nipples were supersensitive and one of her erogenous zones, with his fingertips touching, squeezing, turning, twisting, and pulling out her nipple, she'd do anything he wanted her to do. Perhaps if she prodded him a little by sexually teasing him and flashing him her bra and her panty clad, semi-naked body, with him unable to hide his sexual arousal by the obvious bulge in his pants, she'd discover how he really felt about his mother. Was he as sexually attracted to her as she was to him? Except, fearing that he was like most Arab men, if she dared show him too much skin, he'd deem her a slut for not covering herself. If she showed him how she sexually felt about him and wanted him, he may deem her as a whore and reject her by never seeing her again. If only he knew that she'd love for him to call her a slut and would be totally turned on by him calling her a whore, she wondered if he'd treat her as the slut and the whore that she wanted him to treat her as.
Oxymoronic in his disgust for her and at the same time in his repressed sexual desire for her, as long as he gave her hot sex and showed her the sexual passion that he had for her after he showed her the disgust that he for her, she'd be a very happy woman. If only he knew that she wanted her son to teach her a lesson for being bad, very bad, she'd love nothing better than for him to spank her naked ass really hard. Making her his submissive, little bitch, she'd love for him to take her and make passionate love to her before fucking her, really fucking her hard. While calling her a slut and a whore, she imagined him pulling her by her hair to slap her across her face. Then, dragging her by her hair, she imagined him forcing her to her knees and pulling her hair even harder for her to open her mouth and to take him inside.
If only he knew that he didn't have to pull her hair for her to open her mouth, she'd willingly suck him. Yet, better that he should think that her sucking him was his idea rather than her idea, she'd still be able to keep her motherly morals if only he'd make the first sexual move. If only he'd make the first incestuous move, she'd be so happy. If only he'd make the first sexual move, her life would be complete with her being sexually satisfied.
Wet just thinking about her son forcing her to suck him, she imagined him putting a firm hand to the back of her pretty head to inject her mouth with the full length and girth of him. She imagined him humping her mouth and fucking her face in the way she imagined him forcing any one of his Saturday night whores to blow him. Then, exploding his seed inside of her willing mouth, she imagined him not letting go of her until she swallowed all of him and until she licked every drop from his erect cock. While squeezing her tits and slapping her ass red raw, she'd love nothing better than for him to tie her to his bed and treat her as if she were his sexual slave instead of his mother.
"Oh, my God, Henry, I love you and I want you so very much," she said to her reflection in her mirror. "I'd like nothing better than to blow you as soon as you walked through my front door. I'd like nothing better than for you to make love to me before fucking me. I'd like nothing better than for you to take me anally."
Then, turning the tables on him, imagining him tied naked to a support beam in her apartment while she had her wicked, sexual way with his naked body, she imagined controlling him and torturing, just a little, until he agreed to be her sex slave. With his wrists bound and his ankles tied, she had the image of him looking much like a human starfish albeit with his cock dangling while awaiting the pleasure of her hand and mouth in the physical, emotional, and sexual torture of him. Teasing him with her fingers and then slowly stroking him with her hand before teasing him with her tongue, her lips, and her mouth, there for her pleasure and entertainment, she imagined Henry being her own personal CFNM stripper. Then, allowing him to take unconscionable sexual advantage of her too, she imagine Henry sexually servicing her at her command and whimsy.
Yet, only just a sexual fantasy, alas, she knew that Henry would never have sex with his mother. Yet, just as they were in her dreams, what if they were both just as sexually attracted to one another in reality as they were sexually attracted to one another in her dreams? What if Henry was having the same dreams? Surely that would be proof enough that they both lived before. What if Henry wanted her as much as she wanted him? Just as she dreamt, what if Henry dreamt of having sex with her too? What if Henry was masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with his mother? What if Henry has been having these dreams too about living in another time and another place while having incestuous sex with her?
"Oh, my God, if only he'd show the sexual desire he has for me, I'd show him the sexual desire I have for him too," she said for no one to hear while reaching down in her panty to touch herself. "I wish it was his fingers fingering me and not my own."
* * * * *
Hair and makeup always transformed her from very pretty to extraordinarily beautiful. Applying and perfecting her makeup with a brush here and a brush there, she sprayed her hair with hairspray before dabbing her Prada perfume on her neck, on her chest, on her wrists, behind her knees, on her ankles, and where she sexually fantasized he'd touch her and finger her before licking her. Perfuming every beating heartbeat of her, she didn't leave a pulse point unscented. Being that her long, shapely legs were tanned and waxed, she didn't bother wearing pantyhose. She hated the damn things. If she had her druthers, she'd wear nylons with a garter belt but she didn't want anything getting in the way of her flashing her son her panties, if she so dared.
"Oh, my God, I'd love to flash Henry my panty clad pussy," she said while applying her makeup and fixing her hair.
Armed and dangerous, she carefully put her blouse on over her 34D cup breasts as if she was a bodyguard hiding his big guns and as if she was donning a suicide bomb vest instead of her Venetian red, silk blouse. Her concealed and sometimes deadly weapons, her big guns were her breasts and she certainly had big, shapely ones. From men opening doors for her, to being seated at a better table at a restaurant or club, to hailing a cab on a rainy night, or to getting the attention of men or a specific man, she couldn't even count the number of times her having D cup breasts on her shapely body came in handy. Only, no longer in America and not wanting to be arrested for public indecency, she had to be careful where and to whom she flashed her long line of cleavage and supersized breasts.



She loved her breasts and now wondered again if her son was a breast man, an ass man, or a leg man. If only she knew which womanly body part he preferred, she'd pay closer attention to that one body part when choosing what to wear. Wearing a low cut blouse to show off her breasts and a short, tight skirt to enhance her round ass and long legs, now she'd have to show off all of her body parts. She wondered if her son loved her tits as much as she loved her breasts. Giving men a split second glimpse of what was to follow, her big breasts rounded the corner just before she did and her round, firm ass was the last bit of her that they saw when she was leaving.
Ready for battle, as if her son was her Prince and she was his Queen, and perhaps he was and perhaps she was too, she stepped into her suit of armor shade of grey, short skirt and tucking it in, zipped it over her silk blouse. As if adjusting her bullet proof vest to protect two of her best assets, she tucked her blouse in tighter to make her breasts look even bigger than they were. Not that she needed to make her breasts look any larger than they were, she did that out of habit because she loved how they looked from the front as much as she loved how her breasts looked from the side. At the same time, by tightly tucking in her blouse, she pulled the top opening of her shirt even lower to show off even more of her sexy cleavage.
Sometimes after dressing so dowdy every day for months, she sometimes forgets that she's a sexy woman with a hot body beneath her clothes. Last but not least, she stepped into her deep, silver gray, high heeled shoes. Comfortable for high heels, she loved these shoes because they were well padded and didn't bite or make her feet and legs ache her as the evening progressed. One last look at herself in the mirror, turning one way before turning the other, she didn't look bad for an old broad if she said so herself.
"Not bad," she said turning to the side, tucking in her stomach, and pulling her shoulders back to push out her breasts.
* * * * *
Just by innocently leaning forward to reach for her wine glass or a cracker and some cheese, she'd be inadvertently but deliberately exposing the tops of her breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and the top of her bra to her son. She leaned forward in her bathroom mirror to see how much he could see of her while she imagined innocently, albeit seductively staring up at him with her big, blue eyes while flashing him her tits. Obviously, whenever she leaned forward, her blouse fell forward too and, just as she could see a lot of herself in the mirror, she imagined that he would too. As far as she knew, being that she's always so morally modest around him and he's always so well manneredly respectful of her, he's never seen as much of her sexy body as he'd be seeing today.
Being that he's been away from her for so long and is returning to her as a 22-year-old man instead of an 18-year-old boy, she wondered where he'd look when she was purposely flashing him the top portion of her breasts. She wondered if she could entice him to notice the impressions that her breasts made in her blouse in the way that she noticed the bulge his cock made in his pants. She wondered if he'd notice her big nipples pushing against her bra and blouse as if begging to be fingered and sucked. She wondered if he'd break eye contact with her to stare down her open blouse. She wondered if he'd take all of what he saw of her that night to his room later. She wondered if he'd masturbate over the thoughts of having sex with her in the way that she planned on masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with him later.
In the way she hoped he would, would he dare look down his mother's blouse as if she was some trampy barmaid in an English pub? Truth be told, when she thought more about it, thinking about changing her clothes to put on something more modest and less revealing, she already felt guilty by the thoughts of sensuously teasing him and sexually arousing him by flashing him. Yet, now that she's staring back at herself in the mirror, as much as she looked beautiful and felt sexy, she felt pathetic, especially if he rejected her because she was his mother and he was her son. Suddenly she was sad that she was begging for her son's sexual attention. Yet, if only he has had the same dreams of reincarnation that she's routinely had, he'd understand her need to seduce him.
Even though she felt sexually hot wearing such a low cut blouse and such a short, tight skirt, she felt wicked wearing this blouse and skirt for her son instead of for another man. Only, she wasn't interested in any other man. Her son was the only man she wanted. Her son was the only man who she was sexually interested in taking to bed with her. Her son was the man she wanted to seduce.
* * * * *
"Madam?"
Always an interruption of her thoughts, the voice over her front door speaker that routinely announced her every guest commanded her attention. Having instructed him and tipped him before not to do so, she hated it when he called her madam. Being that she's divorced and no longer married, she preferred that he call her Miss. The madam salutation made her feel so old. She felt like her mother whenever the doorman called her that but her mother never looked as good as she looked now. She looked sexy. She looked hot. She looked irresistible. She walked to the door to depress the talk button.
"Yes," she said releasing the button with a sigh while waiting for him to respond.
'He's here. Henry must be here,' she thought to herself getting even more sexually excited than she was before.
Trying to remain calmly unflustered, she quivered with sexual anticipation with the expected arrival of her son.
"You have a visitor?"
The voice responded in Arabic and even though she's fluent in the language, with the thoughts of Henry preoccupying her, it took her a moment to understand what he had just said.
'Oh my God, Henry is here. He's here. He's here. Henry is here,' she thought. 'Who else could it be?'
"Who is it?" Even though she knew the language, she had a habit of falling back in her native tongue when excited or nervous and she responded to him in English.
Intuitively she knew it was her son. Yet a good habit and one that's hard to break but easy and necessary to live with, with her not feeling totally safe as a woman living alone in Qatar, she asked who it was for security sake. A secured building, the doorman was just doing his job and showing her his respect by calling her madam was one of the things that he was trained to do.
"It's Henry. Your son," he said in English.
She swooned at the sound of his name coming from someone else's lips to tell her that she wasn't dreaming this or imagining that he was here, Henry was really here. He had finally returned home to her. Forsaking living with his father to live with her, as she hoped he would, she was beside herself with happiness.
"Send him up," she said in Arabic.
She couldn't wait to see him. She couldn't wait to hold him. She couldn't wait to touch him and to kiss him.
* * * * *
Dismissing the maid to have her return tomorrow so that she may have some privacy tonight with her son, she moved to the kitchen to put out her already prepared trays of crackers and cheese and a fruit, veggie, and nut plate with dips. Perfect with a glass of wine, she already had everything ready he liked to eat, and with her washed, powdered, and perfumed, she was ready for him to eat too. Swooning with her sudden, sexual fantasy, she imagined her naked body laid out on the dining room table and festooned with fruits, vegetables, crackers, and cheese. With her knees raised and her legs spread, she swooned at the thought of him literally and figuratively eating her.
"Lick me Henry. Lick my pussy," she imagined saying to him instead of to herself. "Make me cum and I'll suck your cock."
With everything in Qatar imported and with all of it so very expensive, she spared no expense in entertaining her son as if she was entertaining a member of the royal family. Stopping to check herself in the mirror again, she suffered the torture filled minutes of waiting for him to walk from the cab to her front door. As she lost count of how many steps he needed to take to her, she lost count of how many times she checked herself in the mirror. Fixing her lipstick, she wanted to leave her red mark on him as if branding him with her lipstick tattoo for everyone to know that he was hers and he belonged to her. Counting the seconds one by one, she imagined with the quickness of his pace and the length of his long, legged stride that he was already here.
"Henry is here," she mumbled under her breath. "Thank God, Henry is finally home."
Not wanting to appear too anxious and certainly not wanting to appear as if she was his girlfriend instead of his mother, she controlled herself from opening her front door and greeting him in the hall. If she were his lover instead of his mother, she'd run down the hall to him, jump on him, and wrap her long legs around him. With her short skirt up to her waist, she'd push her panty clad pussy against the bulge his cock made in his pants while French kissing him. It made her wet and her nipples hard while imagining greeting him in such an incestuously vulgar way.
Yet, how dare she even think those incestuous thoughts? She wasn't his lover but his mother. He wasn't her lover but her son. She didn't want to make a public spectacle of herself in front of her neighbors to give them something to gossip about; she needed more privacy than that. Yet, as soon as he unlocked the front door with his key and closed it behind him, she ran to him as if he was a wounded warrior returning home while on leave from the war in Afghanistan.
"Henry! You're home," she said running to him to wrap her arms around his neck. "I missed you so very much."
To be continued...
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Prince Henry returns home to his mother. "Long live the Prince!"
"Henry! You're home," she said running to him to wrap her arms around his neck. "I missed you so very much."
When wearing her high heels, instead of being up to the top of his shoulder, she was at eye level with his chin. With him leaning down to her and her leaning up to him, she kissed him with her eyes closed as if he was her long lost lover instead of her away at the university son. Even though the kiss lasted only for few seconds, she imagined it lasting longer while imagining that kissing him meant as much to him as it did to her.
She wished she could take him sexually instead of just having to settle for just his kiss. Definitely from this one kiss, with her fingers inside of her and her vibrator massaging her clit, she'd be taking his kiss to bed with her tonight. There, in bed, once masturbating herself, she'll imagined him licking her vaginal juices from her fingers in the way that she'd love to lick his cum from his cock. If only she could, she would.
'I'm so horny,' she thought to herself while almost saying it out loud and in front of her son.
As if plugging her into a wall outlet to electrify her, a million thoughts, responses, and impulses ran through her mind with the arrival of her son. Already so ready to have sex with him, she felt a familiar moistness between her legs and her nipples were already hard and begging to be fingered before being sucked. If only by the fact that he readily kissed her on the lips without turning away, she imagined that he missed and enjoyed kissing her as much as she missed him and enjoyed kissing him. If only by the fact that he didn't immediately break off their kiss, she imagined that he wanted to kiss her longer as she wanted to kiss him longer. Being that he agreed to come live with her in Qatar instead of living with his father in Boston, she imagined that he wanted her as much as she wanted him.
Wanting to kiss him longer and she would have kissed him longer if only she could have kissed him more passionately without him looking at her as if she was crazy. Something that no mother should do with her son, she wanted to part his soft, full lips with her tongue and give him a deep, wet kiss. Wishing she could French kiss her son, she'd love for him to return her kiss and French kiss his mother. She'd love to probe his mouth with her tongue while he probed his mouth with his tongue. Swooning at the thought of French kissing Henry, if only she could, she would.
Taking the risk that he'd think badly of her, she kissed him longer than she should, longer than what was appropriate, and longer than what was respectable. In those brief few seconds that she was kissing him, she pretended that he was her lover. She pretended that they were about to make love or had just made love. If only he was her forever lover, she'd be so happy. In her dreams of him, he is her forever lover.
As soon as he touched her and she smelled him as a lioness or a mama bear would do when greeting her cub, she imagined what it would be like to make out with him, really make out with him. With the both of them naked and with him touching and feeling her everywhere while she touched and felt him everywhere, she imagined what it would be like to make love to him. At that moment she wished he really was her lover instead of her son. She couldn't think of a better scenario of her son being her lover.
Something she routinely imagined in her sexual fantasies and perhaps experienced in their past lives, how better her life would be if her lover was her son? In the way that she sexually wanted her son, wanting nothing more in this world, she'd be so very happy if only he reciprocated the love she had for him by kissing her in the way that she so wanted to kiss him and to be kissed. In that moment, as if she was thrown back through eternity to begin their incestuous love affair all over again, she had memories of him making love to her. Those memories are what drove her crazy. Those memories are what kept the sexual feelings that she had for her son alive. Those memories are now all that she had.
Has she lived before? Were they lovers in another life? Sometimes so difficult to discern fantasy from reality, she wondered if he felt the same way about her. She wondered if he had the same disturbing albeit sexual exciting dreams that she was having. She wondered if he had thoughts about prior lives also. Only, how could she ask him any of that without him thinking that she was insane?
Not wanting him to deem her an incestuous slut, for her to show him real affection and the secret sexual desires that she hid from him, he needed to make the first move. As if attacking her before raping her, he needed to feel her through her clothes before undressing her. She imagined him stripping off her clothes. She imagined him taking her. He needed to take her in the way that she so wanted to strip off his clothes and take him. He needed to be the one to part her lips with his tongue and to touch and feel her everywhere with his hands. Without him making the first move, she was dead in the water and adrift in her endless sexual frustration with the unsated thoughts of having sex with him.
He needed to be the one to squeeze her ass while feeling her breasts. He needed to be the one to force her hand to his emerging erection and hold it there. With a gentle but forceful hand to the back of her auburn, pretty head, he needed to be the one to unzip himself, push her to her knees, and fill her willing mouth with the full length and girth of him. With her so willingly obliging him, he needed to be the one to hump her mouth and fuck her face while she sucked his cock. If only she could, she would.
He needed to be the one to lick her from her pussy to her ass after he filled her with all of his warm, oozy, liquid desire for her. Just as she'd love for him to eat her, she'd love for him to lick her ass, really part her cheeks and get his tongue all the way in there. He needed to be the one to bend her over the table, lift up her short skirt, pull down her panty, and take her from behind. Whether him taking her vaginally and/or anally, it didn't much matter so long as he made love to her before he fucked her, really fucked her hard. She'd love to be his sexual bitch of a slave. She'd love to obey his every sexual command.
With her kissing him longer than she should, she hoped that he'd take the not so subtle hint of her unmotherly affection and kiss her, really kiss her. In the way that she so wanted to do with him, she hoped that he'd part her lips with his tongue. She'd like nothing more than for her son to French kiss her. She'd like nothing more than to be lost in the throes of sexual passion while kissing and kissing him. She wished she could make out with her son as if he were some stranger she met at the mall. She'd like nothing more than for her 22-year-old son to inappropriately touch her, feel her, and fondle every part of her 43-year-old well-kept, more than willing body while giving her deep, wet kisses.
With her thinking of preparing herself for this day since he left for school again, hoping to immediately burn the extra calories before it appeared as excess fat on her hips, she ran an extra mile every time she ate anything she shouldn't eat. Especially when she stood in front of her full-length mirror to examine herself, if she said so herself, she looked more like 33-year-old woman than she looked like a 43-year-old woman. With her son more mature and looking older, looking more like a 27-year-old than a 22-year-old, she more enjoyed thinking that there was only a six year difference in their emotional maturity than pondering that there was a twenty-one year difference in their physical ages.
* * * * *
"Hi Mom," he said opening his arms to greet her with a big, broad shouldered hug. Making her feel so small and so vulnerable, he lowered his 6'3" frame to meet her 5'7" form.
Briefly he lifted her slim, shapely body off the carpet as if she was the swan Princess Odette, a prima ballerina in Tchaikovsky's Swan Lake and he was, Prince Siegfried, her handsome suitor. He wrapped his strong arm around her to give her a hug while his other hand was poised around her shoulders as if he was going to dip her while dancing with her. She swooned in his arms. Only ruining her sexual fantasy, she wished he didn't call her Mom but Emma. He wished he'd deem her as a cougar and as his sexy older girlfriend instead of as his mother. If only he thought of her as his more mature, forbidden woman, she'd give him a hot sexual greeting to show him how much she missed him before and how much she wanted him now.
Pressing her pelvis so tightly against his while imagining humping him as she made love to him, giving him her subtle hint that she wanted him and had to have him, she hugged him tighter than any respectable mother should hug her son. Hugging him so tightly, she hugged him tight enough that she could imagine what he'd feel like inside of her. Perhaps imagining more than what was there, she thought she could feel his growing manhood pressing against her. Wishing she had greeted him at the front door naked, it was then that she imagined his cock in her hand, in her mouth, in her pussy, and in her ass.
The thought of his cock pressed against her soft belly even through her clothes inspired her to imagine them naked and, as if they had already made love before in another time and in another place, his hug encouraged her memory. Wishing that he'd drop his hand further down her back, she felt his long fingertips at the top of her round, firm buttocks. She couldn't help herself from imagining him cupping her ass while deeply kissing her. She loved to feel his hand squeezing her ass through her skirt and through the thin material of her panty. Now wishing she hadn't worn panties, why did she even wear panties?
She couldn't help herself from imagining him lifting the back of her oh, so short skirt to feel her shapely buttocks through her sheer, bikini panties with his big, strong hands. She couldn't stop herself from imagining him feeling her breasts with his other hand while his fingers teased her nipples to harden through her blouse and bra. In the way that his fingertips remained poised at the top, back portion of her white panty, she wished his fingers were poised between her legs while wishing she wasn't wearing any underwear. She was already wet while imagining him fingering her pussy and rubbing her clit. As if she was dreaming, something she's never done while awake, she was sexually fantasizing about him with her eyes wide open. Now, at the very least, she wished she would have had the courage to have greeted him at the door in her sexy bra and panty.
"Never mind about your suitcase. Leave if for the maid take care of your dirty things tomorrow. Come sit with me in the living room. Let's have a drink to celebrate your graduation and you returning home to me," she said kissing him on the lips again this time with her eyes wide open.
"But I have a Christmas gift for you, a souvenir from England," he said.
So excited to see her son again, she nearly forgot that it was Christmas. Even with the few holiday decorations she found on her shopping excursions, it certainly didn't feel like Christmas living in Qatar. They didn't play the endless Christmas songs to remind her of the holiday. With sunshine instead of snow and with turkeys hard to find, seemingly, Christmas in Qatar was just another day.
"And I have a Christmas gift for you too, more of a combination welcome home and college graduation present for you," she said. She imagined giving him a dildo and a vibrator as his very special gift to use on her instead of giving him the car she bought him, a snow white, new Mustang GT parked in the garage downstairs. "We'll have plenty of time for gifts later," she said thinking of the 1/18 scale model she wrapped as her way to tell him that there was a life-sized version of the die cast car awaiting him downstairs. "Right now, I just want to talk to you."
When she kissed him, she hoped he'd take her hint. When she kissed him, she wished he'd part her lips with his tongue and kiss her with the same passion that she imagined him kissing her in her dreams. When she kissed him, she wished her reach up his hand to feel her big tits through her blouse while fingering her nipples through her bra. When she kissed him, she hoped he'd push her back up against the wall and stick a hand up her short skirt, a skirt so short that she didn't dare wear it out in public for fear that she'd be held, questioned, and arrested for indecency. When he kissed her, French kissed her, she wished he'd reach up her short skirt to feel and squeeze her ass through her panty. When he kissed her, she wished he'd cup her pussy through her panty and push her panty aside to finger her pussy.
* * * * *
When sitting across from him, even with her knees tightly press together, with the triangular opening just above her slim, shapely thighs, she knew as soon as she sat like that her son would be rewarded with a view of her bright white sheer panties. She knew that as soon as she parted her knees to slowly and seductively cross and uncross her long, shapely legs, in the way that Sharon Stone did in Basic Instinct, that she'd give him more of a show of her sexy legs and her panty clad pussy. She wondered if he'd notice. She wondered if he'd look. She wondered if he'd stare at her panty clad pussy while imagining fingering her, licking her, and making love to her before fucking her.
This was it, her more than subtle way of flashing him while sexually teasing him. This was the hint that she hoped he'd take to make his move across the line of incest. Crossing and uncrossing her legs, whenever she leaned forward to reach the table, she knew she was flashing him her panty along with the tops of her breasts, her cleavage, and her bra. Willing to do anything to please him and erotically tease him before sexually pleasuring him, she'd give anything for her son to touch her where only she's been touching herself lately. She'd like nothing more than to show Henry how much she wants him by showing him how wet she is for him. She'd like nothing better than to have put his mouth on her and his tongue inside of her. She quivered with the thought of him fingering her clit while licking her pussy.
She watched his eyes dart from the down blouse view of her cleavage and bra that she was giving him to the seductive flash of her panty that she continued flashing him. Only, she didn't want him to just want her sexually. She wanted him to love her in the way that a man loves a woman and not in the way that a son loves a mother. Already in love with him not just as a mother who loves her son, she loved him in the way that a woman loves a man. With her showing no compunction about crossing the imaginary line of incest, and with her knowing she's done this many times before in past lives, she was ready to give him whatever he wanted of her as long as he made the first move.
* * * * *
Emma sat on the couch sipping her wine while listening to her son, Henry. Missing him, with her having been sad for so long by his absence, having him finally here with her now was as if he died and returned to life. Once he went away to college, missing her daily interactions with him, even though he mostly lived with his father, she never grew accustomed to living alone and to living without him in life. Now home finally not only for the Christmas holiday but also to live with her again after being away at school in London seemingly forever, she was glad to have him back home with her. With him staying in the United Kingdom for another six months after graduation to see Ireland, Scotland, and Wales, she feared that he might like the country enough to stay. Yet, with him finally returning home to her, it was obvious that he missed her and Qatar, the country he's known off and on since a child.
After divorcing her husband a lifetime ago, Henry was the only family she had. She had lots of friends of course, but having lots of friends wasn't the same as having her family there with her. She missed her son so very much, so much that she's been having odd dreams and disturbing sexual fantasies about him. Embarrassed to admit them even to herself, some of her sexual fantasies included not just sexually teasing her son but painfully torturing him as her way to control him for her to get what she sexually wants and needs from him.
At first her dreams, more like nightmares, were disturbing that she dared to dream of herself naked with her son. Feeling shyly ashamed the next morning while still in bed naked with the lingering thoughts that she fondled, stroked, sucked, and made love to her son's penis in her dream, she masturbated herself to the memory of her realistic sexual fantasy. If only he was any other man but her son, she'd be off the wall sexually excited in making love to him. Every night, either she'd have the same dream of them having sex or a new dream with them in a different place, time, and even in a foreign land. With her most recent dreams going back to the 16th century England, hoping to make some sense of it all, she hired a writer to help her put to paper what she's been thinking, dreaming, and sexually fantasizing.
She wondered if the impact of her leaving Boston and the Museum of Art for the National Museum in Qatar several years ago, was finally taking a toll and having an impact on her that played out in her dreams. Perhaps with her working long hours to forget how lonely she is without her son, she's working too much. She sometimes missed Boston but, no comparison to living in Qatar, comfortable living here now and not imagining living anywhere else, she missed her son more. Maybe if she still lived in Boston instead of living in repressed Qatar, she'd have had sex with her son last year when he was home for the summer. Nonetheless, still puzzled by her visions and her sexual fantasies, perhaps her dreams were trying to tell her something. As simple as that, without any hidden message, maybe she was reincarnated after all.
It was odd to her that even after living here for so long that she still dreams in English even though she's fluent in Arabic. Moreover, being that she's one of the curators at the museum where she works, she'd think that she'd be dreaming of antique artifacts and what life was like thousands of years ago instead of having sexual dreams about her son. Even more baffling, why was she dreaming of England in the 16th century unless she had some connection to King Edward IV, King Richard III, or Henry VII? She had no idea. Perhaps with her handling all of these antiquities, maybe they're haunted and possessed to inspire her dreams. If some of the thousands of year old Egyptian artifacts were haunted why couldn't these more modern day artifacts, albeit artifacts that are still more than 400 years old, be haunted too?
Maybe she sexually thinks of her son because he reminds her so much of his father. Maybe she thinks of her son naked because she's just stressed, sexually frustrated, and horny and just needs to get laid. Maybe she manifests her sexual feelings upon her son because she doesn't have a man in her life. Maybe she thinks of herself naked with her son because she works too much and is just tired. Such a cruel joke to play on her, maybe she has lived before with him as her lover instead of as her son. Definitely she needs a boyfriend only even if she had a boyfriend, what's the use, they couldn't live together. The law here, they'd have to be married to do live together and after all that happened in her marriage, she didn't think she'd ever get married again.
Destined and doomed to live her life alone, her sexual options aren't as readily available here in Qatar as they are in the United States. For fear that they may think her a spy, a modern day, albeit female version of Indiana Jones, she had to be careful who she was seen with, who she talked to, and who she dated. Even though she's lived here for years, speaks the language, and knows the customs, she's still deemed a foreigner. Maybe if she renounced her American citizenship, denounced her Catholic religion, embraced their religion, and became a Muslim, the locals would be more accepting of her. Only, unlike the Catholic Church, as a woman and regarded lesser in class, she's not allowed to even pray with the men. Prophet Muhammad said that if men and women were to pray together that they'd be more interested in looking at and lusting over one another than in praying. Imagining a man staring at her shapely ass as she prayed, maybe Muhammad was right.



Yet, more than just the obvious sexual fantasy of having sex with her son, she wondered what else her dreams meant. More sexually exciting than they were disturbing, she wondered if she lived life before in another time and in another place. With her dreams so vividly real, an easy but not such a believable explanation, maybe she had a past life or several past lives before. Maybe she's immortal and with her never knowing where or when is scheduled to return to Earth from Heaven or from Hell every few hundred years.
She didn't dare see a psychiatrist, not even a female psychiatrist. In her line of work as one of the curators for the National Museum in Qatar, she feared whatever she told a doctor in private would certainly soon become public. Different from the United States where psychiatrist keep their patients conversations private, all that was needed for the government or her employer to get her medical records was for them to request them. As an ex-pat, and now a Qatari woman, if only her friends, co-workers, and her government knew that she harbored sexual thoughts for her son, she'd be ruined. Keeping their distance, no one would have anything to do with her. She'd be shunned, shamed, and scorned.
Being that she could never become a citizen of Qatar and with her not having relinquished her United States citizenship yet to become a citizen of another country, living in the Middle East was her life now. Living in a foreign land where women aren't still allowed to show their wrists and ankles in some public buildings, never mind their cleavage, if she was caught inappropriately dressed, she'd be arrested. Even if she wasn't having sex with him, if the local government of Qatar suspected that she was sexually lusting over her son, she'd be fired from her job. Then, after she paid all of her debts, she'd be immediately deported. The law of the land when it came to ex-Pats, temporary citizens who had no rights, she wouldn't be allowed to leave the country until she paid off all that she owed.
Moreover, even with her expertise in Islamic art and fluency in Arabic, she'd never get another job in the Middle East again. Calling her a pervert, a whore, and an incestuous slut, everyone would be talking about her behind her back. With the laws so strict and readily enforced in Qatar, especially for woman and especially for foreigners, she may even be imprisoned if what she fantasized doing sexually with her son came to light through the conversations she had with a mental health professional. Always careful what she said, what she did, who she talked to, and even what she thought, she didn't have the freedom that even a Qatari woman had and never mind the freedoms that Qatari men had. In most men's minds, even though she was beautiful, sexy, intelligent, and capable enough to hold an executive position in Qatar's National Oil Company, she was considered a nothing and a no one.
"Now that I'm out of school Mom," said Henry. "I'd like to get a job in a design firm. I always thought that architecture is my thing but now it's more design."
She looked at him as if she was looking at a God or perhaps the Devil himself. He was so handsome. For added emphasis on certain words or thoughts, she loved how he so passionately and so expressively talked while using his beautifully sculptured hands. As if he was an ambidextrous conductor of an orchestra, his hands were his dual batons. She wished he'd take her dancing so that she could show him off to envious women. She wished he'd kiss her in the way that no son should ever kiss his mother and no mother should ever submit her tongue to her son. She wished he'd touch her, feel her, and fondle her in the way that she imagined he touched, felt, and fondled women his own age.
Instead of having this inane conversation about him getting a job when she had plenty of money to support them both, she wished he'd talk suggestively to her about them having incestuous sex so that she could respond to him in kind by talking suggestively to him. Wicked in her sexual desire of him enough not to be embarrassed by the thought, she wondered what his cock looked like when he was sexually aroused. Just once, something more realistic to inspire her sexual fantasies, she'd love to watch him masturbate. Just once, something to give her fodder to masturbate herself over, she loved to watch him cum. Just once, something that she'd deem so wicked, she'd love for him to watch her masturbate. Just once, something that she'd feel was so sexually exciting, she'd love for him to see her have an orgasm.
Gobbling it up with great sexual lust, she'd lick ever drop of his cum from his beautiful body. Instead of cumming all over his hand or on his stomach, she'd invite him to cum in her mouth. She'd love nothing more than to suck him while stroking him as he explored her big breasts with his hands and fingered her nipples with his fingers. Going beyond what were appropriate thoughts between a mother and her son, she wondered if her son had a big cock. She could use a big cock right now but not just any big cock, only her son's big cock would do.
"What's the difference between architecture and design?"
She knew the obvious differences between architecture and design but she just wanted to hear him explain it. She just wanted to continue staring at him while watching his beautifully formed lips move before he disappeared for the evening with his friends. She fantasized about him while she talked. Acting as if she didn't realize that she was naked and that he awakened her from a sound sleep, she'd like nothing better than to greet him at the door naked when he came home a little tipsy and while she pretended that she was a little tipsy too.
Only, she wished that he'd sexually take her instead of her trying to sexually take him. If only he'd make the first move, she'd eagerly and readily submit to him. If only he'd make the first move, she'd freely and willingly make all of the next moves. For now, with him really here and not just a dream she was having, she just wanted him to stay with her a little while longer while she imagined him naked and making love to her.
She imagined his lips kissing her while his tongue explored her mouth and his hands explored her body. She imagined him tearing off her clothes as if they were on fire in the way that she's on fire for him. She imagined his hands touching, feeling, and fondling her D cup breasts. She imagined his fingers fingering her nipples and his lips sucking her nipples. As if he was praying to Allah, she imagined him falling in between her legs to pay homage from whence he emerged with his beautiful tongue licking her pussy before licking her asshole.
Not quite done with him yet, she imagined him taking her from behind and making love to her anally. Cumming in her ass, she imagined him pouring warm chocolate sauce in her anus and licking that along with a mixture of his own cum. A reoccurring sexual fantasy that she had from several hundred years ago, she imagined him giving her a baby and while the baby was emerging from her vagina, he was fucking her in the ass. How could she possibly think such things about her son but she was? How could she possibly have such disgusting albeit sexually exciting dreams about him but she did? Forsaking all other men, how could she want to have sex with her own son but she did?
"Architecture is mostly for buildings and structures but design encompasses everything, even architecture," he said.
To be continued...
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This is a Summer Lovin' contest story. As if giving my story and I your applause, please give me the support of your vote.
Charlotte finally finds the perfect exercise to lose weight.
Charlotte is fat. She's fat, fat, fat. Sometimes wanting to pull her hair out of her head and scream, she doesn't like being fat. In a television and internet video filled world with men lusting over skinny models and shapely celebrities, who wants to be fat? Not knowing what it's like not to be fat and made fun of as a child, she's been fat all of her life. Moreover, instead of getting thinner, no matter what she does, what she eats or doesn't eat, she's getting fatter.
Her being fat has destroyed her sense of self. Her being fat has destroyed her confidence. Her being fat has poisoned her inner monologue from positive to negative. When she looks in the mirror, she doesn't see her beautiful, blonde hair, nor her big, blue eyes, nor her pretty face, and nor her great smile. She only sees that she's fat. She doesn't give herself credit for her kindness, her good heart, her great sense of humor, her quick wit, nor her intelligence. Her fat body is all that she sees in the mirror.
By destroying her confidence and ruining her self-esteem, she's allowed how badly she feels about herself to interfere with all of her relationships, whether with relatives, with friends, with co-workers, or with her lovers. Instead of dealing with her weight issue, she avoids people until they give up on her. Now alone, unhappy, and bitter, with her fat body on her mind 24/7, she's allowed her being fat to ruin her life. Instead of taking a stand to take control her obesity, she's allowed her obesity to control her. She's fat and there's nothing she could do about that, until now.
* * * * *
Now that the winter is over and April is already here, it was getting warmer outside. Preferring to hide in her house in the dead, dark, cold of winter, Charlotte dreaded the advent of the warmer weather. Rather than trying to lose weight yet again, she's even considered moving somewhere colder, North Dakota, Vermont, Alaska, or even Antarctica, someplace where the winters are seemingly longer and the summers are seemingly shorter. Even though she hates the cold and the snow of winter, preferring spring and fall, she thinks about living someplace where she could wear a bulky winter coat over her fat body most of the year.
She hated the heat of summer with people running around nearly naked with nothing on but a small swimsuit or a bikini. She hated bikinis. She hated women who could wear bikinis. She hated skinny women who didn't have a clue what it was to be fat. With the warmer weather soon to be here, no longer could she wear her heavy, oversized, dark clothes to hide the body that she was so responsible in creating and that she so hated having. She hated her body as much as she hated herself for being fat.
Suddenly feeling like a beached whale on public display while imagining everyone pointing at her and laughing, she dreaded wearing lightweight clothes that would show all the weight she's gained over the winter. More than the public ridicule she imagined her relatives, friends, neighbors, and co-workers giving her, even though they didn't and wouldn't, she hated seeing herself in the mirror. If it wouldn't be so insane for her to do, she'd like to remove every mirror in her apartment. She didn't need to be reminded in her own house that she's fat every time she walked in a room and walked by a mirror. She already knows she's fat. How many times mush she continue to see her fatness. Instead of addressing the real problem of her obesity, if she wouldn't be deemed so crazy, but for a handheld mirror to do her hair and makeup, she'd paint all of her mirrors black, as bleakly dark as her foul mood.
Soon it would be summer, a time of invitations to the beach, outdoor concerts, barbeques, and pool parties. Soon it would be hot, really hot, and too hot to walk around in dark, oversized clothes. She hated invitations. She hated being invited anywhere. She hated having to say no to go to the beach, to see outdoor concerts, to attend barbeques, and to wear cutoff jeans and an oversized tee shirt over her bra to the pool. She hated pools. She hated people. She just wanted to be left alone. She just wanted to stay home alone to watch movies while eating junk food.
Whenever out with her thin friends, what was left of them after not keeping in contact with them, men referred to her as the fat chick. Men she didn't even know and who didn't even take the time to know her all wanted to be with her thin friends and no one wanted to be with her. Even her friends talked behind her back about her weight and called her fat. Some friends they were, which is why they're her ex-friends.
Women she's known since childhood and who she thought were her friends and cared for her, hurt her by calling her the one word that makes her want to eat more and get even fatter. Instead of getting angry enough to go on yet another diet, she'd rather find comfort alone with a good movie and fast food. She doesn't need them. She doesn't need any of them. She doesn't need to have a boyfriend. She's done with men. She doesn't need anyone to like her. She'd rather just be alone to eat whatever she wants and whenever she wants without ridicule.
Except for going to work, she hated leaving her home to go out. No longer able to hide herself in her house while blaming her absence on the snow, the ice, the sleet, and the cold weather, what would she do now that it was getting warmer and too warm to wear so many clothes? What would she do on those 90 degree plus days when everyone was having fun in the sun but for her? Would she decline everyone's invitation again and stay home as she did last year for fear that someone will see how really fat she is and how much weight she's gained? Or would she do the same as she did last year and all the years before? Never wear shorts or tank tops and never go to the beach. She'd rather sweat while wearing a sweatshirt and jeans outdoors while kidding herself that she's not that that warm and not that fat when she is that warm and that fat?
The last straw was last year when she weighed 200 pounds at the doctor's office. She saw the look on the skinny nurse's face while she was writing her weight on her chart. Kettle black, being that so many nurses are overweight, we'll see what happens to this nurse after ten years of sitting on her ass while working at the hospital, especially after she has a baby. No doubt, she'll be fat then too, as fat as Charlotte is now if not even fatter.
Two hundred pounds? How could she be that heavy? How did she gain that much weight? When did she put on so much weight? When all she sees is her fat, how could she not notice herself getting fatter?
She was never so shocked. She was never so embarrassed. She's never been as fat. She gained 30 pounds over the winter, as much weight as the biggest Thanksgiving turkey. She gained 30 pounds, 30 pounds. Unable to wrap her head around that enormous weight gain, that was the most she's ever gained over the winter. Normally, she gains five or ten pounds and not thirty pounds. Other than salads until she was hopping like a bunny, donuts, McDonalds, pizza, and Chinese food, what the Hell did she eat to gain so much weight and to get so fat?
Never weighing herself at home, she ignored her weight issue by not wanting to know what she weighed. Easy to do when alone in the winter, she'd rather continue believing that she didn't have a weight problem, that she weighed the same, and that she didn't weigh as much as the nurse said she weighed at the doctor's office. When seemingly she was always emotionally hungry, trying to lose weight was a real struggle for her and much worse than trying to quit smoking, which she did. No doubt, not having a cigarette poised between her fingers caused her to eat more.
Still, after the wakeup call at the doctor's office, by not eating and by starving herself, she lost 20 pounds. She kept the 20 pounds off but has been unable to lose another pound. She remembered eating more when she was stressed during her brief unemployment between jobs and eating more until she felt more comfortable in her new job. Now that she had a job and could pay her living expenses, she didn't have that never ending, suffocating anxiety. She just had the same stress she had before and that she's always had from being fat, lonely, and rejected.
Now that she had to adjust, get used to, and wrap her head around her new weight of 180, she knew she wouldn't lose any of it but would gain even more, especially during next winter when she hides herself away and has nothing to do but to eat. She was 170 this time last year. Instead of reaching her goal weight that she set for herself last year when she was 170 and wanted to be ten pounds lighter this year, wanting to be 160, she's ten pounds heavier than she was last year and now weighs a fat 180.
She should have known she'd gain more weight. She should have eaten less instead of eating more but between the breakup of her boyfriend, losing her job, and quitting smoking, she's lucky she only gained 30 pounds. Thirty pounds? She couldn't believe she gained 30 pounds. That's the kind of weight that she'd expect to gain after having a baby but she didn't have any children.
With her boyfriend dumping her for someone else, someone thinner but not as pretty, she was so sad to spend the holidays alone. She still has the Christmas gifts she bought him in a bag in her closet. Declining Thanksgiving Day invitations, she stayed home alone to heat up and eat her supermarket turkey dinner. It wasn't so bad. Being alone for the holidays made her realize what it would be like when she's older and didn't have a husband to care for her or children to visit her. New Year's Eve was the hardest. Instead of watching the New Year's Eve celebration on TV, she went to bed at 9 pm.
Looking on the bright side, grasping at any ray of comforting hope, at least she's not 200 pounds. At least she lost that 20 pounds and kept it off without gaining it all back. Now she only needs to lose another 20 pounds to be at her goal weight but how is she going to do that? How can she lose another 20 pounds when she starved herself to lose the last 20 pounds?
* * * * *
Instead of working in an office, instead of seeing people all day, she found a new job as a home healthcare worker taking care of Mrs. Morrison. Now when not hiding herself at home, she hid herself in her client's house. Going from one house to another, other than seeing and interacting with the woman she cared for, she spent day without interacting and seeing anyone. All of this self-imposed seclusion manifested because she perceives herself as being unwanted, ugly, and fat. Depressingly unhappy, she just wanted to go to work and go home.
Yet, she didn't allow her unhappiness get in the way of her job. Capable and responsible, she never missed a day and was always promptly on time. Whenever she thought she had a problem, she just had to think of all that Mrs. Morrison had to endure with her monthly doctor's visit when getting ready to ride the handicap wheelchair bus. Compared to the woman she care for, with all of her medical issues, she should have a problem. Caring for her made her feel better about herself. At least she was still young. At least she could lose the weight. At least she wasn't old, ugly, and wrinkled. She was just fat.
Held hostage nine hours a day, seven days a week with an hour for lunch, Charlotte had nothing better to do than to stare at the TV screen while she worked as a healthcare aid for elderly Mrs. Morrison. Confined to her house, either to her bed, her wheelchair, or to her reclining chair in the living room, Charlotte cared for Mrs. Morrison as if she was her own mother. With her being an only child, leaving her the house when she was younger, her mother died from a heart attacked caused from heart disease attributed to overeating. With her mother, Rita, only 5'4" tall and weighing more than 300 pounds, not there to watch her graduate high school, she prematurely died at only 44-years-old when Charlotte was 18-years-old.
Not such an easy thing to do, she remembered it took three burly men to carry her mother with dignity down the stairs and out the front door to the waiting ambulance. The saddest day of her life, she swore she'd never get that heavy. Yet, as the years passed, despite her best imagined efforts to lose weight by watching all that she ate, with her emotions getting the better of her, the pounds continued to pack on her body.
Seemingly, every year she gained at least five more pounds, sometimes ten pounds, and as much as 30 pounds with the breakup of a boyfriend and with ice cream seemingly more of a comfort than any of her supposed friends. Unbelievably, every year she was five pounds heavier. Admittedly, every year she was angrier and more depressed that she never made any of the realistic weight goals she set for herself to lose a lousy ten pounds instead of gaining five pounds more. Then, when she gained 30 pounds that one winter that put her over the edge. She was on her way to being just as fat as her mother. Would she be dead at 44-years-old too?
* * * * *
Truth be told, she loved Mrs. Morrison but she hated her job. She missed working in an office. She missed talking to people. Her job was so sedentary. A job that encouraged weight gain instead of weight loss, she wished she had a more active occupation only she didn't know what that would be. She imagined herself working as a dancer and/or an ice skater when she was younger but not very good at either, that was just a phase. She imagined if she had worked harder, followed through, and worked as a dance instructor, she'd be thin today instead of fat.
Munching on popcorn, after a while, instead of losing weight by curbing her appetite, even buttered popcorn, duh, was fattening and making her gain weight. Perhaps three bags of popcorn each day was two bags too many. With five TV's scattered throughout Mrs. Morrison's small apartment, no matter which room they were in and which TV they watched, somehow magically the program was always on a station break with commercial after commercial blaring in her head. Commercial after annoying commercial, the same commercials played over and again so many times that she could recite them verbatim. Instead of muting the TV, the woman listened to every frigging commercial as if that commercial or this commercial was her last commercial to see and hear.
A pet peeve of hers, Charlotte hated commercials, especially diet and exercise commercials. Taking them as if they were personal attacks on her by making her feel guilty for not doing more to lose weight, without a doubt, diet and exercise commercials are the worst in her face and most judgmental of her inability to lose weight. In the way they worded their ads and demonstrated their exercise machines with models who had perfect bodies in skin tight gym shorts, they may as well call her a fat cow.
If she had her druthers, she'd mute every damn one of those frigging commercials, especially the Bowflex and Total Gym commercials with that annoying whore of an air head, Christie Brinkley. Give me a break. Living in her ten million dollar mansion in the Hamptons after divorcing Billy Joel, Christie Brinkley doesn't need the money from making stupid exercise commercials. One would think, with the advent of cable TV, personally paid and supported TV, forty years ago that there'd be less commercials instead of more commercials today but there isn't. There's more commercials today than there ever were before.
Other than American Idol, which Mrs. Morrison loves, the worst for having the most commercials are baseball games and, of course, the Super Bowl. With them not just pausing for commercials in between innings and not enough that there are signs advertising products and companies positioned all over the stadium, now they seamlessly sneak them in between giving the score and calling the play by play of the game. Going through the expense of buying a DVD recorder, she records her shows now so that she can fast forward through the commercials later. A Godsend, the only time she's forced to listen and watch commercials is when she's caring for Mrs. Morrison or when she leaves the TV to get herself a snack, not that she needs a snack, Lord only knows she doesn't need to eat anymore excess junk food.
Perhaps because she's so overly sensitive to them but seemingly to her at least, some targeted commercials made her feel bad about herself. When they weren't advertising drugs, they were advertising diet plans, diet pills, diet books, exercise machines, gym memberships, and testimonials about diet plans, diet pills, diet books, exercise machines, and gym memberships. Thirty pounds in thirty minutes and thirty pounds in thirty days, she hated the Bowflex commercials the worst. They always had models who didn't need to lose a pound working out on a machine until they were glistening. She'd more willingly watch a commercial when they featured real people instead of tall, thin, good looking models, women that no one sees on the street and especially while shopping at Wal-Mart.
* * * * *
Apparently with no one happy with themselves in the way that they look, the world has gone mad for an elusive body image that most of us but for born to be beautiful beauty contestants and born to be sexy Playboy models can never have. Especially women, everyone wants to look like a skinny model or a shapely, sexy, celebrity star that they see and follow on television. Keeping it real, when it comes to food, women are just as hungry as men. Keeping it real, women want to eat just as much as men do but where men don't gain a pound, women gain weight. Where older men get sexier, older women just get fatter. It's not right. It's not fair. It sucks being a fat woman trapped in a skinny world where all you see on television are sexy celebrities and super thin models.
Sadly, tragically and unfortunately, nonetheless what they look like when standing naked in the mirror, every woman wants to look hot and sexy for their pig of a potbellied man who continues to eat to an excess and drink beer until drunk while being overly critical of a woman's weight. That's the reality that she's had to endure and contend with for the past ten years with the three men that she's lived with and with none of them wanting her enough to buy her a ring and pop the question. Yet, to her benefit, she wasn't as fat as some of the other fat Americans, especially those who frequent Wal-Mart, the grazing capitol of American shoppers. When positioning herself next to a much larger woman in the aisles, she always felt thinner when standing next to a woman who was much bigger. Only, the more weight she gained, women who weighed more than she did were becoming more difficult to find especially when seemingly everyone was suddenly younger and thinner than her.
She's thirty-years-old. She's not a kid anymore. Her life is zooming by her while she remains standing still in her unhappiness and depression. It's time she did something to help herself. It's time she took control of the one issue that's plagued her all of her life, her weight. Now with her closer to 40 than she is to 20, she needed to take control of her destiny. Always wanting a child, now she doesn't even have a boyfriend. With no family and no friends, she didn't want to live alone and die alone in the way that old, Mrs. Morrison no doubt will. Only, after being scarred from her last three love relationships that were more sexual relationships, she wasn't eager to take on a fourth boyfriend, a man who would want this and demand that of her when she couldn't even take care of herself.



"You need to lose a few pounds," always said her ex-boyfriend with his mouth full while stuffing his fat face with food and beer, which is why he's her ex-boyfriend.
Kettle black, he should talk, if she had his BMI, body mass index, she'd weigh 50 more pounds than what she weighs now. Losing her sexy curves, with her thighs rubbing together and her ass seemingly needing another zip code, she hated herself for gaining so much weight. She hated how she looked and how she felt. With all of her clothes suddenly tighter but for her sweatshirts and sweatpants, she wished she was thinner and took a smaller dress size than a size 18.
* * * * *
Somehow envying her, Charlotte looked at 80-year-old Mrs. Morrison knowing that she no longer needed to be a slave to fashion and/or to her perceived body image. Retired and living alone after her husband died of a heart attack brought on by his Diabetes and with him being obese too, no longer having a man to please, she was now free from all of that. Only, after Mrs. Morrison confessed to trying to lose weight all of her life and being unhappily unsuccessful, in the end, now that her life is nearly over, what has diet and exercise done for her other than to make her a miserably, unhappy failure?
Now that she's old and wrinkled, eating as much as she wants, whatever she wants to eat, and whenever she wants to eat it, not losing any weight or gaining any weight, she's still overweight. With her food and medication causing her mood swings, still sadly unhappy, but for Charlotte caring for her, she's alone and as alone as Charlotte imagined she'd be at her age. Unhealthy with a laundry list of medical issues, she's seemingly waiting to die while watching commercials for products she'll never buy, items she'll never use, and things she'll never try.
With excess eating more emotional than physical, even Oprah with all of her money, all of her programs on obesity and overeating, her personal chef, and personal trainer, even with Dr. Oz chiming in, was unable to lose weight until recently. Struggling with obesity all of her life, she wondered how Oprah was finally able to conquer the internal monster that caused her to pack on the pounds. She couldn't deal with being overweight any longer. Not wanting this to be an issue when she's in her forties, fifties, and sixties, she needed to lose weight now.
At only thirty-years-old, Charlotte looked at Mrs. Morrison with sudden insight as if she was looking at herself in the mirror fifty years from now. If she continued down this road of excess eating and of hating herself because she's overweight, this could be her life when she's Mrs. Morrison's age, if she lived that long. Or she could prematurely die of a heart attack in the way that her mother did at three hundred plus pounds when she was only 44-years-old. If she's going to make a change, she needs to make it now. If she's going to happily live her life, she needed to start happily living it now.
Just like Mrs. Morrison, after trying to lose weight all of her life and being unhappily unsuccessful, she constantly and continually beats herself up for failing herself. Trying as best as she could, it was then that she realized that she didn't fail herself. It was the diet and exercise plans that failed her. It was those damn commercials lying to her about this diet aid, this guaranteed diet product, this celebrity endorsement, and that diet that failed her. A captive audience in her own home, how dare they come into her house through the miracle of television to take advantage of her and to steal her hard earned money?
"Bastards! Dirty bastards! No good sons of bitches!"
Obviously, a disclaimer that advertisers should legally be forced to state, what works for some doesn't work for all. What works for some seemingly doesn't work for her. If Charlotte learned one thing from Mrs. Morrison infirmity is to live life now while doing the things that she enjoys doing. It doesn't matter so much what she looks like as long as she's happy. Learning to be happy for who she is inside, her personal happiness is her key to her losing weight or not losing weight.
Because she's so miserably unhappy inside is why she's still so heavy and unable to lose a pound. Now without a man in her life and not yet looking for another man to replace her ex-boyfriend, free from all of that tension, catering, and emotional drain, she didn't need to lose weight for yet another man who wouldn't want to marry her. She no longer wanted to care for and worry about another man who would, no doubt, look at other women, younger women, once she's older and fatter. She no longer wanted to endure another man who ate all that he wanted to eat while admonishing her for not losing weight.
If losing weight will make her happy and healthier, then she needed to lose her excess weight for herself. Obviously, setting herself up for failure, losing weight for someone else doesn't work. After living her life for someone else, her mother, her friends, her co-workers, and her boyfriends, everyone but for her, now finally she was living her life for herself. Pressured by her peers, she was tired of trying to make some man happy. A man who she could never make happy unless she was taller, blonder, bustier, and wealthy, the only person she had any hope of making happy was herself. Needing to take more of a self-centered attitude than to waste her time worrying about others when they didn't worry about her, she needed to take care of herself for her hoped for happiness.
* * * * *
Always overweight since she was a kid, easier for her to gain weight than to lose weight, Charlotte couldn't lose a pound. For every pound she lost, she somehow gained back two. Lacking confidence and considering herself plain Jane vanilla, a wallflower who hid herself in the shadows hoping to disappear, with her long, golden blonde, lush hair and big, bright blue eyes, she always felt that if only she was thinner, she'd be prettier and more sexually desirable. If only she was thinner someone would want her enough to marry her and give her a baby.
Always so critical of herself, if she looked like anyone, she looked like a fat Cybill Shepherd when she starred in that movie, The Last Picture Show back in 1971. In the way that Cybill looked then, Charlotte looked now, albeit a beautiful woman trapped in a fat body. When she recently watched Cybill Shepherd in that movie on TV, as if she was looking at herself in a mirror, she couldn't believe the striking resemblance. Yet, always in the way of her God given good looks, every single thought of her negative personal monologue had to do with her weight.
Attributing all of her failures to her excess weight, as far as she was concerned, not even seeing her pretty face, her beautiful, blonde hair, and her pretty blue eyes because of her weight, the only thing she thought she had in her favor was that she was busty. She had what most men wanted in a woman. She had big tits, not giant breasts, but shapely C cup breasts with an impressive long line of cleavage. Whenever prominently displayed, which was rare, her breasts were big enough to attract the attention of a man and big enough for her not to think about getting implants as many of her friends have foolishly done.
Even if she weighed a hundred pounds more than what she weighed now, she'd never be the type to have gastric bypass surgery in the way that her mother's doctor recommended her mother have. Only, not making it to the operating table, her mother prematurely died before the scheduled surgery. If nothing else, giving her the encouragement not to be morbidly obese, she'd rather be a little fat than to have some surgeon cut open her stomach to tie it in a knot. No thank you. What she'd do instead is to get professional psychiatric therapy to find out why she's so attracted to food, why she never feels full, and why she eats to an excess. Even though she doesn't overeat as much now, with the damage already done and the extra fat cells already created, she overate before. Even though she doesn't overeat now, having tried everything, every diet, and every exercise to eliminate her excess weight, her body refuses to get rid of her unwanted weight.
Perhaps, if only she'd dressed more seductively to show off her shapely, albeit full figure, she'd feel better about her self-image and that positive feeling about herself would jumpstart her weight loss. Only, always ashamed of her body, she never dressed seductively. If asked for the definition of sexy, never including her name on the list, she'd recite the names of various celebrities and movie stars. For her to succeed at losing weight, she needed to like herself enough to include herself on the definition of sexy list.
Instead of wearing clothes that complimented her figure, she wore drab colors, dark grey, forest green, black, navy blue, or brown clothes to hide her body. Maybe if she lost some weight she'd dress sexier but if she had to describe herself with one word, that one word wouldn't be sexy. That one word would be fat. Defining herself as fat, no doubt about it in her mind and sabotaging and defeating any attempted diet plan, even fatter on the inside than she is on the outside, she's fat. Fat, fat, fat, she's always been fat and as far as she's concerned, she'll always be fat. Even if she lost a ton of weight and was thin, she'll still be fat. When she looks at herself in the mirror, hating how she looks, all that she sees are rolls of fat around her stomach, hanging from her arms, collecting on her thighs, and blowing up her buttocks.
At 5'7" tall and 180 pounds, not terribly overweight and still very seductively shapely, she could stand to lose 20 pounds, 30 pounds, or an impossible to lose 50 pounds to be at her ideal weight of 130. Any thinner than 130 and she'd look emaciated and unhealthy. Weighing any less than that and she'd start looking like the queen of plastic surgery and Botox, phony Marie Osmond. Only, after reading diet books, exercising to diet videos, trying diet plans, and diet pills, every time she lost a pound, she'd gain back two more. With celebrities leading the charge, the average woman thinks that they can look like them without having an inexhaustible supply of money to pay plastic surgeons and hair and makeup cosmeticians. A huge scam to bilk us all out of money we don't have, the whole image thing is nothing more than a fantasy for someone like her and a reality for only the superrich.
* * * * *
Then, one day, something amazing happened. After working for Mrs. Morrison for a few months, while looking out the window of the elderly complex where she worked, she stared down at the swimming pool, the tennis court, and the basketball court. She's seen them a hundred times before but too busy watching television commercials when not giving Mrs. Morrison her personal care, it's funny how she really didn't pay attention those amenities before. It was good that they were hoping to keep some of their residents active but too many of their residents were too old, too weak, and too infirmed to walk never mind to swim, play tennis, or shoot a basketball. She wondered how many residents used the facilities.
Now that she was staring down at them, routinely looking for people taking advantage of them, she never saw anyone on the tennis court or on the basketball court. Perhaps in the warmer weather, she'd see some of the residents enjoying the pool. She didn't swim. She never learned how to swim after she nearly drown as a kid. Just as one would think that being fat as a child would want to make her be thin as an adult, one would think that nearly drowning would want to make her learn how to swim. Yet in the way that nearly drowning gave her a fear of the water, food that gave her comfort as a child gave her comfort as an adult.
Yet, always wanting to play tennis in the way that some people want to play golf, she didn't know how to play tennis and even if she did know how to play, she had no one to hit the ball back and forth with her. Watching tennis matches on TV, it looked like a fun game to play. All the tennis players on TV were thin and she wondered if she took up tennis if she'd be thin too. Realistically, she wondered how many tennis games she'd have to play to be thin, tens of thousands probably. Tennis looked easy enough to play not very well, but without a partner, unable to play the game alone, she was dead in the water.
She stared from the pool and from the tennis court to stare at the basketball court. Having enjoyed watching basketball games on TV, not even deeming shooting a basketball as exercise, especially in the uncoordinated way that she played, as if it was a shiny penny she found in the street, the basketball court beckoned to her. Something that she could do alone and preferred to do by herself, playing basketball and shooting baskets suddenly appealed to her.
She used to shoot baskets with her brothers when she was a kid. Easy enough to shoot a basket, she could do that. She could dribble a ball before standing there to shoot the ball up at the basket. That was easy too. It was making the baskets that was hard. Nonetheless, it would be fun to see how many baskets she could make out of one hundred tries. That type of exercise, exercise that didn't seem like exercise at all but exercise that seemed more like fun, appealed to her.
Even though she didn't live there, just worked there, she decided to give shooting baskets a try. True to her word, after work she went downstairs, retrieved the basketball from the closet, and walked outside bouncing the ball on her way to the basketball court. Just bouncing the ball made her feel as if she was a basketball player. Just bouncing the basketball, made her feel as if she was doing something positive for herself.
As if the tall buildings were cartoonish and leaning to watch her shoot baskets in the way of professional super tall basketball players on the court looming down at her, she was surrounded by high-rise elderly housing. For someone who never wanted attention, alone with her bad self, she felt a little conspicuous should anyone be looking out their window to watch her dribbling and shooting a basketball. With no one ever on the basketball court, feeling as if she was a trespasser with her not a resident there, she knew that she'd be attracting some unsolicited attention. Nonetheless the unwanted attention she may receive, it felt good to be out in the fresh air and sunshine while bouncing and dribbling a basketball. Finally, she felt like she was doing something for herself and not for someone else. Finally, she was enjoying the activity of challenging herself to make as many baskets as she could. No longer depressed, finally, she was happy and at peace with herself while being out in the world.
* * * * *
Yet when she went to shoot the ball, with the basket suddenly looking so very high up, she didn't even come near to hitting the rim.
'Wow! This is going to take some practice,' she thought to herself.
Using muscles she hasn't used in 20 years, and especially being that she was a foot shorter back then, she did better shooting the basketball when she was ten. Even when standing under the basket, it was hard for her to shoot the ball high up enough to even hit the rim. What looked to be fun from up in Mrs. Morrison's apartment was hard work on the basketball court.
A dismal failure, she sucked at shooting a basketball. Yet, not giving up, with her always quitting too easily and too soon before, she persevered in her quest to challenge herself to make a basket. A basket, how hard can it be to make a lousy basket? After missing shot after shot, she now had a new appreciation for those professional basketball players who played the game. Yet, then again, those who professionally play basketball are not only at least a foot taller than she is but also are skilled at playing basketball.
Nonetheless, even when she missed a shot, she was getting closer. Moreover, even when she missed a shot, she was feeling the physical benefit of shooting the ball at the basket. As if the ball was her magic elixir needed for her to lose weight, it was then that she perceived her basketball as a medicine ball albeit with air.
Again and again, pushing forward with her shoulders as if she was shoving someone back or doing a quick bench press, she used her back, arms, shoulders, and her legs to shoot the ball harder, higher, and more accurately. Again and again, not even close, with air ball after air ball hitting nothing but the base of the pole, not even coming close to the rim, she continued missing making a basket. Shooting the ball like a girl or someone mentally challenged, even though she sucked at basketball, she was determined to continue. Like anything else, with her pitted against the basket, an inanimate object and not allowing a mere basket to measure and/or control her success or failure, she knew that with a little practice, she'd be better.
Eventually coming closer, hitting the rim a few times before hitting the backboard, she finally made a basket. She made a basket. She couldn't believe she made a basket. With no stopping, she was on her way now. As if she saved the day by winning the game, a championship basketball game at that, she was proud of herself for finally making a basket. As if an imaginary crowd were on their feet applauding her, cheering her, and encouraging her to continue, she ran around the court with her arms in the air as if she was Rocky Balboa climbing the steps to Philadelphia's Museum of Art.
"Wow!"
After missing so very many times, as if she had just made 100 consecutive baskets, making that one basket felt good. As if sticking out her tongue at all of her thin, so called friends and all of her selfish ex-boyfriends, making that one basket was now her personal victory and her goal to beat. Now that she knew how, if she could make one, she could make another basket. If she could make another one, then she could make even more baskets. If only by the tingling in her shoulders, chest, back, legs, and arms, she knew that dribbling, shooting, and running after a basketball would work.
The difference was that shooting baskets was something that she wanted to do and not something that she needed to do. Shooting baskets was something that she enjoyed doing and not something that she hated doing. After watching a stupid exercise commercial with another skinny model flaunting her perfect body that only made her feel guilty and fat instead of making her feel motivated and inspired, shooting baskets was something that she wasn't required or forced to do.
With her developing a strategy that would work for her, it was then that she devised her own game and exercise plan at the same time. Her rule for shooting baskets was that when she shot the ball, wherever the ball landed, as if she was playing in a real game, she had to shoot the basketball from there. If the ball landed out of bounds, she had to return to the foul line and start her little game all over again. Only, so that the ball didn't get too far away from her, as if there was someone else running to possess the ball too, if only to keep it inbounds, she ran to the ball after shooting it.
Running after every shot, unless the ball bounced back to her, somehow this brief sprint didn't bother her in the way that jogging around her neighborhood did. Allowing everyone to see that she needed to jog because she was fat, she felt conspicuously fat when jogging. With her big breasts bouncing, men always stared at her and she never liked the attention she received when jogging. Not investing in a sports bra until she saw that she'd stick with jogging, she didn't. Different running after a basketball, with her secluded in the interior courtyard of the elderly housing complex, she felt safe from the lecherous eyes of men. Except for the residents looking out their windows, no one knew she was there shooting baskets.



Alone on the basketball court, dribbling, shooting, and running was her game to play and her exercise plan to do in the hopes of not only having some fun but also losing a few pounds. Encouraged by the hoped for outcome, for the first time in a long time, she was happy that she was doing something positive about losing weight. For the first time in a long time, she was proud of herself for sweating while working so hard to have some fun. For the first time in a long time, continuing to challenge herself, she believed that this little, private, basketball game would really work.
Every day, while not overdoing it, whether she got them in or missed horribly, never shooting anymore and never shooting any less, she shot 100 baskets. In the beginning, she was lucky to get 10 baskets out of 100 shots but as her hand and eye coordination and basketball shooting skill improved, so didn't her basket making percentages. Day after day and week after week, by the end of April, she was making 20 baskets out of 100 attempts, not bad. By the end of May, shedding her baggy clothes for something more appropriate for playing basketball, shorts, a tank top, and sneakers instead of baggy black pants, an oversized, navy blue sweatshirt, and slip-on shoes, after losing 20 pounds, she was making 30 baskets out of 100. Moreover, something she seldom worked hard enough at to do, even when jogging, she was sweating while shooting baskets.
* * * * *
Then, in the way that men discovered big screen TV's and big, chain hardware stores and women discovered shoe sales and designer pocketbooks, something miraculous happened. Something that possibly may be no big deal to others but that was a big deal to her, symbolic in her effort to finally succeed in making baskets while shedding her extra, unwanted weight, she made her first swish. She made a swish. She couldn't believe she made a swish. She didn't just make a basket, she made a swish. The perfect basket and the very best basket to make, she was so excited that she made a swish.
"Swish!"
Every once in a while, not very often, she'd get a swish. As if a baseball player hitting a high, long ball while taking a second to watch it travel over Fenway Park's green monster, just by the sound it made off the bat, he knew it was a homerun. In the way he watched his homerun ball, she watched the basketball heading for the center of the basket. As if a novice dart player feeling the excitement of making a bull's-eye, she always felt that excitement making a swish.
Swish! She made a swish. Having never made a swish before, she couldn't believe she made a swish now. Every once in a while, not very often, she'd make the perfect shot. Every once in a while, not very often, she'd make a swish. Intoxicatingly addictive, as if the basketball was whispering its approval, she loved the sound the ball silently made when touching nothing but net.
"Swish!"
Swish. A five letter one syllable word that so perfectly described the sound that the basketball made when going through the center of the net. Swish. She was so happy every time she made a swish. As if that swish was her brass ring and as if that swish was her goal to do every time she made a basket, she not just wanted to make a basket, she wanted to make the perfect basket. She wanted to make a swish.
"Swish!"
Seemingly innocuous, that one sound made her practice and concentrate on making perfect baskets even more. Doubling her effort and increasing her exercise plan, before starting her day and after work, she shot her 100 baskets. Now shooting 200 baskets a day, as her hand and eye coordination improved, her percentages quickly rose to 40 percent. For every 100 shots, she was making 40 baskets. Not bad for a woman who never played a sport in her life. Not bad for a woman who was always so uncoordinated that she was a clumsy klutz. For every 100 shots she took at the basket, always so surprisingly gratified when it happened, she made 4 swishes. Unbelievable for a 5'7" girl who hadn't shot a basketball in 20 years, since she was 10-years-old at the park with her brothers, she was not only making baskets but also she was making swishes.
"Swish. Swish. Swish. Swish."
Being that she worked seven days a week caring for Mrs. Morrison, she was there on weekends too. Sometimes, instead of staying home alone to watch American Idol by herself, enduring the seemingly endless commercials, taking the second shift of the next healthcare worker, she returned to watch that program with Mrs. Morrison. Maintaining her exercise and weight loss routine, every early morning and every late afternoon, even if it was raining, dedicated and determined, she was out shooting baskets. Then, with Mrs. Morrison's permission and while her charge took a nap, Charlotte was out there at lunchtime shooting more baskets. Now she was shooting 300 baskets a day and now with her shooting skills increasing, her basket making percentages increased to 50%. What took her twice as long to shoot 100 baskets was taking her half as long now. Moreover, instead of horribly missing, she was making half of her shots and her percentages of swishes were climbing too. For every two shots she took at the basket, she made one. For every 100 shots she took at the basket, she made a dozen swishes.
"Swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, and swish."
* * * * *
By June, after shooting baskets for three months, she had lost 25 pounds.
'Twenty-five pounds? No way!'
When she stepped on the scale, she couldn't believe it. Without following a diet plan, without taking a diet pill, without having to waste her money on a gym membership, and without buying one of those infernal exercise machines, she lost 25 pounds. Just dribbling and running while shooting 100 baskets three times a day, every day, whether she made them or missed them, she lost 25 frigging pounds. She couldn't believe it.
'Are you kidding me? Wow!'
Finally finding her magic formula to her personal weight loss, no longer weighing a chubby 180 pounds, she now weighed a shapely 155 pounds. Moreover because she was replacing fat with muscle and with her body more proportional in the way of a broad shouldered, big backed, and narrow waist swimmer, no one would ever guess that she weighed a pudgy 155 but would instead think that she weighed a svelte 140. With her dress size dropping from a size 18 to a size 10, wearing more flattering clothes, with her stomach flatter, her overall body toned and conditioned, her breasts looked even bigger. With her ass appearing rounder, and indeed it was, her body was noticeably shapelier. Never muscular before, her shoulders, arms, calves, thighs, and back had more muscularity to them. Something she never looked like before, she was beginning to look hot. Someone she always wanted to look like before, she was looking as if she was a professional dancer or a professional ice skater now.
By the end of July, never thinking it possible, she lost 10 more pounds and another ten pounds by the end of August. Nearly at her goal weight, with just five more pounds to go, she was now down to 135 pounds. Only, at 135 pounds, with her toned, shapely, muscular figure, she looked more like 120 pounds. Now wearing a size six/eight instead of a size 18, she exchanged her clothes for a bikini with a light cover up over it. Every day, three times a day, she was still out there shooting baskets. During the summer, every morning, every midafternoon, and every late afternoon, no longer hiding her body with a cover up, she shot baskets in just her revealing bikini.
"Swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, and swish."
Her record, twelve swishes in a row, until she missed one and then made thirteen more consecutive swishes.
"Swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, and swish."
Her first time wearing a bikini, she never thought she'd ever wear a bikini. As long as her top didn't pop off or her breasts didn't peek out of her bra, she enjoyed the freedom of wearing a bikini. So long as they fit right, bikinis were comfortable. When wearing her bikini, sometimes feeling naked, she sometimes felt as if she wasn't wearing anything at all. She had bikinis in every style and color. With her now having the body of an Olympic volleyball player but with tits, seeing her shooting baskets was hot, especially when she ran, turned, and twisted. With her big breasts bouncing up and down with her, watching her make a jump shot was especially hot.
* * * * *
As if she was shooting baskets in a stadium or a coliseum, it was as if she was a female, Harlem Globe Trotter showing off how many consecutive swishes she could make. Whenever she made a basket, which was now more often than not, she had a fan club of elderly men and women hanging out their windows and applauding her basket shooting skills. With many of them no longer mobile and with many of them no doubt wishing they could be on the basketball court with her shooting baskets, as if rooting for themselves, they rooted for her instead. Whenever she was on a run and making a consecutive number of swishes, they'd keep count for her by yelling out their windows.
"One! Two! Three! Four! Five! Six! Seven! Eight! Nine! Ten! Eleven!"
Moreover, always giving her pointers until she no longer needed a man to give her pointers, there was always some man who worked for or was visiting the complex watching her shooting baskets.
"Don't push it from your chest. Instead, put your arms up, way up. Extend your arms over your head," said the custodian of the complex who obviously knew something more than she did about how to correctly shoot a basketball.
"Thank you," she said figuring he was just another dirty, old man who wanted to ogle a young, hot chick shooting baskets in a bikini.
Holding out his hand, he asked her for the ball to demonstrate how she should shoot it. Extending his arms high over his head, he looked at her. "Now, when you shoot, shoot the ball high, higher than necessary, and arc it. Instead of aiming it, a delicate operation as if dropping a pinpoint bomb from a building, allow it to fall from the sky over the basket and into the next. If you shoot a line drive it will hit the rim or bounce off the backboard. Lastly, when you shoot, allow the ball to roll and spin off the very tips of your fingers," he said.
Nonetheless his professed technique, uncomfortable shooting baskets in that way with her arms raised over her head, she figured that he just was hoping that her tits would fall out of her bra. She figured that he was just hoping that her bra would pop off her body and she'd be standing there topless for a few seconds before noticing that her bikini bra was on the ground. Yet, after watching the professionals play, never comfortable shooting in that posture before with her arms stretched high over her head, she felt comfortable shooting that way now. Now when she launched the ball instead of shooting the ball, it felt more natural. Now comfortably poised as if ready to do a high dive, she couldn't imagine shooting a basketball any other way. Besides, now with her in that professional posture, in the way of a batter stepping to the plate, just as someone could tell from the stance he took if he could hit a baseball or not, without her even shooting the ball, someone could tell that she was a good shooter.
First there was one man, a man who worked at the housing complex cheering her on while giving her encouragement and pointers. Then, there were two men giving her pointers and cheering her on while giving her encouragement. By the end of the summer, as if she was shooting an exhibition, the basketball court was literally lined with men watching her shoot baskets. Perhaps the reason why they stopped to watch her, she liked to think, was because of her basketball shooting skills. Perhaps the reason why they stopped to watch her, she liked thinking that too, was because of the consecutive number of swishes she made. Or perhaps the reason why they stopped to watch her was because it was of her barely there bikinis that she wore while shooting baskets.
Obviously, with her having the focused attention of so many men, she had her pick of any man that she wanted but she was more interested in making baskets and in making swishes than in dating men. Now at a high percentage rate, she was making 60-70 baskets per 100 shots. Right up there with and on par with the pros, with the ball poised high over her head, her arms extended, and her fingers lightly rolling and spinning the ball high through the air...
"Swish. Swish. Swish. Swish. Swish. Swish."
Because of what the custodian showed her in how to correctly shoot a basketball, she was making more swishes. More often than not, when she made a basket, she made a swish. Swish, swish, swish, swish, whenever she made a basket, not hitting the rim or the backboard, she made a swish. Seldom hitting the rim or the backboard, all she now made were swishes. As if she was a swish making, shooting machine and immediately fielding the ball, running and shooting without even taking a second to set and aim, she made one swish after another. The sound of the swishes were intoxicating. It didn't matter from where on the court she shot the ball, she made a swish.
"Swish."
* * * * *
"You're good," said a tall, good looking man while watching her shoot baskets and make swish after swish.
Unable to remove her stare from his eyes, his light, grey eyes contrasted his dark skin.
"Thank you," she said.
Filled with confident poise, in the way that he carried himself, he looked like someone of significance. He looked like he had money. He looked as if he owned the place and as it so happens, he did. He resembled Derek Jeter of the Yankees only with a fuller face, more in the way of Alex Rodriquez, he was better looking.
"Just the two of us, maybe we can play a game sometime," he said giving her a look that told her that he wasn't talking about playing basketball.
With her not having had sex in a long time, since her boyfriend left her last October, suddenly, she imagined herself tied to his bed and him tearing off her clothes with his teeth. Suddenly, she imagined him tied to her bed and her having her wicked sexual way with his hot body. He was coming on to her but she didn't work this hard to get the body that she now had to jump in bed with the first man who made a pass at her.
She wasn't a slut. She wasn't a whore. Even though on the outside she was hot, on the inside she was still fat. On the inside she was a good woman who wanted to fall in love, get married, and have a family. In this age of everyone living together and having children without exchanging marriage vows, having learned the reality of that with her three ex-boyfriends who never confessed their love for her, she was old fashioned in that regard. Steadfast in who she was and in now knowing what she confidently wanted, she'd never live with another man until he put a ring on her finger at the altar.
"I don't play games," she said shooting without even looking. "Swish. When I do play a game, I play alone. Swish. When not playing a game, I play for keeps. Swish, swish," she said returning the eye that he was giving her with a sexy, come hither look.
She turned as she jumped high in the air to make the next shot.
"Swish."
He watched her as if she had just dived from the 30 meter high diving board.
"My name is Martin," he said walking over to her to extend his hand.
"Charlotte," she said with a smile that would light up a room and that obviously lit up his world.
As soon as his hand touched hers, she knew this was fate. This was her destiny. Love at first sight for both of them, after dating for nearly a year, they were married the following summer, the best summer she ever had. Three months later, she was pregnant with their baby, a boy she affectionately called Swish in private but named, Jerry Martin after her father with his middle name in honor of her husband. Swish made for her 101st basket. Then, two years later, Rita Charlotte, named after her mother with her middle name in honor of her, made for her 102nd basket.
Still shooting baskets but no longer caring for Mrs. Morrison, she plans on teaching her two kids how to shoot baskets as soon as they're older and taller.
THE END
This is a Summer Lovin' contest story. As if giving my story and I your applause, please give me the support of your vote.
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Mary catches her son masturbating and wants to return the favor.
Part One: Alone with his bad self, Jason moves back home with his mother.
It was a warm summer night and thirty-one-year-old Jason was in his bedroom with his door closed. He was angry. He was lonely. He was horny. He was sexually frustrated. After spending time with his mother talking, playing Scrabble, watching a movie, and then having supper, spending more time with his 54-year-old mother than any son his age should, he needed some alone time.
With him sitting across from her, he was horny from seeing down blouse flashes of his mother's long line of cleavage and her low cut bra that showed the tops of her meaty breasts every time she leaned forward to make a Scrabble word. She had nice, firm, natural tits, a C cup rack, and tits that didn't jiggle. With him sitting on the floor and with the Scrabble game perched on the hassock, and with his mother sitting on the couch, he had a great, unobscured view up her short skirt. Horny from seeing up skirt flashes of her bright white, cotton panties, he needed to masturbate over all that she was flashing him and over all that he saw of his mother. As if a non-stop looping video, the image of her cleavage, bra, and panties played through his mind endlessly. With her reminding him of that song by Sammy Kershaw, She Doesn't Know She's Beautiful, not looking her age, his mother was a MILF and she didn't even know it.
Wondering how she couldn't know that she was flashing him, he wondered if she was deliberately flashing him. Even though he knew that she wasn't deliberately flashing him, it sexually excited him to think that she was. Wondering how she couldn't know that he was looking, staring, and leering, he wondered if she knew he was looking. He wondered if she'd be masturbating in her room over all that she was showing him in the way that he'd soon be masturbating in his room over all that he was seeing of her. Only, he didn't believe that his mother masturbated over him in the way that he masturbated over her. Moreover, he couldn't even imagine his mother being horny enough to masturbate.
Donning his headphones, his headset quieted the hum of the air conditioner so that he could listen to his music without unduly disturbing his mother while masturbating himself. An understatement, while trying to make the best of a bad situation, masturbation was his personal, beloved escape from his dire reality. After all these years, still masturbating over the thoughts of her naked and of him having sex with her, he couldn't believe he was still sexually lusting over his mother. Admittedly, without him finding some sexual satisfaction in pleasuring himself, without his hand around his cock stroking himself, it was going to be a long, hot, lonely summer.
With him being not very hard to read, he was as sad as he was angry that he had to move back home after he lost his job, his wife, his house, and his life. Living back in his own, old room, totally depressed, he felt like such a loser. Normally during the summer he'd be inviting his friends over for barbeques and impromptu pool parties. Now, alone with his bad self and his troubled mind, he was miserable. Who wouldn't be unhappy living back home with their mother?
With his mother and father separated for the most part, now he was just as depressed as his mother obviously was. Never thinking about it before, he thought about it now and wondered if depression ran in his family. Now with time to think about such things, he wondered if his failed marriage was more his fault than he realized and admitted. Yet, still young and with the promise of a fresh start and a new day tomorrow, he was starting his life over now that his bitch of a wife was off of his back and finally out of his life. Good riddance to her.
"Bye bitch, bye!"
Yet, a big change living back home with his mother, he was glad that he had little to do with his father. Even when his father was there visiting, staying for a meal, or picking up something from the cellar or the garage, ignoring his mother as much as his father ignored him, his dad wasn't part of the family anymore, not that he ever was. Always detached and aloof even when he was living there with them, his father lost interest in life and changed when he developed Diabetes and lost the ability to have an erection and make love to his wife. Just as he hoped that depression wasn't hereditary, Jason hope Diabetes wasn't heredity because he didn't know what he'd do if he could no longer masturbate.
Not that his father having sex with his mother was a frequent thing, as he was always cheating on his mother before his erectile dysfunction. Yet, now, he was more of a miserable bastard that he could no longer be a man. With his Dad not able to get it up anymore, it wouldn't surprise him if his father was into some perverse fetishes that his sweet and innocent mother would never contemplate doing. He always knew his father was a pig and was always chasing after younger women, hookers, whores, and strippers. What he did with them now that he couldn't get and maintain an erection was anyone's guess. Maybe he just liked to watch.
Now barely just going through the motions of being a husband and a father, he's not the same man that he was before. Content to hang around with his drinking buddies more than he interacted with his family, his father did his own thing and his mother took care of everything else. Besides, with his father always viewing Jason as a loser, even though he wasn't, it didn't help the image that his father had of him with him moving back home. Better that his father was seldom home and bunking with a friend, it was better than Jason had little to do with his father and more to do with his mother.
Suffice to say that he never got along with his father as well as he did with his mother, an understatement. His mother was the light of his life, a real saint, and his best friend. In his eyes, she could do no wrong. He wished he could find a woman who looked just like his mother, busty, shapely, and wicked pretty. He wished he could find a woman who acted, just like his mom, kind, loving, and caring. He wished he could have sex with his mother.
As it's always been then and as it still is now, it was just him and his mother from day one. She was always there for him. Moreover, with her big tits, shapely body, pretty face, and with her looking ten years younger than her age, his mother was his personal definition of a MILF. Yet, sometimes embarrassed by his sexual attraction to his mother, his mother was his personal fodder for his daily masturbation sessions. His sounding board and his voice of reason, he could always talk to her about anything and, as it so happened and as he was about to discover, he could even talk to her about masturbation.
* * * * *
Part Two: With Jennifer Nettles of Sugarland singing in the background, Mother Mary catches her son, Jason, masturbating in time to watch him cum.
Not looking forward to spending a summer and possibly longer living back home, hoping his stay was only temporary, he needed to relax. He turned his stereo higher, readjusted his headphones, and closed his eyes. Making it known to all of his friends, he loved country music, especially when sung by a hot, female singer, such as Jennifer Nettles from Sugarland. If only by her singing and if only by all of the posters of her that he had still hanging in his room from nearly ten years ago, when he was living at home, he still had a crush on Jennifer Nettles, who wouldn't? She was gorgeously sexy and giftedly talented. When he wasn't jerking off over Jennifer Nettles, he was jerking off over his mother. Sometimes he even imagined his mother looking like an older version of Jennifer Nettles.
No doubt, if judging him by his erection, an observer could say that he was imagining Jennifer singing to him in his bedroom. With his fingers unbuttoning his jeans and pulling down his zipper, if only in the way that he was staring up at her poster, obviously he imagined Jennifer's fingers unbuttoning his jeans and pulling down his zipper. He slid his pants and underwear down to the top of his knees and fondled his cock while listening to her twanging voice sing her songs as if she was singing only to him.
"Sing it baby. I love you Jennifer. I'd love to kiss you," he said stroking his cock. I'd love to make out with you. I'd love to make love to you before fucking you," he said stroking his cock faster. "I wish you were here with me right now to suck my cock while I played with your tits," he said out loud and for no one to hear.
Damn, she's sexy. Damn she's so hot. God, he'd love to do her is what he told all of his friends about Jennifer Nettles, especially when he was drinking. Being that he told his friends at the bar the same things when full of beer as he did when sober, he'd loved to meet a woman who looked like Jennifer Nettles, the complete opposite of Angela, his short, bitchy ex-wife. Without doubt, his next woman will look more like Jennifer Nettles and be more like his blonde, green-eyed, busty mother than like his short, chubby, busty, bitch of an ex-wife.
"I wish I had a hot girlfriend to parade in front of my ex-wife and her damn boyfriend," he finally admitted to his friends after having one too many beers and before being driven home last night. "I wish I had a woman who looked like Jennifer Nettles to take to the beach. I've love to swim in the ocean with her while kissing her and feeling her everywhere."
Water under the bridge, once he made his decision to leave his wife and his old life to start a new one, it wasn't like him to talk about the past or about his ex-wife. Yet, any time he was drinking, he always talked about the past and about his ex-wife cheating on him with a guy she met from work.
"Bitch, dirty, nasty, whore of a bitch," he said stroking himself harder.
The last straw was when she took off to go to the beach with her boyfriend right in front of him and with him still there in the house. Not wanting to spend his summer in jail for hitting her and beating her boyfriend, she always had a way of emasculating him. It was humiliating to watch his wife driving away with another dude to go to the beach. Granted, he was glad to see her go but it hurt him for her to so disrespect him by carrying on with another man in front of him while they were still married and only separated while living in the same house.
Obviously by her actions going unchecked and with his love blinders now removed, he finally saw her for who she really was. She was such a bitch. She was such a slut. She was such a whore. Willing to flash her big tits at the bar to anyone who'd buy her a drink and not slapping away the hands of any man groping her, she was the sexy siren for any man but for him. Now, alone with his bad self while living back at home, sadly depressed, here he was in his old room masturbating again. What else is new?
It's just so strange how life sometimes goes in a circle. God must be in Heaven laughing at him. Yet, hard to break old habits, from the time he discovered that it felt good to rub and stroke his penis, he's been masturbating every day, multiple times a day, ever since. Back to where he was more than ten years ago, all that he has is his mother and masturbation. Is it any wonder why his mother was his sexual fodder for his masturbation? A time when he had nothing else, is it any wonder that he was lusting over having sex with his mother again?
"Sing to me Jennifer. Sing me a song," he said fondling his cock before slowly stroking his cock and singing out of tune with the music. "I wish you were here with me right now to give me a hand job," he said stroking his cock faster. "I wish you were here with me right now to suck my cock. I wish I could kiss you while making love to you. I wish I could fuck you," he said with his eyes still closed while sexually fantasizing about doing Jennifer Nettles of Sugar Land.
Obviously having a good time with himself and by himself, getting ready to cum, he stroked himself faster and harder. Knowing he was ready to cum and about to cross that bridge of no return where he couldn't stop himself from ejaculating no matter how hard he tried, it wasn't very long before he felt the familiar feeling of sexual excitement. Only, taking it slower, not wanting to cum yet, he stroked himself slower but to no avail. Almost past the point of no return, he was going to cum and there was nothing he could do to stop it. Turning his body to face his bedroom door, he reached for a couple of tissues on his nightstand in preparation of cumming. As soon as he turned, his bedroom door opened and his mother stood there in his doorway with his laundry while staring at his totally exposed and totally engorged prick.
"Mom," he uttered as if he was dreaming her staring at him and his exposed prick. "Oh, my God."
He could only imagine what his friends at the bar would say if ever he told them that his mother caught him masturbating, which he never would tell them. As if they were deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car, they froze while staring at one another. Jason stared at his mother while she never removed her eyes from his exposed penis. He couldn't believe his mother saw him masturbating himself. If he didn't feel like a loser before, he certainly felt like a loser now.
Then, as if planned and as if he was a porn star doing the money shot or a CFNM stripper giving his mother a private X-rated, personal show, something unexpected happened. In the way of a cinder cone volcano erupting, unable to stop it from happening, Jason ejaculated a huge volume of cum that shot up in the air and landed with a splat on his chest and stomach. Even while it was happening, he couldn't believe it was happening. As if happening in slow motion, and seemingly fascinated by the sexy sight of him cumming, he watched his mother's eyes widen while watching his cum shooting high into the air before landing on him.
With the action slowed down enough to watch his mother's bodily reaction to his ejaculation, he watched her stroke back her lush, blonde hair before running a slow, involuntary tongue across her lips. If he had witnessed this particular body language of a young woman at the bar, he'd think that she wanted him but this wasn't some drunken slut; this was his mother. Perfectly timed, a long time sexual fantasy come true, if he had wanted to expose his cock to his mother while masturbating and cumming, he never could have arranged for this to happen.
"Shit, shit, shit," he said wiping cum with a tissue before sticking his prick back down in his underwear. "Sorry, I'm so sorry. Oh, my God, I'm so embarrassed."
* * * * *
Part Three: Two can play this game of exhibitionism and voyeurism.
If someone else was in the room with them that day, they may have said that Jason deliberately ejaculated because he was so aroused that his mother saw his exposed, erect cock. Perhaps with him knowing that his mother would be opening his bedroom door to deliver him his laundry, they may have said that Jason had planned the whole thing in the hopes of exposing himself to his mother. They may have said that Jason was glad that his mother opened his bedroom door at that very moment to watch him explode his load of cum high in the air and all over his chest and stomach. They may have said that Jason, perhaps enjoying flashing his mother his cock and, encouraged by her lustful stares and by her sexual body language for him to continue flashing her, was slow to put his prick away.
Perhaps encourage by her positive reaction to seeing her son's prick, he was hoping that she'd lend him a hand or her mouth. Perhaps inspired by her body language, he was hoping that she'd reciprocate and masturbate herself for him to watch. Perhaps with him realizing that he's always been sexually attracted to his mother, he was hoping that his exposed cock and his little masturbation show would be the start of a sexual, incestuous relationship. Perhaps, in the way of some of his sexual fantasies, he hoped that she'd stay, sit on his bed, and allow him to explore her shapely body while she explored his cock with her hand and with her mouth. Yet, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, now that it was over and now that he ejaculated, back to reality, he was more embarrassed than he was sexually excited.
His mother saw his cock. His mother saw his erection. His mother saw him masturbating himself. How embarrassing is that? Could he be anymore humiliated? His mother watched him cumming. How sexually exciting is that? Could he be anymore sexually aroused? Talk about being a loser, he was such a loser. Living at home and masturbating in his own room as if he's a teenager instead of a 31-year-old man, no wonder why his wife wanted nothing more to do with him. No wonder why his wife had a boyfriend, a real man instead of a boy of a man.
If someone else was in the room with them at that point in time, staring at it and never removing her eyes from her son's big prick, they may have said that his mother not only wanted to see her son's prick but also was enjoying seeing his big prick. They may have said that his mother, suspecting that her son was in his room masturbating while wearing his headphones, waited to open his bedroom door at that very moment when he was about to cum. Further with her unable to break her stare, seemingly liking what she saw, she was obviously mesmerized by his big prick. Whatever anyone said or anyone thought, it was obvious only to Mary if she opened her son's door purposely and at the very moment when she hoped that he was about to cum. Obviously, two peas of the same pod, no doubt, she wanted to see her son's prick as much as her son wanted to show his mother his prick. The extra bonus, something so unexpected or perfectly time, however one was to deem it, was him cumming.
* * * * *
Part Four: Was her seeing his cock and watching him cum an accident or a deliberate action on her part?
In all the years he lived at home and with all the times that he masturbated multiple times a day as a young adult, oddly enough, his mother never caught him playing with himself. Perhaps it took his father to leave her for her to be lonely and sexually frustrated enough for her sexual feelings to surface, boil over, and to manifest with her son enough for her to want to see his cock. His mother always gave him the respect, the privacy, and the courtesy of a knock before opening his bedroom door before. If she did knock at his door this time, he didn't hear her through the headphones, over the intrusive hum of the air conditioner, and over Jennifer Nettles singing to him while masturbating.
If only he knew that his mother was listening at his bedroom door while waiting for the precise moment to turn his doorknob and open his door, wouldn't he be surprised? If only he knew that his mother had grown as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her, wouldn't he be surprised at that too? If only he knew that his mother knew that he was masturbating and was hoping to surprise him and catch him at that exact moment when he was cumming that would be so hot. If only he knew that she didn't knock but quietly and slowly opened his bedroom door in the hopes of watching her son masturbating, he'd wonder how her obvious sexual desire for him and his for her would change things between them.
If surmising that his mother wanted him as much as he wanted her, he wondered if that would change their close mother and son relationship for the better or for the worse. If she was hoping to catch him masturbating, he wondered how long was she standing there waiting while hoping to see something of him that she shouldn't see? With Jason never knowing what his mother was thinking, only Mary could answer those questions for only his mother knew if she was being naughty in hopes of seeing her son's cock or being nice in innocently carrying up his laundry. If only Jason knew that his mother enjoyed watching his impromptu masturbation show as much as he enjoyed his mother seeing his cock and watching him cum, wouldn't he be surprised?



"Oh, Jason, I'm so sorry," she said never removing her eyes from his stiff prick. Jason removed the headphones and, while shockingly embarrassed watching his mother staring at his exposed prick, he slowly stuffed his cock back down in his underwear. "I knocked but I guess you didn't hear me with your headphones," she said looking from his cock to look at him before returning her focus to the big bulge now hidden in his underwear.
Obviously now out of the sexual mood that he ejaculated, red faced embarrassed, albeit still seemingly sexually excited being that his mother caught him pleasuring himself, this self-pleasuring exposure was still an awkward moment for the both of them. No doubt feeling like a degenerate masturbating in his old room and having his mother catching him jerking off, he quickly pulled up his pants while his mother left his room and closed his bedroom door behind her. Yet, something he'll probably masturbate over for months if not for years, the fact remained that his mother saw his cock. His mother not only watched him playing with himself but also she watched him cum. His mother stared at his cock in the way that he's always staring at her long line of exposed cleavage and the huge impressions her breasts made in her blouses.
"Wow!"
Not the reaction that he imagined, with her not looking away embarrassed or ashamed, his mother stared at his erection. He couldn't believe his mother stared at his erection. Not only that, his mother stared at him ejaculating. He couldn't believe his mother stared at him cumming. As if she was sexually turned on and interested in seeing more of his prick, he couldn't believe that his mother saw him ejaculate.
Obviously still sexually excited now that he had something more and something new to masturbate over, after she left his room, he retrieved his headphones and pressed play to listen and masturbate to Jennifer Nettles. With his sexual thoughts going from his mother, to Jennifer Nettles, and back again to his mother, he pulled down his pants again and stroked himself faster than he was stroking himself before. Only this time, obviously and without a doubt, he stroked himself to the image of his mother standing there staring at his prick while watching him cum.
To be continued...
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Part Five: Mother Mary masturbates too. In the way that Jason masturbates over his mother, his mother masturbates over him.
Returning to her room after watching her son masturbating himself to ejaculation, Mary closed her bedroom door. Sexually aroused by the sight of her son masturbating himself, she's never been as sexually excited as she was when watching him cum. A real explosion, there was so much cum. It took all the control she had not to lick his cum from his chest and stomach. It took all the control she had not to wrap her fingers around his big cock before taking his stiff prick in her mouth.
Knowing what she so desperately needed to do, she removed her bathrobe and climbed on her bed. Then, as if she was giving herself a gynecological exam, she raised her knees up and spread her legs. She raised up her nightgown high enough for her to cup her already moist pussy through her panty while imagining Jason feeling her cunt. In an instant she removed her panties and tossed them beside her on the floor. Exploring herself in the way she wished her son would explore her, she reach her sweet spot with her finger.
While thinking of her son masturbating her while she masturbated her son, she rubbed her clit while imagining Jason rubbing her clit and while she imagined herself stroking his prick. She fingered her pussy while replaying through her mind the sight of her son stroking his big, stiff prick. She fingered her nipples through her nightgown while imagining Jason fingering her nipples. She masturbated herself while thinking of the quick hand action of her son masturbating himself along with the erotic sight of watching him cum.
She couldn't believe she caught him masturbating. She couldn't believe she caught him just as he ejaculated. She only wished she could have masturbated him. If only she knew he was horny enough to masturbate and if only he asked her to masturbate him, she would have. She would have loved to feel his hard cock in her hand while stroking him. She only wished he could have creamed her hand or ejaculated in her mouth. As long as he pleasured her first, she'd love to pleasure him.
She wondered if deliberately flashing him her bra, cleavage, and panties while they played Scrabble made him horny enough to masturbate himself. She wondered what he'd say if only he knew that she was deliberately flashing him. In the way that she deliberately flashed him, she'd love for him to deliberately flash her. She'd love to see more of his cock.
With her knowing that he was looking at all that she was showing, she couldn't wait to masturbate herself with the thoughts of her son sexually lusting over her if only while he masturbated himself. She wondered if he masturbated over her instead of that damn Jennifer Nettles. She wondered if he masturbated over the imagined thoughts of her naked in the way she masturbates herself over her imagined thoughts of him naked. She wondered if he masturbated himself while imagining having sex with her in the way that she masturbates herself with the thoughts of having sex with him.
* * * * *
She was so hot literally and figuratively. With the last two days of temperatures in the 90's and with tomorrow more of the same, the weatherman forecasted an official heatwave, the third one of the summer. She was experiencing hot flashes but not from estrogen depletion but from her sexually frustrated horniness for the sexual attention of her son. After seeing his cock, she'd love to flash him her pussy. Not quite understanding any of her sexual reactions to her son, perhaps she was lonely, horny, sexually frustrated, and/or simply just sexually attracted to her son. With all of these sexual feelings new to her, just going with the flow, she didn't understand any of them.
"God, I'm so frigging horny," she said aloud.
She wondered why her sudden sexual attraction to Jason, perhaps she was sexually attracted to her son because he looked like a younger version of his father and indeed he did. The same height and the same build, he had the same chestnut brown hair and the same bright, blue eyes that illuminated her when he smiled. When seeing them from the back, but for her husband's grey hair, one would be hard pressed to tell one from the other. So sexually attracted to his father back then when they were first married, Jason now looked how his father looked when they first met more than 32 years ago.
Yet for whatever was their reasons, Mary masturbated herself to the sexual thoughts of having sex with her son while Jason masturbated himself to the sexual thoughts of him having sex with his mother. Strictly forbidden, she wondered how happy they'd be if instead of masturbating themselves in separate rooms, if they could masturbate together. Taking it even further across the incestuous line, she imagined him masturbating her while she masturbated him. Only, if he had his finger in her pussy and she had her fingers around his cock, assuredly one thing would lead to another.
Obviously going through something to have the need to catch her son masturbating himself without having him realize that she had been standing there waiting while hoping to watch him pleasuring himself, she was sexually aroused. She was hoping to catch him masturbating but, a bonus, she never figured that she'd catch him cumming. Interesting enough, never considering him as a sexual man before, now that he was living back home with her and with them alone together a lot, she was sexually thinking more about her son now. Sometimes not thinking about him as her son, she more thought about him as a man and as her lover. Now after witnessing his masturbation show, she thought more about him not as a blood related male but as a man with a very big and a very hard penis.
Now needing to masturbate herself after peeping on her son and in the way she imagined her son masturbating himself over her, she reached up to feel her breasts and to finger her nipples through her nightgown again. She imagined it was Jason's hand instead of her hand touching, feeling, and fondling her breasts. She imagined it was Jason's fingers instead of her fingers pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples. In the way she watched her son masturbating in front of her, she imagined herself masturbating herself in front of him.
Already having crossed the incestuous line in her mind, she wondered if he'd like to watch her playing with her pussy in the way that she'd love to watching him playing with his cock. She'd be intensely, sexually excited to show him how her fingers masterfully pleasure her pussy. Moreover, she'd love to flash him her pussy in the way he just flashed her his cock. She wondered if he'd stare at her blonde, bushy pussy in the way that she stared at his big, hard cock. In the way that he masturbated himself, she imagined him masturbating her. In the way that he masturbated himself, she imagined masturbating him. Whether thinking of him masturbating her or her masturbating him, she was lost in wanting and needing to masturbate herself.
Always suspecting that he did, a real sexual game changer, she took the hint that perhaps her son wanted her as much as she suddenly wanted him. She's always imagined walking in his room to watch him masturbate himself. She always imagined sitting on his bed beside him as he stroked his cock. She's always imagined staring down at his engorged prick while watching him masturbate himself faster. Only, never did she imagine watching him ejaculate. Then, looking deep in his blue eyes in the way that she used to look in his father's blue eyes when he was young, robust, vital, and sexually crazy for her, she imagined herself asking him if she could help masturbate him.
"May I?"
Imagining her fingers poised to take hold of his hard cock as soon as he gave her his permission, as soon as she asked her question aloud, she rubbed her clit and fingered her nipples. She imagined her son removing his hand from his prick and offering his cock to her. With just a smile and a nod, and with both of them on the same sexual page, she imagined Jason giving her permission to stroke him. In an instant, while rubbing her clit harder and fingering herself deeper, Mary imagined wrapping her motherly fingers around her son's stiff, thick prick. While staring in his blue eyes with her green eyes, she imagined fondling the head of his cock before slowly and seductively stroking him.
Something she never thought she'd do in a million years, having sex with another man other than her husband, so wickedly depraved to have the sexual thoughts she was thinking, she now imagined masturbating her son. How could she? Why did she? Maybe she justified to herself that it was okay to have sex with Jason because he was her son and not just some stranger that she picked up at the mall.
With her not having had sex in such a very long time, her sexual frustration manifested itself in lustfully, albeit incestuously and sexually desiring her son. Imagining holding his cock tightly in her hand while stroking him harder and faster, she couldn't believe she was sexually fantasizing about masturbating her son while she masturbated herself. It was just mutual masturbation after all, no big deal. It wasn't as if she was sucking and fucking her son. She was just imagining touching his cock while stroking his cock and while he rubbed her clit and fingered her nipples. What's so wrong with that? Nonetheless how she perceived masturbation as not being incestuously sexual, she couldn't believe she was thinking of another man's cock, even if that other man was her son, especially with that other man being her son.
How dare she have such incestuous thoughts for her son? How could she think of her son in that forbidden sexual way? Having been a long time since she's had a cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, missing having the sexual pleasure of a hard cock, she now imagined her son's cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. While thinking of her son holding her, kissing her, and touching and feeling her everywhere, she rubbed her clit harder with her finger. While thinking of her son seeing her naked, she fingered her nipples with her other hand. In the way she watched him cumming, she'd love for him to watch her give herself an orgasm.
"Fuck me Jason. I need to feel your cock in my hand and in my mouth before feeling it fill my pussy," she said to herself for no one to hear and not believing she said what she said.
Getting ready to cum, she pulled her nightgown higher and spread her legs wider to better finger herself. Oh, my God, in the way that she surprised him by walking in his room while he was masturbating, she'd love for him to surprise her by walking in her room right now and unannounced while she was masturbating. If only he'd opened her bedroom door now, right now, he'd have a great view of her blonde, bushy pussy. He'd not only see his mother's cunt but with her tits hanging out of the top of her nightgown, he'd see her tits, her areola's, and her nipples too. Practically naked, he'd see his mother naked.
After watching Jason cum, she was already wet, so very wet, wetter than she's been in such a long time, and wet enough for her finger to slide inside of her in the way that she imagined his big, hard cock sliding deep inside of her. She removed her dildo from her drawer and, not wanting to make a sound, she opted for her finger to massage her clit instead of her vibrator. In the way that she knew he was behind his closed bedroom door masturbating himself, even though she'd love for him to catch her masturbating, she didn't want him to know that she was behind her closed, bedroom door masturbating herself. Yet, if only he'd open her door to catch her masturbating, after she feigned her embarrassment, she'd be so happy that he saw his mother's cunt along with her big tits.
* * * * *
Part Six: Just be careful of my nipples. I'd rather you not suck them.
Continuing with her sexual fantasy, she imagined staring at her son's penis before touching her son's prick. While looking up at him, she imagined touching the head of his cock with her fingertips before fondling the head of his cock and before wrapping her fingers around him to take him in her hand. While watching the look of sexual pleasure on his face, she imagined stroking her son's cock harder and faster. Oh, my God, she imagined her hand feeling so good on his stiff prick. Oh, my God, she couldn't believe she was imagining masturbating her son while wishing that he'd masturbate her too.
Tightening her grip, she stroked him harder and faster while she imagined him reaching out his hands to feel her C cup breasts through her nightgown. Cupping her breast in the palm of his hand through the thin, sheer material of her nightie, she imagined him fondling and gently squeezing her tits. Then, as soon as her nipples made their impression through her nightie, she reached her hand inside the top of her nightgown while imagining him fingering them and pulling her nipples out with his thumb and index finger.
"Would you like to see them?" She imagined asking her son a question that she obviously already knew the answer.
While rubbing herself and fingering her nipples, she loved playing this pretend sexual game with her son as her only contestant.
"I'd love to see your tits Mom," she imagined him saying.
As if she was the only stripper on stage, she imagined him watching her undress to expose her topless self to him. She let go of his prick to slide her nightgown straps from her shoulders. She imagined him looking at her with as much sexual anticipation as he had sexual excitement on his face. Allowing her nightgown to fall to her waist, she imagined herself staring at him staring at her tits before looking down at herself to see all that he could see of her and all that she was showing him. With her sitting before her son topless, she imagined that Jason could see the entire shape of her naked breasts, her long line of cleavage, her areolas, and her nipples.
She imagined watching him feel her breasts while she imagined fondling the head of his erect prick. In the way she watched him masturbating himself, she was intent on masturbating him. Willing to masturbate him any time, any place, and anywhere he wanted her to masturbate him, she so wanted to tell him that he'd no longer have to masturbate but that she'd gladly do that for him. She so wanted to feel his cock in her hand before feeling it in her mouth and pussy.
"Go ahead. You can touch them," she imagined saying to her son. "You can feel them. You can fondle my breasts. I don't mind. Just be careful of my nipples," she said. "I'd rather you not suck them," she said while imagining pushing his mouth away from her nipples.
As soon as she said for him not to suck her nipples, calling attention to her erect nipples, he stared at her nipples.
"Your nipples? Why must I be careful of your nipples? Why can I not suck your nipples?"
With her breasts on display of her horny son's eyes, he looked at her with as much curiosity as he looked at her with sexual arousal.
"Please don't," she imagined saying while feigning her resistance to her son fingering her nipples and sucking her tits.
It was one thing for him to see her breasts, touch her breasts, and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples, but it was quite another thing for him to suck her tits. Something that no adult son should ever do to his mother, and something that she'd love for him to do, she'd feel as if she was having incestuous sex with her son if he dared to suck her nipples. Nonetheless her feelings of forbidden taboo, she imagined him touching her breasts and feeling her breasts before sliding a slow hand across her nipples. As if teasing her with his sexual touch, as soon as the palm of his hand slowly slid across her nipples, they popped out and grew hard.
She wanted him to suck her nipples but she couldn't allow him to suck her nipples. If he sucked her nipples, she'd lose all sexual control. If he sucked her nipples, she'd suck his cock. If he sucked her nipples, she'd make love to him before fucking him. No longer being his mother, she'd be his slut. As if she was his sexual slave instead of his mother, she'd willingly do any and every sexual thing to her son that she's only done with her husband.
"Why must I be careful of your nipples?" He asked her again.
Instead of being careful with her nipples, she imagined him doing just the opposite. She imagined him taking her nipple between his thumb and index finger to pull it, squeeze it, turn it, and twist it. With him watching her heated reaction to him fingering her nipples, doing one, he did the same to the other while watching her sexually squirming and staring down at what he was doing to her nipples. Obviously by the open mouth sexually excited look on her face, she was enjoying what she was imagining him doing to her nipples. She closed her eyes and let out a gasp while the heat of her orgasm slowly grew warmer. Then, without warning and as if she wanted to show him her breasts as much as he wanted to see her tits, she imagined wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him to her to kiss him, French kiss him.
After they kissed and kissed, and even though she asked him not to, she imagined him lowering his head to suck her nipples. She imagined him sucking her tits. Her son was sucking her tits. With her finger rubbing her clit faster and harder, it so sexually excited her to imagine her son sucking her nipples that she was getting ready to cum. Oh, my God, she couldn't believe that Jason was sucking her tits. Oh, my God, she couldn't believe that she was about to cum over the thought of Jason sucking her tits while she stroked his cock.
Something he hasn't done in nearly 30 years, in the way that she imagined masturbating her son, she couldn't believe she imagined him sucking her tits. While fingering her nipples, she imagined Jason sucking her nipples. Oh, my God, she was so wet by the thoughts of her nipples in her son's mouth. She lifted her big boobs to her mouth to suck her nipples while pretending that it was Jason sucking her tits. First she sucked one nipple and then she sucked her other nipple.
"Because if you continue doing that to my nipples, you'll sexually excite me," she imagined saying to him breathlessly while consumed with incestuous, sexual excitement. "If you continue fingering my nipples, I swear that I'll suck your cock," she imagined saying while staring at him to watch his reaction to what she just said.
She imagined him looking down at his cock before looking up at her.
"I don't mind if you suck me, Mom," she imagined Jason admitting.
She imagined looking down at his cock with him while wishing his stiff prick was in her mouth.
"No, I can't do that. I'm your mother and you're my son. It's enough that I'm masturbating you," she said while imagining stroking his big prick faster.
She continued imagining him fondling her big breasts while she continued having a conversation with herself. Then imagining taking her son's cock in her hand before taking it in her mouth and sucking him while stroking him as he continued pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, she couldn't believe she was fantasizing about blowing her son. Imagining him cumming in her mouth, she imagined tasting him and swallowing every little bit of his cum.
* * * * *
If only Jason knew his mother was in her room masturbating herself while imagining having sex with him and sucking him, what would he think? If only Jason knew that if he dared enter his mother's room without knocking at that very moment and in the horny state that she was in, she was ready to have sex with him. If only Jason knew that while his mother masturbated herself, she imagined sucking him. With the imagined feel and taste of her son's hard, hairy cock buried in her mouth, she continued masturbating herself.



If he was to open her bedroom door right now without knocking, she wondered if he'd think of her as an incestuous slut or as a wicked whore for masturbating herself. So sexually turned on after watching him masturbating and cumming, she wondered what he'd say if she told him that she thinks about him while masturbating. She wondered what he'd say if she told him that she wanted him sexually. She wondered what he'd say if she told him that she wanted to stroke him before he pleasured her and suck him after he made love to her. She wondered what he'd do if he saw her topless or naked. She wondered if he'd offer her his finger, his tongue, and his cock in the way she hoped he would and in the way that she needed him to do.
"Oh, my God, I'm going to cum," she said while listening to Sugarland's music coming from her son's room.
Wishing she could scream at the top of her lungs to let him know that she had masturbated herself too, while imagining having sex with him, she quietly had her orgasm without uttering a sound while her son ejaculated again, this time in a tissue, while obviously imagining having sex with his mother.
* * * * *
After his mother saw his cock and watched him cum, already sexually aroused, for him to cum again so soon, Jason didn't have to stroke himself very long before ready to cum again.
"Wow that was fast. Where Jennifer Nettles couldn't get me off, just thinking about my mother seeing my cock and watching me cum sexually excited me enough to want to masturbate myself again. Just thinking about having sex with my mother made me cum again," he said.
To be continued...
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With Brett's mother Tiffany unavailable, Susan gives injured Brett a shower.
Susan drove Brett home from school and leaving him on his own for him to walk inside on his crutches, she deposited him at the backdoor for her to run to use the restroom. Had he not had his license suspended for drag racing, he could have driven himself home. Only in his injured conditioned with his sorely bruised thighs, she didn't know how he could drive a car with a manual transmission. His sister, Erin, was there waiting for him.
"What happened now? What did you do now?" She looked at her brother with impatient intolerance. "Were you in another fight? It's always something with you," she said with unjustified contempt.
Ripe for taking, at only 19-years-old, almost 20, and with her having had sex with a multitude of men, including her brother, seemingly Erin she had already given up on men. No doubt, if she met a good woman, with her obvious negative attitude towards men, despite her promiscuity with men, she'd turn lesbian. Brett looked at his sister as if he was about to give her he finger and perhaps he would have had he not been on crutches, instead he made a pained sour face at her.
"No. I didn't do anything," he said walking in the living room with the crutches that the nurse gave him to use. "I hurt myself at football practice. Joey hit me right in the nuts with his helmet. Lifting me off the ground with his head, my thighs took the worst of it. They're all bruised and wicked sore. It hurts even to breathe. Now I know what opposing team members feel when a 300 pound linebacker hits them full force at speed. It's hard for me to even sit. You should have seen me getting in and out of Susan's car. She had to lift my feet inside," he said with a laugh. "At only 18-years-old, I suddenly feel like an old man."
"Let me see," she said looking down at his thighs.
He stared down at where she was looking before leer up at her. His sister was such a whore that obviously not knowing if she just wanted to look or blow him, he didn't know her meaning or intentions.
"See what?"
In the way that she was staring down at him, he looked at her with hopeful, sexual expectation that she wanted to see his cock.
"You thighs pervert, not your cock," she said sighing her exasperation.
She removed her focus stare from his eyes to stare down at his football pants covered thighs again and he looked at his sister as if he was a fresh, slab of meat and he was a hungry lion.
"You want to see my bruised thighs?"
He looked at her with unhidden, sexual excitement.
"Duh, I am studying to be a nurse moron," she said. "It's not every day that I see contusions bad enough that you need crutches to walk," she said with a laugh.
Brett gave his sister his best perverted smile.
"Okay, go ahead," said Brett giving her a nod while looking down at himself. "Pull down my pants. You can pull my underwear down with my pants too. I don't mind," he said laughing.
Erin rolled her eyes and sighed her frustration with his constant perverted comments. He acted as if he was her horny friend instead of her younger brother.
"You'd like for me to pull your underwear down, wouldn't you. I bet you're not too injured for me to give you a hand job. I bet you're not too hurt for me to suck your cock," she said.
"Sure," he said. "You may blow me if you'd like."
She walked to him, squatted down in front of him, and, as if about to blow her brother, she pulled down his football pants just as Susan walked in the kitchen. What Susan saw was the back of Erin's head with her poised on her knees in front of her brother with his pants down.
"You at least could have waited until he made it to his room before you started sucking him, Erin," said Susan with a dirty laugh.
Brett smiled while putting a gentle hand to the back of his sister's pretty head to push her forward into this crotch.
"Eww, stop it Brett. You smell," she said standing while staring down at her brother's horribly bruised thighs. "Very funny," said Erin turning her head to Susan. "I wanted to see his bruises. Already black and blue, they're really bad. The worst ones I've ever seen," she said returning her focused stared to Brett's injured thighs.
"Let's get you up to your room. You need to get off of your feet Mister," said Susan walking to Brett and reaching down to pull up his pants.
Ready to help him climb the stairs, she put a hand behind his back to direct him.
"Wait, I have to pee," he said. "I don't think that I can make it upstairs without peeing myself."
He looked as if he was about to do the pee-pee dance. If he could reach down to hold his cock through his clothes without falling, no doubt he would have.
"Okay, use the toilet down here before I help you upstairs," said Susan.
Brett looked from Susan to Erin and before looking back to Susan.
"I need help. I can't hold it myself while standing on these crutches," he said looking from Susan to look at his sister again.
Obviously looking for a willing volunteer to hold his cock while he peed, he had a shit eating grin on his face.
"I'll help him pee but if you're taking a dump, I'm not wiping your ass," said Erin.
"You're so gross Erin," said Susan.
"I only have to pee," said Brett.
"Your cock wouldn't be the first cock I held while one of my boyfriends gave me a golden shower and peed all over me," said Erin laughing with wickedness.
Difficult to shock Susan, she looked at Erin with surprise. For someone who was so young and who has experienced so much sexually, she couldn't believe what she was hearing.
"God you're such a little whore but I love you for that," said Susan laughing. "Every day, you never cease to surprise me, Erin," she said shaking her head. "Pray tell, why on Earth would you allow anyone to disrespect you by peeing on you? I'd never have anyone do that to me."
Unashamed and unembarrassed, Erin shrugged as if being peed on was no big deal. At only nineteen years old, barely a woman of legal age, one could only imagine what would be a big deal to her sexually. If she's already sexually done all of this now, what was left for her to experience later besides swinging and gangbangs. Who knows? With her a cheerleader on her college football team and with her attending all of the dorm parties, maybe she's already experienced those too?
"I was drunk. I was high. I was horny. I held his cock to direct his pee because I didn't want him peeing in my mouth or in my eyes," she said.
"Unbelievable," said Susan shaking her head.
"Wow," said Brett. "I'd love to pee on your sometime Erin."
Erin shot him a look that made him take an involuntary step back.
"Not in your lifetime," said Erin.
"Still even with you being drunk, high, and horny, I still don't understand while you'd allow some drunken guy to pee on you," said Susan.
Erin looked at her and shrugged.
"It was no big deal. Being that I was naked and in the shower at the time anyway, it was something that I thought I'd try. It appealed to me at the time but it doesn't mean I'd do it again, unless the man paid me big bucks," she said with a dirty laugh. "After receiving a golden shower, not really my cup of tea, at least I can check that off my bucket list," she said with another laugh.
"Some bucket list you have. Your bucket list is more of a trash dump," said Susan with a sigh.
Erin shot her a look that could melt ice.
"Yeah, well, at least I'm not some over the hill forty-something-year-old woman trying to have sex with her best friend's two children," said Erin.
Cat fight! Ready to get out her claws in a hair pulling contest, Susan shot her a look.
"I didn't hear you say no to my licking your pussy Erin," said Susan raising her voice.
Suddenly going from a bitch to acting submissive, Erin looked at Susan apologetically.
"Sorry," said Erin. "I didn't mean what I said. I apologize."
"Just take him to pee so that I can get him to bed," said Susan with a wave of her hand that told her that she was done talking.
Erin opened the bathroom door for her brother.
"I need a shower before I go to bed. I'm all sweaty and smelly from playing football," he said looking from Erin to look at Susan before looking back to Erin.
"Oh, no. Don't look at me. I'm drawing the line right there. I'm not getting naked to give him a shower. Even with your badly bruised thighs, no doubt, you'll try and stick that monster in my mouth, up my ass, or in my pussy," she said. "I don't mind having sex with my brother when it's my idea but not when being forced."
Erin looked at Susan and Susan looked at Brett.
"After you pee him, I'll shower him," said Susan.
Brett suddenly had a face full of sexual excitement.
"You will?"
As if an owl spotting a mouse, Brett shot his head around as if he had been hit with a left hook.
"Yes," said Susan.
He gave her a sly smile.
"You'll have to get naked," he said turning to look at her and gulping down his lust while undressing her with his eyes.
Already one up on him, she looked at him as if they were playing chess and she just called checkmate.
"You won't be able to see much with the bathroom light off," said Susan with a victorious laugh.
"Maybe not but I can still touch and feel enough of you to know what you look like without your clothes," said Brett closing his eyes and raising his hands from his crutches as if he was a blind man or a man touched by a healer and who could walk again.
Susan shook her head and laughed.
"You've already seen me naked lots of times when you walk back and forth by my bedroom while I'm dressing and undressing, you little pervert," said Susan.
"If you didn't want me to see your underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body, you wouldn't get dressed and undressed with the door open," he said.
"Touché," she said laughing. "Being that I'm an exhibitionist, I've never been modest. Endlessly teasing you, I was waiting for you to step in my room for a private show, but you never did."
"Damn, if only I knew that then that I could have had sex with you, I would have," he said.
"C'mon, let's go pee and no monkey business," said Erin helping him in the bathroom.
Once inside the toilet, she pulled down his football pants and pulled down his underwear.
"You didn't have to pull down my underwear, Erin. You could have just reached your hand in my pee hole and pulled out my cock," he said.
"I bet you'd love for me to fish around in your underwear to pull out your cock," she said rolling her eyes. "Just pee," she said lifting the seat, taking him in her hand to aim him.
"Get down on your knees and I'll pee all over you. If you open your mouth, I'll pee in your mouth," he said.
"Gross. You're so gross Brett," said Erin.
He peed a hot, long, steamy stream of urine.
"Maybe one day you'll allow me to pee all over your naked body Erin," said her brother grimacing in obvious pain while peeing.
"Don't get your hopes up Brett," she said looking down at the toilet. "Oh, oh, there's some blood in your urine." She looked from the toilet to look at him. "Does it hurt for you to pee?"
"It stings a little," he said. "Yeah, actually it burns."
As if she was really a nurse instead of a student in nursing school, she looked at him with concern.
"It's a good thing you're seeing the doctor tomorrow," she said shaking him before wiping him with toilet tissue and discarding the tissue in the toilet bowl. "You have hematuria," she said squatting down to pull up his underwear and pants.
Erin moved the toilet seat down, closed the lid, and flushed the toilet. Then, leaving him positioned against the wall on his crutches, she turned from him to wash and dry her hands.
"Homo what? What the Hell is that? I'm not gay. I never had sex with a guy," he said looking at her with anger.
She shook her head at his stupidity.
"Hematuria is when you have blood in your urine stupid," said his sister. "Blood in your urine or in your poop is never a good thing," she said. "God, you're such a moron. When I'm so smart, how did you get so stupid?"
As if victorious after having cheated in a big poker game without being caught, Brett smiled a big, shit eating grin.
"You're not as smart as you think you are Erin. I just got you to hold my cock while I peed," he said with a dirty laugh.
"You're such an asshole Brett," she said opening the bathroom door.
"Tell me. What does that homotura mean Erin?" He looked down at the little red cloud of blood in the water. "What does it mean that there's blood in my urine?"
"Hematuria. Don't get all stressed out about it. I'm sure it's something minor that stems from your injury but any blood coming from your penis or ass should never be ignored," said Erin.
Susan poked her head in the bathroom door.
"Did you two have fun?"
Susan looked from Brett before looking at Erin.
"He has a little bit of blood in his urine," said Erin.
Susan looked at Brett with concern.
"I have homotoria," said Brett with a face full of sadness.
"What?" Susan looked at Brett and wrinkled her face to understand what he had just said. "Homotoria? What's that?"
"Hematuria. That's the medical term for having blood in his urine," said Erin.
"Well, don't worry about it Brett. I'm sure it's something minor. We'll be seeing the doctor tomorrow morning. C'mon. Let's get you upstairs to take that shower before getting you to bed," said Susan helping him up the stairs. "Being that you're not feeling well, I won't turn off the light. You can watch me undress."
"You'll let me watch you strip?"
"Yes," said Susan.
"Well that's worth getting hurt. When I hurt myself before, my Mom gave me sponge baths. I think she enjoyed washing my cock as much as I enjoyed her watching her wash my cock and fondling my erect prick. Only she never stripped naked to get in the shower with me though," said Brett.
"Well, I'm not your mother," said Susan giving him a sexy wink.
"I'll bring food and something for to drink up to your room after you shower. Don't you be coming up and down the stairs," said Erin. "Leave your door open and call down for whatever you need."
"Thanks Erin," said Brett. "Erin, I need a blowjob," said Brett pretending he was calling downstairs to her from upstairs.
"Fat chance," said Erin.
Handing crutches to Susan to carry, he took one slow step at a time up the stairs, Brett leaned on Susan for support. Only taking advantage of the situation, he moved his horny hand down her back to feel and squeeze her shapely, firm ass.
"Do that again and I'll turn off the bathroom light and leave it off while I undress," said Susan.
"Okay," said Brett. "Sorry but if I was to lose my balance and accidentally touch, feel, and grope part of your naked body, I don't want you holding that against me, unless you really wanted to," he said laughing.
"You'd like that wouldn't you, my holding my naked body against your naked body," said Susan.
"Shit yeah," said Brett catching himself after losing his balance for a second. He looked at her up and down and stared at her as if she was already naked. "Who wouldn't?"
"Careful Brett. Pay attention to where you're walking. You don't want to tumble down the stairs. Just two more steps Brett," said Susan. "All I need for you is to break your leg and I'll be giving you sponge baths too."
Susan walked him in the bathroom and deposited him against the bathroom wall while she began undressing herself.
"This could only be better if Nurse Elizabeth was here to take a shower with us too," he said.
"Nurse Elizabeth? It's not enough that I'll be stripping naked to take a shower with you and you want Nurse Elizabeth too?"
"I always wanted to have a threesome," said Brett.
"What? You always wanted to have a threesome? You're only 18-years-old," said Susan laughing. "You're just as bad as your sister."
"It's on my bucket list," he said nodding his head as if that made it okay for him to have a threesome.
"Well, I'm sure that Nurse Elizabeth wouldn't need much convincing to give you enough hot sex that you wouldn't need another female in her bed," said Susan. "A real cougar, she's one horny, old broad. She'd accommodate whatever sexual need you have."
With Brett standing there staring and with the bathroom light illuminating more than just his lust for her, Susan began her slow striptease. Unbuttoning her button blouse one slow button at a time while pausing to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before continuing to unbutton the next button, she watched Brett's eyes filled with all that he was seeing of her. Exposing the tops of her D cup breasts to him, she paused before revealing her long line of cleavage and before unbuttoning the next button. She thought it odd that he wasn't able to get much of an erection, perhaps from the effects of his recent injury. Yet, nonetheless his lack of physical, sexual appreciation of her judging him by his lack of erection, she continued stripping herself naked.
Hoping to encourage his erection, she reached out to touch and fondled the head of his cock with her manicured fingers before wrapping her fingers around his cock to slowly stroke him. She managed to get half an erection out of him. Not wanting to aggravation whatever was wrong with him, she cupped his testicles in her hand before she continued undressing herself. Besides, with him peeing blood, she wasn't about to suck him. Figuring that she'd only aggravate his injury, whatever his injury is, she wasn't about to stroke him to make him cum either. Unbuttoning the rest of her blouse, she stood there in her while bra and short skirt.
"God damn, you have big tits Susan," he said reaching out his hand to feel her breast through her bra in the palm of his hand. First one and then the other, he traced the impressions her big nipples suddenly made in her bra.
She looked down at where he was touching and feeling her while watching his horny hand feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her bra.
"Thank you. I'm glad you like my tits. I love my breasts too," she said reaching around herself to unbutton and unzip her short skirt.
As if a curtain falling to expose what she wanted him to see, her skirt fell to her feet. Now standing there in her big, white bra and her bright white, sheer bikini panty, Brett stared at her as if he was a starving man dying of hunger.
"Damn Susan, for an old broad, you have one Hell of a body," he said still staring.
"For an old broad? Thank you, I think," she said with a laugh. "So tell me. You decided. Which first? Panties or bra," she said looking down at herself.
He stared at her bra before looking down at her panties.
"Being that I'm a breast man and can't wait to see your tits up close and in person. Bra please remove your bra," he said.
Susan reached around herself as if she was about to remove her bra but instead in one fluid motion, she slid her panties down her legs and kicked them off to reveal her blonde, trimmed pussy. Then, turning and bending, she showed him her naked ass.
"Well?" She looked at him staring at her. "Which do you like better my pussy or my ass?"
Brett stared at her blonde pussy before staring at her naked ass when she turned to show him her ass.
"As much as I love your blonde pussy, I love your ass. You have a phenomenal ass Susan. If I could right now, I'd love to fuck your ass," he said.
"Have you had anal sex before?"
"No but, another thing on my bucket list, you make me want to have anal sex with you. I can only imagine what it must feel like to penetrate you anally while humping you and while hanging onto your big tits," he said.
They stopped talking while staring at one another.
"I'm horny too," said Susan reaching down to touch her honey pot with her index finger before taking her finger to her mouth and sucking it as if she was sucking his cock. "It's too bad that you're injured. I'll allow you to do me right now. If nothing else, this gives you a reason to get better," she said taking his cock in her hand again and slowly and ever so delicately stroking him.



Brett stopped staring at Susan's exposed pussy and ass to stare at her bra.
"Now your bra. Show me your tits. I can't wait to see your tits," he said.
Just as she reached behind herself to unhook her bra, Erin knocked on the bathroom door.
"Are you two okay in there?" Erin opened the bathroom door to peek her head inside. "Nice pussy Susan," she said laughing while staring at Susan's naked pussy.
"Susan was just about to show me her tits," said Brett.
"Really?" She looked from Brett to look at Susan. "May I see your tits too?" Erin sat on the toilet to watch Susan remove her bra.
The center of attention, Susan reached around behind her, unhooked her bra, and slowly removed the D size cups from the tits.
"Wow," said Brett. "Holy shit. You have beautiful boobs."
"Nice rack," said Erin.
Brett reached out his right hand to fill his palm with Susan's right breast while Erin reached up her left hand to fill her left palm with Susan's left breasts. Feeling her breasts while fondling her breasts, they fingered her nipples, before Erin leaned forward to suck Susan's nipple while reaching down to finger her pussy. Susan closed her eyes while Erin masturbated her.
"Hey, what about me? This isn't about you, Erin," said Brett. "I need for Susan to give me a shower so that I can get off my feet. I'm tired and I'm sore all over," he said.
"Later," said Erin giving Susan a long, wet kiss before leaving and closing the door behind her.
"C'mon," said Susan. "Let's get you showered."
To be continued...
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'Twas a time of kings, Kind Edward IV, Richard III, Henry VII, and the self-professed King William.
Happy that Henry was finally home with her, Emma looked forward to having a good night's sleep. It's been a long time since she's slept through the night without waking up screaming. She hoped that she wouldn't have the disturbing dreams, horrible nightmares, and sexual fantasies that she's been having. She hoped that all of those terrible dreams were behind her now.
That night with Henry soundly sleeping in his room, even though she hoped she wouldn't, Emma had her usual dream of time travel. If only she could remember her dreams as clearly as she had then when she was having them, perhaps she could unravel why she was having these fantastic visions of time travel and of past lives. Traveling back more than 500 years, as his Queen Emma, Emma dreamt of her King William and her royal Prince Henry.
* * * * *
The year was 1485 when King William heard the news that King Henry VII, the founder of the Royal House of Tudors in 1457, defeated King Richard III in the battle of Bosworth to become the new King of England.
"Long live the King," chanted those loyal to the new king and the house of Lancaster while those loyal to King Richard and the house of York, fearing for their lives, left their homes and looking for safe passageway, fled for their lives to go into hiding.
To loosely quote Charles Dickens of the troubled times at hand, "It was the best of times. It was the worst of times. It was the age of wisdom. It was the age of foolishness. It was the epoch of belief. It was the epoch of incredulity. It was the season of light. It was the season of darkness. It was the spring of hope. It was the winter of despair. We had everything before us. We had nothing before us. We were all going directly to Heaven. We were all going directly to Hell."
Indeed, as they seemingly were everywhere in the word during the 15th century, these were troubling times in England. More than the superstitious and mostly illiterate population could handle, most still believed in ghosts, goblins, witches, warlocks, wizards, sorcerers, dragons, monsters, and werewolves. Without mass communication to enlighten their world, there was no TV, no radio, no internet, no telephone, cell phone, newspapers, and magazines. Even those few citizens who could read, didn't know what was happening in their own neighborhood never mind what was happening in the rest of the world at any given time. But for word of mouth and writing messages, with nearly all forms of communication not yet invented, literally and figuratively, not just England, but throughout the whole world, everyone was living in the dark.
The country and much of Europe in general were still recovering from the huge population loss from the Bubonic Plague. Deemed the Black Death that killed millions throughout Europe in the 14th century, there were some who blamed the plaque on those for not believing in one God just as there were those who blamed those for believing in and summoning the Devil. Only with no running water in most households, it was a time of people not bathing regularly. Without refrigeration and with foods not properly cleaned and rotting it was a time for roaches and rats. Was it any wonder why so many people died from such a horrible disease?
* * * * *
It was a time that the War of the Roses, raging for nearly 30 years between two rival royal houses of Plantagenet, the houses of Lancaster and York, finally came to an end. The final victory going to Lancastrian Henry Tudor after defeating the last house of York king, Richard III, at the Battle of Bosworth Field. Lancastrian Henry VII of the house of Tudor reunited and reconciled the two houses, the house of Lancaster and the house of York, by marrying Elizabeth of York, daughter of Edward IV.
If the royal houses were all in an upheaval, one can only imagine what was happening with the rest of the country with citizens pulled one way in favor of Richard III only to be pulled the other way in favor of Henry VII. No one really knew what was happening at any given time and in any given place. With some residents giving their allegiance to the old king in disfavor of the soon to be new king, it was citizen pitted against citizen with lots of fighting and death behind the scenes. Until calm and order was restored, with one loyalist pitted against the other, there was chaos in the taverns that spilled out to streets after men had their fill of mead and wine. Being that news wasn't instant but delayed for weeks and months even, few citizens knew what was happening with their old king or with their new king. A topic of discussion at any tavern, with it all left to speculation, it was anyone's illiterate guess what was really happening.
Yet, this story isn't a history lesson but more of a behind the scenes look at what was happening in one man's castle, self-proclaimed king of his land and his little kingdom, King William. This story is about what was happening in Emma's head as she slept. Had she lived through this before? Was she indeed reincarnated as she truly believed she was? Were her and her son once lovers? The only way she could discover the truth is through her dreams of fantasy to finally know if everything she dreamt was fiction or her reality. If only she knew that what she was dreaming wasn't a dream at all but her reality.
* * * * *
Nearly out of money and supplies, unable to feed his small army of knights, officers, and warriors through another long, cold winter, William had to do something. The self-proclaimed King of his castle, of his small kingdom, and of his lands as far as the eye could see in all directions, he was no ordinary man. Had he been born a Plantagenet and to royalty, whether to the house of Lancaster or to the house of York, he had no preference which, he would have made a good king. With his keen insight, his strong sense of right and wrong, and his Solomon like judgment of fairness, he would have made for a better king that Richard III was and that Henry VII would be. Yet because he was born a commoner, albeit a once wealthy self-made man, the reality of his financial circumstances were now desperately grim.
In the way that kings always had money at their disposal by raising taxes, unable to raise capital by raising taxes, his people couldn't even afford to pay him the complimentary tax that he asked them to pay now. In the way that kings make an allegiance with another royal house or country by marrying off their daughters, he didn't have a daughter to marry to another kingdom. Even if he did have a daughter, he didn't have a royal house. He was nothing more than a commoner with money.
Not even married, he didn't have any children, other than the bastards that he begat from those whores who shared his bed for the night. In a quandary, he didn't have a lot of options. Yet, seemingly paying for his king's wars, wars that, as a commoner, he didn't have any stake at winning anything and that only profited his king and his royal house, the tax collector was always at his door demanding more and more of his money. When they weren't taking his money, they were commandeering his horses and recruiting his men to fight their battles, battles that he didn't care who won or lose. With their fights little interest to him, other than having to pay more taxes, it didn't matter to him which king won over the other.
As much as he was a brave and courageous man, living high on the hog before, he was now a poor man with the king's men shaking him down to pay even more of their personal, private, for profit wars. Once loyal to King Edward IV, William was the type of man who'd rather fend for himself than to give allegiance to any king or bow down to anyone, but for God or Satan. If he had his druthers, he'd rather be left alone. Yet, after giving his money away to this king and to that king, for him to make ends meet, having no choice but to disturb his peace with war, he undertook his own wars by attacking his neighbors.
After years of waging conquering wars with Englishmen he didn't even know and who he had no argument against, as much as conquering those around him enriched him, the expense of conquering those around him depleted his reserves. Yet, no longer fearing the executioner's axe and having his property seized and taken from him, at least he was now able to pay his fair share of taxes. Only, as his king had done to him, with him enlisting their husbands and sons to fight his personal, private wars within the outskirts of his little kingdom, his people were unable to pay the small amount of taxes due him for the protection of living behind his castle walls. As quickly as he replenished his coffers, his supply of money vanished. Soon, he was as poor as were his people.
In turn with him struggling to stay solvent, he was unable to pay the taxes due England and to his new king. In an unending cycle, waging war for money and spending money to wage war, done with fighting and with death, he just wanted to live out the remainder of his life peaceful with his wife and son. Only, after a deal that King William made with the Devil, now that the houses of Lancaster and York had sorted out all that was wrong between them, Satan would soon come calling to collect what was promised and what was now rightly due him. God help him because no one else could. God help him because no one else would.
* * * * *
With every day all about the king, to make matters worse, his people were dying of a highly contagious disease, the sweating sickness, known as the English Sweats. Starting in England during the times of the Tudors from 1485 to 1551, the deadly virus quickly spread throughout Europe. A virulent disease attributed to poor hygiene and lack of refrigeration of foods, the disease was found more prevalent in the higher classes. With not even time enough to send for a doctor and no known cure anyway, they were dying within hours of contracting the mysterious illness.
Those once able bodied men died and those who didn't succumb to the fatal disease, were tired, unenergetic and listless. They couldn't work. They couldn't fight. They couldn't support themselves. Those mothers who fell ill and died, left their children behind to fend for themselves. William, their self-professed king and the somewhat sensitive man that he was, felt responsible for their health, welfare, and wellbeing. Everywhere he looked, there were dirty orphans turned beggars in the road falling victim to the hoofs of the horses of his men or to the wheels of passing wagons. His people were dying and there was nothing that he could do about that grim reality. Different from the plague, for some unknown reason, the sweating sickness didn't harm infants or children, only otherwise healthy men and women. If only there was a vaccine but vaccines weren't yet invented.
In his feeble attempt to save his subjects and spare his kingdom, he prayed to his Gods. Although most Christians only believed in the one God, with peasants and commoners superstitious to a fault in being forced to deny the existence of more than one God, there were still those uniformed, unenlightened, uneducated, and illiterate people who believed in the Greek Gods of mythology. Although they discounted the lesser Gods many people of the 15th century still believed in many of the major Gods. No one wanted to be stricken down by an angry God for no longer believing in him and for not praying to him. Taking no chances, better safe than to be sorry, especially when on their deathbed and depending on their circumstances, they prayed to all Gods equally.
Some women still prayed to Aphrodite, the God of beauty. Many young men put their faith in the God Apollo, the God of music, arts, knowledge, healing, plague, prophesy, poetry, beauty, and archery. Those older men who were always drunk believed in the God Dionysus, the God of parties, festivals, madness, chaos, drunkenness, drugs, and ecstasy. All men fearing the end of their lives, taking precautions that they'd be delivered from Evil, still prayed to Hades, the God of the underworld, of the dead, and of regret. Some women still prayed to Hera, Zeus' wife and queen of the Gods. Hera was the Goddess of marriage, women, childbirth, heirs, kings, and empires. Besides, with most people during that time unable to read the Bible, what would it hurt to pray to more than one God, just in case there was more than one God? Those who believed in other Gods, all believed in Zeus, the brother of Poseidon and Hades, he was the supreme ruler of all Gods.
Praying night and day and praying endlessly for months, William's prayers to the Gods went unanswered. Seemingly listening more to the prayers of the royals than to him, by the evidence that his life hadn't changed for the better, obviously no one was listening to him. Apparently, with so much happening between the houses of Lancaster and York, the Gods had abandoned him in his hour of need in support of them. Listening more to the prayers of John Morton, the Arch Bishop of Canterbury, later to be named Cardinal, King William's prayers seemingly went unanswered. With him left to his own devices, there was nothing else for him to do. Fearing that he'd lose his castle, his lands, and his kingdom, taking matters in his own hands, he had no other recourse of action than to pray to the Devil.
If his Gods couldn't help him keep his castle, save his land, and assure the continued survival of his little kingdom by maintaining his army, and feed his subjects, perhaps the Devil would and could do that for him. With him taking one for the team, so to speak, perhaps by praying to the Prince of Darkness, his men, his subjects, and those citizens of the commonwealth who sought shelter and enjoyed their livelihoods behind his castle walls, could make it through another long, cold winter. Better that he should align himself with the Devil than to be forsaken by his Gods, the king fell to his knees in prayer. With his prayers to God seemingly gone unanswered, it was better that he'd have the protection of Satan than to expect any protection from his new king who'd only want his money and his loyalty. Better that he'd have the protection from Satan than from his God who no longer answered his prayers.
* * * * *
"Satan! Satan! Satan! Prince of Darkness and ruler of Hell, protect me from my enemies. Help me in my hour of darkness to conquer them. I need food. I need horses. I need more men. I need to be resupplied and unable to buy ships, the only way for me to do get what I need is to take what I need. The only way for me to take what I need is to wage wars with those castles nearby instead of with those foreign lands far away. Keep my sword arm strong and my men's arrows true. Satan! Satan! Satan! Help me for I swear my allegiance to you now and forever."
Obviously King William needed to do something drastic and something that not only may cost him his kingdom but also his life, as well as his soul and the lives of his wife and son. Especially now that there was a new King of England, no doubt, only just a matter of time, this new king would demand a higher tax from him to pay. A tax that if he couldn't afford to pay now, he certainly wouldn't be able to afford more taxes to pay later.
In addition to gathering gold, he needed food and supplies to resupply him and his men. He needed to conquer a castle to get his people through another long, cold winter. He needed to win a war, a small, quick war being that his resources were limited and his army was small. Lucky they somehow survived last winter, but if he put them through another long, cold, hungry winter like the last one, his own people would plot to overthrow him and claim his castle as their own.
All within a three days march of going in one direction or in the other, surrounded by four castles, one to the north, one to the south, one to the east, and one to the west, with him smack in the middle, he knew it was only a matter of time before they'd dispatch their own armies to conquer him. For all he knew they could be plotting to conquer him now in the way that he was plotting against them to attack them. They all could band together and overwhelm with one huge force. Vulnerable to their attacks, if he didn't do something now, it would only be a matter of time before they raped his wife, tortured his son, and murdered them.
With him imagining them taking advantage of his inaction in his inability to attack them, he convinced himself that the worst thing he could do was nothing at all. If nothing else, he needed to save his family and his people, the innocent ones. As if embroiled in his own personal game of thrones, he needed to save his wife and his son from horrible torture, certain death, and/or worse. He needed to save his wife and son, from the hands of some warlord who'd conquer his castle and who's in a similar impoverished plight. Not wasting another minute in pondering what to do, he assembled his generals and devised his plan of attack. While the weather was still favorable and before the frigid cold and the deep snow of winter covered the landscape, it was now or never.
Already at a disadvantage, he was vulnerable to an attack. He didn't have the natural barrier of the mountains surrounding him, as did the castle to his north. He didn't have the protection that the sea afforded him, as did the castle to his east. His castle wasn't perched high up on a hill, as was the castle to the south. Protected by witches, warlocks, wizards, sorcerers, and dragons, his castle wasn't hidden deep within an enchanted forest, as was the castle to the west. He had nothing but his courage, his bravery, and his keen wit to keep his kingdom safe from harm.
"Satan! Satan! Satan, save me, save my family, and save my kingdom," he prayed to the black angel of death and the demon of eternal damnation from Hell every morning when he awakened and every night before retiring to bed. "Satan! Satan! Satan help me." Had he known the deal that he was making with the Devil and the payback he'd have to make, he may not have requested Satan's help. "Satan! Satan! Satan, help me, please, I beseech thee to help me!"
* * * * *
Defenseless from an attack from either side or from all sides at once with his castle exposed in the middle of a valley, he was outnumbered and out in the open. His kingdom resided in a sweet spot for farming but not in a strategic spot for war. The only advantage he had was that his spotters would see someone coming from miles away but, to his disadvantage, they could see him too and wait for the darkness of night when everyone was sleeping to launch their preemptive strike and brutal attack. All he had to protect and to keep him and his people safe from his attackers, from the barbarians, and from those men who had no morals or scruples and would murder anything and anyone in their way, man, woman, animal, and/or child were four, high walls.
With him so exposed and already being in a defensive posture for too long, it was too costly for him to remain in a weakened position. What choice did he have other than to go on the offense? With him needing to be the aggressor, striking first in a preemptive war, spilling first blood by launching an attack was the only defense he had. The only available option he had to save his people, it was either saving his people by killing the people of another castle or wait until they attacked and killed them. Attacking first before being attack, as long as his attack was successful, not only would he have the money to pay the King of England his taxes but also, he'd also guarantee himself of having enough food and supplies to survive another long, cold winter. He had no choice other than to attack his neighbors, albeit his very distant neighbors, to the north, to the south, to the east, and to the west.



Sad but true, the only thing in his favor was that his kingdom was poor. Having more to gain in conquering his rivals than his rivals had in conquering him, he had little to lose. He had nothing to give his conquerors but the loyalty of his surviving men, all proven fighters in battle. Yet, with them not loyal to anyone, not even him, they'd fight to the death for anyone who'd feed them, keep them warm, supply them with mead and wine, and allow them to have some gold in their pockets to pay for whores. It was up to him to make his move. It was up to him to control his destiny by not relinquishing his life to them.
William left a small contingent of his most loyal men behind to guard his wife, Emma, and son, Henry. After King Richard III lost his crown to Henry VII, William changed his son's name from Edward to Henry. Honoring King Edward IV from the house of York by so naming his son, he didn't need King Henry's men to see a reminder of the past by the name of his son. There'd be less chance that a king's guard would slit the throat of a boy name Henry than there would that a king's guard knifing a boy named Edward.
Changing his loyalty from one royal house to the other royal house, from his point forward, his son Richard would be called Henry in honor of Henry Tudor, King Henry VII of the house of Lancaster to soon become the house of Tudor. With orders for his most trusted men to slay his wife and son with a quick and painless death should the barbarians overrun the castle in his absence or in the event of his death, he felt better about leaving them behind. Should he die, they'll all die together. With every campaign that he undertook and with them all locked and barricaded behind his tower doors, he left the same men behind with the same orders should he not return alive.
He rode the several miles with his knights and officers to the nearest castle while his men slowly marched behind him. After leaving his wife and his son to fend for themselves, albeit protected by their personal security force, he finally and safely returned home from his conquering campaigns. Restocking his inventory of supplies with food and horses as well as his army with men, he was able to refortify his position. The powerful owner of five castles now, from the sea, to the mountains, to the forest, and to the valley, he owned lands in all directions further than the eye could see. Wielding as much power as he wielded influence, King William was a very rich man.
Now, the most powerful landowner in the region, he wondered if his success happened because he forsook his Gods to pray to the Devil. Always fearing and avoiding even thinking of the Satan before, maybe aligning himself with the Devil wasn't such a bad thing for him to do after all. Only, he wondered what the downside was in enlisting Satan's help. Surely, Satan did nothing for anyone for free. Figuring his soul would be damned to Hell for eternity, if only he knew that wasn't the only price he'd pay in his death, if only he knew he'd be paying the for the enlisted and invited help of the Devil while living, he may have reconsidered asking Satan for his help. Fortunately, no doubt with Satan's help, catching his rivals by surprise, his warring campaigns were all successful. Every time he conquered a castle, he returned a little richer with gold, horses, food, and more men. Amassing quite the army, he was building quite the reputation as a conquering hero to his people and as a conquering warrior to anyone who dare raise a sword and an army against him.
To be continued...
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Chapter 03
Part Seven: Tits for cock.
The next morning, Jason awakened with the memory of his mother ogling his exposed cock. With the memory of him cumming in front of her while she watched him ejaculate to shoot cum all over his chest and stomach, he was sexually aroused. Already horny but instead of masturbating himself, which was his normal, early morning routine, brazenly Jason went downstairs for a cup of coffee and some breakfast while wearing his pajama bottoms without underwear. With his cock already stiffening by the thought of his mother staring at his pajama clad bulge, he felt so free. He felt so wicked. He felt so horny.
Daring himself to do so, unless he was hoping for sex, he didn't know why he went downstairs so revealingly dressed like that but he did. Something he never does, always afraid his mother would see his erection bobbing, swinging, and swaying or that his cock may pop out of his pee hole, he always wore underwear beneath his pajamas. Instead of being embarrassed by the thought of his cock popping out of his pajama bottom, he was sexually aroused while hoping that it would make a surprised appearance. Today, waking up horny after flashing his mother his cock and already sexually aroused with the thought of flashing his mother his cock again, he didn't care if his mother noticed his erection. He wanted his mother to notice his erection. If nothing else by her sexy stares ogling his cock last night while standing in his bedroom watching him masturbating and cumming, she'd give him more fodder for his masturbation of himself later.
Curious if she'd look at what he was deliberately showing, he was curious if she'd say anything about last night. With her already seeing his cock, with her already seeing him masturbate, and with her already watching him cum, he didn't care if his cock made a surprise appearance from out his pee hole to say hi and give his mother the one eyed stare. If his cock did fall out of his pajama bottoms, would she look? Would she stare? Would she be as sexually aroused then as he is now? With her walking in his room when he had his eyes closed and while he was wearing his headphones, he wondered how long she was standing there before he noticed her. It all happened so fast when he opened this eyes to reach for a tissue and she was already standing there in his room.
The sexual excitement of his mother seeing his cock, watching him masturbate, and staring as he ejaculated clouded his memory. Unable to remember, he couldn't remember if she was already in his room or if she had opened his door just as he turned to face her. Hoping to give her a longer look at his cock this morning, he needed to know if she wanted him as much as he wanted her. He needed to know if she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
Already gone way beyond crossing the incestuous line, if nothing else, he wanted his mother to see his prick again. Maybe if she saw his cock again, this time she'd want to touch his cock. Maybe if she saw his cock again, she'd reach out her motherly hand to wrap her fingers around his stiff prick to stroke him. Even if she didn't touch and stroke his penis, never expecting that she would, he'd imagine that she did when masturbating himself later. In the way that he wanted to feel her tits and finger her nipples, never really expecting that he would, he hoped that she was horny enough to want to suck his big prick. Even if he didn't feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples, he'd imagined that she sucked his cock later when alone in his room masturbating.
As soon as he entered the kitchen, he saw his mother sitting at the kitchen table in her red, low cut, sheer nightgown. Perhaps evidence of what was to happen, his mother was drinking her coffee without the modesty of wearing her bathrobe. With his moving, swaying cock at her eye level, he walked across the kitchen in front of her. With his partial, pajama clad, erection clearly visible, as soon as Mary saw her son, her eyes went from his face to the moving and dancing bulge in his pajama bottoms.
With him nervous about not wearing underwear, as soon as he saw what she was wearing or more correctly what she wasn't wearing, her bathrobe, he was glad that he wasn't wearing underwear. Flashing him her big breasts this morning nearly as much as he flashed her his stiff cock last night, subtly exchanging voyeuristic views of tits for cock, Mary sat at the kitchen table with most of her cleavage on display. As if they already had sex last night, in essence they did, albeit not together, they masturbated themselves in separate rooms while thinking of having sex with one another. Unashamed and unembarrassed, with one just as bad as the other, immodestly immoral, Mary sat in the kitchen without the modesty of a bathrobe while Jason paraded himself in front of her with his cock bouncing and swaying.
As if he was the bull and she was a sexy, female bullfighter, a matador enraging his cock by waving a red sexy nightgown in his face, she was showing her son more of her 36C cup breasts than he's ever seen before. Normally modestly moral, careful what her son may see of her, she always wears a robe over her nightgown but not today. Today, in the way that he came downstairs in pajama bottoms without underwear, she sat at the kitchen table in her sheer, sexy nightgown without a robe. Undoubtedly she suspected that he was a breast man in the way he always stared at her big tits. Obviously, in the way that she was displaying her breasts now, she wanted to expose her breasts to him. Incestuously, in the way that her son exposed his cock to her, she wanted him to see as much of her as she saw of him. Tits for cock and balls, no doubt, after the sexy show of him masturbating and cumming that he gave her last night, exposing her big breasts to him this morning apparently only seemed fair to her.
As if needing a closer and more focused look, Jason rubbed his eyes while staring at all that his mother was showing and all that he was seeing of his mother. If he looked close enough at her abundant, exposed cleavage and at the impressions her breasts made in her nightgown, and he did, he could clearly make out the bulbously round shape of her breasts. If he stared long and hard enough, and he did, he could see her areolas and nipples through the sheer, thin material of her nightgown. Only, as soon as he saw the outline of her breast and the darker coloration of her areolas and nipples, his cock hardened enough to tent his pajama bottom. In the way that she was giving him a real show of her tits, he was giving her a real show of his cock. While pretending that he didn't know that his cock was exposed, he only hoped that his cock would popped from out of his pajama bottoms.
With him standing there with his hot coffee in hand and his hot erection in his pajama bottoms, his mother stared at the impression his cock made in his pajama bottoms as much as he stared at the huge impressions her breasts made in her sheer nightgown. With him staring all that she was showing of her breasts, she was staring at all that he was showing of his cock. With him sexually excited to share glimpses of what he shouldn't see of his mother and what she shouldn't see of her son, he was already sexually aroused with incestuous, sexual desire for her. With him sexually excited that his mother was looking to see what she could see of him and with him looking to see what he could see of her, ready to cross that forbidden bridge, they were nearing the point of no return.
Initially, with the memory of his mother seeing him cumming fresh in his mind, as much as he was sexually excited, he was still somewhat embarrassed from last night. What if he misread her and she was more embarrassed than she was sexually excited. What if she didn't sexually want him in the way that he sexually wanted her? What if it was just an innocent accident that she opened his bedroom door at the most inopportune time of him masturbating and cumming? Then again, what if she was standing outside of his bedroom door listening while waiting for the perfect moment to open his bedroom door to catch him cumming? Perhaps he wasn't as quiet masturbating himself as he thought he was and perhaps she wasn't as innocent as he thought.
Yet, as much as he was embarrassed, he was sexually aroused. Again while thinking nasty, incestuous thoughts, he still wanted to put his coffee cup down, reach his hand inside his pajama bottom, pull out his cock, and masturbate himself in front of his mother. He wondered if she'd watch him masturbating this morning in the way that she watched him masturbating last night. While stroking his cock, he wanted to reach down inside of her oh so, low cut nightgown top to feel her breasts and finger her nipples, before removing her breasts from her nightgown. Wishing he could cum on her tits and/or all over her face, he wondered what she'd say if he exposed his cock to her while stroking his cock. He wondered what she'd do if he ejaculated his cum all over her. Yet, feeling uncomfortably awkward as much as he felt sexually excited, he was ready to bolt from the kitchen after grabbing his coffee to return to the privacy of his room.
Nonetheless, a titillating and erotic view, an understatement, he was enjoying seeing so much of the top of his mother's meaty breasts and her long, line of cleavage. Apparently, now that she was sitting there so innocently immoral without the modesty of her bathrobe, he didn't mind having his breakfast in the kitchen while ogling all that he could see of her big boobs. Moreover, with her looking and enjoying the show of his pajama clad cock too, obviously she didn't mind showing her son all that he so wanted to see of her. If only he knew that his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, he'd make his move. If only he knew that his mother had other plans for him other than just serving him breakfast, wouldn't he be surprised.
* * * * *
Part Eight: "Sit. I want to talk to you about last night."
"Sit. I want to talk to you about last night. I'll make you breakfast," she said standing. "What would you like?"
What would you like? A loaded question of four simple, one syllable words, it was a question that only his mother would ask him. What would you like? Only thinking about what she wanted and what she'd like, those four, simple, one syllable words never came out of his ex-wife's mouth. It was always what she wanted and never what he would like. Leave to his mother to push his buttons of love, caring, appreciation, and understanding by asking him one simple question.
As soon as she asked him that seemingly innocent but sexually loaded question, what would you like, hopefully was the same thing that he so wanted and that she so wanted too. What would he like? He'd like to have sex with his mother but would she want to have sex with him? He'd like to strip her naked but would she be comfortable being naked in front of him as he was with his cock exposed in front of her last night? Yet, being that she's sitting before him practically topless, maybe she wouldn't mind being naked in front of him. Maybe if he made the first move, she'd follow. Yet afraid to ruin the good mother and son relationship they had, he didn't want her to feel that she wasn't safe being alone with him in her own house. Not wanting to pressure her for sex, he didn't want her thinking of him as a pervert and throwing him out of her house.
What would he like? He pondered her question in the way that she no doubt didn't mean for him to take it. He'd like for his mother to do lots of sexual things to his naked body. He imagined him making himself comfortable between her shapely thighs to finger her, lick her, and eat her pussy. His mother's cunt. He quivered at the thought of not only seeing his mother's cunt but also fingering, sniffing, and licking his mother's cunt.
I'd like to eat your pussy and then fuck your pussy before you suck my cock, he imagined honestly replying to her question. He wondered what she'd say if he said that. Only, not wanting to disrespect his mother, he didn't reply in that sexually salacious way. If only he had said that to her, perhaps she would have told him that she'd love for him to finger and lick her pussy long enough to give her an orgasm. If only he had said those incestuous words to her, perhaps she would have told him that she'd love to fuck him and suck his cock. Instead, no doubt, with him as sexually wicked as his dad, she'd ask him to leave her house.
"An egg, two sausages, and two pieces of toast with cherry jelly," he said while remembering that he couldn't remember when the last time his wife made him breakfast.
As if he was watching an X-rated movie, he was stunned with all that he saw when his eyes followed her across the kitchen. With her always wearing her robe, he never saw so much of his mother as he was seeing now. With the only light in the kitchen coming from the rising sun through the window over the sink, even in the dim, morning light, as if she was poised in front of a campfire, her nightgown was totally transparent. Then, when she opened the refrigerator door, seeing her in a whole new light, he could see right through her nightgown as if she wasn't wearing anything at all. As if she was lit up by a dozen Paparazzi camera flashes and as if she was totally naked, he had a clear view of his mother's naked body through her nearly transparent nightgown.
Obviously, in the way he was looking at her, staring at her, ogling her, and leering at her, no doubt, he wondered if his mother knew that she was flashing him her ass, her pussy, and her tits. As if she was wearing nothing at all, she appeared as if she was standing before him naked. Clearly he could see her sexy ass crack, her blonde, bushy pussy, and her big breasts with erect nipples that leaned forward with her as she reached inside the refrigerator to get the eggs, the butter, and the sausages. For an old broad, his mother had a hot body.
She must know how horny he was by the obvious erection he had when he came downstairs and saw her sitting at the kitchen table in her nightgown. She must know how sexually attracted he is to her in the way he's always staring at her tits. When she leaned in the fridge, moving things around, seemingly taking her sweet time, was she deliberately flashing him her tits, pussy, and ass? If only he knew that she knew he could see her as if she was standing there naked, he'd make a move on her. If only he knew that she was sexually teasing him by flashing him her nearly naked body, he take her in his arms and kiss her while touching and feeling her everywhere a son should never feel his mother. With her leaning in the fridge, he wished he was standing behind her with his erection planted between his mother's ass cheeks while reaching up to feel and fondle her big breasts while fingering her nipples. Definitely enjoying the view of her nearly naked body while thinking about doing his mother from behind doggie style, it was at a time like this that he wished he was her lover instead of her son.
Perhaps being that he flashed her his cock last night, if he thought that she was reciprocating by flashing him her nearly naked body this morning, he'd be right. After seeing his cock last night, enough to make her masturbate herself in the way that he was masturbated himself again last night, she was just as sexually aroused as he was. Only this was his mother and not some bar tramp. He didn't think of her sexually wanting him in the way that he sexually wanted her. Yet, if she wasn't his mother, he'd think that most definitely Mary was flashing him her nearly naked body by purposely taking her sweet time while leaning in the fridge.
In the way he thinks about having sex with her, if only he knew his mother thinks about having sex with him. In the way that he masturbates over her while thinking of seeing her naked and having sex with her, wouldn't he be surprised to know that she masturbates over him while thinking of seeing him naked and having sex with him. In the way that he was sexually excited with his mother not only saw his cock but also watched him ejaculating in front of her, wouldn't he love to know that she was as sexually excited seeing his cock and watching him ejaculate. As if she was an audience member in a private CFNM show, wouldn't he be surprised to know that she was sexually excited to see his little masturbation show too. Further, wouldn't he be surprised to know that she'd love for him to watch her masturbate too.
* * * * *
Part Nine: All about masturbation, talking about masturbation
As if she was a short order cook, his breakfast was ready quicker than he could make it for himself. What would have easily taken him twenty minutes to make, she had ready in five minutes. Seemingly eager to have this conversation about masturbation with her son, eager to listen, and to confess her incestuously sexual thoughts, she set the plate down in front of him before filling their cups with more coffee.
"I'm sorry about last night. I knocked but with you wearing your headphones. I guess you didn't hear me," she said looking into his eyes to watch his reaction to her apology.
Then, with her staring down at his breakfast sausages, she couldn't help herself from thinking of his cock. Only, his cock was much bigger than his breakfast sausages. If she had to compare his cock to a slab of meat, his prick was more that size of a big, Italian sausage. As evidence by the erection he was walking around with this morning, he had a real live kielbasa in his pajamas.
"That was embarrassing," he said.
Only he didn't look embarrassed. If he looked anything at all, he looked sexually excited. By his own confession when alone in his room and masturbating himself, he had long been festering the sexual fantasy of exposing his cock to his mother. As evidence by what he did after she left his room last night after her seeing his cock and watching him cum, obviously he masturbated over the thoughts of him masturbating in front of her. Now with her catching him masturbating and with her watching him cumming, with him already living out his sexual fantasy with his mother, it was her turn to live out her sexual fantasy with her son.
Embarrassed? Doubting that he was embarrassed exposing his cock to her, she wasn't embarrassed seeing his cock either. If he asked her, in the way that she was and in the way that he appeared too, sexually excited would be a better choice of words. For her to masturbate herself last night over the forbidden sight of seeing her son's big prick and watching him cum, if anything, she was just as incestuously, sexually wicked as he was. If anything, with her not having sex with anyone but her fingers, vibrator, and dildo, she wanted to have sex with him as she imagined he wanted to have sex with her. Obviously with him willing to talk about what happened last night, as sexually erotic as it was insightful, she probed him to talk more about their game of mutual voyeurism, exhibitionism, and masturbation.
"Why are you embarrassed?" She looked at him shaking her head while hoping to encourage him to talk more about his sexual feelings, hopefully sexually feelings for her. "You shouldn't be embarrassed. Besides, I've seen your penis before. It was no big deal for me to see your penis," she said lying. "I used to change your dirty diaper and give you baths," she said laughing a nervous, little laugh.
Feeling one another out with neither of them wanting to take the first step over the incestuous line even though theoretical they already had with them masturbating over one another, he appeared just as careful as she was in monitoring what he said or didn't say. They were walking uncharted ground here. As if walking on thin ice of a pond, one false step could be their fatal flaw exposed.



"I'm not embarrassed that you saw my cock. I'm more embarrassed that you caught me masturbating," he said.
She waved a hand of feigned, uncaring, nonsensical disinterest.
"Don't be embarrassed. You have a beautiful cock," she said seemingly swooning at her imagine thought of seeing his cock again in her sexually frustrated mind. "Everyone masturbates."
With him falling into her little trap, he sipped his coffee while looking at his mother with curiosity written all over his face. Looking perplexed and with the question written all over his face, obviously, he was pondering the thought of asking her if she masturbates. Did he dare ask her the question that would turn this conversation from innocent to incestuous? Fortunately or unfortunately, depending on how one perceived their conversation that sparked their incestuous lust for one another, he finally asked her the question that forever changed their close mother and son relationship to an incestuously sexual one.
To be continued...



        

  
    Mom & Son Discuss Masturbation Ch. 04
  
  Mom & Son Discuss Masturbation Ch. 04

        Part 10: Jason looked at his mother.  "Do you masturbate?"  

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mom-and-son-discuss-masturbation-ch-04

Title: Mom & Son Discuss Masturbation Ch. 04

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Part 10: Jason looked at his mother.  "Do you masturbate?"  

Tags: son and mother sex, sex with your son, sex with your mother, mother and son sex, mutual masturbation

Series: Mom & Son Discuss Masturbation


Mom & Son Discuss Masturbation, Ch. 04
Part 10: "Do you masturbate?"
He looked in his mother's green eyes. They were pretty. Like two glistening emeralds staring back at him, he's always been mesmerized by his mother's jewel like eyes. Most people have brown, blue, or hazel eyes, but she had green eyes. He supposed they were hazel but they always looked greener, especially if she was wearing something green.
Born with the genetic mutation, Distichiasis, that gave her a double set of long eyelashes, they say that Elizabeth Taylor had deep blue eyes that appeared violet. His mother was born with Distichiasis too, a condition that caused men to stare at her beautiful eyes. With some women her age already giving up on their looks and sexuality, letting themselves go and even packing on the pounds, even without her hair done and without her wearing makeup, she was still a very pretty and sexy woman.
An old movie buff in the heyday of Elizabeth Taylor, Katherine Hepburn, and Lauren Bacall, in the way she carried herself and articulated her words, she sometimes reminded him of Dina Merrill, from the original Mission Impossible TV series of old. Only, according to his father, being that she was much bustier than Dina Merrill, she looked more like Lee Remick with blonde hair from the old Paul Newman, James Stewart, and Glen Ford movies that he always watched. Yet, his favorite actress, the one with the best body, his father was fixated on Angie Dickinson when watching her old reruns, especially when she played Sgt. Pepper Anderson in Police Woman. He'd proclaim to anyone who'd listen, especially when he had been drinking, that his wife looked just like her. Admittedly, his mother did look a little like Angie Dickinson, especially when she dressed up as a police woman one Halloween.
Influenced by his father, Jason is a movie buff too. Because of how beautiful his father thought his mother was, when Jason lived at home ten years ago, he'd masturbate himself while imagining he was having sex with Dina Merrill, Lee Remick, and Angie Dickinson instead of having sex with his mother. Easier to imagine having sex with his mother when pretending she was a movie star, he couldn't imagine having sex with his mother then as he's willing to imagine having sex with her now. He wondered if Dina Merrill, Lee Remick, and Angie Dickinson had sons, and if they did have sons, if they were as sexually aroused by their mothers as he was by their mothers and is by his own mother.
Only, this morning, barely 6am, she was wearing makeup and her blonde hair was fixed too. Moreover, she was wearing perfume. Funny how he didn't notice any of that before. Too busy staring at the tops of her meaty breasts, instead of her hair, he didn't notice that her hair was already coiffed. Too busy staring at her long line of cleavage, he didn't notice she had already made up her eyes. Too busy staring at the big impressions her hard nipples made in her nightgown, he didn't notice her lips were painted red. Too busy ogling his mother's nearly naked body when the refrigerator's open door light illuminated her, he just perceived her as he has always done, as his sexy MILF of a mother.
Then, he wondered, duh, why was she wearing makeup and perfume, and why was her hair already fixed? She never does her hair and makeup at this hour of the morning. It was then that he remembered hearing her shower running in his sleep. She took her shower while he was still sleeping. That's odd. Content to lounge in bed while watching TV, until she gets up to make coffee, she never showers that early. Now here she is showered, with her hair fixed, and wearing makeup, something he could get used to seeing, he wished she looked like this every morning.
It was so early, too early for even him to be up, he's not usually up at this hour of the morning, especially on a Saturday morning when he doesn't have to report for work. Only, after all that happened last night with his mother catching him masturbating, he woke up horny. He couldn't sleep. Wanting to masturbate, after hearing his mother walking around in the kitchen, he decided to come downstairs.
He wondered, is she going out? Does she have an early morning doctor's appointment? Or maybe, he'd like to think, that she fixed her hair and was wearing makeup and perfume just for him. A sexual fantasy that took hold of him as if this was his reality, he liked to think that his mother was looking especially pretty this morning just for him. Instead of thinking of her as his mother, he preferred thinking of her as Dina Merrill, Lee Remick, or Angie Dickinson. Instead of thinking of having sex with his mother, even though they're old and/or dead now in the case of Lee Remick, he'd rather think of her as his very own personal movie star. Instead of thinking of her as his mother, he preferred thinking of her as being his older, cougar of a sexy girlfriend.
Only, a long stretch, other than her catching him masturbating and her flashing him her tits at the kitchen table and flashing him her panties whenever they played Scrabble, other than a bit of exhibitionism and voyeurism, nothing sexual has ever happened between them. Other than him always masturbating with the thoughts of imagining his mother naked while having sex with her, this is the first time that they've had a conversation about masturbation and/or about sex. With her big breasts demanding his focused attention, this is the first time she sat at the kitchen table without having the modesty of wearing a bathrobe. This was the first time that he's seeing so very much of her beautiful breasts.
Now with her opening the door with this discussion about masturbation and with her telling him not to be embarrassed because he masturbates, he needed to ask her outright if she masturbates too. Somehow not thinking her human and perceiving her above base sexual feelings such as the self-abuse of masturbation, he couldn't imagine his mother masturbating. While she pulled, turned, twisted, and fingered her nipples, he couldn't imagine her with her nightgown up to her waist, her knees spread, and her fingers inside of her while she wiggled all over her bed. He couldn't imagine her using a vibrator, a dildo, or looking at pictures of naked men.
Unable to go there and unable to hear her, he couldn't imagine his mother moaning while having an orgasm. Putting how saintly he felt about his mother aside, he needed to ask her his question. He needed to know her answer. For him to take the next step across the line of incest and for him to think of her as a woman instead of as his mother, he needed to know if she masturbates too.
This was it. It was now or never. He may never have the opportunity again of asking her sexual questions that he has now with this open and honest conversation about masturbation. This may be the start of something very beautiful or this could be the beginning of something very bad.
Afraid of poisoning the well and ruining their close mother and son relationship by going too far with his probing, sexual question, he had a difficult time treating her as a potential sexual partner which is what he was really hoping to do. Making sense to him, he figured, unless she had an early morning doctor's appointment, if she wasn't interested in having sex with him, she wouldn't have dolled herself up at this early hour of the morning. Right? He figured that if she wasn't as sexually interested in him as he was sexually interested in her, she wouldn't be sitting across from him with her breasts spilling out of her nightgown. Right? Taking a sip of his coffee as if he was taking a sip of scotch for courage, while staring at her long line of cleavage that seemingly continued forever in a valley of sexual delight, he braced himself before asking her his question.
"Do you masturbate?"
She looked at him looking at her before repeating his question.
"Do I masturbate?"
One didn't need to be a mind reader to know what she was thinking. By the sexually aroused look on her face, one didn't need to be a mind reader to know that she does masturbate. With the mere mention of the question, now he was able to see his mother pleasuring herself in her bed and/or in her bathtub. He paused to look at her while imagining his mother masturbating herself. He paused to look at her while imagining her naked. He paused to look at her breasts while imagining having sex with her.
"Somehow, I can't imagine you masturbating," he said nervously while obviously hinting for her to tell him more about her masturbating herself.
Forget about her masturbating, now he couldn't help himself from imagining getting out of his chair to stand beside her. Pulling out his prick, he imagined offering it to her lipstick decorated mouth while he reached his hand down her low cut nightgown to feel and fondle her breast while fingering her nipples. Forget about her masturbating, he couldn't help himself from imagining her blowing him and actually sucking his cock before cumming in his mother's beautiful mouth. No matter if she was Dina Merrill, Lee Remick, Angie Dickinson, or his mother, he was horny and he needed to cum whether by his own hand or by her mouth.
* * * * *
Part Eleven: Mary confesses her personal sexual secrets to her son.
Finally getting somewhere in an intimate albeit incestuous sexual place where she wanted to be with her son, Mary looked at Jason with a sexy smile while imagining herself masturbating him as he masturbated her. As if he was masturbating herself now, she imagined him feeling her breasts, fingering her nipples, and rubbing her clit while she fondled and stroked his cock. A mutual masturbation fest, how hot would that be for them to masturbate one another?
In the way that some women considered giving a hand job or even a blowjob as not really having sex, she wondered if masturbation between a mother and her son would be deemed incest or not really having sex at all. Perhaps masturbation would be deemed incestuous but surely, in this modern and sexually open generation, mutual masturbation wouldn't be deemed as having sex. Would it? It wasn't as if they were licking, sucking, and fucking. They were just rubbing and stroking. If anything, as if giving one another a massage, they'd only be stroking, rubbing, and fingering one another. What's the big deal? Certainly, there's no harm in a mother touching and feeling her son and a son touching and feeling his mother, is there?
"Of course I masturbate," she said eager to discuss her sexual fantasies with him while hoping he'd cross the incestuous line first by discussing his sexual fantasies with her.
Enjoying the warmth of her coffee, Mary held her coffee cup in both hands as if she was holding his cock with two hands and was about to raise his prick to her lips. They remained silent for a long moment with her looking at him and him staring into her eyes before continuing to stare at her exposed cleavage. Proud of her breasts, she loved her tits and she loved that he was staring at her tits while, hopefully, lusting over her sexually. Seldom showing off her breasts to anyone but her husband and now no longer to even him, she was sexually excited to show her son all that he was seeing of her while wearing her sexy, red nightgown.
In the way that he stared at her tits, something that no man has done in a very long time, he made her feel sexy. He made her feel young and sexually viable again. Making her feel like a woman again instead of an old wife and mother, he made her feel alive sexually. After her husband left her for someone else, a much younger woman and a stripper no doubt, after being so rejected by a man who supposedly loved her, she never believed that she could feel sexy again.
While watching him staring at all that he could see down her open nightgown top, Jason's uninterrupted gaze made her sexually aroused. In the way that he looked at her, stared at her, and leered at her made her want to show him more than less. Not covering herself from the leering heat of his stare by moving her hand to close her open top or folding her arms across her breasts to limit his view, instead she leaned forward to show him even more of what he was obviously hoping to see. Enjoying the sexual attention her son paid her, with her suddenly enjoying being an exhibitionist, she allowed him his voyeuristic fun. Enjoying sexually teasing him, she was having fun playing this game of exhibitionism and voyeurism. With much of her cleavage already exposed, she wondered how much of her breasts he could see. She wondered if he could see the tops of her areolas or even her nipples.
Only, a delicate situation, baffled what to do next, she didn't know how to proceed. She didn't know what to do to take the next step to bring this sexual teasing to the next level of them having an incestuous, sexual relationship. With her suddenly showing him so very much of her breasts, sexually teasing him as much as any woman should who's not his mother, she wondered what he thought of her. She wondered if he thought she was hot. She wondered if he was as sexually attracted to her as she was sexually attracted to him. She wondered if he thought she was just a foolish, horny, old woman hoping for one last sexual hurrah.
Just as she could easily and willingly go beyond the reality of him being her son, she wondered if he could easily and willingly go beyond the reality of her being his mother. Being that she was only his lover in her fantasies, in reality, she didn't want him to think of her as a slut or as an incestuous whore. Yet, in deference to her being his mother, she still hoped that he'd think of her as a sexual woman instead of only as his mother. She hoped that he'd want her as much as she wanted him. If his erection and leering stare at his breasts was any indication of his sexual lust for her than this may be the start of something unbelievably good.
Nonetheless their obvious sexual interest in one another, they were both stuck in limbo. Stuck with him showing her his stiff pajama clad cock and her showing him the tops of her breasts and her sexy, long, line of cleavage, she didn't know how she could get him in her bedroom. Even though the distance from the kitchen to her bedroom wasn't very far at all, the road to him being naked and in her bedroom with her naked too was indeed a long road to travel. With her already more than ready and willing, she didn't know how to get him naked for her to get his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. Only, surprising even her, he was about to take the next step for her.
* * * * *
Part Twelve: "What do you think about when pleasuring yourself?"
"Just curious," he said biting his lip. "If you don't mind me asking and you don't have to answer if my question is too personal but," he said with a pause. He looked from her eyes to her breasts before looking back up at her eyes again. "What do you think about when you're touching yourself and pleasuring yourself?"
Bingo! Good question. Now that was a good start to begin their incestuous ball rolling. Wanting to confess that she thinks about him but not wanting him to think badly of her, playing it safe with her being his mother, she wanted him to tell her first what he thinks about when masturbating.
"You first," she said with a naughty twinkle in her eye while looking at him as if he was an available man she met at the supermarket instead of her son. "If you tell me what you think about while masturbating, I'll tell you what I think about when masturbating," she said leaning even more forward to rest her elbows on the kitchen table and to stare in his eyes as if she was having a conversation with the bartender at a bar.
Only, when she leaned forward like that, a well-rehearsed move, with her nightgown leaning forward and opening with her, she knew she was flashing him even more of her breasts. Having practiced this move in her mirror several times before, she knew that he could see the tops of her meaty breasts and her long line of cleavage. Obviously by his stare, unable to stop himself from looking, leering actually, with him an active participant in her game of sexual teasing, incestuous seduction, and exhibitionism and voyeurism, he was staring right down her open nightgown top as if she wasn't even wearing a nightgown at all.
With the lustful heat of his stare, she could feel her nipples erecting, growing hard, and pushing against the thin material of her sheer nightgown. With him obviously enjoying the down nightgown view of her C cup breasts, with the thought that she was so wickedly exposing the tops of her breasts and cleavage to her son, she could feel a familiar sticky wetness between her legs. So long as he didn't take offense to her being salaciously sexy, no longer feeling like his mother but rather feeling like such a slut, she liked the feeling of being an incestuous whore.
Now with her showing him so much of her tits, and with her not having practiced leaning this far forward in her mirror, she wondered how much of her breasts he really could see. Hoping he could, if he couldn't see them before, she wondered if he could see the tops of her areolas now. Hoping he could, if he couldn't see them before, she wondered if he could see her hard, erect nipples now.
"Gees, Mom, I don't know if I can do that. I don't know if I can tell you what I think about when masturbating. I'd be so embarrassed to tell you what goes through my mind when I'm playing with myself," he said taking a nervous sip of his coffee.
Acting as if it was no big deal to her, she rolled her eyes and sighed in her effort to put him more at ease.
"Don't be embarrassed," she said in a soothing and calming motherly albeit sexy voice. "Tell me what do you think about when masturbating? If you tell me what you think about when masturbating," she said giving him a sexy stare. "I'll tell you what I think about when masturbating myself," she said.
As if there was a silent drumroll of suspense, in the way that she thinks about him naked when masturbating herself, she wondered if he was going to confess that he thinks of her naked when masturbating himself. In the way that she thinks about having sex with him when masturbating herself, she wondered if he was going to confess that he thinks of having sex with her when masturbating himself. She only hoped to God that he sexually wanted her as much as she sexually wanted him. Now or never, she'd discover soon if they were embarking on an incestuous, sexual relationship or not.
This was it. This was finally it. Hopefully, her son was going to take the first step across the imaginary line of incest by telling her that he not only thinks about her naked but also that he imagines having sex with her. Jason was finally going to tell his mother that he wants her sexually as much as she wants him sexually. Once he confesses his incestuous, sexual secret, then she'll reciprocate and confess her incestuous, sexual secret too.
"Actually, no big secret, that's an easy question for me to answer," he said with a laugh. "I imagine having sex with Jennifer Nettles. I imagine seeing her naked."
She was crushed. As if her sexual excitement immediately dissipated in the way of a plug coming loose from a wall socket, she could feel the color drain from her face. Thinking that he did, he didn't want her. He wanted Jennifer Nettles, an imaginary figment of his imagination.
Nonetheless, encouraged that he confided in her, yet she was disappointed that he chose someone he could never have over someone he could have right here and right now. Moreover, there was no way that she could compete with the imagined image that he had of a beautiful, sexy, and young, country western singer. Seemingly, other than flashing her tits now at the kitchen table and her panties whenever they played Scrabble, what else could she do to make her son sexually want her?



Ready to give up, feeling so foolish having unmercifully exposed her nearly naked body to him, she was finished. This little fiasco that started with her catching him masturbating and cumming while imagining that he was thinking of her naked and having sex with her was done. There was no just no way he'd sexually want his old mother when he thinks of Jennifer Nettles whenever masturbating instead of thinking of her.
If only he had chosen her instead of Jennifer Nettles, no doubt shocking the shit out of him, she would have lowered her nightgown straps to show him her breasts. If only he had chosen her instead of Jennifer Nettles, not mistaking her sexual albeit incestuous intent, she would have willingly stripped off her nightgown to expose her naked body to him. If only he had chosen her instead of Jennifer Nettles, taking all of the rest of the steps after he took the first step, she would have invited him to her bedroom to talk, to kiss, to cuddle, to lick, to suck, and to fuck. Only, with her long past her prime and with her twenty-three-years older than her son and fourteen-years older than Jennifer Nettles, she was no competition for her. Obviously, in the way that he and his father stared at the TV screen whenever watching Dina Merrill, Lee Remick, and Angie Dickinson, he wanted to have sex with some imagined celebrity than with her.
"I figured as much," she said with disappointment in her voice while taking a nervous sip of her coffee and wishing he had confessed that he thought about her instead of Jennifer Nettles when masturbating.
Not wanting to make the first incestuous move, with her unable to tell him that she thinks of him while masturbating, she needed to come up with something else to say to entice him to open up and for him to continue with their honest and open albeit incestuous dialogue about masturbation. Only, seemingly, despite their open and honest dialogue about masturbation, their forbidden sexual affair would prematurely stop there. There was a long pause, an uncomfortable silence between them that seemed to have lasted longer than it did. Waiting for him to confess what she hoped he'd confess, he finally took her in his confidence.
"Sometimes, when masturbating," he said with a long pause while looking down at his coffee cup as if he was peering down in his beer, opening up to her, he said finally, "Sometimes, I think about you."
To be continued...
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Part Thirteen: "Sometimes when masturbating...I think of you."
Finally! Forget about Jennifer Nettles, he said what she wanted and needed to hear him say. He thinks about her when masturbating. She couldn't believe it. In the way she thinks about him when masturbating, he thinks of her.
Only what does he think about when thinking about her while masturbating? In the way that he stares at and is obviously so enamored with her breasts, does he think of her topless? Does he imagine her naked? Does he imagine touching and feeling her naked body? Does he sexually fantasize about having sex with her when stroking his cock? Does he imagine making love to his mother when he wants and needs to cum? Does he imagine her stroking him before sucking him and before cumming in her willing mouth?
"Me? Really? You think about me? Your mother?"
Wanting to jump his bones right then and there, instead she acted so surprised while playing miss innocent, a spider trapping a fly in her web, she had him now. She paused to look at him and to give him her best motherly smile.
"I do," he said as if they were standing at the altar and he just agreed to marry her.
As if she was Lily Tomlin sticking a finger inside of her cleavage, she stuck her finger down her cleavage while following his eyes. No doubt he wished it was his finger or his cock stuck in her cleavage between her breasts. Continuing to sexually tease him, she looked at him while he stared at her finger buried between her tits.
"Now that you've piqued my curiosity, you must tell me more," she said squirming in her seat while jumping all over his newly revealed sexual interest in her.
After confessing his secret, sexual desire for her, if only he'd get up from the table, she'd love to see how big and how hard his love barometer is. In the way that she was wet and her nipples were erect and hard in anticipation to them being fingered and sucked, she suspected that he had an enormous erection. Wishing she could, she'd love to take him in her hand before taking him in her mouth and ultimately burying his cock deep within her pussy. Ready for him to make more of a sexual move, she wished he'd lean across the table to stick his horny hand down her open nightgown top. If only he'd touch her, she'd allow him to feel her breasts and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples. If only he'd touch her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother, she'd touch and feel her son.
"Okay," he said turning red.
Obviously getting him to talk about something so incestuous was as if pulling teeth. Careful what to say next, she didn't want to spook him and stop him from talking about what he thinks of her when masturbating himself.
"Tell me," she said. "What do you think about when you think of me while masturbating yourself?"
* * * * *
Ready for sex, she was glad she showered. She was glad she put on makeup and fixed her hair. Ready for him to sniff her while licking her, she was glad she dabbed perfume on all of her pulse points. She was glad that she was sitting there looking younger instead of older. Hoping he'd think her more sexually desirable, she was ready for her son to take her sexually.
With her son showering last night, she was glad he was ready for sex too. Maybe if things worked out between them, with one thing leading to another, maybe they could even shower together one day. She'd like that. She'd like to be naked in the shower with her son.
While touching her and feeling her in all the places she imagined him touching her and feeling her, she'd love for him to lather her naked body before she lathers his naked body. After they rinsed, she'd love for him to push her up against the wet tile, shower wall, lift her legs over his hips, and fuck her, really fuck her. Pounding her pussy, she imagined him turning her around and bending her over to take her from behind. As if they were husband and wife on their Honeymoon instead of mother and son, she'd love for him to fuck her doggie style while the warm water from the shower cascaded down upon them.
Not having to take the time later, in the way he was looking at her, he made her feel so sexy. He made her feel so wanted. Now she was glad that she put her makeup on, fixed her hair, and dabbed on some perfume before coming down to the kitchen, something she never does before breakfast, unless she's going out early for a doctor's appointment.
Knowing that he was seeing more of her than he's ever seen of her before, she was glad she wore her sexiest and sheerest nightgown. With her entire cleavage on display and her breasts spilling out of her nightgown top, it wouldn't take very much for his fingers to coax out her big tits. In the way he continued staring at her cleavage, she could tell that he liked her tits. She looked at him with her big, green eyes that always appeared tired before but looked pretty now.
Sexually awakening her, by his lustful stare, he gave her a reason to get up in the morning and get washed and dressed in the morning. Glad that depressing part of her life was over, she was glad that she no longer had to get up early every morning to go to work after retiring from the Post Office with a back injury. She was glad that she could be home with him. Glad that he wasn't staying out late drinking, she was glad that he had forsaken his friends to be with her. Giving her his full, undivided attention, she was glad he hasn't brought home a woman for sex. She'd be so jealous if he did.
After she caught him masturbating and cumming, with her feeling sexually alive again, she never would have showered and fixed her makeup and hair so very early in the morning. Hoping to get him in bed, so ready to be licked and to get laid, she'd give him sexual pleasure in the way she's never given her husband before and in the way that his ex-wife never did. Everything seemed dependent on his willingness to reveal himself and on the openness of their sexual conversation about masturbation. Instead of thinking of her as his tired, uninteresting, 54-year-old mother, she was hoping he'd think her more as his older girlfriend, his sexy cougar.
* * * * *
"Sometimes I wonder what you look like naked," he said fidgeting with the handle of his coffee. Suddenly looking afraid, he paused before continuing. "Sometimes I wonder what it would be like to have sex with you," he said pausing for a sip of coffee as if his coffee was whiskey before gulping out what he said next. "Sometimes I wonder what it would feel like to be inside of you," he said looking at her as if he had confessed something so forbiddeningly inappropriate.
If his mother didn't share his thoughts and his lust what he just confessed would indeed be so forbiddingly inappropriate. She quivered with the imagined sensation of his cock inside of her pussy. She quivered with the imagined thoughts of him making passionate love to her before fucking her. There's only one way to find that out, she wanted to say but controlling herself from revealing too much of herself too soon, she didn't.
"Oh my," she said opening and closing the top of her nightgown really fast. "Either I'm having a hot flash or it's getting hot in her," she said with a laugh.
Hoping to remove some of the obvious stress he was feeling by making light of what he was saying, she was hoping to continue him to confess his sexual feelings more. If only he knew he had confessed something so sexually exciting to her because sometimes she wonders what it would feel like to have his cock buried inside of her too.
"Sometimes I wonder what sounds you make when cumming and when having an orgasm," he said pausing before continuing. "Other times I just wonder what you look like topless and/or naked."
Wow! There it is. As if he was swinging a battering ram, he just flung open her sensually erotic door wide open and, as if peeping on her dressing or undressing, he more than peeked his head inside. With him obviously sexually interested in his old mother, now with the ball in her possession, not wanting to fumble, it was up to her to run down the field with him to score.
"Seriously?" While trying not to show her sexual excitement, she looked at him and smiled. "Sometimes you think of me naked?"
"Yes," he said without pause or delay.
"Sometimes you think of what it would feel like to have sex with me?"
"Yes," he said just as quickly as he said yes before.
"Sometimes you think of what it was be like to be inside of me?"
Already deciding to have sex with him, imagining his big cock filling her with warmth and with love, she was so ready to have sex with him.
"Yes," he said turning red.
Nearly overwhelming her modesty and her moral role as his mother, she had a strong urge to stand and strip off her nightgown. At the very least, she wanted to slowly lower her nightgown straps to show him her big boobs. If only to see the look on his face, she wanted to show him her tits. She wondered if she showed him her big boobs, if he'd touch and feel her big boobs. If only he gave her any encouragement, she'd be standing there naked right now.
"You think of me topless?"
Egging him on, she gave him a sexy look while he gave her an embarrassed look.
"Yes," he said turning redder.
Not letting him go, she persevered by gulping out her next question.
"You think of me naked?"
In the way that she was thinking of him naked with him making love to her now, she was wondering if he was thinking of her naked and pounding her pussy at this very moment. Instead, no doubt, he was thinking of her sucking his cock and she would if only he'd stand and walk over to her with his cock pushing against his pajamas. Unable to stop her sexually aroused imagination, she imagined sticking her horny hand inside his pajama bottom, pulling out his cock, and while stroking him as she stared up at him, she'd take him in her mouth to suck him. Imagining stroking him faster while sucking him harder and deeper, she imagined him ejaculating in her mouth in the way that she saw him ejaculate all over his stomach and chest.
"Yes," he said with his face turning as red as she imagined his cock was getting hard.
Wanting to reward him for being so candid in telling her what she so wanted to hear, she was tempted to strip off her nightgown right there in the kitchen to show him her big tits, her blonde, bushy pussy, and her round, firm ass. In the way that he showed her his cock, she couldn't wait to show him her tits. In the way that he ejaculated cum in front of her, she couldn't wait to have an orgasm in front of him.
She wondered if he'd like her breasts as much as she liked her breasts. In the way that he always stared at her tits, no doubt he was, nonetheless she wondered if he was a breast man. Then again, in the way that he stared between her legs at her panties whenever they played Scrabble and she deliberate flashed him while making her panty flashes appear accident, perhaps he's a leg man. Just once, she wished she had the nerve to play Scrabble while in her nightgown and not wearing panties. Just once, she'd love to give him a sexy flashing show of her tits whenever she leaned down to make a word and of her pussy, every time she crossed and uncrossed her long legs.
"Tell me, Jason, I'm curious. When you think of me while masturbating, what do you think about? I mean, what particular part of my body do you think more about than another?"
* * * * *
Part Fourteen: "What particular part of my body do you think about more than another?"
Not wanting to miss this opportunity, taking the bull by the horns so to speak in her unmerciful, sexual teasing of him, she stood and walked to him to lean over him. If she received any encouragement from him at all, she's lower her nightgown straps to flash him her big tits. If she received any encouragement from him at all, she'd strip off her nightgown. If she received any encouragement from him at all, she'd fall to her knees and take his big prick in her hand before taking his stiff cock in her mouth.
"I don't know," he said nervously while staring up at his mother before staring down at the open top of her nightgown. "I think of all of you," he said not committing himself.
Assuredly in the way that she was leaning over him, with her nightgown top falling wide open and her big tits leaning forward with her, surely he could see her areolas as well as her nipples. Surely, especially when she sucked in her tummy as she was doing now, he could see all the way down her nightgown and see the top of her bushy, blonde pussy. Waiting for him to stick his horny hand inside of the top of her open nightgown, she watched his eyes look down her open nightgown top at her exposed breasts before staring down, all the way down, at the rest of her. In the way she was shamelessly leaning over him and in the way that her nightgown top had fallen completely open, he obviously and shamelessly had a clear view of her big breasts down her nightgown.
Knowing that he could, she wondered if along with her cleavage, if he could see the tops of her areolas. Knowing that he could, she wondered if he could see her nipples. Knowing that he could, she wondered if he could see the top of her blonde, bushy pussy. Just thinking that he could see her areolas, her nipples, and her pubic hair made her horny.
"Surely, there must be one specific part of me that you think of more than the other. Are you a breast man?"
Forcing his hand to commit his sexual attraction for her, she watched him peering down her open nightgown top.
"I love your big tits Mom," he said looking up from her tits to briefly look up at her before returning his focused attention to her tits. "You have beautiful breasts."
Still not satisfied she continued in her sexy seduction of her son.
"Or are you a leg man," she said straightening her posture to take a step back.
While watching his eyes dart down, she slowly raised her nightgown higher and higher and all the way up nearly to the bottom of her pussy to expose her still shapely legs and thighs. She was so tempted to raise her nightgown still higher to show him her pussy. In the way that she'd love to flash him her naked breasts, she'd love to flash him her naked, bushy, blonde pussy.
"You have beautiful legs and such shapely thighs his said staring at her thighs as if he was staring at her pussy.
Not satisfied sexually teasing him with her big tits and her bushy pussy, she decided to tease him with her round ass.
"Or are you an ass man," she said turning away from him to bend at the waist and to wave her round, shapely ass in his face.
"You do have a nice ass Mom," he said. "You have the best ass and the best body out of all of my friends' mothers. You're my real live Angie Dickinson," he said which was something that his father always said to her.
She swooned when he called her his real live Angie Dickinson. Continuing to sexually tease him, when she bent at the waist like that, she could feel her short nightgown raise with her. Having not practiced this move in the mirror, and with her not wearing panties, she wondered if he could see her ass. She wondered if he could see her pussy.
She wished he'd reach out his horny hand to touch her, feel her, and grope her. She wished he'd squeeze her ass and/or slap her ass. She wished he'd stick his horny hand between her legs to cup her cunt and finger her cunt, his mother's cunt. She wished he'd lift her short nightgown all the way up to her waist to expose her blonde, bushy pussy and her firm, naked behind. Turning to face him again, with her nipples making their erect appearances through her nightgown, it was obvious that just as he was sexually excited, she was sexually aroused too.
"I'm a breast man, Mom," he said. "I've always liked big tits." He paused while staring at her nipples pushing against her nightgown. "I've always been enamored with your big tits," he said looking as if he was going to reach out his hand to touch her, feel her, and grope her big tits through her nightgown but he didn't.
* * * * *
Part Fifteen: "I'm a breast man, Mom...I've always been enamored with your big tits."
Wishing he'd make more of a sexual move on her, if he was a breast man and was so enamored with her big boobs, she wished he'd reach out his horny hand and feel her tits. She even wished he'd tickle her while deliberately pawing her and groping her. If nothing else but giving him more to masturbate over, she wished he'd pull down the front of her nightgown to expose her big tits to his horny eyes. She wished he'd stick his hand down her nightgown top.
Being that her nipples were one of her erogenous zones, if he dared to finger her nipples and dared to suck her nipples, ready to take him in her hand and stroke him, she'd suck his cock. She wish he'd finger her big nipples and actually suck her nipples through her nightgown while sticking his other hand up her short nightgown to finger her pussy. Perhaps expecting too much too soon, maybe she was asking too much of him. Maybe what stopped him from taking the next incestuous step forward was that he was her son and/or that she was his mother.
"So," she said looking down at her protruding breasts before looking up at him to make eye contact. "You like my tits?" She looked down at herself and opening the top of her nightgown with her thumb, she peered down inside as if inviting him to look too but he didn't. Returning her gaze to her blue eyes, she interrogated him for more information. "Tell me. I'm curious now. What do you like about my tits?"
Wanting to do this all morning, she was so tempted to lower her nightgown straps to flash him her C cup tits. She wondered what he'd say if she showed him her tits. She wondered what he'd do if she flashed him her breasts. She liked to think that he'd flash her his cock again. At the very least, she'd like to think that he'd touch her tits, feel her tits, fondle her tits, and suck her tits. Only she didn't want to make the first move by exposing her breasts to him. She wanted him to take on the responsibility, the guilt, and the remorse, if there was any, of their imagined, incestuous mother and son sexual relationship.
"Gees, Mom, you're putting me on the sport. Not having seen your breasts, I don't know Mom," he said.
I can rectify that, she thought but she didn't dare say or do. She wanted this to be his game and not her game. Too willing and too ready, she needed him to be willing and ready too.
"Surely for you to stare at my tits in the way that you're always staring at my tits, there must be something that you like about my tits," she said.
As if afraid to continue this discussion, he bit his lip before speaking.
"I like how big they are. I like your long line of cleavage. You have cleavage like Loni Anderson used to have on WKRP," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Loni Anderson? Wow! I'll take that as a compliment," she said. "What else? Tell me more."
"You're putting me on the spot. After never discussing any of this stuff and never talking about sex, I can't believe we're talking about masturbation," he said. "I can't believe we're talking about your tits, your legs, and your ass as if you're a woman I picked up in a bar and brought home for the night."
The problem is that he still thinks of her as his mother. If only he thought of her as a woman he picked up in a bar and brought home for the night, she wouldn't mind giving him a one night stand. Always nervous as a little boy, it was time for her to do her magic in comforting him and reassuring him that their open and honest discussion about masturbation was as normal as it was healthy.
She walked to him, put her hand around his neck, and pressed her breasts against his face. Practically smothering him with her big tits, she was waiting for him to touch her, feel her, and fondle her tits while fingering her nipples but he didn't. With him apparently too afraid to make the first incestuous move, obviously he couldn't. She let go of him and took a step back.



"There's nothing wrong with masturbation Jason. It's a sexual release that we all sometimes need to do to get on with our lives," she said smiling at him as if silently asking him if he wanted her to masturbate him.
"I know," he said.
"So tell me. When you're masturbating," she said pausing to look down at her breast again and where his eyes were looking. "What do you think when you're thinking about my breasts?"
She imagined all that he thought about when imagining and masturbating over her naked breasts. She imagined him seeing them, touching them, feeling them, and sucking them as she'd love him to do. She imagined him fingering her hard nipples before sucking her big tits. She imagined fucking her big tits with his cock before she leaned her head down to take his erect prick in her mouth.
"You won't get mad if I tell you?"
Mad? She wanted to laugh out loud. I may get sexually excited but I'd never be angry that my son thinks about my tits while stroking his cock, she wanted to say but didn't. She sat down at the table to finish the last big of her already cold coffee.
"No, I won't get mad," she said with a little laugh while looking at him with as much love as she was now looking at him with sexual excitement.
Obviously, she was sexually excited that her son wanted her as much as she wanted him. With that bit of sexual knowledge in mind, she imagined him feeling her tits through her nightgown while fingering her nipples before sucking her nipples. She imagined feeling his cock through his pajama bottom before stroking his cock. She imagined stroking his cock before sucking his cock. When she walked in his room last night to catch him masturbating, she recalled him cumming. Thinking about all of that cum that coated his chest and stomach, she'd love to stroke him fast and hard enough for him to cream her hand or ejaculate in her mouth.
"You won't kick me out of the house if I tell you what I think about when thinking about your tits as I masturbate?"
She'd kick her husband out of the house before she kicked her son out of her house. It was her house after all left to her by her mother. She'd never kick her son out of her house, especially now that they were on the brink of having and incestuous, sexual affair.
"Of course not. I love having you here. I'm glad to help you during your hard time," she said reaching across the table to touch his hand with her fingertips when what she really wanted to do was to touch his cock.
"Thank you, Mom. I like being here with you," he said.
She fingered the tip of his finger as if she was fingering the tip of his cock. By the sexually excited look on his face, he got the message.
"So tell me," she said with a pause. "Sexually stimulating for me to think that you think of me in that sexual way, I'd like to know what you think about when you think about my breasts while masturbating yourself."
Staring in his coffee as if he was staring in the bottom of an empty whiskey glass, he suddenly fell pensive before coming alive with sexual excitement. Not wanting their conversation to wane and prematurely end, wanting him to remain there talking to her, she got up from the table to pour him another cup of coffee while he told her what she so wanted and needed to hear.
"What do I think about when I think about you sexually while masturbating?"
Taking full advantage of the down nightgown view, he stared at her exposed cleavage.
"Yes, I'd really like to know," she said still playing with his finger.
She looked down at his finger as if she was looking down at his cock. She was tempted to lift his finger from the table and take it to her lips before taking it in her mouth. She wondered what he'd do if she sucked his finger.
"I think about seeing your tits. I wonder what your big breasts look like. I imagine seeing your areolas and nipples. I wonder what they look like," he said staring in his mother's green eyes before staring down at the erect impressions her nipples made in her sheer nightgown. "I think about touching them, feeling them, and fondling them," he said with a pause. "I think about sucking your tits," he confessed.
If only he wasn't her son, she would have shown him her breast by now. If only he wasn't her son and she wasn't his mother, she would have stripped off her nightgown already. If only he wasn't her son and she wasn't his mother, she would have stroked him, sucked him, and fucked him. If only he wasn't her son and she wasn't his mother, she would have had sex with him when she caught him masturbating in his room. Only, he was her son and she was his mother. Squirming in her seat as if she was masturbating herself by rubbing her thighs together, she gave him a sexually excited smile to let him know that they were on the same sexual incest page.
"Interesting," she said taking another sip of her coffee. "That's so interesting that you sometimes think of me in a sexual way while pleasuring yourself. I'm so flattered that you think of my breasts. To be totally honest, I love my big tits," she said looking down at her tits again while opening the top of her nightgown again. "And I want you to know, Jason, that there's nothing wrong with you thinking of your mother in a sexual way. It's normal for you to have those sexual feelings towards me."
She swooned at the thought of her son wanting her enough to want to see, touch, and feel her tits. She swooned at the thought of him sucking her tits. She swooned at the thought of him feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, while she stroked and sucked his cock. Only, it was his turn to question her now.
* * * * *
Part Sixteen: "Have you ever thought of me in a sexual way?"
Armed with her true, incestuous, sexual confession, she was so ready to tell him everything.
"Have you ever thought of me in a sexual way?" With him asking her the perfect question in encouraging her to confess her sexual feelings towards her son, she swooned at the thought of what she was about to say next. "Have you ever thought about having sex with me?"
This was it. Finally, this was really it. Forget about stepping over the imaginary line of incest, they've already crossed the line and continued running down the incestuous playing field for a touchdown. With each one confessing their sexual fantasies to the other regarding their thoughts when masturbating, they were on the precipice of having sex. One way or the other, as if doing a 10 meter high dive, it wouldn't take her much to push him off the cliff for him to take the incestuous plunge with her or to scare him away.
"I have," she said not even having to contemplate in formulating her answer to confess her response.
To be continued...
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King William meets Emma and is taken by her beauty.
During better financial times, William met Emma twenty-three-years ago in the spring of 1462 when she was a twenty-year-old virgin. An anomaly, there weren't many virgins around, especially at that late age of 20-years-old. If not already spoiled by conquering men raping them and having their wicked, sexual way with them, women her age were already long married with children.
Seeing her for the first time from a distance while high up on his horse, he saw her peddling her wares in the street and, not wasting any time, he soon invited her to peddle what she had to sell within his castle instead of just behind his castle walls. As if it was meant to be, standing so still as if taken by him as he was taken by her, her eyes locked on his when everyone else was bowing their heads in submissive respect of their king riding through the street. Normally one so disrespectful to dare not bow his or her head would be met with a blow from the butt end of a lance from one of the king's men. Normally one so disrespectful to dare make eye contact with the king, even the self-professed king of this castle and small kingdom, would have their head removed from their shoulders by one of his quick to strike, short tempered men.
Big on honor, demanding respect from his subjects as much as he demanded respect, obedience, and loyalty from his men, a pet peeve of his, his temper was short on disrespect, disobedience, and disloyalty. Yet, flattered that someone as attractive as her would look at someone as old and decrepit as him, he was as happy as he was intrigued that he held her interest as well as her obvious curiosity. Perhaps had he not been the king, she would have not looked at him twice. Perhaps had he not been the king, he'd have little chance to get this virgin in his bed.
No doubt with this her the first time seeing her king, obviously by curiosity overruling her respect, she had no way of knowing how to behave while in his presence. They were just poor, simple peasants. Illiterate commoners and lowly peons, they worked hard for what little they had. As was the case with their imagined king, just simple folk, no amount of soap and water could wash away who they were beneath the dirt, the blood, the grime, the urine, and the stench of excrement. They were all just people trying to make do in a time of men who took what they wanted and women who gave their bodies for what they needed.
* * * * *
Afraid to venture out beyond the castle wall without the protection of the king's knights, some of King William's citizens have never left the safety and the security of the castle walls to explore the rest of the kingdom. Whether from four legged beasts, two legged animals, or from witches, warlocks, wizards, and sorcerers, it wasn't safe to walk through the enchanted forest unprotected. No one but for the enchanted, the witches, warlocks, wizards, and sorcerers dared lurk around in the darkness of night without a torch lighting their way and a sword to clear the brush. Yet, even a torch and a sword was no protection for what lay lurking in the dark.
From all the nearby castles he's conquered, his land holdings were vast in every direction. Yet, most of his citizens living within the boundaries of his kingdom have never been behind his castle walls and haven't seen the relative opulence where their king lived while they lived in abject poverty and absolute depravity. A bountiful land and a simple life, most of those residents who lived outside of the castle walls were content to grow, hunt, and fish whatever they needed to eat. Other than to pay the king a meager amount of tax for his protection, they didn't need money. The only part of his entourage that any of his citizenry routinely saw was the back end of the horses of his men or the backs of his men after they've passed by them.
Yet, today was different. Today a woman, a mere commoner in the way that no whore ever has, attracted the king's attention. As if she had a spotlight shining over her head, he noticed no one but for her. Never has he seen anyone as incredibly beautiful. Immediately captivated by her, King William felt as if he was a young man again instead of an old man at 35-years-old.
Wanting to show her his affection, he was interested in helping to lift her from her poverty and her plight by moving her inside his castle where he could protect her, watch over her, and take care of her. In addition to her being conveniently located where he could give her his undivided attention and hoped for sexual affection, he knew that she could make some money with his captive audience of Lords and Ladies in court who had money to spend but nowhere to spend it. With her best welfare and his best sexual interest mind, he continued forward.
As he slowly rode his horse closer, he wondered her name. As if playing a name game with himself as his horse slowly neared her, he tried to guess her name. Anabel, Beatrice, Christina, Elizabeth, Isabella, Johanna, Juliana, Margaret, Mary, or Sarah. Her natural beauty was indescribable and it was wrong for him to label her by a mere name. Yet, he was charmed enough by her to want to know her name. Except for those men who were part of his entourage, normally he didn't care to know the name of anyone living within his kingdom. Yet, she was somehow different and needing to know what to call her when he dreamt of her tonight, he had to know her name.
Imagining a love relationship with a woman possessing any of those aforementioned names, if only to foretell her beauty when mentioning her name to someone else, he knew her name had to be something more special than a common woman with a peasant's name. Compared to her uncommon beauty, those common names were too common for such a beautiful woman to have such a common name. For sure, in the way she looked, she was no commoner. Having never seen anyone who looked quite like her before, every name he thought of gave him the image of a woman who paled in comparison to her. Whatever her name is, he didn't want anyone to have her name. He hoped she had a name that he never heard before so that she'd be his one of a kind, shining star.
Being that she looked to be 18-years-old, a bit older, or a bit younger, he wondered if she was still a virgin. Something that would always nag at him, it would be difficult for him to accept a woman who's already laid with a man and has been spoiled by someone else. It's one thing to lay with a whore who's been with many men but it's quite another thing to think about making a woman who's not a virgin his queen, as he immediately thought of making her. Suspecting that she wasn't a virgin at her supposed age, whatever that age is, how could she still be a virgin in this modern day of men freely taking what they want?
He wondered if was married. Figuring that she was married, he wondered if she had children. Figuring she had children, he wondered how many children she had. Just because she's married with children doesn't mean that he still couldn't lay with her. Perhaps her man is dead and she's a widow. He just couldn't make her his queen.
He wondered if she was Catholic or Protestant. If she was Catholic, as he was, a minority in a country of Protestants, he wondered if his bishop would have the power to have her marriage annulled. Then there was the issue with her having children. As he promised to love her, he'd have to promise to love them too. Then there's the issue of her husband. He could either have him killed or give him a purse of gold coin and banish him to the countryside. Yet, already married to her, he didn't even know her name.
Discounting his foolish thoughts of her still being pure, surely someone as beautiful as she was would already be claimed by another man, a man that he'd personally have to fight and slay for him to win her heart. Surely the only way to purify her is to kill the man who spoiled her before he found her standing in his street selling his wares. Admittedly not knowing everyone in his kingdom, he still wondered why he's never seen her before. Admittedly not wanting to know everyone in his kingdom, he wondered her name.
Only in the regard of her purity, he was lucky, as he was soon to discover, that her father was a possessively protective man of his daughter. After her mother was taken and murdered by marauders and intruders, while he was at the tavern drinking and getting drunk, swearing himself off of mead and wine, he was a man who'd never let his daughter out of his sight. Yet, maybe her father was possessively protective of her because he's already slept with his daughter, the cad. Typically acceptable in this age for a daughter to take the role of a mother and wife when the mother dies, in this case, her father would rather she remain pure than to bed his own flesh and blood.
Protecting her from harm, in an act of obvious suicide with the king surrounded by armed guards, he was at the ready to draw his sword against any man, even his king in defense of his daughter. Where he could keep a watchful eye on her, her father allowed her to set up shop with a small cart in front of his store where she sold, traded, and bartered goods that he imported and collected from foreign countries and passing wagons. Always in his line of sight and never leaving her alone for a more than a minute, he watched over her in the way that he should have never left his wife alone when he abandoned her to drink. His wife, one of a kind and just as beautiful as his daughter, was the love of his life.
Now a devoted father in the way that he should have been a devoted husband, he didn't want to make the same mistakes he made in the past with his wife with his daughter. Yet, not so possessively protective of a man that it skewed his business judgment, he wasn't a stupid man. Figuring that her good looks would draw the attention of those wanting to shop in his store, as if she was his teasing advertisement to entice customers to enter his shop, she sold a small sampling of the same goods outside as he sold inside. He always knew that one day, her Prince Charming would happen along. Until that day, he protected her from harm.
* * * * *
Normally when King William sees a woman he desires, as any man did back in that day, especially when thinking about using her as his whore, as if buying something from the market, he just has one of his men scoop her up and take her. Unable to control his lust and harness his sexual passion for her or for any woman who looked not nearly as good as she obviously did, normally when King William sees a woman that makes his manhood happy, he takes her, ruins her, and spoils her for other men. Too busy conquering castles for a wife, he's had plenty of women in his bed and has fathered many bastards. Yet, now that he's older, he's looking for a wife to give him an uncontested heir to his throne rather than a whore. A good wife is a woman hard to find while whores are seemingly everywhere.
In the way that this woman maintained his interest and mesmerized him for him to continue his uninterrupted focus of her, from top to bottom and from back to front, he'd love to fill her every need as well as every one of her holes. Providing for her and for her family by giving her gold, he imagined spoiling her with expensive jewels and pretty clothes. Only, based upon his limited perception of her, this woman was different from any other woman he's ever seen. One of a kind, even from a distance and while high up on his horse, he could clearly tell that she was special. One of a kind, perhaps she's not influenced by mere money as all the other whores who've shared his bed were. One of a kind, perhaps she runs deeper than that.
Just as he wanted goodness and kindness in a woman, along with great beauty, perhaps she wanted more gentle and agreeable qualities in a man too. If she wasn't already married, ripe at that age for the picking, perhaps she was looking for a husband. If she didn't already have children, perhaps she wanted a child or two or three of her own. He imagined her giving him sons, three tall, strong, handsome sons that he could marry to the daughters from another kingdom to increase his wealth, his power, and his influence.
Without even knowing her, without having even talked to her, and without even knowing her name, for some inexplicable reason, he wanted to do the right thing by her. He wanted to treat her better than any other woman he treated before. Rather than treat her with contempt as he would any whore, as if she was his imagined equal, he wanted to treat her with civility and kindness.
Already placing her high up on his pedestal, he imagined her being his queen. Judging her only by her good looks, her long, auburn hair, her beautiful face, her tall, slim, shapely figure, and her obvious abundant breasts hidden beneath her soiled clothes, his unpolished diamond in the rough, this woman was indeed special. Without even knowing her or her name, this woman was worthy of a king, even this self-professed king, who was Lord of his lands, Lord of his castle, and Lord of his kingdom.
As if he already knew her, as if he already lived a prior life with her before as his queen, he felt as if he recognized her from another time and another place. Undoubtedly and without further ado, she was the type of woman who he'd want to intimately know. Already so taken with her, she was the type of woman that he'd want to marry. She's the type of women who he'd want to birth his children.
Only with him a firm believer in love, in kismet, and with all things left in the hands of the Gods above, it was love at first sight that attracted and attached his interest in her. Yet, now instead of God controlling his destiny, he wondered what hand the Devil played in him meeting and falling in love at first sight with her. Maybe instead of love at first sight, this was nothing more than a charmed occasion and a demonic spell.
As if he had already seen her naked, unable to stop himself from staring and from undressing her with his eyes, he imagined her without her clothes. He imagined her naked. As if he had already taken her in his strong arms to kiss her, he imagined her soft, sweet, full lips pressed against his lips. As if he had already made love to her, with her oozing sexuality, it was easy for him to imagine having sex with her.
If he closed his eyes to allow his imagination to color him an image, he could almost hear her making sexually excited sounds of ecstasy whenever they made love. After being bored and sickened by a slew of unkempt, unclean, immoral, immodest, witless, illiterate, and inarticulate women, who loved his money more than they loved him, he was tired of the long line of filthy, disgusting, and stupid whores who slept in his bed. She was a woman he'd be willing to bath and change his clothes for her. She was a woman who'd make him remain faithful to her.
* * * * *
Only because he was their king, he was tired of the endless procession of people who wished him well, hoped for him to have continued good health, and who laughed at his stupid jokes all while laughing at him behind his back. How dare they treat him with insincerity and contempt? How dare they eat his food and drink his wine while laughing at him and plotting behind his back?
A king, albeit not a real king but a king just in name and not in blood, marrying a commoner was risky when he'd be better suited to trade his allegiance to another castled kingdom by marrying one of the available daughters of another self-professed king. If not a king, surely if he was anyone, he was a Lord but without an official title bestowed upon him by the real King of England. Nonetheless, even if he bestowed the title of Lord upon himself, he was Lord of his Castle, Lord of his lands, and Lord of his kingdom, which is more than he could say for most men during that age of minimal enlightenment, position, and wealth.
Unless they had the real king's ear, the King of England's loyalty and friendship, to be bestowed a title worthy of the man, unfortunately, he didn't have the honor of such respect from England's royalty. Far away on the outskirts of England's kingdom, not even knowing his name, they didn't even know he existed. They didn't even know who he was and truth be told, he'd rather keep it that way. Reigning in anonymity in hopes of keeping his neck off the chopping block was better than being known to the real king. As his way to not only enrich himself but also to protect himself, he was just a bravely courageous man with insightful intelligence and a burning ambition to conquer and control the little kingdoms of those who lived around him.
Loyal to a fault to whomever the king may be, he's never met the new king nor has he met any real king before. If he met a real king, he'd be bowing down to him as his citizens bowed their head down to him. Out here in the wilderness, with only the strong surviving, it was all about survival. Out here where there was no one to enforce the laws, whomever had the most men, the most horses, and the most swords had the power and the respect of the people to uphold whatever laws they commanded that his subjects obey. Out here in the wilderness, unless possessing an army, which he did, it was every man for himself with the strongest prevailing and the weakest perishing. Yet, just as he knew that he could trust no man, no man could trust him.
With no disrespect to the real King of England, he wasn't claiming to be the King of England, just the king of his castle, the king of his lands, and the king of his little kingdom that lay over the hill and tucked down low in the valley. So long as he paid his taxes to the tax collector, what harm was there in him calling himself a king when there was no one from the Commonwealth of England checking on what he does and doesn't do?
As far as most of the people who lived behind his castle walls, indeed, with them not knowing of any other king, he was their king. With him sitting on a throne, wearing a crown, and holding a scepter, most obeyed him as if he was the real king of England as declared by the Gods. With him living far enough out on the outskirts of the countryside, there were dozens of castles and little kingdoms just like his dotting the landscape while protecting and safeguarding the inhabitants of the countryside from thieves, marauders, and murders. He was no better or any less than any of those other landowners who hid behind their castle walls and who ruled their subjects and those who took refuge within their kingdom with an iron fist.
* * * * *
"You," said the king pointing to one of his many aides. "What's your name?"
"Miles, Sire," said the king's aide.
"Do you know that woman?" Without pointing to her, the king nodded his head in her direction.
"That's the shopkeeper's daughter," said the aide.
"Do you know her name? Tell me, what's her name?"
"I don't know her name Sire," said his aide obviously fearing a blow to his head and cowering while taking a step back from the king's hand.
"Go tell the shopkeeper that I want to buy whatever he's selling," said the king obviously referring to the shopkeeper's daughter more than he was to his wares.
"Yes Sire," said his aide.
"Wait."
"Sire?"
"Tell him that I have a proposal, no don't say proposal. He may be offended by the word proposal in context to his daughter. Without you alluding to his daughter, tell him that I have a business opportunity for him. Yes, that's better. Tell him that I have a business opportunity for him to earn some gold. Go," said the king.
"Alluding to Sire?"
His aide seemed perplexed by the definition of the word.
"Referring to you fool," said the king with impatience. "Now go with haste and tell the shopkeeper what I told you to say."
"Yes Sire, of course Sire," said his aide.



"Wait," said the king. "After you tell him of my business opportunity that I have for him, tell him that I want his daughter to work behind my castle walls selling his wares," said the king looking from his aide to stare at the shopkeeper's daughter. "Yes. That's good. Tell him that. Now go," said the king to his aide.
"Yes Sire," said his aide.
"Wait," he said looking at her before looking down his nose and from his horse at his aide.
"Sire?
"Find out her name," said the king whispering while looking at her as if he had never seen a woman as beautiful and, in the way he was looking at her, undoubtedly, he never had. "I must know her name so that I may dream of her tonight," he said softly to his aide while staring at her. "Good God man, find out her name. Do not return to me unless you know her name and..."
"Yes Sire?"
"Ask him if she's married," said the king.
"Yes Sire," said his aide with hat in hand while bowing.
"Wait," said the king tossing him a small bag of gold coins. "A small token of my appreciation for him to consider my business opportunity with much more to come than that. Tell him that, with much more to come after that. After you tell him of the business opportunity that I have for him and after you disclose that I'd like for his daughter to sell her wares within the confines of my castle walls, tell him to deliver her to me tomorrow. For the safety of their travels, tell him that I'll send some of my men to accompany him through the countryside to my castle."
"Yes Sire," said his aid finally disappearing inside the shop.
* * * * *
Bigger than life, at 6'2" tall that was made even taller with his boots and his crown, when roaming the halls of his castle. Pushing 135 kilos pounds of firm, muscled pounds, the king was a big man with a kingly stature. When wearing his furs over his broad shoulders, he appeared even bigger.
For reasons of security, the king didn't climbed down from his horse. Instead he sat there looking royally regal with his tanned, dirt grimed, bearded face and with him all sweaty and smelly from a long day's ride. His long grey/black hair blew in the breeze as if he was a Viking model shooting a Capital One commercial. His men took care where they stepped and where they walked as the streets were littered with horseshit, trash, garbage, and raw sewage. Especially on a warm spring day and much worse in the summer, there was a stench in the air that couldn't be healthy as much as it couldn't be described.
As if they were Secret Service agents from the Middle Ages guarding the President of the United States, his men surrounded his horse with their pikes at the ready and their swords drawn. Flanking him in all directions, they pushed the curious crowd back. Seeing her standing there so beautiful, so young, and so innocent, he didn't like that his already claimed woman was a dirty peasant standing in the street with all of the other commoners. So help him God, if any man so much as looks at her, before he could profess his love for her, he'd strike him down with a fatal blow of his sword. Yet, with no one looking at him or at her, as if she was already protected from evil by evil, everyone still bowed down to him but for her. For reasons unbeknown to him and possibly to her, in the way she made eye contact with him, she seemed confidently assured that there'd be no harm coming to her from him or from any of his men.
He had a talent for seeing things in people that others missed. Able to tell a liar and a thief from an honest man with just a look, he liked what he saw in her. She pleased his senses. He wondered what her voice sounded like. He couldn't wait to speak with her in private. She wondered what she looked like without her clothes.
Already, in the way she defied him by not bowing down to him and without her even knowing that she was disrespecting him, she was displaying her naturally endowed and inherently bestowed, queenly attributes. Even when on the battlefield and in the middle of battle with his enemies, he could always see the diamond in the rough. Able to tell a coward from a warrior, he was good at reading people and no doubt the reason why he's been able to survive this long in his position of power. With spies all around him, he could feel his assassins coming before they even entered the room.
"Seize them and take them to the dungeon." Always at the ready and always on edge, he's surprised more than one assassin in that way.
Even with her dirty face and greasy hair, her delicate features commanded his stare and he was taken by her beauty. If she looked this good now when she was dirty, he could only imagine what she'd look like all bathed, perfumed, dressed, and groomed. His maidens and Ladies would clean her up and make her look more than presentable before delivering her to his bed. There, with him tasting her milk before buying the cow, he'd find out if she was good enough in bed to be his queen. Then, early the next day in the morning light, he'd have his wizard examine her to tell him if she'd give him a son and an heir to his throne.
Just as some men may be turned off because she's a peasant, she may be turned off by his naturally normal, abrupt disposition, his sometimes vile manners, his oftentimes discourteous and impatient personality, and/or by his smell. Fearing that he'd catch a chill and die of pneumonia instead of from a blade of a sword, with the castle being so damp and so cold, he couldn't remember when he had a bath last. Routinely sleeping in his clothes to keep warm, he couldn't remember when he changed his clothes to wash them. With more important things for the king to do around the castle than wasting his time and energy taking a bath, the only time he removed his clothes was for sweaty, smelly sex.
"Her name is Emma, Sire," said his aide emerging from the shopkeeper's place of business and jogging to the king.
"Emma. I like that. That's a good name for my wife. That's a splendid name for my queen. Queen Emma," he said listening to the ring of it. "I don't know anyone by the name of Emma," he said looking down at his aide again as if ready to take his head if he gave him the wrong answer.
"It is a good name Sire," said his aide.
"I don't need for you to tell me that Emma is a good name. I already know that it is. I said that it was. What I need for you to tell me is if it's arranged?"
"Arranged sire?"
"The shopkeeper and his daughter coming to my castle you idiot. Is it arranged? Tell me it's arranged," said the king pointing his gloved finger at him and not giving his aide time enough to answer.
The king looked from his aide to look at Emma again before looking back at his aide with impatience. King William gave his aide another look, a disconcerting stare that made his aide know that any answer but yes would not be acceptable.
"Yes Sire. It's all arranged. They'll come to your castle tomorrow," said his aide.
Not something he routinely did with anyone, William smiled at his aide.
"Good, well done. That's very good," said the king sitting higher in his horse to look more kingly. "Here," said the King while removing his large, gold ring emblemized with his coat of arms. "Give this to Emma for her protection and tell her to wear it and to flash it to anyone who bothers her along their way to the castle."
"Yes Sire," said his aide accepting the ring from him with gloved hand and walking to Emma to give it to her.
Emma accepted the ring from his aide and smiled up at the king. When the ring didn't fit any of her fingers, she hung it on a cord from around her neck. She fondled the ring with her dirty fingers in the way he imagined her fondling his cock with her clean fingers later tonight.
The shopkeeper came out of his shop to see the king and to bow his head in respect with all of the others.
To be continued...
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Jessica, a virgin, has first time sexual intercourse with her longtime boyfriend and now fiancé, Michael.
Twenty-three-year-old Jessica was just as sexually frustrated as was her twenty-five-year-old boyfriend, Michael, perhaps even more sexually frustrated. Only, sexually and selfishly self-centered, the issue was all about him and his blue balls and not what Jessica wanted. With him pressuring her to submit to having sexual intercourse with him and her staying steadfast in her virginity, every time they discussed the issue, the topic turned heated. Every time they made out in his car, his groping quickly turned into a wrestling match with him unsuccessfully trying to remove her panties to force himself inside of her.
She was such a beautiful woman. Tall and naturally blonde with bright, blue eyes and big, natural tits, if she lived in Texas instead of Massachusetts, she'd be just another blonde, beauty queen. Yet, here in Boston where so many women were shorter and squatter, she stood out as if she was a model walking the runway instead of walking down Newbury Street to work.
Every man who saw her looked twice. Every man who saw her wanted her. Every man who saw her thought she was sensually sexy and smoking hot. Unfortunately for Michael, even though Jessica was his woman, because she wanted to remain a virgin, he couldn't yet have her.
If you talked to Michael, he's the victim. In the way that he complained to his friends and to anyone who'd listen, co-workers and people alike on the street, he'd be first to say that he was the one who was sexually frustrated and not her. If you talked to him, using her excuse as wanting to stay a virgin until her wedding night, he'd say that she didn't want to have sexual intercourse with him, when she was the one who couldn't wait to have sexual intercourse with him. If you talked to him, it was obvious that he was on the verge of cheating on his fiancé to lessen his horniness and eradicate his sexual frustration. If you talked to him, thinking now that his fiancé is a cold, frigid bitch instead of a hot, sexy mamma, now he's unsure if he even wants to marry Jessica.
"C'mon Jessica, let me fuck you just a little bit. Just let me stick my cock in you just partway," said Michael lifting up her short skirt to expose her panty clad ass and pulling her panties down part-way down her legs to expose her round, shapely, firm ass. "Okay? Please?"
She turned away from him and swatted at his hand as if he was an annoying fly.
"Fuck me just a little bit? Stick it in me just part way? No, Michael," said Jessica pulling up her panties and smoothing down her skirt.
"C'mon baby. I promise not to go too deep and I promise to pull it out when you tell me," said Michael begging Jessica to fuck him.
He lifted her skirt again and started to pull down her white, bikini panties again. With him not even sexually arousing her by sticking his hand between her legs and his fingers inside of her panties, having sex was only about him. Having sex was him fucking her and cumming inside of her. Not really caring about how she feels, he just wanted to bone her, perhaps so that he could tell all of his friends that he did. Perhaps, once he fucked her, he'd leave her. Yet, after three years together, he seemed tightly hooked on her baited line.
"What's wrong with you? Have you lost your mind? Are you crazy? My parents and brother are upstairs. They can hear us down the cellar," she said in a whisper.
He looked at her with a face full of anger as much as sexual frustration.
"I am crazy. I'm crazy with lust for you. I need to make love to you Jessica. I need to fuck you," he said lifting her skirt again.
"Michael no. Stop. I want to remain a virgin until my Honeymoon night," she said pulling up her panties and pulling down her skirt. "I promised my grandmother on her deathbed that I would," said Jessica pushing Michael's hands away. "What if I blow you? What if I suck your cock? Would it help if you ejaculated in my mouth?"
"Well, okay," he said pulling down his zipper and pulling out his cock as Jessica moved to her knees in front of him.
Stroking him with her hand before taking him in her mouth, she sucked him yet again. She couldn't remember the last time he licked her. She couldn't remember the last time he gave her an orgasm. Yet, as long as she gave him a hand job and/or a blowjob, everything was okay with the world.
* * * * *
In Michael's self-absorbed mind, seemingly everyone was having sexual intercourse but for him. Seemingly with everyone sexually sated, no one was horny and sexually frustrated but for him. With his friends having regular, non-stop sexual intercourse with women they picked up in a club, in a bar, on the street, with their girlfriends, with their lovers, and some even with their mothers, Michael was relegated to masturbating while imagining having sexual intercourse with his fiancé.
"That's not fair. That's not right," he'd say to anyone who'd listen. "After putting a diamond on her finger, instead of having more sex, I'm having less sex. After swearing off other women and telling her that I'd be faithful forever, thinking that she'd finally give it up and quit being a cold bitch of a virgin, I'm horny. I'm sexually frustrated. I'm ready to rip my cock off from masturbating so much."
Yeah, sure, she'd give him a hand job and/or a blowjob pretty much whenever he wanted one but what he really wanted was what he couldn't get from her. What he really wanted was to make love to her. What he really wanted was to fuck her. He wanted her to make love to him. He wanted her to fuck him. For some reason that no doubt had to do with possessiveness and control, until his cock was buried deep inside of her to stake his claim on her pussy, he didn't feel that she was truly his until he planted his flag where the sun don't shine.
Oddly enough, no satisfying him, if it was the other way around, he wouldn't be happy either. If he was having regular intercourse with her but if she refused to blow him, he'd be in the same horny and sexual frustrated way that he was now. When not all women give blowjobs and if they do suck cock, not all women allow men to cum in their mouths to watch them swallow. He should be happy that his fiancé not only loves to suck cock but also that she's a great cocksucker. He should be happy that his fiancé allows him to cum in her mouth. He should be happy that she swallows but, alas, he's not happy at all.
Wanting it all, he wants her to give him sexual intercourse too, along with all the blowjobs that he wants, whenever he wants them, he wants to fuck her. Not really caring that she wants to remain a virgin in this day and age of promiscuity and single mothers, he doesn't care that she promised her grandmother that she'd remain a virgin. Obviously he cares more about his sexual needs than her emotional needs and about the promise that she made to her dying grandmother. He cares more about himself than he does about her. The bottom line and all that matters to him is that he's as horny as he's sexually frustrated.
He wants what he can't have. He wants to know what it's like to be inside of her while he's on top of her. He wants to make love to his woman. Not willing to wait until his Honeymoon night, he wants to fuck Jessica now. He wants to turn her around, bend her over, lift up her skirt, and pull down her panties to impale his cock inside of her pussy while he hangs on to her big tits and humps her.
All one way with him, with him not even willing to wear a condom, after persuading her to take the birth control pill, he wants to pound her pussy. With her on her back and with her legs spread wide open, he wants to be on top of her while humping her. With her big tits bouncy and swaying side to side, he wants her on top of him. He wants her to jump up and down on his cock while she screams her orgasm.
He wants to make love to her. He wants her to make love to him. He wants to fuck her. He wants her to fuck him. Truth be told, not even wanting to make love to her as much as he wants to fuck her, he really needs to fuck her. So that he can beat on his chest and proclaim his masculinity, with them already jealous of him and envious of her, he can't wait to tell his friends that he did Jessica.
* * * * *
When he first met Jessica, he thought she was as hot as she was beautiful and sexy. In the way that they made eyes at one another, had so much in common, and shared so many emotional and/or physical experiences, he thought he had found the perfect woman. In the way that she melted him with her kisses, hitting it off with her right away, he thought she was ready to jump in the sack with him. Yet, if you talk to him now, after sexually seething over her for three, long excruciating years, he'd say that she was cold and not hot at all. Thinking her more of a frigid bitch than a hot momma, sadly and unfortunately, men have no idea the sexual animals that women are.
Just as most men are whoremongers for practically any woman who will willingly give them sex, most women are dirty, nasty whores for the right man. Even though she's a virgin, when not masturbating in her bathtub or in her bed, she's thinking about having sex with Michael from the time she opens her eyes in the morning to the time she closes her eyes at night. Even though she tells him that she's hot and horny for him and can't wait for him to make love to her, with actions speaking louder than words, seemingly he doesn't believe her until she's naked with her legs and arms around his back. Seemingly, he thinks more about his feelings than he thinks about her feelings. Seemingly thinking more about now than later, he can't see the forest for the trees. With them living together as man and wife for the next forty or fifty years, he's not willing to wait until their married to take her virginity. He wants what he wants when he wants it and he wants it now.
"Fuck that shit about her wanting to be a virgin. No one over 18-years-old is a virgin today. Virginity is bullshit. Being a virgin is stupid. Bullshit," he said raising his voice. "I don't give a care that she promised her grandmother that she'd remain a virgin until her wedding day. She's just using her wanting to be a virgin because she's not sure if I'm the one. That's all. She has doubts, that's what she has, doubts. She's not sure if she loves me and she just doesn't want me to spoil her for another man should we not get married," he said to his friends while having one drink too many.
Then, to make sexual matters even more frustrating, even when she's sleeping, she dreams of getting laid. She dreams of making love to him. Dreaming of Michael humping and humping her, she dreams of humping and humping him. She dreams of getting fucked. She dreams of him pounding her pussy while she fucks his cock. With him humping and humping her, she dreams of his erect cock buried deep inside of her while she's kissing and kissing him.
Every night it's the same, she dreams of Michael making love to her before fucking her, really pounding her pussy. She dreams of having sex in every room and in every position in her parent's house and every room in every position in his parent's house. She dreams of having sex outside on the front lawn, in the backyard, on the beach, and in public. If only he knew that once he jumpstarts her motor, revving out of control, there's no turning her off until she sexually satisfied.
"How dare he call me cold? If only he knew how sexually hot I am for him, he'd never call me cold again. When I'm not stroking his cock, I'm sucking his cock," she said to her girlfriends with them nodding their heads in agreement.
"I wish I had remained a virgin," said her best friend Sheila.
"I wish I didn't put out as much as I did," said Donna, another one her friends. "Now my boyfriend thinks me more of a slut and a whore than he thinks of me as the future mother of his children.
"How dare he call me a bitch? If only he knew how lucky he is that I love sucking his cock and swallowing his cum, he'd never call me a bitch again," she said to her two girlfriends.
"He should be happy with your masturbating him and sucking him," said Sheila. "Even though he wants me to blow him all the time, I seldom suck him. I'd rather fuck him or give him a hand job than to blow him."
"He should be happy with you allowing him to cum in your mouth and you swallowing," said Donna. "Even with all the cocks I've sucked, I still gag when my man shoots his load in his mouth. Feeling as if I'm going to choke, being that I can't swallow, I can't breathe. Gagging and choking, I can't wait to spit it out of my mouth so that I can cough."
* * * * *
Most of her girlfriends don't enjoy sucking cock in the way she enjoys sucking cock. If anything, taking a cock in their mouths for only a few seconds, they just dabble with a cock in their mouth and never allow their boyfriends to cum in their mouths. Based on their true and candid confessions on how much they detest sucking cock, most of her girlfriends will stop sucking cock as soon as they say, "I do," at the altar. When her girlfriends do allow their man to cum in their mouths, totally grossed out, they don't swallow. Rather than swallowing a mouthful of warm, oozy cum, they spit out their load in a tissue. He doesn't know how lucky he is to have a fiancé who's a genuine, skilled cocksucker.
A good woman who will make him a good wife and a great mother, if only he believed that she wanted to have sexual intercourse with him as much as he wanted to have sexual intercourse with her. If only he believed that she wanted to have sexual intercourse with him as much as he wanted to have sexual intercourse with her, maybe then he'd understand and honor her reason why she wanted to stay a virgin until they're married. With him obviously thinking that she's sexually teasing him and sexually punishing him, he was the one who postponed the wedding after all and not her. Had he not gotten cold feet, they would have been married by now. Had he not gotten cold feet, with them having a steady diet of sexual intercourse along with oral sex, they would have been making love and fucking day and night by now.
Thinking that she was cold because she wouldn't have sexual intercourse with him, it's not enough that she does everything else. It's not enough that she sucks him way more than he licks her. It's not enough that she lets him use her body, undress her, grope her breasts whenever he wants, and suck her nipples, even when she's not in the mood. If anyone is cold, he's the cold one. With her kisses her sexual thermometer, she's way more passionate than he is. He's always first to break off their kiss. Wishing that he'd rather lick her pussy than kiss her, sadly, he'd rather suck her nipples than kiss her. He could have had sex with her up and down, sideways, and front and back by now had he not chickened out and postponed the wedding.
Stupidly, some men don't think that women get horny too. Some men don't know that women have sexual urges, sexual fetishes, and sexual perversions too. Some men are too wrapped up in their own sexual frustration, horniness, and sexual satisfaction to realize that it takes two and not one to make for a sexual relationship. Unfortunately, Michael is one of those men.
If Michael only knew the right moves to make, whether she promised she'd stay a virgin or not, she would have been his sexy bitch of a sex slave by now. If only he knew how to seduce her, there'd be no way that she could possibly continue to say no to him. Only, like too many men, his sexual needs were more about him than about her. All it would take for him to seduce her are candles, soft music, a little wine, and a sensual massage. Only, he's more of the John Philip Sousa marching band type than he is a Righteous Brothers Unchained Melody romantic, or an Adele's Love Song fan, or more befittingly, an Etta James At Last lover.
If only men would sexually satisfy a woman first instead of only and always thinking of themselves, they may be shocked by the sexual Pandora's Box that they'd open and be unable to close. If only Michael would sexually seduce her, she'd be as submissive as any Japanese wife. If only Michael would sexually satisfy her first before only thinking of his own sexual needs, she'd be his leather bound, strap-on dildo, handcuffed, and blindfolded, sexy, submissive and/or dominant bitch. If only Michael bothered to discover what turned her on, there'd be no turning her off.
Men are such dickheads. Men may be shocked by the sexual beast they'd unleash if only they gave women what they want and need, an orgasm or two or three with their fingers, their tongue, and their cock. Sadly, if only he'd sexually satisfied her first before demanding that she blow him, he may not be able to handle all of the hot sex she'd give him.
When men just want to go to sleep after ejaculating, after basking in the afterglow of sex for only a few minutes and allowing the warmth of their orgasm to wane, women are just catching their second breath and ready to go again and again. Women are ready for action sooner than men. Women can get wetter faster and stay wet longer than men can get harder and stay erect. Women are ready to suck and fuck all night as long as their willing sexual partner are willing to lick and fuck all night too.
To be continued...
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Jessica, a virgin, has first time sexual intercourse with her longtime boyfriend and now fiancé, Michael.
Relegated to making out in his car, with both of them still living at home with their parents, they never have any privacy to do anything but for hugging, kissing, and some light petting. She feared that she'd be embarrassed that her parents could hear her and/or embarrassed that her younger brother might catch her topless with her boyfriend's cock in her hand or in her mouth. She was just as uncomfortable making out down the cellar in her parent's house, as she was uncomfortable making out in his bedroom in his parent's house. With her lost in his kisses when not on her knees, with him obviously just wanting to get off to cream her hand, cum on her tits, or ejaculate in her mouth, he wouldn't care who heard him or caught him having sex with her.
As long as she was stroking him and/or sucking him, he'd make out with her down her cellar, in his bedroom, in his car, or in the middle of the mall. Just as long as he got what he wanted when he wanted it, he didn't care where they had sex. A sexual fantasy of his to flash her big tits to other men, he didn't care who saw them and/or who caught her topless and him naked. With thousands of people watching them making out and touching and feeling one another, as long as he got what he wanted, he'd have sex in the stands at a baseball park or at a football stadium for all he cared.
With her just the opposite, when being intimate with him, especially when he was always unbuttoning her blouse and lifting her bra to expose her big tits, she preferred having sexual intimacy privately and without an audience rather than having sex in public. Whether married or living together, as long as he understood that she'd still be a virgin until their wedding day, she couldn't wait until they could afford a place of their own and could move in together. With shades on the windows and drapes pulled closed over the shades, she couldn't wait until they had their own bed in their own bedroom. She couldn't wait until they could close their bedroom door and have some intimate privacy while having sex.
Maybe then, even before the wedding, once they lived together, if he played his cards right and seduced her instead of forced her, she'd have sexual intercourse with him. Maybe then she'd have him make love to her before fucking her. Maybe then, once he experienced what it felt like to have his cock inside of her, he'd finally be sexually satisfied and would stop complaining about her not making love to him and him not being able to fuck her. Only, knowing him as well as she does, with some men going off the deep end when their wives are with child, he'd probably lose his mind when she became pregnant.
Just because she was always saying no to having sexual intercourse with him didn't mean that she meant what she said. Just because she was always saying no to having sexual intercourse with him didn't mean that he couldn't persuade her by seducing her to say yes. If only he'd seduce her, she'd freely and willingly relinquish her virginity to him. If only he'd seduce her they'd put the issue of her virginity behind them and both of them would be happier. Yet, with sex always about him, other than her agreeing to give him sexual intercourse, he didn't sexually satisfy her needs in the way that she always sexually satisfied his needs. He cared more about his own sexual needs than he cared about her sexual needs.
After going out to eat, to see a movie, to play miniature golf, to go bowling, to play games at the arcade, to shoot some pool, or to shop at the mall, the only private place they had was in his car when parked at lover's lane. Yet, after a while, kissing and groping in a small car, as was his Mustang GT, gets old fast. With little room to move, with her 5' 9" tall and him 6'1", a blessing in disguise, she was glad he didn't have a full-sized car or a big SUV because, no doubt, he probably would have forced her to fuck him in the backseat by now.
In the way that he so wanted to fuck her bareback without using a condom, undoubtedly she would have been pregnant by now. Unmarried and with her pregnant with his baby, with him getting cold feet in marrying her before she was pregnant, she wondered what he'd be like if they had a baby on the way. Knowing him to run scared when facing adversity, especially commitment, he'd probably take off, leave her, and disappear as if he was a gypsy running away in the night after stealing something. Only, what he wanted to steal was more valuable to her than her money or jewelry. What he wanted to take from her was her virginity. A high price for him to pay, the price for her virginity was him marrying her.
Knowing him, if she became pregnant with his child, he'd shirk from his responsibility and leave her alone to care for their child alone. Abandoning her and their child, she hated that she suspected that horrible truth about him. Knowing him as well as she does, she wonders why she still wants to marry him. Even after knowing his shortcomings, she loves him and there's no logical reason or commonsense explanation why one person loves another person. She just does and hoping to change him after she marries him, she has this nagging feeling that she's making a big mistake in wanting to stand at the altar with him to say, "I do."
She had a pit in her stomach and a bad feeling, a woman's intuition, that their love affair was doomed by his selfishness and self-centeredness. With him a one way street, in the way that he acted when he didn't get his own way was another big reason why she remained steadfast in not giving him her virginity. Playing things by ear, she decide to wait and see what would happen as the wedding date neared and the relationship progressed. Maybe he'd see the wrong of his ways and apologize for his bad behavior. With her looking at him as if he was a specimen under a microscope, she didn't want to make a mistake in marrying a man who thought more of himself and his own needs than he did about her and her own needs. If he worsened now in his selfish attitude, she couldn't see herself marrying him.
* * * * *
It was the same scenario, albeit sexy scenario, every Saturday night. As if scripted and a rehearsed play, seemingly as if stuck in the Twilight Zone, playing out with the same sequence of scenes over and again, she could predict what he'd do next. If he was so predictable now in his love making when they were so young and all this was new, she couldn't imagine what he'd be like when he was older and they were married for a while. With his sexual appetite seemingly so boring bread and butter and plain meat and potatoes, she needed him to spice things up a bit to heat up her flames of desire. Alas, even though she gives him regular hand jobs and blowjobs, he always seemed so sexually unsatisfied. With him not returning the favor, he doesn't reciprocate the sexual pleasure. Being that it takes two to make for a happy sexual relationship, there's only so much they can do without making love and fucking.
Kissing and kissing her, frustratingly, as soon as he kissed her a few times, he'd moved his hand to her breast. No surprise there, yet there's so much more to her than just her big tits. He loved her big tits. With him always enamored with her big tits from day one, his favorite body parts, so he says, after her big, blue eyes, pretty face, and long, blonde hair, he loves her tits as much as she loves her tits. Seemingly, with him pawing her, groping her, touching her, feeling her, and fondling her breasts, he can't get enough of her tits.
Yet, as if teenagers in a movie theatre and, after a while becoming bothersome and annoying, he never stopped feeling her big tits. Sometimes as if she wasn't even there, feeling one before feeling the other, sometimes he'd even feel them both together. Enough already with the groping of her breasts and the fingering of her nipples, she had other body parts that he could explore. What if she never stopped touching, feeling, fondling, and stroking his cock? Never mind, not a good analogy, he'd probably sexually enjoy more attention paid to his cock rather than less.
As soon as her nipples made their appearances through her blouse and bra, he fingered them. As soon as her nipples made their appearance through her blouse and bra, he pulled them, he turned them, and he twisted them. Enamored with her nipples as much as he was with her tits, if ever there was a breast man, he was their poster boy. Positioned in a cow pasture, she could envision him surrounded by and standing in the middle of bare breasted women, "Got Milk?"
Unfortunately and sexually frustratingly, as if her erect nipples was his cue to stop sexually exciting her, regrettably him feeling her breasts while fingering her nipples is all that he thought she needed to get her sexually aroused and in the mood. He was wrong. She needed more than what he was doing. If only he'd play with her pussy once in a while instead of ignoring that part of her body to for him to pay extra attention to her tits.
While kissing her and kissing her, she enjoyed him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples, as long as he was feeling her ass and putting his hand between her legs too, something that he always didn't do. Yet, too often starting and ending with her breasts, his attentive, physical affection was only for her tits. In the way she dressed, how much cleavage she showed or didn't show, everything he did and/or said was about her tits. When too sore to be fingered and uncomfortable to the touch, the only time she recoiled from him groping her breasts and fingering her nipples was when she was getting her period. Otherwise, knowing that it turned him on so much, she always allowed him to have his wicked sexual way with her big tits.
He liked her natural breasts. An understatement. He loved her natural breasts. As soon as she climbed in his car, reaching his right hand over to grope her tits while driving, the amusement park was open and her fun bags were his favorite ride.
If she could just give him her tits to play with and if he could stuff them in his pocket to feel, fondle, and finger them anytime he wanted, sadly, he'd probably have nothing more to do with her. Seemingly, he loved her breasts more than he loved her. In the way that some women are nothing more than their pretty faces and shapely bodies, unbelievably, she was seemingly nothing more than her big, shapely tits. As a souvenir, a sexy keepsake and an always present reminder of her tits, she imagined the interaction he'd have with his friends if she gave him painted, flesh tone, soft to the touch, silicone impressions of her breasts. Resplendent with lifelike nipples for him to keep after they separated, he could keep them in his room, beneath his pillow, in his office, or even walk around with them in his pockets.
* * * * *
"I heard you broke up with Jessica, Michael. I guess the wedding is off," said his friend.
He looked at Michael with understanding as if he was there for him if he wanted to talk.
"Yeah, it's true. With her wanting to remain a virgin until her wedding night, I was tired of waiting for her to have sexual intercourse with me," said Michael to his friend. "I was tired of having blue balls while every other man in the world, but for me, was getting laid.
As if he was the injured party, the victim, and not her, Michael shook his head with sadness as if Jessica was dead instead of no longer his fiancé.
"That's too bad you never banged her," said his friend while motioning his arm like the double crank mechanism on a connecting rod on a wheel of a locomotive. "She's wicked hot. She did have big tits. I bet you miss feeling and sucking on those big melons."
Michael looked at his friend with a shit eating grin.
"Actually, I don't. Now that you mention it, as a parting gift, she gave me her tits," said Michael.
He looked at his friend and smiled as wide as Jessica's tits are big.
"She gave you her tits? What do you mean? What? No way," said his friend. "How could she give you her tits? That's crazy."
Michael reached in each of his pockets to pull out two silicone, exact impressions of Jessica's big tits.
"See, I have them here in my pocket. Always carrying them with me and never without them, they're my personal, pocket tits," said Michael pulling Jessica's tits from his pocket to show his friend. "They're not her real tits, of course, but silicone recreations, exact replicas resplendent with nipples. They look and feel exactly like her tits."
As if Michael was holding a Rolex watch or a mega karat diamond ring, his friend's eyes bulged wide open.
"Wow," said his friend. "Pocket tits? I never knew there was such a thing."
Michael looked down at his hands holding Jessica's pocket tits before looking up at his friend with as much pride as he had sexual satisfaction.
"I love holding them, feeling them, fondling them, and sucking on them," said Michael feeling them and fondling them. "As if they're my giant worry stones fashioned in the shape and the feel of her natural breasts, what the Hell do I need her for when I have facsimiles of her tits?"
His friend stared down at the lifelike recreation of Jessica's tits that Michael held in his hands.
"Would you mind? May I touch them? May I feel them? May I fondle them? May I lift them to my mouth to suck them?"
Michael offered Jessica's pocket tits to his friend.
"Sure go right ahead. Be my guest," said Michael. "Just don't suck them. I've been sucking on them and I don't want your mouth all over my pocket tits."
"Sure, okay. I understand. I'll just hold them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering the nipples," said his friend.
"Okay," said Michael handing his friend exact replicas of Jessica's tits.
As if really touching, feeling, fondling her tits while fingering her nipples, his friend touched, felt, fondled, and fingered Jessica's lifelike pocket tits and nipples.
"Wow! These are wicked nice. They're totally unbelievable. They feel just like the real thing. I imagined that they feel just like Jessica's big tits," he said looking at Michael. "Do they?"
His friend briefly looked up at Michael before staring back down at Jessica's pocket tits that he was holding.
"They do feel just like much like Jessica's tits," he said with a big smile. "Having her tits with me in my pocket all the time, I don't even miss having her around."
Michael accepted the replicas of Jessica's silicone tits from his friend and put them back in his pockets.
"Damn," said his friend. "If I had pocket tits to carry around with me, I don't think I ever would have gotten married. I never would have had kids. I never would have been up to my ears in debt with my wife buying a car, clothes, shoes, gym memberships, and paying for my kid's college tuitions. If I had pocket tits today, I'd have something I don't have."
"And what's that?" Michael looked at his friend with curiosity.
"I'd have money. If I had pocket tits instead of a wife, I'd be loaded. I'd never need a woman again," said his friend after feeling the Hell out of the replicas of Jessica's pocket tits.
* * * * *
In the way Michael wanted Jessica's hand and mouth to be all over his cock all the time, his hands and his mouth was all over her tits. If it wasn't for his younger, pervert of a brother, she'd give him a silicone mold of her breasts for his birthday to him to keep with him beneath his pillow in his bedroom or in his pockets as his very own personal pocket tits. Only, his brother was just as bad as her brother. Always wanting to see her tits, her brother was always trying to catch her topless and/or naked and a few times he has.
What is it with men and women's breasts? What's the big deal? It's just tits. Whether big, small, shapely, or saggy, every women has them. Were they taken away from their mother's breasts too soon?
Alone with him in his cramped Mustang GT while resting her arm around his neck, fully aware of what he so wanted, she gave him free access to her breasts, as long as he gave her free access to his lips. One of her favorite things to do, she loved kissing him while feeling his cock through his pants. One of his favorite thing to do, he loved feeling her tits through her blouse and bra while kissing her. Another one of his favorite things to do, he loved fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra before unbuttoning her blouse and feeling her nipples through her bra. Still another one of his favorite things to do, he loved freeing her breasts from her bra to touch them, to feel them, to fondle them, and to suck them. Yet, his most favorite thing to do with his finance was for her to stroke him before sucking him while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples. Yet, whether it was his lips she wanted or her tits that he wanted, no matter which body parts they preferred, as long as they wanted one another, seemingly their love affair worked and would only get better once she was a virgin no more.
Always nervously jittery and jumpy, quickly pulling down her bra and closing her blouse with every sound, she was always looking around to make sure there was no one coming. With him transfixed on her breasts, he was filled with as much excitement as if he was opening gifts on Christmas morning. As if this was the very first time he was unbuttoning her blouse and exposing her bra and cleavage to his horny eyes, one slow button at a time, she allowed him to unbutton her blouse. She could have worn a pullover top, a sweatshirt, or sweater to give him easier access to her tits but she'd rather he'd work for the pleasure of seeing and feeling her breasts. She'd rather he take his time undressing her before being rewarded with her naked breasts for him to touch and suck.
Yet, always the same, he'd flail open her blouse to stare at her cleavage and bra clad breasts. He'd touch and feel her breasts through her bra as if he was feeling something so delicate precious. With his eyes bugging out of his head, as if seeing them for the very first time, he'd stare at her bra clad breasts before putting a finger beneath her bra to lift her bra up and over her big tits to free them. As far as he was concerned two things so beautiful should never be hidden away behind the confines of a bra and the modesty of a blouse. As far as he was concerned, he'd want her to go everywhere topless for all other men to not only see her tits but also for them to be envious that her tits belong to him.
For fear that someone would come or a cop would harass them with his flashlight, she never totally removed her blouse and bra. Shyly modest, she didn't want anyone to see her breasts but for Michael. She'd be so embarrassed if anyone other than him saw her naked breasts. Not wanting to be topless in his car, at least while still wearing her blouse, albeit unbuttoned, she could easily pull her bra down and close her blouse quickly enough to preserve her modesty.
With her being morally modest and a virgin to boot, she was a good girl. Not wanting to give anyone a free view and a cheap thrill of her naked breasts, should anyone suddenly happen along, she had him turn to face her so that he could conceal her naked breasts with his body. Other than her creepy, pervert of a brother, no other man but Michael has ever seen her naked breasts. With him the only man who she's ever given free access to touch, feel, and suck her breasts, and with her not being a slut or a whore, Michael would have to be content with seeing and feeling her breasts only from the front.
It sexually aroused her that Michael was so enamored with her big breasts but there was so very much to her than just her tits. Along with her D cup breasts, she had a pretty face, beautiful, long blonde hair, long, shapely legs, and a tight, little ass. Seemingly he ignored the rest of her to spend more time with her breasts. If only he'd spend as much time with her pussy as he did with her breasts, perhaps he'd sexually arouse her enough to make her want to make love to him. If only he gave her as many orgasms as she give him, she may have agreed to have sexual intercourse with him by now.



* * * * *
Kissing and kissing her, as if feeling them and fondling them for the first time, he'd feel and fondle her big tits with such excited enthusiasm while fingering her nipples that she couldn't imagine what he'd be like if they were naked and he was on top of her. She couldn't imagine how sexually excited he'd be if she was on top of him and hanging her big tits down in his face. Apparently with him judging her sexual excitement from the erect hardness of her nipples, when she wasn't yet sexually aroused enough, he'd lean down to suck her tits, first one and then the other. Thinking that was all that it took to fully, sexually arouse her, he was done. It was his turn now. Expecting a hand job and/or a blowjob before driving her home, it was the same thing every Saturday night with her stroking his cock before sucking his cock.
Never allowing her to take sexual control of his body, he always took ownership of her tits while always moving her hand to his cock. She felt and squeezed his erection through his jeans while he unzipped himself and removed his prick from his underwear. Maybe, just once, she'd like to do that. Maybe just once, she'd like him to finger her and give her an orgasm first. Maybe just once, she'd like to wait until she was in the mood to stroke him before blowing him. Maybe just once, she'd like to have the sexual control instead of always relinquishing that to him. Maybe just once, she'd like him to give her a voluntary orgasm with his fingers without her having to move his hand down the front of her pants or up her skirt.
Once his cock was out of his pants, as if an afterthought, he slowly lifted her short skirt. With him ensconced in what he was doing to her body, especially with her tits, she was nervously looking around while listening for anyone coming. Just as she enjoyed him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples, she enjoyed him feeling her legs, especially her upper thighs. Once he stuck his hand between her legs and left it there, she'd gasp in sexual anticipation to him fingering her. When he didn't and was about to withdraw his hand, she'd grab his hand and stick his fingers in her honeypot.
She always quivered whenever he touched and felt her pussy through her panty. Yet, seemingly, he wasn't as enamored with her pussy as much as he was with her tits. Maybe if she was fucking him, he'd be more attached to her pussy. Maybe if she wasn't a virgin, he'd want her pussy as much he wants her tits.
She loved it when he'd cup her whole mound in the palm of his hand through her panty. It was then that she wished he'd eat her and lick her to orgasmic pleasure. It was then that she so wanted to fuck him but for her promise that she made to her dying grandmother to remain a virgin was her personal cross to bear. Only, with her long legs, unless she stuck them out the car window and attracted attention from passing perverts, there wasn't enough room in his small car for him to give her oral sex or to fuck her.
Still, she enjoyed it when he fingered her. She loved it when he rubbed her pussy before gently penetrating her with his fingertip, only not too deep. She looked forward to him masturbating her. Pushing her panty aside while kissing her, she loved feeling his fingers inside of her while he masturbated her. Just as he loved her masturbating him, she loved him masturbating her. Only, with him always getting the better of the deal by expecting her to suck him and swallow his cum, just once she'd like for him to eat her. Just once, she'd like to feel what it's like to have an orgasm from his mouth and tongue instead of just from his fingers.
To be continued...
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Brett leaves his promised to be bride standing at the altar for his mother-in-law.
Brett gave his credit card information to an operator before being allowed to speak with one of the women on call.
Ring... Ring...
"Hello. Welcome to Cassandra's telephone sex line. This is Cassandra," said Cassandra with her sugary voice so sultry sweet. "What's your name handsome?"
There was a pause on the other end of the line and Cassandra hoped that the caller didn't get cold feet and hang up the phone. She's had that happen to her plenty of times before. Sometimes, just hearing her voice saying, "Hello," was enough to get some of these pathetic losers to prematurely ejaculate. If they were that easy to get off on a telephone sex line, she couldn't imagine what a dud they'd be in bed.
"Brett, uh, my name is Brett," whispered Brett finally in seemingly pained desperation. "I'm a first time caller. I've never done something like this before, calling a telephone sex line. How does this work? What do I do?"
"Relax Sugar. I'm here to help you," said Cassandra in a soothing and calming voice. "How may I help you, Sugar?"
"Um, I've curious about the emotional and psychological process of before and after a woman loses her virginity," he whispered pausing. "Being that you're an operator at a telephone sex service and being that I assume that you're not a virgin, I was wondering..." he whispered pausing.
"Yes? Wondering what Brett? Tell Cassandra what it is you're wondering. I'm here to help you," said Cassandra.
Figuring she had a live one and could make a few dollars by delaying her response to keep him on the phone longer, she tried her best to hide her Ukrainian accent while speaking in her clearest English.
As if he was holding the phone really close to his face, too close, she heard him breathing. Nothing new for her, she had a lot of heavy breathing callers calling her.
"Can you describe a virgin's first time having sex in detail by, um, maybe describing your first time having sex?"
"Sure," said Cassandra rolling her eyes, sighing, and copying Brett's whispers with her own whispers. Nothing new for her, a lot of callers ask her about her first time having sex. She paused and took her sweet time in responding to his question. "I can do that but why are you whispering Brett?"
"Oh, well, um, I'm calling you from inside a closet," he said.
"Inside a closet?" She laughed. "Baby, you don't have to be in the closest anymore. People will accept you exactly as you are. It doesn't much matter if you're straight, gay, lesbian, a cross dresser, or a transsexual today. This is the time of the rainbow coalition. We embrace everyone the same sexually."
"No, you don't understand. I'm not gay or a transsexual. I'm one-hundred-percent heterosexual. I'm inside a closet because I don't want anyone to hear me. I don't want anyone to find me," whispered Brett. "And I definitely don't want anyone to know that I'm calling a phone sex line."
"So you're calling me from a closet?" She laughed. "Well, that's a first for me. Now be honest and tell me the truth. Don't be a bad boy by lying to me because I'll know if you're lying. Cassandra always knows a liar," she said scolding him.
"What? What would you like to know Cassandra? Whatever you ask of me, I'll respond honestly," whispered Brett.
"Do you live with your mother? Is that it? Is your mother home now? Shouldn't you be in school? How old are you because I can't talk to you about sex if you're under eighteen-years-old."
"My mother? No I don't live with my mother and being that I'm a college graduate, I'm finished with school. I'm a grown man. I'm not a child," he said with impatient hostility.
"Okay, then, where is this closet located? At home? In your bedroom? And why are you calling me from a closet?" She asked again.
"No, I'm not calling from home. I, um, I'm at a hotel in the closet of the Bridal Suite," he said in a whisper.
"Bridal Suite? How did get in there? You're not one of those peepers are you? Are you peeping on a couple on their Honeymoon having sex? Wow, that's as sexually exciting as it is naughty. You're such a bad boy Brett," said Cassandra laughing. "Tell me and don't leave out any details. What do you see? Are they being nasty? What do you hear? Are they talking dirty? Now I understand why you're whispering. You're a pervert," whispered Cassandra.
"God, no. I'm not a pervert and I'm not a peeper. I'm not peeping on anyone. This is my bridal suite. I rented it," he said in a whisper.
"Then I don't understand Brett," whispered Cassandra.
"Boy this is really embarrassing and difficult for me to say," whispered Brett.
"There's nothing to be embarrassed about Brett. It's only sex," whispered Cassandra seeming liking this game of having to slowly get information out of him while the minutes ticked by and the dollars added up on his credit card. Happy to prolong the telephone conversation, the longer the phone call lasted the more money she made. As if saying something out of an Eric Segal's Love Story novel, Love means never having to say you're sorry, Cassandra said, "Sex should never be embarrassing, just exciting."
Only this call was different from all the other heavy breathing calls she usually received with the man talking to her on the other end of the phone while masturbating. With him not saying inappropriate things, he didn't seem like one of the typical crude and rude perverts that she usually gets calling her to get off as quickly as they can while not paying her any more than they need pay. He seemed more the gentleman than the degenerate.
"To be honest Cassandra, and this is as embarrassing for me to confess as it is mortifying but I'm about to be married. I'm the groom at my own wedding. Sadly and oddly enough, I feel as if I'm a character in Charles Dickens' Great Expectations novel. This whole thing relationship and subsequent wedding is a nightmare. To loosely quote Dickens, "There have been occasions in my life when I have felt for a time as if a thick curtain had fallen on all of my interests in regards to romance, to shut me out from anything save for a dull endurance of sadness. Never has that curtain dropped so heavily and been so blackly blank, as when my way in life lay stretched out straight before me through the newly entered road of promised matrimony with a woman that I now know that I don't love."
"Oh, my God," whispered Cassandra. "You just had an epiphany. You just admitted that you don't love the woman that you're about to marry."
"No, not at all. Of course I love her. I just have cold feet, that's all. Delaying the wedding, my bride is waiting for me downstairs right now for me to marry her," he whispered. "We're already late for our elaborate wedding reception that her father paid for us to have."
"Really? Your bride is waiting for you? Um, okay, I see, I think," whispered Cassandra. "I'm not telling you what to do or to hang up the phone, being that I'm being paid by the minute but shouldn't you be downstairs with your bride to marry her and to enjoy your wedding reception that her father paid so dearly for you to have?"
"Yes, yes, of course, but I needed to make this call first. I needed to talk to someone. I need to some information," he whispered. "This virginity thing with her not putting out has been a real nightmare for me," he said with as much anger as he said with sorrow.
"Information? Precisely what kind of information do you need to know about virgins?"
"Being that my wife is a shyly, modest virgin, I'm in desperate need of some first time sex information so that I can help her get over her fear of having sexual intercourse with me," whispered Brett.
"Ask me your question and I'll do my best to answer it. I'm not a psychologist or a psychiatrist but I do know something about virgins and virginity," she said with a dirty laugh.
"I need to know how Connie is going to react to being a virgin now that she's married and how she'll react after she's no longer a virgin," whispered Bret. "Listen, I don't want to marry her if she'd going to continue being a cold fish in bed after we're married in the way that she is now. I don't want to marry her, if even after we're married, she doesn't want to give it up and lose her virginity to me. And I don't want to marry her if she'll be angry with me that, even though we're husband and wife, that I took her virginity away from her."
"I see. You poor, poor man. This Connie has you wrapped around her finger. She must be very beautiful. Yes?"
"Yes. Beauty runs in her family. You should see her mother. She's drop dead gorgeous and even more good looking than her daughter," whispered Brett.
"Where's your bride now? Is she there in the closet with you," she said with a loud laugh. "Being that this is your wedding day with your Honeymoon night tonight, shouldn't you be standing at the altar so that you can be in bed with her tonight instead of standing in a closet sugar?"
"Shh, quiet. Someone will hear you," he whispered. "No, no, of course not. Connie isn't in the closet with me. I'm in the closet alone. Connie is downstairs waiting for me to marry her. Listen, I don't have a lot of time. I can't talk very much longer. I need to ask you the questions that I need answers. So can we just get started please and make it fast? I need to get downstairs before they realize that I'm missing," he whispered.
"Being that you're the groom and an integral part of your wedding, I'm sure they're already missing you," she whispered.
"I told them that I had a bad case of nerves and needed to use the bathroom," he whispered. "I told them that I wasn't feeling very well from last night's bachelor's party. I told them that I had too much to drink and that I'm hung over."
"I see. Well, go ahead. Fire away. Ask me whatever you'd like to ask and I'll answer you as honestly as I can," whispered Cassandra.
"Okay," he said taking a deep breath. "You see, Connie, my bride, is a virgin and being that I can't wait to make love to her and can't wait to fuck her, I don't want to come on too strong and frighten her. I definitely don't want to hurt her," whispered Brett.
"Taking your time and being gentle is good, especially when having sex for the first time," whispered Cassandra.
"I've been in blue ball Hell with her for more than two years now and I can't release that furry on her all at once and all in a rush. It's her wedding night too and it just wouldn't be right for me to grope her, mall her, molest her, and have my wicked sexual way with her virginal, naked body. Besides, knowing how shyly modest she is, it wouldn't surprise me if all she gives me is a hand job and goes to sleep while wearing a flannel nightgown with her bra and panties underneath," he whispered.
"Gotcha, Brett, you poor, poor man," whispered Cassandra. "If I was with you now, I'd wrap my hand around you cock and stroke you before sucking you. If I was in the closet with you right now, I'd let you make love to me. I'd allow you to pound my blonde, trimmed pussy. I'd fuck you, Brett, I would."
"Wow, you just gave me an erection Cassandra," said Brett.
"So go ahead and get out of the closet and make yourself comfortable on your bed. Even though I'm a proud member of the mile high club and have had sex in the bathroom of a plane, I don't know how comfy having sex in a hotel closet can be," whispered Cassandra with a little, sexy laugh. "It must be as cramped as it is hot in there."
"I'm comfy enough and I don't want to be out in open should her mother come up looking for me. Please, while making her feel comfortable and sexy, while making her feel that this is something that she wants as much as I want, I need to know how to do seduce my virginal wife," he whispered.
"Okay," she whispered. "First of all sugar, you're worrying over nothing. I'm sure that Connie wants to have sexual intercourse with you as much as you want to have sexual intercourse with her. I'm sure she'll be just as nervous as you are. My advice is to take it slow, have some champagne, relax, talk, but don't rush her. If it doesn't happen tonight, it will happen tomorrow night," whispered Cassandra. "You have the rest of your lives together to explore one another's naked bodies."
"Yeah, okay, that's good advice," he whispered. "Yeah, that all makes sense but you still haven't told me how to make her not be a crazed virgin."
"You're worrying about nothing Sugar. Trust me on this Brett, after waiting years of her adulthood to have sex while maintaining her virginity, now that she's married and you're wife, she'll blossom into your passion flower tonight on this very special night, her wedding night and your Honeymoon night," whispered Cassandra
"Passion flower? That's good. I like that. Maybe I'll call her that later. Too focused on sex, I'm always at a loss for words," he whispered.
"Tell me more of what she's like for me to better help you," whispered Cassandra while trying to extend the conversation longer to earn more money.
"Well, we've lived together for the past few months and even though we've done everything else but for sexual intercourse, she's the type who undresses in the bathroom with the door closed and locked. She comes in the bedroom with off all the lights turned off," said Brett.
"Christ, I hope she doesn't do that tonight. Being that this is your Honeymoon night, that would just be so wrong," whispered Cassandra.
"I know. I've been dying to see her naked," whispered Brett. "Which leads me to my next request?"
"Next request and not a question?"
Cassandra had a puzzled look on her face.
* * * * *
"Actually, the real reason why I'm calling you is, in case she doesn't allow me to make love to her before fucking her, I thought you could make me cum," whispered Brett.
"Pardon?"
"I was hoping you could talk dirty to me enough to make me cum. I've been so horny and sexually frustrated lately, especially with all the plans for the wedding and after not receiving very much sex from my fiancé," whispered Brett.
"Make you cum?"
"Yes, isn't that what you do? You talk explicitly dirty to men for them to cum while they masturbate," whispered Brett. "I need to masturbate. I need to cum Cassandra."
"Yes, I understand all of that, of course, but this is the day of your wedding and tonight is your wedding night," whispered Cassandra with a bit of shock in her voice. "Wouldn't you want to save your energy and your cum for your bride?"
"Nah, she doesn't swallow and chances are she won't allow me to fuck her. Please Cassandra. I'm so horny and I'm so tired of being sexually frustrated. At this point in time if one of the bridesmaids or her mother propositioned me, I'd do them," whispered Brett.
"Really? You'd do your mother-in-law?"
"If you saw my mother-in-law, you'd understand," whispered Brett. "She's hot."
* * * * *
"Okay, unzip yourself, take out your cock and I'll see what I can do to ease some of your sexual tension," whispered Cassandra. "Do you have a tissue?"
"I do. Thank you Cassandra," whispered Brett.
"Are you ready?"
"Yes, I'm ready. I have my cock in my hand and I'm slowly stroking myself to an erection. You have a sexy voice by the way," whispered Brett.
"Thank you," whispered Cassandra.
"Tell me, I'm just curious, what do you look like?"
She laughed a dirty laugh in her sexy, sultry voice.
"What do you imagine me looking like?"
"Tall, blonde, beautiful, and busty with big, blue eyes," whispered Brett.
"Wow," whispered Cassandra. "It's as if you're a psychic and as if you can see me through the phone, you described me perfectly," she said with a laugh.
If only he knew the best part of her was her sexy, sultry voice. If only he knew that she was short, obese, had small, A cup breasts and wasn't very pretty, he probably wouldn't even want to talk to her never mind flirt with her.
"Okay, here we go. Connie appeared nervous as she walked toward the bed. She was wearing a see-through pink nightie," whispered Cassandra.
"No, not pink. She hates pink but loves blue. Say that she's wearing a blue nightie instead," whispered Brett.
"Okay, she's wearing a blue, see-through nightgown that's detailed in satin and lace. With the moonlight filtering in through the closed window, even in the dark, unlit room, you can still see the shape of her naked breasts and the impressions that her big nipples made in her nightgown," whispered Cassandra.
"Yeah, that's good. I like tits and she has big ones, C cuppers," said Brett. "Like mother like daughter, her mother has big tits too. She's a MILF. I only hope that Connie looks like her mother when she's her age," whispered Brett.
"How old is her mother?"
"Um, I don't know actually, forty-something, maybe forty-seven or forty-eight but she looks ten years younger. She looks thirty-something instead of forty-something. Trust me, if I wasn't marrying her daughter, I'd do her mother," whispered Brett with a dirty laugh.
"How old are you?"
"I'm twenty-five?"
"And Connie? How old is she?"
"She's 22-years-old. She didn't want to get married until after she graduated college and she graduated this May," whispered Brett.
"Wow, graduating college in May and being married in September, it's a big year for you," whispered Cassandra. "I'll tell you what. Let's take some of the pressure of your wedding night. Instead of talking sexy about your new bride, what if we talk sexy about your MILF of a future mother-in-law," whispered Cassandra. "Would you like that?"
"Oh, my God, yeah. I'd love that," whispered Brett. "Where Connie hasn't made love to me, I bet her mother would," he whispered in a dirty voice. "I can imagine her being a wildcat in bed."
"What's her name?"
"Sophia. Her name is Sophia, whispered Brett while allowing her name to roll off of his tongue. "Where Connie is hard sounding to say, Sophia is so sexily soft to utter. Sophia. I just love her name. I wish Connie's name was Sophia. Her parents named her after the famous actress, Sophia Loren, only she's much prettier than Sophia Loren," whispered Brett allowing her name just to roll of his tongue again. "Where Connie is so hard sounding, Sophia is so soft sounding. It's difficult to whisper Connie's name but so easy to whisper Sophia's name while in bed with her naked."
"I see. So, you've already thought about seeing your future mother-in-law naked?"
"Yes, many times while masturbating, I've thought of her topless and/or naked while having sex with me," whispered Brett.
"Okay then, tell me what Sophia looks like," whispered Cassandra.
"She's tall, 5' 9" tall, a few inches taller than Connie. Connie is 5' 5" tall. She has bigger breasts than Connie too, definitely a D cup. She has short, straight brown hair that comes down past her chin. Especially for an older woman, she's very pretty. Having not seen any old photos of her, I can't imagine what she must have looked like when she was Connie's age. If she looks this good now, she must have been spectacular twenty years ago. Actually, now that I think more about it, she resembles Mimi Rogers only prettier," whispered Brett.
"Mimi Rogers? Wow," she must be hot then," whispered Cassandra. "So, let's switch to talking dirty about your mother-in-law then to get you off, shall we?"
"Definitely," whispered Brett.
* * * * *
"Sophia eases herself in bed beside you. She looks like the heavenly Goddess that she is. Dressed in her sheer, practically see through blue nightgown, unlike her shyly, modest, virginal daughter, she turns on the light by the nightstand to give you a better view of her hot body hidden beneath the thin material," whispered Cassandra.
"Oh, my God," whispered Brett while stroking himself a little faster. "I can see her. I can really see her," whispered Brett. "Only, instead of a blue nightgown, make her nightgown pink. She likes pink."



"She kisses you, French kisses you. You're making out with your future mother-in-law. As she kisses and kisses you, you feel her big, D cup breasts through her pink nightgown while fingering her big, hard, erect nipples. As her kisses become more passionate, you undo the bow on her nightgown. Lowering the front of her nightgown, you expose her full breasts to your horny eyes," whispered Cassandra.
"Oh, my God, Cassandra, I can just see Sophia's big tits," whispered Brett.
"Touching her breasts and feeling her big tits, you finger her nipples before sucking her nipples. Once you start fingering and sucking her nipples, she reaches down to feel your cock. Stay with me Bret. Imagine your future mother-in-law feeling your cock. You're naked and she wraps her motherly fingers around your stiff prick while she slowly strokes you. You're future mother-in-law, Sophia, Connie's mother, is giving you, her future son-in-law, a hand job while your fingers touch, feel, and fondle every square inch of her beautiful body," whispered Cassandra.
"Jesus, I can just see her wearing that sexy pink nightgown. I can just imagine myself touching and feeling her in that sexy, sexual way," he said. "I can just feel her stroking my cock.
"Becoming sexually aroused by your kisses and by your touches, she starts breathing heavier. A few sighs escape her beautiful, full lips as you reach your hand down beneath her nightgown and between her legs to see if she's ready for him. Sticking a telltale finger in her pussy, she's wet and unlike her virginal daughter, she's hot to make love to you. She wants to fuck you but first she wants to suck you. You're future mother-in-law leans down to take your big cock in her mouth. Sophia is blowing you. Sophia is sucking you," whispered Cassandra.
"Oh, my God. Fuck yeah. That's good Cassandra. I'm getting ready to cum," said Brett.
* * * * *
Suddenly, without a knock but with the passkey in the lock, the door to the Honeymoon suite opened and slammed shut.
"Shit! Someone is here," whispered Brett to Cassandra.
"Brett? Hello? Where are you?" There's a knock on the closet door. "Are you in there? Why are you in the closet?
"Don't you dare hang up this phone Brett. I need to hear what happens," whispered Cassandra in sudden sexual desperation.
In a whoosh, Sophia opened the closet door. She looked at her future son-in-law's face before looking down at his hand holding his engorged prick.
"What are you doing? Why are you in the closet? Who are you talking to on the phone?"
"Wait, just allow me to get dressed," he said.
"Don't you dare put your cock away," she said raising her voice. "As if your prick is your lie detector, I'd rather you be vulnerable when answering my questions."
"Wow. That's a good one, a prick as a lie detector," said Cassandra. "Sophia sounds like a real bitch Brett. You have your hands full with this one. Good luck," she said with a laugh.
"Actually, she's really sweet and nice," said Brett.
"Who's with you on the phone?"
"Cassandra," answered Brett.
"Cassandra? Who's she?"
"Hello Sophia," said Cassandra.
"She knows my name? How does she know my name?"
"I've been telling her all about you," said Brett.
"You have?" Sophia split her focused attention from her future son-in-law's eyes to stare at his erect prick. "And pray tell, what have you been telling this stranger about me?"
"Oh, boy, here comes the good part," said Cassandra.
"I told her how beautiful you are. I told her how sexy you are. And I told her that you're a real MILF," said Brett.
"A real MILF? What's that?"
"Tell her Brett. Tell her what a MILF is. I bet you she already knows what a MILF is. She's playing you. She just wants to hear you say it," said Cassandra in his ear. "She just wants to hear you say that you'd love to fuck her."
"A MILF is a mother who I'd love to fuck," said Brett making eye contact before staring down at Sophia's big tits. She was showing a lot of cleavage in her attire for the wedding.
"So, you'd love to fuck me, is that it?" Sophia looked at Brett with eyes wide open. "Having sex with my daughter isn't enough for you?"
"Sex? What sex? Your daughter is a cold fish. With her still a virgin, even though we've been dating for more than two years, engaged for a year, and living together for the past view months, we've yet to have sexual intercourse. Once in a while she'll give me hand job. Once in a great while, she'll blow me, as long as I promise not to cum in her mouth," said Brett with sadness.
"Oh, you poor dear," said Sophia. "I'm sorry to confess that she takes after her father. I swear the last time I recall having sex with Ralph was when I conceived Connie 23 years ago. If you think you're sexually frustrated, you can only imagine how horny and how hot to trot I am," said Sophia giving her future son-in-law a sexy look.
"You're in like Flynn now Brett. This is your chance. Go for it. By her telling you that she's horny and hot to trot, she practically confessed to you that she wants you," whispered Cassandra.
Before Brett could cross the quasi incestuous line by propositioning his future mother-in-law, she crossed the quasi incestuous line by propositioning her future son-in-law. She made solid eye contact before breaking her stare to ogle his exposed prick. There was a long pause between them where they just stared at one another. Brett stared at the exposed tops and long line of cleavage of Sophia's tits while Sophia stared at Brett's engorged prick.
"Is there anything that I can do for you?" In the way she asked her question was sexier than anything that Cassandra has said. She stared at his cock while running a slow tongue across her lips. "Perhaps, if you'd like, I can relieve some of your sexual stress by giving you a hand job. Perhaps you'd like for me to suck you. Being now that we're nearly family, I'd blow you. It's been such a long while since I've had a cock in my hand and in my mouth. And unlike my daughter, I swallow and you may cum in my mouth."
"If you don't mind Sophia, may I take a rain check on the hand job and the blowjob?"
"Oh, my God, you dope," said Cassandra. "How stupid can you be? No wonder why you don't get laid. No wonder why you're horny and sexually frustrated. A rain check? Are you nuts? You just blew it buddy."
"A rain check? I don't understand," said Sophia looking at her Brett with sad eyes filled with rejection.
"Rather than having you give me a hand job and/or a blowjob, I'd rather make love to you Mom. If you don't mind and if it's okay with you, I'd rather fuck you. I'd rather strip you naked and have my wicked sexual way with you in the way that your daughter never allows me to have my wicked sexual way with her naked body," said Brett.
"Good move Casanova. You have her now," said Cassandra. "Oh, yeah, she's your bitch now."
"Oh, my," said Sophia suddenly looking sexually excited. "Seriously? You want to make love to me?
"Yes," said Brett stepping out of the closet with his cock sticking straight out of his pants.
"You want to fuck me?"
"God yes Sophia. I'd love to fuck you deep and I'd love to fuck you hard," said Brett wrapping his arm around his future mother-in-law's slim waist while pressing his exposed cock against her dress.
"You want to strip me naked and have your wicked sexual way with me?"
"Yes," said Brett taking Sophia in his arms and kissing while still holding the phone up to his ear.
As soon as he kissed her, she wrapped her long fingers around his cock. Then, dropping to her knees, she took her future son-in-law in her mouth and started sucking him.
"What's happening? Hello? Brett tell me," said Cassandra. "Talk to me. What's going on now?"
"Sophia is blowing me. Connie's mother, my future mother-in-law is sucking my cock," said Brett.
"Please don't call me your future mother-in-law," said Sophia removing Brett's cock from her mouth long enough to speak. "Call me Sophia."
"Okay, Sophia," said Brett.
She stood to meet her Brett's lips again and kissing him longer with more passion than their first kiss, she kissed in the way that Connie has never kissed him before.
"Oh, my God. This is so romantic. I only wish it was you kissing me. If I was there now, I'd do both you and your mother-in-law," said Cassandra willing to say anything to keep Brett on the phone longer while the phone sex charges racked up on his credit card.
"Let's go," said Sophia taking Bret's hand and leading him to the door.
"I can't go. I can't marry your daughter now," said Brett with as much sadness he had for Connie as the sexual excitement that he had for Sophia.
"I know," she said. "Let's go."
"Go? Go where?"
"Your bag is packed, you have the tickets and your passport ready to fly to Mexico, and I always carry my passport with me. We even have a limousine out front. Let's go. I'll take Connie's place as your wife and you take Ralph's place as my husband. Let's run off together and never look back. Let's go," she said pulling him towards the door after he grabbed his bag.
"Oh, my God, that's the happy ending that I would have wanted," said Cassandra swooning.
"Bye Cassandra," said Brett.
"Bye Brett," said Cassandra.
"Bye Cassandra," said Sophia.
"Bye Sophia," said Cassandra.
The End
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Susan anally fucks Billy Bob with her strap-on dildo, Big Bruno, in an underground garage in Boston.
As soon as Susan's strap-on dildo entered Billy Bob's ass cheeks, he let out a scream that echoed through the entire underground garage.
"Yeeeooow!"
In the way that Billy Bob must holler for his pigs in Pig's Holler, he let out an ungodly scream when Susan' strap-on dildo, Big Bruno, parted his ass cheeks wider and forced itself of his anal cavity deeper. If he was at a doctor's office for a medical procedure, he would have needed an anesthetic. For such a big man, an involuntary reaction, he screamed like a little girl. For such a big man, with Susan standing behind him with the full length of Big Bruno inside of Billy Bob's ass, helplessly controlled while anally connected, he was her bitch now instead of the other way around. Obviously accustomed to having his inappropriately, wicked way with women, when he thought he'd be getting the better of her, she got the better of him.
As far as she was concerned, it served him right in the way that he was inappropriately talking to her and touching her on the train. Full of confidence and full of himself then, he was full of plugged up shit now. A man she just happened to sit beside, he shouldn't feel that he could take inappropriate, verbal liberties with her and physical, sexual liberties with her person. A man she just happened to meet, he should have had more respect for her, but obviously he didn't. A man she just happened to me, he should have had more respect women in general, but obviously he doesn't. Now, with her dildo buried deep in his ass, she'd be teaching this man a lesson.
Even after his bad behavior on the train to Boston, when he thought that he was going to have his wicked, sexual way with her, she turned the table on him instead. As if they were buying a pig to poke together, this was the deal that she struck with him. If he wanted to have his wicked, sexual way with her, he had to allow her to have her wicked, sexual way with him first. A deal is a deal, if he wanted to fuck her up her ass, he had to allow her to fuck him in his ass first.
* * * * *
Being that Billy Bob had spent some time in prison, taking it in his ass wasn't a new thing. He's been forced to submit to having anal sex with men before and he's forced men to submit to having anal sex with him before too. Yet, what was new was instead of a man fucking him in his ass with his cock, it was a woman fucking him in his ass with a giant strap-on dildo.
To appease him after he molested her on the train by telling him that he could fuck her in her ass after she fucked him in his ass, that was the deal that Susan suggested and that was the deal that Billy Bob agreed to do. He could fuck her in her ass if she could fuck him in his ass first. As a man from the south who abided by his word, he kept his agreement to Susan by allowing her to fuck him up his ass with Big Bruno, her strap on fungo bat of a dildo. Only, obviously, with him already having a big, black, hard cock in his ass in prison, he didn't think it would hurt to be anally fucked with Big Bruno as much as it did. Oh, God, was he wrong.
Now with Big Bruno buried in Billy Bob's ass, at that point in time, Susan not only owned his ass, she owned him. Willing to do anything that she wanted, she was a woman in the control of a man in a man's world. Instead of having another big pig of a man sticking his cock inside of her or forcing her to suck him, she was sticking her dildo in a man. Taking her stand, she was getting even with Billy Bob for his inappropriate, sexual comments and his unwelcomed sexual gropes, feels, and touches. Taking her stand, a woman alone in a man's world, she was fucking all men in their asses.
How does he like being fucked up his ass in the way that so many men have fucked her over and again in every hole? With the roles reversed, how does he like being the bitch, her bitch? How does he like being used and abused in the way that so many men have used and abused her? How does not only being dominated but also being submissive to a woman?
With Susan humping and humping him, and with her fucking and fucking him up his ass harder and deeper, she was not only humping Billy Bob with Big Bruno, she was humping all the men who not only sexually fucked her and but also who fucked her over. Using Billy Bob as an example, he was the poster boy for all of the asshole men who have had little regard for her and who continue to have little regard for women. In the way that so many men disrespect her with their leering looks, nasty, dirty words, and/or inappropriate and unwelcomed touches, gropes, and feels, it was her turn now to get even. By assuming his role, she was teaching Billy Bob a lesson that he'd never soon forget.
No doubt, going deeper than he's ever been fucked up the ass in prison before, Susan was giving him the ass fucking of his life. Humping him harder and fucking him faster, she plunged Big Bruno deeper in his ass. As she was humping him, feeling as if she needed his apology and feeling as if she needed him to verbally acknowledge that he was in her control, she was tempted to ask him if he was sorry. In the way that men have done to her, she wanted to pull his hair and slap his face while asking him if he was sorry. No doubt, he'd respond, "Sorry for what? I didn't do nothin'."
"Are you sorry?" She so wanted to pull his hair hard to snap his head back. "Are you sorry for saying dirty and nasty things to me on the train?" She so wanted to slap his face. "Are you sorry for inappropriately touching, feeling, and groping me?" She so wanted to pull his hair again and again while slapping his face again and again. "Are you sorry?"
Only, he wasn't sorry. Knowing that it would be his turn soon to fuck her in her ass, he was just enduring all of this pain, embarrassment, and punishment to give it all back to her later. While fucking her in her ass, she could just hear him say, "Payback is a bitch, bitch. How do you like me now?"
In the way that he, no doubt, would, even though she was tempted to, she didn't ask him if he was sorry. She didn't care if he was sorry or not. Even though she was tempted to pull his hair and slap his face, in the way that he, no doubt, would to her, she didn't do pull his hair and/or slap his face. For all the women that he's so sexually abused, slamming her hips against his naked ass, she just continued humping him and fucking his ass. Once she was done humping him and fucking his ass, she was done with him.
She made her point with Big Bruno. Maybe the next time he tried to force a woman to do something that she didn't want to do with him, he'll remember this ass fucking. Pounding his ass in the way he undoubtedly wished he could pound her mouth, her pussy, and/or her ass with his puny, Rebel cock, she was fucking his ass as if she was a leader of the pack dog and he was her bitch in heat. She was fucking his ass in the way that no doubt Billy Bob wished he could fuck her mouth, her pussy, and her ass. In the way he talked to her on the train and salivated over her big tits and shapely body, no doubt, he couldn't wait to fuck her mouth, pussy, and ass.
By him agreeing for her to have her wicked sexual way with his ass, no doubt, he thought that he'd be having his wicked, sexual way with her ass too. Yet, with him do despicably nasty and ill-mannered with her so extraordinarily beautiful and shapely, obviously by allowing her to fuck him in the ass with Big Bruno, Billy Bob knew that this agreement was the only way that he could have his wicked, sexual way with Susan's ass too. The only way he obviously thought she'd allow him to fuck her in her ass with his puny, little cock is to allow her to fuck him up his ass with Big Bruno.
Fucking and fucking him, she pushed him hard up against the wall. She humped him, she fucked him, and impaled him up against the wall while humping him harder and fucking him deeper. Then, as if she had killed him, giving up his fight to stop her from humping him any harder and going any deeper, as if she just anally fucked the life right out of him, she felt him submit. When she felt his whole body let go and go limp, he belonged to her now. She fucked the fight right out of him. Then, when she tried pulling Big Bruno from out of his anal cavity, stuck inside, she had to turn, twist, and jump back to remove her giant dildo from his meaty ass.
"Yeeeooow," he cried out in pain as she forced that small bat from his ass.
Once free of Big Bruno, as if he was unconscious, Billy Bob crumpled to the ground in a heap of blubber. Looking much like a beached whale on a beach on Cape Cod, breathing heavily and sweating, he didn't move. She had taken complete control over his fat body. With blood and feces staining the end of Big Bruno and streaking up the sides of it, no longer wanting to claim Big Bruno after where it's been, she unbuckled her strap and tossed Big Bruno on the ground beside him. She looked at him lying there, the man who so inappropriately said nasty things to her and who took the liberty to inappropriately touch, grope, and feel parts of her womanly body after just meeting him on a train.
How dare he? What right did he have to say those filthy things to her? What right did he have to dare touch her? Look at him just lying there sweating and panting. After being fucked up the ass by a woman, he's not such a player now. He's a bitch. He's her bitch.
* * * * *
Not wasting any time in leaving him there with his pants and underwear down around his ankles, she climbed in her car, closed her door, started the engine, put her top down, and drove away. With her having her wicked, sexual, anal way with him in the way that so very men have had their wicked, sexual way with her, she didn't want to wait around for him to regain his energy. She certainly didn't want to wait around for him to take out his revenge on her sweet, round, firm ass.
"Dumb hillbilly ass," she said as she was driving away.
Being that she was never going to abide by her agreement for him to fuck her up her ass, she was gone, gone, and gone in sixty seconds. The last thing he heard of her was the loud exhaust rumble of her Mustang GT echoing throughout the underground garage. There was no way that she was going to wait around to make sure that he was okay. Best someone like him be left to his own devices and his own misery. Best someone like him go home and return to his fucked up life on his pig farm with his pigs and to the whores he fucked on a Saturday night.
"Bye Billy Bob. Bye! Thank you for allowing me to fuck you in your ass. You may keep Big Bruno as a souvenir," she said with a wave of her pretty hand while laughing and looking at him in her rear view mirror still lying there motionless.
"Fucking bitch," he said while still in the fetal position with a hand pressed to his ass. "I'll get you," he yelled after her. "I'll fix you. You just wait and see. You'll be sorry that you every fucked with Billy Bob," he said taking ownership of Big Bruno and using the giant dildo to help himself up from the cement floor of the garage. As if willing her to crash in a pole, he stared at back end of her car driving away while giving her the evil eye.
"Bye Billy Bob! Bye," screamed out Susan as she left the garage and left him.
"We'll see how you like it when I fuck you up your ass with this," he said holding up Big Bruno as if it was a torch that he had just been given to carry for all men who have been physically and emotionally abused by a mere woman. "Ow! Ow! Ow," he cried out while standing to pull up his underwear and pants.
* * * * *
That next day, Billy Bob lay in wait for Susan to park her car in her reserved parking space. With her no doubt figuring that she thought he took the next train home, he delayed his return home to get even with her. Wanting to really give it to her and to make sure that she got more than what she dished out to him, he called his two friends Larry and his brother Larry to help him. Weird that he'd have two friends both named Larry, it was even weirder that two brothers would share the same first name, but they were step-brothers joined together from two different marriages.
Billy Bob, Larry, and Larry hid behind poles while waiting for Susan. It wasn't long before they heard the familiar, unmistakable, loud rumble of a Mustang GT. As if the car's exhausted heralded her arrival when driving a chariot down from Heaven, all who heard the sound of a Mustang making its way through a closed, underground garage turned to stare. Uniquely different sounding from any other car, there's nothing like the sound of the exhaust of a Mustang GT. It wasn't long before they watched her pull her satin, black convertible in her parking space, put up her top, open her door, and step out of her car.
"Show time! Get even time," said Billy Bob to out loud.
As soon as she parked her car and got out, oblivious to the three men hiding in wait for her, she walked around the back of the Mustang to open her trunk to retrieve her pocketbook. Being that she was driving around downtown Boston in a convertible, she didn't want some man reaching in her car and grabbing her pocketbook from the front seat and taking off with it while she's stuck in traffic. Street smart, after having been fucked over by so many men before, a man would have to go a long way to fuck her over again.
Yet, seemingly, unbeknownst to the danger awaiting her in the shadows of the deserted underground garage, instead of being the victor as she was yesterday, today she was the victim. Today, instead of her fucking Billy Bob in his ass, he'd be fucking her in her ass. Two can play this game and today it was his turn to win. Today was the day that he'd finally satisfy the agreement that e made with her by fucking her in her ass after she fucked him in his ass.
Quickly, as if he was a boxer or a prima ballerina so light on his feet, he stealthily approached her. Once behind her and once close enough to her to reach out his hand to grab her, before she could even turn around, Billy Bob threw his fat hand over her mouth. As if to punctuate that he owned her, he reached down with his other hand to feel her panty clad ass through her short skirt while Larry and Larry watched the free show. As if already fucking her in her ass, he pressed her body against the back of her car with his fat body. Then, he slowly raised the back of her short skirt with purpose, with anger, and with vengeance.
Once her skirt was lifted up beyond her waist and once her white, bikini panties were completely exposed to Larry and Larry, he stuck his meaty hand between her legs. While fingering her pussy through her panty, he grabbed a whole handful of her panty clad pussy before sticking his hand down the back of her underwear. As if looking for something, he felt a whole handful of her firm, round ass before pulling down her panties. Hunched over her car trunk, unable to move and not even bothering to struggle, she stood there bare assed naked for the sexual delight of Larry and Larry.
* * * * *
"Wait," she said. "A deal is a deal and I don't mind you fucking me in my ass but with your two friends already seeing so much of me, too much of me, I haven't had the pleasure of meeting your two friends."
With her skirt still raised up to her waste, while flashing them her blonde, trimmed pussy, and with Billy Bob grabbing a big handful of her long, lush, naturally blonde hair, he spun her around to introduce his two friends.
"This is Larry and this is his brother Larry," said Billy Bob.
She looked from Larry and Larry to look at Billy Bob before looking back at Larry and Larry.
"There must be quite the story that you both have the same first name," she said with a laugh. "I'm pleased to meet you Larry and Larry. Please forgive my exposed appearance but I don't have much choice in the matter," she said with a little nervous laugh.
"You're very beautiful," said Larry #1.
"You have a beautiful ass and pussy," said Larry #2.
"Thank you, I think," said Susan. "Listen Billy Bob, being that we made our little agreement, I'm okay with you fucking me in my ass, really I am, but I'm not into having a gangbang. I know once you have me pinned against the back of my car, not only will you be using Big Bruno on me but you'll all will be having your wicked sexual way with me by sticking your cocks in my ass, in my pussy, and in my mouth," said Susan.
"You got that right," said Billy Bob taking Big Bruno from Larry #1 while pounding the big, wooden club in the palm of his hand. "Once Big Bruno has had his turn, we're all going to have our turns fucking you while you suck us."
"Is that right?"
"Yes, that's right Susan," said Billy Bob.
"So that I'm not fucked into oblivion, what if I call my two roommates and the three of us can party together. That way, you can give my ass the full attention that you should and the ass fucking that I truly deserve," said Susan. "I'd rather do you one-on-one than to be forced to do three-on-one."
"Two roommates?" Larry #1 looked to Larry #2. "Are they purdy?"
"Purdy? They're more than purdy Larry. They're pretty. They're beautiful. Much prettier than me, they are the most beautiful women you've ever seen," said Susan.
"What's their names?" Larry #1 gave Susan a missing tooth smile.
"Sally and Wendy," said Susan. "Shall I call them?"
"Yeah, go ahead and call them but no monkey business. I don't want you calling the police. Matter of fact, hand me your phone, give me their number, and I'll dial it," said Billy Bob.
"Okay," said Susan reaching in her pocketbook and pulling out a Lady Smith, model 642, .38 caliber handgun. "Say hello to my little friends. "This is Susan Smith and Wendy Wesson, Lady Smith of Smith and Wesson."
"Wait, now hold on there, Susan. We were only joking. We weren't about to do you no harm," said Billy Bob. "Matter of fact, I was just about to pull up your panties and pull down your skirt."
"Is that right?" Waving her gun at each man, Susan looked from Billy Bob to Larry and to Larry. "Is that why you lifted my skirt, pulled down my panties, and brought Big Bruno to the party because you were joking?"
"Yeah, well, we did have a deal and I kept my end of the bargain. I allowed you to fuck me up my ass with Big Bruno. It was only fair that I should fuck you in your ass Big Bruno and with my cock too," said Billy Bob. "Larry and Larry were just icing on your pudding and happy to come to our little party.
"I see," said Susan taking no prisoners. "Take off your pants. Take off your pants now I said," said Susan pointing her gun at all three men.
"What?"
"Take off your pants," she said taking the gun off of safety and putting her finger on the trigger. "Take them off now!"
"Okay, okay," said Billy Bob.
"And your underwear too," she said. "You too," she said pointing her gun at Larry and Larry. "Pretend that this is a new version of Deliverance or Pulp Fiction where the woman is in control of your asses. Now strip naked, you hillbillies."
In case they had thoughts of bum rushing her, she took a couple of steps back to give her the time to get off three, well aimed shots.
Billy Bob, Larry, and Larry removed their pants and their underwear.
"Okay, so now that we're naked," said Billy Bob, "now what?"
"Bend over and spread them," said Susan.
"You," she said pointing to Larry #1. "Get behind him and fuck him in his ass."
Immediately obeying her as if he had fucked Billy Bob in his ass before, Larry #1 moved behind Billy Bob and inserted his cock in his ass.
"Oh, my God, Susan. I'll get even with you if it's the last thing that I do," said Billy Bob.
"Now you," she said pointing to Larry #2. "Get in front of him and stick your cock in his mouth. I'm tired of listening to him threatening me."



"Thank you," said Larry #1.
"You're welcome," said Susan.
"Thank you," said Larry #2.
"You're welcome," said Susan.
Immediately Larry #2 obeyed and as soon as Billy Bob opened his mouth again to protest, he filled his mouth with his cock. Now with Larry #1 fucking Billy Bob in his ass and Larry #2 receiving a blowjob from Billy Bob, Susan got in her car and drove away.
"Bye," waved Susan.
To be continued...
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As if truly seeing myself for the first time, I had an epiphany while staring at myself in the mirror as to why I write.
"Why do I write?"
I'm Susan Jill Parker, my real name, and I'm a writer. Yet, I'm not just any writer. I don't write non-fiction, something that most writers write. Matter of fact, did you know that 95% of everything published in the world is non-fiction? Think about it. With all of the newspapers, magazines, text books, manuals, directions, brochures, booklets, advertisements (if you want to call that non-fiction), packaging, and autobiographies, it's all non-fiction. Nearly every word written in the world every day is non-fiction.
"Wow!"
To me, with all of that research and reading that must be done before writing a word of non-fiction, non-fiction is boring which is why I write fiction. Counting only on myself and my creativity, I prefer making up things from my imagination. Yet, I don't just write one specific kind of fiction, I'm one of the few writers on Literotica who writes in 30 of the 35 categories. Most of what I write has sexual content. Yet, I don't write pornography. I write erotica.
Not to be confused with pornography, there's a huge difference from between pornography and erotica. Erotica is much different than pornography. Those who prefer reading pornography may not like reading erotica and vice versa. My stories are real stories with character names, descriptions, imagery, dialogue, tension, and plot. My stories all have a beginning, a middle, and an ending. Even my incest stories, more of a tender love story, are more about character development and relationships, especially mother and son love affairs, than that are about sex, sex, and more sex.
Yet, more importantly, being that I can only write what I know, most of my stories are from my real life experiences, especially my stories of exhibitionism and voyeurism. Being that I've always been an exhibitionist, as most women are, what I've written about in exposing my body to men is exactly what I've done in exposing my body to men in my life. Believe it or not, many of my stories are more non-fiction than they are fiction. In that regard, when writing about my sexual experiences, truly, most of what I write about me is indeed non-fiction.
* * * * *
With me being a woman alone writing on a porn site, afraid to write under my real name, I started writing erotica at Literotica in 2007 under the name of BostonFictionWriter. I wrote under that name for two years. Along the way in both years, 2007 and 2008, I finished 2nd place in Literotica's yearlong, prestigious and very difficult to win, Survivor contest, the writer with the most stories in the most categories wins. I won $250 in both of those years. Then, in 2009, too preoccupied with writing and publishing e-Books, I wrote under PositiveThinker, CarBuffStuff, and WmForrester and didn't finish in the top five.
With hundreds of thousands of stories posted to Literotica, my story written under WmForrester is 66th on the all-time most read list of stories with 1.666 million views. I would have had two stories in the top ten, Mother-in-law Stripped Naked and Sex with Sister-in-law, Samantha, written under BostonFictionWriter, had I not pulled them to post as e-Books. After only on the site for three months in 2007, the stories already had 850,000 and 650,000 hits respectively. I can't imagine how many millions of hits they would have had 7 years later. Because so many thieves were stealing my stories to post as e-Books on Amazon under their name, I deleted more than 400 stories posted on Literotica and written under BostonFictionWriter. I was tired of thieves making money off of me.
In 2010, I wrote under AndTheEnd and again finished 2nd place in the Survivor contest. The Survivor contest is the only contest on Literotica that I can win because it's not dependent upon phony votes and a writer's popularity but on pure volume. In 2011, I wrote under SuperHeroRalph and actually won the Survivor contest, along with $500.
After writing for Literotica for 5 years and after being stalked, threatened with physical harm, having received several death threats, and having my Facebook page hacked and deleting it, I decided to give up the charade and write under my real name. In 2012, I wrote as SusanJillParker. I finished 3rd in the Survivor contest and won $200. Last year, 2013, I won the Survivor contest again, this time under SusanJillParker instead of SuperHeroRalph. Now, in 2014, I'm leading the Survivor contest yet again.
Since 2007, I've written more than 1,500 stories, more than 100 poems, and more than 10 million words. I've received more than 200 million hits and tens of thousands of e-mails. Unlike other writers who don't answer any e-mails and who don't appreciate readers enough to thank them, I answer every e-mail, as long as it's not disrespectful and/or nasty. In 2008, I was the only writer ever nominated as the most influential writer and as the most influential poet on Literotica. With more than 60,000 writers writing on Literotica, I'm number 29th on the most favored authors list and still climbing. Seemingly, there are some readers who enjoy erotica over pornography. Seemingly, there are some readers enjoy what I write.
Only and sadly, please remove your hats for a moment of silence. With only 1 reader out of 500 readers who vote, sometimes I feel as if I'm writing just for myself and for the sake of writing. If only readers would view voting as applause, I'd have more votes. If only those readers who enjoyed my stories and liked my writing would vote, I'd win more contests. Yet, sadly, only 1 reader out of 10,000 readers make a comment. If only readers would view making a comment as asking the writer for an encore, I'd have more comments. I'd have more feedback. I'd have more fans.
"It's so sad not being appreciated for all the hard work that I do."
Most readers who don't write may not understand what it takes to create, develop, write, rewrite, edit, and reedit a story before submitting it to Literotica. Even then after spending hours rereading the story, a typo or two slips through. Taking about three weeks, it takes me about 60-90 hours to write a polished 6,000 word story.
Some stories fly out faster. Some stories are finished in a day and reread and reedited in a few hours. Yet, writing is as lonely as it is laborious. Only special people are writers. Only dreamers who would rather escape reality for hours every day, write fiction. The rest are readers, editors, and teachers.
We writers write for free. Yeah sure, we write because we must but we write stories expressly for you. We write for you entertainment. We bear our souls so that you can read our stories.
Tell me this, would you attend a free concert and not applaud at the end? When served a meal in a restaurant, would you not give your food server a tip, especially if your food server looked anything like me, tall, blonde, blue-eyed, beautiful, and busty? Would you attend a school play and not applaud when finished? Would you attend a ballgame or a football game and not cheer?
Then, why do you read my stories without voting for my stories and without giving me a vote of confidence for me to continue writing for you? Forget about making a comment, just vote. Vote. Please vote. Just vote. Actually, it would be nice if you made a comment too. I need to know what you thought of my story so that I may write a better story the next time.
* * * * *
As a 42-year-old woman, I didn't just start out writing. Even though I may have been born a writer, as writing is something that can't be taught, I wasn't born with a pen in my hand or my fingers poised on typewriter or computer keys. Sure professors in college can teach you the mechanics of writing but either you're a writer or you're not. Either you live to write or you don't.
As have many great writers experienced the hardships of life, I was made to suffer through my emotions by enduring, living, and surviving my sad, little life. Oh, woe is me, boohoo, but realistically, I should have a problem. At least I can get out of bed every morning. At least I'm not blind, deaf, dumb, and/or crippled. At least I don't have some God awful disease. With the horrible childhood that I had, I'm lucky to be alive actually.
"I made it! I survived my mother and my half-brothers."
My writing all started one day, 33-years-ago, when I was at my lowest point. As far as I'm concerned, no child should be depressed but I was depressed every day. Tired of being sad, depressed, and angry, I picked up a pen and a pad and wrote what I was feeling through poetry. Wow! A mind altering experience, opening a window to my soul, it was as if I had released the flood gates after being constipated.
I felt so much better after purging myself through words, albeit words that rhymed. A therapeutic and necessary process, instead of keeping everything in my head, now I was putting all that I felt to paper. As if saying goodbye to all of those thoughts, I released them from me. Then, reading them on paper instead of thinking them in my head, and reading them as if they were written by someone else and were their thoughts and not mine, I separated myself from feeling bad and sad. Those thoughts were no longer mine. Those thoughts were no longer private. With my internal monologue no longer controlling me, finally, I was free from my thoughts. Finally, I was free to begin living my life in the way that I wanted to live it without feeling sad, bad, guilty, and remorseful.
After reading poetry for years, I finally discovered writing poetry. I was writing my poem instead of reading someone else's poems. Granted, the first to admit my lack of poetic skill, I was a terrible poet but that wasn't the point of me writing poetry. More importantly, I was freeing my mind and purging my soul. I was writing while learning how to write poetry to be a better poet. Now having a much needed outlet, I was finally free from my misery. Writing poetry was my release valve. Assuredly and admittedly, I'm not a great poet, but poetry was my first attempt at writing anything.
Whenever I was ready to boil over with frustration and explode with anger, writing poetry lessened my load by calming my disturbed mind. Even better than reading, which I was a voracious reader, writing poetry cleared my mind to not only make room for my other thoughts but also to help me understand the thoughts that I was already thinking. A troubled young woman heading down the road of self-destruction, if I had to pick one thing to credit or to blame for my love of writing, unbelievably, it all started with television. My becoming a writer, whether poetry, short stories, novels, and/or erotica started with me watching TV.
My escape from my reality, I'm a huge TV trivia and movie buff fan, always have been and always will be. Since I was a kid, the television was my babysitter. While my four, much older half-brothers worked or were out screwing and drinking, and while my mother was either out whoring all night or passed out drunk and/or sleeping until noon, I watched TV. I would have not survived my childhood had it not been for the miracle of television. I can't imagine my life without that glimpse to the rest of the world through the odyssey of television. I don't know how others lived without television before it was invented but I'm glad that I was born after television was invented.
* * * * *
"I didn't want you," said my mother. "You were an unwanted pregnancy. You should have been squirted in a condom, in my mouth, in my ass, on my tits, or down my leg instead of inside of my pussy," she said looking right through me after being out all night fucking, sucking, and drinking.
"Mom?" Shocked, hurt, sad, and angry, I couldn't think of anything else to say. "How can you say that to me?"
Easy. She didn't care about me. My eye opening moment of realization, if she cared about me, she never would have said something so hurtful. Thinking back on it now, my mother was such a disgusting, drunken whore. Sleeping in her clothes without even bothering to remove her makeup, with her hair and makeup a mess and her clothes disheveled, she looked more like a homeless woman than I did when I was homeless. As if someone how just crawled out of the sewer, she always smelled of stale perfume, booze, and cigarettes.
"I nearly aborted you," she said punctuating what she previously said to obviously make sure that I understood her meaning.
I was an unwanted pregnancy. That's something I could have done without knowing. I was just told that I was an accident of birth and nearly aborted, even more information that I didn't need to know. How about that?
Can you imagine my mother having the audacity, the insensitivity, and the insanity to tell me that bit of information that I wished you had kept to herself? Can you imagine your mother telling you that you weren't wanted and that she almost terminated you? What do you say to that? There was nothing that I could say in response to that other than thank you for not aborting me.
"Wow!"
What she said is important enough to repeat. I'll never forget her telling me that. She was sitting at the kitchen table. It was 2 am in the morning and she had just come home after being out all night God knows where and doing God knows what. As if I was her mother and she was my daughter, I was worried sick about her. She could have been dead for all I knew. Yet, because I loved my mother, even though it was obvious that she didn't love me, I still worried about her.
"You were an accident of birth. With four grown sons, the last thing that I wanted was another frigging baby, especially a worthless girl who will never amount to anything and who will never earn any money," she said looking right through me.
Figuring she was drunk and didn't mean what she said, the next day, she said it all again.
"I should have aborted you and I almost did. Only, you lucked out. I didn't have the money for an abortion," she said raising her voice while looking at me with hatred and before putting an exclamation point to all that she already said. "I don't love you. I never loved you. You're an anchor around my neck. I despise you."
An automatic habit that I have, always comparing my real life to a movie, when she told me that, I thought of Joan Crawford's movie Mommy Dearest and in the deplorable way she treated her daughter, Christina. When she told me that she didn't love me but despised me, I was hurt, an understatement. I was sad, another understatement. I was angry. I wanted to strangle her. I wanted to beat her to death with her heavy, green, glass ashtray that was always full of lipstick coated cigarettes. Seeing her cigarettes made me wonder how many cocks had her lipstick on them the night before.
After that, never forgiving her for what she said, I had little to do with her for the rest of the day and for days, weeks, months, and years after. I tried to act as if I wasn't living there. Avoiding her, I became as invisible as I could. While she slept, I watched TV with the sound turned down. As soon as she got out of bed to pee, I hid. As soon as she got up for coffee, I left the house.
Knowing she'd be going out with some guy, hanging out with friends or walking around Boston alone, I didn't return home from school until late and until after she left the house. In those hours when I wasn't home from school, she never looked for me. She never called any of my friends' mothers to see if I was there. She didn't care. Obviously, she hoped I was dead, as dead as she was on the inside.
With not seeing her at all some days, I had little to do with her after that. If she didn't want me, then I didn't want her. If she didn't love me, then I didn't love her. If she despised me, then I despised her. I couldn't wait to get a job and leave home.
Yet, embracing the new me, instead of getting angry enough to do something destructive to her or to myself, I wrote poetry. Without doubt, writing poetry not only saved my sanity, it saved my life. Writing poetry was my place to hide and my private place to disappear from the misery of my life. Writing poetry was my answer to my prayers to God to save me from these horrible people, from my mother and from my four half-half-brothers. Seemingly born again, with me writing down all that troubled me, whatever my mother and my half-half-brothers said, did, didn't say, or didn't do troubled me less. Just as they didn't care about me, I didn't care about them.
* * * * *
With my youngest half-brother 18 years older than me and my oldest half-brother 27 years older than me and with all of us having different fathers, now grown men, they were seldom home. Not long after I was born, not wanting to bother with babysitting me, they lived their own lives. Later, married and with families and living in Ohio and Michigan while working for automotive manufacturing industries, they had little to do with me. It was as if I wasn't even their half-sister still living with my mother in Boston.
Perhaps they felt funny that I knew their dirty, little secret. Before they all raped me, they all slept with my mother, not just once but multiple times. I'd hear them drinking, laughing, sucking, and fucking. Maybe they feared that I'd tell their wives and/or girlfriends the perverts they were for sleeping with their mother and then raping me.
Being that my four half-half-brothers were all sexually, incestuously intimate with my mother at one time or another, there's a justified suspicion that one of my half-brothers is my father. With no one coming forward to claim me as their daughter, no one knows which one may be my father. With us all looking so much alike, surely I don't which one of my half-brothers fathered me or if perhaps it was one of many of my mother's "special boyfriends" is how she referred to them who gave me life.
"How's that for being fucked up? If it's not bad enough that my father may be from my mother having sex with a paid for sex stranger, a multitude of paid for sex strangers, but my father may be one of my half-brothers."
Practically growing up alone and without adult supervision most times, television was my only entertainment. A latchkey kid who was trapped in my small apartment, being that I was friendless, lonely, and alone, television was not only my only friend but also my best friend. I didn't have any interaction with anyone but my teachers and classmates at school. I was always the quiet kid and the shy kid who stayed on the sidelines while the others played their games. Depressed and angry, I found it impossibly difficult to interact with anyone. I just wanted to be left alone.
As if I was a stay-at-home invalid, by watching situation comedies and inappropriate movies, television was my way to see the world and to learn the nuances of the language, along with the customs and traditions of what it's like to have a real family. Rather than my mother and half-brothers teaching me things, a stunted childhood, I learned everything I knew from watching TV. Being that we didn't have cable or a VCR thirty-five years ago when I was a kid, and didn't have a lot of channels to choose from, 4, 5, 7, 38, and 56, old movies and old situation comedies were not only my favorite programs to watch but also my only programs to watch.
When not watching TV and when playing hooky from school, unable to afford the admission price, I'd sneak in the movies. There was always a side door ajar that was left open for an usher to return back to work after smoking a cigarette. Even though the light from the door opening and closing illuminated me sneaking in the movie, most ushers didn't care that someone entered without paying. After talking to them about the movie, I got to know all of the ushers. Perhaps because I was friendly and pretty, they didn't care that I snuck in the movies. Once, an usher even held the door open for me to sneak inside.



Suffice to say that unless I took myself to school, with my mother seemingly not caring if I was dead or alive and with my half-brothers considering me nothing more than a nuisance, I missed a lot of school. Without ever seeing a dentist or a doctor, until I was either reported by the school nurse or rushed to the hospital by ambulance, I didn't see a doctor or a dentist until I paid for a medical visit myself once working. I'm lucky to still have all of my teeth in my head. With me growing up without any medical care whatsoever, I'm lucky I survived my childhood. I'm lucky I didn't die from the flu, a whooping cough, or a concussion. Obviously, I had good genes.
* * * * *
Along with a steady diet of milk, Cocoa Puff and/or Cocoa Krispy cereal, Pop Tarts, and Cheese Doodles, I was always left alone with my imagination and my thoughts. With all of us eating at different times of the day, around the clock, we ate mostly fast foods, TV dinners, mac and cheese, toast, Eggo waffles, frozen pizza, and apples and bananas. Just as there wasn't a lot of cooking going on in my house, there wasn't a lot of food either.
With everyone coming and going, mostly going, everything was hit or miss, mostly miss. Everyone ate out but with me being stuck at home and not having any money to buy what I wanted or needed, I had to make do whatever I could find to eat. Sometimes one of my half-brothers would think of me and bring me home something to eat. There was never any food until the end of the week when my half-brothers got paid and would fill the refrigerator with beer and everything else. Sometimes they threw a few dollars at me for running them an errand or doing them a favor.
Unlike all of the other kids in the neighborhood, there were no back-to-school or Easter outfits. With my mother and half-brothers never home and with me caring for myself, I was the poor kid that all the kids called names. I was the poor kid that the mothers from the neighborhood would leave a package of hand-me-down clothes or food for me at our door. Most times, until I entered high school and became more self-conscious of how I looked because of jealous girls and interested boys, I wore my half-brothers old clothes. For the longest time, wearing jeans, tee shirts, and sweatshirts instead of skirts, blouses, and dresses, I dressed more like a boy than I did a girl. With my long, blonde hair pinned back and tucked beneath a baseball cap, most people thought that I was a boy until I started growing breasts.
It would be easier for me to remember how many birthday parties, Thanksgiving dinners, and Christmas celebrations I had than I didn't have. I never had a birthday party until my girlfriend game me a surprise birthday party when I turned 21. Not knowing what to do and how to act, instead of acting surprised, I cried. Unable to face everyone who was there for me, embarrassed by the attention and sad that this was my first birthday party, I stayed out in the hall until my girlfriend coaxed me inside.
One year, with one of my half-brothers thinking that he was doing a good thing, he came home drunk with a frozen turkey on Thanksgiving morning. Unable to cook a frozen bird, with all the stores closed, my mother still in bed, and nothing else to eat, we had pancakes. It's odd that I remember having pancakes with my half-brothers while watching football as a good memory instead of a Thanksgiving nightmare. It's odd that I remember my mother sleeping being a good memory instead of her being there with her poisonous attitude and combative disposition always ready to start trouble.
In the eighteen years that I lived there, I remember sitting at a table for two Thanksgiving dinners with my mom and half-brothers before everyone started fighting and leaving and I was left sitting at the table alone. With them all drunk every holiday, they were no fun to be around anyway. When I was older, I cooked my own Thanksgiving Day dinner but, with them out all night the day before, no one came home to eat it. Spending the day watching TV, the Macy's Day parade and football games afterward, I was alone and had a better Thanksgiving dinner with myself than I ever could have with any of them.
* * * * *
Most Christmases, we didn't even have a tree or if we did have one it was an afterthought and one of my half-brothers would lug home a Charlie Brown Christmas tree that he bought at discount the day before Christmas. I remember him being so happy that he bought it for cheap instead of paying full price like all the other suckers. Only, while all the other suckers were having a good Christmas, my mother and brothers were drunk and having sex with one another in her bedroom. Then, later, with my Mom celebrating Christmas with some, new "special boyfriend," and my half-brothers God knows where and doing God knows what, Christmas was just another day. With nothing to look forward to, I stayed to myself while writing my poetry.
Instead of receiving a gift at Christmas, I had a better chance of getting a gift from one of my half-brothers during the year. When one of my half-brothers used his five finger discount and stole something from a downtown, department store or when something supposedly fell off of a truck, they gave me what they didn't want or thought that I might like. Stolen merchandise was part of our lives. We always had boxes of unopened items all throughout the house that my half-brothers routinely sold out of their car trunks to people in the neighborhood. Toasters, coffeemakers, CD's, CD players, TV's, vacuum cleaners, irons, blenders, toaster ovens, microwaves, and stereos, crowded our small apartment.
An innocent victim, I just lived there. As if I was Sergeant Schultz on Hogan's Heroes, I knew nothing and wanted to keep it that way. It was as if we had our own black market in our kitchen, bedrooms, and living room. With this their thing, minding my own business and saying nothing to no one about anything, I wasn't party to any of that. Being that we only lived in four, small rooms, we had stolen merchandise nearly piled to the ceiling.
With my mother Hungarian and Italian, an odd combination, she came here as a baby after the war. Back then, when she was first married and before any of us were born, she was tall and strikingly beautiful. In love and happily married, it was when her husband died, the details of that were sketchy and never told to me, that she did whatever she did to survive, mostly stripping and prostitution. All of our fathers were English and Irish or English and Italian. In the vein of strongmen competitors, my half-brothers were all tall, big bodied strong, Hungarian men and were big eaters. Watching them feed was like watching wild animals eating. With their elbows out, their heads bent over their food, and with all of them chewing loudly, I knew enough to stay away from the table whenever they were eating.
A chubby kid because of all the junk food I ate, I didn't develop my hot, bikini body until I was in my early twenties. It was when I started shooting 100 baskets, three times a day, every day in the blistering, hot sun that the pounds literally disappeared to leave me with a toned, shapely figure. Of course, it helped that I stopped eating junk food and was blessed with big breasts. Enamored with them, I loved my big tits. Once I left home at 18, after my four half-brothers raped me, long story, it was then that I was finally able to put my troubled past behind me and make it on my own.
* * * * *
While watching TV, losing myself in the program and becoming one of the fictional characters, I used to imagine that I'd be rich but not famous. Always wanting to hide, always feeling self-consciously embarrassed over one thing or another, feeling so bad about myself that I never thought of myself as being beautiful, I never imagined myself being famous only rich. Never wanting the aggravation and lack of privacy that comes with celebrity, I always wanted to be rich. I'd much rather have fortune than fame. I imagined everyday being Christmas.
Truth be told, I imagined my life being much like a female version of Howard Hughes living alone on the top floor of the Desert Hotel in Vegas albeit without the Kleenex boxes for slippers. Later in life I imagined my life being much like a female version of Sean Connery in Finding Forrester when he lived on the top floor of a rundown house in a ghetto. Ultimately, in the way of Marlena Dietrich, "wanting to be left alone," I'd rather hide myself behind my mansion's walls while writing, writing, and writing. If only I were rich, while the rest of the world passed me by and while knowing that I could buy anything any time, all I had to do was to pick up the phone and order it.
"Wow! How cool is that having the whole world at my fingertips while holding a credit card with an unlimited balance?"
Only that dream of being rich never happened for me. Instead, I grew up as emotionally troubled as I was suffering poor. The six of us, my four half-brothers, my mother, and me, lived in a small, rundown, four room apartment with one bathroom and no shower or bathtub. With none of us having any privacy, we washed in the kitchen sink or showered in the gym or the public bathhouse. Filled with pent-up rage controlling my thoughts, I remember always being angry. When I wasn't angry, I remember always being sad. If I wasn't yelling and screaming at someone, I was crying. Never do I ever remember being happy. Then, with my half-brothers leaving one by one and my mother never home, I was always alone.
Just needing a place to flop at night, whenever they came home, my half-brothers didn't give a care what the place looked like. With clothes strewn everywhere, seemingly they didn't notice the dirt or the filth. As long as they bought me a washer and a dryer, which they stole, and paid me to do it, I did all of their dirty laundry. It was when I found my first roach and my first mouse that I went on a cleaning and extermination binge. Something my mother should have been doing, but never did.
A total mess, the place was littered with empty beer and vodka bottles, trash and garbage. With us not having a dishwasher, other than me, I can't remember ever having a clean sink. The sink was always full of dirty dishes, cups, glasses, and silverware. Embarrassed by the place and by my mother and half-brothers, I never brought any of my friends home. With roach and mice traps set all over the place, every time I killed a bug or a mouse, I'd make a little tombstone, give the creature a name, and tape it to my bedroom wall. It wasn't very long before I had a virtual cemetery of little tombstones with names such as Mickey, Minnie, Mighty, Tom, Jerry, Jiminy, Raid, Rocky, and Mad Max.
Then, one day, out of the corner of my eye, seemingly as big as a small mouse and big enough to create a shadow, I spotted Roachzilla. He was poised at the very top of my window. Armed with my can of hairspray, somehow he knew I was out to kill him. With my arm outstretch and taking aim with a steady stream of Aqua Net hairspray, he jumped from the window and flew at my head.
"Fuck! I didn't know cockroaches could fly."
I sprayed so much hairspray at this thing that there was a toxic cloud of Ethanol, Butanol, and Dimethyl in my room. Until the toxic cloud dissipated, I couldn't see to find him. I feared that he wasn't dead. I feared that somehow I missed him and somehow he escaped to materialize again when I'm sleeping. Maybe he's a she, a pregnant female who will lay her eggs in my mouth while I was snoring. Only, there he was on my bed as if a prehistoric relic frozen in time. I grabbed the bedpan and flushed him down the toilet twice to make sure he was gone. I thought of showing my step-brothers, but they'd not only laugh at me but also they'd bring home another bug even bigger and put it in my room to terrorize me.
* * * * *
An inner city kid, my school was the streets of Boston and my education were all the experiences that I endured and somehow survived. Where most kids never strayed from their neighborhood, always outgoing, funny, and friendly albeit still very angry, I had friends everywhere. Charlestown, South Boston, Dorchester, Roxbury, the South End, East Boston, and the North End where I lived, I walked everywhere. I was the good kid but scratch the surface, always ready for a fight, I was a troubled kid.
A tall, blonde woman living within an Italian neighborhood, I stuck out like a sore thumb. With my long, blonde hair, big blue eyes, and D cup breasts, I was the pretty woman unlike any other woman in my neighborhood. Where most women were short with dark hair and dark eyes, everyone thought that I was Scandinavian instead of Hungarian. Then, whenever I corrected them, they'd call me Zsa Zsa. Zsa Zsa was my nickname and was what I was known by during the years that I lived there.
I was the popular woman that all the other women wanted to befriend and all the men wanted to kiss, feel, and fuck. Seemingly, even though there were some who were jealous of me and others who lusted over me, even with my temper sometimes getting the better of me, I was still well liked. Whenever I ventured out whether to buy fruits, vegetables, or fish at the market, meat from the butcher, or groceries from our neighborhood store, I was greeted as if I was a queen.
"Ah, buongiorno, Signorina. There she is, my Hungarian princess. Che bella! There's my pretty Zsa Zsa. Look how beautiful she is. Mama Mia. I'm going to fix you up with my son. You'll have lots of beautiful bambinos," the shopkeepers would say the same things to me every time he saw me.
Not realizing it back then because of my low self-esteem, just as I still am now, if I say so myself, I was good looking, an understatement. I was hot. With Boston being so snooty and proper, and seemingly with everyone having a college degree, despite my lack of education, my good looks and hot body always opened a door that would otherwise remain closed to me. While thinking that I was going to be someone special, in reality but unbeknownst to everyone but me, I was a nothing and a no one, especially after dropping out of high school at sixteen.
Literally and figuratively, with no one giving me a good example on how to live my life, I was a dope for giving up on myself so soon in life. On a path to nowhere, the same as my mother, like mother like daughter, I was on my way to a life of crime, alcoholism, drugs, whoring, and prison. If I hadn't turned my life around, no doubt, just like my mother, I would have become a stripper and/or a hooker. Imprisoned for some dumb crime or dead from an overdose, I count my blessing every day for discovering poetry, television, and the movies.
My mother told everyone that she was a beauty queen and an ex-model. Because she was tall, stunning, shapely, and sexy, many believed her. Only, she was no beauty queen. She was never a model. The only thing she did was to spin around a pole while nearly naked before giving her "special boyfriends" lap dances and more.
* * * * *
Only resisting the stereotype, not wanting to be like my mother, I prayed to God for help. It took me to fall to my knees not to suck cock but to pray for my salvation and to begin my life anew. Turning my life around at twenty-one-years-old, the first in my family to earn a high school diploma, I earned my GED, general equivalency diploma, by walking in and taking the test. Where most test takers study for the exam and even pay to take a course with an instructor to pass the exam, I didn't. I just took a seat, took the test, and received one of the highest scores ever received.
With my big brain, I should have stayed in school. With my big brain, I should have gone to college. With my big brain, I should have realized my dream of being rich. Being that I had very high College Board scores in the tenth and eleventh grades, had I graduated high school with my class, I probably would have earned a scholarship. Yet, a product of my environment and with all of the incestuous, sexual abuse that I suffered so early in my life, with only one year of high school to finish, I dropped out of school. Hating school, hating my teachers, hating my classmates, hating my mother, my half-brothers, and everyone, my emotional turmoil overwhelmed me and the only place I felt safe was out on the streets with my friends or at home alone watching TV or writing my poetry.
If we had formed a gang back then, I would have been a gang member and a gangbanger. Definitely, I would have been in prison or dead. Only, Caucasian kids, especially girls, didn't form gangs in Boston. I can't even imagine a white girl gang. Sure there were lots of black, Hispanic, and Asian gangs in Dorchester, Roxbury, Charlestown, South Boston, and Chinatown, but not in Boston proper, two miles from Beacon Hill and Back Bay where I lived. Fortunately for me, I chose the former over the later and stayed home to watch TV and write poetry. Otherwise I'd be serving time for some stupid crime that some lowlife convinced me to commit.
Instead of continuing to hang out with my friends, drinking, taking drugs, and staying out late, I took an inventory of myself. I reevaluated my existence and I changed my miserable life for the better. Fortunately for me, even though I drank to an excess, I never took drugs. Having lost too many friends from overdoses, I saw the danger of taking drugs early. Besides, I was fucked up enough from my mother, my half-brothers, and from childhood without having to take some drug to fuck me up even more.
With my good looks and hot body, I got a job on Newbury Street, Boston's version of Rodeo Drive. I worked as a full-charge bookkeeper for a furrier. He was always hitting on me and he finally gave me a fur coat after I agree to have sex with him. Always admiring the coats, I never had a fur. Every time he had a customer, because I was so tall and so shapely thin, he'd call me to model the fur. These short, obese woman actually thought that a mink, a beaver, and/or a fox would look as good on them as it did on me. His wife worked there too and she knew that her husband was cheating on her with any woman with a mouth, tits, and a pussy but she didn't care so long as he continued making and giving her lots of money.
I worked there for several years until he went out of business. The times were changing and no one was buying fur anymore. Yet, because I was already working on Newbury Street, a woman who owned a modeling agency hired me to do her books. Good looking enough to be one of her models, I wasn't interested in having any more men ogle me. I just wanted to do her finances and go home. Even though I was constantly and continually invited to parties, I never attended. I finally left there after she made a pass at me.
"Eww! Gross. Sorry, but I'm not lesbian," I said pushing her away when she grabbed my breast and tried kissing me.
* * * * *
Instead of continuing to ruin my life, tired of being illiterately ignorant and needing to be enlightened, at 23-years-old, I enrolled in and attended night school at Northeastern University in Boston. What takes most students eight years to do with most never finishing and graduating, I earned my bachelor's degree in just five years. Just five years, I write that as if it was nothing but those five years were the most difficult years of my life. Taking four courses a semester and taking four semesters a year, there was a time that I was reading three books a day to keep up with my reading while writing, writing, and writing. My biggest compliment was making my Creative Writing professor cry when he read my final exam story.
"Wow! Seriously?"
As if I had written my own version of Angela's Ashes by Frank McCort, with his head down, his shoulders shaking, and his hand shading his eyes, I couldn't believe he was sitting there crying while reading my sad story. Sadly for me, it was supposed to be a creative writing class, a course called, Creative Autobiography, kind of oxymoronic in the title, but if only he knew there was nothing creative about my writing and about my story. No doubt shocked and pitying me, if only he knew that the story I passed in was all true. I wonder what his reaction would have been if he knew that not only had I lived through and endured all that I wrote but also that I survived my selfish, self-centered, and mean spirited mother and my sexually abusive half-brothers.



Yet, proud of myself, doing it all the hard way by paying my way through school, I earned my college degree by going to school full-time, even through the summers, while working full-time. When I wasn't working, I was in school. When I wasn't in school, I was reading and writing. With a GPA average of 3.65, I graduated magna cum laude with a degree in English and with minors in Creative Writing and Literature. Emerging as a new college graduate, expecting to find a good job and earn a good living, suddenly and inexplicably even though the economy was good, there were no jobs.
The only jobs available were part-time jobs without benefits and a wage too low to support yourself. It wasn't right. It wasn't fair. Lay off after lay off, companies were reducing their staffs, not hiring, forcing those who remained to work hard, faster, and kept the profits for themselves. With the rich getting richer, the poor were getting poorer. Unless you had a foot in the door to some company who valued you as an important member of their staff, you were just another unemployed or underemployed statistic.
Even when I was homeless in 2011 after divorcing my physically and emotionally abusive ex and losing everything in a flood, the one thing that I still had and refused to sell was my 14K gold, college graduation ring. With gold at a record high price then, I thought about selling the ring. I even had the jeweler quote me a price but with so little gold in the ring, the money wasn't worth not having the daily, visual memory of my personal accomplishment and my educational achievement on my finger. A testimony to myself for all the hard work I did to graduate with high honors, that stupid ring meant more to me than having food in my belly. I'd rather starve than to sell that ring and I still proudly wear it on my finger every day.
Saving me from homelessness, a kind, elderly Mennonite woman offered me her spare bedroom. Three years later, ensconced and safe within the Mennonite community, still living with her, I've become her caretaker and chauffeur. For the first time in my life, I'm happy. For the first time in my life, after divorcing my abusive ex, who threatened to kill me, I feel safe. For the first time in my life, I'm finally doing what I love to do and what I was meant to do. I'm writing stories.
THE END
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"Ring, ring..."
"Hello?"
"Hi," he said in a deep, rich voice that made him sound as if he was a radio announcer.
"Who's this?
"I want to touch you," he said.
"Pardon?" She looked at the caller ID, unknown caller. "You woke me up."
"I want to touch you," he said again. "I want to feel you and fondle you through your clothes.
"You want to touch me? You want to feel and fondle me through my clothes?" She laughed. "You must be drunk. You have the wrong number," said Christine now sorry she answered an unknown caller and ready to hang up the phone.
"Wait. Don't hang up the phone," he said. "Please, don't hang up the phone. Talk to me," he said suddenly sounding as pathetic now as he was confidentially in control before.
"Why shouldn't I hang up the phone?"
There was something about his voice that intrigued her. She wondered if he was someone she knew from the office. Maybe he was the husband of one of her friends.
"Because I want to feel your big tits," said the caller as if he knew she had big breasts.
"What?" She was shocked. As if he could see in her bedroom, she put her hand to the top of her nightgown to deny him a look of her cleavage. "You want to feel my big tits?" She was tired and now she was exasperated but she was also horny, the only reason why she didn't hang up the phone. "Who is this?"
"I'd give anything to make love to you," he said.
"You want to make love to me? God," she said wanting to suddenly masturbate herself. "If I you didn't wake me up horny, I'd hang up the phone right now."
"I'm horny too," he said. "Don't go. Please don't go. Play with me. I'm lonely."
"Play with you? That's absurd. How can I play with you? I don't even know who you are or where you are," she said.
"I'm right here on the phone talking to you. We don't have to be together in person to play our sexy game," he said in such a sexy voice that she wanted to kiss him.
"Why should I play with you, a stranger calling me in the middle of the night?"
"Because I'm horny too," he said. "If you help me cum, I'll help you cum. We can cum together as if I'm there with you having sex in your bedroom."
"How can you possibly give me an orgasm?" She was intrigued by the possibility of him cumming while she had an orgasm.
"With my words. I'll give you an orgasm with my words. Just tell me what to say. Tell me what sexually excites you," he said. "Tell me what makes you all hot and bothered," he said pausing, "and wet."
"Oh, God," she said fanning herself with her hand. Suddenly hot, either she was having a hot flash or he was successful in sexually arousing her. "You have a nice voice but I know it's not your voice. I can tell that you're somehow disguising your voice," she said moving her hand to her breast. "And that makes me think that you know me enough to make me cum."
"Because you don't know me and I don't know you, you can tell me all of your sexy secrets. I'm just a stranger in the night making a sexy call while hoping to receive a release of sexual tension," he said pausing as if waiting for her to respond and when she didn't, he continued. "You have a sexy voice too. I like your voice. I can tell a lot by your voice," he said.
"What can you possibly tell from my voice?"
"I can tell that you don't smoke. You don't have that raspy voice filled with phlegm. You have a sexy and sensual voice. You have a voice that's seemingly hungry for affection. Furthermore, you have a voice that tells me that you're just as horny as I am," he said.
"Too tired to think and unable to place you enough to recognize your voice," she said with a yawn. "You sound like someone I know," she said. "You must know me for you to call me. Surely, you just wouldn't randomly call a stranger."
"If I am someone you know, who do you think I am?"
"I'd rather not say."
"Why not?"
"Because you'd think me perverted for not scolding you and hanging up the phone," she said. "Seriously, do I know you?"
"No," he said with emphatically.
"Then who are you? What's your name?"
"Does it matter what my name is? As if I'm a stranger on the Internet, your cyber friend, I could tell you any name. I could be anyone. I could be someone you never met or someone you know," he said teasing her curiosity.
"I need to call you something," she said.
"What's your favorite name? You may call me by that."
"Robert," she said. "Robert is my favorite name."
"Then, you may call me Robert," he said.
"I'd like that," she said.
"Why would you like that, calling me Robert? Do you know someone named Robert?"
"No one," she said with a thoughtful pause. "Actually, I do. My son's name is Robert. I named my son Robert. There's just something strong and commanding about that name. I've always liked that name," she said. "Robert DeNiro, Robert Kennedy, Robert Frost, Robert Lewis Stevenson, Robert Mitchum, Robert E. Lee, Robert Browning, and my favorite Robert, Robert Redford.
"So, just between us, tell me and be honest, do you like to be commanded?"
"Sometimes," said Christine. "Why not? I'm a woman. I'm used to men bossing me around and telling me what to do and what not to do, even during sex, especially during sex."
"Do you like being punished?"
"Sometimes, I do, if I've been naughty," she in a sexy voice.
"And how should I punish you for being naughty?"
"I like being spanked. I like having my naked ass slapped but not too hard and not hard enough to leave a mark on my pristine ass," she said.
"What else?"
"I like being teased," she said.
"Teased how?"
"Teased to make me sexually want you," she said.
"If I were there right now, I'd tease you with my cock after I spanked you," he said. "Would you like that? Would you like for me to tease you with my cock after spanking you?"
"That depends," she said. "How would you tease me with your cock?"
"I'd undress and then turn away before you saw my cock. I'd have you close your eyes and run my cock all over your naked body and along your lips," he said.
"Yes," she said breathlessly. "I'd like for you to tease me with your cock."
"What should I call you?"
"What would you like to call me?"
"I'd like to call you by your real name so that I can dream of you later tonight," he said.
"Being that you already have my telephone number, I won't give you my real name. Besides, I could be making up a name," she said.
"Then, make up a name. What's your favorite name?"
"Elizabeth. I've always liked that name. It's beautiful. It's an old soul name," she said. "I always wished my mother named me after Queen Elizabeth or Elizabeth Taylor.
"Tell me Elizabeth..."
"Yes?"
"What are you wearing?"
"Well, being that you woke me up from a sound sleep, I'm wearing my nightgown," she said.
"What color nightgown is it?"
"It's blue?"
"What else?"
"What else what?"
"Is it long, short, low cut, cotton, or flannel?"
"Oh. It's cotton. It's short. And it's low cut," she said.
"If I could see you now, how much of your big, beautiful breasts could I see?"
"Quite a bit. You'd see the tops of my breasts and my cleavage," she said looking down at herself. "But how do you know that I have big breasts?"
"It's just a guess. Do you?"
"Do I what?"
"Do you have big breasts?"
"Yes," she said putting her hand to her breast to feel one.
"What size?"
"Thirty-four C," she said.
"Wow," he said. "That's is impressive."
"What about you?"
"What about me?"
"Do you have a big cock?"
"I like thinking that I do. If six inches is average than I'm bigger than average," he said.
"If six inches is average than how much bigger than average are you?"
"I'm the same size as my hat size," he said with a confident laugh.
"And what size is that?"
"Seven and a quarter," he said.
"Wow," she said. "That is impressive. Now you can boast to everyone that you have a cock as big as your head," she said with a laugh.
"Are you touching yourself now?"
"No," she said.
"Why not?"
"Why should I? You haven't said anything to sexually arouse me," she said with attitude. "Are you touching yourself?"
"I haven't stopped touching myself since you answered the phone," he said. "Tell me then, what should I say to make you touch yourself?"
"You can compliment me. You can say that I'm pretty," she said.
"I don't know that you are pretty but I imagine that you are pretty by your voice. What do you look like?"
"I could make up what I look like," she said. "How would you know if I was telling you the truth of lying?"
"You could exaggerate about your good looks but that would only ruin our little game," he said.
"Certainly, and seemingly, it would, no doubt, ruin our little game if I wasn't good looking," she said.
"Yet, somehow, trusting that you are, I know that you are good looking," he said.
"I'm blonde," she said. "Naturally blonde, none of that fake color they use out of a bottle that never looks real, especially with their dark eyebrows and dark brown pubic hair," she said with a dirty laugh.
"If I'm not asking too personal of a question, what color is your pubic hair?"
"That's rich. An obscene phone calling apologizing for asking too personal of a question," she said with a laugh. "It's blonde. My pubic hair is blonde and just a shade darker than the hair on my head."
"Suddenly, I imagine myself fingering you before licking you," he said.
"I'd like that, you fingering me before licking me," she said.
"What else?"
"What else what?"
"Tell me more about what you look like," he said.
"I have blue eyes," she said.
"How tall are you?"
"I'm 5'5" tall almost 5'6" tall," she said.
"If you were to pick a celebrity," he said. "Who do you most resemble?"
"Men have said that I look like Naomi Watts," she said.
"Wow, she's hot and if you look anything like you, you must be stunning," he said. "What else?"
"What else what?"
"How old are you?"
"Does that matter how old I am?"
"Ah, for you not to readily tell me your age, seemingly your age is a sore spot. You must be older," he said.
"I don't know why you need to know my age to play this silly, sexy game," she said with impatience.
"If you're older than me, I'd like to know how much older than me you are. That's all," he said.
"I'm forty-five," she said after a long pause as if debating if she should tell him her real age or not.
"How old are you?"
"I'm twenty-three," he said.
"Answer me this then," he said.
"What?"
"Are you a cougar or a MILF?"
"MILF? What's a MILF? Is that even a word or something you just manufactured?"
"A MILF is a mother that I'd like to fuck," he said.
"I don't know if I'm a MILF or a cougar then," she said.
"Do you have children?"
"I do," she said.
"How many?"
"Just one," she said.
"A boy or a girl?"
"A boy. I have a son," she said.
"How old?"
"He's your age," she said. "I guess, being that I have a child that makes me a MILF and not a cougar. I usually don't go much for younger men," she said. "Perhaps being that I have a younger man at home, I've never dated a younger man. I'd feel foolish if my son knew that I was dating someone his age or close to his age."
"You son lives with you?"
"Yes. He just graduated college and is actively looking for a job," she said.
"Tell me. Other than you'd feel foolish dating a man close to your son's age, especially if you look anything like Naomi Watts, why wouldn't you date a younger man? All men my age are hot for older women," he said.
"Because I'd rather have a conversation before, during, and after sex," she said with a laugh.
"We're having a conversation now, aren't we?"
"Yes we are but we're talking about sex," she said with another laugh.
"We don't only have to talk about sex. We can talk about other things. We can talk about whatever you'd like, politics and religion, instead of masturbation," he said with a dirty laugh.
"You'd be the first obscene phone caller to call me at midnight to talk about politics and religion. Besides, I'm too tired to talk about other things. I just want to go to sleep," she said.
"Please don't go. Play with me. I need to cum," he said.
"Is this something that someone your age does?"
"What do you mean?"
"Call strange women in the night while hoping to get a live one to talk dirty to them?"
"I've never called a woman before like this. You're my first one," he said.
"I'd like to think that my son isn't like that, like you and seemingly perverted enough to make an obscene call," she said.
"Has my call been obscene?"
"No, not really," she said. "You haven't said anything that I haven't said to my friends both male and female."
"Do you think me perverted?"
"I don't know," she said. "I don't know any perverts to judge if you are or not. You would know better than I would if you're perverted or not. Are you perverted?"
"I'm not perverted. I'm just horny, alone, and lonely," he said.
"Why does your voice sound like that?"
"Like what?"
"Your voice is weird as if you're far away but amplified as if you're the wizard on the Wizard of Oz," she said with a laugh.
"I have you on speaker phone," he said.
"Speaker phone? Why?" Suddenly she panicked. "Is there someone else there?"
"No, just me," he said. "I'm alone. I just wanted to keep my hands free, if you know what I mean," he said laughing.
"I see and I know what you mean," she said. "Take me off speaker phone then."
"There. Is that better?"
"Yes, much better but now your voice sounds muffled," she said.
"I have a handkerchief over the mouthpiece," he said.
"A handkerchief," she laughed. "Like in the old detective movies," she said. "My Dad always carried a snot rag in his back pocket."
"I can assure you that there are no snots on my handkerchief," he said laughing. "Do you like movies?"
"I do," she said.
"Maybe we could see one sometime," he said,
"Maybe," she said. "Only, why would a 23-year-old man what to go see a movie with a 45-year-old woman?"
"Why wouldn't I want to see a movie with you? By you not hanging up the phone, you seem as adventurous as you sound fun," he said.
"Now that you have an idea of what I look like, what do you look like?"
"I'm tall," he said.
"How tall?"
"Six foot two," he said.
"You're the same height as my son," she said.
"And you hair and eyes, what color are they?"
"I have brown hair and blue eyes," he said.
"God, my son has brown hair and blue eyes. While imagining you standing before me naked, talking to you is as if I'm talking to my son," she said.
"And what's wrong with you imagining me or your son, for that matter, naked?"
"Nothing. If anything it's sexually arousing that I'm imagining this kind of inappropriate, incestuously sexual conversation with my son," she said.
"I like the fact that your son sexually arouses you," he said.
"More about that later," she said with a nervous laugh while ignoring him. "Are you considered good looking?"
"I am," he said.
"Then, I don't understand," she said.
"What don't you understand?"
"If you're good looking, why are you lonely? Why are you horny? Why don't you have a naked woman next to you in bed now instead of calling me, a stranger in the middle of the night?"
"I'm fussy," he said.
"Fussy? You're not being so fussy by calling me blind. Fussy how?"
"I'm attracted to older women," he said.
"You're just saying that because I'm an older woman," she said.
"I'm not," he said.
"How old must a woman be to attract you?"
"Someone your age. A woman in her forties. A woman who takes care of herself," he said. "By that age, women are done with playing games. Women know what they want. Women are ready to have sex without all of the guilt and remorse," he said.
"You seem to know a lot about older woman," she said.
"My mother is an older woman. Everything I know, I've learned from her," he said.
"Oh, so you must be one of those men who wants to have sex with his mother," she said with a laugh.
"Why do you say that?"
"Because according to Freud every young man wants to have sex with his mother," she said. "Is that true for you? Do you want to have sex with your mother?"
"Actually, I do," he said. "Definitely, if the opportunity presented itself, I'd have sex with my mother."
"Tell me this then, Robert, have you ever sexually fantasized over having sex with your mother while masturbating yourself," she said.
"Actually, I have sexually fantasized over having sex with my mother while masturbating myself, Elizabeth," he said unabashed and unashamed.
"Really? You have?"
"Yes," he said. "Why? Suddenly, you seem as sexually interested as you seem sexually excited."
"I am suddenly sexually excited," she said.
"Why? What did I say to sexually arouse you?"
"It's not so much what you said but more what I was thinking. Your confession that you've masturbated yourself while thinking about having sex with your mother makes me wonder if my son ever fantasized about having sex with me while masturbating himself," she said.
"Probably he has. I'm sure he has especially you with your blonde hair, blue eyes, big tits, and with you looking like Naomi Watts," he said. "Tell me this then."
"Tell you what? What would you like to know," she said fingering her nipple through her nightgown.
"Have you ever flashed your son deliberately or inadvertently?"
"No, I've never deliberately flashed my son but I'm sure that I've accidentally flashed him my bra with a down blouse view or my panties in an up skirt view," she said.
"Has he ever seen you naked?"
"Naked? Certainly not. At least I hope not, unless he was peeping on me. I'd be so embarrassed if he saw me without my clothes," she said.
"Has he ever seen you topless? Has he ever seen your big, firm, C cup breasts?"
"Okay, now you're getting a little perverted. Are you playing with yourself?"
"I am," he said. "I'm stroking my cock while imagining you stroking my cock. Matter of fact, I haven't stopped stroking my cock since you answered up the phone."
"God, you make me horny to know that your hand is around your hard prick," she said. "It's been a long while since I've had a hard cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy, since before I divorced my husband."
"Did you ever cheat on your husband?"
"No, never, but he cheated on me with my best friend, the reason why we're divorced and they're together," she said.
"That explains why you're horny," he said. "You're sexually frustrated."
"You're right. I am sexually frustrated. Yet, getting back to my son, even though I don't think he has seen me topless and/or naked, it excites me to think that my son may think of me topless and/or naked and/or having sex with me whenever he masturbates himself," she said with a dirty, little laugh. "Tell me in detail what you think of when fantasizing over having sex with your mother," she said.
"If I tell you what I think about when thinking about my mother while masturbating, will you touch yourself?"
"Yes," she said. "Actually, I'm touching myself now. I was just fingering my nipple before reaching down to finger my pussy."
"I can tell you're sexually aroused thinking about me having sex with my mother," he said. "I can tell you're aroused thinking that your son may think of you when he masturbates."
"How can you tell?"
"Your breathing is different, shallower," he said. "Are you touching yourself?
"I am," she said. "I'm fingering my pussy as we speak."
"Why does thinking of me with my mother while masturbating excite you?"
"Because sometimes," she said pausing. "Oh, God, I can't believe I'm going to confess this to a stranger."
"Please. Don't stop now. Tell me," he said.
"Sometimes I think about my son," she said falling silent.
"You mean you think about your son sexually?"



"I do," she said seemingly with sadness and/or with sexual frustration.
"And what do you think about when thinking about your son?"
"I think about seeing him naked? I think about him flashing me or me catching him naked somehow. I think about seeing his perfect, round ass and his flaccid cock bouncing and swaying. I think about the entire naked image of him strutting around in front of me unashamed and unembarrassed without his clothes. I think about his cock stiffening as soon as he sees me watching him," she said.
"Wow," he said. "That's hot."
"And you? Do you think about your mother naked?"
"Of course, I do," he said with a dirty laugh. "I wouldn't want to disappoint Sigmund Freud now, would I?"
"Is your mother pretty?"
"She is," he said. "She's very pretty. She's your age but she doesn't look it. She looks more like she's 35-years-old than she looks 45-years-old. No one would guess that she's over 40-years-old."
"Tell me, if you had the opportunity to have sex with your mother, would you?"
"It depends," he said.
"It depends? On what? What would make you want to have sex with your mother or not?"
"It depends on the circumstances," he said.
"On what circumstances?"
"The timing of the event is critical. We must be alone and she must want me as much as I want her. If she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her, I'd definitely have sex with her. Yet, there'd have to be no guilt, no remorse, and no attachments," he said. "Only, unable to make the first move, I've been waiting for her to give me a sign that she'd like to be sexually intimate with me."
"Attachments? What do you mean by attachments?"
"I mean, that if I was to meet someone else, someone younger, I'd want my mother to be okay with us breaking off our incestuous, sexual arrangement," he said.
"I see. I'd accept that arrangement, if I was having sex with my son," she said. "Yet, being that she's your mother and you're her son, I suspect she'd never make the first move. I know that, even though I'd love to have passionate sex with my son, I'd never make the first move in seducing my son. Actually, I'm in the same boat as you are. I've been waiting for my son to make the first move. If ever he made the first move, I'd eagerly make all of the other moves," she said with a sad, little laugh.
"I guess it's a stalemate. With one afraid to approach the other for fear of rejection and for fear that he or she may be deemed incestuously perverted, we lust over one another from afar," he said.
"It's all so sexually frustrating, isn't it?"
"What is?"
"You thinking of having sex with your mother and me imagining having sex with my son. If we were together now, I'd pretend to be your mother and you could pretend to be my son," she said.
"That works for me," he said with a dirty laugh. "Only, tell me, other than imagining your son naked, what else do you imagine when imagining having sex with your son?"
"God, you're making me so very horny," she said. "I can't believe how much I've already revealed to you, a total stranger."
"I'm making you horny? Really? Tell me how I'm making you so very horny?"
"You're pushing my buttons," she said.
"If I was there with you now, I'd be pushing more than your buttons Elizabeth," he said laughing.
"Here you are a complete stranger, someone who called me on the phone in the middle of the night and I'm confessing my deepest and darkest secrets. You could be anyone. You could be someone I know," she said. "I'd be so embarrassed if I knew you and you knew me. I could never face you in public if we knew one another."
"I assure you that I don't know you," he said. "I called you randomly. I just dialed a number. So tell me what do you think about when thinking about your son?"
"I think about touching him," she said.
"Touching him? Touching him where?"
"Holding him in my arms while he's naked," she said.
"And are you naked too?"
"Oh, God, yes," she said. "I'm naked. I can feel my breasts squished against his chest, his arms wrapped about my back, and his cock pressed against my soft belly."
"What else? Tell me," he said.
"You're really liking this," she said. "You're really getting off on this, aren't you?"
"I am. I'm imagining that you're my mother confessing all of this to me while I'm stroking my cock," he said.
"I imagine kissing him, really kissing him, French kissing him," she said. "I think about making out with him. He has nice lips and I'd like nothing more than to kiss and kiss him while he touched me where no son should ever touch his mother and where no son should ever feel her son."
"I'd like that. I wouldn't mind my mother and/or you French kissing me while I felt her and while she felt me," he said. "What else?"
"I imagine touching his penis with my fingertips before fondling the head of his cock. I imagine gently cupping his testicles in the palm of my hand. I imagine wrapping my fingers around his penis and slowly stroking his cock," she said. "Oh God, I'm so wet," she said. "I'm so frigging horny."
"I wouldn't mind my mother giving me a hand job," he said. "I'd love to feel my mother's hand on my big, hard prick while I played with her tits and fingered her nipples. I only wish my mother would suck my cock."
"Tell me, are you touching yourself?"
"Yes," he said.
"I'm touching myself too," she said. "Tell me what you're imagining right now while touching yourself. Are you imagining me touching you or are you imagining your mother touching you?"
"Both. I'm imagining you touching, fondling, and stroking my cock when not imagining my mother touching, fondling, and stroking my cock," he said.
"It's exciting for me to think about touching you, a stranger as much as it excites me to think about touching my son, fondling his cock, and stroking him while he feels my tits and fingers my nipples," she said.
"What else do you imagine when imagining stroking your son?"
"Oh God. I imagine going down on him."
"Seriously? You imagined blowing your son?"
"Of course. I imagine touching my lips with the head of his penis, actually sliding across my lips back and forth as if his erect prick is a tube of lipstick. Then, while staring up at his blue eyes with my blue eyes, I imagine flicking out my tongue and licking his cock before taking his cock in my mouth. While watching his reaction to me sucking his big prick, I imagine blowing him. I imagine sucking his cock. I imagine giving my son pleasure with my mouth while stroking him with my hand," she said. "Oh God. You're making me so frigging horny."
"You're making me horny too," he said. "I wish you could blow me right now. Tell me, if I was there with you, would you suck my cock?"
"Yes," she said. "I'm so horny that I'd suck your cock. I'd give you the best blowjob of your life. Only, you'd have to promise to fuck me after I blew you."
"I promise," he said. "Tell me, do you imagine me cumming in your mouth?"
"Yes," she said.
"How about you son? Do you imagine your son cumming in your mouth too?"
"Yes, of course, I imagine my son cumming in my mouth. It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if he didn't cum in my mouth," she said.
"Would you swallow your son?"
"Oh, God yes. I would," she said. "I'd suck him dry before licking him clean."
"What else?"
"What else what?"
"Would you allow him to make love to you?"
"Oh, my God. Stop it. If only he would, I would," she said. "If only he wanted to make love to me, I'd spread my legs for my son."
"Would you fuck your son?"
"Stop. Please don't," she said. "I can't take this anymore."
"Why should I stop?
"You're going to make me cum," she said.
"Isn't that the idea?"
"Yes, but I don't know you. I'd feel like such a slut, a wicked whore, by allowing a total stranger to give me phone sex and a verbal orgasm," she said.
"I'll tell you what," he said.
"What?"
"Let's cum together then," he said.
"Okay," she said breathlessly.
"You pretend that I'm fingering you while licking you and while reaching up to feel your big breasts while fingering your nipples and I'll pretend that you're sucking my cock while stroking my cock," he said.
"Oh God," she said.
"You pretend that I'm your son and I'll pretend that you're my mother," he said.
"Oh, God," she said. "If my son was here right now, I'd do him. I swear. I'd seduce him. I'd suck his cock before making sweet love to him and before fucking him. I want him to fuck me hard and fast. I'd want him to really pound my pussy," she said. "I love my son and I so want my son."
"Wow," he said.
"Wow what?"
"I wish you were my mother. You make me wish I was your son," he said. "You make me wonder if my mother wants me as much as I want her."
"I'm sure she does. Just as all sons want to fuck their mothers, all mothers want to make love to their sons," she said. "All sons want their mothers to suck their pricks just as all mothers want their sons to lick their pussies before fucking their cunts."
"I'm cumming," he said. "As soon as you said the word cunt, I blew my load. Jesus, I just shot my load while wishing I was cumming in your mouth before cumming in your pussy and inside my mother's cunt."
"I'm going to need a cigarette," she said.
"Why?"
"I just had an orgasm too," she said.
"Do you smoke?"
"Not really. Only after sex. One cigarette relaxes me," she said.
"Actually, I need some water and a tissue. I'm going to put the phone down. Will you still be here when I return?"
"Yes," she said. "Wait. Don't go. I hear someone. There's someone here. I hear a noise in the kitchen. Oh my God. A burglar or an intruder, there's someone in my kitchen. I need to get my robe," she said.
"Are you alone?"
"Yes," she said. "My son stayed over a friend's house. I'm not expecting him home until tomorrow. Hello? Who's there? Robert? Is that you?"
"Mom?"
"Fuck me. I don't believe it. It's my son. It's Robert. Oh, God," she said. "I wonder if he heard me on the phone. Holy fuck! I don't believe it. It's as if I willed this to happen."
"Willed what to happen?"
"Robert, he's in the kitchen," she said.
"So?"
"He's naked," she said.
"Well, Elizabeth this is your chance to have sex with your son," he said.
"No, I can't," she said. "I mustn't. I shouldn't."
"Why not?"
"Because he's my son and I'm his mother and our having sex would be incest," she said.
"Being that he's already standing there naked, I dare you," he said.
"Don't dare me," she said.
"I double dare you," he said.
"Please don't," she said.
"I dare you to take off your robe and nightgown and walk out to the kitchen naked. Only keep the phone with you. I want to hear his reaction to him seeing his mother naked and to you seeing my cock," he said.
"Your cock? Robert? Is this you on the phone?"
"Yes mother now strip off your robe and nightgown. Now that you're seeing me naked, I want to see what you look like naked," he said.
THE END
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Hot, sexy women in their time were Mimi Rogers, Angie Dickinson, and Helen Mirren
Along the way to earning my degree in English, even though I did well in the courses and received A grades, I took a couple of screenwriting courses and learned enough to know that screenwriting wasn't my thing. The first night of class, the professor, who wrote all the screenplays for Moonlighting with Bruce Willis and Cybill Shepherd, but for four, wanted to know what we knew. He passed out five, two column sheets of paper with a list of 500 movies for us to check off which movies we've seen.
As if taking in all the movies in my head at the same time, page by page I looked at the long list of movies before checking any of them off as being seen. With so many movies flashing before my eyes to give me a brief visualization of stars, co-stars, and a synopsis of the movie, checking off that many movies in one sitting was a daunting process. I didn't think I could check off 100 movies. Yet, the only one in the room who did, I checked off all 500 movies. That was when I realized that I was a movie buff as well as a TV buff. I couldn't believe I had seen all of these movies. That list of 500 made me wonder how many more movies I've seen that didn't make his list.
Nonetheless my love for movies, I immediately knew that screenwriting wasn't my thing. I didn't like the idea that the director and/or the actors could make changes to my lines.
"Where's the screenplay writer? Rewrite! We need a rewrite?"
With one page of dialogue equal to one minute of the movie, I didn't like the idea that I was only writing 120 pages of dialogue and not much else. I didn't like the idea that I was giving up control of my story to someone else's interpretation. I didn't like the idea that when they'd be handing out Oscars, someone else would be receiving credit for all that I created, developed, wrote, rewrote, edited, and reedited. When it comes to movies of television programs, the writer never receives enough credit. It's always the star who receives all of the accolades, all of the awards, and all of the money.
Instead of just writing lines in a movie, fade-in, fade-out, I wanted to write it all, every word. I wanted to write the backstory, write the plot, create and develop the characters, describe the characters, the setting, and the scenery. I wanted to write all of the imagery, the tension, and every word of unchangeable dialogue. Instead of becoming a screenwriter who wrote screenplays adapted from someone else's novel, I wanted to be a novelist.
Yet, not only did I want to be a novelist, a rich novelist who could hide in her mansion while buying anything and everything she wanted by just picking up a phone or ordering online. Even though I am a novelist, a short story writer, and a poetess, I'm not rich. Unfortunately, there's not much money in writing erotica unless someone discovers me or unless I write some shitty novel, such as Fifty Shades of Grey. Give me a break.
"Oprah! I'm here! Where are you Stephen Spielberg? Can you make one of my stories into a movie? Please? Pretty please?"
Yet, when taking the screenplay courses, it was so very interesting to read the novel and then to watch it play out on the big screen while the professor pointed out what the director did to make the movie come alive from the written word. We analyzed such movies as James Cain's The Postman Always Rings Twice, James Dearden's Fatal Attraction, Edith Wharton's Age of Innocence, F. Scott Fitzgerald's The Great Gatsby, Milan Kundera's Unbearable Lightness of Being, and Stanley Kubrick's Clockwork Orange, along with several other movies. The only writer who couldn't correctly be translated to the big screen was F. Scott Fitzgerald. With his stories so rich in imagery, even the Great Gatsby wasn't nearly as good as reading the book.
As far as I'm concerned the book is always better than the movie anyway. I thought I was going to die when I read Peter Benchley's Jaws. It took me years before I went in the water and that was just a pool. Unfortunately, with riveting page turners few and far between, there aren't very many stories that can hold you hostage until you finish the book.
Nonetheless me not wanting to be a screenwriter, it fascinated me to see how the director could bring the author's words to life. The only movie that I remember that was exactly like the novel, word for word, was Martin's Scorsese's interpretation of Edith Wharton's Age of Innocence with Daniel Day Lewis, Michelle Pfeiffer, and Winona Ryder. Edith Wharton, a Pulitzer Prize winner who was nominated for the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1927, 1928, and 1930, how could a mere director change one word of her novel?
A total chick flick, I loved the book as much as I loved the movie. How did Scorsese do that? How could he bring that book that was such a period piece set in the Gilded Age, from 1870 to 1900, and that was written in the 1920's, back to life? Yet, he did. A daunting project, the movie was just like and as good as the book.
The only book that I recall that was written after the release of the movie was Piano. The movie was not only directed by but also was later written by Jane Campion. Holly Hunter, Harvey Keitel, Sam Neill, and Anna Paquin, who later starred in those vampire movies, True Blood, were the stars of the movie. Oddly enough, both movies, The Age of Innocence and Piano came out the same year, 1993.
A banner year for Hollywood and for moviegoers, along with Piano and the age of Innocence, there were some great movies made in 1993. Also made in 1993 were Schindler's List, The Fugitive, Philadelphia, What's Love Got to Do with It, Sleepless in Seattle, The Firm, In the Line of Fire, Shadowlands, Six Degrees of Separation, What's Eating Gilbert Grape, Fearless, In the Name of the Father, and The Remains of the Day. Any one of the above named movies may have won multiple Oscars had the competition in 1993 not been as stiff.
"Wow! Hello Oscar."
Schindler's List won the Oscar for the best picture and Spielberg won the Oscar for the best director. Tom Hanks won the Oscar for the best actor in Philadelphia and Holly Hunter won the Oscar for the best actress in Piano. Tommy Lee Jones won the Oscar for the best supporting actor in the Fugitive and Anna Paquin won the Oscar for the best supporting actress in Piano but I truly loved The Remains of the Day with Emma Thompson and Anthony Hopkins and the Age of Innocence.
Yet, this story isn't about my life, about the Oscars, and/or about 1993. This story is specifically about Mimi Rogers, one of my favorite actresses.
* * * * *
In the way that I had a woman crush on Angie Dickinson when I was younger, I also had a woman crush on Mimi Rogers later in life too. Always so poised and confidently in control, just watching them move on the big, silver screen, they were both so much of what a woman should look like and how she should be. So beautiful and so sexy, when I was emerging into a woman as if a caterpillar becoming a beautiful butterfly, fashioning myself after them, I wanted to be stunningly sexy like them too. I wanted to be as much of in control of men as they seemed to be in control of every man around them.
Rare for me to have a crush on a woman, perhaps I related to them because we had similar bodies, slim waistlines, shapely hips, and big breasts. It's acceptable for a woman to have a crush on another woman if she's lesbian or bi-sexual. Yet, it's a little weird to tell a boyfriend that I have a crush on another woman without him wanting and hoping to watch me having sex with another woman while sexually fantasizing about it. Just a fantasy, albeit a sexual fantasy, it did help that the other woman of my attraction was a female movie star and someone who I never met and, no doubt, would never meet.
Back then, plastic surgery wasn't as prevalent as it is now. In the way that Angie Dickson was rumored to have the best body in Hollywood in the 60's, Mimi Rogers thought to have the best body ever and to be deemed the MILF of all MILF's during the height of her career in the 90's. In addition to her being a big movie star playing opposite of John Wayne, Lee Marvin, and others, Angie Dickinson's claim to fame was her attachment to President Kennedy, Frank Sinatra, and so many others before marrying composer, piano player, and prolific songwriter Burt Bacharach.
In her 80's now, she's retired. Always curious what she and Mimi Rogers looked like naked, I forgot all about Angie Dickinson and Mimi Rogers until I stumbled upon an online video of Mimi Rogers. A movie she made in 1995, Full Body Massage, the movie showed her totally nude.
"Wow. Look at her."
In the way that I never knew that Jamie Lee Curtis had such big, beautiful breasts, until I saw her topless in Trading Places with Eddie Murphy and Dan Aykroyd, when she turned to the camera to show her perfect tits, I couldn't believe my eyes when I saw Mimi Rogers naked. Now nearly twenty years later and with Hollywood a young woman's business, even a mature woman like her, a woman well past her prime and now in her late-fifties, she still has a wicked, hot body. Other than Liposuction and Botox that she claims didn't work, Jamie Lee Curtis's breasts are all natural.
Definitely, if I was a man, a lesbian, or bi-sexual woman, I'd do her along with Jamie Lee Curtis. I'd have sex with Mimi Rogers, I would. I'd have sex with both of them, separately and/or together. With me thinking that he was nuts when he married her, now we know what Tom Cruise saw in her. Nearly as tall as Nicole Kidman, who's a giant, 5'11" tall, Mimi is nearly 5' 9" tall and both ex-wives dwarf Tom Cruises diminutive 5'7" frame.
The cougar that she obviously is, six years his senior, Mimi Rogers was married to Tom Cruise for three years. Not able to see them together as husband and wife, weird that those two would be married, I always wondered what that was all about. With Mimi seeming so maturely laid-back and with Tom seemingly so immaturely off the wall, perhaps their marriage was just as simple as opposites attracting. I wonder how much of his career Mimi was responsible in making or maybe it was the other way around with Tom opening doors for her. Seemingly Hollywood has an unlimited supply of power couples and it gets confusing when this one divorces that one to make a whole new alliance.
* * * * *
Born Miriam Spickler in Florida in 1957, I first noticed her in 1987 when she made a movie called Someone to Watch Over Me with Tom Berenger. Not the best looking woman in the world nor the most glamorous but, in the way she held herself and spoke, there was something about her that made me like her and that made me stare at the screen whenever she was on it. She had that same type of poise and articulation that Dina Merrill and Diane Sawyer has. She was different and so beautiful in a sexy, womanly way. Even though she had a lot of attitude and personality, perhaps I liked her because we shared some similarities.
With both of us intelligent, articular, and with both of us 5'8 ½ inches tall, and both of us having D cup breasts, we both finished with high school early. Mimi graduated at 14 and I dropped out at 16, that's where the similarities ended. Coincidentally and oddly enough, Angie Dickinson graduated high school very young too, at only 15-years-old. With no mention of college in either of their biographies, I would have imagined if they attended college, they would have made note of that. With me a college graduate, my education may be the only thing that I have over either of them.
Obviously intelligent enough, yet oddly enough, I wonder why they didn't attend college. Not affordable to all back then, perhaps they were just unable to afford college. Back then, there wasn't the financial aid programs available that there are now. Back then, before Stafford Loans and Pel Grants, either your parents paid for your college tuition, you attended a state school, or you earned a scholarship. Now, as long as you're willing to make the sacrifice, put in the time to study and work hard, if they want it, nearly everyone has a chance to attend college to get an enlightened education and to earn a bachelor's degree in whatever interests them. Now, everyone has the right to take out loans that they'll never get out from under for at least ten years.
* * * * *
After seeing Mimi Rogers in her movie, Full Body Massage that she made in 1995, not only was she totally naked but also she was totally naked for most of the movie. What was she thinking? At her age, why would she make that kind of movie? Certainly, with dozens of movies and television shows to her credit, she's already proven herself as a good actress and didn't have to make a movie like that. Perhaps, with her naturally endowed measurements of 38-27-36 and D cup breasts and weighing a shapely 145 pounds, she was out to prove something. Perhaps she was out to make a statement.
As if throwing a challenge to all women her age and younger, what woman her age possesses such confidence about her naked body to be filmed from every angle during most of the movie? With her film and television success and with her being married to Tom Cruise, seemingly beyond that embarrassment, mortification, and humiliation, she didn't have to nor need to make a movie where she's naked for a good part of the movie. Unless, perhaps she wanted to make a movie that showed her without her clothes for a prolonged period of time. Maybe she wanted to show the world that women her age can be sexy too. Maybe after being divorced from Tom Cruise for nine years and two years after her Playboy photo shoot, her last hurrah, perhaps at 39-years-old, she thought why not show her body before it all sags and wrinkles into oblivion. With her having a modest net worth of only 5 million dollars, compared to other Hollywood stars who have enormous wealth, maybe it was as simple as she needed the money.
"Good for her."
At 39-years-old, for a mature woman, when she made that movie, Full Body Massage in 1995, she looked wicked hot totally naked. Not counting Sofia Vergara and Scarlett Johansson, how many younger Hollywood actresses can boast that they look wicked hot totally naked? Any woman her age would love to have her body. Even with the young, slutty celebrities and starlets of today, how many women have the courage to make a movie where they're naked for most of the movie? Would Kim Kardashian walk around totally naked during most of a movie? How about Britney Spears or Lindsay Lohan, would they dare have the courage to expose their naked bodies for such an extended amount of time to the world? I have to give her kudos for doing that.
Something that twenty-something starlets reluctantly albeit routinely do, with all the stretch marks, wrinkles, pudginess, bloat, and sagginess that other women have, other than briefly flashing their tits, how many nearly 40-year-old women have the courage to show their naked bodies to the camera? Too many of the younger generation don't want the camera to show and the world to know how much plastic surgery they've really had to get the body that they have. With nothing enhanced, other than breast reduction surgery where she reduced her 34DD breasts to a more manageable 34D, Mimi is all natural. Even now, for a mature woman twenty years past her prime, she still looks really good at 58-years-old. I only wish that I still look as good as Mimi Rogers looks when I'm her age, nearly sixty-years-old.
* * * * *
Another unbelievably physically endowed and talented actress, is Helen Mirren. In the way that she still does at age sixty-nine-years-old, I only wish I can still parade around naked and/or in a bikini and still be desired and wanted enough by men. Difficult for an older woman to compete against so many young starlets, models, and the public at large, Mimi Rogers as well as Helen Mirren have done admirable jobs of continuing to work at her craft. What's their secret? There's something so magical about them.
Matter of fact, articulately refined, especially after playing Queen Elizabeth, everyone thinks that the British actress, Helen Mirren, is above getting naked, but she paid her dues when she made 17 movies where she showed her breasts, her butt, or her voluptuous body totally naked. Despite making a name for herself by doing nude scenes early in her career, Helen Mirren claims that she wasn't happy about exposing so much skin. Modestly shy and insecure about her body, she made such titillating, sexy scenes as part of continuing her craft. Where men aren't expected to take off their clothes, women had better strip topless and/or naked if they hope to continue to get juicy roles. Forget good acting, men what to see skin.
"I might seem uninhibited but believe me, I'm not. I've always had a problem doing nudity. In fact, I hated it. It has never been a comfortable thing. I've never enjoyed it. It's always mortifying," said Helen Mirren in a 2006 interview. "I did those scenes because I didn't want to be uptight. Now I'm stuck in a way with a reputation for doing nude scene."
Yet much like Helen Mirren, after Mimi Rogers appeared in her nude scene that made for TV movie, her movie career became more successful seemingly overnight. I imagine that after directors and producers saw what she looked like beneath her clothes, she was in real demand. In this age of plastic surgery, a nip here and a tuck there, the first thing that an actress or a female celebrity buys are breasts. Mimi Rogers and Helen Mirren already had those. They didn't need to have what some plastic surgeon's idea of how a woman should look like topless. Naturally endowed, they were born with big, beautiful breasts.
I shall always be a fan of Angie Dickinson, Mimi Rogers, and Helen Mirren. Thank you for your work.
THE END
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Not nearly done yet, Susan steps out of the shadows to find her next victim.
Having gotten away with murder, with her not even a suspect in her doctor's and/or in her boyfriend's murders, what she thought was the end to her psychotic spree of killing men was only the beginning. With the doctor deemed officially killed by driving his Ferrari too recklessly fast on a mountain road, no one suspected her of tampering with his brakes. Case closed.
Then, with her ex-boyfriend always in a rush and always standing too close to the edge of the platform when the train was coming, it only took a push of her hand through the crowd of people waiting to board the train to end him. Deemed a tragic accident, there were a dozen eye witnesses to his accidental fall or to his suicide. Case closed. Seemingly, she didn't need a gun to seek her revenge, just some thoughtful planning.
Alas, not lasting very long with her on a wildly irresponsible spending extravaganza, thinking that she was going to be caught, charged, tried, convicted, and imprisoned, she spent her boyfriend's money as if there was no tomorrow. Never thinking there'd be today and determined to go to jail broke, she truly believed she'd be spending the rest of her life behind bars in a six by eight foot prison cell. Already imagining her prison walls closing in around her, she never thoughts she'd be free.
Surely being a suspect in her doctor's murder, she definitely thought she'd be a suspect in her boyfriend's murder too. Only, not a suspect in either deaths, she wasn't even questioned. Free to continue living the rest of her life, she got away with not only one murder but with two. Now with her going through all of her boyfriend's money so quickly, she needed more cash. If only she could get enough money, living more cheaply there than she could in the United States, she'd move far way to live in a foreign, third world country under a new identity somewhere that no one would know her and no one would find her.
* * * * *
Being that she had anger issues, a gross understatement, too emotionally distraught to work at a 9-5 job, she could never work at a job again. Being that she's now a psychopathic killer instead of just a crazed woman, with all of her emotional issues of anger and paranoia just a scratch away from the surface, doing better when she's alone, she doesn't do well when with people. At the slightest provocation, she'll fly into a murderous rage. In her chosen line of work as a cold blooded killer, it's better that her victims not see her coming than to be ready to defend themselves against her, a seemingly helpless woman.
With her no longer a typical office worker, she's a murderess and on her way to becoming a serial killer. Now that she's already murdered two men, it's much easier to murder a third one. What others would allow to roll off their backs, she couldn't. If ever her boss crossed the sexual harassment line with her, tried to make a pass, or was unfair to her in denying her raises and promotions, with her having a short fuse, she'd no doubt kill him too.
Only, she didn't want to kill for nothing. She didn't want to kill because she was angry, hurt, and/or feeling abused. She didn't want to kill out of some convoluted justification to give her an excuse to kill. She wanted to kill for a valid reason and presently her reason was money. She needed to kill to get her enough money to flee the country.
Tall, blonde, blue-eyed, busty, and beautiful, no one in their right mind would peg her as a murderess. With her having a killer body as her only crime, those men who'd want to control, use, and abuse her, just want to get her in bed. And if they died in the process of having sex with her then, no doubt, that was many men's perfect way to die.
* * * * *
Now cold, detached, and calculating, instead of anyone suspecting her and seeing her coming, she'd rather kill someone she didn't know. In the way that she justified killing her doctor and her boyfriend to get even with them for all that they did to her, now she'd rather kill for money than for revenge. She pulled out her old list of the names of the men that she was going to kill when she thought she was going to die. Only, getting as far as her doctor and her boyfriend, she had a long list of men who had used and abused her. Going down the list again but looking more at how much her potential victims could more financial enrich her than what they did to her, she viewed her list of men differently now. Assigning those with money a higher priority, she more needed cash than she did revenge.
In the way they used and abused her, it was her turn to use and abuse them. Now it was her turn to put the fear of the Devil in them before they went to their Heaven or to their Hell. In the way that so many men have lied, deceived, and cheated people for money, now it was her turn to murder for money. Only, other than advertising on Craig's List, Murderess for Hire, how would she possibly find her clients?
She imagined herself being a female equalizer, definitely, she could do that. With her righting the wrongs of defenseless women, only there was no money in that for her. Most women didn't have the money she needed to pay her for her vengeful acts of self-righteousness. All the women she knew were victims themselves and were still dependent on men to support them, and were still taking the abuse from men. Done with that, done with a man bossing her around and telling what to do and when to do it, now it was her turn to make men pay. It was then that she realized, one in the same, that her clients were also her victims.
Only, she needed a target. Her preferred target, a man who had a lot of money. As much as she'd like to, targeting the man who raped her when she was younger, she couldn't kill a Mafia boss. With him surrounded by the members of his extended crime family, killing a mob boss would, no doubt, get her killed rather than her killing her intended target. Besides, unless she caught him with a briefcase full of one hundred dollar bills, other that the few thousand dollars he'd have in his pocket, the gold jewelry he wore, and the fancy car he drove, unbelievingly and frustratingly, there was no money in killing a mob boss, only revenge.
The same thing was true with a drug dealer. As much as she wanted to target a drug dealer for getting her hooked on drugs, she couldn't. Now clean, now not as emotional in her thinking and in her revenge, she saw things more clearly now. With her a pasty white Caucasian woman, albeit a very beautiful woman and wickedly sexy, she wouldn't make it 100 yards near the drug dealer's domain. Moreover, with drug dealers armed to the teeth in the way of ISIS rebels, and with her not even owning a gun, she'd be no match for them.
She'd have to do some research on who to kill first. She'd have to identify the bad men, the men that no one would miss and that no one would care were dead. One by one, she'd take them out and in the way that she took her boyfriend's money, she'd take their money too, so that she could not only survive but also thrive. Only, the men that had the money also had power and influence, three things she didn't have. The men with money, power, and influence could take her out before she could take them out.
Her secret weapon was her big brain and the element of surprise. Never let them see you coming was her motto. In the way that she was smart about murdering her doctor and murdering her boyfriend, she had to be smart about murdering men who not only used and abused her but also who took physical, emotional, and sexual advantage of women and/or children. If she only killed powerful men who abused and took physical, emotional, and sexual advantage of women and/or children, then she could justify killing them in her mind. Surely, no one but for the pedophile, would care if she murdered a pedophile. A pedophile playground, there were lots of pedophiles in the Catholic Church, even some with money, a lot of money.
* * * * *
She had to find a man with money who could replenish her pocketbook. She had to find a man in the community that no one would really care if he was dead. She had to find a man who'd be easy to kill. She had to find a man who'd never suspect that he was being targeted. She had to find a man who'd never see her coming. Self-righteous to himself, she had to find a man who was so smugly arrogant in his safety, in his imagined goodness, and secure in his self-perceived honor that he didn't even bother with security. She found such a man in Bishop Timothy O'Brien.
With him handling the weekly collections from those churches under his authority, as if he was a mobster who owned a casino, he'd skim from the top before depositing the rest of the money in the Corporate Vatican account. Oxymoronic that a charity such as a church would have a corporate account but the Catholic Churches had not only one corporate account, they had dozens of corporate accounts all over the country and all over the world that funneled their weekly collections to Rome. Suspected of stealing money from those neighborhood church's weekly collections that were in his control, the deposits from bags of collection coins and cash were all funneled through him.
Then, if that wasn't enough, there were the larger and sometimes anonymous public donations given to the Catholic charities from which he could skim. Taking from the very poor who needed the money more than he did, she knew Bishop O'Brien had money, a lot of money. Always talking about retiring to Ireland or to live out his life as one of the elder Bishops in Vatican City in Rome, Italy, he seemingly was an easy victim and her next target.
She knew he had money hidden somewhere, but where? He couldn't hide his ill-gotten gains in a bank unless he kept his cash in a safety deposit box. Moreover, there'd be no way that she could get him to open his safety deposit box and empty the contents, unless she came up with a plan. The Devil reincarnate, the only way to get to someone like him unhinged was to put the fear of God in him. The only way to get his money was to deliver the Devil to his doorstep. With him above the law and afraid of no man, only God or the Devil could rattle his cage.
He had been accused of molesting altar boys when he was a priest thirty years ago. Instead of the church doing something about his crime, they transferred him to another church. Instead of the church taking action against him, they promoted him from Priest to Bishop. He had been transferred six times and continued his abuse against children in each one of his parishes. Then, when he became bishop, being that the hierarchy ignored his bad behavior, he ignored the bad behavior of his parish priests.
Instead of defrocking his priests and turning them over to the police for prostitution, he transferred them in the same way that the church transferred him. This was all the justification she needed to murder him. That was all the justification she needed to steal his money. Now, it was time she put the fear of God and/or the Devil in him, enough for him to want to leave town and perhaps retire to his beloved Ireland or to accept a position with the Vatican in Italy. If she could make his life miserable enough here, then he'd want to take his money out of his safety deposit box and flee.
* * * * *
He lived in a safe community on the best parcel of land in the city. Bordering on lavishly opulent, his house was splendid and worth millions of dollars. For a Bishop, a man of God, and a man of the people, he lived like a King and all at the expense of the Catholic Church. With him ruling the roost in the name of God and making rules and decisions uncontested, he lived like a demi-God more than he did a man of religion, or a man of the Catholic practitioners, or a man of God.
Unlike the Nuns who must take a vow of poverty, Catholic Priests don't take such a vow. That's worth repeating. Even though Catholic Nuns must take a vow of poverty, Catholic Priests don't take such a vow. Whatever earnings Nuns receive they give over to their congregation. Whatever earning priests receive they keep.
"Wow! That's not right. That's not fair."
Priests are paid salaries and are able to buy and own things whereas Nuns are not. A man's world that even stretches to fit religion, it doesn't seem fair that a supposedly holy man should be allowed to accumulate wealth and live in such a fancy house when definitely more holy, Nuns live in a convent. It doesn't seem fair that a Bishop should have a housekeeper and a cook and dine in private while eating the best foods and drinking the best wines when the Nuns must all eat together while not having the best of anything. Just as it's not fair, especially when many religious women are more devotedly holier than many of the supposedly religious men, it's not right that a woman cannot hold a prominent position within the Catholic Church.
At least the women don't abuse children. At least the women don't embarrass the church. At least the women don't cost the church millions of dollars in unnecessary lawsuits to settle crimes committed by priests against children. At least the women don't steal the church's money. Even if he wasn't a thief, with everything that he needed supplied by the Catholic Church, she imagined that he was wealthy. A man who didn't have to support a wife, have to pay healthcare, who didn't have children to feed, clothe, and pay college tuitions, and who didn't have to pay rent for where he lived, or pay for the car that he drove must definitely be rich.
Without a doubt, Bishop O'Brien was a wealthy man. As rich as a Mafia boss and/or a drug dealer, Bishop O'Brien didn't advertise his wealth with grotesque displays of gold jewelry, and expensive cars. He didn't proclaim that he was someone he wasn't when indeed he was. Yet, in reality, he was just as big a criminal as any Mafia boss and/or drug dealer.
* * * * *
Rattling his cage, she knew it wouldn't take much for him to take action. She started with writing him letters with all of the names of the boys that he was accused of sexually abusing. With her writing and him receiving a letter every day, she wrote more letters of all names of the boys and all the names of the priests that his transferred priests were accused of sexually abusing. Then, putting him on notice, she threw a brick through his bedroom window with a note attached that read:
"God is not happy with you. Repent or die. You must confess your sins. You must answer for what you did to the innocent. The Devil is coming for you for what you did to the children. Repent or die. Repent or die. Repent or die."
Because of what was in the note, not wanting to expose his crimes to the police, to have them suspect him guilty, and to have his good name besmirched all over the daily news, she knew that he wouldn't go to the police. Being that he was guilty of such crimes, keeping it quiet and keeping it to himself, she knew that he wouldn't report the incidents of terroristic harassment to anyone. Just as he squashed all of the other crimes that those he directly supervised committed, all of his crimes were squashed too. The Catholic Church was good at keeping things quietly buried, especially when it came to one of their own. Dante Alighieri didn't write his Inferno for no reason. With them deemed the worst of the worst, there was a reason why the Popes were all damned to the Ninth Circle of Hell, the lowest circle of Hell and of the Devil's damnation.
Below are direct quotes from Dante's (real name surname Durante) Alighieri's Inferno that Susan mailed to The Most Reverend, Bishop O'Brien.
"There is no greater sorrow than to recall our time of joy in wretchedness."
"Ye who enter, abandon all hope."
"One ought to be afraid of nothing when things possessed of power to do us harm, but things innocuous need not be feared."
"Hope not ever to see Heaven. I have come to lead you to the other shore; into eternal darkness; into fire and into ice."
"Here pity only lives when it is dead -- Virgil!"
"At grief so deep that the tongue must wag in vain; the language of a sense and memory lacks the vocabulary of such pain."
"That which had pleased me once, troubled my spirit."
"For pride and avarice and envy are the three fierce sparks that set all hearts ablaze."
"These dwell among the blackest souls, loaded down deep by sin of differing types. If you sink far enough, you'll see them all."
"You've built yourself a God from silver and gold. How does that differ from idol worship, except those people worship one God and you worship one hundred."
Her next step was calling in a phony bomb threat in the middle of the night. Rousting him from his sleep, she watched him leaving his house when the police and fire department asked him to leave. After inspecting and sweeping the premises with bomb sniffing dogs, robots, and mechanical devices for two hours, the Bishop returned to bed. Now with angry letters arriving in the mail, bricks thrown through his bedroom window, and a bomb threat, not a stupid man, she knew he'd take his money and run.
* * * * *
With an antenna innocuously positioned atop of his car trunk, she knew a man who could hack anyone's e-mail account just by positioning his car outside of their house. Figuring that the Bishop wouldn't have sophisticated firewall protection, she paid her friend to hack the bishops e-mail account. With that information, she read his e-mails where, instead of going home to Ireland, he contacted the Vatican for a position in Italy.
A man with his power, influence, and connections wouldn't have to wait a year to be transferred. Being that he was close friends with many of the Cardinals, his friends in high positions would give him whatever he wanted. To insure that he received what he wanted, he lied. He wrote the Cardinal that he wasn't in good health and wanted to finish out his career in Rome. With that lie, his transfer to Rome was eminent.
She read the e-mail he wrote to order his plane ticket. From there, it was watching and waiting for him to go to the bank. The day before he was scheduled to leave, he visited the bank and with her standing in the lobby, she watched him disappear behind the gate where they kept the safety deposit boxes. Not even walking to the teller to exchange his cash for a bank check, he carried his cash in a briefcase.
Good luck with him getting through customs and getting that amount of money on a plane. Maybe because he was a Bishop, they wouldn't check his bag. Maybe because he was a rich Bishop, he'd hire a private plane, one that would otherwise avoid the close scrutiny of the TSA and Homeland Security. Maybe he'd ship the money ahead by special courier, under the guise of official church business. Whatever he planned on doing, she was getting a hold of that money first. Whatever he was planning on doing, she'd never allow him to leave the country with her money.
With him leaving early the next morning, he gave his cook and housekeeper the next two weeks off with pay for them to take a break before transitioning to care for the new Bishop, his replacement. Certainly, with him suddenly leaving, it would take some weeks before the church found his replacement. With the church attendances and collections declining, and with the church closing more and more churches, they'd be in no hurry to put another costly Bishop in position.
She tailed him back to his house where she had a surprise waiting for him. Being that he was such a public figure and with him giving so very many interviews, everything she needed to know about him was right there online. She paid a man $20 to deliver a tray of extra-large, juicy shrimp, the Bishop's favorite food, and a bottle of superior vintage, fine French wine. Easy to poison the shrimp, she injected poison through the wine bottle cork with a syringe. She flatted down the tiny needle hole in the cork to show that the wine wasn't opened and/or tampered with and that would soon be covered by the hole created by the corkscrew.



The poison was something that could be digested and that wouldn't show up in his blood. If anything, he'd appear as if he had suffered a heart attack. If anything, she'd be doing him a favor by taking possession of his money. If anything, he'd be one less powerfully, influential man to abuse his power, abuse women, and abuse children.
* * * * *
Wearing gloves, stealthily, quietly, and without making a sound, she entered through his unlocked bathroom window. She heard him before she saw him. He was on the floor holding his stomach and gasping for air. Perhaps if she had dialed 911 before leaving with his briefcase full of money, she may have saved him. Only, it was better this way with no one finding his dead body for a day or two or longer now that the cook and the housekeeper were on leave for a couple of weeks.
"Help," he said gasping for air.
She stepped over him to take ownership of his briefcase. Lugging the small suitcase to her, it must have weighed twenty-five pounds. When she opened it, stacked neatly inside were rows and rows of hundred dollar bills stacked on top of one another. Each pack of money had a five thousand dollar band tightly wrapped around it. Fifty, one hundred dollar bills to a stack. With four rows of ten, there was two hundred thousand dollars on the top row and it went five rows deep, a million dollars. Somehow this holy man and this man of God, had accumulated a million dollars in cash.
The thieving bastard had a million dollars. A man devoted to God, how does he accumulate a million dollars in cash without stealing it? Just as she was about to leave him there and abscond with his money, she noticed a second briefcase. He had another briefcase just like the first. She opened that too. In the same way the first briefcase was packed, so wasn't the second one. Two million dollars in cash. She had two million dollars in cash. With this kind of money and with her moving far away, somewhere they couldn't extradite her, Belize, Switzerland, or the Cayman Islands perhaps, she'd be set for life.
To be continued...
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Forget about talking about it, mother and son finally agree to have sex.
Part Sixteen: "Have you ever thought of me in a sexual way?"
Armed with her true, incestuous, sexual confession, she was so ready to tell him everything.
"Have you ever thought of me in a sexual way?"
Have I ever thought of you in a sexual way? With him asking her the perfect question in encouraging her to confess her sexual feelings towards her son, she swooned at the thought of what she was about to say next after asking her that question.
"You first," she said. "Have you ever thought about having sex with me?"
This was it. Finally, this was really it. Forget about stepping over the imaginary line of incest and forget about just discussing masturbation, they've already crossed the line and continued running down the incestuous playing field for a touchdown. With each one confessing their sexual fantasies to the other regarding their thoughts when masturbating, they were on the precipice of having sex. One way or the other, as if doing a 10 meter high dive, it wouldn't take her much to push him off the cliff for him to take the incestuous plunge with her or to scare him away.
"I have while masturbating," he said not even having to contemplate in formulating his answer in confessing his response.
She recalled all the times she thought of her son in a sexual way and even more since he's been living back at home with her. The culmination that put her over the edge was when she saw his cock when catching him masturbating. As if wishing it was her hand instead of his, she watched him stroking himself. Mesmerized by his big, hard cock, never expecting him to do so and surprised when he did, she just stood there while watching him cum.
Wanting to mount him and ram his stiff prick inside of her warm, wet pussy, it took all the self-control she had not to move to him and take him in her hand before taking him in her mouth. It took all the self-control she had not to strip off her clothes and have sex with him right then and right there. After watching him masturbating and cumming, within just a few minutes, she was in her room with her bedroom door closed. She was so sexually aroused that she masturbated herself with the thoughts of having sex with him. With her standing at a cliff without wearing a parachute, she was already over the edge of the precipice and it was up to her to bring him along with her.
"While you're masturbating, have you ever thought of me naked?" Not even waiting for him to answer her question, she asked him another. "Have you ever thought of having sex with me?"
While thinking about his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, she thought about him last night when she was masturbating herself to the thoughts of watching him masturbating himself. In the way she thought about him ejaculating cum all over his chest, his stomach, and his hand, she thought about him cumming in her mouth and in her pussy.
"Yes in answer to both of those questions," she said being openly and honestly.
Never thinking they'd ever be having this conversation about masturbation and incestuous, sexual fantasies, oh my God, this is so sexually exciting to be discussing mutual masturbation with her son.
"What do you think about when thinking of me?"
It would be easier to tell him what she doesn't think about when thinking about his naked body and his hard, erect cock.
"It's different for a woman than it is for a man," she said skirting the truth by temporarily evading the issue while her brain caught up with her horniness.
If only he knew that women are much more sexual than men. If only men knew what the sexual beast they'd unleash by sexually satisfying their women, most men couldn't handle it. Too much sex for them, most men wouldn't want the amount of sex that their women crave, need, and want. Most men would be shocked if they only knew what dirty sluts and nasty whores their supposedly kind, loving, and innocent women really were.
"How so?"
She wished she could tell him the truth instead of having to make up something to assuage him. Only, if she told him the truth, no doubt, he'd think of her, his own mother, a whore. Even though she's only been faithful in her marriage and sexually intimate with only one man, but with her husband never fully sexually satisfying her, she's always had sexual thoughts. She wished she could tell him that deep down inside she was a dirty slut and a nasty whore. Perhaps in another life she was a wicked prostitute. What would he think of her then if she told him how horny she always is and how much she masturbates? She only wished she could confess that she wants to have sex with him. What would he think of his mother then?
"Well, I think more about holding you," she said. "I think more about hugging you and comforting you rather than having hot sex with you," she said with a little laugh while lying through her teeth.
Hugging him her ass. If anything, forget about making love, she'd rather he'd fuck her and fuck her hard. She'd rather he'd strip her naked and force his sexual way upon her. She'd rather strip him naked and tie his wrists and ankles to her bed so that she could have her wicked sexual way with him.
Being that she'd never had anal sex but always wanted to try, she'd even allow him to fuck her where the sun doesn't shine and where no son should ever fuck his mother, if only he wanted and if only he so dared. Definitely, a preemptive given, she'd suck his cock. At the very least, if that's all he wanted and with her willing to be satisfied with just that, she'd allow him to cum in her mouth and she'd swallow.
Have I ever thought about having sex with you? He's got to be kidding. Duh? A better question would be, since you've moved home a month ago, have I not stopped thinking about having sex with you? If only he knew how much she sexually wanted him, wouldn't he be surprised? With her husband no longer touching her and giving her any kind of physical affection, emotional satisfaction, and sexual attention, she's suddenly transferred all of her sexual feelings to her son.
"Tell me more in detail," he said with a perversely look on his face.
Hiding her lust, she looked at him and smiled her innocence. A mother lusting over her son was immorally abnormal but a son lusting over his mother, according to Freud, was completely and oxymoronically normal.
"You first," she said unwilling to totally expose herself in playing this sexy game until he exposed himself first.
Not wanting to upset the apple cart and/or rock the boat prematurely and before she could get him neck deep in hot water, she needed him to immerse himself in the incestuous waters first before she'd save him by swimming with him to shore. There, as if a remake of from Here to Eternity, titillating her in just thinking about it, instead of Burt Lancaster and Deborah Kerr acting their parts, she'd finally have her sexy beach scene with her son.
"I have," he said seemingly unashamed and unembarrassed that he's had forbidden sexual thoughts of his mother.
Just sitting here now, with him about to tell her his secret lust for her, she couldn't remove the sexy scene of her son stroking himself before cumming. A full mouthful when watching him ejaculate, there was so much cum. If he had asked her to, she would have licked his cum clean from his stomach and chest. If he had wanted her to, she would have sucked out the last drops of cum from his cock. With great pleasure and sexual passion, she would have licked his cock clean.
She imagined stroking him but instead of him cumming all over his chest and stomach, she imagined him cumming in her mouth. She'd do anything to taste her son's cock as her ultimate evidence that she sexually satisfied him with her hand and mouth. Further, she imagined looking up at him with her bright green eyes while swallowing every drop of him. Scandalous in her sexual desire for him, if only he knew what she'd do to his hard, young body, he may be surprised.
"In what way?"
She stared at him while imagining his answer. She imagined him taking her in his arms to kiss her, French kiss her. She imagined her son feeling her ass with one hand while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples with his other hand. She imagined her son stripping her naked before pushing her back on her bed and taking and with all his pent up, incestuous passion for her. Up and down and up and down, she imagined him pounding her pussy. She imagined herself screaming with an orgasm. She imagined him sweating while fucking her pussy hard, really hard, and hard enough for her to be happily sore the next day.
"Well, to be totally honest, I've thought about exposing myself to you numerous times." He paused while looking at her while no doubt waiting to see her reaction to what he just said.
He looked at her as if he was about to expose his cock to her now.
"And why didn't you expose yourself to me?"
She looked at him while imagining his cock dangling in front of her face.
"I felt funny. I felt perverted. I feared you'd ask me to leave the house if you didn't feel safe being alone with me," he said.
If only he had exposed himself early, maybe they would have been having glorious sex by now.
"I could never feel unsafe with you, Jason. You're my son. My flesh and blood. I love you, perhaps a little too much," she said with a sexy albeit dirty laugh.
She imagined him naked. She imagined herself naked. She imagined his naked body sweating all over her naked body.
"I've always wondered what your reaction would be to seeing my cock," he said with some obvious uncomfortableness.
She smiled a sexually satisfied smile while recalling the image of his erect cock spurting cum.
"Well, wonder no more. Your cock is only the second cock I've seen in person. After last night, you don't have to wonder about my reaction to seeing your cock anymore," she said laughing. "We've put that question to rest with me seeing your erection and I must say that you have a beautiful cock and a much bigger cock then you're father's cock."
Again the imagined image of his cock filled her horny hand, her willing mouth, and her warm, wet pussy. If only she could have sex with her son right here and right now, even on the kitchen table in the way that Jack Nicholson took Jessica Lange in the remake of the The Postman Always Rings Twice, she'd be so happy. If only he'd make a move on her, after feigning her resistance to preserve her twisted morality, her false modesty, and her sacred motherly honor, she'd willingly submit to him.
"Thank you for saying that Mom," he said pausing as if having second thoughts about what he was going to say next. "That's true, we did put that question to rest with you seeing my cock but," he stopped.
But? She wondered what he was thinking. She wondered what he was going to say next.
"But what? Tell me," she said. "We shouldn't have any secrets between us, especially at this stage of our mature mother and son relationship."
He looked at her as if trying to read his mind while she looked at him as if trying to psychically tell him that she wanted him.
"Sometimes I wonder what it would be feel like for you to wrap your fingers around me while fondling me before stroking me," he said looking at his mother while she looked at him with lust.
Obviously with hopeful expectation and sexual anticipation that she would, no doubt, agree to masturbate him, there was no telling where this conversation on masturbation would lead. Dizzy with sexual delight, she swooned at the thought of her fingers wrapped around her son's big prick. Was that his subtle hint for her to take his cock in her horny hand? Is that what he wanted her to do? Did he want her to masturbate him? If only he'd say that's what he wanted her to do, she'd masturbate him, she would. Only, rather than just masturbating him, she wanted to do so much more.
Suddenly she had an image of her horny, sexually frustrated hand wrapped around her son's cock instead of her husband's cock. She imagined stroking him harder and faster until he exploded a load of cum all over her naked breasts. As if he had an inexhaustible amount of cum, she imagined stroking him harder and faster, while sucking him longer and deeper. She imagined him cumming in her willing mouth and her swallowing every last drop of his cum. Not allowing his hopeful expectation to go unanswered, she continued probing his willingness to want an incestuous, sexual relationship.
"So, you're sexual fantasy is for me to masturbate you?" She paused while waiting for him to respond and when he didn't, she persevered. "Is that it?"
Oh, yeah, without question, Jason wouldn't have to ask her twice to masturbate him. If only he would, she would.
"Yeah, part of it is," he said.
Part of it? What's the other part? Maybe he wants to fuck her. She only hoped he does. Definitely, without him telling her, she knows that he wants her to suck him. If only he knew that she'd do anything and everything that he wanted her to do. She'd make him very sexually happy if only he'd make her very sexually happy too.
"What's the rest of it? Don't hold back. Tell me. I'm curious to know," she said finishing the rest of her coffee with a gulp.
She watched him staring at her expose cleavage before his eyes fell to the big impressions that her nipples made in her nightgown. As if he was seeing his hard, hairy cock filling her sweet motherly mouth, he stared at her full, red lipstick covered lips.
"Well," he said with a pause. "I don't know if you do this or have done this with Dad or with someone else but," he paused to make solid eye contact with her. "And I'm embarrassed to even say this."
"Say it. Tell me. I want to know what you're thinking," she said.
He looked at her in the way that he used to look at her when he did something wrong or when he broke a window playing baseball out back.
"God Mom, I suddenly feel like such a pervert," he said.
He looked to her for more assurance.
"Jason, you shouldn't feel perverted for having normal sexual, albeit incestuous sexual feelings towards your mother," she said reassuringly.
Avoiding eye contact, he looked down at his hands before looking up at her.
"I imagine you sucking me? There I said it. I imagine you blowing me while stroking me and while looking up at me with your big, green eyes as I fondle your breasts and finger your nipples."
Duh? Sucking him? She figured as much. He wants her to blow him. Her son wants her to suck his stiff dick. Suddenly, her mind was filled with her head bobbing up and down on her son's big prick while stroking him. Suddenly, she imagined him cumming in her mouth and her swallowing him.
"You mean you imagine me blowing you?" She was dizzy with sexual delight again. "You imagine me sucking your cock?" She needed to verbalize it to better imagine it.
Oh, my God, as if she was high, she was so very dizzy with sexual delight again at the thoughts of blowing her son. After watching him cum, it wasn't much of a stretch to imagine him cumming in her mouth. With the image of her sucking his cock, she could nearly taste his cum going down her throat. If only he knew that she fantasized about sucking him whenever she masturbated herself, she wondered what he'd say. If only he knew that she's already visualized blowing him over and again. If he knew she wanted to suck him, she wondered if he'd grab her, pull out his cock, force her to her knees, and put a hand to the back of her head while pulling her hair for her to open her mouth to suck him.
"Yes," he said.
Unless this was nothing more than sexy talk and meaningless banter, if only he knew that she couldn't wait to suck his cock, she wondered what he'd say. After he licked her pussy and gave her an oral orgasm, and after he made love to her before fucking her hard, if only he knew that she'd love for him to cum in her mouth. Her sexual fantasy come true, she couldn't wait to take his big prick in her hand before taking it in her mouth after taking it in her pussy. With her willing to do anything for the sexual pleasure of her son, she couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth. If only he knew all that she would willingly and sexually do, perhaps with him thinking of her as a dirty slut and an incestuous whore, she wondered how her giving him incestuous sex would change their close mother and son relationship.
"Tell me this then," she said making eye contact with him. "Do you imagine cumming in my mouth and me swallowing?"
As if she was having another one of her sexual fantasies while masturbating herself, it was difficult for her to say what she said without fingering her nipples and rubbing her clit, but she control herself from touching herself. She couldn't believe she was asking her son that type of a question. If only just temporarily, if he wasn't embarrassed then she was embarrassed for him. Still that didn't stop her from asking him the question.
It's been such a very long time since she's had a cock in her hand and in her mouth. It's been a long time since she's swallowed her husband's load. Now she couldn't wait to swallow her son's cum too. It's been even longer since she's had a hard, hairy cock buried in her warm, wet pussy. For a woman who's had only one cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, she's become such a nasty cum slut. For a woman who's never had anal sex, she'd have anal sex with her son, if that's what he so wanted.
"Yes," he said.
She couldn't believe not only does her son wants her to suck him but also he wants to cum in her mouth and for her to swallow his cum. Overwhelmed with sexual excitement and swooning over the thought of sucking her son, she hoped to God that he'd make his move so that she could show him how very much she not only loves him but also wants him. While staring up at him with his cock buried in her mouth, she'd love nothing more than to get on her knees and front of him and suck his cock while stroking his cock as he felt and fondled her big tits while fingering her nipples.
"Well, to be clear, the only man I've been sexually intimate is with your father. I was a virgin when we married. Other than your father flashing my tits to his brother after he got me drunk and when I was passed out sleeping, as he told me the next day, he was the first man and only man who's seen me naked. No other man has ever seen me naked. And yes, I have sucked your father's cock and he has cum in my mouth and I've swallowed him," she said looking at him to see his reaction to all that she was confessing.
"Wow," he said staring at his mother as if she was his new porn star. "I just can't imagine you with Dad's cock buried in your mouth. I can't imagine him cumming in your mouth and you swallowing his cum."
She'd love nothing more than to have her son's big prick buried in her mouth while sucking him, stroking him, and staring up at his big, blue eyes with her big, green eyes while swallowing his cum too.
"Yet, just because I was a virgin doesn't mean that I'm a prude," she said sticking her finger down inside of her cleavage again. "Just because your father was the only man I've ever been with doesn't mean that I don't wonder what it would be like to be with another man. He wanted me to have sex with his brother while he watched, but I wouldn't do that. I'd have to be a whore for him to use me in such a sexual way," she said with pride.
"Wow," said Jason.
"Yet, sometimes when I'm horny, I've always wondered about sucking his brother and/or making love to other men, the husbands of my girlfriends, my co-workers, or some of your father's friends. I'm only human after all. Only, while still married to your father, I could never be with another man," she said with a pause before continuing while hoping she wasn't scaring off her son.



"I understand," he said with obvious disappointment while no doubt thinking that his mother wouldn't suck him and may not even masturbate him.
"Believe it or not, it would be easier for me to be sexually intimate with you than it would for me to be sexually intimate with another man," she said leaving the door wide open for him to step through while qualifying her response. "And now that he's abandoned me, I'm free to do whatever I want with whomever I want."
She thought about all the men in her life. She thought about her husband's friends, her friends' husbands, and men she met at work. Yet, even though she had sexual thoughts for them, she never acted on her sexual feelings in the way that her husband has done with so very many women, mostly strippers, prostitutes, and whores. A real letch, he's had sex with many of her friends who are no longer her friends.
"Really?"
Lost in thought about the past, it took her a moment to continue in the present.
"Really what?"
Suspecting his thoughts, she wasn't entirely sure what he was asking her.
"Lemme get this straight. You'd be sexually intimate with me before you'd be sexually intimate with another man?" Obviously enjoying hanging onto that thought, he paused in thought while staring at her before continuing. "It would be easier for you to be sexually intimate with me rather than being sexually intimate with another man? Is that to say that you'd have sex with me before having sex with anyone else? "
Oh, that. Duh? Yeah, of course. No guilt, no shame, and no remorse, with both of them adults and with the sex consensual, she'd definitely have sex with her son before having sex with any other man.
"I suppose but that doesn't mean that I would be sexually intimate with you," she said being seductively and teasingly coy. "I imagine there are some things that I wouldn't mind doing with you sexually though," she said leaving the incestuous door gaping wide open.
Some things? Who was she kidding? There's nothing that she wouldn't sexually do with her son. She'd do everything, including anal sex with her son, if he so wanted to take her anally. She'd suck him dry and fuck him sore.
"Such as?"
She was getting overly, sexually aroused now. Eager to have sex with him, she no longer wanted to play this silly game and continue this sexy conversation. Too much like pillow talk without the pillows and without being in bed, she'd much rather just get naked and do it instead of talking about doing it. She was so horny. She was so sexually aroused by their incestuous conversation. Knowing it was fairly common for a son to sexually want his mother, she wondered how common it was for a mother to want her son.
"I wouldn't mind you seeing me topless or even naked," she said. "It wouldn't embarrass me at all having you see my tits."
Failing to tell him that it would sexually excite her for him to see her breasts, she could feel herself getting wetter by the thought of exposing her tits to her son.
"Wow! I'd love to see your breasts mother," he said. "What else?"
Figuring that he'd ask her to lower he nightgown top and expose her naked breasts to him, she was surprised when he didn't. Instead he asked, what else? What else what? Everything else. She'd be most willing to do anything that he asked her to sexually do. She'd be his sexual slave if he asked her to be. Something she'd never do with her husband, she'd not only do him but she'd do all of his friends, if that would make him happy enough to have sex with her.
"I wouldn't mind you touching, feeling, and fondling my breasts," she said. "I'd view that more of a loving touch than as a sexual one. I even let you suck my tits, if that's what you wanted to do."
Waiting for him to make a move, waiting for him to reach out his horny hand to touch, feel, and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples, she was shocked that he didn't. With just the thought of Jason feeling her breasts and sucking her nipples while she fondled his cock made her dizzy.
"Wow," he said with sexual excitement in his voice. "I wouldn't mind doing that either. I'd love to touch, feel, fondle, and suck your big tits Mom."
Now knowing that it was inevitable, she couldn't wait to show her son her breasts. It took all the self-control that she possessed not to stand from her chair, walk to her son, and allow him to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her nightgown. It took all of the self-control she possessed not to stand and strip off her nightgown.
"What about you? What would you do with your old mother that wouldn't totally disgust you," she said.
She already knew what he wanted. Just like her husband and like any other man, he wanted a blowjob. He wanted her to suck him and to cum in her mouth. Still, she'd suck him, so long as he'd lick her. She fuck him as long as he'd make love to her. She'd do any sexual thing that he wanted her to do as long as he'd do every sexual thing that she wanted him to do. She'd allow him to cum in her mouth as long as he gave her an orgasm too.
"More than you think," he said with a dirty laugh. "Actually, now that you mention it and being that we're openly discussing masturbation," he said pausing while staring at him with seduction on her mind and in her heart.
She looked at him as if about to ask him what he wanted for his birthday or for Christmas.
"Yes? What?"
He looked at her as if asking her if he could stay out late.
"I'd like for you to masturbate me while I masturbate you."
As if someone else had said that, she couldn't believe he just said that. Something she's been waiting to hear from his lips, if that wasn't a confession of sexual attraction than she didn't know what was. Her son wanted his mother to masturbate him while he masturbated her. Oh, my God, this masturbation match was really going to happen.
"I could do that," she said. "Yeah, if you wanted me to, I could masturbate you. That wouldn't bother me in the least to show you the love that I have for you by stroking your penis."
She stared at him with the image of holding his erect penis in his hand while stroking him.
"Seriously?"
Now leering at her, he never remove his horny eyes from her exposed cleavage and from the impressions her nipples made in her nightgown.
"Why not? It isn't like we're fucking and sucking. We're just touching one another's bodies," she said. "What's the big deal?"
The big deal was that he was her son and she was his mother. The big deal was that she was finally going to have incestuous, forbidden sex with her son. She was going to be the one responsible for him cumming and creaming her hand while he gave her an orgasm with his fingers.
"So, to recap," he said pausing in his sexual excitement to nail her down. "You'd really masturbate me?"
If only he knew that's all she'd do, wouldn't he'd be even more sexually excited than he is now?
"Sure, but," she said with a long pause after baiting her hook.
If she was going to masturbate her son, she wanted something out of this too.
"But what," he said taking her bait.
Hook, line, and sinker, she just needed to reel him in her bed to land him.
"You'd have to masturbate me too. You'd have to masturbate me first. Because if I masturbated you first, after you ejaculated, you'd just want to go to sleep," she said.
His face was now full of as much sexual excitement as her face was.
"That's true and fair enough," he said. "I could do that Mom. I could masturbate you."
She imagined her son feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while rubbing her clit.
"If you masturbate me, then I'll return the favor and masturbate you. If you give me an orgasm with your fingers, then I'll give you an orgasm with my hand. Who knows, if you get me sexually aroused enough, I may even give you an orgasm with my mouth."
She imagined herself naked. She imagined Jason feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and sucking her tits. She imagined him rubbing her clit while fingering her pussy. She imagined him giving her an orgasm with her mouth that he'd never forget.
"Wow," he said. "Sure, yeah, okay. I can do that. I can masturbate you," he said with a long pause. "When? Now? Right now?"
He was so eagerly excited. She knew what he meant but she played miss innocent.
"Right now what?"
This was really happening and it was happening now. Jason was going to masturbate her and she was going to masturbate him, perhaps, even suck him.
"When can we masturbate one another?" He looked at her as if asking her permission that he could have another piece of chocolate. "May I masturbate you now?"
Imagining him feeling her breasts while playing with her nipples before reaching his hand down between her legs, she wanted to run with him to her bedroom but she decided to take her sweet time to make him want her, really want her.
"Finish you breakfast and I'll think about it," she said with a sexy laugh.
She couldn't believe that Jason agreed to masturbate her. She couldn't believe that she was going to masturbate her son. As if it was all just another sexual fantasy that she has routinely been having over having sex with Jason, she couldn't believe that they were going to masturbate one another. If they'd be willing to go that far, no doubt, they'll be doing more than just masturbating one another. No doubt, they'll be having deep, penetrating sex.
She pondered all the possibilities of having sex with her son. Maybe once she masturbates him, she can persuade him to lick her pussy. Without needing any encouragement and/or request from him, after he eats his mother's pussy, she'll suck her son's cock too. Maybe after he eats her pussy and after she sucks his cock, knowing that she'll want to do more, he'll want more too.
Maybe instead of wanting to cum in her mouth which, no doubt, he does want to do that, he'll want to make love to her first. Maybe if after he makes love to her, he'll want to fuck her too. She imagined him making love to her before fucking her. She imagined him pounding her pussy with his cock, really pounding her pussy enough to give her another orgasm with his cock after having given her one with his fingers and his tongue.
Then, after he masturbates her and she masturbates him, after he licks her and she sucks him, and after they make love and fuck, she'll give him the best blowjob of his young life. Definitely, after he sexually satisfies her, by masturbating her, eating her, and fucking her, she'll sexually satisfy him by sucking him. She'll suck his cock while stroking his cock until he ejaculates in her mouth. Imagining looking up at her son with her big, green eyes with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth, she'd love for him to watch her blowing him as he cums in her mouth. Then, when he deposits his warm, oozy load of sperm in her mouth, she'll swallow every drop of her son's cum.
To be continued...
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Part Seventeen: Mary has incestuous sex with her son and Jason has incestuous sex with his mother.
Leaving Jason there to finish the last of his coffee, without even turning to look back at him, Mary got up from the table and went to her bedroom. Normally when going in her bedroom, she closes her door, only this time, she didn't. With him already making the first move, not even allowing him to mistake her sexual intentions, she was ready to make all of the other moves.
After their open, honest, and titillating dialogue about masturbation, already wet and ready for sex, she was sexually aroused. After he confessed that he thought of her naked and having sex with her when masturbating himself, she was now delirious with sexual desire and determined to have sex with her son. After he confessed which particular body part that he liked the most of hers, she imagine Jason feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while she stroked his cock. With her setting the table for this incestuous rendezvous by asking him if he'd masturbate her before she masturbated him, he was first to want to fill his hand with more than just breakfast food.
Something she never even considered doing before, to masturbate a man other than her husband, even her son, especially not her son, she dared herself to do now. Taking the plunge, having already crossed the incestuous line with their incestuous conversation, what she was about to do was a giant leap. She was ready to take her son's big prick in her hand to stroke him.
Without closing her door for privacy, immodestly and immorally, she removed her nightgown and positioned herself naked on her bed and on her back with her legs spread open enough to flash Jason her blonde bushy pussy when he walked by her room. Now that she was laying there with a big, blonde bush between her legs, she wished she had trimmed her blonde lawn. Only, with her no longer having sex with her husband, she didn't have the reason nor the desire to manicure her lawn. Yet, with her son admittedly interested in her tits, now she did have reason to take better groom herself. She'd even shave herself bald if that's what he wanted.
Silently and stealthily walking down the hall, as if he had just materialized from out of nowhere, he stood in her bedroom doorway and stared at her naked body in the way that she stood in his bedroom doorway stared at his expose prick when he was masturbating himself.
"Mom?"
Nakedly unashamed and unembarrassed, she propped herself up on her elbow to better look at him looking at her.
"Well? You said that you sexually fantasized over seeing me naked and having sex with me," she said. "With me already naked, now's here's your chance for me to stroke your penis," she said. "Take off your pajama bottoms. Show me your cock," she said lightly touching her clit with her right index finger while fingering her left nipple with her left index finger. "I can't wait to feel the weight of your stiff prick in my hand."
Immediately Jason obeyed his mother by removing his pajama bottom. He climbed on her bed and positioned himself beside her. He rested on his elbow while staring at his mother's naked tits.
"You have great tits Mom," he said staring at her breasts.
As if she was fully dressed instead of being totally naked, she watched him staring at her breasts.
"Thank you," she said looking down at herself before looking up at him. "You can touch my breasts. It's okay for you to feel and fondle my tits," she said. "Go ahead. I give you my permission to have your wicked sexual way with my body," she said with a sexy laugh.
She imagined him fingering her pussy before licking her pussy. She imagined him making love to her before she imagined him fucking her, really pounding her pussy. She imagined herself stroking him before sucking him and before fucking him and after making love to him.
"You give me your permission to have my wicked sexual way with your body? I thought we were just masturbating one another," he said.
With mutual masturbation the least of what she sexually wanted to do with him and for him to do with her, if only he knew all that she wanted to do to his hard, naked body, wouldn't he be surprised? She was his mother after all and not some slut her brother home on a Saturday night from the bar.
"Masturbation never stops there. By the time you're ready to cum, I'm sure you'll want to do so much more," she said with certainty.
Jason looked in his mother's green eyes as soon as he reached out his horny hand to fondle his mother's breasts while she fondled the head of his cock with her fingertips. As soon as he touched her nipples and started to finger them, she wrapped her fingers around his cock and slowly started stroking him. Immediately, he developed a stiff erection. He was so big. He was so hard. Forget about just talking about masturbation, he was so ready to have sex with his mother.
With him already firmly in her hand, she couldn't wait to feel him in her mouth. She couldn't wait to feel him buried in her pussy. Maybe if she was daring enough and still horny enough after she stroked him, sucked him, and fucked him, something she'd never tried before, she'd allow him to take her anally. Time will tell. We'll see.
"I love your big tits Mom," he said lowering his mouth to her nipples.
Sucking one while fingering the other, he switched off to suck her other nipple while she stroked him faster.
"Touch me Jason," she said playing with his hair while he sucked her nipples. "Finger my pussy. Make me cum. Please make me cum. I need to cum. It's been so very long, too long since I had an orgasm," she said stroking him faster. "If you give me an orgasm with your fingers and with your mouth, I'll suck you," she said whispering in his ear. "I'll suck your cock. I'll blow you and you can cum in my mouth and I'll swallow," she said.
He stopped fingering her nipples to look at her.
"Mom? I thought we were only going to masturbate one another," he said removing his gaze from her breasts to look at her. "Now you want me to lick you before you suck me. Are you sure that you want me to eat you? Are you sure you're ready for this. I mean, it's one thing for us to see one another and another thing to masturbate one another but do you really want to have sex with me?"
She stopped stroking his cock to look at him.
"Oh, God yes. Lick my pussy Jason. Lick me. It's been so long since I've had an orgasm other than the ones that I've given myself," she said. "I need to feel your fingers and your tongue inside of me."
Jason slid down the bed and made himself comfortable between his mother's thighs. Fingering her first, he lashed out his tongue to lick her pussy. He was doing it. He was really doing it. He was licking his mother's cunt. Licking and licking her, he couldn't believe he was licking his mother's cunt. He couldn't believe he was giving his mother pleasure with not only his fingers but also with his tongue.
Just yesterday he was alone in his room and now he's in bed with his mother. Rubbing her clit with one hand while licking her, he reached up his other hand to finger he nipples. He had her moaning and rolling on the bed in no time. Lifting her legs and spreading them wider, she put them over his shoulders and them down his back. Never has he ever been so close to his mother literally and figuratively. He was really deep inside of his mother's pussy now with not only his fingers but also with his tongue and she couldn't believe that Jason was eating her pussy.
"Oh, Jason. That feels so good. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm almost there and after I cum, I'll give you the best blowjob of your life," she said. "Oh son, that feels so good. You are making Mommy so very happy."
"I'd like that. I can't wait for you to give me the best blowjob of my life," he said pausing in licking her to look up at her.
"After you make love to me and after you fuck me, I'll suck you until you cum in my mouth and I won't stop sucking you until I swallow all of your cum," she said looking down at her son poised between her legs.
He stopped licking her to look up at her.
"Make love to you? Fuck you? Mom, are you sure?"
He looked at her with as much confusion as he looked up at her with sexual excitement.
"Don't you want to make love to me? Don't you want to fuck your mother?"
Prepared for him to say no, she looked down at him with disappointment.
"Yes, of course. I'd like to make love to you, Mom," he said. "And, of course, I'd love to fuck you but this is a big step for the both of us. Not only will you be my mother but also you'll be my lover."
She looked down at him and smiled.
"When I blow you, that's the reason why I don't want you to cum in my mouth, not yet. I want you to make love to me first. I want you to fuck me first. I want you to cum in my pussy. Then, after you rest, I'll suck you again and you can cum in my mouth then," she said. "Okay?"
"Okay," he said.
Jason continued licking and fingering his mother's pussy.
"Oh, that's it. Right there. Lick me Jason. Rub my clit. Don't stop. I'm going to cum," she said screaming her passion. "Oh, my God, Jason, this is too fast. Fuck. I don't believe this. I'm gushing I'm so wet. Never have I ever been as wet. Oh, oh, oh, oh, God. Oh, God. That was unbelievable," she said wrapping her arms around his back and neck and tightly squeezing him before kissing him, French kissing him.
Making out like teenagers in the backseat of a car on prom night, Jason and Mary made out with one another. Basking in the afterglow, she took a moment to enjoy the moment. Then, sliding her body down to her son, she took his erect cock in her hand before taking him in her mouth. Sucking and sucking him, she blew her son.
"Oh, that's it Mom. Suck my cock," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her head. He humped her mouth while fucking his mother's face. "Blow me, Mom. Blow me."
She was blowing him. Mary was actually blowing her son. As if she was dreaming this and/or having a sexual fantasy, she couldn't believe she was blowing her son after he licked her pussy and gave her an orgasm. Sucking him while stroking him, she made him as hard as he needed to be. Then, when he was hard enough, she removed him from her mouth.
"Get on top of me, Jason. Make love to me. Make love to your mother," she said.
Jason mounted his mother and she reached her hand down to position his cock inside of her pussy. Finally sharing their passion for one another, they were making love now. Slowly humping one another while kissing and kissing, she humped her son while he humped his mother. It didn't take long before they were fucking instead of making love. Pounding her pussy with all the pent up passion that he had for her, she returned his humps before turning him over to fuck him. Climbing on top of him, she humped him hard and faster. She pounded him as much as he pounded her. Then, returning the favor, he turned her over, got in closer to her and really pounded her pussy. Fucking and fucking her, he was really fucking his mother now.
"Oh, my God, I'm going to cum," he said.
She stopped humping him while waiting for him to relax.
"Wait. Don't cum yet. I'm almost there. Let's see if we can cum together," she said slowing her humps to match his.
Humping and humping again but this time in syncopated rhythm, they humped one another until they built up the speed and the forcefulness for both to have an orgasm together. Then, they started fucking, really fucking again in the way that they were before. Once Jason started pounding his mother's pussy with deep, hard humps, it didn't take Mary long to get where her son was in his readiness to cum.
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! I'm going to cum Jason. Go ahead. Cum inside of me. I want to feel you cumming," she said. "I need to feel you filling my cunt with your cum."
Jason humped her faster and humped her harder. Then, as if he had a detonator attached to his cock, he exploded a huge volume of cum in his mother.
"That was unbelievable," he said resting his head on his mother's breast.
"That was amazing," she said kissing him. "I only wished we had done this years ago."
"Me too," he said removing himself from his mother and positioning himself beside her.
"Let me rest a little before I suck you. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth. Let me know when you're ready for me to suck you," she said.
* * * * *
Part Eighteen:
With them both enjoying the afterglow of sex, they held one another as if they were lovers instead of mother and son. If someone was to see them together naked now, they'd never believe that they were mother and son. Jason continued feeling his mother's breasts while fingering her nipples and Mary continued fondling her son's cock while ever so slowly stroking him to a harder erection. After resting for just a few minutes, with his cock as hard as it was before, Jason was ready for his motherly blowjob.
"I'm ready for you to blow me, Mom," he said.
Taking another minute kissing him, touching him, and hugging him, she slid down the bed to meet his cock with her lips. Wrapping her hand around his cock, she stroked his prick while kissing and licking his dick while staring up at him before taking him in her mouth. Sucking and sucking him, she sucked his cock as if he was sailor on shore leave and she was a thousand dollar prostitute.
"I love sucking your cock Jason," she said removing his cock from her mouth for a second to speak.
With his cock in her hand, she looked up at her son. Kissing his cock while licking his penis, she stroked his stiff prick before taking his dick in her mouth again while still staring up at him. She wanted him to see his prick in her mouth. She wanted him to watch her sucking him while stroking him.
"This is by far the best blowjob I've ever had. Please forgive me for saying this Mom and I mean this as a compliment but you are the very best cocksucker."
"Thank you," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak again.
Sucking him longer and deeper, she stroked him harder and faster. Sucking and sucking him, she sucked her son while stroking him. He reached down to fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples. The more he fingered, turned, twisted, and pulled her nipples, the faster she stroked him and the deeper she sucked him. Obviously, her nipples were his pathway to him getting a better blowjob.
"Oh my God, Mom. I'm going to cum. Don't stop," he said putting a heavy hand to the back of her head.
Humping her mouth, he was fucking her face again in the way he did before but this time with harder and faster humps. Determined to cum, he obviously wanted to cum in his mother's mouth and in the way that she was stroking him while sucking him, she wanted him to cum in her mouth too. Then, it happened. In the way that he exploded cum in his room when she was watching him masturbate himself and in the way he exploded cum in her pussy, he exploded cum in her mouth. Pushing down on her head while humping her mouth and fucking her face, he kept his hand on the back of her head until she swallowed all that he gave her. Done licking, fucking, and sucking, they both fell asleep while holding one another. They didn't awaken until late the next morning.
* * * * *
Part Nineteen:
"Jason! Jason!"
In the way she acted so excitedly, he thought the house was on fire.
"What? What's wrong?"
She laughed at his reaction of bolting upright in bed.
"There's nothing wrong. Get up. It's late," she said pulling the covers off of him.
He was naked and as if she's never seen his prick before or never tired of seeing his cock now, she stared at his morning wood. Immediately embarrassed, he covered his exposed cock with his hand. For a moment, as if it was all just more of his sexual fantasies, he forgot that that had sex with his mother last night. He momentarily forgot that just a few hours before, his mother had his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy.
Oh, my God. So surreal, how could he forget that his mother fucked him? How could he forget that his mother sucked him? How could he forget that he ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed his cum? If he didn't know any better, he'd think it was all just a dream.
"I'm tired. I want to sleep," he said wanting to return to sleep so that he could bask in the afterglow of them having sex last night.
Instead of getting out of bed, he'd rather fantasize while masturbating over all that they did last night. Oddly enough, even though his mother was standing before him in her sexy nightgown, rather than thinking of having sex with her, he was thinking about masturbating. He wanted to masturbate in front of her. Only, not wanting her to think him a pervert, his masturbation obviously needed to wait.
"I'm going to take a shower. Get dressed. We're going shopping," she said singing out the word shopping and holding the note. "I need to buy a bathing suit and you're going to take me to the beach."
Shopping? It's been a long since his father was a real husband to her, the reason for her depression and seclusion. During better days when she was the shining star in his father's eye, his mother enjoyed shopping and he hated being dragged along to go shopping with her. Some things never change. With the noise and the distraction of all the people, as if he was having an anxiety attack, he hated going to the mall and to go shopping with his mother was even worse. With her always buying shoes, he imagined her endlessly shopping for shoes while asking his opinion if he liked this pair or that pair. After a while, unable to tell the subtle differences, they all looked the same to him but for the different colors.
A time before they experienced one another sexually, that was when the sexual fantasies that he had of her inspired his horniness and his endless masturbation sessions. When not masturbating over Jennifer Nettles of Sugarland, he masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with his mother. Seemingly now with him self-pleasuring himself more of a habit, he couldn't even count the number of times that he masturbated over his mother. Now that he could have her sexually any time he wanted her, how could he even think about masturbating? Ideally, he'd much rather have her hand around his cock than his own.
The only thing he enjoyed about going shopping with her for shoes was that occasionally, she'd inadvertently flash him her panties when trying on shoes, especially when trying on boots. Now that he thought more about her inadvertent panty flashes, he wondered if her flashes were deliberate as his reward for accompanying her shoe shopping. A mixed bag, even though he was sexually excited seeing his mother's panties, feeling like a pervert, he was embarrassed by leering between his mother's legs at her exposed underwear. Yet unable to look away, he'd be mortified if his mother caught him looking, staring, and leering, especially now that he could have her any time he wanted her. Only now, everything changed. From this moment on, everything would be different and better.
Before he saw her naked and before they had sex, he remembered feeling like such a pervert whenever ogling and lusting over his mother. If only he knew that she had been sexually lusting over him too, he may have made a sexual move sooner. With things suddenly changing for the better, maybe if he looked, stared, and leered at her exposed panties now, she'd think of him as her lover instead of as her perverted son. With their sexual lust for one another out in the open, even in his wildest sexual fantasies of his mother, always imagining he was having sex with her, he never really thought that he'd actually be having sex with his mother.
If only his mother knew that whenever she dragged him to the mall and flashed him her panties, that he masturbated later that night and the next morning over all that she flashed him and over all that he saw of her while imagining having sex with her. Whether seeing down blouses of her bra or down nightgowns of her tits, or up skirts of her panties or up nightgowns of her pussy, a never ending process of masturbation, he'd masturbate over things that he saw of his mother for months and years before. If only his mother knew how much he sexually lusted over her then, she'd think him a pervert now. Yet, a time before they had sex, that was then and this was now. Now, with him still sexually lusting over her, no doubt, she'd think of him not as a pervert but as her lover just as he thinks of her as his lover instead of his mother when she stares at his cock.



Now that she's not only confessed her sexual attraction to him but also showed her sexual attraction to him, he couldn't help but wondered if his mother had been deliberately flashing him. Putting two and two together, maybe his mother flashing him her panties in up skirt peeks and her bra in down blouse views was her subtle way to tell him that she wanted him sexually. Maybe after all of these years, not wanting him to think of her as an incestuous whore, she had been waiting for him to make the first move.
Regardless if she had been deliberately flashing him or not, after having sex with his mother, he no longer felt like a pervert. Instead of feeling like her horny, perverted son, he felt like her sexy, younger lover making love to his MILF of an older cougar. Indeed, just as she no doubt viewed him, he truly did feel like her lover. He no longer viewed his mother as his mother but as his much older, sexy girlfriend, his cougar and he was her cub.
Yet, even after seeing her naked, strangely enough, it still excited him to think about his mother flashing him her panties when shopping for shoes. Whenever trying on boots, in the way that his mother lifted her leg to fit it in the boot while spreading her knees, she always gave him quite the up skirt panty show. At a time when he was still living at home and just before he graduated from college, so aroused by all the up skirts that his mother had given him over the years, he even thought about working as a shoe salesman. He wondered about all the MILFs and cougars who'd willingly give him a sexy show of their underwear, if they were even wearing any.
Maybe instead of flashing him her panties, when shopping for her bathing suit, perhaps calling him into the dressing room for his opinion, she'd flash him her tits and/or her naked body. Wouldn't that be fun watching his mother trying on and removing her bathing suit? Certainly, that would be hot fun to see his mother naked in a public setting.
Another obvious sign that she's feeling better, always too depressed to go out before, she hasn't been shopping in a long while, since the reality of her separation began with his father going his own way and never home. Now that she wants to go shopping at the mall is a telling sign that her old, fun, and funny self is returning from out of her deep, dark depths of depression. With both of them getting something out of this incestuous affair, he was glad that he could do that for his mother just as he was glad that she could help him through a bad time by giving him sex.
"Shopping? Why go shopping after the good sexual time we had last night, I'd rather just sleep," he said yawning and stretching before pulling the covers over his head only to have her pull them off of him again. "Wouldn't you rather just stay in bed with me and cuddle, spoon, and have sex again?"
She pulled the covers off of him again. Only, this time, with her pulling the covers off of him again, he figured that she was hoping to see his erect cock again. Apparently, something she seemingly was never before, his mother was turning into quite the cock slut of a whore. Not wanting to disappoint her, as soon as she pulled off his covers again, as if on command, his erect cock proudly stiffened straight up in the air as if to greet her with hello. With him imagining his mother giving him up skirt views of her panties while trying on boots and with her already giving him down nightgown views of her breasts while leaning over him, this time, he didn't immediately cover himself with his hand. He wouldn't mind going bathing suit shopping with her after all, so long as she flashed him in public.
Sexually aroused by his mother staring his erection, with him enjoying exposing himself to her again, he didn't even bother covering his cock with a sheet. Instead, turning from his side to lay on his back, he pretended that he didn't know that his erect cock was giving his mother the one, hairy eye. Trying not to be obvious in exposing himself to her, he pretended that he didn't notice his cock throbbing and pulsating to her sexy stare. He loved exposing his cock to his mother. He loved that his mother was enjoying his sexy cock show by her staring at him in the way that he's always stared at her. With him remembering his mother naked when he walked in her bedroom, waking up horny, he couldn't wait to have sex with her again.
Yet, even though it would be fun shopping with her now with her flashing him, yet, if he had his druthers, definitely, he'd rather stay in bed and have sex with her than to go shopping. Not knowing how long this incestuous bubble would last before bursting, they could always go shopping some other time. Only, not wanting to ruin her good time, if she really wanted to go shopping and wanted him to accompany her, how could he say no to her? Besides, maybe she'll flash him her panties in an up skirt and her bra and cleavage in a down blouse. Even though he's seen her naked, it was still sexually arousing to see bits and pieces of her that he shouldn't see, especially when in a public setting, such as the mall.
"After what happened between us last night, I feel so alive. I feel as if I've been freed of my chains that kept me in the house. I've been so depressed lately. Hiding in this house, I didn't want to go anywhere and do anything. Now I want to go everywhere and do everything," she said raising her arms. "I want to go to the beach. I haven't been to the seashore in years. I always love the beach," she said. "Yet, if we're going to the beach, I need a bathing suit. I was hoping you'd come with me to help me chose my bathing suit. Do you need a bathing suit?"
He thought of the old bathing suit that he had. It was more cut up jeans than it was a bathing suit.
"I have one, I think, somewhere," he said. "Like you, I've lost interest in enjoying life. I can't remember the last time I've been to the beach."
He couldn't remember when he got along with his wife well enough to want to spend the day with her at the beach.
"As long as I can pick it out," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'll buy you a bathing suit."
Wow, she wants to pick out his bathing suit. Only, he imagined her picking out a thong bathing suit for him to wear, one that didn't cover his ass cheeks and that barely covered his cock. Maybe she'll come in the dressing room with him to dress him too. That would be fun with her handling his cock in public. Having been a while since he's seen his mother in a bathing, she must be feeling a lot better to want to wear one now. With her still having a nice figure, he wouldn't mind seeing her in a sexy bathing suit, one that totally flattered her figure while showing off her big boobs.
"I already have a bathing suit, I think," he said putting his hands behind his head while continuing to expose himself to his mother.
Teasing her with his cock, he was tempted to ask her if she liked what she saw. With her obviously trying not to be caught looking, he watched her looking away while occasionally staring at his cock. As soon as she left his room, he couldn't wait to masturbate over all that he was showing his mother and over all that she was seeing of him. He couldn't wait to masturbate over all that they sexually did last night. A sexual fantasy he routinely had and one that has already been fulfilled when she caught him masturbating, now as if a fetish, for some perverse reason, instead of wanting to have sex with his mother again, he'd love to masturbate himself in front of her again. Weird.
The first time catching him masturbating, missing the full impact of the moment, he didn't know she was standing there in his room watching him masturbate. Then, when he finally saw his mother watching him, he was caught up in his embarrassment of cumming in front of his mother. After knowing now what he didn't know then, wanting to experience that moment again, he'd love to see the reaction on her face when he ejaculated cum all over his chest, stomach, and hand again.
With masturbation so dear to him, something he's already experienced but would love to experience again and again, he'd love nothing better than for his mother to wrap her hand around his cock and give him a slow hand job while he fondled her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples. In the way she appeared fascinated by his prick, the same way that he was enamored with her tits, he wondered if he asked her to give him a hand job now, before they went shopping, if she would. Only, they didn't have time. It was already late and by the time they shopped at the mall and drove to the beach, it would be early afternoon and all the best spots on the beach would already be taken. Obviously eager to go, she wanted to go shopping. She was in a hurry to begin her new life with him, to buy her bathing suit, and go to the beach. A perfect day for the beach, it was going to be over 90 degrees again, an official heatwave.
Something so bittersweet, as sexually exciting as it was morally disturbing, with the thoughts of it making him as sexually aroused as it made him sick to his stomach, he'd love for his mother to blow him again. Even though the remorse of her sucking him again was just a fleeting thought, he felt guilty by having such incestuous, sexual thoughts of his mother. Even though he totally enjoyed himself last night, what they did was incest. Having broken the law, what they did was wrong. What they did was forbidden in most states and in most countries. What they continued doing was incestuous. Yet, not allowing the guilt to register, to take hold of him, and to prevent him from having sex with his mother again and again, he didn't care that their sexual union was wrong, forbidden, and illegal. All he knew was that he's having more fun with his mother than he ever did with his wife. All he knew was that he more enjoyed having sex with his mother than any other woman he had sex with in his life.
A sexual fantasy come true, unable to even realistically harbor the believable thought of her sucking him and him cumming in her mouth before, now he not only wanted to cum in her mouth again but also he wanted to cum all over her face and tits. Something he never considered the possibility of doing, now he wanted to give his 54-year-old mother a cum bath. He wanted to watch his cum dripping from her blonde hair, from her eyebrows, eye lashes, nose, lips, and chin. He wanted to do the things with his mother that his wife never wanted to do with him.
Now that she's not only watched him masturbate but also masturbated him, he knew that masturbating in front of his mother wouldn't phase her at all and, sadly, wouldn't please him as much as he once thought it would. Now, instead of having the need to masturbate in front of her, he'd rather have sex with his mother than just masturbating in front of his mother. Who knows, something he's never done and never wanted to do until now, maybe she'll even agree to have anal sex with him. In the horny way he felt right now, he'd love to take his mother anally. He'd love to bend her over and fuck her in her ass.
If he did masturbate in front of her, she'd probably sit on his bed and watch him stroke his cock before taking his cock in her hand to masturbate him and before taking his prick in her mouth to suck him. Now that he's had sex with his mother, going from sexual fantasy to sexual reality, never again would he feel the sexual excitement of wondering about his mother sexually. Now that he's not only seen her naked but also touched, felt, and fondled her naked body, he'd no longer have that curiosity of wondering what she looks like naked. Yet, he'd much rather have sex with her than to only have his sexual fantasy of having sex with her. Nonetheless, with him feeling too much like an incestuous pervert, feeling awkwardly self-conscious, even though she was staring at his exposed prick, he didn't have the courage to reach down and stroke himself while she was standing in his room. Somehow, even though they had sex, he still had more respect for her than to just treat his mother as if she was his whore.
"Your bathing suit does nothing to show off your package. I need to buy you a new one," she said quickly and involuntarily staring down at his cock before looking up at him. "Thanks for the show," she said with a big smile and turning to leave his room. "You have a beautiful cock," she said looking back for another look of his prick.
More concerned that he wouldn't have the time to masturbate than he was about going to the mall with his mother, masturbation wise and with him normally masturbating multiple times a day, today was not going to be a good masturbation day for him. With him wasting time at the mall with his mother, he'd have wait to masturbate later. Giving him something to look forward to, he couldn't wait to replay the events of yesterday while stroking himself when he returned home.
"C'mon, get a move on Jason. I'll be showered, dressed, and ready in just a few minutes. "Take a shower later. Brush your teeth, comb your hair, grab some coffee, and meet me outside."
To be continued...
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Charlie calls the phone sex line, again.
Ring, Ring....
"Hello, this is Samantha," said Rose listening. When no one answered, she spoke again. "Hello? Who's this?"
"Charles, but everyone calls me Charlie," said the caller on the other end.
"Hi Charlie," said Samantha, her real name Rose. "What can I do for you today baby?"
"I need to hear a woman's voice while I masturbate. I get more sexually excited when I hear an actual voice instead of making up a voice in my head."
"Well," she said, "what do you think of my voice?"
"You have a nice voice. I love your voice. You have a sexy voice," he said.
"Great, now that you hear my voice and love my voice. Are you ready for me to help masturbate you?"
"Yes," said Charlie moving the phone speaker down while unzipping himself and pulling out his cock. "I only wish you were here with me. I only wish you were holding my cock in your hand while stroking me."
"I wish I were there too baby. I just heard your zipper being pulled down," she said. "Did you take out your cock?"
"I did," he said.
"Are you playing with yourself now?"
"Oh, yeah, I am," he said.
"As if I'm really there, I'm with you in spirit Charlie," she said pausing. "You sound familiar. You're called me before, haven't you?"
"I have called before and you were the one I talked to. I asked to speak with you again," he said. "You were a big help to me the last time, if you know what I mean."
"Oh, I know what you mean," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Good. I hope you can help me again," he said breathlessly.
"I thought I recognized your voice. In my line of business, customer service," she said with another dirty laugh. "It's not only good to recognize a voice but also to put that voice with whatever is your fetish and/or peccadillo," said Samantha. "I remember you now. I think I know what you want baby," she said retrieving her information card from her Rolodex.
"Yeah, I called a few months back," he said. "I can't believe you remembered me. I must have made quite an impression on you."
"Any man who sobs on the phone makes an impression on me," she said with a little laugh.
"Oh, that, yeah, well, um, my Mom had just died unexpectedly and she was much of the inspiration for my masturbation sessions with all the down blouses, down nightgowns, up skirts, and up nightgowns she gave me," he said. "I'm lost without her. I miss seeing her bra, her tits, her panties, and her pussy. I miss my mother. She understood me and would even let me masturbate in front of her while watching her dress and undress."
"I see. You sound as if you had a very special and a close relationship with your mother," said Samantha while making a face as if she had just bit into something bad and was about to be sick.
"I did. We never did anything but sometimes Mom would let me hug her when we she was topless and I was naked. She always came in the bathroom to wash my back and my cock when I was in the bathtub. So as not to get wet, she'd remove her blouse and bra. I could feel her tits bouncing and swaying against me while she washed me. I miss those moments. I felt so close to her," he said.
"Did she masturbate you when you were in the tub?"
"No, of course not. That would be incest. That would be forbidden. That would be inappropriate and wrong," he said. She was my mother and I was her son but sometimes, okay, all the times, I'd get so sexually excited while she washed my cock that I accidentally, prematurely ejaculate in the bath water as soon as she started stroking me while washing my cock," he said.
"And did she allow you to wash her too? Did you wash your mother's tits Charlie?"
"Yes. I did. She had big, beautiful breasts and her tits were always so very dirty. It took a lot of scrubbing to get them squeaky clean," he said.
"You're a good son, Charlie," she said making another sour face while knowing that everything he said was nothing more than a sexual fantasy.
"I miss her. I miss my Mom, Samantha," said Charlie.
"I'm sorry for your loss Charlie. Now tell me what you want me to say so that I may give you pleasure. I'm ready to make you happy. As if I'm there with you stroking your cock while you feel my tits and finger my nipples, I'm here to make you cum."
"That's good that you're ready for me because I'm ready for you. I'm really horny and I need for you to take care of that for me," he said fondling his cock while talking to Samantha.
"I can do that Charlie. I can make you cum. I can be your surrogate mother," she said. "I can say whatever you need me to say to give you the release that you need."
"I'd like for you to be my surrogate mother," he said. "In the way that I always did with my real Mom, I'd love to look down your blouse and peek up your skirt as I masturbate myself."
"I like it when you ogle me, Charlie," she said. "It sexually excites me when I flash you and when you leer at me while pleasuring yourself."
"Tell me what you look like again. I don't remember," he said.
"I'm tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful," she said twirling her mousy brown hair with her fingers as she crossed her short, chubby legs and while talking to him.
"How old are you?"
"You're not supposed to ask a woman her age but I'm 39-years-old," she said loping 15 years from her real age of 54-years-old.
"How much do you weigh?"
"That's another question that you're not supposed to ask a woman, Charlie, but I'm 135 pounds," she said.
"How tall are you?"
"I'm 5'9" tall," she said.
"We're the same height he said but I weigh more than you," he said.
"Do you now have a better idea of what I look like?"
"Yes," he said. "Tell me what you're wearing?"
"I'm wearing my nightgown," she said.
"In the middle of the day?"
"Yes, wearing my nightgown to work is how I make my living Charlie," she said.
"Is it low cut? Is it short? Is it sheer?"
"Yes," she said. "It's very low cut. It's plunging and my night gown is short and it's very sheer, nearly transparent."
"How short?"
"Well, when I sit, unless I want to flash you my pussy, I need to cross my legs," she said.
"My Mom always wore a low cut, short, sheer nightgown. I could see the tops of her big breasts and her long line of cleavage," he said. "When she stood in front of the open door refrigerator with the kitchen off or in front of the TV in the living room with the light off, I could see her body through her nightgown as if she was naked. Do you have big breasts?"
"I do have big breasts Charlie," she said.
"How big?"
"I have D cup breasts with big nipples," she said looking down at her A cup breasts that required her to wear a padded bra.
"My Mom had a C cup and they were very shapely and hardly sagged at all," he said. "Are your breasts shapely or saggy?"
"My breasts are very shapely," she said. "I love my big tits Charlie and if you were here, you'd love my big tits too."
"Lean over the phone so that I can imagine looking down your nightgown top. I want to see your tits. I want to see the tops of your breasts and your long line of cleavage," he said stroking himself. "I used to love staring down my mother's nightgown top. A game we used to play, she'd pretend that she wasn't flashing me when I knew she was."
"I'm leaning over the phone now Charlie," said Samantha not moving from her chair. "Can you see down my nightgown?"
"Yes but open your nightgown more. I want to see your nipples and your areolas," he said.
"I just removed my breasts from my nightgown for you to have a better look," she said.
"No! You mustn't. I don't want that. Please cover yourself. I only like seeing what I'm not supposed to see," he said. "My Mom wasn't purposely slutty and I don't want you to be purposely slutty either."
"Sorry Charlie. I put my fun bags away and am leaning over the phone again while opening my nightgown more," she said still not moving from her chair.
"Thank you. That's better," he said. "Finger your nipples through your nightgown until your nipples are erect and hard."
"Okay," she said lighting a cigarette and taking a long drag from it. "I'm fingering my nipples now. Wow, I bet you can really see them through my thin, sheer nightgown. Can you see them Charlie? My nipples are so big and just waiting for you to suck them."
"Yes, Samantha, I can see your nipples. You do have very big nipples," he said. "If I was there with you now, I'd finger your nipples before sucking your nipples. Would you like that Samantha? Would you like for me to finger your nipples before sucking your nipples?"
"I'd love for you to finger and suck my nipples baby," she said.
"Are you clean for me? You know that I like you to be squeaky clean for me, especially if we have some backdoor play," he said. "You know how much I'd love to tap your big, round, firm, shapely ass."
"I'm squeaky clean for you Charlie. I just got out of the bathtub just before you called. I used that lavender scented soap that you love so much in all the important places. I can't wait for you to lick all of that scent off of me," said Samantha.
"God I'd love to lick your ears, your neck, your breasts, and your pussy before licking your ass while paying special attention to your ass hole," he said. "I'd stick my tongue right inside of you."
"And I'd lick you everywhere too Charlie. I'd lick your ears, your lips, your neck and your nipples before licking your balls and while paying special attention to your cock. I'd lick your cock Charlie before sucking your cock baby," said Samantha.
"Tell me what else you did to get ready for me, baby. I need to know what you did to your sexy body to prepare yourself for our sexy fun. Gimme all of the details and don't leave anything out," said Charlie.
"Earlier today I shaved my legs and my armpits. Then I trimmed my blonde pussy hair just like you asked me to do. Just like goldilocks, not too short and not too long but just right. I know you don't like my pubic hair completely shaved because it reminds you of a little girl and you want to fuck a woman and not a girl," she said.
"Yes, I can tell that you're all woman," he said.
"Then I dotted my Cashmere perfume by Donna Karan in all of the most important spots, all of my pulse points. A tiny bit on my neck, between my big breasts, behind my knees, on the inside of my thighs, and right at the bottom of my ass crack in case you decide to play back there a little tonight," she said.
"Oh, that's so hot. I can just see you trimming your pussy hairs. I hope you save some of your blonde pussy hairs to send to me," he said stroking himself slowly.
"I did. They're already in the mail. You'll have them by tomorrow or the next day," she said rolling her eyes.
"I'm already stroking myself Samantha, so keep going. What else about your pussy? Tell me in detail all about your pussy. Is that squeaky clean too?"
"Yes, of course. My pussy is squeaky clean Charlie, squeaky clean just for you," she said sighing and rolling her eyes.
"Tell me, which nightie are you wearing? Describe it in detail so that I can imagine it and see it in my mind. Tell me everything and don't leave anything out," he said.
"I'm wearing my blue nightie," she said.
"What color blue?"
"A powder blue. It's a baby blue," she said.
"You remembered that blue is my favorite color," he said.
"I remembered," she said reading from her card that blue is his favorite color.
"Is it low cut?"
"Yes," she said.
"Can I see the tops of your breasts and your long line of cleavage?"
"Yes, I told you already that you can," she said.
"I know but I just wanted to hear you tell me again," he said.
"My nightgown is so very low cut that not only can you see the tops of my breasts but also you can see my long line of cleavage," she said taking a sip of her coffee. "If it was any lower cut, you'd see my areolas and nipples," she said with a dirty albeit sexy laugh.
"Tell me more about what you did to get your pussy ready for me," he said.
"I took extra care to clean my pussy and I even used bubbles on my pussy hair. After drying my pussy, I put a little powder near my pussy, but not on or inside. If you decide to lick me tonight, you won't want to get a mouthful of anything other than my sweet, wet pussy," said Samantha.
"Oh yeah, baby, I'll be licking your pussy tonight Samantha. You can count on that. I'll be making you cum with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock," said Charlie. "Then after you cum, I'll lick you again while reaching up to fondle your big tits and finger your hard nipples until you cum again."
"I'd like for you to make me cum with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock Charlie," she said. "I have a special surprise for you Charlie."
"You do? I like surprises. Tell me what it is?"
"I lied. I not wearing a nightie. I'm naked," said Samantha teasing him while reading from his card that she took care to notate from the last time he called.
"No nightie? You're naked. I can't believe you're naked. Sometimes mother would dress and undress with her bedroom door open. Oh my God, how hot is that?"
"If you were here now, you'd see all of me," she said.
"Sometimes mother walked around me naked," he said groaning, moaning, and gasping while stroking himself faster and harder. "Pretending she didn't know that I was home, she liked pretending that I caught her naked and she'd tell me not to look at her naked tits, at her naked pussy, and at her naked ass but I always looked. I liked staring at my mother's naked body while masturbating myself and while she watched me masturbating."
"Do you like that I'm naked instead of wearing a nightgown Charlie?"
"You know that I do Samantha," said Charlie.
"Tell me," she said seductively. "What would you do to me and to my tits if you were here sitting beside me now? Would you feel my tits while fingering my nipples? Would you suck my nipples?"
"God yes, Samantha. Being that you know how much I love tits, I'd be all over your big tits. I couldn't get enough of your big tits. I imagine your breasts are just as beautiful as you are," he said imagining her to be a twenty-something-year-old when she was really a 54-year-old woman. "Are you touching yourself? Are you fingering your nipples? Are you rubbing your clit?"
"Yes, I'm fingering my nipples. Now, I'm fingering my clit before sticking my finger in my pussy," she said while pretending she was. "I'm so wet for you Charlie. I'm so very wet."
"If I were there with you now, would you let me fondle your tits and suck your nipples?"
"You know that I would Charlie," she said. "I love feeling your hands all over my hot body," said Rose as Samantha looking down at her obese body.
"Would you allow me to finger my pussy and lick my ass too?"
"I like having my ass licked Charlie while you finger my pussy," she said letting out a silent but deadly fart. "Come on, baby, give me some of your hot love now. Tell me what you'd do to my naked ass," she said.
"God," groaned Charlie. "I'd love to feel your ass, grope your ass, fondle your ass, squeeze your ass, slap your ass, and spank your ass before kissing, caressing, and licking your ass."
"Tell me what you'd do to me if you were here with me right now," she said.
"If I were with you right now, I'd suck, lick, and finger your beautiful, big breasts while pinching and pulling out your nipples," said Charlie. "Tell me Samantha, may I pinch your nipples?"
"Yes, Charlie, you may pinch, pull, turn, and twist my nipples. You know how much I love you fingering my nipples," said Samantha.
"May I put my fingers inside your cunt while twirling my tongue around your ass?"
"Yes, you may Charlie. You know ass play makes me crazy, especially while you finger my pussy," said Samantha.
"You feel so soft and smell so squeaky clean. I love you Samantha," said Charlie.
"And I love you too, Charlie," said Samantha.
"You're my squeaky clean smelling angel," he said just as Samantha farted again from eating one too many cheese doodles an hour before talking to Charlie on the phone.
"You know all the right things to say to a woman, Charlie," said Samantha.
"I love that you're sitting there naked while talking to me. I'd love to trace and caress your pussy slit so that can part your clam and stick my finger into your wet cunt," said Charlie stroking himself faster.
"Sure, you may have your way with my breasts, my cunt, and my ass, but let me warn you that when I get really wet I'll want you to give me more than just your mouth and fingers. When you get me really wet, after I take you in my mouth to suck you to an erection, I'm going to want your hard, hairy cock in my warm, wet pussy Charlie," said Samantha.
"Oh, my God, what else? Tell me what else" he said stroking himself faster. "Please tell me what else and don't leave anything out," he said.
"After you make me cum, I'm going to want your hard, hairy cock in my hand before I take it in my mouth. While putting a firm hand to the back of my blonde, pretty head, I'm going to want you to hump my mouth and fuck my face," she said.
"Oh, my God, Sam, you're such a slut. You're such a whore," he said.
"I love it when you call me a slut and a whore," she said.
"Then when you cum in my mouth, I don't want you to remove your hand from the back of my head until I swallow ever drop of you," she said.
"Oh, God," he said. "I can't believe how wet you already are. I'm finger fucking you and my finger is slipping in and out so smoothly. Suck me now. Make me hard with your mouth and with your tongue. I need to stick my cock in your mouth before sticking my cock in your cunt," said Charlie.
"Do it Charlie. Fuck me. Stick your hard cock in me," said Samantha. "Fuck my cunt Charlie. Make me cum."
"Can you feel me, baby? Can you feel my cock inside of you," said Charlie stroking himself faster while Samantha silently looked at her watch and yawned. "Can you feel my cock in your cunt?"
"Oh, yes, Charlie. Yes, yes, I can feel your cock inside my cunt. I feel you, baby. Hump me faster and hump me harder," said Samantha. "Make me cum."
Charlie stroked himself faster while imagining that he was fucking Samantha.
"Oh, God, you feel so good inside of me Charlie," she said pausing. "Now tell me more about your mother," she said.
"My mother?"
"Did you ever fuck her?"
"No, but I wanted to do her," he said. "She was so beautiful. She was so sexy."
"Did she ever suck you?"
"No, but I would have love to know what it felt like to have her suck me while I fondled her tits and fingered her nipples. I would have loved to cum in her mouth," he said. "I would have loved to watch her swallow my cum."
"Tell me, how did she die?"
"I drowned her in the bathtub when she wouldn't blow me," he said. "Now she's all squeaky clean."
"Charlie, I hope you're kidding," she said. "I hope you're just having another one of your sexual fantasies."
"That's it Samantha. I'm going to cum soon," said Charlie stroking himself faster while changing the subject. "I'm going to drill you like you've never been drilled before. I'm going to fuck you until you scream for mercy. While I'm fucking you, I want you to scream my name. Will you scream my name when you cum?"
"Oh yes," she said pausing to remember his name. "Charlie. Yes. I will scream your name when I cum. Charlie...Charlie...Charlie," she said.
"Oh my God, Samantha I want you so bad," he said. "Oh, yes, that's it, Charlie. Cum for me. Cum," said Samantha. "I want even more. Give me more of your cock now. Fuck me Charlie. Fuck me. Fuck me faster and fuck me harder. Stick it in me. Fuck me deeper. Yeah, baby, that's it."
"Oh my God, Sam. I'm cumming. Good God, fuckin' shit," said Charlie violently cumming all over his hand. "Are you cumming with me Samantha? I hope you're cumming too," he said. "I just ejaculated a shitload of cum all over my hand while thinking of my mother sucking my big prick."



"Yes, I had an orgasm too, a silent orgasm Charlie. It was wonderful," she said while wondering how long she kept him on the phone and how much money she'd make from this one phone call. "You made me so very happy," she said looking at her watch again and yawning.
"That was unbelievable," said Charlie still stroking his cock.
"Charlie!" Suddenly his bedroom door opened and his mother was standing there gawking at his exposed, stiff prick. "What the Hell are you doing?"
"Mom! What the Hell? You didn't even knock," he said staring up at his mother who stared down at his exposed, erect prick.
"Who's that on the phone?"
"Samantha."
"Are you calling that phone sex line again?"
"No," he said.
"Liar! Give me that phone," she said ripping it from his hand. "Hello? Who is this?"
"Samantha," she said.
"Listen here you whore. My son is only 18-years-old. I don't want him calling you anymore," she said.
"Tell him not to call me," she said.
"Bitch," she said slamming down the phone.
THE END
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Blonde & Beautiful with Big Breasts
What do beautiful blondes, divorce women, tube tops, and big tits have in common? They're funny.
Joe likes blondes, beautiful blondes, blue-eyed blondes, and with big breasts.
"Knock knock."
"Who's there?"
"Tube top."
"Tube top?"
"Boob top."
* * * * *
If you don't know this already, let me tell you a little something about women. Chances are if you're divorced like me, with this no big secret to you, then you already know this about women. Then again, chances are, if you're "in love," recently engaged, or are a newlywed, you'd never believe what I'm about to write here about women.
Truly, I feel bad for you. If you're "in love," recently engaged, or a newlywed, with the spell that women cast over you, it will be years before you know the truth. It will be years before you see your wife, your girlfriend, your significant other, and/or your mistress for the true bitches that they are.
"Ah, women, women, women, women, we all so love, lust over, and sexual desire women."
Yet, unbeknownst to us until we see the real monsters beneath the makeup, hair dye, and sexy clothes, most women are bitches, total bitches. Can I get an Amen? In the way that they flirt, tease, and dress provocatively, most women are sluts? How about a high five to that?
Just as most men are voyeurs, most women are exhibitionists, otherwise they wouldn't be wearing short skirts, low cut tops, barely there bikinis, and sheer, nearly see-through clothes. Am I right? Seriously, just look at how many women don't wear panties when going out in public?
Now, with men risking arrest for lewd and lascivious behavior and being added to the sex registry list, how many men don't wear underwear when leaving the house? Talk about women complaining about living in a man's world and about being held down by double standards, where are men's rights? Hey, maybe we'd like to go out to a dance wearing a short skirt and no underwear. How about that? Maybe we'd like to be up skirted by women? Maybe we'd like for women to ogle our cocks in the way we ogle their cunts.
"Aha! Now you're getting the meaning of this tongue firmly planted in cheek story. My point exactly."
* * * * *
I may be biased and forgive my biased opinion but with me speaking from firsthand experience, most women are money grubbing whores. Most women will go with any man and do any sexual thing as long as he has money and as long as he promises not to look at another woman. Most women will remain faithful, so long as he shall naturally live or until she kills him, whichever comes first.
As my most recent example of women willing to do anything and put up with anything for her man, as long as he has money, look at Ray Rice, the Baltimore Ravens running back. Do you think if Ray Rice wasn't a rich man that his fiancée, Janay Palmer, would tolerate him beating her, knocking her out, and then dragging her out of the elevator with her dress nearly up to her waist? I don't think so. Difficult to tell from the blurred image but I don't think that she was wearing panties. What do you think?
And then she marries the woman beater. What? Huh? Are you kidding me? Why in the Hell would she marry his ass? What's wrong with her? Hit her once, you know he'll be beating on her again. Moreover, he didn't slap her, he punched her with a closed fist. Can't you just see Ray at home?
"I told you, Janay, when I come home from playing football, especially after losing the game, I want my supper ready. Smack, smack. Now get your ass back in the kitchen where it belongs."
* * * * *
Hey, I know that I do and you know that I do. I speak the truth. I'm only telling it the way it is. If you don't know any of this stuff, it's better that you learn now for you to be ready for the future, a future that will, no doubt, show your precious wife going behind your back, knifing you in the back, and taking all of your money to give to her shyster divorce attorney.
Women have it made, don't they? Damn, I'd love to have a woman working to support me while I stayed at home, drank beer, watched the sports channel, and then complained that I had a headache or was tired when she wanted me to have sex with her. This whole thing with men on one side drooling over women and women on the other side teasing men is the biggest scam in life. Men are the victims and women are the victors. For women to have gotten away with this scam for so long, women, by far, are smarter than men. For a man to follow a woman and do anything she wants, all she needs to do is to show him her tits while sucking his cock.
Go ahead, I dare you, I double dare you to tell me that's not true. Once you buy in to the sexuality of women, doomed for life, you can never buy out. You're done. You're finished. You're toast. Women will suck you dry and then spit you out and I'm not writing about cum. I'm writing about money. Money, money, money. If you want the secret to women, it's money.
Most men truly believe that they cannot live without a woman in their lives and in their beds. Yet, a new member of WHC, the Women Hater's Club, which was created long ago by Hal Roach when he created Our Gang, the Little Rascals with Spanky and Alfalfa, I'm here to tell you differently. I'm here to tell you that we'd be better off without women.
"What do you say? Let's boycott women? Who's ready to join the Women Hater's Club? Anyone? Hello? Hey, where'd you all go?"
* * * * *
Let me ask you this. How many times did you masturbate over the stage curtain raising the dress of Spanky's mother? Risqué back then. We saw her slip and then we saw her panties that were more like Granny bloomers. Never expecting to see something like that on Our Gang, that was a hot scene.
Even when watching TV in black and white, we all lusted over Donna Reed with her white gloves, Doris Day with her innocence, and Lucille Ball with her brilliant, red hair. If we weren't masturbating over Marilyn Monroe and Sophia Lauren, then we were masturbating over Jayne Mansfield. Women have always had a hold on us even at a time when every movie was censored for sexual content. They couldn't even French kiss. There was no explicit graphic nudity in the way that there is today. Yet, we still lusted over women. How many of you dreamt of banging Elizabeth Taylor, Natalie Woods, and/or Debbie Reynolds? Yeah, that's what I'm writing about.
What a life? Not counting single mothers who must work two jobs to make ends meet, what a life, what a wonderful life some women have? It's all such a racket. What a sham of a scam that women have played on we men for centuries? How dare they? And how stupid can we be? From Marc Antony with Cleopatra, to Paris with Helen of Troy, to Richard Burton with Elizabeth Taylor, to Eddie Fisher with Debbie Reynolds and Elizabeth Taylor, to Frank Sinatra, Donald Trump, and Hugh Hefner with every women, how many men have risked everything for the love of a woman?
Finding some poor sap to work for them and make money for them while they go shopping and lounge around the pool, I wish I was a broad. I wish I lived the carefree, lap of luxury life of a broad. Granted there are more hard working women, especially single mothers, who don't have an easy life but my two ex-wives were spoiled rotten and pampered like prima donna babies. My fault, I treated them like queens when I should have treated them like the witches and like the bitches that they were. If only I knew then what I know now, my life would have been so different. Never would I have put up with their mistreatment. Pulling their credit cards and taking away their checkbooks, I would have made them earn the money that I gave them in the way that my boss made me earn the money that he gave me.
* * * * *
Without having to vacuum the whole house, fix this and fix that while listening to her nagging me over my drinking, now I get to watch as much football and baseball as I want without having to watch some sappy chick flick. I get to play poker with the boys or go deep fishing any time I want without checking on her schedule first to see if her fat mother or her mean sisters are coming to visit.
"Fuck her and fuck them! I'm free! I'm finally free! Good the fuck bye."
Granted, I'm still a sucker for a beautiful, blue-eyed, blonde broad with big tits. The reason why I was so good to my ex-wives was because both of them had not only were beautiful but also they both had hot bodies with big tits. Moreover, a favorite pastime of mine, both of them not only loved sucking cock but also both of them swallowed. Just ask Brad Pitt, Michael Jordan, Charles Barkley, and/or Tiger Woods what they look for in a woman. They all want a beautiful woman who has big tits and who loves sucking cock. There's nothing like fondling big tits and fingering erect nipples while being sucked by a beautiful broad.
"Ah, life doesn't get any better than that. Yes, indeed, life was good for a while, until I married them."
Had I not married them, they'd surely be sucking someone else while someone else would be sucking me. Once I married them, my bed grew cold and my anger grew hot. Once I married them that was the end of them sucking my cock whenever I wanted them to suck my cock. Once I married them, playing with their big tits while fingering their nipples was off limits. Oh, yeah, unless I came home with flowers and jewelry, the fun bag playground was permanently closed for good.
Always with an excuse, they had a headache. They had their period or was getting their period or just had their period. Are you kidding me? What does them getting, having, or just had their period have to do with them sucking my cock?
They weren't in the mood. They were tired. They found religion and don't do that anymore. Religion? Okay, being that you're on your knees anyway... Fuck me. Is it any wonder why men go to strip clubs and pay a prostitute to do what their wives should be doing?
"What? Huh? Are you kidding me? Hey! Before I give you your weekly allowance, get on your knees and suck my dick."
I may be mistaken but isn't one of the Ten Commandments that thou shall give thy husband a blowjob any time he wants one? Actually, now that I think more about it, my ex-wives sucked my cock more before I married them than they did after I put that big rock on their little finger. Used and abused, as soon as they got all that they were going to get from me, they latched on to someone else, someone with deeper pockets, a smaller brain, and with a naïve appreciation for women.
Only, no longer falling in that trap, now I know better. As soon as they marry the poor bastard, they won't be sucking him in the way they stopped sucking me. Then, when he runs out of money, they'll be fucking him over in the way they fucked me over and again.
* * * * *
I'm a typical guy and I love tits. The bigger the tits, the bigger my attraction to a broad. Even though I have firm man boobs, I wish I had my own set of tits to touch, to feel, to fondle, and that were big enough for me to suck my own nipples. Now don't get me wrong, better than nothing, I like small titties too. Yet a set of D cup breasts hanging down in my face while a woman is leaning over me and sitting on my cock is something very special indeed.
It's like this woman I met in a bar the other day. With legs from here to there, she was tall. She was blonde. She was beautiful. Then, as soon as she opened her mouth to talk, I was in love. My kind of woman, I realized that she had blue eyes that were obviously bigger than her brain. Moreover, as a bonus, she was busty. Oh, baby, did she ever have big tits. Definitely, as if I had won the lottery and hit the trifecta all in the same day, she was my kind of woman.
"May I buy you a drink sweatheart?"
I bought her a drink and we started talking about this, that, and the other thing. Come to find out, we had a lot in common. I liked having my cock sucked and she loved sucking cock. Tell me. What are the odds of that? The perfect woman, it's as if the God of love looked down upon me and took pity on me by giving me my perfect match, my soul mate, a real honest to goodness, beautiful, blonde, blue-eyed, busty cocksucker. Life doesn't get any better than this. And wait, here it comes, she not only loves football but also she loves the Red Sox. Are you kidding me? I'm in love.
"Sweetheart," I said as an icebreaker. "Do me a favor please?"
She was wearing my favorite blouse, a blouse that was even better than a peasant blouse that all of the wenches wore in the middle ages, better known as the dark ages. Oh, yeah, you guessed it. She was wearing a tube top, better known as a boob top. She was wearing the same type of top that a woman wore when Bob Barker of the Price Is Right told her to, "Come on down." The poor woman ran down the aisle and all the up to the stage before taking her place in front of Bob Barker and the world with her tube top down to her waist.
"Ah, life is good."
Invented by the son of Iranian refugees, Elie Tahari, invented the tube top. The President of the United States should give the highest civilian award, the Medal of Freedom award, appropriately bestowed for freeing tits, to this fashion designer who designed tube tops. They should build a statue of him. They should name a building after him. Every city in America should have a street with his name, Elie Tahari Street, Elie Tahari Road, Elie Tahari Boulevard, Elie Tahari Avenue, and Elie Tahari highway. We should have a special day, the Elie Tahari day where every woman in America must wear a tube top in the way that every person in America must wear green on Saint Patrick's Day.
* * * * *
She was wearing a tube top. Can you believe it? A relic from the 70's and 80's, I didn't even know you could buy those anymore. Now answer me this question. Why on Earth would a woman with massive breasts run the risk of wearing a tube top in a bar full of drunken, horny men? Not wanting her to be disappointed, if she was deemed on showing her big breasts, I was deemed on helping her show her huge tits.
"Yes," she said staring at me with the big, beautiful, firm tits. You thought I was going to write big, beautiful, blue eyes, didn't you. "What would you like me to do for you?"
Dizzy with sexual delight, a loaded question for her to ask me, she knew she was playing with fire by the sexy smile she gave me. No doubt, she knew that I was thinking about her looking up at me with those big, beautiful, blue eyes while she sucked my cock and while I fondled her enormous boobs while fingering her hard nipples. She gave me the eye along with her sexy look. She must think me a sucker but I'm not. Fool me once and divorce me twice, I learned the hard way. Now I have women all figured out now. I handed her a hundred dollar bill and watched her eyes light up as if she had just walked in a Parade of Shoes with a buy one and get one free sign on the window.
"Jump up and down until I tell you to stop. I, um, just wanna see somethin'," I said.
Immediately, I watched her nipples harden. Obviously, she knew why I wanted her to jump up and down. Obviously, she knew that as soon as she jumped up and down a couple of times, her tube top would fall and the sexual temperature of every man in that bar would rise. Truly, what I propose by handing her a hundred dollar bill was, indeed, a beautiful thing.
My type of woman, like the dumb broad she is, she jumped up and down in place. Ba boom, ba boom, ba boom, ba boom, I watched her huge, D cup boobs move up and down and up and down with her until I saw all that I needed to see. With her blouse falling lower as her breasts moved higher, her tits popped out of her top. First one and then the other.
"Hello. Nice to meet you...both."
With her jumping up and down and with her big tits out of her top, as if she was trying to walk and chew gum at the same time, it took her a minute to realize that her breasts were exposed.
"Oh, baby."
Man, she sure had big, natural tits. By the stiffness of my erection, I could tell that my cock loved her big jugs as much as I loved her huge melons. Now here's a woman that I need to take home for me to get better acquainted with her tits and for her to get better acquainted with my cock.
"Do me a favor honey. Keep stroking and sucking until I tell you to stop. I have a big, creamy surprise for you."
* * * * *
If I was a broad, especially if I had big tits like this broad does, I'd be flashing my tits all over the place. I'd use my big, shapely tits as my golden keys to unlock those doors that other broads, women who had small and/or deformed breasts, are denied entry. I'd find a stupid man in the way that my first two wives found me and I'd use him to buy me everything I want, furs, jewelry, and expensive trips before asking him to buy me a new car and a condo in Miami.
If I was a broad, I'd be touching myself all the time. If I was a broad, I'd be feeling my tits and fingering my nipples constantly. If I was a broad, I'd be playing with my pussy every chance that I got. If I was a broad, I'd have an entire dresser filled with panty and bras and an entire closet filled with high heel shoes of every color and style. If I was a broad, I wouldn't need a man as long as I had my vibrator, my dildo, and my panties, bras, and high heel shoes.
"Damn, I wish I had been born a broad instead of a man. Damn, I never should have bought my two ex-wives those vibrators, dildos, and all of those panties, bras, and high heel shoes. If only I knew then what I know now, demanding that they stay dressed in their nightgowns without wearing panties underneath, I'd probably still be married to one of them."
THE END
Please give me the support of your vote.
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Please give me the support of your vote.
Man Loves Wife's Ass Too Much, #1
Perversely perverted, a husband loves his wife's ass a little too much.
"I just love your ass Jennifer," said her husband Mike while reaching around her to feel and to fondle her shapely behind. "God I just can't get enough of your beautiful ass."
Mike loved his wife's ass. Pounding her pussy while squeezing her ass, he looked at her with lust while she looked at him with boredom. Seemingly he was more in love with her ass than he was with her. She should make him a plaster of Paris imprint of her ass and paint it flesh tone to match her ass then maybe he'd leave her ass alone.
"Enough about my ass Mike," she said swatting his hands away from her ass and then pushing her hands against his chest to look at him. "What about the rest of me? Don't you like my tits?" She removed her breasts from her nightgown to flash him her breasts? "What about my long, shapely legs? I thought you were a leg man."
When he looked at her with lust again, she looked at him with disgust.
"The rest of you? I love all of you but I really love your ass," he said groping her ass again while squeezing her ass before slapping her ass.
He looked at her as if shocked that she didn't like what he said when complimenting her ass.
"What else?"
Already annoyed, she waited for him to dig himself out of the hole he dug himself in while giving him a chance to compliment her.
"What else what?"
He scratched his head obviously confused with her meaning of what else.
"Yeah, what else? Tell me what else do you love about me," she said as if she was a teacher giving her student an on the spot test.
"You have the best ass I've ever seen," he said smiling while obviously proud of himself that he gave his wife the ultimate compliment, albeit another ass compliment.
By the look she gave him, seemingly if she had a gun, she would have shot him.
"Fuck you, Michael," she said.
Then, as if a light dawned and illuminated the dimness of his brain, he fell into the pillow talk about her having sex with another man.
"Well, actually, I'd love to see you having sex with another man," he said. "I'd love for you to show your naked ass to another man. I'd love to know what another man things about your ass."
She sighed loudly while rolling her eyes.
"Michael stop. Don't do that," she said.
She looked at him with anger.
"Don't do what?"
He looked at her with confusion.
"Please don't talk about me having sex with another man while your cock is inside of me," she said pushing him off of her. "That's just wrong. That's just nasty. That just knocks me out of the mood."
She extricated his penis from her pussy, stood, walked to her dresser, removed a panty of from her drawer, and climbed into them. Officially done, with him knocking her out of the mood for sex, their Saturday sex night was prematurely over.
"What? Are you mad at me? What did I say? What did I do? C'mon baby, bring your ass over here."
* * * * *
That next Saturday, Jennifer pretended she was sleeping, yet somehow he always knew that she wasn't. Same thing every Saturday night, with the romance gone out of their marriage and with her just going through the motions to accommodate his sexual needs, this was their sex night. To her, with him so controlling, unspontaneous, and unromantic, sex with him was something else she needed to do and to endure to not rock the boat. Rather than complain, argue, and refuse him the use of her body, as if she was a rag doll or a blowup doll, she just gave him what he wanted so that she could roll over and go to sleep.
What was never predetermined, what once was always erotically exciting, and what was always so surprisingly spontaneous before was now boring. A wifely duty, a womanly chore, and a Saturday night routine, she no longer enjoyed having sex with her husband. How so droll their sex life had become? How so predictably boring living with him now is? She wished for more excitement in her life but, as a married woman, other than to have a baby, which she can't have, what can she possibly do for sexual excitement?
No doubt, if she confessed her concerns to her husband, he'd want her to have sex with other men. No doubt, if she confessed that she was sexually unfulfilled, he'd want her to participate in the swinging lifestyle. No doubt, if she confessed that she was bored having sex with him, he'd want to watch her having sex with someone else. A no win dilemma for her, she was trapped in a loveless marriage with a man who only loved her for her great ass. Her ass, her ass, his sexual lust was more for her ass than it was for her.
This was it. Unless she masturbated herself in between, which she routinely did, Saturday night sex was her sexual excitement for the week. Having sex without the want, the need, the desire, and the romance was lifeless. Having sex without feeling the sexual excitement she once felt for him was now dull. Having sex with someone who only wanted her for her great ass was perversely revolting, belittling, and insulting. Having sex without being properly aroused, was lame and always the lackluster same without the sparks that they once had to ignite the flame.
Having sex without the sexual attraction and the fireworks they once had was not nearly the same as when they first met, dated, and married. Their Honeymoon was unbelievable. The first two years that they were married, he couldn't get enough of her lips, her tits, and her pussy. Now, it's just her ass. Now everything is old, tired, and boring. Now everything is stale, boring, and the same. She wondered if all married couples were like this once they hit that seven year wall, better known as the seven year itch. She wondered if boredom and the same old thing was the reason why so many couples became swingers.
* * * * *
Sometimes wishing she was dead, Mike lightly touched her back as if feeling to see if she was still breathing and as if to see if her heart was still beating before reaching down to feel her naked ass through her nightgown. Unless he was pushing down on her shoulder as her not so subtle hint to suck him, always the first place he sexually touched her was her ass. Her ass, her ass, everything was about her ass. Instead of having a great ass, her way of denying him her ass, she wished she had a big, fat, flabby ass.
Sometimes in the way that he touched her, especially after they've argued and when she didn't want to be touched sexually or wasn't ready to be touched sexually, he made her skin crawl, not a good feeling for a wife to have with her husband. Sometimes in the way he makes her feel, as if she's a thing that gives him sexual pleasure instead of a person who gives him love, comfort, and so much more, she wished she was divorced. Done with him and done with all men, sometimes she wished she lived alone.
With him not very affectionate, never does he just hug her without grabbing her ass and without expecting her to suck him before fucking him. Never does he just hug her without his hand feeling and squeezing her ass. With him not very romantic, once in a while she'd think that he'd buy her flowers and/or tell her that he loved her. Instead of complimenting her on how she looks or on something she did, he's quick to complain. If he compliments her at all, with the rest of her seemingly invisible, he compliments her ass. Whenever he compliments her ass, she's so tempted to let out a loud and smelly fart.
"How do you like me now? Do you still like my ass? Wait. I have another one coming. Bend over so that I can fart in your face."
Obviously, he takes her for granted, especially in the way that he sometimes forces her to do things that she doesn't want to do, such as sex and especially blowjobs. She's given him so many blowjobs that now she dreads sucking his cock. She used to love blowing him but now she hates blowing him. She dislikes the taste of him with him always smelling like a stale cigar. Seldom returning the favor, she couldn't remember the last time he licked her pussy. Matter of fact, he licks her ass way more than he licks her pussy. If only he loved her pussy in the way he worships her ass, she'd have no complaints.
Instead of being satisfied cumming in her mouth, now he wants to defile her by cumming all over her face and in her hair. He suddenly wants to give her a cum bath. What's that about? Maybe he's watch one too many Japanese videos on bukkake. When many wives don't suck cock and many of those who do, don't swallow, he's a lucky man that she not only has such a great ass but also that she's such a great cocksucker. Yet, no longer satisfied with cumming in her mouth and her swallowing his cum, now he wants cum all over her face.
Obviously, in the way she does everything for him, cook, clean, and serve him, he'd be lost without her. She'd leave him if they weren't so entangled with their personal affairs. With this house, car payments, student loans, and with their credit card debt suffocating them, they felt so trapped. With him going his merry way while thinking everything is perfect, especially if she'd relent and have sex with another man while he watched, he was clueless that she was so unhappy and so sexually frustrated.
* * * * *
It was always the little things that bothered her the most. Even though she preferred and was more comfortable sleeping with panties, her not so subtle sign that she was ready for sex, she didn't wear panties on Saturday nights. Even if they were arguing all day, she knew better than to wear panties on a Saturday night. Why bother wearing panties when she'd only be removing them? If it was up to him, he'd rather that she'd go out to the store and to the mall without her panties.
In that regard, she didn't even know why she even wore a nightgown to bed. Only, too blatant and a silly game they played, being that she never goes to bed naked, if she went to bed naked now on Saturday nights, she knew that he'd know that she'd be expecting sex. Impossible for her to change him now, she didn't want to make their sex anymore predicable than it already was. Unfortunately the only change he wanted to make was to have her have sex with another man, a man and a woman, and/or a woman. Unfortunately, the only changes he was willing to make to their sex life where ones that she was vehemently against.
As if it was Sunday, her day for church, which he never attends with her, with it being Saturday night, he expected sex anyway. It was just a silly game that they played with them trying to act more spontaneous. Only how surprised could she be when she knew that every Saturday night he touched, felt, groped fondled, squeezed, slapped, and spanked her ass before climbing on top of her? Every Saturday night his hands were all over her naked ass while not making love to her but fucking her while talking about her having sex with another man. Sometimes he made her so sick to her stomach that she thought she'd puke.
Even if she closed her eyes and pretended that she wanted him in the way she once did, the feeling just wasn't there. With him busy looking at other women, other than the obvious appreciation that he showed for her ass, he didn't appreciate the woman that he had in bed beside him. With their whole marriage now a farce, their entire life was just a silly game that they played over and again, every Saturday night. Maybe if she could have had children and maybe if they had a couple of kids, she'd feel differently about him and about her marriage but with nothing holding her to him other than bills and obligations, she doesn't. Even though she knew they were about to have sex, it was seemingly better to pretend that they may not be having sex.
She only wished that he'd go to bed and just go to sleep. She could only wish that instead of having sex every Saturday night, he had sex with her Sunday morning. Wow! How hot would that be with her sitting in church while thinking that she just sucked and fucked her husband only a couple of hours before. Only, he'd never change his routine to adopt a different one, one more exciting, one that was more unpredictable, and one that made her happy for a change. Maybe just once, she'd like to initiate the sex. Maybe just once, she'd rather be the one in control. Only, with them having sex more about him than it was about her, she didn't have an orgasm but just pretended she did to make him stop and to make him leave her alone so that she could go to sleep.
* * * * *
A huge understatement, her husband loved her ass. Always touching it, grabbing it, groping it, feeling it, fondling it, squeezing it, slapping it, and spanking it, seemingly, he could never get enough of her beautiful ass. Always checking her naked ass in the mirror, she imagined her getting a rash on her ass from his hand always rubbing her shapely backside.
Only, after a while, his horny hands were unwelcomely annoying. After a while, in the way that he was always groping her and making her feel like a thing instead of a person, she'd rather he kept his hands to himself and behave. After a while, admittedly enjoying the attention in the beginning, she was tired of him lifting her short skirt to flash her panties to men walking behind her at the mall.
She didn't want other men, strange men, and/or perverted men staring at her panty clad ass. How embarrassing is that? With him not wanting her to wear panties and her drawing a line in the sand over that, glad that she was wearing panties, she hated when he exposed her panty clad ass to the world. Such a lack of respect for her, his wife, how could he do that to her?
Could he embarrass her anymore? Could he humiliate her any further? Could he make her feel any more uncomfortable? Always swatting his hand away from her ass, she forever checked her skirt to see if it was raised while she walked. As if he was a pickpocket, he had a way of stealthily raising her skirt and tucking it up behind her oversized pocketbook or shopping bag. An exhausting game for her to be forced to play, his game was to expose her panties to unsuspecting men by raising her skirt and her game was to preserve her modesty by fluffing down her skirt.
God forbid she should be carrying something with two hands, he'd raise her skirt up to her back. Something he's done before at their backyard drunken barbeque when she came out in the backyard carrying food, he's not only raised her skirt but also pulled down her panties. She thought she nipped that in the bud by wearing sweatpants to their barbeques but he'd wait until he had an audience and pull those down too along with her panties. Now instead of just flashing his friends her naked ass, he was flashing his friends her pussy too.
"Michael! That the fuck?"
Whenever they were at the mall, with her lugging her purse in one hand and a shopping bag in the other, he thought it funny to secretly raise her skirt when going up the escalator. Until she felt a draft, it always took her a few seconds for her to notice that her panties were in plain view to the men walking behind her or riding up the escalator behind her. As if she had a tick, she was developing a phobia from swatting his hand and checking the back of her skirt so much.
"Stop," she said swatting his hand away and fluffing down her skirt. "Don't do that!"
When he walked with her with his arm around her back, she always had to check to make sure that he wasn't lifting the back of her skirt high enough for men to see what they should never see of her and of his wife. When finally realizing that she was so exposed, pulling down her skirt but too embarrassed to turn around to look, she had no idea how many men he's flash her panties to over the years. Whenever he walked with an unopened umbrella he'd accidentally on purpose lift the back of her short skirt at the most inopportune moment.
In the way of Britney Spears, Lindsey Lohan, Paris Hilton, Kim Kardashian, and Jennifer Lopez didn't always wear panties when out in public, he was always asking her not to wear panties. He had this sexual fantasy of her alighting from a car with her skirt up to her waist and with the sight of her trimmed, blonde pussy in plain view of men. He had a sexual fantasy of lifting her skirt while going up the escalator to flash her naked ass to the men standing behind her. He was always wanting her to go to the car wash on a windy day while wearing a short skirt without panties to vacuum out her car while he watched from a distance all the men ogle her naked ass. Willing to buy her shoes, he always wanted her to flash her panties or her naked pussy to the shoe salesman while trying on shoes.
With her thinking him a pervert, he must think her a whore. She'd think that if he coveted her ass so much that he'd want to keep it all for himself. She'd think that if he so loved her ass that he'd be jealous of other men leering at her ass, lusting over her ass, and wanting her ass too. If he loved her, she'd think that he wouldn't want her to have sex with anyone but him. Yet now he's been asking her about participating in the swinging lifestyle. He not only wants to watch her having sex with other men but also he wants her to be a swinger.
His focal point wasn't her long, lush, blonde hair, her pretty face, her C cup breasts, or her long, shapely legs, but her ass. Everything was about her ass. With all of his compliments and all of his dialogue about her ass, his attraction to her began and seemingly ended with her ass, literally and figuratively. If her husband of seven years was anything, and with him first to admit it, he was an ass man. No doubt, had she not been blessed with such a fine, tight, firm, and roundly defined, shapely ass, he never would have dated her forget about marrying her.
Thinking that his physical and sexual attraction to her ass was adorably flattering before, if only she knew that his fixation with having a wife who had such a great ass was his biggest priority, she would have thought him weird. She would have thought him perversely perverted to cherish her ass more than any other part of her beautiful body, especially her beautiful face. Had she known he had such a fetish for her ass, she would have thought him abnormally obsessed with her ass. If she had known that he cherished her ass as much as he does, she not only would have stopped dating him but also she never would have married him. Too late now, with all of the money they owed, literally and figuratively, he owned her ass.
Nonetheless his twisted infatuation with her ass, she was proud of her great ass. A one in a million type of ass, she attributed her shapely behind to taking ballet and gymnastics as a child. Then, when she stopped ballet and gymnastics lessons, she started ice skating and swimming. Later she lifted weights. Now, it's running and playing tennis. When she's not swimming, she's running and playing tennis. She always did something that seemingly paid dividends to her having a great ass and great legs for that matter too, not that he noticed her legs or anything other than her ass.
Her ass, her ass, everything was about her ass. Seemingly the only time he complimented her was when he complimented her on what a great ass that she had. Seemingly the only time he noticed what she wore was when she was wearing a short skirt or filling out a tight pair of jeans. If only he looked her in the eyes instead of staring at her ass, she'd have more hope for the continued survival of their marriage. Only, seemingly, he didn't want any other part of her than her great ass.
* * * * *
Whether they were walking through the mall or watching television, a continual monologue, no one's ass was safe from his in depth commentary. As if it was his right to critique and criticize the asses of other women, as if he was the official ass man sworn to notice every woman's ass, he always commented about this ass or that ass. She used to be jealous that he was looking at other women's asses but secure in her own ass because she had such a fine ass, she's no longer jealous that he not only harmlessly looks at other women's asses but also that he comments on other women's asses too. The only time she felt a tang of jealousy is when he spots a better and a younger ass than she has now. Assuredly, it's only a matter of time before he makes a total ass of himself by chasing after some young, hot piece of ass. God, he's such an asshole.



"Wow! Jennifer, look at her ass," he said poking her in the side. "One in a million, she has an incredible ass. I'd like to tap that ass."
She made a sour face at him as if she had just bit in a lemon.
"Pardon?"
Astonished that he just admitted that he'd like to tap another woman's ass, she looked at him as if not believing that she'd be interested in looking at another woman's ass.
"Oh, um, sorry. It's just a figure of speech," he said.
As if she was a black woman from Detroit, she affixed her hand to her shapely hip to wag her finger in his face.
"You tap any ass but my ass buddy and I'll kick your ass out of my bed, out of my door, and out of my life," she said drilling her manicured index finger in his forehead.
Most times she ignored his asshole, ass comments. Most times she pretended that she didn't hear him or didn't see this ass or that ass that he was going on about. This time, while taking note of the other woman's great ass, she rolled her eyes and sighed. The last thing she wants to look at, whether it's incredible, fat, flabby, saggy, hot, or not, is another woman's ass.
"Now, there's a fat ass," he'd say after spotting a woman coming out of McDonalds.
Seemingly with all the fat, flabby asses out there in the world, most times his comments were negative. Most times his comments were insulting. Most times he was just being a pig. Most times it was rare to see a great ass. If only the women at the mall or on TV knew that they were being examined, analyzed, and reviewed by a professional ass critic, they'd probably slap his face. What gives him the right to criticize any woman's ass when there's nothing great about his ass or about him? Yeah, sure he fills out a pair of jeans but it's just an ass. What's the big deal about a shitty ass?
Whether it's Nicki Minaj, Kim Kardashian, Lady Gaga, Sofia Vergara, Beyoncé, Jennifer Lopez, Scarlett Johansson, Rihanna, Serena Williams, Coco, Jessica Biel, and/or Shakira, she's sick to death of hearing about other women's asses. Maybe if she commented on men's cocks in the way that he commented on women's asses, she'd finally get his attention by giving him a dose of his own medicine. Maybe if she showed as much interest and paid as much attention to other men's bulges as he does in other women's asses, he'd finally get the point. Maybe if she lusted over another man's cock in the way that he obviously lusts over other women's asses, he'd stop.
She wished he'd shut the fuck up and keep his ass surveillance to himself. How dare he even think that she'd really want to look at another woman's ass? Only, if he thought she was lusting over another man's cock, he'd want her to have sex with that man while he watched. If he thought she was lusting over other men's cocks in the way that he obviously lusts over other women's asses, she'd never hear the end of it.
"Michael," she imagined saying. "Did you see the bulge on that guy? Wow! He must have a really big cock. I can only imagine the enormous size of his prick. I wonder how big his cock is. I can't even imagine wrapping my hand around it before sticking that monster in my mouth and burying it in my pussy."
Only whatever she said to him about another man's cock would surely backfire on her.
"Oh my God, Jennifer, I'd love to watch you stroking and then sucking him before fucking him," she imagined him saying. "Do you want me to talk to him and ask him if—"
"No! What's wrong with you? I only said that to make you jealous not sexually aroused."
* * * * *
He lifted the back of her nightgown to touch, feel, and fondle her ass before lightly tracing her pussy slit with his finger. Perhaps out of habit but she was already wet and once he determined she was wet, she closed her eyes while he penetrated her pussy with his finger. It was Saturday night after all, the night they had sex. Other than to touch, feel, grab, grope, fondle, feel, squeeze, spank, and slap her ass, never did he touch her during the week. As if he was a fighter in training saving himself for their Saturday night sex match, the only time he wanted her sexually was Saturday night.
With every Saturday night the same, while his right hand fondled her ass and lightly touched her swollen pussy lips before fingering and penetrating her pussy, his left hand felt and fondled her big, left breast. As soon as her nipples appeared, which never took very long, he'd finger her nipple with the delicate touch of a lover. Then, as if scripted and they were acting the sex scene part in a movie, he'd stick his hand inside her nightgown to feel and fondle her right breast while fingering her nipple. Always the same, nothing ever changed. As if he was performing a religious rite instead of a sexual act, she could write a book about how methodical he was in touching her in one way before touching her in another.
Only, she wanted more than that. She wanted the slow heat that sparked before erupting in fireworks in the way that she had when they first met, dated, and the first time they made love on their Honeymoon. She wanted to be romanced. She wanted to swoon. She wanted to feel appreciated. She wanted him to covet all of her and not just her ass.
In the way his touches were always the same, if only for comparison sake and if only to try something different, he made her imagine being in bed with another man. She endured him touching her by thinking of someone else touching her while wishing she had married one of them instead of marrying her husband. If ever she told him that she thought of having sex with another man when having sex with him, she'd never hear the end of it. He'd make sure that he made her sexual fantasy come true whether she really wanted it or not. If only he knew she was thinking of another man while in bed with him, he'd call him on the phone and invite him over. If only he knew she was horny for the touch of another man, he'd welcome him to have sex with his wife, so long as he could watch.
'God, he's such a sick fuck.'
When she turned to face him, he removed his finger from her pussy and extricated his hand from her nightgown. He kissed her once, twice, and then the third time with his tongue parting her lips. Three kisses, never two kisses or four kisses but always three kisses, the last one being a deep, wet kiss. As if he read and memorized a manual somewhere on how and what to do when having sex, having sex with him had become a boring ordeal. What happened to him? He was never like this before.
Except for his obvious connection to her ass, he acts as if he's as bored as she is. Only, maybe he likes the routine. Maybe he needs the routine. Maybe he welcomes the routine of the same Saturday night sex as much as she hates the routine of having the same boring sex. What she once looked forward to having sex with him, she now dreaded having sex with him. If she tried to kiss him again for a fourth time, he'd turn his head away. As if he was a superstitious baseball player, a man afflicted with OCD, obsessive-compulsive disorder, or if he had been afflicted with Autism, he had to have sex in a certain way.
'What the fuck? That's so weird.'
As soon as he kissed her the first time, she wrapped her hand around his cock and slowly stroked him. Then, after he broke off his third kiss, forsaking her hand, she lowered herself to make him harder with her mouth. Thinking that she was stuck in this Twilight Zone of the same looping Saturday night sex, now she wondered if she stroked and sucked him the same number of times as she did the week before and the week before that. Once he was hard enough and with him ready to enter her, she removed her nightgown and positioned herself on her back. One would think that in the way he had such a peculiarity for asses that he'd want to have anal sex with her but, not into that, they never had anal sex, thank God because she wasn't into anal sex either.
Once she repositioned her pillow to get more comfortable and after she spread her legs to welcome him inside of her, he mounted her. Perhaps it had something to do with his age, but he humped her exactly thirty-seven times before coming inside of her. As if he kept count in his head, never humping her thirty-six times or thirty-seven times, he humped her exactly thirty-seven times. Now she wondered if he humped her thirty-six times last year or if he'd hump her thirty-eight times next year. If he did indeed match his humps to his age, she was looking forward to when he was eighty-years-old.
'...seventy-eight, seventy-nine, eighty!'
Only, she didn't think she'd be married to him when she was eighty-years-old. She'd either kill him or divorce him long before that. Finished but not quite done, now it was time for pillow talk. Glad that she broke him of the habit of talking about other women when he was inside of her, she was glad that he saved his pillow talk for after they were done having sex. Yet, with his disturbing topic of discussion never changing, even his pillow talk was the boring same.
Maybe she should surprise him. Maybe she should shock him. Maybe she should finally take control of their sex life.
"I'd like to try having sex with another man and maybe even have sex with a woman," she said, "while you watch."
To be continued...
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Panties, Bras, and High Heel Shoes
A straight man has an abnormal attachment, a bizarre affection, an erotic affinity, and a real sexual fetish for women's panties, bras, and high heel shoes.
"Psst. Hey buddy, come closer to the monitor. I don't want anyone else to read over your shoulder what I've written. Are you alone? Good. Can you keep a secret? Good. More importantly. Can I trust you? Good."
Now, what I'm about to tell you, I never told anyone, not my mother, not my brother, not my sister, not my friends, not my co-workers, none of my girlfriends and fuck buddies, and certainly not my two, bitch, ex-wives. You'll be the first and only one to know my sexy secret fetish. Aren't you special? So why am I telling you? I don't know. I trust you, I guess.
No longer able to keep it to myself, I have to tell someone what my secret, sexy fetish is. Hoping to find a kindred spirit, someone who shares the same sexy, secret fetish that I do, I need to free myself of my guilt and my shame. I need to feel normal again. I need to feel like a man who just has a fetish, that's all and not such the big deal as I and everyone else makes it out to be. It's just a fetish, an attraction, a bizarre affection, and an erotic affinity for panties, bras, and high heel shoes.
For some inexplicable reason, especially with you reading the fetish category and, specifically with you reading a story entitled, Panties, Bras, and High Heel Shoes, I figure that you'd understand why I must do what I do behind closed doors. No doubt, just as you're a pervert to be reading an erotic fetish story on Literotica in the way that I'm a pervert to be writing an erotic fetish story on Literotica, underneath, you're probably a decent guy. You're probably much like me, honest and straightforward but with a secret, sexy fetish to hide. Am I right?
A regular Joe, you probably work at an underpaid, thankless job, raise your ungrateful family, swear your allegiance to the morally corrupt United States flag of America, watch football, baseball, basketball, hockey, drink beer, and pay your taxes. Moreover, from out of all the thousands of stories on Literotica that you could have read, you picked this one. You chose my story to read. You're the one taking the time out of your busy day to read my story.
"Wow!"
Mano a mano, with you reading my story and knowing something about me, we have a bond already. Thank you for reading my story. Only, after you read my story, sadly, with only one, repeat, just one reader out of 500 ungrateful and unappreciative readers voting or more descriptively not voting, please vote for my story. Being that all of my stories are contest stories, I really could use the support of your vote. Please, I beg you, vote for my story. I thank you in advance for your vote. The 5 vote, the highest vote, is the last star on the right.
* * * * *
Just as it's a difficult thing for me to confess, it's even more difficult for me to write about my secret, sexy fetish. With me telling you my sexy, secret fetish, it isn't as if you're out to get me and/or determined to out me. It isn't as if you have an axe to grind or that you're going to blackmail me and/or extort money from me once I tell you my sexy, secret fetish or I hope you don't. Nah, you'd never do something like that. You don't have that bad behavior in your. You're not that type of guy just as I'm not that type of guy. Am I right? We're just two regular fellas who have a secret, sexy fetish.
This is something just between two guys who no doubt share a similar passion. Just as I don't know who the Hell you are, you don't know who the Hell I am. Just as you could be anyone, I could be anyone too. Being that I have to tell someone or I'll burst, somehow I feel safe telling you, a complete stranger reading my fetish story on Literotica. I feel safe telling someone who may possibly share my fetish. I feel safe telling someone who may understand my secret, sexy fetish. So, here goes.
Are you ready for me to tell you a secret, my sexy secret? Only, you must promise not to tell anyone. I mean it. You can't tell anyone. Humiliated and ashamed, I'd be so embarrassed if anyone knew my sexy, secret fetish, especially my friends, my co-workers, my mother, my brother, my sister, my girlfriends, my fuck buddies, and certainly not my two, bitch, ex-wives. I could never face anyone again. Trust me, you'd have me over a barrel and in a pickle if you didn't keep my secret and blabbed about me all over the Internet.
So, promise me that you won't tell anyone. Promise me. Do you promise? Swear on your mother that you won't tell anyone what I do behind closed doors? Swear on your children that you won't divulge my fetish? Just so that I'd feel comfortably safe that you'd keep my secret, take my Bible and put your left hand on my Bible and raise your right hand. Now repeat after me.
"I, the reader of this story, promise not to tell anyone what I just read. I promise never to divulge the sexy secret and/or the fetish of the writer of the story, Panties, Bras, and High Heel Shoes."
Are we good? Okay. Being that I trust you, that's good enough for me, I guess. Being that you're reading a story in the fetish category, no doubt, you have a secret, sexy fetish too. Being that you're reading a story entitled Panties, Bras, and High Heel Shoes, maybe your secret, sexy fetish are panties, bras, and/or high heel shoes too. Maybe one day, you'll trust me enough to tell me your secret fetish too. Yet, for now, here goes, this is my story and my sexy, secret fetish exposed.
* * * * *
When I'm alone and in my house, especially while watching football and/or baseball while having a beer, God, this is so very difficult for me to confess. I realize that this may sound odd to men who don't share my fetish for panties, bras, and high heel shoes, but I enjoy wearing a pair of woman's panties, a woman's bra, and a pair of woman's high heel shoes. I tried wearing silk stockings but I don't like how they mat down my leg hair in the way that my long underwear does and I refuse to shave my legs.
Moreover, a total waste of money, I always snag, run, and ruin nylon stockings with my toenails. Furthermore, those frigging garter belts are a pain in the ass. So very frustrating, they never stay closed to holdup my nylons. When my nylons fall, it looks as if I have wrinkled legs. I don't know how women wear nylons and garter belts, and pantyhose are even worse. I hate those too.
They should execute the gay, fashion designer who came up with the idea of pantyhose and award a medal to the man who invented panties. With them trying to start another deplorable fashion fad, before Britney Spears, Lindsay Lohan, Paris Hilton, Kim Kardashian, and Jennifer Lopez, there was a time when women didn't wear panties. No sir. If women needed to pee, they'd just raise their long skirts and squat in the middle of the road. If you ask my druthers, definitely, without a doubt, I prefer a woman who wears panties.
I love women's panties. Panties are so sexy. Something to slowly remove, especially the first time removing them from a woman with your fingers or with your teeth, as if hiding a sexy surprise, panties are the thing that wraps the pussy and the buttocks. Oh, my God, I so love panties no matter what the color, the style, or the size.
Now that I'm thinking about panties, let me ask you this? Why don't they make men's panties? I'd buy them. Wouldn't you? Yeah sure, there are silk boxers but I never heard of silk briefs, have you? Moreover, other than cheap Fruit of the Loom underwear, most men's underwear is white. White! I hate white. White isn't even a color. If it's not white then it's black. Black isn't even a color either.
Then there's the drab grey that they use as a men's underwear color as if it's a continuation of a sweatshirt and sweatpants. I want color. I don't want white, black, or grey underwear. Even when it's clean, grey underwear always looks dirty and dingy. Why can't I have red, blue, green, orange, and yellow underwear? Women have colored underwear, why can't I have colored underwear too?
We men want to wear colored panties too. It's about time we had gay, fashion designers designing underwear for us men too. It's about time we felt sexy beneath our clothes. It's about time they had a lingerie store for men, Valentino's Secret. Huh? What do you think? Instead of Victoria's Secret, we could have Valentino's Secret. I think it's a great idea.
* * * * *
The bottom line is that if I'm going through the trouble of having a sexual fetish, I may as well pick one that not only makes me feel sexy but also that makes me feel comfortable too. I prefer panties, just panties, bikini panties, actually, blue, bikini panties are my preference and my favorites. I know it's strange, especially if you've never tried wearing women's panties yourself, but I find it as sexually exciting as I find it relaxing to lounge around in women's underwear.
As soon as I put on a pair of panties, I get an erection and most times I masturbate while wearing this sexy outfit. You know, now that I mentioned Valentino's Secret before, if they invented men's panties, all us men who enjoyed wearing women's panties in the privacy of our homes, would no longer have a panty fetish. Think about that. An untapped market, imagine how much designers could make by making men's panties.
"Wow! Now there's something very insightful, don't you think?"
Maybe because I'm sexually biased but, to be honest, I find wearing women's panties much more comfortable than wearing men's briefs or boxer shorts. I just like the feel of women's panties, especially when they're silk. Now being that I have big man boobs from doing tens of thousands of pushups when I was younger, especially when I was boxing after I was honorably discharged from the Marine Corps, I can actually pull off wearing a bra. I'm no D cup but I'm definitely a B cup. I can even make my man boobs bounce to music.
Wanna see? Just let me remove my bra. Watch. Just let me put on a song. Here's one by the Village People. I'm not gay but I like the YMCA song.
"Young man, there's no need to feel down. I said young man, pick yourself off the ground. I said young man, 'cause you're in a new town there's no need to be unhappy.
Young man, there's a place you can go. I said young man, when you're short on your dough, you can stay there, and I'm sure you will find many ways to have a good time.
It's fun to stay at the Y.M.C.A. It's fun to stay at the Y.M.C.A. They have everything for young men to enjoy. You can hang out with all the boys.
It's fun to stay at the Y.M.C.A. It's fun to stay at the Y.M.C.A. You can get yourself clean. You can have a good meal. You can do whatever you feel."
Okay, enough of that. Did you see my boobs bouncing to music? I love my man boobs. Hey, even Arnold had man boobs, boobs even bigger than mine when he was bodybuilding and taking anabolic steroids. A lot of football players have man boobs. Don't look at me all queer eyed just because I'm dancing to the Village People's song Y.M.C.A while bouncing my man boobs and dressed in panties and in high heels. I don't have to be gay to like the song more than I do the lyrics. Okay? You have a problem with that?
* * * * *
Men, men, men, men... Now, for sure, I'm a straight man. I'm a man's man, a manly man, and a macho man but there's just something about wearing women's sexy underthings with high heels that gets my motor running. I'm not a fag, a fruit, or a queer. Am I allowed to write that? I'm not gay. I'm not a politically correct homosexual. I'm a 100% American heterosexual. I don't wear wigs, makeup, dresses, and I don't march in the gay parade. Unless I found myself in prison and forced to have sex with a man, I'd never have sex with a man. Women are what get me hot. I love women. I'm just a regular Joe, a man coincidentally named Joe.
Being that I'm not a tall man, barely 5'8" tall, wearing women's high heels gives me a whole new perspective on life. I only wish I could wear high heel shoes outside without being looked at as if there was something wrong with me. It took me a while to learn how to walk in them without breaking my ankle but as long as hold onto the railing while walking down stairs, as long as I buy the right size shoe, and as long as the heels aren't too pointy in the front, I find wearing heels very comfortable.
Besides, pretending that I'm 3" taller, I like looking at myself in the mirror while wearing heels and shaving my big, ugly mug. A sight to see, if anyone but my dog, a German Shepherd named Hitler, saw me, I'd be so very embarrassed. I named my dog Hitler because, well, he's German and because I like saying "Heel Hitler," instead of "Heil Hitler." Hey, I think it's funny, especially when calling him from a distance in a dog park that's frequented by people of the Jewish religion. Either I receive a dirty look or a laugh. An ice breaker, you'd be surprise how many women I pick up with those two words.
"Heel Hitler! Heel Hilter!"
* * * * *
Being that I'm sitting here wearing a bra, panties, and high heels, let's talk about women. Now look at me. Go ahead, just look at me. I'm relegated to living alone while wearing a bra, panties, and high heel shoes. Yet, don't be sad for me. Don't you dare pity me. I don't want your pity and I don't need your pity. Even though I'm broke after going through two costly divorces, for the first time in my life, I'm happy. For the first time in my life, I'm truly content. I'm living my passion. I'm living my dream. I'm living my life exactly in the way that I want to live my life. I'm experiencing my fetish behind closed doors and in the privacy of my home while wearing panties, a bra, and high heel shoes.
Married twice and divorced twice, an ex-Marine who served his country with honor and distinction, a man who's just like you, I'm a normal guy. Only, I have this thing, a fetish, for panties, bras, and high heel shoes. It all started when I was young, barely 18-years-old. My mother and sister, as a joke, dressed me for Halloween as a stripper. They laughed. They thought it was funny seeing me dressed in panties, a bra, and high heel shoes. They thought it was even funnier when I developed an erection and my hard cock pressed against the sheer, thin material of my sister's panty.
Actually, no doubt not even realizing what they were doing, not looking at it as sexual but more as what women do with other women, not that I was a woman, but I was a man dressed up as a woman, they stripped me naked. I couldn't believe it when my mother and sister stripped me naked. At first embarrassed, it only took me a few seconds to become sexually aroused. There I was totally exposed to my sister and to my mother. It wasn't sexual to them but it was sexual to me. As soon as my sister removed my underwear, my cock stuck straight out and pointed at her as if wanting her. With my mother and sister staring at my erect cock, there I was naked with my mother and sister dressing me as if I was a woman instead of a testosterone filled, horny, young man.
Oh, yeah, you guessed it. They are the ones responsible for me having a panty, bra, and high heel fetish today when they costumed me in a pair of panties, a bra, and high heel shoes, along with a wig and makeup. A reluctant victim, at the time I thought it was funny too. At the time, I had no idea of the repercussions that I'd have later in life. Many years later but to no avail, I even saw a therapist over my fetish.
Can you imagine that? I was so ashamed. I was so embarrassed. I was so sexually excited standing before my mother and sister while totally naked. After that, when I routinely started wearing panties, bras, and high heel shoes, I didn't want anyone to know that I had a panty, bra, and high heel shoe fetish. Yet, now that I ridded myself of my gold digging ex-wives, I'm free to do and to wear whatever I want and whenever I want to wear it.
Then, shortly after my mother and sister dressed me as a sexy, lingerie clad stripper, I used to sneak in my mother's and sister's rooms when they weren't home to feel their panties and bras while masturbating and while walking around in a pair of their high heel shoes. Now, controlled by my panty, bra, and high heel shoe fetish, I can't walk by a lingerie counter in a department store without having my wicked way with panties and bras. I can't go by a shoe store without going in to look at all the high heels my size.
For fear that I'd be labeled a cross dresser, I don't dare try on the high heels in the store. Instead I buy everything I need online. Every other day, panties, bras, and high heels arrive at my door. Seemingly my only source of entertainment other than the baseball and football channels, I've spend thousands of dollars on panties, bras, and high heel shoes. Quite the valuable collection, I have every color and style of panties, bras, and high heel shoes. I even had to build a secret closet in the dressing room of bedroom with a secret door to house all of my panties, bras, and high heel shoes.
So, now that you know my sexy, secret fetish, what's yours?
THE END
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This is a Halloween Contest story, please give me the support of your vote.
Swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball
A long time coming, Jim finally coerces his wife, Julie, to attend a swingers' dance, the Swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball.
Scene 1: The Blowjob
While wishing she had remembered to buy kneepads from the hardware store, Julie assumed her position on her knees in front of her husband yet again. She unzipped his pants, pulled down his pajama bottoms, pulled down his sweatpants, pulled down his underwear, pulled down his bathing trunks, or fell between the legs of his naked body. Constantly, continually, and seemingly always, she was forever blowing her husband. Boring, boring, boring, it was all so very boring. She more felt like one of the prostitutes servicing Al Swearengen from the HBO series Deadwood.
Seemingly she was always on her knees giving her husband a frigging blowjob when he seldom gave her what she needed an oral orgasm. She couldn't remember the last time he licked her pussy to an orgasm. She couldn't remember the last time he pleasured her instead of only thinking of himself. Whenever he started fingering her pussy, always he'd stop when she was wet enough to mount her.
"Suck my cock, Julie. Suck it. Blow me, baby, blow me," he said with sexual excitement. "I need to cum. I want to cum in your mouth, on your tits, and all over your face," he said.
Always he wanted to cum somewhere different but somehow how no matter where he ejaculated, whether in her mouth, on her tits, or all over her face, him cumming always felt the same. There was nothing exciting about him ejaculating that was pleasurable for her. It wasn't always that way but now it was that way and she was so sexually frustrated that she could scream. Assuredly, there was no difference between her those women who lived in the 1890's. Sex was all about what the man wanted and what the man needed. Sex was never about her. Sadly, her hands, her mouth, and her pussy were just tools to pleasure her husband.
Now his thing, a recent thing, was to give her a cum bath. He looked at her as if she'd be just as sexually excited receiving a cum bath as he was sexually excited giving her a cum bath. Bad enough he was always wanting to cum in her mouth and wanting her to swallow his cum, whatever happened to him reciprocating? Whatever happened to him giving her as much pleasure as she gave him? Whatever happened to him licking her pussy in the way she constantly and continually sucked his cock?
"You like it when I blow you, don't you baby?"
She played his game while staring up at him with her big blue eyes so that he'd hurry up and cum in her mouth and go the fuck to sleep.
Every Saturday night it was the same old thing, her ending up sucking him while he talked about her having sex with another man and possibly even a woman. She only wished he wouldn't talk to her about such things until after his dick was out of her mouth. Ruining whatever sexual excitement she had for him, he ruined her sexual mood by talking about her having sex with someone else.
"I do, I love it when you blow me, Julie. Stroke me faster while sucking my deeper," he said reaching down to feel and fondle her big breasts while fingering her nipples. "I only wished you'd suck one of my friends so that I can watch you blow him while he fondled your big tits and fingered your hard nipples," he said.
She only wished that she as into blowing him as much as he was into having her blowing him. Only, instead of feeling any sexual excitement at all, she just wanted to get it over with so that they both could go to sleep. Maybe if he ate her first, perhaps if he gave her an orgasm or two, she'd more readily suck him while enjoying blowing him.
"I'll never have sex with anyone else but you, Jimmy," she said.
She hated it when he talked about her sucking someone else's cock especially when his prick was buried in her mouth.
"Maybe one day we can find another couple to have some sexy, swinging fun while exploring all of our sexual fantasies," he said annoying her.
If it wasn't so dark in the room, he'd see her rolling her eyes at him. If it wasn't so dark in the room, he'd see her making a gagging face as if she was about to puke. All of their sexual fantasies was all of his sexual fantasies. After the romance disappeared from their marriage, she no longer harbored any sexual fantasies other than to go to sleep. Sleep along with her dreams was the only peace she had.
"Don't get your hopes up Jimmy," she said stroking him faster so that he'd cum and she'd get this frigging blowjob over with yet again.
Enjoying himself, he humped her mouth and fucked her face while no doubt thinking of her blowing one of his friends. He was such a pervert. He never appreciated the fact that she's a faithful wife, a good woman, a church going woman, and was a virgin when he married her. All of that didn't mean anything compared to her agreeing to have sex with others. Seemingly all he wanted was to watch her having sex with another man and, perhaps, with a woman.
"Maybe one day, if you're horny enough and drunk enough, you'll change your mind," he said.
She suddenly had the urge to bite down on his cock to get him to shut the fuck up about her having sex with someone else. Instead of sexually exciting her, his constant dialogue of infidelity physically sickened her. She wished he'd talk about something else. She wished he'd talk about her. She wished her tell her how sexy and beautiful she is, and how lucky he is to have her as his wife. Only, his dialogue was always about him and about her with someone else.
"Cum Jimmy. Cum in my mouth baby. I want you to cum in my mouth," she said coaxing him while trying her best to get him to cum.
Allowing him to emotionally abuse her, she knew that it excited him to talk about her having sex with others. If that's what he needed do cum, she was willing to let him talk. She's rather that he'd cum sooner than later. Willing to do whatever she had to do to sexually satisfy her husband, she's given up on him sexually satisfying her.
"I'd rather give you a cum bath," he said.
It's not enough that she blows him all the time. It's not enough that she allows him to cum in her mouth and she swallows his cum but now he wants to give her a frigging, messy, sticky cum bath. He's been watching way too many porn videos. She'd have to wash her face and pick cum out of her hair again for him to give her another frigging cum bath.
"Not tonight," she said. "I'm too tired to get cleaned up all over again. I just took a shower and washed my hair. Just cum while imagining me sucking one of your friends. Image me sucking all of your friends. Imagine your friends gangbanging me and cumming in my mouth and in my pussy. Okay baby?"
As if a dormant volcano that suddenly erupted, Jimmy put a heavy hand behind his wife's head and exploded a week of cum in her mouth. An expert at sucking her husband, she knew how to get him to cum. All she needed to do was to tell him how much she wanted to have sex with his friends, even though she didn't and never would. Just the mere thought of having sex with anyone but her husband sickened her.
* * * * *
Scene Two: I'd like to watch you having sex with another man, maybe another woman too.
"I know that you'd never agree to have sex with another man," he said looking down at her with obvious disappointment while she slid up to him after he ejaculated in her mouth again. "Watching you having sex with another man is just a sexual fantasy that I have when masturbating. One day, if you're agreeable to it, I'd love for you to have sex with others, not so much individually but as a couple," he said looking up at her, obviously to see if her reaction had changed when he mentioned her having sex as a couple instead of her having sex individually.
A couple her ass. It made no difference to her if she or he had sex individually as a couple or alone. Besides, whether they were a couple or not, he just wanted to watch her having sex with another man while he had sex with another woman. Having sex with anyone still broke their marriage vows. He's insane. She knew he was just saying that about them having sex as a couple to ease her into having sex with another man before having sex with many men and before having sex with a woman. No way. Her having sex with anyone but her husband would never happen.
If it was up to him, he'd like to watch her having sex with another man. If it was up to him, he'd want her to do all of his friends. If it was up to him, he'd talk her into doing a gangbang or a circle jerk with three or four men or more. If it was up to him, he'd want her to have lesbian sex with a woman. If it was up to him, he'd turn her into a whore. Then, no doubt, once she became an insatiable whore and did any man and any woman, he'd divorce her because she was a whore.
"I'd feel like such a slut having sex with a stranger Jim," said Julie while acting so coyly demur and shyly modest, her normal state when it came to talking about sex, especially when talking about her having sex with others.
As if he had a chance at convincing her to try having sex with a man or with a husband and a wife, he looked at her and smiled. Only, there was no chance at all of her relenting to have sex with anyone but him. Her having sex with anyone but him would never happen and if he continued in this sexually inappropriate, disturbing way, she'd stop having sex with him too. Tired of living her life for him, she'd rather get on her knees to pray than to get on her knees to blow him.
"They wouldn't be strangers after we talked to them. They'd be our friends, our new friends, our special friends, our swinging friends. I imagine us finding a nice couple, having dinner, and after having a couple of drinks, the four of us retire to the bedroom," he said looking at her with sexual excitement while she looked at him with disdain. "It sexually excites me to think of watching you with another man just as it sexually excites me to imagine you having sex with a woman," he said. "Wow. That would be so unbelievably hot to watch you having sex with a man and a woman at the same time."
Ruining her mood and the afterglow of sex, sometimes he made her sick to her stomach with some of the things that he said about him wanting to watch her having sex with others. At least she broke his bad habit of talking to her about having swinging sex with strangers while his cock was still buried inside of her mouth or in her pussy. Obviously, no longer sexually satisfied with her, he wanted more. He wanted someone else. He not only wanted her to have sex with others but also he obviously wanted to have sex with others too. Perversely perverted, he's such a pig. Now instead of not only participating in swinging sex, he wanted to watch.
'Gross. That's just so nasty,' she thought to herself.
"I'm sure it's a nice sexual fantasy for you to have while masturbating yourself," she said making a sour face of exasperation while rolling her eyes.
She was always making a face, sighing, and rolling her eyes over some of the things he said. Moreover, she had no idea why he needed to masturbate when she'd be willing to give him sex, usually a blowjob, whenever he wanted her to give him sex.
"It is an exciting, sexual fantasy to have," he said while giving her a look as if inviting her to masturbate with him sometime, no doubt while they had pillow talk about her participating in the swinging lifestyle.
How so disgusting, even the vision of him masturbating over her having sex with another man was disturbing. How dare he? How could he want her to have sex with another man, especially while he watched her sexually pleasuring someone else? Never would she understand his fixation with the swinging lifestyle just as she'd never understand his desire for him to want her to have sex with others.
"As long as I'm still married to you, Jimmy," she said holding her diamond ring up to his face, "I'll never have sex with anyone else but you. And forget about me being with another woman, I'm not into that. I'm not a lesbian nor even bi-sexual," she said emphatically while making a sour face, rolling her eyes, and letting out a big sigh of exasperation. "The thought of having sex with another woman does absolutely nothing for me."
Only this time, his pillow talk was different from last week and all the weeks before. Normally she felt pressured to relent and to agree to try the swinging lifestyle but this time she not only felt pressured but also she felt doomed. Knowing him well enough to know that his mind was already made up about them having sex with others, she felt that her participating in group, orgy like sex was inevitable and just a matter of time. With nothing that she could do to change his mind and/or her sexual fate, with only one option left to do, she imagined divorcing him.
Unfortunately this time with him on a mission to get her into the swinging lifestyle, she had a feeling that she'd be having sex with some fat, sweaty, and bald man while he had sex with the man's sexy, beautiful wife, a woman no doubt with a great ass and big tits. This time, she had a foreboding feeling that his sexual fantasy was soon to become her sexual reality. This time, pressuring her and coercing her, she knew him well enough to know that he wasn't taking no for an answer. This time would be the last time that she could proudly proclaim that her husband was the only man she's been with sexually. Once she agreed to participate in the swinging lifestyle by attending the Swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball, in her book, she'd officially be a whore.
* * * * *
Scene Three: If that's all there is, then let's go dancing
"I read online about an upcoming dance in our area," he said out of the blue.
He looked at her and smiled while reaching out to touch her hand instead of grabbing her ass in the way that he always does. She couldn't believe he was holding her hand instead of holding her ass. He hasn't held her hand in this way since he proposed marriage to her seven, long, suffering years ago.
"A dance? I love dancing. I'd love to go to a dance with you. I can't remember the last time you took me dancing," said Julie excited that he wanted to take her dancing. "Other than food shopping, which I usually do alone, and picking up takeout food, I can't remember the last time you took me anywhere."
"I take you places," he said. "I took you with me to the hardware store last month to buy a new electric screwdriver and we had lunch afterwards."
"Yeah, that was nice," she said with a loving smile. "Only, I would have preferred you taking me to see a movie instead of you taking me with you to buy more tools."
Maybe she misread him. Maybe he wanted to rekindle their romantic spark by taking her dancing. Then, she thought, maybe his invitation to take her dancing was just a ploy. As his ruse, maybe he wanted to take her to a normal dance before taking her to a swingers' dance. With him being sneaky like that, she didn't trust him. If she couldn't trust her own husband to be honest with her, who could she trust?
"So, should I respond to the ad? It's by reservation only," said Jim. "There's a phone number that I can call."
As if she was a contestant on Dancing with the Stars, she imagined him waltzing her around a big ballroom while everyone watched them dance. Maybe he's a changed man. Maybe overnight, he suddenly found religion. Maybe with him having a new set of morals, he's opened his heart to God and will be accompanying her to church this Sunday. Maybe after all of this pillow talk that he insisted on having every Saturday night about her having sex with others, she finally got through to him. Maybe she finally convinced him to drop the swinging lifestyle dialogue after telling him that she wouldn't have sex with any other man other than him and would never have sex with a woman. Finally, this part of her perverse life is over, thank God.
"Yes, God yes," she said so hungry to have some intimacy with her husband other than the same, boring, Saturday night sex that always ended with her blowing him. "Go ahead and make the reservation. Please. I'd love to go dancing with you, Jimmy," said Julie.
She looked at him and smiled the love that she had for him. Having misjudged him, apparently he wasn't the pervert that she suspected him to be.
"Actually, in addition to it being a dance, it's a Halloween Masquerade Ball," he said.
She looked at him with the glee of a little girl after her father told her that he was taking her to the circus.
"Seriously? No way! Wow," she said clapping her hands with glee. "A Halloween Masquerade Ball? Are you kidding me? Oh, my God. I can't wait."
She's always wanted to attend a masquerade ball.
"I'm not kidding you. It's a Halloween Masquerade Ball," he said. "Why?"
She grabbed his face between her hands and kissed him on his lips.
"Because I'd love to go to a Halloween Masquerade Ball," she said. "Halloween has always been my favorite day. I've always wanted to dress up for Halloween. I'd love to wear a costume," she said. "Oh my God, if it's not enough that you're taking me dancing, I can't believe we're going to a Halloween Masquerade Ball. I can't wait to tell everyone, my mother, my sisters, and all of my friends."
Suddenly, she felt how Cinderella must have felt with the prince taking her to a ball. Putting the drudgery of their Saturday night sex behind her and him always pressuring her to try the swinging lifestyle, already she was thinking about a costume. What to wear? What to wear? What should she wear as a costume?
"Not everyone wears a costume. It's up to you if you'd like to wear a costume or not," he said. "You don't have to dress up, if you'd rather not. We can wear our regular clothes."
She hasn't been this excited about Halloween since she was a kid going trick or treating.
"Oh, I'd definitely wear a costume," she said nodding her head up and down with excited enthusiasm in the way that Amy Farrah Fowler, played by Mayim Bialik, acted on the Big Bang Theory when given a tiara by Sheldon, played by Jim Parsons, instead of the ring that she was hoping to receive.
With wearing a costume for the Halloween Masquerade Ball in mind, she'd either go as a ballerina or as an ice skater. Only, she'd rather wear her ballet slippers than lugging around a pair of ice skates hanging from her neck.
"What would you go as?"
He looked at her as if she was his princess and he was her prince.
"I can still fit in my ballerina and ice skating outfits. I'd go as either of those, as a ballerina or an ice skater. There's no way that I could fit in my old gymnastic outfit without showing most of my ass and/or too much of my boobs," she said with a laugh.
He gave her a naughty smile as if undressing her with his eyes. In the way that he was looking at her, obviously, he was imagining her dressed in her skimpy, tight gymnastic outfit with the tops of her big boobs and her long line of cleavage as well as her ass cheeks on public display.
"Actually," he said with a leering look and a dirty laugh. "Your gymnastic outfit may be more appropriate for the dance. It would be preferably appropriate for you to show your beautiful ass and/or your big boobs."
Suddenly, feeling uncomfortable literally and figuratively, she imagined showing too much of her sexy body while wearing her gymnastic outfit instead of her ballerina outfit. Taking exception to his leering look and dirty laugh, maybe, instead of going as an X-rated gymnast, completely covered from head to toe, she should go dressed as a Nun. Yeah, not knowing what kind of dance this was but now suspicious, perhaps she should go dressed as virgin Sister Virginia of the Holy Virgin Mary convent.



"I don't understand, why is it preferably appropriate for me to show my ass and boobs at a Halloween Masquerade Ball? I'd be so embarrassed to show so much of my body to strangers. They'd think there was something wrong with me to go to a public dance so scantily dressed. They'd think me a slut to show up like that while showing so much of my naked body," said Julie. "I'd be deemed an exhibitionist and a whore looking for the attention of a man, any man, and every man, along with some women too," she said with an uncomfortable laugh.
Now suspicious that he'd want to take her dancing and to a masquerade ball to boot, she was about to find out why. She fell back on her heels to look at him sideways. As if he was a shady lawyer armed with loads of unreadable and uninterpretable fine print, he never divulged all of the details when discussing things with her.
"Trust me, you may wear whatever you'd like," he said. "Whatever you'd like to wear is appropriate attire, especially if whatever you wear is sexy," he said with another dirty laugh.
She missed his joke. She looked at him as if he was hiding something from her.
"Tell me, Jimmy. Exactly what kind of dance is this?"
* * * * *
Scene Four: Swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball
Still holding her hand, he looked at her as if about to tell her that her mother was in the hospital or that her cat had just died.
"It's a swingers' dance Julie," said Jim. "A Swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball."
As excited as she was about attending the dance with her husband and about it being a Halloween masquerade ball, she was immediately disappointed that he wanted to take her to a swingers' dance. How dare he? She's already told him no a hundred times that she's not a swinger and doesn't want to participate in the swinging lifestyle. Only, with him forever asking her about swinging and with swinging on her mind, maybe she just heard him wrong. Yeah, maybe that's it. Maybe her having sex with others was so much on her mind that she didn't hear her husband correctly.
"Pardon? It's a what? I'm sorry. I don't think I heard you correctly," she said even though she suspected that she heard what he had said. "I thought you said that it's a swingers' dance," she said with a sad, little laugh.
Indeed she heard him correctly the first time but she needed to hear him say it again in case she was hearing things.
"A swingers' dance. It's a swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball," he said. "Along with five other themed dances, they have the Halloween Masquerade Ball every year. The Halloween dance is said to be the best dance and their biggest dance with the most swingers in attendance," said Jim.
Knowing that somehow and someway that he'd pressure her and coerce her to go, the last thing she wanted to do was to go to a swinger's dance, even if it was a Halloween Masquerade Ball. As if on a rollercoaster ride at an amusement park, she went from excitement when the ride first began to disappointment when the ride was over. If he continued pressuring her about swinging, this marriage would be over.
"Jimmy, what's wrong with you? I'm not a swinger. You're not a swinger. We're not swingers," said Julie while looking at her husband as if he had lost his mind.
With him not even asking her permission, as if telling her that he was buying a new car after he already bought it, he smiled his hopefulness that she'd be happy with his decision for them to attend the Swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball.
"I know that but we could be swingers, if only you'd just give it a try," he said.
As if she was shipwrecked in an ocean with no land and no rescue ships in sight, again she felt doomed. The inevitable knowledge that she'd be in bed with some fat, bald, sweating man while he was off with his beautiful, sexy wife made her sick to her stomach. How dare he have sex with someone other than her, his wife? How dare he think she'd have sex with anyone other than him, her husband? How can she possibly have sex with anyone else when he's been the only man that she's had sex with in her life? He's lost his mind. Definitely, for him to so disrespect her, he's not thinking clearly. Obviously, he's thinking more with his dick than with his head.
"We're a happy married, morally responsible couple," she said. "I go to church every Sunday Jimmy. I can't go to a swingers' dance with you. The thought of me having sex with someone else makes me physically, emotionally, and spiritually ill. That kind of random promiscuity goes against everything I believe in and violates who I am as a morally, modest person and a good woman," said Julie looking as if she was going to cry.
Still holding her hand as if for moral support, he lifted her hand to his lips and kissed it. In all the years she's known him, seldom even holding her hand unless walking through the mall to keep her hand busy before lifting the back of her short skirt to flash her panties to the men walking behind her, he's never kissed her hand. For him to hold her hand instead of groping her ass, he must really want to go to this Swingers' Masquerade Ball. For him to spend so much time coercing her to go, he must really want her to participate in the swinging lifestyle, something that she could never bring herself to do. If only he'd spent that amount of time and expend that much energy in fixing all of the things around the house that needs fixing, she'd be a happy wife and perhaps would consider attending such a deplorably, disgusting dance.
"I just thought we could see what it's all about," he said. "We don't have to do anything sexual with anyone. We could just look."
See what it's all about? Just look? That's like saying you're just going to the pet store or to the animal shelter to just look at dogs. Then, unable to leave without one, inevitably, everyone takes a dog home. Just as she knew that if she attended a swingers' dance, she'd have men all over her as if she was a big lump of excrement, Jimmy would make sure that they didn't leave until he watched her having sex with others.
She knew that if he went to all the trouble of going to a swinger's dance that she'd be having sex with some man, a few men, and/or even a woman. She knew that if she went to a swingers' dance, for her to get herself through it, she'd get good and drunk, so drunk that she wouldn't know what she did to whom. How could he do that to her? How could he sexually take advantage of her in that deplorably, inappropriate way? How could he expect her to have sex with others when her whole marriage has been spent faithfully devoted to him?
Making her last stand a vehement objection, even though she'd love to go dancing with her husband and attend a Halloween Masquerade Ball, she voiced her final negative protest. There was no way that she'd be attending a swingers' dance. Yet, maybe Jimmy is right. As if they were stepping in a new car dealership, maybe they could go and just look.
Only, without feeling wicked and dirty, she couldn't go and look. If she attended such a foul dance, she'd be just as complicity guilty, an accessory to swinging, even if she did nothing but look. She didn't want to be labeled a swinger when she was just a housewife in what she thought was a good marriage. Now, she's not so sure if her marriage would survive her saying no to participating in the swinging lifestyle again. Nonetheless she persevered in her unwillingness to attend such a dance.
"No way. I'd never go to a swingers' dance. If that was the last dance on Earth, I wouldn't go. You'd have to put a gun to my head and threaten me with certain death for me to go to a swingers dance," she said nodding her head as if adding an exclamation point to what she had just said.
* * * * *
Scene Five: Jim coerces Julie to attend a swinger's dance
Obviously, he was perversely insane. There was no way she was going to a swingers' dance. Just as she knew if she attended the dance, the next step would be them going to someone's room to do only God knows what. She was adamant in not wanting to have sex with anyone but her husband. When she knows that God sees, hears, and knows all, how could she possibly break her marriage vows to have sex with a stranger if only for the sake of her husband's expressed wishes? Just because he was in a hurry to go to Hell, she wasn't eager to follow him.
"C'mon Julie. I just would like to look. I just want to see what it's all about," he said. "We don't have to do anything other than dance, have a drink, and talk to people. They even have a buffet. And you can wear your ballerina or ice skating costume. Okay? Please?"
Totally turned off with even just looking, dancing, having a drink, and talking to people, perverted, swinging people, she imagined men, swinging men, a line of naked, male swingers walking up to her with their cocks dangling in front of her. She imagined them stripping her naked and touching her where only her husband has touched her before. One by one, she imagined them putting a hand behind her blonde, pretty head and forcing her to suck them. She imagined them exploding cum in her mouth, all over her face and hair, and all over her beautiful, snow white ballerina costume while her husband sat there and watched her service man after man.
"No, absolutely not. I'm not going," said Julie suddenly looking sad. "I can't. I can't. I just can't go to a swingers' dance," she said. "There's something seriously wrong with you for you to even ask me to go to a swingers' dance."
She shook her head as if that extra bit of negative answer was what he needed to believe that she wasn't going while knowing all the while that she, indeed, will be attending the swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball.
"C'mon, Julie. Please? If you do this one thing for me, I won't ask you to do another thing until the end of the year," he said with a laugh. "Until they have the New Year's Eve dance."
She looked at him with exasperation.
"First a Halloween dance and then a New Year's Eve dance? No way! Fuck you, Jimmy. I'm not a swinger and neither are you," she said looking at him while now wondering if he was already cheating on her behind her back. "I'm not going to a swingers' dance and that's final."
Suddenly, her mind was filled with cocks. All she could see were naked men holding their erect penises in their hand while waiting for her to touch them, stroke them, suck them, and fuck them. Pricks, pricks, and more pricks, all she could think of were hard pricks. In the way that her husband mind was no doubt consumed by women's tits, asses, and pussies she was suddenly consumed by men's dicks. Only, in the way that he no doubt viewed strange women's tits, asses, and pussies favorably, she viewed a collection of strange men's cocks unfavorably. In the way that he was ready to embrace the swinging lifestyle, she wanted nothing to do with it.
"Julie please. I never ask you to do anything and I'll never ask you to do anything like this again, unless you have a good time and want to attend another dance," he said.
He never asks her to do anything like this? All of his pillow talk is about the swinging lifestyle and about her having sex with another man and/or another woman while he watches. As if having a premonition, an insightful vision, or her womanly intuition, she knew she'd be attending this swingers' dance. Maybe this was the beginning of the end of their marriage. Maybe her going to a swingers' dance was all for the best. Maybe her husband would lose control and she'd have reason to finally divorce him. Maybe this Halloween Masquerade Ball is just what she needed to get rid of her ball and chain and find someone else, someone who was more normal, and someone who didn't want to watch her having sex with another man or woman.
"Never ask me? Every Saturday night you go on and on about what it would be like to have sex with another couple," she said falling silent. What seemed like minutes was only a few seconds before she spoke again. Knowing her attending was inevitable, she asked the question. "When is the dance?"
As if she was thinking about going, why did she even ask him that question? She really didn't care when the dance was. She wasn't going and that's that.
"Friday night, Halloween night, October 31st," he said.
* * * * *
Scene Six: Julie's nerves and morals get the better of her
Too late for her to change her mind and back out of going to the Swinger's Halloween Masquerade Ball, with her going as a prima ballerina and with him going as a boxer, they already had their costumes picked out and packed in their overnight bag. Nonetheless, dreading attending a swingers' affair while imagining the perversely perverted people in attendance, she gave it a last desperate shot.
"I can't go. I'm not going," she said suddenly with her nerves and morals getting the better of her. "I'd rather die than go."
Ready for an argument, she looked at him hoping he'd understand why she wasn't going and couldn't possibly go to a swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball, while knowing that he wouldn't and couldn't possibly understand her reasons for not going.
"Not going?"
He looked at her as if she was nuts.
"Sorry. I can't. I just can't go to a swingers' dance," she said with dread.
Seemingly she was nuts to not only relent and tell him that she'd go but also that she married him. With her seeing the real him now, she never should have married him if she had known that this is what he's really like. He's a perverted pig. He's a man who has no respect for his wife for him to want her to have sex with others.
"You agreed to go," said Jim raising his voice with hostility.
With a face full of rage, he looked at her in the way that he looked at her when he asked her for a divorce six months ago. Just as she wanted to divorce him again now, she should have divorced him then only she couldn't. Too much in debt, the attorney costs would have bankrupt them. They would have lost their house, their cars, and their lives as they've known it.
Seemingly this part of their reconciliation process with one giving in to the other was what their marriage counselor recommended they do. Yet he stepped way outside of the box of acceptable appropriateness by asking her to go to a swingers' dance and have sex with others. She felt way out of her comfort zone with him continually pressuring her. He wanting her to go to a swingers' dance was nothing more than a shameful thing and something that a faithfully, loving wife would never do.
If anything, this swingers' dance was detrimental to them getting back together again. If anything, this swingers' dance was against her morals, her religion, and her sensibilities. This swingers' dance had nothing to do with her. This swingers' dance was all about him, what he wanted, and not what she wanted. This swingers' dance was more about him having sex with other woman than it even was with him watching her having sex with another man and possibly with another woman.
"With you labeling this experiment into the swinging lifestyle as a way for us to reconnect and get sexually closer, you're making me do something that I don't want to do Jimmy," she said.
She imagined a roomful of naked people having sex against the wall, on the floor, and on the tables. She imagined naked cocks, tits, pussies, and asses, everywhere she looked. She imagined a sexual orgy with the slippery floor coated with expelled cum. She imagined the Devil at the dance taking names and reaping souls for later when these swingers passed from life to death. Instead of emerging to Heaven when she died, she imagined being consumed by Hells fires for all of eternity. Fingering her gold cross that she always wore around her neck, she said a silent prayer for her doomed soul.
"Let's go just to hangout, have a drink, dance, talk to some of the people, and ask some questions. If you're uncomfortable and if you still don't want any part of it, I'll take you home," said Jim looking at his wife with love. "Okay?"
He touched her shoulder and, as if he was the Devil, she pulled away from him as if his hand was on fire and he had just burnt her. Whether its sex or when asking her for a favor, he never touches her unless he wants something and what he wanted from her now was something that she couldn't give. He wanted her to be comfortable with another man or men seeing her topless and/or naked while having sex with her naked body.
How could she do that? Never could she do that? How could he so disrespect her? While she was still married, never would she have sex with anyone but her husband. Moreover, never would she ever have sex with a woman.
'Gross,' she thought to herself.
"I'd just feel dirty being in the same room with those people," said Julie.
She looked at him hoping that he'd understand her not wanting to participate in the swinging lifestyle.
"Those people?" Jim sighed and rolled his eyes. "You make them sound diseased."
Obviously, his sexual fantasy meant more to him than how she felt about swinging, swingers, her morals, modest, and reputation. He was intent in living out his sexual fantasy through her not only having sex with another man but also with a woman. He looked at her with horniness and sexual excitement and she looked at him with contempt and genuine disgust.
"God only knows how many people they've been with. Sleeping with one of them is like sleeping with the world. For all I know most of them could be diseased with highly contagious STD's," said Julie. "Eww, gross, God that's so gross having sex with strangers and having sex for the sake of having sex with someone you don't love, may not even like, and don't even know."
She looked at him with reservation and he looked at her with impatience.
"Don't be so dramatic. You're a grown woman. Put your big girl panties on and suck it up. You act as if you're still a virgin," he said.
He looked at her with disdain and she looked at him with dread.
"Just because I'm no longer a virgin doesn't mean that I'm not pure of heart, mind, and spirit," she said. "In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost," she said signing herself.
They stared at one another without talking.
"Tell your swinging lover that you're pure of heart, mind, and spirit just before you suck his cock," he said with sarcasm and a mean spirited laugh. "He'll get a kick out of that as he's humping your mouth and fucking your face before giving you a cum bath."
He made her stomach turn and her skin crawl with the image of her blowing some other man and some other man cumming in her mouth and all over her face. What's wrong with him to want some man sexually defile her by cumming in her mouth and all over her face?
"Especially with you telling me that you just want to go and look, that image of me sucking another man is not helping me to feel comfortable in attending the swingers' dance Jimmy," she said looking as if she was about to cry. "I'd never blow anyone but you, Jimmy."
She looked at him with hatred instead of love and he looked at her with lust instead of understanding.
"Sorry," he said.
Obviously he didn't understand her feelings about not wanting to have sex with strangers.
"The swinging lifestyle is all so against how I lived my life. I was a virgin when I married you," she said raising her chin to hold her head up high while holding back her tears. "Except for some kissing and light petting, you're the only man I've ever been with sexually. You're the only man who's not only seen my tits but also who's sucked on my nipples," she said pausing to make sure that he heard her. "The only cock I've had in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy is your cock. Even though you want me to be, I'm not promiscuous Jimmy. I'm not a slut and I can never be whore enough to be the swinger that you want me to be."
If he didn't know that by now after knowing her for nearly ten years and married to him for seven of those ten years, then she knew that there was no way she could make him understand that she wasn't the whore of a wife that he wanted her to be. Yet, stuck in a difficult situation, she knew that if she didn't go with him, he'd go alone or ask one of his drinking sluts down at the neighborhood bar to go with him. She could only imagine what he'd do when alone with a woman in a hotel room at a swingers' dance.



"They're not just swingers, Julie, they're people. They're just like me and you," he said.
Sadly and frustratingly, if she wanted to stay married to him, she knew that she'd have to relent and go with him to the stupid dance. As he said, if only to go to see what it's like to dance, have a drink, and to talk to the people, she could do that. Only, what if she saw someone she knew. What if someone she knows saw her at a swingers' dance. The only redeeming factor would be that they were there too under the same pretenses. Only, they'd never believe her that she was just there to humor her husband, to dance, to have a drink, and to talk to some of the people and to go home. They'd never believe that she went there and didn't have sex with a stranger or strangers. They'd forever think of her not only as a swinger but also as a wicked whore.
"That's not true Jimmy. Most of those people are nothing like us," she said.
He didn't get it. He'd never get it. Just as she didn't understand where he was coming from, she didn't understand where he was coming from.
"Most of those swingers practice safe sex. They wear condoms Julie. Moreover, many of those swingers are monogamous within a small group of swinging friends," said Jim. "Besides, having sex with a stranger is exciting and not gross. It's intoxicatingly beautiful to be sexually intimate with someone you just met and hardly know. Moreover, you don't even know if the name they give you is their real name or not. Wow," he said. "That's so hot."
Now every time she looked at him, it hurt her heart to think of him naked and in the arms of another woman. Now every time she looked at him, she imagined some whore of a swinger sucking his cock. Until death do they part, what happened to their wedding vows when promising that they'd remain faithful? With him taking their marriage vows too lightly, she took her marriage vows seriously. Forever faithful to him, a promise is a promise and never to be broken.
"This is just about you having sex with other women," said Julie giving him a look that would melt steel. "With you looking for justification by wanting and expecting me to embrace your perversion, you think that if I have sex with someone else then it's okay for you to have sex with someone else too. You're just looking for my permission to cheat on me."
Even though she didn't know the bitch or bitches that he'd be sexually intimate with at the swingers' dance, she already hated them.
"We don't have to do anything Julie. We can just watch. I'm just curious what it's like. Harry at work said that the Halloween Costume Ball was the best one to attend," said Jim.
He smiled his patience at her.
"Harry at work? Are you stupid? You told a co-worker about us attending a swingers' dance? What's wrong with you?"
If looks could kill, he'd be dead.
"No, we were just talking. Besides, he doesn't even know you other than that you're my wife," said Jim. "He's never met you."
She imagined him bringing Harry home and expecting her to do him while he watched. She imagined sucking Harry's cock before allowing him to fuck her while her husband sat in the corner watching her with his co-worker while masturbating himself.
"Thank God I've haven't met some of your friends. You'll be bringing them home while expecting me to give them sex next," said Julie.
It hurt her that he wasn't happy with her in the way that she was happy with him, most times, until he acted sexually crazed in the way that he was acting now. It hurt her that he wanted to have sex with someone else, a multitude of swinging women. It hurt her that he wanted her to have sex with other men while expecting her to tell him all that she did to them and all that they did to her. It sickened her that he expected her to have sex with a woman. God, this whole swinging thing is a complete demonic nightmare.
"I'd bring any and all of my friends home for you to have sex with them only if you want to and only if I can watch," said Jimmy laughing.
In the way she looked at him, if she was a witch, he'd be cursed. If she was a witch, he'd have a shriveled cock. If she was a witch, he'd be the woman and she'd be the man. If only she was a man, she'd be in control of him in the way that he was always trying to control her.
"Fuck you, Jimmy. Fuck you," said Julie. "God you're such an asshole sometimes."
She looked as if she was about to cry in exasperation.
"C'mon, lighten up Julie. I was just kidding," said Jim rubbing her back. "I'd never ask you to do any of my friends, which is why the swinging lifestyle is so great. It's all so anonymous. If we do have sex with any of these people, we'll never see any of them again, unless you formed an attachment to them and wanted to see them again."
He didn't understand. He just didn't get it. Not wanting to be passed around from man to man while being expected to give them sex, for better or for worse, for richer and for poorer, she married him. She didn't want to have sex with anyone else but him. When he put that ring on her finger and they took their vows, she was done with all men but for her husband just as she had hoped that he'd be done with all women but for his wife. Yet, in the way that he's always staring at and commenting about other women, he's not done with other women. In the way that he wants to try the swinging lifestyle, he's just beginning his sexual life with other women.
"Okay, okay, okay, I'll go but if I don't like what's going on there, I'm leaving," said Julie. "I mean it Jimmy."
She had no choice. She had to go to keep her eye on him. Otherwise, if she stayed at home, she'd be worried sick while not knowing who he was with and what he was doing.
"Agreed," said Jim.
* * * * *
Scene Seven: "Are you ready to embark on a new lifestyle, a swinging lifestyle?"
Jimmy parked his car in the hotel parking lot as Julie stared out her passenger side window with dread while watching people lugging in their overnight bags. Her worst nightmare realized, then, she had an insightful moment. As if the epiphany she had enlightened her, not knowing what to expect at a swinger's masquerade ball other than orgy like sex, all the people alighting from their cars looked like people she'd see at the mall. With all the Halloween dance attendees ordinary looking people, not sure what she expected but she wasn't expecting this. If anything, she and her husband looked hotter than any of the couples she's seen thus far.
Surprised by how average many of them looked, maybe they looked more sexually appealing when they had their hair coiffed, were wearing makeup, and were wearing their swinging clothes or Halloween costumes. Maybe after they've had a few drinks and with the lights turned down low, they all looked better without their clothes. Expecting to see New York models, Texas beauty queens, and/or California beach girls, with them mirroring the majority of the general population, many of the women were overweight and many of the potbellied men were just average looking. In this group, with her a tall, beautiful, busty, blue-eyed, and naturally blonde, she'd stand out like a naked woman in a Kansas cornfield.
"Are you ready to embark on a new lifestyle, a swinging lifestyle?"
He sounded like a preacher making false promises while worshiping a false God and that God was sex. Matter of fact, that God wasn't a God at all but the Devil.
As if in a race, Jimmy already had his hand poised on the car door handle ready to beat a mad rush to check-in at the hotel of perversity, debauchery, and sin. Instead of being in a hurry, she had her finger poised on the car door lock switch ready to lock herself inside their car against the barrage of swingers that were quickly filling up the parking lot. Only, somehow, she felt comfortably safe within this group of people.
"No, I'm not ready to embark on a new swinging lifestyle," she said. "What happened to just looking?" She gave him a sour look. "If you don't mind, I'd like to sit here for a minute while people watching."
Nonetheless her insightful moment, her epiphany, and her feeling comfortably safe within this group of swinging people, she still felt nervous. A big step for her by even attending this dance, whether she had sex with anyone or not, she'd be telling those present that she was looking to have sex with someone other than her husband. It wasn't so much the people that she was worried about. She was worried about the assumed intimacy and the sexual contact with a stranger, a man that she didn't even know. How could she do that? How could she suck and fuck a stranger? How could she make love and have sex with someone that she didn't even know? She didn't do that wicked behavior when she was single, so why should she do that wicked behavior when she's married?
Oxymoronic in her definition, how could she make love to a man she just met when she didn't love him. As if she was about to cry and as if she was going to her execution instead of going to a Halloween Masquerade Ball, albeit a swingers' masquerade ball, she looked away from her husband to stare out her window. Feeling so alone while he felt so sexually excited, they were at opposite ends of the sexual spectrum.
She wondered which one of these couples they'd end up with in bed together tonight. She wondered which of these women he'd fuck and which of these men she'd suck. Maybe she could alleviate the dread and the nervousness that she felt now by picking out a couple now that she could conceivably have sex with later. Only, she couldn't bear to have sex with anyone but her husband. She wondered how many of these women her husband would have sex with and how many men she'd have to say no.
"Okay. Whatever? Take your time. There's no rush, just because all of those people filing in ahead of us will get their pick of a better room," he said looking at his watch while tapping his fingers impatiently on the steering wheel.
Obviously, an understatement, he was excited about attending the swingers' ball and she dreaded even getting out of the car.
"Don't pressure me, Jimmy," she said giving him a sad look of dread. "It's enough that I'm here, isn't it? Besides, in this hotel, no doubt, all of the rooms are the same."
He sighed loudly while looking at her before looking out his window.
"We have until 5 pm to check-in before they give our room away," he said noisily playing with his car keys.
As if he had just admitted that he had sex with one of her sisters or wanted to have sex with her mother, she shot him a dirty look.
"It's barely 2 pm," she said. "With checkout time at 11 am, they're probably still making up the rooms."
As he routinely does, he wasn't listening to her. Ignoring her, he didn't even look at her. Never giving her enough time to get ready, he was always in a rush to get there as he was always in a rush to leave. Seemingly wherever they went, he was more interested in driving his car, a Mustang GT, than he was in getting there and having a good time. He was such an asshole sometimes. Only, this time, he seemed more interested in not only getting there but in staying to have a good time.
Maybe having sex with others is what they needed to do to rekindle their sexual interest in one another. Maybe they needed to become swingers to remain married and without having to seek a divorce. Maybe swinging is the glue they needed to cement their broken relationship. With her mindlessly staring out of the car window, he stared at the swinging women with lust while ogling at their tits and asses. No doubt, in the way that he was staring at some of the swinging women, he was already undressing them with his eyes while, no doubt, imagining having sex with them.
"Wow, look at that one. She's hot. Gees, look at the blonde and there's a redhead," he said looking from one woman to another.
She only wished he'd look at her like that.
"Two can play this game," she said with jealousy. "How would you like it if I ogled the men, Jimmy?"
He shrugged her his indifference before giving her a look of sexual excitement, no doubt by the thought of her ogling men.
"I reserved a room with a king-sized bed or maybe I should have reserved a room with two beds," he said. "What do you think? Should I have reserved a room with two beds instead of one big bed?"
She couldn't believe she was sitting here in the car and in the parking lot of the hotel ready to attend a swingers' dance. She couldn't believe he was going on about the type of bed in the room when she was imagining some strange man stripping her naked.
"Two beds?" She shot him another dirty look. "Are you hoping for a big night?"
Without him admitting that he was, he looked at her and flashed her a sexually excited smile that told her that he was indeed hoping for a big night.
"I can still change the reservation if you'd prefer two beds to a king-sized bed."
She looked at him, sighed, and rolled her eyes.
"Whatever," she said shrugging her disinterest to him in the way that he shrugged his indifference to her. "I'm sure you won't be doing much sleeping," she said. "Only, if I go back to the room and you see the Do Not Disturb sign on the handle, you'd better be alone when you open that door," she said.
She imagined him disappearing and being gone all night with someone's wife. He had better use a condom if he was fucking another woman. He had better shower first before coming to bed. She couldn't bear him smelling like pussy and like he just had sex with another woman.
"I think the king-size bed is better," he said mindlessly while not even listening to her.
* * * * *
Scene Eight: Catherine Zeta Jones and Danny DeVito
She continued staring out the window while watching people pulling in the parking lot, getting out of their cars, and carrying in their luggage.
"I wonder which one of those people are swingers," she said watching more people pulling in the lot and getting out of their cars.
She watched a tall, sexy, and very attractive, mature woman in her late 30's or early 40's with dark hair, big tits and a shapely ass getting out of her car. Maybe because where she was, in the parking lot of a swingers' dance, she suddenly had lesbian thoughts. If she was interested in having sex with a woman, she'd be interested in her. Definitely, she could see any man, a swinging man or not, being interested in her. Stunningly beautiful with a body to match, the whole package, she was totally gorgeous. Why would someone who looked like her, a woman who could have her pick of any man, young or old, want to attend a swingers' dance. It made no sense to her.
In the way that she resembled her with her mannerisms and outside appearance, she reminded her of Catherine Zeta Jones. With her not being surprised that they may be swingers, she half expected Michael Douglas to emerge from their new, shiny black Cadillac. Only, a short, fat, bald, older man in his 50's or 60's and who looked more like a taller Danny DeVito than he did Michael Douglas, alighted from the driver's side of the car. He was so much older than her that she wondered if he was her father.
With obviously money the answer to her unasked question, she wondered why someone who looked like her would be attracted to someone who looked like him. Definitely, being that she could already tell the type if only from their swagger and in the way they dressed, they were swingers. She just hoped that Jimmy didn't want to get with them. He'd be having fun with his beautiful wife while she'd be stuck with her not so good looking husband.
Suddenly, as if the woman knew that Julie was watching her, she turned and made eye contact with her. Then, she smiled at and gave her a little wave. Feeling uncomfortably intrusive for staring at her, she smiled and waved back. If Julie thought the woman was beautiful before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled. Even her bright white teeth, were perfect. Wow, looking even more beautiful than Catherine Zeta Jones, never has she seen a woman as beautiful.
"Which ones are swingers? Probably all of them," said Jim with a dirty laugh while staring out his driver's side window at couples filing in the hotel. "Harry said the costume ball is the biggest swinging event of the year with 200 couples, 50 single men, and 50 single women attending. I can't even imagine 500 people in one room looking for sex. The room must be electric with horniness and hormones," he said laughing.
She didn't understand the phenomenon of swinging. She didn't understand why people weren't happy with the one they married. She didn't understand how anyone could have sex with a stranger.
"Why the need for all the single men and single women?" She turned away from her surveillance of the parking lot to look at her husband. "What's that about?"
She looked at him while imagining him in a hot tub with three naked women.
"Some couples are into ménage a trois," he said with a dirty laugh. "Believe it or not, there are some men who want to watch their wife with another man or a woman," he said giving her a Grocho Marx eyebrow, his not so subtle hint.
She didn't have to ask him what that was or to know what he was thinking. His sexual fantasy of watching her having sex with a man as well a woman may be happening tonight. She imagined him expecting her to have sex with a husband and his wife while he watched. She imagined him expecting to have sex with a woman while both husbands watched their wives having orgasmic sex.
"Gross," she said. "I hope you're not expecting me to have sex with a woman because I'm telling you right now that I won't do that Jimmy."
He looked at her and smiled. No doubt he was already imagining her making love to a woman as well as to a man.
"Let's just go and check-in before they give our room away."
As if she was a subservient, Japanese concubine, she walked behind him while walking through the lobby and wearing her dark glasses, a floppy oversized hat, and with her head down. Embarrassed by his unashamed behavior, not wanting anyone to know that she was with him and that they were a couple, imagined or real, she didn't want anyone deeming her as a swinger in the way she was picking out the apparently obvious swingers in the parking lot.
"I'll stay here while you check-in," she said finding a seat a distance away but a chair that gave her a good, vantage point view of the check-in desk.
Already developing a practiced eye, she was beginning to discern the swingers from the regular hotel guest. All but for a few, coiffed, perfumed, and made up, the swingers were all better dressed and better groomed.
* * * * *
Scene Nine: Dressed as a prima ballerina, Julie wore a white tutu
Different from all of the others who were there, not in the spirit of attending a Swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball, Julie put it out of her mind that she was at a swingers' dance. Instead, she pretended that she was at a normal Halloween costumed dance. The bottom line, whether it was a swingers' dance or a normal dance, her husband took her dancing. Moreover, it was a Halloween costume ball, even if it was a costume ball expressly for swingers.
That night, wearing a snow white tutu, Julie was costumed as a prima ballerina, something she always wanted to be but was never a good enough ballet dancer to dance professionally. Now if only for a few hours, if nothing else and if this swingers' dance was a bust, this Swingers' Halloween Masquerade Ball allowed her to pretend that she was a prima ballerina. Now that she was entering a ballroom to sit at a table while waiting to be approached by some perverted man or men, doomed to have sex with strangers, if she felt like anything, she felt more like a black swan than she did a prima ballerina.
Already removed from his wife and as if he was no longer married to her or to anyone, Jim roamed the ballroom. The perfect name for such a swingers' dance hall, ball room defined what Julie imagined would happen here. Having never met a swinger and not knowing any swingers accept for those she's seen on Jerry Springer reruns, she didn't give swingers credit for having any class. Sure there was some isolated nudity where a woman danced topless. There were even pockets of sexual acts where a man was receiving a blowjob in a darkened corner of the room or where a woman was sitting on a man with her skirt raised to her waist but for the most part the crowd was well behaved. Yet, except for some of the sexually outrageous costumes, the dance appeared as if it was a respectable dance. At first glance, no one would know that this was a swingers' dance.



Without him by her side and without him protecting her from the soon to be expected onslaught of men who wanted to dance with her before bedding her, she was a target. Because she was so blonde, so busty, and so beautiful, she imagined all of those men who always wanted to bed a dancer, especially a prima ballerina, wanting to bed her. As if he was a caged animal or a jungle cat looking for his pray, he roamed the room alone while scooping out the available women. With Jim on the hunt and Julie shyly uncomfortable, obviously Jim was in a different frame of mind than Julie. Instead of removing himself from the scene of swingers, he immersed himself in the room of swingers. Assuming the role and playing his character, without even having sex, seemingly, he was already one of them.
With so many man and even some women staring at her with lust, had she known what she was in for, she wouldn't have worn a costume that made her so conspicuous. She would have worn something more appropriate, a business suit that didn't show the shape of her ass, her long, shapely legs, and so much of her cleavage. With her the only woman dressed as a prima ballerina, she felt so conspicuous. She felt as if she was fresh meat and all those who passed by her, stared at her, as if she'd hop right up and follow them to their room.
Seemingly, in his realm and in the way that he strutted around the huge room, he acted as if he was a rooster in a henhouse. He reveled in the fact that he was not only about to have sex with other women but also that he was going to have sex with as many women in one evening as he could possible lick and fuck while they sucked and fucked him. Only, for protection and safety, especially with someone they didn't know, he wasn't aware that most swingers swung as a couple and only swung together while in the same room. Certainly that would put a big damper on his imagined sexual fun and swinging good time.
Unless they're looking for a threesome and unless they previously knew the third player, most swingers avoided a strange man alone. Just as a normal husband was protective of his wife, a woman was always sexually uncomfortable with someone new. While eager to embrace a woman alone without a partner, most swingers viewed a man alone as a dangerous man. Whether they thought them to themselves or they shared their concerns with one another, the questions were always the same.
Why was he alone? Doesn't he have a girlfriend? Couldn't he get an escort? Where's his wife or his significant other? Maybe he didn't tell her that he was going to a swingers' dance.
Unless the single man has the face of a model and the body of an Adonis, swingers didn't want any part of a lone, horny, hungry wolf. Obviously, a man alone is not in the same frame of mind of other swingers who want to have a good sexual time swapping partners. With him not having a partner to swap, indeed, he was the odd man out. With Jim playing the role of a dangerous man by forsaking his wife at the table, he was about to jump out of a plane without a parachute. Most swingers would have nothing to do with him.
* * * * *
Scene Ten: The swingers' dance is an X-rated, adult version of Disney World
An X-rated, adult version of Disney World, there were three women dressed as Snow White, one woman dressed as Marilyn Monroe, and two dressed as Lady Gaga. Three women dressed as nurses, one costumed as a doctor, and one dressed as a judge. Two women were dressed as strippers, one dressed as a Playboy Playmate, two dressed as a school teacher, seven dressed as a Parochial School girls, three women dressed as Nuns, five women dressed as witches, and two women dressed as Angelina Jolie's character Maleficent. Half of the women didn't wear a costume while the rest were dressed as nymphs, fairies, strippers, and witches, along with the occasional dominatrix dressed all in black leather. In this world of sexual fantasy and pretend, especially when dressed in costume, even those not in costume hid their true identity by not using their real first names. A place where sexually frustrated people could role play and live out their sexual fantasies, everyone in attendance pretended to be someone else.
Their escape from reality, if only for one night, no one wanted to be themselves and few wanted to be who they really were, a married mother and/or father with children, tied to a thankless job, and living an otherwise boring existence. Tired of being defined as a teacher, a lawyer, a blue collar worker, a white collar worker, a nurse, or a government employee, tonight they were all one thing. Equally defined members of a uniquely special, sexual club, they were all swingers. If only for one night, they were able to live out their sexual fantasies, whatever they may be. Whether it was swapping, twosomes, threesomes, foursomes, lesbian sex, bondage, fetishes, role play, and/or whatever, they were sexually free. With all of their sexual antics out in the open, they could have sex with someone else without any of the sneaking around behind the other's back, without the guilt, and without the repercussions of ruining their marriage.
If only for the sake of showing off his hot, tattooed body, Jim was dressed as a boxer. With his red boxing gloves dangling from their tied laces around his neck, he looked as if he was wearing a bra or a halter top. While waiting in line of swingers filing in the room two by two to pay their $100 entrance fee, Julie pretended that she was waiting to walk out on stage to perform.
With the music from Tchaikovsky's Swan Lake playing through her head and with her imagining to be Odette, warming up, she fluidly moved her hands, her arms, her legs, and her feet from the first position to the second position, and to the third, fourth, and fifth positions. In the way she held herself so posture perfect, and in the way she so gracefully moved while looking the part, no one would doubt that she wasn't a ballet dancer. Definitely she had the long neck, the long shapely legs, the graceful body, and the perfect ass to be a dancer.
As if she was about to perform on stage in front of an audience, and no doubt she was by removing the thought that she was at a swingers' dance, she entered the room of swingers gracefully poised on her flats before she danced and twirled on her toes as if she was about to give a live performance. Wearing a light coat positioned over her shoulders as advised by the people in charge of the dance, so as not to alarm those hotel guests not invited to the Swingers' Masquerade Ball, they didn't want to ruin the hotel's business of non-swingers. With her face a bit overly made up with stage makeup and her long, lush, blonde hair expertly fixed in place and piled in a bun on top of her head, because she was so tall, lean, and shapely, she looked the part of a prima ballerina. All she needed was a Russian accent. With this their first swingers' dance, Jim and Julie were early. If only they had waited and hour or two, they would have made more of a splash with their costumed entrance. Even though the dance started promptly at 8 pm, most swingers didn't make an appearance until nearly 10 pm. With forty tables dotting the room, there were four tables moved together against the wall with a reserved sign on each. As if wild animals in the jungle poised and positioned to attack, needing to be fed naked bodies, she figured that this must be where the regular swingers sat. This secluded corner of the room must be where the hardcore swingers, the ones who not only attend swingers' dances but also who attend weekly private, house parties, watch all the newbies while ready to pounce on the fresh meat.
"Growl," she imagined she heard coming from the empty tables positioned in the far corner of the room.
Ignoring the protests of her husband, who wanted to sit front and center to be more noticed, Julie grabbed a table on the other end of the room and away from the tables reserved for the regular swingers. Just the opposite of what Jim wanted, the last thing she wanted was to be seduced by a professional swinger. The last thing she wanted was to go to bed with a man who already had sex with hundreds of women. The last thing she wanted was to be immersed in the swinging lifestyle, especially with this being her first time there.
Just as her husband had promised her for him to get her there, she just wanted to look, have a drink, have something to eat, dance, and talk to some of the people. With them spending the night at the hotel, they'd have breakfast the next day, talk about what they did or didn't do the night before, and go home to their humdrum Saturday night sex lives. With it being Friday night and tomorrow being Saturday night, she wondered if he'd want her to give him sex.
Only not knowing where his cock had been, he'd have to tell her all of the details of what he did with whom first. For sure, she wasn't ready to jump into bed with anyone, especially not even her husband after he dragged her here and after he's had sex with God only knows who. For sure, whether she enjoyed herself or not, doing her wifely duty by accompanying her husband to the dance, now that she knows what they're like, this will be the last swingers' dance she'd attend.
* * * * *
Scene Eleven: Two hundred couples, fifty single men and fifty single women
With each table seating ten people and with 40 tables there, there was enough room to seat 200 couples. She found out later that the singles, 50 men and 50 women, were lined up on each side of the wall while the couples sat at the tables. Informally and customarily, the singles didn't sit unless they were invited to sit by another couple. Weird that even swingers had formal and informal customs that changed from one city to the next only, the logic behind that being, singles sitting at a table, unless two singles sat together, would make for a nine person table instead of a ten person table. Yet, with people up at the bar, in line at the buffet, chatting with this one or with that one, roaming the hall, or taking someone back to their room...to talk, most times many of the chairs at the tables went unoccupied. With the room fluid with sexual motion, just as couples were, singles were free to come and go too.
With them arriving there early enough, Julie and Jim watched people slowly trickle in and walk over to the bar to order a drink before taking a seat at one of the empty tables. She watched those couples who had just entered the room scan the landscape. As if making their selection of where to sit, more by choice than by random, with this one recognizing that one, she watched new attendees eye those couples already seated at tables. It wasn't long before another couple sat at their table and then another couple. It wasn't long before their table was filled with swingers rubbernecking around to look at this one or that one while always keeping an eye on the door to see who else was arriving. Seemingly, even with ten swingers sitting at a table, always looking for more and/or for someone else, no one, even swingers, were happy with what they had.
Half of the swingers were dressed in costumes and half were not. Indeed, it was a diverse mix of humanity. With introductions made around the table and around the room, many of the couples already knew one another and those couples who already were acquainted with one another and, no doubt, previously had sex with one another, stayed together while watching the action within the room. Then, when the band started to play, swingers stood to dance. Looking nervously hopeful, while somehow knowing that he wouldn't, Julie sat with Jim waiting for him to ask her to dance.
She looked so beautiful. She looked so sexy. One of the most strikingly gorgeous women in the room, everyone noticed her. No doubt, whether male or female, everyone wanted her. Even at a swingers' dance where the sex was free and easy, she was a catch.
Still waiting for him to ask her to dance, she waited for him to pay her as much attention as he was paying all of the other not as attractive women in the room. She was there to dance. That's what he told her they were here for, to have a drink, which she already had, to talk to swingers, which she already did, and to dance. Only, with them the only couple still seated at their table after all the other couples moved to the dance floor, he still hadn't asked her to dance.
Obviously, he doesn't want to dance with her. No doubt, he wants to dance with someone else. Obviously, cramping his imagined swinging style, he doesn't want to be seen with her on the dance floor. While waiting for him to ask her to dance, she watched him checking out every woman as if they were free for his taking.
What's wrong with him not to be satisfied with someone who looks like her? In comparison to most of the female swingers in the room, she was a ten on a scale of ten. With most of the women shorter, heavier, and older with dark hair and smaller breast, she was any man's or woman's prize. Blonde, busty, and beautiful, swinger or not, she was any man's sexual fantasy.
* * * * *
Scene Twelve: Doublemint twins, "Cigars, cigarettes, chewing, breath mints."
"Cigars, cigarettes, chewing gum, breath mints. Cigars, cigarettes, chewing gum, breath mints," said two passing young, attractive sexy women when walking by their table.
Two, twenty-something-year-old women, identical twins actually, dressed as cigarette girls resplendent with cigarette trays filled with cigarettes, cigars, chewing gum, and breath mints strewn over their shoulders, gave Jim the eye as they passed by him. Julie looked from the women with anger to look at her husband with jealousy. She knew that sexy, attractive, identical twins, was something that he couldn't resist. A gross understatement with identical twins being every man's sexual fantasy, she knew he'd be enamored having sex with these two women.
Where could any man have his sexual way with not just one young, hot woman but also with her identical twin sister but at a swingers' dance? Not a man to allow a sexual opportunity like this to pass him by, he was up and out of his seat before they even passed by their table. With Julie thinking that he was finally going to ask her to dance, instead, ignoring his wife and forgetting his promise that he made to her to just look, Jim returned the twins' look with a smile and stood as if hypnotized and in a trance. Instead of staying by his wife's side, he got up to leave. Instead of asking Julie to dance, he was eager to leave her company for the company of the identical twins.
How dare he? What's wrong with him to abandon her to sit there alone? How could he treat her in such a disrespectful way? Only, what did she expect? She was at a swingers' dance where practically anything and everything goes. Only, for the sake of their happy marriages, there was an unspoken and unbroken code among swingers. Never did they disrespect their wives. They always thought of their wives first before playing with another couple. It takes two, if one swinger wasn't happy with one of the players, then they kindly declined to search for another mutually pleasing couple. Not even there an hour and Jim was breaking all of the rules.
"I have to use the men's room," he said lying to Julie.
Of all the places to lie about going off with another woman or man for sex, the swingers' dance wasn't one of them. As long as the couples were in agreement, men, women, and couples were free to go and do their own thing without guilt and repercussions. She watched him catch up to the two women and lean down to whisper something in their ears. Then, she watched her husband of seven years abandon her for two women that he just met and that were a good ten years younger than he was. So much for their marriage vows.
How dare he? How could he do such a thing? Why would he leave her there alone? God, he's such a pig. Ready to have a good time dancing, eating, and drinking, if only for the sake of her husband, now she was there alone. No longer a couple, she was a dreaded single.
After all of that conniving and convincing with him talking about them having sex with another couple my ass, he abandons her for two single women. Granted they're identical twins, seemingly every man's sexual fantasy, but her first swingers' dance, they had only just arrived. As previously agreed, they weren't supposed to jump in bed with the first person who walked by them. How dare he do this to her?
They were just supposed to look. They were supposed to stay together and not abandon one for someone else. They were supposed to have a drink, dance, and talk to some of the swingers. They were supposed to find out what swinging was all about before having random sex with a stranger. Now with him gone, she sat at her empty table alone while watching everyone else dancing but for her. Of all the people left alone without a partner to dance with, the prima ballerina had become a wallflower.
She was angry. She wanted to leave. Thinking about leaving him there, taking the car, and going home, only God knows the trouble he'd get into if she wasn't there to supervise and to put a stop to his bad, out of control, drunken behavior.
Only, now, she had no idea where he was. He could be anywhere. He could be up in their hotel room. He could be in the twins' room. He could be out in the parking lot somewhere. Maybe he took his car or their car and left with them.
If that was the case, if he took his car and left her there to fend for herself in a room full of swingers, she hoped he was gone for good. She'd be better off without him. Filing for bankruptcy, she'd sue him for divorce.
Swinger's Halloween Masquerade Ball her ass, she didn't even get to dance. Obvious to her now, he was there for one thing. He was there to satisfy his perverse sexual appetite by having sex with other woman under the pretense that he was doing nothing wrong, only swinging. God, he's such an asshole. God, he's such a pig.
* * * * *
Scene Thirteen: Anne and Monty introduce themselves to Julie
"Hi," said a tall, beautiful, dark haired busty woman wearing a deep blue, sequined gown. "I'm Anne," she said holding out her hand for Julie to shake.
As if she was coming to her in a dream, she sparkled and for a second, she thought she was Kathryn Zeta Jones. Then, she realized that she was the woman she saw in the parking lot getting out of the black Cadillac. Just as she smiled at her then, she was smiling at her now. One in a million, she was even more beautiful up close. Well preserved, albeit for the dark hair, when she's her age, she hoped that she looks as good as this woman does. If she still looks this beautiful now, she could only imagine what she looked like 20 years ago.
"Hi," said Julie looking from her to look at her husband, the Danny De Vito, albeit taller, look-a-like before accepting her hand to shake.
"This is my husband Monty," she said.
Monty? What an interestingly delightful name. Such a cool name. If only just by his name, he captured her attention. As if his name was plucked from a 1940's era movie, except for the moderator, Monty Hall, of Let's Make a Deal, she didn't know anyone named Monty. She wondered what Monty was short for, perhaps Montgomery, Montell, or Montague. Just because of his name, she looked at him with a different eye. Now instead of him disgusting her as was her first impression of him, he intrigued her.
"My pleasure to meet you," he said holding out his hand and bowing. When she gave him her hand, he clicked his heels before kissing her hand.
Wow, he's so European. He's so cosmopolitan. He's such a gentleman. In the way that he made her feel like royalty, she wondered if he was royalty. Sitting there with her bright white tutu, instead of feeling ridiculous because she was abandoned and left sitting alone, she suddenly felt like a princess. She suddenly felt as if she really was a famous prima ballerina and they were both standing in her dressing room.



"You're very beautiful," said Anne giving her the same once over look that men normally give her.
'Oh, my God,' thought Julie. 'This beautiful, dark haired woman thinks that I'm beautiful. Her saying that I'm beautiful is like Elizabeth Taylor, when she was alive and in her prime, saying that I'm beautiful. I pale in comparison to her good looks.'
"You are too," said Julie. Thinking better of saying it, she smiled at what she was about to say. "Has anyone ever told you that you look exactly like Catherine Zeta Jones? You could be her more beautiful sister."
She looked at the woman as if she was a movie star. She looked at the woman as if she really was Catherine Zeta Jones. She looked at the woman as if she was about to ask her for her autograph. She looked at the woman in the way that a man would look at a woman. She looked at the woman as if she wanted to kiss her. Only, Julie wasn't lesbian. She wasn't even bi-sexual. Not ever kissing another woman but for her grandmother, her mother, and her sisters, she's never been with or attracted to a woman before, until now.
"I get that all the time," she said with a warm smile.
"The resemblance is uncanny. I feel as if I'm talking to Catherine Zeta Jones," she said.
As if they were old friends, she felt comfortable cavorting with them, two, obvious professional swingers. Who would have thought that she'd befriend two professional swingers? Certainly, Julie was the last person to think that this couple would be hitting on her. If judging them by all swingers, she never knew that swingers were so nicely human.
"May we sit?"
Julie moved her pocketbook from the chair next to her and placed it on the floor beside her.
"Yes, of course," said Julie. "Please join me."
She stared at the woman as if she was a horny man. She stared at the woman as if she was interested in having sex with her. With her stare transfixed on this beautiful woman, she looked from Anne to look at Monty before returning her focused attention back to Anne. Other than on TV and/or in the movies with the makeup and the lighting, she couldn't recall seeing someone so extraordinarily beautiful.
Even Monty with his interesting first name, his manners, and his charm was not only looking better to her but also he somehow appealed to her. With her father never on the scene, she suddenly looked upon him as the Daddy she never had. Only, perish the thought, with him about her father's age, if she was to have sex with Monty, that would be akin to her having sex with her father.
"Please forgive me for being so abrupt but we don't have a lot of time," she said looking at her diamond studded Rolex. "We're in between engagements. With tonight Halloween night, we have another party to attend," said Anne. "Halloween has always been our very special night."
Odd that Halloween of all nights would be their very special night, suddenly Julie imagined Anne being a witch and her husband being the Devil. She imagined that she was suddenly transported to a scene in Rosemary's Baby or in American Horror Story. She imagined Anne being Jessica Lange and wearing a dark wig, along with this beautiful designer gown, as her disguise. This was a Halloween costume ball after all. Only, Anne looked so much more like Catherine Zeta Jones than she did Jessica Lange.
Still with her nervous being left alone at a swingers' dance with two obvious, professional swingers, she imagined Anne and Monty being reincarnated on this very night, the Devil's birthday, to impregnate some beautiful woman with their baby. Nah, her imagination and her nerves were getting the better of her. What are the odds that Anne is a witch and Monty is the Devil reincarnated? The premise is absurd.
Still, she could be a witch, she was beautiful enough to be a witch. And Monty could be a warlock instead of the Devil. Why couldn't there be witches and warlocks walking around, especially on Halloween night? For her to be so attracted to her, a woman, when she's never been attracted to women before, she could have cast a spell over Julie to make her appear younger and more beautiful than what she is.
Moreover, perhaps with her knowing that she was enamored with Catherine Zeta Jones, she could have shapeshifted her appearance in the way that vampires usually do. She could have shapeshifted her appearance to make her look just like Catherine Zeta Jones. Better looking than Angelina playing Maleficent, Halloween always brings out the most mysterious and interesting people.
"I see," said Julie with a look of confusion on her face.
Anne looked at her and smiled before taking Julie's hand in hers.
"Allow me to get right to the point. Both my husband and I are sexually attracted to you," she said looking from her to look at her husband before returning her focused gaze to Julie.
Julie was filled with as much fright as she was filled with sexual excitement. What? They're both sexually attracted to her? Really? What does that mean? Only, what did she expect with this being a swingers' dance?
'Flattered, she couldn't believe that this extraordinary beautiful woman, a woman who looked just like her movie star idol, Catherine Zeta Jones, was sexually attracted to her. Wow, I can't believe that both she and her husband are sexually attracted to me? Okay,' she thought to herself. 'What does that mean exactly? Does that mean that they want to have sex with me?'
* * * * *
Scene Fourteen: "Perhaps we could go to your room...and talk."
Yet, instead of being frightened, she was intrigued. As if they were old friends, as if she knew them from another life, and/or as if they were distant relatives, she felt relaxed in their presence. Except they were on a different plateau than she was. There was something so sexually sophisticated about them. As if they both had PhD's in sexual seduction, they weren't the typical swingers, not that she even knew what a typical swinger was with this her first time at a swingers dance and her first time meeting swingers.
Only, if she had to put her finger on what surprised her about them, they seemed more confidently poised and sexually enlightened than she imagined swingers to be. If she was going to give her body to anyone, for some strange reason, as if she was already controlled by a spell and had already decided to have sex with them, she imagined giving herself to Anne and Monty, especially to Anne. No matter that she was a woman, she was sexually aroused by the thought that someone who was out of this world beautiful wanted to make love to her. It's as if Miss America asked her if she could lick and finger her pussy before asking Julie to lick and finger her pussy too.
"Thank you, I think, but," she said with reservation while wondering if she was going to blow her opportunity to have swinging sex with Anne and Monty. "This is my first time at a swingers' dance. I'm embarrassed to say that I've never had sex with anyone other than my husband," she said. Somehow, she felt foolishly inexperienced admitting that to a couple of professional swingers. "I was a virgin when I married him."
Anne patted Julie's hand while giving her a sexy smile.
"Perfect," said Anne with a big smile. "That's all the better. You're the closest woman to a virgin that I know and I know a lot of women," she said with a sexy laugh. "Don't worry about a thing dear. Monty and I will take care of everything."
'Take care of everything? What does she mean by that? Exactly what needs to be taken care of,' thought Julie. 'Who are these people?'
Julie looked at them with embarrassment.
"I'm chagrinned to say that my husband, um, took off with the Doublemint gum twins."
Monty gave her a curious smile and now she wondered if Monty had something to do with Jimmy disappearing with the twins. Maybe Monty put a spell on her husband for him to leave. Maybe Monty put a spell on the Doublemint twins for them to leave with her husband. Maybe the Doublemint identical twin women are witches too. Maybe Monty setup her husband to get him out of the way so that he and Anne could get her alone. Maybe this whole thing is a setup just to seduce her, the prima ballerina about to be turned into not only a swinger but also a black swan.
"I know," said Monty. "Hoping he'd leave, we watched him go before we approached you. To be honest, if you don't mind me saying, we didn't like the looks of him. I followed him out to the elevator and he disappeared upstairs with the women."
Suddenly she felt sad. She felt angry. She couldn't believe her husband abandoned her for the first women, albeit identical twin women, who gave him the eye.
"Oh," said Julie suddenly hurt by a spark of possessive jealousy.
Keeping herself in check, she took on the character of a swinger, while trying not to show that she cared that her husband was obviously having sex with two younger women. Anne looked at her with curiosity before asking her question.
"Are you a guest here at the hotel?"
"I am. I have a room. Yes," said Julie.
"Perhaps we could go to your room," said Anne with a pause before giving her a sexy smile, "and talk."
As if she was the man and Monty was the woman, Anne was aggressively forward. Something told her that these two wanted to do more than just talk. If only Jimmy was here he'd never believe that she was being proposition by a Catherine Zeta Jones look-a-like and Danny De Vito's taller, older brother, Monty De Vito.
"Sure, I'd like that. It's too noisy down here," said Julie with a pause before returning Anne's sexy look, "to talk."
Oddly enough, as if she was walking out the door with royalty, all eyes were upon them. Yet, strangely enough, no one dared to make eye contact with Ann or with Monty. Instead, as if envious, they made eye contact with her. All the swingers at the door still in line waiting to get in made a wide space for them. The men bowed and the women curtseyed.
Suddenly, she felt so special. She felt as if, indeed, she was walking out with royalty. What the Hell? Who are these people? And from all of the other swingers at the dance, why did they pick her to take her back to her room...to talk?
Unsure why she agreed to go back to her room with them, for some strange reason, perhaps because she now had a face and a body to go with her image of a swinger, but she was just as sexually excited as Jimmy had been. Julie, Anne, and Monty walked to the elevators. When the doors opened, she pushed the sixth floor button. She couldn't believe she was taking a swinging couple back to her hotel room.
What if they robbed her? What if they raped her? What if they murdered her? Only, there was something about them that she trusted. With loving expressions on their faces, they had kind eyes. More than that, having never been attracted to a woman before, in the way that she's always been enamored with Catherine Zeta Jones, she was suddenly attracted to Anne.
With her glamorous movie star, good looks and her confident poise, she was the most beautiful woman she had ever seen. Moreover, it was obvious to her that Anne wanted her. Starved for sexual affection and loving attention, it was obvious that Monty wanted her too. Ready to submit to their sexual seduction of her, it was obvious that Julie would allow them to do anything they wanted to do to her naked body.
* * * * *
Scene Fifteen: Julie has sex with swingers, Anne and Monty
As soon as Julie entered the room and closed the door behind her, Anne wrapped her arm around her waist and pushed her up against the door. Even at this close distant, with not a wrinkle on her face, Anne was so very beautiful. Her big, beautiful brown eyes, as if they were two tunnels to her soul, peered deeply into Julie's blue eyes before she parted her lips with her tongue. Oh, my God, having never French kissed a woman before, for some unexplainable reason, she allowed Anne to kiss her in a way that her husband doesn't even kiss her.
Anne kissed Julie in the way she longed for Jimmy to kiss her. Wow, what a kiss? What an incredible kiss? Such an unbelievable kiss. Anne had Julie swooning with just one kiss.
Unbelievably, it took a woman to show her the passion that she's been missing from her marriage. Sexually excitingly, it took a woman to show her how much she was wanted. Shockingly, it took a woman, a swinger of a woman, for her to feel loved, wanted, and desired. If only she had met Anne before, she may not have married, what's his name, her husband, what is his name, Jimmy?
Never has she been kissed by a woman before. Never has she has she received such a passion filled kiss, a kiss that promised her so much more than just a kiss. As if Julie was already under her spell, she couldn't wait for Anne to kiss her like that again and again. Kissing and kissing her again, with her weak in the knees, Anne had Julie not only swooning but also wanting more. As if Anne was the man and Julie the woman, as soon as Julie wrapped her arms around Anne's neck, Anne's hands were all over Julie's big breasts.
Returning her passion, Julie kissed Anne with all the pent up love hungry passion and sexual frustration that she had when longing to kiss her husband in such a romantic way. Only, always turning his head away from her after he kissed her the three prerequisite times, Jim always made her wonder if she had bad breath. Then, when Anne abandoned Julie's breasts to reach down between her legs to cup her crotch and to feel her already moist pussy through her costume and panty, she thought she was going to have an orgasm right then and right there.
A first time for everything, not only was this the first time attending a swingers' dance but also this was her first time French kissing a woman. Now, with Anne obviously expecting more than a kiss, Julie couldn't believe that she was feeling her through her clothes. Having never been sexually touched by a woman, Anne first her breasts and now her pussy.
As if she was a doctor feeling her pulse or taking her temperature, she felt Anne's finger trace her pussy slit. Then, as if already an expert with her body, applying the right amount of pressure on her clit through her clothes while slowly rubbing it, Anne had Julie sexual aroused in only a minute. What Jimmy couldn't do in the ten years that she's known him and in the seven years that she's been married to him, Anne did in just the few minutes that she was with her.
As if Anne was an X-rated TSA agent, this was the first time a woman has been so physically familiar with her body. Only, wanting to experience so much more, Julie wanted to touch and feel Anne in the way that she touched and felt her. In a quiver of sexual excitement, she wondered if Anne would strip her naked and finger her pussy. In a quiver of sexual excitement, she wondered if Anne would lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. In a quiver of sexual excitement, she wondered if Anne would allow her to return the sexual pleasure of her favor by inviting her to eat her too.
"Shall we get more comfortable?"
"I'd like that," said Julie.
Eager to strip herself naked, when she went to unzip her costume, Monty was already behind her unzipping her. Then, the gentleman that he is, as if he was their man servant, he helped Julie off with her costume before he unzipped Anne's dress. Such a sexy sight to see, with her having the body of an Olympic swimmer, Anne remained in her bra and panties while Julie, not wearing a bra beneath her costume, was nearly naked but for her panties.
Suddenly coming to her senses and feeling uncomfortably naked with Monty staring at her, she folded her arms across her naked breasts. Curiously enough, she was more embarrassed being naked in front of Monty than she was being naked in front of Anne. As if they were already lovers, she felt totally comfortable stripping off her clothes in front of Anne. The two glasses of wine she had downstairs was enough to give her a buzz but not enough to make her drunk enough for her not to know what she was doing or was about to do.
"You have a beautiful body," said Anne who was easily forty-something-years-old and a good ten years older than Julie.
"Thank you," said Julie covering her breasts with her hands from Monty's stare. Feeling so foolishly modest, with him a swinger and her not yet a swinger, she suddenly felt that she needed to give him an explanation. "Sorry Monty but no one has ever seen my tits but for my husband."
He smiled a kind and patient smile while walking to her. She suddenly imagined him being her father. She wondered if he was her father, if she'd still want to have sex with him.
"Allow me to be the first then," said Monty gently removing Julie's hands from her breasts. "Nothing to be modest about, Julie, you have beautiful breasts. They're so big and so shapely. May I touch them?"
"Yes," she said as if in a daze.
"May I feel them?"
"Yes," she said watching him feel and fondle her breasts.
"May I finger your nipples?"
"Of course," she said closing her eyes while he had his wicked way with her tits and nipples.
"May I suck them?"
"I can't wait for you to suck my tits Monty," she said wrapping her hand around his neck and pulling him to her.
Only, when he reached out his hand to touch her breasts, feel her breasts, and fondle her breasts, Julie involuntarily recoiled as if his hands were on fire and his fingers were flames. Then, when he started fingering her nipples with the practiced experience of a world renowned surgeon, and with Anne moving to her to kiss her again and again, she thought she'd cum. Putting one arm around Anne and her other arm around Monty, she gleefully allowed Monty to not only finger her nipples but also to suck her nipples. Something that Julie thought would never happen with her having swinging sex with not only a man but also with a woman, they already were a threesome of sexual pleasure.
* * * * *
Scene Sixteen: Anne and Monty give Julie a night she'll never forget
Anne took Julie's hand and escorted her to the king-sized bed. It was then that she was glad that Jim had reserved a room with a king-sized bed instead of a room with two beds. Anne positioned Julie back on the pillows and made out with her while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples before sucking her nipples. As if he was a pickpocket picking panties instead of wallets, a man with such a deftly delicate touch, she didn't even feel Monty remove her panties. When she looked down, he was already positioned between her legs licking her while fingering her. Never has she ever experienced such sexual pleasure. If only for the reason of his skilled fingers and tongue, she now knew why Anne was married to Monty.
Having only given herself to her husband, she couldn't believe that a husband and wife swinging team were making love to her in the way that Jim has never made love to her. Oh my God, Jim has never kissed her in the way that Anne was kissing her. Jim has never licked and fingered her pussy in such a loving yet sexual way and in the way that Monty was now. Never has she ever felt such sexual pleasure and it didn't take Monty very long to get her where she needed to be and a place where her husband seldom ventured to take her there, a rocket ship launch to the moon.
To look at Monty, no one would expect that he was such a tremendous lover but he was. To look at Monty, few women would invite him to their bed. Only, if she closed her eyes to imagine Ryan Reynolds licking and fingering her pussy while Anne, as Catherine Zeta Jones, kissed her, that worked. With her incorrectly judging a book by its cover, when she first saw them pulling up in the parking lot, in thinking that Anne was with Monty because of his money, now she thought differently.
Then, when Monty traded places with his wife, she couldn't believe the size of Monty's hard cock. He had a huge, long, thick prick. He was naked? When did he get naked? And if judging him from his stiff erection, he was ready to make love to her.



Curious how another man's cock would feel in her hand, Julie reached out her hand to touch Monty's big, hard prick. As soon as he kissed her, she slowly stroked him. She never dreamt that she'd ever masturbate another man. Now making out with Monty while Anne licked and fingered her pussy, she couldn't believe she was going to have a second orgasm. If she thought that Monty was skilled at giving her oral sex, Anne was even better at eating her. Not to be denied his turn at sexual pleasure and the least that she could do for a man who had given her so much sexual pleasure, when Monty moved his cock to her lips, she readily, eagerly, and hungrily took him in her mouth.
She was blowing Monty. If it wasn't sexually wicked enough that Anne was licking and fingering her pussy after Monty licked and fingered her pussy, she couldn't believe she was blowing Monty. Something she never thought she'd ever do, she couldn't believe she was sucking a man who wasn't her husband. She couldn't believe she was blowing a stranger. She couldn't believe she was having oral sex with a swinger. She couldn't believe she was sucking a man who looked like Monty instead of a man who looked like Ryan Reynolds, her fantasy male celebrity.
So very sexually aroused, she sucked him harder and she sucked him deeper. She stroked him faster with one hand while cupping his testicles with her other hand. Maybe because Anne was eating her pussy at the same time that she was sucking Monty, but she gave Monty a better blowjob than she routinely gives her husband. Moreover, she more enjoyed sucking Monty's cock than she ever did sucking her husband's cock. As if on a time, as soon as Monty ejaculated in her mouth, Anne gave her a second orgasm.
"Oh, my God," said Julie. She couldn't believe she had an orgasm the same time that Monty ejaculated. "That was amazing. That was incredible. That was the best sex I've ever had."
Having already removed her bra and panty, Anne moved beside Julie on the bed. She couldn't believe that Anne was naked. If she was sexually aroused kissing Anne before, she was even more sexually aroused feeling Anne's naked body. Kissing and kissing her, Julie felt her breasts and fingered her nipples before sucking her nipples in the way that she and Monty had done to her. Then, when Anne made a subtle push on Julie's shoulder, Julie took the hint and positioned herself between Anne's legs.
Having never touched another woman's pussy before, she couldn't believe she was fingering another woman. Letting out her tongue to give Anne a little lap and then a longer lick, she couldn't believe she was eating another woman. Then, when she felt Monty's cock enter her soaking wet pussy from behind, she couldn't believe that she was fucking a man other than her husband. Oh my God, she was being such a wicked whore but she didn't care. With Jimmy off doing God knows what with the Doublemint twins, it was her turn to have some sexy, swinging fun.
A human chain, while Julie licked and fingered Anne, Monty fucked Julie. The harder Monty humped her, the more she wanted to eat Anne's pussy. With Anne mashing Julie's face in her pussy, Monty mashed his cock in Julie's pussy. While Monty's cock was buried deep in her cunt, Julie's face was covered in Anne's vagina secretions. Not sure if he was but hoping he was, she hoped Monty was wearing a condom.
It was then she thought of Rosemary's Baby and American Horror Story again. It's funny the things she thought of while having sex with a woman she thought may be a witch and with a man she thought could be a warlock or even the Devil himself. If Monty impregnated her when her husband couldn't, no matter if the baby was the Devil's child or not, she'd love the baby just the same because it was her baby. Only, she seriously didn't believe that Anne was a witch just as she seriously didn't believe that Monty a warlock or the Devil. In an explosion of sexuality, Julie had a third orgasm while giving Anne her first.
She couldn't believe she ate Anne's pussy. She couldn't believe she licked and fingered a stranger's cunt, a swinger's cunt at that. She couldn't believe she allowed Monty to eat her before Anne ate her. She couldn't believe she sucked Monty's cock, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed him. She couldn't believe she allowed Monty to make love to her, before fucking her, really fuck her. Now when her husband told her all that he did with his matched sex of identical twins, she'd have plenty to tell him too. If his plan was to make her jealous with his perverse stories of swinging, with Anne more beautiful than the Doublemint twins, then she planned on making him jealous too.
* * * * *
Scene Seventeen: "You had sex with another man? You had sex with a woman?"
Meanwhile, Jimmy struck out with the identical twins when they decided to go with two men closer to their age. Instead of finally having swinging sex, he roamed the halls looking for his wife. Checking downstairs at the swingers' dance, he sat at the table for a few minutes before heading to the bar to get something to drink and before walking over to the buffet to get something to eat. No doubt, he probably figured that Julie was in the ladies room.
Yet, distracted checking out all of the swinging woman, seemingly with many of the couples already paired off, no one was checking out him. It wasn't until he had the bright idea of checking to see if Julie was in their room that he saw Anne and Monty leaving his room from the length of the long, hotel hall. Quickening his pace, he opened his door to find his wife naked and in the afterglow of sex. She had sex and he missed it.
"What the fuck Julie? Are you kidding me? Did you just have sex with those two old people?" He gave her the same disgusting look that she gave him when he wanted him to have sex with his friends. "The woman has to be in her sixties and the man is easily in his seventies. We were just supposed to look," he said. "Gross. That's so gross. You had sex with swinging, senior citizens."
She smiled at him as if she was drunk and she was. She was drunk with sex instead of with wine. Unbeknownst to him, as far as she was concerned, she had sex with Catherine Zeta Jones and a man who was a much better lover than he could ever be. As far as she was concerned, she had three orgasms, while giving Anne one and Monty two, one with her pussy and a second one with her hand and mouth. As far as she was concerned, she loved the swinging lifestyle.
"And what if I did? What if I told you that I allowed the both of them to have their wicked, sexual way with my naked body? What does it matter? Where were you? I saw you leave with those two twenty-something-year-old bimbos. Shame on you. You're such a pig," she said waving a non-caring hand.
"Kettle black," he said. "Besides they dumped me for someone else before anything happened," he said falling silent before speaking again. "Tell me, did you suck that old man?"
"I sure did and not only did I allow him to cum in my mouth but also I swallowed his cum, all of it, while licking him clean. Then, while I was eating his wife, he was fucking me from behind as if I was his bitch in heat," said Julie. "He fucked me really good Jimmy, better than you ever fucked me. And when Anne kissed, oh my God, I've never been kissed like that before."
"I don't believe this," said Jimmy. "You had sex with another man? You had sex with a woman? You had sex with a couple? Fuck me! Fuck me! Just fuck me. I can't believe I missed it. I missed everything. I missed all of it. How could you do that without me there to watch?"
"Not only that, but Monty did something that you never do," she said with a naughty, sexy smile.
"And what's that?" Jimmy laughed. "Did his denture fall out while he was kissing you?"
"No, his dentures didn't fall out, not even while he was eating me. That's right. He did something that you never do, Monty fingered and licked my pussy. Monty is a much better lover than you," she said. "Monty gave not only gave me an orgasm with his fingers, mouth, and tongue but also he gave me an orgasm with his cock, after Anne gave me an orgasm by licking and fingering my pussy."
"How could you do that to me, Julie?"
"Fuck you, Jimmy," she said. "You took off with the Doublemint twins. What was I supposed to do, sit there alone while waiting for you to return? You were supposed to dance with me," she said looking as if she was about to cry. "You said we were just going to look, have a drink, get something to eat, and talk to some of the swingers."
"I'm sorry Julie. I really am," he said looking at her with as much sorrow as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Sorry? There's nothing to be sorry about Jimmy. I had a fucking good time," she said with a dirty laugh while staring seductively at her husband.
"What? Why are you looking at me that way?"
"I just thought, being that you're not yet christened as an official swinger—"
"Yes? What? What are you thinking?"
"I was wondering if you'd want to attend the New Year's Eve swingers' dance," she said with a look of hopefulness.
"Are you kidding me? I'd love to attend the New Year's Eve swinger's dance," said Jimmy.
"Maybe Anne and Monty will be there too," said Julie swooning.
THE END
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Jessica, still a virgin, masturbates herself while plotting and planning the loss of her virginity tonight.
Getting ready to go out on another date with Michael, Jessica released a dreamy sigh as she relaxed in her bathtub. The warm soapy water felt good on her soft skin. She was horny. She was always horny. Something that men may or may not know about women are human. Women have sexual feelings. Women get horny too.
In addition to her being horny, something that was so very difficult for her to take care of personally with masturbation, she was sexually frustrated. She was so sexually frustrated that she wanted to pull out her hair and scream out of her window at the top of her lungs. She imagined a fireman or a policeman coming to her rescue and having their wicked sexual way with her when finding her naked in her bathtub.
Not only was she sexually frustrated but also she was sexually unfulfilled, literally and figuratively. She was tired of being horny. She was tired of being sexually frustrated. She was tired of being sexually unfulfilled and she was tired of being a virgin.
Looking forward to being a virgin no more, she was looking forward to having first time sexual intercourse with her fiancé, Michael. With all of them on the birth control pill, she was tired of listening to her girlfriends talking about making love to their boyfriends. She didn't want to hear about their sexual exploits, their erotic escapades, and their one night stands with them having wild, unprotected sex with a guy they met online or with a man they picked up at the club. She was tired of listening to them going on and on about how they fucked this guy and banged that guy.
They all lied when they told her that they wished that they had waited until their Honeymoon night to lose their virginity. They all lied when they told her that they thought she was doing the right thing by waiting. They all looked at her cross-eyed and as if there was something wrong with her that she was still a virgin. With her missing out on all of the fun, she knew that they were laughing at her while talking behind her back. She knew that they made fun of her for being dumb enough to still be a virgin.
If only men listened to how some women openly talked about sex, they'd not only be shocked but also they'd see their women for the sweet, innocent women that they aren't but for the sluts and whores they are. If only men would take the time to sexually arouse their women before sticking their cocks in their hands, in her mouths, and in her pussies, they'd be surprised the passion they'd release. Instead of having a lifeless bodies beneath them, they'd have active sexual partners humping them as hard as they humped them.
With sex most always about men, if only men would give up some of the sexual control that they have over women, they may be pleasantly surprised. If only men would entrust women and empower them, they may enjoy some of the sexy games that their women would want to play instead of just giving them endless blowjobs and missionary sex. With seemingly everything they do, read, watch, and say being about sex, some women are just as bad as men in that regard. Seemingly, with them being such promiscuous sluts behind closed bedroom doors, men need to know that they shouldn't be the ones having all the fun but that their women want to have some sexy fun too. Whether it's dress up or role play, women can be just as sexually imaginative as men, even more so.
Granted, Jessica was nothing like her slutty friends. How could she be? With her only able to go so far, she was still a virgin after all. Even though she was engaged to her fiancé and had the diamond ring on her finger to prove it, she promised her grandmother on her deathbed that she'd wait to have sexual intercourse with her boyfriend until after she married.
Only, with her grandmother from another lifetime and another morally modest era, her grandmother was old fashioned. After the promise she made to her grandmother to not have sexual intercourse and to remain a virgin until she was married, the stigma of her being a virgin has cast a dark shadow over her life long enough. Behind the times with her old world values, her grandmother was from another time and another place. She didn't understand the new world, sexual order of modern day women. Virginity meant more to her then than it does to women now.
In the way that most unmarried women during her grandmother's youth were virgins, she'd be hard pressed to find a woman who hasn't lost her virginity at Prom night when she was 18-years-old today. Most women her age have already been sexually active for five or more years and have had multiple sex partners and lovers. Tired of waiting around for the right guy and for their knight in shining armor, wanting and needing to test the sexual waters while sowing their wild oats in the way that men do, most women her age aren't virgins. Most women her age are more sexually sophisticated than they were fifty and sixty years ago. Tired of carrying that cross and walking around with an unsoiled bed sheet in readiness to prove that she's still a virgin, she was tired of being a virgin. Tonight was the night that she'd change all of that with Michael.
* * * * *
She had plenty of time to masturbate herself as her date wasn't for hours. As if they were her little tools to help ease her sexual frustration and to help her relax, she lined up all of her masturbation toys, her sexually intimate little friends, on the top of her bathtub. Helping to make her decision which one to employ to give her an orgasm this time, she enjoyed looking at them before using them. Touching them, feeling them, and taking them to her mouth to lick and suck as if she was licking and sucking Michael's cock, she was as sexually intimate with her masturbation toys as she was with Michael. Oh, yeah, they were more than masturbation toys to her, they were her closest, sexy friends. Much better than just using her fingers, they all took her to a place where she needed to go for her to get through her day.
Her favorite toy, a real squeaker, was Donald Cock, her rubber ducky, as she intimately and appropriately named him.
"Quack! Quack!"
She liked squeezing him for the toy to make his quacking sound. No doubt, if she had a cat or a dog, he'd be in here to see what was making that quacking sound.
"Quack! Quack!"
Donald wasn't just any rubber ducky. This rubber ducky had special talents. This rubber ducky had a battery, an on off switch with three vibrating settings, nicely warm, sexually arousing, and fuck me I'm gonna cum. Unlike her other vibrators, this vibrator that was fashioned in the image of a rubber ducky was waterproof and even floated on the surface of the water.
Another one of her favorite masturbation toys was her yellow submarine. Fashioned in the shape of an underwater submersible, her yellow submarine was another vibrating toy that was waterproof too. Reminiscent of that old Beatles song, because she masturbated with her yellow submarine so much, now any time she heard the song, Yellow Submarine, she became horny. Whenever she heard Yellow Submarine playing on the radio in her house, in her car, or at the mall, she wanted to touch herself. She wanted to lift her skirt, pull down her panties, and finger herself no matter where she was. Whenever she heard the song where it wasn't appropriate for her to masturbate herself, she headed for the nearest ladies room and masturbated herself there.
Then, there was her favorite masturbation toy, Boston Blackie, a big, black dildo that she imagined was the big, thick black cock of a giant black man named, Boston Blackie. She knew that once she lost her virginity, that Boston Blackie would take the place of Michael whenever he wasn't around. Instead of going only so far inserting Boston Blackie for her to maintain her virgin status, she couldn't wait to stick her giant black dido all the way inside of her cunt.
When she wasn't teasing her clit with her rubber ducky and yellow submarine vibrators when taking her bath, she was testing her virginity by sticking Boston Blackie where she couldn't wait for her boyfriend, Michael, to stick his big, hard cock inside of her. Oh, yeah, pushing her Boston Blackie dildo right up against her hymen, she was careful that she didn't fuck herself with her dildo before her boyfriend had the chance to take her virginity and to deflower her.
* * * * *
She was ready to address her horniness. She was ready to take care of her sexual frustration. She was ready to give herself an orgasm. Only, even after masturbating herself and giving herself an orgasm, she may no longer be horny and/or sexually frustrated but she'd still be sexually unfulfilled. With a glass of wine sitting beside her masturbation toys, she had lit, scented candles positioned everywhere. Where men stroke themselves for a few desperate minutes in their beds and in their bathrooms, instead of just wanting a quick release, masturbation was a serious ritual to her.
She imagined living in the beach cottage that she imagined that she owned in Cape Cod Massachusetts. One day, after she's married to Michael, and after he sells one of his books for a million bucks and she sells one of her paintings for thousands of dollars, they'll buy their little hide-away, get-a-away. Life would be so grand if they could live wherever they wanted while working from home instead of having to fight rush hour traffic. Moreover, they'd both would love the inspiration that the ocean would give him to write and her to paint. If she had one dream, it would be to live by the ocean. Yet, for now, with her submerged in her bathtub, just as it was her dream to live near water, in was important for her to masturbate while submerged in the water.
First things first. She needed to masturbate herself. She couldn't wait to masturbate herself. Always a good start and one that never changed, she started by feeling her breasts before fingering her nipples. She loved her big D cup breasts and was glad that Michael loved them too. She couldn't even imagine having tits any smaller than these. When harnessed by her giant sized bras, she loved how they filled out her blouses and dresses. As if she was a general with a big chest filled with medals, she loved seeing her side profile when looking at herself in the mirror. She loved how her massive breasts overwhelmed her small hand. She loved how every man she's ever known has stared at, commented on, and couldn't wait to touch, feel, see, and suck on her big tits.
She touched, felt, and fondled her breasts while imagining Michael touching, feeling, and fondling her big tits. Then, when she was ready, once she had the image of him in her horny mind, she fingered her nipples. Many of the women that she knew with big breasts had small nipples. She didn't. She had big nipples. Anyone who has big tits should have big nipples but sadly they all don't. She was glad that she not only had big tits but also that she had big nipples too.
As soon as she closed her eyes and started fingering her nipples, they erected themselves. The bigger they grew, the harder they became. She loved it when Michael not only felt her big tits but also fingered her big nipples. With her nipples one of her erogenous zones, she loved how he fingered her nipples before sucking her nipples. As if he was her baby, and indeed he was, she loved putting a hand to the back of his head to play with his hair while he sucked her big nipples. Lifting her breast to her lips, she sucked her nipple while pretending that it was Michael sucking her nipple. Then, she lifted her other breast to her mouth and sucked that nipple too.
* * * * *
She was readying herself for a wonderful adventure with her fiancé, Michael, this evening by taking a bubble bath. Unable to contain them, her pink nipples peeked out of the warm water as if they were two periscopes from a submarine. No matter how high she filled the tub, or how much bubble bath she used, her erect nipples managed to find their way to the water's surface. Suffice to say, she had big tits and she loved fingering her nipples while taking a leisurely bath.
Her ample breasts and long legs were sometimes a challenge for her to comfortably fit in the tub, but taking her bath was her opportunity to relax while masturbating herself. She loved the luxury of a leisurely soak once a week. The rest of the week, she showered. The rest of the week, she rested her forehead against the wet, tile wall while allowing the cascading water from her pulsating shower massager to titillate her clit and with her fingers gave herself an orgasm. Always so horny and tired of being a virgin, she really needed to get laid.
Too old to be a virgin, no 23-year-old woman should still be a virgin. If this was the Victorian era, she'd be long married with three or four children. If this was the Victorian era, she'd already be considered an old maid. If this was the Victorian era, with her unable to do anything about her sexual frustration, in the way they viewed women as ladies or whores, the same way that they do today, with no grey areas, she'd be taking a walk out to sea to drown herself.
While daydreaming about her boyfriend and the plans they made three days ago for this special evening, the night that he'd take her virginity, her fingers slid beneath the warm water and found her blonde, trimmed pussy. While slowly and softly massaging her clit, she closed her eyes to imagine Michael masturbating her. Then feeling the warmth of her passion taking control of her while taking her to a special place, she increased the speed and pressure on her clit while another finger slipped inside of her pussy. Imagining her finger was his cock, it took several minutes for her to start breathing heavily and even longer for her to cum.
That wasn't the case when Michael teased her pussy with his fingers and masturbated her. With him tracing her slit through her panties while kissing her, feeling her big tits, and fingering her erect nipples, she'd often cum in a minute or two because he was such an expert at foreplay. Only, in the way that she's always stroking and/or sucking his cock, she wished he'd play more with her cunt and less with her tits. She wished he'd lick her as much as she sucks him. Desperately so hot, by the time he touched her pussy with his fingers, she'd cum in a flourishing flurry of orgasmic pleasure.
"Oh God, oh Michael," said Jessica reaching the climax of another powerful albeit empty bathtub orgasm when rubbing her clit harder and faster by concentrating her fingertip directly on her bean. "I want you baby! I want your baby. I can't wait to make love to you. I can't wait to fuck you. I can't wait for you to pound my pussy and fuck my cunt. I can't wait until we're married. I can't wait to have our baby."
She wished that her self-masturbation would give her the same kind of orgasm as the one given by her man does, but it didn't. Not nearly the same, even after she had an orgasm, she sometimes still felt horny, sexually frustrated, and unfulfilled. Often, as she found was true for many of her girlfriends, she felt empty and lonely after coming down from her orgasmic high of self-abuse. With no one there for her to hold and to touch, the afterglow of sex wasn't nearly the same. Yet, if nothing else, a limited consolation after masturbating herself, the warm bathwater helped her to relax.
* * * * *
While kissing and kissing her, she needed to feel Michael's lips as much as she needed to feel his fingers. She wished she could feel Michael's hand touching and feeling her in places that only he was allowed to touch and feel her. Yet, if they were to tally a scorecard, she's given him way more hand jobs with her hand than he's masturbated her with his fingers. She's given him way more blowjobs with her mouth than he's given her oral pleasure with his tongue. If only men would take more time and be more patient with women, they'd unleash the womanly beast of sexual arousal. If only he had taken the time to seduce her instead of respecting her wishes to be a virgin, she wouldn't be a virgin now.
"Oh, God, Michael. If you were here right now, I'd suck you and then I'd fuck you," she said. "I'm so tired of being a virgin. I need to feel your cock inside of me. I need to feel your warm love juice squirting inside of me. I want to be your whore," she said while rubbing her clit faster and harder with one hand while fingering her nipples with her other hand. "I want you to use me, abuse me, and fuck me over," she said while masturbating herself to a better and more vocal orgasm.
"Oh, God! Oh, God! I'm cumming. Fuck! Fuck! Jesus it feels so good," she said collapsing against the bathtub. "I only wish I had a cock inside of me instead of my finger. In the still horny way that I feel right now, I'd fuck anyone, the plumber, the pizza delivery man, even the mailman," she said for no one to hear.
A huge understatement, she so wanted to feel Michael's big, hard cock inside of her. She so wanted him to give her an orgasm with his fingers, with his tongue, and with his prick. After three agonizing years of dating and making a vow to wait until they were married, feeling somewhat like a nun, Sister Jessica of the Society of Eternal Virgins, she couldn't wait any longer. Finally ready to break her promise that she made to her dying grandmother on her death bed, with tonight the night, she was going to get laid tonight.
To be continued...
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Jessica, a virgin, readies herself to have first time sexual intercourse with her longtime boyfriend, Michael.
Jessica and Michael met during their junior year in college. He was so handsome with his chestnut brown hair, big, brown eyes, and beautiful smile. With him being a writer, he was so full of life, creativity, and big ideas. He was going to write the great American novel and Jessica was going to have her paintings sell like hot cakes from a New York City art gallery. Only their dreams were just that and now their reality was working at 9-5, boring jobs while waiting to save up enough money to get married.
Full of creative energy, the two, wild and crazy artistic people connected immediately and three years later they continue to be more in love than ever. Only, not yet lovers, after taking a vow to abstain from sexual intercourse, they'd deem themselves more as best friends than they are lovers. With her wanting to keep her virginity intact until her wedding day, it was something she promised her grandmother on her deathbed that she'd do. A regrettable promise to make, feeling so helpless to do anything to save her grandmother from dying, if her virginity would give her grandmother peace of mind, she didn't see the problem; that is until she met Michael. With him being a game changer and her promise breaker, it was difficult to keep the promise that she made to her grandmother.
Nonetheless her cursed virginity, Jessica smiled while thinking about how much fun and excitement they have together and how lucky she is to have found him. They've both agreed that, after they're married, when one of them becomes extremely successful, they'll live by the ocean in Cape Cod, Massachusetts. Having vacationed there as a kid, she always envied those who had the ocean as their backyard. Even though she lived equidistant from Cape Cod and from New Hampshire's White Mountains, she preferred the ocean to the mountains. She loved the mountains but she felt more connected to the ocean and to the water than she did looking out over a broad landscape from a mountain top.
Since college graduation, Michael has written a couple of mildly successful novels and Jessica is waiting for a pending offer from a New York City art gallery that showed interest in her collection. The art gallery in Boston, where she works as a full-time art dealer, kindly displays and generously sells her creations on a regular basis. Still unable to quit her day job to create her art full-time, the New York City art gallery is stringing her along longer than she wants. Being that she's not showing in Boston, only displaying her paintings where she works as a saleswoman, if she showed in New York, she'd be on her way to making her living at what she loves to do.
If only she could make her living while realizing her passion by creating her art full-time, now that she's found the perfect man, her life couldn't be any better. Her only two downfalls from her having a perfect life is her constant horniness and her continued sexual frustration. The other downfall is in earning her living selling her own original artwork instead of selling someone else's. She only wished that she could work at her passion and paint all day instead of having to sell someone else's painting at an art gallery.
Nonetheless, not such a struggling, hungry artist anymore, able to at least pay her rent, buy food, and refresh her art supplies, she's pleased that her art is finally selling. Granted it's not selling for the prices that she hoped some of her paintings would fetch but maybe one day, after she garners some attention in New York, she'll finally find her fame and make her fortune. As she's done with the Boston art gallery, with them allowing her to hang her paintings on the wall with the other better known and more successful artists, she's confident that a deal will be struck with the New York art gallery soon.
"With you writing and me painting, we're lucky that we can earn a living while doing what we both love to do," she said to Michael. "With us stuck in 9-5 jobs when not stuck in traffic, I can't wait for the day when we can work from home," she said more talking about the future than the present.
"I agree," said Michael. "My biggest dream come true would be for someone to make a movie from one of my novels. Once that happens, with me being more in control of my professional destiny, then I can write whatever I want to write and whenever I want to write it. Able to dance to my own music, I'd have no more pressure from agents and publishers to write what they want me to write instead of writing what I need to write."
When not painting, Jessica pictured the life they'd someday have in Cape Cod, Massachusetts. Walking the beach when not painting and writing, they could sit and watch the ocean for inspiration. After having masturbated herself, yet again, she stepped out of her bath to towel herself dry. Filled with romantic anticipation and sexual expectation of what was to happen tonight, her bright smile lit up the bathroom like a cluster of twinkling stars in the evening sky. If she was on a beach on Cape Cod now, if only to show how sexually aroused she was, she'd walk along the beach naked. Not caring who'd see her naked body, even though she just masturbated, she was still horny and sexually frustrated.
"Michael's been so patient with me," she said for no one to hear. "With him always so horny too and always wanting a blowjob when I'm not giving him a hand job, it's about time I give him what he really wants, the chance to deflower me. In case it doesn't work out between us, I'd rather that he be my first lover than to have regrets in giving my virginity to someone else, someone that I don't love in the way that I love him."
Jessica laughed out loud at the thought of the old fashioned word 'deflower' that Michael had coined and used when they discussed the subject three days ago of her finally agreeing to lose her virginity to him. She found the word to be romantic and sexy when her Honey said 'deflower.' Being that honey and flowers went together, she immediately thought of the birds and the bees before thinking about having sexual intercourse with Michael. Her thoughts of having sexual intercourse with Michael was always on her mind. She wondered what she'd think about and what she'd put her creative energy to after having sexual intercourse and after her virginity was behind her. Freeing up her mind to think of other things, perhaps she'd think more about her art.
* * * * *
As if he was her Sir Galahad, he was her knight in shining armor and it made her love him even more in wanting to have sexual intercourse with him when thinking of him as an honorable man. In the way that he's been such a perfect gentleman to allow her to honor her grandmother's wishes in them waiting to have sex until they're married, he was her Victorian lover. What other man would wait more than three years to have deep, penetrating sex with his fiancée? Most other men would have found someone else by now. Most other men wouldn't have remained faithful and would have been tempted to have sexual intercourse with someone else. Only he respected her wishes and patiently, albeit sexually frustratingly, waited with him.
Jessica was still technically a virgin, even though she and Michael had done everything short of penetration. He was persistent, but something he promised he wouldn't do, he never forced himself on her. He made her so hot and horny that sometimes, because she wanted to feel his cock inside her so badly, she'd actually cry from sexual frustration when they finished their sexual make-out session. After their last sexual session of hot, steamy pre-sex that included everything but penetration, it was then that she made up her mind to have sexual intercourse with him. Whether standing against a wall, sitting in a chair, lying in bed, or bending forward to allow him to take her from behind, she couldn't wait to make love and to fuck him in every imaginable way.
After all, he was the only man that she wanted and they had waited long enough. She did her best in keeping the promise that she made to her grandmother but the times were different today than when her grandmother was her age. A promise impossible to keep after finding the love of her life, nearly no woman was a virgin today.
"Michael, I want to ask you something special." Jessica said as they shared a cup of coffee together at their favorite, small, outdoor café on Newberry Street in the Back Bay section of Boston.
As if he was lost in another novel, he absent mindedly stirred his coffee while gazing across the table at her. He was always preoccupied with characters, scenes, dialogue and plots in the way that she was always preoccupied with her paintings.
"You may ask me anything but it's a little scary when you premise your question by asking my permission," he said with a laugh. "What's up?"
He looked at her with his eyebrows furrowed. A few strands of his beautiful, dark hair had drifted across his face and collected just above his mysterious, golden-brown eyes. Not only was he tall, dark, and handsome, a real Adonis, but also he had a fun sense of humor to go with his quick witted intelligence and kind heart. God, she loved this man for all she was worth and couldn't imagine life without him. With her too much a part of him, he was too much a part of her.
"Being that you've been patient and kind about my wanting to remain a virgin, I'd really love you to alter my virginal situation, my current status as a virgin, on Saturday night," said Jessica leaning in closer and saying softly enough that only he could hear. Embarrassed if anyone knew the extent of her sexual innocence, she didn't want the people at the tables around her to know that she was a virgin. "Your apartment or mine will be fine. You choose, okay?"
After what seemed like a twenty-minute pause, which was only about twenty seconds, Michael responded in a soft voice too.
"Alter your virginal situation? Your current status as a virgin? You mean," he said looking at her with as much sexual arousal as he looked at her with love. "You want me to deflower you?"
She liked how he used the word deflower again. It sounded so old fashioned. It sounded so romantic. It sounded so hot.
"Yes," she said with a naughty giggle.
"Why Saturday night? Is Saturday some sort of anniversary that I've forgotten?" He looked at her with panic. "Oh, God! Is this some kind of joke? Are you messing with me? Are we really going to finally do it?"
She didn't have to know him as well as she did to know that he was excited by the thought of having sexual intercourse with her. He put his head on his hands with his elbows on the table and was grinning from ear-to-ear while staring down into his coffee. She figured that he was going to stay just like that until she gave him a reply to all of his questions. If she could have, Jessica would have swept the all of the items off their bistro table onto the floor and taken him on the table and right on the spot.
"Shh," she said. "God Michael, nothing like embarrassing me and making me work for it." Jessica laughed and then giggled back at him and before lowering her voice to just a whisper. "Deflower? In this day and age, who says deflower?" Only, teasing him, she liked it when he describing her losing her virginity to him as deflowering her.
"There are lots of descriptive words that have lost public favor only to be replaced by words such as bang, screw, and fuck," he said.
"I'm serious," she said. "This is no joke, no anniversary, no special date, and I'm not messing with you either. I mean it. I really mean it. I want you to finally take me," she said. "I want you to make love to me."
"Oh, God, I can't wait for Saturday night," he said. "Only, why now?"
She leaned across the little, bistro table and whispered, her way of making sure that no one else could hear.
"I have wanted your hard, hairy cock inside my warm, wet pussy from day one of meeting you," she said.
"Gees, Jessica, if only I had known that then, I never would have honored our promise to your grandmother," he said with a dirty laugh.
"I want you to make me yours so to speak," she said leaning across the table to kiss him.
"You'll always be mine," he said returning her kiss.
"Saturday night is only three days away and I thought we'd be more relaxed when we didn't have to go to work the next day. I'd really like to wake up with you in bed on Sunday morning and laze around most of the day."
"Actually, I like that idea," he said. "We can have a romantic weekend and a prelude to our Honeymoon."
She giggled at what she was about to say to him next. Sounding so outrageously wicked to her, she hoped that it came of sexy to him.
"So, will you do me baby?" She whispered her question to him. "Would you mind making love to me while drilling me before fucking me, really fucking me?" Her question culminated in a dirty laugh. "I can't wait for you to pound my pussy."
He leaned towards her across the table and returned her whispers as if they were planning a bank robbery.
"I've wanted you since the first time I saw you at the pep rally. In the way that I wanted you then, I want you even more now. When I found out that you were dating Jim at the time, I was devastated. If you remember, I called you for a date immediately after finding out the two of you were no longer a couple," he said.
"Jim didn't want to wait to have sexual intercourse with me. He wouldn't take the vow to abstain from sex. He didn't care not did he understand why I wanted to remain a virgin until my wedding day," she said.
"So having said all of that, and after waiting for more than three, long, excruciating, blue-ball years to make you mine, hmm, let's see, I guess I'll do you. I'd love to drill you. I can't wait to make love to you before fucking you, really fucking you and before pounding your virgin pussy," he said with a laugh.
The two of them broke out laughing and the date was set. Only a couple of people were left in the café and they stared at the two of them laughing so loudly. When they settled down, they left the café holding hands and as they strolled towards his car.
* * * * *
"Penny for your thoughts," she said.
"Penny for my thoughts? That's just as bad as using the word deflower. Instead of penny for my thoughts, we need to update that saying by saying a dollar for your thoughts," he said with a laugh.
"With pennies being so worthless, I'm surprised the government wastes money making pennies," she said.
"An endless number of times, I've dreamt of having sexual intercourse with you," he said opening the passenger side door for her while returning the conversation from pennies to sex as soon as he got in the car. "It's a sexual fantasy that I've had for so long, too long."
"Me too," he said.
"Touch me," she said as soon as he closed his car door.
With them parked on a side street, unless there was someone looking out their window, no one could see them. Jessica was going mad with sexual desire when Michael reclined her car seat so that she was practically laying down. He oh so very slowly, unbuttoned her blouse and she was immediately sexually aroused. He slipped his hands inside her blue, lacy bra and started to massage her nipples, gently at first, and then he unhooked her front snapping bra, and pinched, suckled, and licked her areolas and nipples. Driving her crazy, he made a circular motion around her left nipple with his tongue.
"Oh my God, Michael, if you keep that up, I'll fuck you right here. I will. I swear I will," she whispered in his ear while looking down to watch him sucking her nipples.
Michael left one of his hands on her breast while his other hand lifted her short skirt. His fingers found their way up her thigh to her matching blue panties. With Jessica squirming in her seat, he moved her panty over with his fingers and gently massaged her clit with his fingertips. Ready for so much more, she was so slippery wet. Michael brought her to a quick but sexually exciting orgasm while kissing her, rubbing her clit, and pushing his finger partway into her vagina at the same time. As if his finger were his cock, Jessica humped his finger but not too deep to spoil her virginity for Saturday night. She French kissed him passionately as he masturbated her to another orgasm.
"Oh, God, oh, God, I cumming Michael, I'm cumming!"
Something she's never done before, Jessica screamed while she had her second orgasm. While sitting there with her short skirt hiked up to her waist and her blouse flayed wide open with her bra undone, it took a quite a while for her to recover from her powerful orgasm. If anyone was to walk by their car, they'd see quite the show of her nearly naked body.
"That was just a taste of what I'm going to do to you on Saturday, Jessica," said Michael whispering into her ear.
"I can't wait," she said pulling down her skirt, hooking her bra, and buttoning her blouse.
He held her close and kissed her deeply. Then, he started the car, put it in gear, and drove her home. He parked his car out front and turned to her.
"I want to make you mine and I don't want any other man to ever touch you," he said in a strong and impassioned voice. "Do you hear me?"
"Yes," she said nodding her head.
"Do you understand me?"
"Yes," she said nodding her head.
"I want to make love to you, take your precious flower, and devour your juices," he said seemingly becoming sexually excited with all that he said to her. "I want to lick you, suckle you, make love to you, and fuck you until we are both totally spent. I can't wait for Saturday night. I can't wait to finally have sexual intercourse with you," he said.
"Yes," she said, the only word that she could utter.
With thoughts of them in bed together Saturday night, all Jessica could do was nod her head in agreement because she was still washed out from him giving her two orgasms.
* * * * *
She spent three days thinking about nothing other than him making love to her and her making love to him. For the next three days, there was a lot of masturbation going on in her bed and in her bathtub. As if their three years together was rolled into one big bomb, these three, long, agonizing days spent with her imagination going wild of what it would feel like to finally make love was her big bang of enlightenment. She imagined what it would feel like to get laid just as much as she imagined what it would feel like for him to fuck her.
She couldn't believe she waited this long. Why would she make such a promise to her grandmother, a promise that she couldn't keep? Only, if she hadn't made that promise, she may have given herself to her first boyfriend, whatever was his name, instead of giving herself to Michael, the love of her life.
She left the art gallery early two days in a row because she couldn't concentrate on selling people the paintings of other artists. She wanted to sell her own paintings. She wanted to make love to her boyfriend. Tired of waiting for all the things that she so wanted, she wanted to get married and move to Cape Cod. She wanted everything that she wanted now and without waiting any longer.
'Thank God, I don't have an art show scheduled in New York this week, because I can hardly function,' she thought.
She wondered if it would hurt when Michael penetrated her. Dizzy from the sight of blood, with her never making a good nurse, she wondered how much she'd bleed. She should probably put a towel under her, two towels, so that she doesn't ruin her sheet and/or stain her mattress. She had heard women discuss their first time and they said that it stung and pinched some, but after a while, it felt better. She figured that it must depend on the size of a man's cock as to how much it would hurt going in, and Michael was definitely a large man. Only, she'd definitely be wet enough for him to slide his prick inside of her and, if she wasn't, she had lubricant ready.



She comforted herself by thinking that, with him already stretching her, he had used his fingers inside her for over three years, and that would probably help lessen her pain. She was actually more curious than afraid and more sexually excited than remorseful that she was breaking her promise to her grandmother. Only, if her grandmother had met Michael and saw how much she loved him and how much he loved her, she'd not only would understand but would probably give her blessing.
With her knowing that Michael would never knowingly hurt her, she knew that he'd do all that he could to make her first time having sexual intercourse a good sexual experience. Further, she knew that he wasn't a virgin, and even though she never asked him about his sexual experience with other women, she felt that his sexual experience would be a good thing for her. She figured that after having sex the first time, she'd probably be sore. With him being more careful with her the first time, the next time they made love, she'd allow him to be more wildly passionate with her body. Jessica wanted to have as much deeply penetrating sex as possible during her first deflowering night, but she figured that it all would depend on how sore she was.
After making love with him, she couldn't wait to fuck him. She couldn't wait for the day when he pounded her pussy with his cock. She was still deep in thought and readying herself in the bathroom when she was brought back to the present with the sound of her cell phone ringing their favorite song, "I want to Make It with You," by Bread. After she put him on notice for Saturday night's sexual festivities, she knew it would be him calling. She reached for the phone that was perched on the table next to the tub.
"Hello, my deflowering man, I can't wait to see you, baby. I'm in the bathroom getting ready for our big evening." She mewed like a wild cat on the prowl.
"God, Jessica, I'm sorry," he said sounding so pained.
"What? What's wrong Michael?"
"I need to reschedule our date. I can't even begin to tell you how sorry I am, but I just found out that my agent needs to meet with me about my book. He said that it was urgent that I come to New York to meet with him right away. He's ready to sign a contract for my next book Monday morning and he said that they'll be a sizable advance.
"Oh, that's wonderful Honey. Don't worry about our night together. What's another few days after waiting three years," she said with a sad laugh. If we waited this long, we can wait a little longer," she said with obvious disappointment.
"I have an idea and I don't know why I didn't think of this before but why don't you come with me. We can do the dirty deed in a swanky hotel," he said with renewed sexual excitement.
"Dirty Deed?" She laughed at his word choice.
"I'll meet you at the old clock tower on campus. We'll drive to New York, check into a hotel, and we'll make love," he said with sexual excitement.
"Yes, I'll meet you at the old clock tower on campus," she said swooning. "That brings back memories. We met there for our first date. Do you remember?"
"Really? We met at the old clock tower? I don't remember that. Are you sure? I don't think that would be something that I'd forget. I thought we met at a party," he said.
"Never mind. Where we met really isn't important," she said hurt that he didn't remember. "Our future together and where we go from here is more important than the past. Let me go and get dressed. I'll see you there in half an hour," she said in the most normal tone she could manage.
She hung up the phone and burst into tears. She was hurt because he didn't remember their first date meeting place. Even more hurtful than that, he cancelled the most important date of their lives as a couple. His book took precedent over her giving her most precious gift to him, her virginity. She was being foolish. She was being childish but her hormones and her sexual frustration were getting the better of her.
Making sure that she was late to meet him, she spent an hour primping before their meeting. She wanted him to be sorry the second he saw her for cancelling their deflowering ceremony. She put on her low-cut, brilliant blue, silk dress. It fit her beautifully and showed off her large breasts and shapely hips. She looked like the Greek Goddess Aphrodite, the Goddess of love and beauty.
Looking like no virgin that she knew should ever look, she chose her sexy, push-up bra that showed the tops of her breasts and her abundant cleavage. She wore her blue, silk, bikini panties and her 3" high heels. Feeling silk against her skin made her feel sexy and her sexiness is what she wanted to project. She fashioned her blonde hair into a free-flowing up do that was held up by a single, silver barrette. A few wisps of hair dangled around her neck and at the sides of her face.
Michael had given her a collection of mystic topaz rings, earrings, and necklaces and she selected some of the most beautiful pieces to wear with her silk dress. Finally finished dressing, she stood in front of the mirror. Turning one way before turning the other, she liked what she saw, and knew he would go gaga over her.
"Yes, Michael, your mistake, my foolish, dreamboat man, choosing your agent over me," she said that out loud to the mirror in her sexiest voice. "I'll make you suffer before giving myself to you."
Being that it actually made her feel better to talk to herself in the full-length mirror, she continued her rant. When she was done with her one-way discussion, she had a good laugh, sashayed her ass out her door, and left to meet him. She saw him standing by the Old Clock Tower in the distance as she walked down the narrow path to meet him.
Fall was in the air and the leaves growing on the wall next to the path were turning colors. The night sky was clear and as if they were all for her, the sky sparkled with tiny stars. She was glad that her dress had long sleeves, as the night was a little chilly. Even though she brought a light jacket with her that was packed in her overnight bag, she didn't want to ruin the image of him seeing her in her blue, silk, low cut dress. Tonight would have all been so romantic if she wasn't so hurt and angry with him. Only, she knew that she'd feel better once he took her in his arms and kissed her.
As Jessica moved closer, she accentuated her stride so that her hips would swing more than normal. By showing him how sexy she is, she was going to make him really suffer. Now she could clearly see Michael leaning against one of the pillars supporting the Old Clock Tower. He had on his brown corduroy jacket, that she absolutely loved, and he looked like a Roman God standing there. She grinned at the irony that the two of them matched, God and Goddess alike.
It was when she was about fifteen feet away when she noticed that he seemed to be deep in thought. Her heart flipped in panic that something was wrong, really wrong. Michael spotted her and flashed a beautiful smile. After seeing that smile, the most beautiful of all smiles, her heart melted and she instantly forgave him for forgetting that this is the place where they first met. Only, when he should be so happy that they were going to make love, she didn't understand why he looked so troubled.
To be continued...
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SusanJillParker has lots of questions but no answers.
Help. I need help. Being that there are lots of wicked smart and/or educated people who read the sexy stories posted on Literotica, I need your help.
I need answers. I have lots of questions that I don't have the answers. In search of answers, I need answers. With all of these unanswered questions hurting my blonde, pretty head, I have more questions than answers.
Can anyone help me? Anyone? Please. I beg you. Give me some answers to my questions.
* * * * *
"First of all, before we get started, this is a non-erotic story posted in the humor category because, tragically, it's funny in a sick sense of the word. Repeat. There is no sex in this story whatsoever. If you are a pervert and looking for a story to masturbate to while reading a sexy story, this is not your story. Go away. Go read someone else's story.
Why are you all still here? Must I repeat myself? For those of you hoping to read sex in a story, please leave the room. Beat it. Scram. Get Lost. Get the Hell out of here. Leave. Just go. Go! Go now. You too! Put your cock away and just leave.
Holy shit. I had a packed room until I told everyone that this was a non-erotic story a story that doesn't have any sex. Now there are only two of you left. Thank you for staying. And who are you?"
"I'm Norma."
"Hi Norma. I'm Susan and you attended my lecture, why?"
"I'm homeless. I have no place else to go and the classroom is warm, there's free water from the faucet outside, and the ladies room is down the hall," said Norma. "I had a job before, a good job. I worked my whole life until there were no jobs but for low paying, part-time service jobs with no benefits."
"I see."
"And who are you?"
"I'm Lester.
"Hi Lester. I'm pleased to meet you."
"I read everything you write," he said staring at her as if undressing his eyes. "I just love you. I'm your biggest fan," said Lester smiling while wiping away a bit of drool from the corner of his lip. "You're so beautiful. You're so sexy. You're so tall."
He stared at her as if he was a starving man and hungry man and she was a seven course meal.
"Thank you, I think," said Susan. "I'm wearing heels today."
He slowly looked at her from head to toe and back up again.
"Your pictures don't do you justice. You're so very much beautiful in person. I'm your number one fan," he said nodding his head as if he needed that extra bit of head movement to assure her that he was her number one fan. "You're a really good writer and I can't tell you how much, um, pleasure you've given me when reading your stories."
Creepy thought Susan.
"Thank you," she said looking out over her tiny class of students. "Well for the record, it doesn't matter how many people are here or not here to hear me, this lecture is being recorded live and broadcast to Literotica."
"Wow," said Lester.
"You can't use my real name," said Norma. "I won't give you permission for that, which is why I didn't tell you my real name. I'd be embarrassed if my family knew that I was homeless."
"When reading this story, if you see anything that you like, anything at all that interests you, or anything that you know the answer, chime in and make a comment to enlighten the rest of us, Norma, Lester, and I or is it Norma, Lester, and me? See? I already have a question and I haven't even started the story," said Susan. "I suspect the grammatical correct answer is Norma, Lester, and I or is it me? I don't know. Anyway, Norma, Lester, and I or is it me, Norma, and Lester will delve into my questions in hopes of finding the answers."
"I have a question," said Lester raising his hand.
"Yes, Lester. What's your question," said Susan.
"Are you planning to take us on a field trip," he said grabbing his crotch, "deep in the woods?"
"No, sorry, there's no need for a field trip with this class," said Susan. "Shall we begin?"
* * * * *
Here's a real puzzler. Do you ever wonder what happens when you die? What do you think happens when you die? Do you go to Heaven? Do you go to Hell? Oh, in the way of late, great Peggy Lee, "Is That All There Is?"
It's a scary thought to think about, dying and there being nothing, in the way that there was nothing just before you were born. It certainly would make me feel better to know that there was a Heaven and that I'd be going there instead of Hell. I've been a good person. I deserve to go to Heaven, if there is a Heaven. When I asked my priest to answer the question of there being a Heaven and Hell, he told me that I must believe that there is.
What the Hell kind of answer is that? Seriously? I've believed for years that I was going to win the lottery and I never have. Now for me to just blindly believe that I'd be going to Heaven, I just may have a better chance of winning the lottery.
What do you think? Is there a Heaven? Is there a Hell? Or is it game over when we die?
Maybe when we die, we just die and there's...nothing, absolutely nothing. No sound, no sights, and no thoughts. As if we're suspended in a vacuum with our brains turned off, we no longer exist. Yet, the only redeeming thought is with there being nothingness, it doesn't really matter to you that you can't see, hear, or think anything because you're dead, dead, dead.
I really need to know if there is a Heaven or a Hell. Has anyone been to Heaven or to Hell already? Has anyone died and returned to Earth? Supposedly Dante Alighieri has been to Hell and wrote about his exploit when he wrote his Divine Comedy with the first section being Inferno.
* * * * *
If you can't answer the first question, then answer me this question. Do you ever wonder why we're here? I mean, why us? Why now instead of a thousand years in the past or a thousand years in the future? Moreover, with billions of galaxies that are home to billions of stars, are we alone? How can we be alone? With our world so very teeny tiny, it's not possible that we're the only ones in this vast universe, is it?
Those big brain, scientists, physicists, astronomers, blonde models, and all of those nerds who majored in math and who were too much of a genius to check their flies to see if they were zipped but who received a scholarship to MIT or Harvard, all believe we're not alone. They believe we're not alone because of the billions of galaxies and billions of stars that there's more of a chance of there being aliens than not. Maybe, in fact, we are the aliens. Matter of fact, if we meet anyone in space, chances are we'll be meeting ourselves in the future.
Huh? I don't get that? How is that possible? Anyone? How can we meet ourselves returning from the future to visit Earth again? Just thinking about that hurts my head. Is that how we built the pyramids and other ancient civilizations? I don't know. I'm already confused.
* * * * *
What about reincarnation? Do you believe in reincarnation? Do you think when we die we return as someone else or as us in a different time and in a different place? Starting with Einstein, scientists have been saying that there are other dimensions, as many as nine other dimensions. Their theory is that these other dimensions are parallel dimensions. Only, we're not free to go from one dimension to the other dimension, perhaps until we die, I guess. I don't know and they don't know. It's just scientific theories that can't be proven.
I suppose for anyone to believe in reincarnation, they'd also believe in witches, warlocks, sorcerers, and dragons. Maybe somehow, with reincarnation connected to the mystical, perhaps one is connected to the other. Maybe not dragons, other than prehistoric dinosaurs, but I'd be more apt to believe in witches, warlocks, and sorcerers than in reincarnation.
What do you think? Anyone? Who's out there who knows all there is to know not only about witches, warlocks, and sorcerers but also about reincarnation. This is a time that I'd love to interview JK Rowling to hear what she has to say about witches, warlocks, and sorcerers. It would be funny if she was reincarnated and all of her Harry Potter books are more fact than fiction.
"Wow!"
Who knows? Maybe Stephen King was reincarnated. Maybe he's a warlock or a sorcerer in the way that JK Rowling may be a reincarnated witch.
* * * * *
Speaking of guns. How's that for a seamless transition? Me writing about guns after my last failed essay, Second Amendment Gun Rights are Wrong (lol), ought to garner some unwarranted albeit spirited comments. Just don't shoot me please, not yet anyway. I'm too young to die, especially with me unprepared in not knowing if there's a Heaven and/or a Hell. Okay? Put your gun away and nod your head up and down so that I know you understand not to shoot me.
Anyway, as I was writing, Americans love guns. Maybe from all the westerns and they watched as kids, The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly, Once Upon a Time in the West, Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, The Wild Bunch, and High Noon, we all believe we're the good guys. Maybe it's from all the war movies we watch as a kid, Platoon, The Bridge on the River Kwai, All Quiet on the Western Front, The Deer Hunter, Dirty Dozen, Sergeant York, we all think we're soldiers and war heroes.
Guns, guns, guns, the more guns the better. I truly feel bad for the terrorist organization who tries to invade this country. They are in for a big surprise. For sure, we'd go down fighting and would give them one Hell of a fight.
"Say hello to my little friend," said Al Pacino in Scarface, something that would be echoed by all of the gun owners throughout the country should we be invaded.
Yet, imagine a white man, a Caucasian man who was eager to show off his gun.
"Psst, hey lady, wanna see my gun?"
"Pervert. Help! Police! Rape!"
"No lady, I wasn't talking about my cock, I was talking about my gun," said the stranger pulling his handgun out of his pants and proud to flash the woman his 9mm while waving it around.
"Gun! Gun! He has a gun! Please don't hurt me. I'll do whatever you want. I'll strip naked. I'll suck your cock. Just don't shoot me. Okay? Help! Rape!"
"Police! Put the gun down and step away from the weapon! Now!"
"Okay," said the gun owner putting his gun down on the ground and putting his hands up in the air.
"You're lucky. If you were a black man, we would have shot you first and asked questions later."
Is there a question to all of this drama? There is. Answer me this question as I really don't know. Why does everyone in this country feel compelled to own a gun?
Generally, it's not one gun, it's an arsenal of automatic weapons. Is it a power thing? A phallic symbol? A little man and/or powerless woman syndrome? Yes I understand that there are lots of women who are proud NRA members but most women don't feel the need to own a gun in the way that men do.
"This little baby will shoot a hundred rounds a second," said Joe to his friend Bob.
"Oh, yeah, my .357 magnum would blow your head clean off your shoulders," said Bob. "Go ahead, make my day."
I suspect the reason why everyone wants to own a gun is not so much for protection, as we're all protected by the police and the military, but because we're brainwashed to think that we not only want a gun but also that we need a gun. The NRA has done a good job to make us all believe that we all need to have guns, lots of guns. Now the reason why the NRA did that and was allowed to do that is because there's lots of money to be made in not only making guns but bullets, not to mention all the money the government makes from permits, licenses, and fees. Guns, indeed, are big, dirty business.
The bottom line is, like everything else in this capitalistic country, guns are about money. Sadly and regrettably, who's ever child is shot and murdered by a handgun is not only justified as self-protection under out second amendment rights but collateral damage to the big business of guns. Do yourself a favor and get rid of your guns. Yeah, sure, if you feel better keeping one handgun and your rifle for hunting, that's fine but do you really need a dozen handguns and a closetful of shotguns along with an AK47?
"Say hello to my little friend."
* * * * *
There used to be a TV show, the Equalizer. The main character was played by Edward Woodward as Robert McCall. This seemingly innocuous looking white, haired, albeit angry and trigger happy, senior citizen righted all the wrongs and took care of all the bad guys with his gun. Supposedly, the premise of the story was that he was an ex-CIA agent gone rogue after they let him go.
In the way that I loved watching Charles Bronson in the fifteen Death Wish series that he made, for some strange reason I loved that show in the way that I loved the old reruns of watching Paladin, played by Richard Boone, in Have Gun, Will Travel. Seemingly, even though he wore a black hat instead of a white hat like the Lone Ranger, another western avenger albeit much grittier than Roy Rogers, he was on the side of the good guy and not the bad guy.
Now there's a new movie just out, with my man, Denzel Washington, called the Equalizer. When he's not taking guns away from criminals, he's brandishing a gun. Granted it hasn't gotten good revues with him being that self-imposed avenging Angel, yet don't we all wish there was a superhero on our side? Don't we all wish we could save the day by pulling out our gun and plugging the bad guy, the villain, and become the hero that we all secretly think we are? Don't we wish it was that easy, the way it's portrayed in the movies and on TV with the good guy getting the beautiful woman? Don't we all wish we were Alan Ladd when he played Shane?
"Shane! Shane! Shane! Come back! Shane!"
God that kid had such an annoying voice, didn't he?
I'm not a gun person. I don't own a gun. Other than at the arcade, I never even fired a gun. Being that I'd never own a gun, gun owners would refer to me as a victim. To be honest, with me still unemployed, I can't even afford the bullets, never mind the licenses, the permits, and fees.
I'd rather use what little money I have to buy food, beans instead of bullets and instead of weapons. Yet, I get three telephone calls from the NRA, every day, with them using three different phone numbers, asking for donations. As if they don't have enough money, can you believe the nerve of the NRA asking me, an unemployed, homeless woman for donations? Their incessantly annoying calls make me want to buy a gun. If I had a gun, I'd shoot them. Yeah!
"Police! Drop the gun!"
"It's okay. I'm registered with the NRA. Other than Cat Woman, Super Girl, and Wonder Woman, I'm the first female superhero. I'm here to stop the NRA from harassing me."
To quote Ben Hur, Moses, and better known as the late, great Charlton Heston, the once president of the NRA:
"I'll give you my gun when you pry it from my cold, dead hands."
"What are you doing?" The mortician looked at his assistant.
"I'm closing Charlton Heston's coffin," he said.
"You can't close the lid yet," said the mortician.
"Why not?"
"Because he's still holding his gun in his cold, dead hands. He can't take that with him. Pry that away from him. Break his fingers if you have to and we'll glue them back with Super Glue."
* * * * *
Speaking of breasts, tits, jugs, and boobs, how's that for a smooth transition from guns to something that most men love to discuss? This may be a stupid question, especially with me being a woman but, here goes. Why do women have breasts on the front instead of the back? Before you answer, think about it.
Wouldn't it be much better if women had back tits? Yeah, true, how would women nurse their baby with their tits in back instead of in the front? Yet, what if women had breasts in back as well as in front? I can already see men unzipping themselves and ready to masturbate now.
If you're a man, think about all of the possibilities of women having four sets of breasts, two in the front and two in the back. Wouldn't it be more convenient for men if women had back tits too? I can see all of the subway molesters nodding their heads in agreement now. That way, every time you were kissing, you wouldn't have to reach down to feel her breasts, you could just hug her. What was once an innocent custom, hugging women, would quickly become sexually erotic.
"Right? Am I right? Go ahead, time me I'm not only right but also that I'm on to something. With plastic surgery and silicone implants, we already have the technology to give women another set of tits. Wow!"
"I love you Mom. I don't know why but for some strange reason, I just love hugging you," said Tommy hugging his mother every chance he got.
"Tommy, stop feeling my back tits and behave. Do your homework," said Tommy's mother.
"Okay, just give me a hug first," said Tommy hugging his mother again while feeling her back tits.
Then his grandmother entered the room.
"Grandma, give me a hug. How are you?"
"Tommy! Grandma loves it when you hug her. Can you just finger my back nipples while hugging me?"
Then, Aunt Rose came to visit with Tommy's cousin, Sally.
"Aunt Rose, it's so nice to see you again. How are you? Give me a hug," said Tommy feeling Aunt Rose's back tits.
"Oh, Tommy, give your Aunt Rose another hug. If I wasn't your mother's sister, I'd suck you before fucking you," whispered Aunt Rose in Tommy's ear while Tommy hugged his aunt and had his wicked, sexual way with her back tits.
Then, Tommy turned his attention to his cousin, Sally.
"Cousin Sally. Give me a hug," said Tommy with his arms outstretched.
"Get away from me you pervert. I'm on to you. You just want to feel my back tits," said Cousin Sally.
See? While a man is hugging his mother, his grandmother, and his aunt, he gets to feel their tits. Okay, maybe I just answer my own question but, seriously, wouldn't a woman having back tits be the perfect partner for dancing? I dare say that more men would eagerly get up on the dance floor for the sake not dancing but for feeling back tits.
"May I have this dance?"
Instead of calling their show Dancing with the Stars, they'd have to change the name to Dancing with Four Tits. Huh? What do you think? I may be on to something.
Now that I think more about it, ideally, women should have tits in the front and in the back. Bra manufacturers would double their business. No matter if the woman was coming or going, especially if she was in a bikini, or would that be quad-kini, and especially if she was topless, you'd have a great view of all four of her tits.
"Got milk, milk, milk, milk."
* * * * *
Speaking of tits, another seamless transition, why do some men feel compelled to dress as women? I can understand those women who are trapped in a man's body and wanting to get out by taking estrogen hormone drugs and having a sex change operation but I'm talking about the cross dressers. I'm talking about seemingly normal men who feel compelled to wear women's clothes.
"Are there any cross dressers out there who can answer my question?"
I ask the question because with all the movies that I've seen about cross dressers and cross dressing, unless they're earning money as female impersonators, they all look so sad and tortured. As far as I feel, whatever floats your boat is fine with me. If you want to squeeze yourself in women's clothes, go for it. Not only do women's clothes cost more money than do men's clothes but also women's clothes are not as well made. They don't last nearly as long as men's clothes, especially hose. You'll never hear a woman say that she's had a pair of pants or a pair of shoes for thirty years in the way that men routinely do.
Normal in every other way, except when their alone and feel the need to wear panties, bras, and high heel shoes. Why must men cross dress? I don't get it. I don't understand the overwhelming urge that they must have to dress as a woman. Brave albeit tortured souls, some men take the extra step by wearing a wig, makeup, and shaving their legs before venturing out in public.



What happened to them to make them want to do that? Did they have overbearing mothers and/or controlling sisters? Were they scarred from having to dress as a woman for a Halloween Masquerade party? What? Why do cross dressers feel compelled to dress as women? I'd really like to know.
I don't get it. Does anyone know? Do we have any cross dressers out there willing to enlighten me? I mean, seriously, 99% of the time, we can tell a cross dresser from a real woman. A man six foot or taller wearing 3" heels with a 3" high wig, doesn't look like any woman that I know.
* * * * *
Being that my favorite cars are a Bentley, a Ferrari, and a Mustang GT, why do so many people love Mustangs? Lee Iacocca hit a homerun, a grand slam when he introduced that car in 1964. When cars have come and gone, the Mustang is still here with us 50 years later. Even after Lee Iacocca is dead and buried, the Mustang still renews itself with new styling, more power, and better suspensions.
Have you see what the old 60's Mustangs sell for at auction? Wow! They're all six figures. They all sell nearly as much as the 60's Corvettes. What's that about? Does anyone know? Hands. Let's see a show of hands. Who knows why old Mustangs sell for so much money?
It doesn't make sense to me that a more than 40-year-old Mustang should cost more than a new Mercedes.
* * * * *
Here's one that baffles me. Why do multimillionaire movies stars make commercials? Does Jamie Lee Curtis really need the money to do Activia commercials? Some of these actors and sports celebrities have more money than God. I recently saw LeBron James doing a McDonalds commercial. Are times that tough for him that he must sell big Macs and Happy Meals? Give me a break.
"So, lemme get this straight," said LeBron. "In addition to you paying me millions of dollars for me to make commercials for you, I get all that I can eat for free. Right?"
"That's right, Mr. James. In addition to the millions of dollars that we'll pay you to make commercials for McDonalds, you get to eat for free," said the agent.
"I only have one question," said LeBron.
"Yes? What's your question, Mr. James?
"Can I get fries with that?"
"Of course," said the agent.
Truth be told, I'd buy anything that Jack Nicholson sold. I just love the man. He's one of my favorite actors.
"I will not advertise Kiwi black shoe polish. I don't care how good the product is," said President Obama. "People will make racial connotations and racial slurs to my doing your commercials."
"We'll pay you a million dollars for doing a sixty second commercial with residuals every time it shows, Mr. President."
"Okay, where do I sign?"
How can Nike, Reebok, Converse, and Adidas afford to pay athletes tens of millions of dollars to do their commercials, hype, and wear their products? I don't understand. To save production costs to give athletes their advertising dollars, is that why they all have their sneakers made in China, Bangladesh, Taiwan, and Viet Nam?
Pennies on the dollar to manufacture their sneakers, these companies should be ashamed of themselves to circumvent child labor laws in the United States by taking advantage of the global child labor force in countries that don't have such laws. How dare they? If these sneaker companies didn't pay sports stars such outrageous sums of money, maybe we could all buy sneakers at a fraction of the inflated costs that they charge.
* * * * *
Why do so many woman want to be a blonde? I was born a blonde. I'm a natural blonde. Blonde hair looks good on me.
Yet, women who don't have the complexion want blonde hair. I don't get it. Why aren't they happy with their natural hair color?
There are plenty of dark haired beauties in the way of Jennifer Lawrence, Jennifer Lopez, Natalie Portman, Amy Adams, Kristen Stewart, Angelina Jolie, Emily Blunt, Jessica Alba, Lynda Carter, Kim Kardashian, Natalie Wood, Anne Hathaway, Courtney Cox Arquette, Demi Moore, Eva Longoria, Fergie, Jennifer Garner, Jessica Biel, Keira Knightley, Jennifer Aniston, Jennifer Connelly, Kate Beckinsale, Megan Fox, and Selma Hayek. There are lots of sexy, beautiful redheads in the way of Nicole Kidman, Christina Hendricks, Blake Lively, Sophia Loren, Lucille Ball, Julia Roberts, Lindsay Lohan, Molly Parker, Reba McEntire, Marge Helgenberger, Susan Sarandon, Priscilla Presley, Sissy Spacek, Katherine Hepburn, Maureen O'Hara, Deborah Kerr, Ginger Rogers, Greer Garson, Susan Hayward, Annette O'Toole, Tina Louise, and Julianne Moore.
Then, as soon as they waste $150 to color their brown hair blonde, their black roots peak through to tell everyone that they're not real blondes in the way that their eyebrows and pubic hair attest to the truth too. Hello? You're not a blonde. Sorry but you can't be a blonde just because there's blonde hair color available in a bottle.
* * * * *
Here's a question for the perverts. Let's invite the perverts back in the room for this question? Wow, there are a lot of you. Oh, look, there's Vice President Biden.
"Hello Mr. Vice President."
Just between you, me, and the mailbox, I always knew Biden was a pervert. Speaking of perverts, George W. Bush is in the back of the room wearing a disguise. He's dressed as Hilary Clinton. He may have passed as Hilary, only Hilary is on the other side of the room next to her husband, President Clinton, two of the biggest political perverts.
So, here's my question. If women dress provocatively, slutty, and like whores, and when men treat them in the way their dressed, why do they suddenly act so virginal and become so offended? I don't get it. If you're dressed like a slutty whore, then that's the message that you're giving men. Why do women act so surprised when they are treated like the slutty whores that they are to show so much skin to men?
"Look at me. I'm a slutty whore. Only, don't you dare call me a slutty whore. Just because I dress like a slutty whore doesn't mean that I am a slutty whore, even though I really am a slutty whore, I think."
Jenny wore a skirt so short that it could be deemed a belt. Every time she sat, she flashed her panties to whomever was sitting across from her. Her blouse was so low cut and because she wasn't wearing a bra, when she leaned forward whoever was standing over her got a great down blouse look of not only her breasts but also her areolas and nipples.
"Oh, my God, you're such a pervert to be staring at my panties," she said to a man sitting across from her on the subway. "Oh, my God, you're such a pervert for staring at my tits," she said to a man standing over her on the subway.
Hello? What did she expect? So my question is this. Why do women dress for sexual attention when, seemingly, they don't want any sexual attention. When they do get sexual attention for dressing so sexy, they act as if they're virgins instead of whores. I don't get it. I don't understand. Does anyone have the answer?
"You can't go out dressed like that. You look like a slutty whore wearing just a thong and pasties," said Father.
"Why can't I go out dressed like this? I'm covered. You can't see my ass crack, my pussy, and/or or my nipples. I'm totally covered."
"Men will touch you, feel you, and fondled you before forcing you to do dirty, nasty sexual things to their bodies."
"Why can't I go out dressed like this?"
"Why? Because you're a Nun, Sister Mary Elizabeth."
* * * * *
Here's a good one. When all terrorists have bulging eyes that make them look like they're related to the late, great Marty Feldman of Monty Python and Young Frankenstein fame, why must the rest of us go through TSA security checks? When all terrorists have wild, black hair, a black beard, and brown eyes, why can't our government eliminate those who aren't terrorists to zero in on the real terrorist, the people with the bulging eyes, wild black hair, black beards, and brown eyes, instead of searching grandmothers and children? When most terrorists have names like Imad, Ali, Abdul, Khalid, Mohammed, Osama, Ayman, Fazul, Mustafa, Fahid, Sheikh, Abdullah, Anas, Saif, and Mushin, why must Tom, Dick, and Harry be used and abused by TSA agents?
I think I know that answer to this, only come closer to the screen. I don't want anyone else reading this over your shoulder. I don't want my name appearing on a no-fly list. I mean, seriously, how man strip searches can they give me before someone asks me out on a date, buys me a meal, and puts a ring on my finger? God, I'm so tired of being touched, felt, fondled, and then being forced to strip, opening my mouth, bending over, and spreading my legs.
The reason why our government doesn't arrest the obvious terrorists, those with bulging eyeballs, wild black hair, and black beards with names that no American mothers would name their sons, is because there's no money in it. There's money in establishing a waste of our tax dollar TSA agency, paying police overtime to patrol the airports, train dogs, scare people on the news so that they'll all go out and buy guns, guns, more guns, and lots and lots of bullets.
If you want to stop the terrorist from flying on our planes, surround the airport with good old boys armed with semi-automatic rifles. Trust me. They'll know real Americans from foreigners with bulging eyeballs, wild hair, beards, and funny sounding names.
"Hey you! What's your name? Achmed? What the Hell kind of name is that? That doesn't sound like an American name to me. Does Achmed sound American to you Clem?"
"Nope, Billy Bob, he sure don't," said Clem spitting tobacco on the shoe of the suspected terrorist.
"And who's your friend? What do you have under that turban?"
An army of good old boys patrolling the airport, our historic monuments, and even the White House would do a better job, I dare say, then the Secret Service of late.
"Billy Bob, there's a guy running towards the White House," said Clem.
"I got him," said Billy Bob shooting off one shot and hitting the man in the ass.
"I'll send Buster to go fetch him," said Clem. "Get him, Buster. Get him."
Clem's Coonhound picked the intruder up by the back of his pants and dragged him to Billy Bob and Clem.
* * * * *
Here's another more pressing question. Answer me this question if you can. When a black man, a United States citizen who was born in this great country, steals food to feed his family and, if caught, goes to jail for twenty years, how come no one, not anyone, nobody was arrested for the banking meltdown?
Why was Angelo Mozilo of Countrywide Bank able to go home without arrest with $450 million dollars of our money?
Why was Henry Paulson, U. S. Treasury Secretary, not arrested when he lied to congress about his old company, Goldman Sachs, being in good financial heath?
Why did he lie to Congress about the sound financial condition of his old company? He lied so that Goldman Sachs' stock wouldn't tank before he could cash in his stock options, all $450 million dollars of them. Moreover, because he was taking the job as the Secretary of the United States Treasury and becoming another public servant (my ass), he didn't have to pay a penny worth of taxes on the money. Why wasn't he thrown in jail not only for lying to Congress but also for SEC fraud?
Why was he allowed to open the treasury doors and pass out billions of dollars of TARP money to banks without accounting for who received how much? Why was he allowed to bail out the thieving banks?
Are you kidding me? This was our money? Did you get a bailout? I didn't get a bailout, even though I'm unemployed and even though there all no jobs but for part-time, service, low paying jobs with no benefits. With all of that Treasury money they gave away so that banks and insurance companies could pay those who caused the meltdown millions of dollars in bonuses, our government could have given all of the unemployed unemployment extensions and/or jobs.
Here's another question. If we have so very many guns in this country, how come one angry man who lost his house, his truck, and his family because of criminals like George Bush, Dick Cheney, Angelo Mozilo, and Henry Paulson didn't take matter into his own hands.
"A crazed gunman is holding members of the Republican Congress hostage until he gets a job with a livable wage and decent benefits," said the reporter. "Oh, wait. We have more important breaking news. This just in. Oops, Britney Spears does again. She's caught alighting out of a limousine without wearing panties."
I give up. I don't have any answers. Just questions.
THE END
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Paul confesses the only thing he wants for his 18th birthday to his mother.
"Happy Birthday, Paul," said Ashley kissing her son on the lips.
There was nothing wrong with a mother kissing her son. Just a kiss, Ashley always kissed her son. In the course of a day, a week, a month, or a year, she couldn't count how many times she's kissed Paul and he's kissed her. They were close, real close.
For those twisted degenerates who are jealous of their loving relationship and would make something more out of a mother kissing her son, her kiss didn't mean anything other than a simple sign of affection between a mother and a son. How dare you even think that there was anything going on between this loving mother and her adoring son? Get your mind out of the gutter and take a minute to not only smell the roses but also see the rainbows. Life doesn't have to be only about sex, debauchery, and incest, does it? Well, it does in this story (lol).
With this, his 18th birthday, he was officially a man who now has the right to vote, to sign legal documents, to apply for a credit card, and to kiss his mother on the lips. Perhaps with her caught up in the exuberance of him becoming a man, if there was any inappropriate, sexual transgression at all, perhaps her kiss was a tad longer than what was appropriate but this was his special day. Today was Paul's birthday. Moreover, this was his mother and he loved her as much as she loved him.
"Happy Birthday Paul. I love you," said Ashley kissing her son on the lips again.
When some sons would never kiss their mothers on the lips and would only feel comfortable kissing them on the cheek, Paul not only always welcomed his mother's motherly affection but also he always welcomed her kissed. He loved kissing his mother and seemingly, she loved kissing him. He looked forward to feeling her lip gloss coated, creamy lips on his lips. Only, over the years, what normally was just an appropriate peck on the lips grew longer. With today his special day, his birthday, her kiss grew even longer when Paul wrapped an arm around her slim waist, pulled her to him, and kissed her more passionately than he's ever kissed her before.
With his quickly emerging erection pushing against her soft belly, their kiss suddenly turned more sexual. Kissing her without probing her mouth with his tongue, he kissed her as if she was his girlfriend instead of his mother. Something he's wanted to do since forever, shocking even himself for taking advantage of his mother's kiss and making her affection more sexual by him getting an erection, even he couldn't believe that he kissed his mother in such an inappropriate way. More than that, perhaps as surprised as he was that he kissed her in such a way, he couldn't believe his mother didn't pull away from him.
Seemingly, unless he imagined it, she was enjoyed kissing him as much as he enjoyed kissing her. Something that's never happened before but for one time when they kissed after church, in of all places, the church parking lot, he enjoyed his kiss as much as she seemed to enjoy her kiss. Seemingly, she wanted to kiss him as much as he wanted to kiss her.
Truth be told, when alone in his room or in the bathroom, something he's imagined while masturbating over the imagined images of his mother, something he couldn't even imagine, her nightshirt clad body felt so good against his pajama clad body. She always wore a thin, light shirt to bed over her lacy bras and lacy panties. In the way that Lucille Ball, Donna Reed, and June Cleaver retired to bed wearing their bras and panties, his mother was modestly, old fashioned in that way too.
Sometimes she slept in her light shirt and just panties and no bra. Sometimes, a rare thing, perhaps when she was hot during the night, she just slept in her panties. With his mother's bedroom door always ajar for better air circulation, whenever going to bed late or waking up early, taking a detour to slowly walk by her room, he always peeked in to watch her sleeping. If only for him to have something to masturbate over later, he always looked to see what she wore to bed and what he could see of her. Sometimes when he was lucky, after she kicked off her covers, he got a darkened peek of her panty.
A sure sign that he was sexually attracted to his mother, a gross understatement, as soon as he pulled her to him and kissed her, in the way he'd kiss a woman who wasn't his mother, he had an erection that pressed against her soft belly. With the sensation of holding his mother in his arms while kissing her feeling so wonderful, he wondered if she could feel his cock hardening against her. With him imagining screwing her, it felt good to stealthily rub the head of his hardening cock against her tummy. With his long fingers poised on the top of her buttocks, his fingers traced the top elastic of her panty. He'd give anything to lower her panties with his teeth. As if he was her husband instead of her son, he was ready to move his hand down to grope her panty clad ass through her thin nightshirt.
Perhaps sensing the emerging sexual horniness of her son, his mother abruptly put a stop to his private, sexual moment with him rubbing his cock against her body. Then, when the tip of his tongue momentarily touched the tip of her tongue, she broke off his kiss when he tried to part her lips with his tongue. As if he had put his tongue in a sexual socket and electrocuted himself, dizzy with sexual delight, even he couldn't believe he had just tried to French kiss his mother while holding his mother in his arms. Even he couldn't believe how good it felt to touch her tongue with his. Even he couldn't believe how unbelievable it felt to slowly rub his erection up against her.
With his tongue touching her tongue lasting only a moment, that brief French kissing encounter was enough for him to imagine what it would be like to kiss her, really kiss her, and to French kiss her. He couldn't wait to return to his room to masturbate over the imagined thoughts of French kissing his mother. He couldn't wait to masturbate over the thoughts of touching her, feeling her, and fondling her while kissing her. With him making his move and now making his incestuous, sexual intentions known to her, he showed her his cards and now it was her turn to play or fold.
"I never thought this birthday would come," he said quickly changing the subject while feeling awkwardly uncomfortable that she broke off their kiss and gently pushed him away when he tried to French kiss her.
He was still reeling from the sexual excitement of trying to French kiss his mother. Something he's always thought about doing, as if it was an involuntarily movement, slipping her his tongue just happened. Now, when he looked at her, all he could see was her lips. Now, when she opened her mouth to speak, all he could see was her tongue. Perhaps with him coming of age, a man now, it was then that he sexually wanted his mother in the way that he never wanted her before.
Immediately erasing it from his mind whenever he thought of her rejecting his advances with him trying to French kiss her, more than her rejecting his advances, she rejected him. Obviously, she didn't want him in the way that he wanted her. Obviously, he was out of his mind with incestuous, sexual lust for his mother. Obviously, other than him being a testosterone filled horny, young man, there was really something wrong with him for him to try to French kiss his mother. Obviously, there was something seriously wrong with him for him to want to have sex with his mother. Only, with his sexual feelings for his mother never changing, other than burning more brightly than they ever did before, he's always wanted to have sex with his mother.
With his arm still around her, with her not pulling away from him, and with him standing so close to her that he could feel her heart beating, he looked down at her. Then, when she resisted him and gently pushed him away, the top of her partially unbuttoned nightshirt opened wide enough and long enough for him to see what he should never see of his mother and what he's always hoped to see of her beautiful body. At the right place, at the right time, he had a clear, down her nightshirt view of the tops of her beautiful breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her beautiful, lacy bra. He felt his cock twinge and throb its sexual approval in appreciation of the sexy view she had given him. As soon as his cock stiffened, hoping she did, he wondered if she felt his cock throb against her too.
With her always wearing lacy underthings, sexy bras and sexy panties, he loved his mother's feminine underwear. Regularly going through her lingerie whenever she wasn't home, he loved sniffing her dirty panties and feeling her worn bras. Nothing sexual there, his friends' mothers wore plain white bras and while granny panties but not his mother. His mother dressed more like a Victoria's Secret model than she did his respectable mother. He'd give anything for his mother to model her underwear.
"Paul, I bought some new panties and bras. May I model them for you," he imagined her saying while he masturbated himself.
When he looked down at her, with her no doubt knowing that she had just flashed her son a peek of the tops of her bra clad breasts and her long, line of sexy cleavage, she looked up at him as if asking him if he liked what he saw. Was she teasing him? Was she playing him? He wondered if this was her sexy game to play. He wondered if she lusted over wanting to have sex with him as much as he lusted over wanting to have sex with her.
With his erect cock still impaling her soft belly, she took a step back to stare down at his pajama clad erection in the way that he had stared at her nightgown clad breasts. Only, not ogling him in the way that he ogled her, with him always staring longer and harder, she was more subtle about her looking at his pajama clad erection. A bold and unexpected move, with him making the first move in kissing her longer and trying to part her lips with his tongue, he expected her to make the next move by opening her mouth to return his passion by accepting his tongue inside. When she didn't and with him not as sexually experience as his mother, he didn't know what else to do. Embarrassing himself, he felt as if he failed in seducing her.
What was he supposed to do now after his mother rejected his French kiss and seeming rejected him as her incestuous lover? The one woman that he loved so very much, his whole world was crushed. Barely a man, he was just an 18-year-old boy and she was his mother of all people. With her doing the right thing by not allowing him to part her lips and in gently albeit forcefully pushing him away after he lost his mind to his hormones by trying to French kiss her, it was up to her to take control of this situation before it erupted into more. Only, what Paul thought was her rejection, perhaps was her needing a minute to realize what had just happened before taking the step of no return across the imaginary line of mother and son incestuous sex.
Because she's so sexy and because he's so in love with his mother, with his judgment twistedly impaired, he wondered if maybe all of this time he had been misreading her loving signals as sexual. Maybe all of this time she wasn't giving him sexual signals at all. Maybe all of this time she was just giving him the affection and attention that any mother would give her adult son. Maybe all of this time he was wrong about her in thinking that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. With her always kissing him on the lips and with him suddenly thinking that her signals were signs that she sexually wanted him, maybe because he's so crazy horny for his mother, he's imagining what's not there.
Now what? After he played his cards and lost, what does he do now? He felt so stupid. He felt so perversely perverted. He just wanted to run in his room and hide. Not knowing what else to do, he felt as if he had crashed the family car or lost the family dog by trying to take sexual advantage of his mother. What's wrong with him? How could he do such a thing? How can he possibly repair the great mother and son relationship they had before he lost his mind to incest?
* * * * *
Normally she wears a robe over her nightshirt but this morning, strangely enough, as if sexually teasing him and incestuously enticing him, perhaps in honor of his 18th birthday, she wasn't wearing a robe. Curiously odd that she wasn't wearing a robe, he only wished she was wearing one of her sheer, nearly transparent, nightgowns without a robe that he routinely imagined her wearing while masturbating over the imagined image of her. Only, even though she has a drawer full of sexy nightgowns, she never wears a nightgown. Not nearly as sexy as one of her nearly transparent nightgowns, perhaps she always wears her thin, short nightshirts instead.
This morning however, she wore her short, partially unbuttoned, light blue, cotton nightshirt. With her wearing her nightshirt without the modesty of a robe, her nightshirt clung to her shapely body like Saran wrap caressing a dinner plate. Every shapely curve of her was highlighted by her clinging nightshirt. Every time he saw her in her nightshirt, he imagined how sexy she'd look wearing one of his partially unbuttoned shirts. Maybe a throwback to the movies of the sixties when women donned their lovers' shirts after making love to them, she felt sexier wearing a nightshirt more than she would wearing a nightgown.
With her dark hair and dark eyes complimenting and contrasting the light color of her nightshirt, she looked like a Greek Goddess. If only she wasn't his mother, there'd be little wrong with a young man lusting over an older woman. As if she was standing there topless, the tight, thin material of her nightshirt caressed her bra clad breasts in the way he wished he could with his horny hands. In the way he had imagined seeing her in her sexy nightshirt so often when masturbating himself, instead of merely imagining it, he could discern the entire bulbous shape of her 36C breasts. As if she was deliberately teasing him by showing him more of her beautiful body than he's ever see of her before, there was just a thin piece of material between her shapely underwear clad body, between his horny hands, and between his pajama clad cock. A good time to play strip poker with her, she was only wearing three articles of clothes, her nightshirt, panty, and her bra.
Making sexual matters even more frustrating, normally, he wears underwear beneath his pajamas but this morning, for some unbeknownst reason, he didn't. With him not wearing underwear beneath his pajama bottoms, he felt wickedly sexual. Normally, his mother wears a bathrobe over her nightshirt but this morning, for some unbeknownst reason, she didn't. Actually, with them both inappropriately attired, they were a mother and son incestuous situation waiting to happen.
With his sister away at college and his Dad piloting the friendly skies somewhere over the west coast, he was alone with his mother on the east coast. As if his secret sexual desire had finally come true on his birthday, as his birthday wish, this was his chance to seduce his mother. At the very least, this was his chance to hopefully make out with his mother. An opportunity that he may never have again, this was his chance to touch her, to feel her, to grope her, and to fondle her sexy nightshirt clad body while kissing and kissing her. Only, with her already rejecting his French kiss, he was at a loss as to what to do now.
"With this your special day, with you having already opened your birthday gifts last night, and having already blown out the candles of your birthday cake to make your wish," she said while pausing to make eye contact with him. She gave him a smile that lit up her whole face. She always looked so very much prettier when she smiled. "What would you like to do today?"
* * * * *
What would he like to do today? Are you kidding me? Boy was that ever a loaded question. His brain was afire with all the sexual things that he'd love to do with his mother. He so wanted to blurt out all that he wanted to do with her today. He wanted to kiss his mother, really kiss his mother, French kiss his mother, and make out with his mother. Without all of the pretenses that they were mother and son getting in the way of their kissing, touching feeling, groping, fondling, and hugging, he wanted to strip her naked while she stripped him naked.
What he wanted to do for his birthday was to touch and feel her everywhere while making out with her before having sex with his mother. He wanted her to touch his cock, to hold his cock, and to stroke his cock. He wanted her to suck his cock after he licked her pussy and made sweet love to her before fucking her. Just because she was his mother didn't stop him from sexually wanting her. Just because she was his mother didn't stop him from trying to seduce her to make his sexual fantasy his sexual reality.
Something that mothers were good at doing, ignoring the bad behavior of their precious sons, seemingly, she ignored that he had just tried to French kiss her. He wondered what she was thinking after he tried parting her lips with his tongue. Only and obviously, sticking straight out as if it was his spear of love, the elephant in the room still remained when he developed an erection that tented his pajama bottoms. Then, when her nipples hardened enough for him to see them through her bra and through her nightshirt that she had big nipples, he wondered if she was a sexually aroused as he was.
As if it was a mirror image, the stiffness of his cock reflected the sexual desire that he had for his mother in the way that the erectness of her nipples showed the sexual desire she had for her son. In the way that he was glancing down at her big tits, he caught her glancing down at his engorged prick more than once. If only she would show him what she was thinking, he'd show her what he was thinking too. Being that sex takes two to play, one can't play without the other and right now, after she thwarted his sexual advances in wanting to French kiss her, it was a standoff with neither one wanting to make the first move.
With his father never home and always flying passengers across the country, maybe she's just as horny and sexually frustrated as he is. A sexual fantasy that he routinely had when masturbating himself, he'd like to think that she wanted him as much as he wanted her. With those sexual thoughts in mind, not ready to take no for an answer, he persisted in his need to bed his mother. If only seeing how far he could go with her and how much he could get away with, and if nothing more than fodder for his masturbation session later, he made his sexual desire for her clear.
Only, careful in how he approached her, as if she was rigged with explosives and in the curvaceousness of her sexy body, she was wired and ready to explode his brain with sexual desire. He wondered what she'd do if he reached out and touched and felt her breast. He'd like nothing more than to cup her bra clad breast in his hand while French kissing her. Would she allow him to touch her and feel her or would she push him away again in the way that she did when he tried to French kiss her?
Taking his sexual seduction a step further, he wondered what she'd do if he reached out and fingered the obvious erect impression of her nipples through her nightshirt and through her bra. Would she allow him to feel her breasts while fingering her nipples nor would she slap his hand away? With his mother having beautiful C cup breasts, he's always been enamored with his mother's tits. What did he want to do for his birthday? He love nothing more than to feel her breasts, finger her nipples, see her tits, and suck her tits.



He wondered what she'd do if he reached around behind her to feel, fondle, and squeeze her panty clad ass through her nightshirt in the way he's seen his father do so very many times. Would she allow him to have his sexy way with her ass or would she swat his hand away? With his mother having such a round, firm, sexy ass, as much as he'd love to feel her tits, he'd love to feel her ass too. What would he like to do for his birthday? He'd love to make out with his mother while feeling her bra clad breasts and panty clad ass through her nightshirt while French kissing her.
He wondered what she'd do if he grabbed her wrist and put her hand on his cock. He'd love nothing more than for her to feel his pajama clad erection. He wondered if she'd touch him in the way that he'd love for her to touch him. He wondered if she'd reach her hand inside his pajama and pull out his cock. If she did pull out his cock, he wondered if she'd stroke him. If she stroked him, he wondered if she'd fall to her knees to suck him before fucking him or would she slap his face and ask him to leave her house? He'd love nothing more than to look down at his mother looking up at him with her big green eyes and with his hard, hairy cock buried in her beautiful mouth.
"Happy Birthday Paul," he imagined his mother removing his cock from her mouth long enough to wish him a happy birthday as she blew him.
* * * * *
"I told you already what I wanted for my birthday," he said baiting her while staring at the sudden, even bigger impressions her nipples made though the thin, shiny material of her nightshirt.
Damn, she has such big nipples. If only she'd kiss him, really kiss him, French kiss him, he'd do anything to touch and feel her breasts while kissing her. He'd do anything to finger her nipples before sucking her nipples. He'd do anything to see her topless and/or naked. Imagining him on top of her with her legs spread, he'd do anything to have sex with his mother. He'd love nothing more than to screw his mother.
"You did?"
With a confused look on her face as if trying to recall what he had already ask her for his birthday, he watched her brush back her dark brown hair with a toss of her pretty hand and with her practice hand that always positioned every strand of her hair neatly in place. He recognized and realized her practiced move of fixing her hair whenever she was nervous. With him having to play this game of sexual seduction, he knew that she knew what he wanted for his birthday.
"Yes Mother, I did," he said.
She looked at him as if he was mistaken.
"You told me already what you wanted for your birthday? You did?"
Either she really didn't remember or she was so shocked by his birthday request that she put it out of her mind.
"Yes, mother, I told you," he said hiding his exasperation along with his sexual frustration.
Maybe this was his sign that she didn't sexually want him in the way that he sexually wanted her, he was disappointed that she didn't remember.
"I'm sorry, Paul, but I don't remember you telling me what you wanted to do on your birthday," she said. "Tell me again," she said flashing him her beautiful, big smile. "What would you like to do for your birthday?"
If reading her body language correctly, instead of folding her arms across her breasts to hide her hard, erect nipples, they were already casting their votes that they wanted him to not only finger them but also to suck them. Or misreading her again, maybe she was just cold. A more than subtle sign, she twirled her shoulder length, brown hair with her fingers while looking at him with what he hoped was sexual lust. Going for broke and with this his birthday, a day that she seldom denied him any special request that he made, he blurted out what he so wanted for his birthday.
"I want to make out with you," he said with a leering look and looking at her as if she was already naked.
As if making light of the situation and not taking her son seriously, she laughed uncomfortably. If only he said what he really wanted to say, I want to screw you, he wondered what she'd say to that.
"Make out with me?" She made an involuntary face as if she had eaten something bitter and bobbed back her head as if she was ducking a fly that dive bombed her face.
"Yes," he said. "That's what I'd like for my birthday, to make out with you."
Now or never, as if he was waiting for his winning numbers to be drawn on the lottery, he stared at his mother with all the pent up sexual excitement that he had for her.
"I thought you were joking," she said reaching her hand to close the top of her partially unbuttoned nightshirt while laughing nervously.
Seemingly acting so modest so as to not flash her son the tops of her breasts, her cleavage, and her bra again, if she was suddenly feeling embarrassed he'd think that she'd button her shirt instead of leaving it unbuttoned all the way down to the top of her bra.
"I wouldn't joke about something like that, something that I don't take lightly, my physical attraction to you," he said going for broke by saying how he truly felt about her.
He wanted to say sexual attraction but changed it to physical attraction at the last second.
"Why would an 18-year-old young man want to make out with a 44-year-old woman?"
She laughed a nervous little laugh. As if trying to read him to discern if he was serious or not, she looked at him looking at her. If someone was to take the ambient temperature of the room, it had just increased by ten degrees. Needless to say, they were both hot.
"Because older women are sexy. You're sexy. And with you being my mother, you're a MILF," he said wishing he hadn't said that as soon as he said it.
Shit! He wished he hadn't said that, called his mother a MILF. Hoping she'd ignore his misspoken word in the way she ignored him trying to French kiss her and in the way that she ignored his erection, he was embarrassed yet somehow relieved when she didn't.
"A MILF?" As if he was speaking a foreign language, she looked at him with confusion. "What's a MILF?"
Wanting to position her in front of her full length mirror, you're a MILF he wanted to say but didn't. You're a mother that I'd like to fuck he thought while thinking how to explain himself. You're my mother and I'd like to screw you, he so wanted to say. I'd love nothing more than to strip you naked, push you back on your bed, and pound your pussy on my birthday Mom.
"Um, MILF means, um, a mother that I'd like to fuck," he said feeling himself turning red.
As soon as he gave her the explanation, he watched her reaction to see what he could discern from her facial expressions and/or her body language. He imagined her on her knees and stroking his cock before sucking his cock. He imagined himself on top of her and making love to her. As soon as he gave her the explanation, he imagined her on top of him screwing him. With her breasts bouncing and swaying, he imagined reaching up to harness them as if his hands were her bra cups. He imagined spinning her around, raising her short nightshirt, pulling down her lacy panties, and taking her doggie style. He wondered what she sounded like when having sex when cumming. He wondered what she acted like when in the throes of making love.
"You'd like to fuck me?" She asked him the question as if inviting him to fuck her. "Is that it?"
Normally his mother doesn't use the word fuck. Generally she refers to sexual intercourse as making love, something that only a husband and wife does. If she uses any slang at all in regards to fucking, she'd use the word screwing. Yet, because the word he used was MILF, she altered her preferred word choice from screw to fuck.
As soon as she asked her question, her face turned red and he couldn't tell if she was sexually excited or angry with him. A subtle sign that she wanted him, he hoped, she wrapped her hair around her fingers again while looking at him looking at her. He watched her screwing her dark brown hair around her finger in the way that he'd love to screw her dark brown pussy. He wondered what she was thinking. With her nipples so big, so hard, and so erect, he wondered if she was sexually excited or just cold.
In the way he couldn't help himself from staring at her erect nipples, he caught her looking down at his erect cock again. If he was to hazard a guess, he'd guess his mother was just as horny as he was but the million dollar question was, did she want him as much as he wanted her? Hoping to find that out, he didn't know. There was only one way to know. He needed to pressure her for him to find out if she was just cold or horny.
"Yes, I mean, no, sorry. I didn't mean it that way. It's just a saying. It just slipped out and I'm sorry I said that," he said.
He felt embarrassed. He felt perverted. Only, he wasn't sorry he had said that. He wasn't sorry that he called his mother a MILF. If anything, she was a MILF. If anything, he was happy to get that out in the open that he wanted to not only fuck his mother but also he wanted to screw his mother after making love to her.
She laughed. Only, perhaps a mixture of both, he couldn't tell if her laugh was sexy or embarrassed. Was she laughing because she was happy or was she laughing because she was uncomfortable?
"Apology accepted," she said. "So, tell me, what do you really want to do for your birthday?"
To be continued...
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Paul receives the only thing he wants for his 18th birthday, to make out with his mother.
Now that he confessed that not only did he want to make out with his mother but also that he wanted to fuck her, he had everything laid out there on the table. With no more sexual secrets to confess and with his cards all played, he was vulnerably exposed. As if he was a man instead of her 18-year-old son, she was looking at him differently now, with more interest, sexual interest, he hoped.
Was she considering granting him his birthday wish by allowing him to make out with her? If he was reading her correctly, surprised that he did, seemingly he had gotten to her. Now instead of seeing her as his mother, he looked at her as if she was Ashley, his lover.
She had a look on her face that he had never seen before. With her mouth open a little, she stared back at him as if she was Bambi caught in oncoming car headlights. If he was to hazard a guess, he'd guess that she was beginning to become sexually aroused by the thought of him not only making out with her but also possibly making love to her. With him unable to think that far ahead and with him being more realistic in the return of his sexual desire, he'd be happy just to French kiss her while feeling her. Yet, she continued looking at him in the way that women looked at his friends in a bar before leaving with them.
"I already told you what I wanted for my birthday and I wasn't joking. I'd really like to make out with you," he said again with a nonchalant shrug while trying to act as if it was no big deal for his mother to kiss her son and her son to make out with his mother.
As if she was a robot and he had just short circuited her, she stared at him without saying anything. What seemed like uncomfortably long minutes of silence was only several sexually exciting seconds of them staring at one another. With him having the incestuous thoughts of finally making out with his mother while feeling her shapely body for his birthday, he wondered if she shared his thoughts. Then, when she finally spoke again, speaking to him as if he was a deranged lunatic in a mental hospital who seemingly wanted to be deemed normal, she was more careful with her words choice.
"When you say making out with me," she said pausing again. "Do you mean kissing me in the way that a man kisses a woman and not in the way that a mother would kiss her son? Do you mean French kissing me?"
As soon as she said French kissing her, he imagined burying his tongue in his mother's mouth while reaching around her to grab her nightshirt and panty clad ass, before reaching up to feel her nightshirt and bra clad breasts while fingering her erect nipples. While kissing and kissing her, he imagined reaching down in front of her, lifting tails of her nightshirt and, cupping her pussy through her panty, taking the temperature of her sexual arousal by feeling her between her legs. Imagining her lost in his kisses in the way that he'd be lost in her kisses, he imagined pushing her back on the couch, on the coffee table, or on the living room carpet and removing her panties to make love to her. He'd love nothing more than to mount his mother, hump his mother, and screw his mother. After always imagining her sucking him, he always imagined fucking his mother as the last thing he thought of when masturbating before cumming.
"Yes," he said.
With him imagining being lost in her kisses while touching her and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother, bringing him back to reality, she suddenly burst his bubble with her negative and seemingly final words.
"Paul, I can't do that. I can't kiss you in the way that I kiss your father," she said looking at him as if she was already considering the possibility of French kissing him and making out with her son.
Even with her saying no, her eyes were saying yes and he so wanted to take her in his arms and kiss her, French kiss her while touching and feeling her everywhere. Even if he tried to force her, after already having had a sexual fantasy of touching her and feeling her while kissing her extinguished by her saying no, he couldn't conceal his disappointment. Nonetheless he persevered in asking her his question. With him not to be denied, with this his special day, this request to make out with his mother was his birthday wish after all.
"Why not? I don't understand," he said. "You asked me what I wanted to do for my birthday and making out with you is what I want to do."
Not even daring to ask her but imagining it nonetheless, as a consolation, he wondered if she'd masturbate him instead of kissing him. He suddenly imagined his mother's hand wrapped around his erect prick while she stroked him. He imagined cumming all over her hand and her wishing him a happy birthday.
"Happy Birthday Paul," he imagined her smiling at him while staring at his stiff prick as she wiped his cum from her hand with a tissue.
Some of the female friends with benefits that he had didn't think that there was anything wrong with masturbating a man they weren't dating him while he kissed her and felt her breasts, her ass, and fingered her pussy. Taking it one step further, if she agreed to masturbate him, maybe she'd suck him too. The female friends with benefits that he had didn't even consider giving a man a blowjob sex. Wishing his mother would have a different mindset when thinking about making out with him and possibly having sex with him, he wished his mother was his very special female friend with benefits.
Continuing his sexual fantasy, if she agreed to suck him, maybe she'd screw him too. Suddenly taken with his perverse, incestuous thoughts of having sex with his mother, if she wouldn't even kiss him, there'd be no way that she'd stroke him, suck him, and/or make love to him before fucking him. Her agreeing to make out with him, was the first step in a long process of sexually exciting things that they could do together whenever his father and sister weren't around. He'd like nothing more than to take their mother and son relationship to a more sexual level.
"Because that would be wrong Paul. That would be incestuous of me to kiss you in that sexual way," she said.
Unable to remove the thoughts of her closing her eyes to kiss him while surrendering him her tongue, he couldn't remove the thoughts from his mind of French kissing his mother. He couldn't remove the idea from his mind of feeling his mother's body while kissing his mother's lips. Something he's wanted to do with his mother for as long as he could remember, this was her chance to not only make his sexual fantasy come true but also to give her son his birthday wish.
Not ready to take no for an answer, it was now or never. Either his mother wanted him as much as he wanted her or she didn't. Either way, he needed to know if he could make her change her mind about making out with him.
* * * * *
"I want you to teach me," he said deciding to try a different and possibly a more realistic approach in the sexual seduction of his mother.
With her once a high school English Literature teacher before marrying his father, maybe he could reach her on her level with him needing to be educated in the ways of the world. In the ways of a man needing to know what it's like to be sexually intimate with a woman, maybe he could persuade her by her thinking of him as her student instead of her thinking of him as her son.
"Teach you?" She looked at him as if he had just unlocked the secret, sexy way to seduce his mother. "Teach you what?"
In the way she asked her question, he could tell that he had already piqued her curiosity. At that point, he imagined her as his teacher instead of his mother and himself as her pupil instead of her son. He imagined them naked while she gave him a graphically explicit, X-rated, sex education class. Maybe she could justify making out with him by teaching him about the birds and the bees. Maybe she could justify allowing him to feel her sexy body, if she thought that she was helping him by giving him a life lesson about what women want and what women need instead of seducing him.
"Too busy with my studies while trying to get that college scholarship," he said playing the poor me card by hitting on her inherent motherly sympathy. "I haven't been with a woman," he said lying to his mother with sad eyes and a pitiful expression. "I'm embarrassed to say that I'm a virgin," he said lying again. "Now that I received my scholarship and will start college in September, I don't know the first thing about women and about sex," he said.
Looking inspired and hopefully assuming the role in her responsibility to teach her son all about sex, she now looked at him as a sculptor would look at a block of granite, an artist would look at a blank canvas, or a writer would look at a new page. If not her sexual slave, he wished he could be her sexual model for her to create in him in whatever image she needed for her to have sex with him. Forget about having sex with her, hopefully she would at least agree to make out with him.
He wondered if his mother would be interested in creating him and molding him to her sexual liking. Just as he wouldn't mind posing naked for his mother while she dressed and/or undressed him, he wouldn't mind his mother teaching him how to finger and lick her pussy while she kissed him and kissed her. Only, with her having reservations in even French kissing him, he had serious doubts that any of that would happen until she surprised him with what she said next.
"Well, that's different," she said. "Perhaps I can explain some things to you about women that your father would be unable to explain," she said.
Opening the door a little by inviting him inside, it was up to him to stick his foot in the door so that she wouldn't slam it shut on him again.
"I'd like that mother," he said.
Baby steps. Obviously, for him to get her when he needed her to be, he needed to take baby steps with her. If it wasn't enough that she was his mother and that he was asking her to have an incestuous relationship by wanting her to make out with him on his birthday, he was asking her to have the modern, friends with benefits, sexuality of someone his age. He needed to keep in mind that she was from a different, more sexually innocent generation. He was forgetting that when she slept, she didn't even remove her bra and/or panty but covered herself with her nightshirt. Then, as if she was talking about her husband to one of her girlfriends instead of talking about his father to him, she further surprised him by taking him in her confidence.
"Like father like son," she said with a little laugh. "Seemingly, too busy working, your father doesn't know much about women either," she said with a laugh, this time a sad, little laugh. "With him working with all of those attractive stewardesses and with some female passengers thinking that a pilot is a real catch and some sort of sexual trophy, I'd think that he'd be more sexually experienced than he is but he's not," she said as if talking to herself while playing with her hair again. "Hard to believe in this day and age, but I don't think he's ever cheated on me," she said with a look of guilt on her face.
It was then he wondered if his mother had cheated on his father. Or was her look of guilt for what she was thinking or for what she was about to do with him? In not so many words, she just confessed that she was sexually frustrated and sexually unfulfilled. Taking up the line by reeling her in, he needed to be more explicit in his request. With her nipples still making their erect appearance through her bra and through her nightshirt, he needed to know if she was just as horny as she was sexually frustrated. He needed to know if she was ready to begin a more fulfilling sexual relationship with him.
"Only..." he said.
"Only, what?" She looked at him in the way he hoped she'd look at him.
With him baiting his hook, she looked at him with interest not as a mother would look at her son but as a woman would look at a man, her potential lover of a man.
"I was hoping for more than just an explanation mother," he said making solid eye contact with her so that he could watch her reaction to his sexual request.
Staring at her as if she was naked, he stared at the hard, erect impressions that her nipples made in her nightgown until she finally covered them by folding her arms across her breasts.
"More of an explanation? Paul, you're making me uncomfortable with not only your words but also with your leers," she said. "I feel as if you're undressing me with your eyes," she said.
Certainly, in the way he was wantonly looking at her, incestuously leering at her, and sexually lusting over her, he was, indeed, undressing her with his eyes. With her sitting on his face or with his cock buried in her mouth, if only she knew how uncomfortable he wanted to make her, he wondered what she'd say then. He wondered if she'd slap his face or welcome his sexual advances if he dared to tell her what he was thinking and what he was imagining them doing sexually. He wondered what she'd do if only she knew what he was thinking. Would she say yes or no to his sexual requests? There was only one way to find out her answer to his unasked questions.
"You said that because today is my birthday that I could do anything that I wanted on my birthday," he said.
He imagined her agreeing to him stripping off her nightshirt and having her parade around him in her lacy bra and panties while wishing him a Happy Birthday. He imagined her taking him into her bedroom to teach him all about sex by not telling him about sex but showing him about sex. He imagined his mother seducing him as much as he wanted to seduce her. He imagined her allowing him to lick her pussy before she sucked his cock. He imagined screwing his mother before fucking his mother. He imagined her making her his sexual bitch in the way that he wanted to make her his sexual whore.
"Within reason Paul," she said with another nervous laugh.
Now that he's seen the big impressions that her nipples made through her bra and nightshirt, he wondered what she looked like topless. Trying to imagine her without her nightshirt, her bra, and her panty, he wondered what his mother looked like naked. He wondered what she felt like in his arms while he kissed her, touched her, and felt her while she only wore her bra and panties. He wondered what she'd feel like in his arms when wearing only her bra and panty before he wondered what she'd feel like in his arms if she was naked. He wondered if she ever sexually thought of him in the way that he always sexually thought of her.
"What I want for my birthday is for you to take me to your bedroom and make out with me as if you're my girlfriend and I'm your boyfriend," he said. "I've never French kissed a woman Mom," he said lying again. "Other than kissing grandma, my aunt, and you, I've never kissed a woman on the lips. I'm embarrassed to say that I don't even know how to properly kiss a woman," he said looking at her as if looking at his teacher while asking for her help. "Will you at least teach me how to properly kiss a woman?"
There was a long pause while they stared at one another. Then, she spoke as if agreeing to take him to the toy store for his birthday to buy him a toy. The only toys that he wanted to play with was his mother's lips, his mother's tits, his mother's ass, and his mother's pussy. On this day, his 18th birthday, the only toy that he wanted to play with was her and the only toy that he wanted her to play with was his cock. At that moment in time, he didn't want anything or anyone other than his mother.
She stared at him without talking. They stared at one another without either one saying a single word. As if they remained like that for an hour, their silence was no more than a minute. He hoped the sexual heat that burned inside of him burned inside of his mother too. He hoped that his mother was as agreeable to making out with him as he was needing and wanting to make out with her.
"Okay, sure. I can do that for you. I can teach you how to properly kiss a woman but you must promise me that we can't do any more than that. Also and more importantly, you must promise me that you'll never tell your father, your sister, or anyone that we kissed in that inappropriate, incestuous, sexual way," she said.
He looked at her looking at him in the way that he's never seen his mother look at him before. She looked at him as if she was hungry. She looked at him as if she was thinking about being naughty. She looked at him as if she was no longer his mother and he was no longer her son. She looked at him with as much sexual passion as he looked at her.
"Don't worry Mom, it will be our secret," said Paul. "I promise not to try anything more than kissing you. I promise not to tell anyone that you allowed me to make out with you on my birthday."
Already breaking his promise in his mind, he imagined feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples while kissing and kissing her. He imagined going up the back of her short nightshirt not only to expose her panty clad ass but also to feel her beautiful, tight, little ass through her panty. He imagined going up the front of her short nightgown to finger her dark, brown trimmed pussy through her lacy panties. Actually, with him never seeing her pussy, he had no idea if she was bald, trimmed, or bushy. He just figured she was trimmed.
"It's isn't as if we're going to be making out Paul. It's just a kiss or two for demonstration purposes only," she said. "Totally respectable in our intensions, as if I was teaching you how to dance with a woman, it's just me teaching you how to kiss a woman.
What may just be a kiss to her wasn't just a kiss to him. What she imagined was demonstration purposes only was his intended for practical applications, namely to have sex with his mother. This was something serious good. This was the start of something beautiful.
"Just give me a minute to get dressed," she said.
Get dressed? He panicked. He didn't want her to get dressed. No way. If anything, he'd prefer she got undressed. Picturing her wearing jeans and a turtleneck sweater beneath a bulletproof vest, there was no way that he wanted her changing out of her thin nightshirt other than to don a sheer nightgown without wearing her bra and panties.
"No," he said. "The way you are dressed in your nightshirt is just fine. We can leave the light off if you're more comfortable."
As if he was a blind man who could finally see, he imagined reaching for her and groping her in the dark.
"Okay," she said.
Taking him by the hand, Ashley escorted her son into her bedroom as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mother and son. She took him in her bedroom as if her son was some, strange man she invited home after making his acquaintance in a bar, something she's done in the past, years ago, when she had a babysitter watching her children and when her husband was flying. With her husband gone all the time, they didn't have the happiest marriage and/or the closet relationship. Their children and this house is what cemented them together. Who knows what will happen to them when their children move away to start a life of their own?
* * * * *
She slipped off her slippers and climbed on the bed like the lady she is and without revealing too much of herself while he slipped off his slippers and moved beside her. Always sitting close to her when on the couch while watching a movie, this was the first time that he sat close to her when they were nearly naked and in bed. With him not wearing any underwear beneath his pajama pants, she was nearly fully dressed with her wearing a panty and a bra beneath her nightshirt.
Hoping to see something that he shouldn't see of her with her flaying her arms and legs in laughter, it took all the control he had not to tickle her. His mother had a pretty laugh and he loved watching her when she was happy enough to laugh. Yet, not satisfied with seeing a quick flash of her panty and/or bra in the dark, he was hoping to see more than that. He not only wanted to see her bra and panty but also he wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her.



"So," he said playing mister innocent when he wasn't so innocent at all.
"So," she said.
Obviously, they were both awkwardly nervous. If he was ten years older, he'd be deemed a pervert. If he was twenty years older, he'd be deemed a letch. If he was thirty years older, he'd be deemed a degenerate. If he was forty years older and more, he'd be considered a dirty, old man. Giving him much to look forward too, right now he just wanted to be on top and inside of his mother.
"If I'm in bed with a woman, what do I do? Do I just start kissing her or—"
With his eyes quickly adjusting to the dark, he could see her. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She looked at him to give him a patient smile that only a mother would give her son. He so wanted to kiss her. He couldn't wait to kiss her. This time, he wondered if she'd let him part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her.
"I suppose if you're at a party and have been drinking and find yourself in bed with a woman, you'll probably just start kissing her but unlike men, women need to be in the mood first," she said.
"I should be so lucky. I'm not popular enough to be invited to parties," he said lying again.
"Don't worry. You will," she said patting his knees.
"Okay, so we're in bed, now what?"
"Well for starters, where men don't need much foreplay, men must understand that women need to warm up before having sex. We want to talk first to see if there's more of an emotional connection than just a mere sexual attraction. Where a sexual attraction is enough for a man, unless the woman is a slut and/or a whore, being sexually attracted to someone isn't enough for a woman to begin a lasting relationship."
If only she knew how so very much he was sexually attracted to her, it's unfortunate that their connection is that she's his mother and he's her son.
"I see," he said staring more at her lips than listening to her words.
He had this nearly uncontrollable to not only kiss her but also to stick his tongue in her mouth so that she'd stop talking and just start kissing.
"Then, along with kissing, we need to be touched, felt, complimented, and adored."
She smiled at him while instructing him on how to become a sexual man. Huh? Wait. Back up. What did she just say about needing to be touched, felt, complimented, and adored? Was she hinting that she wanted to be touched, felt, complimented, and adored while he kissed her? Being that he already adored her and loved complimenting her, it would be no problem for him to touch and feel her. Oh, boy, he couldn't believe he was in bed with his mother with her talking about being kissed, touched, felt, complimented, and adored.
"I see," he said. "I can do that. I can talk to a woman. I'm comfortable talking to women but it never goes beyond that."
She looked at him with love and he looked at her with lust.
"So you need to know not only what it feels like to kiss a woman, French kiss a woman, but also how to kiss a woman? Is that it?"
Eager to kiss her mouth, he stared at her lips.
"Yes," he said.
He was shocked that he was able to convince her to get in bed with him. More than that, he was shocked that his mother already told him that women need to be felt, touched, complimented, and adored while being kissed. He couldn't wait to kiss her while touching her, feeling her, complimenting her, and adoring her. A very good and telling sign, he watched lean to the side of the bed to reach to her nightstand, pickup her lipstick, and coat her lips. He couldn't believe she put on lipstick.
Feeling so creamy soft, he loved kissing her when she just coated her lips with lipstick. This was it. This was really it. All for the sake of educating him in what to do when in bed with a woman, she was going to not only allow him to kiss her but also she was going to return his kiss. Who knows, maybe she'll even allow him to touch and feel her too?
"Well, kiss me as if you were kissing a woman who sexually interests you," she said. "From there I can tell what you're doing wrong."
If only she knew that he was about to kiss the only woman that sexually interested him, he wondered what she'd say. Depending how well their make out session when, he'd loved to confess to her that he wanted no one else but her. This was it. This was really it. The first step in a long seduction, he was about to make out with his mother while, hopefully touching and feeling her shapely body. Different in how he was about to kiss her, for the first time he was not only going to kiss his mother as if he was her lover instead of her son but she was going to kiss him as if she was his lover instead of his mother.
"Okay," he said.
Moving one leg over her leg, he planted a kiss on her lips while slowly humping her as if he was a pack leader and she was his bitch. Then, when he tried to part her lips again with his tongue while feeling her breast in the palm of his hand, she pushed him away.
"Wait. Stop. Gees, Paul. Slow down. We need to discuss some ground rules first," she said.
She looked at him as if he had just violated her and in reality, he had.
"What? What did I do wrong?"
Instead of being more respectful that she was his mother, he looked at her as if he was having a good time with a prostitute.
"First of all, I'm not some woman you picked up at a party or at a bar, I'm your mother. Don't get on me in the way that you did," she said pushing his leg off of her while straightening her nightshirt.
"Sorry Mom," he said.
"And don't grope me in the way you did when trying to kiss me. Allow the kiss to progress naturally before you try to French kiss me and before you touch me, feel me, and hump me," she said with a laugh. "Not that you should ever hump your mother," she said laughing again.
"Sorry Mom," he said again.
"It's okay. You did nothing wrong, by humping my leg and feeling my breast while kissing me. You only did what comes natural to a man," she said.
He felt her tit. He couldn't believe he just felt his mother's tit. Did she just give him her permission to touch her and feel her while kissing her? He imagined touching her and feeling her everywhere. He imagined being on top of her not just humping her but pile driving her into her mattress. He imagined bending her over and humping her as if he was a dog and she was his bitch.
"Okay," he said. "Sorry."
Starting all over again, this was the most fun he's had while not masturbating.
"Now kiss me but more gently this time. Put some romance behind it, instead of just sexual lust," she said. "Take it slow. Don't just grab me and grope me while kissing me and while trying to stick your tongue in my mouth. Kiss me first as if you not only like me but want me."
Even in the dark he could see her closing her eyes while ready to be kissed. Obviously, even in the dark she could see that he was lusting over her.
"Okay," he said. "Got it."
Paul leaned into his mother and without moving his leg over her leg, he kissed her. For the first time she returned his kiss and then when he parted her lips with his tongue, she didn't resist. She allowed him to French kiss her. He couldn't believe he was French kissing his mother and she was French kissing him. She willingly surrendered him her tongue. He couldn't believe it.
It was Heavenly French kissing his mother and just as sexually exciting as he imagined it would be. Surrendering him her tongue, he was French kissing his mother and she was French kissing her son. He needed to repeat it in his mind to believe it. He was not only French kissing his mother but she was French kissing him too. A long time sexual fantasy come true, he'll be masturbating over this moment for the rest of his life.
Then, something that most men feel compelled to do when in bed with a woman and French kissing her, when he moved his hand to her breast again, he felt her stiffen. She froze. Maybe kissing her, French kissing her, was one thing but touching her breast and feeling her breasts was entirely something else. Seemingly, at first, she didn't mind her son feeling her breast while French kissing her until he started fingering her nipple.
"Paul, please don't. Stop. That's quite enough. You mustn't do that," she said scolding him.
He couldn't believe that not only did he feel his mother's tit but also he fingered her nipple. Her nipple was so big and so hard. He'll be masturbating over feeling her tit and fingering her nipple later tonight and forever. While replaying in his mind over again he kissing his mother while feeling her up, no doubt he'll be masturbating over this moment for years.
"Do what?"
Playing Mickey the Dunce and acting as if he didn't know what he had done, he acted so innocent, he knew what he did and what she didn't want him to do.
"I don't mind you feeling my breasts while French kissing me, really I don't, being that would be something you'd naturally and certainly do when making out with a woman, but you mustn't finger my nipple in the way you just did," she said.
Seriously? As if she just gave him her permission to feel her tits, she doesn't mind him feeling her breasts so long as he doesn't finger her nipples? Yet, with her denying him the pleasure of him feeling her nipples, feeling her nipples was the best part of feeling her tits. Not feeling her nipples was like a Twinkie that didn't have cream inside. Not allowing him to feel her nipples was akin to opening a beautifully wrapped birthday gift box and finding nothing inside.
"Why not?"
He looked at her while replaying kissing her and feeling her tit in his mind.
"Because you just shouldn't," she said.
He looked at her while replaying fingering her nipple in his mind.
"Why? I don't understand," he said.
Being that he already had an erection, he wished his mother would reach her hand down to feel his cock through his pajama bottoms in the way that he just felt her tit through her nightshirt and bra. He wouldn't forbade her from feeling his cock in the way that she was forbidding him from feeling her nipples.
"Because my nipples are my erogenous zones and you fingering my nipple in that way would sexually excite me," she said. "With it quite enough you French kissing me while feeling my breasts, being that I'm your mother and you're my son, you mustn't sexually excite me when touching me in such a sexual way."
"I see," he said falling silent for a moment while thinking what would be acceptably appropriate for him to do. "Well, couldn't I finger your nipples just a little bit for demonstration purposes while you instructed me as to how to feel a woman's breasts and finger her nipples?"
With a sexually excited look on her face, she fell silent too. He wondered what she was thinking. Was she thinking about him feeling her breasts while fingering her nipples? Was she considering giving him her permission to not only feel her breasts but also to finger her nipples?
"I suppose, as long as you touch me outside of my nightshirt and not inside my bra. As long as you don't try to feel my naked breasts, I don't mind you feeling my breasts and nipples through my nightshirt and my brassiere. As long as you don't finger my nipples too much, I don't mind you touching my nipples through my nightshirt and my brassiere. Only, if I feel uncomfortable with what you're doing, you must stop when I ask you to stop," she said.
He was just as sexually excited about French kissing his mother as he was sexually excited about feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while French kissing her.
"Okay," he said.
To be continued...
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Paul and Ashley not only make out as if they're boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mother and son but also have sex.
This time when Paul leaned in to kiss his mother again, she put her arm around his neck. A good sign that she was allowing him to have his wicked way with her body, as if giving her permission to feel her breasts, she gave him free access to her nightshirt and bra clad tits. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough to kiss his mother, French kiss his mother, it was even more sexually exciting to touch, feel, and fondle her tits while kissing her and fingering her erect nipples.
As if her nipples were prisoners of her bra and cloaked behind her nightshirt, if only by their hardness and erectness, they seemed intent on busting out of her bra. This time, as soon as his hand felt her breast and fingered her nipples through her nightshirt and bra, instead of forcing his tongue in her mouth, she parted his lips with her tongue. Instead of him French kissing her, she French kissed him. Instead of him showing her the passion he had for her, she was showing him the passion she had for him. Never has he felt anything as sexually exciting as French kissing his mother while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, albeit through her clothes.
With one hand feeling her breasts, he reached his other hand around her to feel her ass through her nightshirt. In the same way she was when he felt her breast and fingered her nipple for the first time, she seemingly was okay with him feeling her panty clad ass through her nightshirt. Then, when he lifted the back of her nightshirt to feel her ass through her panties, she stiffened in the way she stiffened the first time he felt her breast and fingered her nipple through her nightshirt and bra.
"Paul please don't," she said. "I don't mind you feeling my ass through my nightshirt but I'm not comfortable with you lifting my nightshirt to feel my ass through my panty. If you don't mind, I'd much rather that you don't go beneath my nightshirt to feel my panty clad ass," she said. "Okay?"
What was he supposed to say? He had to agree with her. He had to give in to her. Even though it was so much more sexually exciting to lift the back of her nightshirt and feel her round, firm ass through her panty, he had to stop when she said stop. Not wanting her to pull the plug on making out with his mother, those were her rules for him to be in bed with her while making out with his mother.
She was in control of what he could touch and feel and what he couldn't touch and feel. If it wasn't enough that she was kissing him, French kissing him, he couldn't believe she allowed him to feel her ass through her nightshirt. He couldn't believe she allowed him to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her nightshirt and bra. He couldn't believe she said it was okay for him to feel her ass through her nightshirt. He couldn't believe he felt his mother's round, firm ass through her panties. What an ass? She had such a great ass. He couldn't wait to feel her ass again even if he was relegated to feeling it through her nightshirt instead of her panty.
"Okay," he said. "Sorry."
He couldn't wait to touch and feel her again while French kissing her again. Now with Paul French kissing his mother while feeling her breasts, fingering her nipples, and feeling her ass, albeit through her nightshirt, bra, and panties, he continued kissing and kissing her. With his birthday wish realized, indeed, he was making out with his mother. Something he could only imagine before was really happening now.
Only, wanting more, he moved his hand down from her ass to feel his mother's shapely, naked thighs. As if she had a fever or was on fire, her naked thighs were so warm to his horny touch. Just as he's never touched her nightshirt and bra and panty clad breasts and ass, he's never touched his mother's naked thighs. Building up the courage, he was intent on feeling her in the place where he emerged when he was born. Determined to touch her there, where no son should ever touch his mother, he wanted to feel his mother's cunt not just through her nightshirt but through her panty.
While kissing and kissing her, slowly and stealthily, he moved his horny hand to the front of her. Moving his hand higher, he felt the front of his mother's panty through her nightshirt. With him committing no foul there, so long as he didn't go beneath her nightshirt, she allowed him to touch the front of her panty albeit through her nightshirt. Then, gradually, ever so slowly, he moved his hand lower and lower while kissing her more passionately. Then, he touched her panty clad pussy with his fingertips, albeit still through her nightshirt. Following her rules, apparently, so long as he only touched her through her nightshirt and through her bra and panty, she allowed him to feel and fondled her body, even her pussy.
Touching her panty clad pussy over her nightshirt, he kept his hand in place while moving only his fingertips along the front of her mound. Finally, moving his hand more forcefully, with her nightshirt acting as a condom for his hand, he parted her thighs and slipped his hand between her legs. In the way she put her arm around his neck to give him access to her breasts, she parted her legs to give him access to her pussy. So long as he didn't lift her nightshirt out of the way, she was okay with him touching her anywhere and everywhere while kissing and kissing her.
With him being so boldly inappropriate in touching and feeling his mother's body, he was cupping his mother's panty clad pussy in his hand, albeit still through her nightshirt and panty. Albeit still feeling her through her nightshirt, he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's panty clad pussy while French kissing her, feeling her breasts, and fingering her nipples. Daring not to move his fingers, thinking better of it than to push his luck, he so wanted to go beneath her nightshirt to trace his mother's slit through her panties with his fingertips.
With her panties so sheer and so thin, even with her nightshirt playing interference, blocking his progress, and adding to his sexual frustration, he could feel quite a lot of her pussy. While still with his touches all through her nightshirt covered panty, he touched her dark brown pubic hair and traced her pussy lips through her thin nightshirt. As soon as he touched her where no son should ever touch his mother, she squirmed her sexual excitement. Immediately, with her getting more sexually aroused, he could feel the change of her in his arms and with her kiss.
She felt firmly soft. She felt seductively vulnerable. She felt sexually willing. As if she was the suddenly the seducer instead of him being the charmer, her kisses became more passionate. Her breathing became shallower and her pulse quickened. Warming her to a hotter temperature, turning her on, he was getting her in the mood for sex.
* * * * *
Then, in the way he lifted the back of her nightgown, with her seemingly lost in his kisses, he lifted the front of her nightgown. With her panty clad pussy now fully exposed to his horny hand, she didn't resist his fingers touching her brown, trimmed pubic hair through her panty. Seemingly, in the way she didn't mind him feeling her tits, and in the way she was twirling her shoulder length brown hair with her fingers while talking to him earlier, she didn't mind him twirling her pubic hair with his fingers, albeit through her panties.
Just as she was seemingly okay with him touching her pussy beneath her nightshirt and through her panty. Seemingly she was okay with him feeling her panty clad pussy beneath her nightshirt until he took it one step further and stuck his hand between her shapely thighs again. This time, instead of feeling her pussy through her nightshirt and panty, he felt her pussy through her sheer, thin panty. This time he wanted to feel her warm wetness. This time, he wanted to finger his mother's cunt.
The dirty dog that he is, he felt his mother's vaginal secretions with his fingertips through her panties. Her panties were moistly warm. She was hot just as he was hot. She was wet just as he was hard. She was ready just as he was horny.
Then, as if he was a second story burglar unlocking the combination to her safe and to open her vault, he moved her panty aside with his fingertip. He was touching his mother's naked cunt. He couldn't believe he was touching his mother's naked cunt.
Having the soft, subtle touch of an expert pickpocket, when he traced her pussy slip and parted her pussy lips, he delved his finger in deeper to feel his mother's vaginal secretions. Slipping his finger right inside of her, she was so wet. She was sticky wet and the tip of his finger was filled with her sexually secreted slime. It was when he moved his fingers to rub her clit that she stopped him.
"Paul no. Don't. Please don't. Stop," she said breathlessly while feebly pushing him away. "You mustn't. I'm your mother and this is wrong."
"Mother please," he said.
"I don't mind you kissing me, really I don't. I quite enjoyed your kissing me while touching me and feeling me but you mustn't masturbate me," she said.
He couldn't believe he just touched his mother's naked pussy. He couldn't believe he just fingered his mother. He couldn't believe she was stopping him just when the fun was beginning.
"Okay, Mother," he said moving his finger away from her pussy and out of her panty.
In the way that his cock was so very hard for his mother, perhaps she was embarrassed that she was so sexually aroused and wet for her son. Perhaps, no doubt, she was awkwardly uncomfortable with her son fingering her pussy. Maybe he was wrong to touch her where he emerged 18-years-ago. He had made his mother wet by kissing her, feeling her breast, fingering her nipple, feeling her ass, and now touching her pussy. With her ready for sex and with her ready to accept his hard, erect cock in her warm, wet pussy, it was then that he realized that she wanted him as much as he wanted her, that is, until she said otherwise.
"You mustn't touch me there in that sexual way Paul," she said.
With him receiving mixed messages, he was confused. He didn't know what to do next. As if she took his toy away when he was having so very much fun playing with it, he didn't want to stop fingering his mother's pussy. Yet, fearing that he'd ruin everything and she'd no longer allow him to kiss her while feeling her, he hoped that she'd eventually relent and allow him to screw her. He didn't want to stop kissing, touching, and feeling his mother's beautiful body.
"What?" Continuing to sexually tease her, he looked at her while fingering her nipple through her nightshirt. "Did I do something wrong?"
With the sexual fragrance of his mother all over his fingertip, she looked down at his fingers playing with her nipples through her nightshirt and bra. Her nipples were so hard. Her nipples were so erect. Her nipples were so big. She was so ready to make love. She was so ready for him to mount her and make love to her before fucking her and figuratively screwing her.
"No, I mean, yes. I don't mind you touching and feeling me through my nightshirt and through my bra and panty but you mustn't lift my nightshirt to touch and feel my naked body. It's enough that I'm in bed with you. It's enough that I'm French kissing you. It's enough that I'm allowing you to touch and feel me only where you're father has touched and felt me," she said.
"I understand mother and am grateful for you granting me my birthday wish," he said.
"You mustn't feel me inside of my panty Paul. My private place is just that, private and reserved only for your father. I'm uncomfortable with you fingering my pussy. Okay?"
Now that he was already here, as if telling an explorer that he could no longer explore, he wasn't about to stop his sexual albeit incestuous exploration of his mother's shapely body. Nonetheless, Paul was sexually excited hearing his mother use the word pussy. Never having heard her say pussy before, he couldn't wait to hear her say cock.
"Okay," he said. "I'm sorry."
* * * * *
Having only imagined kissing his mother, he couldn't believe he was not only kissing her but French kissing her now. Having only imagined touching and feeling his mother while masturbating himself, he couldn't believe he was touching and feeling his mother now, albeit through her clothes. Having only imagined what it would be like to have sex with his mother, never has he seen his mother as sexually aroused and as helplessly vulnerable as she was now.
With color to her cheeks that even glowed in the dark, she was even more beautiful when she was sexually excited. His father was such a lucky bastard to have such a hot woman in his bed. If he was to mount her now, he suspected that she wouldn't resist him. He suspected that she'd allow him to make love to her. He suspected that she'd allow him to screw her before fucking her, really fucking her hard.
He'd love to know what it would feel like to be on top of her. He'd love to know what it would feel like to be inside of his mother. He'd love to know what it would feel like for her to be naked and with her arms and legs wrapped around his naked body. He'd love to know what it would feel like to hump her, really hump her fast and hard.
"There's no reason to be sorry. You're just doing what any healthy, young man would do with a woman, perhaps not with his mother though," she said with a dirty laugh.
They fell silent while looking at one another.
"May I still kiss you?"
She smiled and kissed him lightly on the lips.
"Of course," she said.
When he moved his hand to her breast, she put her arm around his neck again to give him access to her breasts.
"Can I still touch and feel you through your nightshirt?"
She touched the side of his face with her hand and lightly kissed him.
"Yes," she said resting her hand at the top of his thigh and only mere inches from the tip of his cock.
He took her hand by her wrist and moved it to his penis.
"Would you touch me through my pajama bottoms?"
She pulled her hand away but still left it at the top of his thigh.
"Paul, I don't think that I should," she said. "My touching your penis is sexually inappropriate and doesn't correspond with my lesson in instructing you how to kiss a woman. Isn't it enough that I allow you to touch and feel me?"
He took her hand and moved it back to his cock again.
"Why not?"
This time, not moving her hand away and not moving her hand and/or fingers at all, she kept her hand there in contact with his pajama clad penis.
"You'd get too excited if I was to feel your cock, wouldn't you?"
Surprising him while sexually exciting him, she ever so lightly made slow circles around the head of his cock through his pajama bottoms with her fingertips. He couldn't believe she was touching his prick. He couldn't believe how seductively good it felt for her to touch him without even her stroking him. No doubt she was teasing him but he didn't care. She was seducing him in the way that he imagined he seduced her by fingering her nipples before fingering her pussy.
"Perhaps I would get too sexually excited if you were to feel my cock," he said. "But I need to know what it feels like to have a woman touching me."
He gently took her by her hand again. This time, holding her hand in place, he tried wrapping her fingers around his cock through his pajama.
"Okay," she said. "I'll touch and feel your cock but only through your pajamas. Okay? You mustn't remove your penis. In the way that I wouldn't allow you to touch and feel my naked body, I mustn't touch and feel your naked penis," she said as if scolding him and instructing him not to touch a hot stove.
Baby steps, continuing to take baby steps, he was getting all that he wanted from his mother and would soon, no doubt, get even more. Not wanting to force his mother to touch his erect prick, he let go of her hand to see what she'd do.
"Okay," he said.
* * * * *
Paul returned to kissing his mother while feeling her breasts and lightly fingering her nipples through her nightshirt and bra. He continued feeling her ass, and touching her between her legs through her nightshirt and panties. Availing her nightshirt clad body to her son, Ashley returned her son's kisses while touching and feeling his engorged prick through his pajamas.
With his mother fingering the head of his cock through his pajama bottoms, it didn't take him very long to have a raging erection. As soon as his cock stiffened even harder than it was before, as shocking as it was surprising, it didn't take his prick long to find its way out of his pajama pee hole. As soon as his cock emerged out of his pajama bottom, touching his exposed penis with her fingers, she stared down at his cock. Then, without him having to pull her hand to his exposed prick, Ashley wrapped her fingers around her son's naked cock. He couldn't believe his mother was holding his cock in her hand. He couldn't believe his mother was ever so slowly stroking him.
When she did that, when she started masturbating him, he buttoned her nightshirt, one slow, nervous button at a time while stopping to look all that he could see of her before unbuttoning the next button. Cooperating with him in undressing her, she removed her arms from her nightshirt. Now dressed in only her panty and bra, he continued kissing her while feeling her through her panty and bra while she continued slowly stoking his cock. Seeing how far she'd allow him to go, he unsnapped her bra, a front snapping bra. Feeling his mother through her sexy underwear, his horny hands were all over her big bra and thin, lacy panties.
With most of her breasts now exposed to his horny eyes, but for her nipples and areolas, not wanting to rush the first time feeling her naked tits, he continued kissing her while feeling her ass and pussy through her panty. He wanted to arouse her more before he felt her naked tits and fingered her nipples. Then, slowly pushing her bra cups aside, he exposed her big tits. Even in the dark, he could see her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. With her nipples fully erect, even in the dark, he could tell that his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. He couldn't wait to feel her big tits. He couldn't wait to finger her nipples. He couldn't wait to suck her nipples.
As soon as she tightened her gripe around his cock and stroked him a little faster, he cupped her pussy through her panty. Prick for pussy, with her stroking his prick, he pushed her panty aside to finger her pussy. This time, she didn't stop him. This time she seemingly wasn't embarrassed that he could feel how wet and sexually excited she was. This time she didn't stop him from rubbing her clit and sticking his finger deep within her cunt.
While fingering his mother, she continued stroking him as they kissed and kissed. Then while still fingering her, with his other hand, he explored the fullness of her C cup breasts. He helped her remove her bra. He felt her fondled her big tits while fingering her nipples. Then something he always imagined doing while masturbating himself, he leaned down to take his mother's big tits in his mouth, first one and then the other. He hasn't sucked her tits in more than 20 years. He removed her nipples from his mouth to stare at her breasts and to peer down at her panty clad pussy.
With her obviously enjoying kissing him while stroking his cock as he sucked her big tits, he stuck his hand down her panty. Just as she was masturbating him harder and faster, he was really masturbating his mother now. Rubbing her clit harder and faster, he fingered her pussy deeper. He couldn't wait until his cock was inside of her instead of her finger. He couldn't wait until he was making love to his mother before fucking his mother.



With her feeling and stroking his cock harder and faster and with him fingering her pussy while rubbing her clit, he lowered himself down to again suck his mother's nipples. He sucked one before sucking the other. Then, going back and forth to repeat the process of sucking her nipples over and again, she was putty in his hands. When he lifted his head, she kissed him even more passionately than she did before. She broke off her kiss to whisper in his ear.
* * * * *
"Being that it's your birthday and being that we're already in bed together and have already done more than what we should have done," she said with a long pause as if thinking twice with what she was about to say. "Would you like me to masturbate you? Would you like me to make you cum? I don't mind doing that. I can do that for you, my son, as my special birthday gift to you," she said kissing him with more even passion as she ever so slowly stroked his cock. "You may come on my hand or on my breasts," she said stroking him faster.
With him thinking that she was already masturbating him, he looked down to watch her stroking him. Official now, with his mother asking him if he wanted her to masturbate him, he wondered if he should ask her if she wanted him to masturbate her. He like to see what she looks like and sounds like when she's having an orgasm.
"I'd love for you to masturbate me Mom, only..."
Showing her the sexual lust he had for her, he gazed in her big, green eyes.
"Only what?
Slowly rubbing her clit, he applied more pressure before inserting his middle finger deeper inside of his mother. She gasped when her son touched her as deep as her husband touched her.
"Can we get naked? I want to know what it feels like to have a naked woman in my arms," he said.
Unable to read her, he was unable to tell if she'd get naked with him or not. Figuring that she would agree to get naked being that they were nearly naked already, with her only wearing her panties, he couldn't wait to feel her naked body pressed against his.
"Oh, God, Paul. We should never have started this," she said.
Not wanting to miss this opportunity of being naked next to his mother, he persevered in his request.
"Please Mom. I promise not to touch you anywhere I'm not supposed to or where you forbid me to touch you," he said.
Only, he's already touched and felt her in all of those forbidden places already. There was a long pause as if she was considering his request.
"Okay, but the lights stay off," she said.
Excited, he couldn't wait to strip naked while watching his mother removing her panties.
"Okay," he said. "I won't turn on the lights."
Ashley raised her hips to remove her panties while Paul removed his tee-shirt and pajama bottoms. With his eyes accustomed to the dark, even in the dark, he could perceive his mother's naked body. Then, when she turned to him and moved closer to him with her bare breasts and nipples pressed against his naked chest and his hard cock pushed against his mother's soft belly, he was in Heaven. Paul put an arm around his mother and touched, felt, fondled, and squeezed her naked ass. This time, she didn't scold him not to touch her ass. This time she allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
Then, when he reached up to feel her breasts, first one and then the other, while kissing and kissing her, she didn't recoil when he fingered, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples. Matter of fact, she seemingly enjoyed him fingering her nipples. The more he fingered, pulsed, turned, and twisted her nipples, the more sexually excited she became. He was tempted to lean down to take his mother's nipples in his mouth again but he didn't want to move too fast too quickly. Rather taking it slower, he didn't want to get too excited too quickly. Instead he was content kissing her while feeling her.
Taking it slower, should this be the only time he'd be in bed with his mother, he didn't want to ruin things by rushing things. Wanting to not only enjoy but also savor the moment, he'd be masturbating over this day for the rest of his life. No doubt, he'll remember this time they shared together, after he found a woman to marry and had children of his own. Then, every time he took his children to see their grandmother, he'd think of this day when he was naked and in bed with his mother, Grandma Ashley.
It wasn't until she took his cock in her hand again and started stroking him again that he moved his hand to in between her thighs again. Slowly his hand climbed higher until he touched her pubic hair with his fingertips again. As if he was mindlessly playing with his hair while studying, he twirled her pubic hair with his fingers. It was when he traced her pussy lips with his fingers that she spoke.
* * * * *
"Have you never touched a woman before in her private place?"
"No," he said.
Seemingly there was a long pause where no one spoke while she kissed him and he kissed her. Continuing to touch and feel his mother, she continued slowly stroking her son.
"As my special birthday gift to you, would you like to touch me in my private place?"
She whispered her words in his ear while looking into his eyes.
"Yes," he said. A bit late for her invitation, he's already been touching her in her private place. "Only, you'll have to teach me what to do. You'll need to show me how to touch you," he said playing the sexual novice.
She looked at him, lightly kissed him on the lips, and gave him a smile.
"I can do that," she said.
She moved to her back, spread her legs, and abandoned his erect prick to take his wrist in her hand. With her holding his hand, she moved their hands to her pussy and taking his finger in between her thumb and index finger, she positioned his finger to her clit. Slowly massaging her clit while gently exerting more pressure, she showed him not only where but also how to touch her. Then, increasing the pressure, she pushed his finger down on her clit before inserting his middle finger inside of her.
"You're so wet Mom," he said.
He couldn't believe how wet she was. He couldn't believe that his mother was so very sexually excited. Under her supervision and expressed permission, he couldn't believe he was fingering his mother's pussy.
"Men get hard when their sexually excited and women get wet," she said.
With him ready to enter her with his cock after entering her with his fingers, he was as hard as she was wet. He slowly slithered down the bed to get a closer look at her pussy.
"How does that feel?" He continued fingering her pussy. "Am I doing that correctly?"
She swooned while letting out a sigh of pleasure.
"Yes," she said breathlessly. "If you keep that up, you're going to me cum."
Poised to position himself between her legs and ready to stick his face between his mother's thighs, he was ready to eat his mother.
"May I lick you?"
He figured she heard him ask her the question but maybe she wanted to hear him ask it again. Maybe hearing the question turned her on as much as it turned him on to ask the question.
"Pardon?"
Hoping she'd say yes but ready to not take no for an answer, he asked his question again.
"May I lick you mother," he said.
As if she was contemplating her son licking her pussy while fingering her pussy, she didn't immediately answer him.
"No, that's not a good idea Paul. And being that we're in bed naked, please don't call me mother. Call me Ashely. It's enough that we're kissing, touching, feeling, and masturbating one another," she laughed. "Something your father rarely does, I can't believe you asked to eat me."
He persevered in wanting to eat his mother.
"Why not?"
She looked at him to give him a knowing smile.
"Because after you lick me, you'll want me to suck you and I'm not ready for that. I'm not ready to blow my son. I can't imagine the wicked woman I'd be to have my son's penis in my mouth. Further, once I start sucking you, no doubt, you'll want to cum in my mouth and you'll want me to swallow you," she said.
Just hearing her saying all of that made him want his mother to suck him. Just having that suspicion that he'd want her to suck him and cum in her mouth made him want to cum in her mouth.
"You wouldn't to suck me, Mother," he said lying. "With you instructing me, I'd just like to know what it's like to lick a woman," he said.
In the way she toyed with his hair while reaching her hand down to finger his cock, he knew she'd relent and allow him to lick her pussy.
"Oh, my God, Paul. I can't believe we're doing this. Next you'll want me to suck you before I fuck you," she said.
With her saying that again about sucking him, was that her not so subtle hint that she wanted to suck him? Was she testing the waters before leaning down to take his cock in her mouth to make sure that he wanted her to blow him as much as she wanted to suck him? Maybe she wanted to make love to him as much as he wanted to fuck her.
"Only if you wanted to suck and fuck me, Ashley," he said.
He imagined his mother looking up at him with her big, green eyes, while he put a gentle hand to the back of her pretty head as she sucked and stroked his engorged prick. He imagined mounting his mother while she reached her hand down to direct his erection inside of her.
"Well, don't get your hopes up. It's enough that I'm allowing you to lick me," she said laughing while Paul positioned himself between her legs.
* * * * *
Somehow Paul knew that once he licked his mother, once he gave her an orgasm with his fingers and with his mouth, that she'd suck him too before allowing him to have sexual intercourse with her naked body. Licking and licking her while fingering and while reaching his hands up to feel and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples, it didn't take his mother long to have an orgasm. As soon as she did, she reached down for him and with his mouth and chin glistening with her vaginal secrets, she kissed him.
Then, with her all over his tongue, as he snowballed her juices back in her mouth and if she was eating her own pussy, she French kissed him. With her vaginal secretions all over her face as much as they were all over his face, they continued kissing. Then, holding him for a few minutes, she enjoyed the afterglow of the sexual pleasure he just given her. Without him having to ask, beg, or coerce her, she slid her body halfway down the bed to take him in her hand before taking him in her mouth.
"Oh my God, Mom. That feels so incredibly good. I hope you don't take this the wrong way, I only mean this as a compliment, but you're one Hell of a great cocksucker," he said.
She was blowing him. His mother was sucking his cock. Ashley had his prick in her mouth. Looking down at her looking up at him, he couldn't believe that his hard, hairy cock was buried in his mother's sweet mouth.
"Thank you, I think," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak.
He couldn't believe his mother was sucking his stiff prick. Not believing that this was really happening, again and again, he looked down at her looking up at him. Reaching his hand down, he fondled her breast while playing with her nipple.
"Suck my prick Mom. Blow me. I can't wait to cum in your mouth, but I can't. No yet," he said.
Not wanting to cum just yet, a monumental act of self-control on his part, he pulled his prick away from her mouth and reached down for her in the way that she reached down for him. He kissed her. He could taste himself on his lips. While kissing her, he mounted her. He needed to make love to her. He needed to screw her. He needed to fuck her hard enough for her to have another orgasm.
"Paul, no. You mustn't," she said feebly protesting. "Please, no. We can't. This is wrong, so very wrong," she said feebly protesting by pushing her hands against his chest.
Only this time not allowing her to have her way, he moved his prick to her pussy. When he felt her hand reaching down for him, he knew he had her permission. Gently, with the help of her hand, he eased himself inside of her and his cock slid right inside. She was so wet. She was so warm. She was so tight. As if he was meant to be sexually intimate with his mother, she felt so wonderful.
Humping and humping her, she returned his humps until they developed a steady rhythm. He was making love to his mother. He was screwing his Mom. He was fucking Ashley. Then, unable to control himself, between her masturbating him, sucking him, and now screwing him, he was ready to cum.
"I'm going to cum Ashley," he said.
After imagining what it would be like to have his cock buried in his mother's pussy, he always imagined what it would feel like to fill his mother's pussy with his sperm. He so wanted to cum in his mother's pussy. Wanting her to be his sexual slave, his slut, and his whore, he so wanted to make her his bitch.
"Don't cum inside of me," she said. "I can still get pregnant. Cum in my mouth, instead," she said.
As soon as pulled extricated himself from his mother's pussy, she moved herself down to take him in her mouth. It didn't take more than a few sucks and a couple of strokes before he exploded all of his incestuous lust for his mother in her mouth.
To be continued...
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A man finds a magical, hypnotic flashlight in the middle of the road and accidentally hypnotizes his future mother-in-law with it.
"Oh my God," said Brian staring through the window of his pickup truck at a fiery object rocketing through the sky. "What the Hell is that?"
If Brian hadn't seen the flash of fiery light shooting through the sky, he wouldn't have believed it. Stuck in this small, boring town, not use to such excitement, not much happens here and things like this never happen to him. Such an ordinary, albeit good looking, young man, he lived an everyday life in the rural part of Hicksville Pennsylvania with miles of farms and cornfields.
On every other normal day, he just would have went about his business in driving to his fiancé's house. Then, just as he saw the fiery light rocketing through the sky, at first it looked like a comet instead of what he believed later was a passenger jet on fire. Before he could take his eyes off of bright light to return his attention to driving down the road, there was a loud, fiery explosion. Whatever it was hitting the Earth shook the ground and violently vibrated his pickup truck as if he had just driven too close to a roadside bomb.
"Jesus Christ! What the fuck was that? I don't believe this," he said dazed enough by the loud explosion to stop his truck in the middle of the road to rubberneck.
He had to repeat it to believe it. Whatever it was rocketing through the sky hit ground in the middle of a cornfield in Pennsylvania with such loud, violent force that he imagined a meteor or a jumbo jet crashing and hitting the Earth. Ready for the shockwaves to come at him from across the large open field, expecting and bracing for the worst, he feared that he'd be killed right where he was. He fell across his truck seat hoping to cushion himself from the impact.
With a hailstorm of debris falling everywhere, showering the bed of his pickup truck, and bouncing all around him in the road, hoping nothing hits his windshield and/or dented his truck, he stayed right where he was. Fearing another explosion, he wanted to make sure that nothing else falling from the sky fell his way. All he needed was for a piece of a meteor or an imagined airplane engine landing on the roof of his truck to crush his truck and him.
Immediately, he heard sirens and saw flashing lights in the distance, lots of them. He turned back around to look at what he could see from the blown out rear window of his truck. Only, all he could see was a smoky fire. The smoke and the smell told him that fuel was burning. He was lucky. With a debris field long and wide across, if that hit any closer than it did, he would have been hurt or killed from the shock wave or the falling debris of the impact.
Ready to beat it the Hell out of there, a big deal in this small town, he just wanted to get to his fiancé's house as fast as he could to tell her all that happened. Still in shock, something that never happens around here, he couldn't believe all that he witnessed. Only, just as he resumed driving again, he saw something shining in the road. Whether they were dangling earrings, body piercings, sequined blouses, or nipple pasties, he's always been attracted to shiny objects.
He stopped his truck where his headlights could light up whatever it was in the road. Safe to stop his truck here, no one drove down this country road but for the few residents who lived here. He got out of his truck and walked to the object. If only he knew this small object would change his life forever and not for the better, he would have left it where it was in the road.
* * * * *
Curious enough about it to investigate what it was, cautiously he walked over to it and leaned over it.
"What the Hell is that?"
Glowing in the dark, it looked like a light but it wasn't any kind of a light that he's ever seen before. He stood over it and stared at it while trying to see what it was. Afraid to get too close for fear that it may be radioactive or, at the very least, hot from rocketing through the sky, he wondered what it was.
It looked like a small, harmless flashlight that was turned on and shining it's light across the road. No doubt, now that he recognized bits and pieces of a plane instead of a space rock, whatever this was had to come from the plane that crashed. Still working, it was miraculous that it survived without a scratch. He figured that it must be a Maglight, those things are not only indestructible but also they're made in America instead of frigging China where everything else is manufactured.
He squatted down to examine the light before daring himself to touch it. Then picking it up and holding it up to the light of his truck headlights to examine it, it didn't look like any Maglight that he ever saw. If anything, it looked like a futuristic flashlight. Yeah, that's what it looked like a flashlight from the future. Looking at it before turning it off, he put it in his pants pocket. He turned to stare behind him to watch the flames that had set the corn crop ablaze.
He wondered how many people were aboard the plane. He wondered if there were people still alive from the crash. He wondered if someone needed his help but when he was out of his truck and standing in the middle of the road while staring off in the distance behind him, he didn't see anything except for the fire.
Besides what could he do? He felt so helpless. He wasn't an EMT and even if he was trained for medical emergencies, he didn't have any medical equipment. All he could do is to hold their hand and tell them they'll be okay to comfort them until the police and fire departments arrived. Only if that was a passenger jet that crashed, there'd be a couple hundred people, too many people for him to comfort.
He stood there in the dark and listened but he didn't hear any screams. A God fearing man, he would have offered his help if he could and if there was anyone he thought was still alive. Figuring there'd be nothing left of people other than body parts, he couldn't bear to look. Such a terrible way to die, a plane on fire plunging from the sky in a fiery explosion, with him already having a fear of flying, now after this, he'll never board a plane. If he was going to die, he'd rather die in his pickup truck than on a plane.
Other than the sound of the crackling fire, everything was so eerily quiet. Other than the light of the fire that illuminated the night's sky and burned the corn crop, everything was dark, so very dark. He imagined the corn roasting like popcorn. He imagined a field of popped corn instead of a collection of corn earmarked for the vegetable stand and/or the grocery store. He imagined the poor farmer losing his crop, a personal setback enough to ruin his year. Only a farmer losing his crop was no comparison to those poor people losing their lives. Of all the things to wonder at a time like this, he wondered when set ablaze like this, if corn on the cob could pop in the way that corn in a bag popped when making popcorn.
Part of him wanted to get back in his truck and flee. Part of him wanted to run through the cornfield to see if there were any survivors. With the crash a good mile away through an eight foot high cornfield, no doubt the rows of tall cornstalks shielded him from the shock wave of the explosion. He couldn't imagine himself making his way through all of those cornrows in the dark as if making his way through a dense, Viet Nam jungle in the way his father told him he once had. Between the bugs, the rodents, and the snakes, he wasn't about to run through a cornfield that could burst into flames at any moment. He didn't want to get any closer than he was should there be another explosion.
* * * * *
Generally pitch black out here at this hour of the night, the night was dark but for the bright, shadowy flames that burned behind him. It was a smoky fire that stunk of fuel, melting plastic, and burning flesh, he imagined. Figuring all those souls who were on that flight were dead, he bowed his head, closed his eyes, and said a silent prayer for the departed. He got back in his truck and drove away before the police came and questioned him all night about what he saw and what he heard. Intent on seeing his fiancé after not having seen her for a week, he just wanted to continue on his way. Totally rattled, so that he could continue driving without having an accident, he needed to take a breath, relax, and put what he had just witnessed out of his mind until later when telling Irene all about it.
Only, instead of thinking of something to relax him, he thought of something that sexually excited him. Instead of thinking of his 21-year-old fiancé, Irene, he thought of his girlfriend's 42-year-old, MILF of a mother, Donna. Oddly enough, instead of sexually thinking of Irene, he often sexually thought of Donna when horny and/or when masturbating. Donna was just as pretty as her daughter. When he thought of her mother, he hoped when Irene was her mother's age that she'd look like her. If it wasn't that he was engaged to Irene, he'd make a pass at her mother. Only, if he wasn't engaged to Irene, he never would have had the good fortune of meeting her mother.
Where many men sexually fantasize about having sex with their mothers-in-law, with Donna not yet his mother-in-law, he wouldn't mind getting with her sometime later in life. Irene's mother looked like a younger and bustier version of Catherine Zeta Jones. Having already seen her in her bikini, albeit at night and in the dark during a drunken pool party, he knew she had a hot body for an old broad.
Wishing he could better compare her to her daughter, he wondered what she looked like in her panty and bra. He wondered what she looked like topless. He wondered what she looked like naked. He wondered what she felt like in his arms when they were both naked. He wondered what it felt like to kiss her while feeling her everywhere. He wondered what she was like in bed. He wondered the noises she made when she was having an orgasm.
"Oh, my God. What's wrong with me? I need to stop thinking about my fiancé's mother. Suddenly I'm so horny," he said while driving.
Strangely enough, as if the light in his pocket confessed his sexual thoughts, the light brightly glowed in his pocket and through the material of his jeans whenever he had such sexual thoughts of Irene's mother. He discounted and disconnected the reason for the glow of the light as ridiculous that a mere light could be a barometer to his sexual feelings. Yet, happening every time he thought of Irene's mother, as soon as he sexually thought of Donna, the light would glow in the way that his cock would stiffen.
As if this light was his personal, sexual lie detector, testing instrument, somehow his libido powered the light to glow again. The more sexually exciting his thoughts where, the brighter the light glowed. Whenever he thought of seeing Donna naked and having sex with her, the light glowed brightly. Perhaps because he's already seen her naked and perhaps because she's a virgin who refuses to have sexual intercourse until after she's married, it was odd that the light didn't glow whenever he thought of Irene. Sadly, he didn't lustily think of his fiancé in the way that he thought of her mother.
Only, even though he loved her daughter, he wished Irene had her mother's shapely body and her big tits. Small breasted and not as sexy and curvaceous as her mother, Irene was too thin. Maybe once she gained some weight and maybe after they married, she'd suddenly develop larger breasts. Nonetheless whether she had big tits or not, with her having her mother's fun personality and quick wit, he loved her. Yet, after kissing and feeling Donna while she felt him, he felt torn. He felt stuck with Donna's daughter when he really wanted Irene's mother.
Just a sexual fantasy that he enjoyed having when masturbating, and, certainly, something that would never happen, he found it sexually exciting to imagine having sex with Irene's mother. The thoughts of not only seeing Donna naked but also having sex with Irene's mother sexually excited him. Oddly enough, with his pocket light concurring with his sexual arousal for Donna, when he looked down, as if he had a noticeable erection, the light in his pocket was brightly glowing the evidence of his lust for Irene's Mom.
* * * * *
He remembered last summer when Donna had a drunken pool party. If only he wasn't engaged to Irene, he would have gotten lucky with not only Donna but also with her 38-year-old, kid sister, Kathy. They were all over him when he was in the pool. Kissing him, touching him, and feeling him, Kathy even stuck her hand down his bathing suit and wrapped her fingers around his cock.
Oh my God, having never received such sexual attention from an older women, he couldn't believe when Kathy stuck her tongue in his mouth. He never experienced an attractive, older woman acting so sexually brazen to grope him in the way that he so wanted to grope her. Normally it's the men groping women and not the woman groping men. With Kathy having tits as big as her sister's tits, he would have done her in the way that he wished he could do Donna. If only Irene wasn't there, with him drunk and horny enough, he may have taken more sexual liberties with not only her aunt but also with her mother.
A good fifteen years older than he was, Kathy already had the makings of a sexual cougar. Not one to turn down a sexual invitation, especially from a MILF of an older woman, he moved her to the darkest and deepest far corner of the pool. Once there and hidden in the dark, he returned her French kisses before feeling her big tits through her bikini top and before lifting her bikini top. In the way he wished he could kiss and feel Donna's sexy body, he was all over Kathy's big tits.
Feeling her breasts, he fondled her tits and fingered her nipples before sucking her big tits. He couldn't believe he was having his wicked, sexual way with Irene's hot aunt. A breast man, if only Irene inherited her mother's big boobs, he'd be so happy. Only, breast size didn't matter when falling in love with someone. Then, again, if he truly loved Irene, he wouldn't be fooling around with her aunt while lusting over her mother.
"What's going on here?"
When he looked up, Donna was in the pool right beside him.
'Oh Shit. Oh my God,' he thought. 'Where did she come from?'
"Sorry." With nothing to say in defense of his inappropriate sexual actions, sorry was the only thing that he could think of saying. "Sorry," he said again.
He didn't think he was drunk enough not to notice Donna, the woman he's been lusting over, swimming up behind him. He didn't think he was drunk enough for Kathy to take sexual advantage of him at the peril of losing Irene by cheating on her with her aunt. He never saw her or heard her swimming over to them. If it wasn't so dark, she would have seen the color drain from his face along with his erect cock shriveling with shame.
"Were you cheating on my daughter with my sister," she said so angrily. Worse than putting the fear of God in him, she put the fear of an angry, future, mother-in-law in him. "How could you to that to Irene? How dare you do that to my daughter? What's wrong with you for you to take sexual advantage of my poor, sweet, innocent sister?"
Caught red handed, he was so embarrassed. He didn't dare tell Donna that it was Kathy who made the moves on him and not the other way around. Taking two to tango, what good would that do now? He didn't know what to say. What could he possibly say to salvage his engagement to her daughter? There was nothing that he could say or do. He felt like such a pervert fooling around with Kathy. He was so very ashamed. Figuring that his engagement to her daughter was over, he didn't know what to say in defense of his inappropriate sexual actions with Irene's aunt, Donna's sister.
"No, um, we, um, were just talking," he said.
Instead of looking at him with shame and instead of asking him to leave her house and leave her daughter, Donna looked at him as if he was a stripper at a bachelorette party. She put her arm around his waist and pulled him close enough to hump. Then, reaching her hand down behind him, she squeezed his ass. There was no misinterpreting her sexual move that she wanted him to stay.
"Talking?" She gave him a sexy smile. "You can talk to me," she said taking his face in her hands and kissing him square on the lips.
Then, when she parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him, he couldn't believe his sexual fantasy was coming true. Donna, Irene's hot MILF of a mother was French kissing him. Not wasting any time should Irene suddenly appear in the pool in the way her mother suddenly did, he returned her passion with his kiss while feeling her big tits through her bikini top. Then, with her offering no resistance to him feeling her big tits, in the way he felt Kathy's big tits, he lifted up her bikini top to expose her big breasts to his lustful eyes and horny hands.
In the way that his horny hands were all over Kathy's big tits, his horny hands were all over his future mother-in-law's big tits. As soon as Kathy swam away to give them some privacy, Donna moved his hand between her legs to her pussy while she felt his cock through his bathing suit. Where Irene barely had B cup breasts inside of her padded bra, Donna definitely had D cup breasts inside of her unpadded bikini top. As big and as firm as Kathy's big tits, Donna's breasts were so big and so firm. Feeling her tits and fondling her breasts, he continued fingering her nipples while she continued feeling his cock through his bathing suit and while kissing him.
His fiancé's mother was kissing him, French kissing him. He couldn't believe his future mother-in-law was making out with him and giving him the tongue while allowing him to feel her tits as she felt his cock. So very happy, he couldn't believe that he was going to marry into a family as sexually promiscuous as this. His sexual fantasy come true, he only wished that Donna had more sisters. Maybe Donna's mother is just as slutty and horny as they are. Wouldn't that be something to have sex with three generations, daughter, mother, and grandmother with the aunt thrown in as a bonus?
Prematurely ending as quickly as it began, the sudden, sexual intimacy ended when Irene appeared on the patio after disappearing in the house to use the bathroom and to make herself a drink. With her gone a long while, he wondered if she was sick or had been resting. Already, he felt so guilty having cheated on her with not only her aunt but also with her mother. If Irene hadn't disappeared in the house, not that he was blaming her for his inappropriate, sexual behavior with him making out with her aunt and with her mother but this unfortunate incident, albeit sexually exciting incident, may not have happened. A petite woman who couldn't hold her liquor, had Irene not been drinking and wasn't so drunk, she may have noticed him making out with her aunt and/or with her mother.
Only, just as he was ashamed of what happened, he was glad that it had. He shall cherish the sexual memory of making out with her aunt and her mother for the rest of his life. Still thinking of them groping his cock, he still masturbates over seeing and feeling their big breasts while French kissing them. Never has he ever felt such sexually excitement when being wanted not only by Irene's aunt but also by her mother too.
Even though that part of his life was over now, cheating on his fiancé with her aunt and her mother, the memory of making out with Kathy and Donna and feeling their big tits while they felt his cock, gave him masturbation material for months. Forever after that, he always felt a connection along with a great sexual desire for Donna as much as he did for Kathy. Now whenever he was horny, instead of thinking of Irene, he thought of Donna and Kathy. No doubt, so long as Irene didn't find out, if ever he had the opportunity again of seducing Donna and/or Kathy, he'd jump at the chance.



* * * * *
When he pulled in the driveway, Irene's mother opened the front door. She stood on the front porch in the way he imagined her welcoming him home from work. If only he was married to her instead of being engage to her skinny, virgin daughter. Yet, with men never satisfied with the woman they have, he wondered, if he was married to Donna, if he'd then be lusting over Irene in the way he now lusted over her mother. Nonetheless his engagement to her daughter, as soon as he saw Irene's mother, his cock throbbed and the light in his pocket glowed. Showing a lot of leg, she was dressed in a short, grey skirt. Showing a lot of cleavage, she was wearing a low cut, blue, button blouse.
'Wow, hot mama,' he thought to himself when seeing her standing there so sexy.
Donna was dressed in the way that he wished Irene would dress. Donna was sexy in the way that he wished his fiancé was sexy. Donna was slutty in the way his he wished his fiancé was slutty. Being that Irene is still a virgin, she dresses so modestly, almost Nun like. It's almost as if Irene belonged to the sisterhood of virgins in the way she sometimes so morally and modestly acts and dresses.
He so wished his fiancé was more like her mother and aunt. How unbelievable that would be to have a younger version of Kathy and Donna. Perhaps, if he didn't have blue balls, then he wouldn't be as sexually attracted to Irene's mother and aunt in the way he was now. Only, every time he thought of Donna and Kathy, he remembered that drunken pool party and making out with Irene's mother and aunt. He remembered feeling their big tits while they felt his swollen cock. With him feeling much like the outlaw, he remembered French kissing them as if they were his lovers instead of his future in-laws.
"Hi," he said with her shapely image filling his eyes and his head.
God, she was such a beautiful and sexy woman. If he was to compare her to any Hollywood celebrity, she was akin to having Catherine Zeta Jones for a mother-in-law but a younger version with much bigger tits. With her dark shoulder length hair and dark eyes, if she still looked this good now, he could only imagine what she looked like 20 years ago.
"Did you see anything?"
See anything? Everything he was hoping to see was standing before him now. He was hoping she was asking him if her blouse was unbuttoned. He was hoping she was asking him if he saw her bra clad breasts but, in that disappointed regard, indeed, he didn't see anything. She was totally dressed.
It's amazing how someone who was totally covered by clothes could still look so sexy, sexy enough for him to imagine her in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked. Too preoccupied with seeing this vision of loveliness standing before him undressed, other than sexual, he didn't know her meaning. Unbelievably, with just her standing there asking him if he saw anything, she erased the plane crash and Irene from his horny mind. He only wished she had asked him a different question. Would you like to see something, he imagined her asking him?
"See anything? What do you mean, see anything?"
Instead of thinking of the plane crash he just witnessed and now instead of imagining Donna with her blouse totally unbuttoned, he immediately thought she had a prowler or a peeping Tom. Ready to come to her rescue and be her hero to chase away whoever was lurking in the darkness, perhaps, she wanted him to investigate the grounds. If she was going to have anyone peeping on her dressing and undressing, he'd be her peeper. He'd love nothing more than to catch her nearly naked or naked form in the window.
"The crash? Did you see the crash? You must have seen the crash being that you were coming from that way," she said suddenly sounding alarmed while pointing to the sky.
Not like her, she seemed agitated. Always coolly calm, he never saw Irene's mother act so excited. She was always the mature one when he and Irene were always the immature ones. If she was this excited now, he wondered how excited she'd be when in the throes of sex and while having an orgasm. In the way that her daughter was so silently sweet when cumming, he imagined she and Kathy being animals in bed. In the way she was reacting now, he knew there was something other than a plane crash that was seriously wrong.
"I did. I saw something. I saw a fiery object blazing across the sky. Then, I heard the explosion and saw the fire. Whatever it was landed in the cornfield. With it looking much like a comet, first I figured it was a meteor than when seeing pieces of a plane and the debris field, I figure it was a plane that crashed."
"God, those poor people," she said signing herself.
"It landed back there in the middle of a cornfield, about a mile from where I was," he said repeating himself obviously from the shock. "I beat it out of there when I heard all the sirens and saw all the flashing lights. I didn't want the police calling me in as an eyewitness," he said. Suddenly hungry but not for food, he looked at her while wishing she was his fiancé instead of her virginal daughter. "Was there anything on the news?"
Drinking in her long, shapely legs, it was easy for him to stare at her big breasts and get lost in her long line of cleavage, especially when her erect nipples made their appearance known through her bra and blouse. He had a difficult time making eye contact with her big, beautiful, brown eyes while imagining her breasts were beckoning him to touch them, feel them, and suck them. With her knowing he was coming to see her daughter, her hair and makeup were done as if she was going out on a date. It was as if she was purposely teasing him by dressing so seductively, especially when her daughter dressed like the virgin that she was.
"News? There's no news. There's no TV," she said with panic in her voice. "There's just public service broadcasts warning everyone to stay where they are, to stay in their homes, to remain at the jobs, and if they're in their cars to find shelter," she said. "Let's go inside," she said looking around as if expecting to see someone walking out of the forest and across her land.
He looked at her with shocked surprise. With their no TV and no news, maybe it wasn't a plane that crashed but an alien spacecraft. He wanted to make a joke that the aliens had landed but not wanting to upset her any more than she was by acting like the jackass he typically is, he remained silent.
"I wonder what happened. That's really strange that there was nothing on the news. That's even stranger that there's no TV," he said. "For them to make public service announcements, whatever it was must be serious."
She looked at him with dread. She was upset. He's never seen Irene's mother upset. As surprised to see her so sexually excited when she was attacking him in the pool, he was surprised to see her so visibly shaken. He was so tempted to take her in his arms to hold her, to hug her, and to comfort her. Only, if he took her in his arms, no doubt, he'd want to kiss her while touching and feeling her everywhere. It's best he kept his distance from his fiancé's hot mother.
"I'm worried about Irene," said Donna.
He looked at her with more concern for her that for his intended. Obviously her sexy form and his horniness got in the way of him being as concerned as he should be for her daughter. If he had to pick one over the other now to spend the rest of his life with, for better or for worse, he pick Donna over Irene.
"Why? Where is she? Isn't she home?"
He looked behind her expecting to see Irene standing there in the way he saw her standing there in the distance on the patio when he was in the dark corner of the pool making out with her aunt and her mother while having his wicked sexual way with their big tits.
"They kept her at work. Whoever was at work is still at work. According to the public service announcements, all the main roads are closed," said Donna walking in the house with Brian. "Just the back country roads are still open but I'm sure they'll be closing those soon too. With Martial law in force, no one is allowed in or out. You may be spending the next few nights here," she said looking at him in the way he was eyeballing her.
What? Spending the next few nights here while alone with Irene's MILF of a mother? With them having only two bedrooms, he wondered where he'd sleep. No doubt, she'd have him sleep on the couch or in Irene's bed. Perhaps because Donna was so upset and afraid, he imagined her asking him to sleep with her instead.
"I wonder what crashed. Maybe it was a secret military aircraft. Maybe it was an alien spacecraft instead of a plane," he said.
She made another face at him.
"Just before the TV went out the Governor was on TV. He called in the National Guard," she said with a panicked look. "For whatever the reason, the military is out in force. She may not be home for hours. And if that was something other than a plane that crash, she may not be home for days," she said looking as if she was about to cry.
Hours? Days? Seriously? Forgetting about the plane crash and about Irene again, he'll be alone with his future mother-in-law for hours and possibly for days. Oh, boy. Are you kidding me? If a drunken pool party wasn't enough, now it took a plane crash to put them together again. Someone was sending him a sign and giving him a message. With them alone again without Irene being there, maybe he's meant to be with mother instead of daughter.
She was Irene's drunken mother who made out with him in her pool. She was the MILF of a woman who felt his cock through his bathing suit while not only allowing him to feel her breasts through her bikini bra but also allowing him to lift her bikini bra to expose her breasts. She was the slutty woman who not only allowed him to feel her naked breasts and also who encouraged him to feel her pussy through her bikini bottom by putting his horny hand between her legs to cup her cunt. Cool. Like mother like daughter couldn't be more untrue.
Maybe he can relax her by giving her a full body massage. Maybe he can comfort her while in bed naked together and bouncing up and down on top of her. His only question was, why would her husband, who had a woman like her, leave her for a younger woman? Not realizing what he had in Donna, he must have been nuts. Then, he returned his attention back to the air disaster.
"Maybe there was something on the plane. Maybe it was loaded with the Ebola virus," he said with a stupid laugh while unable to stop himself from saying something so typically stupidly insensitive.
She made a face at him.
"God, don't say that. I just hope that Irene is okay. I tried calling her but there's no cell phone service either," said Donna.
As if her big breasts mesmerized him and hypnotized him to inappropriately leer at them, he couldn't help himself from staring at her tits. Then, when he saw her nipples making their appearance again, he wondered if she was cold or sexually excited. Maybe in the way that he'd never forget, she was remembering him having this wicked sexual way with her naked tits a few weeks ago.
Suddenly, with him thinking about having sex with Donna again, the light lit up his pocket as if his pants internally combusted and he was on fire.
"Wow, what the Hell?" Brain removed the glowing light from his pants pocket that he found in the road. "Don't worry. She'll be okay," he said more concerned about his glowing light and his future mother-in-law than he was his future wife.
As if he had just pulled out his cock and was holding it in his hand, she looked at what he was holding with interest. As soon as he pulled the light from his pants pocket, the light glowed brightly. Was it any wonder? He never sexually stopped thinking about Donna's tits and about imagining her naked since he saw her standing on her front porch.
"What's that?"
Donna looked down at the light in the way he imagined her looking down at his cock, if his cock was exposed before looking up at him.
"This? I dunno, a flashlight, I guess," he said with a shrug. "I found it in the road," he said holding the light straight up before inadvertently pointing it at her and accidentally shining the light in Donna's eyes. "Oops. Sorry," he said.
Only, with her not having time enough to react to the bright light, instead of shielding her eyes from the laser light, not even blinking, she just stood there as if he had just hypnotized her. He looked at her as if she was pretending. He looked at her as if she was joking and pulling his leg. Only with her eyes wide open and her looking straight ahead, totally mesmerized, she appeared to be in a hypnotic trance.
"Donna? Are you okay? Donna? Hello? Earth to Donna," he said waving his hand in front of her eyes. "Are you okay?"
He walked to her to touch her shoulder and she didn't move. He wondered if he felt her breast if she'd move. He wondered if he stuck his cock in her hand if she'd react.
'Oh, my God, Irene's wicked hot MILF of a mother is stunned from the light I found in the road. I can't believe I just hypnotized my hot, future mother-in-law. Now what?'
To be continued...
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A man finds a magical, hypnotic flashlight in the middle of the road and accidentally hypnotizes his future mother-in-law with it.
With him having just hypnotized his future mother-in-law with a pocket flashlight that was obviously not of this Earth, now he wondered if that was an alien spacecraft that crashed and not a commercial, passenger plane. For fear that they're be a panic, and of course there would be a panic, maybe that's why there's no news, no TV, and no cell phone reception. Wanting to control the uncontrollable, maybe that's why the Governor called in the National Guard and why the military is involved in not only search and rescue but also in UFO and alien investigation.
Thinking that if there was one alien spacecraft, there may be others. There may be an entire air force of alien spacecraft. Maybe these sightings and crashes have happened before. Maybe these sightings and crashes are happening all around the globe now. Maybe this is something that our government wants kept secret so as not to panic everyone. With them cutoff from communicating with the rest of the world, who would know? How would he know what was happening with no television, no radio reception, no cell phone, and no Internet but for public service broadcasts that have yet to give out any real information?
For all he knew, everyone could be dead. For all he knew, he could be one of the few lone survivors, along with Donna. He could think of worse ways to go than dying in Donna's arms.
Oddly telling that he was thinking more of his fiancé's mother than he was about his fiancé, it was then that his cold feet made him question getting married. If he didn't marry Irene, he could have sex with Donna. If he didn't marry Irene, he could have sex with Donna and her sister, Kathy. Being that his head was already turned by Donna and by Kathy, he shouldn't be getting married to Irene.
Maybe planet Earth is under attack. Maybe these next few days are the last days on Earth he'll have. Maybe this flashlight is the light that the aliens use on people to get them aboard their spacecraft to examine them. Maybe should they show up at Donna's door, he can use the light on them? Only, if they were able to fly all the way to Earth, they'd surely have something more powerful than just a beam of light as their weapon. Maybe, as if she's in a standing awake coma, she can hear him while under hypnosis. He wondered if she could.
Afraid to touch her for fear of awakening her from her hypnotic trance, he snapped his fingers across her eyes and clapped his hands by her ears without receiving any reaction. Truly, she appeared to be in a hypnotic trance. Maybe, somehow, this strange light has magical powers. Maybe this little light has indeed hypnotized her. Maybe with her obviously hypnotized, she's now vulnerable to hypnotic suggestions. Wouldn't that be something if he could command her to do whatever he wanted her to do? Nah. Nonetheless his disbelief that she was indeed hypnotized, he thought he'd give hypnotic suggestion a try.
"Donna, if you can hear me, sit on the couch," he said.
It was a good sign when she turned and sat on the couch, albeit while still staring straight ahead as if she had been hypnotized and was under his spell. Oh my God, he just hypnotized his fiancé's MILF of a mother with this alien flashlight. He still couldn't believe that he just hypnotized his fiancé's MILF of a mother with this alien flashlight. Suspecting and hoping that he was in complete control of her, he needed to know just how much control he had over her. Only, if she was, indeed, hypnotize, how does he go about getting her out of her hypnotic trance? Not really worrying about how to get her out of her hypnotic trance now, an opportunity of a lifetime, he was more concerned with keeping her in her hypnotic trance.
As if a runaway train ran through his mind, he thought of all of the sexual possibilities that he could do with his girlfriend's mother. Moreover, the perfect scenario, with her hypnotized, whatever he did with her, she'd never know. A victimless crime, the perfect crime with him never being suspected of taking sexual advantage of her, how perfect is that? Maybe he could begin where he left off last summer. Just as he did when they were in the pool together, he imagined kissing and kissing her while feeling her big tits.
He'd love to see, touch, feel, and fondle her big tits while fingering and sucking her nipples in the way that her sister, Kathy, allowed him to do. He'd love to command her to undress and strip herself naked. He'd love to command her to fall to her knees and stroke his cock before taking his stiff prick in her mouth. He'd give anything for Donna to suck him before fucking him. Only, way ahead of himself, he first needed to see if she was really hypnotized and if he had suggestive control of her mind before he could take sexual control of her body.
* * * * *
"Donna, if you can hear me, cross your right leg over your left leg," he said testing the waters.
Immediately, slowly and seductively, she crossed her right leg over her left leg. When she crossed her legs, she momentarily flashed him her white panties. Her flashing him her panties was so very sexually exciting. Yet, not sure if she was truly hypnotized, he wondered if she flashed him her panties deliberately or accidentally. Nonetheless her flashing him her panties whether deliberately of accidentally, the fact remained was that he saw Donna's panties. Furthermore, acting as if she was hypnotized, he couldn't believe she was obeying his hypnotic suggestions.
'Wow, what the fuck? Are you kidding me? This is great. This is unbelievable.' Afraid to say anything out loud for fear that she'd take whatever he said as a hypnotic suggestion, he kept his thoughts to himself. 'I don't believe this. A sexually fantasy come true, I just hypnotized my future mother-in-law.'
"Now, uncross your legs," he said and she uncrossed her legs in the same way she crossed them before.
While slowly and seductively uncrossing her legs, she flashed him her panties again. He couldn't believe she flashed him her panties again. Being that he was a normal, testosterone filled, 23-year-old, horny man and Irene's mother was a hot 42-year-old, hot, MILF of a woman, he decided to have some real fun with the possibility of her being hypnotized. For sure, if she wasn't hypnotized, she'd never do what he was about to ask her to do. Afraid to touch her for fear that he'd break her out of whatever hypnotic trance she was in, he sat on the floor in front of her. Being that she was flashing him her white panties every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs, he figured that he'd enjoy the free show by taking his hypnotic suggestions a step further.
"Part your knees for me please Donna," he said and she did. "A little more please," he said and she did.
As if he was a shoe salesman in a shoe store and she was his sexy customer wearing a short skirt, he now had a clear view between her legs and of her bright, white panties. He couldn't believe he was seeing her panties. As if he was watching a live video of her, when he leaned forward for a closer look, he could see the impression of her pussy slit in her panty.
'Wow,' he thought without verbalizing his sexual excitement.
"Wider," he said as if he was her gynecologist. As if she was a man sitting on the sofa instead of his fiancé's mother, she spread her legs even wider. "Please open your legs wider so that I may have a better view of your panties."
He couldn't believe he was shamelessly and forbiddingly talking to Irene's mother in such an inappropriate, sexual way. He couldn't believe he was seeing her panties. He couldn't believe she was obeying his every, verbal, hypnotically, suggestive, sexual command. This wonderful little light, whatever it was, actually hypnotized her. He couldn't believe he somehow hypnotized her.
He wondered if she was conscious of all that he was asking her to do. He wondered if she'd have any memory of anything she did while under hypnosis. Even in his wildest sexual fantasy, he'd never think that he'd have total, sexual control over his future mother-in-law. Ready to do everything he sexually imagined doing to her beautiful body, he may never have another chance like this again.
He was so tempted to touch her and to finger her through her panties. Seeing her panty clad pussy, her pussy slit, her camel toe, and her pussy mound, he'd love to lick her through her panties while reaching up to fondle her big tits. Now thinking more of his own personal, sexual gratification than he thought of her sexual satisfaction, he was so tempted to strip himself naked to expose his cock to her. If she was to have a reaction while hypnotized, he'd like to see her reaction to seeing his cock. Maybe her reacting or not reacting would prove one way or the other if she was hypnotized.
Yet, with her in her hypnotic trance, he wondered if she'd even notice his cock. He imagined putting his cock in her hand and/or slowly sliding his emerging erection across her lips. He wondered if he slid his cock across her mouth, taking the hint, if she'd open her mouth and take him inside. Maybe with her not consciously aware, thinking his prick was food, a hotdog perhaps, perhaps she'd bite down on his cock.
Nonetheless the fear of her munching on his prick, he'd love nothing more than for Donna to suck him. He'd love nothing more than to put a gentle hand to the back of her beautiful brunette head while humping her mouth and fucking her face. He'd love nothing more than to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow. He'd love nothing more than to give her a cum bath, to cum all over her tits, and all over her face.
Already knowing the reluctant, lousy blowjob he seldom received from her daughter, and with Irene never allowing him to cum in her mouth, he'd love to know if her mother was any better at sucking cock. Imagining that she was much better at sucking cock and giving blowjobs than her daughter was, he wondered if Donna and/or Kathy would allow him to cum in their beautiful mouths in the way that his fiancé didn't allow him to cum in her virginal mouth. A sexual fantasy come true, he was alone with Irene's hot mother for hours, maybe even days. Especially with her under hypnosis and under his sexual control, he couldn't even imagine all that he could sexually do to Donna in that time.
"Unbutton your blouse Donna," he said.
* * * * *
More unbelievable that he was asking her to remove her clothes was the fact that she was removing her clothes. Immediately, she began unbuttoning her blouse. Such a sexy show to see, he couldn't believe it when his girlfriend's mother started unbuttoning her blouse. It was one thing to see her topless in the dark while in the pool but it's quite another thing to watch her strip off her clothes in the brightly lit living room.
He watched her unbutton one slow button of her blouse at a time. What a night? What an unbelievable night? First the airplane or alien spaceship accident and now this. He couldn't believe his eyes. As if he was hypnotized, he stared at her mesmerized at all that she was exposing to his horny eyes and at all that he was seeing.
Obeying his every command as if he was a hypnotist and she was someone from the audience, he'll be masturbating over this moment for the rest of his life, especially after she becomes his hot, sexy, MILF of a mother-in-law. This wasn't just any woman. This was Irene's mother. Oh, yeah, a sexual fantasy come true, Donna was his future mother-in-law. Oh, yeah, baby, without a doubt, big time, he'll be masturbating over this moment for the rest of his life.
Wishing he was unbuttoning her while kissing her and feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra, he watched her unbutton one slow, sexually exciting button of her blouse at a time. Only not daring to touch her, not even wanting to speak to her unless he was giving her a hypnotic suggestion, he didn't want to awaken her from whatever hypnotic trance she was in. Committing her unexpected striptease to memory, first he saw the tops of her meaty, D cup breasts. Then he saw her long line of sexy cleavage. Finally, he saw her lacy bra when she unbuttoned all the buttons of her blouse.
'Oh, my God, she has quite the rack,' he thought to himself. 'Oh my God, she's so hot. I can't believe this is really happening.'
Sitting there with her legs still spread wide open, he couldn't believe he was not only seeing Donna's panties but also seeing her bra clad breasts. As if he was dreaming this, as if he was sexually fantasizing this, he was living out his sexual fantasy live and in full color. Life doesn't get any better than this. With Donna continuing with the reality of his sexual fantasy, with him figuring that she'd snap out of her trance and his fun would stop at any moment, he continued giving her hypnotic suggestions. Before she pulled the plug on this dream state, he was hoping to see as much of her naked body as he could.
"Take off your blouse," he said as if he was a hypnotist and giving her a hypnotic suggestion.
He remembered reading somewhere that someone who was hypnotized wouldn't do something that she wouldn't ordinarily do if she wasn't hypnotized. With that thought in mind, now he wondered if she'd readily strip naked in front of him without being hypnotized. As if she was his fiancé instead of his future mother-in-law, he watched her remove her blouse as if she was undressing for bed with him standing in her bedroom and watching her. Still in shock over this incredible night, he couldn't believe it when she removed her blouse. With her sitting across from him in her bra with her legs spread wide open and her white panties exposed to him, Irene's mother removed her blouse.
'This is unbelievable,' he thought to himself.
"Now stand and remove your skirt," he said in the same unemotional, soft spoken voice he used when asking her to remove her blouse.
He stood from his sitting position on the carpet in front of her to stand to watch her strip off her short skirt. He couldn't believe it when she stood and reached behind her to unbutton and unzip her skirt.
'Jesus. Fuck me,' he thought to himself. 'And to think that I'll be alone with her for hours, maybe even for days.'
Oh, my God, a sexual fantasy come true, as if awaiting further orders or as if she was his own personal robot that he needed to instruct before she'd service him, she stood before him in her panty and bra. Implanting this vision permanently in his brain of her standing in front of her in her bra and panty, with him having hours and perhaps even days alone with her, he didn't want to forget the first time seeing Donna in her panty and bra. If these were going to be his last days on Earth, he couldn't think of a better way to spend them than to spend them with Donna.
For a 42-year-old woman, she had a magnificent body, just amazing. As if she was a mixed martial arts fighter, he knew that she did Pilates and Yoga but whatever else she was doing, he wished Irene would do it too. If that's what it took for Irene to get the same body, but for the big tits, he only wished Irene would take up Pilates and Yoga to hopefully get the same shapely figure her mother had. On second thought, forget her long, shapely legs and her round, firm ass, he only wished that Irene had her mother's big tits.
A sight to behold and a vision to see, not yet ready to give her the next hypnotic suggestion, he just wanted to admire her standing there in her bra and panties. In the way that most people don't look good naked, she looked phenomenal in her bra and panties. In the way that some coma patients have memories of people visiting them while they're in a coma, he wondered if Donna would have any memory of him asking her to strip off her clothes. He wondered if she'd remember posing for him in her bra and panties while he ogled her hot body. Not totally convinced, he wondered if she was really hypnotized or just pretending to be hypnotized. She seemed hypnotized but how would he really know if she was or not. For sure, if only to determine if she was hypnotized, his feeble justification should she awaken when she was naked, he'd have to take this sudden striptease a step further.
Only taking a moment to enjoy the view, before continuing with his hypnotic experiment, he continued ogling her standing there in her bra and panty. If he thought that she had a shapely body before, now seeing her without her clothes, she had a shapelier body than he thought she had. Going beyond the point of no return, he was about to do something he could never take back. He was about to ask her to do something that he could never apologize to her enough for sexually taking advantage of her. He was about to ask her to do something that conceivably could ruin whatever relationship that blossomed between him and his intended now and in the future.
Yet, ready to ruin whatever love relationship he had with Irene, he didn't care. Ready to even give up Irene for her mother, he didn't care. Ready to end his engagement to her daughter for the chance of seeing Donna naked, the only person on his mind right now was Irene's mother. Unable to really get a look at them in the darkened pool, he needed to see her big, beautiful breasts. As if her bra clad breasts hypnotized him, he needed for her to remove her brassiere.
* * * * *
"Remove your bra. Show me your tits. I want to see your big breasts Donna," he said.
As if she was a paid stripper to strip for his private birthday party, he watched her reach her hands behind her back. When she reached around herself to unhook her bra, as if she was his very own sexual slave, he couldn't believe she was obeying his every hypnotic, suggestive, sexual command. With all of this so surreal, as if her undressing was happening in slow motion, one slow bra strap at a time, he watched her removing her bra, first one cup and then the other. As if there was a drumroll, he imagined he heard stripper music before he watched her holding her bra in her hand with her arms positioned by her sides.
"Oh, my God," he whispered to himself. 'She has spectacular breasts.'
She was topless. Irene's mother was topless. His future mother-in-law was topless. Donna's tits were right there in front of him for his personal inspection and personal enjoyment. He couldn't believe Irene's mother was topless and dressed in only her panties. If space aliens were to kill him now, after seeing Donna's tits, at least he'd die happy with an erection and a big, sexy smile on his face.
"Are you kidding me? I don't believe this," he said under his breath and too soft for her to hear.
He didn't want to confuse her. He didn't want her to think that he was giving her another hypnotic suggestion by her hearing him talking to himself. After yearning to see her topless, now he wanted to see her naked. He needed to see her pussy and her ass. Wanting her to take it off, take it all off, he couldn't wait to see Donna naked.
Taking a minute to enjoy the moment after enjoying the striptease show, he couldn't believe her tits were right there before his horny eyes. If he so dared, he could reach out and touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering her big nipples. Only for fear of awakening her from her hypnotic trance and not wanting to ruin the chance of seeing her naked after seeing her topless, even though he so wanted to touch her and feel her, he didn't dare touch and feel her.
What would he say if she awakened from whatever hypnotic trance she was in from the mere shine of his alien flashlight? He couldn't believe he saw her in her bra and panties. He couldn't believe he was seeing Donna's tits. He'd love nothing better than to touch her breasts and feel and fondle her tits while fingering and sucking her nipples. Only, in case this is all the sex he'd get from her, he needed to see her naked before planning his next sexual move.



"Now your panties. Yeah, remove those too. Show me your ass and your pussy. I need to see those too," he said. "I need to see you naked Donna."
He couldn't believe it when she tucked her thumbs in her panty, pulled them down, and stepped out of them. She was naked. His girlfriend's mother was naked. Along with her big tits, her cunt, and her ass, her naked body was right there in front of him. He couldn't believe his eyes when he saw her trimmed patch of dark, brown pubic hair. Something he'll be masturbating over for the rest of his life, especially if he married her daughter, he couldn't believe Donna was naked.
"Turn around," he said. "Show me your ass."
As if she was an audience member on stage hypnotized to pretend to be a chicken, immediately, she turned to show him her round, firm ass.
"Bend at the waist and spread your legs," he said. "I want to see your pussy."
He watched her bend at the waist and spread her legs to show him her asshole and her pussy. He was so tempted to touch her. He was so tempted to feel her. He was so tempted to finger her. He was so tempted to stick his face between her legs and lick her before fucking her. He was so tempted to stand behind her and fuck her, really pound her pussy. A position that every man wishes he was in, what to do with a naked woman when the woman doesn't know she's naked and when the woman is your future mother-in-law, he felt blessed.
'Thank you God! Wow!'
"Turn around," he said and she turned around again.
He didn't want to leave any evidence that she was naked and was used as his personal sex slave, should she suddenly awaken. Instead of asking her to get dressed, he quickly he ran to the bathroom to get a towel to put on the couch.
"Sit on the couch Donna," he said and she did. "Now spread your legs and touch yourself. I want to watch you masturbate."
Something he only imagined her doing, he always wondered if Irene's mother masturbated. With her deft fingers rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy, now he knew the answer to that question. Something that he wished he was doing, he watched Donna rubbing her clit while fondling her big tits and fingering her nipples. As if he was watching her on hidden camera, he couldn't believe he was watching his girlfriend's mother masturbate live.
In the way that he wished he could give her an orgasm, he watched her give herself an orgasm. Then, in the way she was staring at him and leering at him, he wondered if she was aware that she was hypnotized. Maybe she knows she's naked before her future son-in-law. Maybe she's playing him in pretending to be hypnotized. Perhaps she wants him to give her an orgasm too. Perhaps, she wants to give him sex in the way she just gave herself sex and in the way that he'd love to give her sex. Not enough that she was naked, she heightened the sexual lust he had for her and made his sexual frustration even worse. Now he couldn't wait to touch her, feel, and lick her while she touched him, felt him, and sucked him before fucking one another.
* * * * *
Now that she was standing there naked, after watching her masturbate herself, he was sexually aroused, an understatement. Going for broke, he wanted to take more of an active role instead of a passive role in having sex with Donna. Willing to risk waking her, what fun is it in just seeing her naked? He needed to have sex with her. He needed to experience his fiancé's mother in the way that he's unable to experience his virgin fiancé.
"Take off my clothes," he said walking partway over to her. "Strip me naked. I not only want you to see my cock but also I want you to touch, feel, and stroke my cock before sucking my cock."
Not knowing what would happen, he didn't know if she'd strip him or not. Maybe this is where she awakens from her hypnotic trance. Hoping he hadn't gone too far in his hypnotic suggestion, he waited to see what would happen. Maybe stripping herself naked is as far as she'll go.
Still naked, with her pussy wet and her nipples erect from her playing with herself, she stood and walked to him. Still afraid to touch her for fear that he'd awaken her, he allowed her to do all the touching. Once he's allowed her to have her wicked sexual way with his body, maybe she'll allow him to touch her too. He couldn't wait to touch and feel her everywhere a future son-in-law should never touch and feel his future mother-in-law.
He wondered if she started to come out of whatever hypnotic trance she was in, if he could just shine the light in her eyes to return her back into a hypnotic trance. Only, he didn't know how powerful that light is. Seemingly with the light a very powerful tool in controlling her mind and body, maybe another dose of shining that light in her eyes would blind her, cause her to have brain damage, or even kill her. With the light not coming with directions or warnings, obviously this magically light of hypnotism was not of this Earth.
As if she was his mother undressing him as a child instead of his future mother-in-law undressing him on hypnotic command, she unbuttoned his shirt and removed that. Tossing his shirt on the chair behind him, she unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped his pants. Not wasting any time in stripping him naked, she undressed him faster than she undressed herself. Looking down at what she was doing, as if she was embarrassed, sexually excited, or just in a hypnotic trance, he didn't know which, she didn't look up at him.
"Look at me," he said. "I want to see your big, brown eyes while you're removing my clothes."
She looked up at him and gave him a sexy smile to make him wonder if she really was hypnotized or just pretending that she was. Maybe she wanted him as much as he wanted her. Maybe she was using this opportunity of her daughter not being around to have sex with him before he married Irene. Perhaps, she has some kind of convoluted morals that once he's married to her daughter, he's off limits. Or maybe tonight is his personal initiation and his sexual invitation into their family. Wouldn't it be really something if he could have sex with her sister, Kathy, too?
* * * * *
He couldn't believe his girlfriend's mother was undressing him as if he was her lover instead of her daughter. Next she pulled his jeans down. He kicked off his shoes before stepping out of his pants. He stood before Donna in his tee shirt and briefs with his erection prominently displayed behind the thin material of his underwear.
He was so hard. He was so horny. He was so ready to have his wicked sexual way with Irene's mother. He couldn't wait to fill her mouth with his cock before filling her pussy.
"Touch me," he said. "Feel my cock through my underwear. I want to watch you touching me."
She groped his erect prick through his briefs in the way that he couldn't wait to touch, feel, grope, and fondle her. She groped his erect prick through his briefs with more sexual enthusiasm than her daughter ever did. She groped his erect prick through his briefs in the way he imagined her groping his underwear covered cock. In all the times he masturbated over think about having sex with Donna, he couldn't believe he was about to have sex with Irene's mother.
She was so sexy. She was so hot. She was so naked and he couldn't wait to be naked with her too. With him remembering this incredible life forever, twenty years from now, he hoped to God that Irene looked as good as her mother looks now.
"Strip me naked Donna. I want to show you my prick. I want you to see my cock," he said.
She removed his tee shirt before removing his briefs. Then, inserting her fingers in the elastic of his underwear, in one downward swipe, he stood before her naked. Only, instead of her reacting to him naked in the way that he reacted to her naked, she stared straight ahead without having any reaction at all.
"Look at my cock," he said while wondering if she could speak. "Tell me. What do you think of my prick?"
He took his erection in hand and lifted it as if offering it to her before waving it at her while slowly stroking himself. Obeying him to look at his cock, she looked down at his prick before looking up at him.
"You have a beautiful penis," she said.
'She can speak,' he thought to himself.
Having sex with her is so much better when she's more of a willing participate than a hypnotic victim. He wondered what else she could do under hypnosis or whatever she was under from the mere shine of that magical flashlight.
"Would you like to touch my prick?"
She looked down at his cock before looking up at him and before looking down at his cock again. He wondered if she was still under his hypnotic spell. He wondered if she ever was in such a vulnerable position or if this was all just a sexual game she was playing. Maybe she was using him as much as he thought he was using her.
"Yes," she said seemingly ready to reach out her hand.
Something her sister, Kathy, already did when they were drunk and in the dark, deep end, corner of the pool, now he couldn't wait to feel Donna's manicured fingers around his cock.
"Go ahead, you may stroke me," he said.
He looked down at his erect penis before staring up at her.
"Okay," she said.
He watched her reach out her hand. As if this was happening in slow motion, he watched her wrap her fingers around his cock before slowly stroking him.
"Look at me while stroking me and while telling me what you think of my big, hard prick," he said.
Immediately, she looked up at him and smiled.
"I like your big, hard prick," she said.
Even though it was sexually exciting for him to see her naked and even though it was sexually exciting for her to see him naked, he needed more sexual stimulation than that. He needed to touch her. He needed to feel her. He needed to fondle her big breasts while fingering her nipples.
"May I touch you?"
He stared down at her breasts. They were so big. They were so shapely. Her nipples were so very hard and erect. Excruciatingly long, in the time he waited for her to answer him, it seemed like minutes when it was only a few seconds.
"Yes," she said.
He felt her breasts and fingered her nipples before reaching behind her to feel and squeeze her round, firm ass and before reaching down to finger her pussy while she continued stroking his cock. Going for broke, he was ready to ask her the million dollar question.
"Would you like to suck my cock?"
He couldn't wait to see Donna on her knees. He couldn't wait to watch Irene's mother take his stiff prick in her mouth to suck him while continuing to stroke him. He couldn't wait to see her looking up at him with her big, brown eyes with his hard, hairy prick buried in her beautiful mouth. He wished he could kiss her, French kiss her, before she sucked him. Only, if she was under some kind of hypnotic spell, he didn't want to awaken her as if she was Sleeping Beauty.
"I'd love to suck your cock Brian," she said.
She knows his name. She knows who he is. Maybe she's coming out of her trance. Maybe she wasn't hypnotized at all. He wondered if he should flash the light in her eyes again. Only, not knowing what else this light might do, he didn't want to hurt Irene's mother. Instead, he watched her fall to her knees. He watched her take his stiff prick in her small hand. He watch her stroking him before taking him in her mouth.
'Oh, my God,' his first thought. 'She's a much better cocksucker than her daughter.'
Irene's mother is blowing me. Donna is sucking my cock. He couldn't believe this. He put a gentle hand to the back of her beautiful, brunette head.
"Suck my cock, Donna. Suck it. That's right baby. That feels so good," he said when she looked up at him with her big, brown eyes.
Putting a firmer hand to the back of her hear, he started humping her mouth before he started fucking her face. Irene's mother was blowing him. His future mother-in-law was sucking him. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe that Donna was giving him oral sex.
"Tell me, Donna, do you like sucking my cock?"
Already knowing the answer to his question, this is a question that he'd never ask of Irene being that he already knew the answer to that question too. Irene wasn't much of a cocksucker. With his cock the first cock she's ever sucked, dabbled with is more the correct phrase, Irene didn't enjoy sucking his hard prick in the way her mother was obviously enjoying sucking his still prick.
"I love sucking your cock Brian," she said removing his prick from her mouth to speak before reinserting it again to suck.
He reached down to feel and fondle her big tits while fingering her nipples. Not wanting to cum in her mouth just yet, he wanted to fuck her first. Then, after he pounded her pussy, he'll have her blow him again. Oh yeah, he couldn't wait to fill her mouth with his cum. Then, after she swallows, he couldn't wait to fuck her.
"I want to make love to you, Donna. May I make love to you?"
She looked up at him and smiled with his stiff, hairy prick still in her mouth.
"Yes," she said removing his cock from her mouth again. "I'd love for you to make love to me."
Like mother unlike daughter, if only Irene was as sexual as her mother and aunt, he'd never look at another woman. If only Irene would allow him to have his wicked, sexual way with her virginal body, maybe he wouldn't be cheating on her now with her mother. He needed to ask Donna one last question.
"After I make love to you, Donna, may I fuck you? I'd love to pound your pussy."
Removing his cock from her mouth again, she stood to meet his lips to look him in the eyes.
"I'd love for you to fuck me. I'd love for you to pound my pussy Brian," she said with a sexy smile.
They walked in her bedroom. She climbed on the bed and he moved in beside her. Ready to make love to Irene's mother, the doorbell rang.
"Shit!"
Maybe it was Irene but she wouldn't have rung the doorbell. She has a key. He walked to the door naked to look out the side curtain. It was Kathy, Donna's younger sister. Maybe he can get two for the price of one.
To be continued...
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After hypnotizing Donna, Brian hypnotizes Kathy too for threesome sex with his fiancé's mother and aunt.
Not wanting her to see that he was naked, he figured that she'd suspect something was amiss if he answered the door without wearing any clothes. Who knows, after how she aggressively acted when they were alone in the dark corner of the pool, maybe she'd prefer seeing him naked? Hoping the light would work through glass, he quickly ran to grab his light from his pants pocket and shined it in Kathy's eyes through the side window of the door. Such a powerful little beam, he lit her up as if she was on stage and he was in charge of the spotlight.
Afraid to do anything else with the light other than to turn it on and off, he wondered what else this little light can do. Maybe this light is much more powerful than he imagines. Maybe this handy dandy light has a death beam and can kill people and/or animals. Maybe it can make whatever you point the beam at long enough to make it disappear. Maybe it can act as a time machine and allow someone to travel to the past or to the future. Maybe now that he knows he can hypnotize people with this magical, albeit alien light, especially women, he should put it down and not open Pandora's Box in trying to see what else the light does and can do.
What if she's not hypnotized? Taking a chance on opening the door naked, when he opened the door, she was standing there in the same way that Donna had stood there. She was stunned. She was mesmerized. She was hypnotized.
'Oh my God,' he thought to himself. 'I don't believe this. If hypnotizing Donna wasn't enough, now I've hypnotized Kathy too.'
By the mere shine of his light, she certainly looked hypnotized to him. Maybe Donna called her sister, asked her to come over, and to act hypnotized when she arrived. She could have called her sister to come over before he arrived and before he had hypnotized her, but then how would she know to ask Kathy to pretend that she was hypnotized when she wasn't even hypnotized yet? Moreover, he's been with Donna the whole time. She hadn't made any phone calls while he was there with her. Besides, with her supposedly hypnotized, the only thoughts she has are the hypnotic suggestions that he gives her. If he was to make a judgment call, he'd say that not only was Donna hypnotized but also now her sister was hypnotized too.
Maybe this little light is an alien stun gun that they used in Star Trek. As the writer and the producer of Star Trek, maybe what Gene Roddenberry of Star Trek fame dreamt up as a science fiction fantasy is now Brian's reality? Maybe what had crashed was indeed an UFO and not a passenger plane. Maybe what he holds in his hand today is what aliens will be holding in their hands in the future.
"Come inside," he said closing the door behind her as if he was Igor welcoming her into Dr. Frankenstein's Transylvanian castle instead of into this Pennsylvania farmhouse.
The only thing missing from his diabolic plan to have his wicked, sexual way with Kathy as he planned to do with Donna, was him laughing evilly and hysterically in the background. Trapped in his hypnotic trance of a web, he stared at her as if she was the dumb fly and he was the killer spider. A younger version and a newer model, thirty-eight-year-old Kathy was just as beautiful as her older sister, Donna, and with breasts just as big. He only wished that Irene had inherited her mother's and her aunt's big breasts. He'd be such a happy man if only Irene had tits. Maybe he wouldn't feel the need to have sex with his fiancé's mother and aunt if Irene was busty.
Yet, now that he's gone this far, with Donna already in bed naked, there's no turning back. Unless the women were to have no memory of being hypnotized, he could never explain this or apologize this way out of this, even if he wanted to not continue. With these two sexy beauties so shapely and so willing to play, judging them by how they were in the pool last summer, stretching the envelope and thinking out of the box, now he wondered what their mother, Irene's grandmother looked like. Maybe she too is just as voluptuous and as sexually naughty as her daughters. If that was the case, then he'd like nothing better than to hypnotize all four women, Irene, Kathy, Donna, and her grandmother, Kathy and Donna' mother. He'd like nothing better than to know what it feels like to have sex with three generations of the same family.
Incorrigibly in his sexual desire and diabolical in his hypnotic scheme to seduce these sisters, he was perversely perverted in wanting to have sex with his fiancé's entire female family. He not only wanted to bed his fiancé but also her mother, her aunt, and now even her grandmother too. If Irene only had sisters, no doubt he'd want to bed them too. Undoubtedly, his sexual lust would stretch to Irene's cousins if they were as hot and good looking as the rest of her female relatives. An understatement, so long as his little light didn't run low on batteries, he couldn't wait to meet them all while thinking of laughing diabolically.
With him keeping his sexual desire all in the family, he had the morals of a hillbilly having sex with his sister, his mother, and all the rest of his kinfolk. Knowing what Irene is like now when in her twenties, by having sex with Donna and Kathy, he'd be testing the waters to see what Irene would be like when she's in her late thirties and early forties. Then, imagining having sex with grandma, he'd know ahead of time what Irene would be like when she's in her sixties.
* * * * *
"Come with me," said the spider to the fly while leading Kathy to Donna's bedroom.
When he entered the bedroom, as if she was a model posing for a Rembrandt painting, Danae painted in 1636 or Bathsheba at her Bath painted in 1654, Donna was on her back staring at the ceiling. As if he hit an off button before he left her alone, she looked like she was sleeping albeit with her eyes open. Strangely enough and telling him that Kathy was hypnotized too, when he entered the bedroom with her sister, there was no warm sisterly greeting, no hugs, and no kisses from Donna or from Kathy. As if they didn't even know one another, not even so much as acknowledging one another, they both just stared straight ahead. Donna stared at the ceiling and Kathy stared at the wall. Not wasting any time, should the roads open and Irene suddenly appear out of nowhere in the way that Donna appeared when he was in the pool making out with Kathy, he gave Kathy her first hypnotic suggestion.
"Undress," he said looking at Kathy as if she was a hot meal after not eating all day. "Take off your clothes. Strip yourself naked," he said. In the way he couldn't believe when Donna started undressing herself, he couldn't believe it when Kathy started stripping. "I want to see you naked," he said reinforcing his hypnotic suggestion by repeating his sexual desire for Kathy in the way he did with Donna.
Never having hypnotized anyone before, he had no idea what he was doing but with the help of that magic, alien, flashlight, with him quickly becoming a serial hypnotist, he was a master hypnotist. He wondered how long the trance lasted. When he was done having sex with the two sisters, he wondered how he could awaken them. With the roads possibly closed for days, perhaps he shouldn't worry about awakening them for days. Only with him more concerned with other and more sexual things, he'll worry about awakening them later. For now, he wanted to see Kathy naked.
* * * * *
In the same sexy way that Donna unbuttoned her blouse, one slow button at a time, he watched Kathy unbutton her blouse. First he saw the tops of her meaty, D cup breasts. Then he saw her long line of sexy cleavage. Finally, he saw her bra. As if waiting for his next hypnotic command, she stopped for further instructions.
"Take it off. Take off your blouse and show me your bra," he said. "I want to see what you look like in your brassiere."
Watching her undress was as if he was watching her undress in his sexual fantasy while sleeping or while masturbating himself over the thoughts of having sex with Donna and/or Kathy. Without even a look to see who was hiding in her bedroom closet, Kathy removed her blouse as if she was alone in her bedroom. Standing there in her pale, blue bra and skintight jeans, her body was just as shapely as was Donna's body. With things like this never happening to him, nothing ever happens in this small town.
He couldn't believe that first he was able to somehow hypnotize Donna and get her to strip naked and now able to hypnotized Kathy, he was getting her to strip naked too. More than even that, he had a huge window of hours, maybe even days to sexually experience not only Donna's beautiful body but also Kathy's beautiful body too. After having sex with Irene's mother and aunt, with them not knowing and/or even suspecting that they were so sexually violated by him, he'd have a sly smile on his smug face when standing at the altar ready to marry Irene. With him already knowing not only what his future mother-in-law looks like naked but also her sister, he was soon to find out what they're like in bed too, something that he doesn't even know about his virgin, soon-to-be bride. Truly, life doesn't get any better than this.
"Now your jeans. Take off your jeans. I can't wait to see what you look like in your bra and panty," he said.
As soon as he got the words out for her to take off her jeans, Kathy had her jeans unbuttoned and unzipped. She shimmied down her skintight jeans in the way that a snake sheds its skin, very slowly. She kicked off her sneakers and lifted her legs to extricate herself from her tight jeans. Then, as if she was a lingerie model posing for a fashion photographer, she stood before him in her sexy blue bra and matching bikini panties in the way her sister did just a few minutes before. Only, where Kathy had sexy, blue lingerie, Donna wore virginal white.
"Wow," he mumbled under his breath and quiet enough for Kathy and/or Donna not to hear.
If he thought Donna had a good body, Kathy had an even better body. My God, the gene pool in this family is totally amazing. Now, for sure, he couldn't wait to meet grandma.
* * * * *
In the way he did with Donna's underwear clad body, he ogled Kathy's underwear clad body. With Donna already on the bed naked, Kathy would soon be naked and on the bed with her sister. He always wanted to have sex with two sisters, twins actually. Yet, in the close resemblance they these two sisters looked, they could be twins and he enjoyed imagining that they were. A personal, sexual fantasy, favorite of his, it sexually excited him even more to think that he was about to have sex with identical twin sisters.
"Now your bra. I want to see your breasts. Show me your tits," he said.
Without hesitation, Kathy reached behind her, unhooked her bra, and removed her big, blue brassiere. First her blouse, then her jeans, and now her bra, her natural, D cup breasts were just as spectacular as her sister's natural, D cup breasts. She had big nipples just as her sister did. He couldn't wait to touch her breasts. He couldn't wait to feel her tits. He couldn't wait to finger her nipples and suck her big tits. Only, as he did with Donna, slowly bringing her along to now spook her awake, with him having no idea of what he was doing, he didn't dare touch Kathy for fear of awakening from her hypnotic trance.
Having waited long enough to see Donna's sister naked, it was time for Kathy to remove her panty. It was time for Kathy to show him her pussy. It was time for Kathy to get completely nude. It was time to get both women in bed and do what most men would love to do with two, hot, naked sisters. Knowing that he could probably get one of them in bed, unless hypnotized as they obviously were now, there'd be no way that he'd ever get both of these beauties naked and in bed together.
As if he was a modeling agent or a Playboy photographer and Kathy and Donna were his au natural models, he was eager to compare the bodies of the two women. With both seemingly having identical bodies, he couldn't help but wonder what their mother looked like. Perhaps grandma looked more like Irene then she looked like Donna and/or Kathy. Perhaps great bodies skip a generation for them to develop as if a new strain of grape growing on the vine that will surely mature into the desired vintage. He couldn't help but think of the wine called Manage a Trois wine, a bold and sensual wine that's a tad risqué and something that the women had in common with the wine. He couldn't even imagine a better variety of wine matching these sisters with what he was about to do with them in bed.
* * * * *
"Now for your panties. Take off your panties," he said. Hoping he didn't jolt her out of her hypnotic trance by talking so sexually explicit to her, he couldn't help himself from being inappropriate vulgar. "I want to see your naked pussy and beautiful your ass. I need to see your cunt. I want to see you naked Kathy," said Brian without shame or remorse that he had not only hypnotically suggested his fiancé's mother to strip naked but also he was commanding her aunt to strip naked too.
In one downward swipe, as if removing a canvas from an invaluable work of art, Kathy removed her panty. She was naked. Both Donna and Kathy were naked. With Kathy standing in front of him and Donna on her back in bed, he looked from one woman to the other woman. A sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe he was about to have sex with not only his future mother-in-law but also her younger sister too. After experiencing the two women sexually, his life and his relationships with them would never be the same.
Only, what he did here tonight would forever be his dirty little secret that he had inappropriate sex with not only Irene's mother but also her aunt while they were hypnotized. Indeed, the God of luck was shining down upon him today. Indeed, today is a wonderful day. Indeed, today was the best day of his young life. He couldn't wait to have sex with the two women.
"Get on the bed next to your sister," he said watching her get on the bed. As soon as Kathy climbed on the bed, taking things one step further and in a totally different direction, he surprised even himself by what he said next. "I want to watch you making out with your sister."
He was so glad that Donna had a king-sized bed. Needing to make sure they were both hypnotized and not pretending to be hypnotized, he needed for them to do something that they'd never do if they weren't hypnotized.
"Kiss one another while touching one another," he said.
* * * * *
As soon as he uttered his hypnotic suggestion, they obeyed. They were kissing. They were French kissing. They were making out while touching and feeling one another where sisters should never touch and feel one another. He couldn't believe his eyes. He watched them making out. He watched them feel their breasts, squeeze their asses, and finger their pussies. Another sexual fantasy of his coming true, watching two women having lesbian sex, this day just gets better and better.
He always wanted to watch two women going at one another. Taking things a step further, even though they were obviously hypnotized, he wondered if they'd have sex with one another. Maybe because having lesbian sex with one another is something they wouldn't ordinarily do when not hypnotized, they wouldn't do now when hypnotized. Nonetheless, Donna and Kathy were going at one another as if they were lesbians incarcerated in prison in the new comedy show, Orange is the New Black. French kissing one another as if they were lesbian lovers instead of close knit sister, he couldn't believe they were touching and feeling one another while French kissing one another.
If lesbian sex between two heterosexual women wasn't hot enough, watching two sisters going at one another was even hotter. In the way they were making out with one another, if they weren't hypnotized, then they were great actresses. He imagined all the possibilities he could do with his wonderful, little, magical light. With the world's female population at his disposal, at his mercy, and vulnerable to his sexual interaction, no woman was safe around him now.
"Now me," he said climbing in bed between them. "Kiss me Kathy," he said to Kathy.
As soon as he told her to kiss him, she buried her tongue in his mouth. Oh, my God, a sexual fantasy come true, she was such a great kisser. Now he couldn't wait to kiss Donna to compare who was the better kisser. Yet, first, he wanted more than just a kiss from Irene's mother. He wanted another one of her great blowjobs. He couldn't wait to feel his cock buried in her mouth again while Kathy continued kissing him and while he felt her big tits and fingered her erect nipples.
"Suck my cock Donna," he said.
With him positioned beside Kathy while making out with her, immediately Donna climbed over him to take his stiff prick in her hand before taking him in her mouth. While Kathy was French kissing him, Donna was sucking and stroking him. Now he needed to know who the better kisser was and who the better cocksucker was.
"Now switch off," he said. "You suck my cock Kathy and you kiss me Donna," he said.
Not really into controlling women, it sucked that he had to tell them everything to do. He wished they'd take it upon themselves to sexually pleasure him instead of him having to tell them all that he wanted them to do. Still, he should have a problem. He should have a complaint. Not only was he seeing these two sexy sisters naked but also they were seeing him naked too while he had sex with them. Still not totally convinced that they were hypnotized, he had one final test to see if they truly were under some type of hypnotic spell that was caused by that light he shined in their eyes.
* * * * *
"Let me watch you eat your sister, Donna, while I fuck you from behind.
Just when he thought that things couldn't get any sexually better, they did. Immediately, with her on her knees on the bed with ass sticking up in the air, Donna fell between Kathy's legs. Brian watched Donna lick and finger her sister while he positioned himself behind her. He rubbed Donna's clit and fingered her pussy before inserting himself inside of her. She was so wet, plenty wet enough to accept his stiff prick inside of her pussy. Slowly humping her to go deeper inside of her, he fucked her doggie style while reaching down to grab onto her big tits.
As if he was riding a horse at the rodeo, he rode Donna. Looking down over her, he watched Donna finger and lick Kathy while he slid his cock deeper inside of her. She had her younger sister moaning and wiggling in just a few minutes and he had Donna wigging her sweet ass for more. Sliding in and out of her while humping her, she was so wet, plenty wet for him to slide right inside of her and back out again to build up the friction.
With her only having the one child and with her not having a steady man in her life, she was so tight too, as tight as he imagined Irene would be being that she was a virgin. He wondered if when he finally had sexually intercourse with her daughter, Irene, if she'd feel as good as having sexual intercourse with her mother did now. No doubt, Irene would be even tighter than her mother. No doubt, with Kathy not having given birth, she'd be even tighter than her sister.
Humping her faster but not too hard, he didn't want to interrupt Donna eating her sister. It felt so good to fuck Irene's mother while feeling her big tits and fingering her hard nipples. He reached beneath her to get a better feel of her big tits and finger her erect nipples while fucking her a little harder and a little faster. Not wanting to cum just yet, he still needed to fuck Kathy. Before fucking Kathy, he wanted her to suck his cock. After Donna has already sucked his cock twice, he needed Kathy to suck his cock too. Having had enough of Donna, not that she was a bad fuck but that he was so sexually excited to have sex with Kathy too, he saved Donna for when he was horny later. Now, moving from one sister to the other, it was Kathy's turn to give him hot sex.



* * * * *
"Suck my cock Kathy while I lick your sister," he said.
Immediately Kathy obeyed his hypnotic suggestion by climbing off the bed and positioning herself on the floor beneath him to suck his cock while he ate her sister. Oh, my God, if he thought Donna was a good cocksucker, Kathy was even better. With Donna so sexually passionate, he'd have to give the kissing award to Donna. With Kathy such an obvious whore, he'd have to give the cock sucking award to Kathy.
Never has he had such wild sex. Never did he expect to have such wild sex from Irene's mother and aunt. He couldn't believe that it took a mere alien light beam for him to have three way sex with two, hot, mature women. He could only imagine who else he could hypnotize to try using this light on for sex. Only, he wondered if the light ran on batteries. Maybe they're nuclear batteries that last forever. No doubt, if the batteries died, he'd never be able replace theses batteries at Radio Shack. He could only imagine the conversation that he'd have with the store clerk.
"Excuse me. Can you help me please? I need replacement batteries for my UFO alien hypnotizer," he imagined saying. "I use it to hypnotize women so that I can have sex with strange women, not that the women are strange but that they're women I've just met."
Eager to fuck Kathy in the way he just fucked Donna, if he allowed Kathy to continue sucking him, no doubt, he's shoot his wad in her mouth. He'd rather wait until after he fucked Kathy before he gave Donna and Kathy the hypnotic suggestion for both of them to blow him. Then, after cumming in Kathy's and Donna's mouths, if he had any cum left, he'd give them a cum bath and cum all over their faces.
"Lick your sister Kathy while I fuck you from behind," he said.
Immediately, assuming their positions, the two women traded places. With her ass sticking up in the air, Kathy fell between Donna's legs and started licking while fingering her sister as Brian positioned himself behind her to fuck her doggie style. He couldn't believe this was happening. He couldn't believe that both sisters stripped themselves naked. He couldn't believe that Donna stripped him naked. He couldn't believe that he was having an orgy like threesome sex with Donna and her sister. He couldn't believe how wet and how tight Kathy was. If only his fiancé knew that he was having sex with not only her mother but also with her aunt, surely that would be the end to them getting married.
Then, just as he was really getting into have sex with Donna and Kathy, the doorbell rang again. There was someone at the door again. He couldn't believe it.
"Are you kidding me?"
When the roads were supposedly closed because of the unidentified flying object crashing in a Pennsylvania cornfield, unbelievably there was someone at the door again. Hoping it wasn't Irene but assuredly, if it was her, she would have used her key instead of ringing the doorbell. Figuring that it was the police or the military going door-to-door, too busy having sex with Donna and Kathy to answer the door, he decided not to answer the door.
"Hello? Is anyone home? Hello?"
What a pain in the ass this person is. Whoever it was at the door, she continued ringing the bell and knocking on the door while rattling the handle. Whoever it was at the door was female. Maybe it was a neighbor. Maybe it was a hot sexy neighbor who wanted to play too.
"Donna? It's your mother. Kathy? I know you're in there too. I saw your car parked in the driveway. I just wanted to check on my daughters to make sure that you're okay after that horrible crash," she said.
Oh, my God. It was their mother, Irene's grandmother. Grandma is here. Did he dare hypnotize her too? He needed to see what she looked like first. He crept to the door naked and peeked out through the side window of the door just as he did with Kathy.
"Holy shit! Grandma is hot. She looks more like Catherine Zeta Jones than Donna does only with much bigger tits. Indeed, Grandma has a big rack too. Definitely, I'd do her. Definitely, I need to hypnotize her too."
He dashed across the hall to grab his light. With one push of a button, he lit her up through the side window of the front door. As if he was lighting her up to beam her up on Star Trek, Grandma motionlessly froze in the way that her daughters, Donna and Kathy, did.
"Wow! I'll be having sex with the whole frigging family. Perhaps if I had sex with the one that I wanted to have sex with, Irene, I wouldn't have to have sex with her mother, her aunt, and now her grandmother.
He opened the front door while still naked. As if he was fully dressed, he received no reaction from her.
"Come in," he said. "Your daughters are here. Right this way," he said escorting her to the bedroom.
To be continued...
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A real ego booster, Susan writes a non-erotic story for her to read when she's down in the dumps and depressed.
I have lots of qualities that I'm proud and glad to have. Whenever I think of my God given gifts, my inherited attributes, and my inherent qualities, those thoughts of self-realization, albeit somewhat self-centered, helps me get through my not so chirper days. Stopping to smell the roses in appreciation of all that I have to be thankful for, the bottom line is that I like myself. I do. I really do. Once I got to know my shortcomings and how to deal with them, and once I got to know my strengths and how to use them to my advantage, I'm not such a bad person after all.
When I think about others who have real problems, I'm lucky to be so blessed. With so very many people having serious physical handicaps and/or emotional afflictions, there are lots of people who never have had a fair chance at living a normal life. Truly when I compare myself to someone who has real issues, I should have a problem. Without pondering the thought for a second, no doubt, they'd swap places with me if they could.
Having taken the good with the bad, like everyone else, I've had my share of bad days. Most of the bad things that happened to me was because I was young and innocent and not able to defend myself. I was a victim then, a victim of my circumstances and of my environment, but I'm not a victim anymore. Much more in control of my life, I'm much stronger now than I was then. After having endured my childhood, I survived the sexual, physical, and emotional abuse that no one, young or old, should suffer. Yet, glad that I went through all that I did as an adult, I wouldn't change any of it, other than my horrible childhood.
Now as an adult, most of the bad things I faced, I allow to slide off my back. Having lived through the worst of things, having already suffered through my mother, my four, much older brothers, and my ex-husband, other than a horrific accident or death, nothing and no one can hurt me now. While suffering through it all, I'm lucky to have made it out alive. With the cliché that only the strong survive so true, and with me no shrinking violet and never backing down, most of the bad things I endured have made me stronger instead of weaker.
I am that character in my story, Bag Lady & the Retired Marine. That's me again as Rachel, in Born Beautiful, Rachel's story. There I am again in Beauty and the Beast Within. I'm Susan in Cleaning Cans and Bottles Topless and in Collecting Bottles, Cans & Friends. Being that I can only write what I know, I'm in nearly all of my stories. Yet, there are some things that I still carry around with me and seemingly no amount of therapy can lessen the nightmares and the sadness that I am cursed to carry around with me until the day I die.
* * * * *
"Are you depressed?"
That's what my doctor asks me every time I see him.
"Duh? Of course, I'm depressed. I'm a writer who's been sexually, physical, and emotionally abused. Who wouldn't be depressed? There'd be more wrong with me if I wasn't depressed. There'd be more things wrong with me if I was one of those dumb, blonde, Texas beauty queens who didn't know any better than to smile and be happy."
"Now for your bonus question, Miss Texas," said the moderator.
"Okay, I'm ready," said Becky, Miss Texas.
"Name another country other than the United States," said the moderator.
"Boy that's a tough question but being that I'm from Texas, I think it's a trick question," said Miss Texas.
"You have fifteen seconds to answer the question Miss Texas," said the moderator.
"Okay, another country other than the United States of America is...Texas."
My doctor wanted to put me on anti-depressants but I refused. How can I write about my suffering sadness through the characters I create if I'm taking a happy pill? I need to feel the emotional pain of all the abuses I suffered for me to instill that in my stories and for me to write believable characters. Embracing my suffering sadness, I need to suffer through my characters and plots to write my stories.
These doctors know little enough about the brain and even less about the medications that they prescribe and too freely give their patients. I'm not about to be the guinea pig of some big pharmaceutical company. Most times, these mind and mood altering medications have a longer list of side-effects than they do positive effects. Sorry, but no thank you. I'd rather be my depressed self than to be someone else. I'd rather be sad than happy while knowing what I feel is how I truly feel and not created by some magic, happy pill.
Being that I'm older and wiser to know better, I'm still young enough to turn my life around from being sad to being happy. With how I feel directly tied into how I feel about myself, I have it in my control to have a good life instead of continuing to have a bad one. Being that it's all up to me how I feel, no one else is responsible for me but me. Surely, if I don't care about myself, then no one else will.
* * * * *
So very many woman want to be blonde and I don't understand why so many women want to be blonde. I don't get it. I really don't. Most women who aren't born with blonde hair and who don't have the fair complexion don't look good as a blonde. They always look better with their natural hair color.
I'm blonde. Born blonde, I'm a natural blonde. The last thing I worry about is hair color. Being that my hair is lush and long, I like my hair. I do need a haircut though. Whether my hair was brown, black, or red, I'd still like my hair. I can't see myself pouring hair dye on my head to change something that defines me.
* * * * *
Having had a difficult time with being tall and skinny when I was a prepubescent teen, especially when I was in junior high school, I'm tall. I can't help that either. My mother is tall. My father, whoever he is, is probably tall too. My mother is 5'10" and all of my beefy, Hungarian brothers are all well over 6' tall. With big arms, big necks, broad shoulders, strong backs, and muscled legs, big eaters and bigger drinkers, they all look like men who could compete in the strongmen competition.
At 5'9" tall, and six foot with heels, even taller with my hair up or when wearing a hat, I like being tall now when I hated being tall before. Feeling too conspicuous when I was younger, I didn't like being tall and always slouched when walking down the corridors at school. Now I like being able to look over the crowd of average height women. Chances are, a welcomed bonus, with me being so tall, I'll always be thin.
"Damn, where does she put all that food? With her being so thin, she must have one Hell of a metabolism. She can eat me under the table. I've never seen anyone eat so much food so fast at one sitting," said one man to his friend.
"Dude! Duh? She's homeless. She probably hasn't eaten in days. This is probably her first meal since forever. Maybe you should mind your own business when it comes to others. You're always so critical, too critical of everyone," said the man's friend.
"Oh, yeah? Well, you're fat. How's that for being critical?"
"You're right. I am fat," said the man looking down at his big stomach. "No one knows that I'm fat more than I do. I've suffered through and have endured my obesity all of my life," he said making eye contact with his friend. "Yet, in my defense, I may be fat but you're ugly not only outside but also inside too. After I go on a diet and lose all of my excess weight, you'll still be one ugly son of a bitch."
* * * * *
Now, as I list the names of these famous actresses, instead of buzzing through their names, pause for a second to visualize each one. I have something in common with them. I have something that they all have. I'm sure you'll pause longer at your favorite actress while remembering them in their various roles. Whether you visualize them dressed or naked, it doesn't much matter, so long as you see them in your mind's eye for a second. Ready?
Just as does Scarlett Johansson, Elisha Cuthbert, Charlize Theron, Cameron Diaz, Naomi Watts, January Jones, Sharon Stone, Michelle Pfeiffer, Kate Blanchett, Uma Thurman, Jessica Simpson, Gwen Stefani, Goldie Hawn, Meg Ryan, Pamela Anderson, Gwyneth Paltrow, Reese Witherspoon, and Drew Barrymore all have blue eyes, I have blue eyes too. Of all the eye colors, I could have been born with, I'm glad that I have blue eyes.
I love my big, baby blue eyes. A great color contrast to my natural blonde hair, my blue eyes go so well with my fair complexion and rosy cheeks. In the way that I look, I could pass for Swedish, Norwegian, Austrian, or German instead of Hungarian with English and Italian thrown in there too. When men aren't staring at my tits, they're staring in my blue eyes. A much needed relief from being ogled and undressed with their eyes, my blue eyes give men something else to stare at other than my big boobs.
"Look into my eyes. Hey! Stop staring at the impressions my nipples make through my bra and sweater and stare into my blue eyes," she said with annoyance.
"Oh, sorry. Too busy staring at your tits, I didn't know you had blue eyes," he said.
With three different shades of blue, three different shades of brown, two shades of green, and two shades of hazel, whether your eyes are brown, green, hazel, of blue, what makes eyes unique is that they're your eyes. Whether your eyes are surprised, shocked, angry, happy, or sad, your eyes are who you are. Yet, what does it matter the eye color you have? Your eyes are uniquely you. Even if someone has the same eye color as you, no one has your eyes. Instead of focusing on eye color, it's more important that you're able to see through your eyes when there are so many who are sightless.
With eyes being the windows to our soul and with eyes being expressive enough to speak without words, it should be enough that you can see through your eyes without getting hung up on the color of your eyes. You should be happy that you weren't born blind or lost your sight to an unfortunate accident or a serious health issue. I wouldn't want to be blind. Only having to rely on my imagination, my enhanced hearing, and refined touch, I wouldn't want to live in a world that's dark and lacks color and definition. I wouldn't want to be relegated to counting all of my steps and memorizing the count. Then, God forbid someone should move the furniture around on me. I can't imagine waking up and walking through a world while unable to see. Being that I receive so much of my inspiration to write from my eyes, I'm glad that I can see.
* * * * *
I'm pretty. From the time I was a toddler, judging myself by my old photos, I was pretty. With my white blonde hair, big blue eyes, and rosy cheeks, everyone made a fuss over me. I was their little cherub girl and their angel, but a lot of bad stuff happened to me along the way.
Being pretty isn't always peaches and cream. All throughout my life, women have been jealous of me and overly protective of their boyfriends and husbands, as if I'd have any interest in trying to steal and/or have sex with any one of them. Women are small, petty, and insecure, and even those women who I thought were my best friends, were happy to see me leave Massachusetts for Pennsylvania.
* * * * *
I'm busty. I have big tits. Along with my natural blonde hair and big blue eyes, my breasts are two more things that define me. I have 36 D cup breasts and my breasts are natural. I take after my mother. She has big tits too.
With my Mom being a natural blonde too, I have no idea why she dyed her hair shoe polish black later in life. Too harsh of a hair color for her fair skin to carry, her hair color washes out her complexion. She has blue eyes like Elvis, and with her hair dyed as blue black as his hair was, she looks like a female version of Elvis, Wayne Newton, Ronald Reagan, or Superman, when they dyed their hair too black.
My Mom was wicked pretty too before the alcohol and drugs took a toll on her good looks. Unfortunately, she's a whore. With her living a life of stripping, prostitution, and drug and alcohol abuse, I suspect her strange choice in hair color was her way of hiding her from herself. Only, she's not fooling anyone, not even herself.
I still know who she is. If I know this as the truth, we can't hide from ourselves. Our conscious won't allow us. Our conscious thoughts will forever haunt us to our graves. Every time we look in the mirror, we have to face ourselves to not only confront who we've become but also who we are.
"How could you have sex with that man? What's wrong with you? God he's so gross. I can't believe you allowed him to touch me, feel me, grope me, and have sex with my body. Just because he bought you dinner doesn't mean that you should feel compelled to suck him before fucking him," she said to her own reflection in the mirror.
"You're right," said Susan. "I shouldn't have had sex with him. I feel like such a slut. Now leave me alone. Go away," she said to herself. "I'm busy fixing your hair, I mean, my hair."
* * * * *
To be honest, I can't imagine being flat chested and being subjected to wearing a padded bra for the sake of filling out my blouses and sweaters. Just as I can't imagine having my body invaded with silicone implants, I can't imagine what it must feel like not having big tits. Always getting in the way at first, a real uncomfortable nuisance especially with lower back issues, I've grown accustomed to having big tits and I like having big tits.
Whether I'm topless, in my bra, under my nightgown, or hidden behind my bra, blouse, and sweaters, I like how my big breasts look in the mirror. I like how they push out and hang down in my nightgown. I like seeing them, touching them, and feeling them when I'm taking my shower and/or while masturbating myself. I can't even imagine my body without my big tits.
I have to give Angelina Jolie credit for having her breasts surgically removed for fear of getting cancer. Removing a part of her that so defined her as a woman, I give her credit for not allowing that to get in the way of her decision to save her life. At least she's able to afford the best breast implants. I'm sure her new breasts look as good if not better than her old breasts. Brad Pitt is a lucky man.
"Lucky man? Are you kidding me? I'm saddled with all of these kids," said Brad to his wife. "Angelina, please, no more kids. Okay? I'm too old to care for another baby. Let's just buy another house."
Just as most men wish they had big cocks, most women wish they had big tits. As long as their breasts are shapely, stand up proud, and don't sag, whether it's padded bras or breast implants, women will do anything for a larger cup size. Yet, on the down side, I don't care what these plastic surgeons say, having such a foreign substance invading your body can't be good for you. I can only imagine the problems these poor women will have ten, twenty, and thirty years from now.
"Honey? What's that on the floor? I think something fell out of your nightgown," said Joan's husband.
"Oh, darn. That's just my implant. It keeps falling out of my breast. The other one, the one that turned hard, is lopsided. I think I need to go for more surgery."
* * * * *
So, here I am, a tall, beautiful, blue-eyed blonde with big tits, the perfect definition of most men's dream woman. One would think that I'd be happy but I'm not. I'm sad. Not to bore you with the details of my tragic life, suffice to say that my life hasn't been easy and hasn't worked out as planned, a gross understatement. You'd just have to read the first few chapter of my story, Bag Lady & the Retired Marine to know some of what I've suffered.
When I look in the mirror, I don't see a blonde, pretty, blue-eyed, busty woman, I see me. I see a depressed woman. I see an angry woman. I see a troubled woman. I see a woman who has a difficult time making it through her day. I see an unemployed woman and a homeless woman who still lives in the bedroom of a kind, elderly, albeit crazy Mennonite woman. I see a woman whose only enjoyment in life is writing fictional stories while living her life in fantasy instead of reality. Woe is me but I'm good. I'm getting better every day. With writing my therapy, I'm heeling myself.
If I could to change one thing about my life, I'd change my childhood. I wish I was born to a normal family, a family with a real mother and a real father instead of the shit mother and the non-existent father I had. I wish my brothers were normal, instead of being the drunken, incestuous assholes that they all are. If only their wives knew they all had sex with my mother over and again and forced me to have sex with them too, I wonder what they'd say. Escaping their past, my mother, and me, no doubt was the reason why my brothers all moved to Ohio and Michigan.
Yet, like everyone else, I have my good days, my bad days, my happy days, and my sad days. My writing gives me more pleasure than any man can give me and makes me happier than any mind and mood altering drug that any doctor can prescribe. Yet, on those dark days that the demons visit me, I wrote a little something for myself to counteract my depression. What I wrote may seem arrogantly pompous and self-centered to some but, when taking it with a bit of humor along with a grain of salt, the below story helps change my dark mood enough to make me smile. This is me. This is who I am.
* * * * *
Being that I've always had low self-esteem and lacked confidence from being emotionally, physically, and sexually abused by seven men, eight men when counting my physically abusive ex-husband, I did something unusual to help me when I'm feeling blue. With me writing so very many stories for others, I wrote a story for myself. It's a non-erotic story, a story that has no sex in it, but I find the story inspirational and a boost to my ego whenever I'm feeling down. So, here goes. Even though it's not really a story, this is my story, my non-erotic story nonetheless.
Susan, because of who you are inside, you are terrific. In the way you always have a kind word to say to someone, you are charming. Being that you've created, developed, written, edited, rewritten, and reedited, so very many stories, you are indeed talented. You are a prolific writer and one of the best erotic writers on Literotica. More than you'll ever know, your stories have helped so many through their days of darkness by giving them a modicum of sexual pleasure and emotional happiness.
In the way you reach out to people needing a pat on the back, a slap on the ass, or a whack across the back of the head with a baseball bat, you are kind, sensitive, and understanding. No matter how bad things get, you still have your quick wit and fun sense of humor. If you are anything, you are funny. Yet, even though you have your humor to lighten your mood and brighten the days of others, if only those around you knew that clowns, comedians, and writers, those who bring so much joy to others, are indeed the saddest. Indeed, struggling with your depression every day, you are sadly unhappy. Yet, your sadness and unhappiness makes you who you are, a great writer.
Having written more than 1,500 stories and more than 100 poems amounting to more than ten million words, under seven different pen names, you're a prolific writer. With your stories amassing more than 200 million hits, if only you earned a penny a hit, you'd be a wealthy woman instead of a poor one. Yet, no matter the lack of financial rewards, obviously you write not for the money but because you must.
I remember those writers accepting their Oscars for writing the best screenplay or adaption from the novel saying, "I'm blessed. I can't believe someone pays me to write. Writing is my passion. If only they knew that I'd write for free. This is my dream. I'm living my dream."



Writing is as much your pleasure as it is your torture. Just as did one of your creative writing professors, Dr. Robert Parker, of Spencer for Hire with Robert Urich and Blue Bloods with Tom Selleck, you'll be writing until the day you die. If we could sneak a peek in the life of J K Rowling, a billionairess who can go anywhere at any time and do anything and buy anything, chances are, just like me, she's sitting at her desk writing every day for hours. Being that we're both curse to write and must write to be happy, other than her vast wealth, she'd no different from me in that regard.
* * * * *
Even though unwanted and unsolicited sex has been my ruin, I can't help that I'm sexy. I could wear a black, plastic bag over my body and still look hot. In the way I dress when shopping at Wal-Mart, wearing black, baggy clothes, dark glasses, and a big floppy hat, not only can't I seem to hide my blonde hair but also I can't hide my hot body. I always have a small collection of men following me around the store while staring at me as if I'm their last meal.
I'm cool. Even though I've been diagnosed with post-traumatic stress for all that's happened to me, I'm still able to remain calm when others are losing their heads. When anger overwhelms me, once always launching myself in an angry rage, after years of psychological therapy, I've been able to find some semblance of inner peace through meditation, being and remaining calm, and seeing things for what they are. With most things not very important, whatever is so wrong to make me so very angry will soon blow over.
"Take a breath. Relax. Remain calm. There. How's that? Do you feel better? Now that you're calm and won't miss, you may take aim and shoot him," said my inner voice as I point the gun at his head and pull the trigger for him raping me.
Only, with me being raped seven times by seven different men and physically abused by one, I'd need a gun that had eight, silver bullets with their names etched in the casing.
Ah, revenge is so sweet, when they've forgotten all the bad things they've done to you and they never see you coming.
"And this is for what you did to me decades ago."
"Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!"
* * * * *
An odd trait for me to have when few have shown me any consideration, I'm considerate of others. I treat others in the way that I want to be treated. Yet, when being physically or verbally attacked by someone, watch out because I'll unleash my wrath of pent up anger that directly stems from being helpless to defend myself when I was younger. I won't put up with someone trying to take advantage of me. Those days are over.
With all of the physical, emotional, and sexual pain I've suffered in my life, more than most should experience in eight lifetimes, I don't have to know someone to feel their pain and to know that they're hurting. I can see their pain and sorrow in their eyes. Sometimes a knowing look and/or a warm smile is enough to get a stranger out of their funk.
"Hey, did you see that hot blonde? She just gave me the eye and then she smiled at me. I think she wants me, really wants me," said a sad man to his friend after Susan smiled at him.
* * * * *
Something that others haven't been with me, I'm gentle. Instead of attacking someone with accusations for something that they've allegedly done, I wait until I have all of the information before hitting them in the back of the head with a baseball bat.
"And tell me again how your cock accidentally fell in her mouth before falling in her pussy again and again and again, up and down and up and down?"
* * * * *
I'm courageous. I've shown courage by not only suffering the abuse but enduring it. I've been fearless in my ability to not only just get mad at what people have done to me but also to get even.
"Wait! You can't leave me here to die! For better or worse, remember? I promise I won't hit you ever again. I swear to God, I'll never raise another hand to you. Hurry. The grizzly bear is gaining on us. Christ, Susan, if you're not going to shoot the bear, at least shoot me."
"Okay," said Susan shooting him in the kneecap and remaining there for a second to watch the bear pounce on him before running to her car.
* * * * *
I'm an intellectual. After dropping out of high school, without any formal schooling, I not only took the test for the GED exam by just walking in cold and without taking a course and/or studying, but I received a score in the top one percentile. Then, working full-time during the day while going to college full-time at night, even through the summers while my friends were barbequing and having drunken pool parties, I graduated in five years, instead of the 8 years that it normally takes.
Most of those who attended the university at night, never finished. If it wasn't hard, it wouldn't be worth the effort and, indeed, it was hard, very hard. I averaged reading a book a day for five years while earning my degree in English with Literature and Creative Writing minors and graduating magna cum laude with a 3.65 gpa.
My best compliment receive for my writing was when making one of my creative writing professors cry. I was first to turn in my paper and I watched him lower his head and shield his eyes while reading what I had written. If only he knew that what I wrote was more fact than creative fiction, I wonder what he would have said.
"Ah, I feel better. With me not even having to take a happy pill, my life isn't so bad after all. I'm good. It's all good. I go write now."
THE END
Please give me the support of your vote.
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Bound & Blindfolded for Rent, Ch. 5
Open for business, Mistress Dominque finally gets her dungeon.
“Take off your clothes,” said Dominque. “Take them off,” she said cracking her whip against the concrete floor in her personal dungeon. Adding even more authority to her voice, with no carpet and little furniture to deaden the noise, the sound of the whip echoed in the windowless room. “Strip yourself naked now,” she said raising her voice and shoving a strong hand against his weak shoulder before slapping him across his face as if he was a groper on a subway instead of a client in her dungeon.
As if a staged Broadway play, their scene, already played out many times before, was well orchestrated, practiced, and rehearsed. With no room for mistakes or missteps, nothing changed within their BDSM session unless he told her in writing in advance. Most times, he wanted Dominque to give him exactly what she gave him last month, a spanking and/or a whipping. In the way he’s been so very bad lately, he didn’t deserve any pleasure, just punishment and discipline.
“Okay, okay,” said Walter, a grey-haired man in his fifties.
A well-educated Caucasian man, a professional in his chosen career, and very successful at earning lots of money, he was one of Dominque’s special, preferred clients. With money no object to him, he could afford to pay her what he paid his CPA and his personal lawyer, five hundred dollars an hour. To him, she was more valuable than his personal trainer, his chauffeur, his upstairs maid, his butler, his personal, executive secretary, and/or his chef. Those employees could easily be replaced but the special services that she gave him was hard to find. In the way he couldn’t do without his hairstylist and manicurist, he couldn’t do without Dominique his Dominatrix.
Today, wrought with guilt and with him needing to be punished and disciplined, he’s been a very bad man. Wanting what will reinforce his need for pain, he needed to be punished. Needing what will make him feel better about being bad, he needed to be disciplined. For him to justify his bad deeds, he needed for Dominque to punish him and discipline him in the way that he’s undeservingly punished others by stealing their money. In order to ease his conscience, he needed to feel the slap of her hand and the sting of her whip. As if she’s all the people he so wronged, he needed to know her displeasure with him for being so evil to his financial customers.
“Get up against the wall. You know the drill, you fat bastard,” she said. “Move your fat, flabby ass,” she said slapping him hard with her open hand.
A black belt in martial arts, in the way she hurt Salvy, she could really hurt him if he really wanted her to hurt him. Taking into account what her clients wanted, she interviewed her clients in depth and had them fill out an extensive questionnaire before even starting her bondage, discipline, and sadomasochism sessions. Giving them what they so wanted and needed, all she was doing was providing them with a special service.
After being bullied through all of his childhood and early adult years for his obesity, submissiveness, and weakness, no one dared call him a name now, at least not to his face. Too influentially powerful, he could break any man who didn’t do what he wanted. Now what he wanted was feeling pain but on his terms. Willing to pay for the pleasure, Dominque gave him what he needed.
The man positioned himself against her wall. As if it was his shadow, he could nearly see the outline of his fat body where he sweated all over her wall the last time he was here. Yet fastidious in keeping her dungeon clean, a mere figment of his imagination, what he saw obviously was only what he imagined seeing.
As if he was a prisoner in a dungeon in the 17th century, as if he was a black prisoner taken from Africa for America and chained down below in the cargo hold of a sailing ship, Dominque chained his wrists and his ankles to the wall. Making sure that he couldn’t free himself, unable to escape, she double wrapped the chains around his wrists and ankles. Unable to wear his Rolex watch for days after, his French cuffs and argyle socks would conceal the bruises the chains made to his wrists and ankles.
He was in her control now. He was her bitch. He was her nigger instead of the other way around. With all of it already predetermined and agreed to, no matter what he said, how much money he offered her to stop, and how much he begged, she wouldn’t stop whipping him until she was done.
“You’ve been bad Walter, very bad, haven’t you?” She grabbed a whole handful of his hair to pull his head back with it.
The game they needed to play, she was just as good at pretending as he was. With each assuming their roles, he paid her for perfection. He paid her to belittle him. He paid her to make him feel how he felt when he was so abused by others. He paid her to make him feel what others felt when he took advantage of them by stealing from them. Now with his pain and suffering on his terms, seemingly, even though she was in control of their BDSM sessions, he was the one who had orchestrated this in advance.
“I have. I’ve been especially bad. I’ve been cheating people out of their money. If I didn’t feel so good and so smugly smart about cheating them and stealing from them, my way of getting even with them for calling me names when I was young and defenseless, I’d feel guilty but I don’t,” he said.
“I’ll make you feel better baby,” she said cupping his testicles in her black hand while wrapping her fingers around his cock to stroke him to an erection.
“That feel so good Dominque. Already I feel so much better. I knew I needed to see you. I needed to feel your black hands all over my naked body. As if you’re my black, sexy, female demon, I needed you to help me pay for my sins,” he said pathetically.
Letting go of his cock, Dominque pulled out a brand, new whip. He didn’t want to be touched with a whip that had blistered someone else’s skin. Willing to pay the added expense of having her buying a brand new whip with each session, knowing the whip was new and earmarked especially for him was part of his ritual. Later, she’d use the same whip on someone else who didn’t care about such things. For now, this was his whip expressly purchased and imported just for him.
“Oh, you’re going to pay alright,” she said grabbing his left nipple and twisting it before hitting him in the testicles with the handle of her whip. “With the roles reversed, you’re my nigger now boy.”
He winced and if his hands were free, he would have grabbed himself. If his legs were free, he would have fallen to the floor in pain. Only, what he felt now was just an agonizing appetizer for how very bad he’s been and how painfully bad he’ll feel soon. Seemingly, one result erased the other. Seemingly the guilt he felt by stealing money was made to feel better by the pain he’d soon feel in being whipped. With Dominque directing and controlling his pain and punishment, he could be as bad as he wanted to be without guilt or remorse, so long as Dominque made him pay for the pleasure. For him to pay her double her fee, one thousand dollars an hour and two thousand dollars for a two hour session, he wanted her to make him feel pain, real pain.
As if she was hired by the Queen of England determined to get information out of a prisoner by the use of physical torture, her own judge, jury, and executioner, she took a few steps back to allow her whip room to hit its target. First she uncoiled the whip with a loud slap on the floor and, even though he was expecting her to do just that, he still jumped in anticipation of the stinging pain she was about to deliver. As if she was a fisherman casting out her line in a rushing river, resembling cigarette smoke, it didn’t take much wrist action to let her imported, Australian whip fly and curl through the air as if it was a snake ready to strike.
Designed to coil as a rope, a Cobra, or a rattlesnake, made from tough kangaroo hide, the whip is shot loaded with a double pleated underbelly. There’s no doubt about it, more than any of her other whips, this whip will hurt. Yet, especially chosen by him, this is the whip he wanted. This is the pain he deserved. He may hurt in the beginning but he’d feel so much better after she’d done.
She removed the ball bearing at the end. Not wanting to give him an open wounds that could get infected in the way that some of her clients want, she didn’t want to leave any long lasting and/or permanent scars for his wife and/or mistress to question. As it is, it took him a week before he could drive his golf cart again. Until the swelling lessened and the pain subsided, he had his chauffeured driven Mercedes and his reclining, leather office chair outfitted with a special cooling cushion. He had another cushion made for his dining room chair and even had a cool memory gel donut he used for the toilet.
After he’s done with Dominque, or more fittingly, after she’s done with him, he’ll be sitting in an ice bath at the club for an hour until his skin is as blue as his ass his numb. With all of this worth it to him, the more pain he felt the more money he earned. The more money he earned, the more guilt he felt, and the more his need for pain. A seemingly never ending cycle, the guiltier he felt the more he needed Dominque to punish him and discipline him. A bittersweet recipe and a dish she was expert at making, for his BDSM sessions to work, he needed to feel pain with his pleasure.
* * * * *
Mistress Dominque moved to a better neighborhood and now had a better class of clientele. After moving out of Salvy’s dump, she bought her own house on the other side of town, one with a finished basement that she reconfigured and reconverted into her own personal dungeon of pain and pleasure. She knew that if she had a premium place to conduct her bondage, discipline, and S&M business, she’d get a premium price to do what she does best, give men pain and discipline before giving them pleasure.
Her dungeon is where she conducted all of her torture and sexual business. Her upstairs was off limits to her clients and was her private space. The last thing she wanted was to mix her private life with her business life. Some older, white men asked to see her on the side, behind their wives back, in hopes of beginning more than just a business relationship for a sexual relationship. She’d readily have sex with a white man for money but she’d never date a white man for romance and for love, no matter how rich he is. Never mixing business with pleasure, she’d rather that whomever she was dating not know what she did to earn her money.
Saving love and romance for later, after she was done with being a Dominatrix, she ignored men of her race. Her only customers were white, older men, men who had the money to pay her for what they wanted. With her beautiful skin the color of creamy milk chocolate, and her small facial features of a woman born on one of the Caribbean Islands, she had what Caucasian men wanted when fantasizing what it would be like to have sex with a black woman.
They wanted sex and she wanted money. They wanted her to dominate them and she wanted them to give her their money. They wanted her to give them pain before giving them pleasure and she just wanted them to give her their money.
A fair trade. They each had what the other wanted. They bondage, discipline, sadomasochism, and sex from her and she wanted their money. After these older, white men accumulated the money that could buy them the best houses, cars, trips, wines, clothes, and jewelry, it was then that they turned to the forbidden. It was then that they were ready to delve into the perversity of being punished and disciplined by a beautiful, strong, black woman. They enjoyed being slaves to her will and under her control. They’d not only lick her boots but also they’d reward her handsomely for the privilege of being so submissively subservient to her. Ah life was good when in control and when being paid to be in control.
* * * * *
Sex, sex, sex, nothing personal, it was only about the sex with them after all. Money, money, money, nothing personal, it was only about the money with her after all. A perfect fit and the perfect pair, they were a perfect match. Sex for money, it was only all about sex for money and nothing else.
With most of her clients not looking for friendship or romance, she wasn’t either. Just as they’d want no part of her in their richly successful lives, once they were done with their sexual session, she wanted no part of them in her private life. Playing the faithful husbands with their wives and children, she played the professional business woman with her black relatives and friends. Just as no one knew their private peccadilloes, no one knew her Dominatrix secret.
Dealing only with older, upper class, white men, men who had money and men who always wanted to be punished and disciplined by a strong, young, sexy, black woman, she was happy to oblige by accommodating them. Matter of fact, for all the abuses that the white race has done to the black race and to her personally, she enjoyed spanking and whipping their fat, rich, white asses. Moreover, a distant memory of her horrid past, she was happy to have moved away from her old landlord, Salvy. If she ever saw him again, that would be too soon.
With her website business word of mouth and referrals from her sexually satisfied clients, it wasn’t hard for her to attract customers and continue to expand her business at her new address. If things continued with her getting more new clients, she may have to hire an assistant, another young, beautiful, sexy, black woman or maybe she’ll branch out and hire a young, beautiful, sexy Asian woman. Or who knows, if her business warranted it, maybe she’d hire one of each.
With these men able to get whatever white woman they wanted, they didn’t want a white woman to give them punishment and discipline. Her special clients didn’t want a white woman, unless she was a special, white woman with a body to match her beautiful face and an intelligent, savvy mind, along with the discretion to match her beauty. With a beautiful black woman their first choice, Dominque was who they wanted.
Only, problematic for Dominque to find an employee and possibly a partner in her business, it was much easier to find a young, beautiful, sexy, black woman or Asian woman than it was to find the right young, beautiful, sexy, black woman or Asian woman. Afraid of being blackmailed or being extorted for money, her clients were quite specific in their demands and not trusting of strangers. Being that they already had a mutually beneficial relationship with her, they’d rather things not change. If Dominque introduced another person without their permission, she’d lose them as a client.
With these rich men able to get whatever beautiful, Caucasian woman they so desired at the country club, the high class hotel, or at their private, VIP strip club, they wanted someone more exotic. They already had a bevy of beautiful, white, sexy whores to line their yacht. They wanted someone who already knew the pain she was about to give them. What they wanted was as elusive as a butterfly. What they wanted was Dominque.
After growing bored with dumb blondes and gold digging bitches, they not only wanted a woman with a brain in her head. They wanted a woman who could make them cum with just a dirty, nasty word, a sexy look, a hard slap across their face, and/or a quick, hard whip to their naked ass. They wanted a one-of-a-kind woman. They wanted the rare female. They just didn’t want a black, call girl. They wanted a black Dominatrix. They wanted Dominque.
They wanted the forbidden flesh of a black woman or an Asian woman but not just any black woman or Asian woman. Being that these men were captains of industries and highly successful in their own right, the woman had to be as sharp as they are for her to hold their interest, to take charge, and to control them. With them never relinquishing control to someone beneath them or lesser to them, they’d only relinquish control to someone they deemed their equal or vastly superior to them. Other than a witch, who would be superior to them than a Dominatrix?
Nonetheless the color of her skin, they needed her to have a beautiful face and a body to match, along with an intelligent and creative mind. They needed her to have a sexy demeanor to compliment her in charge personality. They needed her to be a very special woman to demand such a premium price. They’d never pay for some average woman masquerading as a Dominatrix while pretending that she loved disciplining and punishing her clients. Much more specialized and customer driven, the discipline and punishment business was so very much more than just that. They needed her to dish out her punishment and discipline with as much pleasure as she dished out the pain.
* * * * *
Quickly becoming a wealthy woman, a woman who no longer needed a man to support her and take care of her, Dominque didn’t need all that much money to live a comfortable life. At the rates she charged, as much as a Philadelphia lawyer, she didn’t need as many customers either. The mistakes that some Madams made was taking on too many working girls and having too many clients. The clients she had were faithful to her. They didn’t discuss what they did behind closed doors just as they expected her not to discuss what happened behind closed doors.
Wanting to remain beneath the radar of the police shutting her down or the IRS knocking at her door, she’d rather keep her business low key, word of mouth, and small enough for her to handle by herself. Without taking in a partner that she couldn’t trust or control, with her always wanting to be in control, she’d rather run a one woman show that was more a cottage business than a corporation. Much like having two roosters in a henhouse, deciding against hiring another woman, it didn’t work to have two Dominatrixes in the same business.
She’d rather maintain control over her roost. She’d rather that they’d remain loyal to her than go get use to someone else. Maybe when she grew older and tired of punishing and disciplining old, fat, white men, she’d find someone to take over her business and pay her a monthly franchise fee. For now, things were good, real good. For now, there was no reason to change anything.
* * * * *
With her not wanting to fall in love, never wanting to fall in love especially with a white man, she found it safely comfortable sexually servicing white men. Had she been doing her Dominatrix business with rich, older, black men instead of rich, older white men, chances are she would have fallen in love. Chances are she would have been married with children by now. Chances are, she’d no longer be a Dominatrix but a sexually frustrated housewife while her husband was out doing what he did to her to some other Dominatrix.
Able to distance herself by not servicing her own race, as far as she was concerned she’d never fall for a man not of her race just as she couldn’t imagine a white man falling in love with her, a black woman, a nigger. Too large of a gap to bridge, there was too much water between the races. With all the terrible stories her parents and grandparents told her of racism, there were things that she could never forgive never mind forget. Always there under the current, just having to scratch the surface to reopen the wound, as far as she was concerned, all white people are out in the open or closeted racists.
With racism and racists violence still continuing all throughout America, she knew that deep down inside, no matter how intelligent, educated, kind, and beautiful she was, she was just another nigger to a white man. If Washington was serious about gun control and if the majority of the Caucasian population weren’t still such racists, they’d never allow an entire generation of black men to continue killing one another. Instead of sending all of our money and resources overseas, they’d make sure that every person in America, regardless of skin color not only had a good paying job but equal opportunities. Even to a man or to a woman who wasn’t as intelligent, educated, kind, and good looking as she obviously was, she was nothing more than a lowly nigger.



Nigger, nigger, nigger, when she awakened in the morning without her hair done and her makeup applied, without wearing her skin tight costumes and holding her whip in her hand, and getting in the character as a Dominatrix, she was just another nigger. Something she’s never allowed to forget, if even for a split second, white people look at her differently when first seeing her. As if the first thing that registers through their minds when seeing her is not that she’s tall, beautiful, and intelligent but that she’s a nigger. There’s that instant look of recognition where they feel that they’re better than her. Having seen the look all of her life, she knows that look. The only place where she doesn’t receive that look is down in her dungeon.
Moreover, something she preferred doing, her job of bondage and discipline allowed her to work from home. Maybe later, when she earned enough money, she’d have a separate place for work and another place to live. With her so wanting to live a respectable life, not wanting any of her friends and/or relatives to know what she did for a living, except for her website, she did all she could do to hide her sexual life from her private life.
When appearing on her website, changing her hair to a more dramatic hairstyle and applying more makeup than she normally wears, she hopes that should one of her friends or relatives stumble upon her website, they wouldn’t recognize her. When out and about, she wears her hair down and applies much less makeup. When out an about, not wanting anyone to recognize her, she wears dark glasses or eyeglasses with clear lenses that she doesn’t need to wear. Even hiding her magnificent body, she wears dark, baggy clothes to conceal her God given curves.
Her website attracted those men who’d willingly pay for her sexual services. Predominantly playing the black card in advertising herself, she was the dark meat that white men wanted but didn’t know how to go about getting it. In their upscale communities, the only black people they knew were beneath them and/or in service to them. No matter how much they lusted over a beautiful, black woman, they’d never take the chance of ruining their reputation. No matter how much they lusted over a beautiful, black woman, they’d never risk their social standing in their upscale, all white community by chancing the scandal of being caught having interracial sex with a black woman, a Dominatrix at that. This way, without having to be with a black prostitute and/or without having to go slumming in a black community at the risk of being beaten and/or killed, Dominque, their personal Dominatrix, was their best and safest bet.
Moreover, even with her eventually sucking and fucking them, these men weren’t interested in having willing sex with a submissive black woman. They wanted something more. These men wanted to be controlled. These men wanted to be punished by a strong, black woman for all of the physical, emotional, and sexual transgressions their brethren and/or ancestors may have done to African Americans who were taken from their country nearly 400 years ago.
Yet, that was the past and with this the present, these men wanted to suffer all of the indignities of being dominated. These men wanted to be sexually teased and tortured while exposing their junk to the eyes of a beautiful, intelligent, and sophisticated black woman who held the whip. These men wanted to be punished and disciplined for all of the evils that they did in their workplace today.
Tired of always being in control, this was one of the few times they felt comfortable relinquishing control but not to someone who they considered inferior to them. Something they’d never admit in public but they all believed privately, they all considered Dominque superior to them. Perhaps subconsciously, these men wanted to feel the small sampling of pain that a black slave must have felt when he or she was deemed disobedient enough to whip. These men wanted to experience the sexual punishment, even allowing her to fuck them in their ass with a big, black, strap-on dildo, while being controlled by a black woman. These men wanted to do with her what they’d never do with their wives.
* * * * *
Typically, she received the same unimaginative e-mail from men soliciting her special, BDSM sexual services. It was boringly frustrating how so very many men all wrote the same, exact thing. With them not inspiring her, she’d never take on a man as a client who didn’t demonstrate imagination, intelligence, and creativity.
“Hi. I’m Alan, Joe, John, Jim, Stephen, Martin, Perry, Bob, Anthony, Tom, Hank, and/or Richard.”
No matter who they were, they all thought the same thoughts and wrote the same words.
“I saw your website. You are so beautiful. You are so sexy. I’d like for you to do to me what you do to men.”
Boring, boring, boring, if they dared asked her how much she charged, she knew that they couldn’t afford her services. She wanted the men who didn’t care how much she charged. Just as money didn’t matter to them, money mattered to her. Yet, even beyond the importance of money, it was more about what she could do to them that did. Because she was more creatively intelligent and psychologically superior to any other Dominatrix they’ve experienced, whatever price she charged was worth it to them.
Responding to everyone who wrote her, she wasn’t as fussy in the beginning who her clients were in the way that she is now. In the beginning, more concerned with growing her business by growing her clientele, now she could afford to be more selective. Critiquing their e-mail and their first contact to her, if they showed no imagination in their e-mail then they’d show no imagination in their sex. Ignoring those men who wrote her unimaginable e-mails in favor of those men who wrote her more creative and sexual enticing e-mails, finding the right client was the best way for her to not only earn more money but also to keep herself safe. Moreover, just as men needed her to sexually inspire them, she needed them to sexually inspire her too.
Swearing to herself that she’d never fall in love with a white man, that’s when she met Kevin, an ex-MMA fighter, a mixed martial arts fighter, with tattoos covering most of his white body. With his tattoos making him look more blue in color than white, and with him having a body equal to her body, he was, indeed, a sight to behold. With him the same as her, taking no shit from no one, it was odd but understandable that he need her to dominate him. With him always being the dominate one, the one responsible for delivering pain to others, he needed to feel what it’s like to be submissive.
To be continued…
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Please give me the support of your vote.
*
Sometimes, seemingly, it's much easier to train a dragon than it is to train a Rat terrier
I love dogs. Since the time I can remember, I always had a dog. Actually, they weren't my dogs but my brothers' dogs. Yet, whether they were my brothers' dogs or deemed my dogs, all their dogs were more loyal and loved me more than they were loyal and loved them.
Maybe because my brothers were so big and always so loud was the reason why the dogs cowered, snarled, growled, and even bit them. With them always teasing the dogs and being mean to the dogs, the dogs never came to them when they called them. Instead they'd come to me and shake by my legs.
The dogs were protective of me and hostile towards them. Perhaps because my brothers were bad men was the reason why they didn't like them. Dogs know. They can sense the good and the evil in people. Dogs are one of the few animals that make eye contact.
Obviously, the dogs feared my brothers and loved me. I was the one who fed the dogs, walked the dogs, played with the dogs, and bathe the dogs. They never talked to the dogs in the way that I talked to the dogs. The even allowed me to dress them for the holidays. Other to just say that they had a dog, with them not caring for the dog, I don't know why they even had a dog. They would have been better off if they had a dragon.
* * * * *
Then, when I was married, being that we couldn't have children, a long story that started with my ex having a vasectomy behind my back just before we were married and not telling me, we had a dog instead. A Rat terrier that I named Polo, he was a wonderful dog but was very hard to train to obey. He'd do all of the normal dog things, such as sit, stay, fetch, and no barking but he'd never walk beside me or behind me in the way that an obediently submissive dog should.
Being that my ex paid for the dog, five hundred dollars, a lot for a Rat terrier when most Rat terriers sell for one hundred and fifty dollars, he got the dog when we split. Good luck in walking and exercising that dog when he never did. I imagined Polo being cooped up all day without even going out to pee. I hope he hired a dog walker. I hope he came home to walk the dog.
He never loved that dog in the way that I loved that dog. He should have given me the dog. Yet, with me being homeless for five months, I would have been forced to put the dog in the animal shelter. I miss the dog and I miss having a dog but I can't. The woman who allows me to live in her spare bedroom is not only afraid of dogs but also is allergic to dogs.
* * * * *
A special dog, Polo's grandfather was a champion. I named him Polo because he looked like a dog that would be in a Ralph Lauren magazine ad. After we split, because my ex was Italian and because the dog had Italian Greyhound in him, he changed the dog's name from Polo to Carmine.
Carmine? What the Hell kind of name is that for a dog? You can't do that to a dog. You can't change a dog's name after he's been called Polo since the time he was a puppy. Like him going by the name of Vinnie instead of Bob, it's as if the dog worked undercover too.
I bought my ex a tee shirt as a Christmas gift that read, "You don't know me." In small print, it had Witness Protection underneath it but he didn't think that was funny.
"What's wrong with you? I'm an undercover cop. I can't wear this," he said throwing my gift in my face.
Quick to rile, he was such an asshole sometimes. He could have worn it around the house, beneath his shirt, or even to bed before sticking it in a drawer never to be worn again. He didn't have to throw it in my face.
Anyway, I named my dog Polo because, at the time I was the business manager for a famous modeling agency in Boston and Ralph Lauren was one of our clients. If anything, looking very chic with his tri-colored coat, Polo looked like a dog that Ralph Lauren would own. With him having a chocolate brown back and hind quarters, a white underside with white legs, and tan markings over his eyes. For the first three years we owned him, he had green eyes, a pink nose, and pink paws. With his unique coloration, he looked like a fashion dog.
* * * * *
Being that one of the dogs my brothers had when I was a kid was a Manchester terrier, a dog very much like a Rat terrier, I was already familiar with the Rat terrier breed. A pedigree dog that's recognized by the AKC, American Kennel Club and the UKC, United Kennel Club, the closest dog to a mutt, the Rat terrier is created from a Manchester terrier, a Whippet, and an Italian Greyhound. A narrow, long legged dog, they are as sleek as they are fast and majestic. Full of themselves, they hold their head up high and prance when they walk. A healthy dog, they don't have the genetic, medical conditions with ear and eye problems that many small dogs have.
Because of their non-stop energy they are the perfect breed for obstacle training. Only with me working all day while caring for the house and for my husband, I didn't have time to take the dog to obstacle training and to obstacle meets too. Giving him a job to do, definitely, Polo would have been good at it. Matter of fact, when talking to her over the phone, the breeder refused to sell us the dog because we lived in the city.
In November 2004, we made the trip to Brattleboro Vermont to convince her to sell us the dog and to pick up the dog after seeing him online. To me, Vermont is God's country. A day trip vacation away from the big city, it's a 200 mile round trip. A gorgeous ride with the trees so very colorful, whenever driving through Vermont, we saw more cows than people. I always wished I could live there in an A frame house decorated with gingerbread.
Just twelve weeks old, we watched Polo play with his brothers and sister before taking him home. Already housebroken and trained not to beg, the breeder was much better at training the dog in the twelve weeks she had him than we were in the years we owned him. She lived high atop a scenic hill where she bred horses too. I envied her life of raising dogs and riding horses. Even though her life was filled with chores and hard work, her life was much simpler than mine.
"These dogs are runners. This dog needs to run," she said. "You can't keep him cooped up in an apartment or a house all day. He'll be bored and will tear your house apart."
We assured her that we were both physically fit and would walk him every day. She agreed to selling us the dog as long as we promised to bring the dog back to her should we change our minds and no longer want the dog. Unless they were forced to because of health issues or divorce, I don't know how anyone can return and/or part with a dog.
"It would break my heart to see this dog in a dog pound," she said.
Well, because my ex worked late night, 12 hour shifts as an undercover police officer and sometimes didn't make it home for days, he slept when not working. I walked that dog six miles every day and that wasn't nearly enough. I was losing weight and he was gaining muscle mass. Then, I found the dog park.
"Praise the Lord. Thank you Jesus."
Boy could that dog run. Fortunately, he always came back when I called him with just a whistle. I swear, when he ran back to me with his tongue hanging out of his mouth, he looked like he was smiling. He looked so very happy. Then, we'd do it all over again and again. He'd run until he was just a dot on the landscape and then I'd whistle for him. With his ears pinned back to his head, his sleek body, and all four legs off the ground, he looked like a bullet fired out of a gun.
Because of his barrel chest and long legs, by far, he was the fastest dog at the dog park. He had four speeds, loping, galloping, wicked fast, and turbo charged fast with him flat out and all of his legs off the ground and extended in the air at the same time. He loved being chased and would wear out any dog that tried to catch him. Even a Greyhound couldn't catch him. Easily out maneuvering him, with the Greyhound's long strides, Polo could stop turn, corner, and jump while the Greyhound was still running right by him.
"Oh, my God. Thank God you're here with Polo," said the owners of the dogs that played chase with my dog. "My dog slept for three days after playing with your dog."
I looked at him and smiled while sometimes wishing I had a slug of a dog like their dog instead of a Rat terrier.
"Yeah, well, Polo doesn't sleep. He wants to play as soon as I bring him home. If I kept him here all day long, he'd be happy," I said.
* * * * *
It wasn't until three Pit Bulls, really not good dogs to have unleashed at a dog park, chased him and cornered him. Easily he could have outrun the dogs but for some strange reason he stopped. I thought it was the end for my four legged friend but once cornered, he turned on the Pit Bulls. I couldn't believe my eyes when I finally caught up with the four dogs stopped behind some bushes. With the Pit Bulls just standing there at bay, Polo was growling and snarling. My cute, little Rat terrier turned into a demon dog.
My twenty pound Rat terrier even bit one of the Pit Bulls in the ear. Taking that as my opportunity, not the brightest thing to do but better they bite me than kill my dog, I pulled Pit Bulls away from him by their collars. After yelling at the owners to call their dogs and get their dogs when they didn't come, even their owners were afraid to get their own dogs.
We were lucky that they were pet Pit Bulls and not fighting Pit Bulls. When they were chasing him, they turned into a pack, and the Pit Bulls immediately went into the red zone. They didn't back off until Polo stood his ground. Just one bite of those much bigger dogs and he would have been gone.
Once my dog was safe and the Pit Bulls were leashed, I turned to the Pit Bull dog owners. I had quite the temper back then. More of a rage I discovered after being diagnosed with post-traumatic stress after all that's happened to me, I was ready to hurt someone.
"Either you leave with your dogs now or after I'll kill your dogs," I said reaching into my handbag on the pretense that I had a gun, "I'll shoot you."
They looked at me as if I was the crazy one. Thinking that my dog was about to die, I was crazy with fright. They left and I never saw them or their dogs again.
* * * * *
My good natured, fun loving dog changed after that near death experience. He was no longer the same dog. In the way that I had a temper, he had a temper too. No longer able to take him to the dog park, instead of playing with dogs at the dog park, he attacked dogs, especially any dog that remotely resembled a Pit Bull. With me no longer letting him off leash, he barked, growled, and snarled at Boxers, Bull Dogs, Pugs, and whatever mixed breed had Pit Bull in them.
As if he was now the pack leader and I was his bitch, he wouldn't walk with me but instead pulled at the leash. He wanted to lead while having me follow. Before he was killed by a larger and more aggressive dog, I stopped going to the dog park and started doing more research on Rat terriers, especially on how to train them. With Rat terriers used in the circus riding elephants and horses, how hard could they be to train? I soon would know how difficult it was to train any terrier, called terriers for a reason, because they are such terrors.
It wasn't until I was watching a dog show on television where they named all the dogs and what they did that I got more of a glimpse into the inherent personality of a Rat terrier. When all of the other dogs were attack dogs, detection dogs, guard dogs, guide dogs, hearing dogs, herding dogs, hunting dogs, pet dogs, police dogs, search and rescue dogs, service dogs, sled dogs, sporting dogs, therapy dogs, and working dogs, seemingly all dogs had a job to do. Then, they listed two specific breeds, the Jack Russell terrier and the Rat terrier. I was shocked when the announcer said that they were natural born killers.
"Natural born killers? Oh, my God, my pet dog is a serial killer. I have a killer in my apartment."
It's true. One Rat terrier killed 2,500 rats on a farm in England in a seven hour period. Aptly named, the Rat terrier holds the record for killing the most rats. Fortunately for me and perhaps unfortunately for my dog, something for him to do, we didn't have any rats for him to kill where we lived in Boston. There are plenty of rats in Boston but not in the apartment where we lived. He did enjoy chasing squirrels up trees and stalking birds, mostly pigeons. He would have made for a good hunting dog, so long as he was trained not to eat his prey.
"Eww, gross."
* * * * *
Perhaps because walking this dog six miles a day, every day, wasn't enough exercise, I'd take him out in the backyard to throw tennis balls for him to chance. Because we lived behind a tennis court, we always had a collection of errant tennis balls in our backyard. We had a box of more than 100 tennis balls. It took me throwing and picking up three, full boxes of tennis balls before this dog stopped fetching.
My God, my arm was tired before he was. I'd throw the ball as far and as high up in the air as I could. We had a big backyard, and he'd run before leaping in the air to catch the ball in his mouth after the ball hit the ground and bounced high up. Wow! My breeder was right about the obstacle training. He could leap as high as he could run fast.
Yet, it wasn't until I not only walked him but played tennis ball that he started walking with me without pulling me. Making this dog tired by giving him enough exercise was the key to me training him and him obeying me. This dog wanted to be the pack leader but after watching enough Cesar Millan videos and buying and reading his book, I wasn't about to allow this dog to assume the pack leader role from me.
"Uh, uh, no way. This little dog would never be the boss of me."
Still, even after walking him and playing tennis ball with him, this dog didn't get tired in the way that other dogs did. This dog didn't sleep in the way that normal dogs did. The frigging dog never slept. Getting the idea from Cesar, I started walking him with a weight vest, first with 2 ½ pound weights on each side of him, then with 5 pound weights on each side of him, finally barely taking the edge off with 10 pound weights on each side of him.
"Amazing."
In researching the dog, I found a Rat terrier refrigerator magnet, Rat terrier property laws which I immediately bought and put it on my refrigerator to remind me what I was dealing with in owning a Rat terrier. This, of course, applies to most dogs.
Rat Terrier Property Laws
If I like it, it's mine.
If it's in my mouth, it's mine.
If I had it a little while ago, it's mine.
If I can take it from you, it's mine.
If it just looks like it's mine, it's mine.
If I saw it first, it's mine.
If it's edible, it's mine.
If I chew something up, all the pieces are still mine.
If I break it, it's yours.
If it's mine, it will never be yours.
If I get tired of it, it's yours.
If I want it back, it's mine.
The best way to train a Rat terrier applies to any dog. The best way to train a dog is to follow Cesar Millan, the dog whisperer, in training your dog. You must be the pack leader and not your dog. You mustn't allow your dog to control or dominate you.
When you take your dog for a walk, don't ask him or her if he or she wants to go for a walk. That will only excite them. The dog must be calm and submissive to obey. When you walk out your front door with your dog, walk out of the door before your dog. The pack leader always goes first.
When the dog wants to play and brings you a toy, don't play with him. Wait until he abandons the toy. Then, you can play with him. Playing must be your idea and not his idea. You control the dog. The dog doesn't control you.
When he gets in the red zone, grab him by the back of his collar, pick him up, and put him down on his side. Now hold the dog there until you see him forget what he was so crazy about. It only takes the dog a minute or two before returning back to normal. Every time he does that and every time I put him down, we have the same ritual.
"Are you sorry?"
Immediately, he comes over to me to lick me while I pat him before giving him a cookie. Now that I think about it, he's the one who has me trained.
THE END
Please give me the support of your vote.
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Mother and Son, Ghosts of Christmas
As his very special Christmas gift, a mother finally allows her son to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
Christine didn't just love her son, Daniel, she was in love with her son. It's expected for a mother to love her son but it's unusual for a mother to be in love with her son, the kind of love that a woman feels for a man.
Maybe if they hadn't been mother and son, they'd have an affair. Maybe if they hadn't been mother and son, they'd have a sexual relationship. Maybe if they hadn't been mother and son, they'd get married and have children but the bottom line was Christine was Daniel's mother and Daniel was Christine's son.
It all started when Christine asked Daniel to accompany her to her belated, office Christmas party.
* * * * *
Hoping to have the best Christmas she's had in a long time, Christine was happy. Her son, Daniel, was finally home after being away for four, long years at college. Having graduated in May, he was home until January when he was scheduled to take a job on the other side of the country. With him home with her the entire summer and fall, he'd be leaving her right after the New Year.
As she was for four years when he was away at school, she'd be lost without him. She didn't want him to go. If he must go, she wished he'd take her with him. She wished he could find a job closer to her but with jobs and opportunities to work in his chosen field few and far between, he had no choice but to untie her apron strings again and move away.
At least he agreed to attend her company Christmas party with her. It was a great Christmas party, the best party she ever attended after last year's scandalous party. Christine was glad that her son, Daniel, agreed to accompany her. Dreading she'd have to go to the party alone or not at all, as if she was a dancer on Dancing with the Stars, she had fun dancing with her son. With her uncomfortable about asking him to escort her, she finally relented and asked him to go to the Christmas party with her. Figuring he'd disappoint her in not wanting to go to her office Christmas party, she was surprised when he said yes.
"Daniel," she said biting her lip with guilt for all of the sexually inappropriate thoughts she was always thinking about having sex with his naked body.
Only encouraged by his look, he looked at her in the same way she looked at him. It was when he looked at her in that way that she wondered if he was as romantically interested in her as she was romantically interested in him. She wondered if he incestuously and inappropriately thought of her naked and in his arms in the way she always thinks of him naked and in her arms. With her being his mother, as if she was looking in the mirror at her own image, it was when he looked at her in that sexually incestuous way that she knew what he was thinking. He was inappropriately thinking of her in the way she always inappropriately thought of him. Cut from the same cloth, seemingly, they were genetically so similar.
"Yes mother?"
He gave her that look that made her want to strip herself naked. He gave her that look that made her want to strip him naked. He gave her that look that made her imagine being in bed naked with her son while making love to him. She wondered if he'd be as submissive as he is now or if he'd take more of a manly role when fucking his mother.
* * * * *
A remnant from the past when they lived together as mother and son, he always called her Mom or mother but now that he was older and after having graduated college in May, in the way she called him Daniel, she wished he'd call her Christine. She felt so old when he called her Mom or mother, especially in front of people who didn't know they were mother and son. With him looking ten years older than his 22-year-old age and her looking ten years younger than her 41-year-old age, she'd rather people thought they were a couple. She'd rather people thought that they were boyfriend and girlfriend rather than mother and son. Maybe if enough people thought they were a couple, then perhaps they would be.
"My company is having an office Christmas party and I wanted to know if you'd attend the party with me," she said looking at him as if she was asking him to the Prom. "You don't have to go if you'd rather not. I'm just asking if you'd like to come with me as my escort."
After divorcing her husband, his stepfather when Daniel was too young to even remember him, with her having had a few dates in the past before, she never felt as awkward asking a man out as she did in asking her son to accompany her to the Christmas party. No doubt because of all the sexually inappropriate thoughts she's been having about her son lately was the reason why she felt so uncomfortable interacting with him on a dance floor and in a situation where a man would normally interact with a woman.
When all of her coworkers had husbands, boyfriends, wives, and girlfriends, she was nervous about how others from her work would perceive her, a mother attending the office Christmas party with her son. Normally dragging her son to her office Christmas party wouldn't have been such a big deal but with Daniel her whole life, when she wasn't bragging about Daniel, she was always talking about him. Even though they never met him, many of her coworkers knew more about her son than she knew about their children. In the way she adored her son, they may suspect that there's something sexually up between them or emotionally wrong with her for showing up at the party with her son.
Unable to hide her sexual attraction for her son, she feared that when her coworkers saw them together that they may suspect that they've sex or are having sex. An impression that she didn't want anyone to have, especially when they haven't had sex, what she did or wanted to do behind her closed bedroom doors wasn't anyone's business. It's not that she didn't think about having sex with her son and it's not that she'd say no to having sex with him, should the opportunity present itself. Thus far, her sexual contact with her son was nothing more than inappropriate thoughts when masturbating herself. She only wished she didn't feel so guilty after thinking about her son sexually. Feeling so good at the time when allowing her thoughts about him to turn sexual, she felt perversely perverted for having those incestuous, sexual thoughts later.
"Sure. I'd love to go to the Christmas party with you," he said. "When is the party?"
Wow, that was a surprise. She was shocked. She couldn't believe her young, handsome son agreed to accompany his old mother to her party. What 22-year-old young man wants to be saddled with his mother all night? Never expecting him to say yes, now she was put on the spot to go to her office party, a party that she really didn't want to attend.
"Tonight," she said.
He looked at her so surprised that the party was tonight that she wondered if he'd change his mind about going.
"Tonight?" He laughed. "How long have you known about the party?"
He looked at her puzzled.
"A couple of weeks, two weeks," she said.
"But it's Christmas Eve?" He laughed again. "What company has a party on Christmas Eve?"
He was right. When employees would rather be home with their families, it did seem a bit odd to have a Christmas party on Christmas Eve but the party was a last minute decision. For sure, had the Christmas bonuses not been passed out at the Christmas party, few employees would even attend the Christmas party on Christmas Eve. The company wasn't going to have a party at all after last year's fiasco when the drunken, Senior Vice President was found having sex in the men's bathroom with the drunken, President's naked wife.
With the president's wife leaning over the sink while the VP pounded her pussy from behind, someone sitting in one of the stalls recorded the sexual affair and posted it to YouTube. Shot through the men's room mirror, Audrey's big, fake boobs bounced all over the Internet while she screamed her role as a whore instead of the chief executive's respectable wife. It's amazing the difference a year makes. With the Vice President fired and with the President of the company in the middle of a divorce from his wife, the affair is a distant memory. Matter of fact, with president's young, sexy girlfriend, a dead ringer for Sofia Vergara, everything was all good.
"With us not having enough employees to book a ballroom, they couldn't book a suite of rooms until tonight. With them planning the party at the last minute, the hotels were all filled with people booking rooms to see their families for Christmas," she said.
In the way he looked at her, obviously he still didn't understanding why they'd have a party so late into the holiday. With her not wanting to tell him about the sex scandal uncovered in the men's room bathroom, she didn't say any more about it.
"Oh," he said.
Just a passing thought and something she'd never do, yet imagining her son fucking her in the way the VP fucked the president's wife, Christine imagined someone catching them and filming them having sex in the men's room.
"I wasn't going to go because I didn't want to go alone and I didn't want to ask you to come with me because I figured you'd feel compelled to go," she said.
As if she was a decadent dessert asking to be licked before being eaten, he looked at her in the way she looks at him. Unable to resist him, if only he made the first move, she'd make all of the rest. If only he'd touch her and kiss her while feeling her, she'd touch and feel him too while kissing him. If only he'd start something now, she'd forget all about the Christmas party and stay home with her son.
"I'd like to go," he said taking her hand in his before putting an arm around her waist. "I'd love to dance with you," he said waltzing her around the room.
Wishing he'd reach down and grab and feel her ass, the sexual sensation of feeling his fingertips poised at the top of her hip made her want him to touch her, feel her, and kiss her. Always so fun and so spontaneous, he always made her laugh. With her barely 18-years-old and pregnant in her senior year of high school with him, and with her parents wanting her to have an abortion, she was glad she went through with the pregnancy and kept him. A tumultuous time and a decision she would have regretted the rest of her life had she had an abortion, he was the one good thing in her life.
"I figured you could wear a sport coat and tie," she said, "and pants, of course," she said with a dirty laugh while imagining him naked below the waist.
She'd like to see him dressed up instead of him wearing his normal outfit of jeans, sweatshirt, and baseball cap.
"Sure. This will be fun instead of staying home and watching It's A Wonderful Life again," he said with a laugh.
* * * * *
When he said that about watching It's A Wonderful Life, she thought about all the times she curled up with him on the couch with him to watch a movie. Her favorite place to be with him, she loved watching movies while holding her son. Every time she curled up with him, safely tucked beneath his arm with her arm wrapped around him and with her feeling his warm body so close to her, she always imagined having sex with him. With her hand resting on his thigh, it took all the self-control she possessed not to move her hand higher up before placing it on his cock.
If only he'd move her hand to his pajama clad prick, she'd leave it there. If only he'd touch her breasts and finger her nipples through her nightgown, she'd let him stick his hand down her nightgown to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts. She'd love nothing more than to feel and fondle him while he felt and fondled her as they continued watching the movie. It's A Wonderful Life would suddenly take on new meaning if she was sexually intimate with her son.
Wishing she was drunk enough or horny enough, she wondered what he'd say if she touched his prick through his pajama. She wondered what he'd do if she grabbed his cock through his pajama. She imagined fingering the head of his prick and watching it grow bigger and harder enough to tent his pajama bottoms. Whenever her braless breasts were pressed against his side, she always felt his cock pulsating against her forearm in the way her nipples hardened against him. With his erect cock so very close to her hand, it was sometimes difficult to concentrate on the movie when his erection was rubbing against her forearm.
Something that she'd like to do and has thought about doing, she wondered what he'd say if she willingly released his obvious sexual tension by reaching her hand inside of his pajama bottom and wrapped her fingers around his penis. She wondered what he'd do if she pulled out his cock and stroked him to an erection. She imagined giving him a hand job or perhaps lowering her mouth to his prick and giving him a blowjob. She wondered if he'd allow her to touch him and/or suck him in that sexual way. She wondered if he'd want to cum in her mouth as much as she'd like him to cum in her mouth or would he push her away in disgust and horror?
Even though she'd never do something so wickedly nasty, she enjoyed thinking that she would. Only, unable to cross the incestuous line, she didn't want to ruin their close mother and son relationship. Should he marry, after carrying the guilt of having sex with her son, how could she face his wife, her daughter-in-law? Should he have grandchildren, she'd always feel guilty about having sex with her son, their father. What's wrong with her for having such salacious, sexual thoughts?
Before he returned home from college, having sex with her son is something she thought about only when masturbating herself in the bathtub with her dildo, in the shower with her water massager, in bed with her vibrator, or in the ladies room at work with her finger. Now she thinks about having sex with her son all the time. Yet, just because she thought of having sex with her son when masturbating herself didn't mean she'd do anything more than think about having sex with him.
Letting herself go with the fantasy of having sex with him, she needed those naked images of him for her to have an orgasm. Just because she thought about her son in a sexual way when cuddling with him on the couch, didn't mean that she'd have sex with her son. Just because she thought about having sex with her son while rubbing her nipples against the side of him and while he pulsated and rubbed his cock against her forearm didn't mean that she'd act upon their mutual, sexual desire.
"Okay, then I'm going to get ready," she said heading to the bathroom to take her shower.
* * * * *
While showering and allowing the shower massager to harden her nipples and tease her clit, she wished he'd open the bathroom door and sit on the toilet to watch her shower. She wished he'd push back the shower curtain, climb in the tub, and shower with her. She wished he'd push her up against the wet, tile wall and have sex with her. She wished he'd push down on her shoulders and force her to suck him. Only, he wouldn't have to force her too much or push her very hard. She'd willingly fuck him and suck him if only he'd make the first move.
Surprising even herself, something she did on impulse without even thinking it through, when she got out of the shower, she exposed herself to her son. Other than she was horny, lonely, and needy, she didn't know why she exposed her naked body to him. Perhaps her way of thanking him for escorting her to the company Christmas party, showing him her naked body was his much deserved reward. Only, exposing her naked body to him was as much a reward for her as she hoped it would be for him.
When taking her shower while masturbating herself with the shower massager, she was consumed by the thoughts of having sex with her son. Something she's never done before, she thought about exposing her naked body to him while walking down the hall from the bathroom to her bedroom. Then, once in her bedroom, she stripped off her bathrobe without closing her bedroom door. Actually, she knew exactly why she exposed herself to him. With Daniel taking a job out of state the first of the year, and with him renting an apartment, this may be her last opportunity to seduce her son. She only had one week to make her incestuous move and her sexual intentions known.
Chances are he'll meet someone at work or where he lives. Chances are he'll fall in love. Chances are he'll marry and have children and will no longer think of her, his mother, in the sexual way that he thinks of her now. Relegated to him calling her on her birthday, her calling him on his birthday, and him calling her at Christmas, chances are she'll never have another opportunity like this to see how he really feels about her and if it's the same sexual way she feels about him.
Totally naked and acting oblivious to her bedroom door being wide open by not looking in his direction, as soon as she walked by her doorway, she knew he'd see her. Knowing he was in the living room watching television, she knew that he could clearly see her in the mirror that hung on the wall over the TV. With the mirror perfectly aligned with her opened bedroom door to reflect back her naked image, she walked around her bedroom naked and in plain sight while getting her clothes and putting them on the bed in readiness to get dress. Never has she felt as perversely perverted as she felt now.
Never has she felt so sexually excited exposing her naked body to her son. Willing to make a fool of herself if he rejected her incestuous seduction, at the very least, flashing herself to him gave her fodder to masturbate over later. With him leaving her to start his life, she was desperate for him to see her without her clothes. Once seeing her naked, she was desperate to know if he'd take the next step. She was desperate to know if he wanted her as much as she wanted him.
She removed her dress from the closet. Without him even having to turn around to look, with him watching her through the living room mirror, she knew he could see the side of her breasts and her ass when she walked by her open bedroom door. As if she was inviting him to fuck her, bending over in his line of vision, she neatly laid her skirt and blouse on the bed. While leaning down to fuss with the collar, she knew she was teasing him by showing him her naked ass and pussy. Always wanting to flash him when in her panty and bra and topless even, she never thought she'd ever do what she was doing now.
With her walking by her open bedroom door again and again, she walked to her dresser. She removed her panty and bra and placed those on the bed too. Daring herself to walk to her door naked and call out to him, she was so tempted to ask his advice in having him select her panty and bra. She imagined him coming into her bedroom to help her get dressed. She imagined him feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples while helping her on with her bra. She imagined him feeling her ass and fingering her pussy while helping her on with her panties.
Perhaps going too far in her desperation to explore more of a forbidden, sexual relationship, she was so nervous flashing her son her naked body. Yet, she did, over and again. With him encouraging her by not looking away, she was so sexually excited that he was watching her. Not sure what she'd do or what he'd do if he did make a move, she wished he'd walk in her bedroom while she was naked. She wished he'd lean against the door jamb to talk to her as he always did as if she was fully dressed instead of being totally naked.
With her wanting him to see her naked body up close, she's masturbated many times over the thoughts of him touching her and feeling her while kissing her. With her wanting to see him naked, she's masturbated herself many times over having sex with her son. Fortunately or unfortunately, crossing the incestuous line is something she'd never do, until now. Now or never, this was her last opportunity to finally seduce her son.



Honestly, with her not having pangs of guilt over her naked exhibitionism until later, it felt so good to be sexually wicked. Something she's been wanting to do since he turned 18-years-old, finally, she was flashing him her naked body. Only, he disappeared for four, long, sexually frustrating years when he went to college out of state. Between his college expenses and her never making enough money as a lowly secretary to save any extra money, just as he couldn't afford to come home for the holidays, she couldn't afford to pay him to come home. With him home now, she had plenty of opportunities to do the sexual things that she's sexually fantasized doing and that she's always wanted to do with her son. Calling her own bluff, this was the first time she's been so sexually blatant with him.
She knew he could see her. She knew he was watching her. She knew she was showing him all that she wanted him to see of her naked body and all that he no doubt wanted to see of her naked body. Instead of going to a stupid office Christmas party, she'd rather stay home and make love to him before fucking him. Only, just a salacious sexual thought, her having an incestuous affair with her son would never happen. It was enough that she was exposing herself to him. Finally, she closed her bedroom door but not before she walked to the door totally naked and called out to him to get his attention.
"I'll be ready in fifteen minutes Daniel," she said.
Waiting for him to turn around to look at her, she was shaking she was so sexually aroused. He turned to look at her and she stood there as if she was a deer caught in headlights. They looked at one another as if they were potential lovers instead of mother and son. Not lifting a hand or an arm to cover her nakedness, she stood there staring at her son in the way he sat there staring at her. When he didn't make a move that she hoped he'd make, and when he didn't come in her room and take her as she imagined he would, she closed her bedroom door as disappointed as she was sexually frustrated.
"Okay Mom," he said turning his head in her direction while staring longer than any son should at his naked mother.
She closed her bedroom door to stand in front of her mirror. Staring at her naked self, she silently talked to herself.
'Oh, my God. I can't believe I did that. I can't believe I exposed my naked body to my son. Daniel saw me naked. He saw my tits, my pussy, and my ass. I can't believe I flashed him my naked body,' she said to herself while getting dressed.
She put on her panties and bra before slipping in her dress. While fixing makeup, she continued silently talking to herself as if there was someone else there with her.
'Maybe tomorrow, Christmas day, when we're watching a movie, hoping he'll take the hint, I'll put his hand on my breasts. Maybe tomorrow, my way of hitting him in the back of the head with a baseball bat to tell him in certain term that I want him, I'll grab his cock through his pajama bottoms.'
While doing her hair, she continued her personal, private conversation.
'Maybe tomorrow, he'll allow me to masturbate him. Maybe tomorrow, he'll allow me to suck him. Maybe tomorrow, he'll cum in my mouth after making love to me.'
* * * * *
With Christine drinking and dancing all night, sexually frustrated after being forced to behave by acting her role as the appropriate mother all night, the one thing she couldn't stop thinking of was flashing her naked body to her son. Just as he didn't say anything about her sudden exhibitionism, she didn't either. Needing to push the envelope, things didn't escalate until Daniel took the car keys from her.
"I'll drive," he said helping her get in the passenger side of the car. "You're too drunk to drive."
Removing her coat, she tossed it in the backseat.
"I'm hot," she said even though it was cold outside. "Merry Christmas," she said turning to face her son.
Something she's been wanting to do since forever, she wrapped her arms around his neck, cemented her body against his, and parting his lips with her tongue. With there no mistaking her sexual intentions, she gave him a long, wet kiss. Playing her part as his incoherent, drunken mother, acting more inebriated than she was, this was her opportunity to seduce her son. Unable to wait until she got him home alone, she was ready to fool around in the car. With her skirt up around her crotch, she made sure she flashed her son her panties when getting in the car. With her wishing she had removed her panties in the ladies room, she only wished she wasn't wearing panties. She wished she was flashing him her pussy instead of only her panties.
She sat in the passenger seat spread legged and when he leaned down to lift her ankles in the car, she gave him quite the up close show between her legs of her shapely thighs and her panties. At one point, his nose was so close to her pussy that she knew he could smell her perfumed powder. She only wished he'd run a finger along her obvious pussy slit and give her an orgasm in the way she wanted to give him one too. She only wished he'd lick her through her panty. She only wished he'd pull out his cock and invite her to touch him, stroke him, and suck him. Ready to suck him right there in the parking lot, she'd suck his cock while she sat there in the car with him standing in front of her by the opened car door.
Not making any attempt to pull her skirt down and sit like a lady, and in the way that any mother should, maybe if she continued flashing him her panties, he'd get the hint and park the car by the side of the road to have sex with his horny, drunken mother. She'd like nothing better than to make out with him while he touched and felt her everywhere a son should never touch and feel his mother. The last time she was this drunk was after Prom night more than twenty years ago when she had sex with a man she never saw again. Oddly enough, 23 years later, she hoped to repeat the cycle but with her son this time.
"Just relax Mom. We'll be home in half an hour. Maybe you should take a nap," he said looking over at her exposed panty while patting her naked thigh.
With her wishing he'd move her hand higher, she was do tempted to take his hand and put it on her panty clad cunt. She so wished he'd touch her and finger her pussy in the way she imagined herself stroking his cock. If only he'd touch her, she'd take it from there. Only not wanting to be the one to initiate incestuous sex, even though she exposed her naked body to him and was sitting there with her legs spread, she needed him to make the first move. Then, when he didn't touch her and feel her, she knew it was all up to her.
"Okay, as long as I can sleep," she said leaning across the seat with her head in her son's lap.
Something she always wanted to do when watching a movie together, she was finally doing now. If only he was wearing his pajama bottoms, she'd be feeling his cock through his pajamas right now. With his flaccid cock so very close to her mouth, if he was naked right now, she'd be stroking him. If he was naked right now, she'd be blowing him. With her so drunk and so horny, if only he'd park the car somewhere private, she'd be fucking him. With her drunkenness her excuse, her going away gift to him, she'd love nothing more than to suck and fuck her son.
Making it appear not as obvious but accidental at first, curious about his reaction to her touching him, it didn't take her very long to touch and feel his penis through his pants. Not telling her to stop and to behave, and not brushing her hand away, seeming he was enjoying her touching his emerging erection through his trousers. She thought about all of the times she masturbated herself while imagining touching her son. She thought of all the times she masturbated herself while imagining stroking her son as he touched and felt her breasts. She thought of all the times she masturbated herself while imagining sucking her son before fucking her son. With them having a 30 minute ride home and with her head already in his lap, maybe she'd give him some sexy, unexpected, impulsive, sexual fun.
* * * * *
During all of those times they cuddled on the couch while watching a movie, she so wanted to touch her son's cock through his pajamas while he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples through her nightgown. Now here it is, her sexual fantasy come true on the pretense that she's drunk, really drunk, when she wasn't that drunk at all. Certainly, she was sober enough to know what she was doing. Moreover, she was plenty sober enough to remember tomorrow all that she did tonight.
As if slowly tracing her nipple or gently rubbing her clit, as if his cock was something invaluable and delicate, and indeed to her it was, first she lightly traced the outline of his cock with her manicured fingertips. Then, teasing him a little more by adding more pressure, she fingered the head of his cock through his pants with her thumb and index finger. With her pretending she was sleeping and touching him in her sleep, with his cock throbbing and pulsating while hardening, if he didn't know her incestuous, sexual intentions before, he certainly knew them now. Yet, it wasn't until she grabbed his growing prick through his pants that he reached his hand down to feel her breasts through her blouse and bra. A long time sexual fantasy come true, she couldn't believe she was groping her son's cock while he groped her breasts.
She couldn't believe they were finally doing this. She couldn't believe she was feeling his cock through his pants while he felt her breasts through her blouse and bra. She couldn't believe that seemingly, he wanted to touch and feel her as much as she wanted to touch and feel him. She couldn't believe he was inappropriately touching and feeling her in the way that she was inappropriately touching and feeling him. Maybe her walking around him naked got to him as much as it got to her. Maybe that unexpected, surprise of a French kiss she gave him when standing outside of the car sexually excited him as much as it sexually excited her.
Instantly her nipples erected and hardened and as soon as they did, he fingered them. It felt so sexually arousing to finger the head of his cock while he fingered her hard, erect nipples. As if her nipples were the secret combination to her sexual arousal, she squirmed with his gentle, sexual touch. She only wished he was sucking her tits while fingering her pussy. With him fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra and her fingering his cock through his pants, obviously they were both sexually aroused.
Just as it didn't take her very long to become wet, it didn't take him very long to become hard. Exposing her long line of cleavage and sexy low cut bra to his horny eyes, she allowed him to unbutton the top few buttons of her blouse. As if she was watching their sexual interaction from afar, she watched him reach his hand inside of her blouse and down her bra to feel her naked breasts while fingering her nipples. It was obvious that he was enjoying touching and feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples as much as she was enjoying touching his cock and feeling his cock. It was obvious that he wanted her as much as she wanted him. With her not saying no to anything that he wanted to do to her body and with him not resisting her motherly albeit sexual touch, and with Burl Ives singing Jingle Bells in the background, Christine brazenly took the next step and unzipped her son.
Thinking that he would, he didn't stop her from unzipping him. Nor did he stop her from reaching her drunken hand inside of his pants. In the way he was feeling her tits through her blouse and bra, she felt his prick grow harder and stiffer through his thin, cotton underwear. The sexual sensation of touching her son and feeling him through his briefs was something she missed doing with a man. It's been a long time since she's felt a man's erection. It's been a long time since she's had a cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy.
The sexual sensation of him touching her naked breast while fingering her nipples was something that's she's been sexually fantasizing about while masturbating over for years. Not since she divorce her husband years ago has she touched a cock, felt a cock, stroked a cock, sucked a cock, and fucked a cock and here she was touching and feeling her son's big prick. She dated a few men but men only wanted one thing and as soon as they knew she had a child, they were gone. With no man willing to give her a commitment, she was content living alone with her son.
Then, doing what no mother should ever do with her son, while waiting for him to stop her, she unbuckled and unbuttoned his pants. With him the sober one, he could have stopped her but he didn't. With him the sane one, he could have put an end to this but he didn't. Obviously he wanted this as much as she wanted this.
With his cock tenting his briefs, she felt him through his underwear again before she pulled the top of his underwear down to expose the head of his prick to her motherly eyes. She needed to see him before she touched him. Pulling his underwear down further, she stared at his cock before touching his cock. Then, she reached her horny hand inside of his underwear to wrap her fingers around the base of his erection before reaching even lower to cup his testicles. A longtime sexual fantasy, her son's prick was firmly in her hand.
She felt him stop breathing as soon as she felt his cock in her hot hand. Then as if she was grabbing her dildo, she pulled his prick further out of his underwear. Staring at her son's cock first before stroking his big prick, she looked up at him looking down at her. Stroking him slowly before stroking him a little faster, she wanted to take him in her mouth and suck him but she was afraid. Even though she was an incestuous slut and even though she was a wicked whore, she didn't want her son to think she was an incestuous slut and a wicked whore.
If only he knew she wanted to suck him, she wondered if he'd let her. If only he knew she wanted him to cum in her mouth, she wondered what he'd say and if he would. If only he knew she'd swallow his cum, she wondered what he'd do. Would he put a gentle hand to the back of her head while humping her mouth and fucking her face or would he push her away in disgust?
A mother touching her son is one thing but a mother sucking her son is something else entirely. With a hand job an act of motherly love, a blowjob was incestuously wicked. Certainly, if he was incapacitated after an accident, she'd willingly give her son a hand job to remove the sexual tension. It was one thing to masturbate her son but it was something else entirely for her to suck her son, allow him to cum in her mouth, and to swallow his cum.
Feeling that she's gone too far, sensing that he'd reject her, and already guilty that she's ruined the loving mother and son relationship they so enjoyed having, she looked up at him while trying to read him. With her stroking him and him still feeling her tits while fingering her nipples, did he want her to suck him or was this as far as he'd be willing to go? She was his mother after all and he was her son. What they were doing now was forbidden but encouraged by him not stopping her and further encouraged by his obvious erection and sexual excitement, she continued sexually seducing her son. Having gone this far and with him leaving soon and this being now or never, going all the way, she felt him gasp when she took him in her mouth.
* * * * *
Christine couldn't sleep again. Usually not remembering what day it was, she remembered what day it was today. It was Christmas morning. Sometimes forgetting what day, what month, and what year it was, seemingly it was just the Fourth of July not that long ago. She couldn't believe it's already been a year since last Christmas, the worst Christmas she's ever had in her life.
Laying on her back while staring up at the ceiling, she was wide awake while thinking about her son, Daniel. Expecting to see nothing but darkness, she sat up in bed to look out her bedroom window at the night. Instead of seeing nothing but the dark and frightening shadows, as if nature had turned on a nightlight, she was surprised to see that everything was white. She was accustomed to seeing pitch black when she awakened during the night and looked out her window. In addition to there being a big, bright full moon, everything was light and white.
Just as the weatherman correctly predicted, it was snowing. She was excited about the snow. As if whitewashing everything white as Mark Twain did with his character, Tom Sawyer, she loved how temporarily quiet and clean the snow made everything. Something she'd never tell anyone for fear that they'd think her insane, seemingly the deadening weight of the snow was the only thing that stopped the voices she heard in her head.
As if the snow was an insulating blanket blocking out the sounds of the country, everything outside was so stilly quiet. With no birds and no animals out and about, they all knew to seek shelter. After a winter of warmer than seasonable weather, it was going to be a white Christmas after all. Just as Bing Crosby sung in his song, White Christmas, when dreaming of a white Christmas, it doesn't seem like Christmas without snow on the ground.
Only, along with the snow came the cold, that real, bone chilling, bitter cold that made her just want to pull the covers over her head and sleep until the spring. With no one out and about, unless they had to go to work, everyone stayed home on cold, snowy days like these. All last year she walked around her house dressed in her flannel nightgown, flannel robe, and Ugg slippers, while wrapped in a wool blanket.
Even though she liked the snow, as long as there was someone else there to shovel it, Christine hated the cold. The cold reminded her of that freezing night when she was trapped in her totaled car after her son's fatal car crash. She had never been as cold as she was that night while waiting for someone to come rescue her and her dying son.
* * * * *
"Daniel! Daniel! Stay with me. You're going to be all right. Help is coming. Don't worry. The car automatically called 911 and informed them where we are," she said trying to stop him from going into shock.
Only, dying instantly upon impact with the tree, dead already, Daniel didn't answer her. Even more than hating the cold, she hated that howling wind that no matter what she wore to keep herself warm, it was never enough. As if the wind was a wailing ghost, and as if the Angels were crying, the wind was whistling that night. The deep, drifting snow and the cold, along with a grey, cloudless sky, and the howling wind reminded her too much of death and too much of that awful night. She hated the grey, rainy days of November that ushered in the long, cold, days of winter. Needing a drink to stop her hands from shaking, she needed another drink to stop the voices, and still another drink to help her to forget.
Death had been a recent visitor to her door. Even though Christine loved Christmas, with the death of her son last Christmas, on early Christmas day, that was the worst Christmas she could possibly have had. She didn't think she'd ever celebrate another Christmas but only a year later, here she is gingerly ready to greet Santa Claus before ringing in the New Year.
"Ho! Ho! Ho," said the Salvation Army Santa ringing their bells in their requests for money to fill their kettles whenever she went to the mall or to the market.
Her son would have wanted her to get on with her life. If only in memory of him, he would have wanted her to continue to celebrate their favorite holiday. Perhaps, if he was in Heaven, and she believed he was, he'd be looking down upon the Christmas tree that she reluctantly and sadly decorated for him in his honor. With her heart not in it, what normally took her a couple of hours to put up took her three days to finish decorating.



With all of the ornaments she bought him through the years weighing heavily on her heart as it weighed down the branches, if only he was still here, she'd be so happy. Wishing it was all just a bad dream that would disappear as soon as she awakened, if only his death was a nightmare but it wasn't. Too much of a loss for any mother to bear, every day she faced the same, sad reality of living her life without him. She tried killing herself with sleeping pills but unable to go through with it, she called 911 before losing consciousness. With them grilling her, hounding her, restraining her, and medicating her when she suddenly turned violent, she spent 30 days in a mental hospital for observation.
* * * * *
Like mother like son, Daniel loved Christmas too. He loved Christmas decorations, ornaments, and Christmas music, especially Christmas music. Every year, before he went away to college for four years, the day after Christmas, they'd go to the local Hallmark store to buy Christmas ornaments at half off their retail price for next year's tree. Always forgetting about the ornaments they bought last year after Christmas, opening the new, unopened ornaments was always a welcomed surprise. For the last four years, picking out ornaments that she thought he'd buy, she's been buying ornaments alone. Only this year, when she opened the ornaments that she bought last year, she cried. Memories she'll never forget and that will always haunt her, she remembered how excited he was over this ornament or that ornament that he bought years ago as a child.
Music that once made her so happy now made her so sad, too sad, so very sad, and too sad to play. She used to love Christmas music and even though she relented in putting up the tree to keep herself busy, she just couldn't bring herself to play Christmas music. Now, instead of sleeping and instead of getting up to make the best of another miserable day, she preferred staring out her bedroom window at the peaceful quiet of nothingness and emptiness. At least with the snow, she had something else to look at other than darkness. She enjoyed watching the snow falling, the bare branches swaying, and the snow drifting higher to the commanding orchestration of the wind. She remembered how she used to watch him playing in the snow in the backyard from her kitchen window, and now he's gone. All her fault, he's gone forever.
She wished she had died in that car crash instead of him. There must be nothing, absolutely nothing when we die. She imagined that's how it must be to be dead. Suspended in time, she imagined death must feel the same as it does before we're born. How awful to be dead? How awful for her to lose her son so soon, too soon? Covered with snow, the cemetery where he's buried must be so cold. She imagined him shivering in his coffin, only he's dead. He sees nothing, hears nothing, and feels nothing. He's not there. He's gone hopefully to Heaven.
With him having just graduated college, she'll never see him work at his chosen career. She'll never welcome the new house he'd buy one day with a house warming gift. With him not ready to take a wife, with him not even steadily dating anyone, she'll never see the grandchildren he may have had. With her having already lived much of her life, she wished it was her that died that day in her car and not him.
Yet, even though there was no music playing, startled awake to mindlessly stare out her bedroom window at the snow falling, for some reason, Jingle Bells played through Christine's brunette, pretty head. With her radio not on, having already heard the song a thousand times before, perhaps she was just imagining Burl Ives singing the song. As if she had been magnetized or hypnotize to react to the sound and to the song of Jingle Bells, she sat up in bed to listen. As if the music was far away, the sound was haunting. Whether the music was imagined or real, she distinctly heard Jingle Bells. Only, instead of putting her in a good mood and in a good place, Jingle Bells was the last song she heard on the car radio before the crash. Now, wishing she were dead, the imagined music put her in a foul mood and in a bad place.
With everything so stilly quiet, always at this early hour of the morning, there was an eeriness in the air as if there was someone here with her and watching her. The bewitching hours between 2 am and 5 am, she looked at her nightstand clock and it was 3:33. The feeling that there was something or someone there in the dark watching her made the hair on her arms stand. Sensing a presence, she looked at every familiar shadow in her room while imagining that it was something else or someone else. Fearing the unknown, the afterlife, and/or the nothingness of death, she was afraid of every sound she heard in the dark. While allowing her imagination to get the better of her, she imagined every sound she heard was something different than it was.
What happens when you die she wondered? Is there Heaven and is there Hell she wondered? With this moment her reality now, she feared what evil may lurk in the shadows of her bedroom while watching her. She signed herself and said a silent prayer for her son before saying a prayer for herself to Saint Michael to protect her from evil, from harm, and from the Devil.
Now too afraid to sleep, wide awake, she was done sleeping. A year of sleepless nights, she hasn't had a good night's sleep since her son died. Once, a beautiful woman, who looked ten years younger than her age, with the bags under her eyes and with her no longer having an appetite for food, looking drawn, thin, haggard, and tired, she looked ten years older than her age. As far as she was concerned, without the joy in her life that her son brought, her life was over. If she didn't fear death, the unknown, and if suicide wasn't a mortal sin, she'd kill herself.
Only, as she rubbed the sleep from her eyes, even though she still felt a presence, whatever it was, she didn't feel evil. Fearing whatever it was in the beginning that made her so afraid, she didn't feel fear now. Even though she knew there was something or someone still there with her, she wasn't afraid. If anything, with her no longer alone, she felt more at peace.
Call it her mother's intuition but she suspected that the presence she felt was her son. She felt her son. She could feel her son's energy. He was here in the house with her now. She knew he was. Did he come home for Christmas? Was this his last visit before saying goodbye to her forever?
She heard that ghostly spirits hang around for a year before they disappear to their final resting place. Then, there were those ghosts who never found their final resting places. Maybe he was one of those ghosts. Maybe he'll be hanging around her until the day she dies. Maybe he's here to accompany her to Heaven in the way that he accompanied her to her tragic office party.
* * * * *
It was always the small things and her personal choices that so affected her life and that made her happy. Oddly enough, sleeping naked was one of them. She briefly married when her son was a toddler. After she was married, she always slept in the nude. Sleeping in the nude made her feel sexy. Sleeping naked always gave her husband the go ahead signal that she was available for sex and ready to make love. Only, even though he professed he loved her and told her that her having a child by another man didn't bother him, obviously her baggage did. After her divorce and with her charged with the sole custody of her son, she stopped the practice of sleeping naked.
It wasn't until Daniel went away to college that she returned to the habit of sleeping naked. After he graduated college and returned home to live with her, she slept in a nightgown again, albeit a sheer, sexy one. Able to sleep in the nude again now that her son was gone and she lived alone, sleeping in the nude made her feel alive when she's been feeling so dead with the death of her son. Sleeping in the nude made her feel something other than nothing. Sleeping in the nude made her feel sexually desirable and horny again, horny enough to masturbate herself again.
Imagining someone seeing her walking around her house naked, a peeper perhaps, her skin always tingled when she slept naked. Whether it was the sheet or the covers that caressed her body in the way she imagined her son sexually, incestuously, and inappropriately touched her as he did that night in her car, her naked body made her feel something other than death, grief, and sadness. Only, she wished she had a man sleeping naked with her. Ideally not just any man, she wished she had her son in bed with her. Having seen the way he stared at her, she wished she had given Daniel what he so wanted, her naked body before he died. Such a loss and such a waste, adding more proof to the saying that the good die young, he died too young. He died after experiencing so little of life and so sexually little of her.
Suddenly uncomfortable roaming the house naked as she usually does since her son died, Christine slipped on her bathrobe before heading downstairs to investigate her sense that there was someone in her house. Making her feel more comfortable, even though she knew it was the presence of her son she felt, a ghost who would never harm her, she turned on every light in the house as she went. With her normally walking around the house naked in the morning but for her slippers, she turned on all of the lights as much for her son's benefit as she did for her own feelings of safety, comfort, and security.
Only whoever was out there in the dark could see her flitting around the kitchen and making coffee in the nude. Wishing someone would see her naked, she needed some kind of excitement in her life, sexual or otherwise, even if it was unwelcomed violent or sexual excitement. Ever since her son died, going through life as if a zombie, she died inside too. If she was unable to make herself happy, maybe she could make a peeper happy by flashing him her nude body.
What her son couldn't see of her in life, she hoped he could see of her in death. She imagined he could see her naked body and it made her horny to think that he could see her from his world of the dead to her world of the living. Yet, now that she felt his presence, she felt incestuously wicked and embarrassed that she was exposing herself to him.
Still she felt guilty from that fateful night with her causing him to crash and die. After exposing her naked body to him before attending the party and sucking his cock after the party while allowing him to feel her breasts and finger her nipples, feeling that she was without redeeming qualities, she suddenly felt like an incorrigible whore. Now, instead of walking around her house without her clothes, she felt more comfortable with her robe than without. Maybe it wasn't his spiritual energy that she suspected she felt but an intruder.
There was a feeling, a mysterious energy from whoever was in the room with her that controlled her being and held her mind hostage. Then, for no explicable reason, the Angel poised at the top of the Christmas tree, his favorite ornament, suddenly moved as if the Angel had mysteriously and animatedly come to life. In a house so quiet that she could hear the ticking of the clock on the mantle, the sudden rustling sound of the Angel made her stop to look at the Christmas tree. She stopped moving about the room to listen to the quiet.
Was he there standing by the tree? Was he happy that she decorated the tree just for him? By making the Angel ornament move, was he telling her that he was an Angel? Again, the hair on her arms raised up as if her forearm was a brush charged with static electricity that caused her hair to stand.
Expecting to see him as if he was the ghost Marion or George Kerby in the old situation comedy series, Topper, she stared at the Angel as if expecting to receive a message from God or from her son. She stared at the Angel as if there was a ghost there taunting her, teasing her, scaring her, and/or trying to get her attention. She stared at the Angel while saying a silent prayer that her son would forever rest in peace. With his death all her fault, she prayed for his forgiveness.
* * * * *
"Who's there? What do you want? I have a gun," she said suddenly afraid that an intruder or a peeper, instead of her son, was watching her while planning his next move of attack.
Only, call it a mother's intuition, she knew that it wasn't an intruder or a peeper. She knew that whoever was there with her now wasn't of this Earth. Wanting to believe it was Daniel, she suspected that the spiritual energy was that of her son. It gave her some modicum of comfort to know that her son could transgress two worlds, going from the world of the dead to the world of the living. It gave her some modicum of peace to know that her son was there with her now.
The lights dimmed for a second and the decorations on the tree jingled as if the dog's tail had bumped the tree but the dog had just gotten up from sleeping in his bed when she came downstairs. Consumed by an eeriness and an uneasiness, she looked about the room for a sign that Daniel was there with her. The dog, standing beside her and nowhere near the tree, was always first to know when a spiritual visitor was here with her. Buster seemingly wasn't as flustered as she was. Only, instead of making her feel safe, the dog's focused stare made her feel nervous, ill at ease, and suddenly afraid again.
As if her son was up on the ceiling looking down at her, Buster looked up towards the ceiling. Then staring straight ahead, he seemed transfixed with the top of the wall. As if he recognized the spiritual visitor and the visitor was holding a cookie, his tail was wagging. Then, he sat as if having been given the command to sit.
A spiritual visitor was a much better and a more descriptive term to use than a ghost, especially when referring to her son's energy. How can someone she so loved be a ghost to her? Much more than paranormal activity, he was more than just a mere figment of her imagination. Whether dead or alive, he was still her son. With the dog unnerving her, needing to be alone with her son, she put the dog outside to do his business in the snow.
Seemingly unable to leave her and not resting in peace, if now that he's here, she suspected that the energy must be that of her deceased son. She suspected her son had some unfinished business before he could rest in peace. She suspected she knew what his unfinished business was. Based on their last time together, when she was giving him a blowjob in the front seat of her car, just before he had his fatal automobile accident, she suspected that her son's unfinished business was her.
The best Christmas gift she could hope to have, she enjoyed having the thought that her son had come home for Christmas. Obviously, her son had returned home for her. Only, she didn't know what he'd be able to do to sexually satisfy her or himself with him being dead. Dead, dead, dead, he was dead and what she was imagining wasn't real. Only, she could feel him as if he was still alive and was there with her now. She really could feel his presence and, with nothing to lose, she decided to try and contact him by speaking to him.
"I'm sorry Daniel. The accident that killed you was my fault," she said bursting in tears, after realizing that she was talking to no one but herself. "Your death is all my fault. Please forgive me."
* * * * *
With the Christmas music playing in the background everywhere she went, especially at the mall, even though she forced herself to put up and decorate a tree, she wasn't in the mood for Christmas. As if it was all static noise in her head, with people everywhere and the television screaming Christmas commercials at her to buy things she didn't want and didn't need, she just wanted to stay in bed and pull the covers over her head. It was painful to be constantly and continually reminded of his favorite holiday without having him there to share in the holiday celebration. Unable to even grieve because of all the guilt she felt, it was too soon to forgive herself for killing her son and too soon to forget the tragic, traffic accident.
She still can't believe he'd dead. He's gone. He's gone forever. Seemingly as if it happened yesterday with the nightmares, the voices in her head, and the headaches she had preventing her from getting a good night's sleep, the accident that took her precious son had only been a year ago. She still can't believe it. The one person she loved, the only person she truly loved, is gone from her forever.
Thinking about all the things that she could have done to change the outcome of that fateful day, she wished she hadn't been drinking. If she had been sober, she would have been driving. If she had been driving, she wouldn't have been sucking her son. Only, something came over her that night. Sexually frustrated for so very long, after showing him her naked body before she left the house and after dancing with him all night, she was so very horny.
Then with him busy driving the car, he was her sexual prisoner for a time, until they made it home. She remembered how he looked at her when she flashed him her naked body. With the alcohol removing her sexual inhibitions, her inebriated state gave her the courage to feel her son's cock through his jeans while he removed one hand from the steering wheel to reach his hand over to her to feel her breasts through her blouse and bra. Sadly, what was once so beautiful is now so painfully hard to live her life without him.
Passively encouraged by him not swatting her hand away and/or telling her to stop and to behave, once he started feeling her nipples through her blouse and bra, she unzipped him, and stuck her hand inside his pants. As if fingering her nipples was her signal to go wild, all he ever needed to do to sexually turn her on was to finger her nipples. Of course, it would help for him to finger her pussy but from where he was sitting while driving the car, there was no way he could reach to masturbate her while driving. Yet, she could masturbate him while he drove.
As if their sexual encounter happened last night, she remembered fondling his quickly emerging erection through his thin, white, cotton briefs. With him sticking his hand inside her blouse and down her bra while continuing to feel and fondle her breasts and finger her nipples, he immediately had an erection. Not wasting any more time with her indecision, should she or shouldn't she, she unbuckled and buttoned his pants, pulled down his underwear, and exposed his cock. Oh my God, she remembered being so very sexually excited.
With his prick a beautiful part of his sublime body, she stared at his cock before touching his cock. With her knowing she was doing something so wrong, but not caring that what they were about to do was forbidden, she wrapped her fingers around her son's stiff prick. The fact that they were about to embark upon a sexual relationship made it even that more exciting. Going way beyond the point of no return, they had both crossed over the incestuous line.
With her wanting to give him a very special Christmas gift, she began to slowly stroke him while looking up at him to watch his reaction to his mother not only seeing his big prick but also stroking his big prick. She gazed down at his engorged prick while he one handedly unbuttoned her blouse to expose her bra clad breasts. He looked so very much like his father and with it having been so long since she held a cock in her hand, she stared down at his penis to examine his stiff prick. Then, she did what no mother should ever do to her son, wanting him to cum, she stroked him faster while looking up at him. With him paying more attention to his cock in her hand and her tits in his hand, she had to warn him to watch the road.



"Careful Daniel. Pay attention to your driving while Mommy pays attention to your cock," she said with a dirty laugh.
She was drunk, so very drunk yet not as drunk as she professed to be. Still no excuse for her inappropriate, sexual, incestuous behavior, she couldn't remember being as drunk as she was that night. It was twenty more minutes before they'd be home and she had plenty of time to do what she was intent on doing. Having imagined doing this dozens of times while she masturbated herself, now that she's taken his cock in her hand, she wanted to know what it would feel like to take her son's prick in her mouth. In the way that he was watching her having her wicked, sexual way with his stiff prick and in the way that he was looking at her while feeling her big tits, she knew that he wanted her to suck him as much as she wanted to suck him.
"That feels so good Mom," he said looking down at her hand again when he should have been watching the road.
Then, while he fondled her breast and fingered her nipples inside her bra, she lost all control. As if she willed him to finger her nipples while she stroked his cock, this was the first step in them having sex and changing their mother and son relationship forever. With her nipples her erogenous zone, as long as he continued fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, she knew her sucking his prick was inevitable. She couldn't wait to take him in her mouth. She couldn't wait to suck her son.
Making herself more comfortable, she slid her body all the way across the seat and lowered her head. She was glad her car had a bench seat instead of having an in the way console between them. Only, with her center of gravity so low and preventing her head from hitting anything in the car crash, with her positioned on his lap and away from the windshield and dashboard somehow saved her life. She was lucky to have survived the accident.
"I have a very special Christmas gift for you," she said kissing his cock before licking his cock while looking up at him looking down at her. "Would you like your special Christmas gift now or later?"
He stared down at her holding his stiff prick in her hand while she continued kissing and licking his cock. Obviously, not needing to guess, he knew exactly what his very special, Christmas gift was.
"Now please," he said.
As soon as he said that he'd like his special Christmas gift now, she took his cock in her mouth and started blowing him, really blowing him. Christine was sucking her son. A night to remember forever, stroking him while sucking him, she was really sucking her son. She couldn't believe she was finally sucking her son.
Just as much as he obviously wanted to cum in her mouth, she wanted him to cum in her mouth. As if she was dreaming it, she couldn't believe she was sucking him. As if her sexual fantasy had finally come true and as if she was fantasizing about blowing him, she couldn't believe she had her son's stiff prick in her mouth. Determined to get him to cum in her mouth by stroking him faster and sucking him deeper, she'd like nothing more than for him to cum in her mouth.
* * * * *
With Christmas carolers singing their songs of the season outside of her house last night in their feeble attempt to give her some holiday cheer and to get her in the holiday spirit. She had the urge to go outside and chase them away with her snow shovel. It wasn't until her neighbor from across the street spoke to them, no doubt telling them that she had lost her son in a tragic accident last Christmas that they left to annoy someone else. Even though she loved Christmas music and even before the death of her son, she disliked Christmas carolers.
The only holiday cheer she wanted was booze. Keeping her sedated with alcohol allowed her to deal with the fact that she caused the death of her son. Drinking quieted the voices that she imagined she heard in her head. Besides her gin and vodka, the only holiday spirit she had was whatever was haunting her now. Yet, as if her mourning the loss of her son wasn't enough, Christine was in for a big surprise. What should have been a season without holiday celebration was a season not only filled with happiness and joy but also filled with incestuous sex between a mother and her son.
"Mom? Is that you?"
What was that? She heard a voice. If she thought she was hearing voices before, she was definitely hearing voices now. She could have sworn she heard a voice. Was she hearing things? Was she imagining things? She distinctly heard his voice. She just heard Daniel's voice. Was that really his voice? Between sensing spirits and hearing voices, she was glad that she stopped drinking weeks ago. If she was still abusing alcohol, she'd blame hearing Daniel's voice on that.
"I'm here Daniel," she said looking around the room for the origin of the voice.
It was a few minutes before he answered her. It was a few minutes before she imagined herself losing her mind. It was a few minutes of panic that she realized her son really could be here with her now.
"Please stop feeling guilty and responsible for my death. What happened was just as much my fault as it was your fault," he said. "It was just a tragic and unfortunate accident."
Whether imagined or real, hearing him say that made her feel better. Hearing him say that gave her some peace. Did she really hear him say that or did she just think that in her head. She didn't know. She couldn't tell.
Unable to distinguish his voice from her guilty conscience, it comforted her to imagine that he was here with her. Perhaps the words was just her voice in her head. Perhaps the words were his thoughts that somehow transcended from the world of the dead to the world of the living. Yet, whether he really did say that or she thought that, the words gave her great comfort and peace.
God, now she's trying to communicate with the dead and to the imagined voice she just heard. She needs to let go of him. She needs to get on with her life. Thank God she stopped her drinking weeks ago. She stopped drinking not for herself, but for her son.
Yet, maybe she's not hearing voices or feeling spirits at all. Maybe she was having DT's, delirium tremens from alcohol withdrawal. Maybe she was imagining things and hearing things that weren't there because she hasn't had a drop of alcohol in weeks. Maybe she was imagining things and hearing things because she still responsible and guilty for the death of her beloved son.
Suddenly, as if he was the culmination of a magic trick and as if he was a magician's real, live abracadabra or a witches skullduggery of a hocus pocus, he mystically and miraculously appeared before her. He stood right in front of her as if he was alive instead of dead. Her son appeared before her eyes.
She was shocked. She was stupefied. She was amazed that her son seemingly was there with her now. Yet, how could he materialize in the flesh when he's dead and buried? How could he be with her now when he's gone?
"As if a fog just lifted, I can see you now," he said with a joyous smile.
Not even caring that her hair was such a frightful mess, she was just so happy to see her son.
"And where I couldn't see you before, I can see you now too," she said smiling at her son while tying the tie on her bathrobe tighter than her grasp of reality.
Wondering if she could touch him or if he'd disappear in thin air when she tried to hold him, she walked to him to hug him. Feeling his hands on her as much as she felt her hands on him, they hugged for the longest time. They hugged without talking. Hugging one another much longer than necessary but understandably with him being dead and now suddenly returning to life, she was afraid to let him go and seemingly he was afraid to let her go too.
Even though she could feel him and she could feel his hands on her, she wondered if he was really there with her. She wondered if she was imagining him being there. She wondered if she was still in bed dreaming of him returning to her. Even though she stopped drinking weeks ago, perhaps just imagining that she had stopped drinking but never did, she wondered if she was drunk again.
She was certain that she wasn't imagining him. He was there with her. He was really there. With her wide awake, she knew that she wasn't still in bed dreaming. With her swearing off the booze to honor her son, she was glad she couldn't blame the alcohol on this ghostly sighting. Only if he was dead, how could he return to her in the way he was standing before her now? He felt so very much alive to her.
* * * * *
With her feeling his spirit for days, she wondered how long he's been here. She wondered if he's been watching her all along. She wondered how long he'll be able to stay before having to go wherever he now belongs. Suddenly, her thoughts turned sexual instead of spiritual. Being that she now sleeps in the nude again, she wondered if he saw her sleeping naked.
It sexually aroused her to think that her son could see her and saw her sleeping naked. She wondered if he watched her undressing. She wondered if he watched her changing her clothes. She wondered if he watched her showering, going to the bathroom, and/or masturbating. She wondered if he could still masturbate now that he was dead and if he could still masturbate, she wondered if he masturbated over her in the way that she still masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with him.
Such crazy, sexual thoughts to have for her son but she was horny. Sexually frustrated, she was lonely. She was aroused with the sexual thoughts that they could continue where they left off when he was alive. Only, how can someone who's dead transcend and incestuously transgress the world of the living? Something she was so intent on doing when he was living, she was just as crazy as she was preposterous to think that her son could have sex with her now that he's dead. Only, wouldn't it be something if he could? Wouldn't it be something if they could transcend and transgress the worlds of the living and the dead by continuing with their sexual, incestuous relationship?
* * * * *
"Were you watching me sleeping naked a little while ago?"
Titillated by the thoughts that he could see her naked and did see her naked, as if beginning again where they abruptly left off, she gave him a sexually excited smile.
"Yes," he said returning her sexy smile with his naughty smile.
She wondered how long he's been here. She wondered if he's been here all along.
"I thought I felt your presence in my bedroom," she said curling her hair with her finger.
Suddenly she was sexually aroused to play this sexy game of what was I showing and what did you see.
"I was there in your bedroom," he said.
Oh my, he was in her bedroom when she was sleeping naked.
"So, you saw me sleeping naked?"
With her bedroom so very dark and with her always hot and kicking off the covers during the night, did her son see her naked? Yet between the full moon and the white snow, her room may have been light enough for him to see more than just her shadowy form. Just the thoughts that Daniel saw her naked made her nipples hard and her pussy wet.
"Yes," he said.
Her son saw her naked. What she was unwilling and unable to show him in life, until that fateful night of the Christmas party when she exposed her naked body to him while getting dressed, he saw in death. Daniel saw her naked. Her son saw her naked body while she was sleeping.
"Were you watching me changing my clothes earlier when I was getting ready for bed?"
He took her hands in his and smiled down at her.
"I couldn't turn away Mother. I couldn't help myself from watching you undress," he said. "I hope you don't mind. I didn't mean to embarrass you. It was just so sexually exciting for me to unbutton your blouse, unzip your short skirt, and unhook and remove your bra before sliding down your panties," he said with sexual excitement.
She was titillated that her son not only watched her sleeping naked but also watched her undress. With her not turning on the light to undress, she wondered how much her son saw of her in her darkened bedroom. Maybe the dark doesn't affect dead people in the way it does those still living. Maybe they're more like animals who can see in the dark.
"It's okay. I'm not embarrassed," she said. "There's nothing wrong with a son trying to get a look of his mother's naked body. You've always been such a naughty boy in trying to see Mommy's tits," she said with a dirty, little laugh.
Needing to know if they could continue where they left off, she sexually teased him by not tying her bathrobe ties tighter when they suddenly loosened. Not wanting to deny him a view of the tops of her breasts and her long line of cleavage, she wanted him to see more of her abundant breasts. After calling him a naughty boy for always trying to get a look at her tits, she wondered if he saw her breasts, really saw her breasts and not just a quick glimpse of them when she was sleeping, showering, and changing her clothes. She'd like for him to see her breasts. It would sexually excite her to know if he saw her breasts.
Suddenly feeling sexually wicked enough, in the way she paraded naked in front of him before, she was horny enough to remove her bathrobe and show him not only her tits but also her whole naked body. Unfortunately, the last time they were together in the car, she never got that far for him to see her naked when she was sucking his cock in the front seat of her car while he was driving. The next step, had they made it home in one peace, would have been to go to bed with him. Only, they never made it home to go the next step and take their incestuous, sexual relationship that far. Something that's given her pleasure while masturbating herself, she was glad now that she had exposed her body to him when she stood in her bedroom doorway naked.
"You have a beautiful body Mother," he said.
Even in death, she was sexually aroused that her son may have seen what he shouldn't see of her. She was sexually excited that her son saw what no son should see of his mother. With her responsible for his death, she wondered if he still sexually wanted her as much as she still sexually wanted him. In the way that her horniness took hold of her before, when she thought of her son while masturbating herself, it was taking hold of her again now. More than just fleeting moment of horniness, it was a mother's deep rooted and unrequited love for her son.
Wondering if he was really there standing before her, she wondered how real he was or if he was just a figment of her guilt ridden and overly active imagination. She wondered if she wasn't even awake but dreaming. She wondered if she was losing her mind. She wondered if she was crazy. If she was awake and not dreaming this, she wondered if he could have sex with the ghost of her dead son. Being that she was directly responsible for his death, after she killed him, she wondered if he'd still wanted her in the same sexual way that she still wanted him.
* * * * *
"Thank you, Daniel," she said. Wanting to continue with the inappropriate albeit titillating conversation, she paused to look at him while wording what she was going to say next. "So you saw me in my panty and bra?"
With her still having the shapely body that she had in her twenties, she loved how she looked in her bra and panty. She looked so sexy in her low cut bra and bikini panty.
"Yes," he said unable to hide his sexual excitement.
Something she wished she had done before when he was alive but with her never having the courage, she always wanted to flash her son how she looked in her sexy lingerie. Embarrassed to brazenly, immorally, and immodestly walk around the house in her bra and panty, she never did. No doubt, after flashing him her naked body, she would have walked around him in her underwear. She always wondered what he'd say or what he do if she paraded around him wearing her sexy bra and bikini panty. She was glad she flashed him her naked body on the last night they were together and that last night he was still alive.
Now going way beyond her flashing him her bra and panty and flashing her son her naked body, she never thought she'd go through with sucking her son when he was alive. She never thought she'd be having these incestuous thoughts about Daniel after he died. She never thought he'd be watching her changing and watching her sleeping naked. She just assumed that once he died all of that incestuous, sexual lust would be over and would have died with him. Only, as if he was still alive with her, they're both playing this sexy, incestuous game.
"And you watched me removing my panty and bra?"
Wanting to continue their sexy game, even though he's already confessed that he saw her undressing and watched her sleep naked, she needed to hear him say it again. She needed to know that it wasn't only her having incestuous thoughts. She needed to know that she's not dreaming or that she's crazy but all of this is real. Besides, with their conversation so erotic in nature, it was sexually exciting for her to ask him everything he may have seen of her. With their conversation so erotic in nature, it was sexually exciting for her to have him to tell her everything that he saw of her again and again.
Thinking that she'd never have this opportunity to explore their incestuous relationship again, maybe tomorrow he'd be gone forever and never to return again. Missing the big picture by thinking of the smaller things in life, she didn't ask him if there was a God or a Devil, or if he was in Heaven or Hell. Instead, with their salacious sexual conversation all about her, she wondered if he saw her C cup breasts. She wondered how well he saw her breasts. She wondered if he saw her areolas and her nipples. She wondered if he saw her trimmed pussy. She wondered if he saw her round, shapely ass. She wondered if he was as sexually aroused by her questions as she was sexually aroused by the anticipation of his answers.
"I did," he said. "Yes, I watched you remove your panty and bra."
Oh, my God. She couldn't believe her son, albeit her dead son, watched her remove her panty and bra. He saw her tits, her ass, and her pussy. He son saw her naked. Her son saw her naked body. Her son, albeit her dead son, not only watched her undressing but also watched her as she slept naked. She was so very sexually excited that he finally saw all of her close up while standing over her in her bedroom as she slept and dreamed about having sex with him.
"You saw me not only while I was sleeping in a darkened bedroom," she said curling her hair with her finger again and pausing before speaking. "But also I take it then that you saw me naked while showering in a well-lit bathroom too?"
Doubting that he'd turn away when she was naked, if he had watched her remove her bra and panty, then for sure, he had seen her naked while showering too. Only, she needed to hear him say that he had seen her naked in the well-lit bathroom. With the thoughts of him seeing her without her clothes, it was then that she felt a familiar wetness between her legs while thinking about her son ogling her naked body in the way she'd love to ogle his naked body. The last time she was with him when he was alive, she was sucking his cock in the way she wished she could suck his cock now.
"Yes, I've seen you naked many times Mother," he said.
Thinking that she was all alone but for a feeling that someone or something was there watching her, now that she knew it was her son, she was sexually thrilled that he could see her and saw her when she was naked.
"Call me Christine," she said. "Being that you're dead, we can skip the formalities."
"Of course, Christine," he said, "but whether dead or alive you'll always be my mother."



So very sexually aroused now, she felt her nipples pushing against her bathrobe. While kissing her, she'd love nothing better than to have her son finger her nipples before breaking off his kiss to suck her nipples. Whether she was sleeping or insane while imagining this conversation, she was enjoying this inappropriate discussion with her son's ghost. Talking to him and seeing him as if he was alive was the best Christmas gift she could have.
Nonetheless, whether he was still alive or still dead, she'd fall to her knees and suck him, if only she could. She'd finally finish what she had started when she was blowing him in her car. If he could ejaculate cum as a dead man, she'd allow him to cum in her mouth and she'd swallow him. Only, as if he was a zombie, she wondered what dead cum tasted like compared to live cum. No matter the taste, he was her son and she'd still blow him.
"Well, tell me then. Don't be shy," she said with a sexy laugh as if she was suddenly transformed into a much younger version of Jessica Lange in American Horror Story. "What do you think of your old, mother's body?"
Putting a hand to her hip, she posed for her son. Shamelessly turning one way before turning the other way, she looked at him as if she was naked instead of in her bathrobe. She was so wicked to ask her son what he thought of her naked body but what did it matter now with him dead? Nonetheless, what did it matter? Nonetheless, she was still curious enough about what he thought of her naked MILF of a body to solicit his opinion.
"You're still very sexy. I've always been sexually attracted to you, Christine," he confessed something that she'd never tire of hearing.
If only he knew that she was sexually attracted to him too when she was alive, she wondered what he'd say. Maybe with him dead, he knows that already. Maybe with him dead he knows all of her dirty, sexy secrets. Only, now in hindsight, she realized that of course he knew she was sexually attracted to him. How could he not know that she wanted him sexually? Something she'd never do if she wasn't sexually attracted to her son, she was giving him a blowjob just before he died. Stroking him faster while sucking him deeper, she was trying to get him to cum in her mouth.
What mother who wasn't sexually attracted to her son would suck her own son? Yet, what mother, even one who was sexually attracted to her son, would suck her own son? What son, who wasn't sexually attracted to his mother, would allow his mother to suck him? Yet, what son, even one who was sexually attracted to his mother, would allow his mother to suck him? Just as it's one thing to think about having sex with your son, it's quite another thing to go through with the incestuous sex and do the dirty deed by blowing him. Just as it's one thing to think about having sex with your mother, it's quite another thing to go through with the incestuous sex and allow your mother to blow you.
"You have? You've always been sexually attracted to me?"
Prying him for sexy information, if only for fodder for her to masturbate herself later while, hopefully, with him watching, she played her innocent mother card. Just as he knew that she was and still is sexually attracted to him, now she knew that he was still sexually attracted to her too. Yet, always feeling guilty about standing in her bedroom door naked and feeling like a wicked whore to suck her own son later than night, after talking to him, she felt better and didn't feel as guilty about being responsible for his death.
With him always trying to peep on her and always staring at what he could see of her, she was always so tempted to show him what he was looking to see. She was glad that finally she did. She was always so tempted to give him a real show, a striptease show but, stopping her dead in her tracks with her unable to cross the incestuous line, the fact that she was his mother always ruined her fun. Fearing that he'd move away, it took her horniness for her to leave her bedroom door open while walking around her room naked and in plain view. It took her to be drunk that faithful night to unzip him, pull out his cock, and suck while stroking him.
"Yes. I've always been sexually attracted to you," he said pausing before speaking as if he was thinking better of what he was about to say.
The thought that her son had always been sexually attracted to her made her as sexually excited as it made her sad. She wasted so much time. They could have been having sex instead of teasing one another while wondering about one another. More than just a great mother and son relationship, they could have had a mother and son incestuous, sexual relationship.
"Tell me, Daniel," she said.
She looked at him with love in the way he was looking at her with lust.
"Tell you what Christine?"
She just wanted to walk up to him and kiss him, French kiss him.
"Did you masturbate over the thoughts of watching me undress and seeing me naked? I guess what I'm asking is, being that you're dead, can you still masturbate?"
She imagined him standing over the sink, the toilet, in the shower, and/or resting in his bed while stroking his prick as he thought about her naked.
"Whether dead or alive, I couldn't possibly count how many times I've masturbated over the thoughts of seeing you in your bra, your panty, seeing you topless, or naked," he said.
Suddenly, in the way she's masturbated herself and has had so many orgasms while imagining having sex with her son, she imagined her son cumming while thinking of her in her bra, her panty, topless, and/or naked. That one confession made her want to strip off her bathrobe and run to him naked.
"Now you don't have to imagine me naked. You can see me naked all the time and any time you'd like to see me naked."
In the way that he was leering at her, she knew that he could see her naked any time he wanted to see her naked.
"Yes now I can," he said.
Wanting to entice him to get more sexual information from him, she continued teasing him.
"I'm a little surprised that you've masturbated over me? I knew you masturbated. I could hear you in your room sometimes. Only, I never thought you'd be masturbating over me," she said acting like the sexually and incestuously innocent mother than she wasn't. "I always figured you'd be masturbating over some young woman your age or over a Hollywood celebrity."
Turning away from him to hide her face from him, she was more than flattered that he masturbated over the thoughts of her naked body in the way she masturbated herself over his naked body. It was sexually exciting for her to know that her son no doubt masturbated over her while thinking of having sex with her in the way she masturbated over him while thinking of having sex with him. Now totally sexually aroused, she was more than sexually excited. She wanted him now in the way she never wanted him.
Only, she couldn't have him. He was dead. Yet, having already hugged him, if she could hug him and he could hug her, as sick as it sounded, maybe she could have sex with her son's spirit too. He's already confessed that, even though he's dead, he still masturbates over the thoughts of her.
"No woman holds a candle to you, Christine. I've masturbated over the sexual thoughts of you many times," he confessed.
She looked at him without speaking as if pondering the appropriateness of what she was about to say next.
"I'm just curious," she said pausing while wanting to continue the conversation.
With it having been a year since she's had such sexually incestuous and inappropriate thoughts about her son, it was then that she imagined having sex with her son again now in the way she imagined having sex with him so very many times before.
"Tell me. What are you curious about Christine?"
If only he knew what she was really curious about, wouldn't he be shocked. No doubt, he'd think of her as a drunken, incestuous whore instead of thinking of her as his kind, loving mother. Yet, if he didn't think of her as an incestuous whore when she was sucking him in the front seat of her car, then he'd never think of her as an incestuous whore. Instead, he'd always think of her as his MILF of a mother, a mother he'd like to fuck. Yet with him dead, maybe he already knows all of her thoughts.
"Did you ever masturbate while thinking of having sex with me?"
Whether using her finger, her vibrator, her dildo, and/or her water massager, she recalled all the times she masturbated herself while thinking of having sex with her son. If only he knew how much she wanted him, she wondered what he'd say. If only he knew how many times she masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with him, surely, he'd think her sexually deranged.
"Oh, my God. Yes," he said. "Lots of times. Actually, every time I masturbated, after I'd think about your naked body, I'd think about us having incestuous sex."
Realizing that either she was dreaming or having a conversation with herself, if only he were still alive, she'd strip off her bathrobe and allow him to take here right now and right here on the living room carpet. She so wanted to touch herself. She so wanted to masturbate herself right in front of her son. Only she wasn't dreaming. He was right there in front of her. Just as she touched and hugged him, he touched and hugged her.
"And what did you imagine you'd do while having sex with my naked body?"
Just as she knew what she'd do to his naked body, she had a good idea of what he'd do to her naked body but she just wanted to hear him say it. She just wanted him to say all of the dirty, nasty words that she's been longing to hear her son say. She needed him to tell her what he'd do to her, if he could physically have sex with her, so that she could masturbate over the thoughts of him doing everything he said he would.
"Everything," he said.
Everything? She quivered with the thought of him doing everything to her but that's a cop out. Everything is not specific enough. She needed him to define everything. She needed to know exactly what he'd do when doing everything to her. She needed him to say all that he'd do to her naked body. She needed more details so that when she awakened from this dream, she could masturbate herself.
"Everything?"
She wanted him to confess all of the dirty details. In the way that she was willing to confess all of her sexual thoughts to him, she needed him to confess all of his sexual thoughts to her. Her idea of everything, she imagined him kissing her, feeling her, licking her, and fucking her. Then, after he did everything to her, she'd do everything to him. She'd kiss him, feel him, suck him, and fuck him.
"Yes, everything," he said.
Even though he was dead, she suspected that he was still shy in telling her all that he thought about doing to her while masturbating himself. Maybe he thought that she'd think him twistedly perverted for wanting to have sex with his mother but she wouldn't, especially now that he's dead. If anyone was twistedly perverted, she was the sexually deranged one for giving him a naked show of her body by not closing her bedroom door when she was dressing. She was the sexually wicked one for giving her son a drunken blowjob in her car while he was driving.
She still couldn't believe she did that, sucked his cock while he was driving? Why did she do that? If only she had waited until they arrived home to act out her sexual lust for her son, he'd be alive today. Now talking to him in a dreamlike state was all she had.
"Can you elaborate more on everything?" She laughed. "Did you kiss me?"
She swooned at the imagined thought of her son kissing her now. She'd love nothing more than to feel her son's tongue probing her mouth. If only he was still alive, she'd allow him to do everything and anything he wanted to her naked body. Gladly and willingly, she'd even give him anal sex, if that's what he so desired. The imagined thought of him pounding her ass while holding on to her big tits made me wild with sexual desire for him.
"Did I kiss you?" He looked at her as if she was nuts. "Constantly? I never stopped kissing you in my sexual fantasies while masturbating myself."
She so wanted to walk to him and stick her tongue in his mouth. Only, no matter if he was dead or alive and no matter if she was awake, insane, or dreaming, it was one thing to think it but quite another thing to actually do it. For her to blow her son, she was drunk, so drunk that she couldn't drive. Yet, if this is a dream and he's still dead, then she's free to do anything and everything that comes to her mind while sleeping, even to ask him detailed questions of what he thought about when masturbating himself.
"Did you French kiss me?"
She imagined him parting her lips and sticking his tongue in her mouth while feeling her ass. If only he'd French kiss her now, she'd return his kiss. She'd love nothing more than to make out with her dead son on Christmas day. Only, she wondered if her dead son could kiss her in the way that he hugged her. When hugging her, he certainly felt alive enough to her then. Maybe this wasn't a dream. Maybe he was haunting her. Maybe this wasn't even her son but some ghost made to look like her son. Maybe she's totally lost her mind.
"Of course," he said.
She imagined him touching her and feeling her while kissing her.
"When you were French kissing me, were you touching me too, I mean sexually?"
She imagined him feeling her breasts and her ass through her clothes while French kissing her.
"I couldn't keep my hands off of you, Christine," he said.
She quivered with the thought of her son French kissing her while feeling her ass and her breasts through her clothes. Giving him free access to her big breasts, she imagined her one arm wrapped around his neck and her other arm wrapped around his back while she kissed and kissed him as he touched and felt her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother.
"Did you imagine me kissing you while touching you too?"
She imagined reaching down and behind him to squeeze his beautiful ass while French kissing him. She swooned at the thought of being in his arms as if she was his lover instead of his mother. She imagined him reaching around her to lift her short skirt and to feel and squeeze her ass through her panty while feeling and fondling her breasts through her blouse and bra with his other hand.
"Of course," he said. "In the way that I always imagined feeling and groping your round, firm ass and your breasts through your clothes while kissing you, I imagined you feeling and groping my ass while kissing me too."
What she never should have done in the car while he was driving, she imagined feeling his cock through his pants while kissing him now. If only they had stopped by the side of the road, he'd be alive today. If only she had controlled her incestuous, sexual urges until she got home, he wouldn't have died that night. With guilt and remorse plaguing her for a year, it was comforting to know that he not only forgives her but also accepts the responsibility that the accident was as much his fault as it was her fault too.
"In the way that you touched and felt me," she said pausing. "Did you imagine me feeling your cock through your pants while I kissed you?"
She looked at him while imagining feeling his emerging erection through his pants now in the way she did that fateful night. He was so big. He was so hard. He was so sexually excited, as sexually excited as she was sexually excited.
"Yes, all the time," he said.
She'd do anything to not only see her son's cock now but also to stroke her son's prick. Wishing she could feel her son's prick in her mouth again, she'd do anything if only she could finish blowing him, especially if that would make him happy. Even though he admitted that it was his fault too, she still felt so guilty for causing the accident that resulted in his death.
"Oh, my," she said. She paused while thinking about what to ask him next. "Being that you masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with me, did you imagine me masturbating you too? Did you imagine what it would feel like to have my hand around your erect penis while I stroked you?"
He looked at her and smiled.
"Many, many times Christine, I imagined you stroking me while I masturbated myself."
She turned red with what she was about to ask her son next.
"You don't have to answer my question if it's as embarrassing to you as it is to me but did you imagine me sucking you?"
With her not drunk now in the way that she was drunk that night, her questions embarrassed her in the way that she imagined her questions embarrassed her son. Yet, as if she was wanting to suck him now, she stroked her hair back before touching her lips with her fingers. Only, with him dead, what could she possibly ask him that would embarrass him.
"You're getting me sexually aroused Christine but yes, I imagined you blowing me," he said.
She tightened her bathrobe ties and haughtily threw back her head while tossing back her dark brown hair. With her brown eyes flashing her sexual arousal, she asked her son her next question.
"And did you cum?"
She imagined sucking her son while stroking her son. She imagined her son cumming in her mouth and her swallowing all that her son had to give. Then, she imagined sucking him dry while stroking him before licking him clean.
"I did," he said.
As if she was Lily Tomlin when she played the telephone operator on Rowan and Martin's Laugh-In, instead of his mother, she tucked her index finger inside of her bathrobe and inside of her cleavage. As if her cleavage was her pussy slit and she was about to masturbate herself, she looked at him with incestuous lust.
"It's not a question that a mother should ask her son but did you to cum in my mouth?"
She imagined sucking her son until he ejaculated in her mouth.
"I did," he said. "I ejaculated my cum in your mouth."
As if she could feel her son's cock in her mouth and as if she could taste her son's cum, she wished she could blow her son now. If only this wasn't a dream and if only her son was still alive, she'd go to his room naked and give her 22-year-old son the best sex he's ever had in his short life.
"Oh, God," she said fanning herself with her hand. "And in your sexual fantasy, I'm curious to know," she said.
Definitely, without a doubt, if her son ejaculated in her mouth, she'd swallow.
"What are you curious to know Christine?"
As if it was happening now, she couldn't help herself from imagining not only stroking her son but also sucking her son while he ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed.
"Did I swallow your cum?"
To make her fantasy come true, she wanted to blow her son now. She wanted her son to cum in her mouth and she wanted to swallow her son.
"You did. You swallowed every last drop of my cum before licking my cock clean while still sucking me and stroking me," he said.
She was dizzy with sexual delight with the thoughts of sucking her son.
"From your description, seemingly, I enjoyed blowing you, my own son," she said making more of a statement than asking him a question.
She was as disturbed that she'd have such incestuous thoughts for her son as she was sexually excited.
"Seemingly you did Christine," he said with a dirty laugh. "Not only in my sexual fantasy but that night, in real life, you loved sucking my cock."
Now that she was imagining blowing her son, she imagined making love to her son.
"What about sexual intercourse?"
She wondered if he imagined them making love in the way that she's always imagined them making love. If only he was really here now standing in front of her, she'd make love to him before fucking him, really fucking him hard.
"What about sexual intercourse?"
No doubt about it, if she could, she'd have sexual intercourse with her son.



"Did you imagine us making love when you were masturbating to the thoughts of having sex with me?"
She could nearly feel her son on top of her while humping her. Returning his humps with her thrusts, she could nearly feel herself humping him.
"I imagined us making love many times Christine and I wished we could have made love before I died," he said with sadness.
Curling her hair with her fingers, she played with her hair.
"Tell me. After we made love, did you fuck me too?"
She imagined her son pounding her pussy, really pounding her pussy hard, and hard enough to make her have an orgasm.
"I did. I fucked you hard, really hard and I fucked you deep," he said.
Feeling her nipples harden and her pussy moisten, she needed to know the answer to her next question.
"Did I cum?" She looked at him with the sexual frustration of being so alone and so lonely. "Did you give me an orgasm?"
He smiled at her.
"You screamed your sexual pleasure with me fucking you deep and hard," he said.
Oh my God, if only he'd take her now, right now, she needed a good fuck. Only, he couldn't. He was dead and she was obviously dreaming. None of this was real. This couldn't be real. Watching them lowering him in the ground, most definitely, he was dead. With the dead never returning, either she was talking to his ghost or she was talking to herself. Unable to tell which, either she was sleeping and he was haunting her in her dreams or she was totally crazy and had lost her mind.
"Just wondering, if you don't mind me asking and if you don't mind kissing and telling," she said.
She needed to know that answer to her question.
"I don't mind kissing and telling," he said. "Ask me your question and I'll answer it honestly."
She couldn't help from comparing herself to other women he has had.
"I was just wondering Daniel," she said continuing to curl her hair with her finger.
Something she wished he had been forthright in confessing, she was embarrassed to ask.
"What were you wondering Christine?"
Putting her embarrassment aside, she asked her question.
"Even though we didn't get to have sex but, when you were masturbating yourself over the thought of having sex with me, how did you imagine I was in bed?" She laughed a sexy albeit an embarrassed laugh.
She looked at him as if she was more his girlfriend, his wife, or his lover than his mother.
"You were phenomenal. You were the best lay I've ever had," he said. "There was no one even close."
Oh, my God. Even though he had imagined making love to her while masturbating himself, he enjoyed making love to her. He enjoyed making love to her as much as she imagined she'd enjoy making love to him. He enjoyed fucking her as much as she imagined she'd enjoy him fucking her and as much as she imagined she'd enjoyed fucking him.
"Thank you," she said. "That's so nice of you to say."
It was difficult for her to be so cordial and so motherly like, when all she really wanted to do was to rip off her bathrobe and have sex with him right here and right now.
"You're welcome and I wouldn't have said that if it wasn't true. No one has ever made love to me in the way that you made love to me," he said.
She swooned at her son saying that, confessing that, and admitting that she was the best lay he's ever had.
"For you to compare me, you've had sex with others then, I imagine," she said with a pang of possessive jealousy while still curling her hair with her finger.
She imagined him with a pretty girl, a woman his age. She imagined him giving her hot sex instead of giving her hot sex. Instantly, she was jealous.
"I have been with other women," he said.
After he's had sex with a younger woman, a woman half her age, she wondered why he'd still want her. She wondered why he'd still lust over her. She wondered why he'd still sexually desire his old mother.
"I apologize for being so nosy but I'm just curious. Just how many women have you had sexually?"
Perhaps he's not as experienced as she imagines he is.
"A few, several," he admitted.
Women her age that she couldn't compete with, she imagine him kissing them while feeling them. She imagined him seeing them naked. She imagined them sucking and fucking her son. She imagined him telling them that he loved them. Only, with him dead, who would want him now but her, his mother?
"I see," she said.
And yet, even though he's sexually experienced with other women, for some inexplicable reason, he still wants to have sex with his mother. She had to remind herself of that for her not to be so jealous. Besides, if he was willing for her to suck his cock, then he sexually wanted her as much as she sexually wanted him.
"In your sexual fantasy, not that it matters now that you're dead but I'm just curious?"
She'd love to know what it would feel like for her son to squirt his love juice inside of her pussy.
"What are you curious about knowing Christine?"
Maybe when he imagined them having sex, in the same way that she imagined them having sex, he imagined riding his mother bareback.
"Where you wearing a condom when you were inside of me?"
As soon as she asked her question, she imagined her son's cock buried deep inside of her pussy. For sure, she'd rather feel his naked cock inside of her than to feel his Latex covered prick.
"No, of course not. I wasn't wearing a condom," he said.
It sexually excited her that they shared the same sexual fantasy.
"Tell me Daniel," she said curling her hair. "Did you cum in my pussy?"
As if he was cumming inside of her right now, she could feel nearly feel him ejaculating.
"I did," he said. "I ejaculated in your pussy."
Oh, my God, how sexually exciting is that with her son cumming inside of her?
"If we were really having sex instead of just having sex in your thoughts," she said pausing.
She imagined him giving her a baby.
"If we were really having sex, what Christine?"
She wondered if she'd have a girl or a boy.
"Granted it was only in your sexual fantasy but you could have gotten my pregnant she said. With me only 41-years-old and you 22-years-old, if we really did have sexual intercourse without using a condom, you could have given me a baby," she said. "Your son could have also been your half-brother or your daughter would have been your half-sister, I think," she said with a sexy, little laugh.
She imagined them running away together. She imagined them starting a new life somewhere else and getting married. She imagined them walking down the sidewalk with their baby carriage with the baby inside. Then, imagining a monster, she imagined a baby with four arms, four legs, and two heads. As if she was a character on American Horror story, she imagined their baby being not only dead in the way her son was but also a ghost too.
"That would have been confusing," he said with a laugh, "wouldn't it?"
She looked at him with as much sexual interest as she looked at him with motherly love.
"What about me?"
She continued curling her hair with her finger while staring at her son.
"What about you?"
Even by just this conversation without him volunteering as much as she's volunteering, already she was sexually frustrated.
"Did you sexual satisfy me? Did you make me cum too? Did you give me an orgasm with your fingers, your mouth, and/or your cock," she said imagining him
Imagining her son giving her an orgasm delivered to a heightened sexual arousal. Even though he already told her that he gave her an orgasm when fucking her, she wanted him to tell her again. Should he disappear tomorrow and be gone from her forever, she needed to hear him say it again.
"You had multiple orgasms. You had an orgasm every time we were together," he said.
It's been so long since she had an orgasm that she'd love for him to give her one now.
"Now that you've piqued my curiosity. How did you give me an orgasm?"
He smiled while staring at his mother as if he was having sex with her now.
"Sometimes with my fingers. Other times with my tongue. And always with my cock," he said.
Her mouth fell open with the incestuous thoughts of her son not only fingering her pussy but also licking her pussy before fucking her pussy.
"So you fingered my pussy while licking my pussy?"
She looked as if she was about to have an orgasm now with the thoughts of her son fingering her pussy while licking her pussy.
"I did," he said.
She imagined him looking up at her from in between her legs with her vaginal secretions all over his beautiful face.
"I wonder," she said.
She needed to know and the only way for her to find out the answer is to ask the question.
"What is it that you wonder Christine?"
In the way that she did so many times before, she imagined her son having sex with her.
"Well, being that you've already imagined having sex with my naked body many times, if you could, would you have sex with my naked body again now," she said.
Opening the door for her next question, she hoped he'd say yes.
"I'd like that. I'd love to finally and really have sex with you instead of just imagining having sex with you. Nothing could ever make me happier that to kiss you while feeling you before falling between your legs to finger your pussy while licking your pussy," he said.
She was as relieved as she was sexually excited that he still wanted to have sex with her.
"If you don't mind," she said pausing.
She imagined herself naked with her naked son. She imagined them kissing and touching before having deeply penetrating sex.
"Don't mind what?"
Here goes nothing.
"If you don't think me too much of an incestuous whore," she said pausing again.
Even if he didn't think of her as an incestuous whore, she felt like an incestuous whore.
"I'd never think of you as an incestuous whore," he said. "As you were saying, if I don't mind what Christine?"
She couldn't believe she was going to say what she was going to say next.
"I'd like to suck you before you made love to me," she said.
Already she could feel his cock in her hand before taking it in her mouth.
"I'd love for you to suck me too, Christine," he said. "You'd make me the happiness son for me to look down in your big brown eyes to see my hairy, hard cock in your beautiful mouth while you stroked my cock and stroked me."
If she sucked his cock, she wondered if he'd return the sexual favor by licking her pussy.
"And if you wouldn't mind," he said pausing again.
She'd love nothing better than to see him reach up to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples with her vagina secretions covering his nose, mouth, chin, and jaw.
"Yes? Wouldn't mind what?"
Here goes nothing.
"Would you lick my pussy and give me an orgasm too?"
She looked at him while waiting for him to speak.
"I'd love nothing better than to eat you, Mother," he said. "It would be my honor to lick your pussy and give you an orgasm."
She swooned at the thought of her son fingering her pussy while licking her pussy.
"After you give me an orgasm with your fingers and tongue, I'd love for you to cum in my mouth," she said.
As soon as she said that, she imagined her son ejaculating his seed in her mouth and her swallowing all that he had to give before licking his cock clean.
"I can do that," he said.
Oh, my God, with him giving her the green light, she couldn't wait to suck her son.
"And after I blow you and after you cum in my mouth, when you're rested and reclaim your energy," she said pausing yet again.
She imagined her son on top of her while humping her.
"Being that I'm dead, I don't have to rest to reclaim my energy. My stamina never diminishes," he said.
'Wow,' she thought. 'He's an endless supply of energy and stamina. She imagined him going up and down on her as if his body was a hydraulic piston.
"I don't mean to put you on the spot, but with you being dead, do you think you could make love to me?"
She imagined him on top of her humping her superhuman fast. She imagined herself on top of her son while returning his humps but not as fast.
"I'd love to make love to you, Christine," he said.
She imagined fucking her son, really fucking her son before he rolled her over to pound her pussy, really pound her pussy at superhuman speed.
"And you're going to think me so wicked but," she said pausing again while staring at him.
She couldn't wait to strip off her bathrobe to show her son her naked body.
"But what?"
She couldn't wait for her son to strip of his clothes and show her his cock.
"After you've made love to your mother, do you think you could fuck your old mother? It would make me so very happy for you to pound my pussy so fast and so hard to make me cum," she said.
After having the worst Christmas last year with the death of her son, this was going to be the best Christmas she ever had. With the rebirth, the reincarnation, and/or the imagined image that her son was still alive and here with her while ready to sexually give her all that she wants, she was so happy.
"It would be my pleasure to pound your pussy fast and hard enough to make you cum Mom," he said.
Tit for cock. If she was going to show him her tits, she wanted to see his cock.
"Before we have sex, can you do me a favor?"
Seemingly, she was just as incestuously wicked as was her son.
"Anything Christine. You only need do ask," he said.
She couldn't wait to ask him her question.
"May I see your cock? I really didn't get a good look at it in the front seat of the car," she said.
She couldn't wait for him to show her his cock.
"Absolutely. I'd love to show you my cock," he said unbuckling, unbuttoning, unzipping his pants and removing them along with his underwear.
As if his cock was choosing his mother to have sex with, his erect prick stuck straight out while pointing its swollen head at his mother.
"You have a beautiful penis Daniel," she said.
He stared at her as if he was undressing her with his eyes. He stared at her as if she was already naked.
"What about you?"
Obviously, he was asking to see her naked.
"What about me?"
She played her innocent mother card while pretending she didn't know the meaning of his question when she did.
"May I see your body?"
Oh my God, her son wants to see her body. Her son wants to see her naked. She undid her bathrobe ties and allowed her robe to fall to her ankles. Her son stared at her breasts and pussy in the way that she was staring at his cock.
"Well, what do you think of your old mother?"
He filled his eyes with all of her before speaking.
"You're so very incredibly beautiful mother," he said never removing his eyes from her breasts and pussy.
In the dim colorful light of the Christmas three, she stood there naked and vulnerable while imagining Jingle Bells playing through her head.
"Well, shall we begin?"
* * * * *
Daniel stepped forward, took his mother in his arms, and kissed her. Wanting to finish what she started, she fell to her knees and took his erect cock in her hand before taking it in her mouth. She was blowing him. She was blowing her dead son.
With him being dead for a year and not having sex for a year, it only took her a few strokes and a few sucks for him to cum in her mouth. While he reached his hands down to feel her breasts and finger her nipples, she continued sucking her son's cock. Then, when he put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head, he started humping her mouth and fucking her face in the way she always imagined him doing and in the way that his father used to do whenever she sucked him. Inappropriately albeit humorously, she thought of the words, dead man cumming, for some reason and with that, she swallowed her son.
He reached down for her after she sucked him and they kissed. Then, as if he was her Angel and she was as light as a cloud, he lifted her and carried her to her bedroom. Suddenly, not recognizing her own bedroom, her room was totally different. As if she was on a cloud or as if she was in Heaven with him, everything was a greyish white. The carpet was replaced by a padded flood. The walls were padded too, with the padding going higher than she could reach when jumping.
There were no pictures on the wall and nothing that look familiar. Her room was barren of everything recognizable. Every possession, her hairbrushes, her makeup, her perfume, her shoes, and her clothes were all gone. Her room looked as if she was robbed or if she was getting ready to move. Instead of making love in her bed, they were dancing. She was dancing with her son in the way she danced with him at her company's Christmas party.
"What is this? Where am I? Where are all of my things?"
Her bed was gone and replaced by a cot. Obviously what she thought was real in her son visiting her was just her imagination. Her son was no longer there. She was alone. She was so very alone. Then, when she looked down at herself, she was naked.
How did she get naked? She didn't know. When did she get naked? She didn't know that either. She didn't remember stripping herself naked. How long as she been naked? That's another question she couldn't answer. She must have removed her clothes herself as there was no one else here.
"Daniel? Are you there?"
As soon as she asked for her son, she could feel him there with her. He's was there with her and he was naked too. Now no longer panicking, she felt better with him by her side. What better Christmas could she possibly ask to have than to be naked with her naked son?
"I'm here Mom. I'll always be here with you. Merry Christmas Mom," he said.
She felt his kiss before feeling his hand cupping her naked breasts, feeling her breasts, and fingering her nipples.
"Merry Christmas Daniel. I love you," she said.
She loved the way he so gently touched her. She loved how she felt in his arms. Only, she wished the band would play something other than fucking Jingle Bells. So difficult to slow dance too, she wished they'd at least play Silent Night.
"I love you too Mom," he said.
* * * * *
Suddenly, her door opened and people standing dressed in white coats while holding clipboards stared at her as if she was an animal in a zoo.
"And this is Christine," said the head psychiatrist to a small staff of psychiatrist that he was giving a tour of the asylum. "Hello Christine. How are you today?"
Christine looked at her doctor and smiled.
"Hello Dr. Johnson," she said with her arms affixed in the position of dancing as if she was dancing with someone. "I'm wonderful. My son is here with me. Thank you for asking and how are you?"
"I'm well," he said.
She continued waltzing herself around her small room.
"Can you do me a favor," she said still dancing.
She looked at him and smiled.
"If I can, I'd be happy to do you a favor," he said.
He returned her look with his smile.
"Can you have them play a different song other than Jingle Bells?"
Dr. Johnson looked at his staff and winked as there was no music playing Jingle Bells.
"I'll see what I can do," he said. "What song would you like?"
She looked at him and smiled.
"Silent Night or White Christmas, any song that I can slow dance to with my son," she said.
She continued waltzing around her small room.
"If I may ask, where are you clothes?"
She forgot she was naked but not caring who saw her naked, as long as she was in the arms of her son, with everything feeling so natural, she wasn't embarrassed.
"I was hot from all of this dancing. I took them off," she said with a shrug and with the laugh of an obvious crazy woman. "Besides, my son is here visiting me for Christmas and I wanted to dance with him before continuing where we left off before he died." She looked at the doctor and smiled again before giving him a wink. "We're going to have sex," she said in a whisper.



The doctor looked away from her to close and lock her door before addressing his staff.
"She's been with us the longest, nearly twenty years since she was committed for 30 days of observation after trying to kill herself. Never being well enough to leave, afraid she'd hurt herself or someone else, she's been here ever since," he said looking from one member of his staff to the other.
"That's so sad," said one of the young, female psychiatrists.
"She lost her mind when she was giving her son oral sex and he lost the control of the car he was driving. He was killed instantly but somehow she survived, no doubt because she was too drunk to go into shock. Every Christmas she thinks he's still here with her," said Dr. Johnson. "Every Christmas she thinks she's having sex with her son."
His staff looked at her closed door before scribbling their notes and looking at their chief of psychiatry.
"That's so terribly sad," said one of the female residents. Obviously a female psychiatrist could feel her pain more than any of her male counterparts.
"We routinely medicate her, so that she'll sleep and get some much needed rest, otherwise, she'll be up dancing and talking to her imagined son all night. We continue giving her daily therapy but nothing seems to help. We can't convince her otherwise that her son is dead. We had to give her a private room because she routinely removes all of her clothes while pretending that they're having sex," said the psychiatrist.
THE END
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A woman who opposes having anal sex, has a secret, anal sex agenda
Other than in the realm of comedy, comedians, and comediennes, anal sex ain't no joke. To many, anal penetration is as series as vagina penetration. A serious matter, one that takes a lot of self-reflection prior anticipation for the woman to properly clean and douch herself, anal sex is just as wantonly desired as is vaginal intercourse. The perfect, foolproof, birth control method, anal sex is not only for heterosexual men and women but also for gay and lesbian couples too. Yet, before getting down to the serious business of ass play, we explore the lighter and less sophisticated side of anal sex.
"Are you ready? Shall we begin?"
* * * * *
"Knock, knock," said Olivia smiling at her husband, John, no doubt with the anticipation of what she was going to say to him next.
In the way she always looked when about to tell her husband a joke, she looked excited. Not getting her humor, never getting her humor, in the way he felt as old as he looked, she looked so young, especially when she was happy, laughing, and smiling. Yet, bored to tears by her seemingly endless supply of jokes, he looked at her over his reading glasses, sighed loudly, and rolled his eyes. Looking at her as if she was a painting or a priceless work of art that he admired from afar, she was so beautiful. If it wasn't for her beauty, he would have kicked her to the curb for a dog, a Labrador Retriever, a Poodle, or a Cocker Spaniel. Alas, in the way she was so against giving him anal sex, the one thing that he so wanted, to him, she was so sexually unattainable.
Now after all of these years, he finally knew the sad truth about a May and December romance. This is why he never should have married a much younger woman. Not even able to maintain an intelligent conversation, they had nothing in common. Had he married someone more his age, she'd be serving him tea before returning to reading her book to leave him to his thoughts in peace.
"No Olivia. Please. If you don't mind, no more knock, knock jokes," he said. "I've had quiet enough of knock, knock, who's there?" He looked at her with obvious exasperation while putting up his hand as if he was stopping someone from talking in his class. "I'm tired of your nonsensical knock, knock jokes."
Still smiling and not terribly crushed by his rejection, she had grown accustomed to his difficult nature and moodiness. Allowing his impatient attitude to roll off of her back and taking his verbal abuse in stride, she looked at him while he returned to doing his crossword puzzle in ink. Cajoling him, she nudged his foot with her foot.
"C'mon John, I need to try out my new material on you for the comedy club," she said leaning forward to pat his knee with encouragement.
When she leaned forward like that, in the way she always did when in his class 15, long, sexually frustrating years ago, she gave him the perfect down blouse view of the tops of her abundant breasts. As if he was a horny teenager, he stared at her long line of cleavage in the way he always stared at her ass crack whenever she bent forward enough to flash him her thong. With her reminding him of a character in a period novel, a privileged woman of distinction back in the 17th century, she was wearing her sexy low cut bra, the one where her boobs nearly spilled out of them.
Odd that she was giving him encouragement to listen to her joke when he should have been the one encouraging to share her joke with him. Instead of listening to his wife, he reached out his hand to take her hands in his while looking in her eyes with utter frustration and bored annoyance. In the way he had once already done, looking as if he was about to propose again, he didn't propose. Instead of being lovingly kind to her, he was mean to her. Instead of talking to her as if she was his equal, he talked down to her as if she was just another one of his immature students.
"Listen to me, Olivia. You must stop this foolishness. Please stop with you trying to be a comedienne," he said with a sad face as if he was giving her his condolences at the funeral of her close relative or family friend. "None of your jokes are funny. You suck at telling jokes. Really, you do. All of your jokes are terrible," he said. "It's painful for me to hear you destroy the English language by telling me another nonsensical joke."
He looked at her while wondering if he was getting through to her.
"Terrible? My jokes are all terrible?" She looked at him as if he had stabbed her in the heart. "Seriously? Do you really mean that?" She remained silent while staring at him. "How could you say that to me, John? You know how much I want to make it as a comedienne."
She looked at him as if she was about to cry. Instead of just listening to her tell him a joke, how could he do that to her? How could he treat her in such a disrespectful way?
"Don't worry about the money you think you'd earn telling jokes," he said snidely. "Between the royalties from my books, my paid lectures, my movie consulting fees, and my full professorship at the university, you don't need to work. I earn more than enough money to support the both of us," he said finally giving her a look of encouragement when telling her to do something else other than telling jokes. "Why not just read a book, paint a picture, or knit something instead of telling jokes? Do the crossword puzzles," he said holding up his nearly completed crossword puzzle. "Find a hobby."
As if seeing him for the first time, she looked at him as if he was the mean bastard that he is. The mad professor, he was always angry and never happy. What attracted her to him before, when not directed at her, was his lack of patience and tolerance to all things and to all students. Only with him worsening with age, now that his verbal abuse was directed at her, he confounded her. He angered. He frustrated her sexually and otherwise.
"All of my jokes are not funny? How can you say that to me? How can you hurt my feelings like that?"
Instead of looking as if she was about to cry, with her face beat red, she looked as she was about to hit him.
"I'm sorry," he said. "Better that I be the one to tell you that you're not as funny as you think you are to spare you the embarrassment of going on stage."
She pulled her hands away from him to put her hands on her knees. Sitting bolt upright, she sat as if she was sitting on a toilet and was constipated.
"Many of my jokes are very funny. I'm not about to be your kept, little woman, painting, knitting, reading, and doing the crossword puzzle," she said pointing her finger of womanhood freedom at him. "This is the 21st century and not the 1890's. As a capable and college educated woman, a human being just like you, I want to make my own way," she said. "You don't get my jokes because you don't have a sense of humor. You're just jealous because you can't tell a joke to save your life."
With him sitting there so smugly smart, so arrogant, so full of himself, and with him having distain for everyone, including her, his own wife, he was a miserable man. A lonely man, he didn't have any friends. He had lots of acquaintances until he lashed out his superiority on them. Only, he didn't see himself that way, a miserable, lonely, angry man. He saw himself more of a refined gentleman, a man of class and distinction in the way that Richard Burton and/or Peter O'Toole were when they weren't drinking and drunk.
Alas, perhaps he'd be happier if he was sexually satisfied. Perhaps he'd be happier if his wife would agree to have anal sex with him instead of just telling him anal sex jokes. With him always completing his crossword puzzles in ink, wordplay, serious thinking, and solutions to problems that confounded others were all the things that he professed as important to his scholarly domain.
With her simplistic domain always telling him her not so funny jokes, always ready to laugh in the hopes of making others laugh, she was foolishly impetuous and he wasn't. She was as kind and caring and he was insensitive and mean. She had an insatiable appetite for life and he, wanting to be left alone with his reading and crossword puzzles, was seemingly done with people and with living. With her not giving him anal sex, seemingly, if judging him by the way he treated her, he was done with her too.
"How long have I known you, Olivia?"
"Knock, knock," he remembered were the first words out of her mouth when they first met.
At the time, thinking that she was adorably cute, a sweet pixie of a young woman and a dark haired, Katie Couric look-a-like, but for her big boobs and shapely ass, he didn't even remember the joke. He more remembered how amazing her perfect ass looked in her skintight jeans when she turned to take her seat in his class. Forsaking her skintight jeans for short skirts, sadly, that was the last time she rewarded him a view of the shapely outline of her perfect ass. Just as he didn't laugh at her jokes then, he wasn't laughing at her jokes now. Having heard them all before or facsimiles of old jokes retold with new characters, he wasn't even moved to laugh at her never mind to laugh with her.
Only, she was so very beautiful and he could tell right away that she had a schoolgirl crush on him. Unaccustomed to any woman having a crush on him, he was more than flattered. He was moved to act upon his sexual impulses. He couldn't wait to kiss her while feeling her big breasts through her tight, low cut sweaters. He couldn't wait to slide his hand down behind her to feel and squeeze her incredible ass through her painted on jeans. He couldn't wait to remove her jeans before removing her panties with his teeth. He couldn't wait to bend her over his desk and plunge his stiff cock in her sweet ass. He couldn't wait to get her in bed and take her anally again and again.
"Fifteen years John," she said. "We met fifteen years ago in English Lit class."
He couldn't believe he's known this woman for fifteen years and not once has she agreed to submit herself to giving him anal sex. He couldn't believe he's known this woman for fifteen years and throughout all of these years, she continues making a fool of herself by trying to be a comedienne. If nothing else, she's determined. If nothing else, she's not a quitter. If nothing else, she's so frigging immaturely annoying by boring him to death with her stupid jokes.
Envious of her devotion, she doesn't give up on her dream in the way he's already given up on himself in being nothing more than a college professor. When he wanted to be head of the English department and eventually become the Dean of the school, he saw his dreams dashed when he realized finally it wasn't so much what he knew but who he knew. As a man who kept to himself and as a man who lacked the social skills to be in such a political position, he was much better sitting behind his desk than being in a position of leadership.
Perhaps if he wasn't so serious, he'd be more approachable. Perhaps if he smiled instead of frowned, he'd be more likeable. Perhaps if he laughed at himself in the way so many of his students laughed at him behind his back, he'd be more beloved. Perhaps if he told a joke to the Dean or to his class, he'd be invited to one of their private parties and/or be accepted as one of them.
Only, paying honor to the classics and to the authors who wrote the words he so cherished, there was nothing funny about 20th century, English Literature. Not to be taken lightly with the disrespectful jocularity that his wife approaches a knock, knock joke, interpreting the words of Nobel Prize winners was not only scholarly business but also serious business. More than a mere English Literature professor, he was his students' guide, their mentor, and perhaps their first contact to the classics.
Nonetheless his scholarly education and his lofty intentions to motivate his students, he always struggled to find the exact word, the fitting phrase, the desire description, and/or the imagined imagery to inspire his students to embrace American literature in the way he has for more than forty years. He was determined to make his students not only see what he sees but also to realize what the authors were thinking at the time to have written what they wrote. He needed his students to understand why these literary works have stood the test of the tumultuous and turbulent times without their inherent messages being dated and meaningless.
"How long have we been married?"
Totally opposites with him being a serious and preoccupied college professor and her telling him stupid jokes that weren't funny, obviously, they were on the opposite ends of the intellectual spectrum. They were opposites sexually too. With him always wanting to try anal sex and with her not even considering the thought of him sticking his cock in her ass, they were at an impasse without room for negotiation. Then, adding insult to his injured pride, as if to rub anal sex in his face, her favorite type of joke, for some strange reason, she enjoyed telling anal sex jokes more than any other type of idiotic anecdote. How could she tell an anal sex joke when she's never had anal sex was beyond his comprehension?
"You don't know how long we've been married?" She made a bitter face in the way he always made a disapproving face at his students and now at her.
Of course he knew how long they were married. Seemingly over her head and beyond her limited scope of understanding, he showed her his impatience with asking her a rhetorical question.
"Of course I know how long we've been married. I'm just asking you a rhetorical question to make a point," he said with attitude. "Just answer the question, if you will please," he said as if he was still her teacher and she was still his student.
"Twelve, wonderful years," she said with a loving smile.
In the way she always smiled at him and in the way she was always so kind to him, he sometimes felt that her smile was insincere and a knife that she turned in his stomach to make him feel guilty for being so mean to her. Twelve years. He's been married to her for twelve years. It didn't seem that long to him. If he didn't know any better, he'd think that they were married eight or nine years, at the most. Yet with her confounding him and exasperating him, with her stubbornness, and her resistance in quitting and giving up her dream of becoming a comedienne, and with her not agreeing to try anal sex, sometimes he felt as if they had been married 30 years.
"How long have you been trying to make it as a comedienne?"
As if she was a clown or a horse counting with its hoof, trying to be funny and make him laugh, she counted on all ten fingers before removing her shoes and counting on her toes too while giggling. When she removed her shoes and spread and lifted her legs to count on her toes, whether accidentally or deliberately, she flashed him her panties. Still mesmerized by the mere sight of her panties, even though he's seen her in her panties a thousand times, never tiring of seeing her panties, he loved her bikini panties.
He loved how her bikini panties perfectly fit over her beautiful tush. Too good for him, she was such a fun loving woman. Perhaps he'd be better suited being married to a stiffly stern librarian in the way of Miss Hathaway, Mr. Drysdale's executive assistant, on the Beverly Hillbillies. He surely didn't deserve being married to funny, fun loving, and easy going Olivia.
"Twenty years," she said laughing.
He put his crossword puzzle down and looked at her over the tops of his reading glasses whenever she said something stupid, foolish, or unbelievable.
"Twenty years? You've been telling jokes with the hopes of being a comedienne for twenty years?"
"Yes," she said with pride.
"Tell me this then and be honest," he said pausing to stare in her eyes as if willing her to give up her dream. "Have you ever heard me laugh at one of your inane jokes?"
Before removing his focus from her to return his attention to his crossword puzzle, he looked at her with disapproval and disappointment in the way a father would look at his disobedient daughter. Only, with her his child of a bride, they never had children. It was apparent to him now that there was a gap in their commonalities that their twenty-year age difference could never bridge.
She was his student when they first met and he was her college professor. In many ways he was still her teacher but, in the way she no longer listened to him when hanging off of his every word as she did before, it was obvious to him that she was no longer his student. With her unwilling to try anal sex, there was nothing more to teach her that she willingly wanted to learn. Just as his existence was more geared to the finer things in life, obviously her life was stuck in her frustrated inability to make people laugh.
"No, I've never heard you laugh at any of my jokes but you're a tough nut to crack. I figure that if I can make you laugh, I can make anyone laugh," she said looking at him with renewed inspiration while smiling at him before giggling again. "Knock, knock," she said with a giggle.
He dropped his head to reveal his frustration and drooped his shoulders to exhale his boredom.
"No Olivia. No more knock, knock jokes," he said looking up at her over his glasses.
With her knees parted enough to still flash him a triangular peek at her panties, he thought of all the times she deliberately flashed him her panties while sitting directly in front of him in the front row of his class. Difficult for him to concentrate on his lecture, one day, she sat in front of him without shame, without embarrassment, without modesty, without decency and morality, and without wearing her panties. Having to lecture his class from his chair, he had to remain seated not to show his obvious erection. It took all the self-control he possessed not to stare between her opened legs.
Nothing new, with the secret sexual lust he had for her, he always had a boner when she was in his class. He had to look to the other side of the room not to stare at the tops of her shapely thighs and her exposed, trimmed, dark brown pussy. If only she'd bend over in front of him, he'd love to see her naked ass. If only she'd fill his eyes with her naked ass in the way she was filling his line of sight with her naked pussy, he'd be a happy man.
He'd love nothing better than to fall between her knees to finger her pussy while kissing her and feeling her big breasts through her blouse and bra. He wished he could lick her to an orgasm before standing before her for her to suck his cock. Then, when ready to cum, he'd pull her up to him and bend her over to give her anal sex her doggie style. He'd love nothing better than to fuck her in her beautiful, round, firm, shapely ass. He'd love nothing more than to fill her anal cavity with all of him.
That fateful day he asked her to lunch. That fateful day, they had sex in his apartment. That fateful day when he felt her ass, squeezed her ass, and licked her ass, she rebuffed him when he tried to seduce her anally. Too much too soon, he figured she'd have anal sex with him another time but she never did. He figured she'd give her ass to him once they were married but years later, he's still waiting. It's apparent to him now that she'll never willingly submit her ass to him. Only, he's not the type of man to force her. How could he force his wife, the woman he loves, to do something that she willing cannot do?
"I promise you, this one is really funny," she said.
She was always so excited to tell him her joke and he was always so tortured to hear her joke.
"Please, I beg you. No more knock, knock jokes."
A small victory, or so he thought, he reached for his crossword puzzle again to immerse himself in the meaning of words by filling in his little boxes.



"Okay," she said thinking. "A rabbi, a priest, and a nun are in a boat about to have anal sex," she said.
Wanting to scream his insanity, he hid his face in his newspaper.
"God help me," he said gritting his teeth and clenching his fists. "No more rabbis, priest, and nuns. Just as the last one hundred rabbis, priest, and nun jokes weren't funny, I'm sure this rabbi, priest, and nun is not funny either."
Yet, not giving up, staying true to herself and to her calling to be a comedienne, she persevered.
"Okay," she said thinking. "Forget about the rabbi, priest, and nun. Forget I even mentioned a rabbi, a priest, and a nun. Erase a rabbi, a priest, and a nun from your mind. I'll never mention a rabbi, priest, and nun again," she said laughing.
"Good," he said.
"An American Indian, a black man, and a Jewish Princess are in a boat and about to have anal sex," she said with a giggle with what she was about to say next.
He put his newspaper down in his lap to look at his wife.
"I'm begging you Olivia. Please. Stop with the boats. Please stop with the anal sex jokes," he said. "I'm trying to do my crossword puzzle. I can't think with you incessantly telling me jokes that aren't funny. I can't keep a thought in my head without you saying knock, knock, or telling me about a trio of people who just aren't funny."
She looked at him and smiled. In the way he talked to her and sometimes looked at her, if she shot him dead right now, no jury would convict her.
"Okay, no more boats," she said thinking. "I won't tell you a joke with an American Indian, a black man, and a Jewish princesses. I have a better joke than that," she said waiting for him to pick up his newspaper and busy himself in his crossword puzzle again. "A Chinaman, a soldier, and a parochial school teacher are on a plane and about to have mile high anal sex," she said.
He looked at her with impatience. He looked at her with pent up sexual frustration. He looked at her as if he wanted to grab her by her hair, tear off her short skirt and panties, bend her over the couch, and bone her up her ass right there.
"Olivia, please," he said. "No boats, no planes, and no more anal sex jokes. Okay?"
She looked at him and smiled again.
"Okay, gotcha," she said pausing to think before speaking again. "A republican and a democratic senator are in the backseat of a car, a Cadillac, a black, shiny, Cadillac limousine and about to have anal sex with a sexy page," she said laughing at her own joke. "Political jokes are always funny."
He looked at her with anger. He looked at her as if he was a horny pirate away at sea too look when looking at a wench showing too much cleavage.
"Olivia! What must I do to make you stop telling these terrible, anal sex jokes? Please, I beg you. No boats, no planes, and no automobiles. No rabbis, priests, nuns, American Indians, black men, Jewish princesses, Chinamen, soldiers, parochial school teachers, republicans, democrats, and/or sexy pages. And above all, no anal sex jokes. Okay?"
Yet, once again, she looked at him and smiled before giggling, no doubt, with what she was thinking.
"Okay, no more jokes except for this one," she said thinking. "A sailor, a Marine, and a waitress are in a restaurant walking to their table when the sailor bends the waitress over the table, lifts up her short skirt, and pulls down her panties. Then, the Marine—"
He crumpled his newspaper and tossed it on the coffee table.
"Fuck! For the love of God, Olivia, no more jokes especially anal sex jokes," he said. "I can't take it anymore, especially with you refusing to give me anal sex. You're torturing me with these anal sex jokes."
Then, as if she had an epiphany, a moment of eureka, she beamed him a smile.
"Okay, I have something that's really funny," she said giving him a snide look. "Instead of telling you a joke about someone else having anal sex, what if I told you a joke about us having anal sex?"
He looked at her as if she had just kicked him in the testicles.
"Being that we don't have anal sex and have never had anal sex even though I'd love to sexually experience you anally, that is the joke. The joke is on me," he said with sadness. "The joke is that I will never, ever, have anal sex with you even though I want that more than anything."
He looked at her as if she had just lost her mind or was trying to make him lose his mind.
"Oh, c'mon, lighten up John. Don't be such a stick in the mud. It's just a joke," she said.
The very nerve of her to want to tell him a joke about them having anal sex, he looked at her with unmitigated, sexual frustration.
"Anal sex? Are you kidding me? You want to tell me a joke about us having anal sex. The joke is that we don't have anal sex even though I want nothing more than to have anal sex with you. Indeed, if there is a joke in all of this, the anal sex joke is on me," he said throwing his hands in the air.
He looked at her as if he wanted to strip her naked and sodomize her.
"Lighten up John. It's just sex," she said. "Get a grip."
He wanted to say for her to lighten up but he didn't. He wanted to say while fucking her in her ass that it's just anal sex but he didn't say that either. He imagined her not only enjoying anal sex but also wanting to have anal sex again and again. Maybe she's not into having anal sex with him. Maybe she'd be more willing to having anal sex if she was having anal sex with someone else, someone her own age perhaps. He never thought of that until now. If her having anal sex with someone else was his prelude to having anal sex with her, he'd agree to that. He'd watch her having anal sex with some young man before joining in to bone her up the ass.
"Tell me, what can you possibly know about anal sex to tell me in joke form that will make me laugh? You never had anal sex?" He pointed a finger of accusation at her as if she was on trial.
She shrugged her indifference.
"I don't have to be dead to tell you a joke about a ghost," she said shrugging her indifference.
He put his hand to his forehead.
"How can you possibly tell a joke about anal sex when you know nothing about the beautiful sexual pleasure of anal sex?"
He waved a disgusted hand at disinterest at her.
"Just because I haven't had anal sex doesn't mean that I can't joke about it," she said.
He looked at her with a mixture of anger, bitterness, and sexual frustration.
"Every time I try to have anal sex with you, you regale me with your non-stop, bathroom humor. Whenever I take more of an interest in your ass than with the rest of your beautiful body, you make a shitty remark and/or a crappy joke before pulling your nightgown down and rolling your ass away from me," he said with some repressed anger. They sat in silence before he spoke again. "I'll make a deal with you."
Her eyes lit up. She was always so easy. She was always so agreeable. The only time she wasn't cooperative was over him wanting to have anal sex with her.
"A deal? I like deals. What kind of a deal?"
Always so serious in his demeanor, looking at her with a devilish grin, he looked at her as if he was giving her a pop quiz.
"When you have anal sex with me is when you can tell me an anal sex joke," he said.
She made a face as if she had eaten something that didn't agree with her. She made a face as if she had gas and wanted to fart.
"That will never happen," she said under her breath while waving a hand of disinterest at him.
She looked at him with frustration in the way that he always looked at her with disappointment.
"You telling me an anal sex joke that will make me laugh will never happen either," he said in sad repartee.
Showing her disinterest with the topic of conversation, she shrugged and shook her head. Nonetheless, she persevered in her wanting to tell him an anal sex joke.
"Anal sex jokes are my best material. My audience loves my anal sex jokes," she said nodding her head up and down as if she needed that extra bit of head motion to convince him that she knew how to tell a good anal sex joke.
He looked at her in frustration, sexual and otherwise.
"After you refuse to have anal sex with me, don't you dare tell me another anal sex joke," he said pointing a finger of accusation at her again. "In the fifteen years, I've known you, we've never had anal sex. In the twelve years we've been married, never once have you relented in giving me what I want, anal sex," he said pounding his fisted hand in the air
She looked at him and smiled.
"Okay. This will cheer you up and get you out of your funky mood," she said thinking and pausing a long time before speaking again. "Two assholes walk in a bar—"
He tossed his glasses on the coffee table and pulled at his hair.
"Enough! I can't take this anymore," he said.
As if whatever he said to her about her stopping with the jokes didn't register, as if she was purposely trying to annoy him, she looked at him and smiled.
"Then, if you don't like my jokes, you tell me a joke," she said.
As if he had a moment of enlightenment, an epiphany and a moment of eureka, as if he was suddenly inspired to share his joke with her, he bit at her offer to tell her a joke.
"A joke? Seriously? You want me to tell you a joke? Is that it?"
Now he looked at her and smiled.
"Yes," she said folding her arms across her breasts. "Make me laugh," she said. "Go ahead. I dare you to make me laugh. I double dare you to make me laugh."
An expression he wasn't accustomed to showing on his stern face, he looked at her with happiness.
"You really want me to make you laugh?"
She looked at him with resolution.
"Yes," she said.
She beamed him a self-satisfied smile in the way he always gave her a superior look.
"You dare me to make you laugh," he said.
She smacked her lips again and again with a clucking sound as if imitating a chicken clucking.
"I do. I double dare you to make me laugh," she said. "Chicken," she said flapping her bent arms as if they were chicken wings. "Go ahead. I'm waiting for you to make me laugh."
She folded her arms across her breast again while obviously waiting for him to make her laugh.
"You double dare me to make you laugh?"
This time, she rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Consider yourself double dared grumpy grandpa," she said.
Only, instead of telling her a joke, he pulled his cell phone from his pocket and stood while walking towards the kitchen.
"Just give me a minute please. I need to make a phone call," he said holding up a finger as if he was in class and needed to take a call.
Excited before, with him leaving the room and abandoning her to call someone else, she acted rejected now.
"Okay," she said with a shrug while watching him disappear in the kitchen. "Are you calling someone to give you a joke to tell me," she said with a laugh.
John ignored her to talk on his cell phone.
"Hello? Hi. It's John. About that thing we discussed at the club the other night. Yeah. Let's do it. I want to go through with it. Okay? An hour? Really? Everyone? Okay. Great. Oh," he said whispering. "Yes, of course. Don't worry about the money. I'm fine with the money. Money is no problem. Whatever it cost is well worth it to me. How long? Being this is her first time and with that many people, I'd say four hours. Yeah, give me your best four hour rate. Oh, and tell the four women to bring their strap-on dildos. I'll see you in an hour," he said in a whisper before hanging up the phone.
He returned to the living room and sat in his chair. He looked at her and smiled at her in the way she always smiled at him.
"Who was that on the phone?"
He smiled at her again, this time with smugness.
"Just something I had to put in motion. You'll see in an hour," he said looking at his watch as if waiting for a bomb to go off.
When an hour had passed, there was a knock at the door.
"Knock, knock," he said standing and turning to her while laughing before walking to the door.
As if she didn't already know, she looked at him and smiled before innocently responding to his knock, knock with a sexually excited laugh.
"Who's there?" She said looking at him with feigned trepidation that hid her eager, sexual anticipation.
John opened his front door and there on his doorstep was a gathering of people from the Improv Strip Club. A rabbi, a priest, and a nun, an American Indian, a black man, and a Jewish princess, a Chinaman, a soldier, and a parochial school teacher, a republican, a democrat, and a sexy page, a sailor, a Marine, and a waitress all walked in his house.
"Hi, pleased to meet you. Hello. Nice outfit. I love your costume. Welcome," he said greeting them. Come in, come in," he said as if he was Bryan Cranston as Walter White from Breaking Bad and inviting drug dealers and murderers from the drug cartel in his house instead of strippers from the strip club.
With the crowd of strippers assembled before her, she looked from them to look at her husband before looking back at them.
"I don't get it," she said acting so innocently coy. She looked from the strippers to look at her husband again. "What is this a joke? Is this your idea of a joke? Is this what you think is funny? What's the joke?"
"You'll see," he said.
"I don't think this is funny at all John," she said winking at the strippers who lined her hall. "If anything I feel as if you're poking fun of me and my jokes by hiring costumed characters that appear in my jokes."
As if he had one some form of personal contest between the two of them, he looked at her victoriously and smiled.
"Yes, this is my joke to you. The joke is on you sweet cheeks," he said.
As if she didn't know what he was up to, a long time coming in her planning, she looked at him with a feigned, confused look on her face.
"It's funny that you've assembled all of the characters in my jokes but I still don't understand," she said. "What, pray tell, are they all doing here?"
He looked at her and returned her smile. As if he was a genie who just emerged from her bottle, he stood there with his hands on his hips.
"Anal sex ain't no joke," he said pointing a finger at her as if he was a lecturer giving a speech behind his podium. "Anal sex ain't no laughing matter," he said raising his voice as if he was a black preacher in a Baptist Church. "I'm sick to death of hearing you tell me a not so funny joke about two assholes walking in a bar," he said looking from her to look at the fifteen costumed standing there in his living room.
"John? I don't like your tone. You're making me nervous. You're making me afraid. I'm going to go to my mother's until you calm yourself," she said standing up to leave.
"Get her. Take her to the bedroom," he said leading the way.
Grabbing her and stripping off her clothes, they carried her into the bedroom naked. Once they deposited her on her bed, they all stripped off their clothes before sexually attacking her. In the way he was a 42-year-old, dirty, old man to be with a 22-year-old, young, somewhat innocent woman, he was now 57-year-old, dirty, old man still in his glory to be with a 37-year-old mature, anal sex virgin of a woman.
Conversely, albeit no doubt sexually feeling much the same as her husband feels being with her, she was a mature woman in her glory to be with 15, hard bodied strippers who were in their twenties. Something she's been waiting a long time to experience, she couldn't wait to be gangbanged anally. Touching her and feeling her where only her husband has touched and felt her in their fifteen years together, instead of screaming rape, seemingly, unbelievably, and shockingly she was enjoying the experience of having gangbang anal sex with ten men and five women.
One by one they all gave her anal sex. Taking turns as if assigned numbers the rabbi positioned himself behind Olivia. Lubricating her anal cavity, he slid his cock deep inside of her ass while the priest positioned himself in front of her for her to suck his cock. With her sucking and the rabbi humping they started their first of five three way swinging sexual encounters. Then, the priest took the rabbi's place while the nun squatted down for Olivia to lick her pussy. Then, it was the American Indian, the black man, and the Jewish princess's turn. When the priest was sexually sated, the nun impaled her strap-on dildo in Olivia's ass.
Now it was the American Indian, the black man, and the Jewish princess' turn for some oral and anal sex fun. When they finished it was the Chinaman, the soldier, and the parochial school teacher's turn. Ready for some oral and anal sex action as soon as the previous three finished, it was the next three's turn. The republican, the democrat, and the sexy page, took their turn with Olivia's willing mouth and shapely ass before the sailor, the Marine, and the waitress took their turns too.
Meanwhile, taking it all in, John sat in his bedroom chair that was perfectly positioned in the corner of the room. From there he watched all the oral and anal sexual action that his wife willingly gave to fifteen strippers while he masturbated himself three times. When the oral and anal gangbang was over and when John was fast asleep in his bed, Olivia went out to the kitchen to call her girlfriend Sheila.
"Sheila, it worked. It finally worked. John gave me what I so wanted, an oral and anal gangbang with 10 male strippers and five female strippers from the Improv Strip Club," she said.
"No way! I can't believe it. You did it. You really did it. You've been planning this for years. I can't believe you got that fuddy-duddy to agree to that. With him thinking it was all his idea, you had group oral and anal sex without your husband even suspecting that was your plan all along. Wow! I'm going to try that with my husband too," said Sheila. "I have to go," she said. "Knock, knock Marty," she said as she hung up the phone.
From that day forward, John was a happy man. With Olivia giving him all of the anal sex he could ever want, so long as he continued hiring a male stripper and/or female stripper or two to sexually pleasure her, she finally had her big break at the comedy club. Anal sex jokes where her bread and butter.
"Knock, knock," she'd said with a gleeful smile.
"Who's there?" Shouted the audience.
"Two assholes walk in a bar..."
THE END
Please give me the support of your vote.
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Please give me the support of your vote.
*
After the recent elections with the Republicans not only winning enough seats to control the House of Representatives but also the Senate as well as many governorships, Susan turns Republican.
Susan didn't understand why so very many Democrats, 67% percent of her party didn't come out to vote in the midterm elections. Did they not think it was important to support their president and the parties' policies? With the Republicans the minority party, somehow they were able to get many more of their people out to vote than did the Democrats. The Democratic Party should have concentrated more on getting people to the polls than on speeches, protests, and complaining.
Even though Obama made healthcare available and affordable for all, made the banks accountable by disclosing their fees with credit card reform, and lowered the unemployment rate, he's not very popular. Why not? Maybe because he's a black man in racist America. Even though he passed a stimulus package, reformed Wall Street, ended the war in Iraq, returned tens of thousands of military personnel from Afghanistan, killed Osama Bin Laden, and turned the auto industry around, he's not well liked. Why not?
While the Republicans not only did nothing but tried to torpedo his success, their biggest success was taking the no new tax pledge. Their biggest success was doing nothing. Their biggest success was in not moving the country forward. So why, when they all should have been booted out of office, they're there for another two years for representatives and six years for senators. It seems to me with representatives only serving two years at a time, all they do is campaign. When do they have time to do anything else but to raise money for their campaign chest?
God help me. God help us all. Something is so very wrong with this system of one party against the other party and no party helping the average American. It's time we had one party, the American Party, a party for all instead of just the superrich.
* * * * *
Apparently Obama and the Democratic Party didn't do enough to get the people out to vote. Maybe because, seemingly no one cares, this president as well as the Democratic Party as a whole are doomed for failure. Maybe it's just as simple problem of math, monetary math, and business accounting. Simplistically speaking, the party who can get the most people to pull a lever wins.
With Republicans owning all the radio, TV, cable, news outlets, and satellites, the Republicans told us whatever they wanted to tell us and whatever they wanted us to hear. Unfortunately Big Brother is not only here but Big Brother is Republican. With the Republicans mostly older, Caucasian, wealthy men controlling the largest share of the wealth in not only America but also in the world, sadly, maybe it just all comes down to money. As if our government is a real life game of Risk, whoever has the most money wins.
Forget about the poor, the disabled, the mentally challenged, the sick, the infirmed, and the elderly, everything is not only about money but also about more money. When is amassing enough money ever enough? Evidentially and sadly, it's as simple as whomever has the most money wins the election. The philosophy of the Republican Party, especially if you're a politician, a public servant, is that no one is entitled to anything but themselves. We're denied everything and they receive everything. Talk about handouts, politicians never pocket their hands. Always shaking your hand with one hand, they pick your pocket with their other hand.
If they could, the Republican Party would put an end to Welfare and food stamps. Your husband left you with three children under 8-years-old, that's too bad. You quit, were laid off, or were fired, that's too bad too. Get a job because they'll be no more unemployment benefits. Are you over 62-years-old and can no longer work? Well, best you just kill yourself because you won't be getting any Social Security benefits from us. You don't feel well? Go to the free clinic. We have doctors who attend us in our private office.
As far as Republican politicians are concerned, except for themselves and their families, anyone who wants money needs to get a job and work for it. No matter if you're 80-years-old and/or infirmed, get a job. The only ones who receives most of the entitlements in this country are not the elderly, the sick, and the infirmed, but the politicians, their cronies, and their lobbyists. The rest of us can die of starvation for all they care about us.
Yet, inexplicably, when most of the country is elderly, infirmed, out of work, under employed, and poor, how do rich Republicans still get elected? Not only do the Republicans continue to be elected to office but also now they have control of the House of Representatives and the Senate. Go figure. Go fish. Just go because the average, middle class and lower class American citizen will never get a helping hand from any of them.
* * * * *
With that in mind, tired of being with a losing political party, Susan decided to turn Republican. For once she'd like to know what it feels like to turn her back on people. For once, she'd loved to walk by a homeless person while drinking her coffee and eating her donut and not put a nickel in their outstretched, empty, coffee cup.
"Get a job you homeless person," she'd love to yell. "I'm a proud Republican."
For once, she'd like to know what it feels like to have money because all the Republicans she knows have money while all of the Democrats she knows are poor.
"Okay, once I'm a Republican, the money should just start pouring in. All I have to do is to just have to stand here and wear my George W. hat and my Dick Cheney big button pin and any time now, other Republicans will hand me money for doing nothing other than being one of them."
* * * * *
Instead of registering online as most people do, Susan hoped to speed up the process by appearing before the Pennsylvania Board of Elections in person.
"May I help you?"
The woman, who looked like she had been doing this job for 40-years, gave Susan the once over as if she was a whore or a stripper.
"Yes," said Susan to the female clerk behind the desk at Town Hall. "I'd like to register to vote in Pennsylvania. I moved here three years ago from Massachusetts and I thought I'd be here only temporarily."
As if she was a terrorist trying to subvert the voter registration laws, she looked at Susan with a face filled with suspicion.
"You can register to vote online," she said with obvious attitude, a toss of her head, and a shrug of her shoulders.
Obviously if Susan can register online, then what is she doing here bothering her? Apparently, in the way that politicians are public servants, elected officials who are here to serve the public, she was a hired Civil Servant. It's so oxymoronic to call those people who work for the government and who are elected to high political positions public servants when they are nothing more than thieves. Yet, with me exercising my right of freedom of speech, not all civil servants and politicians are thieves. I heard there's a civil servant in Fargo, North Dakota, and a politician in Cheyenne Wyoming who are not on the take.
"And you were registered to vote in Massachusetts?"
Susan looked at her and smiled.
"Yes, I am, but I was registered as a Democrat. Now, I'd like to change my party affiliation. I'd like to register to vote in Pennsylvania as a Republican now," she said. "I want to be with the winning team and the more powerful political party instead of being part of the losing team and the powerless political party. Go Republicans," she raised her hand in the air to cheer.
After telling her that she wanted to change her party affiliation from Democrat to Republican, seemingly more accepting of Susan, the woman's look softened. After confessing to the woman that she wanted to be on the winning team and with the more powerful, political party instead of being part of the losing team and the powerless political party, the woman nearly smiled. It was apparent to Susan that this woman could very well be her first Republican friend.
"I see. Well, I can do that for you," said the woman. "Do you have identification?"
Yet, even though Susan was willing to become one of them, until she mentioned that she wanted to vote Republican, the woman looked at Susan as if she was a terrorist or trying to commit voter fraud. Perhaps it was her Boston accent that made the woman still look at her with suspicion.
"I do have identification. I have lots of identification. Here's my Massachusetts' Driver's license, my Social Security card, a credit card with my photo, my library card, and my Barbie Club membership card that I've had since I was a kid," said Susan.
Susan looked at the woman and gave her the best smile she could muster at a time when she was abandoning her beloved Democratic Party to become one of them, the users of money and the abusers of power. Inspiring her smile, Susan imagined herself standing upon the balcony of the Stock Market Exchange and ringing the bell in the tradition of all the superrich. She imagined herself finally sitting on the 50-yard-line during a football game instead of having to climb a mountain of stairs on her way to the cheap seats.
"Is that it?" The woman looked from her ID's to look up at her. "Is this all the identification that you have?"
Susan rummaged through her pocketbook with panicked confusion.
"Oh, wait. Here's my NRA card that I just received in the mail. Um, I also have pictures. I have pictures of President George W. Bush, Vice President Dick Cheney, former NRA president, Charlton Heston, and beloved President Ronald Reagan," she said spreading out the four pictures on the desk.
"These will do," said the woman looking at the pictures and smiling.
"I used to have pictures of John, Robert, and Ted Kennedy but I ripped those up after last night's election results. Now my autographed photo of President Obama graces my dartboard. Oh, wait, I also have a photo of my pride and joy?"
The woman pushed her driver's license, Social Security card, credit card, and library card to the side before handing them back to Susan.
"Your pride and joy?" The woman looked at her puzzled while waiting for Susan to finish searching through her pocketbook for her pride and joy. "Your child? Your cat? Your dog? Your car?"
"No, my gun," said Susan handing her a photo of her holding an AK47 while dressed in camouflage. "I'm on the waiting list to get a bazooka and I'm saving up to buy a surface to air missile launcher."
"Nice," said the woman behind the counter. "Being that I'm a Republican and a proud, longtime member of the NRA, I have an entire arsenal of weaponry. I already have a bazooka that I use for deer hunting and I highly recommend the surface to air missile launcher. It's perfect for duck hunting."
"Wow," said Susan rolling her eyes and sighing.
"Actually, you have the only identification that I need, the photos of George W, Dick Cheney, Charlton Heston, and Ronald Reagan," said the woman behind the counter. "Matter of fact with these holier than thou identification credentials you have in your possession, once I register you as a Republican," she said leaning down to whisper to her. "You'll be able to access our files in the archives."
Suddenly feeling special, Susan was surprised that she was given an invitation to visit the archives, whatever that is. Suddenly feeling as if she was a character in the movie, Hudsucker Proxy, everything seemed so surreal.
"The archives? Interesting. What files are those?"
The woman beamed her a smile that nearly cracked her sullen face.
"We have an entire room filled with George W's weapons of mass destruction," she said winking and laughing. "Of course the room is empty. Actually, there are autographed photos of him with the Texas Rangers and Nolan Ryan scattered around the room on the wall."
"No kidding," said Susan. "I'm more of a Boston Red Sox fan than I am a Texas Ranger. Matter of fact, I'd much rather root for the Phillies or for the Pirates than for the Rangers."
Susan smiled at the woman while waiting for her to continue telling her more about the archives.
"We even have George W's rubber ducky, rubber stamp when as President, he controlled the House and the Senate," she said beaming with pride again. "They passed whatever midnight legislation they so wanted while most of the population was asleep in their beds."
As if someone had just goosed her in the ass, the woman beamed with pride.
"Wow, you must be so proud of the Republican Party," said Susan throwing up a little in her mouth and stopping herself from gagging. "You must be so very proud to work here."
"I am. I'd work here for free, not really, but you know what I mean," said the woman. "We even have photos of Henry Paulson, the Secretary of the Treasury under the George W Bush administration, passing out billions of dollars to his Republican friends, cronies, and lobbyists," she said leaning in to whisper to her again. "They even have photos of the pool party where the pool wasn't filled with water but with hundred dollar bills," she said beaming. "One photo shows Donald Trump diving in naked."
Susan looked at her aghast.
"You don't say," said Susan.
The woman gave her a look as if she was about to tell her a secret.
"We have a whole section on Tricky Dick Nixon and another section on the Republican Parties dirty tricks. Then, of course, there's the section on Watergate along with the Iran-Contra affair section. Last but not nearly least is a complete room filled with Cheney and Halliburton's no bid contracts," she said with pride.
Unemployed since 2007, with her exhausting her unemployment and even being homeless for five months after losing everything in a flood, Susan could feel her anger welling up from her toes. Seemingly the Republicans had everything and she had nothing. She didn't even have a car. She lost that in the flood too.
"I'm just curious," said Susan.
"What are you curious about dear?"
"What kind of car do you drive?"
"I drive a new Cadillac," said the woman. "Why?"
"Oh, nothing. I just wanted to know what I can expect to drive as soon as I turn Republican," said Susan. "Tell me more about the archives."
As if the woman was ready to light up a cigarette and pour them both a cup of coffee, the woman rested her elbows on her desk.
"Upstairs, we have an entire floor devoted to the mistresses, hookers, prostitutes, call girls, and strippers of Republican representatives, members of congress, Supreme Court justices, and, of course, presidents," she said winking at Susan before beaming with pride.
She couldn't believe the woman was telling her all of this.
"You don't say," said Susan as mortified as the woman was prideful.
Then, the woman leaned in closer to Susan.
"With him still serving on the bench, we don't want this to leak out, don't tell anyone but, we even have the original Coke can of Supreme Court Justice Clarence Thomas with a strand of his pubic hair along with Anita Hill's naked photograph. Of course the photo was photo shopped but it looks real as real as President Nixon denying his knowledge about the Watergate cover-up before they impeached him."
Susan felt herself throw up in her mouth again.
"No kidding," said Susan. "An entire floor? The Republicans had that many mistresses, hookers, prostitutes, call girls, and strippers?"
The woman nodded her head. Obviously having seen and heard everything, the woman didn't seem surprised by the debauchery and the perversity of her political party.
"Well, of course, that's only the ones we know of but I'm sure there were many more mistresses, hookers, prostitutes, call girls, and strippers that we didn't know about," she said. "Not to mention, Nancy Reagan had a thing for her astrologer."
Susan was shocked that this woman was telling her all of this.
"You don't say," said Susan.
The woman nodded her head up and down. Obviously she thought that Susan needed that extra bit of head movement for her to believe her.
"We have every one of Ronald Reagan's movies, including Bedtime for Bonzo," she said.
When the woman turned away, Susan rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Impressive," said Susan.
Encouraging her to tell her more, Susan continued smiling at her.
"Oh, I nearly forgot. We have the Bill Clinton of shame room with a wall size portraits of Monica Lewinski, Jessica Flowers, his busty mistress nicknamed Energizer, and Paula Jones. They even have an exact replica of the dress that Monica Lewinski wore at the time she spit some of his presidential semen from her mouth," said the woman.
This time nearly vomiting, Susan controlled her urge to projectile vomit in the woman's face.
"Wow," said Susan.
Then, standing at attention and looking as if she was about to salute, the woman gave Susan a look of solemnness.
"We have an entire floor filled with General Eisenhower's war memorabilia. The General of the Army, we even have his five star general's cap and combat helmet on display," she said.
Something that Susan was finally proud of, that's one floor that she'd like to visit. Looking like someone's grandfather, General Eisenhower was a beloved president.
"Now that's impressive," said Susan suppressing her urge to salute.
Then, the woman winked at her again.
"Then, there's the Roosevelt room," she said.
"The Roosevelt room? He's wasn't a Republican. He was a Democrat," said Susan
"Beneath the photos of President's Roosevelt's longtime mistress, we have the photo of Eleanor Roosevelt's lesbian girlfriend. In another room we have the bumper taken from Ted Kenney's Oldsmobile that was fished out of the Chappaquiddick. We even have the original 45 record of Marilyn Monroe singing happy birthday to President Kennedy."
The woman slowly shook her head back and forth as if she was ashamed of what the Democrats did behind closed bedroom doors when her own party was far worse.
"It wouldn't be much of an archives if you didn't include the Democratic dirt along with the Republican accomplishments," said Susan. "So, that's it? I'm now a registered Republican?"
The woman reached in a file to retrieve some papers and put them on the counter in front of Susan.
"I just need you to take the Republican oath and to sign the no new tax pledge," she said.
Susan looked at her as if the woman was joking.
"I heard about the no new tax pledge but I didn't know there was a Republican oath. Moreover, I thought the no new tax pledge was for representatives and senators. I didn't know it applied to regular citizens too," said Susan.
The woman handed Susan a pen.
"The Republican party wanted to embrace everyone with their no new tax reform by having everyone sign the pledge," she said.
Susan accepted the pen from her to sign the Republican's no new tax pledge. When she looked at the pen, there was a photo of Alfred E. Newman from Mad Magazine on one side and the Three Stooges on the other.
"Nice pen," said Susan.
"You may keep the pen as a keepsake to show your grandchildren how proud you are being a Republican," said the woman.
"Thank you," said Susan.
"Are you ready to take the Republican oath now?"
Still thinking the woman was making a joke, Susan looked at her with cynicism.
"I am," said Susan.
Only the woman pulled out a magazine instead of a Bible.
"Raise your right hand and place your hand on this magazine?"
Susan looked from the woman to look down at the magazine before looking back up at the woman.
"Magazine? Shouldn't I have my left hand on a Bible?"
Suddenly, the woman had a look of utter shock on her face.
"No, Republicans don't believe in God," she said.



Now Susan was the one who had a look of shock on her face.
"They don't? Wow! In the way they always show the Republican politicians in church praying, I didn't know that?"
The woman had a smug look of arrogance on her face.
"Those photos are just for public consumption and for them to get reelected at election time," said the woman.
Still shocked by all of this, Susan continued staring at the woman flabbergasted.
"Then, what do they believe in if they don't believe in God."
This time the woman rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Money. They believe in money and big business," she said. "Money is their God and big business is their church. Amen," she said.
Susan mindlessly stared down at the magazine.
"Money and big business," said Susan looking down at the magazine while uttering under her breath. "That figures."
The woman stood back from her counter to stand up straight.
"Please repeat after me. I Susan Jill Parker," said the clerk.
It was then the Susan recognized the magazine that was beneath her hand.
"Wait," said Susan. "My hand is on a Mad Magazine. If the Republican Party only believes in money and in big business, shouldn't I at least have my hand on the Wall Street Journal, Barron's, or Forbes Magazine?"
Again the woman rolled her eyes and sighed in the way that Susan had been doing.
"Don't be so naïve. What do you think the Wall Street Journal is but an adult version of Mad Magazine? Besides, with Rupert Murdoch its new owner since 2007, the Wall Street Journal has reached new heights of comedy. And Forbes is just an advertising sight with list of billionaires that publically purport the richest people not only in America but also throughout the world. "
THE END
Please give me the support of your vote.
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Brian hypnotizes Donna, Kathy, and grandma too
After hypnotizing Grandma, Donna and Kathy's mother and Irene's grandmother with the alien flashlight, Brian led her to the bedroom where her daughters, Donna and Kathy were already naked and ready and waiting for him to give them hot sex. Unfortunately, Brian didn't even have a chance to strip grandma naked. Nor did he have the time to pay more sexual attention to Donna's and Kathy's naked bodies. Yet, again, interrupting his sexy fun, someone was at the front door ringing the doorbell.
"Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding dong!"
Figuring, for sure, that it was Irene, his fiancé, at the door, he panicked. Finally feeling guilty for all that he's done with Irene's mother and aunt, he felt like the despicable pervert that he was.
"What do I do? What do I say? How do I explain her mother and aunt naked in her mother's bedroom? How do I explain her grandmother being here too? Maybe I can tell her the aliens hypnotized them and I found them all outside wandering around naked. Maybe I can tell her that they took them to examine them before returning them, the reason why her mother and aunt are naked. Maybe if I hypnotize Irene as soon as I see her, then I won't have to explain anything to her."
Here he was in bed with her naked mother and her naked aunt while he was about to strip her grandmother naked too. What could he possibly say to Irene to save his engagement? Why would she ever want to marry him after he hypnotized her mother and aunt with the alien flashlight for them to strip naked. Why would she want to remain engaged to him when he's had sex with not only her mother but also with her aunt? He was even ready to have grandma strip naked and have sex with her too. On the flipside of the coin, after being unfaithful and showing his fondness for her big breasted relatives, why would he want to continue the charade of marrying Irene?
Obviously, he didn't want to get married. Obviously, he didn't want to marry Irene. Obviously, he didn't love Irene. Obviously, he more wanted to have sex with Irene's mother, her aunt, and even her grandmother than with her. Obviously, he preferred big breasted women to Irene's small breasts. He couldn't help himself that he loved women with big tits.
"Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding dong!"
He left the three women to go see who was at the front door incessantly ringing the infernal door bell. Having gone through this already twice before, first with Kathy and now with grandma. This time, wanting to be prepared, he grabbed his alien flashlight. Definitely, it must be Irene at the door and if it was Irene at the door, he'd hypnotize her before she could ask any questions. With her still being a virgin, if he does hypnotize her, he can finally have sex with her. What did he care if he took her virginity? He wasn't going to marry her anyway. Yet, not really thinking that it would be Irene at the door, why would Irene ring the doorbell when she had a key?
Maybe she forgot her key or lost her key. Maybe it wasn't Irene at the door. Maybe it was someone else. Maybe it was the police or the military going door to door searching for aliens. Aliens? That's preposterous. There's no such a thing as aliens, is there? Maybe it's not Irene, the police, or the military but aliens at his door.
"Oh God. Maybe they tracked their flashlight to Donna's house and are here to retrieve it. Oh, God."
Pressured to answer the door, as if whoever or whatever was at the front door was impatiently waiting for an elevator, they continued ringing the doorbell.
"Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding dong!"
That's crazy. There's no such thing as aliens. The only ones alive in the universe are humans. A fluke of nature, humans are but a sad joke. Compared to everything else in the universe, planets, stars, suns, moons, dinosaurs, black holes, supernovas, quasars, and pulsars, other than the fact that we have a brain and can think, we're powerless. When he thought about it, dogs and cats and spiders and birds are more amazing than humans.
Then, he thought that it was more preposterous to think that we're alone. How could we possibly be alone? With all the galaxies, all the stars, and all the planets, some of them much like Earth, how could we possibly be alone? There's just no way we're alone. Yet, if there were aliens ringing the doorbell and wanting the return of their alien flashlight, any civilization that can make their way to Earth, albeit crashing their spacecraft in the process, are far superior to humans. Other than this alien flashlight, the extent of its powers he has no idea what else it can do, these imagined aliens must have all kinds of weaponry.
"Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding dong!"
Just as crazy as it was for him to think that there were aliens it was even crazier to think that there weren't aliens. First of all, if there aren't aliens, then how could he explain the obvious alien flashlight that he was holding, a supernatural flashlight that hypnotizes women? How could he explain the burning wreckage of the alien spacecraft? Maybe it was an unmanned or un-alien spacecraft. If the spacecraft didn't have any aliens on board, then why was the flashlight on board? Knowing a little about space travel, astronauts don't carry a single thing that's not absolutely necessary in their mission so why would there be an alien flashlight onboard an alien spacecraft if there weren't aliens aboard the spacecraft?
"Oh, oh."
Suddenly he was afraid. Suddenly he had a sick sense, a sixth sense that there was someone at the front door other than Irene, the police, or the military. Indeed, what if there are aliens at the door ringing the bell? What if the aliens want their flashlight back? What if aliens were there to take him away because he knows too much after stealing their flashlight?
"Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding dong!"
He really didn't steal it. He found it. He found it lying in the middle of the road turned on and shining its beam across the road. Yeah, that's his story. That's what he'll tell them if there are aliens at the front door. Better to tell the truth than to make up a lie. Right? He'll stick with that story. Only, why would they believe him and surely they don't speak English and with him not speaking alien, how would he even understand them?
Only, what if they weren't regular aliens. What if they were Christian aliens, born again aliens, Jehovah Witness aliens, holy aliens, and/or religious aliens? In case they were Christian aliens, born again aliens, Jehovah Witness aliens, holy aliens, and/or religious aliens, he didn't have to tell them that he used the flashlight to hypnotize Irene's mother, aunt, and grandmother. He didn't have to tell theses holier than thou aliens that he used their hypnotic flashlight for sex.
"Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding dong!"
There's no way that Christian, born again, Jehovah Witness, holy, and/or religious aliens would understand him hypnotizing the entire female family of his fiancé to strip them naked for sex. That's as bad as trying to have sex with a Mormon or an Amish woman. It's bad enough he absconded with their magical flashlight to use it for his sexual pleasure. Then, to tell them that he used their alien flashlight to hypnotize Irene's mother and aunt to strip naked to have sex with them is a sin in any religion.
"Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding dong!"
He's fucked. He's totally fucked. With aliens at the front door, for them to be ringing and ringing the doorbell in that way, they're not happy. The worst kind of aliens are angry aliens.
"Nah, there can't be aliens at the door. For one thing, aliens wouldn't ring a doorbell over and again while waiting to be invited inside. Aliens wouldn't be so politely respectful. Aliens would just laser down the front door and come in uninvited and (gulp) kill him and everyone inside."
If there were aliens at the front door, other than wanting the alien flashlight he was holding, of course, he wondered what else they wanted. Maybe they knew there were women inside, naked women, and they wanted to impregnate them. Maybe they wanted him. Maybe they just wanted their flashlight back. Of course. That's it. Duh. They want their flashlight. If he gives him the flashlight, maybe they'll go in peace.
Maybe if it is aliens at the door and if he hands them the flashlight, they'll let him live. Maybe they won't take him with them. Yet, it wouldn't be bad to go with the aliens if they took Irene's mother, aunt, and grandmother with them too. Suddenly, unstuck in time, if forced to go with the aliens, he'd feel like a character in Slaughter House Five, Kurt Vonnegut's novel. Not that he'd have a choice but he'd freely go with the aliens if he was allowed to have sex with Donna, her sister, and her mother while the aliens watched and observed him behind a glass partition.
"Wow, how cool is that?"
He peeked out the side window of the door to see who it was. He couldn't believe his eyes.
"No way! Are you kidding me? I don't believe my eyes. Pinch me I'm dreaming. I can't believe this is happening to me. I can't believe who is at the door."
* * * * *
Standing at the front door were sixteen supermodels, naked supermodels, albeit all with green hair and a green glowing tinge to them. He recognized them all from reading the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Editions. With their hair all green, even their pubic hair, and with them glowing a soft green, their eyes, lips, nipples, and fingernails were a bright, vibrant green. If they weren't all naked, he'd think they were wearing Halloween costumes. Only, Halloween had past weeks ago and it's almost Thanksgiving. Besides he's never seen trick or treat partygoers dressed like this. With all of the supermodels naked, either they were dressed or weren't dressed at all for a Hugh Hefner ball, a swingers' Halloween masquerade party, of a special naked version of Victoria's Secret.
'Oh my God,' he thought to himself. 'Are you kidding me? No way! There's just no way. What are they lost? Did their supermodel bus breakdown in the middle of a naked supermodel photo shoot? If these are what aliens look like, then they can take me anywhere. If these are what aliens look like, albeit a tad too green, then I want to be an alien too. If they lead, I'll definitely follow. Forget about Donna, Kathy, Grandma, and Irene, I'd rather have these supermodel aliens.'
Only, he knew they weren't supermodels from the past and the present standing on the front porch. He knew they were aliens fucking with him and with his mind. Maybe in the way he had hypnotized Donna, Kathy, and Grandma, they had hypnotized him into believing that these aliens were Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Edition supermodels. Now suspecting that they could read his mind, he figured that aliens could morph themselves to look like anyone he imagined. Only, that's not such a bad trick. He imagined himself being in bed with an alien while imagining himself being in bed with Madonna, Jennifer Lopez, Jennifer Lawrence, Kate Middleton, and even Michele Obama. Anyone he wanted to have sex with, he just needed to imagine.
"Wow!"
In four neat rows of four, standing tall in front of the front door, there on Donna's front porch stood sixteen, very tall, and very naked, aliens made look like supermodels. Not one woman had a stitch of clothing on but for their high heel, red, ruby shoes that shined even in the dark. With them glowing green and their shoes glowing red, and with them all being so tall, they reminded him of a stand of Christmas trees, alien Christmas trees.
Not believing his eyes, one woman was more beautiful than the next woman. Only, he had to keep telling himself that these weren't women but aliens. Only confusing him, tempting him, and teasing him with sexual lust, these weren't just any women, these were very special women. These were sixteen supermodels, models from the past and a few from the present. What the Hell are they doing here in Hicksville Pennsylvania? Forgetting that he was staring at aliens, he didn't care that they were aliens. Albeit a big green, they looked like supermodels to him. Moreover, they were all naked.
He couldn't believe his eyes. Maybe he was dreaming. Maybe he zapped himself with his own alien flashlight. There on the porch stood, Czech born, alien look-a-like, Paulina Porizkova naked, Rick Ocasik's wife from the band The Cars. She was naked. They were all naked, sixteen naked women.
At 5'10" and 49-years-old, even after having two children, she still looked amazing. She looked as if she was 30-years-old instead of a 49-year-old woman. Back in her time, she was one of Sports Illustrated 50 top swimsuit models. Matter of fact she was the first woman from Eastern Europe to appear on the cover of Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Edition and the first supermodel after Christie Brinkley to make consecutive Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Edit covers, 1984 and 1985. Now here she is standing and posing naked on the front porch.
"Whether real or imagined, what are the odds of that?"
Standing next to her was alien look-a-like, Kate Moss. Even if she was an alien look-a-like Kate Moss, she was naked. Wow! What a body and such amazing tits. He always loved Kate Moss. She was the one responsible for ushering the heroin chic look in the way that Twiggy ushered in the skinny look.
"Frigging Kate Moss. Are you kidding me?"
Before his time, normally, he may have not recognized some of these supermodels from the past but having bought them on e-Bay, he had every Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Edition magazine ever published squirreled away in his room. He spent days masturbating over supermodels in their bathing suits and bikinis. He spent hours wondering what these supermodels looked like topless and naked while imagining having sex with them. Now he doesn't have to imagine what they look like naked anymore. Here they all are in the flesh, albeit with green flesh, green hair, green eyes, green lips, green nipples, and green fingernails. He could always dye their hair, add lipstick, and paint their fingernails.
Compared to the other models, alien look-a-like Kate Moss was a midget. At only 5'7", height wise, she looked as if she didn't belong standing next to the other giant supermodels but looks wise, she was just as beautiful as any other supermodel standing there. Having only seen Kate Moss in swimming attire before, he couldn't believe he was seeing her naked now. At 40-years-old and after having three children, Kate Moss, even alien look-a-like Kat Moss, still looked like she did when she was 30-years-old.
Then, if he could trust his eyes, standing next to alien look-a-like, Kate Moss was alien look-a-like, Heidi Klum.
"Heidi fucking Klum. Are you kidding me? No way! She's one of my favorites."
At 41-years-old and after birthing four children, two daughters and two sons, she looked absolutely amazing. With her big, natural breasts, better than even he had ever imagined, a real Goddess, she looked phenomenal without her clothes. The woman looked as if she didn't age a day past the age of thirty-years-old. Married to Seal, before their untimely divorce, they were such a power couple, right up there with Brad and Angelina. An accomplished actress, she already has a long list of film roles.
Standing next to Heidi was alien look-a-like Linda Evangelista. At 5'10" tall and 49-years-old, she didn't look a day older than 30-years-old either. She's graced more than 700 magazine covers. A rare beauty who always looked different every time she was photographed, there was something so intoxicating about her. He felt like such a pervert staring at Linda's naked body but if she didn't want him to look, she wouldn't be standing there naked. Actually, being that she was an alien instead of the real woman, she didn't have a choice as, obviously, his imagination dictated how these women or aliens appeared to him. Then, again, perhaps coming to him naked was to show him they meant him no harm.
In the second row standing behind alien look-a-like, Paulina Porizkova, stood big breasted, alien look-a-like, Kate Upton.
"Oh, my God! Kate Upton!"
Katherine Elizabeth Upton, nearly his age, at 24-years-old, looked superhot without her clothes. At 5'10" tall, she was the only supermodel, albeit alien supermodel, so young and the only one not married. Oh, yeah, forget about marrying Irene, Brian wouldn't mind marrying her, Kate Upton. With him unable to marry the real Kate Upton, he'd settle for marrying the alien look-a-like Kate Upton. Only, he wondered what these aliens really looked like when not appearing to him as naked supermodels. He didn't want to know. After watching the movie Alien enough times, he could only imagine.
Next on the porch was alien look-a-like, Tyra Banks.
"Tyra frigging Banks. Oh, my God! Damn, look at the big, natural boobs on her. She has spectacular tits, better breasts than Halle Berry who has fabulous knockers of her own."
Having heard rumors about her being an in the closet lesbian, there's been lots of stories of Tyra enjoying threesome sex with a man and with a woman. He'd love to be a fly on the wall in that bedroom. With them perhaps being lesbian lovers, Tyra being lesbian would explain why Oprah gave her a talk show of her own. No one gives anyone anything for nothing. In the way Oprah gave Gayle King, a rumored lesbian, and Suzie Orman, a confessed lesbian, talk shows of their own, she gave Tyra her own talk show too. Now he wondered if Dr. Phil was a closeted gay man too. Actually, he could see Dr. Phil being a cross dresser.
Apparently to make it in Hollywood one must be Jewish, gay, and/or lesbian. If a man is Jewish and gay or a woman is Jewish and lesbian, they are guaranteed success. Just look at Whoopi Goldberg. She's lesbian and Jewish, I think, isn't she?
Oprah and her long-time lover, Gayle King, still haven't emerged from their secret lesbian closets yet. Why are they still waiting to go public? It's time they embraced their lesbianism and marched in the gay and lesbian parade. It's time they told the truth about their secret, sordid, sexual, lesbian affair.
Only, even if Tyra Banks is lesbian, who cares if she's a lesbian? Look at her. Just look at her. She's spectacular especially when naked as she is now. Actually, Brian would love to watch her having lesbian sex with another woman any day, so long as he could have some sexy threesome fun too. At 5'10" and 40-years-old, she doesn't look a day older than 30-years-old.
Standing next to was alien look-a-like Tyra Banks was alien look-a-like Christy Turlington.
'Wow! She's still so frigging gorgeous,' he said to himself.
Still modeling for Mabelline and Calvin Kline, at 5'10" tall, she's 45-years-old. If he didn't know her age, he wouldn't believe she was 45-years-old because standing here naked now, she looked 30-years-old. With all of these women defying wrinkles, obesity, and the need to have plastic surgery, all of these women seemed ageless. They all looked the same now as they did when before they retired and when they were modeling.
Standing next to alien look-a-like Christy Turlington was alien look-a-like Naomi Campbell. At 5'10" tall, seemingly the preferred height of female supermodels, she looked good, real good, for her 44-year-old age. As did all of the rest of the models, she didn't look a day over 30-years-old. The bad girl of modeling, she's been called an out of control bitch more than once. She has one of the most recognized names and faces in the world. Yet, with most people forgiving the actions of a stunning supermodel, especially one who looks like her, she was so beautiful. In the way she looks so beautiful, the same way he always felt about David Bowie's wife, Iman, he always thought she was an alien anyway.
Being that she hasn't married and didn't have any children, he wondered if Naomi is playing on the all-girls team with Tyra, Suzie Orman, Oprah, and Gayle King. Certainly, there are plenty of lesbian celebrities that they could start their own lesbian, celebrity, softball team and their own lesbian, celebrity, softball league even.



"Boy talk about switch hitting, batter up!"
Whether she was lesbian or not, who cares? She was standing before him naked. He was ogling alien look-a-like, Naomi Campbell's naked body. She was so very incredibly beautiful and even more beautiful without her clothes.
In the third row and standing behind alien look-a-like Kate Upton stood alien look-a-like, Elle MacPherson, one of his all-time favorite supermodels and now one of his favorite alien look-a-like supermodels. Reminding him of an older version of Heidi Klum, at 50-years-old and not looking a day over 30-years-old, she was still gorgeous. The tallest of the models at 6' tall, she's made the Sports Illustrated cover a record five times.
Elle MacPherson stood next to alien look-a-like, Claudia Schiffer. A German born supermodel and the Creative Director of her own clothing line, Claudia was one of the tallest, alien look-a-like models at 5'11" tall. Now 44-years-old, and after having three children, she doesn't look a day over 30-years-old either.
If only by the fact that all of the models seemed ageless, in addition to them all being a little green in places were humans were never green, Brian knew for sure that they were all aliens. How else could sixteen, naked supermodels appear at Donna's front door in the middle of Hicksville, Pennsylvania, a place that doesn't even have a traffic light? Being that they're all aliens and not supermodels, he wondered what they really looked like. Actually, he really didn't care what they looked like for real, so long as they looked like supermodels, especially naked supermodels, to him.
Alien look-a-like Christie Brinkley, another one of his all-time favorites, stood naked next to alien look-a-like Elle MacPherson. At 60-years-old and one of the shortest supermodels at only 5'9" tall, Christie Brinkley, an American born beauty, was one of the most beautiful and the most photographed supermodels in history. Having had three children and once married to Billy Joel, her music video Upton Girl was a smash success.
Standing next to alien look-a-like Christie Brinkley was alien look-a-like Carol Alt. One of the tallest and oldest of the supermodels at 5'11" tall and 53-years-old, as did all of the other models, but for alien look-a-like Kate Upton who looked like a child, alien look-a-like Carol Alt didn't look a day over 30-years-old. Back in her day, she was so very beautiful and so desired by every man and many women on the planet.
In the fourth and final row of alien look-a-like, supermodels, alien look-a-like Gisele Bundchen stood behind alien look-a-like Elle MacPherson. A Victoria's Secret angel from 2000 to 2007, according to Claudia Schiffer and Naomi Campbell, Gisele Bunchen is the last of the working supermodels today and earns an estimated $128,000 a day, every day. Married to quarterback Tom Brady of the New England Patriots, Gisele is on her way to becoming the first supermodel billionaire with her clothing line. Oh, yeah, while imagining Tom Brady having sex with Gisele, Brian would love to have sex with Gisele, even if she's only an alien look-a-like version of Gisele.
Alien look-a-like Cheryl Tiegs, America's first supermodel, stood next to alien look-a-like Gisele Bundchen. At 67-years-old, alien look-a-like Cheryl Tiegs was the oldest of the alien look-a-like supermodels. Nonetheless her advanced age, especially with her having had three children, she didn't look any older than 30-years-old. She was the first supermodel to appear on the Sport Illustrated cover twice.
Standing next to alien look-a-like Cheryl Tiegs was alien look-a-like Kathy Ireland. Amazing. At 51-years-old, she looked 30-years-old. Judging her by her naked body, no one would guess that she's the mother of three children.
Finally, last but not least, was alien look-a-like Cindy Crawford standing next to alien look-a-like Kathy Ireland. One of the shorter models at only 5'9", it was difficult to believe that Cindy is 48 years old, especially when she only looks 30-years-old. Once married to heart throb Richard Gere, she's also the mother of three children.
With so very many mothers that he'd love to fuck, albeit alien supermodel look-a-likes that he'd love to fuck, Brian wouldn't care if the aliens took him with him. Throwing caution to the wind, forgetting that they were aliens and not naked supermodels, he unlocked the front door and reached for the doorknob.
To be continued...
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Just turkey. This how to story is just about turkey and how to make turkey soup...Naked?
Be honest. Being that this is Literotica, you wouldn't read my How To story if the word naked wasn't in the title, now would you? Am I right? So, staying true to the title, How to Make Turkey Soup...Naked, whoever makes this soup must prepare it naked.
I'm willing to bet after she's consumed a couple glasses of wine, the woman making this turkey soup will be willing to strip off her clothes. Hey! You have nothing to lose and everything to gain. It's worth a try. At the very least, you'll have some turkey soup to eat. Just in case you get lucky, have your video camera at the ready.
I can already see some of you guys thinking about printing out this story to give to your mothers, your sisters, your mothers-in-law, your aunts, your wives, your girlfriends, your mistresses, and your significant others, as long as they're not another man. I mean, it's okay for two women to cook turkey soup naked but there's something a little creepy about two man cooking turkey soup naked. Not that there's anything wrong with gay men and/or gay men cooking turkey soup, just not naked. I'd just prefer they were fully dressed when making my turkey soup.
"I just found another pubic hair in my turkey soup," said Supreme Chief Justice Clarence Thomas to Anita Hill.
"Blow it out your ass, Clarence," said Anita.
Seriously though, whomever you give this recipe too, a good ploy and a solid pretense to get them naked, tell them that they must be naked when making the turkey soup. Tell them that it's important that they make the soup while naked. Tell them the soup will test better if they're naked. Tell them the soup will be ruined if they do not cook the soup naked. Tell them whatever you need to tell them to get them naked while they cook this soup. Trust me, if they are any kind of cook at all, they'll want to follow the recipe. They're not going to start fiddling with the recipe by not even getting naked.
"Mom! What are you doing?"
"I'm making turkey soup, Jimmy, from SusanJillParker's recipe," said Jimmy's mother.
"No, you must follow SusanJillParker's recipe. Look. See? It says right here that you must be naked to make this turkey soup."
"Oh, okay. Pour me another glass of wine first," said Jimmy's mother guzzling the wine. "Now be a dear and unzip my dress and unhook my bra, my fingers are covered with turkey meat."
Do you see how easy that was? Especially if you're successful in getting one of the women in your life naked, I'm willing to bet this How To Make Turkey Soup...Naked is not only going to make you the best turkey soup but also will be the best story that you've ever read on Literotica.
* * * * *
Well, folks, it's that time of year again. Every year, I see someone buying a frozen turkey the day before Thanksgiving. Seriously, what are they thinking? Maybe they'll be using it as a doorstop but there's no way that bird will be thawed in time to cook for Thanksgiving.
Now that you've had a wonderful turkey banquet, for those of you who aren't poor and homeless as I once was, it's time to make some turkey soup...naked. Actually, I'm still poor. With me still living in the spare bedroom of a kind, elderly but crazy Mennonite woman, I'm just not homeless. Anyway, it's time to decide what to do with the leftover turkey from the Thanksgiving Day dinner, an age-old problem for every household!
You can play touch football with the carcass in the way you did last year.
"Take a right at the Chevy and then go long and I'll throw you the bird for a touchdown!"
You can mail the carcass to a homeless shelter for them to make turkey soup...naked.
"Why is the cooking staff in the kitchen all naked while making turkey soup?"
You can mail the carcass to a politician who you think deserves the picked turkey award.
"This is for you turkey, signed one of your constituents."
You can put the carcass out on the back lawn and watch the birds go crazy picking the bones while you pick them off with your .22 caliber rifle.
"Hey, Jeb, watch this shot," said Clem.
"I don't want to watch you killing birds, Clem. I'm giving my turkey carcass to Betty Jo to watch her making turkey soup...naked."
Or you can follow my How To recipe and make turkey soup...naked as Clem did with Betty Jo.
"Clem Hatfield! How dare you? Get out of my house! I'm not making you turkey soup, especially without my clothes."
* * * * *
What's it going to be at your house? Will it be hot turkey sandwiches, turkey salad, turkey casserole, turkey pot pie, munching on plain turkey meat, or ravioli stuffed with turkey meat, you heard it here first.
"Yum."
Yada, yada, yada, you get the drift. The things to do with a turkey carcass are endless, only that man standing in the corner, please put that away and zip your pants. That's just nasty what you want to do with a turkey carcass. What's wrong with you? Get a life. Buy a bagel.
Next year, maybe you'll buy the smaller turkey than that oven stuffer that you bought this year. Now let's talk turkey as this How To story is all about making turkey soup...naked. Before we go any further, be sure that you have plastic or glass storage containers for the extra soup so that you can freeze some. Just as good and as healthy as you're mom's chicken soup, there's nothing like hot, steaming, turkey soup on a snowy, cold winter day.
You'll thank me when you have that awful head cold or flu that you have some nice, hot, turkey soup. Moreover after you download the video to your computer of your naked mother, your naked sister, your naked mother-in-law, your naked aunt, your naked wife, your naked girlfriend, your naked mistress, and/or your naked significant other, after the soup is eaten, you have something to enjoy for years. Who said cooking is laborious and boring? If the woman in your life follows my recipe and gets naked, cooking can be sexually exciting.
"Wow!"
I make turkey soup, actually turkey, noodle soup by adding in the stuffing. Adding stuffing to thicken the turkey soup is my secret recipe ingredient. Instead of adding noodles, you can add rice if you prefer. Personally, I prefer rice to noodles. I like rice. And, sticking with the recipe, I always make my turkey soup naked. The turkey soup doesn't taste the same unless I make it while naked.
* * * * *
If you're an anal, recipe person and need to measure your ingredients, save yourself the trouble and the aggravation and read no further because I don't list any measured ingredients in my turkey soup recipe.
"Sorry."
Best you make your turkey soup from your Julia Child cookbook, who by the way didn't measure her ingredients either. Nor did the Galloping Gourmet measure his ingredients either. Just as in the movie, A League of Their Own, when Tom Hanks said to one of the female players, Evelyn Gardner played by Bitty Schram, "There's no crying in baseball," I say to all you chefs, "There's no measuring in good cooking."
Much like your auto mechanic does when repairing your car, didn't know that did you? With my cooking done by trial and error, there's no recipe for most of what I cook. I allow my palate and my nose to decide and to dictate if what I'm cooking is good or not and if it needs a dash of this or a pinch of that. I don't measure ingredients unless it's a baked good of some sort.
Baked goods are a whole different category, trust me. Just as your auto mechanics did when charging you extra labor for their unnecessary repairs and screw ups, I found out the hard way through trial and error after making many mistakes. Where cooking is more about experimenting with ingredients and in tasting and smelling, cooking a dish never comes out the same every time you make it. You must be more accurate when baking however or you'll end up with some pretty awful cakes, cookies, and pies.
Let's get on with the task at hand. Hopefully you have stuffing left over. Without stuffing, this soup will not be as yummy. Just as you never considered cooking turkey soup while naked, you never thought about adding stuffing to your turkey soup, did you? Also, don't forget to add some leafy tops from celery stalks to your soup. Without the leafy tops from celery stalks, your soup with not taste as good and look as inviting.
Do you still have the turkey carcass? No? Don't tell me you threw it away? Unless you have an old shoe or a dirty rock laying around, sorry, then cook another turkey or no soup for you this year. Remember the Soup Nazi from Seinfeld?
"No soup for you!"
Use a big pot with a lid, a pot big enough to hold your turkey carcass, and let's make some magic happen. Fill the pot with enough water so that you have the amount of soup you want to eat and some to freeze, plus add extra water as you cook. Water evaporates while cooking soup, so you will not get enough soup if you forget to add some extra water, about 4-6 extra capfuls. Turn the stove on high enough for your soup to boil at first and then down to simmer once everything boils together for about ten minutes.
If you don't have a pot big enough, crush down your turkey carcass enough to fit in the pot. Don't worry about bones as you'll be straining the soup anyway. If your turkey has quite a bit of meat on it, then don't add any extra turkey meat. If you ate your turkey to the bone, then chop up some extra meat and add that near the very end of the soup making.
Chop up the celery leaves, ½ half onion, a couple of carrots, add a little celery, and let that boil for a few minutes. Take one to two cups of stuffing and add that into the pot and see what happens. The consistency of the soup changes immediately and starts to thicken up some. Soup always tastes better if it taste like more than just hot water.
You'd think that would be enough flavor, but it isn't really. Add a couple of bouillon cubes or a couple of cans of chicken broth and see if the color changes to the shade that you want your soup. Everyone feels differently about how their soup should look and taste, so you'll have to be your own chef here and select your perfect color and preferred taste.
Tasting your soup several times during the cooking process will help you to decide on how much broth or bouillon to add. Being that it's soup, you can practically add anything you'd like, whatever you personally enjoy eating in your soup. I know that mass murderer and cannilbilist, Jeffrey Dahmer enjoyed putting in his soup...never mind, that's just gross.
Sneak in a little Worchester sauce, usually a few drops will do. Okay, all you tasters, this would be another time to do your thing and add whatever other flavors you'd like in your soup. Only, do not add salt. Repeat, do not add salt.
With all the items in the pot already, adding salt would not be a good idea. Think of the salt that is in the food already along with the other ingredients that you've added to the pot. Trust me. Keep your hands off the salt shaker and step away from the pot. Soup always needs salt, right? Not this time, cooks. Besides, you can always add some to your soup bowl later.
Put the lid on the soup, but be sure to leave a little crack open so that some of the steam can escape or you'll have a mess to clean up from the soup boiling over onto your stove. Let the boil continue for a few minutes more and then turn the pot down to simmer! Don't forget to stir occasionally as the soup simmers away.
"Boil, boil, toil and trouble!"
After a couple of hours, probably less, I really don't know how long, get your noodles ready or rice if you prefer to add to the pot of excellence. Noodles are a staple in Pennsylvania Dutch country. God knows, there are dozens of different choices of noodles in the grocery stores here. I've never seen such a selection, so where ever you live, just pick a noodle that is pleasing to you and will look cute in the bowl. I really like the wiggly, wavy kind that are medium in length! Make sure you have a strainer handy as the games are about to begin.
Carefully take the pot off the stove, remove the carcass and place it in a separate container. Then strain the soup into another large pot. Put the strained soup back on the stove and bring it to a boil. Beware, you're entering into uncharted territory now. The noodle packages will not have this method of cooking listed in the instructions. I boil the noodles right in the soup, it's unconventional, but adds starch to the soup and makes it richer in taste.
After the noodles are soft, add back pieces of turkey and some of the veggies, as long as you don't mind picking though the strained mess. Be careful not to get any bones into the soup. If your carcass didn't have much meat left on it, now's the time to chop up some leftover turkey and add it to the soup. Now, ready to serve, give it a good stir, and enjoy!
SusanJillParker says that you now have the best turkey soup you ever tasted. Soup is all about love. A lot of love goes into making soup. If you were successful getting your mother, your sister, your mother-in-law, your aunt, your wife, your girlfriend, your mistress, and/or your significant other naked, you'll not only be making soup, you'll be making love too. Good luck.
Happy belated Thanksgiving to all of you!
The End
Please give me the support of your vote.
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Love at first sight, dressed all in blue with a gold badge on his chest, Susan meets the man of her dreams.
Thinking back while warming my hands with my hot coffee cup, needing to write this story for my sanity, I wrote this story as if it was all a bad dream instead of a perfect love affair. With it all happening ten, long years ago, sometimes it feels as if it all happened yesterday. Memories that are sometimes hard to forget, from time to time they haunt me by giving me bad dreams and nightmares.
The first time I saw Robert or Bobby, as he liked to be called, as if I was seeing a rainbow shining just for me or witnessing a personal miracle, it was love at first sight for me. Never have I felt as happy. Never have I been as excited. Never have I felt as alive, so positive, so energetic, and so hopeful that my life had finally turned the corner for the better.
In the way I looked at my life, after experiencing so much pain and suffering sorrow, seeing him was as if I was born again. Seeing him was as if he was my hero, my white knight in shining armor, and my salvation all rolled into one. Instantly forgetting about all of the bad things that happened in my past, I was in love. Indeed it was a miracle for me to trust another man never mind to fall in love with another man. Only with me putting so very much of my expectations on him, maybe I had doomed our romance before it even began.
Unfortunately, in the way of disappearing cigarette smoke, love is fleeting. Now that I think back, with my eyes wide open and no longer blinded by love, I don't think it was love at first sight for him. Now that I really know him or think that I know him, I'll never know the real him. Now knowing him for the cad that he is, I seriously doubt if it was love at first sight for him. With him just using me and possessing me, with him showing me off to his friends, he wore me as I was a piece of jewelry. It took me years to understand that a man like him can't love anything or anyone but himself.
A man like him doesn't know the meaning of love. A man like him is without feelings. A man like him doesn't feel remorse or guilt, only pleasure. If something didn't affect him directly, he had the shortened memory of a dog. With him never apologizing for what he did to me, no doubt feeling that I deserved his slaps, his punches, and his kicks, he's not sorry for the beatings he gave me. He never apologized for shoving me down the cellar stairs and leaving me there unconscious and for dead.
With him able to detach his emotions, as if removing his batteries, a man like him doesn't have attachments. I know now that an attachment, unnecessary baggage, was all that I was to him. I was something he could stand in a corner when done playing with me and when I was finished entertaining him with my hand, my mouth, and my pussy. With him having sex with whores all over the world, I was just another whore to him. The only difference between being his whore and being his wife, I had his ring on my finger and his last name taken as my last name.
For him to withstand the physical pain he's endured when fighting in a ring and, later, the torture he survived as a prisoner of war, a man like him doesn't feel physical pain, never mind the emotional pain of a love lost. A man like him doesn't feel anything for anyone but for himself. His personal palette is simple. Eyes front in real time, not giving any thoughts to the future, never mind the past, it's just what he feels right here and right now. Instead of a man, trained to perfection, he's closer to a machine, the perfect fighting and killing machine.
* * * * *
I remember watching a movie, Michael Mann's Heat with Robert De Niro as Neil McCauley and Al Pacino as Los Angeles Police Lieutenant Vincent Hanna. It's a great movie. If you haven't seen the movie, just as I highly recommend Scorsese's movie Casino with De Niro, Sharon Stone, and Joe Pesci, I highly recommend both of those movie. Anyway, there was something in the movie Heat that De Niro's character, Neil McCauley said over a cup of coffee in a diner when talking to Al Pacino, as Lt. Hanna, that stayed with me. The character that De Niro played reminded me of my ex-husband.
Not really registering with me before but when I heard what De Niro said again years later after my divorce, when watching the movie again, it was something my ex-husband could have said and may have said for all that I know. Finally, after years of wondering what I did wrong, it was then that I understood that I didn't do anything wrong. Except for me being in love and for the expectations that I put upon him, it was then that I realized that everything that was wrong with our marriage was his fault. It was then that I truly understood who he was. No reasoning with him, as if a Pit bull with a bone, he was a psychopath trying to act normal while playing the part of a policemen.
Even though he was there with me physically, he was never there with me emotionally. As if De Niro had stolen my ex-husband's line and my ex-husband's character, I could see my ex-husband playing that role and fleeing the country when he felt the heat. With him still having his CIA credentials and passports, able to disappear in thin air, he could travel anywhere at any time. Whether serving in the military in special ops, called to do a mission for the CIA, working for the Boston Police as an undercover operative, or doing something illegal for a mob boss, doing what he had to do, he was still a stone cold killer.
"A guy told me one time," said De Niro as McCauley. "Don't let yourself get attached to anything you are not willing to walk out on in 30 seconds flat if you feel the heat around the corner. Now, if you're on me and you gotta move when I move, how do you expect to keep a marriage?"
He was referring to Al Pacino's character, Lt. Hanna's third marriage going down the toilet. In the way that De Niro's character hit home with my ex-husband, he could have been referring to my ex and to our marriage. If I had known before what I know now, I never would have married him. Only at the time, vulnerable and ready for love, I thought he was the one.
With my internal clock ticking, I wanted to start a family. I wanted a baby. Foolishly, a typical dumb blonde, I thought he loved me as much as I loved him. Only, he didn't love me. Incapable of love, he couldn't love me. With him having something seriously wrong with him, he was more damaged than I could ever be. It was then that I understood my attraction to him. With him being just as fucked up as I was, we had that in common.
* * * * *
Wow, insightfully eye opening, it was then that I realized my ex-husband's philosophy of life. He confessed to me some of the really bad things, criminal things, and God awful things he's done as an Army Ranger in a war zone, a CIA operative on a mission, as undercover police officer, and as a hit man for the mob. Kill or be killed.
"Don't be a victim. Never get in a car. Never let anyone take you anywhere. Do you understand what I'm saying to you? You must make your stand right where you are. When confronted by someone out to hurt you, you must be just as crazed as they are," he said.
"Okay, I get it. Don't worry. I'm just going to the mall," I said.
Only, he was serious and I wasn't. He knew better and I didn't. He insisted on teaching me some things on how to defend myself. Better than the average helpless woman, I was no match for him. He was as quick with his hands as he was with his feet.
"Dead or alive, with a knife or a bullet traveling faster than you can think, it's in that one split second of doubt, that deadly pause, that has you testifying before Internal Affairs for a justified shooting or has your widow shopping for a casket. I'd rather error on my side than on their side. Being that they're all criminals and scum, if I don't take them out, someone else will," he said with anger.
He looked at me as if he was a professor done lecturing me.
"Calm down Bobby. Here, have a drink," I said pouring him a stiff one.
He was always angry in the way that I used to always be in a rage before I had therapy. He needed to talk to someone but someone like him would never see a shrink unless forced to see a shrink by his captain. Someone like him needed to remain angry to do his job. Yet, a good mixed with all that happened to him in the past enraging him and with his training in Judo relaxing him, he was more balanced the most men.
"What does it matter? In the end, I'm just doing my job," he said with a shrug and softening in his demeanor and lowering his voice to a quiet whisper. "I'm just doing what I was hired to do, to keep you and everyone else safe. If it wasn't for men like me, they're be chaos."
Just as Robert De Niro said in that movie, Heat, if my ex felt the heat around the corner, just like in that car theft movie, Gone in 60 Seconds, never looking back, he'd be gone in 30 seconds rather than to go to prison for life. Leaving me behind, he wouldn't give me a second thought. Heat, by the way, was his all-time favorite movie, along with Deadwood, both violent movies, death and destruction was the way he lived his life.
* * * * *
Seemingly at the time, in the way he looked at me, couldn't take his eyes off of me, I thought it was love at first sight for him too. Certainly in the way he held me and kissed me, having never been kissed like that before, I thought he loved me...to death. Our match made in Heaven, I thought we'd be together for the rest of our lives instead of just three years.
"Until death do us part," is what I said when I married him.
I took the traditional vows instead of writing my own. With me a writer, I wanted to write my own vows but thinking more of his feelings, I didn't want to pressure him to write something that he didn't mean and something he didn't feel. A man of little words, he'd rather punch someone in the face and/or kill them and be done with them than to have words or an argument with them.
I've seen him in a bar fight when he overheard a man commenting on my ass. His hands and feet are faster than most people can speak. As if he was Jason Bourne in Bourne Identity when he disabled those two Swiss policemen when they rousted him from a bench in the park, he wasn't a man to anger. With three quick tap, tap, tap blows, one to the face, one to the neck, and one to the stomach, the fight was over. With him just flicking out his hands and not even reaching back to hit the man with a haymaker, most of the patrons didn't even know there was a fight. If nothing else, my ex was my inspiration for writing my story, The Retired Marine and the Bag Lady. Scary bad, I've never seen anyone handle themselves in the way my ex could.
When with him, I felt safe. When with him, I felt protected. Only, my safety was limited to me staying with him. As soon as I told him that I was leaving and filing for divorce, I was no longer safe from him. For me to feel safe, in the way that he could be gone in 30 seconds, after he signed the divorce papers and I left him, I needed to disappear.
When things weren't navy blue with a gold badge on his chest, things were black and white. There were no grey areas with him. Either you were good or you were bad. With him having surviving a bad childhood too, boo-hoo, he didn't care about what happened to you in your childhood for you to act out and for you to be like the way you are. He was the judge, the jury, and the executioner all rolled into one.
Following his orders to the letter, a personal extension of the United States military, the best military in the world, he was the essence of the perfect soldier. Retired from active duty, he was now a modern day Rambo hidden in plain sight as a Boston policeman. Volunteering for the jobs that no one else wanted, he was the one they called to take care of things and to clean up their messes. After a while, able to see the transformation in his eyes, even those messes got to him. After a while, no longer the good man he was, as broken as I was when his past overcame his present, he was just going through the motions of going through life while pretending that he cared when he didn't and couldn't.
Unfortunately for him but fortunately for me, he didn't have years of therapy in the way that I had. After a while, not only did he not care for me but also he didn't even care about himself and his own safety. After a while with everything in his life meaningless and unimportant but for his job, he didn't care about anything. He was like Mel Gibson when he played Martin Riggs, a suicidal cop, in Lethal Weapon.
Just as he was desensitized to all things living, he was desensitized to death too. With him wearing his bulletproof vest and carrying his three guns, two knives, SAP gloves, expandable baton, brass knuckles, blackjack, and with a shotgun and an assault rifle in his trunk, a virtual arsenal of death, he felt invincible. Not wasting the time nor the energy, he didn't reflect on his past or think about his future. His world was only about today and what he had to do now.
"If you don't have order, you have chaos," he liked saying. "I much prefer having order to chaos. I don't like it when things are a mess," he said not realizing what a mess his life was.
Until death do we part? Well, now he's gone, gone for good, and I'm still here. I'm not dead. Even though he could have killed me, he didn't kill me. With me still alive and kicking, had I stayed with him, no doubt about it, I'd be dead. After all he had confessed to me about some of the things he's done, I was a loose end. I was his chaos. I was evidence to his mess. Gone in 30 seconds is how long it would have taken him to murder me, perhaps a little longer to dispose of my body.
* * * * *
Right from the first time he saw me, he seemed smitten with me. Before he even professed his love, I suspected he loved me. Even though he didn't have to tell me he did, he told me he did with his eyes, with his attentiveness, and with his kiss. He listened to me as if I was the only woman in the world. His kisses made me feel that he loved me, truly loved me.
In the way he looked at me, he made me feel that he adored me. A generous lover, when we made love to me, when his cock was buried deep inside of me, just in the way he made love to me, I was certain that he loved me. How could something that felt so right be so wrong? How could someone deceive me for so long? How could I love someone who didn't love me?
Yet in the way he was able to hide his true feelings, in hindsight, I never knew who he was. With him in his own world or law and order and right and wrong, I never knew what he was feeling and/or what he was thinking. He was an enigma. With the wool pulled tightly over my eyes and with him definitely a wolf in sheep's clothing, he had me fooled. I was so naïve. I was such a sucker.
Sadly and still painful for me to even write this, he had a vasectomy just before he married me. He didn't tell me he was having a vasectomy. His decision, apparently he didn't think it was my business to even discuss it. I wondered what he'd have to say about my own body if I wanted to have an abortion, which I'd never have, or if I wanted to keep the baby when he didn't. He having a vasectomy without consulting me wasn't right.
After the terrible childhood I had, he knew I wanted children. He knew that I wanted to right the wrongs of my childhood with my own children. Only, he took that right away from me by denying me a child. Just because he lost his faith in mankind and was tired of living didn't mean that I had too.
Even though he knew he couldn't father a child, we tried to have children for years. Night and day, week after week, and month after month, he pounded my pussy while telling me how much he wanted to give me a baby. He told me all of the names he wanted to name his son. He made me so happy with the thought that he wanted what I wanted. It wasn't until we signed the divorce papers and were sitting across from one another at the lawyer's office that he told me that he had a vasectomy. Spitting my hatred for him in his face, if I had his gun, I would have shot him dead.
To be continued...
Please give me the support of your vote.



        

  
    Until #$&%@ Do Us Part Literally Ch. 02
  
  Until #$&%@ Do Us Part Literally Ch. 02

        A Boston undercover cop threatens his wife for leaving him.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/until-and-do-us-part-literally-ch-02

Title: Until #$&%@ Do Us Part Literally Ch. 02

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Romance

Description: A Boston undercover cop threatens his wife for leaving him.

Tags: love at first sight, together forever, prince charming, happily there after, man of her dreams




Please give me the support of your vote.
*
A Boston undercover cop threatens his wife for leaving him.
With him dressed and masquerading as a Boston police officer, I thought he was one of the good guys. It took me a while to figure out that it was me who put my expectations on him. In the way he played me, a professional player, he was just playing another role. With him having played so many roles, I don't think even he knew who he was. Most times, even when he was there physically, he wasn't there emotionally. Most times with him lost in his thoughts, there was no one home.
With him just playing another role while assuming yet another identity, this time the identity was as my husband, my friend, and my lover. Not much of a husband or a friend, he was a good lover. Two out of three isn't bad but I wanted more. I wanted everything. I wanted love. In the words of the late, great Freddie Mercury, "I wanted it all."
Callous and calculating, he was a cold blooded killer. With him leading a double life, and for him not to be exposed for the lunatic he was, he had to keep his emotions in check. When he was an Army Ranger, the best of the best and better than all the rest, he saw some stuff in combat and did some stuff when on reconnaissance patrol. Had he not been seriously wounded and nearly brought home in a body bag, his dream was to stay in country.
His dream wasn't to be a war hero. His dream was to be a Delta Force soldier. Earning ten times what a top non-com soldier earns, in the way he loved his guns, assembling them and reassembling them, his dream was always to be combat ready as a mercenary soldier. He could shoot the eye out of a squirrel at a hundred yards with his service revolver and he never missed his target with his rifle or scoped, long gun.
Had he realized his Delta Force dream, he never would have met and married me. Had he stayed in the Middle East, he never would have become a Boston Cop. Had he stayed in the Middle East, with him speaking half a dozen languages fluently, he never would have come home. No doubt, eventually making a careless mistake or taking a tragic misstep, he'd be buried in some unmarked grave in the desert of Iraq, Pakistan, or Afghanistan. Sticking to their motto of leaving no one behind, maybe his buddies would have brought what was left of him home for his parents to bury.
Seemingly, with him having a long list of victims in his wake and in the way of a gunfighter in the Wild West of old, as if he was living life large in Deadwood, he enjoyed killing people. He didn't talk about killing someone and never bragged about taking a life, he just did it without remorse and without feeling. Had he not told me some of what he's done when he was drunk one night, I never would have known how much of a bad man he was. A real eye opener, I could only imagine the things he didn't tell me. Yet, in a moment of insight, when he confessed his crimes to me and with him telling me too much, the type of man who leaves no witnesses behind and no loose ends, it was then that I feared for my life.
Whether killing enemies of our government as an Army Ranger, playing a role as a CIA operative, doing dirty things undercover for the Boston Police, or doing a favor for the mob, it was an easy transition for him to change his hat and go from one character to another. With him always having money, I always wondered where he got his money but, after growing up with my four criminal brothers, I knew enough not to ask questions. Only, with him being a cop and with him being such a bad man, turning himself in, he should have started by arresting himself.
With him doing bad stuff now as a police officer when he was paid to arrest the bad guys, the crimes he committed could have sent him to jail for life. With him so black and white, I always wondered how he justified what he did and reconciled with all that he's done. Perhaps, if he had a conscience, he'd feel guilt and remorse but he didn't feel anything that didn't have directly do with him. Difficult for me to admit it at the time but he was a psychopath.
He was very hard to read. In addition to him being my husband, my ex-husband now, he was a very dangerous man. An ex mixed martial arts combatant, an MMA, fighter, a third degree black belt in Judo, an expert at getting information by torture, he knew a thousand ways to hurt someone and a hundred ways to kill someone. With him earning his gold shield as a Boston Police Detective and with him privy to everything illegal, especially the evidence holding cell, he knew how to get away with murder. Knowing how to frame someone else for the crimes he committed, with no one even suspecting him, he always had an alibi.
He was on the job. He was working. At the time of the crime, armed with a dozen witnesses, he was with his fellow, brother, police officers. The perfect alibi, he was in a police bar having a beer. He was with men and women who would swear to anything in a court of law for the protection of one of their own.
* * * * *
It was during the Red Sox parade that snaked its way from Fenway Park and through the Back Bay of Boston. The duck boats made their way downtown and ended up across from City Hall, at the Government Center Plaza. Within walking distance of Faneuil Hall, the duck boats continued to the Charles River to take their customary, cold water plunge by the Long Fellow Bridge that overlooked the esplanade, the Hatch Memorial Shell and the Arthur Fielder Bridge. The Red Sox had finally won the World Series in 2004, seemingly such a very long time ago.
With me finally riding high to only slide down so very low, I can't believe it's been ten years since my downslide of a life started after meeting him. As if my life hadn't been bad enough, meeting him was my forsaken curse. Done with men for a while, I had no intention of meeting a man. I had no intention of starting another go nowhere, one sided relationship. Not wanting to be just another fuck buddy, I had no intention of falling in love. Just as shit happens, falling in love just happened to me on that auspicious, fateful day.
Self-sufficient in my career as an accountant, I didn't need another self-indulgent, self-centered, and controlling man to support me. Able to take care of myself, I didn't need a man to take care of me, especially after all of the emotional and sexual abuse I suffered at the hands of men who supposedly loved me. I was happy living my life alone while occasionally dating. Yet, cursed to meet Robert and fated to marry him, I wish he had realized his dream in becoming a mercenary soldier.
In hindsight, knowing what I know now about him, I wish I had never met him. I wish I had never married him. If only I could go back in time and change that fateful day, I would have called in sick and stayed home. I should have watched the Red Sox parade on TV instead of being there in person.
I wish I hadn't worn shoes with heels that fateful day. I wish I had worn flats. I wish I had stayed inside my office on Newbury Street to watch the parade go by from my office window instead of going out to celebrate with the crowd of well-wishers. Only, this was my beloved Boston Red Sox, starring Kurt Schilling, Pedro Martinez, David Lowe, Tim Wakefield, David Ortiz, Jason Varitex, Nomar Garciaparra, Johnny Damon, Kevin Miller, and Manny Ramirez. Terry Francona, the coach of the Red Sox, defeated Tony La Russa, the coach of the St. Louis Cardinals to win the World Series.
"They won! I can't believe they won!"
Every bar and tavern was crowded shoulder to shoulder with people who wanted to celebrate their victory. Spilling out into the streets, a happy mob, it wasn't a violent mob. A very special day for Bostonians, New Englanders, Rem Dog members, the Red Sox Nation, and Boston Red Sox fans, this wasn't just any World Series, this was the 100th World Series of major league baseball. Unbeknownst to me that this would happen again in 2007 and again in 2013, with me thinking that this was a once in a lifetime occasion, I needed to be outside on Newbury Street to cheer my team with the rest of Boston. After eighty-six years in the making, I needed to wave and cheer my joyful happiness that was filled with pride for the Boston Red Sox.
"Hooray! Hooray!"
Now in hindsight, with me going from high to low, what have I done with my life in ten years? Actually, maybe not all what I wanted to do but I've done a lot with my life in ten years. The highlight of many couples is getting married, having children, and staying married, until death do they part. Yet, as quickly as I got married, realizing that I made a bad mistake, I got divorced.
With my life quickly becoming a soap opera melodrama and a television mini-series, when I filed for divorce, I moved out and took my own apartment. Only, it was at a time when the economy hit rock bottom in 2007. No longer having a safety net, it wasn't as easy to be on my own as it was before the economy soured. Back then, I could find another job, a better job, within a week or two.
After losing my job due to budget constraints and being unable to afford my rent, I stayed with a girlfriend while working as a waitress at an upscale restaurant. Then, when she got married, with me having nowhere else to go, I moved from my beloved Boston to Pennsylvania to live with my mother. I dreaded living with my mother after all that she's done to me but with me promising not to kill her in her sleep, we reconciled somewhat. With my four, much older brothers living out in Ohio and Michigan with their families, I had no other place to go. Besides, I wasn't even talking to them never mind wanting to live with him.
After being born and raised in Boston and living there all of my life, when I moved to Pennsylvania, I may as well as moved to a foreign country. With nothing familiar and recognizable, I didn't know where the Hell I was. Surrounded by funny looking men dressed in black with long beards and big brimmed hats, I didn't understand why so many women, who didn't wear makeup, dressed the same as all the other women. Wearing with long, plain dresses and strange little hats, they spoke a peculiar language that sounded a little like German. A place where the Amish and Mennonites converged, strangely enough, living in Pennsylvania and within a Mennonite community was the first time I not only felt save but also was happy.
My happiness was short-lived however. On September 11, 2011, ten years to the day of the bombing attack of the Twin Towers, with me living across from the picturesque Susquehanna River with my mother, we were flooded out of our basement apartment. With the river cresting 30' over flood stage level, there was water higher than the second floor. Because we weren't allowed to return to our apartment until the water receded and until the buildings were inspected and deemed safe, by the time we returned three weeks later, everything was ruined. Submerged in a soup of home heating oil, raw sewage, and mold, we lost everything. Nothing was salvageable. The Red Cross gave us food, clothes, and temporary shelter.
True to her nature, my mother a tall, busty, good looking woman who looks ten years younger than her age, immediately hooked up with a man and moved in with him within a couple of weeks. Instead of staying homeless and staying with me, she abandoned me for him. What else is new with her? That's just the way she was. With her always preferring the company of a man over her daughter, she likes men, especially a man who could take care of her.
From having a good job as an accountant in Boston to falling in love and getting married, I became unemployed and homeless. Wandering the streets of Harrisburg, I lived in a shelter and ate my meals at a mission until a kind, elderly, Mennonite woman offered me her spare bedroom. Three years later, having morphed to be more of her companion, chauffeur, and caretaker, I'm still living in the spare bedroom of a kind, elderly, albeit crazy Mennonite woman.
If only she knew that I wrote erotica, she'd throw me out of her house. None of what happened to me is what I wanted to happen. Sadly depressed but grateful for the roof over my head, this is not how I imagined my life to be. I'd rather eat nails than to go through another day of poverty.
"More nails?"
"No thanks. I've had quite enough, thank you very much."
Yet, surprisingly so, for the first time in my life, I'm happy. Other than writing my stories, albeit erotic stories, and making some wonderful online friends, I haven't done anything worthwhile in my last ten years of living. For someone wanting a career working from home, what sounds like a great life to someone on paper is a Shakespearean tragedy in reality for me.
With my good looks and hot body, I should have been sitting in a nice house in the suburbs and having lunch with my girlfriends while my husband is at work and my kids are in school. Only, in the case of my life, shit happens. Apparently, I was never meant to be a soccer mom. Seemingly, with my ex sabotaging that for me, I was never meant to have children. Unlike the shit of a mother that I had growing up, learning from all of her mistakes, I would have made a good mother.
* * * * *
Disguised as the beginning of a beautiful romance, Robert could have fooled me and he did fool me to tears and for years. More than fooling me, he confounded me. He sexually frustrated me. He angered me. He beat me. He abused me and he tortured me. Knowing where and how to hit me to not show a bruise, he could have killed me. Truly, just as I'm lucky to have survived my sexually abusive childhood, I'm lucky to have survived my physical abusive ex-husband. I'm lucky to be alive.
In hindsight, wishing I knew then what I knew now, I was such a sucker. Only, unable to see the physical and emotional abuse before, becoming desensitized to it, I see it now. Normally, I would have immediately spotted him as an abuser but confusing things, I fell in love with him and my love for him blinded me from seeing the real Robert. With me having been so emotionally, sexually, and physically abused all of my life, I thought I had a normal marriage but now that I'm away from him, I see that I was the victim of another raging man yet again.
Literally nearly throwing myself under the bus, my life took a turn for the worse when I stepped off the curb to return to work as the Boston Red Sox parade was still passing by me. Blindsided by love, I thought my life had taken a turn for the better. My heel, my modern day glass slipper, something I had in common with Cinderella, caught the sewer grate in front of the Brooks Brothers store on Newbury Street. I had just been looking at the diamonds at Cartier's while dreaming of getting married one day and living happily ever after. With me standing out in the street and my heel caught in the sewer grate, I suddenly had a real fear of being run over by a duck boat.
"Quack! Quack!" That's the sound the tourist all made with their duck calls in hand while making their way around Boston on their sightseeing, duck boat tour.
With throngs of people on both sides of the street trying to see the Red Sox players, several military, amphibious vehicles were filled with Red Sox players, personnel, and their families. I would have fallen, twisted my ankle, or maybe even broken my leg had my Prince Charming not been there to put a strong arm around my waist and lift me right out of my shoe. Actually, in the way that I felt about the Red Sox winning the World Series, being crushed by the Red Sox motorcade wouldn't be such a bad way to go.
"An unidentified woman was killed today, crushed to death, on Newbury Street in Boston when she fell beneath a duck boat filled with Red Sox players," I could just imagine Natalie Jacobson, the WCVB news commentator reporting the news of my demise. "The good news though is that no Red Sox players were injured in the accident. The good news is the Red Sox finally won the World Series after eighty-six years and the parade through Boston's Back Bay was in their honor. How about that?"
As if I was an ice skater or a dancer, lifting me off the ground with one hand, when I leaned against him off balance, I fell against his shoulder. I may have fell against a brick wall, he was so muscled hard. I looked up at him surprised to see that he was a uniformed Boston police officer. His white horse was an unmarked, white Ford, Crown Victoria. I wouldn't want to be a criminal being chased by him.
When I looked up in his hazel eyes, weak kneed and dizzy, I was gelatin. After having kissed so very many frogs, right there and right then, I knew he was the one. Love at first sight, I was in love. In the way he looked down at me, he may as well, brushed back my blonde hair, looked into my blue eyes, and kissed right then and right there because I was forever his until death do we part.
"I'd say you've fallen for me but I can't imagine a woman who looks like you falling for a man who looks like me," he said.
He was being modest. He was very handsome. He looked down at me and smiled. Did he already see my interest in him in my eyes? Normally, I play things cool when I like a guy. Normally, I always fall for the wrong guy. After my last relationship, I promised that I'd be more careful the next time.
"Sorry. I'm usually not this uncoordinated. It's these heels. I'm more comfortable with running shoes or bare feet than I am wearing high heels," I said. "I wear them for work. I work at the modeling agency," I said pointing to the building across the street that was lined with tall, beautiful woman who streamed out of the office to watch the parade.
"Are you a model?"
He looked at me with more interest.
"No, I'm the business manager," I said.
"You could be a model," he said. "You're tall and beautiful enough."
Even with my high heels, with me hitting 6', he was taller than me. Accustomed to my behemoth brothers, with all of my brothers well over 6' tall, I figured he was 6'3". I leaned all my weight against him to pretend we were a couple and he was hugging me. God, I was so pathetic and needy back then. After emotionally hurting for so very long, I just wanted someone to love me in the way that I needed to love someone.
As soon as he looked down at me with those green eyes, I already knew I'd be dreaming about him tonight. Instantly, I wondered his name, James, Michael, Charles, or Alexandro. I wondered if he was married, separated, or divorced. Surely, someone who looked like him couldn't possibly be single. Yet, why not? I was still single. I wondered if he had kids. I wondered how many kids he'd want to have when I asked him to marry me.
Thank you from saving me from certain death beneath the wheels of the Red Sox duck boat I wanted to say but I didn't. Unable to formulate any words, not able to utter a complete, cohesive sentence, I just stared up at him. I imagined looking up at him in the same way I'd be looking up at him when standing at the altar. I imagined looking at him now in the same way as I'd be looking at him when in bed naked with him later.
"It's okay. I have you," he said reaching down to free my heel from the sewer.
Oh my God, when he squatted down like that while running a slow hand down my leg, I was already wet. With his face eye level with my crotch, I imagined him lifting my short skirt and licking me through my blue, bikini panties. With his hand on my ankle, he steadied me while pulling out my heel. Normally not a fan of the men in blue, this Boston policeman came to my rescue. He was my hero. I needed to give him more than my sincere thanks for his help. I needed to give him hot sex.
"Thank you," I said trying not to stare in his eyes that mesmerized me.
We stood there for what seemed like minutes when it was only seconds. With the duck boats filled with Red Sox baseball players rolling by me, after waiting there in the wall-to-wall crowd for thirty minutes, I missed the best part of the parade. I never saw them go by. I never heard the cheering. As if we were standing on the corner of Newbury and Berkeley Street alone, I just saw him.



"I'm Bob," he said holding out his hand.
Bob? Someone who looks like him shouldn't be named Bob. Someone who looked like him should be named Brad, Zach, Hunter, Luke, Jake, Adam, Alex, or Ryan. Nonetheless his lack of having a hot name, he had a hot body. Nonetheless his lack of having a hot name, he had a handsome face.
I imagined party favors, wine glasses, towels, and wedding invitations with the names Bob and Sue engraved on them. Only, I hated the name Sue. Blaming Johnny Cash for that, I hated that song. All my brothers fault for teaching me how to throw and catch a football, how to hit a baseball, and how to shoot a basketball, the kids used to tease me because I was such a Tomboy and so athletic. Before I had tits, because I was so tall and skinny, the kids in the neighborhood used to call me a Boy Named Sue.
In my freshman, sophomore, and junior years of high school, I ran indoor track, outdoor track, and cross country track. I would have run track in my senior year but I dropped out of high school in my junior year, a much longer story than this story. Able to beat the boys at anything, running, hitting, shooting, and throwing, the only way they could get back at me was calling me A Boy Named Sue. In hindsight, I suspect the boys wanted to get me fighting mad so that they could roll around the ground while wrestling with me. Even later in life, still hating the name Sue, I always preferred Susan.
"Susan," I said shaking his white gloved hand. A big day for Boston with the Red Sox winning the World Series after not winning one in eighty-six, long, frustrating years, he was in his dress uniform. "Pleased to meet you, Bob. Thank you for coming to my rescue."
'Oh, yeah, definitely,' I thought, 'he can lift my leg any time he wants.'
With him becoming an undercover cop shortly after we were married, after that, the only time I ever saw him in uniform was at a policeman's funeral. With him working dangerous duty, as if he had turned on a switch that severed his emotions, he suddenly, dramatically, and drastically changed. Not the same man, he did some things that he wasn't proud of doing. He did plenty of things he didn't tell me about.
Then, one day, when he had been drinking, he told me some of what he's done. With me safe as long as I stayed married to him, when I threatened to leave him and file for divorce after he not only hit me but beat on me several times was when he threatened to kill me. Good while it lasted, the romance was officially over and before I was dead, it was time for me to leave.
* * * * *
With his arm still around my waist, I never wanted him to let go of me. Kiss me Bob, I imagined saying to him. Hold me, Bob, and never let me go. Touch me, Bob, I imagine giving him permission to feel me while kissing me. May I touch you? May I feel your cock Bob? All of this went through my mind in a nanosecond after he pulled my heel out of the sewer.
Only, too short-lived, our romance wasn't meant to be. He placed a higher importance on his job and on his career than he did on me. I was baggage. I was his attachment. I was a witness.
Holding him back from doing all that he wanted and needed to do, I was dead weight. I was in the way of him fleeing if he felt the heat. He placed a higher importance on making money for things that people paid him to do that they didn't have the balls to do themselves. I'm glad that part of my life is over. I'm glad I survived him to write my stories.
THE END
Please give me the support of your vote.
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Walter masturbates himself while watching his sexy neighbor cleaning her kitchen in her sexy nightgown.
Walter stayed up to watch TV after his wife, Linda, retired to bed. His private time that he's set aside to masturbate himself, he enjoyed this time of night with everything so quiet with no interruptions. With them always going to bed together at the same time every night, staying up late is something he's recently been doing lately, especially on the weekends when he didn't have to get up for work the next day. Too wound up from working all week, and with Linda incessantly talking and constantly complaining in his ear of wanting to go somewhere and do something, he looked forward to an hour or two of quiet time before going to bed.
Too tired to go out to eat, to take her to a movie, to go dancing, and/or even to have sex, once home from work, he just wanted to relax. Once home from work, he just wanted to have a beer, masturbate himself, and go to bed. Besides, his excuse for going to bed later, he couldn't fall asleep right away anyway, especially with Linda snoring and her hogging most of the bed. What's more frustrating about her snoring is her denying that she snores. If he had a tape recorder, he'd record her snoring. With him not having one of those special IPhones, his cheap cell phone only made and received calls.
With her taking up most of the bed, she only gave him about twelve inches of bed space. As if he was a prisoner in jail or a homeless man sleeping in a shelter on a narrow cot, with his arms and legs tucked in as if he was put to rest sideways in a coffin, he had to sleep on his right side while Linda slept on her back like a starfish. Sometimes wishing he never married and lived alone, he wished they had a king sized bed instead of a queen sized bed. He envied his friend Ralph who was a happy, confirmed bachelor.
Sometimes, especially after having had a couple of beers, he'd fall asleep in his reclining chair while watching television. Only the real reasons why he stayed up past his normal bedtime was because of the late, sexy show that Tiffany, his next door neighbor, an ex-stripper, sometimes gave him. If only he had known she was giving free, sexy shows of her hot, black body, he would have stayed up late months ago. On the flipside, if only she knew he was watching her, lusting over her, and masturbating over her shapely body, she'd be so angry and he'd be so embarrassed and ashamed. He'd feel like such a sleazy pervert if she knew he jerks off over her while watching her and while wanting to have sex with her. How could he disrespect her and disrespect his best friend by lusting over his sexy wife?
Only, not all of his fault, in the way that Bill was when he met Tiffany, Walter is just a horny, sexually frustrated, middle-aged man longing to recapture his youth by living vicariously in watching Bill living out his sexual fantasy with Tiffany. Now he knows why so many older, well-to-do men hookup with younger women. Now he knows why his friend divorced his wife to marry a woman nearly half his age. When Bill's wife Connie found out that he was fooling around with Tiffany, a black woman nearly young enough to be his daughter, she was so angry.
With Connie nearly twenty years older than Tiffany, there was no way she could compete with a younger woman, especially a younger woman who had the body of a stripper. With Bill having a penchant for strip clubs, Bill's taste in woman had changed from white meat to dark meat. He used to brag about this beautiful, Nubian princess he met at the strip club but Walter never realized that Bill was serious enough about her to leave his wife and kids to marry her.
Now Walter knows firsthand what Bill saw in Tiffany to divorce his wife, abandon his children, and marry Tiffany. Feeling the same sexually excited way that Bill must have felt the first time he saw Tiffany's naked body wrapped around a pole, she's the type of woman that every man wants but few men can have. In the way she parades around her kitchen in her sexy nightgown without the modesty of wearing a robe, no doubt she doesn't know that he's watching her. With all of his lights out, including the TV, she probably thinks he's in bed sleeping. Then again, with her being an ex-stripper and with so very man having watched her strip off her clothes, maybe she knows he's watching her. After having shown so very many men her naked body, no big deal to her, maybe she doesn't care who sees her in her sexy nightgown.
Then again, with her not closing her kitchen curtain, maybe the real reason why she doesn't wear a bathrobe over her sexy nightgown is because she knows or she's hoping that he's there watching her. Wouldn't that be something if she's a willing player in his game of exhibitionism and voyeurism? A sexy secret they both share, wouldn't it be exciting if they shared the same sexual peccadillo, her having the need to expose herself and him having the need to ogle her while masturbating himself.
Now he wondered, maybe he's not as invisible in the darkened shadows of his living room as he thinks he is. Maybe she's seen him light his cigarette in the dark. Maybe the head of his cigarette is a lit taillight that signals the braking stop to his sexual life with his wife. Perhaps the head of his cigarette is as clearly visible to her as the impressions her big, black nipples make in her nightgown are visible to him.
If only she knew how much he can see of her or imagine he sees of her, he wondered if she'd be embarrassed. If anything, with him supposedly their friend, feeling violated that he was spying on her, she'd probably be grossed out and offended. He wondered if she knew that he was watching her, if she'd stop parading around her kitchen in her sexy nightgown without a robe. At the very least, he wondered if she knew that he was watching her, if she'd pull the kitchen curtain closed to deny him his sexy view.
If she's a willing player in their game of exhibitionism and voyeurism, and in the way he masturbates over what he sees of her body, he wondered if she masturbates over the thoughts of him seeing her body. Maybe after she's stripped naked for so very many men, she enjoys giving him a free show of her nearly naked, bodacious body. Maybe she enjoys sexually teasing him and seductively flashing him in the way she sexually teased and seductively flashed so many of her customers. Maybe she's the slut he imagines she is for to be a stripper and for her to ruin a marriage by marrying his much older friend. Only, not putting the blame on her for breaking up Bill's marriage, if anything, he was jealous that his friend had a woman who looked like her.
Maybe in the way that he's a voyeur, unlike his sometimes prude of a wife Linda, Tiffany is an exhibitionist. No doubt about it, for her to be a stripper, she has to be an exhibitionist. For sure, in the way that Tiffany shows her body to men, Linda would never show her body to men. Maybe in the way that he's sexually frustrated with Linda after being married to her for nearly twenty years, Tiffany's sexually frustrated with Bill after being married to him for nearly seven years. Perhaps in the way that dreaded seven year itch reared its ugly head every year now in Walter's marriage, that seven year itch is proving difficult in Tiffany's marriage too.
Enjoying the titillating thought that some of what he thought may be true, deep down he knew that none of what he thought was true. She was obviously done with all of that and done stripping for men sticking dollar bills in her sexy G-string while copping a feel of her round, firm, black ass. Yet, why would someone who looks like her have the need to flash her nearly naked body to anyone but her husband? Why would someone who looks like her masturbate over someone who looks like him? Why would someone who looks like her give him a free show when she spent her stripping career charging men to ogle her fabulous body?
As if she was just as unattainable as she was when performing on stage, he was pathetic watching her while thinking that he had a chance with her. He was pathetic lusting over his best friend's wife, a woman he could never have. There's just no way that he'd ever have a chance of seeing Tiffany naked. There's just no way that he'd ever have a chance of having sex with Tiffany. Having to suffice himself with the crumbs of lusting over her from afar while masturbating himself, he was glad for the free show.
* * * * *
Alas, Linda wasn't always like this, so morally modest and sexually shy. In the way that he was no longer interested in having sex with her, even though she complains that they didn't have sex anymore, truth be told, she's no longer interested in having sex with him either. Perhaps as a remedy to improve their marriage sexually, he'd love for her to entertain the thought of having sex with other men.
A sexual fantasy come true, he'd love to convince her to try the swinging lifestyle. He'd love to watch her having sex with another man while he had sex with another woman. Only, what she may willingly do while tied to the bed and blindfolded, he knew her well enough to know that she'd never willingly do in an open marriage setting. There's just no way she'd become a swinger.
If he had to put a date to when she changed from being his sexy slut was when she started going to church every Sunday. Her turning away from Satan to believe in God ruined her for hot, passionate sex. Her praying on her knees was the end of her doing other sexy and dirty, nasty things while on her knees. He hated that God came between him having a Devil of a good sexual time with his wife.
Before they were married, when they were first dating, another lifetime ago, they used to have hot, sexy fun in his car, at the movies, on the beach, and in her bedroom whenever her parents weren't home. She be willing to do any sexy, sexual thing. She'd even allow him to flash her body to unsuspecting men. Now after being married to her for nearly twenty years, with the sexual lust he once had for her gone, the words of Peggy Lee rang through his head in such a sad refrain.
"Is that all there is? Is that all there is? If that's all there is my friends, then let's keep dancing. Let's break out the booze and have a ball, if that's all there is."
Then, the voice of Connie Francis singing "Who's Sorry Now," filled his head with sadness. Sorry that Linda had changed, he was sorry that he didn't stay single. He was sorry that he hadn't married someone else, his old love lost, and the one who got away. He was sorry that he wasn't married to someone like Tiffany.
* * * * *
Now, every time he sees Tiffany his heart races and his step quickens in the way it once did whenever he saw Linda. In the way that Linda used to be, Tiffany is so beautiful. In the way that Linda never was, Tiffany is so stacked. In the way that he wished Linda was, Tiffany is so sexy.
A nightly occurrence now, he'd sit there in the dark with his lube and with his tissue and masturbate himself while watching her clean her kitchen. Something as innocuous as cleaning her kitchen, he never thought he'd be masturbating over someone cleaning their kitchen. Surely, something he's never been sexually aroused to do, he's never masturbated while watching Linda clean the kitchen. Yet, anything that Tiffany did, in the suggestive way that she did it, even sweeping the kitchen floor was sexually arousing, especially when she was wearing her short, low cut nightgown.
"God, I just want to bite her nipples," he said for no one to him.
Only, she just wasn't anyone cleaning her kitchen. She was his beautiful, sexy, next door neighbor cleaning her kitchen. Perfectly fine with him that she does, seemingly, she prefers doing her housework in the evening when her husband isn't home. Only, he wished she enjoyed cleaning her house in the nude. How hot would that be? He'd love to watch her cleaning her kitchen naked...naked, naked, naked.
If she cleaned her kitchen naked, he'd buy a video camera and he'd be recording her cleaning naked so that he could watch her over and again while masturbating himself. Nonetheless, whether cleaning her kitchen in her sexy nightgown, cleaning her kitchen naked, or standing still while fully dressed, she didn't have to do anything for him to be sexually excited over her. She didn't have to do anything for him to want to masturbate himself with the sexy thoughts of imagining what she looks like naked and what it would feel like to have sex with her. No matter what she did or didn't do, it was just the beautiful and sexy way that she looked that drove him mad with sexual desire for her.
He only wished he had a chance to see her when she was onstage naked and making love to a pole. As if she was a celebrity instead of his next door neighbor, he'd have a better chance of bedding a celebrity than he would have in bedding her. Perhaps part of the reason why he sexually wanted her so very much was because she was unattainable. Perhaps part of the reason why he sexually wanted her so very much was because she was his best friend's wife.
Perhaps with him having broken bread and eaten at the same table as Bill and Tiffany, he felt that he could share their bed too. A stretch of the appropriateness of their friendship, he read that the Eskimos and American Indians offered their squaws to their overnight guests. Wouldn't it be wonderful if he could have sex with Tiffany while Bill had sex with Linda? Yet, why would Tiffany want to have sex with him, when she had Bill and why would Bill want to have sex with Linda when he had Tiffany?
* * * * *
Unable to get enough of looking at her, ogling her, and staring at her, he just liked watching her cleaning the kitchen in her nearly see through nightgown. When he didn't see her cleaning the kitchen in her sexy nightgown, as if he was addicted to a drug and on forced withdrawal, he was in a foul mood. Vice versa, whenever he watched her cleaning her kitchen while wearing her sexy nightgown, the image of her put him in a good mood until he needed another fix of Tiffany the next night. Whenever she appeared in the kitchen wearing her short, sheer, sexy nightgown, he couldn't help himself from pulling out his cock and stroking himself to an erection.
If only she knew he masturbated over her, he wondered what she'd say. He wondered what she'd do. He'd love for her to watch him masturbate himself. If only he was a fly on her bedroom wall, he'd love to watch her masturbate herself. He was tempted to turn on a living room light with the hopes that Tiffany would stop cleaning her kitchen to watch him stroke himself and cum. Only, not wanting to ruin the nightly show, she may be horrified that he was masturbating, possibly over her, while she cleaned her kitchen in her sexy nightgown.
Moreover, a fate equal to death, what if she told Bill that he was masturbating himself while watching her. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he'd love nothing better than for her to strip off her nightgown and clean the kitchen naked. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he'd love nothing better than for her to strip off her nightgown and masturbate with him. He'd like nothing better than to invite him over so that they could masturbate together. Only, he'd be humiliated if he offended his best friend's wife by allowing her to see him masturbating and watch him cumming.
While stroking himself faster, he imagining himself there in her kitchen with her. While stroking himself faster, he imagined kissing her and feeling her breasts and her ass through her nightgown in the way that Bill must kiss her while feeling her through her nightgown. While stroking himself faster, he imagined reaching beneath her nightgown to finger her wet, black pussy before reaching behind her to feel her shapely, black ass. While stroking himself faster, he imagined her enjoying being touched and felt by him as much as he enjoyed touching and feeling her.
While stroking himself harder, he imagined her feeling his growing erection through his pajama bottom while kissing him. While stroking himself harder, he imagined kissing her, French kissing her, while feeling her big tits and fingering her black nipples. Then, as soon as he imagined her falling to her knees to pull his pajama bottom down to suck him, he was ready to cum. As soon as he imagined her blowing him and as soon as he imagined cumming in her beautiful mouth, he ejaculated his lust for her in a tissue.
'May I suck your cock Walter?'
Playing them over and again in his head, he imagined her saying those six, magical words while looking up at him with her big, brown eyes while he felt and fondled her big tits and fingered, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. With his preferred sexual fantasy never changing, always it was the same, sexy scene when masturbating himself. He imagined her cleaning the kitchen with him coming up behind her to hug her while rubbing his cock against her ass. He imagined holding her while touching and feeling her everywhere he imagined Bill touched and felt her. Then, spinning her around to kiss her, French kiss her, he imagined lifting the back of her nightgown to feel and squeeze her naked, shapely ass while she felt his cock through his pajama.
'May I suck your cock Walter?"
* * * * *
If only he was married to Tiffany instead of to Linda, he'd be such a happy man instead of being such a miserable man. If only he was married to Tiffany, he'd want to go everywhere and do everything with her. If only he was married to Tiffany, he'd have sex with her night and day. If only he was married to Tiffany, he'd never look at or masturbate over another woman for the rest of his sad, sexually frustrating life.
Only, with her such forbidden fruit, she was his best friend's wife. Bill, a Boston cop, who worked the graveyard shift, not comfortable leaving her alone and wanting to keep her safe, asked him to keep an eye on her. How could he ruin the friendship and trust that his friend gave him by spying on his sexy wife. Actually, in his defense, Bill did tell him to keep an eye on her and it's not his fault that she's wearing her sexy nightgown when he's keeping two bulging eyes on her.
Nonetheless the friendship that his best friend gave him, he'd love to see Tiffany naked. Nonetheless the trust that his best friend placed in him, he'd love to have sex with Tiffany. If he couldn't have sex with Bill's wife, at the very least, he'd love to see Tiffany naked.
With him having never cheated on his wife, even though Linda has had sex with other men, three of his friends that he arranged for her to screw while tied to the bed and blindfolded, he's never had sex with any other woman but Linda. He's never wanted to see any other woman naked but for Tiffany. He's never wanted to have sex with any other woman but for Tiffany. For sure, an understatement, Bill wouldn't be happy if he knew that he sexually lusted and masturbated over his gorgeous wife.
Only, in the sexy way Bill's wife looked, unless they were gay men, how could he not know that every man, friend or foe, lusted over Tiffany? In the way that he enjoyed seeing her naked when she was stripping, how could he not know, especially once they knew she was a stripper that all men wanted to see his wife naked? In the way that he couldn't wait to have sex with her, how could he not know that all men wanted to have sex with his wife? The epitome of sex, she was the definition of the word. When looking sex up in the dictionary, 'Tiffany' was the only meaning.
With her being an ex-stripper that so many men lusted over as she stripped off her clothes, how could he not know that she was such a minx? If he owned a tavern in the 18th century, despite the fact that she was a black woman, a beautiful, black woman, he'd hire Tiffany as his personal wench. As part of her job duties, he'd take her to bed every night for hot sex. If he was married to Tiffany, he'd never have to masturbate ever again. Glad that he lived across from her and ruing the day when they bought a house and moved, he was content to watch her from afar.



If he had to pick someone she looked like today, with her having that same sexy, dangerous smile, he'd say that she looked a little like Tyra Banks. Yet more than just a beautiful face, she had the sexy, shapely body of Halley Berry when she played in Swordfish. With her exuding sex and with her having the same mouth, the same lips, and that same sexy look, she reminded him of a much taller version of Kerry Washington of Scandal. If he had to pick a sexy, black, shapely siren from the 70's, he'd say that she reminded him of Pam Grier when she played opposite Jim Brown in Gangstas.
Relegated to masturbating himself, he was glad he had Tiffany to lust over while masturbating instead of watching a one-dimensional porn video. Now while watching Tiffany clean her kitchen in her sexy nightgown, it never took him very long to cum. Now while watching Tiffany, he enjoyed imagining all kinds of sexual fantasies while stroking his cock. Then, taking the image of her to bed with him, he imagined her naked. He imagined her giving him hot sex.
To be continued...
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Walter masturbates himself while watching his shapely neighbor cleaning her kitchen in her sexy nightgown.
Bill worked long hours as a desk sergeant and wasn't always home to care for such a beautiful woman. As far as Walter was concerned, if Tiffany was his wife, he'd never leave her side but realistically, he'd have to leave her to go to work. Yet, all day in work, he'd be thinking of her. If she was his wife, rushing home to her, he couldn't wait to be with her again. She was that beautiful. She was that sexy.
Whenever Walter knew she was home alone, once he heard Linda retire to bed, he'd turn off the TV and sit in the darkened living room while sipping his beer and having one, last cigarette. As if he was a man on death row dreading to walk up to the gallows to the executioner, he felt the same way about walking upstairs to his bedroom to sleep with Linda. Knowing that she's awake and indecency exposed, he'd much rather walk next door and ask Tiffany if he could sleep with her. Their little, sexy secret, he'd much rather ask Tiffany if she'd masturbate him while he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples. Only with Bill her husband, violating his friendship and his trust, he'd never dare do that.
Patiently, he'd wait for Tiffany to turn on the kitchen light and make her nightly appearance before unzipping himself and removing his flaccid cock from his pants. Something he looked forward to doing every day or whenever she was up cleaning her kitchen late at night, he'd masturbate himself while watching her. While pretending they were husband and wife instead of next door neighbors, and he was there with her in her kitchen, he imagined talking to her while he fingered the head of his cock. Usually around the same time, 10 pm or shortly thereafter, while Linda was in the upstairs bathroom getting ready for bed or already in bed snoring, Tiffany was in her kitchen ready to entertain Walter by giving him a sexy show of her hot, beautiful, black body.
If only she'd clean her kitchen naked, he'd be such a happy man while masturbating himself. If only Bill would install a pole in the kitchen, he'd be even happier while watching her making love to her pole as he masturbated himself. He'd love nothing better than to watch Tiffany erotically and exotically dance around a pole while stripping off her clothes and while he masturbated himself. With him watching his own nightly, personal striptease show, how hot is that? Only with that part of her life over, once she married Bill, he knew that Tiffany would never be dancing naked around a pole ever again.
With him sometimes imagining more than he ever saw of her, he'd watch her flitting around the kitchen in her sexy nightgown while hoping to see all that he shouldn't see of his best friend's wife. Always he wondered if she was wearing panties beneath her nightgown while assuming that she wasn't. He loved watching her don her pink, rubber gloves to do the dishes. While stroking his cock faster, it was then that he imagined her giving him a hand job while she wore those pink, rubber gloves. Of course he'd love to feel her naked hand on his cock but, as if she was his private nurse, there was something so sexy and perversely perverted about her giving him a hand job while wearing those pink, rubber gloves.
"Stroke my cock Tiffany but first put on your pink, rubber gloves," he imagined saying to her.
He imagined her giving him her best sexy look while she covered her hands with pink rubber.
"After I give you a hand job while wearing my pink, rubber gloves Walter," he imagined her saying. "May I suck your cock too?"
With her being such a sexy woman, he envied how she could drive men mad by just making an appearance, even when fully dressed. Different with women than it is for men, unless they're a CFNM stripper and the women are drunk, men don't usually sexually excite women in the way that women almost always sexually excite men. As strange as it may sound, sometimes he wished he had been born a woman. With him a secret, closet cross dresser, he'd love to wear a sexy nightgown that would drive some man wild with desire for him. If he was married to Tiffany, with some of the sexy outfits that she has, he'd be wearing some of her clothes.
Yet with him having only cross dressed in private, he'd never go out in public dressed as a woman. Even though he'd like to go out in public dressed as a woman one day, just to see if he could pass as a woman, he was too afraid to even try. He's even thought about driving to another town where no one knows him, but he didn't have the courage to even do that. The furthest he's ever gotten venturing out in public dressed as a woman is driving around in his car while dressed as a woman. He could only imagined how mortified and humiliated he'd feel if someone from work recognized him dressed as a woman.
"Walter? Is that you? A little bit late for Halloween, is it?" He imagined a co-worker laughing at him after recognizing him. "What are you going to a masquerade ball? Say, you're not one of those closet cross dressers, are you? C'mon Walter. Be honest. You can tell me. Are you in drag?"
He could only imagine what his friend Bill would think of him if seeing him in drag. He could only imagine what his sexy siren of a next door neighbor, Tiffany, would think of him if ever catching him wearing a dress, a girdle, a pushup bra, a wig, high heels, and makeup. Only, with her being a stripper, he's sure that she's seen a lot worse than a man dressed as a woman. Who knows? Seeing him dressed in drag may even sexually arouse her. As soon as he thought it, he seriously doubted that Tiffany would be sexually aroused by seeing him dressed as a woman in the way that he'd be sexually aroused seeing Tiffany dressed as anything, even as a man.
Having never shared his cross dressing secret with his wife, he wondered if she suspects that he's a cross dresser. Figuring that she knows that he enjoys wearing women's clothes, she's never confronted him by publically exposing his cross dressing secret. In the way she never speaks about having sex with his friends, she never mentions his cross dressing either. A secret sexual code they have even though he suspects she knows he's a cross dresser, he suspects that she knows about him arranging his friends to have sex with her when tying her to the bed and blindfolding her. Seriously, with her not stupid or a drunk, just as how could she not know that he's a cross dresser, how could she not know that she's been having sex with three of his friends?
In the way that he watched her nearly every night while masturbating himself, he imagined some man watching him while masturbating when he was dressed in drag. Only, he wasn't gay. He'd never have sex with a man. He just enjoyed dressing as a woman.
He was just sensitive to the roles and to the games that men and women like to play. His need to cross dress dated back to when he was 18-years-old. Dressing in their clothes when they weren't home was something he tried when he lived with his mother and sister. Now thirty years later, he has his own clothes hidden away in boxes in the back of his closet. When Linda's not home, especially when she's away for a few days visiting her mother and/or her sister, if the mood strikes him, he'll spend the day dressed as a woman while masturbating himself.
It's then and only then, while dressed as a woman that he wishes he had been born a woman. Even though he's not the type to take female hormone supplements, to have breast implants, and/or to have a sex change operation, not even willing to shave his legs, he just enjoys how sexy he feels when wearing women's clothes. He wondered how many other men enjoy dressing as a woman. He wondered if there are private clubs that he could attend while dressed as a woman. He'd like to talk to other men who shared his need to cross dress.
* * * * *
With her not very coordinated and thinking that she'd know better by now or maybe it was because of the loose fitting, slippery, rubber gloves, when she used the gooseneck pull out faucet with the spray head, she'd always drop it in the sink. When she wasn't dropping the sprayer in the sink, she was accidentally pointed it at herself. The same sexy show every night, as if she was Buster Keaton, Stan Laurel, or one of the Three Stooges, as if the sink had a water gun pointed at her tits, the water would splash up on her. As if giving herself a wet tee shirt or in her case, a wet nightgown, the front of her nightgown was always soaked with water. If he was there with her now, he'd suck the water from her nightgown.
"There. How's that? I sucked the water from your nightgown," he imagined saying.
"That's not all you sucked Walter. Please remove my nightgown clad nipple from your mouth."
Perhaps so that he could see more of her breasts, he liked imagining that she wetted her nightgown deliberately. With her black skin peeking through the pastel colors of her nightgown, he always imagined that he was seeing more of her than he was seeing while hoping to see even more of her as he masturbated himself. With her standing in front of the kitchen window, he always imagined her stripping off her nightgown to replace it with a dry one. A job he'd love to do, instead he was relegated to watching her dabbing her wet nightgown with a dry dishtowel while he stroked his cock.
In the way she never looked his way, as if an actress never looking at the camera, maybe she doesn't have a clue that he's watching her. With her an ex-stripper and privy to the unrelenting sexual lust of men, obviously she knew or suspected that he was watching her. Perhaps as if she was wearing a wet tee shirt instead of a wet nightgown, she sexually teased him while flashing him her water soaked breasts.
He liked thinking that she knew he was there in the dark with his stiff prick in his hand and slowly stroking himself while watching her. As much as he'd love to see her naked, he'd love for her to see him naked too. As much as he'd love to touch and feel her naked body, he'd love for her to touch and feel his naked body too.
Maybe nothing more than a sexy game with her, perhaps she purposely soaked her tits as her way of sexually teasing him. He liked to think that she purposely wetted herself in the way he'd love to get her all wet by kissing her, touching her, feeling her, fingering her, and licking her before making love to her and before fucking her. Maybe she was as turned on that he watched her as much as he was turned on when watching her. Maybe with her being an ex-stripper, she liked being watched. Maybe in the way that he's a voyeur, she's an exhibitionist. Imagining touching her and feeling her while kissing her, he'd love nothing more than to dab her nightgown clad breasts with her dishtowel.
"Give me the dishtowel Tiffany, please," he imagined saying to her. "May I? Allow me do that for you." While feeling all that he could of her big breasts with his horny hands, he imagined dabbing her big tits with the dry dishtowel.
When he used his binoculars while she stood by the kitchen window washing those things not dishwasher safe, and after she wetted the front of her nightgown with water, he could see the whole, shapely outline of her breasts. Because her skin was so dark and her nightgowns were so light, he could see the big, dark impressions her nipples made through all of her nightgowns. Whenever he saw the impressions her black nipples made through the sheer material of her nightgown, involuntarily, his lips moved in the motion of a baby hungry for breast milk.
Having never been with a black woman, having never been with any woman other than his wife, with him finding her so erotically exotic, he'd give anything to finger her big nipples before sucking her big nipples. After seeing her breasts last year when she lost her bikini top at the waterpark, so full and so shapely, she has beautiful, natural breasts. She has breasts as big and as naturally beautiful as Tyra Banks' big, naturally breasts or Halle Berry's big, naturally breasts. He'd love nothing more than to see her big tits again while masturbating himself.
In the way that Susan Sarandon as Sally washed her naked breasts with lemons to remove the smell of fish after working in a fish market all day in the movie, Atlantic City, he wished Tiffany would walk around her kitchen topless and/or naked. In the way that Burt Lancaster, as Lou, Sally's next door neighbor, watched Sally washing her tits every night, he'd love to watch Tiffany washing her tits every night. Even better, he'd love to volunteer to wash her naked breasts with his naked hands instead of with her dabbing at her breasts through her wet nightgown with a dry dishtowel while she wore her pink, rubber gloves.
"Allow me to wash your tits Tiffany. Oh, my. Your breasts are so very dirty. How did your tits get so dirty? I'm going to have to lift them up to washed underneath them. I'm going to have to hold them in my hand while really scrubbing them to get them clean. It may be better if I just lick them clean while paying special attention to your nipples," he imagined saying to her while stroking himself faster with the thought of licking her tits.
* * * * *
A sexual fantasy of his, he'd love to see her standing at the kitchen sink while wearing nothing but her pink, rubber gloves. He wondered if Bill ever asked her to wear those pink, rubber gloves to bed. In the way he'd love her to give him a hand job while wearing her pink, rubber gloves, he wondered if Bill ever asked Tiffany to give him a hand job while wearing her pink rubber gloves. He could only imagined what it must feel like for Tiffany to wrap her rubber gloved hand around his hard cock while she stroked him to a bigger erection.
'Oh, my God, Tiffany,' he imagined saying to her while she masturbated him. 'I love how it feels when you masturbate me while wearing your pink, rubber gloves.'
Just once, if he was in bed with Tiffany, he'd ask her to wear her pink, rubber gloves to bed. Even though Linda has blue, rubber gloves for when she runs the hot water to scrub the pans, watching Linda wearing her blue, rubber gloves is not nearly the same as watching Tiffany wearing her pink, rubber gloves. Watching Linda wearing her blue, rubber gloves never makes him want her to masturbate him while she wears her blue, rubber gloves. Then, again, watching Linda clean the kitchen never inspires him to pull out his cock and stroke himself in the way it happens every time when Tiffany cleans her kitchen. He always has the urge to masturbate himself while watching Tiffany clean her kitchen while wearing her sexy nightgown and while wearing her pink, rubber gloves.
The last time he had such a sexual attraction to a woman wearing gloves was when he used to watch the reruns of The Donna Reed Show and the Leave to Beaver Shows with Barbara Billingsley playing June Cleaver as the Beaver's mother. A masturbation machine back then, thirty years ago, while masturbating himself, he imagined Donna Reed and Barbara Billingsley giving him a hand job while wearing their white gloves. Back then, women never left the house without their white gloves. Back then, he'd be willing to bet that a lot of women gave their men white glove hand jobs in the backseat of a car. He used to imagine June Cleaver giving Ward Cleaver a white glove hand job.
In the way that Angie Dickinson wore white gloves as Kate Miller in Dressed to Kill, he imagined Tiffany wearing white gloves while giving him a full bodied, naked massage. In the way that Bryan Brown as Fitch gave Mimi Rogers as Nina a full bodied, naked massage in the movie Full Body Massage, he imagined Tiffany giving him a full bodied, naked massage but one with a happy ending. He'd love nothing more than to have Tiffany allow him to strip her naked so that he could massage her beautiful, black body. Then, returning the favor, with her stripping him naked, he'd love for her to give him a full bodied, naked massage too.
Massaging him while masturbating him, he imagined her handling his cock in her soft, black hand. He imagined her fondling the head of his prick while staring at his emerging erection. He imagined her slowly stroking him to a harder erection. Then, briefly stopping her masturbation of him to coat her big, full lips with bright, red lipstick, he imagined her putting on her pink, rubber glove to finish masturbating him.
Stroking him faster and stroking him harder while wearing her pink, rubber gloves and bright, red lipstick, once he was hard enough, he imagined her taking him in her mouth. Coating his cock with her lipstick all over his dipstick, he imagined humping her mouth and fucking her face. Then, sucking him to an even stiffer erection, once he was hard enough, he imagined her mounting him, making love to him, and fucking him.
* * * * *
When she swept the floor, in the way that the kitchen light illuminated her sheer nightgown as if it was a stage spotlight, he could see the outline of her beautiful, black, naked body through her nightgown. When not facing him and she leaned at the waist to pick up the dirt with her dustpan, he enjoyed the up nightgown view of the tops of her shapely thighs and the bottom of her sexy ass cheeks. He always stroked himself faster whenever she was showing him more of her sexy body.
"Just a little higher. Just a little bit more," he said wishing his hand was her hand masturbating him while wishing he was laying on her kitchen floor behind her so that he could stare under her nightgown at her black ass and pussy.
Then, while stroking himself faster and harder and while wishing her nightgown was shorter and she was leaning further forward, he enjoyed the view she gave him of her sexy body. When facing him and when leaning at the waist to pick up the dirt with her dustpan, while watching her breasts dance in her nightgown top, he enjoyed the down nightgown view of the tops of her meaty breasts and her cleavage that she unknowingly gave him. When she squatted down to pick up things she missed, unable to tell if she was wearing panties or not, he imagined seeing her black pussy. With him never quite seeing enough of her and always wanting to see more of her, his voyeurism of her made him crazy to constantly and continually masturbate over her.
"I really want you Tiffany. I wish I could make out with you. I wish I could make love to you. I really want to fuck you," he imagined saying to her.
He imagined her giving him a sexy smile that she only gave to her best customers.
"May I suck your cock Walter?" He always imagined her asking him the same question.
Then, when she opened the refrigerator door with the kitchen light off, he could clearly see her beautiful body through her nightgown as if she was naked. He only wished their bedroom was on this side of the house. With her shades not fully drawn, he'd love to watch her undressing at night and dressing in the morning. As if he was a hunter setup in a blind positioned in a tree, he'd love to watch her remove her bra in the way that John Belushi did when standing on a ladder as John Blutarski in Animal House while watching Martha Smith as Babs Jansen remove her bra.
"Oh, my God," he said to himself while stroking his cock. "I'd love to see her tits."
Wanting to return the favor, he so wanted to parade around his living room naked with all of the lights on while deliberately giving her a show of his naked body in the way he imagined she's been giving him a deliberate show of her nearly naked body. He so wanted to flash her his cock in the way she was flashing him her nearly naked ass, tits, and pussy through her sexy nightgowns. Only with him deliberately flashing her his cock, what if she was inadvertently flashing him her body through her nightgown?



With his exhibitionism deliberate, what if her exhibitionism was accidental? Afraid she'd tell Bill that he's been flashing her his cock, he didn't want to ruin their friendship. Just as he feared that Bill may put a gun to his head and pull the trigger, he didn't want to ruin his nightly voyeurism of her.
To be continued...
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Seductively teasing him by flashing him, Tiffany, the young, hot, sexy wife of Walter's best friend, Bill, whether accidentally and/or deliberately, shows him bits and pieces of her hot body that he's never seen before.
Just home from work, wanting to go out for a beer with Bill, Walter rang his best friend's doorbell. Normally not the kind of guy who goes out for a beer after work, but after having such a horrible week at work, he needed a drink. After the week he had, he wasn't ready to go home to face his wife, Linda, berating him. With every Friday night the same thing, he couldn't handle any more stress than he was already feeling. Always pressuring him, she wants to go somewhere and do something when he just wants to flop in his chair, have a few beers, and flip channels.
Besides, going to Bill's house, especially after watching her clean her kitchen in her sexy nightgown last night and all of the other nights while he masturbated himself, gave him the chance to ogle Bill's young, hot wife, Tiffany up close. Only, something that was nearly impossible for him to do, he needed to ogle her without her knowing that he was ogling her. A difficult thing to do with a woman who looks like her, no doubt, she's accustomed to being ogled and undressed with men's eyes. Instead of staring at her with his mouth gaping open, he needed to remember to make eye contact with her big, brown, beautiful eyes and not stare at her tits in the way he usually does.
Preoccupied with Bill's sexy wife, he's been thinking a lot about Tiffany lately. Accustomed to middle-aged women who look much the same as his wife does, Tiffany was a cool breeze on a warm, stuffy day. Where Linda was older, set in her ways, and boring, Tiffany was young, vibrant, and fun. Injecting him with a renewed dose of youth that made him feel young again, he enjoyed being around her. He wished he could be with her every day.
Conversely, wishing he could run away from home and away from Linda, as soon as he opened his back door and saw his wife standing in the kitchen just waiting for him to come home so that she could complain, he felt old. He felt tired. He felt beaten down. He felt trapped. He felt miserably unhappy.
With him so envying Bill's seemingly carefree life and Bill's beautiful wife, he wished he had the life that Bill had with Tiffany. Only Bill was a Boston cop and, too tough of a job to do, he wouldn't do that job if they paid him double what Bill was earning. Despite his chosen career, with her always so happy to see him, hugging him and kissing him, he couldn't even imagine what it must feel like to come home to someone who not only looks like her but also acts like her.
'He's such a lucky bastard,' thought Walter every time he envied Bill with Tiffany.
* * * * *
Always going to the back door instead of the front door when calling on Bill, he rang the backdoor doorbell. As soon as he rang the doorbell, Tiffany's shapely form appeared in the distance. As if watching her in a dream, he saw her through the backdoor glass window. Seeing her as if watching a sexual fantasy unfolding, he couldn't believe his eyes. Wishing she was closer, as if her bathrobe was his horny hands, he watched her robe slide down over her shoulders and across her breasts before she tied it.
'What the Hell was that? Oh my God,' he said to himself. 'Are you kidding me? I don't believe what just happened. I don't believe she was just naked. I can't believe I just missed seeing her without her clothes. How could I have missed that?'
For a split second, as she walked to him putting on her bathrobe, she was naked. Naked, for a brief moment in time, he just saw Tiffany naked. With it happening so fast, not believing his eyes, he wondered if he had imagined it. He couldn't believe she was just naked. With it all happening so fast and with him not expecting to see her without her clothes, not paying attention to what he was seeing, he wished he could hit the replay button. Wishing he was watching a recorded video of her naked body, he wished he could slow down the action and pause it at the exact spot where she was naked and putting on her robe.
'Oh my God, I can't believe I saw Tiffany naked,' he thought to himself. 'I only wish I had been more ready for her surprise, nude appearance.'
Catching him by surprise, he stood there shocked that he had just seen Tiffany naked. Yet not really seeing her naked, daydreaming of going out with Bill for a drink, seeing her without her clothes didn't immediately register. Now that she was wearing her bathrobe, she walked the long hall from the living room to the kitchen as if she was a supermodel walking a catwalk while he ogled her beautiful body. As tall as he was, she was tall about 5'9" and the perfect fit for Bill's 6'3" height. Imagining she was walking like this every night to him, he imagined her removing her bathrobe before coming to bed naked and while wearing her pink, rubber gloves.
'Wow! Holy shit! Oh, my God,' thought Walter as Tiffany walked closer to the door. 'I know what I'll be fantasizing about tonight while stroking my cock. I'll be replaying Tiffany walking down the hall while putting on her robe. I'll be thinking and masturbating over Tiffany's naked body.'
With her standing behind her glass storm door as if she was a diamond encrusted jewel in a Tiffany store display case or a prostitute standing in a window of the New Orleans, red light district, his heart ached and his cock throbbed by the mere sexy sight of her. Having never seen a woman as sexy and as beautiful, he's never seen any woman wear a bathrobe in the way she was wearing her bathrobe now. As if her robe had been custom made for her beautiful body, and with her walking to him in sections, tits, pussy, ass, tits, pussy, and ass, every one of her curves made him want her that much more. As if her body was the Stelvio Pass, a curving, treacherous highway through the Eastern Alps in Italy where dangerous curves abound, in the way there'd be an echo in the Alps, he wondered if he blew up her robe if they're be an echo in her pussy.
'Hello? Hello? Hello? I'd love to see you naked, naked, naked. I want to fuck you, fuck you, fuck you,' he foolishly imagined saying.
Accustomed to seeing her fully dressed in a button blouse and short skirt or in jeans and a sweatshirt, he never expected to see her nearly naked in a short, body clinging, blue, satin robe. With him wishing he was sitting across from her, he'd love for her to try and sit in this robe without flashing him her panty or pussy. With this robe much shorter than her sexy nightgown, he wished she wore this bathrobe when she cleaned the kitchen. Maybe with her wearing this robe now, she'll be wearing this robe tonight.
When she bent at the waist to pick up the dirt with her dustpan, most definitely, she'd be flashing him her ass and her pussy. Then, when she leaned at the waist to pick up what she missed, one of or both of her errant breasts would no doubt spill out of her low cut robe. A sexy sight to behold, he still couldn't believe he missed seeing her naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe Tiffany was just naked and he missed most of the free, sexy show.
Always sexually and inappropriately thinking of her before, with him seeing so very much of her long, shapely legs and her curvaceous body, he couldn't help himself from sexually and inappropriately thinking of her now. Having always wanted her before, since the first time Bill introduce her to him and told him that he was marrying her, he wanted her so very much now that he could nearly taste her. He wondered what she tasted like.
He wondered if licking her tasted any different than licking his wife. He wondered if black pussy tasted any different from white pussy. In the way that a shining ray of gold emanated when John Travolta as Vincent Vega in Pulp Fiction opened Marsellus Wallace's briefcase, played by Ving Rhames, he imagined a shining ray of gold emanating from Tiffany's pussy whenever she spread her legs.
Wishing and wanting to throw caution to the wind and toss all of his sensibilities out the window, with her walking towards him down her hall naked, he just wanted to rip that bathrobe off of her body and have his wicked sexual way with her. Other than celebrity women, Sofia Vergara, Scarlet Johansson, Jessica Simpson, and now Tyra Banks and Halle Berry, he never felt this way about any other woman before. Only Bill would kill him if he so much as touched her.
She was his wife and he was her husband. What's wrong with him to be sexually lusting over another man's woman? What's wrong with him for wanting to have sex with his best friend's wife? What's wrong with him for even thinking about sexually cheating on Linda?
Thinking that it takes two, if she didn't want to be ogled, then why would she clean her kitchen while wearing her sexy nightgown with a bathrobe and with the kitchen curtains open? Why would she walk toward him naked while putting on her bathrobe? If she didn't enjoy the sexual attention he paid her, why would she appear at her backdoor wearing such a sexy bathrobe, as sexy as one of her sexiest nightgowns? If she didn't want to be ogled, why would she work as a stripper before quitting her job to marry Bill?
With her flashing her naked body to him while putting on her bathrobe as she walked the long hall from the front of the house to the back of the house, he wondered if her flash was accidental and unintentional. Perhaps, had she not worked as a stripper, he may not even have pondered the thought that her flash was deliberate. Now entertaining the thought with the possibility that she purposely flashed him, it sexually excited him that he may be living next door to an exhibitionist. Actually, how could she not be an exhibitionist? She's an ex-stripper.
Nonetheless with him her friend and with her the wife of his best friend, giving her the benefit of the doubt, he didn't think that she deliberately flashed him. Nonetheless with the thought that she deliberately flashed him sexually arousing him, he wondered if she wanted to show him as much of her naked body as he wanted to see of her naked body. Now, between her cleaning her kitchen in her sexy nightgown and walking to him naked while putting on her bathrobe, he wondered if she was an exhibitionist in the way that he was a voyeur. Moreover, with her standing before him in that skimpy little bathrobe, something that Linda would never wear in private never mind in public, she must have an entire wardrobe of sexy clothes. As much as he'd love to see Tiffany naked, he'd love to peruse her wardrobe of clothes while trying on some of them.
* * * * *
He wished he was married to Tiffany instead of being married to Linda. He wondered if she had a sister, an older sister being that she was so very young, barely 30-years-old. He wondered what her mother looked like and if her mother would be interested in having a sexual affair with him, a middle-aged, 48-year-old, white, disgruntled man. If her mother looked anything like Tiffany, an older version with much the same big breasted body, he'd do her mother. He imagined Tiffany introducing him to her mother.
"Mom? This is Walter, Bill's friend, the married man that I told you about. He's crazy about me and being that I'm already married to Bill and you're divorced from Dad, I was wondering if you'd be interested in having a sexual affair with Walter."
Just as pretty and as busty as her daughter, he imagined Tiffany's mother asking him the same question that he always imagined Tiffany asking him.
"May I suck your cock Walter?"
He imagined her mother giving him the same sexy smile that he imagined Tiffany giving him while wearing a similar sexy bathrobe as her daughter with nothing underneath. Then, as if watching a sexual fantasy unfold, he watched her put on a pair of pink, rubber gloves.
"Yes, you may," he'd respond while unzipping himself and pulling out his prick ready to be sucked by Tiffany and/or her mother.
As preposterous as it all sounded, he'd still entertain a sexual liaison with her mother, especially if her mother looked anything like her and especially if she had big tits like her daughter's big tits. Having imagined her naked so very many times while masturbating over the imagined thoughts of having sex with her nude body, he ached to know what she looked like naked. He still couldn't believe he missed her walking naked to him. Never thinking that she'd walk down the hall naked while putting on her robe, she caught him by surprise.
Continuing in his sexual fantasy while giving him masturbation fodder for tonight, he imagined her mother spending the night at Tiffany's house. He imagined her mother helping her clean her kitchen while Bill worked the graveyard shift. He imagined her mother wearing a sexy nightgown without having the modesty of wearing a robe. He imagined her mother wearing pink, rubber gloves too. He imagined her mother sexually teasing him and seductively flashing him by wetting the front of her nightgown with the water spray faucet in the way that Tiffany sexually teased him and seductively flashed him. He imagined having sex not only with Tiffany but also with her sexy, MILF of a mother too.
* * * * *
If it wasn't for her big, brute of a husband, Bill, he'd make a pass at her. If it wasn't for big, bad Bill, definitely, at the very least, he'd put the moves on her. With her standing there looking so sexy, so beautiful, and so vulnerable, he wondered if she'd be receptive to his sexual advances. Only with her married to someone like Bill, why would she be interested in someone like him, an average Joe? Why would she risk ruining her marriage by cheating on Bill with a barely average man, an angry man, who's past his prime?
Yet, if ever she made the first move, he'd make all the rest of the moves. If only she made a pass at him, he'd take the ball from her and run down the rest of the field with it for a touchdown. If only she'd make a pass at him, definitely, he'd score with her. If only she was the one to make a pass at him, with him having no remorse and no guilt for bedding his best friend's wife, he'd be in the clear.
With her making a pass at him, according to Jerry Springer's rule, no way would he be at fault for having sex with his best friend's wife. With him being the horny man that he is, his excuse would be that he was weak and vulnerable and that Tiffany bewitched and beguiled him into having sex with her. Yeah, that's his story. Unable to control himself, quoting the late, great comedian, Flip Wilson, the Devil made him to it.
Yet, sadly and unfortunately, with his waist the biggest part of him from drinking too much beer and not exercising, if only he was ten years younger, maybe he could have a woman like Tiffany instead of a woman like Linda. If only he had all of his hair, more of his teeth, and a cock that was stiffer, maybe he could have a woman like Tiffany instead of a woman like Linda. If only he made what Bill earns working overtime, being paid for extra detail work, and for going to court to testify against those he arrested, maybe he'd have a woman like Tiffany too.
Only with him feeling so tired and unenergetic after work, it took all the strength he had left to masturbate while watching Tiffany clean her kitchen in her sexy nightgown and while imagining her naked and having sex with her. Now having even more masturbation fodder, even though it happened so fast and is now already just a blur, he'll be thinking of Tiffany naked while she put on her bathrobe over her naked body. While hoping she's an older version of Tiffany, he'll be thinking of having sex with Tiffany's mother. He'll be imagining have a threesome with Tiffany and her mother.
* * * * *
Tiffany, the hottest wife of all of his friends, answered the backdoor while dressed in only her short, little bathrobe. If he was to guess, if only judging her by the impressions her erect nipples made in the sheer material of her robe, he'd guess she wasn't wearing anything beneath her robe. An involuntary reaction, the sight of the impressions of her big nipples made his lips move as if he was a goldfish looking for food. As if a runaway freight train streaking through his mind, the thought that she was naked beneath her little robe echoed through his mind in the way of a train going through a tunnel.
'Naked...naked...naked... She's naked. Tiffany is naked.'
With that sexually erotic thought in mind, he imagined her naked. He imagined her on her back with her legs spread. He imagined bending her over the kitchen table, the dining room table, and the pool table in the cellar while having sex with her doggie style. He imagined her on her knees while looking up at him with his hard, hairy cock buried in her beautiful mouth.
His head hurt and his cock ached when thinking of Tiffany naked. Wishing he had seen her putting her robe over her naked body, he tried recalling exactly what he saw. In the way her blue, satin robe hugged her beautiful body, he'd guess that she wasn't even wearing panties beneath her robe. In the way her sheer, sexy robe conformed to her shapely curves, he'd guess that she was definitely naked beneath her robe.
'Naked, naked, naked, but for this scant piece of thin, sheer material, she's naked.'
With the thought in mind that she had just flashed him her naked body when putting on her bathrobe and that he missed seeing, he was so tempted to lift her bathrobe for a quick peek of her naked pussy and/or naked ass. Naked, naked, naked, he'd give anything to see Tiffany naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't even count the number of times he's imagined Tiffany naked while masturbating over the thoughts of seeing her naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't even count the number of times he's masturbated while imagining having sex with Tiffany's naked body. He's lost count of how many times he'd masturbated while watching her clean her kitchen in her sexy nightgown.
Now, here she was practically naked but for this skimpy, little robe and all that he can think of is her naked. Yet, even though she was nearly naked, with her married to Bill, unless a hurricane force, gale wind suddenly blew open her bathrobe, he'll never see her naked body. Praying to God, even willing to beseech the Devil for his evil help, he wished a big gust of wind would blow up and open her robe enough for him to see what he's been longing and lusting so long to see. With the wind giving him conclusive evidence, he'd love to know if he was right and she was naked beneath her robe.
Wishing he was as lucky with the lottery or at the crap tables in Foxwoods, as soon as he prayed for a wind and as soon as he beseeched the Devil for his evil help, it happened. As if he was a swami charming a cobra, as if he was a magician who possessed the magic of having kinetic energy in his hands, a big wind blew up and the lifted her little robe. As if his prayers had been answered, as if he had just witnessed a miracle and his soul had just been sold to the Devil for a glimpse of Tiffany's naked body beneath her sexy robe, the wind picked up from out of nowhere. He couldn't believe his eyes while watching the skimpy material of her robe dancing in the wind in the way of a flag fluttering on a pole.
"Oh, my God," she said too slow to wrestle with her robe and to protect her humility from the wind and from his horny, bulging eyes. "Where did that wind come from?"
With her robe waving at him as if teasing him and taunting him, just a little higher and he'll see what he's been hoping to see. With her fruitlessly trying to prevent her robe from blowing wide open, she struggled to preserve her modesty from his horny eyes. It was a losing effort and a lost cause for her but a huge victory for him. With her facing him and with her arms folded across her breast, catching her by surprise, in one, big, sudden gush, as if the Devil was blowing his breath, in one big whoosh, the wind whipped the bottom of her robe nearly up to her waist.



He saw her pussy. Giving proof that she was indeed naked beneath her robe, he saw what Bill's been seeing. He saw her black, trimmed pussy. With him wanting to finger her, lick her, and make love to her before fucking her, he saw her black, trimmed pussy. He saw her pussy. He couldn't believe he saw Tiffany's pussy.
While he watched her cleaning her kitchen tonight while wearing her little nightgown, he'll be masturbating over the recollection of seeing her pussy. With him having a lifetime of masturbation material after seeing Tiffany's pussy, unless asking them to arrange for him to have sex with her, never will he ask God or the Devil for anything else for the rest of his life. Then, as if an encore and an added, unexpected bonus, when she leaned forward at the waist to capture the hem of her errant robe with her hand, seemingly God and/or the Devil took pity on him to show him even more of what he wanted and was hoping to see of her.
As if nature's hands grabbed open the top of her robe and pulled it down and spread it open, the wind parted the neckline of her robe enough for him to see more of her magnificent breasts. With her big tits nearly spilling out of her robe, in that one quick flash of her big, beautiful breasts, he saw her dark brown areolas and her black nipples. He hasn't seen as much of her tits since she lost her bikini top at the waterpark last summer. Now having seen her pussy and her tits, he just needed to see her shapely ass to complete the cycle.
Then, as if he had total control of her, when she turned from him to hide her exposed breasts from him, the wind blew up the back of her bathrobe to expose her naked ass to him. As if giving the invitation to fuck her, her bathrobe was a backdoor that he'd love to see remain open. Only, as soon as the back of her bathrobe blew up, she fluffed down with her hand. Show over, he saw all that he needed to see to masturbate himself tonight.
To be continued...
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With Bill not home and gone for a couple of days, Tiffany invites Walter inside for a drink.
Having seen her nearly naked now, he recalled the time he saw her topless before. A sight to behold, he was so glad that he was standing there at the end of the waterslide ride with his video camera at the ready. Never expecting it to happen, he couldn't believe when it did. She lost her bikini top and right there, if only for a few seconds, her breasts were exposed. He saw her tits. Even more than that, he recorded her losing her top on video.
He recorded her from the time she stood at the top of the slide and waved to the time she slid down to the bottom without her bikini bra. With Bill out of sight and out of mind, Walter was so glad that her husband was already standing in line and around the corner to go down the slide again. When Tiffany saw him standing there with the video camera, with her being the sexy minx she is, she smiled while clutching her bikini bra to her breasts. Then, as if she was back in the VIP room of the strip club, she did something totally unexpected. Giving him a sexy, albeit naughty smile, she moved her hands away from her naked breasts to flash him her tits before putting on her bikini bra.
'Wow! Now that's a set of knockers,' he said to himself.
Accustomed to seeing Linda's shapeless, flabby, B cup breasts, Tiffany had real tits, womanly breasts, and the kind of boobs that would make any man want her. With her being his number one woman to ogle, the entire flash, from the time she lost her top, to the time she deliberately flashed him her tits, and to the time she donned her bikini bra only took twenty seconds. Yet with him being such a voyeur and her apparently being such an exhibitionist that was the best twenty seconds of his life until now. Moreover, able to play her flashing her tits over and again, he had recorded her coming down the slide topless and flashing him her big boobs when she was standing at the bottom of the slide.
With the wind his perfect instrument and his natural accomplice of exhibitionism and voyeurism in lifting her robe to flash him her pussy, he couldn't believe it when a second gust of wind opened the top of her robe to flash him her tits. Then, thinking the show was over when she turned from him, the wind lifted the back of her robe to show him her naked ass. He'll be masturbating over all that he's seen of Tiffany for the rest of his life.
She had a beautiful ass. So round and so shapely, he'd love to touch her ass, feel her ass, fondle her ass, lick her ass, and even fuck her ass. By far, this windblown flash was even better than the waterpark flash. This windblown flash was much better than watching her clean her kitchen in her sexy nightgown. He only wished he had it all on video.
'Wow!'
First he saw her briefly, barely, and perhaps deliberately flashing him while putting on her bathrobe over her naked body as she walked towards him. Then with the cooperation of the unruly, errant wind, he saw her pussy, her tits, and her naked ass when the wind flashed him her naked body again. Never expecting to see anything of her when just inviting Bill out for a beer, he was stunned at seeing so very much of his friend's nearly naked wife. Now with him having seen so much of her, the naked image of her made him want her that much more. He couldn't wait to masturbate tonight while watching her clean her kitchen and recalling all that he's just seen of her.
Only now that he saw an appetizer of her naked body, he wanted to see more. He wanted to do more. He wanted to hold her. He wanted to touch her. He wanted to touch and feel her in all the places that Bill touched and felt her.
As if her robe was the burning bush, as long as she wasn't burned in the fire, he wished her robe would suddenly spontaneously combust into flames. Ready to act fast, he imagined ripping her robe from her naked body to save her from being burned. Her hero, he imagined her pressing her naked body against him while showering him with kisses, long, wet, French kisses. Being so grateful to him for saving her beautiful body, he imagined her giving him permission to touch and feel her where only her husband is allowed to touch and feel her. Then, as his special reward for saving her from certain death, he imagined her falling to her knees while staring up at him and rewarding him with a blowjob, the best blowjob he's ever had in his life.
'May I suck your cock Walter?'
He imagined her giving him the sexy look that she gives Bill.
'Yes you may suck my cock Tiffany,' he imagined responding to her imagined question.
Now that he's seen so much of her, more than he's ever seen and more than he's imagined he would ever see, as if she was standing there naked, he could more clearly imagine that she was. Later tonight, while recalling her walking down her hall and putting her bathrobe over her naked body, he'll pull out his prick. Later tonight, after replaying the role of the errant wind in his mind, he'll sexually fantasize about her naked pussy, her naked breasts, and her naked ass before going to bed. Later tonight, after dreaming about removing her robe while kissing her and feeling her, he'll dream about her naked. Later tonight, with his wife in bed sleeping and with him watching Tiffany clean her kitchen in her sexy nightgown while wearing her pink, rubber gloves, he'll masturbate himself while thinking of having sex with Tiffany's naked body.
He'd love to take her in his arms and kiss her while touching and feeling her everywhere. He'd love to make love to her before fucking her. He'd love to promise her the world, if only she'd leave Bill for him. Only Bill would kill him if he ever dared kiss, touch, and feel his wife in such a disrespectful way, and there's no way she'd have a sexual affair with him when she's married to someone like Bill.
* * * * *
"Hi, Tiff, how are you?"
Unable to help himself from controlling his leering stare, after seeing her pussy, her tits, and her naked ass with the help of the gusty wind, he looked at her as if she was standing there naked.
'I need you. I want you. I must have you,' he imagined her saying in answer to his question. 'I'm so very lonely without you,' he imagined her telling him. 'I'm sexually unsatisfied without you sharing my bed,' he imagined her confessing. 'I'm nothing but a sexually frustrated woman without your love,' he imagined her saying what he longed to hear. 'I love you,' he imagined her finally telling him.
Instead, she said what he figured she'd say.
"I'm good," said Tiffany giving him a big, warm smile. "And you?"
He wished she'd hug him so that he could feel her nearly naked body through the thin, satin material of her robe. He wished the wind would blow up again and lift her robe over her head as if the wind was a Japanese sexual assaulter lifting a woman's dress over her head in the street or on the crowded subway. Alas, if only his imagination was his reality, he'd be such a happy man.
Seemingly, he was granted part of his wish when the tie on her robe suddenly loosened by the action of her merely struggling to open the sticking backdoor. Showing him more of her cleavage, perhaps trusting him not to ogle her, she didn't bother tightening her robe. Maybe she figured with him already seeing her tits last summer and her pussy, her tits, and her ass just a few moments ago, why bother fixing her robe now? Moreover, with her being an ex-stripper, she was used to walking around nearly naked and naked in front of men. Only with him being human and her so mesmerizing to look at, he couldn't help himself from staring at all that she was showing and at all that he was seeing.
"I'm good," said Walter. Instead he wanted to tell her how much he wanted her and had to have her.
With Tiffany standing two steps lower on the back stoop and with him raised on the crest of the incline in their driveway, with his eyes level with the top of her black, pretty head, she was giving him a great down bathrobe view of her spectacular breasts. Walter stared at Tiffany's cleavage while wishing his wife Linda had breasts like her breasts. Nearly forgetting why he was there, nearly forgetting he was married, and even what his wife's name was, he blurted out his question finally.
"Is Bill home?"
He felt uncomfortable lusting over his best friend's wife and silently berated himself for being such a despicable pig. He had to make a real effort to stare in her big brown eyes that were the color of caramel. Instead of staring at her long line of expose cleavage and the impressions her nipples made in her robe, mesmerized by her cat like eyes, he stared in her eyes. After the wind had acted as his sexual exhibitionistic partner in helping to expose more of her breasts, she was showing him a lot of cleavage, more cleavage than he's ever seen of her since she lost her bikini top at the waterpark.
He loved her sexy cleavage. He loved her shapely breasts. He wondered if her mother looked anything like her. He wondered if her mother had big tits, too. Hoping big, shapely tits ran in her family, she had amazing breasts.
He'd give his right arm to be the one who gave her a mammogram. Alas, they only hired women for that job. He wondered if he volunteered to do that job for free, if the hospital would hire him. Only, with his luck, the hospital probably already has a long list of perverted men offering to do that job without pay.
"So, what do you do for a living?"
"I give women mammogram tests," said a man to his friend.
"No shit. You lucky bastard," said his friend. "How'd you get that job? I've been trying to get that job for years. The last time I applied, security escorted me out the door. Tell me, if you don't mind my asking, how much does that job pay?"
"Nothing. I do it for nothing. I volunteered to squish women's between two pieces of glass," he said pausing to smile. "The benefits are twofold and when monograming a big breasted, the benefits are huge."
* * * * *
With her visible cleavage putting him in a dreamlike state, he imagined her donning her pink, rubber gloves to masturbate him. He could only imagine what it would feel like to fuck her big tits with his hard cock while she leaned her mouth down to suck him. Bill is such a lucky man to have such a hot wife, the hottest wife in the whole neighborhood, perhaps in the entire city.
Tiffany gave Walter a sexy smile that made him wish he was in bed with her and kissing her while touching her, feeling her, and fondling her everywhere a friend should never feel the wife of another friend. Ready to break the seventh commandment, Thou shall not commit adultery, he was ready to break the tenth commandment too, Thou shall not covet thy neighbor's wife. Moreover, if it's what he had to do to run away with Tiffany, ready to kill Bill, he'd break the sixth commandment too, Thou shall not kill. Obviously, after having seen so very much of her naked body, he was out of control with sexual lust for her.
"Sorry Walter. Bill's not home. He's gone for a couple of days visiting his sick mother," she said.
Walter felt bad for his friend and for his ailing mother but he felt good for himself that he was there alone with Tiffany, if even for only a few more seconds. Maybe the wind would pick up again to show him more of her beautiful body. Only, with the naked images of Tiffany holding his thoughts hostage, he couldn't think of what else to say to keep her there long enough for the wind to pick up again. After seeing her nearly naked body, his sexual lust for her had kidnapped his brain and he couldn't think of what else to say to keep her there.
"Oh," he said.
So beautiful to look at, he wished he could prolong their conversation so that he could stare at her longer. Only, tongue tied after seeing her pussy, her tits, and her naked ass, he couldn't think of anything else to say. Disappointed and wishing that he could spend some quality time with Bill and Tiffany, especially with Tiffany wearing that short, sheer robe, he was about to leave when she invited him inside. Instead of him having to make a play for her, she took the ball and ran with it and, as far as he was concerned, she scored a touchdown with her invitation for him to come inside.
"I was just about to have a drink," she said. "Would you like to join me? I hate drinking alone."
Huh? What? Seriously? Did she just say what he thought she said? She was about to have a drink? She's inviting him inside to join her? She hates drinking alone? Tempted to invite her to go for a drink with him, he'd much rather be alone with her in her house than in some crowded bar with him vying for her attention from other interested, horny men.
Suddenly, with his imagination working overtime, he imagined her drunk. He imagined her naked. He imagined her drunk and naked. He wished he knew what Bill Cosby's trick was to get his women naked and ready for sex. Only, he'd not a rapist. Not the type of man who'd drug a woman into having sex with him, just one step away from necrophilia, he'd rather have sex with a woman who was conscious instead of unconscious. He'd much rather have a willing partner and a woman who wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
Now that Bill was away for a couple of days, he pondered the thought while wondering the possibilities. Is inviting him to have a drink with her the secret, extramarital code that she wants him to give her sex? Nah, she's his friend's wife. Someone who looks like her would never sexually proposition someone who looks like him. Someone with her great body would never want someone with his bad body.
"Sure," he said grabbing at the chance to be alone with Bill's hot, young, sexy wife, especially with her in that skimpy, little bathrobe.
Knowing full well that it wouldn't be, he only wished it was windy in her house. Maybe they had a fan. Maybe he could claim that he's hot and accidentally point the fan at the bottom of her bathrobe.
'Oops, sorry Tiffany. I didn't mean to blow your robe up in your face,' he imagined saying. 'How do I turn off the fan? No, that only turns the fan higher. Wow! You look as if you're a supermodel aboard a sailing ship on a windy day. Is that a mole on your ass? It's in the shape of a penis,' he imagined saying to her.
Nonetheless the lack of wind inside of her house, he imagined her sitting across from him while giving him down bathrobe views of her breasts and up bathrobe views of her pussy. After her having enough drinks to become tipsy, with her sitting across from him with her legs spread and her breasts exposed, he imagined kissing her while feeling her nearly naked body. He imagined her laying on the living room carpet with her robe flayed wide open and her inviting him to give her hot sex. Only, knowing better, the most he'd get from Bill's hot, young, sexy wife is a cold beer and a slap across the face should he say anything inappropriate or a knee in the balls should he make a pass at her. With her an ex-stripper, she's had to defend herself in all kinds of sexual encounters and against all types of sexual deviates.
* * * * *
He entered the house and she closed the door behind him. It felt weird to be in Bill's house without him. With his empty beer bottle collection, his sword collection, his die cast car collection, and the photos of him and his Harley hog on nearly every wall, his presence was stamped and imbedded all over that house. As if he was there, he could feel him. Bill's son and daughter didn't live with him. They lived with their mother in another state. It was just Tiffany and Bill and now just Tiffany and Walter.
Walter wished Tiffany was his wife. Suddenly he envied Bill. Tiffany was Bill's second wife. Correcting all of the mistakes he made when marrying his first wife, his second wife is the woman that guys would choose if they could have a second chance of having a second wife and a better life. Black, busty, and beautiful with big, brown eyes, she was everything Walter's wife wasn't. In the way his wife, Linda, wreaked of Ben Gay mixed with Jean Nate, Tiffany wreaked of sexual pheromones mixed with the sweat scent of peach, strawberry body lotion.
Being alone with Tiffany now was like being alone with a pretty woman from the cosmetic counter of a large department store while wishing he was buying perfume for her instead of for his wife. Being alone with her now was like being with the beautiful woman from the car show and being told that he can leave with her and with any car he wants on the showroom floor for free. Only my God, better than any cosmetician at the department store and better than any model at the auto show, he'd willingly give up a free automobile to spend quality time with Bill's wife. He was so happy to be alone with her and the fact that he saw her black, trimmed pussy, her big tits, and her naked ass was an added, priceless bonus. He'll be masturbating over all that he saw of her for the rest of his sad, little life.
While imagining she was crazy about him, being alone with Tiffany now was like being with a porn star who not only knew but also was okay with the fact that he got off watching her having sex with other men. Being alone with Tiffany now was as if being taken to the private VIP room with a stripper who didn't just like him for just his money but also for his smile. Being alone with Tiffany now was something that he wished he could experience every day for the rest of his pitiful life. Being alone with Tiffany now was something that he'll remember for the rest of his life and a memory he'll forever recall over and again while masturbating.
"What would you like?"
What would he like? A loaded question, he already had a two page, pre-written, sexual list formulated in his mind with all the things that he'd like from Tiffany, starting with a blowjob. Oh, yeah, he'd love to look down to see her looking up at him with those big, baby brown eyes with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth. He'd love nothing more than to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples while she sucked his prick. Filled with all of the voyeuristic and exhibitionistic things he'd like to do with her, he'd like to run away with her.
He'd love to stand on a stepstool while peering at her beautiful breasts down her open bathrobe. He'd love to lay on the floor with her straddling over him while he stared at her naked pussy up her open bathrobe. With him never tiring of the sexy show, as if he was caught in the Twilight Zone, he'd love to watch her undress and dress over and again. He loved to see her parading around him in her panty and bra. He loved to see her topless. He'd love to see her naked. He'd just love to see her, talk to her, and be with her every day.
He'd love to watch her sleeping. He'd love to watch her taking a shower. He'd love to watch her masturbate her naked body in front of him and without modesty. With her sucking him and fucking him, he'd love to watch her having sex with Bill. He loved to see all of the naked photos and videos she must have hidden away on her computer. What would he like? He'd love to kiss her, lick her, and fuck her. Instead of asking her for what he really wanted, he'd settled for a beer.
"I'll have a beer if you have one," he said knowing that Bill always had beer in the fridge.
She opened the fridge and handed him a beer. Then, as if using it for courage, she poured herself a shot of vodka, drank that, poured a second one, drank that, and poured herself a third one. She gulped down that one too. Surprised by her drinking shots, he never saw her drinking a shot of anything before. When she wasn't drinking wine, she always drank mixed drinks, drinks with fancy fruit and little umbrellas in special glasses.




With him alone with her in Bill's house, if she was his wife, he imagined discussing all of their plans and dreams. He imagined going for long walks while holding hands. He imagined watching TV with her. He imagined taking her to the movies and going out to eat after. He imagined taking her dancing and making out in the car before driving her home. He imagined kissing her, really kissing her, French kissing her while touching and feeling her everywhere. He imagined having sex with her before sleeping with her.
If she was his wife, he imagined licking her pussy and giving her an orgasm with his mouth and with his finger. He imagined her sucking his cock to make him hard enough to penetrate her, as if that would ever be an issue for him with her. He imagined making slow, sweet love to her while kissing and kissing her. Then, after they made love, he imagined fucking her, really fucking her and really pounding her pussy hard into the mattress.
If she was his wife, he imagined cumming inside of her and then cumming again in her mouth when she sucked his cock. He imagined her giving him the best blowjob he's ever had in his life. He imagined being with her every day, 24/7 and never letting her go, except to go to work. Certainly, in the way he was doing now, looking for Bill after work to go for a drink, never going out with anyone but her, if she was his wife, he'd run home to her after work. Never leaving her side, he could only imagine what it must be like to be married to someone like her.
"Sit," she said ushering him from the kitchen to the living room.
She pushed a stiff arm against his chest and he flopped in Bill's easy chair, a big, overstuffed, brown, leather recliner. His first time sitting in Bill's chair, no one sat in Bill's chair but for Bill. Then, she did something he always imagined her doing in his sexual fantasies of her but never expected her to do when he was wide awake.
As if he was dreaming, she slowly untied her bathrobe ties. First he saw her cleavage. Then he saw her flat tummy. Then, he saw her nipples, her areolas, and the entire shape of her beautiful, natural breasts. Finally, he saw her black, trimmed pussy. Lastly, he saw her shapely thighs as her robe slid from her beautiful shoulders to fall to her feet in the way he had already fallen head over heels for her. As if he was imagining this magical moment, Tiffany removed her robe. Tiffany was naked.
To be continued...
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She loves him. Tiffany really loves him and he loves her too.
When Tiffany removed her bathrobe he couldn't believe his eyes. As if he was backstage with her in her dressing room or watching her from the audience while she was on stage as a stripper about to mount the pole, she was naked. Tiffany was naked. In that moment, he forgot about Bill, about Linda, and even his name. The only name he knew was Tiffany and Tiffany was naked.
'Fuck me. This is unbelievable,' he said to himself. 'I don't believe this is happening to me. First the wind serendipitously exposes her pussy, her tits, and her ass to me and now she willingly and deliberately exposes her naked body to me by removing her robe. Stuff like this never happens to someone like me. Something like this only happens to me in my dreams and sexual fantasies,' he said to himself while pinching himself to see if he was awake.
Tiffany, his beautiful, black, shapely, friend, the hot, young, sexy wife of his best friend, just removed her bathrobe. Stunned and staring at every naked part of her, he couldn't believe she removed her robe. He couldn't believe she was naked. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe she was standing before him without her clothes. As if he was watching her remove her robe in slow motion, his life at that instant slowed to a crawl.
Nearly as equal to him as her standing there naked, she looked at him as if he was someone important in her life instead of just her horny, next door neighbor. She looked at him as if she wanted him as much as he wanted her. She looked at him in the sexually aroused way that he was looking at her. She looked at him in the way he imagined she looks at her husband, whatever is his name, when about to have sex with him.
Replaying it over in his mind as if he was a film editor watching movie footage one slow moving frame at a time, he watched her reach for her bathrobe tie. As if she was opening an expensive Christmas package, as if she was untying the ribbon of a gift and inside the package was her naked body, he watched her untie her robe. As if she was a stripper on stage doing a slow striptease, he watched her slowly open her robe to reveal her naked body to him. This is a sexual fantasy that he'd have of her when sleeping but he never had one when fully awake.
First he saw her cleavage. Then he saw her flat tummy. Then, he saw her areolas, her nipples, and the entire shape of her beautiful, natural breasts. Finally, he saw her black, trimmed pussy. Lastly, he saw her shapely thighs as her robe slid from her beautiful shoulders to fall to her feet in the way he had already fallen head over heels for her. He couldn't wait to see her naked ass. He wondered if he asked her, if she'd turn around and bend at the waist and touch her toes in front of him. He wondered if he asked her, if she'd give him hot sex. He wondered if from this point on, if she'd clean her kitchen naked. Thinking about asking her to wear the pink, rubber gloves, he'll ask her about wearing them another time.
Seemingly in love with her the first time he saw her, it was right then and right there that he knew he was definitely in love with her. He was in love with Bill's wife. He was in love with Tiffany. No longer caring about Linda, Tiffany is the only woman he wanted in his life.
More than her being naked, she was the woman who he wanted. He loved her for who she is. She's smart, witty, and funny. Even more than that, she's playful, especially when it comes to sex. All the things he doesn't have with Linda but always wished he did, Tiffany is his dream woman, his fantasy woman, and the love of his life all rolled into one woman.
Of course her standing there naked would make him think he was in love with her but he knew he loved her. As if she was making a fashion statement and as if she was wearing an expensive ball gown, how many women look good without their clothes? No woman that he knew looked good naked. Tiffany didn't only look good naked, she looked spectacular without her clothes.
A dream come true and a sexual fantasy realized, something he'll be masturbating over for the rest of his miserable life, Bill's wife was naked. Naked, naked, naked, Tiffany was naked. In all the times he imagined her naked, he imagined her all wrong.
Way better in person than in his sexual fantasies of her, with her tone stomach flatter, her long thighs shapelier, and her breasts bigger, he wished Linda had a body like her body. If Linda remotely looked like Tiffany did naked, he'd be home with her now giving her hot sex instead of sitting next door sexually lusting over Tiffany's naked body. He'd be taking her dancing before having sex. If Linda remotely looked like Tiffany looked naked, never leaving her side and/or her bed, he'd never lust over another woman.
* * * * *
Then, as if he was dreaming, she walked to him naked. Then, as if he was dreaming, she sat on his lap, wrapped her arm around his neck, pressed her breasts against his chest, and gave him a long, wet, passionate kiss. If it wasn't enough that Tiffany was naked, now she was kissing him, French kissing him.
Thinking that the kiss was over when she broke off the kiss, she cradled his face in her soft hands and kissed him again. This time, she kissed him as if she loved him. She kissed him in the way he imagined kissing her. Tiffany kissed him. She really kissed him. Giving him a deep, wet kiss, she French kissed him. Stunned that she kissed him, she kissed him as if he was Bill.
She kissed him in the way that he always wanted to be kissed. She kissed him in the way that he always imagined being kissed when watching a romantic scene in a movie. She kissed him in the way that he wished Linda would kiss him. She kissed him in the way he always wanted to kiss her. Oh, my God, what a kiss, such an incredible, magical kiss. Never has anyone kissed him like that before.
Now, finally, he knows what it's like to be kissed, really kissed. Now after being kissed in that way, he could die happy, only not yet. Before he dies he needs to know what it feels like to have his cock in her hand. Before he dies, he needs to experience her sucking him and really blowing him. Before he dies he wants to know what it's like to be inside of her. Before he dies, he needs to cum in her pussy before cumming in her mouth.
He couldn't believe his friend's hot wife was kissing him, French kissing him. He couldn't believe his friend's hot wife was sitting on his lap naked. He couldn't believe he was sitting in his friend's chair with his friend's naked wife sitting on his lap while she kissed him, French kissed him.
Shocking the shit out of him, with him totally stunned, he was a mere pawn in her game of sexual seduction. Then, as if she could read his mind, she moved his hand to her big breast. Her big nipple impaled the palm of his hand and he couldn't wait to finger it, turn it, and twist it to her sexual delight. With her still kissing him as if he was a soldier going away to war or a sailor having just arrived home from sea, he felt and fondled her big tits in his horny hand while fingering her erect nipples.
My God, totally different than from Linda's flabby tits, Tiffany's breasts were so big and so firm. Sitting up proud, her breasts were so round and shapely. She was as beautiful as Vanessa Williams or Naomi Campbell. She had all natural breasts like Pam Grier's big tits when she was in her prime. She had breasts as full as Beyoncé's, Tyra Banks', and Halle Berry's big tits. Definitely a C cup, she may even be a D cup. Accustomed to feeling Linda's soft and saggy, B cup breasts, Tiffany had real tits, breasts that every man fantasizes about when masturbating themselves. It was so hot to finally feel real tits and even hotter to feel Tiffany's big breasts.
* * * * *
Then, as if what she did by stripping herself naked, sitting on his lap, and kissing him wasn't enough to stun him, what she said next was more powerful than all that she did put together.
"I've been so horny lately Walter," she said breaking their kiss to speak while looking in his eyes. "I've been lusting over you since the first time I met you. I'm so very horny for you," she said kissing again and again.
'What? Tiffany's been lusting over me since the first day she met me? She's so very horny for me? Are you kidding me? Someone pinch me because I'm dreaming.'
He couldn't believe what he was hearing. He couldn't believe what she was saying. He couldn't believe that someone like her was lusting over someone like him. As if he was dreaming, with no one else there to pinch him, he had to pinch himself to make sure he was awake.
"I didn't know you had such strong feelings for me, Tiffany," he said playing it cool when he just wanted to carry her into the bedroom and make love to her on Bill's big bed.
Only, unable to play it cool with what she was about to say, he was ready to pack his bags and run away with her to whatever foreign country she desired, Ecuador, Canada, Brazil, Mexico, or even Texas. He imagined her confessing her love for him in the way he's always wanted to confess his love for her.
'I need you. I want you. I must have you,' he imagined her saying in answer to his question in asking her if she really loved him. 'I'm so very lonely without you,' he imagined her telling him. 'I'm sexually unsatisfied without you sharing my bed,' he imagined her confessing. 'I'm nothing but a sexually frustrated woman without your love,' he imagined her saying what he longed to hear. 'I love you,' he imagined her finally telling him. 'I love you Walter.'
Then, instead of hearing his voice in his head telling him that she loved him, instead of imagining her saying that she love him, he couldn't believe what she said next.
"I'm in love with you Walter," she said. "I love you."
'She loves me? He must be dreaming. Definitely, he's dreaming. Why in the world would someone who looks like her love someone who looks like him, a middle aged man who looks like someone's father? Why would this beautiful, black woman fall in love with this angry, white man? Then, again Angelina Jolie fell in love with Billy Bob Thornton and Hollywood is loaded with young, beautiful women falling for older men. Only, all of those men have three things he doesn't have, power, influence, and money. Moreover, he doesn't even have a big cock.
"I love you too Tiffany," he said meaning it while believing it.
She looked at him happy that he told her that he loved her.
"I love you Walter," she said again. "I really, really love you," she said throwing her arms around his neck and kissing and kissing him.
Lost in her kisses, he couldn't believe this was happening to him. It would have been enough seeing her pussy, her breasts, and her ass with the complicit help of the wind. It would have been enough watching her remove her robe to expose her naked body to him. It would have been enough for her to kiss him, French kiss him, while allowing him to touch and feel her where no man but her husband should be allowed to touch and feel his wife. Only, the icing on the cake was her confessing that she loves him, she really loves him. It was one thing for him to love her, who wouldn't? Only, he couldn't believe she loves him too.
"Oh, my God, Tiffany. I've never been kissed like that before. You're so beautiful. I just love your big tits," he said feeling her big tits while fingering her nipples. "I've never loved anyone in the way that I love you."
All while trying to remain calm and all while trying to play it cool, he felt her big breasts and fondled her big breasts before leaning forward to suck her erect, hard nipples. He sucked her nipples as if sucking on hard candy. Even though he was, he didn't want her to think that he was pathetically grateful. Even though he was, he didn't want her to think that he was easy. Even though he was, he didn't want her to think that he was just about to die of a heart attack with her sitting on her lap naked and kissing him, really kissing him, French kissing him.
Instead, he wanted her to think that he was a man of the world, a cosmopolitan man, a cultured, and well-mannered man. Seeing himself as if he was Richard Burton, Peter O'Toole, or Sidney Poitier, a true gentleman in every sense of the word, he wanted her to think that young, beautiful women falling in love with him happened to him all the time. He wanted her to think that it was common for a beautiful broad to fall in love with him. He wanted her to think that, indeed, he was special and worthy of not only her sexual lust but also her love. Only, blowing his cover from a Don Juan to a typical Joe with her shocking the shit out of him again, she said something that he only imagined her saying in his sexual fantasies of her.
"If you don't mind Walter," she said.
She looked at him with lust while he looked at her with disbelief.
"Sorry," he said. "Am I hurting you? Am I holding you too tight?"
He moved in his position while she squirmed in his lap.
"No, that's not it. I, um, just wanted to ask you a question?"
With her sitting on his lap naked, she could ask him anything at all. She surely didn't have to ask his permission if she could ask him a question. Fire away. There's nothing that she could possibly ask him that would offend him.
"Of course you may ask me a question. Ask me any question you'd like and I'll answer you as honestly as I can," he said beaming that Tiffany was in love with him and that he was in love with her.
He looked at her and smiled while reluctantly letting go of her breast to hold her hand. A 30-year-old woman with a 48-year-old man, what is he thinking? With her young enough to be his daughter and him old enough to be her father, he now understood while so many wealthy men took a much younger woman as a mistress.
For the time that she sat on his lap naked, he felt so special. For the time she sat on his lap naked, he felt so young and so virile. She made him feel important and needed again, something he hasn't felt in a very long time.
Yet with perversity overruling his better judgment, wishing she was wearing a Parochial school outfit, he suddenly had this urge to put her over her knee and spank her. Linda enjoyed it when he slapped her naked ass. Only, something else his wife, Linda, enjoyed while being tied to their bed and blindfolded, she enjoyed having three of his friends having their wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
Not knowing if she'd love that or hate that, he didn't want to prematurely rock his little love boat with acts of bondage and discipline, not yet anyway. He didn't want her to know the pervert that he really was with him spying on her and masturbating over her. God forbid she discovers that he likes wearing women's clothes. A real deal breaker, he could just see her being so broken that he was so damaged.
"Just as it took me the courage from three shots of vodka to remove my robe, I'm a little embarrassed to ask this next question. I don't want you to think me a wicked whore or a salacious slut," she said suddenly acting so shyly demure when in fact she was sitting on his lap naked.
He looked at her while wondering what it was she was embarrassed to ask.
"Please Tiffany. Ask me anything. I'd never think of you as a wicked whore or a salacious slut. With you sitting on my lap naked, surely we no longer have any secrets between us," he said. "With you sitting on my lap naked, you may ask me anything."
She inhaled a big breath of air and Walter's eyes bulged out of his head watching her breasts growing even bigger with the expansion of air in her chest. Relaxed now, she exhaled her breath and looked him in the eyes.
"If you don't mind," she said while pausing before speaking. What seemingly seems like minutes was only a few seconds before she ask him her question. "May I suck your cock?"
May I suck your cock? As if he had just imagined her saying that or as if he was hearing things, for him to believe what she asked was true, he needed her to repeat her question.
"Sorry," he said. "I don't think I heard you correctly. It sounded as if you asked if you could suck my cock," he said with a nervous albeit sexually excited laugh. "I apologize for thinking you said that but with me having a one track mind, it's just my wishful thinking getting in the way of your question. Would you mind repeating your question?"
She smiled her patience.
"You did hear me correctly. I said, if you wouldn't mind, may I suck your cock?" She gave him a sexy smile.
If he wouldn't mind? Why would he mind Tiffany sucking his cock? Is this a trick question? It isn't as if he'd be inconvenienced in any way to have his cock buried in her beautiful mouth. It isn't as if she'd be interrupting him brokering world peace, saving children from a burning building, or watching the Super Bowl football game during the fourth quarter of a tied game. She merely wants to suck his cock.
Look at her sitting there naked as if she's sitting on Santa's lap. How could he disappoint her by saying no to her question? As far as he was concerned, she could suck his cock any time. She didn't even have to ask him if she could suck his cock. Only with him ready to break the seventh and tenth commandments, in preparation for his Act of Contrition, he already started saying his Hail Mary's not only for his forgiveness for what he was about to do but also for his thanks in being able to do it.
"Of course you may suck my cock. I'd love for you to suck my cock Tiffany," he said really not believing that she would suck his cock and that this wasn't really happening to him.
She looked at him in the way that he imagined Sofia Vergara looking at him every time he saw her doing a Pepsi commercial. Then, she said more magical, sexual words that made his cock as hard as if she was stroking him and sucking him now.
"We don't have to tell Bill about this," she said giving him a wink and a sexy smile.
Bill? Bill who? His thoughts exactly. If Bill knew his wife was sitting on his lap naked and if Bill knew his wife had French kissed him, before asking if she could suck his cock, he'd not only kill him but he'd kill her too. Only, ready to die, he'd die a happy man with a big, shit eating grin on my face. He imagined the mortician trying to wipe the big grin off of his face but forever frozen in place, apparently even in death, he was still thinking of Tiffany naked and sucking his cock.
"You just read my mind," he said. "I'd never want Bill to know that you stood before me naked, sat on my lap naked, French kissed me, and sucked my cock."
She gave him that sexy smile that he always imagined her giving him but that he's only ever seen her give Bill that smile. She leaned down to whisper in his ear while teasing him with her hot breath and wet tongue.
"Then, after I suck you, when you're hard enough to penetrate me, would you do me a another favor and make love to me before fucking me, really fucking me, and pounding my pussy really hard," she said reaching between his legs to grab his growing prick with her hand. "After I suck you, I really need a good, hard fucking Walter."
She took his face in her hands again to look him in the eyes. Then, she kissed him before breaking off her kiss to speak again.
"My God Tiffany," was all that he could say.
He looked at her with lust. He looked at her with love. He looked at her as if he was imagining all of this.
"Would you do that for me? After I suck you, would you make love to me before fucking me? Please? Pretty please? I beg you to sexually satisfy me with your finger, your tongue, and your cock."
With her begging him to sexually satisfy her with his finger, his tongue, and his cock, Walter was putty in her hands. If she asked him to kill Bill right now, he would. Biding his time until he was released from prison to be with his true love, he'd willingly go to prison a happy man while knowing that he did Tiffany's bidding and she was there waiting for him when he was released.



"Sure Tiffany. Anything for you. That's what friends are for," he said.
She gave him her sexy smile again.
"Then after you give me an orgasm with your finger, your tongue, and your cock, after you pound my pussy really hard, I'll suck you again," she said.
* * * * *
As if time stood still, he watched her unzip his pants in slow motion. Then, she unbuttoned him before she unbuckled his belt and flayed opened his pants. She reached down to feel his hardening cock through his underwear while teasing him with her hot breath and tongue again, she leaned forward to whisper in his ear.
"Then, after you fuck me and give me an orgasm with your finger, your mouth, and with your cock, I'll suck you again. I'll give you the best blowjob of your life," she said and meaning it. He believed her.
"Yes, I'd love nothing more than to give you three orgasms, one with my finger, one with my mouth, and another with my cock," he said.
"If you do that for me, make me cum, I won't stop stroking you while sucking you until you cum in my mouth. After you cum in my mouth, I'll swallow you. Would you like that Walter? Would you like to cum in my mouth and watch me swallow you?"
Pinch him, he's dreaming. Not only did Tiffany strip off her robe and sit on his lap naked while French kissing him, but now she not only wants to suck his cock but also she wants him to cum in her mouth. He always thought his friend Bill was a lucky man when he married Tiffany but he never knew how much of a lucky man he truly was until now. Better than winning a jackpot in the lottery, he'd trade millions of dollars for the chance to be with Tiffany any day and every day for the rest of his life.
Even more than her stripping naked and wanting to suck his cock, she loves him. She told him that she's been lusting over him since the first day they met. She told him that she loves him and he told her that he loves her. A romantic story better than Romeo and Juliet, she was his sexy Cleopatra and he was his loyal Mark Antony.
"Yes, so long as you don't mind, I'd love to come in your mouth Tiffany," he said with a little snicker.
She removed his shoes and pulled off his pants and underwear. If Bill and/or Linda walked in now, how in the Hell would he explain this? He didn't care. Obviously for him to go this far, willing to give up his present life for an imagined better one with his dream woman, he had already lost his mind.
Then, moving herself between his legs and attacking him with the sexual exuberance of a ten thousand dollar call girl, she pounced on his cock with her hand and with her mouth as if she was a starving animal. Not even giving him the chance to enjoy the moment of feeling his stiff prick in her soft hand, as soon as she grabbed his cock, she took it in her mouth. His friend's hot wife was sucking his cock while stroking his cock. He couldn't believe it.
Only, what would Bill do if he knew that Tiffany not only appeared before him naked but also French kissed him? What would Bill say if his beautiful, black wife professed her love for him? What would Bill do if he found out that Tiffany sucked his cock? What would Linda say if she knew he was having a sexual affair with Tiffany? First off, she'd never believe him. Yet, even if she did believe him, he didn't care. Worth whatever price he'd have to pay later for the sexual pleasure of Tiffany's naked body, her willing mouth now, and her undying love, he'd cross that bridge later.
Now that he was hard, he couldn't wait to make love to her before fucking her. After he fucked her hard, really fucked her hard, and gave her an orgasm, he couldn't wait for her to give him a blowjob, the blowjob of his life. He couldn't wait to put a hand to the back of her black, pretty head and cum in her beautiful, little mouth. He couldn't wait to watch her swallow him, all of him. He couldn't wait for the day when she'd tell Bill that she was leaving him for him just as he couldn't wait for the day to tell his wife that he was leaving her for Tiffany.
To be continued...
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Too tired to go out to a movie or dancing, Walter didn't want to go anywhere with his wife. If he was going to go anywhere at all, he'd rather go somewhere, anywhere with Tiffany.
"Walter! Walter! Wake up! You were sleeping," said Linda, Walter's wife.
Kicking his foot and awakening from his dream of having sex with Bill's beautiful wife, Tiffany, giving him a blowjob, he couldn't believe that Linda ruined his sexual fantasy before he could cum in Tiffany's beautiful mouth. Sexually frustrated, he needed to masturbate.
"I wasn't sleeping," he said yawning. "I was just resting my eyes."
"Resting your eyes my ass. You have an erection," said Linda. "You dreaming of Tiffany again?"
She looked over at the living room window where Tiffany was in her kitchen and in her skimpy nightgown washing her floor.
"Tiffany? You're nuts," he said.
Shit! How in the Hell does she know he dreams of Tiffany? Maybe he talks in his sleep? Maybe she found the video of Tiffany on his computer where she lost her top at the waterpark. He must have watched that 20 second footage a thousand times. He wish Linda had tits like her tits. He wished Linda looked more like Tiffany. He wished he was married to Tiffany instead of to Linda.
"I'm nuts? I know what you down here while pretending to watch TV. You watch Tiffany while masturbating yourself and wishing she was naked. You wish you could have sex with her instead of having sex with me, your wife," she said.
He made a face at her and waved a hand of disbelief.
"Tiffany? God, Linda. How can you even say that? Tiffany is the wife of my best friend. Besides, I'd never dream of other women when I have you. You're more woman that I can handle," he said with a phony smile. "All men get erections when they sleep. It's just a natural occurrence," he said.
She looked at him and made a sour face of her own.
"It's Friday night. Let's go somewhere and do something tonight Walter," said Linda with a look of excitement on her face. "I want to go somewhere. I want to do something," she said wrapping her arms around her body as if giving herself a hug.
Walter looked at his wife with one eye while watching Tiffany with the other. Sometimes, especially at a time like this, he wished he was single. He wished he lived alone. Wishing he never married, was separated, divorced, or a widower, he wished he was only responsible for himself. Being married longer than he was single, he wondered what it feel like to be single again and to live alone. He wished they had children that she could fuss over and busy herself with instead of always busting his balls in wanting to go somewhere and do something. He wished he was married to Tiffany.
"Not tonight Linda," he said without even looking up at her.
He could feel her burning a hole in his head with her heated stare. As if her eyes were hot, twin laser beams that threatened to set him ablaze if he didn't take her somewhere and do something with her, he wished he had a soundproof driving helmet to wear at times like this.
"Please? Pretty please? I'm bored," she said. When she said please, pretty please, he thought of Tiffany begging him to fuck her. His cock ached by the thought of Linda awakening him before Tiffany had a chance to finish her blowjob. He would have liked to end his sexual dream of her by cumming in her willing mouth. "I wanna go out. I wanna do something exciting," she said kicking his foot again.
Bored? She's bored. I'm tired and she's bored. What kind of excitement did I have working all week? Maybe it's time she got a job. Maybe it's time she stopped hanging around the house, talking on the phone to her friends, watching soap operas, and drinking Long Island ice teas. The economy is picking up now and with her unemployment extension ended, it's time for her to join the rest of the working world.
Looking forward to coming home, all he wanted to do was to flop in his chair in front of the TV with a beer. Is it any wonder why his friends go for drinks at the bar before heading home? With a couple of pops under his belt, he wouldn't even hear her complaining. With a couple of pops under his belt, he wouldn't care that she was bored. Now that he was sitting in his chair in front of the TV with his beer, the kitchen was the only place he was going to go to get another beer. The only thing he'll be doing tonight is drinking more beer while watching TV. Then, as soon as Linda retired to bed, he'd be watching Tiffany.
"I'm tired Linda. It's been a Hell of a week at the mill. I just want to relax with a beer and watch some TV, if you don't mind," he said flipping stations.
Same old, same old, here we go again, he thought to himself. Knowing full well what was coming next, as if he was bracing for a bombing assault, he started the count down, three, two, one...
"You don't take me anywhere," she said.
Blah, blah, blah, just shut the Hell up and let me watch TV, he wanted to say but didn't. He didn't want this turning into another argument where she's pouring his beer in the sink and down the drain.
"That's not true. I take you plenty of places," he said.
She made another sour face.
"When? Where?" She looked at him with anger. "When did you take me anywhere? Where did you take me?"
With the beer already working its weaving magic in paralyzing his brain, he had to take a moment to think.
"Just last Saturday I took you to Home Depot," he said unable to come up with a satisfactory answer.
As soon as he said Home Depot, he kicked himself for even saying that. Even he didn't think taking her to Home Depot was a date. Yet, they did have a hot dog at the hot dog stand outside. Moreover, something they both do less of when staring at the TV, they did talk in the car on the way there and on the way home. The trip to the hardware store wasn't without its merits. At least they went out and went somewhere together while talking, laughing, and bonding.
"I don't consider going to Home Depot a night on the town Walter," she said.
He didn't think she would. She already had a tone to her voice. Sometimes, in the way he wished now, he wished she had a boyfriend. He imagined her kissing him goodnight as she went out the door with some gigolo to go dancing. He'd love nothing better than to swap wives with Bill. Only, why would Bill want Linda when he had Tiffany and why would Tiffany want him when she had Bill? Still, it was a sexual fantasy that he enjoyed pondering.
'Bye! Have fun. Do everything that I wouldn't do,' he imagined saying to her when she was leaving on her imagined date with her boyfriend.
Instead he looked at her and smiled while bracing himself for another argument.
"I thought you had fun looking at the paint chips and wallpaper," he said carefully and with trepidation while knowing that he was already skating on thin ice.
Actually, she did enjoy looking at wallpaper and paint chips. Only he was surprised she didn't buy anything. He was surprised she didn't want to redecorate something while enlisting him to do all of the work. He was surprised they didn't stay there for three hours while she looked at all the new appliances, carpet colors, and wallpaper patterns. He was surprised she didn't sit with one of the kitchen remodelers to plan out their new kitchen that they don't need and can't afford.
"I did have fun at Home Depot but walking around a hardware store isn't what I had in mind," she said.
Oh, oh. There's that tone again. Here it comes. He put down his newspaper to look at her. The next time he's in the sporting goods store he'll buy a football helmet to wear for times like this. He imagined wearing a helmet over his Bose, noise reduction headphones.
'What's that Honey? Sorry, I can't hear you,' he imagined saying to her while sipping his beer, watching TV, and while raising the volume on his headphones.
Without a doubt, he'd listen to her more if only she looked better than she did. Not that she was a bad looking woman, she was a good looking woman but compared to Tiffany, she was chopped liver when Tiffany was filet mignon. He'd hang off her every word if only she looked more like Tiffany.
Only he wished she was ten years younger. He wished she was black with bigger tits, a D cup instead of a B cup. He wished she was prettier. He wished she loved giving him blowjobs instead of expecting him to reciprocate by eating her and making love to her before fucking her. He wished she would just stop talking and allow him to zone out in front of the TV. He wished he was married to Tiffany.
Feeling compelled to ask, he knew he'd be sorry as soon as he asked her the question. In the way she looked at him, he knew she wanted to go dancing, to the movies, and out to eat after. He knew that she wanted a night on the town. With him not home until midnight, he'd be dead tired and no doubt would fall asleep in the cinema.
"What did you have in mind?"
She stood while waltzing over to him.
"Dancing. Let's go dancing Walter? We used to go dancing all the time," she said. "We haven't gone dancing in such a very long time. Take me dancing. Please? Pretty please?"
Dancing? With his tired legs and bad back the last thing he wanted to do was to go dancing, especially on a Friday night after working all week. The only energy he has left is to twist of the cap of another beer. Only, if he was married to Tiffany, he'd be taking her dancing. He wouldn't care how tired he was, he'd be waltzing her across the dance floor.
"I used to take you dancing all the time when I was trying to get in your panties and have sex with you," he said. "Another lifetime ago, those days are long over," he said with a little, sad laugh.
He remembered feeling her ass and groping her breasts while dancing with her. She was so very pretty back then, the prettiest girl in the neighborhood. Everyone wanted her. She was so very hot. He remembered how sexually excited he was to hold her while feeling the top of her ass and while rubbing his growing erection against her soft belly. Now he couldn't remember the last time he had sex with her. Now not in the mood for sex, his energy level was down. Now he realized why there were so many Viagra and Cialis commercials on TV directed at men like him. Unable to sometimes get it up, unless he was masturbating himself, he hated to admit it but he was one of those men.
"How about we go see a movie? Can we at least do that? There are some good movies playing at the cinema. You can even pick the movie. I don't really care what we see as long as you take me somewhere and do something," she said. "We don't have to see a chick flick. You can see whatever shoot 'em, blow and 'em up you want. Okay? Please? Pretty please?"
She looked at him with sad eyes in the way she did when she was laid off from her job. He felt so bad for her that day that he told her not to worry about working. He told her, for better or for worse, that he'd support her for the rest of her life. Especially now that he was sexually enthralled and emotionally enamored with Tiffany, he must have been drunk or crazy to have said that.
"I'm sorry but I'm not up to seeing a movie Linda," he said.
Now he felt like a shit heel for disappointing her. He felt guilty for not wanting to take her somewhere nice while wishing he could take Tiffany someplace nice. If she was Tiffany, he'd take her somewhere and do something with her. Yet, with Linda dedicating her life to him, how could he be so insensitive to her needs when she's been so giving to his needs? What has Tiffany ever done for him other than to look hot?
"You used to always take me to a movie. When we went to the movies, we made out more than we watched the movie," she said with a dirty laugh.
He remembered those days of kissing and kissing her in the back row of the movie theatre. He remembered the sexual excitement he felt when feeling her tits through her blouse and bra before sticking his hand up her short skirt to finger her pussy through her panty. He remembered unbuttoning her blouse and unhooking her front snapping bra to expose her B cup breasts to his horny hands and eyes. Then, while fingering her nipples, he felt someone watching them.
When he turned there was always some man, an older man, leaning against the half wall behind them while looking down at them and watching them having sex. Seemingly, she didn't care that she was giving some stranger a show of her tits. Seemingly, she seemed sexually excited that a stranger was seeing what only she's allowed him to see. Going to the movie and flashing her semi-naked body to another man was the most sexual fun he's ever had with her.
He always wanted to suggest that they try the swinging lifestyle but not wanting her to think him perverted, never suggesting it, he never even asked her the question. Still, he wouldn't mind watching her having sex with other men. It would be sexy fun to watch her having sex with a woman too. He wondered if it would sexually excite her to watch him having sex with another woman in the way that it would sexually excite him to watch her having sex with another man.
"I don't want to go to a movie. I don't want to go out," he said.
Only he wouldn't mind going to a movie if he could replicate that sexy scene they had with a stranger so long ago. Back then she was younger, hotter, and more beautiful. Now the only looks of interests she receives are from his friends and from the younger, horny guys at the mall who wonder what it's like to be with an older woman in the way he used to wonder what it would be like to be with an older woman. Now that he's older and with him living with an older woman, albeit a woman his age, he wonders what it would be like to be with a younger woman. He wonders what it would be like to be with Tiffany.
"C'mon Walter. I'll even wear my low cut, button top and my front snapping bra. I'll wear my short skirt, the one that buttons in front, and with no panties. We'll give some guy a show of my naked body while you finger my nipples as you slide your other hand between my legs to finger my pussy," she said feeling her own breasts through her blouse and bra while fingering her nipples.
Tempted by her willingly agreeing to flash a man her tits and pussy, it was obvious to him that she was horny but those days of him being horny are gone, long gone. Not only didn't he have the sexual interest but also he didn't have the physical energy to give someone a show of his wife's body while making out with her at the movies. In the way he couldn't wait to make out with her years before, he couldn't even imagine making out with her now.
If he took the time and the trouble to take his wife to the movies, he'd just want to watch the movie without making out and without exposing her body to someone. If he was taking her to a movie that he picked and wanted to watch, the last thing he wanted to do was to make out with his wife. He'd rather munch on popcorn and eat a box of Raisinets while drinking a giant soda. If he was taking anyone to a movie, he'd rather take Tiffany to a movie. He'd rather make out with her.
Wishing that he wasn't married and wishing that he was a younger man with more hair and less of a potbelly, if he had his pick of women, he'd rather take Joyce to the movies, his hot, young co-worker. Only someone like her would never go out with someone like him. Besides, he was too tired to do anything. He just wanted to stay home and crash. He just wanted to watch Tiffany clean her kitchen and masturbate himself after Linda went to bed.
"Another time Linda. I'm too tired. I've had a long week," he said.
Oh, God. She's not going to stop until he takes her somewhere and does something with her. Sometimes he wished he never got married. Sometimes he wished he was still single. Sometimes he wished he had married someone else. Sometimes he wished he was a gay man. He counted to himself again. Three, two, one...
"You don't take me anywhere anymore," she said.
Here we go. It's the same argument every weekend. He's not in the door ten minutes and she's already starting the same shit. She needs a hobby. Maybe he should buy her a dog. Definitely, he needs to buy himself a football helmet.
"I promise, I'll take you somewhere next week," he said. "Okay?" He looked up at her and smiled and she looked at him as if she was ready to stab him.
He ran all the places he could take her through his mind, the bar, the hockey game, the auto show, the lumberyard, the gun show, the baseball card show, the model train show, the Army/Navy store, the antique auto museum, or Home Depot again. A typical woman, she wouldn't like going to any of those places. Knowing her as he does, she'd rather traipse around the flea market for hours and bring home more junk that she calls a valuable antique and that he has clean and repair. Knowing her, after endlessly walking around the flea market, she'd want to go to the mall or someplace nice for dinner and dancing afterwards. Once again he counted. Three, two, one...
"We don't do anything," she said. "We don't even have sex anymore."
There it is. She's playing the sex card. As if didn't feel bad enough, as if she hit him to the back of the head with a baseball bat, and as if she just kicked him in the balls, she insulted who he is as a man. Sex? Is that what this is about? She wants sex? He imagined stripping her naked, bending her over the dining room table and fucking her pussy hard and fast in the way that he used to be able to do and in the way he imagined doing to Tiffany's naked body.
If only he was as fit as Lance Armstrong, maybe he wouldn't be as tired. If only he had access to performance enhancing drugs in the way of A-Rod, he'd take her up on her offer of having sex. If only she looked more like Penny instead of Amy Farrah Fowler on Big Bang theory, he'd be banging her every night. If only she was a blue-eyed blonde with big tits in the way of Scarlet Johansson, he'd take her somewhere nice. If only she was a beautiful brunette in the way of sexy and shapely Sofia Vergara, he'd do something exciting with her. If only she was a busty, black beauty in the way of Tiffany, he'd not only would want to have sex with her but also would look forward to having sex with her. If only he was married to Tiffany, he'd have sex with her every night. Frustrated with himself, instead of getting his ass out of his chair, he lashed out at her.
"I just want to read my God damn newspaper, watch TV, and drink my beer Linda. I'm tired," he said. "I'm really tired."
He looked at her with anger. He looked at her with frustration. He looked at her as if he was sliding down the other side of a mountain while she was still standing on the top of the mountain screaming at him to do something, go somewhere, and have sex. He looked at her while wishing he was Bill and she was Tiffany.
"You're always tired," she said. "C'mon get up. I want to go somewhere, anywhere. I want to do something exciting. If you don't want to go out, if you don't want to take me dancing or to a movie, then I want to have sex. Let's have sex," she said kicking his foot again.
In the way he looked at her angry more with himself than with her, she looked at him with sexual frustration. Something he would have jumped at twenty years ago, ten years ago, even five years ago, a good looking broad wanting to have sex with him, here was his wife practically begging him to bang her. Only, he was too tired. In order to shut her the Hell up and in order to sexually satisfy her, he'd have to do the only thing he could think of doing. He'd have to humor her by giving her what she wants, an orgasm or two or three. Whatever it takes for her to stop talking and to stop nagging him, he'd have to do what he did last month.
"You want to do something exciting? You want to have sex? Is that what you want?" He looked at her over his newspaper before he tossed his paper on the coffee table.



She looked at him with sexual arousal.
"Yes," she said. "If you're not going to take me out, then I want sex. I want you to make love to me. I want you to fuck me. I want you to give me an orgasm. If you can do that, then I'll give you the best blowjob, even better than the one I gave you last month."
He looked at her with sexual frustration. She didn't suck his cock. She sucked his friend's cock. Wishing she hadn't interrupted his sexual fantasy by waking him up, he would have loved to cum in Tiffany's mouth, even if it was only a sexy dream.
"Okay," he said getting up out of his chair. "Let's do something exciting. Let's have sex. Just give me a minute to arrange my schedule," he said stepping in the kitchen to make some phone calls.
He lowered his voice to a whisper on his phone.
"Arrange your schedule? You don't have a schedule," she said with a laugh. "Who are you calling, your press secretary?"
He looked at her as if to say, what does it matter? He suspected she knew who he was calling.
"No one," he said while giving her a Cheshire cat smile. "I just need to make a call."
She looked at him with sexual excitement and he looked at her with physical exhaustion. He just wanted to sit in his chair, drink a few beers, and flip channels.
"This will be fun," she said starting to unbutton her blouse.
He looked at her as if she was nuts. There's no way he'd be having sex with her on the living room carpet. With his bad back, after he was done fucking her on the floor, she'd have to call for an ambulance and they'd have to take him out on a stretcher.
"Let's go upstairs where we'll be more comfortable," he said. "Shall we?"
He followed behind her while lifting her short skirt and grabbing her ass through her exposed panties. Then, he slapped her ass hard, really hard.
"Oh, Walter. What's gotten into you? Meow," she said.
'She'll see,' he said to himself.
To be continued...
Please give me the support of your vote.



        

  
    Hot Sex Instead of Dancing Ch. 07
  
  Hot Sex Instead of Dancing Ch. 07

        Bound & blindfolded Walter gives his wife, Linda, hot sex.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/hot-sex-instead-of-dancing-ch-07

Title: Hot Sex Instead of Dancing Ch. 07

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: BDSM

Description: Bound & blindfolded Walter gives his wife, Linda, hot sex.

Tags: 

Series: Hot Sex Instead of Dancing


Please give me the support of your vote.
*
Bound to the bed and blindfolded, instead of taking her dancing, Walter gives his wife, Linda, what she really wants, hot sex.
"Take off your clothes," he said as soon as they were in the bedroom.
When she momentarily hesitated, he slapped her hard on the ass through her short skirt. The sting of his hand would have hurt more if she was only wearing her panties or nothing at all. Linda jumped from his slap but, being that spanking was foreplay to her, he knew he wasn't hurting her.
She enjoyed being spanked. She enjoyed it when he made her ass red with his hand. Seemingly happy for the sexual attention he paid her, she had a sexy smile on her face. Seemingly happy that he was going to give her hot sex instead of taking her dancing, to the movies, or out to eat, no doubt, if only by the sexy way she was looking at him, he suspected that she was already wet.
"Oh, Walter," she said swooning with her smile turning from sexy to naughty. "What's gotten into you?"
As if he had never spanked her before, she gave him a coyly innocent look. She gave him the same virginal look she gave him when he spanked her the first time. Only, there was nothing virginal about this woman. If anything, she was a slut. If anything, she was his slut. Once a slut always a slut.
No amount of her kneeling on her knees praying to God would change the fact that she loved cock and loved a good, hard fucking. Yet, her game to play, she could be coquettish when she wanted to be. In the way she was his slut when he was first dating her, she could be quite the little whore too when she had to be.
What's gotten into him? Odd that she'd ask him that question. Her asking him that question made him confront the truth. Tiffany's gotten into him. In the way he once had Linda in his head, he had Tiffany in on his mind.
He wished he could order Tiffany to take off her clothes. He wished he could slap Tiffany's black ass in the way he enjoyed slapping Linda's white ass. In the way that he was about to tie his wife to the bed naked and blindfold her, he imagined tying Tiffany to the bed naked.
Only, he wouldn't blindfold Tiffany. He'd rather look into her big, beautiful, brown eyes while he was touching her, feeling her, and kissing her. With her staring up at him, he'd rather stare down into her big, beautiful, brown eyes while she sucked his cock.
"Get naked and get on the bed," he ordered in the stern voice she enjoyed while giving her another hard wallop on the ass as if his was disciplining his errant daughter.
She looked at him with sexual excitement and he looked at her with exhaustion while he watched her undress as if he was watching Tiffany undressing. Exchanging Linda's head for Tiffany's head and Linda's body for Tiffany's body, he watched her unbutton her blouse while imagining Tiffany unbuttoning her blouse. He watched her unbutton and unzip her short skirt in the way he imagined Tiffany unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt. With her standing there in her panties and bra and smiling at him, as soon as she put her arm around his neck and kissed him, she knocked him out of his sexual fantasy of pretending that he was in his bedroom with Tiffany.
She still had a great figure for a 46-year-old woman. If judging her from her shapely body without knowing her real age, another man may think that she was 36-years-old instead of 46-years-old. Another man may want her as much as he once wanted her and as much as he now wanted Tiffany. He only wished Linda had Tiffany's tits. He only wished Linda had Tiffany's round, shapely, black ass. He only wished Linda was as dark in complexion as was Tiffany.
"Are you going to tie me to the bed again?"
No doubt, this was her question for are you going to have your three friends ravish my body again? She was being so coy. She was acting so sexily shy. She knew exactly what he was about to do. What he was about to do was with her was what he did with her last month. He was going tie her to their bed, blindfold her, and allow his three friends to give her hot sex.
He watched her remove her bra while wishing she had breasts as big and as shapely as Tiffany's big, shapely tits. She had nice tits for a B cup but they were no comparisons for tiffany's big C cup or D cup breasts. Unless he had her bra to look at the size or unless asking Tiffany point blank what size bra cup she was, it was difficult for him to determine the size of Tiffany's breasts.
The one time he saw her naked breasts was when she lost her bikini bra at the waterpark. Even though he videotaped the event and even though he's watched her flashing him her tits a thousand times, he's unable to tell if she has a big C or a small D cup. Whichever size breasts Tiffany has, her breasts are nearly as big as Tyra Banks D cup breasts and are shapelier than Halle Berry's surgically implanted and surgically enhanced C cup breasts.
"We'll see," he said.
She inserted two fingers in her panty, and while watching him for his reaction, as if this was the first time she slid down her panties in front of him, she wiggled her ass as she slid down her panties. He'd have to give her credit for being a willing participant in his little game of bondage and discipline. Although with her rushing to strip naked, he had to give her credit for being sexy. If she was anything, she was sexy. Only, she wasn't nearly as sexy as Tiffany.
Now naked, as soon as she was naked, he slapped her ass again, this time her naked ass. The sound of his hand hitting her naked ass echoed in their bedroom. Walter felt pressured to undress, get naked, and to give her hot sex. Only, unfortunately, and sadly, he wasn't as sexually excited seeing Linda naked in real life as he was as sexually excited imagining Tiffany naked in his sexual fantasies and sexually charged dreams. Where he imagined that Tiffany had a trimmed, black bush, Linda had a bushy, dark brown one.
"If you're going to tie me to the bed again Walter, don't tie the knots too tight," she said. "They hurt and leave marks when I pull on them."
She looked at him with big, blue eyes. She had pretty eyes and it was her eyes that attracted him to her from the start so very long ago. Yet, sometimes he wished she wouldn't speak. Every time she spoke, she knocked him out of his sexual fantasy of imagining Tiffany naked. Every time she spoke, she stopped him from imagining being in his bedroom with Tiffany instead of being in his bedroom with his wife. Every time she spoke, he wanted to discipline her and punish her by slapping her ass red raw.
* * * * *
He looked at his naked wife. Any other man would be sexually aroused to have a good looking, mature, naked woman with her shapely body in his bedroom but all that he could think of was Tiffany naked. Any other man would be sexually aroused to look into her big, blue eyes and kiss her while touching her and feeling her where no man should feel another man's wife.
Only, she's not the woman he fell in love with twenty years ago. Now bitchy, abrupt, and impatient, no longer laughing at his corny jokes, she finds fault with everything he does. In the way his best friend, Bill, divorced his first wife to marry the woman of his dreams, he wished he could divorce Linda to marry a woman more like Tiffany, or even a younger version of Linda.
All he could think of is his best friend Bill being privy to such a sexy, sexual show of watching Tiffany strip naked. With her being an ex-stripper, if anyone knew how to tease a man while undressing, she knew how to striptease. Wishing he was a fly on their bedroom wall, he'd love to watch her undressing.
After having his sexual dream of Tiffany stripping off her bathrobe, with the dream seemingly so very real, he wondered if she really looked like that naked. He couldn't have had a clearer image of her naked body than if she was in the room with him naked now instead of her being just another sexual fantasy in his head. With it all just a dream, his sexual fantasy her seemed so real.
"Okay, I won't tie the knots too tight," said Walter with Linda obviously thinking that she was the only woman in the room. Only he was more thinking about tying Tiffany to his bed than he was thinking about tying his wife to the bed.
He gave her a practiced smile and she returned his plastic smile with a sexy look of sexual anticipation while he looked away with a look of boredom. He wanted to yawn but he controlled himself from insulting her. With her already knowing that he masturbates while watching Tiffany clean her kitchen with her pink, rubber gloves, he didn't want her suspecting that he was thinking of Tiffany now. The last thing he wanted to do was to make her feel unloved and unwanted when she was already on the bed naked while waiting for him to give her hot sex.
Nonetheless with her already on the bed naked, with this the last thing he wanted to do, to have sex with his wife, he'd much rather be sitting in his chair, flipping channels, and drinking a beer. Only if Tiffany was in his bedroom with him instead of Linda, the last thing he'd be thinking of doing is sitting in his chair, flipping channels, and drinking a beer. He could only imagine what he'd do if he was here with Tiffany instead of here with Linda.
If only Tiffany was here with him now naked instead of Linda, he'd be French kissing her while feeling her big tits and fingering her nipples. If only Tiffany was here with him now, he'd be reaching around her to feel and squeeze her round, firm ass before reaching between her legs to cup her black pussy in the palm of his hand. While kissing and kissing her, he'd rub her clit and finger her pussy. While kissing and kissing her, he'd make her as wet as she made him hard.
If only Tiffany was here with him now instead of Linda, he'd fall between her legs and finger her while licking her. If only Tiffany was here with him now instead of Linda, he'd make slow, passionate, sweet love to her before pounding her pussy hard. He'd make her cum in the way that he imagined her making him cum when she stroked his cock before sucking his cock and before fucking his cock. For him to get off while having sex with Linda, from the first time he met Tiffany, he's had to imagine having sex with Tiffany while having sex with his wife.
"Oh, my," she said flopping on the mattress and wiggling her shapely, naked ass all over the bed.
* * * * *
As if he had just depressed the sexual on button when he slapped her ass and ordered her to get naked, not wasting a minute, she unbuttoned and removed her blouse before unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt. For him to enjoy his wife stripping herself naked, having missed it while imagining Tiffany stripping naked, he had to replay Linda undressing in his mind. Not an easy thing for him to do, for him to get in the role as her sexually aroused husband, he needed to try and think of her undressing without thinking of Tiffany undressing. He needed to focus on his wife's middle-aged body and not on Tiffany's young body.
Then, reaching behind herself, he recalled that she unhooked her bra and removed her bra to flash him her tits before tucking her fingers in her panties, she slid them down and off. In less than a minute, she was naked. Not the striptease show that he imagined Tiffany gave Bill, maybe he could have Tiffany give Linda some pointers in how to sexily strip while he watched.
On the pretense of helping his wife be more seductive, maybe he could invite Tiffany over to strip for them. Giving him even more to masturbate over, he wouldn't mind Tiffany giving him a sexy, impromptu show of her beautiful, black body while slowly, sexily, sensually, and erotically stripping herself naked. Maybe making it a family event, he could ask Linda to invite her sister and mother over. He heard Jerry Spring say once, "The family that strips together, stays together." Much wiser than Joel Osteen, with him having his finger on the sexual pulse of men, Jerry Springer was such a wise man.
"For Linda to really understand how to striptease Tiffany, with a picture worth a thousand words, you're going to have to strip yourself naked while Linda watches," he imagined saying to Tiffany to persuade her to strip naked.
Still Tiffany with her big tits and shapely body not only took control of his mind but also took control of his sexual lust. For sure, if Tiffany was in the room with him, he'd much rather she gave him a slow striptease than having to suffer through watching Linda strip herself naked again. As if she was stripping on stage and enticing him to stick money in her G-string, he'd rather watch Tiffany remove each article of clothes very slowly, very sexily, and very erotically.
Linda, his wife of too many years to sometimes remember, was on the bed with her knees up and her legs spread. She was naked and ready for sex. He looked at the pink of her pussy already wet and glistening from the overhead bedroom light. Turning away from her to turn off the overhead light for the preferred ambience of the nightstand light, if she was Tiffany instead of Linda, he'd light her up with a spotlight.
Only, no longer sexually interested in his wife, Tiffany was who he wanted. Tiffany was who he thought of night and day. Tiffany was who he lusted over. Tiffany was who he watched clean her kitchen with her pink, rubber gloves while he masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with her. Realizing that his sexual lust for Tiffany was a dead end street and nothing more than a sexual fantasy he enjoyed having, he needed to wrap his mind around his wife instead of the woman next door. He needed to enjoy what he had in hand instead of lusting over someone he'd never have.
With her naked, sexually aroused, and in the mood for sex, she was ready for him to lick her and finger her before mounting her. With her awaiting his next sexual instruction, she was ready to do what every good wife should do, give her husband hot sex. Only, some things weren't as they seemed. If he couldn't have Tiffany, strangely enough, he was more interested in wearing Linda's clothes than he was in giving her hot sex.
Sometimes wishing he was born a woman, he envied Linda's well-formed body, her modest breasts, her small waist, her curvy hips, and her shapely thighs. He stared at her bra and panties strewn on the floor as if they were beckoning him to wear them. Tempted to put on her bra and panties on as a joke, only he didn't want to rub his cross dressing secret life in her face, especially if she didn't think it funny. If he that made it obvious that he was a cross dresser, she may take that as a clue that he wanted to discuss not only his cross dressing but also that he arranged for three of his friends to give her hot sex. Not wanting to ruin the secret, sexual relationship they mutually enjoyed separately, he decided not to touch her bra and panty.
He looked at her looking at him while waiting for him to join her. She wasn't a bad looking woman. Compared to many women her age she looked better than most. With her long legs and short, dark brown hair, she was pretty for a mature woman. She looked like Diane Venora, the woman who played Justine Hanna, Al Pacino's third wife in the movie Heat. If he was to compare her to a Hollywood celebrity, she looked a little like Courtney Cox...from a distance of a hundred yards...when not wearing his glasses.
Thinking it may help arouse his sexual mood, he removed his glasses to look at his wife. Interestingly enough, she does look much better without his glasses. Maybe he should wear his glasses less and maybe he should start wearing his headphones more so that he doesn't hear her talking. After a while, with her nagging at him, especially when he's trying to watch TV, her voice is like static interference. Sometimes, he'd rather listen to an emergency broadcast wanting than to listen to her drone on and on about wanting to go somewhere and do something.
Unfortunately what sexually excited him about her before didn't sexually excite him now. Tragically, something he never would have believed twenty years ago, it was as if seeing her naked was no big deal. He's seen her naked a thousand times and for him to have an erection when seeing her naked, he had to imagine seeing Tiffany naked. In the way that Linda being naked didn't sexually arouse him, she may have been fully dressed for all that he was interested. To tell the truth, if he couldn't see Tiffany naked, he'd much rather see Linda's sister or Linda's mother naked than to see his wife naked. Weird. What's that about?
Yet, if she was any of his friends' wives, Linda's sister, or Linda's mother laying naked on his bed, he'd have an erection. He'd want them. Wishing that he could tie any of his friend's wives, his sister-in-law, and/or his mother-in-law naked to his bed, he'd be ready to give all of them hot sex.
Why is that? An attractive woman, she has the same body parts as his friends' wives, better even. She has a mouth, a pussy, an ass, and hands. Why isn't he as sexually attracted to her in the way that he's sexually attracted to his friends' wives and to his sister-in-law and mother-in-law? Other than his abnormal sexual interest in Tiffany, he didn't understand his sudden sexual disinterest in his wife.
Looking back in hindsight, before Tiffany even came on the scene, he couldn't count the number of times he's masturbated over the wives of his friends while imagining having sex with any one of them and all of them. He couldn't count the number of times he's masturbated while imagining Linda's sister, Kathy, his sexy sister-in-law naked and while having sex with her. He couldn't count the number of times he's masturbated while imagining Kathy on her knees while looking up at him with her big, blue eyes while his big, hard, hairy cock was humping her mouth. "Suck it. Suck my cock Kathy," he imagined saying to his sexy, sister-in-law while she stroked him and sucked him as he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples.
He couldn't count the number of times he's imagined Linda's mother, Mary, his MILF of a mother-in-law naked and while having sex with her. He couldn't count the number of times he's imagined Mary on her knees while looking up at him with her big, blue eyes while his big, hard, hairy cock was buried in her mouth.
"Suck it. Suck my cock Mary," he imagined saying to his MILF of a mother-in-law while she stroked him and sucked him as he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples.
In the way he enjoyed slapping Linda's naked ass, he'd love to slap the naked asses of his friends' wives, his sister-in-law's naked ass, and his mother-in-law's naked ass. In the way that he'd love to slap all of their naked asses before tying them all to the bed, he'd love to slap Tiffany's beautiful black ass before tying her to the bed too. A sexual fantasy that he never grew tired of masturbating too, perhaps one day he'll have his sexual way with all the women he imagined disciplining and punishing.
Not once, never has he masturbated over his wife in the way he's masturbated over having sex with the wives of his friends, his sister-in-law, his mother-in-law, and now Tiffany. Now that he's been married to her for so long, never does he masturbate over having sex with Linda in the way that he masturbates over having sex with anyone else, including Hollywood celebrities. After being married to her for a twenty years, it's shamefully inappropriate how he always wanted to have sex with anyone but with Linda.
Before he was married to her, the only woman he wanted was Linda. Before he was married to her, he masturbated over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with her. The first year they were married, they had sex every day and every night. The second year they were married, they had sex three times a week. With their days of them being sexually intimate dwindling the longer they were married, now, he's not interested that she's naked on his bed and ready for sex.



He wondered if he was married to any of his friends' wives or to Linda's sister or mother if he'd be lusting over Linda in the way he's lusted over all of them now. He wondered if his friends lusted over his wife in the way he lusts over their wives. If judging them by how he felt, he already knew the answer to that question.
Oddly enough, if he was married to Tiffany instead of to Linda and they were still next door neighbors, he wondered if he'd lust over having sex with Linda in the way he lusts over having sex with Tiffany. He wondered if his friend, Bill, lusts over Linda in the way that he lusts over his wife. He only wished that Bill lusted over Linda in the way that Linda, no doubt, lusted over him. He only wished that Tiffany lusted over him in the way that he lusted over her. He only wished they could swap wives. Only with their swinging together never happening, he could always masturbate himself while imagining that it did happen.
To be continued...
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This celebrity story is all about my personal list of favorite male actors.
I took a couple of screenwriting courses in college while earning my degree in English to know that screenwriting wasn't for me. I did like reading the book and watching the movie in class while comparing what the director did to bring the author's words to life. The only books that I can recall that are exactly like the movie are Piano, written by Jane Campion.
Not typical and very unusual, Campion wrote the book after she made the movie. Normally, the movie is adapted from the book. Also, the dialogue of Martin Scorsese's Age of Innocence, word for word, was exactly like Edith Wharton's novel.
The only author the director was unable to bring to life was F. Scott's Fitzgerald, as his work is filled with imagery, ergo the reason why the Great Gatsby was such a flop at the box office. Also, Milan Kundera's, The Unbearable Lightness of Being didn't translate well in the movies, even though Daniel Day Lewis, Juliette Binoche, and Lena Olin did a superb job. Not every book that's written should be made into a movie.
The claim to fame of the professor I had in my screenwriting classes wrote screenplays for Moonlighting with Bruce Willis and Cybill Shepard. A hit show but with the stars hating one another, the show prematurely ended after four years. He loved the Academy Awards and as part of taking his class, we had to buy his book that listed every Oscar won by anyone how had to do with making a movie, from cameramen, to film editors, to set designers, to costume designers, and everyone in between. The book filled with details was a very interesting read and resource to have.
With a typical screenplay being 120 pages with lots of white space, a page for each minute of the movie, basically screenwriting is the writer writing dialogue and leaving everything else up to the imagination and the interpretation of the director and actors. I don't only want to write dialogue. I'd rather write novels. I'd rather write everything instead of giving up control of my story to someone else.
Yet, this story isn't about screenwriting, per se, this story is about four of my favorite actors, Al Pacino, Robert De Niro, Jack Nicholson, and Dustin Hoffman, of course, there's Paul Newman, Robert Redford, and Steve McQueen, too. I have many other favorite actors but the above mentioned four actors are my all-time favorite actors. I'd like to give special mention to Spielberg's Schindler's List, with Liam Neeson, one of my most favorite movies.
I titled this celebrity story from direct quotes taken from the movie, The Shining. In the way that Jack Nicholson portrayed his character, Jack Torrence, that was a scary movie.
"Redrum! Redrum! Redrum!"
I love watching movies. Ever since I was a kid when I watched black and white reruns of The Old Man in the Sea with Spencer Tracy, Soldier in the Rain with Jackie Gleason and Steve McQueen, and Requiem for a Heavyweight with Jackie Gleason, Mickey Rooney, and Anthony Quinn, I've been hooked watching movies. I used to love any old, black and white movie with Cary Grant and Katharine Hepburn. Now I'll watch any movie with Brad Pitt and/or George Clooney while knowing the movie will be entertaining and that Brad will die horrifically in the end as he did in Troy, Meet Joe Black, and the Assassination of Jesse James.
* * * * *
Of course I have some favorite actors over others, such as Al Pacino, mostly because of the Godfather. Born in East Harlem, New York in 1940, he's 74-years-old and 5'7" tall. Granted he's lost millions of dollars because of an unscrupulous business manager but it's amazing to me that his net worth is only $135 million dollars when Taylor Swift's net worth is around $200 million dollars. He lived with Beverly D'Angelo for seven years and had fraternal twins with her. Beverly D'Angelo is the actress better known for her National Lampoon movies with Chevy Chase.
He also had relationships with Diane Keaton, Tuesday Weld, Jill Clayburgh, Martha Keller, Kathleen Quinlan, and Lyndall Hobbs. He was recently signed to star in a movie with Robert De Niro and Joe Pesci, The Irishman by Martin Scorsese. He's also agreed to play Penn State's Coach Joe Paterno in an upcoming movie, Happy Valley. He dropped out of school at 17 to study acting with Lee Strasberg.
When he's not playing a mobster, he's playing a cop. A Silicy American, just as fictional character, Don Corleone was, his nickname growing up was Sonny. It's interesting that he should act opposite James Caan when he played Sonny Corleone. Here are some of my favorite Al Pacino quotes when he played Michael Corleone, from the Godfather movie.
"Never hate your enemies. It affects your judgment," he said. "There are many things my father taught me here in this room. He taught me: keep your friends close but your enemies closer," he said. "Only don't tell me that you're innocent. Because it insults my intelligence and makes me very angry," he said. "It's not personal, Sonny. It's strictly business," he said. "Just when I thought I was out...they pull me back in."
He also starred in Serpico about a cop blowing the whistle on corruption with the NYPD. Dog Day Afternoon was another great movie of his with him on the other side of the law. An interesting tidbit, the actor, John Cazale, who also played his brother, Fredo, in the Godfather was his partner in crime in the above mentioned movie.
Who can forget him playing Tony Montana against Michele Pfeiffer in Scarface?
"Say hello to my little friend!"
I love him in the Sea of Love as Det. Frank Keller opposite his love interest, Ellen Barkin. The sex scene in that movie was hot. He was great in Scent of a Woman as Lieutenant Colonel Frank Slade and won the Oscar for that portrayal. I've never seen a sightless man drive a Ferrari until that movie. Of course he was in Heat, one of my all-time favorite movies, as Lt. Vincent Hanna. Donnie Brasco was an unbelievable movie too. A character actor in the way of De Niro, Nicholson, and Hoffman, he's had such meaty roles.
He played John Milton, as the Devil, in the Devil's Advocate with Keanu Reeves and Charilze Theron. The best scene in the movie was when he was being hustled by a couple of Hispanics on the subway and he turns to one in fluent Spanish to tell him that his wife is having an affair and if he leaves right now, he'll catch her.
Some of his best work was his earlier work, from the early seventies to the late nineties.
* * * * *
Robert De Niro is another one of my all-time favorite actors. He dropped out of school at 16 to study acting with Lee Strasberg. His nickname was Bobby Milk because of his pale complexion. Accustomed to the huge net worth numbers of lessor celebrities, De Niro's net worth is 185 million dollars. Maybe I've been desensitized to celebrities earning so very much money, with all the movies he's made, I thought he'd be worth more.
Born in Greenwich Village, New York, in 1943, he's 71-years-ol and 5'10" tall. He was in Godfather 1 as Vito Corleone. As you may determine, the Godfather movies, directed by the Francis Ford Coppola, are some of my favorite movies. Rather than thinking of the actors, I think of the movies. De Niro won the Oscar for his portrayal of Vito Corleone in Godfather II. I think more about their body of work than I do them personally. With the contributions from so very many people, so much work goes into making a movie and typically the one who receives most of the credit, the accolades, and the money is the star.
Two of my favorite movies were Heat and Casino. Robert De Niro was in both of those movies and Al Pacino was in Heat. If you haven't seen the movies, I highly recommend them. He also starred in Taxi Driver as Travis Bickle, a disturbing movie with Jodie Foster. Then there was the Deer Hunter, De Niro at his best with Christopher Walken and Meryl Streep. If you love boxing as all my brothers did and as De Niro did, if you haven't see it already, you must see Jack La Motta's story, Raging Bull with Cathy Moriarty and Joe Pesci. That was a great movie and De Niro won the Oscar for his role.
Goodfellas is another one of my all-time favorite movies with Ray Liotta and Joe Pesci again. Joe Pesci also starred in Casino with De Niro. I guess they must be friends. I could spend the entire story just talking about De Niro but there are other actors that I'd like to write about too.
* * * * *
Jack Nicholson is another one of my favorite actors. Born in Neptune City, New Jersey in 1937, Jack is 77-years-old and 5'10" tall. Right up there with Mel Gibson and Sylvester Stallone, he's one of the richest actors. With his net worth estimated at $450 million, he could buy Al Pacino and Robert De Niro and have $120 million left over.
He's tied with Walter Brennan and Daniel Day Lewis for one of only three, male actors who have won three Academy Awards, Oscars. A long time New York Yankees and Los Angeles Lakers fan, the bad boys of Hollywood, he was close with Warren Beatty, Marlon Brando, and Robert Evans. A collector of fine art, he owns a priceless collection of Matisse, Tamara de Lempicka, Andy Warhol, and Jack Vettriano.
Even though he's had a long term relationship with famous actress, Angelica Houston, he's been romantically linked to many women. Michelle Phillips, Lara Flynn Boyle, Bebe Buell, Janice Dickinson, Christina Onassis, Jill St. John, Candice Bergen, Rita Moreno, Amanda de Cadenet, Kate Moss, Rachel Ward, Sharon Stone, and Drew Barrymore are just the ones we know about. A Hollywood playboy right up there with Warren Beatty, no woman was safe with those two around in their heyday.
I'd watch anything with Jack Nicholson. Easy Rider with Peter Fonda and the late, great Dennis Hopper started his movie career in 1978 when he played George Hanson. With him winning the Oscar, One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest with him playing R. P. McMurphy with Louise Fletcher as Nurse Ratched was one of my favorite movies of his. The Postman Always Rings Twice with Jessica Lange is another one of my favorites. The scene where he has sex with her right on the kitchen table is worth seeing the rest of the movie.
Terms of Endearment is another one of my favorite movies of his when he played, Garrett Breedlove with Shirley MacLaine as Aurora Greenway. He won the Academy Award for that movie too as the best supporting actor. He had a funny role in that sad movie. Prizzi's Honor with him as Charlie Partanna with Kathleen Turner as Irene Walker is worth seeing too. Probably more his character in real life than a fictional portrayal, I loved him in the Witches of Eastwick as Daryl Van Horne with Cher, Susan Sarandon, and Michele Pfeiffer.
Then, when he played the Joker in Batman, that character was all Jack. With him starring in a Few Good Men as Colonel Nathan R. Jessup and opposite Tom Cruise and Demi Moore, wow, that was a memorable movie. As Good As It Gets with him playing Melvin Udall with Helen Hunt was a great movie and gained him his third Oscar. The Departed with him playing Frank Costello when he was really playing a known criminal Whitey Bulger with Leonardo DiCaprio, Matt Damon, and Mark Wahlberg is worth the rental fee.
* * * * *
Last but not least is Dustin Hoffman. Born in Los Angeles, California in 1937, he's 77-years-old and 5'6" tall. His net worth is around $275 million dollars. I think he's one of the greatest actors of our lifetimes. An interesting tidbit, an Archie comic fan, he owns a copy of every issue ever printed. He's one of the few actors without a scandal or a seedy past.
When I watch one of his movies, I can just feel him immersing himself in character. Starting with the Graduate with him playing Benjamin Braddock with Katharine Ross and Anne Bancroft as her mother is a movie, I've watched that movie several times and enjoyed it every time. Midnight Cowboy with him playing Ratso Rizzo with John Voight, Angelina Jolle's Dad, as Joe Buck is a haunting movie.
Little Big Man with him as Jack Crabb is a must see epic movie. In the way of the Charles Bronson Death Wish movies of old, Straw Dogs is a disturbing movie about rape but is worth seeing. Then, there's Papillon with Steve McQueen with them both held as prisoners.
Dustin Hoffman has too many big movies to list. Every one of his movies are entertaining from Lenny, the story of Lenny Bruce, to All the President's Men, about Nixon's Watergate scandal, to Marathon Man, to Tootsie. He won the Oscar for Kramer vs. Kramer and for Rain Man. Again, much in the way of Al Pacino, Dustin's best work was from the early 70's to the late 90's.
The End
Please give me the support of your vote.



        

  
    It Is What It Is, My New Age Adage
  
  It Is What It Is, My New Age Adage

        Life lesson: Learning to accept things that I can't change.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/it-is-what-it-is-my-new-age-adage

Title: It Is What It Is, My New Age Adage

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Life lesson: Learning to accept things that I can't change.

Tags: 




My life lesson: learning to accept things as they are instead of trying to change what I can't.
I had a very dear friend, an older woman, June, one of my creative writing Professors at Northeastern University who since died. She taught me one of my greatest life lessons, a necessary fact of life, and I'm grateful for the painful, albeit it the necessary insightful bit of knowledge. When I was threatening to leave my husband and filed for divorce, thinking that I'd have the moral and emotional support and a shoulder to cry on with my friends, I didn't. When I needed them the most, they weren't there for me. Professor June, as I used to call her, was my confident.
By their lack of concern, understanding, and insensitivity, I struggled with the way my friends, at least those who I thought were my friends, treated me. Their blatant disregard and uncaring hurt me, made me feel rejected, and saddened me. As if I no longer existed, they virtually ignored me.
I would have gotten more attention from them had I died instead of just gotten divorced. At least they would have attended my wake, gone to the church, and said their good-byes at my funeral. Instead, after my divorce, with me thinking I'd be married until death do us part, the worst time of my life, as if rats deserting a sinking ship, one by one, they all disappeared. Some friends they were. As long as I was putting out booze and food, they were happy to come to my house and pretend they cared.
Immediately, the calls and the texting stopped. When I e-mailed them, my e-mails went unanswered. The only time I saw any of them is when I accidentally bumped into them at the mall. In one fell swoop, I lost my husband and all my friends. Not fair. I was alone. I was sad. I didn't understand. None of it made any sense.
"Susan, it is what it is," said June raising her eyebrows, rolling her eyes, and giving an unsurprised shrug as if she had been through this many times before.
It is what it is? Where have I heard that before? It sounded like a copout to me. It was something a guy would say when caught cheating on his wife or girlfriend, or what a burglar would say when caught stealing.
"It is what it is," I said. "Perhaps that's a modern day adage of Murphy's Law," I said with a sad, little laugh. "After anything that can go wrong, does go wrong, am I to say, it is what it is?"
She looked at me and laughed.
"Trust me, it works," she said.
With her there to help me through my divorce, I suddenly looked at June as if she knew all the answers to all the secrets of life, especially to my life.
"Is that supposed to comfort me? Is that supposed to satisfy me with what happened? Am I supposed to be okay with all that's happened to me by just giving up and not even taking the time to reflect by just saying, it is what it is?" When she didn't answer me, I responded. "I may as well just say fuck it!"
She looked at me and smiled at what I assumed was my innocence and naiveté.
"Yes," she said with a laugh. "You could say that. Instead of saying it is what it is, you could exchange that phrase for fuck it."
I smirked my disbelief.
"Unbelievable," I said. "Yet, somehow I prefer 'It is what it is,' to fuck it. Fuck it sounds more like something a guy would say. It is what it is sounds more what a Monk or a hermit would say when falling from his perch atop a mountain."
She put her hand on my shoulder to comfort me in the way that a mother would comfort her daughter and in the way my own mother never did for me. I looked at her as if she was the mother I never had.
"I know that you wish things were different, but hoping so and wondering why they're not doesn't make it so and doesn't make anything better for you. Starting with perhaps your expectations of others that may be too high, it's time that you understood that we have no control over what others do or don't do. The sooner you learn that, the more peaceful and happier you and your life will be," she said making me feel that I was in college again and she was lecturing me again.
Yet, something that my mother should have taught me as a teenager, my creative writing professor was teaching me a valuable lesson of life as a 35-year-old woman. Looking back on our conversation seven years later, I'm still grateful for her help.
"Thank you for that," I said meaning it. "I get it. I do. Now it makes more sense to me why my friends would just abandon me in my time of need," I said with sarcasm. "It is what it is."
She frowned at me in the way she did when I didn't understand something she was trying to teach us in class.
"You are the only one who has any control over your life. Even then, in the way that the government controls you, peer pressure coerces you, and parents, friends, and relatives interfere with what you need to do to soothe your soul, the control you think you have over your life is limited. In many respects your life may not even be in your control. In many respects your life may at times seemingly even be out of control."
I was stunned by the simplicity, the honesty, and the insightfulness of her words. She was a wise woman indeed. At the same time, as if having one of those 'Duh?' moments, I felt as if I had been hit over the head with a sledgehammer.
"It is what it is," I said again. "Seemingly that makes sense to me now. That one simple phrase helps me to understand more about those unrealistic expectations that I put on people."
Perhaps a bit naïve, I had never heard that expression before and June's words kept ringing in my ears over and over again.
"It is what it is. It is what it is. It is what it is."
June was surprised that I had never heard the expression and we had quite a conversation over what it would mean for me if I could accept this very important principle as part of my internal monologue.
"I thought you were a New England Patriot's fan," she said.
"I am," I said.
"Coach Belichick uses that expression all the time in reference to his team and whenever he doesn't want to give away anything to reporters," she said.
As soon as she said that, I recalled him saying that.
"A man of few words, I seldom heard him talk," I said with a laugh.
Going beyond teaching me how to develop characters, write dialogue, and insert imagery, description, and tension, suddenly she made me feel more like her student than she did her friend. With her having an undergraduate degree in English with creative writing and English literature minors from Harvard University and an MFA degree from Emerson College, she suffered through decades more life experience than I had. I was glad for the six word encapsulated lesson. Still, it was a bitter pill to swallow to just chalk it all up to, 'It is what it is.'
"Just because it is what it is doesn't mean that you give up on everything and everybody. It means that you must accept the things that you cannot change. It allows you to not only understand why it is what it is but also to be okay with that you cannot control and what people do or don't do."
Everything she said made sense. Everything she said helped me cut through the bullshit. Everything she said enabled me to get on with my life without having to rehash things over again in my feeble attempt in trying to understand the lack of caring of others.
"I get it," I said nodding my head as if she had morphed from my creative writing teacher, to my psychologist, and to my friend. "I must accept things that I cannot change."
Only her way of teaching, she beat me over the head with what she had to say again.
"Surely, you've heard of The Serenity Prayer by Reinhold Niebuhr."
I couldn't help but think of the Seinfeld episode where Jerry's father looks to the Heavens and pleads, "Serenity now! Serenity now!"
"I have but I have a feeling you're going to refresh my memory," I said with a laugh.
She returned my laugh with her patient smile before she recited the prayer.
"God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change; courage to change the things I can; and wisdom to know the difference," she said. "That prayer is something so simple and is so meaningful that it can be applied to everyday life no matter the year or the problem."
She was so smart. I wish I was as smart as she was. Only, for her to be my friend and for her to take time with me, maybe she thought I was smart too. Moreover, it was the way that she said things.
"Yes, I've heard that before," I said.
She gave me that patient smile again that she does when I get ahead of myself and assume things without having any evidence that they're correct.
"There's more," she said.
I gave her my blank stare.
"More?"
She nodded her head and smiled.
"There's more to the Serenity Prayer," she said.
I didn't know what more she could say to help me to understand myself and other people than what she's already said. To be honest, I'd rather keep things simple than adding any more verbiage to the mix.
"Oh, I thought that was all of it," I said.
She held up a finger as if she was a conductor of an orchestra ready to give the musicians their cue.
"Living one day at a time; enjoying one moment at a time; accepting hardships as the pathway to peace; taking, as He did, this sinful world as it is, not as I would have it; trusting that He will make all things right if I surrender to His Will; that I may be reasonably happy in this life and supremely happy with Him forever and ever in the next. Amen," she said bowing her head in a moment of silence as if she was praying.
Oddly enough that sounded familiar. It was something I overhead my mother reading aloud in one of her rare instances of sanity and clarity.
"Wow," I said.
I looked at her with renewed insightfulness.
"I recite that every night before bed and again the first thing in the morning," she said. "It gives me the peace that I need," she said.
It was then that I wondered if she had problems with addiction. With her a teenager of the 60's, it's possible with her being a writer and now a college Professor that she had experimented with drugs and/or had a problem with alcohol. Stephen King author of Carrie, The Shining, Misery and so many more had a drug and alcohol problem. Ken Kesey author of One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest had drug problems. Raymond Chandler, O Henry, Tennessee Williams, Dylan Thomas, Dorothy Parker, Edgar Allen Poe, Truman Capote, William Faulkner, F. Scott Fitzgerald, James Joyce, and Ernest Hemingway all had drinking problems.
She never mentioned a man in her life, maybe something happened with that. She could have been lesbian for all that I knew. Even though I deemed her a friend, I didn't know much about her personal background with her being my college professor. With my admission records at her fingertips, she assuredly knew more about me than I knew about her.
With my mother and my four brothers all dependent on drugs and alcohol one time or another and in and out of AA, I was too familiar with The Serenity Prayer. My mother and brothers all had playing cards with that prayer written on the back. Having already lived through a whore of a drugged out, passed out mother and four out of control, incestuously, sexually perverted, drunken brothers, I learned early in life to stay away from alcohol and/or drugs. I learned early in life that I may have that gene that makes me more susceptible to being addicted to alcohol and/or drugs.
As a teenager in the 80's with the Heyday of the orgy like sex of Studio 54 and the illegal drug culture of Miami Vice, everyone around me drank heavily and/or took drugs. Getting drunk and/or high was the cool thing to do back then. With me always being out of step with others and always doing my own thing and with my life already so out of control, I was never tempted by alcohol and drugs. I had more important things to do in bettering my life than in trying to destroy my life any more than it was.
An easy thing for me to do when everyone else around me was so out of control with addictions, I understood early how much worse my situation would be if I added a numbing agent to the mix. Promising myself to never be emotionally, sexually, and physically abused again by anyone, I needed to stay alert because of the abusers living inside my home and outside in the neighborhood. To this day, I'm hyper vigilant of abusers; that's the way that I must forever live when I'm an abuse survivor and diagnosed with PTSD. Unfortunately, sadly, and tragically, it's prophetic how the man that I fell in love with and married physically abused me too. I must have a sign on my forehead that reads, "Abuse me."
Not wanting to ask her too many questions and pry too much in her personal life, I asked June how to accept 'It is what it is' in my daily life and how to reconcile with The Serenity Prayer in my everyday life too.
"So, how do I go about applying 'It is what it is' and how to I put the Serenity prayer in practice in my life?"
As if she suddenly turned into a pastor, she had this look of peaceful piety on her face.
"Practice," is all she said. "Every day is a new day. Every day is a new challenge. One step at a time is the best strategy so that you don't overwhelm yourself and lose your way. You must always stay on your chosen path and never wander. Stay focused and stay the course."
Suddenly I felt as if I was a captain of a ship during a storm. I watched her talking to me as if she was talking to someone else, actually as if she was talking to herself. I could see her words reinforcing her more than they did me. Yet, what she said not only made sense but also made an early impression in me. Perhaps it was more the messenger than the message but because I liked and trusted her as a teacher, an advisor, and a friend, I took what she said more to heart than if someone handed me a card with that message written on the back.
She forced me to think about the situations in my life that were applicable to the 'It is what it is' phrase and The Serenity poem. The more I thought about them, now having more of a foundation of self-help, the clearer my pitiful issues became. If I accepted the phrase, 'It is what it is,' at a gut level, gunshot, knee jerk phrase and followed the advice of The Serenity poem, my life would surely improve, but there was a very large stumbling block in my pathway of acceptance.
Only, it wasn't as simple as that for me. With all that I've already suffered, that stumbling block was having to feel the disappointment, the pain, the anger, the rage, and the sadness that accompanies some of the problems that I've had with abusive people in my life. What should have been my safety net when turning to relatives and friends for help and understanding, conversely, having to deal with relatives and friends made me feel even worse.
With all the emotional, sexual, and physical abuse that's happened to me in my life, I'm much different than a person dependent on alcohol and drugs. Drunks and druggies may not have to deal with the bad, never ending memories of emotional, sexual, and physical abuse. Their way to forget and deal with things, drunks and druggies are in the here and now.
Yet, I understand what may have caused them to drink and/or take drugs may have been due to some of the horrific things that happened early in their lives that I've had to suffer through and endure to survive. What happened in my life may have happened in their lives too. Seemingly we have the self-destructive similarity. Yet, we all have different coping mechanism that we employ to get through our days. With some taking drugs and others drinking, I write stories. Writing my stories is my therapy.
In that regard, I'm lucky not to have a drinking and/or drug problem. In that regard, I'm lucky not to have taken my own life and/or become an abuser myself. In that regard, head and shoulders above some of the rest of humanity that wallows in the gutter, I was already on my way to recovery. I just needed a break. I just needed a leg up the ladder. I just needed a guiding hand and an Angel on my shoulder to help me along my path and along my way. Professor June was my Angel.
I'm the type of individual who gives everything they have to relationships, and I've been told many times what a great friend I am. The standard regarding friendship has a really high bar for me, so I'm often a much better friend than others are friends to me. An example of the "It is what it is" concept is that I often get upset when I make most of the contacts to friends and show concern for them, yet they don't reciprocate by contacting me and showing concern for me. Typically, our conversations are all about them, about how they feel, and what they're doing. With me asking them all the questions, they don't ask me any. Seemingly we all have friends like that but I had more than my share of selfish, self-centered, and self-absorbed people who I thought were my friends.
When they didn't reciprocate my friendship, I felt rejected. Even when I was in a destitute situation after my divorce and others knew my plight, some of my closest friends did not extend offers of help. I wasn't looking so much for money as I was looking for moral support and friendship. With me thinking of them as a friend, I was crushed by their bad and inappropriate behavior.
The 'It is what it is' scenario in my case was that I wasn't even on their radar. They didn't even care enough about me to want to help me. Now that I was divorced and eligible, they were more afraid that I'd steal their boyfriends and/or husbands. I wasn't interested in their boyfriends and husbands and I'd never knowingly break up anyone's marriage or relationship. If they were anything, they were happy that I was leaving Massachusetts to live in Pennsylvania with my mother. The bottom line is that they were not there for me when I needed them, even though I've been a good friend to them every time they've needed me.
I've been told many times by others that no matter what's going on in my life that I seem to be able to handle the situation. Apparently I've got game, a good head on my shoulders, and a strong back to shoulder the pain. When I finally confronted my friends and asked them why they didn't call me, they all shrugged their excuses. They all said the same things as if rehearsed for this day when I confronted them.
"We thought you could handle things. We thought you were okay. In the way you're always so confident, so witty, and so funny, we didn't think you were hurting. We thought you were glad to see your husband go. Besides, we didn't know what to say or what to do to help you."
I looked at them as if I was looking at someone who wasn't from this neighborhood, from this country, and/or even from this planet. I looked at them as if they were speaking in a foreign language and didn't have a clue as to what I was saying. Stingy with their friendship when I had been generous with mine, they looked at me as if they were in the right, when they were all so wrong.
"So, instead of saying anything, because you didn't know what to say to me, you said nothing. Instead of doing something, anything to help me, because you didn't know what to do to help me, you did nothing," I said.
With them suddenly going mute and looking uncomfortable as if they were the injured party, I stared at them before I walked away from them. For them not to offer their help and their friendship, they were all clueless. Maybe they'll understand when the shoe is on the other foot and they divorce their husbands or break up with their boyfriends. Maybe they'll understand when there's no one there for them in the way they weren't there for me. With me not telling them half the things that happened to me, they had no idea what the Hell I've been through.
With my friends' prevailing attitude about my pre-divorce problems and post-divorce problems, their excuse was that I could handle whatever came my way. Now knowing that their insensitive attitudes made me want to handle it all without their help, I didn't need them. The hurt and disappointment that I felt was extremely strong and long lasting, yet when I apply the "It is what it is" to this situation, I look at it honestly and accepted the truth as it is. I felt better removing my expectations from them. Ending our friendship, they weren't there for me when I needed them and I wouldn't be there for them when they needed me.



"It is what it is."
Did what happen when my friends shunned me cause me to be a lesser friend? No, unable to change who I am, me being a lesser friend would go against who I am as a person. I just need to understand that some people are born with an ocean full of caring and others are born with a thimble full of understanding. The insensitivity of some people is just as baffling as it is upsetting.
What I had to do to survive is to lower my expectation of others. What I had to do to get through all the shit that I had to deal with is to acknowledge that it was all up to me. And if I had someone there to help me through something, a true friend, then I was lucky. That one moment, my personal epiphany has helped me immensely and immeasurably. None of this could have been possible had I not learned that one simple phrase that has help to heal many of my wounds.
"It is what it is."
By chalking it up in that way, I'm better able to accept 'It is what it is.' It takes a lot of practice to give in to 'It is what it is,' just it takes a lot of patience and internal control to put The Serenity poem into one's daily life. One doesn't have to be dependent on alcohol and/or drugs to employ some of the life lessons and helpful knowledge being given at AA meetings. Even for those who don't believe in God, taking what you can use in your life and rejecting what you can't use in your life, the message is not only about God.
Anyone can have better control of their lives if they want to find some relief from problems and from people in their lives. The warning here is that your feelings about each situation must be felt, realized, and dealt with, before you get the pay-off and before chalking it up to 'It is what it is.' Not for the faint of heart, it's worth all that one must go through in order to achieve some measure of peace. It doesn't work if you just throw up your hands and say, "Fuck it!" It doesn't work if you run to the bottle, take a mind altering drug, or become so depressed that you're physically and emotionally incapacitated as I was.
Ask the tough questions of yourself about each scenario and then accept the reality of the situation. Don't try and sugarcoat things by seeing them as you wish they were instead of what is honest and true. Be kind to yourself while you figure out the truth because many times the truth will hurt you. I trust that you'll be fine eventually and will have a better understanding of life because sometimes, it's just...
"It is what it is."
Only, it was difficult for me to reconcile it is what it is when my creative writing teacher slipped in her mantra of reciting The Serenity Prayer morning and night and died of a heroin overdose. Unable to say it is what it is to that, her tragic and untimely departure made me wish she had called me. I would have been there for her.
Yet, maybe with her so ingrained with the thought that it is what it is, perhaps she thought that she was alone. Perhaps she thought she didn't have the control to change her destiny. Perhaps she put too much credence into 'It is what it is.'
The End
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Bound to the bed and blindfolded, instead of taking her dancing, Walter gives his wife, Linda, what she really wants, hot sex.
With her on her back naked and helpless, Walter imagined his wife, Linda, tied to the bedposts at her wrists and ankles. In the way she was staring at him was the same way he imagined himself staring at Tiffany if she was there tied to his bed naked. There was something so sexually exciting about seeing a naked woman seemingly helpless. There was something so sexually arousing about touching her, feeling her, and having sex with her while she struggled against her ties. With her on the bed so vulnerable, perhaps it was having total control of a naked woman.
In the way that Linda's pussy was already wet and her nipples were already erect and hard when she obviously was imagining having sex with him was the way he was growing hard when imagining having sex with Tiffany. Only, maybe she wasn't thinking of him giving her sex at all. Maybe in the way he was thinking of having sex with Tiffany, she was thinking of having sex with his three friends.
Nonetheless, whether Linda was thinking of having sex him or having sex with his three friends, he couldn't help himself from imagining Tiffany on her back naked and in the shape of a starfish while tied to his bed. He couldn't help himself from imagining Tiffany's wet, glistening pussy and her black nipples hard and erect waiting for him to finger them and suck them before fingering her and licking her. He couldn't help himself from imagining having sex with Tiffany instead of with Linda.
For sure, in the horny way she was over him or over his three friends, was the horny way he was over the thoughts of seeing Tiffany naked tied to his bed and having sex with her. As a seductive appetizer, if he asked his wife to masturbate herself, she probably would. He wondered if Tiffany was there now instead of Linda, if he asked her to masturbate herself in front of him, if she would.
So different from watching a man masturbate himself, there was something so erotic about watching a woman masturbate herself. When a man masturbates himself, he just strokes his cock faster and faster until he cums. When a woman masturbates herself, she makes love to her naked body.
In the way she feels her breasts and fingers her nipples while closing her eyes and making sexually excited faces, it's so much more sexually arousing to watch a woman masturbate than it is to watch a man masturbate himself. Then, when she rubs her clit while fingering her pussy as she continues to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples is like watching a one woman naked show. Finally, if she uses a vibrator and/or a dildo on herself that's a masturbation bonus.
When she was working as a stripper, he imagined Tiffany masturbating herself in front of lots of men. He imagined herself coiling her sexy body around a pole while stripping off her clothes. He imagined her sitting naked in front of an audience of men with her legs spread wide open while she played with her pussy. God only knows what she did in the VIP rooms. He imagined that she could give him quite a sexy show and a much better sex show than Linda ever could.
Only, with Linda already naked and with him delaying in tying his wife to the bed and blindfolding her, his friends were already on their way over. Besides, he had something else in mind than asking his wife to masturbate herself. He needed to get her ready for his friends. He needed to make sure that she was ready to have a sexual good time. He opened her dresser drawer and pulled out four scarves, a red one, a green one, a blue one, and a yellow one.
* * * * *
"Give me your hand," he said.
She looked at him as if she had forgotten something.
"Wait," she said sitting up in bed to reach over to the nightstand. "Let me put on some lipstick first. I know how much you enjoy kissing me when my lips are coated," she said with a laugh.
Only he knew they'd be no one kissing her tonight.
"I love that shade of lipstick on you," he said.
Watching her put on that color lipstick made him want to go out and buy the same shade. He picked it up from the nightstand to look at the label on the bottom, Corvette red.
"Actually, knowing you better than that, lipstick on the dipstick," she said with a dirty laugh while giving him a sexy look. "I know how much you enjoying seeing my lipstick all over your cock."
Only, she wouldn't be sucking his cock. She'll be sucking the cocks of his three friends. His three friends would be the ones humping her mouth and fucking her face before cumming in her mouth and watching her swallow. If she could have sex with his three friends, perhaps she'll agree to have sex with others in the swinging lifestyle. Yet, he'd rather show up at a swingers' dance with Tiffany than with Linda. Only, if he had Tiffany as his lover, he'd never want to share her in the way that he was so eager to share his wife with his three friends.
He watched her put on her lipstick amazed that she didn't even have to look in the mirror to perfectly apply it. He wished he didn't have to gaze at himself in the mirror when he was applying his makeup. Even then, while staring at his lips in the mirror, he always managed to smudge some lipstick over his top lip and/or under his bottom lip. He could never keep his hand steady enough to perfectly coat his lips. As if he was painting one of his model cars instead of painting his lips, the lip gloss was easier for him to master.
The hardest part of cross dressing for him, he had the most difficult doing his eyes. Unable to keep his eyes open for fear of poking himself in the eye with mascara or an eyeliner pencil, he didn't know how women did all that they do to appeal to men. Only, he'd never shave his legs. Unable to wear light color pantyhose with his hair showing through he had to wear dark pantyhose or no pantyhose at all. He felt sexier when he didn't wear any pantyhose.
"I really like that bright, red color on you," he said while thinking of her getting bright, red lipstick all over his friends' cocks. "It makes you look sexy. It makes you look hot."
Tiffany always wore lipstick but with many of her lipstick shades muted. Her lipstick colors weren't as bright as the lipstick colors that Linda wore. Sometimes Tiffany applied bright, red lipstick and when she did, her lips popped against the contrast of her dark skin. Anytime he saw her wearing that shade of lipstick, he imagined kissing her. He imagined her on her knees while looking up at him with her big, beautiful, brown eyes as she sucked his cock. He imagined her getting her red lipstick all over his penis.
She had fuller lips than did Linda. He'd love to kiss her full, red lips instead of Linda's thin, red lips. He'd love for Tiffany to get lipstick all over his dipstick. He'd love to hump her mouth and fuck her face. Instead, spoiling his sexual fantasy of Tiffany, he watched Linda looking at him and smiling while fixing her lipstick by moving her lips as if she was kissing herself. Then, she ran a brush through her hair, first one side and then the other.
"Okay, I'm ready. How do I look?"
He returned her smile with his smile.
"Beautiful," he said meaning it.
Indeed she was a good looking woman but when she stood next to Tiffany, there was no comparison. Tiffany was a hidden jewel discovered in a box of marbles. Tiffany was one of a kind. There was no one else like her. The fact that she had a job stripping off her clothes when she easily could have been a fashion design model in the way of Naomi Campbell or an actress in the way of Vanessa Williams was such a tragic waste of her.
* * * * *
Instead of surrendering her hand to him, Linda reached out for him and felt his sleeping cock through his pants. Just as she started fondling and rubbing the head of his cock with her thumb and index to give him an erection, she looked at him with astonishment when he grabbed her wrist and pulled her arm forward. As if she didn't know what he was doing when they did this before, just last month, she looked at him with sexual arousal when he unraveled one of the scarves.
Remembering her look, she looked at him in the way she looked at him last month, before he blindfolded her. Obviously knowing that he was calling his friends to sexually service his wife, she looked at him in the way she looked at him last month after he called his three friends over to do his wife. When he was busy unraveling the scarves, she pulled her hand away to finger his cock through his pants again. In the way she was touching him through his pants, he imagined Tiffany touching him through his pants. If only Tiffany was here instead of Linda, he'd never call anyone else to sexually service her.
"Oh Walter," she said in her sexiest voice. "Someone is getting an erection."
He wondered if she knew it was his three friends having sex with her naked body and not him. He wondered if she knew he thought about Tiffany naked when seeing her naked. If she knew, in the same way she doesn't say anything about him being a cross dresser, she doesn't say anything about his three friends having their wicked, sexual way with her naked body. If she knew she was having sex with his three friends and if she knew that he was a cross dresser, never speaking of it, she kept all of that to herself.
Yet, if nothing else, her having sex with his three friends gave him plenty of masturbation material. Moreover, he liked the fact that she didn't mention her having sex with his friends or him being a cross dresser. They'd cross that bridge and slide down that slippery slope when they're both ready to discuss the obvious.
Still, how could she not know it was his three friends having sex with her naked body and not him? Maybe one day he'll ask her if she knew it was his three friends having sex with her bound and blindfolded, naked body. Maybe one day, he'll get up the courage to ask her if she'd like to participate in the swinging lifestyle. Maybe one day, he'll ask her if she knows he's a cross dresser. Maybe one day, he'll confessed his sexual attraction to Tiffany, as if she doesn't already know that, and ask her if she'd like to have sex with Bill in the way he'd love to have sex with Tiffany. For now with neither of them ready to openly discuss it, this wasn't the day.
"C'mon quit fooling around and give me your hand," he said impatiently while brushing her fingers from his cock. Eager to go downstairs to let in his friends, he just wanted to sit in his chair, watch TV while flipping channels, and drink a beer and perhaps watch Tiffany clean her kitchen in her sexy nightgown while he masturbated. A telling sign of the declining condition of their sexual relationship, interesting that he'd rather masturbate over Tiffany cleaning her kitchen than to watch his three friends having sex with his wife.
* * * * *
He considered staying in the room with his three friends this time to watch them having sex with his wife but he'd rather imagine all of what they did than to actually see all that they did. Besides, when he asked his friends for details, his friends told him everything they did to his wife and everything Linda did to them. From what they told him, not only did his friends all have a good, sexual time with his wife but she had a good, sexual time with his friends too.
With none of them volunteering their wives to him, he wondered if his friends would ever allow him to have sex with their wives. Only, not all women were as slutty as Linda. Once a slut always a slut. Even though Linda professed otherwise, for her to suck and fuck his friends, definitely, she was a slut. Yet, loyal to him, albeit but for this sexual orgy that he arranged, she was his slut and she'd be with him, no doubt, until death do they part. Alas, his hope of ever being with Tiffany one day was nothing more than a sexual fantasy he enjoyed having while watching her clean her kitchen in her sexy nightgown.
He thought about his three friends again coming to sexually satisfy his wife. Basically, not only did they all see Linda naked, they all felt, fondled and sucked her tits while fingering her pussy. Then, while fingering her pussy, they all licked her pussy before fucking her pussy. After she had six orgasms, three oral orgasms and three vaginal orgasms, she sucked their cocks and all three of his friends ejaculated in her mouth. She swallowed three loads of cum. With him a lucky man in that regard, how many wives would silently agree to have a gangbang while pretending she didn't know it wasn't her husband giving her hot sex?
If she sucked three different cocks and swallowed three separate loads of cum wasn't evidence that there were three men in the room, he didn't know what else would be so telling. Yet, a silent, secret game they played, just as he didn't discuss his cross dressing with her, she didn't discuss her having sex with his three friends with him. With him tying her to the bed and arranging for his three friends to have sex with her, just as he knew she was having sex with other man, of course she knew that he was a cross dresser.
Even though he asked his friends not to kiss his wife on the mouth and not to talk to her when with her, with him fearing that she'd know it wasn't him, yet, seriously, how could she not know she was having sex with three men instead of one? With them being together for twenty years, how could she not know she wasn't having sex with her husband? Even if they didn't kiss her on the mouth and even if they didn't talk, how could she not know it wasn't his cock in her mouth and in her pussy? She had to know. She must know.
Granted he asked his friends not to kiss her and not to speak when with her but how could she not know that wasn't him having sex with her naked body? At his age, he'd have to be superhuman to cum three times. Perhaps, in addition to being tied to the bed, the blindfold was the reason, her excuse actually to pretend she didn't know she was having sex with his three friends instead of with him.
Perhaps, if not for the blindfold, if she knew his three friends were in the room with her when she was naked, undoubtedly, she'd never go through with him tying her to the bed in readiness to sexually service his three friends. Yet, if she could feign her innocence and moral modesty by pretending that she didn't know it was his three friends having sex with her perhaps, as long as he blindfolded her, she'd readily agree to participate in the swinging lifestyle later. With her tied to the bed and blindfolded, he gave her the perfect alibi to have swinging sex with his three friends.
* * * * *
"What are you doing with those scarves?"
As if she didn't know. Having done this before, she acted as if she didn't know what he was going to do with the scarves. She knew exactly what he was going to do with the scarves just as, undoubtedly, she knew that he called his three friends and that his three friends were coming to the house to have sex with her. No doubt, her unspoken code, without having to ask him to call his three friends, she started all of the nagging with him as her pretense not so much to go somewhere and to do something but for him to call his friends to have sex with her.
He moved to the side of the bed while snapping the scarfs on the side of her ass. Unlike many of the women her age, she still had a nice figure. She watched what she ate and she exercised. If she wasn't his wife and if he saw her walking through the mall, he'd probably look at her twice. If he wasn't already married to her, still attracted to her albeit not sexually, he'd probably ask her out on a date.
Oddly enough, if she wasn't his wife but someone else's wife, he'd probably lust over her. If she was someone else's woman, he'd probably want her and wish he could have sex with her. What is that about? Is it because he has her and has already had sex with her numerous times the reason why he no longer wants her sexually?
"You'll see," he said tying her right wrist to the bedpost with the red scarf. "Give me your other wrist," he said walking to the other side of the bed to tie her left wrist to the other bedpost with the yellow scarf. Willingly she gave him her wrist. As soon as he tied her wrists to the bed, her nipples erected again and her pussy glistened. "Now your leg," he said.
As soon as her nipples erected, her pussy glistened. As soon as her nipples erected and her pussy glistened, he wondered if she was thinking of having sex with him. As soon as her nipples erected and her pussy glistened, he suspect she was thinking, instead, of having sex with his three friends. If only Tiffany was here with him now naked and tied to his bed, he'd love to see her nipples harden and her pussy run wet with her vaginal juices.
He tied her left ankle with the green scarf before tying her right ankle with the blue scarf. As soon as he spread her legs to tie her ankles to the bedposts, he could really see that her pussy was already wet with her vaginal secretions. When he wasn't even hard, she was already wet. When he wasn't even hard, she was ready for sex.
If he was tying one of his friends' wives, his sexy sister-in-law, his MILF of a mother-in-law, and/or Tiffany to his bed naked, he'd have an erection. With Linda better looking and having a better body than all of them except for Tiffany, he didn't understand why he wasn't sexually excited over them and not sexually excited over her. Next, careful of her hair and wanting her to look pretty for his friends, he blindfolded her.
"Kinky," she said. "It's been a long time since you tied me to the bed and blindfolded me."
Seemingly she has a short memory when it was just last month that he tied her to the bed. If it was up to him, he'd tie her to the bed every week. If it was up to him, he'd have a different trio of men having sex with her bound, blindfolded, and naked body. If it was up to him, he'd put a gag in her mouth so that she'd stop talking, only she wouldn't be able to suck his friends' cocks if he gagged her. Most definitely, if it was up to him, he'd have her do more of his friends, all of his friends. If it was up to him, he'd have sex with all of their wives while they all had sex with his wife. If it was up to him, he'd have Tiffany naked and tied to his bed while he fucked her and she sucked him.
"I'll be right back. I just wanna brush my teeth," he said.
Instead he went downstairs and opened the front door to let in his three friends, Jim, Henry, and Tom.
To be continued...
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Walter sneaks his three friends in his house to have sex with his bound and blindfolded, naked wife.
"Shh," said Walter to his three friends while whispering. "Remember, just like last month, no talking. While you're up in my bedroom, other than the sound you make when licking my wife's pussy, no one makes a sound. Okay? Once you make any other sound other than a licking sound, she'll no that it's not me in bed with her."
Walter looked from Jim to Tom and to Henry to make sure that they understood not to talk when with his tied to the bed and blindfolded wife.
"Got it," said Jim. "Don't worry Walter, we won't make a sound. We'll be as quiet as mice and as horny as rats," he said looking from Henry and Tom and laughing.
Walter looked at his friend while thinking of Tiffany naked and wearing bright red lipstick.
"Shh. Quiet. Keep it down. She'll hear us," said Walter.
Walter sighed with what he was about to do again. A normal man would be sexually excited to sit in the bedroom while watching his wife having sex with three men, but he wasn't. He'd be more content staying downstairs in his den while sitting in his chair and having a beer. He hoped that Tiffany would make an appearance in her kitchen while his three friends were upstairs with his wife. He'd rather sit in his chair and masturbate over Tiffany flashing him her tits, ass, and pussy than watching his three friends having sex with his wife.
"Sorry Walter," said Jim. "I'm just excited to be with Linda again. It was awesome the last time you invited us over to have sex with her. Did she say anything about her having a good sexual time?"
After asking his friends for all of the juicy details, Walter replayed all that his three friends did with his wife and all that his wife did with the three men. With her tied to the bed naked last month as she is again this month, not only did they see Linda naked but also they touched, felt, and fondled her in places where only her husband should touch, feel, and fondle her. Then, one at a time, giving her an oral orgasm with their fingers and tongue, they licked her pussy and three more orgasms while fucking her. The group sex culminated with her sucking their cocks, allowing them to cum in her mouth, and swallowing.
"Nah, we didn't discuss. Even though I suspect she may know that three men are giving her hot sex, it's a game we play," said Walter.
Walter didn't tell them that just as he masturbates over ogling Tiffany from afar, he masturbated over the thoughts of his three friends having sex with his wife.
"I know what you mean," said Henry. "Sometimes it's best to leave things unsaid."
If only they knew what else he left unsaid. With him knowing these men for nearly twenty years, none of them suspected that he was a cross dresser. None of them suspected that he was wearing panties beneath his pants now.
"So listen," said Walter. "Even though she's applied her bright, Corvette red lipstick to her lips and, no doubt, is expecting to be kissed, whatever you do, don't kiss her on the lips. I mean it. Even though I know you all want to make out with my wife, do not kiss Linda. Do you understand? Promise me that you won't kiss Linda on the lips. As soon as you kiss her, she'll know it's not me up there with her and that would ruin everything for me."
Walter knew that once Linda was made to know and publically shamed that she was having sex with three of his friends, there'd no longer be that silent, mutual understanding between them. With the both of them out of the closet, so to speak, with her having to admit that she knew she was having sex with his friends, he'd have to come clean about his cross dressing, something that he wasn't ready to do yet.
"We promise," said the three men nearly in unison as if they were school children being instructed by their teacher.
Walter would much rather keep things the way that they are with Linda being sexually satisfied by three of his sexually frustrated and horny friends than feeling pressured and berated to take her somewhere and do something with her. Obviously, where Walter was no longer interested in having sex with his wife and yearned to have sex with Tiffany, Jim, Henry, and Tom were happy to take Walter's place and have sex with his wife, Linda. She was not only better looking than all of their wives but also she had a much better body than any of their wives too. Moreover, where none of their wives were sexual and didn't like sex, Linda was a sexy sexpot and loved sex. Where none of their wives sucked cock, Linda loved sucking cock.
"With no one kissing the same, once you kiss her on the lips, she'll know that it's not me," said Walter reinforcing that he didn't want any of them kissing his wife. "Once you part her lips with your tongue and stick your tongue in her mouth, she'll know that it's not me in the room with her but someone else. That someone else is the scary part. I don't want to frighten her. I don't want her to think that there's an intruder in the house and that she's being raped and forced to have group, gangbang sex with three men."
After giving them his warning, Walter looked from each of his three friends to make sure that they all agreed to his conditions. Instead of agreeing to his conditions, Tom stole the floor by going off on another movie tangent in the way that only he could do.
"That's just like that sexy, rape scene in Stanley Kubrick's Clockwork Orange," said Tom with a diabolical laugh. He was the movie buff in the room. "After forcing themselves in someone's house on the pretense they need to use to phone because of a car accident, first they cut holes in her red jumpsuit of the woman of the house with a pair of scissors. That was so hot with her naked underneath and the camera zooming in to show her tits, her bush, and her ass protruding from her sheared away jumpsuit."
Walter sighed and rolled his eyes while allowing his friend to have the floor.
"I remember that movie," said Henry. "With us used to the censors of the 50's and 60's, that was an outrageous sex scene back then."
Walter was ready to return the dialogue to the business at hand of his three friends having group sex with his wife but Tom beat him to the punch again.
"Then they stripped her naked, gangbanged her, and forced her husband to watch them all raping his wife. Right up there with Last Tango in Paris and Caligula that was a hot scene in Clockwork Orange was outrageous for a movie made in 1971. Actually, I'd like to do that with my wife," said Tom with a dirty laugh. "I'd love to set her up and watch her having sex with and being gangbanged by three of four guys. That would be so hot."
Walter looked at his friend shocked that he said that about wanting to watch his wife pull a train. Yet, what Tom wanted his wife to do with three of four men was no different than what he was allowing them to do with his wife. Only, not a stupid woman, he suspected that Linda knew she was having sex with three of his friends. Seriously, how could she not know?
With them not discussing what happened, by not talking about it, Linda was free to have sex with other men and Walter was free from taking her places and doing things when he'd much rather flop in his chair, watch TV, and have a beer. Only, now with Tiffany cleaning her kitchen practically naked, watching her washing her floor was better than watching any movie or TV show. Only, being that she's an ex-stripper, he wished she'd clean her kitchen naked. He'd love to masturbate to seeing her naked body scrubbing her kitchen floor.
"Actually, Tom, I'm glad you mentioned that about wanting to see your wife pull a train," said Walter. "Now that you've done every sexual thing to my wife, and now that she's sucked all of your cocks and you've ejaculated in her mouth, how come you don't reciprocate and allow me to have sex with your wives?"
Jim looked at Walter with horror while making a sour face.
"Good God, Walter, my wife, Debbie, would never go for something like that," said Jim shaking his head while waving his hands as if he was trying to stop a car. "Why do you think I agreed to have sex with Linda? Debbie doesn't give me sex anymore. Even when she gave me sex, she doesn't suck cock. Believe me, she's nothing like Linda in bed. Linda is a wildcat. Linda is the best lay I've ever had."
Jim looked at Walter and smiled.
"Here, here," said Tom as if he was a Member of Parliament. "Without exception, Linda is the best piece of ass I've ever had too. There's no doubt about that. No disrespect Walter. I mean that as a high compliment. Your wife is primo."
Tom looked at Walter and smiled.
"No disrespect taken," said Walter. "I take Linda being a great piece of ass as a compliment. I'm glad you're enjoying my wife. Maybe somehow later, down the road, you can repay my sexual generosity by shoveling out my driveway or give me a free ticket to a football game," he said with a laugh.
Nonetheless this open dialogue exchange about how Linda compares to their wives sexually was interesting. Now that he's seeing how some of these other men live when not being married to a hot wife, Walter bit his lip while wondering if he was making a mistake sharing his wife. Had it not been for him lusting over Tiffany, perhaps he'd still sexually lust over Linda in the way his three friends sexually lusted over his wife.
"Here, here," said Henry echoing Tom's response.
Walter looked at Henry. With them all saying the same complimentary things about how Linda is in bed, now he wondered if she was different in bed with them than she was with him. Perhaps, with her sexual batteries recharge, it's the novelty that she's having sex with three, new men instead of having the same old sex with him.
"The few times my wife blew me, I wasn't allowed to cum in her mouth," said Jim. "When I was ready to cum, she'd pull me out of her mouth to cum all over her hand or on her A cup breasts. Trust me Walter," said Jim shaking his head. "You don't want to have sex with my wife. Trust me Walter, you're the one with the hot wife. If she was my wife, I'd never allow any of you assholes to have sex with her," said Jim with a quiet laugh.
With a sad expression on his face to all that Jim had said, Tom shook his head in agreement.
"My wife, Christine is the same. She's modestly moral," said Tom. "A virgin when I married her, I'm the only guy she's ever had sex with. With me reaping the benefits of her past, and with her still acting like a God damn virgin now, I sometimes wish she had been more sexually experienced before marrying me. Maybe if a few men saw her naked, she'd allow me to see her naked too."
Someone who only talked about what movie he saw or wanted to see, Walter looked at Tom shocked by his personal and private, sexual confession.
"My wife wasn't a virgin, but it's obvious that she doesn't like sex," said Henry.
Wow. Walter thought he had a problem. Compared to Jim, Tom, and now Henry he was lucky that Linda loved having sex.
"Maybe she just doesn't like having sex with you," said Jim with a chuckle.
After knowing these men for nearly two decades, it took Walter to allow them the sexual use of his wife for them to open up to him and talk about their most intimate things that they did with their wives behind closed bedroom doors.
"Even now, after we've been married for 22-years, I've never seen the woman naked," said Tom. "When she's not changing in the bathroom, she dresses and undresses in the dark. Just like Jim's wife, my wife doesn't suck cock either. She dabbles. I've never ejaculated in my wife's mouth in the way that I've ejaculated in Linda's mouth. Christine would never allow me to cum in her mouth and even if I did ejaculated in her mouth by holding her head in place with my hand to the back of her head, she'd never swallow. Not to mention, if I ever held her mouth in place by putting my hand to the back of her head and ejaculated in her mouth, she'd be so pissed at me that she'd punch me."
Seemingly the men all grew uncomfortable discussing their private sex lives or lack of a sex life so openly and so publically.
"Wow, that sucks literally," said Jim with a laugh. "At least my wife walks around naked. She even makes breakfast in her bra and panties sometimes. Especially when we're having pancakes with syrup, she says she doesn't want wrinkle or soil her clothes while having breakfast. My wife doesn't have Linda's shapely body but she doesn't look bad when walking around in her sexy bra and panty."
Walter put a hand to Jim's shoulder.
"You need to invite me over your house for breakfast," said Walter with a dirty, little laugh.
Nodding his head too in sadness, Henry had the same sad, dejected, and rejected look on his face that Jim and Tom had.
"I have the same sad story," said Henry. "A very nice woman otherwise, a good cook and a wonderful mother, my Janice is a cold bitch in bed. I can count the number of times we've had sex on one hand in the past year."
Everyone remained quiet until Jim acknowledge Henry's comment.
"That sucks," said Jim.
Obvious uncomfortable with the bent that the conversation too, the four men all looked down at their shoes until Henry spoke again.
"I've never been with a woman like Linda, Walter," said Henry. "Not only is she a beautiful woman but also she's a generous lover. You are a lucky man to have a woman like that in your bed every night. I can't tell you how many times I've masturbate over all that I sexually did to you wife, Walter, and all that she sexually did to me."
"Too much information Henry," said Jim with a laugh. "None of us want to hear about you masturbating over Linda."
"Seriously though, if Linda was my wife, I'd have sex with her every day, multiple times a day. I don't mean any disrespect and I say this as a compliment, but she's a great cocksucker. No one has ever sucked my cock in the way that Linda has sucked my prick. I dare any man not to cum when being sucked by your wife, Walter."
Walter looked at the men with surprise. He didn't realized what he had in Linda until he heard the sad, personal sex stories along with the compliments of his wife's sexual prowess from his three friends. Maybe he's not as bad off as he thinks he is being married to Linda. Maybe forgetting about Tiffany, he should reconcile with Linda and give her what she wants and what she needs.
"Thank you, I think," said Walter with an uncomfortable laugh with Henry telling him what a great cocksucker his wife was.
When all he could think of is having sex with Tiffany and Tiffany sucking his cock, here are his three best friends telling him how wonderful, hot, and sexy Linda is in bed and what a great cocksucker she is. Maybe he should romance her again in the way he did when they were first dating. Maybe he should take her out more, go places, and do things with her instead of begrudgingly taking her along with him to Home Depot. That surely would make her happy if he showed more interest in her and was more attentive to her needs.
Only, maybe she really doesn't want to go places and do things with him in the way that she'd rather have hot sex with his three friends. With this arrangement seemingly working, maybe he shouldn't rock the boat and leave what he's doing with Linda and his three friends alone. Besides, too late now, with him inviting his three friends to have sex with his wife, there's no closing Pandora's Box once it's been opened.
"Thank you," said Walter. "Linda does love sucking cock, that's for sure. I couldn't even begin to count how many blowjobs she's given me over the years. From the first time I dated her, she's always been something of a slut. Forget about hoping for a goodnight's kiss, she sucked my cock on our first date," he said with a dirty laugh.
The three men looked at him in awe.
"Wow," said Jim. "My wife didn't even feel my cock through my pants until we were engaged. Just curious, being that you brought it up, tell me this then, did she allow you to cum in her mouth on the first date?"
The three men looked at Walter with sexual anticipation while waiting for him to answer Jim's question.
"Yes," said Walter. "And she swallowed too."
As if he had thrown a bucket of water at him or slapped them all across the face, they wouldn't have looked as shocked as they looked now.
"Holy shit," said Tom. "I wish Christine had given me a blowjob on our first date. She didn't put my cock in her mouth until our Honeymoon and that was only for a few seconds."
The three men remained silent until Henry responded.
"Lucky bastard," said Henry. "Don't worry Walter. Just like last month, we won't kiss her on the lips, even though she's wicked pretty and even though I'd love nothing better than to make out with your sexy wife," said Henry.
Walter smiled with satisfaction that his friends would take good care of his wife while not revealing their dirty, little secret.
"I want my wife to think that it's me having sex with her. I want my wife to think that it's me with her and not you three guys," said Walter. "The last thing I need is for her to think that I'm pimping her out to my friends."
He looked from each of his three friends.
"Don't worry Walter. We'll take her one at a time," said Tom shaking Walter's hand. "With her blindfolded not only will she not know that it's three men in her bedroom but also she'll think that it's just you in her bedroom.
Walter looked at Tom and smiled while knowing better. Just as he knew that Linda suspected that he was a cross dresser, he figured she knew that his three friends were having sex with her tied to the bed and blindfolded, naked body.
"Thank you," said Walter.
Jim shuffled his feet while stuffing his hands deep in his pockets. It was obvious to Walter that Jim had something on his mind.
"It's a just shame we can't kiss her, French kiss her," said Jim shaking Walter's hand too. "I always French kiss when I'm making love. I've always wanted to kiss Linda."
Walter was a little taken aback by Jim's response in not only wanting to kiss his wife but also in wanting to make love to Linda.
"Get this straight," said Walter. "You're not making love to my wife. You're just giving her hot sex. You're eating her pussy and fucking her is all. In return, she's sucking your cocks. I'm the only one who makes love to my wife. As soon as you kiss her, French kiss her, she'll know that it's not me but someone else. She'll panic and think that she's being raped. Besides, just as I don't want Linda falling in love with any of you, I hope none of you guys are falling in love with my wife."
Walter looked at his three friends again as if giving them all a silent warning.
"Got it," said Henry. "Don't worry Walter. We won't make love to your wife and we promise not to kiss Linda. We'll just fuck her. We'll just give her hot sex while hoping that she'll suck our cocks again."
Henry offered Walter his hand to shake.
"Okay," said Walter. "Strip off your clothes down here and go upstairs. Just as she was last month, she's tied to the bed naked and blindfolded," he said whispering. "Remember only one at a time and no talking and no kissing. Okay? Don't forget. Please don't forget."
The three men busied themselves undressing.
"We won't forget," said Tom speaking for the group.
With them ready to have sex with Linda, they piled their clothes on the stairs.
"Definitely she'd know it wasn't me if any of you talked and if any of you kissed her. Lastly, don't forget only one man at a time," warned Walter again. "It would really be obvious to her that there was someone else in the room with her if she felt six hands and three cocks."
Suddenly the vision of three men swarming all over Linda's naked body filled him with sexual desire for his wife. He thought about having wife swapping sex with Bill and Tiffany. In exchange for having sex with Tiffany, he'd offer Linda to Bill, as long as Linda agreed to such a swinging arrangement. After hearing glowing, sexual reports on his wife's sexual performance, he now felt as if he had something good enough to trade. He'd love to have an affair where he had sex with Tiffany and Bill had sex with Linda. With no sneaking around, no guilt, and no remorse, wife swapping was the adult way to handle his sexual lust for his best friend's wife.



"Okay Walter," said Jim offering him his hand to shake too. "Just as she didn't suspect anything last month, she won't suspect anything this month either."
With the three men suddenly so solemn and somber, they more looked like they were walking up to the executioner's gallows than they should look walking upstairs to have sex with Linda.
"Trust me," said Tom. "We don't want to ruin a good thing. We appreciate you allowing us to have our wicked, sexual way with your wife."
Walter wished he felt as appreciative to have sex with his wife but he didn't. He wished he could recapture that sexual excitement he once had when he first married her. Now his lust is reserved for someone else. Tiffany has the control of his brain, his sexual lust, and his cock.
"Yeah, she'll never know it's us giving her hot sex," said Henry.
He just hoped to God that none of the three men talked. He hoped to God that none of the three men kissed Linda. He hoped to God that none of the three men sneezed. That's all that it would take for Linda to know that she was there with someone else and not him.
"I'll be in the den watching TV and having a beer," said Walter. "When you're done with my wife, come downstairs, get dressed, and just let yourselves out. I'll talk to you about what happened tonight, tomorrow."
Just as Walter turned to go in the Den, Linda yelled down to him.
"Walter?" Linda called from the upstairs bedroom. "Where the Hell are you? I hear voices. Are you talking to yourself again?"
Shit. He looked at his watch. He was supposed to be brushing his teeth and he's been down here yapping for 15 minutes.
"I'll be right up Honey. I'm coming up now," he said winking at his three friends. "Good luck," he said as he left his friends to walk up to his bedroom while he walked in his den.
Ready to give Linda hot sex in the way they did last month and no doubt hoped to do again next month, Jim, Henry, and Tom crept up the stairs naked and in single file, one behind the other.
To be continued...
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Walter's falls in love with Bill's wife, Tiffany, his best friend's wife. A black Nubian princess, neighbor and friend, she's an ex-stripper.
Being as quiet as he could be so that Linda didn't hear him rattling around downstairs, Walter went in the kitchen, grabbed himself a couple of beers and quietly opened them in the kitchen with a bottle opener. He stood at the bottom of the stairs to listen if he could hear anything coming from his bedroom before heading into the den. Not expecting to hear any voices, if expecting to hear anything at all, he expected to hear his mattress creaking and when he did, he walked in the den and sat in his chair.
No doubt one of his friends was already licking Linda or maybe even fucking his wife. Maybe she begins by sucking all of their cocks to make them hard enough to penetrate her. Nah, if she did that, then she'd know there were three men in the bedroom with her and not just one, him, her husband.
Thinking more about Linda with his three friends now than he ever did before, he needs to ask his friends how they begin having sex with her. He wondered which one of his friends went first. Now wishing he was upstairs watching his wife having sex with his three friends, he was more curious now about Linda having sex with his friends than he was the first time she had sex with his friends.
He sat there in the dark reflecting on Linda upstairs with three of his friends while he waited, hopefully for Tiffany to make an appearance in her sexy, short, low cut nightgown to clean her kitchen. After watching her night after night cleaning her kitchen in her sexy nightgown, it was then that he realized he was in love with her. He was in love with Tiffany. No doubt about it, he loved Tiffany.
He was in love with his best friend's wife. He loved his black, sexy, ex-stripper of a neighbor and sexy, young friend. He's always liked Tiffany and he's always enjoyed talking to her and being around her but it wasn't until he let go of his wife to his three friends that he realized that Tiffany is the only woman he wants. Thinking about no one else, not even his own wife, Linda, Tiffany was all that he thought about. Tiffany's beautiful, black body, her long shapely legs and her big C or small D cup breasts, was always on his mind.
He thought about holding her black body against him while kissing her full, brown lips and looking into her big, beautiful, brown eyes. He thought about touching her beautiful black hair but then remembered the comment that Chris Rock, a black comedian made about a black woman's hair. "You never touch a black woman's hair," he said while laughing with the audience.
Maybe most black women put relaxers and straightening products in their hair but Tiffany had beautiful, lush, soft, straight black hair. She had hair like a white woman, an Indian woman, or an American Indian woman. With her skin lighter than most black woman, perhaps she had some white blood in her somewhere along her ancestry. Perhaps her great, great, great grandmother was a slave who was sexually abused by her white owner. Perhaps she has some history that she hasn't shared with him yet.
No longer even thinking about her beautiful hair, he thought more about her beautiful body. He thought about touching and feeling her where only her husband was allowed to touch and feel her. He thought about having sex with her before making love to her and before fucking her. He wondered what it would be like to have sex with a black woman. He wondered what it would be like to be married to a black woman. He wondered how different an interracial marriage would be from a Caucasian marriage.
Not turning on the TV and not turning on a light, he sat there in the dark as if he was being punished and/or as if he was a prisoner put in a dark hole in solitary confinement. He sat there in the dark while wondering what it would be like to be divorced from Linda and married to Tiffany. Perhaps no different in sexual desire for the same woman from his friend, he wondered if Bill had those same thoughts when he left his white wife and divorced his first wife, Connie, to marry Tiffany.
He sipped his beer and put his beer down before lighting up a cigarette. Finally, after working a long, hard week at the mill and with Linda sexually occupied and no longer nagging him to take her somewhere and do something with her, he was able to relax. He took a long, thoughtful drag of his cigarette while thinking of Linda and Tiffany. The two women couldn't be any more different. With Linda average height, white, petite, and pretty, Tiffany was tall, black, shapely, and beautiful. In his mind, there was no comparison between the two women. In his mind, if he had the choice, he'd prefer one over the other. If he had a choice, with her his wife and married to her forever, he'd want to live the rest of his life as Tiffany's husband.
While his three friends, Jim, Henry, and Tom were upstairs with his wife, Linda, and having a good sexual time, he was sitting alone in the dark sexually lusting over his black beauty of a neighbor. With his wife having sex with his friends not bothering him before, it bothered him somewhat now. He was angry that Linda was getting what she so wanted, hot sex while he was sexually frustrated when wishing he could sexually be with Tiffany.
He was pathetic lusting over his best friend's wife. He wondered if he'd lust over Tiffany as much if she was white instead of black. He wondered if the reason why he sexually lusted over her was because she was seemingly unattainable and forbidden fruit with her being the wife of another man. 'Thou shalt not covert your neighbor's wife.' Nonetheless his anger and sexual frustration, for the present time, he was happy to finally be alone with his thoughts without Linda at him all the time?
A little of her goes a long way sometimes. Yet, his precious loving wife, the love of his life, he loved her. He really, truly, and utterly loved her. One of the best times he had with her was having a hot dog with her outside of Home Depot. For the first time in a long time, they talked in the way they always used to do when they were first dated. For him to give her what she obviously wanted, hot sex, something that he can no longer give her especially in the way that three men can, he loves her. Only, he loves Tiffany too. An age old question but something that's never happened to him, can he possibly be in love with two woman at the same time.
"Ah, this is the life," he said taking a swig of his beer and another long, thoughtful drag of his cigarette. "This is the time I love when alone without having Linda around incessantly talking and nagging at me."
Only it needled at him that he was downstairs alone and Linda and his friends were upstairs having sex while Tiffany, his sexy Goddess, didn't even know he existed as a man who wanted her. Yet, now, after hearing Jim, Tom, and Henry going on and on about the sexual prowess of Linda, he was confused. He was torn between two woman, one woman he already had and the other woman he so wanted. Maybe he was underestimating what he already had in her as his loving wife. Perhaps he wasn't holding the love, the caring, the companionship, the friendship, and the sexual value of his wife high enough in esteem.
Suddenly he felt much like the dog in Aesop's Fable, The Dog and his Bone. The fable is about a dog holding a bone while looking at his reflection in the water and thinking that the reflection of the imaginary dog had better bone. The dog dropped one for the other and lost both in the way he may drop Linda for an imaginary love affair with Tiffany and lose both woman.
He did have a twenty year relationship with her. He couldn't even begin to imagine what he'd do without Linda if, suddenly, she wasn't there and if suddenly, she left him for someone else. With him only thinking about himself, he never gave what he had with his wife a thought. A shot in the dark and a desperate grab at a brass ring, never knowing what he had until it's gone, maybe he'd be better off staying with Linda than trying to get with Tiffany. Maybe he's rocked his happy marriage boat enough by introducing three men in his marriage and shouldn't do that extramarital experiment and escapade ever again.
With the grass always looking greener in someone else's backyard, maybe Linda is a better lover than his precious Tiffany. Wow, wouldn't that be something so shocking if his wife was hotter than an ex-stripper in bed? Wow, wouldn't that be a kick in the head if the woman that he really wanted, he already had? Wouldn't that be something if his dream woman was his wife? Too late to stop it now, wouldn't that be something if by allowing her to have sex with his friends, he was about to lose her to another man?
With him willing to throw it all away for having sex with Tiffany, he started to realize the mistake he made by allowing his friends to have sex with his wife. In the way he fell in love with Tiffany, or at the very least is sexually infatuated with her, what if one of his friends falls in love with his wife? What if his wife falls in love with one of his friends?
To quell or heat up the lust he has for Tiffany, maybe the answer to his sexual question is for him to hook up with Bill and Tiffany. Maybe if he knew that Tiffany was a dud in bed, he'd forget the whole thing and never give Tiffany another thought. Yet, when with a woman like Tiffany, love isn't only about sex. Then, again, when with a woman who looks like Tiffany love is all about sex.
Then again if Tiffany was as hot in bed as she looks, as long as all four people agreed to it, maybe he could swap wives with Bill. His very own version of Bob & Carol & Ted & Alice, maybe he could have his cake and eat it too by still staying married to Linda while sleeping with Tiffany. Only, sadly, and unfortunately, chances are with Bill happy with his second wife, he'd never want to swap wives. Yet, he never thought that Linda would ever have sex with another man and here she is having sex with his three friends yet again. Chances are that Bill is just as happy with Tiffany as he's dissatisfied with Linda. Only, he's not going to know how anyone feels until he approaches his wife Linda and his friend Bill with the sexual proposition of swapping, and until he has sex with Tiffany.
For sure, much like taking a test drive in a car that he lusts over, the only way he'd put his sexual lust to rest is for Tiffany is to have sex with him. Maybe with all of her curves, she doesn't handle well in bed. Maybe when he's giving her all the gas and get up and go he has, she doesn't accelerate in the way that Linda does. Maybe after their done having sex, with her stopping on a dime and not making a U-turn that would be the premature end of their sexual relationship.
Yet, very telling if Linda was better than Tiffany in bed, wouldn't it be something if after he had sex with Tiffany and after Bill had sex with Linda, Bill lusted over his wife in the way that he lusts over Bill's wife. Stranger things have happened. One can't tell how someone is in bed by just looking at them when their fully dressed. Just because Tiffany's an ex-stripper doesn't mean that she's a wild, sexual animal in bed. Just because Tiffany worked at a job stripping off her clothes has nothing to do with her actually enjoying sex. Yet, to her benefit, she does have a super-hot body and she's black, something he's been curious about knowing what it's like to have sex with a black woman, especially with a beautiful, black woman.
"Once you go black, you never go back," he said out loud before taking another sip of his beer.
* * * * *
Speaking of the She-Devil, just as he took a sip of his beer and a drag of his cigarette, the light flicked on next door and Tiffany appeared in her kitchen.
"Fuck me," he said in a low, slow, heated voice while forgetting all about Linda upstairs having sex with his three friends.
Only, instead of wearing her sexy nightgown that he had previously imagined her wearing, she was wearing that short, sexy bathrobe that he imagined she wore when he was having another one of his sexy dreams of her. It was that same, sexy bathrobe that he imagined watching her put on as she walked down the long hallway from the front of the house to the back of the house to answer him at her back door. It was that same, sexy bathrobe that he imagined she wore when the wind blew it open to expose her pussy, her tits, and her ass to him. It was that same, sexy bathrobe that he imaged her removing in his sexual fantasy of her before she gave him hot sex, even hotter sex than the sex that he imagined his three friends were giving his wife upstairs.
If only that wasn't a sexy dream that he had of Tiffany but his reality, he'd be a happy man. Only, someone like her would never want someone like him. Maybe he should forget all about Tiffany and concentrate more on mending things with Linda by taking her more places and doing more things with her. In the meantime, putting love and relationships on the backburner, he watched Tiffany clean her kitchen.
"I don't know how she's going to clean her kitchen without showing me every single part of her beautiful, black body. I just hope to God that she's naked underneath that sexy, little robe."
Starting with the items in the sink that weren't dishwasher safe, she donned her pink, rubber gloves. With her robe not covering very much, she was already showing Walter a lot of cleavage. Suddenly, feeling as if he was Burt Lancaster as Lou in the movie Atlantic City, wishing she'd lose the robe, he'd love for Tiffany to recreate the sexy scene where Susan Sarandon washed her naked breasts with lemons while standing at the sink topless. If only Tiffany would stand at her kitchen sink topless or naked while wearing nothing but her pink, rubber gloves, he'd love to ogle her ebony melons, her brown areolas, and her black nipples.
He wondered how different making love to a black woman was when making love with a white woman. He wondered if they felt differently, smelled differently, and/or tasted differently. He wondered if a black woman made different noises than a white woman when sexually aroused and when cumming. Mostly because she was much younger than Linda, he figured that Tiffany would be a more energetic lover. For sure, if he didn't think he could sexually please Linda now, how on Earth would he ever please Tiffany, a woman fifteen years younger than he was?
As if she was a stripper on stage doing a pretend, infomercial cleaning show, with her bending, squatting, and stretching, he couldn't wait for her to mop the kitchen floor while wearing that little robe. He couldn't wait for her to lean to reach for things as her robe climbed higher, her ties loosened, and her big tits peeked out and fell out of the split neckline of her robe. He couldn't wait for her to bend at the waist and show him her naked ass and pussy or panty. He couldn't wait for her to squat down with her knees parted while facing the window and while wearing that short, sexy robe. Expecting not only to see her ass and pussy but also her breasts, he knew she'd be giving him a sexy, naked show tonight while his three friends gave his wife hot sex.
* * * * *
Meanwhile, while Linda was upstairs in the bedroom about to have wanton, depraved, swinging sex with his three friends, Walter watched Tiffany sweep her floor. When she bent at the waist to pick up the dirt with her dustpan, he was rewarded with a perfect full moon view of her ass and a from behind look at her pussy. Naked, naked, naked, she was naked beneath her robe. He couldn't believe his eyes. He just saw the naked ass and pussy of the wife of his best friend, Bill. After seeing her naked breasts at the waterpark when she lost her bikini top and her ass and pussy now, he was able to piece together what she'd look like naked.
Never removing his eyes from her, forgetting that Linda was upstairs having sex with three of his friends, Walter watched Tiffany washing her floor. He never thought a mundane task of watching a woman wash her floor could be so sexually exciting. It didn't even occur to him why Tiffany would wash her floor every night, when most women washed their floors once a week or even once a month. With just her and her husband, how could her floor get so dirty to require her to wash her floor nightly?
Maybe she's a clean freak. Maybe she's a germaphobe and just likes having a clean floor. Maybe she knew he was watching her and was purposely exposing herself to him under the pretense of washing her floor. Nah, why would she expose her naked body to him when she has someone like Bill? Maybe she misses stripping. Maybe, not caring who sees her, she misses the attention of men watching her while wanting her. Maybe she enjoys walking around her house nearly naked.
Wishing he was there to harness them with his hands, he watched her big boobs bouncing, swaying, and moving from side to side inside of her robe as she moved around the floor while washing it and scrubbing it. She had such big, beautiful tits and any second now, one or both of her big boobs would fall completely out of her bathrobe. He only wished he had video camera to record the action but he didn't. Unable to retrieve it now with his bedroom occupied, the video camera was upstairs in his bedroom. Oh, yeah, baby, he'd love to record her washing her floor topless so that he could watch it over and again in the way he watch that 20 second video of her losing her top at the waterpark and her purposely flashing him her tits after.
He unbuckled his belt, pulled down his zipper, pushed down the women's panties he was wearing, and pulled out his cock. He fondled the head of his penis while watching Tiffany clean her kitchen and while his wife was having hot sex with his three friends upstairs. Then, when Tiffany put down her mop, she walked closer to the window. Then, she did something she's never done before. She looked over at his window and did something he never dreamt she'd do.
Thinking it odd that she'd walk right up to the window and look over at his windows, he held his breath. Did she see him? Does she know he's there watching her? Not wanting to be detected, he didn't want to ruin this exhibitionism and voyeurism thing that they had.
Not wanting her to know that he was there sitting in the dark smoking a cigarette while masturbating himself and watching her, he extinguished his cigarette in the ashtray. Daring not even to turn his head to look at her for fear that his look would cause her to look in his direction, he fell back into the soft comfort of his reclining chair. Looking at her out of the corner of his eyes, he watched her staring into the darkness at his house.
She stayed like that staring at his windows for a minute before she did something totally unexpected and totally unbelievable. Something that he wished she'd do since the first time he watched her cleaning her kitchen while alone at night, she undid her bath robe ties and removed her bathrobe. As if she was removing her bathrobe in slow motion, time seemingly stood still.
"Oh, my God! Fuck me. Just fuck me," he said under his breath.
Just as Walter's loving wife was upstairs having hot sex with his three friends, Walter's best friend, Bill's wife, Tiffany, was stripping herself naked within view of her love sick, horny neighbor. It was at that moment that Walter wondered if anyone had a loving wife. He wondered if anyone had a happy marriage. He wondered if anyone was happy with the woman that they had. Certainly, if he was happy with Linda, he'd never allow his friends to have their wicked, sexual way with her naked body. If Tiffany was happy with Bill, she'd never tease her neighbor in her sexy nightgown while washing the kitchen floor every night before stripping herself naked in front of her window.



He watched her slowly open her robe. Then, as if she was a snake shedding its skin, he watched her wiggle her shapely self out of her robe. As if her falling bathrobe was a drumroll, he watched her robe slowly fall from her shoulders to her feet. Within a matter of seconds that seemed like tortuous minutes, she was naked. Naked, naked, naked, Tiffany was naked.
He couldn't believe Tiffany was naked and this time he wasn't dreaming. This time she was standing there naked for real. What a body. Such an incredible body. No wonder why she worked as a stripper. As did many of her customers have, he'd pay big bucks to watch her strip. He could only imagine the tips she must have made while having sex with a select few men in the VIP room. It was then that if he couldn't have her as his wife, then he wanted to have sex with her by swapping Linda for one night to Bill for one night with Tiffany.
To be continued...
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After Linda has group sex with his three friends, Walter has group sex with Linda's relatives.
"Hello? Who's there? Walter? Is that you? It had better be you with me tied to the bed blindfolded and naked. God damn it Walter, answer me," said Linda with a sexy laugh. Then, no doubt, surprising the shit out of his three friends, she let the cat out of the bag. "I know it's not Walter but his three friends. Let me guess. Wait. Don't tell me. Jim? Henry? And Tom? Right? Am I right?"
Jim, Henry, and Tom looked at one another stunned before Jim answered her.
"Yes, you're right," said Jim. "How do you know? How did she know? She's blindfolded," whispered Jim to Henry and Tom.
Henry nudged Jim in the ribs with his elbow but what else was he supposed to do but to answer her question? Jim shrugged his innocence to his two friends.
"Hello boys," she said purring as if she was the Madam of a Cathouse and welcoming three customers for some sexy, group sex fun.
If only Walter knew that Linda knew what he was up to in enlisting his three friends to give her hot sex, he figured she'd be angry with him. Yet, with Linda having had such a good sexual time the last time he invited his three friends over for some sexy, group sex fun and in the way she nagged him about taking her somewhere and doing something with her, he figured she was wouldn't be angry with him at all but was just itching to get laid. He figured she knew she was being sexually serviced by three of his friends and not by him. Seriously, how could she not know she was sucking and fucking three cocks instead of only one?
"Hi Linda," said the three men nearly in unison.
With Linda naked and her arms and legs spread out in the shape of a star, the three men walked in Walter's bedroom naked.
"Someone do me a favor and remove this God damn blindfold so that I can see as much of you guys are seeing of me," said Linda. "Being bound and blindfolded once is enough for me, especially while waiting for you men to stop gabbing like women downstairs and make your appearance upstairs. I thought you'd guys would never stop talking. You're worse than women," she said laughing.
Henry stepped to the bed leaned to remove the blindfold from Linda's eyes.
"Sorry Linda but Walter told us not to talk," said Henry in a whisper now more for Walter's sake instead of Linda's sake. "Walter told us to give you hot sex one at a time. Walter told us not to kiss you," he said as if going down the list of things not to do. "He said if we talked, if we didn't give you sex one at a time, and if we kissed you that you'd know it wasn't him giving you sex," said Henry.
"Do you always do what Walter tells you to do?"
She made at face at Henry while sighing and rolling her pretty, brown eyes.
"In this case, for a chance to have sex with you, yes," said Henry with a laugh. "We just didn't want to ruin things by you knowing that it wasn't Walter giving you hot sex but three of his friends."
Linda rolled her eyes again.
"Duh, Henry? After living with the man for twenty years, I'd have to be an oblivious idiot not to know my husband's touch and smell. With all of you fucking me before ejaculating in my mouth, I'd have to be drunk not to know that I was having sex with three men instead of one. Now will someone please untie me? I'd like to feel cocks in my hands as well as in my mouth and in my pussy. Besides, I'm getting rope burns," said Linda.
Tom untied her wrists while Jim untied her ankles.
"So, tell me," said Linda closing her legs to strike more of a ladylike pose as if she was a movie star, albeit a naked movie star. "Now that you've all seen me naked for a second time, what do you think of my body?"
The three men stared at her as if she was a seven course meal and they hadn't eaten in three days.
"You have an unbelievable body Linda," said Henry.
Henry stared at Linda while she smiled at him.
"Thank you, Henry," she said blushing.
Not moving away, Henry still stood there staring at Linda's naked body while Jim joined him in staring at her naked body too.
"I wish my wife had your body," said Jim. "If Debbie had your body, maybe she wouldn't undress in the bathroom and dress in the dark if she looked as good as you look naked."
Jim stared at her as if she was the first woman he's seen naked in a very long time and with his wife so modest around him, no doubt she was.
"Thank you, Jim," she said gushing.
Jim stood beside Henry staring at her as if they were audience members in a live, performance striptease show in Tijuana, Mexico.
"You're an absolute Goddess, Linda," said Tom joining his two friends in standing by the side of the bed to stare at her nakedness.
Linda smiled at Tom staring at her.
"A Goddess? Oh, my. I rather like that," said Linda. "That's quite the compliment. Thank you Tom."
Linda smiled at the three men standing shoulder to shoulder naked while they all continued staring at her.
"Well, being that everything now is out in the open, the naked truth, so to speak and with you no longer blindfolded and with no secrets between us," said Henry looking down at his exposed prick. "Is there anything you'd like us to do differently that we didn't do before?"
She gave them all a sexy look before giving them a naughty smile
"Well actually Henry, now that you mention it, there are a couple of things that I'd like you men to do for me. Besides wanting the three of you to have sex with me all at the same time, do you know the one thing that drove me crazy that none of you did the last time we were all together?"
She looked from each man while they still stared at her.
"I have no idea. After all we sexually did with you, doing more sexual things with you than I've done with my wife in ten years, I can't even imagine," said Henry with a sad laugh.
She looked from Henry to Jim.
"Other than anal sex, I don't have a clue either Linda. Sorry," said Jim.
Linda made a sour face.
"I don't do anal," she said.
Linda looked from Jim to Tom.
"Tell us. What's is it that we didn't do?" Tom sat on the bed next to Linda. "What drove you crazy?"
She gave the three men her sexiest and most beguiling smile.
"The one thing that drove me crazy was that no one kissed me. When the three of you avoided my lips, I suspected that Walter asked you not to kiss me but I so wanted to be kissed when we were making love," said Linda. "I loved French kissing when I have a cock buried in my pussy. Which brings me to the other thing. Instead of making love to me before fucking me, you all just fucked me as if I was a dog in heat. I want to make love with you. I need to make love with the three of you."
"Sorry Linda but Walter told us more than once not to make love to you for fear that one of us might fall in love with you or you may fall in love with one of us," said Henry.
Seemingly her trademark expression, Linda sighed and rolled her eyes again.
"After being married for twenty years, I can assure you that it will take more than a roll in the hay for me to fall in love with any man for the second time. Unless one of you has several million dollars in a secret Swiss account, in a private bank Cayman Islands, or in a safety deposit box in Bimini, the next time I fall in love it will be for money," she said laughing.
She held up her ring finger as if she had a big diamond ring on her hand instead of the modest ½ carat ring that Walter bought her when they were first married.
"If I had any money Linda, I'd be romancing you instead of just having sex with you," said Henry with stars in his eyes.
Linda looked at Henry and smiled.
"Thank you sweetie. Now getting back to want I want, after you all make love to me, I want you three to fuck me. I want the three of you to pound my pussy hard enough to make me cum," she said.
Tom leaned down and kissed her. He French kissed her. Then, Jim sat on the bed and kissed her, French kissed her. Finally Henry moved closer to her to give her a big, long, wet, passionate kiss.
"Wow Henry. That was quite the kiss. Now step back so that I can see what I didn't see the last time we were together. I want to see your cocks," said Linda. "Show me your pricks. Hold them up for me to see them."
As if they were all butchers in a meat market, the three men obeyed her by stepping back and holding up their cocks for her to see.
"How's that?"
With Tom having the biggest cock he smiled with pride.
"That's good," she said. "Now stroke them to make them harder. Nice pricks. You all have above average cocks but I'd like to see them when they're fully aroused."
The three men stepped closer to bed for her to see their cocks while they stroked themselves.
"I'm glad we finally get to kiss you, Linda. I've been dying to kiss you," said Henry. "You're such a pretty woman and I've always wondered what it would be like to make out with you while making love to you."
Linda gave the three men her sexiest look again.
"That's what I want too. I've been dreaming about making out with you three men," said Linda. "I want you, Jim, you, Henry, and you, Tom to make love to me before you fuck me. As if you love me, I want to feel that you're all really in love me" she said wrapping her arms around herself to hug herself while no doubt swooning at the thought of the three men making over to her as if they loved her. "As if we're on our Honeymoon, I want you three men to kiss and kiss me while making love to me."
The first to respond, Henry looked at her with sexual excitement.
"I can do that," said Henry.
Seemingly not to be overshadowed by Henry, Jim voiced his interest to make love to her as if he really loved her too.
"Me too," said Jim. "I can definitely make love to you as if I love you. You're an easy woman to love. What's not to love about someone who looks like you?"
Linda smiled at Jim.
"Thank you Jim."
Then, she turned her focus to Tom. With making love as much a cerebral thing as it was a physical thing, obviously Linda needed to her three lovers to verbalize their sexual desire for her.
"Something that was missing from our first time together, that would be exciting to kiss you and make love to you as if I love you," said Tom.
She looked from one man to the next.
"With one man licking my pussy, another man sucking my tits, I want a third man to kiss me. Then, switching off as soon as I cum, I want to feel six hands and three mouths on my naked body at all times. Then, one at a time, you can make love to me. Finally, after we've made love, one at a time, you can fuck me and pound my pussy really hard until I cum with your cock in the way that I hope I cum with your fingers and tongue," said Linda.
"I can't wait to make love to you, Linda," said Henry.
"Me too," said Jim.
"The pleasure is all mine but I'll be sure to make it your pleasure too," said Tom with a dirty laugh.
"If you guys give me the orgasms that you gave me the last time we were all together, I'll give you the best damn blowjobs you've ever had in your lives, even better than the last time. Now that I know who you all are, I won't disappoint you."
She smiled at them as if she was a stripper in a VIP room agreeing to a gangbang.
"Oh, God," said Jim. "I can't wait to make you cum Linda."
Linda looked him in the eyes to give him a sexy smile.
"Me too," said Henry. "I promise to give you the best orgasm I've given to any woman."
Linda gave Henry a sexy smile too.
"Don't worry about me getting you off Linda, especially when the prize is the best damn blowjob," said Tom with a laugh.
As if a light suddenly turned on to illuminate the room, she looked at the three men with new insight.
"Is that what you all want? You want me to suck you? Tell me. Is that the one sexual thing that all of you really want? C'mon, be honest. Tell me. I'd really like to know," she said seductively teasing the three men. "Do you all want to cum in my mouth while watching me swallow your cum?" Linda looked at the three men standing there naked while slowly stroking their pricks.
Henry looked from Linda to look to Jim and Tom while Jim and Tom looked at one another.
"Yes," said the three men in unison as if instructed by their teacher to speak.
Linda gave them all her sexiest smile again.
"If you sexually take care of me, I promise to sexually take care of you."
* * * * *
Walter watched Tiffany standing in her kitchen naked while washing her floor. Mesmerized by watching her big boobs sway back and forth and nearly hypnotized by the slow pendulum like movement of her tits, he heard something he never expected to hear. He heard laughter coming from upstairs. He heard voices. Not thinking anything of it, thinking that the laughter and voices were Linda's but they weren't. He heard Jim's voice and Jim laughing. He heard Tom's voice and Tom Laughing. He heard Henry's voice and Henry laughing.
"You've got to be kidding me. God damn it! I told them not to talk," said Walter out loud.
Walter got up from his chair, pulled up his panties, and zipped, buttoned, and buckled his pants. Taking one last, long look of Tiffany's beautiful, black, naked body, he abandoned the love of his life to check on his wife. Climbing the stairs and once reaching the landing, he saw Jim, Henry, Tom, and Linda talking and laughing while having a good sexual time. Standing at his doorway in shock, he walked in his bedroom angry that his friends couldn't keep their promises.
"What the fuck?"
Flopping himself in the chair positioned in the far, darkened corner of his bedroom, the chair furthest from the bed, he stared at his wife before staring at his three friends. Now that her having sex with his three friends was out in the open, he felt compelled to unburden himself by telling his wife his cross dressing secret. Tired of keeping his secret anyway, after his friends leave and after he sleeps on it, he'll tell her that he's a cross dresser tomorrow. A huge load off his mind, maybe tomorrow, he'll dress as Wendy, his alter ego and show his wife what he looks like dressed as a woman. It excited him to have his wife see him dressed as a woman. Maybe she could give him some hair and makeup tips.
"Don't act so surprised Walter," said Linda. "Especially when you're the one who arranged all of this for me. Thank you," she said with a warm smile. "Just as I had a wonderful time with Jim, Henry, and Tom last month, I hope to have a wonderful time again with them tonight."
As if a bad dream but destined for this to happen, Walter couldn't believe the reality of his situation. His wife now knows that he set her up to have sex with his friends. Yet, his cloud has a silver lining. Perhaps now Linda will agree to have swinging sex with other couples and men. Perhaps now that she's openly having sex with his friends, she'll agree to have sex with Bill so that he can have sex with Tiffany.
"Don't mind me," said Walter. "I'll just sit here quietly and watch," he said while imagining Tiffany on his bed naked with him instead of his wife with his three friends.
Walter sat in the darkened corner of his bedroom watching his friend, Tom, making out with his wife Linda. Just watching Tom French kiss his wife gave him an erection. He watched his friend, Jim, having his wicked, sexual way with Linda's B cup breasts. Feeling them and fondling them, he fingered her nipple with one hand while sucking her other nipple. Then switching off, he made sure that he paid attention to both of her tits and both of her nipples.
Meanwhile, Henry was positioned between Linda's legs fingering her pussy while licking her pussy. Henry looked as if he was enjoying eating Linda's pussy more than he should. Really getting into eating his wife's cunt, he was making loud slurping noise that Linda seemed to enjoy. Henry was quite the pussy licker.
As soon as Linda had an orgasm from Henry licking her and fingering her, it was Jim's turn to finger and lick Linda's pussy while Henry kissed her and Tom fondled her tits and fingered and sucked her nipples. Then, as soon as Jim gave Linda an orgasm with his fingers and tongue, it was Tom's turn to eat Linda's pussy. Switching off with Jim kissing Linda and Henry having his wicked, sexual way with Linda's tits, Tom ate Linda's pussy.
All the while with three men swarming over Linda, Walter watched Jim, Henry, and Tom take their turn with his wife. Watching the men kissing her, French kissing her, he watched them feel and fondle her tits while fingering her nipples before sucking her nipples. Then, one by one the three men fingered and licked her pussy until she had three loud orgasms. One by one, the three men gave his wife oral orgasms in the way they all did the last time they were with her.
Then, one by one they mounted her and instead of fucking her, they made love to her. Walter couldn't believe his eyes. Against what he specifically told them not to do, his three friends made love to his wife as if they loved her. Then, one by one, after making love to her, they fucked her. They pounded her pussy hard and they pounded her pussy fast. With her cumming each time with Henry, Jim, and Tom, she received the fucking of her life. Linda had sex orgasms.
Then, as promised, one by one, she sucked their cocks. She blew them as if she was a ten thousand dollar, call girl. She gave them the best blowjobs she could. She gave them better blowjobs than she's ever given Walter. She sucked their cocks until each of them ejaculated their cum in her mouth and then sucking them dry and licking them clean, she went from Jim to Henry and to Tom. Finally exhausted, they all collapsed on Walter's bed. Unable to focus, while Linda was having sex with Jim, Henry, and Tom, Walter couldn't help himself from thinking about having sex with Tiffany. He couldn't believe he saw her naked. He couldn't believe she's there with her kitchen light on and her kitchen curtains open while cleaning her kitchen in the nude. Tempted to return to his easy chair to watch Tiffany cleaning her kitchen without her clothes, he needed to stay to watch his wife with his three friends. Now, that she's already had group sex with his friends, hopefully he'll be able to discuss her having swinging sex with others.
Nonetheless the sexually excitement of watching his wife having gangbang sex with three men, Tiffany, Tiffany, Tiffany, he couldn't stop thinking about Tiffany's naked body. He'd love to sexually experience Tiffany in the way that Jim, Henry, and Tom were sexually experiencing his wife. He'd love to feel and fondle Tiffany's big tits while fingering her hard nipples before licking her brown areolas and sucking on her erect, black nipples. In the way that Henry so vocally ate Linda's pussy, he'd love to fall between Tiffany's shapely, black thighs to finger her pussy while licking her pussy.
He'd give anything to have sex with Tiffany in the way that his three friends just had hot sex with his wife now. He'd love to make love to Tiffany as if he loved her and most certainly he did. Then, after making love to her, he'd love to pound her pussy. He'd love to fuck Tiffany hard enough for her to cum. He'd love for Tiffany to suck his cock in the way that Linda just sucked Jim's, Henry's, and Tom's cock. If unable to make her his wife, he'd love to make Tiffany his lover.
* * * * *
Later that night after his three friends left and he was in the shower, Linda called her sister.
"I'm serious Kathy," said Linda to her sister. "It really works. If you bitch at your husband about taking you places and doing things with you, instead of taking you dancing, he'll call in the reserves to give you hot sex," she said. "You know, now that I think of it, I'd like to return the favor to Walter," she said with a long pause. "Are you interested?"



"Interested? What do you mean am I interested? Interested in what?"
"Are you interested in having sex with Walter?"
"Sex with Walter? I'd much rather have sex with his three friends, Jim, Henry, and Tom than to have sex with my brother-in-law," said Kathy with a dirty laugh.
"Oh, no, those men are all mine and I'm not sharing," said Linda laughing.
"So, let me get this straight. You're offering me the chance to have sex with Walter? Is that it?"
"I am," said Linda.
"Wow. To be honest, it's been a while since I've gotten laid. How is he in the sack?"
"Well, with you younger than me and with you having breasts a cup size bigger than me, I'm sure he'll give you all that you need, an orgasm or two. What about Mom?"
"Mom? What about Mom?"
"I was thinking you could bring her along too," said Linda.
"Seriously?" Kathy laughed. "You want us to give Walter a threesome?"
"Why not? Keeping it all in the family, Mom hasn't had sex with anyone since Dad died," said Linda laughing. "And she's always liked Walter."
"Oh my God, Linda, are we crazy or what?"
"I wouldn't call us crazy Kathy just slutty," said Linda laughing.
* * * * *
The very next day, Saturday night, it was Linda's turn to tie Walter to the bed naked. Only, instead of her getting naked too, once she put the blindfold over his eyes, she allowed her mother and her sister entry to her bedroom.
"Linda, I don't like this. I'm feeling claustrophobic," said Walter.
"Oh, don't be such a baby Walter," said his wife. "Besides, I have a big, sexy surprise for you."
As soon as she said that he thought of Tiffany cleaning her kitchen naked. As soon as she said that he thought of Tiffany naked and in his bedroom. As soon as she said that he thought of having sex with Tiffany. As soon as she said that he wondered if Tiffany was in the room with him now. With those thoughts in mind, his cock erected.
Suddenly Walter felt four hands, two hands on his chest and two hands on his cock. As soon as he felt four hands, two hands on his chest and two hands on his cock, he imagined Tiffany and Linda giving him hot sex in the way that Jim, Henry, and Tom gave Linda hot sex.
"Linda, what's happening? Who's here? Remove the blindfold. I want to see," he said.
Linda removed the blindfold and untied her husband so that he could have fun with his hands too.
"Hi Walter," said Linda's sister Kathy and her mother, Mary.
Walter couldn't believe his eyes. Nearly as good as having sex with Tiffany, he's always wanted to have sex with his sexy sister-in-law and his MILF of a mother-in-law. Walter couldn't believe he was in his bedroom naked with Kathy and Mary. A guy who abhors incest and who'd never cross the line by having sex with his sister or with his mother, because they weren't blood related and didn't live in the same household, he didn't deem having sex with his sister-in-law and/or his mother-in-law as incestuous.
While the two women fondled his cock, he leaned to one side to kiss, French kiss his sexy sister-in-law before leaning to the other side to kiss, French kiss his MILF of a mother-in-law. Then, leaning to his right to concentrate on Kathy, he felt her breasts through her blouse and fingered her emerging nipples through her bra. Then, leaning to the left to concentrate on Mary, he felt her breasts through her blouse and fingered her emerging nipples through her bra.
"May I undress you?"
"Sure," said Kathy.
"Age before beauty," said Mary. "Strip me naked first Walter," said Mary.
Immediately Walter unbuttoned his mother-in-law's blouse and removed her bra. With her D cup breasts exposed to his horny eyes, she was topless. His hands were all over his mother-in-law's big tits. Then, when she stood, in one move he pulled down her pants and panties. Mary was naked. Walter's MILF of a mother-in-law was naked. Linda and Kathy's mother was naked. He couldn't believe his eyes. Continuing to fondle her breasts, he sucked her nipples while fingering her pussy.
"Hey, what about me?"
Walter turned his attention to Kathy.
Immediately Walter unbuttoned his sister-in-law's blouse and wasted no time in removing her bra. With her C cup breasts exposed to his horny eyes, she was topless. His hands were all over his sister-in-law's big tits. Then, when she stood, in one move he pulled down her pants and panties. Kathy was naked. Walter's sexy sister-in-law was naked. In the way their mother was naked, Mary's daughter and Linda's sister, Kathy, was naked too. With four big tits, two pussies and too naked asses to satisfy his sexual lust for his sister-in-law and mother-in-law, he couldn't believe his eyes. He couldn't believe he was naked and in his bedroom with his naked mother-in-law and naked sister-in-law. Continuing to fondle her Kathy's breasts, while making out with her, he sucked her nipples while fingering her pussy.
Then, with him paying Kathy's body attention, Mary stroked his cock before taking his prick in his mouth. Something he'll be masturbating over for the rest of his life, he couldn't believe his mother-in-law was giving him a blowjob while he French kissed his wife's sister and felt her big tits.
To be continued...
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Virginia meets Jerry, a man who just wants to talk while drawing her face.
Ginny had never been anywhere outside of Detroit. Working while caring for her elderly, alcoholic mother, she didn't have the money or the time to travel. Born there, raised there, and educated there, she lived there for 30 of the 35-years of her life with her mother until her mother died three years ago. Now no longer dependent upon her mother's meager Social Security check to help make the rent and make ends meet, she was alone.
With Detroit in between Lake Erie and Lake Huron, once such a beautiful place to live, she saw the city go from very good to very bad. Embracing everyone as her friend, she watched her happy, trustful, and innocent disposition turn sad, distrustful, and wary of strangers. As if there was always the fear of a storm brewing, there was always too much unrest and so much rage and evilness in the air.
A product of her environment, her environment had a way of changing her, affecting her, and morphing her into someone else, a person she no longer liked and sometimes didn't even recognize. Perhaps if she lived in Beverly Hills or on some tropical island, she'd be a different person. Yet, with her growing up and living in Detroit, if she didn't keep her wits about her and her guard, walls, and barriers up at all times, she'd nothing more than a victim and another statistic of crime on a police blotter.
Along the way she met a man, Jerry, where she worked as a waitress at the diner. Even though she was there for breakfast, lunch, and dinner five days a week, she made very little money. Unlike any man she's known who just wanted to have his wicked, sexual way with her big tits, he just wanted to talk. Being that talk doesn't cost her anything, she could do that as long as that's all he wanted to do, just talk.
A savvy and street smart young woman, with her ready to put a stop to their private conversations, she was always waiting for the other shoe to fall where he no longer wanted to talk but to have sex. With him not flirting with her, talking dirty to her, and/or disrespecting her with his leering looks, he was good to her and he treated her with respect. Accustomed to meeting mashers and players, she never met a man like him before.
With him much older than she was, in his late sixties or early seventies, there was no thoughts of romance on her part. They were just friends. With her alone, she could use a friend. With her feeling so lonely, sometimes she wished he was thirty years younger or she was thirty years older. Unlike other men who weren't as good to her, this man didn't want anything from her, expect anything of her, or ask her for anything. He just wanted to talk so they talked for hours. Talking about everything and laughing over nothing, they talked, just talked.
A first time for everything, surprising even her, he didn't even ask her for sex, which is why she enjoyed doing small favors for him. Maybe that was his play and his way to secretly and stealthily seduce her. He was going to trick her into having sex with him by pretending he was above all of that. He was going to trick her into having sex with him by pretending that he wasn't interested in her and her big tits. Maybe once he convinced her that he was more her friend than just another degenerate man, she'd trust him enough to let her guard down and believe all that he told her.
Yet, with her always wearing a too tight and one size too small uniform top, he never stared at her breasts and/or leered at the cleavage that she showed for the sake of getting bigger tips. He never made sexually suggestive or inappropriate comments as do most of her older, male customers. If she called any of them on their bluff, they'd probably have to take a blue or a yellow pill before they could give her what she needs.
Sadly, the only men she meets at the diner are men at the bottom of the barrel instead of men on the top of the hill. For sure, if they could afford a better meal, they wouldn't be frequently her greasy spoon diner that had over cooked coffee and stale donuts, but cheap prices.
With him being one of her regulars and always sitting at her table, coming in for a cup of coffee and a piece of apple pie, seemingly all that he could afford, he just like drawing her, not her naked body, just her face. It wasn't real drawings, just pencils marks, scribbling, and sketches he'd do on a paper napkin or on a pad he always carried with him or on papers that he pulled out of his pockets. With him sticking the sketches in his pad when he was done and saving them, obviously the drawings meant more to him than they did to her.
Some of the pictures he drew looked more like her than did others. Some of the pictures he drew fascinated her that someone could capture her within five minutes of scrawling a few lines on 5 x 8 inch piece of paper. Perhaps his fascination with drawing her face was his secret sexual perversion to keep. Perhaps he masturbated over the pictures he drew of her when he returned home.
"You're pretty," he said, the first time showing any interest in her at all as a woman instead of just as his art model.
Seemingly and intuitively, he somehow knew she needed to hear him say that. Yet, he shocked her with his kind comment. With no one ever calling her pretty, she wondered if his compliment was sincere.
"Thank you," she said with him making her day whether he was sincere or not.
With her talking to no one but her customers, by her surprised reaction and beaming smile, she was obviously hungry for a compliment.
"You have an interesting face. You have a face that I never tire of drawing," he said looking from her to look at the sketch he was drawing of her.
Whenever he looked at her like that with his stare so focused on her face, he looked as if he was trying to read her mind in addition to reading her face. With her feeling self-conscious by his stare and with her never liking to be the center of attention other than when in the diner, she had a habit of looking away.
"Thank you," she said again not accustomed to anyone complimenting her plain face and staring at her for such a long, length of time.
He made her wish she had a man in her life. He made her feel as horny as she felt lonely. Only women who looked like her never lived happily ever after as those tall, blonde, beautiful, busty women do in fairy tales or in Hollywood. All the men she knew, even the plain looking men, wanted a woman who had a face of a model and a body of a stripper. All the men she knew ended up with a bitch. She'd settle for any of the men she knew but with none of them giving her a second look, seemingly she wasn't good looking enough for them to settle for her.
She'd be happy finding an average looking guy who worked at a decent job, who wasn't a drunk, who didn't beat her, and who didn't live with his mother. She'd be happy have two or three children, albeit plain looking children. Being that they'd be her children, they'd be beautiful children and she'd love them in the way that no one but her mother loved her.
* * * * *
Ginny didn't have many friends but Jerry was her friend. An older man, she enjoyed viewing him as the Dad she never had. Taking time with her and talking to her as if she was his equal or the daughter he never had, he taught her things.
He taught about things that have already happened and about why they happened. He taught her how to know things before they happen. Seemingly he had an intuitive finger on world events, on the pulse of the economy, on all things political, and on people. Even though she was street smart having grown up in Detroit, she wasn't streetwise like Jerry. She could read people but not like Jerry could. He knew everything. Seemingly with nothing he didn't know, there weren't any questions that he couldn't answer.
With her still fairly young and still feeling invincible, when confronted with a threat, she'd face danger head on while he'd rather stay in the shadows as an observer and let danger pass him by and go on to another victim. With everyone having a gun these days, especially in Detroit, her confronting her attacker was a foolhardy strategy. Only she couldn't change how she was brought up as a tough, street, city girl from Detroit.
Maybe because she knew so very many people from the local diner but she was lucky that nothing bad has happened to her yet. With Detroit infested with as much crime as it was infested with roaches and rats, living there safely was growing harder to do. Inevitably one day something bad would happen to her if she didn't get out of there soon. Some drugged daze juvenile would shoot her dead for a dollar or some armed killer would rob the diner and take her as his hostage.
Jerry was mugged once, hit from behind and knocked to the ground for his watch. It wasn't an expensive watch, just a quartz watch that ran on a battery that he used to tell the time, the day, and the date. His face was badly bruised and scratched from his head hitting the sidewalk hard. After taking that blow to the back of his head head and hitting the front of his head on the sidewalk, he sometimes forgets what day it was.
He was lucky to have survived such a brutal attack. He was lucky they didn't shoot him. Whether police or criminal, black or white, they shoot everyone in Detroit and not all of the shootings are reported or even investigated. Too many bodies suddenly disappear in Lake Eerie or Lake Huron only to get tangled up somewhere. Finally, they resurface miles away on the distant shore from the current. Identified by a toe tag as a John or Jane Doe in a morgue, too many people go missing and too many murders in Detroit go unsolved.
As always there's a reason for everything, the reason why he lived that day was for him to tell her his story. Whether good or bad, everyone has a uniquely different story to tell and he had a good one yet to tell her. Only it wouldn't be until after he died that she'd hear his story.
"It's not my time to go," said Jerry holding out his hand that was rock steady, his way of showing her that he still had plenty of life in him. "Trust me. I'll know my time when it comes but it's not here yet."
She bought him a new watch at the pawnshop, one with the day and date. One of the few possessions he cherished, he didn't look as if he could afford to replace his watch. Certainly, he didn't look like he had anything. Looking much like a homeless person, he wore these old clothes all the time with paint marks all over them. She wondered if he found his clothes in a dumpster.
He didn't smell. He was clean but he never shaved. In the way that Vincent van Gogh always had a scraggly beard, he had a scraggly beard that he didn't trim. Obviously his appearance wasn't as important to him as was the faces he drew. In the frightful mess that his hair was always in, he'd cover his head with a baseball cap rather than comb or brush his hair, she wondered if he even had a mirror.
* * * * *
When the weather grew colder and Jerry stopped coming to the diner, she went to his house to bring him some coffee, a piece of pie, or whatever food the diner had that they were getting ready to discard anyway. After a while, whenever he didn't make an appearance at the diner, she went to his loft to check on him. With her having nothing to go home to, not even a cat or a dog, sometimes she visited him after work just to talk.
Jerry lived in one, very large room in a building that looked condemn and no doubt should be condemned. Many of the building that surrounded his building were abandoned and condemned. With his room the entire top floor of a five story building, the building had an old, dirty, glass ceiling. It was the kind of ceiling that was trimmed with copper. All of these building must have been grand buildings when they were built in the Gilded Age, the late 19th century.
Oxidized by time and the weather, the copper had a nice green patina to it. Perhaps if there had been more copper than just the trim, thieves would have stolen that long ago but it would be impossible for them to take what little copper there was without breaking every pain of glass. Even at night, between the stars and the moonlight, Jerry didn't need lights with all the light that came through his glass ceiling. His big room had lots of natural light.
"I chose this building because of the glass ceiling. Sleeping here at night is as if I'm sleeping on the roof and under the stars. The light here in the morning, the midafternoon, and the late afternoon is just what I need to paint," he said.
Much like everyone else who lived in those abandoned buildings, she figured he was just another homeless squatter. Jerry didn't have a TV. He didn't want a TV.
"Televisions are just an excuse for people not to talk," he said waving a hand of disinterest. "Besides with all of the drug commercials on television these days, they make people who aren't even sick think that they are ill and need these medications."
"You're right," said Ginny laughing at his insight.
"In my day, my parents didn't take anything but an aspirin. Now, when you go to your general practitioner who's an internist, they're nothing more than drug dealers and pill pushers. Few of them even take the time to read up on all the side effects some of these pills cause and none of them even care that most folks can't afford to pay for the medication."
Instead of zoning out in front of the TV, he spent his time listening to the radio, talk shows, financial shows, weather, and news. When he wasn't drawing her face, with the radio always on in the background, he played Solitaire, chess, or checkers. For someone who had nothing he had a lot to tell her about life and mostly about people. Able to read someone just by looking at their face, he knew a lot about people.
"I can tell a lot from a person's face," he said. "Just by the first glance, I can tell everything I need to know about a person by their face. The reason why people look like they do, their faces are the clues to their real identity. In a way, I'm a detective reading the clues while searching for the information that I need to tell me who they are. In the way people carry ID's as their identification, with no two faces looking quite alike, their life stories are written all over their faces," he said pausing to look at her before taking her face in his hands. "You have a good and kind face."
She rolled her eyes and made a sour face.
"I do?"
He smiled. He had a nice kind smile and white, perfect teeth. Either he had false teeth or he spent a lot of money on his teeth to have teeth that looked that good at his age. Even though she tried and failed miserably, she tried reading his face in the way that he was always able to read her face. She felt so transparent when with him.
In the way he already knew her story, she wondered what his story was and why someone like him was living here and like this. Maybe living here among the blight was all that he could afford on his Social Security. Maybe just tired of all the bullshit, he had come here to this Hell on Earth to die.
"You have a wonderful face. You have a beautiful face. I love your face. In the way that Leonardo da Vinci painted the Mona Lisa or in the way that Rembrandt painted all of his portraits over and again before releasing them to the world, I love drawing your face. There's character and a story written all over your face," he said letting go of her face.
She looked at him with skepticism while he looked at her with adoration.
"Thank you but I don't have a beautiful face. I have a plain face. If anything, compared to what men think are pretty and compared to celebrities, I have an ugly face," she said wishing that she worn more makeup and concealer than she did.
She always wanted to have her face done at a department store's makeup counter but she never had the extra money to buy all of the makeup that they'd no doubt pressure her to buy.
"What makes your face so very special are your big, expressive, blue eyes. What makes your face unique is the way that your soft, long, blonde hair frames your face in the way that a nightlight gives ambience to a room," he said. "You have the kind of face that I love to draw."
Wow, she thought to herself. That was the best compliment she's ever received. Either he's drunk, crazy, or in love with her, she didn't know which. If only he was younger, she'd kiss him. If only he was younger, she'd allow him to feel her breasts.
"Thank you but I'm not very pretty," she said again while soaking in all the compliments she's never heard and no one's ever given her before.
He smiled at her while putting a fatherly hand on her knee.
"I'll have you know without makeup, lighting, and talented photographers, some of the women who you think are the most beautiful are not so beautiful at all. The most beautiful women are the most photogenic women and the reason why these women are so photogenic is because they have big features that show up on film and on canvass. Gisele Bundchen is one such woman. If you saw her out on the street without her makeup and her hair done, other than the fact that she's so tall, you'd never recognize her as a supermodel," he said.
He looked at her while waiting for her obvious response.
"I understand what you're saying, I do and I thank you for the pep talk but when I look in the mirror, I see myself as others see me and not as you see me," she said. "In that regard, you make me feel special. In that regard and in the way you draw me, you make me look better looking than I am."
As if he was an oracle and indeed he was, he gave her a wisely insightful smile.
"You're too used to seeing your own face. You don't see yourself in the way that I see you. I see women and faces different than you. After having drawn thousands of faces, no one is more critical of faces than I am and you have one of the most beautiful faces I've ever seen," he said.
She couldn't help but time his compliment to heart. She was soaring as if she was high. He called her beautiful.
"Thank you but either you're losing your eyesight, you're drunk, or your nuts," she said with a laugh.
He shook his head in rejection of her comment.
"The most beautiful women are those women who have big eyes, large noses, high cheekbones, and protruding chins. Just as a singer wouldn't be as good without their sound stages, studios, and mixer men working on their behalf behind the scenes on a sound board, you wouldn't look twice at women you believe are beautiful if you saw them on the street without their makeup. Without their entourage of hairstylist, cosmeticians, and fashion designers, at best they're average looking people just like you."
From beautiful she was now relegated to being average only she knew what he meant and what he meant to say wasn't insulting her just his way of trying to uplift her.
"Thank you, Jerry," said Ginny.
They remained silent while he stared at her face as if seeing it for the first time or as if seeing something in her face that he hadn't noticed before.
"I'm hooked. I can't stop looking at your face," he said finally turning away from her as if he was embarrassed that he had said so much about her face. "Always inspired to draw your face, wanting to capture your every look, a multitude of facial expressions, I can't stop myself from wanting to draw your face over and again.
She thought about her hair. It was such a mess.
"I need to get my hair cut," she said pulling a handful of hair over her shoulder.
"Yet, with your hair distracting and taking away from my looking at your face, your hair and your face are at odds with one another. If you don't mind me saying, you'd look better with a shorter hairstyle, one that comes to your jawline," he said. "You'd look better with a hairstyle that compliments your cheekbones instead of a hairstyle that conceals them. You seem to prefer to hide you face with your hair but that's a mistake."



He lifted and pushed her hair out of the way before touching her face again as if he was a blind man needing to know what someone looks like from his touch.
"I've been growing my hair long because of the money. I hate spending money on my appearance when there's no one in my life but my customers at the diner," she said and looking as if she was about to cry.
He lightly patted her shoulder and reached to her shoulder to take his hand in hers.
"Don't take this the wrong way but from behind you look like just another beautiful blonde who has a typical pretty face but your face is so much more than that," he said.
She rolled her eyes and sighed her disbelief.
"So much more than that? I'd rather be pretty than to have a face with character," she said. "The faces of the Queens of England all had faces with character and none of them were very pretty."
Her way of not getting her feelings hurt, her posture stiffened as if she was readying herself to ward off a verbal attack from her only real friend.
"You're wrong. Your face is so much more than just a pretty face. I can read your face as if I'm a tealeaf reader and your face is the palm of your hand. I've only seen one other face like yours," he said with a pause as if remembering the other face. "I was fascinated with her face and now with your face that's nearly a carbon copy, only your face is even better after being perfected by your lineage."
She frowned her rejection of his compliments
"My lineage?" Ginny laughed. "I have no idea who my father is or if my mother was even married. She never talked about her past and I never asked her about her past. I figured it was a time she wanted to forget than to remember. Besides being that my mother had a fondness for the bottle, I didn't want to give her any more excuses for drinking other than what she already had."
At an impasse, with Jerry fascinated by Virginia's face and Ginny not liking her face at all, there weren't enough compliments that Jerry could pay her for her to think that she was pretty when she knew that she wasn't. If she was remotely pretty, she'd have a boyfriend. If she was halfway decent looking, she'd be married with children. Only except for her D cup breasts, she was plain and not very memorable other than to Jerry.
Sadly, the only that thing men saw in her was her big tits. Yet, even though men concentrated on her breasts rather than on her face and her mind, if there were two things that she loved about herself, she loved her breasts. Firm, natural, and shapely, she had a great rack. Unfortunately and interesting enough, never getting past her tits to look in her eyes or to get to know her, the only thing that men thought was that she was a slut or a whore because she had big tits.
How dare they all think that when she's only had two lovers. Then again, maybe she encouraged men to think that she was slutty by wearing a too tight uniform blouse. Maybe she encouraged men to think she was a whore by her giving them down blouses of the top of her breasts and in flashing them her cleavage and her bra for the sake of a bigger tip.
To be continued...
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Jerry just wants Virginia to take him home to Boston.
Oddly enough, the only thing that Jerry wanted in return for his friendship was something that Ginny could give him. With him not asking her for sex, he wanted her to take him home to Boston. Actually, with there not a better place he could have asked her to take him, she was looking forward to going to Boston.
With him as her personal, tour guide, he could point out all of the sights and historic attractions she's longed to see and has only seen in travel magazines and movies shot on location in Boston. It would be unbelievable if she could experience seeing Boston in person. With him the close friend she's never had, as if a dream trip come true, she couldn't wait to go to Boston with him.
"With you being so very kind to me and with me having nothing to give you in return, I give you this," he said handing her a portrait that he drew of her face in pencil.
A small 5 x 8 inch portrait drawing of her, she looked at the pencil sketch as if seeing her ghost. An understatement of description, the portrait was haunting. When did he draw this? She's never seen this one before. He must have drawn it from memory. For him to draw this, she must always be on his mind. For him to draw this, she must haunt him in the way that this sketch now haunts. Her.
As if she was looking at a black and white photograph secretly taken of her, the image looked exactly like her. Only more than the mere image of her, it was the look on her face that captured her interest. She didn't remember herself ever having that look. Even though the image looked exactly like her and even though the portrait was of her, it was the look on her face that she didn't recognize and that she never saw when looking at herself in the mirror but, obviously, he did. Obviously this look she had at that moment had inspired Jerry's inspiration too for him to capture the look of her in his drawing. As if the pencil sketch was alive, there was something so captivating in her look.
"Wow. This is really good Jerry," she said looking from the sketch to look up at him. "Maybe you can make a few dollars drawing caricatures of people on the street," she said carefully and delicately filing the picture away in her purse.
For him to draw this of her, it was obvious to her that he knows her far better than she knows herself. In the way that most men undress her with their eyes when they look at her, so different from their looks, he looked at her as if she was already naked and he could see all the way into her heart and soul. In the way that the lustful leers of men made her feel so nakedly exposed, he made her feel transparent and emotionally exposed. Yet not feeling uncomfortable or embarrassed that he knew herself so well, she felt more at ease that she had no secrets from him.
If only by the way he captured her on paper, for him to take her expressions on her face and translate them to paper, he made her believe that he knew her well enough, better than anyone knew her. Baring her wide open by his artistic talent, when she looked at the portrait he drew of her, he made her feel that she had no secrets. As if all of the portraits of her made a movie of here when put together and quickly thumbed through, he read her as if reading her story and drawing her story by drawing her face. Viewing the field of portraits that he had of her all over his loft was like looking at an open book of her life. He made her feel so proud. He made her feel so special.
Yet, as special as he made her feel as special as she felt that he drew her so very many times, with just his look, he made her feel so weak and so vulnerable. He made her feel so unworthy of the time he chose to spend with her, a mere waitress at the local diner. With her having not much more than a high school education and two courses in psychology she took at the community college to better understand her customers, she wasn't on his level. He was her oracle, her sage, and her Guru guide who knew all things.
Such an odd couple, why would he befriend her? Maybe, like her, he has no one else. With her a nothing and a no one, obvious he was someone once, a husband, a father, and a friend. Who knows what else he was to all those he touched in his life in the way he was touching her now? For now he was her most unforgettable character. Just by her looking at his portraits, dozens of them now, as if he was her priest, her psychiatrist, and her confident, he made her feel that she could never lie to him as he would immediately know the truth. Besides, he was her friend. Friends don't lie to friends.
His loft was a field of her faces with some muted and others ablaze in color. With him gifted in matching his colors to her facial expressions, the colors he chose corresponded to the expression on her face. She only wished she was smarter and educated with an education in art appreciation so that she could see what he saw in his pictures.
No matter where she looked, she saw herself. In the way he seemed fascinated with her face, she wondered if he was in love with her. In the way that most men are fascinated with her body, especially her big tits, he was fascinated with her face. As if never satisfied with what he drew or as if wanting to capture all of her changing facial expressions, he was fascinated with her face enough to paint her portrait over and over and over again.
When looking at his portraits of her, recognizing every thought she had behind every portrait he painted, her portraits were literally her field of dreams, thoughts, whims, fantasies, and desires. How could he do that? How could he capture the essence of her in a moment of time with just a few pencil strokes and colors on a canvas? More than flattered, this was amazing. She felt so special, so very special to be the subject and the main focus of his art.
Just as these portraits were extraordinary, as an artist and as the man he had morphed to become he was extraordinary too. It's as if she was royalty living back in the 17th century and had a portrait artist following her around to capture the right moment before painting her picture. These portraits were snapshots of her life captured at the exact moment that the thought she was having changed her facial expression enough for him to want to paint her. She felt great pride that she could inspire a man to paint her face without having to show him her body too. Whether she was laughing, crying, sad, happy, angry, depressed, mad, reserved, thoughtful, bored, hopeful, embarrassed, envious, in love, shamed, hostile, or frustrated, he had a portrait of her to capture what she was feeling.
"I don't draw faceless people," he said with a tone to his voice and with a disinterested and dismissive wave of his hand that suddenly awakened her from staring at the likenesses of herself. "I only draw people who interest me and for the last forty years, there's only been two people who have interested me enough for me to want to draw them over and over again," he said pausing to look at her face.
In the way he looked at her face was the way a doctor looks at a patient, a scientist looks his experiment, God looks at his creation, or an artist looks at his subject. In return of our continued friendship, I only ask you for one thing," he said.
She did a double take when he said that. He wants something. What does he want? She could only imagine what he wanted and what he wanted may be something that she couldn't freely give without feeling guilt, remorse, and feeling bad about herself. Being that he was a man and she was a woman, she had a feeling what he wanted. She suspected he wanted sex.
Oh, oh, here it comes. With her waiting for the other shoe to fall she figured that he wants her to masturbate him. She figured that he wants her to fall to her knees and suck his cock. She figured that he wants her to give him the permission to feel her big breasts through her clothes while kissing her, French kissing her. No doubt and obviously, he wants her to show him her tits. No doubt and obviously, he wants to feel her big tits and suck her bit tits, while she masturbates him and before she sucks his cock.
What a world? What a world? Is there no end to the debauchery that men have in their blackened hearts? Oh my God, how dare he do that to her now that they're such good friends and now that she implicitly trusts him? Why would he want to ruin a good thing with sex?
From her experience, nothing good ever comes from sex. From her experience, sex only causes misery. From her experience, he's willing to ruin their friendship for the chance of seeing and feeling her tits while she strokes him and blows him. Yet, her own fault, how could she be so stupid to think that he was any different from all the other men who tried to force her to do things she didn't want to do? Yet, giving him the benefit of the doubt, she innocently asked her question.
"And what is that one thing you're asking me to do for you?"
She looked at him with attitude while expecting him to ask her for sex. Definitely, in the way he was looking at her, he wants a blowjob perhaps and definitely for her give him permission to feel her tits before him asking her to show him her tits. Maybe like all of the other men in her life, he just wants to see her big tits and have a private moment with her D cup breasts. Maybe with all that he's done for her in making her feel better about herself, she owes him at least that much to remove her blouse and bra and allow him to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts.
Yet, in total opposition to his past gentlemanly behavior and confounding her, in the way she displayed her long line of sexy cleavage to men for tips, he never stared at her cleavage. In the way that all men do, he never stared at the two big, bulbous impressions her breasts made in her tight, low cut shirt. He was a gentleman and not a lecher in the way so very many of her customers were. With her giving them a down blouse view of the tops of her breasts, her cleavage, and her bra, her male customers felt that was their invitation for them to ogle her and sometimes even cop a cheap feel of her enormous breasts. With her giving him plenty of accidental and deliberate down blouse views of her breasts, he never looked or if he looked, never obvious about sneaking a peek, she never noticed him looking.
In a way that her mother was a whore for drinks and flashed men her tits for alcohol, she was a whore for tips by showing men all that they wanted to see of her tits. Only what harm was there in showing men the tops of her meaty, jiggling breasts, her sexy cleavage, and parts of her white, low cut bra? It isn't as if she's showing them the entire shape of her naked breasts. It isn't as if she's showing them her areolas and nipples. It wasn't as if she was inviting men to touch her tits, feel her tits, and suck her tits before she sucked their cocks in the way her mother did for drinks to make her forget all that she needed to forget.
With her different from her mother, using what God gave her, she's just teasing men while hoping to inspire them to give her a bigger tip. Yet, asking for trouble, she's surprised no one has sexually assaulted her and/or raped her while waiting to take the bus home. With men spotting her tits before seeing her, she's surprised all over her teasing men for tips didn't get her more than what she hoped to receive. As if her breasts were a walking billboard advertising sex, with her so freely walking about her bad neighborhood with confidence as if she owned the sidewalk, she was a victim waiting for a crime to happen.
If anything she was just carrying on the sexy tradition of a bar wench in a tavern wearing a peasant blouse in the 16th century while working as a waitress in a diner in the 21st century. Just as men will never change in looking, women will never change in showing. Men loved seeing women's tits even if only seeing their cleavage while imagining the rest. Being that she had big tits, why not use her breast to her advantage to make a little extra income, money that she so desperately needed now that she no longer had her mother's Social Security check.
Only, Jerry wasn't interested in her breasts. He never so much as looked at her tits. Maybe he's gay. Maybe other than their faces, after losing the woman he so loved, he's not interested in women at all.
Being that he wasn't interested in ogling her breasts, oddly enough, she wanted to show him her breasts. She wondered if he'd stare or if he'd look away. She wondered if he'd want to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them. Yet, just a sexual fantasy on her part, her one last bastion of believing that not all men are pigs, she'd never show him her tits. She'd never ruin the friendship they had by introducing sex into it.
"I want you to take me home to Boston," he said.
What? He wants her to take him home to Boston? Is that it? No way! Surely there must be more than that to his request.
She imagined him booking a room with only one bed and apologizing profusely that this was the only room left. She imagined him promising not to worry and that she'd be safe with him. She imagined him promising her that he'd sleep in the chair, on the floor, or on his side facing away from her and that he wouldn't touch her. Only, somehow during the night, she imagined her breasts out of her nightgown and his horny hands all over her big tits while he drew pictures of her naked breasts. Then, the next morning, on the pretense that he had to pee, she imagined him coming into the bathroom while she was showering and much like what happened to Janet Leigh in Alfred Hitchcock's Psycho, pulling open her shower curtain to see her big tits.
"Oh," she said surprised he didn't want to see her tits when every man she's ever known has wanted to not only see her big breasts but also to feel and fondle her big breasts.
She wished she had a dollar for every man who stared at her breasts. She wished she had a dollar for every man who made an inappropriate comment about her big tits. She wished she had a dollar for every man who tried to kiss her while feeling her breast and putting her hand on their cock as if she was a whore like her mother was. She wished she had a dollar for every man who wanted her breasts but who didn't want the rest of her.
She's never had a date where a good night's kiss meant that the man could feel her breasts through her shirt. She never had a good night's kiss that didn't turn into a wrestling match with the man trying to stick a horny hand beneath her shirt and inside of her bra. She never had a date that didn't culminate in the man wanting to feel and see her tits. All the dates she had were never about her but about men wanting to feel her tits while she sucked their cock.
She's not a whore but she takes after her mother in the fact that she has her mother's big tits. Her mother had big tits too. Only her mother had no problem in flashing her tits to men for a drink. Her mother had no problem with men feeling her tits and sucking her tits, as long as they plied her with alcohol. She'd even take them in the back, dark alley for a quickie or a blowjob in exchange of a few dollars. Only, Ginny was nothing like her mother. She wasn't a drunken whore.
For the first time she felt safe with a man. For the first time being Jerry's friend didn't matter that she had big tits. His admiration of her was more about her face than her tits. He thought she was pretty. He thought she had a beautiful face. He loved her face in the way that all the men she knew loved her tits.
"When the time comes, I just want to go home," he said raising his chin with dignity while looking at her with finality.
Suddenly he looked sad and she could tell that he missed Boston.
"Why are you so far from home Jerry?" She looked at him with confused curiosity. "I mean, why are you here when you could have stayed there?"
Ginny looked at him puzzled. With Boston her dream city, if she was as blessed to live there instead of here, she'd never leave Boston for Detroit.
"I came here too late looking for someone, a love lost of a woman I haven't seen in thirty years after she already died. I should have looked here before but I didn't know where she was. With her not having a credit card, a car, a driver's license, or a cell phone, she was impossible to track down. I didn't know she was hiding out here in Detroit. Why Detroit of all places? No doubt somewhere I'd never think to look, I didn't.
With my life suddenly spinning around me so fast, too fast, I was on the fast track to nowhere. With my life spiraling out of control, I gave up all that I had for something that I thought I wanted. Only once I got what I thought I wanted, I didn't want it at all," he said. "After it was already gone, I realized too late that I already had all that I wanted."
The first time he opened up to her, she was finally seeing the man behind the tussled hair, the messy beard, and the paint splattered clothes. By far, he was the most interesting man she's ever met. With her finding it sexy that he always wanted to draw her plain face, if only he was younger, she'd allow him to draw her tits. If only he wasn't so old and was closer to her age, she'd allow him to draw her topless, maybe even naked. If only he was younger, she'd give him sex. Suddenly, perhaps just like her mother, whoredom is in her genes. Suddenly she felt like a whore for even having such salacious thoughts of getting topless and/or naked for Jerry to draw her while thinking about giving him sex.
"At least you've had a chance at life," she said with sadness. "What chance have I had living here in this abandoned, burnt down, Hell hole of a city? Every day there's a dozen fires. Every day there's a dozen shootings. Every day someone dies and no one cares," she said with sadness as if she was saying some words at the death of a friend or relative. "With all of us desensitized to crime, devastation, poverty, and destruction, after working all day for not enough pay, we're all too tired to think about anything else but for our little lives while eating our supper and staring at the TV."
Whether good memories or bad memories, she'd give anything to have some memories of loving a man and a man loving her. She'd do anything to have a child. She'd do anything to have a family, to live in a nice, safe neighborhood, and to have friends.
"Not realizing what I had in her, I ruined my chance," he said. "The last I remember, I was on a merry-go-round that continued going faster and faster and would never stop. I wanted to get off but I couldn't. I wanted the amusement ride to end but, once it started, as if the carousel ride had a life of its own, it wouldn't stop. It's just continued spinning and spinning around with me standing in the middle of a whirlwind of money, alcohol, sex, and drugs," he said. "I've wasted my life," he said. "I've ruined my life and the lives of others. I missed my chance at happiness."
She looked at him with sadness and he looked at her with sorrow.
"I can feel your pain," she said touching his hand and quickly withdrawing her hand when he didn't respond to her touch. "I've wasted my life too."
An odd moment of two people coming together from two very different generations, backgrounds, and lives, the only thing she had to give him to make him feel better, was her sexuality. She suddenly had the urge to remove her blouse and bra but controlling herself, she didn't.
"Deadened from alcohol, dizzy from drugs, and delirious from sex, the last I remember was I was holding her hand until I couldn't hold her hand anymore and poof, she was gone. Her fingers slipped from my hand as if they had turned into liquid before evaporating. There was nothing left of her, not even a note," he said not sad, angry, or resentful just matter of fact. "The last I remember was that she was in bed with me and when I turned to her, I was in bed with someone else, a woman I didn't even know or want. I was so messed up back then when I wasn't painting. When I was painting, I was fine. When I stopped painting, there was disco, bright lights, and women, so very many women."



From having the affections of all of those women, it's the one woman that he lost and the one woman he could no longer have was the one woman that he wanted. She wondered who the woman was who haunted him enough for him to not only pine after her for all these years but also to look for her.
"Sure Jerry. I'll take you home. I'll get you home. Don't worry. I've always wanted to see Boston anyway. Only," said Ginny figuring that was a deal breaker. "I don't have a car. Maybe we can take the bus to Boston on a one-way ticket."
He looked at her to give her a sad smile while patting her hand.
"It doesn't matter how I get there, by car or by bus, as long as I get there," said Jerry. "There are just some places that you know you need to go when the time comes."
To be continued...
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Please give me the support of your vote.

Dear John,
This is most difficult letter I'm ever going to have to write. With us together for ten years, I have so many things that I need to say to you. You've been a good provider, my best friend, an extraordinary lover, and my only confidant. Thank you for all you've done for me. I will never forget how kind and loving you have been.
With you so different now than how you used to be, I remember when we first met and you were so shy around me? Just as I thought your shyness was cute, I thought you were cute too. I'll never forget the look on your face when I finally asked you out on a date. I could tell that you were too shy to do the asking, so I went ahead and did the good deed myself. You actually blushed and then beamed with delight when you said that you'd love to go to the movies with me. That was a beginning of our wonderful relationship together and a memory I'll never forget.
Over the years, you've grown and blossomed into a charming, outgoing, and handsome man, one I've always been proud to call my husband. It's been fun to watch you become the man who you were meant to be. If you don't mind, I'm going to take some of the credit for your personal growth and career development with me introducing you to the right people.
It was because of my encouragement and my pep talks that gave you much of the confidence that you possess today. It was me who made all of our social arrangements that forced you into conversations with people from all walks of life, people you never would have talked to and made friendships with ordinarily. It was me who corrected you when you did something wrong or said something inappropriate.
Because of my connection to powerful politicos, we've been thrown into formal gatherings, foreign travel, and altruistic events of every kind. I couldn't help but noticed that you enjoy talking with people who've had very rough roads to travel. You're willingness to reach out to them and to connect with them has made me so proud of you. No matter if they're rich or poor, educated or illiterate, you've always been able to find a common ground in communicating with them.
I remember the little girl in Ghana, how could I ever forget her? She took a liking to you and was following us all through her village while we assessed their lack of food and water and the deplorable conditions under which they somehow lived. They had nothing when the rest of us on the other side of the world had so very much.
With her learning English from Catholic missionaries, acting as our interpreter, she held your hand while we conversed with tribal leaders and while deciding what action to take to best help them. You wanted to take her home with you but because of all of the red tape, you knew that you couldn't. It pains me to think of where that little girl is now.
I watched you shed tears for that little girl when we left her standing in the middle of the road waving wildly as we made our way to the airport and with her still waving when our plane few overhead. Your compassion for others made me understand at a deeper level how lucky I was to have you in my life, someone who was so kind and so caring. That was nearly eight, long years ago and the memory is as fresh as it happened yesterday.
Do you remember how much fun we had with the couple we met on our trip to London three years ago? I think their names were Kate and Jeff. OMG! I did things with him that I never thought I'd do with anyone else but you. I was so wicked. I was such a dirty whore. That only goes to show you that under the right circumstances, with enough booze and drugs, I'd do things that I wouldn't normally do.
That full blown orgy was so much fun and the good part was that we never had to see them again. It was a 'one off' as they say in England. Thank God! I'd die of embarrassment if I ran into them again, even though it's a highly unlikely scenario with them from the wrong side of London and not in our circle of friends in the right places. Our lesson to learn was to stay out of the bars in the East End.
As I continue writing, I realize that we could publish a best seller novel that would make a one Hell of a movie with all of the experiences we've shared while working in the Foreign Service as dignitaries before being enlisted to work for the CIA. How about us being invited to that cocktail party at the White House a few years ago? Did you ever think you'd see such an event first-hand with so many dignitaries and politicians in attendance?
Faces we've only see on TV and on the news, it was weird to see some of these people in person. Everyone looked shorter and thinner than how they looked when on TV. With all of the profiles and dossiers we've read about all of those people over the years, we knew more about who they are than they knew who we were. If only they knew there were spies among them, wouldn't they be surprised. Moreover, I'm not naïve to know that we weren't the only spies in that room that day.
Yet, there we were, working the crowd for donations to help our latest cause, and then, when we both needed to use the restroom, we came face to face with a moral dilemma. Somehow we got turned around and lost in a hallway. Down at the end of the hall we saw a cabinet member fondling a White House administrative assistant. Should we turn around and keep walking or should we intercede on her behalf?
At first, as if we were voyeurs, it was fun to watch a man make out with a woman. Then when she said no and started to struggle with him while he had her pinned against the wall with one hand under her skirt and his other hand on her big boob inside of her blouse, I knew you'd get involved. I've never saw you move so fast. My hero, you threw him off of her in a second. She ran away and when he came at you, you knocked him down with one punch.
As if rats coming out of the woodwork from doors where I didn't know a door existed, I never saw so many Secret Services agents come running from out of nowhere. In an instant, we were surrounded. After we explained and when it was over, that man didn't say one word to you. He didn't even look at you. No doubt embarrassed by his drunken behavior, he retreated into a room off the hallway. Once again, I felt great pride for you, John.
That brings me back to the reason for this letter. I'm writing this letter because I rarely see you face-to-face anymore and writing has always been my way to gather my thoughts to tell you what I've decided to do. Because of the extensive travel you've done across the pond and all over Europe over the last few years we've grown apart. Even though I will always love you, I'm sorry but I need to make a change.
I need to be happy John. I need to be with someone who will be there for me in the way you were once always there for me. Unfortunately now, your job takes the time away from me that I need to spend with you. I miss our traveling together. I miss all the fun we had. I miss talking to you at the airport and on the plane. I'm tired of traveling alone and being alone. I'm lonely John.
How can I begin to tell you how difficult this is for me to write? I've thought long and hard about my decision and even though we've had a great time together, there's too much missing from our relationship now. Sometimes I feel as if I don't even know you.
Two peas in a pod, you're driven and so am I. Unfortunately, it's a lethal combination that doesn't really make for a very cohesive relationship. We barely have time to connect and, when we do, it's always so difficult to establish oneness again after spending so much time apart. Even when we're together, your mind, just as my mind is too, is somewhere else while thinking of other things. If we both can't be present in a relationship, at least one person has to stay the course to keep the home fires burning. With both of us having high pressure careers, neither of us seems to be interested in being that person.
Let's face it John, we're both mega type-A personalities. We both have powerhouse careers. We're both busy and we travel too much. Only, there was a time when we traveled, we traveled together. Now, we're seldom together. Let's face it John, gone it's course, our love relationship is over. I'll always love you but not in the way that I need to love someone and that I need someone to love me.
Furthermore, to be blunt, other than our basic disconnected status, I keep getting a vibe that isn't good whenever you travel abroad. I suspect you're not traveling alone. Somehow each time you return home from Europe, you seem preoccupied with something and I just can't put my finger on the problem. When I ask what's bothering you each time you get home, you get angry with me or you say that everything's fine when intuition tells me differently. As you know by now, my intuition is spot on, so I wish you'd come clean with what the problem is that makes you so different around me.
Is there someone else? Are you having an affair? Are you in love with another woman? Is that it? I have a feeling that you are. Who is she?
When you don't answer me, I'm left to imagine all sorts of negative things because you refuse to discuss the situation. Your lack of communication leaves me with stress. I wish you'd just come clean. Sometimes I wonder if you're in trouble with the law and on the run, or maybe that you have gambling debts and the mob is after you. All kinds of similar situations and scenarios pop into my mind.
Yet, I know better than that and I know you better than that. No doubt, it's nothing more than you've found someone else in France, Italy, Germany, Switzerland, England, or wherever I don't know. Yet, I sense that another woman is on your mind when I'm the woman who should be on your mind. I sense that you know our love affair is over as much as I know that it's over.
Before we part, and that's what this letter is all about, please let me know what's going on so that I can put my mind at rest. Yes, John, we need to part. I don't think that I will ever marry again because I know that my drive will not likely be suitable to most men. I've promised myself that if I meet someone again, I will be totally up-front with them about my ambition, drive, travel, and the causes I work for, so that they can decide if they can live that sort of life with me.
Whomever wants to be with me in the future should know that I'm not 'Suzie Homemaker' nor do I plan to be. Most men really want that in their lives, a little woman staying home with the children when if anything, I'm more like Mrs. Smith in the movie Mr. and Mrs. Smith with Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie. Complimentary enough, you used to say that I looked like Angelina Jolie only prettier and sexier. You always said that I had the best ass you've ever seen. Now, you never compliment me anymore. Now I'm wondering if you really wanted that too all along, a wife who wanted to have children, and the reason why you're so distant now.
You need to know that I've filed for divorce and you'll receive the papers within the next week or so. Our settlement should go quickly because it's just cash and stocks to split between us and you can have the Washington, DC townhouse if you'd like. I don't mind finding other accommodations, someplace new and somewhere else. I've grown to hate Washington and the last place I want to live is there. It's bad enough that I have to work here. Giving me a chance to be alone with my thoughts while reading the papers, I won't mind the daily commute.
I will always have Love in my heart for you and, if you haven't already found love with someone else, I hope you soon will find peace and happiness for yourself with someone else. If coming off a bit insensitive, I apologize for being so matter of fact. I hope this wasn't too shocking for you to read, and I'm so sorry for any pain that I've caused you. I feel better having written this with no tears and no anger, just a realization with eyes wide open of what we both need to do to finally be happy again.
Goodbye John. God bless you and I wish all the best to you.
Esmeralda
* * * * *
Dear Esmeralda,
Dear John? Who the fuck is John? First of all, my name is not John. It's Jim, James, or Jimmy. My name has never been John, Johnathon, or Johnny as you continue to insist on calling me. Every time you call me John, you make my skin crawl and I cringe. No matter how many times I correct you and how many times you apologize, you still continue to call me John, even in this Dear John letter. What the fuck is wrong with you?
John senior is my father's name. John junior is my brother's name. John is not my name. Jim is my name. It seems to me that you have John on your mind and now I understand why.
Why wouldn't you have John on your mind after my brother told me that he had a longtime sexually intimate affair with you behind my back while I was away? His confession inspired my father to come clean too? My Dad told me you sucked his cock several times. How dare you? Had they not told me, I never would have known the whore you truly are. God, you're such a nasty bitch.
Shock? Pain? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Thank God! Thank Almighty God for answering my prayers. Finally, I'm free from you.
You want an answer to your questions? Well, newsflash, here's what you asked for by writing me this damn, impersonal letter addressed to John. After being with you for ten years, three of which were happy years, how dare you not confront me face to face? How dare you pretend that everything is fine with us when nothing has been good for years?
I've already moved on and I'm already at peace and at a better place with the woman I love. I'm happier now with her than I've ever been with you. I found happiness three years ago when we met with Kate and Jeff. You call it an orgy but I don't. Perhaps it was an orgy to you but it wasn't an orgy to me. I didn't even have sex with Kathryn that night.
We talked, we laughed, we bonded, we kissed, and we felt one another through our clothes and that was the extent of our so called orgy. In the way you were all over the house with Jeff and having sex with him in nearly every room, I thought we were back in Bangkok again watching a live, sex show. God you're such a wicked whore. God you're such a miserable bitch.
I couldn't believe my eyes when I caught you in the kitchen with him. With you bent over and flayed across the kitchen counter, I couldn't believe you allowed a strange man, a man you just met, fuck you in your ass. Your screams of ecstasy were so loud that I still have nightmares of you cumming and cumming and cumming. As first I thought you were just doing it doggie style but then it was obvious to me that he was taking you anally, something you never allowed me to do with you. God, you're such a miserable controlling bitch. How dare you deny me, your husband, the pleasure of your perfect ass only to give it to a stranger?
In the several hours we were together with that couple, you sucked Jeff's cock more than you sucked my cock in the last three years. I couldn't believe my eyes. So hungry for it in the way of a person starving for food, you acted as if you've never seen a cock before. Every time I looked at you, you had his dick in your mouth. Something you never allowed me to do, you allowed him to give you a cum bath. When he wasn't cumming in your willing mouth, he was cumming all over you face and all over your perfect hair that I was never allowed to even touch.
You allowed him to have totally control of your body in the way you never allowed me to take control of your body. With him on top of you pounding your pussy as if he was a pile driving machine on overdrive, I can't remember when you allowed me to mount you. It was always you mounting me. It's always been you on top with me on the bottom. It's always been you taking control of the sex.
God, after seeing you with him and watching all the nasty things you allowed him to do to your mouth, to your ass, and to the rest of your body, you were such a dirty, nasty whore for that big, black man. Was it just because he had a big cock, a much bigger cock than me that made you lose your mind with him sexually? Or have you always been a filthy whore and I just didn't see it until my brother and father told me you were? Now I wonder if you having sex isn't part of your job and your sworn duty as a CIA agent.
A good time for me to come clean now that you opened up this Pandora's Box with this letter, I've been spending all my time with Kate, ever since our little sexual encounter in London three years ago. She goes where I go and we've been traveling through Europe together. I'm never had as much fun. I've never been as happy. I love her. I truly love her in the way that I've never loved you.
In the way that you hated Luxemburg, she loves Luxemburg the best and we hope to live there one day. She left Jeff right after we met. Our connection was so strong that night that we haven't been apart since, except, of course, when I'm forced to come home and spend time with you. Yes, my dear, your intuition, as always, was spot on. I am having an affair, the affair of my life with the love of my life.
I'm glad you filed for divorce because I didn't know how to broach the subject without hurting you by blindsiding you. I've been hoping you'd divorce me, so that you'd feel in charge, the position of dominance that you so covet the most in our relationship. I couldn't be more thrilled that you filed for divorce. Finally, I'm free from you. Ding dong the witch is dead! I was going to give you six months more before I filed myself because I can't wait any longer to marry the love of my life.
When I saw you the first time, the most beautiful woman I've ever seen in my life, whoever wrote that song The Girl from Ipanema wrote that song with you in mind. I never dated a Brazilian woman until I dated you. Your accent mesmerized me and your big, beautiful, brown eyes hypnotized me. Yet, with your tall, perfect body with your incredible ass, your long, straight, black, lush hair, and your oh, so sexy smile, you had me with Hello.
I couldn't believe when you asked me out on a date. I couldn't believe you said yes when I asked you to marry me just as I couldn't believe when you sucked and fucked Jeff in the way you've never sucked and fucked me. I couldn't believe when I opened this letter and you wrote Dear John instead of Dear Jim. How dare you? With you not a stupid woman, I'd have to take you not even knowing my name after ten years being with you as an obvious insult on your part.
Now, I'm the one who doesn't know who you are. With all the passports and your various identities backed up with your legends established by the company, you have too many names. Now I wonder if Esmerelda is even your real name. For all I know, you're name could be Lois or Donna or Gayle. For all I know, I could have been nothing more than a pawn in your cover.
Only I had no idea how driven you were and what a difficult wife you'd make when we met. What woman doesn't want children? What woman would chose her career over having a family, especially when I was making plenty enough money to support the both of us in the extravagant lifestyle you've grown accustomed to living. In your twisted mind of duty and country, after watching you with Jeff and finding out about you with my brother and father, I'm left to wonder how many men you've sucked and fucked for the CIA.
Nothing I ever did pleased you. Always critical of me, you were always there to make things somehow seemingly better albeit more your way. Even when I'm writing my mother a letter, you'd read over my shoulder to correct my word choice. How dare you do that to me and treat me in that disrespectful way?
I couldn't even change a knickknack in the house without you returning it to your original location. How dare you so control me and how dare I continue to allow it? Yet, no more Esmeralda or whatever the fuck your real name is, I'm done. We're finished. It's over.



Blinded by your sexuality, all I could see was your intellect and beauty and the rest didn't surface until after I got to know you better. Then, when I did see you for who you were, I didn't have enough self-esteem and the confidence to leave you when I should have after three years of marriage. Only, I couldn't leave you. I loved you and I thought you loved me.
It's obvious to me now that you didn't love me. Now after seven more suffering years of marriage, I can't wait to leave your ass behind. Actually, just as I thank you for this letter, I thank you for encouraging my interactions with others. My self-confidence has caused me to grow quite proud of who I am and the work that I do to help others.
Totally different than you with her long, curly, red hair, C cup breasts that dwarf you're A cup boobs, her big, beautiful blue eyes, and her fun personality, Kate is warm and calming to be around. She will make a wonderful wife. Unlike you, she wants children.
I don't need the townhouse because we already own a home outside of London, but thanks for the offer. We'll just split the stocks and cash and call it a day, okay? If you'd rather not live there, sell the house and give me what you think is fair from the sale. My lawyer will be in touch.
Best wishes to you in your new life, Esmeralda. Good-bye.
Jim not John
Please give me the support of your vote.
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Ginny takes Jerry home to Boston
Suddenly lost in thinking about Boston in the way that Jerry was obviously lost in living in Detroit, Ginny's mind was filled with tall buildings, historic sights, and meeting lots of new people.
"Maybe there's more opportunity in Boston for a woman like me, a real hard worker, than there is in Detroit," she said to Jerry.
He smiled at her while reaching out to squeeze her shoulder.
"You're going to love Boston," he said.
She paused with thinking about what she was going to say. Not wanting to make her statement seem like an invitation to have a relationship that was more than a platonic friendship, she worded her words carefully. Not wanting to give him the wrong idea, she had no intention of making their friendship a sexual relationship.
"Maybe, if you're agreeable to it, we can find a place together and live together, so long as you behave and don't get fresh," she said with a little laugh. "I'd live with you as long as we had boundaries and we respected one another's privacy."
She imagined them living together as a couple and in the way that a father would live with his daughter. Only, the image of him trying to get a peek of her tits, crept in her mind. On those days she was horny, perhaps giving him a down nightgown view, she imagined teasing him and flashing her naked breasts. Being that he was her friend, possibly her friend with occasional benefits, she'd allow him to see her breasts and feel her breasts. She'd even give him a blowjob if she was horny enough and drunk enough but that's as far as she'd go.
Only she'd never lay with him in bed. She'd never sleep with him. She'd never have sexual intercourse with him. Much too old for her, if only he was younger and more her age, she'd have more sexual thoughts for him. With him nothing more than her best friend, she'd never ruin their friendship with sex.
With him not a very attractive men and old enough to be her father, he so much older than her. She wasn't into old men but he was her friend. He was nice to her, something that no man has ever been to her before and his kindness made her want to be nice to him too. With her thinking that all she had to give him were her tits, she'd give him those if only he'd ask. She'd even allow him to feel her breasts while she sucked his cock, if she was in the mood. Only, if she found someone to love in Boston, she'd be embarrassed for him to know that she not only allowed Jerry to see her breasts but also feel her breasts while she sucked his cock.
* * * * *
Two years passed with Ginny checking in on Jerry whenever he wasn't able to take the bus downtown to the diner. With her not having a family, a mother, a father, brothers, or sisters, a husband, or children, not even a boyfriend, it wasn't difficult or inconvenient for her to spend time with her friend. She just had herself to look out for with no one looking out for her, except maybe for just Jerry. Only with him more desperate than she was for money, there was nothing that he could do for her that she couldn't do for herself.
Friends were few and not lasting with everyone fleeing Detroit because of the bad economy and the crime getting worse. Being that she was a plain woman that no one would look at twice and/or call pretty but for Jerry, as if she was made up by a Hollywood makeup artist, he sometimes drew her face prettier than she looked in the mirror. Most times, he drew her face raw and exposed as if his paint brush was a Paparazzi camera that had captured her in a bad and unguarded moment. Her angry or mad expressions better translated to paper than her looks of happiness.
With a picture worth a thousand words, he made her face look so much more expressively interesting and emotionally appealing than what she thought her face looked. Obviously he was seeing something in her that she wasn't seeing in herself. Seemingly he knew her better than she knew herself. Interesting enough, as if looking at herself through the lens of a camera that was always focused on her, his pictures of her gave her snapshot insights into herself.
She brought him food and gave him a few dollars to buy what he needed. Nothing more than ten or twenty dollars at a time, when her tips were good, was all that she could spare at a time with her working part-time without benefits as a lowly waitress earning more on tips than she did on wages. Then, one day, Jerry wasn't there when she went to his house. He was gone and she wanted to vomit in the street.
The downstairs front door was locked and had a sign from the city that officially declared the building condemned. Not knowing where he went and if he was dead or alive, worrying about him, she called all the hospitals but not even knowing his last name, her search from him was fruitless. It wasn't until she received a letter in the mail from Jerry's lawyer a few weeks later that requested her to come to their office that she heard anything about Jerry. She felt more relieved that whether he as alive or dead, his lawyer would hopefully give her some closure.
Strangely enough, she didn't know he had a lawyer. How could he even afford a lawyer? Only rich people have lawyers. Maybe Jerry was rich. Maybe he was a reclusive hermit living in a loft in a dilapidated building in Detroit that was infested with rats and roaches but for his loft. Who lives like that but crazy, eccentric people, people who don't want anything to do with the rest of humanity?
That was Jerry, the reclusive portrait painter looking at life from afar while drawing people he'd never talk to and never meet. He'd draw quick portraits of people he saw waiting for the bus or riding the bus. He'd draw quick portraits of people dining at the diner and sitting at the counter while he sat hidden in a corner booth. Just as he enjoyed drawing portraits of people who didn't know they were being drawn, he'd liked drawing portraits of homeless people.
"Homeless people have a roadmap of character on their faces. The face of a homeless person to me if like gazing in the Grand Canyon to someone else. I can see so much in a face that has survived such pain, agony, and trauma," he said.
Except for her friendship, his only friends were the collection of portrait pictures of faces that he drew and that hung from every inch of wall space in his loft or were leaned against the walls in vertical piles of dead heads. Then as if his portraits were sleeping, they all came to life when dug out of their piles and exposed to the light of day. Capturing more in sixty seconds than others can remember in a lifetime, a talented artist, he was a voyeur with paper and pencil.
A dangerous man with a pencil and paper, no look escaped him. When he was drawing someone, there wasn't a look that they could hide quickly enough for him to not only see it but also sketch. Later if so motivated, he'd paint those sketches he liked the best. Seemingly with all of the painting he had collecting dust in his loft, he like all of his sketches. If anyone was as talented of a portrait artist of the day, he was a modern day Rembrandt.
* * * * *
Maybe Jerry died she wondered. Maybe indeed he was rich. In the way that Howard Hughes hid out on the top floor of his Desert Inn penthouse in the Las Vegas, maybe Jerry is hiding out in a Detroit burnt out and partially demolished ghetto while looking for the last remnants of his lost love. Indeed, with Howard Hughes' life filled with money, alcohol, sex, and drugs while spinning out of control in the way of a never ending carousel ride, there were many parallels and some common threads between the two men.
In thinking that Jerry may be wealthy, she took heart in believing such a romantic story while knowing that none of it was true and that Jerry was just an old man and a recovering alcoholic and ex-drug addict. Perhaps in the way she was imagining a better life in Boston, he was imagining something that never was with his lost love. Nonetheless what was or what wasn't, she more believed in reality filled with drama and trauma, than she believed in fiction with happy endings. Bursting all of her balloons of hope when her mother disappeared for days and returned drunk and smelling of shit, vomit, and sex, she had already resigned to herself that they'd be no happy endings for her, just misery, heartache, and sadness.
In the way that Richard Gere pulled up in a limo to rescue Julia Roberts from her life as a prostitute in Pretty Woman, sadly there was no Prince Charming coming to rescue her from herself. Whether working in Detroit or in Boston, she was destined to be a waitress for the rest of her life. With her having no formal education beyond high school, waitressing is all she knew and all that she could do. If she could depend on anything, she could depend on her big tits earning her extra tips.
Yet, needing to have a dream that was filled with hope in the way that Jerry had a dream of a lost love, maybe he is rich and left her money in his will for her to start a new life in Boston. Maybe in the way she watched out for him in life, he'll watch out for her in death. Only in the slovenly way he dressed and with him barely having any furniture in his loft other than a bed, two chairs, and a table, he looked as if he had nothing. He didn't even have a car.
If he was a rich man, he was a rich man in goodness, kindness, and in heart and in spirit. If he was a rich man, he was rich with artistic talent. With him being her friend, she was already rich in having had known him. Having lived her life without having any man in her life, she didn't need to depend on any man to earn a living.
Bringing closure to the mystery of the sudden disappearance of her friend, she went to his lawyer's office to find out what happened to Jerry. Preparing herself for the worst, she hoped for the best. Hoping he's not dead but alive and well and living in Boston, she imagined him bestowing enough money on her that she didn't have to work as a waitress ever again.
* * * * *
"Jerry wanted me to give you this," said his lawyer handing her a box that weighed about five pounds. She was hoping the box was a box filled with money, jewels, and a safety deposit box key. "It's his ashes," he said obviously responding to the expectant look on her face that couldn't conceal her excitement. "He said that you promised to take him home to Boston. There's the address with directions where he wanted his ashes scattered."
Immediately her look changed from excitement to sadness. If Jerry was here now, he would have drawn her. If Jerry was here with her face so quickly going from excitement to sadness, he would have sketched her six times, and after discarding five of them, he would have painted the sixth one that he drew. If Jerry was here with her now, she wouldn't feel so lost and so alone without having the comfort and fatherly wisdom of her friend.
Now what? What the Hell is she doing in Boston alone? She doesn't belong here. Where is she going to go? Where will she live? Even if she had a job, she can't afford to live here. It's way too expensive. After selling all of her possessions and giving up her apartment in Detroit, there was no way she was returning there.
With all of him stuffed in a little plastic bag inside of a box, as soon as she accepted ownership of his ashes she started to cry. For such a great man, a man who made her feel good about herself, he was the first man who made her feel pretty instead of plain. As it turns out, she loved him not as a sexual lover but as her best friend. She truly loved him and if he had asked to see her tits, she would have gladly shown him her big breasts. If only he had asked her to give him a hand job or a blowjob with her not having a man in her life, she probably would have gladly done that too.
In the way that Prince Charming awakened Sleeping Beauty with a kiss, she'd have sexual intercourse with Jerry if that's what was needed to bring him back to life from the dead. Only, with him already gone, he was there in powder form in that box she held in her hand. With her unable to hold him before because he was too heavy, and with him weighing much less than a tray of dirty dishes that she routinely carried to the kitchen at work, she was easily able to hold him now. Entrusted with the responsibility of getting him home, the very least that she could do in good conscience after all that he's given her with his friendship, she took it upon herself to lay him to rest.
"I did promise him that and I will take him home to wherever he wants to go in Boston," said Ginny accepting the ashes and the bus ticket that was inside an envelope along with a business card.
She looked at the business card with curiosity that just had a name and a phone number. She quit her job, sold whatever she could sell, and gave away, threw out, and left behind what she couldn't carry. She packed her depressing life into one small carry-on bag and took what little money and possessions she had with her to go to Boston. Alone and sad, she left downtown Detroit as if she was a Pilgrim embarking on a new life in the New World.
"Anywhere but here has to be better than this," she said in the way that Dorothy Gale said 'There's no place like home,' in the Wizard of Oz when tapping her red, ruby slippers together and thinking of going home to Kansas.
Anywhere but here is where she wanted to go and being that she always dreamt of going to Boston, Jerry gave her the reason to go there and she thanked him for that. Otherwise, she'd be stuck in Detroit for the rest of her sad life while serving eggs, sausages, hash browns, coffee, and apple pie. In the way she's already wasted thirty years of her life languishing in Detroit, she couldn't imagine wasting another thirty years there too. If nothing else, with this trip her first real adventure, no longer can she say that she hasn't been anywhere but Detroit.
Along with the box of his ashes was instructions where to dump his ashes. He wanted to be laid to rest in the historic Copp's Hill Cemetery across from here he grew up in the North End of Boston. In the shadow of the Old North Church from his childhood bedroom window and in sight of the U. S. S. Constitution out his kitchen window, he loved this part of Boston. A burial ground that dates back to the early 17th century, 1659 to be exact, no one has been interred there in more than 100 years. Being that it was illegal to dump his ashes there, she'd have to climb the fence and scatter them at night.
Along with the ashes and his last resting place instructions was the business card of Joyce Saunders. There was a message on the back of the card for her to call as soon as she made it to Boston. Ginny wondered who she was and what she wanted. Maybe she was a friend of Jerry's and he had arranged a job for her.
Wouldn't that be a nice surprise if he gave her a leg up the ladder in Boston? Sometimes it's not what you know but who you know. Perhaps Jerry had friends in high places. Perhaps his old friends are now her new friends.
Not having very much money, she needed to find a job as soon as possible. Not worried about finding a job, unlike Detroit, Boston was bustling with restaurants and coffee shops on every corner. With restaurants and coffee shops always looking for good help, surely, she'd find a job in no time. Surely, she'll do much better with tips here in Boston than she did in Detroit. With Boston the most education oriented city in America, surely, she'd have a better chance of finding a man, a better man, a man perhaps with a college education. Hopefully she'd find a man who was more interested in her and who she was than he was interested in just her tits.
Only the rent and cost of living was so very much higher in Boston than it was in Detroit. She'll need a roommate or two, someone to split the rent and cost of living expenses. For the time being, until she was more familiar with Boston, for $54 a night, she got a room at the local YWCA on Clarendon Street. She called the number on the business card from a payphone outside. Not able to afford one before, maybe it's time she got a cell phone.
* * * * *
"Hi. Joyce? Jerry's lawyer gave me your number to call," said Ginny suspiciously while wondering if it was all just a gag.
Not even having a chance to identify herself, Joyce already knew who she was.
"You must be Ginny," said Joyce. "I've been expecting your call. Do you have a pen and paper?"
Ginny rifled through her purse.
"I do."
Joyce gave her the address.
"I'll be here all week until 11 pm. We're having an opening and if you can, I'd like for you to come at 8 pm," she said.
Acting as if she knew what an opening was, she didn't. If Jerry was with her, she'd ask him and he'd know what an opening was but he wasn't here with her. He was dead and in the way she was alone in Detroit, but for his box of ashes that she hasn't yet delivered and scattered, she was alone now in Boston. Only, in the way she knew her way around Detroit, she didn't have a clue where she was in Boston. Much smaller than Detroit, nearly half the size, just from her first impression of the historic city, Boston seemed more invitingly quaint and charming.
"Okay, but I'll need directions," said Ginny.
Ginny supported her pocketbook as an impromptu table by the phone with her pen and paper ready to write the address.
"Where are you staying?"
Being that the rom she had at the YWCA was clean and better than what she had in Detroit, she wasn't embarrassed to tell Joyce where she was staying.
"I'm at the YWCA on Clarendon Street."
Unfazed, Joyce seemed okay with her living arrangements too.
"Perfect," said Joyce. "You're within walking distance of me, less than a mile, about a five minute, brisk walk."
She wondered if Joyce had a job for her. She wondered what Joyce did for a living. She wondered what she was to Jerry, a co-worker, girlfriend, or an ex-lover.
"Good because I don't have a car," said Ginny.
Maybe if she does well enough in Boston, she can buy an inexpensive used car.
"I can send a car to pick you up," she said.
She imagined a shiny black, stretch limousine pulling up in front of the YWCA before she imagined one of the many Yellow Cabs she's already seen zooming around Boston.
"No, I'm good," said Ginny. "My first time in Boston, I don't mind the walk."
Actually, she couldn't wait for tomorrow when she could walk about Boston and do some exploring.
"Walk straight down Clarendon Street and take a right onto Newbury Street. I'm at 38 Newbury Street. Brooks Brothers is on the Corner, Cartier Jewelers is next to Brooks brothers and I'm next to Cartier on the same side of the street. I'm about a half dozen blocks away from you," said Joyce.
With so many tall buildings in Boston, she imagined Joyce being in a high rise building.
"What floor?"
She was disappointed somewhat that Joyce was on the first floor. She was hoping she'd be on the fortieth floor so that she could see a nighttime view of Boston.
"The first floor. Trust me," she said with a laugh. "You can't miss it."
To be continued...
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Ginny takes Jerry home to Boston
At 7:45 pm Ginny proceeded to walk down Clarendon Street from the YWCA to Newbury Street in the heart of the Back Bay of Boston. Even though Boston was a big city, the city felt small. She walked half the length of Clarendon Street nearly from the South End to three blocks within the Charles River. Within sight of the Western Hotel and the Copley Square library on her left, she walked by the Copley Square Hotel and saw the 60th story John Hancock tower on her right.
Looking as if one or the other didn't belong there, with one building so old and the other so modern, the mirrored Hancock building dwarfed the historic Trinity Church on her right. With her having bought a book of Boston before her bus trip, she was already familiar with a few of the points of interest. It was one thing to see the sights pictured in a book and quite another thing to see, hear, and experience Boston in person.
Then, when she rounded the corner to Newbury Street, even at this late hour, the street was crowded with people and bustling with outdoor cafés, restaurants, wall to wall boutiques, and hair salons. As if floating down a river, she moved along with a sea of people all seemingly going in the same direction on one side of the sidewalk and moving in the opposite direction on the other side of the street. There were some who didn't understand the proper protocol of negotiating Newbury Street and as if fighting the current by elbowing their way through the crowd, they were at odds with the crowd.
With luxury cars double parked and meter maids ticketing everyone parked illegally, a fleet of tow trucks waited at the ready around the corner to tow cars away. Yet, being this was Newbury Street, the Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills version in Boston, this street was resplendent with expensive and exclusive shops and high end stores. Being that this was Newbury Street, a street that was frequented by people with money, most patrons were polite when negotiating their way through the crowded sidewalk. If only Ginny knew what it meant to own a business on Newbury Street, she may have had more of an inkling of what was in store for her.
With her living in one of the most depressed parts of Detroit, she's never seen as many businesses congregated in one spot. Stores, shops, and boutiques were everywhere. Too much to see and with every business alive with people, Newbury Street was a videogame of activity. As if watching a tennis match, she looked from one side of the street to the other and back again. Then, when she looked up, just short elevator rides away, there were even more businesses looking out over Newbury Street on the second, third, and fourth floors. Enjoying the sights and the sounds, she slowed her pace to look in the window of some of the shops. When she walked a block closer, and was within view of 38 Newbury Street, as if she was seeing her reflection in a mirror, she saw full size portraits of her face in color decorating the windows of Saunder's Art Gallery.
"Oh, my God," she said standing still while staring. "I don't believe it. That's me. Jerry painted those of me," she said totally stunned seeing herself in life sized, living color instead of in black and white pencil sketches.
* * * * *
Shocked that it was her image staring back at her, she couldn't believe it was her portrait. Having never seen full sized portraits of herself in color, only the pencil sketches that Jerry made, she couldn't believe her eyes by how very many portraits there were of her. She opened the door and there were even more portraits of her on every wall. Her eyes went from the portraits to the dozens of art patrons milling around the gallery. By invitation only, the gallery was closed to the general, walk-in public for Jerry's showing. Recognizing her immediately and giving her a smile, a guard at the door motioned her to check-in at the front desk.
"Hi, I'm looking for Joyce," she said to the person sitting behind the counter. "I'm looking for Joyce, um Joyce Saunders," said Ginny pulling out her business card from her pocket to read from it when all she needed to do was to look at the sign on the wall, Joyce Saunder's Art Gallery.
Ginny looked at the woman sitting behind the counter. She was very pretty. With her long, lush, blonde hair and big, blue eyes, she could have been a model. Even though the woman was small breasted, Ginny wished she looked more like her than she did her portrait.
Just once, she'd love to be happy with her looks instead of thinking of herself as being so plain. Just once she wished her pretty face instead of her big tits was the focal point of men's attention. Yet, getting her wish, Jerry had painted her portrait over and again. Getting her wish, her face was now the focal point of not only men but also women too.
"And you are?"
Suddenly feeling that she was in the wrong place already by the casual way she was dressed, the woman made her feel that she was in the wrong place even though she knew differently by all of the portraits of her that decorated the walls. Ready to walk out, she wanted to hide from all of the attention that the portraits of her garnered. Ready to flee, she didn't even know what she was doing here. With all the portraits of her so proudly displayed, and especially with the woman at the front desk not even knowing who she was, she wondered if this was some sort of sick, elaborate joke at her expense. Yet, before she could even answer the woman and before she could turn and run out the front door and disappear back in the crowd on Newbury Street again, she turned to her name being called.
"Ginny!" Her voice echoed against the tiled floor and stark white walls but for her colorful portraits. "It's so very nice to meet finally you," said Joyce recognizing her immediately, walking briskly towards her, and giving her a hug.
Joyce was a stylish woman in her late 40's or early 50's.
"Hi," said Ginny feeling her personal space being invaded by her hug, a woman she didn't know and only talked to once on the phone.
Something she never did in Detroit and perhaps that they always did in Boston but when Joyce talked to her, invading her personal space, she was standing so very close. Standing so close to her, Ginny could smell her expensive perfume and nearly taste the breath mint she was sucking on in her mouth. Joyce acted as if she was her best friend about to whisper secrets. When Ginny took a step back to regain control of her space, Joyce took half a step forward.
"After having studied all of the portraits to decide which portraits are the best to show on which wall, if only by Jerry's paintings of you, I feel as if I already know you," she said turning to give her employee sitting at the reception desk a disapproving look for not recognizing the star of the art show.
Joyce returned her focus to her guest of honor.
"There're all so amazing," said Ginny stunned by the pure number of her portraits that decorated every white, blank space of every wall.
Seemingly and as it should be, Joyce was more interested in Ginny than in the portraits.
"Let me look at you," said Joyce. "Allow me to take your coat."
Joyce called one of her assistants over to take Ginny's coat to her office. Then, Joyce took a step back and looked at Ginny no doubt in the same way that she looked at her portraits. If Ginny knew she was going to be so inspected, she would have worn something fancier, a dress perhaps, instead of slacks, a blouse, and a sweater beneath her raggedy, old coat.
"If I had known I'd be the center of attention, I would have worn a dress," said Ginny folding her arms across her abundant breasts.
She acted as if she was ashamed of her breasts and was trying to hide her huge bosoms.
"Come with me," said Joyce taking Ginny by the arm.
She escorted Ginny to the middle of the main room where a waiter carrying a try of carrying a tray of champagne approached them. Joyce took a glass for herself and handed a glass of champagne to Ginny.
"Everyone," said Joyce tapping on her champagne glass with her huge, sparkling, diamond ring. "Everyone. Please, everyone. May I have your attention please?"
With portraits of her everywhere, with her the unwanted, center of attention, and with her not thinking of herself as a very pretty woman, whether notoriety and/or celebrity, she felt unworthy of either just the same. With the paintings all making her look prettier than she was, Ginny wanted to hide in shame and embarrassment. Even though her portraits looked like her but with her portraits hiding some of her imperfections and concealing some of her flaws, the paintings looked so much better than she did in person. She couldn't help but feel that by making a personal appearance that she was disappointing those who were ready to buy her portrait.
"Oh God," said Ginny under her breath. "I'm so embarrassed. Had I known this is what you meant by you having a showing, I would have worn a bag over my head," she said with a laugh. "I'm so nervous."
She looked around the room and with everyone staring at her, she felt so uncomfortably invaded by the portraits that decorated every wall of the art gallery. With him capturing the essence of her, the portraits revealed every facial expression she's ever had in Jerry's presence. There were other portraits of her that she never modeled for him and that were no doubt taken from his imagination of her.
"Don't be silly. You'll be fine," said Joyce squeezing her arm. "This is Ginny the subject in Jerry Blake's paintings."
As if Joyce had just threw water in her face, she turned to her in shock.
"What?" She did a double take and stared at Joyce as if she had made a mistake when saying Jerry's last name. What did she just say? Jerry Blake? "Pardon? Jerry Blake?" Touching her arm, she looked at Joyce with stunned surprise. "That's my name. Blake is my last name. You said Jerry Blake."
She looked at Joyce for an explanation.
"Typical Jerry," said Joyce with a kind smile. "He didn't tell you that he was your father, did he?"
* * * * *
As if she had been hit in the back of the head with a baseball bat, she finally got the connection. Duh? How stupid could she be? Jerry's her father. Now it made sense to her why he spent so much time with her. Joyce gave her a motherly smile.
"My father? Jerry was my father?" Ginny stood there shocked beyond belief. "He didn't volunteer his last name and respecting his privacy, I didn't even think to ask. I never knew his last name. I only knew him as Jerry."
Joyce put an arm around her back.
"Well Jerry knew a lot about you," said Joyce.
Suddenly Ginny felt used. She suddenly felt deceived. She didn't understand why Jerry didn't tell her he was her father. She was saddened that Jerry didn't feel the need to tell her that he was her Dad.
So glad now that she didn't flash him her tits, she couldn't believe he was her biological father, her real Dad. With him no longer around to answer them, she had so many unanswered questions to ask of him. If only she knew he was her father, there were so very many things that she wanted to know. With her having a lifetime of unanswered questions, there were so very many things she wanted to know not only about him but also about her mother too.
It's not fair that he's no longer here to answer her questions. It's not fair that her mother's dead too. It's not fair that she's alone in the world with just her in a new city and with no money and without even a job. Even when her mother was alive, when she wasn't sleeping off what she did the night before, she was lost in her drunken stupors.
"I don't understand," said Ginny.
Joyce ushered Ginny to a bench that was beneath a portrait of her against the far wall for some privacy from the crowd of lookers and gawkers. As if the portrait was her mirror image and with the real live subject sitting beneath the painting, a small crowd of curious spectators gathered to study her from afar while, no doubt, comparing her to her portrait.
"With your father out of control from drugs and alcohol," said Joyce whispering. "Your mother, Elizabeth, left Jerry after she discovered he was having sex with his models. A common thing that happens with an artist and his models, Jerry was no different. He had money and the models needed work. Sometimes, if models give an agent, an artist, a photographer, and/or sculpture sexual favors, they get more work," said Joyce.
Joyce's shrug that made Ginny wonder if she was once an artist's model and if she once had sex with artists in exchange for more modeling work. She was certainly pretty enough to be an artist's model, albeit a bit older now and apparently not needing the money she'd make modeling when she owned an art gallery on Newbury Street. As if she was dreaming all this, Ginny looked at Joyce with disbelief. She was still reeling from the secreted fact that Jerry was her father. Damn him! Why didn't he tell her?
"I don't understand," she said calmly and with a face full of confusion. "Why now? Why didn't he contacted me before? Why didn't he tell me that he was my father?"
Joyce frowned her sympathy for Ginny.
"Jerry has had private detectives searching for your mother and for you ever since your mother left him and took you with her thirty years ago. It wasn't until after your mother died that they found you living in Detroit of all places, practically right under their noses," said Joyce.
Difficult to believe all of this was happening to her and that Jerry was not only her father but also a famous artist, Ginny looked at Joyce as if she was eavesdropping on someone else's conversation. With her in Boston, a place she always wanted to visit, all of this was too much to take in and digest all at once.
"With me growing up rich instead of growing up poor and having the best schools, good friends, and the best clothes, my life could have been so different," said Ginny with sadness. "I could have had a father. Maybe my mother would have not been the drunken whore that she became," she said with sorrow.
Joyce gave Ginny a hug before continuing.
"I'm so sorry Ginny," said Joyce. "I wish they would have found you and your mother years ago. With Jerry clean and sober for the past twenty years, things would have been so different for you and your mother."
Ginny bowed her head as if she was praying or was about to cry.
"Me too," said Ginny.
Joyce too Ginny's hand in hers.
"Even though your mother was born in this country and was a United States citizen, when they couldn't find her after several years of searching, Jerry's lawyers assumed Elizabeth had fled to Hungary with you and where her mother, your grandmother, was born," said Joyce.
Hungary? She's half Hungarian? Guessing that he was English, she wondered what nationality Jerry was. Not knowing much personal information about her mother, Ginny knew even less about her grandmother. The only people she knew from Hungary were gypsies and the Gabor sisters. With her big tits and blonde hair, she imagined herself being related to Zsa Zsa Gabor. Maybe someday if ever she's rich, she'll take a trip to Budapest to see where her ancestors lived.
"I see," said Ginny.
Joyce squeezed her hand before telling her more.
"With Jerry's money and influence, he could find her and bring her back from wherever she was hiding with you in the United States but not if she was living overseas in Europe. Only, he never figured she'd be hiding in plain sight in Detroit of all places," said Joyce. "There's a lot of people with the last name of Blake in this country and throughout the world, he'd have to hire an army of detectives to interview everyone with the last name of Blake."
At the forefront of her thoughts, Ginny couldn't help but think how different her life would have been and could have been if only Jerry had found her years earlier.
"If only I had known Jerry was my father, I would have asked him so many more things about him and about my mother," said Ginny.
Joyce gave Ginny an understanding look.
"This showing of Jerry's portraits is all expressly for you. All of these paintings are of you and of your mother. Even though the contract I have is with your father, upon his death, the proceeds of the sale go to you. Once he found you, he's spent the last three years of his life legally transferring his assets to you. You're free to keep whichever portraits you want. Just tell me which portraits you'd like to have for yourself and I'll put a sold sign on them," said Joyce.
"I'm just stunned by all of this," said Ginny looking around at the portraits again before turning her attention back to Joyce. "It's a bit much for me to process."
"Your father knew that the best time to sell his art was upon his death, which is why he wanted me to show his work and wanted to find you before he died. I have other portraits in my office that aren't for sale that Jerry thought you may want to have. Perhaps you should look through those first before making your selections. There are other paintings that he's painted of course, but this show is just about you and your mom. All of his paintings are catalogued and are stored at my warehouse. I can take you there tomorrow," said Joyce.
"I'd like that," said Ginny. "I'd like to see what else he painted other than my mother and me."
"Jerry painted hundreds of portraits but mostly of you and your mother," said Joyce. "Everything he painted and entrusted with me, now belongs to you. After this art show, you are free to keep whatever portraits are left and/or sell them through me as Jerry has given me the exclusive rights to sell his work."
Overwhelmed at seeing so many portraits of herself and of her mother so professionally mounted and displayed, Ginny looked around the room at all the portraits of her and of her mother. There were portraits of her that she had never seen before done when she was a baby in her mother's arms and a toddler walking around their old house in Concord, Massachusetts. She barely remembered that far back and, with her father never home, she never remembered him being there. She was sad that she didn't even recognize him as her Dad when she saw him. Yet, how could she recognize him and why would she recognize him when she hadn't seen him in 30-years?
Yet, the creative genius that he was, just as Jerry had captured her, he had captured her mother too. Side by side, with them both about the same age when Jerry painted Elizabeth 30 years ago and recently painted her, they more looked like sisters than they did mother and daughter. Seeing the portraits of her mother made her wish she had known her mother better too but with her drinking and whoring getting in the way of them having a loving mother and daughter relationship, the whole thing was just so sad.
"I knew he was a good artist but I had no idea he was this good, good enough to have his own art show," said Ginny.
Joyce nodded her head in affirmation.
"He was the best," said Joyce. "I've known your father for thirty years when he hired me as one of his models."
Ginny figured that Joyce was not only one of her father's models but also was intimate with her father. Perhaps she the reason for her mother leaving her father. Yet, no matter. All of that was water under the bridge of life now.
"I don't even remember him drawing some of these portraits of me," she said.
Ginny looked at the paintings as if they were of someone else rather than of her. Even though she recognized herself in the paintings, she looked better. She actually looked pretty. Only, beyond how she looked, it was the expressions and the essence of her that he captured. With every picture telling a different story, every portrait of her haunted her in a different way, some good, some bad, some happy, and some sad.



"Before he left more than three, long years ago, but for a few portraits of your mother that he wanted to save for you should he ever find you, he commissioned me to sell them all. Honestly, with him only painting portraits of Elizabeth, and with him pining over the loss of her and painting portraits of her over and again, I couldn't sell the ones I already had. With his portraits works of art before, his paintings suddenly lack his passion, his love, and his heart and soul," said Joyce.
"He was a mess when I first met him and then as if he was electrified, he suddenly came more alive and animated. He always came by for coffee and a slice of apple pie where I worked while he sketched me. Those are times that I'll cherish for the rest of my life," said Ginny.
"He told me how he had found you after being given a lead from his detective agency. Falling out of favor with his following, because of you, he had a resurgence of interest when he started painting pictures of you," she said. "Not wanting to keep them there in his loft in Detroit for fear that they'd be stolen or destroyed in a fire, every month he'd send me a new shipment of portraits. With one portrait better than the other, he was painting with passion again because of you."
"I see," said Ginny. "Even I can see the difference in some of his work now to the ones he painted 30 years ago."
Ginny studied the painting of his mother while comparing them to the portraits he did of her.
"He painted you with a new found passion in the way he painted your mother more than 30 years ago. With you reenergizing his passion for painting, he was so happy that he found you. No doubt not wanting to spoil the natural friendship that blossomed between you was the reason why he didn't tell you that you were his daughter. He feared you'd be angry with him and wouldn't want to see him anymore. Now popular again, especially after his death, most of his paintings sell in the five figures with a few selling at auction in the six figures," she said.
Ginny looked at her stunned.
"Wow," said Ginny. "I don't believe all of this. I remember some of these pictures. I remember him sketching them in front of me," she said pulling the sketch from her purse that her father gave her.
Joyce's eyes widened with interest.
"Oh my God," said Joyce accepting the sketch from Ginny. "Is it signed? It is signed," said Joyce examining the signature. "This is worth a lot, an original sketch of you by Jerry Blake. This is so rare. None of these sketches survived. He destroyed them as soon as he started painting from them."
Ginny watched Joyce examine the sketch as if it was a rare stamp and before returning it to Ginny she had one of her assistants wrap it in paper before placing it in a plastic bag.
"I'm just shocked by all of this," said Ginny. "To be honest, in the way he dressed and his disheveled appearance, I thought Jerry was a bum. I thought he was homeless. I never suspected he was a famous artist and I surely didn't know he was my Dad."
Joyce stood to put her hand in her pocket.
"Oh, I nearly forgot," said Joyce. She pulled an envelope from her pocket. "Jerry wanted me to give this to you. It's a bankbook. There's also a stock portfolio in your name too. Your personal banker has all the particulars. Here's his business card. The accounts are all in your name, Virginia Blake. And here's the business card of his lawyer. All his assets, his condo on the wharf, his summer home on Cape Cod, his money, and his cars now all belong to you," said Joyce.
"I don't believe this," said Ginny.
"You don't have to work as a waitress anymore. People will be waiting on you," said Joyce with a smile. "Until you get settled, no more YWCA for you," she said with a laugh. "I've arranged a suite at the Four Seasons. My driver will take you there and tomorrow, I'll take you shopping before taking you to Jerry's condo that overlooks Boston Harbor."
Ginny opened the bankbook to look at the balance. With just this one account, just for being kind to an old man, she was a wealthy woman.
* * * * *
For all of you young, blonde, blue-eyed busty woman, even the plain looking ones, remember to be kind to an old man. A bit of advice, don't even wait for him to ask, just show him your tits. You never know. You just never know.
The End
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Wanting to look pretty, Walter has the uncontrollable urge to dress as a woman again.
Sunday, the day of rest, Walter reflected over all that happened during the weekend. Linda had hot sex with his three friends, Jim, Henry, and Tom. Tiffany abandoned wearing her sexy nightgown to clean her kitchen in her even more revealing short, low cut bathrobe. Then, standing by her kitchen window to see if he was there watching watching, she removed her bathrobe. His sexual fantasy come true, he saw Tiffany naked. Last but not least, Walter had hot sex not only with Linda's sister, his sexy, sister-in-law, Kathy, but also with Linda's mother, his MILF of a mother-in-law, Mary.
He couldn't believe all that's sexually happened in such a short time. Only, the sexual experience of having sex with Linda's sister and mother reawakened something hidden inside of Walter that had lay dormant for a very long time. With him thinking that his cross dressing days were over and that his psychological therapy had finally worked, it's been a very long time since he's felt the urge to dress as a woman. The urge to dress as a woman has always been there of course and he saved all of his cross dressing clothes while even buying new things that he'd love to wear but he refrained from dressing as a woman.
As if it happened yesterday, he remembered the first time he dressed as a woman. Thirty years ago, when he was 18-years-old, he'd wear his sister's and his mother's clothes whenever they weren't home and were gone for a while. Back then, with him thinking that his psychological therapy had worked and he was done wearing women's clothes, the death of his mother triggered the need in him to wear woman's clothes again. Now, in the way that the death of his mother triggered the need in him to wear women's clothes, strangely enough, having sex with his mother-in-law and his sister-in-law triggered the need in him to cross dress again.
He thought about all the psychological therapy his mother forced him to take with none of it working and doing him any good other than to make him feel bad about himself and guilty for lying to his psychologist. With so very many thoughts going through his mind, from his wife's gangbang, to Tiffany standing by her kitchen window naked, and to him having a threesome with Kathy and Mary, Walter lay in bed thinking about his mother-in-law and sister-in-law. Oddly enough, he thought more about the women's clothes than he did about their naked bodies when he was having sex with them. Oddly enough, he was more interesting in wearing their clothes than in having sex with them. Of course it sexually excited him to not only have sex with his mother-in-law but also his sister-in-law too but there was something, an added bonus, when touching and feeling their clothes.
With him sexually aroused on all fronts, with his fingers touching their cotton, rayon, nylon, and satin material in the way he fingered their nipples and fingered their pussy, their clothes strewn on the floor in a pile beckoned him. As if their clothes were the evidence left behind of the wicked witch in the Wizard of Oz after being hit with water and melting, seemingly their rumpled clothes were the essence of them and who they were as women. In addition to having sex with just any two women, he had sex with his mother-in-law and his sister-in-law. In a sense of wanting to emulate them, control them, own them, and be more like them, he wanted to wear their clothes. In addition to wearing their clothes, he so wanted to have sex with them while wearing their clothes. If only he could, he would.
In the way that Al Pacino talked about the scent of a woman when he played Lieutenant Colonel Frank Slade in Scent of a Woman, "Whoo-ah," Walter was more about the five senses of a woman than just one. With him seeing women in a different light than did most men, he was teetering on the line of masculinity and femininity. When he was with the two women, he couldn't help himself from burying his nose in their clothes. With their perfume, powder, and womanly scents intoxicating him and driving him mad with lustful, sexual desire, he couldn't help himself from smelling their blouses and their pants while touching and feeling their blouses and pants.
If only he could get away with it and if they weren't watching him, he'd sniff their panties. If only he could get away with it and if they weren't watching him, he'd sniff their high heeled shoes. With him having a hidden collection of each, he loved panties as much as he loved high heel shoes. Just touching their clothes while they wore their clothes, turned him on exponentially, as much as it sexually excited him to touch and to feel their bodies through their clothes while he kissed them and undressed them.
"Whoo-ah!"
* * * * *
If only they knew he was a cross dresser, he wondered what they'd think. If only they knew he was a cross dresser, he wondered what they'd say. If only they knew he was a cross dresser, he wondered what their reaction would be to him wearing women's clothes and to him wanting to wear their clothes while having sex with them. These were just any women, they were Linda's kid, sexy sister and her MILF of a mother.
He wondered if they'd be turned off or turned on that he enjoyed dressing as a woman. Maybe if either one or both had latent lesbian tendencies, they'd enjoy having sex with him when he was dressed in their clothes as a woman. Thinking that they didn't know any men who enjoyed dressing like a woman, perhaps they wouldn't have an opinion until they experienced him dressed as a woman while having sex with him.
There was a time when he was embarrassed to be caught dressed as a woman. There was a time where he'd be humiliated if anyone knew he enjoyed cross dressing. With him thinking that there was something mentally wrong with him, there was a time when he was embarrassed and felt shame to be dressed as a woman. There was a time, so long ago when he thought he was finally finished with cross dressing.
There was a time when he couldn't control himself from masturbating over and again while just thinking about dressing as a woman. Then, when he was dressed as a woman, the culmination of him wearing women's clothes was for him to cum. As if wanting to defile women with his cum, he couldn't stop himself from cumming all over their clothes while wishing he was there with them when dressed as a woman. With wearing women's clothes sexually exciting him so very much, he always masturbated himself while dressed as a woman.
Sadly, he's yet to find that one, special woman who'd encourage him to wear her clothes. He's yet to find that one, special woman who'd help him dress for him to look prettier when dressed as a woman. He's yet to find that one, special woman who'd take as much pride in him dressed as a woman as he'd take in himself. He'd love to find a woman who'd help him with his hair and with his makeup, the hardest two things for him to learn, to do, and to master. While dressed in his finest womanly clothes, he'd love to go out in public, even go dancing, with a woman who knew he was a man dressed as a woman.
Actually, not much of a stretch, even when he took his time with his hair and makeup, sadly and disappointingly, he never really looked like a woman. He always looked like a man dressed as a woman. It was always obvious, too obvious, painfully obvious, especially when he looked at himself in the mirror when dressed as a woman, that he was a man trying to masquerade as a woman. If he couldn't even fool himself into thinking that he was a pretty woman, how could he fool anyone into thinking that he was a pretty woman?
Caught between a rock and a hard place, he always felt tortured having these feelings but now that he's older, more embracing them than rejecting them, he more accepted himself for who he is, a cross dresser. So what? Mind your own business. As long as he's not hurting himself or someone else, it's none of anyone's business what he does behind his closed bedroom doors. Yet, even though he suspected his wife knew that he was a cross dresser, he somehow knew he'd hurt his wife if he paraded around her dressed as Wendy instead of Walter. Somehow, just as so many people don't understand his need to dress as a woman, he inherently suspected that she wouldn't understand his need to cross dress.
Perceiving himself as looking beautiful every time he took the time to do his hair, makeup, and pick out the perfect outfit that flattered his body, instead of looking sexy, he looked grotesquely funny. He more looked like a sideshow freak than he looked like a woman. Frustrated that he was unable to look as good as the image of the woman that he had in his head, always he'd smudge his lipstick across his face in absolute frustration. Always he'd rip the wig from his head and fling it across the room. While thinking himself sick, crazy, and/or possessed by the Devil, quickly he'd undress and store his clothes away in a box in the back of the closet while promising himself to never dress as a woman again.
Only, if he had any intention of keeping his promise to himself of never dressing like a woman again, he'd burn his womanly clothes instead of saving them. Yet, try and try again, no matter how many promises he's made to himself, that didn't stop him from wanting to dress as a woman again and again. No matter if he didn't look anything like a woman, that didn't stop him from wanting to look pretty. He always broke his promise with the justification that this time, he'll look pretty and this time he'll be happy with the result instead of being disappointed and feeling angry that he doesn't look anything like a woman.
Only now, it's not as much as how he looks when dressed as a woman as it is how he feels when dressed as a woman. When wearing women's clothes, he feels sexy. When wearing women's clothes, he feels alive. As if he's been plugged in, turned on, and electrified, he feels as if he was meant to wear women's clothes. Loving the feel of silk panties against his skin and coolly sliding against his cock, he enjoys feeling taller when wearing women's high heel shoes.
* * * * *
When he helped his MILF of a mother-in-law remove her blouse and pants, he couldn't help himself from imagining what it would feel like to wear her blouse and step into her pants. He'd have to wear a giant, padded bra to look anything like his mother-in-law with her massive D cup breasts. Wouldn't she have been surprised if he dressed himself in her clothes to look more like her? He wondered if she saw him dressed as her while wearing her clothes, if she'd be flattered or offended.
When he helped his sexy sister-in-law remove her blouse and pants, he so wanted to wear her blouse and pants. With Kathy so pretty, even prettier than her older sister, Linda, his wife, he'd have to take extra time on his hair and makeup to look anything like her. Wouldn't she have been surprised if he dressed himself in her clothes to look more like her? He wondered if she saw him dressed as her while wearing her clothes, if she'd be flattered or offended.
Oddly, enough, in the way he had the urge to wear his mother-in-law's clothes and his sister-in-law's clothes, he hasn't had the desire to wear Linda's clothes in nearly twenty years. He dressed in some of her things when they were first married, whenever she went out with her friends, her mother, and/or her sister and disappeared for hours at a time. Interestingly enough, with his wife's clothes readily available for him to wear whenever she wasn't at home, for some unexplained reason, he'd rather wear Tiffany's clothes than he'd want to wear his wife's clothes.
No doubt he wants to wear Tiffany's clothes because she has hot clothes. Tiffany has sexy clothes. Perhaps saving them in case her being married to Bill doesn't last and she has to work as a stripper again, Tiffany still has all of her stripper clothes stored away in boxes and hanging in her spare closet. In the way he'd love to do with Linda's mother and sister, he'd love to masturbate himself while wearing Tiffany's clothes. In the way he'd love to do with Linda's mother and sister, he'd love to make love to Tiffany while wearing her clothes. He'd love for Tiffany to not only give him a fashion show of her stripper clothes but also to dress him in her stripper clothes.
"Wow, how hot is that?" He imagining talking to Tiffany while wearing some of her sexy, stripper outfits. "What do you think of me now Tiffany? Am I pretty? Am I sexy?"
A sexy dresser, Tiffany is a woman who obviously enjoys being a woman and loves playing the role of a woman to the nth degree. She never confuses her sexual identity by wearing men's clothes, a man's shirt, a baggy sweatshirt, or even a baseball cap. She's all woman and with her being tall, beautiful, and shapely, what a woman she is. In the way that some women are sometimes mistaken being a man in the way they look, dress, walk, and/or talk, Tiffany would never be mistaken for a man. With her beautiful, black, stripper like body and her model like face, she's his female definition of a real woman.
She always looks so very feminine. She always looks so hot. She always looks so well put together. There hasn't been one time that he's seen her that he didn't want to have sex with her. To be honest, he couldn't say that about Linda.
"Now that I've seen her naked, naked, naked, I can't wait to fuck her, fuck her, fuck her. Mmm, mmm, mmm."
* * * * *
In all the years he's known Tiffany, he's never seen her look a disheveled mess in the way his wife looks early in the morning or late at night. When Linda awakens from a sound sleep, her hair is always a frightful, Bride of Frankenstein mess. With all of the hairspray she uses to hold her hair in place, she looks like she's dumped syrup on her head. In the way that her hair sticks to the side of her face on one side of her head and sticks up and out in the air on the other side of her head, suffice to say that she's not very attractive in the morning.
With him warding off the evil spirits and the Devil himself, he always has the urge to wear a necklace of garlic around his neck and carry a crucifix with him and hold it up to her. Just in case, better to be safe than sorry, he's sometimes had the urge to arm himself with a handgun that had silver bullets. He's even thought about wearing a tool belt with a hammer and spikes while holding a flask of holy water.
"Be gone Devil! What did you do with my wife? Oh, sick Satan, thou art so wicked! Take leave of my wife's body or I'll cast you out with my holy water and will burn the image of Jesus Christ, my Lord God Almighty, on your forehead."
"Walter? What the Hell are you going on about? Stop talking to yourself and get me some coffee. You know you can't talk to me until I've had a couple cups of coffee," said Linda pushing him out of the way. "Put the garlic back in the panty, you look ridiculous and smell even worse."
Imagining hearing Nightingales singing whenever she opens her big, beautiful, brown eyes, he imagined Tiffany waking up just as pretty as she went to bed. No matter what she did to her clothes and her hair, he'd never imagine Tiffany looking a frightful mess. After seeing her wearing so very many of her sexy nightgowns, a different nightgown every night, just once, he'd love to wear one of her sexy nightgowns. Just once he'd love to masturbate himself while wearing something that belonged to her. Just once, he'd love to try on that little bathrobe she recently wore to clean her kitchen before stripping that off too. Naked, he still couldn't believe he saw Tiffany cleaning her kitchen naked.
He imagine Tiffany stepping on rose pedals wherever she walked. He imagined an aura of light that illuminated her and embraced her as if she was the chosen one. He imagined hearing Angels singing every time she opened her eyes in the morning. Heralding her appearance, in the way when a baseball player steps up to the plate to hit, he imagined music playing her song every time she walked through a doorway. Unable for her to go for a swim, he imagined her being able to walk on water.
* * * * *
Only, he was starting to have those feelings again, the feelings that he had as an 18-year-old man whenever he was alone with his mother and sister's clothes. It's been quite a while since he dressed as a woman, since just after his mother died. It's been such a long time since he's had the urge to wear women's clothes. It's been quite a long time since he felt the need to feel pretty and even longer since he's felt pretty.
Now that his mother was dead, she could no longer call him her biggest disappointment when she caught him dressed in her clothes. Now that his mother is dead and buried in a ground that's as cold in death as she was in life, she could no longer judge him for who he really was, a cross dresser. Never understanding or accepting the responsibility that it was all of her fault that he was like this, she was such a critical, miserable bitch. No matter what he did or didn't do, he could never please her. Good riddance, bye and just die, now he understood why Norman Bates in Psycho killed his mother.
With her never proud of him and never happy with anything he did, he couldn't remember the last time she hugged him. He couldn't remember the last time his mother told him she loved him. He couldn't even remember the last time she had anything good to say about him or a kind word to say to him. He couldn't remember the last time she smiled at him instead of sneering at him while, no doubt, wishing he'd just go away, leave her house, and disappear forever.
"Bitch! She was such a miserable bitch," he said for no one to hear.
According to Shakespeare and Dr. Sigmund Freud, with so many sons wanting to murder their fathers to sleep with their mothers, if he dreamt of doing anything at all with his mother, he dreamt of killing her in her sleep.
"Die Mommy, die!"
After she divorced his father and threw him out of the house for cheating on her, who'd blame him for murdering her? He dreamt of holding her pillow over her mouth and nose. He dreamt of slitting her throat. When he had a dream of her that wasn't as homicidally violent, he dreamt of drugging her, stripping her naked, and leaving her in some public place where she'd be seen by hundreds maybe even thousands of people on their way to work. If he could, he'd suspend her naked and spread eagled body from the bridge over the expressway.
"The traffic report for today is that the traffic is very light but for the expressway where a naked woman suspended spread eagled from a bridge over the expressway has brought traffic to a crawl."
Not even considering his own embarrassment, he remembered wanting to appear downstairs at one of her famous, drunken bridge parties just to embarrass her. They were all a bunch of hens clucking while playing cards and drinking until they were all drunk. He could only imagined the shocked look on all of her friends' faces. His mother would be mortified. She'd be humiliated. No doubt throwing him out of her house, and the reason why he didn't do it, she'd be so very angry with him.
He thought of the movie, Harold and Maude, where Harold routinely feigned committing suicide to get his mother's attention. Only, in the way that Harold's mother was always sincerely upset that her son routinely pretended to kill himself, his bitch of a mother wouldn't be upset at all that he wanted to die. If anything, she'd be happy that he was dead. In the way that Harold's mother found him lying in a pool of fake blood, or suspended from the ceiling with a rope around his neck, or witnessed him shooting himself on the front lawn with a fake gun, his mother would celebrate his death. In the way she ridded her life of his father without tears, sadness, regret, or remorse, his selfish, cold bitch of a mother would, no doubt, be relieved that her cross dressing son was dead.



He remembered wanting to go to the funeral home and to her wake dressed as a woman. Resplendent in black silk dress with puffy chiffon sleeves with a veil covering his face, he'd be the woman in black. With him wearing black, high heel shoes, a padded bra, and a tight girdle to flatten his stomach and reshape his ass, he imagine everyone staring at him. If only he could sprout black wings in the way that the Angel of death did in The American Horror Story, The Briarcliff Asylum, he'd be so happy.
He imagined himself being the black Angel of death leaning over his mother's casket to give him his official kiss of death. If only to make sure that she really was dead, he needed some certainty that she wouldn't be coming back from her grave. Not mourning her loss, he'd be celebrating her going to Hell while feeling pity for the Devil.
Not caring who saw him dressed in women's clothes, he wanted to go to his mother's church service dressed as a woman. Disregarding the embarrassment and the shame that dressing as a woman would certainly bring him, he didn't care who and how many relatives and friends saw him dressed as a woman. He wanted to attend her funeral dressed as a woman, only he couldn't. Nonetheless his inability to go out in public dressed as a woman, he had a fantasy where he stepped from the limousine dressed as a woman and as the black Angel of death.
"Behold the black Angel of death and beware!"
Only, how could he appear in public dressed as a woman? He's be the laughing stock of his community. None of his friends would understand his need to cross dress. With him living in a small, close minded town, he may even be fired from his job. With him living in a small, closed minded town, he'd have to sell his house and move to remove himself from the scandal that he was a cross dresser.
No doubt, Linda would divorce him. Yet, if only a sexual fantasy he loved having, maybe Tiffany would accept him for who he was, embrace his cross dressing, and take him in because cross dressers sexually aroused her. Only, knowing that she'd reject him too, she was the reason why he didn't share his cross dressing secret with anyone, not even his wife who he suspected she knew already anyway.
To be continued...
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A son's love for his mother comes to a head at Christmastime.
"Robert, what would you like for Christmas?"
As if intentionally teasing him, Elizabeth slowly uncrossed her shapely legs to lean forward in anticipation of her son's answer. When she leaned forward like that with her knees slightly parted, her legs were open enough for her to flash him her white panty. Then, when she remained like that bent at the waist and with her top cut low enough, she flashed him the tops of her meaty breasts, her cleavage, and the top of her bra.
While waiting for him to answer her, with her knees still parted, not only did she give him a down blouse view of her cleavage but also she continued giving him an up skirt view of her panties too. It was then that he wished he could tell her what he really wanted for Christmas. It was then that he wondered if she knew she was flashing him her white panties and sexy bra. It was then that he knew he loved his mother enough to want to have sex with her if only she wanted to have sex with him too.
"I haven't given it much thought Mother," he said lying.
Who was he kidding? Not even kidding himself, every day he thinks about what he really wants for Christmas. Too ashamed to confess to her what he really wants for Christmas, all that he wants for Christmas is to have sex with his mother. An impossible sexual fantasy for him to have, nonetheless he had fun masturbating to imagining seeing his mother naked. With her always carelessly and inadvertently showing him something of her that she obviously didn't want him to see, he was always seeing something of her that he shouldn't see. Whenever he saw her panty, her cleavage, and/or her bra, he was always sexually aroused and ready to relieve his sexual tension whenever thinking about having sex with his mother.
"I know you've been looking at a new wide screen TV but I'd need your help in picking out one," she said leaning back in her chair.
She slowly crossed her legs while giving him another up skirt flash of a triangular patch of white panty. Was she deliberately flashing him or unintentionally giving him a good look between her legs, a place where he'd like to be for Christmas? It was then that he wished she was wearing her short nightgown without the modesty of her bathrobe and without wearing panties underneath. Instead of her deliberately or inadvertently flashing him her panty, she'd be flashing him her pussy. In the horny way he felt, needing to masturbate himself later, he'd love nothing better than to see his mother's naked pussy.
"I've been talking about buying a new TV but I wasn't hinting for you to buy me one. That's too expensive of a gift Mom," he said with him rather having sex with her than having her buy him a TV.
If only she knew he'd be happy just kissing her and making out with her while feeling her body through her clothes. If only she knew all he wanted for Christmas was his Mom.
"I don't know anything about these new fancy, flat screen TV's," she said tugging at her blouse. "Besides TV's are all different prices. We can find one to fit my budget."
As if he held a remote, unbutton her blouse control in his horny hand, when she tugged on her blouse to unwrinkled it, a button at the center of her blouse unbuttoned to expose her bra. It was then he wished he knew hypnosis. He'd love nothing better than to hypnotize her in undressing. It was then that he wished he was a warlock and could strip his MILF of a mother naked with a magical, spell with a wave of his hand.
His kind of wardrobe malfunction, he now had a bird's eye view of his mother's white brassiere. He only wished she wasn't wearing a bra which she sometimes does when wanting to be comfortable in her own house. She had such big tits, a large C cup or a small D cup and in the way her shirt bloused out to reveal her expose brasserie, her tits looked even bigger. Already horny, between seeing her panties and now her bra, with him wanting her even more, she was making him hornier than what he already was.
With her asking him what he wanted for Christmas, such a loaded question and a question that he already had a dozen answers at the ready, the last thing he wanted for Christmas from his mother was a new HD, wide screen TV. Knowing what he really wanted for Christmas, he looked at his mother with sexual lust and sexual frustration while daring himself to tell her. More than wanting a new television, he'd rather have a video camera to record her in her sexy bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
After she flashed him her panties, her cleavage, and now her brassiere, he was so tempted to tell her what he really wanted for Christmas. He wondered what she'd say if he said what he really wanted for Christmas was to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. He wondered what she'd say if he blurted out what he really wanted for Christmas is you Mother. Nothing new there, the same sexual fantasy he's had for so many sexually frustrating years, he's always been sexually attracted to and wanting to have sex with his mother, ever since he turned 18-years-old six years ago.
Now maturing into a man from a pimple faced, horny teenager, he was a man with sexual needs while hoping for some motherly, sexual affection. He realized early the benefits of making his mother his lover, if only she'd have him. Yet, just a sexual fantasy on his part, chances are that they'd never be sexually intimate. Chances are, while alone in his room, he'd continue to be relegated to masturbating himself with the thoughts of her naked and having sex with him. Chances are she'd think him a pervert and ask him to leave her house if ever he told her that he wanted to have sex with her naked body as his Christmas gift.
As if trying to hypnotize her with just his look and implant a sexual hypnotic suggestion in her brain, he stared in her big, brown eyes and smiled. Daring himself to blurt it out and confess his sexual feelings for her, he wondered what she'd say if he said what he really wanted for Christmas. What he really wanted for Christmas was her. No doubt about it, what he really wanted for Christmas was to have sex with his mother.
He wanted his mother sexually. What son wants to have sex with his mother? God, he felt like such a sick son-of-a-bitch with him wanting to have sex with his mother. What the Hell is wrong with him?
Only, he may be sick in the head but his mother wasn't a bitch. She was a good, kind, loving woman, and church going woman. He couldn't have asked for a better, prettier, and sexier mother. The envy of all of his friends, with all of their mothers older and obese, he had the youngest mother with the best figure. He had the best looking mother in the neighborhood.
He hummed the song to, 'All I Want for Christmas is my Two Front Teeth,' silently in his head while changing the words to, 'All I want for Christmas is my Mom's big tits, my Mom's big tits, my mom's big tits. All I Want for Christmas is my Mom's big tits, my Mom's big tits, my Mom's big tits.'
Taking it slow, with him not wanting to make a misstep, he took one incestuous step at a time in the sexual seduction of her. So very curious, he wondered what she'd say if he told her that he'd like nothing more than to make out with her. What's wrong with that? What's wrong with him showing the love that he has for his mother by kissing her? It's just a few dozen kisses, albeit French kisses and while feeling her body through her clothes.
He wondered what she'd say if he said he wanted to kiss her while feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra and while squeezing her ass through her short skirt and panties. He wondered what she'd say if he told her that he'd like to see her walking around him while modeling her panty and bra before seeing her topless and before seeing her naked. Oh, my God, other than to see her topless and/or naked, he'd love nothing better than to see his mother walking around the house in her bikini panties and sexy, low cut bra.
He wondered what she'd say if he told her that he wanted to take photos of her lingerie clad body before taking photos of her topless and/or naked body to post them on the Internet. Perhaps he was going a bit too far in his incestuous thoughts of her. In the way she was so morally modest, she'd never allow him to take photos of her lingerie clad body never mind taking photos of her topless and/or naked body and never mind posting them any of them on the Internet.
As his Christmas gift to her, he wished he could finger her pussy while licking her pussy. As her Christmas gift to him, he wondered what she'd say if he told her that he wanted her to give him a hand job and a blowjob before allowing him to make love to her. Deliriously deranged, he was dizzy with the thoughts of making out with his mother while feeling her through her clothes. Deliriously deranged, he was dizzy with the thoughts of having sex with his mother's naked body.
"You first," he said purposely avoiding her question and cringing with sexual frustration while so tempted to tell her what he really wanted for Christmas was to have sex with her. "Tell me mother, what would you like for Christmas?"
Trying to read her body language, he watched her reaction to his question. While knowing full well that their Christmas wishes wouldn't be the same, he imagined both of their Christmas wishes being the same. He imagined her telling him what she wanted for Christmas was to make out with him before having hot sex with him. Wouldn't that be something if she wanted him as much as he wanted her? Only she was his mother and he was her son. She'd never want him in the same sexual way that he wants her.
In the way that so very many sons want to have sex with their mothers, an abhorrent abnormality, few mothers would dare have sex with their sons. Only she was human too. She must be lonely. She must get horny. She must experience as much sexual frustration as he experiences. Maybe what she really wants for Christmas is her son in the way that what he really wants for Christmas is his mother.
With them standing beneath the mistletoe, he imagined her asking him to kiss her. He imagined her asking him to French kiss her. He imagined her inviting him to feel her shapely body through her clothes while French kissing her. French kissing her again and again, he imagined making out with his mother.
With him enjoying the sexual fantasy with his mother sitting there across from him as the star in his incestuous, sexual dream, he imagined her asking him to strip her naked. With him following her wishes, he imagined unbuttoning her blouse and unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt to expose her low cut bra and bikini panties to his horny eyes. With her blouse and skirt neatly folded and laying upon the couch beside her, he imagined seeing her in her bra and panty. Oh, my God, just the thought of his mother sitting across from him in only her bra and panty gave him an erection.
He imagined pausing in stripping her naked to look at her in her sexy low cut bra and skimpy bikini panty. Feeling her beautiful body through her sexy underwear while kissing her, he felt his mother's breasts through her bra before feeling her ass and cupping her pussy through her sheer, thin panty. Then, removing her bra and her panty, he imagined her asking him to feel her naked breasts and finger her nipples before fingering her clit and licking her pussy. Wow, something that would never, ever happen, it was still sexually exciting to imagine that it would and even more sexually exciting when she was sitting across from him fully clothe.
Then, returning the sexual favor, tit for cock, he imagined her asking his permission to strip him naked. For sure, she didn't need his permission to strip him naked. She could strip him naked anytime she wanted.
He imagined her unbuttoning and removing his shirt before unbuckling, unbuttoning, and unzipping his pants. As if he was her little boy again, he imagine her removing his tee shirt and briefs. Indeed, he imagined her stripping him naked before asking him to make love to her and before allowing him to fuck her, really fuck her and pound her pussy until she screamed her sexual orgasm.
"Oh, I don't know," she said. In the way he imagined her doing before sucking his cock, she tucked her shoulder length, chestnut, brown hair behind her ear in readiness to answer him. "I really don't need anything, other than a good travel mug, one that doesn't leak and one that keeps the coffee hot until I get to work," she said with a sexy laugh.
She curled her hair with her index finger in the way that he imagined her curling her pubic hair with her index finger when masturbating herself and while thinking of him naked and having sex with him.
"I'll search the Internet to find you the best travel mug Mom," he said. "I'll find you a travel mug that doesn't leak and that keeps coffee hot for hours."
He imagined pouring warm chocolate in her new travel mug before pouring warm chocolate all over her for him to lick off her naked body. Only, knowing her as well as he did, she'd only want the travel mug for coffee. Still, licking chocolate from his mother's sexy body was a sexual fantasy he suddenly enjoyed having.
"What about you?"
Goading him, she looked at him as if daring her to ask him what he really wanted for Christmas. His perfect opportunity to tell her what he really wanted for Christmas, he couldn't. He didn't dare. With his shame overruling his sexual excitement, if only she wasn't his mother, he'd have no compunction in telling her what he really wants for Christmas is her.
"Oh I don't know Mom," he said.
If he had a couple of drinks, he'd tell her. If he had been drinking, he'd probably blurt out that what he wanted for Christmas was to make out with her while feeling her beautiful body through her clothes. If he was a little bit high, he'd tell her that he wanted her to give him a hand job and maybe even a blowjob as his very special Christmas gift.
"C'mon tell me. What do you want for Christmas?"
If only to see her shocked reaction, he was so tempted to ask her for a hand job before asking her for a blowjob for Christmas. Again, if only to see her shocked reaction, he'd love to expose his cock to his mother while holding a sprig of mistletoe over it. He'd love to see her surprised, shocked, embarrassed, or hopefully sexually excited look to her seeing his erect prick. He wondered if she'd be as sexually excited in seeing his prick as he'd be sexually excited in showing her his prick.
He wondered if she'd stare at his cock or look away. With him so exposed, he wondered if she'd strip off her clothes to expose her naked body to him too. With them never coming together for sex and nothing good coming from that if ever they did, just thinking about such things made him feel perversely perverted. Nonetheless, just thinking about such things made him feel sexually excited.
He'd love to feel his mother's fingers wrapped around his prick. He imagined her slowly stroking him to a harder and bigger erection while she stared at his engorged prick and while he fondled her big tits and fingered her nipples. Slowly running his finger across her lips, he imagined her taking his finger in her mouth and sucking it in the way that he'd love for her to suck his cock. He'd love to feel her stroking him while looking up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes before she took him in her mouth.
"Is this what you want me to do Robert?" She gave him a sexy smile while licking his cock. "You want me to suck your cock?"
A rhetorical question, no doubt, nonetheless she asked him a question that he felt compelled to answer.
"Oh, God yes, Mother. I'd love for you to suck my cock," he imagined saying to her."
Being that he's been such a good son and not a bad one, even though he was having such naughty thoughts now, he wondered if his mother would give him his Christmas wish. He'd love to play with her big tits and fondle her nipples while she stroked him before sucking him. He loved imagining her with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth while she stared up at him with her big, brown eyes. He envisioned himself putting a gentle hand behind her brunette head and ejaculating a warm, oozy load of cum in his mother's mouth. With her looking up at him approvingly while not spilling a drop, he imagined himself watching her swallowing his cum.
"Merry Christmas Robert," he imagined his mother saying to him just before she took his erect penis in her mouth. "Are you ready for your Christmas blowjob?"
Are you kidding me? A long time coming, he couldn't be any more ready as he was now for her to suck his prick.
"Yes mother. I'm ready to receive my Christmas blowjob," he imagined saying to her while watching her take his cock in her mouth.
Wishing this was real and not a sexual fantasy, he couldn't wait to masturbate later over all that he was thinking of now.
"Merry Christmas Robert," he imagined her saying before stuffing her mouth with his prick.
Oh, my God, if only she really would give him a Christmas blowjob, even if only once a year, he'd be so happy.
"Merry Christmas Mom," he imagined saying to her as he put a gentle hand to the back of her pretty head. "Suck it Mom. Suck it. Suck my cock Mom. I need to cum in your mouth."
* * * * *
As any good son would, Robert loved his mother. Attentive, loving, caring, and kind, there wasn't anything that he wouldn't do for his mother, even have sex with her. If only she'd make the first move and ask him to give her sex, he'd give her hot, loving sex. They were not only mother and son but they liked one another as people. They got along and were compatible. If anything, they were more friends, best friends, who were able to talk about anything and everything than they were merely just mother and son.
As he grew into a man with him having no intention of leaving her side, the longer they lived together the closer they became. Intuitively they knew one another well enough that they could speak without words and understand one another with just a look. As if they were an older, married couple without the sexual intimacy, they were inseparable. Perhaps they were husband and wife in another life. Never bored or argumentative, they enjoyed spending time together. With him knowing that it may sound creepy to some but not caring about those who judged him without even knowing him, he didn't know any woman who he'd rather be with than with his mother.
He's dated plenty of women in the past. He's even had a few intimate, sexual relationships with women but all of the women he dated paled in comparison to his mother, Elizabeth. If only his mother knew how much he wanted her sexually, no doubt she'd be shocked. Certainly, he felt like such a pervert to sexually and incestuously lust over his own mother. Yet, if she knew that he masturbated himself with the thoughts of her naked and having sex with him, he wondered what she'd say.
Would she be angry with him for even thinking such a thing in wanting to have sex with her, his own mother? Would she think there was something mentally and emotionally wrong with him for having such incestuous thoughts? Would she think him a pervert in wanting to have sex with her? Or would she accept him as her lover? Perhaps with them so much alike and so compatible, and with sex being consensual and the next natural step in the progression of their loving relationship, what he thinks hopefully may be what she thinks too.
* * * * *
As any good mother would, Elizabeth loved her son. Attentive, loving, caring, and kind, there wasn't anything that Elizabeth wouldn't do for her son, undoubtedly even have sex with him. If only he'd make the first move and ask her for sex, he may be surprise that she'd readily agree to have sex with him. As she grew more dependent on having her son around, she jokingly told him that she hoped he'd never leave her. With more truth to her joke then not, obviously in the way he couldn't imagine his life without his mother, no doubt, she couldn't even imagine what it would be like living alone without having her son there with her.



Albeit for the nonexistent sexual contact, seemingly she viewed him more as her travel companion and entertainment director. Nonetheless, just because there wasn't any sexual contact between them didn't mean that she didn't lust over him in the way he lusted over her. When the mood struck, one just had to see how they looked at one another whenever they were alone. As if one was waiting for the other to make the first move, he looked at her with as much sexual lust as she looked at him.
In the way they went everywhere together, watched movies together, played board games together, and went for long walks together while holding hands and talking about everything and laughing over nothing, they enjoyed one another's company. Seemingly filling the roll of her husband, with her son her best friend, their relationship was different from most mother and son relationships. Perhaps because they haven't taken the next sexual step that may ruin their loving mother and son relationship, their relationship endured. Yet, no doubt inevitable, it was only a matter of time before he made a sexual move on his mother. Hopefully it was only a matter of time before he'd get her in bed naked. It was anyone's guess if she'd accept him or reject him as her lover?
She's dated men in the past. She's even had a few intimate, sexual relationships with men but all of the men she dated paled in comparison to her son, Robert. With her sexually frustrated, if only her son knew how much his mother wanted him sexually, no doubt he'd be shocked. In the way he felt like a pervert to be sexually lusting over his mother, no doubt, she'd feel like such a slut to sexually and incestuously lust over her own son.
Yet, if only he knew she's masturbated herself with the thoughts of him naked and having sex with her, what would he say? What would he do if he knew his mother wanted him as much as he wanted her? Would he'd take pity on her and give her a mercy fuck and a wild night of sex or would he embrace her as his forever lover.
Maybe he'd be shocked that she'd even want sex from him, her own son. Maybe if she called his bluff and gave him as much sex as he wanted to give her, he'd want nothing more to do with her and leave her. Maybe not telling him how she really feels about him in the way that he doesn't tell her how he really feels about her, she should keep her thoughts to herself when masturbating herself while alone in her room.
With Elizabeth or Liz, as she preferred being called after her favorite actress, Elizabeth Taylor, she had Robert out of wedlock when she was barely just out of high school and 18-years-old. With Robert or Bob, as he preferred being called after his favorite actor, Robert Downy Junior, it was obvious to anyone and everyone that he was in love with his mother. Now, with her 42-years-old and Robert 24-years-old, she looked younger than her years and he looked older than his age. When not acting like a married couple, they acted more like brother and sister or best friends than they did mother and son. With them so very close, too very close, it was only a matter of time before things would sexually come to a boil.
With her never marrying and never having a husband to care for and to love, seemingly not knowing any better, she did things with her son that would be better suited for her to do with her husband, if she had one. Sometimes in the inappropriate things they did, such as giving one another nearly naked massages and washing one another's backs in the bathtub, they acted more like girlfriend and boyfriend than they did mother and son. Only a line neither one would dare cross, they may sexually lust over one another but other in a weak, vulnerable, and horny moment, they'd never have sex with one another...or would they?
* * * * *
Tired of being relegated to only washing his mother's back, if he had his druthers, he'd more rather wash the front of her than the back of her. He'd love nothing more than to wash his mother's dirty tits. Rubbing them while scrubbing them and fondling them while feeling them, rub-a-dub-dub washing mother's tits in the tub, he only wished she'd allow him to clean her beautiful breasts in the way he washed her naked back. Only, his mother would never allow him to see her naked never mind to touch her in such an inappropriate, sexual way. When Robert heard her bath water running, as if his not so subtle sign, he waited to hear his mother getting in the tub before he opened the bathroom door.
Whenever he barged in without knocking and without asking if she was decent, normally she was quick to cover her breasts with a facecloth, but this time, slow to cover her nakedness, she deliberately or accidentally dropped the facecloth in the water. He saw her tits. He couldn't believe he had such a good look at his mother's tits before she could retrieved her facecloth quickly enough from the water to cover her nakedness. Today she seemingly and deliberately gave him a quick look of what he so wanted to see before she covered her breasts with her facecloth. Imagining her big breasts smothering his face, instead of relegated to being her sexually frustrated son, suddenly he wished he was a lowly facecloth clinging to her breasts.
Perhaps she was sexually daydreaming about him in the way that he sexually daydreams about her. He's seen plenty of peeks of her naked breasts before in down nightgowns or when walking in her bedroom unannounced but no matter how many times he's seen her naked breasts, he longed to see her tits again. She had wonderful tits and he loved her big breasts. Not only would he love to touch, feel, and fondle her big breasts but also he'd love to suck her big tits.
"Would you like for me to wash your back mother?"
While he ogled her naked breasts, she looked up at him and smiled before covering herself with her facecloth.
"Sure. That would be nice, if you don't mind," she said giving him a sexy smile.
With him seeing more of her than he's ever seen of her before, he wondered after he left her alone in the tub if she'd masturbate herself in the way that he'd surely masturbate himself when he returned to the privacy of his room. He fell to his knees beside the tub where he could see more of her than, perhaps, she thought that he could see of her. He could see the dark shadow of her dark brown, bushy, pubic hair that lay hidden beneath the soapy water in the way of a giant, bearded clam upon the ocean floor. Never much of a clam digger, suddenly, he had the urge to go clam diving. As a last resort, he couldn't wait to masturbate himself over seeing not only his mother's tits but also his mother's furry cunt.
Actually, if there was a place that he'd love to wash her, he'd love to wash her between her legs. Only, she'd never allow him to wash her between her legs. Even with his hand and his fingers covered by a facecloth, she'd never allow him to wash her pussy. He could only imagine what it would feel like to wash his mother's cunt after washing her tits. Oh no, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, with one going as much with the other in his sexual desire for her, if his mother would never allow him to wash her tits, she'd never allow him to wash her pussy.
"May I have your washcloth," he said holding out his hand while being brazenly brash.
Rather than him just taking a clean facecloth, she looked up at him as if daring herself to hand him the washcloth. Ready to forgo her modesty, she looked at him as if she was tempted to hand him the washcloth that she clutched to her chest and that covered her bare breasts. She looked at him with a flash of sudden sexual arousal as if she wanted him to see her naked breasts as much as he wanted to see her naked breasts. She looked at him as if afraid to go where she's never gone before. The literal point of no return, once she crossed this incestuous line, there'd be no turning back for either of them.
"You'd like that," she said with a dirty laugh and a sexy look. "Wouldn't you?"
While blinking his eyelids fast, acting so coy, he looked at her and smiled his smug innocence. Whenever she smiled, she looked just like Courteney Cox. Had he not watched a couple of episodes of Cougar Town he'd never know who Courteney Cox even was. Any time he went out with his mother people would look, point, and stare. A few people have even asked for her autograph. With one not really looking like the other, if she looked like anyone, he thought she looked more like Terry Hatcher.
"Like what mother?"
He watched her mindlessly stare at the impression his cock made in his pajama bottom. With her staring at his pajama clad cock in the way he was staring at her facecloth covered breasts, he wanted to make a deal with her. Tits for cock. You show me your tits and I'll show you my cock. Only, she'd never do something like that. She'd never willingly and blatantly show him her naked breasts. Other by accident as she just did by dropping her facecloth in the water, she'd never show him her naked breasts.
Perhaps if she was his sexy sister, his kissing cousin, his MIFL of a mother-in-law, and/or slutty sister-in-law that he didn't yet have, she'd show him her tits and more but she was his mother. Mothers have more of a moral obligation to do the right thing by setting an example. Mothers possess more sexual control than mere sisters, cousins, mothers-in-law, and/or sisters-in-law. If she was his sexy sister, his kissing cousin, his MILF of a Mother-in-law, or slutty sister-in-law, no doubt, she'd be showing him her tits and allowing him to wash her breasts while feeling her breasts. If she was his sister or his cousin, he'd already be having sex with her by now.
"You'd like for me to hand you my washcloth so that I'd expose my breasts to you," she said with a sexy look on her face.
She stared at him in the way he was staring at her. If only she knew how much he wanted to see her naked breasts, she'd be shocked. As if she read his mind, unable to let that remark go, the fact that she put exposing her breasts to him on the table, made him want to continue the conversation of her naked breasts.
"Sure, I'm not ashamed to admit it mother. I'd love to see your tits," he said with a shrug and a nervous, dirty laugh while wondering if she'd show him her breasts. "With all sons sexually attracted to their mothers, what son wouldn't want to ogle his mother's breasts?"
He imagined his mother removing her facecloth to show him her breasts but knowing her better than that, just another one of his incestuous, sexual fantasies, she'd never expose her tits to him. Yet, encouraged by her not covering herself when he first entered the bathroom and with her dropping her facecloth in the water and slow to cover herself, maybe there's hope for him. Maybe she wants to show him her breasts as much as he wants to see her breasts.
"Is that what you'd do if I dared to show you my breasts, you'd ogle my breasts?"
Playing it innocently coy, she gave him a sexy look that made him want to kiss her. He's always imagined kissing his mother, French kissing her instead of giving her a holiday peck. If there's one thing he'd want for Christmas, that's to make out with his mother while feeling her big tits through her blouse and bra and while she felt his cock through his pants. If there's one thing he'd like for Christmas, an early gift, he'd love to feel her breasts and fondle her breasts while washing her breasts. Yet, somewhat telling and encouraging, in the way that he didn't let this line of questioning go, she didn't either.
"Mom, you're totally gorgeous, a real MILF," he said. "With us always together, why wouldn't I be sexually attracted to you?"
Suddenly the image of his mother exposing her big tits to him filled his horny brain with sexual lust. For sure, if she exposed her breasts to him, he'd exposed his cock to her.
"Is that what you are, sexually attracted to me? Is that what I am to you, a MILF? A mother you'd like to fuck? Do you want to fuck me Robert? Do you want to fuck your mother?"
With one looking at the other, they remained silent for a moment. Was she scolding him or teasing him? With him traversing new, sacred ground by trying to seduce his mother into having sex with him, he didn't know. He couldn't tell.
"Sorry Mother but MILF was just a figure of speech. Yet, I'm only human mother. I have sexual needs too, you know. Always horny, I'm at that age Mom," he said. "Without doubt, if you exposed your breasts to me, I'd ogle them," he said with honesty and with a nervous little laugh.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. There wasn't any woman that he wanted more than he wanted his mother.
"I see," she said giving him a sexy look with a sexy laugh.
Already walking on thin ice, he proceeded further out without a safety net.
"No doubt, I'd want to touch them, feel them, and fondle them too. And if both of us were agreeable to exploring more of a sexual relationship, I'd want more," he said with a long pause while making solid eye contact with her and trying to read her. "Yes, I'd want to make love to you too."
Undressing him with her eyes in the way that he routinely undressed her with his eyes, she looked at him in the sexual way he's always looking at her. As if they were both thinking the same thing, her flashing her tits to her son and him wanting to see his mother's breasts, they looked at one another without talking. Only, this sexual conversation was beyond any sexual conversation they've ever had. This sexual conversation not only opened the door but also it opened Pandora's Box and inside the box was a can of worms that neither Robert nor his mother wanted to put back in the can and close the box. What seemed like minutes in an uncomfortable silence between them was only a few, sexually anticipated seconds.
"With you washing my back and giving me massages, especially with me accidentally dropping my facecloth and with me slow to retrieve it to restore my modesty, it's a little foolish for me to act so modest around you now. I'm sure you've already seen my breasts several times before," she said with a shrug while slowly removing the wet washcloth from her breasts and turning to hand it to him for him to wash her back while he ogled her breasts.
As soon as she turned to him, he saw her breasts again, her right one more than her left one. He couldn't believe his mother was sitting there topless. He couldn't believe his mother allowed him to freely ogle her naked breasts. With her nipples erect, he wondered if she was cold or sexually excited. Figuring while hoping that she was the latter than the former, it was hot in the bathroom from the warm bathwater.
When she stripped off her facecloth to show him her breasts, he so wanted to remove his pajama bottom to show her his cock. In the way that he wanted to touch and feel her big tits, he wanted her to touch and fondled his erect cock. Only one step at a time, he was happy to have gotten this far with his mother. Something he'll be masturbating over for the rest of his life, he couldn't believe he was about to wash his mother's breasts.
"I just hope you'll be a gentlemen and not ogle me too much," she said with a dirty laugh. "I am your mother after all and not some slut you picked up at the bar on a Saturday night."
While getting a double eyeful of his mother's C cup breasts, he accepted the washcloth from her and starting slowly, methodically, and lovingly washing her back. A first time for everything, this was the first time his mother sat in the bathtub topless and exposed. Perhaps, this would be the first time that she'd allow him to wash her breasts.
"After I'm done with your back," he said with a long, hopeful pause. "May I wash your breasts too?"
She turned to him as if he had just pinched her.
"My breasts?" She looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at him. "You want to wash my breasts? Boy give you an inch and you want two," she said with a dirty laugh.
She looked down at herself again before looking up at him. Not giving him an answer right away, she paused to study him staring at her. Perhaps a telling sign and his signal to tell her what he really wants for Christmas, her nipples were so very erect.
"Yes, I'd love to wash your breasts mother," he said staring at her exposed tits.
As sexually brazen as he was, she wasn't acting as modestly shy as she usually does when he's washing her back while she's topless. Usually she has a facecloth covering her breasts but she didn't now. As soon as he was done washing her back and as if she was wearing a swimsuit, she put her shoulders back, leaned against the tub, and stuck out her chest more in preparation of him washing her breasts.
Seemingly his mother was just as wickedly brazen as he was. Seemingly his mother was just as sexually frustrated as he was. Seemingly his mother was just as horny as he was. Seemingly his mother not only wanted him to see her tits but also wash her tits as much as he wanted to see and wash her tits.
"Well, go ahead if you'd like, as long as you stay away from my nipples. Even though it's something that I can do myself, wash my own breasts, a bit of a spa like luxury for me, you may wash my breasts," she said closing her eyes.
Hurriedly, Bob washed the rest of his mother. Eager to get to the good part of washing her tits, he washed her neck and shoulders. Not wanting to be so obvious that he was more interested in washing her breasts than any other part of her, even though he was, he lifted her arms and washed beneath her arms, before washing the full length of her arms. With Liz sitting in the tub with her arms by her side, her naked breasts were in plain view of her son.
With the bathroom light shining over her as if it was a spotlight, he had a clear view of the complete shape of her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. The bottoms of her breasts rested just below the surface of the water as if partially submerged icebergs. The first time she's been so immorally immodest, she opened her eyes to watch him staring at her breasts. With him already knowing what he was thinking, he wondered what she was thinking.
"You have beautiful breasts mother," he said giving him the reason to stare longer as his mother's breasts.
She looked at him staring at her and smiled. Instead of looking embarrassed or ashamed that her son was ogling her breasts, she seemed flattered that he liked her breasts. With her looking at him as if she was fully dressed and he was admiring her new blouse, she seemed comfortable with him staring at her tits.
"Do you really think so?"
Looking at all that he could see of her, she looked down at her breasts again before looking back up at him. Then, she lifted her breasts, first one and then the other in the palm of her hands as if about to serve them to him.
"I do. I really do think that you have beautiful breasts mother," he said.
She looked from him staring at her to look down at herself again before looking up at him but this time with an embarrassed look on her face.
"I'm embarrassed because they're starting to sag," she said covering her breasts with her hands. "Whenever I took a bath before, my breasts never touched the water unless I sunk down lower in the tub. Soon they'll be totally below water in the way of a sunken ship," she said with a sad little laugh.
With her nipples so very erect, his eyes bugged out of his head. Wanting to finger her nipples, he so wanted to suck her nipples.
"You shouldn't be embarrassed by your breasts mother. I don't think they sag at all," he said tempted to cup one of her breasts in the palm of his hand and lift it to show him that her breasts weren't sagging. "Perhaps you filled the tub with more water this time. I love your tits," he said changing the subject from sagging to admiration. "They're so big," he said pausing to stare at them. "How big are they? I mean what size bra cup do you wear?"



She moved her hands away from her breasts to look down at herself again.
"I can't believe I'm sitting here in the tub talking about my tits with you but it depends on the bra and the bra manufacturer. I wear a C cup in some bras and a D cup in others. In between sizes, I'm probably a large C and a small D cup," she said looking down at her breasts again before looking back at her son.
He stared at her breasts without talking and she responded by staring at him without speaking.
"May I?"
Ready to wash her breasts, he held the washcloth up in front of her breasts.
"Yes," she said sitting more upright to arch her back and stick out her breasts more.
Dunking the washcloth in water, he put some soap on the cloth before moving it to her breasts. He gently rubbed one breast before rubbing the other. He could feel the size and the firmness of her breasts through the thin cotton material of the facecloth as if he was touching her with his naked hand. He was stunned when he stopped lathering her breasts to look at them. Covered with soap, he imagined her tits covered with his cum after his mother masturbated him and invited him to cum on her tits. Removing the image of his cum covering his mother's tits from his mind, he rinsed the soap from her breasts with warm water.
"Sorry Mom, but I can't resist. I have to finger your nipples," he said reaching out both of his hands to finger, pull, turn, and twist her nipples. "I can no longer control myself Mother. I must finger your nipples. Oh my God, Mom, I just love your big, hard nipples," he said fingering her nipples as if they were worry stone buttons on his shirt.
Not responding and not slapping his hand away to stop him, she looked at him with shocked surprise when he started fingering her nipples.
"Oh Bobby, if you keep doing that, you'll get me sexually excited," she said breathlessly.
Without making any attempt to stop him, without showing him her disapproval, or voicing her outrage, she watched him fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples. With him not stopping there and going all the way, he reached his hand down in the soapy water and stuck his hand in between his mother's legs.
"I'd like to see you sexually excited," he said going all the way and cupping her pussy in his hand.
With him grabbing a whole handful of her pussy, she gasped when he started slowly rubbing her clit and gently fingering her pussy. Then, when he added more pressure to her clit and fingered her deeper, she did something totally unexpected. She removed her wet hand from the water to feel his cock through his pajamas.
Gently she massaged the head of his cock to give him a harder erection. His mother was feeling his cock through his pajamas. He couldn't believe his mother was fingering his cock in the way he was fingering her nipples and fingering her pussy.
"Oh, Bobby, if you continue doing that, you'll make me cum," she said in her sexiest and most husky voice while squirming with sexual delight.
Instead of stopping sexually molesting his mother, he inserted his finger deeper inside of her. While rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy with one hand, he fingered her nipples with his other hand. His sexual fantasy come true, he was masturbating his mother and she wasn't stopping him. Obviously, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her. She allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body. Now with him wanting to finally have his Christmas wish too, he leaned down and kissed her on the lips.
As soon as his lips touched her lips, he parted his lips with his tongue. With her willingly surrendering his tongue to her son, his dream come true, he was making out with his mother. Boldly going where no son should ever go with his mother, he was French kissing his mother while fingering her nipples and masturbating her. Not only couldn't he believe he was French kissing his mother, he couldn't believe his mother was returning his French kisses.
"I'd love nothing more than to watch you cum mother," he said while probing her pussy deeper with his stiff index finger and while rubbing her clit faster and harder.
Turning and pulling, he twisted his mother's nipples to her obvious sexual arousal before lowering his mouth to suck her nipples. He couldn't believe he was sucking his mother's tits. After wanting to suck her tits for years, he couldn't believe he was finally sucking his mother's tits. He sucked one nipple before sucking the other nipple while he impaled his mother deeper with his finger and while rubbing her clit with added pressure. Not only couldn't he believe he was masturbating his mother but also he couldn't believe his mother was allowing him to masturbate her.
"Oh my God, Bobby, if you keep doing that, I swear, you'll make me cum and if you make me cum, I swear, I'll make you cum too," she said looking at him with a face full of sexual arousal and showing him a facial expression he's never seen on his mother before. "If you make me cum, I'll suck your cock, I will," she said in a husky whisper. "I'll blow you."
"Cum, mother. Cum. I want to see you cum. I want to hear you cum."
"If you continued fingering my nipples like that while playing with my pussy, you'll have to fuck me after I suck you. Then, after you fuck me and give me another orgasm with your cock, I'll give you the best blowjob in your life. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth. I can't wait to taste you."
* * * * *
Imagining washing his mother's big tits, Robert stroked himself faster. With him imagining her breasts covered with soap, he imagined her tits covered with his cum. He imagined feeling her breasts and fondling her breasts while fingering her nipples. He imagined kissing his mother, French kissing his mother while he fingered her nipples and masturbated her. He imagined her returning his French kisses with as much passion as he was showing and giving her.
Then, he imagined breaking off his kiss to suck her big tits. He imagined playing with his mother's pussy, rubbing her clit and finger fucking her with his other hand. He imagined masturbating his mother. He imagined his mother becoming so very sexually aroused that she was ready to cum. He imagined getting his mother so very sexually aroused that, as she told him she would, she'd suck his cock before making love to him.
Then, after he gave her an orgasm in the bathtub, he imagined her reaching her wet hand inside of his pajamas and pulling out his engorged prick. He imagined his mother feeling his prick. As if it was really happening, he couldn't believe his mother had his naked cock in her hand. Massaging the head of his cock with her thumb and index finger, she wrapped her hand about his prick and started stroking him. Not wanting her to stop, as soon as she freed his cock, Bobby stood in front of her. Then taking the hint, she moved her head forward and took her son's prick in her mouth.
"Suck my cock mother," he said closing his eyes to enjoy the blowjob his mother was suddenly giving him. "Suck it, Mom. Blow me. I need to cum in your mouth mother," he said just as his mother opened his bedroom door. "That's right. Take my big cock in your mouth. Stroke me, Mother, stroke me. Make me cum. I need to cum. I need to cum in your mouth Mother. Blow me, Mom, blow me. I want to watch you swallow my cum."
* * * * *
Not seeing her standing there, he had his eyes closed. Had she not addressed him, he never would have known she was standing in his room watching him masturbate himself. Had she waited to address him, she would have seen him cum while he continued verbalizing an incestuous monologue of sexual lust for her.
"Oh, sorry," she said standing there while staring before moving her hand across her eyes. "I didn't see anything," she said covering her eyes while closing his bedroom door.
Just as in his sexual fantasies of her, he couldn't believe his mother saw his erection. He couldn't believe his mother saw his cock. He couldn't believe his mother was standing there watching him masturbate. He wondered how long she was standing there. He wondered how much she saw. While lost in his lustful, sexual excitement, he wondered how much she heard him say about wanting to cum in her mouth.
"Oh my God, Mom," he said unable to put his cock away fast enough. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I'm so very embarrassed."
Only, when he saw her looking, staring actually, before she covered her eyes, not embarrassed at all, he didn't want to put his cock away. He wanted to leave his engorged prick out for her to get a better and a longer look at the sexually, incestuous lust he had for her. He wanted her to see his big prick. He wanted to show his mother his hard cock. He wanted her to walk to him, sit beside him on his bed, and finish masturbating him.
Thinking better of it, yet hating to see her leave, he wanted to ask her to stay. He wanted her to watch him masturbate himself. He wanted her to watch him cum. He wanted her to lend him a helping, motherly hand and masturbate him while he fondled her breasts through her bathrobe and nightgown. He wanted to flay open her bathrobe and remove her tits from her nightgown and fondle and finger her nipples while she sucked his cock.
As embarrassed as he was sexually excited that his mother saw his cock and saw him masturbating, he wondered if she heard what he was saying too. In thinking more about it, he was certain that she not only saw him masturbating but also heard all that he said about wanting to her to suck him and wanting to cum in her mouth. Unable to cum now, too preoccupied with his mother seeing his prick, needing to go to her, he only wished she had stayed in his room long enough to give him a loving motherly, helping hand.
He wished she had remained in his room to give him a hand job before giving him a blowjob. He'd love nothing more than for her to masturbate him. He'd love nothing more than for her to suck him. He'd love nothing more than to cum in her mouth, all over her tits and, give her a cum bath all over her beautiful hair and pretty face.
* * * * *
Robert pulled up his pants and underwear. As embarrassed as he was nervous and sexually excited with what he was about to do, a long time coming, with the timing right, this was something that he needed to do. Now or never, he needed to know for once and for all if his mother wanted him as much as he wanted her. Without knocking, barging right in her bedroom, he opened his mother's bedroom door as if he was Cosmo Kramer on Seinfeld. Perfect timing, with her just having removed her bathrobe and nightgown in readiness to get dressed, standing there in just her bikini panties, he caught her topless.
"Robert. I'm getting dressed," she said making no attempt to cover her naked breasts.
With her big naked, breasts filling his horny brain, he not only saw the entire shape of her breasts but also he saw her nipples and areolas. Slow to leave, he ogled her naked breasts as he did in his sexual fantasy when imagining her sitting in the bathtub while he washed her tits, fingered her nipples, and sucked her nipples.
"Sorry mother," he said turning to leave but, instead of leaving, he closed her bedroom door.
She looked at him shocked while he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Robert. What are you doing? I'm not dressed," she said again.
Not saying the magic two words, she didn't order him to get out. Instead she finally moved her hands to her exposed breasts to cover her areolas and nipples and to cover her nakedness from his horny eyes. With him unable to stop himself from staring at her hands covering her breasts with the sides and bottoms of her breasts peeking out in the way of a wardrobe malfunction, he was getting quite the view of his mother's tits.
"This is foolish mother," he said pausing before unbuckling his pants, unbuttoning them, and unzipping them.
She looked at him with shocked disbelief while he looked at her with sexual anticipation.
"Robert. What are you doing? What's foolish?"
In the way that he continued staring at her tits, even after she covered them with her hands, she watched her son pull his pants and underwear down. Always something that he wanted to do, he exposed his naked cock to his mother before sitting on her bed naked below the waist. Then, removing his sneakers, socks, pants, and underwear, he stared at her staring at him.
"I'm getting naked and you should to," he said.
She looked at him with as much shock as she looked at him with sexual arousal.
"Naked? Why? Why would I, why should I, get naked in front of my son?"
She never removed her eyes from his cock and he never removed his stare from her hands covering her breasts.
"I'm tired of the teasing and seduction. It's time we put all of this to rest," he said. "It's time we had sex."
Seemingly she swooned at what he just said about them having sex.
"Sex?"
Seemingly she was dizzy with sexual anticipation as he was with sexual lust for his mother.
"Yes, Mother. Sex. You asked me what I want for Christmas and what I really want for Christmas is to make out with you Mother. Sex is what I really want for Christmas. What I want for Christmas is you Mom."
He took his cock in hand and slowly stroked himself to a bigger erection while she watched him touching himself, fondling himself, and stroking himself. In the way he stared at her naked breasts before, she was staring at his naked cock now. If she wasn't interested in having sex with her son, she would have looked away. If she wasn't interested in having sex with her son, she would have fled her bedroom. If she wasn't interested in having sex with him, she would have asked him, no demanded him, to leave her room and perhaps even leave her house. Instead she stared at his cock in the way he stared at her hands concealing most of her naked breasts.
"We can't do that," she said aghast. "If that's what you really want as your Christmas gift, I'm sorry but I can't give you me for Christmas. I just can't. That's just out of the question and out of proper decorum of mother and son behavior. Beyond mere words, having sex with you is unacceptably inappropriate," she said keeping her hands pressed to her breasts as if she was a stripper after her balloons broke.
With him still staring at her hands covering her naked breasts and with her still staring at his exposed prick, they remained like that silently staring at one another. Nervous and frightened albeit sexually excited, he wondered if she was feeling all of those feelings too. Encouraged by her still staring at his cock while not asking him to leave her room, it was now or never. This was his chance to have a sexual, romantic relationship with his mother, the one woman he so loved.
With him already showing his hand by entering her bedroom, stripping himself naked, and telling her that what he wants for Christmas is her, he had no more cards to play. It was up to him to push her over the edge. It was up to him to make sense of all of this to pull her across the incestuous line. It was up to him to convince her that having sex with him, her son, was the right thing to do.
"We're both horny and we've both been teasing one another long enough with the nearly naked massages, washing one another's backs, and walking in on one another while were not dressed. With all of the up skirts and down blouses that I've seen of you, I'm tired of masturbating myself while thinking of you naked and having sex with you," he said.
He stood, walked to her, took her hand, and moved it to his prick.
"Robert, as much as I'm sexually frustrated and horny too, and as much as I want to have sex with you, I can't have sex with you. You're my son," she said pulling her hand away as if his cock was hot and she had just burned her fingers.
Not taking no for an answer, not when he's come this far and this close to finally getting all that he wants from his mother, he moved closer to her to kiss her on the lips. A longer kiss than he usually gives her, it was a loving kiss but a kiss without tongues. Moreover, it was encouraging that, instead of pulling away, she returned his kiss.
"You asked me what I want for Christmas and all I want for Christmas is you, mother," he said. "You are what I want for Christmas."
He kissed her again and this time kissing her with more passion, he parted her lips. Allowing him to part her lips, she offered no resistance. As soon as he touched her tongue with his, she moved her lips away from him.
"All I want for Christmas if you too, Bobby," she said. "Only, we can't. This is wrong. I'm your mother and you're my son. This is incest."
He pulled her by the hand.
"Get naked and sit beside me," he said. "I need to kiss you. Just one kiss. I need to touch you. Just one touch. I need to feel you while you feel me. Please, Mother, please."
In the way he removed his pants and underwear to expose his cock to his mother, he stuck his fingers in the waistband of her panties. With her not resisting him and not stopping him from stripping her naked, he slid her panties done one fluid motion. When her panties fell to her ankles, she consented to his lustful desire by stepping out of them. Complicit in having incestuous sex, she removed her panties to expose her naked pussy and ass to her son.
As if looking at a priceless work of art, he took a step back to look at his naked mother. Finally after six, long, sexually frustrating years of sexually wanting his mother and masturbating over the thoughts of seeing her naked having sex with her, today was the day. The first time seeing his mother's naked pussy and ass, not wanting to make her feel uncomfortable by ogling her naked body too long, he walked closer to her. With his erect cock flatted against his mother's soft belly, he hugged her while reaching around her to feel her shapely buttocks. Then, with her foolishly and feebly covering her naked breasts with her hands, her last silent protest of having sex with her son, he moved her hands away from her breasts to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples.
With him not having to further encourage her, he felt her wrap her soft fingers around his hard cock. She slowly stroked him while he fingered her nipples before reaching his other hand down between her legs to rub her clit and probe her pussy with his stiff fingers. He leaned forward to kiss her again. Immediately parting her lips, he kissed her with all the passion he had in his sexual fantasies about her and she returned his passion by surrendering him her tongue.
* * * * *
Elizabeth joined her son on her bed and kissing him in the way that he was kissing her, they continued French kissing one another while touching and feeling one another.
"I love you Mom," said Robert kissing and kissing his mother.
He looked at her with all the love a son could ever give his mother.
"I love you Bobby," said Elizabeth kissing and kissing her son.
She looked at him with all the love a mother could ever give her son.
"May I make love to you Mom?"
Needing to ask her that out of respect and to give her a chance to say no, he felt as if he needed to ask her permission to make love to her before fucking her. It was important to him that their sexual union was consensual and not coerced or forced. It was important to him to know that she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
"Yes," she said falling back in the soft comfort of her bed while her son mounted her.
She reached down for his cock and with a slow hard thrust, he was inside of his mother. So warm and so wet, he was such a perfect fit. Kissing and kissing her, he slowly humped his mother while she returned his humps. Soon they developed a rhythm and were fucking instead of making love.
As if he had done this a hundred times before, having sexual intercourse with his mother felt so natural. Not thinking anything wrong with having incestuous sex with mother, making love to her felt too right to be wrong. Even now, years later, with him married and with children, he has fond memories of spending many, intimate, sexual times with his mother.



Every Christmas he thinks of the first time they had sex. With him talking regularly with her on the phone and e-mailing her every week, every Christmas he calls her to wish her a Merry Christmas. Even though they haven't had sex in years, they share a sexy, sexual secret. With her agreeing to give him the best Christmas gift she could ever have given her son, all he wanted for Christmas was his Mom.
The End
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Now that Linda's secret gangbang sex with his three friends is out in the open and a topic for their pillow talk discussions, Walter feels more comfortable dressing up as Wendy.
With his wife gone shopping with her sister and mother and with Linda staying overnight at her sister's house, the next town over, this was Walter's chance to be alone and he wanted to make the most of his opportunity. With Wendy banging on his head in wanting to get out, this may be the perfect time for Walter to dress as Wendy. He's been waiting for decades to go out in public dressed as a woman. Now is his chance.
It's been a while since he's had the house to himself without having Linda up his ass and in his business. A man needs to have some time to himself. A man needs time to be alone with his thoughts. With her always home the entire weekend and with him working all week long, he never has time for himself.
He never gets to do any of the things that he wants to do without his boss telling him what he needs him to do or his wife telling him what she wants him to do. Before Linda, it was his mother and his big sister telling him what to do. Surrounded by bossy, bitchy women, seldom does he get to tell himself what he wants to do. He's tired of being bossed around and doing things that he doesn't want to do.
"What about me?" Talking to no one but himself, with him finally king of his castle, he pounded his chest while looking around his empty house. "When do I get to do what I want to do?"
Not yet ready for Linda to see him dressed as Wendy, he needed to perfect the hairstyle on his wig and practice how better to apply his makeup first. Only he was at a loss as to how to style his hair and how to affix his wig so that it would stay in place. He found some helpful tips on the Internet but once left alone to his own devices, his hair and makeup never came out the way he wanted it. He never looked pretty enough.
Wishing there was a cross dressing club he could join, he wished he had someone to help him with his hair and makeup. He was at a loss as to how to perfect his makeup and to cover those imperfects in his skin that needed covering. In the way that cosmeticians are called makeup artists, he could never make up his face in the way that professional makeup artists makeup models and celebrities.
Even the simplest thing to do, such as putting on lipstick, gave him trouble. As if he was an elderly woman with an unsteady hand, always he got lipstick above his lip and below his lip. Whether trying to apply it in one broad stroke or dabbing it on to correct his mistakes, nervous even when alone, his hand always started shaking.
It had been a long time, years, since he's dressed as a woman. It's been a long time since he's felt the need to look pretty while dressed as a woman. He couldn't help himself from thinking of the song, 'I Look Pretty,' from the Westside Story. He sang the song to himself while styling his hair and applying his makeup.
"I feel pretty, oh, so pretty. I feel pretty and witty and gay! And I pity any girl who isn't me today. I feel charming, oh, so charming. It's alarming how charming I feel! And so pretty that I hardly can believe I'm real."
He stopped singing to stare at himself in the mirror before singing again as if he was on a Broadway stage.
"See the pretty girl in the mirror there: Who can that attractive girl be? Such a pretty face, such a pretty dress, such a pretty smile, such a pretty me! I feel stunning and entrancing, feel like running and dancing for joy, for I'm loved by a pretty wonderful boy! Me," he said laughing.
* * * * *
Finally, coming to grips with his inherent need to cross dress, he was finally more accepting of himself as a cross dresser. Cross dressing was more than just dressing like a woman that he wasn't instead of dressing like the man that he was. Cross dressing was who he was and how he felt about himself. Cross dressing released something inside of him that made him feel normal and abnormal at the same time. With this more about him than about them, cross dressing was something he needed to do with apologies to no one. No more guilt and no more shame, he was beyond all of that now.
He could have had much worse sexual peccadilloes than merely enjoying wearing women's clothes. Actually, something he'd never want his wife and his friends to know, in addition to wearing women's clothes he does have a couple of other fetishes too. He has a thing for women's panties and women's shoes. He not only loves women's panties and women's shoes but he collects them too.
He has an entire collection of panties and shoes in his size tucked away in bins and plastic boxes and hidden away in the attic. A place where Linda never goes because of spiders that he fumigated long ago, any time he feels the need, he'll go up to the attic to admire his panty and shoe collection. If only his wife knew that not only does he have a panty and shoe fetish but also that he has more panties and shoes than she does, she'd want to go shopping to buy more.
In his youth, constantly berating himself and beating himself up for something not his fault, he always felt guilty not only about cross dressing but also about having a sexual infatuation with women's panties and shoes. Typically he felt guilty before dressing as a woman and he felt guilty after having dressed as a woman. The odd thing was that he seldom felt guilty when dressed as a woman. Now, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he'd love to have sex with Tiffany while dressed as a woman.
If anything, even though he didn't make the prettiest woman, an understatement, whenever he was dressed as a woman, he felt good about himself. It wasn't until he removed his womanly clothes, his wig, and his makeup that he felt horribly guilty and ashamed. There was always that pent up anger ready to make him sad and depressed. If he didn't give in to the need to dress like a woman, he was angry. If he gave in to the need to dress like a woman, he was angry. Whether he gave in to the need to dress as a woman or not, he was angry.
In the way that he successfully hid his cross dressing and panty and shoe collection from his mother and his sister for years, he hid his cross dressing and panty and shoe collection from his wife for 20 years. Yet, he suspected she knew his dirty, little secrets. He suspected she knew that he was a cross dresser and collected women's panties and women's shoes. In the way they never spoke of her having sex with his friends, they never spoke of him being a cross dressing and a collector of panties and shoes. With them living in the same house, how could she not know that he's a cross dresser?
Yet, even though he felt terribly guilty and totally ashamed before dressing as a woman and after dressing as a woman, the odd thing was that he didn't feel guilty and/or ashamed while dressed as a woman. When wearing women's clothes, a bra and panties, he didn't feel ashamed. After wearing a wig and make up, he didn't feel guilty for giving into the need to cross dress. If he felt anything at all, he felt good when dressed as a women. When dressed as a woman, he felt better about himself.
He felt sexually excited whenever he satisfied his sexual need to dress as a woman. He loved trying to make himself pretty, usually in vain but over the years, compared to the first time he dressed as a woman, he'd gotten better in transforming himself from male to female. Only, it wasn't until he removed the makeup, and took off the wig and women's clothes that he felt bad about himself. Apparently going with the need to cross dress, feeling sad and feeling angry is something he's felt for 30 years.
Only, this time, he felt better about himself. This time before dressing as a woman he didn't feel guilty. This time before dressing as a woman he didn't feel ashamed. This time before dressing as a woman he didn't feel angry. This time before dressing as a woman he felt as if he was meant to cross dress.
* * * * *
He was excited about seeing his old clothes and many of the things he bought and hid away without even trying them on to see if they fit. Hidden in the back of his closet behind his hunting clothes, he dug out all the clothes he had hidden in boxes and on hangers at the back of his closet. No matter how long ago he bought the clothing items, as if looking at dated photographs, he remembered buying the clothing items.
He was always so nervous buying women's clothes in a woman's clothing store, especially when usually he was the only man there, other than a couple of men who were with their wives. He always felt compelled to confess by lying and telling the saleswomen that he was buying something for his wife, a birthday gift, a Christmas gift, or an anniversary gift, he wondered how many saleswomen suspected that he was buying the clothes for himself. He wondered how many saleswomen suspected him of being a cross dresser.
Then with him buying panties and shoes too, he wondered how many saleswomen suspected him of having a panty and shoe fetish. How could they not? Seriously, how many men buy panties and women's shoes? Something that only women would buy for themselves, yet with him going to a different store for every purchase, he didn't care what saleswomen thought about him. Nonetheless he fooled himself into not caring how they perceived him, he did care and he couldn't help himself from feeling that there was something seriously wrong with him for wanting to wear women's clothes.
In the way that a woman never has anything to wear, being that he was never happy with the outfits he had, he now understood their wardrobe problems. Having forgotten about some of these clothes and with him buying and collecting women's clothes for twenty years, he had so very many outfits. Only, the things he bought years ago may not fit him now. Too late now to run out and buy something new, not wanting to take the time away from him getting dressed, he'd have to mix and match and make do. Later, when he goes to the mall, he'll buy something new.
Yet, no matter what he wore, something new, something old, something borrowed, or something blue, he was never happy with the clothes that he had. He always imagined himself wearing something else, something better, something more flattering, and something he saw a woman wearing on the street or in a store. If only he had an unlimited budget to buy women's clothes, he'd buy something by a famous designer. In the way that Julia Roberts was dressed as a beautiful woman in Pretty Woman, he imagined himself dressed to the nth degree with a big brimmed hat and a puffy, full length, fox fur coat.
He could only imagine what Linda would say if he bought himself a fox, fur coat after never buying her one. She'd have a fit. She'd be so mad. She'd drag him out of the house that very minute to buy her a fur at the furrier.
* * * * *
After emptying his closet of women's clothes, he looked at all the clothes that he dumped out of his boxes that were now strewn all over the bed. In the way his tops had fallen with their arms outstretched and their pant legs apart, his empty clothes reminded him of skinny, frail, emaciated women, women who had anorexia and/or bulimia. With his clothes looking much like clothes that the Nazi's stripped from Jewish women and dumped them all in big piles, he was sick to his stomach by the horrific image. One of the best movies he ever saw, sometimes he wished he's never watched Spielberg's Schindler's List.
How could men like that do such horrible things to people who were humans just like them? What if someone did what they did to these innocent women to their wives, girlfriends, sisters, and mothers? How can Germans live with the knowledge that their ancestors were such monsters?
Moreover, every time he sees a Jew driving an Audi, a BMW, a Mercedes, or a Porsche, he doesn't understand the phenomenon. Surely if he were a Jew and the Americans rescued him and his family from certain death, the last thing he'd buy is anything made in Germany. It's not a good enough excuse that the Germans make better automobiles. He'd still buy American.
With so much death, destruction, and evil happening in the world, why should he feel guilty about cross dressing when no one feels guilty about the abhorrent things that they do? When politicians feel guilty about taking bribes and dirty money is when he'll feel guilty about cross dressing. When our elected officials do the job they were voted into power to do is when he'll feel guilty about cross dressing. When America gives minorities the same equal rights under our Constitution and Bill of Rights as Caucasians receive is when he'll feel guilty about cross dressing. God bless America but as a cross dressing man, he doesn't feel very accepted as an American so why should he feel guilty about anything that he does?
* * * * *
He'd love to wear a cute dress but that would mean that he'd have to shave his hairy legs. He looked at all of the cute dresses he's bought over the years and all with the tags still on them and that he's never worn. With him never having shaved his legs before, for the sake of him wearing a dress, it was time he bit the bullet and shaved his hairy legs. With him wanting to go all the way to make himself look more like a woman and with him doing his best to make himself look pretty, it was time that he shaved his legs.
The main reason why he didn't shave his legs before was because he didn't want Linda to know that he was a cross dresser. Now with him emerging from his closet, he didn't care if she knew he's a cross dressers. Besides, he's sure that she already knows that he is. Besides unless he had a body like a professional bodybuilder, how could he go to the beach or tan by the pool with his legs shaved? Yet, with it only being a matter of time before he told her that he enjoys dressing as a woman, he was now ready to step out of his closet. Tired of only cross dressing partway and piecemeal, now was the time for him to go all the way and to be the best dressed woman that he could be.
"God, I'm such a mess," he said looking at his face in the mirror. "Look at those bags under my eyes. I hope I have enough concealer. I'm going to have to pluck my eyebrows and shave my beard a lot closer than this," he said running a slow hand over his stubble.
First things first, he needed to shower and shave.
* * * * *
Showered, shaved, and having shaved his legs with Linda's razor, he sat at her vanity table and in front of her makeup mirror. Linda had so very much makeup but he didn't dare touch any of her things. Instead he had his own makeup case filled with makeup and everything he needed to make himself look pretty. If only he knew how to apply it, he'd look better than how he usually looks. He wished he could sit at a makeup counter and have one of the cosmeticians makeup his face but he didn't dare. Instead, whenever he goes to the big departments, pretending his a bored husband waiting for his wife, he stands at a distance to watch the women making up someone's while hoping to get some helpful tips.
With his makeup applied, his hair styled and his wig arranged on his head as best he could with hairspray and bobby pins, he was ready to pick out his outfit. With him having gained a few pounds, he weeded out the dresses he knew just by looking at them that wouldn't fit him. He used to be a size 10. Last he figured he was a size 12. Now none of his size 12 dresses fit him. It's a good thing he has a couple of size 14 dresses. If he drinks anymore beer than what he does now, he'll be wearing a size 16 dress soon. Struggling to squeeze the dress over his head without ruining his hairstyle, it was then that he realized he should have put the dress on first but afraid of wrinkling it, he thought it made more sense to put the dress on last.
Deciding against wearing pantyhose, he chose thigh high stockings instead. He hated pantyhose and hated the fashion designer who invented them. He hated pantyhose because they denied men a flash of women's panties. Even as a cross dresser, as much as he enjoyed seeing a flash of women's panties, he imagined himself enjoying flashing his panties to a man or to a woman. Only he'd have to make it out of his house and drive himself to the mall first. Something he's yet to do, he's never left his house dressed as a woman.
He put on his padded, blue, 40 C cup bra and shimmied his body into a pair of blue, bikini panties. Then, pulling and tugging, he squeezed himself into body shaping Spanx, before squeezing his fat body in a size 14 dress. Once he zipped his dress, a difficult thing for him to do alone unless he was double jointed, he looked at himself in the mirror. Glad that he waited to paint his fingernail, he would have ruined his manicure when putting on his Spanx. With blue his favorite color, he loved this blue dress that matched the color of his blue nails. The geometric pattern it had was slimming too.
He sat in his chair to fit his size eleven women's blue, high heeled shoes on his size ten feet. The shoes felt tight but he wouldn't be wearing them all day. He could even kick them off while driving to the mall and would only have to wear them when walking through the mall. He had a blue leather pocketbook the same color as his dress and blue leather gloves that matched his handbag. He even had a navy blue raincoat that looked cute with the dress. Once all dressed, it was then that he realized that most times cross dressers were better dressed then real women.
* * * * *
The first time leaving his house dressed as a woman, and with him not wanting any of his neighbors to see him dressed as a woman, he entered the garage through the kitchen door. He sat in his car without opening the garage door and without starting the engine. A real breakthrough for him, since the first time he started dressing as a woman, this is something he's been wanting to do for thirty years, to go out in public dressed as a woman. He turned the mirror towards him so that he could talk to himself.
"I can't believe I'm doing this. I can't believe I'm in my car dressed as a woman and ready to drive to the mall," he said. "Only, it's one thing to be sitting in the car dressed as a woman and ready to drive to the mall but it's quite another thing to actually get out of the car once at the mall. Can I do it? Do I dare do this? I have to do it. Just do it."
A big step for him, this is the first time he's been out of his house dressed as a woman. What if someone he knows sees him dressed as a woman? What if when stuck in traffic or sitting at a red light someone recognizes him?
"Maybe I won't drive to the mall. Maybe I won't get out of the car. Maybe I'll just stay in my car. It will be enough for me to just drive around town," he said to the mirror as if talking to a real person in the car instead of talking to himself. "Only when will I have another chance to do this?"
He feared someone recognizing the car and seeing some strange woman driving his car? 'Then,' he thought, 'upon second look, what if they recognize him dressed as a woman?'
"I'll take the highway. I'll stay on that. With cars whizzing by at 60 miles an hour, no one will even notice me," he said. "If anything, they'll think that I'm a woman."
'Then,' he thought to himself, 'what's the sense of dressing up as a woman if you're not going to be seen by people and seen by someone, another man and/or another woman, so that you can get their opinion on how you look? Maybe he could drive to a mall in another city and walk through a woman's clothing store to see how they'd perceive him.'
Yeah, he could do that. That's what he'll do. He'll drive to another city and walk through their mall.
"I could buy some new clothes and tell the saleswoman that they're for me instead of for my wife which is what I always do," he said the mirror. "Maybe this time I'll buy a size 16 dress and size 11 EEE women's shoes. I could even buy a couple pair of panties."



Suddenly he was excited about going shopping for a new dress, shoes, and panties.
* * * * *
He hit the remote to open his garage door. This is it. This is really it. He was going out in the world dressed as a woman. He couldn't believe he was finally doing this. He couldn't believe after all of these years that he finally had the courage to go out dressed as a woman. Why not? This is his life. As long as he's not hurting anyone, it's really none of anyone's business what he does.
He looked behind them to see if there was anyone there. The coast was clear. It was Sunday, most people weren't even up yet. Except for those people who go to church or walk their dog, most people stay home. He'd only have to drive a few blocks to reach the highway and once on that road, he'll be safe.
He was excited about going to a mall in a distant city. He was excited about going shopping to buy a more comfortable dress, shoes, and panties. He wondered how the shoe salesman would perceive him. Maybe he should shop at a shoe store where he helped himself rather than being fitted.
He was excited about buying panties. He wondered how the saleswoman would think he was a woman buying panties for himself or would guess that he was a man dressed as a woman. He was excited about stepping out of his car dressed as a woman at the mall. He was excited about walking through the mall dressed as a woman. He was excited about going into a store dressed as a woman. Only, as soon as he started backing out of his garage, he heard an unmistakable woman's voice.
"Walter? Is that you? It is you. I don't believe it. Oh, my God. You're a cross dresser. I don't believe you're a cross dresser," said Tiffany.
To be continued...
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Tiffany discovers that her next door neighbor, Walter, is a cross dresser.
"Walter?"
Walter heard a voice that he immediately recognized. Cringing at the sound of her voice when he usually rejoiced at the sound of her voice, he was already turning a bright red in anticipation of her seeing him and him seeing her. Never thinking that he wouldn't even get out of his house with someone seeing him, he wished he was dead. In a neighborhood where no one is out and about unless they're walking their dog or late for work, he couldn't believe he's already busted.
"Is that you?"
As if he was caught stealing he turned to face his neighbor to give her an embarrassed smile.
"It is you. I don't believe it. I nearly didn't recognize you," she said leaning down to his car window to practically stick her pretty face inside of his car. "Something tells me that you're not dressed for Halloween," she said with a laugh while looking at his wig, his makeup, and his dress.
"Hi Tiffany," he said wishing he was dead again.
"Hi Walter," she said. "What's ya doin'?"
"Um, just going for a ride," he said.
"My God," she said with a laugh as if she hadn't noticed. "Correct me if I'm wrong but are you a cross dresser?" When he didn't answer her, she made her own assumption based on the obvious facts that he was wearing a wig, makeup, and a dress. "You're a cross dresser. I don't believe you're a cross dresser," she said. "Cute dress," she said with a laugh.
When he looked out his car window at her, he couldn't believe Tiffany, his best friend's wife, the imagined love of his life, was standing there with the same shocked look on her face that he had on his face. With him so very excited and with today starting out as the best day of his life, he was ready to go out in the world for the first time while dressed as a woman. He was all set to hit a mall a few towns away to shop for panties and shoes. Now the worst day of his life, instantly he was depressed?
He suddenly felt in the way that Charles Dickens must have felt when he wrote the Tale of Two Cities. "It was the best of times. It was the worst of times." Only in his case, 'It was the best of days. It was the worst of days.' With him sitting in his car dressed as a woman, what can he possibly say to her to change her mind from thinking that there's something seriously wrong with him?
No doubt about it. For him to want to dress up as a woman, there is something seriously wrong with him. Only he can't help himself. As if turning on a comfort switch, he feels so much better when wearing women's clothes. He feels human when dressed as a woman. He feels as if he's finally being true to himself when wearing women's clothes.
Yet, with Tiffany seeing him dressed as a woman, the one person he didn't want to know that he crossed dressed, he was humiliated. With his head already hung down in shame, he'll never be able to look her in the eye again. Now, whatever sexual fantasies, hopes, and sexual desires he had of her were not only tainted by him being a cross dresser but also by her knowing that he's a cross dresser.
If only she could have found out his secret after they had sex, he'd wouldn't so mind her finding out that he cross dresses. Only, who is he kidding? Someone who looks like her would never have sex with someone who looks like him, especially now that she knows that he's crazy. Then, when she tells her husband, Bill would no longer think of him as a friend but as some deranged lunatic who enjoys parading around while wearing women's clothes.
He was done. He was finished. He'll be the talk of the town. He'll be fired from his job. He'll have to move. He'll have to kill himself. Maybe he can just make up a story and tell her that the reason why he's dressed as a woman is because he's working undercover for the CIA, the FBI, or Homeland Security. Nah, with Bill a police officer, no doubt he could easily reach out to verify and uncover that lie with all the contacts he knows and the connections he has in law enforcement.
"Oh God. I'm so embarrassed," he said looking from the fantasy love of his life to look down at himself in shame. "My first time out of my house dressed as a woman, I wanted to go for a ride while wearing women's clothes," he said feeling like such a shit instead of feeling like the pretty woman he was when he started backing out of his driveway. "I was hoping to go to the mall a few towns over to buy some panties and perhaps a pair of shoes," he said.
Taking a step back and putting a hand on her hip as if she was holding a hairbrush, she looked at him as if she was a hair and makeup artist instead of his next door, hot neighbor.
"Actually with a better hairstyle and better application of your makeup, you wouldn't be such a bad looking woman. With your small features, I could actually make you look pretty. I've seen strippers who were born female who look worse than you do," she said with a laugh.
Of all the people to bump into, he couldn't believe he ran into Tiffany not ten feet from his house.
"I was hoping that no one would see me," he said. "I'm so very embarrassed with you, of all people, knowing my dirty, little sexual secret."
She patted his shoulder and gave him a look of sympathy as if giving him her condolences for the old Walter who had died when he donned a dress. No longer wanting to hide himself anymore, with nothing left to be embarrassed about, Walter stepped from his car to give her the full treatment of him dressed as a woman. Ready to flee and run in his house and hide there forever, he turned as if he was a ballerina, bowed as if he was a princess curtseying to the queen, and smiled while wishing he was her lover. Yet, now that all was lost, he was doomed to live in shame forever.
"You're embarrassed? Walter, c'mon, seriously. You're talking to a woman who used to strip off her clothes while dancing around a pole for a living," she said shaking her head.
With her telling him things and feeling that he never knew about her, he looked at her with new insight into how she felt about stripping.
"Stripping must have been hard for you," he said while hoping to find a common ground.
She looked at him, rolled her eyes, and sighed.
"You have no idea," she said. "I'm embarrassed whenever I see some fool in the supermarket who recognizes me as Crystal, my stripping stage name, and who looks at me as if I'm standing there naked with a pole between my legs. Trust me, there ain't no secrets that you can tell me that I haven't heard already," she said waving her manicured finger in his face.
He looked at her with shame, while shockingly enough, she looked at him with sexual excitement. He wondered what that was about. Was she sexually turned on by him or with him cross dressing? Maybe she has a kinky, hot side that he doesn't know about.
"Please don't tell Bill. I'm embarrassed enough already," he said hanging his head in humiliation. "I don't want to lose him as a friend."
She made a face as if she had just eaten a bug.
"Don't be silly," said Tiffany. "My very best, special friend, Stephen, also known as Stephanie, an old lover of mine, was a cross dresser," she said waving a hand of understanding. "We had a thing going for a couple of years a lifetime ago and I told Bill about him when I asked him to dress up as a woman for me."
"Wait, you asked Bill, big, bad Bill, to dress as a woman?"
"I did," she said laughing.
Walter looked at her with shocked surprise. He imagined Bill looking much like Lurch of the Addams Family while wearing a dress. He imagined his friend looking much like Herman Munster of the Munster's while wearing a wig, makeup, and high heels. He' imagined Bill looking like Rob Gronkowski, Gronk, the 6'5", The Terminator, the 260 pound, star tight end of the New England Patriots looking ridiculous while wearing a dress."
"Bill dressed as a woman?" He was stunned. He couldn't believe it. With his squared off Marine Corps drill sergeant type jaw, he couldn't even imagine how strange Bill would look dressed as a woman. "Bill's a cross dresser too?"
She made that face again as if she had swallowed another bug.
"Bill? A cross dresser? Let's be serious Walter. With Bill all man, a man's man, and a macho man, Bill wouldn't so much as use my pink, hair brush or put on my pink, rubber gloves, never mind him wearing my clothes," she said with a loud laugh.
Suddenly the image of Tiffany standing at the sink while wearing nothing but her pink, rubber gloves filled his horny brain. He could clearly see her tits as if she was standing before him topless. Damn, she had such a spectacular body and such perfect breasts.
"So tell me more about your cross dressing friend."
She smiled at him as if she was remembering him. She smiled at him as if he was there with her now. She smiled at him as if suddenly shared a secret with a girlfriend.
"Being that you shared your cross dressing secret with me, I'll share my sexy secret with you," she said pausing to look at his reaction to her telling him a sexy secret.
He could only imagine what kind of sexy secret a stripper would have.
"Okay," he said. "I like hearing sexy secrets."
He imagined her into group sex. He imagined her having sex with a woman. He imagined her blindfolded and tied to the bed in the way that he blindfolded and tied his wife to the bed. He imagined her being into tickling, spanking, or golden showers.
"You must promise you won't laugh or judge me if I tell you my sexy secret," she said.
As if standing in a courtroom while being sworn in, Walter raised his right hand.
"I promise not to laugh or to judge you," he said while eager to hear Tiffany's sexy secret.
She paused while looking at him. Seemingly in the way she looked so nervous telling him what she was about to tell him, this must be some kind of sexy secret.
"I haven't even told this to Bill," she said.
Now he really couldn't wait to hear her sexy secret.
"You can tell me. Your sexy secret is safe with me. I promise not to tell anyone your sexy secret, Tiffany," said Walter.
He wondered if her sexy secret had something to do with the pink, rubber gloves she wears when washing those few, delicate items that aren't dishwasher safe.
"He used to enjoy having sex with me while he was dressed as a woman," she said looking at him to see how her sexy secret was received before continuing. When she was seemingly satisfied that he wouldn't laugh and/or judge her, she continued. "I had a thing for having sex with a man who more looked like a woman than he did a man," she said.
"Wow," said Walter while imagining Tiffany having sex with him when he was dressed as a woman.
His sexual fantasy come true, not only would he want to have sex with Tiffany but also he'd love to have sex with Tiffany while dressed as a woman.
"Who knows, with me never having sex or wanting to have sex with a woman, maybe I have lesbian tendencies. Maybe I'm a closet lesbian," said Tiffany. "I associated with plenty of strippers who were lesbians. If only some of those horny men knew that the stripper they were watching undress would rather lick a pussy than suck a cock, I wonder what they'd say."
Not only did the love of his life have sex with a cross dresser while he was dressed as a woman but also she has a thing for having sex with a man who looks more like a woman. He couldn't believe it. He couldn't have scripted this any better than if he wrote it himself.
"Definitely, they'd want their dollars back," said Walter with a laugh.
What? This is so totally bizarre. Tiffany had a cross dressing lover named Stephen who went as Stephanie? She enjoyed having sex with a man who looked more like a woman? Get outta town. Fuck me. Maybe there's hope for him having sex with her after all.
Unfortunately, immediately bursting his bubble of hope, the only problem he had between him having his wicked sexual way with Tiffany while he was dressed as a woman is Bill, a man about 6'4" tall and weighing about 260 pounds. Walter may look, which he's done plenty of times before while watching Tiffany cleaning her kitchen in her sexy nightgown, her little barely there bathrobe, and now naked except for her pink, rubber gloves but he'd never, ever touch the wife of his best friend, a man who wears a badge and carries a gun for a living.
"Do you have a name?"
As if telling her his secret identity, he smiled at the thought of sharing his secret, sexy, woman's name with Tiffany.
"Wendy. I go by Wendy whenever I'm cross dressing," he said. "I've always liked that name for some reason. Not knowing anyone named Wendy, except for the redhead from Wendy's restaurant, I don't know why I like that name, I just do. Besides being that it begins with a W and has two syllables, it's a name that's similar to Walter...Wendy, Walter, Walter, Wendy."
With his eyes wide open while staring at her with her eyes suddenly shut closed, she took a step forward and kissed him. She didn't kiss him on his forehead or on his cheek, but she kissed him on the lips. Albeit just a peck, she kissed him. Always wondering what it would feel like for his lips to touch her lips, he couldn't believe that Tiffany kissed him nonetheless.
"You're sweet," she said. "Okay, here goes. I'm going to tell you my sexy secret," she said taking a big breath.
He touched her hand before squeezing her hand.
"Trust me, you'll feel better sharing your sexy secret with someone," he said while imagining Tiffany being tied to his bed blindfolded, him peeing on her, him tickling her, or her over his knee while he spanked her shapely ass red.
While returning the squeeze of her hand with the squeeze of his hand, she looked at him and smiled.
"For some strange reason, if I have any fetish at all, I can't control myself around cross dressers. For some strange reason, I've been sexually attracted to them for as long I can remember," she said letting go of his hand to clutch her breasts with both hands in the way that he wished he was feeling her big tits with his two hands.
What? Huh? She can't control herself around cross dressers? And with him standing there wearing a wig, makeup, and a dress, are you kidding me? Does that mean what he thinks it means? In the way she had a sexual affair with a cross dresser, is she thinking about having a sexual affair with him now too? Only, suddenly thinking of Quentin Tarantino's movie, Kill Bill, he'd have to find a way to kill Bill first," he thought.
Quickly he moved from sanity to lunacy to before returning to his senses. He could never kill Bill. Bill was his best friend. Maybe he'd just club him over the head hard enough for him to have brain damage and not remember that he's married to Tiffany while thinking that Walter is.
"I'm sorry, please forgive me Tiffany and I hope you don't take this the wrong way but suddenly I imagine you stripping off all of your clothes to give me hot sex. I apologize for having such inappropriate thoughts about your naked body. Please forgive me. Yet, with that out of the way, I'm just curious," said Walter as Wendy.
He looked at her as if she was standing there naked when she was wearing a bathrobe over one of her sexy nightgowns.
"What are you curious about Walter? Sorry. I mean Wendy," said Tiffany.
"When you said that you're unable to control yourself around cross dressers, exactly what did you mean by you being unable to control yourself around a cross dresser?"
Giving him a look that curled his pubic hair, she gave him a sexy look that he only imagined her giving him in his sexual fantasies of her while imagining her naked and having hot sex with him.
"Lemme put it this way Wendy. In the way of 'it is what it is,' well 'it is isn't always what it is.' Helter-skelter, topsy-turvy, Humpty-Dumpty, inside out and right side in, I like things that aren't always what they appear to be," she said. "Give me puzzles and riddles to boring facts and information any day. I prefer playing impromptu games than to adhere to rules and following a routine," she said. "Right up my alley, cross dressers are fun and cops are not."
In the way he confessed his internal, sexual, secret self by being dressed as a woman, she was confessing her internal, sexual, secret self by allowing him a glimpse in her personal life. He's known this woman for six years and except for her gorgeous outside appearance, he never had a glimpse of the real Tiffany until now. He couldn't believe all that she was saying. He couldn't believe the personal things she was sharing with him. If he knew that it would take him to dress up as a woman to get to know Tiffany better, he would have exposed himself as a cross dresser years ago by parading around in front of her dressed as a woman.
"Thank you for answering my question but I still don't fully understand how you're unable to control yourself around a cross dresser?"
He needed her to spell it out for him in black and white so that he wouldn't pay the price of initiating an extramarital affair with a married woman. He needed her to spell it out for him in black and white so that he wouldn't pay the deadly price of initiating an extramarital affair with a woman who's married to a big, bad cop. She looked at him in the way he imagined her looking at him if she wanted to suck him. She looked at him in the way he imagined her looking at him if she wanted to fuck him. She looked at him in the way he imagined her looking at him when she was ready for sex.
"My favorite candy is one that has bittersweet chocolate. I love the sweet with the bitter taste just as I love making out with a man who's dressed as a woman. My favorite Chinese food dish is sweet and sour chicken. I love finding that hard surprise between the legs of a man who's dressed like a woman when we get right down to business," she said holding her hand by his crotch and leaving it there until he developed a throbbing erection.
He looked at her with confusion while she looked at him with sexual arousal. He couldn't believe that Tiffany wasn't offended that he was a cross dresser. He couldn't believe she had a sexual affair with a man who was a cross dresser. He couldn't believe her thing was to have sex with a man while he was dressed as a woman. He couldn't believe that she was holding her palm against his emerging erection. Then, when he looked down after she removed her hand from his bulging penis, giving proof positive that he wasn't a woman but a man, he couldn't believe his erection showed through his dress.
"What about Bill?"
If ever Bill discovered him having sex with Tiffany, he imagined his friend beating him senseless and being tasered before being shot and arrested for resisting arrest.
"What about Bill?" She gave him an unconcerned look. "Newsflash. You probably don't know this, Wendy, but Bill..." she said pausing for effect, "would much rather have sex with Linda than to have sex with me."
Walter couldn't believe what he was hearing. In the way that he wants to have sex with Tiffany he couldn't believe that Bill wants to have sex with Linda. No way! Are you kidding me? Oh my God! Why would Bill want Linda over Tiffany?
"I don't believe it," he said. "Bill would rather have sex with Linda, my middle-age housewife, over having sex with you, a hot, young, black, ex-stripper? My God, what is wrong with this picture?"
Walter shook his head in disbelief while looking at Tiffany as if she was kidding or lying to him.
"Yes, Bill has been lusting over Linda for years. Every time she's in the garden digging up the ground, planting her vegetables, or harvesting them, he watches her through his binoculars while masturbating himself. Linda as inadvertently or deliberately, I don't know which, given my husband plenty of down blouses of her cleavage and bra and plenty of up skirts of her panties," said Tiffany.



Tiffany looked at him with sadness, obviously that her husband would rather have Linda than her.
"Tell me the truth Tiffany. I can take it. I go way back with Bill. I've known him for twenty years. What's wrong with him? Has he lost his mind? Does he have PTSS from being a cop too long?"
She looked at him with rejection. She looked at him with sad eyes. She looked at him as if she was about to cry.
"Bill is still of sound mind," she said. "Hot and heavy for a while, it's no secret that Bill is in love with your wife. Bill would rather spend the rest of his days with her than with me," she said looking at him with hurt and rejection and looking again as if she was about to cry.
Oh my God! Walter's mind was reeling. He wanted to hold her. He wanted to comfort her. He wanted to offer her his shoulder, his hands, his mouth, his tongue, and his cock.
His dream come true, if he heard her right and understood her correctly, Tiffany wants to have sex with him. His sexual fantasy come true, Tiffany wants to have sex with him dressed as a woman. With him in love with Tiffany and with Tiffany seemingly interested in him because he's a cross dresser, his longtime sexual desire come true, Walter is in love with Linda.
This scenario couldn't be any better than if he wrote it in a story himself. Only, this was no story. This wasn't some fictionally portrayal of imaginary events. This was his life or the life that he so wanted with her instead of with Linda. Suddenly he imagined inviting Bill and Tiffany to his house. Suddenly, with them having sex in separate rooms, he imagined Bill having sex with Linda while he had sex with Tiffany. Suddenly, he imagined them swapping not only wives but houses too.
"So, what are you saying Tiffany?"
She gave him that sexy smile again.
"I'm saying come inside my house and give me sex. I'm horny. I'm sexually frustrated. With Bill working nights and sleeping days, I need to feel a man between my legs and there ain't no better man who can make me cum than a cross dressing man."
To be continued...
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With both sharing the same sexual fantasy, Tiffany wants to have sex with a cross dressing man dressed as a woman and Walter wants to have sex with a woman while dressed as Wendy.
Give her sex? He couldn't believe what he was hearing coming out of Tiffany's mouth. As if she was his puppet and he was her marionette, she wants him to give her sex. As if he had hypnotized her and she was under hypnosis, she was saying all of the things that he imagined her saying in his wildest and most wicked sexual fantasies.
There ain't no better man who can make her cum than a cross dressing man. Is that what she said? He didn't imagine her saying that, did he? She did say that, right? Yet, with him not wanting to risk a beating, an arrest, or certain death, he needed to ask her the question.
"Are you sure this is okay with Bill?"
Wanting to make sure she wasn't teasing him, leading him on, and/or lying to him, he looked at her while trying to read her. He needed to know that he had her husband permission to have sex with his wife.
"Bill would be tickled pink that you took my black ass off of his hands," she said with a melodious albeit a sad, little laugh. "He's been lusting over her, spying on her, and masturbating over the thoughts of seeing Linda naked and having sex with her naked body, ever since we moved in next door six years ago," she paused to see what impact her confession had on him before continuing. "Bill would have no problem with you sexually satisfying my black body as long as he can be with Linda's snow white, nearly virginal ass."
Walter couldn't believe this was happening. Tiffany wants him to give her sex. Tiffany wants him to have sex with her while he's dressed as a woman. Yet, even more unbelievable than that, Walter wants to have sex with Linda. How perfect is this?
"I'm stunned Tiffany," he said.
Tiffany rolled her eyes and took him by the hand.
"Well stun your white ass inside my house before someone else sees you dressed as a woman," said Tiffany. "We can't have the whole neighborhood talkin' about you as if you're some crazy, ass fool who's lost his mind."
The car keys that Walter held in his hand forced him to remember his car parked half outside his garage.
"Just let me put my car in the garage," he said. "I'll be there in a minute."
Walter opened his car door, got in, and sat in his car for a minute to wrap his head around all that just happened. With him never, ever alone with Tiffany before, he suspected that the reason why she invited him in her house was because he was about to have sex with her. Thinking better of why someone who looks like her would want to have sex with someone how looks like him, maybe it was a trap. Maybe she needed him as a complicit conspirator in her divorce. Maybe she was setting him up and using him to make her husband jealous and to take her husband down.
Now, suspecting that he didn't, he wondered if Bill really wanted Linda or if Tiffany was just making that up to get him in her house under the false pretenses of having sex with her. With him suddenly believing her to be filled with deception and deceit, oh the tangled web of lies that an ex-stripper can weave. Wanting to believe everything she said, he didn't know what to believe. Yet, what did it matter if she was lying or not? She just told him that she wants to have sex with him. Moreover, she wants to have sex with him dressed as a woman.
Only, if she was lying and was cheating on Bill with him, Bill would kill him. He needed to know if she was telling the truth before he could have sex with her. He needed to know that having sex with her behind his friend's back wouldn't jeopardize his friendship. He parked his car and closed the garage door before heading for Bill and Tiffany's house. As he walked up the front steps, he noticed her front door was open a crack. As soon as he put his hand to the knob to push open the door, he heard her sexy voice.
"Come in Walter. The door's open," she said.
As soon as he stepped in his best friend's house and walked down the long hall from the back door to the front door, when he turned to his right to peek in the living room where her voice emanated from, he saw Tiffany standing in her living room. Standing in front of the fireplace with the drapes pulled across the big bay window, she was standing there naked. As if she was getting ready to clean her kitchen again, Tiffany was naked. Shocking the shit out of him, he couldn't believe she was naked. If he didn't believe she was naked when she was cleaning her kitchen last night, here she is naked again now. He couldn't believe he was so up close and personal with her beautiful, black body.
"My God Tiffany. Better looking than Beyoncé and with a shapelier body than Kim Kardashian and/or Halle Berry, you're so beautiful," he said.
She smiled a sexy smile that he imagined her smiling at her customers when she was stripping off her clothes while dancing around a pole to entice them to deposit a one, five, ten, or twenty dollar bill in her G-string.
"I know this isn't the first time you've seen my black body," she said acting so coyly innocent. "I've seen the red light from your cigarette piercing through the darkness like a firefly in the night. I know you've been sitting in your chair in the dark while watching me. Tell me," she said pausing to strike a sexy pose. "Did you like what you saw then? Do you like what you see now?"
Was she sexually turned on that he had been watching her or was she angry that he had been peeping on her? He didn't know. He couldn't tell. Busted again, if she was angry with him for peeping on her, he'd be so upset. If she was sexually turned on that he was watching her, he'd be so happy.
"One night," he said admitting to spying on her one night instead of peeping on her every night. "I, um, just couldn't sleep and stayed up late to have a drink and a cigarette. I, um, really didn't notice you," he said lying while playing it safe.
He needed to know how she was feeling about him watching her before he could respond in kind. Then, she gave him a sexy smile that told him that she was playing with him.
"Tell me and be honest, did I sexually excite you enough when I donned my pink, rubber gloves to wash my glassware in the sink? Tell me and be honest, did I sexually excite you enough for you to sexually lust over me when I was cleaning my kitchen in my short, sexy, and low cut nightgowns? Tell me and be honest, did I sexually excite you enough for you to remove your cock from your pants and stroke yourself when I was cleaning my kitchen in my barely there bathrobe? Tell me and be honest, did I sexually excite you enough for you to masturbate yourself when I stood in front of my kitchen window and slowly removed my bathrobe to show you my naked body?"
Walter stared at her beautiful face before he stared at her big, beautiful, black tits. He stared at her dark brown, round areolas and her black erect nipples. He stared at her shaved black pussy and he stared at her shapely black ass. He couldn't wait to tap her big, shapely, round, firm, sexy, black ass.
Only when did she shave her pussy? She had a patch of black, curly hair there last night. She must have shaved herself this morning. He couldn't wait to lick her. He couldn't wait to feel how baby soft her pussy is. He couldn't wait to finger fuck her pussy while rubbing her clit and fingering her nipples. He couldn't wait to make love to her and her pussy before fucking her and her pussy.
He wondered about her catching him just backing out of his garage. Maybe in the way he's always watching for her to make an appearance in her kitchen, she always watching for him to leave his house. If that's the case then he doesn't mind being trapped in her sexy, spider web. If that's the case than he doesn't mind being watched by her.
"I loved all that I saw of you then and all that I'm seeing of you now Tiffany," he said. "Yes, you excited me enough for me to sexually lust over you, for me to remove my cock from my pants, and for me to masturbate over the naked sight of you."
She gave him a smile that dizzied his brain, melted his heart, and hardened his cock.
"Then come over here and show me how much you love what you see," she said turning more to the side so that he could see the roundness of her fabulous ass and the spherical protrusion of her big tits.
Immediately Walter reached behind him to unzip his dress.
"Just let me get out of this dress," he said.
She looked at him horrified that he wanted to remove his clothes.
"Wait," she said holding up her hand as if she was Dianna Ross of the Supremes while singing, 'Stop in the Name of Love.' "Don't you be taking off them clothes. Just reach beneath your dress and remove your panties. You are wearing panties, right?"
He couldn't believe this was happening to him. His fantasy woman has a thing for cross dressers. With them sharing the same sexual fantasy, his dream woman wants to have sex with him while he's dressed as a woman. What are the odds of that? Moreover, getting even better, her husband is in love with his wife. What are the odds of that? Too good to be true, Walter couldn't believe his luck.
"Yes, I'm wearing panties. Being that I have a panty and shoe fetish I wouldn't leave the house without my panties and high heel shoes," he said.
"Perfect," she said. "You must show me your collection of panties and shoes some time. If you show me your panty and shoe collection, I'll show you my collection of stripper clothes," she said with a laugh obviously at what she was about to say next. "I'd love to dress you up to look like Cher or Madonna. That would be so hot for me to imagine having sex with Cher and/or Madonna while knowing that I was really having sex with a man dressed as a woman, a celebrity woman."
"I'd like that too," he said. "I've always liked both Cher and Madonna. What about my wig? Should I remove my wig?"
She laughed.
"Is that what that is, a wig? I'm glad that's not your real hair baby. That would be nasty if that was a comb over shaped as a wig," she said laughing. "I'm going to have to show you how to style your wig and fix your make up too," she said. "Now get your white ass over here and give me a big, wet kiss. Mama needs some sweet lovin'."
As if time slowed, as if he was dreaming all of this, Walter walked across the room to Tiffany. With his eyes and brain filled with her naked body, he couldn't believe he was in the same room with his best friend's, naked wife. Then, as soon as he thought of Bill, as if a needle going across a record, his lust for Tiffany came for a quick halt.
"Are you sure this is okay with Bill, us having sex?"
She rolled her eyes again and let out a big sigh of exasperation.
"Trust me, Walter, as long as you can convince your wife to have sex with my man, we're good," she said. "The only fly in the ointment in the way that I see it is that Linda may not want to have an extramarital affair with Bill. With her being a holy roller, a goodie-too-shoes, and a religious, church going woman, I perceive her as a woman who'd never have sex with anyone but your white ass," said Tiffany with a laugh.
While thinking of Jim, Henry, and Tom having sex with his wife, he thought of the three men pounding her pussy and giving her orgasms with their fingers, their mouths, and their cocks. He thought about Linda sucking his three friends' cocks and his three friends cumming in her mouth. Walter laughed at the thought of Linda swallowing three loads of cum while Tiffany thought of his wife as a holy roller, a goodie-too-shoes, and a religious, church going woman.
"Holy roller? Goodie-too-shoes? The only thing you got right is that Linda goes to church every Sunday but trust me, just as she's no religious church woman, she's no virgin," he said beaming her a smile. "Just last night she had group sex with Jim, Henry, and Tom."
Tiffany looked at him stunned, as stunned as a naked black woman can look at a middle-aged, cross dressing man staring at her with lust.
"What? Seriously? Group sex?" She laughed. "Linda is fucking every one of your friends and you don't invite my man to the party? What's wrong with you fool?"
Pushing out her hip in the way that only a black diva can do, she put a hand to hand to her hip and stared at him with a silent 'Ah huh'.
"I meant no disrespect in not including Bill in Linda's little sexual orgy and I would have invited him had I known he was interested in getting with Linda,' said Walter. "Yet with Bill married to someone who looks like you, a Nubian Princess, why on Earth would he ever want someone who looks like Linda when he already has someone who looks like you?"
As if he was right on the money and he surely was, she gave him that 'Ah huh', look again.
"Because she's white and I'm black. What they say about once going black, you never go back, is not true in the case of Bill. Now that he's had chocolate, he has a craving for vanilla again," she said.
Walter looked at her with shocked confusion. If his role was reversed, just as he couldn't wait to leave Linda for Tiffany, he'd never leave Tiffany for Linda.
"I don't understand Tiffany. If I had someone like you in my life, a beautiful black woman, once I went black, I'd never, ever go back. I'd never crave vanilla ever again when I had your creamy, chocolate creation," he said.
Star struck with her standing there naked, he couldn't wait to touch her. He couldn't wait to hold her in his arms while kissing her. He couldn't wait to have sex with her shapely, black ass. Only, in case Tiffany was lying to him, enticing him, and teasing him under false pretenses, he needed to know the real reason behind his sexual fantasy coming true. Moreover, he needed to know that Bill was okay with him having sex with his wife.
"Bill loved my black ass because I worked as a stripper. Bill loved my black ass because I showed my sexy, black body to men and he got off on watching other men watching me strip off my clothes," she said. "Bill loved my black ass because he thought that I was a slut and a whore and would have swinging sex with him, with other men, and with women in the swinging lifestyle."
Walter looked at Tiffany with new insight into her marriage to Bill. It turns out his friend was as much as a pervert with wanting Tiffany to have sex with other men as he was a pervert with wanting Linda to have sex with other men too.
"I see," said Walter suddenly feeling bad for Tiffany.
He looked at her with sympathy and she looked at him with sexual arousal.
"Only, I'm not a slut or a whore. I danced because I needed the money. I danced because stripping was the only good paying job I could get as a black woman without a college education. Men gave me what I wanted, money, and I gave men what they wanted, a look at my naked body. Only, I never gave any of those animals sex," she said with anger.
Wanting to hug her and comfort her, while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples, of course, Walter looked at her a renew understanding of who she was as a proud, black woman.
"I see," said Walter not knowing what else to say.
He looked at her with sympathy and she looked at him with anger.
"No, I don't think you do see. All you men are alike. Just because I worked as a stripper doesn't mean that I was a whore. I never worked the VIP room. I danced to music and hugged the pole while stripping off my clothes and then I went home. The first and only man I ever dated who knew that I was a stripper was Bill and I only dated him because he was a cop. He was nice to me. He treated me with respect in the beginning. He made me feel safe," she said.
Wow, so different that he imagine her being, in turns out that she's a nice woman with a good heart.
"Then, I don't understand. Why me, Tiffany?"
No doubt, her wanting him sexually has to do with him dressing as a woman. No doubt, with them sharing the same sexual fantasy of him wanting to have sex with a woman while dressed as a woman and her wanting to have sex with a man who's dressed like a woman, it's a win/win situation. Why question it? Just do it.
"I've been watching you and how you relate to people. Loving and kind with a good sense of humor, you're a good person Walter. We're friends. We get along. I like how you look at me. You look at me with love instead of only sex," she said stepping closer to him.
She kissed him, really kissed him, French kissed him. Walter couldn't believe Tiffany was French kissing him.
"Wow," he said after he kiss. "Two firsts for me. My first time kissing a black woman and I've never been kissed like that before."
She smiled as if he had just complimented her and he had.
"Get used to it Baby 'cause I plan on taking you 'round the world while I rock your world, Sugar. Let's get more comfortable in the bedroom," she said escorting him down the hall.
His dream come true only he was reluctant to take the next sexual step with her until he had the assurance that him having sex with Bill's wife was okay with him.
"Wait, I don't know about his Tiffany. Bill is half a foot taller than me, outweighs me by 80 pounds, and is licensed to carry a gun," said Walter.
"Allow me to put your mind at rest," she said picking up her cell phone. "Hi Baby. Listen, Walter is here with me. Yes, I'm naked, of course I'm naked`," she said laughing. "I'm about to make all of his dreams come true," she said with a sexy, dirty laugh. "When you come home tonight, I want you to go next door instead of coming home here. Yes, take a shower at the precinct. Walter will give Linda a heads up that you're coming over. Here's Walter."
Walter nervously accepted the phone from Tiffany.
"Hello?"
"Hi Walter."
"Hi Bill."
"Thank you so very much for taking Tiffany off my hands. I need a break. Tiffany is insatiable. It was fun in the beginning but I'm too old and too tired to keep up with her," he said. "I don't know if Tiff told you but to be honest, I've always had a thing for Linda. Is it all arranged with Linda?"
"I'm going to call her right now to let her know you'll coming over, only she won't be home from her sister's until tomorrow," said Walter.
"That's okay. You have a good time with my wife tonight and I'll have a good time with your wife tomorrow night," said Bill. "Gotta go. I'm busy fighting crime and keeping everyone safe. Bye Walter."
"Bye Bill," he said handing the cell phone to Tiffany. "I don't believe this. Having sex with you is my dream come true."
"Do you feel better now Sugar?"
"I do," he said.
"Then get over here and kiss me," said Tiffany.
To be continued...
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Walter shares his fetish for women's panties with Tiffany after having sex with her.
Never wanting to let her go, Walter remained in bed with the love of his life, 30-something-year-old Tiffany. With him suddenly a player, the big man on campus, and the Don Juan lover of a man, albeit a man in a dress and wig while wearing makeup, he had a big ass smile on his face. He had just had sex with Tiffany. A marathon of sweating, humping, screaming loud, nearly having a heart attack type of sex, he couldn't believe he just had sex with Tiffany. With him cumming in her pussy and again in her mouth, and with her ready to go again, he couldn't remember the last time he ejaculated twice in a day unless he was masturbating himself morning and night.
"Wait Tiffany. Time out. I need a break," said Walter huffing and puffing while checking his pulse and wishing he had 911 on his speed dial in case he was having a heart attack.
Never did he think his 48-year-old, out of shape body would experience making love to not only a much younger woman but also to a beautiful, black woman. With black men lusting over blonde, pretty women in the way that O. J. Simpson lusted over, romanced, and seduced Nicole Brown before she became his wife, a rare phenomenon, seldom does a black woman want to have sex with a white man. Of course, it's much more tempting if that black man is a rich athlete but normally, unless they're curious about having sex with a black cock, white women stay with white men. In the way that white men want to have sex with black women, black women are more apt to stay within their own race too.
Going back to the days of slaves and slavery, it's always been the white men who wanted to sample the forbidden fruits of black women. In the way that so very many black rapists who've forced themselves on white women, it's always been black women who've been forced to have sex with white men. Whether milk chocolate or dark chocolate in a black and white mixture of arms and legs with a black cherry on top, as far as Walter was concerned, indeed, bedding Tiffany was a real prize but was she a bittersweet one? In Walter's case, perhaps in the future he needed to be more careful what he wished for because he may just get what he wished for and what he wished for in having sex with Tiffany now, he got in spades, no pun intended.
* * * * *
With his dress disheveled and his lipstick smeared all over his face and all over Tiffany's beautiful face, her big tits, and her shaved pussy, Walter was the happiest he's ever been in such a very long time. His dream come true to make love to Tiffany, it's long been his erotic, sexual fantasy to make love to a woman while dressed as a woman. He's wanted to experience making love to a woman while dressed as a woman ever since he dressed in his sister's and mother's clothes when he was 18-years-old.
"I love the sensation of kissing you while you're wearing lipstick Walter. Put on more lipstick so that I can kiss it off again," said Tiffany.
She was getting into having sex with Walter dressed as a woman as much as he was getting into have sex with Tiffany while he was dressed as a woman. Strangely enough, with her wanting to make love to man dressed as a woman in the way that he wanted to make love to a woman while he was dressed as a woman, the fact that they shared the same, sexual fantasy is beyond belief. Astronomical, no doubt, but what are the odds of that? If only Bill knew what he was missing in not dressing as a woman for the sake of having hot sex with his wife, maybe he'd readily agree to dress as a woman. If only Bill knew the two hour, hot and heavy sexual session he just had with Tiffany, perhaps he'd be enticed to dress as a woman too.
Only, Bill was the reason why Walter was in bed with Tiffany. In the way that Walter was now feeling too, Bill was too old to keep up with Tiffany, and always feeling tired too tired for sex. Fun in the beginning, Bill's already admitted that his wife is too much of a sexual, wildcat of a woman for him. With Bill married to Tiffany for six years, even he couldn't imagine having a steady diet of two hour sex day after day, week after week, month after month, and year after year.
If Walter having a two hour sexual session with Tiffany is any indication of what she's like all the time when naked and in bed, then she may be too much women for him too. She may be too much woman for any older man unless he's in as good of a physical condition as Lance Armstrong. No doubt, any man who wanted to be with Tiffany sexually needed to dope his blood, take steroids, HGH, and an overdose of Viagra or Cialis.
"Hurry! I need another injection of doped blood. Give me another injection of anabolic steroids mixed with human growth hormone and another cocktail of Viagra and Cialis. Tiffany wants to cum again," imagined Walter saying to an assistant charged with doping his blood, take steroids, and take an overdose of Viagra or Cialis.
* * * * *
"If I had a cigarette, I'd smoke it," said Walter.
"There's no smoking in my house," said Tiffany not scolding him and not saying that in a confrontational voice but just telling him her preference.
Able to take it or leave it, he really didn't smoke. Just, sometimes, occasionally, he needed a cigarette and, understandably, this was one of those times.
"It's okay, Tiff," he said.
Seemingly now that he ejaculated cum in her pussy and in her mouth, it was okay for him to call her Tiff, the pet name that Bill always called his wife, instead of Tiffany. Nonetheless, by the look on her face in not wanting to hurt Walter's feelings with him a guest in her house and more than that, an invited sexual guest in her bedroom too, she seemingly felt compelled to explain her reasons for having a no smoking rule in her home. Just a personal choice for most people who are non-smokers, it was more than merely that with Tiffany.
"After coming home every night smelling like cigarettes and beer, if I never smell another cigarette and another beer, I'll be a happy woman." She looked at Walter. "If you want to always make me a happy woman, never smell of cigarettes and/or beer."
Never wanting to make her an unhappy woman in the way that he was always making Linda an unhappy woman, he readily answered her with the promise of his personal assurance.
"Don't worry. I won't," he said. "The only time I light up a cigarette is late at night, just before going to bed, while having a beer and watching you clean your kitchen naked," he said giving her a dirty, little laugh.
"Pervert," she said laughing and giving him an elbow in the ribs.
He couldn't believe he was in bed with her. He couldn't believe he just had sex with her. He couldn't believe he fulfilled his sexual fantasy of having sex with a woman while dressed as a woman. He looked at the beautiful, naked black woman beside him with as much sexual lust as he looked at her with love.
"I couldn't believe my eyes when you stood in front of your kitchen windows to face me while removing your bathrobe. Wow! In an instant and going cold turkey, I'd stop drinking beer and smoking cigarettes for you."
He felt and fondled her big, brown breasts and fingered her hard, erect black nipples while she mindlessly fingered the head of his white cock. Without her even having to stroke him and without him even having to take a blue Viagra pill or a yellow Cialis pill, he was getting an erection again. He couldn't believe he was getting another erection. Especially after he was recently experiencing some difficulty in his inability to get hard with Linda, he had no problem getting hard with Tiffany.
Seriously, c'mon, are you kidding me? Look at her. Just look at her. Who wouldn't get an erection with Tiffany in bed with him naked? With her gorgeous when fully dressed, she's even more stunning when naked and in bed with him. Either way, dressed or naked, she's beautiful.
Maybe if Linda looked like Tiffany and had her body, he'd get erections with her all the time too. Maybe if Linda was an ex-stripper and could do what Tiffany can do with her hands, her mouth, and her pussy, he's always be hard for Linda too. Suddenly, he tried to envision Linda as a black woman. Unable to visualize her with blue black hair and brown skin, he didn't think she'd be nearly as pretty as Tiffany.
"That's sweet. You offering to quit smoking and drinking is more than any man has offered to do for me," she said. "So," she said pausing to look at him. "Would you like to see my stripper clothes?"
Stripper clothes? Having never seen her striptease show, he couldn't even imagine her stripper clothes. He imagined her dressed as Liberace albeit in abbreviated, barely there outfits that sparkled more than they covered her. He imagined her big breasts and her round ass protruding from her stripper clothes.
"Yeah, sure," said Walter sitting up in bed. "I'd love to see your stripper clothes."
Seemingly with the clothes she wore as a stripper more of a big deal to him than it was to her, she wasn't able to match his excitement in showing him her stripper clothes in the way he looked forward to seeing her stripper clothes. Whether she worked at McDonalds or at Wal-Mart, her stripper clothes was just a uniform that she wore when stripping.
"I'll tell you what. Give me half an hour to shower and change. You go next door to shower and get dressed and bring your panty collection over with you when you return," she said. "I'd like to see them."
Never having shown his panty collection to anyone, he was excited to show her his panty collection. With her having worked as a stripper, if anyone would understand his attraction to and his fetish for sexy panties, she would.
"There's quite a lot panties," he said with an embarrassed laugh. "With me collecting panties for years, I have quite a lot of panties."
He intimately recalled his panty collection. With all of them memorable occasions in his life, he remembered the exact days and the stores where he bought each one.
"How many panties do you have?" She looked at him with more curiosity than surprise.
With each of them unique in color, style, and brand, he was trying to count them all in his head. He had so very many pairs of panties.
"Being that each pair doesn't take up very much room, I still have enough panties to fill a big box," he said with a happy smile. "There are briefs, classic, high-cut, boyleg, and control panties. I have hipsters, hip huggers, bikini, cheekies, cheekini, shortie, tangas, no line, thongs, V-string, and G-string panties. I have panties in satin, silk, cotton, lace, sheer, and no-show through styles. There's white, ivory, nude, grey, black, pink, red, orange, yellow, green, blue, purple, brown, gold, multi-color, stripe, plaid, print, and floral. I have panties made by Leonisa, Soma, Bracli, Carnival Cruise, Comfort Choice, Gilligan & O'Malley, Jockey, Xhilaration, Olga, Natori, Hanky Panky, Vanity Fair, Booty Pop, Bali, and TruFigure."
Even though he knew exactly how many pairs of panties he had, 341, he didn't want her to know that he was perverted enough to have counted them and foolhardy enough to have spent all of that money on them. He didn't want her to know that he knew exactly how many pair of panties he had in his collection. It's one thing to collect something, stamps or coins, but it's quite another thing to have a sexual fetish for the items that are collected.
Presently, he had them all arranged in drawers in a cedar chest he has in the back of his closet. He'd have to dump them all in a box to carry them over. Yet, something that he'd look forward to doing later, he wouldn't mind rearranging his panty collection again while revisiting with some of the panties he bought years ago.
"Wow, that's amazing. Well, bring them over and we'll go through them. What size are they?"
Interestingly enough, not all that familiar with women's sizes, he bought his panties but just holding them up to his eyes while imagining a woman wearing them. Now a panty professional, he didn't even have to look at the size to know the size. Routinely, he bought the same size panty.
"Mostly size 5 and 6," he said.
As if he had bought his panties with her derriere in mind, she smiled.
"That's my size," she said. "Maybe I can model some for you."
It sexually excited him to imagine her walking around her bedroom while wearing his panties.
"I'd like that," he said.
* * * * *
Tiffany got out of bed and went in the shower while Walter went next door to shower and change. He thought it odd that she didn't invite him to shower with her but he was relieved that she didn't. Now knowing her sexual drive, she'd probably want him to give her sex in the shower. With his bad back, bad knee, and bad hip, he didn't think he could lift her and hold her against the wet tile wall in the way he used to do with Linda twenty years ago.
Being that he now experienced having sex with a woman while dressed like a woman, he removed his wig, dress, and makeup. After he showered, he changed into his man's clothes, jeans, sweatshirt, and sneakers. Then, digging in the cedar chest in the back of his closet, he retrieved his panty collection and neatly folded them while placing them in a box. Taking him longer than he thought it would, with Linda staying overnight at her sister's house and with Bill working and giving him the thumbs up to spend time with and have sex with Tiffany, he had the time to intimately spend with his panties.
Intimately familiar with every pair of panties, he lugged his box of panties over to Tiffany's house. He arrived in time to watch her do her hair and makeup. Something he always imagined her doing, he watched her parade around her house while wearing only her panties and bra. Content just to watch her, as if he was watching her from afar through her bedroom window with his binoculars, she was so beautiful to look at while doing mundane things.
Only, with him unable to see her bedroom from his windows, her bedroom faced the other side. With her not having blinds or shades on her kitchen windows and leaving her café curtains open, his unobstructed view was of her kitchen. If only he had an unobstructed view of her bedroom in the way he had an unobstructed view of her kitchen, he would have loved to watch her dress and undress. He would have loved to have watched her having sex with Bill.
"Is that it? Your box of panties," she said looking at him through her bathroom mirror.
She turned to look at the box before looking back at him. She turned to look at him without giving him a judgmental look. She turned to look at him without making him feel bad that he had a fetish for women's panties. She gave him a kind and loving look that he'd never expect to receive from anyone else knowing that his fetish is collecting women's panties.
"This is most of them," he said.
With him always being so secretive when having anything to do with his panty collection, he never thought he'd be proud of his panty collection when out in the open and not behind his closed door bedroom. Because in the way that Tiffany made him feel normal by being accepting of him cross dressing and collecting women's panties, he rested his hand and arm on his box of panties as if he was the proud owner and indeed he was.
"That's a big box of just panties," she said with a little laugh.
If she thinks that's a lot of panties, wait until she sees his women's shoe collection.
"If ever there's a panty shortage, we're all set," he said returning her laugh.
Thinking that he'd feel uncomfortably guilty and perversely perverted exposing so much of himself to the woman he so loved, he didn't. He only wished that Linda was as understanding about his need to cross dress and about his panty and shoe fetishes. Knowing she'd never be as understanding and as accepting of him as Tiffany is, he's always hid everything from her. Too judgmental of him, no doubt, she'd want to take him to see a psychiatrist.
"It's amazing the secrets we keep Walter," she said. "After moving out of my neighborhood to live with Bill when we were married, not many of the residents here know that I used to be a stripper. Surely, all that they noticed of me and knew of me was what they saw of me, that I was a black woman married to a white man. If only they knew that I was a stripper too, I wonder what they'd say," she said with a laugh. "They'd probably think that I was a prostitute."
Walter gave her an understanding look.
"It's enough for them to accept you as a black woman living in an all-white neighborhood, with Bill being a police officer is probably the reason why they accepted you living him. Yet, knowing the type of people who live here, if they knew you had worked as a stripper, they'd probably have nothing to do with you. In addition to you being black and living in racist America, you're only redeeming quality is that you're beautiful and shapely," said Walter with a sad laugh.
She gave him a curious look.
"Thanks, I think," said Tiffany with a sad smile.
Never mind her being a stripper too, he looked at her with renewed insight of the struggles she faced as a black woman living in a white neighbor and living in racist America.
"Stripping, strippers, cross dressers, panty and shoe fetishes, extramarital affairs, as well as a man who cuckolds his wife are all not acceptable, appropriate behavior in this neighborhood," he said with a laugh. "Yet here we both are doing all of those things behind closed bedroom doors. If only our neighbors knew," he said with a laugh.
She nodded her head in agreement.
"No doubt with stripper and whore synonymous in most people's minds, most of the strippers I knew weren't slutty at all but were students, mothers, and housewives who were desperate enough for money to willingly strip off their clothes. With you a cross dressing collector of panties and women's shoes and with me an exhibitionist who cleans her kitchen naked while knowing her neighbor is watching her, we make for quite the modern age couple," she said with a dirty laugh.
He stared at her standing there in her panty and bra as if he was spying on her from his office window instead of sitting on her bed in her bedroom.
"That was hot fun to watch you clean your kitchen naked but so much more fun to have sex with you," he said.
He walked up behind her to hug her while rubbing his semi-erect cock through his jeans and up against her panties. He reached up to feel her big tits through her bra and spun her around to kiss her. She was so very beautiful and he couldn't believe he was there in her bedroom after having had sex with her. He loved looking into her big, beautiful, brown eyes before kissing her.
Letting her go for her to finish dressing, she slipped on a tight pair of jeans and a loose, comfortable top. Not bothering putting on shoes, she sat on the bed beside him. With her sitting beside him, knowing that he no doubt had more panties than she did, he wondered about her panty collection. He wondered about her shoe collection. After showing her his panty collection, he couldn't wait to see her stripper clothes.
"Here's something you probably thought you'd ever hear me say," she said with a laugh. "Let's have a look at your panties Walter," she said laughing.
Walter opened his box of panties.
"Unlike other panty collectors, these aren't the used panties of other women after I had sex with them. These aren't trophies. Until having sex with you, I've only had sex with Linda. I bought these panties because these are just panties that I liked the color, the feel, and/or the style of them. There's more than three hundred panties in the box," he said not wanting her to know that he knew exactly how many panties there were in the box. "They're all new, most still have the tags on them."



She dug her hand through the box to pull out a pair here and a pair there that seemingly interested her.
"Do you have a favorite pair?"
One after another, she pulled panties out of his box to look at them.
"I do. I have several favorite pairs of panties. I love blue panties. All my blue panties are my favorite. There's a cream one, this one," he said pulling it out of the box. "This pair of panty is my absolute favorite. It has little blue flowers on it. I just love this color. The main color is a cross between vanilla ice cream and heavy cream," he said.
She dug her hand deeper in the box before pulling out three panties that excited her.
"I like these," she said pulling out a red pair, a black pair, and a black and red pair. You have good taste in panties," she said. "Wow! These are really nice. I love the material. May I try these on to model them for you?"
Before he could even answer her she was shimmying out of her jeans and removing her panties.
"Sure, as long as I can sniff them after you remove them," he said with a nervous laugh.
He watched her undress. He watched her remove her jeans before removing her panties. As if he was dreaming and having a sexy fantasy of his next door neighbor, his best friend's wife, he couldn't believe that Tiffany was standing beside him in her bedroom bottomless. He stared at her shapely ass while staring at her shaved pussy. Looking at her without her clothes made him want to have sex with her again. Only, he couldn't. He was already too tired.
Only, he may never have another chance like this again. What if Linda doesn't want to have sex with Bill? Here he is having sex with Tiffany and per the agreement he's already made in advance with Bill, he hasn't even asked his wife if she'd have sex with Bill. Yet, of course she'd have sex with Bill. Bill is better looking than all of his other friends, Jim, Henry, and Tom. If she readily had sex with them, she'd have sex with Bill too. The only thing that may stop her from having sex with him, something that could be awkwardly uncomfortable should they no longer be friends one that, is that he lives next door.
"Of course you can sniff them after I wear them. I can't think of anyone else who I'd love to sniff my panties than you, Walter," she said with a dirty laugh.
When Tiffany removed her white panties to try on the red pair of panties, she tossed her panties in Walter's face for him to sniff them. Wiggling her shapely, black ass in the red pair of panties, she walked around the room modeling them for Walter. With him going through his box of panties with Tiffany showing as much interest in his panties as he did, Walter was in panty Heaven. Then, she removed the red pair of panties and tossed those in his face to try on and model the sexy black pair of panties. Walter sniffed his red pair of panties while watching Tiffany walk around her bedroom wearing his black panties. Then, she removed the black panties and tossed him those to try on the black and red pair of panties.
"This fits nice, really well. I like all three of them. A perfect fit, they feel so comfortable and so luxurious. Were they expensive? They feel expensive," she said. "I never had panties like these before," she said examining them as if she was the one with the panty fetish.
"You have a good eye Tiffany. You picked out my three most expensive panties. Each one was $39," he said.
"Thirty-nine dollars for a pair of panties. Wow," she said. "I don't think I've ever spend more than five or six dollars for a pair of panties."
"Take them. They're yours. They're my gift to you," he said. "I'll buy others to replace them. It will give me an excuse to shop for more panties."
"Thank you Walter," she said collecting the red, black, and red and black panties. "Maybe we can shop for panties together. Maybe you can come with me in the dressing room while I try on panty after panty after panty," she said with a dirty laugh.
"A panty dream come true, I'd love to go shopping for panties with you, Tiffany."
"Now before I show you my shoe collection, how about you show me your stripper clothes," he said with a big grin.
To be continued...
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Hello Preston,
Do you remember me? I'm Angela.
With me on my knees and with you having a view of the top of my head more than any other part of me, you may not remember what I look like. You may not remember my pretty face. Other than recognizing my big tits, your favorite part of me along with my talented mouth, you may not remember who I am at all, especially after forty years' time. With me thinking I was unforgettable, you forgot me as soon as you graduated college, didn't you?
It's been awhile, hasn't it? After all of this time of silence and no communication, I imagine you're shocked to hear from me again. With you moving so very many times to bigger and better homes from Boston, to Winchester, to Andover, to Wellesley, and back to Boston again, no doubt you never thought I'd ever find you but I did. Lucky me. What are the odds of that?
Sadly and unfortunately, isn't it interesting how few people write letters these days? With texting, tweeting, e-mail, Facebook, and Skyping, it's very rare that I receive a letter of hello, how are you, thanks, or just a hand written note filled with some general news. Old fashioned that way, with technology even passing me by, an MIT math and science nerd, I still continue to write letters to friends and family and in return I mostly receive e-mails.
Based upon some of the last minute, forced suicide notes I've read, that's a long story for another time, I can tell a lot from someone's handwriting. Perhaps I'll be reading your forced, suicide note soon. Just from someone's handwriting, I can tell if they're angry, afraid, happy, sad, in love, or rushed. Sadly, I can't tell anything from someone's impersonal e-mail. With penmanship one of them, there's a lot of things that have become passé since we were young college students madly in love, at least I was anyway.
Actually, today I heard about an amazing celebration that I'd like to share with you, something that happened forty years ago. Forty years, can you imagine that? So very long ago, I remember the first time we met as if it was yesterday. Do you believe we're in our sixties now?
Speaking of the sixties, with you going to Harvard and me attending MIT, just down the street from one another, those were good times when we met as freshman in a Cambridge coffeehouse. What the hell happened to the time? Where did the years go? With just a blink of an eye, ten years are gone, then twenty years, and now forty years.
Ah, thanks all to you, my life is but a bittersweet memory of my carefree naiveté and of what it could have been and what it should have been. Only naïve no more, I finally see the big picture now. Duh? I get it. Not one easily tricked, you had me fooled.
I have a standing joke with a friend that it always seems to be Friday. It's Monday and then it's Friday. In the blink of an eye the entire week has flown by me. Interestingly enough, it never felt like that when I was working full-time with my father, Don Vito, in our family olive oil business. We have more businesses other than the olive oil business. We have a rubbish disposal service and a protection service. Actually, we have our fingers into everything, trucking, shipping, construction, and gambling. Wherever there's a dollar to be made, we're there.
Anyway, when I was working, with the week dragging by, I lived for the weekend. Now with my father retired and me retiring soon, I have my soldiers run the business for me, their Godmother, before electing a new head of the family. Seemingly, the days fly by with me scratching my head while trying to remember what day it is. Surprised that it's Friday again, has morphed from thank God it's Friday to I can't believe it's Friday.
Now to the point of this letter. Congratulations Preston! You finally did what you said that you'd never do. Instead of becoming a priest, the reason why you dumped me and told me you couldn't marry me, you got married. How about that? Coincidentally, more remarkable than that, you were married within months of dumping me. It's so interesting how life and sometimes death can turn on a dime, if you get my meaning.
"Bang! Bang! You're dead!"
Do you remember I always used to say that about someone I didn't like. It's a phrase I learned from my father. Only, he said that as he was firing his gun into someone and I said that as a joke. Never taking it lightly to take a life, killing someone was no joke to my father. Yet, he'd as soon kill someone than having to listen to someone making excuses for a job they promised to do and didn't do.
You would have liked my Dad, he was a good man. Unlike you, he never lied. If he said he'd do something, he did it. He told my Mom he'd marry her and unlike you promising to marry me, my Dad married my Mom. How about that?
Sorry, I'm rambling. Anyway, while being fitted for a new mink coat, one with a hood that goes down to my ankles, Sarah Kensington stopped me at the furrier today and asked if I was still in touch with you. Personally I never liked the woman but surely, you remember Sarah, don't you? She was the maid of honor at your wedding.
Sadly, I told her that I hadn't been in contact with you since college. Understandably, with me not being invited to your wedding, I told her that I didn't know you even got married. The last I heard, I told her that I thought you had become a priest. Imagine the shock on my face that you didn't become a priest. Imagine the shock on my face when she told me that you married Tara.
"Tara?"
Sarah told me everything about you and Tara. She seemingly took great joy and seemed happy to fill me in of all the dirty details of your personal, private life. To be honest, I've always hated Sarah for being such a gossip. God she was such a nasty bitch and having not changed one iota, she still is a nasty bitch. In my line of work, unless singing like a canary to the District Attorney, we never talk about anything that we did. Not in the secret society nature of the La Cosa Nostra, we don't gossip to anyone about anything. Just as I said about Sarah back then, I'd still do now only with real bullets this time.
"Bang! Bang! You're dead," I mumbled beneath my breath as she fled the furrier in such a hurry after I had a private word with her.
I was with my father's longtime associates at the time Big Louie and Crazy Vinnie. I don't think you ever met them. Actually, anyone who has the unfortunate circumstance of meeting them, will never meet them or anyone else for that matter again, if you know what I mean. Trust me, they'll be paying Sarah a visit at the end of the week for being so catty to me and disrespectful of me.
How dare she talk to me like that? How dare she so upset me? How dare she mock the love that I had for you by rubbing my pain and misery in my face? Apparently, she didn't know who I am and who I've become but she does know now.
Well Preston, surprising even to me, especially to me, I guess you didn't become a priest after all because you just celebrated your 40th wedding anniversary. How about that? Congratulations. Bravo!
I checked online and saw an article and a picture of you and Tara in the Boston Globe. She's still very pretty. Seemingly, you were more attracted to a WASPY, small breasted, blue-eyed, petite, cold, blonde woman than you were to a tall, dark haired, brown-eyed, sultry, busty, hot Italian woman.
With you knowing the temper that I inherited from my father, Don Vito, it was really hard for me to control myself when talking to Sarah. I wanted to pistol whip the bitch with the licensed, concealed handgun that I always carry in my pocketbook. Yet, even though my heart was pounding almost out of my chest at hearing the news of your 40th wedding anniversary, I managed a pleasant smile. Tired of her moving her lips, I moved the conversation to another, more positive topic, namely her funeral arrangements if she uttered another word about you.
"Sarah, if you say another word about Preston and/or Tara, I will have Big Louie and Crazy Vinnie take you out back. After they strip you naked and fuck you up your blue blood, socialite ass, they'll pee on you before they kill you and dump you in one of my dumpsters. Trust me, their signature move to do with a woman that I so hate, they've done it before. With you seemingly disappearing from the face of the Earth, no one will ever find your rotting carcass."
After you being so convincing in being called to service by the Lord, Jesus Christ, I've always thought of you serving your parishioners Communion instead of serving your wife breakfast in bed. I wished that I had received that particular news in private and in letter form so that I could have shown my true feelings in the confines of my room. With the messenger always taking the brunt of my Sicilian temper and my La Cosa Nostra need for revenge, Sarah was lucky we weren't alone.
She was lucky she made the right decision to stop talking. She was lucky we were in a public place. She was lucky she beat it the Hell out of there after I told her what Big Louie and Crazy Vinnie would do to her. Only, trust me, Sarah won't be lucky for long.
Having learned from my father to keep my friends close and my enemies closer, I don't think Sarah noticed my shocked reaction to her startling news. Of course she knew that I was angry when I threatened to kill her if she didn't stop talking. Just as she I couldn't get away from me fast enough, I couldn't wait for her to leave.
Something that gives me great peace when I'm upset, I rushed home to clean and load my guns, all twenty-seven of them. Those are just the guns I keep on hand upstairs for my personal protection. I have more guns scattered throughout the house and an entire arsenal in my cellar.
While cleaning and loading my guns, I spent the next few hours reminiscing about our heated love relationship and our plans to marry and start a family. Until God personally called upon you to become a priest, I thought you were my dream man. I thought you loved me. I thought you were going to marry me. How stupid could I have been to believe anything you said?
Harvard educated, you would have made a welcome member to my family, La Familia. After finding out that you lied to me about becoming a priest, I laughed, I cried, and then I got angry, really angry, angry enough to kill you with my bare hands with Big Louie and Crazy Vinnie by my side for my personal protection. Being that I'm my father's daughter after all, my anger always inspires my need for revenge.
"Bang! Bang! You're dead!"
When I calmed down some, I remember hearing Sarah's voice saying that you had married Tara, your college sweetheart. Tara? That's odd, you told me Tara was your cousin. Foolish enough for me to believe you for four, long, sexual years, I thought I was your college sweetheart.
Preston, tell me and be honest, I won't get mad, really I won't, but was there more than one of us who was your college sweetheart? Was Tara your girlfriend while I was your fuck buddy? Was I your Sicilian whore? Did you use me and abuse my affections of love just for sex? Is that it? You can tell me the truth now. It's been forty years, water under the bridge, let bygones be bygones and all of that bullshit.
During those four years I thought I was your only college sweetheart, at least that's what you told me, and yet you married someone else under the pretense of telling me that you were going in the seminary to become a priest? Priest my ass. How dare you? May God forgive you because I surely won't. God you're such an asshole Preston.
Even after forty frigging years later, I feel so used. I feel so abused. I feel so stupid to have believed you. I feel a pent up rage that I must release by killing someone and guess who's number one on my short hit list of one.
While I was pining away over the loss of you and hoping you'd change your mind about the priesthood and about giving yourself to God, you were living with your wife and children. Isn't that funny? You may think it's funny but, not funny to me at all, I surely don't. With me the center of your humor, forgive me for not laughing at your little joke. I can just imagine you telling all of your friends about me, your college whore, at the Harvard Club or at the Algonquin Club on Commonwealth Avenue.
With my family so very close to the Catholic Church, the late Cardinal Cushing and the late Pope Benedict XVI, you dumping me to become a priest was the only thing that saved your WASP ass. Do you know that? Do you know how lucky you are not to have been dead for forty years?
My mother made you meatballs and had Rocco deliver them to your dorm room every Sunday along with homemade cannolis. How dare you eat my mother's meatballs and cannolis while lying about being in love with me? That's just wrong. That's just nasty. That's just not right.
Please take a short walk with me down memory lane so that I can get some closure and some of this pain out of my system. Do you recall telling me that you were never going to marry and that even though I was the love of your life, you couldn't marry me because you had been called by God to become a priest? Do you remember us having that conversation the last time we saw one another?
Filling your every sexual need and lustful desire with you filling my every hole over and again, do you also recall that you sinned with me in every possible sexual way all through college? Yet you didn't say a word about the priesthood until we were close to graduation and close to our agreed upon wedding date? Instead, you told me you loved me, Preston. You told me you wanted to marry me, Preston. You told me you wanted to have three children. You told me that we'd get married after we graduated college.
Then, once you graduated, a time before the Internet where I could have easily found where you were living in the way I found you now, you disappeared. Poof! You were gone without a trace. Naively, I figured you were hidden behind the seminary wall instead of living in a brownstone mansion in the Back Bay of Boston with your wife and children. How could I have been so stupid?
C'mon Preston, fess up and be honest with me. I promise not to get mad too much. Did you just use me as your fuck buddy? Was that all I was to you, a hot, Italian piece of ass? Was it just all about sex and free love? Was it just about me blowing you and you fondling my big tits and fingering my nipples before cumming in my mouth? Just as you had no intention of becoming a priest, you had no intension of marrying me, did you?
You must have thought me really stupid and admittedly so I was. Love has a way of doing that to women, even a woman smart enough to attend MIT. By the way, Italians, especially Sicilian Italians don't disrespect their women and live to talk about it. Did you know that?
Giving you the benefit of the doubt, you probably didn't know that Sicilian men have more respect for Sicilian woman than you showed me. With you such a proper Bostonian and your family longtime Boston Brahmins, you wouldn't know anything about Italians or Sicilians, would you? You were lucky you pulled the wool over my eyes by telling me that you were giving yourself to God. As if you were in the Witness Protection Program, you were lucky you disappeared because, trust me, had you not disappeared, you really would have disappeared in the way that Jimmy Hoffa had.
You broke my heart when you announced your priestly plans and now after years of trying to forgive, forget, and letting it go to mend my broken heart, this news of you celebrating your 40th wedding anniversary breaks my heart all over again. That should have been me married to you. Your children should have been my children. Tara's life should have been my life. How dare you do that to me! How dare you use me and then lie to me? Never to be, you robbed me of what could have been.
The lyrics from Karen Carpenter's song has always been special to me, "I loved you in a place where there's no space or time." Only, now I know that you were marking your time and counting your days to make your getaway. I was a woman you'd never take home to meet your family. Apparently, with my olive skin and Italian last name, you were ashamed of me. Making peace with the fact that with you becoming a priest that I'd never marry you, I had finally opened my heart up to all of the new possibilities of being with someone else. Only, except for an occasional sexual affair, there was never any room in my heart for anyone else but you.
With me still foolishly holding my undying love for you, I never married. I never had children. Now with you coming out of the past to haunt me again in the present, all the old pain is rushing to open up my old wounds. I blame Sarah for shoving the memories of you in my face. I'll deal with her later. With my anger replacing my pride that you became a priest, now you're just scum to me. I can put a contract on you but this is personal. This is something I want to take care of myself.
When you broke up with me two weeks before graduation, I couldn't function and thought that I'd die from my broken heart. I loved you with every fiber of my being and thought you felt the same way about me. You said that your heart was broken too, but that you had to answer the call to God to become a priest regardless of how you felt about me. Swallowing that bullshit, hook, line, and sinker, how could I possibly compete with God! God, I was such a fool.
How could I say terrible things about God taking you away from me when you were answering your call to the Almighty? You giving yourself to God silenced me in a way that I'll never forget and I've never been silenced. With nothing more to say and nothing more to do, our love affair was over. Other than the four, sexual years we had together, my dreams, my hopes, my desires, and my love for you was never to be realized.
I was so shattered that I didn't attend my own graduation and had to seek professional counseling to feel some relief from the horrific pain. What was even worse is that you never picked up the phone, wrote a note, or ever contacted me again to see how I was doing after your pronouncement for the Glory of God and your professed personal devotion to the Almighty. There one day and gone the next, it was as if you had died. It would have been easier for me if you had died. I would have grieved for you, gotten over you, and gotten on with my life but you were out there somewhere. Every time I attended Mass, I expected you to magically appear from behind the altar.
We were together for four years, exclusively I thought, until I heard the news today. Seemingly, you didn't care enough for me to even check on me. Now that's hardly the kind of man who'd join the priesthood. Where was your compassion and your concern? Where was your decency? Where was your love?
Still not believing Sarah, with her always being such a nasty bitch, and with her taking pride in telling me that you've been happily married for forty fucking years, I checked the Internet. Your call to God and you becoming a priest was all a lie. You're not a priest. You're not even Catholic. You're Protestant. You're nothing but a money grubbing CEO/CFO accountant and a Republican to boot. How dare you deceive me with your lies? How dare you use me for sex?
Instead of helping to change the system, you joined the system. You were nothing but a lie. We were nothing but a lie. You never loved me. You never had any intention of marrying me. I was nothing more than your Sicilian whore who sucked you and fucked you day and night.
You married Tara. We were all friends back in college. Continuing the lies, you told me she was your cousin. I had no idea that you were with her too? Did she know about me or was I your dirty, little secret? Did you love her because her family had money and could give you not only a good job but also a career with her father's business? Well, newsflash, my family not only has money but also my family has power and political influence too.



How could you have done that to me? Tara was a really nice. A pretty girl, she wasn't as pretty as me. Back then, I looked more like Sophia Loren and she looked more like Twiggy.
I remember her being a shy girl who doted on you in college, but with you being cousins, I didn't think anything would come of her dreamy eyes staring at you. Stupidly with you not showing any outward, public affection for either one of us, I just thought she had a school girl crush and I thought you were being kind to her. I never knew she loved you and you, supposedly loved her too. Then, when you told me she was your cousin, I never gave her another thought. I figured you were just kissing cousins in the way that I had a brief fling with my cousin Mario when I was 18-years-old.
Apparently something did come of having a school girl crush on you. You married the woman. While you were with her, holding her, kissing her, telling her you loved her, you were sexually and intimately with me. I did the math and either you mystically fell instantly in love with her the moment we graduated or you were seeing her while screwing me. All I can figure is that you used me to get yourself off while keeping her as a virgin for marriage.
When you at look yourself in the mirror the next time, take a moment and try to feel what it would be like to be me. Take a moment to think about how you ruined my life. Do you have enough empathy to understand the pain you have caused me? You used me like a whore while professing your love for me. Then you lied and cheated on me during our relationship to be with your real love, Tara. Can you possibly understand how much I hate you?
You cast me aside like a cheap piece of costume jewelry instead of the real gem that I am. Seemingly content to be rid of me in your life, done with me, you never contacted me again. Maybe the priesthood would have been a better option for you as you would have been forced to spend hours on your knees asking God for forgiveness for what you have done to me. Maybe God will forgive you but I never will.
Please do not respond to this letter. I'm trying to control myself from killing you. I've suffered enough from you and don't want any further exchanges in this lifetime. My form of personal therapy and closure, this letter was for me to have my uninterrupted say for once.
Angela
* * * * *
Dear Angela,
Of course I remember you? How could I ever forget you? It was so very nice to hear from you. Oh, my God, it's been so long, four decades since we saw one another. We should get together at the country club. Tara would love to see you again. She always liked you. Perhaps inviting Sarah and her husband to join us is not a good idea.
Coincidentally, I've been thinking a lot about you lately. Tara has had a tough time medically. Even though she survived breast cancer, she's had a double mastectomy, the poor thing. Now she has no tits. In the way I was so very fond of your big breasts, you know how much I love tits, especially big tits. Even though Tara was a bit flat chested, quite the understatement, I miss her tits. Actually she had more extended nipples than they were tits. I asked her about implants but she said at 62-years old she's too old and is done with sex.
Done with sex? Can you imagine that? In this age of Viagra and Cialis, she's done with sex but I'm surely not. I'm still raring to go, if you get my drift. I've enclosed several photos of my cock.
I remember how you were in college, ready to have sex with me anywhere and anytime. I still have the topless and naked photos of you. You had phenomenal C cup breasts. You had such an incredible shapely body. I absolutely adored your firm, round, and shapely ass. With Tara exceedingly thin, as flat as a board, and having A cup breasts, you know that I didn't marry her for her tits. With Tara being a virgin, you know I didn't marry her for sex. With me the incorrigible social climber, I married her for social status.
Disappointingly shocking to me the woman doesn't even suck cock. When she has taken me in her mouth, it was only for a minute. I'm embarrassed to write that I have to seek the company of paid escorts to get what I want sexually. You without a doubt, used to give me the best blowjobs I've ever had in my life, even to this day with me having to pay professionals to suck my cock they can't compare to your cock sucking skills. I'm not embarrassed to tell you that sometimes I masturbate myself with the thoughts of you blowing me, Angela.
I've always loved you Angela in a very special way, a way that I never loved Tara. Maybe we can get together privately without Tara for a cup of coffee and dessert, if you know what I mean. I'd like to see you again, all of you.
With great affection,
Preston
* * * * *
Dear Preston,
Perhaps age has dimmed your memory but do you remember our protests, demonstrations, and sit-ins over the Viet Nam War? With all that I learned in Physics classes at MIT, do you remember how they always called upon me to make the smoke bombs, the stink bombs, and the pipe bombs? Not a total waste, my talent for making bombs came in handy in my father's family business.
Someday, one day soon, I'll be mailing you a special package or maybe I'll attach something with great affection to your car. Until that time, allow me to give you a bit of advice, if I were you, I'd never open another package. If I were you, I'd start calling a cab. If I were you, I'd start taking the subway. If I were you, I'd run and hide. Yet, no matter how fast you run and where you hide, now that I know you're not a priest and now that I know you not only lied to me but also you used me, there's no place that you can hide that I won't find you.
The funny thing with explosives Preston, you'll never know when and you never know where a tragic and fatal accident will happen. Then, boom! Just like that, you're in pieces. Just like that. "Boom!" You're dead.
With your imagined connection to God, perhaps you should start praying in advance now. In the meantime, I suggest you don't open any packages. I suggest you take care in starting your car. I suggest you always look over your shoulder. I suggest you not answer your door when Big Louie and Crazy Vinnie pay you a visit with me sitting out in the limousine.
Give my love to Tara. Tell her I said, "Hi."
Goodbye Preston and I do mean Goodbye. I'll be seeing you at your funeral. We always pay our last respects with a nice floral arrangement.
Angela
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Walter shows Tiffany his extensive women's shoe collection.
"I'm sorry I mentioned my stripper clothes," she said with sadness. "Maybe some other time. I'll bring out all of my bras and panties for you to see them, touch them, and sniff them another time," she said with a laugh. "Okay?"
No doubt she was kidding about him sniffing her panties but he was serious about sniffing the panties she wore while stripping off her clothes as a professional stripper. He could just imagine all of the fancy panties and barely there G-strings she had as part of her costumes and stripper clothes. He'd love nothing more than to see her panties and bras, touch her panties and bras, feel her panties and bras, and sniff her panties while feeling her bras. He could only imagine her bras. He could only imagine her panties. With her looking phenomenal while wearing just her panty and bra, he'd love for her to give him a fashion show of her stripper clothes. He'd love for her to give him a private striptease show with her stripping off her panty and bra and putting on a new bra and panty to strip those off too.
"That's okay. Don't worry about it," he said waving a hand of understanding and shrugging his shoulders as if seeing her stripper clothes while watching her putting them on and stripping them off wasn't such a big deal when surely it was.
How many men have an ex-stripper as a neighbor and a friend? How many men have had sex with an ex-stripper? How many men would love to watch their wives and/or girlfriends strip in front of a group of horny and appreciative men? In the way he watched his wife, Linda, having sex with his three friends, Jim, Henry, and Tom, how many men would love to watch their wives having sex with other men? He hoped that Linda would agree to have sex with Bill, which no doubt she would agree to having sex with him, especially after he had sex with Bill's beautiful, black wife, Tiffany.
"I don't want to ruin the good mood that I'm in right now by pulling things out of my closet and out of my past that are filled with bad memories and that will make me sad," she said. "Do you know what I mean?"
"I do," he said. "I feel the same way about my cross dressing clothes. A bittersweet feeling with me torn between the sexual excitement of dressing like a woman, only to feel shame and remorse while riddled with guilt after I do. Having and trying to keep sexual secrets in Puritanical, Bible thumbing, moral America, is sometimes a difficult cross to bear," he said.
"With me being an ex-stripper, I know exactly what you mean. I'd never want my neighbors to know that I stripped off my clothes for money. No doubt, thinking me a whore and/or a prostitute who'd steal their husbands, they'd have nothing to do with me," said Tiffany.
"I wish I could come out of the closet to tell everyone that not only that I'm a cross dresser but also that I'm a collector of women's panties and shoes. Wishing that I could sing and dance, sometimes I wish I had the talent of a female impersonator. Then, I could dress as a woman and appear in public every night while being paid for my shows," he confessed.
He looked at her knowing that she understood him as much as he understood her.
"Now that I have a normal life, as normal as any black woman can have being married to a white man, with a cop for a husband and a cross dresser as a lover," she said laughing, "I'm happy. Still feeling shame, regret, and sorrow, I'm not proud that I had to strip off my clothes to survive. Yet, I'm lucky nothing bad ever happened to me."
"You got that right. With all of the weirdoes and whackos you came in contact with while stripping yourself naked, you're lucky someone wasn't waiting for you to emerge from doing your show. You're lucky that no one followed you home," said Walter.
"I met Bill at the strip club. Long before we were married with Bill moonlighting at the bar as security, just as I'm lucky I had Bill there to protect me, I'm glad we both no longer work there." She looked at him for understanding. "Do you understand?"
She touched his hand and he gave her hand a squeeze.
"I do. I understand Tiffany," he said. "Don't worry about it. Another time, whenever you're in the mood, I'd like to know you better by learning about your past. I'd like for you to give me a fashion show of all of your stripper clothes. I'd love for you to give me a striptease. You can use the pole in the cellar," he said with a dirty laugh.
She gave him a big smile. If he thought that Tiffany was pretty before, she was so much prettier when she smiled. The most beautiful black woman he's ever seen, she was even prettier than Beyoncé.
"Thank you for being so understanding Walter," she said leaning into him and kissing him. "Besides, rather than showing you my stripper clothes, after having seen your panty collection, I'd much rather see your shoe collection," she said. "I love shoes."
Another one of his fetishes he's never shared with anyone, with not his wife and with none of his friends, especially with not his wife and friends, he was thrilled that Tiffany wanted to see his collection of shoes as much as he wanted to show her his collection of shoes.
"It would be much easier for you to come to my house," he said. "I have boxes of shoes in the attic. Linda never goes up there because she's afraid of spiders."
"Spiders? Yuck. I am too," she said making a face and shaking herself as if she was a wet dog. "I don't like spiders."
He laughed at her fear of spiders. Filing that away, maybe he could scare her sometime with a phony spider. He saw one that's remote controlled. Only, knowing her, she'd probably hit it with one of his shoes and break the toy as well as the heel on his shoe.
"Don't worry. I had the attic fumigated. I have a man who comes once a year to rid us of any pest and rodents. Trust me, there's no spiders in my attic but as long as Linda thinks there are, my secret shoe collection is safe from her knowing that I have a shoe fetish with dozens and dozens of shoes hidden in boxes in the attic," he said.
As if having a sudden epiphany, Tiffany gave him a surprised look.
"We need to do that with our attic too. Wasted space, if I knew there were no spiders and mice up there, I used the attic for storage more," she said.
Walter imagined her storing her stripper clothes in her attic after she had it fumigated. Maybe she could give him a striptease show in her attic. Maybe she could use the long strip of attic as her fashion runway in modeling him her stripper clothes.
"Having the attic insulated and sheet rocked helps too," he said.
He looked around the attic with pride at all the work he's done.
"It looks nice," she said. "With Bill working when he's not sleeping, he doesn't have the time for home repairs. Maybe we can hire you to do the work," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'll pay you with sex."
Walter imagined Tiffany sucking his cock while he was installing insulation and sheet rock.
"With my panty fetish hidden in my closet, Linda never pokes around in my closet because that's where I keep my hunting clothes. I swear she thinks she's going to find a dead animal in there. My panty fetish his safe from her in there," he said. "Terribly difficult to hide that from her with all the women's clothes that I have hidden, I suspect she knows about my cross dressing but I don't think she knows about my panty and shoe collections."
Walter collected his panties, boxed them, and went next door to his house with Tiffany in tow.
* * * * *
"I've never been here without Linda," said Tiffany. "It seems strange to be in her house when she's not home," she said making eye contact with him. "This may sound strange but I feel the same way now as I do when going in someone's house after their funeral and paying my respects to the family after they died. It gives me the creeps to be in her house without her here," she said.
Something else they had in common, sensitivity, compassion, and a unique understanding of people's emotions. Walter looked at her with as much compassion and understanding as she was looking at him. He attributed his sensitivity to cross dressing. Just as it's difficult for him not to feel the confidence and the inner strength of women when dressed as a woman, it's difficult for him not to feel the sometimes pitiful and helpless plight of women when dressed as one.
"I was thinking the same thing when I went in your house. I've never been in your house when Bill wasn't home," he said. "It seemed strange not having either of them around when it's always been the four of us talking, drinking, laughing, or barbequing out back."
She shook her head with sadness before looking up at him smiling.
"Well, now it's the just two of us," said Tiffany giving him a long, wet kiss. "I never thought in a million years that I'd be having sex with you, my next door neighbor, and Bill's best friend."
Surrendering her his tongue, Walter returned her passionate kiss with his passionate kiss while feeling her sweet ass.
"How about something to drink or eat. I have coffee, tea, water, soda, or beer. Scratch beer. Never will I drink beer again," he said with a laugh. "I can make you a sandwich. We have cold cuts or peanut butter and jelly."
She gave him a look as if to say all that she wanted to drink was his cum. She gave him a look as if to say that all she wanted him to eat was her.
"Don't be foolish Walter. You can have a beer if you'd like. You just can't be stinking of beer when expecting to have sex with me," she said. "So how about those shoes? I love looking at shoes."
He was excited about showing her his shoes. With Linda always home, he never spends as much time with his panties and shoes as he'd like. If he lived alone, he'd have a private dressing room filled with panties and shoes. If he lived alone, he'd no longer have to hide his fetish. If he lived alone, he could walk around his house dressed as a woman all day, every day.
Only, just once, he'd love to go out dressed as a woman and he almost did, until Tiffany saw him. Yet, him having sex with Tiffany was way better than going out dressed as a woman. He was glad that she caught him wearing his wig, his dress, and his makeup. Just as he couldn't believe her ex-lover was cross dresser, he couldn't believe that Bill was lusting over Linda in the way he's been lusting over Tiffany.
"Let's move our little party to the attic," he said going upstairs to pull down the trap door and the stairs in the hall that led to the attic.
He led the way to put on a light while Tiffany followed behind him.
"Wow! This is so neat and orderly. My attic has junk everywhere. My attic smells of mold and mildew. Your attic doesn't. I should do to my attic what you did to your attic. I should have my attic fumigated too," she said.
Looking just as proud as if he was about to show her his old United States Marine Corps uniform that he wore in the service along with the medals he's won, he walked her to the center of the huge room.
"Here they are," said Walter walking up to six, large boxes in the middle of the floor. "I have other boxes with other shoes, but these are the shoes I bought since I've been married to Linda. I lined them with some cedar chips to keep them from getting funky."
As if she was the only guest invited to a private yard sale, Tiffany's eyes widened when she opened the first box.
"Wow," said Tiffany not waiting for him to open the others and opening up box after box. "You have so many shoes. I've never seen as many shoes other than those in a shoe store. You have nearly as many shoes as Imelda Marcos," she said with a laugh.
She looked from the shoes to look at him before returning her focus stare back to the shoes.
"Imelda who?"
Perhaps the premier women's shoe collector in the world would escape most men but with him having a shoe fetish, she looked surprised that he didn't know who Imelda Marcos was. Long before her time, with her born in 1981 and Marcos reign of terror from 1965 to 1986, even she knew who Imelda Marcos was.
"She was the late wife of the late dictator, the President of the Philippines, Ferdinand Marcos. She had more than 3,000 pairs of shoes that she stored in the Royal Palace in Manila," said Tiffany.
He looked at her shocked that a woman, even a wealthy woman would have so many shoes. How could she wear them all? Where did she keep them all? He couldn't even begin to imagine how big her shoe closet was.
"Wow! I guess shoes were her fetish too," he said. "I don't have that many shoes but I'm sure that I have a couple hundred pair."
With all the shoes stored in their original boxes, Tiffany looked from box to box to box.
"How should I do this? Should I take some out of each box? I don't want to dump them all out of your boxes," said Tiffany. "To be honest, I'd rather do other things, if you know what I mean, than just look at shoes," she said with a dirty laugh.
Damn, Bill was right. They just had sex and now she's looking for sex again.
"I know what you mean," said Walter returning her look but not taking her up on her offer of sex.
Seemingly she was always ready for sex. If he had known she was as sexual and as horny, he would have made a pass at her a long time ago. Only, she was the wife of his best friend. He couldn't do that to Bill. Now that he had his permission to have sex with his wife, he was okay with having a sexual relationship with her. Only, careful what he wished for, with him so much older than her and her so much younger than him, seemingly she was more woman than he was man.
"Do you understand what I mean? I don't think you do," she said fingering his cock through his pants.
He watched her fondling his emerging erection through his pants before looking up at her with sexual arousal.
"Trust me, I do Tiffany. Only you've exhausted me," he said.
He was starting to understand why Bill was eager to unload his wife on someone else. Seemingly insatiable, she was quite the handful sexually. If only he had met her fifteen years ago when she was 18-years-old and he was 33-years-old, he'd be having sex with her non-stop, around the clock and in every room of her house and his house. If only he had met her ten years ago when she was 23-years-old and he was 38-years-old, he'd have more sexual energy than he does now. If only he had met her even five years ago when she was 28-years-old and he was 43-years-old, he'd be more of the sexual match for her. Only at 48-years-old and with her 33-years-old, he was already old and tired and she was just getting into her prime.
"Well, if I can't persuade you to have sex, let's see some shoes," she said laughing.
Walter opened another one of his boxes of shoes.
"This box has my most recent shoe purchases. You may want to go through these first. Feel free to take any and as many pairs of shoes that you like. It would be cool to see them on your feet," he said.
Something he wouldn't even offer to his wife, he offered his shoes to Tiffany. She dug through the open box of shoes.
"I feel like a little girl at Christmastime," she said.
Walter looked at his shoes with pride before looking up at Tiffany with love. He opened up another box marked, shoes by style. He removed box after box after box of shoes that were all stored in a much larger box.
"I have ankle strap, ballet flats, booties, boots, canvas shoes, clogs, combat boots, cowgirl boots, espadrilles, flats, shoes with fringe, Roman gladiator shoes, jellies, kitten heel shoes, and lace up shoes," he said pulling shoe after shoe from his boxes. "I have Mary Janes, moccasins, motorcycle boots, Oxfords, peep toe shoes, platform shoes, pumps, sandals, sling backs, slippers, slip-ons, sneakers, stacked heels, stilettoes, and tons of high heels in every style and color," he said pulling out different style shoes that weren't the same.
Tiffany sat on the carpeted attic floor while looking at him in total amazement.
"You pretty much have every style of shoe," said Tiffany. "Even women don't have this many shoes," she laughed. "No woman that I know has every style of shoe. Instead we all have our favorites."
He looked at her with curiosity while she stared at his shoes with interest.
"What's your favorite shoe?"
Not even having to think about it, she answered him.
"High heel," she counting with her thumb. "Sneakers," she said counting with her index finger. "And sandals," she counting with her middle finger. "Whether in the summer, fall, winter, or spring, those three style of shoes are all that I wear. I do have winter boots for when there's snow," she said with a laugh. "And I wear my Ugg slippers in the house."
Undeterred that she wasn't as much of a shoe collector as he was, he continued in showing her all that he had by opening up a box marked shoes by designer.
"I have shoes by Christian Louboutin, Jimmy Choo, Manolo Blahnik, Prada, Giuseppe Zanotti, Gucci, Chanel, Burberry, Steve Madden, Michael Kors, and Saint Laurent Paris," he said removing shoe after shoe. "I have shoes by Stuart Weitzman, Versace, Fendi, Christian Dior, Louis Vuitton, Tory Burch, Dolce & Gabbana, Bruno Magli, Cesare Paciotti," he said stopping to look at his shoes with her. "I have shoes by Kate Spade, Lulu Guinness, DKNY, Kenneth Cole Elie Tahari, and picVpic shoes. Whenever I see a new style, I buy it. If I had all the money that I spent on panties and shoes over the years, I'd probably have enough money to buy a new car," he laughed.
Going through shoe after shoe after shoe, Tiffany finally found a pair of shoes that she liked.
"Oh, I like this pair," said Tiffany removing a pair of black Jimmy Choo shoes from the box that had a bright, red bottom and that were never used.
She removed her shoe before trying on the shoe.
"Wait," he said looking at her with alarm.
She looked at him as if he had seen a spider and was about to warn her.
"What?" She looked at him with confusion. "Would you rather I not try on your shoes?"
He sighed and rolled his eyes.
"Your free to try on any shoe that I have only you just can't try on these shoes," he said taking the shoes from her hand to hold up to his chest in the way that I kid reclaimed his toy from another child.
"Why not? What's so special about those shoes?"
He acted as if these shoes were special.
"Never been worn, these shoes are brand new. These are Jimmy Choo shoes. These shoes are Oprah's favorite shoes. And to know me is to know that I love Oprah," he said with an unembarrassed laugh. "Matter of fact the only black woman that I love more than Oprah, not counting you, of course, is Beyoncé."
He looked at her as if he was looking at Beyoncé. Only, even without her wearing much makeup, she was better looking and had a much better body than Beyoncé.
"Okay," she said looking at him as if he was nuts.
He looked around the attic for something.
"I need to make sure that your foot is clean before you try on these shoes and any shoes that I have, he said.
He leaned to another unopened box, opened it, and pulled out a hand towel.
"I just took a shower. You know that my feet are clean," she said looking offended.
He looked at her as if he was sexually aroused and, indeed, he was.
"Nonetheless," he said the air of a finicky artist about to paint one of his models. "I need to make sure."
He got down on his hands and knees and started licking her feet, first one foot and then the other foot. Sticking his tongue in between her toes, he sucked her toes, all ten of her toes while looking up at her with her toes still in his mouth.
"You keep that up and you'll be licking and sucking more than my toes," she said with a sexy laugh while rubbing her pussy through her skintight jeans with one hand while fingering her nipple through her blouse and bra with her other hand. "You keep that up and you're going to make me cum. I don't know why you didn't lick my pussy to make sure my pussy was clean when I was trying on your panties," she said with attitude and laughing while putting a hand to her hip.



He continued licking and sucking her toes as if he was licking her pussy and sucking her nipples.
"Has anyone licked and sucked your toes before?"
He looked up at her while continuing to lick and suck her toes.
"No, you're the first. Perhaps had I ventured in the VIP room, there may have been someone there who'd want to lick and suck my toes but I never got that far. Had I ventured in the VIP room, no doubt, they'd rather that I lick their balls and suck their cocks than have them lick and suck my toes," she said watching him enjoying her feet. "I was never into foot licking and toe sucking until now. If you combine this with a foot massage than I'll follow you anywhere," she said with another dirty laugh.
"I'm shocked," he said.
"I just danced, stripped off my clothes, and went home," she said with a shrug. "It was just a job to me. It was just a way to earn a living. I had lots of men who wanted to pay me for sex but I wanted none of that," she said waving her hands as if she was flagging down a car
"With you having such beautifully, exquisite feet, I'm surprised no one ever asked to lick your feet and suck your toes. With the perfectly symmetrical toes that you have, you could have been a foot model. With the perfect hands and fingers you have, you could have been a hand model," he said taking her hands in his. "With the incredible body you have, you could have been a swimsuit or a lingerie model," he said.
As if surprised that there was such a thing as a hand and/or foot model, she looked at him with interest.
"I've heard of a swimsuit and lingerie model, of course, but I ain't never heard of no hand and/or foot model," she said looking at him as if he was pulling her leg. "Is there really such a thing or are you just jiving me?"
For someone who worked in the sex trade, he smiled at her obvious innocence.
"Of course there hand models and foot models. Hand and foot models are used in commercials. They make as much as any other print model. Just because they're shooting their hands and/or feet instead of their faces doesn't mean that there's not the demand for hand and foot models in commercials," he said.
"Wow, I never thought about that Walter. I could have had a career as a hand and foot model," she said looking at her feet before looking at her hands.
"In the way you look, you could have had a career as a movie star," he said.
Tiffany accepted the Jimmy Choo shoes, a pair of Nike sneakers, and a pair of Prada sandals.
"In exchange for the shoes Walter, what if I styled your wig and showed you how to put on your face," she said.
"Do you think we could go to the mall together? Not one around here but one where no one knows us?"
"Sure, I'd like that," she said. "I used to always go to the mall with my cross dressing ex-lover."
"Let's go downstairs to my bedroom and you can show me how to do my hair and makeup," he said.
To be continued...
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Women have five levels of sex and save the top tier of sex for the very best of men.
When it comes to having sex with women, men think that they know everything about having sex with women. I bet men don't know that, as far as women are concerned, there are five levels of sex. I bet men don't know that there's such a thing as level five sex, the top tier of sex that all men should aspire to when having sex with women. Did you know that? A secret, sadly only those men who had level five sex with women know that there are different levels of sex. Only, there aren't very men who've had higher than level three sex with women, never mind men who have had top tier sex with women.
Alas, an elusive award given only to the very best of men, not many men attain such a high honor to reach the zenith of sexual satisfaction. An achievement of a lifetime, once you've had level five sex, no doubt, you'll want to have top tier sex over and again. All men who have had top tier sex want to have top tier sex all the time and with all women. Once they've had level five sex, never will men settle for any sex level other than level five.
Oddly enough, sex levels have nothing to do with physical appearance. It doesn't matter what men and/or women look like. No matter if men and women are plain looking instead of handsome and beautiful, anyone can achieve and maintain level five sex. Anyone can feel that sexual bliss that's only limited to just a few. With women already knowing the secret but unwilling to share it, men need only to know how to reach level five to enjoy top tier sex. This story will tell all men how to enjoy better sexual satisfaction from all women.
With most men not even knowing that different levels of sex exists, few men know that level five and top tier sex exists. Not many men can boast that they're having top tier sex with women. Level five sex is the pinnacle of orgasmic pleasure, the Zen of sex that transfers the subconscious mind from a state of consciousness being to a state of unconsciousness. If only briefly for a few seconds, eyes literally roll back in their heads while men and women soar through the universe in a state of sexual pleasure that they never thought they could achieve and be capable of not only ever feeling but also maintaining.
A rarity of men having level five sex with women, with only one man in a million to receive such a high honor of having top tier sex bestowed upon them, if men think they've had it, they've never had it. If men brag about having level five sex, they've never had top tier sex. No man who's had level five sex would want any other man to know that there's such a thing as level five sex. Those who have experience the pleasure of level five sex belong to a secret society, a special species of men and women. Trust me, anyone who has had level five sex would know if they were having and/or have had level five sex.
* * * * *
In the way that men rate women on a scale of one to ten for having the prettiest face, the best eyes, the best hair, the best body, the best rack, the best ass, the best legs, and/or possessing the best cocksucker skills, women rate men too. If you're a man, did you know that women rate you too? If you're a man, I bet you didn't know that women rate you too.
How could you possibly know that when women are secretive and don't usually tell men what they do behind closed doors while having a glass of wine with other women. Indeed, if only just once to try it, in a lonely, horny, and/or drunken or high moment, most men would be surprised to know that their wives, girlfriends, and/or significant others have had lesbian sex in college or in their basement. For fear that men would ask women to have lesbian sex again while they watched, even if men asked women if they've had lesbian sex, few women would confess that they did and fewer women would tell men the lurid details. With most women not enjoying another woman licking their pussies, most women would rather have men lick her pussies.
Top tier sex is reserved sex and only given to men who are usually the very best pussy lickers, although there are always exceptions to every rule. Just as men love having their cocks sucked, women love having their pussies licked. Something that most men don't know, no doubt, being how few men take the time to pleasure a woman by licking her pussy long enough for her to cum, is that women love having their pussies licked. Most men would rather have their cocks sucked than to lick women's pussies. Most men care only about their own sexual satisfaction. By being so sexual selfish, most men miss out on all the real fun of sex. Sadly, throughout their entire lives, most men will never go beyond level one or level two sex with a woman.
A true statistic that was investigated and analyzed by the GAO, the general accounting offices of the government of the United States of America was commissioned under President Clinton. The research that the president undertook was at the insistence of Hillary Clinton as part of his penance for receiving a blowjob from Monica Lewinsky. Unfortunately the classified documents and their findings were not only never released but also they were never made public. Only after digging through the Library of Congress under stacks of Hustler magazines and Penthouse Forum volumes did I find the redacted documents. Sadly and unfortunately, the findings of the official GAO report are this. For every one thousand cocks sucked, there's only one pussy licked. Sadly and unfortunately, it's true. For once, money well spent, the government got it right.
A true statistic, with Hilary Clinton not having had her pussy licked and her not sucking a cock in more than 40 years, Monica Lewinsky was the reason for the research. Even though Miss Lewinsky gave President Clinton a blowjob, he did nothing more than to fuck her pussy with his unlit cigar. Being that she was an attractive woman, especially with the sexy seduction of that bright, red lipstick in combination with that cute beret, I wonder if the president kissed her, French kissed her, and made out with her before pushing her to her knees. Lipstick on the dipstick, I wonder if President Clinton asked her to apply more red lipstick before she blew him. Being that she was a busty woman, I wonder if he even took the time to play with her tits and fondle her nipples while kissing her.
If only he had licked her pussy instead of defiling her pussy with his cigar, this entire scandal may have been avoided. If only he had licked her pussy instead of allowing her to suck him, he never would have been exposed by the DNA evidence of his cum stain on her blue dress. A Rhodes Scholar attending Oxford, how stupid could he have been to have had sex with a lowly intern?
Alas, if only he had licked Monica Lewinsky's pussy, he never would have been impeached. Sadly, if only he had licked her pussy instead of being done with her after ejaculating his semen in her mouth. If only he had licked her pussy instead of shooting cum down her chin and neck, and all over her blue dress, he may have achieved as high as level three sex with her instead of merely having to be sexually satisfied with level one sex. If only President Clinton had licked Monica Lewinsky's pussy, a knee jerk reaction instigated by the First Lady, the official investigation by the GAO comparing cock sucking to pussy licking never would have been authorized and a senate sub-committee never organized to begin the process of impeachment.
Relegated to having level one sex for the rest of his life, President Clinton had no idea what he was missing by allowing Monica Lewinsky to suck him without him returning the oral favor. A long-term extramarital relationship, a dyed blonde, older version of Monica Lewinsky with her decorated with the same shade and full application of lipstick, he did attain level three sex with Jennifer Flowers. Perhaps because Monica was so young, he was happy to have only level one sex with her. If only he thought more of her sexual satisfaction than he did of his own, he may have been promoted to a level two sex status. Or, in the way he attained level three sex with Ms. Flowers, being that he was the sitting President of the United States of America, he may have attained level three sex status with Monica too.
Alas, if only he had licked her pussy, none of this would have been made public. If only he had licked her pussy instead of allowing her to suck his cock, surely, with no physical evidence to examine and to prove that they had sex, all of this would have been he said, she said. Alas, not to be, it is what it is and what's done is done. Bravo for Hillary for forcing her husband to have the GAO compile the information that analyzed cock sucking to pussy licking. Had it not been for Hillary, the first hint to men that there is more to sex than women sucking their cocks, men may have not had any inkling that there are five levels of sex.
* * * * *
Level five sex also known as top tier sex is the highest sexual intimacy that a woman can bestow on a man or a woman and that a man or a woman can receive from a woman. Level five, top tier sex, is the gold medal of sex. As far as women are concerned, level five, top tier sex is the Congressional Medal of Honor, the Medal of Freedom, and/or the Nobel Prize of sex.
Unlike playing Super Mario when having to master one level at a time before being allowed to move up to the next level, having sex with women is much different than a mere video game. Bypassing levels and not having to go through all of the levels to receive top tier sex, just as any and all men are capable of giving women top tier sex, any and all women are capable of giving men top tier sex. Any man is capable of receiving top tier sex at any time. Yet, alas, just because she may be sexually attracted to him, seldom is any man worthy of such a high sexual award. Not wanting men to think them sluts, women will ever confess to men that there are different levels of sex. Not wanting men to think them whores, women will never admit that there's such a thing as top tier sex that they reserve for someone special.
No matter what men look like, whether they're ugly, old, and/or fat, most men don't realize that the way to a woman's heart is not with flattery or with money but through her pussy. Men are no different than women in that regard. Just as men want women to suck their cocks, women want men to lick their pussies. The best way for men to seduce women, even the most beautiful and the sexiest women, is by giving her the best orgasm she's ever had when giving her oral sex. Ergo the problem.
Men may be the Don Juan of pussy licking and may be the best pussy lickers in the world, yet that's not enough unfortunately. The problem still remains how does someone who looks like you get someone who looks like Sofia Vergara, Kate Upton, Angelina Jolie, Charlize Theron Rhianna, or Scarlett Johansson in bed naked for you to show her that you deserve her to give you level five sex? Whether enticing her with your charm, your looks, your kindness, or you're your money, keeping a woman interested in you is a whole other story. Yet, just because you were lucky enough to get a beautiful woman in bed once for a one night stand, the dilemma is how do you keep her there? Hopefully, this story will tell you that sexy secret.
* * * * *
Just as there's top tier sex, there are many levels of sex when it comes to women giving men or other women sex. When it comes to sex, the difference between women and men is that women don't want men to know that they dwell on sex as much as men do. In the way that some men have always kept a little, black book with dates of their sexual encounters along with details and the scores of their sexual prowess, women have always maintained different levels of sex. The best way to keep a woman sexually interested is to give her a sexual memory.
"He may be not much to look at and he may not be rich but that was the best oral sex I've ever had in my life. I've never cum as hard as when his tongue and fingers were buried in my pussy."
For the sake of all men and all women having better sex everywhere, I decided to break my silence and tell men about women's dirty, little, sexual secret. In the way that women keep an internal score that plays out in the intensity of their sexual passion, I decided to tell all men everywhere that all women have different levels of sex. As if playing a Super Mario game when having sex with a woman, the higher levels of sex are reserved for certain men and for specific sexual occasions. Unfortunately, not very many men will go beyond level three. Extraordinarily few men will reach level four. All but the best men will know the special feeling of having level five sex with a woman.
Being that I've been writing about the different sex levels that women have, now is the time to identify the five levels of sex. Now is the time to come clean about women's sexual secrets. Now is the time for all men to know that any man, at any time, can attain having sex higher than level three sex. The first step is to know what men are doing wrong and how to change their sexual behaviors.
* * * * *
A little bit better than the self-abuse of masturbation, level one sex is the sex a woman gives a man who she really doesn't know all that well. Level one sex is the quickie sex that women give to someone who picked her up in a bar or at a nightclub when she's had too much to drink. Level one sex is the sex women reluctantly feel they must give men in the backseat of his car for them to leave them alone so that they can leave. With not much of a difference between the two levels, level one sex, sometimes known as uninspired sex and/or unconscious sex, is the same sexual satisfaction that a mortician receives when having sex with a dead body. Level one sex is the same sexual satisfaction that, no doubt, Bill Cosby receives when having sex with a drugged woman.
Much higher than level one sex but nowhere near as inspired sex as level three sex, level two sex is the sex that women give her husbands, boyfriends, and/or significant others on a Saturday night when they're too tired for sex and just want to go to sleep. Finally, by giving men level two sex, women relent in having men use their bodies for the sake of their sexual satisfaction so that they'll leave them alone so that they can sleep. A bit higher than unconscious sex, level two sex is the sex where the woman is actually talking, perhaps pillow talking, to her partner. Even though level two sex may be the same unsatisfying sex for the woman, with women screaming their feigned delight and faking their orgasms, level two sex is usually more satisfying for the man.
Sadly, just as men think that women are really having a good sexual time and are interested in having sex with them, women would much rather get it over with so that they can sleep. If only men knew, whenever a woman is having level two sex, she's always thinking of things other than having sex. When women are having level two sex, emotionally unattached, they may be there in body but they're seldom there in mind and in spirit. Where level one sex is reluctant and begrudged sex, level two sex is uninspired and/or automatic sex. Only and unfortunately, as long as they get themselves off, most men don't care whether they're having level one or level two sex.
Level three sex is definitely without a doubt more inspired sex and more sexually exciting. Level three sex is the sex that the woman is excited about having, giving, and reciprocating. Level three sex is the sex that most women dream and sexually fantasize about having while masturbating themselves to an orgasm. Level three sex is the sex extramarital sex. Level three sex is the sex that women give to husbands', boyfriends', and/or significant others' best friends. Unfortunately, most husbands, boyfriends, and/or significant others will never experience level three sex from their women. For a husband, boyfriend, and/or significant other to experience level three sex, he'd have to cheat on his wife, girlfriend, and/or significant other with another woman.
As the late, great Kurt Vonnegut would say, "Tweet, tweet, so it goes..."
In addition to having level three sex with your husbands', boyfriends', and/or significant others' best friend, level three sex is sometimes better known as incestuous sex. Level three sex is the sex that women reserve when having sex with brothers, sisters, uncles, fathers, brother-in-laws, and father-in-laws. Not to be confused with level two sex or with level four sex, which I haven't even discussed level four sex yet, level three sex is also the sex that a woman gives her husband, boyfriend, and/or significant other when rewarding them for doing something nice for her.
Sometimes not always, depending upon the relationship, level three sex can be reached by taking a woman out, buying her flowers, and/or giving her perfume, a piece of jewelry, or buying her an outfit that includes buying her shoes too. No doubt, most of you have experienced levels one and two sex with a few of you occasionally experiencing level three sex with a woman. Yet, it's the rare man who has experienced level four sex.
Level four sex, typically called rebound sex, is the sex women reserve to make themselves feel better after an emotional breakup of a relationship. When given to an unsuspecting man, level four can also be used as women's way to get even by having sex with someone they know would make their ex crazy insane with anger.
"What? Bad enough that you had sex with my three best friends but you had sex with my brother, father, and uncle too? Why did you do that?"
In addition to rebound sex, level four sex is the sex women give men when they clean the whole house. With him washing the windows, waxing the floors, vacuuming, doing the dishes, and cleaning the bathrooms, cleaning the whole house is worthy of receiving level four sex. Not only do most men not know there's such a thing as level four sex but also most men don't know how easily it can be achieved by merely cleaning the whole house. Only and unfortunately, when women clean the whole house, men don't give them level four sex. Women are lucky to have the energy left for level two sex. Only and unfortunately, unaccustomed to cleaning the whole house in the way that women routinely do, most men are too tired to have level four sex after cleaning the whole house. Too pooped to pop, after cleaning the whole house most men will usually settle for level one sex, getting a blowjob while watching football.
Level four sex is the same level of sex that women give men when men pretend to listen to them, really listen to everything they're saying, while holding their hands, nodding their heads, and giving them Kleenexes. Level four sex can sometimes be achieved by giving women backrubs, pedicure, foot massages, and American Express Centurion, black credit cards for women to go shopping and buy an unlimited amount of clothes and shoes. The Hell with doing something nice for women, taking them out, buying them jewelry, cleaning the house, listening to them, and giving backrubs, pedicures, and foot massages, or AMEX black cards, level five sex is mostly reserved for men who are masters pussy lickers.
Oh, yeah, with women as sexual as men, achieving level five sex can be that simple. Men can be the worst bastards on the planet but if men know how to lick women's pussies, they're their heroes. Suddenly, instantly, and emotionally dramatically, they're their level five men. Indeed, the best men deserving of receiving top tier sex are reserved only for the very best pussy lickers. Trust me and without a doubt, as long as men strived to be the best pussy lickers, women will always give those men top tier sex.
* * * * *



Only, it's not easy to become the best pussy licker. It's difficult to correctly learn such a sexual skill and erotic technique. Some men are born naturally to it while others must practice, practice, and practice. In the way that some women give lousy, uninspired, spitting blowjobs, some men have no idea how to lick a pussy. The only advice that I can give men who want to become the best pussy lickers and achieve level five sex is to forget about receiving blowjobs for a while and just concentrate on pussy licking. Trust me, if you give women good pussy lickings, they'll be more than happy, thrilled actually, and inspired to suck their cocks.
Unfortunately, most men think that they just put their heads between a woman's legs and lick her up and down while waiting for her to have an orgasm before they can get to the really good part of sex of her giving them a blowjob. Right? Wrong. Unfortunately, those clueless men been stuck in level one and level two sex way too long to know any better.
"I got this," said Ralph. "Licking a pussy is as easy as can be. It won't be long before she has an orgasm. It won't be long when I'll be done licking her and when I'll finally really be enjoying myself with her giving me a blowjob."
"Duh, loser. You're so wrong. What a waste of time, such a waste of time for a woman to be having sex with someone like you."
At the most, women will give men level two sex for trying and perhaps level three sex for giving her an oral orgasm. Yet, level three sex is as far away from receiving level four sex or even five sex, top tier sex, as level three sex is as far away from level two sex and level one sex. All this time men have been settling for levels one to three sex when they could have had level four sex before reaching the top tier of having level five sex. If only men knew that there are different levels of sex, yet how could men know when women will never tell them that there are different levels of sex? Top tier sex is women's dirty little, albeit sexy secret. Men only need to know the combination to unlock women's vaults.
* * * * *
In the way that sucking a cock is an art form with all of the deep throat movies, pussy licking is an art form too. Those men not giving women oral orgasms while licking their pussies will never have any sex beyond level three sex. It's only those men who enjoy licking pussies, truly going down on a woman, who are rewarded with level four sex and even level five sex, top tier sex. Most men don't know that women even have a second level of sex never mind having subsequent levels of sex, do they? Most men don't know that women reward men who are better pussy lickers with higher levels of sex, do they?
Most men routinely experience not much more than mere blowjobs when having sex. Most men have no idea that they could have had so very much more than uninspired, semi-conscious sex. Something that all men need to aspire to, all men could have top tier sex if only men gave women what they really wanted, expert pussy licking. All this time when not even getting women to cum by staying between their legs long enough while licking and fingering women, men thought they were the loving men for dabbling at and briefly licking women's pussies when they weren't. If anything, men who don't get their women to cum during oral sex are pathetic.
Shame on you for not giving women as many oral orgasms as you hope to have blowjobs. Shame on you for not licking and fingering women's pussies in the way that women routinely suck men's cocks. If for only one reason more than any other, women put up with the sexually selfish asses of men because men are the fathers of their children. How dare men not make women cum when all men want to do is to cum in women's mouths? Most men are what women are stuck with when dreaming about real men, men who'd give them not just a good pussy licking but the best pussy licking.
Any man or woman for that matter with a tongue can lick a pussy but it takes a special pussy licking man or woman to reach the top tier level of sex, level five. Beautiful women, desirably women, and sexy, shapely women have been known to stay with men, older men, and not such good looking men just because the men are skilled pussy lickers. Don't believe me? Allow me to give you some examples of expert pussy lickers.
Just ask Angelina Jolie why she was not only with Billy Bob Thornton but also why she stayed with him so long. Just ask Angelina Jolie why she stole Brad Pitt from Jennifer Aniston. Just ask Jennifer Aniston why she married Brad Pitt in the first place and why she pined over the loss of him. Billy Bob Thornton and Brad Pitt have discovered the secret of level four and level five sex. They are both expert pussy lickers. Why do you think Angelina Jolie is always smiling?
Billy Bob and Brad aren't the only men who routinely have level four and top tier sex. Rick Ocasek with supermodel Paulina, Billy Joel with Christie Brinkley, and Donald Trump with all of his young beauties. Why on Earth would these beautiful women not only date these men but also stay with theses average looking at best men? Trust me, it's not for the money that these women are attracted to these men when many of these women are already wealthy. The reason why these women stay with these average looking men is because these men have found the secret, sexual success that great pussy licking can bring.
Just ask Michael Douglass how he got Catherine Zeta-Jones never to leave his bed. Why do you think 35-year-old Coco is with 56-year-old Ice? When she could have had anyone, how do you think 45-year-old Jay Z got 33-year-old Beyoncé? Further, when she can have any woman on the planet, even Hillary Clinton, why is Oprah with Gayle King? That's right. All of these people, albeit celebrities have reached the top tier of sex just by mastering the art of licking a pussy. Just because some of these men can no longer cut the mustard sexually when in bed with a woman, they can still lick the jar.
* * * * *
Money you say is the reason why this one is with that one but with all of these celebrity women wealthy in their own right, they could be with anyone. With all of these celebrity women wealthy in their own right, they don't need a man. Instead of being with any man, they chose to be with their ultimate pussy lickers. Just ask Jay Lo and Madonna why they prefer younger and less sexually experienced men. It's because they can teach them how to lick a pussy.
When any of these superrich women are bored, their personal pussy lickers are there to lick their pussies. When any of these spoiled women are sad or just having a bad day, their personal pussy lickers are there to lick their pussies. Just as men put so much stock in having their women suck their cocks and allowing them to cum in their mouths, women give the highest sexual regard to the best pussy lickers. Level five sex and top tier sex are reserved for the best pussy lickers. If men want the secret to sexually turning on a woman, they need only lick their pussies and make them cum while going down on them orally.
As if he's the world master, grand champion in Martial Arts, a tenth degree dan, black belt, there's only been one man in the history of men who has reached a sexual level higher than level five. No one knew there was a level higher than five, not even many women, until this man came on the scene back in the 50's. Some women say that he can make their pussies tingling wet by him just looking at them. Some women say that he has two tongues. Some women say that his fingers are motorized. Some women say that they've never had their pussies licked until they had their pussies licked by him.
Still going strong today at 88-years-old, he's surpassed level five by going to levels six, seven, eight, and nine. Now at level ten, with his technical, sexual skills all learned by practicing the art of pussy licking and by concentrating on licking pussies instead of merely receiving blowjobs, he is the oracle of pussy licking. No one man has had sex with more beautiful, busty women than this man. No one man has licked as many pussies as this man. No one man is a better pussy licker than Huge Heffner, the founder of Playboy Magazine.
THE END
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Instead of suffering through looking more like a man dressed as a woman, Tiffany helps Walter look more like Wendy by doing his hair and applying his makeup.
In exchange for giving Tiffany the three pair of shoes, the black pair of Jimmy Choo shoes, the Nike sneakers, and the Prada sandals, Tiffany offered to style Walter's wig. A kind offer for her to make, she also offered to show him how to better apply his makeup. Had she not had a friend who was a cross dresser, she never would have understood what Walter went through as a cross dresser. Had she not had a prior lover who was a cross dresser, perhaps she wouldn't have volunteered her help in making him look pretty.
Before leaving the attic together, Walter grabbed a pair of blue high heels that he'd like to wear when dressing as a woman for Tiffany. Tiffany climbed down the attic stairs first for Walter to turn off the light and close the trapdoor in the ceiling behind her. Walter showed Tiffany to his bedroom filled with mostly Linda's things and decorating touches. It looked more like a woman's bedroom than it did a man's bedroom but with Walter being a cross dresser, he was okay with frilly, pink things. He reached in the back of his closet to retrieve his makeup case before making himself comfortable sitting on his bed while watching Tiffany style his wig with his hair brush and comb.
"This is a nice brush Walter. Is it real?"
"Yes. It's boar's hair bristle," he said.
"I can see the humor in that. A pig brushing her hair with a pig's hairbrush," she said with a laugh. "Now you know what to buy me for Christmas."
"You're hardly a pig Tiffany," he said. "You're a good woman. You're nobody's whore."
"Thank you Walter," said Tiffany laughing. "But I was talking about you watching me clean my kitchen while masturbating yourself."
"Very funny. If I'm a pig than you're a little slutty," he said laughing.
"Fuck you. I'm only slutty for the right man, you and Bill. Besides women have more fun being a little slutty," she said returning his laugh. "What's that?" She stared at the blue velvet case that he placed on his bureau.
"It's my makeup case," he said looking from his makeup case to her. "Don't you have a makeup case?"
She looked at him with a raised eyebrows and a frozen smile.
"That's some makeup case. If Liberace had a makeup case, it would look like that. I have all of my makeup in a shoe box," she said with a laugh. "That's something you can buy me for my birthday."
"I'll keep that in mind," he said with a loud yawn. "I could take a nap right now. You exhausted me," he said stretching out on his bed.
She gave him a sexy eye.
"We could do it on your bed," said Tiffany with a sexy smile. "I'd love to fuck you where you fuck Linda."
Walter made a sour face. He didn't want to think of Linda when he was in his bedroom with Tiffany. With more danger of that when having sex with her in his bedroom and in his bed, he didn't want to think of Linda and make obvious comparisons when he was in bed with Tiffany.
"We can't do that," said Walter sitting up in bed. "I'd have to wash and change the sheets," he said making an excuse. "Linda wouldn't like that I had sex with you on our bed."
Giving him a look that would melt ice, she put a hand to her hip and flashed him the attitude of a diva from Detroit.
"How is me having sex with you in your bedroom and on your bed any different from Linda having sex in your bedroom and on your bed with Jim, Henry, and Tom in your bed? How is me having sex with you in your bedroom and on your bed any different than you having sex in my house, in my bedroom, and on my bed?"
"You have a point there," said Walter suddenly afraid she was going to hit him with his own brush.
"Is it because I'm black?"
Walter laughed.
"You're black? Seriously? Are you kidding me? I can't believe you're black. I didn't notice," he said laughing. "Don't be ridiculous. Linda loves your black ass as much as I love your black ass, only not in the same way," he said standing to reach his hand around her to grab a whole handful of her beautiful, black ass.
"Then what's the problem?"
Wondering if he was exchanging a white bitch for a black bitch, Tiffany looked at him in the way that Linda sometimes looks at him. Only where Linda couldn't beat the crap out of him, Tiffany, no doubt, could.
"First of all, I'm exhausted. Secondly, I haven't even talked to Linda yet to tell her that we're having an affair and to ask her if she'd have sex with Bill," he said.
Tiffany turned to look at him with an icy stare that she reserved for customers who expected more from her than her just stripping off her clothes.
"Say what? You haven't told Linda that we're having sex? You better not be fucking with me. You better not be using me Walter."
"I'm not fucking with you and I'm not using you. I just haven't had the chance to tell her with her staying overnight at her sister's house and with her mother there too," said Walter looking at her for understanding. "Other than Linda, you're the first women I've had sex with in more than twenty years."
"I see," she said. "So, you haven't told Linda what Bill is in love with her white, skinny ass?"
"No, not yet," said Walter.
"Call her," said Tiffany pointing to the phone with the end of the hairbrush. "Call her now," said Tiffany picking up the telephone from the nightstand and handing it to him. "If you don't call her, I'll call her. I'll tell her that not only are you a cross dresser but also that you have a panty and shoe collection."
* * * * *
In the way she stared at him he could tell that she meant it.
"Okay, okay, I'm calling her. Only, this is something I'd much rather do in person than over the phone," said Walter.
"Now Walter. Call her now," said Tiffany.
"I'm calling." Walter dialed the number. "It's ringing," he said. "I don't think they're home. They're probably still out shopping," he said. "Hello?"
"Hi Walter? How are you?"
"Hi Linda. I'm fine," said Walter rolling his eyes and making a face. "How was shopping?"
Tiffany pushed his shoulder for him to get to the point.
"We've been shopping all day. I'm having my second glass of wine," said Linda before obviously picking up on Walter's pause. "Is there something wrong?"
"Um, well, Linda, actually..."
"What is it Walter? Tell me. Whatever it is, you can tell me," she said like the good wife that she is most times.
Walter inhaled a big breath to blurt it all out without hesitation.
"I'm having an affair with Tiffany, Bill's wife," said Walter.
"I know who Tiffany is, Walter. She's my best friend," she said with a giggle. "You? Having an affair...with Tiffany? You barely keep me interested in sex. If it wasn't for your three friends licking me and fucking me, I'd have no sex at all."
"Ha, ha, very funny," he said. "Yes, it's true. I'm having sex with Tiffany."
"Seriously? No way? You are? You are not. I don't believe you," she said.
"I am," he said.
"Tell me and be honest, this isn't something that you're fantasizing about doing while masturbating yourself when watching her clean her kitchen in her sexy, little nightgown," she said laughing. "Is it?"
Kathy looked at her sister with shocked interest.
"He masturbates himself while peeping on your next door neighbor?"
"Who's there with you?"
"Kathy and my mother," said Linda. "You remember my sister Kathy, don't you? The woman you had sex with last night after you had sex with my mother, Mary," said Linda with a laugh. "You remember my mother Mary, don't you? The older woman with the big tits."
"Walter doesn't remember me?" Mary looked from her daughter Linda to her daughter Kathy before returning her look of interest to Linda. "Does he have a head injury? Is he getting Alzheimer's?
Linda made a sour face at her mother for her to be quiet.
"Geez, Linda, I know who your mother and sister are. You're not making this easy for me to tell you all that I need to tell you," said Walter.
If it wasn't for Tiffany persuading him, he never would have called Linda. He'd much rather tell her all that he had to say in person. He'd much rather spread things out than confessing all of his sexy secrets all at once.
"Is he in trouble? Was he arrested?" Linda's mother, Mary, looked from Linda to Kathy. "Do we need to bail him out?"
Mary was starting to panic while Linda rolled her eyes and sighed.
"No mother. Everything is fine," said Linda to her mother before returning her attention back to her husband. "You're not calling me because you were arrested again for drunk driving, are you?"
"No," he said. "It's nothing like that. I, um, just needed to talk to you. I, um, just needed to tell you about Tiffany."
"Was he in an accident?"
Mary pulled on her daughter's sleeve for her to answer her.
"Mom, may I talk to my husband in private? And no he wasn't in an accident," said Linda.
"Stop beating around the bush and just tell her Walter," said Tiffany.
"Who's there with you?"
"Tiffany," said Walter.
"Tiffany? Hi Tiffany," said Linda.
"Linda said hi," said Walter to Tiffany.
"Hi Linda," said Tiffany louder for her to hear.
"Well," said Linda with an obvious attitude to her voice, "what do you know about that?
"Well do I know about what?"
"You and Tiffany a thing. I never she would be having sex with you when she has someone like Bill in her bed."
"Yeah, well the sex is always hotter when in someone else's bed," he said.
"Other than you having an affair with Tiffany after you had sex with my sister and mother and after I had sex with your friends, Jim, Henry, and Tom, what else could you possibly have to tell me?" Linda laughed. "Walter's having an affair with our next door neighbor, Tiffany, a beautiful ex-stripper," said Linda to her mother and sister.
"I know who Tiffany is. She's wicked pretty and wicked sexy. I'd be willing to be a black woman if I had her beautiful face and shapely body," said Kathy. "But she's so young. Why would someone who looks like her want to have sex with someone who looks like him?"
As if just being insulted, Linda made a face at her sister in defense of her husband.
"The same reason why you agreed to have sex with my husband," said Linda to her sister while shooting her another look.
"Who's Tiffany?"
Mary looked from Kathy to Linda.
"Bill's wife," said Linda.
"Bill? Bill the cop? Your next door neighbor?"
"Yes, Walter is having sex with his wife," said Kathy.
"But she's black," said Mary.
"Mom, what's wrong with you?"
"In my day we didn't mix the races," she said stiffening her posture while shaking her head as if she needed that extra bit of negativity to convince her daughter that it was wrong for a white man to have sex with a black woman. "In my day—"
"Shh mother please. I can't hear Walter," said Linda.
Linda gave her mother a dirty look while Kathy sighed and rolled her eyes over her mother's racist comments.
"Times have changed Mom. If I knew an attractive black man who had a big cock and who wanted to have sex with me, I'd be having sex with him right now," said Kathy with a dirty laugh.
"Me too," said Linda slapping her sister a high five.
"Actually that's convenient having sex with your next door neighbor," said Kathy loud enough for Walter to hear. "Way to go Walter. You're the man. First you have hot sex with your MILF of a mother-in-law, then you have hot sex with me, your sexy sister-in-law, and now you're having even hotter sex with your next door, ex-stripper neighbor," laughed Kathy.
"What's a MILF?"
Mary looked from Kathy to Linda.
"MILF means a mother he'd like to fuck," said Kathy.
"Oh, my," said Mary. "Walter wants to fuck his mother? That's so wrong. That's just so nasty."
"No, Mom. You're the MILF that he wanted to fuck and did fuck," said Kathy with a laugh.
"Oh," said Mary with a smile. "I'm a MILF. I like that. Only, if you don't mind, I prefer using the word making love than calling what we did fucking."
"Does Bill know that you're fucking his wife, Walter? He's much bigger than you and he does carry a gun and have handcuffs," said Linda.
"Yes, he's given us his blessings to have sex with one another," said Walter.
"Handcuffs?" Kathy looked at her sister with enough sexual excitement to bulge out her eyes and raise her eyebrows. "Do you think Bill would handcuff me to my bed, strip me naked, and have his wicked sexual way with me?"
"Shh," said Linda to her sister. "What else aren't you telling me?"
Walter let out a loud, long sigh.
"There's so much to tell? How do I begin? Where do I begin?"
Tiffany shoved his shoulder.
"Tell her about Bill," coaxed Tiffany.
"Okay, okay, yeah," he said to Tiffany."
"What?" Linda waited for Walter to answer her and when he didn't, she pressured him to tell her. "Start from the good part," she said with a laugh. "Tell me more about Bill allowing you to have sex with his wife."
Other than to come right out and say it, Walter didn't know how to say it. Different than his friends having sex with his wife, Bill, according to Tiffany, was in love with his wife. It's one thing for him to be fooling around with Tiffany while thinking that he may be in love with her but it's quite another thing to know that Bill is really in love with Linda. Getting all that he wished for, with him with Linda for more than 20 years, he wouldn't know what to do if he lost his wife to another man.
"Bill is in love with you," said Walter. "Maybe love is too strong a word but Bill wants to have sex with you. He's in lust with you. In the way I've been lusting over Tiffany, Bill's been lusting over you."
"This is way better than a soap opera," said Kathy leaning her ear to listen to the earpiece on the phone.
"I like soap operas," said Mary. "I watch them every day. All My Children, One Life to Live, General Hospital, As the World Turns, The Bold and the Beautiful, Guiding Light, The Young and the Restless, and Days of Our Lives."
"Mom, some of those soaps aren't even on the air anymore," said Kathy.
"Reruns," said Mary. "Something I didn't have in my day, thank God for cable TV."
"Shh. What? Sorry Walter. I have my sister and my mother talking about soap operas and distracting me. It sounded like you said that Bill is in love with me and wants to have sex with me," said Linda with a nervous laugh while fluffing her brown hair with her hand. "Is that what you said? If that's what you said, I can't believe you said that."
"Yes, you heard me correctly. Bill is in love with you and wants to have sex with you," said Walter again. "He's been in love with you since he first moved in next door to us. He's been watching you from afar while masturbating himself in the way that I've been watching Tiffany while masturbating myself," said Walter.
"Seriously?" Linda seemingly melted while swooning at the obvious thought of her having a sexual affair with Bill. "He's been watching me while he masturbates over me? Wow! Other than Jim, Henry, and Tom, I don't think I've had any man masturbate over me."
"Jim, Henry, and Tom?" Mary looked from Linda to Kathy. "Who are they?"
"Who's been watching you while he masturbates?"
"Quiet Kathy, I can't hear my husband," said Linda.
"Just curious but has he seen me naked?"
"I don't know if he's seen you naked Linda but he's been watching you doing your gardening. Tiffany told me that he told her that he's seen your panties in up skirts and your bra and cleavage in down blouses," said Walter.
Seemingly getting sexually aroused, Linda pushed her chestnut brown hair back with her hand while running a slow hand down the side of her face, down her neck, and along her breast.
"I'm just curious. Has he seen me topless? Whenever I sit out back, I remove my top," said Linda to Walter while nodding her head to her sister. "Even though Bill could see me from his bedroom window, with him working the graveyard shift, I figured he'd be sleeping while I was out back sunning myself. I wonder if he's seen my tits."
"Linda wants to know if Bill has seen her topless," he said to Tiffany.
"Several times," said Tiffany shrugging while cupping her big D cup breasts and before making her hands smaller to mock Linda's much smaller breasts.
"Yes, he's seen your tits," said Walter. "Anyway, Bill wants to have sex with you."
Without any hesitation, Linda answered her husband.
"Being that you've already had sex with Bill's wife, sure, I'd love to have sex with Bill," said Linda.
"Wait, there's more," said Walter.
"More?" Linda laughed. "Is there someone else who wants to have sex with me too?"
Walter put a hand to his head as if he had a headache.
"No, the only men I know who want to have sex with you are Jim, Henry, Tom, and now Bill," said Walter.
"Then, what is it Walter? You can tell me. I'm your wife," said Linda.
Walter looked at Tiffany for courage.
"I'm a cross dresser. I enjoy dressing as a woman," said Walter.
"I know that," said Linda with a little laugh. "I mean, I suspected you that were."
"What?" Kathy nudged her sister's shoulder. "What? Did I hear him right? What did he just say? Did he just say that he's a cross dresser?"
"Yes, Walter just confessed that he's a cross dresser," said Linda to her sister.
"Kinky," said Kathy.
"What?" Mary looked totally confused. "What's a cross dresser?"
Mary looked from Linda to Kathy.
"Walter enjoys dressing as a woman," said Kathy to her mother.
"Oh, my," said Mary. "Now that I recall, I thought he was staring at my clothes funny. After I stripped myself naked and deposited my clothes in a neat pile beside the bed, instead of staring at my naked body, he continued staring at my discarded clothes as if he wanted to wear them."
"Is that it? You sleeping with Tiffany, Bill wanting to sleep with me, and you being a cross dresser?" Linda paused. "Are you gay? Tell me you're not gay Walter."
"No, of course I'm not gay," said Walter. "Do you think a gay man would have given your mother and sister orgasms?"
"Is Walter gay?" Kathy stared at her sister while waiting for her to answer.
"No, Walter's not gay," said Linda.
"I'd never call Walter gay, not in the way his cock was so hard when he stuck that thing in my mouth before plunging it in my pussy," said Mary. "Unless you mean that he's gay the other way, as in happy. He's never been a happy man. He's always been a sad, disgruntled man, the type that would kill co-workers at the Post Office," said Mary nodding her head.
"Mom, really. Please stop talking. I can't hear Walter. We'll discuss this later after I get off the phone," said Linda.
"You don't have to be rude Linda," said Mary.
Linda sighed her impatience with her mother.
"Yeah, well, I know you. There's something else you're not telling me," said Linda. "What is it? You may as well tell me everything."
There was a long pause on the phone that seemed like minutes but was only seconds before Walter answered her.
"I have a panty and shoe fetish," said Walter blurting it out.
"Well, that's something I didn't know about," said Linda. "Where do you hide your collections?"
"The panties are in the chest in the back of my closet behind my hunting clothes and the shoes are in boxes in the attic," said Walter.
"What?" Kathy nudged her sister's shoulder again. "What's he saying?"
"Walter has a panty and shoe fetish," said Linda to her sister.
"Ask him what size he collects. I can use some new panties and shoes," laughed Kathy.
"Kathy wants to know what size shoes and panties you collect. She needs new shoes and panties," said Linda with a laugh.
"I'm not giving your sister my panties or my shoes," said Walter.
"Am I hearing this right? Not only does Walter enjoy dressing like a woman but also he collects panties and shoes too? Well, as if I'm some sort of trophy, he's not going to get my panties or my shoes," said Mary with a haughty attitude.



"He doesn't want your panties or your shoes Mom," said Kathy laughing. "I'm sure he has enough of his own."
"What are you doing now?" Linda waited for her husband to respond. "Are you having sex in our bedroom? Tell me you're not having sex in our bedroom, not that it matters when I had sex with Jim, Henry, and Tom and will probably be having sex with Bill in our bedroom too."
"No, we didn't have sex in our bedroom. We had sex at Tiffany's house," Walter.
"It wouldn't matter if you did," said Linda. "What are you doing now?"
"Tiffany is styling my wig and is going to help me better apply my makeup," he said. "She said that she can make me look more like a woman than a man."
"What about Bill? Not that I'm in a hurry to have sex with him but when am I having sex with him? The poor, dear, sweet man must be ready to explode while watching me sunning my topless body as he masturbated himself over seeing my nakedly, exposed tits," said Linda with a dirty laugh and as if she was a Southern Belle.
"Linda wants to know when Bill wants to have sex with her," said Walter to Tiffany.
"He has this Saturday off," she said. "Tell her Saturday. I have a place that I can take you that you'll really enjoy while they're having sex," said Tiffany giving him a sexy smile.
"This Saturday," said Walter.
"I heard her," said Linda. "Okay, so you're with Tiffany and I'm with Bill. This is so exciting. We should have done something like this years ago."
"I've always asked you to participate in the swinging lifestyle Linda and you always said no to that idea," said Walter.
"It sounds like this is your very own version of Bob, Ted, Carol, and Alice," said Mary.
Kathy looked at her mother as if she was crazy?
"Who?"
"It's an old movie where two couples, husbands and wives, best friends, swap partners and have sex," said Mary. "Natalie Wood played one of the stars before being murdered by her husband Robert Wagner and his gay lover, Christopher Walken."
"I'd like to be in that movie," said Kathy with a dirty laugh. "Only, you don't know if any of that is true mother. I heard they were all just drunk out of their minds and she fell overboard and drown."
"Please be quiet. I can't hear Walter," said Linda.
"So," said Walter. "Are we all set? Is it all agreed, you're to get together with Bill this Saturday and I'm going out with Tiffany to give you the privacy you need?"
"Yes, we're all set," said Linda. "I've always liked Bill. To be honest, I'd much rather have sex with Bill than I would with Jim, Henry, and Tom. He probably has a much bigger cock."
"Linda wants to know if Bill has a big cock," said Walter turning to Tiffany.
"Walter, don't ask her that. That's embarrassing but does he?" She laughed.
"He does have a big prick Linda," said Tiffany laughing.
"Tiffany is going to do my face now," he said.
"And I'm going to finish my wine while digesting all of this," said Linda. "I'll see you tomorrow Honey."
"Bye Linda. Bye Kathy. Bye Mary," said Walter loud enough for them to all hear when Linda held out the phone.
"Bye," said Kathy.
"Bye," said Mary.
"Bye Tiffany," said Linda.
"Bye Linda," said Tiffany.
"Bye Honey," said Walter to his wife.
"Bye Walter," said Linda hanging up the phone.
* * * * *
"Here's your wig, Walter," said Tiffany handing him the finished hairdo. "What do you think?"
"I like it. It's much better than I can do," he said.
"I just have to touch it up, brush it, and restyle it after I fit it to your head," she said. "Come sit here at the vanity table and I'll do your makeup first. Later, after you get dressed, we'll put on your wig to see how you look. Then, while you're dressed as a woman, perhaps you can make love to me here in your bedroom and on your bed."
"Sure, we can have sex," said Walter now understanding more why Ed was so eager to push Tiffany onto him. She's sexually insatiable. "I have a camera that I'd like you to take a picture of me after I'm dressed," he said.
"Okay," said Tiffany. "I can do that. Now come sit here at the vanity table so that I can do your face."
"I've always wanted to do this," he said.
"Do what?"
"Have my face done by someone who knows how to apply makeup," he said.
"Well, with me doing three shows a night, five nights a week, I've become quite expert at putting on and removing makeup," she said.
He rested his elbows on Linda's vanity table, a place where he watched her put on her face, take off her face, and brush her hair thousands of times. With his hands supporting his chin, he stared at the empty canvas of his aging face. An impossible task, he didn't think that Tiffany could make him look like a woman enough to fool anyone. Torn between the two with him sometimes wishing he was born a woman, he was happy he was born a man.
"What do I do first?" He looked at her as if he was a student and she was his teacher.
Tiffany looked through his makeup case and pulled out a jar of moisturizer.
"Spread some of this on your face. It will keep your skin from getting too dry," she said.
Putting it on in the way he applies shaving cream, he put on too much and had to remove some with a tissue. He rubbed in the moisturizer until it disappeared in his skin.
"Now what?"
"Next is foundation," she said. "Have you ever used foundation?"
"I have some but I never used it," he said. "I'd probably put too much on and, unable to blend them, I'd look a frightful mess."
Holding up different shades of foundation to his face, it took Tiffany a minute to select the right shade. She dabbed the liquid foundation on several spots around his face and blended them together for a matte finish.
"You needn't use too much foundation. Too much foundation will make you look shiny as if your skin is porcelain," she said with a laugh. "Just watch what I do so that you can do this on your own later. I'll help you get dressed again Saturday for our date."
"My first time out as a man dressed as a woman, I'm nervous," said Walter.
"Trust me. Where I'm taking you, you'll be fine. Where I'm taking you, you'll be accepted," she said.
"Where are you taking me?"
"I can't tell you that. It's a surprise," she said with a big smile.
God she was so beautiful and even so much more beautiful when she smiled like that. Suddenly, he was in the mood to have sex with her. Suddenly, he was in the mood to fall between her legs and lick her pussy until she screamed his name.
She topped off the foundation with a big, fluffy makeup brush to gently apply and blend the foundation's fine powder to smooth out his complexion even more.
"Okay," he said while staring at himself in the mirror. "I guess I'll just have to wait for Saturday."
Making his face appear thinner instead of wider, she heightened his cheekbones by using blush powder. Then, using a clean brush, she gently blended the blush so that even he couldn't tell where the blush began and where it ended.
"Brushing and blending takes some practice and a light hand. You don't want your face to look like it's caked with makeup. You want a more natural look," she said taking a step back to look at her makeup artistry.
She did his eyes next with dark, gray-blue eye shadow that would make his brown eyes pop. Plucking his eyebrows as she went along, she applied a fairly thick line of smoke-gray eye liner above and under his eyelashes for an added dramatic effect. Using a sponge pad, she softened the line a little by gently smudging it. Already way better than he's ever made up his face, he couldn't believe the transformation. Next she applied some mascara. With her not putting the mascara on too thick, his eyes were stunningly sexy.
"Wow! I can't believe it. I almost look pretty," he said.
Next she applied lip liner that was a tiny bit darker than the peach colored lipstick that he had chosen to wear. She carefully lined his lips just inside of the outline of his lips and then applied his lipstick. With the lip liner and lipstick needing a tad of blending, she used a sponge-pad applicator to correct her mistakes. She blended the lipstick and lip liner to make the line between the lip liner and the lipstick nearly invisible while still doing its job of highlighting his lips.
"This blending of the lip liner should make your lips appear more luscious and pouty," said Tiffany. "Viola! And we're done. That didn't take very long."
"Oh my God, Tiffany. You made me look amazing. I can't wait to put on my panties, my bra, my dress, my wig, and my high heel shoes for you to take a picture of me all put together," he said giving her a hug.
"When we go out Saturday night, while Linda is having sex with Bill, I'm taking you someplace special," said Tiffany.
"Where?"
"It's a surprise. All I can tell you is that you're not going to believe where we'll be going and the people we'll be meeting," said Tiffany with a big smile.
"Now you have me crazy insane curious. I can't wait for Saturday night," said Walter. "Only, now before I get dressed, I have a surprise for you," he said unbuttoning and unzipping her jeans.
He helped her off with her skintight pants to expose her white, bikini panties. Gently he pushed her back on her bed, fell between her legs, and licked and fingered her through her panties before slowly sliding them off.
"Oh my God, Walter, you're going to make me cum with you eating me through my panties," she said.
"Don't cum yet," he said devouring her pussy in the way that he's never devoured Linda's pussy.
Licking her while fingering her, he mashed his face in her cunt.
"You're going to ruin your makeup," she said running her fingers through his hair while pulling his head forward as if she was fucking her pussy with his face.
"Don't worry about my makeup. I can put it on again. I just want to make you cum," he said attacking her pussy with his tongue and fingers.
"Oh Walter, whatever it is you're doing, don't stop. Please don't stop. Oh, my God, I don't believe this. This is incredible. Never in my life has anyone eaten my pussy like this before," she said. "Lord Almighty! Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!"
"You turned me on styling my wig. You turned me on fixing my face. You turned me on making me look pretty. Now it's my turn to turn you on by licking your pussy," he said licking and licking her while fingering her.
As if she had died and returned from the dead, Tiffany's body stiffened like the body of a corpse before she screamed his name.
"Wendy! Wendy! Wendy! Don't stop Wendy. Don't stop. Lick me. Eat me. Finger me, just don't stop. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. I've never cummed so much in my life. Oh, my God, that was amazing," she said collapsing and staying like that while basking in the afterglow of sex. "Get up here, you beautiful man and kiss me. You gave me what no one has ever given me," she said.
"What's that? What did I give you?"
"Just like in that story, How to Lick a Pussy for Top Tier Sex, by SusanJillParker, You gave me level five, top tier sex," she said. "Wait until I tell a two certain someone's about you, they'll be impressed," she said kissing and kissing him. "They be all over you."
She moved between his legs. Now, it's my turn to give you level five, top tier sex," she said taking his cock in her hand before sliding it in her mouth.
To be continued...
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Tiffany takes Walter to a very exclusively private, secret celebrity, swinging hideout where only the rich and famous play all night and have sex with other celebrities.
Saturday night and with Bill, Tiffany's husband, getting to know Linda, Walter's wife much better sexually, Walter and Tiffany were out for an evening on the town. Not knowing where she was taking him, but promising him a good time, she wouldn't tell him where they were going and what they were doing. Their destination was a secret, sexual surprise.
Tiffany parked her car in a private lot and retrieved a ticket from the machine to claim her car later.
"Let me pay for the parking," said Walter reaching for the ticket.
"The parking is free, as long as I have my parking ticket validated with the bartender," said Tiffany. "If you're not too star stuck to remember, remind me to have my parking ticket validated when leaving," she said with a smile while looking over at him.
She was so beautiful when she smiled. Star struck? He figured that she meant in the way he continuingly stared at her while pinching himself that he wasn't dreaming. He figured that she was referring to the way he looked at her with stars in his eyes. With him going from masturbating himself while watching her clean her kitchen in her sexy nightgowns to having sex with her, he can't believe lucky he is to be with her. With him being a top tier man, at least a level five pussy licker, if only he knew it was the other way around. If anyone considered themselves lucky, Tiffany was the one who considered herself lucky.
They parked the car, got out, and took the elevator down to the street level. Once outside, not knowing where he was, Walter didn't recognize anything familiar. Not paying attention to the road signs, he was paying more attention to Tiffany's short skirt riding up her shapely thighs as she drove. Wondering if she was wearing panties, he was thinking more about eating her again. He loved licking her pussy as much as he loved her sucking his cock.
"Where are we?"
"You needn't know where we are," she said teasing him.
"Where is this place?"
Tiffany nodded her head in the direction of the club.
"Just across the street," said Tiffany.
Walter fussed with his wig, straightened his dress, and checked feeling them with his hands to see if he was still wearing both clip-on earrings. He opened his purse and pulled out his compact for one last check of his lipstick.
"I'm so nervous," said Walter. "How do I look? Do I look stupid? Tell me the truth and be honest, do I look as ridiculous as I feel I do?"
She looked over at him and checked him up and down before complimenting him.
"You look very pretty," said Tiffany giving him a satisfied smile. "Don't worry. Everything will be fine."
Feeling better about himself dressed as a woman after Tiffany's assurances, he smiled his confidence at her.
"Thank you," he said. "So where are we going?"
She looked at him closed lipped while smiling her secret.
"I told you. It's a surprise," she said. "If I tell you where we're going now, it won't be much of a surprise."
His first time out in public dressed as a woman, all that he could think of is other people's perceptions of him.
"Do you think people will believe that I'm a woman?"
She looked at him and laughed.
"No," she said. "Even though I did what I could with your wig and makeup, you look too much like a man."
Able to fool himself into thinking that he looked pretty enough to leave his house dressed as a woman, Tiffany telling him that he looked more like a man than he did a woman was a baseball bat of a reality check to the back of his head. Now he felt foolish. Now he felt insane that he could fool anyone other than himself into thinking that he looked anything like a woman.
"Oh," he said suddenly hurt.
At the very least, he was hoping his womanly appearance was more befitting of Aerosmith's lyrics, Dude Looks Like a Lady.
"Walter, Honey, it's not so much the way you look but the way you act," she said backtracking her negative comment.
The first time she called him honey, he liked having her calling him that endearment. He never heard her call her husband Honey. She always called Bill Babe or Baby. Perhaps in the way that Babe and Baby was reserved for Bill, Honey was reserved for him.
"Oh," he said still tingling from her calling him Honey.
He imagined calling her Sweetheart and Darling, maybe even Baby Doll, when the time was right.
"You walk like a man and you talk like a man. With that girdle you're wearing that raises and sculpts your ass, and your sexy legs, you look more like a woman from behind," she said patting his ass and laughing.
As if he was a 4-year-old about to have a temper tantrum, he stopped walking.
"Then, I don't want to go if I'm only going to embarrass myself in front of a lot of people. I don't want people laughing at me. They'll be lots of people there right? I'm vulnerable right now. This is my first time in public dressed as a woman."
Tiffany smiled her encouragement.
"Yes, they'll be lots of people there but, trust me, you won't embarrass yourself. Having already arranged in advance with the host for you to have a good time, I promise you that you won't feel uncomfortable once you're inside," she said taking his arm. "With them all having the air of celebrity, these are your regular, everyday people who just happen to be rich and famous. These people embrace everyone who's rich and famous and even though you're not rich, after tonight, you'll be famous," said Tiffany.
Walter wondered why he'd be famous after tonight. Celebrities? He was going to meet celebrities? Maybe she was taking him to a fund raiser. Maybe the fund raiser was for retired cross dressers. Maybe they were expecting him to make a charitable contribution. He wish he had taken more cash with him.
He wondered who these rich and famous people were. He wondered where Tiffany met rich and famous people. Maybe she met rich and famous people when she worked as a stripper stripping off her clothes. Without compare, she is the most beautiful stripper he's ever met. Actually, she's the only stripper he's ever met but he's seen plenty.
He only wished he could have had the pleasure of watching her stripping off her clothes on stage in front of a roomful of horny, drunken men. He only wished he could have watched her making love to a pole while dancing naked. Only, he'd be jealous watching her remove her clothes in front of other men. He didn't know how Bill could watch his girlfriend before she was his wife, strip off her clothes.
Then, while thinking of Bill, with her being so beautiful and so shapely, he wondered why she married Bill, a police officer, instead of marrying someone rich and famous. Bill was just a regular guy but a good man. Maybe she tired of living the fast life of mansions, private jets, expensive jewels, and fast cars. The same old story, maybe she married Bill because she fell in love with him. He was her security at the nightclub. In the way so very many people want fortune and fame, maybe she doesn't care about being rich and famous but doesn't mind dipping her toe in the rich and famous pool every once in a while.
"Suddenly, I feel as if you're Glinda, the good witch, taking me to see the Wizard in Oz," he said with a laugh. "I should have worn my sparkling ruby shoes," he said.
"You have ruby shoes like in the Wizard of Oz?"
"I do. I even have glass slippers like Cinderella," he said with a laugh.
"I should have known that a cross dresser with a shoe fetish would have ruby shoes and glass slippers. Tell me, do you have Marilyn Monroe's panties that she wore when her white dress blew up in the air?"
"I do," he said.
"Now when a woman's dress blows up in the air, there's a good chance that she's not wearing any panties," said Tiffany.
Walter imagined walking down the yellow brick road with Tiffany to a fantasy place that's not open to the general public. A hidden, sexual sanctuary for the rich and famous celebrities, he imagined being interviewed by Ashleigh Banfield of CNN when emerging from the private off-limits club.
"Walter! Walter! Or do you prefer being called Wendy? Please a moment of your time," he imagined Ashleigh saying.
"No comment," he imagined himself pulling away from a crowd of reporters.
"Can you tell us who was in the club with you? Can you tell us what they were all doing? Can you tell us if you saw any celebrities having sex? Can you tell us if you had sex with anyone rich and/or famous?"
Walter imagined covering his face so that no one would recognize him on CNN. If the people in his small town knew that he was a cross dresser and knew that he was at a private sex club dressed as a woman, he was done. He was finished. He'd be lucky to still have a job. He'd have to sell his house and move somewhere no one knew who he was. With him always wanting fortune, he never wanted fame.
In the way that his neighbors were so closed minded, even though Tiffany lived there for six years, she still wasn't accepted. The only reason why they tolerated her living in their precious all white neighborhood was because she was married to Bill, a big, bad cop sworn to protect and serve all of their prejudiced, white, fat asses. Moreover, if the men ever knew that Tiffany was an ex-stripper, they'd no doubt wish they had seen her strip while wondering if Bill had pictures of his shapely wife in all manners of undress. If the women knew that Tiffany was an ex-stripper, few of her them would even say so much as "Hi", to her ever again.
"Where we're going there are no judgments, no shame, and no embarrassment. I'm taking you to a very special place. A secret place where everyone is there for the same thing, to have a good time. We're all there to have a good time," said Tiffany squeezing his arm and giving him a kiss.
Not used to walking on 3" high heels, Walter was wobbly legged on his blue, leather shoes. His shoes coordinated with his blue handbag, matched his blue dress, and accented his blue, chunky gumball sized, fashion jewelry that consisted of a blue necklace, blue earrings, and a giant blue ring. But for his dark brown, shoulder length wig, instead of wearing a grey haired wig put up in a bun, with his big, padded bra leading the way, he looked more like Mrs. Doubtfire that he did a pretty woman. Tiffany held him steady while they crossed the street.
Continuing forward, they walked down an empty alleyway filled with a half dozen closed circuit TV cameras that monitored the alley in both directions. The only giveaways that this was someplace special were the surveillance cameras angled everywhere. With no one outside waiting to get it, this was a very private club. Either the people in attendance were already inside or, wanting to make a fashionable appearance, they were late. As if she had been there before, and she had many times before she was married, she knocked three slow times on a flat black, metal door, "Knock...knock...knock."
* * * * *
In the way they did with a speakeasy during prohibition, a man behind the door opened a sliding, narrow, metal opening in the door.
"Yes?"
Tiffany held up a laminated pass card given to her by a certain, special someone. Acknowledging her pass with a nod of his head, the man behind the door looked from her to give Walter his look of suspicion.
"Who's he?"
Not even taking a second to think he was a woman, even in a dark alley, Walter was disappointed that he was immediately recognized as a man masquerading as a woman. Suddenly, wishing he could remove the wig, the makeup, the dress, and the high heels, and just go home, he felt ridiculous dressed as a women. Already embarrassed and ashamed, he felt humiliated.
"He's with me," she said.
He closed the sliding window. For a second, when he didn't hear anything else, Walter didn't think they'd be invited inside. Maybe this particular, private club has a dress code and a policy against cross dressers, no shoes, no shirt, no cross dressers, and no service. Then the door unlocked and opened.
With three tall, burly, black men positioned at the door all wearing black suits, black ties, and white shirts they looked like characters out of the movie, Men in Black. They could have made welcomed additions to the Blues brothers played by John Belushi as Joliet Jake Blues and Dan Aykroyd as Elwood Blues. One man patted down Tiffany and another man patted down Walter, as the third man checked their purses before allowing them to continue inside the club.
As if backstage at a concert, they walked down a long, narrow passageway and up half a flight of stairs. The closer they walked the more they could hear music and see the illumination from a laser light show. As soon as they entered the big room, Walter scanned the crowd of people dancing to the music.
"Holy shit," said Walter pulling on Tiffany's arm. "Do you see what I'm seeing? I don't believe what I'm seeing."
She looked at him with a knowing smile before looking to where he was looking.
"What? What are you seeing Walter?"
He looked at her wide eyed.
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you," he said as excited as if he had just seen Mr. and Mrs. Santa Claus.
"Try me," she said.
"I just saw Brad Pitt dancing with Angelina Jolie," said Walter as if he was a kid in a toy store.
Tiffany laughed at his star struck naiveté.
"Oh yeah? I haven't seen them in years. Where?"
"There," said Walter pointing.
"Don't point," she said pushing down his arm. "That's so very rude."
As soon as Tiffany spotted Brad and Angelina, she smiled and waved. Brad returned her wave and nudged his wife. Angelina looked her way, recognized her, and returned Tiffany's wave before blowing her a kiss. Walter stared at Tiffany as if she was a celebrity too.
"You know them? You actually know them? I can't believe you know Angelina Jolie and Brad Pitt. Wow! How do you know them? I loved her in Maleficent and I loved the both of them in Mr. and Mrs. Smith. He was great in Moneyball," he said already star struck.
"I know lots of celebrities. I used to be a stripper. Remember? Many celebrities asked me to do private parties," she said. "Without naming names, when I was younger, before I was married, I had sex with a few celebrities and that's given me an open invitation to some of their private parties."
"Wow," he said again.
"It's no big deal," she shrugged. "No different than us, they're just people like you and me."
Walter continued looking around the crowded room to see if he recognized anyone else.
Wanting to rub elbows and mingle with the celebrities, what better way to do that than dancing?
"Do you want to dance? C'mon, let's dance," he said tugging at her arm while already moving to the music.
She shook her head no. He thought that was weird. What woman doesn't want to dance? Suddenly, he felt guilty about not taking Linda dancing. Instead of taking her dancing, he justified giving her hot sex with his three friends, Jim, Henry, and Tom. Hot sex instead of dancing, with her getting her groove on with three men and having multiple orgasms, Linda didn't seem to mind staying home to have sex instead of leaving the house to go dancing.
"No we're going to a private party upstairs," she said walking to an elevator and showing her pass again.
The man looked at her before looking at her pass and before giving Walter the evil eye filled with suspicion.
"Who's he?"
No doubt with the men armed, one of the men shadowing the elevator looked at Walter with suspicion.
"He's with me," said Tiffany.
They patted them both down again and checked their purses before allowing them upstairs. The elevator doors opened to a private room. The music downstairs could be heard upstairs but it wasn't as intrusively loud as it was downstairs that people couldn't have a private conversation.
* * * * *
A half dozen tables filled with people, mostly celebrities, lined the back wall. Seemingly everyone wanted to look out while remaining somewhat hidden in anonymity.
"Look there's Ice dancing with Coco and Kanye West dancing with Kim Kardashian. Damn. And there's Nicki Minaj," said Walter looking from Coco, to Kim Kardashian, and to Nicki Minaj. With all of them hugely spectacular, I can't tell who has the bigger ass, Coco, Kim Kardashian, or Nicki Minaj."
"I see them," said Tiffany as if it was no big deal. "Black men do love big butts," she said with a sexy laugh while shaking her backside.
He watched Angelina get off the elevator with her husband, Brad.
"Oh my God! Is that Taylor Swift? That looks like Taylor Swift dancing with J Lo," he said squeezing her arm. "No Way! I don't believe it. That is Taylor Swift dancing with J Lo. Wow, she's so tall and J Lo is so pretty. She has a great ass too, if you don't mind me saying that about another woman," said Walter to Tiffany.
Tiffany rolled her eyes and smiled a plastic smile at him.
"I don't mind. God Walter, you act as if you've never seen a celebrity before," said Tiff with a laugh.
He continued looking around the room to see who else he could recognize.
"Look, there's Venus and Serena Williams," he said tugging on her arm.
Tiffany ignored him to stare straight ahead. Immediately recognizing her, a man stood from one of the tables to meet Tiffany halfway across the big room. He was the reason why they were there after all.
"Come, I want you to meet someone," she said taking him by his arm.
Walter continued turning around to stare at Coco, Kim Kardashian, Nicki Minaj, Taylor Swift, and J Lo.
"Tiffany! This is such a surprise. It's been such a long time since we partied together, six years ago, just before I married Bey. It's so nice to see you again. You look the same only sexier and more beautiful," he said giving her a big hug and a kiss. "Did you have any trouble getting in the club with that pass I gave you?"
He looked at her as if he wanted to have sex with her and she looked at him as if she wanted to kiss him.
"It still works. I had no problem being admitted. Everyone recognized the card you gave me. Thank you. Jay, this is my friend Walter, also known as Wendy. Wendy this is Jay Z," said Tiffany.
Wishing he wasn't so foolishly dressed as a woman, Walter's mouth fell open.
"I know who you are and it's an absolute honor to meet you sir," said Walter pumping his hand. "I listen to your songs all the time."
Jay Z gave Tiffany a look as if asking her not only why she was with him but also why he was even here.
"Give me a minute of your time, Jay. I need to talk to you," said Tiffany pulling Jay Z aside. "Excuse us Wendy." Tiffany walked away from Walter to talk to Jay Z. "Did you get my e-mail?"
"I did," he said playing it coy.
"Did you read the attachment, that story by SusanJillParker, How to Get Level Five, Top Tier Sex?"
"I did," said Jay Z. "I read it to Beyoncé in bed and she said if she ever found such a man, she'd leave me for him," he said with a laugh. "I think she was joking. At least, I hope she was joking."
"Yeah, well, I don't mind loaning him out to her but Bey would have to fight me for my man," said Tiff with the attitude of a Detroit diva. "Trust me, he's very special. He's one of a kind."
"I don't understand," said Jay Z looking at Walter again, this time sideways. "What do you mean he's very special? Why is he one of a kind? He doesn't look so hot to me."
"Don't you be jiving me. You know what I mean. He's the reason why you brought him here to meet Bey," she said giving him a hug. "Thank you for seeing me again after I rejected you."
He smiled his indifference.
"Water under the bridge, Tiff, water under the bridge. So, what are you saying? Are you saying what I think you're going to say? Because by looking at him and from all that I read in SusanJillParker's story, How to Get Level Five, Top Tier Sex, I can't believe that to be true about him," said Jay Z.



"Well you just have to trust me on this Jay, but Walter, I know from personal sexual experience, is the real deal. He may not look it, but he's a top tier man, the first one I've ever experienced. He's a true level fiver," she said whispering in his ear.
"Amazing," said Jay. "I never would have expected that of him by just looking at him."
"With me having no one to compare him to, he may even be a level six or higher. The only man on planet Earth any higher on the top tier sexual scale than Walter is Hugh Hefner. For her to experience the pleasure I felt and for her to have the orgasm that I had, all Beyoncé has to do is to close her eyes, spread her legs, pretend she's with LeBron James, and Walter will take care of the rest."
Seemingly impressed, Jay Z looked at Walter with raised eyebrows.
"Wow. Now that you mention Hugh Hefner, especially at his advanced age, he's nothing to look at either. Even when he was a younger man in his prime, he was never very good looking. I guess looks have little to do with being a top tier, level five man," said Jay Z while studying Walter.
"Much different from men, with men very visual, women are more emotional, especially when it comes to sex," said Tiffany.
Jay Z continued studying Walter.
"With Bey having sex with him would be like her not cheating on me at all. Then, again, if this man is a top tier, level five or higher, allowing Bey to have sex with him may be the worst mistake of my life," he said looking at Tiffany. "If Bey leaves me for him, I can always hookup with you again," he said putting an arm around her waist, pulling her closer, and dropping a big hand to her ass.
He cupped her sweet ass and squeezed in the way he used to do when making love to her before fucking her.
"Just as you did six years ago when rebounding from me, I did six years ago when rebounding from you. And in the way you are too, no longer interested, I'm married now," she said holding up her modest diamond ring.
"I see that," said Z.
"Just as SusanJillParker wrote in her story, How to Get to Level Five, Top Tier Sex, no one knew there was a sex levels higher than five, until Hugh Hefner came on the scene back in the 50's," said Tiffany. "Not many people know that the Rolling Stones logo of a tongue was fashioned after Hugh Hefner's tongue."
"Wow," said Jay Z. "I didn't know that."
"There are some women who say that Hugh Hefner can make their pussies tingling wet by him just looking at them," said Tiffany stepping closer to him so that she could whisper all that she needed to say. "There are some women who say that Hef has two tongues. There are some women who say that he has motorized fingers. There are some women who say that they've never had their pussies licked until they had their pussies licked by him. Well, even though I know that Walter has only one tongue and doesn't have motorized fingers, if I didn't know that about him, I'd think that he did have two tongues and motorized fingers."
"Wow," said Jay Z. "In that case, Tiffany, Walter or Wendy, whichever he prefers, may be the answer to my prayers. You're a lifesaver Tiff. You really are. I owe you one. Whatever you need, just ask," said Jay Z. "This is my private number," he said handing her his card.
"So," she said giving him a knowing look. "Why are you so eager to keep Bey busy? Who is it this time? It was Kim Kardashian the last time. I can't believe you got with that nasty bitch over Bey," said Tiffany. "With her having sex with everyone, I hope you had yourself checked for STD's after fiddling her nasty pussy and big ass. If I was a man, I wouldn't even stick my cock in her hand, never mind in her mouth."
"Yeah, well, I'm still paying for that error in judgment with Bey. If he can do all that you say he can do with his tongue and fingers, Walter just may be my ticket out of the doghouse," he said. "In the milquetoast way that he looks, I wouldn't be jealous sharing him with Bey as I would sharing him with another brother."
Tiffany looked from Taylor Swift to J Lo. Knowing Jay Z's already been with J Lo before, who hasn't, she cast her eyes to Taylor.
"Tell me you're not looking to get with Taylor Swift? Similar to humping an empty dress, she looks like she'd be a nothing in bed," said Tiff looking over at Taylor still dancing with J Lo.
"Nah, Rihanna is the sexy bitch I want. I saw her twerking online and dirty dancing. Then, I saw photos of her naked photo shoot online. She's hot. With her hoping she's begging for some of this," he said grabbing himself through his pants, "I'm already begging for some of that."
"Is she here?"
Tiffany looked around the big, crowded room.
"She's somewhere in the house and I've been trying to get with her for months," said Jay Z. "If this guy is as good as you say he is, and with Bey never having been with a top tier man, he'll keep Bey busy long enough for me to get with Rihanna."
"Really? I always thought you were a top tier man," said Tiffany giving him a wink, a peck on the lips, and a feel of his cock through his pants.
Returning her kiss with a feel of her breast, he smiled his still alive and well sexual attraction to her.
"Thank you for saying that but you know better than that. On my best day, at best when coked up, I'm a level four," he said. "I had level four sex with Serena Williams when I had sex with Venus and Serena together, Lord Almighty that was a ride in paradise. Anyway, other than Serena, with no one even coming close, you and Bey are the most sexually insatiable women I've ever had. I'm hoping Rihanna can match the sexual passion of you three."
"I'm glad I didn't accept your proposal for marriage when you gave me that ring," said Tiff. "With us the perfect sexual pair, you're pretty insatiable yourself. Only, you'd leave me in the way you're cheating on Bey to have sex with someone else."
"Yeah, well, now that I'm with Bey and we have our beautiful daughter, Blue, that offer of marriage that I proposed to you is off the table but as I told you before, the diamond ring and the car are yours to keep," he said. "And from time to time, I'll still continue to put a little somethin', somethin' in your account for expenses. I don't want my baby going without should we ever hookup again," he said smiling.
Now Walter knew how Tiffany could afford a Cadillac Escalade when she's not even working. Now Walter knew why Tiffany no longer had to work.
"Thank you Jay," she said giving him a hug.
Jay Z looked at Walter before looking back at Tiffany.
"Walter, sorry, I mean, Wendy, I'd like you to meet someone who'd absolutely love to meet you," he said.
Jay Z turned and waved his hand to get the attention of a beautiful woman. She didn't have to walk any closer than a few steps for Walter to recognize who she was.
To be continued...
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A surprise celebrity steals Walter from between Beyoncé's shapely thighs.
The realistic version and the erotic vision of Walter's sexual fantasy come true, Jay Z waved over his wife. Walter couldn't believe his eyes. She was even more stunningly beautiful and sexier in person than she was on TV.
Beyoncé emerged from across the crowded room as if Walter was having another one of his sexual fantasies. As if watching Tiffany cleaning her kitchen nearly naked while wearing one of her short, low cut, sexy nightgowns, he watched Beyoncé walked closer as if she neared him in slow motion. In the way he masturbated himself while watching Tiffany and before falling asleep to have fantasy sex with her, his sexual fascination was now transferred from Tiffany to Beyoncé. Yet, even though he was star struck by seeing Beyoncé walking towards him, without a doubt, Tiffany was even more beautiful than her. If only Tiffany could sing, she could have been a star too.
It was then, when now in a room with more black women than white women, that he realized that he was more sexually attracted to black women than he was sexually attracted to white women. Something he didn't know when being married to a white woman for twenty years, how would he know he was so sexually attracted to black women? When he attended an all-white school, lived in an all-white neighborhood, and worked in a factory that didn't employ any minorities, he never had the opportunity to socialize with black people before he befriended Tiffany. Sexually attracted to her as soon as he saw her, it wasn't until he had sex with her that his sexual preference for black women blossomed, grew, and exploded to the way that it was now.
There was something so extraordinarily fine about a tall, shapely, sexy, beautiful, black woman that got his motor running overtime. Now more sexually attracted to black women than he was to white women, he never knew he had a sexual preference for black women until he met Tiffany six years ago. Ever since then, especially when Tiffany started giving him a nightly show of her beautiful, black body while cleaning her kitchen in her sexy nightgowns, Walter has a sexual thing for black women. Ever since then, especially after they had sex, Walter wants to have sex again with Tiffany and/or with several other black, celebrity women that's he's seen today. Ever since then, when he licked and fingered Tiffany's pussy, Walter craves not only Tiffany's black pussy but several of the black pussies of women who are in attendance at this very party.
As if magically overnight, perhaps because he's so sexually attracted to black women, he's turned into an expert pussy licker and worthy of his top tier, sexual five sex status. Unlike him to buck the system and/or to go against the norms, as if he was giving the finger to society for being racists, there was something so exotically forbidden about a white man having sex with a black woman. Other than watching them on TV, even though he didn't know very many black people, he's always liked and enjoyed black people, sometimes even preferring the few black friends that he has to his many white friends. Yet having sex with a black woman was something entirely new. Having sex with a black woman was more than sex but a sexual adventure.
There was something so very special about having sex with a black woman. Perhaps reincarnated, he may have been a black man in another life. He never understood the violent racism that goes on even today, after Lincoln freed the slaves more one hundred and fifty years ago. What's wrong with people being so mean to others just because of their skin color? There before God go I, with all of us human, we all have the same feelings and emotions no matter what skin color we are. How dare someone white think that they're better than someone just because they're black?
Impossible to surpass the sexual excitement he felt, never did Walter think that he'd be more sexually aroused than he was when he saw Tiffany cleaning her kitchen naked. More than seeing a woman naked, he saw a black woman naked, something he's never seen other than the black, naked women he's seen on TV and in the movies. What a sexy sight that was the first time he saw her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. Only, proving him wrong, he was mistaken that anyone could surpass the sexual excitement he felt when seeing Tiffany naked.
Truth be told, as unbelievably as it may sound but he was even more sexually excited watching Beyoncé walking towards him fully clothe than he was when seeing Tiffany naked. Something that he never would have imagined possible, he was even more sexually aroused now when in the presence of Beyoncé than he was when having sex with Tiffany. Never the sexual player with Linda that he's become with Tiffany, as he overheard some of the whispers in the club, he's a top tier man, a sexual level five man. Who knew there was even such a thing as a top tier, sexual level five man?
Now, privy to their not so private conversations, possibly, if he was hearing and reading Jay Z correctly in him offering his wife sexually to him, he may have the opportunity of becoming a top tier man, a sexual level five man with Beyoncé too. Only, star struck in just seeing her and overwhelmed with just standing next to her, he couldn't even imagine seeing her naked. He couldn't imagine having sex with her naked body. He couldn't imagine being in bed with Beyoncé while kissing her, feeling her, and making love to her. He couldn't imagine feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and rubbing her clit while fingering and licking her pussy. He couldn't imagine her sucking his cock before fucking her, really pounding her special, celebrity, black pussy.
Besides, why was Tiffany willingly and unselfishly sharing him with Beyoncé when she could have him all for herself? As if he was a sideshow attraction and a sexual freak of nature for being a top tier, sexual level five man, maybe he was Tiffany's ticket back in to be welcomed among the rich and famous. Maybe this was her way of thanking him for the sexual pleasure he's given her with his mouth, fingers, and tongue. Maybe with him lacking confidence, especially when dressed as a woman, she wanted to show him that he could be accepted for who he was when not dressed like a man.
* * * * *
"Bey," said Jay Z. "You know Tiffany."
Beyoncé gave Jay Z an icy stare before giving Tiffany a warm smile. If he thought Tiffany was beautiful when she smiled, Beyoncé was beyond beautiful when she smiled. Yet, now seeing the two women standing together, the absolute radiance of Beyoncé's light dimmed when in Tiffany's shadow. If he had the choice of one over the other, even though he was excited about experiencing Beyoncé sexually, he'd chose Tiffany. It was then and there that he knew he was in love with Tiffany. Forget about having sex with Beyoncé or any other woman, black or white, even his wife; Bill could have Linda. All Walter wanted for the rest of his life was Tiffany.
Yet, if only by her generous smile, he had a sense that Beyoncé was a nice person, a good woman, and a kind human being with a big heart. Just as he had envied Bill for having a woman like Tiffany in his life, he envied Jay Z for having someone like Beyoncé in his life. No doubt, there were men, definitely Jim, Henry, and Tom, perhaps even Bill, who envied him for having Linda in his life. Seemingly the nipples were always harder, the pussy wetter, and the women more sexually exciting when lusting over someone else's wife and/or girlfriend.
He only wished he met Tiffany fifteen years ago when he was 33-years-old and she was 18-years-old. He only wished he was born 15 years later and was the same age as Tiffany. Wishing that he was her sexual match, he got his wish when he was licking her pussy to discover that he was a top tier man, a sexual level five man.
"Hi Tiffany," said Beyoncé eying Walter more than she was paying attention to Tiffany. "How are you?"
Jay turned his attention to Walter and when he did, Walter felt special. As if there were imaginary sunlight shining over him and Beyoncé with a bright, colorful rainbow overhead too, he didn't know if he should bow or curtsy in front of the anointed queen of rhythm and blues.
"Beyoncé, may I present Walter who's also known as Wendy," said Tiffany.
Perhaps it was just his imagination and his sexual wishful thinking but Beyoncé gave him more than just a polite smile. If only flattering himself into believing that, he imagined that she just gave him the eye. Beyoncé gave him the eye. Wow! Recognizing the same sexual look on her face, the same sexual look that Tiffany had when she invited him in her bedroom, well before he was licking her pussy, he'd think that Jay Z's wife was sexually aroused by just meeting him.
"How do you do?"
Encouraged by her lustful leer and aroused by her sexual stare, Walter wasn't as careful as he should have been when choosing his words.
"It's my pleasure," said Walter. "I'm such a big fan. Your talent is only exceeded by your rare beauty and exotic sexuality," he said.
Tiffany shot Walter a look of jealousy while Beyoncé leaned to her husband to whisper in his ear. Oh, oh. When he saw the look that Tiffany gave him, he wondered if he went too far in complimenting Beyoncé for her exotic sexuality. With him already having hot sex with Tiffany, if any woman had exotic sexuality, especially with her being an ex-stripper, it was Tiffany. Having sex with Tiffany was beyond compare. He couldn't imagine having sex with anyone better than Tiffany. If he was a top tier, sexual level five man then she was a top tier, sexual level five woman too.
Nonetheless Tiffany's inherent sexuality, and with him a guest in this exclusive, private, celebrity sex club, unfamiliar territory with him on unsteady ground, Walter needed to watch himself. Not only is Beyoncé the wife of another man, a rich and powerful man, but she's a mother. With him just meeting the woman for the first time, how dare he bring sex so early into the conversation? If he were to meet Michelle Obama, the wife of President of the United States, the most power man in the world, would he dare call her sexy? Yet, if not for sex, why else was he there? He only wanted to soothe the soul of one woman while hoping not to ruffle the feathers of the other woman.
* * * * *
"Is this the man in SusanJillParker's How To story, How to Get Level Five, Top Tier Sex?"
Beyonce looked at her husband with as much sexual arousal as she looked at Walter with confusion. Jay Z looked at his wife and smiled as if he was the cat who just ate the canary.
"He sure is. Here he is in the flesh albeit in a dress," said Jay Z with pride and with a little snicker while doing a mini rap at Walter's expense.
"He doesn't look like much," said Beyoncé to her husband.
Not minding the slight in the least, Walter accepted the insult at face value. Taking it for what it was, he was lucky to be there in their presence in the first place. Yet, even more humiliating than Beyoncé's rudeness, as if she was buying him in a store, she looked at him up and down. As if he was nothing more than a piece of meat hanging in a meat market, suddenly, he felt so exposed.
As if she had already undressed him with her eyes in the way that he had already undressed her with his eyes, suddenly, he felt so naked. More than feeling so exposed, he felt so vulnerable. With him not even dressed as a man but as a woman, he felt that she'd certainly reject him as a sexual partner, indeed, if this was what this was all about. This wasn't just any woman, white or black, this was Beyoncé.
Beyoncé, of all people, was checking him out to see if he'd be a satisfactory sexual partner. Walter couldn't believe it? Was Beyonce the reason why Tiffany brought him here? Or was Jay Z the reason why she brought him here? Now it was Jay Z's turn to whisper in his wife's ear.
"Neither does Hugh Hefner," said Jay Z with a knowing nod. "Other than just his fortune and fame, there's a reason why 88-year-old Hugh Hefner has a 28-year-old, beautiful, sexy wife and has had sex with more than 1,000 women."
She rolled her eyes and shrugged.
"I understand," said Beyoncé. "Let's just hope that it's not quantity over quality."
Jay Z gave his wife a knowing look while she gave him a skeptical one.
"The late, great Wilt Chamberlin claimed to have had sex with more than 20,000 women. Russell Brand claims to sleep with 80 women a month. Yet, the biggest difference between the three men is that even after having sex with women for seventy years of his 88-year life, for women to return for more, Hef gives women what they want, top tier sex."
Seemingly after Tiffany convinced Jay Z that Walter was the chosen one, it was up to Jay Z to convince his wife that Walter was the real, sexual deal. Beyoncé gave Walter the smile that she gave to Tiffany and that she reserved for her best, front row fans. The whole thing hinged on Beyoncé. With her never having sex with any man other than Jay Z, a virgin when she married him, would she even want to have extramarital sex? And if she did want to have extramarital sex, would she want to have extramarital sex with Walter? Would she want to have extramarital sex with a man wearing a dress?
"I'm pleased to meet you, Walter," said Beyoncé offering him her hand before melting him with her big, brown, expressive eyes.
Jay Z whispered in his wife's ear again.
"Take him to the private suite while I visit with Tiffany," said Jay Z giving her permission for her to have sex with Walter with his nod.
Giving him a heated stare, Beyoncé looked from him to Tiffany and to Walter before looking back at her husband. Seemingly the issue wasn't about her having sex with Walter. If judging Beyoncé correctly by the heated stare she gave her husband, the issue was Jay Z having sex with Tiffany. With her having sex with Walter no doubt meaningless to her, the sex that Jay Z may have with Tiffany may not be as meaningless. With Tiffany breaking his heart by ending their engagement six years ago, he was once engaged to Tiffany. Already jealous, obviously Beyoncé was familiar with the torrid romantic past that Tiffany had with her husband before they were married.
"You're not going to have sex with her, are you?"
In the way that Bey accented the word 'her', there was obviously some history of bad feelings between the two women. As if sticking a knife in his gut in the way that Brutus stuck a knife in Julius Caesar's back, Beyoncé smiled her awareness of her husband's roving eye and not so secret sexual escapades. One can only imagine what goes on in their bedroom behind closed doors.
"Been there and done that. We're just friends," said Jay Z raising his hands as if he was surrendering to the police while being arrested. "I promise that I won't be having sex with Tiffany," he said raising his right hand as if he was swearing on a Bible in a court of law.
Other than asking him if he was going to have sex with Tiffany, if only Beyoncé had the forethought to ask him if he had plans on having sex with anyone else, specifically Rihanna, Jay Z would have had to lie to his wife.
"Okay," she said. "Then I trust you not to have sex with her while I'm having sex with Walter."
As if Walter was peeping on them during a private moment, he watched Jay Z lean in to give his wife a kiss on the lips. Watching Jay Z kiss Beyoncé made him want to kiss Beyoncé. He couldn't believe that Beyoncé had agreed to have sex with him.
"You do your thing with Walter. He's my gift to you for my making a tragic mistake with Kim Kardashian, something that will never happen with anyone ever again," said Jay Z already lying to his wife and breaking his promise while giving her another kiss, a loving kiss this time.
Beyoncé stood staring at her husband while obviously giving him one last chance to change his mind of allowing her to have sex with Tiffany's boyfriend. Walter couldn't imagine anyone cheating on Beyoncé, especially with the lowly, skanky likes of Kim Kardashian. At least, in his case, Walter was upping his game by cheating on Tiffany with Beyoncé. Albeit with Tiffany arranging all of this, he wasn't cheating on her at all. He was just going along with her and going with the flow.
With Tiffany so extraordinarily beautiful and possessing a much better body than Beyoncé and with much bigger breasts, why he even considered having sex with Beyoncé was beyond him. Perhaps, mesmerized and hypnotized, he was star struck by Beyoncé's celebrity and nothing more than that. Yet, in the way that Jay Z was aware of Beyoncé having sex with Walter and with him giving her his blessings, so wasn't Tiffany aware of Walter having sex with Beyoncé with her giving him her blessings. Still, even though he was about to have consensual sex with Beyoncé, there was an undercurrent of tension that could be cut with a knife. Was it because Walter would be only the second man that Beyoncé would experience sexually?
"Are you sure it's okay for Walter or Wendy, whatever his name is, to go down on me?"
Talk about an uncomfortably, awkward moment, Walter no longer felt guilty for complimenting Beyoncé's obvious sexuality when she so brazenly blurted out him going down on her. As if Walter wasn't even standing there, Jay Z and Beyoncé rudely talked to one another about him without even allowing him to speak and/or even acknowledging him. Only, not about to show that he felt insulted, hurt even, a memory that he'd have for the rest of his life, the flipside of the coin was that he was about to have hot sex with Beyoncé. If it wasn't enough that he had met Beyoncé and was in the same room with her, he couldn't believe that he was about to have sex with her. In the way that he couldn't believe he was about to have sex with Tiffany when she invited him in her house, he was suddenly feeling the same level of sexual excitement with Beyoncé.
Before she even knew he was a cross dresser, with Tiffany sexually attracted to him because she knew he was watching her, she was even more sexually attracted to him when she discovered that he enjoyed wearing women's clothes. Now with Beyoncé knowing that he's a top tier, sexual level five man, he wondered if that was the only reason while she was sexually interested in him. Perhaps, as in the case of Tiffany, whatever floats her boat, Beyoncé was sexually attracted to him because he was a cross dresser too. Quite the phenomenon, if only he knew that women enjoyed having sex with men dressed as women as much as he enjoyed having sex with a woman while dressed as a woman, he would have ventured out his door dressed as a woman years ago.
"Yes, I'm sure. He's my gift to you. Have fun," said Jay Z giving his wife a long, wet kiss.
With the sexual deal sealed with Jay Z's French kiss, Beyoncé turned to Walter again to give him that million dollar smile. Suddenly by the look of sexual arousal on Beyoncé's face, Walter felt like a male escort. He felt cheap. He felt used and abused. Only his state of mind of feeling cheap, used, and abused didn't last but for a moment when he imagined himself between Beyoncé's shapely thighs. In the way that many male escorts and gigolos are chosen for sex by older and not as attractive women, instead of being taken by an older and an unattractive woman for sex, he was chosen by Beyoncé for him to eat her pussy.
"Come with me," said Beyoncé getting right down to business and taking Walter by his hand. She turned to look at him while walking. "I'm already wet with the sexual anticipation in what I imagine you're about to do to me and my pussy," she said.
She leaned to whisper her naughty words in the way she leaned to whisper her concern to her husband. Then, she stuck her tongue in his ear. Oh, my God, in the way he imagined her licking his cock, Beyoncé just licked his ear. He'll never wash his ear again. Walter was flying high with sexual pheromones that Beyoncé gave off to him.



"If it wasn't enough seeing you in person and meeting you, I can't believe that I'm about to have sex with you," he said.
She surprised him when she lifted his hand to rub the back of his hand across her breast. He felt her big nipple poking the back of his hand. Then, she stopped walking to kiss him, French kiss him. Beyoncé, the woman with the golden voice of an Angel, just stuck her tongue in his mouth. He couldn't believe that Beyoncé just French kissed him. Then, while kissing him in the middle of the dance floor, she took his hand and put it under her short skirt. Not missing his chance to cup and finger Beyoncé's naked pussy, Walter cupped and fingered her pussy as they continued slowly making their way to her private suite while they continued kissing and kissing.
"I don't know what it is but just standing beside you and looking at you has made me terribly horny," she said breaking off her kiss and removing her tongue from his mouth to speak. "As you can feel," she said putting her hand over his hand. She moved his fingers the length of her pussy. "You've made me so terribly wet. After reading about you in SusanJillParker's How To story, you're just the man to give me what I want, an orgasm or two or three or four."
"Pardon? Susan Jill who? Who's she? I don't know her," said Walter obviously never hearing of SusanJillParker.
"It's not important," said Beyoncé. "What's important is for you to make me cum with your fingers and your tongue and, if all goes well, maybe even with your cock. Jay Z is the only man I've ever been with," she said. "Now that I'm with you, I'm excited about having sex with another man besides him."
Suddenly, Walter had a premonition of Beyoncé falling in love with him in the way that he hoped Tiffany had fallen in love with him. Suddenly, he had a premonition of the two women fighting over him. Suddenly, in the way that he licked and fucked Tiffany, he had a premonition of his best friend Bill being sucked and fucked by his wife, Linda, while he was on his way to have sex with Beyoncé.
* * * * *
Only, before Beyonce could disappear with Walter to her private suite, disaster happened. In the way of an electrical fire with a dry Christmas tree, the word spread through the small, private club faster than Cupid's arrow could travel to hit a bull's-eye with his arrow fired in someone's shapely ass. Every woman, no matter how rich or how big of a celebrity they were, stopped what they were doing to stare at Walter, the top tier, sexual level five man. Tiffany was right. He may not be rich but he was already famous.
Lionesses on the prowl, as if they were ready to fight over him, Coco, Kim Kardashian, Taylor Swift, J Lo, Nicki Minag, Angelina Jolie, the Williams sisters, and Rihanna circled Walter as if he was theirs for the taking. Putting themselves as sexual women first, as if he didn't know who they all were, they all put aside their celebrity to introduce themselves to Walter. Flirting with him, teasing him, kissing, and allowing him to feel their nearly bodies through their sexy, barely there clothes while flashing him bits and pieces of their nearly naked bodies, they all felt his package through his pants.
With all of them no doubt having one common thought in mind, obviously they were all hoping to seduce him. Without doubt, they were all hoping that he'd give them cunnilingus instead of him giving Beyoncé cunnilingus. As if ready for a catfight, they all kept one eye on Beyoncé and the other eye on Walter. For sure, it would have been something to see Beyoncé, Coco, Kim Kardashian, Taylor Swift, J Lo, Nicki Minag, Angelina Jolie, Serena Williams, Venus Williams, and Rihanna rolling around their floor nearly naked while fighting over Walter. My bet's on Serena winning that contest.
Only, Walter wasn't sexually interested in Coco, Kim Kardashian, or Taylor Swift. He wasn't sexually interested in J Lo, Nicki Minag, or Angelina Jolie. He wasn't sexually interested in Serena Williams, Venus Williams, or even Rihanna in the way that he was sexually interested in licking and fingering Beyoncé's pussy. Fortunately for Beyoncé, with her not even present in the club, there was only one woman who could steal him away from her. Unbelievably, other than Tiffany's pussy, there was only one woman's pussy he'd rather lick and finger than Beyoncé's pussy.
* * * * *
The blustery wind before the storm. The crescendo before the loud ending of the full orchestra. The rumbling thunder before the brilliant lightning. Watch out! Get back! Run! Hide! Duck for cover! Here it comes!
It was as if there was a second rumble in the jungle or another thriller in Manila but this time it all happened in the United States in a private, exclusive, celebrity sex club instead of overseas in Kinshasa, Zaire or in the Philippines. The ruckus coming from another suite of rooms was as if there was a small albeit seismic earthquake in the next room. Seemingly, as if inhaling a deep breath before expelling the tumultuous air, it was the sound that a tsunami makes after the absolute quiet when it comes roaring ashore to wash everything and everyone away. Two big doors opened at the far end of the room and three celebrities, one really famous one and two lessor ones, emerged from out of nowhere.
In the way that the American Indians gave smoke signals to other tribes and/or used their drums to sound the alarm, Walter and his sexual talents were no longer secret. The word that there was a top tier man, a sexual level five man in attendance, spread to a closed door suite that accommodated Gayle King and Stedman giving Oprah the oral pleasure and sexual satisfaction of a threesome. Oprah's personal attendant interrupted the threesome to tell Oprah the news that a top tier man, a sexual level five man was in the house.
"Get out! How dare you interrupt my orgasm when I was just about to cum in Gayle's mouth," yelled Oprah.
Oprah covered her naked breasts and exposed pussy with a black, satin sheet.
"I'm so sorry Oprah, but I knew that you'd want to know," said her assistant.
Oprah looked at her perhaps thinking that the club was on fire.
"Know what? What is it that you think that I'd want to know?"
With Oprah not as nice and kind in private as she seemed to be in public, her assistant looked as nervous as she seemed afraid to tell her.
"There's a top tier man, a level five man in the house," she said.
Stunned with disbelief of such a rare occurrence, Oprah stared at her assistant incredulously. Gayle stared at Stedman and Stedman stared at Oprah.
"This had better not be a joke," said Oprah pointing her finger of accusation at her as if her assistant was on trial as a Salem witch.
Looking more than a bit nervous, Oprah's assistant persevered.
"I assure you, Your Majesty," the pet name that Oprah had her personal assistant sometimes call her. "It's no joke."
Always prepared to give her a bitchy verbal tongue lashing instead of a sexual tongue licking, Oprah gave her a stern warning.
"You had better not be lying to me," said Oprah.
Perhaps having told Oprah a white lie to her before for one reason or another, perhaps to spare her feelings or to forestall her anger, she assured Oprah that she wasn't lying now.
"I'm not lying," said her assistant crossing her heart and raising her right hand before God. "I swear."
"You had better not be mistaken and mistaking a level four sex man with a level five sex man," said Oprah.
Her assistant smiled her confidence at her employer.
"He's the real deal. He's the one that SusanJillParker wrote about in that How To Get Level Five, Top Tier Sex," said Oprah's assistant. "Beyoncé, Coco, Kim Kardashian, Taylor Swift, J Lo, Nicki Minag, Angelina Jolie, Serena Williams, Venus Williams, and Rihanna all have him surrounded. They look as if they're ready to fight over him."
Oprah rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Is it Hugh Hefner again? He's been trying to get with me for two decades. I can't even tell you how many times that man has asked me to show my tits in Playboy magazine," said Oprah with a laugh while removing her sheet to expose her big breasts. "No one sees these big, beautiful babies but for you, Stedman, and Gayle."
Her assistant looked from Oprah's eyes to Oprah's big, naked boobs before maintaining constant eye contact.
"No, it's not Hugh Hefner. It's someone else, a much younger man," she said pausing to take a breath of courage. "He's the man wearing the dress," she said in a quiet, little voice.
Oprah looked from her to Gayle and to Stedman and laughed.
"A man in a dress?" As they were laughing now, both Gayle and Stedman always laughed when Oprah laughed. "Is he a Scotsman or a cross dresser?"
Oprah's assistant took another big breath with a step back.
"He's a cross dresser," she said.
Popping out of bed as if her sheets were on fire, Oprah quickly donned a green, silk robe to cover her naked body. Seemingly Oprah was just as interested in having sex with a man dressed as a woman as Tiffany, Beyoncé, Coco, Kim Kardashian, Taylor Swift, J Lo, Nicki Minag, Angelina Jolie, Serena Williams, Venus Williams, and Rihanna were interested in having sex with a man dressed as a woman. That is, as long as that man dressed as a woman was a top tier, sexual level five man. Obviously none of them cared how Walter was dressed. Obviously all any of them only cared about was that he could give them orgasms that they've never dreamt of ever having.
With her big tits promising to pop out of her robe, with one D cup size breast already making its surprise appearance, and with her robe opening to her waist as she walked, Oprah flashed her black pussy to the crowd as she quickly walked towards Walter. Not being the polite self that she usually is, pushing them and shoving them out of the way, she elbowed her way through the crowd of women that surrounded Walter.
"Out of my way bitches," said Oprah pushing Coco, Kim Kardashian, Taylor Swift, J Lo, Nicki Minaj, the Williams sisters, Angelina Jolie, and Rihanna out of the way. She stared down Beyoncé. "Back off bitch! He's mine," said Oprah to Beyoncé before giving them all the evil eye. "Gayle just read that story by SusanJillParker to me last night and I can't believe a top tier man, a sexual level five sex man is here in this very room."
As if throwing down the gauntlet to all challengers, neither shy, modest, nor embarrassed, Oprah stripped off her robe as if ready to take on one and all. In the way that the Roman's did in the coliseum in their day, as if she was ready to have a naked wrestling match over Walter, Oprah was ready to fight for the right to claim this top tier man as her own. As if she was a sexual psychopath, Oprah gave a deadeye stare to the ten women.
"Okay, but I'm next," said Beyoncé backing down.
"I'm after Beyoncé," said Coco in a soft voice without making eye contact with Oprah.
If only the women in attendance knew that Ice was a top tier, sexual level five man too, they'd be all over him.
"Then me," said Kim Kardashian tired of the level one sex she routinely received from Kanye. "I'm already sopping wet just thinking of him licking me. I haven't had my pussy licked since Jay Z licked my pussy."
"Shut your mouth bitch," said Beyoncé ready to pull out Kim's fake hair extensions.
"And me," said Taylor Swift raising her hand as if she was still in high school. "A first time for everything, while always wondering what it would be like, I've never had anyone go down on me. Tired of just giving blowjobs, I'd like someone to sexually take care of me for once."
"I don't mind sloppy fifths," said J Lo. "Between my cheating exes', Marc Anthony and Sean 'Diddy' Combs, having their cocks and tongues in so many women's pussies, I've had much worse. I normally have sex with a much younger man, a man half my age, but tonight, being that I'm going to experience a top tier man, a sexual level five man, I'll make an exception. Besides, going without saying, I'd much rather have hot sex instead of dancing," said J Lo with a dirty laugh.
Interestingly enough, something she's confided to her girlfriends who tweeting her sad sexual secret online, with all the men that J Lo has had, she's never had more than level three sex.
"I'm sixth," said Nicki Minaj squeezing her big ass through the crowd of women. "As long as I get me some, I don't care what number I am."
"Accustomed to always coming in first place, and unaccustomed to coming in seventh and eighth place but we'll take it to experience a top tier man," said Serena William obviously speaking for her sister, Venus, too.
"Well, saving the best for nearly last, I guess that makes me ninth," said Angelina.
Brad Pitt was the reason why Angelina didn't mind going 9th. If only the women in attendance knew that Brad Pitt was a top tier, level five sex man too, they'd be all over him in the way they were all over Walter.
"I don't mind going tenth," said Rihanna. "There's something else that I need to do first anyway," she said giving Jay Z the eye.
Beyoncé looked from Gayle, to Stedman, to Oprah, and back to Gayle.
"What about you, Gayle? Don't you want a turn with a top tier man?"
"I'd like to but I can't," said Gayle looking to Oprah before looking to Beyoncé. "I signed an exclusive non-competing contract with Oprah that states that no one, man or woman, is allowed to eat my pussy but her. And I'm not allowed to have sex with any other woman and with any man but with Stedman while Oprah watches," said Gayle. "With all of the millions of dollars she's paid me to keep my legs and mouth closed to everyone but her, and with Stedman bound by the same agreement, an agreement is an agreement," she said with a shrug.
If only they knew that Gayle and Stedman were a top tier, sexual level five players and that Oprah was a top tier, sexual level five woman too, they'd realize that Gayle had no need to have anyone else licking her pussy. The question was why Oprah would be so hot and heavy to experience Walter, when she had two top tier sexual playmates in her bed?
To be continued...
Please give me the support of your vote.



        

  
    Home Alone with my Mother-in-law
  
  Home Alone with my Mother-in-law

        Daughter invites sexy Mom to live with her and her husband.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/home-alone-with-my-mother-in-law

Title: Home Alone with my Mother-in-law

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Daughter invites sexy Mom to live with her and her husband.

Tags: 




Please give me the support of your vote.
*
Daughter invites her MILF of a mother to stay with her and her husband.
After losing her job as a waitress and unable to afford her rent, sexy things happen when Audrey comes to live with her daughter, Jennifer, and son-in-law, Daniel. Unaware that her husband has been sexually lusting over her mother and her mother has been sexually lusting over her husband, Jennifer invites her mother to stay with her and her husband until she can get a job and get back on her feet.
Note: Being that a son-in-law is not blood related to his mother-in-law, normally having sex with mothers-in-law are not considered incest or incestuous. Where it becomes incest and more incestuous is when a mother-in-law lives in the same house and is part of the same household with her child and spouse. Then, instead of being the extended family, she's more the immediate family. At that point, having sex with one's mother-in-law is indeed sexually incestuous.
* * * * *
"Jennifer, I'm home," said Daniel from the backdoor in the kitchen. "Jennifer?"
Daniel walked through the kitchen to look in the living room. Normally, every time he comes home, she'd always there to greet him with a kiss and a hug. Maybe she's not home.
"Jen? Hello? I'm home. Where are you?" He leaned over the banister for his voice to carry. "Are you upstairs having sex with the neighbors again," he said laughing while knowing she'd never cheat on him with any man especially not with their neighbors. Besides, most of his neighbors were fat, old men who ogled and, no doubt, sexually lusted over his wife.
Glad to be home, it's been one Hell of a week at work. Daniel remained quiet to listen for his wife.
"I'm upstairs," said Jennifer from the distance. "I'll be right down Honey."
He walked back in the kitchen, took off his jacket, tossed it on the chair, and opened the fridge for a beer. He's been dying for a cold one all day. With the refrigerator stocked full, his beer was pushed all the way to the back. He hoped it didn't freeze. He moved his precious beer closer to the front.
He couldn't help but noticed that the contents of the shelves in the fridge were rearranged. Usually by the end of the week, they have less food instead of more food. Filled with fruits, vegetables, cheese, fish, and wine, she must have went food shopping. Maybe they're having people over this weekend. Only not recognizing some of the foods in the fridge, things that he doesn't even eat, such as mushrooms, avocadoes, peppers, and strange looking cheeses, he wondered if they were having a party.
"Hi Honey," said Jennifer coming downstairs and entering the kitchen to give her husband a kiss on the lips and a big hug while rubbing and squishing her big, 36C breasts up against him. "How was your day?"
Unable to understand any man's sexual attraction to a small breasted woman, as if giving her a whole other dimension of femininity, sexuality, and sensuality, he loved that his wife had big tits. He didn't think he could feel the same sexual attraction for Jennifer if she only had A cup breasts or even B cup breasts as he did about her having C cup, firm, shapely breasts. Not one to pass up a free feel, being that breasts were his favorite part of a women's anatomy anyway, he grabbed a whole handful of her breast through her blouse and bra while holding her and hugging her. In the way he's been groping her tits since their first date at the movies while kissing her, he's been groping her breasts ever since.
Happily surprised when he immediately felt her nipple make its appearance in the palm of his hand, his wife wasn't wearing a padded bra. Hopefully expecting to see the big impressions her nipples made through her bra and blouse, he looked down at his wife's breasts with excited, sexual anticipation. Just as he hoped to see her nipples as if she had two more eyes staring out at him, there they were. Her nipples were fully erect and proudly protruding through her bra and blouse.
"Hello," he said to Jen's nipples while pulling them out more through her blouse and bra with his thumb and index fingers.
"Danny," said Jen breathlessly while laughing and slapping his hand away. "You're getting me all hot and bothered."
He looked at her and gave her his best Cheshire cat smile.
"You say that if there's something wrong with me getting you all hot and bothered," he said kissing her while continuing to feel her breasts and fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra. "New bra?"
He looked down to study her big tits again that filled her big bra and stretched out her blouse. He loved that his wife had a big rack. He loved his wife's big tits. As if showing him how happy they were to see him, he loved seeing his wife's big nipples poking through her bra and blouse. So firm and so shapely, aside from her big, beautiful, brown eyes and her shapely, round, firm ass, more than any other part of her beautiful body, other than her pretty face, he loved his wife's big tits.
"Actually it is a new bra. I went shopping today," she said looking down at her brad clad breasts before looking up at him to give him a naughty, sexy look. "Wanna see?"
Wanna see? As if he'd ever say no to that invitation of seeing her bra and/or her breasts. He only wished more woman would ask him if he wanted to see their bras and/or their breasts.
"Sure, I'd love to see your bra. You'll never hear me say no to an invitation to see your bra," he said. "You know how much I love bras, as long as they're filled with big tits," he said.
She shot him a look that made him silently say 'Oh, oh,' to himself.
"Pardon?"
He needed to say something fast to assuage her before she changes her mind about showing him her brassiere.
"Sorry, what I meant to say was, um, you know how much I love seeing your bra, especially when filled with your tits," he said.
Seemingly satisfied with his comment, she gave him a warm, sexy smile.
"That's better," she said.
He stared at the big impressions her breasts made in her blouse in the way that a man dying for a beer stares at a cold, frosty one on TV in a beer commercial.
"Well, c'mon, stop teasing me and let me see your bra," he said opening and closing his hands poised at chest level as if he was already touching, feeling, fondling, and squeezing Jennifer's big boobs.
As if she was a stripper on stage stripping off her clothes, she smiled at him while giving him sexy looks with her big, beautiful, brown eyes. With her long, chestnut brown hair cascading down and across her shoulders, she was very pretty. She resembled Natalie Portman but with tits. Purposely teasing him, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse to show him the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of deep cleavage, and a pale, blue bra with cream colored lace.
"You're such a pervert when it comes to tits," she said slowly shaking her head while unbuttoning the last button of her blouse.
She looked down at her bra clad breasts before looking up at him.
"Sorry, I've always been a connoisseur of your breasts," he said feeling her tits through her bra.
She took a step back from his horny hands and looked down at her bra again before looking up at him again.
"Well, what do you think? Do you like my bra? Isn't it pretty? I think it's so pretty," she said flaying open her blouse for him to get a good look of her bra. "Isn't it sexy? I think it's so sexy," she said looking down at her bra while cupping her big tits in her hands through her bra in the way he just had.
With her big nipples seemingly trying to poke holes through her bra as if they were twin laser beams, he stared at his wife's new bra and her emerging nipples. As if seeing her cleavage and bra for the first time, he stared at the impressions her nipples made in her bra. He couldn't wait to feel her breasts through her bra. He couldn't wait to finger her nipples through her bra.
"I like it," he said immediately stepping forward to finger her nipples through her bra and to coax them out even further. "I like this bra way better than the padded bras that you always wear. Why some homosexual bra designer would think that a woman who has C cup breasts would need a padded bra is beyond me. Even your mother, who has D cup breasts wears padded bras."
Jennifer shot her husband a curious look.
"How do you know my mother wears padded bras?"
With him a bra and breast expert, he rolled his eyes and sighed.
"Because I can't see her nipples through her bra in the way that I can see your nipples through this bra now," he said leaning down to suck her nipples through her bra, first one and then the other.
"Oh, my God, Danny," she said putting a hand behind his head to run her long, manicured fingers through his dark brown hair while closing her eyes and leaning back her head. "You're making me so hot," she whispered while melting him with her big, beautiful brown eyes.
He pushed her blouse out of the way and lifted her bra up and over her tits to free her breasts. He kissed his wife while touching, feeling, and fondling her breasts and while fingering her nipples. Kissing and kissing her, he reached down behind her to cup her sweet ass in his big hands. He loved his wife. He loved kissing her, especially French kissing her. He broke off his wet kiss to focus his attention to her breasts.
This time, instead of sucking out her nipples through her bra, he leaned down to suck her naked breasts. First he sucked her right big tit before sucking her left big tit while continuing to finger her right nipple. Her nipples were now totally erect and hard. She had big nipples and he loved his wife's big nipples as much as he loved her big breasts.
"I love feeling your big tits, Jennifer," he said feeling her big tits. "I love sucking your big nipples," he said lowering his head to take her nipples in his mouth, first one and then the other.
Jennifer swooned with her husband paying as much attention to her as he paid to her tits.
"You keep this up and you'll make me want to suck your cock," she whispered breathlessly in his ear.
With her not having to say that twice, he unzipped himself and pulled out his stiff prick.
"Danny, no. Wait! What are you doing? Oh, my God. Not here. Not now," she said pushing him away.
She pulled away from him, pulled down her bra and buttoned her blouse.
"I was hoping you'd blow me," he said slowly stroking his cock while running a slow finger across her lips.
Obviously not something she wanted to do right now, she made a sour face of displeasure.
"Okay cowboy before you get me all hot and bothered, I need to tell you something," she said with a serious face.
Oh, oh, the last time she started a statement with I need to tell you something, she was pregnant. Thankfully a miscarriage, he wasn't ready for kids yet.
"What?"
She wrinkled her brow to look at him with apprehension.
"It's my mother," she said.
* * * * *
Fearing the worst, Danny hoped for the best. He liked her mother, Audrey. What was not to like about her? Right up there on the top of his prerequisite list in what a woman should possess, she has big tits, huge 36D breasts. She has breasts even bigger than Jen's big breasts. Moreover, he has a lot in common with his mother-in-law.
For instance, she has a D cup left breast and a D cup right breast. Being that he loves her D cup breasts and being that she obviously loves her D cup breasts too, that's two things that he has in common with her right there. Moreover, something else they have in common, with her a sexual flirt and a naughty tease, he loves that she's a sexual flirt and a naughty tease too.
With the things that they have in common continuing, she enjoys flashing him down blouse views of her bra and cleavage and he loves seeing down blouse views of her bra and cleavage. Seemingly and unbelievably they both have even more in common. She enjoys teasing him with up skirt view of her panties and he loves seeing up skirt views of her panties. With him having so very much in common with his sexy mother-in-law, every son-in-law should have a hot mother-in-law like Audrey, his fun loving, MILF of a mother-in-law.
Expanding his preference of woman from his wife and mother-in-law to include all women, he liked, an understatement, he loved any woman who has big tits, especially one who has C cup breasts or larger. As far as he was concerned, as if busty women had another dimension, there was something so very special about women with big tits. Women who had bigger breasts just looked better when wearing low cut blouses, tight sweaters, and even baggy sweatshirts.
With him always trying to cop a cheap feel of her big breasts whenever hugging his mother-in-law hello and hugging her good-bye, when he wasn't feeling the back of her bra, he was feeling the side of her underwire bra cups. Becoming more brazen with every hug he gave her, even when he slowly slid his hand along the side of her bra clad breasts before and after giving her a hug, a positive, telling sign, she hasn't slapped his hand away yet. He wondered if she enjoyed him touching her bra clad breasts as much as he enjoyed feeling her bra clad breasts.
Maybe the next time he hugs her, daring himself to do so, he'll put both of his hands on the front of her big, bra clad boobs and feel them while squeezing them through her blouse and bra. Maybe the next time he hugs her, double daring himself to do so, he'll try kissing her on the lips longer than he usually does. Maybe the next time he kisses her, hoping he goes for broke and doesn't chicken out, he'll try parting her lips with his tongue and French kiss her. Hoping she'd take the sexual hint, he wondered what she'd do if he ran a slow tongue across her lips the next time he kissed her.
Would she open her mouth? Would she accept his tongue inside? Would she return his French kiss with her French kiss? Would she return his sexual passion with her sexual passion? Oh my God, after having his wicked sexual way with his wife's big breasts, now he was getting sexually aroused while thinking of his mother-in-law.
If Audrey allowed him to slip her his tongue while French kissing his mother-in-law, he imagined going further than he's ever gone with her before. He imagined feeling her big tits through her blouse and bra before reaching around behind her to feel her firm, round ass through her short skirt and panty. Only, he knew what he was thinking in kissing and feeling up his mother-in-law was nothing more than the sexual fantasies he had while masturbating and imagining having sex with Jennifer's mother, Audrey.
"You're mother? What's wrong with your mother? Is she ill?"
In the serious way his wife looked at him with panic, sorrow, and sadness, he figured her mother was dead. With Jen's mother dying too young, way too young, he hoped she wasn't dead or dying. Truly, with her premature demise, that would be such a waste of a great set of knockers. Too young to die, with her only in her early fifties, even though she tells everyone she's still in her forties, at the very least, he was hoping to see his mother-in-law's big boobs before she passed to the other side. If she had already passed over to the other side, he wondered if they'd allow him to view her body at the morgue, purely for purposes of identification, of course.
"Hmm, I think it's her but I'm not totally certain. I'd have to see her breasts to make a positive identification," he imagined returning the attendant's surprised look with a serious look of his own.
"Pardon?" The attendant looked at him as if he was nuts.
"We were close, very close. Please lower the sheet down to her waist so that I may examine her breasts," he imagined saying as the attendant lowered the sheet down to her waist.
"Okay," said the attendant staring at Audrey's lifeless breasts in the way that Daniel was staring at Audrey's lifeless breasts.
"Yeah, that's her. That's my mother-in-law. I recognize her by her big tits," he imagined saying to the attendant at the morgue while the attendant looked at him suspiciously. "They're a matched pair. Consider her positively identified."
While wishing his mother-in-law wasn't dead, at the very least, he still had hopes of touching, feeling, and fondling his mother-in-law's big tits while fingering her big nipples. He still harbored hopes of parting her lips with his tongue and sticking his tongue down her throat while feeling her hot body through her clothes. Part of his sexual fantasy, while feeling her big breasts and her shapely ass, he imagined her putting her hand on his cock before she took his cock in her mouth. With a gentle hand to the back of her pretty head, he imagined Audrey on her knees sucking him while he fondled her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
In the way that Jennifer has big nipples, he knew that Audrey has big nipples too. With her not having modesty enough to wear a robe over her nightgown in front of him, he's already seen her nipples poking through her sheer nightgowns numerous times. Every time she walked in front of him in her short, low but, sheer nightgown, he gets an erection. Every time he's seen the big impressions her nipples make in her nightgown, his erection grows harder and bigger. At the very least, before she died, he hoped to suck her big nipples before she sucked his cock and before, during, and after he fucked her. God he was so bad and destined to go to Hell for having such sexually salacious thoughts of his wife's mother, especially if she was dead or dying.
"No, she's not ill. She's fine. Only, she lost her job," said Jennifer looking at him with her sad, brown eyes obviously expecting his sympathy for her mother.
"That sucks," he said glad that her breasts were still alive, healthy, and well.
"The restaurant where she worked as a waitress cut the staff in half. With the close of the factory in town closing after losing their business to China, she's been looking for a job for three months with no luck. Now she can't even afford to pay her rent," she said looking at him again with her expressive eyes looking so sad and so pitiful.
She touched his arm as if begging for his sympathy for her poor, homeless mother. Suddenly, Daniel imagined Jen's big breasted mother homeless. He imagined her roaming back alleys braless while collecting bottles and cans for the refund money to buy food to eat and something to drink. He imagined her hitchhiking and giving passing motorists a feel of her naked breasts and/or a hand job, and/or a blowjob in exchange for a few dollars. He imagined giving her mother a ride every day and giving her a few dollars for a feel of her big breasts while she gave him a hand job and a blowjob.
"Thank you for financially helping my mother," he imagined his wife saying while not realizing that her mother was helping him sexually as much as he was helping her financially.
"Oh, don't bother thanking me. It's been my pleasure to help your mother out with a few dollars," he imagined saying to his wife.
If only she knew it was his sexual pleasure to help her mother, she'd be pissed.
Only, her mother was nothing like that. Her mother wasn't a whore or even a slut. Nothing more than a sexy flirt and a naughty tease, she was a good woman who enjoyed nothing more than giving him furtive down blouse peeks of her the tops of her meaty breasts, her cleavage, and her bra. As if she was imitating Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she was a fun loving mother-in-law who seemingly enjoyed flashing him her panties while slowly crossing and uncrossing her shapely legs. Unable to remove his eyes from between her legs, he loved it when she sat across from him with her knees parted just enough to give him a continual up skirt view of her bright, white panties. Glad that she's not dead, he'd really miss her tits, um, his mother-in-law.



Jennifer looked at him with a look that promised him a blowjob, as long as he agreed to anything she was about to ask him in regards to her mother. She looked at him with a look that promised him that she'd do right by him if he did right by her and agreed to whatever it was she was about to ask him in favor of her mother. Yet, with him never denying her mother anything, he'd never say no to any request his wife made of him in the need of her mother. Suspecting what was coming and afraid to ask Jennifer the question, knowing what her answer would be, he asked the question anyway.
"What's she going to do?"
* * * * *
Torn between the good Angel and the evil Devil, he had no problem with welcoming his mother-in-law to live with them. Only with him hot and horny for Audrey's big tits, his intentions weren't as charitable and as honorable as they should have been. Instead of offering her shelter and giving her food, he was more interested in seeing her topless and or naked. With his sexually fantasies inspiring the lust he had for her, he was more interested in his mother-in-law sexually than he was in helping her financially. With him masturbating over the thoughts of seeing his mother-in-law topless and/or naked, he enjoyed imagining having sex with her topless and/or naked body.
With his motivation driven more by sexual lust for his mother-in-law than by charitable kindness, he was more interested in seeing more down blouse views of her cleavage and bra. With his motives more selfish than altruistic, he was more interested in seeing more up skirt peeks of her panties. While he hugged her hello, hugged her goodbye, hugged her good morning, and hugged her goodnight, he was more interested in helping himself to free feels of her sexy, shapely body, especially her big tits and especially her braless breasts through her sheer nightgowns. Instead of being the generous, giving, and loving son-in-law that his wife thinks he is, he was more interested in seducing Audrey and having sex with his mother-in-law than in helping her.
With Jennifer having already set the stage, somehow, whatever her mother was going to do, he knew that he'd be involved as always he is. Whether fixing something, repairing something, or building something, he was always helping his mother-in-law with one project or another. He only wished she'd pay him with sex instead of with a good, home cooked meal. Now, he couldn't help himself from imagining renting a U-Haul truck and helping her move somewhere more affordable. While imagining her wearing a low cut blouse and a short skirt, he imagined Audrey giving him down blouse view of her tits and up skirt views of her panties while he helped her pack and move boxes.
"I told her she could stay with us until she found a job. It will only be for a little while," said Jennifer pausing to stare at her husband with pleading eyes. "Is it okay if my Mom stays with us temporarily?"
With her so very pretty and with her having big tits, how could he refuse her anything? Yes, of course she could live with them. Officially, quick to react on one front and slow to react on the other, he first received his non-verbal response for his mother-in-law to move in with him from his cock before his brain caught up with his libido and readily and eagerly agreed.
He imagined Audrey walking around the kitchen at night after Jen left for work and in the early morning before she came home while wearing very little. He imagined his mother-in-law in her short, sheer, low cut, and nearly see through nightgown while Jen worked her graveyard shifts at the hospital. He imagined her sitting across from him and giving him up skirt peek of her panties while wearing her short skirt. He imagined her leaning over him to pour him a cup of coffee while giving him down blouse views of the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of cleavage, and her sexy bra.
He was already beginning to get an erection with the thoughts of somehow seeing his mother-in-law's D cup breasts. He imagined her standing at the kitchen sink while he snuck up behind her to press his emerging erection through his pajama bottom and through her nightgown while massaging her shoulders and back. He only wished he could massage her big breasts and round, firm, bubble ass. He imagined holding her around her waist and with her resting her big, braless breasts on his forearms. With most son-in-laws not liking their mother-in-laws, unable to separate one from the other, he liked Audrey and her big tits.
Not counting his wife that would make six things that he loved about the two women. He loved Jennifer as much as he loved her right breast and her left breast. He loved his mother-in-law too, as well as he loved her left breast and her right breast. Maybe with her living with them now, he'll get lucky and will see her giant boobs. In the way that a computer processes images at lightning speed, a computer is no match for a human brain. He quickly processed three likely, hopeful, sexual scenarios of having sex with his mother-in-law.
* * * * *
Zoning off while talking to his wife, actually with Jennifer talking at him, Daniel sexually fantasizes about having sex with his mother-in-law. He routinely zoned off when his wife, Jennifer, incessantly and continually talked at him. With him lost in his sexual fantasies while pretending to listen to her was the only way he knew from losing his mind in having to listen to her. If it wasn't for her big shapely, firm tits, he would have divorced her a long time ago. Only, he'd miss her tits too much.
Yet, boy could this woman talk. It wasn't as much as how much she had to say or what it was she had to say as it was in the way she said all that she had to say. As if nervous, high on caffeine, or speed, she talked so frigging fast. In the way of a machinegun firing bullets nonstop, she fired words nonstop without seemingly taking a breath. She shot off words without taking a second to collect her thoughts long enough to think what it was she wanted to say. A typical Gemini, with her jumping from one subject to another without a transition, it was oftentimes difficult to follow her train of thought. She continued talking without allowing him time enough to digest all that she said before she was on to another subject and without even giving him a chance to respond.
'Yakety yak, yak, yak.'
A skilled he's learned to master, with her always being like this since their first date, it was difficult to understand all that she said when he first met her. Back then, because she was so pretty and had big tits, her good looks and sexy body superseded her annoying need for speed when talking. The only time she stopped talking was eating, when he was kissing her, or when she was blowing him. Now, while pretending to listen to her, smiling while nodding his head at the appropriate times, he just disappears elsewhere. Instead of absorbing her every word as he once tried to do, protected by his shield of he doesn't give a shit about all that's she saying, now he allows her verbosity to bounce off of him in the way that bullets bounced off Superman.
Where some men would dread that their mother-in-law coming for a visit, few men would want their mother-in-laws living with them. Instead of dreading Audrey coming to live with them, he was excited, albeit sexually excited, to have her live with them. Whenever his mother-in-law stayed overnight while Jennifer was at to work, she sexually teased him. She sexually tempted him with what little she was wearing. As if daring him to look, daring him to lust over her, and daring him to make a sexual move on her, she always walked around him in her short, low cut, very sexy and very sheer nightgowns without the modesty of wearing a robe.
So immodestly and immorally inappropriate, what was she thinking in walking around him without the modesty of wearing a robe over her virtually see through nightgowns? Is that what she wants? She wants him to stare at her, leer at her, and ogle her nearly naked body? Does she get off showing him her nearly naked body as much as he gets off seeing her nearly naked body? Or was this just her deliberate way of controlling him by sexually teasing and tempting him.
Was it her intention for him to lust over her big tits in the way he lusts over his wife's big tits? Or does she delight in showing him how much bigger her breasts are than her daughter's big breasts? Perhaps with Audrey not having a man in her life, she's jealous of Jennifer having him in her life. Was she waiting for him to make a sexual move on her in the way that he was waiting for her to make a sexual move on him?
He wondered if he did dare touch her, feel her, and fondle her shapely body through her sexy nightgown, if she'd tell her daughter, his wife. Yet, in the way he cops cheap feels of her bra clad breasts when hugging her, as far as he knows, she's never said anything to Jennifer about him inappropriately touching her. As far as he knows, she's never said anything to Jennifer about him feeling the sides of her big breasts through her blouse and bra. With her not saying anything to Jennifer told him that maybe Audrey enjoyed his inappropriate attention and touching. If what he suspects is true in Audrey enjoying the sexual attention he's been paying him, now with her living with him, perhaps he'll get to go a little further.
For sure, if she had told Jennifer that he felt her breasts through her bra, he'd never hear the end of it. For sure, an egregious offense and unforgivable transgression, Jennifer's feelings would be hurt that he was obviously lusting over her mother instead of her. Never understanding the mother and son thing, she'd never understand why a man would want an older version of her when he could have the younger, better looking, and firmer version of her mother. For sure, she'd think him perversely perverted to want to have sex with her mother instead of wanting to have sex with her.
Only, now with her living with them, he couldn't wait to hug her good morning and hug her goodnight while copping cheap feels of her naked breasts through her thin, sheer nightgown. Wanting to see how far she'd allow him to go, he imagined her allowing him to feel her tits and finger her nipples through her nightgown. He imagined her allowing him to slip her his tongue before pulling away from him in feigned embarrassment. With him ready to call her bluff, he imagined her allowing him to go a little further every time he tried something with her. Perhaps with her enjoying the sexual attention as much as he'd obviously enjoyed the sexual attention of having sex with his mother-in-law, maybe, eventually, she'd even allow him to go all the sexual way.
Oh, my God, he couldn't even count how many times he's masturbated over the thoughts of his mother-in-law wearing her sexy, nearly see-through nightgowns. He can't even put a number on how many times, he's wanted to lift her nightgown over her head and tie it there with a cord for him to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body. With her arms positioned over her head, he imagined her being helpless to stop him from touching her, feeling her, and fondling her naked body. With her nightgown covering her face, he imagined touching her, feeling her, and fondling her everywhere a son-in-law should never touch, feel, and fondle his mother-in-law.
Then, cutting a conveniently necessary hole by her mouth, he imagined pushing her down to her knees. With her talking at him in the way that his wife usually does, he imagined pulling her hair for her to stop talking, for her to scream, and for her to open her mouth wide enough and long enough to take his cock inside. His sexual fantasy come true, plugging her pie hole, he imagined filling her mouth with his cock. With a hand positioned behind Audrey's pretty albeit mature head, he imagined humping her mouth and fucking her face before unloading his lust for his mother-in-law in her mouth. Feebly protesting while feigning his sexual treatment of her, he imagined her lustfully swallowing his cum.
Now with her living with them, he imagined Audrey walking around him in her short, low cut, sheer, sexy nightgowns every night and every morning. Maybe with her living with them now, whether deliberately by her, deliberately by him, accidentally by her, or accidentally by him, he'll get lucky and will somehow see her giant boobs. Perhaps with her living with them, this is his perfect opportunity to make a sexual move on his mother-in-law.
Comparing one against the other, how hot would that be to have sex with both mother and daughter? He'd love nothing more than to have two busty women in his bed every night. If daughter wasn't in the mood to suck him while he felt her big tits and fingered her big nipples, surely mother would be in the mood to suck him while he felt her big tits and fingered her big nipples. He'd love nothing more than to have a threesome with Jennifer and Audrey.
Only, could he trust Audrey not to tell Jennifer that he made a sexual pass at her? If she returned his sexual interest, could he trust his mother-in-law not to tell her daughter that they were having a sexual affair? Not wanting to jeopardize his marriage, he didn't want to lose his wife because of the sexual lust that he had for her mother. Even though he'd love to have sex with his mother-in-law, making a pass at her was too risky of a proposition. Somehow that kind of a sexually triangle that seemed so right at night always came out in the light of day.
Yet, with her not helping him control himself by her sexually flirting with him, teasing him, and tempting him, maybe she wants to have sex with him as much as he wants to have sex with her. With her walking around him in her, sheer, sexy nightgowns, maybe she sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her. He didn't know. He wasn't sure. He wouldn't know unless he called her bluff and made a sexual pass at her.
In the way that a computer processes images at lightning speed, a computer was no match for Daniel's horny brain especially when it came to fantasizing about seeing his mother-in-law topless and/or naked. While Jennifer was still talking at him as if she was a machinegun firing unlimited bullets, he enjoyed having a sexual fantasy with his mother-in-law as his personal porn star. Any time she was nervous about asking him something, Jen always talked at him nonstop in the way she was doing now. His only salvation from telling her to shut up and take a breath was to lose himself in one of his sexual fantasies of having sex with her mother.
While Jennifer continued talking at him without taking a breath, he quickly processed three likely and hopeful, sexual scenarios of having sex with his mother-in-law while Jennifer was at work and Audrey was home alone with him. With him home alone with his MILF of a mother-in-law, he could only imagine the sexual opportunities they'd have and the sexy fun that he'd have. With him home alone with his sexy mother-in-law, maybe he'd finally see her big tits. With him home alone with his mother-in-law teasing him and tempting him to make a sexual move on her, maybe they'll finally have sex.
Maybe his mother-in-law is just as horny as he is. Maybe she's waiting for him to make a move on her. Maybe even after having regular sex his mother-in-law while Jennifer was at work, Audrey would never spoil the sexual fun they were having by telling her daughter. Cutting off her nose to spite her face, she had as much to lose as he did in alienating Jennifer's affection. Having Audrey live with them could be his perfect opportunity to have sex with Jen's mother.
* * * * *
Sexy scenario #1.
He thought about installing a small, hidden camera somewhere in the spare bedroom where Audrey dressed, undressed, and slept. Only, with his luck, Jen would find the camera when she was cleaning. Already knowing what Jen's reaction would be, she'd be really pissed. As bad as being deemed a sexual deviate and being listed on the sex registry list, how embarrassing would that be to be caught peeping on Jennifer's mother dressing, undressing, and sleeping?
If Audrey found the camera instead of Jen, he wondered what his mother-in-law's reaction would be. He imagined her pretending not to notice the camera and giving him a real show by playing to the camera in undressing and dressing in plain view of the camera. Yet, what if Audrey had the same reaction as he imagined his wife would have? What if his mother-in-law felt violated that he had been peeping on her? What could he possibly say in his defense of peeping on his mother-in-law? It's one thing for him to watch his mother-in-law dressing, undressing, and sleeping but it's quite something else to be caught spying on her with a hidden camera.
Needing to come up with another idea, a better plan on how to see Audrey without her clothes, he thought long and hard about it. With her coming to live with them, he had plenty of time and plenty of opportunities to come up with a plan to see her topless and/or naked. Instead of watching her dressing, undressing, sleeping, and without her clothes on hidden camera, he pondered the thought of just opening her closed bedroom door without knocking. He could do that. That would work.
With timing everything, a fantasy that he always enjoyed having when masturbating, he imagined listening at her closed bedroom door before walking in on her at the precise moment when she was dressing or undressing. Listening for the rustle of her removing her nightgown or the feint sound of her unbuttoning her blouse and/or unhooking her bra, he hoped he had a lucky guess when bursting open her closed bedroom door without warning and without knocking. Unless she was standing there topless while waiting for him to barge open her closed bedroom door without knocking, unfortunately or fortunately, depending on his good fortune, luck had more to do with him seeing her breasts than skill.
"Oops, sorry, Mom," he imagined saying when opening her bedroom door while she was dressing and standing there topless.
Feigning his embarrassment and protecting her modesty, he imagined covering his eyes with his splayed fingers while continuing to stare at her big tits. With him opening her bedroom door at the perfect moment, he imagined catching her standing there topless. With him seeing her without her blouse, without her bra, or without her nightgown, he wondered what reaction she'd have to him seeing her big, naked breasts. He wondered if she'd immediately cover her naked breasts with her hands or, daring him to look, if she'd stand there brazenly proud and defiantly, immorally immodest. With him making the first sexual move by barging in her bedroom while she was topless, he wondered if she'd make the next sexual move.
He already knew the reaction that he'd have to seeing her naked breasts. He'd stare at her tits. He'd leer at her boobs. He'd ogle her standing there topless. If he had a camera, in the way of a Paparazzi photographer catching celebrities without their clothes, he'd fire off dozens of digital photos for him to peruse later in the privacy of his bedroom with his hand tightly wrapped around his cock.
Wanting to share her big tits with the world, he wondered if she'd allow him to post her topless photos on the Internet. Not even broaching the subject with her, if he had topless photos of his mother-in-law, he'd post them without her knowledge and without her permission. He could always conceal her eyes so that no one would recognize her. How hot would that be to call up his topless mother-in-law on the computer screen whenever he felt horny enough to masturbate over seeing her big, naked breasts?
Whenever she stayed over the weekend and went out shopping with Jennifer the next morning, he'd sneak in her room to look at and feel her bras and sniff her panties. It was when seeing her empty bra cups that he had a clearer image of how truly big her breasts were. It was when he imagined seeing her naked breasts that he had proof positive of the size and shape of her massive boobs. With him already seeing the outline of her massive jugs through her sheer nightgown, he had a good enough idea what she'd look like topless. With him seeing some down nightgown views of her whenever she leans forward, he has enough of an image of her tits and of her nipples for him to masturbate over them again and again.



When he imagined opening her closed bedroom door to catch her topless, he imagined her staring at him in the way that a deer stares at a car when caught in their headlights. Being that this was his sexual fantasy and had the control how it materialized, he adjusted his sexy scenario in his mind in the way he'd love for it to play out in real life. When barging in her bedroom, he imagined her shocking him with her immoral immodesty when she didn't move her hands to her breasts to cover her nakedness.
Imagining that her involuntary reaction would be to cover most of her breasts with her hands or with her forearm, he imagined her not covering her nipples and/or her areolas with her hands or with her forearms at all. Being that this was his sexual fantasy, he'd prefer if she just stood there with her arms by her sides. Unembarrassed and immorally immodest, he imagined her not covering her naked breasts to give him a good look of her naked tits. Imagining her wanting him to see as much of her breasts as he wanted to see of her breasts, it takes two to play this game of voyeurism and exhibitionism.
A longtime sexual fantasy coming true to fruition, the hard part would be to open her closed bedroom door and barge in her bedroom at exactly the precise moment. He'd prefer if she'd willingly and immodestly showed him her naked breasts in the way that he so wanted to see her naked breasts. He'd rather that she was just as sexually excited to show him her naked breasts as much as he was sexually excited to see her naked breasts. With her extraordinary breasts bulging out his eyes and filling his brain with sexual lust for her, he imagined they both stared at one another without speaking until she broke their silence and spoke.
"Daniel, I'm getting dressed," he imagined her saying while giving him a sexy smile after giving him a sexy show of her big tits by not moving her hands or her forearm to cover her naked breasts.
While he slowly stroked himself over the imagined thoughts of seeing his mother-in-law topless, he imagined her looking at him coyly before looking at him seductively. Unable to remove his eyes from what he was lusting to see of her for so long, he imagined himself continuing to stare at her big tits. Obviously, when she made no attempt to cover her exposed breasts, she feigned her look of modesty for his benefit more than her benefit. With him the one who burst through her closed bedroom door without knocking, this was now her game to play. Surely and obviously, with her not wanting him to tell her daughter that she flashed him her breasts, pretending that she was embarrassed, he feigned his embarrassment too.
If anything and even if she was purposely standing there topless while waiting and hoping he'd enter her bedroom, she put the shadow of guilt on his shoulders for barging in her closed door bedroom without knocking. With her having a free pass to expose her breasts to him without guilt or remorse, seemingly this was all on him. Obviously, she wanted to show him her big breasts as much as he wanted to see her big breasts. Moreover, with her obviously not telling her daughter that her husband saw her naked breasts when barging in her closed door bedroom without knocking, Daniel wasn't about to tell his wife that he saw her mother's tits either.
As if his brain was a high resolution, digital camera, he imagined seeing his mother-in-law's tits and forever capturing the sexy sight of her big, erect nipples. As if he was an artist or a sculptor ready to paint or sculpt his topless model, he memorized her symmetrically round areolas and her big, erect nipples. As if he was a Playboy or a Penthouse photographer ready to frame the most salacious shot before taking the best picture, he stared at all that she was freely and willingly showing. As if he was a forensic detective investigating a crime scene, he recorded every mole and every freckle on her topless body. Filling his horny brain with her big, bulbous breasts, now that he's seen them, stared at them, and memorized them, if he had to, he could draw the perfect shape of her enormous breasts in great detail.
"I, um, just wanted to know if you had any plans today," he imagined saying to her while never removing his eyes from her naked breasts. "I, um, just wanted to know if you needed a ride or if—"
Imagining her giving him an inviting, come hither look, he imagined her giving him a sexy smile. Her smile told him that she knew that he deliberately barged in on her in the hopes of seeing her magnificent breasts. Her smile told him that she enjoyed flashing him her big tits as much as he enjoyed ogling her big tits. Her smile told him that this was just the beginning of something so physically extraordinary, erotically beautiful, and sexually arousing. As if he was reliving the movie, Groundhog Day, he'd love nothing more than to repeat the process of barging in her bedroom every day, whenever she was dressing, undressing, and standing there topless.
"Perhaps, Daniel, we can discuss this after I get dressed and after I at least put on my bra," he imagined her saying with a sexy laugh and without giving him even a feigned look of embarrassment.
He looked from her breasts to look up at her eyes before looking back down at her tits. In the way that Jennifer had sensational breasts, he imagined Audrey having sensational breasts only a cup size larger.
"Oh, sorry, how oblivious of me," he imagined saying with a nervous, little laugh. "How stupid of me. I didn't notice you were standing there topless Mom," he said using that line as his excuse to stare at her naked breasts longer.
"I bet you didn't," he imagined her saying with a naughty laugh.
Feeling compelled to say something complimentary about her breasts, he complimented her breasts.
"Nice tits by the way," he imagined saying to his mother-in-law with a nervous, little laugh while lying that he didn't know she was standing there topless.
Only with him hoping for a longer view of her naked breasts after opening her door unannounced and barging in her bedroom in the way he did without knocking first, how could he not know she was standing there topless? How oblivious could he possibly be not to know that she was standing there without her blouse and without her bra? Of course he knew she was topless. Of course it was his intention to see her big breasts. Just as he knew his intentions, of course she knew him opening her bedroom door and barging in her bedroom without knocking was just a ruse to see her tits, hopefully as much as she wanted to show him her tits.
Giant full moons, her breasts were so big that he imagined they cast twin shadows on the carpet. Her orbs were so huge that if they were suns, they'd have planets revolving around them. Her tits were just as big and just as shapely as any topless model in Playboy and/or Penthouse magazines.
"Thank you," he imagined her responding to his compliment that she had nice tits. He imagined her looking down at her naked breasts before looking up at him with the innocence of a virgin. "Being that you're here and have already seen my naked breasts, if you don't mind terribly, may I ask you something?"
"Sure," he said taking another step closer to her and to her big, naked breasts. "You may ask me anything."
She looked from him to look down at her big breasts again before looking up at him with as much sexual arousal as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Tell me the truth and be honest," he imagined her saying to him while looking down at her breasts before looking up at him again with a sexy smile. "You don't think they sag, do you?"
Shocked that she'd ask him that leading question, he was surprised that she'd ask him for his opinion in wanting to know if he thought her breasts sagged. He imagined her turning side to side while showing him her naked breasts for him to determine if her tits sagged or not. He imagined her raising her arms over her head to lift her breasts higher with that motion. He imagined her leaning forward and turning from the front to the side to show him her hanging breasts in the way that he imagined her hanging breasts while masturbating himself with the thoughts of her blowing him. Using her asking his opinion to stare at her breasts longer, really staring at them before volunteering his opinion, as if he was a judge in a beauty contest, he ogled her big tits as if he had never seen naked breasts before.
"Um, if you don't mind Mom, do me a favor and jump up and down. I, um, just wanna see somethin'," he imagined saying to her.
With her no doubt knowing what he wanted to see, with him wanting to watch her tits move up and down, she gave him another sexy smile.
"Sure," she said. "What if I did a few jumping jacks? Would that be okay?"
"That will work," he said.
With her big tits bouncing and nearly hitting her in the face, he watched his topless mother-in-law do a series of jumping jacks. She asked him his opinion of her breasts again when she stopped bending, stretching, leaning, and jumping.
"Well, what's your opinion? Do you think my breasts sag?"
He stepped closer to get a better look at them. Without touching them, feeling them, and fondling them, with his hands poised behind his back as if he was a judge at a farm show to judge the best cow udders, he leaned forward to examine her naked breasts.
"No, actually and honestly, your breasts don't sag at all," he imagined responding to her while leering at her naked breasts. "For a mature woman, your breasts are still standing proud, higher up than most women your age," he imagined saying with a sexually, excited laugh.
With one obviously waiting for the other to make the first move, he stared at her while she stared at him. With her staring down at her tits, he watched her lift one breast in her hand in the way he wished he could lift her breast in his hand. Teasing him and tempting him, he imagined she took her nipple in her mouth and sucked it to erect it. Wishing he could suck her nipple, he couldn't believe his eyes. Then, she took her other breast in her hand, lifted it to her lips and sucked her other nipple. Oh, my God! What the Hell was she doing other than teasing him?
"May I ask you another question?"
Standing there topless with her nipples now at full attention, she looked at him with as much sexual lust as he looked at her.
"Of course," he said talking to her tits instead of making eye contact with her and talking to her. "You may ask me anything."
With the sexual tension heavy in the small bedroom, there was a moment of silence where they just looked at one another.
"Tell me and be honest," she said looking down at her erect nipples before looking up at him. "Do you think my nipples are too small for my breasts?"
Too small? Is she kidding or teasing? She had enormous nipples. With Jennifer having big nipples too, Audrey's big nipples were even bigger than his wife's big nipples. He leaned closer to stare at her erect nipples.
"No, Mom, I don't think your nipples are small at all. I think the size of your nipples perfectly matches your breasts," he said wishing he could finger them before sucking them.
While fingering her nipples to keep them erect, she looked down at her exposed breasts again before focusing her attention on him.
"Thank you and I do apologize for putting you on the spot, with this an odd question for a mother-in-law to ask her son-in-law and for a mother to ask about her daughter," she said pausing. "If you don't mind, I need to ask you one more question about my breasts."
He took the opportunity of her asking him another about her breasts as his chance to really ogle her big, naked tits.
"Yes, what is it Mom? Don't be afraid. You may ask me anything," he said again staring at her big, naked tits.
As if teasing him and as if looking to see what he could see while staring at her, she looked down at her naked tits again before looking up at him.
"How do you think my breasts compare to Jennifer's breasts?"
With her feigning her innocence in her sexual seduction of him, she looked down at her breasts again before looking up at him.
"You're breasts are so much bigger than Jennifer's breasts Mom," he imagined responding. "Only, with me having been so intimate with Jennifer's big tits, it's difficult for me to give you my official comparison just by looking at your naked breasts. For me to give you my unbiased opinion of how your breasts compare to Jennifer's breasts, he imagined saying while playing her, I'd have to touch your breasts. I'd have to feel your breasts. I'd have to fondle your breasts. I'd have to suck your breasts," he imagined saying with a dirty laugh while wondering if he had gone too far.
The last thing he wanted to do was to make his mother-in-law feel uncomfortable enough to put on her bra. Yet, going for broke, limbering up his hands and fingers, he raised his hands to his shoulders and quickly opened and closed them in readiness to touch, feel, and fondle her big boobs before sucking her big boobs.
"Well," she sighed. "If that's the only way you can compare my breasts to Jennifer's breasts for you to give me your official, honest opinion of my breasts then, of course, you may touch, feel, fondle, and suck my tits," he imagined his mother-in-law saying.
* * * * *
With him sexually satisfied with the sexual scenario of barging in his mother-in-law's closed bedroom door without knocking at the precise moment when she was undressing or undressing, he liked the idea of catching her topless. He enjoyed the sexy scenario of her not making any move to cover her nakedness, something that he masturbated to that sexy scenario over and again. He liked imagining while sexually fantasizing that Audrey wanted him to see her breasts as much as he wanted to see her breasts. With Jennifer still talking at him not stop about her mother staying with them, now that he had one possible way to see her naked breasts, he needed to think of another way to see her naked breasts.
Sexy scenario #2.
Daniel imagined listening to her bathroom door in the way that he imagined listening to her bedroom door before bursting open her bathroom door. He imagined barging in on her in the bathroom in the way he had imagined barging in on her in the bedroom. In the way he hoped to catch her without her bra in the bedroom, he hoped to catch her naked just as she opened the shower curtain.
He imagined listening at the bathroom door to hear the sound of the metal shower curtain clips being pulled across the metal shower curtain rod. As if unsheathing a sword or racking a shotgun, the sound of the shower curtain clips sliding across the metal curtain rod was unmistakable and easily identifiable. As if he was Denzel Washington playing Robert McCall in the Equalizer, he took a timed, countdown for everything he did in anticipation and in preparation of seeing his mother-in-law naked. He had already taken a timed count on how long it would take her to reach for her towel after opening her shower curtain.
Just as someone unsheathing a sword or racking a shotgun would fill him with fear, Audrey pulling the metal shower curtain clips across a metal shower rod filled him with sexual excitement. At that very moment, he knew she was naked. At that very moment, albeit briefly without a shower curtain protecting her modesty and a towel covering her nakedness, he knew his mother-in-law was standing there naked. Just as he heard the sound of the shower curtain, he started his countdown. He had only eight seconds before she completely covered herself with a towel. He had only three seconds after she pulled the shower curtain completely open, and before she reached for her towel to cover her naked body, to see his sexy mother-in-law naked.
"Three, two, one."
If he waited to the count of three it would be too late. She would have already grabbed the towel. If he didn't open that bathroom door as soon as he heard the shower curtain being pulled across the curtain rod, she'd have time enough to reach for her towel and cover her naked body. He couldn't delay. He needed to act now. This was his perfect opportunity to see all that he wanted to see of her naked body while making it seem as if it was an unfortunate, albeit a serendipitous accident.
As he flung open the bathroom door without giving her the appropriate courtesy of a knock, he imagined his mother-in-law standing there naked in those brief, few moments before she had the chance to reach for her towel to cover her naked body. Naked, naked, naked, he imagined seeing his mother-in-law in real time naked. Naked, naked, naked, the sound of the shower curtain opening gave him just enough time to do what he needed to do. As soon as he heard the sound, he quickly flung open the bathroom door while hoping that she was standing there naked without the modesty of the shower curtain or a towel concealing her nakedness from his horny eyes. Just as he had imagined she was, she was standing there naked.
"Oops, sorry, Mom," he imagined saying to her when opening the bathroom door just as she was emerging naked from the shower, the only advantage of living in a one bathroom house.
With her having one foot on the bathmat and the other foot in the bathtub, she returned her foot to the tub. She could have pulled the shower curtain back across her naked body to deny him a view of her tits and pussy but with this his sexual fantasy, he imagined her not doing that. She could have covered her nakedness with her hands and/or with her forearms but again, with this his sexual fantasy, she didn't do that either. Instead, with her exposing her naked body to him in the way that he so hoped to see and wanted to see her naked body, she stood there staring at him in the way that he stood there staring at her.
"I have to pee," he said never removing his eyes from her naked body while waiting for her to give him permission to pee.
Slow to reach for her towel and to cover herself with her nakedness with her towel, he got a good, long look at the shape and the size of her big breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. With her not reaching for a towel to cover her nakedness from his horny eyes for ten seconds instead of his timed 5 seconds which seemed like ten minutes, he saw her big, D cup breasts, the side of her bubble ass, and her dark brown, bushy pussy. He saw Audrey naked. He finally saw his mother-in-law without her clothes.
"Well go ahead and pee," she said finally reaching for her towel to cover herself while drying her naked body without exposing anymore of her nakedness to him. She grabbed a second towel to wrap around her wet hair. "I don't want you to have an accident."
With the side of the toilet facing the shower and with him standing in direct line of her vision, he knew he'd be exposing his cock to her in the way that she exposed her naked body to him. Taking two to play this game of voyeurism and exhibitionism, she could have stepped from the shower and turned her back to him to give him some privacy, but she didn't. She could have pulled the shower curtain closed in front of her to shield her eyes from seeing his cock but she didn't do that either. Even though she was sopping wet, she could have stepped from the bathroom to allow him to pee in private but she didn't do that either.
In his readiness to relieve himself and in his eagerness to expose himself to his mother-in-law, he imagined unzipping himself and pulling out his cock in front of her. He could have sat on the toilet to deny her a view of his prick but he didn't do that either. The whole purpose of him barging in the bathroom on the pretense that he had to pee was not only to see her naked but also to show her his cock. He could have waited until she was done and out of the bathroom but he didn't do that either.



Standing over the toilet, he let out a long, strong, steady stream of noisy urine. While still peeing, he reached behind him to partially open the bathroom door to fill the small bathroom with cooler air and to help the exhaust fan clear the fog from the mirror. He watched his mother-in-law staring at his cock in the way he had just stared at her naked body before she covered herself with a towel. Seemingly with her still staring, she seemed just as interested in seeing his cock as he was in seeing her tits.
He imagined her eyes bulging out of her head with sexual excitement in seeing his prick in the way that his eyes bulged out of his head in seeing her naked body. He imagined her staring at his exposed prick in the way that he stared at her naked breasts. Standing there longer than necessary to make sure she got a good, long look of his dick, he took his sweet time putting his cock away. He shook his cock, took his time wiping it with toilet paper, put down the lid, and flushed the toilet. Obviously, with her still staring at his exposed prick, his mother-in-law was just as interested in seeing his cock as he was interested in seeing her big tits, her bare ass, and her bushy pussy.
Whenever Jennifer's not home to catch her, scold her, and/or embarrass her for showing her husband what he shouldn't see of her mother, he returned the favor by showing his mother-in-law what she shouldn't see of her son-in-law. In the way she emerges from her room with her blouse half unbuttoned when she's getting dressed and flashes him her cleavage and bra, he turned to her with his cock still dangling out of his pants before putting his prick away and zipping himself. Tits for cock, he gave her a good, long look of his cock in the way that she gave him a good, long look of her naked body.
With her eyes frozen in their stare of his semi-erect prick, he tempted her with his cock in the way she teases him with her hot body. He tempted her by exposing his cock to her in the way she tempted him with the sight of the outline her big tits and with the impressions of her big nipples pushing against the sheer material of her nightgown. With her standing there naked but for her holding a towel in front of her, he didn't want to leave the bathroom. Not yet.
A long time coming, this was his golden opportunity and his ticket to paradise to see his mother-in-law's naked body again. With her seemingly immodestly immoral, unembarrassed and with him sexually excited, it was now or never for him to be so sexually inappropriate. After seeing her naked and her staring at his exposed prick, he'll be masturbating to that imagined, memorized image for the rest of his life. Not wanting to be perversely crass, he was tempted to pull the towel from her but not wanting to be so brutishly obvious, instead he stepped closer to her. Pondering what he could do to see her tits again, perhaps, there was another way that he could have another good, long, look of her naked breasts, her bushy brown pussy, and her bubble ass.
"Ticklish?"
Instead of her having a look of sexual excitement that he thought she'd have, she had a look of total panic. Disregarding her look, he reached both of his hands around her to feel naked skin in his preparedness to tickle her. Having never touched his mother-in-law on her naked stomach, waist, and back, his fingers immediately found her rib cage.
"Tickle, tickle, tickle. Tickle, tickle, tickle."
If she was as interested in him seeing her big tits and perhaps even her naked body again as much as he was interested in seeing her big tits and her naked body again, then this was her perfect opportunity to accidentally on purpose drop her towel. He'd love nothing more than for her to accidentally or deliberately drop her towel on the pretense that his tickling her had caused the towel to fall. He couldn't wait to see how this would develop. He couldn't wait to see her naked again. With him thinking that she was just as sexually interested in him as he was sexually interested in her, this was his way to learn the truth about his MILF of a mother-in-law's wanton and lustful, sexual desire.
'Oops!'
Their dirty little secret, what Jennifer didn't know wouldn't hurt her. What Jennifer didn't know would help him. In the way that he hoped his mother-in-law would never say anything to his wife about seeing his cock, he'd never say anything to her daughter about seeing her mother naked. Throwing all caution to the wind, this was it. It was now or never. If he was going to make a sexual move on his mother-in-law, now was the time.
"Daniel! No! Stop! You mustn't. Don't you dare? I'm very ticklish," she said moving one way before moving the other way in avoidance of his tickles while laughing longer and louder. "Oh, my God!"
With her moving more to the side, first one way and then the other way in trying to avoid his tickles while laughing, he saw more of the sides of her naked ass. With her clutching her towel higher to no doubt prevent him from seeing her tits, he saw flashes of her naked pussy. Having never seen as much of Audrey, he couldn't believe he saw her ass, her pussy, and her tits. Only, not satisfied with seeing her naked, he wanted to see her naked again. Tickling her harder and tickling her faster, with her trying to slap his hands away while clutching the towel to her breasts, as if on cue, she lost her grip on the towel and the towel fell to her feet.
Immediately, not wanting her to cover herself with her hands and/or with her forearms, he grabbed her by her wrists and pulled her arms apart so that she wouldn't cover her big tits with her forearm and her exposed pussy with her hand. Feigning her resistance to him pulling her arms apart, she allowed him to hold her arms away from her naked body. There they were, the two of them, her big, D cup breasts.
"Hello. Wow!"
Works of art, they looked exactly like Jennifer's big C cup breasts only a size bigger. Perfectly shaped and perfectly symmetrical, all he could do was to stare at her naked breasts, her big nipples, and her brown areolas. With her unable to make any attempt to cover her naked breasts, unable to control himself, in one quick swipe, he pulled the towel from the rest of her. She was naked. His mother-in-law was finally naked. He let go of her arms to look at her standing there totally exposed.
"Daniel! Really," she said seemingly more sexually excited than she was annoyed. "What's gotten into you? How dare you? Is this what you want to see?"
In the way that he was determined to see her naked, she obviously resigned herself to him seeing her naked. Again, with the towel in a ruffled mess by her feet, she made no attempt to cover her nakedness when she put her arms down by her side. Standing proud with her chin up and her bare chest out, she made no attempt to cover her nakedness and he made no attempt to avert his stare. Seemingly she was enjoying him staring at her naked body as much as he was enjoying staring at her naked body.
"Yes," he said moving closer to her and taking her breasts in both hands while feeling her breasts and fingering nipples.
She looked down at his hands touching her big tits, feeling her big tits, and fondling her big tits while fingering her big nipples before looking up at him.
"If you're going to stare my naked body and feel and fondle my naked body, the least you can do is to dry my naked body with the towel," she said.
Something she needn't ask him twice, he leaned down to retrieve her towel. With his mouth only inches away from her big, brown, bushy pussy, he was so tempted to bury his mouth and his fingers between her legs. He wondered if eating Jennifer's mother tasted the same as eating Jennifer. Instead of licking her while fingering her, he took his sweet time drying his mother-in-law while touching her, feeling her, and fondling her where no son-in-law should ever touch, feel, and fondle his mother-in-law. Lifting them in his hand to dry under them and behind them, he spent an excessive amount of time drying her big breasts before turning her to dry her ass.
As if he was about to fuck her doggie style, he had her lean forward to continue drying her. He dried her ass, he dried her pussy, and he dried her shapely thighs before turning her around to face him to dry her furry mound. Continuing to dry her hairy pussy, he moved the towel between her legs in the way that he'd love to put his fingers, his tongue, and his cock between her legs. Even in his wildest, sexual fantasies involving Audrey, never did he believe he'd be having his wicked sexual way in feeling and fondling his mother-in-law's naked body, albeit through her towel while drying her. Glad that she lost her job as a waitress, the best thing that ever happened to him was having his mother-in-law move in with them. The best thing that ever happened to him was being alone with his sexy mother-in-law while his wife was at work.
* * * * *
Scenario #3.
With Jennifer still talking at him at lightning speed while not taking a breath or pausing to formulate her thoughts, all of these imaginary scenarios happened at superfast speed and within only a few seconds of one another. Yet, not yet done with his visualization of spending some quality alone time with his MILF of a mother-in-law and her huge, D cup breasts, he continued having sexual fantasies of Audrey. In this third, sexy scenario, he imagined them watching a movie together while Jennifer was working a twelve hour shift at the hospital as a nurse. With his mother-in-law parading around the house in her short, sheer, sexy, and nearly see-through nightgown, tits for cock, he decided to return the erotic favor of her voyeurism with his exhibitionism and by wearing just a tee shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear.
He wondered if she'd be as sexually excited seeing something of him that she shouldn't see as much as he'd be sexually excited seeing what he shouldn't see of her. With him parading around her in his pajama bottoms without the modesty of underwear, he wondered if she'd stare at the bulge his erection made in his pajama bottoms in the way he always stared at the impressions her nipples made in her nightgown. He was sexually encouraged when he saw her staring at his bulging cock while she pretended that she wasn't looking.
He hoped to take their sexy game of exhibitionism and voyeurism a sexual step further than just him seeing the impressions her nipples made in her sexy nightgown and the impression his cock made in his pajama bottoms. As if he was dating her or as if he was with his sexy wife instead of his MILF of a mother-in-law, he imagined them sitting together on the couch while watching a movie. Then, he imagined her falling asleep in his lap.
He imagined softly touching her hair as if he had a hand to the back of her head while imagining her giving him a blowjob. With his erection throbbing through his pajama bottoms and pulsating against the side of her face, he imagined Audrey giving him a down nightgown view of the tops of her meaty breasts and her long line of cleavage as she slept. When he imagined seeing so very much of her sleeping breasts, the imagined sight of seeing her big tits added to his horniness and to his lustful desire of wanting to have sex with Jennifer's mother.
Wishing that he could and that he dared, he so wanted to feel and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples. Only, afraid that he'd awaken her and afraid that she'd tell Jennifer that he felt her tits and fingered her nipples, he didn't dare touch her mother in such a sexually, inappropriate way. If only she'd make the first, sexual move by putting her hand on his throbbing cock, he'd make all the rest of the sexual moves. If only she'd make the first, sexual move, he'd be so very happy to take sexual control of the unexpected situation. Then, realizing that this was his sexual fantasy and he could do anything he wanted to do to his mother-in-law, he imagined doing more than just imagining her asleep on his lap.
Not having anywhere else to put his arm and his hand, he imagined resting his arm and hand across the front of his mother-in-law's, soft, sexy, sleeping, nearly naked shoulders but for her nightgown straps. Whether she was sleeping, dreaming, or pretending to be sleeping and dreaming, he imagined Audrey pulling his hand down to cup her big breast. 'Oh, my God,' he was feeling Audrey's big tit. He couldn't believe he was feeling Audrey's big tit.
Not one to turn down an invitation to feel a big tit, whether a breast that's sleeping or awake, he gently and stealthily touched, felt, and fondled her partially exposed breast while she slept. Not one to turn down an invitation to feel a big tit, whether the breast was his wife's big tit or his mother-in-law's enormous boob, especially if it was his mother-in-law's bit breast, he continued feeling and fondling her breast. Waiting for the right moment, when he felt her big, hard, erect nipple pushing against the palm of his hand, he fingered her nipple with his thumb and index finger before touching, feeling, and fondling her other breast while fingering her other nipple.
Hoping she was still sleeping, he waited for her reaction to him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples before reaching down to feel her tits and finger her nipples again. When she didn't stir and with her seemingly still sleeping, perhaps he had initiated her having a sexy, sexual dream. When she continued sleeping and maybe even dreaming, he ever so slowly and ever so stealthily stuck his fingers and then his hand inside and down the top of her nightgown. With only just inches to go to feeling nirvana, gradually moving his hand slower and lower, he continued moving his hand further down the top of her nightgown until he felt all of her that he wanted to feel of his mother-in-law.
Hoping she didn't waken and catch him with his horny hand buried in her nightgown, he cupped her big breast in the palm of his hand. 'Wow!' Even if it was just a sexual fantasy, he was finally feeling his mother-in-law's firm, natural, naked breast in his hand. Even if it was just a sexual fantasy, as if it was real, he couldn't believe that he had his mother-in-law's big tit in the palm of his hand.
Waiting for it to happen naturally, he waited for her nipple to poke the palm of his hand and then it did. Once he felt her nipple harden from his soft touch, he gently and stealthily fingered her nipple. Not wanting to awaken her by sexually touching her, he just wanted to stimulate her to have a sexy dream while he felt her big tit and fingered her big nipple.
Something he never imagined doing and that would happen other than in his sexual fantasies of Audrey, he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother-in-law's big tit while fingering her hard, erect nipple. Hoping she didn't awaken and hoping she'd continued sleeping, he couldn't wait to masturbate over this sexy, sexual scenario later. He'll be masturbating over her walking around in her sexy, sheer nightgown. While imagining it as if it was real, he'll be masturbating over feeling her big tit while fingering her erect nipple.
Then, as she started to turn more to her side to get more comfortable on his lap, not wanting to awaken her and not wanting her to catch him feeling her tit and fingering her nipple, he quickly, albeit gently, removed his hand from her nightgown. As he removed his hand from her nightgown, he bloused open the top of her nightgown more to give him a better down nightgown view of the tops of her meaty breasts. Reluctantly withdrawing his hand from inside of her nightgown, feeling her breast and fingering her nipple is something he'll be masturbating over for the rest of his life.
He felt his mother-in-law's big boob while fingering her hard, erect nipple. He couldn't believe he felt his mother-in-law's big boob while fingering her hard, erect nipple. As shocked as he was sexually excited, he couldn't believe he had his mother-in-law's big tit in his hand while he fingered her nipple. With his hand moving from one to the other, he couldn't believe he felt her naked breasts and fingered her hard, erect nipples. Jennifer has big tits but his mother-in-law's tits are even bigger and nearly just as firm. With him lost in tit Heaven, as horny as he was sexually frustrated, he had such a huge erection.
Then, when Audrey turned in her sleep, with her head still in his lap but with his cock no longer pulsating against the side of her face, her mouth was mere inches from his erection that tented his pajamas. As if he was a snake charmer able to command his cock out of the small opening in his pajamas and expose himself to his sleeping mother-in-law, he continued throbbing his erection until his cock freed itself from his pajama bottom. As if he had just died and could look down at Audrey asleep on his lap, his stiff prick pulsated out of his pajamas and slowly wagged itself in front of his sleeping mother-in-law's mouth.
If she opened her eyes now, she'd be face to face with his prick. If she opened her eyes now, he wondered what she'd say and what she'd do. Wondering if she'd be unpleasantly shocked or sexually aroused, in the way Audrey's has shown him so very much of her sexy body, he'd love to show her his naked cock. If she opened her eyes now, he wondered what he'd do and what he'd say.
While hoping that she was dreaming of blowing someone, George Clooney, Brad Pitt, or Ryan Reynolds perhaps, her favorite, male celebrities, he only wished she'd open her mouth and take his stiff prick inside. If not giving him a sleeping blowjob, at the very least, he wished she'd wrap her fingers around his cock and slowly stroke him in her sleep. Just as he thought of her wrapping her fingers around his cock, she wrapped her fingers around his cock. He couldn't believe she wrapped her fingers around his cock. His cock was in her hand. He couldn't believe she was holding his stiff prick in her hand. Oh, my God.
Expecting her to be awake, he looked down at her and her eyes were still closed. Obviously, she was still sleeping or feigning to be sleeping. Then, he looked down at her hand still holding his cock. Obviously, she was dreaming of holding someone's big cock in her hand.
With her holding someone's big cock in her hand, maybe she was dreaming of holding his big prick in her hand. Slowly running her fingers over the top of his prick, she started ever so slowly stroking him. Obviously she was dreaming about giving someone a sleeping hand job. He wondered if she was dreaming of giving him a sleeping hand job. He only wished she'd take his cock in her mouth while dreaming of sucking a big cock while giving someone a sleeping blowjob.
Slowly, methodically, and silently, doing whatever he could to help her masturbate him, he gently and slowly moved his hips up and down and side to side to help her sleeping hand stroke him. One of his sexual fantasies come true, he'd love nothing more than to cum all over his mother-in-law's sleeping hand. Something he couldn't wait to masturbate himself over later, his mother-in-law was giving him a sleeping hand job.
His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe Audrey was jerking him off. Only, if he ejaculated all over her sleeping hand and if she awakened, how would he explain his cum all over her hand? He grabbed a tissue from the coffee table just in case.
Gently, he moved his hips a little to the side to touch, tease, and tickle her lips with the head of his prick. He stared at her lips while imagining kissing her, French kissing her. She has full, thick lips and he always wondered what her lips would feel like when wrapped around his cock. As soon as his prick touched her lips and tickled her lips, an involuntary reaction, she parted her lips to lick her lips with her tongue. With his cock right there, she licked the head of cock too. 'Oh, my God.' Not only was Jennifer's mother stroking his cock, she just licked the head of his big dick.



Now what? Going beyond any decorum and sensibilities, not caring if he awakened her, he was so tempted to pull a handful of her hair so that she'd open her mouth to scream. When she opened her mouth to scream, he imagined filling her mouth with his cock. Wishing he had drugged her or that she was drunk, he'd love nothing more than for his sleeping mother-in-law to suck him. He'd love nothing more than for Audrey to blow him while he fondled her big tits and fingered her hard nipples. Imagining humping her mouth and fucking her face, he'd love nothing more than to put a hand to the back of her head and cum in his mother-in-law's sleeping mouth.
Only, not the type of man who'd disrespect and sexually abuse women, especially sleeping women, and especially Jennifer's sleeping mother, he couldn't force his mother-in-law to have sex with him. What kind of man and what kind of son-in-law would he be to do that not only to her but also to Jennifer? Even though he wanted to experience Audrey blowing him, he could never force Jennifer's mother to blow him. He could never look Audrey in the eyes again with the knowledge that he sexually took advantage of her while having her suck his cock when she was sleeping.
From that moment on, after she blew him, every time he looked at her, he'd see his hard, hairy cock in her mouth. Every time he looked at her, he'd feel like such a perversely perverted cad, if not a rapist. Yet, then again, the other side of the coin, every time he looked at her, he'd want her to blow him again while he felt her big tits and fingered her hard nipples. She was such a hot sexy woman and it was so very difficult for him to sexually resist her.
With Audrey still sleeping or feigning to be sleeping, he gradually and ever so gently turned his body more towards her. Now with the tip of his hard cock barely touching her lips and with her hand around his stiff prick, he continued moving his hips up and down and side to side. A sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe it when she not only opened her mouth but also took his stiff prick inside.
'No way! No frigging way. Are you kidding me?'
Never thinking that this would ever happen, his MILF of a mother-in-law was giving him a sleeping blowjob. 'Get the fuck outta here.' He couldn't believe Audrey was not only giving him sleeping hand job but also a sleeping blowjob. Whether she was pretending to be sleeping or really was sleeping the fact remained that his sexy mother-in-law was sucking his cock. As if she was having a sexual fantasy of her own, his mother-in-law was blowing him in her sleep. She must be having one Hell of a dream of blowing George Clooney, Brad Pitt, Ryan Reynolds, or hopefully him, her horny son-in-law.
Not allowing this opportunity to get away and not wanting her to stop blowing him by awakening her, he carefully stuck his hand down her nightgown again to fondle her big breasts while fingering her nipples. With her nipples as hard as they were erect, seemingly, she was just as sexually aroused in her sleep as he was sexually aroused awake. Only, was she really sleeping or pretending that she was sleeping? She looked like she was sleeping.
Yet, he didn't know if she was sleeping or not. He couldn't tell. She was sucking him now, really sucking him, while stroking him before really stroking him. If she continued stroking him and sucking him in this sexually exuberant way, he'd cum. Definitely and without a doubt, he'd cum in his mother-in-law's, sleeping mouth.
Sexually excited by the thought of cumming in Audrey's mouth, he couldn't wait to cum in his mother-in-law's mouth. Only he didn't dare. What's wrong with him in even thinking that he could cum in her mouth? Just as he could never explain away his fingerprints being on a gun that shot someone, how on Earth would he ever explain his cum in her mouth?
"Um, sorry. I was masturbating while you were sleeping and I accidentally shot a load of my cum in your mouth while you were sleeping and snoring," he imagined saying to her.
Only, as soon as he had the thought of coming in Audrey's mouth, unable to stop himself from ejaculating with her stroking him and sucking him, he exploded a huge load of cum in Audrey's sleeping mouth. 'Oh, my God!' Jennifer's mother just blew him. He couldn't believe that his mother-in-law just blew him.
Coughing, choking, and gagging, his cum dripped across her lip, down her chin, down her neck, and all over her nightgown. Immediately, she sat up on the couch and looked down at herself before looking over at him. When she sat up on the couch, he did the only thing he could do. He closed his eyes and, in the way that she seemingly pretended that she was sleeping, he pretended he was sleeping too.
"My God, that was the best cum I've ever tasted," he imagined her saying to herself while swallowing. "Daniel! Wake up," she said pushing at him while never removing her eyes from his stiff prick. "Daniel."
"Huh?" He imagined himself still pretending that he was half asleep. "Wha?"
"What the fuck? I don't believe this. Your cock," she said pushing at his erect prick with her manicured finger while suddenly showing a modicum of indignation that she sucked him in her sleep.
"What? I'm sleeping," he said yawning and pushing up his hips as if tempting her to suck him again.
"Wake up. We fell asleep and your thingy is out of your pajamas," she said pointing at his erection before poking his stiff prick with her manicured finger.
In the way he looked at her not only believing that she blew him but also that he ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she swallowed him, she looked at him dazed. Was she angry or sexually excited? He couldn't tell. Did she blow him in her sleep or did she suck him while she was wide awake and pretending to be sleeping? He didn't know. Damned if he knew. He couldn't tell.
"My thingy? You mean my cock?" He looked down at himself while feigning embarrassment. "Oh, I'm so sorry Mom. I'm so very embarrassed."
She made a face and rolled her eyes.
"You're so very embarrassed? I'm so very embarrassed," licking her tongue over her lips while obviously enjoying the taste. "I think I blew you," she said wiping her mouth, chin, neck, and nightgown with tissues.
"Pardon?" He pretended that he had no idea what she was talking about.
"I think I may have sucked your cock. I did. I did suck your cock," she said smacking her lips while licking her lips again and while nodding her head in the affirmative, as if she needed that extra bit of affirmation for her to realize that she blew her son-in-law.
"Daniel," she said pushing his shoulder again to rouse him.
"What? Gees, I'm sleeping," he said.
"I think you ejaculated cum in my mouth. You did ejaculate cum in my mouth," she said swallowing and licking her lips clean. "I blew you. Oh, my God. I can't believe I blew you in my sleep. I can't believe I sucked off my son-in-law."
"I'm sorry," he said. "Pardon? What? I didn't hear you. I was yawning. What did you say you did? What did you say I did?"
She looked at him playing Mr. Innocent when he wasn't innocent at all.
"I blew you in my sleep and you ejaculated a huge load of cum in my mouth," she said more sexually excited than she was embarrassed. "Actually, your cum tastes quite delicious. My daughter is a lucky woman," she said.
"Oh my God, Mom, you blew me. I can't believe you sucked my prick," he said. "I can't believe I ejaculated my cum in your mouth," he said.
She looked at him wide eyed with disbelief.
"I can't believe I'm saying this to you, my own son-in-law but you have the best cum I ever tasted. I can't get enough of your cum," she said staring at the big bulge his cock made in his pajamas as if she wanted to suck him again.
Admitting that she enjoyed the taste of her son-in-law's cum, she licked his cum from her fingers before sucking it from her nightgown. She looked down at her cum stained nightgown as if she was wearing Monica Lewinsky's, blue, cum stained dress.
"Mom, what are you doing? Are you sucking my cum from your nightgown?"
She looked at him with a big smile and nodded her head again in the affirmative.
"I did blow you and you ejaculated in my mouth," she said. "Mmm, Mmm good, definitely, I blew you. Definitely I can taste you. Your cum is delicious. You have the best tasting cum I've ever had and I can't get enough of it," she said.
With both of them worthy of an Oscar nomination for their acting, he looked at her surprised that she sucked him.
"You blew me? You did not? I ejaculated in your mouth? I did not." Giving her his best Academy Award performance, he looked at her incredulously. "I did not cum in your mouth. Did I?"
He pulled out his penis to examine it. With both of them staring down at his cock and with him showing evidence of his cum in his pubic hair in the way she had cum stains on her nightgown, he looked up at her.
"I did and you did," she said staring at his exposed cock.
"Oh my God, you did blow me and I did ejaculate in your mouth. How the Hell did that happen? The last thing I remember was we were watching a movie and you fell asleep on my lap."
Now she looked at him in the way he looked at her while obviously wondering if he really was sleeping while she sucked him. If that was the case and he was sleeping then she's the guilty one for taking sexual advantage of her son-in-law while he slept. If he was pretending to be sleeping then the onus was on him and he'd be the one who took sexual advantage of her. Yet, there was only one other possibility. Neither one took sexual advantage of the other. They both knew fully well what they were doing.
"I must have stroked you and blown you in my sleep while dreaming of giving George Clooney, Brad Pitt, or Ryan Reynolds oral sex," she said looking as embarrassed as she appeared sexually excited no doubt by her dream of giving one of her favorite celebrities a blowjob.
Who knows? Perhaps she was dreaming about giving her son-in-law a blowjob but couldn't admit it. Obviously she could never admit that, not if she still wanted to continue having the good mother and daughter relationship that she enjoyed with Jennifer.
"Oh, my God. I'm so sorry Mom. I thought I was having a sexy dream too. Please don't be mad at me," he said not ashamed to admit it now that she blew him.
"I'm not mad at you," she said.
"I was dreaming that you were stroking me while blowing me. I had no idea that you were really sucking me," he said while looking at her with a flash of sudden, feigned anger.
"What?" She looked at him with confusion.
"How could you do that to me? Why would you do that to me? How dare you suck my cock? Oh, my God, I feel so used. I feel so abused."
She looked at him with embarrassment. She looked at him with shame. She looked at him with hurt. When he was the one who took sexual advantage of her, she looked at him as if she was the sexual pervert and not him.
"I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to stroke you. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to blow you. If anything, it was an accident. I gave you an accidental blowjob. Obviously, I was sleeping too. I gave you a sleeping blowjob. Obviously I was thinking you were someone else, my late husband, one of my customers, or George Clooney, Brad Pitt, or Ryan Reynolds. I don't remember the dream I must have had for me to blow you. I can't believe I just sucked off my son-in-law," she said holding her head in her hands while feigning her embarrassment. "This is beyond mortifying, I'm so humiliated."
Donald looked at his mother-in-law. With her admitting her guilt, he owned her ass now. With the threat of him telling his wife, her daughter, that she sucked his cock in his sleep, she was his sexual slave now.
"I'm so very embarrassed too," he said stuffing his cock back in his pajamas. "I can't believe you saw my cock. I can't believe you stroked my dick. I can't believe you sucked my prick. How could you possibly blow me in your sleep? C'mon, be honest, you must have known you were blowing me? How could you not know you were stroking my cock while sucking my cock? You purposely took sexual advantage of me while I was sleeping. How dare you?"
She looked at her son-in-law as if he had just slapped her across her face.
"I did not take sexual advantage of you. I swear to God, I didn't know that I was stroking you and sucking you in my sleep," she said raising her right hand as if she was swearing on a Bible.
"Okay, I believe you," he said. "Now what?"
"I'll tell you what. Just something between us, this will be our little secret. Okay? Jennifer must never know that I blew you," she said. "Okay?" she said. "Jennifer must never know that you ejaculated your cum in my mouth and I swallowed you. Okay?"
He had her now. She was his sexy bitch.
"Okay," he said reaching out his hand to feel his mother-in-law's tits through her nightgown while he pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples.
She looked down at his hand feeling her breasts through her nightgown while fingering her nipples.
"Daniel! Stop! What the Hell are you doing?"
He gave her a big smile.
"I usually feel Jennifer's tits when she strokes me and when getting a blowjob," he said. "Besides if you want me to keep your sexy secret that you took sexual advantage of me by sucking me in my sleep, you have to show me your tits."
She stared at him before looking down at his hand still fondling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
"Show you my tits? How dare you? I'll never show you my tits. Listen, just because I stroked you and blew you in my sleep doesn't give you the right to sexually molest me," said Audrey. "And there's no way that I'll show you my breasts."
He stared at the outline his mother-in-law's breasts made through the thin material of her nightgown. He stared at the obvious impressions her big, erect nipples made in her nightgown.
"C'mon, show me your tits Mom. I want to see your big tits. I want to see your big, hard nipples," he said still feeling her breasts through her nightgown while fingering her nipples. "If you don't show me your tits, I'll tell Jennifer that you sucked my cock. I'll tell Jennifer that you made me cum in your mouth while I was sleeping. I'll tell Jennifer that you swallowed my cum. I'll tell Jennifer that you raped me in my sleep."
As if she was an animal cornered, she looked at him with anger.
"Certainly not. I'll not show you my breasts. Just because you can't keep your penis in your pajamas doesn't mean that I'm going to show you my breasts. I'm going to bed," she said slapping his hand away while standing.
"Wait. Don't go to bed. Please don't go to bed. Not yet. You haven't shown me your tits yet," he said with a shit eating grin. "Show me your tits Mom. I want to see your tits. I need to see your big tits. At least have a drink with me first before you go to bed," he said.
Grabbing the hem of her nightgown, with Daniel still laying on the couch and at eye level of her ass and pussy, he lifted his mother-in-law's nightgown to her waist while holding it tightly in his hand. He lifted her nightgown plenty high enough to expose her naked ass to his horny eyes. Then, when she turned to swat his hand away, she inadvertently exposed her bushy, brown pussy to him.
"Daniel! Oh, my God. I can't believe you exposed my naked ass and my naked pussy to your horny eyes. I feel so violated. I feel so used. I feel so abused," she said pulling away from him. "I'm so very embarrassed."
He tightened his hold on her nightgown while lifting it higher.
"Oh, don't be such a virgin. I'm sure you've had plenty of lovers while working as a waitress," he said.
Then, when she turned to leave, he stood, wrapped his arm around her, spun her around, and kissed her. She cemented her lips together to deny his tongue access to her mouth. Pushing his tongue forward to part her lips in the way he imagined pushing his tongue forward to part her pussy lips, when he finally parted her lips, he French kissed his mother-in-law. It wasn't long before she surrendered her tongue to him and returned his passionate kiss with her passionate kiss.
"If you want me to keep our little, sexy secret, you must make love to me. You must allow me to fuck you. You must allow me to have my wicked sexual way with your gorgeous, sexy body," he said grabbing her ass with one hand and her breast with his other. "You must blow me again."
She put her hands to his chest in her feeble attempt to push him away but, still holding on to her, he was too strong.
"That's blackmail," she said looking at him with as much panic as she looked at him with sexual excitement. "I'll never allow you to use my body as if I'm some common whore. I'm not an incestuous slut. I'm your wife's mother. I'm your mother-in-law for God's sakes. What's wrong with you? Have you no decency?"
He looked at her with as much contempt as he looked at her with sexual arousal.
"You call it blackmail but I call it having consensual sex with my MILF of a mother-in-law," he said. "If you don't make love to me and if you don't fuck me, I'll tell Jennifer that you did anyway."
With the look she gave him, he won. He beat her. She was his whore now.
"Okay, I'll do it, but if I give you sex once, if I make love to you, fuck you, and suck you, how do I know you won't ask for sex again?"
He nodded his head at her while smiling his deceit.
"You'll have to trust me," he said. "Now take off your nightgown and show me your tits."
Audrey obeyed, stripped off her nightgown, and stood before her son-in-law naked. With Daniel still holding her sexy secret over her head, they had sex for years.
After having three sexy scenarios of having sex with his MILF of a mother-in-law while his wife still continued talking at him about having her mother come to live with them, he liked the third scenario the best. If he had to pick one sexy scenario of the three, barging in on her dressing or undressing in her bedroom, barging in on her in the bathroom after pushing back the shower curtain naked, or having her give him sleeping sex, he'd pick sleeping sex.
* * * * *
"Daniel! Daniel! Earth to Daniel! Hello?" Jennifer pushed on his shoulder. "Are you okay? You zoned out there for a while. I'm talking and you're daydreaming. Where do you go when you zone out like that? What do you think about when you zone out like that?"
She looked at him as if there was something wrong with him. If only she knew that he sexually fantasizes about her mother when he disappears in thought like that, she wondered what she'd say. If only his wife knew that he sexually fantasizes about having sex with her mother, she wouldn't be very happy. She wouldn't understand why he'd want to have sex with her mother instead of having sex with her. Only even though he loved having sex with Audrey's daughter, he enjoyed imagining having sex with Audrey too.
"Oh, sorry," he said. "I, um, was just thinking about work."
He looked at her embarrassed for all of the sexual thoughts he was having about her mother. When he has someone like Jennifer in his life, a younger version of her mother, even he didn't understand why he sexually lusts over her mother, an older version of her. He wondered if he was married to mother instead of daughter, if he'd be sexually thinking of Audrey's daughter in the way that he sexually thinks of Jennifer's mother. Perhaps because Audrey is the mother that he'd love to fuck, him wanting to have sex with her is a Freudian thing.
"So, you didn't answer my question," said Jennifer.
He looked at her with confusion while trying to remember what it was she had initially asked him.
"Your question?" Unable to remember what she asked him, he asked her. "Sorry, what was the question?"
Obviously accustomed to him zoning out and not paying attention to her, she rolled her eyes and sighed.



"Is it okay if my Mom stays with us temporarily?"
Oh my God, that's the question that initiated him zoning out in the first place. It is true. He wasn't dreaming of her mother coming to live with them. He was sexually fantasizing of Audrey coming to live with him. He couldn't believe it. He was so happy. His MILF of a mother-in-law was coming to live with them temporarily.
Maybe he could walk in on her while she was putting on her bra. Maybe he could walk in on her just as she was pulling back the shower curtain and getting out of the shower. Maybe she'd fall asleep in his lap while they were watching a movie. Maybe with them both pretending they were sleeping, she'd suck his cock in the way she did in his sexual fantasy daydream.
"Sure, no problem. We have the spare bedroom just going to waste," he said. "I've always liked your Mom. She's a competitive game player like me, chess, checkers, poker, Scrabble, Monopoly, she's always ready to play a game. It will be fun," he said. He just hoped that she was ready to play some sexy games too. "So, knowing that you probably already told her that it's okay for her to stay with us, when is she coming?"
Jennifer gave him an embarrassed, little grin. It was the same naughty look she gave him when she bought yet another pair of shoes.
"She's already here. She's upstairs," said Jennifer.
Suddenly feeling as sexually excited as he was when sexually fantasizing about Audrey, maybe his sexual fantasies were more than sexual fantasies. Maybe his sexual fantasies were a premonition of what was to come.
"She is?"
He looked at her with shock but he should have known. She's always doing things and surprising him with things without asking him and/or telling him first. Not that she needs to ask his permission to do something but when it comes to her mother living with them, she could have discussed that with him first. To think that he nearly had sex with his wife with her mother upstairs, how hot would that have been had she walked in on them? Have a seat and watch us, you're next Audrey, he imagined saying to Jen's mother.
She smiled and nodded her head obviously happy that her mother was here.
"She's upstairs unpacking and getting ready to take a shower," she said. "So if you need to use the bathroom, use it now."
Just as in his sexual fantasy of Jen's mother, he imagined barging in her closed door, guest bedroom to give her a hug and a kiss hello. Maybe she was standing there topless just waiting for him to materialize. On the pretense that he had to pee, he imagined barging in on her while she finished her shower just as she moved the shower curtain back.
"Oh," he said. "That explains you shopping for a new bra and going grocery shopping today. You never shop on a Friday. You always shop on a Tuesday."
He only wished she had picked him up another six pack of beer. He's going to need to get a buzz on with the both of them constantly yapping at him.
"I already told her that you do most of your work from home. I told her not to disturb you when you're working," said Jennifer.
Suddenly, he imagined his mother-in-law barging in on him while he was working...naked. Suddenly, he imagined his mother-in-law barging in on him while he was...masturbating. Suddenly, he imagined his mother-in-law barging in on him while he was...cumming and while calling her name. Wow. It's going to be great having her around, especially with Jen gone from 8 pm to 8 am three days a week, sometimes even four days a week when she pulls a double shift.
"Thanks for telling her that," he said. "I'm sure it will be fine. I'm sure she'll respect my privacy," he said while hoping that she wouldn't. "It will be nice having someone to watch the movies with me that you won't watch."
She shot him a dirty look that made him take a step backwards.
"Pardon? The movies that I won't watch with you? What the Hell are you talking about? I watch movies with you all the time. I watch all the movies with you," she said.
She made a sour face.
"No you don't," he said with a sly smile. "You don't watch any of the movies that I like with me. You always leave in the middle of the movie."
He returned her sour face with his annoyed face.
"No I don't," she said.
"Yes, you do," he said.
"Oh yeah? Name one movie, go ahead, name just one movie, that I refused to watch with you," she said holding up her index finger. "Go ahead. I dare you to name one movie that I refused to watch with you."
In the way that she's always confident that she's correct whenever she gives him a dare, she looked at him with stern resolve.
"Deadwood," he said.
As if ready to slap himself a high five, he looked at her with victory.
"Deadwood?" She made a sour face. "Yeah, well, that HBO series was foul. Every other word was cocksucker," she said making a disapproving face. "Go ahead, name a more recent movie that I won't watch with you," she said. "I dare you."
This time she looked at him with victory.
"Clockwork Orange," he said smiling.
He continued smiling at her as if mocking her.
"Clockwork Orange? Now you're going back in history," she said shaking her head. "That's a wicked old movie and if I remember the movie, there's a rape scene in it, more than one, I think. Name something more recent that I refused to watch. I bet you can't. I know you can't."
Obviously with her thinking that he couldn't name a recent movie that she refused to watch with him, she looked at him with confidence.
"The American Horror Story," he said.
He looked at her as if he had just trumped her ace while playing Whist.
"God! Don't you watch anything normal? That series is just so violent, too violent. There's way too much blood and with everyone being murdered, the movie is so gruesome," she said. "Go ahead, I dare you to name something else that I refused to watch with you, a TV series instead of a gruesome, horror movie."
Pushing her luck again, obviously even she didn't realize how many movies she refused to watch with him.
"The American Horror Story is a TV series," he said.
"Yeah, well, then name another one. I bet you can't name another TV series that I refused to watch with you," she said.
"What about the TV series Fargo?"
He smiled a victorious smile again.
"Fargo? I remember the movie but I don't remember the TV series," she said.
Confusion replaced her confidence.
"That's because you refused to watch it with me. Billy Bob Thornton, Allison Tolman, Martin Freeman, and Colin Hanks are all nominated for Emmys," he said. "The TV series was even better than the movie, way better."
He watched the expression on her face change from confusion to enlightenment before it changed to disgust.
"I remember that TV series now. Way too violent for me. Billy Bob Thornton killed everyone in that movie. There was blood everywhere," she said. "I lost count of how many people he murdered. That scene in the elevator when they were in Vegas when he shot three people in the head, one was his beautiful finance, put me over the edge. There was blood and brains all over the elevator walls. I was sick to my stomach for days."
He smiled his arrogance.
"Well, as I said before, at least now, I'll have someone to watch my movies with me while you're at work," he said while imagining his mother-in-law falling asleep in his lap and giving him sleeping sex.
She gave him a kiss.
"Have fun watching your violent movies with my mother. She loves those type of movies. I'm glad you're happy and thank you for allowing my mom to stay with us," she said.
* * * * *
That night after Jennifer left the house to work the twelve hour, third shift at the hospital, Audrey came downstairs wearing her shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest cut nightgown he's ever seen her wear without the modesty of a robe.
'Oh, my God', he thought to himself while ogling her nearly naked body.
Not leaving much to his horny imagination, whatever he couldn't imagine seeing of her, he could clearly see of her. Other than what he's imagined while masturbating himself over the sexual fantasies of having hot sex with Jennifer's mother, he's never seen so much of his mother-in-law. With him already beginning to get an erection, if this is a taste of how she'll be inappropriately dressed when Jennifer isn't here, he's going to like having his mother-in-law as a houseguest.
As if she was wearing colored Saran Wrap, he could not only make out the impressions of her nipples but also he could clearly discern the color, the shape, and the size of her areolas and nipples. When she turned and leaned in front of him to pick up the TV program, he could clearly see her ass crack. When she leaned in front of him, she gave him a perfect glimpse of her big tits in a down nightgown view. When she stood in front of the TV with the living room light off, she gave him the perfect view of her trimmed, brown pussy.
With him watching her from the living room, when she leaned her head in the open refrigerator door with the kitchen light off, the light from the fridge lit her up as if she was an actress spotlighted on stage. He saw her voluptuous body through her nightgown as if she was naked. As she leaned inside of the fridge, he saw her big tits hanging down away from her body. He saw her dark patch of pubic hair and he saw her ass crack. With her seemingly leaning like that longer than he thought necessary, he wondered if she knew he was giving him a sexy show of her hot body.
Not to be outdone and just as he imagined doing in his sexual fantasies of his mother-in-law, if she can tease him then he can tease her too. Daniel changed his clothes from jeans and a sweatshirt to pajama bottoms and a tee shirt. No longer something he was imagining, this wasn't a sexual fantasy but something that was happening now in real time. Now he hoped to play out his sexual fantasy with his mother-in-law while watching a movie on the couch. As it happened in his sexy dream about her, he hoped she'd fall asleep on his lap. He hoped his erect, throbbing cock would make an appearance sometime during the evening, the reason why he wasn't wearing any underwear.
Audrey made herself comfortable on the couch next to him. She turned on the TV before turning on the DVR. Then, she said what he was hoping to hear her say.
"Would you like to watch a movie?"
Oh my God. This is just like the sexy scenario that he imagined where she falls asleep, allows him to feel her tits, finger her nipples, and gives him a sleeping hand job before giving him a sleeping blowjob. With him then making it seem as if it was all her fault for him ejaculating his cum in her mouth, he couldn't wait to blackmail her into having sex with him.
"Sure," he said. "What would you like to watch?"
As if she was already undressing him with her eyes, she looked down at the erection he had that was already tenting his pajama. Then, she gave him a sexy look.
"Do you have any porn?"
Porn? Looking forward to watching Deadwood, The American Horror Story, Fargo, and even Clockwork Orange with her, he couldn't believe his ears when she said she wanted to watch porn.
"Porn?" With her sitting there barely covered and nearly naked in her sex, short, low cut, sheer nightgown, he looked at her as a horny man would look at a porn star. "Um, what kind of porn?"
He couldn't believe his sexy mother-in-law wants to watch porn with him when her daughter never wants to watch porn with him. Expecting her to request mild porn, something R rated, she shocked him again. For sure, if he watched porn with his sexy mother-in-law, his cock would most definitely make a surprise appearance. If he watched porn with his shapely mother-in-law, he'll be making a move on her tonight.
"Do you have a movie of a MILF of a mother-in-law having sex with her sexy son-in-law?"
What? What did she just say? Does he have a movie of a mother-in-law having sex with her sexy son-in-law? He recalled all the movies he enjoyed watching online when the wife catches her husband having sex with her mother. He only wished he had such a movie for them to watch. Especially in the way she was looking at him, as if he was sitting there naked, immediately he thought of having sex with her.
"Sorry but I don't think I have anything like that," he said standing and ready to run to the video store to get one.
He looked at her to see if she was kidding but she wasn't. In the sexy, sexual way she was staring at him, he knew she was dead serious.
"Then, maybe," she said pausing to lick her lips. "We can make our own mother-in-law having sex with her son-in-law movie."
"Our own movie?"
When he turned to look at her, she pulled his pajama bottoms down to his ankles.
"Oops," she said.
"Oh, my God," he said.
With his cock sticking straight out as if pointing to her and choosing her, she wrapped her hand around his erection and stared straight up at him while slowly stroking him.
"Shall we make our own movie?"
She wrapped her hand around his stiff prick and started slowly stroking him. Then, she pulled him down to her and immediately started kissing him. She was French kissing him. Finally, not just a sexual fantasy, he was kissing his mother-in-law.
He couldn't believe he was kissing Jennifer's mother. He couldn't believe she had her fingers wrapped around his erection and was slowly stroking him while French kissing him. As soon as he returned her passion with his wet kisses, his horny hands were all over her big tits while fingering her nipples. As soon as he felt her tits and fingered her nipples through her nightgown, she leaned forward and took his prick in her mouth.
With her initiating the sexual contact, he couldn't believe he was finally having sex with Jennifer's mother. He put a gentle hand to the back of her head and started humping her mouth and fucking her face. He's really going to like having her stay with them. He's really going to enjoy being home alone with his mother-in-law.
THE END
Please give me the support of your vote.
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"Baby! Baby! Come Back to Me!"
Fed up with him forgetting her birthday and their anniversaries, a woman leaves her man after he forgets that today is Valentine's Day, the day of love.
"Baby! Baby! Come back to Me! Daddy loves you! All is forgiven. Baby!"
With his heart broken on Valentine's Day, of all days, the day of love, the young man emotionally searched the streets for his baby until he turned violently angry that she left him and was gone, seemingly gone for good.
"God damn it! Motherfucker. Dirty bitch. God damn whore of a bitch. Where the fuck are you? Baby! Where are you? Baby!"
Barely 7 am, despondent and desperate, he walked down the middle of the street while looking from one side of the street to the other side of the street while screaming for his baby.
"Baby! Baby! Come back to me! Baby! Where are you Baby? Baby! I love you Baby!"
Not caring who he disturbed, he continued walking while screaming at the top of his lungs.
"Hey man," said an old, black man stepping out from the darkness of a doorway. "What's wrong with you? Have you lost your mind? Are you drunk? Are you on drugs? You can't be screamin' and swearin' like that over some damn bitch. There's kids in this neighborhood. Even though some women are no better than dogs, you can't be disrespectin' dogs like that," said the old man with a laugh.
The old man looked at the young man with curiosity.
"Sorry," said the young man continuing to slowly walk down the middle of the street while looking for his Baby.
The young man looked at the old man with desperation and sadness.
"Unless you're some crack whore just wakin' up after being pounded all night and lookin' for her next fix, it's too early for that shoutin' shit," said the old man. "Calm the fuck down."
The old man crossed the sidewalk and ventured out in the street to walk closer to the young man. Obviously unafraid to approach a stranger, this was his neighborhood after all. This is where he lives and the young man not only invaded his turf but also disturbed the peace and the natural order of his neighborhood by yelling profanity.
"Sorry," said the young man.
Approaching him with caution, the old man walked closer.
"You're gonna wake up the whole damn neighborhood. Someone's gonna call the cops on you and throw your ass in jail or worse, in this neighborhood, someone's gonna stick a gun out their window and cap your white ass," said the old man giving him the once over.
The old man walked along side of the man as the two men continued walking down the middle of the street.
"Sorry," was the only thing the young man had to say.
With the young man looking off in the distance, obviously looking for his Baby, the old man studied the young man with his unbroken stare.
"What the Hell are you doin' in his neighborhood anyway? You don't belong here and you sure as Hell don't live here. I know everyone who lives on this street. This is my neighborhood. Born here, I lived here all my life. This wasn't always a ghetto, it was once a good neighborhood and a safe place to live, until all the white folk left," he said with sadness before turning his focus back to the young man. "Either you're lookin' for smack, crack, blow, or trouble, that's all you'll find here. Best you look for your damn baby somewhere else."
Seemingly not even listening to him talking, the young man looked through the man while searching the street with his eyes for his baby.
"I'm sorry," said the young man again while not looking as apologetic as he should be for disturbing the peace and for waking up the whole neighborhood for the sake of looking for his Baby. "My Baby is gone. I'm looking for my Baby. I need to find my Baby. I can't live without her. Not realizing what I had until she's gone, my Baby is the only good thing in my life."
The old man looked at him with as much confusion as he looked at him with concern.
"What kind of baby are we talkin' about here, a real baby, an infant or a--?"
The old man pulled out his cell phone as if ready to call the police to report a missing child.
"An infant? No, of course not. She's no infant, trust me. She's not a missing child," said the young man looking at him as if he was crazy. "She's fully grown," he said. "She's an adult. We've been together for three years. I love her and she loves me."
Obviously looking as if wishing the old man would mind his own business, the young man looked at the old man as if he was the one who was nuts.
"Take a breath, calm down, and tell me what happened," said the old man.
Continuing to search the street with his eyes, the young man was unresponsive.
"Baby! Where are you? Baby!"
Persistent in obviously wanting to help the young man, the old man asked him again.
"What happened? Tell me what happened. You don't reach my age without being a good listener just as you don't reach my age without knowing what to do in every situation, in every emergency, and with every opportunity that presents itself," said the old man with a wise, little laugh.
The two men stopped walking to talk.
"On of all days, the day of love, it's Valentine's Day and my Baby is gone. She's gone. There one minute and gone the next, she's gone," he said with tears welling up in his eyes and looking as if he was going to collapse in the middle of the street."
As if he was his grandfather and the young man was his grandson, the old man patted the young man on the shoulder before gently rubbing his back.
"It's okay. Everythin' will be alright. Take a breath. Let it out and relax. Breath. Do that a few times and you'll feel better. We'll find your baby. Don't worry," said the old man. "Tell me what happened so that I can help you."
As if he was ready to kill someone, the young man suddenly looked at the old man with anger.
"I forgot that it was fucking Valentine's Day. Okay? She made me breakfast in bed and gave me a card and a gift, this watch," said the man holding up his watch for the old man to see.
The old man stared at the watch before staring at the young man.
"That's a mighty fine watch. What kind of watch is that?"
The young man stared at the watch with the old man.
"It's a Rolex Submariner," said the young man looking from the old man to look at his watch before looking at the old man.
The old man suddenly seemed impressed by the young man's new watch.
"A Rolex, huh?" The old man rubbed the whiskers on his chin. "How much does a watch like that cost?"
The young man held up his watch to look at the black face and the silver, metal band.
"Oh, I don't know, around seven-thousand-dollars," he said returning the conversation to what happened with Baby. "I felt like such a shit heel that I had nothing to give her for Valentine's Day but for my erection," he said.
The old man nodded his head as if he was thinking about his past relationships sexual and otherwise.
"Been there, done that," said the old man giving him a knowing nod while still staring at his watch. "Damn, seven-thousand-dollars for a watch, I can't believe that watch cost seven big ones. The best watch I ever had was a Timex. I had that watch for years until I lost it, put it down somewhere and someone took it," he said with sadness. "I, um, happened upon a Hamilton and a Bulova once, years ago, but I hawked those watches to buy food, liquor actually, the medication I use for to ease the pain from my arthritis."
He fell silent as if remembering his old Timex before he returned his focus to staring at the Rolex.
"When I pulled her to me for a kiss me and for us to make love, she wanted none of that and nothing to do with me," said the young man with sadness. "Tired of me forgetting her birthdays, our anniversaries, and now Valentine's Day, she grabbed her things, along with some of my things, and stormed out. Before I could get out of bed and get dressed, she was gone, long gone," he said looking at the old man. "My Baby was gone."
The young man looked at the old man with sorrow and the old man looked at him with opportunity.
"Wow Man, no wonder why you're baby is gone. You're fucked when you forget a woman's birthday or an anniversary but you're double fucked when you forget the day of love, Valentine's Day," said the old man shaking his head. "With you having a woman in bed, how could you forget Valentine's Day?"
The young man put his head down as if he had been a bad dog.
"I know. You're right," said the young man. "It was all my fault."
As if he was chastising himself for forgetting Valentine's Day over the years, the old man admonished the young man with the attitude of a grandfather scolding and advising his grandson.
"What's wrong with you forgettin' that today is Valentine's Day? What's wrong with you for not givin' your baby flowers, candy, perfume, and/or some shiny bling? Especially with her buying you that mighty fine watch, if I was your baby, I'd leave your honky ass too."
The old man looked at him with disbelief while shaking his head.
"I don't know. I'm just spread too thin, I guess," he said hanging his head in sadness. "I've been trying to make a name for myself at work. I've been thinking more about money than I have about love. I've been thinking more about money than thinking about my Baby. Now with my Baby gone, I realize what I lost. I'm nothing without her in my life," he said looking at the old man as if he was about to cry. "I'm nothing and no one without my Baby!"
The old man looked at the young man with as much disbelief as he looked at him with displeasure.
"There, there now," said the old man patting the young man's shoulder. We'll find her. Trust me. I've forgotten enough birthdays and anniversaries to know how important they are to women but I ain't never forgotten no Valentine's Day, especially if I was hopin' to get me some later that night. You just messed up is all. Everyone makes mistakes," said the old man.
The young man hung his head is sorrow and in shame.
"It's all my fault. I've been so busy with work and too preoccupied with making money. I've been distracted lately by the sudden economic surge and the positive gains in the stock market," he said.
Obviously by his disheveled appearance and with him living in this depressed neighborhood, without remotely knowing what it's like to be that busy making money, the old man nodded his head with a sympathetic look.
"Stock market? I can't say that I've ever been that busy makin' money but I hear ya," said the old man. "I have what little money I have stashed in a sock in the back of my drawer. I ain't never owned any stocks."
The young man looked up to give him a sad smile.
"If only I had remembered Valentine's Day. If only I had remembered to buy her a card, send her some flowers, and to have a piece of jewelry squirreled away somewhere, diamond earrings or a diamond tennis bracelet, everything would have been fine," he said.
With no one else there to talk to, the young man confided in the old man as if he was talking to his grandfather.
"I can't say that I blame her. I've been there and I've done that with more than one woman," said the old man. "Now after buyin' myself one of those big calendars, I have everythin' written on it and circled in red so that I don't forget anythin', especially my medications. Maybe that's what you should do?"
The young man continued searching the street with his eyes.
"Pardon? I'm sorry. I didn't hear you. Do what? What should I do?"
Not listening to him, the young man looked at the old man with confusion.
"Buy yourself one of those giant calendars and a red magic marker," said the old man. "That way, no matter if you're still with this woman or another woman, you'll never forget another birthday, anniversary, or Valentine's Day."
The old man looked at the young man with wisdom.
"Yeah, I'll do that after I find my Baby," said the young man mindlessly staring off in the distance as if expecting his Baby to magically appear from out of nowhere.
Not knowing what else to do, the young man looked at the old man with sadness.
"I'm just givin' you the experience of my years," said the old man. "You don't have to take my advice if you don't want it. I'm just throwin' it out there."
With him looking so sad, so troubled, and so despondent, the young man looked at the old man as if he was about to cry.
"Unable to live without her, I love her and I don't want to lose her," said the young man. "She's the only good, real thing that I have in my life. She's the one that I think about all day and can't wait to go home to while at the office," he said.
The old man scratched his head.
"I don't know if I loved any one bitch like that. To me all bitches are the same. But knowing bitches in the way that I do, maybe she had a change of heart about leaving your dumb ass and she's home waitin' for you to return," he said.
The young man shook his head.
"Nah, I doubled back twice. She's not there. She's gone," he said looking as if he was about to breakdown and collapse on the street crying.
"I'm Joe," said the old man extending his hand. "Old Joe everyone calls me 'cause I'm so old. I'll be 83-years-old next month. What's your name?"
"Jerry," he said. "Just Jerry. I never had a nickname."
Old Joe looked at Jerry's clothes and at his shoes. Obviously, Jerry looked like he had a few dollars where Old Joe had nothing but his Social Security check and most of that went to his slum landlord for rent. Whatever he had left, which wasn't much, went towards booze, food, and prescription medication that he routinely skipped to buy booze before buying food.
"She must have been one beautiful girl for you to be actin' like this," he said shaking his head. "I've had some beautiful bitches in my life but none of them good lookin' enough for me to be out in the street screamin' for my baby," said Old Joe.
As if being interrupted from his thoughts, Jerry looked at Old Joe with confusion.
"Who?"
Old Joe rolled his eyes, shrugged, and sighed.
"Who else? You're girlfriend," said the old man. "Your baby."
As if there was a ray of enlightenment, Jerry responded.
"Oh, her. Yeah, she's beautiful, very beautiful," said Jerry.
"What's her name?"
Jerry looked at Old Joe as if being interrupted from his thoughts again.
"Susan," said Jerry. "Susan Jill Parker."
Old Joe nodded his head as if he knew her when he didn't.
"Susan? That's a nice name. I've always like that name. I don't know any black women named Susan though. So tell me, Jerry, what does this Susan Jill Parker look like? I'll help you find her," said the old man in his feeble attempt to calm Jerry with conversation and by volunteering his help in finding his baby.
Once again preoccupied thinking of other things, he looked at Old Joe as if he wasn't listening and he wasn't.
"Who?"
Old Joe shrugged and raised his hands in frustration.
"You're girlfriend. What does this Susan Jill Parker look like?"
As if coming out of a drug induced fog, Jerry answered the old man.
"Oh, um, she's tall, blonde, and busty with big, blue eyes," he said. "She's beautiful but she's such a bitch to do this to me, to take off on Valentine's Day, just because I forgot that it was Valentine's Day and didn't remember her with flowers or with jewelry."
As if Old Joe had been there and done that over a woman, he looked at Jerry with wisdom.
"If you ask me that's a lot of fussin' for over a bitch. Especially with you obviously havin' a few dollars, trust me, she'll be beggin' you to take her back. Besides, there's plenty of bitches in the sea," he said.
Jerry shot him a look as if his head was whiplashed in a side impact car accident.
"Oh, no there's not. Not like my Baby. My Baby is one of a kind," said Jerry raising his voice.
Old Joe shot Jerry a look that said no woman was worth the trouble of looking for them after they're gone. No doubt, as far as he was concerned, hoping they'd never return, good riddance to them.
"Bad enough that you forgot Valentine's Day but you must have done something really bad to piss off your baby for her to up and leave you like that," he said.
Jerry shot Old Joe a look of anger.
"No, I did nothing for my Baby to leave me. Baby loves me. I'm good to my Baby. We go out for long walks every day. Every day we play and run together. It's my frigging girlfriend who's fucked up and not Baby," he said.
Old Joe looked at Jerry with as much confusion as he looked at him with astonishment.
"Wait a minute. I'm confused," said Old Joe. "Tell me if I'm wrong but I thought your girlfriend was your baby. Were you two timing on your girlfriend? Is that it? You had another piece of ass on the side? You lucky dog. Been there and done that before only you can't get caught with your pants down like that," said Old Joe shaking his head while suddenly looking off in the distance as if he was remembering all of his sexual affairs and cheating ways.
Jerry looked at the old man as if he was nuts.
"No, it's not like that. That's not it at all," said Jerry.
The old man looked at Jerry with wisdom.
"It's better you come clean. It's better you tell the truth now son. No wonder why she left your white ass. Ain't no woman white or black gonna put up with a man who can't keep it in his pants, especially after forgetting that today is Valentine's Day. You sure are some kind of fool," said Old Joe.
Jerry looked at Old Joe as if he was high on drugs.
"No you misunderstand. My girlfriend is the one who's a bitch. Baby is my dog," he said. "My girlfriend took my dog."
Old Joe looked at Jerry as if he was having a conversation with someone from another country or another planet.
"Say what? Come again? You dawg? Your baby is your dawg? Your woman stole your dawg? All this is about a damn dawg? Baby is your dawg? Hell no," said Old Joe looking at Jerry as if he was crazy making all this fuss over a damn dog.
Old Joe looked at Jerry as if he was the one high on drugs.
"She took my Baby," said Jerry.
Jerry looked at Old Joe with suffering sorrow.
"That's just fucked. I can't believe we've been talkin' about a damn dawg when I thought you we're talkin' about a bitch, your bitch."
Old Joe looked at Jerry with as much surprise as he looked at him with confusion.
"Yeah, that's right," said Jerry. "Baby is my dog. Only, she's not just any dog. She's a champion. Well, she's not a champion but her parents were both champions. I paid six thousand dollars for her.
A look that he continued to have on his face when talking to Jerry, Old Joe looked at him as if he was crazy to be that broken up over a dog.
"Damn! Six thousand dollars for a dawg? Unless she's a Greyhound and you can make money racin' her, ain't no dawg worth six big ones," said Old Joe shaking his head.
Jerry nodded his affection for his precious dog.
"Worth every penny, she's my best friend, my companion, and my rock that I hug and pat when feeling down. Now with her gone, I feel as if I lost so much more than just a dog," said Jerry.
As if he had just lost his best friend and he had, Jerry nodded his head with sadness.
"Excuse me for saying this but your woman is a real bitch. What kind of woman steals a man's dawg? That's just downright nasty for a woman to steal a man's dawg," said Old Joe getting angry.
"Now you know why I'm so upset," said Jerry.
"I used to have a dawg. I loved that dawg. That dawg was my best friend. That dawg was my protector," said Old Joe wiping a tear from his eye as if looking off again while remembering his dog.
"It's okay," said Jerry giving his new friend a hug.



"His name was Dawg, I think. I don't rightly know. I don't rightly remember. Sometimes I don't remember so good. Sometimes I forget things. It's been a long time since I had a dawg and even longer since I had that dawg but I remember that he was a good dawg. A ferocious Pit Bull, he only bit me once or twice, I think, I don't remember. He was gentle and sweet to me."
With him admitting that he was once a dog owner, now Jerry looked at Old Joe as if he was a kindred spirit.
"Yep. She did. That's what she did, the bitch. She stole my dog," he said going beyond Old Joe's anger. "Not only did she leave me because I forgot Valentine's Day, because I'm so busy and tired from working to support her to the lifestyle that she's grown accustomed to living and for her to have money for shopping, but she stole my dog. She stole my Baby."
Old Joe looked at Jerry with an obvious question on his mind.
"Baby? That's the name of your dawg? Baby? What the Hell kind of a dawg does a man name Baby? And what the Hell kind of dawg cost six big ones, more than any car on this street? Granted I should have named my dawg something other than Dawg but I'd never name a dawg Baby," said Old Joe. "Only a cracka would name his damn dawg Baby," he said giving Jerry the hairy eyeball.
Jerry made a face and shrugged.
"Kettle black, no pun and/or offense intended," he said. "Just as you named your dog, Dawg, what the Hell kind of a dog does a man name Dawg, especially when that dog is a Pit Bull?"
Old Joe gave Jerry a shrug while looking at him with curiosity.
"So go on, tell me, what kind of dawg is Baby?"
As if he was talking about Susan instead of his dog, Jerry looked at Old Joe with pride.
"She's a Great Dane, a Harlequin Great Dane" said Jerry. "But not just any Harlequin Greet Dane. She's special. At more than seven feet tall when standing, all lean muscle, she's almost two hundred pounds. She's the biggest Great Dane I've ever seen."
Seemingly impressed, Old Joe nodded his head while smiling.
"Oh, that's a big dawg, a real big dawg, and a dawg in search of a better name. I'd be more apt to name your dawg Duke or even Big Dawg than Baby," said Old Joe. "Damn," said Old Joe. "I can't believe she stole your dawg. Motherfucker," said Old Joe. "Bitch!"
Impressed by his passion, Jerry seemingly had a new found friend and a kindred spirit in Old Joe. Seemingly, he had someone who keenly understood his outrage at what Susan did to him by taking his dog. Only, not nearly done yet, Jerry had more to tell Old Joe.
"And she took my truck too," said Jerry.
As if he had thrown cold water in Old Joe's face, the old man bobbed back his head before looking at Jerry with shock.
"Say what? Your truck? She stole your truck too? Bad enough she stole your dawg, ain't no woman should steal a man's truck. That's just as bad as another man stealin' a man's horse in the Wild West."
Old Joe shook his head in disapproval.
"Yeah. She took my truck," said Jerry.
Jerry looked at Old Joe with sadness while Old Joe looked at Jerry with shock.
"Not that it makes a difference being a man's truck is a man's truck and somethin' that a woman should never steal but, just wonderin', what kind of truck did she take?"
With as much pride as telling Old Joe what kind of dog he had, he showed the same level of pride in telling Old Joe the make and model of truck that Susan stole.
"A brand new 2015 Ford F-150, the Platinum Edition," said Jerry.
As if he had just been head butted, Old Joe bobbed back his head again.
"Damn, that's an expensive truck," said Old Joe staring at Jerry as if he was making internal calculations. "I ain't never had a new truck or car. My new car smell was rust and mold. I bought all of my cars and trucks used with more than a hundred thousand miles on 'em. Just to satisfy an old man's curiosity, what does a truck like that cost?"
Old Joe looked at Jerry with suspicion while Jerry looked at Old Joe with kindness.
"Fifty-thousand," said Jerry. "The list price was even higher after options, closer to fifty-nine thousand dollars."
As if he had been head butted yet again, old Joe bobbed back his head again.
"Fifty-thousand? Fifty-thousand dollars? Damn, that's a lot of bread for a truck," said Old Joe looking around his neighborhood. "That money would buy me any house in this neighborhood. Pardon me for saying this but your woman, Susan, is a dirty bitch for stealing your fifty-thousand dollar truck and your six-thousand dollar dawg, your baby," said Old Joe.
Old Joe looked at Jerry with anger while Jerry looked at Old Joe with sadness.
"That ain't the half of it," said Jerry. "She took my guns too, a double barrel shotgun that I keep in the truck, my Glock 9 mm that I had locked in the glove box, and a .38 snub nose that I had in the nightstand by my side of the bed," said Jerry.
Old Joe looked at Jerry wild-eyed.
"God damn filthy bitch of a whore," said Old Joe. "What woman steals a man's dawg, a man's truck, and a man's guns? That just ain't right. No, that just ain't right," said Old Joe with outrage while shaking his head.
Old Joe gave Jerry a hard look while Jerry focused on finding his dog.
"Baby! Here Baby. Come to Daddy," said Jerry. "Baby!"
As if sizing him up, Old Joe studied Jerry for a minute while staring down at his shoes.
"Lemme ask you a question?"
Old Joe stared from Jerry's watch to stare down at his shoes again.
"What's that?"
Jerry looked down at where Old Joe was staring.
"Those are some mighty fine shoes. Are they Florsheim? I used to have me a pair of shiny, black Florsheim shoes back in the day when I had my Buick Electra 225. Damn, those were better days," said Old Joe looking as if he was remembering his Buick Electra 225 and his Florsheim shoes. "Only a couple of my brothas from different mothas took possession of my car. They said I was too old to drive my own damn car," said Old Joe with unrepressed anger.
Old Joe looked at Jerry impressed that he had a pair of Florsheim shoes.
"Floresheim? Do they even make those shoes anymore? They're Cole Haan shoes," said Jerry.
Jerry made a sour face.
"Pardon me for askin' but how much did those shoes cost you?"
Jerry looked from Old Joe to look down at his shoes before looking back at Old Joe.
"I don't know, around three-hundred dollars with tax," said Jerry.
Jerry looked at his shoes again.
"Damn, I ain't never had me a pair of no three-hundred dollar shoes," said Old Joe.
Old Joe looked from Jerry to look down at his shoes before looking up at Jerry again.
"Made from the softest leather, they're very comfortable," said Jerry.
In the way that he had with Jerry's Rolex watch, Old Joe seemed to have an unnatural interest with Jerry's Cole Haan shoes.
"What size shoes are those shoes?"
Old Joe looked from the shoes to smile up at Jerry.
"Eleven," said Jerry.
Old Joe now had a big smile while staring at Jerry's shoes again.
"How 'bout that? We take the same size," said Old Joe.
Jerry ignored Old Joe to concentrate more on calling his dog.
"Here Baby! Come baby," said the Jerry. "Baby! Come to Daddy! Daddy loves you!"
No longer interested in the dog, Old Joe was more interested in Jerry's shoes and watch.
"So lemme get this straight. You're walkin' the streets in this neighborhood, my neighborhood, unarmed? Is that right?"
Old Joe suddenly had an aggressive look on his face.
"Yes," said Jerry. "Licensed to carry, I feel naked without my guns."
Deservedly so, Jerry suddenly had a look of fear on his face.
"Not as naked as you're gonna feel oncer I take them shoes, your watch, and your wallet," said Old Joe pulling out a handgun from his pocket.
Jerry took a step back with thoughts of running but he could never outrun a bullet.
"Listen, Old Joe, I'm having bad enough day without you robbing me too," said Jerry.
Jerry looked at Old Joe for the same sympathy that he gave him when he told him that his girlfriend stole his dog, his truck, and his guns.
"Not as bad a day as the day you'll have when shoot full of holes and leave you layin' in the gutter dead, if you don't give me those shoes, watch, and wallet," said Old Joe.
Jerry put his hands up in the air while looking around for help but no one in this neighborhood was about to help him defeat Old Joe.
"What if I give you a few dollars for your concern and for your trouble? How's twenty bucks sound?"
Old Joe made a face.
"Let's make that a hundred dollars. I'll give a hundred dollars and I'll be one my way," said Jerry pulling out his wallet.
Old Joe grabbed his wallet. He rifled through his Jerry's wallet for the cash and for his driver's license.
"Five hundred bucks. What kind of fool walks around with five hundred dollars in this neighborhood? You're lucky I got to you first instead of some of the real bad brothas who live here," he said with a snide laugh. "I'm doin' you a favor, a public service, by takin' your money before you get hurt, really hurt bad by someone who's not as nice as me," said Old Joe.
As if trying to hide his watch, Jerry pocketed his hand.
"I didn't realize where I was. I just kept walking while looking for my dog," said Jerry.
Old Joe tossed Jerry his wallet.
"I took your cash and your driver's license. I know who you are and where you live but you don't know who I am and where I live," said Old Joe.
Jerry pocketed his wallet.
"Thank you for the return of my wallet," said Jerry.
Jerry put his hands back up in the air hoping that a passing patrol car would see him being robbed but patrol cars didn't patrol this neighborhood. Cops never came here unless in full force and in riot gear when there was real trouble.
"I don't do credit cards," said Old Joe. "With all the cameras out there today, that's the easiest way to end up in the slammer."
Jerry smiled happy to have his wallet and credit cards returned.
"Thanks for the return of my credit cards," said Jerry. "It would be a pain in the ass to cancel all of those credit cards."
Jerry returned his hands to the air after putting away his wallet.
"Unless you want me to shoot you where you're standing, put your hands down. I don't want to draw unnecessary attention. I don't want one of the other rats who live here bustin' in on my good time and on my petty crime," said old Joe. "Now gimme those shoes and that watch."
Jerry handed Old Joe his shoes and his watch.
"Here take it. None of that matters to me without Baby," said Jerry removing his shoes and his watch.
With one eye on Jerry with his gun pointed at him, Old Joe kicked off his ratty shoes and put on Jerry's shoes. Then, when Jerry handed him his watch, he put on the watch too.
"The least that I can do, I'll put the word out. Trust me. If you're baby is out there, I'll find your Baby within the hour," said Old Joe with confidence. "How hard can it be to find a beautiful, busty blonde driving a new truck with a Great Dane sitting in the front seat? What color is the truck?"
Old Joe already had his phone out and was calling someone.
"Thank you," said Jerry. "Ruby red. The exterior is ruby red and the interior is black leather."
Leaving Jerry standing there without his cash, his watch, and his shoes, Old Joe turned to leave.
"Now count to a thousand so that I can make my getaway. I don't run much faster than I can walk and that's not very fast," said old Joe. "Happy Valentine's Day Jerry. Maybe next year you'll remember this special day of love."
Jerry smiled after the old man happy that he didn't shoot him while wondering if he could put the word out to find his Baby.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Old Joe," said Jerry waving to him. "A day to always remember, I'll never forget Valentine's Day again."
A lesson learned, by the time Jerry returned home, Susan and Baby were there waiting for him.
"Baby!" Baby ran to Jerry and standing on his hind legs as if he was a giant grizzly bear, he put his giant paws on Jerry's shoulders and licked him as if he hadn't seen him in a month. "I'm sorry," said Jerry to Susan. "I promise never to forget another birthday, anniversary, or Valentine's Day. I'm glad you're back," he said smiling at Susan with the love he had for her but didn't show.
Obviously still angry with him for forgetting Valentine's Day, she looked at him with hurt.
"I had no choice in returning. Otherwise, I would have been gone for good," she said.
She looked at him as if she had some bad news.
"What do you mean? What happened?"
She looked as sad as he looked when she took off with his dog, his truck, and his guns.
"Four, black men in an old Buick Electra pulled me over and took your truck and your guns. We walked home," she said. "One of the men was a wicked old man, a kind man. He kept smiling at me as if he knew me. He told me to tell you that he liked your dog but that you should rename him Duke."
Jerry smiled knowing that Old Joe helped him to get both his babies back and all that was really important to him.
"What else did he say? Did he say anything else?"
One day he'll tell her about Old Joe but not now. With the truck insured, once he reports the loss, his insurance will reimburse him for his watch and guns.
"Yeah, he said to tell you that I was a keeper and that I should be more important to you than your job and your damn dawg," she said with a laugh.
As if he had won the lottery, Jerry was beaming. It took Susan to leave him and Old Joe to find her for him to realize that the truly important things in life weren't his job and making money.
"He's right," said Jerry with a shrug. "Keeping things in perspective from now on, you are more important to me than my job and/or my dog."
Susan threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.
"Oh, honey, that's the nicest thing you've ever said to me," she said laughing while rolling her eyes. "I'm sorry about your truck and your guns. I know how much you loved that truck."
As if never letting her go, Jerry held her tighter.
"Don't worry. I can always buy another truck," said Jerry. "The important things are what I have here with me now," he said giving her a big hug and a wet kiss.
"I love you, Jerry," she said.
She kissed him again.
"I love you, Susan," he said.
He kissed her again.
"Now that I have my family back, let's leave the dog home, take your car, and go shopping to buy you a proper Valentine's Day gift, a diamond engagement ring," he said falling to his knee. "Susan Jill Parker, will you marry me?"
Susan looked at him stunned. Not even thinking about her answer, she responded immediately.
"Yes," said Susan kissing him and hugging him.
"Happy Valentine's Day Baby," he said to Susan instead of to his dog.
THE END
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This is a Valentine's Day contest story. Please give me the support of your vote.
*
Memories from the past, this is a true recount of a man who tries to pick up a woman at McDonald's as his sexy Valentine's Day date.
After losing everything in a flood, there was a time when Susan Jill Parker was homeless, sleeping at a shelter, and eating at a mission. Not proud of it, but better than living in a shelter, for nearly the past four years, she's been squatting in the spare bedroom offered to her by a kind and elderly, albeit crazy Mennonite woman named Hannah. At least she has a roof over her head and food to eat most times.
Not all one-sided, she's morphed and transitioned from being her invited guest to being her unpaid maid, housekeeper, cook, home health caretaker, chauffeur, and friend. Most times a real struggle not having any money to buy the things that she needs and to do the things that she'd like to do, it's sometimes still a challenge to go through life with dignity. It's sometimes difficult watching television or a movie while knowing everyone you see has so very much while you have so very little.
Even now in this so called robust economy, more for the superrich, the top one percent, than for the middle class, there are still no jobs other than part-time, low paying jobs that offer no benefits. Even if she wanted to start all over again and take an entry level job somewhere, she no longer has a car and with the bus stop too far to walk to, she's doomed to stay where she is. Besides, if she took a job, no longer having the time to care for Hannah and thusly having no place to live, she couldn't even afford rent when working at a minimum wage job.
Yet, this story isn't about Susan Jill Parker's life now. This story is about a real and typical experience that she had with a man when she was homeless four years ago. She's had many experiences like this one, many much worse than this, but she chose to write about this specific experience because it relates to Valentine's Day.
* * * * *
Being that today was Valentine's Day, the day of love, and after having scraped up enough coinage, Susan decided to treat herself to lunch at McDonalds. Normally, as long as it wasn't too nasty, what she ate was whatever was tossed in dumpsters behind restaurants in downtown Harrisburg. Things that are still edible, healthy, and good, it's amazing the food that restaurants discard.
Sometimes when hungry enough, what some would never consider eating before, they'd eat now. Eat or die, when hungry enough, starvation sometimes dictates people to eat anything to survive. After a while getting to know the kitchen help, with her hanging out behind their restaurant backdoors, instead of her having to go dumpster diving to compete with the rats and roaches, they'd hand her something good to eat for free.
Against restaurant policies and rules in the way that employees are warned not to feed stray cats and dogs, she knew that they only handed her food because she was pretty, albeit pretty dirty too. Knowing they could get in trouble, even fired, she knew they only gave her food because they wanted something from her in return. Yet, if she could get what she needed to survive by using her good looks and her shapely body, what's so wrong with that?
Movie stars and celebrities do that their entire careers. Powerful politicians exchange their influence for favors and for money all the time. A feel of her big tits for a cup of a coffee and a donut, not only seemed like a fair trade but also sounded good to her at the time when she was dying for a cup of coffee and something good to eat.
It would have been worse if she had been directly responsible for her homelessness, but she wasn't directly responsible for her homelessness. It would have been worse if she was homeless because she was a drunk or on drugs, but she didn't drink and never took drugs. It would have been worse if she was homeless because she was mentally ill. Yet, as evidence of her surviving while living on the streets of downtown Harrisburg for six, long, cold, hard months, she still had all of her quick wits and even her sense of humor, about her.
Unfortunate circumstances after her divorce and with the recession causing her to lose her job, both attributed to her desperation and forced her to move from Boston to Pennsylvania to live with her mother. As if this was her destiny, the good Lord chose to put her in harm's way of a real disaster, the great flood of the Susquehanna River from tropical storm Lee on September 11, 2011. With no job and no money, she lost everything, including her car in one the greatest floods in Pennsylvania's history since the Johnstown flood of 1889, the New Castle flood in 1913, and Hurricane Agnes in 1972.
* * * * *
Back then, it was a big deal for Susan to come up with enough money to have a meal at McDonalds. After not eating regularly every day, even though their food never sat right with her, nonetheless this meal was a real feast and a special treat. Only, not hardly enough food to sustain her throughout the day, she knew after eating this meager meal, she'd still be hungry. At the very least, what she ate now should tie her over until she had a hot meal at the mission later today. Yet, even though she was happy finally having something to eat, there's always someone ready to ruin her good time when she just wanted to be left alone to eat her food.
A special occasion, Susan had been looking forward to celebrating her Valentine's Day by having lunch at McDonalds since yesterday. The cheapest thing on the menu that she could afford, cheeseburger, small fry, and a cup of water, she handed the clerk most of her pocket change. Better than dumpster diving, she was happy with her meager lunch. Being that she hadn't eaten since yesterday at the mission, if there was one word to describe her meal, it would certainly and appropriately be a happy meal.
No matter much what she ate, she was happy to have something to eat while being able to use the restroom before and after her meal. Their price of admission, McDonalds refuses homeless people the use of their restrooms unless they buy something to eat and/or to drink. Not strictly monitored but just in case she was hassled while using the restroom, she pocketed her receipt that came to two dollars and change. With McDonalds the only place she could buy something decent to eat, and with there not being very many public restrooms available to the homeless, she couldn't eat anywhere for two dollars and change.
"Happy Valentine's Day to me," she said just as a stranger walked over to her table.
Just as she was about to take the first bite of her food, just what she needed, the sexual attraction of yet another weirdo. She looked up at him and gave him a look that would make most men leave. She looked from him to look at the food on his tray. Susan assumed he had a quarter pounder or a Big Mac being that it was in a box instead of wrapped in paper as was her hamburger.
"Hi," said the man staring down at her while holding his lunch, a Big Mac, large fries, a cup of coffee, a cup of water, and a piece of apple pie.
With her not wearing any makeup and embarrassed by her messy hair, nonetheless her disheveled appearance, he looked down at her and smiled. Sensing she was unintentionally giving him a down blouse view of her long line of cleavage and her dirty bra, she put a hand to close the top of her blouse and to deny him any more free looks. Normally no longer bothering her to give any man a free look of her cleavage and bra, when she was wearing a bra, with her not wanting to entice and/or encourage him, this man just seemed weird. With her street smarts and her inherent ability to sense things about people, with him setting off her alarm alert, he looked like trouble.
"Hi," she said holding her burger in her hands while staring up at the man who forestalled her from taking a first bite of her cheeseburger.
As if she was a beat cop noting the description of a perpetrator of a potential and probable crime, he was a man in his 40's of average height, about 5'9" tall, and weighing about 160 pounds with dark brown hair, and brown eyes. She looked up at him with impatient confusion. She just wanted to be left alone to eat her lousy, God damn burger. Normally with everyone minding their own business and keeping to themselves, in the months she's been frequenting this restaurant, whenever she could afford it, just as she doesn't talk to anyone, no one talks to her. Sometimes, when it was really cold and she had no money, with her desperate enough to go to the counter to ask, the manager would give her a free cup of coffee, as long as she drank it outside.
"Happy Valentine's Day," he said.
Acting as if he knew her, he beamed a big, toothy smile.
"Happy Valentine's Day to you too," she said before dismissing him by not looking at him for her to focus more on her food than on him and by taking a bite of her burger.
She hoped he'd go away. When she looked up again, she hoped he'd be gone. Yet, still standing there, he watched her chewing her food. With him standing over her and looking down at her, she got the creeps. She gave him a little smile before a look of sadness crossed her face that he dared remind her that today was Valentine's Day, the day of love, and that was now just another day of heartache and loneliness to her.
He reminded her that she was alone with no one there to help her, to love her, and to wish her a Happy Valentine's Day but for this strange stranger. Suddenly a barrage of all of the Valentine's Days she ever had flashed through her mind as if a video on superfast speed. Being that this was her personal and private Valentine's Day celebration, she knew it was Valentine's Day but for a strange man to remind her of the holiday by wishing her a Happy Valentine's Day didn't sit right with her. Always being bothered and hassled by strange men when collecting cans and bottles in back alleys, she didn't want to be bothered by yet another strange man while eating her lunch in McDonalds.
After divorcing her ex and losing her job, she left Boston to live with her mother. Then, after losing everything in a flood and with her whore of a mother taking off with yet another man, she never thought she'd be homeless. Taking the basic necessities of life for granted, she never thought feeding herself, keeping herself warm and hydrated with enough liquids, finding a bathroom, finding a place to sleep at night, and keeping herself safe would be her biggest challenges and struggles. This is America after all, isn't it? The land of excess and the land where we have plenty enough to help others in other countries when we can't even employ, feed, and house our own citizens.
'God bless fucking America,' is what she always said before closing her eyes for the night.
Whenever she watched the news, she hated seeing those rich assholes ringing the bell at the close of Wall Street's business for the day. With all the bailout money that Bush and Paulson gave to banks and insurance companies, the least that banks and insurance can do as an appreciative payback is to offer a free continental breakfast to all the now homeless folks who they displaced after foreclosing on their homes. Yet, with the passage of time and with business as usual, seemingly all of that is forgotten.
All of that is in the past, ancient history, and never to be revisited again. If only politicians would help people by giving anyone who wants to work a good paying job, she'd have no complaint. Only they're all too busy soliciting campaign donations, feathering their own nest, and engaging in party politics than doing what they were voted into office to do, to represent all Americans and not just a special few.
* * * * *
It's been years since she's had the company of a man on Valentine's Day or on any day since her divorce for that matter. Now with the disheveled condition she was in, her dirty clothes, her messy hair, and with her imagining that she was could smell herself, the last thing she wanted was the company of a man. What she'd prefer is a hot bath and a cup of hot, black coffee instead of the cup of warm water that she had sitting in front of her. What she'd prefer is eating what he was about to eat instead of the flat, tasteless burger that she was eating.
"May I join you?"
In the way she was excited about having a meager meal at McDonalds, as if he was really pleased to celebrate dining with her, he looked at her with excited anticipation.
"Do I know you?"
While looking at him as if trying to place his face, she looked at him in the way she looked at all the weirdoes in Wal-Mart who routinely stared at her whenever she had enough money to buy something she needed. With a homeless woman an easy mark, strange men, weird men, abnormal, and immoral men always approached her. Seemingly with her now their any port in a storm woman and with them having a place to go home to after they've had sex with her, every day was a hurricane for her. In the way of a mail carrier, whether it was heat, cold, rain, sleet, or snow, every day she was out in the foul weather, until they opened the shelter for the night. Yet, even the mail carriers had a vehicle that they could duck inside to keep warm.
"No, I don't think we've had the pleasure of meeting," he said.
She returned to eating her burger as if she hadn't eaten in a while. She didn't have to fake her hunger or her interest in her burger for her to ignore the man still standing in front of her. She was starving. Only, instead of gobbling down her burger in three bites, she took small bites to make it last longer and to pretend that she was eating more food than what she had to eat. Besides, she needed to give her stomach time to know there was food on the way. Then, with him not taking the hint and still standing there, she lashed out at him.
"Listen, Pal," she said giving him a cold stare that made him take a step back. "I always eat alone. Besides my boyfriend is up at the counter. He's that big, black man," she said. "He'll be here any minute so you'd better scram."
She gave him a look that could melt steel.
"Oh, I thought you always ate alone," he said with a victorious grin along with a bit of an attitude.
She hated men like him, men who thought they were so smugly smart when they were just mentally twisted and insufferably annoying. Just by his immediate sarcasm, she knew he'd be a problem. He looked from her to look at the big, black man and to watch the man leave the counter to sit at another table before looking back at her. Before he could say anything about her supposed boyfriend sitting elsewhere and before he could say anything else to upset her, she verbally attacked him in the way that only a Detroit diva or a homeless woman can.
"Get lost loser. Scram," she said taking control of her situation in the way she always did and needed to do when confronted by a man in a back alley. "Fuck off weirdo," she said when he didn't leave. "Beat it. Hit the road," she said raising her voice in the way that Dustin Hoffman's character did as Ratsy Rizzo in Midnight Cowboy. In the way that he yelled, "I'm walking here," when he jaywalked in front of a New York taxi cab and was nearly hit, she yelled, "I'm eating here."
Still standing there and staring down at her, no doubt trying to look down her blouse to see what more he could see of her, he looked from her to look down at his tray. In the way he was looking at her with kindness instead of with horniness in the way that most men do, she suddenly felt bad that she had treated him so rudely.
"Here. This is for you," he said handing her his apple pie and putting it beside her when she didn't reach up her hand to accept it and take it. "Happy Valentine's Day," he said walking away.
* * * * *
She felt like such a shit for being so mean to him. Unbelievably no longer hungry, she lost her appetite for food but suddenly gained her appetite for human companionship, even if he was a strange man. She had the same reaction but opposite as if he had slapped her across the face or threw cold water in her face. Unaccustomed to receiving anyone's gesture of kindness, she looked from him to the apple pie before looking back at him walking away. She'd never waste the money to buy an apple pie when she could almost buy a second cheeseburger for the same price. Yet, now that apple pie was there sitting in front of her, she was looking forward to eating something sweet as part of her private Valentine's Day celebration now turned public.
Ashamedly and regretfully, she lost more than her possessions when she became homeless. She lost her kind nature and her humanity. Just because she's homeless, hungry, and poor shouldn't mean that she should abandon her manners. Just because she's homeless, hungry, and poor shouldn't mean that she should be meanly envious of others just because they have so much more and she has so much less. Just because she's homeless, hungry, and poor doesn't give her the right and/or the reason to be a bitch. Just because she's homeless, hungry, and poor doesn't mean that she can't show her appreciation for a kind gesture on Valentine's Day.
Suddenly, as if she was a wild animal or a feral cat, she felt guilty for being so rude to him. Suddenly, she felt like the bitchy monster that men had turned her into when living on the dangerous, dirty streets. Sometimes her mean attitude was all the protection she had to prevent someone from sexually molesting her, beating her, and/or raping her. Suddenly, she thought, with stranger things happening and with everything happening for a reason, maybe this is kismet and her destiny that they should meet on of all days but the day of love, Valentine's Day. He wasn't so terribly bad looking enough that she wouldn't give him a second glance and another chance at friendship.
Now seeing him in a different light while getting a different vibe from him, when she looked at him again, he didn't look all that bad. He almost looked normal although her definition of normal had changed dramatically and her tolerance for all things not normal had certainly skewed by her desperate living conditions. With her social skills fading along with her good looks, maybe today she should act more like the reserved lady that she is instead of the homeless bitch that she had become. Difficult to remain positive, yet maybe today is the day that something good will happen instead of something bad.
"Wait. Come back. I'm sorry. I can use the company," she said looking from him to his apple pie and back to him before giving him a sad smile. "With no one ever giving me anything, not my mother, my brothers, my ex-husband, or any of my so called friends, no one has ever given me their apple pie. Thank you," she said. "Maybe we can share it."
* * * * *
With a mere piece of apple pie so symbolic of a gesture on this day of love when others have so very much extra to buy their women perfume, candy, flowers, clothes, and jewelry, this dessert meant more to her than any of those things. When she smiled at him in the way that only Susan can do, the smile that sadness stole from her, the smile of happiness returned to his face. As if they were a couple enjoying a simple meal on Valentine's Day instead of being strangers, all it took was his small gesture of kindness for her to remember who she once was.
"That would be nice," he said. He returned her smile with his smile. "I'm Ralph," he said holding out his hand.
When she didn't offer him her hand in return he withdrew his hand. Self-conscious about her appearance, especially her hands, her hands weren't the cleanest. Even though she washed in the women's restroom with lots of soap and steamy hot water while scrubbing soap beneath her nails, her fingernails were a disaster and were caked with dirt from picking up dirty bottles and cans out of the gutter.



"Susan," she said. "Sit," she said. "I'm sorry but I'm not used to strangers being nice to me. Actually, I'm not used to anyone being nice to me unless they want something from me, usually a feel of my big tits, a hand job, and/or a blowjob," she said chowing down on her French fries.
Oh, my God, she couldn't believe she said that to a stranger, a man she didn't even know. Where's her manners? Where's her discretion? Where's her common decency? Sorry she said that, she couldn't believe she blurted out that bit of personal, private, and despicable bit of information but, with her not talking to hardly anyone in months, she was nervous.
Unaccustomed to talking to people, other than to yell her anger at them, always keeping to herself, she hadn't talked to anyone socially in a long while. When on the street, as if a big cat on the prowl, she walks with her head down and her eyes fixed straight ahead. Never wanting to be a victim, always walking with a purpose while watching out for danger, she captures as much information in her peripheral vision as she does looking straight ahead. Yet, a dangerous place to be, when walking through an isolated alley, she needs eyes in the back of her head.
After being shunned by her appearance, going on the offensive and always ready to attack before being attacked, slowly but surely she was turning into an animal, a junkyard dog. Immediately recognizing his look, he looked at her with a kind face before giving her a sexually excited look. The change in his facial expression would have been startling had she not seen it many times before. Having grown accustomed to men approaching her with small acts of kindness before wanting to use and abuse her for sex in exchange for money, giving men what they want allows her to buy what she needs. Obviously, with her unfortunately already opening that door by disclosing to him what she does to earn money, no doubt, he was thinking about feeling her big tits while she gave him a hand job before she gave him a blowjob.
"Well, I can assure you that I didn't say hi to you because I wanted a feel of your big tits," he said staring at her big tits. "I didn't stop by your table because I wanted a hand job," he said with a little nervous laugh and a wave of his disinterested hand as if the thought was absurd. "I didn't stop by your table because I wanted a blowjob," he said while staring at her mouth.
Only knowing his kind, she knew better. She knew the real reason why he stopped by her table and it wasn't to wish her a Happy Valentine's Day.
"I see," she said.
Waiting for him to hang himself by showing his true colors, she knew it would only be a minute or two longer before he'd be unable to continue this ridiculous ruse.
"Being that it's Valentine's Day, I didn't want to eat alone and when I saw you eating alone, I was hoping to join you," he said obviously lying.
He smiled at her again while taking a bite of his burger. She stared at the ketchup, mustard, and special sauce collecting around his mouth as if she'd wanted to trade her flat burger for his Big Mac. As if she was a starving dog, she'd give him a kiss if it meant that she could lick the ketchup, mustard, and special sauce from his mouth.
"When there are so very many other women eating here alone," she said looking around the restaurant at so many people young and old sitting alone before looking at him with suspicion. "Why me? What makes me so special?"
He waited until he was finished chewing before speaking. He wiped his mouth and took a sip of his water. Certainly, by the look of him, he looked like he had a few dollars. By the look of him, he had enough etiquette to dine in a finer restaurant instead of eating fast food at McDonalds. In the way that she's been known to fly off the handle lately, he didn't lose his manners just because of who he was with and/or where he was dining.
"Why not you is the question you should ask yourself? I don't know. I saw something in your eyes. I felt your pain," he said putting a hand to his chest, bowing his head, and closing his eyes as if pretending that he really could feel her anguish when she knew he couldn't and didn't.
"Oh," she said.
If he was an actor playing a part in a movie, he wouldn't win an Oscar. He opened his eyes to look up at her. Instead of giving her a look of sincerity, he gave her a lecherous look. Right there, she knew he was full of shit. Right there, she knew he was like every other man who wanted her for sex.
"Besides, with your long, blonde, beautiful hair and big, blue eyes, I couldn't help but notice that you're very pretty."
With men not usually complimenting her but usually sexually using and abusing her instead, her cheeks blushed to show her embarrassment by his unsolicited, albeit backhanded compliment. Even though she knew he was full of crap, his compliment still tugged at her heart. This was Valentine's Day after all and, just as she was hungry for food, she was hungry for love and affection too.
"Wow, I can't believe it, a real gentleman," she said with an undercurrent of cynicism. "In a world of horny men looking for what they can feel for free, you may be the first man who doesn't want to feel my big tits," she said. She looked down at her breasts while sticking out her chest before looking up at him staring at her tits. "You may be the first man who doesn't want a hand job," she said moving her hand back and forth as if she was giving him a hand job. "You may be the first man who doesn't want a blowjob," she said moving her hand back and forth in front of her mouth while pushing her cheek out with her tongue.
After having already gone down this road of seemingly mandatory, homeless prostitution before, she felt a little more comfortable teasing him and tempting him to trick him into revealing his true self. With her already recognizing him as the wolf in sheep's clothing, a man who'd never give her something for nothing, he gave her a shit eating grin. Obviously, indeed, he was such a man who'd want to feel her big tits. Obviously, indeed, he was such a man who'd love for her to give him a hand job. Obviously, indeed, he was such a man who'd love for her to give him a blowjob. Only, there was something about him that she didn't like. There was something about him that was not right. There was something about him that put her on alert.
"I'm not asking anything of you other than to sit with you while enjoying our impromptu Valentine's Day lunch," he said smiling while pretending that was his only reason for him stopping by her table.
"Okay," she said not believing him.
They remained sitting in silence for a minute without talking and before he showed the real reason why he asked if he could join her for lunch. Revealing his true self to her, he took advantage of her good nature by suddenly talking dirty to her. All it took for her to get him going was for her to talk dirty to him first. Yet, if he was truly a gentleman, he wouldn't have fallen into her little trap in the way that he obviously did.
"Yet, if I was dating you and was lucky enough to be intimate with you, that's not to say that I'd never want to feel your big tits," he said pausing to stare at her big tits. "That's not to say that I wouldn't like for you to give me a hand job and/or even a blowjob," he said looking at her mouth as if he was already imagining her giving him a blowjob while he felt her big tits and fingered her nipples. "That's not to say that I wouldn't want to make sweet, romantic love to you before pounding your pussy and before fucking your ass."
Another crass asshole, she took a sip of her water while having second thoughts about accepting his apple pie and inviting him to sit with her. With her nervously eating, he didn't touch his meal again after that first bite of his burger and a sip of his water. His coffee untouched, still had the lid on it. She'd do anything, almost anything, within reason, for a hot cup of black coffee. Evidentially, in the way he was staring at her, he was more interested in her than he was in his food. Perhaps he bought his lunch as just his pretense to sit at her table while dining with her.
"Generally with most men animals of the swine variety, I don't come across very many gentleman," she said now having serious doubts about him being a gentleman.
If he was anything, having met plenty of his kind before, he was nothing more than a mean and nasty pervert.
"I can assure you that my intentions are honorable," he said.
Some gentleman he is. It was truly unbelievable that he can even say that he's a gentleman and that his intentions are honorable after admitting that he'd love to pound her pussy before fucking her in her ass. Perhaps his definition of gentleman is much different than her definition of a gentleman. Perhaps, as long as he utters please before forcing his cock in her mouth and saying thank you after he cums in her mouth, he considers that as gentlemanly behavior.
"The last three men I had the displeasure of meeting beat me and tried to rape me in the back alley when I was picking up enough bottles and cans to cash in enough deposits to buy myself breakfast the next day," she said. "If it wasn't for a retired Marine, a gunnery sergeant, who beat the crap out of them, I may have been just another homeless woman in the morgue and just another police blotter statistic."
Suddenly, thinking about Dave and where he is now, she looked sad. Her story to tell, maybe one day she'll finish writing about her experiences. Having already written ten chapters, she already had a good title for the story, Bag Lady and the Retired Marine.
"So, what happened to your retired Marine?"
She looked at him as if he was Dave or someone looking to take the place of Dave as her new personal protector and savior.
"It's a long, sad story that you really don't want to know and I'm really not in the mood to tell it," she said. "That's just another unfinished chapter in my life."
Suddenly she fell quiet while eating her food. Suddenly with all of her defenses up, she seemed distant and detached. Suddenly, she looked at him as if he wasn't even there and she was back to eating alone. Suddenly and seemingly, he stared across the table at her in the way that a psychiatrist would stare when analyzing a patient.
"Is that what you do?"
Afraid to ask the question, she looked at him with hesitancy suppressing her curiosity. He remained staring at her in silence while watching her eat. Then, she relented and asked him what he meant.
"Pardon? What do you mean, is that what I do? Do what? What is it that you think that I do?"
He doesn't know her. He has no idea who she is. All he sees is her blonde hair, her big, blue eyes, her pretty face, and her big tits. That's his extent of seeing who she is. Unable to see the woman beyond the outside package, he's like every other man who takes an interest in her mostly because she's weak, vulnerable, susceptible, and homeless. How dare he try and hide behind his kindness when all he wants to do is to use her for his own personal, sexual satisfaction?
He looked at her with a mixture of interest, pity, and sudden sexual excitement all combined in one leering stare. Obviously seeing who she once was through her disheveled appearance, he looked at her as if she was something valuable that he found in the gutter that only needed to be washed and polished to be as good as new. Having seen the look and heard the words before, he looked at her as if he couldn't wait to get her home, strip her naked, and give her a bath before having wild, passionate sex with her.
She remembered one such man willing to pay her money for her to wash his recyclables at his kitchen sink while she was topless and while he self-pleasured himself. She even wrote a story about her experience, Cleaning Cans and Bottles Topless. Willing to do what he asked of her, he seemed harmless enough and actually was a nice, albeit lonely man. Exposing her big breasts to him, she freely and willingly removed her blouse and her brassiere in exchange for him giving her a wad of money while he masturbated himself. Only, there was no way she was going anywhere with this clown. She'd rather freeze to death on the street than to go anywhere with him.
"You degrade yourself by allowing men to feel your tits while you give them a hand job or a blowjob in exchange for a few dollars," he said looking down at her D cup breasts before looking up at her.
Oh, here we go. Reverend Kind of the Good Heart Church, a man without a sexual agenda, he's one of those men who thinks that he can help her by saving her from herself when all he wants is her all to himself. Suddenly, he looked like all of the other men who were only interested in her because she was busty, pretty, and willing to give them what they wanted for money.
"What are you a cop looking to arrest me for prostitution? Maybe you're a reporter looking for a special interest story. Perhaps you're a priest out to save fallen women when you're not in the rectory sexually abusing boys," she said while giving him a fuck you look.
Instead of looking at him with anger, she looked at him with a knowing look mixed with suspicion. Obviously, she didn't trust him. Obviously, she didn't like him. She wished he'd just eat at another table and leave her alone to eat her meal in peace.
"No, I'm not a cop, a reporter, or a priest," he said. He stopped talking to watch her eat while he ate a French fry. "As my sign of good faith, I'm going to give you a little something with no strings attached," he said taking a ten dollar bill out of his pocket and sliding it across the table to her.
"Thank you," she said not wasting any time in taking possession of the ten dollars and putting in her pocket.
Now, after she rids herself of him, she can buy a nail file, some deodorant, and a hot cup of coffee.
"Now that you mentioned it, if you don't mind me asking—"
Oh, here it comes. Nothing for nothing, she knew what he was going to ask before he even asked the question.
"What? You may ask me anything as long as you don't mind me not answering," she said with a little laugh of victory while giving him an attitude filled look.
He stared at her big tits before looking up at her blue eyes.
"I, um, was just curious how much you charge for a feel of your big tits, for a hand job, and/or a blowjob," he said staring again at the big, bulbous impressions her large breasts made in her shirt in the way that most men do.
Now wishing she hadn't invited him to sit, with her Valentine's meal no longer a happy meal but a sad, cold one, even though she was still very hungry, she was no longer enjoying her food. With her having not eaten all day and with him doing his best to ruin her appetite, she was still more interested in eating her lunch than in talking to him. She took another small bite of her burger and washed it down with a sip of her water. She looked up at him as if she was back in the alley. She looked at him as if he was just another man there to give her a few dollars in exchange for sex so that she could buy whatever it is she needed to survive on the street.
"Let's be clear. I'm not soliciting you for sex. Yet if I was to charge someone for sex, which I never would," she said lying. "I'd charge them five bucks for a feel of my tits outside of my shirt and bra. I'd charge them ten bucks for a feel of my boobs inside my shirt and under my bra. A buck a minute, I'd charge them ten bucks for a ten minute hand job and more if it takes them longer to cum. I'd charge them twenty dollars for a blowjob but I'd never put just anyone's cock in my mouth," she said with the attitude of a thousand dollar call girl instead of a homeless woman.
Now he stared at her with as much sexual excitement as he leered at her with sexual interest.
"May I cum in your mouth?"
In the way he looked at her and in the way he asked if he could cum in her mouth made her skin crawl. Then, when he reached his hand across the table to run his finger across her lips, wanting to bite his finger, she nearly threw his hot coffee in his face. As soon as he touched her in that way, she slapped his hand away. If he tried anything else in this public place, he'd be sorry.
"Fuck you! I wouldn't blow you never mind allow you to cum in my mouth," she said with months of pent up anger. "If I was a prostitute and I'm not, I'd charge another twenty bucks for a man to cum in my mouth and another ten if he wanted me to swallow. That's fifty dollars for a blowjob where he cums in my mouth and I swallow. Yet, for me to blow anyone, I'd have to want to suck their cock. I just don't fall to my knees for every man I meet holding a twenty dollar bill no matter how tired, cold, and hungry I am."
Giving her his best smug, sarcastic look, he looked at her with confidence that she was going to give him a blowjob.
"Are you interested in blowing me?"
Already turning her off and not wanting to have any more to do with him, she's met dozens of men like him.
"No," she said looking sternly at him before refocusing on eating her food. "I told you that already."
Suddenly with him obviously not having an appetite for his food in the way that he obviously had an appetite in wanting to have sex with her, and with him no longer eating his food, he stared at her before speaking.
"I have a car," he said.
He gave her a sexy smile.
"Lucky you," she said. "I used to have a car but that was lost in a flood along with everything else I owned in this world."
He made a face as if he didn't believe her while looking at her with prejudice.
"Lost everything? I don't hardly believe that," he said. "How can you lose everything in a flood? It's just water? As soon as it dries, it's as good as new."
Obviously, he's never been in a flood, a fire, or any type of disaster. Obviously he didn't understand what it means to lose everything that's important to you in your life. Obviously tragedy never befell his life and disaster never came knocking at his door. Tired of explaining, she explained yet again.
"I lived in a basement apartment with my mother across from the river that crested 30 feet above flood stage. The water was up to the second story of our apartment building. The police and fire department wouldn't allow anyone to retrieve their possessions until the water receded and until after the buildings were inspected," she said falling sad while remembering it as if it all happened yesterday.
"So?" He shrugged his indifference and she wasn't to reach out her foot and kick in his balls.
"It was three, long, sufferable weeks before we were allowed to get what was salvageable. Yet, with everything we owned sitting in a pool of water that was mixed with home heating oil, mold, and raw sewage, nothing was salvageable," she said. "Nothing. Ergo my reason for saying that I lost everything in a flood."
She returned his smile with a stern look. Apparently he wasn't so special after all. Much like all of the other men she met on the street, he just wanted a feel of her big tits, a tug of his little prick, and/or a suck of his hard cock. With all that she said falling on deaf ears, he didn't care that she lost everything in a flood and was homeless and living on the street. He only cared about one thing, his sexual appetite.
"We could go somewhere private," he said. "I'll give you fifty for you to blow me while I feel your tits and finger your nipples."
She rolled her eyes.
"Listen Mister, I don't know you. I don't get in anyone's car that I don't know. You could be Jeffrey Dahmer's younger brother for all that I know," she said. "I'm still alive and not in jail today because I'm careful. I'm still alive and not in jail today because I'm not stupid. I'm still alive today and not in jail today because I'm not desperate enough to take off with the likes of you for the promise of fifty dollars."



Now unable to hide his real intentions in the way that he tried hiding them before, instead of looking at her with kindness, he stared at her with anger flashing in his eyes.
"Then what? If not in my car, then where?" He raised his voice while slamming his fist on the table. "How else do you do business if not in the back of a car?"
She looked at him in the way that she looked at all of the other men who solicited her with anger and disrespect. Only, with this guy as in so many other men, something wasn't right. Something was definitely wrong. Seriously, no matter how pretty she was and the hot body she had, what man would want to have sex with a homeless woman? She didn't feel good about going anywhere with him alone. It was time to lash out at him to get rid of him so that she could finish her cold, pitiful lunch in peace.
"Do business? I don't do business, especially with the likes of you," she said not done with him and wanting to make him feel as small and as perversely perverted as he certainly was. "Don't you have your own place? Or are you living with your wife?"
Even though she was poor and homeless, she was superior to him and she gave him her smile of superiority to show him that.
"I'm not married," he said.
No kidding she wanted to say.
"You must live with your mother then," she said. "Maybe your mother can give you what you need for free. If she hasn't already, maybe your mother can suck your cock. Maybe you can cum in your mother's mouth and she can swallow you," she said with venom in her poisonous attitude that she saved for assholes like him.
He looked at her as if he suddenly hated her. She knew the type. He looked at her as if he suddenly wanted to beat her. Lucky for her, having been beaten by men before, she recognized the look of revulsion that he obviously had for women and now had for her.
"You seem a bit picky for a whore," he said raising his voice while pointing his finger. "Give me back my ten dollars."
She reached her hand in her pocket as if she was retrieving his money. Instead she reached in her pocket as if she had a concealed weapon.
"Get away from me before I scream after I stab you in your eye," she said.
He stood and stared down at her before pushing his fist in the apple pie box he gave her and squashed it.
"Happy fucking Valentine's Day bitch," he said.
As if he had shredded the Valentine's Day card that he had given her in the form of a piece of apple pie, she opened the box and tried to fix the apple pie as best as she could before picking through it and eating it. She watched him go out the door, get in his car, and drive away. With her more focused on him, not immediately realizing it, he left his burger missing one bite, his untouched fries but for the one he ate, and his still covered coffee. She pulled off where he had bitten his burger and pulled the rest of the food to her side of the table. This was going to be a special Valentine's Day after all.
"Happy Valentine's Day to me," she said to herself while eating his Big Mac, drinking his coffee, and eating his fries.
THE END
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This is a Valentine's Day contest story. Please give me the support of your vote.
*
What does roses, yellow roses, booze, lots of beer, incestuous sex, sex with mother-in-law and sister-in-law, and pigeons, toy pigeons and real pigeons, have in common? Husband confesses his sexual transgressions and finally apologizes to his wife in hoping for her forgiveness.
"Hi Sweets. Happy Valentine's Day," said John giving his wife a loving smile.
He looked at her waiting for her to say something. She always had plenty to say but today, not even giving him a happy hello, seemingly, she wasn't talking. He had done plenty for her not to talk to him, for give him the cold shoulder, and the silent treatment. Yet, with today being Valentine's Day and with him ready to tell her all that he did and apologize for his sexual transgressions, he was hoping she'd forgive him. It seemed strange for her to be so silently suppressed when she was always such a blabbermouth and opinionated.
"I brought you flowers," he said looking at his solitary, yellow rose. "Actually, it's just one flower, but it's a yellow rose, your favorite. And knowing how fond you are of birds, especially parrots, I bought you a parrot. They're not easy to find, the yellow roses not the parrot," he said looking from his wife to look at the bird.
He paused to look at her with sadness.
"I would have bought you a dozen, yellow roses but the florist said that a guy bought his last dozen two minutes before me. Had I not stopped to buy the parrot, I would gotten there in time to buy you the dozen, yellow roses. Only, I didn't want to leave the flowers in the car to buy the bird so I bought the bird first."
Always looking to blame someone for his mistakes, even a bird, he looked at the bird as if blaming the bird for him not buying his wife a dozen, yellow roses.
"Everyone carries red roses on Valentine's Day," he said looking from the flowers and the stuffed, toy bird to look back at her again. "No one has yellow roses."
As if he had been deceived, he looked at the stuffed bird with sudden disappointment.
"As you can see Fiona, um, it's not a real parrot. You've always wanted a real parrot but parrots are so very expensive to buy and to maintain," he said holding the stuffed bird up to her while examining it. "It's just a toy parrot. Although, now that I look at it in the light of day, instead of in a crowded toy store, it's not very colorful in the way that parrots typically are.
He looked from the toy bird to look at his wife before returning his attention to the toy.
"It doesn't look very much like a parrot," he said turning the stuffed toy in his hand to better examine it. "Actually, it doesn't look anything like a parrot. It looks more like a pigeon," he said laughing while looking at the toy bird again before looking at his beloved Fiona and hoping that she'd laugh with him.
He examined the toy and read the tags on the bottom of the bird while looking for proof that it was a parrot instead of a pigeon. There were two tags on the bird, one with the materials used to make the bird and the other with the country where the bird was made in China, along with the type of bird imprinted on one of the tags. It read pigeon. Pigeon?
Embarrassed, he looked at his wife with disappointment. What he thought was a stuffed parrot was indeed a stuffed pigeon. Clearly, had he taken the time to read the tag before, when in the store, he would have clearly seen that the tag read pigeon instead of parrot. Only, as always, hating shopping, he grabbed the first stuffed toy that resembled a bird.
"Sorry Fi. If I knew it was a pigeon, I wouldn't have bought the stuffed bird. I mean, other than a magician who only buys doves, who buys a stuffed pigeon? Right? Maybe an old person who always went to the park to feed the pigeons but can no longer go to the park and sit on a bench would buy a toy pigeon," he said.
Hoping to make her happy with his yellow rose and toy parrot that was a pigeon instead, he gave his wife a sad smile when she didn't seem amused or appreciative of his trouble and good intentions on Valentine's Day.
"To be honest, you know me with shopping, grabbing the first thing I can find and beating it the Hell out of there, I couldn't find a parrot," he said without apology. "I dunno, maybe if I stayed longer to look, I would have found a parrot instead of a pigeon but I didn't stay long enough or looked hard enough to find a parrot," he said with a shrug.
He looked at her with as much sadness as he looked at her with guilt.
"I'm sorry that I didn't buy you a Valentine's Day card. You know me and greeting cards. There're all so sappy," he said with a shrug. "There's too many of them to read and I get a headache from reading them all. Usually, I just run in, grab the first one I see, and buy that," he said.
He laughed while remembering the time he thought he bought her one greeting card but bought her another greeting card instead.
"I remember how mad you got the time I bought you a Happy Birthday Mother card instead of a Happy Birthday Wife Card," he said with a laugh. "It wasn't funny at the time but it's funny now years later. Now we'll be talking about how I bought you a stuff pigeon instead of a stuffed parrot," he said laughing but stopped when she didn't laugh.
Waiting for her to say something to break the ice and to make him feel more at ease, he looked at her. What he was about to say was hard for him to say without her having an attitude but he somehow found the courage to say what he needed to say anyway. It amazed him that he was uncomfortable talking to a woman that he's known for nearly fifty years. Instead of beating around the bush about it and with this being Valentine's Day anyway, the day of love, he prefaced what he wanted to say with sincerity and with aplomb.
"I love you Fiona. I've always loved you. And I will always love you, Fi. You were always the one for me," he said with tears in his eyes. "Happy Valentine's Day Sweets. These are for you," he said putting the flowers and bird down to remove his handkerchief from his back pocket to wipe his eyes and blow his nose.
While thinking of all that he needed to say and all that he needed to tell her, he folded his handkerchief and returned it to his back pocket. Even though she didn't show it, John knew he made his wife happy buying her a single, yellow rose, along with the stuffed, toy bird, even if it was a stupid pigeon and not a parrot. She loved birds and always had some sort of bird in a cage in the house, usually canaries or parakeets.
Even though she didn't respond to his words with her words of undying love, he knew she loved him, always loved him, and will always love him. Since the time they first dated at 18-years-old, with her a virgin when he married her three years later, he's been the only man in her life. Now married forty-seven years, he'll be the only man in her life.
"Before I go off on another tangent, I, um, have some things to say to you that I've been wanting to get off my chest for forty years. Please don't say anything Fiona. Please. Just listen and let me talk," he said and wanting to add, let me talk for once, but he didn't. "Otherwise, if you interrupt me, I'll never say all that I need to say to you. Okay?"
Seemingly her silence was her answer that she was giving him his chance to speak uninterrupted. Thinking about all that he wanted to say and needed to tell her, he remained silent while looking down at his feet before looking up at her. Unaccustomed to talking when with his wife, she's the one who always did all of the talking. Most of the time he just listened while nodding his head and acting as if he was paying attention to all that she was saying.
Yakety-yak, yak, yak, she was always talking to him and talking at him. Man that woman could talk. Even when he wasn't there with her, he could still hear her voice in his head yapping at him. Even when he was sleeping she was still talking to him in his sleep. Even when he was drunk, he heard her voice in his head.
'Don't do this and don't do that. Where you going? What time will you be home?' As if he was a child, she was always telling him what to do and what not to do. Then, when he finally came home, she'd interrogate him as if he had committed a crime. He always hated that kind of inquisition from his little woman when he was the man of the house.
"This is really hard for me to come clean after all of these years, Fi. First of all, something I'm very proud of and something I never thought I'd achieve, I'm five years sober, actually, five years, two months, three days, and 8 hours," he said looking at his watch before looking up at her with a proud smile. "With me drinking for 54-years of my life, since the time I was 14-years-old, less the 5 years that I've been sober, I've had a buzz on or been drunk for 49 years," he said with a sad laugh. "Better late than never to turn my life around," he said with pride and with a laugh.
He looked at her to see how she reacted to his good news but when she didn't say anything, he thought about all that he needed to tell her, if only she'd continue to give him the chance to talk. With his drinking a sore point with her for so long, he understood her silence. He understood her not being happy for him when he's fallen off the wagon so very many times before and with her being with him every step of his drunken way to pick him out of the gutter again and again.
Actually, now that he thought about it, this is the first time that she's allowing him to speak uninterrupted. Always interrupting him before, it's hard enough for him to keep a thought in his head and to remember what it was he wanted to say with her talking to him and talking at him. Maybe today is the day that he'll finally tell her all that he needs to tell her.
"I bet you'd never thought you'd hear me say that I haven't had one drop of booze in more than five years. Trust me, it hasn't been easy but I did it. You know me never wanting to go to church, but once I removed the God thing from the twelve step program, something finally just clicked," he said nodding his head as if he was talking more to himself than to her.
In a sense he blamed God as his reason for failing the Alcoholic Anonymous twelve step program in the past. With him once an altar boy and sexually abused by a priest, instead of seeking therapy, drinking was his way of forgetting all that happened to him. Instead of confronting what happened head-on, drinking was his way to ease his pain. Drinking numbed him from feeling the horrors of his childhood that haunted him like boogiemen in the night.
"Day by day and one step at a time finally worked for me after falling off the wagon more than I care to count. Along with having a good sponsor and faithfully attending the AA meetings, I finally got the hang of the being sober. It helps that my drinking buddies are all dead from alcohol related illnesses, my wakeup call," he said with sadness while remembering his drinking buddies.
He removed his hat, bowed his head, closed his eyes, and fell silent in a moment of silence in honor of men that he spent more time with at the bar than he did with his wife and children. With him always working and drinking at the bar when not working, he never went anywhere with his wife. He never went anywhere but to work, to the bar, and then home to do it all over again the next day. Once, in all the years, he took her to the bar to introduce her to his drunken friends and she never went again.
He invited her lots of times but she didn't like his friends, his drinking buddies really, in the way that he was always so close to them. Not wanting him drinking and not wanting to encourage him to drink, she wished he'd just come home. Only and obviously, he'd rather be at the bar with his drinking buddies than being at home with her and his three children. If he was going to drink, she'd rather him drink at home than to drink at some bar and drive home drunk.
He lifted his chin, opened his eyes, and put his hat back on his head. Then, he reached in his back pocket to retrieve his handkerchief again. He wiped the tears from his eyes before blowing his nose again. He folded his handkerchief and returned it to his back pocket.
As if he was standing on hallowed ground or at a baseball game just before they were about to start the National Anthem and sing God Bless America, he removed his baseball cap again. Unsure how to begin, he looked at her and scratched his head before donning his baseball cap again and before continuing to speak. He only hoped she'd understand. He only hoped she'd forgive him. He only hoped she didn't ask him to leave and never return again.
He'd be brokenhearted if she stopped talking to him, even if only in his head. In the way of having a second conscience, he'd be brokenhearted if he never heard her sweet voice ever again. Her sweet voice is the reason why he nicknamed her Sweets. She had a beautiful singing voice too and should have been a singer instead of spending her life as a housewife and mother.
Perhaps if he had emotionally supported her by encouraging her to sing, she would have sung as much as her canaries and parakeets sung. Perhaps if he had physically supported by being there to help care for the children instead of drinking at the bar, she would have found the time to pursue her dream of singing. As much as his life would have been better without the booze, assuredly her life and the lives of his children would have been better too. Yet, to his credit, something he did that most drunks don't do, the only support he gave her and their children, he did support his family financially.
"We've been together a long time Fi. Almost five decades, I've known you all of my life, since we were 18-year-old kids. I realized I wasn't there for you and the kids. I know that. I used work as an excuse and going out drinking with my friends to relax after work as another sorry excuse not to be at home with you and the kids," he said looking at her while waiting for her reaction to his sudden confession.
When she remained silent and didn't say anything to him, with her still not interrupting him as she always did, he continued talking.
"I wasn't the best husband or the best father, an understatement. I know that. I wasn't even a good husband or a good father never mind being the best husband or father. I was a pitiful excuse for a husband and a father. I know that, I admit that, and I'm sorry for that now. Truly, I am sorry that I was never there for you and the kids," he said with recent reality and with newfound sincerity, now that he's sober and not drinking.
A big deal for him to admit his faults, John looked down at his feet with shame, remorse, and humility while hoping for her forgiveness. One of the things that he needed to do in his Alcoholic Anonymous program, he needed to apologize to and make amends with all the people that he's hurt due to his drinking. At the top of the list was his beautiful wife, Fiona and his three children, Jimmy, Joan, and Maureen. Before apologizing to his children, he needed to apologize to his beautiful wife first. With her the love of his life, if it wasn't for her pulling him out of the gutter and cleaning him up to make him look presentable, he would have been dead years ago. He's still alive today because of her.
"Yet, somehow, unlike so many of my friends who were drunks like me and couldn't hold down a job, always able to keep a good job and earn good money, I always put food on the table and kept a roof over your head. Unlike other women, you didn't have to go out and work," he said proud that he supported his family with at least money if not all of the other things that go with the support of a marriage and with being a father. "And other than the few dollars that I kept to buy my beer, something none of my sorry friends did, I turned over my whole paycheck to you every week."
He justified him not being there physically and emotionally seemingly okay because he gave her money. Without even looking at her, he could feel her staring at him. With her always there in his thoughts, whether sleeping or awake, she was the biggest part of him. He knew she was upset with him always disappearing on her and abandoning her for days and weeks at a time. Knowing he had hurt her deeply, without her even saying anything, he knew what she was thinking. He knew she was angry with him for not helping her around the house and/or helping her to raise their three children.
Her whole life was her family and his whole life was drinking when he wasn't working. She raised three beautiful children alone and he has nothing to show for his life but a bad liver, a bum heart, and a bad back from sitting for hours on a barstool. Before he died, suddenly, just keeled over in his house, on the street, or in his car, he needed to come clean while he still could and apologize to his beloved wife, the love of his life.
"I made some mistakes. I know that," he said. "I made some pretty bad mistakes, what politicians call lapses in judgment. Well, being that I didn't have any judgment to lapse, I was just a drunk. I was always drunk. I'm not proud of some of the things I did. I did some horrible things. I did plenty of things that were bad and some pretty bad things that I never wanted you to know I did," he said looking up at her before continuing.
Not sure how to say everything he wanted to say, he was just glad that she was finally giving him a chance to speak, to clear his conscience, and to lighten his load. He was glad that she wasn't interrupting him and interrogating him in the way she always did. Something he was never allowed to do before, to talk to her in the way that he was talking to her now, with him enjoying his newfound freedom to clear his mind, he continued talking.
"The odd thing is that I never felt guilty about the things that I did when I was doing them. Even after I did them, I never had that guilty conscience in the way that I do now and feel horrible about all the things that I did," he said with tears in his eyes.
He took a moment to calm himself and to collect his thoughts.
"This is hard, Fiona, really hard for me to bear my soul before you. There's no easy way for me to say any of this, so I may as well just say it. I may as just finally tell you. Okay? Just give me a minute," he said reaching for his handkerchief again to blow his nose and dry his eyes.
As if he was in church, he removed his hat again to clutch it in his hands. As if he didn't know what to do with his hands, nervous with all that he was about to tell his wife, he put his hat back on his head and his hands in his pockets. He looked up at her and stared right at her before staring right through her. Not saying anything, he didn't say a word. Even though he was ashamed and embarrassed, he had to tell her. This was it. Now or never, if he didn't tell her everything now, he never would. Now that he was sober and needed to make amends, she needed to know all of the despicably, dastardly deeds he did for her to forgive him.
He couldn't keep all that he did as a secret from her anymore. He needed her to know the disgraceful man he is for her to forgive him and for him to get on with his life. Even though all that he did was beyond her forgiveness, he hoped that she'd forgive him. If not forgiving him, he hoped that she'd at least understand why he did the things he did. Ready to accept the blame but even though much of it was his fault, not all of it was his fault.
Even though he accepted the blame for all that he did, even after all he's done and after all the years that have passed, he didn't think any of it was totally all his fault and his responsibility to accept all of the blame. Being that he had been drinking when he was doing these things, as far as he was concerned it still takes two. He wouldn't have done some of the despicable things he did, if he didn't have an accomplice.



Besides, not in his nature to accept total responsibility for his actions before, he wasn't about to shoulder all of the blame now. Even though he was sorry and remorseful, he wasn't about to shoulder all of the guilt for all of the bad things he's done in his life. Why should he assume all of the blame when there were others who were just as guilty, just as bad, and just as responsible too? He took a big breath and blurted out what he had to say.
* * * * *
"Fiona," he said standing tall, lifting his chin, and taking a big breath as if standing at yet another Alcohol Anonymous meeting. "I slept with your mother, Mary Rose. There, I said it. Now you know," he said.
He looked at her for her reaction and when she didn't react to his confession, he continued.
"Knowing you, with me having no secrets from you, you probably knew that already. Knowing you, you probably understood why I needed to sleep with your mother. Knowing you as well as I do, you've probably already forgiven me and moved on with your life," he said.
Someone who always had something to say about everything and everyone, he couldn't believe she had nothing to say now. Again he looked at her for her reaction and when she didn't react to his confession, he goaded her to say something.
"Right? Am I right? At least tell me if I'm right," he said waiting for her to tell him that he was right and continuing talking when she didn't.
Never referring to her mother as his mother-in-law, calling her by name as if they weren't related, he always referred to his mother-in-law by name, Mary Rose. Before continuing with his confession, he looked at his beloved wife as if waiting for her to speak. He looked at his beloved wife as if waiting for her to say something, anything at all to tell him the horrible man that he is, the terrible life he lived, and how he ruined her life and the lives of their three children. He looked at his beloved wife expecting her to be angry, really angry for sleeping with her mother. Hoping she had room in her heart to forgive him, he continued speaking when she didn't say anything.
"It happened years ago, with your first pregnancy. In the way that your dear mother took it to her grave, I was hoping to take that to my grave too. I was hoping you'd never find out but part of the process of my recovery is for me to apologize to all those people that I hurt. For sure, if Mary Rose was alive today, I'd be apologizing to her too for taking sexual advantage of her but it takes two and she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her," he said.
He fell silent while staring at his wife. Not talking to him today, when everyday she always had plenty to say, she must really be mad at him. How can he expect her to forgive him when he's done so very many unforgivable things? How would she ever forgive him when she won't even talk to him?
"With you always so very close to your mother, I suspect your mother told you that we had sex. Just as I suspect your mother came clean, I suspect you forgave your Mom by blaming all that happened between us on me," he said. "Right? Am I right?"
He looked at her while waiting for her to tell him that not only did her mother confess but also that she forgave her mother. Only, she still wasn't talking to him.
"Trust me, your Mom shouldered enough guilt about having sex with me for the both of us and more guilt and responsibility than I ever had," he said looking up at her as if her mother was there with her looking at him.
Even if she blamed him for all of it, ready to accept the responsibility for having sex with his mother-in-law and for deeply, irrevocably hurting his wife, he paced back and forth with what he needed to say. He just needed for her to forgive him.
"Blame me and not your mother because Mary Rose was a good woman, albeit a horny woman," he said under his breath. "I always wished you were as sexually promiscuous and adventurous as was your mother, one hot Mama, damn, that woman could fuck and suck. When referring to receiving a great blowjob, whoever said that a woman could suck chrome from a bumper was talking about Mary Rose," he said. "Sorry, I'm digressing and stop me if I'm saying too much," he said with a dirty laugh.
Then, suddenly he became sad. As if he was about to cry and was trying to stop himself from crying, he looked all around before focusing his stare on her and before continuing with all that he needed to say.
"Your mom was there with me while you were in labor. It took you 14 hours for you to birth Jimmy. When you finally had the baby, we went back to the house to get some sleep. It was after we both slept some and showered that it happened with one thing leading to another after having a couple of drinks to celebrate the birth of our first born and her first grandchild," he said with an unapologetic shrug.
He paced back and forth again, this time with his head down, his shoulders tight, and his hands threatening to burst through his pockets.
"Even though I accept full responsibility for what happened, it wasn't all my fault," he said raising his voice while pointing his finger at her as if she was somehow to blame for him having sex with her mother. "I'm just human, you know," he said with a shrug while giving her a look of pained anguish. "I'm a man and back then, ironic that I can no longer get it up now, I had needs," he said. "And as my wife, you weren't taking care of those needs, which is why I looked to your mother for emotional comfort and sexual satisfaction."
He stopped talking to look off as if remembering his wife's mother.
"With your mother's long, lush, red hair, her beautiful, blue eyes, and her big breasts reminding me of Maureen O'Hara, my favorite movie star back then, I've always been sexually attracted to her. When she kissed me on the lips at our wedding, I wanted to wrap my arms around her and slip her my tongue. Even then, I turned her innocent kiss into something sexual instead of something beautiful."
He remained quiet while looking at her and while waiting for her to respond. He continued talking when she remained silent. In the way that she remained silent, he figured she was mad at him. With her not communicating to him and with her being so unresponsive, unable to tell what she was thinking and/or even her mood, he had no way of knowing. She always got quiet when she was pissed. For sure, if she wasn't mad at him she'd be yakking at him and telling him how angry she was and how disappointed she was in him for having sex with her mother.
"Like you and with you growing more beautiful as you grew older, with both of you definite MILFs, your mother never looked her age. Whenever she stayed overnight to help you during your last two weeks of your pregnancy and two more weeks after the baby was born, as if sexually teasing me, Mary Rose always paraded around me in her short, sheer nighties she wears with nothing underneath," he said.
He stopped talking to stare off as if remembering Mary Rose walking around him in her short, sheer nightie with nothing underneath.
"With us not having sex and with me always drinking, I was so horny," he said as if blaming his wife for him having sex with her mother. "With Mary Rose showing me everything she owned, it was obvious that she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her," he said as if pointing the finger of blame on Mary Rose instead of on him.
Seemingly he felt that with him not all to blame, there was plenty of blame to go around. He fell silent as if remembering his sexy and pretty Mother-in-law parading around him in her skimpy, sheer nightgown.
"Hard for me to resist your mother with you being pregnant and not able to have sex, I was horny. With Mary Rose looking so very much like you, albeit an older version of you, I had needs. I had sexual needs. Stop me if you'd rather not hear all the dirty details of me having sex with your mother," he said pausing before continuing.
He waited in silence for her to voice her disgust, her displeasure, her disappointment, and for her to tell him that she didn't want to hear the dirty details. Yet, for some strange reason, she wasn't talking today. When she didn't say one way or the other whether she wanted to hear the sexual details or not, figuring that she not only needed to know but also wanted to know the sexy tidbits, he continued speaking.
"I remember I had just made coffee and she was standing at the kitchen sink in the way you always did. In the way that the light from the kitchen window lit her up as if she was an angel sent there to take care of me, she looked so beautiful. With me always coming up behind you to feel your ass and feel your tits to let you know that I was horny and wanted sex, I suddenly missed doing that," he said. "Well, once I saw your mother standing there like that and in the same way that I used to do with you, I did the same thing with your mother. Not even trying to stop it, with my horniness overwhelming me by the sexy sight of the backside of your mother in her sheer nightie, it just happened."
He looked past his wife as if he was remembering his mother-in-law again.
"From where I was sitting at the kitchen table while waiting for the coffee to brew, in the way that the kitchen light passed through her nightgown, I suspected that she was naked underneath it. Then, with her leaning a little bit forward to wash the dishes and with me bending lower to peer up her nightgown, um, I mean, to tie my shoe, her ass cheeks were exposed. Your mother wasn't wearing any panties. In the way that you always wore panties to bed, I couldn't believe your mother wasn't wearing panties."
As if he was getting sexually aroused by talking about Mary Rose, he took a deep breath to calm himself.
"It was then when I saw the evidence of her red pussy that I knew for sure that she was naked beneath her nightgown. With her parading around me so immodestly immoral and as if she was tempting me by teasing me, it wasn't all my fault. With me always wanting her sexually before, it was then that I knew that I had to have her sexually now. Back then, it didn't take much for me to be ready for sex. Back then, before excessive alcohol took its toll on the stiffness of my cock, I was just as horny as I was hard," he said.
Expecting her to tell him to stop talking about her mother, when she didn't, he continued.
"Oh my God, seeing her ass cheeks made me so horny. With me already so horny and with me already having an erection and with your mother flashing me her naked ass and part of her pussy, I couldn't control myself," he said.
As if he was horny again for Mary Rose now, he looked at his wife with his face flushed with sexual excitement.
"I was wearing my tee shirt and pajama bottoms with no underwear. I had a raging erection after she gave a couple of down nightgown views of her cleavage and up nightgowns peeks of her naked pussy and ass," he said pausing as if remembering all that happened.
Waiting for Fiona to say something, he remained silent as if remembering Mary Rose.
"After lusting over your mother for years and with the two of us now alone, this was my chance. Thinking that I may never have another chance like this again, I needed to know if she wanted me as much as I wanted her and if she did, I had to have her."
Afraid to tell her the rest, he fell silent for a few seconds that seemed much longer. Embarrassed now when he should have been embarrassed forty years ago, hoping she'd stop him, he really didn't want to tell her all of the intimate, sexual details. With her in the hospital waiting to come home with their first child, he was in bed with her mother having sex. He felt like such a cad for taking advantage of his wife, her mother, and of the situation. Instead of turning the birth of his first child into a celebration and something so beautiful, he turned it into a sexual nightmare and something so ugly.
"Unable to help myself, I came up behind her and planted my hard cock against her ass crack through my pajamas and through her nightie. Rubbing myself against her, had Mary Rose pushed me away or moved away, I would have stopped right then but she didn't," he said as if him having sex with Mary Rose was her mother's fault. "Then, when she wiggled her round, shapely, firm ass and pushed her backside against my cock, I knew she was enjoying the sexual attention. I knew she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her," he said.
He looked at his wife waiting for her reaction to his confession. With his confession too late and now falling on deaf ears, no doubt, she heard all of this before from her mother. Still, instead of stopping, he persevered. He needed to tell her everything so that she'd forgive him.
"I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her neck before kissing her ear. When she swooned, I knew I had her," he said. "I reached up my hands and cupped her big breasts through her nightgown while fingering her big nipples. Sticking my horny hand inside of her nightie, I felt and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her nipples," he said.
As if ready to pay his wife a compliment, he looked at Fiona.
"Your Mom has big nipples like you. Her big breasts felt just like your big breasts, just not as firm. Still, I loved feeling and fondling your mother's big tits while fingering her erect nipples. She was just as hot for me as I was for her," he said.
Obviously aroused by his confession of having sex with his mother-in-law, as if thinking what to say next, he started pacing again before stopping in front of her.
"Stop me if you don't want to hear anymore and I'll shut the Hell up but this is something that I need to tell you. This is something that's been nagging at me for forty years. This is something that I need your forgiveness," he said.
He waited for her to say something, anything, and when she didn't protest and didn't even respond, he continued with his confession.
"I, um, lifted the back of her nightgown to her waist and felt her ass. Then, sliding one hand between her legs, I fingered her pussy while I continued fingering her nipples with my other hand. Just as I was already hard, she was already wet. Not about to force myself on your mother, had she stopped me, I would have stopped too," he said looking to his wife while waiting for her to stop him.
When Fiona didn't stop him from telling her all the disgusting details of having sex with her mother, he continued.
"I leaned her forward, pushed her over the sink, and eased my cock inside of her. Sliding inside of her deeper, I humped while fondling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. As soon as she had an orgasm from me fucking her and playing with her nipples, with her no longer able to get pregnant, I shot my load inside of her. She was dripping with my cum and seemed so happy and sexually satisfied that we had sexual intercourse."
Expecting his wife to say something, expecting her to voice her anger, and expecting her to ask him to leave, he was surprised that she had nothing to say. Her silence baffled him. Yet, with her not interrupting his sexual confession, her silence encouraged him to continue to tell her more details.
"As if breaking the ice, after that first time we had sex, we had sex every day, sometimes twice a day. Sometimes, three times a day, when she'd give me a blowjob before I left for work. Unlike you, instead of only allowing me to cum on her tits on in your pussy whenever you wanted a baby, she allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed too," he said with an accusatory tone.
He looked at her as if she's the one who should feel guilty for not allowing him to cum in her mouth. He looked at her as if she's the one who should apologize to him for driving him to have sex with her mother when she wasn't having sex with him.
"Sometimes she'd be waiting for me at the door when I came home from work and would blow me before I could even remove my jacket," he said. "Just as I was hot and horny for her, she was hot and horny for me."
More than accusing her that having sex with her mother was as much her fault as it was his fault, he remained silent while thinking of what to say next. For sure, he confessed that having sex with her mother was better than having sex with her. Still baffled by her silence, he couldn't believe she hasn't interrupted and/or stopped him from telling her more about him having sex with her mother.
"With your mother there sucking me and fucking me whenever I wanted, I didn't go to the bar once in the entire month your mother was there. Maybe if you had given me more sex, I wouldn't feel the need to go to the bar and spend my time drinking with my drinking buddies. Maybe if you had been as much of a salacious whore as your mother was, I would have become more of a lover than a drunk," he said pointing the finger of blame at her again.
He remained silent while waiting for her response but when none was given, he continued.
"While you were sleeping in bed or in the hospital with little Jimmy, who at 6'5" is now big Jimmy, I was doing your mother and your mother was doing me," he said. "I unloaded more cum in Mary Rose's mouth in the four weeks that she stayed with us than I did on your tits in all of the years I was with you," he said with anger.
He looked as if he was pondering something that he never pondered before.
"With me only 5'9" and you only 5'4" tall, where Jimmy got his height from, I have no idea. Now that I think about it, with me having brown hair and you having red hair, why our children are all blonde is another mystery to me. Maybe they're throwbacks to our grandparents or great grandparents but I don't remember anyone in my family being tall and blonde," he said removing his baseball cap to scratch his head.
He looked at her baffled.
"Don't get me wrong, Joan and Maureen are beautiful blonde women and at 5'10" tall, both my daughters are taller than me. It's just that no one in my family had blonde hair and were as tall," he said with a shrug. "Just as it's always been a mystery to me why my children are all so tall, it's always been a mystery to me why they're all blonde."
He stopped talking while wondering if his wife had been cheating on him and if his kids weren't his children but someone else's. Nah, Fiona was a one man woman. A virgin when he married her, she was a good Catholic, parochial school girl. She'd never cheat on him in the way that he cheated on her. As if thinking what he was going to say next, he fell silent again.
"I'm sorry. Truly I am. Was it worth having sex with your mother? Was it worth me cheating on you with your own, dear, sweet mother, God rest her soul," he said removing his hat before replacing it on his head.
He paused as if thinking whether it was worth having sex with his mother-in-law.
"It was definitely worth it at the time to have sex with your mother, Mary Rose. With her so hungry for my cock, she was such a hot lover. I never had any regrets about having sex with your mother until now," said John. "With her begging for it night and day, in her day, she was a wild, sexy woman. After your father died, with her almost too much woman for me, I don't know why a woman like that didn't have a man in her life."
Something that he'd no doubt never understand or forgive if the shoe was on the other foot and if she had sex with his father, he looked at her as if trying to make her understand why he had sex with her mother. Only, how could he possibly make her understand why he had sex with her mother when he didn't understand why he had to have sex with her mother? Other than the physical, sexual attraction that he had to his mother-in-law, he didn't know why he was so intent on having sex with her.
He looked at his wife while wishing she was as sexual as her mother. As it turns out, her mother was one of the best sexual partners he's ever had. If he had known what a wonderful lover Mary Rose was before he married Fiona, he would have married mother instead of daughter. Only, back then, with Fiona's father still alive, Mary Rose was seemingly happily married and no doubt sexually satisfied.



"Back then, your mother was hot. One lusty MILF of a woman, she was sexy," he said. "With both of you having big breasts and with you looking more like a thinner and younger version of Maureen O'Hara, you were both very beautiful women. She was as beautiful as she was horny. Back then, your mother sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her. She was just as horny, just as sexual, and just as sexually attracted to me as I was to her," he said pausing to ponder the continued silence of his wife.
He looked off and fell quiet while remembering Mary Rose.
"Back then with her forty-something and me twenty-something, I never thought I'd be attracted to an older woman, but I was. Maybe I was sexually attracted to your Mom because with your red hair and blue eyes, you looked so much like her. Having sex with Mary Rose was like having sex with an older version of you but without all of the bullshit of you not in the mood, having your period, or having a headache. Ready and willing all the time and every time, Mary Rose wanted me to give her hot sex morning, day, and night."
* * * * *
John stopped talking to see what reaction his sexual confession of him having sex with her mother had on his wife. When Fiona didn't say anything, not one word, he figured that either she was mad or she already knew about their affair. Only, unlike her not to remain silent for so long, especially with all of the sexual revelations he confessed about her mother, he's never known her to be quiet for this long.
The only reason why he was bearing his soul and telling her his sins, part of his Alcoholic Anonymous Twelve Step Program, he hoped to God that she had room in her heart to forgive him. Maybe it was because of his AA program that she allowed him to have his say without interrupting him. Only and unfortunately, this wasn't the only confession that he had to make to her. He had another sexual confession to tell her too.
"I, um, had sex with your sister too," he said. "Just as it happened with your Mom, it happened with your sister, Kathleen. With us spending so much time together at the hospital waiting for you to deliver our second baby, Joan, by the time we got home, we were both exhausted. With her too tired to drive home, she spent the night. Actually, after having a couple of drinks to celebrate baby Joan, we fell asleep on the bed fully dressed."
As if he was nervous telling his wife that not only did he have sex with her mother but also that he had sex with her sister, he started pacing again.
"Then, early the next morning, with Kathleen looking like a younger version of you and looking ever sexier than your mother, for a minute, I was confused. For a minute, I forgot you were at the hospital. Not much of an excuse but I really thought I was in bed with you. My brain may have been confused but my cock wasn't," he said with a nervous, little laugh while hoping to break the tension.
Waiting for her to say something, anything about him having sex with first her mother and now her sister, he stopped talking to pace back and forth again before stopping in front of her to stare at her. Giving her ample time to say something and/or to voice her protest that she didn't want to hear any more, when she didn't interrupt him, he continued confessing the sexual affair that he had with her sister, Kathleen.
"As if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, when I realized I was in bed next to my sleeping, sexy sister-in-law, and with me always waking up horny, I started touching her and feeling her through her clothes in her sleep. Wanting to see how far I could go and how far she'd allow me to get with her, I removed my erection from my pajama bottoms. I lifted up the back of her short skirt and started rubbing my cock against her panty clad ass," he said looking off in the distance as if he was remembering it.
Waiting for her to comment, he looked at his wife. She had nothing to say. For her not to voice her anger that he had sex with her mother and her sister, she really must be pissed. Then, when Fiona continued to remain silent, he continued.
"When she still didn't awaken to stop me from touching her and feeling her, and with her still sleeping, I continued touching her and feeling her. I felt her ass through her short skirt, her pussy through her exposed panties, and her big breasts through her blouse while fingering her nipples through her bra," he said.
Waiting for her to go berserk on him, he stopped talking to look at his wife and to allow her to tell him how she felt about him having sex not only with her mother but also with her sister too. Only, just as she didn't say anything about him having sex with her mother before, she didn't say anything about him having sex with her sister now. Seemingly, she didn't care that he had sex with her mother and with her sister. Seemingly, she didn't care what he did. Maybe if he gave her more of the dirty details of having sex with her sister, she'd finally react to his confession.
"As if I was already fucking her, I stuck my cock between her legs and rubbed it against her panty clad pussy. Unless she was pretending that she was sleeping, which I always suspected she was, I couldn't believe she allowed me to continue touching her and feeling her through her clothes in that sexual way," he said looking as if he was thinking of his sexy sister-in-law in the way that he was just thinking about his MILF of a mother-in-law.
Giving Fiona a chance to voice her outrage, when she didn't, needing to finish telling her everything for her hoped for forgiveness, he continued telling her about his sexual affair with her sister.
"Then, when I pushed her panty aside to feel her pussy with my finger, just as I was already hard, she was already wet. After penetrating your sister with my finger, I penetrated your sister with the head of my cock. Slowly I humped her while trying to fuck her deeper."
He paused to listen to hear if his wife had anything to say about him having sex with her sister and/or her mother. Just as she didn't comment when he told her that he had sex with her mother, she didn't comment after he told her that he had sex with her sister. Definitely she was pissed, the reason why she was so quiet, the reason why she wasn't interrupting him, and the reason why she wasn't talking.
By now, with her yelling and screaming at him, his head would normally be filled with her angry voice. Yet, glad that she wasn't voicing all the things that she'd normally say and that he expected her to say, he hoped she'd allow him to finish before telling him what she thought of him and before hopefully forgiving him. Waiting for her to scream at him and ask her to leave, he only hoped that he could get out all that he had to say before she went crazy on him. He continued his confession.
"With Kathleen younger than you, in the way that I always wanted to have sex with your mother, I always want to touch her, feel her, and have sex with her your sexy sister too. Sometimes when the three of us were together, I used to stare at Kathleen's lips while wondering what it would be like to kiss her, really kiss her, French kiss her. Sometimes, I'd imagine making out with her while feeling her through her clothes. Sometimes I'd wonder what it would feel like for her to suck my cock. Sometimes I'd wonder if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth in the way that you never did. Sometimes I'd wonder if ever she blew me, if she'd swallow my cum," he said.
Still, as if she lost her ability to speak, Fiona remained silent. Her persevered in confessing his sexual transgressions while pacing.
"For the longest time, for years, just as I wondered what it would be like to have sex with your mother, I wondered what it would be like to have sex with your sister," he said staring at her as if daring her to say something. "A younger version of you, your sister was so pretty and so sexy. Now no longer a dream and/or a sexual fantasy, no longer having to wonder what it would be like to make out with your mother and/or your sister, I had sex with both my MILF of a mother-in-law and my sexy sister-in-law," he said as if bragging.
He stopped pacing and stopped talking to look at his wife. Ready to be hit with a barrage of anger, he wished she'd say something. Her silence was worse than her screaming at him. He wasn't used to her not interrupting him. Even though she was obviously angry with him, he took her silence as her wanting to know more.
Maybe she's suppressing her anger until he's done talking and telling her everything he did. Maybe wanting him to complete his twelve step AA program, she's allowing him to talk and to confess all of his transgressions for the sake of that. No doubt, once he's finished telling her everything is when she'll have a lot to say.
"After she awakened, even then, when she didn't stop me from touching her ass through her short skirt, from lifting her skirt, from fingering her pussy through her panty, and from feeling her tits through her blouse, and fingering her nipples through her bra, I kissed her. I French kissed her and she returned my kiss with her kiss. I French kissed your sister, Fiona. What do you think of that? Not only did I have my tongue and cock in Kathleen's mouth but also I had my fingers, my tongue, and my cock in her pussy too," he said taunting her to say something.
He stopped talking to give his wife a chance to respond and when she still remained silent, even though he was stunned by her silence, he continued with his confession.
"Then, with her returning my kisses and us making out like horny teenagers, we stripped off our clothes and made love," said John. "I had sex with Kathleen. After having sex with your mother, I had sex with your younger sister. I practically had sex with your entire family," he said with a deranged, little laugh. "We had sex day and night for a week. I fucked your sister and, in the way that your mother did, she sucked my cock like the whores they both were," he said with anger and as if having sex with her mother and sister was Mary Rose's and Kathleen's fault and not his fault.
Yet, if he was to blame another for his sexual transgressions, he was ready to put the full burden of blame on Fiona. Again he fell silent to give his wife a chance to speak. A first for her, apparently, she wasn't talking today.
"In the way that your mother and sister where horny sluts for my cock, I always wished you were a horny slut for my cock too. Unfortunately, unless you needed me to give you a baby, you never were hot for my cock. It always amazed me how just having sex with you the one time got you pregnant. Normally couples must have sex more than once to get pregnant. Either you're very fertile or I have supercharged cum because after only having sex that one time, you were pregnant with child," he said looking to her as if wanting an explanation.
When no explanation was given from her how she could be so fertile, he continued speaking.
"You never enjoyed having sex with me in the way that your mother and sister loved having sex with me," he said. "I can't even count how many times I fucked your mother and sister and how many times they blew me. They both loved sucking and fucking my big cock. They both allowed me to cum in their mouths instead of only on their tits. They both swallowed my cum in the way you never would," he said.
He paused again to wait for his wife's reaction to her mother and sister sucking his cock and allowing him to cum in their mouths. Again, when she remained mute, he continued with his true confession.
"Instead of giving me their distain and their contempt in the way you always did when I'd come home after drinking, seemingly, they both acted as if they loved me," he said with sadness. "I should have married your mother or your sister instead of marrying you," he said as if he never pondered that thought before.
He fell silent again while waiting for Fiona to say something, anything, about him not only having sex with her mother but also with her sister. He waited for her to say something about him telling her that he should have married her mother or her sister instead of marrying her. When she didn't say anything, he continued speaking. Only, this next secret was a real bombshell.
"With him looking just like me, I, um, suspect that Kathleen's son, our nephew, Michael, may be my son. Sorry," he said.
Not saying anything, he just stood there and stared at his wife. In the way she always did to put him in his place, he expected a ration of shit from Fiona for having sex with her mother and her sister, and for impregnating her sister, but she still remained silent. Obviously done with his lying, drunken, cheating ass, maybe his wife didn't care what he did in the past just as she no longer cared what he did in the present and/or in the future.
Shocked by her lack of reaction to all that he confessed, maybe his wife knew everything he's done to hurt her already. Maybe she's already forgiven him. Maybe she's gone beyond all of his sexual transgressions and is in a different place somewhere without him. Maybe she just doesn't love him anymore. With his hands still pocketed, he continued pacing back and forth while looking down at his feet and while waiting for her to respond. Not done, unbelievably, he still had one more confession to make.
* * * * *
Seemingly, with no woman safe from his wily ways, John saved his best and most recent, sexual confession for his last.
"Well, having gone this far, I may as well tell you the rest. I may as well tell you everything," he said pausing to look at her before continuing. "I, um, had sex with our neighbor, your best friend, Robin, when you were still in the hospital after delivering our third child, Maureen. With your mother and sister watching the kids at your mother's house, I was alone with Robin. I've always been sexually attracted to her," he said without apology.
In the way that he paused his confession to give her a chance to respond to him having sex with her mother and her sister, he gave her a chance to say something now about him having sex with her best friend. When she still remained silent, he continued speaking again.
"After visiting you in the hospital and coming home from the hospital with Robin, we had a couple of drinks. Then, with one thing leading to another, the next thing I knew she was blowing me while I was fondling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Something you never did in all the years we've been together, even she allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum," he said.
Always hating how she'd drone on and on while lambasting him before, he wished she'd say something now that he did something really terrible instead of just coming home drunk. He filled her silence with his continued confession.
"We had sex every day until you came home with Maureen. I fucked Robin in the way that I fucked Mary Rose and Kathleen. Those three woman sucked my cock in the way that you, my wife, should have sucked my cock but never did," he said with anger.
While waiting to hear any reaction about him having sex with her mother, he sister, and now her best friend, he fell silent again while thinking of what else to say and while waiting for her to respond. When she didn't say anything, he continued.
"Things started long ago with Robin. With our bathroom windows facing one another, whenever you weren't home, always when you weren't home, and when she knew I was home alone, she'd be in her bathroom naked with the light on and the blinds open. Oh, my God, that was so hot to see her naked for the first time. After that, with her constantly flashing me, teasing me, and tempting me, I can't count how many times I saw Robin in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked," he said.
Pausing again, he waited to hear Fiona's reaction to him ogling and peeping on Robin and on Robin exposing herself to him. Still nothing from the silent one so he continued.
"Then, whenever you weren't home, always when you weren't home, and when I knew she was home alone, I started flashing her my cock. A sexy game we enjoyed playing, I'd shave naked in the bathroom with the light on and with the blinds open while knowing that she could see me naked in the way that I always saw her naked," he said looking at her for her reaction to the sexy games he played with her best friend.
Waiting for a sign from her to tell him if she was angry, maybe she already knew that he had sex with her mother, with her sister, and now with her best friend too. Maybe she no longer cared what he did in the past and was done with him. When she didn't respond to his sexual confession, he continued again.
"With one thing leading to another and with our bedroom windows facing one another, whenever you weren't home, always when you weren't home, and when she knew I was home alone, she'd undress and dress with her light on and with her blinds open. Oh, my God, that was so sexy. She continued flashing me for months before we did anything. After having sex with your mother and with your sister and now after seeing your best friend naked, if I wasn't masturbating over your mother and/or sister, I was masturbating over Robin while imagining having sex with all three of them," he said.
He looked at her stunned that she had nothing to say.
"Long before I had sex with the three of them and even after having sex with the three of them, I was always masturbating while fantasizing having sex with them again and again. With us seldom having sex and every time we did, you became pregnant, I was always so very horny. With you always so busy with the kids and so tired at night, too tired to have sex, you always had an excuse why we couldn't have sex," he said. "Seemingly the only time you wanted me to give you sex was when you wanted another baby."
Seemingly he was looking to blame his infidelity on anyone and anything, including her mother, her sister, her best friend, and now the Catholic Church.
"With us Catholic and you unwilling to use birth control, you're birth control was abstention and my birth control was having sex with other, willing women. The least you could have done is blow me. The least you could have done is to allow me to cum in your mouth, even if you didn't swallow but spit it in a tissue but you wouldn't even do that for me," he said with sadness mixed with anger. "Our sex life was all about you and limited to you getting pregnant."
Seemingly he blamed his cheating ways on his wife because she was too tired from caring for three kids after cleaning the house and cooking. Yet, even he couldn't find justification enough for him to excuse his bad ways by blaming his sexual escapades on birth control.
"With us flashing one another for a couple of years, we never had sex or spoke about seeing one another naked. Then, one day, when you weren't home, always when you weren't home, and when Robin was in her bedroom naked with the blinds open and the light on, I opened my bedroom blind and turned on the light. I stripped myself naked and started masturbating myself over the sexy, naked sight of her," he said looking at Fiona.
Was she mad at him for having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend? He didn't know. As if she's his second conscience with her always talking to him and talking at him, she certainly wasn't talking now.
No longer able to hear her chastising voice in his head, it was as if her sweet voice had died. He didn't like not hearing her sweet voice talking to him in the way he always did. Not knowing what he'd do without her, for nearly fifty years, she's been telling him what to do, how to do it, what not to do, and how not to do that too.
Now, no doubt really angry with him, instead of yelling at him, she's giving him the silent treatment. For sure, he'd rather hear what she has to say about all that he's done rather than for her not to say anything. For sure, he'd rather hear how angry she is at him than for her to remain in silence. Her not talking was much worse than her screaming at him.



"A perversely perverted thing to do, I know, but I wanted her to see my erection. I wanted her to watch me cum. The next day, when you weren't home, always when you weren't home, and when she knew I was home alone, she did the same thing too," he said.
He paused to see if Fiona had any reaction to exposing his erection to her best friend while masturbating himself but just as she had no reaction to all that he said before, she had no reaction to all that he said now. Now, just wanting to get through his confession so that she'd hopefully forgive him for his sexual transgressions, he continued.
"This time, after she flashed me her naked body, she masturbated herself too with her blinds up and her bedroom light on while staring over at me masturbating myself. Then, after that, whenever you'd go out with your mother and/or sister or go over their houses, we'd masturbate ourselves together, a couple of times a week while we watched one another masturbate. With the timing right and the opportunity presenting itself, we didn't have sex until you were in the hospital having our third child," he said.
Pacing back and forth in front of her, he stopped to stare at her while waiting for her reaction to all that he confessed. With her not saying anything, thinking that perhaps she had forgiven him already, he was ready to ask for her forgiveness.
"I'm sorry Fiona. Really, I am. Can you ever find it in your heart to forgive me?"
* * * * *
John watched a pickup truck pull up in the distance. A tall man with blonde hair emerged from the truck. He recognized the man getting out of the truck as Jim, his best friend from years ago. He hasn't seen him in years, not since he abandoned Fiona and his kids for the bottle.
Fancy that, such an odd coincidence, Jim was carrying yellow roses too. Only, instead of just carrying one, yellow rose, he had a whole dozen, an entire bouquet. John wondered where Jim found yellow roses. Maybe he was seeing someone at the cemetery too. Only, as Jim neared and continued walking closer, John was more than a little uncomfortable that Jim was there when he wanted to be alone with his wife. With Fiona not talking, she still hadn't forgiven him yet.
"Hi John," said Jim offering him his hand. "It's been a long time."
John looked at Jim while watching him place his flowers by Fiona's tombstone.
"What are you doing here?"
Jim looked from the flowers that he leaned by Fiona's headstone to look down at John. He smiled uncomfortably at him before standing tall, as tall as his son Jimmy stood.
"Being that you were never around for her, I should ask you the same question," said Jim. "Being that it's Valentine's Day, the day of love, I thought I'd pay my respects to Fiona."
As if ready to do battle, with both of them falling silent, the two men looked at one another without saying anything until John broke their silence.
"That's nice of you but, I don't understand," said John. "What does love have to do with you visiting my deceased wife on Valentine's Day?"
Jim looked at him in the same way that John looked at Fiona before blurting out his confession.
"There's been something I've been wanting to tell you but after you disappeared for years, I never had the chance," said Jim.
John shot him a look of anger but Jim stood his ground and looked at him defiantly.
"What's that?"
Unlike in the way that John suspected Fiona already knew all that he told his wife, he had no idea what Jim wanted to tell him.
"With you always working, seldom home, and drunk when you were home, I've been there for Fiona when you weren't. After my Mary Kate died in that horrible car accident, Fiona was always there for me. For the past forty-five-years, I've always been in love with your wife and she's been in love with me," said Jim.
Jim looked at John looking to see his reaction to the information that his beloved wife had been sexually intimate with their neighbor.
"Is that so?"
John gave him an icy stare. No doubt, if he had a gun, he'd shoot his old friend dead. No doubt, had Fiona not already been dead, he'd shoot her dead too.
"With you never sober long enough to have an erection unless you were having sex with your mother-in-law, your sister-in-law, or your wife's best friend, your three children are all mine," he said.
John looked at Jim startled that he knew his secret of bedding his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend.
"Are you saying that Fiona knew that I had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend?"
Jim nodded at his old friend.
"Women can't keep a secret," said Jim with a shrug. "After a while, they all told her what you didn't tell her and what you should have told her years ago. Your wife was a good woman," said Jim. "Had she not been raised Catholic and believed divorce was a mortal sin, she would have divorced your drunken ass and married me."
Wishing he had a drink right now but glad that he didn't, John felt the anger welling up in him.
"I guess she didn't feel the same way about infidelity," said John. "Otherwise she would have kept her legs closed when around you. From what I see, you and my holier than thou wife broke two of the Ten Commandments, Commandment #6, Thou shall not commit adultery, Commandment #9, Thou shall not covet thy neighbor's wife," said John.
Jim gave his old friend a sardonic little grin.
"Kettle black," said Jim. "Only that goes triple for you. I guess we'll see one another in Hell but not Fiona. She's destined to go straight to Heaven," she Jim looking up to the sky as if he could see her suspended there in a cloud before he returned his focus to Fiona's tombstone.
As if waiting for John to take a punch at him, the two men remained silent while staring at Fiona's tombstone.
"You're right about that. Fiona was a good woman, the best. Definitely, she's in Heaven. And you're right that I should have told Fiona about my cheating ways. I should have come clean with Fiona long ago," said John.
John studied his old friend while thinking about taking him in his trust in the way he always did so very long ago.
"Only, a big part of me cheating is that Fiona seldom gave me sex. I'm embarrassed to confess that she never gave me oral sex to completion and on the rare occasion that she did, she never allowed me to cum in her mouth, not once, not ever. She only allowed me to cum on her tits," said John.
Not knowing why he was now telling his old friend all of that, he felt that he had to share his hurt and rejection with someone. Being that Jim was intimate with his wife and knew all that went on behind his closed bedroom doors, why not share his sexual secrets with him? Moreover, with Fiona dead, what did it matter now?
"Really? Seriously? Are you kidding me?" Jim seemed happy instead of surprised. "Fiona never allowed you to cum in her mouth?"
Jim looked at John with disbelief.
"Not once. Never," said John. "I guess she was too saintly for oral sex."
Instead of giving him his compassion, Jim gave John a big smile.
"Wow," said Jim. "How about that?"
John gave his old friend a questioning look.
"You seem happy to know that Fiona didn't blow me," said John now suspecting that she blew Jim.
Jim looked at his friend with a slick smile.
"That's odd because Fiona was always blowing me. She couldn't get enough of sucking my big cock. I can't even count how many times she not only allowed me to cum in her mouth but how many times she swallowed. While you were drinking barrels of beer, I must have unloaded a barrel full of cum in your wife's mouth over the years," said Jim.
Suddenly rage erased the guilty conscience that John should have felt but never did have when he was having sex with Fiona's mother, her sister, and her best friend. Now instead of feeling guilt, he felt anger that Fiona sucked Jim's cock and allowed him to cum in her mouth when she never allowed him to cum in her mouth.
"I wasn't positive at the time but with your children looking so very much like me, suspecting that they were all mine, I had the DNA testing done years ago," said Jim. "My DNA was a positive match and I raised them as my own after you abandoned them and disappeared for years in a drunken stupor in some flophouse somewhere. I have no idea how you still managed to keep your job and go to work every day," said Jim. "At least you did the right thing by giving them money and continuing to support them. I'll give you credit for that."
John looked up at Jim. A big man, as tall as his 6'5" son, Jim," it was then that John saw the resemblance of his children in Jim. Leaving naming the children to his wife, it was then that he realized that Fiona had named her son after Jim instead of after him. Why not, with Jim the father, why should she have named her son after him?
Something else he should have noticed years before, he didn't see until now. He was too drunk to see anything but to look for his next drink. No doubt, a good part of the reason for him drinking is he knew, deep down, that Fiona didn't love him and never loved him in the way that she obviously loved Jim.
"There's not much else to say other than thank you for stepping in for me," said John. "But the bottom line is whatever extramarital thing you had with my wife or think you had with Fiona, she didn't love you," boasted John to his friend if only to save face. "She never loved you. Until the day she died, she always loved me," he said.
Jim gave his old friend a sad look.
"Yeah, okay John. If you say that enough times to yourself, even you'll believe it," said Jim with a laugh.
How drunk could he have been not to notice Fiona carrying on with his best friend for years? Now instead of wanting his wife's forgiveness, John became enraged. He was hurt that Fiona wanted his best friend instead of him. He felt rejected that Fiona refused to give him the sex that he needed to stop drinking.
"Even though she can no longer speak for herself, other than in my head, she gives me subtle signs," said John pointing his finger at Jim. "I know she loved me. I know she still loves me. I know, even in death, she'll always love me and she'll never love you and will never love you in the way she'll always love me," said John walking away from his ex-friend.
With it raining for the past two days, it had been cloudy and threatening to rain all day again today when, suddenly, the sun parted the overcast sky and there was a big, bright beautiful rainbow behind Jim. A sunbeam shone down upon Jim's blonde head. When John stopped to look at Jim, his old friend looked as if he was wearing a halo. The rainbow position behind him illuminated his back to make him appear as if he had wings. As if he was an Angel personally chosen by God or by Fiona, being that he was still standing by her tombstone, Jim looked so blessed. He looked do holy. He looked so religious.
In watching his best friend standing there before his wife's tombstone, he suddenly felt so sad. Including the love of Fiona and the births of his children as their father, he had given up an awful lot for booze. Watching him from a distance, John stood there to watch Jim talking to Fiona. With Jim smiling and nodding his head as if Fiona was talking to him in the way she used to always talk to him, in the way that Fiona didn't answer him, he wondered if she had saved all of her words for Jim. With Jim talking and talking to her, he appeared to be having the conversation with his wife that he wanted to have but didn't have. Envious of his connection with Fiona, it was then that he was sad with everything that had transpired over the past fifty years.
As John walked back to his car, he felt bad that his beloved Fiona had abandoned him in the way that he had cheated on and abandoned her. He felt sad that she was intimate with another man, his best friend, Jim, of all men, when he thought that he was the one and only man in her life. He felt bad that the children he thought were his, were Jim's children. For the first time since he's known Fiona, always sensing it before, he now knew that she didn't love him. It was obvious that she loved Jim instead. Only, with her being Catholic and not believing in divorce, his dear, departed wife stayed with his drunken ass when she should have divorced him.
Perhaps had she divorced him, he would have taken up with her mother, her sister, or her best friend. Perhaps had he taken up with any of those three women, he wouldn't feel the need to drink and to get drunk. Perhaps, he would have been a better man without Fiona in his life. Still blaming everything on her, John still didn't accept the responsibility for his drinking and for his deplorable, sexual behavior.
Before getting in his car, now feeling so sad, so deceived, and so very rejected, he turned again to look at Jim. Resplendent with a halo and wings, Jim looked as if he was basking in a ray of sunshine that lit him up as if he was a religious apparition. Indeed, he looked as if he was a holy ghost. In the way he does whenever talking to Fiona, John looked up to the sky to see if his wife was there looking down at him just as a bird, a pigeon, shit on his head.
THE END
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*
A huge Valentine's Day surprise, Donald not only discovers his mother's sexy secret but also uses her sexy secret against her and to his sexual benefit.
"Mom?" Donald leaned over the downstairs banister to look up at where he thought, hoped, and imagined his mother was standing.
He's had some luck in the past with looking around the banister and up the stairs without her seeing him and catching him peeping on her. Normally, when he calls her, she'll come to the top of the stairs and stand there while looking down to see what he wants. Most times, before she realizes he's there looking up at her, he'll get what he's looking to see, a flash of his mother's panties up her short skirt. If only she knew that he was calling her just to see her panties, she'd be pissed. If only she knew he was sexually attracted to her, she'd bring him to a psychiatrist to have his head examined.
Wishing his sexual fantasies were her sexual fantasies too and more his realities, he wished she'd come to the stairs while wearing her short nightgown without panties. If she did, instead of flashing him her panties, she'd be flashing him her naked pussy. Only, with her being so modestly moral, she always wears a robe over her nightgown. Only, this time, instead of calling her to hopefully see an up skirt view of her panties, he was calling her because he needed her to move her car.
As if she was his pet dog, this time, when she didn't come to the top of the stairs when he called her and when he didn't see her, he spoke louder for his voice to carry to wherever she was upstairs. A big old, Victorian house with lots of furniture, rugs, and draperies making for an acoustical sound barrier, voices didn't carry very well from one room to the next never mind from one floor to the next. Just as horny for his mother as he was sexually frustrated by her lack of sexual interest, he wished his mother was as sexually attracted to him as he was to her.
"Mom?"
Listening intently for her response, instead he heard the upstairs shower when he didn't hear her acknowledge him. As if a bunch of horny, wet commandos, he envied the water seeing her naked and sliding down her naked body before disappearing down the drain. Wishing she had emerged from the shower to answer him and was standing at the top of the stairs naked, he listened for his mother's response. Just once, he'd love to see his mother in her bra and panty. Just once he'd love to see his mother topless. Just once he'd love to see his mother naked. Just once, he'd love to catch her by surprise to see her reaction to him seeing something of her that he shouldn't see. After a pause, he heard her muffled voice through the closed bathroom door and over the shower.
"I'm in the shower Donnie," said Elizabeth from the upstairs bathroom.
Shit, wishing she had hung up her car keys on a hook by the door in the kitchen where they belong and are readily available, already late for work, he really didn't have time to wait until she finished showering for her to give him her car keys. For him to be at work on time, he needed to move her car now for him not to be late for work. More than that, horny and sexually frustrated, he woke up late and didn't even have time to masturbate over imagining his mother naked while having sex with her.
Something he routinely does every morning and every night, masturbating over his sexy mother relaxes him as much as it sexually excites him. If he didn't masturbate himself to alleviate the sexual tension he felt, he'd probably make an inappropriate, sexual move on his mother. The only thing that stopped him from touching, feeling, and kissing his mother was the wadded up tissue in his hand that gave evidence to how much he sexually wanted his mother.
Already stressed out from rushing to get ready for work and to leave on time, he imagined the traffic jam he'd face with him being late now. With no one to blame but himself, he had a feeling that it was going to be one of those days. Further delaying him, now he must move her car, park her car, and come back inside to deposit her car keys before finally leaving for work. Already late leaving, he'll never get to work on time. If he had any excuse not to go in, he'd take the day off, call in sick, and stay home with his mother. With this her day off, he'd love nothing more than to spend some private, alone time with his mother.
Suddenly, in the way he imagined whenever masturbating himself, he had a sexy image of his mother standing behind the thin shower curtain naked. She was so pretty. She was so sexy. Maybe now with something important enough to tell her, this was a good time to barge in the bathroom on her without knocking. Only, even though he'd love to suddenly invade her privacy with the hopes of catching her naked, he couldn't do that and wouldn't do that to his mother. What kind of perversely perverted monster of a son would he be to embarrass her in that way? She'd be so humiliated if he ever caught her without her clothes. Only, if nothing else and if nothing more than masturbation fodder, he enjoyed thinking that he would barge in the bathroom to catch her naked.
"I'm late for work and your car is blocking mine," he said louder for her to hear him over the water.
Her car blocking his car wouldn't have been a problem had she hung up her car keys on the key hook and if he wasn't already running late already. Still leaning over the banister to hear her response, while imagining her walking from the bathroom to the top of the stairs dripping wet while naked, he listened while looking up at the top of the empty staircase. As if she was standing there without a towel, he imagined her standing there naked and looking down at him with as much incestuous, sexual lust for him as he had for her.
Only, with his hormones driving him wild with incestuous sexual desire for his mother, he knew that she'd never want him in the sexual way that he wanted her. If only she did, they'd already be having sex. If only she did, he could only imagine the sexual fun they'd have.
Just an exciting, incestuous, sexual fantasy that he enjoyed having, he wondered if his mother masturbated and if she did, he wondered what it was that sexually excited her enough for her to masturbate. He wondered if she masturbated over seeing him naked and having sex with him in the way that he masturbated over seeing her naked and having sex with her. Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy that he enjoyed having, he didn't think his mother masturbated over him or over anyone. She wasn't a sexual slut in the way that he was an incestuous pervert.
"Sorry Donald," she said in the distance over the sound of the shower and behind the close, bathroom door.
Sorry Donald? Is that all she has to say for herself when he's late for work? He'd like to give her something for her to be sorry. Something he'd never do but sexually enjoyed thinking that he'd do, he imagined barging in her bathroom, pushing open the shower curtain, and pulling her wet, naked body out by her hair. He imagined sitting on the toilet, bending her over his knee, and paddling her naked ass while touching her and feeling her where a son should never touch and feel his mother. God, if he wasn't horny before, he was horny now with the thought of seeing his mother naked and spanking her naked ass while touching and feeling her everywhere.
"This is for parking your car behind my car and blocking me. This is for not hanging up your car keys. This is so you'll never forget and will always remember never to block my car and to hang up your car keys," he imagined saying to his mother. "It's because of you that I'm late."
Then, to really teach her a lesson that she'd never soon forget, he imagined pushing her down to her knees and stuffing his cock in her mouth. Oh, yeah, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to blow him. With a heavy hand to the back of her pretty head, he imagined forcing her to blow him. After she sucked him, he imagined bending her over the bathroom sink and fucking her like a dog.
He couldn't count how many incestuous, sexual fantasies he's had of barging in his mother's bathroom while she was showering and pushing open the shower curtain while she was standing there naked. While holding her in place, he couldn't count how many incestuous, sexual fantasies he's had of pulling up her short skirt or lifting up her bathrobe covered nightgown when she was standing at the sink and doing the dishes in the kitchen. He wondered what she'd say if he pulled up her skirt to expose her panties or lifted up her bathrobe and nightgown to expose her naked ass.
He wondered what she'd do if he did sexually violate and physically assault her in such an incestuous way. He couldn't count how many times he's imagined fucking her from behind while reaching around her to fondle her big tits and finger her erect nipples. Only, other than just a sexual fantasy, he couldn't do any of those things. She was his mother and he was her son. If she couldn't trust him to feel safe when around him, then who can she trust?
Only, even though he incestuously, sexually fantasized about barging in his mother's bathroom and pushing open the shower curtain, he'd never invade her privacy in that way. Even though he's incestuously, sexually fantasized of spanking his mother's naked ass, he'd never humiliated his mother in that invasively, violating way. Even though he's imagined forcing her to her knees and making her suck him, he'd never force his mother to blow him. Even though he's incestuously, sexually fantasized of lifting his mother's short skirt or her nightgown, pulling down her panties, and bending her over the sink to fuck her like a dog, he'd never do that either.
Nonetheless, it was sexually exciting to imagine doing all of those things while he masturbated himself. As if masturbation was his magic elixir and his necessary pill to take, feeling much like Dr. Hyde before finding sexual relief from masturbation, he felt more like Dr. Jekyll as soon as he ejaculated the cum that he had for his mother in a tissue. Alas, with him the incestuous pervert in the family, with him relegated to masturbating over imagining his mother naked and having sex with him, he only wished his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
Nonetheless how he felt about her and how she didn't feel about him, his mind was always preoccupied with him having sex with her. If only she'd showed the sexual interest in him that he had for her, he'd be so happy. If only she'd flash him her naked body in the way that he'd love to flash her his naked body, he'd never have to imagine what she looks like naked again.
With him finally having something seemingly important to tell her, that her car was blocking his car, his reason for imagining himself barging in the bathroom, suddenly he wished he had the nerve to barge in the bathroom on her while she was showering. He wondered what she'd say if he did. He wondered what she'd do if he opened her bathroom door and stepped inside while she was naked behind that thin, plastic shower curtain. He wondered her reaction to him throwing open the shower curtain to reward himself with the naked sight of her. He wished he had the nerve to barge in her bathroom when she was showering or barge in her bedroom when she was dressing or undressing.
If only he could see his mother in her bra and panty, he'd be so happy. Just once, he'd love to see her topless. If only he could see her naked, he'd have something more to masturbate over for the rest of his life. Only, he didn't dare barge in her bathroom while she was showering or barge in her bedroom while she was dressing or undressing. He respected her privacy in the way that she respected his privacy.
Nonetheless his self-control from barging in on her when she's in the bathroom naked or when she's in her bedroom undressing or dressing, he wished he could see her in her underwear, topless, and/or naked. His perverted imagination has always been filled and preoccupied with the sight of her without her clothes. He wished he had stood by her bathroom door listening while waiting to hear the shower curtain being pulled away before barging in the bathroom. As if she was a deer caught in headlights or caught by a battery of Paparazzi cameras, he imagined catching her naked before she had a chance to cover herself with her hands and forearm and/or reach for her towel.
He imagined seeing his mother's big, bare breasts and her dripping wet pussy. Would she be embarrassed and try to cover her nakedness with her hand, forearm, and/or towel, or would she brazenly stand there showing him her naked body in the way that he longed to see her naked body? Knowing her, much like the Japanese women in the videos he's watched of men stealing their skirts, she'd squat down in the bathtub to deny him from seeing any part of her. Knowing her, she'd scream at him to get out and go away. Knowing her, she'd be so very mad at him that she'd ask him to leave her house.
Tits and pussy for cock, in the way that she sometimes barges in on him when he's in his room masturbating and in the way that he loves exposing his erect cock to her, he'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked too. A longtime sexual fantasy of his, as long as she made it appear accidental, now that he thought more about it, he wondered if his mother would enjoy exposing her naked body to him in the way that he'd love to see her naked body. He wondered if his mother would enjoy seeing his naked body in the way that he'd love to expose his naked body. Only, somewhat of a prude, he knew that his mother wouldn't be interested in that type of inappropriate, incestuous, sexual behavior.
She's not an incestuous whore and she's not a perverted slut. He's the one with the perversely twisted, inappropriately incestuous, misdirected, and misguided thoughts about seeing his mother without her clothes. While masturbating himself with the thoughts of his mother naked, he's the one who has the same incestuous, sexual fantasies of having sex with his mother's naked body over and again. If only she shared his lust in having incestuous sex, he'd be so happy. If only she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, he couldn't imagine anything better then him having sex with his mother.
"It's okay," he said suddenly wishing again that he could stay home with his mother on her day off to play tickle and tease and/or flash and peek.
With tomorrow Valentine's Day, the day of love and sex, he'd love nothing more than to stay home and in bed with his mother. Only, regardless of tomorrow being Valentine's Day, he knew she'd never participate in playing any sexy, sexual games with him, her own son. Oh, how happy he'd be, if only she was as incestuously, sexually attracted to him in the way that he was incestuously, sexually attracted to her. He wished she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. He'd love nothing more than to play strip poker with her. That's not only one card game that he'd love to win but also that's one card game that he wouldn't mind losing. He'd love nothing more than to sleep in the same bed with her.
With tomorrow Valentine's Day and with him trying to find any excuse to justify him taking the day off from work to stay home with his mother, if he called in sick, maybe he could take her to lunch and/or buy her flowers, red roses for Valentine's Day. If there was any woman that he wanted to make his sexy Valentine, it was his mother. If there was any woman that he loved, he loved his mother. If there was any woman that he'd love to make love to and have sex with, it was his MILF of a mother, Elizabeth, Liz, Lizzy, and Beth. Only, just as he wished that sexy scenario would happen, him making love to and/or having sex with his mother on Valentine's Day, would never happen. He knew it wasn't normal for a son harbor those sexual thoughts for his mother. He knew he wasn't normal to be so preoccupied with wanting to see his mother naked while masturbating over the thoughts of seeing his mother naked.
Then, wishing he was upstairs ready to burst through the bathroom door, he heard the familiar sound of the shower curtain being slid across the shower rod from downstairs. A familiar sound, his heart fell and his cock hardened when he heard the sound of the shower curtain. As if he could clearly see her, he imagined his mother standing in the bathtub naked. Even though he had no idea what she looked like naked, as if he could clearly see her, he imagined her big tits, her areolas, her nipples, and her trimmed brown pussy. As if she was suddenly unable to dry herself, he imagined her not only asking him but also allowing him to dry her naked body with a towel while touching and feeling her everywhere.
Maybe he so clearly heard the shower curtain being pulled across the rod because he was listening for the sound of the shower curtain being pulled across the rod while envisioning her standing there naked. With him dripping with incestuous, sexual desire for her, he imagined his mother standing there naked and dripping wet with water. As if he was her loyal dog, another one of his sexual fantasies he had while masturbating over her, he'd love to lick every drop of water from his mother's naked body. Being the helpful son that he is, at the very least, he'd love to dry her naked, wet body with a towel while touching her and feeling his mother where no son should ever touch and feel their mother.
Unable to prevent the image of her standing in the bathtub naked from taking hold of his perverse imagination, he enjoyed the naked vision of her that consumed him with horniness, that hardened his cock with incestuous lust, and that made him want to masturbate. Already late for work, now with the thoughts of his mother naked in the bathroom with only a mere closed door blocking him from nirvana and a thin shower curtain concealing her naked body, he wished he had the time to masturbate himself. With the sound of the sliding shower curtain inspiring his sexual thoughts, he imagined his mother standing there naked before reaching for her towel. He imagined his mother drying her naked, shapely body.
Now he wished he had installed a pinhole camera somewhere in the bathroom to watch her on his computer monitor. He'd love nothing more than to see her naked. He'd love nothing more than to watch her dry her wet body while he masturbated to the sexy sight of her tits, her ass, and her pussy. Only, even he couldn't invade and violate his mother in such a perversely perverted way. Even though he's consumed with the thoughts of seeing her naked and having sex with her, he still had the common decency enough to respect her privacy.
Already consumed with incestuous, sexual lust for his mother and with it so very early in the morning, how hot would that be to watch his mother drying her naked body while he masturbated over the naked sight of her? Suddenly feeling hornier than he normally is and hornier than he's ever been, he wished he had taken the time to masturbate this morning over imagining his mother naked and while fantasizing over having sex with her naked body. Even though he knew seeing his mother naked and/or having sex with her naked body would never happen, at least he had his sexual fantasies to satisfy his sexual frustration that he had when thinking of his mother naked and having sex with her.
Only, just once, if for nothing more than masturbation fodder, he'd love to see his mother topless. Just once, he'd love to see his mother naked. He'd give and/or do anything to see her big, naked tits and her dark brown pussy. At the very least, he'd love to see her in her bra and panty. Only something that would never happen, all that he had was his perversely perverted imagination.



In the way that she flagrantly cavorts around him in the backyard in her bikini in the summertime, just once, he wished she'd walk around him in her sheer panty and sexy bra in the house. If she sashays around him in her bikini outside, why doesn't she parade around him in her panties and bra inside? He didn't understand what the difference was. If she was comfortable walking around him in her barely there bikini, why was she so modestly shy about walking around him in her underwear? She was just as covered in her barely there bikini as she was in her sexy lingerie.
With her being such a modest Christian woman, other than seeing accidental, occasional up skirts peeks of her panties, and accidental, occasional down blouse views of her cleavage and bra, she's always been so morally modest around him. After reading all of those sexy, incestuous stories about mothers having sex with their sons online, he wish his mother wanted to have incestuous sex with him as much as he wanted to have incestuous sex with her. After watching so very many mother and son incestuous, sexual videos online, seemingly mother and son sex is everywhere but here in his house. As long as a mother and son were adults and the sex was consensual, he didn't see anything wrong with having sex with his mother. Only, in the way that he wanted to have sex with her, she'd never have sex with him.
He realized that many of the mother and son online videos were fake and staged but some of them looked so very real, especially the Russian and the Japanese ones. Yet, if they were real, why was there a cameraman recording all of the sexual action? Maybe incestuous sex happens far less than he thinks it does. Maybe incestuous sex is nothing more than a sexual fantasy that many men have when thinking about their mothers naked and while imagining having sex with them. He wondered if mothers sexually thought about their sons in the way that sons sexually thought about their mothers.
"You'll have to move my car Donnie," said Elizabeth jolting him from his sexual fantasy when she opened the bathroom door and talked louder, undoubtedly for him to hear her.
Forget about hearing her, he wished he could see her. As soon as he heard the bathroom door open and as soon as he heard his mother's sweet voice, he wondered if she was standing there naked with the bathroom door wide open or ajar enough for him to see her tits. With her being so modest and morally shy about taking care not to expose her naked body to him, no doubt, she was standing there with a towel wrapped around her shoulder length, brown hair with another towel tightly wrapped around her shapely naked body. He wished he had the forethought to run upstairs and stand in front of the bathroom before she opened the door. Then, when she opened the bathroom door to call down to him, surprising and shocking the shit out of her, he'd be standing there ready to see whatever she was showing. Perhaps, he'd even see her topless and/or naked.
Maybe when she opened the bathroom door to speak to him, he would have seen something of his mother's naked body to inspire his masturbation session. Maybe when she opened the bathroom door to speak to him, he would have seen her without her towel. Maybe when she opened the bathroom door to speak to him, he would have seen her topless and/or naked. Maybe when he saw her topless or naked, that would have sexually aroused her enough for her to want to have sex with him. Nah, his mother would never have sex with him in the way he'd love to have sex with her. Surely, it would take much more than him seeing his mother's topless or naked body to sexually arouse her enough to have sex with him.
"Where are your car keys?"
Yelling his question louder for her to hear over her hairdryer, he waited while listening for her response.
"They're in my pocketbook," she said.
* * * * *
They're in her pocketbook? As if he was a burglar given the secret combination to a safe, his mother just gave him permission to go through her pocketbook. With her pocketbook a sacred place, her purse was always off limits to his snooping eyes and his invading hands. A first time for everything, Donald has never been allowed and/or invited to go through his mother's purse. Always she grabs her pocketbook and guards her purse in the way that a quarterback and/or running back protects the football. He could only imagine the hidden secrets contained within a woman's purse. He could only imagine what his mother has hidden in her purse.
In the way that he has an old condom, and folded photos of Kate Upton and Scarlett Johansson in his wallet, God only knows what his mother has hidden and tucked away in her pocketbook. With her giving him permission to fish through her pocketbook, he was about to find out what was really in there besides her car keys, wallet, and makeup. He was about to discover why her pocketbook weighed more than ten pounds and his wallet barely weighed 10 ounces. He was about to discover why she's always so protective of her purse.
With his imagination and sexual lust for his mother getting the better of him, he imagined finding a pair of her used panties that he could touch, feel, fondle, and sniff. He imagined finding a pair of handcuffs, a blindfold, and wrist and ankle ties for when his mother felt sexually kinky. Imagining her with her panties down around her ankles and her knees spread far apart while she sat on the toilet, he imagined finding a vibrator in her pocketbook for when she's feeling horny at work. Imagining her purse contained a dildo, maybe she walks around with one in her pussy or in her ass while she's working and while thinking of having sex with him or with someone else.
Forget about finding anything sexual in his mother's purse, with her somewhat of a prude, he seriously doubted if his mother even masturbated. Only, imagining that she did, everyone masturbates including his mother. He'd love nothing more to watch her masturbate while she watched him masturbate. Surely, if his mother wouldn't have incestuous sex with him, maybe they could mutually masturbate. As long as they didn't touch one another but just watched one another masturbating, that's not incest is it? Perhaps mutual masturbation is deemed incestuous but what harm would it be to see her with her fingers in her pussy while she watched him with his hand around his cock?
What the Hell is wrong with him? How dare he think that of his mother in that depraved sexual way? He's been watching way too many X-rated videos. Probably more the case, while imagining her in her sexy bra and panty, topless, and/or naked, maybe she has sexy photos of herself hidden in her purse that she sends to men on that dating site, Finding Mr. Right. He'd love nothing better than to find some sexy cheesecake photos of his mother in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked.
'Wow!'
It's better that she's spending time finding Mr. Right on the Finding Mr. Right dating site that's supposedly filled with nice men instead of spending time finding Mr. Wrong on the opposite dating site, Finding Mr. Wrong, filled with liars, cheaters, married men, and bad boys. Yet, perhaps if his mother was a tattooed, bourbon drinking, wild woman, dating bad men, riding on the back of a motorcycle, coming home drunk and/or high, she'd be more agreeable to having incestuous sex with him. Only, his mother wasn't a wild woman. If anything, she was a kind woman.
Other than the occasional glass of wine, ever since she passed out drunk on her 40th birthday, she didn't drink. Moreover, giving her a headache, she hates motorcycles. If he was to describe her as anything, he'd start with her being a good woman, a God fearing woman, and a Christian woman who attends church every Sunday. Alas, if only she was a wild woman, he'd be so happy.
Now with his mother giving him permission to go through her purse, instead of looking for her car keys, he looked for nude photos of her. Something he's always been preoccupied doing but having never been successful in finding any, he was on a mission to find provocative and/or naked photos of his mother. Having gone through her drawers, her closets, the cellar, and the attic, he's never found anything sexually provocative of his mother. The one last place he's never looked was her pocketbook. How hot would that be to come across a stash of her hidden naked photos?
Everyone has naked photos of themselves, if only from their younger and wilder days, no doubt even his mother has sexy photos of herself. He'd love nothing more than to see a topless and/or naked photo of his mother when she was his age. He'd love nothing more than to see a topless and/or naked photo of her now. Instead of a topless and/or naked photo, he'd settle for a photo of her in her in her bra and panty.
Wishing he was a computer geek, he wished he knew the password to her computer or knew how to hack her hard drive. With him hoping to find some naughty, sexy, cheesecake photos of his mother, he searched through her purse. With him now looking through every hidden compartment and even her wallet, he imagined finding photos of his mother in her sexy bra and panties. He imagined finding topless photos of his mother's big tits. He imagined finding naked photos, photos that he imagined she sent to men on that Finding Mr. Right dating site. He imagined seeing several photos of her tits, her ass, and her pussy. Only, no such luck. Obviously, in the way that he was a pervert, his mother was a saint.
With him knowing his mother better than that, she'd never send strange men photos of her nearly naked or naked body. She's not like that at all. She's a good, kind, modest, and moral woman and he's an incestuous pervert. How dare he put his sexual wants and needs on his mother? How dare he think that she sexually wants him in the way that he sexually wants her? Obviously, sadly, and sexually frustratingly, in the way that he sexually wants her, she doesn't sexually want him.
"Damn, why couldn't I have a normal mother, a mother who likes sex and a mother who wants, lusts, and fantasizes having sex with me in the way that I sexually fantasize over having sex with her?
Why couldn't my mother be more incestuously sexual like one of those mothers who parade around their horny sons in a skimpy robe or a sheer nightgown with nothing underneath? Why couldn't my mother tease me and tempt me with her sexy body in the way I imagine her teasing me and tempting me when I'm masturbating and imagining her teasing and tempting me? Why couldn't my mother seduce me in the way that I'd love to seduce her? I wish my mother was as horny as I am all of the time, maybe then she'd give me incestuous sex. If she gave me sex, maybe then, I wouldn't be masturbating as much as I do."
Yet, even better than finding her worn panties to feel, fondle, and sniff, he found something much better than finding handcuffs, a blindfold, and wrist and ankle ties. Even better than finding her vibrator or her dildo, he found something much better than finding her masturbation toys. Even better than finding some semi-naked and naked photos of his mother, he found something way better than finding visual naked proof of his mother's hot body. At first not making the connection, then when he did make the connection, he couldn't believe the secret, sexual treasure he found in his mother's purse.
Before finding her car keys, he found a brochure tucked down at the very bottom of her purse. Surely, how could finding a brochure possibly best finding her worn panties, her handcuffs and blindfold, her vibrator and her dildo, and/or semi-naked and naked photos of his mother? Wondering what it was that she had buried at the bottom of her purse, it was a brochure, a mere colorful pamphlet. He pulled it out and read it.
* * * * *
"Mothers & Sons Anonymous. Mothers & Sons Anonymous? What the Hell is this? Why would she have this in her pocketbook? Why would she have hidden this in her pocketbook? As if she's ashamed of it and was hiding it, why would she have this buried at the bottom of her purse? I don't get it."
Hoping for the best while thinking of the worst of his mother, he couldn't even begin to imagine his mother being as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her. If she was as sexually attracted to him in the way that he was sexually attracted to her, and with them having sex every day, even twice a day, what a sexual pair they'd make. Yet, now, with him finding this hidden pamphlet, the only reason he could fathom why she'd have and hide something like this was that maybe his mother is an incestuous slut and a wicked whore who wants to have incestuous sex with him, her son. Maybe with his wicked incestuous thoughts passed on to him from his mother and with incest is in his genes, he wanting to have sex with his mother is not his fault. Maybe in the way that he needs professional help in controlling his incestuous, sexual addiction to her, she sought out Mothers & Sons Anonymous because she needs help in controlling her incestuous, sexual addiction to him.
"Oh, my God, how hot would that be if my mother sexually wanted me as much as I sexually want her? Wow!"
With him having always been sexually attracted to his mother for as far back as he could remember, now he wondered if she was as sexually attracted to him as he was to her. Now with him finding this Mothers & Sons Anonymous pamphlet, seemingly her sexual attraction to him was her secret, sexy, incestuous problem too. Obviously his mother is sexually attracted to him enough for her to seek professional help in going to Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings. Moreover, the fact that he now knows her secret and her sexy, incestuous problem, maybe he can finally have some hot fun with his mother by teasing her with his naked body and tempting her with his hard, erect cock.
"Nah, my mom's not an incestuous slut," he said not believing that his mother was just as perversely twisted as he was. "She's not a wicked whore. She's not trailer trash like all of those women who appeared on Jerry Springer and who publically tell everyone that they had incestuous sex with their blood relatives. She's a good woman. She's not like that," he said believing that she wasn't while hoping that she was. "Is she? She must be and incestuous slut to have this pamphlet in her purse and for her to be attending this Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings."
Putting her sexual interest to the test, he imagined a sexy, incestuous scenario where he arranged for his friends to wear ski masks and barge in their house. The start of something unstoppable, he imagined them forcing his mother to have sex with him. Yet, not wanting his friends to know that he wanted to have sex with his mother and/or that he had sex with his mother, knowing how horny his friends were, as horny as he is, they'd want to have sex with his mother too. Now that he knows her incestuous secret, he'll have to think of a better way to get her in bed without her knowing that he snooped through her pocketbook and found her Mothers & Sons Anonymous brochure. It's one thing for him to go through her purse to retrieve her car keys but it's quite another thing for him to go through every personal and private thing in her purse while looking for naked photos and instead finding this brochure of incest instead.
Yet, giving her the benefit of the doubt, maybe the pamphlet belongs to someone else. Maybe she found the pamphlet somewhere. Maybe the pamphlet was randomly handed to her by someone on the street. Maybe Mothers & Sons Anonymous isn't a sexual thing but more of a moral support meeting where mothers gather to talk about their sons and/or where sons gather to discuss their mothers. Yeah, of course, that's it. Being that she's been a single mother for years, she goes there for emotional support. Then, he laughed, perhaps with her knowing how insanely, incestuously, sexually attracted he is to her, perhaps she brought the pamphlet home for him.
"Nah, if she brought the pamphlet home for me, she would have given it to me and not hidden it in the bottom of her pocketbook."
He wondered if this applied to daughters too. Maybe they have a mother and daughter chapter of Mothers & Sons Anonymous. For those mothers who have are sexually attracted to their daughters and/or for those daughters who are sexually attracted their mothers maybe they have Mothers & Daughters Anonymous instead of Mothers & Sons Anonymous. Maybe as well as a Mothers & Sons Anonymous, they have a Fathers & Sons Anonymous chapter and a Fathers & Daughters Anonymous chapter too.
"Wow! Seemingly incest is everywhere and maybe now, even here in his house and in his mother's bedroom," he said out loud.
Giving her the benefit of the doubt again, maybe Mothers & Sons Anonymous has nothing to do with incestuous sex but is a place where mothers and/or sons go when feeling troubled, confused, anxious, and/or depressed. Then, opening his eyes, instead of just looking at the pictures on the cover of the brochure, a real mind blower and a real eye opener in shocking the shit out of him, he started reading the literature inside of the pamphlet. If he was to believe what was within the brochure, Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings weren't for mothers and/or sons who felt troubled, confused, anxious, or depressed. Just as he first suspected, Mothers & Sons Anonymous was for mothers and/or sons who were sexually and incestuously attracted to one another.
"Oh my God! Wow! Holy shit. Are you kidding me? I don't believe this," he said out loud for only himself to hear. "My mother wants me. My mother really wants me. My mother wants me sexually. My mother really wants me bad enough for her to attend Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings to control her sexual, incestuous impulses. Fuck me. No way! I don't believe this."
He couldn't believe his eyes. He couldn't believe what he was reading. With him downstairs alone and with his mother still in the bathroom upstairs drying her hair with the overly loud hair dryer, he silently read the front cover of the brochure to himself for him to believe it before opening it to read more. Even after reading the front cover, he still couldn't believe that she had something like his squirreled away in her purse. He needed to read the contents within for him to make sense of it all.
* * * * *
If what he's reading is what he thinks he's reading, Donald discovered that his mother is as incestuously and sexually attracted to him as he's incestuously and sexually attracted to her. With each sexually, incestuous question in the pamphlet more sexually and incestuously probing and revealing than the next sexually, incestuous question, he read a series of questions out loud while silently thinking the answers to the questions to himself.
Question #1: "Are you sexually attracted to your mother?"
As if this pamphlet could read his mind, he couldn't believe the first, probing question. Fuck yeah! According to Shakespeare and Freud what son isn't attracted to their mother? What son doesn't want to murder their father to have sex with their mother?
Only with his mother making a mistake by getting pregnant at 19-years-old with him and never marrying the man who impregnated her, he has no idea who or where his father is. Something his mother never shared the full details of what happened after he was conceived and something that his mother obviously doesn't know, he has no idea if his father is married to another woman or if he's even dead. For all that he knows his mother may have even been raped by the man and with her Catholic upbringing and not believing in abortion, he's alive today because of her religion. Only, if his father was a rapist and perhaps in jail, the fact remains that he's his father's son. Perhaps the reason why he sexually wants his mother is because he's just as sexually twisted as was his father.



What if her rapist was her brother, her father, or her uncle? Perhaps that would explain not only why she never talked about his father but also the reason for his incestuous connection to his mother. With him not a psychiatrist and with him not knowing the background of his mother's pregnancy, he didn't know. He could only imagine. With him thinking his mother was raped by one of her blood relatives was just his imaginative speculation of what may have happened.
Yet, with the obstacle of his father out of his way, in that regard his mother is single and available. As long as they're both were ready and willing to have sex with one another, ideally, his mother is free to have sex with him and he's free to have sex with her. Moreover, now that he knows she sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her, other than some stupid Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings getting in the way of them having sex, what's to stop them from having sex? Public opinion? Socially unacceptable norms, qualms, and peccadillos? In his own house with him king of his castle and with her his hoped for queen, no one knows that they do behind closed bedroom doors.
Question #2: "Are you sexually attracted to your adult son?"
Now there's the million dollar question he's been asking himself for years. With him having serious doubts of her being sexually attracted to him before, obviously he knew that she's sexually attracted to him now. For her to have this pamphlet hidden at the bottom of her pocketbook, obviously his mother is as sexually and incestuously attracted to him as he's always been sexually and incestuously attracted to her.
"Wow!"
In the way that she looks at him with love, now he wondered if he misread her look. Maybe she's not only looking at him with motherly love but also with sexual lust, incestuous, sexual lust. Maybe she wants to make love to him and suck him as much as he wants to fuck her and lick her. Excited to have found this pamphlet, he eagerly read the next question.
Question #3: "Have you had sexually incestuous, inappropriate thoughts in wanting to have sex with your mother?"
"Wow! Holy shit! I don't believe this. Duh?"
Already asked and answered. He has had and is still having sexually inappropriate thoughts in wanting to have incestuous sex with his mother. Every day, numerous times a day, and especially when he's masturbating, he has sexually, incestuous, inappropriate thoughts about his mother naked and giving him hot sex right up and until he's cumming.
Question #4: "Have you had sexually incestuous, inappropriate thoughts in wanting to have sex with your adult son?"
In the way that he routinely masturbates himself over the thoughts of seeing his mother naked and/or having sex with her naked body, now he envisioned his mother masturbating herself over the imagined thoughts of seeing him naked and/or having sex with his naked body. Never thinking that his mother masturbated at all before but after reading this pamphlet he suspected that she masturbated now. Wouldn't that be something if she masturbated herself over the thoughts of seeing him naked and having sex with him in the way that he masturbates over seeing her naked and having sex with her? For his mother to have this Mothers & Sons Anonymous pamphlet buried at the very bottom of her purse, she must be having the same sexually and incestuously inappropriate thoughts in wanting to have sex with him that he's having in wanting to have sex with her. With them both on the same sexual, incestuous page, how hot is that?
Question #5: "Are your days consumed with incestuous thoughts of having incestuous sex with your mother?"
"Duh?"
Again, already asked and answered, he has incestuous thoughts of his mother all the time. Not only are his days consumed with incestuous thoughts of seeing his mother naked and having sex with his mother but also his mornings and nights are too. He'd love nothing more than to see, feel, and touch his mother's beautiful body while having incestuous sex with his MILF of a mother.
Whenever he masturbates, which is at least twice every day, he thinks of feeling his mother through her clothes while kissing her, French kissing her. Then, when he's not thinking of feeling her through her clothes while kissing her, he thinks of slowly undressing her. He thinks of seeing his mother in her bra and panties. He thinks of seeing his mother topless. He thinks of stripping his mother naked. He thinks of seeing his mother naked. He thinks of touching and feeling his naked mother while kissing his naked mother, French kissing his naked mother, and making out with his naked mother before having hot sex with his naked mother.
Whenever he masturbates, which is all the time, he imagines himself having sex with his mother. He imagines feeling his mother's big tits while fingering her erect nipples before sucking her big nipples. He imagines rubbing his mother's clit and fingering his mother's pussy while passionately kissing her. He imagines himself positioned between his mother's shapely thighs and rubbing her clit while fingering and licking her pussy.
He imagines giving his mother an orgasm with his fingers and another orgasm with his mouth. He'd love to know what his mother looks like and sounds like when having an orgasm. Then, after he gives her an orgasm or two, he imagines his mother positioned on her knees while stroking his cock before sucking his cock. Then, once making him hard enough with her hand and with her mouth, he imagines her allowing him to mount her.
With his mother positioning his cock inside of her pussy with her hand, he imagines making sweet love to his mother before fucking his mother and pounding her pussy really hard, hard enough to make her cum again. After he fucks her, after she cums, and after she rejuvenates herself from the afterglow of sex, he imagines her sucking his cock while stroking his cock. He imagines putting a gentle hand to the back of her brown, pretty head and humping her mouth and fucking her face while playing with her tits and fingering her nipples. Finally, he imagines cumming in her mouth and her swallowing his cum. Oh, yeah, he's consumed with incestuous thoughts for his mother.
Question #6: "Are your days consumed with incestuous thoughts of having incestuous sex with your son?"
He can only hope her days are consumed with incestuous thoughts of having incestuous sex with him. With him consumed with incestuous thoughts for his mother and with him wishing he was having incestuous sex with his mother, this brochure could easily apply to him as much as it applies to her. Now that he knows such a place exists, if he wanted to curb his incestuous thoughts, he should be attending these Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings with his mother. Yet, before he attended any Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, in the way that an alcoholic must abuse alcohol before being deemed an alcoholic, he'd want to experience having sex with his mother first.
Most definitely, in the way that he's consumed with incestuous thoughts for his mother, maybe he needs to have sex with her first to determine the extent of his sexual and incestuous attraction to his mother. Then, if their sexual and incestuous addiction to one another is a serious enough problem, then maybe he should be attending these meetings with her. Only, if they were having incestuous sex, why would they want to stop to attend a stupid Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting? As consenting adults, if they were emotionally happy and sexually satisfied giving one another sex, why would they even need to attend such a meeting?
They'd only need to attend a meeting to prevent them from having sex in the first place. He imagined them attending meetings together. Then, after the Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting, he imagined them parking somewhere private and having sex in her car. Forget about having sex in the car, now that he knows she wants him as much as he wants her, they could just go home and have sex in every room of the house. In that way, they'll have something to report at their next Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting.
Only, now that he knows she has the same sexual, incestuous feeling for him that he has for her, just as he doesn't want her to curb the sexual feelings that she has for him, he doesn't want to curb the sexual feelings that he has for his mother. Just as he doesn't want to attend any Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, he doesn't want her attending any more Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings. Moreover, just as he wants her to encourage instead of curb the sexual feelings that he has for his mother, he want her to encourage instead of curb the sexual feelings that his mother has for him.
Now that he knows that she sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her, he imagined all the hot, sexy fun they could have together. He imagined all the sexy games they could play. Then later, if their incestuous, sexual relationship interfered with their everyday life, perhaps then they'd consider attending mother and sons anonymous meetings as their way to tone down their incestuous involvement with one another. Only, how would he even know such an addictive, incestuous problem existed until they had sex with one another. How else does an alcoholic know he has a problem with alcohol until he or she has a drink?
Now that he knows that his mother is as sexually horny as he is, he wondered if she was as much as exhibitionist as he was a voyeur. If she was an exhibitionist, he imagined going to the mall with her. He imagined watching her from the outside window exposing her panties to the shoe salesman. He imagined her trying on clothes in a curtained dressing room that was partially open while admiring men ogled his mother in her panty and bra. He imagined going to the beach with his mother for some sexy fun. He imagined her laying topless in the hot sand. He imagined them going to a nude beach together and having sex in the water.
Question #7: "Are you unable to control your sexual thoughts and incestuous impulses when thinking about your mother?"
He's never been able to control his sexual thoughts and incestuous impulses when thinking about his mother topless and on her knees stroking his cock and sucking his prick while he fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. He's never been able to control his sexual thoughts and incestuous impulses when thinking of lifting up her short skirt, pulling down her panties, and spanking her naked ass. He's never been able to control his sexual thoughts and incestuous impulses when thinking of lifting up bathrobe that covered her short, sheer nightgown and bending her over the sink to fuck her like a dog. When it comes to his mother, he's never been able to control any of his sexual thoughts and incestuous impulses.
Only, other than masturbating over his sexual thoughts and incestuous impulses and not going through with them in that regard, he's been able to control his sexual thoughts and incestuous impulses. Even though he wanted to lift her short skirt and pull down her panties and spank her naked ass, he never did. Even though he wanted to lift her bathrobe that covered her short, sheer nightgown and bend her over the sink to fuck her like a dog, he never did. In that regard, even though he's been masturbating over his sexual thoughts and incestuous impulses for his mother, he's been able to control himself from actually going through with his sexual thoughts and incestuous impulses by not having sex with his mother.
Only with him never making a sexual pass at his mother, his incestuous, sexual thoughts always culminated with him thinking of his mother naked, spanking her, and/or having sex with her while masturbating himself. Now that he knows she wants him as much as he wants her, he wondered if he should seize this serendipitously opportunity of finding this pamphlet in her purse by making an incestuous, sexual pass at her. Maybe instead of rejecting his sexual advance, she'd welcome his sexual advance. Maybe now that he knows her sexy secret, she'd more than welcome his sexual interest and incestuous advances. Maybe all of this time, she's been waiting for him to make a sexual move on her that would surely confess his incestuous, sexual interest in her. Maybe all of this time they've been wasting time by not having a sexual relationship.
Question #8: "Are you unable to control your sexual thoughts and incestuous impulses when thinking about your adult son?"
With him already knowing what he thinks about when thinking about his mother incestuously and sexually, he wondered what his mother thinks about when thinking of him incestuously and sexually. Does she think about kissing him while feeling him through his clothes in the way that he thinks about kissing her while feeling her through her clothes? Does she think about showing him her naked body in the way that he'd love to see her naked body and show her his naked body? Does she think about him licking her pussy and cumming in his mouth in the way that he thinks about licking her pussy and her cumming in his mouth? Does she think about sucking his cock and him cumming in her mouth in the way that he thinks about her sucking his cock and cumming in her mouth? Does she think about making love to him in the way that he thinks about fucking her? He'd like to think that she does think about all of the above in the way that he does.
Question #9: "Have you taken sexual advantage of your mother by getting her drunk?"
Wow! For them to even ask this sort of probing question, there must be lots of sons who sexually take advantage of their mothers by getting them drunk. Now that he thought about it, he remember trying to get his mother drunk once. Six, long years ago, before he left for college, when he was 18-years-old and his mother was 38-years-old, he remembered his mother falling asleep on the couch after he made her drinks with double shots of vodka. He remembered her flashing him her panties in up skirts and her bra and cleavage in down blouses when she was inebriated and didn't know she was so exposed and that he was ogling her panties, her cleavage, and her bra.
After she passed out drunk on the couch, he remembered lifting her skirt to get a better look at her thighs, her panties, and her visible pussy slit through her panties. So tempted to touch her and finger her through her panties, with him not having a viable explanation why he was sexually and inappropriately fingering her pussy, he didn't want to awaken her. If she ever awakened with her skirt raised and her panties askew, what could he possibly say to his mother catching him finger fucking her pussy?
Not done sexually assaulting her drunken body, he remembered unbuttoning the top of her blouse for him to get a better look of her cleavage and sexy bra and even pulling her bra forward to get a look of her areolas and nipples. Puffing out her blouse for a better look of her the tops of her breasts, her bra, and her cleavage, he was so tempted to touch her breasts and finger her nipples through her bra and inside of her bra. Only, fearing that he'd awaken her, he didn't touch her naked breasts or finger her nipples even though he so wanted to touch her and feel her. Instead, relegated to gently touching her and feeling her through her clothes, he covered her with a blanket and masturbated in his room over all that he saw, touched, and felt of his mother. Again not wanting to awaken her, should she awaken, how could he possibly explain his hand buried in her bra.
Question #10: "Have you taken sexual advantage of your adult son by getting him drunk?"
Now that he thought about it, he remembered when they were watching the Super Bowl together two weeks ago. He remembered her getting him beer after beer during the game. Then, when he passed out on the couch drunk, unable to remember anything, he wondered if his mother had her wicked sexual way with him in the way that he's always wanted to have his wicked sexual way with her. He wondered if she touched and felt him through his clothes in the way that he touched and felt her through her clothes when she was passed out drunk on the couch. Obviously for her to have this pamphlet and for her to be attending these meetings, she must have touched and felt him through his clothes when he was drunk.
Question #11: "Have you taken sexual advantage of your mother by pretending that you're drunk?"
Damn, with him answering yes to all of these questions, he was just as addicted to wanting to have incestuous sex with his mother as his mother was obviously and hopefully addicted to wanting to have incestuous sex with him. Wanting to know what she'd do, he pretended that he was drunk a couple of times. One time, pretending that he didn't know he was naked by coming out to the kitchen to talk to her, he flashed her his naked body when he was drunk. Another time, while hoping she'd undress him, he pretended that he was too drunk to undress.
Only, instead of helping him undress and touching him and feeling him in places where he wished she'd touch and feel him, she just helped him to bed. Sexually frustratingly enough, wishing she'd remove his pants and wishing she'd strip him naked, the only thing she removed was his shoes. Putting a bucket beside the bed, she put a blanket over him for him to sleep it off and closed his door behind her.
Maybe this Mothers & Sons Anonymous was working well enough for her that she controlled her incestuous, sexual impulses and stopped herself from having inappropriately nasty sex with his drunken body. Maybe in the way that only a mother can tell, maybe she knew he wasn't drunk but just pretending to be drunk. Maybe had he really been drunk, she would have taken incestuous, sexual advantage of him and sucked his cock.
Question #12: "Have you taken sexual advantage of your adult son by pretending that you're drunk?"
He remembered her coming home from her 40th birthday party, a CFNM stripper party four years ago when he was 20-years-old and home from college for the summer. He remembered her friends driving her home and her being so drunk that she puked in the toilet before passing out on her bed. Definitely she wasn't pretending to be drunk. Definitely, she was drunk.
Before she puked in the toilet and before she passed out on her bed, as if he was someone else and one of the CFNM strippers perhaps, she kept kissing him on the mouth while feeling his cock through his pajama. If it wasn't enough that his hot mother was French kissing him, he couldn't believe it when she felt his erection through his pajama. With her seemingly so very horny and sexually aroused from watching male strippers stripping, as if he was someone else, she stuck her tongue in his mouth and her hand down his pajama bottoms. With his mother French kissing him while feeling his naked prick, he felt her breasts, fingered her nipples, and felt her ass through her clothes. He couldn't even count how many times he's masturbated over that one, wonderful night of his mother coming home drunk.
His incestuous, sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe his mother French kissed him. His incestuous, sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe she felt his cock through his pajama and actually held his stiff prick in her hand while fondling the head of his prick and while slowly stroking him. His incestuous, sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe she allowed him to feel her sexy body through her clothes while French kissing her and while she continued feeling his erection. She stuck her tongue in his mouth and she felt his naked cock while allowing him to French kiss her and feel her through her clothes. He couldn't believe she stuck her tongue in his mouth and felt his naked prick while allowing him to feel her through her clothes.
As shocked as he was sexually aroused by her inappropriate, incestuous behavior, with her looking as if she was going to be sick, fearing that she'd puke all over him, he pulled away from her instead of encouraging her. She was so drunk, too drunk. Even though he'd love to have sex with her, he couldn't take sexual advantage of his drunken mother. What kind of son would do that to their mother? If she couldn't trust her own son not to sexually violate her when she was incapacitated, then who could she trust?



With her too drunk to know what she was doing and with his cock already in her horny hand, he could have easily stuck his cock in her mouth. With her thinking that he was one of the CFNM strippers, she probably would have blown him. She probably would have even allowed him to cum in her mouth and swallowed his cum. He could have easily fucked his mother. With her thinking that he was one of the CFNM strippers, he could have fucked his mother. Yet with him being the good son that he is, he couldn't take sexual advantage of his mother. Even though he's always wanted his mother sexually, he didn't want her in that way, in the Bill Cosby sort of way. If she couldn't trust him, her own son not to rape her when she was drunk and vulnerable, who could she trust?
Yet, wishing he could strip her naked, he so wanted to bang his mother's drunken body. Only, now, that he knows her Mothers & Sons Anonymous secret, he wished he had left his cock in her hand or stuck his stiff prick in her mouth. At the very least, when she was holding his naked cock in her hand, he wished he had allowed her to masturbate him while he fondled her naked tits, fingered her nipples, and sucked her tits. With her so out of it, after she sobered, she may have not even known that he had sex with her drunken body.
Only, what if she did know that he had sex with his drunken mother? How awkward would that be with her holding that over his head that he had sex with her when she was drunk, too drunk to stop him? Yet, with her already attending Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, what difference would it make if he knocked her off the wagon for a night, just for one night for him to have some sexy, incestuous fun with her naked body? Maybe that one drunken night, with her French kissing him while feeling his naked prick, is the reason why she's attending Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings. Nonetheless, it wasn't as if she was an alcoholic or even a sex addict. She only wanted him, her son, for some naughty, incestuous sex in the way that he wanted her for some naughty, incestuous sex. With them both consenting adults, what's so wrong with that?
After she puked and just before she passed out, he remembered helping her to bed and undressing her down to her bra and panty in the dark while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her bra and her ass through her panty. Sticking a horny hand between her legs, he even cupped and fingered her pussy through her panty. So tempted to remove her bra and panty, instead he put a blanket over her and left her room to masturbate himself in his room over all that he touched and felt of his mother while imagining having sex with her.
That night, masturbating twice in a row, first he masturbated over seeing his mother in her sexy underwear and as soon as he ejaculated, he masturbated again of her French kissing him while she held and fondled his erection in her hot, motherly hand. Even now, four years later, he still masturbates over touching and feeling his mother through her bra and panty with the thoughts of her touching his cock. Even now, four years later, he still masturbates over his mother French kissing him while he felt her through her clothes and while she held his erection in her hand.
Question #13: "In the hopes of seeing your mother naked, have you barged in on your mother when you knew she was dressing, undressing, and/or masturbating?"
No such luck, he should be so lucky. With timing everything, any time he's barged in her room without giving her the courtesy of a knock under the pretense of telling her something really important that couldn't wait, she either hadn't started undressing or was already dressed.
Question #14: "In the hopes of seeing your son naked, have you barged in on your adult son when you knew he was dressing, undressing, and/or masturbating?"
Now that he thought more about the question, on the pretense of collecting his dirty laundry or when carrying up his clean laundry, he remembered his mother entering his bedroom more than once without knocking when he was masturbating while watching porn. With him wearing his headphones while watching a dirty movie, never hearing or seeing her enter his room, he caught her leaving his room out of the corner of his eye. Always, he wondered how long she was there. Always, he wondered if she heard him call out her name just before shooting a load of cum all over his chest, stomach, and hand.
Question #15: "Have you ever flashed or wanted to flash your adult son your underwear clad or naked body?"
Other than the time that he undressed her down to her underwear when she came home drunk from the male strip club on her 40th birthday four years ago, he's never seen more than her panties in infrequent up skirts and her cleavage and bra in a few, accidental down blouses. With her never walking around him in her underwear or in her sexy nightgown without the modesty of wearing a robe, imagining more of her than he's ever seen of her, he's seen very little of his mother's shapely body.
Question #16: "Have you ever flashed or wanted to flash your mother your cock?"
Sure plenty of times. With her in possession of this brochure and now that this brochure mentioned it, he had thoughts again of flashing her his cock. Now that he knew she wanted him as much as he wanted her, he wondered what her reaction would be to seeing his stiff prick. With him now watching her more closely for her reaction, he wondered if she'd stare at his engorged prick or if she'd look away. If she did look away, he wondered if she's more able to control herself from staring at his exposed prick because of the Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings. Yet, now that he knows she wants him sexually as much as he wants her sexually, he hoped that the Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings weren't working well enough for her not to stare at his exposed prick should he choose to flash her.
Yet, allowing the sexual fantasy to take control of his mind, before she discovered the Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, he wondered what she would have done if he had flashed her his cock. He wondered if she would have touched his cock, stroked his cock, and/or sucked his cock before fucking his cock. Nothing more than just a sexual fantasy, other than that one horny time when he pretended he was drunk and walked in the kitchen naked and stood there talking to her without his clothes, he could never purposely flash his cock to his mother. Only with him thinking that she still wants to see his cock in the way that he'd love to flash her his cock and see her pussy, maybe she'd be receptive to seeing, touching, feeling, sucking, and fucking his engorged prick. Maybe now that he knows that she attends Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings to control her sexual urges and incestuous impulses, perhaps if he teased her by showing her his stiff prick, she'd be tempted to have sex with him.
Question #17: "Do you want help with his bad and inappropriate incestuous, sexual behavior?"
If he wanted any help at all, he'd like some help in seducing his mother. Now that he knows her dirty little, sexy, incestuous secret, maybe that's all the help he needs. Obviously for her to have this brochure hidden in the bottom of her purse, she does want help with her incestuous, sexual addiction to her son. Maybe by giving him some sexual attention, he could change her mind about trying to control her sexual urges and incestuous impulses. Maybe if he made a sexual pass at her, instead of attending another fruitless and idiotic Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting, she'd spend some quality time in bed with him.
Question #18: "Do you want to stop having these sexually, incestuous thoughts?"
Now that he knows she attends Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, instead of having less incestuous, sexual thoughts of his mother, from now on, he'll be having more incestuous, sexual thoughts of his mother. For her to be attending these Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, obviously she wants help in controlling the incestuous, sexual thoughts that she has for him. Now that he knows she attends Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, it was his job to give her reasons to have more incestuous thoughts. With her so very vulnerable, now is his chance to make his move.
"If you answered yes to any of the above questions, then, Mothers & Sons Anonymous is here to help. Just call Mothers & Sons Anonymous for the schedule of our next meeting."
"Wow!"
With him answering yes to all of the above questions that pertained to him, he couldn't believe all that he had just read. Like mother like son. Now he understood why he was so sexually attracted to her. Perhaps born from incest, with incest in his blood, incest must be in his genes.
Maybe he'll call Mothers & Sons Anonymous to make an appointment. If his mother is cured and no longer wants to have incestuous sex with him, then maybe there's another mother at the meeting who will role play and allow him to call her Mommy while she pretends that he's her son. Suddenly interrupting him from his incestuous train of thought, with her obviously done drying her hair, Elizabeth called down to Donnie from upstairs.
* * * * *
"Did you find my car keys?"
After finding that Mothers & Sons Anonymous brochure, he suddenly saw his mother in a whole, new and different light. As if his mother had added air to his incestuous balloon, he was flying high with her lusting over him in the way he's been lusting over her. Obviously, by the proof of this brochure in her possession, she's been wanting to have incestuous sex with him as much as he's been wanting to have incestuous sex with her. Maybe now, instead of all the pressure being on him to make the first move to seduce her, perhaps she'll make the first move in seducing him.
"Yeah, I found them. I have them Ma," said Donnie quickly and neatly putting her brochure back at the bottom of her purse right where he found it and covering it over with all of her junk that hid it before. "I'll be right back after I move your car," he said louder for her to hear him from downstairs.
His mind was reeling with the knowledge that his mother thinks about having sex with him. His mind was reeling that his mother attends meeting to control her sexual urges to help her from having incestuous sex with him.
"Never mind. Don't bother moving my car," she said. "I'm coming down. I'll move it myself. I'll move it for you. I don't want you being late for work because of me. Sorry," she said.
His mind was reeling with the more probably possibility of him having sex with his mother.
"Okay," he said leaning over the banister while hoping to see something of his mother just in time to get a glimpse of her walking to the top of the stairs while putting on her bathrobe over her naked body before coming downstairs.
'Oh my God. Are you kidding me? She's naked. I just saw my mother naked.'
He just saw his mother naked. He couldn't believe he just saw his mother naked. He just saw her brown, trimmed pussy, and her big tits. He just saw the shape of her breasts, her brown, round areolas, and her erect nipples. With her looking down at her hands while tying her bathrobe ties and with him quickly ducking back out of view for her not to see him ogling her naked body, she didn't see him looking up at her.
'Fuck me!'
He couldn't believe his eyes. Something he's never seen before, he just saw his mother naked. He couldn't believe he just saw his mother naked. In all the times he tried to see her naked by barging in her bedroom and hoping she was naked while dressing or undressing, he's never seen her naked until now. It was just like what he read in the brochure on question #15, Have you ever flashed or wanted to flash your adult son your underwear clad or naked body?
Only no longer having doubts that his mother was as much of an incestuous slut as he was an incestuous pervert, maybe she didn't find that brochure in the street. Maybe that brochure wasn't given to her by someone on the street. Maybe she got that brochure by attending Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings. Maybe she is sexually attracted to him. Maybe she had just purposely and deliberately flashed him her naked body. In the way of an alcoholic falling off the wagon and having another drink, maybe she just had a relapse in wanting to flash him her naked body.
Maybe this whole thing was planned with her not hanging up her car keys on the hook in the kitchen and then inviting him to go through her purse. Maybe she knew he'd find that Mothers & Sons Anonymous brochure. Maybe that was her move for them to have incestuous sex and now it was up to him to make the next move. Maybe she needs to call her sponsor and attend another Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting. Only, before she could, he was hoping to make his own move.
He wondered if she had a sponsor to help her through a troubled time like this. With her being his beloved mother, oblivious to her sexual needs, too busy with his own, he never noticed her wanting him sexually and lusting over him incestuously. Oblivious to her sexual attachment to him, he never knew that she wanted him sexually as much as he wants her sexually. Never seriously thinking that she wanted him as much as he wanted her, he always thought he was the incestuous pervert in the family and not her.
The first time seeing his mother naked, the first time seeing her tits and/or her bare pussy, now he wondered if her flashing him her naked body was accidental or deliberate. He couldn't tell. He didn't know. Nonetheless whether if it was accidental or deliberate, he'll be masturbating over seeing his mother's tits and pussy later today and no doubt for the rest of his life.
Now able to make up sexy, incestuous scenarios of his own while masturbating, it will be fun to imagine that she deliberately flashed him her naked body. He couldn't believe he just saw his mother's big tits and brown, trimmed pussy. Tempted to flash her his cock in the way that she just flashed him her naked body, he had an erection already. He couldn't wait to masturbate himself over the thoughts of his mother standing naked at the top of the stairs while putting on her robe.
"I'm sorry Donald for parking behind you but I was in a rush when I came home yesterday and forgot that I had left my car there. Normally, I park in the street," she said walking down the stairs while showing him a lot of thigh and her long line of sexy cleavage before pulling her robe tighter around her.
Even though she was wearing her robe, with him knowing that she was naked beneath her robe, undressing her with his leer, he looked at her as if she was naked. From this moment on, whatever his mother was wearing, after seeing her without her clothes, he'll always imagine her naked. From this moment on, he'll always wonder if his mother flashed him deliberately or accidentally.
Had he not found her Mothers & Sons Anonymous brochure, he surely would have thought her flash was accidental and his serendipitous good fortune to see his mother naked. Now, after reading question #15, Have you ever flashed or wanted to flash your adult son your underwear clad or naked body?, he wasn't so sure. Now that he knows that his mother wants him enough to attend Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, if he was to wager that his mother flashed him deliberately rather than accidentally, he'd wager his mother deliberately flashed him.
"It's okay Mom," he said.
It's okay since I saw your naked body, he wanted to say but he didn't.
"Good morning," she said with a big smile before giving him a peck on the lips.
Wanting to kiss her longer and even slip her his tongue, she surprised him with her kiss.
"Good morning Mom," he said while wondering if she kissed him because she was horny after flashing him her naked body and/or because she wanted him.
He should have kissed her longer. He should have pulled her to him while feeling her naked ass through her thin bathrobe and slipped her his tongue. He should have felt her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her robe while French kissing her. Only, now that he knows that his mother wants him as much as he wants her, not wanting to misread her, he was content to wait for her to make the next move. Maybe she's already made the first move by flashing him her naked body. He didn't know. He wasn't sure. Maybe now that she flashed him her naked body, inviting him to make the next move, she's expecting him to take advantage of the fact that she's naked beneath her robe.
"Do you have everything? You're glasses? Your briefcase? Your coffee?"
As if he was going through her check list with her, he remembered his coffee. Only, now that he knew his mother's sexy secret, he didn't want to go to work. Now that he knows about her secret Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, he'd much rather stay home with her.
"Shit, I left my coffee on the counter," he said grabbing his travel mug. "Bye Ma," he said returning her a peck on the lips that lasted a little longer than usual and a little longer than she kissed him.
If she was going to slip him her tongue, now was her chance to do it but she didn't. Even though he had thoughts of slipping her his tongue while feeling her breasts and ass through her bathroom, he didn't dare. She was his mother and he was her son. Even though he now knew that she was as sexually attracted to him as much as he was sexually attracted to her, he needed time to wrap his head round this new incestuous, sexual revelation. He needed time to plan his move so that she didn't run from him to run to her Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting for the support she needed to thwart his incestuous, sexual advances.
"You taste like blueberry jam," she said with a laugh while slowly licking her lips with her tongue as if teasing him and tempting him to kiss her again.
She stopped him in his tracks with that remark. He watched her tongue slowly lick her lips. Seeing her tongue licking her lips gave him the image of her tongue slowly licking his cock. He watched her licking her lips with her tongue in the way that he'd love to lick her lips with his tongue before he imagined her licking his cock. Such an odd comment for a mother to make after kissing her son, he had the urge to kiss her again. He had the urge to spread blueberry jam on his tongue and lick her lips before French kissing her. He had the urge to spread blueberry jam all over his naked body for her to lick it off while he spread blueberry jam all over her naked body for him to lick.
Now that he knows her dirty, little secret, especially with being that tomorrow was Valentine's Day, the day of love, he couldn't help but wonder if he had pulled her closer and tried to part her lips with his tongue, if she'd return his French kiss with her French kiss. He wondered if she'd return his sexual passion with her sexual passion. He wondered if she'd allow him to feel her ass and her breasts through her robe while kissing her and while fingering her nipples before reaching down to rub her clit and finger her pussy. Suddenly with his mind filled with his mother instead of work, he wasn't in the mood for work. There's no way that he could work while knowing that his mother, who obviously sexually lusts over him, was home alone and no doubt masturbating herself after flashing him her naked body.
* * * * *
"I'm not going in," he said staring at her in the way he always did when undressing her with his eyes. "It's Friday and I need a day to myself. I haven't called in sick since I started working there two years ago."
She stepped closer to him, so close that her erect nipples that protruded from her thin robe brushed against him. Instead of being dressed for work, he wished he was still wearing his pajama bottoms. If he was, his erect cock would have impaled her soft belly in the way that her nipples brushed against his chest. Then, when she felt his forehead with her motherly hand, he wanted to feel her breasts with his horny hands while fingering her nipples.



Only, now that he knows she wants him as much as he wants her, he'll bide his time to better pick the right moment. With him standing there with his briefcase and his coffee in hand while she stood there naked behind her thin robe, unfortunately this wasn't the right time or was it? Then moving her body closer to his and as if kissing his forehead, she felt his forehead with her lips, her way to tell if he had a fever. Was she teasing him? Was she waiting for him to make his move?
"Are you ill?"
I'm just hot and horny he wanted to say, especially after having just seen you're naked body. After seeing you naked, always wanting you before, I want you even more now. Especially now that I know you're an incestuous slut, I want you sexually even more than I've ever sexually wanted you before. Only, even though he was thinking all of those things, he didn't say any of those things. Now that I know your dirty, little secret, I'd rather stay home to have sex with you but, just thinking that without verbalizing that, he didn't say that either.
"No, I'm just tired," he said with a loud sigh while leaning into her and looking at her for some motherly sympathy.
As if she was his lover instead of his mother, she threw her arms around his neck and hugged him. Feeling compelled to do so, he put his briefcase down to put his arm around her waist to return her hug. With just a thin piece of material between him and his mother's naked body, he imagined that he could feel more of her naked body through his clothes and through her robe than he could feel. He so wanted to reach his hand down and cup and squeeze her sweet ass. He so wanted to feel her breasts through her robe while fingering her nipples. He wanted nothing more than to kiss her, French kiss her.
"Oh, my poor baby. You work so very hard, too hard," she said before she said what he was thinking. "You need a day off."
Was that her hint for him to stay home? With tomorrow Valentine's Day was she planning her own day of love, albeit incestuous love?
"Anxious and always rushed, I do need a day off. That's it," he said taking a step away from her. "I'm not going to work today. With today Friday and tomorrow Valentine's Day, now I can take the entire weekend to rejuvenate myself," he said.
He handed her the car keys and she put her car keys back in her purse.
"With this my day off too, maybe we can do something in celebration of Valentine's Day," she said with an innocent smile that he now deemed as a sexy smile. "I'll go get dressed," she said starting up the stairs.
Was that a sexy smile or a regular smile? He didn't know. He couldn't tell. He imagined that she gave him a sexy smile. Yet, not wanting to imagine things, especially sexual things, now everything his mother said or did was incestuously suspect. All that he never could imagine before he can clearly see now that he saw his mother naked and read the Mothers & Sons Anonymous brochure. After seeing her naked body, he imagined her upstairs removing her robe. He imagined her naked body again before he imagined her putting on her panties and then her bra.
Do something? What did she mean by doing something? Now with everything she said suspect of her wanting to have incestuous sex with him, his imagination ran wild with XXX rated scenarios. Suddenly, he imagined his mother naked and on her bed while inviting him to come in her room. Suddenly, he imagined himself in bed naked with his naked mother while having sex with her.
"Sure. I'd like that. That would be fun," he said calling after her while imagining that sex is something they could do.
Hoping she come to the top of the stairs naked again, he leaned over the banister in the way that he did when he saw her naked.
"What was that? Sorry, I didn't hear you," she said emerging from her bedroom with only her panties while holding her bra in her hand.
Instead of looking down at him, she was looking down at her bra.
'Oh, my God! Fuck me,' he said to himself.
She's deliberately flashing me. First she flashed me her naked body and now she just flashed me her topless body. With her standing there just in her panties, in the way he saw her pussy and tits before, he saw her breasts, nipples, and areolas again now.'
Not wanting her to know that he saw her topless, he quickly ducked back before she caught him looking, staring, and ogling her naked tits.
"I said that would be fun for us to do something together," he said.
Moving his head around the banister again, he watched her put on her bra.
"Yes, that would be fun," she said.
Hoping she didn't see him peeking, when he looked up again, she was still standing there in her bra and panties and looking up at the ceiling as if she was preoccupied in thought. With him still peeking around the banister, he watched her turn and disappeared in her room. Not only did he see his mother naked but also he saw her topless and in her bra and panties.
Going from not seeing much more than his mother's panties in up skirts and her cleavage and brassiere in down blouses, in one unbelievable morning, not only did he discover her Mothers & Sons Anonymous secret but also he saw his mother naked. He saw his mother topless while wearing just her panties. He saw his mother in her bra and panties. Only he still didn't know if she deliberately flashed him or accidentally flashed him.
Does she not know that he can see her from where he was positioned at the bottom of the stairs and partially obscured by the banister? Maybe she knows full well that he can see her and she's deliberately flashed him yet again. With naked and topless flashes within just a few minutes of one another, after not seeing anything of her for years, he couldn't believe how much he's already seen of his mother's beautiful body in such a short amount of time. Maybe she's experiencing an incestuous relapse. Maybe she'd hoping to have incestuous sex with him before going cold turkey to rid and cure herself of the sexual lust that she has for him.
"With the both of us working, we never spend any time together. With me away at college for four years and only home during the summers, maybe it's time we reconnected and spent a weekend together," he said speaking louder so that she could hear him.
He was so tempted to bolt up the stair and push her back on her bed while kissing and kissing her. He was so tempted to strip her naked and have hot, incestuous sex with her. Again he imagined himself naked and in bed with his naked mother while having incestuous sex with her for the entire weekend. He imagined her missing her Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting for the sake of having sex with him. With her giving her body to him and falling into incestuous depravity, he imagined her attending one last Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting to say her goodbye before never attending another Mothers & Sons meeting again.
"Well, I did it," he imagined her saying at her last Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting. "Instead of attending last week's Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting, I had sex with my son. Oh, yeah, he licked me and I sucked him. I made love to him and he fucked me. It was all so surreally incredible. We had incestuous sex all weekend long," he imagined her telling a roomful of strangers. "I had the best sex I ever had in my life. I had incestuous sex with my son in the way that no mother should. Yet, then again, I had incestuous sex with my son in the way that every mother should," he imagined her saying with a sexy, dirty laugh.
He imagined all of the mothers and all of the sons in attendance at the meeting getting up to leave to run in the arms of their sons or mothers.
* * * * *
That Friday, with the both of them off from work, they went out to lunch, a Valentine's lunch, an innocent mother and son lunch, his treat. After lunch, in honor of Valentine's Day, they took in a movie, a romantic chick flick, something his mother would like more than he would, his treat again. As if she was his steady girlfriend, he put his arm around her in the movie and they held hands. With her leaning in to him and him resting the heel of her hand on his erection, she rested her big breast on his forearm. Tempted and wanting more than just holding hands his mother, he imagined holding her breast while kissing her. Only, as if he was the one attending the Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, he controlled himself from making a public spectacle of himself.
Nonetheless his self-control, as if he was on a date with a woman, albeit his mother, after seeing her naked, he so wanted to kiss her. After seeing her topless, he so wanted to make out with her while feeling her big breast and fingering her emerging nipples through her blouse and bra. Yet, never knowing who was there in the movie theatre watching them, not wanting to prematurely ruin anything by making her feel uncomfortable while they were out in public, he cooled his jets. With him having all night and all weekend alone with her, with a little wine and some soft music, he'll make his move once they're home behind closed doors. Now that he knows she wants him as much as he wants her, with her runway already cleared for landing his jumbo jet in her hanger, he practically already has the green light.
After the movie, they drove home. Once at home they relaxed with a couple of glasses of wine over dinner, a special dinner that he prepared with love for Valentine's Day. Even though the dinner was not much more than tuna fish sandwiches, potato chips, and a pickle, he still had to open the can and spread the mayonnaise. It was more the thought that counted than the actual meal.
After dinner, he dimmed the lights and put on some soft music. With it already getting late, eager to get out of her clothes, Elizabeth changed into her flannel nightgown. With her wearing her nightgown over her bra and panties, she wore her robe over that and he changed into his tee shirt and pajama bottoms without wearing any underwear. Normally she removes her bra and panties when wearing her nightgown for bed but where it wasn't yet time for bed, obviously she'll remove her bra and panties later.
He hoped at some point in the evening, his erection would show his mother how much he shared her incestuous, sexual interest and how much he wanted her. With his erection standing at full attention, he hoped that at some point in the evening, his cock would make a surprise appearance by popping out of his pajama bottom, pee hole. If nothing else, flashing his mother his cock would give him more masturbation fodder. If nothing else, maybe with him flashing her his cock would give her masturbation fodder too.
If his cock did make a surprise appearance, he imagined pretending he didn't notice his engorged prick protruding from the pee hole in his pajamas. He wondered what his mother's reaction would be to seeing his cock again after. Would she stare? Would she look away? Would she tell him that he was so exposed? There was only one way to find to know if she wanted to see his exposed prick as much as he wanted to show her his exposed prick. With her flashing him earlier before, he was wanted to flash her.
Maybe with her having a hard time and in controlling her sexual, incestuous urges for him, instead of just staring at his errant cock, she'd reach out and touch his exposed erection. Perhaps taking things in hand as she did when she came home from the CFNM show on her 40th birthday four, long years ago, she'd stroke him. Perhaps throwing caution to the wind and going all the way, she'd take him in her mouth before taking him in her pussy. He'd love nothing more than to spend a quiet evening at home while having incestuous sex with his mother.
Retrieving her Valentine's Day card from beneath a pillow on the couch, he stood and walked to her. With him not wearing any underwear and with his semi-erect cock bobbing and swaying, his erection was already and obviously noticeable. In the way he's always staring at the impressions of her nipples when they show through her blouse and bra, he saw his mother look down at his emerging erection before looking up at him. Being that tomorrow was Valentine's Day, wanting to celebrate early, he gave her his special loving son Valentine's Day card to his mother.
"What's this?"
"Happy Valentine's Day Mom. Since we had such a great time together today and with tomorrow Valentine's Day in just a few hours, I thought I'd give your Valentine's Day card now instead of waiting for tomorrow," he said.
She stood to accept her card and when she did, she gave him a hug and kissed him on the lips again and hugged him. This time, not allowing the opportunity to pass, he pushed his semi-hard cock against her soft belly. Wanting to rub his nearly naked cock up against her, he hugged his mother longer than usual. He only wished she was wearing just her nightgown instead of her robe over her nightgown. Nonetheless him rubbing his cock against her bathrobe and nightgown clad body was enough to give him even more of a stiffer erection.
She sat while he in front of her. With his cock fully erect and at eye level with his mother, his erection tented out his pajama bottoms. From where she was sitting and where he was standing, he calculated that there was only about three, short feet from his cock to her mouth. Knowing that she noticed his erection, he saw her look up at the pole inside of his pajama again. A good time for his stiff prick to make an appearance, purposely throbbing it and pulsating it to encourage it to come out to play, he only hoped his cock would emerge from his pajama pee hole.
With him privy to his mother's secret, sexual attraction to him, he'd love nothing more than to expose himself to his mother. Just as he thought that, his cock pushed its way to freedom. As if pointing at her and choosing her, his big prick stuck straight out of his pajama at her. He saw his mother look at his cock before looking away and returning her focus to the Valentine's Day greeting card he gave her.
Pretending not to notice his exposed prick, in the way she did with all of the greeting cards he gave her, she read her card out loud. Yet, in the way that she held the card up in front of her as a diversion and below her line of vision, he knew that she was looking at the card while staring at his cock. In the way that he stared at his mother's naked breasts and pussy and again at her naked breasts when she flashed him earlier when standing at the top of the stairs, she stared at his cock.
"To the best Mom in the world, with Love, Donnie. Thank you Honey," she said standing again to give him a kiss on the lips.
In the way that he'd love to feel his cock against her naked body, he felt his naked cock pushing against her robe. Seemingly with their kisses becoming more regular, more of a natural occurrence, and lasting longer, not wanting to miss this opportunity, now was the time for him to make his move. Now was the time for him to tell her that he loved her, really loved her in the way that a man loves a woman and not in the way that a son loves his mother. When he pulled her to him and kissed her longer than he should and longer than he ever had while reaching down to cup her bathrobe clad ass in his hand. As if he had slapped her, she looked at him wide eyed. Then, when he pushed his tongue up against her lips, at first denying him from parting her lips, he parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed his mother. She pulled away from him.
"I love you Mom," he said.
Now his cock was as hard as a springboard. No doubt for her to get another and better look at his stiff dick, she sat on the edge of the couch looking straight ahead before looking up at him.
"That was quite some kiss. I love you too Donnie but not in that way, a sexual way," she said looking at him as if there was something wrong with him before staring at his erect prick.
"Sorry Mom," he said thinking that tempting her and teasing her with his naked cock would be enough for her to forget her Mothers & Sons Anonymous foolishness and have passionate sex with him instead. "As if I was on a date with you today, I was just wrapped up in the mood of Valentine's Day," he said sitting beside her with his cock still standing at attention as if it was a pole without a flag.
"That's okay. Don't worry about it," she said patting his knee as if she was his maternal grandmother instead of his MILF of a mother.
He wished she'd pat his cock instead of his knee. Tempted to grab her wrist and pull her hand on his exposed prick, it was enough that he was flashing his mother his cock in the way that she flashed him her naked body and her naked breasts earlier. After having looked at his cock a couple of times, she wasn't looking at his cock now. Wanting her to stare at his exposed prick again, he pretended that he didn't realize that he was so exposed. With her having already noticed his exposed prick more than once, he was surprised she didn't tell him that he was so exposed. With him wanting her to stare at his cock again, it was up to him to call attention to his prick for her to stare at it again.
"Oops," he said looking down at his prick and giving his mother the reason to look too. "Sorry," he said looking up at her in time to catch her looking down at his erection. He tucked his cock back in his pajama. "That's embarrassing."
She looked up at the ceiling while pretending she didn't see the elephant's trunk in the room.
"I didn't see a thing," she said politely lying while giving him a little, nervous laugh.
Now thinking otherwise, that his mother didn't want him sexually, perhaps the self-control she learned at her Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings was making a real difference in her controlling her incestuous feelings and sexual impulses towards him. He hated that there was even such a thing as Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings. Had she not been attending those meetings, maybe she would have surrendered him her hand before surrendering him her mouth. Maybe she would have kissed him, French kissed him, and returned the passion that he had for her with the passion that she had for him. Maybe she would have reached out her hand to touch his exposed prick before stroking his exposed prick and before sucking his exposed prick.
Going against the progress she's made in controlling her incestuous lust that she obviously felt for him, hoping to do that by flashing her his prick, he wanted to encourage her incestuous behavior instead of curbing her incestuous behavior. With everything going so right tonight, Valentine's Day Eve, and with him already so very horny, he wanted to make his move in the seduction of his mother tonight, the perfect night for romance, love, and incest. Maybe with him surprising her with his kiss, she was playing hard to get. Maybe with him already tempting and teasing her with his exposed prick, she was sexually interested even though she was hiding her sexual interest from him.
Obviously with the ball in his court, it was up to him to undo all that she learned at her meetings by tempting her and teasing her before making a sexual move on her. He hoped he had put the incestuous seed of desire in her libido. In one night of his sexual interest in her, he was hoping to reverse all that she learned at her Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings. Showing that he was as sexually and incestuously interested in her as she was in him, he hoped he did that by trying to part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her. He hoped he had showed her that he sexually wanted by not only exposing his cock to her but also by grabbing her ass.
* * * * *
"I have a Valentine's Day gift for you," he said.
She looked at him with surprised excitement in the way that he imagined her looking at him with sexual excitement.
"You do? It was enough that you took me to lunch, to a movie, made dinner, and gave me a Valentine's Day card," she said.



She gave him her best motherly look and he just wanted to stick his tongue down her throat and kiss her while sticking his hand up her bathrobe.
"Happy Valentine's Day," he said handing her the giftwrapped box.
She looked at him with curiosity.
"What's this?"
He looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Open it," he said.
She opened her Valentine's Day gift.
"Oh, my. Donnie, it's so very beautiful. It's so very sexy," she said raising her eyebrows while putting a hand behind the material. "It's so very sheer."
He imagined her wearing it. In the way she stood naked at the top of the stairs, he imagined her stripping off her robe, her nightgown, her bra, and her panties right in front of him to try it on and model his Valentine's Day gift.
"I'm glad you like it Mom," he said now wondering if he should call his mother Elizabeth or Liz instead of Mom or Mother.
I ever they were sexually intimate, he'd never call her Mom, mother or Mommy again. He'd call her Elizabeth. He always liked that name.
"Like it? I love it? I can't wait to wear it but I don't have anyone in my life to wear something like this for," she said staring at the sexy nightgown.
He looked at her holding her sexy, see through nightgown as if she was already wearing it.
"Maybe you'll meet someone on that dating site, Mr. Right," he said wanting her to think that was his pretense for giving her something so inappropriately sexy.
She rolled her eyes.
"If I ever wore this for someone that I met on Mr. Right, they'd know that I wanted sex," she said with a naughty, little laugh.
He imagined her having sex with some man she met on that Mr. Right dating site before he imagined her having sex with him. He could only imagine how beautiful she'd look wearing the sheer, sexy nightgown he gave her. He could only imagine how very much he could see of his mother's naked body beneath the sheer material of the sexy nightgown.
"Well, in the meantime, until you find someone to wear it for, go try it on. I'd like to see how it looks on you," he said.
She looked at him as if he was drunk or nuts.
"I bet you would," she said with a dirty laugh. "Only, I can't wear something like this in front of you, my own son. In the way this is so very sheer," she said holding it up to the light with her hand behind it. "You'll see everything I own."
He couldn't believe she said that as if there was something wrong with him seeing all of her beautiful, naked body, especially when she's already flashed him her beautiful, naked body whether deliberately or accidentally. Donnie figure that her resistance in trying on her nightgown was the Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting crap putting words in her mouth and appropriately thoughts in her head instead of the inappropriate thoughts that he needs her to have for her to have sex with him. Mothers & Sons Anonymous people should mind their own business and leave sexually consenting adults alone, even if they are blood related, especially if they are blood related. As long as he sexually wanted his mother and she sexually wanted him and as long as he didn't get her pregnant, what's wrong with him having sex with his mother and her having sex with him? Even though their sex would be deemed incestuous, who would know what they do behind closed bedroom doors.
"Go in your bedroom and try it on to see how it looks on you. When you're ready, call me. You can leave the overhead light off and just leave the nightlight on," he said. "Other than the outline of your beautiful nightgown, I won't be able to see very much with your just your nightlight."
Seeming eager to try on her sexy nightgown, she looked at him as if pondering his suggestion to try on her Valentine's Day gift. She looked at the nightgown as if thinking about modeling it for him. She looked at him as if she didn't want to hurt his feelings by refusing to model her sexy nightgown. She looked at him as if she was embarrassed that she was even pondering the thought of modeling such a sexy and sheer nightgown. As if there was a drumroll going off in his head, he waited for his mother to make the decision that he'd hope she'd make to model the nightgown.
"Okay," she said with a big smile and leaning down to give him a peck on the lips before leaving him. "It's been a long time since I felt sexy enough to wear a nightgown like this."
In the sexually excited way she was seemingly acting, he was so tempted to stand, wrap his arm around her slim waist, and slip her his tongue again. With her negative reaction in mind to him kissing her, French kissing her before, not wanting to pressure her again now, he decided to take his sexual seduction of his mother slow. Only, he knew as soon as he saw her wearing this nightgown, his plans for a slow seduction would go right out the window. Should she go ahead and remove her bra and panty before trying on the nightgown and with him seeing her naked body through this nightgown, would assuredly drive him wild with incestuous desire for his mother.
"I can't wait to see how it looks on you," said Donnie.
With his erect cock concurring, he could only imagine how sexy his mother would look wearing something so very transparent.
"Thank you for such a beautiful gift. I love this nightgown. I've never had such a sexy nightgown. This gift pales in comparison to the gift that I bought you. I bought you a one pound, Hershey kiss, the same thing that I buy you every year," she said with a laugh while going in her bedroom to retrieve his gift.
She handed him his Valentine's Day card and a gift wrapped box containing a one pound, Hershey kiss.
"Thank you," he said opening the card before opening the gift. "Happy Valentine's Day to my beautiful son," he said reading her card. He opened his gift. "Chocolate is always an appropriate gift on Valentine's Day."
He stood to hug her and not wanting to prematurely ruin anything, he gave her the same peck of a kiss that she gave him. Again, he was so tempted to part her lips and kiss her, really kiss, and French kiss her. Yet, as if he had been attending the Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, too, he controlled himself from acting on his sexually, incestuous impulses.
"I'll go and try this on," she said. "I'll call you when I'm ready."
* * * * *
Elizabeth disappeared in her bedroom and closed her door. As if he could see her and as if he was in her bedroom watching her undressing, he imagined her removing her robe, her nightgown, her bra, and her panties to try on his gift. Whatever clothing she removed to try on his gift would certainly be a telling sign. If she didn't remove her bra and panty then her modesty along with what she learned at the Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings got in the way of him having some sexy fun with his mother.
If she did indeed remove her panty and bra to try on this sexy nightgown, then she was giving him her nonverbal okay for him to have sex with her nearly naked body. With him filled with suspense, as if there was a drumroll going off in his head again, he wondered what his mother would do. Would she be her modest self or would she strip herself naked? Would she show him what he so hoped to see or would she deny him the pleasure?
Obviously excited about receiving her sheer nightgown and about feeling and looking sexy, something he hoped she'd do, she removed her bra and panties, which she really didn't have to do to model the nightgown for her son, especially for her son. If she wanted to be appropriate, she could have tried his nightgown over her panty and bra. If she wanted to be as modestly moral as she portrayed herself to be, she could have tried her sexy nightgown over her flannel nightgown that she was wearing beneath her robe. Only and obviously, instead, with the nightlight adding a seductive ambience, her plan was to give him a sexy show of her nude body.
Perhaps forgetting who her audience was or knowing full well who her audience was and exactly what she was doing, Elizabeth stripped herself naked. She tried on the nightgown over her naked body and, while turning from side to side, she looked at herself in her full-length mirror with the light on to obviously see how much she was showing and how much her son could see of her. Then turning off the overhead light and leaving her nightlight on for her son to see her nightgown but not her naked body underneath, she called out to him.
"I'm ready Donald," she said.
As sexually excited as he was the first time he saw his mother naked only several hours ago, he turned the knob to her bedroom and slowly opened her bedroom door.
"Wow! You look so beautiful. You look so sexy," he said.
"Thank you but I feel so naked," she said pulling the nightgown tighter around herself to deny him a view of the dark shadow of her pubic hair peeking through. "Now that you've seen me in this, I should change."
Then, when she obvious felt the heat of his stare ogling at her exposed breasts and nipples, relinquishing to him the sight of her patch of brown, trimmed pubic hair, she folded her arms across herself to deny him a look of her breasts.
"Wait. Don't change yet. I just have one more surprise for you," he said turning to leave her bedroom. "I have something to show you. I have something I hope you'll enjoy seeing. I need your opinion on something. Give me one minute," he said raising his index finger in the air and smiling at what he was about to do. "I'll be right back."
But for the nightlight showing her son what he should never see of his mother, Elizabeth remained in her darkened bedroom while waiting for her son to return. Maybe he bought her flowers for Valentine's Day. Maybe he bought her a box of chocolates for Valentine's Day. Maybe he bought her perfume or a piece of jewelry. Only, what he wanted to surprise her with, what he wanted to show her, and what he wanted her opinion on wasn't flowers, chocolates, perfume, nor jewelry. Ready to surprise her, ready to show her, and ready to get her opinion, Donnie slowly opened her bedroom door while reaching his hand inside to flip on the overhead light.
"Donnie! You're naked! Oh, my God! What the Hell are you doing?"
As if he was a pass rusher making a tackle, he rushed at her and grabbed his mother around her waist and pressed his naked, erect cock against her soft nightgown glad stomach. What he was as unsuccessful in doing before, he was successful in doing now. He buried his tongue in her mouth and French kissed her. Donnie was French kissing his mother.
In the way she French kissed him when coming home drunk from that CFNM strip club party before, as if he was one of the naked CFNM strippers, he French kissed her now. Even after she evicted his tongue from her mouth with her tongue, he persisted and French kissed her again and again. While kissing her, he felt and squeezed her shapely ass through her barely there nightgown with one hand and felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples with his other hand. Then, raising the back of her nightgown, he felt and squeezed her naked ass while trying to stick his horny hands between her legs to finger her pussy.
"Donnie! Don't! Stop! Don't! Stop! Don't! Stop," she said pushing him away.
What was she saying? Was she telling him to stop or was she telling him not to stop by saying don't stop? When she swatted his hand away from her ass, not taking no for an answer, a long time coming, he grabbed her breasts and fingered her nipples through the thin material of her nightgown again. After seeing his mother naked standing at the top of the stairs when she was putting on her robe and after seeing his mother topless in just her panties just before she put on her bra, he was crazed with sexual lust for her. After exposing his erect cock to her, with her not telling him that he was so exposed, he saw her stare at his engorged prick more than once, especially after he called her attention to his errant dick by saying, "Oops."
Oddly enough and seemingly strange for her to be protesting so vehemently against him touching and feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, when she obviously wanted him as much as he wanted her. If her nipples weren't erect, that would bear evidence that she wasn't sexually aroused. Yet, her nipples were erect and seemingly she was sexually aroused. As soon as he touched her breasts, he felt her erect nipples poking the palm of his hand. Her nipples were as erect as his cock was hard.
Then, when she swatted his hand away from her breasts and nipples, he raised the front of her short nightgown and stuck a hand between her legs and cupped his mother's dark brown pussy. He was so sexually excited to have a whole handful of his mother's cunt. Forcing his finger between her legs, he slid a firm finger along her vagina slit and, parting her pussy lips, forcibly inserted his finger inside of her. He finger fucked his mother. While finger fucking his mother and continuing to French kiss his mother, he only wished his cock was buried inside of her pussy instead of only his finger.
Oddly enough, it seemed strange for her to be protesting so vehemently against him touching her and fingering her pussy, when she wanted him as much as he wanted her. No doubt the Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings played a heavy role in her resisting him. Yet, one final proof, if her pussy wasn't wet, that would bear evidence that she wasn't sexually aroused. Yet, she was wet and she was sexually aroused. Only, indeed, as soon as he fingered her pussy, he felt his mother's wetness.
Before pushing her back on the bed to have his wicked, sexual way with her, wanting to have sexual control over her, he pulled her nightgown over her head and off of her. She was naked. His mother was naked. He couldn't believe his sexy mother was naked.
Touching her, feeling her, and fondling her everywhere, he leaned down to suck her tits and as soon as he took her nipples in his mouth, her nipples erected and hardened. Kissing and kissing her while touching her, groping her, feeling her, and fondling her, when he fingered her pussy again, she was wet, so very wet that his finger slipped all the way inside of her.
"Donnie! No! Don't! Stop! Donnie! Don't! Stop," she said screaming at him while he forced her to her knees. "Oh my God!"
In the way that he heard it, much different than the way she was saying it, obviously she didn't want him to stop groping her and sexually molesting her. With her already on her knees before him, when she opened her mouth to scream again, he filled his mother's mouth with his cock. Putting a forceful hand behind her head, a long time coming, he forced her to suck him. Humping her mouth, he fucked her face. He forced his mother to blow him.
Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings his ass. His mother was blowing him. He couldn't believe his incestuous whore of a mother was blowing him. His mother was sucking his cock. He couldn't believe his incestuous whore of a mother was sucking his cock. Then, in the way she evicted his tongue from her mouth with her tongue, she evicted his cock from her mouth with her tongue and with her hands pushing him back.
"Donnie! My God! What the Hell is wrong with you? I can't believe you stuck your finger inside of me. I can't believe you stuck your cock in my mouth. I can't believe you forced me to blow you. How dare you treat me as if I'm a common whore? How dare you? I'm your mother, God damn it! I'm your mother," she said standing to confront him while looking as if she was about to cry.
Nonetheless her obvious feigned resistance to his sexual advances, not taking no for an answer, he pushed her back on her bed. With her fighting him and resisting him, he spread her knees with his strong legs. Then, going for broke, licking his fingers and reaching his hand between her legs to part her pussy lips with his fingers again, he tried to insert his cock in her pussy.
"Donnie! What the fuck? Oh, my God! Don't you dare! You're hurting me. Donnie no! Get off of me!"
When she tried to push him off of her, too strong for her, he persisted. With a hard, forceful hump and a firm thrust of his hips, his erect prick was inside of his mother. An area taboo, a sacred place so forbidden, and a sexual region off limits to a son when being so sexually intimate with his mother, he demolished the line of incest now. His cock was inside of his mother's pussy. Donnie was fucking his mother's cunt.
Humping her harder, humping her faster, and humping her deeper with all of the pent up incestuous, sexual passion that he's had for her for years, he was fucking his mother, really fucking his mother. Pounding her pussy, he continued humping her harder and pounding her faster. Then, when he felt her legs tighten and her back arch, by the sexually excited look on his mother's face with her mouth gaping open, he knew she was close to having an orgasm. Wanting her to cum, he was invigorated knowing that she was at the brink of cumming.
Just one more hump and he'd push her over the precipice. Just one more hump and pushing her over the edge of resistance of self-control, his mother would be his forever. Just one more hump and he'd give his mother a very special Valentine's Day that many sons wished they could give their mothers. Humping her faster, humping her harder, and humping her deeper, with her holding him tighter than she's ever held him before, he continued fucking his mother until she scream her orgasm in pained, sexual delight. She wrapped her legs around his hips while digging her fingernails in his back.
"Donnie! Oh, my God! Donnie! Don't stop! Don't stop! Please don't stop. Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
As soon as she had her orgasm, as if he let the air out of his mother, she collapsed in his arms.
"Oh, my God, Mom, that was incredible," he said kissing her. "Or now that we've had sex, should I call you Elizabeth?"
As if she had an on and off switch that turned her from a loving lover to a bitchy mother, she pushed him away.
"You fucked me. I can't believe you fucked me. I can't believe you made me cum," she said falling into the mattress with exhaustion.
Basking in the sexual afterglow, they laid there like that not moving and not speaking until he asked her an obvious question.
"Did you cum?"
She looked at him with a smirk and with a sexually satisfied look on her face.
"Oh, my God, Donnie. You know I did but we must never, ever do this again," she said making direct eye contact with him. "You must never tell anyone that you had your wicked, sexual way with me, your mother. I'd be so embarrassed. I'd be humiliated. I'd feel like trailer trash with anyone knowing that I not only had sex with my son but also that he gave me a sexual orgasm. I'd feel like such an incestuous whore should anyone find out we had sex."
He looked at her with a look of incestuous, sexual lust.
"It's my turn now," he said.
He gave her a sexy look.
"What do you mean, it's your turn?
She gave him a look of confusion.
"Blow me, Mom. Suck my cock. I want to cum too," he said. "I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said sliding a slow finger across her lips. "I want to watch you looking up at me with my cock buried in your mouth. I want to watch you swallow my cum."
She shook his finger away from her mouth and looked at him as if he was nuts.
"Donnie. I can't blow you. It's bad enough you forced your penis in my mouth and it's bad enough you raped me but I'll never blow you. Sorry but I just can't do that. That's just wrong. That's just disgusting. My blowing you will never happen. I'll never allow you to cum in my mouth," she said vehemently while pursing her lips and shaking her head. "I'd never swallow your cum."
He pulled his mother up from a laying position to a sitting position by grabbing a whole handful of her dark brown hair and pulling hard. When she sat up while screaming, he raised himself to his knees and filled his mother's mouth with his cock again. In the way he did before, he put a heavy hand to the back of her pretty head and humped her mouth while fucking her face. Only, this time, no matter how much she struggled and no matter how hard she tried pushing him away, instead of stopping he continued forcing his mother to blow him. Humping her mouth, he fucked her face.



"I know this is what you want," he said looking down at his cock buried in his mother's mouth. "I know you want me as much as I want you. I saw your Mothers and Sons Anonymous brochure. I know you're attending those Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings. I know you want me. I know you can't resist me. I know you have to have me. I know you've been dying to fuck me. I know you've been dying to blow me. Suck me Mom. Suck me. Suck my prick. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your mouth. I need to watch you swallow my cum," he said continuing to hump her mouth harder and faster.
With a heavy hand to the back of his mother's head holding her mouth in place, he forced himself on his mother. Not taking no for an answer and not giving her a chance to evict his cock from her mouth as she did before with her tongue and hands, he humped her mouth harder and faster. He fucked her face harder and faster. He forced her to suck him. He forced her to blow him.
Then, in the way she tensed her body while having an orgasm, as if a volcano erupting after being dormant for a hundred years, he unleashed a load of cum that seemingly came up from his toes. Not letting his mother go, he continued humping her mouth and fucking her face while cumming and cumming and cumming. He gave her a full mouthful of his warm, oozy, spunk. Then, when he felt her swallow, he let go of her.
She forced his cock from her mouth with a turn of her head and a hard push of her hands against his stomach. Then, when he tried to mount her again to fuck her again, she kneed him in the balls to get her off of him.
"You asshole. I can't believe you raped me. I can't believe you sodomized me. I can't believe you forced me to blow you," she said. "I can't believe you ejaculated your cum in my mouth and forced me to swallow my own son's cum," she said slapping at him. "How dare you?"
With a face full of skepticism and suspicion, he looked at her with cynicism.
"Oh don't give me that bullshit," he said. "Don't play the innocent virgin with me. I know what you are and who you are. You're no better than me. I saw that Mothers & Sons Anonymous brochure buried in the bottom of your pocketbook. I read all that was inside. I know you wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with you."
She looked at him with as much hatred as she looked at him with hurt.
"I got that brochure for you, you idiot. I heard you call my name when you were masturbating. Thinking that you were calling me, I walked in your room just as you were cumming. With you always trying to barge in my room in the hopes of seeing me dressing and/or undressing, I've seen the sexually, incestuous way that you look at me. I knew you were inappropriately, sexually, and incestuously attracted to me. Only, I didn't know how to broach the subject with you until now," she said.
She looked at him with as much sorrow as he looked at her with shock.
"Oh, my God," he said suddenly feeling not only like such a shit heel but also like a rapist. He not only raped his mother but he sodomized her too. "I'm sorry Mom. Please forgive me," he said. "I had no idea. I thought you were attending those meetings as your way of controlling yourself from seducing me and having sex with me. I thought you sexually wanted me in the way that I sexually wanted you."
She got up out of bed to put on her clothes.
"Yuck! I can't believe you touched and felt me everywhere a son should never touch and feel his mother," she said putting on her panties and brassiere in front of him and talking at him through her mirror. "I can't believe you fingered my pussy and fucked me with your finger," she said putting her flannel nightgown over her bra and panties while he watched her getting dressed. "I can't believe stuck your cock inside of me and fucked me, your own mother," she said putting on her robe before turning to him to voice her total displeasure. "I can't believe you stuck your prick in my mouth and forced me to blow you, ejaculated in my mouth, and forced me to swallow you," she said raising her voice. "I can't believe you fucked me so hard that you forced me to have an orgasm," she said.
"I'm sorry Mom," was the only thing he could say.
She looked at him with anger and with tears welling up in her eyes.
"My God! I'm so embarrassed. I'm so very humiliated."
Only, with her protesting a bit too much, after feeling her sexual passion in her kisses, he had a difficult time deciding if she enjoyed him forcing himself on her or if she was totally disgusted and mortified by his abnormal, incestuous behavior.
"I'm sorry Mom," he said the only thing that he could possibly continue to say.
An honest mistake, now having his doubts that she was attending Mothers & Sons Anonymous meetings, he just assumed that the brochure was for her and not for him.
"What the Hell is wrong with you? Are you insane? Are you deranged? I'm your mother for God's sake. I'm not some whore on the street that you picked up at a bar and took home for the night. We're family. We're blood related. I can't have sex with you," she said as if it was a revelation instead of what it really was, something so forbidden.
She looked at him as if she was ready to commit him in an asylum.
"I'm so sorry Mom," he said again but this time with more sincerity and remorse. "I've always wanted to have sex with you but—"
She looked at him with curiosity.
"But what?"
Instead of looking at her with sorrow and remorse, already horny again, with him still naked and her fully dressed, he looked at her with lust, sexual lust, incestuous, sexual lust.
"If I could do it all over again, instead of fucking you while pounding your pussy, being that this is Valentine's Day, the day of love, I only wish I could made love to you. Only, I was afraid that if I took my time with you that you'd reject me in the way that you're doing now," he said with sadness.
Now instead of looking at him as if he was crazy, she looked at him with the love and the understanding that any mother would look at her son, even an incestuous, perversely, deranged one.
"Is that it? Instead of just having sex with me, you wanted to make love to me?"
She looked at him with empathy.
"Yes," he said.
He looked at her with love.
"Is that all that you want is to make love to me?"
She looked at him with love in the way that only a mother can look at her son.
"Yes, he said again."
He nodded his head in sadness while knowing his mother would allow him to make love to her.
"It appears that we both misread one another's intentions. Not that I'm condoning you wanting to make love to me. Whether having sex with me or making love to me is basically the same thing, forbidden incestuous sex. Yet, with you always being such a good boy and taking such good care of me in the way that you have through the years, I understand you wanting to make love to me, even if I am your mother," she said. "Just as you obviously love me, I love you too."
He looked at her with as much lust as he looked at her with love.
"I'd just like to know what it's like to make love to you without all the wild and crazy sex that we just had. Sex is one thing but making love is something else. Who better to make love to than to your own mother? Who better to make love to than your own son?
As if he was making sense with a compelling argument that seemingly touched her where she was so vulnerable, she looked at him with love and compassion.
"If I allow you to make love to me, you must promise not to force me to blow you unless I agree to do that voluntarily."
"Yes, I promise," he said.
"And you must promise not to fuck me, unless I agree for you to fuck me willingly and voluntarily?"
"Yes, I promise, he said.
"And if I do agree to suck you until you cum in my mouth again, you must promise to lick me until I cum in your mouth," she said.
"I promise," he said.
She looked at him as if deciding what to do.
"Okay, I'll agree to consensual intercourse and I'll agree to us making love to one another, if you do one thing for me."
"Anything Mom, anything. No matter what it is, you name it and I'll do it," he said.
* * * * *
"Hi," said Donnie attending his first Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting. "I'm Donald and I'm sexually and incestuously attracted to my mother."
"Hi Donald," said the group of anonymous mothers and sons attending the Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting.
* * * * *
While Donnie was attending his first Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting, Elizabeth was on the phone with her friend Sarah.
"Well, you were right, Sarah. It worked. It took a while but I was able to seduce him," said Elizabeth to her girlfriend, who was also having incestuous sex with her son.
In the way that Sarah planned Elizabeth to make the sex seemed that it was all Donnie's fault, Sarah did the same with her son, James.
"Tell me all about what happened and don't leave out any details," she said.
"Well, usually I keep my car keys on a hook in the kitchen but this time I hid my car keys in my purse. Hoping he'd barge in the bathroom while I was showering to ask me where my car keys were, when he didn't, I told him they were in my purse. I knew he'd be excited by the prospect of snooping through my purse. Knowing him as I do, I knew he'd hope to find a pair of my worn panties for him to sniff and/or handcuffs and a blindfold. I knew he'd be hoping to find my masturbation toys, my vibrator and/or my dildo. I was tempted to leave some topless and naked photos of myself, the ones that I've been sending to men on the Mr. Right dating sight, but I didn't want him to think less of me. Instead I hid the Mothers & Sons Anonymous brochure at the bottom of my purse," she said. "Thank you for suggesting that. It worked like a charm."
"So, you didn't flash him as you had planned on doing?"
"I did. I flashed him twice. I got his attention by calling down to him and when I knew he'd be looking up at me, I walked to the top of the stairs naked. I acted as if I was just putting on my robe. I pretended that I didn't see him looking up at me. He saw me naked," said Elizabeth with sexual excitement. "Then, I flashed him again when I was only in my panties while holding my brassiere in hand."
"Well," said Sarah. "Now that we're both having incestuous sex with our sons, maybe we can swap sometime."
"Swap? Really? I'd like that," said Elizabeth.
* * * * *
Even with Donnie attending Mothers & Sons Anonymous meeting, Elizabeth and Donnie continued having incestuous sex.
THE END
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This is a Valentine's Day contest story. Please give me the support of your vote.
For those looking to read pornography, I don't write pornography. This is not pornographic. I write erotica. There's plenty of sex at the end while still being erotic.
There are no underage characters in this story. The three characters in the story are Brad, forty-something, Ann, sixty-something, and Christopher, seventy-years-old.
*
Her Valentine's gift to her boyfriend, Ann transforms herself from a senior citizen to a sexy diva.
Ann stood on the front porch with her hand poised on the front doorknob. Even though her feet and legs hurt from walking in her new spiked, high heels, daring herself to sit and rest for a minute, she looked at the rocking chairs sitting idly on her porch with defiance. Her boyfriend, Chris, bought the chairs and, even though he enjoys sitting and rocking on the front porch while drinking his coffee, she refuses to use one. Rocking in a rocking chair would make her feel as old as she is. Rocking in a rocking chair would be giving up her quest to feel and look younger. Rocking in a rocking chair is for old people and not for her. She's not ready to spend the rest of her life rocking in a rocking chair.
Just another day, with no one knowing but her boyfriend that it was her birthday Monday, it was Valentine's Day tomorrow. Somehow with her birthday two days after Valentine's Day, as if her birthday fell on Christmas, she always felt cheated in receiving joint Valentine's Day and birthday gifts that translated to receiving less gifts. Suffice to say that she loved receiving gifts. Suffice to say, even at her age, she still loved receiving attention from men.
"Happy Birthday to me," she said out loud while dreading another birthday and wondering how many more birthdays that the good Lord would deem to give her.
A necessary evil, she hated birthdays. If she could make God one special request, she wished he'd never allow her to age past 35-years-old. A time when she looked her best and felt her best, with her having plenty of enough experience with men, she was old enough to tell a quality gentleman from a lowlife fool. Only, with that ship having already left the dock and sailed, after more than thirty years passed her 35th birthday, every year God plays this joke on her by giving her another birthday. Certainly it would be worse if the good Lord didn't give her anymore birthdays. Better that she's alive albeit older than dead. She's been to enough wakes and funerals to know that she'd much rather be living above ground than being dead beneath ground.
A last minute, split decision, when suddenly riddled with apprehension and indecision, she removed her hand from the doorknob. Deciding not to go in her house just yet, she needed to breathe in the night air and to look up at the moon and the stars for her to center herself by taking stock in herself and realizing the important things in life. Too stubborn to give in, instead of sitting in one of the rocking chairs, she leaned against the front porch post. With her struggling with another birthday that made her feel older, her private way to make herself feel better, she needed to take a personal inventory of herself and count her blessings.
For years, a good chunk of her younger and middle-aged life, was filled with men, sex, and all things sexual. Seemingly the most important things in her life were sex and orgasms. An ex-swinger, with her bedding hundreds of men, she played out that outrageous, sexual chapter in her life for all that it was worth. Now with that part of her life over, her life was suddenly becoming more mundane, routine, and boring. Instead of her life being fast and exciting, every day was the same old thing. Every day was going to work and coming home but now that she's retired, she carries the stigma of being retired, just another label given to her and that she carries for being old. Now that she's retired, her life is even more mundane, routine, and boring. The only thing that keeps her sane is going to the gym to exercise. The only thing that now keeps her sexually interested is when seeing, flirting with, and teasing her personal trainer, Brad.
"Brad, Brad, Brad, Brad, Brad."
His name is Brad. When he told her his name, she couldn't believe his name is Brad. A longtime admirer of Brad Pitt, her personal trainer even looks a little like Brad Pitt, when she sees him from across the huge gym while squinting. Certainly, he looks, sounds like, and walks just like Brad Pitt when he visits her in her dreams and sexual fantasies.
With her and her boyfriend ex-swingers, if only her neighbors knew what went on behind her closed, bedroom doors, wouldn't they be shocked. Only, a rule that she had adhered to with Chris, when they were in the swinging lifestyle, they never invited their swinging friends home. When they were in the swinging lifestyle, no one knew they had sex with others. They enjoyed them at hotel, swingers' parties and at swinging house parties. Now, for the first time, she broke her rule, she invited Brad home without telling Chris. Not that Brad was a swinger but her intention was to have swinging sex with Brad while Christopher watched.
With tomorrow Valentine's Day, being true to herself by totally transforming herself, the way she looked now was her surprise Valentine's Day gift to her boyfriend. Yet, unable to face Chris' barrage of interrogating questions just yet, especially after she told him that she invited Brad to their home, she needed a minute to herself. She took a breath to calm herself and to relax before sashaying her sexy, shapely ass inside.
Not giving him much notice, now she wished she had called Chris earlier to tell him that she had invited Brad over for some hopeful erotic fun and sexy games tonight. A bittersweet moment, excited about entertaining Brad before, she was self-conscious that she was acting foolish in inviting him now. It's not like her to be unconfidently scared about her sexuality and about men not wanting her sexually. In the way she looked in her heyday, being rejected sexually was never something she ever thought would happen. Now that she's older, she's more realistic of her sexual attraction, actually her lack of sexual attraction to men.
Had it not been for Chris pressuring her, she may have not viewed Brad as a sexual candidate. Who is she kidding? If Chris hadn't suggested that she get together with Brad, she probably would have had sex with him behind Chris' back at the gym or in his car. Chris confessed that he wants to watch her having sex with a younger man. Too late to cancel now and with Brad on his way over, she wondered what Chris would say about her inviting another man, a much younger man in their home, in their bed, and in their life. Even though he was the one who suggested that she extend the invitation to Brad, she now wondered if it wasn't more than just sexual sparked, pillow talk in a weak, sexy, and horny moment.
Sexually excited thinking how she always sexually teased Brad at the health club, she thought about how she flashed her panties, her cleavage, and her bra to four, horny, young men on the train ride home. Coming down from those sexually exciting episodes of teasing, flashing, exhibitionism, and voyeurism, she needed a moment to collect herself. She needed a moment to decompress and calm herself from the sexual high that she was experiencing to accept the sexual low she was about to have and relegated to have with old age. For sure, even though she loved him to pieces, something she'd never say to him, nothing made her feel older than going home to Christopher.
With him taking up residence in her mind all day, she needed a moment to take the time to evict Brad from her horny head and from her sexually charged thoughts. She needed a minute to act more her age after playing the sexy diva at the health club and on the train ride home. Instead of thinking of Brad and a host of other sexually perceived admirers, she needed to make room for Christopher again in her thoughts. She needed to temper her sexuality with a slice of maturity and a dose of sanity. With her now sixty-something, she's not thirty-something anymore.
Growing weary of having two different types of conversations, one flirtatious and sexy with Brad and the other about aches, pains, and everyday mundane life with Chris, she needed to get back in her girlfriend role after being in her swinging MILF role all day. Feeling so very young when flirting with Brad, she suddenly felt so very old when going home to Christopher. Having a difficult time transitioning from her youth to old age, she had one foot in the past and her other foot in the present. With one man making her feel younger and the other man making her feel older, obviously to make her transition into old age easier, she needed to have both men in her life.
Nonetheless how differently she felt about the two men, just as she was excited for Brad to see the new her, she was unnerved by Christopher's anticipated reaction to her new look too. Feeling her blood pressure rising and her pulse racing, now that she was standing on the front porch ready to go inside, he may not want her to be with Brad sexually. He may not like how she's dressed, how she looked, and why she invited Brad without telling him. She took a big breath to relax. Being that Monday was her birthday and tomorrow was Valentine's Day, looking forward to a weekend of celebration that extended to Monday, she didn't want an anticipated argument with Christopher to ruin her day and the rest of their weekend together.
Thinking back just a few, short hours ago, when she looked at herself in the full length mirror at the clothing store, as if seeing herself thirty years ago, she had a flashback of how sexually appealing she used to look. Not that long ago, yet, seemingly, thirty years, twenty years, and even ten years was such a lifetime ago. A depressing thought, now just making it through her days, marking them on her calendar and appreciating every day that she opened her eyes, she couldn't even remember what she did five years ago. In the way that Captain Hook heard the ticking clock of time in the crocodile that ate his hand in Peter Pan, she hears that same ticking clock in her head ticking down the years, the months, the weeks, the minutes, and the seconds that she has left to live.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick. Tick, tick, tick, tick. Tick, tick, tick, tick.'
Thinking that she looked as sexy as she felt when buying these clothes in the store and wearing them home, now feeling more her age that she was about to face Christopher instead of showing herself off to Brad, she felt ridiculous. Hating to admit it, she felt like an old whore desperately trying to hold on to her youth instead of a feeling like the sexy MILF she once was and the sexy diva she still thinks she is. While dressed in a costume for Halloween and pretending to be someone she's not, someone she once was but no longer is, she felt like the elderly woman that she is now.
Suddenly, in the way that an older man buys a red convertible and wears a toupee that everyone knows is a hairpiece, she felt foolish. She felt sad. Instead of feeling good about herself, she felt bad about herself. Instead of feeling good about herself, she felt ridiculous. She felt pathetic in her impossible attempt in trying to hold onto her youth. She felt how aging celebrities must feel when surrounded by young, empty headed, and dimwitted starlets. Suddenly, in the way that an older man looks at and flirts with younger women, she silently chastised herself for gravitating more to younger men than she did to men more her age.
'Shame on me for trying to be someone I no longer am. Shame on me for trying to be someone I'm not. I need to act more my age. I need to accept that I'm not a young woman anymore,' she thought to herself while taking the time to clear her had of such foolishness. 'Sadly, sex is for the young and no longer for me.'
Quite simply and not surprisingly, with her not aging gracefully, where younger men made her feel younger, older men made her feel older. A different mindset, she always thought of herself as younger on the inside instead of older on the outside. With all of her thoughts more physical and more emotional than cerebral, with hiking, jogging, swimming, and cycling, her lifestyle has always been more active than passive. Part of her problem of not aging gracefully without a fight, no one who didn't know her age, would ever think that she was sixty-something instead of forty-something.
As if spitting in the wind in her defiance of growing old, there was no magic pill she could take to reverse age or even slow down the aging process. If only she knew back then what she knows now about diet and exercise, perhaps she would have gotten a few more years and a few less wrinkles out of this old body. To her benefit, she never smoked and other than socially with an occasional glass of wine, she didn't drink. Always getting her beauty sleep, she didn't burn the candle at both ends either.
With her always watching her diet and exercising, she still maintained the shapely figure that she had thirty years ago, albeit not as firm and wrinkle free as she was at that age. Still, she looked much better than all of her friends who popped over the counter, pain pills, walked with canes, didn't exercise, were overweight, and resigned themselves to disappearing for months at a time in their homes during the cold weather. Moreover, with most of her friends losing their teeth to gum disease and tooth decay at an early age, at least still had all of her teeth.
Yet, a no win contest and not getting out alive, she struggled in a losing battle against the ravages of time. No matter how much makeup she wore, how much dye she put in her hair, how tight and low cut her blouse was, and how short her skirt is, the fact remained that she's still a sixty-something-year-old woman. The fact remains that she's closer to seventy-years-old than she's closer to sixty-years-old. The fact remains is that she has less time on God's, good earth than more. Thirty years past her prime, maybe it's time she acted more her age. Thirty years past her prime, maybe it's time she relinquished her role as a sexy diva for one more befitting her age as a retired, albeit still sexy grandmother.
As if she had an internal expiration date as to when she needed to start acting her age, with her extending the expiration date each year, sadly, there's no changing that reality. Yet, not yet ready to go over the hill and disappear down the slide of old age without a fight, she wanted to have one, last, sexual affair with a man young enough to be her son. How hot would that be to feel one more, hard cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy before she gave in to old age?
With her dressing as young as she felt and with her berating herself in her need to act more her age, she knew that she was just forestalling the inevitable. Forsaking her longtime friends her age for new and younger friends, where her older friends made her feel older, her younger friends made her feel younger. Yet, before she has hip problems and can no longer fuck, knee problems and can no longer suck, back problems and can no longer make love, and/or can no longer get wet without artificial lubrication, why not have one, last sexual affair? Why not go out screaming in bed instead of rocking in a chair?
If having sex with a younger man would make her feel younger, a magic pill of mutual admiration and adoration that she obviously needs to have, as long as he's willing, why not have sex with Brad? Why not have sex with Brad while calling his name and while pretending that he's Brad Pitt? With cuckolding his favorite sort of pillow talk lately, Chris is the one who not only suggested she invite Brad to their house but also pressured her to seduce him while he watched, of course. A possible win/win/win sexual scenario for all three, her having sex with a younger man, Brad having sex with an older woman, and Chris watching, why not take advantage of the opportunity?
As long as Brad is willing to be sexually seduced by her, why not have sex with a younger man albeit with Chris watching? Her way to not only still keep Chris involved with the swinging lifestyle by whetting and satisfying his sexual appetite in watching but also to give her what she wants and needs sounded good to her. As long as they don't hurt anyone and/or harm themselves, with what they do behind closed, bedroom doors it's no one's business.
Not yet ready to walk with a cane or put a handicap sticker on her car, she still works out at the gym. With the health club filled with young people instead of old people, she'd rather go to the gym any day over sitting serenely at the senior center. As if just waiting to die, instead of looking forward to their futures and their new lovers, so many elderly people sit there watching TV and/or playing cards while talking about their past and their grandchildren.
So many elderly people talk more about their aches, pains, and maladies, along with what drugs they take instead of talking about how better to sexually enjoy the time they have left. So many elderly people, those people over 50-years-old, according to AARP, 55-years-old, according to HUD, housing and urban development, and 62 to 65-years-old, according to Social Security, no longer have sex. A fear much worse than death and dying, the thought of no longer having sex frightened her as much as it sickened her. A mean trick that God played on swingers, she couldn't imagine life without giving and receiving orgasms.
It was the time she had now that made her try to act as young on the outside as she felt on the inside. Interestingly enough, on the inside, she still felt 35-years-old. On the inside, even though she was much older, she still felt much younger. On the inside, she still felt as young, as sexy, and as vibrant as she felt thirty years ago.
As if testing the sexual waters to see if flashing men still made her as wet as public exhibitionism always did, she gave those two men sitting across from her on the train ride home quite the up skirt show of her bright, white panties. Going all the way with her exhibitionism for the sake of their voyeurism, she gave the two men standing over her quite the down blouse views of the tops of her abundant breasts, her long line of cleavage, and her sexy, low cut bra. Obviously with her acting as if she didn't know she was showing while pretending that she didn't notice them looking, exhibitionism and voyeurism made her feel sexually alive again that all four men were not just looking but also leering, staring, and ogling all that she was showing. Flashing them made her feel sexy again that four men half her age were sexually interested in an old broad like her. While lost in the moment, if only for a while, her flashing and with them looking made her feel young and sexy again.
With her flashing men again, shades of what it was like twenty years ago, her exhibitionism and their voyeurism invigorated a newfound sexuality. Suddenly, instead of being doomed to go quietly in the night in old age, she felt alive again. Playing her role as the beautiful, black woman, when she felt that familiar wetness between her thighs and felt her nipples erecting and hardening to show their big impressions through her bra and blouse, she felt sexually vibrant again. As long as men were looking, staring, and leering, whenever she was flashing her panties, her cleavage, and her bra, the one thing she didn't feel was old. Whenever she was flashing her panties, cleavage, and bra, instead of being ignored on the train in the way that most elderly people are, she not only felt noticed but also she enjoyed the attention that she received from men, no matter what their age.



With her never the morally modest type, not a big deal for her to flash men up skirts and down blouses, flashing admiring and appreciative men her underwear made her feel sexy. Flashing men her panties, cleavage, and bra, made her feel how she felt twenty and thirty years ago when having sex with dozens of men at the swingers', swinging, sex parties she enjoyed attending with Christopher. Flashing men her panties, cleavage, and bra made her not only feel sexy but also made her feel desired and wanted again in the way that she needs to feel sexy, desired, and wanted.
Before the undertaker makes her over to make her look more how she once looked, she wanted to make herself over to a time when she felt young and sexy. Before her new makeover, with her no longer feeling wanted, noticed, and remembered, she now had a clearer image of how it must feel to be a forgotten sex star relegated to silently disappear in old age. Now instead of feeling old, she felt young. Now instead of feeling sexless, she felt sexy.
With those men on the train undressing her with their eyes, if only they knew she was a sixty-something-year-old grandmother instead of a forty-something-year-old diva, she wondered how they'd react. If only they knew how much older she was then them, she wondered if they'd still be interested enough in her to stare between her legs and down her blouse. If only they knew how old she really was, she wondered if they'd still desire her enough to want her sexually.
With her always looking twenty years younger, still being carded at thirty-five-years-old, no one ever guessed her real age even now, thirty years later. With those men not knowing her age and with her not telling them, even if they knew how old she was, she wondered how many of those four men would want to have sex with her elderly body. When she was forty-something, she looked twenty-something and now that she's sixty-something, she still looks forty-something. Maybe when she's eighty-something, with her looking sixty-something, then she'll finally act her age but she seriously doubted it.
Yet, even though she was sexually titillated flashing the men on the train her bright, white panties, the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of cleavage, and her sexy bra, she now had second thoughts about the way she was dressed. Her reality check was her standing on the front porch ready to walk in her house to face Chris but unable to go inside, she stood there contemplating her life. Her reality check was that she was no longer a forty-something-year-old woman but old enough to collect Social Security and Medicare. Her reality check was that she couldn't do the things that she used to do and/or even wanted to do the some of the things she used to do and loved to do. Her reality check was not only was she more mature and less sound in body and but she was also more mature and more sound in mind.
For sure, she thinks differently now than she did twenty years ago. A complete waste of her time, now she no longer has the patience she had for fools who only want her for sex. Now with age giving her insight and wisdom, she sees so many things as useless and a complete and utter waste of time. Easily annoyed and with her always having the unique ability to see through men, a man would have to give her more than just a line to get her in bed. When once she was easy to laugh over a stupid joke, now her humor is more refined and particular than that. With her going to bed with practically anyone when she was immersed in the swinging lifestyle, now she's much more particular when choosing her lovers.
Even more than the sexy, provocative way she was dressed, she had second thoughts with not only the way she was dressed but also with what she was thinking about doing tonight. How dare she ponder the thought of trying to seduce a man more than twenty years her junior? Why would he even want her, especially in the way that he looks at the white, young, tall and leggy, pretty, blonde things that sashay their nearly naked bodies and shake their shapely asses in front of him? How dare she ponder the thought of having sex with forty-something-year-old Brad while Chris watches?
What's wrong with her to still have that sexual mentality that she's better, prettier, and shapelier than every other woman her age and younger? Why can't she just let go of the facade and fade away into retirement and old age? Why must she put the moves on every man, especially younger and attractive men, she sees? She needs to step out of the spotlight and relax in the rocking chair. She needs to stop the teasing and the flirting and accept herself for who she is, old and retired. With that part of her life over, she needs to get used to the idea that she's done with sex.
'Sex, sex, sex, it is over. Sex is over.'
A complete waste of her time and most of her life, now she's left with nothing but her memories. What was she thinking in trying to act forty-something when she's sixty-something? What was she thinking in trying to entice a younger man into bedding her? It's one thing to entice a twenty-something-year-old man to have sex with a forty-year-old woman but it's quite another thing to entice a forty-something-year-old man to have sex with a sixty-something-year-old woman. No doubt, he'd rather have sex with a twenty-something-year-old woman, a thirty-something-year-old woman, or even a forty-something-year-old woman than to have sex with a sixty-something-year-old woman. Instead of always trying to be the spotlighted, sexy star on stage, maybe it's time she acted more her age and submitted to a quieter life of retirement and invisibleness.
Embracing retirement and a more sedentary life, most women her age are beyond all of that sexual nonsense and erotic foolishness. Most women her age are no longer sexually active or even want to be. Most women were never driven by the sexual impulses in the way she was controlled by them in the first place. Very few women are anything like her. Most women her age are retired and just want to be left alone to drink their tea, pet their cat, and knit clothes for their grandchildren. Most women her age no longer want sex and don't even think of anything sexual.
Instead of relaxing in a rocking chair on the front porch, what she was thinking of doing instead was seducing a man more than twenty years her junior? What she was thinking of doing instead was having sex with Brad while Christopher watched and while he no doubt masturbated to all those naughty, sexy things she'd be doing with Brad? What she was thinking of doing before retiring with Chris by her side was having one, last, sexual hurrah. What she was thinking, if all worked out as planned, her slow transition to old age, was having Brad on the side.
If Diahann Carroll, her idol, could make herself always look twenty years younger, why couldn't she? Indeed, Diahann Carroll was a rare beauty. Moreover, Diahann Carroll had the money to have her hair done by the best hairdressers and her makeup done by Hollywood's best cosmetologists. Lastly, Diahann Carroll was a big believer in plastic surgeons and plastic surgery. Diahann Carroll believed in doing anything that she could do to make herself look not only good but better.
With her giving her plastic surgeons a beautiful face to work with, whatever she had done always made her look younger and rested without making her look like she's had plastic surgery. Had she not admitted that she had plastic surgery, she would have left her critics wondering, did she or didn't she? Yet, even if Ann could afford to spend tens of thousands of dollars on plastic surgery, she didn't think she could ever subject herself to go under the knife. She was vain but not that vain to bear the pain of some surgeon peeling back her face to pull the skin tighter just so that she could look younger. Even though she'd love to look younger, there's a limit to her chasing after the elusiveness of youth. Moreover, with her blessed with beautiful milk chocolate skin, unlike white women who have sun damaged skin from laying out in the hot sun, her natural, sun protection factor protects her not only from sunburns but also from wrinkles.
* * * * *
Thinking that she wanted to make herself look younger by transforming herself, Ann dyed her hair black, blue black, her natural hair color instead of grey, something that Chris has been after her to do. Never having dyed her hair before, her keeping her grey hair went against her wanting to look younger. Then, spending the extra money, she had her makeup done by a professional. Wow, with her just doing those two things for herself, she couldn't believe that hair and makeup made such a huge transformation in how much younger she looked.
Lastly, as her birthday gift to herself, instead of buying something matronly to wear tonight, she bought new, sexy clothes and new, high heel shoes. At the time, she knew exactly what she was thinking. Not only did she want to look younger again but also she wanted to feel sexy again. Not only did she want to feel sexy again but also she wanted to look sexy again. Definitely, the younger and sexier way she looked had much to do with the younger and sexier way she felt. As far as she was concerned, every dollar she spent on her hair, her makeup, and her clothes was well worth it and money well spent.
"Happy Birthday to me," she said happy with herself again.
With her wanting one, last, sexual hurrah before embracing retirement, Social Security, and Medicare, she dreaded old age with her sitting on the front porch in her rocking chair with her cat and her cup of tea while talking about the good, old days. As far as she was concerned, she had more, new, better days to live before talking about the good, old days. As far as she was concerned, with the best yet to come, she had so much more life to live. Not wanting to be lost in the old days, she wanted to look forward to her new days.
Instead of being lost reminiscing in the past, she was thinking more about the future, in recapturing her lost youth, and in recharging her sexuality if only for one last time and one hot night. With apologies to T. S. Eliot, instead of disappearing quietly in the night, she was thinking about going out with a loud, sexy scream. Instead of ending her life with a low, pitiful whimper, she wanted to end her life with a powerful orgasm.
Always accustomed to having an interested man in her life, this is where Brad makes his entrance as her new, younger lover. An interesting aside and a curious tidbit, seemingly the older she gets, the younger her lovers get. She figured by the time she's eighty-years-old, she'll be dating a twenty-year-old. There's nothing that will make her feel young as would a hard cock buried in her mouth or pounding her pussy.
Yet, why not do all the things that she loved to do instead of watching others having fun just because they're younger? With her still having a lot of life left in her to live and a lot of love in her to give, not even close, she's not dead yet. No doubt, being that Monday was her birthday inspired her thoughts of recapturing the fountain of youth but not only in just how she looked on the outside but also how she felt on the inside too.
"Help, I've fallen and I can't get up," she imagined that being her reality one day but not yet and not without her putting up a fight.
With her still possessing plenty of sexuality and vitality, if she was going to get up anything, she was going to get up the erection of a man and the man whose erection she wanted to get up was Brad, a real hunk of a handsome man. With her wrapped in a Valentine's Day, surprise, gift package for Christopher, she really was doing all of this more for Brad than she was for her boyfriend. The hair, the makeup, and the sexy clothes, with her always smiling whenever she was around him, Brad not only made her feel younger but also he made her look younger too. Sexually attracted to him, an understatement, Brad was her personal trainer and her private reason for fighting old age. While pretending that he was Brad Pitt and she was Angelina Jolie, she'd love nothing more than to feel his young, hard, naked body on top of her while pounding her old, black, warm, wet pussy.
With her being such an experienced lover, why not show Brad what it feels like to be with a real, sexy, sexual, and sensual woman instead of a woman his age who may not even enjoy sex in the way that she craved having orgasmic sex? With Angelina having nothing over her, just because a woman is half her age doesn't mean that she's sexy and is as good in bed as she knows she is. With Ann an experienced lover, she could do things to Brad's body that he'd never imagine could be done. Confusing one Brad for the other before both Brad's morphed into one, she imagined sucking and fucking him in the way he's never been sucked and fucked before.
While in bed with a lover twenty years younger instead of the same old thing with her 70-year-old boyfriend, she was thinking about orgasms, lots of orgasms. She was thinking about Brad giving her an orgasm with his fingers, one with his mouth, and another with his cock. Whenever she was with him working out at the gym, she put the sexy moves on Brad by teasing him, tempting him, and seducing him. In the way that Anne Bancroft as Mrs. Robinson seduced Dustin Hoffman as Benjamin Braddock in The Graduate, blindsided and putty in her hands, never seeing her coming, Brad would never know what hit him.
More than just thinking about having sex with him, having gone way beyond that point, she needed to have sex with him. She needed him to inject her with more than just his cum but his vitality too. More than just thinking about feeling his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, she wanted to pay homage to his stiff prick by worshipping it. In the way that she hoped he lusted over her big tits, dreamt of her adept hands, and sexually fantasized over her full lips and her warm mouth, her round ass, and her wet pussy, he was always on her mind.
With her short skirt slit right up the middle, it was plenty short enough to show off her shapely legs all the way up her thighs and beyond. Always proud of her legs, only wishing they were longer, she loved her legs as much as she loved her big tits. In the way she couldn't sit on the train without flashing her panties to unsuspecting, happily surprised men sitting across from her, she knew she couldn't sit across from Brad without flashing him her bright, white panties either. In the way she couldn't sit on the sofa without flashing Brad the tops of her breasts, her cleavage, and her bra.
If only the Nuns back in parochial school could see how she's dressed now, she'd spend a month in detention. If only the Nuns back in parochial school could see how she's dressed now, she'd spend the rest of the year on her knees praying for forgiveness instead of spending tonight on her knees while hopefully sucking Brad's cock. Only, other than for Bible study, she never attended parochial school. She attended public school. If only the other women in her church saw how scantily she's dressed and how sexy she looks, either they'd shun her with condemnation or they'd embrace her with their envious sexuality. If only the other women in her church saw how scantily she's dressed and how sexy she looks, she wondered what they'd say.
"You go girl. You give that man a hump for me tonight," she imagine one of her church ladies saying.
"Ooh wee baby girl! Mama's lookin' hot," she imagined another one of her church ladies saying.
Yet, with her suffering through another birthday, it was her intention to see if Brad was as sexually interested in her as she was sexually interested in him. It was so bittersweet for her to have a birthday two days after the day of love, Valentine's Day. If she didn't feel old before, officially and chronologically another year older, she felt old now.
With her wearing what she was wearing and with her showing what she was showing, it was her intention to sexually tease Brad's lustful interest and temp him by offering him hot sex. With her hardly a virgin, she knows how to sexually entice, tease, tempt, and seduce a man. With her hardly a virgin, she knows how to please a man and pleasure a man. With her hardly a virgin, she knows her way around a cock. She can sexually do things with her mouth and with her body that a man never knew a woman could do.
"Better buckle up Brad because if you plan on mounting me, I plan on taking you for a wild ride," she said while imaging making love to him before fucking him.
For sure, unlike some women who only dabble when sucking a cock, appreciating the sexual lust that men have for her by getting and maintaining an erection, she's doesn't spit out what a man gives her in lustful pleasure. She's not a woman who tickles and teases without giving a man whatever he pleases. In the way that Brad's been staring at her shapely ass when she wears her leotard at the gym, especially when he didn't think she was looking, she couldn't wait to flash him her panties. In the way he's been staring at her big breasts that sexily shape, erotically form, and bulge out her skintight leotard, she couldn't wait to show him the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of cleavage, and her sexy bra. Teasing him by tempting him and before sexually pleasing him, she couldn't wait to show him her naked body in the dimly lit ambience of her bedroom while Christopher watched.
Yet, controlling herself from sexually going overboard in her seduction of him, she didn't want him to have the wrong impression of her now that she's a senior citizen. Just because she once embraced the swinging lifestyle many years ago, not everyone has the same favorable opinion of swinging and of swingers. Not everyone is as sexually promiscuous, erotically adventurous, and as sensually daring as she is. With this still puritanical America, not everyone would want to have sex with multiple partners in a lifetime never mind in one night.
If only this was twenty years ago, instead of just planning to flash him her sexy underwear, she'd flash Brad her naked pussy and her bare breasts. If only this was twenty years ago, she would have already had sex with him on the gym floor, in the locker room, in the men's room, in his car, and in his apartment. If only this was twenty years ago, she wouldn't feel as ridiculous as she feels now with her dressing much younger than her age. If only this was twenty years ago, perhaps she'd be leaving Chris for Brad.
Only, she'd never leave Chris for Brad or for anyone. Her lifelong best friend, she doesn't love Brad in the way that she loves Chris, not even close. Always there for her, Chris is her rock. The love of her life, she loves Chris to death. Her drug of choice, Brad is just a sexy, sexual thing that she needs to experience to make her feel wanted, needed, and desired. In addition to him being her personal trainer, Brad was her private fountain of youth. She needed to suck out his energy for her to drink it before basking in the afterglow of orgasmic sex.
Yet, sex is much different than love. Sex is something that can be had without love. Then, when love is added to the formula and part of the sexual equation, there's nothing better than having sex with someone you love. Only, unable to let her sexuality go with the depletion of her estrogen, what Serena Williams is to tennis, Ann is to sex. In the way that Serena is a competitive and strong willed woman, so isn't she. Still clinging to her youth, she's desperately fighting to claim the brass ring. Only, her brass ring isn't metal at all but her grand prize in hoping and wanting Brad to give her an orgasm.
Yet, on the flip side of that coin, just because she loves Chris doesn't mean that she's sexually compatible with him, especially now that he's older, more rigid in his thinking, and more set in his ways. Whereas she's more of a free spirit and an adventuress, Brad is more her type and more her physical match. Yet, just because she sexually lusts over Brad doesn't mean that she loves him or could ever fall in love with him. Just because she wants Brad sexually doesn't mean that she no longer wants Chris emotionally, physically, spiritually, and even sexually. An integral part of her life, she wouldn't know what she'd do without Chris pulling her down from the ceiling by her ankles when she's angry and/or outrageous in her thoughts. Calming her with his assurance, his hugs, and his kisses, if Chris is anything, he's her pacifier whenever she gets her Detroit going on.



For sure, giving credit to her sexuality, with her having done that many times in the past, she's enough women to handle more than one man one at a time and/or simultaneously. Yet, with both of them from different generations and from different eras, their age gaps are too wide of an expanse to bridge with just sex and/or for her to fall in love with a man so young, so immature, so impetuous, and so foolish. Just as she needed sexual excitement in her life, she also needed stability, maturity, and someone steady. Where Brad was her perceived boy toy, Chris was her safe haven whenever she was afraid, weak, and vulnerable in the way she is now. Always there for her, he understands her.
* * * * *
With her a bit of an exhibitionist in the way she's always enjoyed flashing men her sexy underwear, she pegged Brad for a voyeur in the way that he always stares at her shapely ass and her big breasts through her clothes. She hasn't shown him much more than her shapely legs, the shape of her round ass, the outline of her big breasts, and the impressions her nipples make through her leotard at the gym. With him in for an eye popping surprise tonight, she couldn't wait to see Brad's reaction to seeing flashes of her panties, the tops of her meaty breasts, her cleavage, and her bra. With him in for an eye opening surprise tonight, she wondered if he'd make a sexual move on her tonight. In the way that she's been making sexual moves on him by teasing him, tempting him, and bending and stretching in front of him at the gym daily, she suspected that she was getting to him as much as he was getting to her.
She wondered if he'd be just as sexually aroused with seeing her white panties, her long line of cleavage, and her low cut bra as much as the men on the subway ride home were sexually excited seeing her panties, her cleavage, and her bra. She wondered if he'd be just as sexually aroused seeing her panties, cleavage, and bra as much as she'd be sexually excited showing him her panties, cleavage, and bra. With him having seen none of that but for the curvaceous outline of her body through her skintight leotard, she couldn't wait to show him her panties, cleavage, and bra.
Alas seemingly with Chris no longer wanting to accompany her to swinging parties, those sexually outrageous days of tickle and tease are gone once she hit sixty-years-old. If she had it her way, making sure Brad got the message loud and clear, she'd immediately get down to business for him to know what she sexually wanted and needed. If she had her way, shocking him with her sexual salaciousness and aggressiveness, she'd answer her door naked, or at the very least topless, or maybe just wearing a loose towel wrapped around her that would suddenly fall.
"Oops."
Now, even though she still looks hot and sexy, admittedly she looks better with her clothes than without her clothes. With her having a slice of sexy fun with a dropped towel, she remembered all the times she flashed the pizza delivery men. Sometimes getting extra service from the hotel staff after flashing the waiter her beautiful, black body with her unbelted robe, she missed having that kind of sexy, erotic fun. She missed the shocking reactions she'd receive from unsuspecting men seeing flashes of her panty, her cleavage, her bra, her tits, her ass, and/or her pussy.
'Oh, my God! I'm so very embarrassed. Please don't look at my tits, my naked ass, and my trimmed pussy,' she imagined saying after dropping her towel in front of Brad.
Besides, not wanting him to think her a whore but okay with him thinking her a slut, if she had her sexy way, she'd answer her front door wearing nothing more than her short, low cut, sexy, silk robe. With her sexy, silk robe showing her every God given curve, she'd dare any man not to be sexually aroused by not only seeing what she was wearing and what they could see of her but also by what they imagined seeing of her. Then, if she had her sexy way, after sipping a couple of glasses of wine, complaining that it was suddenly hot, and turning down the lights low, she'd strip off her robe to expose her naked, black body to him. With her standing before him without her clothes, she wondered what he'd say. With her standing before him naked, she wondered what he'd do.
Other than on television, in men's magazine, or at the movies, she wondered if Brad's ever saw a naked, black woman. In the way that so very many white women fantasize about having sex with black men, she wondered if he's ever fantasized about having sex with a black woman. She wondered if he ever sexually fantasized over having sex with her in the way that she's sexually fantasized over having sex with him. If only she knew he wanted her as much as she wanted him, seducing him would be so very much easier.
She wondered if he ever had sex with a black woman. If not, she wondered if he ever sexually fantasized about having sex with a black woman. Just as there are plenty of beautiful white women, there are plenty of beautiful black women too. She wondered who his favorite black celebrity was, Beyoncé, Halle Berry, Nicki Minaj, Tyra Banks, Alicia Keyes, Janet Jackson, Vanessa Williams, Serena Williams, Jennifer Hudson, or Vivica Fox. Who knows? For all she knows, maybe he secretly lusts over Condoleezza Rice, Oprah, and/or Michelle Obama.
With her having not yet asked him any sexual questions or anything about his background for that matter, she wondered if he ever had sex with an older woman, a woman who's so very sexually experienced. Wondering if he ever masturbated over having sexually salacious thoughts about his mother or his aunt, she wondered if he had a mother and son fetish. She'd even allow him to call her mommy, if that's what it took to get him in bed. If he wanted to be her incestuous son, she'd enjoy being his incestuous mother for the night.
She enjoyed role playing as much as she enjoyed playing sexual games of pretend. As much as she enjoyed playing games of tickle and tease, she enjoyed flashing a man who was interested in seeing all that she was interested in showing. With Christopher not always up for the challenge as he once was, had he not suggested that he'd like to watch her having sex with a younger man, she may have not even considered the thought, until she met Brad. Now, as much as she'd love to give Chris a sexy show, she'd love to give Brad a sexy show too.
She thought that her sexy, sexual, swinging days were over once she settled down with Chris for good and stopped attending swinging parties. Yet, regretting her decision to stop having promiscuous sex with a bevy of men black, white, and Asian, considering multiple, sexual partner abstention as a fate as bad as death, the thoughts of retirement and remaining sedentary made her skin crawl and her pussy ache. She'd be lying if she admitted that she didn't miss the fast life. She'd be lying if she admitted that she didn't miss strangers, men she just met, giving her sexual orgasms. She'd be lying if she didn't admit that she missed sucking cocks and swallowing cum. She'd be lying if she admitted that she didn't miss men making love to her before fucking her, really fucking her hard.
She missed meeting new people and going to bed with interesting men. She missed that titillation of kissing someone for the first time. She missed that thrill of someone she just met feeling her through her clothes while kissing and before stripping her naked to get down to business. With her sometimes so very insatiable, with her bordering on being a nymphomaniac in her younger days, she missed going from cock to cock to get what she so desperately wanted, an orgasm or two or three.
Now sexually excited again at the prospect of having her wicked sexual way with Brad in the way she did with Chris so very long ago and with so very many other men, if only Brad wanted her as much as she wants him, she'd be so happy. If only he'd give her more of a sign than him just staring at her tits and her ass, she'd take care of the rest. If only he'd make the first move, she'd make all of the rest of the moves. If only he'd invite her out for coffee or for a drink, with one thing always leading to another, she'd give him hot sex at the gym, in his car, or at his apartment. With her not married to Chris and with him knowing that she has sexual needs that he can't always sexually satisfy, there's always Brad renting a hotel room for the night.
Only, Chris has already made it known that he wants to be there when she's having sex with Brad or with any young man. He'd like to watch. He'd like to watch her having sex with a man nearly half his age. He'd like to watch them having sex. He'd like to watch her with a younger man.
He'd like to watch her sucking and fucking a man young enough to be her son while he watched him licking her and making love to her beautiful, black body before fucking her beautiful, black body. He'd like to watch some young man physically use her and sexually abuse her in the way that he once could but now can't. With her not minding an audience, accustomed to others watching her having sex when in the swinging lifestyle, if it ever came to that point, she wondered how Brad would feel about Christopher watching them having sex. A lot to ask of him when having sex with her for the first time, he may be more comfortable having sex with her in private than with her boyfriend in the room with them.
Only, seemingly not fair to Chris for her to take off somewhere with Brad, if she was going to have sex with Brad, he made it known that he wanted to watch. He wanted to be in the room with them to see all that Brad would sexually do to her and all that she'd sexually do to him. Indebted to him for all that he's done for her over the years, feeling as if she owed more than she's given him, if what he really wanted was to watch her having sex with Brad, she didn't mind doing that for him. Actually, as much as it would sexually excite him to watch her with Brad, it would sexually excite her to have Christopher watch her having sex with Brad. She could only imagined the pillow talk they'd have after Brad left. Only, her mouth would be too full with Chris' cock for her to talk.
Then, she remembered as if Brad was there with her now, he always seemed to have the beginnings of an erection whenever he was helping her exercise. In the way that her big, black nipples were always pushing out her leotard, the impression of his emerging erection was always apparent. Just as there was something about him that sexually excited her, obviously there was something about her that sexually aroused him too.
With him touching her shoulders, her arms, her legs, her back, and/or her stomach, seemingly he was always touching her. Understandably, with him her personal trainer and his need to touch her was his learned way to show her the correct form of the exercises but his touches were more like feels than they were touches. Every time he touched her shoulders, her arms, her legs, her back, and/or her stomach, driving her sexually crazy, she wished he'd touch her ass, her tits, and her pussy instead. Every time he touched her shoulders, her arms, her legs, her back, and/or her stomach, she wanted to touch him too. She wanted to touch and fondle his cock and squeeze his ass through his shorts. Every time he touched her body, tit for cock, no matter where, she wanted to touch his body in return too.
* * * * *
Especially with her top button unbuttoned and with her silk blouse cut so low, every time she leaned forward to pick up her wine glass or to return it to the table, she imagined giving Brad a clear down blouse view of her cleavage and her bra. With her skirt slit up the middle and with her skirt so very short, every time she uncrossed and/or crossed her legs, she imagined giving Brad perfect up skirt views of her bright, white panties. As if his eyes were an Atari ping pong, tennis game ball of old, up and down and up and down, she imagined his eyes looking from her cleavage to her crotch and back again.
With him staring as much at her legs and her ass as he stares at her tits, she hasn't been able to tell if he's a leg man, an ass man, or a breast man. Maybe he's a full body man. Maybe he likes all parts of her shapely body equally. Maybe in the way that she's imagined him naked, he imagines her naked.
In her old, swinging days, she wouldn't even bother wearing panties or a bra. In her old, swinging days, she would have already had sex with him instead of just thinking about having sex with him. She wondered if it would shock the shit out of him to see flashes of her pussy instead of her panty. Only, with age comes more modesty and more self-control. What she did thirty years ago, she wouldn't dream of doing now. Besides, she didn't want him to think her a whore, just a sexy slut.
So very sexually exciting to imagine showing him all that she hoped he wanted to see, she imagined flashing him the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of cleavage, and her sexy bra. In the way he's been staring at her big tits, she couldn't wait to flash him more of her shapely breasts. Imagining him sitting across from her in her living room, she couldn't wait to flash him her panties as soon as she sat on the couch. She couldn't wait to continually flash him her panties every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs. With her skirt slit nearly all the way to her crotch, when seated with her knees parted just enough, she couldn't wait to sit across from him while giving him a continual view of her panty clad pussy. Actually with the skirt she was wearing, even with her knees pressed tightly together, he could still see her panties over the triangular opening above her thighs.
With her still standing on her front porch while delaying her entrance for Chris to see how she looks as his Valentine's Day gift, she looked down at her new, black stiletto shoes. Definitely, Chris would notice those with her now so very much taller. Having grown more comfortable and more accepting of her short height, she's never worn shoes with such a high heel. She laughed at herself while imagining falling off her shoes and hurting herself.
'Help, I've fallen and I can't get up,' she thought.
With her always being so very pretty and so very sexy, she laughed at herself in trying to be something that she's not, taller and younger. With her five inch heels making her much taller than her 4' 11" height, if she was any taller, she'd have a nosebleed. She laughed at herself again wearing heels high enough for her to have a nosebleed. With him at the opposite end of the inappropriate height remarks, she knew Christopher would laugh at that remark too. Even with her spiked heels and with her hair fluffed up another two inches, and with her a dizzying 5'6" tall, she didn't think she'd even be up to her 6' 7" boyfriend's shoulder.
Taking her a long time to accept her diminutive stature, with all the women she grew up with in downtown Harrisburg being tall, striking, Nubian princesses, she always felt even smaller than she was, especially when standing in the midst of them. Before accepting her abbreviated height, tired of being the butt of their jokes, she always wished she was taller than they were or at least as tall. Yet, the odd phenomena about being such a tiny woman, seemingly for some unknown reason, big men were always more sexually attracted to her than shorter men. Go figure. Now with all of her friends aging and growing shorter, somehow comparatively not feeling as short as she once did, especially in these high heels, she's still the same height as she was in her teens.
She was glad that her intended lover, Brad, was normal height. Unless he was sitting down or laying down, she was tired of always getting a stiff neck when having to look way up to make eye contact with Chris. When it came to Brad, if she was to assume any position, she'd rather be on her knees looking up at him while sucking his cock instead of looking up at him when trying to have a conversation. If she was to look up at Brad at all, she'd love to look up at him while his stiff prick was humping her mouth and fucking her face. Oh, yeah, a long time of sexually teasing one another at the gym, if she'd love to blow any man, she'd love to blow him.
After kissing him while he felt her beautiful, black body through her clothes, she imagined stroking him while sucking him. As his just sexual reward, she imagined him cumming in her mouth after he gave her multiple orgasms with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock. If she was to assume her ideal position, when not staring at the ceiling, she'd love to be staring at the top of Brad's beautiful head while he positioned himself between her legs as he rubbed clit and fingered and licked her pussy. In the way she'd love for him to cum in her mouth while she stroked him and sucked him, she'd love to cum in his mouth while he fingered her and licked her before she made orgasmic love to him. With him so much younger and so very physically fit, while hoping that he didn't break her hip, she imagined him fucking her, really fucking her hard, and really pounding her pussy to orgasmic pleasure.
"And tell me again Ann," she imagined her doctor looking at her suspiciously before looking at Brad. "How did you break your hip?"
* * * * *
Oh, my God, already having wicked, sexual thoughts about having hot sex with Brad, she was so very nervous with what she was about to tell Christopher. If it wasn't his idea that he wanted to watch her having sex with another man that put the sexy thought in her pretty head to begin with, she'd be even more nervous telling him that she was ready to have sex with Brad while he watched. Yet pillow talk was one thing and actually inviting a younger man over to sexually pleasure her before she sexually pleasures him while Christopher watched was something else entirely. Moreover always frequently hotels and house parties for their sexy swinging, a first time for everything, they never brought someone home for sex.
He's watched her having sex with other men plenty of times when they were swingers in the swinging lifestyle but that was then and this is now. This was much different. Back when he watched her having sex with other men, he was able to participate in the sex with her and with the other woman instead of just watching her with a younger man as he wanted to do now. Now, because he's unable to get it up in the way he used to, leaving the fucking part to a younger man, he only wants to watch while masturbating himself, no doubt. Definitely, he wants to watch to spice up their pillow talk later.
Not wanting to upset him or make him feel bad, she wondered how he'd feel just watching another man, especially a much younger man, service her without him joining in as a threesome in the way they used to do. Just as she'd feel bad if he was having sex with a much younger woman, she'd find it difficult to enjoy having sex with Brad if a younger man giving her sexual pleasure made Christopher feel bad. She imagined that he'd feel much worse if it was a man more her age giving her hot sex instead of a man more than 20 years her junior. With Brad not having sex with her because he was in love with her, Christopher wouldn't feel as threatened, jealous, and possessive as a man who was in love with her would make him feel.
With her not sexually shy being that she was once a swinger, nonetheless, even she couldn't believe she invited Brad over while dressed so scantily provocative and sexually appealing. With her dressed in this way, as if hitting him with a giant dildo to the back of his head, she wouldn't be giving Brad a mixed message. With her dressed this way, unless he was dimwitted which he's not, he'd immediately know her intentions were sexual. With her dressed in this way, she'd be giving him a direct signal and the green light that she wanted him for sex. With her dressed in this way, unless he was clueless, sexually shy, and and/or emotionally retarded, he'd immediately know why she invited him to her house. The only possible problems may be her age, her skin color, her short height, and/or her giant size boyfriend being in the room with them while they had sex, if it even got to that point.



Even though she's always been a very sexual woman, nonetheless her having sex with so very many men, she's not a whore or even a slut. If she were to describe herself, she'd describe herself as a lady who wasn't a sexual prude. Maybe some of her church women would think differently about her calling herself a lady and would disagree with her definition of a lady and with her confusing that definition with a whore and a slut. Yet as far as she's concerned, unless she's blindfolded and tied to her bed in readiness for a consensual gangbang, she's still a lady and always wants and needs to be treated as such.
"Oh, my God! Take me! Do whatever you'd like to my naked, beautiful, black body," she imagined saying in readiness for a gangbang. "Someone put a cock in my mouth. I need to suck someone. Someone push a cock in my pussy. I need to fuck someone. Someone else put a cock in my hand, I need to stroke someone. Someone stick a cock in my ass. I need to hump someone. Only, just so I don't lose count, how many men are there in my bedroom?"
Yet, more than just sex, there was something about Brad that made her feel young, vital, and vibrant again. There was something about Brad that made her moist between her thighs with sexual desire for him. There was something about Brad that brought out the animal desire in her and that made her want to fuck him and suck him. There was something about Brad that brought back the memories of her swinging days. With him bringing out the maternal, nurturing nature in her, there was something about Brad that made her want to mother him while having hot, deeply penetrating sex with him.
In the way that some men are embarrassed that they have an erection in front of a lady, Brad seemingly wasn't embarrassed that the shape of his big prick showed through his small, tight gym shorts. Even when he wore sweatpants instead of gym shorts, whenever he was around her instructing her while touching her, she could still see the outline his big cock made in his cotton sweatpants while tenting them as if he had a banana in his pocket. If he didn't want to flash her the outline of his cock, being that they were in the gym, a telling sign, he could have worn a jock strap but he didn't. Seemingly, he was sexually teasing her as much as she was sexually teasing him.
There was something about Brad that made her nipples harden and erect enough to show their impressions through her skintight leotard whenever she was with him exercising. In the way that some women are embarrassed to have their nipples standing at attention for a man, she was proud and sexually excited for him to see her sexual excitement for him. For sure, with her working up a sweat, her nipples didn't erect because she was cold. Her nipples erected whenever she was sexually aroused and wanted a man and the man she wanted was him.
Just once, if nothing else and if that's only as far as it will go, she'd love for Brad to kiss her, French kiss him while feeling her breasts and her ass through her clothes. Just once, if nothing else and if that's only as far as it will go, she'd love to kiss him, French kiss him, while feeling his cock hardening through his clothes. Just one more time, even though deep down she still thinks that she is, she'd love to feel as sexy, as desirable, and as sexually attractive as she once was. Just one more time, she imagined herself on her knees while sucking him. Just one more time, she imagined him between her legs while licking her before fucking her.
Now that she's older, just once, with him whispering how beautiful and sexy she is in her ear while making sweet love to her, she'd love to make love to a man twenty years her junior. She loved to make love to a man twenty years her junior before fucking a man twenty years her junior. She love to feel the hardness of his cock in the way that Christopher once was so very hard and always ready. She'd love for Brad to give her an orgasm in the way that she'd love to give him one too.
More than once, she's noticed Brad staring at her big breasts that are made to look even bigger because she's so very short. More than once, she's noticed Brad staring at her big breasts that are made to look even bigger because her leotard, as if a second skin, is so revealing and so skintight. Men are always surprised when they discover that she's only a C cup instead of the D cup that they obviously and mistakenly thought she was. As if enticing him to finger them and tempting him to suck them, more than once, she's noticed him staring at the impressions her big nipples make through her clothes.
More than once, while watching his reflection in the mirror, especially when he's standing behind her helping her exercise, she's noticed him staring at her ass. More than once, while watching his reflection in the mirror, she's noticed he's had an erection. It makes her feel good, real good, that she can still sexually excite a man without even touching him. If only he knew the wild, sexual ride she'd give him, perhaps he would have made a sexual move on her already.
With her so wanting to feel his cock through his shorts, she wondered if he sexually wants her as much as she sexually wants him. With her wanting to stick her hand down his shorts to take hold of his erection in her hand, she wondered if he was as hard for her as she's wet for him. Well, one way or the other, tonight is the night that she'll finally have the answer to her questions. Tonight is the night that she'll either have hot sex with Brad while Christopher watches or not.
Who knows? With her calling his bluff in wanting to watch her having sex with a younger man, maybe Christopher will put the kibosh on her having sex with Brad. Maybe busy with some, young, sexy, busty blonde, Brad will forget all about her invitation and not even show up at her front door. Maybe her birthday will be nothing more than another reminder of her age. Maybe Valentine's Day will be nothing more than another reminder of all the sexy fun she once had and no longer has now.
* * * * *
Yet, she should have told Chris that she invited Brad over tonight. She should have warned him that she was finally going to give him what he's been asking her to do, to have sex with a much younger man while he watches. Only, she wanted to surprise him for Valentine's Day as well as treat herself to Brad as her early birthday gift. After discussing it with Chris again, she wanted to invite Brad when the moment was right. Only things just quickly and unexpectedly happened and before she knew it, and with her excited about inviting him, she blurted out her invitation to Brad for tonight. Now that she went ahead and invited Brad over for tonight, what if Chris has a change of heart and doesn't want to share his woman with another man again and in the way he did many times before?
She'd be flattered by his jealousy of Brad and his possessiveness of her, of course. Yet with her finally crossing the line of no return, and with it taking her such a long time to get there, now she wants to have sex with Brad in the way that Chris has always wanted to watch her having sex with someone younger. Now that she'd like nothing more than to have Chris watch her suck Brad before fucking Brad, she hoped that Chris still wants to watch. Now that she'd like nothing more than to have Chris watch Brad licking her before fucking her, she hoped that Chris doesn't pull the plug. If Chris had a change of heart in wanting to watch, she'd be so sexually frustrated.
Only, perish the thought, what if Brad doesn't want her sexually? Because she's been so very sexually frustrated and horny lately, with her focusing so much on sex, too much on sex, what if she misread his intentions and he only wants to be friends. Friends? With her getting older every day, she didn't have time for friends. She already has enough friends, too many friends. Besides, who wants to be friends when they could be lovers?
With her thinking that asking Brad over for sex was a done deal, she needed only to extend the invitation for him to come to her house. Now having doubts that she didn't have before, what if Brad rejects her because she's too old? What if Brad rejects her because she's too short? What if Brad rejects her because she's a black woman? What if Brad rejects her because she's too old, too short, and a black woman?
With him an attractive, Caucasian man, what if he's more interested in a blue-eyed, busty, blonde women of normal height who's more his age and nearly half her age. How dare she think that someone like Brad would be sexually interested in her? How dare she think that a young man would want her old, black, short body? No doubt, he probably already has a girlfriend. No doubt, she's tall, blonde, and busty. No doubt, he'd never want to have sex with her.
Suddenly, with her dressed like a whore instead of like a lady, she felt ridiculous. Suddenly, with her not dressed her age, she felt so pathetic. Suddenly, she felt so sad. Suddenly, not feeling as young and as sexually appealing as she used to be and thought she still was, she not only felt her age but also officially Monday, she'd be another year older. Suddenly, she felt old. Suddenly, with her life oozing from her body in the way of a battery slowly draining its reserves of energy, where did the years go? Tomorrow was Valentine's Day and with her normally excited about the day of love, she hasn't had that excitement for Cupid's holiday in a very long time.
All of it is such a convoluted and unfair dream. In a blink of an eye, 10 years, 20 years, and 30 years are behind her. Wishing she could relive her life all over again, and wishing she could relive all of the sexual fun she had again, she'd love to relive her life with Brad by her side in addition to Chris. Yet, if she could relive her life all over again, no doubt about it and with her having no regrets, stuck driving in the fast lane with her pedal to the metal, she'd still be a swinger. She not only loved living the swinging lifestyle but she misses the swinging lifestyle. If for only one more time, if more for her than for Chris, she hoped to recapture some of that sexual excitement and erotic magic with Brad's naked body tonight while Chris watched her put on one last encore of a show.
Yet, unless she's misread his signals, even with the seriously doubts she has about him not being sexually attracted to her because she's short, black, and/or old, with him always staring at her, smiling at her, and touching her, she knows that he definitely likes her. In the way that he stares at her big, bulging breasts, and her round, firm, black bubble ass, she knows that he's sexually attracted to her. With her age, her skin color, and her height not mattering, she hopes he's as sexually attracted to her as much as she's sexually attracted to him.
She wouldn't mind having a friend with benefits if one of the benefits was having sex with someone who looks like Brad. She wouldn't mind having a friend with benefits if one of the benefits was her sucking his cock, him eating her pussy, and them fucking one another senseless. She wouldn't mind having a friend with benefits who made her feel young and sexy again instead of making her feel old and depressed in the way that Chris sometimes does. For sure, with her not knowing how much more of life she has left to live, she'd rather go through the rest of her life feeling happy than feeling sad. If there's one sure way that she knows how to feel happy, then that's to have sex with Brad.
"Just tell me one more time, Ann," she imagined her doctor asking her. "How did you break your hip?"
She's spent many nights with her vibrator while imagining Brad holding her, hugging her, and kissing her. She's spent many nights with her dildo while imagining Brad's big, pink cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. She spent many nights dreaming about having sex with Brad. She's spent many days fantasizing about having sex with Brad. Now she wants Brad not only for sex but also as her badge of sexuality and sensuality to prove to herself that even at her age that she still has something than a young man wants.
After imagining having sex with Brad, she imagined it would be a sexy memory she'll have for the rest of her life. Not usually the type to kiss and tell, she imagined telling anyone and everyone who called her about the hot sex she had with a man more than twenty years her junior. She imagined writing about the hot sex she had with Brad to everyone who sent her e-mails. She imagined posting the details of her sexy, sexual affair on Facebook and tweeting about it on Twitter. When it was time for her to go to the nursing home, she imagined regaling the sexual details and the sexy, erotic exploits to all of the old women and to all the old men about her many swinging, sexual affairs before culminating with all that she did with Brad.
"Here she comes. Ann sit by me," said Ralph her imagined nursing home friend who loved holding her hand while she talked about all of the cocks she's stroked, sucked, and fucked.
"Tell us about Brad again," said Rose looking at her dreamy eyed. "We like hearing about Brad," said Rose another imagined nursing home patient while smiling, nodding her head, and looking at Edna, Irene, and Margery.
"Brad? Oh God, I told you that story a hundred times already but okay, one more time won't hurt," Ann imagined saying and already looking forward to telling the story again tomorrow while embellishing it with more details each time.
* * * * *
Still standing on her front porch and not yet ready to go inside, she dug through her purse for her compact and checked her reflection in her mirror. She fussed with her hair with her hand before fussing with it with her comb. Then, deciding to give her boyfriend the full, Lena Horne now transformed into the total Halle Berry, diva treatment, she coated her lips with bright, red lipstick. After another quick check of her face and hair, she was ready to surprise Chris with her, his Valentine's Day gift.
Her hairdresser was right. With her hair dyed blue black, back to her original color, she looked twenty years younger. She wondered if she looked young enough for forty-something-year-old Brad, a handsome man she met and befriended at the gym, for him to show his sexual interest in her. With tonight the night, she hoped to seduce Brad tonight with not only her womanly charms and attributes but also with Christopher's blessing while he watched them having sex.
Something she did without telling him, wanting to surprise him, she now regretted doing, especially if he's angry with her for inviting Brad over without telling him first. Of all days to invite Brad over, three days before her birthday, her always private celebration that was more her day of depression, what was she thinking? Of all days to invite Brad over, with tomorrow Valentine's Day, her day of love to spend with Chris, again, what was she thinking? She knew exactly what she was thinking. Instead of thinking with her head, she was thinking with her pussy. Erasing her commonsense with her sexuality, something that hasn't happened since her swinging days, her libido suddenly championed over her brain.
Now she was not only nervous about telling him about Brad coming over tonight but also about she dreaded Christopher's reaction to seeing her dyed hair. She wondered if he'd like her hair. She wondered if he'd even notice her hair. He's been after her to dye her grey hair black but accustomed to seeing her with grey hair, he may not like her black hair. In the way it does with Kris Jenner, Bruce Jenner's separated from wife, at least her dying her hair black doesn't wash out her skin in the way that it does with a white woman dying her hair black. Now that she's older, in her 60's, her grey hair is part of the wealth of woes and worries that she's accumulated and paid surviving life not only as a woman but also as a short, black woman.
If it wasn't enough of a cross to sometimes bear because she's a woman, it's even more of a difficult a cross to bear being a black woman in racist America where the flag only waves red, white, and blue for white folk and not for minorities. If it's not enough of a cross to bear because she's a black woman, she's a short, black woman who people she just met and doesn't even know think that it's appropriate for them to make fun of her because she's short. Seemingly, they think it's okay to make little people jokes at her expense. Her whole life has been lived with people either calling her a midget or a dwarf or thinking of her as a midget or a dwarf. How dare they disrespect her by making fun of her?
"Follow the yellow, brick road," before she retired, one of her co-workers routinely said whenever he passed her walking in the opposite direction in the hall.
He thinks he's funny but she just ignored him while hoping that he'd trip and break his big nose. With her never telling Chris about him, if he ever saw her with her super tall boyfriend, she didn't think he'd make fun of her then. Only, who knows, her old, co-worker may have been ignorant and dumb enough to make fun of her giant boyfriend too.
"Careful of the red, brick wall," she always imagined saying to her co-worker, as her boyfriend bashed his face into the wall.
Especially when she's out with her giant sized boyfriend, she didn't know if people looked more at them because he was so tall and she was so short or because he was white and she was black. Perhaps a little of both was the reason why they sometimes attracted so much unwanted attention. She only wished people would show more respect for others by minding their own business and keeping their glaring looks and insulting comments to themselves. With no one perfect, how would they like it if she stared at them because they were fat or made fun of them because they were stupid, ignorant, and had no manners? Being fat may be a temporary condition but being stupid is forever.
* * * * *
Now, finally ready to go inside and confront Chris, she turned the doorknob, opened the front door, and stepped inside her house. As if he knew she was standing outside on the front porch all of that time, no doubt wondering what the Hell she was doing but giving her some much needed space, Chris was there waiting for her in the reception hall. Something he's always done and would probably do until the day he died, he was always there waiting for her. Whether waiting for her to get ready to go out or waiting for her to come to bed, he was her man in waiting.
Catching her whenever she fell, he was her sounding board, her safe place, and the only man she ever really loved. With no one knowing her better than him, she didn't know what she'd do without him. Where other men looked at her with lust and desire, he looked at her with love and respect. It was obvious to her now that she needed both men in her life. In the way that she not only needed lust and desire but also she also needed love and respect too.
"Happy birthday Ann! Oh, my God, your hair! You finally dyed your hair. I love it," he said walking around her while touching her hair.
"Thank you," she said beaming while touching her hair.
Every day for a week was her birthday. It was the special thing he did for her. Every time he saw her all week long, he'd wish her a happy birthday. Basically, he did that as his way to help her acclimate herself to having, yet, another damn birthday.
"My God, you look so young. And you're so tall," he said laughing while looking down at her shoes.
Thrilled that he noticed, she beamed her appreciation at his compliment that she looked so young. After all of her angst in her thinking that she looked ridiculous dressed so young and all of her worry that Brad would reject her and not come, he said just what she needed to hear.



"Thank you," she said. "I'm glad you like my hair. I knew you'd notice my new shoes but I was worried you wouldn't even notice my hair."
Now she wondered if Brad would notice her hair in the way that Chris had.
"Not notice your hair?" He looked at her as if she was nuts and with her upset with being another year older, she certainly was nuts. "How could I not notice your hair, the hair of the woman that I love? I love you Ann," he said stepping forward to take her in his arms. "You look so stunningly beautiful," he said giving her a peck on the lips.
She returned his hug and his assurance with her hug before returning his kiss with her kiss. One in a million, she was lucky to have a man like him just as he was lucky to have a woman like her. She laughed while thinking that to herself. Indeed they were both so lucky to be so compatible and to be such good friends as well as such wonderful lovers.
"Thank you," she said. "Since you hate to go shopping and told me to buy a new outfit for my birthday, this is your birthday gift to me," she said looking down at herself. "As you can see, I bought new shoes with new clothes while I was in the mood to go shopping," she said. "I wanted to look my best for you," she said thinking more about looking her best for Brad than she wanted to look her best for Christopher.
"Between your hair, your makeup, and the sexy clothes, the transformation is amazing. You look twenty years younger," he said.
She beamed again while hoping that Brad would think that she looked twenty years younger too.
"With tomorrow Valentine's Day, and with tonight our early celebration, consider me your Valentine's Day gift," she said with a sexy laugh.
Suddenly, with him noticing her hair and being approving of her sexy clothes and high heel shoes, she no longer felt as ridiculous. Instead, in the way she felt and wanted to feel initially, she felt sexy. She felt beautiful. She felt wanted and needed. She felt what every woman wants to feel. She felt not only loved but also desired. If Brad didn't want her, Chris wanted her.
She lifted her foot to better show him her shoes before taking a step back and posing to give him the full treatment of seeing her in her short, split, navy blue skirt and low cut, half unbuttoned, powder blue blouse. He looked at her as is she was dessert after a seven course meal. He looked at her with the sexual lust that she hoped that Brad would look at her tonight. He looked at her as if he wanted to have sex with her, but not tonight. Tonight was her special occasion. Tonight was reserved for Brad.
"I can't think of a better gift. I love you Ann," he said.
"I love you too, Christopher," she said standing on her tippy toes to give him a kiss. "Happy Valentine's Day eve."
Only, she knew that she didn't love him in the way he loved her. If it was entirely left to him, he would have married her years ago. If it was up to him, he would have saved her from herself by forbidding her to participate in the swinging lifestyle. With him agreeing to her continuing to have sex with others, not that he had a choice, even after they started dating, her having sex with others is what she wanted. Her feeling sexually wanted and desired by a collection of men is what she needed.
With him putting his feelings of jealousy and possessiveness aside, he loved her enough to do that for her and to give her that. With him tagging along to keep her safe and sometimes participating in a threesome and/or couple swapping, he was more her safety net and her personal bodyguard than he was a sexually excited participant in the swinging lifestyle. If anything, with her such an active participant in the swinging lifestyle, at the opposite end of the spectrum, seemingly, with him more passive in his sexual desires, he was more of a reluctant, sexual, swinging participant. Only, whatever she so loved to do, whether it was having sex with other men, even if it was for her to have sex with other men, he needed to share in that too. Otherwise, they're relationship would have been doomed and ended long ago.
He let her go to step back and to take another long, look at her again.
"So?"
She looked at him as if she didn't know what he was asking her with his eyes when obviously she did. They knew one another well enough that they could communicate their thoughts with just a look. They knew one another well enough that they didn't have any secrets.
"So what?"
Playing Miss Innocent, she looked at him as if she didn't know what his questioning look meant when she did.
"What's the occasion?"
In the way that a proud father looks at his daughter ready to attend her Prom, he looked at her as if she was his child instead of his woman and his common, law wife.
"Occasion? What occasion?"
Still playing Mickey the Dunce, wanting to ease into it, she was nervous telling Chris about Brad. It's not every day that she invites a young man over for sex while her boyfriend watches. Actually, the first time for everything, this was the first time she wanted to have sex with a man without there being a couple and there being a woman for Chris. This is the first time she brought her swinging life home with her. Only Chris was never into the sex in the way she always was. Normally the other way around, she's had way more sexual partners than he's had.
Yet, with Brad arriving soon, she needed to tell Chris that she invited a man, a younger man, to their house, hopefully for sex while he watched. With this his sexual fantasy and with her agreeing to fulfill his sexual fetish of watching as part of her Valentine's Day gift to him, she didn't know why she was so nervous telling him about Brad but she was. Perhaps she was so nervous telling Chris about Brad because having sex with Brad meant more to her than having sex with her other swinging partners.
Her having sex with Brad was her defining moment, her last hurrah before she'd give in to old age and sit on the porch in a rocking chair with Chris. Even though she was an eager participant in his sexual fantasy and not a reluctant one, her having sex with a younger man was his idea after all. Yet, just as Chris obviously knew, her having sex with Brad meant more to her than it did to him. Nonetheless, fearing that his sexual fantasy may be nothing more than just pillow talk, she didn't want him to feel threatened by Brad, especially with him sometimes having difficulty getting an erection.
Only, too late, with her already taking the initiative, what if his sexual fantasy was nothing more than just idle pillow talk? What if he wasn't as serious as she thought he was about watching her having sex with a younger man? What if her wanting to have sex with Brad would hurt him and attack his manhood because sometimes he's unable to get hard enough to satisfy her with his cock. He can still sexually satisfy her with his fingers and tongue, but that's not nearly the same as having a man make deep, penetrating and passionate love to her with his hard prick. As much as she loved Chris in all ways, physically, emotionally, spiritually, cerebrally, and sexually, she wanted to experience Brad sexually too.
Actually, she was more nervous about Brad coming to her house than she was about telling Chris that Brad was on his way to their house. Suspecting that Chris would go along with the cuckold threesome, being that was his sexual fantasy he was the one who suggested it, for one reason or another, she was more nervous that Brad wouldn't want her in a sexual way. In the sexy, slutty way she was dressed, fearing that he'd think less of her, she feared making a fool of herself. She feared him not wanting to have sex with her, a short, old, black woman. She feared having to give up her membership at the gym if Brad didn't pick up on her obvious sexual hints or rejected them if he did. What was she thinking?
"It isn't every day you're dressed so sexy," he said eying her low cut, unbuttoned blouse and her short skirt with a slit running right up the middle. "You look so hot. You look so sexy. You look so beautiful. So, what's up? I know this is more than you dressing up for me for Valentine's Day," he said giving her a knowing look.
Unable to hide anything from Chris, if only Brad was saying all of those compliments to her instead of Chris, she would have been more sexually excited to hear them. Seemingly nothing more than empty hyperbole, she had grown accustomed to Chris always complimenting her. He was always saying nice things to her that made her feel better about herself instead of feeling bad. He was always there to reassure her with a hug when she needed a hug. Only, those compliments would mean more coming from another man. Those compliments would mean more coming from Brad.
"Oh, um, well, I should have told you but the words were out of my mouth inviting him before I could even think to call you. I, um, invited Brad over tonight," she said looking up at him with her big, brown eyes as if asking him his belated permission.
Giving her a long stare as if reading her as he always did and as she always did with him too, he looked at her with curiosity before looking at her with sexual excitement.
"Brad?" He looked at her in the way that she hoped Brad would look at her. "The guy from the gym? Your personal trainer?"
He said personal trainer as if it was a joke. He said personal trainer as if he suspected her of already having sex with Brad. With her the fox in a henhouse, if anyone was training anyone, no doubt she was training Brad in how to want her. She was training Brad in how to be more aggressive sexually. She was training Brad by enticing him, flirting with him, teasing him, and tempting him to show how a short, black, older woman is a better lover than a tall, blonde, younger woman.
"Yes," she said looking at him with as much sexual arousal as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
Whether hidden or in plain sight, with him knowing her well enough to know her agenda, sexual or otherwise, he looked at her as if reading her mind.
"Did you invite him over to watch a movie or to play cards or just for me to meet him?"
He gave her a smug smile and a knowing look.
"Don't be cute. You know why I extended him the invitation," she said.
With her tongue pushing out her cheek as if she had a cock in her mouth and was giving Brad a blowjob, she put her hand to her mouth while moving her hand back and forth as if she was stroking Brad's cock while sucking Brad's cock.
"I see," he said with obvious sexual arousal.
"Just as you've been hounding me for months to do, I invited him over for sex," she said. "I invited him over for you to watch me sucking and fucking a younger man. You watching me having sex with Brad and me having sex with Brad is both of our Valentine's Day gifts, as well as my early birthday gift."
If she was reading Chris right in the way she hoped she had read Brad correctly, with it being more than just idle pillow talk, Chris seemed sexually aroused by the thought of her having sex with a younger man while he watched.
"Did you tell him that? Did you tell him that you were inviting him over to suck him," he said putting his hand to his mouth and puffing out his cheek with his tongue as if he was giving a blowjob. "Did you tell Brad that you were inviting him over to fuck him," he said with his hands to his hands while rocking them back and forth.
She sighed, rolled her eyes, and made a face.
"No, of course I didn't tell him that," she said. "Fearing that he wouldn't accept my invitation to our home, I'd never be that blatantly sexual. Instead of a shotgun to the face, I'm more of a giant dildo to the back of the head type of girl," she said with a laugh. "Trust me, once he's here, I'll tease him, tempt him, and entice him into having sex with me. Ergo the sexy outfit," she said giving him a sexy pose.
As he was always so adept at doing and something that made him endearing to her, he played the Devil's advocate.
"Just wondering and don't take this the wrong way, no offense intended, but how do you know he'll want to have sex with you?"
As if he had hit a nerve, she looked at him with a sudden sadness instead of looking at him with continued confidence mixed with sexual arousal. She didn't know if he'd want to have sex with her. With her self-confidence taking another hit with being another year older, he may reject her. Yet, her more mature age may not even be the issue. Maybe he's more attracted to a taller woman and a white woman instead of a short, black woman. With her flashing him her panties in an up skirt and her cleavage and bra in a down blouse, he may find her and her outfit ridiculous and her attempt in trying to seduce him pathetic. Yet, in the way that he looked at her when at the gym, she more than suspected that he was as sexually interested in her as she was sexually interested in him.
"I don't know but call it a woman's intuition, ergo the sexy outfit again. I don't know for sure but I suspect he's sexually attracted to me," she said while saying it more for her benefit than for his benefit.
A woman who gave credence to the power of positive thinking, she was hopefully positive that Brad would want her in a sexual way. She's had sex with enough men to know what they want when they stare at her. She's been around enough men to sense their emission of their pheromones whenever they see her prancing, posing, flirting, and teasing. For sure, she knew that he sexually wanted her but there was always that self-doubt. Then there was the matter of her personal giant. Brad may not want anything to do with her once he got a look at her older version of Rob Gronkowski.
"Well, in the sexy way you look right not, I can't imagine him or any man or woman, for that matter, not wanting you," he said.
"Thank you," she said shooting him a sexy smile. "With my hair done and with me looking younger, and with me flashing him my panties in this short skirt and my cleavage and bra in this low cut blouse, how could he possibly say no to a night of passion that he'll never forget?"
Christopher looked at her and smiled.
"He'd have to be mad to say no to you. I'd never say no to you," said Christopher. "Yet, indulge me for a moment. Pretend that I'm Brad," he said sitting in the Queen Anne chair and waving his hand for her to sit on the couch across from him. "With you sitting on the couch across from him, with him sitting higher and you seated lower, I want to see all that he'll be seeing of you."
Chris looked at her and smiled in the way that he smiled at her the first time he saw her so very long ago. Already playing her role, Ann indulged him by sitting on the couch in the way she'd be sitting on the couch across from Brad. Impossible for her not to expose herself unless she put her hand to the top of the split in her skirt, as soon as she sat down and as soon as she sat on the couch, she flashed him her panties. With her short skirt cut so very high up, just as she did with those two men sitting across from her on the subway on her way home, there was just no way that she could sit on the couch without flashing him, and later Brad, her panties.
The only way she could deny him a view of her panties was to sit with her hands in her lap. Denying Christopher a continued flash of her panties, as soon as she sat on the couch, she slowly and sexily crossed her legs. Yet, as soon as she crossed her legs, she flashed him her panties again. As soon as she uncrossed her legs, she flashed him her panties yet again. Then, with her sitting there with her legs uncrossed and her knees parted just slightly enough, when not placing her hands in her lap, she constantly and continually flashed him her bright, white panties. Moreover, the contrast between her dark blue skirt and her bright white panties appeared as if she had a light shining between her legs. He'd have to be blind not to notice her panties. Actually, even with her knees cemented together, she was still flashing Christopher her panties by giving him an up skirt view over the tops of her thighs.
"Well, what do you think? Can you see anything?"
He stared at her panties as if seeing them for the first time. He stared at her panties as if he wanted to finger her through her panties before licking her through her panties. He stared at her panties, as if he wanted to remove her panties. There was just something so sexually arousing about seeing a woman's panties, especially when the woman didn't know or was pretending not to know that she was flashing her panties.
"Can I see anything? Wow! I can see your panties as if you're not even wearing a skirt," he said giving her a big, horny smile. "It makes me wish you weren't wearing any panties but, in the seduction of Brad, it's better that you are wearing panties, bright, white panties," he said giving her a sexually aroused look while continuing to stare between her legs. "Now lean forward as if you're reaching for your wine glass. I want to see what he'll be seeing of your breasts," he said.
As soon as she leaned forward, her low cut, half unbuttoned blouse leaned forward with her. As soon as she leaned forward, the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of cleavage, and her sexy bra was exposed to the lucky man sitting across from her. Hopefully, that lucky man would be Brad should he honor her invitation and appear at the allotted time at her front door tonight.
"Can you see anything?"
Can he see anything? Playing the part of the innocent virgin, she looked down at herself while knowing that he could see most of her shapely thighs along with her panty clad pussy too. She looked down at herself while knowing that he could see the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of cleavage, and her sexy bra. She looked at him with feigned curiosity while he looked at her with as much pride as he looked at her with sexual arousal.
"Can I see anything? No matter how you sit, unless you sit with your hands in your lap or your legs constantly crossed, I can see your panties," he said excitedly. "Then, every time you lean forward, I can see all the way down your blouse nearly to your navel. I like it," he said. "Very sexy, so very sexy, you look so hot. He'd have to be gay not to notice you, want you, and not to make a move on you."
She made a sad face while looking at him.
"The only thing that may make him not make a move on me would be the obvious elephant in the room," she said.
He looked at her confused.
"Pardon? Elephant? What elephant?" He smiled obviously knowing what she meant by her comment but asking the question anyway. "And pray tell, what elephant is that? Am I the elephant in the room? If you ask me, with my tall height, I look more like a giraffe, than I do an elephant," he said with a laugh.
She laughed at what she was about to say.
"Yes, the 6'7" giant that I have for a boyfriend is the elephant in the room or the giraffe," she said laughing while shrugging. "As if my boyfriend is Rob Gronkowski of the New England Patriots, you have a way of intimidating any man and making him nervous."
He gave her a complacent, non-threatening smile.
"Don't worry. When he arrives, I'll insist that he sample more than just the appetizers and the wine," he said with a wink. "I'll insist that he sample you too."
* * * * *
Not even home an hour and with her spending part of that standing on the front porch thinking and talking to herself, the doorbell rang. With her having just enough time to put out the Hors d'oeuvres and to freshen up her hair, straighten her clothes, powder her nose, and splash on some perfume, Brad was here. Oh, my God. He's here. He had arrived right on time and he was carrying flowers, a good sign.
"He's here," she said to Christopher with excitement. "He's here. I can't believe he's really here."



She looked from the front door to Chris before looking back at the front door again.
"Calm down," he said with a smile. "Shall I get the door?"
She made a sour face.
"Not unless you're willing to put on a butler's outfit," she said with a laugh. "I don't want you scaring him away...Lurch," she said with a laugh.
Seemingly as used to having people joke about his tallness in the way that people joked about her shortness, he shrugged a laugh.
"Lurch? From the Addams Family? I like that. Very funny Munchkin. That's from the Wizard of Oz and now from The American Horror Story Freak Show with Jessica Lange when she's referring to Ma Petite," he said laughing.
Ann fluffed down her short skirt and checked her blouse in the mirror to make sure she was showing enough cleavage. When she answered the door, instead of greeting Brad with a handshake, a hug, and/or a kiss on the cheek, she kissed him on the lips before giving him a longer than necessary pelvis to pelvis hug. As any man would attest, there was no mistaking her sexual meaning in her nearly humping him while kissing him on the mouth. As any man would attest, there was no mistaking that Ann looked as hot as she looked sexy.
"Come in," she said. "Welcome to my home."
As soon as Brad saw Ann, his eyes darted down to her exposed cleavage. Seemingly reeling from her kiss and hug, perhaps her perfume went right to his head.
"These are for you," he said handing her the flowers while still staring at her tits. "Happy Valentine's Day and a premature Happy Birthday."
So very thoughtful of him, she smiled at him for buying her flowers.
"Oh, thank you," she said stunned that he knew it was her birthday. "How did you know it was my birthday?"
He gave her the look of a cat after having just eaten a canary.
"Your registration records at the health club has your date of birth," he said. "I looked at them to make sure that I had your correct address before leaving the club."
Oh, that's right. She forgot. Her stomach sank with him knowing her age. Had she known she'd meet someone like Brad at the health club, something she routinely does when it comes to men, especially when it comes to men, she would have lied about her date of birth. Easily, she would have knocked off ten years. Yet, remembering now, obviously the reason why she didn't lie about her age, they made a copy of her license. Ever since 9/11 there's more security everywhere, even at the health club. Perhaps afraid of being overtaken and having their members held hostage, if only for the exposure of liability in a lawsuit, even the gyms don't want terrorists working out at their gym.
"Hey! You! Yeah you Mohammad," she imagined a muscular, health club owner saying to a customer. "I told you already that I don't want you working out here. I don't allow Middle Eastern terrorists at my gym. Now take your AK47 and your bomb vest and get the Hell out of here. Beat it! Scram before I not only kick your ass but also tattoo your forehead with a God Bless America flag for all of your towel headed friends to see how much you love the United States."
She returned her attention to Brad from her daydreaming.
"Oh," she said to him while suddenly sensing and preparing herself for his rejection because of her age.
She looked at him self-consciously that she was old enough to be his mother or his really, much older sister. Yet, he accepted her invitation to her house. Yet, even after knowing how old she was, not only was he here but also he brought her flowers. Moreover, in the way that any man who was sexually interested in her would, he was just staring at her cleavage and her tits. Maybe her age didn't matter. Maybe he was sexually attracted to older women. Maybe he has a mother complex and always wanted to have sex with his mother. Maybe he was as sexually attracted to her as she was sexually attracted to him.
"To be honest, surprised by your age, I thought you were forty-something instead of sixty-something. Surely, they made a mistake in incorrectly recording your date of birth," he said. "Don't worry. I'll have them change it Monday," he said with a knowing smile.
She laughed and, to show her interest in him, she took his arm and pressed it against the side of her breast.
"Oh, you're such a flatterer," she said now with him seemingly comfortable in knowing her real age. She looked up at Chris. "Allow me to introduce you to the man in my life. Brad this is Christopher," she said letting go of his arm to allow him to shake hands with Chris.
Brad stared up at Chris with surprise. Dwarfing him by nearly a foot, Chris stuck out his big mitt of a hand that was nearly twice the size of Brad's average size hand. The only part of him bigger than his hands and his eleven and a half inch cock when hard were his size 15 feet.
"Nice to finally meet you," said Chris in a voice reminiscent of John Wayne's deep voice. "Ann has told me so very much about you. You're as good looking as she said you are and as seemingly physically fit," he said.
Brad looked from Chris to Ann and back to Chris again.
"Thank you," said Brad. "I'm sorry but I'm surprised that Ann has a boyfriend. She never talks about you."
A game changer, perhaps Brad figured that Ann would be alone. Now with another rooster, a giant sized rooster, in the henhouse, perhaps this evening wouldn't materialize as Ann thought that it would. Chris looked from Brad to give Ann a crumpled face look before returning his focus back to Brad.
"I suspect that she didn't feel the need to mention me because she's so hot for you," said Chris looking at Ann and while putting her on the spot.
Ann's mouth fell open with Chris' ill-timed confession and Brad looked from Chris to Ann.
"Chris," said Ann punching him in the arm. "I can't believe you said that."
Brad gave Christopher a nervous smile.
"Pardon?"
Brad looked from Chris to Ann before looking back at Chris again.
"Don't listen to him," said Ann.
Suddenly with Christopher already showing Brad her cards, she felt awkwardly uncomfortable at first that Chris voiced her sexual intentions so soon. Yet, then, realizing with Chris opening the door, she needed to seize the moment and walk through the door while hoping to emerge to the other side unscathed.
"It's okay," said Brad with a nervous laugh.
Replacing her embarrassed look with a salacious one, Ann gave Brad a sexy look.
"Actually, you should listen to him. He's right, of course. I am hot for you," she said waving her hand in front of her face while taking Brad by the arm again and resting her big, bra clad breast on his forearm again. "Every time we workout, you make sure that I perspire," she said with a laugh to defuse the sexual situation.
Yet, just as Ann's sexual attraction for Brad was obvious, seemingly Brad's sexual attraction for Ann was obvious too.
"Oh," said Brad eying Christopher's reaction more than Ann's reaction. With him obviously already lusting over Ann, he was too confident to tread lightly with his comment. "You'll have to pardon my dirty mind. I thought you meant sexually hot for me instead of physically hot for me," he said laughing too.
Seizing the opportunity again to make her play for Brad and to make sure that her sexual intentions weren't mistaken, with the air suddenly filled with innuendoes and inferences, Ann wasn't about to let this chance to get by her.
"Actually, now that you mention it, I invited you here tonight because I was hoping to entice you with my feminine charms while plying you with wine," she said giving him a wink. "I invited you here tonight hoping you'd give me hot sex," she said with a dirty laugh.
Seemingly not sure if she was serious or not, Brad looked at her as if she was joking.
"Well, I don't need to be drunk to ever say no to you Ann," said Brad returning her wink with his smile of sexual interest while politely smiling up at Chris. "Besides, I don't drink."
Nodding him his approval, Chris smiled Brad his encouragement.
"Let's go in the living room where we'll be more comfortable," she said.
Starting the evening with some exhibitionism and voyeurism, Ann escorted Brad to the living room and offered him the Queen Anne chair across from the couch. After testing it with Chris, she knew that she'd be flashing Brad her panties in the way she flashed Chris her panties and in the way she flashed those two men on the subway her panties on her way home. As soon as she sat down on the couch, Brad's eyes darted down from her cleavage to her crotch. Having already done what she set out to do, exposing her cleavage and panties to Brad, she immediately crossed her legs to deny Brad more than just a brief flash of her panty until later.
Only in the way that Sharon Stone slowly crossed her shapely legs in Basic Instinct, Ann played out her own version of that movie by slowly, seductively, and sexually crossing her legs. Without doubt, not only had she flashed him her bright, white panties but also, a good sign, he was more than just looking. Not removing the sexy sight of her panties, he stared at her in the way that he watched for her proper form when she exercised. Seemingly, he was just as enamored by her big tits as he was by her white panties.
"May I get you something to drink?" Chris smiled down at Brad. "We have bottled water, beer, wine, or something stronger. Oh, sorry. That's right. You don't drink. I could put on some coffee, if you'd like."
Chris looked from Brad to Ann as if to say that the strongest thing that he wanted in the room was Ann.
"Actually, I've been up since 5 am jogging before heading off to the gym, I'd love some coffee," said Brad. "Being that I'm an early riser, I'm usually in bed by 10 pm. This is a late night for me," he said looking at his watch.
Slowly, teasingly, and sexily uncrossing her legs every time she reached for her white wine and slowly, teasingly, and sexily crossing her legs again each time she sat back in the comfort of the couch, she suspected he was enjoying the sexy, bright white panty show. With him sitting higher up in the Queen Anne chair and with her sitting lower on the couch, he had a bird's eye view between her legs of her panty clad pussy. Then, each time she leaned forward to reach for her wine and every time she leaned back to return her glass to the coffee table, she gave him a great down blouse view of the tops of her breasts, her long, line of cleavage, and her sexy bra. Every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs she gave him an up skirt view of her panties. Then, uncrossing her legs, she sat with her knees discreetly separated just enough to give him a continual peek of her panty clad pussy slit and camel toe.
As if she was an enchanted witch charming him with all that she was showing, seemingly he enjoyed the sexy show of her lingerie by his focused stare. With her skirt slit up the middle and running nearly all the way up to her crotch, when she removed her hands from her lap, she may as well have removed her skirt. In the way he was staring between her legs, he had the perfect view of her panty clad pussy. In the way he could see up her skirt all the way to her crotch, he could see down her blouse too. With him seeing so much of her tits, she may as well removed her blouse as well.
"You have a beautiful home Ann," he said looking around the living room before casting his eyes to the stairway.
Not wasting any time and taking that as her cue to get him upstairs in her bedroom alone, she asked him the million dollar question.
"Would you like a tour?"
Giving him an even better view of her panties, Ann got up from the couch with her legs spread as if she was a sailor away at sea too long while struggling to get the return of her land legs. Taking a step closer to her while enjoying the view of a sudden down blouse and up skirt at the same time, he offered her his hand in helping to extricate herself from the soft comfort of the couch.
"Yes, I would," said Brad. "I'd love a tour. I love old, Victorian homes," he said looking around at all of the detail of the old house.
Brad looked from Ann to Chris and smiled.
"I'll stay here and make some coffee," said Chris taking the already predetermined cue from Ann.
Giving Brad a shapely view of her ass in her tight, dark blue skirt, she walked up the stairs ahead of him. Forsaking the tour of her house, she didn't make it any further than to her bedroom and to her bed when Brad wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her to him. When she made no resistance to him pulling her to him, he slowly lowered his hand to cup her ass through her skirt.
"You look so beautiful tonight," he said looking into her big, beautiful, brown eyes. "You look so sexy," he said putting his arm around her waist and pulled even her to him, close enough to impale his emerging erection in her soft belly. "I just want to give you an early birthday kiss."
Already she could feel his cock rubbing up against her stomach in the way she could feel her big breasts rubbing up against his chest.
"And you look so handsome," she said.
As soon as she got the words out, he kissed her. As soon as he kissed her, he parted her lips with his tongue. He French kissed her. She couldn't believe he was French kissing her. She couldn't believe that someone who looked like him and who was as young as he was, French kissed a short, black, elderly woman. Even though she was happy that he was kissing her, she wasn't surprised. In the way that she looked and felt so sexually hot tonight, with all of the signals and pheromones she was giving out tonight, he'd have to be nuts or gay not to kiss her.
Only, she never received a birthday kiss quite like that before. She couldn't believe he kissed her under the pretense of giving her a premature birthday kiss. Something she's been wanting to do since the first day she met him, when he kissed her, she returned his kiss by kissing him. With no mistaking her sexual intention now, when he pushed his tongue forward to part her lips and to passionately kiss her, she returned his passionate kiss with her own passionate kiss. She was making out with Brad. A long time sexual fantasy since she joined the gym more than a year ago, she couldn't believe she was making out with Brad while pretending that she was kissing Brad Pitt.
Gently, he pushed her back on her bed and they made out like horny teenagers sitting in the back row of a movie theatre or in the backseat of a car. With her skirt slit nearly raised up to her waist, her panties were totally exposed to his horny eyes and his horny hand. Kissing and kissing her, he felt her breasts through her blouse and bra while fingering her emerging nipples. As soon as his hand touched, felt, and squeezed her bra clad breasts, her nipples emerged. As soon as the hard, erect impressions of her nipples emerged through her bra and her blouse, he fingered them and coaxed them out more with his fingertips. Kissing and kissing her, he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples.
Kissing and kissing her, he reached down inside the slit of her skirt to cup her pussy through her panty. Then slowly sliding his finger along her panty covered, pussy slit, he pressed his finger forward where her clit was. If it wasn't enough that Brad was making out with her but after feeling her tits and fingering her nipples, putting pressure with his finger where it needed to be, now he was slowly rubbing and masturbating her through her panties. In all of the sexual fantasies she had about this night, she never imagined it would be like this. Different from all of the other sexual affairs she had with men in the swinging lifestyle, with this much more erotic than sexual, she was much more physically attracted to Brad than she was to any of them.
While he continued kissing her, feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and rubbing her clit through her panties, she kissed him. Kissing and kissing him, she reached her hand down to feel his hardening cock through his pants. Kissing and kissing him, she fondled the head of his big prick through his pants and through his underwear. While he was masturbating her through her clothes, she was masturbating him through his clothes. Seemingly, he had forgotten all about her boyfriend, until he asked the question.
"What about Chris?"
With him already sitting in the chair in the far corner of the room, while the coffee brewed downstairs, Chris was already in the bedroom with them watching what was sexually brewing upstairs. Too busy kissing, touching, and feeling one another, they never heard Chris silently walk in the room and take his seat in the darkened corner of the bedroom. Accustomed to watching his woman having sex with another man, when they were having threesomes back in the day, this was different. Accustomed to watching his woman having sex with another man, when they were having sex with another couple and he was taking a break, this was different. With him not participating but just watching, he watched Ann make out with Brad as if she was a forty-something-year-old woman instead of a sixty-something-year-old woman.
"What about Chris?" She looked from Brad to Chris before looking back a Brad with a big, sexy smile. "He likes to watch. Do you mind if he watches?"
* * * * *
Two is company but three is not a crowd when having swinging sex with a threesome. Yet a bit different from swinging sex with a threesome, this was more cuckold sex with a twosome while a third watches. Brad looked from Ann to Chris before returning his focused attention back to Ann. It was apparent to her that this was the first time that Brad was having kinky sex with the girlfriend of a man while the boyfriend, a very tall boyfriend, watches. Perhaps this was the first time he had sex with the woman of another man but with him a personal trainer and no doubt presented with all kinds of sexual advances, scenarios, and opportunities, she seriously doubted that he didn't respond to those temptations.
"Um, no, I don't mind, as long as this is okay with Chris that I have sex with you," he said eying Chris, the friendly giant.
As if Chris was the gentle giant, Rob Gronkowski, getting ready to spike and explode a football in the face of deflate-gate, he looked at Brad, gave him a shrug, and smiled.
"I like to watch," said Chris unzipping himself and pulling out his cock.
Ann helped Brad remove his shirt before helping him remove his pants. Stripping him down to his underwear, it was his turn to strip her down to her bra and panty. With Brad in his tee shirt and briefs and Ann in her bra and panty, they resumed their kissing, touching, feeling, and fondling. The dim nightlight that showed their black and white bodies entwined together gave evidence that the races could indeed come together when having sex and/or making love. If only white people would treat black people equally the same when wearing their clothes, the world would be a better place.
Brad felt her bra clad breasts and continued fingering her nipples through her bra and while kissing and kissing her. Then, when he felt her between her legs by cupping her pussy through her panty, Ann felt Brad's cock through his underwear before she stuck her hand inside. Sexually excited to feel his stiff prick, she was even more sexually excited to see stiff prick. She pulled out his erect prick and slowly stroked him to an even harder erection while he removed his underwear. With Brad's erection protruding from her small hand, she looked from her lover to look at her boyfriend. Chris stared at the sexy sight of Brad's cock in Ann's hand while his hand was on her bra clad breast and his other hand was buried between her legs against her panty clad pussy.
"I need to suck you. I need to feel you in my mouth," she said whispering in his ear. "I want to taste you. I've been dying to blow you. With you parading around me in your tight, little gym shorts while flashing me your erection through your trunks, I've been dying to suck your cock."



When Ann moved down on the bed to take Brad's cock in her mouth, not wanting to block his view, she moved her head and her hair and to the side so that Chris could watch her sucking Brad. In the way that Chris slowly stroked himself while watching Ann take Brad in her hand, he stroked himself a little faster while watching Ann take him in her mouth. Stroking Brad faster while sucking him deeper, Ann was expert at giving men oral pleasure. Stroking him while sucking him, if only to show him she could, she deep throated him. Ann obvious knew how to orally please one man while teasing the other man with her sexual actions, her sexy eyes, and her salacious facial expressions.
Chris had no idea how many men she's blown but if she could regurgitate and freeze all the cum she's swallowed over the years, she could certainly make a sculpture of a man out of all the cum she's digested. At the very least, she could make a sculpture of a giant size penis with attached testicles from all the cum she's swallowed at swinging events and house parties. For a woman to have sucked as much cock as Ann has, with her such a sensual and sexual woman, Chris obviously knew that she enjoyed sucking cock as much as she enjoyed being eaten and fucked. Obviously for him to be sitting there watching, she enjoyed sucking a man's prick as much as he enjoyed watching her sucking a man's prick.
With so many women just dabbling at sucking a man's cock for the man to give her what she wants, oral sex and a good fucking, watching Ann suck Brad's cock was like watching an interactive video game. In the way she was blowing Brad and being so responsive, solicitous, and excited over him and his big prick, it was obvious that she was enjoying herself as much as he was enjoying himself. Brad's hands were all over Ann's big, bra clad breasts while she sucked his cock.
"Ann, please, no more. My God, that's enough. You're going to make me cum," said Brad reaching for her. "If you continue blowing me, I'll shoot my load. Never has anyone aroused me as fast as you have blowing me."
She smiled at him while fondling his prick in her hand.
"You have a beautiful cock Brad," she said. "I'm glad that you enjoyed my mouth and I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth later."
Then, sitting up, he kissed her while reaching behind her to unhook her bra and remove her sexy brassiere. Once she was topless, he looked down at her naked breasts. In the way he stared at her tits, other than in movies or in men's magazines, perhaps these are the first black breasts he's ever seen. Touching her tits, feeling her tits, and fondling her tits, he fingered her nipples while she leaned down to suck his cock again. Then, when she stopped sucking him, he returned to kissing her, really kissing her, and French kissing her before leaning down to suck her nipples, first one and then the other. They made out as if they were 18-year-old virgins at the prom. Only Ann was no virgin and this wasn't any prom.
With it his turn to suck her, he leaned his head down to suck her big tits again while putting an exploring hand between her legs. Cupping her pussy through her panty, he fingered her pussy slit through her panty before sliding his body down to lick her pussy through her panty. Then, he removed her panty to expose her trim, black pussy. Just as Brad was naked, Ann was naked now too.
"You're the first black woman I've been with," he said while fingering her pussy and intermittently licking her pussy in between talking. Feeling the firmness of them, he ran his hand down the length of her abbreviated albeit shapely legs, first one and then the other. "You're the shortest woman, I've ever been with," he said continuing to lick her pussy. As if there was a drumroll going off in her head, Ann waited for him to look up at her and stop licking her to say it. "You're the oldest woman I've even been with," he said.
There, he said all that she knew he'd say and much more than she needed to hear. Stating the obvious, she's black, she's short, and she's old. That just about covered it all. Boy, he knew all the right things to say to a woman while having sex with her, she thought to herself while rolling her eyes and sighing. Only what did she expect from a jock, a man young enough to be her son? Even though she knew he didn't mean to be insulting, with her always so self-conscious about her color, her height, and now her age, it took a special man who knew how to tread lightly when around her and Chris was such a man. With this her first time with Brad, how could he possibly know her well enough not to hurt her feelings.
Yet, even though she knew that Brad wasn't a rocket scientist. He didn't need to be smart to give her hot sex. He just needed to shut the fuck up and lick her. In the way that she didn't talk when her mouth was full with his cock, he shouldn't speak when his mouth is full with her pussy.
Besides, except for brains, which he didn't need, he possessed all of the other qualities that she needed for him to be a good lover. He just needed to be good looking and sexy to turn her head and to make her wet. In the way that older men chase after young, pretty, sexy, albeit dumb women, what was wrong with her seducing young, handsome, virile, albeit dumb men? Having reconciled to her shortcomings long ago, with her already knowing that she's short, black, and old, she ignored his not so sweet talk in deference of his cock.
Only, what some being born as a black woman may deem as a disadvantage, she didn't. Glad that she was born as a black woman, not only did she like that she was born female instead of male but also she liked that she was born black instead of white. As far as she was concerned black folk were better people than while folk. As far as she was concerned, if God almighty gave her a wish, she wouldn't waste the wish on changing her skin color or her height. Instead she'd use the wish in wanting to be younger, not to mention richer too. Her perfect and preferred age, she wished she could be 35-years-old forever.
Yet, as if she was a magician, she had another card hidden up her sleeve. Abracadabra, as if being able to read his mind, in the way that he didn't have a clue to who she was, other than a black, short, mature woman with a pretty face, big tits, and a shapely ass, she knew what he was all about. Hoping to play her trump card for her to heighten his sexual excitement, she hoped he'd say yes to her next question.
* * * * *
"Tell me and be honest," she said making eye contact with him. As if reading him, giving him a pensive pause, she stared at him before speaking. "Do I remind you of your mother?"
Without him even having to answer her question, he gave her a look that foretold his answer. Adding another dimension to his sexual excitement and to her hopeful sexual pleasure by getting him even more sexually excited, she hoped when having sex with her that he imagined having sex with his mother.
"My mother?"
He seemed more shocked that she obviously knew his secret, the sexual attraction that he had for his mother, than he did that she'd even ask such a question. As if uncomfortably embarrassed but getting over it quickly enough, being that they were both naked and had nothing seemingly to hide, he looked at her and stared at her without saying anything.
"Yes, your mother. Do I remind you of your mother?"
He gave her a serious albeit sexually excited look.
"Actually, now that you mention my mother, you do remind me of my mother," he said looking at her with a sudden burst of sexual excitement. "The biggest difference between you and my Mom is that my mother is white, of course, but you do look a little like her. She's pretty like you are, has black hair and big, brown eyes like you do, and has big tits like you. Moreover with you both about the same height, she's barely 5' tall."
Satisfied with his answer, while hoping to push more of his sexual buttons, she probed him for more information.
"Tell me and be honest," she said knowing this next question would sexually excite him and somehow knowing that he has seen his mother topless and/or naked. "Did you ever see your mother topless and/or naked?"
He remained quiet as if remembering the time that he saws his mother naked or topless.
"I've never seen her naked but I saw her topless once, actually more than once," he said looking away from her as if recalling seeing his mother topless. "All of this happened within a short time of one another. With me still living at home, after she divorced my Dad, all of this happened about 20 years ago when I was in my twenties and my mother was in her forties," he said.
As soon as he confessed the details of seeing his mother topless, she knew that his mother purposely flashed him. Obviously, she was going through something hormonal then in the way she was experiencing something sexual now.
"I see," she said. "Tell me the details."
Again, he looked away as if he was recalling seeing his mother's tits.
"I saw her tits when she lost her bikini top at the beach. Another time, I saw her tits when I walked in her bedroom without knocking and she had just removed her bra. The last time was when her towel fell to her waist when she was reaching up to curl her hair and I was in the bathroom talking to her," he said.
She could see him getting even more sexually excited when talking about seeing his mother's tits.
"Tell me and be honest, did you ever think of having sex with your mother when you were staring at my ass and my tits in the gym?"
Pushing the boundaries, she hoped that she wasn't going too far in not only reading him but also in exposing him. By having a titillating, sexual conversation of his hopeful sexual attraction to his mother, she was only trying to turn up the sexual flame by probing his sexual fantasy and perhaps, even giving that sexual fantasy to him. With all the sexual experience she's had with men, she knew his type and for him to be so enamored with her, an older woman at the gym, she pegged him for needing her to be his substitute, surrogate, sexy mother.
With him able to have any young, blonde, brunette, or redheaded, busty, pretty woman at the gym, why would he sexually want her when he could have any one of them? With her seeing him checking them all out, staring at their tits and asses in the way that he stared at her tits and ass, they were all over the gym flirting with him. Her answer as to why he was here with her naked now, if she was guessing correctly, was that he's sexually fantasized of having sex with his mother. She was apparently the next best thing to him having sex with his Mom.
He fell silent before he started talking. As if talking to his shrink, he talked to her without embarrassment. As if they were discussing exercises at the gym, he started talking about his private sexual thoughts. As if he was suddenly confessing his sexual attraction to his mother, he talked to her as if they were alone without Chris in the corner of the far side of the room.
"Sometimes, when masturbating, I've thought about you in that motherly sort of way," he said pausing to look at her as if to see her reaction to what he had just said. "Sometimes, when masturbating while thinking of having sex with my mother and while imagining my mother is there giving me sex, my mother magically and mysteriously morphs into you. Then, instead of masturbating over having sex with my mother, I start masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with you," he said looking at her. "And here we are with you sucking my cock and me licking your pussy while talking about my mother," he said with a nervous laugh.
As if she had been through this similar scenario dozens of times before with different men and she has, she gave him a knowing look and smile.
"It sounds like I'm interchangeable with your mother," she said.
Looking at her with lust and a burst of sexual arousal, and looking at her as if she suddenly, magically, and mysteriously morphed into his mother, he looked at her with more love than he did with just a mere sexual attraction. He looked at her as if he was looking at his mother instead of some, older woman that he met and was having sex with from the gym and she looked at him as if she was about to have sex with Brad Pitt. Obviously, in the way he looked at her, she was his complete sexual fantasy come true. Obviously, in the way, she looked at him, he was definitely her sexual fantasy come true.
Whatever floats his boat, it didn't bother her than he, perhaps thought more about having sex with his mother than he thought about her when having sex with her. She didn't mind sharing his naked body with his mother if that's what it took for him to be interested in a woman more than twenty years older. There was always enough room in her bed for more than just two people. With her proclivity for playing games, especially sexy, sexual games of teasing, she could be anyone he wanted her to be as long as he gave her an orgasm or two or more.
"Other times," he continued confessing. "Not thinking of you as my mother, I'm more sexually excited over you not only as an older woman but also as a black woman. Not only have I always wanted to have sex with an older woman but also I always wanted to have sex with a black woman."
He stopped talking to look at her as if to see how his confession was being received.
"Go on. Continued. You'll not get any judgments from me. You'd have to go a long way to beat my checkered past," she said with a dirty laugh.
She touched his shoulder and gave him a kiss as her encouragement for him to continue confessing his sexual peccadilloes.
"Then, as a bonus, with you a mature, black, beautiful and sexy woman who reminded me of my mother, well, I couldn't help myself from getting an erection whenever I was around you," he said. "I always imagined my mother dressed as sexy when seeing you in your skintight sexy leotard. Sometimes with you driving me so crazy with all of your bending and stretching, I just wanted to take you in my arms and kiss you would touching and feeling you everywhere."
He stopped talking to look at her.
"I wish you had kissed me and touched me while feeling me everywhere," she said giving him a sexy smile. "I wanted to do the same to you. Yet, no matter your attraction, whether it's for me, for your mother, or a combination of us both, I'm glad there's a sexual attraction between us," she said. "I've kissed enough frogs in my life to know that I'm done with amphibians," she said with a laugh.
He continued in his silence while staring at her and her naked body.
"I always wondered what it would feel like to kiss you," he said giving her a deep, wet kiss. "I always wondered what it would feel like for you to blow me," he said running a slow finger across her lips as she took his finger in her mouth and sucked it in the way she had just sucked his cock.
She thought of all the times she saw the outline of his big bulge in his gym shorts and now that she's held his cock in her hand and taken it in her mouth, she couldn't wait to feel his hard prick in her pussy. As if she was his mother instead of his lover, she gave him a motherly smile.
"No offense but I pegged you for a Mama's boy," she said in the nicest way while fondling and slowly stroking his hard prick.
Even though he was so young and so good looking, with him not a real man like her Christopher, he was no match for her boyfriend. Yet, something she had to experience to know, she was glad that she was finally having sex with Brad.
"I guess to some extent I am a Mama's boy. Definitely, I love my mother and probably would have had sex with her if I could have back then," he said.
Understanding him more, she nodded her head in her appreciation of him.
"If that's the case that you're sexually attracted to your mother and if it you thinking of me as your mother will heighten your sexual excitement and give you more pleasure, then you may call me Mom, Mother, or Mommy," she said. "Or you may call me by your mother's first name, if you'd like and if that would help. I'll be whomever you'd like me to be," she said sitting up to stick out her naked chest with pride as if she was an actress playing a role in addition to being a MILF of a woman serving as his lover.
Launching him in turbo drive, he looked at her as if she had just depressed his secret, sexual overdrive on button. He looked at her in the way that he looked at her at the gym. Only, now with her with him naked, he looked at her with as much lust as he looked at her with sexual excitement. He fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
"I'd like to call you Mom, if you don't mind," he said whispering while giving a quick, embarrassed look to Christopher before looking back at Ann. "It makes me really hot to imagine that I'm licking my mother's pussy while licking your pussy. Yet, at the same time, while imagining my face is buried in my mother's cunt, it makes me hot that my face is buried in a black woman's, mature cunt. No offense, but it makes me hot to know that I'm licking the cunt of a woman who's old enough to be my mother," he said while continuing whispering.
Not taking his comment as an insult to her age, she was just happy to be in bed with him naked.
"No offense taken. So," she said giving him a look of curiosity. "What should I call you?"
As if he was a little boy instead of a grown man, he looked at her with naughtiness.
"Bradley. My Mom always called me Bradley, especially when she was mad," he said. "Most other times, she'd just call me Brad."
"Okay Bradley. This is your mother talking and you must always obey your mother. Stop talking and just lick," she said making herself comfortable on the bed again.
She spread her legs and pushed his head down further. Holding it there, when he moved his face between her shapely legs and his mouth and tongue closer to her honeypot, he resumed fingering her and licking her. Brad continued rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy while licking her pussy.
"After you make me cum, I'll make sweet love to you liked you've never been made love to before," she said talking more excitedly.
With his confession about his sexual attraction to his mother, Brad continued rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy while licking her pussy with renewed sexual excitement.
"Then, after I make love to you, I'll fuck you like you've never been fucked before," she said in a raspy, sexy voice that was suddenly filled with sexual arousal. "Oh, my God, baby. That's good. Right there, Honey. Don't stop," she said grabbing him by his ears and mashing his face in her sticky wet cunt.
With his mouth too full to talk, she did all of the talking for him.
"Last but not least, after I fuck you, I'll suck you like you've never been sucked before. Oh, that's right baby doll, lick me, finger me, and give your Mama an orgasm," she said. "While I'm blowing you, when you're ready to cum, you can pretend that you're cumming in your mother's mouth while playing with her tits."
As if he was suddenly supercharged and/or on steroids while working out at the gym, with all the sexual talk about him having sex with his mother, perhaps with him pretending that he was licking his mother, Brad worked on Ann's pussy with increased, sexual enthusiasm. Rubbing her, licking her, and fingering her, he put as much sexual passion into eating her pussy as she put into sucking his cock.
"If you give me an orgasm with your fingers and mouth before giving me another orgasm with your cock, I'll give you a night you'll never forget for the rest of your life," said Ann.
With her dangling her sexual carrot in front of his eyes, Brad went to work.
"Oh, that's it sweetie. Right there, right there," said Ann holding his face tight against her pussy. "I'm going to cum. You're going to make your mother cum," she said. "Make mommy cum. Lick your mom. Don't stop eating your mother. That's right baby, lick your mother's cunt."



As if she was saying the magic words needed for Brad to go into cunnilingus overdrive, Brad continued rubbing her, fingering her, and licking her.
"Oh Brad. Oh, Brad. Oh my God, Brad. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. I'm cumming. Fuck! Suck! Motherfucker. Eat my cunt you sweet man," she said pulling at his hair. "Oh, sweet Jesus," said Ann while imagining telling all the people she'd meet at the nursing home about how Brad gave her an orgasm.
Licking and licking her while fingering and while reaching up to feel her big tits and finger her big nipples, Brad gave Ann an orgasm. Then, not stopping after she had an obvious orgasm, he continued licking her clit while fingering her to give her a second orgasm. He continued rubbing her clit while lapping up her vaginal secretions. As if she was Olivia Pope played by Kerry Washington and he was the President of the United States played by Tony Goldwyn or the CIA operative, Jake Ballard, played by Scot Foley in Scandal, Brad continued eating Ann.
"Oh, my God," he said. "I love licking your pussy. I can't get enough of your cunt Mom."
Ann ran her fingers through his hair in the way she ran her fingers through his pubic hair while she was sucking him.
"That's right. Eat me. Lick me. Stick your finger deep inside me. Make me cum. I'm ready to cum. I'm going to cum. I'm cumming, Brad. I'm cumming," she said tightening her legs, stiffening her body, and arching her back while remaining totally quiet. "Make Mommy cum."
After screaming her sexual excitement, as if she had been shot, she collapsed in bed to swoon in her afterglow of orgasmic sex.
"I love you talking dirty to me. Now get up here and stick your big cock inside of me," she said.
Brad mounted her and she reached down to ease his cock inside of her. He was so hard and she was so wet that his prick just slid right inside as if it belonged there. Now that they were lying down with him on top of her, it really didn't make much of a difference that she was so short. Barely 5' tall without her 5" heels and two inches of fluffed and puffed hair. If she could accommodate Christopher at 6'7" tall, she could accommodate Brad at 5'9" tall.
"Oh, my God, Mom, you're so warm and so wet," he said.
"Make love to me Brad. Use me. Abuse me. Whatever it takes. Think of me as your mother, your aunt, your sister, your cousin, a woman from the gym, anyone you'd like so long as you make love to me. Pretend you're making love to your mother instead of fucking me," she said. "Then, after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me, really fuck me hard. As if I'm your sister, your cousin, or your aunt, I want you to pound my pussy and don't stop pounding my pussy until you make me cum again."
He looked at her as if he was looking at and seeing his mother.
"If you don't mind, I'd prefer thinking of you as my Mom," he said humping her faster and humping her deeper.
With him deep inside of her and with them developing a steady rhythm, they were fucking now.
"Only, don't cum inside of me. I'd rather you hold it. I'd rather you cum in my mouth instead of my pussy. I've been dying to swallow your cum," said Ann. "I've been dying to suck you dry and lick you clean."
Humping her harder and humping her deeper, Brad switched from making love to her to fucking her. As soon as Brad changed from making love to fucking her, as if riding a wild bull, Ann wrapped her legs around his back and her arms around his neck. With Ann returning his humps while keeping pace with him, by the sexually excited look on his face, not all one way, he looked at if she was sexually satisfying him too.
She looked over at Chris who watched her with his hand around his cock while stroking himself. He gave her a big smile and a thumbs up. Oh, yeah, they'll be having some kind of pillow talk later tonight. Only, with her mouth full with Chris' cock later tonight after sucking on Brad's cock, the pillow talk would have to wait until both men ejaculated in her mouth.
"Oh Brad. Faster. Deeper. Fuck me baby. Fuck me. Don't stop. Fuck me harder. Fuck me as if you love me. Fuck me as if I'm your mother, just fuck me," she said as Brad slammed his hard body in her as if he was a supercharged, human dildo going for some sort of workout record.
With Ann having her third and final orgasm, not even taking the time to enjoy the sexual afterglow, it was Brad's turn to have some personal pleasure with her mouth. Ann moved her body lower and adjusting her position to give Chris the best view, she buried Brad's cock in her mouth. Stroking him while sucking him, as if she was preparing herself to suck the cock of Brad Pitt, her movie star idol, she licked off her pussy secretions from his stiff prick. Then, sucking him deeper and stroking him faster, she knew it wouldn't take him very long to cum. As soon as he reached his hand down to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples, he put a heavy hand to the back of her head and exploded a huge load of warm, oozy cum in her more than willing mouth. She swallowed all that he had to give before licking him clean while still continuing to suck him.
They rested like that in one another's arms. When they stirred, Chris was already out of the room and downstairs.
"I smell coffee. I need a cup before I leave. It's late," said Brad giving her a deep wet kiss before climbing out of bed to get dressed. "I can't believe we've been having sex for more than two hours when it only felt like twenty minutes. I can't remember when I've been so very sexually excited."
"Me too," she said cooing before returning his deep, wet kiss with her wet kiss.
"Maybe we can do this again," he said.
"I'd like that," said Ann.
Brad quickly got dressed and Ann slipped on her silk robe over her shapely body, checked her makeup, and fixed her hair. Once downstairs, Brad and Chris had coffee while Ann finished her wine. As soon as Brad left, tired after a long day but not too tired to give her man some sexual satisfaction, Ann took Chris in her mouth.
"I saved it for you. I'd much rather cum in your mouth than in a tissue," said Chris.
He felt and fondled Ann's big tits while deftly fingering her nipples. Ann sucked his cock while imagining sucking Brad's cock. Now that she's had orgasmic sex with Brad, she couldn't wait to have orgasmic sex again with him. In the meantime, addressing the business at hand, she needed to take care of Christopher's cock. She needed to give him the best sexual pleasure he's ever had.
"Suck my cock Ann. In the way that Brad pretended that you were his mother, pretend that I'm Brad," he said.
As soon as he said that, as if he hit the sexy, slut button, Ann gave him as good of a blowjob as she gave Brad. Unloading his spunk in her mouth, Chris reached for his woman. He held her while basking in the afterglow of an incredible night.
"Happy birthday Ann and being that it's well past midnight, Happy Valentine's Day too. I'll give you your card and gift tomorrow when we wake up," he said with a yawn. "Good night."
"Good night Chris. Thank you for giving me a wonderful birthday and a Happy Valentine's Day," said Ann.
Awakening early the next morning after a well-rested sleep, Ann and Chris showered. Not yet ready to get dressed to start her day, she lounged around in bed naked. A subtle hint, Chris joined her on the bed naked too. Kissing and kissing one another while touching, feeling, and holding one another, obviously, what happened last night brought them closer together.
After receiving an early Valentine's gift from Ann, obviously he wanted to give her his Valentine's gift too. He moved his body between her legs and started licking her while fingering her and while reaching up to fondle her big tits and pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
"Oh, my God, Chris, don't stop. Right there. That's it baby. Lick me. Fuck me with your thick, long fingers. Make me your bitch," she said.
Fingering while licking her and continuing to finger her nipples, he was soon rewarded with not only the sounds but also the taste of one of the strongest orgasms he could remember Ann ever having. He could feel her and taste her ejaculate her cum in his mouth. It was a surreal experience.
If only by the sexual passion that Chris paid Ann, seemingly sexual excited him and in the way that he continued licking her while fingering her, the orgasm that Ann just had was extra special. After she had two orgasms, one with Chris' mouth and another with his fingers, he moved up to her to kiss her and hold her. They stayed like that basking in the afterglow until Ann moved down Chris's long body in the way she did last night.
Not allowing him to get the better of her, she took his cock in her hand while staring up at him. Kissing his cock while slowly stroking his cock, she fondled the head of his big prick. Sucking and sucking him while stroking him, she could feel when he was ready to cum. She stopped sucking him just as he was on the brink of having an incredible orgasm. Abandoning his cock with her mouth and seemingly leaving him sexually frustrated, she moved up to his lips to passionately kiss and kiss him while finishing him off with her hand. Something she's never done before, stopping her oral sex to give him a hand job while making out with him with as much passion with her kisses as she sucked his cock, he immediately started cumming and cumming.
"Oh, my God, Ann. That was the best orgasm you've ever given me. I can't believe it. Who would have thought after bringing me to the brink of cumming you abandon your blowjob to give me a hand job. Yet, what did it for me was the passion that you put behind your kisses," said Chris. "That orgasm gave new meaning to the expression, 'you can kiss that off'," he said laughing while looking at her as if she was possessed. "How did you do that?"
"That was easy," she said. "I imagined you were Brad?"
"You're personal trainer?"
"No, the other Brad, Brad Pitt," she said with a sexy laugh.
A combination birthday and Valentine's Day to remember, she'll never forget the day that Brad made her feel like a younger woman again. Maybe next week and the weeks after that, he can make her feel like a younger woman again and again.
THE END
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Chapter Three -- Sex with his sister-in-law, Genevieve
Roger has sex with his beautiful wife's sister, his sexy sister-in-law, Genevieve
Trudy gathered her clothes, quickly got dressed and quietly left Roger and Gwen's bedroom to allow her daughter, Genevieve, some sexual alone time with her brother-in-law. In the way that his wife would never be okay with her husband having an extramarital affair, all three women knew they sexually shared Roger. Gwen had no idea that all of this was happening in her bedroom and in her bed beside her while she soundly slept in her drug induced slumber.
To their credit, if the three woman were anything, even though they so betrayed Gwen by having sex with her husband, they were respectful of one another. To their credit, none of the women fought over Roger. With Roger the only man in their lives sexually, a win/win situation, they sexually gave Roger as much as he sexually gave them. Giving them their privacy, none of them infringed upon the allotted time of the other.
Normally Gwen's mother, sister, and best friend took turns in having sex with Roger on alternating nights, but tonight was different. Instead of staying with him longer, they cut their time shorter so that all three women could have sex with Gwen's husband within the few hours they had. Now that they'd be having sex with him every night, instead of each sharing him twice weekly, they'd actually be spending more time with him than less time in the course of a week.
With Roger's work schedule having changed from the first shift to the second shift, instead of him sleeping, having just come home from work, he was wide awake, horny, and ready for sex at this sexually bewitching hour. Never altering from his work and/or sexual routine to change his schedule before, typically Monday and Thursday nights were Roger's nights to have sex with Trudy, his MILF of a mother-in-law. Tuesday and Friday nights were Roger's nights to have sex with Genevieve, his sexy sister-in-law. Wednesday and Sunday nights were Roger's nights to have sex with Heather, his wife's hot, best friend.
Now with his change in work schedule making more available in the way he never was before, every night was sex night with Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather. From this night forward, every night, he'd be giving his mother-in-law three orgasms, one with his fingers, one with his mouth, and one with his cock. Every night he'd be giving his sister-in-law an orgasm by fucking her and really pounding her pussy until she screamed her orgasm in his pillow. Every night he'd be giving his wife's best friend an oral orgasm when having sixty-nine sex with her. Every night, he'd receive three blowjobs. Every night, he'd be cumming in his mother-in-law's mouth, his sister-in-law's mouth, and his wife's best friend's mouth.
With Gwen more of a morning sex person than an evening sex person, Saturday and every day in between, whenever the mood struck her, which seemingly was all the time, was Gwen's turn to have sex with her husband. When Roger wasn't having sex with Gwen in the early morning or sometime during the day, he was having sex every night with one of three women, his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, or his wife's best friend. Yet, no matter the time of day or night, whenever Gwen wanted Roger alone, saving them for later that night, he evicted Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather from his bedroom and from his bed to have sex alone with his wife.
Every night, as soon as Roger came home from work and while Gwen was already fast asleep, like clockwork, either her mother, her sister, or her best friend soon arrived to keep Roger sexual company. Now every night, from this night forward, instead of having sex with only one woman in a night, coming in his bedroom one at a time, he'd be having sex with three women in a night, with them still entering his bedroom one at a time. First he'd have sex with Trudy, then with Genevieve, and finally with Heather. With him having sex with only one woman on alternating nights before, now he'd be having sex with three women, one at a time, every night.
With his extramarital affairs having worked successfully undetected for fifteen years, bedding Gwen's mother, sister, and best friend was a good plan, so why stop now? A lucky man indeed, having Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather sexually in his life, along with his wife, was as if he had four, loving wives who were willingly ready and available at his beck and call to give him hot sex. Obviously for his plan to have worked so well and so long was because the three women wanted him as much as he wanted them. With none of the women jealous and/or possessive of one another and/or of Roger, they all realized that Roger was Gwen's husband. Moreover, with them all comfortable in cheating behind her back, they all realized that what Gwen didn't know wouldn't hurt her.
* * * * *
As did her mother before her, quietly and without making a sound, as soon as Trudy slipped out of her daughter's bedroom, Genevieve entered her older sister's and brother-in-law's bedroom. Already wearing her sexy, short, low cut, sheer nightgown with nothing underneath, no panties and no bra, as if she was his wife instead of his sister-in-law, she wasted little time in removing her nightgown before climbing in bed naked beside Roger. In the way that Trudy and Gwen were all about foreplay, Genevieve was all about sex. Instead of kissing Roger while having him feel her through her sexy nightgown, she stripped herself naked as soon as she entered her sister's bedroom.
"Hi," whispered Genevieve as if greeting her husband instead of her brother-in-law.
Even after having sex with her more than fifteen hundred times in fifteen years, Roger still couldn't believe he was in bed with his wife's naked sister. First, with him having sex with Gwen's mother and now having sex with her sister before having sex with his wife's best friend, life doesn't get any better than this. Kissing him and kissing her, when it came to making out with Roger, Genevieve was just as sexually passionate as was her mother, her sister, and her sister's best friend. Kissing him and kissing her, Roger wasted no time in rubbing her wet clit while sucking her nipples as Genevieve fingered his cock.
"I love kissing you Genevieve. You're such a great kisser. You make my cock so hard," he said when she moved her hand down to take his stiff, naked prick in her hand.
All four women loved making out with Roger while he explored their naked bodies with his fingers, his hands, his mouth, and his cock. All four women were just as sexually sensual as was his wife. With not a sexually shy one in the bunch, all four women were incredibly sexy and sexual in bed. With their libidos matching his horniness, lucky for him, all four women loved sex. Even though all four women were tall, beautiful, blue-eyed, and busty blondes, seemingly with them all sounding the same on paper but with no two women alike, they were uniquely different when in bed and when having sex with Roger.
"I need to suck you, Roger," whispered Genevieve. "I need to make you harder with my hand and with my mouth so that you can fuck me, really pound my pussy hard and long enough to make me cum."
As did her mother before her, Genevieve slid her body halfway down the bed to take Roger in her mouth. Yet, different from her mother and from her sister, when it came to Genevieve, instead of their sexual union being more about making love, it was more about having sex. Even though she gave Roger sexual pleasure and made sure that he ejaculated in her mouth, her focus was on him giving her an orgasm. In the way that it's usually more about men when having sex with a woman, having sex with Genevieve was more about her.
"Blow me Gen. Suck my cock. That's right baby. Take all of me in your mouth," he said softly while putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head in the way he had just done with her mother and will soon be doing with his wife's best friend.
If he was to rank the four women in blowjobs, Gwen gave him the best blowjob, Heather was a close second, then Trudy, and Genevieve. If he was to rate the four women in sexual intercourse, Gwen was again first, then Genevieve, and finally Trudy. Interestingly enough, he never had sexual intercourse with Heather. They only gave one another oral sex.
In the way that he felt about Heather, if ever he had sexual intercourse with her, he'd probably fall in love with her. As he loved having sex with his wife's best friend the best, with them just one step away from being in love with one another, she was most compatible with him. He could tell that she not only just liked him and loved having sex with him but also that she loved him too, in the way that he loved her. Yet, evicting Heather from his head, with what Genevieve said next, now was his time to be with Genevieve.
"I can't wait for you to stick your cock inside of me," said Genevieve knocking the thoughts of Heather from Roger's head to more focus on his cock in his sister-in-law's mouth. "I'm so horny. I really need to get laid," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak before taking him in her mouth again.
"Suck it Genevieve. Suck my cock. Show me my cock in your mouth. I want to see it. I want to watch you sucking me," he whispered.
This wasn't just any woman giving him a blowjob, this was his wife's sister. Again, not wasting any time, as soon as he was hard enough, she moved her shapely, naked body up to him, mounted him, and reached between her legs to take hold of his cock. With a hump, he was inside of Gwen's sister. Again, not wasting any time, as if she was the man and he was the woman, as if she was the Dom and he was the sub, she was fucking him, really fucking him hard.
"Fuck me Roger. Fuck me," she said a little too loud than he would have liked her to talk. "I need to cum. Make me cum."
Even after all of these years of having sex with his sexy sister-in-law having her there naked in bed with him was always difficult for him to wrap his brain around. After just having sex with Gwen's mother, unbelievably he was now having sex with Gwen's sister. With Eros, the God of love and sexuality smiling down upon him, life can't get any better than this, that is, until he has sex with Gwen's best friend, Heather. Just as Gwen's mother had been in bed with him naked, now Gwen's sister was in bed with him naked, and soon Gwen's best friend will be in bed naked with him too.
Perhaps, easier for him to make the sexual transition before when he worked the first shift and had sex with just one woman in a night, now, going from Trudy, to Genevieve, to Heather is a transition that most men would love to make. Only, sexually overwhelming going from one lover to another, most men wouldn't have the energy and the stamina to sexually satisfy three, horny women in one night, every night, but Roger did. He only wished he could tell someone of his good sexual fortune. He only wished he could brag to his friends that he was having nightly sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend. Only, for fear that it would somehow get back to his wife, he could never tell anyone that he was having sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend.
Besides, thinking that he was making up erotic stories, no one would believe him anyway. They'd think he was lying. They'd think he was making up tall tales. They'd think there was something seriously wrong with him to tell them that he was having nightly sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend. Only a superhuman man could have sex with three women in one night, every night.
Different from her mother who was more like Gwen when it came to making love, Genevieve preferred getting laid instead of being eaten. With her loving to bang her naked body next to her brother-in-law's naked body, she loved to fuck. Sexual intercourse and feeling a hard cock inside of her was more her thing. Even though she willingly sucked Roger's cock after he gave her an orgasm, she more loved a good, hard fucking rather than a continual licking or a warm, wet sucking. Her thing was feeling a hard prick disappearing deep inside of her warm, wet pussy. Her thing was being humped really hard. Her thing was having a screaming orgasm during sexual intercourse.
"So firm and so shapely, I love your tits Genevieve," he said reaching up to grab two handfuls of her C cup breasts. "You have big nipples just like your mother and your sister," he said fingering her nipples while pulling, turning, and twisting them.
As she's told Roger many times before while riding him as if riding a wild horse on the range or at a rodeo, moving her body while gyrating her hips, Genevieve loved being on top. As if she was a Dominatrix, she loved being in sexual control. As she was during the day at work as a boss, she was at night when having sex with him. She was in charge of him giving her an orgasm just as she was in charge of when he was allowed to cum in her mouth.
She loved being in sexual charge of him giving them both sexual orgasms. Still in the afterglow of sex after having sex with Trudy, Roger didn't mind giving Genevieve the sexual control of his body because soon he'll be flipping her over and pounding her pussy as if he's a sexual, steam machine. Taking more physical energy to get Genevieve off than it did Trudy and Heather, his sister-in-law was a fucking machine. Yet, experienced in always giving her an orgasm, soon he'll be giving her what she wants and what he needs. Soon he'll be fucking his wife's sister as if she's some slutty, sexy, drunken bitch he picked at the bar for the night.
"Fuck me, Roger. Fuck me," she said scooping up her long, blonde beautiful hair in her hands to lift it on top of her head and holding it there with both hands while she rocked and bucked her hips.
Posing as if she was a model while positioned on his cock, if he was a painter, he'd paint her. If he was a sculptor, he'd sculpt her. If he was a poet, he'd be inspired to write a love poem about her but in the case of Genevieve it would be more an erotic, sexual poem more than it would be a poem of love. There was nothing loving about their sexual union. Other than the kissing, touching, feeling, and fondling, there was nothing loving about having sex with Genevieve. Having sex with her was the closest thing to having sex with an animal. Whenever he had sex with Genevieve, it was animalistic sex as if he was having sex with a succubus, a she-devil, or a witch.
Humping him and bouncing on him, she rode him as if he was a bouncy ball or an amusement ride at a carnival. She confessed that she loved the sensation of his stiff prick going in and out while going deeper inside of her and while she humped him harder and humped him faster. Sexually proactive, she knew what she needed to get herself off. With his big, hard cock buried inside Genevieve's cunt, Roger wasn't much more than a human sex toy for her. Returning her humps, hump for hump, getting into a sexual rhythm, they were a fucking, humping machine of piston driving motion.
Where Trudy and Gwen wanted to experience it all, Genevieve just wanted to fuck. Where Trudy and Gwen were more about making love, Genevieve was all about having sex. Forget about making love, she just wanted that orgasm from having sexual intercourse. As far as Genevieve seemingly was concerned, Roger could have been anyone. Her human vibrator, Roger could have been her dildo. Genevieve would much rather have hard, pounding, animal like sex than making soft, sweet, human love.
Not knowing why she doesn't come dressed as a Dominatrix to one of their sexual sessions, she'd be perfect in that sexy attire. He could always picture her dressed in a black, body forming leather corset with black panties, black garter belt, black stockings, black high heeled boots, and holding a whip. He was surprised she never tied him to his bed. In the way she was always in command of their sex, he was surprised she didn't torture him, punish him, and discipline him.
Perhaps if their sexually intimate times weren't so rushed, she'd accommodate him by dressing as a Dominatrix. He could see her demanding that he call her Mistress Genevieve just as he could hear himself calling her Mistress Genevieve. He could see her taking charge and taking control before tying him to a wall in her dungeon. He could see her teasing him with her body and withholding sex from him until he was submissive enough to be rewarded with receiving all of her.
Not making love to her brother-in-law, in the way that Trudy made love to her son-in-law, and in the way that Gwen always made love to her husband, Genevieve went from kissing him, to sucking Roger's cock, and to fucking Roger's cock. In the way that it was more loving sex to Gwen, Trudy, and even Heather, it was just sex to Genevieve. More sexually wild than her mother, sister, and Heather combined, as if daring Gwen to awaken to catch her fucking her husband, Genevieve rode her brother-in-law as if she was riding a bull at the rodeo or at Bob's & Barbie's Bronco Bar & Barbeque.
"Yee ha!"
Whenever she screamed like that, fearing she'd awaken the dead and awaken his wife, Roger covered Genevieve's mouth with his hand.
"Quiet you'll wake Gwen. If you wake your sister, she'll be pissed and we'll both be screwed," he whispered.
With her arm raised in the air as if she was busting a wild Mustang, if she could scream her sexual pleasure even longer and louder she would. Yet, with Roger always ready with his pillow to put over his sister-in-law's, big mouth should she get out of verbal control, he didn't want her waking up his wife. The last thing that he wanted Gwen to know was that he was having his wicked, sexual way with not only her sister but also with her mother and best friend. The last thing he wanted to do was to awaken Gwen before he had a chance to have sex with Heather. With Heather his favorite, even though their sex was confined to doing sixty-nine, he really loved having sex with her nearly as much as he loved having sex with his wife.
"Oh, Roger," she purred. "I'm getting ready to cum. You're going to make me cum. You always make me cum," she said. "You're such a good fuck. You always give me what I want and what I need, an orgasm."
Fucking him harder, she fucked him faster. Having sex with Genevieve was as good as it was the first time they had sex. With her big, C cup breasts bouncing and swaying, Roger harnessed her big tits with his hands as if roping a calf and as his way to hang on to Gwen's sister. Then, he wrapped his arms around his sister-in-law's back in the way of grabbing onto and holding onto a slippery pig that escaped from the pigpen.
While kissing her and before leaning his head down to suck her erect nipples, he humped her harder to impale her wet, warm pussy deeper with his cock before rolling her over to really pound her blonde, trimmed pussy. Then, as if wrestling a calf to the ground, he spun her around, rolled her over, spread her legs with his knees, and mounted her. Her telling him that she was going to cum was his cue to pound her pussy, really pound her cunt, and fuck her as hard as she wanted to be and needed to be fucked. With him the boss of her now, making his sister-in-law his bitch, he was in sexual control of her.
"I love fucking you Gen. You're such a good fuck. You're so sexy. You're so hot. I love burying my cock inside of you," he said while humping her harder and faster. "I love making you cum."
If it was a fucking that Genevieve wanted, never disappointing her sexually before, it was fucking that his sister-in-law was going to get. Determined to make her cum, he didn't want her leaving his bed and leaving his bedroom sexually unsatisfied. Always wanting her to return for more, he enjoyed having sex with Genevieve as much as he enjoyed having sex with Trudy, and Heather and nearly as much as having sex with Gwen.



"Oh, Roger. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me," she said wrapping her legs around his back while reaching down to grab his ass and pull him harder into her pussy.
Humping her harder while humping her even faster, he had her moaning and screaming in no time. Seemingly with her intent on waking her sister, he put a pillow over her face to muffle her screams. Seemingly, she screamed as if she wanted to be caught. Seemingly, she didn't care if Gwen awakened to see her sister fucking her husband. With her going one up on Gwen, seemingly, she wanted the excitement of the physical and emotional confrontation that she was having sex with her sister's husband.
"I love fucking you Gen," he said pounding her pussy faster and harder. In the way that her mother loved him talking dirty to her, so didn't Genevieve like him talking dirty to her too. "I love feeling my hard, hairy prick in your warm, wet cunt."
Only three years apart in age, Genevieve was 35-years-old and her sister was 38-years-old. With both women always in competition with one another, Roger couldn't help but feel that Genevieve only had sex with him as her way of getting back at her sister. Yet, whatever Genevieve's motive was for having sex with him, he didn't care. He was just happy that he was fucking his sexy sister-in-law and she was sucking him.
With his cock buried in his sister-in-law's pussy and soon to be buried in her mouth, after having sex twice a week with her for the past fifteen years, he couldn't be happier. Even though it was only about sex with Gen, he loved having sex with his sister-in-law as much as he loved having sex with his mother-in-law and his wife's best friend. Perhaps with Genevieve always angry and obvious jealous of her sister, maybe it was time for her to bury the hatchet in the way that he had buried his prick in her pussy and in her mouth.
"Oh, yeah. Don't stop Roger. Don't stop. Right there baby. I'm cumming. I'm going to cum," she said just Roger covered her mouth with a pillow before she screamed loud enough to wake up the dead and his drug induced wife. "Oh, Roger. Oh, Roger. Oh, Roger," she screamed loud enough for him to cover her mouth with a pillow again. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me."
Continuing to fuck Gwen's sister harder, he fucked his sister-in-law deeper and faster. Always, Genevieve got what she so wanted. He gave her an orgasm. Then, with it her turn to give him some sexual satisfaction too, she climbed down from him, slid down beside him, and took his cock in her mouth to suck him.
In the way that he had to wrap his brain around his MILF of a mother-in-law sucking his cock, he had to wrap his brain around to his sexy sister-in-law giving him a blowjob. Not giving him as good of a blowjob as Trudy, Heather, and Gwen, yet, except for his wife, in the way that she humped him and used her body, Genevieve was definitely the best lay. With his hands touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body, it felt so good to be inside of his sister-in-law. When it came to fucking, her favorite thing to do, game on, Genevieve was a pro. In the way she moved her sexy, shapely body, she could make an impotent man erect enough to cum.
As did her mother before her and as does Heather and Gwen when sucking him, Genevieve stared up at him with his erection buried in her mouth. These women all knew what men wanted. These women all knew what it took to erotically please and sexually pleasure a man. Even in the dark he could see her smiling and her big, blue eyes staring up at him. Even in the dark he could see her sucking his cock.
He watched her warm, wet tongue play with his prick. Teasing him with her tongue, she stroked him harder and faster with her hand. Licking him while sucking him and stroking him, she was a capable cocksucker and blew him well enough to always make him cum. Then, sucking him deeper, she sucked him harder while stroking him faster.
"Oh, my God, Gen, you're going to make me cum," he said humping her mouth. "I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum."
Then, as if him telling her that he was going to cum was her sexual on button, she sucked him harder and deeper while stroking him faster. Obviously, in the way he was intent on giving her an orgasm while fucking her, she was intent on having him cum in her mouth while sucking him. Not wanting to disappoint his sister-in-law, as he did with her mother, he put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head. Humping her mouth, he fucked her face and within only a minute or two, as he did with her with mother before her, he deposited a warm, pool, of oozy cum in Genevieve's mouth.
As soon as Roger ejaculated in Genevieve's mouth, she swallowed his cum. Then, not taking the time to bask in the afterglow of sex in the way her mother did and in the way that Gwen always does, she climbed out of bed and put on her nightgown. Then, not even giving him a kiss and not even turning to look at him, she left the bedroom to give Gwen's best friend, Heather, a turn with Roger too. Obviously done with him, with her getting what she wanted, an orgasm, she gave him what he wanted, a blowjob. Yet, even though he was still reeling from Genevieve fucking him before sucking him, as much as he loved having sex with his mother-in-law and his sister-in-law, he always looked forward to having sex with his wife's best friend.
* * * * *
Wife's Mom, Sister & Best Friend
Chapter Four -- Sex with Heather, his wife's best friend
Roger has sex with his wife's hot, best friend, Heather
Saving Heather for last, second only to his wife, she was his best sexy, sexual partner in bed. There was just something about Heather that he loved. As much as he loved spending time with her, he loved having sex with Heather. Equally as forbidden having sex with her as it was having sex with his mother-in-law and/or his sister-in-law, Heather was his wife's best friend.
With the four women as thick as thieves, so very close to one another, it always surprised Roger that he was able to persuade them, on his Honeymoon of all times, to have sex with him. Not even married a day, his sexual infidelity started that night. Horny from seeing them all so sexually dressed as his wedding, when his drunken bride passed out, all he could think about was having sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend. Just as Trudy betrayed her daughter by having sex with her son-in-law and Genevieve betrayed her sister by having sex with her brother-in-law, Heather betrayed her best friend by having sex with her husband.
What was that about? Something that he didn't understand and something that only a psychiatrist could unravel, he was just happy for his sexual situation that enabled him to enjoy having sex with all four women. Normally, just as a mother-in-law would never have sex with her son-in-law and a sister-in-law would never have sex with her brother-in-law, he hit the sexual jackpot when his wife's best friend agreed to have sex with him too.
With the two of them the most compatible, Roger loved kissing Heather as much as he loved kissing his mother-in-law. He loved kissing Heather as much as he loved having sex with her. He loved kissing and having sex with Heather nearly as much as he loved kissing and having sex with his wife. More than just sex, there was something special about Heather. There was something about feeling Heather's naked body while kissing her.
Besides being beautiful, there was just something about her that he loved. Even though he had a close sexual connection and friendship with his mother-in-law and his sister-in-law, he was closest to Heather. He was nearly as close to her as he was to his wife. With them sharing secrets while laughing and talking, when not having sex, he had as much fun talking and joking with Heather as he did having sex with her. Inside and out, she was just such a beautiful woman.
In the sensuous way she moved, in the seductive way she looked, and in the sexy way she walked and talked, she was so damn sexy. If he wasn't already married to Gwen, he'd marry Heather. With men not committing to women today in the way that he eagerly gave his love and commitment to Gwen fifteen years ago, when he was only 23-years-old, surprisingly, none of these women had a man in their lives but for his wife. Shocking that none of these beautiful and sexy women had a steady boyfriend, having fun and enjoying it while it lasted, Roger was just glad that he could sexually take care of them all.
Yet, whether having sex with Gwen, with her mother, with her sister, or with her best friend, with each woman so different when having sex, Heather always gave Roger great sex. His personal vision of loveliness, with her not wasting time to remove her clothes, she entered his bedroom naked. The shadowy silhouette of her naked form gave him an erection. Even in the dark, he knew it was her. Even in the dark, he was sexually excited by the anticipation of touching her, feeling her, and fondling her while kissing her.
"Hi baby," she said.
He loved her name. In the way that he's written his wife's name, Gwendolyn and Gwen thousands of times, he's doodled Heather's name thousands of times too. As much as he loved his wife's voice, he loved Heather's voice too. As much as he loved his wife's laugh, he loved Heather's laugh too.
With both women having the same curves, her body was most like his wife's body. He loved her fresh smell of peaches, lemons, and strawberries that attached itself to her soft skin and clung to her blonde hair. In the way that Gwen was truly a beautiful woman, so wasn't Heather. He was more excited over having sex with his wife's best friend than he was over having sex with his mother-in-law and/or sister-in-law.
"Hi Heather," he said.
Silently, as if floating along the carpet, she moved to his side of the bed. As if she was his wife and he was her husband, she climbed in bed beside him as if she belonged there. She held him in the way that Gwen holds him. She kissed him in the way the Gwen kisses him.
With her not just his wife's best friend, she hugged him and kissed him as if she was more his wife instead of his lover. Definitely there was a love connection between the two of them. God forbid but should anything ever happen to Gwen, he'd have Heather there to help him through his time of need. With both women so very much alike, seemingly sometimes both women were interchangeable.
Having been friends all of their lives, they were more like sisters with one taking the characteristics of the other and with one talking like, laughing like, and sounding much like the other. As much as he was sexually attracted and emotionally attached to his wife, he was sexually attracted and emotionally attached to Heather. Heather, Heather, Heather, he loved holding and kissing Heather while touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body. Heather, Heather, Heather, loving the sensation of licking her pussy while she sucked his cock, he loved having sex with Heather.
Truly, he loved Trudy, Genevieve, and especially Heather nearly much as he loved his wife. Accustomed to having all four women in his life for the past fifteen years, he wouldn't know what he'd do if Trudy, Genevieve, and/or Heather suddenly found someone special and married them. A serendipitous sexual situation for him to be immersed in and to have enjoyed for so long, he appreciated every night with each one of them as if it was his last time with them. In the way it all so unexpected started so very long ago on his wedding night and right after his wedding, while Gwen was drunk and asleep, it could all end in a poof.
Yet, in the way that he had sex with them while married to Gwen, should they ever find someone to love and someone else to have sex with, he wondered if they'd continue having sex with him while married to their husbands. Who knows, maybe their husbands would visit Gwen in her bedroom and have sex with her in her bed in the way that Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather visited him in his bedroom and has sex with him now in his bed. Only, with his wife a one man woman, she'd never have sex with anyone but him, her husband, and the love of her life. A virgin when he married her, with him the only man she's ever experienced sexually, he's the only man for her in her life.
Even after cumming twice, he had an erection with the sexual anticipation of Heather entering his bedroom. After being intimate with her for fifteen, sexually exciting years, seemingly, indeed, Heather was his second wife. All three women were his wives in more than one way or another. With Trudy more his lover than his mother-in-law, with Genevieve more his lover than his sister-in-law, and with Heather more his lover than his wife's best friend, life couldn't be any better for Roger.
While so many men dream and wish they could have sex with their mothers-in-law, their sisters-in-law, and their wives' best friends, here he was living out most men's sexual fantasies. Even after having sex with each of them for fifteen years, sometimes he had to pinch himself for him to realize that he was having sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend. If only his friends knew his sexy, sexual secrets, he wondered what they'd say. If only his wife knew his sexy, sexual secrets, he knew what she'd say.
"How dare you have sex with my mother? How dare you have sex with my sister? How dare you have sex with my best friend? Get out! Get out of the house! Take your things and leave. Go! Just go! I want a divorce!"
Different from Trudy's kisses and Genevieve's kisses, when Heather passionately French kissed him, more in the way that Gwen passionately French kissed him, Heather kissed him more with love than with just sexual passion. In the way that having sex with Gwen's sister was more about sex than it was about love, having Heather in his bed was more about love than it was about sex. Returning her passionate kisses with his passionate kisses, he loved kissing Heather nearly as much as he loved making out with his wife. Except for Gwen, with Trudy a close third and Genevieve a distant fourth, Heather was the best kisser.
In the way that he felt something intangible and indescribable when kissing Gwen, he felt the same way when kissing Heather. Lost in her kisses, it was more than just a kiss. In the way that Gwen blanked his mind when kissing her, Heather blanked his mind when kissing her too. Perhaps because they were so very much alike, he sometimes felt as if he was with Heather when he was with Gwen and felt as if he was with Gwen when he was with Heather. Especially when alone with them in a darkened bedroom, a weird sensation, sometimes he felt as if he was bedding identical twins.
"I love kissing you Heather while feeling your beautiful body. You are so very beautiful. You're so sexy," he said kissing and kissing her.
Unable to stop kissing her, he could never get enough of her red, full lips.
"You're not so bad yourself Roger," she whispered with a laugh. "If Gwen hadn't already taken you, had you met me before you met Gwen, I always imagined us being married," she said with some sadness. "I always imagined us having kids."
In the way that Gwen couldn't give him a son or a daughter, he wondered if he had married Heather if they'd have children today. Only, just as Gwen was infertile, with him shooting blanks, he was unable to have children too. Rare for both of them to be unable to have children, it was their forsaken curse to bear. If there were any two people in the world who should have children, so loving and kind, they should have children. Perhaps if he was able to impregnate Gwen, for fear that they may become pregnant too, Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather wouldn't have had sex with him.
Yet, as much as he loved his sexual times with Gwen's mother and sister, he loved his sexual times with his wife's best friend too. Always so natural, it was always as sexually exciting as it was fun having sex with Heather. Totally compatible, as compatible as he was with Gwen, sometimes he wondered what it would be like being married to Heather instead of to Gwen. Not regretting his decision to marry Gwen at all and had he not experienced Heather sexually, perhaps he'd be sexually lusting over her more than he is now.
As if his stiff, hairy prick was an extension of her soft, warm, wet tongue, Heather on the other hand was seemingly content just sucking Roger's cock while he licked her pussy. In the way that he never discussed any sexual details with of the other women with Trudy, Genevieve, or Heather, there was never any talk of leaving his wife to marry any of them. All three women seemed content to have nothing more than a sexual relationship with him. Besides, even though he loved having sex with Heather, he couldn't imagine himself leaving Gwen for any woman. The love of his life, she was his perfect wife.
In the way that Gwen loved sucking his cock, Heather loved giving him blowjobs too. In the way that Trudy expected him to sexual satisfy her and in the way that he had better give Genevieve an orgasm, he didn't have to return the sexual favor for Heather to blow him. She was more content just to be there with him and spending some alone time with him. As long as it wasn't in front of Gwen, any time and any place, she'd fall to her knees, unzip him, pull out his cock, and suck his cock. Any time and any place, while staring up at him with her bright, blue eyes and pretty face, she'd allow him to cum in her sexy mouth while he watched her swallow.
In the way that he loves her, without a doubt, she loves him. Yet, Gwen is his number one, his wife, his only wife, and the confessed and admitted love of his life. Still he sometimes imagines what it would be like to be married to Heather. With him unable to get enough of fingering, licking, and eating her shaved pussy, she'd suck him all day and every day if she could. In the way that she'd suck his cock all day and every day, he'd eat her pussy all day and every day too while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples.
"Lick me Roger. Lick me. Stick your finger inside of me while you rub my clit," she said temporarily removing his cock from her mouth for her to speak.
Obeying her every command, Roger licked her. Roger lapped her. Roger stuck his tongue in her pussy along with his finger while rubbing her clit and licking her bald cunt.
"Suck me, Heather. Blow me. I love your blowjobs. I can't wait to cum in your mouth," he said.
A real, sexy cum slut, as if she was a high priced call girl, Heather seemingly can never get enough of Roger's, stiff prick. As she's confessed to him several times before, swallowing him as if she was swallowing oysters, she loved the sexy, sensual, sexual sensation of his cum in her mouth when sliding down her throat. As she's confessed to him many times before, a man ejaculating in her mouth was a testament and his personal testimony to her cock sucking skills. Indeed, he could never reject Heather and/or stop himself from ejaculating his load of cum in her willing mouth. A skilled cocksucker right up there with Gwen, she seemingly took great pride in not only sucking his cock but also in making him cum.
In the way he intimately knew what Gwen, Trudy, and Genevieve sexually wanted, he knew instinctively what Heather wanted too. They all had sex enough times for him to instinctively know what one another preferred and how they wanted their sex. Not taking the time to explore, they assumed their sexual positions. Roger wasted no time in spinning Heather around in the sixty-nine position. With her pussy so smooth, so soft, and already so sticky wet, in the way he did with his mother-in-law's blonde bushy mound, he buried his face in Heather's shaved pussy. He fingered and licked her while she stroked and sucked him.



Unlike his mother-in-law who had a whole forest of blonde, pubic hair, and with Genevieve having a blonde, putting green of crotch hair, his tongue was always coated with fine, blonde pussy hair. Having to stop his licking to avoid swallowing enough crotch hair to cough up a blonde hairball later, Heather's lack of blonde pubic hair didn't get in the way of eating her. With nothing to interfere with the sweet, syrupy taste of her, as if licking a rich, fine dessert but without the calories, he received the full dose of her honeyed, vaginal secretions.
"Oh, that's it baby. Right there. Right there. I'm cumming. I'm cumming Roger. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm almost there. Don't stop eating me. Please don't stop licking me."
Every time Heather gave him the warning when she was going to cum, he made sure that he was ready to cum too.
"You go ahead Heather and I'll cum with you. I'm ready anytime you are. Suck me baby. Suck my cock Heather and we'll cum together," he said humping her mouth with his hips.
Just as he loved giving her an oral orgasm, he loved cumming in her mouth. Taking some practice, but after having had sex with her since the third night of his Honeymoon when he first married Gwen fifteen, happy years ago, sexually indulging one another, they always had an orgasm at the same time. Able to sense one another's bodies ready to cum and timing it perfectly at the exact moment, she had her orgasm in his mouth just as he ejaculated his cum in her mouth. Without doubt, Heather was a skilled cocksucker and even though Roger had just ejaculated twice before in Trudy's mouth and in Genevieve's mouth, Heather sucked him as hard and as deep as a Dyson vacuum sucking dirt from a carpet.
No matter how many times he's ejaculated before, she was always able to get him to cum again. Had he had sex with Heather first, with her sucking him so deeply and so completely, he didn't think he could cum again no matter how good of a blowjob his mother-in-law and/or sister-in-law gave him. The only one who could get him to cum again after Heather blew him is Gwen. Just as Gwen was the best lover, she gave him the best blowjobs too. Yet, with all four women so different in bed, he'd never get bored with any of them. Indeed, he was a lucky man to sexually experience all of them.
* * * * *
It always amazed Roger that his wife could sleep through him having sex with her MILF of a mother, her sexy sister, and her hot, best friend. With her always having been a restless sleeper before and getting up in the middle of the night to watch TV, thank God she took a sleeping pill, wore a sleeping mask, and stuck earplugs in her ears every night now. Thank God for his memory foam bed that didn't squeak, rattle, or move. In the way that he pounded her pussy so hard, hard enough for her scream in his pillow and to always cum, he could fuck Genevieve with a glass of wine positioned on the end of the bed. As long as they didn't kick it with their feet, they wouldn't spill a drop and surely not awaken Gwen with his thick memory foam bed.
Having sixty-nine sex with Heather, as long as she didn't scream her orgasm, with his cock buried in her mouth to muffle the sound of her orgasm, was the quietest sex he had with any of the three women. His wife, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law were all screamers. With Gwen screaming to high heaven when having an orgasm, not wanting to awaken her daughter, Trudy covered her mouth with her hands. For her not to awaken her sister, he always had to put a pillow over Genevieve's face.
Seemingly Genevieve would like nothing better than for Gwen to suddenly awake to see her fucking her husband. Heather, on the other hand, learned to have a quiet orgasm so that she didn't disturb her best friend. Respectful of their tenuous, sexual situation, as much as Roger didn't want these extramarital affairs to end by waking up Gwen, so didn't Heather.
Yet, after having sex with one of these three women nearly every night since he's been married, sometimes sleeping as if she was dead, amazingly, Gwen never awakened unexpectedly other than to pee. Roger had it timed at the exact quarter hour when his wife would stir from her deep slumber to use the toilet. By the time she awakened, the women were already long gone and he was sleeping. By the time his wife awakened, there was no evidence that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend.
With her never the wiser, after ejaculating his load of cum in her mother's mouth, in her sister's mouth, and now in her best friend's mouth, he slept like a baby. Now instead of having sex with just one woman a night, for however long it lasted, he hoped his new second shift schedule continued where he had sex with all three women in a night. While continuing to have sex with his wife during the day, now he'll be having sex with three women every night and a total of four women every day.
Seemingly, as if the three women knew just the right moment to leave, always leaving just before Gwen awakened to pee, Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather were already gone from their bedroom and from their bed. With four sexy, beautiful, busty, blue-eyed, blonde women in his life, a happy and appreciative man, Roger's sexual life couldn't be any better. When not making love to his wife, he was making love to her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend.
To be continued...
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Chapter Five -- Roger's reoccurring sexual fantasies
Roger's sexual fantasies of his wife's mother, sister, and best friend are revealed to his wife.
Always faithful in his fifteen years of marriage, Roger never cheated on Gwen, his wife. Not many men can attest to their fidelity to the holy state of matrimony. Not many men have as happy of a relationship and good of a marriage that he does. His best friend and the love of his life, he truly loves his wife and would never do anything to hurt her, to destroy their love, and/or to undermine their close relationship by taking advantage of her trust. Even though he's not a religious man, doesn't even attend church regularly, he still believes in the sanctity of marriage.
He took a vow to love, honor, and obey and he'd never break that vow for the sexual lust over any woman. Even if that woman was his wife's mother, sister, and/or best friend, especially if that woman was his wife's mother, sister, and/or best friend, he'd never cheat on Gwen. Other than how he dreams of Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather naked and having sex with them in his sexual fantasies, he'd never have sex with any of them while awake. Why would he want any woman when he has someone who looks like her in his life and in his bed?
"Is it lawful for man to divorce..." (Mathew 19:3) "Therefore what God has joined together, let no man put asunder." (Mathew 19:6b)
Yet, even though he's stayed true to his wife in his waking moments, Roger has had his share of sexual fantasies too. In the way that many men have salacious thoughts of other women when lusting over naked photos that appear on the Internet and/or in men's magazines, Roger's salaciousness thoughts and sexual lust is confined to his dreams. Forsaking his sexually inappropriate thoughts of his wife for other women when sleeping, namely her mother, sister, and best friend, he exclusively dreams of those three women naked while having sex with them nightly.
Perhaps, his sexual fantasies of other women in his sleeping hours is part of the reason why he's able to stay so faithful to his wife during his waking hours. His sexual fantasies of his mother-in-law, sister-in-law, and wife's best friend are so real that he actually has conversations with his fantasy women while sleeping. It's a good thing his wife is out cold. It's a good thing his wife doesn't hear what he says to Trudy, her mother, Genevieve, her sister, and Heather, her best friend. Wouldn't she be shocked to hear her husband say all those dirty, sexual things that he says to her mother, sister, and best friend in his dreams?
"I love mashing my face in your huge breasts and sucking your nipples Trudy. I love you, Trudy. I love kissing you, holding you, and making love to you," he routinely says to Gwen's mother while dreaming of her naked in bed with him and while having sex with her.
"Now that you had your fun on top of me, it's time for me to roll you over and fuck you, really fuck you until you cum Genevieve. I love you, Genevieve. I love kissing you, holding you, and fucking you," he routinely says while imagining Genevieve naked and fucking his wife's sister.
"I can't wait to cum in your mouth Heather. I love you Heather. I love kissing you, holding you, and licking your pussy," he routinely says in his sleep every night while imagining cumming in the mouth of his wife's best friend.
Even though Gwen takes care of his every sexual need, with his wife the only woman he's seen naked and has had sex with, he dreams of what it would be like to see other women naked and to have sex with them. Other than the naked women he views on the Internet, being that the only other women in his life are his mother-in-law, sister-in-law, and wife's best friend, he imagines them naked while having sex with them. Even though he's totally happy and sexually satisfied with Gwen, it's only normal that he'd be sexually curious of seeing other women naked while having sex with them.
He's always been a horny man. He's always had sexual needs. He's lucky to have found a woman who is just as sexual and as horny as he is. He's lucky to have three other sexy, sexual woman in his life who are so much like his wife on the outside, tall, blonde, blue-eyed, busty, and beautiful. He's lucky to have three other sexy, sexual women in his life who are so much like his wife on the inside, intelligent, funny, witty, loving, and caring.
Whether man or woman, even those who are in a committed and loving relationship, who hasn't thought about having sex with others? What married man hasn't had forbidden thoughts of having sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and/or his wife's best friend, among other women too, such as having sex with strippers, strangers, and/or celebrities. What married woman hasn't had forbidden thoughts of having sex with her father-in-law, her brother-in-law, and/or her husband's best friend, among other men too, such as having sex with strippers, strangers, and/or celebrities.
Even though we may truly love the one we're with, who doesn't ponder what this one or that one looks naked? Even though we may truly love the one we're with, who doesn't ponder what it would be like to have sex with someone else? What man doesn't masturbate to the forbidden, naked images of women giving him sex? Whether those naked women are his mother-in-law, sister-in-law, wife's best friend, neighbors, co-workers, celebrities, and/or strangers, what man doesn't sexually fantasize over other women?
How many men and women would have sex with someone else if they knew no one would know and they wouldn't get caught? Not caring if they're caught or not, how many men and women would have sex with someone else knowing and not caring that they'd get caught, perhaps even wanting to be caught? With masturbation a rite of passage from the time of their prepubescent teens, how many men have looked at naked pictures of women while masturbating? How many men lust over the women in their lives, whether they be relatives, friends, neighbors, co-workers, strangers, and/or celebrities? How many women lust over the men in their lives, whether they be relatives, friends, neighbors, co-workers, strangers, and/or celebrities?
"Look at that woman. She's so pretty. Look at the body on her. Did you see her ass? Did you see her tits? Damn, I'd love to fuck her. I'd love for her to give me a blowjob. I'd love to cum in her mouth," said the first man to the second man.
"Hey, buddy, that's my wife you're ogling and saying sexually inappropriate things about," said the second man to the first man.
"Oh. Sorry," said the first man. "Your wife is very pretty."
Not yet a crime, once we're married, as long as we don't stare, leer, ogle, and/or say something that's sexually inappropriate, we can look but we can't touch. Unable to sample the merchandise, we can never again touch, feel, and taste again. Once we're married, except for our dreams and our private, sexual thoughts and erotic fantasies, we can never touch, feel, fondle, lick, suck, and fuck someone else again. It's a risky proposition to marry the one we think we love and then to discover that the one we married has turned into the shrew her mother was.
"You're just like your mother, a real bitch," said the husband to his wife.
"And you're like every, cheating man. No good and a real disappointment in bed," said the wife to her husband.
Until death do us part, once we're married, as if we died, we're off the dating merry-go-round and sexual, free for all market until we're divorced or legally separated. Once we're married, forced to have sex with the one we married, even if the one we married is a cold fish in bed. Especially when we're with someone who doesn't share our overly active sex drive, it's human nature to want what we don't have and perhaps to be with the one we can never have. It's human nature to think that this one is better than that one even when most times they're not.
Especially when it comes to celebrities and others we don't intimately know, it's human nature to envy someone else's lover and/or the sex lives of others. Acting their best and dressed their best when posing in front of the camera, when not in front of the camera, the women we see on TV and/or in the movies are not the same women in reality. Lusting over nothing more than a created image, figments of our sexual fantasies and our twisted imaginations, if we married the celebrity we thought we wanted, she'd turn out to be not much different than our wives.
"You're nothing like I imagined you were when watching you on TV. I thought you were taller. I thought you were thinner. I thought you were smarter. I thought you had bigger tits," said the man enamored with the celebrity before and disappointed now.
Once the imagined image of her wore off, she'd be no better than the woman we divorced. Once we scrape off all of her makeup, removed her hair extensions, see that she had breast implants, a phony laugh, and was dumb as a stump without her scripted responses, we'd more be lusting over our lost wives than over our celebrity fantasy women. Whoever they are, whether they're rich and/or famous, they're just people.
"How would you like to be a fly on the wall of Jennifer Lopez, Scarlett Johansson's, or Sofia Vergara's bedroom," said one man to the other.
"No thanks. Flies don't live long. If they're not swatted and smashed in the wall, then they're eaten by birds, spiders, and frogs," said the other man. "When I imagine a woman naked, I imagine my wife," said the faithful man with attitude.
Even though our bed may be the hottest bed in town, how would we know? It's human nature to think that our neighbors and our friends have what we want in our miserable, little lives. It's human nature to think that rich celebrities have what's missing from our pitiful, non-existent, love lives. With few taking care in what they wish for, we all want what we don't have and/or can't have. Few of us are ever happy. Most of us think that we have nothing when seemingly all of those people we watch on TV, in the movies, at the Oscars, Emmys, and music award shows have everything.
'Bastards! Rich assholes! I can't believe they're having another award show and patting one another on the back.'
Only, when comparing what someone else has to what we don't have and wish we had, how do we know what anyone has? How do we know who's happy and who's not? If rich celebrities were so happy, why are so many of them taking drugs, numbing themselves with alcohol, and finding themselves drying out in rehab? Is anyone truly happy?
"At this very moment, I'm truly happy Honey," said a man to his wife while looking at her with love..
"Being that you're truly happy at this very moment, this may be a good time to tell you that I want a divorce," said the women to her soon to be ex-husband.
Even though celebrities may have money, power, and influence, they may not have happiness. They may not have what we have, love and happiness. Wishing they can have a normal life again without Paparazzi cameras in their faces, with them wanting the fortune without the fame, we may be who they envy.
As is any man, Roger is human after all. Whether a politician, a preacher, a celebrity, or an average Joe, the flesh is weak and the sexual desire is strong. Sometimes, depending on what's happening in our lives, the temporary, sexual comfort of another human being, a friend, a stranger, or even a blood related relative or in-law, is what we may need to be whole again.
Being that we all live in glass houses, and with no one knowing what we do behind our closed, bedroom doors, who among us is a saint rather than a sinner? Who among us is holier than thou? Who among us, when alone and horny, doesn't have sexual thoughts of their mothers, sisters, in-laws, friends, neighbors, celebrities, and strangers?
"Mom? Come to bed. I'm horny again."
"I'll be right there Junior."
Who among us can honestly say that they've never thought about this one naked while having thoughts of having sex with that one? Who among us can honestly admit that they've never had a sexual thought about another person? Who among us hasn't cheated on their spouses in their minds and in their hearts by fantasizing of seeing someone naked and having sex with someone in their dreams while they slept?
Never mind thinking just about sex with our spouses, fantasizing about sex with someone, and dreaming about sex with someone, who among us hasn't masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with another? Even the richest men, the most, politically influential men, and the holiest men have had a little something on the side to pepper their speeches, inflame their thoughts, and inspire their sermons with a sexy, sexual flavor that's not always available to the rest of us. Reverend Martin Luther King had his bevy of black beauties.
"I have a dream...of receiving a blowjob. Kneel before me, sister, and open your mouth wide so that I may anoint you with my big, beautiful, black cock. Amen."
Forget about the forgettable escapades of Bill Clinton, President Kennedy had extramarital affairs behind Jackie's back with Marilyn Monroe, Blaze Star, Gene Tierney, Angie Dickinson, interns and staffers, and so many others. For a man with a bad back, he seemed to have miraculously been cured whenever a beautiful, sexy woman was in his bed.
"Happy Birthday to you. Happy Birthday to you. Happy Birthday Mr. President," sung Marilyn Monroe before having sex with not only President Kennedy but also with his brother too, Robert Kennedy, the then Attorney General of the United States.
American televangelist Jim Bakker went to jail over the PTL Club scandal and Heritage USA Theme Park after confessing that he was wrong to steal everyone's trust and money and for having sex with Jessica Hahn. Wrong? He was wrong? Wrong is a concept for a four-year-old misbehaving. Lapses in judgment are now what politicians call when caught taking bribes and when caught with their hands in the cookie jars.
"Lord, I was wrong," said Bakker before being hauled off to jail and before writing his aptly named book, "I Was Wrong."
Give me a break. They're only wrong after being caught. Before being caught, tried, and convicted, they can justify that they're right in stealing everyone's money.
Jimmy Swaggart asked for forgiveness again and again for his penchant for having sex with prostitutes.
"Lord, I have sinned," said Jimmy shedding crocodile tears in the way that Tammy Faye Bakker shed a river of phony tears with her black mascara running down her face.
Catch me once, shame on me. Catch me twice, well, then, "Lord, I have sinned."
Seemingly wanting to have sex with any woman but with Hillary, can't say that I blame him there, whether with Gennifer Flowers or with Monica Lewinsky and with others, Bill Clinton was just a man whore. As much as he was driven by power, he was driven by sex too. Yet, with sex and power interchangeable, isn't sex and power sometimes one and the same? Depending how a man uses women could be sometimes deemed as having power over someone, especially if that man is POTUS, the President of the United States.
"Do you like cigars Monica? Unlit cigars of course," said the President of the United States of America to Monica Lewinsky.
Boy talk about poisoning the work environment with sexual harassment, with him pressuring Monica for sex was a real lapse in judgment for President Clinton.
"Yes, I do Mr. President," said Monica. "I love unlit cigars. They remind me of my dildo."
I can just imagine Bill giving her a smile of contempt because no man who likes women would ever be so disrespect and degrade a woman by sticking his cigar in her cunt. I wonder what Hillary said when she heard about that one. Who knows, maybe she wasn't surprised? Maybe he's done the same thing with her.
"How dare you Bill? You told me that I was the only woman that you stuck your unlit cigar in her pussy," said Hillary to her husband.
Imagine what his daughter thought of him when she heard that one.
"Dad? Gross? You told me that I was the only woman that you stuck your unlit cigar in her pussy," said Chelsea.
Ah, if only I was a fly in the oval office, I can only imagine the conversation that Bill Clinton had with his intern.
"Allow me to give you a demonstration of how they do it in Cuba. Lift up your dress, take off you panties, and bend over," said President Clinton to Monica.
Immediately Monica obeyed her president, the master of her universe.
"Whatever floats your boat is fine with me Mr. President," said Monica hiking up her blue dress, removing her panties, and bending over.
Now that we know what the President was doing with one hand, when inserting his unlit cigar in Monica's pussy, we can only imagine what he was doing with his other hand.
"Oops, sorry Monica. I missed your mouth. I meant to cum in your mouth. I just got so sexually excited that my unlit cigar was in your pussy that I prematurely ejaculated. Being that I didn't cum in your mouth, just all over your dress, legally, that's really not considered having sexual relations, is it?"
President Clinton stared at the big stain of cum on Monica's blue dress before looking up at her full lips caked with bright, red lipstick.
"No, you're good, Mr. President. Even though there's a little lipstick on your dipstick, I only sucked you a little bit. I'm still a virgin, kind of, not really, actually not at all," said Monica.
Not even trying to wipe it off and/or remove it with a napkin, the intern just allowed the cum stain to dry on her dress. What was she thinking? Actually, we all know now what she was thinking. With Bill Clinton such a brilliant man, a Rhodes Scholar at the University of Oxford, how could he be so stupid?
"Damn, sorry about cumming all over your blue dress. Don't worry. I'll pay for the dry cleaning. You will have your dress cleaned, right? Can I trust you to do that?"
President looked at her and gave her his best presidential smile.
"Don't worry Mr. President. Of course I'll have my dress dry cleaned," she said giving him the finger behind his back.
She gave him her best smile of subservient obedience when she was being so arrogantly disobedient in her inflammatory actions of impeachment when talking to the press.
"And if anyone asks you about the cigar, don't say anything about that either," he said looking at her in the way that a father would look at his daughter but in the way that he never looked at Chelsea. "Okay?"
Putting her beret on her head and freshening her lips with a thick coat of bright, red lipstick before leaving the Oval Office, she gave him a sexually seductive smile.
"Mum's the word. My lips are sealed. You can trust me not to say anything to anyone...dead or alive, Mr. President," she said.
Only, he should have told her not to write a book about the incident. Then if that wasn't enough of a lapse in judgment, President Clinton had the audacity to lie to all of us. How could we believe anything he said after that?
"I did not have sexual relations with that woman," said President Clinton lying to America about not having sex with Monica Lewinsky. "According to my lawyers, Mo, Larry, and Curly, sticking an unlit cigar in her naked pussy and cumming all over her blue dress is not considered having sexual relations."
* * * * *
For sure, they all would have been better off if they had saved their penises for their wives, hadn't acted on their sexual impulses, and had limited their sexual indiscretions and fantasies to their dreams. Yet, seemingly just as it was necessary for them to have a little something on the side to stay married, it was necessary for Roger to have his innocent, sexual fantasies of his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend as he slept. What's wrong with that? There's nothing wrong with that? A man can dream, can't he?



It's one thing to think about and to fantasize over having sex with others but it's quite another thing to actually do the dirty deed. Yet, under the laws of the Catholic Church, seemingly unless having sex with little boys, of course, it's a mortal sin just to think, fantasize, and dream about having sex outside of one's marriage. Nonetheless, his nightly sexual fantasies, a man of moral character and faithfully, loving husband, Roger never gave in to the temptation of his sexual fantasies by looking outside of his marriage for extramarital, sexual activity.
Even though, as his way to get to sleep, he sexually fantasized of having sex with Gwen's mother, sister, and best friend nightly, he'd never dare proposition any of them for sex. He's extraordinarily happy being married to Gwen. Yet, with Gwen, tall, blonde, sexy, and shapely, it's easy for him to remain faithful when he's married to someone who looks like her. Seriously, who would dare cheat on someone who looks like Heidi Klum?
Seriously. C'mon. Are you kidding me? Who in their right mind would cheat on someone who looks like her? No man would ever look at another woman if he had someone who looks like Gwen and who's as erotically exciting and sexually willing as she is in his bed. Definitely in the way that most men lust over other women, any man who knew Gwen was assuredly lusting over her and, no doubt, was jealous of Roger.
Easily able to defeat the Devil's temptation and to remain faithful to his wife and stay within the grace of God and the boundaries of marriage, why would he have sex with anyone else when he's married to a real, honest to goodness sexpot? A woman who's as sexual as he is, in the fifteen years of marriage, she's never turned him down for sex. With him possessing no fatal flaws, his only crimes are having sexual fantasies and sexual dreams of the three most important women in his wife's life. With no harm and no foul, and with him safe from discovery when sleeping, no woman can blame her man for what he dreams about when asleep. As long as he's a faithful, loving husband during his waking hours, he can be a lecherous man whore while asleep and no one would know.
Unlike his waking moments when he's a loving, faithful husband, his sexual fantasies are outrageously sexual when sleeping. Yet, his dreams while sleeping are something that is beyond his control. Surely just as he can't be held liable and accountable for what he dreams while sleeping, in the way that a psychiatrist can interpret someone's dreams sexually as well as in non-sexual ways, he can't be held responsible for what he dreams. He may have more control over his sexual fantasies while he's awake but he has no control over what he dreams when he's sleeping.
With a dream sometimes just a dream, something that should be added as an addendum to marriage vows, men should be allowed to imagine and fantasize without guilt and/or remorse over any sexual scenario with anyone while sleeping. It's just a dream. It isn't as if he's actually going to have sex with Jennifer Lopez, Sofia Vergara, and/or Scarlett Johansson. It isn't as if he's actually going to have sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, or with his wife's best friend. It's just a sexual fantasy he has to lull himself to sleep and to masturbate over later when he's awake and alone.
Only unfortunately and admittedly, his sexual fantasies are much worse than those sexual fantasies of most horny men who sexually fantasize over celebrities, strippers, and their neighbors. His sexual fantasies aren't about his co-workers, the wives of his friends, women that appear on the Internet without their clothes, or even women he's seen at the mall. Every night, for the past fifteen years, his sexual fantasies were always of the same, sexual things with the same, three women. His sexually fantasies were always about seeing his MILF of a mother-in-law, Trudy, his sexy sister-in-law, Genevieve, and his wife's hot, best friend, Heather, naked while having depraved sex with them. The sexual fantasies that he has of them at night while sleeping is as real as anything he does during the day when awake.
* * * * *
Strangely enough with his sexual fantasies beginning on his wedding night, after his blushing bride passed out drunk and fell asleep exhausted, something he'd never do with any and all of the women when awake, he routinely does every night while sleeping. Once he imagined all three women without their clothes, as if he's seen them all naked in reality instead of in fantasy, he relies on his imagination to see them naked over and again. Once he started dreaming of having sex with his MILF of a mother-in-law, his sexy sister-in-law, and his wife's hot, best friend, opening up the sexual fantasy floodgates, he couldn't stop dreaming of them naked. As if the three women were really there in bed with him naked, with him sexually fantasizing over them giving him hot sex, his dreams were so surreally real.
Just as he was unable to stop himself from dreaming of the women naked, he was unable to stop himself from having sex with their naked bodies. Now, just as much as Gwen is his partner in life and can't sleep without her sleeping pill, sleeping mask, and earplugs, he can't sleep unless he imagines having sex with Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather. In the way that President Kennedy claimed he'd get a headache if he didn't have sex every day, instead of President Kennedy taking an aspirin or Roger taking a sleeping pill or a glass of warm milk before bed, he must imagine having sex with his wife's mother, sister, and best friend each night.
His sexual fantasies were always about the three women who were most prevalent in his life, most important to his wife, and most integral to Gwen's life, her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Never ever fantasizing over anyone else, his sexual fantasies were only about and always about the three women who he sees and interacts with on a daily basis. Other than him having a sexual fantasy of his mother and/or his sister, his sexual fantasies of having prohibited sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend were the most forbidden sexual fantasies that he could possibly have. If he should have sex with any one of them, never mind all three of them, Gwen would never forgive him.
With him being such a loving and faithful husband during the day, how dare he sexually lust over any woman other than his wife, albeit when he's sleeping during the night, when he has someone like Gwen in his life and in his bed? Of all the women to sexually lust over, how dare he sexually fantasize, albeit when he's sleeping, over her mother, her sister, and her best friend? What kind of deranged, degenerate man sexually fantasizes of having sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend?
He couldn't possibly betray the trust of his wife any more than he has when sexually fantasizing of the three women naked while imagining having sex with Trudy, Genevieve, and/or Heather. It's one thing to be unfaithful but, assuredly and without a doubt, Gwen would never forgive his sexual transgressions if they were with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend. He'd be easier forgiven if he had sex with a stranger, a stripper, a prostitute, and/or a celebrity than he'd be forgiven for having sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend.
"Gwen, I have sin. Gwen, I was wrong. I did not have sexual relations with your mother, your sister, and your best friend when awake, only when sleeping," he imagined saying to his wife while running out the backdoor with her shooting at him.
If ever he had sex with any one of those women or all three of those women, as he routinely does in his nightly, sexual fantasies of them, their married lives as they now know it would essentially be over for good. If ever he had sex with any one or all three of those women, she'd divorce his ass in a heartbeat. With him driving a stake through her heart that could never be removed and would forever be in place between her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend, he'd ruin the loving relationship that they all now so enjoyed.
Alas, not entirely his fault, he has little control of his thoughts, his dreams, and his sexual fantasies when sleeping. As long as he doesn't act on any of his inappropriate, sexual thoughts, his perversely perverted dreams, and his incestuous sexual fantasies when awake, he's safe from detection. Gwen will never know that he sexually lusts over her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
Assuredly, if he did have sex with his mother-in-law, with his sister-in-law, and/or with his wife's best friend, even if they seduced him, Gwen would blame it all on him. With him being the outcast of the family, eventually she'd forgive her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend for having sex with her husband but she'd never forgive him for having sex with any or all of them. With him being the horny, evil, and vile man who ruined her happy home, and with her feeling so betrayed, she'd surely blame him.
Even if it was his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and/or his wife's best friend who put the sexual moves on him and who begged him to have sex with them, it would still be all his fault. Even if the sex was beyond his wildest imaginings, for sure, it wouldn't be worth losing everything he now enjoyed with Gwen for one or for one hundred rolls in the hay with Trudy, Genevieve, and/or Heather. Or would it? He'll never know or would he?
Alas, much in the way of having his cake and eating it too, if only his wife would give him her blessing to have sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend, he'd be such a happy man. For sure, in the way that they look at him, as if undressing him with their stare, he knows they all sexually want him as much as he sexually wants them. If only his wife would give him her blessing to have sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend, he'd be an even more devoted husband. Only, with him having a better chance of winning the big lottery jackpot than having sex with her mother, sister, and best friend, neither winning the lotter nor having sex with any of those three women would never happen.
"Honey? Where are you going?"
Roger imagined Gwen asking him.
"It's my night to have sex with your mother," Roger imagined answering his wife's question.
She gave him a smile.
"Oh, that's right. I forgot. Yesterday you had sex with Heather and tomorrow you'll be having sex with Genevieve. I have it now," he imagined Gwen saying. "Have a good time and don't drink and drive. Call me if you need a ride."
If only she would be that understanding, how awesome would that be? Only, Gwen would never give permission for him to have sex with her mother, Trudy, with her sister, Genevieve, and/or with her best friend, Heather. Hell would freeze over before he ever felt the sexual warmth of their naked bodies or felt the heat from their deep, wet kisses.
Never would he ever know what it feels like for them to suck him long enough and stroke him fast enough for him to cum in their mouths. Other than Gwen, of course, his supermodel lookalike of a sexy wife, all he has are his sexual fantasies. All he has are his perversely twisted, sexual dreams. All he has to keep him warm at night while his wife is in a drug induced deep sleep is the lust that he has in his sexual fantasies for her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
At the risk of having her husband fall in love with one of them and ruining her marriage, what wife would give her husband permission to have sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend? Besides, whether he had sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and/or her best friend or not, that decision wasn't up to her. It was up to one or all of them and they'd never jeopardize the loving relationship they now have with Gwen for the promise of some sordid, sexual relationship with him. Seemingly, unwilling to lose everything for sex, women aren't the horny, lecherous fools that men are. Women have more sense than giving into their sexual impulses in the way that most men have little or no self-control.
Nothing more than a sexual fantasy he had when sleeping, at the risk of ruining her relationship with her daughter, what mother would have sex with her daughter's husband? What mother-in-law would agree to have sex with her son-in-law? At the risk of ruining her relationship with her sister, what sister would have sex with her sister's husband? What sister-in-law would agree to have sex with her brother-in-law? At the risk of ruining her longtime friendship with her best friend, what best friend would agree to have sex with the husband of her best friend?
Maybe if they were all swingers, no one would blink an eye at him having sex with his wife's family and with her best friend. Maybe one-hundred-years from now after the Third World War, when there's much less of a world population, for the sake of repopulating the Earth, perhaps men will be encouraged to have sex with their mothers-in-law, their sisters-in-law, and their wives' best friends but not now and not today. Only for now, just as it was expressly forbidden to have extramarital sex, it was expressly forbidden to have sex with your wife's mother, sister, and/or best friend. For now, until it may be deemed sexually appropriate in the future, it was nasty to betray your wife for the sake of having sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend.
* * * * *
With his wife never talking about them or admitting to having them, Roger wondered if women had sexual fantasies in the way that men routinely do. In the way that he had sexual fantasies of her mother, sister, and best friend, he wondered if Gwen had sexual fantasies of his brothers, father, and best friend. Only, knowing his wife better than that, she'd never want any man but him.
"Honey, oh my God. I just had the wildest sexual fantasy of having gangbang sex with Ryan Reynolds, Bradley Cooper, and Ryan Gosling. They stripped me naked, tied me to the bed, and had their wild, wicked, sexual way with my naked body," he imagined Gwen saying.
In the way that he voices his sexual lust over celebrities on television and in a movie, whether on TV or in a movie, she never voices her lust for any man but for him. In the way that her mother, sister, and best friend are in his sexual fantasies, no doubt, the only man she sexually fantasizes about is him. With his wife so good, so sweet, so loving, so kind, and so devoted to him, he felt like such a cad sexually fantasizing over having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Only, unable to stop himself from imagining them naked, maybe he needs psychological therapy to control his inappropriate sexual thoughts.
Normally, every night he has the same sexual fantasy of his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, or his wife's best friend but last night was different. A first time for everything, after having the same, sexual fantasy of one of the three women for the past fifteen years, last night was a surreal firework display of forbidden, sexual activity. Last night was as if he was having a paranormal vision of sexual debauchery taking place in his head and in his bed. Last night, as if he really had sex with all three women, he had a vivid, sexual fantasy of first having sex with Trudy's naked body, then of having sex with Genevieve's naked body, and finally of having sex with Heather's naked body. Such a wild, restless, horny night, as if cast under a witch's spell, the sexual fantasies he experienced were so real, seemingly surreal, and realer than ever before, that he thought they were real until he opened his eyes.
"Trudy, you have such huge tits. I love sucking your big nipples. Suck my cock Trudy. I can't wait to cum in your mouth," he said out loud while imagining mashing his face in her naked breasts.
Then, after having sex with Gwen's mother, he sexually fantasized of having sex with Gwen's sister.
"Genevieve, I love fucking you. I love slamming my hard, hairy cock in your warm, wet pussy. Suck my cock Genevieve. Blow me, Gen. I can't wait to cum in your mouth," he said out loud while imagining fucking his wife's sister.
Finally, after making love to Gwen's mother and fucking his wife's sister, he sexually fantasized of having sex with his wife's best friend.
"I love licking your bald pussy Heather while reaching up to feel your big tits and finger your nipples. Let me know when you're ready to cum and I'll cum in your mouth at the same time. Suck my cock Heather. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth. I can't wait to cum in your mouth," he said out loud while imagining having sixty-nine sex with his wife's best friend.
He spoke to all three women as if they were really there with him in bed. He spoke to all three women as if he was really having sex with them. He spoke to all three women as if his wife wasn't sleeping in bed beside him.
"Honey," said Gwen removing her eye mask to shake him before getting up to pee. "You're talking in your sleep again."
'Shit,' he thought.
Sick to his stomach with dread, he hoped she didn't make out what he was saying. He'd be so embarrassed if his wife knew that he was dreaming of having wicked, wild sex with her mother, with her sister, and with her best friend. How could he ever explain that he sexually wanted her mother, her sister, and her best friend in the way that he always sexually wanted her? Surely, with it nothing more than a dream, just as he'd never have sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, nonetheless she'd never trust him after that. Even if he swore he never had sex with any of them, she'd never believe him either.
With him not being guilty of having sex with another woman while awake, he'd be plenty guilty of having sex with the three of her most beloved women while he slept. He's such a cad. He's such a dirty bastard. Even while he was sleeping, on paper with all three women looking so much alike, tall, blonde, blue-eyed, and busty, how could he cheat on someone who looked so much like Gwen, especially when he has the real woman beside him in bed?
"Sorry," he said turning to his side and closing his eyes.
He hoped to return to dreamland to have that same sexual fantasy again that he had last night of her mother, sister, and best friend but he didn't. He couldn't. Leaving him sexually frustrated while standing on the platform, that sexy, sexual scenario of a speeding train going through the tunnels in his mind had already left the station without him. Alas, until he went to bed tonight to dream, to lust, and to sexually fantasize, the best sexual fantasy he ever had was over. Hopefully tonight, he'll dream again of having sex with all three women. Hopefully tonight, he'll dream of the women all together and having lesbian sex while he watched.
"Eat me Roger," he imagined Trudy saying.
"Fuck me Roger," he imagined Genevieve saying.
"Cum in my mouth Roger," he imagined Heather saying.
Maybe tomorrow night he'll have a recurrence of the dream he had last night. Instead of returning to dream of Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather naked again, he stared into the darkness while still reeling from the sexual fantasy of dreaming of having sex with all three women. He stayed there staring at the wall before turning on his back to stare at the ceiling while imagining Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather naked and sucking his cock. With his sexual fantasies seemingly so very real, as if already seeing them naked, he could envision each one of them without their clothes. As if already having sex with each one of them, he could imagine all that they'd say and all that they'd do while he sexually pleased them and they sexually pleasured him.
Horny now, he needed to masturbate while recalling the dream he just had of having sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend. Instead of masturbating, he'd rather have sex with Gwen later while thinking that he was having sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend. Yet, something he's never, ever done before, even though he dreams of her mother, her sister, and her best friend every night, he never thinks of Trudy, Genevieve, and/or Heather when having sex with Gwen.



Always, whenever he's with Gwen sexually, with Gwen more than enough woman for him between the sheets, he evicts Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather from his head and from his bed. With his sleeping, sexual fantasy in bed beside him every night, he was already married to his dream woman. He could never imagine having sex with anyone else but with Gwen or could he?
Even though he enjoyed sexually fantasizing of having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, he'd never replace the thoughts of having sex with Gwen with anyone else, especially not with her Mom, her sister, and/or her best friend. If he was anything, except for the sexual fantasies he has while sleeping, he was a one woman man. He was Gwen's man and she was his woman.
Yet, if he had to choose one women to marry over Gwen, with her most like his wife in looks, disposition, humor, and personality, he'd marry Heather. If he wasn't in love with Gwen, he could imagine himself falling in love with Heather. With her mother too old, albeit very beautiful and sexy, and with her sister too wild and too much of a slut, Heather was the perfect choice and his next best match.
Instead of masturbating, with him already having a wet dream, he needed to clean himself up and change his cum stained underwear. Yet still horny with a raging erection and ready for sex, he looked over at his wife but she had already rolled over and was asleep again. Instead waking her up for sex, something he's done many times before, he let her sleep. With him knowing how cranky she gets if she doesn't get her beauty sleep, maybe he'll have sex with her later.
Instead of bothering her, he got up, washed his cock in the sink, changed his underwear, washed his hands, brushed his teeth, got dressed, and went downstairs to make coffee and breakfast. Only, as if he was visiting someone else's home, making coffee is something he's never done since they've been married. He didn't even know where she kept the coffee and filters and had to search the cupboards.
Nonetheless with him awakening with such a huge erection from having such a sexually frustrating night, he even had a wet dream. He couldn't believe he had a wet dream. He hasn't had a wet dream in 25 years. If the sexual fantasies that he had weren't real enough, he was sexually frustrated from not taking the time to masturbate. Maybe later after breakfast with him serving Gwen breakfast in bed, he'll give her more than just food to quench both of their appetites. With her just as horny as he is most times, she's never said no to him having sex with her anytime he wanted.
* * * * *
Suddenly, out of the blue, it was then that he thought of the perfect April Fools' joke to play on his wife. In a revelation of clarity and in an epiphany of insight, as if his sexual fantasies were an insightful vision commanding him what he must do, it was then that he knew what he needed to do. Against his first instinct, against his basic commonsense, and against his better judgment, even though he hasn't had sex with any one of them, he needed to confess to his wife to having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend as if he already had. As crazy as it was for him to admit that, those three confessions would be his April Fools' joke.
"Ha! Ha! April Fools'! You thought I really had sex with your mother, your sister, and your best friend. Ha! Ha! I finally got you!"
He couldn't wait to see the look on her face when he told her that he was only joking. After telling her that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, he couldn't wait to see the look on her face after telling her that he was just kidding.
"Oh, my God," he said out loud and only for him to hear. "That would be so perfect to trick her in that sexual way. Knowing her, I bet she'd believe me too. Knowing her, she'd be so frigging angry. Knowing her, she'd call her mother, sister, and best friend to yell at them. It would be such fun to watch her go crazy while calling them on the phone."
Bracing himself for the fireworks from Gwen's temper, he needed to convince his wife that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend by painting her as vivid of a sexual confession as the sexual fantasy that he had last night. He wanted to make her insanely jealous and passionately angry that he not only had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend but also that he may be in love with one of them or with all of them. He wanted her to believe that one of them or all of them were in love with him too. The icing on the cake, the crème de la crème, his piece de resistance, and his ultimate revenge for some of the practical jokes she's played on him, how delicious is that?
Time for him to get even with her, this would be the best April Fools' joke he's ever played on her. Only, with her always seeing through his jokes, she's always been able to turn the joke around on him. With her always getting the better of him, he couldn't remember when he got the better of her by playing a practical joke on her. Yet, excited by the thought of finally getting her nonetheless, he couldn't wait to see the shocked look of surprise and angry expression on her face. He couldn't wait to experience her angry reaction while knowing that his confessions were nothing more than an April Fools' joke.
"Ha! Ha! April Fools'! I got you. I got you. I really got you. I finally got you."
With him accusing her mother, her sister, and her best friend of having sex with him, he wondered if he could fool, trick, and deceive the woman that he's known for twenty years. With her lost in the belief of his sexual infidelity, he wondered if he could really get her going. He wondered what she'd say and what she'd do when he told her that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Certainly she'd be angry only he wondered how angry she'd be when he confessed that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. He wondered what she'd say and what she'd do when he told her that it was all just an April Fools' joke.
'Ha! Ha! April Fools'! I got you! I really got you! Ha! Ha,' he imagined saying to her.
Only needing to truly convince her that he did have sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, he needed to make his sexual confession sound believable. He needed to confess to making out with all three women. He needed to confess to feeling them through their clothes while kissing them and before stripping them naked to have his wild, wicked, sexual way with each one of their naked bodies.
While she lay sleeping in her drug induced slumber, he needed to tell Gwen that her mother, her sister, and her best friend entered their bedroom and not only fucked him but also sucked him. While she lay sleeping, the three women most important in her life allowed him to sexually use and physically abuse them in the wicked way that men sexually use and physically abuse whores. He needed to tell her that they all allowed him to ejaculate his cum in their mouths. After licking Trudy and Heather's pussies and after her mother and sister allowed him to fuck them hard and fast enough for them to cum, he needed to tell her that he gave all three women multiple orgasms.
While she lay sleeping, he needed to tell her that not only did all three women allow him to cum in their mouths but also that all three women swallowed his cum. He needed to tell his wife that, from the first night of their Honeymoon, he's been having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend behind her back for fifteen years. Starting on their wedding night, he needed to not only tell her but also to convince her that he loved them and they loved him. He couldn't wait to see the shocked and angry look on her face. He couldn't wait to finally play his April Fools' joke on her.
* * * * *
Unless they were G-rated and unless he was itching for a fight in divorce court, no man in his right mind would ever confess his sexual fantasies to his wife. No man who wanted to stay married would ever confess his sexy dreams, especially when his sexy dreams didn't involve a celebrity that he'd never meet but one that involved her mother, her sister, and her best friend. His wife would be more forgiving of him lusting and having sexual fantasies over other women if those other women were Jennifer Lopez, Scarlett Johansson, or Sofia Vergara than with him lusting over the three women that were most important to her, her mother, sister, and best friend.
Surely, if he confessed that he had been lusting over and having sexual fantasies of Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather naked while giving him hot sex, she'd no doubt wonder if he's already had sex with any one of them or all three of them. Yet, with a reason to his madness for confessing his outrageously forbidden, sexual fantasies to his wife, making his confessions was not only the perfect thing to do but also the only thing to do in playing out his foolproof, April Fools' joke. In the way that all of his practical jokes have backfired on him, this practical joke wouldn't. In the way that she's turned all of his April Fools' jokes around on him, she'd never turn his April Fools' joke around on him.
While she lay sleeping, he not only had to tell Gwen that he's seen her mother, her sister, and her best friend naked but also that he had sex with all three women. He not only had to tell her that he's had sex with all three women but also he needed to make her truly believe that he's had sex with all three women. He not only had to make her believe that he fingered and/or licked two of their pussies but also that he fucked two of their pussies too. He had to make her believe that not only did all three women stroke and suck his cock but that two of the three women fucked his cock too. He had to make her believe that he ejaculated in all three of the women's mouths and they all swallowed his cum. He'd tell her later, of course, that having sex with Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather was just his April Fools' joke.
'Ha! Ha! April Fools! Ha! Ha,' he imagined the look of shocked surprise on her face. "I got you. I finally got you. Ha! Ha!" He imagined her looking at him with angry rage before looking at him with laughter.
Unless she killed him and shot him dead right there in his chair with his gun, won't she be surprised to know it was all just an April Fools' joke? Ha! Ha! He'd paint her a vivid enough picture with his words to really make her believe that he made out with her mother while feeling her through her clothes before stripping her naked and making love to her. He'd tell her how he mashed his face in her huge, naked breasts while sucking her big nipples. He'd tell her how he licked her mother's pussy before she sucked his cock.
With her on top of him and in sexual control, he'd describe in explicit, graphic, sexual detail of what it was like to be fucked by her naked, sexually, depraved sister. He'd tell her how he rolled her sister over returned the sexual favor. He'd tell his wife how he fucked his sister-in-law, really pounded her pussy hard and long enough to make her cum. He'd tell her how her sister, intent on waking her up, screamed so loud and so long that he had to cover her mouth with his pillow.
With them positioned in the sixty-nine position, he'd confess how her cum hungry, best friend sucked his cock while he licked her shaved pussy. He'd confess that if he wasn't married to her, he'd marry Heather. He'd confess how he feels when Heather kisses him, French kisses him. Even though she's the only one he hasn't had sexual intercourse with yet, he'd confess how he feels when Heather not only makes out with him but also makes love to him. Laying it on thick, while painting her images with broad strokes before coloring it with all of the intimate, sexual details, he'd confess that he's not only in love with her mother but also that he's in love with her sister and with her best friend. He'd tell her that they're all in love with him too.
Sparing her no sexual detail and no mercy, he'd take great pleasure in making his wife believe that all three women sucked him. He'd take great pleasure in making his wife believe that he ejaculated his semen in all of their mouths. He'd take great pleasure in making his wife believe that they all swallowed his cum. Finally, he'd get her with his practical joke in the way that she always got him with her practical jokes. Finally, he'd turn the tables on her in the way that she always turned the tables on him. This April Fools' Day is going to be the best April Fools' Day ever.
'Let the games begin,' thought Roger when he saw Gwen emerge from the bedroom.
To be continued...
Please vote. Please give me the support of your vote. Please vote.



        

  
    Wife's Mom, Sister & Best Friend Ch. 04
  
  Wife's Mom, Sister & Best Friend Ch. 04

        Roger confesses to his wife that he had sex with her mother.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/wifes-mom-sister-and-best-friend-ch-04

Title: Wife's Mom, Sister & Best Friend Ch. 04

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Roger confesses to his wife that he had sex with her mother.

Tags: sex with sister's husband, sex with daughter's husband, sex with mother-in-law, sex with wife's mother, sex with brother-in-law, sex with wife's best friend, sex with sister-in-law, sex with wife's sister, sex with son-in-law, april fools' joke played on wife

Series: Wife's Mom, Sister & Best Friend


Please vote. Please give me the support of your vote. Please vote.
*
Chapter Six -- Roger confesses he had sex with his mother-in-law
Roger confesses to his wife that he slept with her mother
"Good morning, Honey," said Roger to his wife Gwendolyn or Gwen as she preferred being called. Knowing full well how she slept and knowing she slept as if she was dead, he asked her the question anyway. "How'd you sleep?"
Looking as if she was still sleeping or needed to go back to bed, obviously still under the effects of her sleeping pill, Gwen trudged in the kitchen yawning and stretching while rubbing the sandman from her eyes. No matter what time of the day it was or what she was wearing or not wearing, as far as Roger was concerned, she always looked beautiful. Still looking so young, so innocent, so vulnerable, and so very sexy, she looked as he remembered her looking when she was an 18-year-old virgin. Just as she was the most beautiful woman he ever saw back then, she's still the most beautiful woman that he knows now.
As if modeling a polar bear, fur coat, where most women look fat swathed in white terrycloth and when wearing a flannel nightgown beneath, Gwen looked sensuously sexy in her white, terrycloth bathrobe and white, furry, bunny rabbit slippers. He couldn't wait for the warmer weather when she trades her flannel nightgowns and heavy bathrobe for something sexier and more revealing. Soon, she'll be wearing her short, sheer, sexy, low cut nightgowns instead of nightgowns that go from her neck all the way down to her ankles. Soon, she'll be coming to bed naked, cuddling up against him, and allowing him to spoon her.
Totally happy with her, yet, if he wished for anything, he wished she was more sexually adventurous and as slutty as her sexy sister Genevieve. While making it appear accidental rather than deliberate or while having a fashion faux pas, he wished she'd flash someone something of her that they shouldn't see. He wished she'd flash one of his brothers her bra in a down blouse view or her breasts in a down nightgown view. He wished she'd flash his best friend her panties in an up skirt view or her pussy in an up nightgown view.
With his hand was firmly around his cock while stroking himself, he imagined her coming to the door topless, naked, or wearing nothing more than a towel that suddenly falls. 'Oops.' He'd love nothing more than for her to tell him that she flashed the mailman, the UPS man, and/or the pizza delivery man her naked breasts or her naked body.
In the way that Genevieve is always giving him down blouse views of her bra and up skirt views of her panties, he wished Gwen was more like her. Even her mother and best friend sometimes accidentally flashes him their bras and panties. He'd like nothing more than for Gwen to flash his brothers and/or his best friend her sexy, low cut brassiere and long line of cleavage in down blouse views and/or her sheerest panties in up skirt views. If she did anything like that just once, he'd imagine having years' worth of sexually inflamed pillow talk over her flashing someone her naked body.
On the way to the mall, he imagined her flashing truck drivers her naked breasts while riding shotgun in the car. While wearing her shortest skirt, he imagined her going up the escalator at the mall and bending at the waist to fix her shoe and to flash her panties to the men standing behind her. He imagined her flashing shoe salesmen her panties or naked pussy while trying on shoes. He imagined her trying on clothes in a dressing room that had a curtain that she didn't close all the way. He imagined bored husbands and boyfriends ogling her underwear clad and/or topless body.
'Wow!'
Totally outrageous, how hot would that be to see the reaction of someone seeing something they shouldn't see of his wife while he watched? Only, she'd never do anything like that. She's not like that. She's not a whore or even a slut like her sister.
With her a one man woman, she's a good and modestly shy woman, except when it comes to giving him sex. Then, fortunately for him and grateful to her, she's a sexy, sexual wildcat in bed. Better than how he imagines her mother giving him sex, better than how he imagines her sister giving him sex, and better than how he imagines her best friend giving him sex, Gwen is a real sexpot in bed. With him happily married to her, not for her mother, not for her sister, and not for her best friend, he wouldn't trade one passionate night any of them for her for a lifetime with her.
* * * * *
With her long, lush, blonde hair mussed, even though she doesn't drink, except for an occasional glass of wine, she looked as if she's had sex all night after drinking heavily. She looked like she just had gangbang sex. While wondering if she was, she looked as if she was ready for sex now. Even at this early hour of the morning, she looked hot. Even at this early hour of the morning, especially at this hour of the morning, she was so damn sexy.
Fortunately for him, a perfect sexual match, with the insatiable, sexual appetite she had, unlike other frigid women he's heard rumors about, her libido rivals his horniness. He heard his friends and co-workers discussing their wives turning them down for sex. He heard his friends and co-workers discussing how they picked up a woman at a bar for sex. In all the years he's been married to Gwen, she's never turned him down for sex. Other than in his sexual fantasies of her mother, sister, and best friend, he never had to look for sex with another woman. In the way he knows his wife is so sexual in bed, with the four women so very much alike and with them always talking about sex when they're together, he imagines her mother, sister, and best friend are sexual too.
Whether having sex behind closed, bedroom doors or having sex in public, as long as it was discreet and in private, whenever he wanted sex, wherever he wanted sex, and whatever sexual thing he wanted to do, she was always ready for sex. With no one perfect, not even Gwen, he only wished she'd agree to do some flashing. He'd love nothing more than for her to lose her bikini top at the beach or to expose her panties or naked pussy when alighting from the passenger seat of the car. Imagining her flashing her panties to everyone walking behind her, he'd love for her to walk down the street on a windy day while wearing a light, flared skirt that blew up like a discarded plastic bag dancing in the wind.
Yet, no matter her refusing to flash anyone her underwear, topless, or naked body, in the way that he'd never reject her for sex, she's never said no to having sex with him because she had a headache or was too tired. With most women not even her equal never mind being better than her, she was a woman that no man in his right mind would ever cheat on and betray for another woman, especially for a lesser woman. Even though he's sexually fantasized about it thousands of times, he'd never trade her for her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend. Even with all the beautiful and sexy celebrities who wore gowns at the Oscars, he wouldn't trade one night of hot sex with any of them for a lifetime of marital bliss with Gwen. He'd never jeopardize his marriage for one extramarital fling with anyone.
He loved her. He truly loved her. She wasn't just his wife, she was his best friend. He'd trust her with his new car, his beloved Mustang GT, his money, his credit cards, and even with his life. She'd never betray him by cheating on him. With her always there for him, he's always there for her.
"How did I sleep?"
Staring right through him, she looked at him blindly. As if needing to repeat the question for her to understand his question, she repeated his question while giving him a questioning look. She looked at him while answering his question with her question as if she was in a drug, dazed fog.
With her answering his question with her question and with her giving him a questioning look, it was then that he had the realization that, in all the years they've been married, he's never asked her how she slept. He's never been home to ask her that question. Already gone to work, generally he's up and out of the house before she even awakens. With this the first day of his new work schedule, this is his first time seeing her in the morning after the side effects of her taking a sleeping pill.
Now with him working the second shift, he'll be home for breakfast and early morning sexual snacks. Curious about the dream he had last night, he wondered if his change in work and sleeping schedule had anything to do with him having a change in his sexual fantasies while sleeping. Instead of having one separate, sexual fantasy of her mother, her sister, or her best friend each night, he wondered if he'd have three sexy dreams again tonight of her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
If he did have three sexy dreams again tonight, he wondered if he'd have them every night from hereon. If he did have three sexy dreams again tonight, he wondered if they'd all eventually morph together as one, big, sexual fantasy. He wondered if he changed his work schedule to the graveyard shift, if he'd dream of all three women having wild, orgy like sex with him and/or even lesbian sex with one another. He wouldn't mind watching Trudy and Genevieve giving Heather hot, lesbian sex just as he wouldn't mind Heather sexually going at Genevieve.
'Wow!'
He looked at his wife standing in the kitchen as if she was still his Prom Queen dressed for the Senior Prom twenty years ago instead of standing before him in her bathrobe, nightgown, and slippers.
"I haven't been here in the morning in years to greet you when you awaken," he said giving her a loving smile. "It's nice to see you in the morning when you're upright instead of when you're ensconced in bed with the blankets up to your neck and your big, beautiful, blue eyes closed," he said.
As if she wasn't completely understanding him, she looked at him to yawn again before responding. In the way that she looked, so soft, so warm, and so furry in that robe, nightgown, and slippers, with him knowing that she wasn't wearing anything underneath her nightgown, no bra and no panties, he just wanted to hold her. He just wanted to feel her through her bathrobe before undoing the ties to feel her through her nightgown while kissing and kissing her. He just wanted to remove her bathrobe, spin her around, lift up her nightgown, and bend her over the kitchen table and give her the hot, sexual love she so deserves.
As if he hasn't told her that enough, he could never tell her enough; he just wanted to tell her how much he loved her. Scooping her up in his arms, he just wanted to take her back to bed. Even after being together for so long, he just wanted to kiss her, hold her, touch her, and feel her before making love to her. As if she was his personal, high priestess or as if she was his virgin ready to sacrifice to the Gods, she looked so innocent, so vulnerable, so beautiful, and so pure clad all in white. He looked at her as if she was his princess and he was his prince or as if she was his queen and he was her king. Especially after the sexual fantasies he had last night of her mother, sister, and best friend, he had the uncontrollable urge to make passionate love to her.
With her working from home, had he known what she enjoyed wearing when lounging around the house in the early morning and again late at night, she could have saved the expense of a wedding gown. Being that this is how he mostly sees her and will always remember her, in the way she's dressed now, in her nightgown, bathrobe, and slippers, is how she should have appeared at the altar when he married her. With her his walking, talking, unmade bed of a sexpot of a woman, his loving wife, even if she walked down the aisle in her bathrobe, nightgown, and slippers, without makeup, and with her blonde hair mussed, without a doubt, he still would have married her. Even when dressed like that, she was so damn sexy.
Where other woman look pretty bad in the morning without their makeup and with their hair stuck to their faces as if they slept in syrup, she looked pretty good. In the way that some women look so sexy no matter what they're wearing or not wearing, exuding sex in the way she always does, Gwen is as sexy in her nightclothes as she looks when wearing short skirts and low cut blouses. So glad that he married her, with all other women paling in comparison, he couldn't imagine being with any other woman but with her. Until death do they part, with her having his heart and soul, and with him having her heart and soul, and with them having one another's backs, they'll be together forever.
"I slept like the dead," she said yawning and stretching again. "I got up once to pee. And based on my dry throat, not very attractive of me, I think I was snoring," she said coughing and laughing. "Even though I still feel tired, I slept great," said Gwen stretching and yawning yet again before giving him a scolding look.
"I'm glad you had a good night's rest," said Roger happy that Gwen didn't hear him having sex with her mother, sister, and best friend.
"Only, I heard voices. Hearing voices that seemingly were so far away but were right next to me, you awakened me when you were talking in your sleep," she said giving him a curious look.
'Oh, oh,' he thought to himself. He wondered how much of his sexy conversation he was having with her mother, sister, and best friend she heard.
"Every night you talk in your sleep but last night was the worst. Last night, you were a blabbermouth," she said with a sexy laugh. "Last night, you were having entire conversations."
He looked at her hoping she didn't understand what he was saying. If she only knew he was having a sexual fantasy, the best sexual fantasy he's ever had of her mother, her sister, and her best friend, no doubt, she'd be mad. Yet, with him ready to confess that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend as his April Fools' joke, her hearing him talking in his sleep about the three women would only make his sexual confessions and his April Fools' joke even more believable.
"Sorry Honey," he said staring at the impressions her big nipples made not only through her nightgown but also through her bathrobe too.
She'd have to have super, big nipples for them to show through her thick, terrycloth, bathrobe and surely she did. She had amazing breasts, so firm and so shapely.
"Then, just as I dozed off, I heard you in the kitchen. I'd still be in bed had I not heard you making so much noise in the kitchen," she said looking past him to look at the stove. "What were you doing up so early? What were you doing to be making all of that noise?"
"Sorry Honey," was all that he could say while still wondering if she understood anything he said when he was talking in his sleep.
"Ordinarily, you're always so quiet in the morning that I never hear you leave for work. Now with you home on the first morning of your new schedule, you woke me up," she said rubbing her eyes, yawning, and laughing again. "I hope you won't be waking me up every morning."
Had he not already had her breakfast and the coffee made, in the way she looked so sexy and in the way that he felt so horny, he would have taken her back to bed. She could have closed her eyes and rested while he licked her pussy before he made sweet love to her and before she sucked his cock. In the way that he sexually fantasized giving her MILF of a mother three orgasms, he wanted to give his beautiful wife three orgasms too. In the way he sexually fantasized of fucking her sexy sister, after making passionate love to her first, he wanted to fuck his wife too. In the way he fantasized spinning Heather around for 69 sex, he wanted to spin his wife around and give her 69 sex too.
"Sorry Honey," he said apologizing instead again for disturbing her beauty sleep.
* * * * *
With the divorce rate hovering around fifty percent and with many married couples staying together for the sake of money, their house, and/or their children when they'd rather be divorced and be living with someone else, Roger was the rare man who truly loved his wife. He couldn't even imagine being with anyone else, even her beloved best friend, Heather. With the value of her in his life priceless, he wouldn't trade his wife for a billion dollars. He wouldn't trade his wife for any woman. Emotionally painful for him to even think about his life without Gwen, he couldn't even imagine living his life with anyone else but with Gwen. Sometimes overwhelmed with love, he just stares at her in the way of someone seeing a vision, a mirage, or a priceless work of art.
In the way that he did when he first met her, he still doodles her name. In the course of twenty years, loving her name nearly as much as he loves her, he's written Gwen and Gwendolyn thousands of times. As if she was his fantasy princess or his queen and he was her knight in shining armor or her king, he wished he had a more knightly name such as Galahad or Lancelot instead of Roger. With her his Queen and him her King, he wished he had a more kingly name such as, Richard or George.
So enthralled with her, she's always on his mind. In the way that Ric Ocasek of the Cars must feel being married to supermodel Paulina Porizkova, he can't believe Gwen is his wife. In the way that Billy Joel must have felt when married to Christie Brinkley, sometimes he needed to pinch himself to realize that someone who looks like him is married to someone who looks like her. Yet, thankfully different for a woman than it is for a man, women don't go by looks in the way that men do. In the way that some men are attracted to dumb blondes, women want more substance than what's on the surface. In the way that men want women who are a ten, women want real men. Women want kind, good, and loving men instead of just pretty men.
Obviously prejudiced by the love he felt for her, even when she was yawning, she was so very pretty. Even when she was dressed like this, in her bathrobe, nightgown, and slippers, especially when she was dressed like this, she was so very sexy. Now he felt guilty for having explicitly naked, sexual fantasies of her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Now, with the best April Fools' joke he was about to play on her, he couldn't wait to confess to her that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
Better looking than all of his brother's wives, who are not dogs in the looks department themselves, she's better looking than his three sisters-in-law, Diane, Brenda, and Audrey. She's even better looking than his father's young, slutty girlfriend, Crystal, who worked as a hostess, slash cocktail waitress, slash stripper, slash model, slash actress, and slash porn star before hooking up with his Dad. Better looking than his best friend's wife, Jennifer, she's even better looking than his boss' way too young, hot wife, Jessica, with her silicone breasts and bleached, blonde hair.
Unbelievably, as good looking as her MILF of a mother, Gertrude, she's even better looking than her sexy sister, Genevieve, and hotter than her hot, best friend, Heather. Those four women together, his wife, his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend, in the way of the Kardashians, should have their own reality TV show. They could call their TV show, The Blondes. If they did have their own reality TV show, and in the way that millions of men assuredly would lust over them from afar, he'd stare at the TV screen for an hour every week. On the chance of seeing one or all of them without their clothes or hearing them say something stupid, and/or watching them do something funny, if only in the attractive and sexy way they looked, he thought those four women would make for great entertainment.



With Gwen's big, blue, beautiful eyes, her natural, blonde eyebrows, and fair complexion matching her natural, blonde hair, as far as he was concerned, her being a natural blonde has much to do with her outside beauty. No matter how talented the hairstylist and how perfectly matched the hair color, there's no faking being a real blonde. Looking as if they're all from some Scandinavian country, being that they're all so tall and shapely thin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend are all natural blondes too. Only, now that she's older, her mother uses hair dye to cover her grey hair.
Gwen's always upbeat personality, positive attitude, and happy disposition adds to her beauty to make her someone everyone wants to be around. In the way that she was, Gwen's best friend, Heather, was like that too. With them seemingly having a stronger connection, they seemed more like sisters than Genevieve was.
Gwen is his twinkling star in his personal universe. When he's sometimes her dark moon spinning aimlessly in circles, she's always his shining sun and his beacon of light that brightens his bad days. If he wasn't already married to her, if she was someone else's wife or girlfriend, assuredly and without a doubt, he'd be lusting over her in the way that he lusts over her mother, her sister, and her best friend in his dreams.
He'd be having sexual fantasies of her instead of having sexual fantasies of her mother, sister, and best friend. In the way that other men, his brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss obviously lust over her, if she wasn't already vowed to him, he'd be lusting over her too. If he wasn't already married to her and knew the sexual passion, pleasure, and love that she gives him, he'd want to bed her if only one time to know what it feels like to be with such a beautiful, sexual, and sensual woman.
She's not just beautiful on the outside, she's beautiful on the inside too. A quality person, one in a million, she's a good woman. Other than a few, white lies she tells not to hurt someone's feelings, she'd never lie to him or to anyone. A kind, sweet, and loving person, she has a good heart. A kind, sweet, and loving woman, she would have made a great mother but unfortunately that was not to be.
Dating her, proposing to her, and marrying her was the best things he's ever done in his life. He can't even imagine his life without Gwen. Seeming like it was yesterday, his best friend, his lover, and his wife, he was so glad that she said yes when he got down on one knee, handed her a diamond, and proposed to her fifteen, wonderful years ago. Where other men lust over celebrities, he's already married to his number one, major, movie star. Oh, yeah, from the time she awakens to the time she falls asleep, she's his rock star who rocks his world.
Probably, no doubt, over something stupid, with them so compatible and getting along so well, he can't even remember when they argued last. Even when they do fight, always apologizing before going to bed, they never go to bed angry. They always kiss and make up before retiring to bed. Besides, it was difficult to stay angry at Gwen for long when they were always making out and having sex. Who wouldn't have sex with Gwen if she was their wife? He was one lucky man to have someone like her in his life and in his bed.
* * * * *
With the collar of her flannel nightgown peeking out the top of her robe, she looked so sexy in her bathrobe that he just wanted to kiss her before taking her back to bed to have hot sex with her. Never saying no to him whenever he asked her for sex, she was always ready to fulfill his every sexual fantasy with her love, passion, and wifely duties. With her the only woman he's ever had sex with, and with him the only man she's ever been sexually intimate with, they were both virgins when they married. Learning every sexual thing and loving moment as they went, other than in the sexual fantasies that he has over her mother, sister, and best friend, they never wanted to have sex with anyone else.
Not wanting to have sexual intercourse with anyone but with one another, they waited the five, long, sexually frustrating years until they were married. Of course, there were other sexual things they did while waiting to consummate their relationship on their marriage bed. With her giving him hand jobs and blowjobs, he masturbated her and gave her oral sex. Seemingly, back then, as they still do now, never tiring of making out with one another as if they're still dating, they were always passionately kissing, lovingly touching, and sexually feeling one another.
Yet, for someone who was an embarrassed and nervous virgin when he married her, with her so modestly shy, she sure has grown sexually and has learned a lot of sexual moves now. She does things to his body with her hands, with her mouth, and with her pussy that she never did before and that he never even dreamt of her doing. She said that she learned all she learned about having sensuously, erotic sex from reading Cosmopolitan magazine. When she told him that ten years ago, time to renew her subscription again, he bought her a five year subscription to the magazine, and renewed it when it expired five years ago.
Glad that he was able to take someone like her off of the market by marrying her, his catch of a lifetime when he hooked her out of the sea of love, Roger's life with Gwen was perfect. Not imagining being any happier, he couldn't imagine his life being any better. As happy as he could be, Roger's life with Gwen was every man's dream and every man's sexual fantasy. With no man staking a claim on her now, as soon as he put that ring on her finger and she said I do, she was all his. She belonged to him and he belonged to her forever and until death do they part. She was his wife, the love of his life, and he was her happy husband.
Only, with his April Fools' joking aside, there was something else brewing than just the coffee. Roger kept secrets. He had dark demons lurking within. Guilty over the sexual secrets he kept, he was the keeper and the master of his sexual fantasies that were hidden away in his heart. He was a man who could never say no to a beautiful and willing woman, albeit not in real life but only in his sexual fantasies. Nonetheless, whether his forbidden, sexual passion was real or imagined, haunted by the guilt he felt for having such inappropriate, sexy dreams, he was driven by the sexual lust he felt for his wife's mother, sister, and best friend. Going where no son-in-law, no brother-in-law, and no friend should ever go, he had become a darkly depraved and degenerate master of the sexually forbidden.
If only in his dreams, now that he's had his imagined and fantasized sexual way with other women, women who were integrally close to his wife, he needed to come clean and clear the air with Gwen. He needed to get some things off of his chest. Even though his wrongdoings weren't real but just imagined, he needed to confess all of his sexual wrongdoings to his wife as if they were real, sexual transgressions. Using that as his April Fools' joke, he needed to confess all of his sexual transgressions as if he's really had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
As if Gwen was his holy woman granting him total absolution, he needed to make his sexual confessions and beg her forgiveness for his sexual transgressions against her mother, her sister, her best friend, and, of course, her. Just because he really hasn't had sex with them but only had sex with them over and again in his sleep doesn't mean that he's not a man without sin. Moreover, if the opportunity presented itself, if her naked mother, naked sister, and/or her naked best friend threw themselves at his feet, as long as Gwen didn't know, he didn't think he could resist all of them or any one of them. A weak man when it came to sexually lusting over her mother, sister, and best friend, he didn't think he could say no to having sex with all of them or any one of them.
Woe the tangled web he's weaved with lies, deception, and debauchery within his sexual fantasies. The only question now is, when he tells her that he's had sex with her mother, sister, and best friend, how will Gwen react to the confession of her husband having deep, penetrating sex with her dear mother, her only sister, and her very best friend? With him knowing full well how his betrayal will so hurt her, how could he do what he's about to do to his beautiful Gwen, his dear, sweet wife and the love of his life? Only a cad and a villain would treat a woman that he supposedly loves in such a horrid way under the pretense that it's all just an April Fools' joke.
Only, she's played some pretty bad practical jokes on him too. Tit for tat, with his April fools' joke at the ready, eager to confess his sexual fantasies that he had of her mother, sister, and best friend, it was his turn to get even with her now. It was his turn to turn the tables on her. It was his turn to trick her, deceive her, and fool her.
"April Fools'! Ha! Ha! I got you! I finally got you!"
* * * * *
"Sorry Honey that you didn't get a good night's sleep," he said with compassion. "It's a good thing you work from home. Maybe you can take a nap later."
She looked from him to the coffeepot on the kitchen counter before looking back at him in disbelief.
"Is that coffee I smell?" She looked at him with shocked astonishment. "You made coffee?"
She gave him a what's up with that look while continuing to stare at him. Normally with her still in bed when he leaves for work, he stops at the coffee shop on his way to work to buy his coffee.
"Yes, I made coffee," he said with pride.
She looked at him as if she was still in bed dreaming.
"I can't believe you made coffee." She looked at him incredulously. "Since when do you make coffee? In all the years we've been married, you've never made coffee," she said.
"Okay, okay, it's just coffee," he said with a laugh.
"I'm shocked. I'm stunned. Other than the toaster and the microwave, I'm amazed that you finally learned how to use a kitchen appliance," she said with a laugh.
He smiled at his wife before leaning down to give her a peck on the lips.
"Ha, ha. Very funny. Coffee is not the only thing I made. I made you breakfast too. Sausages, scrambled eggs, hash brown potatoes, and English muffins with cherry jelly," said Roger lifting the cover from her plate as if he was suddenly transformed into her master chef and waiter.
She looked from the plate of food to stare at him wide-eyed before looking around the kitchen at the mess he had and the mess she'd have to put in order.
"Oh, my. I don't believe it. Not even making me a peanut butter cracker or a bowl of cereal, you've never cooked anything before," she said. "I didn't know you even knew how to cook."
He smiled at her with pride.
"Breakfast is easy. Dinner is the hard part," he said with a laugh. "I was just about to wake you to tell you that your breakfast is ready. Actually, hoping for some hanky-panky after breakfast, I was going to serve you breakfast in bed," he said with a wink, a smile, and a squeeze of her firm, shapely behind.
She looked at him with surprise.
"Breakfast in bed? We haven't had breakfast in bed since our Honeymoon."
He leaned down to give her another kiss while remembering how he had sex with her mother on their Honeymoon night after she passed out drunk. With her mother inspiring his sexual fantasies, he remembered having sex with her sexy sister the next night and with her hot, best friend the night thereafter. Then, for the next fifteen years, he had fantasy sex with her mother every Monday and Thursday, with her sister, ever Tuesday and Friday, and with her best friend every Wednesday and Sunday. His fantasy sex routine never altered until he changed his work schedule from first shift to second shift. Now, as he did last night, while wondering if those sexual fantasies would continue every night hereafter, he had fantasy sex with her mother, sister, and best friend all in the same night.
"I'd never kick you out of bed for getting crumbs on the sheets," he said reaching around her to squeeze her shapely ass again.
She looked at him with disbelief before feeling his forehead for a fever.
"Are you okay? Do you feel alright? Did you hit your head? Did someone kidnap my husband and leave you in his place? If you're an imposter, you're a keeper," she said. "There's nothing sexier than a man who can cook."
She laughed and he laughed with her.
"Yeah, well don't get used to me puttering around the kitchen. I was just trying to do something nice for you," he said.
She looked at him with a look of confusion before looking at her sink full with dirty dishes and pans.
"I can't believe you were going to surprise me by serving me breakfast in bed? Wow! I'm impressed. In the fifteen years we've been married, you've never made me breakfast, never mind wanting to serve me breakfast in bed. You've never even made the coffee. I didn't think you knew how to make coffee," she said giving him a long, look of curiosity before asking her question. "I give up. Is this some sort of obscure anniversary that you decided to suddenly celebrate? What's the occasion?"
He grabbed her around her waist, pulled her to him, and hugged her. He stared in her big, blue eyes, while sliding a slow hand down her back to feel and squeeze, her firm, shapely ass. Except for a few extra pounds she collected over the years in all the right places, she still had the same shapely figure that she had when he took her to her Senior Prom twenty years ago when they were both 18-years-old.
With her flat, toned stomach, long, shapely legs, round, firm ass, big tits, and pretty face, unless she's a celebrity who's had work done, she doesn't look like any 38-year-old woman that he knows. Lucky to have her and so happy when she said yes to marrying him when they were just 23-year-old, immature and innocent young adults, she's always been the most beautiful woman he's ever seen. If he had to pick a celebrity that she most resembled, with his brothers, father, best friend, and boss all concurring, especially with them having similar bodies and outgoing personalities, Gwen looks most like Heidi Klum. With Gwen looking more like Heidi than she does her own sister, Genevieve, even though the two of them look so very much alike, she could have been Heidi Klum's younger sister.
The only thing that would make their life better and more complete is if she could have had children but she can't. Sadly, having children wasn't in their life's cards. Something that wasn't meant to be, they tried and tried. Having sex night and day, especially when she was ovulating, where some women get pregnant the first time they have sex, it was impossible for them to bear a child. Thinking that he was the reason why they couldn't have children, an old football injury perhaps, after finally being tested to rule him out and finally testing her, they bother were the reason why they couldn't have children.
They could adopt but after going through the invasive and expensive adoption process unsuccessfully twice and giving up, they couldn't bring themselves to going through it again. They could try In Vitro Fertilization, IVF, but with that so very expensive and with a success rate of only 20-35%, there's no guarantee that it would even work. They finally gave up on that idea too. Instead, now with their schedules clear, they travel and occasionally take care of their nieces and nephews with sleepovers to give their parents, his brothers, her sister, and even her best friend a break.
"No occasion. Every day with you is my favorite holiday and my personal celebration. I love you Gwen," he said giving her another kiss.
She returned his kiss with her kiss.
"Oh, that's so sweet," she said. "I love you too, Roger," she said.
He smiled fondly while serving her breakfast.
"I just needed to talk to you. Allow me to serve you," he said letting go of her so that she could eat her breakfast. He poured her coffee. "You eat while I talk," he said while fixing himself a plate too.
She pulled up a chair, sat at the dining room table, and looked at him with curiosity while he served her breakfast. When he finally came to the table with his plate, she asked him her question.
"What's so important that you need to talk to me? We barely talk anymore with you working, me reading the newspaper, and you watching the news when we're home alone together," she said. "I swear, being that's all you watch lately, I'm going to buy you a CNN hat, coffee mug, and jacket for your birthday," she said laughing.
He grabbed the coffee from the kitchen counter and placed it on a trivet before sitting at the dining room table across from her.
"Really? I didn't know you could buy CNN stuff. I wouldn't mind you buying me those things. As if I was a real CNN reporter, while watching CNN news, I'd wear the hat, the jacket, and drink my coffee from the mug," he said returning her laugh with his. "You can even call me Wolf."
More than just lovers, they were best friends who enjoyed one another's company. Always teasing one another, but with him so gullible and with her always getting the better of him, they were always playing practical jokes on one another. She looked at him and smiled. Especially in the morning light and even before she put on her makeup, she's so very beautiful. Most times, even now, twenty years after he met her and fifteen years after he married her, he still stares at her while marveling at her beauty, her sexuality, and her femininity. Such a sexy woman, she's a quality person too. He couldn't imagine loving anyone more than he loved her.
"You can buy everything and anything online today. If you can imagine it, you can buy it," she said looking from him to look down at her breakfast.
"Maybe for my birthday you can buy me some CNN gear," he said.
"I can't believe you made hash brown potatoes too," she said more interested in her food than in buying him CNN things for his birthday. "Wow! That's a real treat." She looked up at him and smiled again. "So? What did you want to talk about that you're plying me with freshly brewed coffee and fattening me up with a home cooked breakfast?"
This was it. Now or never, this was really it. No holding back now, he was finally going to tell her the horrible truth. If only in his dreams, he was going to tell his wife that he not only had sex with her mother but also that he had sex with her sister and her best friend.
Expecting her to launch herself into an angry rage, he couldn't wait to see her mad reaction. He couldn't wait to finally get her. He couldn't wait to get even with her for all of the practical jokes she's played on him over the years. He couldn't wait to tell her that all that he sexually confessed was just a joke.
"Ha! Ha! April Fools'! I got you. I finally got you," he imagined saying to her.
Suddenly with the thought of coming clean, even though they were only sexual fantasies, the color drained from his face as if he really did have sex with her mother, sister, and best friend. Instead of looking at her with love, he looked at her with trepidation. Instead of looking at her with love, he looked at her with as much anxiety as he looked at her with fear. Ready for her to be really angry, taking a big chance by playing this severe of a practical joke on her under the guise of April Fools', he prepared himself for the worst. Whatever her reaction to his sexual confessions were now, his safety net of defusing the situation before it escalated, he was ready to interrupt her anger with the yell of April Fools'. No doubt, they'd laugh about it all later.
If he wasn't so intent on pranking her, with him immediately ready to tell her that it was just an April Fools' joke, he'd never do anything that would so hurt her. Besides, based on her perceived reaction, he didn't think he'd even get past telling her and convincing her that he had sex with her mother, never mind telling her that he had sex with her sister and with her best friend. He doubted that she'd even believe that her mother would so betray, disrespect, and disappoint her to have sex with him. It's one thing for a son-in-law to want to have sex with his mother-in-law but it's quite something else for a mother-in-law to actually go through with having sex with her son-in-law, especially when she enjoyed such a great relationship with her daughter.



Bracing himself for her wrath, he braced himself for her worst possible reaction to his sexual confession of infidelity to having sex with her mother. For the sake of playing an April Fools' joke on her and for the sake of finally getting even with her, he was ready to suffer the consequences whatever he imagined they were. He couldn't wait to laugh with her while in bed with her later.
"April Fools'! Ha! Ha! April Fools'!"
* * * * *
In the twenty years he's known her, treading on thin ice, he's never done anything like this before. With a good chance that his joke could backfire on him, he's never played such an elaborate practical or April Fools' joke on her. Only, with her able to read right through him, she was hard to fool.
Embellishing his story with plenty of sexual details, he had to make his story believable enough that even she'd believe that he had sex with her mother. He knew her well enough to know that her reaction to finding out that he's been unfaithful, having an affair, and cheating on her behind her back, especially with her mother, would not be a very good reaction. In him hoping to have success with his April Fools' joke, that's the reaction that he hoped to have.
To make his infidelity even worse, it was with whom he was having the sexual affair with that would make her undeniably even crazier than he could ever imagine. No doubt, she'd be enraged when he told her that not only did he sleep with her mother but also he had sex with her sister and her best friend too. Knowing her temper as he did, especially from the hurt and the betrayal she'd obviously feel, he feared her wrath. Yet, in the end, it would be worth it all to tell her that it was all just an April Fools' joke.
"Ha! Ha! April Fools'! I got you! Ha! Ha!"
If she did anything violently physical, she'd probably stab him with her fork, hopefully not too hard, slice him with her knife, hopefully not too deep, and/or beat him with her spoon, hopefully with her tea spoon instead of his serving spoon. Ready for her worst possible reaction, she may even surprise him and throw her hot coffee in his face. Ready for anything with what he was about to confess, while knowing the temper she sometimes had and wasn't able to control, he prepared himself for her worst possible reaction while expecting her to turn violent. Only, it would be all worth it to see her reaction to his April Fools' joke. Besides, he was already thinking about the makeup sex they'd have for her sending him to the hospital for stitches and/or for first degree burns.
"There's no easy way to say this Gwen, so I'm just going to blurt it out," he said. "Okay?"
She looked up from her breakfast to give him an oddly curious and questioning look.
"Okay," said Gwen with a shrug while paying more attention to eating her food than she was to what he had to say. "I'm ready for you to blurt out whatever," she said with another shrug of disinterest.
So that she couldn't stab him with her fork, slice him with her knife, beat him with her spoon, and/or throw hot coffee in his face, he took her hands in his and held them before kissing them. Delaying her from eating her breakfast, he kept himself safe from her fork, knife, spoon, and hot coffee. Looking at her as if he was about to propose marriage to her again, except for the sad, troubled, and distraught look on his face, he looked deeply in her big, blue eyes. Truly, better looking now at 38-years-old than she was at 18-years-old, he so loved her more now than he ever did before.
Only, needing to unburden himself to remove the guilt that he felt for his sexual fantasies of her mother, her sister, and her best friend, he needed to confess his imagined sexual transgressions against her when sexually thinking of others. Even though he didn't have sex with her mother, he was ready to confess that he did have sex with her mother. In the eyes of the Catholic Church, even having impure thoughts was a mortal sin and was as bad as doing the dirty deed. He took a big breath while looking deep in her big, beautiful, blue eyes.
"I slept with your mother," he said. "Trudy and I had sex. We had sex. We made love. I had sex with her and she had sex with me."
To be continued...
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Chapter Seven -- "I slept with your mother."
"I slept with your mother," he said. "Trudy and I had sex. We had sex. We made love. I had sex with her and she had sex with me," he said while watching and waiting for her reaction to his words.
She looked at him as if he was speaking a foreign language. In the way she was looking at him and by evidence of her reaction to his words, definitely she didn't believe him.
"Ha! Ha! Very funny," she said looking down at her plate of food and paying more attention to her breakfast than to his confession.
When she didn't respond and when her only reaction to his confession was to blankly stare at him, feeling awkwardly uncomfortable as if he was unduly being mean to her, he continued. Not wanting to hurt his wife but just to play a joke on her, he backpedaled with an apology to his confession.
"I'm sorry. Really, I am. With one thing leading to another, it just happened," he said with an uncaring shrug of his broad shoulders. "We had sex. We made love. I stripped your mother naked," he said continuing forward instead of backpedaling while prodding her for more of a reaction to his confession of having sex with her mother.
Expecting the worst possible reaction to his sexual confession of infidelity with her mother, he prepared himself for her rage. She's been known to have a violent temper and to go off on even the littlest things. When she pulled her hands away from his to look at him with shocked surprise before her face surprisingly changed to show relaxed relief instead of rage he prepared himself for the worst. This was it. Finally, he was going to get the reaction he had be waiting to receive. Finally, he was going to get her with his April Fools' joke.
Tense before, as if he had just let the air out of her in the way of a balloon, she suddenly appeared so calm. He thought she'd be angry that he confessed to having sex with her mother. He didn't understand her relaxed reaction to his confession. Why would she be relieved that he had sex with her mother? Why would she look so calm? Why wouldn't she be angry? Of all the reactions he expected to receive, he never expected to receive a reaction without emotion.
"You did?" In the way that he was always trying to read her, she paused to look at him as if trying to read him. "Seriously? You slept with my Mom?"
She asked him with disbelief if he had slept with her Mom as if she was asking him if he had bought more hunting and fishing gear. She gave him a questioning look before looking at him with skepticism.
"I did," he said returning her look of disbelief with his look of seriousness. "Your mother and I had sex. We had sex."
She looked at him with shocked amazement.
"You did not," she said waving a hand of disbelief at him before looking at him with questioning eyes. "Did you really have sex with my mother?"
She stared at him in the way that he stared at her.
"I did. I had sex with your mother," he said nodding his head in the affirmative as if he needed to give her that extra bit of assurance for her to believe that he had sex with her mother.
She looked at him as if she was a cop or a lawyer trying to ascertain if her witness is lying or telling the truth.
"I don't believe you," she said still staring at him as if trying to read him again. She gave him a long, thoughtful look before asking him her question. "Did you really sleep with my Mom?"
Then, as if he had just tickled her instead of shocked her, she laughed. Of all of the possible reactions to him telling her that he had sex with her mother, he never expected her laughing to be one of them. Obviously she didn't believe that he had sex with her mother. His April Fools' joke was unraveling already. She remained silent to look at him as if waiting to see if he was joking or not. With both of them maintaining their silence, she stared at him in the way that he stared at her.
"I did have sex with your mother and I'm very, very sorry," he said nodding his head again. "I promise that it will never, ever happen again."
Only, as soon as he confessed that he had sex with her mother, especially after the sexual fantasy he had only a few hours ago of having sex with her mother, the thought of having sex with her mother sexually aroused him. Certainly, not that dumb of a man, had he really had sex with her mother, he'd never be confessing to his wife, of all people, that he had. Perhaps his confession is where's he's gone wrong with his April Fools' joke. Perhaps his confession is what tells her that he's joking. What husband would confess to his wife that he had sex with her mother? Yet, after he apologized to her and seemingly when she saw that he wasn't joking, obviously by the sorrowful and remorseful look he had on his face, she continued.
"I can't believe it," she said with a strange little laugh while shaking her head. "I can't believe you slept with my Mom." She suddenly and momentarily disappeared within herself before uttering her disbelief. "Wow. That's just so unbelievable. I can't believe you had sex with my mother."
Surprised by her calm demeanor, he was confused. Expecting so much more of a reaction from her, even a violent reaction from his wife, all that she uttered thus far was a laugh and an unexpected reaction of disbelief of 'Wow' to the confession he made of sleeping with her mother. Expecting her to be mad, instead of looking at him with anger and hatred, she looked at him with calm love and supportive understanding. She had such a strange reaction for her to have to his confession of having sex with her mother. What's wrong with this picture? Why isn't she mad?
Seemingly she looked at him with the enlightened sensitivity of a psychologist, a sex therapist, a philosopher with a Ph.D. in philosophy, or an oracle of human nature. Seemingly she looked at him as if she understood his sexual attraction to her mother and his need to have sex with her. An understatement, already with his April Fools' joke unexpectedly backfiring on him, he was surprised by her lack of a reaction to his confession of bedding her Mom.
Expecting her to go off the deep end, he expected her to be ape shit crazy. He expected her to be violently angry. He expected her to call her mother and to yell and scream at her in the way he thought she'd be yelling and screaming at him. Only, she didn't do any of that. She calmly ate her breakfast and drank her coffee.
Already scratching his head in perplexity, what wife would be as understanding when her husband confesses to having a sexual affair and had been cheating on her behind her back? What wife wouldn't feel betrayed enough to violently lash out at her betrayer? In the way she seemingly was now, what wife would understand her husband's need, want, and desire to have sex with her mother of all women? What wife would be as understanding as she seemingly was now after her husband confessed that he went to her mother for sex? What wife wouldn't be angry, hurt, and betrayed that her husband preferred having sex with her mother than with her? An odd conundrum, he waited while expecting more of a reaction from Gwen.
A reaction that he never expected her to have, her calm demeanor and relaxed reaction to him confessing that he had sex with her mother wasn't a normal reaction at all. With his sexual confession more believable that he had sex with her mother, her relaxed reaction to him confessing that he had sex with her mother wasn't believable at all. Sensing that there was something else wrong, he goaded her for more of a reaction while hoping to receive the information why she was so calm about him cheating on her with her mother.
In most marriages, a husband admitting to a sexual affair would be the end to a relationship. In most marriages, having sex with one's mother-in-law would be a big deal and a good reason for a wife to file for divorce. In most marriages a son-in-law having sex with his mother-in-law would be the tipping point and beyond marital reconciliation. In most marriages, the wife would take it personally that her husband would rather have sex with her mother than with her. Only as far as he could surmise, Gwen wasn't even mad that he confessed to having sex with her mother.
"What's not to believe? I had sex with your mother," he said this time with insensitivity and arrogance. "I did it. She did it. We did it," he said admitting his infidelity by verbally taking a giant leap over the line of family impropriety and sexual inappropriateness with his confession.
While still eating her breakfast and drinking her coffee, she stared at him in stunned silence.
"Sorry but it's just hard for me to wrap my head around you having sex with my Mom. I believe you if you say that you did but I just don't see that happening," she said. "Sorry," she apologize to him for not believing him.
Indeed even this conversation wasn't going as planned. Sensing that his practical joke wasn't working and playing out as planned, after her calm reaction instead of his hoped for angry reaction, he smiled a nervous smile. Maybe she was in shocked. Obviously stunned, maybe her traumatized reaction was suppressing her anger. Maybe she needed a minute to wrap her brain around him having sex with her mother before going into a violent tirade. He persevered in pushing her buttons.
"Allow me to give you more of a sexual image that you can more clearly see as proof that I'm not lying and that I did have sex with your mother," he said.
He leaned forward in his chair enough to invade her space while hoping to goad her into having more of an angry reaction. He just hoped she didn't stick her fork in his eye.
"Okay," she said with a dirty laugh. "And what sexual image might that be?"
He gave her a big shit eating grin.
"While fingering your mother's pussy, I licked your mother's cunt, and she sucked me before we fucked. I had sex with your mother. I had sex with her, she had sex with me, and we had sex with one another," he said pushing his luck while trying to push her buttons to receive more of a reaction from her. "It was a beautiful thing," he said sitting back in his chair to eat his breakfast and sip his coffee.
He paused eating to look at her while smiling as if remembering the sexual affair with his mother-in-law by recalling the vivid sexual fantasy that he had last night of Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather.
"A beautiful thing? First of all, I hate it when you use that word, cunt, especially when referring to my mother, Roger." She gave him a dead man's stare as if he had just been caught cheating at cards. "Using that word to any woman is disrespectful and using that word when referring to my my Mom is doubly disrespectful.
"Sorry," he said. "I apologize for being so disrespectful," he said.
He couldn't believe she was more upset over him using the word cunt than she was of him confessing that he had sex with her mother. He couldn't believe he was apologizing.
"Secondly, I'd hardly call you having sex with my mother a beautiful thing," she said with a sad, sick laugh and a smirk on her face in reaction to his insensitive remark. "If anything, it's a perversely twisted thing to have sex with the mother of your wife. I know that some husbands are into that sort of thing but I surely don't understand why you'd have sex with my Mom when you have me ready to give you hot sex any time you want it," she said seemingly more hurt than she was upset.
As if she had bitten into a lemon, she made a sour face before shooting him a look as if he was crazy for having sex with her mother and/or perhaps for admitting that he had sex with her mother. Unable to read her, was she looking at him as if he was crazy for having sex with her mother or was she looking at him while thinking that he was crazy for telling her that he had sex with her mother? He didn't know. He couldn't tell. He was still waiting for her to angrily react to his confession.
With him expecting more of a reaction from her than just making a sour face, he continued down this dangerous road of truth and dare by telling her more lies with his confession. Ready to tell her even more of the sexual details of the sexual affair he had with her mother, he was determined to get her to angrily respond to him. Dare he say the wrong thing that would really upset her, going beyond where any husband should go in his sexual confession of having sex with his wife's mother, he continued pushing his luck for the sake of pushing her buttons.
"You had to be there to know that it was more loving than it was sexual," he said. "I love your mother, I do, I really do, but not in the same way that I love you. Having known one another for twenty years, we're more good friends than we are lovers," he said. "Only the sex that I had with Trudy was just amazing," he said laying it on thick.
He looked up at the ceiling while holding a hand over his heart and fluttered his eyelashes as if having an emotional moment. If he was an actor in a movie, he'd be nominated for an Oscar. Only with her not appreciating his acting skills, she seemed as if she was bored by his confession. She let out a big sigh to concentrate more on eating her breakfast and sipping her coffee than on listening to him endlessly and shamelessly brag about having sex with her mother.
"Friends? Good friends?" She looked at him to ask him her question. "When did your mother-in-law/son-in-law relationship change from being friends to morph into being friends with benefits and before finally morphing into being lovers? I guess it all changed when you had your cock in my mother's mouth and in my mother's pussy," she said with calmness and without attitude.
"You had to be there to understand," he said.
"Be there? I'm just glad I wasn't there to see that," she said rolling her eyes. "I don't need to see you groping and grunting while having sex with my mother to imagine you two having sex," she said.
Even though it wasn't much of one, her voiced reaction was more of the heated reaction that he was looking to have. Yet, now seemingly ignoring him, instead of losing her appetite along with her temper as most women would do after hearing such a disturbing, sexual confession that named her mother as a sexual co-conspirator, she continued eating her breakfast. Strangely and curiously enough, she seemed more relieved than she was upset. Strangely and curiously enough, she wasn't showing the really angry reaction that he expected she'd have. Determined to play his April Fools' joke on her, he persevered in trying to get the hoped for irate response from her.
"She's a very sensual lover and she has huge tits," he said nodding his head in agreement of himself while holding out his hands in front of his chest in mockery of the size of her mother's huge breasts. "I licked her pussy and she sucked my cock."
In the way that her mother has very big breasts, if his wife had D cup breasts instead of C cup breasts, and with her mother looking so very much younger than her age, they could pass as sisters, instead of as mother and daughter. Between Gertrude, Gwendolyn's mother and Genevieve, Gwen's sister, they were all very beautiful and busty women. The gene pool in this family runs deep and is just amazing.
Needing her to give him more of a reaction to his sexual confession, he was perplexed why she didn't. Instead of continuing to calmly eat her breakfast and drink her coffee, why wasn't she mad? Instead of talking to him as if nothing was wrong, why wasn't she livid? Why was she so calm? Why was she still sitting there as if he never mentioned the fact that he had sex with her mother?
At the very least, he figured she would have run to the bedroom, slam shut the door, and collapsed on the bed crying. At the very most, glad that he hid the bullets, he thought that she may have retrieved his handgun from the top shelf of the bedroom closet and shot him dead. He couldn't believe the lack of reaction that she had to what should have been a disturbing sexual confession of betrayal for any wife to hear and to bear. Obviously, for her not to react to him confessing that he had sex with her mother, either she didn't believe him or there was something else going on behind his back, but what? With her an open book and with her telling him everything, what secrets could she possibly have?
"My Mom certainly does have huge breasts. Just as you've now seen them, touched them, felt them, and no doubt sucked them, I've seen my Mom's breasts many times before too," said Gwen nodding her head while finishing chewing as if she was recalling her mother's naked breasts.
"You know me and busty women," he said with a shrug. "I loved sucking your mother's huge breasts and big nipples."
She looked at him and gave him an understanding smile.
"Just as I'm glad that I inherited her big nipples, I'm glad that I didn't inherit her D cup breasts. The perfect size as far as I'm concerned, I'm glad that I have C cup breasts instead of a D cup. My Mom is always complaining about her breasts being too heavy for her back," she said as if she was talking to her husband about someone else's big breasts, a girlfriend's big breasts perhaps, instead of her mother's huge breasts.
With Gwen carrying on about her mother's huge breasts and her own big nipples, he looked at her flabbergasted by her lack of a reaction to him having just confessed to having sex with her mother. Hello? He just confessed to having had sex with her mother. He just told her that he licked her mother's pussy, sucked her tits, and she sucked his cock before he made love to her. Why isn't she mad?
Expecting her to have an angrier reaction to him bedding her mother, somehow his sexual confession of sleeping with her mother was lost somewhere in the conversation of her mother's huge tits and big nipples. For some reason, the reaction he hoped he'd received wasn't much of a reaction at all. Lost in the translation, what sounded good to him before in playing this April Fools' joke on his wife, suddenly made him feel foolish and desperate for his wife's attention.
What's wrong with this picture? Why isn't she angry? Why isn't she throwing something at him? Why is she still eating her breakfast and drinking her coffee? How can she still be hungry at a time like this? Strangely bizarre, she's more focused on her food and coffee than she is on his sexual confession of sleeping with her mother.
"Well, to be honest Gwen, I expected more of a reaction to my sexual confession that I slept with your mother," he said prodding her for more of a reaction. "I figured you'd be angry hearing that we had sex."
She looked at him while nodding her head to acknowledge that she heard what he said about having sex with her mother. Instead of being angry and instead of having a negative reaction to him sleeping with her mother, as evidenced by her smile, she seemingly had a positive reaction. She didn't seem to be angry with him at all. Either she knows his confession is an April Fools' joke or she doesn't care that he had sex with her mother. Maybe she knows his confession is an April Fools' joke and she doesn't care that he slept with her mother but why wouldn't she care that he had sex with her mother? Her response to his confession is all so strange and is even more bizarre than his confessing that he had sex with her mother.
Instead of looking at him with rage, she looked up at him with kindness, love, and understanding. Instead of yelling at him, stabbing him with her fork, slicing him with her knife, beating him with her spoon, and/or throwing hot coffee in his face, she smiled away his thoughts of her being angry that he had sex with her mother. Instead of running from the table screaming, swearing, and crying to lock herself in the bedroom before emerging with his unloaded handgun, she remained seated at the table.



He was more shocked by her lack of a reaction that he had sex with her mother than she seemed to be upset by his sexual confession that he slept with her mother. How can that be? Why? He didn't understand. He was more shocked by all that she said next than she seemingly was by his confession of having sex with her mother.
"Honestly Roger," she said reaching out her left hand to pat his right hand. "I'm not surprised at all that you slept with my mother. I'm not angry that you had sex with my Mom," she said staring at her husband.
"Seriously? You're not angry with me?" He looked at her as if she was crazy. He looked at her as if she was playing an April Fools' joke on him. "Why not?"
"With her being alone and lonely since divorcing my Dad, her getting laid is probably the best thing to ever happen to her to help improve her mood. No doubt sexually frustrated, when not sadly depressed, she's been a little bitchy lately," she Gwen nodding her head while giving him a smile.
'What? Huh? She's not surprised that he slept with her mother? She's not angry that he had sex with her mother? Why is that?'
With her thinking that he did her mother a service, he didn't understand. He was having more of a reaction to her not having a reaction than she was reacting to him sleeping with her mother.
If anything she seemed exasperatedly annoyed that he'd think that she'd be angry.
"I understand you'd being happy for your mother to have sex to improve her mood and her frame of mind but I still don't understand you not being upset that Trudy and I had sex," he said. "Why aren't you mad that I had sex with your mother?"
As if he was a child and she was his mother instead of his wife, she smiled at him while patting his hand again and while looking at him with love, patience, and understanding.
"Just as I am and my sister is, my mother is a very sensual and sexual woman. In the sexy way my Mom looks, it's understandable why you'd want to sleep with her. Seriously, in the way that any man would want to have sex with me and/or with my sister, with the three of us looking so very much alike, what man wouldn't want to bed my Mom? She's a beautiful, sexy woman who definitely doesn't look nor act her age."
Even though she made a good argument with some valid points, he looked at her confused why he wasn't getting more of an angry reaction from her. Where's her anger? Where's her rage? Her lack of reaction to him confessing that he had sex with her mother didn't make any sense. He just told her that he had sex with her mother. Hello? Why isn't she mad? She's not even upset.
"Admittedly, you do make a good point. Even at her age, your mother is still as beautiful as she is sexy," he said while wondering how he could get more of a reaction from her.
Oddly enough, with all of this talk of having sex with her mother, especially with him not receiving the violently angry reaction to his sexual confession that he thought he'd receive from his wife, he was horny just thinking about having sex with her mother. Oddly bizarre, he didn't understand her lack of a reaction. She reacted to his confession as if he was telling her about someone else having sex with the mother of another wife, people she didn't even know.
"In the way that my mother is still so very attractive, I just hope that I look as good as she does when I'm her age. She looks fifty instead of sixty. If I'm surprised by anything at all," she said with a thoughtful pause while giving him a quizzical stare. "I'm more surprised that my mother slept with you than you having sex with my mother," she said shrugging her response.
That's odd. She's more surprised that her mother slept with him than she is that he slept with her mother. What did she mean by that? Roger looked at Gwen surprised that after knowing her for twenty years, he suddenly was unable to read her. He still didn't understand her lack of her reaction to him confessing that he had sex with her mother. Yet, now even a more pressing question, he wondered why she was more surprised that her mother slept with him than she was surprised that he slept with her mother. If he was surprised by anything at all, he was not only surprised by her lack of a reaction to his confession but also by her admitting that she was more surprised that her mother slept with him than she was that he had sex with her mother. This wasn't like her to be so calm.
Practically always knowing what she was thinking before, he had no idea what she was thinking now. If it wasn't bad enough that he sexually fantasized over seeing her mother naked while having inappropriate sex with her, he crossed the line on so many different levels by confessing that he had sex with her mother. Yet, even stranger than him confessing that he had sex with her mother, he didn't understand her strange, emotionless reaction to his sexual confession. Her lack of emotion and her not being angry with him for confessing to having sex with her mother baffled and amazed him. Her lack of an angry reaction suddenly made him wary of her.
Not only did he cheat on his wife but he cheated on her with, of all women, her mother. Why isn't she mad? She's not even upset. She acted as if he had just told her that he accidentally broke her favorite coffee mug instead of telling her that he had sex with her mother. There's something not right. There's something seriously wrong here. Only Roger didn't have a clue what the Hell it was. He figured she'd have a temper tantrum with him having sex with her mother. A perfect time to tell her that it was all just an April Fools' Day joke, unfortunately, his joke still hasn't even progressed that far yet to pull the plug. If he's gotten any reaction from her, he's received no reaction.
"Surprise is not the reaction that I thought you'd have to my having sex with your mother. If anyone is surprised, I'm surprised by your lack of emotion after telling you that I slept with your Mom," he said suddenly feeling as if he was walking on thin ice by prodding her for more of an angry response.
She smiled him her love and understanding.
"I guess I understand why you'd want to have sex with my Mom," she said with a shrug of understanding. "Why wouldn't you? She's beautiful and sexy. Besides, you have a thing for big breasted women and my Mom certainly does have big tits," said Gwen with a sexy albeit dirty laugh. "I've seen you staring at her big tits. I imagine you've been dying to feel her huge boobs and suck her big nipples for years, haven't you?"
Nodding his head, he looked at her with more confusion than he did with insight. Frustrated that his April Fools' joke wasn't going as planned, he didn't know what to do or what else to say next to receive the angry reaction he hoped to receive. God damn it! He didn't understand why he could never play a joke on her. Always one step ahead of him, he didn't understand how she always saw through him.
"I thought you'd feel anger. I thought you'd feel rage. I thought you'd be yelling at me. I thought you'd want to break something. I thought you'd really be mad," he said looking at her as if waiting for the other shoe to fall.
She smiled her love for him.
"I'm not angry, really I'm not. I understand your sexual attraction to my Mom," she said. "I get you wanting to have sex with my Mom. I do. I really do," she said looking at him as if she was a wise sage instead of his easy to rile wife.
"Wow," he said. "I never expected you to be so mature and understanding about me having sex with your mother," he said while wishing that he really did have sex with her mother.
If he knew his wife would be this understanding about him having sex with her mother, he would have had sex with her years ago.
"If I was in your shoes, if I had a sexy mother-in-law who looked like my Mom sashaying around me, I'd want to have sex with her too. My Mom is a bit of a sexual tease," she said with another dirty laugh.
He stared at her while waiting for her to throw her plate of food at him.
"I took your hands in mine because I thought you'd stab me with your fork, slice me with your knife, beat me with your spoon, and/or throw hot coffee in my face. I actually thought you'd run to the bedroom screaming, swearing, and crying, get my gun, and shoot me dead," he said with half a nervous laugh.
Seemingly as if she was ready to suggest a threesome with her mother, she patted his hand again while laughing at his folly. Suddenly the thought of him in bed with his wife and mother-in-law, in the way Trudy is in bed with him during his sexual fantasy of her, took hold of him and he could see all three of them together in one bed.
"Don't be silly," she said laughing. "I wouldn't do anything like that. I'd never hurt you, the man I love. Sorry but I'm not mad," she shrugged her smile.
"Well, that's a relief," he said. "I'm glad you're being so mature about me having sex with your Mom."
"I understand why you felt the need to sleep with my mother. I do. I really do," she said. "Like mother, like daughter, she's an older version of me. Truly, if you enjoy sleeping with me," she said giving him a sexy smile, "why wouldn't you want to sleep with my mother?"
As if he was still in bed dreaming this weird conversation, he looked at her baffled. Maybe, as she always does, she's already turned his April Fools' joke on him. Maybe, not believing him at all that he had sex with her mother, her understanding reaction to him having sex with her mother is her April Fools' joke played on him.
'God damn it! I can never get her,' he thought to himself while wondering how else to make her believe that he had sex with her mother.
"I'm just stunned by your lackadaisical reaction," he said trying to be as calm as she was acting.
Instead he just wanted to stand on his chair and scream that he had sex with her mother. He wanted to scream that he licked her pussy, she sucked his cock, and they made love. He was willing to do anything to receive more of an angry reaction from his wife that he had sex with her mother.
She sighed her frustration in seemingly trying to make him understand her position.
"I understand you being sexually attracted to my Mom enough to want to have sex with her. I do. Really I do. She's a beautiful, sexy, and sensual woman. Especially when she's wearing one of her short, sheer, low cut nightgowns with the impressions of her big nipples showing through, what man wouldn't want to kiss her while feeling her huge tits and finger her big nipples through her nightgown? What man wouldn't want to bend my Mom over the sink and have his wicked, sexual way with her?"
When she said that about her Mom wearing her short, sheer, low cut nightgown, he could see Trudy in the kitchen early in the morning without having the modesty to wear her robe. When she said that about bending her mother over the sink to have his wicked, sexual way with her, he suddenly wanted to have his wicked, sexual way with her mother. When she said that about her Mom wearing her short, sheer, low cut nightgown, he could imagine kissing her while feeling her huge tits and fingering her big nipples through her nightgown.
When she said that about her Mom wearing her short, sheer, low cut nightgown, he could see her leaning in the open door of the refrigerator. As if she was naked, with the only light in the kitchen the refrigerator light lighting her up as if she was indeed naked, Gwen was making him horny. As if she was naked with the light from the TV lightening her up as if she was being X-rayed by airport security, he could envision her mother walking in front of the television in the darkened living room and giving him a nearly naked show of her body. As if she was naked, he could envision her mother opening the living room drapes and the sunlight pouring through the big bay window lighting her up as if she was naked.
Only how can she be so nice after confessing that he had sex with her mother? Now he was really worried. What if she believed that he really did had sex with her mother? What if she calls her mother to collaborate his story? What if her lack of response to his confession wasn't her April Fools' joke but her diabolical plan to murder him?
Now he expected her to poison his food with rat poison at dinner. He worried that she'd put a pillow over his face while he slept later tonight. He imagined her setting the bedroom ablaze with him still sleeping before taking the dog for a walk while delaying in calling 911. He scratched his head over his bewilderment of her not being angry. Why wasn't she angry that he slept with her mother?
Nonetheless his quandary, he persevered in trying to get an appropriate, angry reaction from her after telling her that he did something so very sexually inappropriate with her mother. Albeit his consternation by her lack of a reaction, he was more than curious why she'd be more surprised that her mother would have sex with him than she was surprised that he'd have sex with her mother. With the two of them equally as guilty, if he had sex with her mother other than in his sexual fantasy, if anything, she should be equally surprised by both her mother and her husband having sex with one another. Only, admittedly, she wasn't. Why is that he wondered?
Was the reason why she's not mad at him because he was a horny, cheating man who'd have sex with anyone, even her mother, and her mother was a good, kind woman? Was that it? Was the reason why she's not mad at him because she doesn't believe that her mother wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her mother? Was the reason why she's not mad at him because she doesn't believe that her mother would have sex with him? He needed to know why she wasn't angry. He needed to ask the question.
"Sorry Gwen, but I don't get you being so calm over my sexual confession of having sex with your mother. Admittedly and confusingly enough, with you not surprised that I slept with your mother, why are you surprised that your mother slept with me?"
Instead of responding to his news of him having forbidden sex with her mother, she looked at him as if ready to confess her own secret. Suddenly she told him something that he obviously didn't know and was surprised to hear. She said something that he never expected her to say and never expected to hear from the lips of his wife about her mother.
"I'm more surprised that my Mom slept with you because my Mom never liked you," she said without emotion.
'What? Huh? Her mother never liked him?'
With her telling him that her mother never liked him, suddenly he felt like one of the Smothers brothers when they said, "Mom always liked you best."
* * * * *
'Her mother never liked him? Is that what she just said? No way! That's not possible. How can that be? Why didn't her mother never like him?'
As if she had just slapped him across his face, the sting of her words reverberated in his head. As if someone else had said those words to anyone but him, he was stunned. He's known her mother almost as long as he's known his wife. Why didn't her mother never like him? What did he do for her never to like him?
In the same way that he always liked her mother, he always thought her mother liked him. In the same way that he loves her mother as any son-in-law would love his mother-in-law, he always thought that her mother loved him in the way that any mother-in-law would love her son-in-law. Now to find out that her mother didn't like him, never liked him, was crushing to his self-confidence as a man and to his self-worth as a son-in-law.
Based upon his wife's lackluster reaction to him confessing that he had sex with her mother, unfortunately for him, he had more of a reaction to her telling him that her mother never liked him. When she said that her mother never liked him so matter of fact that and without emotions, at first, it didn't immediately register to him that she was talking about her mother, an older, equally as beautiful, and bustier version of his wife. Her mother never liked him? He couldn't believe her mother never liked him. Her words hit him as if she threw ice, cold water in his face. A real shocker, now that he now knows his mother-in-law never liked him, he looked at her as stunned as she should have looked when he told her that he had sex with her mother.
Truly, he had more of a reaction in discovering that his mother-in-law never liked him than his wife showed after he confessed that he had sex with her mother. With him knowing her better than that, after sleeping in the same bed with her for fifteen years, her lack of reaction made no sense. There was something amiss and something else going on here for her not to be angry with him for violating her mother in such a sexually inappropriate way.
Maybe, especially now with her mother never liking him, she knows that he's playing an April Fools' joke on him. Maybe she's playing an April Fools' joke on him too. Maybe her April Fools' joke is not only her lack of reaction to his sexual confession that he slept with her mother but also in lying to him that her mother never like him. Sure, that's it. That must be it. Ha, ha.
Yet, again, she turned his April Fools' joke around to play one on him. He should have known that this is her April Fools' joke that she's now playing on him. Very frigging funny. With him more willing to believe her April Fools' joke that her mother never liked him than she was in believing his April Fools' joke of having sex with her mother, she got him yet again. Ha, ha!
Yet, then again, maybe she believes that he slept with her mother. Perhaps with her Mom lonely and perhaps even horny at times, maybe she's okay with him having sex with her mother. The resident man of the house maybe his job is morphing into sexually taking care of all of the women, Gwen, Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather.
Maybe she's just saying that her Mom never liked him to get back at him for not only sleeping with her mother but also for confessing that he slept with her mother. Yeah, that's probably it. Her mother always liked him, loved him. Only he seriously doubted that her trying to get back at him and/or her being okay with him sleeping with her Mom, was her reason for her saying that her mother never liked him.
Gwen didn't play games like that. She wasn't a bitch. A Virgo, with her being sometimes too honest, she always told the truth and said what she felt. There was no in between with Gwen. Either she liked you or she didn't. If you were an asshole, she told you to your face that you were an asshole. Apparently, unlike her mother hiding her secret that she never liked him, no one walked away from Gwen without knowing where they stood with her.
With her mother always smiling at him and making eye contact with him whenever talking to him, he always thought she liked him just fine. With him always helping her to do things at her house, shoveling snow, mowing the lawn, fixing things, repairing things, and/or moving things, especially after she divorced her husband, he always thought they enjoyed a great mother-in-law and son-in-law relationship. Now to discover that she never liked him was as astounding as it was hurtful to know the truth that her mother never liked him. Shocked in the way that she should have been shocked when he confessed that he had sex with her mother, he couldn't believe that her mother never liked him.
'Wow! I can't believe that her mother never liked me.'
In the way that Gwen should have been stunned by his sexual confession that he had sex with her mother, he was stunned by her truthful confession that her mother never liked him. In the way that he thought his wife would be hurt that he had sex with her mother, instead, he was hurt to know that his mother-in-law never liked him. Now weighed down with the thought that his mother-in-law never liked him, he wondered why her mother never liked him. Now when he sees her mother, with him knowing that she never liked him, things will be coldly different, awkwardly uncomfortably, and emotionally detached between them.



His wife never lied to him and with her never saying anything that wasn't true and with her never saying any half-truths or anything purposely misleading, he trusted Gwen completely to tell him the truth. As shocking and as hurtful as it was to hear that her mother never liked him, with her always telling him straight the way that things are, he believed her when she said that her mother never liked him. Now that he thought more about Gertrude never liking him, he remembered some of the odd looks her mother gave him. Now that he thought more about Gertrude never liking him, he could now see how she didn't like him, never liked him.
For sure, if anyone would know that his mother-in-law didn't like him, his wife would know how her own mother felt about him. With them talking on the phone every day, and with them being so very emotionally close to one another, she tells her mother everything and her mother confides in her too. Never minding Gwen telling her mother everything about him and about their relationship before, now it suddenly bothered him for her mother to know his personal business, especially when she never liked him. In the way that Gwen should have had his sexual confession that he slept with her mother in her head, he now had the knowledge that her mother never liked him in his head.
With him more surprised to learn that Gertrude, or Trudy, as she prefers being called, didn't like him, never liked him, now he understood why Gwen was more surprised by her mother having sex with him than she was by his confession of sleeping with her mother. Moreover, at the very least, he would have thought that his wife would have told him long ago that her mother never liked him. What's up with that with her not telling him that her mother never liked him until now of all possible times after he confessed that he slept with her mother?
Surely, if he knew Trudy never liked him, he would have asked Gwen why her mother never liked him. Surely, with Trudy his loving wife's mother, he would have addressed the issue of her never liking him and worked harder to make her like him more. Who knows? Maybe the way for her mother to like him, really like him, is to give her hot sex. Nah, in the way that his mother-in-law doesn't like him now, she'd have even more of a reason to hate him if he made a sexual pass at her, especially if she rejected him and his sexual advance.
With his impromptu sexual confession and April Fools' joke backfiring on him yet again, he thought that telling her that he had sex with her mother would be enough to receive the stunned and angry reaction that he wanted and had hoped to have receive. When he didn't receive his hoped for reaction from his wife, now for sure, he's going to have to confess the rest of what he did to get the reaction from her that he hoped to have. Lashing out at her with the pained hurt that his mother-in-law never liked him, he decided to tell her some of the private, intimate details of their sexual encounter. Where Gwen hurt him by telling him that her mother never liked him, he wanted to hurt her by showing her just how much her mother truly liked him, if only sexually.
To be continued...
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Chapter Eight -- My Mom never liked you.
My Mom never liked you.
"I'm not surprised that you slept with my Mom. She's beautiful and sexy after all. I'm more surprised my Mom slept with you because my Mom never liked you," said Gwen.
Haunted as much as he was troubled by her words, her words that her mother didn't like him, never liked him, lit up his brain as if he had just been electrocuted.
'Her mother didn't like him. Her mother never liked him. How could her mother never like him?'
Never seeing that coming, how could he not see that Trudy never liked him? Is he that obliviously to how his mother-in-law perceives him? After knowing the woman for nearly twenty years, is he that dumb not to know that her mother never liked him when he thought she always liked him? Where so many sons-in-law don't even like their mothers-in-law, he loves his mother-in-law.
If he knew her mother never liked him, he didn't think he'd have sexual fantasies about her. How could he sexually fantasize over someone who didn't like him? Yet, whether she liked him or not, with her having enormous breasts in her favor, she was still sexy and beautiful. Whether she liked him or not, unable to help himself, he was still sexually attracted to her. Whether she liked him or not, unable to control his perverted perversity in wanting her to pleasure him sexually, he'd still have sex with his wife's mother if ever he could.
How could he not be sexually attracted to the mother of a woman whose daughter looked so very much like her mother? Just as Gwen was stunningly gorgeous, so wasn't her mother, sister, and best friend for that matter. All three women were sexy, blonde sirens. All three women interrupted his sleep. All three women caused him to masturbate over their imagined naked forms.
Yet, whether Gwen's mother liked him or not, she was still his mother-in-law and sex between a son-in-law and mother-in-law is as expressly forbidden as it is sometimes erotically exciting, depending on the mother-in-law, of course. Whether he was sexually attracted to her, she was his wife's mother and he'd never have sex with his wife's mother, especially with a woman who didn't like him, never liked him. Yet, now that he knows that Trudy doesn't like him, never liked him, oddly enough, he's even more sexually attracted to her than he was before. If she was forbidden fruit before, she's even more forbidden fruit now. Now, that he knows she doesn't like him, never liked him, while sitting in the kitchen talking to his wife, he fantasized of forcing her mother to have sex with him.
Now armed with the knowledge that his mother-in-law never liked him, when he did have sexual fantasies about her, he'd have a different sort of sexual fantasies about her. He'd have sexual fantasies of her where he wasn't as respectful of her being his wife's mother. He'd have sexual fantasies of Gwen's mother that more addressed his sexual needs than her sexual needs. He'd still have fantasy sex with his mother-in-law, of course, while sleeping, but the sex he'd have with her not liking him, never liking him, would be rougher and more intense. By giving her an orgasm with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock, he imagined forcing her to like him, really like him.
With the thought of Trudy not liking him, never liking him, taking his brain hostage, Roger fell silent while eating his breakfast, drinking his coffee, and sexually fantasizing over having fantasy sex with his mother-in-law. He couldn't think of anything but Trudy not liking him, just as he couldn't think of anything but Gwen's mother naked. He imagined either giving her a reason not to like him or giving her a reason to really like him.
* * * * *
Instead of kissing her and making love to her, he'd strip his mother-in-law naked against her will. With him touching her and feeling her through her clothes, he imagined her desperately trying to physically resist him but he was too strong for her and too determined to strip her naked. Of course she'd struggle, but the more she struggled the more sexually aroused he'd become.
"Roger," he imagined her saying while physically resisting him as he felt her breasts through her blouse and bra and felt her ass through her short skirt and panty. "What are you doing? How dare you touch me in that inappropriate, sexual way? Stop! Let go of me."
Not even bothering to unbutton it, as if he was a sex offender who kidnapped a sexy woman, he imagined ripping open her blouse to expose her bra clad breasts and long line of cleavage. Pushing her blouse over her shoulders, with her arms caught in her blouse, without even unbuttoning and unzipping it, he'd pulled down her short skirt to expose her white, cotton panties. Then, removing her blouse, he'd kick away her skirt. A sight to behold, he imagined himself staring at Gwen's mother standing there in her underwear. There's something so sexy about seeing a beautiful woman in her panty and bra.
Once he stripped her down to her sexy lingerie, with her continuing to struggle and unsuccessfully trying to push him away, he imagined kissing her, French kiss her, while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra. Pushing her back and up against the wall, with him blocking her escape, there was nowhere for her to go now. Still kissing her, French kissing her, with her still struggling and trying to push him back, he imagined wrapping his arms around her and feeling her ass through her panty. Still kissing her, French kissing her, with her still struggling and pushing him away, he imagined forcing his hand between her legs and tracing her pussy slit through her panty.
"Roger! No! Stop! Oh, my God. How dare you?"
Then, taking as much pleasure in stripping her naked as he took in kissing her and feeling her through her underwear, he imagined removing her bra and panty. Oh, yeah, he couldn't wait to strip his mother-in-law naked. Naked, naked, naked, he was determined to see Gwen's mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, with just two articles of clothing left, after lusting over his wife's mother for fifteen years, since his wedding day, he finally was going to have his wicked, sexual way with her. Naked, naked, naked, Roger continued feeling his mother-in-law's shapely body through her bra and panties.
"Stop! Get away from me. Don't you dare touch me in that sexual way. How dare you?"
As if there was a drumroll going off in his head, he imagined removing her bra first. Not an easy task to do with her fighting him and resisting him but removing her bra would be the most sexually exciting thing to do. With her wearing such a big bra, a four hook, underwire bra, she was wearing a huge over the shoulder, bolder holder that supported her massive breasts. Always dreaming of her naked breasts, he couldn't wait to see her huge boobs. He couldn't wait to touch, feel, and fondle her big boobs. Of course she'd still continue struggling to prevent him from seeing her naked breasts, but the more she struggled the more sexually aroused he'd become and the more determined he'd be to remove her bra.
"Roger! Stop! Let go of me. You're hurting me. Oh, my God. Please don't remove my bra," she said holding onto her bra when he made a grab for it.
Visualizing it in his mind's eye, the quickest and easiest way to remove her brassiere, he imagined pulling her bra over her head and off without even unhooking it. Then, once topless, with her doing everything she could to block his view, he imagined she'd cover her naked breasts with her hands and forearms. Grabbing her by her wrists, he imagined forcing her arms away from her big boobs so that he could see her enormous tits. He's always wanted to see her D cup breasts and now that he's seen her tits, they look more like double D breasts than they do D cup breasts. He's always wanted to see her areolas and nipples. He always imagined touching them, feeling them, and sucking them whenever fantasizing about having sex with Gwen's mother in his dreams.
"There! You happy now? You've seen my tits. Now allow me to get dressed please."
With her standing there embarrassed and angry that he stripped her topless, he imagined himself touching her tits, feeling her tits, and fondling her tits. He imagined her slapping him and kicking him while he had his wicked, sexual way with her topless body. With her slapping at his face and head, he imagined himself fingering her nipples, pulling her nipples, and turning and twisting her nipples. Still having his wicked, sexual way with his mother-in-law's huge breasts, he imagined himself leaning down to suck her nipples, first one and then the other while his horny hands were all over her big nipples.
"Roger stop. Oh, my God. Please don't. I can't believe you're sucking my tits. Please stop," she said trying to push his mouth away from her erect nipples. "This is so very embarrassing for me."
He imagined his mother-in-law standing before him topless. With her more focused on covering her naked breasts with her hands and forearms than in protecting herself from him removing her panties, in one downward push, he imagined pulling down her panty to expose her naked ass and her bushy, blonde pussy to his horny eyes. Naked now, he imagined taking her in his arms and kissing her, French kissing her, while reaching behind her to touch, feel, squeeze, and fondle her naked ass. While still kissing her, French kissing her, he imagined himself reaching his hand down the front of her to feel her blonde, bushy fur before forcing his hand between her legs to finger Trudy's pussy. He was fingering his mother-in-law's cunt. He couldn't believe he was fingering his mother-in-law's cunt.
"Oh, my God! You filthy pig," she said pushing his hand away from her pussy. "How dare you strip me naked? How dare you touch and feel me in such an inappropriate sexual way!"
As if he had as many hands as a spider has legs and an octopus has tentacles, she removed one hand away from her breasts and his other hand away from her snatch to prohibit him from fingering her pussy. As soon as she removed his hand from her tit, his other hand was feeling and squeezing her ass. As soon as she removed his hand from her ass, his other hand was fingering her pussy. Yet, as much as she tried pushing his hand away, he still managed to get his finger inside of her. With his finger buried in her pussy up to his knuckle, he imagined finger fuck his mother-in-law. Rubbing her clit while moving his finger in an out of her, he was masturbating Gwen's mother.
"Keep struggling. I like it when you resist," he said with a dirty laugh.
Still trying to maintain her modesty, she cowered while covering her nakedness with her hands and forearms.
"I'm telling Gwen what you did to me," she said pushing his hand away from in between her legs and finally freeing herself from him and extricating his finger from inside of her.
With her standing there naked, he quickly stripped himself naked too. In the way she acted so shyly shocked when he was stripping her naked, she acted so shyly shocked to see him naked but he saw her glance down at his cock. She looked at his prick. Obviously not wanting him to catch her staring, she looked away before looking down at his penis again and again.
Perhaps because she was his mother-in-law, she acted so outraged that he was touching her, feeling her, kissing her, and stripping her naked. Able to tell that she was feigning her modesty, he knew by the wetness he felt through her panty and the erectness of her nipples that she was as sexually aroused as he was. Obviously, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Obviously, this was nothing more than a game to her for her to not only maintain her virtues but also to maintain her reputation. She was his wife's mother after all.
Now, with her finally naked, he forced her over to the bed. He sat her on the bed and took her hand and placed it on his cock. As quickly as he place her hand on his engorged prick, she pulled her hand away. Again and again, he placed her hand on his stiff prick, the last time actually wrapping her fingers around his cock and holding it there while he moved her hand up and down. Obviously not wanting to masturbate her son-in-law, she pulled her hand away again. Having had enough with the silly games of tickle and tease, he was determined to tie her to the bed. He imagined forcing her down on the mattress and tied her wrist to one bedpost before tying her other wrist to the other bedpost. Of course she'd struggle, but the more she struggled, the more sexually aroused he'd become.
"Roger, let go of me. Let me go. Don't do this. Please don't do this. You can't do this. This is wrong," she said pleading with him to stop. "I'm your mother-in-law and you're my son-in-law. We can't have sex."
Certainly, just as it was worth the physical effort to strip Gwen's mother naked, it was certainly worth the effort to tie her to the bed. He imagined her big boobs bouncing and swaying while trying to pull her arms from him for him not to tie her wrists to the bedposts. There's nothing like seeing naked, bouncing, and swaying, huge boobs, especially when those huge boobs are his mother-in-law's huge boobs.
Now with her wrists tied to the bedposts and with her still struggling to free herself, he needed to do one more thing before tying her ankles to the bed. He pushed her to the side and slapped her ass. While watching for her reaction and as if waiting to hear an echo, he stopped and paused between each slap of her naked ass. Slapping it again and again, he slapped her harder each time. Again and again, he spanked her naked ass.
"This is for not liking me," he said slapping her ass even harder. "This is for never liking me," he said really walloping her ass now until she started crying.
Not done with her, not even close, he imagined himself standing at the foot of the bed to stare at his naked mother-in-law's huge breasts and erect nipples. Then grabbing one ankle, he tied that to the bedpost before tying her other ankle to the opposite bedpost. With Gwen's mother positioned in the shape of a starfish, he stared between her legs at her bushy, blonde pussy. Able to see a bit of pink, her pussy was glistening with her moist wetness. He wondered if stripping her naked or spanking her shapely ass or a combination of both is what sexually excited her.
With his mother-in-law helplessly tied to the bed and obviously sexually aroused, there's so much he wanted to do to her naked body. If he dared, he'd love to call all of his friends over to gangbang his mother-in-law. He wouldn't mind watching that naked, sex show while videotaping the entire violent experience. He'd love to watch her suck and fuck a half dozen cocks.
"Roger, please don't do this. Please untie me. I promise I won't tell Gwen that you stripped me naked, spanked me, and tied me to the bed. Okay?"
Once tied to the bed, he imagined photographing her naked body and not only posting all of her pictures on the Internet but also mailing them to all of her friends, especially her male friends. He could be such a dirty bastard for his mother-in-law not liking him, never liking him. After all the things he'd done for her, she's an ungrateful bitch to not like him.
"Now that I've stripped you naked, seen you naked, groped your naked body, tied your naked body to the bed, and photographed your naked body, how do you like me now? Now, if you still don't like me and will never like me, at least you have reason to dislike me, hate me even," he imagined saying to her.
"Roger, how could you violate me in this sexual way? How dare you strip me naked? How dare you touch and feel me in places where no son-in-law should ever touch and feel their mother-in-law," he imagined Trudy saying. "How dare you spank my naked ass? How dare you tie me to your bed? How dare you expose yourself to me? I'm so very embarrassed."
He imagined himself sitting on the bed beside her while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. Reaching down to finger her pussy, he imagined himself touching and feeling her everywhere a son-in-law she never liked would never be allowed to touch and feel his mother-in-law that he loved. He imagined sucking her huge tits and finger her big nipples. Just beginning with her, after making her ass red raw with his spanking, he enjoyed punish her for not liking him.
"Oh my God, Roger. Please don't put your fingers inside of me. Please don't suck my nipples," she said squirming. "This is so very humiliating for me. You're sexually arousing me. Please don't. Please stop."
Obviously, her nipples were one of her erogenous zones. Obviously he was sexually exciting her by sucking on her big nipples. If sucking her nipples wasn't enough, he imagined fingering her pussy with one hand while fingering her nipples with his other hand. Then, masturbating her by rubbing her clit, finger fucking her, and pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, he'd make her cum.
"Oh, Roger. Please don't. Please stop. Oh, my God. Don't. You're sexually exciting me. Stop. Please stop. Don't. I beg you. Stop. Don't stop," she said breathlessly as he continued masturbating her. "Oh, my God. I'm going to cum. It's been such a long time that a man touched me in this sexual way. I'm cumming Roger. I'm cumming. This is so very humiliating."
Shaking her shoulders and gyrating her hips, he watched her have an orgasm before sinking in the mattress in a daze of sexual delight.
"How do you like me now that I masturbated you, Mom? Do you like me now that I gave you an orgasm with my fingers?"
As if enjoying the afterglow, she remained silent for a minute before lashing out at him.
"You filthy pig. How dare you violate me? How dare you treat me in such a disrespectful way? This is rape Roger, rape," he imagined Trudy saying. "You raped me and you'll pay dearly for this forced pleasure. I'll report you to the police. I'll have you arrested. They throw your sorry ass in jail."
She looked at him with anger, the angry reaction that he had hoped to receive from Gwen but didn't.
"Being that I stripped you naked and masturbated you, and being that I'll be going to jail, I may as well eat you too. Would you like for me to eat you Trudy? May I lick your pussy Mom?"
"No Roger. Please. I beg you. Please stop. Please don't do that," she said.
With her ankles tied to his bed and her legs already spread completely apart, he positioned himself between her legs and started licking her pussy while fingering her pussy and while reaching up to fondle her huge tits and finger her big nipples. Sticking his finger inside of her, he continued masturbating her while licking and licking her. He was eating his mother-in-law. He couldn't believe he was giving Gwen's mother and oral orgasm. With her wrists and ankles tied, unable to move much and seemingly enjoying him giving her cunnilingus, she stopped struggling. As if pressuring him to lick her harder and faster, she was actually pushing her cunt against his mouth.
"Oh, Roger," she said wiggling her shapely ass. "You're going to make me cum again," she said in a husky, sexy voice. "I don't believe this. How could you do this to me? I'm cumming Roger. I'm cumming. God this is so embarrassing. Lick me, Roger. Lick me. Eat my pussy. Lap my cunt."
He watched her have a second orgasm. By giving her an oral orgasm after giving her one with his fingers and before giving her a third one with his cock, he'd force her to like him, really like him. After spanking her naked ass with his hand, now he made her scream, not in pain but in sexual delight, first with his fingers and now with his tongue. Oh, yeah, after all that he's done for her, he'd get even with her for not liking him, never liking him, by fingering her while licking her. Just as he gave her an orgasm with his fingers, he imagined giving her a second orgasm with his tongue.



"Now that I've had my fingers inside of you and my tongue in your pussy, how do you like me now bitch? Now that I gave you an oral orgasm, do you like me now? Suck my cock you, bitch. Suck it. Blow me," he imagined leaning over her to slowly slide his erect prick along her lips. "Blow me. I need to cum in your mouth," he imagined saying to his mother-in-law while having a sexual fantasy of her in his dreams.
"Roger no. I refuse to blow you. I won't suck your cock. You'll have to kill me for me to take you in my mouth," she said keeping her lips firmly pressed together and her mouth closed.
He looked at her laying on his bed naked, helplessly tied to the bed, and unable to move. He couldn't wait to feel his cock in her warm, wet mouth. He'd have his wicked, sexual way with her against her will. He'd force her to blow him and to suck him. He'd soon be ejaculating his cum in his mother-in-law's mouth.
Hoping that she'd struggle more and scream, putting his knees over her shoulders, he'd force her to blow him. Lifting her head off the mattress by her hair, pulling her hair harder until she screamed in pain, as soon as she opened her mouth to scream, he filled her mouth with his cock. Then, moving her head back and forth with his heavy hand, he forced his mother-in-law to suck his cock. Humping her mouth while fucking her face, he imagined ejaculating a huge load of warm, oozy cum in her mouth. Not removing his prick from her mouth, he forced her to swallow him.
"Oh, my God," she said coughing, gagging, and spitting. "I can't believe you forced me to blow you. I can't believe you forced me to suck you. I can't believe you ejaculated your cum in my mouth and forced me to swallow you," she said with anger.
He laughed at her feigned outrage.
"Now that I've had my prick in your mouth, how do you like me now?" He imagined asking her. "Now that I ejaculated in your mouth and you swallowed my cum, do you like me now?" He imagined asking her.
He looked at her with snide arrogance and she looked at him with angry outrage.
"You asshole. I'm telling my daughter what you forced me to do to you, you sick son of a bitch," she said. "I'm telling Gwen you stripped me naked and forced me to blow you."
Then, when she thought her ordeal was no doubt over, when she perhaps thought that he was done with her naked body, he imagined mounting her. Forget about making love to her, he imagined fucking her hard, really hard. He imagined pounding her pussy until she had an orgasm. Oh, yeah, with her cumming for the third time, he'd make her his bitch.
"Don't you dare. Get off of me! Roger no. Please don't. Stop. This is wrong. This isn't right. I'm your mother-in-law and not some whore," she said. "Oh, God."
He positioned his cock by her pussy. With him having eaten her pussy and with her cumming, she was already so sopping wet. With a hump and a thrust, he was inside of her. He was fucking Gwen's mother. He was having sexual intercourse with his mother-in-law.
Even if she didn't like him, never liked him, he imagined pounding her pussy so hard that he'd force her to cum. Even with her not liking him, never liking him, he'd fuck her hard enough and long enough for her to have an orgasm. Oh, yeah, that would teach her for not liking him, for never liking him. Not only would he make her like him but also giving his mother-in-law three orgasms would make her love him.
"Oh, my God, Roger. I can't believe your fucking me," she said moving from disbelief to horniness. Fuck me, Roger. Fuck me," she said returning his humps with her humps. It's been so long since I've had a cock in my cunt. Fuck me. Fuck me. Make me your bitch. Make me cum," he imagined her saying.
It would be worth going to jail for rape to teach his mother-in-law a lesson she'd never forget. Then, leaving her there for hours and only untying her for her to use the restroom while he watched, he'd force her to blow him and fuck him again and again. Over and again, he'd cum in her mouth. Over and again, he'd cum in her pussy. Over and again, he'd use her and sexually abuse her.
"How do you like me now bitch? How do you like me now? I bet you really like me now that I gave you three orgasms, one with my fingers, one with my mouth, and one with my cock," he imagined saying to her.
If only Gwen knew that he was thinking about sexually molesting her mother, she'd think him a sick, son of a bitch.
* * * * *
"I'm not surprised that you slept with my Mom. She's beautiful and sexy after all. I'm more surprised my Mom slept with you because my Mom never liked you," said Gwen.
Having returned from his sexual fantasy of stripping her mother naked and having sex with her, he responded to his wife.
"Oh," he said now not only armed with the knowledge that Trudy never liked him but also that Gwen is more surprised that her mother slept with him than she's surprised that he slept with her mother.
Based on that information, he has reason for being angry at her mother for never liking him. Moreover Gwen should be angry with her mother for having sex with him after she told her daughter that she never liked him. Only he was more hurt than he was angry with her mother. If he was angry at anyone, he was angry with his wife for not telling him that her mother never liked him. Still surprisingly, his wife obviously wasn't angry with either of them for allegedly having sex with one another.
Overshadowed by her mother never liking him, seemingly the fact of him having sex with her mother was no longer an issue. In the way Gwen looked at him, more surprised that her mother would have sex with him, she didn't seem angry that he'd have sex with her mother at all. While he looked at her with hurt that her mother never liked him, she looked at him seemingly relieved that he had sex with her mother. What was once a great April Fools' joke that he wanted to play on his wife was now a convoluted mess. By her not angrily reacting to his confession of sleeping with her mother, other than she was surprised, his practical joke was ruined.
It's not fair that he can't get her to believe him when he makes up tall tale stories in the way that she gets him to believe her when she tells him her tall tale stories. It's not fair that he can never play a practical joke on his wife. It's not fair that he can never get her going. It's not fair that he's so gullible and she can easily get him going with her practical jokes. It's not fair that his jokes always backfire on him. It's not fair that she's always able to get him when he can never get her. Just once, he'd love to fool her, trick her, and deceive her into believing one of his practical jokes. The only explanation he had why her mother never liked him, he felt certain that she was playing an April Fools' joke on him by telling him that her mother never liked him.
"Sorry, Roger. I didn't mean to hurt your feelings. I should have told you long ago that my mother never liked you," she said patting his hand yet again as if he was an old man in a nursing home and she was visiting him.
Not wanting to beat a dead horse, he persevered in his April Fools' joke nonetheless. Not allowing her to have the upper hand in the way she does whenever she plays a practical joke on him, he decided to give her more of the intimate details of the sex that he had with her mother. If not only for the sake of getting an angrier reaction from her, he wanted to show her how much her mother really liked him. He was determine to make her feel the hurt, the betrayal, and the rejection that he felt now with her mother never liking him. Even if she wasn't joking, it still hurt when she said that her mother never liked him.
Normally he wouldn't take out his revenge on his wife. He loved his wife. Yet, his reason for lashing out at her, he was hurt by finally hearing that her mother never liked him. Something she should have told him years ago, he didn't understand why she didn't tell him years ago that her mother never liked him. The next logical progression to alleviate his curiosity, something that he had no idea why she never liked him, he needed to know why Gwen's mother never liked him. Only, not wanting to go down that road just yet of asking her why her mother never liked him, he wanted to continue in trying to convince her that he really did have sex with her mother.
"Well, with her not showing that she never liked me, she liked me just fine when we're in bed together naked and having hot sex," he said with a big, shit eating grin. Inspired by and feeding off of the sexual fantasy that he had of her mother last night, he used that to pepper his story with sexual details. "She definitely liked me then."
Gwen looked at her husband and smiled her understanding of his sexual confession. By the comforting look she gave him, she obviously knew that she hurt him by telling him her mother never liked him. Before giving him her retort, seemingly she knew that he was striking out at her to hurt her, obviously in the way she hurt him by telling him that her mother never liked him. With him having known this woman for twenty years, he knew in the way he was trying to play her, she had already played him. With another practical joke going down in flames, he's never been able to get her.
"That's not surprising that my mother gave you hot sex," she said with a shrug. "In the way that men will have sex with any woman at any time, a woman doesn't have to love a man and/or even like a man to be sexually attracted to him and or to give him hot sex. Women are much like men in that regard. We're all human Roger. We all have sexual feelings. To think that all women are good and all men are bad is naïve. Just as both sexes can be good, both sexes can be bad, very bad," she said with a dirty laugh.
So, she's saying that her mother doesn't love him or even like him but her mother doesn't have to love him or even like him to give him hot sex.
'Wow,' he thought to himself. 'That's interesting.'
He always thought that women were more selective than that. He never thought that women would be just as horny as men.
"I see," he said with attitude.
She gave him a look of exasperation before continuing to clarify her meaning.
"With you a ten in my book, a man doesn't need to be a ten for a woman to be sexually interested in him in the way that men are always looking to bed the most beautiful, sexy, and shapely women," she said. "You need look no further than Angelina Jolie when she was with Billy Bob Thornton, and Hugh Hefner, Donald Trump, and Howard Sterns with every beautiful and sexy woman they've had sexually. Besides, like mother like daughter, my Mom loves sex as much as I do. Only, I'm still shocked somewhat that she'd agree to have sex with you, especially with you being her son-in-law and especially with her never liking you," said Gwen pushing his buttons in the way he was trying but unable to push her buttons.
There she said it again. Her mother never liked him. Why didn't she ever like him?
'God damn it!'
His mother-in-law never liked him. Why did she never like him? Frustrated that his April Fools' joke wasn't working as planned, something was wrong. Unable to get the angry reaction he had hope to receive from his wife for bedding her mother, this wasn't like her to be so calmly detached and acceptingly aloof. Especially after the sexual confession that he made to her about having sex with her mother, his April Fools' joke wasn't working.
"Again, with her not showing that she never liked me, she liked me just fine when we were making out like horny teenagers and I was squeezing her ass and feeling her tits through her clothes. She liked me just fine when she was feeling my cock through my jeans before she unzipped me and pulled out my stiff prick. She liked me just fine when she was stroking my cock while French kissing me," he said pausing to watch her reaction that never came to him making out with while feeling up her mother.
He continued when she didn't show any reaction to his giving her more sexual details of bedding her mother.
"She liked me just fine when she allowed me to unbutton her blouse and hike up her bra to see her huge breasts and big nipples. She liked me just fine when she allowed me to feel and fondle her huge tits, and suck and finger her erect nipples," said Roger still trying to get Gwen to react to the sordid sexual details of bedding her mother.
Yet, even after giving her more of the sexual details of their forbidden, sexual encounter, Gwen rolled her eyes and sighed. As if telling him what he said about bedding her mother really didn't make much of a difference in how she felt about their sleazy affair, seemingly she looked bored. She seemed more interested in eating her breakfast and drinking her coffee than she was in hearing the wretched details of him having sex with her mother. Her lack of emotion and her look of so what, was as if she was giving him the finger. Did she just not believe that he had sex with her mother or did she not care that he had sex with her mother?
"My Mom loves making out as much I do," she said with impatient exasperation to her voice in trying to make him understand that obviously she didn't give a care that he had sex with her mother. Seemingly by the disinterested look on her face, it was no big deal that he had sexual relations with her mother. "Sometimes, when I came home unannounced, I'd see her with my Dad going at one another as if they were dating instead of being married," said Gwen seemingly having an answer for everything. "Like mother like daughter, my Mom loves kissing, being felt through her clothes, and feeling you through their clothes as much as I do."
'Wow!'
He was surprised that Gwen even knew that bit of sexual information about her mother. With them talking on the phone every day, while enjoying the good mother and daughter relationship that they assuredly had, seemingly they had no secrets. Now that he knew his mother-in-law never liked him, he wondered how much Gwen told her mother about him. Maybe the reason why Trudy doesn't like him, never liked him, is due to something that his wife said to her mother about him. Now totally perplexed with him unable to get a reaction from his wife for sleeping with her mother, Roger persevered in sharing more of the sexual details with Gwen in bedding her mother.
"Yeah, well, she liked me just fine when she was moaning with had her long, shapely legs wrapped around my neck and running down my back while I was licking and fingering her pussy," said Roger. "You should have heard her screaming when she was cumming and cumming. If your mother didn't like me, never liked me at all, I don't think she could have faked her orgasms as if she was my personal, porn star," he said nodding his head up and down. "Oh, yeah, your Mom couldn't get enough of my fingers and tongue when I was eating her pussy," he said. "Definitely, your mother liked me just fine then when I gave her an oral orgasm."
Gwen reached her hand under the table to rub Roger's cock through his pants.
"If I'm anything like my Mom, Roger, I love it when you eat me," she said flashing him her tongue as if she was licking herself while imitating the Rolling Stones logo.
He took Gwen flashing him her tongue as his sexual encouragement to tell her more intimate details of the fictitious sexual union he had with her mother. Going for broke, he let it all hang out. Roger told Gwen all of the dirty details of what he did with her mother. Determined to get her going, he was determined for her to have more of an angry reaction to his sexually explicit words. Drawing from the sexual fantasy that he had of Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather last night, he was determined to finally play a practical joke on her for April Fools' Day. Ready to tell her all, he wondered what more he'd have to say to get an angry reaction from her. He wondered what more he'd have to say to finally get her to believe his joke so that he could tell her April Fools'.
"She liked me just fine when she not only had one screaming orgasms but when she had three screaming orgasms. The first orgasm was with my fingers while I was rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy while kissing and kissing her. I only stopped kissing her to suck on her enormous nipples. Your mother has such huge breasts and her nipples are like sucking on a baby bottle nipple," he said.
"Big nipples run in the family," said Gwen. "Just as I have big nipples, so doesn't Genevieve have big nipples too."
The second orgasm was when I positioned myself between her shapely thighs and fingered and licked her pussy while reaching my other hand up to fondle her big tits and finger her erect nipples. The third orgasm was while making love to her before fucking her, really fucking her hard," said Roger slapping his hand loudly on the dining room table again and again while imitating the slapping sound when fucking her mother's wet, warm pussy. "If your mother never liked me before, she definitely liked me plenty now when I was pounding her warm, wet pussy with my hard, hairy cock enough to make her cum."
Yet, an enigma to him, instead of getting angry that he gave her mother three orgasms, one with his fingers, one with his tongue, and a third with his cock, Gwen seemingly swooned, no doubt, at the thought of her husband giving her three orgasms too.
'What the fuck? Why isn't she angry that I had sex with her mother?'
Instead of being upset, she gave him a sexy smile.
"You've always been great in bed Roger. My Mom is lucky to have you as a lover. You're very generous when taking care of a women's sexual needs first and before taking care of your own," she said. "Maybe later, after breakfast, you can show me all that you did with my Mom," she said giving him a sexy look while reaching under the table to feel his cock through his pants. "Maybe later we can have some hot, pillow talk while you pretend that I'm your MILF of a mother-in-law instead of your wife and you're my sexy son-in-law instead of my husband."
As if he was making her horny by confessing that he had sex with her mother, she gave him that sexy look again.
'Is she kidding me? She wants hot pillow talk while pretending that she's my mother-in-law and I'm her son-in-law? This isn't the reaction that I thought I'd have.'
Kinky that his wife was sexually aroused by him telling her all of the sexual details of bedding her mother, it was even kinkier that she wanted to have pillow talk over all that he did with her mother. It bordered on strangely bizarre that she'd be willing to role play with her pretending to be her mother with him pretending to be her son-in-law while he gave her hot sex. If she was having this kind of sexually favorable reaction to him having sex with her mother, he really wished that he did have sex with her mother. Only, with her mother not liking him, never liking him, she'd never have sex with him.
With it not being enough that he confessed that he had sex with her mother and gave her three orgasms, one with his fingers, one with his mouth, and another with his cock, what did he have to say to get his wife going? Intent on getting her to strongly and unfavorably react with anger that he had sex with her mother, he ignored his wife willingness to go along with him having sex with her mother by role playing during pillow talk. Instead, hoping to say the one thing that would put her over the edge, Roger continued regaling all of the intimate, sexual details of having sex with her mother.
"She liked me just fine when she was sucking my cock," said Roger nodding his head as if he was Trudy nodding her head while sucking his cock. "Your mother is quite the skilled cocksucker. Yes, indeed," he said moving his hand back and forth in front of his mouth in mockery of her mother sucking his cock. "Your mother loves sucking cock, that's for sure."



Confounding him as if making fun of him, Gwen moved her hand to her mouth and pushed out her cheek with her tongue as if she was stroking him while sucking him. Oh, my God, his wife was so sexy. His wife was such a dirty, sexually playful woman. Thank God for Cosmopolitan magazine.
Maybe later, after breakfast, she'll suck on the real thing while he tells her even more about him having pretend sex with her mother. Maybe later they'll go through Cosmopolitan together for some sexy, love making ideas. Maybe later they'll role play with her pretending to be his mother-in-law and him pretending to be her son-in-law instead of her husband. How hot is that?
"Well, that's something I didn't know about my mother. I didn't know my Mom was a skilled cocksucker. It makes sense though," she said with a dirty laugh. "I guess, along with us loving to kiss and with all of us having big nipples, enjoying giving blowjobs runs in my family," she said with a dirty laugh. "Now I know where I got my love for sucking your cock came from," she Gwen. "Like mother like daughter," she said with a shrug and another laugh.
Unable to phase her with whatever he said about having sex with her mother, he looked at her while smiling at what he was going to say next.
"Even though your mother gave me a wonderful blowjob, she's still not as good at sucking cock as are you," he said complementing her cock sucking skills.
She returned his smile with some surprising, privileged information about her sister's sexual peccadilloes.
"My sister is the same way, too. I'm better at giving blowjobs than my sister. Genevieve would much rather get laid than to give a man a blowjob," she said giving him a curious look. Somehow with it playing out in his sexual fantasies of Genevieve, he already knew that. "Only, in the way that I told you that she had big nipples too, I shouldn't have said something so sexually inappropriate and intimately revealing about my sister in front of you. Now, that you've sexually been with my mother, you may have the same sexual ideas about wanting to have sex with my sister too," she said with a sexy laugh.
Suddenly, he imagined Gwen giving someone else a blowjob other than him. He imagined her giving one of his brothers a blowjob or sucking his best friend's cock while he watched. Only, with him the only man she's sexually ever been with, his wife would never suck anyone's cock but his cock. She's not like that. She's not a whore in the way her sister is. She's not even a slut in the way that he now imagined her mother is for not liking him.
'Bitch!'
Frustrated now that she was being so complacently mature about the whole sordid, sexual affair after confessing that he had sex with her mother, he wasn't receiving the angry reaction he figured he'd receive from bedding Trudy. With his sexual confession renewed and recharged, he continued with the details of having fantasy, pretend sex with her mother.
"She liked me just fine when I mounted her and she reached down to slide my stiff prick in her warm, wet pussy," he looked at her for her reaction before continuing and continued telling her more when he received none. "She liked me just find when I made sweet love to her while kissing and kissing her and while leaning down to suck her big nipples," again, he paused in his confession for the sake of watching and waiting for her angry reaction. Again, when none came, he continued. "She liked me just find when I slammed my cock in her and fucked her, really fucked her hard, and pounded her pussy until she had another orgasm," said Roger.
He rocked back and forth in his chair as if he was showing Gwen just how he humped her mother before fucking her mother. He was more sexually aroused talking about having sex with her mother than she seemingly was angry that he confessed to having sex with her mother. If anything, seemingly, she was more sexually aroused than she was angry that he had sex with her mother. Gwen smiled and patted his hand before returning her focused attention to her breakfast and coffee.
"Thank you for taking care of my mother's sexual needs. You're a good husband and a great lover," said Gwen giving him a kiss before taking a bite of her cherry coated, English muffin. "Maybe you two can have sex again sometime while I watch," she said with a dirty but serious, little laugh.
'What? Thank you for taking care of my mother's sexual needs? Maybe you two can have sex again sometime while she watches? What the fuck? She's got to be kidding.'
She shocked him as much as she sexually excited him. Even with her mother not liking him, he wouldn't mind having sex with her mother while Gwen watched. Seemingly, she didn't care that he had sex with her mother. Definitely, she was playing an April Fools' joke on him in the way that he was unable to play an April Fools' joke on her.'
Roger couldn't believe what he was hearing. Definitely, she must know that he's playing an April Fools' joke on her and definitely she's playing an April Fools' joke on him by pretending she doesn't care that he had sex with her mother. Perhaps telling her even more sexual details would be enough to finally get her going, for her to finally believe him, and for her to have more of an angry reaction that he had sex with her mother. As if there was a drumroll of suspense going off in his head, he couldn't wait to tell her what he was going to say next.
"For sure and without a doubt, if your mother never liked me, I don't think she would have blown me. I don't think she would have sucked my cock while stroking my cock. If your mother never liked me, I don't think she would have allowed me to cum in her mouth while feeling her huge tits and fingering her big nipples. If your mother never liked me, I don't think she would have swallowed my cum," he said with some self-satisfaction even to her lack of a reaction. "Oh, yeah, she drained me dry before licking me clean. Aside from your blowjobs, she gave me the best, damn blowjob I ever had. Definitely, your mother knows her way around a stiff prick."
She let go of his hand take a sip of her coffee.
"Again, like daughter like mother and vice versa in this sexual situation. Apparently my Mom is as much of a cum slut as I am," she said with a little embarrassed laugh. "Evidently, not only does she love sucking cock but also she loves swallowing cum too," she said giving him an understanding smile.
He looked at her stunned that he couldn't get the reaction that he had wanted to receive. He was getting more sexually aroused by talking about Trudy giving him a blowjob, cumming in her mouth, and her swallowing his cum than she was angry that he had sex with her mother. She paused to stare at her husband.
"I'm glad you told me that you had sex with my mother, Roger. Openness has always been the success to our great relationship and honesty has always been the hallmark to our long marriage. Thank you for sharing," said Gwen.
After giving his wife his detailed, sexual confession, suddenly he felt as if he was attending an AA meeting delivering his weekly success or setbacks. Thank you for telling me that you had sex with my mother? Thank you for sharing my confession that I had sex with her mother?
'What? Huh? Is she kidding me? Is she for real? No way! What the Hell is happening here? This isn't right.'
She must know his sexual confession of having sex with her mother is all bullshit. She must know that he's playing an April Fools' joke on her. Just as he could never get her before with any of his practical jokes, he certainly wasn't getting her now.
He looked at her as if she had suddenly lost her mind. Not understanding her emotionless reaction to his sexual confession of bedding her mother, he looked at her with a questioning look. Perhaps his confession that he slept with her mother put her over the edge from sanity to lunacy. The only thing that he could figure was that she knows he's playing or trying to play and April Fools' joke on her but instead she's playing a better April Fools' joke on him.
Frustratingly he's falling for her April Fools' joke in the way that he thought she'd fall for his April Fools' prank. What does he have to do to get an angry reaction from her? What more must he say for her to believe him? He wished he never even started with this joke. Now stuck with it, he had to finish it.
Except for her being curious how it all started, he figured she wouldn't want to know all of the dirty details but seemingly she did want to know all of the dirty details by allowing him to continue talking about it without stopping him. Instead of asking him to stop, she took all of the sexual details of him having sex with her mother in stride. Moreover, hoping he has sex with her mother again, she even wants to be there to watch them doing it.
He couldn't believe that she was acting so blasé to his sexual confession of sleeping with her mother. Apparently, she doesn't care that he had sex with her mother. Apparently, she's even sexually aroused by his sexual confession to want to have pillow talk later about all that he did with her mother while role playing and replicating the sex that he had with her mother. If he wasn't so sexually aroused by role playing and replicating the sex that he supposedly had with her mother, he'd be angry that she wasn't mad over his joke.
"Sorry but I don't understand your lack of a reaction to my sexual confession. I don't get it. Why aren't you angry? I cheated on you with your mother. I can't believe you're not mad that I slept with your mother? I can't believe that you're grateful that I sexually satisfied your mother. I can't believe you hope I can have sex with your mother again sometime so that you can watch. I can't believe you want to have pillow talk over all that I sexually did with your mother while role playing and repeating the sex that I had with your mother with you. I can't believe that you thanked me for sharing," he said.
With her acting as if she didn't care that he slept with her mother, as if she was a swinger who had slept with hundreds of men, when the only man she's ever been sexually intimate with was with him, she acted so nonchalant. She acted so maturely and sexually enlightened about the whole, sleazy affair. She swallowed her coffee and took another bite of her food before responding to his frustration of her not being angry by his sexual confession.
"These eggs are really good Roger," she said falling silent again and pausing in thought before looking at him and before speaking. "No, I'm not mad that you had sex with my mother. Why would I be mad? You're both consenting adults," she said with a disinterested shrug. "Besides, if you're going to have sex with anyone, I'd much rather you keep it in the family," she said with another shrug while looking up at him to make eye contact with him. "For sure, I'd much rather you have sex with my mother than with a stranger."
He looked at her as if he was having a dream, a sexual fantasy of how extraordinarily wonderful it would be if his wife allowed him to have sex with her mother with no regrets, no remorse, no guilt, and no repercussions. In the way that she wasn't angry and wanted to have pillow talk while role playing their sexual, incestuous scene, she made him really want to have sex with her mother. Now he wondered if she'd react the same way when he told her that he had sex with her sister too.
"Huh? Sorry. Pardon. Keep it in the family. You'd much rather I have sex with your mother than with a stranger? I don't understand," he said. "Normally, it's just the opposite. A wife would much rather her husband have sex with a stranger than with her mother. Normally, a wife wouldn't want her husband to have sex with anyone, especially not with her mother."
Obviously, she was playing him. Obviously she was playing him so that he wouldn't suspect her of poisoning his food with rat poison later. Obviously she was playing him so that he wouldn't, suspect her of putting a pillow over his face while he slept. Obviously she was playing him so that he wouldn't suspect her of setting the bedroom on fire with him still asleep in bed when she was out walking the dog. Obviously, with her acting so calmly understanding and sexually enlightened and with her not being mad at all that he slept with her mother, for certain, this was her April Fools' joke that she was playing on him.
"Definitely and without a doubt, I'd much rather you have sex with my mother than to pick up some strange woman in a bar and have sex with her in the backseat of your car or in her apartment. With you never having sex with anyone but me, I understand your curiosity and your need to have sex with someone else," she said. "You are a horny man after all and a man with sexual needs, wants, lusts, and desires."
'What the fuck?'
He couldn't believe she was being so understanding about him having sex with her mother.
"That makes sense, I guess," he said scratching his head while wondering what more he'd have to do to get her angry.
As if he had told her that he got a raise or a promotion instead of confessing that he had sex with her mother, she gave him a loving smile.
"Definitely, for sure, I'd much rather you have sex with my mother than having sex with some stranger who you may fall in love with, contact some sexually transmitted disease, and/or get her pregnant," she said nodding her head while looking at him with dreamy eyed hopefulness. "Too bad my mother wasn't younger, if you got my Mom pregnant, with my Mom carrying our baby for us, we could finally have the baby we always wanted."
'Good God.'
He couldn't believe what she was saying and what he was hearing. As convoluted she was in her thinking, seemingly, she made sense, especially about the baby, but coming from her, his wife in regards to him having sex with her mother, none of this made any sense. How could she possibly justify him having sex with her mother as acceptable? Why isn't she mad at him for confessing that he had sex with her mother? She was so calm about his confessed affair, too calm. She was too nice. He knew her well enough to know that there was something else going on here.
Maybe she was planning on divorcing him. Maybe now that he had just confessed to sleeping with her mother, their marriage was over. Only, he didn't want to lose his wife. He loved Gwen. Now wishing that he could take his confession all back, he wished he had never tried playing an April Fools' joke on her. With her being so smart, more intelligent and educated that he is, he was mistaken to think that he could ever get Gwen to believe any of his practical jokes.
She shocked him. She really surprised the shit out of him by her too relaxed of a reaction. He never thought his wife would have such a disinterested attitude about him sleeping with any woman, especially when the other woman was her mother. Damn, if he knew this before, he would have slept with her mother years ago. Only, with her mother not liking him, never liking him, the chances of him ever having sex with her mother was slim to nil. Besides, other than in his sexual fantasies and dreams, he didn't want any other woman. He'd never cheat on Gwen. He only sexually wanted his loving wife, his best friend, his soulmate, and the love of his wife.
Then, he wondered, maybe his mother-in-law not liking him is her knee jerk reaction to him confessing that he had sex with her. Maybe his mother-in-law likes him too much and the way for her mother to distance herself from him was to confess to Gwen that she never liked him. Maybe in the way that he sexually fantasizes about his mother-in-law, her mother sexually fantasizes about him. Perhaps this is Gwen's way of diffusing a sexually volatile situation.
'Wow! Wouldn't that be something if Trudy sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her in his dreams? Wouldn't it be awesome if it's okay with his wife for him to have sex with her mother?'
Now with Gwen giving him the green light to have sex with her mother, even while she watches, he'll keep that in mind for later.
"Really? Well, I'm glad you're not mad at me and I'm glad you prefer that I keep my extramarital affairs within our family because there's more that I need to confess," he said.
Not even looking at him, paying more attention to her breakfast than to his confession, she continued shoveling food in her mouth and washing it down with coffee.
"Sorry, I'm so hungry. These hash browns are delicious Honey," she said. "Go on. I'm listening. What more do you have to confess? I can't imagine your next confession being any worse than you having sex with my mother," she said with a dirty laugh. "That was such a big surprise," she said rolling her eyes.
As his way to protect himself from her fork, knife, spoon, and hot coffee, he took hold of her hand again. Then, as if he was a comedian about to deliver a punchline, he blurted out his next sexual surprise.
"Not only did I have sex with your mother but also I had sex with your sister too," he said.
To be continued...
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Chapter Nine -- "Not only did I have sex with your mother but also I had sex with your sister too."
"Not only did I have sex with your mother but also I had sex with your sister too," he said.
Waiting for her response to his confession that he not only had sex with her mother but also had sex with her sister too, he stared at her face and in her bright, blue eyes while watching for any sign of the angry reaction he hoped to receive. Not yet showing him the reaction that he hoped to have, as if she was confused rather than being angry, she looked at him with furrowed brow. A good start and more of a negative reaction received from having sex with her sister than from having confessed to having sex with her mother, seemingly she looked more shocked that he slept with her sister than she did when he confessed that he slept with her mother. He took that as a good sign that he was going to finally receive more of an angry reaction to his April Fools' joke.
"My sister?" Giving him a strange if not an unexpected reaction, she laughed her disbelief. Maybe it was a nervous laugh but surely, he wasn't expecting her to laugh when he told her that he had sex with her younger sister, Genevieve.
"Yes, your sister," he said. "I had sex with Genevieve and she had sex with me. We had sex."
In the way that he expected her to be angry when he told her that he had sex with her mother, he expected her to be angry when he confessed that he had sex with her sister.
"You slept with my sister? You had sex with Genevieve?" She looked at him as if he was lying or joking before she laughed again.
In the same surprised way she looked at him when he told her that he had sex with her mother, she looked at him surprised that he slept with her sister. Shocked that she wasn't angry when he told her he slept with her mother, he was even more shocked that she wasn't angry when he told her he had sex with her sister. Definitely something is not right. Without a doubt, there's something wrong.
How could she not be mad? Why isn't she angry? Who else must he tell her that he had sex with for him to get the angry reaction he wanted to receive from playing his April Fools' Day joke on her?
"Why do you seem so surprised that I had sex with Genevieve?" Looking at her with a look of confidence as if he was the reincarnation of Don Juan, he stared at her while trying to read her and while waiting for her to get upset but she never did. "If I slept with your mother, why wouldn't I sleep with your sister too?"
She made the same sour face over him sleeping with her sister that she made when he told her that he slept with her mother. As if trying to read him to see if he was telling her the truth or joking, she gave him a long, pensive look before speaking. In the way that she paused before telling him that her mother never liked him, she paused before answering his question.
"I'm surprised that you slept with my sister because Genevieve dislikes you even more than my Mom dislikes you," she said with an unkind laugh.
He was crushed. He felt as if she punched him in the stomach or kneed him in his testicles. Genevieve dislikes him too? She dislikes him even more than her mother? Why? He didn't understand.
Why doesn't her mother and sister like him? Other than being good to them and doing favors for them, why didn't they like him? What did he ever do to them for them not to like him? If anything, with all that he's done for the both of them, they should love him.
Angry now, in the way that he was surprised and hurt that her mother didn't like him, never liked him, he was surprised and hurt that her sister dislikes him even more than her mother. As if she had stabbed him in his heart, her words hurt him as much as the sharpest knife. My God, what the Hell did he ever do to her mother and to her sister for them to so dislike him?
With all of the favors and errands he's done for them, they should love him. With all of the things he's gone out of his way to do for them, if anything, they should reward him with sex instead of disliking him. They were always calling him asking him to do things. Gwen was always volunteering his time to fix this or to buy that. Neither one of them have ever walked in a hardware store with him around, their personal handyman.
A shocking revelation, seemingly it was more shocking to him that her mother and sister didn't like him than it was to her that he had sex with her mother and sister. If that wasn't strangely bizarre than he didn't know what was. In the way that he always thought that his mother-in-law liked him, he thought his sister-in-law liked him too. With him always doing favors for her sister in the way that he always did favors for her mother, now that he knows that both women dislike him, he felt so used and so played by their insincere affections. Now that he knows the truth about how they feel about him, never is when he'll do another kind thing for either of them. He'd done trying to get them to like him.
How could he be so blind? How could he be so stupid? How could he be so taken in by them? How could he be so oblivious to their lack of feelings for him? Easy.
Every time he saw her mother and/or her sister, they hugged him hello and/or goodbye while rubbing their big tits up against his chest while kissing him. Easily taken in by their beauty, feeling their blonde hair against his cheek, and swooning by the scent of their perfume, seemingly he was more connected to their big tits than he was to either of them. He loved big breasted women and his wife, as well as her mother, her sister, and her best friend all have big boobs.
In the way that they showed him affection, attention, and kindness, the better question to ask is not how he can be so blind but how can they be so insincere to hide their dislike for him so well? Had he known they didn't like him after all that he's done for them, he wouldn't have done all that he's done for them. Helping them move, giving them rides, shoveling out their driveways, mowing their lawns, jump starting their cars, whatever they needed, he was there at their beck and call to help.
Seemingly sometimes with him their personal slave and their go to guy whenever they needed help with computers, electronics, and/or had a problem, the list of all that he's done for them is endless. In comparison, other than to say thank you, what did they ever do for him? Now to know that her mother never liked him and her sister disliked him even more, he felt so used. Feeling deceived, he felt like such a fool.
Thinking that they both liked him, loved him even, they had him completely fooled. Bamboozled by this new revelation that not only didn't her mother never like him but also her sister disliked him even more, he was crushed. With all of the things he's done for them over the years, he didn't deserve their contempt nor their disrespect. He more deserved their undying gratitude and their love. If anything, with all that he's done for her mother and sister, they should give him hot sex as payment for all of his favors.
Yet, nonetheless their dislike for him, in the way that Gwen should be reeling from him telling her that he had sex with her mother and with her sister, she wasn't. What's up with that? Instead, he was the one reeling from her lack of an angry reaction to his sexual confessions that he had sex with not only her mother but with also her sister. Instead, he was the one reeling from her telling him that her mother and her sister didn't like him. Why? Why don't they like him? As deeply hurt as he was totally confused, he didn't understand. After knowing all three women for twenty years, he didn't understand how his wife's mother and sister could hide their true feelings from him.
After having confessed the sexual details of having sex with her mother, he began his confession of the sexual details of having sex with her sister. Perhaps, if he couldn't get the angry reaction that he wanted and hoped he'd receive from his wife to confessing having sex with her mother, hopefully he'll receive her wrath from having sex with her sister. Only, he was sick to his stomach that Trudy never liked him and that Genevieve disliked him even more.
"Yeah, well, putting a hand behind her blonde, pretty head, I was humping Genevieve's mouth and fucking her face. Trust me, your sister liked me well enough when she was on her knees sucking my cock," he said in anger. "Yeah! Your sister liked me well enough to blow me."
She looked at him as if he suddenly had two heads.
"Genevieve blew you?" Looking as if she didn't believe him, she crumpled her brow and looked at him as if trying to make sense of what he was telling her. "My sister sucked your cock?"
This is it. This is the angry reaction he was hoping to receive in telling her his April Fools' Day joke. Finally, she was showing some emotion to him having sex with her sister after not having any reaction to him having sex with her mother. In the way he held nothing back in telling her the sexual details of the affair with her mother, he didn't waste any time in giving her explicit, graphic details of the sexual encounter that he had with her sister.
"Yes, your sister blew me. Of course she blew me. Genevieve sucked my cock. Your sister liked me well enough to not only blow me but also to allow me to cum in her mouth and swallow my load," he said.
Gwen looked at him and smiled. With him waiting for the other shoe to drop, he expected her to have more of an angry reaction when telling her that he had sex with her sister than she had in confessing that he had sex with her mother. With her laughing before, he couldn't believe she was smiling now when telling her that he had sex with her sister.
Where's her jealousy? Where's her possessiveness? If she told him that she had sex with someone, one of his brothers or his father, he'd be livid. He'd be out of his mind with rage. He didn't understand why she didn't have the same angry reaction to him confessing that he had sex with her mother and sister that he would have to her confessing that she had sex with her one of his brothers or his father.
Only, no joke there. Her having sex with anyone, especially one of his brothers or his father would never happen. She'd not like that. She's not a slut or a whore. She's a good woman.
"What can I say?" She laughed. "Cock sucking runs in my family. Seemingly, we all love sucking cock. Only, I'd more believe that you had sex with my sister if you told me that Genevieve fucked you. She loves getting laid way better than giving a man a blowjob. Without doubt, she'd much rather have a hard cock in her pussy than in her mouth," she said with a dirty laugh.
Prodding her for more of a reaction to him having sex with not only her mother but also with her sister, as he did with her mother, he filled in even more of the sexual details with her sister while hoping to get more of a reaction from her.
"Let me tell you something about your sister not liking me in the way that your mother never liked me," he said pointing a finger of accusation at her. "Like mother like daughter, in the way that Trudy did, Genevieve liked me well enough to stick her tongue down my throat while making out with me," he said waiting and watching for her reaction to his confession before continuing.
"What can I say? Obviously my mother and sister enjoy French kissing as much as I do," said Gwen with a dirty laugh.
"Yeah, well, she liked me well enough to allow me to feel her through her clothes while kissing and kissing her," he said feeling himself through his clothes to demonstrate how he felt her sister through her clothes."
"We all love to kiss while being felt through our clothes. There's no secret there. All women enjoy kissing and petting," she Gwen.
"Like? Your mother and your sister just didn't like me. They loved feeling my hands all over their bodies while my tongue was buried in their mouths," he said.
Again he paused while watching for her reaction to his words. As if she didn't believe him and seemingly she didn't, she laughed at him passionately describing and demonstrating the sex he had with her sister by feeling himself through his clothes.
"I'm sorry," said Gwen with a snide laugh. "After disliking you for years, I'm just having a difficult time thinking that my sister suddenly liked you well enough to not only make out with you while you felt her through her clothes but also to blow you."
Intent on making his April Fools' joke work by saying things that he knew would eventually push one of her buttons enough to give him the angry reaction he wanted, he persevered in adding more sexual details to his confession.
"Your sister liked me well enough to allow me to strip her naked while she stripped me naked too. With all three of you, your mother, your sister, and you having big tits and big nipples, she liked me well enough to allow me to not only fondle her big tits but also to finger and suck her big nipples," he said. Again when she didn't respond to all that he said about her sister, he continued. "Genevieve liked me well enough to allow me to finger her pussy, rub her clit, and stick my fingers inside of her, while French kissing her," he said.
Again as if he was the reincarnation of Don Juan, he smiled his arrogance at his wife. Only, on the inside, he was so hurt that his mother-in-law never liked him and his sister-in-law disliked him even more. Why? What did he do for them not to like him?
He's been nothing but good to them. He couldn't believe her mother and her sister disliked him. Yet, more than their dislike for him, why wasn't his wife angry that not only did he confess that he had sex with her mother but also that he had sex with her sister too? Baffled by her lack of reaction and by her mother and sister not liking him, obviously he didn't understand any of these three women. He showed her more of a reaction to her mother never liking him and to her sister disliking him even more than she did to his sexual confessions of having sex with her mother and sister.
"Again, just as my mother and my sister obviously enjoy sucking cock in the way that I do, my mother and sister share my love of kissing too. We're all big kissers," said Gwen pausing to study him.
"Yeah, well, kissing is one thing but making out with a woman while feeling her through her clothes is another thing," said Roger with arrogance.
"If you're not lying about having sex with them, and why would you lie about something like that, then maybe my mother and my sister liked you more than they led me to believe," she said with a sad, albeit dirty laugh.
"A huge understatement, they liked me plenty," said Roger.
"With it all making sense to me now, I can't blame them for making me believe that they never liked you so that I wouldn't suspect them having sex with you."
She returned his smile of arrogant contempt with her smile of warm and compassionate understanding. How dare she act hurt that her mother and sister obviously likes him more than they led her to believe and enough for them to give him sex, when her mother and sister don't like him at all? If anyone should feel hurt, it's him. He persevered in his confession of having sex with her sister.
"It's hard for me to believe that your sister dislikes me even more than you say your mother does when she liked me just find when I was fingering and licking her pussy before fucking her pussy," he said with a conceited smile.
She shrugged her lack of interest to his confession that not only had him admit to having had sex with her mother but also had him admit to having had sex with her sister too. Needing her to have more of an angry reaction to his confessions, he wanted to shock her by confessing even more. In the way that she hurt him by telling him that her mother never liked him and that her sister disliked him even more, now he wanted to hurt Gwen in the way she hurt him. Willing to do anything to finally get her with his April Fools' Day joke when she's always been the one to get him with one of her practical jokes, he was ready to tell her every sexual detail of his intimate time with Genevieve.
Now with him trying to hurt her in the way that she hurt him, all of this nonsense could have been avoided had she told him that her mother never liked him and that her sister disliked him even more years ago. Something she should have told him and warned him about when she first knew her mother's and sister's dislike for her husband, had he known his mother-in-law and sister-in-law didn't like him, he never would have played this April Fools' joke on his wife. With her already knowing that her mother and sister didn't like him, obviously she'd never believe either one would have sex with him. Had he known they didn't like, he would have come up with something else, something better for him to get the reaction that he so wanted and needed her to have.
He would have made something up about her car being recalled or something happening with his job that he was being transferred and they needed to move to Canada, Mexico, or Ecuador, somewhere she'd never want to go. Now for her to believe his April Fools' Day joke, he'd have come up with something different other than having sex with Trudy and Genevieve. Only, now that he's started down this road of deception and deceit with his sexual confessions, he was intent on seeing it through, finishing it, and playing out the rest of his joke for all that it was worth. He'd love nothing more than for her to not only believe him but also to angrily react to him before telling her that the whole thing was just his April Fools' joke.
"Roger, don't worry about having sex with my mother and my sister. I forgive you. Really I do," she said. "It's okay. I'm just glad you told me the truth. If you really did had sex with the both of them, I don't blame you one bit. I'm just glad that you're finally connecting with my mother and sister, even sexually, when they so disliked you for so long."
'What? Huh? Is she serious? She forgives me for having sex with her mother and with her sister? She doesn't blame me one bit for having sex with her mother and sister?'
He looked at her as if she was nuts. She forgives me? She's glad that he's finally connecting with her mother and sister, even if it's sexually? She's got to be kidding.
"You forgive me? It's okay that I had sex with your mother and sister? Really? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Why aren't you livid that I had sex with your mother and sister?"
She took another sip of her coffee before giving him a loving smile and a shrug of disinterest in all that he had confessed.
"With both of them very beautiful and sexy women, I understand why you'd want to have sex with the both of them. In the way that you're sexually attracted to me, and with the three of us looking so very much alike, I understand how you'd be sexually attracted to my mother and to my sister too. When so many sons-in-law and brothers-in-law don't get along with their mothers-in-law and sisters-in-law, as I said before, I'm glad you've been able to bond, albeit sexually, with my mother and my sister," she said giving him a dirty laugh with an understanding smile. "Really I am."
With her acting too sexually enlightened and way too forgiving, wary of her, he gave her an odd look to her being so very amenable about him not only sleeping with her mother but also with him sleeping with her sister too. How could she possibly be this understanding and this forgiving after he confessed to not only having sex with her mother but also to having sex with her sister too? What's wrong with this picture? Another wife would shoot him. Another wife would bar him from her bed and kick him out of the house. Another wife would hire a lawyer and divorce his ass. Another wife would go ape shit crazy on him before going ape shit crazy on her mother and sister too.



If he wasn't hurt enough to now know that his mother-in-law never liked him and his sister-in-law disliked him even more, he was hurt that Gwen never told him that her mother and sister didn't like him. He thought his wife would have had his back more than she would have her mother and sister's backs by keeping their secrets dislike for him. He was even hurt that she'd be okay with him having sex with her mother and sister. He didn't understand any of that.
If she was to ever have sex with one of his brothers and/or his best friend, he'd be beyond being so nice and so understanding. He'd be raging mad. Something he thought would send her reeling in rage, he was hurt by his wife's lack of reaction to his sexual confessions of having sex with her mother and sister. Why wasn't she mad?
Most men wouldn't care that their mothers-in-law and/or sisters-in-law didn't like them. Most men wouldn't be hurt by their wives lack of reaction to them having sex with their mother-in-law and sister-in-law but he truly loved Gwen. Most men would be happy that their wives were so complacent and understanding about them having sex with their mothers-in-law and sisters-in-law. Only Roger didn't want to bed Gwen's mother and/or her sister. Roger was happy only having sex with his wife and having his wife in his life and for the rest of his life.
All he wanted to do was to play an April Fools' joke on his wife. That's it and that's all. All he wanted to do was to get even with her for all of the practical jokes she's played on him. All he wanted to do was to receive an honest reaction of surprised, angry shock so that he could yell, 'April Fools!'
Just once, he'd love to get her in the way that she always gets him when playing one of her elaborate practical jokes on him. Seemingly, just as all of the practical jokes that backfired on him, this was backfiring on him too. Seemingly, just as all of the practical jokes that she turned to use against him, she was turning to use this against him too.
How could she not care that he had sex not only with her mother but also with her sister? How can she be so calm about his sexual confession? How can she not be angry with him? If she's not angry yet, what's it going to take to get her going?
Maybe she doesn't care that he had sex with her mother and sister because she doesn't love him anymore. Yeah, maybe that's it. Maybe she's fallen out of love with him. Maybe she doesn't care because in the way that he's grown to love her even more, she's grown to love him even less.
Needing her to react angrily to his April Fools' joke and sexual confessions that he had sex with her mother and with her sister, he had one more card to play. Going all in and going for broke, if this third sexual confession didn't make her angry, then nothing will. Ready to tell her every explicit, sexual detail, he was ready to tell her his third sexual confession.
"I'm not done yet," he said hoping this last confession would get the reaction from her that he wanted. "I have one more confession to make."
* * * * *
With her focused attention now matching her look of curiosity, she stopped eating to take another sip of coffee before looking at him with her undivided attention.
"Not done yet?" She laughed. "After confessing that you slept with my mother and now my sister, I can't even imagine what more you have the need to confess," she said looking up at him to give him a little laugh. "Really Roger, how can you possibly have anything else to confess? I only have the one sister," she said laughing.
He was sure that with him stepping out of the family circle by telling her that he had sex with her best friend that would be enough for her to give him the angry reaction that he was hoping to receive.
"Trust me," he said. "This may be the worst confession of betrayal yet."
He waited for her to take a bite of her English muffin and swallow and for her to take another sip of her coffee before continuing with his confession.
"Okay. I'm ready for your next confession," she said wiping her mouth with her napkin while rolling her eyes and letting out a big sigh. "The coffee is really good too Honey," she said interrupting him to pour herself another cup. "And I just love this Cherry jelly. You're going to spoil me having you home to make me breakfast and coffee every morning." She wiped the cherry jelly from her lips with her napkin. "Sorry. Go ahead. I'm listening," she said taking another big gulp of her coffee.
Now ready to tell her his next confession, he looked at her hoping she'd give him more of a reaction being that he stepped out of the family circle to have sex with someone who wasn't a blood relative.
"I slept with Heather," he said. "I slept with your best friend."
* * * * *
Wife's Mom, Sister & Best Friend
Chapter Ten -- I had sex with Heather. I had sex with your best friend
In addition to confessing that he had sex with her mother and her sister, Roger confesses that he slept with his wife's best friend.
"I slept with Heather. I slept with your best friend," said Roger confessing that he slept with his wife's best friend. "We had sex," now desperate to get an angry reaction out of her to his April Fools' joke.
A totally unexpected reaction to his sexual confession, instead of being angry, she coughed and spit out her coffee all over the table and all over her white bathrobe while laughing. Never expecting this kind of comedic reaction to him confessing to his wife that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and especially now her best friend, his April Fools' joke just wasn't working at all. No matter what he confessed, whether having sex with her mother, her sister, and/or with her best friend, seemingly she wasn't believing any of it for her not to have the angry reaction that he hoped she'd have. Instead of being angry, she was laughing.
"Heather? You had sex with Heather? First you confess that you had sex with my mother, then you confess that you had sex with my sister, and now you confess that you had sex with my best friend? Boy you sure do get around," she said wiping her mouth with a napkin and dabbing at her robe with another napkin wet with water. "I'm glad I don't have any other sisters and only have the one best friend. I'm glad my cousins don't live nearby," she said laughing.
She looked at him with as much skepticism as she looked at him with disbelief and he looked at her with shocked surprise.
"I'm sorry Gwen and I promise that I'll never have sex with Heather again," he said with feigned sincerity when he never had sex with Heather in the first place. "Only just as I didn't understand why you weren't angry when I confessed that I had sex with your mother and with your sister, I don't understand why you're not angry now after confessing that I had sex with your best friend."
Waiting for her to give him more of a reaction, an angry reaction, or at least a better explanation as to why she wasn't mad, he couldn't wait to tell her that this is all an April Fools' joke. He couldn't wait to laugh with her while talking about him really not having sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend but playing an April Fools' joke on her instead. Then, again, something so sadly disturbing, he was not looking forward to having the conversation as to why her mother and her sister so disliked him.
He was excited to see her look of shocked surprise when telling her that he had sex with her best friend too. Nonetheless her spitting up her coffee while laughing, she gave him more of a look of surprise that he had sex with Heather than she gave him after confessing that he had sex with her mother and sister. In the way that she didn't react to his first two sexual confessions of infidelity with anger, by laughing and spitting out her coffee all over her bathrobe, she gave him more of a reaction to his third sexual confession of infidelity. Only, she still wasn't angry in the way that he thought and expected her to be.
"With the three of us looking so much alike, I can certainly understand you being sexually attracted to my mother, just as I can certainly understand you being sexually attracted to my sister. Yet, after you having had sex with my mother and with my sister, you have me scratching my head why you'd want to have sex with Heather too. Admittedly, she's a beautiful and sexy woman too, but this last sexual confession is really hard for me to believe because Heather hates you more than my mother and sister hate you."
'What? Heather hates me?'
With her going from dislike to hate, all three of the women who are most important to his wife hate him? All three women who are with him almost daily in his life hate him?
'They hate him? They all hate him? Why do they all hate him? What did he ever do to any of them for all of them to hate him? This is just insane.'
With her giving him no reaction to his three, sexual confessions, he gave her more of a reaction to her telling him that her mother, her sister, and her best friend hate him. He was stunned that she used the word hate in reference to her mother, her sister, and now her best friend's feelings or lack of feelings towards him. Doesn't anyone like him? What did he do for her mother, her sister, and now her best friend to not only dislike him but also to hate him? He's always been so graciously polite and solicitously kind to the three women who mean so much to his wife and who are so integral in her life.
Admittedly, even though he's sexually fantasized over one or the other of them and now all of them every night for the past fifteen years, as far as he knows, he's never leered at any of them. As much as he can recall, even going way back, he's never said anything insulting or sexually inappropriate to any of them. As much as he remembers, he's always treated all of them with the upmost respect.
"Yeah, well, they're probably all acting as if they hated me so that you wouldn't know how much they really liked me and for you not to suspect that I was having sex with all of them," said Roger. "Trust me. In the way that your mother and your sister were hot for me, Heather was hot for me too. In the way that your mother and your sister couldn't get enough of my stiff prick, Heather couldn't get enough of my hard cock either. Especially after I gave her three orgasm, one with my fingers, a second one with my mouth, and the third one with my cock, she begged me for more," he said lying.
Instead of screaming her angry reaction at him for his three sexually salacious confessions, as if he was making small talk about the weather, the economy, or his job, Gwen calmly smiled her disinterested reaction.
"I'm happy for you, Roger," she said. "I am. Really I am. I'm glad you get along so well with my mother, sister, and best friend, even if it is sexually."
'Happy for me? She's happy for me? Why is she happy for me? Why is she happy that I had sex with her mother? Why is she happy that I had sex with her sister? Why is she happy that I had sex with her best friend? Why is she happy for me instead of being angry at me for confessing to having sex with the three women that she so loves? I don't get it. I don't understand.'
In the way that he confessed that he betrayed her by having sex with the three of them, they also betrayed her by having sex with him. What woman wouldn't be out of her mind with rage that not only her husband had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend but also that her mother, sister, and best friend had sex with her husband? Determined to get the angry reaction that he so wanted to receive from his wife, he continued in sharing the explicit, sexual details of having sex with Heather in the way that he confessed the explicit, sexual details of having sex with her mother and sister.
"Better than the sex I received from your mother, better than the sex I received from your sister, and nearly better than the sex that I receive from you, Heather gave me the best sex I ever had. In the way that there's an Olympics for ice skating and diving, there should be an Olympics for sex," he said with a dirty laugh.
She laughed too. In the way she was acting and taking his confessions of infidelity in stride, she was acting in the way that he perceived a subservient Japanese woman would act when her husband confesses to his sexual escapades with her mother, sister, and best friend.
"Olympics for sex? That depends," she said laughing. "Which Olympic, sexual games do you imagine, winter sexual games or summer sexual games? With the judges having to get up close and too personal, I imagined scoring a sexual contest would be a bitch," she said laughing again.
He laughed with her before continuing with his train of thought.
"When taking you out of the mix, Heather would win the gold medal, Genevieve would win the silver medal, and your mother would win the bronze medal. On a scale of one to ten, if there was an Olympics for sex, you'd be a solid ten point zero in the sack, Heather would be a nine point eight, Genevieve a nine point five, and your mother a nine point zero."
Gwen put her fork down and leaned forward in her chair to take his hand in her hand.
"Wow. That's just amazing. I can't believe you scored each one. I can't believe you scored me as a perfect ten point zero," she said laughing. "Seemingly you have it all figured out and I'm happy for you," she said smiling.
Still no angry reaction from her, what must he do to make her mad? What more must he say to make her go ape shit crazy so that he can unload his April Fools' Day joke on her?
"It's just sex," he said giving her a shrug and showing her that he having sex with her mother, sister, and best friend was no big deal.
They remained silent while they ate their breakfast and drank their coffee. Then, Gwen looked at her husband before speaking.
"Actually, Roger, to be totally honest with you, I'm glad you told me that you slept with my mother, my sister, and my best friend," she said falling silently in thought before speaking again. "With me now knowing that you were sexually intimate with all three of them, you have no idea the weight you've removed from my shoulders," she said drooping her shoulders while exhaling a big breath. "Your confession is such a big relief to me because I also have a confession to make to you too," said Gwen reaching out her arms to give him a hug.
When he let go of her to look at her, he looked at her as if she had two heads.
"A confession?" He looked at her with confusion before letting out a nervous, little laugh. "What confession could you possibly have to make?"
As if she had been keeping secrets and obviously she has, she gave him a seductively sexy smile.
"Actually, I have lots to confess," she said submissively.
"Lots to confess?" He laughed. "There's never been any secrets between us."
"Actually there are things that I've kept from you. I've kept secrets that I've been wanting to tell you for so long but I couldn't. I tried telling you over the years, but in the jealous and possessive way you are over me, I knew you'd never understand in the way that you'd understand now after you made your own confessions too," she said.
"I see," he said. "What changed that you can tell me your secrets now when you couldn't tell me before?"
"Well, now with you opening the door of infidelity in having sex with my mother, my sister, and my best friend, I feel that I can finally confess all of my sexual sins to you too. I finally feel that you'll more be able to understand my motives for doing all that I've done in a way that you never could have understood before."
Nervous now, he was worried what she could possibly have to confess that was sexual.
* * * * *
'A confession? Oh, oh. She has lots to confess? What could she possibly have to confess? She wants to confess all of her sins? What sins could she possibly have to confess?'
No doubt what she may think are sexual secrets are probably not sexual at all. In the way she looked at him, giving her the benefit of the doubt that her non-sexual transgressions were something very minor but were serious enough to her to confess, he looked at her with as much curiosity as she looked at him with compassion and understanding. Yet, nonetheless his trust that Gwen would never do anything wrong to jeopardize their marriage, ruin their great friendship, and torpedo their wonderful relationship, he was nervous now. He was as nervous to hear her confessions as he was nervous to tell her his confessions. Never even hinting at making a confession before, he was baffled what she'd have to confess now.
"A confession? Lots to confess? What confessions could you possibly have to make?" He laughed nervously. "Other than to go food shopping, walk the dog, and get the mail, you never leave the house," he said.
"I didn't have to leave the house to do all the sexual things that I've done," she said mumbling in her coffee too softly for him to hear.
"When you're not working from home, you're reading a book, watching a movie, sleeping, or eating. As if you're a nun in a convent, other than your mother, your sister, and/or your best friend visiting you and with you spending the rest of your time with me, you live a very solitary, boring life. What sins can you possibly have to confess?"
Suddenly, thinking the worst of what her confessions and sins could be, he imagined her having a secret, sexual life filled with lesbian sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend. He imagined his wife making out with Heather while feeling each other through their clothes. He imagined Heather laying in between his wife's legs and licking her pussy. He imagined Gwen returning Heather's sexual favor to finger and lick her pussy. He imagined Gwen wearing a strap on dildo ready to fuck Heather in her ass and/or pussy. He imagined his wife having a lesbian orgy with her mother, sister, and best friend. Nah, Gwen's not a lesbian. She loves cock too much.
Yet, for someone who was a virgin when he married her, after pouring over Cosmopolitan magazines each month for fifteen years, she's made a complete 180 degree pornographic transformation in how she views sex. Perhaps after reading something about being a lesbian and living the lesbian lifestyle in Cosmopolitan magazine, bisexuality was one of her latest, sexual peccadilloes to explore. Perhaps, if not having lesbian sex with her mother and sister, seemingly with those two women very close, too close, maybe she's having lesbian sex with her best friend, Heather.
Still he could never see her poised between another woman's legs while rubbing her clit and fingering and licking her pussy. He could never see her taking a strap on dildo up her pussy or ass or humping her strap on dildo up another woman's pussy or ass. As far as he knows, she doesn't even own a dildo, just a vibrator that she rarely uses thanks to him. With him always ready to give her hot sex, unless she's horny while sleeping, he takes care of all of her sexual needs.
With her being so very sexy, sensual, and sexual, she's never said no to sucking and/or fucking his cock night or day and he's never said no to her either. If he didn't know better, if she wasn't so faithfully devoted to him, he'd think that she was a nymphomaniac. Only, if she is a nymphomaniac, she's his nymphomaniac thank God and no one else's nymphomaniac.
With Gwen his faithful, loyal, and loving wife by his side, life couldn't be any better than this. The only life better than he enjoyed now would be if her mother, sister, and best friend liked him instead of hated him. The only life better than he had now with Gwen that would be better is if her mother, sister, and best friend willingly allowed him to have sex with them while Gwen watched. The only life better than this is if Gwen could have had children. The only life better than this is if he could play an April Fools' Day joke on his wife without her seeing through his joke and through him to turn the joke around on him.



As if drawing courage for her to confess her sins, she squeezed his hand while looking deep in his brown eyes. Mesmerizing him with her blue-eyed stare in the way of two laser beams penetrating his heart, she was so very beautiful. He loved her so very much. She was just so damn beautiful.
With the sunlight pouring in through the kitchen window as if it was her personal stairway to Heaven, the early morning sun lit her up in a silhouette of sunshine as if she was an Angel personally sent to him by the Almighty God above. With her basking in a Heavenly glow of sunshine, he was so happy that she was his woman, his wife, his best friend, and the love of his life. In the way that he'd never sexually forsake her for any woman, not her mother, nor her sister, and certainly not her best friend, he was glad that she'd never sexually forsake him for any man either.
Laughing to himself at the mere thought of her confessing her sexual sins, he could only imagine the confessions she had to make. Perhaps thinking of shoes sexually, as a fetish perhaps, maybe she bought one too many pair shoes online and was afraid to tell him. Perhaps she dented and/or scratched the car while touching herself and texting him sexy e-mails as she drove and feared he'd be angry. Now there's a sexy, sexual secret that she'd be masturbating while texting him and driving. Perhaps she broke something of his and was afraid that he'd be mad, something long, and in the shape of a cylinder that she used for masturbation. That could be deemed a sexual secret.
Only, other than his prized Coke bottle collection, he couldn't think of anything he had that she'd use to masturbate herself with and that would break. Definitely she could masturbate herself by using one of his cock bottles. That would give new meaning to the word refreshing, that's for sure.
Perhaps she accidentally shrunk his football jersey. Perhaps she got bleach on his favorite sweatshirt. Only, those wouldn't be much of a sexual secret unless she was wearing them at the time while masturbating herself. Yet, no matter what it was and no matter how bad she thought her sins were and how upset she was over her confession, he'd forgive her, of course.
Not wasting any time, she came right to the point and confessed her sexual secret to him while he choked on his coffee.
"I slept with your brother," she said.
To be continued...
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Chapter Eleven -- I had sex with your brother
Gwen confesses that she had sex with Roger's brother.
"I slept with your brother," she said not wasting any time and coming right to the point.
An altogether different reaction that he had than she had, when he confessed that he slept with her mother, sister, and best friend, her words felt as if she hit him with a baseball bat to the face. Her confession shocked him as if he had just stuck his finger in an electrical socket. With him nearly short circuited and his brain beginning to smoke with rage, he sat there in stunned silence staring at her. She watched his reaction to her sexual confession in the way that he watched and waited for her reactions that never came to his sexual confessions.
Obviously, just as she was playing an April Fools' joke on him when she said that her mother, sister, and best friend hate him, she was playing a joke on him by saying that she slept with his brother. Ha! Ha! Very funny.
In the way she always got him before, she almost got him again. Obviously the only reason why she said she slept with his brother is because he said that he slept with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Playing along with her, he figured that this was her April Fools' joke played on him after his failed attempt in trying to play an April Fools' joke on her.
Still, even if her sleeping with his brother wasn't true, her confession that she had sex with his brother was more than disturbing. The image of her rolling around naked in bed with one of his brothers was enough to give him spasms of lunacy. He never could imagine her naked and having sex with any man, especially with one of his brothers. There was just no way she'd sleep with any man, never mind with one of his own brothers. In the way that she was a virgin when he married her and in the way she's so morally good and so virtuously pure now, he's the only man that she's ever been with sexually.
She's not a slut. She's not a whore. She's never chased after men in the way that other woman have chased after men. With all of his friends marriages ruined and even his brothers working on their second wives, they have the best marriage. Loyal and faithful only to him, she's his loving wife and he's her devoted husband. It hurt his head and pained his heart to imagine her having sex with anyone but with him.
* * * * *
William Faulkner wrote his novel, As I Lay Dying, derived from Homer's The Odyssey, while envisioning a woman, his wife, watching him die.
"As I lay dying the woman with the dog's eyes would not close my eyes as I descended into Hades."
Gwen stared at him in the same way that he imagined the woman in Faulkner's novel stared at her husband. Indeed, if he was dying right now, not the thought he'd want to have, his last thought would be his beautiful wife having sex with one of his brothers.
As if he lay dying and was taking his last breath in a hospital bed, she continued to maintain constant eye contact with him while holding his hand. In the way that he had watched for her reactions to his sexual confessions of bedding her mother, sister, and best friend, and for the angry reactions that never came, she watched for his reaction to her confession. Was she telling him that she slept with his brother as her April Fools' joke to get back at him because he confessed that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend?
Obviously, especially with her mother, sister, and best friend hating him, she must have known that he was playing an April Fools' joke, or at least trying to play an April Fools' joke on her by telling her that he had sex with her mother, sister, and best friend. If she didn't sleep with his brother and if she didn't believe that he had sex with her mother, sister, and best friend, he felt so stupid that she turned his joke around on him and got the better of him yet again. Never could he ever get the better of her. Always she got the better of him. Always his practical jokes backfired on him.
It was bad enough that she played an April Fools' joke on him by having little and/or no reaction to him confessing to having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. It was bad enough that she played an April Fools' joke on him by telling him that her mother, sister, and best friend hate him but to tell him that she slept with one of his brothers too just wasn't right. In the way that he went too far by telling her that he had sex with her mother, sister, and best friend, she went too far by telling him that she had sex with one of his brothers.
She'd never have sex with one of his brothers. There's just no way she'd ever have sex with any man but with him, never mind having sex with one of his brothers. Besides with her home all the time working, how could she have the time to have sex with any one of his brothers? And where would they have sex, in their bed? In the way his joke fell apart so soon, her joke was falling apart already too. He didn't believe that she had sex with any of his brothers for one second.
With her his virtuous, faithful, loving wife, who always played a practical joke on him that he'd routinely fall for, she finally screwed up in telling him a joke that he'd never believe. He'd more believe her if she told him that she had sex with someone she knew from high school and that she bumped into at the supermarket than telling him that she had sex with one of his brothers. In the way that he'd never betray her by having sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend, none of his brothers would ever betray him by having sex with his wife.
Still upset with her telling him that her mother, her sister, and her best friend hated him, these April Fools' jokes were getting out of hand. There was suddenly too much meanness to them. He wished he had never started this by telling her that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. With these April Fools' Day jokes taking on a life of their own, he didn't know what to believe.
Based upon her calm and understanding reactions to his sexual confessions, with her surely not believing that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend, he had a difficult time believing that she had sex with any one of his brothers. Nevertheless, in the way that his brothers always stared at her, drinking her in and undressing her with their eyes as if she's an ice cold beer on a hot day, he wouldn't put it past one of his brothers trying to have sex with her. Just as she's already admitted to understanding him wanting to have sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend, he'd definitely understand his brother wanting to have sex with her.
Look at her. So sexy, a natural blonde beauty, she's gorgeous. Only, even though he'd understand any and all of his brothers wanting to bed her, they had better not. She's his and his alone. What God has joined together let no man put asunder, not even one of his brothers, especially one of his brothers.
Maybe one of his brothers forced himself on her and tried to have sex with her. When she really didn't consensual have sex with one of his brothers, maybe that's what she means by having sex with one of his brothers. With men always trying to get lucky with a beautiful woman, as long as he wasn't successful in his attempt to bed Gwen, he wouldn't blame any and all of his brothers for trying to have sex with Gwen. Only, she'd never have sex with any man but with him.
With men always bragging about, exaggerating, and making up their sexual exploits, yet it's one thing for him to lie about having sex with the three women in her life and it's another thing for her to tell him that she had sex with his brother. Now he didn't know what to believe. In the way that she didn't believe him, somehow, with him so gullible, he believed her. He didn't want to believe she had sex with his brother but with all things possible who knows?
Other than a warm smile and compassionate understanding, it was bad enough that she gave him no reaction to his sexual confessions of sleeping with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Now with her playing a joke on him by telling him that she had sex with one of his brothers that crossed the line of sexual appropriateness. Not amused in the least, it wasn't even remotely funny to tell him that she slept with one of his brothers. Just as she was obviously playing a joke on him by telling him that her mother, her sister, and her best friend hated him, she was no doubt playing a joke on him that she slept with one of his brothers.
Yet, why would she even say that? That's not even funny. With her knowing how jealously possessive he is, her telling him that she had sex with one of his brothers was just being mean and nasty. Even if she didn't have sex with one of his brothers, she's already implanted the image of her having sex with one of his brothers in his mind.
Yeah, sure, he told her that he slept with her mother, her sister, and her best friend but based on her lackluster reaction to his confessions, he knew she didn't believe him. Besides, with her already knowing that her mother, her sister, and her best friend hating him, she already had the inside scoop that her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend would never have sex with him. Now with her confessing her sexual sin of sleeping with one of his brothers, he didn't know if he should believe that she had sex with one of his brothers or not. Even with him married to her for fifteen years and knowing her for twenty years, with her maintaining a straight face, he couldn't tell if she was lying or not. No longer able to read her but giving her the benefit of the doubt that she didn't have sex with one of his brothers, he couldn't tell if she was joking in playing an April Fools' joke on him or if she was serious in her confession.
* * * * *
"My brother? You slept with my brother? No way. Ha, ha, very funny. I don't believe you. You wouldn't sleep with my brother. You wouldn't do that to me. Besides, my brother wouldn't sleep with you. He wouldn't do that to me," he said.
She made a face, sighed, and rolled her eyes.
"I did sleep with your brother, Roger, and your brother slept with me," she said with a shrug.
Getting angry over her joke, he looked at her as if he could strangle her.
"You're just saying that because I confessed that I slept with your mother, your sister, and your best friend. Right? In the way that you said that your mother, sister, and best friend all hate me, this is just your way of getting back at me. Right? Ha, ha, very funny but sorry, I don't believe you. There's just no way that you'd sleep with one of my brothers and there's just no way that one of my brothers would ever sleep with you," he said with a self-righteous, confident smile.
Not believing her for a second, yet unable to remove the image from his mind of her having sex with his brother, he looked at her while waiting for her to tell him that she was just kidding. He imagined her naked with one of his brothers. He imagined one of his brothers naked with her. He imagined one of his brothers kissing her while touching and feeling her everywhere he's only been allowed to touch and feel her.
He looked at her while waiting for her to tell him that her mother, sister, and best friend hating him and her sleeping with one of his brothers was nothing more than her April Fools' joke she played on him. He looked at her while waiting to tell her that he having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend was his April Fools' joke played on her. With her always getting the better of him when playing practical jokes, just once he wanted to play a joke on her that got the better of her. Only, this time, just like all of the other times that he tried playing a practical joke on her, with her doing it yet again, the joke was on him.
"Trust me. I did. I did sleep with your brother. I slept with your brother. I had sex with your brother," she said again. "We had sex. He did me and I did him. It was a beautiful thing," she said.
'A beautiful thing? Is that what she just said?'
With her using the exact same word phrase that he used when he described what it was like to have sex with her mother, without a doubt, he now knew that she was pulling his leg. With her able to maintain a straight face that made her sometimes difficult to read, as in the way she was difficult to read now, he knew she was kidding. At least, he hoped she was kidding about having sex with his brother. He hoped she was joking. For sure, absolutely without a doubt, he knew she was joking. She had to be joking. She'd never have sex with one of his brothers and none of his brothers would ever have sex with her.
He didn't believe his wife, the love of his life, had sex with one of his brothers but unable to remove the image of her having sex with one of his brothers, he didn't know what to believe. He trusted his wife not to have sex with anyone, especially with one of his brothers. She had to be joking. Just as none of his brothers would ever have sex with her, she'd never have sex with any of his brothers. In the way she'd never have sex with any man, there was absolutely no way that she'd ever have sex with any of his brothers.
In the way that he made a joke of his sexual fantasies that he had of her mother, her sister, and her best friend, obviously, she was making a joke of the sexual fantasy that she had of his brother. Ha! Ha! Very funny. Yet, even a sexual fantasy that she may have had of one of his brothers was disturbing enough to anger him. If she was going to have any sexual fantasies, she had better have sexual fantasies of him and no one else. Different for a man to have sexual fantasies of a woman than it is for a woman to have sexual fantasies of a man, he didn't want his wife to be sexually fantasizing over any man, other than him, especially one of his brothers.
Nonetheless with her making up stories or not, the image of her kissing his brother while his brother's hands were all over her beautiful, naked body took hold of him as if he had been electrocuted. Sickening him while making him dizzy with rage, he couldn't help but imagine his brother touching her and feeling her in all the places where she only allowed him to touch and feel her. Making him feel special as if he was the chosen one, he always liked thinking that he was the only man she's ever been with sexually. Now, with that thought tarnished, even if it was only a joke, she put the image in his head of her with another man, with one of his brothers of all people, and that image can never be removed.
A dangerous game he played by confessing he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, now with his April Fools' joke backfiring on him, he didn't like it one bit when she told him she slept with his brother. Now the imagined image of her naked while in his brother's arms ran through his head in the way of a runaway freight train leaving the tracks and plunging down a mountain before exploding in a million pieces. With her turning his own joke around on him, as always she does, he gave her the angry reaction that he had hoped to receive from her. Not fair and not right, he could never get her in the way that she could always get him.
Suddenly, he imagined one of his brothers kissing her, French kissing her while feeling her through her clothes and before imagining them together naked. The imagined image of his brother feeling and fondling her big tits while fingering and sucking her huge nipples, made him crazy with jealousy and possessiveness. The imagined image of her soft hand wrapped around one of his brother's hard cocks while he felt her firm breasts and fingered her erect nipples was a difficult image to imagine and even a harder one to remove. The imagined image of her stroking one of his brother's cocks before lowering her head to suck one of his brother's cocks took hold of his imagination and took hold of his mind as if it was happening now before his eyes. The imagined image of her making love to one of his brother's pricks before fucking one of his brother's pricks made him as angry as it made him sad.
With her knowing what his reaction would be to her telling him that she had sex with one of his brothers, a dangerous game she was now playing, how dare she tell him that she had sex with one of his brothers? This had better be a joke. She had better be kidding him. Because if she really did have sex with one of his brothers, he'd kill them both.
She's his wife and he's his brother, if it's true that they had sex, how can they do that to him? Why would they do that to him? With her arms draped around one of his brother's necks and her long, shapely legs wrapped around one of his brother's backs, the imagined image of her making love to one of his brothers before fucking one of his brothers filled him with anger and rage. He'd really be pissed if she allowed one of his brothers to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. Just as he couldn't imagine one of his brother's cocks in her mouth, he couldn't imagine another man's cock in her pussy.
'How dare she? How could she?'
Even if this was a joke and he knew it was, it had to be, how could she say that she had sex with one of his brothers to him? How dare she even have those thoughts of having sex with one of his brothers? Pushing his buttons in the way that he had tried to push her buttons and miserably failed, his joke hit the ground and burst in flames when her joke was still flying high while gathering momentum. With her pushing all of his buttons in the way of pushing all of the buttons of an elevator going to the top floor, he lingered at each thought of her having sex with one of his brothers before moving to the next sexual image.
With her knowing how possessively jealous he is, why would she say that to him? What's wrong with her for playing this sort of April Fools' joke on him, especially when she knows that he's gullible enough to believe whatever she said. This wasn't funny. It was mean. In the way that she obviously didn't believe that he had sex with her mother, sister, and best friend, he believed she had sex with his brother.
The imagined image of her blowing his brother, his brother cumming in her beautiful mouth, and her swallowing his brother's cum filled him with rage. Unless the man forced himself on her, he couldn't even imagine another man's prick in her hand never mind in her mouth. Only, in a moment of reprieve from his lunacy for him to prove to himself that this was all just a joke, he regained his sanity long enough to ask his question of validation. He knew once he asked her which one of his brothers she slept with her story would collapse and her joke would turn to shit. He knew that once he asked her his question of validation that she'd confess that she was just playing an April Fools' joke on him by telling him that she had sex with one of his brothers.
It serves her right that he finally didn't believe her and that she couldn't get him with this stupid joke. If this was her idea of a joke, her April Fools' joke wasn't funny at all. His joke was funnier than her joke only, with her mother never liking him, her sister disliking him even more, and her best friend hating him, she never believed that any of them would have sex with him. With her mother, sister, and best friend hating him, his joke was ridiculously stupid.
He was pathetic. He was the joke. The joke was on him. He could never fool his wife. She was always too smart for him. In the way she could always see through his stupid jokes, he couldn't never see through her elaborate schemes.
* * * * *
'Ha! Ha! April Fools' to me,' he thought to himself. 'With me never knowing that the three women in her life hate him, now he can't tell if she slept with his brother or not.'



He looked at her while still trying to read her and while still trying to see if she was telling him the truth of playing him.
"Tell me as proof for me to believe that you had sex with one of my brothers," he said staring at her eyes while waiting for her to expose her story as a lie and as a joke by her revealing an involuntary and telling facial expression. "Which one of my brothers seduced you? Which one of my brothers had their wicked, sexual way with you? Which one of my brothers did you suck and fuck?"
As soon as he uttered suck and fuck in reference to one of his brothers he was sickened. Trying his best to suppress his anger, wishing he could but unable to laugh at her joke, he felt the rage within him coming to a full boil. He could feel his face turning red. He could feel that vein in his forehead threatening to explode. With his heart pounding and his pulse racing, he could feel himself sweating. Trying to control his temper, he had to continually tell himself that what she confessed was all a joke. Her mother, sister, and best friend didn't hate him and she did not have sex with one of his brothers.
'Ha! Ha! It was just an April Fools' joke. Ha! Ha! Very funny. You got me again,' he imagined saying to his wife.
Already getting angry, very angry, too angry, he looked at her with his full fury of rage that showed on his face and that she had now unleashed with her stupid April Fools' joke. Unable help himself, he gave her the reaction that she failed to give him when he told her that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Only, as soon as he asked her the question, assuring himself that she was telling him a lie and playing a joke on him, he relaxed. Instead of expecting an answer from her, he expected her to laugh.
'Ha! Ha! April Fools'! Ha! Ha! I got you.'
She got him again. She did it again. Every time he plays a practical joke on her, she plays a better one on him. She sees through him and through his jokes all the time. He wished he wasn't so gullible. He wished she wasn't so believable. Just once, he'd love to turn the tables on her.
"Which one?"
"Yeah," he said. "Which one?"
She looked at him with a face full of confusion.
"Which one what?"
She looked at him as if she didn't understand his question when, of course, she did. Obviously, she was stalling for time. Obviously continue to play her joke, she couldn't even answer his question. She knew what he meant by asking her the question which one. Obviously, that was the extent of her joke. Obviously, he had stumped her for the joke to end.
"Which one of my brothers did you supposedly sleep with and which one of my brothers had sex with you?"
She gave him a smart, smug look that he didn't like, never liked seeing on her face. Whenever she looked at him like that, she made him feel stupid. Granted she was smart, smarter than him but, with some things better off left unsaid, he didn't like it when she acted like she was smarter than he was. She didn't like it when she acted superior to him even though he knew she was. They both knew that he wasn't the brightest man but he was a good man and an honest man. He was a man who truly loved his wife. How many men whether smart or dumb could say that they truly loved their wives?
"Which one?"
Obviously, stalling for time, she was aggravating him now by playing stupid. If one of his brothers had sex with his wife, with Gwen never willingly having sex with any of his brothers, his brother forced himself on her. So crazy with lust for his wife in the way that he imagined any man would be over the prospect of having sex with Gwen, he must have raped her. He wondered which of his brothers would be so crazed to want his wife so much to rape her. Leaving the police out of it, whichever one it was, he needed to get him help. He needed to forgive him, as long as Gwen could forgive him for raping her too.
"Yes, which one of my brothers did you have sex with, Steve, Jim, or Dave?"
Now with him backing her in a corner, any second now, she'll yell out, 'April Fools'!' Yet, instead of yelling out April Fools, she paused in her answer to sit back in her chair while giving him a sexual stare. Then, she gave him a smug smile in the way that he had given her an arrogant smile when he told her that he not only slept with her mother but also he slept with her sister and best friend. With her still not answering his question, he waited for her to respond.
Taunting him and teasing him as if sexually seducing him with her mind games, he watched her push her chair back. Then, something she's never done before, she put her feet on the dining room table as if she was sitting behind her desk relaxing. Watching her playing out her joke, he couldn't believe his eyes with what she did next. Shocking the shit out of him, he never expected her to do this.
As if she was a whore in a whorehouse, she lifted her butt up to lift nightgown to her waist. As if she was offering herself to him for sex, she spread her legs to expose her blonde, trimmed pussy to him. Even though he's seen his wife's cunt thousands of times, he couldn't help himself from staring at her pussy. Just as was the rest of her, she had a beautiful pussy. Then, finally, she answered his question.
* * * * *
"All three of them," she said sexually teasing him by rubbing her clit. She was already glistening wet and he watched her finger disappear inside of her. "Not only did I have sex with Steve but also I had sex with Jim and with Dave too."
Even though he now knew she was lying on the pretense of telling him a stupid April Fools' joke, what more upset him than her making up a story of sleeping with all three of his brothers was her acting like a whore. Not liking her to act like the whore that he knew she wasn't, he shoved her feet from the table.
"Cover yourself," he said pushing at her bathrobe.
He watched her lift her butt up again to pull her nightgown down before closing her robe. If he wasn't so upset about her telling him that she slept with all three of his brothers, he would have moved his hand between her legs to finger her. As horny as he was upset now, had his rage not overruled his libido, what he would have done instead of shoving her feel from the table, with her blonde pussy so exposed, is to lean down to lick her and eat her.
Yet, as if she was an evil witch, a no good whore of a bitch, taunting him and teasing him, she continued smiling her wickedness at him. What the Hell is wrong with her? What's gotten into her? She's never acted like this before. With her playing the part of a wicked whore, now he couldn't help but wonder if she did have sex with his three brothers.
In the way that she gave him no reaction to his confessions when he confessed that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, he gave her plenty of reaction to her confession of sleeping with all of his three brothers. How dare she say that she slept with all three of his three brothers when obviously she didn't? Why would she even joke about that? She knew how angry he'd be and how much her confessing that she had sex with his three brothers would upset him. He didn't believe her, of course, yet now the image of her having sex with his three brothers took up permanent residence in his brain. In the way of a tenant not paying his rent, the sexual image of his wife with his three brothers was an impossible image for him to remove.
"Seriously? You had sex with all of three of my brothers? Are you kidding me?" He stared at her while waiting for her to flinch. "You slept with all three of my brothers? I don't believe you."
He burned his eyes into her eyes. Then, when she gave him a look with a nod of her pretty head that it was true, having the urge to strangle the life from her, he looked at her as if he didn't know who she was anymore.
"I did. In the way that you had sex with my mother, my sister, and my best friend, I had sex with your three brothers," she said making a face as if saying they were even. "I sucked and fucked Steve, Jim, and Dave."
Even if she was only kidding, with him already going over to the dark side of wanting to murder her, he was pissed. Possessively jealous over her, even if she was just kidding about having sex with his three brothers, and if this was her idea of an April Fools' joke, it wasn't funny. In the way that he thought it was funny to tell her that he had sex with her mother, sister, and best friend, knowing she'd never believe him, he didn't think it funny for her to tell him that she had sex with his three brothers.
"What the Hell is wrong with you? Are you nuts? I could almost understand you being sexually attracted to one of my brothers enough to have sex with him but why would you sleep with all three of my brothers? Why would my brothers do that to me by sleeping with you? How could you? How could they? Fuck! God damn it Gwen!"
He slammed his fist on the dining room table while looking at her as if he didn't believe that she'd sleep with any one of his brothers never mind all three of his brothers.
"Calm down Roger. You're scaring the dog," she said giving him an uneasy look.
Even though he was upset, there was still a glimmer of disbelief. There was still the real possibility that she was playing a joke on him.
"Calm down? How in the Hell can I calm down after you confessed to sucking and fucking my three brothers," he said giving her a hard look.
Actually with his brothers all horny men lusting over his wife for years, in the way that he never lusted over their wives, he could understand how all three of his brothers would want to have sex with his wife. With him the youngest of the four brothers, he didn't understand why she'd want to sleep with any of his three, older brothers. With him the best looking of the four brothers and with his brothers' three wives always sexually teasing him and flirting with him, they all wanted him sexually when he didn't want any of them sexually. With his three brothers always sexually teasing her and flirting with her, it was obvious that his three brothers would have no compunction in having sex with her.
Yet, with her never fueling their flame, it was obvious to him that she didn't want any of them in the way that he didn't want any of their wives. Still, he didn't understand. In the way that he understood why his three brothers would want to have sex with his wife, he didn't understand why his wife would want to have sex with any of his three brothers, especially when she showed no interest in them before.
He'd never want to have sex with any of his sisters-in-law when he had Gwen. Based on that logic, why would Gwen want to have sex with any of his three brothers when she had him? Yet, now with her confessing to sleeping with his three brothers, he wondered if she still loved him in the way he thought she did and in the way that he still loved her. Going back and forth, he didn't believe her. He didn't know what to believe. Yet, what if it's not a joke. What if she's telling him the truth?
Something he'd never do, he'd never disrespect his brothers by sexually violating his brothers' wives by sleeping with any of them. He'd never trash the trust his brothers had in him by having sex with any of their wives. Yet, here he is listening to his wife's sexual confession that not only did she have sex with one of his brothers but also that she had sex with all three of his brothers. If he had a gun, he'd shoot his brothers for having sex with his wife. Only, he didn't believe her. It was just a joke. Right?
"I'm sorry," said Gwen. "Things just happened. With one thing leading to another, somehow the sex got out of hand. What started out as a simple kiss, turned into your brothers groping me through my clothes, and you know how much I love being groped through my clothes while being kissed," she said swooning.
"Oh, my God," he said.
"Then, what started out groping your brothers cocks through their pants while kissing them, turned into them removing their cocks from their pants and me giving them a hand job before they pushed my head down for me to give them all blowjobs," she said.
"Oh, my God," he said.
"I blew your three brothers. I sucked their cocks. Sorry, really I am. The next thing I knew, I was in bed with them and we were naked. The next thing I knew, I was making love to them and they were fucking me, really pounding my pussy," she said with an apologetic shrug. "Oh, my God, they all gave me such orgasms."
"Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God," he said holding his head in his hands. "Why? Why? Why?"
Sitting there so ruined and so devastated by her obvious true sexual confessions of having sex with his three brothers, he looked the way Nancy Kerrigan did when Tanya Harding's husband hit her knee with a baseball bat at the ice skating Olympics.
"If it makes any difference, I didn't sleep with them all at the same time. I didn't have an orgy, if that's what you're thinking," she said.
He looked up at her with a look of confusion on his face.
"It doesn't make any difference if you slept with them one at a time or all at once. The fact that you slept with my three brothers is the issue," he said avoiding her look.
He hung his head in shame.
"I only said that because I wanted you to know that I may be a little slutty, but I'm not a whore. If you need to cast blame somewhere, don't blame me and don't blame your brothers. Blame that damn Cosmopolitan magazine for putting sexual thoughts in my head," she said with anger before giving him a dirty laugh.
She gave him a loving smile as if her not having sex with all three of his three brothers at the same time made any difference in her unfaithfulness to him and betrayal of him. He couldn't believe what she was saying. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. He only wished she had sex with her best friend, Heather, instead of with all three of his brothers. Gwen, his loving wife and the love of his life, just confessed to having sex with his three brothers. Unless this was her continuation of her April Fools' joke, surely she wouldn't confess such a thing if it wasn't true. Right?
Only, he made sexual confessions about having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend that weren't true so why wouldn't she make the same sexual confessions about his three brothers? Obviously with his sexual confessions encouraging her sexual confessions and for her to volunteer her sexual confessions of sleeping with his three brothers, she must believe his sexual confessions that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. This whole April Fools' joke is nothing more than an out of control fiasco. Now he wished he had never told her that he had sex with her mother, sister, and best friend.
"Actually, I wasn't thinking of you having an orgy with my three brothers," he said while trying to remain calm by not thinking of her naked with any of his brothers never mind with all three of his brothers.
He tried keeping the thought alive that everything she said and all that she confessed was just part of her April Fools' joke. He tried thinking of something else to not encourage his thoughts of him strangling her room to grow for her sexual unfaithfulness with his brothers. Instead, as if she was his slutty daughter instead of his whore of a wife, he admonished her with a stern look. Having already shown her his rage but calmer now, he'd have to fall in her trap again and believe her stupid joke for him to give her more than just a stern look.
Even though she had him hooked, he still wasn't buying it. She wouldn't have sex with his three brothers and none of his three brothers would have sex with her, his wife, the love of his life. That's for sure. Then, in the way he gave her all of the explicit, sexual details of him having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, she began giving him more details of the forbidden, sexual union that she had with his three brothers.
"I slept with each of them over the years, whenever the opportunity presented itself. You know me when it comes to sex, always horny and always ready. You know me when it comes to stroking, sucking, and fucking cock," she said with a smile on her face. "Just as my mother, sister, and best friend do, unable to get enough of it, I love cock."
When she said that she loves cock in reference to his three brothers, his heart hurt and his head ached.
"Oh, God," he said rocking back and forth in his chair as if he was a mentally insane person in an asylum.
She gave him a sad look of apology.
"Unable to control myself, I love giving hand jobs as much as I love giving blowjobs and as much as I love getting laid," she said so insensitively while fingering the impression of her nipples that suddenly emerged through her bathrobe. "If you know how slutty my sister Genevieve is, think of me as a super sexual version of her but without being so lewd, lascivious, and crass."
"Oh, God," he said looking over at her as the realization that this was no joke took hold of his mind.
With her continuing to paint him a sexual image, all he could think about were his brothers' cocks in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. "All it takes for me to get going is for a man to kiss me while feeling me through my clothes," she said closing her eyes and swooning again as if she was being kissed and felt through her clothes.
Unable to formulate the words to speak, while imagining his three brothers kissing her while feeling her through her clothes, he sat there in shocked silence before he blurted out his disbelief. Was she telling the truth or was she telling him a joke? He didn't know. He couldn't tell. She was so convincing in her confession. Suddenly, possessing him and taking ownership of him in a fit of rage, he could feel his hands around her neck choking the life out of her beautiful body for sleeping with his three brothers.
"I don't know what to say? I'm stunned. I'm shocked. I can't believe you had sex with my three brothers. I feel so betrayed," he said. "I feel so humiliated. How could you do that to me, your loving husband? Why would they do that to me, their own brother?"
With him having no one to trust, he felt like crying. With him betrayed by his wife having sex with his three brothers and his three brothers having sex with her, he felt like screaming. In the way that he figured she would have done when he confessed to having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, he wanted to break something. With her giving him no reaction at all, he showed her his rage. Instead of giving him a look of compassion, instead of telling him April Fools', as if this was all his fault, she made a sour face of contempt at him.
"If I understand this correctly, with you adhering to a double standard, what's good for the gander is not good for the goose? Is that it Roger? Are you saying that it's okay for you to have sex with my mother, my sister, and my best friend but it's not okay for me to have sex with your three brothers? In my book, with you already confessing to having sex with my mother, my sister, and my best friend, my having sex with your three brothers would make us even."
She was right, of course, but he never thought she'd actually have sex with his three brothers just as he never thought she'd turn his April Fools' joke on him yet again. Her math was correct, of course, except for the fact that he didn't have sex with her mother, her sister, or her best friend. What she did in reality by having sex with his three brothers, he did only in his dreams when having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. What she confessed to doing in having sex with his three brothers, he never did with her mother, sister, and best friend.
"It's different for a man than it is for a woman. An extramarital affair is only sex to a man. An extramarital affair to a woman is more than sex. It's love. It's romance. It's commitment," he said.



She gave him her face of skepticism.
"Obviously, just as my mother, my sister, and my best friend love kissing you and sucking your cock as much as I love kissing you and sucking your cock, I loved kissing your brothers and sucking their cocks too," she said. "Obviously, just as my mother, my sister, and my best friend, don't love you, if anything, they all hate you, having sex with your brothers wasn't love for me either. In the way that it was just sex to you, it was just sex to me too," she said with defiance.
She looked at her husband with love while he looked at her with anger.
"It's just sex. Is that it? It's just sex and it doesn't mean anything to you that you've ruined all of these lives by breaking up four marriages with you sleeping with my three brothers," he said with rage.
She nodded her head and shrugged before giving him an understanding smile.
"In that regard Roger, when it comes to sex, newsflash, women are no different from men. When it comes to sex, Roger, newsflash, women are just as horny as men. Women loved being kissed and felt through their clothes just as men loved being kissed and felt through their clothes. Women love giving oral sex as much as they love receiving oral sex," she said as if giving him a sex education class about the birds and the bees.
All too real, the imagined image of her on her knees and sucking each of his brothers filled him with a rage that he's never felt before. The imagined image of his three brothers putting a hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and ejaculating their cum in her mouth, filled him with rage at the thought of her swallowing their cum. Hoping that she'd come clean and tell him that this was all just an April Fools' joke that she was playing on him, he so wanted to tell her that he was just playing an April Fools' joke on her too. Only with her already getting the better of him by telling him that her mother, her sister, and her best friend hated him, he was ready to pull the plug on this April Fools' joke by telling her that he was just kidding. By telling him that she's slept with his three brothers and with him giving her more of a reaction to her confession than she gave him to his confessions, his April Fools' joke badly backfired on him while her April Fools' joke was just beginning.
"None of it sounds fair when you put it that way," he said hanging his head.
Only, instead of allowing him to admonish her, instead of being embarrassed and/or feeling guilt and shame, she looked as if she was enjoying confessing her sins to him too much for this to be an April Fools' joke. In the way that he had become sexually excited in giving her the sexual details of having sex with her mother, she looked as if she was becoming sexually aroused just by giving him the shockingly, explicit, sexual details of her having sex with his three brothers. So shocking for him to believe before, now he suspected that she really did have sex with his three brothers.
Suddenly he felt drained. Suddenly, he felt empty. Suddenly he felt so tired, so forlorn, and so depressed. Suddenly, he wanted to kill everyone, his three brothers, and her before killing himself. With his whole world crumbling around him, he wished this was just a bad dream, a nightmare that would end as soon as he opened his eyes.
"Just as you enjoyed fingering and licking my mother, my sister, and my best friend's pussy, I loved it when Steve, Jim, and Dave fingered and licked my pussy," she said filling his mind with more of the sexual details. "Just as you loved having my mother, my sister, and my best friend sucking your cock, I loved sucking the cocks of your three brothers."
The imagined image of his three brothers positioned between her shapely thighs took hold of him in the way of a fever. The imagined image of her on her knees in front of his three brothers while sucking their pricks made him insane. Unable to think of anything else, all he could think of her sucking and fucking his brothers while they licked and fucked her. When he just wanted to put his hands over his ears and scream for him not to hear her talking, she gave him a sexually excited look as if recalling Steve, Jim, and Dave fingering and licking her pussy. How could she do this to him? How could his brothers have sex with his wife?
"I'm sure you did enjoy having your pussy fingered and licked," he said.
After she convinced him that she had sex with his three brothers, he tried showing her as much maturity and understanding as she showed him when he confessed that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Unable to remove the surreal, sexual images from his mind, he gave her an empty look while imagining Steve, Jim, and Dave fingering and licking her pussy. Unable to remove the surreal, sexual images from his mind, he looked through her while imagining her sucking his brothers before fucking his brothers.
"Oh, my God, making me their whore, they all gave me such great orgasms with their fingers, their mouths, and their cocks," she said swooning before laughing gleefully while angering him even more.
She gave him a sexually excited look and he gave her a stare that would incinerate her if she was holding anything combustible.
"I'm sure they did make you their whore and I'm sure you are their whore...whore," he said with venom.
No longer looking at her as his wife, he looked at her as if she was a whore, a cock sucking, cum slut of a whore.
"Just as they were all so into me, no pun intended," she said with a dirty laugh. "I was so into them. With you the only man I ever had sex with and with me unable to control my sexual lust for them, I was hungry for their cocks. I was starving for their stiff pricks."
Yet, still not believing her and not believing a word she said, nonetheless Roger hung his head in shame while hoping beyond hope that she wasn't telling him the truth about having sex with his three brothers. For sure, she's just telling him a joke. Getting him again, any second she'll yell the real truth.
'April Fools',' he imagined her screaming at the top of her lungs to immediately diffuse the situation.
How dumb can he be? No matter what she tells him, he believes her. No matter what joke she plays on him, he falls for it. Just once, he wished he could get her in the way she gets and he thought that he could with his April Fools' joke but obviously, he didn't.
Torn between believing her and not believing her, he didn't know what to believe. Yet, with her acting so sincere in confessing her sexual infidelity with having sex with his three brothers, he found it difficult not to believe her. He was angry with himself for not being able to tell if she was joking or not in the way that she always could with him. Suddenly a wave of anger washed over him in the way of a giant tsunami coming to shore. Even if she was kidding him by elaborating on her joke, the sexual details of her confession of her having sex with his three brothers was so very believable that it was difficult for him to hear.
Possessing him as if in a spell, the images of her naked with his three, naked brothers controlled his every thought. Now, he couldn't erase the imagined, sexual images from his crazed mind of her being intimate with Steve, Jim, and Dave. It didn't even matter that he believed her or didn't believe her. The vivid images that she drew him and that his mind painted of her having sex with someone else paralyzed his brain from thinking of anything else but her naked with his three, naked brothers.
Why would she? How dare she? Why would they? How dare they? No longer able to think clearly to discern if she was kidding or confessing the truth, his anger was a growing bonfire of rage fueled by the imagined images he had of her sucking and fucking his brothers.
Yet, giving her the slimmest shadow of doubt that this was her joke and that she didn't have sex with his brothers, she's not a slut. She's not a whore. She's his beautiful wife. A virgin when he married her, he liked believing that he was still the only man that she knew in the physical and Biblical sense of God's word.
Definitely, without a doubt, she's reenacting a sexy scenario from a story she read in Cosmopolitan magazine of a cheating wife having sex with her three brothers-in-law. Yeah, that's it. Of course, that's it. Just as he'd never cheat on her, Gwen would never cheat on him. This whole thing is just a joke, her April Fools' joke played on him.
Further, in respect of the sixth and ninth commandments, she'd never have sex with his brothers. Would she? She'd never fuck and suck his brothers. Would she? His brothers would never disrespect him and abuse his trust by cheating on him with his wife. Would they?
In the way that he knew his brothers would never have sex with Gwen, he'd never have sex with any of his brothers' wives no matter how much they sexually teased and tempted them. In the way that he'd never cheat on Gwen to have sex with any of his brothers' wives or with her mother, sister, and/or best friend, he hoped she'd never have sex with any of his brothers. In the way that he'd never have sex with any of his brothers wives, no matter how much his brothers sexually lusted over Gwen, he hoped his brothers would never betray him by having sex with his wife.
Would they? Would she? Nah, knowing his brothers were better than that and trusting them more than that, even if she threw herself at them, which she never would, they'd never have sex with his wife. With him having to trust someone and with him having to believe in something, just as his wife would never betray him and disrespect him like that, his brothers would never betray him and disrespect him like that either.
With Gwen confessing that she and his brothers broke two of the Ten Commandments, Thou shall not commit adultery and Thou shall not covet your neighbor's wife, or more inappropriately, thou shall not covet your brother's wife, he was stunned. Something he thought he'd never do, as payback, her confession made him want to have sex with the wives of his three brothers in addition to having real sex instead of just fantasy sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Only, he wasn't sexually attracted to any of his brothers' wives in the way his brothers were obviously sexually attracted to his wife and in the way that his three sisters-in-laws were obviously sexually attracted him.
With him so sexually attracted to her mother, sister, and best friend, he could certainly understand his brothers' sexual attraction to his wife. Yet, sexually fantasizing of having sex with someone is one thing but actually doing the dirty deed is something else entirely. Now he wondered, even if Gwen didn't have sex with any of his brothers, if she fantasized over having sex with any one of them or all of them.
Maybe she's thought about having sex with one of them or all of them. Maybe in the way that he dreams and sexually fantasizes over Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather, Gwen dreams and sexually fantasizes over Steve, Jim, and Dave. With his sexual confessions of having sex with her mother, sister, and best friend just sexual fantasies that morphed into his April Fools' joke, maybe her sexual confessions of having sex with his three brothers is just her sexual fantasies that morphed into her April Fools' joke.
Yet, that's it. She's just joking. Of course. Without a doubt. She's just kidding him that she had sex with his three brothers.
'Ha! Ha!'
Able to trust his wife completely, he has nothing to worry about. Everything is fine. She got him again.
'Ha! Ha!'
Only with him having an inkling that her sexual confession were true, he had to keep telling himself that it was just a joke for him to believe that it was just a joke. Just as Dorothy in the Wizard of Oz closed her eyes and repeated, 'I want to go home. I want to go home. I want to go home,' he silently repeated to himself, 'She's just joking. She's just joking. She's just joking.'
In the way she confessed to supposedly having sexual relations with his three brothers, even though she's apparently fantasized about having sex with his three brothers, she'd never have sex with any of his brothers. In the way that he confessed to having sexual relations with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, even though he fantasized about having hot sex with all three of them, he'd never have sexual relations with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Yet, now, with her going the extra mile by filling in some of the sordid, sexual details of her confessed affairs, she'd have to tell him that she didn't have sex with his three brothers for him to believe her.
She'd have to tell him that it was all an April Fools' joke for him to believe her. Yet, even then, with him as quick and not as bright in figuring out things as she obviously is, he still wouldn't know what to believe. There'd always be that niggling shadow of a doubt, did she suck and fuck them or didn't she? He may never know the truth.
Something so unbelievable yet obviously so true, how could he get over that not only did his loving wife cheat on him but also she confessed to cheating on him with his three brothers? Moreover, how could he ever forgive his three brothers for so betraying him by sleeping with his wife? Is there no one that he can trust? Is there nothing he can believe in, not the sanctity of marriage and not the respectful loyalty of his brothers, his family, and his own blood? Hopefully, this is nothing more than her April Fools' joke played on him.
"Okay," said Roger trying his best to be as understanding, forgiving, and supportive as she was when he told her that he slept with her mother, sister, and best friend. "I'm glad you told me that you had sex with my three brothers," he said taking a big, deep breath while trying to remain calm.
Pussy for cock, three for three, seemingly they were equal in their infidelity. Only, his infidelity with her mother, her sister, and her best friend was all just imagined, sexual fantasies, dreams that he had, and an April Fools' joke. Her sexual infidelity with his three brothers was seemingly was for real. As if playing a chess match, surely, had she really had sex with his three brothers, with him having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, that surely would equal if not top her sleeping with his three brothers. Only, just a joke, he didn't really have sex with her mother, her sister, or with her best friend. Obviously with her not done yet, she looked at him to give him a sad, nervous smile.
"I'm so very sorry but that's not all," she said. "I have another confession to make."
To be continued...
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Chapter Twelve -- "I slept with your father too."
"I'm so very sorry but that's not all. There's more that I have to confess," she said looking at him with her big, blue, beautiful eyes.
How could he ever get angry over anything she had to confess, even if it was having sex with his three brothers, when she's so very beautiful?
"You do?
"Yes. I have another confession to make," she said wringing her hands in her lap.
Another confession? Her sleeping with his three brothers wasn't enough? He looked at her with shock when she told him that she had another confession to make. He only had the three brothers.
"That's not all? What do you mean that's not all? There's more to your confession than you having sex with my three brothers? How could there be more? I only have three brothers," he said snidely while raising his voice.
"I'm sorry," she said looking as if she meant it.
He looked at her dazed with disbelief. When she looked at him in that way, even though he was married to her, he just want to run away with her. Running from their stupid April Fools' jokes and her confessions, he just wanted to put everything behind him and go far away. Yet, now he was curious. What more can she possibly confess now that she hasn't already confessed?
"After confessing that you had sex with my three brothers, what else could you possibly have to confess? Did you buy an expensive pair of shoes that you're afraid to tell me about? Tell me. As your husband, I demand to know," he said with as much anger as he had nervousness by her anticipated response to his question. "What more do you have to confess?"
She looked at him with love in the way that she looked at him with understanding when he told her that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
"I also slept with your father," she said not wasting any time and coming right to the point in the way she confessed to him when she told him that she slept with his three brothers.
As if he was watching a soap opera unfold, he continued looking at her with shocked disbelief.
"My father? Seriously? My Dad?" He looked at her as if she was insane and if she slept with his father, she was mad. "Are you kidding me? You had sex with my Dad? I don't believe you," he said with a face full of hurt. "No frigging way! Why would you have sex with my Dad? Why would my Dad sleep with you?"
He looked at her with anger while trying to suppress his rage. He wanted to break something.
"Sorry Roger," she said.
She looked at him with sorrow and with fear.
"Actually, being that my Dad is a man, a horny man who loves younger woman, I can understand him wanting to have sex with you," he said as if talking to himself instead of to his wife. "Yet, I don't understand you wanting to have sex with my father," he said looking as if he wanted to kill his father.
"Sorry," she said.
"More than thirty-years older than you, seventy-years-old, my Dad is old. He's ten years older than your mother for Christ sakes. Why the Hell would you even want to have sex with him? If anything, I could understand your mother having sex with my Dad but not you having sex with my father."
It wasn't bad enough to learn that not only didn't her mother never like him, but her sister disliked him even more, and her best friend hated him. Now to hear that she had sex with not only his three brothers but also with his father is just too much to take. This is so unbelievable, totally unbelievable. Not only was he hurt but also he was insulted. He took her having sex with his brothers and father as a personal affront and a vicious attack on his manhood and seemingly his inability to sexually satisfy his wife.
If he didn't think that this was her April Fools' joke, he'd really be mad. Only, he didn't know what to believe. Was she telling the truth or was she still joking? Surely, he didn't believe all that she confessed about having sex with his brothers and especially now his father. She'd never sleep with his Dad.
Not believing her confessions for a second, how could she betray him by having sex with his brothers and now his father? She wouldn't do that. Would she? How could his brothers and his father betray him by having sex with his wife? They wouldn't do that. Would they?
Unless this was her April Fools' joke, why would she say any of this, all of this to him? Yet, in the way she looked at him with sincerity and talked to him with sexual passion, he sensed that this was no April Fools' joke. Even though he didn't want to believe her sexual confessions, he somehow knew that his beloved wife, the love of his life, really did have sex with not only his three brothers but also with his father. He was crushed. He was devastated. He was beyond anger.
Having known her long enough, most times he could tell if she was lying and/or making up a story to play a joke on him. With them always teasing one another and playing practical jokes on one another, he suspected that she wasn't teasing him and/or playing a practical joke on him. He believed that these were her real sexual confessions. He believed that Gwen had sex with his brothers and with his father.
She shrugged her apology, rolled her eyes, and sighed as if it was no big deal that she slept with most of the male members of his family. If he didn't understand her blasé attitude before when confessing that he slept with her mother, sister, and best friend, he certainly didn't understand her blasé attitude now after confessing to sleeping with not only his brothers but also his father. Seemingly just as it was no big deal that he slept with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, it was no big deal that she slept with his three brothers and his father. Obviously, if anything, in her mind they were even.
"Sorry but I did sleep with your father. It's true. Not only did I have sex with all three of your brothers but also I had sex with your father too," she said.
If only for revenge after his brothers and father had sex with his wife, he suddenly wanted to have sex with all three of his brother's wives and his father's, young, slutty, sexy girlfriend too. If only for revenge after her admitting to having sex with his brothers and father, not just fantasizing over it, he now wanted to have sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. He let go of her hand to hold his head in his hands.
Still not totally believing her and hoping this was all a nightmare of a joke, he couldn't believe what he was hearing. His wife, the love of his life, is a whore. His wife, the love of his life has had sex with other men and those other men were his brothers and his father.
How could she do this to him? Why would she do this to him? How could she make a fool of him? How could his brothers and his father so disrespect and dishonor him by having sex with his wife?
He took a big cleansing breath to calm himself and clear his head while telling himself that this was all just a joke. He took another big, cleansing breath while trying to formulate a question without his anger peppering his words in the verbal assault of his wife. Still giving her the benefit of the doubt in allowing her to reword what she confessed, he asked his question.
"When you say you slept with my three brothers and my Dad," he said pausing to look at her as if trying to understand and/or catch her in a lie to tell him that this was all just a joke. "You didn't just sleep with them or take a nap with them, you actually had sex with them. Right?"
Naked, naked, naked, as soon as he asked her if she had sex with his brother and father, he could imagine her naked and in bed with his naked brothers and with his naked father. Naked, naked, naked, as soon as he asked her if she had sex with his brothers and father, he could imagine her sucking them and fucking them. If she was going to tell him that this was all a joke, now or never, this was the time. As if she was his teenage daughter instead of his wife and as if he was her boring father instead of her crazed husband, she rolled her eyes and sighed.
"No, I didn't actually sleep with them or take a nap with them," she said sighing, making a face, and rolling her eyes. "Duh? I had sex with them, of course."
"Jesus," he mumbled.
"Why would I nap with them when I was naked with them and they were naked with me too? What do you think I did with them? Sleeping is the last thing I would want to do with your brothers and your father," she said with a loud laugh.
More believing that his brothers and/or father would force her to have sex with them rather than believing that she'd willingly and voluntarily have sex with his brother and his father, he stared at her still not sure if she was telling him the truth or making a joke. Hoping beyond hope, if the whole thing wasn't a joke, he hoped that it was just a onetime fluky thing when she was bored, tired, or drunk.
"Did they force you to have sex with you? Is that it? Did they strip you naked? Is that what happened? Did they rape you? Is that what they did to you?"
She looked at him as if he was nuts.
"Forced me? Stripped me naked? Raped me? No, of course not. It was a mutual sexual thing of lust. We both all wanted one another," she said. "We all wanted the same thing. We all wanted sex, Roger," she said with a big, shit assed grin.
Never wanting to hit or hurt his wife before, suddenly he wanted to slap the smile off of her face. Instead, playing along with her while pretending beyond all hope that she was still spoofing him, he asked her his next question.
"Was it just the one time that you had sex with my brothers and father?"
She looked at him in the way he looked at her when he accused her of losing her mind.
"One time? Just the one time? Seriously? God no," she said with a dirty laugh. "As if I was a caged animal, once my gate was open, I was raring to go."
She looked at him as if he was the one who was crazy. He looked at her as if he was crazy and surely he was. Having lost his mind over her sexual confessions, he didn't know if he should believe her or laugh over her April Fools' joke.
"How many times did you have sex with my brothers and father?"
She looked up at the ceiling as if the number of times she slept with his brothers and father was inscribed there. Then, she looked at him and gave him a shrug.
"God, I don't know. We had sex so very many times that it's all just a blur. I slept with each one of them dozens of times," she said as if she was admitting to overeating, drinking, or gambling.
"I see," he said feeling the rage welling up inside of him again.
"With never any two of them visiting me at the same time, one of your brothers or your father would visit me while you were working. Never leaving me alone, I always knew what they wanted. Never alone, I always had someone there with me. Seemingly, with your brothers and father as horny as you are, I was always fucking and/or sucking someone," she said with another dirty laugh.
Music to his ears before, suddenly he couldn't stand the sound of her voice. Suddenly something that he loved to hear, he hated the sound of her laugh. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. Gwen admitted to having sex with not only his three brothers and but also with his father, not once but dozens of times.
Trying to remain calm, he took another big breath to relax. This can't be happening. How can his wife, the love of his wife, go from a being a virtuous virgin and being a loving and faithful wife to confessing that she's an incestuous whore? Obviously she's lost her mind.
"In addition to having sexual intercourse with them," he said pausing in addressing his question to her to think how he wanted to word it.
Unsuccessful in his attempts, he tried to remove the disturbing, imagined images from his mind of his naked brothers and naked father with his naked wife. Unsuccessfully, he tried to remove the imagined images of her on her knees and sucking their pricks. Unsuccessfully, he tried to remove the imagined images of them cumming in her mouth and her swallowing their cum before asking her his question and saying something he'd regret saying. When he couldn't remove the disturbing sexual images from his mind of her giving his brothers and his father dozens of blowjobs, falling within himself, he fell silent.
"In addition to having sexual intercourse with them...what?"
He looked at her with hatred instead of with love before asking her what he needed to know.
"Did you blow them? Tell me. I need to know. Did you suck their cocks?" He looked at her with as much disbelief as he looked at her with hurt and suffering sorrow. "And if you did suck their cocks, did they cum in your mouth?" He lashed out his open hand before closing it in a fist as if he was a conductor of an orchestra ordering them to stop playing. "And if they did cum in your mouth, did you swallow their cum?" Again he lashed out his open hand before closing it in a fist as if catching a fly in midair flight.
With her obviously nervous now by his angry interrogation, nonetheless still pushing his buttons to get his reaction to her sexual confessions in the way he never got her reaction to his sexual confessions, she leaned forward in her chair. Again, with her looking at him as if he was the crazy one, she didn't have to say anything for him to know that not only did she blow them all but also that they all ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed their cum. His beautiful wife is a cum slut.
"Duh? Yes, of course I blew them. I sucked all of their cocks over and again. Of course they ejaculated in my mouth. Double duh? What else was I supposed to do with a mouthful of cum other than to swallow it? You know I don't spit out cum after giving a blowjob. It's rudely disrespectful," she said. "Besides, it's not much of a blowjob unless the man ejaculates in my mouth and I swallow his cum," she said rolling her eyes and letting out a heavy sigh.
Suddenly, he felt as stupid as he felt used and deceived. If his brothers and father had sex with Gwen, of course she blew them and of course they ejaculated in her mouth and of course she swallowed their seed. Whether this is a joke or not, under the guise of him playing an April Fools' joke on her, it serves him right for confessing his lies that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Just for the sake of receiving an angry reaction from her, which he never got, it serves him right for telling her all of the explicit, sexual details of all that he did with the three women that are most important to her in her life.
Had he not told her that he slept with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, whether he slept with them or not, she never would have told him that she slept with his brothers and with his father. This was all his fault. He has no one to blame but himself for this joke fest of a fiasco. Obviously, whether it was a joke or she was telling the truth, in the way she can handle him sleeping with other women, he couldn't handle her sleeping with other men, especially when those other men are his brothers and his father.
"Okay," said Roger trying his best to remain calm. "I'm glad you told me that you sucked my brothers and father and that they all ejaculated in your mouth and you swallowed their cum," he said making an involuntary, sour face to show his repugnance of her giving his brothers and father blowjobs.
As if poking fun of him, giving him a Cheshire cat grin, she smiled at his sour face.
"Touché. Tits for cocks. Thank you for understanding and for being as mature about me having sex with your brothers and your father as I was when you confessed that you had sex with my mother, my sister, and my best friend," she said laughing.
Still not totally sure if she was telling him the truth or playing an April Fools' joke on him, he stared at her while wondering how to handle the details of her sexual confession. With him already giving her more of an angry reaction than she gave him, he didn't want her making any more of a fool of him than she's already made of him. He always falls for her jokes. She always gets him going only to tell him that it was just a joke.
"I love you enough to forgive you, Gwen, for whatever sexual transgressions you had with my brothers and my father. I'll deal with them later for taking sexual advantage of my wife," he said throwing his shoulders back, puffing out his chest, and holding his head high. "I'm man enough to put all of this behind us. Just as I understand my brothers and my father being sexually attracted to you, I understand you being sexually attracted to them. I just need to know," he said suddenly falling silent again.
She looked at him with curiosity.
"Know what?"
He looked at her with sadness and suffering sorrow.
"Is that it?"
She looked at him not understanding his meaning.
"Is what it?"
He looked at her with dreaded anticipation filled with trepidation.
"Is there anything else you need to confess? You may as well tell me everything now while I'm in the forgiving mood to hear your confessions," he said raising his voice. "Is there anyone else you had sex with or is that it? Tell me. I need to know. I deserve to know. I demand to know," he said.
He looked at her with a face full of lunacy.
"Know what?"
She looked at him with confusion. After having sex with his brothers and with his father, why wouldn't she have more to confess? If he was to blame anyone, he blamed himself. He was the one who started all of this by confessing that he had sex with her mother, sister, and best friend. Pussy for cock, obviously, she didn't understand why he was so angry that she had sex with his brothers and father.
"Do you have any new shoes hidden in under your side of the bed that you're not telling me about?"
She laughed.
"New shoes?"
He rolled his eyes and sighed.
"Whatever skeletons you have hiding in your closet, with me while I'm in a forgiving mood. Now is the time to tell me. I promise I won't be mad," he said raising his right hand as if swearing on a Bible. "This is my day of forgiveness and your day of absolution."
He laughed about the shoes. Knowing full well that her having sex with his brothers and with his father was the extent of her sexual list of infidelity, as if that wasn't enough, he knew there wouldn't be anyone else she had sex with other than his three brothers and his father. Besides knowing this was all just a joke, this April Fools' charade had gone on long enough. Only, just as she had shocked him before by confessing that she had sex with not only his three brothers but also with his father, she shocked him again with her next confession.
"Well..." she said. "Actually there is."
He gave her a wide eyed stare of amazement.
"What do you mean there is?"
* * * * *
Wife's Mom, Sister & Best Friend
Chapter Thirteen -- "I slept with Mike, your best friend and your boss, Jerry, too," said Gwen.
I just need to know, is that it?"
"Well..." she said. "Actually there is."
He gave her a wide eyed stare of amazement.
"What do you mean there is?"
"I slept with Mike, your best friend, and with Jerry, your boss too," she said.
He looked at her as if he was looking at someone else other than his loving wife. The virgin that he married and the loving wife that he thought she was had suddenly turned into a cock sucking, cum hungry, little whore. Apparently, no man was safe around her, not his brothers, nor his father, nor his best friend, and/or nor his boss. Just as he could no longer trust his wife to keep her mouth and her legs closed, he couldn't trust his brothers, his father, his best friend, and/or his boss not to cum inside of his wife's mouth and/or pussy.
'What the fuck?'



"Mike? You slept with Mike? My best friend? How could you? Why would you?" He couldn't believe what he was hearing. He remained silent while waiting for her to answer and when she didn't answer him with anything more than just a shrug of her shoulders, he continued. "With us together since childhood, and with him always having my back in the way that I've always had his back, he was the best man at our wedding. Why would he do that to me? Why would you sleep with him?"
Giving him a look mixed with sexual excitement and shame, she not only confessed to sleeping with his best friend but also she confessed to sleeping with his boss too. After already having confessed to having sex with his three brothers and with his father, she now confessed to having sexual relations with his best friend and his boss too. She confessed to having sex with six men.
Seemingly looking as sexually aroused as she looked amused by sharing her sexual escapades with her husband, apparently she wasn't looking for forgiveness. Obviously intent on getting him to react to her sexual confessions, she just seemed eager to share. With him opening the door by confessing his extramarital infidelities, he opened the door to her sexual confessions by telling her that he slept with her mother, sister, and best friend.
In the way that she said he hopes he has sex with his mother again so that she can watch, perhaps she's hoping he'll return the favor. Perhaps she's hoping that he'll suggest that she has sex again with his brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss so that he can watch too. Only, bad enough that he has the sexual images holding his mind hostage, he could never watch any man having sex with his wife, especially if those men were his brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss. With him always thinking that his wife was always so good, it was hard for him to wrap his brain around her being so bad and bad not in a good way.
"Yes," she said. "I slept with Mike."
As if burning a hole in her face with his eyes, he continued staring at her without talking before he asked her his next question.
"You slept with my boss too? How could you? Why would you?" He looked at her as if he hated her instead of loved her. "What the Hell is wrong with you? Have you totally lost your mind or are you just a nasty whore?"
She gave him the same smug look that he gave her when he told her that he slept with her mother, her sister, and her best friend. The six people he could trust, his three brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss, all violated his trust by having sex with his wife. How could they? How dare they?
Ready to sell their souls for sex, men are such dirty bastards when it comes to the opportunity of having sex with a beautiful woman, even if those men are his brothers, his father, his best friend, and/or his boss. If he had a gun in his hand right now, he'd shoot them all starting with her. He was glad he hid the bullets otherwise he'd be so tempted to get his gun, load his gun, and start shooting.
"Yes, to all of your questions," she said. "As well as sleeping with your three brothers and your father, I also slept with your best friend and your boss too. Obviously not only have I lost my mind over sex but also I'm a nasty whore," she said giving him a hard stare as if daring him to slap her.
He stared at her without saying anything before interrupting the silence with his outrage.
"I can't believe it. I just can't believe it," he said shaking his head with as much anger as he showed sorrow. "If it's not bad enough you having sex with my brothers and my father, I can't believe you had sex with my best friend and my boss too. Is there any man you haven't sucked and fucked?"
She shrugged him a smirk.
"You're not so innocent yourself with you having sex with my mother, my sister, and my best friend. With you cumming in all of their mouths and with them swallowing your cum, it sounds like you had some sexy fun too. If anything, with me having sex with the six men closest to you and you having sex with the three women closest to me, tits for cocks, I'd say we're even."
Her math was a little off in her favor. With her supposedly having sex with six men and him confessing to having sex with three women, even though he didn't have sex with anyone but his wife, for the time being it was a sexual standoff nonetheless. The difference is, of course, in the way she confessed to having had sex with his brothers, father, best friend, and boss, other than in his dreams and sexual fantasies, he never had sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend. They both remained silent while staring at one another.
"Why Gwen? Why?" He looked at her with a face full of disgust and consternation. "I don't understand. I thought we were so happy. I thought you loved me. I thought I was the only man in your life," he said.
As if she had already justified her answer in her mind, she didn't even have to ponder what she was going to say next.
"I was desperate to get pregnant," she said wringing her hands while showing him her nervousness and vulnerability for the first time. "I wanted a baby and when you couldn't give me a baby, I truly lost my mind," she said pausing in thought before continuing.
He took her hand again and gave it a squeeze.
"I'm sorry," he said and truly he was. "Having children was just never meant to be for us."
Knowing full well how much having a baby meant to her, he felt as guilty as he felt responsible for driving her to have sex with others with the hope of getting pregnant. She had tears welling up in her eyes but refusing to cry, she lifted her head with confidence and self-righteousness. Now instead of being angry with her, he just wanted to hold her. He just wanted to tell her that everything is okay and all is forgiven.
So what? In the scheme of things, it's just sex. Twenty years from now it won't be such the issue that it is now. It wasn't as if she loved any of these men. It wasn't as if she was going to leave him for any of these six men.
"I thought the next best thing would be for one of your brothers to give me a baby. Then, when they couldn't get me pregnant, I tried your father," she said. "I figured if one of them impregnated me with child, my baby would have their DNA and resemble you enough for you to never know that you weren't the father."
With everyone around her seemingly pregnant and already with children, he remembered how insane she had become in trying to get pregnant. She wanted a baby so very much. He understood her motives now but that was still no excuse for her having sex with not only his brothers but also with his father, his best friend, and even with his boss.
Yet, there was always that hopeful possibility that she wasn't telling him the truth. There was always that hopeful possibility that these sexual confessions where nothing more than her April Fools' joke. An elaborate April Fools' joke nonetheless, and with her getting the better of him yet again, she had him believing that she really had sex with his brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss.
'Ha! Ha! Very funny. April Fools'. I get it. The joke is on me.'
Only with her having sex with his best friend and his boss a stretch, now he didn't believe her. Now he knew this whole thing was nothing more than her April Fools' joke. She should have quit when she was ahead. She should have ended her joke with her having sex with his brothers and father. He may have more believed her then, even though he still wasn't entirely sure if she was telling the truth in sleeping with everyone or still joking him.
"I see," he said playing along with her while now suspecting the whole thing is a ruse. "I understand and I forgive you for having sex with my brothers and with my father but then why did you have sex with my best friend and my boss too?"
For the first time she looked away from him with shame.
"When your brothers and your father were unable to impregnate me, I didn't know what else to do. Going for broke, I was desperate to have a baby," she said looking as if she was going to cry.
"I'm sorry Gwen," he said apologizing when she should be the one apologizing to him for having sex with his brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss.
"Crossing that bridge later should I get pregnant by your best friend or by your boss, with Mike and your boss both fathering a boatload of kids, I thought I'd try to see if they could get me pregnant," she said wringing her hands. "With me so desperate to get pregnant, seemingly it was a good idea at the time."
He looked at her as if she was nuts and back then when all of this was happening with her desperately trying to get pregnant, she was insane over wanting and not being able to have a baby.
"I see," he said trying to not get angry but to no avail.
She gave him a pathetically sorrowful look that curtailed his anger somewhat and that gave him renewed insight into how desperate she was feeling at the time.
"My having sex with them and trying to get pregnant was just before I had myself tested," she said wringing her hands again. "Once I knew I couldn't get pregnant no matter who was the father, I haven't had sex with any of them since," she said crossing her heart. "It's been a long, long while since I had sex with anyone other than with you," she said giving him a warm, wifely smile.
The love that he always felt for her before and that he once again felt for her now replaced the anger that he was feeling towards her. He looked at her wanting to believe that the only reason why she cheated on him with his brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss was so that she could have a baby to care for and to love. Inspired by her hormones, her sexual motives were so innocent and maternally driven that he couldn't blame her even if she did have sex with his brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss.
She didn't want to have sex with any of those men for the sake of having empty sex. That's for sure. She wanted a baby. Only, if her motives for having sex with everyone was just to get pregnant, then why would she suck them and swallow their cum instead of having them all ejaculate in her pussy?
Nonetheless her sucking them and swallowing their cum, just as he understood her and forgave her for having sexual intercourse with every man who was important to him, he felt her pain. He felt her sorrow. He felt her sadness. With him feeling her, especially in the way that he still so loved her, how could he stay mad at her? With him feeling so guilty that he couldn't give her a baby, he knew how devastated she was in not being able to get pregnant to have a baby of her own to love.
Loving her even more now than he ever did before, he understood her reasons for her doing what she did and he was already ready to forgive her for all of her sexual transgressions. Hating all of this April Fools' bullshit, he just wanted to go back to how things were between him and his wife. Now that his April Fools' joking was over, he wanted her to know that he didn't have sex with her mother, sister, and best friend.
With her the only woman in his life forever, until death do they part, he wanted her to know that he'd never have sex with her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend. Now that she knew that she couldn't have children, he wanted to believe that she was done having sex with everyone but him. Wanting to put it all behind him and forgive her for every one of her sexual transgressions, he needed to know if she was telling him the truth or just telling him a story as her elaborate practical joke.
Suspecting that she was being honest, he needed to know for sure that she wasn't just telling him an April Fools' joke. For sure, he didn't want any more surprises. He was glad that she didn't get pregnant by anyone other than him. Even though he understood why she'd be willing to love a baby that wasn't his, he would have been unable to accept a baby that wasn't his, especially if that baby was his brother's, his father's, his best friend's, or his boss' baby.
"So, tell me and be honest. I promise, I won't be mad," he said playing along with her again. "How long has it been since you've had sex with my brothers, my father, my best friend, and/or my boss?"
She looked at him as if she was proud of herself.
"Oh, God. It's been a long, long time, a very long time," she said.
"How long?"
"Let's see," she said opening her hand to count on her fingers while looking up at the ceiling again as if all of the answers were suspended in midair. "Aside from the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man--," she said.
Interrupting her, he looked at her as if she was nuts. He looked at her as if he wanted to strangle her. He looked at her as if she was still continuing to play an April Fools' joke on him but this was no joke. With her continuing to push all of his buttons, especially with her adding three more men to her sexual confessions, she had gone way too far.
"Pardon? The mailman? I'm sorry. Did I hear you right? Did you just say that you had sex with the mailman?"
Crestfallen that her list of sexual lovers were seemingly endless, he couldn't believe what he was hearing. Whether it was a joke or not, she needed to stop. He could only take so much. Ready to forgive her before, there's was no way that he could forgive her now. With him so gullible and believing whatever she said and/or confessed, already party to her sick, sense of humor, he just hoped she was joking.
"Yes," she said. "We had sex dozens of times. The mailman gave new meaning to postage due and special delivery, if you know what I mean," she said with a dirty laugh.
He couldn't believe she had sex with the mailman dozens of times. He couldn't believe she was so glib about sharing her body with all people but with the man who delivers their mail.
"And the UPS man? You had sex with the UPS man too?"
He couldn't believe she had sex with the UPS man.
"Yes, of course," she said. "When your best friend and your boss couldn't even get me pregnant, I was ready to have sex with anyone who came to the door. With him always in the neighborhood, I had sex with the UPS man dozens of times too. Being that he was always delivering me my packages, I needed to check out his package," she said with a wink and another dirty laugh.
No longer looking at her as if she was his loving wife, she was nothing but a no good, dirty, cock sucking whore. With her pushing out a beautiful, black baby that would be difficult for her to explain to him or to anyone else in the neighborhood and/or in their family, happy for the small things in life, he was glad that Jehovah's Witnesses didn't come to his door anymore. He was glad they lived on a dead end street instead of a main road. There's no telling who else she'd fucked and sucked if more men went by her front door.
"And you had sex with even the pizza delivery man too? I can't believe you had sex with the pizza delivery man," he said looking at her as if he was looking at a crazy person.
Suddenly swearing off pizza for the rest of his life, going to the pizza parlor himself to pick up his pizza pie, he'll never order another pizza for delivery again.
"Yes," she said with a sexy smile as if it was no big deal that she had sex with the pizza delivery man. "You know me with hot pepperoni and spicy meatballs," she said with another dirty laugh. "How do you think we got all of those free pizzas?"
He couldn't believe she had sex with the pizza delivery man too. With the pizza delivery man delivering pizza and guaranteeing they'd be hot, having sex with him must have been a real quickie.
"Maybe a better question for me to ask, is there anyone you haven't had sex with yet?"
As if he was watching a Penthouse movie, The Happy Hooker, with Xavier Hollander, a former call girl and Madam, in the starring role, he couldn't believe this was his wife telling him all of this.
"I didn't have sex with the paperboy. Barely eighteen-years-old, he's way too young," she said as if proud of controlling herself from seducing the paperboy too. "Saving us money on his Christmas tip and making sure that we always received our newspapers, I did flash him my topless and naked body a couple of times though."
He rolled his eyes and sighed. Seemingly there was no getting through to her to make her realize that all that she sexually did behind his back and while supposedly faithfully married to him was wrong. She was no loving wife. She was nothing but a cock sucking, cum loving whore. How dare she have sex with all of those men, nine men that she willingly confessed to, while he was working?
"Okay. Tell me and be honest," he gave her a look as if he was a policeman interrogating her. "How long has it been since you had sex with my brothers, my father, my best friend, my boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man?"
Again, as if she was proud of the sexual self-control she possessed in abstaining from sex, she gave him a big smile.
"It's been a very long while, at least a week since I've had sex with anyone but with you," she said while giving him a sexy smile.
A week? Only now that she's had sex with nearly every man on the planet, he didn't think he could have sex with her. With everyone cumming in her mouth and in her pussy, all he would think of when kissing her is her kissing, sucking, and fucking other men.
Enough with the joking. This joke was out of hand. This joke was getting even more ridiculous. This April Fools' joke needed to end. Now not believing anything that she said for a minute, he rolled his eyes and let out his sigh of relief along with his disbelief.
"So, it's been at least a week since you've had sex with my brothers, my father, my best friend, my boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man? Is that right?"
As if it was a real feat of self-control to abstain from having sex with every man he knows, she smiled while enthusiastically nodding her head up and down.
"Yes. Not counting the ones you've given me, it's been at least a week since I've had an orgasm," she said. "Absolutely and that's the God's honest truth," she said crossing her heart again. "See? I'm not the whore you think I am," she said with pride.
Hoping beyond hope that she was playing an April Fools' joke on him, he looked at her as if she was crazy.
"A week is not such a long time Gwen. Especially now that you know you cannot become pregnant, I don't understand why you continued having sex with my brothers, my father, my best friend, my boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man. If your intention was to get pregnant, I don't understand why you didn't stop having sex with them once you found out that you couldn't get pregnant," he said.
"I know. You're right. My only excuse was that I was so sad and so lonely with you working all the time," she said.
He looked at her as if she was still pranking him.
"If your intention was to get pregnant, I don't understand why you'd blow them all, allow them to cum in your mouth, and swallow their cum, instead of having them all ejaculate their cum in your pussy." He shook his head while staring at her in disbelief. "Boy, for someone who never leaves the house, you sure do get around."
For the first time, she hung her head in shame. For the first time, she looked embarrassed. For the first time, she looked sorry.
"First of all, it's been more than a week, eight or even nine days since I've had sex with anyone but you," she said raising her voice with attitude.
"Okay," he said sighing and rolling his eyes.
"I'm sorry but after having sex with your three brothers, your father, your best friend, your boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man, I couldn't stop," she said with a voice laden with remorse and a face wrinkled with guilt. "On the pretense of trying to get pregnant to have a baby of my own, in the frenzy of desperate sex, now I'm addicted to dick," she said.



"Addicted to dick?"
He looked at her as if she was nuts.
"Yes, I'm addicted to cock. Call me a nympho, whore, a cock sucking slut, or whatever but it's impossibly hard for me to go a day without having a cock buried in my hand, in my pussy, and/or in my mouth."
'Addicted to dick? Bullshit!'
Now he didn't believe anything she said. This whole story was nothing but her April Fools' joke. Ready to spring his joke on her while beating her to the punchline and while knowing that she was joking too, he looked at her with a big shit eating grin on his face.
"April Fools'! Ha! Ha! I got you. I was just kidding," he said expecting her to say April Fools' back to him too. "Ha! Ha! April Fools'!"
To be continued...
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Chapter Fourteen -- April Fools'!
"Ha! Ha! April Fools! Ha! Ha!"
"April Fools'! Ha! Ha! I got you. I was just kidding," he said expecting her to say April Fools' back to him too, when she had no reaction to his joke, he continued laughing in her face. "Ha! Ha! April Fools'! I didn't have sex with your mother, your sister, or with your best friend."
Actually, not much of an April Fools' joke for him, with her not reacting to his sexual confessions of sleeping with her mother, with her sister, and/or with her best friend, he didn't know how much he got her with his joke. Besides with her mother never liking him, her sister disliking him even more, and her best friend hating him, with her not believing that he had sex with any of them, he didn't get her with his joke at all. She got him more with her April Fools' joke than he got her.
If anyone got anyone, she got him by telling him that her mother, her sister, and her best friend hate him. If anyone got anyone, she got him by confessing that she slept with his brothers, his father, his best friend, his boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man. Going overboard with her April Fools' joke, had she told him that she had sex with just one of his brothers and no one else, he may have more believed her.
All so ridiculous, with her having sex with all nine of those men, he knew now that her confessions were nothing more than her April Fools' joke that she played on him.
'Ha! Ha! Very funny.'
With him being a gullible Gus, she got him again. He knew that his wife, the love of his life, would never have sex with anyone but with him, especially not with nine men and especially if six of those men were his brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss.
"Boy, I guess you really did get me," she said. "Being that none of them like you and they all hate you, I didn't believe you had sex with them at first. Yet once you started telling me the explicitly graphic, sexual details of having sex with my Mom, my sister, and my best friend, I really did believe that you did have sex with all of them."
Expecting her to laugh with him, he laughed at the April Fools' joke that he played on her only, oddly enough though, she wasn't laughing. Maybe in the way that she hurt him by telling him that she slept with his brothers, his father, his best friend, his boss, the mailman, UPS man, and the pizza delivery man, he hurt her by telling her that he slept with her mother, sister, and best friend. Maybe in the way that he didn't think that these April Fools' Day jokes were no longer funny, she didn't think they were funny either.
"I didn't sleep with your mother, your sister, or with your best friend," he said nodding his head from side to side to give her that extra amount of credibility. "I'd never cheat on you, Gwen, especially not with your mother, your sister, and/or with your best friend. I was just playing an April Fools' joke on you. I love you and only you. Really I do," he said looking at her with love. "I've never have sex with anyone but with you."
He smiled her his affection.
"I love you too Roger," she said.
She returned his look of love with her look of love.
"I just wanted to see your reaction. Only and admittedly, I was disappointed when you didn't give me much of a reaction at all. Then, when you turned my April Fools' joke around to play your own April Fools' joke on me I should have known you'd do something like that. You always do. I can never get you in the way that you always get me."
She gave him a soft, little smile.
"Well, you had me going. I believed you," she said patting his hand. "I did. I really did, which is why I, um, foolishly confessed all of my sexual sins to you. Something I probably shouldn't have done on second thought," she said mumbling under her breath, "especially in the angrily way you reacted to my sexual confessions, I wish I hadn't told you."
Waiting for her to say April Fools' too, he hoped to God that she was playing a practical joke on him too. Now not so sure, especially after showing regret for telling him her sexual confessions, he suspected that she did have sex with nine men. In the way he always thought he could read her, now he realized that he could never tell if she was lying or telling the truth.
"Well, if you believed me, you didn't show it on your face," he said. "Boy you're a tough cookie to crack. You didn't give me any reaction at all to my confessing having sex with the three, most important women in your life. I don't know how you did it but you kept a straight face the whole time," he said laughing at his own stupid joke.
She made an uncomfortable face as if she suddenly had to go to the bathroom.
"Sorry," she said. "I was just having a difficult time that my mother, my sister, and my best friend would have sex with you when they all hate you so very much."
Going from never liking him to disliking him to hating him and now to hating him so very much, he wished she'd stop reminding him that her mother, her sister, and her best friend hate him for whatever imaginary reasons that they may have. With a knot tightening in his stomach while wondering if her sexual confessions were true or not, Roger waited for Gwen to say she was playing an April Fools' joke on him, too. When she didn't respond in kind by telling him that she was playing an April Fools' joke on him too, he interrogated her as if he was a self-righteous prosecuting attorney and she was a guilty defendant on the stand and on trial for murder.
"Just so that I can understand and make sense from all of this, when you said you understand me being sexually attracted to your Mom enough that I'd want to have sex with her, you were just kidding. Right? You knew that I'd never have sex with your mother. Right?"
He looked at Gwen while waiting for her response and continued when none came.
"When you said like mother like daughter, your Mom likes sex as much as you do, you were just joking. Right? You have no idea what your mother likes sexually. Do you?"
Again, his wife, the love of his life, remained silent.
"When you said your Mom loves making out as much as you do and your Mom loves kissing and being felt through her clothes as much as you do, you were just pulling my leg. Right? When it comes to having an intimate relationship with a man, you have no idea what your mother likes. Do you?"
Still not knowing if she was being serious or kidding him, and with her still remaining silent and not responding to his questions, he continued when Gwen gave him a sexy smile.
"When you said your Mom is lucky to have me as a lover, you were just jesting. Right?"
Waiting for her to say something, when she didn't say anything, he continued.
"In reference to your mother, when you said enjoying and giving blowjobs runs in your family, you just said that to get me going. Right? You have no idea if your mother enjoys giving blowjobs or not. Do you?"
With her avoiding making eye contact, he looked at her for her answer but she just sat there not speaking while giving him a nervous smile instead of a sexy look.
"When you thanked me for taking care of your mother's sexual needs, said that I was a good husband and a great lover, and maybe I can have sex with your mother sometime again while you watch, you were just teasing me. Right? You really didn't mean that, did you? Knowing full well that I never had sex with your mother the first time, you'd never allow me to have sex with your mother a second time or more. Moreover, if I did ever have sex with your mother, you'd never want to watch us having sex. Would you?"
With her still not responding, she continued staring at him or looking away from him while remaining silent.
"When you said like daughter like mother and vice versa, apparently your Mom is as much of a cum slut as you are, you weren't serious, were you? When you said that evidently, not only does your mother love sucking cock but also she loves swallowing cum too, you were just joshing me. Right? You have no idea what your mother likes or dislikes sexually. Do you? For all that you know, your mother may not even suck cock," he said baiting her to say something, anything.
Again he waited for Gwen to answer and when she didn't respond to his question, he continued.
"When you said that you were glad that I told you that I had sex with your mother, your sister, and your best friend, you certainly didn't mean that. Did you? You'd never want me to have sex with your mother, your sister, and/or your best friend. Would you?"
As if she lost her ability to speak, she continued staring at him with a blank expression.
"When you thanked me for sharing my sexual confessions with you that was all bullshit too. Right? Everything you said was part of your April Fools' joke. Right? You'd really be pissed off if I had sex with not only your mother but also your sister and/or your best friend. Wouldn't you?"
Still waiting for Gwen to say something, anything in her defense, when she remained silent he continued in his interrogation of her.
"C'mon admit it. All that you confessed was part of your April Fools' joke too. Right? None of your story about having sex with my brothers, my father, my best friend, my boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man is true. Right?"
He looked at her after every question while waiting for her to respond. Finally, in the way that everything he said was nothing more than an April Fools' joke, she said something to reveal that all she said wasn't an April Fools' joke.
"Oh, my Gosh. I'm so very embarrassed and sorry. This is awkward," she said looking at him with shame.
He looked at her stunned.
"Awkward?"
"Yes, this is so very awkward for me," she said.
Awkward for her? With her helping him to finally remove his love blinders, able to see the real her now, seemingly it was always about her. He treated her special because she was so beautiful. Even though he knew what she meant by saying that specific word at this exact moment, he asked her the question anyway. He needed to know for sure that his wife wasn't a cock sucking, cum slut of a whore who'd have sex with anyone at their door.
"What did you mean when you said awkward?"
As if she was a defendant found guilty at trial, she looked at him with guilt, sorrow, and remorse.
"Well...?"
Awkward was a word she seldom used. Awkward was the one word he never expected to hear coming from her mouth in response to him telling her that he was playing an April Fools' joke on her while asking her if she was playing an April Fools' joke on him. In the way that he screamed, April Fools' in her face, he expected her to yell back, April Fools'. He expected her to laugh at him trying to play an April Fools' joke on her. He expected her to be cocky and boastful about her succeeding in playing an April Fools' joke on him, especially when he was unable to play an April Fools' joke on her. Certainly, of all things for her to say, he never expected her to say 'Awkward.'
He looked at her looking at him. When she didn't say that her sexual confessions were all part of an elaborate April Fools' joke, as if he was ready to pass out, the color drained from his face. He didn't know what to say. Did she say awkward because she really did have sex with his brothers, his father, his best friend, his boss, and the mailman, UPS man, and the pizza delivery man? With him already playing his hand, shooting his load, and calling her bluff by going all in, he didn't know what else to do. Unless she was just bluffing, which now he didn't think she was, if anything, instead of just saying awkward, he expected her to answer his questions. Instead, he persevered in his interrogation of her.
"By saying that this is awkward, do you mean that all you confessed is not your April Fools' joke but the truth and that you did sleep with my brothers?"
Again, she looked at him with shame, sorrow, guilt, and remorse.
"Yes," she said with downcast eyes. "I had sex with your three brothers. I had sex with Jim. I had sex with Steve. I had sex with Dave. I'm sorry."
With his rage seething inside of him and with her trying to keep it bottled inside, he looked at her with anger.
"And did you really sleep with my father too?"
She bit her lip before looking up at him with her big, beautiful, blue eyes and looking away before confessing her sin.
"Yes," she said without looking up at him. "I had sex with your father too. I'm sorry."
With him having already forgiven her for having sex with his brothers and father, he still clutched onto the hope that her sexual confessions were nothing more than her April Fools' joke. Now, with the imagines of her naked with his brothers and father reopening his wounds, rage replaced his anger. He couldn't believe his beautiful wife not only had sex with his three brothers but also she slept with his father too. Not believing her before, he believed her now.
How dare she? How could she? Why would she? Why would they? Is there no one who he can trust?
'Filthy cock sucking whore,' he thought to himself.
The people that he loved and thought loved him, his wife, his brothers, his father, and even his best friend and his boss, why would they all so disrespect him for sex? How could they? How dare they? If having sex with six men wasn't enough for her, why would she have sex with the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man? Now in the way that he knows that he's married to a whore, everyone in the neighborhood knows that she's a whore.
The women that he loved and thought loved him, her mother, her sister, and her best friend all hated him. How could they? How dare they? Now for his wife to have brazen sex with nine men, he wondered if she hated him too. Certainly, she thought he was an idiot to be cheating behind his back for so very long. Certainly, he was an idiot for never suspecting the sexual infidelity of his wife.
"And did you really sleep with my best friend, Mike, and my boss, Jerry too?"
She started to cry.
"Yes, yes," she said. "I did them both, many times, as many times as I had sex with your brothers and father. I so wanted to get pregnant. I so wanted to have a baby. When your brothers and your father couldn't impregnate me, so long as I could have a baby of my own, I didn't care who the father of my baby was. I'm sorry. I'm so very sorry. Please forgive me."
He looked at her as if he never really knew her. He remained quiet while watching his whore of a wife sobbing and crying in her hands.
"So, lemme get this straight. If I understand this correctly, not only did you have sex with every man who's important to me and any man who came to our door but also your mother never liked me, your sister dislikes me, and your best friend hates me," he said. He raised his voice in hurt, in rejection, and in anger to ask her his next questions. "Is that right? Is that correct? Your mother, sister, and best friend hating me is not an April Fools' joke either, is it?"
She wiped her eyes on her coffee stained bathrobe before blowing her nose in her napkin.
"Oh, my Gosh. This is really, really awkward," she said looking up at him apologetically. "I'm sorry. I'm so very sorry. Yes, it's true. My mother, my sister, and my best friend hate you," she said crying in her napkin.
There, she used that word again in reference to her mother never liking him, her sister disliking him even more, and her best friend hating him. How could Heather hate him? He loved Heather. If he hadn't already been married to Gwen, he'd ask Heather to marry him.
"Really, really Awkward? How do you mean by saying that this is really, really awkward? Are you saying that your mother never liked me? Your sister really dislikes me? And your best friend hates me? Is that what you mean by saying that this is really, really awkward?"
She reached out to touch his hand but he pulled his hand away.
"I'm sorry. I'm so very sorry," she said making eye contact with him. "Yes, to all three questions but I really like you. I love you," she said looking at her husband with sorrow, remorse, pity, and love.
"Love me? You don't love me? If you loved me, you'd respect me enough not to sleep with every man that I know," he said with venom. "You barely flinched when I confessed that I had sex with your mother, your sister, and with your best friend."
"I didn't give you any reaction to your sexual confessions of sleeping with my mother, sister, and best friend because I knew you were trying to play an April Fools' joke on me."
She looked at him with apologetic eyes while he stared at her with rage.
"I see," he said getting angrier than he's ever been.
Intent on continuing her confessions, she continued crying while talking.
"In the way that my mother never liked you, my sister really dislikes you, and my best friend hates you, I knew that none of them would ever have sex with you. That's why I didn't fall for your April Fools' joke. When you said that you had sex with my mother, my sister, and my best friend, I knew that you were trying to play an April Fools' joke on me," she said.
She gave him a nervous, little smile.
"I see," he said looking at her as if he could kill her.
They stared at one another in silence.
"Once you ventured down that road of confessing having sex with my mother, my sister, and my best friend, under the guise of me telling you an April Fools' joke, I thought it a good time to test the water of your forgiveness, so to speak. I figured this was as good of a time as any for me to come clean and confess my sexual infidelities. With my having sex with your brothers, your father, you best friend, your boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man, I figured if I was willing to forgive your sexual transgressions, even though I knew you were joking, I figured you'd forgive me mine."
"Only, you knew that I never had sex with your mother, your sister, and your best friend. Correct?"
Yes, that's correct," she said. "Sadly, even if you were the last man on Earth, I knew my mother, my sister, and/or my best friend would never have sex with you. But I'll have sex with you, any time you want sex. I'll give you sex, lots of wicked hot sex," she said reaching for his hand with her hand and withdrawing her hand when he pulled his hand away.
He looked at her with as much hurt as he looked at her with rage.
"I don't believe this. I can't believe this. I'm in shock. What started out as a happy day with me making you breakfast while hoping to play an April Fools' joke on you, has turned into a horrible nightmare," he said.
He was so sad. He was so hurt. He was so angry. He felt so rejected, not just by her but by her mother, her sister, her best friend, his brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss. He felt so used and abused by her. He imagined everyone laughing at him behind his back for him being such a fool in loving this beautiful woman who he thought loved him.
The woman who he thought was his angel sent from Heaven above is nothing but a cock sucking slut. After knowing her for 20 years and being married to her for 15 of those years, obviously he didn't even know who she really was, a no good, lying whore. Obviously blinded by love, he was too stupid to see her for who she was.
With him having twenty wonderful years with her and fifteen of those years being married to her, he wished he never knew about her sexual indiscretions. He wished he never started this by playing an April Fools' Day joke on her. He wished he could turn back time and return to how things were with him oblivious to what she did behind closed bedroom doors while he was working.
If he blamed anything, he blamed that Cosmopolitan rag of a magazine for enlightening her sexually. She was better off when he was the only man to ever have sex with her. She was better off when she didn't know any better. Perhaps had she become pregnant, with her busy taking care of their children and not having the time to have sex with men, none of this mess would have ever happened. Yet, not to be, her having children wasn't in their cards.



"Listen, I have an idea," she said with a big, sexually excited smile on her face. "I may know how to fix this. I have an idea that you may like," she said giving him her sexiest look.
He looked at her with hopefulness that what she was going to say next would fix all that was wrong with their marriage. If she was going to offer him sex, he looked at her ready to reject her for the first time since he's known her. Now, when he had sex with her, he'd think of his brothers, his father, his best friend, his boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man having sex with her. Now when he had sex with her, he'd think of her naked and on her knees while sucking the cocks of nine men.
"What can you possibly say that will fix you cheating on me with everyone I know," he said with anger. "I can't believe you had sex with nine men. I'm still reeling with the imagined images of you naked and in the arms of my naked brothers and naked father," he said with sorrow.
She gave him half a smile.
"Yes. That's correct. I had sex with nine men but I can fix this," she said giving him another little smile while patting his hand. "Since I had sex dozens of times with your three brothers, your father, your best friend, your boss, and an assorted collection of other men who came to the house, what if I did something sexually special for you?"
* * * * *
She smiled at him with sexual excitement. Here it comes. She's going to offer him sex, hot sex. She thinks that she can fix all of this with a mere blowjob. Horny after she put her feet on the table, lifted her bathrobe and nightgown while spreading her legs to flash him her pussy while masturbating herself, ready to take her up on her offer for sex, he was already beyond being horny. Only, if she was going to offer him hot sex, there'd be nine other men in bed and in his head with him. Nonetheless, never turning her down for sex before, he didn't think he could turn her down for sex now.
Yet, not wanting to be in bed with her with nine other men, he surely would turn her down for sex until he came to peace with all of her sexual indiscretions. He needed to maintain his dignity and his self-respect. The man of the house, he was still the king of his castle. For all that she's done and all that she's confessed, he didn't think he could find it in his heart to forgive her no matter how hot the sex he perceived she'd give him was.
No doubt, with her pushing all of his sexual buttons, she'd want to give him pillow talk about all of the extramarital, sexual affairs she had. No doubt, she'd want to role play with him pretending to be his brother, his father, his best friend, his boss et al. No doubt, once getting in the mood, he'd want her to role play being her mother, her sister, and even her best friend. Exciting to have pillow talk and role playing before, unfortunately he needed more than pillow talk and role playing now.
Tits for cocks. If she discusses his brothers, his father, his best friend, his boss, the mailman, UPS man, and the pizza delivery man while in bed having sex with him, he'd choke her to death. If she discussed his brothers, his father, his best friend, his boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man while in bed having sex with him, then he'd discuss the sexual fantasies that he has of her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
Yet, not knowing how she could fix this by giving him hot sex salted with salacious pillow talk and eroticized by role playing, hot sex, pillow talk, and role playing wasn't nearly enough for all that she's sexual done behind his back. Hot sex would never heal the hurt that he now feels knowing her mother never liked him, her sister dislikes him even more, and her best friend hates him. A neat trick if she could do it, but how can she fix any of that with sex and pillow talk?
"What can you possibly do that's sexually special for me to fix this Gwen? After all that you've sexual done behind my back and after all that you've confessed to me, our relationship and our marriage is beyond repair," he said. "It's over. Our marriage is over. We're done. We're finished. I can no longer trust you to be the faithful, virtuous wife that I thought you were," he said with sadness.
She looked at him with love.
"Don't say that our marriage is over. Don't you ever say that our marriage is over. Don't believe that we can't save our marriage because we can. We can still salvage our marriage. Our marriage is not over," she said vehemently.
"It's over Gwen. There's nothing you can do to fix what you've broken," he said.
"That's not true. We still love one another," she said reaching for his hand but he pulled away from her. "Please trust me to fix this. Please trust me to make this right. I can do this. I know I can," she said giving him a sexy smile.
He looked at her with despair and she looked at him with sexual excitement.
"You broke the trust that I had in you by having sex dozens of times with nine men," he said. "How can I ever trust you again? How can I believe anything you say? How can I look at you, kiss you, and have sex with you without thinking of my brothers, my father, my best friend, my boss, and the mailman, UPS man, and pizza delivery man?"
Her look of love changed to a look of anger.
"Yeah, well, every night you have sexual fantasies and salacious thoughts of my mother, my sister, and my best friend too. You're not so innocent yourself," she said.
Even though he was mad with her before, really mad, now unable to get mad at her, he looked at her with a flicker of forgiveness. He loved her, he really did. He couldn't imagine his life without Gwen in his life. Either he'd have to forgive her or let her go.
"Granted, I would have understood you sleeping with my brothers, even my father, with you desperately wanting a baby so very much. And had they made you pregnant, I may have never known that I wasn't the father," he said looking at her with kind understanding. "Just as my testosterone sometimes takes over my judgment, I understand that your maternal instincts and female hormones caused your lunacy in trying to get pregnant. Only, your decision to have sex with my best friend and my boss went too far. Then, when you had sex with the others, well, you didn't only cross the line, you erased the line by obliterating it," he said.
He looked at her with disappointment. He looked at her with shame. He looked at her with sorrow.
"I know Roger and I'm sorry. Please find it in your heart to forgive me. I'll make this right. I will," she said. "I promise I will if only you'd listen to what I have to say."
Tired of her turning, twisting, and manipulating him, instead of looking at her with forgiveness, he looked at her with renewed rage.
"Instead of just fucking everyone for the sake of getting pregnant, you sucked everyone for the sake of sex. You sucked all of their cocks. You blew them all, allowed them all to cum in your mouth, and swallowed them all," he said.
"I did and I'm sorry," she said.
"You belittled me and humiliated me before everyone I know. With you not only fucking them for the sake of having a baby, you sucked them for the sake of satisfying your perversely twisted sexual needs. How can I look any of them in the eyes anymore without controlling myself from killing them? Tell me. How can you possibly fix this? You'd have to suggest a miracle to fix this mess," he said with sadness.
He looked at her with curiosity while she gave him a sexually excited smile.
"Trust me. I can fix this," she said untying her bathrobe
She unbuttoned her nightgown to expose her beautiful breasts. Then, while staring up at him, she started fingering her nipples. She pulled them, turned them, and twisted them, as if she was begging him to suck them. She put her ankles on the dining room table again, raised her bathrobe and nightgown, and, as if she was having a gynecological exam, she spread her legs open wide again. She rubbed her clit and fingered her pussy with one hand while fingering her big nipples with her other hand.
"I'm sorry Gwen but you can't fix this by giving me sex," he said shaking his head and waving his hand while trying to stay strong.
As if she was the Devil, he refused to look at her but he was so weak when she gave him a sexy smile. He was already so very horny after having sexual fantasy last night of not just her mother but also her sister and her best friend. Had she not confessed to having sex with everyone he knows, he'd be licking her pussy before fucking her pussy. Had she now confessed to having sex with nine men, he'd be sticking his cock in her mouth.
"I know that you sexually fantasize over my mother, my sister, and my best friend. I've heard you talking in your sleep. I've heard you calling their names, Trudy...Genevieve...Heather," she said imitating his voice in calling them. "Just as I know you fuck them in your sleep, I know that you fantasized them sucking your cock. You're fixated with cumming in their mouths while feeling their huge tits and fingering their big nipples."
With him having nothing to say in defense of his alleged sexual fantasies, he looked at her embarrassed. In the way she looked at him with shame, guilt, embarrassment, and remorse before when she uttered the word awkward, he looked with the same expression on his face while she looked at him with confident seduction.
"So? It's just a dream," he said finally speaking. "You can't hold what I dream in my sleep against me. That's not right and that's not fair."
She gave him a look of compassionate understanding.
"Of all people to hold anything against anyone, I'm not holding your dreams against you. If anyone lives in a glass house I do and I'd never throw the first stone," she said fingering her pussy and pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples harder and moaning while he watched her masturbate herself. "So, being that I already had my sexual fun with your brothers, your father, your best friend, your boss, and with the mailman, UPS man, and pizza delivery man, this is what I propose."
He looked at her with as much sexual excitement as he looked at her with anger.
"What?" He shrugged his big shoulders. "There's nothing that you can propose to fix this Gwen," he said with dejection, rejection, and sadness. "We're done. Our marriage is over. There's nothing that you can say and there's nothing that you can do that will make this right."
She gave him a confident smile. Knowing her, she could fix anything. Only, she's going to have to propose more than just giving him a blowjob to fix this.
"If only based by you talking in your sleep and the huge erection that you have during the night and awaken with in the morning, I know that every night you dream and sexually fantasize about having sex with my mother, my sister, and/or my best friend. Especially now that I've had my wicked, sexual way with your brothers, father, best friend, boss, mailman, UPS man, and the pizza delivery man, I know that you'd love nothing more than to have your wicked sexual way with my mother, my sister, and my best friend."
He looked at her embarrassed that she knew he had been dreaming, sexually fantasizing, and lusting over her mother, her sister, and her best friend. In truth, on paper, with him just dreaming of doing the dirty deed of having extramarital sex and with her doing the dirty deed in reality in having extramarital sex, she was much more sexually perverted than he was. In the way that she obviously did and confessed that she had, he never acted upon his inappropriate, sexual impulses. Instead he masturbated his lust for her mother, her sister, and her best friend in a tissue. She should have done the same with her vibrator.
Only, understandably home alone while he was at work working, obviously she was bored. What started out with her wanting a baby morphed to her wanting, needing, and craving sex. What began with her wanting to get pregnant by having sexual intercourse, turned into her sucking cock and swallowing cum. He had no idea how she could fix this. He had no idea how she could make this right to save their marriage. Yet, after knowing her and loving her for twenty years, he was willing to listen to what she had to say.
"It's just a dream. It's just a sexual fantasy Gwen. I'd never have sex with your mother, your sister and/or your best—"
Interrupting him, she rolled her eyes while making a face of disbelief.
"Oh, please. Stop. Just stop with the lies. Okay? Let's be honest. Please be as honest with me as I've been with you," she said.
"Okay," he said.
"If my mother, my sister, or my best friend was sitting here with their tits and pussy exposed in the way that I am now, you'd be all over them. You'd most definitely would, indeed, have sex with them. Tell the truth, if you could, wouldn't you love to make love to my mother?"
She gave him her sexy smile.
"Yes," he said staring at her exposed Gwen's C cup breasts while imagining staring at Trudy's huge D cup breasts.
He looked at her with sexual excitement while imagining her sister, Genevieve and her best friend, Heather, sitting there so nakedly exposed.
"Be honest. Tell me the truth. If you could, wouldn't you love to make love my mother while sucking her enormous breasts?"
"Yes," he said staring at her exposed tits.
"Be honest. Tell me the truth. If you could, wouldn't you love to fuck my sister?"
She licked her lips with her tongue while staring in his brown eyes with her big, blue eyes.
"Yes," he said staring at her trimmed blonde pussy as if he was staring at Genevieve's trimmed blonde pussy.
He looked at her as if he was a man dying of thirst.
"Be honest. Tell me the truth. If you could, wouldn't you love to have sixty-nine sex with my best friend?"
She stuck out her tongue again and wiggled it as if she was licking Heather's pussy in the way he had sexually fantasized so very many times of eating Heather's pussy.
"Yes," he said imagining his tongue in Heather's shaved cunt while his cock was buried in her mouth.
He stared at his wife's tongue. He stared at his wife's tits. He stared at his wife's exposed pussy while watching her masturbate herself.
"Be honest. Tell me the truth. If you could, wouldn't you love for your mother-in-law, your sister-in-law, and my best friend to suck your cock? If you could, wouldn't you love to cum in their mouths? If you could, wouldn't you love to watch them swallow your cum while you felt their huge tits and fingered their big nipples?"
She continued teasing him by fingering her nipples and rubbing her clit.
"Yes! Yes! Oh, God yes," he screamed with the pent up sexual passion that he had for her mother, her sister, and her best friend. "Fuck! Every night for fifteen years, I've been dreaming of your mother, your sister, and your best friend naked while having sex with them. Every night for the past fifteen years, I've been sexually fantasizing of your mother, your sister, and/or your best friend sucking my cock. Every night for the past fifteen years, I've been dreaming of cumming in your mother's mouth, your sister's mouth, and your best friend's mouth," he said with sexual excitement that now replaced his rage.
She gave him a smug, self-satisfied, sexy smile.
"Being that I've had more than my ration of sexual fun, what if I arrange for my mother, my sister, and my best friend to give you a sexual night that you'll remember for the rest of your life?"
She looked at him with confidence while he looked at her with shock.
"You could do that for me? You'd do that for me?"
He looked at her with sexual excitement.
"What if I convince my mother, my sister, and my best friend to allow you to make out with them while feeling them through their clothes? What if I convince my mother, my sister, and my best friend to allow you to strip them naked? What if I convinced my mother, my sister, and my best friend to allow you to feel them and fondle their naked bodies before having sex with their naked bodies?"
As if he was a little boy asked if he wanted ice cream, he nodded his head up and down with a big smile on his face.
"Oh, my God, that would assuredly go a long way in making us whole again," he said fingering his cock through his pants.
He stared at his wife's exposed tits and pussy as if he was staring at Trudy's, Genevieve's, and Heather's exposed tits and pussy.
"What if my mother, my sister, and my best friend not only allowed you to fuck them but also sucked you and allowed you to cum in their mouths while watching them swallow?" She looked at him and smiled. "Would you having your wicked, sexual way with the three of them make us even? Would you having your wicked, sexual way with the three of them fix our broken marriage?"
Instead of her looking at him with guilt and remorse, she now looked at him with sexual arousal. Instead of him looking at her with sorrow, hurt, and anger, he now looked at her with happiness and sexual excitement. With hope renewed, there is a God. Hallelujah!
She proposed a great and fair way for them both to have their cake and eat it too. Having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend seemed an even exchange for her having sex with his brothers, his father, his best friend, his boss, the mailman, UPS man, and the pizza delivery man. Once he licked and fucked her mother, her sister, and her best friend, and once all three women sucked him dry and swallowed his cum, with his dignity restored and self-respect renewed, he could once again hold his head up high. Instead of her being a slutty wife cheating on her husband behind his back, more acceptably appropriate, they'd be a couple of sexy swingers having sex with their in-laws and close personal friends.
"Fuck yeah. Sure, if you could arrange for me to have sex with your Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather, that would make us even. If you could arrange for me to have sex with your mother, your sister, and your best friend, that would go a long way to fixing our broken marriage," he said pausing in thought to renegotiate his sexual deal. "Only..."
"Only what?"
"Only with you sleeping with everyone dozens of times, I'd have to sleep with your mother, your sister, and your best friend more than once," he said looking at her with sexual excitement. "Being that you had sex with nine men dozens of times, I'd have to sleep with my mother-in-law, my sister-in-law, and your best friend a hundred times each."
She gave him a sexy smile.
"A hundred times each? Wow! That's a lot," she said with a sexy laugh. "Are you sure you're up to that?" She gave him a sexy smile. "Sure, of course, I can arrange for that. Being that I had sex with everyone dozens of times, that's only fair for you to have sex with my mother, my sister, and my best friend a hundred times each or more even," she said giving him the encouragement of another sexy smile.
Suddenly forgetting all about the other nine men who'd take up permanent residence in his head and space in his bed whenever he was sexually intimate with his wife, he looked at her with his eyes bugging out of his head. Suddenly, he envisioned his MILF of a mother-in-law, Trudy, topless while he fondled her huge tits and sucked on her big nipples before going down to lick and fuck her bushy, blonde pussy. Suddenly, with her big breasts bouncing up and down and swaying from side to side, he imagined of Genevieve on top of him naked while fucking him. Suddenly, he thought of rolling over his sexy sister-in-law to mount her and pound her blonde, trimmed pussy hard enough to make her cum. Suddenly, he imagined Heather sucking his stiff prick while he licked and fingered her pussy. Just as he imagined doing with her mother and sister, he imagined cumming in her best friend's mouth and her swallowing his cum.
"Really? Seriously? You'd do that for me? You'd arrange for me to have sex with Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather a hundred times each or more? You'd allow me to make your mother, your sister, and your best friend my personal, sexual bitches?"



He looked at her waiting for her to respond.
"Sure, why not? That's only fair that you should get to play too," she said with a shrug of her sexy shoulders. "Only, before you get your hopes up, it's not up to me. It's up to them, of course but I'll do my best to convince all three of them to fuck you and suck you," said Gwen.
He looked at her with bewilderment.
"How are you going to approach them? I mean, with the three of them hating me, how will you convince them to have sex with me?"
She looked at him with confidence.
"When I tell them that I had sex with your brothers, your father, your best friend, your boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man, I'm sure they'll all have sex with your too. When I tell them that our marriage is at stake, I'm sure they won't hesitate to give you the hot sex that I received from nine men."
As if he was on a sexual cloud floating in Heaven surrounded by naked Angels, namely Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather, Roger couldn't be happier. For sure, a fair trade, her having sex with everyone he knows would be well worth him having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
"Wow! Oh my God, Gwen. I can't believe this. If you can arrange for me to have sex with your mother, your sister, and your best friend a hundred times each that would make us even. I already have an erection imagining fondling and sucking your mother's huge breasts and sucking her big nipples. I already have an erection just thinking about fucking Genevieve. My cock aches just imagining licking Heather's pussy while she blows me," he said.
"I'm glad for you," she said giving him a smile.
"So, how do we do this, all at once or one at a time? Do I go to their place or do they come here? Would you stay or would you want to watch?"
She shrugged him her answer.
"That's up to you," she said. "This is your sexual fantasy not mine."
He was so happy. A rollercoaster ride from Hell to Heaven to go from being so very sad and angry to being so very sexually excited and happy, he couldn't wait to have sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
"I can't believe this. Oh, my God. In the way you fucked and sucked my brothers, my father, my best friend, my boss, and nearly everyone else, I can't wait for your mother, your sister, and your best friend to fuck and suck me too. I can't wait to shoot my warm, oozy load of cum in their mouths and watch them all swallow. I can't wait. I just can't wait," he said with sexual excitement.
She looked at him to give him the big smile that he gave her when he told her that he was only kidding and that his confessions were nothing more than April Fools' jokes.
"Ha! Ha! Aprils Fools'," she said.
She gave him the big grin that she gives him when telling him that she got him again.
"April Fools? What do you mean April Fools?"
Horror replaced his look of sexual excitement.
"Be serious Roger. My mother, my sister, and/or my best friend would never fuck and suck you. They all hate you."
He looked at her with as much confusion as he looked at her with anger.
"Hate me? Why do they hate me why? Why?" Filled with sexual frustration that he wouldn't be having sex with her mother, sister, and best friend one hundred times each, he raised his voice. Just tell me why your mother, your sister, and your best friend so hate me when I've been nothing but good to them?"
He searched her eyes with his.
"God knows that I love you Roger but good God you are such a stupid man. My mother, my sister, and my best friend all hate you because you're so stupid. Even they knew that I was having sex with the world but you didn't. God love you Roger but you are really dumb not to know that I've been cheating on you behind your back all of these years," said his wife patting his hand for the last time.
She looked at him with self-righteousness as if she deserved to have sex with others for having to live with him.
"They all think I'm stupid? Everyone knew you were cheating on me but me?"
He looked at her with a mixture of shock and hurt.
"With you mesmerized by their big tits, always staring at their breasts while drooling as if you were imagining sucking their nipples, my mother, sister, and best friend hate you because you're such a dumb, lecherous fuck."
To be continued...
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Chapter Fifteen -- Roger implements stage one of his violent, sexual revenge plan
While he remained the faithful, loving, albeit oblivious husband to his wife's sexual affairs for years, Roger was angry, hurt, and sad. Trusting her implicitly and with the thought his wife was sexually faithful and that he was her one and only, until she confessed, little did he know that every man he knew has had sex with her. He had to repeat that fact to wrap his brain around it to acknowledge it, understand it, believe it, and to digest it. Every man he knew has had sex with Gwen, his beloved wife, and the love of his life.
Shocking but true, Gwen violated his trust. His wife wasn't faithful. Shocking but sad, she had sex outside of their marriage. She not only cheated on him with one man, she cheated on him with nine men. How about that? Even though she confessed and even though he believed her confession, he couldn't picture his wife sexually active with nine men.
More than just his wife cheating on him, every man he trusted had betrayed him. The one woman he loved unconditionally had sexually cheated on him with not just one man but with nine men. Nine men? How could she have sex with another man? Why would she have sex with someone else? How could she have sex with nine men behind his back with him not only not knowing but also not even suspecting? How dare she do that to him? Why would she do that to him?
Everyone he knew, her mother, her sisters, and her best friend, his brothers, his father, his best friend, and his boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man all knew that she was having sex with others. Aside from the wives of the men who were having sex with her, with him the only one who didn't know that she was fucking and sucking everyone, how could he not know? How stupid could he be not to see her unfaithfulness? With him always working and with her always home alone while working from home, it was understandable how she could have a secret, sexual life.
Stripping her naked and seeing her without her clothes while touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body, it broke his heart and forever wounded his spirit to know that they all had their wicked sexual ways with his wife. It made him crazy to know that Gwen was unfaithful to him and has had sex with nine other men. As if these men were all her surrogate sperm donors, on the pretense of trying to get pregnant, was her supposed reason and justifiable excuse to have sex with others outside of her marriage. Still, at the very least, as husband and wife, her having sex with another man for the sake of getting pregnant, should have been something that they discussed between themselves first.
First trying with his brothers, then trying with his father, next trying with his best friend and with his boss, and last trying with the mailman, with the UPS man, and with the pizza delivery man, they all enjoyed the sexual charms of Gwen. Then, with her reason for having sex to get pregnant morphing into her enjoying having sex, she became addicted to sex and was unable to do without having daily, sexual orgasms. With him believing that he was the only man that his wife had ever been sexually intimate with, she was the only woman he's ever been with in a sexual way. Sexually faithful to her, she wasn't sexually faithful to him. If ever he caught her in bed having sex with someone, claiming temporary insanity, in some states and in many countries, he'd get away with murder by shooting his wife and her lovers dead.
"Honey. I'm home. Oh, my God. I can't believe you're naked and in bed with my three brothers, my father, my best friend, my boss, the mailman, the UPS man, and the pizza delivery man. It's a good thing my gun clip has nine bullets and there's a tenth bullet already in the chamber," Roger imagined saying while pulling his gun from his jacket. "It's a good thing I'm temporarily insane," he imagine saying to his wife and to her nine lovers.
"Bam, bam, bam, bam, bam, bam, bam, bam, bam! Good-bye Gwen. Bam!"
Yet, she wasn't the only one lusting over having sex with others. He was too. He's always sexually lusted over her MILF of a mother, her sexy sister, and her hot best friend. With him filled with erotic dreams during the night, he's had lots of thoughts of bedding other women during the day. Only, he only thought about having sex with others. She actually had sex with others. With him just imagining having sex with three naked women and her actually doing the dirty deed over and again with nine men, they were two very different distinctions.
Every night he sexually fantasizes of seeing her mother, her sister, or her best friend naked and having sex with them. Now, ever since he changed his work schedule, instead of only sexually fantasizing of her mother or her sister or her best friend, he sexually fantasizes of her mother, her sister, and her best friend all coming to him one at a time but in the same dream. Yet, even though he'd never cheat on his wife, with him having no control over them, he can't control his thoughts and his dreams.
Nonetheless whatever he's thinking and whatever he's dreaming, he could never bring himself to betray his wife's love by having sex with another woman. Something he'd never do, he could never cheat on Gwen. That would be wrong. That would be nasty. That would be foolhardy of him to jeopardize his marriage over and extramarital fling.
Even though he lusts over other women, they're just inappropriate, sexual thoughts he has when dreaming and/or he uses to masturbate himself over when horny. Even if they offered their naked bodies to him, he'd never have sex with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and/or her best friend. With him in love with Gwen, he'd never act on his sexual fantasies, his horny urges, and his erotic impulses until now. His wife is the only woman for him.
He'd never jeopardize the great relationship he enjoys and the happy marriage he thought he had by having a sexual affair, that is until now that it was too late to change the hand that was dealt him. Lord knows there are repercussions to Gwen having sex with other men just as there are repercussions to her confessing that her mother never liked him, her sister disliked him even more, and her best friend hated him. He may not murder her but now with Gwen having already cheated on him, she gave him license to cheat on her. Getting even with her with his revenge, in the way that she's had sex with nine, other men, he wouldn't feel guilty about having sex with nine, other women, twelve other women, actually, when counting her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
"With her so beautiful, so sexy, and so sexual, how could I have been so stupid and so naïve to trust her alone with any man? What was I thinking? They're only human after all."
Allowing them all to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes, with her no innocent victim but a willing participant in wanting to be impregnated, she French kissed them while feeling them through their clothes too. Allowing them to fondle her breasts and suck and finger her nipples, she allowed them all to lick and finger her pussy to orgasmic, sexual pleasure. Then, making love to her before fucking her, she allowed them to put their pricks where he thought he was the only man to put his cock in the holiest of holy places, his wife's pussy.
If her only intention was just to get pregnant, she would have fucked them, just fucked them, without all of the foreplay and without all of the sweet talking, love making. If her only intention was just to get pregnant, she wouldn't have allowed them to lick her pussy and to give her an orgasm with their fingers and with their mouths? If her only intention was just to get pregnant, she wouldn't have sucked their cocks and allow them to waste their sperm in her mouth and down her throat instead of depositing all of their baby making love juice in her pussy? If her only intention was just to get pregnant, why would she even kiss them, French kiss them? If her only intention was just to get pregnant, they wouldn't even have to get naked. Only, she had another agenda.
Now with him knowing that every man he knows has had their cocks in his wife's cunt and in her mouth, he's angry. He's sad. He's broken and he's gone mad with thoughts of revenge. Now it's all about getting even. Now it's all about treating them all with disrespect in the way that they all treated him disrespectfully. Now it's all about him having sex with her mother, her sister, her best friend, and the women of those nine men who had sex with his wife. With her having had sex with nine men, he'll be having sex with twelve women dozens of times, hundreds of times, before he's done with his revenge.
If it wasn't enough that she was unfaithful to him with just one man, nine men saw her naked. Nine men touched, felt, and fondled her naked body. She sucked them all. She took all of their pricks in her mouth and blew them. She blew nine men while stroking nine men until they all ejaculated their cum in her mouth over and again before she swallowed their warm, oozy loads.
Years of her sucking and fucking nine men, nine men licked and fucked her. Nine men gave her multiple orgasms. Nine men had sex with his wife while disrespecting him. How dare she? How could she? How dare they? How could they?
"Frigging cum slut. She's nothing by a no good, miserable whore," he said for no one to hear.
Now that he knows the truth, he was glad that he didn't have children with her. What kind of mother would she have been after having sex throughout their entire marriage with nine other men? Had they had daughters and had they found out her sexual past, what kind of example would she have set for them? Had they had sons and in the way that she enticed nine other men and had sex with them, maybe she would have had sex with their sons too. Now that he knows the truth, with him looking forward to having some sexual action himself, it's Roger's turn to get even.
With him a virgin when he married Gwen and practically still a virgin now with only having had sex with his wife, now it's Roger's turn to have some sexy fun with a bevy of other women. Now it's Roger's turn to have some sexy fun with a dozen, other women while getting even with his wife for cheating on him and while getting even with the nine men who had sex with her. Now it's Roger's turn to ruin the lives of those others who've ruined his life. Tit for tat, what comes around goes around. Now it's Roger's turn to make those feel the hurt that they made him feel in abusing him as a brother, a son, a friend, an employee, and a customer.
"We'll see how you like it when I have forced sex with all of your wives in the way that you had consensual sex with my wife," said Roger talking to himself. "We'll see how you like it when I strip your wives naked and see them all naked. We'll see how you like it when I touch them, feel them, and fondle them in places only they allowed their husbands to touch, feel, and fondle them. We'll see how you like it when I make all of your wives fuck me and then suck me? We'll see how you like it when I make your wives my sexual slaves and my sexy bitches. We'll see how you like it when your wives love me instead of you."
With him already the laughing stock of his family, his friends, and the entire neighborhood, feeling that he had nothing to lose, Roger was ready to cross the line from normalcy to lunacy. By all intents and purposes and already fitting the definition of insanity, he was insane with the sexual lust that he had for Gwen's mother, her sister, and her best friend. With everyone pushing him too far, they had no one to blame for his violent, sexual actions but themselves. Once he got his revenge, no more Mr. Nice Guy, he was forever done with all of them.
For every man who saw his wife naked, he promised to see their wives naked too. For every man who had his prick in Gwen's mouth and buried deep in her pussy, he vowed that he'd violate their wives in the same sexually, inappropriate way. For every man who fucked Gwen, he'd fuck their wives and he'd make their women cum. Instead of being revolted, feeling disgusted, and feeling violated, he'd make them enjoy being used, abused, and raped. Replacing the sexual lust they have for their husband with the sexual lust that they have for him, he'd make them all his bitches. For every man Gwen blew, he'd force their wives to suck him too.
He'd love nothing more than to watch twelve women undress while touching them and feeling them where only their husbands were allowed to touch and feel them. He'd take great joy in cumming in their mouths and forcing them to swallow him. He'd take great sexual pleasure in seeing the angry and humiliated looks on their faces by him using them and abusing them in the way that every man he knows used his wife and abused his good nature. Even if he had to strip their wives naked, force them, tie them up, and rape them, he do that to get even. In the way that he was an innocent victim, not caring if their wives were innocent victims too, he was ready to take his sweet revenge out on the women of those men who ruined his marriage and destroyed his life by having sex with his wife.
"Bastards! No good sons of bitches! Assholes," he said shaking his fist in the air at all of those who ruined his life.
If only for the sake of Trudy never liking him, Genevieve disliking him even more, and Heather hating him, he was ready to take out his sexual revenge on Gwen's mother, her sister, and her best friend. For all the things he's done over the years in helping the three women lighten their loads, while they hid their insincerity and hid their hatred for him, it was time for him to get even with them. Even if he had to force them, strip them naked, and rape them, it was time for him to have his wicked, sexual way with his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend. Payback is a bitch and with these three women all total bitches, he was going to enjoy what he had planned for them.
"How do you like me now Mom?"
He imagined saying to Gwen's mother after stripping her naked, fucking her, and cumming in her mouth while watching her swallow his cum. Oh, yeah, he'd love nothing more than to cum in his mother-in-law's mouth while feeling her huge tits and fingering her big nipples. In the well-mannered, reserved way that she comports herself, he'd love to rattle her cage by stripping her naked and shock her by sticking his prick in her mouth.
"How do you like me now Genevieve?"
He imagined saying to Gwen's sister after stripping her naked and fucking her hard and fucking her fast. In the way that he fucked her and she fucked him in his dreams of her, he imagined fucking her in the way she's never been fucked before. He imagined fucking her as if she was some slut he picked up in a bar just before closing time. Instead of respecting her as his wife's sister and his sister-in-law, he imagined treating her like the whore that she really is and pounding her pussy until she exploded in an orgasm. He imagined forgoing putting a pillow over her mouth as he did in his sexual fantasies of her and allowing her to scream her sexual pleasure to high Heaven.
"How do you like me now Heather?"
He imagined saying to his wife's best friend while having sixty-nine sex with her naked body and forcing her to suck him while he licked her shaved pussy to orgasm. With her the one that he liked the most, and with him more sexually attracted to her than he was to his mother-in-law and his sister-in-law, it hurt him the most to now know that she hated him. In the way that he loved her and would have married her had he not been married to Gwen, just as he didn't understand how his wife's mother and sister could hate him, he didn't understand how Heather could hate him too. What did he do to them for the three women to so hate him?
Now with the knowledge that she hates him, he'd have a particular good time forcing his fingers and his tongue in her cunt while she sucked his cock until he ejaculated in her mouth. Instead of lovingly eating Heather, just as he'd disrespect his mother-in-law and his sister-in-law by having rough sex with them, he'd treat Heather in the same way. Why not? If they all already hate him, he may as well give them a reason to hate him.
Excited about taking his revenge, he imagined stripping Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather naked. Naked, naked, naked. Finally, instead of just seeing them naked in his dreams, he'd see them naked in real life and in real time. Finally he'd be able to touch, feel, and fondle their naked bodies. Finally, he'd be able to fuck his MILF of a mother-in-law and his sexy sister-in-law before forcing them to blow him.
Because he still likes her enough to give her special treatment, turning her around in the sixty-nine position, he'd lick Heather's pussy while she blew him. Then, just when they all thought he was done having sex with their naked bodies, he'd force the three women to have sex with him again. Holding them prisoner, again and again, he'd have sex with their naked bodies one hundred times before allowing them to leave.
One hundred times each, he'd make love to all three women. One hundred times each, he'd fuck all three of their pussies. One hundred times each, he'd force the three women to blow him. One hundred times each, he'd cum in their mouths and watch them swallow him. One hundred times, each, he'd make them his sex slaves and sexual bitches.
"How do you like me now bitches after hating me? How do you like me now after I had my wicked sexual way with your naked bodies dozens of times? How do you like me now that I've made you my personal, sexual slaves? How do you like me now that you're all my sexy bitches?"
As per agreed by Gwen before she yelled her joke in his face, she said that she'd convince her mother, her sister, and her best friend to have sex with him. With her having sex with nine men dozens of times, he'd have sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend one-hundred times each. He couldn't wait to ejaculate one-hundred loads of cum in Trudy's mouth, in Genevieve's mouth, and in Heather's mouth. He couldn't wait to fuck each woman one-hundred times before allowing them to leave the imprisoned confines of his cellar.
"Ha! Ha! April Fools'," laughed Gwen while ruining his sexual fantasy and something he'll be having nightmares over. She got him so very sexually excited and then she pulled the rug out from under him. When he fell, with him already consumed with thoughts of having sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, he fell hard. "I was just kidding about my mother, my sister, and my best friend having sex with you," he remembered Gwen saying.
With shock replacing his sexual excitement, he looked at her stunned.
"You were just kidding? It was just an April Fools' joke?"
A rollercoaster ride from Heaven to Hell, he remembered being so very sexually excited that Gwen was going to persuade her mother, her sister, and her best friend to have sex with him as her concession to her having sex with nine men. Then, in a mean streak, she pulled the plug, told him that her convincing her mother, sister, and best friend to have sex with him was just an April Fools' joke. How could his wife be so cruel? How could his wife be so mean to tease him with sex and then deny him that pleasure?
"They'd never have sex with you because they hate you," she said. "With you mesmerized by their big tits and always staring at their breasts while drooling as if you were imagining sucking their nipples, they all think you're such a dumb, lecherous fuck," he remembered his wife hurting him with her words.
Even more hurtful than her pulling the plug on him having sex with her mother, her sister, and with her best friend was the fact that the three women so prominent in his life and so important to his wife, all hate him. They hate him? Why do they all hate him? What did he ever do to them for them to hate him? Helping them with things constantly, he's been nothing but respectful and nice. He's been nothing but good to the three of them.



After having sex one-hundred times each with Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather, he'd have sex dozens of times with his brothers' wives, Diane, Brenda, and Audrey. In the way his sisters-in-law have always flirted with him over the years, now was the time to call their bluff and to fuck the three women and to have the three women suck his cock. Then, once finished with his sisters-in-law, he'd take his revenge out on his father's young, sexy, slutty girlfriend, Crystal. After having his wicked sexual way with Crystal, he'd have sex with his best friend's wife, Jennifer, and with his boss's way too young, hot wife, Jessica. Finally, he'd track down where the mailman, the UPS driver, and the pizza delivery man all lives and when they're out working, he'll have sex with their wives too.
"Oh, yeah, ready to spread the sexual joy, his violent, sexual, albeit insane plan was the perfect plan for revenge. I can't wait to begin," he said rubbing his hands together in the way that a fly rubs its legs together when poised on a lump of excrement.
* * * * *
He couldn't wait to implement his five stage plan of violent, sexual revenge. Stage one of his plan of violent, sexual revenge, is stripping the three of them naked and having sex with his wife's mother, Trudy, her sister, Genevieve, and best friend, Heather. Stage two of his five stage plan of violent, sexual revenge is stripping the three of them naked and having sex with his sisters-in-law, Diane, Brenda, and Audrey. Step three of his five stage plan of violent, sexual revenge is having sex with his father's way too young, slutty girlfriend, Crystal. Stage four of his five stage plan of violent, sexual revenge is having sex with his best friend's wife, Jennifer and his boss' way too young, hot wife, Jessica. Last but not least of his five stage plan of violent, sexual revenge is having sex with the wives of the mailman, UPS man, and pizza deliveryman.
Just as he finished formulating his five stage plan of violent, sexual revenge, perfect timing, his mother-in-law pulled up in her Mercedes with Genevieve riding shotgun and with Heather in the backseat. With the three of them always talking, he stood by the window to watch the women flapping their gums before they alighted from the car. Suddenly seeing them all for what they are, rich, spoiled bitches, it was time he put them all in their place.
It was time he took them down a notch for them to see how other people live. It was time that he stripped the three of them naked. Naked, naked, naked. It was time that he fucked them and forced them to blow him. It was time that he sexually controlled them in the way that they've emotionally controlled him and took advantage of his kindness over the years.
Genevieve was first out of the car. Flashing him her pink panties by alighting from the passenger side of the car as if she was a sailor climbing out of a dinghy, so different from her sister, there was nothing ladylike about her. In the way she alighted from the car so unladylike, he wondered if she knew he was watching. He wondered if she was giving him a show between her legs of her panties. God, she's such a slut.
Heather was next out of the car. Sliding her shapely ass across the seat, she flashed him her pale blue panties when climbing out of the car with her short skirt nearly up to her waist. As soon as he saw her blue panties, all he could think of is removing her panties. All he could think of is seeing her pussy that he imagined was shaved and velvety soft. All he could think of is fingering her pussy while licking her pussy as she sucked his cock and he ejaculated his load of cum in her mouth.
Then, Trudy appeared from the driver's side of the car wearing her uniform of choice, a white, button blouse and a powder blue, short skirt. Even from this distance he could see her huge D cup bra through her blouse. He suspected his mother-in-law was more a double D cup than she was a D cup. As if she was a 18th century women strapped in a corset, when wearing her low cut, unbuttoned blouses that she always wore, she showed much more cleavage wearing a smaller and tighter brassiere. Now, never thinking of her as a whore before, in the way that Gwen was and her sister Genevieve was, he now suspected that Trudy was a whore too. With Heather, Gwen's best friend, no doubt, in the way that Gwen was a whore, now he figured that Heather was a cock loving whore too.
"Whore! Whore! Whore!" he said through his living room bay window as they walked from the car to his front door.
In the way his mother-in-law was so well preserved, coifed, and groomed, if he didn't know she was 60-years-old, he'd think she was 45-years-old. Tall, thin, and shapely, in the way she carried herself and in the articulate way she spoke, she reminded him of Dina Merrill, an actress of old, but with tits. In the way she talked and in the way she walked, with her nose raised high in the air, she thought she was better than everyone else. With her having money, she thought she could buy everything and everyone.
As if responding to an invitation to his private, sexual party, he watched the three of them walk up the walkway in single file with Trudy leading the way with Genevieve behind her and Heather taking up the rear. In the horny way he felt right now, he'd love to give it to all three of them up the rear. Oh, yeah, showing them who's the boss, he'd love to fuck them all in the ass. Bending them over, lifting their short skirts, and pulling down their panties, he'd fuck them like a dog while feeling their tits. Humping them hard and humping them fast, he'd really make them his sexy bitches.
"How do you like me now?" He imagined asking Trudy the question while fucking her in her ass and while feeling her huge double D breasts and fingering her big, hard nipples. "With you never liking me, do you like me a little bit now that my cock is buried in your ass?"
"How do you like me now?" He imagined asking Genevieve the question same question that he asked her mother while fucking her hard in her ass and while feeling her C cup tits and fingering her erect nipples. "With you disliking me even more than your mother, do you like me a little better now that my cock is buried in your ass?
"How do you like me now?" He imagined asking Heather the same question that he asked Trudy and Genevieve while fucking her in her ass and while feeling her C cup tits and fingering her erect nipples. "Do you still all hate me now that my cock is buried in your ass?"
As if he was a human version of the big, bad wolf or Count Dracula, and certainly he was, he opened the front door wide just as they walked up the steps.
"Ladies. Welcome," said Roger allowing them in his house of horrors.
Trudy shot him an angry look. Something he's never seen or noticed before, she looked at him as if she hated him. She looked at him that if she had a gun, she'd shoot him. A stunning insight, he really never saw her for who she really is, a real bitch, until now.
'Wow!'
"Where's my daughter?"
She shot him a deadly look. If looks could kill, he'd be dead. Perhaps he's seen that look before but he never put her look together with hate. He always thought she was just anxious or annoyed over something or someone else. He never saw her anger directed at him before until now. Now, that he knows she never liked him, he can see that she hates him.
"Where's my sister?"
As if they were chained together with Trudy pulling her daughter along, Genevieve pushed by him to get in the house after her mother. Heather ran up the front steps as if she was avoiding being shot by a sniper.
"Where's Gwen? Gwen? Gwen? Gwen? Where are you?"
The three women shouted out for Gwen throughout the reception hall and shouted up the front stairs that led to the bedrooms. He closed the door behind them and locked it before turning to face his imagined firing squad of estrogen laden women poised at the ready to attack him. If only they knew what they were in for, they'd scream. If only they knew what they were in for, they'd desperately try to leave. The song, Hotel California by the Eagles played through his head.
"Relax" said Roger. 'We are programmed to receive. You can check-out at any time you like but you can never leave,' he wanted to say but didn't.
He couldn't wait to tell them and show them the big surprise in-store that he had for his mother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and his wife's best friend.
"Roger, where's Gwen?" Seemingly they all said at once. After Trudy, Genevieve, and Heather barged in his house as if they owned the place, they ran from room to room looking for their beloved Gwen. "We've been calling her cell phone for days and there's no answer," said Trudy.
Now armed with the fact that his MILF of a mother-in-law never liked him, his sexy sister-in-law disliked him even more, and his wife's best friend hated him, he looked at them without feelings or mercy. With him looking at them in the way they must have viewed him after all of these years, there's be no denying him his stage one plan of violent, sexual revenge now. Glad that they were all here, making his plan easier to begin, it was time for him to seek his revenge.
"I'm glad you're all here," he said staring from Trudy's huge tits to stare at Genevieve's big breasts and before staring at Heather's big tits. First he looked at them as three beautiful women all stylishly dressed. Then, he looked at him as if they were women that he wanted to strip naked and physically use and sexually abuse. Staring at their big bra clad breasts as if they were already topless, he looked from Trudy and to Genevieve before concentrating his focus on Heather. "Get out of those clothes," he said looking back at Trudy. "Take them off," he said waving a lackadaisical hand.
Trudy looked at him as if he was drunk or insane. Certainly he wasn't drunk but he was definitely, certifiably insane. If only they knew what he was planning, they'd surely rush the door and try to flee. Only and obviously, with them all having known him for twenty years, not suspecting that he'd do bad things with their naked bodies, they weren't panicked...yet.
"I beg your pardon? Get out of our clothes? Is that what you just said to us?" She laughed. Then, she looked from Roger to look at her daughter, Genevieve, before looking at Heather and before returning her focus to Roger. "Did you just dare to ask us to remove our clothes? Have you been drinking Roger?"
He walked up to her and feeling his mother-in-law's huge tits with both hands, he felt her huge breasts through her blouse and bra. Immediately, if his fingers where the legs of a cockroach walking on her, she slapped his hands away. He put his hand on her breast again and felt her emerging nipple through her blouse and bra. This time, instead of slapping his hand away, she looked down at his hand while watching his fingers fingering her nipple through her blouse and bra.
"Yes. You heard me correctly. I said get out of those clothes. Strip," he said taking a step back. He looked from Trudy to look at Genevieve and finally turned his focus to Heather. "Get naked now," he said with his eyes bulging out of his head and raising his voice as if he was a terrorist with a bomb.
Staying true to the slutty reputation that she has, Genevieve was first to start undressing. Unbuttoning her blouse, unashamed, unembarrassed, and with her head held high, she flayed open her blouse to expose her bra clad breasts and long, line of cleavage to her brother-in-law. Following her lead, Heather began unbuttoning her blouse too only much slower and more reluctantly. Where Genevieve didn't show any shame or embarrassment, Heather looked uncomfortably embarrassed. Already giving him her bitchy attitude, with her not making a move to undress, seemingly Gwen's mother would be more of a problem.
"How dare you to talk to me in such a sexually inappropriate way? I'll do no such thing," said Trudy with her ever present superior attitude. "I'll not remove my clothes. Genevieve! Stop undressing," she said to her daughter before giving her undivided attention to her son-in-law. "Where's my daughter?"
Roger gave her a diabolical laugh as if he was an escaped patient in an insane asylum while Genevieve and Heather continued undressing.
"Don't fret about Gwen. She's fine. I have her tied to a pole in the cellar. I'm taking you all down to the cellar to see her," he said.
Trudy's eyes bugged out of her head as if she had just seen a cockroach.
"What?" Trudy looked from Roger to look at Genevieve. Both women suddenly stopped undressing. "Why is my Gwen tied to a pole in the cellar?"
As if bored with her backtalk, Roger sighed loudly and rolled his eyes.
"In the way that you all knew that Gwen had her wicked sexual way with my brothers, my father, my best friend, my boss, the mailman, the UPS driver, and the pizza delivery man, I plan to have my wicked sexual way with the three of you," said Roger without emotion but with a look of sexual excitement on his face.
He smiled at Trudy before smiling at Genevieve and Heather.
"Sex? With the three of us? How dare you? Over my dead body," said Trudy. "You're not man enough to handle one of us never mind having sex with the three of us," she said giving him a hateful, hurtful look. "I'll never have sex with you. I'll never remove my clothes. I plan on remaining fully dressed until the police come. Call the police," she said to Genevieve who searched her pocketbook for her cell phone.
Roger looked from Trudy to look at Gwen.
"Give me your phones. Hand them over. All of them. Give me your phones now," said Roger raising his voice to show not only that he meant business but also to show them evidence of his lunacy.
Immediately Genevieve and Heather handed him their cell phones. Then, when Trudy gave him a look of disobedient insubordination, showing her who's the boss, Roger walked over to her and gave her a pensive look before slapping her hard across her face.
'Whack!'
The slap pushed her head to one side and the sound of his hand against the side of Trudy's face made Genevieve and Heather jump in fright. Then, with one downward pull of his big hand, with buttons flying everywhere and bouncing along the reception hall's hardwood floor, he ripped open her blouse. As if she was some whore he paid to sexually use and abuse for the night, Roger ripped open his mother-in-law's blouse. Too shocked to even cover her exposed brassiere and long, sexy line of cleavage, she stood there with her big mouth hanging open and her big, white bra totally exposed. She opened her purse, pulled out her cell phone, and handed that to her son-in-law along with her submission.
"Now that wasn't so difficult, was it? Get naked now or else," he said pulling out his handgun that was tucked in his pants in the small of his back and waving the gun at the three women. "I want to see some skin."
First to obey, Genevieve removed her pants and Heather followed her by removing her pants too. Something he's only imagined in his sexual fantasies about them, both women stood before him in their bra and panties while Trudy removed her blouse before unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt. With all three women dressed only in their underwear, Roger ushered them down the cellar stairs to the cellar.
"Now let's go see Gwen down the cellar, shall we? C'mon, move. Everyone down the cellar," he said still brandishing his gun while walking behind Heather with Genevieve in front of her and Trudy leading the trio.
"Roger, you don't have to do this," said Genevieve stopping on the stairs to give her brother-in-law a sexy look and a deep wet kiss. "You don't have to hold a gun to my head for me to fuck you," she said in a sexy whisper with a dirty laugh while putting her hand on the barrel of the gun and stroking it as if she was stroking his cock.
Then, when Genevieve moved away and continued down the stairs, Heather turned to look at him.
"What if we were really nice to you," she said breathlessly, "if you know what I mean?"
As if she was one of the slutty Kardashians, she slowly slid her hand down the front of him and stopped to feel and grab a handful of his cock through his pants.
"We'll see how nice you are once you're downstairs," said Roger.
He remembered Gwen telling him that the three women hated him. He remembered what his wife said, much like men, women don't have to like a man to be sexually attracted to a man. He recalled the sexual fantasies that he's had of her mother, her sister, and her best friend for the past fifteen years. Now, finally, his sexual fantasy was going to be his sexual reality.
Roger escorted the three women down the stairs and locked the cellar door behind him with a key. With the backdoor that led to the yard locked too, there was no escaping his lunacy. With him the keeper of this zoo, they were not only his sexual guests but also his soon to be caged animals.
"Pick a pole and sit in front of it," he said. "But before you do, take off those panties and bras."
He pushed the back of Heather's shoulder to hurry her along.
"Gwen," said Trudy running to her daughter.
"Gwen," said Genevieve running to her sister.
"Gwen," said Heather. "Are you okay?"
The three women surrounded Gwen who sat on the cellar floor naked with her wrists positioned behind her back and tied to a pole.
"Oh, my God," said Trudy. "How dare you hurt my daughter? She has bruises all over her neck. What did you do to her?" She looked at him with a much anger as she looked at him with hate. "Did you strangle her? Did you try to kill her? I'll have you arrested. I'll have you put in jail for what you've done to Gwen and for what you plan to do with the three of us."
Roger pushed Trudy away from her daughter.
"Strip, I said. Get naked," said Roger pushing his mother-in-law's shoulder.
Reluctantly, Gwen's mother reached behind her to unhook her massive bra. As if he was listening to the tumbler clicks to the combination of a safe, Roger listened to Trudy undoing the four hooks that held her massive, underwire bra in place. One, two, three, and four.
Her bra was unhooked and as if she was a stripper on stage performing a striptease, Roger watched his mother-in-law remove her bra straps from her shoulders, first one and then the other. As if she removed her brassiere in slow motion, he waited with baited, sexual anticipation to see what he's only ever imagined seeing in his sexual fantasies. For the past fifteen years, he's been lusting over his imagining seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling his mother-in-law's tits and now here they were.
As if teasing him, she stared at him while holding her bra cups in place with her two hands. First one and then the other, she removed her bra cups to expose her D cup breasts that looked more like double D cup breasts. With her showing no modesty and/or shame, as if she was exposing a set of twin, full moons to her son-in-law, she put her arms down by her side to show Roger her huge breasts.
Topless, topless, topless, Trudy was topless in front of him. Topless, topless, topless, he was finally seeing his mother-in-law's tits. Topless, topless, topless, he couldn't believe he was finally seeing Trudy's naked breasts.
"Are you happy now," she said looking down at her tits as if wanting to see what Roger was seeing of her. "You've stared, leered, and ogled them long enough. Here they are Roger. Here's my tits for your viewing pleasure."
Roger walked over to her.
"Wow," said Roger staring at her naked breasts. "They're even bigger than I imagined. May I?"
She looked at him as if he was nuts and, certifiably, he was.
"You order me to strip naked and now you're asking my permission to touch my naked breasts," she said sighing and rolling her eyes in the same way that Gwen always does. "That's a bit convoluted even for you," said Trudy.



"May I?" He asked again with his hands at the ready.
"Yes, of course, you may touch and feel my breasts. Go ahead and have your wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts. Just don't hurt my daughters and Heather and please refrain from fingering my nipples," she said as if goading him to finger her nipples.
Roger touched his mother-in-law's huge breasts. He felt her tits. He fondled her big boobs. Then, when he ran a hand across her emerging nipples, she gasped. He fingered her big nipples. Turning them, twisting them, and pulling them, he leaned down to suck them, first one and then the other. He took a step back to enjoy the topless sight of her huge breasts and erect nipples.
"Now your panties. Take them off," he said. "Show me your naked pussy and ass. I always wanted to know what Gwen's mother looks like naked."
With her thumbs positioned inside her panties, Trudy slid her underpants down and off. Naked, naked, naked. Just as he imagined of her in his sexual fantasies, he saw his mother-in-law's bushy, blonde pussy. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe he was finally seeing his mother-in-law naked.
"Oh, my God. I can't believe I'm standing here totally exposed," said Trudy. "This is so embarrassing. This is so humiliating. When I report what you've done here to the police, you'll pay dearly with your freedom for this Roger."
Roger made a face at her to show her that he didn't care.
"Now, you," he said pointing his gun at Genevieve. "Get naked. Take off your bra and panty."
Not wasting a second, Genevieve stripped herself naked. First her panty and then her bra.
"Happy?" Genevieve twirled around and then with her back to her brother-in-law, she bent at the waist and reached behind herself to spread her ass cheeks. "Would you like to search me too?" She stuck a finger in her pussy and licked it as if she was sucking his cock.
Roger smiled at his sexy sister-in-law's sexual brazenness.
"God you're such a whore. I only wish Gwen was more like you," said Roger. "If she was more the whore for me than she was for everyone else, we all wouldn't be here today."
He looked from Genevieve's naked body to look at Trudy's naked body before focusing on Heather's underwear clad body.
"Now you," he said to Heather. "Get naked. Show me your body."
Heather obliged her best friend's husband by removing her bra and then her panty.
"Nice wax job," said Genevieve staring at Heather's bald pussy.
Roger stared at Heather's pussy as if he was already imagining licking it.
"I knew you'd have a shaved cunt," said Roger.
Trudy walked to her son-in-law naked.
"I'll do anything you want me to do. I'll fuck you. I'll suck you. I'll even allow you to cum in my mouth and I'll swallow your cum. Only, don't hurt my daughters and don't hurt Heather. If you allow Gwen, Genevieve, and Heather to leave, I'll give you hot sex," she said giving him a deep, wet kiss while reaching down to feel his erection through his pants.
"Sorry but you're going to give me hot sex anyway," she Roger breaking off her kiss to speak. "All of you are going to give me hot sex. I won't hurt your daughters or Heather. I promise. As my way of getting even with Gwen for all that she did in having sex with nine men, I only want to have sex with the three of you while my wife watches. Now get on your knees bitch and start sucking my cock before I slap you again," he said to Trudy.
He pushed Trudy down to her knees with a heavy hand to her shoulder. Sticking his gun in his pocket, he unbuckled his pants and unzipped them. Then, exposing his cock to Gwen's mother, he pulled his pants and underwear down. Kicking off her shoes, he stepped out of pants and underwear, put a heavy hand to the back of Trudy's head, and impaled his mother-in-law's mouth with his hard, erect cock.
Humping her mouth and fucking her face, he was finally getting more than just a fantasy blowjob from his mother-in-law. After sexually fantasizing of Trudy sucking his cock for fifteen, long, sexually frustrating years, since his Honeymoon night, after Gwen passed out exhausted and drunk, he was finally having his wicked, sexual way with his mother-in-law. Well worth the wait, with the April Fools' joke backfiring on Gwen, he couldn't believe he was finally exacting his violent sexual revenge on her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
"You're next Genevieve and then you Heather," he said. "Go sit on the mattress over there and don't move until I'm ready for you."
To be continued...
Please vote. Please give me the support of your vote. Please vote.



        

  
    Mom & Son Sexy Nude Day Surprise Ch. 01
  
  Mom & Son Sexy Nude Day Surprise Ch. 01

        Mom receives an invitation for a Nude Day cruise.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mom-and-son-sexy-nude-day-surprise-ch-01

Title: Mom & Son Sexy Nude Day Surprise Ch. 01

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Mom receives an invitation for a Nude Day cruise.

Tags: receiving a cum bath, gangbang with six man, nude day cruise, nude in public, orgy sex with six men, national nude day

Series: Mom & Son Sexy Nude Day Surprise


Please vote. Please give me the support of your vote. Please vote.
*
Mom gets and unexpected invitation for a Nude Day cruise
Already bored and sexually frustrated with his not very successful routine of trying to spy on his mother dressing and undressing, Robert needed a life. Even though the thoughts of seeing his mother topless and/or naked sexually excited him, he always felt like such a pervert trying to see what he shouldn't see of his mother. How dare he so disrespect her? She was his mother after all and not some slut. She deserved more respect and more privacy than he was giving her.
Devoted to her and sexually attracted to her, his sexual focus has been on his mother, always on his mother, for too long. With him routinely flashing her his cock and with her having seen his errant prick so very many times before, even flashing her his cock was started to wear thin. He wanted more. He wanted to see her topless. He wanted to see her naked. Naked, naked, naked, Robert wanted to see his mother naked. He needed to have sex with her. Sex, sex, sex, Robert wanted to have sex with his mother.
Yet, always horny, somehow and someway, he needed to take the next step with her to see if she felt the same sexual way about him that he felt about her. In the way that he wanted to sexually touch and feel his mother, he wanted his mother to touch and stroke him before sucking and fucking him. Only, she'd never do any of that. His mother wasn't a slut or a whore. His mother was a good, moral woman. Besides, riddled with guilt and shame for trying to force open the door of the incestuously forbidden, she was his mother and he was her son.
Without doubt, tired of masturbating himself for some much needed sexual release, he needed a girlfriend. Only not having a job and not having any money, he was stuck living at home with his mother. Even if he had money enough to date a woman, what kind of woman would want him when he told her that he still lived with his mother? Women would think of him as a weak Mama's boy, a man who couldn't live on his own without the help of his mother.
Besides, not giving up on them ever having a sexual relationship, encouragingly positive, his mother never complained when he flashed her his cock. A sexually exciting game that he enjoyed playing, with her always looking at what he was showing, seemingly she liked it when he exposed his cock to her. Removing the stigma of a mother and her son, maybe in the way that showing his mother his dangling prick made him feel like a man, seeing her son's cock made her feel like a woman. With his sexual attraction to her getting in the way of him seeing things clearly, he didn't know. All he knew was, just as he was always exposing his cock to her, she always looked at his exposed dick.
Perhaps, if she stopped looking, he'd stop flashing her. Perhaps if she showed anger instead of curiosity, he'd show shame, remorse, and embarrassment. Only, encouraged by her looks, he suspected that she enjoyed his flashes. Perhaps if she stopped walking around him, as if sexually teasing him, while wearing her short, low cut, sheer nightgowns, he'd stop flashing her. Perhaps, if she stopped parading around him in her low cut bra and sexy, bikini panties, he wouldn't feel horny enough to flash her his cock.
If she didn't want him flashing her, he'd think she'd tell him to wear underwear beneath his pajama bottoms. If she wasn't as interested in him flashing her as much as he was interested in flashing her, she wouldn't be looking every time his erect prick had emerged from his pee hole to say hi. Moreover, he assumed, her excuse to look longer, she always told him that he was so exposed while continuing to stare at his cock. He enjoyed her staring at his cock when she spoke to him as if he was being her naughty child.
"I see Robert Jr. came out to say hi," she'd say with a sexy laugh. Or she'd say, "Robert, fix yourself please."
In the way that he routinely flashed her his naked cock in exchange for seeing her bra clad breasts and panty clad pussy and ass, he wished she'd flash him more than her just underwear but she never did. If she flashed him her topless or naked body, with one thing leading to another, maybe their mutual flashing would lead to sex. Only, just as his mother would never flash him, she'd never have sex with him either. He had more luck with his mother showing him up skirt peeks of her panties and down blouse peeks of her bra than he ever had of seeing her topless and/or naked.
Even though she freely walks around him in her bra and panty, for some reason, it's more sexually arousing to see something he shouldn't see of her when she's sitting with her knees parted or bending over him while wearing a low cut top. Always looking at whatever she's inadvertently showing, he enjoys seeing her when she's walking around in her sexy, sheer nightgowns. From what he can see of her shapely naked body through her sheer nightgowns, she has shapely C cup breasts and a round, firm ass. When she's not walking around him in her sexy nightgown, she's walking around him in her sexy panty and bra.
His sexual fantasy come true, he'd love to see his mother topless. Topless, topless, topless, he'd wished he could see his mother topless. She has a great body and he can only imagine what she looks like topless and/or naked. He'd love to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, he can only imagine what his mother looks like naked.
Then, she received a phone call from her latest boyfriend that changed both of their lives forever. If only he knew then what he knows now, he'd be looking at his mother much differently. If only he knew then what he knows now, he'd be having sex with his mother instead of staying home alone while she's out on a Nude Day cruise. Little did he know that the one phone call she received from her boyfriend would affect his life as much as it would affect her life too.
Little did he know that his mother is a cock sucking, cum slut who has had cum baths. If only he knew his mother is a gangbang whore who participated in sexual orgies with groups of men, he would have been more sexually aggressive with her and sexually demanding of her. Definitely, he would have made his move by making a sexual pass at her. Still, nonetheless her sexual past and sexual present, her having sex with a multitude of men doesn't mean that she'd have incestuous sex with him. Yet, in hindsight, forever together, little did he know that it would only be a matter of time before he'd be sexually intimate with his mother.
* * * * *
He remembered the details of the phone call as if it just happened now instead of several hours before. As soon as his mother answered the phone, she closed her bedroom door. Something she never does, her bedroom door is always wide open. Strange for her to close her bedroom door, she never closes her bedroom door.
Something she never does unless she's naked and/or when masturbating herself, he imagined, as he's never seen her masturbating or heard her masturbating but he imagines that she closes her bedroom door when she's masturbating, if she does masturbate. Everyone masturbates, right? Surely, unless she's having enough sex that she doesn't have the need to sexually self-abuse herself, even his mother must feel the need to masturbate herself. It sexually excited him to think of his mother masturbating herself. Wishing he knew when she was touching herself in that sexual way, he'd love to offer her his hand, his tongue, and/or his cock.
Anyway, she never closes her bedroom door unless she's naked or hiding something, such as wrapping Christmas gifts and birthday gifts or in this case having a personal, private phone conversation. She even allows him to lounge in bed with her to watch TV late at night or early in the morning. Always trying to see whatever he can of her while in bed with her, a down nightgown or an up nightgown, with her always modestly covered by a sheet, he hasn't been very lucky in that regard.
As long as she's wearing her panty and bra, she even allows him to watch her getting changed. How many mothers parade around their grown sons in their panties and bras? How many mothers allow their grown sons to watch them get dressed and undressed? He's never seen her topless or naked but with him seeing her in her underwear, he can clearly imagine her topless and naked while masturbating himself night and day.
With her giving him plenty of masturbation fodder by allowing him to see her in her underwear, he should be sexually satisfied with that but he's not. He wants more. Not only does he wish that he could see his mother topless and/or naked but also he wishes he could have sex with her topless and/or naked body. If only he could, he would. If only she would, he would.
"Come in Robert. It isn't like I'm naked. I'm in my panty and bra. You've seen more of my body when I'm wearing my barely there bikini than you can when I'm in my underwear," she always said while laughing.
She's right. Her bikinis leave little to the imagination. He loved seeing his MILF of a mother in her sexy bikini. Yet, in the way she was always around him in her sexy nightgowns or sexy underwear, he couldn't help but wonder if she was teasing him while waiting for him to make a sexual move on her. Maybe she's hoping he'd make the first, sexual move. Seriously, what mother freely and routinely walks around her horny, testosterone filled son in her sexy panty and bra?
Then, again, in the way that many sons would love to have sex with their mothers, how many mothers would really want to have sex with their sons? Surely, there are many more sons who'd want to have sex with their mother than there are mothers who'd want to have sex with their sons. Even though he sexually fantasizes about seeing his mother topless and/or naked and routinely masturbates over having sex with her, his mother would never allow him to see her topless and/or naked. His mother would never have sex with him.
Wishing she'd walk around him topless and/or naked, whether she was in her nightgown, her bra and panty, or in her barely there bikini, it was all masturbation material to him. He especially loved watching her parading around in front of him in her bikini panties and low cut bras. He loved masturbating over the thoughts of her topless or naked while having sex with him. With him seeing not nearly enough, he wished he could touch and feel his mother's magnificent body while holding her and kissing her.
Only, oblivious to the sexual games that women play, he could never figure out if she was deliberately, sexually teasing him or if she was just comfortable walking around him in her sheer nightgowns, panty and bra, and barely there bikinis. With him being her son and she being his mother, maybe she trusted him enough not to make a sexual pass at her. With him never making a sexual pass at her, other than occasionally flashing her his prick, no doubt, not willing to risk it, she'd stop her sexy lingerie show if ever he showed his real sexual, incestuous interest in her. Not wanting to ruin the free show of seeing his mother in her sexy nightgowns and lingerie, he tried his best not to stare, leer, and ogle her nearly naked body. Only, as soon as she left for work, he'd be in his room masturbating over all that he saw of her and all that he imagined seeing of her while imagining having sex with her topless and/or naked body.
If only she knew how much he was sexually attracted to her, no doubt, she'd start wearing a bathrobe over her panty and bra around the house. If only she knew he wanted to have sex with her, she'd ask him to leave her house and find other living arrangements. If only she knew he masturbated over seeing her in her panty and bra and/or in her sheer, sexy nightgowns, she'd take him to the doctor to have his head examined. If only she knew how much he sexually lusted over her and masturbated over her, she'd have him committed.
"Eww, Robert, put it away. I can't believe you're masturbating again. You need a hobby. You need a girlfriend. You need a job," she'd say whenever walking in his room unannounced and without knocking and catching him masturbating.
He only wished he had the nerve to open her closed, bedroom door when he knew she was naked and dressing or undressing. He only wished he could catch his mother as nakedly indisposed with her fingers in her pussy as she always managed to catch him as nakedly indisposed with his hand around his cock. Yet, mostly as planned, he couldn't count how many times he purposely arranged for his mother to catch him masturbating. Even though she always looks before leaving, she's never seen him cum. Just once, he'd love for her to catch him ejaculating a huge, warm, oozy load all over his chest. Just once, he'd love to see the look on her face when seeing him cumming over the thoughts of having sex with her naked body.
Yet, as soon as she closed her bedroom door, knowing her phone conversation would be personally private and hopefully sexually revealing, he got up from the couch to stand by her bedroom door to listen. With him always wondering about her personal, private sexual life, the only way to find out if she was having sex and with whom she was having sex with was to eavesdrop on her. Hoping to hear all the sexy, sexual details, he pressed his ear to her bedroom door to listen. He always wondered if his mother sucked cock. Maybe now he'd find out if she did or not.
* * * * *
"Seriously? A cruise? Wow! No way. For Nude Day? National Nude Day? I never knew there was such a holiday," said Donna, Robert's mother.
Robert stood outside his mother's closed, bedroom door eavesdropping on her telephone conversation that she was having with her new boyfriend, Stephen.
"When is National Nude Day? I don't even know. Tuesday? July 14? Oh. I didn't know that. I'm embarrassed to admit that I've never celebrated Nude Day," said Donna with a laugh.
With his mother making reference to Nude Day to her boyfriend over the phone, he couldn't help himself from imagining her naked. Topless, topless, topless, wishing he could see her tits, he'd love nothing better than to see his mother topless unless he could see her naked. Naked, naked, naked, wishing he could see her ass and her pussy, he'd love to see his mother naked.
Even though she parades around him in her sheer, sexy nightgowns without the modesty of wearing a bathrobe and is not embarrassed for him to see her in her panty and bra, he's never seen her naked. He's never even seen her topless. The best he could do is to imagine her topless and/or naked while masturbating. With her having a great body for a woman her age, he'd love nothing better than to see her topless and/or naked.
If only she'd ask him for a massage when she was naked but for a small, hand towel draped across her butt, he enjoyed masturbating himself while imagining kneading her beautiful body with his horny hands. He'd love nothing more than to massage her beautiful ass and her naked breasts. If only she'd call him to kill a spider while she was sitting in the bathtub naked, he'd burst open her bathroom door. If only he had the nerve to barge in her bedroom when she was naked or barge in her bathroom while she was doing her hair topless, he'd have masturbation material for the rest of his life.
Only, she never asked him for a massage. She wasn't afraid to kill her own spiders. And he'd never invade his mother's privacy by barging in her bedroom and/or bathroom in the way that she's invading his privacy by opening his bedroom door without knocking and catching him masturbating. Now, unable to control himself, desperate to have sex with her, he's invading her privacy by listening to her personal, private telephone conversation by pressing his ear against her bedroom door. Hoping to hear something he could use to seduce her, he needed to know if there was a real, sexual woman behind the façade of his mother.
"I didn't even know that Nude Day was a National holiday. I should ask my union rep about making National Nude Day a paid holiday," she said with a laugh. "Only, if they had a company outing on that day, I wouldn't want to see any of my co-workers naked," she said with another laugh. "Most of them have bad bodies."
Always looking forward to that naked celebration, with his mother going away for the weekend, he forgot that Tuesday was National Nude Day. Too preoccupied with trying to see his mother in all manners of undress, he couldn't believe that Tuesday was the Nude Day holiday, one of the most important days in his year. Last year he watched the PETA women, People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals, models mostly, posing for television news cameras while demonstrating in front of a furrier. Typically, being that it's Nude Day, they wear nothing but billboard signs with the sides of their naked bodies visibly exposed to onlookers, gawkers, and perverts like him.
There were a few women in the park who removed their tops and bras in celebration of Nude Day and in protest of the nudity laws. Being that it was Nude Day, unless someone complained of a woman walking around naked and/or a man flashing women his cock, no one was arrested for removing their shirt and bra and having a quiet Nude Day celebration with friends on a picnic blanket. For the most part, coming and going without incident, Nude Day was a day for exhibitionists and voyeurs. With most Americans usually leaving the nudity behind closed doors, Nude Day was a day that some daring partygoers celebrated in public.
"I can't get off from work Tuesday," she said. "Sorry. Today is the last day of my vacation. I'm working Tuesday. Oh, even though the cruise is in celebration of Nude Day, it's not actually on Nude Day? That's weird," she said with a laugh while sounding puzzled. "Then, when is the cruise? Today? You're kidding."
In the premature celebration of Nude Day, Robert suddenly imagine his mother sunning her naked body aboard a boat with a bunch of other naked people.
"God, I haven't worn my bikini since last year. I've gained a couple of pounds and I don't know if my bikini will still fit," she said. "Don't worry? I won't need a bikini? That's true. I'll be naked," she said with a sexy, albeit nervous laugh.
The image of his mother naked filled his mind with incestuous lust for her. He'd do anything to see her aboard that boat without her clothes. He'd do anything to see his mother naked. He only wished he was invited to take the cruise with her. Only, how would that look, a naked mother with her naked son?
"Gees, I don't know Stephen. It's such short notice," Donna said laughing while talking to her latest boyfriend on the phone. "Oh, you didn't know if you were going to get the boat or not? I see. Sure, actually that sounds like fun. Yeah, okay. I'd love to go on a Nude Day cruise," she said.
Sexually attracted to his Mom, Robert loved his mother, an understatement. As much as he really loved his mother, he'd love to show her how much he loved her by making love to her. Always curious what she was talking about whenever she felt the need to close her bedroom door when on the phone, he always eavesdropped on his mother's personal, private phone conversations. With him having no life, bored, and with nothing else to do but to lounge around the house masturbating, with that no excuse for him to listen, he loved his mother's voice.
She had one of those melodious voices. The perfect voice for phone sex, she had a sweet sounding, sexy voice. He loved his mother's laugh. She had a melodious laugh too that was so full of life and joy. Between her voice and her laugh, she always sounded so sexy. Whenever he found a woman to love, he'd want a woman who looked, talked, and laughed just like his mother.
Where some sons must have their arms twisted to call their mothers, he loved talking to his mother on the phone. She had such a sultry, sexy, sensuous voice. Unbeknownst to her, he's even masturbated to the sound of her voice when she's called him from work. If only she knew he was jerking off to her talking to him, she'd be surprised. She'd be upset. In the way she thought his father was perversely twisted for cheating on her with a younger woman, she'd really think he was perversely twisted and would take him to have his head examined.



After watching one of his favorite movies, in the way he's so consumed by having sex with his mother, sometimes he thinks of himself as a reincarnation of Alex from Clockwork Orange. Sometimes he wonders, in the way that Alex had shock therapy by watching nature videos and given a shock when watching violent, porn videos, if that kind of shock therapy would help him from having salacious, sexual thoughts of having sex with his mother. He wondered, if every time he had an incestuous thought, if there was a way that he could give himself an electrical shock for him to not only stop the thought but also for him to think of something else. Only, knowing himself in the way that he did, the sudden charge of electricity surging through his body would probably give him an erection.
'More! Give me more! Up the voltage. I'm going to cum,' he imagined saying.
If only she knew her son was a pervert for being sexually attracted to his mother and for masturbating over her mere, motherly voice while talking to her on the phone, she'd probably encourage him to have his head examined at the free clinic. With him always feeling perverted and perversely guilty when masturbating over his mother, maybe he should have some sort of psychological therapy to stop himself from sexually thinking of his mother. Sometimes, when he's horny and in the mood to masturbate, he doesn't answer the phone so that she'll leave a message for him to play over and again while masturbating to the sound of her sexy voice.
With her always longwinded and with her having such a sexy voice and laugh, she always left him a long message. He'd masturbate to whatever his mother said on the voice recorder while imagining her saying something else and something more sexual. Even if she was giving him instructions to do chores around the house or giving him a shopping list for the market, he'd masturbate over those things as if she was giving him sexually explicit pillow talk.
"Hi Robert. I'm Dr. Childs," Robert imagined the doctor saying when going for psychological therapy and meeting his therapist for the first time. "How can I help you?"
No sense beating around the bush. Knowing a trained professional would soon uncover the real truth anyway and the reason why he was there, he imagined swallowing his embarrassment and blurting out his undiagnosed problem.
"I've been sexually attracted to my Mom for years and it came to a head on the weekend before Nude Day when..."
The doctor stopped taking notes to look up at his patient.
"I see. Tell me more about your mother," he imagined the doctor saying with pen poised on his notepad.
As soon as the doctor asked him to tell him more about his mother, he imagined his mother topless. He imagined his mother naked. He imagined having sex with his mother's topless and/or naked body.
"Well, she's tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful," he imagined saying.
The doctor quickly scribbled his notes.
"And you have sexual fantasies of seeing her naked while having sex with her naked body, is that it?"
As soon as the doctor said that and asked him that question, Robert imagined seeing his mother naked and having sex with her naked body again. Only this time, his sexual fantasy seemed realer.
"Oh, God yes," said Robert happy that the doctor was already on the same page as him.
* * * * *
Even though he was possessively jealous that she'd no doubt be having sex with a man while naked on his boat, Robert liked the fact that his mother was planning something for Nude Day, of all days. Other than going out on an occasional dinnerdate or to see a movie, with her leaving for work early and coming home from work late, she works too hard. Except to go to work, always home, she seldom leaves the house but to walk the dog, to run errands, and to go food shopping. With him not working and them having a one income family, she's always trying to make ends meet by working overtime whenever overtime is available. By helping her with the housework, household chores, and the food shopping, that allows her to work more overtime to make extra money.
Now with her going somewhere for the weekend, a Nude Day cruise, he'd love to have the house to himself for once. The imagined image of her onboard a boat naked, sunning herself, and drinking, held his mind hostage and he couldn't think of anything else but his naked mother. He couldn't wait to masturbate over the imagined image of his naked mother parading around men she just met. Naked, naked, naked, his mother would be naked on a boat with other naked people.
Maybe she'll come home with some pictures of her naked party that he could sneak in her bedroom to see when she's not home. He'd love to masturbate over naked photos of her. He knew all of her secret, hiding spots. Definitely, as soon as she left for her Nude Day holiday, he'll be masturbating over all that he imagined she'd be doing aboard a boat while naked.
"Sure. I'd love to go. Naked?" She laughed a nervous laugh. "No, um, that's not a problem for me. I don't mind getting naked. Only will other people be there too?" Suddenly, she sounded nervous. "How many? Twelve? All men or will there be women too," she said with another nervous laugh.
She paused while obviously listening to him talking before talking again.
"Because if it's all men like the last cruise you took me on, then I'm not interested," she said pausing. "Six couples? That's good," she said falling silent no doubt giving her boyfriend a chance to speak.
"Is everyone going to be naked too? If everyone else is naked, then I don't mind getting naked. Walking around naked is not a problem for me as long as everyone else is naked too," she fell silent again obviously to allow her boyfriend to respond.
With her saying aha, yes, or okay, he could hear her agreeing to whatever he was saying.
"Only, with me the star attraction, it's not going to be an orgy like it was the last time, is it? If it's going to be another orgy, then I won't go. Sorry but I wasn't comfortable with men I didn't even know groping me and trying to stick their cocks in my hand, in my mouth, in my pussy, and in my ass," she said with a dirty laugh.
'Holy shit. His mother was the star attraction in an orgy? No way,' he thought while not believing all that he was hearing. Things he never knew about his mother, he was discovering now.
She paused while listening on the other end. Robert wished he could hear what her boyfriend was saying in response to that. Wishing he could hear more of what his mother did at that orgy, he wished he could be privy to both sides of the telephone conversation.
"I know but with me being so drunk, I still can't believe that I gave three men I didn't even know blowjobs," she said whispering. "With them giving me quite the cum bath, I awakened the next morning covered in cum," she said laughing. "And I can't believe you videotaped the whole thing. Had I not watched the video, I never would have believe it," she said before falling silent while he was obviously talk. "Indeed, I was quite the cock sucking whore aboard that boat."
Damn, now that's one video he'd love to watch. He wondered if his mother has a copy of that video hidden in her room somewhere. He'd love nothing better than to see his mother naked while having sex with six men. He'd love nothing better than watching his mother giving someone a blowjob.
"Ha, ha, very funny. Yet, it wasn't funny at the time but I can see the ridiculous of it now. Yes, I know I wasn't forced to suck anyone but I was drunk and you took advantage of me in the way that other men took sexual advantage of me at a frat party in college," said his mother.
'What? His mother was taken sexual advantage of at a frat party?' Stunned by this new revelation, he never knew his mother had such a sexual past.
"You'd think I'd know better by now than to go off on a cruise with six, horny men," she said with a sad, little laugh. "Only, I don't want to go through another gangbang again. If I'm going to have sex, I want to pick my partner and I'd rather my sexual partner just be you and not all of your friends too."
'An orgy? A cum bath? A gangbang? This all happened to her before too, more than twenty years ago when she was in college? Oh, my God. Forget about her going on a Nude Day cruise, his mother was involved in an orgy. His mother had gangbang sex. His mother blew at least three men? Holy shit. His mother sucks cock. His mother is a cum slut. His mother is a cock sucking whore.'
Not wanting to miss a single word, Robert pressed his ear harder against her bedroom door.
"I don't want to be expected to suck some strange man while he thinks he'll be having sex with me," she said whispering loud enough for him to hear what she was saying. "Okay then. Sure. As long as they'll be other naked women onboard and as long as I'm not going to be the sexual star in a gangbang again, yeah, I'll go," she said. "Okay. I'll meet you at the pier at noon. Goodbye Stephen."
When he heard her finish her phone conversation with her boyfriend, not wanting her to catch him standing there listening, he ran to sit in the living room. Quickly he turned on the TV and pretended he was watching...a cooking show? What the fuck? He changed the channel to the sports channel just as his mother emerged from the bedroom.
To be continued...
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Part One: It's not just sex at a swingers' party but sometimes it's love too.
From swinging sex in Oregon, United States, to making porn films in Amsterdam, Netherlands, an American couple, Liz and Mitch, originally from the south, Virginia and Georgia respectively, find more than sex at a swingers' party. They find love. With neither of them looking for love nor expecting to find love when they were there for just sex, love took them by surprise. Love just happened unexpectedly. As it so happened, love was much better than sex.
Love took control of their sexually, salacious lives and played its trump card over sex. Where sex can sometimes be empty, boring, and mundane, filled with every emotion, love is the real deal. With Liz having heard every line and sexually experienced every type of man and every type of woman, enlightened by but also jaded by swinging with so much of humanity, she thought that she was too sexually sophisticated to fall in love but she was wrong. With Mitch having heard every line and sexually experienced every type of woman and every type of man, enlightened by but also jaded by swinging with so much of humanity, he thought he was too sexually sophisticated to fall in love but he was wrong. With them taking love out of the equation for the sake of sex, they were both wrong and love hit them hard enough for them to marry one another.
They thought that with them having sex with so very many people that one person could never sexually, emotionally, physically, spiritually, and romantically satisfy them but they were wrong. They just hadn't found the right person until now. Through the swinging lifestyle and while having sex with others at a swingers' house party, they found one another. Now married and sharing the common interest of swinging and wanting to continue in the swinging lifestyle, with swapping and/or sharing partners the secret envy or the public abomination of other couples, they're having their cake and eat it too.
* * * * *
Usually hidden in the shadows and behind closed, bedroom doors, there are swingers and swingers' parties in every city of the country. There's even a swingers' convention held in Las Vegas every year with thousands of sexy, amorous, and horny swingers in attendance. Many people who have never participated in the swinging lifestyle don't even know what goes on at a swingers' party yet they're quick to give their negative opinion. One of the positive things about swinging is that it opens not just your sexuality but also your way of thinking about sex and having sex with other people. The things that you thought were sexually exciting and sexual faux pas before are blasé now and permissible now. Nonetheless their ignorance, most people who aren't swingers and who have never swapped partners have their own preconceived misconceptions about what really happens at a swingers' party. For those who have never attended a swinger's event, instead of imagining anything good about swingers and/or about swinger's parties, they only imagine the worst scenarios.
Most married and/or committed couples can't even imagine having sex with someone else. Most married and/or committed couples can't ever imagine their wives having sex with another man or their husbands having sex with another woman. Most married and/or committed couples can't conceive of the possibility of swapping partners and sharing their wives or husbands for sex and/or having a threesome or a foursome. Most married and/or committed couples have preconceived misconceptions about the people who attend a swingers' party. The truth is that most of the people who attend a swingers' party are people just like you. Except for their sexy clothes, perhaps, other than by their actions and what they say, unless their public behavior is sexually outrageous, it would be difficult to discern swingers from non-swingers when out on the street or shopping at the mall.
Most swingers are married couples with children and have jobs, car payments, student loans, and mortgages. Most swingers have a separate, secret life and don't want their non-swinging friends, relatives, neighbors, acquaintances, and/or employers knowing that they're swingers. Yet for every one hundred normal swingers, if you can stretch the definition of normal to call swingers normal, there are a couple of strange, even bizarre swingers who are into sex more as a ritual and/or as a way to satisfy their fetishes than just as a means to have an orgasm.
Of course there are some people at a swingers' party that are more sexual and who have more particularly peculiar, sexual peccadilloes than others in attendance. Of course, there are some people who are strangely and severely, sexually maladjusted. Yet, just as they have every right to attend a swingers' party, most swingers avoid the whackos and the weirdos to seek out other couples who share their interests physically, emotionally, and sexually.
* * * * *
"Michael, what are you doing with that rope and duct tape?"
She looked at him with concern and suppressed fear.
"I'm going to tie you to the bed," said Michael tying Christine's wrist to the bed post.
He smiled at her while snapping the rope in the way that a father would snap his belt before disciplining a bad child.
"Okay," said Christine with sexually excitement peppered with nervousness. "That could be fun."
She seemed more relieved that he was into a bit of light bondage and not something dastardly and/or violent. Only the rope was one thing and the duct tape was something else.
"Then, once you're tied to the bed, I'm going to pee all over your face and defecate on your chest," said Michael with a strangely twisted look on his face. "I've been saving up all day for your visit," he said.
Only, she thought that he was referring to saving up his cum and giving her a cum bath. She didn't know that he was saving up his bodily waste to unload on her.
'Eww,' she thought. 'What have I gotten myself into and more importantly, how do I get out of this and out of here.'
"Okay," said Christine. "Being that I've never had someone do that to me before, that could be fun. Only, hold on, Michael. Give me a second. Just let me use the bathroom first," said Christine. "Okay?"
She sat up in bed with a look that told him that she had to use the bathroom in a hurry.
"Sure. Okay," he said untying her while looking puzzled why she didn't just pee and/or shit in the bed in the way that he was going to do that with her and on her.
Once untied, Christine ran down the stairs and out the door never to see Michael again. Now perhaps thinking that he represents all swingers, that's the last time she'll be answering a swingers' ad in the newspaper. She thought she was going to have some sexy fun. She thought he was going to give her hot sex with a bit of light bondage. She didn't know he was into golden showers and degradation. He seemed like a nice, normal guy when she spoke with him on the phone. She had no idea that he wanted to pee and shit on her.
* * * * *
With those who are into bondage, gangbangs, fetishes, exhibitionism and voyeurism, group sex, or gay and lesbian sex, some swingers' use swingers' parties and the swinging lifestyle to explore the kinkier side of their sexually by participating in the expressly forbidden sex. In the way that what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas, what happens at a swingers' party stays at a swingers' party. Filled with people who share the same sexual interests, swingers' house parties seemingly inspire the more taboo side of swinging. Something a couple may not do in the privacy of their bedroom, they are suddenly eagerly inspired to do in the presence of a dozen strangers.
Some people who've never attended a swingers' party may think that the men in attendance must be all perverts. Some people who've never attended a swinger's party may think that swinger's parties are just a big orgy. If one isn't attracted to another, no means no. Just politely say no and that particular person will move on to someone else.
"Get away from me, you weirdo, before I kick you in the nuts. Sorry. What I meant to say was, no thank you. I'm not interested you tying me to the bed, peeing all over my face, and defecating on my chest. Thank you anyway and have a nice day. Gees, do you believe that guy? He's such a weirdo," said Donna to her husband, Ralph.
Ralph gave her a big, shit eating grin.
"Actually," said Ralph. "That was something that I wanted you to experience."
Donna looked at him with shock and disgust.
"Pardon? You'd like that man to pee all over your face and shit on your chest?"
Ralph smiled at her confusion.
"No," said Ralph. "I'd like to see him do that to you."
"Eww. Gross. Not in this lifetime," said Donna. "That's just nasty."
* * * * *
For sure, even harder on the women, people who have never participated in the swinging lifestyle may believe that the women in attendance must all be sluts, whores, addicted to sex, and/or even nymphomaniacs. They couldn't be more wrong. Many of the women in the swinging lifestyle are very nice and have no more sexual desire as any man would have. Many of the women in the swinging lifestyle are mothers with children. Then there are other women in the swinging lifestyle who are only there because they've been pressured by their husbands to attend. Many of the women in the swinging lifestyle, once they realize that they're free to have sex with others rather than only just with their husband, take the ball and run with it.
Yet, for all that we imagine what a nymphomaniac is, with men making it more than it is and only thinking about their own selfless, selfish, sexual reasons, the simple definition of nymphomania is an uncontrollable or excessive sexual desire in a woman. Now that it's been simplified by definition, being a nymphomaniac doesn't sound so bad on the surface to those not afflicted by nymphomania but it's devastating to someone who has that affliction. Can you imagine having an uncontrollable, excessive sexual desire? Exciting to feel that way in the beginning, it must be sexually frustrating and emotionally debilitating to continue to feel that way all day, every day, and all night, every night. Who wants to live a life like that when sex is the most important thing in her life? It's an addiction in the way that overeating, gambling, and drinking is.
* * * * *
"Honey. Wake up. I need you to fuck me," said Jennifer.
She looked at her husband with horniness.
"What? Huh? No, not now Sweetie. I'm sleeping Jen," said Mike yawning.
He looked at her as if she was nuts.
"Please? I'm so horny," said Jen.
She looked at him with sexual frustration.
"You're always horny," said Mike looking at his watch. "We just had sex an hour ago."
He shook his head, rolled his eyes, and yawned.
"We did? I don't remember. I must have fallen asleep. I thought I was dreaming, which is why I woke up so horny. At least let me suck your cock," said Jennifer reaching her hand in her husband's pajamas and pulling out his prick. "Maybe I'll feel better after you cum in my mouth."
Now that she had his attention, he was wide awake.
"Okay," he said not one to ever say no to a blowjob.
* * * * *
In the way that most men view nymphomania and nymphomaniacs, men who've never met a nymphomaniac and who don't know anyone who suffers from nymphomania, believe that nymphomaniacs are sexually exciting women to know and to sexually experience. Young, testosterone filled men believe that a woman who wants sex anytime and anywhere is their sexual, dream woman. Only men who've never had sex with a nymphomaniac don't realize that too much of a good sexual thing can become tiringly boring and emotionally frustrating. Men who have never met or experienced a nymphomaniac don't know that nymphomania is nothing more than a compulsive disorder and an imbalance in the brain's perception of the need for constant sex.
Plain and simple, without delving in the tortured souls and specific psychologies of a nymphomania, a nymphomaniac is a woman who not only can never have enough sex but also can never be sexually satisfied. As if she's manipulated by the Devil himself, sexually as well as emotional dissatisfaction a sad reality and a true testament to nymphomania. Not for me to judge, the reasons why a woman has this condition can only be unraveled with psychological help. The only way that a woman can be eradicated of this abnormal mental condition is only by a psychiatrist and through extensive individual and group therapy.
"Hello," said a very attractive, busty brunette at the sexual addiction meeting. "I'm Jennifer and I'm a nymphomaniac," she said fingering the middle button of her blouse as if she was about to unbutton herself.
Every man in the room stared at her fingers poised on the button of her blouse hoping that she'd unbutton and remove her blouse to expose her bra clad breasts. Now, after having had to suffer through scores of ugly sluts, alcoholic whores, and fucked over prostitutes, attending a sexual addiction meeting has suddenly become so very much more interesting and sexually exciting. No doubt, those men who dreaded attending a sexual addiction meeting, now looked forward to attending the next sexual addiction meeting.
With Jennifer, tall, shapely, busty, and beautiful with long, lush, dark brown hair, and big, beautiful, brown eyes, men only see a gorgeous woman who loves having sex. What's the problem? As long as their having sex with Jennifer, their sexual addiction and her nymphomania are a good thing. With their eyes intently focused on Jennifer, every man in the room is sitting up taller in their chairs while hoping they can be her lover, I mean, of course, her sponsor.
As if she was trying on shoes in a shoe store with a salesman helping her fit her foot, she deliberately or accidentally flashed a bit of her bright, white panty while crossing her long, shapely legs. As if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she gave men a continual view between her legs each time she crossed and uncrossed her legs. Continuing the show of exhibitionism, she gave the men in the immediate area a down blouse view of her long line of sexy cleavage and the top of her breasts and bra when she leaned down in her purse to turn off her phone.
"Hello Jennifer," said the group of men in attendance as they were one while the women at the sexual addiction meeting just eyed her and gave the men dirty looks.
* * * * *
As if they're a drug addict needing a fix, an alcoholic needing a drink, or a gambler needing to bet, nymphomaniac women can not only say no to sex but also can never get enough sex and can never be sexually satisfied by sex. Always ready to go again and again, enough is never enough. Assuredly, being a nymphomaniac is more of a tortuous thing than it is a fun or sexy thing, ergo, the reason why they're called maniacs, albeit nymphomaniacs. Whether it's the sex, the physical and emotional contact, or the woman wanting the reaction of shocking the man or men into knowing that she's more sexual than they are, whatever the reason is, women with nymphomania are, indeed, tortured souls. It takes a kind, loving, and understanding man to live with a woman who has nymphomania.
Alas, sometimes not even caring who they're fucking and/or sucking, many men, those men who've never met a nymphomaniac, believe that nymphomania is a sexually exciting condition to possess. Only looking at the emotional affliction from their point of view, it's the sexual fantasy of many men to meet a nymphomaniac. Without even considering the ramifications of living with or being with a nymphomania, it's the sexual fantasy of many men to have sex whenever and wherever they want it. Rather, than being sexually exciting, it's a sad and emotionally painful condition to have. Most men, who don't know a nymphomaniac, would love to have a nympho as a girlfriend or as a wife until they experience firsthand how difficult it is to live with someone who has such an affliction as nymphomania.
"Honey? Where've you been? You've been gone all night," said Tom, Kate's husband.
With her mind a blur of naked men and erect cocks, she looked at her husband blankly. Unbeknownst to her husband, she even had dried cum in her ear and more cum that she had inadvertently brushed in her hair.
"Oh, sorry. I lost track of time. I, um, went to the mall and then for a walk," said Kate obviously lying about where she was when she was having sex with several men along the way before finally finding her way home. As if he was one of her newly potential, sexual partners, she gave her husband a sexy look. "Do you want to fuck?"
Yet, this story isn't about nymphomania or even a about a nymphomaniac, per se. This story is about something similar in her sexual agenda but totally different in her sexual lifestyle just the same. This story is about Liz, an attractive and sexually alluring woman who enjoys having sex albeit with many different men and some women too. This story is about the real, live confessions of a porn star.
* * * * *
Walking the fine line between the two, some men may think that Liz, the main character of this story, must be a nymphomaniac to have had sex with so very many men, thousands of men by her admitted guestimate. Some men may think that she must be a nymphomaniac to have participated in the swinging lifestyle for so long, thirty years by her admission. Some men may even think that she must be a nymphomaniac for her to do porn movies, but she's not a nymphomaniac. She made the movies for two obvious reasons. She loves sex as much as she loves money. Who doesn't like sex and money?
In reality, she's not a slut, a whore, or a nymphomaniac. She's just a woman who loves sex. She's just a woman like any other woman until she's at a swingers' party or making a porn movie. Then, unleashing the sexual beast within her, she's different albeit still much the same as any other woman who's never had sex with so very many sexual partners. If anyone is to label her by calling her a name, label her as sexy, sensual, pretty, fun, and a woman. Label her as fun, spontaneous, romantic, and wicked good in bed. Only don't call her a slut, a whore, addicted to sex, or a nymphomaniac. For sure, if you met her on the street and knew she was a swinger, instead of calling her a name, you'd want to have sex with her.
"Hello Liz. It's nice to meet you. Let's have sex," said a man, nearly any man, that Liz was suddenly sexually attracted to and wanting to have sex with while at a swingers' party.
Yet, other than calling men a whoremonger or a pervert, there's no words to describe men's sexual lust in the way there are plenty of hurtful adjectives to defame women's morals, character, and reputation. Actually there is one term that is not widely known. Men who must have sex, men who have such a sexual, compulsive disorder, who seemingly are never sexually satisfied, and who are driven by sex may have the affliction called Satyriasis. Instead of being called nymphomaniacs, they're called satyromaniacs.
Being that few men even know that men can have such a sexual, physical condition goes a long way in revealing that it's still a man's world and will always be a man's world. In the way that there's a negative connotation held over the head of a woman who's a nymphomaniac, there's no such negative connotation held over the head of a man who's a satyromaniac. In the way that women who have the psychological affliction are quick to be called nymphomaniacs, men are never called satyromaniacs. Even when it comes to sex, especially when it comes to sex, women are second class citizens and will always be second class citizens.
Men will always freely call any women who enjoys having sex with many men a slut or a whore. Then, whenever a woman's sexual appetite rivals or surpasses that of a man's sexual appetite, instead of defaming the man, the woman is labeled a nymphomaniac while a man is affectionately known as a player or a playboy even when he may have satyromania and be a satyromaniac. Men are never as harshly judged in the way that women are immediately judged and labeled.



"Whore," said the good people of Salem before burning the suspected witch just because they had red hair, because they were too outspoken, or because they were deemed more sexual in their puritanical society of intolerance for anyone different.
A time when women were quicker than the men to point out suspecting witches, less forgiving, and less intolerant, women have always been their own worst enemies. Just as it's still not easy being a woman today, it was never easy being a woman throughout history. A time, not that long ago, where women who lost their reputation and/or lost their way would walk out in the ocean and drown themselves, not much has changed today. Just because women have won the right to vote, woman still suffer the inflictions of being forced to live how men think they should live their lives. Other than their mothers when they're younger, men don't have women holding them down in the way that men have always hogtied women, shamed, and physically and emotionally controlled women.
Now, whether males have satyromaniac or females have nymphomaniac, the politically correct term to describe those who enjoy sex with a multitude of partners is having a sexual addiction. The term sexual addiction is more loosely used as a seemingly justifiable excuse when the man or the woman, mostly the man, thanks to Dr. Phil, is caught having an extramarital affair. When the man has no explanation and no defense for his sexually unfaithfulness, when lying just won't work anymore about having to work late at the office, he'll play the sexual addiction card in hopes to win his wife, girlfriend, or significant other's sympathy.
* * * * *
"Honey. I'm so sorry but I can't help it. I have no control," said Bob when caught with his pants down and his cock in another woman. Thinking that playing his trump card was reason enough for her to forgive him, he confessed while lying to his wife. "I'm a sex addict. I'm addicted to sex. It's official. I heard the definition of someone who's a sex addict and addicted to sex on Dr. Phil."
Christine looked at her husband, sighed loudly, and rolled her eyes. Now after all of his stories and lies, she's heard everything.
"A sexual addiction? You're a sex addict? Dr. Phil?" She looked at him as if he had two heads before asking her next question. "Answer me this question then. Is that why you had sex with my mother, because you're a sex addict and addicted to sex? I can't believe you convinced my mother to suck your cock by telling her that it would save our marriage."
Bob scratched his head. Thinking that it was a secret just between the two of them, he and her mother, how did she know her mother gave him a blowjob? Maybe her mother felt the shame, the guilt, and the remorse that he never felt and confessed. Her mother has been watching Joel Osteen a lot lately, maybe she found religion. Maybe she's given her soul to God, her blank check to the Devil, and through Joel Osteen has asked for his forgiveness of her sins, including the biggest sin of sucking on her son-in-law's cock. He imagined his mother-in-law interacting with Joel Osteen.
'Get down on your knees and pray with me, Sister.'
Helen gave Joel Osteen a dirty look.
'That's okay,' said Christine's mother, Helen, getting down on my knees is how I got in this mess. If you don't mind, I'll just stand and pray.'
Returning his attention from imagining his mother-in-law praying, he focused on confessing to his wife.
"Yes," said Bob with nervousness. "Your mother blew me. She was on her knees taking my temperature when—"
She looked at him as if he was nuts.
"Pardon? I'm sorry but did you just say that my mother was taking your temperature with your cock in her mouth? You must think me an idiot. Stop. Just stop. Enough with the lies and the stories," said Christine throwing up both hands as if they were two mini-stop signs.
He looked at her while waiting for the next shoe to drop.
"I'm sorry," he said looking up to the ceiling as if God was there and as if he was Jimmy Swaggart asking for forgiveness again and before looking at her. "I need help."
As if he was the burning bush, she shot him a look that would have set him on fire if he was holding a can of gasoline.
"Tell me this then, is that why you had sex with my sisters, because you're addicted to sex? I still can't believe you fucked all three of my sisters. More unbelievably than that, I still can't believe my sisters all fucked you," she said giving him a dirty look as if he smelled of body odor.
'Damn!' How did she know he had sex with her three sisters? Perhaps, along with their mother, born again, maybe her three sisters found religion and confessed too. 'Fuck!' He's in trouble now.
"Yes," said Bob with trepidation. "Sorry but this sexual addiction has gotten the better of me. I'm a tortured soul Christine," he said hanging his head while wringing his hands. "Really I am. Instead of being angry at me, I hope you'll feel pity for me," he said with feigned sincerity. "In the way that obviously your mother and three sisters have found religion and have forgiven me for my sexual transgressions, I hope you will too."
Now, totally flabbergasted that she knew he had sex with not only her MILF of a mother but also her three sexy sisters, he wondered what else she knew about his extramarital affairs. Now he wondered who else confessed his sexual infidelities to her. Damn, is the whole female population watching Joel Osteen?
"Is it because of your sexual addiction the reason why you had sex with my four best friends, my seven cousins, and our two sisters-in-law?"
Damn, holy shit. She knows everything. Good God in Heaven and damn the Devil in Hell. So focused on her and on the realization that she knows that he had sex with her mother and her three sisters, he forgot that he had sex with her four best friends, her seven cousins, and their two sisters-in-law. Yet, that was years ago. Isn't there a statute of limitations when a wife can dredge up sexual indiscretions from the past? He's a changed man now that he's been attending sexual addiction meetings while lusty over sexy Jennifer, the nymphomaniac.
Now with the cat out of the bag, the jig is up, now what? Not knowing what else to do, he did the only thing that he could do. He confessed while blaming his sexual indiscretions on his sexual affliction on his sexual condition. Obviously, he's addicted to sex. Obviously, he is a sex addict.
"Yes," said Bob thinking, now that everything was out in the open, he was scot free.
As if she was a priest who could grant him absolution for all of his sexual sins, he looked at his loving wife with feigned shame, guilt, and remorse. With him succumbing to his sexual addiction, he looked at her for pity. Hoping for her forgiveness for having sex with her MILF of a mother, her three sexy sisters, her four slutty, best friends, her seven salacious cousins, and their two whores of sisters-in-law, he looked as sorry as he could be under the sexually revealing circumstances.
Even he couldn't believe that he had sex with nineteen women while married to his wife, and that was just her relatives and the women in her inner circle. Now he wondered if she knew about his co-workers and all of the women he picked up at the bar when she was away visiting her friend, her mother, and her sisters. He wondered if she knew about the women he had sex with while she was in the hospital delivering their three babies.
"Why Bob? Why? Why would you have sex with all of them and not have sex with me?"
'Oh, oh, a woman scorned is an angry women,' he thought.
Now there's the twenty million dollar question. Did he dare tell her that the reason why he's not having sex with her is because she's fat, she has no tits, and is a lousy lover in bed? She seldom sucks his cock and when she does suck his cock, she doesn't allow him to cum in her mouth. The few times that he managed to cum in her mouth by holding her head in place, she doesn't even swallow? She'll just spit all that he ejaculated in her mouth in a tissue.
Nah, why tell her the truth? Why open that Pandora's Box? He'll just lie. He'll just play his ace in the hole, his trump card that would no doubt get him out of jail free. By begging her for her sympathy and asking for her forgiveness, no doubt, he'll get away with having sex with her mother, her three sisters, her four best friends, her seven cousins, and their two sisters-in-law.
"I'm a tortured soul," he said looking down in feigned shame before looking up at her. Don't worry about me. I'll be okay, I think," he said wiping a feigned tear from his eye. "I think I may have satyromania," he said nodding his head while giving her a pitiful look as if he had just confessed he had a terminal illness.
She stared at him as if he had just told her that he had post-traumatic stress and/or a sexually transmitted disease.
"Pardon? Satyromania?"
Obviously knowing that he was trying to play her, she looked at him as if he was nuts.
"Yes. Women are called nymphomaniacs and men are called satyromaniacs," he said.
He nodded his head again as if the extra bit of head nodding was necessary for her to not only pity him but also for her to believe him.
"I see," she looked at him with insightfulness. "Well, I'm glad you told me that you have satyromania. We can discuss that more in-depth after you get out of the hospital with all of your head injuries," she said.
She gave him a self-satisfied smile.
"Hospital? Head injuries? What head injuries? I don't have any head injuries," he said with a nervous, little laugh while looking at her with confusion. "And I surely don't need to go to the hospital."
Now he looked at her as if she was nuts.
"You will when I'm done with you," she said grabbing a heavy cast iron, frying pan and chasing him through the kitchen and out the backdoor. "Addicted to sex, are you? A sex addict? Satyromania my ass. Come here so that I can bang some sense in your head, you cheating, lying asshole."
* * * * *
Yet, no matter what anyone called Liz, a slut, a whore, a nymphomaniac, or addicted to sex, she didn't care. Comfortable in her own skin as a sexual, sensuous, and loving woman, quick to judge labels and cruel names didn't bother her. With sex her private affair, her personal, sexual appetite was none of anyone's business. No doubt, some of her worst critics, just as in the days of the Salem witch hunt, were women who were jealous that she was living the life that they wished they could live.
Instead of hiding her penchant for sex, instead of suppressing her sexual urges, and/or instead of not acting out on her physical attractions and sexual impulses, she was doing what she loved to do, and what she loved to do was to have sex. No matter how anyone viewed her or labeled her, she was determined to have sex, lots of sex with many different men. Whether men deemed her a slut, a whore, addicted to sex, or a nymphomaniac, no matter what others thought of her, and especially not caring what other women thought of her, she was having fun. If she was anything, she was true to herself. Instead of lying to herself in the way that too many women do by closing their bedroom doors or hiding themselves in a warm bath while masturbating, jealous of her, if they could have dozens of lovers, they surely would too.
Only even better than having sex, finally, she was not only doing what she loved to do for pleasure and for fun but also she was doing what she loved to do for profit and for financial security. Every man's sexual fantasy, she was earning a living having sex. In the way that a stripper earns money dancing around a pole while removing her clothes, Liz was now being paid to have sex. How hot is that? Sex, sex, sex, swinging and making porn movies was now not just about having sex for fun but also about having sex while earning money.
In one fell swoop, Liz upgraded her description from slut, whore, nymphomaniac, and/or someone addicted to sex to a descriptive phrase that is more respectable by today's standards. Going beyond slut, much higher on the sexual meter than a whore, and much better in the puritanical moral society's eyes than a nymphomaniac, with her no longer having a reason to be embarrassed because she may be addicted to sex, Liz is a porn star. In her eyes the only thing better than or equal to a porn star would be a high priced call girl, a woman who earned $10,000 for an hour of two of sex with a rich multi-millionaire or billionaire. There's no better life that she could imagine than traveling on some rich man's private jet, living in his mansion, swimming in his pool, eating his food, and drinking his booze, while giving him fantasy sex. Yet, proud of her new descriptive designation, Liz was proud to be a porn star.
How many men, after watching a porn movie, have wondered what it would be like to be a porn star and to have sex with some of the beautiful, buxom women that they see on the big screen? Many men truly believe that they'd have the perfect life if only they could star in a porn movie while having hot sex with beautiful, shapely women. Not thinking that being a porn star is a job, most men think that being a porn star is the best thing they could ever do. Yet, with the good, there's always the bad. What about the down side of being a porn star?
For a man to have success as a porn star, are they able and ready to perform on command? What about the money shot, the cum shot? Can they cum nearly at will? When the cameraman misses the shot or the director wants another take, how many times can they cum on command?
"Fluffer? We need the fluffer here," yelled the director to a busty, older woman to take out her tits, get on her knees, and suck his star an erection.
What if they're not sexually attracted to the woman on the set, can they still be a professional and get the job done and the shot filmed? With some of these men who star in these porn films that are gay, it's not easy for them to make love to woman when they'd much rather be making love to a man. What if they're not in the mood to have sex? Not all men can be ready to have sex 24/7. What about sexually transmitted diseases? What about AIDs?
On the flip side of the coin, how many men, after watching a porn movie, have wondered what it would be like to date a porn star? For sure, forget about a good night's kiss, they'd be no doubt that they'll be getting lucky tonight.
"Yeah, that's what I'm talking about. Way better than dating a supermodel, way better than dating a famous actress, and way better than dating a pop singer, how hot is that to date a beautiful, sexy, shapely, porn star?"
Taking that a step further, how many men, after watching a porn movie, have wondered what it would be like to be married to a porn star? Well, Mitch doesn't have to wonder what it would be like to date a porn star. Being that Liz is a porn star, he's married to one.
"Lucky bastard. God, he's such a lucky bastard being married to Liz, a sexy, salacious swinger turned porn star."
To be continued...
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Mom has had orgies, gangbangs, and cum baths
Always hot for his mother before, after overhearing about some of her sexual exploits she's had, namely orgies, gangbangs, and cum baths, he was reeling with sexual desire for her now. Damn, never thinking of his mother having sex with multiple partners at a party, his mother had an orgy. Never thinking of his mother pulling a train, she had a gangbang. Never thinking that his mother even sucked cock, she had a cum bath. She blew three men she didn't even know and had just met.
'Damn!'
He couldn't believe all that he just overheard while eavesdropping on her private, personal phone conversation. Always thinking of his mother as a good, moral woman of high morals and impeccable character, now he thought of her as a sexy slut and a MILF of a whore. Now that he knows his mother is a slut, perhaps he'll have an easier time of seducing her. He'd love nothing more than to see her naked while having sex with her naked body.
Filled with the imagery of all that she discussed on the phone, he imagined his mother at an orgy and stripped naked in college before pulling a train at some frat dorm when she was drunk. He imagined his mother on her knees while sucking off three men she didn't even know when on a cruise with her so called boyfriend. He imagined men standing over his drunken mother with their cocks out and masturbating while giving her face and naked tits a cum bath while her boyfriend videotaped the whole lurid thing. Never knowing his mother had such a sexual past, he couldn't wait to masturbate over all of this newfound, sexual information.
'Oh, my God. My Mom is so hot.'
His mother sucks cock. His mother is a cum slut. His mother is a whore. After having eavesdropped on her insightful and sexually revealing telephone conversation, he saw his mother in a whole, new light now. With her no longer the virtuous mother, she was just another whore.
Nonetheless her sexual status changing from mother to whore, topless, topless, topless, he'd love nothing more than to see his mother topless. Naked, naked, naked, he'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked. He'd love nothing more than to have sex with his slut of a mother. He could only imagine the pillow talk that they could have with her telling him about all of her sexual experiences with other men. Maybe the reason why his father divorced his mother was because she was a slut and was cheating on him in the way that his father always cheated on his mother.
The imagined image of his mother topless and on her knees while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples and while she stared up at him with his prick in her mouth made him so horny. A longtime sexual fantasy, now that he knows his mother sucks cock, maybe she'll suck his cock too. He'd love nothing more than to cum in his mother's mouth and watch her swallow his cum. Tempted to run to the bathroom and jerkoff while imagining his mother blowing him, if his mother wasn't home, he'd masturbate right here in the living room and right now while sitting in her precious, red, leather recliner.
Now that he knows she's a whore, when she's in the bathroom showering, he's tempted to open her shower door to see her naked. Allowing his imagination to run wild and his incestuous, sexual lust to get the better of him, he'd loved to push her naked body up against her shower wall and have sex with her. Suddenly feeling so horny, now when she's in her bedroom behind her closed bedroom door dressing or undressing, he's tempted to barge in her bedroom in the way she barges in his bedroom with his laundry. He'd love to catch her standing there topless and/or naked. He'd love to push her back on her bed and have his wicked, sexual way with her.
With no son thinking that their mother sucks cock, he always wondered if she ever gave his father or anyone a blowjob. Now that he knows his mother is a cock sucking, cum slut of a whore, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to give him a blowjob too. He'd love nothing more than to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow. He'd love nothing more than to give his mother a cum bath too. He'd love nothing more than to make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her hard and pounding her pussy until she had an orgasm. Wanting to make her his sexy bitch, he'd love to watch her and see her have an orgasm.
'Oh, my God. Oops, sorry Mom. I ejaculated cum all over your face and all over your tits,' he imagined saying.
He imagined jerking off while standing over his mother as she lay on the couch or in her bed sleeping. He imagined cumming all over her face, her hair, her tits, and inside of her opened mouth. He imagined her waking up with him standing over her with his erect cock in hand.
'That's okay, Robert," he imagined her saying. "Semen is good for my skin,' he imagined her suddenly awakening and opening her eyes while rubbing his sperm all over her face before rubbing his cum all over her bare breasts. 'And the protein is good for me too,' he imagined her saying as she licked her fingers and swallowed big gobs of his cum.
Now with him thinking of his mother fucking and sucking a multitude of men at a sexual orgy, she just gave him lots to masturbate about later after she leaves for her Nude Day cruise. With only a few more hours to go before noon, Robert counted down the hours until his mother left for the weekend while waiting for her to go on her Nude Day cruise. With it already past 9am, she'd probably leave a little after 11am to get to the pier for her to meet her boyfriend at noon.
"Robert?"
Without the modesty of donning a bathrobe, she walked in the living room wearing just her sheer, thin, sexy nightgown with nothing underneath. He loved seeing her in her practically see-through nightgowns. He'd love nothing more than to take her in his arms and kiss her, French kiss her, while feeling her breasts and ass through her nightgown. Now that he knows she's a slut, imagining her not stopping him, he imagined pulling her nightgown over her head and stripping her naked before bending her over the couch to fuck her. For the sake that he was her son and their sex would be deemed incestuous, he imagined his mother feebly protesting while he had his wild, sexual way with her naked body. Taking her from behind, he imagined sticking his hard, erect cock in his mother's cunt while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples.
With her standing before him now and with his mind reeling with all that he'd sexually like to do to his mother, he looked at her with a newfound sexual lust. His eyes darted down from the impressions her big nipples made through the thin material of her nightgown to the blonde, trimmed patch of pubic hair that he imagined seeing. Tall, blonde, and busty with blue eyes, she was so very pretty. With not a wrinkle on her beautiful face, she looked 30-something instead of 40-something.
No one would ever guess or even believe that she has a 22-year-old son. Perhaps, her secret skin regimen, her skin looks so young because of all the cum baths she'd had in her life. Who knows? Maybe she keeps a jar of cum on her bureau and uses it to rub on her face each night and each morning.
Trying not to catch him staring, he watched her standing in front of the big bay windows. As if she was an angel who had just been delivered to him from Heaven, the morning light that shined through her sheer nightgown, made her appear not only angelic but also naked. Naked, naked, naked, with the glorious view he had of her shapely body, he didn't have a difficult time imagining her naked. In the sexy way she looked, how could he not be sexually attracted to her?
Even though she's his mother and he's her son, in the sexy, sensuous way she looked, there'd have to be more psychologically wrong with him if he wasn't sexually attracted to her. Now that he knows she sucks cock, has had cum baths, gangbangs, and sexual orgies, in his perversely perverted mind she's a virtual sex Goddess. Now that he knows his mother is a sexual being, sucks cock, and seemingly as horny as he is, hopefully, she'll be easier for him to see her topless, naked, and/or to get her in bed.
"Yes Mom?"
He slouched back down on the couch and looked up at her and smiled while trying not to stare at the huge impressions her nipples made in her nightgown. Imagining her leaning over him topless, he so wanted to reach up and touch and feel her big breasts through her nightgown. He so wanted to finger the impressions of her big nipples through her nightgown. He so wanted to lean his head forward and suck her nipples through the thin material of her nightgown. Now that he knows she's a cock sucking whore, he so wanted to reach beneath her nightgown and finger her pussy. Only, with him having more respect for his mother than that, he didn't do any of those things.
"Do you have any plans for this weekend?"
She looked down at him and returned his smile. From where she was standing in front of him and from the low vantage point he had resting on the couch, he could nearly see up her short nightgown. She had beautiful shapely thighs and he'd love nothing more than to plant his face between her legs while fingering her and licking her pussy. In the way that he was always exposing his cock to her, he wished she'd expose her pussy to him. Forcing the issue, he was so tempted to lift the front of her nightgown up to expose her naked pussy to him. Only, he didn't want to ruin the close mother and son relationship that they enjoyed. Rather taking it slow, now that he knows she's a slut, somehow and some way, he'll use that knowledge against her.
"This weekend? No Mom. I don't have any plans," he said suddenly sad that he didn't go anywhere and do anything because he didn't have any money.
He needed a job. He need to earn some money so that he could buy a car, get his own place, and find a girlfriend instead of spending his days incestuously lusting over his mother.
* * * * *
Just once, he'd love to meet up with his friends, stay out all night, and party. Just once, he'd love to pick up a woman who reminded him of his mother and have wild sex with her while pretending that she was his mother. Only with his luck, while imagining that he was having sex with his mother, instead of calling the woman by her name, he'd probably call the woman Donna, his mother's name. He could only imagine how angry the woman would be if he called her by another woman's name while his cock was buried deep inside of her.
'Donna? Who's Donna?" He imagined her shooting him a look while pushing him off and out of her. "Is that you wife?'
He imagined her shooting him an angry look.
'No, I'm not married,' he imagined replying.
He imagined giving her an assuring, albeit embarrassed smile. Not dropping the issue, he imagined the woman interrogating him.
'Is Donna you're girlfriend?'
He imagined her giving him a jealous look.
'No. Don't worry. I don't have a girlfriend either,' he imagined responding.
He looked at her with reverence as if he was a holy man about to anoint her with not holy water but with his semen.
'Then, who's Donna?'
He imagined her looking at him with a face full of curiosity while he looked at her with sexual excitement.
'Um, if you must know, Donna is my Mom.'
Now that he confessed that he was an incestuous pervert by imagining having sex with is mother while having sex with her, he looked at her with a face full of shame, guilt, and remorse.
'Eww, gross. You imagine you're mother while having sex with me? Eww, gross,' he imagined her pushing him away. 'Get off of me and get out of my apartment. Beat it! Scram. Get lost,' he imagined her pushing him out her door while he's not even fully dressed.
With her looking like and sounding so much like his mother, even when she rejected him, he felt as if it was his mother rejecting him.
'Sorry but you look just like my Mom and you sound like her too,' he imagined saying while putting his foot in her door as she continually tried closing it. 'If you don't mind, I'd really like to have sex with you while pretending you're my mom.'
He gave her a lustful albeit pitiful look, the same way he routinely looks at his mother.
'Get out! Go! Just leave,' he imagined his date not going as planned as she slammed shut her door and locked it.
'May I see you again? I'll call you,' he imagined saying.
'Fuck off,' he imagined hearing her say.
Well, that went well, even if it never happened. Now he knows never to call a woman by another woman's name, especially when that other woman is his mother.
* * * * *
"That's good that you don't have any plans. You're a lifesaver," she said.
Returning from his sexual fantasy to respond to his mother, he looked up at her with love and lust.
"Why?"
Playing Mickey the Dunce, he knew why she had asked him if he had any plans. As if asking him his permission to go away for the weekend, she looked nervous. Suddenly, instead of feeling like her son, he felt more like her husband or her father. Having already heard her making plans on the phone with her boyfriend, he knew what she was going to ask him. She wanted him to take care of her dog. He loved her dog. She didn't even have to ask him to do that. He always took care of the dog while she was working.
Attached to her dog, a Rat terrier named Polo, she even had him put him on the phone. If it wasn't for her dog, he'd be more bored than he is now. If it wasn't for her dog, his best friend, his only friend, he'd have no friends. If it wasn't for having to walk her dog, staying in the house like a hermit, he'd never venture outside.
"With this the last day of my vacation, I'm going away for the weekend and I'll need you to feed, water, and walk the dog," she said.
Unable to stop his incestuous imagination that inspired his horniness and his sexual desire for her, suddenly he imagined his mother naked with a dozen other naked people on a Nude Day cruise. Suddenly he imagined himself up in a low flying helicopter with a super zoom lens photographing his naked mother laying in the sun on her back as if he was a Paparazzi cameraman. Suddenly, he imagined his mother having a sexual orgy that turned into a gangbang. Suddenly, he imagined his mother on her knees while stroking and sucking six men in a circle jerk. Suddenly he imagined six men masturbating while standing over her naked body and giving her a cum bath.
"Sure. No problem Mom. Don't worry about the dog," he said giving her a smile while imagining her without her clothes. "I love Polo as if he was my own dog," he said rubbing the dog's head who was on the couch resting beside him.
Now that he knows she's a whore, something he so wanted to do, he was so tempted to stand up and pull her nightgown over her head and off. Something he'd only do in his sexual fantasy of her, he wished he had the unprecedented gall to do that. Maybe with him doing her a favor, she'll do him a favor later when she returns home from her Nude Day weekend. Yet, now that he knows she's a cum slut, he was so tempted to barge in her bathroom while she was showering or barge in her bedroom while she was dressing.
"Thank you," she said leaning down to give him a peck on his lips while giving him a down nightgown view of the tops of her naked breasts and her long, line of sexy cleavage.
'God, I just love my mother's tits,' he thought to himself while enjoying the down nightgown view.
He was so tempted to hold her nightgown top open and to stick his horny hand inside to touch her tits, feel her tits, and fondle her tits while fingering her nipples. Knowing all that he knows about his mother now, he wondered if she'd stop him or encourage him. He wondered if he made the first sexual mood, if she'd stay home and celebrate the Nude Day weekend with him naked. Only, not wanting to take the chance that she'd rebuff him, he didn't want to ruin his mother's Nude Day weekend by making a sexual pass at her. Maybe later, when she comes home from her Nude Day weekend of having sex with six men, after a couple of glasses of wine, she may more welcome his sexual advances.
"Where are you going?"
Again, a sexual fantasy that he was unable to remove from his mind and an erotic fantasy that he couldn't wait to masturbate over, he imagined his mother having orgy like sex with a half dozen men, maybe even pulling a train and being gangbanged. In the sexy way his mother looks, he imagined her definitely getting another cum bath. What man wouldn't want to cum in her mouth before cumming all over her face and all over her tits? With him imagining her blowing one man after another, he couldn't wait to masturbate over all that he imagined after overhearing her talking about her sexual escapades on the phone. Already sexually excited, he was starting to get an erection. Already sexually aroused, he wished his mother would give him a blowjob or at least a hand job before she left for her long weekend of Nude Day naked festivities.
'Just in case I don't come back Robert,' he imagined her saying. 'Just in case something happens to me aboard the boat,' he imagined her saying. 'Just in case I fall overboard and a shark eats me, my way of giving you a memory of me to remember forever, would you mind terribly if I blew you?'
With stars in his eyes and incestuous lust on his mind, he looked at her as if she had really asked him that question.
'Sure Mom. I don't mind you blowing me at all,' he imagined saying to her. 'Matter of fact, I'd love for you to suck my cock. If you don't mind, may I cum in your mouth too?'
He imagined her smiling while getting down on her knees.
'Of course, you may cum in my mouth," he imagined her saying with a sexy laugh. 'It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth.'
He imagined his mother stroking him and sucking him while cumming in her mouth.
'And will you swallow my cum too?'
He'd love nothing more than put a hand behind his mother's blonde, pretty head and watch her swallow his cum.
'Duh?' He imagined her laughing. 'Of course I'll swallow you. What else am I supposed to do with a mouthful of cum?'
'Thanks for the memory Mom,' he imagined saying while she's on her knees and stroking his cock before sucking his prick.
Now that he knows his mother sucks cock, he imagined his mother on her knees with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth while staring up at him with her big, beautiful, blue eyes. Now that he knows his mother sucks cock, had orgy like sex, a gangbang, and a cum bath, with him having plenty of new masturbation material, he couldn't wait to masturbate over this sexy, incestuous scenario.
"Stephen is taking me on a cruise," she said looking away and down with a big smile while interrupting his sexual fantasy of her giving him a blowjob.
With her not making eye contact with him, he knew she was hiding something. Having heard her on the phone, he knew that the something that she was hiding wasn't just going on a cruise but going on a Nude Day cruise. The something she was hiding was her getting naked and being naked the entire weekend in front of six strange men on a Nude Day cruise.
'God, his mother is such a whore,' but with him glad that she is, he only wished that she was his whore.
Perhaps now that he knows she's a whore, they'll be something he can do to change his sexual status with her. For sure, he'd much rather be her lover than her son. For sure, he'd much rather give her a cum bath than hearing her allowing other men to cum all over her face and naked breasts. He'd much rather that she'd suck him than her sucking someone else, someone who wouldn't appreciate her blowjob as much as he would.
He only wished he could take the Nude Day cruise with his mother. He only wished he could walk around naked in front of her while she walked naked in front of him. As much as he'd love to see her naked, he'd love nothing more than to show her his cock. With her naked breasts pressed against his muscular chest and his naked cock pressed against her soft belly, he'd love nothing more than to hold her and hug her while they were both naked. He could only imagine what it would feel like to kiss her while feeling her naked ass, fondling her naked breasts, and fingering her nipples. He could only imagine her reaction if he ever dared finger her naked pussy before licking her naked pussy and fucking her naked pussy.



* * * * *
'Robert stop,' he imagined his mother saying when they were kissing and he rubbed her clit and tried to insert a finger inside of her. 'You can't do that. I'm your mother. How would you like it if I fondled your cock?'
He looked at her as if she was nuts.
'How would it look if you fondled my cock? I'd love it,' he imagined saying to her with a dirty laugh while forcing her hand on his stiff prick and wrapping her long, soft fingers around him.
He imagined himself moving his mother's hand back and forth while giving himself a forced hand job. Only, how would that look to her friends, a naked mother with her naked son together on a Nude Day weekend cruise? What would her friends say? What would her friends think? Maybe they'd start a new trend, a mother and son sexual trend. Maybe it would be okay for a mother to have sex with her son and a son to have sex with his mother as long as they had sex on Nude Day.
'Wow! How about that?'
Now that's a Nude Day that he'd like to celebrate.
'So, what did you do for Nude Day?' Robert imagined his friend asking him.
'I had sex with my mother,' he imagined his response.
'Lucky bastard,' he imagined his friend saying. 'Even though it's appropriate to have sex with your son on Nude Day, my mom is old fashioned. She'd never have sex with me.'
* * * * *
Drifting back from his sexual fantasy to reality, he refocused on the conversation that he was having with his mother.
"A cruise? Wow! What's the occasion?"
He prodded her for more information while hoping she'd fess up and tell him that the cruise was a Nude Day cruise, a naked Nude Day cruise. Now with this insightful, sexual revelation, he couldn't think of his mother in the way that he thought about her before, kind, loving, and sensitive. Now instead of thinking of her as his mother, he thought of her as a sexy, sensual, and sexual woman. No longer able to remove sex from the equation whenever thinking about his mother, now he thought of her as his personal slut who he lived with and who happened to be his mother.
"No occasion," she said again avoiding eye contact with him.
Every time she told him a white lie, she never looked him in the eye.
"Then, if it's not any type of occasion, can I go with you? I've never been on a cruise," he said knowing what her answer would be while knowing she'd feel guilty not including him.
Playing her to make her to feel guilty, he looked at her with expectancy while she looked at him with embarrassment and shame. Suddenly undressing her with his eyes, he imagined his mother topless. Topless, topless, topless, he'd love to see her big, topless tits. Suddenly undressing her with his eyes, he imagined his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, he'd love nothing more than to go on a Nude Day cruise with his naked mother.
Naked, naked, naked, he'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked while she saw him naked too. He'd love nothing more than to see how other naked men looked at his naked mother and how his naked mother looked at other naked men. He'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with his mother while they were both naked on their Nude Day cruise. Whether in her mouth or in her pussy, he'd love nothing more than for his cock to be buried inside of his mother.
"No, it's just going to be the two of us," she said not making eye contact with him while lying yet again when he heard her say that they'll be six couples taking the cruise. "It's going to be a romantic cruise," she said lying again when obviously they'll be more sex than romance on the Nude Day cruise she'll be taking.
If anything, he figured the cruise was going to be a sexual orgy. If anything with his mother gangbanging six men, he imagined his mother fucking and sucking God only knows how many men. He only wished that one of the men she fucked and sucked was him. He'd give his right arm to be naked on that cruise with his naked mother. No doubt while masturbating later, while imagining her having sex with her boyfriend and other men on the cruise, he'll be imagining having sex with his naked mother.
To be continued...
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Part Two: From prom star to porn star
In the way she wasn't born a slut, a whore, or thought to be addicted to sex, Liz wasn't always a porn star. Yet, early on, from the first time she had sex, being that she not only enjoyed having sex but also was good at giving and receiving sex, she was, indeed, seemingly addicted to sex. For someone so young, so innocent, she was mature beyond her years. Right from the first time she had sex as a virgin, she had no mysteries, expectations, and preconceived notions about sex.
Sex, sex, and more sex, it wasn't about love. Sex, sex, and more sex, it wasn't about having a baby. Sex, sex, and more sex, it wasn't about having a serious relationship. It was just sex. She didn't put the pressure and the guilt on her lover that most women her age did. Other than having him fulfill her sexual needs, she didn't need him for anything else. Seemingly done with men until she needed a cock for sex, there were plenty of women who satisfied her sexual needs.
If there was any clue to what she'd do later in life or what she did in another life in the past, it was her lustfulness. As if she lived before as the Queen of the Nile with male and female slaves taking care of her every sexual need and whimsy, she always believed that this wasn't her first life or her last. Always horny, Liz masturbated as much as any man while thinking of not only having sex with naked men but also fantasizing of having sex with naked women too.
Surprisingly enough, a virgin when she attended her prom at 18-years-old back in 1971, she didn't discover sex, her passion, and her career as a porn star until she had sex in the backseat of a brand new, white, Plymouth Fury with a black vinyl roof and black vinyl seats. With all of her friends already having sex during their days in high school, in comparison, Liz was bit of a late bloomer. Yet, once she had sex, a quick study, she caught up and sexually surpassed all of her friends.
Back then, a time of innocence, with Vietnam still languishing on, Tom Jones assured her that she wasn't a slut or a whore by crooning, 'She's a Lady,' over the car radio as her prom date desperately groped her big breasts through her pale blue, prom dress while kissing her.
"John. Wait. Stop! Don't. Geez. Oh, my God," said Liz fighting off John's seemingly eight hands and forty fingers. "Let go of me. You're hurting me. You're going to rip my dress."
Not taking no for an answer, John continued his sexual assault of her.
"You have such big tits, Liz. My first time feeling tits and fingering nipples, I've never felt a woman's breasts before," he said looking at her as if she was his kidnapped hostage. And for a while, stuck in the backseat of his car with him while parked by the side of the road, she was his hostage.
John reached out his horny hands to feel Liz's breasts through her prom dress while trying to stick his hand inside of her top. Feeling her naked breasts, he tried to finger her nipples. Only, with her breasts so big, the top of her dress was too tight for him to get his hand in there too.
"Jesus. Stop! Stop sticking your hand down my dress and don't you dare stick your hand up my dress. I mean it or I'll smack you one," she said sitting up in her seat, fluffing down her dress, and pulling up the top of her dress to cover the tops of her big breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage.
Inherently knowing what needed her immediate attention, she put a practiced hand to fix her hair to assure that every strand was in place. Then, she opened her purse, pulled out her compact mirror and lipstick to paint a thick, wide coat of red across her full lips. As if he wasn't even there, as if he had disappeared in thin air, she ignored him while he watched her paint her lips.
If he was thinking anything, no doubt John was thinking lipstick on his dipstick but with him never having a hand job, never mind a blowjob, someone who looked like Liz, so beautiful and so stacked, she'd never have sex with him. Assuring herself of what she was going to do next by taking sexual matters in her own hand, she looked at herself in her mirror. Her date was so horny and lucky for him, she was feeling frisky too.
Not a prude, a tease, or out to ruin her 19-year-old date's fun, but her first time with a man, Liz didn't want her first time having sex to be ruined by her date being so awkwardly frantic, sexually clumsy, and romantically uninspired. Something that most woman can't do, won't do, or are unable to do by exerting their forceful will upon a man, especially at that young, sexually inexperienced, virginal age, as if she already has had sex, Liz decided to take control of the sexual situation. Inspired by Santana singing, "Black Magic Woman," on the car radio, indeed, she was going to show John some magic tonight.
While her date, a pimple faced boy of a man, who was about to get lucky, was desperately trying to stuff his hand down the top of her dress to feel her big, shapely, and firm C cup breasts, Liz had other, more sexually satisfying plans. As if asking a dog if he wanted a cookie, she decided to do a simple thing to get his attention and to quell all of the lunacy of wrestling with him. Immediately, he stopped his inept and horny foolishness when she put her hand in his lap and felt his emerging, throbbing, and pulsating erection through his pants. As if opening a window in space and time, giving each a first time memory they'll never forget, slowly and methodically, she unzipped his pants.
"Zippppp!"
As if the sound of his zipper going down was on loudspeaker, the distinctive sound of John's zipper slowly and purposely going down, down, down, immediately made him stop groping her. Obviously something that's never happened to him before, just as she's never done this before, she was the first woman to pull down his zipper for the purposes of sex.
Sex. Sex, sex, sex. They were about to have sex. The first time for the both of them. With no parents and/or teachers telling them what to do and what not to do, they were about to have sex.
Only, instead of the consensual sex being John's horny, willy-nilly decision, Liz wanted her first time to be her sexually, purposeful decision. Tired of men controlling what she does, when she does it, and even what she thinks, this was her body and no one was going to pressure her into doing anything that she didn't want to do or was yet ready to do. For sure, she would have preferred her first time being someplace more romantic, of course, a hotel room or a blanket laid out on the beach instead of the backseat of a dark, cramped car. Only, with her far more sexually horny than lovingly romantic, as far as she was concerned, spur of the moment spontaneity was always better than something that was preplanned well in advance.
Even though she was a virgin, if only for the sake of telling her friends that she's no longer a virgin, she'd rather have a quickie in the backseat of a car than to have planned sex that was fraught with high expectations and disappointment. With her thinking more of having an orgasm than in falling in love with not so much of a Prince Charming, she was more realistic in her sexual and emotional wants, needs, and desires than were her friends. With her controlling the sexual intimacy, she'd have no one to blame but herself if her first time having sex didn't go as expected. It would have been much worse if she had planned this first time instead of allowing it to naturally happen as it should. Satisfied with taking whatever was given her, she'd rather have sex now than later when alone in her room with her fingers buried inside of her pussy while pinching her nipples.
Now that she was here with someone, oddly enough who could have been anyone as long as he had a dick, she was ready. Sex, sex, sex, it was time she found out what the big deal was about sex. Sex, sex, sex, it was time that she was no longer an immature virgin. It was time she left her little girl ideals and morals behind and blossomed into a woman. It was time that she made the most of this horrible date with someone that she really didn't even like.
Yet, with all of the expense, she felt obligated to put out and give him something back in return. Just as she wanted a special night, she knew that he wanted a special night too. He did ask her to his prom and, with no one else asking her, she accepted his invitation. With her one of the last virgins left in her high school, most of the hot men knew they'd have a much better sexual time with a hot, blonde cheerleader, a plain looking clarinet player, or a wide open legged cello player from the band than they'd have with her.
* * * * *
The prom was the talk of the high school.
"Who are you taking to the prom?"
"Chrissie the head cheerleader," said Mike to his friend with pride and with high fives all around.
"What about you? Who are you taking?"
"Gwendolyn," said Bob.
"Gwendolyn?" Mike made a face. "Who's she?"
"She plays clarinet in the band," said Bob with a big assed smile.
"You lucky dog," said Bob. "She'll be playing your flute tonight."
"What about you Brad? Who are you taking?"
"I'm taking Rebecca," said Brad with a smile and a nod.
"Rebecca? Doesn't she play the cello in the band?"
"Oh, yeah," said Brad laughing and making his two friends laugh. "I plan on giving her my entire symphony orchestra when she spreads her legs."
"What about you John? Who are you taking to the prom?"
"Oh, um, I'm taking Liz," said John with seriousness.
"Liz?"
Mike looked to Bob before looking to Brad before laughing.
"She's a virgin," said Mike.
"I know," said John. "Not everything is about sex. Besides, she's pretty and she has big tits. Maybe she'll allow me a feel while kissing me."
"Yeah, well, good luck tonight with that," said Bob laughing and making his two friends laugh too.
* * * * *
"Zippppp!"
As if the fabric of the universe had a loud, long tear in it, John stopped his groping of Liz's tits to look down at her small, soft hand. Suddenly, between the feel of her hand on his cock through his pants and the sound of his zipper going down as his cock went up, her sexual actions got his attention where her words and thwarts couldn't. The sound of his zipper going down not only made him remove his hand from inside the top of her dress but also delivered him back to a safe, sane place where she could exert more physical, emotional, and sexual control over his desperate, carnal actions.
Although he was obviously even more sexually excited that she pulled down his zipper and was touching and feeling his cock through his pants, as if given a sedative or a hypnotic suggestion, he was calm now. With her obviously in charge and in control, the pressure of seeing how far he could sexually go with her was over when she pulled down his zipper. Now more focused on watching what she was doing with her hand than in seeing what he was feeling with his hands, he stared down at Liz's hand about to disappear in his pants. With her hand about to go where no women's hand has ever gone before and has ever been, John held his breath in obvious sexual anticipation.
Feeling something she never felt before and will feel tens of thousands of times again, her hand went where no virginal hand should ever go if hoping to still remain a virgin. Yet, ready to embrace adulthood as a woman, literally and figuratively, as if his cock was an AVN award, the comparable Oscar awarded for the best movies and actors by Adult Video News, Liz's hand was ready to take hold of her sexual future. Suddenly, building up to a loud and long crescendo, the sound of John's zipper going down was the sound of a door opening with angelic music playing in the background of George Frideric Handel's chorus from the Messiah.
"Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Halle-lu-jah!"
As if exploring uncharted territory, as if reaching in a burrow to take hold of a friendly, pet snake or a monstrous cum spewing dragon, going where she's never gone before, Liz reached her hand inside John's pants.
'One small step for woman, one giant leap for Liz,' she thought while groping her prom date in the way that he had been groping her.
Tit for cock, it was her turn to grope him. It was her turn now to feel something sexual instead of just being felt up physically. Something she only imagined feeling while taking hold of her dildo, Liz felt something she never felt before when feeling her first cock. Taking control of the sexual situation, she took physical hold and sexual control of him by the mere touch of his penis. Suddenly alive, his dick twitched. His prick moved. His penis throbbed. His cock pulsated his anticipated sexual excitement and sexual lust for her. Indeed, as if she was a wicked witch, with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy possessing all kinds of magic and spells, her hand was her magic wand.
'Hocus pocus and abracadabra,' with him already possessed as if hypnotized and under her spell, her hand and her fingers were magical.
Helpless to stop her even if he wanted to stop her, yet why would he stop her from touching his prick? As if he was her sub and she was his Dom, John was cast under her sexual spell. Suddenly something amazing happened to Liz when feeling a man's dick for the first time. As if suddenly filled with rebar reinforced concrete, his cock magically grew harder in her hand through his underwear. She liked the sensation of feeling his strength, his power, and his manhood. She enjoyed the sexual control that she had over him.
'Wow,' she thought.
With Liz now taking control of the sexual situation, she felt something hard yet vibrate and vital in her quest to lose her virginity. With the power of her touch in hand, she felt something powerful that she enjoyed controlling. She felt something as hard as her big, black dildo that she used to get herself off when her vibrator just wasn't enough. Only where her dildo and vibrator were inanimate objects, what she was feeling now was alive. Where her dildo and vibrator left off, a new adventure, what she was feeling now was just the beginning.
"It's alive," screamed Dr. Frankenstein when his creation moved for the very first time.
'It's alive,' thought Liz when she felt John's cock twitch through his thin, cotton underwear.
"Oh, my God," he said.
'Oh, my God,' she thought.
The first time someone felt her tits and tried fingering her nipples, she couldn't believe she was feeling his prick. Her first prick. I'll remember his cock forever and always. Only, she wished he was someone other than John.
'I wish he was Mike, Bob, or Brad,' she thought. 'If he was, I'd fuck him right here and right now. If he was someone better, I'd have him take my virginity.'
As soon as she touched his cock through his thin, cotton underwear, she was impressed by how quickly it hardened. As soon as she felt his cock through his thin, cotton underwear, she felt a familiar wetness between her legs. As soon as she touched his cock through his thin, cotton underwear, she felt her nipples harden.
'This is so sexually exciting,' she thought now wanting to see it and to wrap her fingers around it.
As soon as she touched his prick, she felt it twitch, pulsate, and throb as if his cock was his heart. Indeed, with his cock not only his second brain, his hard prick was the direct bloodline not only to his heart but also to his brain.
Suddenly, as if he was injected with even more male testosterone than he has as an 18-year-old teenager, he kissed Liz with renewed sexual lust while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples through her dress and bra. Now instead of desperately groping her and sexually molesting her, and with her giving him the green light, he had more of a loving and less desperate touch. No longer frantic in his groping, he touched and felt her in the way she yearned to be touched and longed to be felt. He touched and felt her in the way that she imagined a woman touching and feeling her.
Gently feeling her breasts, he fingered the impressions of her emerging nipples through her dress and bra. Pulling them out with his fingers through her clothes, he was making her as sexually excited as she was making him. Instead of feeling used and abused, she was sexually aroused. Instead of frustratingly annoyed with him mauling her, she was sexually excited. With her a virgin and with her never having given anyone a hand job never mind a blowjob before, she suddenly not only wanted to stroke him but also she wanted to suck him while he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples.
As if there was a symphony orchestra and a choir of singers in the backseat with him, Handel's Messiah continued playing Hallelujah.
"Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Halle-lu-jah!"
Returning his passionate kisses with her passionate kisses, Liz felt John' prick through his underwear before she reached her hand inside of his briefs and pulled out his cock. The first time feeling a cock in her hand, she immediately wrapped her fingers around his prick as if she had done this before. She felt his cock, fondled his cock, and kneaded his cock in her hand as if she was molding a piece of clay that was quickly hardening.
She wondered, 'How can something so hard feel so soft? Now that I know what it feels like, I wonder what it looks like.'
Immediately, with her curiosity and sexual excitement getting the better of her, she looked down to see what her errant hand had uncovered and was holding. Toying with his cock, she fingered the head of his big prick in the way that he was trying to finger her hard, erect nipples. With her not having enough room to stroke his already erect prick to a harder erection, as if she had done this many times before when this was her first time, Liz unbuckled and unbuttoned his pants. Now free to move her fingers around the head of his cock and with her hand ever so slowly moving up and down the shaft of John's engorged prick, their kisses suddenly grew more passionate and with more purpose behind them. With Liz slowly masturbating her prom date and with her prettier and having bigger breasts than the other three women, seemingly with Chrissie, Gwendolyn, and Rebecca now having nothing over her, she was as sexually aroused as John seemed to be.
Yet, still not satisfied, with this being her first, personal, private, sexual good time as much as it obviously was his first, personal, private, sexual good time, this wasn't how Liz imagined her first time having sex would be. Even though she wanted to and even though she was ready, she didn't want to have sexual intercourse in the backseat of a car, especially with John. He'd have to be satisfied with her giving him a hand job and possibly even a blowjob but she'd never fuck him, her prom date.
Having never felt the weight of a cock in her hand before, she was not only curious to see what one felt like in her hand but also what one looked like up close and personal. Unable to get a good look at his cock before, she wanted a better look at his cock now. She needed something to masturbate over later when in the privacy of her bedroom or when taking a leisurely bath. So, while John was seemingly content continuing to stick his hand down the top of her dress and fondle Liz's big tits while trying to finger her erect nipples, for the time being, as if looking at something valuable and rare, she was content staring at John's erect cock.
'It's so big,' she thought. 'How will that ever fit in my mouth? How will that ever fit in my pussy? It's so hard,' she thought.
She continued fondling and stroking his big prick while staring at his hard cock. She continued her fascination with his dick while he continued feeling her big tits and fingering her hard nipples. Now after knowing what a cock felt like in her hand, she was curious what a prick felt like in her mouth. She was curious what a cock tasted like



'Do I dare take that thing in my mouth? It's so hideously ugly,' she thought. 'What would he think of me if I licked his cock? What would he think of me if I took his prick in my mouth? What would he think of me if I sucked him? Would he think me a slut if I blew him? Would he think me a whore if I allowed him to cum in my mouth? Would he think me a nymphomaniac if I swallowed his cum?'
While fondling the head of his engorged prick with her manicured fingers, as if squeezing an ear of corn or a giant sized carrot to test its freshness, she squeezed his cock before slowly stroking his cock again. As soon as she started stroking John, as if he was beginning to lose consciousness from drinking too much alcohol, when he hasn't even had a drink, he slumped down lower to fall back into the softness of the backseat. Surrendering his prick to her, he allowed her to have her wicked, sexual way with his cock in the way she now allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with her tits. Obviously, an understatement, while he watched her hand stroking him and saw her eyes staring at him, he relaxed while enjoying his first hand job from someone else's hand other than his own.
As if she had given plenty of hand jobs before, when this was her first hand job, she had a knack, a gift, and a special talent for intuitively knowing how to masturbate and pleasure a man. Exerting just enough hand pressure with just enough speed, she could tell when his eyes rolled back in his head that he was enjoying the feel of her hand as much as she was enjoying the sensation of his cock. With just the feel of her fingers, the touch of her hand, and the movement of her wrist, it was then that Liz realized the sexually intuitive control that she had over men. Literally, men were putty, albeit hardened putty, in her hand.
Simplistically easy, the secret of controlling a man was all in his prick. Realizing it at the same time, it was then that Liz appreciated the sexual control that she had over men. She felt empowered. She felt possessed. She felt sexy. She felt strong. She felt in control of her lifelong nemesis, men.
Never feeling good enough, smart enough, and/or strong enough before, she felt good enough, smart enough, and strong enough now. Men were always there to hold her back by saying no to whatever she wanted to do. A love/hate affair, she had a bittersweet relationship with men. Men didn't have a clue about women but all that she needed to know about men, she literally and figuratively held in the palm of her hand.
Her moment of realization was an epiphany with her knowing what she was going to do with the rest of her life. Obviously, she knew that she enjoyed the control that she sexually had over men. As if she was Aphrodite, the Greek Goddess of love, reincarnated, she wanted to spend the rest of her life making love and having sex with as many men as possible. Feeling not only sexually satisfied but also empowered every time she fucked and sucked a man, sex was intoxicatingly delirious.
Sex was her magic elixir and her drug of choice. Sex defined her. Sex set her apart from other women who feared sex for fear of being deemed a slut, a whore, and promiscuous. Yet, Liz didn't allow those labels to define her.
Confident, intelligent, articulate, and poised, she knew who she was inside. Grateful for her blossoming into a sexual woman, it was sex that made her who she is today. A virgin that bloomed into a woman before adopting the swinging lifestyle and before sexually adapting to becoming a porn star, she knew that she was special. She knew that not only men but also women would lust over having sex with her.
Of course, with John her first victim, sorry, she meant, lover, she didn't label herself as a slut, a whore, a nymphomaniac, or as someone who was addicted to sex. Unlike what a nymphomaniac feels or doesn't feel, feeling no guilt, shame, or remorse, she felt exhilaration. She felt jubilation. Free from the binds that bound her, she found a way for her to be equal to men.
If sex was what men want, why deny them. Why not give men what they want and men will give her what she wants, respect, equality, and money. It was then and there that Liz knew that she enjoyed the feeling of having sex, the more sex with more men the better. Sex was her way to make it in life.
Having sex made her feel alive. Having sex made her feel like a woman instead of an 18-year-old, virginal, school girl. Having sex made her feel free of her parents' control. Having sex made her feel wicked but in a good way. Something that she was inherently good at, she enjoyed the feeling of controlling men by denying them or giving them sex, her choice it was now her decision. With her seemingly the weaker sex, but with her not believing for one second that she was weak at all, having sex made her realize that it was so much better being born a woman than it was being born a man.
Sex made her feel free of all the repression, suppression, and forced morality placed upon her not only as a virgin but also while being pressured to be a good girl. If it wasn't enough the crap she had to endure from men, other women were her worst enemies. With her prettier than most other women, smarter than them, and having a better body than them, now that she didn't fear sex but reveled in it, she was way ahead of other women.
Now that she's seen the truth from both sides of acceptable, standard morality, good girls don't have any fun. Good girls live boring lives. Good girls miss out on everything. Good girls end up married with children and grow fat while their husbands cheat on them with bad girls.
In all the years that the Playboy mansion has been in existence, there hasn't been one good girl who has walked through those doors. It's only the bad girls who meet a lot of interesting men, go on expensive trips, are romanced, bought flowers, perfume, jewels, attend swingers' parties, and make porn movies. Something she never experienced before now, having a man sexually lust over her, physically desire her, and want to cum in her was a miraculous feeling of being a sexual, sensuous, attractive woman. Not only that but also and just by the miracle of sex, she was a woman in control of her own destiny.
If Liz was anything at all, she was nothing more than a sexual being. Full of life, she wanted to experience everything all at once. In a book she just read in 1969, she should have been the one captured by aliens in Kurt Vonnegut's book Slaughter House Five. In the way she was alive and invigorated now by sex, she would have made a much better sexual subject to view while being analyzed when having sex than Billie Pilgrim did, when he was forcibly taken from his bed on his Honeymoon.
Of course, with her having just attended her first prom and with her just a prom star, she didn't know that she'd be making sexually explicit movies and that she'd be a porn star soon too. In the way that some people love food, some people love alcohol, some people love chocolate, and other people are addicted to smoking, from the first touch of John's hard, throbbing cock, Liz was addicted to sex. Sex, sex, sex, now with everything she did, it was all about sex. If she had to define herself, she was all about sex. Sex was her thing. Yet, nonetheless her supposed sexual addiction, whether she was addicted to sex or not, she loved sex. What she did know was that one of her favorite activities to do in the future would be to have sex, lots and lots of sex with lots and lots of men and women too.
With John no longer feeling Liz's tits but content to watch Liz masturbate him instead, seemingly he was in sexual Heaven. If only someone could have videotaped his reaction when Liz leaned her head down and took his stiff cock in her mouth, seemingly with angelic music playing in the background, it was a miraculous moment. Indeed, a magical moment with the first time receiving and giving a blowjob, the moment for both of them was priceless. A life altering event, with both of them forever having this memory, neither of them could reclaim their innocence. Taking advantage of the top of her opened dress, he stuck his hand inside and while she sucked his cock, he felt her big tis and fingered her hard, erect nipples.
Obviously his first blowjob, this was Liz's first blowjob too. With him not forcing her to suck him, he was contently happy, as well as sexually excited, to watch her suck his cock. Indeed, she was enjoying sucking his prick as much as he seemingly enjoyed having his cock sucked. Sucking him deeper while stroking him faster, she was doing a commendable job for her first time giving a blowjob.
"Oh, my God," he gasped with his eyes rolling back in his head and his mouth gaping wide open.
As if this was one of many blowjobs that he's received instead of this being his first one, an involuntary reaction, he put a hand to the back of Liz's pretty head. While fingering her light, brown hair as if he was fingering his own pubic hair while masturbating himself, he humped her mouth and fucked her face. As long as Liz continued stroking his cock while sucking his cock, John was having a good, sexual time. As long as Liz kept her mouth there with her tongue circumnavigating his cock as if she was a pro, assuredly it wouldn't be long before John showed Liz how much he enjoyed having her suck his cock by cumming in her mouth.
Then, surprising Liz more than it surprised John, suddenly, a heavy hand pushed her head down and forward. Holding it there, the pressure of his hand to the back of her pretty head was followed by an immediate ejaculation of volumes of warm, oozy cum coating her mouth and splashing against her teeth, her gums, and the back of her throat. The first time tasting a man, Liz had no compunction in swallowing him. His ejaculating cum in her mouth was proof positive that he so enjoyed what she did with his stiff prick. Allowing him to cum in her mouth was proof positive that she so enjoyed sucking his cock as well.
Before the first Playgirl issue hit the stands in 1973 with Lyle Waggoner their first centerfold, Liz learned all that she needed to know about oral sex from her brother's porn movies and from reading Cosmopolitan magazine. Never even having had a cock in her hand before now, she had a stiff prick in her mouth now. Sucking him as if she had sucked a man's cock before, she did a commendable enough job in sucking while stroking John's cock to make him cum within a minute or two. Not wanting to ruin her prom dress with semen, she swallowed all that he ejaculated in her mouth before licking him clean. Unlike Monica Lewinsky, twenty-seven years in the future, taking pride in not spilling a drop, Liz swallowed every drop of John's cum while sucking him dry.
If there was such a thing as a look of love that was mixed with sexual lust and admiration, John was in love with Liz. With both of them sexual virgins, Liz gave him a memory that he'd never forget. No man forgets his first French kiss, feeling his first tit, sucking his first nipple, receiving his first hand job, and cumming in a woman's mouth during his first blowjob. Assuredly, he had a lot of firsts that night. Moreover, it's unusual that all of his first happened with one woman.
He had his first kiss that wasn't from the lips of his mother or grandmother. He had his first French kiss. That night was the first time he felt a woman's breasts through her dress. It was the first time he felt a bare breast and the first time he fingered a nipple. It was the first time that he saw women's naked breasts that weren't in a magazine. Other than him stroking himself which he routinely did night and day, that night was the first time he not only received a hand job but also a blowjob and what a blowjob it was. It was his first time cumming in a woman's mouth and watching her swallow his cum.
With their reputations to uphold and their morals limiting them, normally women back then didn't suck cock, especially not on a first date, never on a first date, especially on a prom date. If a woman did suck a cock, she only dabbled, licked it a little bit. For fear of him putting a heavy hand to the back of her head and cumming in her mouth, few women would take a man's entire cock in her mouth and suck it deeply while stroking a man in the way that Liz had just done. Few women would allow men to cum in their mouths and fewer women would swallow men's semen. Of course there were plenty of women who gave blowjobs. Yet, unless they had been dating the man for a while and perhaps were even engaged to him, it wasn't expected of a young, virginal, prom date to get her date off by giving him a hand job never mind giving him oral sex.
Normally, the extent of sexual activity after a prom was mostly limited to kissing and petting. Their first time alone together, and her first time alone with a man, albeit a 19-year-old man, shades of things to come, just out of the blue, Liz gave John a blowjob. He didn't ask her to give him one, nor did he pressure her to give him one, she just took it upon herself to suck him. Not shy about unzipping him and taking his cock in her hand before taking him in her mouth, she allowed him to cum in her mouth and she swallowed her first load. A premonition of things to come, John's load of cum wouldn't be the last load of cum that Liz would swallow, that's for sure.
Now with John sexually satisfied, with this date not a one-way street, it was his turn to sexually pleasure her. It was her turn for some sexual fun. With John still enamored with her breasts, she needed him to concentrate on a different area of her body. Not shy, embarrassed, or ashamed, even though this was the first time showing anyone her pussy who didn't have a medical degree, she hiked up her dress to her waist and removed her panties. John looked at her with shocked disbelief when he saw her bushy, brown pussy. Obviously, the first pussy he's ever seen, she grabbed his hand by his wrist and moved it between her legs.
With her still tasting his cum in her mouth, she was wet. She was so wet. The wettest she's ever been. Whether it was his fingers, his tongue, or his cock, she needed to feel something stiff in her pussy. With her having masturbated herself so very many times, as much as John masturbated himself, no doubt, she needed to have more than just her vibrator rubbing her clit and more than just her dildo inside of her pussy.
As soon as he touched her warm wetness, unlike her grabbing hold of his cock, he recoiled and pulled his hand away. Not taking no for an answer, especially after she gave him what he wanted, a hand job that turned into a blowjob, it was his turn to give her what she wanted. She wanted him to masturbate her. She pulled his hand by his wrist again and moved it between her legs. This time holding it there, she moved and positioned his fingers where she'd receive the most pleasure.
"Right there," she said. "Do you feel it? It feels like a button. That's my bean."
He looked at her with shocked disbelief.
"Yes, I feel it," he said. "What's this? This feels like you have a little penis."
He looked down at her pussy to examine what he was feeling with his fingers.
"That's my clit. Rub my clit like this while using your other finger to fuck me," she said holding his finger with her fingers while rubbing herself. "Finger fuck me, John. Stick your finger in my cunt. I want to cum too. I need to cum. Make me your bitch. Make me your woman," she said realizing how ridiculous that sounded with both them being sexually inexperienced virgins and with this prom date their very first date that either of them has had.
Nonetheless, John got over the wet stickiness of her and persevered in masturbating her. He showed more enthusiasm when Liz encouraged him by giving him verbal signs that she was enjoying being finger fucked by him. Assuredly, he'll have much to brag to his friends about all that he did with Liz on prom night. Now, that Liz puts out, she'll be the popular one. She'll be the one to ask out to dances and go parking afterward.
"Oh, God that feels so good. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me with your finger. Fuck me, John. Feel my breast with your other hand," she said. She pulled down her top and pulled out her tits to give him better access to her nipples while George Harrison appropriately sang "My Sweet Lord." She was ready to have her first orgasm given to her by a man.
No doubt, his first set of knockers that he's seen in person that weren't in a magazine, he stared at her tits.
"Wow, you have amazing breasts Liz," he said staring at them instead of touching them and talking to them instead of sucking them.
She looked down at her breasts before looking up at him.
"Suck them John. Suck my tits. Finger my nipples and suck my tits," she said. "I need to cum. I want to cum."
Obediently John obeyed and sucked Liz's nipples while she still held his hand and fingers in her pussy. Moving his fingers with her fingers, even though she was basically masturbating herself with his fingers, this was far better than masturbating herself with her vibrator and dildo. A first time for everything, this was the first time that a man masturbated her.
While George C. Scott won the Oscar for his starring role in "Patton" that year, Glenda Jackson won the Academy Award for "Women in Love." Only there's subtle differences between Liz and Glenda Jackson's character in her starring role as Gudrun Brangwen. Something as shocking as swapping partners as it was in the 1920's, is still shocking today in the 1970's.
As it did then and as it still does today, the question arises, can a partner or spouse of one gender truly fulfill all of the emotional needs of love of the other partner? Definitely, Liz needed to have sex with both genders to be fully sexually satisfied. After watching "Women in Love," it was then that Liz not only sexually desired men but also that she sexually desired women too. A life changing event, seemingly she was born to be a swinger who grew to be a porn star.
To be continued...
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Robert deliberately flashes his mother his cock.
His mother disappeared in her bedroom to shower and change. Robert stood at her closed, bedroom door listening to the water running in her shower while touching himself through his pajama bottom while imagining her naked. For him to hear the shower water so clearly, she must have her bathroom door wide open. He only wished he had the balls to sneak in her bedroom and peer in her bathroom. With her having a glass enclosure instead of a shower curtain, he imagined that he could see her naked form through the hot water steam.
With one thing leading to another, he knew if he ever saw her naked, he wouldn't be happy with just seeing her naked. He'd want to hold her, touch her, and kiss her while fondling her naked body. He imagined her standing in the shower naked. He imagined her washing her beautiful, naked body. He imagined her washing her big tits, her shapely ass, and her bushy, bald, or trimmed blonde pussy as he didn't know which she had. He only wished he could wash her naked body.
He imagined surprising her by barging in her bedroom. He imagined shocking her by barging in her bathroom. He imagined seeing her naked. Naked, naked, naked, he imagined opening her shower door and entering her shower naked to take a shower with her. Only, even though he fantasized doing that, it was just a sexual fantasy and nothing more than that. He'd never invade his mother's privacy in such a disrespectful way. If ever he invaded her privacy in such a sexually inappropriate way, he'd live to regret it.
If ever he barged in her bedroom and/or her bathroom to catch seeing her naked, no doubt with her not on the incestuous, sexual page as he is, she'd ask him to leave. Then, in the way she did with his father when she discovered he was cheating on her with a younger woman, she'd throw him out of her house. With him having no job, no money, and not even a car, he'd have no place to live. Where would he go? What would he do? His mother's generosity and his living arrangements were not only the two things that stopped him from making a sexual pass at his mother but also the two things kept him from being homeless.
When he heard her turn off the shower, he waited a few minutes before knocking on her bedroom door. He imagined she was naked when emerging from her bathroom. He imagined she was naked walking around her bedroom. He imagined her putting on her bra and panty, her appropriate attire when receiving him as a guest in her bedroom when not dressed in his nightgown.
He so wanted to barge in her bedroom to catch her naked. Naked, naked, naked, the one thing he'd want more than anything else in the world, he'd love to see his mother naked. Wishing he could fling open her bedroom door without knocking in the way she does when carrying his clean laundry in his room, he wished he had the nerve to barge in her bedroom to catch her naked. Only, he knew that if ever he saw his mother naked, he'd never be satisfied with just seeing her without her clothes. He'd want to have sex with her.
Wishing she sexually felt the same with him, she'd never have sex with him. Instead he waited for her to invite him in her bedroom. No doubt, she'd be dressed in her bra and panties, seeing her in her underwear was a good compromise, one that gave him something to masturbate over later. Only, wishing something that will never happen, he wished she'd invite him in her bedroom when she was naked. Just once he'd love to fling open her bedroom door when he knew she was naked.
"Come in," she said.
Only, he had more respect for her than that. He couldn't invade her privacy in the way he did by eavesdropping in on her telephone conversation. Instead, of always trying to catch her topless and/or naked without success, he watched her stand in front of the mirror brushing and blow drying her hair while dressed only in her panty and bra. So sexy and so sexually exciting, he loved seeing his sexy MILF of mother dressed in only her low cut bra and her bikini panty. The sexy sight of her always gave him an erection and he had an erection now that tented his pajama pants.
With his hand outstretched behind him, he leaned back on her bed to give his mother a better view of his pajama clad, erect prick. Just once, he wished she'd touch his cock through his pajamas. Just once he wished she'd remove his stiff prick from his pajamas and stroke him before sucking him and before fucking him. Just once, he'd love to have sex with his mother instead of just fantasizing having sex with his mother.
He sat on his mother's bed while watching her walk around her room dressed only in her bra and panty. Having never walked around him before in only her bra and panty, her allowing him to see her in her bra and panty now is a recent occurrence that happened after he came home from graduating college. He remembered, how before going away to college, he wished he could see his mother in her bra and panty. He remembered how he always masturbated over the thoughts of seeing his mother in her panty and bra. Now here she is without embarrassment and without shame walking around him while wearing just her bra and panty.
Even though he still masturbates over seeing his mother in her low cut bra and sexy bikini panties, he wants to see more. Not enough seeing her in her underwear, he still wonders, imagines, and sexually fantasizes what's beneath her bra and panty. Not enough, never enough, he wished he could see her topless. Not enough, never enough, he wished he could see her naked. Then, no doubt, an endless cycle, if he ever was to see her without her clothes, he'd want to have sex with her.
With her powder blue, lacy bra lifting and supporting her big breasts to better delineate her long, line of cleavage, her powder blue, lacy bikini panties hugged her ass in the way of a Grand Prix Formula One car hugging a curve. With her already dressed in her low cut bra and her sexy blue panties, no doubt she knew in advance that he'd want access to her bedroom to talk to her. Just once he'd love to see her topless and/or naked. In the way that she suddenly deemed it okay for him to see her in her bra and panty, he wished she'd deem it okay for him to see her topless and/or naked. A sexual dream come true, he wished he could see his mother naked.
If he wasn't living with her, he imagined that normally, instead of standing in front of the mirror doing her hair in the bra and panty, she'd be doing her hair in her towel, topless, or naked. Topless, topless, topless, he could only imagine what his mother looked like topless. He only wished she'd blow dry her hair while she was topless and when he was in her bedroom. He'd love nothing more than to see her naked tits, areolas, and nipples. He'd love to see her tits bobbing and swaying while she brushed her beautiful, blonde hair.
He only wished she'd stand in front of the mirror naked to put on her makeup naked while he sat on her bed watching her. He'd love nothing more than to see her naked pussy and ass. If ever she showed him her tits or stood before him naked, he'd show her his cock. Tits, pussy, and ass for cock, he wished his mother wanted to flash him as much as he wanted her to flash him and as much as he wanted to flash her. He wished she wanted to see his naked cock as much as he wanted to see her naked tits, ass, and pussy.
If only she was wearing nothing but a towel, imagining all the sexy fun he could have, he imagined tickling her. Tickling and tickling her, unmercifully tickling her, while touching and feeling her, he imagined her trying to get away from him. He imagined her losing her towel while trying to stop him from tickling her. Imagining her topless and/or naked without the modesty of her towel, he imagined pushing her back on the bed and mounting her while kissing her, touching her, and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother.
Alas, nothing more than an outrageous, incestuous, sexual fantasy, it was one that he enjoyed having while masturbating over the thoughts of having hot sex with her. Only, his mother would never have sex with him. She's not as incestuously twisted as he is. Now he couldn't wait for his mother to leave so that he can masturbate over her having a sexual orgy, pulling a train, blowing six men, and receiving a cum bath. He couldn't wait to masturbate again with the imagined thoughts of seeing her topless and/or naked.
As much as he loved imagining her topless and/or naked, while imagining that he could see more, he loved seeing her dressed in only her panty and bra. Every time he saw her dressed in her panty and bra, filled with incestuous lust for his mother, the nearly naked image of her made him so horny. He so wished he could hold her in his arms while feeling her big breasts through her bra and feeling her shapely ass through her panty. Something that no son should ever do to his mother, nonetheless, he wished he could trace her camel toe and her pussy slit through her panty while she stood in front of the mirror blow drying her hair. He wished he could stand behind her and hump her panty clad ass while reaching up to feel her bra clad breasts and finger her nipples through her bra.
* * * * *
"Don't mind me, Mom. Continue drying your hair while I entertain myself with your bra clad breasts and panty clad pussy and ass," he imagined saying to his mother.
He stared at her in her panty and bra while imagining touching and feeling her.
'Oh, Robert, if what you're doing to my nearly naked body didn't feel so good, I'll ask you to stop," he imagined her saying and encouraging him to continue touching and feeling her. 'Only, the reason why you touching me and feeling me feels so good is because it's so forbidden. Incestuous sex between a mother and her son is wrong.'
Not taking no for an answer, he imagined continuing feeling his mother through her underwear.
'How can something that feels so good be so wrong Mother,' he imagined saying while suddenly feeling like Norman Bates in Bates Motel.
* * * * *
Only, just as he'd never touch and feel his mother in such an inappropriate way, she'd never say any of those things to him. As long as he didn't leer at her and ogle her while touching himself, she was okay with him being in her bedroom while she was dressed only in her sexy underwear. He couldn't even count how many times he's masturbated over the sight of his mother in her panty and bra while imagining her topless and/or naked. Grateful for her giving him a sexy lingerie show, he wondered if any of his friends mother allowed them in their rooms while they were dressed in their bras and panties. Only, nothing of his friends has a MILF of a mother as hot as his MILF of a mother.
If ever he confessed that he had inappropriate, sexual thoughts for her, for sure, she'd stop parading around in front of him in just her bra and panty and/or sheer, sexy nightgowns. Yet, why would he ruin a good thing by being greedy and in wanting more of a sexual relationship with his mother, something that will never happen. Just as she'd never allow him to see her topless and/or naked, she'd never have sex with him. Yet, with him a horny, testosterone filled, young man, in the sexy way she was dressed and in the sexy way she looked, it took all the self-control he had not to stare at her, leer at her, and ogle her. It took all the self-control he had for him not to push her back on the bed and have his wicked sexual way with his mother.
"Did you know you were going on a cruise and forgot to tell me?"
Deciding to broach the subject, he was hoping she'd give him more information about the Nude Day cruise.
"No, I found out just now when Stephen called," she said.
Watching her in his peripheral vision and through her reflection in the mirror, he looked at his mother in her panty and bra without staring at her. For sure, he'll be masturbating over this sexy sight of her underwear clad body again later when she left him home alone all weekend. For sure, he'll be masturbating over the imagined image of see her topless, naked, and having sex with her. For sure, he'll be masturbating all weekend long.
She had such a hot body. With her long shapely legs and flat, toned stomach from jogging and doing Pilates, she had a round, firm ass and big tits. A beautiful woman with a phenomenal body, it's a shame that she's his mother. If only she was the mother or much older sister of one of his friends, he'd put the moves on her. What a waste, such a waste, the good Lord played a bad joke on him by making him her son instead of her lover.
"Such short notice for a cruise," he said mumbling as if talking to himself.
Without turning around, she looked at him through his reflection in her mirror while doing her hair and he watched her eyes dart down to his erect cock that tented his pajama bottoms. She looked at his cock. She briefly stared at his erection. He only wished she'd do more than just stare. He only wished she'd make the first sexual move so that he could make all of the other sexual moves.
If he stared long enough and hard enough, he imagined that he could see her nipples through her sheer, sexy bra. If he stared long enough and hard enough, he imagined that he could see his mother's ass crack and her pubic hair enough to know that she wasn't bushy or bald but trimmed. If he stared long enough and hard enough, he imagined that he could see her pussy slit through her sheer, sexy panty. Only, the trick was not for her to catch him staring at her. Not an easy thing for him to do, the trick was not for her to catch him leering at her and ogling her nearly naked body even though he was always looking to see what more he could see of her.
"He didn't know if he could get the boat," she said with a shrug of her sexy shoulders as if she didn't believe her boyfriend.
Now he wondered as he suspected his mother did too if someone had cancelled on her boyfriend's invitation for a Nude Day cruise and she was his second choice. Some second choice? He couldn't imagine his mother being anyone's second choice. If she was anyone's second choice, unable to imagine anyone better than his mother, he wondered what the first choice looked like. No doubt, someone younger, it was probably some twenty-something-year-old woman who cancelled on him. If that wasn't the case, then he didn't understand why her boyfriend wouldn't invite his mother in the first place. Men are such pigs, especially those men who prefer much younger women than women their own age.
He watched his mother put on her blouse and wiggle her round, shapely ass while squeezing herself in her tight jeans. Dressed in her sexy, low cut, form fitting blouse and skintight jeans, she looked amazing. Unable to keep his compliment to himself, he complimented his mother.
"You look amazing Mom," he said.
Biting his tongue while thinking better of it, he was so tempted to tell her how good her ass looked but he didn't dare. Instead he watched her look at herself in the mirror while turning one way before turning the other way. Running a slow, deliberate hand between her shapely legs, he wished he could touch and feel her ass through her skintight jeans. He wished he could pull her back on the bed and kiss her, French kiss, while touching and feeling her everywhere a son should never touch and feel his mother. Such an abnormal wish to have, he wished he could have his wicked sexual way with his mother.
"Thank you Robert. I don't look too bad for an old broad," she said with a laugh.
Then sadly while wishing he could go with her on her Nude Day, naked cruise, he watched her finish packing. With his mother showered, dressed, packed, and ready to leave for her Nude Day weekend, Robert stood and hugged his Mom good-bye at the front door. With his stiff, pajama clad prick impaling her denim clad belly, he so wanted to surprise her with a goodbye kiss. He'd love nothing more than to French kiss his mother while feeling her through her clothes. It's been a long while since he's had sex with a woman and his MILF of a mother was making him so horny.
Now that he was hugging her beautiful body, he wondered what it would feel like to kiss his mother, really kiss his mother, French kiss his mother, while feeling her through her clothes as if she was his girlfriend instead of his mother. With French kissing his mother while feeling her through her clothes on his horny mind, he wondered what it would feel like to feel her tongue pressed against his tongue. He imagined if he closed his eyes and/or was in a pitch black room, French kissing his mother would be much the same as French kissing any other woman. Yet, if he left his eyes open and indeed he would, French kissing his mother would be so much more sexually exciting than kissing any other woman. He couldn't wait to imagine French kissing her and feeling her through her clothes later while masturbating himself over all that he heard while eavesdropping in on her private phone conversation.
Only with him wearing a tee shirt, slippers, and his pajama bottoms without underwear, his standard uniform when lounging around the house, he could feel the head of his cock rubbing against his mother's denim clad stomach and hardening again while hugging her. Nothing new there, with the remembered thoughts of seeing her in her bra and panty, he was getting an even harder erection when around his mother. He always had an erection when around his mother, especially when hugging her when she was only in her panty and bra or in her sexy nightgown with nothing underneath.
As if she was a sexy minx instead of his mother, she had such a sexual hold on him. He so wanted to hump her. He so wanted to push her down on the couch and make out with her. He so wanted to strip her naked. He so wanted to strip off her jeans, remove her panties, strip off her blouse, remove her bra, and make sweet love to her before fucking her, really fucking her.
Instead of wearing jeans and a blouse, he only wished she was wearing her short, sheer, sexy, low cut nightgown with nothing underneath. He especially loved hugging her when she was wearing her thin, revealing, sexy nightgowns. Able to feel more over her magnificent body when she had practically nothing on, he loved hugging her when there was nothing more than a thin piece of cotton, silk, and/or satin between them. Yet, every time he hugged his mother while she was in her sexy, skimpy nightgowns, he was so tempted to drop his hand down to feel her ass or reach his hand up to feel her breasts.
* * * * *
Going beyond all that's appropriately acceptable between a mother and son, he only wished his mother would fall to her knees and give him a goodbye blowjob in case this is the last time he sees her. God forbid but if she was drunk enough, she could fall overboard and be eaten by a shark. In that regard, it's not only right but it would be appropriately acceptable and the right thing to do for his mother to fall to her knees and suck his cock before she left.
'In case I don't see you again Robert, let me give you something to remember me by, a goodbye blowjob,' he again imagined her saying.
Lost in his sexual fantasy, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to give him a goodbye blowjob.
'If you don't comeback, if you don't return, I'll miss you, Mom,' he imagined saying while pulling out his cock from his pajama bottoms for her to stroke and suck.
He imagined her falling to her knees. He imagined her taking his cock in her hand. He imagined her looking up at him with her big, beautiful blue eyes before taking him in her mouth. Then, as if she had an insightful thought, she looked down at her breasts before looking back up at him.
'Perhaps you'd like to fondle my tits and finger my nipples while I stroke and suck your cock,' he imagined her saying.



Lost in the sexual fantasy of his mother stroking his prick while sucking his prick, he imagined feeling his mother's exposed, big tits while fingering her hard nipples.
* * * * *
Nonetheless what she was wearing or not wearing, inspired by the imagined image of her naked while on her Nude Day cruise, he had an erection. Nothing new with that, sexually inspired by her pretty face and hot body, he always had an erection when around his mother. Especially after hearing her telephone conversation with her boyfriend and the two of them talking about her getting naked on Nude Day, how could he not have an erection when imagining her naked? Especially after hearing that his mother sucks cock and had blown three men she never met before, he now sexually thinks differently of his mother. Now that he knows she had orgy like sex, pulled a train, and received a cum bath when she was drunk and sleeping, he'd have more psychological problems if he didn't have an erection when thinking of his mother naked.
Topless, topless, topless, he'd love to see his mother's naked tits. Topless, topless, topless, if only he could see his mother's tits, he'd be such a happy and grateful son. Naked, naked, naked, he'd love to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, if only he could see his mother naked, he'd have even more fodder to masturbate over while thinking of his mother naked about a naked Nude Day cruise.
Yet, whether she was topless or naked, he'd love for his mother to see him naked too. Naked, naked, naked, if only his mother could see him naked, he'd be such a happy son. He only wished he was going on a Nude Day cruise with her. He only wished he knew someone who had a boat so that he could trail her, stalk her, and take a video of her naked on her boyfriend's boat while celebrating Nude Day. He only wished she invited him along on her Nude Day cruise so that he could get naked with her too.
In preparation of stripping off all of her clothes for Nude Day, she was wearing skintight jeans and a low cut top that made her look so sexy. Seeing her from behind, with her long, blonde hair and her tight, little ass so round and shapely, she looked twenty-something instead of forty-something. He wished he could feel her ass through her tight jeans and/or peer down her top at her long, sexy line of cleavage and at her bra clad breasts. Only he didn't dare drop his hands down to squeeze his mothers' perfect ass or reach his horny hands up to feel her bra clad breasts while hugging her. Wishing that he could and with him now so very sexually frustrated, he didn't dare touch her in that sexually, inappropriate way.
If she gained a few pounds, judging her by the tight fit of her jeans, as she said she had gained weight to her boyfriend on the phone, he didn't know where. She looked like the same shapely slut to him that she always did. Never thinking of his mother as a slut before, after eavesdropping in on her personal, private phone conversation, he thought of her as a sexy, MILF of a slut now. Wishing he was her boyfriend instead of her son, he could only imagine what she'd look like naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to masturbate himself over the imagined images of seeing his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, while wishing he was one of those lucky men, he couldn't wait to masturbate over other men seeing his mother naked when taking her Nude Day cruise.
Having never seen her naked, seemingly, if she did gain any weight, he couldn't tell. If she did gain any weight, then she gained a few pounds in all the right places. With him seeing her in her bra and panties, she looked the same to him as she did before. The last time he saw her in her bikini, she was a perfect ten. The last time he saw her in her bikini, he wanted to have sex with her in the pool.
He only wished she wasn't his mother but some cougar that he picked up in a bar. He'd love to have a sexual relationship with an older woman, especially with an older woman who looked like her. If she wasn't his mother, he'd have hot sex with her right here and right now. If she wasn't his mother, in the sexy way she looked now, he'd make a sexual pass at her. If she wasn't his mother, especially because she's his mother, he could imagine marrying someone who looked like her.
"Mom? This is my girlfriend Donna," he imagined saying to his mother.
She looked at him as if there was something wrong with him and assuredly in the way that he lusted over her, his mother, there definitely was something mentally and emotionally wrong with him.
"Donna? Not only do we have the same name but she looks exactly like me. We could be sisters, twin sisters," he imagined his mother responding to meeting his cougar of a girlfriend while looking at him with shocked surprised and confounded confusion.
* * * * *
"Bye Mom," he said watching his mother start down the stairs while struggling with her carryon bag.
So enamored with her, she was so beautiful to look at. He only wished she was his girlfriend or his wife instead of his mother. While imagining her naked on a Nude Day cruise, with his blood rushing from his heart to his cock and with his cock growing harder and bigger, he could feel his prick tenting his pajama bottoms again. As if his cock was the main mast for the S. S. Nude Day boat, his cock was so big and so hard that it could only be more noticeable if he tied a flag to it, a black, skull and bones pirate's flag.
He wondered if his mother noticed his erection. If she did, she didn't give him any indication by looking at it. He wondered if his mother knew that he had an erection from hugging her. How could she not notice his erect cock for God's sakes? He so wanted to hump her instead of just hugging her.
In the way his cock was now, the bull elephant in the room, and with him standing sideways, he wondered if his mother noticed his erection now. With her standing several steps down on the stairs and with her having to look up at him, how could she not notice his erection? He just wanted her to stare at his pajama clad erection in the way that he always stared at her bra clad breasts and panty clad pussy and ass. Something he'll masturbate over later, he just wanted to see her eyes dart down to acknowledge that she saw his engorged cock.
"Bye Robert. No drunken parties while I'm gone," she said staring up. "Matter of fact, I'd rather you not have anyone in the apartment while I'm away. I don't want anyone going through my things."
With her looking up at him while struggling with her overnight case, he only wished his cock would pop out of his pajama bottoms. On the pretense celebrating Nude Day early, he'd love nothing more than to flash his mother his erection. Wishing he could do so much more than just showing her his erect prick, just as he'd love to see her naked, he'd love for her to see him naked too. Too preoccupied thinking of his mother naked and thinking of flashing her his prick, he didn't realize his mother needed his help with her bag.
"Don't worry. I'll be alone," he said. "Wait. Lemme help you with that."
He ran down the stairs to meet her and as soon as he did, bobbing and weaving, just as he hoped it would, his erection popped out of his pajama pee hole. While hoping that she'd give him a goodbye blowjob in case anything happened to her aboard the boat, his cock emerged to say goodbye to her too. With his prick already exposed and erect, this would be the perfect time for her to give him a goodbye blowjob or at the very least a goodbye hand job, in case she didn't return. He only wished she'd take the not so subtle hint and walk up to touch his cock and stroke his cock before sucking his cock and fucking his cock.
With him being so purposely exposed to his mother before, especially when cuddling up against her while watching a movie, as if giving her a preview of cumming attractions, normally, he just tucks in his cock after giving her a quick, sneak peek. Only, with his mother leaving for a Nude Day celebration, as a prelude to her naked holiday, wanting to join in the premature celebration and naked festivities too, if only vicariously, making no attempt to preserve his modesty, he left his cock totally exposed. He hoped that she'd stare at his prick in the way that he stares at her when she's in her sheer, sexy nightgowns or when she's parading around him in her bra and panty. Leaving her with the image of his naked, erect cock, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to sexually lust over him as much as he sexually lusts over her.
As if she was drawn to it in the way that he was sexually attracted to her, he watched her eyes dart down from his face to his exposed erection. She saw his prick. He watched her look at his penis. She stared at his dick. Now if only she was as sexually interested in him as he was in her, he'd be such a happy man.
With his sexual imagination filling in all of the unspoken and physical details of touching, feeling, and fondling, he wished his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Wide-eyed and unblinking, his sexual fantasy come true, she was staring at his cock. His dream woman and the one woman who was the love of his life, his mother was staring at his dick in the way that he stares at her bra clad breasts and panty clad pussy and ass. Seemingly not even caring if he caught her leering, the longer she stared the more sexually excited he became.
Normally he flashes her his prick it's in the dimly lit living room illuminated only by the TV. Now in the brightly lit hall with daylight shining through the hall windows, he was lit up as if he was a stripper on stage. Never has his cock been so big and so hard. Never has his erect cock been as exposed. Never has his mother had a better look at his cock. Never has his cock been so visible and never has she seen his cock so clearly. Never has she stared at his erect prick in such a focused way. Never has he been as sexually excited exposing his prick to his mother. In the way that he imagines having sex with his mother when having sex with another woman, he wondered if his mother imagined having sex with him when having sex with someone else.
In the way that he always imagined she would but never did when exposing his cock to her, finally his mother was staring at his engorged prick. As if she was his big fish to catch in his small pond and his cock was his baited hook, his erection held his mother's sexual interest. He couldn't believe his mother was staring at his exposed dick. In the way that he was horny thinking about her naked on Nude Day and parading around a boat with five other couples, she must be horny thinking about her Nude Day festivities too.
His mother was staring at his cock. He couldn't believe his mother was staring at his prick. Normally, she tells him that he's exposed. Normally, whenever she sees his errant prick, she looks away. Normally, she's embarrassed by this sight of his flaccid and/or engorged cock. Only, today, she seemed to enjoy the sexy sight of his errant, naughty, erect prick.
Seemingly enjoying the view, she was staring at all that he was showing. If he read her body language correctly, with her touching her hair, curling her hand with her finger, and licking her lips, the sight of his hard prick was sexually exciting her. Not only did she seem enamored with is cock, she seemed engrossed in staring at his prick. If he was to make a sexual move on his mother, this was the best time to do it. Only, he didn't dare. Needing a place to stay, he has too much to lose should she reject him.
This time, she appeared as if she was mesmerized by his errant dick. Hypnotized by his stiffened prick, she continued staring at his cock in the way he stared at her ass when she was wearing her panties, at her breasts when seeing her in her bra, and in the way that he now stared at her in her skintight jeans. Now he wished she was standing on the sunlit stairs in her sheer, nearly see-through nightgown with nothing on underneath. Now he wished she wasn't leaving. Now he wished he was home alone with his mother celebrating Nude Day together.
If only she'd stay home for Nude Day, in the way that she parades around him in her sheer, sexy nightgowns and in her bra and panty, on the pretense that it was Nude Day, he'd parade around her naked. Perhaps, on the pretense that it was Nude Day, taking the hint of him being naked, maybe she'd parade around him naked too. Nude Day, the one day a year that he imagined he's allowed to remain naked in front of his mother, maybe she'd take the not so subtle hint and get naked with him too.
Perhaps, they could establish their own mother and son tradition of having sex with one another on Nude Day. Now he wished they could have their own Nude Day naked celebration. Now he wished they could watch a movie together while naked. In case something tragic was to happen to her, now he wished his mother would give him a hand job before giving him a blowjob and before allowing him to make love to her.
With her appearing as horny staring at his cock as he was horny in flashing her his prick, maybe if she reconsidered and stayed home for the weekend, while watching a movie, he'd expose her prick to her again. Only, maybe this time, she'd be horny enough and sexually interested in him enough to give him a hand job. He liked imagining that she would. He'd love to cum all over his mother's hand. Cumming all over her naked breasts and pretty face, he'd love to give her a cum bath after cumming in her mouth.
Maybe while watching an X-rated movie, imagining the sex scenes making her sexually aroused enough, along with giving him a hand job, she'd give him a blowjob too. He'd love nothing more than to play with his mother's tits while fingering her nipples as she was blowing him. He'd love nothing more than to cum in his mother's mouth while watching her swallow. A sexual dream come true, with his mother leaving for her long, Nude Day weekend, he only hoped she'd change her mind and stay home with him.
If she decided not to go on her Nude Day cruise and if she decided to stay home and celebrate Nude Day with him, maybe if she was horny enough, she'd allowed him to fuck her. Maybe if she was horny enough, she'd allow him to give her a cum bath. He could only imagine what it would feel like to be in bed naked with his naked mother. He could only imagine what it would feel like to cum in his mother's pussy before cumming again in her mouth. He'd love nothing more than to have a weekend of nudity and sex with his mother.
Only, his mother wasn't as perversely perverted as he was. No way, not even close. Just because she willingly had sex with a number of other man, she'd never have sex with him. Just as she'd never fuck him, she'd never blow him. She'd never even give him a hand job.
With his mother obviously having sex on a regular basis, she wasn't as horny and as desperate as he was for sexual attention. No way, not even close. With his hormones driving his horniness, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to give him a weekend, a night, or even an hour of hot sex. If she's already participated in an orgy and was about to participate in a Nude Day orgy this weekend, maybe his mother isn't the innocent, virtuous woman that he thinks she is.
"Robert," she said still staring at his cock before looking up at him.
She gave him a warm and understanding motherly smile that seemed even a little flirtatious.
"Yes Mom?"
She stared down at his exposed cock again that made him want to take her hand and wrap her fingers around his exposed prick.
"Robert Junior came out to say good-bye too," she said with a laugh while using that as her excuse to still stare down at his exposed penis again.
He looked down at his cock and before putting his errant prick away, he looked up at his mother.
"Oops, sorry Mom," he said tucking himself back in with one hand while carrying her overnight bag down the rest of the stair with his other hand. His excuse to hug her goodbye again, he gave her a big hug while wishing he had the nerve to reach down and feel her shapely ass. "Bye Mom. Have a good time. Be careful. Stay safe. Don't be a victim," he said while thinking it would be such a waste if she fell overboard and a shark ate her before allowing him to eat her.
To be continued...
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Part Three: Love at first sight. Liz meets Mitch.
So very long ago, seemingly a lifetime ago in sexual maturity, a lot has happened in six years since her prom. Now 24-years-old, with her not married, Liz would be considered an old maid not that long ago. A time when there were gaslights, horse drawn carriages, and women who took pride in having a good reputation, it was common for women to already be married by their 18th birthday. Liz didn't even have a boyfriend, per se. She did have dozens of fuck buddies though, male and female.
Today, sadly, with most people not giving a care about having a good reputation, men are the worst offenders. Seemingly, everyone thinks it's okay to lie. No one tells the truth anymore. Everything is has spin and jargon to it that must be interpreted with a grain of salt and translated with a jaundiced eye to get to the truth. Yet, there's a surefire way to catch a politician lying. If he or she are moving their lips, they're lying.
Where men lie about the money they earn, the jobs they have, the cars they drive, and mostly everything else, women lie about their age, their height, their weight, and how many sexual partners they've had. Those four lies with women never change. Only happy with her body, Liz didn't have to lie about her age, her height, her weight, or about how many sexual partners she's had. Where some women would never reveal that they've slept with dozens of men and women, Liz was proud of her sexual experiences. If anything, she wanted to have more sex with more people.
Only, not as easy for women to be swingers as it is for men, women had to worry about becoming pregnant. It this day and age, it's common for women to give birth long before their 18th birthdays. Only Liz was careful to take birth control precautions. A time when AIDs was rampant, not only was she on the pill but also she always required her lovers to use condoms. As much as she didn't want to be impregnated by some man she didn't even know, she didn't want to get a sexually transmitted disease either.
Where most of her friends were already settled down, married with children or planning for children, and already owning or planning to own their first home, Liz had other plans for her life. Just as foreign in her thinking to her friends with her having sex with a variety of men and women, her friends were equally as foreign in their thinking in having sex with just one man. One man, just one man, her friends vowed to have sex with just one man for the rest of their sexually frustrated, married lives while Liz had sex with hundreds of men and dozens of women.
No threesomes, foursomes, swapping partners, group sex, and/or lesbian sex, Liz viewed marriage and from death do you part as boring. Much like animals in the wild, humans can't be monogamous. We're all sexual beings. We all want to have sex. If there were no rules, no boundaries, and nothing to conform to and adhere to, we'd all be swingers. If these were our last days on Earth, fuck marriage, except for Angelina Jolie and Brad Pitt and Kanye West and Kim Kardashian, who truly love one another, yeah, right, we'd all be fucking and sucking one another.
Just as her non-swinging friends would be aghast if they knew she was a swinger, she was aghast that they played the role of a faithful wife while pretending to be happily married. If they were all so happy being married, then why do they lust over Ryan Reynolds, Mr. McDreamy, and other celebrities on television and at the movies. If they were happy being married, then why do they masturbate themselves while thinking of the lawn care men, the pizza delivery man, the UPS and Fedex men, and construction workers they see on the street?
Liz imagined it unbearably suffocating being married. Just as her friends found love, comfort, and security in marriage, Liz found all that she needed in sex and without the complications, the headaches, and the heartaches. Something she could never do, Liz couldn't imagine having a steady sexual diet of just one man. Liz could never imagine herself married with children.
If anything she'd be bored. If anything, she'd be sexually frustrated. If anything, she'd be emotionally cutoff, unhappy, and depressed if she couldn't have sex with a multitude of men and women. Rather than to conform and marry one man and just have sex with one sexual partner for the rest of her life, until death do they part, if anything, she'd want to run screaming through the streets naked. Rather than to be married, a fate much worse than death, she'd rather eat nails.
An understatement, if only judged by the fast lifestyle she led, Liz wasn't ready to settle down. Where most women dream of a house with a white picket fence, a white picket fence to her would be her prison bars. Where most women dream of having children, Liz had a dog, a big, black Labrador with a shiny coat, named Beauty because she was her black beauty. She couldn't imagine being married to a man and only having sex with him and no one else. She'd go crazy. In the way that some women need a man to give her a baby, Liz needed more than that.
Liz needed an orgasm. Liz needed multiple orgasms. In the way that most married women live day after day, week after week, month after month, and year after year, she couldn't imagine her life without orgasms. She needed to have fun. She wanted sexual excitement. She needed to be free to go where she wanted, whenever she wanted, and to do whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted to do it.
Blessed with a shapely body and a pretty face, she wanted to use her God given attributes to have some sexual fun. Now that she knows she can control men with sex, a personal challenge to her in the way that men have notches on their guns or carry around little, black books, she was curious to see just how many men she could control by giving and/or denying them sex. Sex, sex, sex, to her with much of her life about sex, sex was the key that opened the locks to many doors. Willing to play swinger and lover instead of mother and wife, being true to herself instead of kidding herself to be happy and content, she knew through swinging that she'd live a better life.
With her not getting enough sexual attention with one-on-one dates, needing more sexual action than that, unlike most of her boring, married friends, she needed to have more than one sexual partner at a time. Not even satisfied with finding a man, feeling a man, fucking a man, and forgetting about a man, she needed orgy like sex. Being that her sexual fantasy was for her to be the main attraction in a stadium filled with people while she's naked, she's an exhibitionist, an understatement. If it wasn't that she may be arrested for public indecency and lewd and lascivious behavior, she'd walk anywhere in public topless and/or any time naked.
Proud of her big breasts, she loved her shapely tits and many men and some women who have seen her breasts, felt her breasts, and sucked her breasts concur. In the way that the Romans of old had their champions fight man after man, Liz's sexual fantasy was to have sex with man after man. Fucking one while sucking another, the more the merrier, as far as she was concerned, she'd love nothing more than to be the main attraction in a sexual contest. After having sex with a countless number of men and women, she'd love nothing more than to be crowned the sexual winner and the champion of sex.
"We crown Liz the winner and the champion of sex."
Instead of wasting her time with dates and looking for Mister Right, when she had no interest in being in a committed relationship with one person, Liz started attending swingers', swinging house parties as a college coed while going to college. While women her age were getting drunk, high, and sexually used and abused at frat parties, Liz was getting licked and fucked at swingers' house parties. As interested in women as much as she was in men, she hung around with an older crowd of swingers.
Instead of looking for just one man, she looked for several men with big, hard cocks and the stamina to give her multiple orgasms. She wasn't interested in finding her knight in shining armor or her Prince Charming. Instead of looking for Mr. Right, she was looking for Mister wrong. Instead of looking for Mister Goodbar, she was looking for Mister Big Cock. She was more interested in finding her alter ego, her male porn star, than she was in finding her everything rolled in one boyfriend, her future husband, and/or her lifelong soulmate.
In the way that men had the adage, find them, feel them, fuck them, and forget them, she subscribed to that adage too. After meeting lots of men that she forgot as soon as she had sex with them and went home to take a long, hot bath, she liked being a carefree, emotionally detached, non-committal swinger. With her having no man in her life controlling her, whether with a man or with a woman, she was free to have sex with whomever she wanted and whenever she wanted. As a swinging woman, she could go where no happily married or a woman in a committed relationship would ever dare go, to swingers' parties.
* * * * *
Can you imagine how that would go over with a normal married couple who took a vow to remain faithful until death do they part.
"Honey? Where've you been? The kids really missed you. I had a Hell of a time getting Molly to sleep," said John, Christine's devoted husband. "She kept asking, where's mommy? When will she be home?"
Christine looked ashamed albeit sexually satisfied.
"Oh, I, um, was at a swingers' party. I was getting licked and fucked by men and women while I sucked, licked, and fucked men and women."
As if she said she was at a Tupperware party or an Avon party, he looked at her as if it was no big deal that she was at a swingers', house party.
"Did you have a good time?"
With him unable to give her the sex that she wants and needs, he smiled his understanding.
"I did. I had a great time. I can't tell you how many men I sucked and fucked, how many women I licked, and how many men and women licked and fucked me. I had a glorious, sexual time," she said smiling at her husband as if he was just some man.
She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around herself as if she was remembering having sex with some stranger.
"I'm glad that you had a glorious, sexual time because that may be the last good time you have when I start divorce proceedings tomorrow. Now get the fuck out of my house," said John pushing his wife out the door.
Well, that went well.
* * * * *
Always taken away by her sexual fantasies that sometimes involved celebrities whenever she was masturbating herself, where most women imagine having sex with men, she imagined having sex with Demi Moore and Jamie Lee Curtis. When it came to lusting over men instead of women, she leaned to high action, fantasy. A big James Bond, 007 fan, she'd do all of the male stars from that series from Barry Nelson, David Niven, Sean Connery, George Lazenby, Roger Moore, Timothy Dalton, and Pierce Brosnan to Daniel Craig. Without naming all 75 Bond women, she'd do any and all of them if she could, namely Ursula Andress, Diana Rigg, Jill St. John, Jane Seymour, Britt Ekland, Maud Adams, Barbara Bach, Grace Jones, Teri Hatcher, Denise Richards, and Halle Berry.
For sure, swinging was much more sexually exciting than making small talk during a date while wondering if he liked her enough to kiss her. Swinging was much more sexually exciting than being married to a man and waiting on him hand and foot. Rather than cooking, cleaning, and washing clothes, she'd much rather be fucking, sucking, and licking. She'd have to give up more than just sex when married. She'd have to give up her identity too. Now with all of that bullshit out of the way, she was free to do what she really wanted to do and what she wanted to do was to have sex.
Sex, sex, sex, the more sex the better. Sex, sex, sex, whether with men or with women, the more sexual partners she had the better. Being that her favorite sexual thing to do was double penetration, whether it was oral sex, vaginal sex, or anal sex, she loved having sex with two men at the same time. She loved feeling two stiff pricks inside of her humping her mouth, pounding her pussy, and/or fucking her ass. Fucking one while blowing the other, when her two lovers switched off, it was as if she was having sex all over again with two different men.
Cocks, cocks, cocks, she loved seeing cocks, touching cocks, feeling cocks, fondling cocks, and stroking cocks as much as she loved seeing, touching, feeling, and fingering asses, tits, and pussies. Cocks, cocks, cocks, she love sucking cocks nearly as much as she loved fucking cocks. Pussies pussies, pussies, she loved licking pussies as much as she loved having her pussy licked by another woman. She love controlling men with her hands, her mouth, her pussy, and her ass, nearly as much as she loved making love to another woman. Never bored at a swingers' party, there was always fresh meat and someone new to meet.
She enjoyed having sex without the guilt, the shame, and the remorse. She enjoyed having sex without the normal complications that seemingly always came with the give and take of a relationship and that always ruined a good thing too soon. With more married couples not having sex than there are married couples that do have sex, swingers always have sex.
With a multitude of partners to choose from, there aren't very many sexually frustrated swingers. With more married couples lying to and cheating on their spouses with someone else, those who swing together, stay together. Those who swing together have a special friendship bond that transgresses other bonds of friendships. Literally and figuratively closer to someone when in bed with them naked, I dare say that one really doesn't know someone until one has had sex with their naked body.
Suffice to say that she liked having sex without having a relationship and without having to make a long-term, exclusive, commitment to one person, whether it was a man or a woman. She preferred having sex without being pressured to say, I love you and I do while vowing her love to her intended and to God in front of the altar and before her family and friends. Preferring instead to go home alone to her dog when she was done using a man's cock and abusing his body, she was free to return the next weekend to another house party to have sex with someone else.
She enjoyed having her alone time with her thoughts and without feeling pressured to make small talk and obligated to take care of and to care for someone else. With her quite the sexual diva and with no room in her private, personal life for anyone else, man or woman, it was enough to take care of her sexual self and her dog. She could see herself living alone while attending swingers', house parties for the rest of her life.
"Hey, who's that old broad over there?"
"That's Liz," said one man to the other. "She's been swinging for more than 50 years. She must have sex with more than 10,000 men and women. She doesn't have any teeth now but she gives the best, damn gum job."
* * * * *
Changing forever and with her unable to ever go back, a swingers' house party is where her life as a swinger started and where her life of innocence ended. No longer a virgin, by the time she was 24-years-old, too many to count and much too many to remember, she's had sex with dozens of men and several women. Where most women would think her a slut and a whore, most men thought her hot and sexy. Usually never meeting anyone like her, most men would consider themselves lucky to bed someone who not only looked like her but also who was as experienced in sex and in bed.
Doing bad, dirty, naughty, and sexy things that their wives and girlfriends would never do or even think of doing, Liz took pride in sexually pleasing a man. Going the extra mile, as if she was his professional call girl for a time, whatever he wanted, she wanted too. Whatever he was into, she was into too. Whichever man was lucky enough to be between her legs or in her mouth never left her without being sexually satisfied.
All that she asked in return was for them to sexually satisfy her too. Just as they wanted hot sex without all of the complications, she wanted hot sex too without all of the problems. With swinging a sexual, fantasy fairytale for those few lucky swingers, forgetting problems, heartaches, headaches, and ills, having swinging sex at a house party was just about the good and never about the bad. Whenever they removed their clothes, they removed all the things that would interfere with them having a good sexual time. If only for a time while they were naked, they were born again with another person who felt the same way.
Where women her age go to bars and clubs with the hopes of meeting their perfect match, Liz attended swinging house parties for sex. Popular because not only was she sexy and pretty, she was in demand because she was young and unattached. In the way that most women are, she wasn't looking for her soulmate, she was just looking for sex. Just wanting to have a good, sexual time, she wasn't looking to leave the swingers' party with anyone. She was more looking to have multiple orgasms than to find a man to marry and to give her a baby.
A swinger's, house party is where she could be herself. A swingers', house party is where she could really let herself go, relax, and have a good, sexual time. A swingers', house party is where she had the most fun. A swingers', house party is where she had the bulk of her sexual relations. A swingers', house party is where she met Mitch.
* * * * *
Reminiscent of the song, "Some Enchanted Evening," from the movie, The South Pacific, and later made famous by Frank Sinatra's remake, the music played through her head when she first saw Mitch. While watching him having sex with two women from across a crowded room, there was something about him that she liked. Immediately, so appropriately perfect, she thought of the Beatles' song, "Something."
Something in the way he moves, attracts me like no other lover. Somewhere in his smile she knows that she doesn't need no other lover. Something in the way he woos, something in the style that shows her, and something in the things he shows her, she doesn't want to leave him now. Even though she's yet to meet him, she never wants to leave him now.
Call it love at first sight but in the way he looked and in the way he moved, he caught more than her attention and more than her sexual desire. As if an arrow hit a bull's-eye, he pained her heart. Something she never felt before, with her emotional feelings always consumed by sex, confused by lust, and controlled by orgasms, for the first time in her life, she felt love. Call it a joke or call it fate, kismet, or destiny, whatever this was, it was like nothing she's ever experienced or felt before. Not ready for love or expecting to find love, it just happened.
Even though there was a man standing behind her pounding her pussy after she just blew his friend who humped her mouth before cumming in her mouth, once he moved away from her, Mitch caught her eye. Never distracted from having sex before, even with her on all fours and her tits dancing to the imagined music in her head from being humped from behind, she was certainly distracted now. Even from across a crowded room, as if he was the only man in the room, he caught her interest and she couldn't stop staring at him as if he was the last man, the only man left on Earth. Certainly not fair to the man who was fucking her, she wished she was one of the lucky women that he was fucking. Licking one woman while fucking the other woman before switching off, she couldn't stop watching him sexually pleasure the two women.



Then, a familiar song she hasn't heard since prom night, when seeing his big 9" cock, she thought of Hanel's "Messiah."
"Hallelujah, Hallelujah! Hallelujah!"
He and his big cock not only made her sexually interested in him, but he and his big cock made her hot and horny for him. In the way that men lust over women's tits, asses, and pussies, Liz lusted over men's cocks and Mitch had a nice, big, fat piece of man meat between his legs. Only, unlike every other man who she was sexually attracted to, he was different. With her only think of sex, sex, and more sex, for the first time she was thinking of love, love, and more love.
Strangely enough and something that's never happened to her before, feeling more in her heart than she did in her head and in her pussy, she was interested in him more than just as a sexual partner. She was interested in him more than just a onetime lover. If anyone was her man to marry, her Prince Charming, her knight in shining armor, and her soulmate, she imagined that he could be the one. He could be him. Never considering a boyfriend and a serious relationship before her whole world changed when she met Mitch.
Suddenly, something she never imagined before and that was so foreign to her and emotionally disturbing to her before, she imagined a house with a white picket fence. She imagined marrying him and having children with him. She imagined sharing not just her bed with him but also her whole life with him. Yet, even after taking her marriage vows, she imagined continuing in the swinging lifestyle but with him by her side. Then, when she saw him taking a break, her chance to introduce herself to him, she followed him out to the living room.
If anything, she was prettier than the two women he was licking and fucking. If anything, she was younger, sexier, and probably more sexually experienced judging the women by how they moved and had sex with Mitch. If anything, she had bigger tits, a better body, a more willing mouth, and possessed more skills in sexually pleasing a man with her pussy as well as her ass. Only, being that the two women he was with were small breasted, she wondered what if he didn't like women with big tits. What if he wouldn't be interested in her because of the large size of her breasts, a C cup bordering on a D cup?
Moreover, being that the two women he was with were forty-something-year-old cougars, maybe he preferred older women to younger women. Maybe he had a mother thing. Maybe he always wanted to have sex with his mother and is the reason why he's having sex with two women who are old enough to be his mother. Maybe he'd reject her for all of the above. Yet, with her never lacking confidence about her sexy appearance, there was only one way to find out his preferences and that was to ask him.
* * * * *
"Hi," said Liz giving him a sexually interested look without making it obvious that she noticed his not so secret, sexual weapon, his 9" long, thick, missile like cock.
'Damn, I'd like to see that thing explode with cum,' she thought to herself.
With him as naked as she was, not an easy thing for her to do, she tried not to stare at his big prick. Even though most other swinging women would stare, leer, and ogle his cock, she had more class than that. Enlightened by having sex with many lovers, even though some may think her a slut and a whore, she's not. She's just a sexual woman who loves having sex with men and women. As far as she knows, there's no crime in having sex between two consenting adults.
Indeed, noticing the dark, oblong shadow this his big prick cast on the carpet in front of him, his cock was the raging, bull elephant in the room. She'd love to experience that monster when it's sexually excited. She's had plenty of big cocks before to know that her preference is having sex with a man who has a big cock. Big cocks makes her feel that she's really having sex. Big cocks stretch more than her pussy, they stretch her sexual anticipation to the limits and her erotic imagination to unlimited boundaries.
'Do me a favor and shove that thing in me. I, um, just wanna see something,' she was so tempted to say.
Only, comporting herself with class, she'd never say anything as vulgar as that to a stranger and especially to a man who she thought might give her more than sex but romance. She had more decorum than to act like a whore in the way some of the other swinging women do. Separating her from them, without doubt she was more like a lady than they were.
When in a room filled with others of the same sexual ilk, maintaining her manners made her more attractive than a woman walking up to him and fondling his big prick. Some men like that kind of aggressive woman but that type of woman is not who she is. Besides, if he's the man for her, she wouldn't want a man who thinks he's God's gift to women. If he's the man for her, even though she's having sex with multiple lovers at a swingers', house party, she doesn't want him to think her a whore.
She'd rather have a man who appreciates her for being a sexual woman as much as she appreciates him for being a sexual man. She wants a man who can act with as much class as she possess and portrays even when she's having sex at a swingers' party. She wants a man who'd want to continue in the swinging lifestyle after they married. Yet, getting way ahead of herself, she doesn't even know if he likes her as much as she already likes him.
She recognized the size of his cock because, somewhere in between, he looked to be bigger than her vibrator but smaller than her dildo. With her vibrator six inches long and her dildo twelve inches long, she figured that he was 9" long. A rare occurrence in the way of a blue, full moon, she's seen and sucked enough cocks to know a 9 incher when she sees one. A nine inch cock, especially on a white man is not a common occurrence.
Figuring that he would, she wondered not only if he grew bigger when hard but how much bigger he'd grow. Some men remain the same size whether their cocks are flaccid or erect. Some men have really small dicks when flaccid and have huge cocks when erect. Some men, whether flaccid or erect, have small cocks. Definitely he had a big cock and by the sexual delight he was giving those two women, he knew how to use all that he had to his best advantage too.
* * * * *
"Hi," said Mitch turning from Liz to look at the crowd of naked people in all shapes and sizes. "Some party. Huh?"
As if she was the only naked woman at the party, Mitch turned to smile at the busty, pretty woman with light brown hair and big, blue, beautiful eyes. Accustomed to men and women enjoying the naked view of her, in the way she didn't stare at his cock, he stared at her tits. Enjoying the voyeuristic attention, especially from him, she wanted him to stare at her tits and at the rest of her naked body. A good sign, after being with two small breasted women, if only by his voyeuristic surveillance and leer of her, she suspected that he was enamored with her breasts.
Seriously, who wouldn't be enamored by her big tits? Not only did she have big ones but also she had shapely breasts that didn't sag or have any stretch marks. Judging her by her magnificent breasts, with her breasts as high up as the young, virginal girl's breasts on the beach in Africa that Hemingway wrote about in his book The Snows of Kilimanjaro, most men and many women like virginal breasts. Even though she's hardly a virgin by any stretch of the definition or by anyone's imagination, her shapely breasts make her look younger. She has breasts that make her look more like an 18-year-old virginal woman rather than a swinging woman who will be 25-years-old next month.
Already sexually aroused from having sex with two men twenty minutes before, her nipples were erect and hard. His stare made her look down to see what he could see of her before she returned her focus back to him and to his man-sized, supersized prick. His stare made her look down to see what he could see of him and what she saw of him made her wet between her legs. What she saw of him made her lick her lips with the sexual anticipation of sucking him.
She laughed to herself while thinking that if they served cock at McDonalds or Burger King, she wondered if they'd ask her if she wanted fries with that.
"One supersized cock to go please, plain with nothing on it," she imagined saying to the woman behind the window.
"Do you want fries with that?"
* * * * *
She loved her big breasts and obviously by his focused stare he liked her big breasts too. The two women he was just with were small breasted women, both A cups and she wondered if small breasted women were his preference or just the luck of the draw. Certainly, they were attractive, well-groomed women for their age but they were no competition for her. With him looking as good as he does, no doubt the women approached him. Yet, judging him by his stares, leers, and ogles of her ample breasts, she suspected that he preferred busty women to small breasted ones.
"Party? It's more like an orgy if you ask me," said Liz with a laugh. "This is the biggest turnout I've ever seen. I've never seen as many naked, swinging, swapping people in one place at one time. With this many swingers in attendance at a house party, I can't even imagine what the swingers' convention in Vegas must be like. There must be fifty couples here and a few, stag singles."
Having already had sex with half a dozen men tonight, he was one of the few men that she hasn't had sex with yet. Not saying no to him, nor kicking him out of bed for eating crackers, she'd do him if he was interested in doing her. Only, unlike some of the other woman, he'd have to make the first move. She has more respect and self-worth for herself than to run the risk of being rejected.
With him so handsome with his black hair and big, brown eyes, more than just sex, there was something about him that made her feel safe and comfortable in his presence. Reminding him of Omar Sharif from Dr. Zhivago, but much better looking, more like Antonio Banderas but even better looking and sexier than that, there was something about him that made her feel weak in her knees and soft in her heart. There was something about him that excited her more than just sexually.
Never making and/or taking any sexual affair personal, there was something about him that melted her with just his look. Being in his presence was different and, something she's never experienced before when with a man, these were new and strange feelings for her. With her nervous, her pulse racing, and her heart beating fast, if she didn't know any better, she'd think she was feeling love. Love at first sight, if she didn't know any better, she'd think she was instantly falling in love.
* * * * *
"I'm Mitch," he said holding out his hand as if he was meeting a woman on the street, at the office, or at a bar when they were both standing there fully dressed instead of standing there naked.
Naked, naked, naked, meeting one another for the first time, they were both naked. From tall to short, to fat to thin, and from good bodies to bad bodies, with no secrets to hide, this swingers', house party resembled a nudist colony dance. Naked, naked, naked, how many can say that the first time they met their soulmate that they were both naked?
"I'm Elizabeth but everyone calls me Liz," said Liz shaking his hand. "Only my Mom still calls me Elizabeth," she said with a laugh while rolling her eyes. "My close friends call me Lizzy. My teachers in school called me Liz because we had three Elizabeth's in the same class. They called one Elizabeth, one Beth, and me Liz because they said I looked more like Elizabeth Taylor, probably because of my big tits. I matured early but I don't think I look anything like Elizabeth Taylor. If anything, I look more like Natalie Wood. I've grown to like the name Liz the best," she said suddenly stopping her rambling. "Sorry, I'm talking too much and haven't give you a chance to speak," she said with a laugh.
Trying to make an impression on him, but overdoing her interest in him and not wanting to frighten him away should he only want her for sex, she was talking too much. She had a habit of talking too much when she was nervous and when she really liked someone. Mitch looked over at the bar.
"Would you like a drink?"
Liz walked over to the bar with him.
"Sure," she said.
"What will you have? It looks like that have everything rum, vodka, gin, whiskey, Jack, scotch," he said giving her a sexy look.
She looked at everything on the bar before focusing on an already opened bottle of white wine.
"Wine is fine," said Liz.
Mitch poured Liz a glass or wine while he opened a cold beer.
"It's so crowded. I need some air. Why don't we go outside by the pool to talk," said Mitch. "I need to get away from the loud music."
He opened and held the backdoor for her. Once outside, he grabbed a couple of towels and put them on the chairs. Then, he moved their chairs closer to one of the umbrella tables and sat next to Liz.
"I've never seen you here before," said Liz touching his knee when she'd rather be touching his cock.
She suddenly had this uncontrollable urge to suck him and normally she would fall between his legs and take his big prick in her mouth but he was seemingly different and inherently she had more respect for him than that. Unaccustomed to it, more accustomed to just sucking and fucking the men she just met instead of talking to them, never has she had this much verbal foreplay. Seemingly, other than they were naked, it felt that she was on a date instead of being at a swinger's, house party.
Typically the first time after meeting any man when they're coming together at a swingers', house party was all about sex and only about sex. Instead, now, she looked at him more in the way of romance than sex. Nonetheless, after having already sucked three cocks and swallowed three loads of cum, even after fucking three other men, all she could think about was sucking his cock. No doubt, without a doubt, she'd give him the best blowjob he's ever had in his life.
As if inviting him to kiss her, touch her, and feel her, she gave him a sexually interested, come hither look. Even in swingers' parlance and body language, especially in swinger's parlance and body language, there was no mistaking her look. Horny now, she wished he'd reach his hand out to feel her breasts while fingering her nipples. She liked having her tits felt and her nipples fingered and she'd like for him to touch her and feel her in that sexual way.
While he felt her tits and fingered her nipples, she wouldn't mind reaching her hand out to fondle the head of his cock before stroking his cock. Even though she just had a couple of hard cocks in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, they were not as big and nothing like his huge prick. In the way she was physically, emotionally, and sexually attracted to him, she wouldn't mind falling between his legs and sucking that big, hairy monster of a prick just as she wouldn't mind fucking him by the pool. So stuffy inside and smelling like sex, at least there was a light, cool, fresh breeze where they were sitting.
"This is my first time here. I'm with a friend," said Mitch looking at her. "I've had group sex before in college but much better than having a gangbang in a dorm, this is my first official swingers' party," he said with a laugh. "I guess, officially now that I had sex with those two women at the same time, I'm a swinger," he said laughing again.
With him laughing to cover his nervousness, she suspected that he was just as nervous talking to her as she was nervous talking to him. Perhaps his nervousness had something to do with the both of them being naked. Hopefully, his nervousness was from him liking her as much as she liked him. When he paused, not wanting to hog the conversation, she allowed him to speak after making her comment about him now officially being a swinger.
"As soon as you walked through that front door and admitted entry, officially you're deemed a swinger," she said with her own, little nervous laugh.
Returning her laugh with his, he laughed too.
"Words aren't enough to describe all that I've seen and experienced already and I've only been here a couple of hours," he said with a dirty laugh.
He returned her look of sexual interest with his look of sexual interest.
"Yes, it's quite the party," she said giving him another turn to speak.
She smiled at him while giving him the eye.
"I always knew swingers and swinging parties existed but, until I attended one, it's something I needed to experience to know if this was for me. I think it is," he said. "I've never had a better time without having to take drugs or drink copious amounts of alcohol. Sex is a natural high. Suddenly," he said with a laugh, "I feel like a rock star."
He started playing the air guitar as if he was holding a real guitar.
"You said you're here with a friend," she said looking at him with possessiveness and jealousy, emotions she never felt before when having swinging sex with another swinger. "Are you here with woman?"
He laughed while looking all around and shrugging.
"Does it really matter? If I was here with a woman, she'd be in there sucking and fucking a multitude of men," he said pointing to one of several bedrooms with a shrug.
For the first time, Liz looked sad. Is this the first and last time she'll be seeing Mitch? With people coming and going and with some never returning, unless she made a move on him now, she may never have another chance. She felt pressured.
"I guess it really doesn't much matter," said Liz with a shrug. "With everyone having sex with everyone else, I guess it really doesn't much matter who you came with," she said eying him while waiting for him to make a move on her.
He gave her a wide smile as if giving her a not so subtle hint. When she returned his smile, he gave her another wide smile as if realizing without words that they were already on the same page.
"What matters more is the one you leave with," he said with a laugh while giving him the eye.
She returned his laugh and returned his eye. Was he hinting that he wanted to leave the party with her?
"Most of the couples here are married," said Liz looking around at all the naked people. "Sometimes I like playing a game of picking who is married to who," she said making eye contact with him. Having never asked anyone the question, not really caring if they were or not, she asked him the question now. "Are you married?"
He looked at her differently than he looked at the two women he was just having sex with. He looked at her as if he was interested in her more than just as a sexual partner. He looked at her in the way that she was looking at him. As if they were already close friends who already had sex, he looked at her as a close friend would look at her. As if knowing him much longer than just a few minutes, she felt comfortable with him. Even better, he seemed comfortable with her. Even better than that, laughing at one another's jokes, they hit it off with one another.
"No, but I'd like to be married one day, settle down, and have children. Only, now that I've experienced the swinging lifestyle, I'd want a wife who embraced the swinging lifestyle too," he said looking at her as if he was her top choice candidate. "I don't see myself being married to someone that I'd have to hide my sexual past from for fear that she'd think me perverted," he said. "What about you?" He paused as if waiting for the drumroll to end. "Are you married?"
He gave her a pensive look.
"No, I'm not married. I've never been married. I'm not even in a serious relationship," she said with a modicum of sadness that she couldn't hide. "Like you, I can't imagine giving up sex with men and women because I'm married," she said with a laugh. "I can't imagine spending the rest of my life having sex with just one man or one woman for that matter," she said with a quick laugh.



He nodded his agreement.
"Knowing that it's wrong to ask, I won't ask your age but what year were you born?" Mitch laughed at the ridiculousness of his question.
She laughed.
"If I tell you what year I was born, you only need to do the math to know my age. Being that this is 1977 and I was born in 1953, that makes me 24-years-old," she said looking at him with interest. "What about you?"
He laughed.
"I'm 24-years-old too," said Mitch.
They looked at one another as if they had just met at a social dance instead of at a swingers' party. They looked at one another as if they were fully dressed instead of totally naked.
"Do you have a preference in women?"
He looked at her with confusion.
"What do you mean?"
She looked at him with interest.
"The two women you were with had small breasts," she said suddenly sensing rejection because she had tits and they didn't. Always being the center of attention with her shapely figure, there are some men who are more interested in asses than they are in tits. "Is that your preference, small breasted women?"
She hoped he liked tits, big tits.
"No, not at all. I prefer big breasted women and you have beautiful breasts, so very shapely," he said using his comment as his excuse to stare down at her naked breasts before reaching out his hand. "May I?"
She took a big breath, sat up straight in her chair, and puffed out her chest.
"I'd feel rejected if you didn't," she said looking down at his hand touching her breasts.
He felt and fondled her breasts before sliding a slow hand across her nipples.
"Your breasts are so firm and so high up. Most of the women here have saggy, flabby breasts but you don't," he said.
She smiled her satisfaction with his compliment.
"Thank you," she said looking down at his hand enjoying the sexual pleasure of her naked tits. "There's a chaise lounge over there that we can use to get better acquainted," she said.
She looked to where he was looking before standing.
"Okay," he said. "I never had sex on a chaise lounge before."
With just enough room to accommodate the both of them, they moved closer to one another while kissing and touching. In the way that his hand were all over her big tits, her hand was all over his cock. She couldn't wait to suck him. She couldn't wait to fuck him.
To be continued...
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Alone with his bad self, Robert has a Nude Day masturbation party
With his mother gone on her Nude Day, naked, weekend cruise with her latest boyfriend, Robert was finally home alone. Feeling as if he was judged and scrutinized whenever his mother was home with him, he took a big breath of freedom. Seemingly with her having no control over the bad men that she dated, he paid the price of her wanting to make him into a better man. She exerted the physical and emotional control over him that her boyfriends didn't allow her to have over them.
Now, alone with his bad self, king of his castle, he was finally able to do whatever he wanted to do and what he wanted to do was to watch whatever he wanted to watch on TV without feeling guilty for watching all of the sports shows that he wanted to watch. Moreover, instead of hiding in his bedroom as he always does whenever he's horny and masturbating, which seemingly was all the time lately, 22-year-old Robert made himself comfortable in the living room. When not watching sports, his plan was to masturbate. In the way that his mother so controlled him and always told him what to do, what would she think of him now if she saw him pulling his prick?
Actually, with Nude Day not until Tuesday, July 14th, his mother's premature, Nude Day celebration started early from Friday, July 10th through to Sunday July 12th. A real treat for him, with his mother gone on a Nude Day cruise for the weekend with her current boyfriend, he was celebrating his own Nude Day early by walking around the house naked all weekend long. Freeing his cock from the confines of his pajama bottoms to dang all through the house, he wished he could walk naked in front of his mother. He wished his mother would walk naked in front of him.
Yet, with her not there, he planned on touching and/or rubbing every area and everything with his cock that his mother usually touches. Then, when she returns home and touches the countertop, the coffee pot, the toaster, the sink, and the refrigerator, his way of imagining that she's touching his cock, he'll remember that he put his cock to all of those things. He planned on rubbing his naked cock against all of her clothes, especially her panties and bras. For her not to know he's such a perverted son who sexually lusts over his mother, he'd have to take care to put everything back as it was. He didn't want her to know that he was in her underwear drawer. How embarrassing would that be for her to know that he was feeling her bras and sniffing her panties while rubbing his cock over everything she touches. He could only imagine what she'd say if she knew.
"Robert! Did you rub your cock on the countertop, the coffeepot, and the toaster? Did you go through my underwear drawer and rub your cock on my panties and bras?"
"No, Mom, I'd never do that?"
"Then, why does everything I touch smell like cock?"
He wished his mother would walk around the house naked in front of him. He wished he could put his erect cock on his mother's shoulder when she was sipping her coffee at the kitchen table, he imagined her turning her head to take him in her mouth to suck him. He wished his mother would hang her naked breasts in his face, if she did that, definitely, he'd take her tits in his mouth and suck her nipples.
He wished she had more of a European attitude about nudity. In Europe, mothers and sisters go to the beach topless and nude in front of their sons and brothers. He'd love to go to a topless beach with his mother. He'd love to frolic in the water with her while accidentally on purpose touching, feeling and fondling her beautiful breasts while fingering her big nipples. Something more to masturbate over, he couldn't wait to masturbate over his mother.
Naked, naked, naked. Now that he was naked, it felt so good to walk around his mother's house naked. If only she was home with him, with this the advent of Nude Day, daring himself to do just that, he imagined walking naked in front of his mother. He imagined walking out in the kitchen naked Tuesday morning, Nude Day.
"Robert! What are you doing? You're naked? Where are you clothes?"
He imagined his mother saying while staring down at his cock.
"It's Nude Day, Mother, get naked with me," he imagined saying to her.
Getting ready to masturbate himself, he imagined her stripping off her skirt, blouse, bra, and panty. Only, even though he wanted to walk around the house naked in front of his mother, he didn't dare. If only she'd walk naked in front of him, he'd walk naked in front of her. Only, just as he'd never walk naked in front of his mother, she'd never walk naked in front of him. Still with her gone for the weekend and with him home alone, he could masturbate over the sexual fantasy of being naked with his naked mother for Nude Day.
'What's the big deal,' he thought, as if he didn't know any better. 'It's just a body, albeit a naked body. We all have the same bodies. Men have one body and women have another. It isn't as if we haven't seen naked bodies before,' he thought while thinking of his mother naked.
Only, it was more than that and he knew it. She was his mother and he was her son. Even if she was a slut and a whore who had sex with a multitude of men, she was still his mother. Even if she paraded around him in her low cut bra and sexy bikini panties, she was forbidden fruit. As if she was Eve in the Garden of Eden and he was Adam, with them both knowing that the Devil was watching, he wasn't allowed to touch.
* * * * *
Now that he's naked and alone without his mother's judgmental supervision, he only wished a sexy, female neighbor would knock at his door asking to borrow a cup of sugar. Oh, yeah, he'd love to show some woman he doesn't even know his cock. How hot would that be to flash his cock to someone he doesn't even know? He wondered what her reaction would be to seeing his exposed prick.
"Knock, knock," he imagined his sexy, female neighbor at his front door.
Wearing only his big, welcoming smile, he imagined opening his door naked.
"Hi. Welcome. Come in," he imagined saying.
"Oh, sorry. You're naked," he imagined her saying while she stared down at his cock. "Maybe I should come back later when your dressed or...not at all," she said not removing her eyes from his exposed prick.
Wishing she was naked too, he looked at her staring at his exposed prick.
"Don't go. I'm not a pervert. With my mother gone for the weekend on a Nude Day cruise, I'm just celebrating Nude Day early," he imagined saying. "Won't you join me?"
She seemed uncomfortable with him being naked but in the way she continued staring at his cock, even though she voiced her disinterest in his invitation, she seemed sexually interested to join him in his Nude Day celebration.
"Join you? Join you naked? You want me to get naked too?"
She looked up at his face before looking down at his cock again.
"Yes," he imagined saying to her.
Obviously horny, she looked more at his naked cock than she did at his face.
"Oh, um, I only wanted to borrow a cup of sugar," he imagined her saying.
Trying to avoid the elephant in the hall, she stared up at his face.
"Sure. I can get that cup of sugar for you. Won't you come inside? Perhaps, you'd like to celebrate Nude Day with me by getting naked too," he imagined saying again, his way of sexually enticing her.
He watched her play with her hair while licking her lips. If he was reading her body language correctly, she was becoming sexually aroused by the sight of his cock. Hopefully, she was becoming sexually aroused by the thought of her stripping naked in front of a man she had just met and didn't know.
"Actually," she said fingering the button of her blouse while giving him a naughty, sexy look. "Something I've never done before and something that's on my bucket list of things to do, I've always wanted to celebrate Nude Day naked," he imagined her saying. "Being that you're already naked, I don't mind getting naked too."
As if a spider allowing a fly in his web or a vampire allowing an innocent victim in his house, he closed the door behind her. He so wanted to laugh in the way that Vincent Price, the dark prince of horror movies, laughed on Michael Jackson's Thriller.
"What's your name?"
Enjoying the impromptu, striptease show, he turned to watch her strip off her short skirt, her low cut blouse, her B cup bra, and her white, bikini panty. Naked, naked, naked, she was now as naked as he was.
"Cindy," she said turning to face him naked.
She looked nervous. She looked scared. She seemed embarrassed. Judging her from her erect nipples, either she was cold or sexually aroused. Whether she was sexually aroused or not, she was naked. Naked, naked, naked, they were both naked.
Now to make it more of a celebratory party, he only wished a female real estate agent, a woman wanting him to sign a petition, a female Jehovah's Witness, and/or the Avon lady would ring his doorbell. As long as they were all female, the more the merrier.
"Ding, dong!"
As if magically appearing, he imagined a female real estate agent, a woman wanting him to sign a petition, a female Jehovah's Witness, and an Avon lady at his door. He imagined opening his door naked. Naked, naked, naked, he only wished he had the balls to open his door naked when he knew there was an unsuspecting woman standing on the other side of the door.
"Hello?"
He watched the four women look down from his face to stare at his cock.
"Oh, my, you're naked," he imagined the women all saying in unison as if a chorus while staring down at his cock.
Counting his next door neighbor, he smiled that five women he didn't even know stared at his cock in the way that he imagined five men his mother didn't even know were staring at her naked body aboard her Nude Day cruise boat. As if they've never seen a prick before, women always act so shocked, surprised, and innocent when seeing a man's cock. Yet, when confronted by a naked cock, as long as they know that no harm will come to them, they stare at a naked man as much as men stare at naked women. Surely, unlike his next door neighbor who willingly stripped naked, he'd have a better chance of getting this four women to strip naked when they're all together then if they came to his door individually.
"It's okay. I'm not a weirdo or anything. I'm not even a nudist. I'm just celebrating Nude Day early. Come in. You may remove your clothes too, if you'd like and celebrate Nude Day with us. This is Cindy, my next door neighbor. She happened by to borrow a cup of sugar and I asked her to join me in my Nude Day celebration. The next thing I knew she was naked."
Being that this was his sexual fantasy and he could do anything he wanted, the four women entered his house and immediately began stripping off their clothes. Enjoying the scene of four women stripping off their skirts, their blouses, their bras, and their panties, he looked from one naked woman to the other naked woman. If Robert couldn't escort his mother on a Nude Day, naked cruise, then he was going to have his own naked, Nude Day party.
* * * * *
With the thoughts of being naked with five naked women already making him horny and giving him an erection, he imagined entertaining his sexy female neighbor, a female real estate agent, a woman wanting him to sign a petition, a Jehovah Witness woman, and an Avon Lady naked. Naked, naked, naked, they were all naked celebrating Nude Day naked with him. He imagined himself as Will Forte playing Phil Miller in the Last Man on Earth but surrounded by surviving women who he'd have to sex with to impregnate them to save the human population.
Already beginning to have his sexual fantasies in preparation of him masturbating himself all weekend long, he wished he was with other naked people celebrating Nude Day in the way that his mother was with other naked people celebrating Nude Day. Jealous of her, he wished he was having a good, naked time with his friends in the way she was obviously having a good, naked time with her friends. Instead of being home alone, he wished he had been invited to a Nude Day naked party instead of having a party by himself.
Yet, if he dared open his front door naked, even with the excuse of it being a premature celebration of Nude Day, with his luck someone would call the police and have him arrested for lewd and lascivious behavior and public indecency. Besides, he didn't need to flash his naked body to unsuspecting women to have a good time with himself. Home alone with his bad self, he had everything he needed, a jar of lube, a box of tissues, his horny hand, and, hopefully, a home movie of his mother strutting around the backyard in her barely there bikini with her drunken girlfriends.
Having never seen this video before, with him waiting a week to be alone to watch it, he couldn't wait to watch it now. Hoping that it met with his sexual anticipation of all that he imagined was on it, at least enough for him to cum while masturbating himself, he found it hidden at the bottom of his mother's underwear drawer. An encouraging sign, with the video not out in the open but hidden beneath her panties in her lingerie drawer, he suspected that it was X-rated. Hoping to see his mother naked or, at the very least topless, ever since he found it, he's been waiting for days to watch it. Ever since he found it, he's been masturbating over the thoughts of watching it while imagining his mother was topless and/or naked on the video. Now that his mother wasn't home, this was his perfect chance to watch it while masturbating himself.
With her gone for the entire weekend celebrating Nude Day with one of her latest boyfriends on his rented boat, he was home alone celebrating Nude Day with his horny hand and, hopefully, along with the topless and/or naked videotaped sight of his mother. The first time he's had the whole house to himself, he was ready to masturbate the entire weekend away while imagining having sex with his topless and/or naked mother. Ready to stroke his cock to see how many times he could cum in a day while having his favorite fantasy, seeing his mother in her barely there bikini, topless, and/or naked while imagining having sex with her, he couldn't wait to begin masturbating himself. He couldn't wait to watch her 40th birthday party video.
Now that he knows his mother attended an orgy, paraded around naked, had a gangbang, gave strange men blowjobs, and got drunk enough to allow men to give her a cum bath, he couldn't wait to masturbate over the imagined thoughts of his mother blowing him. His mother was a slut. His mother was a whore. Now that he knows his mother is a slut and a whore, a real game changer, from this moment on, everything will changed between them.
Thinking that she was a good and moral woman, all this time he's been lusting over her while afraid to put the moves on her. Now that he knows that she's been doing God knows what with Tom, Dick, Harry, Mo, Curly, and Larry. How dare she? If she could have sex with strange men, men that she didn't even know, then why can't she have sex with him? Now that he knows she likes cock, when she comes home from her little, Nude Day, naked adventure, he'll be treating her differently than he's ever done before.
He'll be more aggressive sexually and insistent too. Maybe he'll summon the courage to barge in her bathroom while she's showering or barge in her bedroom when she's changing. He'd love to catch her naked. If only for more masturbation fodder, he'd love to see his mother's naked body.
'Oh, sorry Mom. I didn't know you were naked,' he imagined saying to her when finally barging in her bathroom or bedroom and catching her without her clothes.
"Happy Nude Day to me," he said for no one to hear while content to be alone with his horny self.
* * * * *
Oddly and suspiciously enough, he thought about her 40th birthday, pool party video again. Now that he thought more about it, he's searched through her underwear drawers several times before to feel her bras and sniff her panties while looking for nude photos of her without finding any. Checking all of her hiding spots, other than finding her sexy panties and lacy bras, there was never any sign of her hiding this video beneath her bras and panties before so why now?
Never as much as finding even a sexually inappropriate photo of her, other than her sexy underwear, he's never found anything to inspire him to masturbate over the thoughts of seeing his mother topless and/or naked while having sex with her topless and/or naked body. Then, suddenly, as if it magically appeared, something he never knew even existed until last week when he found it at the bottom of her underwear drawer. He couldn't believe he found his mother's 40th Birthday, pool party video.
"Wow! What the Hell is this? Fuck me. Where did this come from? Are you kidding me? No way," he said wishing he could play it now while masturbating. "I can't wait to watch this."
He couldn't believe his luck. Finding this video of his mother was like winning the lottery jackpot. Only with him not very lucky, finding this video at this most opportune time made him as suspicious as it made him sexually excited with the anticipation of watching it. Wondering what was on the video, he couldn't wait for his mother to leave him alone for the Nude Day weekend.
Still, not very believable that he'd suddenly be successful in finding something so privately personal and something that he's so sexually excited to watch when he's never had any luck in finding anything like this before, he suspected he was being setup. After routinely looking through her lingerie drawer and finding nothing but her lingerie, no naked photos and no X-rated videos, it seemed all too perfect that he'd find her 40th birthday, pool party video, especially with her now gone for the entire weekend. How convenient is that for him? Seemingly, he suspected that she wanted him to find this. Whatever was on this DVD, seemingly, she not only wanted him to find it but also she wanted him to watch it.
Every day for a week, while waiting for the day she left him alone, he checked her underwear drawer to make sure the video was still there. Every day for a week the video was still there. Day after day, he opened her underwear drawer not to sniff her panties and/or to feel her bras, which he did anyway, he couldn't help himself from not doing that, he made sure her video was still there. The video was still there. The burning question was, would the video still be there on the day that she left him alone. Then, when she told him that she was going away for the weekend, he just hoped she'd leave the video behind. As soon as left, he checked her underwear drawer for the video and it was there. Now with him ready with his lube and tissues, he couldn't wait to watch this hopefully topless and/or naked video of his mother.
Waiting for her to leave him alone long enough for him to watch her video over and again while masturbating over and again, he couldn't wait to have the house to himself. With her working from home lately and with her on vacation for the past week, seemingly she was always home. Feeling as if he was being used, he couldn't help but think that his mother set him up and was playing a joke on him. Knowing her fun sense of humor, the DVD probably was filled with cartoons or a stupid movie. Maybe the video had a private message to him to stop masturbating.
"Ha! Ha! You thought you found something sexy and sexually revealing of me," he imagined her saying to him on the video. "When it's just a video of me doing your laundry. Stay out of my underwear drawer Robert. Stop sniffing my panties and feeling my bras. Do not masturbate while sitting in my red, leather recliner," he imagined her saying on the video.



Now with him thinking that he didn't find anything that he'd want to see, without even seeing it yet, he was suddenly already disappointed. Then, for her to hide the DVD at the bottom of her lingerie drawer, private enough to hide, he hoped that it was a sexy video of his mother. Yet, with him routinely going through her underwear drawer and never seeing it hidden there before, he wondered if she had just purposely put it there for him to find now, but why?
Either she was tricking him or she was just as sexually attracted to him as he was to her. Maybe this was her way to show him her topless and/or naked body without coming off as a slut or an incestuous whore. Maybe she wanted him to see this DVD as much as he couldn't wait to watch this DVD.
He wondered if his mother wanted him to find this video of her and wanted him to watch it. Maybe with her showing her naked body to a bunch of strangers for Nude Day, she felt bad for him and wanted to show him her naked body too. Maybe in the way he's been trying to see her topless and/or naked, she's been wanting him to see her topless and/or naked. Maybe this was her way to finally do that. For sure, he wouldn't know what it was until he watched it. Now excited to watch it, he wondered what was on the video.
* * * * *
College educated albeit unemployed, at 22-years-old, one would think that he'd be out celebrating the weekend before Nude Day with his girlfriend or with his male friends. Only, sexually frustrating when pondering the lonesome thought before stroking his erect prick over pornographic videos, he doesn't have a steady girlfriend. Having a steady girlfriend is an expensive proposition and he doesn't have any extra money to spend on himself never mind to spend on a woman. He doesn't even have a car. Not able to afford a night on the town drinking, carousing, and cavorting, with him not socializing since he graduated from college, his price to pay to earn his degree, he no longer has any friends.
Paying his way through college took whatever extra money he had and more, now with the first payment on his college loans coming due next year, he needed a job. He needed to save money instead of spending money. Only, since the big banks, the insurance companies, Sallie Mae and Freddie Mac in conjunction with Wall Street crashed the financial markets, and with no one going to jail, there were no jobs and there hasn't been any jobs since 2007. Even though the government brags about the strong, growing economy and touts the low unemployment rate, the only jobs now are part-time, low paying, service jobs with no benefits and no future. With all of the good manufacturing jobs lost overseas and with state governments successful in breaking unions, the United States is quickly becoming a third world country.
For sure, instead of jerking off while sitting in his mother's red reclining chair while watching a video of her topless and/or naked, he needed to start planning for his future. Yet, now that he found her video, with this one DVD superseding everything, all else could wait. After unsuccessfully spying on his mother while trying to see her in all manners of undress, now he found something even better than seeing a brief glimpse of her topless or naked. He found her 40th birthday, drunken, pool party video. Hoping she was topless and/or naked on the video, he could watch her any time he wanted. He could watch her while masturbating over her night and day for the whole weekend.
Working to help defray his college expenses when away at school, different today than when his mother graduated from college 20 years ago, when he graduated college, he didn't have a job. There were no jobs other than those part-time, no benefit, campus jobs that didn't pay any more than minimum wage. If it wasn't for his mother welcoming him home to live with her in the house that his father left her in the divorce settlement, he'd be homeless. A young man with a college education and his whole life in front of him, unbelievably, he'd be living on the street.
If it wasn't for his mother giving him a place to stay and food to eat, he'd be sleeping in a shelter and eating at a mission. Not much else, at least he has a roof over his head and food to eat. Albeit not for sex, at least he has one woman in his life who loves him and who he loves, his mother. Only he wished his mother was more than just his mother. As ridiculous as it sounds to most but sexually exciting to some, he wished his mother was his lover.
Actually, unfortunately, sadly, and perversely, not that it's remotely her fault but, aside from him not having any money, his mother is the biggest reason why he doesn't have a girlfriend. His mother is the reason why he's home alone masturbating with a tube of lube and a box of tissues while hoping to watch her parade around the backyard in her bikini during her 40th birthday, pool party on this stolen video. No matter who he dates and which woman he's been intimate with, with him comparing every women to her, every woman pales in comparison to Donna, Madonna, his nickname for his mother by combining Ma with Donna, her first name.
She's so very beautiful and she's so very sexy. If only she wasn't his mother, he'd be hitting on her. Yet, if she wasn't his mother, she'd never give him a second look. He wasn't her type. She liked the hard drinking, bad boys, and the tattooed, hog riding men who don't conform to what society dictates how they should live.
A dozen years older than her, he never understood why she married his father, a milk toast, certified, public accountant. Maybe she married him because she was pregnant by him with him. Maybe she married him because, at the time, she loved him and he loved her. Maybe she married him because with him a partner in his accounting firm, he had money. Maybe she was just young, too young to even know what she wanted. With her only 22-years-old when she gave birth to him, if his mother was anything like him at twenty-two-years-old, then she was naïve and horny, the two words that most describe him now. Maybe with her marrying a man twelve years older than her, she was looking for a daddy figure in the way that he now wishes he could have sex with his mother.
Perhaps the reason why they're no longer together, his father knew something about his mother that he doesn't know. Maybe his father knew that his wife and the mother of his child was a slut and a whore. Now, perhaps, finally, after blowing three strange men who gave her a cum bath, his mother isn't the virtuous woman that he thinks she is. Perhaps when she's not being a mother to him, she's a slutty whore to other men. Nonetheless, thinking that his father was stupid for cheating on his mother, her reason for divorcing him, his mother is everything that he'd want in a woman. His father divorcing his mother is like JayZ divorcing Beyoncé, Joel Osteen divorcing Victoria Osteen, Brad Pitt divorcing Angelina Jolie, or Billy Joel when he divorced Christie Brinkley.
Skirting the issue of incest, if he was to date a woman, he'd date a woman who looked like, talked like, laughed like, and walked like his mother but younger, of course. Not that he has an aversion to dating and to having a sexual relationship with a woman her age, he's attracted to older women. Only, he'd much rather date someone who looked like and reminded him of his mother so that he could pretend that he was having sex with his mother. Definitely, for sure, he'd never kick a beautiful, sexy, shapely older woman out of bed for eating crackers because of the fact that she was old enough to be his mother. If his dream woman looks anything like and reminded him of his mother, she'd be too beautiful and has too much of a shapely figure for him to kick her out of bed for any reason.
Most definitely, the fact that she was his mother made his sexual attraction to her even more sexually appealing and erotically exciting. He only wished she looked at him in the way she looks at other men. He only wished she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Now that he was naked, he only wished she was here with him now to see his cock in the way that he flashed her his cock on the stairs. Perhaps, with her willingness to celebrate Nude Day naked with strangers, and in the way that she immodestly and immorally parades around him in her bra and panty, maybe he could persuade her to celebrate Nude Day naked with him.
Only, confounding as it is disturbing and sexually exciting, why is he so sexually attracted to his mother? Perhaps a better question would be, why wouldn't he be sexually attracted to his mother? For sure, in the way she looks and comports herself, there'd be something more wrong with him if he wasn't sexually attracted to his mother.
She's tall and he likes tall women. She's blonde, a natural blonde and he loves naturally blonde women. There's just something about a naturally blonde women that dyed blonde women can't replicate. Perhaps it's the complexion that's not right, the darker colored eyebrows, and the pubic hair that attests to the fact that they weren't born blonde.
She's naturally busty and he loves women who have big, natural tits. As far as he's concerned, a woman who wastes her money on silicone implants is below a woman who has A cup, natural breasts. There's something about being real that he finds so sexy. In the way that his mother is a natural beauty who doesn't need to wear much more than eye liner and lipstick, he'd much rather see the real woman behind all of the makeup, fancy clothes, dyed hair, and phony tits.
She's beautiful and what man doesn't like a tall, blonde, busty, beautiful woman? Definitely, he'd want a beautiful woman on his arm and in his bed than a plain Jane or an ugly woman. Lastly, she has big, beautiful, blue eyes. His dream woman is the description of his mother. For sure, with him having a penchant for older women, he prefers tall, blonde, busty, beautiful women with big, beautiful, blue eyes to any other woman.
Yet, while still playing the field and unable to find one, special man ready and willing to commit his love to her, she's alone without a man in her life just as he's alone without a woman in his life. Thinking every day why they're both so alone, he's unable to conclude why they're alone when they're both attractive, witty, funny, educated, and loving people. Yet, believing that there's someone for everyone, just as she's still young, he's still young too. If she found someone to love and marry before, she'll surely find someone to love and marry again.
His problem is that he's looking for women who are clones of his mother. His problem is that he's too emotionally and sexually enamored with his mother, an understatement, to see past her for him to see other women, women more his age. He's in love with his mother but not in the way that a son should love his mother. He loves his mother more in the way that a man loves a woman. As soon as he thought that, in the way that a man loves a woman, he thought of the famous, classic song by Percy Sledge, "When a Man Loves a Woman."
With him unsuccessful in bedding his mother, now that he knows his mother is a whore, maybe there's a chance for him to have sex with her. Now that he knows his mother participated in an orgy, had a gangbang, blew men she didn't even know, and allowed them to give her a cum bath, maybe she'll suck his cock too. Maybe if he got her drunk enough, played Percy Sledge's song, and turned the lights down low, she'd be more in the mood to dismiss that sex between a mother and her son is incest. Maybe if she sold her house and bought a doublewide trailer, he learned to play the banjo, and they moved somewhere that incestuous sex between a mother and her son was a common occurrence, she'd more readily agree to give him incestuous sex with him.
* * * * *
Embarrassed to admit it, even to himself, what stops him from having a girlfriend besides money is every time he thinks of a woman, he thinks of his mother. Perversely perverted, lusting incestuously over his mother prevents him from having a normal, loving, sexual relationship with a woman. Every time he holds a woman, with his arms around her waist and his hands on her hips, he imagines holding his shapely mother in his arms while staring in her big, blue eyes. Every time he closes his eyes and kisses a woman, especially when French kissing a woman, he imagines kissing his mother's full, red lips while feeling her wet tongue against his wet tongue. Every time he feels a woman's breasts and fingers her nipples through her blouse and bra while kissing her, he imagines being there with his mother while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples.
Unable to remove his mother from his sexual thoughts, whether she's wearing a short skirt with a low cut blouse, skintight jeans, parading around in her panties and bra, her sheer, sexy nightgowns, and topless or naked, she's always there in his head. Every time he feels a woman's tits, ass, and/or rubs her clit and fingers her pussy, he thinks of feeling his mother's big tits and her firm, round ass while fingering her blonde, wet pussy. Unable to help himself from thinking of her naked while having sex with her, he's unable to evict his mother from his sexual thoughts. Now the only way that he can cum whenever a woman gives him a hand job, a blowjob, or when making love to a woman is when thinking of his mother stroking his cock and/or sucking his prick.
A new wrinkle to his sexual life that interferes with his relationships with women, for him to cum, any time he has sexual intercourse with a woman, he thinks of having sexual intercourse with his mother. A new incestuous perversion he has from him sexually and incestuous lusting over his mother, unable to get sexually excited otherwise, any time he's makes love to a woman, he imagines making love to his mother. The latest incestuous, sexual fantasy that he routinely has when he's horny and masturbating, any time he imagines having sex with a woman, he imagines fucking his mother and pounding her pussy hard enough and long enough to make her cum. Sometimes with his sexual fantasies of his mother so very real, something he hopes he never does, he's nearly called the woman he's in bed with Donna. Seemingly with her always in his thoughts, especially his sexual thoughts, everything he does is with his mother in mind.
A sexual fantasy come true, if it's not enough that he's seen his mother in her bra and panties, he'd give anything to see his mother without her panties and bra. Now that he's seen her in her panties and bra, he'd give anything to see her topless. He's sell his soul to see her naked. A sexual fantasy come true, he'd give anything to have sex with his naked mother.
A sexual fantasy come true, he'd give anything to cum in his mother's pussy while making love to her and while fucking her. A sexual fantasy come true, he'd give anything to cum in his mother's mouth while fondling her big, natural breasts and fingering her hard, erect nipples. He'd be happy and sexually satisfied if only she agreed to give him a hand job while allowing him to fondle her naked breasts and finger her hard nipples. Only, even though his mother is a slut when around her boyfriend and seemingly when around other men, his mother wasn't an incestuous slut when around him and in the way that he obviously was an incestuous pervert when around her. She's his mother and he's her son.
Only, a recent occurrence and something so disturbingly bizarre, ever since he graduated college to return home to live with his mother, during the few sexual dates and sexual encounters he's had with women, he's been unable to cum. No matter how hard he tries and how hard the woman he's with tries, he's been unable to cum. He doesn't cum. Totally bizarre as it is disturbing, he can't cum.
Embarrassing for the woman as much as it's embarrassing for him, not cumming is insulting and is as if telling them that they didn't sexually excite him enough for him to cum. Not cumming while having sex with a woman is paramount to saying that he's not sexually attracted to her when just the opposite was the case. The silver lining for woman, because he can't cum, he's able to maintain an erection longer. Just because they can't give him an orgasm doesn't mean that he can't give them an orgasm.
With his mother haunting his sexual thoughts, if only they knew that he needed to imagine having sex with his mother, they'd think him incestuously insane. Now that he knows the secret formula to cumming while having sex with a woman his age, he must imagine that he's having sex with his mother. Only, now, even when imagining having sex with his mother when with a woman doesn't work. What worked then, no longer works now. Now that he's back home living with his mother and with her more of an integral part of his life, even when imagining having sex with his mother, he's unable to cum. Strangely weird, it's unnervingly and disturbingly bizarre not to be able to cum when with a woman other than his mother.
"What the Hell is that all about? When I didn't have a problem before when away at college, why suddenly can't I cum now? Perhaps it has something to living at home with my mother."
In the past, as long as he thought and truly believed that he was having sex with his mother, he could cum and now, unless he's masturbating himself while thinking of his mother naked and having sex with her, he can't cum. Yet, now, with his mother more in his life than when he was away at college, perhaps he's no longer able to fool his brain into thinking that he's having sex with his mother when he's having sex with someone else. If only he had sex with women in a pitch black room, he'd have a better chance of pretending that he was having sex with his mother. If only the women wouldn't talk, maybe he could pull off the sexual fantasy of pretending that he's having sex with his mother but the women always ruin it as soon as they open their mouths.
"Shut up! Just shut the fuck up while I imagine that you're my mother and I'm having sex with her instead of with you," he imagined saying to whichever woman was in his bed with him while knowing that wouldn't go over very well. "Okay?"
As hard as he tries to cum, and as hard as women have tried to get him to cum, unless he's masturbating himself with his own hand, with his mother invading his sexual thoughts, he's unable to cum. Perhaps feeling as if he'd be cheating on his mother by having sex with any other woman is why he can't ejaculate. With her invading his thoughts morning, noon, and night, he's too sexually fixated on his mother. Whenever he has an erection, he thinks of his mother. Whenever he's horny, he thinks about his mother. Whenever he has sex, whether with anyone or with himself, he thinks about his mother.
Yet when thinking about a incestuous relationship as a mature, consensual adult, what's wrong with him being sexually infatuated with his mother? What's wrong with wanting to have sex with her in the first place? Certainly he's not the only son who wants to have sex with their mother. With Shakespeare writing plays in the 16th and 17th century about incest and Freud having his mother and son theories in the 19th and 20th century, wanting to have sex with his mother must be a fairly common sexual fantasy. Only God knows how many sons have had sex with their mothers and how many mothers have slept with their sons. We all may be surprised to learn that some very famous people have had incestuous mother and son sex.
Unable to stop himself from extrapolating in his incestuous thought process, he wondered if all of his friends sexually fantasized about having sex with their mothers in the way that he did continually thought of having sex with his mother as his mother, as his Donna, his very own Madonna. Only, none of his friends have a mother who's as beautiful, as sexy, and as shapely as his mother. All of his friends' mothers are old, fat, and unattractive. All of his friends' mothers are respectably married. Instead of sexually fantasizing over their own mothers, no doubt, all of his friends sexually fantasize over having sex with his MILF of a mother.



Using himself as his own sounding board, how dare he incestuously lust over his mother? It doesn't matter that she's a slut, she's his mother for God sakes. She's not some whore he picked up at the bar and fucked in his dorm room, in the backseat of her car, or in her bedroom at her apartment. With him having no other explanation other than him wanting to have incestuous sex with his mother, the only other explanation is that he's in love with his mother in the way that a man loves a woman and not how a son should love his mother.
Definitely, he'll need years of therapy to unravel the incestuous, sexual attraction that he has for his mother, Donna, his personal Madonna. Yet, as strange as it may seem, in the way that no other man was ready to commit to his mother, until death do they part, he was ready to commit to his mother. With him imagining living together with her as husband and with her as his wife, he'd marry his mother if he could and if she'd marry him. Even if he's unable to marry her, he'd live with her as his common law wife. He could just hear the banjo music now while living in the hills of Kentucky, West Virginia, or Tennessee and drinking moonshine.
Only and obviously, she doesn't love him in that way, in a sexual way, and in the way that he loves her. Obvious to him that she's not sexually attracted to him, no secret there, he knows that already. If she was remotely sexually attracted to him in the way that he's sexually attracted to her, they would have had sex long ago. At the very least, she would have flashed him and he would have seen her topless and/or naked already. With them always together since he graduated college, if she was as sexually attracted to him as he is to her, she would have made a move on him in the way that he'd love to make a move on her.
In the way that she's been trying to find love by dating men, bad men who are cheaters, liars, cads, and scoundrels, if only she'd give love a chance with him, he'd be the happiest son in the world and he'd make his mother the happiest woman in the world. Putting aside that she's his mother and he's her son, he'd treat her the way that a man should treat a woman. Only, shades of Jerry Springer, with so very many sons willing to have a sexual relationship with their mothers if only they could, what mother would willingly have a sexual relationship with her son? For sure, with him living proof of that torture, there are far more sons who'd want to bed their mothers than there are mothers who'd want to have sex with their sons. Alas, he knows that having sex with his mother would never happen.
To be continued...
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Part Four: Liz makes 13 porn Films in Amsterdam
Love at first sight, Liz met her husband, Mitch, at a swinger's, house party in 1977 and they were married eight months later. Obviously Cupid's arrow struck him in the heart in the way it pierced Liz's heart too. Thirty-eight years later, they're still happily married. Seemingly, when it comes to Mitch and Liz, the axiom is true. Those who swing together, stay together.
Perhaps the swinging lifestyle and swapping partners is their secret to a long, happy, and sexually satisfying marriage. Perhaps, as a prerequisite part of marriage, all married couples need to openly have sex with others instead of sneaking behind their partners back, lying and cheating, and having sordid, sexual affairs. With their sexual lives out in the open and honest, Liz and Mitch have never cheated on one another and/or lied about their sexual attraction to someone else. Perhaps an addendum begs to be added and is needed to be read when taking marriage vows.
"...and do you, Liz, promise to participate in the swinging lifestyle, to swap partners, and to have sex with hundreds if not thousands of men and women in the course of your marriage," said Father O'Malley.
"I do," said Liz revealing quite a bit of cleavage in her wedding dress, enough to give the priest an obvious erection beneath his robe.
With Father O'Malley standing higher than Liz at the altar, she gave him a great down wedding dress view of the tops of her big tits. Then, when she moved to her knees to pray and with her positioned on her knees, no doubt, in the way that he was leering at her, she was giving him a sexual fantasy of her on her knees while sucking him.
"I now pronounce you man and wife," said the priest while staring at the tops of Liz's exposed, abundant breasts and seemingly mesmerized by her long, line of sexy cleavage. "You may kiss your bride but, um, after you do, I, um, would like to have a confidential chat with Liz in my private quarters," said the priest whispering.
"Okay," said Liz giving her husband a look of confusion.
"I, um, just want to make sure she understands her marriage vows, especially the last part, the addendum, about her having sex with as many men as possible," said Father O'Malley.
"I understand," said Liz giving the priest a sexy smile and her husband a wink.
"I want to come too. I like to watch," said Mitch.
Leaving their guests for a few minutes, the bride and groom followed the priest to the rectory.
* * * * *
Yet, even though they're both very active swingers and even though the story started out this way with Liz and Mitch having swinging sex at a swingers', house party, this story isn't about swingers and/or about the swinging lifestyle, per se. This story is about Liz as a porn star. Confessions of a Porn Star. This story is about Liz telling all of the secrets of all that happened when she made thirteen adult films in Holland.
"Let's all remove our hats, bow our heads, and take a moment to pay respect to all of those women who were once porn stars, who are now porn stars, and for those who yearn to be porn stars in the future. Amen."
This story is about Liz finally sitting down to enumerate over all of the sex she's had since the first time she had sex in the backseat of a car after her prom when she was an 18-year-old virgin. Unleashing the sexual beast within her that prom night, Liz quickly went from prom star, to having sex with anyone interested, to joining the swinging lifestyle, and to having sex while making adult films and becoming a porn star. Certainly, too many sexual partners to remember them all, she's had sex with thousands of men and hundreds of women. If she was born a high priestess thousands of years ago, she'd be considered a Goddess, the Goddess of love and positioned right up there with Aphrodite. The Greeks would have written books and poems about her to chronicle her strong sexual desires and to record the countless sexual partners she's had.
"Goddess Liz, now that you've had your wicked sexual way with that man, should be behead him as we've done with all the others or should he be locked in the dungeon with your father and brother?"
She looked up at her Captain of Arms before looking at his exposed prick. Instead of wearing a uniform, she demanded that all men in her charge be naked below the waist.
"Feed him to the dragon," she said with a disinterested wave of her hand while eating grapes and being fanned by two naked men.
* * * * *
This story is about the sexual confessions of a porn star who made thirteen adult films in Amsterdam in the late 1970's. Several years after the blockbuster Deep Throat and Behind the Green Door were box office successes in 1972 and around the time of Debbie Does Dallas in 1978, Liz made her movies just before the movie Taboo was released in 1980 and Taboo 2 was released in 1982. Under the pretense of earning money while making porn movies in the adult film industry, holding nothing back and with nothing sexual seemingly off limits, this story is about all of the sexual things that Liz willingly did while making adult films.
Definitely, most people, especially those people who aren't swingers and who don't embrace the swinging lifestyle would think of Liz as a slut and/or a whore. Suffice to say that Liz doesn't think of herself as a slut or a whore nor does her husband of thirty-seven years think any less of her. She has more class and more self-respect than that to think that. She more thinks of herself as a sensual, sexual woman who enjoys having sex, an understatement.
Some people may even think of her as being a nymphomaniac. Yet, just because Liz has had thousands of sexual partners, men and women, she's still not the definition of a nymphomaniac. Chiefly, she has control over her life. Just as sex doesn't define her, sex doesn't control her. Whereas a nymphomaniac has no control over her body enough to say no, Liz is able to walk away from a sexual situation.
On the surface, one not so enlightened in the swinging lifestyle would think that not only is Liz a slut but also she's a whore and possibly even a nymphomaniac. Yet, just as we don't think that Joel and Victoria Osteen and their followers are religious zealots because they believe in the power of God, Liz is not a slut, a whore, or a nymphomaniac because she enjoys having sex with multiple of sexual partners. If she's anything, she's a loving women. A free spirit. With her blessed by having so very many feminine attributes, why not share her God given gift with others?
"Really? Seriously?" A man she just met and had never seen before looked at her with disbelief. "You want to fuck me and suck me while your husband watches?"
With her having done this many times before, Liz gave him a sexy smile and a knowing look.
"Yes, I was born to suck and fuck," said Liz falling to her knees, unzipping his fly, pulling out his cock, and taking the pizza delivery man in her mouth.
* * * * *
Some people may think that many of the things that Liz did were dirty, nasty, and even bizarre. Some people may even believe that Liz went too far in her search for the perfect orgasm, but if you asked Liz, she'd say that she had fun and is looking forward to having more fun with many more men and women. To each their own. If anything, all she's doing is satisfying the addendum to her marriage vows, and if there was such an addendum, she'd be in good stead with the Catholic Church.
"Thank you Elizabeth. That was the best blowjob I've ever had in my life."
She wiped the priest's cum from her lips with her tongue while giving Father O'Malley a sexy look and her husband a long wet kiss. Not swallowing the priest's cum, she had other plans for all that he ejaculated in her mouth.
"Thank you," said Mitch.
Father O'Malley looked from Liz to Mitch before returning his confused focus to Liz.
"He likes it when I snowball the cum of another man in his mouth," said Liz.
Liz gave the priest a sexy smile.
"I see," said the priest. "Well, thank you again for the blowjob."
"You're welcome Father O'Malley."
"In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, I bless your marriage. May you have a long and happy marriage."
* * * * *
Depending on the person and their perception of Liz and Mitch, and the swinging lifestyle, what some may think is too much sex, others may think that she still hasn't had enough sex. If you were to ask her sexual partners, those who are in bed with Liz naked, if she's a slut, a whore, or a nymphomaniac, they'd think that you were the one who's crazy. They'd think that you're the one missing out on a good time by not stripping off your clothes and getting in bed with Liz and/or Mitch.
Yet, even those swingers who were in the swinging lifestyle back then in the late 70's, may have balked at traveling 5,000 miles to make porn movies in the Netherlands. It takes a special someone to travel to such a foreign country to make adult films. Then, again many of the swingers in the swinging lifestyle back then didn't have Liz's looks nor her hot body. No doubt, many of the swingers in the swinging lifestyle were jealous of Liz. Assuredly, while doing what they loved to do, they all wished that they could earn money having sex, instead of giving it away for free.
Unfortunately for them, most swingers aren't someone who an adult film production company would hire to make their films. With most swingers just average looking people at best, albeit people who take pride in their appearance and who are well groomed, still, they're no Liz. Born with a pretty face and a shapely body to match, most female swingers only wished they looked like her. The best they could do is to have sex with her. Moreover, with it the right time and with them in the right place, with Liz and Mitch not yet having started a family, they were free to go wherever, whenever, and to do whatever, and where they chose to go was to Amsterdam, Holland to make porn films.
While Mitch stood off the set behind the cameras, he watched his wife having sex with men and women while making porn movies. Nothing new there, he watched her having sex with lots of men and women while they swapped, played, and participated in the swinging lifestyle. Only, this time, instead of giving it all away for free, Liz was paid to have sex. No longer a lifestyle choice, even though it still was, making porn films was a job and her chosen career.
A chance of a lifetime and an opportunity to make memories they'll have for the rest of their lives, they took swinging to the ultimate level and traveled to Amsterdam to make porn films. More than just a vacation or a business trip, traveling to the Netherlands was an adventure and an all-expense paid career move. Instead of just being a swinger, Liz was an actress and, for all of those men and women who watched her movies, indeed, she was a famous actress. Yet, more than her being a famous actress, she was a porn star.
* * * * *
This story is about Liz's confessions after having lesbian sex, male, female, male, MFM threesomes, gangbang sex with two to five men, BDSM, and watersports fetish sex with feces and urine. It was as if she knew her making porn movies was a prerequisite to her writing her memoirs, Confessions of a Porn Star, thirty-five years later. Different from having swinging sex in the swinging lifestyle, it was her job now to have sex on camera and at the direction of her director with paid actors and actresses. Whatever the writer wrote in the script was her job for her character to do and to make come to life on the big screen. Fortunately for the producer and his director, with her having already done it all before, there was nothing that Liz wouldn't do.
"Action! Cut! Print!"
One such movie titled, Felicia's Feces Fetish Fascination, showed her having SCAT, fetish sex and golden showers. With Liz being submerged in a barrel of shit and covered from head to toe in defecation, human waste, obviously this is more than most actors and actresses would do in making a pornographic movie. Matter of fact, but for those who are into SCAT, few would even think that such a movie could and would be made. Yet, sex is sometimes a bizarre business with specific taboo turn of events and forbidden fetishes emerging as the sexual norm. Satisfying the customer no matter what their fetish or peccadillo is, is what pornographic movies are all about.
Filming Liz's shit play on location in a hotel room as it happened, there's no faking shit with melted chocolate or some other brown, thick liquid. This was the real deal. This was stinky, smelly, disgusting shit, a whole barrelful of it. Besides, being that all of these B movies are low budget, it was much cheaper to get real human waste than it was to pay some creative company an exorbitant amount of money to make fake poop.
So, do you think making a porn film is fun now? How many of you still want to be a porn star? How many of you would immerse yourselves in shit? Let's see a show of hands. Except for that one man in the back of the room jumping up and down with drool on his lip and with obvious sexual excitement of participating in his SCAT fetish, I didn't think so.
With the steamy, smelly, barrel of feces positioned in a bathtub, as if taking a smelly mud bath, Liz bravely climbed in and submerged herself up to her neck. For her not to be internally exposed, she wore and adult diaper along with a butt plug and pads to block the shitty liquid from entering her pussy. With her covered in shit, the camera wouldn't show her naked pussy and ass until after she the excrement was rinsed off and after the dirty diaper was removed.
At the risk that she could die of suffocation, not to mention be infected with diseases, such as Hepatitis, it was too much of a health hazard for her to submerge herself completely without some form of protection. It was quite enough that she was covered from chin to toe in stinky, smelly, disgusting human, bodily waste. Before climbing out of the barrel of excrement to wash herself, she stood in the shower dripping and reeking of poop while a group of men surrounded her. As if they were about to receive a shitty circle jerk, instead they peed and ejaculated their cum on her shit covered body.
"Eww. Gross."
Alas, how can someone so beautiful, so sexy, and so shapely cover herself with human excrement? Yet, pandering to those who enjoy such a thing, this pornographic Production Company had a penchant for making movies that addressed more than sucking and fucking. Even though their worldwide audiences were fairly small in comparison to other adult film production companies, they had a special, loyal audience who wanted movies that more evoked and inspired their sexual lifestyles.
Moreover, those who were into such things, would pay to watch the movie over and again. Furthermore, their fans were more apt to buy the movie than to just watch the movie. They made movies that covered every sexual nuisance and fetish. Except for underage characters, those actors under the age of 18-years-old, and bestiality, having sex with animals, specifically dogs and horses, nothing else was off limits. Whatever was your fetish or special sexual desire, this adult film company had a movie in their catalogue for you to buy.
Even though I'd never do something like that, some men will pay enormous sums of money for a woman to do this and Liz was one of those women willing to degrade herself for money and for sex. For her to make a movie about Coprophilia, those who are sexually interested in excrement as a sexual fetish and/or enhancement, just shows how much she was committed to having a successful career making adult films. A real trooper, quite the understatement, whatever it took to make the movie and whatever they asked of her to do, she did. Certainly, finding a gold mine when they discovered Liz, this adult film production company didn't have another actress under contract like her.
For sure, as an actress with an aspiring career in porn. She was no AVN award winner, in the way of Linda Lovelace in Deep Throat or Marilyn Chambers as Gloria in Behind the Green Door, but someone with her looks and her sexual skills certainly had a budding career as a porn star. For sure, she was no Debbi Benton as Bambi Woods in Debbie Does Dallas, Barbara Scott as Kay Parker in Taboo, and Sherry McBride and Joyce McBride along with Kay Parker in Taboo II. Yet, in the way that Jenna Jameson did, Liz made a reputation for herself as a young actress to watch while earning a few dollars being paid to do what she loved to do, having sex. Sex, sex, sex, it was all about sex and now all about earning money while having sex, sex, and more sex.
Yet, more than just making movies, while traveling through Europe, she was immersed in a beautiful country with tulips, windmills, wooden shoes, and canals everywhere. They were in Amsterdam, Holland part of the Netherlands on an all-expense paid trip. Predating the United States by nearly five hundred years and nearly three hundred years before Christopher Columbus discovered America, Amsterdam's history dates back to the 12th century. Actually, while constructing the metro, archeologists recently discovered clues of human habitation that dates back to the Neolithic Age, 2600 BCE. Where the United States is infected with crime, violence, and guns, Liz and Mitch were in a safe sexual haven where everything and anything goes, especially back in the 70's, the time of the Beatles and the Rolling Stones, a revolutionary time for sex, while in Amsterdam.
* * * * *
This story is about Liz's sexual confessions while she had interracial sex with two, very big and very black, scary men, the stereotypical criminal thugs and bully types who hid behind their muscular bodies and guns. A few years after the box office bonanza Super Fly, these two men played their own version of Super Fly when they unzipped their zippers and pulled out their cocks. Under the guise of making a porn movie, they had their wicked sexual way with Liz in a pool hall and on a pool table while Mitch watched from behind the cameras. Unlike most porn movies at the time, where the plot is literally non-existent, had the cameras not been there, bystanders would think that this was happening real-time.
"Quiet on the set," said the assistant director. "Action," he said slamming shut the heavy, slate scene marker.
The scene begins with two, big, black men barging in a pool hall just at closing time. John, the owner of the pool hall, is there alone with his daughter cleaning up and getting ready to go home. Before she goes away to college in September, he's been living with his daughter after his wife died of breast cancer. With his wife ill for so very long before passing, suffice to say that he hasn't had sex in a very long while. No one knows but for him that he masturbates while fantasizing seeing his daughter naked and having sex with her shapely body.
The scene begins in the interior of the bar. John is working behind the counter while his daughter is sweeping the floor. Liz plays the virginal, daughter, Kathy, the good girl, next door. With the front door already locked and a closed sign hung on the window, suddenly two men enter the back, unlocked door from the alleyway. Kathy was just out there taking out the trash. One man closes and locks the door behind him. Being that this is a porn film, one doesn't need to be a rocket scientist or a movie critic to know what's going to happen next.
One man walks over to John and asks for the money owed him.
"Where's my money?"
John looked at the man with fear.
"I don't have it Tyrone. You need to give me more time. I'll have all that I owe you by next month?"
As if he was a growling Pit Bull, only much more dangerous, the man bared his teeth.



"Next month? Do I look like a bank to you, the First National Black Ass Bank," said the man letting out an angry laugh. "I told you if you didn't have my money, you'd have a problem with me." Tyrone turns to the other man. "Check her to see if she has my money, Darnell."
Darnell grabs his daughter from behind. With one arm around her neck, he feels her breasts through her blouse and her bra with his other hand. Pawing her, he gropes her while his daughter struggles and her father helplessly watches. Then, he reaches down, lifts her short skirt to expose her bright, white panties to her father, and grabs a handful of her panty clad pussy.
"Daddy?"
He turns to Tyrone before refocusing his attention on watching Darnell sexually molest his daughter.
"Please don't hurt her," said John while never removing his eyes from his daughter being sexually molested, no doubt, something he's fantasized of doing while masturbating himself.
Darnell looks back at John before spinning Kathy around to face him. Forcing his tongue inside of her mouth, he kisses her. Then, breaking off the kiss, he slaps her hard across her face.
"Daddy!"
Then, he turns her to face her father before tearing open her blouse and exposing her white, low cut bra, the tops of her meaty breasts, and her long line of cleavage. Kathy struggles to free herself. She desperately tries to keep her modesty and her innocence while her father watches as if watching a porn movie instead of being an actor in one. Tyrone leaves the father to join Darnell who's about to have his wicked, sexual way with Kathy. The two black men force Liz, as Kathy, in Black Man's Bluff, the daughter of the pool hall owner to have sex with them as payback for his unpaid gambling debt.
While she struggles and screams, the two men strip Kathy naked. After ripping open her blouse, they tear off her short skirt. With her dressed in only her low cut, white bra and bright, white bikini panties, as if modeling her, they move her from side to side for her father to see his daughter in her underwear. Then, in a quick yank, while Darnell holds her, Tyrone pulls her bra over her head and off to expose her naked breasts to them and her Dad.
The first time her father seeing her naked breasts, John stares at his daughter's tits. With her having bigger and shapelier breasts than her mother, obviously her breasts are all that he imagined. Then, inserting a finger in the band of her panty, in one quick push, they pull down her panties to expose her trimmed, brown pussy. Not done embarrassing and humiliating her, continuing to sexually molest her by touching her and feeling her everywhere, they spin her around and bend her over to expose her naked ass and pussy to her father.
"She doesn't have our money either," said Darnell with a dirty laugh. "What should we do with her now?"
Darnell spins her back around to face her father while touching, feeling, and fondling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. Then, he wets his hand with his tongue and takes a long slow swipe between her legs of her pussy. Wasting no time, he parts her moist lips with his fingers and sticks a finger inside of her. He fucks her pussy while rubbing her clit. Touching and feeling the proprietor's daughter everywhere while forcing her to move every which way to show her naked body to her Dad, Kathy's father is forced to watch his virginal daughter having forced sex with two, very violent men.
"Daddy!"
Unable to help his daughter, John helplessly watches the men have their wicked, sexual way with his young, virginal daughter. As if mesmerized by Kathy's big tits and hypnotized by seeing his daughter's naked pussy and ass, instead of giving his daughter the courtesy and respect of looking away, he stares at his naked daughter. With her no longer the girl next door, these two men are intent on turning her into the whore next door.
"I know what to do with her," said Tyrone slapping her across her face again. "Get down on your knees Bitch."
Reluctantly, positioning herself in front of him, Kathy obeys and moves to her knees. Obviously knowing what's coming next, she tightens her jaw and closes her lips tightly together. No doubt having done this before and knowing how to deal with a reluctant, sexual victim, Tyrone gives her long, light brown hair a quick, hard yank. When she opens her mouth to scream, he fills her mouth with his cock.
"Unless you want me to shoot your father, you better not bite down on my dick. Start sucking. Now take your hand," he said moving her hand to his cock and wrapping her fingers around it, "and stroke me. Yeah, just like that baby."
Then, putting a heavy hand to the back of her head and moving her head forward, he forces her to suck him deeper. Not being very gentle with her, he humps her mouth and fucks her face. While she's blowing Tyrone, Darnell lifts her from her knees to a position where's bent forward at the waist. Giving his hand a quick, wet lick, and her pussy a quick, wet swipe, he takes her from behind as if she's a dog in heat.
Paying no never mind to her struggling, Darnell humps Kathy's pussy. He pounds her pussy with the loud slapping noise of their skin coming in contact again and again. As if she's a ten dollar whore, he fucks her hard, really hard. With her quickly gaining a rhythm of sucking one while fucking the other, John helplessly stares with shocked awe at his naked daughter forced to suck and fuck the two men. As soon as they ejaculate their cum in her mouth and in her pussy, with the camera showing close-ups of the cum shots, they switch positions with Darnell forcing Kathy to suck him and Tyrone fucking her from behind. Then, if that wasn't enough, as final payback, under the threat of death, John is forced to have sex with his own daughter.
* * * * *
Such a dastardly deed, the inhumanity of it all is just sickening. Poor, innocently, sweet little Kathy, barely eighteen-years-old, the girl next door is forced to have double penetrating sex with two violent men. If that wasn't enough that she was forced to suck and fuck two men, now she must suck and fuck her own father. When Tyrone put a gun to his daughter's head and threatened to pull the trigger, that was all the encouragement that John needed, not that he needed any. He unzipped himself, pulled out his cock, and moved his stiff prick to his daughter's mouth who was still on her knees naked and sobbing.
"I'm so sorry Kathy. Please forgive me," said her father. "For the sake of the both of us, you must blow me. I fear that if you don't suck and fuck me, they'll kill us both."
With him already having an erection from watching his daughter stripped naked and having sex with two men, he wasn't as much of a reluctant victim as was his daughter. On the pretense that he was forced to do the dirty, the nasty, and the sexually forbidden, incestuous deed, John put a heavy hand to the back of his pretty daughter's light brown head. Taking the extra initiative, he felt her breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
In the way that the two black men had just done, humping her mouth and fucking her face, he forced his daughter to suck him. Humping her mouth deeper and fucking her face harder in the way that the first man did, Kathy had no alternative than to suck her father's cock. In the way she did with Tyrone's and Darnell's stiff pricks, she wrapped her fingers around her father's cock and stroked him. Seemingly wanting to get it over with, she was intent for her father to cum in her now willing mouth.
It didn't take John long to cum in his daughter's mouth and, whether out of habit when having sex with his wife or from his uncontrolled sexual excitement of having sex with his daughter, he didn't release Kathy until she swallowed all his cum. With cum dripping from the both sides of her mouth, down her chin, and all over her C cup breasts, the camera recorded the violent, sexual action of a father having forced sex with his daughter. Making sure they recorded the money shot, the cum shot, the camera showed the audience all that they wanted and needed to see.
"Now fuck her," said the first man. "I want to hear her cum."
When John grabbed his daughter, Kathy pushed her father back but to no avail. Too strong for her, he lifted her from her knees and pushed her back on the pool table.
"Daddy no! Please don't!"
Forcing her to spread her legs, he mounted her. Ignoring her screams of outrage and disgust, he stopped her from struggling by pressing her wrists to the table. With a hump and a push, he was inside of his daughter. Fucking her hard and fucking her fast, John was fucking his own daughter while she was forced to have sex with her father. Fucking her faster and fucking her harder, it didn't take him very long to cum in her pussy. Only, before he did, Kathy had her first orgasm.
"Oh, my God! Daddy! I'm going to cum. I'm cumming," she said wrapping her legs and arms around his back. "Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!"
Humping him as hard as he was humping her, father and daughter fucked as if they were husband and wife and had done this many times before.
"It looks like I did you a favor," said Tyrone to John. "It looks like you both enjoyed fucking and sucking as much as we did. You better have my money when I return next week."
To be continued...
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Masturbating over his mother's 40th birthday, pool party video
Finally home alone and with him having the whole house to himself, Robert's filled with sexual anticipation. He's been sexually excited to watch his mother's 40th birthday, pool party video. With her strutting around in her barely there bikini, he couldn't wait to masturbate over the nearly naked image of her ever since he discovered the DVD at the bottom of her underwear drawer last week.
With her home on vacation all week and not leaving the house other than to walk the dog and to go food shopping, he didn't dare slip the video in the DVR player to see what was recorded on it. Fearing that she'd come home unexpectedly, he didn't have enough time to even preview the disc. With his imagination running wild with sexual speculation, he had no idea what was on it. Besides, using his imagination to control his sexual fantasies of his mother, he imagined her dancing around topless and/or walking around naked. Fun to imagine all that was on the video, he couldn't wait to masturbate to it while watching it.
When snooping through her underwear drawers while feeling her bras and sniffing her panties, an unexpected surprise, he found the video marked 40th Birthday, Pool Party. Filled with as much sexual anticipation then as he still is now, just holding the video in his horny hand hardened his cock. He could only imagine all that was on it. With his mother celebrating her 40th birthday four years ago when he was away at college, he never knew this video even existed.
Pretending he didn't know the video was there, not disturbing it while hoping that she'd leave it undisturbed, seemingly forgotten, and unattended, he left the video beneath her panties while waiting for his mother to return to work on Monday after her vacation. Then when she was unexpectedly invited on a Nude Day cruise, now that she'll be gone for the entire weekend celebrating Nude Day, this was the perfect time to watch the DVD. If the disc was good enough and if he was horny enough, he could watch it day and night while masturbating the entire weekend over his bikini clad mother.
Excitedly waiting to watch the video of his mother, he's been counting down the days until his mother returned to work and left him home alone. Now with her going on a Nude Day cruise for the weekend, his long wait has ended. He couldn't wait to watch the video of her in her bikini while masturbating. He could only imagine what was on the video. Maybe his mother, as part of her drunken, birthday celebration removes her bikini top. Maybe his mother is topless in the video. He loved to see her big tits while masturbating.
He could only imagine what she looked like topless. He could only wish this is a video of her topless and/or naked. As if she was a movie star and with her good looking enough to be one, he'd love to see her shapely C cup breasts on his television screen while masturbating over his mother. Hoping she had a naked 40th birthday, pool party, he'd love to see her and all of her hot friends naked. Topless, topless, topless, he couldn't wait to masturbate over his video of his mother topless. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to masturbate over this video of his mother naked.
Maybe his mother was so drunk at her birthday party that she stripped naked. Maybe this is a video of his mother naked. Maybe her girlfriends hired male strippers. Her last fun, drunken, sexy time before getting too old to enjoy it, maybe this was his mother's 40th birthday sex video of her having sex with a man or a gangbang with men. He'd like nothing more than to watch his mother having sex with someone. A prelude to him having sex with her, watching her having sex with another man would give him more fodder for him to masturbate over later.
Hoping that she didn't hide the DVD in a different spot, not only did he hope that the video was still there at the bottom of her underwear drawer but also he hoped the video was X-rated instead of G rated. As advertised, he hoped the video was what was written on the front and not some other home movie or a trick that she was playing on him. He couldn't wait to watch whatever was recorded on it, even if it was only a video of her having a pool party with her drunken friends in their barely there bikinis. He couldn't wait to see his mother at her drunken 40th birthday, pool party while masturbating himself to the sexy image of her sashaying around the backyard nearly naked.
With her having cut way back on her drinking, perhaps her 40th birthday was her last hurrah before middle age which would explain why she's been so bitchy lately. He just hoped she celebrated her birthday topless and/or naked. He'd love nothing more than to watch a video of his mother topless and/or naked while masturbating over the naked image of her. He'd love nothing more than to see his mother's naked tits, ass, and pussy.
Wishing he was there for her party, he remembered that she told him about the drunken pool party that she had on her 40th birthday when he was away at college. Only, she never told him any of the details of her birthday bash. Respecting her privacy, as any good son would, other than when he's snooping through her underwear drawer and/or eavesdropping on her personal, private telephone conversations, he never asked her for the details of her birthday bash. With him never knowing what happened at her 40th birthday, pool party, she never told him that there was a video of the drunken celebration. Had he known there was a video of his mother and her friends in their bikinis, he would have searched for the video, found it, and watched it long ago.
He only wished he was home while watching them party topless and naked from his bedroom window and making drunken fools of themselves, if that's what they did as he imagined they did. Instead of being away at college, he only wished he was home to watch his mother having a good, drunken time with her sexy girlfriends. He wished he had been upstairs in his bedroom while videotaping all of the imagined X-rated action. Obviously, something that she felt embarrassed doing while he was living with her, once he left for college, she let loose with drunken pool parties with her girlfriends. Always wondering if there were men in attendance too, she told him that it was only her female friends at her birthday party and no men were invited or allowed.
Suspecting that she did have men there and fantasizing the pool parties were more sexual in nature than not, he wondered if she lied about not inviting any men to her pool parties. He couldn't help but imagine men being there, seeing his mother topless and/or naked, and having sex with his naked mother. Especially now that he knows she's had an orgy, a gangbang, and has blown three men she didn't even know, men who gave her a cum bath, he wondered what other sexual secrets his mother was hiding.
Replacing Pamela Anderson with his mother, he imagined watching this video of his sexy mother in the way that he watched and masturbated over two of Pamela Anderson's sex tapes, one with Brett Michaels and the other with Tommy Lee. Replacing Paris Hilton with his mother, he imagined watching this video of his sexy mother in the way that he watched and masturbated over two of Paris Hilton's sex tapes. Replacing Kim Kardashian with his mother, he imagined watching this video of his sexy mother in the way that he watched and masturbated over two of Kim Kardashian's not so secret sex tape videos. With him playing the starring role in all six of the sex tape videos, he imagined himself having sex with Pamela Anderson, Paris Hilton, and Kim Kardashian before they all morphed into him having sex with his mother.
'Oh, my God, if only I could have sex with my mother, I would. I'd love nothing better than for her to blow me. I'd love nothing better than for her to fuck me.'
In the way that he watched and masturbated over their sex tape videos, he imagined watching and masturbating over his mother's birthday video while hoping that it was a sex tape video. He imagined his mother having 40th birthday sex with twelve of her closest topless and/or naked friends along with a cavalcade of men in attendance. Including his mother, especially his mother, he hoped that the women in attendance at his mother's 40th birthday, pool party were drunk enough to remove their tops and/or to skinny dip naked in their pool. He'd love to see naked women interacting with one another while seeing some of his mother's hot friends topless and/or naked while having sex with men.
Shaking with sexual anticipation, as if there was a drumroll going off in his head, he turned on the TV and the DVR before inserting the video. Knowing there'd be lots of noise, drunken laughter, and loud talking, not wanting to miss any of the dialogue, he grabbed his headphones so that he didn't miss a word that anyone said in the background. He put a towel down beneath his naked ass and made himself comfortable in his mother's precious, red leather, reclining chair.
This chair was once his Dad's favorite chair and that was now something else his mother got as part of her settlement in the divorce. He wondered if his Dad masturbated in his chair in the way that he was about to do. Being that the chair had a built-in massager, he wondered if his Dad and Mom had sex in this chair, perhaps the reason why she's so possessive of her special chair. He could only imagine his naked mother moving up and down on his father's cock while her big tits bounced and sway from side to side. He'd love nothing more than to have sex with his mother in this red, reclining chair. Not wasting any time, as soon as he turned on the video, the star of the show, his mother, was there front and center.
* * * * *
"Hi. I'm Donna and this is my 40th birthday party," already a bit tipsy, she smiled and waved to the camera.
It's amazing in just four years how much younger his mother looked. She looked twenty-something instead of forty-years-old then. Now she looks thirty something instead of forty-four-years-old. With her always worried about money and with the strife of life seemingly taking a toll on her looks, he wished he could get a job to help pay some of the bills. He wished he could take care of his mother in the way she has always taken care of him.
"Don't worry Robert. You'll get a job. You've worked hard to earn your degree. Enjoy the time you have now because once you start working, you'll be working for the next forty years of your life," she said with a laugh while pointing to herself as the working fool, poster child.
Robert returned his focus back to the video. He stared at the image of his mother's pretty face, Donna, his very own Madonna, formed from Ma and Donna. Only knowing now that she's not the virginal saint that he thought she was, his mother seemingly is more like Jesus' whore, Mary Magdalene
Looking so very much like a California girl with her long, lush, blonde hair, blue eyes, and superhot body, few would think that she was from Connecticut. Few would think that she's 44-years-old and has a 22-year-old son. If she reminded him of anyone, she reminded him of Victoria Osteen when she was younger and nicer, a time before she slapped that flight attendant in a rage.
"Hi Mom," said Robert as if she was in the room with him or he was at the party with her.
With her holding a drink in her hand and seemingly already a little bit tipsy, he felt as if he was watching one of the bachelorettes on the Bachelor television show. With her not giving him her permissions to watch her video and with her not there to watch the video with him, he felt as if he was peeping on his mother. Yet, instead of feeling embarrassed or that he was doing something wrong in invading his mother's privacy while masturbating over his mother, he felt sexually excited that finally he was going to see his mother topless and/or naked.
Actually, knowing that she never would, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to watch this video with him, especially if she's topless and especially if she's naked. He'd love to see her reaction to him seeing her tits or seeing her naked. He could only imagine the sexually excited reaction she'd have when showing him her topless and/or naked body. He enjoyed imagining her giving him a hand job while they both watched her X-rated, 40th birthday, pool party video. He'd love for his mother to suck his cock while he continued watching what he imagined was a naked video of her.
He wondered what she'd say if she knew he was watching this video of her while sitting in her red, leather recliner and masturbating. If she is, indeed, topless and/or naked on the video, he wondered what she'd say if she knew that he saw her tits and/or her naked body. Maybe she purposely hid the video in her underwear drawer knowing that he'd find it. He liked thinking that she wanted him to find her video and watch it. With this the premature advent of Nude Day, he liked thinking that his mother wanted him to see her topless and/or naked. He liked thinking that his mother was topless and/or naked while having sex with a few men.
"God she's so pretty. God she's so sexy. God she's such a MILF," he said. "I can't believe someone who looks like her is his mother. I can't believe someone who looks like her hasn't been scooped up by some man. I can't believe I'm sitting here naked while masturbating over someone who looks like her while hoping that she strips topless and/or naked."
If only she was his neighbor or one of his professors from the university, perhaps he'd have a better chance of bedding her. Only, if she was his neighbor or his professor instead of his mother, maybe he wouldn't want to bed her in the way that he wants to have sex with her now with her being his mother. Perhaps his biggest sexual attraction to her is not because she's beautiful and sexy but because she's his mother. What's with that? Maybe his sexual attraction to his mother is more than just a mere sexual attraction. Maybe there's more to Dr. Freud's theories than he wants to admit. Maybe he's psychological twisted for wanting to have sex with his mother.
* * * * *
No longer paying any mind to why he was psychologically so very sexually attracted to his mother, too sexually excited to care, he returned his attention to her video.
"Happy birthday, happy birthday, Happy Birthday Dear Donna," sung her friends. "Happy birthday to you!"
"Happy Birthday Mom," he said.
With her the center of attention, as if she was a little girl instead of a grown woman who was his MILF of a mother, she was laughing with glee. Surrounded by friends and well-wishers then, four years later where are they all now? Gone. They're all gone.
Suddenly feeling sad for her, she lost most of her friends when she divorced his Dad and she lost most of the others when she moved to a different city. Fair weather friends, they're all gone and she's alone with him, her adult son, who's masturbating while lusting over her. In that moment he felt sorry for her but unable to stop himself from masturbating over the sexual thoughts of his mother naked while having sex with her, he continued. A twang of guilt nearly ruined his fun masturbating over his mother's video when he thought that he was using her too by masturbating over the hopeful topless and/or naked images of her. Yet, he put his guilt aside when his mother appeared front and center on camera again.
"Happy Birthday to me," she said holding her drink in one hand and her bikini bra in the other.
'Bikini bra?' Not expecting her to be topless so soon, he did a double take and stared at the screen as if he had seen a ghost. 'Holy shit! My mom is holding her bikini bra in her hand. Are you kidding me? Is she topless? Is she naked?' Suddenly even more sexually excited that he was before, he gulped his incestuous lust for his mother while staring at the screen wide-eyed. He momentarily stopped stroking himself to stare at the screen while waiting to see her tits.
"What? No way! Oh, my God. What's that in her other hand? Is that what I think it is? Is that her bikini top or is that someone else's bikini top? I don't believe it. She's holding her bikini bra," he said unable to see her naked breasts yet. "Oh my God! I hope she's topless. I hope I see her tits," he said fingering the head of his cock.
If this video is of his mother topless and/or naked, he'll be masturbating over this birthday video the entire weekend. If this video is of his mother topless and/or naked, he'll be masturbating over the memory of her naked breasts and/or her naked body for the rest of his life. He couldn't believe she was standing there drunk and topless or maybe even naked. He couldn't believe he was about to see his mother's tits and/or his mother's pussy and ass.
"Lower the camera please or step back from the camera. Lower the camera," he said to the video and to whomever was taking a video of his topless and/or naked mother. "Lower the camera so that I can see my mother's tits and my mother's naked body. Please, lower the camera or step back away from the camera Mom."
He talked to the video as if they could hear him. As soon as he saw the video of her holding her bikini bra, totally aroused, he was sexually excited. Only not wanting to cum too soon and before seeing his mother topless and/or naked, he stopped stroking himself. Was his mother already drunk enough to get topless? Was she really standing there with her tits out for everyone to see her big boobs or was she faking it by holding someone else's bikini bra? He searched the background to see if he could see any men but it was all women. He searched the background to see if he could see any topless women but all the women were wearing their bikini tops or were wearing one piece bathing suits.
With only women at her 40th birthday, pool party, maybe his mother is a closet lesbian. With her not having invited any men to her 40th birthday, pool party, maybe his mother is bi-sexual. Maybe his father cheated on his mother because she refused him sex. Maybe his father left his mother because she preferred having sex with women than with men.
Nah, with all the boyfriends she's had and all the sex she must be having, he couldn't imagine his mother being lesbian or even bi-sexual. Definitely his mother likes men. Definitely his mother prefers cock to pussy. With his backyard totally private, he knew that unless someone was in a helicopter or someone was standing on a ladder looking over their 8 foot stockade fence, no one could see her.
"Happy Birthday Mom," he said again. "Oh, my God, my sexual fantasy come true, this is going to be so unbelievably hot," he said taking his cock in hand and slowly stroking himself.
He stared at the video as if he was watching a porn movie.
"I can't believe she went topless in front of all of her friends. Topless, topless, topless, my Mom is topless. I can't believe I have a topless video of my mother, maybe even naked.
He stared at the video as his mother was the star in a porn movie.
"Naked, naked, naked, unable to see the rest of her, I wonder if she's naked. I wonder what else she's done while I was away at school. Maybe, in the vein of Pamela Anderson, Paris Hilton, and Kim Kardashian, she has sex tape hidden somewhere in her room."
Normally, he only pulls out his cock from his pajamas to masturbate himself when in bed or in the bathroom but with him home alone, he was already naked. Naked, naked, naked, he's been walking around the house naked since his mother left. Now that he's home alone and totally naked, he wanted this masturbation session to be the best masturbation session ever. He repositioned the towel beneath him. God forbid he should get cum on her precious, red leather recliner.



The recliner was something she bought as a gift for his father on his 35th birthday. Then, when he cheated on her with another women, she reclaimed the chair as her own and took it as part of her divorce settlement. With most leather recliners black or brown, a beautiful and comfortable chair, how often does anyone see a red, leather recliner? Made from the finest, softest, and most durable leather, it was a custom made chair with lumbar support and an electric massager that cost a lot of money.
He hoped that she'd step away from the camera. He hoped that the camera would zoom out and pan the area to show him who else was in attendance and who else was topless and/or naked. As if this video was purposely teasing him, he couldn't wait to know if his mother was topless and/or naked.
He couldn't wait to see his mother's tits. He couldn't wait to see her ass and pussy. Hoping to see if his mother was topless or naked, the suspense was killing him. Yet, not wanting to rush the first time seeing his mother topless and/or naked, instead of fast forwarding to see if she was topless and/or naked, he took his time instead in watching the video. With her already drunk and standing in front of the camera without her bikini top, he couldn't wait to see what else he could see of her.
If she was topless, he couldn't wait to see her tits. Topless, topless, topless, if she was topless, he couldn't wait to see her areolas and her nipples. Topless, topless, topless, if she was topless, he couldn't wait to masturbate over his mother's tits.
Naked, naked, naked, if she was naked, he couldn't wait to see her naked body. Naked, naked, naked, if she was naked, he couldn't wait to see her ass and her pussy. He couldn't wait to know if she was shaved, bushy, or trimmed. He couldn't wait to see her incredible, naked ass. While slowly stroking himself, he imagined seeing the entire shape of her breasts, her nipples, and her areolas. While slowly stroking himself, he imagined seeing her tits, her naked pussy, and her naked ass.
He only hoped that her present boyfriend would be taking another video of her now, a Nude Day video that was even hotter than her 40th birthday video. He hoped his mother's boyfriend was making a Nude Day sex tape of his mother. Sex, sex, sex, he'd love nothing more than to watch a sex tape of his mother having sex with lots of men.
He'd love to watch her boyfriend having sex with his Mom. He'd love to watch his mother on her knees sucking six men and giving her a cum bath. He'd love to watch his mother gangbanged and pulling a train. He'd love to watch his mother having orgy like sex. He'd love to see his mother naked while acting like a whore.
Sexually frustrated with the camera only shooting her from her shoulders up, if he didn't suspect that she was topless by her flashing her bikini bra to the camera, he wouldn't know she was topless. He only hoped she was topless. Just as he hoped she was topless, he hoped whomever was taking the video of her would step back to video more of his mother and for him to see more of his mother's topless or naked body. Just as he thought that, it happened.
"Step back from the camera, Donna, so that I can get a shot of your big boobs," said Kathy, her best friend, obvious the one holding the camera while filming his mother.
* * * * *
Not wanting to rush anything by stroking himself too fast and cumming too fast, he slowly stroked himself while watching the video. Robert held his breath as his mother slowly stepped back to expose her naked breasts to the camera and to him. First he saw the tops of her meaty breasts, then he saw the top portion of her long line of cleavage. Finally, he saw her tits in all of their glorious entirety. As if he was watching a sex scene in a movie, not believing his eyes, her naked breasts were right there on the TV screen. Robert rubbed his eyes in disbelief.
"Oh, my God. Fuck me," he said not believing his eyes. "Oh, my God. There's her tits. I can't believe I'm finally seeing my mother's tits. Her tits are right there."
Unable to stop staring at his mother's breasts, he paused the video to stare at the shape of her beautiful breast, the color of her areolas, and the size of her big nipples.
"Oh, my God! Fuck me. Just fuck me. Un-fucking believable, this is so un-fucking believable. Topless, topless, topless, I can't believe my mother is topless. Tits, tits, tits, I can't believe I'm finally seeing my mother's naked breasts while masturbating," he said staring at the stopped video to concentrate on the sexy sight of his mother's big tits, her round, light, brown areolas, and her pink, erect nipples. "I don't believe this. I can't believe I'm seeing my mother's big tits," he said stroking his cock a little faster and a little harder.
Not believing his luck in finding this video and now not believing his eyes in seeing his mother's tits, his mother's big breasts filled the entire television screen. His incestuous, pornographic Goddess, his mother was his sexy, topless, big breasted star. Having never seen her naked breasts before, there they were in living color.
With him having the entire weekend to masturbate over his mother topless and hopefully naked in this video, he stared at the screen while gently fondling and massaging the head of his cock. Wanting to take his time, he didn't want to rush seeing the rest of her. He hoped she was naked. He hoped she'd show him her ass and pussy. He couldn't wait to see all of her. He couldn't wait to cum while watching the rest of the video.
Already so very sexually excited, too sexually excited, knowing that he could and no doubt would, he didn't want to cum too quickly. Wanting to take his sweet time and enjoy the moment of seeing his mother's tits for the first time, he didn't want to cum just yet. He wanted to take his time masturbating over all that he was seeing and over all that this mother was showing. With him having the whole weekend to himself, not wanting to rush his first masturbation session of seeing her video for the first time, he didn't want to prematurely blow his load before seeing the rest of the video and hopefully the rest of her naked body. Naked, naked, naked, just as she was topless, he hoped to God that she was naked too.
Now that he saw her topless, maybe she was naked. Naked, naked, naked, he wondered if she was naked. He hoped she was naked. Naked, naked, naked, he'd love to see his mother naked. He'd love nothing better than to see her naked pussy and her naked ass along with more views of her naked tits.
He'd love to see her bending forward with her tits leaning with her while imagining her hanging her big breasts in his face. He'd love to see his mother bent at the waist to show him her pussy and her ass. Oh, yeah, along with seeing her tits, he'd love to see her naked, blonde pussy and round, shapely ass. He couldn't help but wonder if his mother was bushy, trimmed, or shaved. He hoped to soon find out what she looked like naked.
Maybe her friends get topless and/or naked in the video too. She has some superhot friends and he'd love to see them topless and/or naked too. Not knowing when he'd get another opportunity like this to watch his mother parading around topless and hopefully naked, he only wished he knew how to make a copy of the video. If he had a copy of this video, being able to return the original, he'd watch it every day. He'd show the video to his friends, if he still had any. He'd make the picture of her naked breasts his screensaver.
He continued staring at the television screen while analyzing the size and the shape of her big tits. Without doubt, her breasts were very shapely. Without doubt, she had great tits, the best tits he's ever seen and he's seen lots of tits while away at college. Without doubt, his mother is a mother than he'd love to fuck. He'd love nothing more than to touch her breasts, feel her breasts, fondle her breasts, and suck her big nipples. Based upon his expert breast opinion with him having seen so many naked breasts in online videos, definitely, she's a C cup, a large C cup, or even a D cup, a small D cup.
"Damn, she has big, beautiful, shapely breasts. Damn, I love my mother's tits," he said out loud and for no one to hear but himself. "Damn, I wish I could touch them, feel them, and suck them."
Robert hit the play button to watch more of his topless and hopefully naked, drunken mother. As if she was at a live concert, albeit not topless but wearing her bra and blouse, she started jumping up and down while dancing to the music. Only, she wasn't wearing her blouse, her bra, or even her bikini top. She was topless.
Robert watched his mother dancing while her big tits bounced up and down and swayed from side to side while he stroked his prick up and down and up and down to an even harder erection. Imagining her looking like that while having sex with her, he loved it when she turned his head to the side and lifted her long, blonde hair in her hands and pursed her lips while dancing. She was so sexy. She was so beautiful.
Robert watched his mother's big, natural breast jump, bounce, and sway. If he was there with her then, he'd harness her naked breasts by cupping them in his hand while fingering her nipples. If he was there with her then, he'd have sex with her drunken body. He'd fuck her. He'd definitely fuck her.
He only wished he was there standing behind her for her to use his hands as human bra cups. He'd love nothing more than to touch her big tits, feel her big tits, fondle her big tits, and suck her big nipples. He'd love nothing more than to finger her big nipples, pull her big nipples, turn and twist her big nipples, while fingering her pussy. He'd love nothing more than to see his mother's tits live and in person. He'd love nothing more than to masturbate his mother. He'd love to hear and see her cum.
"Oh, my God, fuck me. Bounce those big boobs Mommy. Bounce those boobs," he said while stroking himself. "That's right. Continue dancing. Don't stop dancing. Continue jumping up and down," he said while stroking himself faster. "God, you're such a slut. Damn, you're such a whore. Now that I've seen you topless, I can't wait to see you naked. I can't wait to have sex with your naked body."
Even though the video had only just started and even though there was so much more to see, he stopped the video to restart it and to play it all over again. Seeing her naked tits is not only the best part of the video but also the best part of his mother's shapely body. With him having the entire weekend to watch this video, the best part of the video was seeing her tits for the first time. The best part of the video was when Kathy asked his mother to step back from the camera so that she could video her best friend topless on her 40th birthday.
"Wow! I don't believe this. Fuck me! Just fuck me," he said for no one to hear.
Suddenly, when watching the video from the start again, seeing his mother's big tits again, and watching her jumping up and down while bouncing her big boobs again, his sexual excitement got the better of him. Unable to stop himself, he was going to cum. Too soon, he didn't want to cum just yet but he could feel the rush and the gush coming in the way of an uncapped oil well.
"Oh, my God. I'm going to cum. Are you kidding me? I don't believe this. I can't believe I'm ready to cum already. I can't believe I'm already going to shoot my load so soon, too fucking soon," he said slowing the action of stroking himself to make himself last longer, it was no use. "God damn it! Fuck!"
As if he was Mel Gibson as William Wallace in Braveheart telling his Scottish countrymen to hold, he couldn't hold himself from cumming too soon, way too soon.
"Hold! Hold! Hold!"
He tried to hold himself from cumming and to stop himself from prematurely ejaculating. He tried not to cum so soon. He tried to stop from shooting his load already. Only, his mother's big boobs bouncing up and down and swaying side to side on the television screen made him too sexually excited.
"Hold! Hold! Hold!"
He imagined her dancing topless and/or naked for him with her topless and/or naked body wrapped around a pole. There was just no way that he could stop himself from cumming. Then, while wondering if she had made a sex tape or was making one this weekend on her Nude Day cruise, his sexual excitement got the better of him and he couldn't stop himself from cumming.
"Robert? What the Hell are you doing?"
To be continued...
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Part Five: Hard Court Press, Taking Six for the Team
The third film was with Liz as a head cheerleader, literally and figuratively. The story is about Liz being gang raped by six men of an all-black basketball team after winning the big, championship game. Perhaps rape is too strong of a word where Liz wanted to have sex with them as much as they wanted to have sex with her. Only, even though having double penetration sex was her favorite sexual act, sucking one man while fucking another, she would have preferred having sex with one man at a time.
She would have preferred savoring the sex instead of having to rush the sex. Instead of just sucking and fucking, she would have preferred more foreplay and making love first before going balls to the wall wild. Now with the sex just a blurred memory, had she taken her time with each man instead of having all six men at the same time, the sex would have been better. Yet, for that two hour period where six, well hung, black men attacked her naked body was pretty awesome and a memory she'll never forget.
Had they all stayed for the end of the celebration, the party after, with Liz as the sexual entertainment, she would have taken on the whole team, the five, main players on the court and the other seven on the bench. Literally, in the way that CBS news reporter Lara Logan was repeated raped by a crowd of men in Egypt celebrating Egyptian President Hosni Mulbarak leaving, Liz would have cleared the bench. Instead of having sex with the entire twelve man roster, she had sex with only six players.
Only six players? What normal woman has sex with six men? What normal woman would willingly and sexually allow six men to use and abuse her naked body? Had she not pulled a train many times before while in the swinging lifestyle, a normal woman would have balked at six men with monster cocks forcing her to suck them and fuck them.
Only, even though the sex was real, her reality wasn't. She wasn't having swinging sex with her husband participating and/or watching. She was an actress making an adult movie. She was a porn star pretending that she was the head cheerleader of a winning basketball team while six, black actors had their wicked sexual way with her naked body. Double penetration, she sucked them while they fucked her.
Besides, not necessarily that it's a bad thing or a good thing but Liz isn't a normal woman. She goes through men in the way that some men, players and swingers, go through women. Nevertheless her being a normal woman or not, being that it was a movie, a porn movie at that, the six men really didn't force her to have sex with them. Just as it was her job to have sex with them, it was their jobs to have sex with her. Under the guise of making an adult movie, she was paid to have sex with six men just as they were paid to have sex with her.
Wow, talk about having your cake and eating it too? Seriously, how many of you would love to be paid to have sex? How perfect of a job is that to be paid to have sex with a beautiful, shapely woman? How perfect of a job is that to be paid to have sex with six, handsome black men who have giant cocks?
Within the confines of their roles, they may have coerced her to have sex with them but, even in the movie, they didn't force her to have sex. Yes, she was inebriated in the way that they were too. And yes, they stripped her naked and tied her to the massage table, but Liz wasn't screaming and fighting. She never said no. She seemed to want to have sex with them as much as they wanted to have sex with her. The sex was consensual.
* * * * *
Imagine this scenario playing out on the street with someone who's not a porn star.
"Excuse me Miss," said a man carrying a briefcase and stopping a good looking woman on the street who had a hot body.
No doubt figuring that he was asking her for directions, she stopped walking to talk to the man.
"Yes," she said stopping.
Tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful, she could be his next porn star.
"What's your name?"
Obviously figuring that he was a salesman trying to sell her something, she eyed him with suspicion now. She paused and gave him a questioning look before blurting out her first name.
"Tiffany," she said.
Right up there with Crystal and Veronica, Tiffany was the perfect name for a porn star, for a stripper, and for her.
"I'm sorry to bother you but would you allow me to ask you a question?"
He gave her a warm smile as if he was inviting her to a church social.
"You just did ask me a question," she said with a naughty laugh. "You actually asked me two questions. You asked my name and then you asked if you could ask me a question," she said with another laugh.
Sexy, beautiful, intelligent, and witty, he was impressed with his find.
"Quite right, but may I ask you another question after asking you this question," he said with a laugh over the semantics of asking her if he could ask her a question before asking her a question, a process that could go on endlessly.
She smiled her impatience at him.
"What's your question?"
Seemingly ready to leave without him asking her his question, she now showed more impatience with a stranger stopping her in the street to ask her a question.
"Would you have gangbang sex with these six, black men?"
He looked to the side with her to look at six very tall, black men. She looked where he looked before looking back at him.
"Gangbang sex?" She looked at him as if he was a nut or a pervert. "Certainly not. What kind of woman do you think I am? I'm not a whore? I'm not a slut and I'd never pull a train," she said seeming offended.
Hmm, the fact that she knew that pulling a train was another way of describing gangbang sex was encouraging. He smiled as if he was a preacher ready to preach to his flock before fleecing his flock.
"Sorry but please indulge me in asking one more question," he said.
She seemed as interested in having gangbang sex with six, black men as she seemed angry that he'd stop her in the street to ask her if she'd have gangbang sex with six, black men.
"Okay, go ahead and ask your question," she said.
As if he was Monte Hall wanting her to pick a door to make a deal, he gave her another smile.
"What if I paid you to have sex with them?"
With her eyes opening wide, obviously, he had her attention now. Much like the Dire Straits song, Money for Nothing, unless the woman was a virgin, money for sex is giving up nothing for money. Seriously, who wouldn't want to be paid to have sex? Only and again, she appeared to be as angry as she appeared to be sexually excited to have gangbang sex with six, black men.
"You want to pay me to have gangbang sex with six, very tall, and good looking black men?" She dressed him down with a look. "Do I look like a prostitute to you?"
She looked from him to eye the six men before looking back at him.
"Yes," he said. "I mean, no, you don't look like a prostitute to me but yes, I'd like you to have gangbang sex with those six, black men.
She looked from the man to look at the six black men before focusing her stare back on the man again.
"How much?"
As if he was Tom Cruise in Jerry Maguire, he showed her the money as if she was Cuba Gooding, Jr as Rod Tidwell. He lifted his briefcase and opened it to show her that it was filled with neatly stack one hundred dollar bills. There had to be at least fifty thousand dollars in there, maybe more.
"Wow! That's a lot of money," she said staring at the money before staring up at him. "I'd have to see their cocks first," she said laughing at her joke.
Only, taking her seriously and literally, it was no joke to the man holding the briefcase full of money. He happened to be an adult movie producer searching for his next porn star and the men happened to be six of his porn stars.
"Show her your cocks," he said to the six black men.
One by one, with people walking by them on a busy sidewalk, they all pulled out their huge dicks. With six enormous cocks dangling in front of her, she looked from one man to the other before looking at the producer.
"Oh, my," said Tiffany staring at the six big pricks again. "I should be paying you to have sex with them," she said with a dirty laugh.
Seriously, if there's a perfect job, it's being paid to have sex. The best job in the world is being a porn star. Being that Liz is a porn star, these are her confessions.
* * * * *
They may have enticed her to suck and fuck them merely by the size of their cocks. Yet, being forced to have gangbang sex was too strong of a word to use on a swinger who's now making porn movies. If the sex was anything, contracted, bought, and paid for, the sex was consensual. If the sex was anything, much like going to the office to work, it was their jobs to have sex. Yet, whether it's her job or not, what kind of woman consensually agrees to have a gangbang and to have sex with six, black men?
One who's never made a porn film would think that actors and actresses would have to have gangbang sex just the one time. Yet, how many times did they have to shoot and reshoot the scene before getting it right? How many times did she had to suck six men over and again? How many times did six men have to fuck her over and again? After a while, much like any job, the sex must get boring and the actors get tired and sore. What happens when a porn star goes home to her husband and he wants to have sex?
"I'm so glad you're home Liz," said Mitch, her husband. "I've been horny all day. Let's have sex."
With her mouth and pussy stretched and still sore from a hard day of work having sex while making an adult film, she looked at him as if he was nuts.
"Sex? Honey, I'm so tired. I'm so sore. I've been having sex all day. Matter of fact, I had gangbang sex with six black men who had massive cocks and, until we got it right, we had to do the take over and again."
Obviously by the thought of her sucking and fucking six, black men over and again, he looked at her with lust in his eyes.
"Okay," said Mitch. "How about just a blowjob?"
She looked at him as if giving him a blowjob was the last thing she wanted to do.
"Gees, Mitch, if you knew how man cocks I sucked today over and again, you'd never ask me to blow you ever again."
Maybe working as a porn star does have some drawbacks.
If anything, she was a super woman, a super sexual woman. If anything, she was the queen of sex. She was more persuaded to have sex with the six men than she was forced. Only, not even needing much persuasion, she was looking forward to having gangbang sex with six, good looking, well endowed, black men.
Still, when she realized what was happening, her having sex with six men who had giant cocks, she could have screamed. She could have balked. She could have resisted. She could have said no. She could have somehow fought them and made it more difficult for them to sexually take her but she didn't. As if it was her idea too and as if she wanted them as much as they wanted her, and she did, she went along with having gangbang sex.
Having sex was her job after all. Having sex is what she's good at doing. Liz is a porn star and having sex is what she does to earn a living.
* * * * *
The movie was aptly named, Full Court Press, Taking Six for the Team. Full Court Press, Taking Six for the Team, was a porn movie where Liz played the head cheerleader, Molly Virginia Peterson, also coincidentally and appropriately known as MVP. Certainly, in the eyes of the six, black basketball players who persuaded her to have sex with them, after she relented and gave them what they all so wanted, indeed, she was their most valuable player in the final celebration of their championship game.
Talk about March Madness, what happened in that locker room that night was real madness and sexual mayhem. No one would ever believe that one woman would sexually take on six, super big men. Yet, and for sure, no winning game celebration would be any fun without a naked, head cheerleader doing the whole team. Without doubt, no team was anything without their most valuable player and that night, their most valuable player was their head cheerleader or more appropriately, their cheerleader giving head.
"MVP! MVP! MVP," chanted the whole team as they entered the showers where there was a bucket full of champagne and two kegs filled with beer.
They all grabbed a bottle of champagne, opened them, shook them, and sprayed one another. On a strict, high carb, low fat, and high protein diet during the basketball year and ordered not to drink or take drugs, they sucked down beer after beer.
"MVP! MVP! MVP," shouted Molly thinking that she was part of the fun when little did she know that she was about to be the naked centerpiece of their entertainment.
Along with everyone else on the team, she drank a few glasses of champagne and a few too many beers. Only, she was 5'6" and not 6'6" tall and the alcohol had more of an effect on her than it had on these super big men. It wasn't until she saw most everyone leaving and her teammates removing their uniforms, getting naked, and taking showers, that she decided that she needed to leave too.
Yet, mesmerized by the sight of their big, black dicks, she was too late in making her safe departure. Sexually aroused by the sight of six, big, black cocks, she looked from one naked, black man to stare at another naked, black man before she realized that this wasn't a safe place for her to be. After all of the coaches, the rest of their teammates, and press had already left, she was there drunk and alone with six naked, black men. Only, when she finally tried to leave, they grabbed her and persuaded to stay under the guise that they were still partying from winning their championship game.
"MVP! MVP! MVP," shouted the team's center, a man who stood 6'10" tall and weighed 240 pounds and who dwarfed Molly's 5'6" 120 pound frame.
She looked up at Tyrone, literally looked way up at Tyrone and tried to show her team spirit by joining him in his cheer.
"MVP," she said halfheartedly now afraid for her safety. "MVP."
With her still remaining there while he and his teammates were standing there naked, no doubt he thought that she was game for anything.
"Molly Virginia Peterson," said Tyrone, the center making his chant more personal. "You're the real most valuable player of this team," he said.
She took a step back when he took a step forward.
"Thank you," said Liz as Molly and giving him an embarrassed smile when she looked down and saw his cock growing to erection.
She could make a run for it but in her inebriated state, she'd never make it through the exercise room without tripping over something and hurting herself.
"In the sexy way you look and with all of your cheers, you inspired us to win. It's because of you that we won so many games. We all wanted to win for you," said Tyrone stepping closer to her and leaning down to kiss her, French kiss her, while feeling two, big handfuls of her C cup breasts.
As if it was Christmas and she was standing beneath mistletoe, she allowed him to kiss her while feeling her breasts. With his big, horny hand going beneath her cheerleader's top, she even allowed him to fondle her tits and finger her nipples through her bra while groping her tight, round ass through her cheerleading panty with his other big hand. While he stood in front of her naked with an obvious erection and chanting her name, she allowed him to continue kissing her and feeling her. Then, when he reached his hand down to put her hand on his cock, she took his big prick in her hand but too big to wrap her fingers all the way around it, she held onto it as best she could. Typically the other way around, with her giving players her cheers and chanting their names, now he was her head cheerleader.
"MVP! MVP! Molly Virginia Peterson is my MVP," he said pounding his fist in the air as if he had just scored a three point basket to win the game.
He scooped her off the floor and with her feet dangling parallel to his thighs, he carried her around as if she was a ragdoll while kissing her and feeling her ass. Compared to him, she looked so tiny. Compared to him, she looked so helpless. Only ready to take on the team and to take charge of things sexually with her mouth and with her pussy, she wasn't helpless at all. If anything, this woman was soon to be in charge of these six, big men.
Then, when he set her down, with nowhere else to look, she couldn't help herself from staring down at his big cock that suddenly grew bigger, longer, and thicker. With her curious to see how big his prick would grow, she reached out her hand to fondle the head of his prick with her fingertips before wrapping her fingers around his cock to stroke him. Even dwarfing Mitch's 10" dick, he had the biggest cock she had ever seen and the heaviest cock she ever felt.
With her pretty head tilted all the way back, looking straight up as if looking at the ceiling, she continued stroking him while looking up at him. Long and thick and too thick for her to completely wrap her fingers around, she couldn't imagine trying to fit that monster in her mouth. Bigger than her biggest dildo, Big Bruno, she couldn't imagine what that thing would feel like in her hand, in her mouth, in her pussy, and in her ass.
"Molly Virginia Peterson! Molly Virginia Peterson! Molly Virginia Peterson," chanted the whole naked team when Tyrone put her down in the middle of them. "MVP! MVP! MVP!"
With their erect cocks already ready for action, as if she was about to do a circle jerk, six, naked men surrounded her. Six, naked men touched her, felt her, and kissed her while pressing their big dicks against her. Six, men took their turns in filling her hands with their pricks.
Immersed in cock heaven, she looked from one big, erect prick to another big, erect prick. Had she not been inebriated from the high of winning the state basketball championship, from the champagne, from drinking too much beer, and mesmerized by the sight of their big pricks, she would have left when everyone else left. Had she not been drunk with the excitement of winning the championship game, she wouldn't have celebrated as hard and drank as much. Was it not for the attention her teammates gave her to make her feel like one of them, a star, she never would have stayed.
With her ingesting an excessive amount of alcohol, she wouldn't have put herself in such a precariously vulnerable position. Begging to be raped and sexually brutalized, had the six, naked men not started kissing her, touching her, feeling her, and fondling her while removing her clothes, she would have had her wits about her. Dizzy with delight of being so sexually wanted by six naked men, she was filled with the sexual anticipation of men who were her friends. Only, with her seemingly enjoying the sexual attention of twelve hands groping her, she was drunk with the realization of a sexual fantasy.
* * * * *
Trusting them not to hurt her and not to take sexual advantage of her, Tyrone, Darnell, Bradley, Dwayne, Reggie, and Willie were her friends during the basketball season. Even though she's never dated any of them, she's had sexual fantasies of all of them while masturbating herself when alone in her bedroom or while taking a bath. Never having had sex with a black man before, curious to know what having sex with them would feel like, she always wondered how different it would be to have sex with a black man than with a white man. She always wondered if the myth was true, that black men have bigger cocks and, if judging all black men by these six black men, now she knew that the myth was true.
Certainly, if just by their immense size, with the smallest man on the team, 6'3" tall, it made sense to her that bigger men must inherently have bigger cocks. Only, as if she was a female sportscaster in a locker room, unable to stop herself from staring, she was curious to know what their naked, erect cocks not only looked like but also felt like in her hand, in her mouth, in her pussy, and in her ass. Even after they removed her uniform, with her standing there in her panty and bra, she continued celebrating.



Too excited about winning the championship and too drunk to care that they were naked and were stripping her naked, seemingly she was unaware that the men were slowly undressing her. Obviously six, horny men thought they had a woman who wanted to have sex with them as much as they wanted to have sex with her. Thinking she was just part of the winning team, she was having fun. It wasn't until they removed her bra, her panties, and stripped her naked that she realized what was going to happen next.
'Duh? Oops, it's too late to do anything about this now.'
How dumb could she be? How drunk was she to allow six men to parade around her naked? How sexually excited was she to allow six men to strip her naked? Now already gone beyond the point of no return, no court of law would convict any of these men for rape when she willingly stayed while they paraded around her naked and willingly allowed them to strip her naked.
She could have said no and left when they all stripped naked and walked around naked in front of her but she didn't. She could have said no when they were touching her and feeling her while kissing her. With twelve hands touching her and feeling her and with six men putting her hand on their cocks, she could have said no when they were slowly undressing her. Full Court Press, Taking Six for the Team, she was about to take much more than one for the team. She was about to take six, black cocks for the team. She was about to suck and fuck six, big, black men.
"Hey! No! Wait! Stop! Don't do this," she said.
Now having second thoughts, she struggled too late to break free from twelve hands grabbing her, touching her, fondling her, and groping her. Feeling her everywhere and seemingly all at the same time, she tried to leave but to no avail. Finally, it was then that she realized what was going to happen to her. Finally, it was then that she realized there was no way out and nowhere for her to run and go. Finally, it was then that she realized she'd be having gangbang sex with six men who she thought were her best friends.
Six, super big and physically fit men were much too strong for her to combat. Picking her up with one hand, Tyrone carried her away. Besides, with all of them having too much to drink too and with them lusting over her shapely body sexily dressed in her skimpy cheerleading outfit for months, there was no denying them now. With the winners taking all and to the victor go the spoils, she was part and parcel of their championship win. No doubt, in the way they all looked at her, every man on that team had been yearning, dreaming, and fantasizing of having sex with her.
"MVP! MVP! MVP," they chanted. Molly Virginia Peterson! Molly Virginia Peterson! Molly Virginia Peterson," they shouted. "MVP!"
With twelve, horny hands lifting her off the floor as if they were going to dunk her in a basket, while touching her and feeling her everywhere, they held her naked body high over their heads. Instead of carrying a stuffed pig to a royal banquet, she felt like a pig that was about to be stuffed with six cocks at a basketball banquet. As if she was surfing a crowd while moshing, they carried her to the physical therapy room while cheering.
"MVP! MVP! Molly Virginia Peterson! MVP!"
Their human sacrifice, they set her down upon the massage table, spread her legs, and quickly tied her wrists and ankles to the four corners of the massage table with sneaker laces. Unbelievably, if only by the wild sexually excited look on her face, it sexually excited her not only to be stripped naked but also to be tied to the table. With no one else there to stop them from having their wicked, sexual way with her naked body and with her tied to the massage table, she was now helpless to resist.
Never afraid to have sex with any man before and with the cloud of alcohol somewhat dissipating from her pickled brain, suddenly she was afraid to have sex now. It was one thing to have sex with one man who has a giant cock but to have sex with six men with giant pricks, she never would have imagined doing that even in her wildest, sexual fantasies. Only, what else could she do? Being that she was tied to the table, her fate was already preordained and she was doomed.
* * * * *
As if offering his cock to her as part of her sexual sacrifice to the God of basketball, Tyrone stood over her holding his prick in his hand. Obviously testing the water, his way of making sure she wasn't about to yell rape, he lowered his big, stiff prick to her lips. Teasing her by touching the tip of his cock to her lips, he slid the head of his big prick slowly across the width of her lips. Bigger than a ruler, his erect cock was the size of a small fungo bat. An involuntary reaction, as if tasting him, she flicked out her tongue to lick the tip of his cock.
Then, when she turned her head away from his erect prick, as if palming a basketball, he immediately turned her head back in place. Knowing she had no alternative than to submit, she smiled up at him, as if giving him the green light. With her tied to the table and surrounded by five of his teammates, she had no choice but to suck him, the captain of the basketball team. With him having a frightening monster of a prick, she had no idea how she was going to fit her lips around his monster cock, only she had no choice.
Had she not been drinking, she never would have taken him in her mouth but not wanting them to rape her and hurt her, opening wide, she relented her will to them and took Tyrone's huge cock inside her mouth. With her mouth wide open and her upper lip pushed up against her nose, it was hard for her to breathe while sucking him. His cock was so big, too big. His prick was so hard that she could feel his strength seething. For sure, she would have rather felt that monster in her pussy than in her mouth. Only, with her mouth already full with his engorged prick and unable to utter a single word, she no longer had any say in the matter.
As if trying to see how much of his cock he could fit in her mouth, not even half, he humped her mouth and fucked her face. While sucking Tyrone, Dwayne mounted her and slid himself inside her already wet pussy. Dwayne was a man with another big prick and, spreading her wide, she felt as if she was giving reverse birth to a baby when fucking him.
He fucked her hard while she sucked Tyrone. A two man, sexual tag team, intent to do so, they had their wicked sexual way with her. When Tyrone momentarily let go of her and removed his cock from her mouth for her to adjust her position to a more comfortable one, she spoke.
"Untie my hands so that I may have some sexy fun too," she said giving Ty a sexy look. "Don't worry. With my ankles still tied and my legs spread, I won't bolt."
Tyrone untied her hands and immediately Molly grabbed hold of his cock with two hands. Stroking him with her right hand, she cupped his testicles with her left hand. Sucking as much of his cock as she could, she concentrated on the head of his big prick by twirling her tongue around it as if her tongue was a propeller. Sucking him deeper while stroking him faster, she could feel him getting ready to cum. Needing the camera to get the cum shot, she eased back on his cock and allowed his cum to leak out both sides of her mouth.
As soon as Tyrone deposited a huge mouthful of cum in her mouth, he left. With him not removing his prick from her mouth until she swallowed, she had no choice but to swallow his cum. Without any foreplay other than to feel her big tits and finger her huge nipples, filling her vacant hole, Bradley moved to her and immediately stuck his cock in her mouth too. Not even giving her mouth a minute to rest, with her mouth stretched wide open again, she felt as if she was sitting in a dentist chair and having extensive dental work.
Then, while she was sucking Bradley, Darnell mounted her as soon as Dwayne exploded his lust for her inside of her and climbed off of her. As soon as Darnell ejaculated his load of cum in her pussy, Reggie mounted her for sloppy thirds. Always enamored with Molly and her big tits, Reggie humped her and fucked her as if he was a dying man on death row and Molly was his last death wish. He felt and sucked her big tits while fingering her nipples as if he's never sucked or even seen tits before.
"Untie my ankles Reggie so that I may wrap my legs around your back to better hump you," she said. "Don't worry, I won't run. I'm having just as much fun as you are."
Immediately Reggie climbed off of her to untie her and, true to her word, she wrapped her legs around Reggie and humped him as hard and fucked him as fast as he was humping and fucking her. With Reggie hogging her pussy by incessantly humping her and fucking her hard and fast, as soon as Bradley finished with her mouth, Willie stuck his big dick in her mouth. Taking six for the team, while getting used to having her lips of both her mouth and her pussy stretched, Molly sucked Willie as if she was a ten thousand dollar call girl.
Humping Reggie while sucking Willie, it took six men to finally give her an orgasm. Finally overcoming her fright and then her reluctance, she was sexually aroused fucking and sucking one man after another. As soon as Willie unloaded in her mouth and she swallowed, she ejected his cock with her tongue to scream out her orgasm. She was cumming. She was going to cum.
"Oh, my God! I'm cumming. I'm fucking cumming," she said right after Willie exploded his cum in her mouth, all over her face, in her hair, and across her tits.
Quite the cum bath, the camera recorded the whole thing as if this wasn't an adult film but happening now and in real time. Seemingly it was Reggie humping her and the Willie's cum bath that put her over the edge. It took six men to give her an orgasm.
With Molly quite the sport, albeit the drunken sport, the team signed a game ball and a team jacket and gave those to her. Indeed, at least for that night, she was the most valuable player of the team. Molly Virginia Peterson knew how to sexually take care of the winning team for winning the state basketball championship.
To be continued...
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Home alone with my MILF of a mother.
As soon as he heard his mother's voice even through his headphones, her voice sounded so close and so real. Instead of imagining her voice in his head, he imagined she was standing there watching him masturbate himself and watching him about to cum. He'd love for her to watch him masturbate. A sexual fantasy come true, he only wished his mother was really standing there watching him masturbating and getting ready to cum. If only she was really standing there, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to watch him masturbate and shoot his load of cum all over himself.
In the way that men have given her cum baths, he'd love to give her a cum bath. He'd love for her to watch him give himself a cum bath. Maybe she'd be so sexually aroused watching him masturbate and cum that she'd want to masturbate him or even allow him to masturbate her. Maybe after she watched him masturbate and ejaculate, she'd allow him to watch her masturbate and have an orgasm too. Maybe, if she was as sexually excited as he was now, she'd suck him and fuck him. Only nothing more than a sexual fantasy, the reality that he'd never have sex with his mother made him sad and even more sexually frustrated.
As soon as he heard his mother's voice, as if her sweet, sexy voice encouraged him to cum, he shot a huge load of warm, oozy cum all over his chest, all over his stomach, all over his thighs, and all over his hand. So much cum, after seeing her naked tits, he couldn't stop cumming. Cumming and cumming while staring at his mother's breasts on the paused video and thinking of his mother watching him masturbating and cumming, he's never ejaculated as much cum. He only wished she was here to take his cock in her hand before taking his cock in her mouth. He'd love nothing better than to cum in his mother's mouth while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples.
As if she was there in the room with him instead of far away on some boat in the middle of the ocean celebrating Nude Day naked with her new boyfriend and five other naked couples, he distinctly heard his mother's voice just as he was cumming. So weird. So real. So surreal. So sexually exciting. Already, with her only gone a couple of hours, he missed her company. He longed to watch his mother parade around him while dressed in only her panty and bra.
He was a mess. With cum on his chest, his stomach, his thighs, and his hand, his cock was still oozing cum. He'll clean himself up in a minute but as if his cum was a sexual toy it was exciting to think of his mother seeing him like this, covered in cum. He only wished he could cover her naked body in his cum. He'd love nothing better than to cum all over her face, her hair, and her breasts after cumming in her mouth and before cumming in her pussy.
As if she was there in the room with him, pretending she was there watching him masturbate, he closed his eyes while imagining his mother watching him masturbate himself. He imagined his mother staring at his erect prick. In the way that he'd be mesmerized watching his mother finger herself while playing with her nipples, he imagined his mother watching him stroking himself. As if she was there in the room with him now, pretending she was there, he imagined his mother watching him cum. He only wished she was there watching him stroking his cock while he stared, touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her big nipples.
He only wished she was there to take him in her hand before taking him in her mouth and before licking him clean while sucking him to another erection again. He only wished she was there because if she was there right now, in the horny way he still was from watching her topless video and masturbating himself, he'd make love to her before fucking her. He only wished she was standing there watching him masturbate while watching him cum. He'd give anything to give his mother a masturbation show. He'd give anything to give his mother a cum bath.
"Robert! What the Hell are you doing?"
There it was again only louder this time. As if she was really there, he heard her voice again. Only, this time, she sounded even closer than she did before. This time, she really sounded as if she was in the room with him. She sounded as if she was standing beside him. Only this time, she sounded agitated, perturbed, and emotionally disturbed.
This time she sounded distraught, as if she'd be disappointed in him that he'd be masturbating over her sexy video while she was gone for the weekend. If she knew he was sitting in her red, leather recliner while jerking off over her topless 40th birthday, pool party video, no doubt, she'd be quite upset with him. Only, as soon as he's done masturbating himself, long before she's due home, he'll return the video to her panty drawer. She never know he watched it. She's never know he jerked off over see her tits.
Different in the way he imagined her reacting to seeing his prick, watching him masturbate, and cumming, in his sexual fantasy, he thought she'd sexually be excited in watching his masturbation show. He thought she'd be sexually aroused in watching him masturbate himself. He thought she'd be sexually excited in watching him cum. Yet, now, instead of imagining her staring at him with sexual lust in the way he always stares at her, he didn't understand why she sounded so agitated. Yet, she really wasn't agitated. She wasn't even there. He was only imagining that she was.
Something that wasn't part of his sexual fantasy, she sounded annoyed. She sounded angry. With him imagining her standing there watching him masturbate himself while watching him cum, her voice suddenly sounded so scolding of him, disappointed in him, and so real. He stopped stroking himself to remove his headphones and to open his eyes to look up at the imagined voice.
As if seeing a ghostly vision of her, shocked, totally flabbergasted, and discombobulated, he couldn't believe his mother was really standing beside him. In the way that he always imagined she would, he watched her staring at his erect prick. She must have been standing there when he was masturbate himself. She must have watched him stroking himself. She must have watched him cum. Oh shit, her video is on pause. Her tits are frozen on the TV screen.
"Mom? Oh shit! Oh, my God. I'm so sorry Mom. I'm so embarrassed," he said covering his exposed and still oozing prick with his hand.
Contrary to her agitation and disappointment in him, she stared at his erect prick in the way that he always imagined her staring at his cock whenever he flashed her his dick while on the couch with her and watching a movie. She stared at his cock in the way that she stared at his exposed prick when he was on the stairs and helping her with her suitcase. Instead of staring at his cock with disgust and disinterest, as she usually does before looking away, she stared at his cock with sexual interest.
In the way that he imagined her staring at her boyfriends' erect pricks, he always imagined her staring at his erect prick with the same sexual interest. Only, disappointing him and ruining his sexual fantasy, whenever he exposed his prick to her, she stared at his erect cock as if she was totally disinterested and totally disgusted instead of sexually excited. It wasn't until he flashed her his cock on the stairs that she seemed sexually interested enough to stare longer while licking her lips and playing with her hair.
Now after seeing his cock twice within a few hours, maybe she's sexually excited. Maybe she's horny. Maybe she came home to invite him on her Nude Day cruise. Maybe she rejected her boyfriend for him. Maybe they'll spend the entire Nude Day weekend naked. Only, when she tore into him, she didn't sound very horny or sexually excited. She sounded angry.
"Is this what you do when I'm not home, you masturbate? How dare you?"
His mother stood over him while staring down at his exposed, erect prick that still continued oozing a steady stream of cum while throbbing. He couldn't believe she had not only seen his erect, naked cock but also that she had seen him cum. He couldn't believe that she was staring at his erect, naked cock before looking away in shocked displeasure. Rejecting him with her look, he wished she had a better reaction to seeing his prick.
Ideally, he wished she'd fall to her knees and take him in her hand before taking him in her mouth. He wished she'd remove her tight jeans and her panties and straddle him to take him in her pussy. Now, instead of making him feel sexually excited and sexually wanted, she made him feel bad. She made him feel like the incestuous, pervert that he is. She made him feel how he imagined his father must have felt when she threw him out of the house.
Nonetheless her negative reaction to seeing his prick, a memory he'll never forget, the images of her seeing his prick were already playing through his mind in the way of an endless video. He always loved flashing his mother his cock. He only wished she enjoyed seeing his prick as much as he enjoyed showing her his prick. He only wished she enjoyed flashing him her tits, pussy, and ass in the way he enjoyed flashing her his prick.
Still, totally surprised, shocked actually, he couldn't believe she had been standing there watching him masturbate himself. He couldn't believe she had just watched him shoot a huge load of cum all over his chest, his stomach, his thighs, and his hand. Instead of turning away or walking away, he couldn't believe she was still standing there watching his cock oozing cum while involuntarily throbbing, pulsating, and bouncing up and down.
Her widened eyes were in direct conflict with her angry attitude. Her body language revealed to him everything that he needed to know about his mother's sexual interest in him. In the way she did on the stairs when seeing his cock, she did everything but run her hands through her hair and slowly lick her lips with her tongue. In the way she was staring at his engorged prick, she did everything but take him in her hand before falling to her knees to take him in her mouth.
Even though he tried covering his erection with his hand, he couldn't. His cock was too big for him to totally conceal with his hand and long fingers. He looked up at her with shock mixed with sexual excitement. He looked up at her wishing she'd make a sexual move instead of giving him her dissatisfaction and discontent. He looked up at her with love and lust while she looked down at him with distain and disgust. Hoping to change the subject, he made this about her instead of about him.
"Ma! What are you doing here? I thought you were gone on a Nude Day cruise for the Nude Day weekend with Mark, George, Harry, or William, whoever it is you're dating now," he said with jealousy and possessiveness.
He watched her still staring at what she could still see of his exposed prick before he made a move to cover his cock less with his hand and to wipe it with a tissue. She shot him a look that told him that she felt guilty about her current, promiscuous dating situation, while looking for Mr. Right. Moreover, she seemed personally offended that he'd dare make a comment of her recently dating and having sex with several, different men. As if he had just insulted her and as if she had just eaten something unpleasant that was too horrible to digest, she made a sour face. With him still holding his cock in his hand and holding it up to her as if offering it to her, he was about to see the real nature of his loving mother.
"You talk to me as if I'm a slut because I have a few dates with different men while you're sitting in my red, leather recliner with your hand around your cock masturbating yourself," she said looking from him to look at the TV. She fell silent while staring at her frozen topless image of herself from her stolen DVD. She turned to him with outrage. "Oh, my God! How dare you?"
As if she couldn't believe her eyes, she turned from him to look back at the TV again. When she first looked at the TV it was obvious that she didn't immediately recognize her image. Now it registered why he was sitting in her red, leather recliner masturbating. Now she knew why he had been masturbating and why he had ejaculated so hard and so much.
"Sorry Mom. I didn't mean any disrespect by my remark," he said trying to change the subject again by taking her attention from him and putting it more on her.
Then, when she realized what was playing on the TV, she looked at him with shocked anger.
"Is that me topless? Is this my 40th birthday, naked, pool party video?" She looked from the TV to look at him.
'Naked pool party? His mother was naked?'
Now he was kicking himself for stopping the video.
"Robert! How could you do this to me? I'm so very embarrassed. How could invade my privacy in such an invasive way? I can't believe you saw my tits," she said putting her hands to cover her breasts as if she was standing there topless. "I can't believe you saw me naked. How could you? How dare you? You sneaky, ungrateful, little pervert."
She looked at him with humiliation but with a tiny twinge of sexual excitement, no doubt that he had seen her topless and had been masturbating over seeing her naked body.
He couldn't remove the thought of her being naked in the video. Had he not stopped the video, he would have seen his mother naked instead of just seeing her topless. Not having yet gotten to the good part, he didn't even get by seeing her big, naked tits before he started cumming. Too sexually excited to go any further, he never saw the rest of the video. He didn't see his mother naked.
Now he wished he hadn't stopped it. Now he wished he had played it all the way through. If only he could have controlled himself from cumming when seeing her big tits, he would have seen more of the video. He would have seen her naked ass and her naked pussy. He would have learned the answer to his question, is she bushy, trimmed, or bald?
"Sorry Mom," he said wiping cum from himself with tissues while his mother watched him.
Only, he wasn't sorry for watching her pool party video. He wasn't even sorry that she caught him masturbating and cumming. He was happy. If he was anything, he was sexually excited, the most sexually excited he's ever been. Sexually excited enough to take whatever consequences she gave him, he just hoped she didn't throw him out of her house in the way that she did with his father.
With her standing there looking, staring, and watching him exposing his half erect cock to her again, he took his sweet time wiping cum from his naked body. With this possibly the last time she ever sees his prick, in the way that she gave him a good look of her tits in her 40th birthday video, he made sure that he gave his mother a good look of his semi-erect cock. Knowing she was going to confiscate her video, he only wished he had the time to watch the rest of her naked, birthday video. He only wished he had seen his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, he would have loved to see his mother naked. Yet, a long time coming, he was happy to have seen her tits.
Now he wondered if any of her friends were topless and/or naked too. Now he wondered if there were any men at her naked, birthday, pool party. If there were men at her birthday party, now he wondered if she had sex with the men later in the video. Now, he more than suspected that she left that video where she knew he'd not only find it but also watch it. Obviously, he wasn't as dumb as she thinks he is. Obviously, she's not as morally modest as he thinks she is.
In the way she was looking at him and staring at his cock, he half expected her to help him clean the cum from his naked body. He only wished she would help him clean up his mess of cum by taking his cock in her hand before taking his cock in her mouth and then in her pussy. Putting his cock away, he put on his pajama bottoms. Had he not been so sexually excited that his mother not only saw his erection but also watched him masturbate himself and ejaculate a huge load of cum, he would have been just as embarrassed as she was.
Only, truth be told, he wasn't embarrassed at all. He was too sexually aroused to be embarrassed. Finally, he saw her naked tits. Finally, she saw him not only masturbate but also cum. Finally, twice in one day, she got a good, long look at his cock.
He couldn't believe he finally saw his mother's tits. He couldn't believe his mother saw his erection. He couldn't believe his mother watched him masturbate himself. He couldn't believe his mother watched him cum. He couldn't believe his mother was still standing there, under the pretense that she was angry while still staring at his cock before he stood and put on his pajama bottoms.
If anything, he was sexually excited that he saw her tits. If anything, he was sexually excited that she saw his erect prick. If anything, he was sexually excited that she watched him masturbate himself. If anything, he was sexually excited that she saw him cum. Unless she threw him out of her house, which he didn't think she would, from now on, he had a funny feeling that things between them would change forever. Always close to her before, he sensed that he'd be even closer to her now, hopefully sexually closer to her.
* * * * *
With the thoughts of what just happened playing over again in his head, his mother not only caught him masturbating but also she caught him cumming too. Then, when she saw that he was watching her naked 40th birthday, pool party video, the fact that she thinks he saw her naked is beyond sexually exciting. Now, all he wanted to do was to masturbate over all that just happened.
He saw his mother's tits. He couldn't believe he saw his mother's tits. His mother saw his erect cock. He couldn't believe his mother saw his erect cock. His mother saw him masturbating. He couldn't believe his mother watch him masturbate himself. His Mom saw him cum. He couldn't believe his mother watched him cum. He couldn't believe his mother watched him masturbate himself and cum in the way that he'd love for her to masturbate him or for him to masturbate her.
Dizzy with sexual excitement, he hasn't been this sexually excited since after having seen his mother's tits and after having exposed his erection to her. He couldn't believe his mother saw him shooting his warm, oozy load of cum all over his chest, his thighs, and his hand in the way he wished her could have shot his load in her pussy and/or in her mouth. Maybe in the way she was sexually excited about receiving a cum bath when she was drunk, she was sexually excited watching him, her son, giving himself a cum bath. He'd love nothing more than to give his mother a cum bath. Other than to cum in her mouth and/or in her pussy, he'd love nothing more than to cum all over her beautiful breasts, her pretty face, and her long, blonde hair. In the way she watched him, he wished he could have watched her masturbate herself and cum.
Only wishing he had the time to watch the whole video before his mother abruptly interrupted his fun, he'll be masturbating over what he saw of her naked 40th birthday DVD for the rest of his life. He saw his mother topless. He saw his mother's tits. He couldn't believe he saw his mother's tits.
With him seeing his mother's tits and with her seeing his cock when cumming, by far, with nothing coming close in comparison, no matter what the holiday, better than any Christmas and better than any birthday, this was the best Nude Day he's ever had. Even better than watching nearly naked models protesting in front of a furrier for the ethical treatment of animals, this by far, is the best day of his life. Even though he knew he'd get a ration of shit from his mother for going through her lingerie drawer and watching her naked video, she still stood there staring while watching him masturbate himself. She still stood there staring while watching him cum. Seeing her naked tits on the video and then having her watch him masturbate and ejaculate was well worth whatever amount of anger that she'd dump on him.



"You went through my underwear drawer?" Not even waiting for him to respond, she shot him a dirty look before verbally attacking him and raising her voice with each question. "Where you feeling my bras and checking the tags for the size of my breasts while imagining you were feeling my bra clad breasts or sucking my naked tits? Is that what you do? You imagine feeling Mommy's tits while fingering Mommy's nipples? Is that why you go through my drawer of brassieres?"
He was so tempted to say yes. Only, she looked at him as if he was a monster instead of her son. She looked at him with anger. Yet, even though she looked at him with outrage that he invaded her privacy by going through her lingerie and watching her personal, private, 40th birthday, pool party video, she looked at him with a flash of sexual excitement.
'Is she sexually aroused? What was that about?'
Not letting him get away with it, obviously determined to make him see his mistakes, she continued lambasting him and haranguing him.
"Were you feeling and sniffing my panties while imagining feeling me when I'm in them? Is that what you do? You imagine feeling Mommy's ass and pussy? Is that why you go through my panty drawer? Must I put a lock on my lingerie drawer Robert? Must I padlock my bedroom door to keep you out of my personal things?"
Again, he wanted to say yes, that he feels and sniffs her panties while imagining her in them. Yet, even though he was full of shame, remorse, and embarrassment, all of that was superseded by his sexual excitement. He gave her with a pitiful albeit sexually excited look.
"Sorry," he said really not meaning it.
She looked at him with anger before looking at him with compassionate understanding.
"Sorry? Is that all you have to say for yourself?" She shot him a look of disappointment. "You don't look very sorry to me."
He felt like such a shit that not only for violating his mother's privacy but more for being caught. Had she not walked in on him, with her never knowing that he saw her topless and naked, he would have watched the entire video. Had she not walked in on him, he would have masturbated at least two more times. He would have seen her naked. As if in a drug induced daze, he would have masturbated himself over and again while watching his mother's 40th birthday, naked, pool party video.
"Sorry," he said again as if he was Matt Damon playing Will Hunting when caught by Professor Gerald Lambeau, the Massachusetts Institute of Technology's math professor, while writing the correct answer on the hall blackboard in Good Will Hunting.
She looked at him as if he was nuts and he was. He was nuts over her. If he was crazy, he was crazy with incestuous lust for her.
"Must I take you to see a psychiatrist for professional help? How dare you invade my privacy in such a disgusting, incestuous, sexual way by masturbating over my 40th birthday video? How dare you take advantage of my trust? What's wrong with you Robert? What's wrong with you? Why are you so sexually attracted to me, your own mother? It's not right. It's not normal. It's just nasty."
Now he felt like the pervert that he is. Having never seen her as mad, as if he was a bad dog caught going through the garbage or caught peeing on the carpet, he put his head down. Only, he wasn't sorry. He was too sexually excited to be sorry. He saw her tits and she saw his erect cock. She caught him masturbating and watched him cum. He couldn't wait to masturbate again while envisioning his drunken mother topless and waving her bikini bra over her head. If he was sorry about anything, he was sorry that he didn't have the time to watch the whole damn video. He was sorry that he didn't have the chance to see his mother naked.
'Naked, naked, naked,' he wished he could have seen his mother naked. If only he saw her naked, he'd had masturbation fodder for the rest of his life.
In the way a dog lifts his paw up in a defiantly aggressive move, his cock was still standing at attention while waiting for her to touch it, stroke it, suck it, and fuck it. Obviously, in the way that he was so very sexually excited that his mother stood there staring at his exposed prick, even if she was looking at his cock with disdain and disgust, he'll never forget her watching him masturbate himself and watching him cum. He wasn't sorry. Not at all. If he was anything, he was happy.
Obviously, he wasn't sorry that he went through her underwear drawer. He wasn't sorry that he routinely feels her bras while imagining feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra. He wasn't sorry that he feels and sniffs her panties while imagining kissing his mother and reaching beneath her short skirt to feel her panty clad ass and pussy. Just as there's no way that he was sorry for flashing her his cock now, there's no way that he was sorry that he watched her 40th birthday, naked, pool party video. For sure, he wasn't sorry that she caught him masturbating and for sure he wasn't sorry that she saw him cum.
Absolutely for sure, he wasn't sorry that she saw his cock, watched him masturbate, and saw him cum. With the image of her topless still playing through his mind as if a looping video, he surely wasn't sorry that he watched that 40th birthday video of his mother topless. Topless, topless, topless, matter of fact, he couldn't wait to watch it again to see her naked tits. He couldn't wait to watch it again to hopefully see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, now that he knows she's naked on her video, he couldn't wait to watch the video again and to finally see his mother naked.
Topless, topless, topless, he finally saw his mother topless. He finally saw her tits, her areolas, and her nipples. Naked, naked, naked, now he couldn't wait to see his mother naked. In addition to seeing her tits, he couldn't wait to see her ass and her pussy. He couldn't wait to watch her sexy video again while masturbating himself.
If all of that wasn't enough, she saw his erection and watched him cum. Oh, my God. He'll never forget this day. He'll be masturbating over this one sexual experience that he had with his mother for the rest of his life. He only wished she had reached out and touched his erection. He only wished she had wrapped her hand around his naked cock and stroked his erect prick. He only wished she had taken him in her mouth and sucked him to a harder erection before allowing him to cum in her mouth.
"Sorry Mom," he said again. Only, he wasn't sorry. If anything he was happy. "I, um, was just horny. I, um, was hoping to find topless and/or naked photos of you when I found your video."
She stared at him as if he had wrecked her car or killed her dog.
"Please remove the video from the DVR and return my personal, private property where you found it. No, never mind, I'll do it. I don't want you going through my underwear drawer again," she said. "I'm very disappointed in you Robert, so very disappointed," she said ejecting the video, turning off the DVR, and turning off the TV. "How dare you ruin my trust that I have in you by invading my privacy?"
In the way that he wanted to lift up her short skirt, pull down her panties, put her over his knee, and spank her naked ass, he wondered if she was disappointed enough in him to give him a spanking too. He'd love nothing better than to feel his mother's naked ass while spanking her. Actually, she has been bad, very bad, for having sex with so many different men and for allowing them to give her a cum bath. Seemingly a different boyfriend every few months, it was hard to keep track. Yet, not all her fault, these married men have been using her for sex.
Nonetheless her promiscuous sex life, he wondered if she was disappointed enough in him to pull down his pants and underwear and put him over her knee to spank his naked, ass red too. He'd love nothing more than to feel his mother's soft, warm hand on his bare-naked ass. In the sexually aroused way he felt right now, if she spanked his naked ass, humping her leg in the way of the dirty dog that he is, he'd cum all over her leg. He wouldn't mind being submissive to his mother and allowing her to control him and boss him around, as long as she gave him sex.
'Robert, mop the kitchen floor, vacuum the whole house, walk the dog, take out the trash, and dinner better be on the table when I come home,' he imagined her giving him her orders for the day.
'Yes Mother,' he imagined replying.
'If you're a good boy, maybe I'll allow you to sleep with me in my bed,' he imagined her saying with a wink and a sexy smile.
* * * * *
Lost in a sexual fantasy of his mother being his Dominatrix, he returned himself to present time to answer her.
"Sorry Mom," he said while quickly changing the subject with his next response. "What are you doing home? I thought you'd be gone the entire weekend celebrating Nude Day with someone special," he said without the accusatory, possessive, and jealous tone that he had before.
She looked from him to look at the jar of gel and the boxes of tissues before looking back at him.
"Obviously, judging by your masturbation aids, you were happy to be home alone without me," she said looking at his masturbation supplies. "With the jar of gel and the box of tissues, it looks like you had your whole weekend planned," she said with a snide, little laugh before giving him a disappointed sneer.
An unemployed college graduate, suddenly he felt like that loser that he is. He looked from her to look at his masturbation aids before returning his focus to his mother.
"I can't help my hormones mother. You were my age once. You know what it's like to be horny and not have someone sexually in your life," he said with a shrug and without apologizing.
He fell silent for a minute while studying her.
"You need to find a job so that you have money enough to go on a date and have a girlfriend. Everyone needs someone," she said with compassionate understanding.
He looked up at her and nodded his head in agreement.
"So why are you here instead of celebrating a romantic Nude Day on a boat somewhere in the Atlantic Ocean with someone special? With us enjoying this mild patch of winter, I thought you'd be on your way to Provincetown, Woods Hole, or Martha's Vineyard by now," he said covering his erection with his hands that showed through his pajama bottoms.
She looked at him with hurt and sadness.
"Yeah, well, I most definitely wanted to go on a romantic cruise and would have celebrated a passionate Nude Day with my special someone," she said with a long, sad pause. "Only, once again, my special someone isn't as special as I thought he is. Just before we left the dock, I saw there were five other men aboard the boat instead of five other couples. Once again, I was the only woman," she said looking at him with sadness while he looked at her with sexual excitement. "Once again, I was the sexual entertainment. They all thought that they were all going to have their wicked, sexual way with me for the entire weekend."
As long as she was a willing and consensual participant, he'd love to watch his mother being gangbanged by six men. Only, she didn't look so willing. She looked hurt and angry. She looked embarrassed that she had blurted out her sexual confession.
"Sorry Mom that your weekend was ruined," he said.
She suddenly looked so sad. She looked at him as if she was about to cry.
"Obviously just like the last time, I was going to be their gangbang entertainment," she said surprising him by being so forthcoming about what happened to her.
She revealed even more of her sexual life than he heard eavesdropping on her personal, private phone conversation with her now ex-boyfriend.
"Sorry Mom," was all that he could utter when instead he wanted to hold her and comfort her.
Remaining silent to allow her to continued, he wanted to remove the focus from him.
"Then, when he lowered the sun visor in his car to retrieve his sunglasses, a picture fell on the car seat of his wife and three kids," she said with anger. "He was about to take me on a romantic Nude Day cruise when he's married with children, the pig. Not only did he lie about there being six couples instead of six drunken, horny men on the cruise but he's married with children."
Feeling her pain, he looked at her with sadness.
"That bastard," he said.
He had a good mind to go down to the dock and beat the shit out of her boyfriend.
"There was never going to be a romantic Nude Day cruise. I was just there for the sexual entertainment of his friends," she said falling silent before speaking again. "Just like the last time, he expect that I'd suck them all and fuck them all while he videotaped it all."
He looked at her with understanding. He looked at her with compassion. He looked at her with as much lust as he looked at her with love now that he knew there was a videotape of his mother somewhere of her having gangbang sex with six men. There's a videotape of her receiving a cum bath. There's a videotape of her sucking and fucking six men.
"Sorry, Mom," he said again while not knowing what else to say when all he wanted to do was to masturbate over the thought of watching her videotape.
She looked at him with frustration.
"Obviously that picture of his wife and kids was a picture that he forgot was there and forgot to hide. He claims he's getting a divorce but I heard that lying line before from men. Besides I could tell by the look in his eyes that he only wanted me for one thing and that one thing wasn't love," she said looking as if she was about to cry. "That one thing was sex, gangbang sex with him and his five, horny friends for the whole weekend."
They looked at one another without speaking before he spoke.
"Sorry Mom," he said removing one of his hands from covering his erection that tented his pajama bottoms to touch her hand with his.
She looked down at his hand in the way that he always stared at her the impressions of her big breasts made through her clothes.
"Much like all of the other men I meet, with none of them wanting to commit, he only wanted me for sex," she said with sadness. "I'm tired of being used and abused for sex. And then to find you watching my private video of me naked with your hand around your cock while cumming is just too much for me to take," she said giving her son a sad look. "To find out that my own son is no better than any man who's sexually used and abused me is difficult for me to understand."
Now, having disappointed her, he felt like such a shit. He felt like all of the other men in her life who only wanted to sexually use and abuse her. Even though she ruined his weekend of masturbation while watching her X-rated video, he was glad that she was home with him for Nude Day. With him only seeing the part of the video where she was topless, he couldn't wait to watch the video again to see her naked. Only, she took the video and wherever she was going to put it, now having to wait until she wasn't home again, he'd have to go looking for it again.
Maybe the other video is here somewhere too. Maybe her ex-boyfriend has that video or maybe she demanded that he return it before she left. Maybe the video is in her pocketbook. Now, even more excited over her gangbang video than he was over her 40th birthday, pool party video, he couldn't wait to watch them.
Robert looked at his mother with as much love as he looked at her with lust. Only, if he knew she'd be home, he would have scraped up a few dollars to buy her flowers. He knew that thoughtful gesture would go a long way in improving her mood. Thinking she wouldn't be home until Nude Day was over, he figured that when she did come home, she'd be on cloud nine after having a romantic weekend away and having sex with her boyfriend all weekend long.
"I'm so sorry Mom," he said meaning it this time.
He stood and stepped to her to hug her and, just as he was about to put his arms around her, she stopped him with a stiff arm to his chest.
"Eww. Gross. Go wash your hands please before you touch me," she said. "Matter of fact. Please take a shower. You smell like sex. You smell like cum," she said holding her hands up to her shoulders as if he was diseased. "And don't say sorry Mom again. Just go take your shower while I clean my recliner with disinfectant."
"Okay," said Robert.
* * * * *
Robert used the guest bedroom bathroom instead of the master bedroom bathroom to shower. While his mother was away for her romantic, Nude Day weekend with her current boyfriend after dumping the last boyfriend who only wanted her for sex, he was hoping to use her bathroom. He didn't understand any man who was unable to commit to his mother. As far as he was concerned, she was special. A quality, one in a million type of woman, she was the most beautiful and sexy woman that he knew.
If he wasn't her son, he'd do her. If she wasn't his mother, he'd vow his love to her and commit to her. Yet, being that he's her son, he'd still do her mother. Only, his mother would never do him. His mother may be a slut, even a whore, but she's not an incestuous whore.
Sadly, his mother wasn't sexually attracted to him in the way that he was sexually attracted to her but she was staring at his exposed prick before he covered it with his pajama bottoms. Then again, she was staring at his exposed cock on the stairs as she was leaving and again when she caught him masturbating. Perhaps his mother is as horny as he is. Perhaps his mother is as sexually attracted to him as he is to her. Wouldn't that be something if she was? Perhaps the reason why she can't keep a boyfriend is because she wants him.
She's so sexy. She's so beautiful. More than her sex appeal and beauty, she's intelligent and talented. Maybe with her being so mechanically inclined and with her knowing as much about car repair and home renovation as the average man did, perhaps men found her intimidating. Able to support and care for herself, perhaps men wanted a woman who was more needy and clingy.
Seemingly unable to find a man to commit to her, with the free time she had by not dating, she spent her time remodeling and redecorating her house. Just remodeled, her bathroom is much nicer and bigger than his smaller and outdated bathroom. While imagining showering with her and imagining her naked, he would have enjoyed showering in the same space and in the same place where his mother showered her beautiful, naked body. He'd love nothing more than to masturbate in her shower knowing that his mother showers and possibly masturbates there too.
Wishing he was one of her boyfriends instead of her son, he could only imagine how hot it would be to shower with his mother. He could only imagine what it must be like to be with her naked in the shower while soaping up one another's naked bodies. He could only imagine what it would feel like to push her wet, naked body up against the slate wall of her shower and hump her while fucking her. Wanting to masturbate again, this time over the imagined image of showering with his mother and over his mother having a gangbang, there's so much that he wished he could sexually do with his mother than just masturbating over the video of seeing her tits.
Replaying all that happened again over in his mind, he still couldn't believe that she saw his erect prick. He still couldn't believe that she watched him masturbate. He still couldn't believe that she saw him cum. He still couldn't believe that he saw her tits. What a day? What an unbelievable day. Never forgetting this Nude Day as the day he jerked off in front of his mother while staring at her tits, he'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of his life.
Only, just as he started enjoying his shower while thinking about masturbating again to all that just happened, something she's never ever done with him before but always wishing she would, his mother barged in the bathroom and opened the shower door. With the warm water, along with his sexual fantasy of showering with his mother heating his incestuous passion for her, he stood there for her to see him in all of his glory before he realized that he wasn't alone. As if he was having a sexual fantasy of his mother standing there staring at his naked body, he couldn't believe his mother was standing there outside of the shower while staring down at his semi-hard cock.
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Part Six: "I like to watch," said Mitch while watching his wife strip naked for Peter and Lars.
With so very many people willing to remove their clothes as strippers and have sex as their job to make a living as prostitutes, how does someone get the ultimate, sexual job to enjoy a career as a porn star? While traveling Europe all-expense paid to shoot on location, living the life of a porn star was not only sexually satisfying but also glamorous. Answering an ad in the local paper in Beaverton, Oregon, just outside of Portland, for a European adult film company and meeting them at a hotel in busy downtown, Liz showed up for an audition with her husband.
As it so happened, Peter, the Producer, and Lars, the director, were looking for the All-American girl. They were searching for the girl next door. They wanted a woman of legal age, someone over 21-years-old but would settle for someone over 18-years-old. What they found was Liz. Even though she was 26-years-old, she looked 19-years-old and even younger when dressed and made up to play a role as a Girl Scout.
The next progression from her living life as a swinger in the swinging lifestyle to playing sexy, starring roles in adult films, few women make the leap from swinger to porn star. Few women have what Liz has, a pretty face and a shapely body. Few women are ready to use their God given gifts to make adult films. As if a chameleon, few women can make themselves appear much younger than they are.
With Liz being quite the busy sexual beaver, Beaverton was the perfect name for a city for someone like Liz to live. With the producer, Peter, and his director, Lars, were looking for the All-American, girl next door, why they chose Beaverton, Oregon instead of New York, New York to look for their porn stars was a mystery to all. Indeed, they had traveled to several different cities and Beaverton was their last stop before returning home with their porn stars in tow.
With her pretty looks, shapely body, and bubbly personality, filling their imagined image and with them having to look no further, Liz was hired as the girl next door on the spot. Not only did she have the look they wanted, young enough not to look of legal age but also she had the eager, willingness to do any sexual thing they wanted her to do. With her having no limits and/nor boundaries when it came to sex, adventurous, spontaneous, amenable, and agreeable, there was nothing sexual that Liz wouldn't willingly do. Even some porn actresses and actors have their limits but Liz didn't.
Moreover, encouraging her every step of the way, especially when it came to her having cuckold sex with other men while he watched, her husband supported her in her career as a porn actress. There was a more ideal job for Liz than to work as a porn star. Not only did she love to have sex but now she was paid to have sex. Life doesn't get any better than that.
This sexy, shapely, pretty now 26-year-old woman who still looked 19-years-old and was made to even look younger when dressed as a cheerleader, a high school student, a novice Nun, a sexy daughter, a waitress, a maid, a Girl Scout, a coed, and a cowgirl. With her getting better at acting and not as stiff in giving her dialogue, she made 13 porn movies for the adult film entertainment business with one getting better than the other. The more films she made, the better they were, and the better they were, the more people who watched them, and the more people who watched them, the more she was paid for her next film.
She had the innocent look that men who long to recapture their youth want their women to have. Her sexual attraction was to look like the young, virginal, next door neighbor's daughter. Her sexual attraction was to look like a father's or a friend's, young, sexy daughter. Her sexual attraction was for her to look so young that she appeared more sexually forbidden. Her sexual attraction was that she'd do anything sexual while doing anybody and while still looking so very innocent even when having the dirtiest and the nastiest sex.
* * * * *
After filling out a brief questionnaire about what she'd do and wouldn't do on film, she was asked to strip naked. No producer and/nor director would ever hire an adult entertainment actress or actor without seeing what they look like without their clothes. With them needing an actress who looked younger than her age, it was important that they hire someone who didn't have tattoos and/or body piercings. Back in the 70's, it was as uncommon for a woman to have tattoos and multiple piercings in the way that it's customary today.
Being that adult films were more about sex than plot, dialogue, setting, backstory, description, character development, and tension, it was more important that all of their actors and actresses had porn star bodies. Peter and Lars wanted their female actresses to have big tits just as they wanted their male actors to have big cocks. Yet, wanting and needing her to look virginally innocent, especially when filming a rape and/or a sexually reluctance scene, they needed someone who looked the part and Liz was that special someone. Her youthful appearance and effervescence transcended her chronological age. Able to believably act as if she was a teenager, she had the body of the woman.
Looking so very much younger, to look at her no one would think that she was a 26-years-old woman. To look at her and to guess her age, they'd guess that she was 19-years-old. Then, when she dressed in costume as a high school student of a cheerleader, she looked the sexually forbidden age of 17-years-old. Indeed, looking much like the girl next door, to look at her no one would ever think that she was a swinger turned porn star.
Looking like such a nice girl, no one would ever think that she sucked so many cocks and fucked so very, many men. With her looking so innocent, no one would ever think that she enjoyed having sex with women as much as she enjoyed having sex with men. In the way that she appeared and comported herself, no one would ever suspect that she's had threesomes, foursomes, orgies, gangbangs, circle jerks, and cum baths. For sure, no one would ever suspect that she's had SCAT fetish sex but she has, several times.
Another successful porn star want-to-be, to talk to her on the street, no one would suspect that she was a budding porn star. She looked too young to legally have sex. She was a woman that any future mother-in-law would embrace and warmly welcome to her family as her future-daughter-in-law. With her rosy cheeks and big blue eyes, she looked so good and so wholesome. In the way deceptive way she looked and acted, no one would ever know that she's had hundreds of cocks in her hands, in her mouth, in her pussy, and in her ass. No one would ever suspect her of uttering the word cock never mind sucking and fucking hundreds of cocks.
A chameleon of a woman, no one would ever believe that she was so very sexually experienced. Even when she was in bed naked and having gangbang sex, she looked like a virgin. She looked like the woman that mothers wanted their sons to meet, to marry, and to give them grandchildren. Yet, at the same time, she looked like the woman that fathers would love her to suck them before and after she fucked them. Able to turn it on or turn it off, she had that sexy look that all men loved to see when with a woman young enough to be their daughter.
* * * * *
Taking her time stripping off her clothes, using her God given assets to showcase the symmetry of her shapely figure, teasing them and sexually enticing them, she gave the producer and director a slow, sexy striptease show of her curvaceous body. As if he was her personal audience and cheering section, and he was, she looked over at her husband and smiled. Looking from her to look at Peter and Lars, Mitch watch Liz undressing as if he was seeing her undress for the very first time. With her knowing that he liked watching her tease and seduce other men while stripping off her clothes, she knew that he liked to watch. Eager to have sex with the two men, she couldn't wait to give her husband more to see.
She unbuttoned one slow button of her blouse at a time and looked to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before looking up at the three men and before unbuttoning the next unbuttoned button. Sexually teasing them, the sexy sight of the top of Liz's bra and her long line of cleavage was such an erotic sight to see and, obviously, a sight that Mitch never tired of seeing. Not only did she had big, heavy breasts but also she had shapely breasts. If any small breasted woman wanted perfect tits for a plastic surgeon to replicate, they'd wanted breasts that looked like Liz's breasts.
Taking her slow, sweet time about undressing herself, once her blouse was all unbuttoned, she slowly unzipped her short skirt while wiggling her tight, round ass as her skirt slid down her shapely legs to her feet. Exposing her light, blue, bikini panties to them, she stepped out of her skirt before removing her arms from her blouse. Now dressed in only her panty and bra, not shy, embarrassed, or modest, she stood before them as if she was fully clothed. Yet, even though it wasn't required, with her wanting to show them all she could do, while giving her husband a treat, she was intent on having sex with not only the producer but also with the director too while Mitch watched. With neither of them making the first sexual move, she took it upon herself to make the first sexual overture.
"Would you like me to do you both to show you what I can do sexually? I don't mind," she said giving them a sexy smile.
She made solid eye contact first with the producer and then with the director without even looking at or checking with her husband for his permission. Always a green light, she didn't need permission from her husband to suck and fuck another man. As long as he was in the room watching, especially when he was in the room watching, she was free to do any sexual thing she wanted.
"We, um, just need to see what you look like naked Liz," said Peter, the Producer, while remaining the consummate professional that he is but showing some unexpected, uncomfortable nervousness.
Looking so very young and seemingly acting so very inexperienced but giving them a sexy look that betrayed her innocence, she solicited them for sex as if asking them if they wanted to buy Girl Scout cookies from a Girl Scout. She solicited them for sex in the way that she'd be playing a novice nun and asking them to make a donation to the Catholic charities. Perplexed by the mystery and the mystic of her, a paradox who was as confusing and confounding as any conundrum, she was an enigma.
A sweet onion that needed to be peeled and unraveled, all the sexual fun was in seeing what made her tick while watching her undress in front of Peter and Lars while Mitch watched. Notwithstanding the sensual mystery of her, someone with the appearance of a teenage, obviously for them to be so interested in her, they knew that the girl next door look would play well on camera. A woman that men would love her to suck and fuck them, and with her able to command the attention of the camera and her audience, she looked like someone's young and forbidden daughter.
Someone who looks so young, is what men want and need to have in their sexual fantasies of having sex with her or with any other women they know from their neighborhoods. Someone who will do any sexual thing, at any time, is the woman that all men want. Someone with her surprising level of sexual experience has all the makings of a top porn star. Someone who looks this good, acts so well, and has no aversion to any sexual act, can make Peter and Lars a lot of money.
"Making your toes curl and your mustaches smolder, I can give you the best blowjobs of your lives," she said to the two men with a dirty laugh.
Even when delivering that line, she still looked like the virginal girl next door. She moved her hand to her mouth and moving her hand back and forth while pushing out her cheek again and again with her tongue made it appear that she was really giving someone, Peter and/or Lars, a blowjob. Mesmerized while watching her fake a blowjob, as if watching a live sex act on stage, the two men watched her with their undivided, focused attention while Mitch watched them for their reactions. With one eye on his wife and one eye on Peter and Lars, obviously Mitch was enjoying Liz's striptease show as much as the producer and director were.
With the indentation of her pussy slit and her obvious camel toe showing through her thin, sheer panty, as if she was sitting in the stands watching a baseball game, she sat in front of the producer's desk with her legs spread. Only, even with her sitting there in her underwear and with her legs spread, instead of looking slutty, somehow she looked innocent. Somehow, even though she looked so sexy, especially since she looked so sexy, she looked like a woman that men would want to take care of and protect. Uniquely relevant, especially for the adult film industry, with one look combating the other for the identification of who she really was, she had the knack of looking so coyly sexy and so virginally innocent at the same time.
She wasn't shy of showing her body or ashamed of her sexuality. Yet, sitting in a chair in the office of a producer of adult films with his director there with him, seemingly a kitten in a lion's den, she's the type of woman who'd drive men wild. She's the type of woman who'd make any man insanely and possessively jealous. Wrapping any man around her finger with her God given gifts and unparalleled sexuality, she's the type of woman who'd make any man do anything she wanted him to do. She's the type of woman who'd make a man commit a crime and even resort to murder to cover her tracks and/or to save her beautiful, soft skin and round ass from going to jail.
Emanating from the mouth of someone who looks so forbiddingly and illegally young, even though she was twenty-six-years-old, the surprise of her saying something so sexually explicit was shocking. Looking like the poster girl of the Vermont Maid maple syrup spokeswoman, she looked like butter would just melt in her mouth. Reminiscent of Shirley Temple playing Heidi but with tits, with her acting so coyly innocent and with only her true chronical age betraying her, she was a little girl trapped in a woman's body.
The best of both worlds, innocence peppered with sexual passion, any man who had sex with her would fulfill his every sexual fantasy. In the way that her husband would never leave his wife for any other woman, any man who had sex with her would be glad that he had. A memory that he'd remember the rest of his life, he could brag to all of his friends that he had sex with Liz. He could tell everyone he knows and all of those he'd later meet that had sex with a porn star.
Obviously, for them to be so enamored with her, both the producer and the director saw her intrinsic value. With them knowing the pulse of their audience, their audience would just eat her up and continue to come back for more. Looking as if she's never given a hand job never mind a blowjob, she looked so young, so sweet, and so innocent that no one would ever suspect her of propositioning two men by asking them if they wanted her to suck them and fuck them. No one would believe she was sitting in the office of the producer of adult films while applying to be a porn star.
A juxtaposition of meaning and a paradox, to look at her, she looked so nice, albeit so sexy. As if to look at her was infectious, she had an undercurrent of sexuality that was contagious. As if she was a witch who cast spells on men, she had a way of giving men a fever of lustful desire. As if she was a modern day Medusa but beautiful instead of ugly, she had a way of turning men speechless, to babbling idiots, and to stone with their inability to act upon their desire to seduce her.
There was just something about her that made men want her. Any man who saw her wanted to stick their cocks in her. Any man who saw her wanted to hold her and kiss her while touching and feeling her everywhere. She was the type of woman that men wanted to own and control but no one could own her and certainly no one could control her. Seemingly a one man type of woman, when she wasn't having sex with a multitude of men, the only man she allowed to use her body whenever he wanted was her husband.
"Sex won't be necessary to get the job," said the director looking nervously from his producer before responding.
Obviously, Lars was as sexually enamored with her as was Peter. With just his nervous look, having seen the look hundreds of times before, Liz knew that he wanted her to suck his cock. She knew he wanted to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow while he fondled her big tits and fingered her huge nipples. With her having had sex with so many men, neither one of them were hard to read.
Even under the possibility of jeopardizing their potential business relationship with her, both men wanted to bed her. Even at the risk of ruining one of their movies with favoritism getting in the way of their better judgment when directing her, she knew that both men wanted to have sex with her. Unable to control themselves, Liz had cast a spell over them in the way she'd be casting a spell on her audience. With Peter and Lars willing to throw all caution to the wind, she could tell that both these men would do anything to have sex with her.
Surely not the best looking woman in the world or a woman with the best body but there was something about her that drove men wild. She was certainly pretty enough and had a much better body than most but there was just something about her that attracted men to her in the way of a moth to a light. In the way that Marilyn Monroe, Sophia Loren, and/or Scarlet Johansson could control any man with just a look or a smile, Liz had that same effect on men. Any man who saw Liz wanted to make love to her. With their reluctant willingness tucked in her bra as if a secret, sexual note to herself, not taking no for an answer, Liz persevered in seducing Peter and Lars.
"If I fucked you..." she with a purposeful pause while curling her light brown hair with her finger and while sexily and seductively looking from one man to the other. Even when she said fuck, as if honey dripped from her lips, she had that look of innocence. "You'd divorce your wife and disown your children to marry me," she said and no doubt they would. Looking so shyly innocent, she demurely put her index finger to her lips to suck on her finger. "Only, I'm already married," she said with a sexy laugh while sexily looking at her husband.
As if instantly jealous, both men looked from her to look at her husband. Mitch gave them a self-satisfied smile. Obviously, he was one lucky bastard to have a woman like her in his life and in his bed. Obviously, he was one lucky bastard to be able to sexually share such a woman with other men while he watched.
In the scheme of things, how many wives would willingly have sex with other men while their husbands watched? How many married women would have sex, albeit swinging and swapping sex, while their husbands did the same with other women? She looked from her husband to look at the producer and then to the director again before focusing back at the producer.
"Although there's plenty of room for many men in my hands, in my mouth, in my pussy, and in my ass, there's only room for one man in my heart and in my life and that man is Mitch," she said turning to look at her husband to smile lovingly at him. "He's the love of my life and the reason why I'm his wife."
She blew Mitch a kiss before giving Peter and Lars sexy looks. With just a look and without Liz having to say another word, with her giving them the green light and with Mitch going along with whatever she wanted to do sexually, they both knew her meaning. Moreover and obviously, Liz didn't need Mitch's permission to have sex with Peter and/or with Lars. Double penetration, Liz would like nothing more than to blow Peter while fucking Lars and then blowing Lars while fucking Peter. Ideally, it would be even more fun if Mitch joined in too but, the first time having sex with the two men, she'd rather have sex alone with Peter and with Lars while Mitch watched. Imagine the pillow talk Liz must have had with her husband later that night.



They were here from Amsterdam while scouting for talent in the United States and were ready to have prospective porn stars sign exclusive contracts before flying those actors and actresses they chose home with them to Holland, the Netherlands, with all expenses paid. The new star of their adult films, Liz singlehandedly made their trip worthwhile. The year was 1978, a time before 9/11 and TSA, and flying from one country to another country was much easier then. Along with their desire to go abroad and abandon their lives in America for a few years, all Liz and Mitch needed were an up-to-date passports.
* * * * *
Seemingly not knowing what to say, obviously never having met anyone like Liz before, Peter looked to Lars and Lars looked at Peter. For men who made porn movies, they looked embarrassed and seemed sexually uncomfortable as much as they appeared sexually aroused but, nothing new for Liz, she had that effect on men. Obviously, a time when men had the upper hand over women, these men were accustomed of being in control of women. Only, Liz was in control of them now.
Accustomed to men stuttering and falling all over themselves when first meeting her, especially when discovering that she'd willingly have sex with them, a woman as beautiful, as sexy, and as sensual as she was cast a spell on every man. Only, as if she was a wild Mustang, except for her main cowboy, Mitch, no man could put a bridle in her mouth, a saddle on her back, and a brand on her ass unless she wanted to play house while Mitch watched. With her not taking no for an answer, Peter and Lars would soon be having wild sex with their new porn star.
"Thank you no," said Peter in decent English while blushing.
Again, as if asking his permission as a sexual accomplice, he looked from Liz to look to Lars.
"Sex won't be necessary," said Lars with a heavy accent and with more reluctance than Peter showed.
Liz looked at him and gave him that million dollar smile while lighting him up with her big, blue eyes.
"I insist. C'mon, it will be fun," she said standing from her chair. "Please allow me to suck you and fuck you to show you what I can do not only with my mouth but also with my pussy too. I have some special, sexual talents that you may find of interest, and perhaps even inspiring you to make a special movie as me as your porn star."
She looked to her husband and smiled. Mitch gave her, the producer, and the director a thumbs up and a big smile with an encouraging nod.
"I don't mind you having your wicked, sexual way with my wife," said Mitch with a smile. "Matter of fact, I want you to have sex with my wife. I like to watch," he said with a shrug. "It's always the most fun to watch my wife put on a sexual show when she's having sex with someone for the first time. I assure you, neither of you will be disappointed," he said with a little laugh.
With Mitch a bi-sexual, truth be known, he liked more than just watching. In the way that Liz enjoyed having sex with women as much as she enjoyed having sex with men, her husband liked having sex with men as much as he enjoyed having sex with women. If he was anything like Liz and he was, he'd much rather have sex than to just watch her having sex. Only, in the way they ogled Liz's nearly naked body, both the producer and director appeared interested in only women and not men. Besides, in the way that Peter and Lars ogled Liz's nearly naked body and with Mitch having front row seats, no doubt, Mitch knew that watching his wife having sex with them was a live sex show that he didn't want to miss.
* * * * *
Dressed in only her panty and bra, Liz turned one way and then the other before turning the other way and before turning completely around. Then, spreading her legs, she bent at the waist while running a slow, deliberate hand between her legs and along her panty clad pussy. If there was a pole in the room, she would have climbed it after dancing around it.
As if she was a stripper on stage, sexually teasing them, she showed them how she looked in her bra and panty while allowing their imagination to wonder what she looked like naked. In addition to her very pretty face, whether fully clothe, nearly naked, or naked, she had a phenomenal body and she looked good in any stage of dress or undress. Moreover, her claim to fame, even while dancing around in her underwear, she looked like someone's much younger sister or illegal and forbidden daughter.
With the producer sitting behind his desk, with one eye on his director and his other eye on Liz, Peter eyed the reaction of the director who seemed mesmerized by Liz's impromptu, striptease show, while Mitch eyed both of the men. Men who've seen thousands of beautiful women naked, were seemingly taken by Liz strutting around in her underwear. Unless they have the body of a Sports Illustrated swimsuit model and look like Heidi Klum, Tyra Banks, Gisele Bundchen, or Christie Brinkley of old, women always look better when in their bra and panty rather than naked. Yet, with there always an exception to every rule, whether fully dressed, dressed in her underwear, or naked, Liz looked hot.
As if there was strippers' music and a silent drumroll going off in her head, with her back facing them, Liz reached behind her to unhook her bra. Then, holding her bra in place with both hands, giving Mitch as much of a show as she was giving the two men, with her husband watching her every move, she turned to face the three men. Slowly removing her bra straps from her shoulders while holding her bra cups in place, she removed one bra cup before removing the other bra cup to show them her symmetrical, naked breasts.
With her always having big, shapely breasts, a C cup since puberty, her breasts had swollen to a D cup after putting on a few pounds but gaining weight in all the right places. Indeed, with her coming into her own sexually by participating as a couple in the swinging lifestyle, married life has been good for her. Now a new frontier, making adult movies promised to be even more fun sexually than swinging.
Liz moved from standing in front of their desk to sitting on the infamous, leather casting couch. With the cool leather sticking to her skin, she made herself comfortable on the sofa. As if she was now conducting the interview, she gave Peter and Lars a sexy look and patted the seat for the two men to join her. Peter walked to her and before he could even sit beside her, she reached out her right hand and slowly unzipped him while sexily looking up at him.
"Zipppp!"
With the three men staring at Liz's hand, no one made a sound and seemingly everyone held their breath. Even a straight and homophobic man will stare at a woman taking another man's cock in her hand before taking his stiff prick in her mouth and in her pussy. Even a straight man and homophobic man will participate in gangbang sex, especially when the one being gangbanged looks like Liz. Then, with deft, experienced fingers, she reached her hand inside Peter's pants and pushing his underwear aside with her manicured fingers, she pulled out his cock.
While fingering the head of his prick before stroking him to an immediate erection with her experienced hand, she looked up at him with her big, beautiful, blue eyes. With her right hand filled with Peter's stiff prick, showing her ambidexterity, she did the same to Lars. With both men now standing in front of her while Mitch watched the show from the unobstructed side, unzipping him, she reached her left hand inside of Lar's pants and, pushing his underwear aside with her fingers, she pulled out his cock. Now holding an erect cock in each hand, she sexily stared up at the two men.
"You both have a nice, thick pricks," she said staring down at their pricks before staring up at them while fingering the head of their cocks with her long, slender fingers.
Looking from one cock to the other cock, she stared at both men's dicks while watching them grow bigger and stiffer in her horny hands. Looking from one cock to the other, she looked over at her husband. She held their cocks up in her hands and lifted them as if to show her Mitch their stiff pricks. As if giving her the go ahead, Mitch nodded his head of approval.
Then, while staring up at them with her big, blue eyes, first she leaned forward to take Peter in her mouth and then ejecting his cock with her skilled tongue, she took Lars' thick prick in her mouth. Then, as she did with Peter's cock, she did with Lar's cock. She looked over at Mitch with a mouthful of cock in her mouth and smiled sexily and seductively. Stroking each man while sucking each man, she gave each man a turn with her experienced mouth.
Stroking Peter while sucking Lars and while still staring up at the both of them, she took turns sucking one before sucking the other. Men she just met and men she didn't even know, after giving them brief hand jobs, Liz gave them each deep throat blowjobs. Not shy sexually, now reaching the big leagues, Liz was blowing the producer of a porn production company and the director of porn films. Perhaps something they may have experienced hundreds of times before with hundreds of other porn stars, they both seemed star struck with Liz's cock sucking skills.
Not wanting either of them to cum in her mouth just yet, she helped them undress. With her favorite sexual thing to do is to have sex with two men, she loved double penetration, sucking one man while fucking the other. Moving in position, she put her ass in the air for Lars to move behind her and take her doggie style. She sucked Peter while Lars fucked her pussy from behind. Then, when she felt that Peter was about to cum in her mouth, she switched off and sucked Lars while Peter fucked her pussy from behind.
This time, when she felt Lars was ready to cum, she sucked him harder and stroked him faster and allowed him to cum in her mouth. He put a gentle hand to the back of her pretty head and in a warm, oozy gush, he exploded a large load of cum in her mouth that splashed against the back of her throat. Not missing a beat and/or wasting any time, she turned to Peter and sucked his cock as if she was a ten thousand dollar call girl. It only took Peter a minute or two to explode his cum in her mouth. A good thing they were filming this, perhaps later they could use the footage somewhere in one of their films. Should they need it, Liz's audition would make for a good movie, The Audition of the Porn Star.
"You're hired," said Peter giving her a big, toothy smile while getting dressed.
With her purposely dressed to make her look younger, Peter looked at her as if he was a virginal girl having sex for the very first time. Actually, with Liz the best at what she does, a man hasn't had sex until they've had sex with Liz.
"Thank you," said Liz licking cum from her lips with her tongue.
Sexually satisfied and temporarily sexually sated, she looked at both men and smiled warmly.
"I'm going to make you a star," said Lars with enthusiasm that he hasn't shown before now.
Lars looked at Liz as if he was hypnotized, mesmerized, while still in the state of sexual afterglow.
"I can't wait," said Liz.
To be continued...
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While spanking the monkey, there's nothing like a long, hot shower, literally and figuratively...with Mom.
As soon as Donna opened her son's bathroom door, feeling the cold air rushing in his warm bathroom, Robert knew there was someone in the bathroom with him. Suspecting it was his mother, who else would it be, instantly he was sexually aroused. Maybe she needed to get something from his medicine chest, a bandage or a pain pill. Why ever she was there, with her in his bathroom while he was naked, he was tempted to open the shower door to flash her his cock. He was tempted to emerge from the shower naked and dry himself with a tiny face cloth while she watched.
"Honey, if you used a bigger towel, you wouldn't be continually flashing me your cock," he imagined her saying.
Being that the only other person living there with him was his mother, he knew his mother was in his bathroom while he was taking a shower. Maybe she wanted to talk to him. Maybe she had something important to say. Maybe she was leaving to go out and what she had to tell him was something that couldn't wait. Maybe she needed something that was in his bathroom.
Were it not for all the steam that covered his glass, shower door, she'd see him naked. Giving him more to masturbate over besides seeing her tits on her 40th birthday video, he'd love for his mother to see him naked. Only, why was she in the bathroom while he was showering? She never enters his bathroom when he's in here. She never invades his privacy in such a brazenly bizarre way.
"Mom? What are you doing? I'm taking a shower," he said.
When he saw his mother standing there standing outside his shower door, unable to stop himself from doing so, instead of stroking his cock for her, he had an involuntary reaction to cover his nakedness from her, so he did. Even though she couldn't clearly see him as he couldn't clearly see her either, involuntarily, he still lowered his hands to cover his penis, testicles, and pubic hair from her detection nonetheless. In direct opposition to what he really wanted to do, instead of protecting his modesty, being that she was standing there in his bathroom, he immorally, immodestly, incestuously, and shamelessly wanted to flash her his cock. He so wanted to expose his prick to his mother again in the way he had just done before when she caught him masturbating and when his cock poked out of his pajama pee hole when he rushed down the stairs to help her with her suitcase.
Confused, ashamed, and embarrassed, no doubt the same emotions his mother felt when she caught him watching her nude video, he didn't know why she burst in his bathroom while he was showering but she did. Just standing there staring, she was watching him taking a shower in the way he imagined barging in her bathroom to watch her take a shower. Where his favorite movie, "Spanking the Monkey" left off, a son helping his mother shower after she broke her leg, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to help him shower while massaging his third leg. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to strip off her clothes and climb in his shower with him. Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, something like that would never happen.
Yet, even though he recently discovered that his mother is a slut, she's not an incestuous whore. She'd never solicit him for sex in the way that he'd love to initiate having sex with her. She's his beloved mother, albeit a mother that he'd love to fuck. Obviously, for her to rant over him masturbating while he watched her naked video, she doesn't sexually want him in the way that he sexually wants her. Nonetheless, with her standing there for a period of time watching him stroke himself before he noticed she was standing there, she was staring at his cock and she stayed to watch him cum.
Tits, ass, and pussy for cock, ass, and balls, now that she's standing in his bathroom while he's showering, he wondered if it was acceptable for him to stand in her bathroom while she was showering. He always wanted to barge in on his mother when she was dressing, undressing, and/or showering. Only under what pretense would he give as the reason why he was in her bathroom while she showered? He could always say that he had something really important to tell her, something that couldn't wait until she was dressed. He could say that he had a splinter and needed to borrow her tweezers.
A sexual fantasy he had over again while masturbating and wished would come true, he imagined watching his mother washing herself through her glass, shower door. Not ruffled by his brazen attempt to see her naked, he imagined his mother stepping out of the shower naked and asking him to hand her a towel. He imagined handing her a facecloth. He imagined her drying her naked body in front of him with that tiny, revealing facecloth while they made small talk. In the way that she now parades around him in her panty and bra, he imagined her walking around him while topless and/or naked.
The next progression, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to walk around him naked in the way that he'd love to walk around her naked. Only and again, with her not being the incestuous whore that he wished she was, something like that would never happen. Lucky that she walks around him in her panty and bra, something she never did before. It wasn't until he graduated college to live with her that she walked around him in her underwear. Yet, she'd never walk around him topless and/or naked. For sure and without a doubt, if she walked around him topless and/or naked, the next logical progression in their incestuous relationship would be to have sex.
Yet, the unanswered question remains, why was she in his bathroom while he was showering? Knowing his mother as well as he does, giving him a taste of his own medicine, in the way that he had invaded her privacy by snooping through her panty drawer and taking her video, obviously she's now invading his privacy too. Only backfiring on her, he doesn't care if she sees him naked in the way that she's obviously embarrassed for him to see her topless and/or naked. In the way she's morally modest, he's immorally immodest. He'd love nothing more than to flash her his cock again and again.
With her already in a mood after she discovered her boyfriend is married with kids, obviously, this is just her being pissed. With her already in a mood that her Nude Day cruise was ruined, no doubt, this is just her being bitchy. With her already in a mood after discovering that her boyfriend just wanted to use her to sexually satisfy his friends again, sadly yet understandably and regrettably, she probably now hates all men. With her already in a mood after catching him watching her 40th birthday, naked pool party video while masturbating, she's probably not too crazy about him either.
A son who'd masturbate over his topless mother is perversely perverted and despicably deranged. Obviously and psychologically there's something wrong with a son who'd want to have sex with his mother. Unable to help himself from ogling her nearly naked body, with her walking around him in her barely there bikini, her bra and panties, and/or her sexy, low cut, short nightgown, he can't help himself from staring, leering, and ogling while lusting sexually over his mother. He can't help himself from masturbating over the incestuous thoughts of seeing his mother naked and having his sexual way with her.
In the way she never allows anything to slide by him without her disapproving comment, no doubt, she's probably in his bathroom to scold him with more crap about him invading her privacy. Confident in her demeanor and boldly opinionate, a woman of substance, his mother is a strong and intelligent woman, the kind of women that he hopes to marry one day. By invading his privacy in the way he did to her, she probably thinks she's teaching him a lesson for going through her underwear drawer in the way that he did for him to find her naked video. Yet, worth whatever punishment she dishes out to him, short of her throwing him out of her house, he saw her tits.
He saw her topless. He saw the sexy shape of his mother's beautiful C cup breasts. A sight to behold and a sight he'll never forget, he saw his mother's areolas and nipples. An image she can never remove from his horny, incestuous mind and a sight he's been longing to see, he saw his mother topless. He'll be masturbating over that video for the rest of his life. Only, now on a mission, his task is to find that video again and watch it all the way through. For the time being, if he does nothing else with his life, his life's mission is to see his mother naked.
Now that he knows his mother is naked on the video, maybe her girlfriends are topless and/or naked too. Maybe she or two of her girlfriends had sex with one another. Maybe his mother is a closet lesbian. Maybe she's bi-sexual. Maybe she enjoys licking pussy as much as she enjoys sucking cock.
'Wow!' He'd love to see his mother with another woman as much as he'd love to watch her having sex with a man. 'Wouldn't that be something to watch?'
Maybe there were naked men at her naked, birthday, pool party. Maybe she or some of her girlfriends had sex with them. In the way of Pamela Anderson, Paris Hilton, and Kim Kardashian's sex tapes, maybe his mother's birthday video is nothing more than a sex DVD. He'd love to watch his mother sucking and fucking a multitude of men while imagining her sucking and fucking him too.
'Wow!'
Maybe she's jealously, sexually excited that he saw her naked and now she wants to see him naked too. With her obviously embarrassed that she thinks he had already seen her naked body, even though he had only seen her topless, she probably thinks that she'll embarrass him by seeing him naked too. No doubt with her thinking that he had seen her naked, she's probably humiliated and pissed that he watched her naked video while masturbating over her naked video. Only, instead of embarrassing him by coming in his bathroom while he's showering, she's sexually exciting him. If anything, she's empowering him. Now, he won't think twice about walking in her bathroom while she'd showering or barging in her bedroom while she's dressing or undressing.
Just by the thought of his mother seeing him naked and seeing his cock, he already has an erection. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to see his erect cock again. He'd love nothing better than for his mother to take a shower with him. He'd love nothing more for his mother to stroke his erect prick before sucking his erect prick and before fucking his erect prick. An unbelievable prelude to Nude Day, he can't wait to masturbate over all that's happened today.
With her naked in the part of the video that he hadn't yet seen, he only wished she had given him time to watch the rest of it. Obviously, she was probably totally grossed out that he masturbated himself over her perceived naked body in that video while seated in her precious, red leather recliner. What kind of sick son masturbates over his topless mother? Taking incest to the nth degree, when she's his mother and he's her son, how dare he masturbate in her chair over watching her naked, pool party video? What's wrong with him for him to do that?
Taking incest to the nth degree, when he's her son and she's his mother, how dare she barge in his bathroom while he's taking a shower? What's wrong with her for her to do that? Now that the incestuous ice is broken, he couldn't wait to barge in her bathroom while she was taking her shower. He couldn't wait to barge in her bedroom while she was dressing or undressing. He couldn't wait to see her topless and/or naked.
With her now standing in his bathroom while he's showering, hoping that she wants to see more, perhaps she enjoyed the masturbation show that he gave her. He liked thinking that it sexually excited her to watch him stroke his cock. He liked thinking that it sexually aroused her to watching him cum. Perhaps, his mother is just as horny as he is. Perhaps his mother sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her. If she's not horny and if she doesn't sexually want him, and if she doesn't want to see any more of his naked body, then why is she here now in the bathroom with him while he's showering?
Baffled by her bizarre behavior, he watched her through his fogged up shower door standing there and staring at him. He watched her stare down at his hand covering his cock and testicles before she stared back up at him. A look he had never seen on her face before and a look that he routinely has on his face when staring at her, she had a sexy look on his face. It was then that he wondered if she was thinking what he was thinking and what he was thinking was having sex with her.
Instead of standing there in her low cut top and skintight jeans, the clothes she returned home wearing, she was standing there in her low cut bra and sheer, sexy, bikini panty. With him accustomed to seeing his mother in her panty and bra, he didn't think of anything in seeing her in her underwear. His only thought was why was she in his bathroom in her underwear now? Unable to even imagine her reasons for doing anything she does, he had no idea. He only wished she'd strip off her underwear and join him in the shower.
With her never entering his bathroom before when he was showering, he didn't know why she was there now. With him always imagining her entering his bathroom while he was showering, he was happy that she was standing there now. Even though she couldn't see him very well and he could barely see her through all of the steam, as if he was imagining her, it still sexually excited him to see her standing there. He wondered what she wanted. He wondered why she was standing there staring at him in the way that he envisioned himself staring at her should he ever find himself standing in her bathroom while she was showering.
With him always imagining entering her bathroom while she was showering, he didn't dare invade her privacy in the way that she invaded his privacy now. Only, now with her standing there staring at him and watching him, maybe this is his green light to do the same to her too. With her lathering her naked body with soap, he imagined watching her washing her tits, her pussy, and her ass. He'd love nothing more than to watch his mother taking her shower. He'd love nothing more than to take a naked shower with his naked mother. Pushing her up against her cold, slate wall, he'd love nothing more than to have sex with her in her newly remodeled shower.
"Mom?" Then, when she opened his shower door, stepped in the shower with him, and closed the shower door behind her, he couldn't believe his eyes. "What are you doing?"
Suddenly he felt like Norman Bates from the Bates Motel or like Ray Aibelli from Spanking the Monkey. Suddenly he felt like Jimmy West in Little Boy Blue or Bubby in Bad Boy Bubby. As if she stood beneath a waterfall in some remote tropical island, in a minute her bra and panty were totally transparent. As if she was standing there naked, clearly, he could see her nipples and her trimmed patch of blonde pubic hair. In a minute, she was all wet, sopping wet. She was so wet. As if standing there naked, he could see every perfect line, fold, and crease of her beautiful body.
"Being that you've been so very horny lately," she said staring down at his hand that covered his cock while running a slow tongue across her lips. "Obviously you were horny enough to invade my privacy by snooping through my lingerie drawer. Obviously you were horny enough to masturbate while watching my naked, pool party video."
He looked down at where she was looking in embarrassment.
"I'm sorry, Mom," he said yet again.
Unable to look at his mother, he kept his head down in shame.
"Sorry? You're not sorry," she said as if she was scolding her dog or her prepubescent child.
Truth be told, he wasn't sorry. Instead of apologizing to her yet again, he had the urge to strip off her bra and panty, push her up against his shower wall, and fuck her, really fuck her.
"You're right Mom. I'm not sorry that I saw your birthday video. If anything, as you already know, I was sexually excited and sexually aroused enough to masturbate over you. If I'm sorry about anything, I'm sorry you caught me watching your video while masturbating over you," he said. "If I'm sorry about anything, I'm sorry that I wasn't able to watch your video over and again."
She gave him an understanding smile.
"Obviously, never crossing your mind, you were horny enough that you didn't care that I'm your mother and you're my son. Apparently it doesn't make a difference to you that what we're doing now with me standing in your shower with you naked and me practically naked is incestuous behavior and something that a mother should never do with her son," she said.
Even though she deemed this as incestuous, instead of feeling that he was doing something wrong, he felt that he was doing something normal, natural, and right.
"If anything, it feels right and not bad," he said justifying why he wasn't feeling guilty of not only wanting to see his mother naked but also in wanted to have sex with her.
Instead of disagreeing with him or arguing with him, she gave him an understanding nod.
"Not wanting to make an issue of you invading my privacy in too much of a negative way, I realize that it's your hormones driving your perverse actions. Instead of continuing to berate you and make you feel bad about yourself, I thought I'd give you a sexy treat for Nude Day," she said with a sexy smile instead of an angry look.
'Huh? What? A sexy treat?'
What just happened that changed her from an angry bitch back to his sexy MILF of a mother? He had no idea. Yet, whatever happened to transform his mother back to the way she was before she caught him watching and masturbating over her DVD, he was happy. He was glad that he hadn't ruined their close relationship by going through her lingerie, watching her video, and masturbating over the sight of her big tits.
He liked her better this way with her standing in his shower while in her see-through panty and bra and with him standing there naked next to her. Tempted to do so and not sure why he wasn't, he felt so much closer to her that he wanted to hug her and kiss her. He imagined pushing her up his shower wall, stripping off her underwear, and having sex with her right here and right now.
Yet, amazed that she was standing there in her underwear while getting all wet, he couldn't even guess what she wanted. Of course the obvious reason would be that she wanted sex but, in the way that Norman Bates could never tell with his mother, he could never tell with his mother. Hoping beyond hope, but knowing better even with her standing in the shower with him, he hoped that she was going to shower with him.
Rub-a-dub-dub having some sexy fun with Mom in the tub, he'd love nothing better than to soap up his mother after she lathered his naked body too. In the way she's always done whenever he was nervous or upset, she smiled her reassurance. With his cock very dirty, very dirty indeed, he hoped that she thoroughly washed his prick with her hand before washing it clean with her mouth.
"After seeing all of those videos that you saved as favorites on my computer, I know you enjoy watching Japanese mothers bathing their sons," she said giving him a sexy smile before bowing to him. "I'm here to bathe you," she said with a sexy laugh.
'Shit. She's here to bathe me? He couldn't believe his ears.'
Suddenly embarrassed and feeling as much of a pervert as he truly is, he forgot he had saved a bunch of porn to her computer as his favorites. Usually, he saves nothing to her favorites and erases his cookies but with her gone for the weekend, he didn't think he'd have to do that until Sunday night. With her gone for the weekend, he'd thought he'd be alone with his bad self while masturbating over her DVD. Yet, now standing in the shower naked with his nearly naked mother, this is much better.



She grabbed a facecloth and filled it with soapy water. Then, as if she was washing her car in a thin cotton dress without wearing underwear in Cool Hand Luke with George Kennedy and Paul Newman watching, she held the facecloth in front of her chest and squeezed. As if the sudsy soap was cum flowing down her shapely, sexy body, he stared at his mother in the way those chain gang prisoners stared at that woman sexually teasing them while washing her car in her skimpy dress while wearing nothing underneath.
"Oh, my God," he said while imaging that soapy water was his cum.
As if he was having a sexual fantasy while awake, he couldn't believe his mother was sexually teasing him.
"Oops," she said rubbing soapy water all over her bra and panties in the way that the sexy woman washed her car with soapy water in Cool Hand Luke. "Being that you've already seen me naked on my video, what does it matter if you see me in my soaking wet bra and panty now," she said rubbing her underwear clad body up against him.
With her standing behind him and with her hands on his shoulders, she pressed her underwear clad body against him. Perhaps it was just his imagination but he thought he could feel her nipples through her thin, wet bra rubbing up against his back. He turned to face her with his hands still covering his cock and looked down at all that she was showing and all that he was seeing. Her bra, totally transparent was sopping wet, as well as her panties. As if she was standing there naked without underwear, he could clearly see his mother's big tits, her areolas, her nipples, and her trimmed blonde pussy.
'Oh, my God.'
His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't wait to masturbate later over all of this. With all what he's seeing of his mother's beautiful body now, he'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of his life.
"Just because I'm standing here in my sopping wet and now totally see through bra and panty with you naked doesn't mean that I want to have sex with you. Just because I'm standing here in my sopping wet and now totally see through bra and panty with you naked doesn't mean that I'll allow you to have sex with me," she said as if scolding him again for staring at her.
She looked down at herself as if to see what he could see of her before looking up at him and giving him a sexy smile. Obviously pleased with all that she saw of herself, she knew that he could see a lot.
"I, um, wasn't thinking about having sex with you, mother," he said lying.
Not believing him, she rolled her eyes and sighed her disbelief.
"Being that you've watched my video and have already seen me naked and I've already seen your erect penis while watching you masturbating and cumming, perhaps we can make a new cohabitation arrangement where nudity is no longer a big deal," she said.
'What? Huh?'
A new cohabitation arrangement where nudity is no longer a big deal? Be still my heart. Definitely, with her being his modest and moral mother, from her walking around him fully clothe in her bathrobe, to her walking around him in her bra and panty, and now with her agreeing to walk around him naked, obviously nudity is the next progression. Perhaps, next, they'll be having sex. Actually what she proposed made sense.
"Naked?"
He looked at her as if he was dreaming her and she really wasn't there in his shower with him but she surely was there with him.
"Why not?" She shrugged as if nudity was suddenly no big deal. "Removing the mystery surrounding sex and the stigma of seeing one another naked, perhaps with you always seeing me naked and me always seeing you naked, as if we're living as nudists, you'll no longer feel the need to invade my privacy."
"I'd like that," he said imagining parading around his mother naked while she paraded around him naked too.
Now that she was standing there in her sopping wet underwear, wishing she'd remove it, he couldn't wait to see her naked.
"Being that you've already seen me naked on my video, what does it matter if you see me naked again now? With you already knowing what I look like without my clothes and with me already knowing what you look like without your clothes," she said looking down and staring at his cock. "The mystery, the shame, and the embarrassment is gone."
Naked? She's naked in her video? Only, he didn't see her naked. He couldn't believe he had a naked video of his mother and he didn't see anything of her past seeing her tits. With her standing in the shower with him in her soaking wet, see through underwear, for thirty seconds, he forgot that she said she was naked in her video. Somehow and someway, wherever she hides it, he needs to find that video. He needs to watch all of it over and again while masturbating. Somehow, he needs to make a copy of it.
With her coming home unexpectedly, he didn't have a chance to watch her naked video in its entirety. He only saw the part where she was topless. He never got beyond seeing her tits before shooting his load and before his mother came home to catch him masturbating while watching her video. Yet, not wanting to ruin a good thing by telling her that he didn't see her naked, he pretended that he had seen her naked. He pretended that he had watched her video in its entirety.
Then, as if it wasn't enough that she was standing in his shower in her underwear, as if she was a stripper on stage teasing her all male audience, she reached around herself to unhook her bra. He couldn't believe his mother was removing her bra. Twice in one day, he couldn't believe he was going to see her tits again. Only, this time, with her standing next to him in his shower, he'll be seeing her tits up close and personal instead of merely on a television screen.
While watching him staring down at her bra clad breasts, she removed her bra straps before she removed her bra one, slow, bra cup at a time. She dropped her bra to the shower floor and put her arms by her side. Arching her back, she puffed out her chest as if she was proud to show him her tits. Indeed, he was proud of her tits too. She had beautiful breasts so symmetrical and so shapely.
'Fuck me,' he thought to himself holding his breath.
She was topless. His mother was topless. As if she was replaying her video in his shower, his mother was topless. Just a mere foot away from him, her naked tits, areolas, and nipples were right there in front of his horny eyes. He couldn't believe all that he was seeing of his mother.
"Oh, my God, Mom, you're so beautiful," he said staring at her naked tits.
Not only was his MILF of a mother topless but also she was standing in the shower with him naked while she was topless. What a day? This is such an unbelievable day, the best day in his life. He saw her tits, her oval areolas, and her erect nipples. As if he was dreaming, he couldn't believe his eyes. His mother was standing before him nearly naked and topless with just her panties covering her pussy and ass.
He so wanted to touch her tits, feel her tits, and fondle her tits while fingering her nipples. With the water running down his back, he so wanted to lean forward and take her nipples in her mouth to suck them. Yet, one slow step at a time, he didn't want to frighten his mother. He didn't want her leaving his shower. Afraid he'd make her realize what she was doing and what she had done, he control his sexual urge to feel his mother's tits.
Then, tucking a manicured fingernail in her panty band, she slowly slid her panties down and off. Naked, naked, naked, his mother was naked. He couldn't believe is mother was naked. Taking her all in and memorizing every fold of her beautiful body, as if in slow motion, he saw her tits and her trimmed blonde pussy. Then, when she turned and bent to pick up her bra and panty from the shower floor and opened the shower door to toss them unceremoniously in the bathroom sink, he saw his mother's perfect, naked ass.
'Oh, my God. She has such an incredible ass,' he thought.
He so wanted to hump her. He so wanted to fuck her. He so wanted to have sex with her right there in the shower. He so wanted to put a heavy hand to her shoulder, force her to her knees, and stick his stiff prick in her warm, wet mouth. He so wanted his mother to blow him. He so wanted to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow his cum,
"Now I can bathe you," she said.
'What? Huh? Bath me?'
He couldn't believe what he was hearing. As if he was dreaming or having another one of his sexual fantasies, not only he couldn't believe his mother was standing in the shower with him naked but also that she offered to bathe him. As if he was in a fog from the steam of the shower, his mother just offered to bath him. As if he was the star in a Japanese video, he couldn't believe his mother offered to bath him. Hoping she'd pay more attention to washing his dirty cock, he couldn't wait to feel his mother's soft hand on his hard prick. Maybe once she washed him, she'd allow him to wash her too.
"Bathe me? You want to bathe me?"
Suddenly he felt embarrassed enough to cower and cover his nakedness from his mother. Something he never understood when watching Japanese sons and sons-in-law being washed by their mothers and mothers-in-law, the men all cowered and covered themselves when their mothers and/or mothers-in-law entered the bathroom. Yet, here he was doing the same thing. In the way that those Japanese men do when being bathe by their mothers or mothers-in-law, he was now cowering and covering his nakedness with his hand while his mother was ready to bathe him.
"With us eventually walking around one another naked, perhaps you won't feel the need to masturbate as much as you do and I won't have to put a lock on my lingerie drawer," she said with a laugh.
Walking around naked? She suddenly thinks it's okay to walk around naked? She wants to walk around naked in front of him. She wants him to walk around naked in front of her. She wants to live like a nudist.
What's wrong with this picture? What's wrong with his mother? Is she drunk? Is she high? Is she crazy? Did she have a sudden blow to the head?
He didn't know what to say to her. He didn't know how to answer her. What could he possibly say other than to utter his sexual excitement of seeing his mother walking around him naked while he walked around his mother naked? Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to live his life with his mother naked.
"I'd like that," he said. "I'd like us to shed our clothes and be more open and honest not only about our bodies but also who we are."
What a crock of shit? Open and honest, his ass. He just wanted to see his mother's tits, ass, and pussy on a daily basis. He just wanted his mother to see his cock, ass, and balls on a daily basis. He was just hot and horny for his mother.
"Then, maybe one day, if the moment is right, with us both mature adults, I don't see anything wrong with us sexually pleasuring one another," she said giving him a sexy smile before giving him a wet kiss.
'Oh, my God! His mother just kissed him, French kissed him. Is she kidding me? Maybe one day, if the moment is right, with us a both mature adults, she doesn't see anything wrong with sexually pleasuring one another. Pinch me, I'm dreaming.'
This is not happening. If he had a dream, a sexual fantasy, this would be it. It's as if his mother read his mind to give him his sexual fantasy. With her standing beside him naked, telling him it's okay for them to be naked in front of one another, and giving him hope that one day they'll sexually pleasure one another, he couldn't believe what he was hearing. He couldn't believe his mother just French kissed him.
With her standing naked with him naked in the shower too, he wonder if the moment was right now. It certainly felt right to him. He's ready to give her sex. He's ready to continue French kissing her while feeling her naked body. He's ready to have sex with his MILF of a mother. He's ready to push her down to her knees for her to suck him before pushing her up against the tile wall to fuck her. He's ready. He's ready now.
She French kissed him again. He couldn't believe his mother was kissing him, French kissing him. Blowing his mind, his mother was French kissing him. His mother was making out with him. With her naked body plastered against his naked body, he felt his erection pushing up against her soft belly. Not wanting to ruin a good thing by being prematurely aggressive, even though he couldn't wait to feel and fondle her big breasts, finger her nipples, squeeze and feel her ass, and finger her pussy, he didn't dare touch her.
Now that he knows there's a possibility of them sexually pleasuring one another and of them having sex, he couldn't wait to touch her and feel her where a son should never touch and feel his mother. He couldn't wait to move between her shapely legs and lick her trimmed, blonde pussy. He couldn't wait to make sweet love to his mother before fucking his mother hard, really pounding her pussy. He couldn't wait for the day when she took him in her hand and stroked his cock before sucking his cock.
"I'd like that," he said again while unable to verbalize anything else. "I'd love nothing more than to have sex with you, Mother."
She looked down at him looking down at her.
"You may touch me," she said. "As long as it's consensual and not forced, I don't mind you feeling my breasts and fingering my nipples. I don't mind you rubbing my clit and fingering my pussy and I wouldn't mind you feeling and squeezing my ass." Then, moving his hand to the front of her, he rubbed her clit while fingering her pussy. In the way that he was so very hard, she was so very wet. "As long as you're gentle and respectful, I don't mind you taking sexual liberties with my naked body."
Immediately, his hand felt her naked breasts and fingered her nipples while his other hand felt and squeezed her naked ass. In the horny way that he groped her body, she groped his body too. She took his already erect prick in her hand and fondled the head of his cock with her manicured fingers before ever so slowly stroking his prick.
"Oh, my God, Mom. I can't believe this is happening," he said.
She looked at him as if there was something wrong with him for not thinking that her wanting to bathe him and perhaps even have sex with him was normal.
"What's not to believe? With us prematurely celebrating Nude Day, the day of nudity, what better way for a mother to celebrate Nude Day with her son by the both of us getting naked. What better way for a mother to show her son that she loves him by bathing him. Women routinely bathe their men in Japan, so why not continue that tradition here in our house? What better way for a mother and son to show one another how much they love one another by having sex?"
He was stunned. Not only was he in his shower naked with his naked mother but she Frenched kissed him. She gave him permission to touch and feel her naked body while French kissing her. She decided that they should walk naked in front of one another. Lastly and most importantly, she decided that it was okay for them to sexually pleasure one another.
"I can't wait for us to have sex mother," he said pulling her to him and kissing her while touching and feeling her naked body.
As if she was a running back giving a stiff arm to a defensive end, she stiff armed and pushed him back. Just as she changed before, she changed again. First changing from her bitchy self to a mother who enters her son's bathroom while he's showering and offers her son sex, now she returned to her bitch self again.
Was this all just a ruse? Was this just her way to get back at him for invading her privacy? Was she just teasing him? Is she having a breakdown? Is she having mental issues?
Yet, what did any of it matter? He saw his mother naked? He felt what it would feel like to kiss his mother, really kiss his mother, French kiss his mother. Moreover, he got to touch and feel his mother's naked body while French kissing her again and again. Last but not least, she felt his cock. She held his prick in her hand while fondling him.
"Only, I'm not ready to give you sex yet. I'd much rather we take it slow. I'd rather take my time in teaching you how to make love to me so that you'll know how to make love to other women. I'd much rather not rush this," she said.
Take it slow? He'll take it any way he can get it as long as he can have sex with his mother.
"Whatever you say, Mother," he said while feeling her tit and fingering her nipple.
As if he was a pesky fly, she brushed his hand away with her hand.
"It's enough that we've seen one another naked. It's enough that I allowed you to touch and feel me and I touched and felt you. Maybe later, if the moment is right, you can sleep with me. As long as you respect me and don't try to force yourself on me sexually, I don't mind you sharing my bed," she said giving him another deep, wet kiss.
Dizzy with sexual delight, he couldn't wait for maybe later. Maybe later was tonight or tomorrow night. Now that he's seen her naked and she's seen him naked, he couldn't wait to have sex with her. He couldn't wait for her to suck him. He couldn't wait to lick her pussy. He couldn't wait to fuck her cunt, his mother's cunt.
Finally, he was going to have sex with his mother. Finally, he was going to cum in her mouth and in her pussy. Finally, his mother was going to make him a man, a sexual man by not only teaching him how to make love to her but how to make love to women. Finally, maybe he'll get to give his mother a cum bath.
As if he doesn't know that already, he knows how to make love to a woman. Duh? He's had sex with women before. He knows what to do. Yet, playing along with her, if that's the game she wants to play, he's willing to play along with her too. If she wants to be his sexual teacher, then he's willing to be her sexual student.
"I'd like that," he said yet again while not knowing what else to say.
* * * * *
That night, Friday night, four days before Nude Day night, Donna walked in the living room dressed in only her sheer, low cut, short, sexy nightgown and wearing nothing underneath. Giving him a good look of her naked body beneath her nightgown, she said something that he never thought he'd ever hear his mother say.
"Being that tonight is the first night of our Nude Day celebratory weekend together, tonight is the night of love and passion," she said giving him a sexy look. "Would you like to sleep with me tonight? Would you like to share my bed?"
Even though she asked him twice, she didn't have to ask him twice. As if imagining something that she didn't say, he looked at her with excited shock. Thinking that he was going to have sex with his mother, he couldn't wait to get into bed with her.
"Yes," he said immediately without even thinking about it.
She gave him a stern look that quelled the sexually excited look that he had on his face.
"Now I don't mean that we're having sex," she said. "I apologize for getting your hopes along with your erection up," she said looking down at his cock that already tented his pajama bottoms. "We can just talk, cuddle, and spoon. Okay?"
A bit sexually frustrated but nonetheless with his foot in her bedroom door and his horny body in her bed, he was certain that something would happen during the night.
"Okay," he said with some obvious disappointment but happy enough just to be invited to sleep in the same bed with his mother.
As if teasing him and playing a game with him, she looked at him and smiled at his disappointment. Obviously, even though she said she wasn't ready to give him sex, he suspected she was ready to give him sex. In the way that he's ready to give her sex, he'll have a better chance to change her mind once he's in bed with her.
"Maybe if you're good, I'll give you some sexy pillow talk," she said.



She looked at him with love while he looked at her with lust.
"I'd like that," he said while hoping that she'd masturbate him while talking dirty to him.
He stared at all that she was showing through her nightgown. He'd love for his mother to give him dirty pillow talk while he returned the favor.
"We can cuddle and we can spoon but that's it. I mean it Robert. With this our first night together, I don't want to rush things. I don't want us getting bored with one another," she said as if she already has all of this planned out in her mind.
Doing his best to hide his sexual lust, he looked at her and smiled his affection while imagining her on her knees and looking up at him with her big, blue eyes with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth.
"Okay, Mother," he said as if he was Norman Bates after his mother, Norma Bates, invited him to sleep with her in her bed.
As if she was a school girl asking a boy out on a first day, she suddenly looked so shy and so demure. Only, there was nothing shy and demure about his mother. If anything, she was a sexy minx. If anything, hiding it under the pretense that she'd be teaching him how to be a sexual man and a good lover, it was obvious that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
"As if we're experiencing our own version of Masters and Johnson's sex course, I want us both to take this slow," she said giving him a sexy look. "Just as sex is always ruined with men only wanting me for only one thing while rushing through it, I need to teach you, my son, my special man in my life, how to make love to a woman while removing sex from the equation," she said.
"I'm willing to learn Mother," he said.
"That's good because if you're willing to learn and if you're willing to be patient with me and not ruin it by having sex right away, then I'm willing to teach you how to properly romance, seduce, and make love to a woman. I promise you, as your graduation gift from my love making course that I will give you the best sex you've ever had," she said.
So that's it. Because of how men have sexually used and abused her, she's determined to make a real man out of him. She's determined to teach him how to better treat a woman. That's okay as long as he can have sex with his mother. He doesn't mind playing the good man as long as he can sexually use and abuse his mother's MILF of a body.
"I'm willing to learn Mom," he said. "I'm willing to have you teach me how to make love to a woman."
He imagined his mother being his sexual education teacher and his lover. He imagined his mother giving him the best sex he's had in his life. He imagined cumming all over his mother's hand, on her tits, all over her face, in her mouth, and in her pussy. He imagined giving his mother orgasms with his fingers, his mouth, and with his cock. He couldn't wait to be in bed with his mother. He couldn't wait to hold her, cuddle with her, and spoon her while talking dirty to her. He couldn't wait to have sex with his mother.
"First things first," she said. "In the way that Alex, played by Malcolm McDowell in Clockwork Orange was made to watch disturbing videos of sex, violence, and debauchery, your punishment is to watch my naked video over and again."
'What? Huh?'
Punishment? She thinks that she's punishing him by allowing him to watch her naked video over and again? Well, that's one punishment he's looking forward to having.
"Okay," he said willing to agree with anything she had to say.
She walked up to him and kissed him, French kissed him, in the way she did when they were naked in the shower. Immediately, he wrapped his arm around her waist. Dropping his hand to her perfect ass, he felt his mother's backside while feeling her breast with his other hand.
"Stop," she said pushing him away. "Women don't want to be groped. Women don't want to be felt until they're ready. You have much to learn," she said.
No longer his mother, she gave him a look that made him realize that she was now his teacher and he was her student.
"Sorry Mother," he said.
She straightened her nightgown where he ruffled it with his horny hands before fluffing her hair. She was so sexy. She was so beautiful. He was so glad that she was his mother. He was so happy that she was going to teach him how to have sex with a woman by volunteering and using her body.
"After a while, you'll be desensitized to seeing my naked body. After a while, you'll learn that there is much more to me than just tits, ass, and pussy. After a while, you'll grow to love me as a woman and not just as your mother," she said.
After a while he'll grow to love her? He loves her now in the way that a man loves a woman and not how a son should love his mother. In addition to loving her as his mother, he's always loved her as a woman too. He'd marry her if he could. She morphed from his mother to his MILF of a woman as soon as he turned 18-years-old. Now that he's 22-years-old, he's been waiting four, long, sexually frustrating years to have sex with his mother.
To be continued...
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Mother and son masturbate together but in separate rooms.
Caught on hidden camera with a camera hidden in his bedroom, Mom watches her 19-year-old son wearing her panties while masturbating.
"Oh, my God," said Padjama, Raj's 44-year-old mother, a true MILF of an Indian woman that any son would love to fuck. "What's he doing?"
She continued watching her son from her laptop computer and from the comfort of her bed on live feed from the camera she had hidden in his bedroom. She's been watching him every day for nearly two years, since he turned 18-years-old. Kidding herself into being a concerned parent was her justification to hide a camera in his room. What started out with her curious to know if he's taking drugs has turned into her masturbating with him whenever he's masturbating.
"He's getting undressed. He's stripping off his clothes. He's getting naked, but why is he getting naked in the middle of the day?"
Having watched him strip naked many times before, she knew why he was getting naked in the middle of the day. A sexy game she played with herself, she just liked asking the question as part of her getting sexually aroused. After watching him on hidden video for nearly two years, acting surprised, as if seeing him undressing for the first time made her more sexually aroused.
She watched him remove his sneakers, his socks, his shirt, his pants, and his underwear. Her favorite part, she loved watching him remove his underwear. She loved watching him remove his tee shirt. She loved the sexy sight of him in just his underpants. She loved seeing the semi-erect impression his cock made in his cotton briefs before he removed those too to expose his beautiful cock to her.
She put a hand to her breast through her nightgown and felt and fondled her big tits while watching her son walk around his room naked. As if her son was fingering her nipples, she mindlessly fingered her right nipple with her left hand through her nightgown while staring at her son's cock. As soon as her right nipple erected itself, she fingered her left nipple through her nightgown with her right hand while continuing to watch her son strip naked.
She sometimes found it difficult to believe that she gave birth to someone who looks like him. He's so handsome. He's so sexy. Hoping that it will happen soon, she can't wait for the day when they have sex. Her sexual fantasy she prays will come true, she can't wait for the day when she masturbates her son, sucks her son, and fucks her son.
"I can't help myself from watching and staring but I love seeing my son naked. I love seeing his beautiful body. I love seeing his hard prick. He has a better cock than his father. Turn to face the camera so that Mommy can see your big prick, Raj. Show Mommy your cock. Mommy wants to see your cock while she masturbates herself."
If her friends and neighbors knew that she had hidden a camera in her son's bedroom, she'd be so embarrassed. If her husband knew she's been spying on her son in this incestuous way, she wouldn't know what to say. Not a stupid man, she could never convince him that her watching Raj wasn't sexual. She could always say that it started when she wanted and needed to know if he was on drugs but he'd more believe that she's been watching him dress, undress, and masturbate himself for her own sexual pleasure.
If her friends and neighbors knew that she masturbates over her son's naked body, she'd be an outcast in her neighborhood. If only her friends and neighbors knew that she wanted to have sex with her son, fearing her wanting to have sex with their sons too, no one would have anything to do with her. Unable to help herself from watching him, she felt as if she was a perverted father watching his innocent, albeit sexy daughter undress and masturbate herself. Yet, instead of a perverted father, she was an incestuous mother watching her innocent, albeit sexy son undress and masturbate himself.
Rajesh's mother watched her son strip off his clothes while she continued fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples. Unusual for a mother to spy on her son with a camera hidden in his room while masturbating herself, typically, it was usually the other way around with a son spying on his mother or a father spying on his daughter while masturbating themselves. Truth be told, she only wished her son had the brazen audacity to spy on her. She had goosebumps just thinking about him watching her dressing, undressing, and masturbating. If ever he did hide a camera in her room and spy on her, being that she's familiar with hidden cameras and all the spots to hide them, no doubt, she'd be able to find wherever he hid a camera.
Yet, playing for the camera, instead of confronting him for violating her privacy, she'd give him a sexy show of her underwear clad and naked body. While aware that he was watching her, never looking at the camera to tip him off, she'd give him a slow, sexy striptease. In the way she masturbates over him, she imagined him masturbating over her.
Slowly stripping off all her clothes, she'd allow him to see her in her bra and panty. She imagined parading around her room while modeling her body in just her bra and panty for her son. Then, slowly removing her bra, one slow bra strap and one slow bra cup at a time, she'd show her son her naked tits.
Wishing she was a fly on his bedroom wall when he was watching her remove her bra, she'd love to show her son her tits. Only with her already having a hidden camera in his room, she could watch his reaction to seeing her in her bra and panty and topless on her laptop screen. Then, once topless, continuing to sexually tease him, while leaning, bending, and stretching in front of the camera, she'd slowly remove her panties.
Turning in every which direction, she'd give him a good show of her naked body. She'd show him all that he's been wanting to see. She'd give him a good show of her big, firm tits, her round, tight ass, and her black, bushy pussy. She'd show him all that she's been watching and seeing of him.
Then, once naked, she'd get her vibrator and her dildo out from her nightstand drawer. Sexually teasing him, she'd move her vibrator to her nipples and her dildo to her lips. While sitting on her bed and within camera frame, she'd suck her dildo in the way that she'd suck her son's cock. She pleasure her nipples with her vibrator while sucking on her dildo. Then, she'd climb on her bed, spread her knees wide, and give him a masturbation show that he'll always remember and will never forget.
Wishing he had a hidden camera in her room now, she'd allow him to see her giving herself an orgasm. Wishing he was watching her masturbating herself now in the way that she watches him masturbating himself, she'd allow him to watch her cum. While watching her, she hoped he'd summon the courage to join her in her room. While watching her, she hoped that he'd offer her a helping finger, a helping hand, and/or a helping cock. Wishing she could drive him sexually mad in the way that he drives her sexually crazy, she'd mouth his name while cumming.
"Oh, Raj, fuck me. Fuck Mommy. Stick your big, hard cock in my willing mouth before sticking your big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy."
Returning the favor of seeing her son naked and seeing his cock, giving him more than subtle, seduction signs that she wants to have sex with him, she's been hanging around the house in her sexy nightgowns longer than she should before getting dressed lately. With her an exhibitionist, she hoped he was a voyeur. What man isn't a voyeur? What horny son doesn't want to see bits and pieces of his mother's body? What son doesn't want to see his mother topless and/or naked? What son doesn't want to have sex with his mother?
Sexually teasing him unmercifully in the way that he doesn't even know that he sexually teases her, she's been exchanging flashes of her tits, her panty clad pussy, her panty clad ass, or her naked pussy and naked ass for seeing his cock, balls, and ass. Only, with him unaware that she has a camera hidden in his room, he's unaware that he's a contestant in her sexy, game of incest. While wishing he'd make a sexual move on her, she's been sexually teasing her son while hoping to entice him to make a sexual move on her. If only he'd make the first sexually forbidden move, she'd make all of the other sexually forbidden moves. Shocking and disgraceful, a father flashing his daughter his cock is one thing but a mother flashing her son her tits, ass, and pussy is something else.
Knowing that he's looking when she's showing, her exhibitionism of her hidden assets and his voyeurism of her nearly naked body titillates her as much as it seemingly titillates her son. Teasing him while flashing him up nightgown peeks of her panties or pussy and down nightgown looks of the tops of her meaty breasts and her long line of cleavage, she's been so horny when around him lately. Sometimes, if she has no plans to go out, sashaying around the house leaning, bending, stooping, and stretching, while giving her son a longer show of her nearly naked body, she'll wear her sexy, see-through nightgowns all day.
"Only why is he getting naked? It's the middle of the day," she said watching him retrieve a pair of her panties hidden under his pillow.
A game she needed to play to get her sexually aroused and sexually in the mood to masturbate herself to Raj masturbating himself, she needed to ask the questions while pretending that she didn't know the answers.
"Oh, he's getting naked to put on my panties. He's wearing my panties again. I like it when he wears my sheer panties. I like seeing how his erect cock stretches the front of my silk panties," she said talking to herself. "Then, when I wear my panties, I imagine his stiff prick is inside of my panties with me. I imagined his naked cock rubbing up against my naked pussy."
She watched him get comfortable on his bed. He was naked and she was ready. As if he was a woman fingering her pussy through her panties, she watched him finger his cock through her panties. Something she never thought he'd do, she couldn't believe her son was wearing her panties. As if he knew she was watching him and as if he was deliberately teasing her, she couldn't believe her son fingered his stiff prick before masturbating himself while wearing her panties.
Maybe he just likes how his cock feels encased in her silk panties. Obviously, his sexual fetish is her panties or maybe he's a cross dresser. In the way that Bruce Jenner has recently emerged from the closet to come out in the light, she thought about a woman trapped in a man's body. It would be sad if her only son, her only child, wanted to be a woman instead of a man.
Only then, she imagined all the fun she could have helping him to get dressed as a woman. She imagined staying with him in his room while he dressed and undressed. She imagined touching him and feeling him everywhere a mother should never touch and feel her son. She imagined having sex with her son while he was dressed as a woman. She's certainly not lesbian but there's something sexually hot about having sex with a man dressed as a woman, especially when that woman is her son.
Obviously, for him to masturbate himself while wearing her panties, he's turned on enough by her panties to cum. Perhaps with her sexually teasing him and giving him up nightgown flashes of her panties, wearing her panties is the closest he thinks he could ever be to her pussy. If only he'd make the first sexual move, she'd make all of the other sexual moves. If only he'd make the first sexual move, she'd give him every sexual thing he could possibly want. Obviously, now that she's watched him masturbating while wearing her panties, he sexually wants her as much as she sexually wants him.
"He must be horny. He must be pretending he's feeling my panties with me in them. He must need to masturbate again. This is the third time today he's masturbated," she said out loud for no one to hear. "He must masturbate twenty times a week."
She watched him finger and fondle his erect prick through her panties. She wondered if he was thinking of her wearing her panties while touching himself. She wondered if he was thinking of her naked. She wondered if he was imagining having sex with her naked body. She wished she knew what he was thinking while he stroked himself. It took all the self-control she had not to barge in his room while he was masturbating while wearing her panties.
"That's right Raj, fondle your cock through my panties while pretending your hand is my hand. Make your prick big and hard so that I may pretend your cock is in my hand, in my mouth, in my pussy, and in my ass," she said. "Now take it out and stroke yourself, my son. Oh, yeah, just like that baby," she said while watching him fondling his erection through her panties. "Stroke your big, hard prick Raj. Stroke it for Mommy."
Just as she uttered the words for him to take out his cock and stroke himself, Raj pulled out his engorged prick from inside of her panties and started playing with himself. As if watching a male stripper masturbating himself onstage, Padjama watched her son masturbate himself. Mesmerized by the mere sight of his big prick, as if he was a snake charmer and she was his captive audience, she couldn't remove her eyes from his swollen dick. Daring herself to do so, she wished she had the nerve to walk in his room right now, wrap her hand around her son's cock, and stroke him.
She'd love nothing more than to masturbate her son. She'd love nothing more to watch her son cum. She loved nothing more than for her son to cum all over her hand and all over her tits. She'd love nothing more to suck her son. She'd love nothing more for her son to cum in her mouth, and if he did cum in her mouth, she'd swallow.
Wondering what his cock would feel like in her hand with her fingers wrapped around it, she wished she was the one masturbating him. She wished it was her hand touching him and feeling him while slowly stroking him. She wished it was his hand feeling her tits and his fingers fingering her nipples instead of her hand touching herself where she wished her son would touch her. She wished it was her son kissing her, French kissing her, while his fingers rubbed her clit and fingered her pussy instead of her fingers masturbating herself. So sexually frustrated, the only sexual satisfaction she's received lately is watching her son masturbate himself while she masturbates herself too.
Seemingly masturbating together but in separate bedrooms, and without him knowing or even suspecting that she's masturbating with him and over him, if only he knew she was in the room next door masturbating herself while he masturbated himself, she wondered what he'd say. In the way that she'd love to offer him a helping hand, she wondered if he'd offer her a helping hand or a helping finger while she's masturbating herself. Wishing her son was in her bedroom with her now, she lifted her nightgown, spread her legs wide and started playing with her pussy while watching her son playing with his cock.
She wondered what kind of example she was setting. If Raj knew she had hidden a camera in his bedroom and was watching him dress, undress, and masturbate himself, she'd be so embarrassed. Yet, at the same time, with it all out in the open, she'd be so sexually excited. Maybe with him knowing his mother is just as incestuously perverted as he is would be what they needed to break the ice. She thought of a slogan for her campaign of seduction. The family that masturbates together has sex together.
She'd love to expose her pussy to him. With her eyes closed and her fingers deep inside of her, she'd love for him to catch her masturbating herself. Pretending she didn't know he was in her bedroom with her watching her touching herself, she'd give him such a sexy masturbation show. She'd love him to see her cum. She'd love him to watch her give herself an orgasm. She'd love for him to hear her scream his name.
"Oh, Raj! Oh Raj, fuck Mommy. Give Mommy your cock. Stick your prick inside of me," she imagined saying to her son.
Instead continuing to watch him masturbating herself, as if she was his personal, sexual cheerleader, she cheered him on to cum.
"Stroke your cock, baby. Stroke your prick harder. Stroke your penis faster. Stroke your dick for Mommy. Mommy wants to see you cum," she said transfixed while watching her son playing with himself.
While she watched her son masturbating, as if her fingers were her son's fingers, she slowly fingered her nipples with her left hand and fingered her pussy with her right hand. She remained silent while playing with herself and while staring at his nearly naked image of him on her laptop. Pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, it always sexually excited her to see her son naked. It never failed to make her want to masturbate herself whenever she watched her son masturbating himself.
"If I was there with you in your bedroom now, I'd masturbate you. I'd suck your prick before fucking you prick," she said feeling her tits through her nightgown before going up her nightgown to rub her clit and finger her pussy. "God, I wish I could stroke your cock. I wish I could suck your cock. I wish I could fuck your cock," she said fingering her pussy deeper while rubbing her clit faster.
Remaining silently horny and sexually excited, albeit terribly sexually frustrated, while watching Raj's image on her laptop screen, she continued watching her son masturbate himself while she masturbated herself. She was so desperate to touch his prick, feel his prick, stroke his prick, suck his prick, and fuck his prick. She only wished they could masturbate one another. How sexually albeit incestuously hot would that be for a mother to masturbate her son? How sexually albeit incestuously hot would that be for a son to masturbate his mother? How sexually exciting would that be to feel her hand wrapped around his cock while his fingers were buried inside of her pussy and his mouth was sucking her nipples?
"Then, after you give me an orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue, and after I make love to you, I'd fuck you," she said as if her son was there right now in her bedroom with her. "I'd really fuck you. I'd fuck you so hard and so fast. I wish you could pound my pussy hard enough for me to cum. Mommy needs to cum Raj. Mommy needs to cum."
Sliding the index finger of her right hand in and out of her pussy while rubbing her clit, she drew slow circles around her nipples with her left hand fingers while watching her son masturbate. She was getting so sexually excited watching her son masturbate himself. It took all the self-control she had not to barge in his bedroom and surprise him with an offer she hoped he wouldn't refuse. She'd love nothing more than to strip off her nightgown and give him a naked surprise of her voluptuous body.
"I'd blow you. I so want to suck you. I'm so horny that if I was with you now, I'd let you cum in my mouth and I'd swallow your cum," she said.
* * * * *
Something that men typically do, Padjama watched her son Rajesh on her laptop via a hidden camera in his bedroom. In the way her brothers and her father routinely spied on her while watching her dress, undress, and masturbate herself back in India, she's now doing the same inappropriate, incestuous behavior with her son. Her father and brothers spied on her before finally forcing her to have sex with them. If only her son knew his mother was watching him, she wondered what he'd say. She'd love to suck and fuck her son's cock in the way she sucked and fucked her father's and brother's pricks.
She wondered if her son would he be angry and feel violated that his mother watches him dress and undress? She wondered if he'd be angry that she knows he wears her panties. She wondered if he'd be angry that she watches him masturbate himself or would he be sexually excited that she watches him stroke his cock and cum?



If he was angry and felt violated that she was watching him and recording him to her computer on hidden camera, would he be angry enough to tell his father? If he did tell his father, wondering what he'd say, what would he tell him? Or would he use the information that she was watching him and obviously sexually lusting over him, would he use that information to his sexual advantage? Would he say that his mother is an incestuous pervert and a sexual whore or would he remain silent and finally give her what she wants, his stiff, hard cock? Afraid to take the next step, she didn't know how to get what she sexually wants from Raj.
"If only he'd have sex with me, I could make him so happy," she said continuing to masturbate herself while watching her son masturbating himself.
* * * * *
Telling one another everything, as a mother who loves her son and a son who loves his mother, they've always been close. Then, when he suddenly grew more distant and with her having nothing else better to do, on the pretense that she wanted to know if he was using drugs or not, she's been spying on him ever since he turned 18-years-old nearly two years ago. Then, even after confirming that he wasn't using drugs, as if she developed a sexual fever, she couldn't stop watching him. She couldn't stop spying on him. No longer able to justify why she still had a hidden camera in his room, she didn't care.
Always horny for him now, especially after seeing him naked and watching him masturbate, she loved hugging him when wearing her thin, sheer, nearly see-through, sexy nightgowns. Now that she knows he's always so horny too and masturbates while wearing her panties, like mother, like son, with him only wearing a tee shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear, she loved feeling her nearly naked body up against his nearly naked body. Imagining herself naked and making love to him, she loved feeling her breasts and her erect nipples pressed against him when his erect cock was pressed against her.
Normally the comforting feelings a mother receives when hugging her son were more sexual than that. While hugging her son, especially when wearing something so sheer and so sexy, she became sexually aroused. Hating to admit it to herself in the beginning, the feelings she received when hugging her son were much more sexual than comforting. Not knowing what to do with those inappropriate, incestuous feelings back then when she first started having them, now she masturbates nearly as often as her son.
Feeling more in the way that a woman sexually feels for a man instead of how a mother should lovingly feel for her son, she was tortured by her sexual lust for Raj. Now a game she enjoys playing, she enjoys sexually teasing him and enticing him while hoping to seduce him. What she used to wear for her husband, she now wears for her son. She receives much more attention and compliments from her son than she ever did from her husband. If only for the mere pleasure of him holding her and hugging her, she's filled with the sexual thoughts of him possibly even inappropriately touching her. After watching him masturbating numerous times while wearing her panties, she now knows Raj sexually wants her as much as she sexually wants him.
* * * * *
With her son so easy to sexually tease, all she needed do is to walk from her bedroom to the kitchen in her sheer, sexy nightgown without the modesty of a bathrobe. All she needed to do was to stand in front of the open refrigerator door without turning on the light in the kitchen. All she had to do was to stand in front of the television without the light being on in the living room. All she needed to do is to open the bay window drapes in the morning to get the attention of her son. Whether she walked from her bedroom to the kitchen, stood in front of the open refrigerator door, the TV, or the big bay window, she knew her son could see through her flimsy nightgowns as if she wasn't wearing anything at all.
With his eyes burning a hole in her nightgown, he stares at her in the same way that she stares at him when watching him on her laptop dressing, undressing, and/or masturbating. Knowing that he could see much of her mature, nearly naked body, she was invigorated by his lusty stares. Just by his stares and her mother's intuition, she knows that he sexually wants her as much as she sexually wants him. Only, it's all so very sexually frustrating. As if there's a wall that was forbidden to climb over, the line of incest to cross cast such a heavy shadow of taboo that unless he made the first move, she didn't dare make her move. It's much more common for a son to sexually lust over his mother than it is for a mother to sexually lust over her son.
With her sexy nightgowns so very transparent, she looked in her mirror to see what she could see of herself and what he could see of her. She knew that he could not only see the impressions of her nipples made in her nightgown but also the dark color of her areolas. Just as she knew he could see her ass crack when she leaned and bent at the waist in front of him on the pretense of picking something up off the carpet, she knew that if she walked in the light, he could see her dark patch of bushy, black pubic hair. Where most women trim their pubic hair, as proud as she was of her long, lush, blue-black hair, she was proud of her big, black bush.
In the way that foreplay is to sex and exhibitionism and voyeurism is necessary to stoke the flames of sexual lust and incestuous desire, flashing her son is so very sexually exciting for her. While remembering all that she was showing and all that he was seeing, flashing her son gave her the sexual fodder she needed to masturbate herself later when alone in her room or while taking a leisurely bath in the tub. If only her son would barge in her room while she was dressing, undressing, or masturbating, she'd give him more than a show of her ass, her tits, and her pussy. With her always so hot and horny enough to masturbate herself in the tub, if only her son would barge in the bathroom while she was naked and bathing, she'd give him sex.
Only and obviously, with him not as brazen as she is, he respects her privacy more than she does his. Perhaps he just fears having an incestuous, sexual relationship more than she does. With him younger and less sexually experienced, maybe he's afraid to reveal himself as an incestuous pervert to his mother while she'd not afraid to reveal herself as an incestuous whore to her son. Only, so that she can have a clear conscience without all of the misgivings, she needs him to make the first sexual move. She needs him to tell her that he wants her sexually in the way that she can't wait to confess her sexual desire for him.
Sadly, her husband no longer appreciates her voluptuous body but happily and sexually excitingly, her son certainly does. She can see his lust for her in his eyes and in the constant erections that tent his pajama bottoms. Maybe he's hoping that she'll touch his hard cock in the way she wished he'd put her hand on his engorged prick. Maybe he's biding his time while waiting for her to make the first sexual move while she's waiting for him to make the first incestuous play.
In the way that he stares at all that she's showing and all that he can see of her, she receives more compliments and sexual satisfaction from her son than she's ever received from his father. As much as she enjoys revealing herself to her son when walking around him in her sexy nightgowns, she can tell that he's enjoying the views of her nearly naked body when seeing her sashaying around him in her sexy nightgowns. She only wished he'd reach out and touch her, feel her, and fondle her before kissing her.
Maybe tonight, she'll watch a sexy movie with him while cuddling with him on the couch. Maybe tonight, she'll wear her nightgown, the one with the plunging neckline that shows her nipples every time she moves. If he's at eye level with her nipples and if her tits are practically out of her nightgown, maybe she'll hug him. She imagined mashing his face in her tits. Maybe, with him unable to sexually control himself in the way that she's unable to sexually control herself, he'll touch them and finger them before sucking them.
"That's a pretty nightgown Mom," said her son using the compliment to stare at the impressions her big breasts and huge, dark nipples made in her nightgown. "It's so sexy," he said while staring at her dark patch of bushy, pubic hair that's visible through her sheer nightgown.
She looked down at herself to see what he could see of her.
"Thank you, sweetie," she said pulling her nightgown tighter against her body to give him a better look of what lays beneath.
Oddly enough, even though they've yet to have sex, the lust that they have between them is electric and burns as bright as a shining, shimmering star. Just by a mere look and a mere touch, she can tell that her son sexually wants her as much as she sexually wants him. Only, she's been patiently waiting for him to make the first move. She's been patiently waiting for him to touch her, feel her, or to open her bedroom or bathroom door when she's indecently dressed or naked
Even though she's his mother, she's a woman first. Moreover, she's sexually experienced enough to know when a man sexually wants her. Most definitely, her son sexually wants her. If she wasn't his mother and if he wasn't her son, they would have had sex already. If she was some cougar he picked up in a bar, she already would have sucked and fucked him and he already would have licked her pussy.
Excitingly, the incestuous line that both are afraid to cross helps to maintain the sexual tension between them at a high level of sexual anticipation. Sadly, the incestuous line that both are afraid to cross is always there to defuse their sexual lust with guilt, shame, and remorse. She wondered had she not been sexually and incestuous abused by her father and brothers, if she'd still be of the mind to want to sexually and incestuously abuse her son. With her father and brothers already having their wicked, sexual way with her is what she'd love to do to her son.
With her husband having no idea that she was the sexual plaything of her father and brothers, he'd be livid if he knew. No doubt, not understanding nor caring that it wasn't her fault, he'd allow her to shoulder all of the blame. No doubt, he'd say that she sexually teased them and sexually enticed them to have forced sex with her. No doubt, he'd divorce her as his excuse to marry one of his graduate students.
* * * * *
With her husband always in class at the university, doing his research at the lab when not teaching, or in his office writing another book, he's seldom home anymore. Seemingly, quite obviously, he'd much rather be there with his students than here with her. With them having grown distant and apart on many levels and issues, it wouldn't surprise her if he was having an affair with one of his students. Surrounded by them, immersed in them, and working with them day and night, it wouldn't surprise her if he was having sex with some young, thin, shapely, and pretty, American coed or some graduate student who shares his lab.
Grateful for his help and his tutelage, he's helped many graduate students secure funding, fellowships, grants, and loans. With those women in grad school not having any money to pay him for his help, perhaps they pay him with sex. Perhaps they suck him and fuck him in the way that she'd love to suck and fuck her son. Perhaps her husband licks their pussies in the way that she imagines Raj licking her pussy. All she knows is, she doesn't care if her husband is having a myriad of sexual affairs with his young, undergrad and grad students, as long as she can have just the one affair with her son.
With his boyish good looks, his charming ways, his wit and fun sense of humor, along with his big brain, he's considered the rock star of the university. Surrounded by secret admirers for his mad math and crazy science skills, it wouldn't surprise her if some of his students traded sex for a passing grade. It wouldn't surprise her if some of his students traded sex just for the sake of having sex with their professor who's a celebrity of sorts on campus. A sexual magnate in the way that women are sexual attracted to him, obviously, he's no longer sexually attracted to her. With him not touching her anymore, whether they're undergraduate and/or graduate students, it would surprise her if her husband was getting what he sexually needs from his students.
Yet, with her stuck at home, a bored housewife who's too disinterested in working outside the home and too preoccupied with her son to get even a part-time job, her main focus has always been for the care, upbringing, and wellbeing of Rajesh, her son. Besides, without her having a college degree and with her not even a United States citizen, her having to work at McDonalds, Burger King, Wal-Mart, at the mall, at a grocery store, or at Starbucks, what kind of job could she get that wasn't an embarrassment to her husband? With him a prestigious college professor at the famous Massachusetts Institute of Technology, a physicist, and a published author of several, scholarly books, and with him supporting her in a lifestyle that she couldn't afford to support herself, she doesn't have to work. She's contently comfortable staying home and masturbating with her son.
Moreover, her circle of wealthy, snobby friends would never understand why she'd even consider working at such a menial job. Subservient all of her life to men, her place is and has always been in the home while caring for her father, her brothers, her husband, and now her son. She wished she had gone back to school but with her husband so demanding and needing her to help him make his career, it took all the time she had caring for her husband and her son. Now tired of sacrificing herself for men, it was time for her to put her needs forward, namely her sexual needs, and what she needed now was a big, stiff cock. What she needed now was to have sex with her son.
Now that her son is older, having grown up so quickly from a boy to a man, her thoughts have turned more sexual. Horny all the time, dead smack in the middle of the age before menopause where women are their horniest, she's never felt so sexual. Tingling with sexuality, she's never felt so alive. She's never felt as womanly as she feels now. She's never sexually wanted her son as much as she sexually wants him now.
With her husband not taking care of her sexual needs and with her feeling so very sexually unfulfilled and sexually frustrated, masturbating herself all the time and nearly masturbating herself as much as Raj masturbates himself, she needs a man. She needs a cock. She needs to make love. She needs to have sex. She needs someone to make her feel special again in the way her husband did when she was in her twenties and thirties. She needs to suck and fuck a man. She needs Raj to cum in her mouth and cum in her pussy before cumming in her ass.
Now that she's in her forties, she has needs, sexual needs. Now that her husband is in his forties, his sexual needs are much different than hers. Obviously, he's trying to recapture his youth by having sex with young women, lots of young women, women who are young enough to be his daughters, while she's secretly, sexually lusting over one man, her son. With them no longer connecting physically, emotionally, and sexually, she doesn't care if he has his affairs, as long as she can have her one sexual affair with her son. Only, if her husband knew she was sexually lusting over her son, he'd force her to have her head examined. No doubt, his way to get rid of her, he'd used her incestuous lust as his excuse to divorce her.
* * * * *
Daring herself to do so but unable to summon the courage to so expose herself, if only she could walk around her son topless without feeling like an incestuous whore, she would. She'd love nothing more than to show her son her naked tits. She'd love to see his reaction when seeing her big, naked tits for the first time. She'd love nothing more than to sun herself in the backyard topless while her son rubs suntan lotion on her back, her legs, her arms, and her naked breasts. An anomaly for Indian women, taking after her grandmother who had double D breasts, she has super huge breasts, 36DD.
Glade that she has big tits, she loves her big tits. Only, as if she was waving a hypnotic charm in front of their eyes, her father and her brothers were mesmerized by her big tits. They couldn't wait to get their horny hands on them. They couldn't wait to see them, to touch them, to feel them, to fondle them, and to suck them. She imagined her son being sexually enamored with her big tits as much as her father, her brothers, and her husband was once enamored with her big tits.
'Do Mommy a favor Raj and rub some suntan lotion on my breasts. I don't want my tits to be sunburned. Only, be careful of my nipples. If you touch Mommy's nipples, you'll sexually arouse her' and she might suck your cock,' she imagined saying to her son.
Maybe when coming out of the shower, she could deliberately drop her towel while not making it appear deliberate but accidental.
'Oops sorry Raj. I'm so embarrassed. I can't believe I dropped my towel. Please don't look at Mommy's tits. Please don't look at Mommy's pussy. Please don't stare at Mommy's ass when I pick up the towel,' she imagined saying to her son.
Pretending that she didn't know he was home while walking around the house naked after her shower, maybe she could arrange for him to catch her naked. In the way she's already watched him, she'd love for him to catch her naked. She'd love for him to catch her masturbating herself. She'd love for him to hear her having an orgasm while screaming out his name.
'Raj! Raj! Fuck me! Stick your big cock inside of me! Raj! Oh, my God. I didn't know you were home. Please avert your eyes. Don't look at my tits, my pussy, and my ass. I'm so embarrassed,' she imagined saying to him if ever he caught her naked while masturbating herself.
If there was a way for her to show him even more of her nearly naked body than what she's already showed him of her nearly naked body, but without her being suspect of deliberately flashing him, she would. Instead of just showing him the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of cleavage, and/or the impressions and shape her breasts make through her nearly see through nightgowns, she'd love nothing more than to show her son her naked huge, double D breasts. She'd love to walk around him topless. She'd love to see his reaction to seeing her naked tits. Would he stare, leer, and ogle her or would he be a respectful son and look away for the sake of his mother's modesty and embarrassment?
With her having big, shapely breasts, his eyeballs would fall out of his head if he ever saw her naked tits. Instead of looking away, in the way he stares at her now when she wears her low cut, sexy, nearly see-through nightgowns, he'd be staring at her shapely, big breasts, her nipples, and her areolas. Only, how would she flash him her breasts without looking like the incestuous whore she's suddenly become? If only he'd barge in her bedroom while she was dressing or undressing, she could blame him for trying to see her topless and/or naked. If only he'd barged in her bedroom while she was dressing or undressing, acting surprised, she'd freeze in the way of a deer caught in headlights to give him a good, long look of her topless and/or naked body.
If only he'd barge in the bathroom while she was taking a bath or a shower, she'd love for him to catch her naked while she acted embarrassed. If only he'd barge in the bathroom while she was in the shower or in the tub on the pretense that he had to pee, she'd show him all that he was hoping to see. Maybe feigning an injury in the way Ray's mother did when she broke her leg and needed help to shower in Spanking the Monkey, she imagined pretending she hurt her back or her leg and needed his help to undress herself to take a shower. She wondered if he'd have the courage to touch her and/or feel her where no son should ever touch and/or feel his mother while undressing her. Feigning a shoulder injury, she imagined asking for his help to put on her bra, remove her bra, and/or even to pull up her panties or remove her panties.



'Honey, I'm sorry and I realize that this is embarrassing for you, but you're going to have to stick your hand in my bra to push my breast down into the cups,' she imagined saying to her son. 'Just be careful of my nipples,' while knowing that there was no way that he could push her breasts down in her bra cups without touching and hopefully fingering her nipples.
The sexual anticipation of him touching her naked breasts made her horny again. The sexual anticipation of him touching her nipples made her want to masturbate herself again. Just the thought of him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples made her want to suck his cock.
'Your nipples?' She imagined him looking at her with confusion. 'Why must I be careful of your nipples Mother?'
She swooned at the thought of not only her son fingering her nipples but also the conversation they'd have surrounding her nipples. In the way that she imagined discussing her nipples with him, she'd love for him to discuss his cock with her.
'Because my nipples are very sexually sensitive and are one of my erogenous zones," she imagined saying with seriousness as if she was discussing her medical condition with her doctor. 'If you accidentally fingered my nipples, you'll sexually excite me,' she imagined hinting for him to finger her nipples. 'And if you sexually excite me while accidentally fingering my nipples, I'd suck your cock,' she imagined saying while looking down at this stiff prick that tented his pajama bottoms.
In the way she was always walking around him wearing her sexy, see-through nightgowns with nothing underneath or just her panties, he was always walking around her with his pajama bottoms without wearing underwear. If only he dared parade around her naked, she'd parade around him naked too. Immodestly immoral, she had become a brazen, incestuous whore when around her son.
When masturbating herself, which she's been doing more of that lately, in the way that Mimi Rogers did in Full Body Massage while standing in front of her masseur, she fantasizes standing before her son naked without shame, embarrassment, or remorse. Certainly with her having breasts that are just as big, bigger actually, and just as shapely as Mimi Rogers D cup breasts, she'd love nothing more than to show her son her naked double D tits. She'd love nothing more than for her son to touch her tits, feel her tits, fondle her tits, and suck her nipples. In the way that she's seen him naked so very many times, she'd love for him to see her naked too.
Turning for him one way before turning the other way, she imagined spreading her legs and bending at the waist. She imagined flashing him her pink pussy while daring him to finger her, lick her, and fuck her. If she had a strippers' pole in her bedroom, she climb it for him.
She imagined him looking at her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass as if she was a sexual Goddess or a porn star. She imagined her son lusting over her naked body in the way that his father used to do. Yet, what kind of mother would expose her topless and/or naked body to her son? What kind of mother would have sex with her son? Had her father and brothers not sexually abused her maybe she'd be like any other normal mother but she's not. For the sexual love of her son, she's incestuously twisted.
She'd have to be perversely perfected to purposely expose her topless and/or naked body to her son. Something she sexually fantasizes doing, she'd have to be an incestuous whore to purposely seduce her son into having incestuous sex with her. With her the 46-year-old, mature adult and him the 19-year-old minor, how can she do that to him? Yet, if she did deliberately and successfully seduce her son, how could she look herself in the mirror knowing that she seduced her son into having incestuous sex with her? She was already filled with shame, embarrassment, and remorse for being forced to have incestuous sex with her father and brothers. She was already filled with shame and remorse for sexually lusting over her son and for invading his privacy for hiding a camera in his room. Yet, unable to look away and unable to stop herself from watching him, she still watches Rajesh when he obviously thinks he's alone in his room.
Having to settle for the small, non-sexually loving things in her boring, sexually frustrating life, while pretending that he's her lover instead of her son, she loved kissing him good morning and kissing him good night. Only, whenever she gave him a peck on his lips, she wished it would last longer. She wished he'd kiss her with more passion in the way a man kisses a woman and in the way that she dreams of kissing him instead of in the way that a son kisses his mother. She wished he'd part her lips with his tongue. If ever he parted her lips with his tongue, she'd take it from there.
Kissing him with her eyes wide open instead of closed, she longed for the day when he'd part her lips with his tongue and kiss her, really kiss her, and French kiss her. She always wished she could explore his mouth with her tongue. She'd love nothing better than to French kiss her son while he felt her big tits and fingered her hard, erect nipples and while she fondled his hard prick. Something his father stopped doing years ago, she always allowed her son a stealth feel of the sides of her huge breasts when he thought she didn't know that he was inappropriately touching and groping her. With her never admonishing him or pulling away from him, she'd allow him to have his wicked sexual way with her body if that's what he so wanted to do.
To be continued...
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Not just another weekend up at the cabin, three couples are forced to have sex with one another.
Jeff and his friends, George and John, loaded up the Chevy Suburban for some fun at the cabin on the lake in the White Mountains of New Hampshire. Normally going without their wives for some hunting, fishing, drinking, and alone time, this time, the three men took their wives with them for a getaway weekend. Jeff took his wife, Joan, George took his wife Anne, and John took his wife, Christine. Jeff couldn't wait to drive the twisty and curvy Kangamangus highway with its long straightaways for passing in his new truck.
All about the same age, all six friends were in their early forties. Leaving the kids home with their grandmothers, this is the first time in a long time that they've gone anywhere without their kids. Roughing it somewhat, this is the first time that all six friends would be sleeping at the cabin. Normally, it's just the three men roughing it, with the small A frame cabin having only one bedroom, a small kitchen, a bathroom with a shower, and a big main room with a fireplace, the cabin was meant for two people, maybe four, but not built for the comfort of six people. Yet, cheaper than staying at a motel and forever bonding the couples together with fond memories of spending quality time together in the White Mountains, the cabin was just a place to sleep after enjoying being out in nature for the day.
A beautiful spot to go camping, hiking, hunting, and fishing, the six friends would rather go to the mountains than to go to the beach. Where the beaches are always hot, noisy, and overcrowded, the mountains are always cool, scenic, and peaceful. The scenic view from the cutouts along the Kangamangus highways while traveling higher and higher are just breathtaking. Also, the cutouts allow campers and recreational vehicles collecting behind them to pass.
This time, something they've never done in all the years they've been coming to the White Mountains, they intended to drive to the top of the Mount Washington via the auto road and to tour the observatory and buy souvenirs at the gift shop. At 6,288 feet, Mount Washington is the highest peak in northeastern United States and the most prominent mountain east of the Mississippi River. While driving up through the mountain range, virtually surrounded by the mountain, there's a sensation that you can roll down your window and touch it. One can certainly feel the pressure popping your ears, smell the freshness of the mountain air, and see the babbling mountain water while driving by rocky streams. Nature at its best, sometimes a bear, a deer, a moose, coyotes, and even wolves will reveal themselves in the distance.
Accustomed to coming up here safely for years without incident, they never thought, didn't even suspect, that their weekend away from civilization would be a weekend filled with terror. They never thought they'd regret their decision to leave their guns home. They never thought that even up here, way up in the mountains, that they'd have to lock their doors in fear and for their own safety in the way they had to do when living in the city of Boston. Their biggest fear has always been coming in contact with a bear and not with three violent men determined to do them bodily harm.
* * * * *
As soon as Jeff, George, and John unloaded the truck, and went inside the cabin to relax, three armed men opened the unlocked, front door of the cabin with guns drawn. Way out in the middle of nowhere, Jeff bought this particular cabin because the quiet isolation. Their closest neighbor is five, long, trudging through the forest or driving down the winding mountain road, miles away.
Aside from driving up a two way, narrow road in plain sight of their big, bay window, anyone needing to reach the cabin on foot had to walk through the dense and sometimes dangerous woods. Someone would have to know these woods to reach their cabin by foot. With no phone and no computer, should there be an emergency, all they had were their cell phones.
"Take what you want," said Jeff. He brushed back his black hair to look at each man with his brown eyes before reaching in his pocket to pull out his money clip with several hundred dollars. He handed his money to the man who was seemingly in charge before holding his hands up in the air. "Just don't hurt us."
The man closest to Jeff took his money and then took off his hat, a sweat stained John Deer baseball cap, and put it on the coffee table upside down.
"I want to see six cell phones in my hat," he said staring down at his hat before staring up at the six people. "If I only see five cell phones, I'll shoot one of you to make the cell phones equation equal to the number of people in this room," he said looking around the room at all six people. "Then, after you deposit your cell phones in my hat, empty your pockets and purses beside my hat."
As if they were playing a wife swapping game with house keys, immediately, Jeff, George, and John removed their cell phones from their pockets and put them in the hat. Next, Joan, Anne, and Christine removed their cell phones from their purses and put them in the hat too. The three men emptied their pockets of their wallets and cash and the three women dumped their purses on the coffee table.
"Good. That's good," said the man picking up each cell phone and removing the battery while his two friend went through the contents on the coffee table searching for valuables.
He looked from Jeff, George, and John to look at Joan, Anne, and Christine.
"My name is Darryl," said Darryl with a big smile while looking around at each person. "I'm pleased to meet you all."
Darryl had brown hair and stood about 5'11" tall. He had a muscular build as if he worked as a lumberjack or in construction.
"Hi," said Jeff. "Under the circumstances, I can't say that it's good to meet you."
As if he was Boyd Crowder from Justified, Darryl gave him a big, white tooth smile.
"Oh contraire," said Darryl. "I'm happy to make all of your acquaintances," he said looking from one to the other. "Yes, I am," he said nodding his head.
Jeff shot him a look of derision.
"Why is that? Why are you so happy to make all of our acquaintances? I'd rather you just take what you want and just leave," said Jeff.
Darryl seemed eager to engage Jeff by enlightening him.
"Being that I'm a people person, I like meeting new people. Moreover, the only time we have anything of consequence to do around here is during the tourist season," he said with a laugh.
"Well, you must have a busy schedule in the summer as the White Mountains are littered with tourists," said Jeff.
"Indeed, we have been busy. Actually, the good thing about robbing tourists is, here today and gone tomorrow," he said with a shrug and a laugh. "We never see them again and they never report us. A win/win for both of us, we're happy to relieve them of some much needed money and they're happy to return home alive. Call it a use tax of the scenic mountains if you will."
When Darryl laughed, his two friends laughed with him.
"I'm glad we can occupy you, entertain you, and enrich you," said Jeff with sarcasm.
Darryl eyed Jeff before turning to his two friends.
"Forgive my rudeness but this is my brother Larry," he said pointing to the man closest to him, a man who stood about 5'9" tall and was heavyset before turning to the other man. "That's my other brother, Larry," he said pointing to a man who stood about 6'1" and was thin. "Now you. Who are you? Tell me your names, your first name only and your relation to one another," he said.
He looked at the six people while waiting for someone to speak. With Jeff doing all the talking, seemingly Jeff was the appointed spokesman of the group.
"I'm Jeff. That's my wife Joan," said Jeff pointing to Joan. "And these are our closest friends George and his wife, Anne, and John and his wife, Christine," he said.
As if he was a psychiatrist meeting people for the first time, Darryl looked down the line of six people.
"Nice to meet you, Jeff, Joan, George, Anne, John, and Christine," he said nodding his head after saying each name as if he was memorizing their names. "Now who owns the cabin?"
He looked at Jeff, the driver of the truck who had pulled up to the cabin.
"We do, my wife and I," said Jeff. "We own the cabin. We bought it several years ago as a place to get away from things. We love the White Mountains."
Darryl scooped up the cell phones and put his hat back on his head.
"Start a fire," ordered Darryl to Jeff.
Immediately Jeff put some wood in the fireplace and started a fire. Once the fire started blazing, Darryl took all six cell phones, less their batteries and threw them in the fire.
"Now I'm going to ask you another question and you best not lie to me or you'll suffer the consequences."
John, Christine's husband, a man who resembled a younger version of Christopher Walken, looked at the man.
"We'll answer your question honestly, Mister," he said.
Darryl shot John a hurt look as if he had been insulted.
"Mister?" He laughed. "Darryl. My name is Darryl. Please call me Darryl," he said.
As if they were airport baggage handlers, the two Larry's started opening and dumping out their luggage. They put laptops, iPads, and cameras to the side.
"Do you have any guns, knives, or any weapon that can hurt us, Tasers, stun guns, box cutters, scissors or anything that airline security wouldn't allow you to bring on a plane?"
Joan looked at the contents of the luggage dumped on the floor.
"Other than the knives in the kitchen, all we have is what you see there? Since this wasn't a hunting trip, we didn't bring any guns," she said.
Darryl stared out the window at the truck.
"Go collect the knives in the kitchen," said Darryl to short Larry. "Make sure you open every drawer."
Short Larry disappeared in the kitchen and made a lot of noise going through their silverware.
"Nice truck," said the man. "Is that a Chevy Suburban?"
"Thanks," said Jeff. "Yeah. It's a 2015 LTZ. I just got it."
"That must have cost you a few dollars," said Darryl with an inquisitive smile.
"With options, it pushed seventy-thousand-dollars," said Jeff.
"Wow! Seventy-thousand-dollars for a truck," said Darryl shaking his head in disbelief. "I like the color too. What color white is that?"
"White diamond clear coat," said Jeff. "It's a thousand dollar option."
Darryl looked pensively out the window at the truck before turning to confront Jeff.
"What about the truck?" Darryl turned from Jeff to look at the truck before returning his focused attention to Jeff and before looking over at Joan. "Are there any weapons in the truck?"
As if he was a police detective analyzing his suspect to see if he was being truthful, he studied Jeff who remained suspiciously silent.
"There's a 45 in the console and a hunting knife in the glove box," volunteered Joan.
Jeff shot her a look of disappointment by the outspokenness of her honesty.
"Thank you, Joan," said Darryl. "May I have the keys?" Darryl held out his big hand to Jeff and Jeff pulled the keys from his pocket and handed them to him. "Go search the truck," he said handing the keys to tall Larry. "And then move it behind the cabin. Be careful with the truck. It's brand new. Take care not to scratch the paint with branches. And don't park it beneath a tree or you'll get tree sap on it," he said turning his attention from tall Larry to smile at Jeff.
John looked from Jeff to Darryl and spoke.
"What are you going to do with us?
Acting pensively thoughtful, Darryl moved the loaded gun to his lips.
"Well, John, as long as you all cooperate and do all that I ask of you, we won't hurt anyone" said Darryl. "Other than burning your cellphones, taking your valuables, and Jeff's new truck, we're going to have a little fun. We're going to have a party."
Eying them from head to toe as if undressing them with his eyes, Darryl looked lustfully at Joan, before staring at Anne, and smiling at Christine.
* * * * *
"Party? Just take the truck and leave please," said Jeff impatiently while obviously surmising who the entertainment was going to be at his impromptu party. "Okay?"
Helpless to do anything but beg, Jeff looked panicked.
"Chill," said Darryl to Jeff. "Calm yourself. Don't do anything stupid that you'll regret," he said waving his gun while giving everyone a big toothy smile. "Why don't we all sit and relax," he said looking at Jeff. "Do you have any booze?"
Jeff acted nervous as if he was Brett, played by Frank Whaley, in Pulp Fiction, before being shot by Vincent, played by John Travolta and Jules, played by Samuel L Jackson. Instead of stuttering and repeating the question 'What' as Brett annoyingly did in the movie, Jeff pointed to the box on the floor as if pointing to where to find Marsellus Wallace's briefcase.
"There's beer in the ice chest. We were planning to buy more beer once up here. And there's vodka, gin, scotch, rum, and tequila in the box there," said Jeff pointing to one of the boxes.
Darryl smiled.
"Well, it sounds like we have a full bar," said Darryl with an annoyingly fake smile. "Joan, why don't you do the honors and make everyone a drink but from where I can see you."
She looked from Darryl to the kitchen before returning her focus to Darryl with fright.
"We don't have a bar. The glasses are in the kitchen," said Joan.
Darryl shrugged.
"Then, get the lady of the house some glasses," said Darryl to short Larry with a nod.
Larry returned with the glasses.
"Well, being that Joan knows what everyone drinks without even having to ask, it seems to me that you've been friends for a long time," said Darryl to no one in particular. "How long?"
As if counting the years, everyone remained silent until George spoke. George was a short, paunchy, bald man with a kind face. Looking so serenely content, he looked as if he could have been a holy man.
"Ten years," said George looking from his wife, Anne, to look at John's wife, Christine, before looking at Jeff's wife, Joan.
Darryl nodded his head as if he was happy with George's answer.
"Ten years is a long time to be dangling forbidden fruit in the face of horny men," said Darryl with a dirty laugh.
"I beg your pardon," said Jeff. "What do you mean by that rudely insulting remark?"
"Allow me to put it a different way by asking you a question," he said looking at all six people before continuing. "I imagined being that you have a fancy, new truck and this nice cabin that you all must live in a nice neighborhood and in comfortable homes," said Darryl.
Tall Larry entered the front door from outside.
"I got the gun and the hunting knife," he said handing the knife and gun to Darryl. "I pulled the truck around back. No one can see it from the road," said tall Larry.
Darryl pocketed the knife and stuck the gun in his belt. Seemingly happy that he had all of their weapons and control of the six hostages, he returned his focus to the three couples.
"Good," said Darryl. "As I was saying, do you all have pools?"
Not even having to think about it, Anne answered.
"Yes," said Anne. "We all have pools. We have pool parties and barbeques."
Darryl smiled.
"Pool parties are fun," said Darryl. "Just by the looks of you, I bet you three women look really hot in bikinis," he said looking from Joan's big tits to look at Anne's freckled, pretty face before staring at the beauty of Christine. "You men are very lucky to have such sexy, beautiful wives," said Darryl.
"Leave our wives out of this," said Jeff.
"I'd be remiss not to give your wives the attention that they deserve," said Darryl smiling at the three women before staring at the three men. "I bet you guys have lusted over one another's wives one time or another while having too much to drink and with the women flaunting their shapely bikini clad bodies," he said looking at the three men. "I bet you've all had some drunken, touchy feely, and tickle teasing, sexy fun in the pool," he said looking from one couple to another couple.
As if he knew what was coming next, Jeff looked horrorstruck.
"We're Christian people," said Jeff. "We all have children. We don't subscribe to that type of inappropriate behavior."
Darryl rolled his eyes and sighed.
"Oh please. Pardon me. La-di-da. Christian people?" Darryl laughed. "Christians have sex too. I dare say that Christians lust over one another as much as non-Christians do."
The six people looked at one another as if they suddenly were contestants at a Japanese sexy, game show.
"We're all friends. We're all happily married. We don't lust over the wives of our friends," said Jeff. "Maybe that's something that you do with your wives but that's not something that we do with our wives. We respect one another and take the vows of holy matrimony seriously."
Darryl smiled his disbelief with smug arrogance.
"In my line of work, I don't know very many holy rollers but I know of a Christian married couple, Jim Bakker and his wife, the late, Tammy Fay, two of the biggest sex addicts that I knew. Have you heard of them? They were famous. Jim was an evangelist and part of the PTL, the 700 Club, and Heritage USA religious theme park," he said with a snide laugh.
"Yes, we know who they are, of course," said Jeff.
"Well, seemingly, going against the good Christians that they professed to be, they literally had sex with a lot of people while preaching to everyone to figuratively love their neighbor. Taking that concept to an extreme level, they literally loved they neighbor," said Darryl with a loud laugh. "In the meantime, they broke the seventh Commandment, Thou shall not commit adultery and the tenth Commandment, Thou shall not covet thy neighbor's wife," said Darryl pausing to look down the line of six people.
"Hardly Christians, stealing from the poor to enrich themselves, they weren't even very nice people," said Joan in reference to Jim and Tammy Faye Bakker.
Darryl nodded a sad smile at Joan.
"What about Joel and Victoria Osteen? Do you think they're good Christians? They're constantly and continually professing on television that they are," he said looking from one person to the next. "Do you think they're very nice people in taking money from those who can ill afford to give it while they live in their ten million dollar mansion?"
Darryl looked to Joan for answers.
"Much like any CEO of any business, he'd entitled to earn a living that reflects his position," said Joan with a shrug.
Thinking of what Joan had just said, Darryl furrowed his brow.
"Yet, what bothers me is that Joel Osteen, the senior pastor of the largest Protestant Church in the United States, the Lakewood Church in Houston, Texas, uses his charity to personally enrich himself," said Darryl.
"Amen to that," said George.
"It's unusual for a pastor to be so blessed by the good Lord," said Darryl looking to the ceiling as if God was there. Imitating Joel Osteen, he raised his hand to Him. "He's swimming in dough."
"Hallelujah," said George with a laugh.
"So now, instead of talking about religion, we're talking about a business and the biggest business in the world is the Catholic Church," said Darryl with a laugh. "Bigger than General Motors, bigger than the Exxon Oil Company, and even bigger than Apple Computer, the Catholic Church is the biggest business in the world," said Darryl looking from one to the other.
"That doesn't seem right that the Catholic Church would be the world's biggest business," said George shaking his head.
"Yet being that each Diocese is a separate entity onto itself, much like the Mafia families of old, and being that the Catholic Church is a charity, it doesn't have to report its earnings. They don't pay any taxes," said Darryl with a laugh. "With Vatican City, a sovereign country, and with the Pope, the monarch at its head, in the way of Prince Albert II in Monaco, we don't have a clue how rich they really are."



Anne raised her hand as if she was in school and didn't speak until Darryl acknowledge her with a nod.
"The Catholic Church does a lot of good for people throughout the world," said Anne with stars in her eyes.
Darryl smiled at her innocent naiveté while ignoring her pointless point.
"Speaking of Joel and Victoria Osteen, let me ask you this," he said persevering while looking down at the three couples as if, as Christians, they were responsible for the actions of Joel and Victoria Osteen. "Do you think they're sexually faithful to one another?" He waited for their response and when none came, he continued. "I'm willing to bet that old Joel has a stable full of young lovers and I'm willing to bet that Victoria has had a young man or two in her bed too," said Darryl. "Actually, it wouldn't surprise me if she's done women too."
Jeff looked at him with hostility.
"How dare you besmirch the good name of Joel and Victoria Osteen? They're good Christians, said Jeff looking at Darryl with anger before showing his impatience. "What's the point of all of this anyway?"
Darryl looked at Jeff and smiled.
"There's no point other than entertaining myself and having some fun with you all while showing you the contradiction of your ways," he said giving Jeff a hard look as if reading him. "I can see who you are and all that you're about in your face."
"You don't know me," said Jeff. "You don't know anything about me."
"Actually, I know your type," said Darryl. "You think you're better than me because you're a Christian, because you have more money than me, a better job, this cabin, and a fancy, new truck. Whereas I think that you're no better than me at all, especially now with me holding this gun. Had I had your opportunities and went to college, maybe I could have had your life with a wife a pretty as Joan," said Darryl. "Maybe I wouldn't be standing here now robbing you."
Darryl gave the three couples a look of contempt.
"Just take the truck and go. Okay? You have our money and our valuables," said Jeff. "What else do you want?"
Darryl smiled at Jeff.
"What else do I want? Now there's a loaded question," he said giving Jeff a feigned smile while giving Joan, Anne, and Christine a lusty look. "This is what I want. Before I leave, I want to remove that smug smile from your face. Before I leave, I want to take your dignity with me too. I want to strip away your fake morals to show you that, indeed, you are no better than me," he said looking from one to the other.
Jeff looked at him, rolled his eyes, and sighed.
"Fine," said Jeff with smugness. "And how are you going to take our dignity?"
Darryl gave Jeff a nod along with another feigned smile.
* * * * *
"Easy," he said. "I want you all to strip down to your underwear now, all six of you. Then, I want you to deposit your clothes on the coffee table," said Darryl looking from Jeff and Joan, to George and Anne, and to John and Christine.
Not surprised, instead of being met with resistance, every man and every woman had the same sexually excited look on their faces. As if this was their sexual fantasy, being forced to strip to their underwear in front of one another, Darryl wondered if they were thinking what he was thinking. He wondered if they were thinking that he was going to have them strip naked. He wondered if they were thinking that he'd force them to have sex with one another.
"When I said now, I meant for you to undress now," said Darryl calmly while menacingly waving his gun in the way that Gary Oldman, as Lt. Norman Stanfield of the DEA, waved his gun at people in The Professional.
As if she was mindlessly removing her jacket after coming in from outside, Joan stopped making drinks to unbutton and unzip her jeans. Kicking off her sneakers, she pulled her jeans down and wiggled her shapely ass out of them to reveal her light blue, bikini panties. With her panty clad, round, shapely ass, pussy slit, and camel toe exposed to him and everyone, she gave George the eye while he watched her every, strip teasing move. Then, turning to face everyone, as if she was alone in her bedroom undressing for bed, she pulled her shirt over her head and off to reveal her matching light, blue bra.
She looked so sexy in her panty and bra. Women always look better in their underwear than they do naked. She deposited her jeans and shirt on the coffee table and returned to making drinks. With all eyes upon Joan's underwear clad, shapely body, not wasting any time in obeying Darryl's instruction, Jeff, George, and John had already undressed and were standing there in their underwear with their clothes deposited on the coffee table.
All three men had noticeable erections, not full erections but enough for anyone to know that they were sexually aroused by being forced to undress in front of their friends' wives and in the way that Joan was forced to strip in front of them. In the way that Joan had already stripped down to her bra and panty, no doubt the three men were filled with the anticipated, sexual excitement that Anne and Christine would soon be undressing in front of them too. Seemingly not wanting to miss anything, in between stealing peeks at Joan's sexy body, the three men stared over at Anne and Christine.
"You're next," said Darryl pointing his gun at Anne and Christine.
Immediately the women stood to remove their shirts, their sneakers, and their Jeans. Now with everyone in their underwear but for Darryl, Larry, and Larry, the party was ready to begin.
"We need some music," said Darryl waving the gun at Jeff.
Jeff turned on the stereo.
"Joan," said Darryl pushing everything from the coffee table to the floor with one swipe of his arm. "You look like a dancer with those long, shapely legs and that tight, little ass. Get up on the table and give us a dance."
Joan stepped on the coffee table barefoot. The coffee table was one of those heavy tables made from big, pine logs and finished with lacquer. She started dancing to the music as soon as she stood on the table.
"Now, as you're dancing to the music, I want you to give us a slow, seductive, striptease show," said Darryl. "I want you to slowly remove your bra and seductively remove your panties. I want you to strip naked. I want you to expose your huge tits, your brown pussy, and your beautiful, naked ass to the husbands of your friends."
Seemingly with the fun now over, immediately Joan stopped dancing. Obviously feeling the embarrassment that she failed to feel before when stripped down to her underwear, she folded her arms across her bra clad breasts. If one was to read her body language, with each hand on opposite shoulders, in the way that her forearms were crossed across her bra clad chest and made the letter X, obviously she wasn't about to strip naked. Seemingly her body language was her no verbal no.
"Don't do this," said Jeff. "I beg you. Please don't do this. Please don't embarrass my wife any more than you have already."
Darryl gave out a loud laugh.
"Don't worry Jeff," said Darryl. "You'll all have your turn to get naked. Besides, Joan was having fun dancing. Now, get naked Joan."
Not needing anymore bullied intimidation, while staring at Darryl before giving George a long, sexy look, Joan reached around behind her and unhooked her bra. Removing one slow bra strap at a time, she slowly removed each bra cup one at a time. As if she was a sexy stripper on stage, she slowly removed her bra to reveal her huge breasts.
Not cowering, Joan didn't make any attempt to cover her nakedness. Unembarrassed, unashamed, and immodestly immoral with her arms by her side, she stood there topless as if giving the husbands of her friends the chance to digest seeing her massive D cup breasts. Then, without further coercion or encouragement from Darryl, she inserted her fingers in her panty band to slowly ease down and step out of her panties. As if tossing her panties to admiring men in the crowd, she tossed her panties on the coffee table to reveal her brown, trimmed fur to everyone.
She was naked. Joan was naked. Jeff's wife, Joan, was naked in front of her friends Anne, George, Christine, and John as well as three strange men, Darryl his supposed brother Larry and his other brother Larry.
"Damn, Joan has big tits," said Darryl laughing. "Would you look at those giant knockers? What are those Double D's?"
"They're D's. I'm a D cup," said Joan looking down at her exposed breasts while giving George a look. "Actually, I haven't measured myself for a new bra in a while, I may be a double D," she said while giving a sexy laugh and George a long look.
As if he's never seen tits before, George never removed his eyes from Joan's huge breasts. As if on cue from the sexual heat of George's lustful stare, when she turned to George to acknowledge him staring at her, her nipples immediately became erect.
"You have huge nipples too. Impressive," said Darryl. "You're next," he said pointing his gun to Christine. "Strip!"
Christine stood from her seated position but didn't stand up on the coffee table in the way that Joan did, even after Joan stepped down from her perch on the coffee table and took her seat on the couch. Jeff stared at her as if he was hypnotized by her underwear clad body. Christine pushed her panties down and stepped out of them to reveal her trim, blonde pussy. Not giving the men much of a slow striptease, she removed her padded bra to reveal her shapely B cup breasts. Jeff continued staring at Christin as is mesmerized by her naked, sexy body.
Following the lead of her friends, Anne, a short, sexy redhead, was next to stand and strip naked. Giving the men more of a slow striptease show, in the way that Joan did, she removed her bra to show the men her shapely, C cup breasts. Then, as if there was a drumroll and stripper music accompanying her, she pulled down her panties to reveal her bushy, red pussy.
"Very cute. You have a cute, little body," said Darryl to Anne. "Now for the men. Let's show all of the women what you're packing. Get naked," he said.
Immediately, Jeff, George, and John stood and stripped off their underwear. Once naked, they sat back down next to their naked wives.
"Now that you're all naked, let's take this a step further," said Darryl.
Jeff stood from his seated position and put a hand in front of him to cover his cock and testicles.
"This has gone far enough," said Jeff. "This needs to stop and you need to go."
As if bored by Jeff's bravado, Darryl rolled his eyes and motioned with his gun for Jeff to sit.
To be continued...
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Part Seven: P. S. I love you Daddy...Mom, sister, and brothers.
Willing to even degrade herself for the sake of fame and fortune in the making of her adult films, Liz didn't say no to any movie her producer and director wanted her to make. Where most actresses turned down making a SCAT movie, she eagerly made the SCAT movie, aptly called, Felicia's Feces Fetish Fascination. Submerged up to her neck in a barrelful of shit, she was seemingly forced to stand in the bathtub while a group of men peed and ejaculated cum all over her shit covered, naked body.
What was distasteful to most, an understatement, is sexually arousing, another understatement, to a select few. As long as those select few put out the money to pay to see the movies, to buy the movies, and to invest in their adult film productions, the producer and director made whatever movies their audiences dictated them to make. With their films not earning big, box office money, their films were cheap enough to make to always earn a profit enough to pay for those in front of the camera and those behind the camera, while funding their next movie.
Maybe in making Liz's first adult movie, a SCAT movie, Peter, her producer, and Lars, her director, were pushing her limits. Maybe they were pushing her buttons a little bit. Maybe they just wanted to see how far Liz would go before she said no. Yet her first porn movie was the worst and most difficult porn movie for her to make. Making the movie wouldn't have been as bad had she made the SCAT scene in the first take, but the director had her redo the SCAT scene a dozen times before he was satisfied. Perhaps had he been the one standing in a barrelful of excrement, he would have made the scene in one take.
"Cut! Let's do it again. Cut! Let's try this one more time. Cut! That's a wrap!"
Indeed, it was as if Peter and Lars were testing Liz to see how far she'd go. As if this humiliating movie was her initiation ritual, and as if they were hazing her, other actors who weren't in the scene watched her make the first shot before leaving the set. The smell was horrific. If not into SCAT, the scene was horrifying. Who would find her covered in shit sexual?
I can only imagine a wife using a bathroom accident as something sexual.
"Honey? Oops. Sorry but I shit myself again," said the wife to her husband.
"There's nothing to be sorry over a little shit," said her husband.
"But Honey, my shit is everywhere," said his wife.
"Stop it. You're making me horny," said the husband.
"How horny would you be if I smeared my shit all over my body and stood in the bathtub for you to cum and pee all over me," said the wife to her husband.
"Oh, baby. I love you," said her husband masturbating himself over his wife's shit covered body.
"Cut! That's a wrap! That's lunch. I'll see everyone back here in an hour," said the director.
The SCAT scenes wouldn't have been as bad had they made it with liquid chocolate or brown watercolor paint. Instead, being that a barrelful of shit was much cheaper than a barrelful of liquid chocolate or brown watercolor paint, they made the scene with real shit. After that movie, her first porn movie, mild in comparison to all of the other adult films she made, she made twelve more porn movies that were nothing like the first one, thank God.
* * * * *
She made a movie called, Black Man's Bluff, where two, very large, black men barge in a pool hall and forced the owner's virginal daughter to have sex not only with them but also with her father when he couldn't pay his gambling debt. Then, she made Full Court Press, Take Six for the Team where she portrayed the head cheerleader and was gangbanged by six of her black teammates. Her next adult film was about Liz portraying a Jewish woman taken prisoner by the Germans during World War II. Bound and blindfolded, she was brutalized by four, drunken, Nazi officers.
"Grab her," said the German Major to his captain and Lieutenant. "Strip her."
Obeying orders, the two Nazi officers grabbed Edna and tore off her dress. Then, pulling her bra over her head and off without even taking the time to unhook it, they pulled down her panties. Shivering with fear, with her big tits, bushy black pussy, and naked ass exposed to the three men, Edna was naked.
In that movie called, The Gestapo Interrogates a Jewish Woman, Liz is captured by four Nazi officers before being turned over to the Gestapo as a spy. She's sexually ravaged by the Nazis. Thinking that she was safe, once freed from being a Nazi prisoner of war, the Gestapo treated her even worse.
Yet, because of her good looks, shapely body, and sexual experience, keeping her around to sexually entertain their guests, at least she avoided the gas chambers. Giving her pretty clothes to wear and plenty of food to eat, the Gestapo officers gave her all the wine she could drink. She needed to be drunk with some of the fat German officers who used her body and did nasty, sexual things to her that they'd never do to their wives or even mistresses.
Reminiscent of her real life, she was able to draw from her sexual experiences when she was forced to have sex with her father so very long ago. In making Black Man's Bluff, she had sex with the pool hall owner as if she was having sex with her biological father all over again. An 18-year-old virgin on her prom night, when she came home early in the morning disheveled and looking like she had sex, even though she hadn't had sexual intercourse with her prom date, her father was enraged and deranged enough with her that he raped her. More than just raping her, he sexually assaulted her and physically abused her.
* * * * *
"Do you know what time it is?"
Her father Richard looked at her with anger mixed with hate and incestuous, sexual lust.
"It's after midnight. I'm sorry," she said. We were talking," she said.
With a guilty conscience that she was doing naughty, sexual things, Liz looked at her father with a face full of guilt and fear. With him always able to tell if she was lying, she could never get away with lying to him.
"Talking? Talking? It's two am," he said tapping his Timex with his index fingernail. "And I have work in the morning. What were you talking about?" He said sarcastically. "What were you really doing all of these hours? And don't lie to me by telling me that you were just talking."
Thinking about all that she was doing after her prom, kissing, touching, feeling groping, stroking, sucking, and licking, she stated the obvious while knowing her father wouldn't believe her anyway.
"We were just talking. That's all," she said.
As if he could read her mind, he looked at her knowing that she was lying.
"Talking my ass," he said. "You weren't talking," he said in an accusatory tone. He looked at her as if he was undressing her. "You were having sex."
Unable to hide her shame and her embarrassment, her only defense was to deny and to lie.
"Daddy. We didn't have sex," she protested. "I'm still a virgin. I'm saving myself for that one special one."
As if she was having a sexual fantasy while standing there talking to her father, it wouldn't surprise her if he grabbed her, pulled up her dress, pulled down her panty, and fucked her with his finger to see if she was lying about still being a virgin. Instead of being revolted by the thought of her father finger fucking her, she was suddenly sexually excited. A way for her to prove that she's not lying and that she's still a virgin, her father would never cross the incestuous line by attacking her in such a violent way. Her father may be a lot of things but he's not a bad man. He works hard to support his family.
Yet, seemingly, even back then, her justification for lying to her father that she didn't have sex, women didn't consider giving a man a hand job before giving a man a blowjob as sex. Even back then, in the 70's, women weren't really having sex unless they were having sexual intercourse and/or anal sex. Deemed more physical than sexual, her date feeling her tits and sucking her nipples while she stroked his cock was hardly deemed as having sex. Just because her date unloaded a bucket full of cum in her mouth and she swallowed doesn't mean that she's still not a virgin.
"Didn't have sex? Don't you lie to me. You smell like sex," said her father sniffing her before slapping her hard across her face. "Tell me the truth."
Catching her by surprise with his sexually explosive forcefulness, he grabbed a handful of the front of her dress and pulled it forward to expose her naked breasts to his horny eyes. Instead of looking at him with shocked surprise, instead of pulling away from his grasp, and instead of being embarrassed that he was seeing her naked breasts, she was sexually aroused. They both stared down at the front of her dress. Liz looked down to see what her father could see of her naked breasts and her father looked down to see what he could see of her naked tits. Just as she was showing a lot, he was seeing a lot. Only, instead of being upset, angry, afraid, and/or embarrassed, she was suddenly sexually excited.
Then, in one quick, hard pull, he tore open the front of her prom gown. Proud of her big breasts, she stood there defiantly with her bra exposed to her father. Not satisfied that he was seeing his daughter's bra clad breasts, with a quick lift of his index finger, he lifted her bra up and over her breasts to reveal her big, naked tits. Her father stared at her tits with the same level of sexual excitement that she showed being so exposed to her father.
Enraged before, the sight of her naked breasts temporarily stopped him from continuing to strip her naked. As if he had never seen tits before, he stared at his daughters, shapely, C cup breasts. Then, without even unzipping the back of her dress, he reached down, grabbed the hem of her dress with two hands, and pulled her prom dress up and over her head. With her dress covering her face, Liz struggled to free herself from her dress while her father felt her exposed breasts and fingered her big nipples. Then, in one hard, quick yank, he pulled her dress, along with her bra, completely off. He had stripped his daughter naked but for her panties.
Seemingly more sexually excited than she was embarrassed, Liz stood before her father topless and only in her sheer panties. Any other woman would have been embarrassed that she was standing in front of her father topless. Any other woman would have been sick to her stomach that her father was staring at her tits in a sexual way. Any other woman would have covered her naked breasts with her hands and with her forearms. Only, after being slapped across her face and nearly stripped naked, Liz was too sexually excited to be embarrassed.
Her nipples were erect and her pussy was moist with the sexuality of the situation. Being so forcibly manhandled pushed all of her sexual buttons. Being that it was her father slapping her before stripping her nearly naked made her wetter now than she was when making out with her prom date. Even after her prom date fingered her pussy before eating her pussy, she wasn't as wet as she was now. As if her father had pushed her sexual arousal button by slapping her before stripping off her clothes, she was ready and willing to have sex with her Dad.
Surprising even herself, never thinking of her father as a sexual being before, how could she even ponder the thought of having sex with her father now? Why would she have sex with her father? It's one thing for a father to want to have sex with his daughter but it was quite another thing for a daughter to not only have sex with her father but also want to have sex with her father. Crossing the line in a giant leap, they were already way over what was sexually appropriate between a father and his daughter.
A father would never strip his daughter nearly naked. A father would never stare at his daughter's topless body. With her dress over her head and her arms stuck helplessly in the air, a father would never take advantage by feeling his daughter's breasts while fingering her nipples. Yet, he did.
He touched her breasts. He felt her breasts. He fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples. The more he touched and felt her the more sexually excited she became.
With her not making any move to conceal her breasts from her father's laser like stare, unembarrassed, unashamed, and immorally, immodest, she defiantly stood before her father with her arms by her sides. Yet, with her not wanting to make herself look any more like a whore, she was just waiting for him to make the first move. She was waiting for him to touch her, feel her, fondle her, grope her again in the way he just did when he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples when her dress was over her head.
For sure, something she thought she'd never do, she'd be in more trouble if she misread her father's intensions as sexual and solicited her own father for sex. Then, if she made the first sexual move and was wrong in her assessment that he sexually wanted her as much as she now sexually wanted him, all of the blame, guilt, and remorse would be on her. Biding her time to make her sexual move, as if standing there topless wasn't enough, this was uncharted ground and forbidden territory.
Something so taboo, this was forbidden. This was inappropriate, incestuous, sexual behavior. Yet, now that she was stripped topless, she was just as sexually excited as obviously was her father. As if she was Eve tempting Adam in the Garden of Eden by standing there topless, perhaps she was pushing her luck in sexually and defiantly teasing her father. For sure, in the way that this was sexually progressing as her father's lover, she wouldn't be a virgin for long.
* * * * *
"I sucked his cock Daddy and he ate my pussy but we didn't have sexual intercourse," she said baiting the bull by telling her father what he obviously wanted to hear.
He seemed nervously uncomfortable with the knowledge that his daughter sucked the prick of her prom date and that her prom date ate her pussy. Even if they didn't have sexual intercourse, in his book, they had sex. In his book, even though she's still technically a virgin, having a cock buried in her mouth and a finger and tongue impaling her pussy, his daughter was no longer innocent.
"You sucked his cock? You blew him?"
Seemingly he had to repeat his question twice in two different ways for him to comprehend that his daughter is a cocksucker. Now more confident in her sexual assessment of her father that he wants to have sex with her, she gave him a sexy grin.
"Yes, Daddy, I sucked his prick," she said proud that she had her prom date's dick in her mouth. "I'm still a virgin. We didn't have sexual intercourse," she said lifting her chin high with some semblance of pride.
Looking as if he was going to slap her again, her father looked at her with rage.
"Still a virgin? Technically you may be a virgin but you're no longer innocent," he said looking at his daughter with disgrace. He looked at his daughter as if he was ready to push her out of his house in just her panties. "If you are anything, what you are is a slut and a whore," said her father.
Only, as soon as he called his daughter a slut and a whore, seemingly sexually excited by his descriptive words, his rage softened. His attitude morphed more as sexual excitement than as anger. Continuing to stare at his daughter's exposed breasts, she made no attempt to cover her nakedness from her father's focused stare.
"No matter if you call me a slut, a whore, or no longer think that I'm innocent, the truth of the matter is that, I blew him," she said looking her father in the eye while shrugging her naked shoulder. "So what? It was just a blowjob."
He looked at her as if he was jealous that she blew her prom date instead of him. He stared at her pretty face before concentrating his focus on her naked breasts. Then, as if they were having sexy, pillow talk, he asked his daughter sexual questions that a father should never ask his daughter and a daughter should never answer her father.
"Tell me and don't lie to me. Did you have an orgasm when he was fingering you and eating you?"
As if adjusting his cock, her father touched the head of his engorged prick through his pants and Liz stared down at her father's fingers touching himself where she'd like to touch him.
"Yes," she said swooning at the thought of her date eating her pussy and now swooning at the thought of giving her father a hand job, maybe even a blowjob.
Pussy for cock, allowing him to take her virginity, she'd let him fuck her if he wanted. Seemingly mesmerized by his daughter's cunt, he stared down at the bulging mound her pussy made in her panty. Clearly, he could see enough through her sheer panty that he could see her camel toe and her pussy slit. Looking as if he wanted to tear off her panties, push her to the floor, and fall between her legs, her father looked as if he wanted to finger his daughter before licking his daughter. Her father looked as if he suddenly wanted to fuck her.
"I can't believe you sucked your prom date's cock." As if she was his cheating wife instead of his virginal daughter and as if he was her outraged husband instead of her loving father, her Dad looked at her with possessiveness and jealousy. "I can't believe you blew him."
Dissipating as quickly as it came, suddenly, with him continuingly staring at her naked breasts, his rage and possessiveness were replaced by sexual excitement.
"Believe it," she said taking in a big breath of air and puffing out her naked chest to make her breasts appear even bigger and more temptingly appealing to the horny, incest filled eyes of her father.
Liz was proud that she had bigger tits than her mother. Her breasts were just as big as her sister's big breasts. Now in the way that her father was staring at her naked tits, she wondered if her father has seen her sister's naked tits.
"Oh, my God," he said unable to hide his incestuous, sexual excitement for his daughter. "You're such a whore."
Liz knew she had her father right where she wanted him. Without even sexually touching him with her hand and/or her mouth, she was sexually controlling him with her words. Continuing the teasing, sexual torture of her Dad, she laid it on even thicker.
"While he felt my tits and fingered my nipples, I sucked his cock, Daddy," she said.
Looking down at her naked breasts, she reached up her hands to feel her tits and finger her nipples. Seemingly wishing her hands was his hands, as if she was a stripper performing a live sex act on stage, her father watched her touching her big tits and fingering her hard nipples.
"With you having quite the rack, he must have loved feeling your big tits," said her father still staring at her tits as if he was a pervert instead of her father. "You have beautiful beasts," he said using his compliment as his reason to continue staring at his daughter's tits.
As if offering her breasts to her father, she lifted the both of them in her hands. Then, she pulled her nipples, while turning and twisting her nipples.
"He loved my big tits, Daddy," she said lifting one breast to her mouth to suck her own nipple before lifting her other breast to her mouth to suck that nipple too. "While he felt my tits and fingered my nipples, I stroked his cock before sucking his prick."
Totally, sexually aroused by his daughter not only fingering her nipples but also sucking her own nipples, he looked at her at her as if he was looking at a whore he met in a bar or a prostitute he saw on the street.
"Tell me the truth and be honest. Don't lie to me," he said staring at his daughter's mouth as if he wanted to stick his cock between her lips. Obviously sexually excited, her father shivered with the sexual anticipation of her answer. "Did he cum in your mouth?"



Obviously, he'd love for his daughter to blow him. Obviously, he'd love to cum in his daughter's mouth. Obviously, with him getting sexually and seemingly overly excited by the explicit sexual conversation that he was having with his daughter, her father wiped a hand across his face as if he was a man dying of thirst.
"Yes, he ejaculated his cum in my mouth," said Liz as if she was reliving the memory of licking her prom date's semen from her lips.
When her father mindlessly fingered his hardening prick through his pants, she looked down at the bulge that showed in her father's trousers. As if she was a snake charmer, without even touching him, fondling him, stroking him, and/or sucking him, she watched her father's cock grow bigger and harder.
"Tell me and don't lie," he said with quivering voice. "Did you swallow his cum?"
He stared at her eyes as if to see if she was telling him the truth or playing him before he stared at her exposed, big, naked tits again.
"Yes," she said. "I sucked him, Daddy. I allowed him to cum in my mouth and I swallowed him too. He ejaculated a huge load of cum in my mouth and I swallowed him," she said pausing while watching her father touching himself through his pants again.
"Oh, my God," said her father under his breath.
"Even though this was my first blowjob, I finally found something that I love to do Daddy," she said not even believing that she was so brazenly confessing to her father that she loved sucking cock. "I finally found something that I'm good at doing, Daddy," she said goading him, daring him, and sexually teasing her father to ask her to suck his cock too.
* * * * *
While staring at his daughter to obviously watch her reaction to seeing the impression of his stiff prick through his pants, her father unzipped himself and pulled out his cock. In the way that she was standing there exposed to her father, he exposed himself to his daughter. In the way he had been staring at her exposed tits, she stared down at her father's exposed prick before looking up at him. She stared at his big prick as if she was hypnotized by the sight of her Dad's cock.
She watched him mesmerized while he stroked himself before answering him. Brazenly without embarrassment or shame, like father like daughter, with the both of them immodestly immoral and incestuously deranged, her father stroked himself to an erection while his daughter watched. Fascinated by the sight of her father's big cock, she watched his prick grow bigger and stiffer. If he asked her to, she'd suck her father in the way she sucked her prom date. If he put a hand to the back of her pretty head, she'd not only allow him to cum in her mouth but also, she'd swallow.
"Are you telling me that sucking cock is what you love to do? Are you telling me that sucking cock is something that you're good at doing?"
Seemingly, again, he had to rephrase his question and ask the same question twice for him to comprehend that his daughter not only loved sucking cock but also was good at sucking cock. Mesmerized by his stiff prick in the way that he was mesmerized by her big tits, Liz watched her father stroking himself to an even harder erection. He stared at her full lips in the way that she was staring at his stiff prick.
"Yes Daddy. I'm a good cocksucker. I love the feeling of a hard prick in my mouth. I love the taste of a man's cum. I love feeling the power and the control that I have over a man when stroking him and sucking him," she said making eye contact with her father before staring at his prick. "I love giving blowjobs, Daddy."
She looked at her father as if he was a man who picked her up in a bar and her father looked at her as if she was a prostitute he paid to suck his prick.
"Oh, my God," said her father stroking himself faster.
While putting a finger to her lips and sucking it before speaking, she gave him a sexy smile.
"I love looking up at a man when he has his hard, hairy prick in my mouth and when he's feeling my tits and fingering my nipples," she said obviously hinting at her father to do the same.
While staring at her father's exposed prick, she ran a slow tongue over her lips as if he was licking an ice cold Popsicle and she was so terribly hot. While staring at her fathers exposed prick, she felt her tits and fingered her nipples.
"Show me," he said offering his cock to her by raising it and holding it up in his hand. "Show me what you did to your prom date," he said stroking himself to a harder erection. "Show Daddy how you stroked him before you sucked him. Show me how you stared up at him with your big, beautiful, blue eyes while he felt your big tits and fingered your huge nipples. Show me how you allowed him to cum in your mouth. Show me how you swallowed his cum. Prove to me that you're a good cocksucker."
He put a heavy hand to her shoulder and forced her down to her knees. Immediately Liz dropped to her knees in front of her father and replaced his hand with her hand. She slowly stroked his cock before stroking him harder and stroking him faster. Then, she did the forbidden. She did what no daughter should do to her father and what no father should do to his daughter, she took her father's prick in her mouth.
"Oh, Daddy," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "I love you, Daddy."
Then, while looking up at her father with her big, blue eyes, he impaled her mouth with his stiff cock by sliding himself in deeper.
"I love you, Liz," he said putting a heavy hand to the back of her pretty head while humping her mouth and fucking her face.
Not one to waste such an incestuous opportunity of getting a blowjob from his hot, sexy daughter, he reached his right hand down to touch her big, left breast, feel her big, left breast, and fondle her big, left breast while fingering her huge, left nipple.
"Unlike your mother's saggy, B cup breasts, your breasts are so big and firm. Your nipples are huge. I can't wait to take them in my mouth to suck them," he said.
He continued feeling his daughter's breasts with one hand while fingering her nipple and pushing her head forward with his other hand. In the way she had control over her date with her hand and her mouth, she now had control over her father. Sucking him deeper, she stroked him faster. Proving that she was a good cocksucker, it didn't take very long for her father to cum in his daughter's mouth.
"Oh, my God, Liz. I'm going to cum. Suck it baby. Suck my cock. Suck Daddy's prick. That's it. Stroke me harder. Stroke me faster. Oh, Liz! Oh, Liz! Oh, Liz," he said exploding a volume of warm, oozy cum in Liz's willing mouth.
Obviously driven by having incestuous sex with his daughter, as if he was a volcano, he erupted. With a heavy hand to the back of her pretty head while holding her in place and pushing her face forward, he humping her mouth while continuing to ejaculate a huge volume of warm, oozy cum in her mouth. Hearing the ruckus so early in the morning, her mother, her sister, and two brothers entered the living room.
Instead of protesting, instead of stopping her husband, and instead of her sister saving Liz from her father and her two brothers protecting their sister from their Dad, they watched Liz blowing their father. They stared at the sexual exchange as if they were watching strangers having sex in public instead of watching Liz blowing her father. As soon as his wife walked in the room, seemingly and inherently knowing she was there with them in the room, he ejaculated his cum in Liz's mouth. Taking all that he had to give, she swallowed her father. Now finished with her Dad, she turned to her brothers.
"Do you want me to suck you too," she said looking up at her brothers after swallowing her father's cum while still on her knees.
Liz's brother, Al, looked to his brother, Bob, before they both looked to their father as if asking permission for his sister to suck them. As if giving them the green, sexual light, their Dad gave them a nod.
"Yes," said her brother Al pulling down his pajama bottoms to expose his 7" cock. "I'd love for you to blow me Liz.
"Yes," said her brother Bob pulling down his boxer shorts to expose his 8" cock. "Suck my cock, Sis."
In the way of giving her first of many circle jerks, she moved between her two brothers to show her ambidexterity. Sucking one while stroking the other, Liz blew both of her brothers. In the way that her father felt her tits and fingered her nipples, her brothers felt her tits and fingered her nipples while she sucked them and stroked them. Al was first to cum in her mouth. Then, leaving Al to orally satisfy Bob, Liz sucked her other brother.
After watching her daughter orally pleasure her father, Liz's mother, Sharon, removed her nightgown while watching Liz orally pleasure her brothers. While watching Liz sucking her sons, Al and Bob, Liz's mother moved to the couch and rubbed her clit with her fingers. As soon as Liz finished with her brothers, she crawled over to her mother and moved her mouth to between her mother's legs. She licked her mother's pussy while fingering her mother's pussy. Not to be let out of the fun, in a chain of womanly, incestuous love, Liz's sister, Kate, moved between Liz's legs and fingered her pussy while licking her pussy.
After Liz gave her mother an oral orgasm and Liz's sister, Kate, gave Liz an oral orgasm, Liz's father pushed Liz down on the carpet, mounted her, and stuck his cock in her virginal pussy. Her brother Al, moved between his mother's legs and Sharon guided her son's cock inside of her while Bob made love to his sister, Kate. Fucking, licking, and sucking, switching from one to the other as if they were having a swingers' orgy, the family had incestuous sex all night.
* * * * *
If a psychiatrist was to analyze her and her father, he'd conclude that her father was responsible for setting her pornographic life in motion with incest, first with the swinging and then with the pornographic movies. Her father was the man who popped her cherry. After that, with her mother already having sex with her brothers, and with Liz already having sex with her sister, it was an easy transition for Liz to have sex with her brothers.
Their perfect porn actress, Liz showed Peter and Lars that not only could she suck and fuck two enormous black cocks but also she loved sucking and fucking two, big, black cocks. Liz showed Peter and Lars that she could have sex with a man pretending to be her father as if he was her actual father. Liz showed her producer and her director that she enjoyed having sex with women as much as she enjoyed having sex with men.
To be continued...
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The modern day adventures of angry women.
Woman #1
Better to be a slut, even a whore, it doesn't pay to be a good girl and moral woman.
Donna is a 21-year-old, third year college student studying psychology at Boston University. She wants to continue her education, earn her master's degree, and perhaps even a doctorate to become a psychologist. The complete package, she's a good girl, a moral woman, and someone that any man would love to have as a girlfriend and ultimately have as a wife, a mother to his children, and a partner in life.
More than just her good looks and her shapely body, she's kind, honest, sincere, and loving. She's a woman that any mother would love to accept her in her home and to have as a daughter-in-law. She's a woman that any man's sister would be proud to call her sister-in-law.
Only, saving herself for the right one, her one and only, abstaining from sex, she's a virgin. What used to be prized hundreds of years ago when the king was looking for his queen, is now met with disdain and a jaundice eye, as if there's something wrong with the woman to still be a virgin once past the age of 18-years-old. The problem with Donna putting off sex until she finds the right one and is ready to marry is that most men don't want good girls and/or moral women.
Most men want bad girls. Most men want immoral women. Most men want to have fun while sowing their wild oats before settling down. Most men want to play the field. Most men want to see what's out there before an anchor is tied around their neck, handcuffs are locked on their wrists, and agree to wear shackles on their ankles in the form of a wedding ring for the rest of their miserable, doom lives.
* * * * *
Instead of longing for the right one and the only one in the way that women do, most men want women who are sluts in clubs. All men want women who are whores in bed. The last thing any man wants, unless he's standing at the altar with her, is a frigging virgin.
"Pardon? You're a what? A virgin? No way! Seriously?" The man looked at the woman as if she had a disease that was contagious. "How in the Hell did that happen?"
"I'm waiting for my one and only. I'm waiting for the right one," said the woman while giving him a look that made him realize that he wasn't the right one and wouldn't be getting any sex from her. "I'm waiting for my knight in shining armor. I'm waiting for my handsome prince to sweep me off my feet."
Yet, instead of walking away and finding another woman who was a slut, a whore, and/or a slut and a whore, he persevered.
"Surely, even if you haven't had sexual intercourse, you must have given someone a hand job and watched them cum," he said unzipping himself. "You must have sucked someone's cock, given them a blowjob, allowed them to cum in your mouth, and swallowed?" He pulled out his cock to expose himself to her but the woman refused to take him in her hand or in her mouth.
"No," she said. "Sorry. Abstaining from sex, I haven't given a hand job or a blowjob and haven't even seen a men's penis until now that you exposed yourself to me."
"Seriously? If my prick is the first cock you've ever seen, then I don't see this relationship working. I was hoping you'd be a slut, even a whore but not a virgin," he said putting his cock back in his pants, zipping himself, and walking away. "Goodbye."
* * * * *
I dare say that unless they're marrying them, most men want nothing to do with virgins. One would think that any terrorist who declares war on America and is willing to blow himself up and all those around him with a bomb vest would want to do that for the sake of going to Heaven to be with a thousand whores. I don't understand why a terrorist would commit suicide to be with a thousand virgins. Seriously, it makes no sense to want to be with a thousand virgins.
"Hey, Achmed, be honest and tell me the truth. Swear on your camel," said Abdul, "When you died to be with one thousand virgins, did you think that Heaven would be anything like this?"
"No, Abdul," said Achmed. "I swear on my camel that I thought Heaven would be better. With all of these women saving themselves for Muhammad, none of these women want to have sex. If I knew that Heaven would be like this with a thousand virgins saving themselves for the right one, I would have held out to be with a thousand whores."
* * * * *
On the other hand, when a man is with who he perceives as being a slut, a whore, and maybe even a slut and a whore, he doesn't waste his time watching reruns of Sex and the City with a virgin. Instead, already in sexual Heaven without having to kill any infidels, he wants to see how far he can go sexually with his non-virginal girlfriend who possibly may be a slut, a whore, or even a slut and a whore.
"What do you say we make our own sex tape Baby? What do you say we make a sex tape that's better than the sex tape that Pamela Anderson, Paris Hilton, Britney Spears, and Kim Kardashian made?"
Looking at him as if he was possessed by the Devil, his girlfriend stared at him speechless.
"I want to film you sucking my cock. I want to film me giving you a cum bath. I want to film me cumming all over your face, your hair, and your naked tits," said a typical man who wants a whore for a girlfriend but not as a wife. "I want to film us having sex in public. I want to show your naked body to the world."
If she had the forethought to have made a voodoo doll of him, she would have stuck pins in his eyes. She would have cut off his tongue and his hands before cutting off his cock.
"I have an idea," said the man to his girlfriend who he thought was willing to do anything to sexually please him. "You and your girlfriend get naked and then get in the sixty-nine position. I want to film you eating one another's pussies. You know, being that this will be your first time with a woman, if you like having sex with women as much as you like having sex with men, maybe we should try the swinging lifestyle. I'd love to watch you suck and fuck a multitude of men," he suggested.
It was then that the woman decided to end this relationship that was going nowhere and throw him out of her bed and out of her house.
"You want to film me having sex with you? You want to make a sex tape that supersedes the sex tapes of Pamela Anderson, Paris Hilton, Britney Spears, and Kim Kardashian? You want to film me getting a cum bath from you while you cum all over my face, my hair, that I just had done, and my tits? You want to show my naked body to the world? You want me to get in a sixty-nine position with my best friend and eat one another's pussies? You want me to participate in the swinging lifestyle and suck and fuck a multitude of men?"
As if she was a terrorist plotting his death and he was an infidel, she gave him a hard look.
"Do you think of me a slut? Do I look like a whore to you?" If looks could kill he would have been dead already. "Get out of my house! Get out! Go! Leave! Screw! Scram! Get Lost! Just get the fuck out you dirty bastard!"
Once most men are done with the women sucking them, they want to watch their women having sex with other men. Once most men are done fucking their women, they want to watch their women having sex with other women. Once most men think of their woman as a slut and/or as a whore, they no longer respect their women. Done with them, they've gotten as much as they could get out of them and now are on to the next woman.
* * * * *
Only, Donna is not that type of women. She's not a slut or a whore. She'd never willingly agree to make a sex tape. Unless she was drunk or drugged, she'd never allow anyone to take a picture of her without her clothes. Gross. She'd never allow any man to disrespect her by giving her a cum bath. Being that she's a virgin, she'd never agree to have sex with any man unless he was her one and only and had already made his vows by saying, "I do."
She's a pretty girl. Her shoulder length, chestnut, brown hair matches the color of her mahogany eyes. At 5'8" tall and 130 pounds, she resembles Anne Hathaway in looks and in body structure, only without the big nose and with bigger breasts. Actually, she's much better looking than Anne Hathaway. Yet, even more than her outward appearance, her outgoing personality, quick wit, fun sense of humor, intelligence, and her kind nature are her best features.
Unfortunately, ruining her life's plan of saving herself for her special someone, she lost her virginity at a frat party. Normally busy with her studies, when not in church praying for those less fortunate, she works part-time at the Boston animal shelter on Chandler Street and pitches in at the mission to feed the homeless at the Pine Street Inn in Boston. The one time she relented and went with her friends to a frat party was the biggest mistake of her life. With her drunk, drugged, disoriented, and unconscious, she was stripped naked and raped by three members of the Boston University football team.
* * * * *
Woman #2
Tall, blonde, beautiful, and busty with blue eyes, she must be a whore.
Samantha was a real looker. Tall, blonde, beautiful, and busty with big, blue eyes, she was very good looking. She looked like a younger version of Heidi Klum. Every man and even some women who saw her wanted her. Every man and even some women who saw her made a pass at her. Only, in the sexy way she looked, men, as well as women, just wanted her for one thing. Not seeing beyond the outside package, they all wanted to use her for sex.
Sex, sex, sex, everything is all about sex. With few men thinking that they could get someone who looked like her alone long enough to love them, most men figured that they could get someone who looked like her naked for an hour after some late, night, heavy drinking. Perhaps the reason why so very many beautiful women end up with ordinary looking men, such as Billy Joel with supermodel Christie Brinkley, Mick Jagger with supermodel Jerry Hall, and Ric Ocasek with supermodel Paulina Porkizkova, is because most men fear beautiful women. Most men fear being rejected and shot down. With their egos deflated, most men fear going home alone to an empty bed.
If only a man would take a chance on love instead of just settling for empty sex, he may be surprised. Only most men would rather not make a commitment. Most men aren't ready to profess their love. Most men would rather have something meaningless for an hour than to have something meaningful for a lifetime.
Being that she was a blonde and pretty with big tits, most men don't respect her. Most men don't see past her pretty face and her big breasts to see the quality and the goodness of the woman inside. Sadly but truthfully, not listening to her when her mouth wasn't full with their tongue or their cock, most men don't care what she had to say. While staring at her pretty face and/or her big breasts, they pretend to listen to her talking about herself. They pretend to be interested in what she had to say. Only, if given a pop quiz and asked to repeat what she just said, few would remember one complete sentence of anything she said.
With Samantha, Sam, or Sammy, what her friends called her, not a slut or a whore, but a one man women, with her long blonde, lush hair and big, D cup boobs, men just assumed that she was a slut and a whore. Just because a woman is big breasted, most men think of them as wenches from the 16th century when the pirates roamed the high seas in search of Spanish ships to steal their gold.
When most men look at her, rather than seeing the woman she is inside, they just imagine her topless. They imagine her naked. They imagine her on her knees and sucking their cocks or bent forward while fucking them doggie style. Whenever most men think about her, they imagine her naked and in their bed with them while giving them hot sex.
Only with her having so very many other qualities than physical and sexual, she's not just about sex. She's about love. She's about kindness, goodness, and wanting to be a good person. She's about finding Mr. Right, getting married, and having children. She's about committing her body and her soul to the one man she loves and wants to spend the rest of her life with while making a good life.
Not an easy job but an honest way to earn a living, she worked as a cocktail waitress across from Boston's Public Gardens at the prestigious Four Seasons Hotel on Boylston Street in Boston. She couldn't count how many men asked her out for a drink after work. With her a cocktail waitress, the last thing she wanted to do was to have a drink after work.
She couldn't count how many men left their room key as part of her tip. An upscale bar, where people gathered after work to socialize, one would think that the customers would be upscale too. Some male customers were classy and well-mannered but most of her business customers weren't. Not giving her the respect that she gave them and that she deserved in return, they were rude and they were grabby.
Sometimes between the drunken stockbrokers groping her, the arrogant lawyers not taking no for an answer, and the accountants propositioning her, she wished she kept a stun gun in her pocket. No matter how much money, education, or stature men have, give any man a couple of drinks, especially when in close proximity of an attractive cocktail waitress and he'll try and grope her in the way that a drunk would grope a barmaid in an Irish pub in South Boston. In the way that all men want their women they marry to be classy, few men exhibit the same characteristics when first meeting a woman.
* * * * *
"Hey Baby, wouldn't you like to come home with me," said a fresh man grabbing Samantha's shapely ass. "I'll even let you be on top."
She looked at him as if he was nuts. She looked at him as if he was drunk. She looked at him as if he was nuts and drunk.
"I'd have be drunker than you to go home with the likes of you," she said slapping him across his face. "Besides," she said with a vindictive smile of victory, "what would your wife say?"
He looked at her stunned that someone like her, a lowly cocktail waitress, would reject someone like him, a rich stockbroker.
"What would my wife say? If I was married, I'd hope she'd say, let's get naked. Let's have a threesome," he said with a dirty laugh. "Let me show you what I can do with this beautiful blonde while you watch."
* * * * *
Woman #3
"She can't be a partner. She's a woman."
Patricia worked as a successful lawyer. She was a career woman. Whenever men who sat across from her or faced her in court, they referred to her as a bitch, a barracuda, or a witch. If she was a man, they'd refer to her as competent in her job, successful in her career, and a damn good lawyer.
Putting aside plans of marriage and having children, even having a boyfriend, until it was too late for her to give birth to a child of her own, she put her job first before finding Mr. Right. Dedicated and driven, her studies and education took a backseat to romance. Then, once she passed the bar on her first try, her law career came first before anything. Putting her career before her sleep and jeopardizing her health, she's spent sleepless nights at the office when working on a case.
Tall and thin, masking her femininity to fit in a man's world without calling undue attention to herself, even with her hair up and wearing little makeup, she was still strikingly beautiful. Imagine Robin Wright, Naomi Watts, Uma Thurman, or Charlize Theron dressed as a man and that's Patricia. She could never hide the fact that she's a woman, a beautiful woman.
As if wearing a uniform, she always wore blue, grey, or brown business suits with a matching white, linen blouse and blue, grey, or brown high heels that matched her outfit. She looked like a lawyer. She looked like a company CEO, only there aren't very many CEO's of companies that are women.
Unless she was going to trial and lugging her boxes filled with briefs, law books, and research, she carried the same briefcase, a black leather one that she slipped over her shoulder in the way that a woman wears a handbag. Speaking of handbags, she didn't use a handbag. With her briefcase having so very many pockets, she had no need for a handbag. Too conspicuous, handbags made her feel like every other empty headed woman who was more concerned over powdering her nose than she was over her education. From her smartphone, to her day/date scheduler, to her laptop, and to her handgun, everything she needed was in her briefcase.
Tailor made and loosely fit to iron away her curves, her business suits made her appear wider and heavier than she was. Instead of complementing her sexy, shapely figure, whatever she wore downplayed her womanly curves of her sexy body. If she could make herself look any more like a man without looking like a Butch, a Dyke, or a lesbian, she would.
In the way that all judges, whether male or female, wear long, black robes, if she could get away with wearing a long, black robe to court, she would. Only, mocking and masquerading as a judge, she'd be in contempt of court. Nonetheless, with there no room for her as a woman in court, she tried to eliminate her femininity from her job as a lawyer by dressing more like a man.
Wearing minimal makeup, she wore her hair severely pulled back in a tight bun. Her hair was pulled so tightly back that her face, with nary a wrinkle, looked like she's had Botox treatments or a facelift. One would think that wearing her hair pulled so tightly back would give her a headache. One would think that wearing her hair pulled so tightly back would ruin her good looks. Only, she was the type of woman who could shave her head and still look beautiful.
Having earned her undergraduate degree from Harvard Business School, she earned her law degree from Yale Law School. With most firms having an unspoken code of no room at the top for women, nonetheless with her Ivy League school education, she was hoping to make her way in a Boston law firm. She specialized in contract law. She specialized in suing big companies that had deep pockets for the smallest civil rights infractions. She specialized where the bulk of the compensation is awarded in class action lawsuits.
Alas, a double edged sword, even though she made a lot of money for her law firm, she made a lot of enemies from those CEO's who she beat, belittled, and humiliated in court. In the way that the parquet floor was to a basketball player, the football field to a football player, the diamond to a baseball player, and the ice rink to a hockey player, the courtroom was her battlefield and where she felt most comfortable. Putting her game face on, with her being a real warrior, a gladiator in an arena alone and pitted against giants, even those lawyers on her side feared her.
Hiding in the background while waiting to get back at her, those influentially, powerful men made career waves for her to make sure that she never made partner. Calling in all of their favors to make her life as miserable as she made their lives, they were all out to get her and to get even with her. The only men who remotely liked her are the men who wanted to fuck her, dominate her, and control her. Only, a modern day version of Cleopatra, Florence Nightingale, Queen Elizabeth I, Coco Chanel, and Elizabeth Taylor, all rolled into one strong woman, no man could control a woman like her.
Except for the male partners in her own law firm, it was always the men drinking and having their cigars at the country club who hated her the most. It was always those men going golfing and/or who frequented strip clubs who talked about her and plotted against her behind her back. With her not invited to the inner circle of leather, boardroom chairs and mahogany tables, even though she was very successful at winning, being that she was a woman, after all, she was of no consequence. She was of no consequence until she faced them in court. Then she was an in their face hurricane force who blew back the piles of paperwork they used to cloak, confuse, and confound their dirty deeds and secret deals they used their shell companies to hide behind.



Yet, to her credit, as if small dog with a big bone, undaunted by the defensive strategy against her, she's tenacious. A defender of the law and an enemy of those who don't play by the rules and who don't believe in justice for all, she's a giant slayer. As if she was Brienne of Tarth, played by Gwendoline Christie in The Games of Thrones, she's the anointed knight of the constitution but without the armor, without the sword, and without the right to be the judge, the jury, and the executioner.
In the way that a terrier sometimes terrorizes the people and other dogs in its neighborhood with incessant barking and aggressive behavior, whether in a courtroom or at a negotiation table, Patricia is good at her job. She earns a lot of money for her law firm and other than receiving monetary rewards, she doesn't receive the other rewards of her position, such as the big corner office, the title, and a partnership. Always, when it came time to make her partner, the job was offered to one of the boys, a man.
Not fair and not right, with her career snub going against the grain of who she is as a lawyer, someone who champions to win equal rights for all, she's unable to fight her own discrimination case. She'd win the battle, of course, but she'd lose the war. After taking her own law firm to court for sex discrimination, as if she worked alone in a vacuum, no other firm would hire her. Winning her discrimination case would essentially be the end of her career as a lawyer.
To be continued...
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Darryl forces Jeff and Joan, George and Anne, and John and Christine to play a sexy game.
"Now that you're all naked, let's take this a step further," said Darryl looking from Joan's D cup breasts to stare at Christine's B cup and breasts before ogling Anne's C cup breasts.
Jeff stood from his seated position and put a hand in front of him to cover his naked, semi-erect cock and exposed pubic hair and testicles.
"This has gone far enough," said Jeff. "This needs to stop and you need to go. You have all of our valuables and the keys to my new truck, just leave."
As if bored by Jeff's bravado, Darryl rolled his eyes and motioned nonchalantly with his gun for Jeff to sit.
"As I was saying before I was rudely interrupted," said Darryl with a laugh after giving Jeff a warning glare. "Now that you're all naked, let's play a game, a sexy, adult game," he said looking at every naked one. "Let's pretend that all of you are single and none of you are married," he said looking around the room from one to the other. "How does that sound so far?" He looked from one naked couple to the other naked couple. "Doesn't that sound like fun?"
Once again, Jeff interrupted him.
"Please don't do this," said Jeff looking over at his naked wife, Joan, before looking over at his friend, John and his naked wife, Christine, who was sitting there next to George's wife, Anne, who was naked also. "It's one thing to force us to strip naked but if it's your intention for us to break our marriage vows by having sex with one another, that's just wrong. That's just nasty. After you're gone, that's something we all must live with and deal with for the rest of our lives."
Darryl gave Jeff a hard look that made him stop talking.
"Duly noted," said Darryl. "Are you done?"
With his gun still in hand, he crossed his arms and smiled at Jeff.
"Yes," said Jeff.
Jeff looked at his wife and his friends seemingly with as much fear as he was looking at them with sexual excitement. Certainly, just as every man there was handsome, every woman there was attractive. Especially with everyone sitting there naked, with pheromones permeating the air, the sexual hormones were bouncing off the wall.
"In a perfect world," said Darryl looking from one naked person to another naked person. "If you could pick the one person to sexually be with right now while limiting your selection to those who are in this room, and except for choosing your own husband or your own wife, of course, who would you choose? Your preferred selection doesn't have to be a lifelong commitment, just a roll in the hay and a onetime suck and fuck type of thing. C'mon, don't be shy," said Darryl looking from one couple to the other again. "If you could pick one person to live out your sexual fantasy, who would that person be?"
Everyone remained quiet. The women stared at the floor while the men stared at the women. With the sexual tension that suddenly permeated the air palpable, seemingly everyone was curious who the other would pick. Certainly, after being friends for ten years and sexually faithful to their spouses while, no doubt, lusting over one another, they all knew who they would want to be with sexually if they could. And now, delivered to them in this serendipitous home invasion, here was their chance to live out their sexual fantasy with their friends and neighbors only, morally, as God fearing Christians, they couldn't cross that line.
One would think, with the three couples already naked that they would lose their modesty with their clothes. Only, seemingly everyone tried their best to control their sexual urges by not giving into them by not making eye contact with one another and by not making their obvious selections to swap partners. With the men obviously already making their selections by their lustful stares, the women played it coyly innocent.
Whether it was the guilt, the embarrassment, or the shame, it was up to Darryl to force them to sexually do what they all wanted to sexually do but were unable to do because of all of the Puritanical conventions put upon them to act morally right. As long as Darryl held the gun and forced them to have sex with one another, they were free from the guilt of cheating on their spouses. Technically, with the sex out in the open and with no lying and cheating involved, it's not adultery if they're forced to have sex with one another's spouses and if all of their friends are forced to do the same.
"Allow me to rephrase my question," said Darryl seemingly enjoying playing this impromptu, adult, sexual game. "If you could kiss someone, really kiss someone, French kiss someone while feeling their naked body, who would that person be?" He looked around the room while waiting for someone to answer. "It's just a kiss, one innocent, little kiss." When no one responded, he continued baiting them, teasing them, and enticing them. "Taking this a step further, if you could suck and fuck or lick and fuck one person who was now in this room, who would that person be?"
Still no one talked. Something that they would carry with them for the rest of their lives and that may interfere with their continued friendship, no one confessed their attraction to someone else's husband or wife. The women still stared at the floor while the men still ogled the women. A telling sign, the men's cocks were all just as erect as were the women's nipples. Unable to use the excuse that their nipples were erect because they were cold, with the fireplace blazing a fire and with it the middle of summer, it certainly wasn't cold in the room. If anything the air temperature along with the sexual heat was hot, really hot.
"By the way, while you couldn't help looking at one another, I made my observations. You've already revealed to me the ones you want. I already know who wants who," said Darryl looking from one to the other while laughing. "I'd have to be a fool not to see your sexual interest in one another."
Jeff looked from his naked wife to look at the naked wives of his naked friends before staring over at Christine.
"Please don't do this," said Jeff looking back to Christine before staring at Darryl. "You'll ruin our lives."
Darryl watched Jeff staring at Christine before responding.
"Do what? Ruin your lives? If anything, I'm enhancing your lives by allowing you to see, touch, feel, and experience what else is out there sexually."
Darryl smiled his arrogance.
"You're such an asshole to force us all to do something that is against our religious believes," said Jeff taking the high road.
Jeff looked at Darryl with trepidation.
"Giving you my permission not to be Christians for one day, if anything, as my parting gift to you for your generosity and hospitality, I'm doing you all a favor. I'm allowing you all to live out your sexual fantasies," said Darryl with a sexy laugh. "If anything, I'm allowing you to experience the way that Jim and Tammy Faye Bakker lived. I'm allow you to experience the way that Joel and Victoria Osteen, no doubt, live their private, personal lives every day," he said with a loud laugh.
With his true emotions contradicting how he felt, Jeff looked horrified yet sexually excited at the same time.
"My wife is my sexual fantasy," said Jeff looking at Joan who smiled back at him while he was obviously lying.
Darryl let out another big laugh.
"Certainly with Joan's huge jugs I can see how she'd be your and many men's sexual fantasy but in the way you've been staring at Christine's tits, ass, and pussy, I hardly think so. Christine is your sexual fantasy," said Darryl. "You go sit with Christine, Jeff, and John, you come sit next to Anne. George take your place with Joan," said Darryl. "See? This isn't so horrible after all. You're all sitting next to the person you've been sexually fantasizing over for years," said Darryl.
As if he was a matchmaker, Darryl looked at the three couples satisfied that they were with the right partners.
"We have not been sexually fantasizing over one another," said the three women in soft, guilt filled voices almost in unison that betrayed how they really felt.
The women didn't look at one another or even at their husbands. Instead, when not looking down at the floor, they looked up at Darryl.
"I don't sexually fantasize over anyone but my husband," said Christine.
She folded her arms across her breasts while staring down at Jeff's erect cock.
"Me too," said Anne.
Unable to help herself from looking, Anne stared down at John's erect prick.
"Prove it then," said Darryl. "Prove to me that you're not sexually attracted to one another.
Darryl looked from Jeff sitting next to Christine to look at Anne sitting next to John and to George sitting next to Joan.
"How can we possibly prove that we're not sexually lusting over one another to you? We're just all good friends," said Joan twirling her brown hair with her fingers.
As if already bored with his little, sexual experiment, Darryl rolled his eyes and sighed.
"Sexual lust is easy to prove Joan," said Darryl looking from Joan to George. "Shall I show you?" Darryl asked his rhetorical question while looking at Joan before looking to George.
Darryl gave Joan a look of whimsy.
"You can't prove what's not there," said Joan as if daring Darryl to prove that she was sexually attracted to George.
As if she was about to steal something in a store, Joan returned Darryl's whimsical look with her expression of the forbidden compliance.
"Kiss Joan, George. Really kiss her. Part her lips with your tongue and French kiss her. Allow George to kiss you, Joan, really kiss you. Surrender him your tongue. Let me see you make out, really make out with one another while touching and feeling one another," said Darryl.
George looked from Joan to look at Darryl before looking at Jeff. Jeff gave his friend a go ahead nod. Then, when George looked at Joan, she gave him an it's okay shrug. With Darryl telling him to kiss Joan, a woman he's obviously sexually lusted over for years, if judging his sexual attraction to her by his erection, George looked as uncomfortable as he was sexually excited. With Darryl encouraging him to kiss her, and with Jeff giving George the go ahead nod to kiss his wife, while Joan gave him the go ahead shrug that she seemingly didn't mind if he kissed her, obviously George and Joan would soon be kissing.
George leaned into Joan and kissed her. Nothing more than a peck at first, then when he parted her lips with his tongue, Joan not only allowed him to French kiss her but also she returned his French kiss with her French kiss. In view of Joan's husband, Jeff, and George's wife, Anne, George and Joan kissed as if they were married and/or as if they were lovers.
They kissed as if there was no one else where with them and they were alone in the room. Perhaps they had kissed before but seemingly, they kissed as if this wasn't the first time kissing one another. They kissed as if they were on their Honeymoon. They kissed as if they had picked one another in a bar after a late night of drinking and were sexually warming up and preparing to have sex. Definitely, their kiss wasn't just a kiss. Absolutely, their kiss was so much more than just a kiss.
Obeying Darryl while Jeff watched George groping his wife's huge D cup breasts, George felt Joan's breasts and fingered her erect nipples while kissing and kissing her. Feeling one big breast while fingering her nipple, he switched off to feel her other big breast and to finger her other nipple. Kissing and kissing one another, they made out like two, horny teenagers in the backseat of a car on prom night. With George and Joan French kissing one another, and with the other two couples watching them lead the way, the atmosphere in the room turned from fear, to reluctance, and to sexual excitement. While everyone watched Joan and George making out, as if they were all watching a sex scene from an adult film, there was total silence.
With them all being such good, close friends, if it wasn't sexually exciting enough to see them all strip down to their underwear, it was even more sexually exciting to see them strip naked. With one friend looking at the other friend's naked body, no one seemed embarrassed or ashamed to show their friends what they looked like without their clothes. Now, with George making out with Joan and with Joan returning George's passion, while he felt her huge tits and fingered her big nipples, watching them making out with one another was what was needed to get the rest of them sexually aroused. It was one thing to strip down to their underwear and quite another thing for them all to strip naked. Now, for the distinct possibility that they'd all be having sex soon, the room was heating up hotter than the fireplace.
"And you Joan," said Darryl as if he was a movie director directing a sex scene while watching George kissing her, feeling her breasts, and fingering her nipples. "Wrap your hand around George's cock while he's kissing you and feeling you," said Darryl. Not done directing his scene, Darryl turned to Jeff with a shit eating grin. "You don't mind if your wife feels another man's prick while they French kiss and he feels her breasts and fingers her nipples, do you?"
Jeff looked up at Darryl and sighed.
"What choice do I have?"
Darryl smiled his arrogant and annoying smile.
"We all always have choices. You can always say no," said Darryl with a laugh. "Saying no won't stop Joan from feeling George's prick but it may make you feel better to voice your disapproval."
Jeff looked from Darryl to look down at his wife with his friend.
"No," he said. "I don't want my wife feeling George's cock while he feels her tits, fingers her nipples, and French kisses her."
Darryl smiled his hideous smile again.
"There. Even though it won't change us all from having some sexy fun with one another, don't you feel better after voicing your disapproval, Jeff?
Jeff shrugged his discontent.
"Now Joan, I want to watch you finger the head of George's dick before slowly stroking his erect prick. I want to see how hard you can make Anne's husband," said Darryl while watching Joan and George kiss.
Reluctantly at first, but when George kissed her and felt her breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, Joan dropped her hand to George's stiff prick. Touching and toying with his cock with her manicured index finger first, she fondled the head of his cock with her index finger and thumb before wrapping her hand around his erect prick and slowly stroking him. The faster Joan stroked him, the deeper George kissed her while pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples. Unbelievably, Joan was giving George a hand job. Her neighbor and her longtime friend, it was surreal to watch Joan making out with George while stroking his cock as he felt her huge tits and fingered her big nipples.
"Get your tongue in there while feeling her big tits and fingering her nipples, George. Let's see those nipples pop," said Darryl.
The deeper George kissed her and the more that he pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples, the faster she stroked his stiff prick. Then, suddenly, as if steam blowing the lid off of a kettle, Joan broke off the kiss to sit up straight.
"There," said Joan breathless and flushed. "Are you happy now? I told you that we're not sexually attracted to one another. It was just a kiss among friends and nothing more than that."
Darryl laughed at the ridiculousness of her claim that they weren't sexually attracted to one another.
"I'd more believe that your kiss wasn't anything sexual if George didn't have such a huge erection and if your nipples weren't so erect Joan. I bet if I stuck a hand between your legs, you'd be wet," said Darryl.
Darryl let out another big laugh.
"Don't. Please don't," said Joan putting one hand to her lap while gluing her knees together and covering her naked breasts with her other hand and forearm. "Okay, I'm wet," she admitted with obvious shame and embarrassment while looking down at her hand in her lap. "I'm really wet," she said looking from Darryl to look at George with sexual excitement, before looking at her friend Anne with shame and before looking at her husband with embarrassment. "Sorry Honey," she said to Jeff. "Please forgive me. I couldn't help from getting sexually excited. George kissed me, fondled my breasts, and fingered my nipples in the way that you used to do but haven't done in so very long."
Darryl looked over at Jeff who stared at his wife with jealousy and possessiveness, but with obvious sexual excitement.
"So, tell me Jeff, how do you feel about your wife French kissing another man? How do you feel about another man feeling your wife's big tits while fingering her nipples? How do you feel about your wife feeling another man's prick in her hand while stroking him? Is this the first time Joan has given anyone a hand job other than you?"
Jeff gave Darryl an icy stare. If looks could kill, Darryl would be dead.
"Stop," said Jeff. "Just fucking stop being such an asshole."
Darryl smiled at Jeff.
"Stop? I can't stop now. We've just only begun. I'm just getting started," said Darryl with an annoyingly loud laugh. "Your wife stroked George, Jeff. Joan stroked his cock while he felt her tits, fingered her nipples, and French kissed your wife," said Darryl pausing to watch Jeff's reaction. "Does that bother you that George felt Joan's tits and fingered her nipples? How do you feel about George feeling your wife's tits and nipples while Joan stroked his cock?"
Jeff gave Darryl another heated look.
"Please stop," said Jeff.
He looked at his wife with a mixture of disappointment and sexual arousal.
"Did you see the erection that Joan gave George? And Joan willingly admitted that George not only got her hot and bothered but wet too?" He turned to Jeff. "I bet you two will be having some hot, pillow talk tonight, huh?"
Darryl laughed while Jeff looked at Darryl as if he wanted to punch him.
"Fuck you," said Jeff. "I don't like my wife sitting there naked. I don't like you and your supposed brothers ogling my wife's naked body. I don't like her kissing another man while he feels her tits and she strokes his prick but you have the gun," said Jeff. "You're the one calling all of the shots. You're just lucky I don't have my gun."
Darryl nodded his head.
"Well, I'll tell you what Jeff," said Darryl. "This is your chance to get even with Joan and give your wife a taste of her own medicine. Give Christine a big, wet kiss while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. And you, Christine, wrap your hand around Jeff's cock while he's kissing you, feeling your tits, and fingering your nipples. Slowly stroke him as if he's your husband. You don't mind if your wife kisses another man while stroking his cock do you, John? You don't mind Jeff feeling your wife's tits and fingering her nipples, do you?"
Darryl looked at John staring at his wife with Jeff.
"Of course I mind, but there's nothing that I can do to stop that from happening," said John with a shrug while staring at his naked wife who was about to kiss Jeff, his naked neighbor and friend. "Besides, you're right about us. Just as Christine has always had a thing for Jeff, I'm not embarrassed to admit that I've always been sexually attracted to Anne," said John looking over at Anne before staring at her big tits.
While under the watchful eye of Darryl, the two Larry's, and the other two couples, Jeff and Christine kissed, French kissed. He felt her tits while she slowly stroked his prick. Kissing and kissing, they made out as if they were dating. They touched, felt, and explored one another's bodies as if they were lovers instead of neighbors and friends. When they broke off their kiss, Darryl turned his attention to the last couple.



"Now it's your turn," said Darryl looking to Anne and John.
In the way that George had kissed Joan and Jeff had kissed Christine, John turned to Anne and kissed her, really kissed her, French kissed her while feeling her C cup breasts and fingering her nipples. Not needing any encouragement in the way that Joan needed, Anne returned the sexual favor by wrapping her hand around his erect prick and stroking him to an even harder erection. When they broke off the kiss, they looked at one another with sexual lust. They looked at one another with love. They looked at one another with sexual lust. They looked at one another as if they wanted to have sex. As soon as they broke off the kiss, Anne was flushed and John was breathless.
"See? It's just a kiss," said John looking from Darryl to Anne before looking back at Darryl.
John looked from Darryl to look at his wife Christine before staring at Anne's naked body while Anne looked at her husband, George.
"Just a kiss my ass. Look at you. You're all sexually excited. All you guys have huge erections and all you women have erect nipples and wet pussies," said Darryl with a long look at everyone and a pensive pause before speaking again. "I'm willing to bet you that, if I ordered the women to suck your cocks, they would," said Darryl waving his gun.
Jeff looked at his wife horrified before looking at Christine with sexual excitement.
"Please don't," said Jeff.
As if it was a B rated porn movie, the women looked shocked, albeit sexually aroused, while the men couldn't control their sexual excitement.
"I'd do anything for you not to hurt us," said Joan looking up at Darryl so innocently and while giving George the sexy eye.
Still holding his cock in her hand, Joan looked from Darryl to stare down at George's erect prick.
"Me too," said Christine altruistically. "I'd do anything to keep us all safe, even sucking another man's prick," she said fluffing her blonde hair with her hand as if getting ready to pose for a magazine photo shoot.
Christine looked from Darryl to stare down at Jeff's erect prick.
"I'd suck your cock," said Anne staring up at John. "I'd suck his cock," said Anne to Darryl this time. "Definitely, I'd blow him."
She looked from Darryl to stare down at John's cock again.
"Must they cum in our mouths?
Joan asked the question for all the women while Anne and Christine looked to Darryl for the answer.
"Duh? Of course they must cum in your mouths," he said looking from Joan to look at Anne and then Christine. "It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if they didn't cum in your mouths. Not only must they cum in your mouths but also you must swallow their cum too," said Darryl.
Joan looked from Darryl to look at Christine before looking at Anne.
"Okay," said Anne while Joan and Christine nodded their agreement.
Darry looked at the ladies and shrugged.
"Well, what are you ladies waiting for, an engraved invitation? Let's see some cock sucking, head bobbing, sexual action. Joan, you suck George's cock, you suck Jeff's cock Christine, and you suck John's cock Anne," said Darryl. "Ready? Go."
Immediately the three women took the men's cocks in their hands before moving their heads to their laps and taking their stiff pricks in their mouths. Bobbing their heads up and down as if they were bobbing for apples at Halloween, the three women going down on three men looked like a pie eating contest. As if rehearsed in advance, George put a hand to the back of Joan's brunette head, Jeff put a hand to the back of Christine's blonde head, and John put a hand to the back of Anne's red head.
Humping their heads, the three men fucked the mouths of the three women. As if this was a wife swapping, swingers' party, the three women attacked the three men's cock as if they've never had a cock in their mouths before but always wanted to suck cock. The three women attacked the three men's cocks as if they've been dying to suck them.
Joan was really sucking George while making all of those slurping sounds that men love to hear to show that the woman is enjoying sucking his cock as much as he's enjoying having his cock sucked. Bobbing her head up and down while moving her head from side to side, Christine sucked Jeff while staring up at him with her big, blue eyes. Deep throating John, Anne took all of him in her mouth while staring up at him with her beautiful, jewel like green eyes.
It was no surprise when John was first to explode his cum in Anne's mouth. As soon as Anne swallowed another man's load, George ejaculated in Joan's willing mouth. Last, seemingly holding himself back but obviously unable to control the sexual urge to ejaculate his sexual lust for Christine, Jeff shot a huge load of cum in Christine's mouth. With all three women blowing men who weren't their husbands and all three men cumming in women's mouths who weren't their wives, all three women swallowed the men's cum.
"Well, now that the women sucked you, it's only fair to return the favor. Jeff, you eat Christine's pussy, while you, George, licks Joan's pussy, and you, John, give Anne an oral orgasm," ordered Darryl.
Immediately the three men moved between the women's legs. Fingering while licking them and reaching their hand up to feel their tits and finger their nipples, they had the women squirming in no time.
"Oh, Jeff, lick my pussy, lick it," said Christine grabbing two handfuls of his hair and mashing his face in her wet cunt.
As if it was a cream pie eating contest, Christine was the first to cum.
George seemingly was enjoying eating Joan. Licking her while fingering her as he reached up his hand to fondle her tits and finger her nipples, he had her wiggling her ass in sexual enjoyment in no time.
"I've been waiting for this moment for years," said Joan. "Lick me George. Lick me. As if your finger is your cock, stick your finger deeper inside of me while licking my clit." Obediently George impaled Joan's wet pussy with his stiff finger while licking her and licking her. "Oh, my God, I'm going to cum."
Immediately after Joan had an orgasm, Anne would soon scream her sexual pleasure too from John eating her pussy in the way that Jeff had eaten Christine's pussy and George had eaten Joan's pussy.
"Don't stop. Please don't stop licking me and fucking me with your finger. I'm going to cum," said Anne screaming. "Oh, my God, John. Oh, my God. Lick me. Lick me. Please don't stop licking me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming."
Basking in the afterglow of sex, all three women kissed their lovers' faces that were covered with their vaginal secretions while the men felt their tits and fingered their nipples.
"Now that they've sucked you and you've licked them, it's time to make love to the women that you really love and have lusted over when not with your wives," said Darryl with a dirty laugh. "Get down upon the floor to show your woman what you really, sexually think of her."
All three couples moved to the floor.
"Asshole," said Jeff.
Immediately, Christine reached her arms out for Jeff.
"Never mind him. Make love to me, Jeff. I need to feel you inside of me," said Christine while allowing Jeff to mount her. "Bury your cock inside of me."
George looked up at Darryl with a big smile on his face.
"Thank you," said George.
Joan moved to her back and spread her legs.
"Fuck me, George. Make me cum with your cock in the way you made me cum with your tongue," said Joan reaching her hand between her legs to guide George's hard prick inside of her wet pussy.
As if God was there looking down at him, John looked up to the ceiling with his hands together.
"Thank you Jesus," said John.
Anne pulled John down by his arm.
"Your prayers have been answered. Now, make love to me," said Anne. "Then, after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me, really fuck me hard. I want you to pound my pussy hard enough to make me cum again."
Jeff made love to Christine before fucking Christine. George made love to Joan before fucking Joan. John made love to Anne before fucking Anne. After giving the three women orgasms with their fingers and with their mouths, they gave them a second orgasm with their cocks. With the women no longer able to get pregnant, after ejaculating the first load of cum in their mouths, the men ejaculated a second load of cum inside of their cunts.
Now every year, four times a year, Jeff, Joan, George, Anne, John, and Christine return to the cabin. Only, they don't go there to hike, to hunt, to fish, or to go camping. They go there to have sex. They go there to suck, lick, and fuck. With the three couples swapping partners, they've become swingers' albeit monogamous swingers within their six member group.
Only, one autumn day, history has a habit of repeating itself. While Jeff left the front door to his cabin unlocked again and the three men let their guard down while having sex with one another's wives, with guns drawn, Darryl reappeared with his two brothers, Larry and Larry.
To be continued...
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*
I've changed my mind about wanting to abolish the 2nd amendment, I need to buy a gun and join the NRA.
Much in the way that Uncle Sam, the United States military, wants young men and women to join the Army, the Navy, the Marines, the Air Force, or the Coast Guard, America wants you. Much in the way that the IRS, the Internal Revenue Service, wants every man, woman, and child to pay taxes on every dollar of income, the IRS wants you too. Much in the way that every foreign and domestic car manufacturer wants to sell or lease you a car, car companies want you. Much in the way that every oil company wants you to buy their gas and their oil, oil companies want you. Much in the way that supermarkets want you to buy their food and restaurants want you to eat at their restaurants or bars want you to drink their booze, supermarkets, restaurants, and bars want you.
While we're listing everyone who wants you, let's not forget Amazon, EBay, online shopping services, and shop at home from your television outlets, seemingly everyone wants you. Let's not forget the telemarketers who call your house, come to your door, and/or stand in front of supermarkets with flyers and brochures in their attempts to sell you cell phones, cable TV, siding, roofing, a hot tub, or screened in porches or ask you for a donation. Only, it doesn't stop there. Oh, no. Selling you things you don't want or necessarily need, doesn't stop until you die and even then it continues with funeral directors trying to sell your survivors funerals, caskets, urns, and final burial plots.
Then, when you turn 50-years-old, the AARP, the American Association of Retired Persons, want you too. Even after you're retired, there's those celebrities trying to sell you reverse mortgages and life insurance policies. No matter how old or infirmed you are, they want your business too. Then there's the whole purpose of this review and essay, the gun manufacturers. They're hoping that you'll buy their guns from gun shops. Much in the way that the NRA, the National Rifle Association wants every man and woman to join them while shooting your guns in the air in celebration of their vast association, the NRA wants you too.
Seemingly everyone wants you and you thought that no one liked you. Ha! Seemingly everyone not only likes you but also wants you. How does it feel to be so liked and to feel so wanted? If I was being so solicited and hounded, if I was feeling so liked and wanted, after I vomited, the feeling of belonging to an association such as the NRA would make me want to pee myself.
Yet, this review and essay isn't about me. This review and essay is about you. How does it feel to be so pursued, romanced, and desired if only as a customer? Only, your lover isn't a man or a woman, it's the government of the United States of America and big business. You'd better count your fingers after you shake their hands. You'd better check to see if you're not brainwashed after going to bed with them. Best you be careful what you sign your name to and what you say because trust me, with the government and big business not allowed to read you your Miranda rights, without even being arrested, everything you say and do will definitely be used against you in a court of law.
Alas, except for the military, sadly, they all really don't want you personally. They just want your money. The world revolves around money. Money, money, money, it's all about money. Either you have money or you don't. If you have money, someone wants it. If you don't have money, no one wants you. It's all that simple.
* * * * *
The NRA, the National Rifle Association also known as the NMA, the National Murder Association wants you to buy more guns. If you're not already a member, they want you to join. They want you to buy your first gun that hopefully won't be your last gun. If the NRA and gun manufacturers had their way with your money, you'd have an entire arsenal of weaponry and ammunition all over your home.
"A home was raided today by SWAT, the FBI, and ATF," reported the local news of something that's happening all across the country too often. "A cache of handguns, rifles, automatic weapons, and tens of thousands of rounds of ammunition were taken from a man who quietly lived in the neighborhood for forty years. No one was hurt in the raid."
The National Rifle Association want you to be a customer until you go to jail for shooting someone or someone shoots you dead. Then, they'll solicit your survivors and will scare them into joining them and buying guns too. I know this because, being that I'm not an NRA member, I get three phone calls a day, every day, from the NRA using different phone numbers to ask me to join or asking me for a donation? A donation? The only organization the NRA doesn't have more money than is Apple Computer in iPhone sales, Harvard University in endowments, and the Catholic Church in gold.
Yet, in their defense or persecution, whichever way you see it as a beloved member or hated non-member of the NRA, they're not all bad or all good for that matter. Members of the NRA make as good of an argument why you should join as the non-members of the NRA make why the 2nd Amendment should be abolished and guns should be banned. More than just a matter of opinion but a matter of life and death, not other constitutional amendment stirs up as much emotion as the 2nd amendment, not even the 1st amendment, freedom of speech.
Did you know that gun manufacturers and the NRA donate hundreds of millions of dollars to the political campaign chests of judges, mayors, governors, representatives, senators, and even the President of the United States? Influencing your decision to be with the NRA or against the NRA, if you didn't know that the NRA works to change laws and public policy by donating money to those public officials who can make a difference in a vote, you should know that. It's no secret that lobby for their cause and freely give their money to those who they want to win elections and reelections. There's no law in donating money to someone's political campaign chests and in wanting them to win their election or reelection. Yet, there's something not right when the gun manufacturers and the NRA have the ears of judges and the political influence of mayors, governors, representatives, senators, and even the president of the United States for them to push their political agendas through when we don't.
None of us have the money and the political clout to get anything done on our behalves. We're not members of that exclusive club of superrich and all powerful. We're just regular Joes and Janes. We're just the mass of worker ants. Separately, we're nothing and no one that is until we ban together.
"Together we stand and united we fall."
We're just members of what was once called the middle class but is now powerlessly referred to as the working class or lower class. Most of us don't have the money, the power, and/or the political influence to get in the game to play politics on a level playing field. We usually find out what happened to our future the next day after the dirty deals are done behind closed door sessions while we were sleeping or working.
"I'm just curious. Let's see a show of hands. How many of you have a lobbyist? That's cute yet sadly true. One man pointed to the lobby outside. No Sir. I didn't mean lobby. I meant a lobbyist. A lobbyist is someone who is hired by a business or a cause to persuade legislators to support that business or cause with their votes. I didn't think any of you working stiffs have a lobbyist. Well, I don't have a lobbyist either so I'm a loser too."
Let me ask you this. Did you know that gun manufacturers and the NRA spend millions of dollars each year in legal fees suing small towns and cities for passing sane regulations, safe gun ordinances, and commonsense laws against handguns? As unbelievable as that sounds, it's true. If it was up to gun manufacturers and the NRA, as it is in Texas with the new open carry law for handguns just passed, America would return to the days of the Wild West where people resolve their petty issues by having gunfights.
* * * * *
"Honey? Stop! Hold your fire. Put down your gun," said John, Emily's husband. "Why are you shooting at the neighbors?"
Emily looked at her husband with insane anger while he wrestled her loaded handgun away from her clenched, shaking hand.
"Their dog has shit on my lawn for the last time," said Emily with her eyes bulging out of her blonde, pretty head while staring over at the neighbors as if she wanted to kill them and most certainly, she did want to kill them.
She stared over at the neighbors cowering in their living room who were even afraid to go outside to rescue their dog who was tied to the porch. Yet, with tonight his bowling night with his neighbor and with his neighbor driving him to work tomorrow morning in their carpool, he needed to be the one with the cool and calm head.
"Gees, Emily. What's wrong with you? Their dog shitting on our law is no reason to shoot at our neighbors," said John trying to talk reason to his wife. "Bring me my rifle, the one with the scope."
Emily fetched her husband's rifle. As if he was a Navy Seal, he turned his baseball cap backwards, assembled and loaded his Remington, modular, sniper rifle with a single bullet and with one sniper shot, he put their dog down. A beautiful, cute, little Yorkshire terrier, he blew that dog to bits.
"That will teach you to stay off my lawn," yelled his wife from her window. "Stay off my lawn!"
* * * * *
Did you know that gun manufacturers donate hundreds of millions of dollars in brand new handguns, automatic weapons, shotguns, and rifles to police department across the country? After all the slogan of gun manufacturers is "To promote the right to keep and bear arms." At the expense or salvation of the rest of us, I commend gun manufacturers for donating free guns to the police. Unless you're in Podunk, Oklahoma or Battle Creek, Michigan, if you notice their holsters to see what they're packing, big city police officers always have the most up-to-date handguns that were donated by gun manufacturers, such as Glock, Smith and Wesson, and others. Yet, gun manufacturers donating guns to police departments across the country is like giving a farmer a new lock for his barn free after someone already opened his barn door to allow his horse to escape.
"Here's some free guns to shoot criminals who have stolen our guns and now illegally possess them," I fictionalize a representative from a gun manufacturer saying when presenting a cache of new guns to the local police department.
With more guns begetting even more guns, the escalation of weaponry doesn't make any sense. When criminals can illegally get their hands on any gun that those gun manufacturers make, all gun manufacturers are doing is giving the police a fair fighting chance. With gun manufacturers not accepting any responsibility beyond selling guns, gun manufacturers need to do more than give free guns to police departments to protect us from criminals who illegally possess their guns. Our "public servants (sic)" need to do more to protect us from handgun crimes and gun wielding criminals. The NRA is too busy pushing forward their own, personal agendas in selling memberships and collecting donations to care what happens to any of us.
Much like Don Vito Corleone saying to his son, Sonny, in the Godfather II movie, "It's not personal. It's business. The NRA wants us to swallow, "It's not the gun. It's the shooter," said then executive Vice-President of the NRA, Wayne LaPierre.
Whether I'm dead by a Mafia hitman or by a bullet from an unregistered handgun in the hands of an unlicensed shooter, my untimely demise is quite personal to me.
* * * * *
If judges, police, and politicians weren't owned by the NRA, the National Rifle Association, and gun manufacturers, America would be a better and a safer place without the legalized proliferation of handguns and automatic weapons. Congress needs to have the backbone and the interest of the citizens who elected them as their first priority instead of their greedy self-interests as their only priority. If Congress passed the laws that we need to protect ourselves, I wonder how different things would be for the betterment of all of us who hide in our homes for fear that we'll be victims of senseless gun crime. Instead they recite their rights under the 2nd Amendment. Well, what about our rights, the rights of people who don't want to have to own a gun to feel safe?
The Hell with the 2nd Amendment. It's an outdated law now. The 2nd Amendment was adopted at a time when we needed it. We don't need it anymore. We should all sign a petition to abolish the 2nd Amendment.
Yet, knowing that will never happen, we need to force Congress to pass legislation that will protect the average, law abiding, God fearing citizen of the United States from death by guns. Otherwise, as we do now, we'll all be taking the law in our hands while hiding behind the second amendment. We'll all be joining the NRA and buying handguns. In the way the Irish had their IRA, Irish Republican Army, America will have their ARA, American Republican Army because, if we're all loyal NRA members and gun owners, we'll all be Republicans instead of Democrats.
"Get off my lawn!"
* * * * *
"I'll give you my gun when you take it from my cold, dead hands," said Charlton Heston, the then President of the NRA, the National Rifle Association at the time.
At the time, Mr. Heston was holding a replica of a Flintlock, long rifle. Now there wouldn't be a gun control problem in this country if everyone had a replica of a Flintlock, long rifle instead of an unregistered and unlicensed handgun. The parallels that the NRA tried to draw between a Saturday night special, stolen .38 caliber handgun and a Flintlock, long rifle is just more lunacy spun to make people believe that the government is out to take their rifles. How dare they? Even in their logo, they don't show a handgun but a rifle.
The government is out to sanely control handguns by making sure that they're registered and that owners are licensed. Other than he was pressured to do so, I have no idea why President G. W. Bush didn't sign the law that made it a crime to own an automatic weapon of mass destruction, such as the AR-15, the more accurate AK-47, or the dreaded Bushmaster. Seriously, who needs a machine gun? What hunter needs a high powered, automatic weapon to kill a deer?
"Honey? I'm going hunting," said Walter to his wife June.
"Did you pack your long johns?"
"Check," said Walter.
"Your camouflage?"
"Check."
"Your hunting boots?"
"Check."
"Your lunch?"
"Check."
"And your AK-47?"
"Double check," said Walter.
* * * * *
Instead of abolishing the 2nd Amendment, what if Congress passed a law that no one could own more than one gun? Think about it. Isn't one gun enough? Seriously, how many guns can you fire at the same time? You're not Sylvester Stallone in Rambo or Al Pacino in Scarface. We're just law abiding citizens protecting our families and defending ourselves in self-defense.
All of those United States, law abiding citizens who want to bear arms could still own a firearm but just one. Instead of owning an arsenal of weaponry, handguns, rifles, shotguns, and automatic weapons, they legal can only own one, just one. Wouldn't America be a safer place with hundreds of millions of guns removed from our country? Instead of having more than 300 million guns, enough for every man, woman in child in America, instead we can only legally buy 50 million guns, enough for every family. Yeah, I know. That will never work passing a law that forces Americans to forfeit some of their precious firearms for the safety of all. With everyone hiding out in the hills of Montana or restaurant booths in Waco, Texas, they'll all be of the same mindset as Charlton Heston was.
"I'll give you my gun when you pry it from my cold, dead hands," said Charlton Heston, the then President of the NRA.
Only, now that he's dead, I wonder if they ever got his gun. What do you think? We can only imagine.
"Psst," said one orderly to another orderly in the Beverly Hills morgue.
"Do you know who that is?"
"No. Who?"
"That's Charlton Heston," said the first orderly.
"Seriously? The Greatest Show on Earth? Moses in The Ten Commandments? Ben Hur? Planet of the Apes. Genghis Khan? Wow," said the second orderly. "Only, what's he holding beneath his sheet?"
"His gun," said the first orderly before removing the sheet. "Let's see if we can pry it from his cold, dead hands. If not, we'll have to saw the gun to fit him in his coffin."
* * * * *
If Congress passed a law, one that seemingly opposed the 2nd Amendment of the Constitution of the United States, and if the law had teeth in it that was in direct opposition to the beloved (sic) NRA and gun manufacturers, what would you do? Would you be blindly upset while not even knowing what the new law was and how the new law will affect you and the safety of your family or would you embrace the new law for the safe sanity for all?
Before we state the proposed new law, let's recap the 2nd Amendment, shall we? Now, I don't know the 2nd amendment verbatim but I think the 2nd Amendment is based and is now defined by what happens in this country every day and in every city.
"Every moronic American, whether violent or insane can bear arms, meaning they can own a firearm. Every moronic American, under the 2nd Amendment of the United States Constitution, has the right to shoot anyone they want, any time they want, even themselves (we can only hope)."
The logic behind this, according to the National Rifle Association and the gun manufacturers is, "It's not the gun that's responsible for shooting anyone, it's the shooter."
What? Huh? C'mon. Seriously? Are you kidding me? Whether a gun is directly or indirectly responsible for the death of so very many Americans each year is bullshit semantics and is, according to Dr. Spock of Star Trek fame and to Dr. Sheldon Cooper on Big Bang Theory, not only irrelevant but also illogical.
According to the 2nd Amendment of the Constitution of the United States of America, a document signed by our forefathers to protect our rights, instead of protecting us, the 2nd Amendment is not only harming us but also killing us. Under the law of the Constitution, every moronic America has the right to bear arms and to shoot anyone they want at any time, even themselves, because it's not the gun, it's the shooter. That's just lunacy. That's just stupid. That's just advertising spin that promotes people to buy even more guns. That's just inflammatory hogwash spun to emotionalize gun ownership and to sell more guns.
Have I paraphrased the 2nd Amendment correctly? Is this the premise and the staunch public position of the NRA? Or am I misinformed? After you threaten to shoot me in my sleep, enlighten me by making a comment to my story if you will. Or am I missing something, such as the real reason why the NRA and gun manufacturers want everyone to own an arsenal of weaponry?
Money and greed. It's all about money and greed, isn't it? It's our money and their greed that feeds the gun lobbyists and that waters down the gun laws. The NRA and the gun manufacturers don't care about you or about public safety. They just want your money. Money, money, money, all we have to do is to follow the money to find the truth.
* * * * *
"It's not the gun, it's the shooter."
How's that for spin? Bullshit! That saying is not only insane but it's also inflammatory. Those seven words have cause tens of thousands of people to join the NRA, especially after they saw Charlton Hesson holding a rifle over his head in front of a press dinner. Those seven words are directly and indirectly responsible for the murder of thousands of people.



"I'll give you my gun when you pry it from my cold, dead hands," said Charlton Heston, the then President of the NRA.
That one photo opportunity was responsible for selling more guns and signing new NRA members than 9/11, Columbine, Newtown, and Aurora combined. Written by a top ad agency, a Philadelphia lawyer couldn't write a better nonsensical excuse why someone as innocent as a school full of children in Newtown, Connecticut were needlessly shot to death. There's no sane reason why twelve people died in Aurora, Colorado while waiting in line to watch a movie. Yet, are their survivors supposed to find solace in the fact that it wasn't the gun that killed them all, it was the shooter.
"Is that it? Is that right? So what whether it was the gun or the shooter? What difference does it make? They're dead. They're all dead."
Those innocent children are still dead. Those wanting to see a movie are dead. Don't blame the implement of death, blame the messenger. Is that it? Yet, if guns weren't so easily accessible, no matter if it's the gun or the shooter, we wouldn't have so very many people dying by guns whether illegal or not.
"Nothing personal. It's just business," laments the Mafia when having to kill someone, a friend of the family perhaps.
"Nothing personal. It's just business, big business," says the gun manufacturers when the fat bottom line fills them with jubilation.
Selling guns and bullets is big business. If we're shot to death, it's nothing personal, it's just business. We're nothing more than collateral damage in politicians getting their campaign contributions, the gun manufacturers selling their guns, and the NRA getting more new members to donate more money.
It's not the gun that's responsible for so many deaths, it's the shooter. So, advancing that logic a step further, if our government declared war on a foreign country not for the advancement of democracy but for their oil and no one showed up to fight this greed driven war, we'd have no more wars. Because...it's not our government, it's our military. Right? Isn't that the same premise behind, it's not the gun, but the shooter? I'm starting to understand the logic behind this now.
So...lemme get this straight. Let's think of it's not the gun but the shooter ass backwards. If a man violent rapes a woman, it's not the man who committed the crime, based on our logic that opposes the NRA reasoning, it's his penis or his sex drive, or his horniness, and/or his sexual frustration, or his abusive childhood.
Thereby, extrapolating that logic, if you rob a bank, it's not your fault. It's the money. It's the fault of the money. Yeah, of course. The money tempted you to steal it. Blame the crime on the money and not the thief. Right? Let's send the money to jail and not the man who stole it. Sorry, but just as I'm not making any sense at all, so doesn't the NRA's argument make any sense either.
"How dare they?"
They must think we're all stupid and we are for buying into their lunacy and buying even more guns and even more ammunition. Yet, we are stupid. Instead of selling less guns after the Columbine, Newtown, and Aurora shootings, wanting to grandfather their guns in, people bought more guns for fear that our government would pass stiffer gun laws to deny people from owning guns. Yet, give a man a shiny, new weapon to play with and he'll make sure that the NRA stays in power and in a position of influence to rule every decision that politicians make not on your behalf but on their behalf. Give a man bullets and he'll want to shoot them.
* * * * *
The outdated 2nd Amendment was adopted at a time when we had Indians, rustlers, murderers, and marauders. The 2nd Amendment was adopted at a time when we didn't have the protection of the city, state, and federal police, TSA, Homeland Security, SWAT, the FBI, the NSA, and the CIA. At a time before we had one ton bombs, jets, aircraft carriers, and a military armed to the teeth, the 2nd Amendment was added to the constitution so that citizens could take the law in their own hands. The 2nd Amendment allowed citizens to be the judge, the jury, and the executioner in their self-defense to protect themselves while out alone in the wilderness.
"Get off my lawn!"
"Get out of my house! I have a gun!"
Now with much of our wilderness turned into strip malls, Disney World, Las Vegas, and national parks, we're relatively safe without even having to fall back upon the 2nd Amendment. Unless we hide ourselves in our homes, crowded everywhere we go, we can't get away from people. There are so very many people in places, such as New York, that if you aimlessly fired a handgun, you're going to shoot someone and possibly even kill someone. Begging a tragic accident, handguns aren't designed for populous cities. Yet, an infestation, every city has nearly as many handguns as they do rats and roaches.
Before we continue, lemme ask a simple question. Why is the National Rifle Association called the NRA and not the National Handgun Association, the NHA? Begging a better and more descriptive name, why is the National Rifle Association not called the NMA, National Murder Association? Isn't that what they do? They encourage gun ownership and thereby are indirectly responsible for killing Americans.
Isn't that the sole purpose of the NRA to sell guns that kill people while they and gun manufacturers make huge piles of money? Are we supposed to believe that it's not the NRA and the gun manufacturers who kill anyone but it's the guns? Are we supposed to believe that it's not the NRA and the gun manufacturers who kill so very many people but it's the inanimate handgun? Is that the line that they've fed Americans to justify people to buy more guns and to join their sick and violent association? Again, how dare they think we're so stupid? Yet, we are that stupid to believe anything our politicians tell us. A good rule of thumb to follow, if a politician is speaking, they're lying.
Answer me this, admittedly a fruitless lawsuit that would cost more than it was worth and would go nowhere for the plaintiff, it they haven't already, why hasn't anyone sued the NRA and the gun manufactures for the untimely deaths of their loved ones? If there were no guns being made, sold at gun shops, at conventions, on the street from a car trunk, and promoted by the NRA, I wouldn't have to write this idiotic review and essay. I'd be writing something more sexually satisfying. I'd be writing erotica instead. Hey, don't blame me, the writer, blame this review and essay. I'm just minding my own business doing my job writing. It's not my fault. It's the fault of this review and essay.
Actually, I like the last name the best for the NRA, the National Rifle Association. The NRA should be more descriptively called the NMA, the National Murder Association. The National Murder Association sounds like a legalized murder for hire association, hitmen who don't have to pay their respect to a Mafia boss. The National Rifle Association, aka the National Murder Association and the extended family of gun manufacturers such as Smith and Wesson, Glock, and others, are hitmen who don't have to wear dreadful Hawaiian shirts over their fat, Italian bodies.
The NMA, Smith and Wesson, Glock, and others could have a slogan, a gun in every Americans hands so that we can kill one another at any time. Shoot first and ask questions later. As long as you say you're sorry for accidentally shooting someone to death, you're forgiven because it's not the gun, it's the shooter or is it not the shooter but the gun? I don't know now. I'm confused.
"The family that shoots together, dies together." How's that for a handgun slogan?
Seriously, I'm curious. If Congress passed a law that citizens of the United States could only own one gun, which gun would you chose to own? Being that you're the gun owners and the loyal members of the NMA, sorry, the NRA, you're the firearm experts. If anyone knows guns, you know guns the best. This is your time to shine. This is your time to educate and enlighten the rest of us by writing about your preferred and beloved guns. We the people with our heads in the clouds when our heads aren't up our asses, the minority who don't own a gun, are the peace loving pacifists who don't know anything about guns. We need you, the gun owners, to tell us why we all need to own guns and which guns to buy if such a law was passed that we all could only own just one gun.
Anyway, not to digress but if Congress passed a law that you could own only one gun, which gun would that be? If you could only legally own one gun, just one, what would that gun be? Would it be a rifle? What kind of rifle and why? Would it be a handgun? What kind of handgun and why? Would it be a shotgun? What kind of shotgun and why? Or would you go for broke, being that you could legally own only one gun, and buy that AR15 or that AK47, the most sold and deadliest automatic weapon in the world for the last several decades?
Yet, as always is the case, instead of reading and digesting this entire review and essay, there will be those gun owners and loyal NRA members who won't read past the first paragraph before writing their derogatory comment calling me un-American and threatening to shoot me. There will always be those gun owners who will take exception that I want to abolish the 2nd Amendment. They won't even read past that one line before they're busy writing their comment how I should be stripped naked by a bunch of home invaders and gangbanged with their handguns. There will be those who won't even take the time to read this review and essay, never mind understand the premise behind this review and essay. There will be those who will write their comment as to how I should die by a gun wielding home invader and pistol whipped before being shot to death.
"There, take that, Susan Jill Parker and remember, it's not the gun but the shooter."
As if it makes a difference who's responsible, if it's the gun or the shooter, when I'm dead.
"Susan should find solace in the fact that it wasn't the gun that killed her but the shooter," said the Reverend giving the funeral service after laying his Magnum .45 on the pulpit.
* * * * *
So, what's the answer?
In the way that we stopped making one-thousand-dollar-bills because of drug dealers, money laundering, and money launderers, do we ban the sale of all handguns because of criminals killing innocent and not so innocent people? Why not? The United Kingdom did it. Australia did it too. Yet...if it's not the gun but the shooter, maybe instead of banning handguns, we need to ban shooters. What do you think of that nonsense?
Yet, the argument will always be, if we banned handguns, made a law that banned all handguns, then the only people with handguns would be criminals, the police, of course, our military, and you're grandmother, who'd never give up her handgun. Yet, to make sure that criminals don't abuse the law by owning illegal handguns, we could pass a law that allows the police to shoot and kill any criminal who is in possession of a handgun. What do you think of that proposed law?
"Do you have any guns on your person or in your car?"
A policeman stopped a man for running a stop sign.
"I have a gun in my glove compartment officer," said the criminal.
The officer drew his gun.
"Let me see it. Open the glove box slowly but don't make a move to touch the gun," said the officer with his gun drawn.
As soon as the criminal opened his glove compartment and withdrew his hand and as soon as the cop saw the gun, he shot the criminal dead.
"Bam!"
The officer retrieved the man's illegal firearm before holstering his gun.
"That's what you get for owning a handgun. Under the law with me your executioner, that's my brand of justice without a judge, a trial, and/or with a jury," said the cop calling for backup.
* * * * *
Perhaps we can start by limiting the number of guns that anyone can buy. What do you think? Instead of just buying one gun, a person can buy more than one gun, as long as they're different in design. Any person can buy a rifle and/or a shotgun, and/or a handgun. That's it, just one of each. No one is allowed to have an arsenal of weapons. If you want to buy another gun, you must turn your old gun into the police or sell it back to the gun shop. You cannot sell your gun privately unless the buyer signs a sworn and witnessed affidavit that, even after buying this used gun, he still only owns one of each kind of gun.
"How's that? Will that law work for you? I didn't think it would. Why not?"
At least this way, it should stop the criminals from breaking in your home to steal your guns. Only and unfortunately, that law would never happen either. Actually, the real and only answer is to come down hard on these politicians who sell their votes by accepting multi-million dollar PACT money as campaign donations. Our elected officials who are supposed to represent us need to distance themselves from the NRA and from gun manufacturers. They need to do the jobs that we voted them in the House and the Senate to do and pass better gun legislation with stiffer penalties and that puts criminals in jail for the smallest gun infractions. The above is the only way we will stop people from being killed with handguns.
Only, just another pipe dream, none of that will ever happen either. If the Republicans can't even pass clean air and clean water legislation, if the Republicans don't care that oil pipelines, fracking, and offshore drilling pollutes our water, our fish, and our food, and if the Republicans refuse to do anything about climate change, we're all doomed. It's only a matter of time before the world as we know it comes to an end all because of money and greed. We may as well all buy guns and wait for people to run out of food and clean water and come to our house to steal our food and water.
"Get off my lawn!"
This is the real reason why people have guns. Gun owners are afraid for good reason. They're not as afraid of criminals as they're afraid that their own government can't protect them. Seemingly, in our self-defense, nothing has changed in America in more than four hundred years. Why should anyone trust any politician, whether Republican or Democrat, who sells their vote to the highest bidder? We can't trust our own government to do the right thing and to do right by us. We're low on that totem pole. It's up to us to protect ourselves by adhering to the 2nd amendment and bearing arms.
Most of us who live in the real America, who don't rub elbows with the superrich are excluded from witnessing their dirty deals. We're naïve to think that anyone in Washington is looking out for us. We don't have lobbyists to push our legislation, our causes, and our agendas forward. We don't dine with the President of the United States, with a Senator, a Representative, or a judge to ask him or her a favor. Sadly, all that we have to protect ourselves, our family, our property, and our rights, our freedom, and our liberty is to buy a gun.
"Get off my lawn," said Clint Eastwood in Gran Torino as Walt Kowalski. "Get off my lawn!"
As the world continues to go to shit for the sake of greed and money for the top one percent, the only thing we may have left is just a little patch of lawn and a handgun to protect it.
Sadly, the more that I write and ponder this mess about the 2nd Amendment, gun control, and a country that is out of control with guns, the more that I'm apt to agree with the average gun owner. As long as they're licensed to own and to carry a firearm and the guns are registered, they're exercising their 2nd Amendment rights. Soon, we'll all have bumper stickers on our cars and trunks.
"Don't fuck with me. I believe in the 2nd Amendment. Now get off my lawn!"
The End
Please vote. Please give me the support of your vote. Please vote.
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The modern day adventures of angry women.
Woman #4
Some things never change. Some things always remain the same.
Beaten and sexually abused into submission, Kathy was a timid woman bordering on shy. Terribly shy as a child, seemingly shyness was her natural state but timid wasn't her nature. Unafraid to voice her opinion, whenever given a cause, she was outspoken and passionate about her beliefs. Yet, the only thing she was silent about was the physical, emotional, and sexual abuse suffered at the hands of her father and brothers. As if it never happened, she didn't talk about that to anyone.
Unable to wrap her head around her father and brothers wanting her sexually, she didn't know how to cope with being used as their sexual plaything as soon as she turned 18-years-old. Instead of dealing with the abuse and seeking the help of a professional, whenever she was forced to have incestuous sex, hiding herself away, she disappeared within herself until the horrible ordeal was over and she was safe. Before the sexual abuse started, unlike her friends who were already having sex, she had a dream of saving herself for her one and only, not to be deflowered until her wedding night and on her wedding bed. Yet, no longer a virgin and feeling more like a slut and a whore, her father and her brothers ruined her and spoiled that dream for her. Forcing themselves upon her, they forced her to give them their sexual fantasies of having sex with her.
Timidness was a learned behavior from the fear of saying the wrong thing at the wrong time and being slapped by her father and/or her brothers. Having been brutalized enough by men, she feared men. Mostly, she feared her father and her brothers. Later in life, in the way she feared her father and her brothers, she'd grow to fear her husband and her sons too. After a while, just wanting to be left alone to live by herself with her cat, she was done with men.
Men were no good. Men were mean. Men were violent. Driven by sex, when they weren't drunk, they were horny. She didn't care if men drank and she didn't care if men were horny but when her father and her brothers sexually cast their eyes to her that was just wrong.
Their abysmal, sexual behavior was nasty. Their abysmal, sexual behavior incest. Always feeling dirty, even after showering again and again, she never again felt clean. She never felt safe. Always sad and crying herself to sleep, wallowing in self-pity, never was she ever happy again.
"You have such a nice ass Kathy," said her father touching, feeling, and squeezing her ass whenever she walked by him in the living room, the kitchen, or in the hall. "I just love your ass. I can't get enough of your ass," he said pulling her to him and kissing her while lifting her nightgown to feel her naked ass.
Where her father was an ass man, her brothers were breast men. Thinking that the incestuous, sexual abuse was all her fault for sexually teasing her father and/or sexually enticing her brothers, and later her sons, in the way she dressed, looked, or acted after a while she had no idea what sexually teased and enticed men. After a while, she didn't care what sexually teased and enticed men. Seemingly, no matter what she did, didn't do, said, didn't say, dressed, or acted, everything sexually teased and enticed men.
As if she was wearing pheromone laced perfume, like a hungry bear to honey, men were all over her. Touching her, feeling her, groping her, and trying to strip off her clothes, she was tired of continually having to fight her drunken and horny father and brothers trying to have sex with her. It wasn't just the male members of her family, she couldn't go anywhere without men staring at her, whistling at her, and/or making a pass at her.
The sexual abuse always escalated when she inadvertently showed her father, brothers, and later her sons, part of her body they shouldn't see with an accidental up skirt or down blouse. For fear that the unwanted sex would turn violent and that they'd hurt her again, tired of fighting, she'd submit rather than to resist. With them so much bigger and so much stronger than her, there was no use fighting, especially when they thought that she wanted them as much as they wanted her. For them to finally leave her alone, she was better off getting it over with and giving them what they so wanted.
"I love your big tits Kathy," said her brothers Jim, Mark, Charlie, and Jeff whenever one or the other was alone with her. "They're so firm, so heavy, and so shapely. Your nipples are so big. I love fingering them and sucking them. You have beautiful breasts. You have breasts just like Mom's big tits."
After a while, seeing hands reaching for her big breasts in the darkened living room while watching a movie, she didn't know nor did she even care if it was Jim, Mark, Charlie, or Jeff's hands feeling and fondling her breasts while fingering her nipples. She'd just close her eyes and disappear to a safe place within herself. After a while, unless they were trying to undress her or if she was on her knees sucking her brothers' cocks, she learned to ignore their groping. Groping her breasts or feeling her ass were the least of her worries.
Not blaming her father, her brothers, or even her sons for the way they brutalized her, curiously and tellingly, she blamed herself for all of the physically, emotionally, and sexually abuse that happened to her. Without doubt, it was her fault for putting herself in harm's way by being alone with them and for trusting them not to sexually violate her. Without doubt, needing to take herself out of that type of abusive situation, it was obvious to her that her father and/or brothers weren't able to control themselves when around her. Only, she didn't have a job and/or any money to live anywhere else.
Able to see more clearly now that she was older, sexually wiser, and enlightened in the animalistic ways of men, especially when they're drunk and/or horny, she couldn't wait to find someone to rescue her, to save her, and to protect her from harm. From the time she turned 18-years-old, always blaming herself for the horror that befell her, she truly believed that it was her fault that men wanted her, desired her, lusted over her, and sexually abused her. It was her fault for wanting to look pretty and/or sexy for men. A double edge sword, she wanted to look pretty and sexy to attract a boyfriend who would hopefully become her husband but all she accomplished was attracting were her father and brothers' sexual interests and forbidden desires. With her having as much control being born a woman as she did in seemingly and unwittingly teasing and enticing her father and brothers, in convolutedly following that line of reasoning, it was her fault for being born a woman.
Hiding herself within her mind, she pretended that the sexual abuse wasn't really happening to her but was something that she imagined happening. No longer able to fight them, not wanting to be beaten and/or even slapped again, she'd rather allow her father, her brothers, and later her sons to have their wicked, sexual way with her body than to fight them and to resist them. All the while when they touched her, felt her, forced her to touch them, and did dirty, nasty, incestuous, sexual things to her, she disappeared within herself.
She hated herself. Unable to protect herself by fighting them off, she hated that she was a weak woman. She hated having big tits. She hated being forced to fuck her father and having to suck her brothers. She wished she had her mother there to protect her from them but her mother was as much of a victim then as she is now. Not fair that she had to endure such horror, she wished she had never been born.
"You're going to sleep with me in my room tonight Kathy," said her father taking her by her hand and practically dragging her in his bedroom and closing the door behind her.
Then, the next morning, with them knowing that she had sex with their father, her brothers would barge in the bathroom while she was showering. Sometimes they'd strip themselves naked and take a shower with her. Most times, they were content watching her showering while stroking themselves. Then, when she finished washing herself, they'd have her sit on the toilet and force her to blow them, one after another, after another, until she sucked all four of her brothers. With loving sister lost in the definition and not even part of the family equation, she was as much their sexual slave as she was their sexual prisoner. To them, to those who should love and respect her, putting all of the blame on her, she was nothing but a whore.
"Suck my cock Kathy," said Jim, Mark, Charlie, and Jeff. Just going through the motions, after a while she lost track of who she sucked and how she didn't. "Suck it. Suck it. I need to cum in your mouth before I go to work."
No matter whose prick was in her mouth, it was all the same to her. If she had read this level of incestuous, sexual abuse in a book, she never would have believed it. Instead of fighting them and instead of screaming, she just wanted to get them off, allow them to cum in her mouth, and swallow for them to leave. With it so easy to imagine how better her life could be, she couldn't imagine her life being any worse than this.
Already defeated and no longer strong, she couldn't fight anymore. The instinct to fight was beaten out of her. Seemingly, now, with her able to disappear within herself, it was easier to allow them to do whatever they wanted to her body than to resist. After being so violated so very many times, she barely had the will enough to live but something within her made her continue to endure and survive. Inherently a strong woman, seemingly stronger than her mother had been, if she was anything, she was a survivor. Only, she never imagined that incest would be her cross to bear and her shame to conceal. Thinking that she had a happy childhood, she had no idea what was happening to her now had happened to her mother before.
Something she wished she never had and was always trying to hide, her claim to fame and the two things that got her into trouble and that attracted all of the men's attention were her huge, double D breasts and her big, impossible to hide, erect nipples. As if they were flashing neon lights, whenever men saw the impressions her nipples made through her bra and her blouse or through her nightgown and her bathrobe, they thought she was horny. They thought she wanted them. She didn't have to be cold for her nipples to push through her clothes. They were just always there. Other than putting tape on them and keeping her arms folded across them, she didn't know what else to do to conceal her nipples from the ogling eyes of men.
No matter where she went, to the supermarket, the bank, the laundromat, the gas station, the hardware store, or even to the Post Office, she hated the negative attention her enormous breasts always got her. Men were always making comments, staring, leering, and/or ogling her and her big tits. She always tried to downplay the size of her huge boobs by wearing oversized clothes and/or by folding her arms across them whenever out in public. She hated the looks and the stares she got as much as she hated the whistles, the leers, and the unwanted attention. Not understanding their sexual attraction and their admiration of her super, large breasts, one would think that men never saw a big breasted woman before.
Sadly and not something that she needed to feel when taking in consideration her abusive, sexual background, men had a way of making her feel like something that she wasn't. Just because she had big boobs, they made her feel like a slut. Just because she had bigger tits than most women, they made her feel like a whore. By just the way they looked at her, undressing her with their eyes, they made her feel like a porn star. Just by the way they ogled her, especially when their lips involuntarily moved in the shape of a goldfish looking for food or as if they were sucking on something, they made her feel as if her breasts were exposed in public.
She felt violated by their leers, their stares, their comments, and their catcalls. Even if she had just showered, she felt dirty. God forbid she should wear a low cut blouse or a tight shirt. God forbid she should be proud of her breasts instead of feeling ashamed of them enough to constantly hide them. While in search of a man, a boyfriend, and/or a husband, God forbid she should attract any more unwanted attention to herself by looking pretty and/or dressing sexy.
Sadly, as if she was a modern day version of a redheaded Cinderella, forced to sexually care for her father, for her brothers, and domestically care for the house, other than to run all of the errands, she never went out to have any fun. After her mother suddenly and unexpectedly died, raised in a household of foul, offensive, abusive, and drunken men, she was the sole woman against an onslaught of physical, emotional, and sexual abuse from her father and four, much older brothers. With her having suffered the loss of her mother so young, one would think that her father and brothers would treat her like their beautiful princess instead of their incestuous whore. Having learned to obey and conform early in life, her fear of men was justified.
She was made to learn that because she's a woman, she's nothing and because they're men, they're everything she's not and wishes she was. Free to do whatever they want and whenever they want to do it, she doesn't have that level of freedom. Remaining cloistered in her house except to run their errands, as if she's on house arrest for committing a crime against society, if she was guilty of any crime, she was guilty of having incestuous sex with her father, her brothers, and later her sons. In the way her mother was before her, her only crime was being born beautiful, sexy, and shapely. Her only crime was something she had no control over, sexually attracting men to want to touch her, feel her, kiss her, and have sex with her.
With her having a strong willed father, four demanding brothers, and later, two spoiled sons, she cooked, cleaned, did their laundry, catered to them, and ran all of the errands. All she received in return was them groping her and even forcing themselves on her whenever they were drunk and/or horny and alone with her. Ashamedly, when she wasn't forced to have sexual intercourse with her father, not taking no for an answer, unbelievably, she was forced to suck her brothers while they stripped her topless and fondled her huge breasts and fingered her big nipples. Just as her brothers enjoyed feeling, fondling, and sucking her big tits, her sons loved it when she stroked and sucked their cocks while they fondled and sucked her big breasts too.
Whether they were her brothers or her sons, they all loved cumming in her mouth and not letting go of the back of her head until she swallowed their cum. Whenever she happened to pull away before they ejaculated themselves in her mouth, cumming all over her face, her hair, and her breasts, they enjoyed giving her a cum bath. With her the target of their sexual lust and incestuous, sexual abuse, her brothers, her father, and now even her sons were all incestuous degenerates.
Oddly, enough, just as her father preferred having sexual intercourse with his daughter, her brothers and her sons preferred having their sister and their mother give them blowjobs while they fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples. Yet, not that she wanted them to give her a reciprocate orgasm and glad that they didn't, none of them addressed her sexual needs. Any of them giving her a reciprocate orgasm would be just as nasty as her fucking her father and/or sucking her brothers and sons and she was glad they didn't. She couldn't imagine herself taking any sexual pleasure in having sex with her father, her brothers, and/or her sons. Her having an orgasm would prevent her from disappearing within herself. Her having an orgasm would show that she seemingly enjoyed the incestuous sex.
With her father sneaking up behind her and just lifting her nightgown, he'd quickly pull down her panties and bend her over a table, the sink, or the couch. Essentially raping her, he never bothered to even get her wet, not that she could get wet with him sticking his cock in her, his daughter and his own blood. With her brothers just like her sons, mostly concentrating on her experienced mouth and her big tits, not one of her brothers or sons ever touched her and/or fingered her down there, not that she even wanted them to do that. As if she was a woman back in the middle ages, with men looking upon her as just a sex object, she felt so used, so abused, and so unappreciated. They made her not only hate men but also hate sex.
With none of them reciprocating the sexual pleasure, none of them rubbed her clit or licked her pussy to give her any sexual pleasure, not that she could get any sexual pleasure from them forcing themselves on her. The only sexual pleasure she had was masturbating when she was finally alone and safe from them raping her and forcing her to fuck or suck them. Even though she preferred that they didn't, none of them cared enough about her to give her what she wanted and needed, an orgasm. It was as if she didn't exist as a woman but was just a collection of female body parts, hands, a mouth, and pussy for their personal, sexual pleasure.
Incest is not right. Incest is just nasty. Forcing a daughter, a sister, or a mother for sex is wrong. No daughter should be physically, emotionally, and sexually abused by her father. No sister should be physically, emotionally, and sexually abused by her brothers. No mother should be forced to suck her sons while they have their wicked, sexual way with her breasts and nipples. What's wrong with these men to think that it's okay to treat her in such a deplorably and sexually abusive way? How could they do things so monstrous to her when she treats them with kindness and respect while waiting on them hand and foot?
She needed to get the Hell out of there. She needed to flee. She needed to find someplace safe but with her not having a job, other than taking care of the five men in her life and their house, she had no place to go. Doomed to continue the cycle of sexual abuse, she had no money to live on her own.
The organizations they had for battered and abused women weren't good enough to keep her safe from her father nor her brothers. If ever she left, they'd find her, they'd beat her, and they'd force her to return. If she refused to return, they'd kill her, and in the way they did with her mother's suspicious death, they'd blame her untimely demise on suicide. Seemingly, she felt that no one could protect her. Seemingly and for good reason, she felt that her life was hopeless.
Wishing for her fairytale, her prince charming, and living in her own house, all she wanted was to live happily ever after. All she wanted was not to be physically, emotionally, and sexually abused. She couldn't wait to find someone to love and someone who could protect her from her father and brothers. She yearned for the day when a man loved her, protected her, and took care of her. She couldn't wait to find the man who'd treat her with as much kindness, respect, and love as she'd show him.
A dream she dreamt every night, she couldn't wait to find the one true love of her life and to marry the one she loved. She couldn't wait to freely give herself instead of being forced to have sex with her father and with her brothers. She couldn't wait to have children of her own and to give them the childhood and the loving upbringing that she never had.
Yet, somethings never change. Somethings always remain the same. What she had and hated in her single life, she now had and hated in her married life. Is there no end to how badly men treat the woman they supposedly love? Is there no man who will show her the kindness, respect, and love that she shows them or are all men the same? Are all men bastards and sadistic animals who are possessed by the Devil when it comes to sex?



It was impossibly difficult for her to break the cycle of physical, emotional, and sexual abuse when that's all she's been accustomed to receiving from men. Other than how men treat women on television and in movies, she didn't know any better. Unfortunately, as if cursed to repeat what happened to her with her father and with her brothers, she traded one household of misery for another family of horror with her husband and sons. Now married to a drunk, a liar, and a cheat, in the way her brothers once did, her two sons grope her whenever her husband was passed out drunk on the couch. Not taking no for an answer, now her two sons force her to suck them in the same way her brothers forced her to suck them.
Feeling her huge breasts while undressing her, in the way her four brothers used to do, her sons force her to stroke them before sucking them. In the way that her brothers ejaculated their cum in her mouth, so doesn't her sons ejaculate their cum in her mouth too. Only and seemingly, the sexual abuse is far worse with her sons than it ever was with her father and brothers. She was able to tolerate her father raping her and her brothers forcing her to blow them but she thought she had broken the cycle of abuse with her sons. The first time her sons touched her and forced her to touch them, she was devastated by their immoral, indecent, and incestuous behavior toward her, their own mother, and by their comments, towards all women.
She doesn't have the confidence to protect herself nor the sense of self to tell them to stop. With her having no privacy, in the way her brothers did before them, her sons barged in her bedroom when she's dressing and undressing or burst in her bathroom when she's showering. In the same way that all men do, they ogle her nearly naked or naked body. Touching her and feeling her, they force her to do dirty, nasty, and incestuous things that a son should never force his mother to do. Rather than putting them in their place by telling them to stop and that seeing her naked and touching her naked body is inappropriate behavior, she gives them the use of her body while she travels somewhere else in her mind. Accustomed to disappearing within herself, her mind is the only safe haven she has.
She's broken from being used and abused by the seven men who supposedly love her and should keep her safe from harm, even from them, especially from them. She's unable to fight anymore. She's unable to resist anymore. Fearing that her sons would beat her in the way that her father and brothers used to do, it's easier to give them what they want. It's easier for her to remove herself from the horrific situation by disappearing within herself.
Accustomed to disappearing within herself, it's easier for her to go along with them than to fight them. It's easier for her just to submit and endure than to buck something that she believes will never change and that will always be the same. It's easier to stay calm and wait until they go to work, to school, or to sleep when the physical, emotional, and sexual abuse is over until the next day when it starts all over again.
* * * * *
"Mom, wait. Don't put on your bra yet, I want to feel your tits. I want to suck your nipples," said her 22-year-old son, Jason, entering her bedroom just as she removed her nightgown.
He barged in her bedroom with his 20-year-old brother behind him just as she was standing there topless. She stood before them with her breasts exposed. Dressed in only her panties, she made no move to conceal her breasts from her sons with her hands or her forearms. With both of her sons having seen her topless and/or naked plenty of times before, no longer embarrassed by them seeing her topless now, she no longer had any shame or modesty.
She felt nothing but emptiness. She felt like the used up whore that her father and brothers made her feel that she was and how they must have made her mother feel the same way. Now, being that some things remain the same and some things never changed, she wondered if her mother's father and brothers had set the stage by sexually abusing her too. A lifetime of sexual abuse, women are helplessly powerless in defending themselves from the sexual onslaught of men. Seemingly, it was better to give them what they want than to resist them and fight them.
Jason moved closer to his mother to feel her naked breasts while fingering her nipples. He kissed her, French kissed her, before leaning his head down to take her big nipples in his mouth. Sucking one, he moved his head to suck the other, while Tommy pulled his cock out of his pajama bottom to expose his prick to his mother.
"Feel how hard my cock is for you, Mother," said her other son, Tommy.
Obediently, Kathy stared down at her son's engorged prick before wrapping her fingers around his hard dick while Jason removed his cock from his pajamas too.
"Suck me, Mom. Suck me," said Jason forcing her to her knees while he played with her breast and fingered her nipple.
Disappearing someplace safe in her head as soon as her son put his hand to the back of her head and as soon as she took his prick in her mouth, Kathy sucked Jason's cock.
"Stroke me, Mom. Stroke me," said Tommy while playing with her other breast and nipple.
Kathy stroked Tommy while continuing to suck Jason as both of her sons played with her tits and fingered her nipples. Enamored with her breasts in the way that all men have been all of her life, they pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples while she sucked one son and stroked the other son. Then, as soon as Jason ejaculated his cum in his mother's mouth and she swallowed, she took Tommy in her mouth and sucked him too. Now that they were temporarily sexually sated and she was done with her sexual abuse, she could on about the rest of her day as if nothing happened.
* * * * *
An attractive woman who put on a few pounds, her psychological way to make herself appear less attractive to men, only her weight gain didn't work. Unfortunately, for her to ruin her good looks, she'd have to gain much more weight than she's gained. She tried not fixing her hair. She tried not wearing makeup. She even tried not taking regular baths and showers but nothing seemed to help dissuading men from staring at her, groping her, and wanting to have sex with her.
Sadly, her weight gain worked against her. Instead of making herself appear less attractive, her added weight made her more attractive. Surprisingly, even more curvaceous now than she was before, she gained all of her weight in the right places. Besides, moreover and unfortunately, she still had those enormous breasts and her beautiful face.
What attracted her more to men than her red hair, her big blue eyes, her freckles, and her big tits, was her pretty face. At 5'8" tall, even though she weighed 180 pounds, with a body reminiscent of a much taller Mae West, Coco Austin, Nicki Minaj, and/or Kim Kardashian, she could have been Christina Hendricks' older sister, who played Joan Harris on Madmen.
To be continued...
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Mother and son celebrate her birthday and Nude Day on a nude beach.
"Happy Birthday Mom," said Joey, the first words out of his mouth when his mother emerged from her bedroom at seven in the morning.
Joseph was excited, sexually excited, really sexually excited. Today was not only his mother's birthday but also today was Nude Day, a day that celebrates the naked body. Today was finally the day he'd be seeing his mother, Beatrice, who preferred being called Betty, naked.
Normally, a son doesn't think about his mother's birthday, seeing his mother naked, and Nude Day all in the same thought and all in the same, incestuously sexual way. Yet, after six, long, sexually frustrating years of asking her to celebrate Nude Day and her birthday by accompanying him to a nude beach, she finally accepted his incestuous invitation. Seriously what better way to celebrate his mother's birthday and Nude Day than for his mother to strip off her clothes on a nude beach and parade around in her birthday suit? A dream come true, he couldn't believe she finally agreed to go to a nude beach with him.
'Oh, my God,' he said to himself while unable to control his sexual excitement. 'Today is the day that I finally see my mother in her panty and bra. Today is the day that I finally see my mother topless. Today is the day that I finally see my mother naked.'
Joey took a deep breath and tried to calm himself. He already had an erection just thinking about today. He visualized his mother stripping off her clothes with him in the car and walking down to the beach naked. As if he could already see her undressing, he imagined her buttoning her blouse, unbuttoning, and unzipping her short skirt. Then as if there as a silent drumroll and strippers' music playing through his head, he imagined his mother removing her bra and panty.
Already having stripped himself naked by the time his mother unbuttoned her blouse, in the way that he was staring at his mother's tits and pussy, he imagined his mother staring at his cock. Just as he couldn't wait to see his mother naked, he couldn't wait for his mother to see him naked too. Naked, naked, naked, in celebration of Nude Day and his mother's birthday, they were both going to be naked on a nude beach today. He couldn't believe she finally agreed to go with him.
'Today is the day,' he thought. 'I can't believe that today is the day that I'll be seeing my mother's big tits, her round ass, and her pussy. I can't believe that today is the day that she'll be seeing my cock. Take it off Betty. Take it all off while I strip naked too.'
He wondered why she changed her mind about going to a nude beach with him but he really didn't care why she finally agreed to go as long as she stripped off her clothes. A huge understatement, he couldn't wait to see his mother naked. He couldn't wait to see his mother's big C cup tits. He couldn't wait to see her round, firm ass and her shaved, trimmed, or bushy pussy. He didn't know which. He couldn't wait to show her his cock. He couldn't wait to see her reaction to seeing his stiff prick.
Maybe in the way his testosterone and incestuous lust are making him horny enough to go temporarily, incestuously insane, maybe her hormones are making her temporarily, incestuously crazy too, crazy enough for her to have sex with him. She's nearing that change of life age where women take estrogen and men buy little, red convertibles. Supposedly, women sexually peak years after men. Supposedly, women aren't the sexual deviates that men are but maybe she is now that she's hormonally horny.
"Hormonally horny," he liked the sound of that phrase especially if it affected him in a favorably, incestuous sexual way. "Yeah, maybe his mother is hormonally horny and the reason why she finally agreed to go to a nude beach with him to celebrate her birthday on Nude Day."
Women don't usually sexually lust over men's naked bodies in the way that men always sexually lust over women's naked bodies but maybe she does now that her hormones are controlling her thoughts and emotions. With her always fun loving, positive, and upbeat, suddenly she's been moody, angry, and depressed, emotions she seldom experiences. Figuring her rampant hormones are the chief reason in her change of personality, she's been crying a lot lately. Maybe part of his mother's problem is simply that she needs to get laid. Maybe she just needs to feel a big, hard cock inside of her. Well, if that's her ailment, he has just the prescription to fill her physical, emotional, and sexual needs.
"Say aah and open wide," he imagined saying to his mother. He imagined her opening her mouth and as soon as she did, he imagined filling her mouth with his cock after filling her pussy with his stiff prick.
Maybe because of her hormones, she's just as horny as he is. Wouldn't that be something? If she's just as horny as she is, if she sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her that would really be something. Maybe because of what she's suddenly experiencing sexually, she masturbates over him as much as he masturbates over her. Wouldn't that be something? Maybe changing from being such a morally modest mother, she now wants to show him her naked body as much as he wants to see her naked body, and as much as he wants to show her his naked body. He'd like to believe that.
Maybe this Nude Day is her last hurrah before she's too old, too wrinkled, too fat, and too saggy to parade around naked in front of strangers on a nude beach. Hoping to have sex on the beach with her, and not the alcoholic drink, but the licking, fucking, and sucking kind of physical sex with her, maybe she's as sexually attracted to him as he is to her. He could only hope. He could only wish.
Maybe she's just teasing him and humoring him about going to a nude beach with him and even if she does go to a nude beach with him, she'd never strip off her clothes in front of him. Maybe she just wants to go for a drive and once she's at the beach, she'll chicken out, change her mind, and want him to drive her home after taking her out to lunch. He hoped that wasn't the case. He hoped that today would finally be the day that he sees his mother naked. Only, knowing her the way he does, he'd be shocked if she went through it and stripped herself naked in front of him.
"I can't do it Joey. I just can't. I can't get naked in front of you. I can't get naked in front of other people, strangers, people I don't even know. I'm sorry but I just can't do this. Even if it is Nude Day, I can't strip naked on a nude beach. Take me home please. Just take me home," he imagined her saying to her son while crying. "So as to not make this day a total disaster, we can stop for lunch somewhere on the way home."
Oh, God, between her deliberately or accidentally flashing him bits and pieces of her shapely body, she's killing him with sexual frustration. He hoped her teasing him wasn't the case that she'd change her mind about stripping off her clothes. If only just once, he'd love to see his mother topless and/or naked. He hoped his mother wants him to see her naked as much as he wants to see her naked. He hoped his mother wants to see him naked as much as he wants her to see him naked. Today is the day that he'd finally know for once and for all if she'll strip naked on a nude beach. Today may be the day that he finally sees his mother naked and she finally sees him naked too.
* * * * *
Yet wanting to believe that his mother will go through with it, hopefully today is the day that he'll be seeing his mother naked. Hopefully, today is the day that he'll be seeing his mother's big, C cup tits, her round, shapely ass, and her shaved, trimmed, or bushy black pussy. He didn't know which, if she was shaved, trimmed, or bushy. He imagined she was trimmed. Hopefully, today is the day that he'll finally know if she's shaved, trimmed, or bushy. After asking her to go with him for six, sexually frustrating years, he couldn't believe that today is the day they'll finally be celebrating her birthday on Nude Day by going to a nude beach.
'Wow!'
If she goes through with stripping off her clothes on a nude beach, today is the day that she'll be seeing him naked too. Cock for cunt, today is the day she'll be seeing his cock and today is the day he'll be seeing his mother's cunt. Today is the day that she may even agree to have sex with him.
'Wow! Wouldn't that be something if she gives him hot sex on a hot beach on Nude Day?'
Seriously, who doesn't get horny when laying out naked in the hot sun? Who doesn't get horny after rubbing each other's naked body with suntan lotion while laying out in the hot son? If there's any day to have sex with his mother, with them both already naked, today would be the perfect day to have sex with her on the beach. All he'd really have to do is to roll over on top of her and hump her. Of course, having sex with is mother is much more than rolling on top of her and humping her; he's just taking poetic license and simplistically paraphrasing.
"I love you Mommy," he imagined saying to her when with her naked on the beach and with him ogling her naked body.
He imagined his mother ogling his naked body as much as he ogled her naked body.
"I love you Joey," he imagined her responding while proudly displaying her naked self to the world and to the hordes of men who frequent a nude beach on Nude Day.
Only, especially when they're both on a nude beach naked, best he not call her Mommy in public. Best people think they're a couple of lovers who aren't mother and son. Not everyone understands a son seeing his mother's naked body just as not everyone understands a mother seeing her son's naked body. Not everyone understands a son having sex with his mother just as not everyone understands a mother having sex with her son.
This is still puritanical America where gay and lesbians are still crucified in the press for wanting to commit to one another and sanctify and legalize their love by getting married. This is a country where people publically shame you for having extramarital sex or incestuous sex when they're doing the same thing behind closed, bedroom doors. This is a country where morals are two-sided depending on who is having the sex.
"I did not have sex with that woman," said President Clinton about Monica Lewinski when he most certainly did.
With Joey always wanting to not only see his mother naked but also wanting to have sex with his mother, only not wanting to get ahead of himself and set himself up for disappointment, he hoped she'd agree to have sex with him too. Perhaps, he should take one step at a time. Perhaps, if she agrees to finally strip of her clothes, it's enough seeing his mother naked, seeing her tits, her ass, and her pussy. Perhaps, not pushing her and pressuring her to have sex, it's enough for her to see him naked too. In the way that he'll be seeing her tits, her ass, and her pussy, perhaps it's enough for her to see his erect cock because, without doubt, once he sees his mother naked, he'd have a huge erection.
Then, once they're home and relaxing, maybe they could ease into having sex that night or the next day. Yet, no means no and she could always change her mind about getting naked and celebrating Nude Day and her birthday on a nude beach. After waiting for six, long years to go to a nude beach with his mother, she may chicken out and decide that it's wrong for a mother to attend a nude beach with her son. She may decide that it's sexually inappropriate and incestuously forbidden for a son to see his mother naked just as it's sexually inappropriate and incestuously forbidden for a mother to see her son naked too.
Holding his breath and thinking positive thoughts while driving to the beach, he hoped she didn't change her mind about getting naked. Naked, naked, naked, he was finally going to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, she was finally going to see him naked. As if repeating a mantra of sex and nudity in his mind, he continued to think of his mother's naked body. He continued thinking of having sex with his mother.
'Naked, naked, naked, I can't wait to see my mother naked,' he thought to himself as he drove to the beach. 'Naked, naked, naked, today is the day I'll be seeing her naked and she'll be seeing me naked too. Maybe today is the day we'll have sex. Maybe today is the day I'll lick her, she'll suck me, and we'll make love, before fucking one another.'
* * * * *
"We can strip off our clothes right here in the car, Mom," said Joseph as eager to get naked in front of his mother as he was to see her without her clothes.
As if he had just burned her with a cigarette, Betty visually panicked. She gave her son a wide-eyed look as if she had just seen a big spider. She recoiled away from him in her car seat as if he was crazy and she was sane. Whether she stripped off her clothes or not, the fact that she was sitting in a car at a nude beach with her son was incestuous in thought and sexual in intent. With her already guilty of incest, she may as well strip off her clothes.
Suddenly acting as if she was sitting there already naked, she folded her arms across her breasts and stared out her passenger side window. With them not doing anything sexually inappropriate and incestuously forbidden yet, but just sitting in their parked car, albeit at a nude beach, she already looked guilty of doing something so sexually, inappropriately and incestuously forbidden with her son. Aghast and revolted, she watched people, mostly men, walk by their car naked before answering Joey.
She half expected one of the naked men to walk up to her car window and press their naked cock up against the glass. No doubt hoping she was naked too, nearly every man who walked by their car looked in their car window and stared at her as if already undressing her with their eyes. Not helping his cause with seeing so many naked men, afraid she'd change her mind and want to leave and go home, he wished there were more naked women and/or more couples walking by his car naked instead of just middle-aged naked men.
"I'm not stripping off my clothes in the car Joey," she said with attitude.
Just because she refused to strip her clothes off in the car didn't mean that she wasn't going to strip off her clothes somewhere, on the beach or at home. He was happy that she qualified her remark.
"Okay," he said. "We don't have to undress here."
She looked so nervous. She looked so uncomfortable. Instead of being sexually aroused seeing so many naked men, she was upset. She looked uncomfortable. Any minute, he felt as if she was going to ask him to drive her home. Contrarily, if he had seen as many naked women walk by their car as she had seen naked men walk by the car, he wouldn't be upset or uncomfortable, he'd be sexually excited.
"I already feel as if I'm a spectacle just being here and sitting here. I'm not walking all of that way naked, especially not in front of all of these naked men," she said looking out the windshield to see where the men were walking to in the distance. "I'd feel like such a whore to have so many strange men staring at my naked body."
As if a prisoner ready to walk to the gallows, she looked down the long, narrow pathway that led through the sandy dunes and down to the flat, wide, white beach. Was it not for the look of sexual excitement that twinkled sexuality in her eyes, she looked frightened. Was it not for the look of sexual excitement that she was unable to hide, he would have thought they'd be going home without getting naked and without having sex.
Yet, in the way that a stripper looks the first time removing her clothes in front of an audience of horny, screaming men, so didn't Joey's mother look. No doubt she felt embarrassed by the thoughts of removing her clothes in front of so very many naked men. No doubt, she felt ashamed by the thought of removing her clothes in front of her son. Perhaps, she even felt uncomfortable by the thought of seeing her son naked too. Maybe she was nervously uncomfortable about the possibility of them having sex.
Sex, sex, sex, he'd so love to have sex with his mother. His brain screamed sex, incestuous sex, inappropriate sex, and forbidden sex. The possibility of him seeing his mother naked and perhaps even having sex with her naked body was overwhelming.
Seemingly already uncomfortable with her decision to celebrate her birthday and Nude Day by agreeing to go with her son to a nude beach, getting from the car to the beach was obviously her walk of shame. Getting her from the car to the beach was now his problem. He needed to say something to reassure and assuage her. The ball was in his hands now whether his mother would go through with stripping off her clothes and celebrating Nude Day naked or not. Now that they were already here, obviously getting his mother from the car to the nude beach was up to Joey to convince her to go through with it. Only what could he possibly say to her that he hasn't already said in previous years?
"Why not get naked in the car, Mom? If we strip here, we can leave all of our things locked in the car," he said obviously thinking that it was a good idea for them to strip here and walk to the beach naked in the way that everyone else was doing. "We'll wait until there's no one walking by the car. Okay? No one will see you," he said just as two more middle-age, naked men walked by their car and stared in at his mother as if she was already naked.
As if she was a frightened animal ready to bolt, she looked at the naked men with horror before looking at her son with panic. She looked at Joey with embarrassment and shame. She looked at him as if she was having second thoughts. She looked at him as if she was ready to ask him to take her home.
"It's enough that I agreed to go to a nude beach with you, Joey, but I'm not comfortable allowing every Tom, Dick, and Harry to see me naked and to ogle my naked body," she said. "I didn't realize there'd be so many disgusting, naked, old men wandering about. Besides," she said looking at him with dread and making eye contact with him.
He patted her knee before patting her hand.
"Chill Mom. We'll find a spot away from any perverts," he said.
He looked at her with understanding albeit that was filled with sexual lust.
"What if I see someone I know? I'd be so embarrassed. I'd be so humiliated for someone I know to see me naked. Whenever I saw them in public again, the thought that they'd be undressing me with their eyes while remembering me naked would sicken me. I could never face them again."
Joey tried to be the mature adult by not allowing his incestuous, lustful horniness get in the way of his commonsense and his mother's sudden paranoid hysteria. He tried to quell her hysteria to not allow her paranoia to get in the way of her commonsense either. He didn't want to spook his mother. He didn't want her to change her mind about celebrating her birthday on Nude Day at a nude beach. As long as she undressed and as long as she got naked, whether in the car on at some secluded spot on the beach, wherever she wanted to undress was fine with him. He'd even be willing to drive her home, as long as she undressed there and they celebrated Nude Day naked in the living room.
Only, now that they're parked in the parking lot of the nude beach, he couldn't help himself from looking at his mother while imagining her in her sexy low cut bra and bikini panties. He couldn't help himself from imagining her topless. He couldn't help himself from imagining her naked. Soon, he'll be seeing all that he imagined seeing of his mother for so long.
"If not here, then where should we undress?"



Even though he was too sexually excited to be patient with his mother, he summoned his patience.
"I don't know," she said. "Maybe this wasn't such a good idea."
No frigging way. He refused to allow his mother to back out now. If he had to strip her naked himself, she was getting naked.
"We could undress down at the beach," he said. "I can hold up a towel around you. Trust me, no one will see you but me," he said imagining holding a towel around his mother while peering down the towel and peeping at her body as she stripped naked.
She rolled her eyes, sighed, and made a sour face.
"A lot of good you holding up a towel will do me when I'll be naked on a nude beach with a crowd of middle aged naked men ogling my naked body," she said with a little laugh.
Any time she said the word naked, he couldn't help but think of his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait for his mother to see him naked too.
"Then, you tell me," he said staring at her as if she was already naked. "Where would you be more comfortable undressing?"
He looked at her in the way he looked at her when she promised him something but broke her promise to him. He hoped she didn't change her mind about stripping off her clothes. He hoped she didn't change her mind about allowing him to see her beautiful, naked body. He couldn't wait to see his mother's naked tits, ass, and pussy. Hoping that she'd touch it, wrap her fingers around it and stroke it before sucking it and fucking it, he couldn't wait to show his mother his cock, his big, erect prick.
She stared down at the water. As if in a hypnotic daze, she looked straight ahead before looking from left to right and back left again. Obviously, in the way she was staring off to the left, with that side of the beach not nearly as inhabited by naked, older men, as was the beach straight ahead and the right side of the beach, she obviously found a secluded spot way off in the distance.
"What if we walked the beach to look for a secluded spot at the far end, a spot away from everyone? I'd like to find a place away from all of those men who look like perverts to me," she said pausing to look up at naked men who intermittently walked by their car.
While staring at the men's nakedness, she made a sour face before she made eye contact with her son to give him a sexy smile. Seemingly she was trying to convince him to give her more privacy as much as he was trying to convince her to strip off her clothes.
"Okay," he said happy to oblige his mother any way he could to get her naked.
At this point, he'd say anything to finally see her naked. He'd do anything and take her anywhere as long as she'd strip off her clothes. Then, she said something he never expected her to say. If he was drinking coffee, he would have spit it out all over himself.
"Just in case we get romantically intimate, I'd like to have some privacy," she said touching his hand with her fingertips while biting her lip. "I don't want everyone to watch us having sex."
Romantically intimate like in sex? The word sex echoed in his head as if his cranium was a brass gong and she had just struck it with a mallet. Sexxxxxxxxxx!
'What? Romantic intimate? What does she mean by getting romantically intimate? Does she mean sex? Sex...sex...sex.'
He couldn't believe what he was hearing. With him fearing that his mother wouldn't even strip naked, now his mother wants to have sex with him. Trying his best to remain calm, his brain was screaming sex while his cock was already throbbing with the thoughts of his mother not only seeing his stiff prick but also touching, stroking, sucking, and fucking his erect cock. With her just propositioning him, he couldn't believe she progressed from not wanting to attend a nude beach, to not wanting to strip off her clothes, and now to wanting to have sex with him on the beach.
If it wasn't enough that he'd be seeing his mother naked, now she's thinking about having sex with his naked body. Now he completely understood why she wanted to picnic somewhere more secluded. She didn't want an audience of middle aged, perverted men watching them having sex, sex sex. She didn't want an audience of middle aged, perverted men seeing her naked, naked, naked.
'Sexxxxxxxxxx,' screamed through his head. As if he suddenly had Tinnitus, ringing in his ears, his body was tingling while his head was echoing sex. 'Fuck me. This is the best day of my life,' thought Joey.
* * * * *
Until the beach grew more crowded, most people fell out of their cars, walked a short distance, and found a place closest to their vehicles. Seemingly no one wanted to walk very far in the hot sun while lugging all of their stuff. Obviously, by the obese condition of many of the Nude Day beach goers, who were mostly older, middle aged, Caucasian men with pot bellies and shrunken cocks, most people didn't like to walk. The only men who were in shape were the gay men who more noticed him when walking by their car than they noticed his mother. Most people were content to remain by the pathway that led down to the beach to watch people come and go while ogling their naked bodies.
Only, as if she was a novice stripper on stage at an impromptu, live sex show, Betty refused to strip naked. Seemingly, stripping naked in front of her son is one thing but stripping naked in front of others is something else and something that she seemingly hadn't considered with being at a nude beach. Basically a modest and moral woman, she refused to be ogled, leered at, and sexually molested by strange men she didn't know and had never met. Obviously, she didn't want anyone but her son visually raping her.
If any man was going to ogle her naked body, that man would be her son and only her son. She may be on the way to be a sexy, naked slut and an incestuous whore, but she was only a sexy, naked slut and an incestuous whore for her son and no one else. Willing to walk all the way down to the end of the beach, obviously, even though this was a nude beach, she didn't want anyone else to see her naked. Obviously, she wanted to have a modicum of privacy so that they could not only strip naked but also to have sex, sex, sex.
They gathered their things, umbrella, picnic basket, and blankets and started walking away from the crowd of naked men. Instead of walking straight down closer to the water where most of the men and everyone else seemed to congregate or instead of walking to the right where most people turned, they turned left. Continuing to walk until everyone looked like tiny specks on the horizon, they walked for what seemed like more than a mile before stopping. Nearly at the end of the beach before hitting all of the big rocks, totally alone, there was no one else there but them. As if she was defending a fortress or was a Mama bear defending her cub, she could see anyone coming from the opposite direction for more than a mile. Except for a few stranglers in the distance who ran the beach each way, back and forth, they had the privacy that she seemingly needed to undress, to get naked, and to have sex with her son.
Joey helped spread out the beach blankets and found several rocks to hold the blankets in place. He set up the umbrella to protect his mother from the sun that already promised to be hot. An unexpected surprise for him, as soon as his mother sat down on the blanket Indian style, she flashed him an up skirt view of her white, bikini panties. With the hem of her short skirt nearly up to her crotch, he had an uninterrupted view of her panties. Normally putting her hand there to deny him a look at her panty clad pussy, this time she didn't. Seemingly this time, she wanted to show him as much of her panties as he wanted to see.
This time, giving him a good, prolonged, up skirt view of her panties and her panty clad crotch, she immodestly and immorally sat as if she was seated in a yoga position, albeit while wearing a short skirt. This time, instead of looking away and pretending that she didn't notice him staring at her and ogling her, she watched him staring between her legs. This time, with their intentions to get naked anyway, there was no embarrassment or shame in her showing her son her panty clad pussy. What's the use of feigning her modesty over flashing him her panties if she was about to get naked with her son anyway?
An incurable voyeur, especially when it came to his mother, Joey stared between his mother's legs as if she was already naked and as if he had never seen her panties in an up skirt or up nightgown before. Taking the lead, this was it, this was really it, he unbuttoned his shirt while watching his mother unbutton her blouse. He had his entire shirt unbuttoned in the time it took his mother to unbutton one button of her blouse. Taking her time to unbutton one slow button at a time, looking from herself to look at him, she looked down to see what she could see of herself and what Joey could see of her with each unbuttoned button. Making her Nude Day at the nude beach ever so much more erotic and sexually arousing, Betty gave her son a slow, sexy, sensuously seductive striptease.
Once her blouse was unbuttoned, teasing him, enticing him, and seemingly seducing him with her big, brown eyes, her sexy smile, and her incestuous actions, she looked down to see all that Joey was seeing. Clearly he could see the tops of her meaty breasts, her long, lovely line of cleavage, her low cut, sexy bra, and the impressions her big nipples made through her brassiere. If judging her by her erect nipples and by her continuing to flash her son her panties, it was no secret that she was just as sexually aroused as he was. It was no secret that she was enjoying stripping off her clothes in front of her son as much as he was enjoying watching his mother undress. Two peas in a pod and cut from the same cloth, seemingly they were the sexual match for one another.
Not wasting any time, Joey kicked off his sneakers, removed his socks, his tee shirt, and stood to remove his jeans. He was so sexually excited to show his mother his cock that his fingers were trembling. In a panicked rush with his jeans down around his ankles, tripping on the blanket and nearly falling over, he removed his jeans. Now dressed in just his briefs, his huge erection that tented his white, cotton briefs promised to peek out the top of the elastic band or escape through his pee hole.
With his mother staring at the impossible to miss side profile of his erect, underwear clad cock, Joey gave her a sex crazed, incestuous look of sexual lust before turning to face his mother. He not only wanted his mother to see his cock but also he wanted to see her first reaction to seeing his cock. Not wasting any time, in one quick downward slide, he removed his underwear and exposed his erect prick, his dark brown pubic hair, and his hanging testicles to his mother.
As if never having seen an erect prick before, Betty stared at her son's cock in the way that Joey stared at her panties, cleavage, and bra. Seemingly, seeing her son naked meant as much to her as it did to Joey soon to be seeing his mother naked. The more his mother stared at his exposed prick, the longer and harder his cock grew, and the more eager that Joey became to see his mother naked. With her driving him crazy with her slow, sexy, and sensuously seductive striptease, he couldn't wait to see his mother topless and then naked.
Topless, topless, topless, he was finally going to see his mother topless. He was finally going to see her big tits, her areolas, and her nipples. Naked, naked, naked, he was finally going to see his mother naked. He was finally going to see her ass and her pussy.
"You have a big cock, Joey," said Betty as her excuse to continue to stare at her son's erection. "You have a much bigger prick than your father," she said ogling his cock in the way that he'd soon be ogling his mother's topless and/or naked body.
Betty looked around to make sure there was no one approaching and no one nearby watching her before removing her unbuttoned blouse. Taking her sweet time, she folded it and neatly put it on the blanket beside her as if she was straightening a store display. Joey watched his mother reach to her side to unbutton and unzip her short skirt. Then, without standing and calling attention to herself, she lifted her butt and shimmied her skirt down to remove her skirt from beneath her shapely ass.
In the way she folded her blouse, she folded her skirt too. She put her skirt on top of her blouse and picked up a rock. She wiped the rock clean of sand with her towel before putting the rock on top of her skirt and blouse to hold them in place. She stared at her son staring at her.
Sitting there before her son in just her panty and bra, no doubt sexually teasing him enough to drive him mad with incestuous lust, she had taken her time in removing her blouse and skirt and folding them. Oddly enough, even though he enjoyed seeing his mother in her bra and panty, he more enjoyed seeing an up skirt peek of her panty or a down blouse view of her bra and cleavage. There was something so erotic about seeing something of his mother's body that he shouldn't see. There was something more sexually exciting about seeing something that was forbidden and otherwise hidden from view.
Seemingly it was more sexually exciting to see bits and pieces of his mother than to see all of her. He wondered if he'd feel the same way when she was topless and/or naked. He wondered if he'd think she looks better in her underwear than she does topless and/or naked. No doubt, he'll be finding that out soon.
Seemingly paranoid, ashamed, and/or embarrassed, she looked down the length of the beach again to make sure that no one was coming. With them nearly at the end of the beach, she only had to look the one way. She only had to look to her right to monitor the entire beach. Satisfied that they were alone and oxymoronic that they assumed that they had some modicum of privacy on a public, nude beach, she reached around herself and unhooked her bra. If he had his druthers, curious to see them staring at her while enjoying her naked body, he would have preferred other men seeing his mother naked too. Yet, settling for him alone seeing her naked, he had no complaints.
'Oh, my God,' thought Joey gulping down his sexual excitement as if he just taken a shot of tequila.
As if there was a silent drumroll and stripper's music going through his head, unblinkingly staring at her, Joey sat in front of his mother while watching her remove her brassiere. A long time coming, after years of sexually and incestuously lusting over his mother, he couldn't wait to see her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. Having imagined them plenty enough times before while masturbating and visualizing them, he couldn't wait to see the sexy shape of her naked breasts. Having dreamt of them and jerked off over them enough, he couldn't wait to see her areolas and her nipples. Having sexually fantasized over them enough while playing with himself, he couldn't wait to see her ass and to know if she was trimmed, bald, or bushy.
Sliding her bra straps from her shoulders, one shoulder at a time, she held her bra cups in place with her hands while staring at her son. Seemingly, she was getting off on his reaction to her stripping as much as he was getting off in seeing his mother removing her clothes. As if they were errant ping pong balls, Joey's eyes bounced up to make eye contact with his mother and then bounced down to stare at her bra clad breasts. Up and down his eyes bounced while watching and waiting for his mother to remove her bra.
In the way she took her sweet time removing her clothes and folding them, she took her sweet time removing her bra too. Then, she slowly removed one bra cup before removing her other bra cup. As if he had never seen naked breasts before, indeed he had never seen his mother's naked breasts before. In the way that his mother stared at his naked cock, Joey stared at his mother's naked breasts. He couldn't believe his eyes. Within just a horny hand's reach, his mother's C cup breasts were right there before him.
With her having quite the rack, she had beautiful breasts. Seemingly firm and shapely, he couldn't wait to reach out his hand and touch his mother's breasts. He couldn't wait to feel and fondle her big tits and to finger and suck her huge nipples. Only, first things first, holding his breath while not believing that she'd really strip totally naked, he watched her stare up at him before tucking her manicured fingertips in the band of her panties. As she did with her skirt, she lifted her butt and slowly slid her white, bikini panties down and off her beautiful, naked body.
'Oh, my God. Fuck me. I don't believe this,' he excitedly thought.
Transforming herself into someone else as soon as she stripped herself naked, as if she was no longer his mother but his girlfriend and lover, his mother's trimmed, black pussy was there for him to see. He couldn't believe he was seeing her tits and her pussy. Now planning on lagging a step behind her when they walked down to the water together, he couldn't wait to see her ass too.
With him seeing his mother naked and with her seeing him naked too, he's never been as sexually excited as he was now. If ever he was going to have a premature ejaculation, this would be the day but, he's not a prepubescent teen anymore, he's a man. He silently stared at her naked breasts before asking her his personal, sexual question.
"May I?"
With her being his mother and with him giving her his respect, instead of reaching out his horny hand to just grope her, he felt compelled to ask her permission to sexually touch her. Betty looked to where her son was staring before returning him her proud look. It was obvious to him that his mother liked her big breasts as much as he liked her big breasts.
"You may touch me," she said inhaling a big breath to push out her breasts as if she was Haley Berry in 007's, Die Another Day. "Just don't finger my nipples."
Joey touched his mother's breasts. He felt his mother's C cup tits. Obeying her wishes, he fondled and gently squeezed her big boobs while purposely avoiding touching her nipples. Not an easy thing to do, to avoid touching her nipples when they were so prominently there and when his sexual lust was so strong, nonetheless he controlled himself by temporarily obeying his mother's wishes.
"May I finger your nipples Mother?"
Joey looked from his mother's breasts to look up at her pretty face.
"I'd rather you not," she said with an awkward smile that told him that she wished he would finger her nipples.
He stared at her breasts and her nipples. Her nipples were already fairly erect. He wondered if her pussy was as wet as her nipples were erect and as his cock was obviously hard.
"Why can't I touch your nipples Mother?"
Not waiting for her to answer and not taking no for an answer, he purposely disobeyed his mother. He slid a slow hand across her nipple, first one way and then the other way. Continuing to slide a slow hand, he did the same to her other nipple. Then, watching her reaction to his sexual disobedience, he fingered her nipples, first one and then the other. Pinching them, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them in between his thumb and index finger, as if they were mini cocks, he watched her nipples immediately erect themselves bigger and harder.
"Joey," she said breathlessly. "Oh, my God," she said fluttering her eyelashes. "Because my nipples are one of my erogenous zones, if you continue fingering my nipples in the way you're doing now, you'll get me sexually excited," she said staring down at her son's engorged prick. "And if you get me sexually excited, I swear to God that I'll suck your cock."



Joey's jaw dropped while imagining his mother blowing him.
"You say that as if there's something wrong with you sucking my cock Mother," he said.
Joey stared at his mother staring at him.
"There is something seriously wrong with me sucking your cock," she said seemingly trying to make sense of a nonsensical situation while trying to maintain a standard of acceptable decorum between her and her son. "With you always wanting more and never satisfied with all that you have, I know you. If I blew you, not satisfied with just a motherly blowjob, you'd want to cum in my mouth and you'd want me to swallow your cum," she said.
Joey smiled.
"Again, you say that as if there's something wrong with that," he said.
She rolled her eyes and sighed while a naughty smile escaped her lips.
"If I blew you now, once we were home, you'd want me to blow you all of the time. You'd want to make love to me and maybe even fuck me whenever you wanted," she said. She twirled her black hair between her fingers while seemingly becoming more sexually aroused with the thoughts of her son fucking her any time he wanted. "If I gave you what you sexually wanted now, I'd no longer be your loving mother. I'd be your sexy bitch. I'd love to have sex with you any time you wanted."
She said those things about him making love to her and fucking her any time that he wanted as if she wanted him to make love to her and as if she wanted him to fuck her any time he wanted. Seeing through her and ignoring her feigned protestations, he looked at her with a shit eating grin as if he already knew her sexual intentions and incestuous agenda.
"Again, mother, you say me wanting to cum in your mouth and watch you swallow my cum as if there's something wrong with that," he said with a little laugh. "Besides, I'd love for you to be my sexy, MILF of a bitch."
She rolled her eyes again while sighing loudly and heavily.
"I'm your mother, Joey, and you're my son," she said trying to maintain her motherly role. "I'm not some whore you picked up in a bar. Isn't it enough that we're sitting on a nude beach naked in celebration of Nude Day on my birthday? Must I blow you too to make you happy and sexually satisfy you?"
With the both of them already knowing the answer to her question, he wondered if that was just a rhetorical question. Seemingly it was a question that neither volunteered an answer. Unable to hide her sexual excitement, Betty looked away from her son to look down the beach before looking out at the water. Without any doubt in his horny mind, he knew she wanted to suck his cock. It was obvious to him that his mother wanted to blow him. Yet, with them already naked, it was up to Joey to say the right thing to persuade his mother to have sex with him. It wasn't enough that he was celebrating her birthday, on a nude beach naked, and on Nude Day. Now he wanted to have sex with her too, especially after she hinted that she had thoughts of having sex with him when they were in the car.
* * * * *
He'd love nothing more than for his mother to give him a blowjob. He'd love nothing more than to cum in her mouth while he fondled her big breasts, fingered her huge nipples, and watched her swallow his cum. Only, he suspected his mother wanted more than that. He suspected his mother wanted more than just giving him a blowjob. He suspected that his mother wanted him to give her sexual satisfaction too. Taking her hint, for him to get what he so wanted later he needed to sexually satisfy her now. He suggested his sexual proposition.
"Instead of you sucking my cock Mom, what if I ate your pussy," said Joey staring at his mother's glistening cunt. "What if I fingered you and licked you? What if I gave you an orgasm?"
She gasped her sexual excitement and fanned her face with her hand. She turned her head from looking at the water to gaze at her son with sexual arousal. She flashed her a big smile. She always looked more beautiful when she smiled and the fact that she was sitting on a beach towel naked, made her look ever more beautiful to him. With her not even having to vocalize her answer, her big, brown, beautiful eyes that sparkled like jewels already twinkled her affirmative answer.
"That will work," she said with a little, naughty laugh while looking off to the right to make sure that there was no one approaching.
With everyone off in the distance, Joey immediately made himself comfortable between his mother's legs. With his legs longer than the blanket, his toes were buried in the warm sand while his fingers were buried in his mother's pussy. Rubbing her clit while fingering her, he lowered his face down to bask in the musky aroma of his mother's vaginal secretions before sticking out his tongue to lick her. Getting even more comfortable between his mother's legs, he lowered his mouth down further to finger her while licking her. Then, licking and licking her while rubbing her clit harder, fucking her deeper with his long, stiff finger, and licking her faster, he reached up his other hand to feel her breasts and finger her nipples.
'Oh, my God.'
If it wasn't enough that he was seeing his mother naked and she was seeing him naked too, he was eating his mother's pussy. He couldn't believe he was licking his mother's cunt. He couldn't wait to give her an orgasm so that she could give him one too. In the way he was licking her pussy, he couldn't wait until she was sucking his cock. In the way that he couldn't wait for her to cum in his mouth and swallow his mother's cum, he couldn't wait until he ejaculated in his mother's mouth and she swallowed his cum too.
It was obvious to him by her sexually excited reaction that the more he pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples, the more sexually excited she became. Unable to wrap his brain around the quickly sexual happenings of this day, he couldn't believe he's seeing his mother naked. He couldn't believe she's seeing him naked and even told him that he has a big cock, a prick bigger than his father's dick. With one sexy, sexual, incestuous thing leading to another sexy, sexual, incestuous thing, he couldn't believe he was eating his mother's pussy while feeling her big tits and fingering her nipples.
With her on the verge of cumming, it wasn't long before he had his mother wiggling her sexual excitement all over the blanket. It wouldn't be long before his mother would be cumming in his mouth. Maybe after he ate her, she'd want him to make love to him right here on the nude beach. Maybe after he made love to her, she'd allow him to fuck her, really fuck her hard by pounding her pussy in the sand so hard that she'd have another orgasm. Being that they were alone with no one around, maybe after he fucked her, she'd suck his cock, allow him to cum in her mouth, and allow him to watch her to swallow his cum. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to suck him and swallow him.
Determined to make his mother cum, Joey continued eating her pussy while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her. He closed his eyes when she pulled him by his hair and then by his ears to mash his face in her sopping, wet pussy. With his face buried in his mother's cunt, she held his head in place in the way that he couldn't wait to hold her head in place when he was humping her mouth and fucking her face. For a second with her vaginal secretions not only in his mouth but up his nose, he couldn't breathe but what a wonderful way to die. Continuing to rub her clit while licking her pussy and while reaching up his other hand to finger her nipples, she was so close to cumming.
He'd like for her to cum. Wanting to give his mother an orgasm, he wanted her to cum. He wanted to see her cum and hear her cum. There was something special about not only eating his mother's pussy but also about making her cum too. With her always in control, just once, he'd love to control her body by giving her an orgasm. Except for the surprise birthday gift that he had waiting for her back at the house, he couldn't think of anything better to give his mother for her birthday than culiningus along with a sexual orgasm.
"I'm going to cum Joey. Oh, my God. I'm going to cum. I don't believe I'm going to cum from you eating me. Don't stop. Please don't stop," she said putting a heavy hand to the back of his head, pressing his face forward, and holding his head in place. "Rub my clit harder. Fuck me deeper with your finger. Lick me faster. Oh, my God Joey. Oh, my God. Don't stop. Please don't stop."
Obviously forgetting where she was, unfortunately her screams of sexual passion attracted some unwanted attention. The ever obedient son, Joey rubbed his mother's clit harder while fucking her with his finger deeper and licking her faster. Concentrating more on his mother's pussy than on their public surroundings, literally and figuratively, they both had their eyes closed to all that was around them.
"I love licking your pussy Mom. I love fucking your cunt with my finger while feeling your tits and fingering your nipples," he said. "I can't wait to make love to you. I can't wait to feel my cock inside of your pussy. I can't wait to feel my cock in your mouth. I can't wait for you to blow me."
As if they were in her bedroom having sexual pillow talk, seemingly she enjoyed him talking dirty to her.
"Oh, Joey. I love it when you talk dirty to me, but less talking and more licking," she said mashing his face in her cunt again.
Determined to make his mother cum while continuing to talk dirty to her in between licking her, Joey licked his mother faster while rubbing her clit harder.
"I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth Mom. I can't wait to fuck your cunt Mom. I can't wait for you to suck my cock. I can't wait to cum in your mouth and watch you swallow my cum," he said.
Suddenly, as if she was possessed by the Devil, her whole body tensed. Suddenly she stopped squirming around the blanket and popped open her eyes. Suddenly horror and fear replaced her incestuous, sexual passion.
* * * * *
"Joey! Joey! Joey," she screamed.
With her calling out his name, he knew she was getting ready to have an orgasm. Wiggling her shapely legs and her round ass, she tried to sit upright. Digging her heels in the soft, blanket covered sand, she tried to move away from him but Joey held her down in place with a heavy, forceful hand to her chest. Determined to get his mother to cum, intent on giving her a sexual orgasm, he didn't want her leaving just yet.
She'd have to wait until it was over. She'd have to wait until he gave her an orgasm. Still needing to prove his point, he wanted to finally know if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Her having an orgasm was his key. If he sexually excited her enough to have an orgasm, then she wanted him as much as he wanted her to discovering his answer.
If she didn't have a sexual orgasm, then he was pressuring her and coercing her to give him sex. If she didn't have a sexual orgasm, then she didn't sexually want him in the way that he sexually wanted her. He'd rather not force himself on his mother. He'd rather that his mother gave her body to him willingly and out of the sexual, incestuous lust that she had for him and that he had for her.
"Joey! Joey! Joey!"
Concentrating on giving his mother an orgasm, he refused to allow her up and let her go. No doubt, as soon as she got away from him, she'd get dressed and march back to the car. Maybe she had second thoughts about him making her cum. Maybe she felt embarrassed or ashamed that her son was about to give her a sexual, incestuous orgasm with his tongue and with his fingers. Yet, the more she called his named and the more she tried moving away from him, the faster he licked her, the harder he rubbed her clit, the deeper he fucked her with his finger, and the more incestuous, sexual passion he showed her.
"Oh, Mom, I love your cunt," he said hoping his dirty talk would put her back in the mood to cum. "I love you big tits. I love you Mommy," he said reaching his hands beneath her ass to lift her torso to his mouth.
While feeling and squeezing her naked ass, he literally pinned her cunt to his lips. Lifting her hips higher, he pushed and squished his face in her pussy. Wanting her to cum, he licked her faster and fingered her deeper while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples with his other hand. Squirming and trying to get away from him, she was trying to get up off the blanket.
"Joey! Joey! Jesus Christ! Joey! Wait! Stop," she said pushing back on his shoulders. "Fuck! What the fuck? Are you kidding me? You fucking bastards! Get the fuck out of here you nasty perverts!"
As if a seagull was shitting all over his mother's beautiful, naked body or as if it was snowing little snowballs on a hot July day, Joey looked up in time to see three men standing over his mother's head. Having just finished masturbating themselves, they ejaculated their cum all over his naked mother. Too shocked to react, not believing his eyes, he couldn't believe what he was seeing. Unable to react in time, too late to do anything about it now that the sexual abusive damage was already done, other than to chase them away, he couldn't believe three men sexually disrespected his mother in such a vile, sexual way. He couldn't believe that three naked men gave his mother a cum bath.
"Oh, my God," he said. "Get the fuck out of here! What the Hell is wrong with you?"
Instead of fleeing, they continued ejaculating gobs of cum all over his mother's pretty face, her big breasts, her flat, tone stomach, her round, shapely shoulders, and in her beautiful, black hair. As if they were three, soft serve machines spilling out cum instead of ice cream, when she screamed, they ejaculated their cum in her mouth. Big globs of cum landed all over his mother's face and in her mouth. Whether inadvertently or deliberately, he watched his mother swallow the men's cum. Jealous seeing her getting a cum bath when it wasn't his cum bathing her while watching her digest their cum, he couldn't believe his mother had a mouthful of someone else's cum.
In all of the cum baths he's seen on the Internet from watching pornographic videos, as if they've been saving their cum all month long, never has he seen as much cum coming out of three men. As if she was having a mud bath at an exclusive salon or at an expensive spa, his mother was literally covered with cum. Three, naked strangers, middle aged, Caucasian men in their forties and fifties with bald heads as round as their potbellies had just given his mother a complete cum bath. He couldn't believe his eyes. As angry as he was sexually excited, he looked to see his mother's reaction to see if she was as sexually excited to receive a total cum bath of if she was angry to be so physically violated, publically humiliated, emotionally traumatized, and sexually abused.
Shockingly and unbelievably, instead of his mother looking angry, instead of his mother looking outraged from being physically tortured and sexually abused, she was smiling. As if it was snowing men, he couldn't believe his mother was laughing with sexual glee. Never even thinking that his mother loved receiving a cum bath, something that he could now do with her with his friends, seemingly, his mother was happy to have men masturbating all over her face and naked body. He couldn't believe his eyes. With the look of pure jubilation on her face, he couldn't believe the ecstatic look on his mother's face.
A shocking revelation for him to suddenly digest, his morally modest mother, the love of his life, is a slut. Unless she suddenly lost her mind, for her to be happy and laughing after three strange, perverted men gave her a cum bath, she's a whore. It's one thing for her to be an incestuous slut and whore, his personal slut and private whore but it's something else for his mother to be a world class slut and a public whore for any man, three men to cum all over her.
Yet, one to go out of her way to have sex with anyone, including him, especially with him, obviously now that she had incestuous sex with her son, that one sexual thing opened the floodgates of dirty decadence and deviant debauchery. Just by him eating his mother's pussy, seemingly their one incestuous act and sexual encounter has turned his mother into a porn star. With her willing to act out her sexual wants and needs on the sands of a nude beach, on Nude Day, her birthday, his mother is incorrigible. Now, he couldn't wait to have her all to himself. He couldn't wait to get her home.
* * * * *
Then, not hardly done, when he turned to look around to see if anyone was watching this public display of decadent debauchery, the was a whole crowd of naked, horny men. As if his mother was suddenly transformed into Lara Logan and pinned down and stripped naked in Egypt's Tahrir's Square by a mad mob of Egyptian men, there was a crowd of naked men waiting to have their sexual turns with her. Unable to stop the sexual assault, with so many of them and only one of him, there was nothing that he could do.
'Oh, my God. There are so many men ready to have sex with my mother's naked body.'
He couldn't believe his eyes how many naked men there were. Even more unbelievable than the number of naked men waiting to have their sexual turn with her, he couldn't believe his mother was smiling and laughing. He couldn't believe his mother was seemingly enjoying about to be gang raped. He couldn't believe his mother was going to be pulling a dozen man, gangbang train. If only he knew his mother enjoyed gangbangs, maybe once they're safely home, he can enlist his friends to gangbang his mother while he watched.
'Choo! Choo!'
"Joey! Joey! Joey!"
Every time she called his name, thinking she was in trouble or in pain, he looked over at her ready to help her. Yet, it was obvious that she didn't need any help from him. It was obviously to him by her smiling, happy face that she was enjoying the sexual assault. If she wanted any help from anyone, she wanted to have sex with even more men.
"Joey! Joey," she kept calling his name in fright, in fear, in pain, and in sexual arousal. "Joey!"
With there too many naked men for him to stop from having their wicked, sexual way with his mother, as if they were ants at a picnic or killer bees in s horde, they swarmed his mother. As if she was the lone, topless, drunken woman standing in the middle of Bourbon Street in New Orleans, a dozen men attacked her. As if she was a porn star making a porn movie or a stripper on stage giving live sexual acts, two dozen hands touched her, felt her, fondled her, groped her, and had sex with her.
Taking their sexually twisted turns, two men stuck their cocks in each of her hands, one man lifted his mother up and bent her forward to stick his erect prick in her pussy, while a fourth man stuck his prick in her mouth. With one man humping her from behind and a second men humping her from the front, looking much like a giant paint mixing machine, she didn't even have to move her hands to give the other two men a hand job. One after another, after another, as soon as the four men ejaculated their cum inside of her pussy, inside of her mouth, and all over her, four more men stepped up to take their sexual turns with her. All that Joey could do was to watch his mother being gangbanged on Nude Day for her 47th birthday on a nude beach.
Oh the tragic shame of it all. Poor Betty. Poor, poor, pitiful Betty. With her not having sex with anyone to having sex with her son and now to having sex with a multitude of naked, male strangers, this is one birthday and one Nude Day that mother and son will never forget.
"Joey! Joey," she screamed ejaculating a cock from her mouth with her tongue for her to speak only to have someone else stick their cock in her mouth. Joey! Joey! Joey!"




Unable to do anything about his mother so sexually taken and so physically abused, he was as angry as he was sexually excited. His mother helplessly calling his name will haunt him, albeit sexually excite him, for the rest of his life. Yet, seemingly, as least she appeared that she was enjoying being gangbanged. For sure, this is the best birthday she's ever had. With nothing that he could do, all that he could do was to watch...while waiting his turn.
'Next! Who's next?'
He watched his mother fucking one man before fucking another. He watched his mother sucking one man before sucking another. He watched men fingering her, licking her, and fucking her ass and fucking her pussy. He watched even more men giving her more cum baths. Even in his wildest pornographic videos that he sometimes watched online, never has he witnessed anything as sexually graphic and distastefully disgusting, yet erotically exciting as this. With his mother his sexy porn star, he couldn't wait to get her home, clean her up, and have his sexual turn with her.
To be continued...
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*
Whether or not Joey's mother, Betty, goes with him to a nude beach in celebration of Nude Day and her birthday, tonight is the night that he'll see his mother in her bra and panty, topless, and, maybe even naked.
Review from chapter 1
"Joey! Joey! Joey!"
Every time she called his name, thinking she was in trouble or in pain, he looked over at her ready to help her. Yet, it was obvious that she didn't need any help from him. It was obviously to him by her smiling, happy face that she was enjoying the sexual assault. If she wanted any help from anyone, she wanted to have sex with even more men.
"Joey! Joey," she kept calling his name in fright, in fear, in pain, and in sexual arousal. "Joey!"
With there too many naked men for him to stop from having their wicked, sexual way with his mother, as if they were ants at a picnic or killer bees in s horde, they swarmed his mother. As if she was the lone, topless, drunken woman standing in the middle of Bourbon Street in New Orleans, a dozen men attacked her. As if she was a porn star making a porn movie or a stripper on stage giving live sexual acts, two dozen hands touched her, felt her, fondled her, groped her, and had sex with her.
Taking their sexually twisted turns, two men stuck their cocks in each of her hands, one man lifted his mother up and bent her forward to stick his erect prick in her pussy, while a fourth man stuck his prick in her mouth. With one man humping her from behind and a second men humping her from the front, looking much like a giant paint mixing machine, she didn't even have to move her hands to give the other two men a hand job. One after another, after another, as soon as the four men ejaculated their cum inside of her pussy, inside of her mouth, and all over her, four more men stepped up to take their sexual turns with her. All that Joey could do was to watch his mother being gangbanged on Nude Day for her 47th birthday on a nude beach.
Oh the tragic shame of it all. Poor Betty. Poor, poor, pitiful Betty. With her not having sex with anyone to having sex with her son and now to having sex with a multitude of naked, male strangers, this is one birthday and one Nude Day that mother and son will never forget.
"Joey! Joey," she screamed ejaculating a cock from her mouth with her tongue for her to speak only to have someone else stick their cock in her mouth. Joey! Joey! Joey!"
Unable to do anything about his mother so sexually taken and so physically abused, he was as angry as he was sexually excited. His mother helplessly calling his name will haunt him, albeit sexually excite him, for the rest of his life. Yet, seemingly, as least she appeared that she was enjoying being gangbanged. For sure, this is the best birthday she's ever had. With nothing that he could do, all that he could do was to watch...while waiting his turn.
'Next! Who's next?'
He watched his mother fucking one man before fucking another. He watched his mother sucking one man before sucking another. He watched men fingering her, licking her, and fucking her ass and fucking her pussy. He watched even more men giving her more cum baths. Even in his wildest pornographic videos that he sometimes watched online, never has he witnessed anything as sexually graphic and distastefully disgusting, yet erotically exciting as this. With his mother his sexy porn star, he couldn't wait to get her home, clean her up, and have his sexual turn with her.
* * * * *
Chapter Two
"Joey! Joey! Joey! Wake up. I made coffee. What would you like for breakfast?"
Joey yawned and opened his eyes to see his beautiful mother standing over him. Fuck, immediately he realize that it was all just a dream. It was all just a dream. He couldn't believe it was all just a dream.
His mother awakened him in the middle of the best incestuous, sexual dream he ever had of her. Not only did he see her naked but also he touched her, he felt her, he kissed her, and he had sex with her. He gave her oral sex. Then, he watched three men give her a cum bath. Finally, as if it was really happening, he watched her being gangbanged. In his oh so realistic dream, his mother pulled a train.
Before he could get his mother home, clean her up, and have incestuous sex with her, she ruined the part of his dream where he was finally going to have sex with his mother. Then, when he saw what his mother was wearing, making him forget his silly dream, he concentrated more what was now before his eyes instead of what was in his dreams. The live image of his mother forced him to concentrate more on his incestuous reality than on his sexual fantasy.
She was wearing his favorite nightgown, the short, low cut, sexy, satin, blue nightgown that he bought her for Christmas. If he was a beautiful woman with a shapely body like his mother had and had an adult son, this is the nightgown that he'd wear to incestuously tease him, sexually entice him, and mercilessly flash him. This one nightgown gave him the most down nightgown views of the tops of her meaty breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. This one nightgown gave him the most peeks of her shapely thighs and of her white, bikini panties. This one nightgown was the reason why he incestuously, sexually lusted over his mother. He loved this nightgown with her in it nearly as much he did his mother.
Sexually aroused over the dream he just had of seeing his mother naked at the nude beach, having sex with her, and then watching three men give his mother a facial and an upper torso cum bath, he was horny. His mother standing there in her sexy nightgown didn't help with his sexual frustration. If anything, she added to his sexual excitement.
As if the gang rape had really happened, the thoughts of his mother being gangbanged by a dozen men haunted him and sexually excited him. As if his cock was a tent pole, he kicked off his sheet to show his mother his morning wood that tented his pajama bottoms. He wanted her to see how big and how hard his throbbing cock was for her. Hoping that she'd touch his cock, feel his cock, stroke his cock, and suck his cock, he hoped she'd take him in her hand before taking him in her mouth and before ultimately take him in her pussy.
In the way it didn't take him long to notice her big tits spilling out of her nightgown top, it didn't take her very long to notice his throbbing erection. With him still in bed and with her standing over him, he watched his mother stare down at his engorged prick in the way that he stared up at her big boobs. Tits for cock, in the way he always ogled her sexy tits, she ogled his throbbing prick. Sexually exciting that he was already horny and had a beautiful, practically naked woman standing next to his bed, what made this even more sexually exciting was that beautiful woman was his mother.
He watched her eyes dart down to quickly eye his pulsating penis before she stared up at his face. She smiled an embarrassed smile as if she knew he had caught her looking at the sexual part of him that no mother should see, stare at, ogle, and lust over. Obviously, if telling by her stare, his mother obviously liked his cock as much as he loved his mother's beautiful body. He had no shame in admitting that his mother has given him the best blowjobs he's ever had.
From his low vantage point of lying in bed and from where she was standing over him, he could clearly see up her short, sexy nightgown. Obviously purposely teasing him, with this something they've had pillow talk about while in bed, she knew he loved staring up her nightgown at her white panties. Wishing she wasn't wearing panties, he could see her white, bikini panties as if she was waving a white flag that symbolized her surrendering her shapely body to him. As if he was a conquering general ready to take the spoils of war, Joey was ready to take his mother.
With the morning sun pouring in through his bedroom window, he could clearly see the swollen impression of her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. He tried to resist the temptation of wanting to have incestuous sex with his mother, but with her obviously incestuously teasing him and sexually enticing him, she always made him so sexually aroused to see so much of her. Especially this early in the morning when he was so horny and after having being disturbed from such an exciting dream of his mother, he was unable to resist her sexual charms.
When she leaned over him to give him a good morning kiss, giving him a great down nightgown view of her tits. He could see the tops of her meaty breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. Yet, a big letdown, he was disappointed that all he had imagined of her at the nude beach with her covered in cum and pulling a gangbang train was just a dream. Another one of the sexual fantasies that he had of his mother, he'd love to watch her having sex with other men.
If only in his sexual dream, now that he knows she enjoyed being gangbanged, he'd love for his mother to be gangbanged by his friends and her nephews. How hot would that be to watch his friends and cousins having sex with his mother? With him always so horny for his mother, unable to sexually get enough of her, sadly and sexually frustratingly, he had dreamt the whole thing of her being gangbanged at a nude beach on Nude Day, her birthday.
Unfortunately, right at the good part of his dream, his mother had entered his bedroom just as he was going to take her home, clean her up, and have sex with her. Having already seen her naked and having already had sex with her, he loved having sexy dreams about his mother. Yet, a welcomed continuation of his sexy dream, having his mother standing in his room, next to his bed, while wearing that sexy nightgown was well worth her ruining his dream.
"Happy birthday Mom," he said returning her kiss.
Something he always sexually and incestuously lusted over doing before, with her just as willing as he is now, he was now able to freely do without guilt and without remorse. He reached his horny hand up her short, sexy nightgown to squeeze her round, firm ass through her panty with one, horny hand while feeling her big tit and fingering her erect nipple with his other, horny hand. A son sexually feeling, fondling, and groping his mother and a mother allowing her son to touch her sexually was as awkward as it was sexually exciting in the beginning but touching her in that incestuous way now felt so natural and normal. With her always enjoying him touching her and feeling her, reveling in his sexual attention, she gave him her best motherly smile. If she was a cat, she'd be purring.
'Meow.'
"You remembered my birthday," she said. "How nice?"
He returned her smile with his smile while cupping her pussy in the palm of his hand through her panty. Even after having had sex so very many times with his mother, he still couldn't believe his mother allowed him to be so sexually familiar with her beautiful body. Able to touch and feel her anywhere at any time, she seemingly enjoyed his touches and feels as much as he enjoyed her touching and feeling him.
He slid a slow, purposeful hand between her legs, while tracing her pussy slit through her panty with his stiff finger. Pausing at her clit, gently he rubbed her clit through her panty before pressing down with his thumb on her bean. As always she did, she let out a sexually excited gasp. With the damp, moistness of her panties a telltale sign, already he could feel her getting wet.
"I'd never forget your birthday Mom," he said.
Seemingly, after having sex with his mother, after touching her, feeling her, making out with her, licking her, making love to her, and fucking her, it seemed silly for him to call her Mom or Mother. She told him several times to call her Beatrice or Betty but it was more sexually arousing for him to call her Mom and Mother. Perhaps, she felt uncomfortable with him reminding her that they were having an incestuous, sexual, love affair by him calling her Mom and/or Mother. Perhaps, if only for her benefit to make her feel more comfortable and less guilty, ashamed, and remorseful, he should start calling her Beatrice and/or Betty.
With two ready to play this game of tickle and tease, she sat on his bed beside him. She reached her hand down and touched his cock through his pajama bottoms. As if his prick was already exposed, she wrapped her fingers around his erection through his pajama bottoms. Something she never did before, something he always wished she would do, she was willingly doing now. While fondling the head of his engorged prick with her long, manicured fingers, his mother was holding his erect cock through his pajama bottoms. After all of these years of them playing games teasing one another, it was obvious to him now that his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
"You have such a big, beautiful cock Joey," she said looking from her son's erection to look down at his face. She gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile that no mother should ever give her son. "Would you like me to do something about that for you?"
Playing Mickey the Dunce, he looked at her with as much curiosity as he looked at her with confusion.
"Do something?" As if he didn't understand her meaning, teasing her into being more sexually explicit, he loved playing Mickey the Dunce with her. He just wanted to hear his mother say what she'd be willing to do for him. "Whatever do you mean Betty?"
Reacting favorably by him calling her by name, she seemed to like him calling her Betty instead of Mom. She gave him another sexy look with her sexy smile and he returned her sexy look and sexy smile with his. She looked from him to look at his erection before returning him her sexy look.
"I could masturbate you," she said slowly moving her hand up and down through his pajama bottoms to tease him. "Or if you'd like, I could blow you," she said pushing out her cheek out with her tongue while moving her other hand back and forth in front of her mouth. "You tell me what you want and what you'd like me to sexually do for you. Seeing your erect prick always makes Mommy horny," said suddenly reverting back to them being mother and son instead of them being Joey and Betty. "Seeing your erect prick always makes Mommy want to do something to sexually satisfy her son," she said.
As if she had just asked him a rhetorical question, not waiting for him to answer, seemingly she already knew the answer to her question by what she did next. In anticipation of taking her son in her mouth and giving him oral sex, she continued fondling his cock through his pajamas, yet with more purpose. Then, in readiness of giving her son a blowjob, she unsnapped his pajama bottoms to expose the top of his prick and reached her hand inside. She wrapped her fingers around her son's swollen cock and slowly stroked him to a harder erection while turning her head to stare at him. Then, she stared down at his engorged prick before turning her head again to make eye contact with her son.
"I'd like for you to blow me, Mom," he said. "Only..."
He'd like her to blow him. No kidding. It was nearly the same, sexy routine every day with her waking him up after she made coffee. With them both on the same page, she looked at him as if she already knew what he was going to say and obviously she did.
"Only what Joey?"
A silly game they played with one asking the sexual question, the other gave the incestuous answer. Just as they already knew the questions, they already knew the answers too.
"May I cum in your mouth Mother?"
She gave her son a sexy smile with her curious look.
"Cum in my mouth? Since when do you ask my permission to cum in my mouth?" She laughed her sexy laugh. "Yes, of course, you may cum in my mouth. It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth," she said. "My proof that I pleasured you with my hand, my mouth, and my tongue, I love it when you cum in my mouth. You cumming in my mouth is my compliment that I gave you another great blowjob."
Betty moved further down the bed and turned her body to face her son to give him a show of his cock buried in her mouth. She stared down at her son's cock before staring up at her son. She leaned her head down to take him in her mouth. Stroking him while sucking him, she stared up at her son with his stiff prick impaling her mouth. Teasing him, she temporarily removed his cock from her mouth to show him her kissing his penis, licking his cock, and sucking his prick.
"Oh, Mother, that feels so good. Suck my cock Mom. Blow me. I can't wait to cum in your mouth," said Joey putting a gentle hand to the back of his mother's pretty head.
He ran his fingers through her thick, lush, black hair while she cupped his testicles with one hand and stroked his prick with her other hand. Stroking him faster, she sucked him deeper. Moving her head up and down as if she was an interactive video, she was really blowing him now. She made all of the cock sucking, slurping sounds that he loved to hear to prove that his mother enjoyed sucking his cock as much as he enjoyed having his mother suck his cock. Meaning it as a compliment instead of as a slur, his mother was a world class cocksucker.
"You may fondle my tits and finger my nipples while I suck you, if you'd like. I like it when you fondle my tits and finger my nipples while I'm sucking you," she said removing his prick from her mouth again to remove her arms from her nightgown straps and to expose her naked breasts to her son.
He fondled her big, C cup breasts and fingered her already erect nipples while she stroked and sucked her son's cock. The faster she stroked him, the deeper she sucked him. The more he felt her tits and fingered her nipples, the closer he was ready to cum. Just another minute more and he'd be exploding his incestuous, sexual lust for his mother in her beautiful mouth again.
Thinking about licking her while fingering her, he couldn't wait to eat her pussy after she blew him. Later, as one of his birthday gifts to her, he couldn't wait to make slow, sweet love to her while making out with her and before fucking her. He couldn't wait to have some dirty, sexy pillow talk with her about the dream he just had of her being gangbanged today on a nude beach in celebration of Nude Day and her birthday. He couldn't wait to ask her if she'd allow other men to see her naked. He couldn't wait to ask her if she'd have sex with other men while he watched. He couldn't wait to ask her if she'd have a gangbang with his friends and with her nephews while he watched her sucking and fucking.
Maybe she has a sexual fantasy of her own. Maybe she always wanted to have sex with a woman. Maybe instead of just allowing him to watch her having sex with a woman, she'd allow him to join them. Just as he was about to shoot a load of warm, oozy cum in his mother's mouth, his annoying alarm buzzed. Immediately, he realized that his mother wasn't blowing him but that he was masturbating himself in his sleep again while dreaming.
'God damn it! Right in the good part of the dream. Two sexy dreams back to back and I didn't cum in either one of them. I'm so frigging horny now.'
Joey let go of his cock. He had fallen asleep again. He was dreaming again. He was sexually fantasizing of seeing his mother naked again and having sex with her. He looked at his alarm clock. It was 6:30. His mother would be up soon. He wanted to get up before she did. He wanted to surprise her by saying Happy Birthday to her.
Excited about the gift he made and installed for her in her bedroom, he couldn't wait to give her his birthday gift. He couldn't wait for her to see what he made for her birthday. This was going to be the best birthday she's ever had. This was going to be the best Nude Day he's ever had, which explained the dream he just had about her being gangbanged on a nude beach on Nude Day in celebration of her birthday. Yet, whether she agreed to go to the nude beach with him or not, today was the day that he'd be seeing his mother in her panty and bra, topless, and maybe even naked.



Topless, topless, topless, finally he'll be seeing his mother's tits. Naked, naked, finally he'll be seeing his mother naked. If he didn't have the good fortune of seeing her naked, at the very least, he'd see her in her bra and panty and topless tonight. Today is the day that he'd be seeing his mother topless and/or naked. Finally with his dreams and sexual fantasies come true, he'd know what his mother looks like without her clothes.
* * * * *
Joseph was sexually excited with the anticipation of seeing his mother in all manners of undress. Today was not only Nude Day but also today was his mother's 47th birthday. Hoping she'd go with him before she gets too old, maybe this is the year she'd finally agree to accompany him to a nude beach in the joint celebration of Nude Day and her birthday. Maybe this is the year that he'll finally see his mother topless and/or naked. Maybe this is the year that she'll not only want to see his cock but also touch his cock, stroke his cock, suck his cock, and fuck his cock.
He can only wish that all goes well. He can only hope that he sees his mother without her clothes. With Nude Day his specific day of sexual seduction, he can only try to seduce her again this year where he failed in seducing her in all of the previous attempts he's made over six years, since he turned 18-years-old.
Waiting for her to awaken, he had fallen back asleep for another ten minutes while having his favorite dream of his mother blowing him. He imagined she was a good cocksucker, the best cocksucker, and he couldn't wait for her to take him in her mouth. He couldn't wait to put a gentle hand to the back of his mother's pretty head and hump her mouth while fucking her face. Then, when he heard her toilet flush in her master bedroom, he got up out of bed and quickly got dressed.
Eager to wish her a happy birthday, he couldn't wait for her to see her birthday gift later today that he made for her and already installed in her bedroom. Even though he asked her not to peek, he just hoped she hadn't already peeked to see what her birthday gift from him was. He wanted her gift to be his special surprise, a surprise gift that many sons wished they had the balls to buy their mother. Her birthday gift was something they both could enjoy. His birthday gift to her was just as much for him as it was for her. No doubt, in hindsight, his birthday gift to her was more for him than it was for her.
As if he was a fan waiting for a celebrity to emerge from a backstage door, he waited for his mother to open her bedroom door. As if he was a Paparazzi photographer hoping to get the best candid shot of his mother in her sexy nightgown, with her his own personal celebrity, he couldn't wait until she emerged from her bedroom.
"Happy Birthday Mom," said Joseph, Beatrice's admiring and loving son, as soon as she emerged from her bedroom.
Seemingly, as if she was the queen of his life and she was, as if he was a loyal dog eager to see his mistress, he had been standing in front of her bedroom door waiting for her to emerge. As if she was his loving wife and he was her loving husband, albeit who slept in separate bedrooms, he was excited to wish her a happy birthday. As if she was his lover instead of his mother, especially with what she was wearing, he looked at her with love mixed with incestuous lust, horniness, and sexual frustration.
'Oh, my God,' he thought to himself when seeing what she was wearing. 'Perfect.' As if he was psychic and willed her to wear this, she's wearing what he had just dreamt she'd be wearing.
She was wearing her short, sheer, sexy, low cut, light blue, satin nightgown, the one he bought her for Christmas. Filled with as much guilt as he was filled with sexual incest, when he bought her this, he was so nervous. Much too revealing and not an appropriate gift for a son to buy his mother, he didn't think she'd like it. Too sexy, he didn't think she'd wear it in front of him. Too transparent, he figured she'd see right through his motives in the way he could see through her nightgown.
The sexiest nightgown she has, this is the nightgown that he can clearly see through the thin material the impressions of her big nipples and the outline of her shapely breasts. With only colored Cellophane exposing more of her hot body, this nightgown leaves little to his imagination. As if she enjoyed incestuously teasing him and sexually enticing him, he can't believe she wore this nightgown in front of him. Of all of her nightgowns that she wore, by far, this one was his favorite nightgown. With her wearing this nightgown the most, seemingly this was her favorite nightgown to wear in front of him too.
He wondered if it was her favorite nightgown because he chose it for her to wear or if it was her favorite nightgown because it was the sexiest and showed the most of her shapely body to his horny eyes. He wondered if she even knew just how much she was flashing him and just how much he was seeing of her of her fabulous body. He searched high and low to find this particular nightgown, the perfect, most revealing, and sexiest nightgown he could buy. One would think that a nightgown that had the least amount of material would be the cheapest but this nightgown was the most expensive, twice as much as the other thick, flannel nightgowns that flowed down past her knees. Knowing that her favorite color is blue, when she saw how low cut, how short, how sheer, how sexy, and how revealing this nightie was, he hoped she'd like his gift and certainly she did.
Only, he hoped beyond hope that she'd wear it in front of him instead of saving it to wear for someone special. He hoped that, if she did wear the nightgown in front of him, that she'd wear it without the modesty of wearing a robe over it. Certainly, in the way the nightgown is so sheer, she could certainly justify wearing a robe over it while in the presence of her son but he was glad that she didn't feel embarrassed wearing this without a robe. He's so happy that she wears this nightgown all of the time and more than any of her other nightgowns. He's so happy that she wears this nightgown without having the modesty to wear a robe over it.
Definitely, he needs to buy her another nightgown just like this one for Christmas but in another shade of blue or a lighter color that's even more transparent than this one. Called the Honeymoon Nightgown by the name on the tag, this is the nightgown that inspires him to masturbate himself the most while thinking of his mother naked and having sex with her. Of all the nightgowns that his mother owns, this is the nightgown that he'd love for her to wear if ever he was lucky enough to have sex with her. He loves feeling her beautiful body through her sexy nightgown whenever he holds her and hugs her.
Whenever she leans over him and hovers over him when wearing this nightgown without her having the modesty of wearing a robe, she gives him the best down nightgown views of the tops of her meaty breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. With him seeing so very much of her big breasts but for her areolas and nipples, he wondered if she was deliberately or inadvertently flashing him. Every time he sees a down nightgown view of his mother's tits, he wishes he could touch her tits, feel her tits, fondle her tits, and suck her tits.
Then, even when sitting like a lady with her knees cemented together, she gives him the most up nightgown peeks of her white, bikini panties when wearing this short nightgown and sitting across from him. He loves seeing his mother's panties as much as he loves seeing his mother's cleavage. Seemingly with her not even aware she's flashing him, he loves seeing her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. So very erotically revealing, this nightgown always leaves a triangular opening over the tops of her thighs that gives him a voyeuristic view and sexually exciting flash of her panty clad crotch. Then, when she gets more comfortable in her own home and parts her knees just a little, he can see even more of her panty clad pussy. Every time he sees his mother's panty clad pussy, he wishes he could remove her panties, finger her pussy, and lick her pussy before fucking her pussy.
Just as he couldn't count how many times he's seen the tops of her breasts and her cleavage, he couldn't count how many times he's seen the triangular patch of her white, bikini panties, the only style of panties she wears. Having routinely gone through her panty drawer to feel her panties and her laundry basket to sniff her panties, he intimately knows that she has bikini panties in every color of the rainbow but mostly in white and in every shade of blue. Only now, having graduated in his incestuous, sexual lust for his mother, he wanted to see more of her sexy body, so much more than just the tops of her meaty breasts, her long, sexy line of cleavage, and her white, bikini panties.
He wanted to see her topless. He wanted to see her naked. He wished to God that she'd finally say yes to going to a nude beach with him in celebration of her birthday on Nude Day. Not only would he love to see his mother naked but also he'd love for his mother to see him naked too. Taking her being nude in public a step further, he'd love for other men to see his mother naked. He'd love to see their reaction to seeing his mother's beautiful body, her long, shapely legs, her big tits, and her round, firm ass. He'd love for other men to envy him while sexually lusting over his mother.
With him in the mood to sit back and ogle his MILF of a mother, he had a self-assured feeling that today was the day that his mother would be giving him lots of masturbation fodder. With what he had in store for his mother later tonight, even if she refused to go to the nude beach with him today, he knew that today was the day that he'd finally be seeing so very much more of his mother's beautiful body. As long as she didn't uncover his plan to peep on her, finally, hopefully, today was the day he'd be seeing his mother in her bra and panty, topless, and perhaps, if he was lucky enough, even naked.
A long time coming, he's been waiting for this day for years. If she's not going to celebrate Nude Day by going to a nude beach with him, it was appropriate that his mother's unveiling would not only be on her birthday but also be on Nude Day and in the assumed privacy of her own bedroom. As if she was Erin Andrews walking around in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked in her hotel room, he couldn't wait to see his mother walking around in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked in her bedroom. With her thinking that she's alone in her bedroom, he hoped that she didn't realize what he was up to in his attempt to see her in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked.
Imagining seeing his mother in her bra and panty, he couldn't wait to see her in her low, cut, sexy bra and her white or blue bikini panties. He couldn't wait to see his mother parading around her bedroom in her underwear. Imagining seeing his mother topless, he couldn't wait to see his mother's tits. With her breasts bouncing and swaying, he couldn't wait to watch her brushing her hair in front of her mirror while topless. Imagining seeing his mother naked, he couldn't wait to see his mother emerge from her shower to dry her naked body with a towel. He couldn't wait to watch her walk to her mirror and pose while looking at her luscious body from the front, the side, and the back.
While fantasizing that it was his fingers and his hands examining her breasts, he couldn't wait to watch her giving herself a breast exam. Maybe if he's lucky enough, she'll sexually touch herself while he's watching. Maybe if he's lucky enough, he'll catch her masturbating herself on her bed. Maybe if he's lucky enough, while wishing he had the courage to barge in her room without knocking to offer her his finger, his tongue, and his cock, he'll watch her giving herself an orgasm.
'Wow! Wouldn't that be something? I can't wait to see my mother without her clothes. I can't wait to watch my mother masturbate herself,' he thought to himself.
* * * * *
Joseph loved his mother albeit in a forbidden, sexual way and in the way that no son should ever love his mother. He walked over to her to give his mother a full body to pelvis hug. He loved hugging her, especially when she was wearing one of her skimpy, sexy, satin, low cut, short nightgowns, and especially when she was wearing this particular nightgown. Able to feel more of her beautiful body, he only wished he could feel even more of her beautiful body without the nightgown getting in the way of his horny hands and his exploring fingers. He wasn't ashamed to admit that he wished he could feel her through her nightgown while hugging her. He wasn't ashamed to admit that he wished he could hug her when she was naked and when he was naked too.
Always expecting her to reject him by pushing him away, their hugging and kissing, nothing more than a mother and son peck on the lips, had recently increased in frequency and in duration. Hoping that the frequency and duration of their kisses was a telling sign, he hoped his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. With their kisses and hugs lasting a smidge longer, she seemed to enjoy his loving attention with him hugging her and kissing her. As much as he enjoyed hugging and kissing her, seemingly she enjoyed hugging and kissing him too.
Maybe nothing more than that, perhaps she was just as horny as he was. Something he enjoyed imagining, especially while masturbating himself, maybe, just maybe, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. In the way he looked at her as if she was the only woman in the world, he loved how she looked at him as if he was the only man in the world. She made him wish that he wasn't her son. She made him wish that he was a man she met at work or in a bar. She made him wish that he was someone who wasn't prohibited from having sex with her and making love to her.
Returning himself from fantasy to reality, he loved it when his mother emerged from her bedroom when wearing one of her sexy nightgowns and without her having the modesty of wearing a bathrobe. Going where no son should go in his sexual thoughts and physical attraction, he only wished he could sleep in the same bed with her. Something he routinely dreamed about, he only wished he could kiss her, French kiss her, while feeling her through her nightgown. Something he routinely sexually fantasized about while masturbating himself, he only wished she'd kiss him, French kiss him, while feeling his cock through his pajama bottoms.
Something he always wondered, he wondered if she noticed the erections he always had whenever around her, especially when hugging her. When they were so prominently displayed especially when he turned sideways, as if he was trying to hide a big banana in his pajamas, in the way he always noticed her erect nipples that threatened to poke through her nightgown, how could she not notice his erections? He always had an erection from holding, her, hugging her, and kissing her. Hoping to tease her and to entice her with his erection to have sex with him, he loved poking her soft belly with his semi-erect cock.
Encouraged to salaciously rub his penis up against his mother whenever she stabbed his chest with her always present, erect nipples, especially whenever she wasn't wearing a bra, he wondered if she was teasing and enticing him too. He liked thinking that she was teasing him with her erect nipples in the way he teased her with his erect cock. A sexy game of holding her and hugging while kissing her that he enjoyed playing with his mother, he always wondered if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Only, somehow, he knew she didn't want him in that inappropriate, incestuous, sexual way. Her love for him was much different than his sexual attraction to her.
With her unembarrassed and unashamed to parade around him nearly naked in her revealing nightgowns, he liked thinking that she was as much an exhibitionist as he was a voyeur. Yet, for her to flash him so very much of her nearly naked body, he couldn't help but wonder if she was sexually teasing him as much as he was trying to sexually entice and seduce her? With his mother otherwise so morally modest when out in public, maybe she doesn't realize she's showing as much as he's enjoying seeing when comfortably at home. Yet, whether her flashing him was deliberate, accidental, or inadvertent, flattered by her exhibitionism, he didn't know if she was sexually teasing him or not but he liked thinking that she was.
Did she know that he could see as much of her fabulous body as he was seeing? Did she know that he masturbated over all that she showed him and all that he saw of her? For sure, if only she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, it would be so very much easier for him to sexually seduce her if she was deliberately flashing him. He liked thinking that she did know that she was incestuously teasing him and sexually enticing him. He like thinking that she was deliberately flashing him. He liked thinking that she was just as horny as he was. So incestuously, sexually, and perversely perverted in his thoughts when it came to his mother, he liked thinking that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
When he held her and hugged her, the top of her nightgown always opened a bit more to give him a sexy, down nightgown view of the tops of her breasts and her sexy cleavage. He couldn't help but to look, stare, and ogle what he could see of her nearly naked breasts. He couldn't help but wonder if she practiced that move that exposed more of her breasts while looking at herself in a mirror. Or maybe his mother didn't know she was so flashing him the tops of her tits. Perhaps not realizing that her son is perversely perverted in his incestuous, sexual attraction to her, maybe his mother was just comfortable with him and didn't feel the need to be so modest when with him, her own son.
With the bright kitchen light illuminating her as if she was a stripper on stage, he could see through her nightgown as if she was naked. He was always able to see so much more of her whenever she worked in the kitchen or sat in the living room in just her sexy nightgown. He loved her giving him down nightgowns peeks when he stood over her as much as he enjoyed seeing up nightgowns views when sitting across from her. Whatever he saw of her was more masturbation fodder for him when imagining what she'd look like topless and/or naked.
Only, nothing more than just a futile, desperate peek, he never saw much more than the tops of her meaty breasts, her cleavage, and peeks of her white panties. Hopefully tonight is the night that should change all of that. Hopefully tonight is the night that he'll be seeing his mother in the way that he's never seen her before. Hopefully tonight is the night that he'll be seeing her without her having the modesty wearing her clothes.
* * * * *
"You remembered my birthday. Oh, how nice? Thank you for remembering my birthday, Joey," she said beaming him a loving smile.
He returned her smile with his while imagining celebrating her birthday on a nude beach naked for Nude Day.
"I'll never forget your birthday Mom," he said hugging his mother again while imagining her naked, something he always did whether hugging her or not.
She gave him a sad look.
"With me getting older, I sometimes wish you'd forget my birthday," she said with a laugh. "Wouldn't it be lovely if I could stay the same age, if only in my mind? Unfortunately, birthdays have a way of sabotaging those thoughts."
She paused to look at him, perhaps to see his reaction to her words.
"I think it would be boring to stay the same age Mother," he said.



No doubt with him still young and so full of himself, she gave him an understanding smile that a mother routinely gives her son.
"You only say that because you haven't lived enough of life yet. But if you could stay one age, what age would that be?"
He looked at her pensively.
"I like being 24-years-old. I'd stay this age," he said. "I'm old enough to know better and yet young enough to still do wild and crazy things," he said with a laugh while imagining have sex with his mother as being one of the wild and crazy things that he'd love to do. Taking the bait, he asked her the question. "What about you? What age would you stay, if you could?"
She answered him without even having to ponder the thought.
"If I could stay the same age, I'd stay 35-years-old. That was a good age for me. I looked my best at that age. I looked twenty-something instead of thirty-something."
He looked at her with love, lust, and sexual desire. He looked at her as if she was crazy for even mentioning that he'd ever forget her birthday. He looked at her as if she was nuts to think she was old. She'd never be old to him.
"You look wonderful now, Mom. You don't look your age. No one would ever think you're 47-years-old," he said.
With him having never seen her naked and not having anything to compare, he couldn't help but wonder how differently she looked naked at 35-years-old than how she looks naked now. He wondered if she had any photos of herself topless and/or naked when she was younger. He wondered if she had any photos of herself topless and/or naked of how she looked now. Something that he'd cherish while masturbating over them, he'd love to have topless and/or naked photos of his mother. What son wouldn't like to have topless and/or naked photos to lust over while masturbating?
"Thank you," she said giving him a thoughtful look. "So, what did you get me for my birthday?"
She looked at him with curiosity.
"I made something for you," he said.
She looked at him as if she already knew what he made her.
"Did you paint me another picture for my birthday? I love your paintings. You're so very talented," she said. "Is that why there's a blanket hanging from my bedroom wall?" She laughed. "Or is my birthday gift a blanket?" She laughed again.
Not laughing at her little joke, he looked at her with panic. Did she look? Did she already see his surprise? Did she already peek what's there beneath the blanket?
"You didn't look under the blanket did you? I asked you not to look when you came home last night from Emma's house," said Joey having warned his mother not to peek beneath the blanket when she came home late from visiting his sister. "What's underneath the blanket is your birthday surprise."
By the look she gave him, he figured that she thought he painted her another painting. In a way, he did paint her another painting. Only, this time, he painted her a wall mural.
"No, I didn't peek. I didn't want to spoil my birthday surprise," she said giving him a smile. "Being that it's now officially my birthday, may I see your gift?"
A pretty woman whether she was smiling or not, she was so very much prettier when she warmed him with her beautiful smile. Satisfied with the hug he gave his mother and with the hug she gave him in return, he gave her a big, birthday kiss on the lips too. Wishing he could prolong the kiss without her suspecting that he was sexually attracted to her and/or trying to seduce her, which he'd love to do, he loved kissing his mother.
Loving the smell of her of Jean Nate bath splash mixed with soap, shampoo, sometimes her perfumes, and the taste of her lipstick, he only wished he had the courage to slip her his tongue. With him only imagining and sexually fantasizing what it would be like, he'd love nothing more than to French kiss his mother. He only wished he had the courage to feel her beautiful body through her nightgown while holding her, hugging her, and French kissing her.
If only she was any other woman other than his mother, he would have French kissed her by now while feeling her beautiful body through her clothes. He'd love nothing more than to feel her panty clad ass through her nightgown before reaching up to feel her nearly naked nightgown clad breasts and while fingering her erect nipples. If only she was his girlfriend, his lover, and/or his wife instead of his mother, he'd be so happy. If only she was any other woman other than his mother, he would have had sex with her by now.
Even if only for her birthday, he'd love nothing more than to really kiss his mother, French kiss his mother. Only, even on her birthday, what kind of son French kisses his mother and what kind of mother French kisses her son. Something he's only experienced in his sexual fantasies while having his incestuous dreams of seeing his mother naked and having sex with her naked body, the remote chance of them exchanging French kisses were slim to nil. Even if he slipped her his tongue, she'd never reciprocate by slipping him her tongue. No doubt, she'd recoil, turn her head in revolution, and push him away in disgust.
The closest he ever came to having his wicked sexual way with his mother was when she returned home after attending a bachelorette party at a clothed female, nude male, CFNM club. A month after her 45th birthday, she came home drunk and horny that night. About to go into his junior year at college, he was home for the summer. With her holding him, hugging him, and kissing him, he felt more of his mother's ass and breasts than he ever did before.
Wishing they were alone, he so wanted to strip her down to her bra and panty or naked even and put her to bed but her best friend did that for her before leaving. He masturbated for the next two years over kissing his mother while feeling her ass and breasts. The next morning with her hungover and seemingly not remembering what had happened between the two of them, she never said anything about it and he didn't either. No doubt she was just as embarrassed as he was sexually excited.
* * * * *
Today was her forty-seventh birthday. He couldn't believe his mother was 47-years-old. With her much closer to fifty than she was to forty, she didn't look her age. Whenever he thought of a 47-year-old woman, he thought of his mother's friends, all of whom smoked, drank, burned the candle at both ends, and looked their age. All of them had children, full-time jobs outside the house, and stress from demanding husbands. None of them, not one of them, looked as good as his mother. No doubt lusted over by all of her friends' husbands, she was a rose in a field of weeds.
To look at his mother without knowing how old she was, no one would ever believe that she has a 27-year-old daughter and a 24-year-old son. She more looked 37-years-old than she looked 47-years-old. With him looking older, looking more 34-years-old than he looked 24-years-old, in theory, they appeared to be nearly the same age. Married young and divorced five years later, Joe's secret, love affair with his mother lasted much longer than his father's married, love affair lasted with his ex-wife.
Only seemingly, as far as he knew, his mother had no idea that he loved her in that forbidden and incestuously sexual way of a man loving a woman instead of a loving son loving his loving mother. Always trying to entice and seduce her by sexually teasing her, he somehow knew that his mother wasn't as perversely perverted and sexually attracted to him in the way that he was perversely perverted and sexually attracted to her. Tickling her while hugging her in his desperate attempts to deliberately touch some inappropriate part of her body that he was forbidden to touch by making his feels seem accidental, his frantic gropes gave him even more masturbation fodder.
Sexually frustrating that she'd never reciprocate the sexual feelings he had for her, he had to be satisfied with his sexual attraction to his mother by masturbating himself while imagining her naked and having sex with her. Seemingly, he was always masturbating while imagining his mother topless, naked, and/or having sex with her. Just once, he'd love to see her topless and/or naked. Just once, he'd love to have sex with his mother.
His longtime sexual fantasy come true, he'd give anything to see his mother topless and/or naked. Even if just by accident, he'd love to see her naked breasts, her naked ass, and/or her naked pussy. Something that he dreams about every night and masturbates over every day, he'd give anything to have sex with his mother's topless and/or naked body. Only, with his mother so morally modest, the only time he sees any sexual part of her is when she wears her sexy nightgowns early in the morning and late at night.
He wished he had the courage to grope her and to feel more of her spectacular body when she's wearing her sexy nightgowns. When she's standing at the kitchen sink, he'd love to come up behind her and surprise her with a kiss to the back of her neck. He'd love to plant his jean covered, erect cock between her ass crack through her skirt and panties while reaching around her to feel her breasts, cup her tits in the palm of his hands, and finger her nipples through her blouse and bra. Whenever he playfully tickles her, even if only for an instant, he always tries to touch her, feel her, and fondle her where no son should ever touch, feel, and fondle his mother.
Whenever she playfully tickles him, even if only for an instant, her hand always brushes by his erect cock. He always wondered if that was her desperate attempt at touching and feeling him where no mother should touch and feel her son or if her touch was accidental. Imagining that she deliberately brushed her hand by his cock, with her making him so horny, he always wanted to take her hand, put it on his erection, and hold it there. Whenever she brushed her hand by his cock in that way, he always wanted to remove his cock from his pajamas or jeans and put it in her hand before sticking it in her mouth and before burying it in her pussy.
Only, he didn't dare prolong his errant touches to turn them into feels in that sexually inappropriate way of a son forbidden to incestuously fondle his mother's body. Not wanting his mother to think that he's perversely perverted in his incestuous, sexual attraction to her, even though he is perversely perverted in his incestuous, sexual attraction to her, he can't help himself. It already takes all of the sexual control that he possesses not to slip her his tongue while kissing her, to reach down to feel her ass, and to reach up to feel her breasts through her nightgown when holding her. No doubt, in the way he looks at her, lusts over her, and ogles her, she already knows that he's sexually attracted to her. If only by the telltale sign of his constant erections when holding, hugging, and kissing her, how could she not know that he wants her in a sexual way?
He'd give anything for his mother to touch him and to feel him where no mother should ever touch and feel her son. He'd love nothing more than to feel her hand on his cock, even if only through his pants or his pajamas. Only, she'd never touch him in that sexually incestuous, inappropriate way. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to wrap her fingers around his naked prick and stroke him before sucking him. Only, forget about her stroking him and sucking him, she'd never take his cock in her hand in the same way that she'd never allow him to feel her naked breasts and/or naked ass.
With all women paling in comparison to her, blaming his disinterest in other women on his mother, it's because of his mother that he doesn't have a steady woman in his life. It's because of his mother that he's alone with his twisted, sexual thoughts and incestuous desires for her. It's because of his mother that he masturbates himself multiples times a day over the thoughts of her naked and her having sex with him. Unable to find someone who looks like her, walks like her, talks like her, and acts like her, certainly it would be weirdly telling if he did find a woman who was the clone of his mother. He could just see his mother's friends staring at him with incestuous insight. He could just hear his sister, Emma, berating him for his obvious attraction to their mother.
"Joey! What in the Hell is wrong with you? Are you nuts? What are you in love with Mom? Why would you find a woman who looks like her, walks like her, talks like her, and acts like her? Your new girlfriend is a virtual clone of Mom. Gees, Joey, cut the apron strings, get a life, and find a normal woman to be your girlfriend."
* * * * *
"Tell me," she said swooning while holding her son in her arms.
When she held him in her arms and hugged him in the way she was hugging him now, he didn't think of her as his mother. He imagined him hugging her if he was her boyfriend and she was his girlfriend. He imagined holding as if he was her husband and she was his wife. He imagined kissing her as if they were lovers instead of mother and son.
Without being inappropriately obscene, in the way of a dog humping her leg, he wished he could hump her. He wished he could see her naked. He wished he could strip off her nightgown and have wild and crazy sex with her. Wanting to give her a real happy, fucking birthday, the best birthday she's ever had, he wished he could make love to her before fucking her. He wished he could make her cum.
If ever he was fortunate enough to have sex with her, imagining himself being sexually intimate with his mother, taking it slow in the beginning, real slow, he'd be so gentle, so loving, and so kind. Kissing and kissing her, he'd feel every naked part of her beautiful body. Kissing and kissing her, he'd spend quality time feeling and fondling her big tits while sucking her erect nipples. Kissing and kissing her, he'd love nothing more than to rub her clit, while fingering and licking her pussy. Then, after making sweet love to her, he'd fuck her, really fuck her long and hard for her to cum.
As if she was symbolically his Nun, Mother Betty instead of Mother Teresa, his personal religious symbol, he'd pound her motherly pussy until she screamed her orgasm. He'd pound her pussy until she screamed his name instead of God's name to let him know that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. He'd pound her pussy until she had her orgasm to let him know that he was able to sexually satisfy her.
'Oh, Joey! Joey! Joey,' he imagined his mother screaming his name. "Joey! Joey! Joey! I'm going to cum. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fucking me. I'm going to cum," he imagined her begging him not to stop.
Alas, somethings never change and somethings always remain the same. Just as she'll always be his mother and he'll always be her son, they'll always be a wall between them that can never be broken or climbed. Just as they'll never be husband and wife and/or boyfriend and girlfriend, they'll never be lovers. Something that will never happen and that will only happen in his sexual fantasies when he's masturbating himself, nonetheless his reality check, his pulse raced to the thoughts of seeing his mother naked before having sex with his mother.
Truly, were it not for her ingrained, puritanical, societal conformities, he'd be having sex with his mother by now. Certainly, something so good shouldn't be so forbidden. Certainly, something so right shouldn't be so wrong. With his mother parading around him in her skimpy, sexy, sheer nightgown, and certainly asking for it, his lust shouldn't be denied. He should be allowed the honor and the privilege to have his wicked sexual way with her naked body. After he licks her, after he makes love to her, and after he fucks her, she should be allowed to suck him and fuck him without shame, without guilt, and without remorse.
Wishing he could bend her over the couch, lift up her short nightgown, pull down her bikini panties, and fuck her while holding on to her big tits, he felt his cock hardening while rubbing himself up against her soft belly. In the way he felt the impressions of her hard nipples rubbing against his chest, he wondered if his mother felt his cock pressed against her toned, flat stomach whenever he was physically and emotionally showing his sexual passion for her. Just as he could feel her nipples impaling his chest, how could she not feel his cock impaling her belly?
Daring himself to touch them, finger them, pull them, turn them, and twist them, he could feel his mother's nipples impaling his chest in the way his semi-erect cock was impaling her toned, yet soft stomach. He wondered if she wanted to touch and stroke his cock as much as he wanted to feel her tits and finger her nipples. He wished he had the nerve to touch her and to feel her in the way he wished his mother would touch him and feel him. If only she was any other woman, he would have had sex with her by now.
"Tell you what, Mother?" With him lost in the sexual fantasy of his mother naked and having sex with her naked body, he remembered that she had asked him a question. He looked at her with curiosity while staring in her big, brown eyes. "What is it you want me to tell you?"
She gave him a loving smile that made him want to kiss her, French kiss her while feeling her through her nightgown.
"Why will you never forget my birthday?"
She asked him the question as if she didn't know why he'd never forget the birthday of the woman most important to him in his life. Obviously, she was playing with him and toying with his feelings of love and lust. She asked her question so esoterically while looking up at him with innocence filling her big, beautiful, brown eyes while acting so coy and so virginally innocent.
"How could I ever forget your birthday?"
Not allowing her question to drop, a sexy game she seemingly enjoyed playing, she persevered in him answering her question.
"Is it because you love me?"
Is it because he loved her? Other than for validation and reassurance, why would she even ask him such an obvious question that had such a telling answer? She knows he loves her. Yet, if only she knew how much he loved her, wouldn't she be surprised.
He wondered if she loved him as much as he loved her. If only she knew how much he loved her, she'd never have to wonder and/or ask the question again. Only, no doubt wanting him to stroke her ego, he sensed that she was teasing him. Truth be told, just as she'd love for her to stroke more than his ego, he'd love to stroke more than her ego too.
When she asked him if he loved her, she jolted him from his sexual fantasy of imagining her naked, of wanting to have sex with her, and of wanting to make love to her before fucking her hard enough to give her an orgasm. He suspected that she wasn't asking him if he loved her in the way that a son loves his mother. He suspected that she was asking him if he loved her in the way that a man loves a woman. Of course, he loved his mother. If only she knew how much he loved her, wouldn't she be shocked. Truth be told, he loved her enough to start a whole new life with her, to run away with her, and to marry her.
Yet, with him suspecting that she already knows that he loves her, albeit in a sexually forbidden and incestuous way, he wondered if she was teasing him about how much he forbiddingly loved her now. Of all the people he loved, he loved his mother, only he was forbidden to love her in that sexual way and in the way he wished he could love her. Of all the people he wanted to have sex with, his mother was number one on his short list of lovers.
* * * * *
Lost in her eyes, it took all of the self-control he possessed not to reach his hand down and feel his mother's shapely, round ass through her short, sexy nightgown and white, bikini panties while hugging her. It took all of the self-control he possessed not to reach in front of her to feel her firm, C cup breasts and finger her erect nipples through her satin nightgown. It took all the self-control he had not to kiss her, really kiss her, French kiss her in the way that he wanted to give her a real birthday kiss and to show her just how much he loved her, really loved her. It took all the self-control he had not to lift the back of her nightgown and pull down her panties and plant his cock between her legs.



Rubbing her clit while fingering her pussy, he'd love nothing more than to stake his claim to his mother's body and his mother's pussy by first licking her with his tongue before impaling her with his cock. He'd love nothing more than to see, hear, and watch his mother cum. He'd love nothing more than to cum in his mother's mouth and in his mother's pussy. While imagining his stiff prick being deep inside of her, he'd love nothing more than to make her his lover and his woman instead of just his mother.
"I'll never forget your birthday, Mom, because your birthday is the same day as my favorite holiday, Nude Day, July 14th," he said teasing her with a dirty laugh while imagining her naked and celebrating Nude Day and her birthday with him on a nude beach.
Obviously knowing what he was going to say next, the same thing he says every year, as if asking her to stay up late to watch more television when he was a kid, she made a disapproving face. In the judgmental way she looked at him, he felt guilty. He suddenly felt ashamed. He felt perversely perverted and demonically evil for wanting to have sex with his mother.
What's wrong with him? Why is he so sexually attracted to his mother? What happened in his childhood to make him want a woman who's so unattainable? He'd have an easier time bedding a rich celebrity than he would of ever hoping his mother will strip naked and give him incestuous sex. His mother will never be sexually interested in him. Even if he sees his mother naked, as he hoped he would tonight, she'd never willingly have sex with him.
Of all people to celebrate Nude Day with, he suddenly felt embarrassed that he wanted to celebrate Nude Day naked with his naked mother. He wondered how many sons wanted to see their mothers topless and/or naked. He wondered how many sons wanted their mother to see them naked. He wondered how many sons wanted to have sex with their mothers. Then, he wondered how many sons had a mother as sexy, as shapely, and as beautiful as his mother. Certainly, if they had a mother who looked like his mother, they'd want to have sex with her too.
Even though his mother looked like Isabella in the Sopranos played by Maria Grazia Cucinotta, what's wrong with him to have sexual feelings for his mother? Why is he so sexually attracted to her? Obviously, she's beautiful and sexy but she's his mother and he's her son. Knowing what her answer will be without even having to ask the question, he needs to stop trying to seduce his mother by trying to get her to celebrate Nude Day with him at a nude beach.
Yet, inherently he knew the first step to having sex with her would be for her to willingly remove her clothes in public or in a remote section of the nude beach on Nude Day. Then, taking it from there, a grope, a feel, and/or a kiss, whatever happens, happens? Barring her agreeing to go with him to a Nude Beach, he'll be seeing her in all manners of undress tonight. Tonight is the night. Tonight is the night he'll be seeing her in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked. Hopefully, tonight is the night he'll be seeing her tits, her ass, and her pussy.
"Yeah, well, funny man, just because my birthday falls on Nude Day, doesn't mean I'll be stripping off my clothes in celebration of that stupid holiday any time soon," she said laughing. "I'll never get naked in front of you. My naked body is something that a son should never see of his mother. Nudity between a mother and son is just nasty. It's just wrong. It's forbidden," she said making a sour face while nodding her head.
Dashing his hope of her attending a nude beach with him, he didn't believe she'd ever have sex with him. His sexual excitement and horniness turned to sexual frustration and disappointment.
"It's just a naked body Mom," he said.
She looked at him as if he was insane.
"Maybe if I weren't your mother and you weren't my son, my naked body would be just another naked body but you seeing my naked body is incestuous. It's incestuous," she said giving him a hard stare. "Matter of fact, I need to get dressed," she said suddenly looking embarrassed that she was showing him so much of her sexy body through her revealing, barely there nightgown.
Suddenly seeming a little bit uncomfortable with him holding her so close and so tight, she extricated herself from his hug and from his arms. As if a dog tracking a scent, he followed her to her bedroom while staring at her tight, shapely ass that wiggled when she walked. Hoping beyond hope, he hoped she'd leave her bedroom door open while changing. Hoping beyond hope that she'd remove her nightgown, show him her naked body, her tits, her ass, and her pussy while putting on her underwear in front of him, something like that only happened in his sexual fantasies. Instead of leaving her bedroom door open, she closed the door and he stood by her bedroom door listening to her undressing and dressing while imagining what she looked like topless and naked. Daring himself to do so but not taking himself up on the challenge, it took all the self-control he had not to burst open her door and barge in her bedroom.
Hearing her same diatribe of disapproving lament every year as to why she couldn't go with him to a nude beach to celebrate Nude Day and her birthday in her birthday suit, he hoped that this year was the year that she'd joyously relent and go to a nude beach with him. Topless, topless, topless, he'd love nothing more than to see his mother topless and to see his mother's big tits. Naked, naked, naked, he'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked and to see her tits, ass, and pussy. At least tonight, with the birthday gift he bought her, he was assured of seeing her in her panty and bra, topless, and maybe even naked.
With her not wanting to go to a nude beach with him, he rolled his eyes and sighed his Nude Day, celebratory disappointment and sexual frustration. Unfortunately the only way he'll ever see his mother naked is in his dreams and sexual fantasies. Only, now, hoping that his birthday gift would work, he had a glimmer of hope of seeing his mother in her bra and panties, topless, and maybe even naked soon. The only fly in the ointment would be if she knew he was watching her undressing and torpedoed his plan and asked him to remove his birthday gift.
Still, not giving up hope in persuading her to go with him to a nude beach, he tried reasoning with her through her closed, bedroom door. He tried changing her mind by using all of the things he's said in previous years when trying to convince her to go with him to a nude beach on Nude Day. Only just as it hasn't worked in previous years, he knew his empty and meritless argument wouldn't work this year either, which is why he bought her the birthday gift that he chose to buy her. Nonetheless, never giving up hope in the sexual seduction of his sexy mother, he persevered in his argument.
"Seriously mother, what's the big deal? It's just a body. We all have the same parts," he said seemingly trying to convince her through her closed bedroom door that it wasn't a big deal for them to see one another naked, something he tried doing and failed to do every year.
Hoping she'd surprise him and emerge from her bedroom wearing her birthday suit in readiness to celebrate Nude Day at the nude beach with him, she emerged from her bedroom wearing a short skirt and blouse to smile her impatience at him.
'Damn. She's fully dressed,' he thought to himself.
Instead of staying in her nightgown, she was completely dressed. Instead of emerging from her bedroom naked in celebration of Nude Day, she was wearing clothes.
"It's a big deal to me to have you see me naked just as it should be a big deal to you for me to see me naked," she said. "Besides," she said with a laugh while giving him a hug. "I can already see that it's a big deal to you in wanting to see me naked," she said looking down at his semi-erect cock that bulged out the front of his jeans. An involuntary reaction, he covered his bulging cock with his hand.
He didn't have the words or the cool, calm, confident sophistication of a worldly man to convince her to strip off her clothes in celebration of Nude Day. If only he was a European Don Juan, perhaps he'd know how to undress his mother with his eyes and by just giving her a sexy look. Only, he was no Don Juan. He was her sexually attracted son and she was his sexy and beautiful mother.
Seemingly there was no way in Hell that he was ever going to see his mother naked, which is why he bought her the birthday gift that he bought her. A desperate, last ditch effort, he hoped that his birthday gift would do the trick in allowing him to see ever sexy, sexual part of his mother's underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body. He just hope that she'd mindlessly undress and not look too close at his birthday gift. Just as he didn't want to ruin her birthday surprise by telling her what her birthday gift is, he didn't want her to ruin his Nude Day surprise by deciding not to undress.
"European women routinely go to the beach topless and/or to a nude beach naked with their sons," he said giving her the same desperate plea that he gave her every year, along with the same incestuously lustful look that he gave her every day. "Just as nudity between a brother and sister and a father and daughter isn't an issue to a European family, nudity between a mother and son is no big deal either. Just because a mother is naked with her naked son doesn't mean that they're going to have incestuous sex," he said making a sour face before giving her a smile.
She looked at him and rolled her eyes.
"Get it through your head for once and for all that I'm not getting naked in front of you, Joey," she said with a smug laugh. "What kind of mother would I be to walk around a nude beach in front of her son naked?"
Steadfast in his perseverance, he looked at her and smiled.
"You'd be a modern mother. You'd be a trendsetter. You'd be a sophisticated, European mother who's not ashamed of her naked body and who's not shackled by being embarrassed over nudity," he said with a dirty laugh.
She shot him a smirk.
"You're full of crap Joey. You just want to see me naked," she said with a laugh.
Every time his mother said the word naked, he couldn't help but think of her in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked. Tonight is the night that, hopefully, he'll wonder no more what she looks like in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked. Tonight is the night.
"In the way that the Europeans are, we need to be more carefree about sex and nudity," he said still trying to convince his mother to go to a nude beach with him and to strip off her clothes. "In a freeing sort of way, especially when at the beach, we should all go around naked," he said thinking of his mother laying naked in the hot sand and wading in the warm water up to the bottom of her naked breasts.
She walked up to him again to press her bra clad breasts against her son's muscular chest. As if trying to hug some sense in him, she hugged her son tighter and longer than usual. Not making him feel as perverted or that his secret, love affair was all one-sided, instead with her making him feel special, he loved it when his mother hugged him just as hard and just as long as he hugged her.
The scent of her Shalimar perfume was intoxicating. The feel of her soft, black hair teasing his cheek made him think of her fingertips teasing his pubic hair. If judging the feel of her soft but firm body by hugging her while feeling her waist, her back, and her shoulders, he could only imagine how the rest of her body must feel. He'd love nothing more than to feel her shapely ass through her short skirt and panty before feeling her big breasts through her blouse while fingering her nipples through her bra.
"Rest assured Joey. Forget about seeing me naked, you'll never see me topless or even in my panty and bra," she said with a naughty laugh.
As soon as she uttered the word naked, he couldn't help but think of his mother naked. He could only imagine what his mother looked like naked. He could only imagined what his mother must feel like naked. Naked, naked, naked, he'd give anything to hold his mother's naked body in his arms. Naked, naked, naked, he'd give anything for his mother to hold his naked body in her arms.
As soon as she uttered the words panty and bra, he imagined watching his mother parade around her bedroom in her low cut, white bra and white, bikini panty. If only she'd say yes to attend a nude beach with him in celebration of Nude Day and her birthday, he'd be the happiest son in the world. If only she knew that later tonight, he'll be seeing her in her bra and panty, topless, and maybe even naked anyway, perhaps she'd change her mind about going to a nude beach with him. Believing that she did in the way she walks around him in her sexy, sheer, and revealing nightgowns, he only wished that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
To be continued...
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Finally his dream come true, Joey makes out with his mother while feeling her through her clothes.
Review from chapter two
As if she was purposely teasing him and sexually enticing him, she walked up to him again to press her bra clad breasts against her son's muscular chest. Perhaps on the flipside of the incestuous coin, as if trying to hug some sense in him, she hugged her son tighter and longer than usual. Not making him feel as perverted or that his secret, love affair was all one-sided, instead with her making him feel special, he loved it when his mother hugged him just as hard and just as long as he hugged her. With her touch so comforting, her hug was so loving. No woman touched him, held him, and hugged him in the way his mother touched, held, and hugged him.
The scent of her Shalimar perfume was intoxicating. The feel of her soft, black hair teasing his cheek made him think of her fingertips teasing his pubic hair. If judging the feel of her soft but firm body by hugging her while feeling her waist, her back, and her shoulders, he could only imagine how the rest of her body must feel. He'd love nothing more than to feel her shapely ass through her short skirt and panty before feeling her big breasts through her blouse while fingering her nipples through her bra. He could only imagined what it must be like to feel her pussy through her panty before pushing her panty aside to finger her warm wetness.
"Rest assured Joey. Forget about seeing me naked, you'll never see me topless or even in my panty and bra," she said with a naughty laugh.
Yet, in the way she held him and hugged him, her body language said otherwise. Moreover, as soon as she uttered the word naked, he couldn't help but think of his mother naked. He could only imagine what his mother looked like naked. He could only imagined what his mother felt like naked. Naked, naked, naked, he'd give anything to hold his mother's naked body in his arms. Naked, naked, naked, he'd give anything for his mother to hold his naked body in her arms.
As soon as she uttered the words panty and bra, he imagined watching his mother parade around her bedroom in her low cut, white bra and white, bikini panty. If only she'd say yes to attend a nude beach with him in celebration of Nude Day and her birthday, he'd be the happiest son in the world. If only she knew that later tonight, he'll be seeing her in her bra and panty, topless, and maybe even naked anyway, perhaps she'd change her mind about going to a nude beach with him. Believing that she did sexually want him in the way she walks around him in her sexy, sheer, and revealing nightgowns, he only wished that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
* * * * *
Chapter Three
In the way that he loved his mother, she loved her son, truly loved him but not in the sexual way that he loved her. She'd literally do anything for him, except for the one thing that he really wanted her to do, to celebrate her birthday and Nude Day naked with him at a nude beach. Unbelievable but true, she'd even give her life for her son but she'd never allow him to see her naked.
'Not fair. Not right,' he thought. 'What's the big deal for her to strip off her nightgown and allow him to see her naked body when she when she parades around him nearly naked in her sexy, sheer, short nightgowns?'
With him seeing so much of her breasts and her ass through her sexy nightgown already, why is she so modestly shy about showing him her naked body. If she didn't want her to see as much of her naked body as he was already seeing and lusting over, she'd wear a bathrobe over her nightgown. '
If only she'd strip off her clothes in celebration of the Nude Day holiday, he'd strip off his clothes too. If only she'd allow him to see her naked, he'd love for her to see him naked too. In the way that he'd love to see her naked tits, ass, and pussy, he'd love to show her his erect cock. Yet, even if she agreed to strip naked, something he's only imagined in his dreams, stopping right there, she'd never allow him to have sex with her naked body.
Stripping herself naked is one thing but she'd never have sex with him, her own son and her only child. If only she'd agree to have sex with him, he'd have sex with her. Yet, with many more sons willing to have sex with their mothers than there are mothers willingly have sex with their sons, the chances of him having sex with his mother were much less than him seeing her naked. Having her go to a nude beach with him was his way to break the ice. Once they were comfortable with one another naked, he'd have a better chance of having sex with her naked body.
"I don't understand what the big deal is about celebrating Nude Day by going to a nude beach Mom," he said while thinking that she could use the same argument against him. "Nude beaches are perfectly acceptable. Thousands of people, men, women, fathers, daughters, mothers, and sons go to a nude beach every day. It's just nudity. It's not sex," he said shaking his head while making a face. Willing to say anything to see his mother naked and get her in the sack, he was such a phony. He was such liar. "Sex has nothing to do with me seeing you without your clothes and me seeing you naked," he said trying to hide his sexual excitement by the thought of seeing his mother without her clothes.
Only, with him already making a fool of himself by hinting, insisting, and in preserving in trying to convince her to not only strip off her clothes but also to have sex with him, it was up to her now to make the next sexual move. What more could he possibly say to convince her to strip off her clothes and have sex with him? He practically begged to see her naked and to have sex with her naked body.
With nothing more that he could do or say, he knew she'd never make the next sexual, incestuous move or any sexual, incestuous move. According to her, allowing him to see her naked is incestuous and admittedly, with him already filled with guilt and shame for wanting to see his mother naked and have sex with her naked body, he agreed with her. According to her, the next progressive step after seeing one another naked, is having sex and, of course, that was incestuous and, of course, she was right about the next step being them having sex too.
If ever he saw his mother naked, he'd want to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and have sex with her. He'd want to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere a son should never touch and feel his mother. If ever he saw his mother naked, he'd want to make love to her before fucking her. If ever he saw his mother naked, he'd want to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. He'd want to make her cum. If ever he saw his mother naked and she saw him naked too, he'd want her to suck him. He'd want her to make him cum too by sucking his cock. If ever he saw his mother naked and she dropped to her knees to suck his cock, he'd want to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow.
Just as a mother naked with her naked son is incestuous, a mother having sex with her son is incest. No denying that, there's no question about that. Only, with him believing that there were extenuating circumstances that justified them being okay with him having an incestuous relationship with his mother, he needed her to get beyond those mere words and defining and confining definitions of incest and what's deemed incestuous. With them both mature adults of legal age, he needed her to think of them as a sexual man with needs and as a sexual woman with needs instead of just a typical mother and her son.
Yet, perhaps a stretch of the definition of incest but what they had may be incestuous but it was incest with extenuating circumstances. Certainly and without a doubt, they weren't the typical mother and son or brother and sister trailer trash who routinely appeared on Jerry Springer to air their dirty laundry in public. Except for him wanting her to go to a nude beach with him on Nude Day, everything they did and will do will be behind closed, bedroom door.
They were a mother and son who truly loved one another and who rejected everyone else to be together. He loved his mother in the way that a man loves a woman instead of in the way that a son loves his mother. He only wished and hoped that his mother loved him in the way that a woman loves a man instead of a mother loving her son. How perfect would that be if they were one another's soulmate?
Besides, one step at a time. First things first. He needed to see his mother naked and have whatever happens evolve from there. Yet, sensing that she didn't feel the same sexual way about him as he felt about her, he'd settle for seeing his mother naked. Then, perhaps, after they were comfortable naked together, maybe the sex would happen naturally and normally without the pressure, the coercion, the persuasion, and the begging. Perhaps if sex happened naturally and normally, there'd be no guilt and no shame, just love.
Other than what he's already done with the birthday gift he was going to give her later today, he didn't know what else to do to see his mother without her clothes. If she refused to go with him to a nude beach, other than to peep on her, he didn't know how else to see her in her panty and bra, topless, and/or naked. Other than forcing himself upon her, which he'd never do, he's done all that he could do to show his mother his sexual, incestuous interest in her without blatantly, embarrassingly, and shamelessly telling her that he wants to have sex with her naked body. Knowing his mother in the way he did, with her so morally modest, too morally modest, she'd never allow him to even see her in her bra and panty, forget about seeing her topless and/or naked, and forget about him ever having sex with her naked body.
"Just because my birthday happens to fall on Nude Day, Joey," she said making eye contact with him. "My nude body, my personal, private birthday suit, is something that I'll never show my son. Sorry Kiddo, but nudity is off-limits between a mother and her son," she said laughing and breaking off her hug.
She smiled at him seemingly flattered that he'd want to see her without her clothes.
"Okay," he said dejectedly while knowing that he'll be seeing her in her bra and panty, topless, and maybe even naked later tonight.
He looked at her to give her a sad albeit understanding smile.
"Besides, even though I'm half Irish and half Italian, I'm not the type of European woman who'd go naked to a nude beach with her nude son. I'm an American woman and a good, morally modest mother who'd never allow her son to see her naked," she said.
Reading her body language, even though she said one thing, with her looking disappointed by her own words, he suspected that she meant something else.
"Okay," he said seemingly giving up the fight to convince her to accompany him to a nude beach.
Playing it cool, he didn't want to belabor the point when he'd be getting all that he wants to see of her later tonight anyway.
"Sorry, but you need to find a woman your own age, Joey. You need to stop focusing your sexual energy on me. I'm your mother and not some drunken whore you picked up at a bar and brought home for the night. Just as I'd never allow you to see me naked, I'd never have sex with you," she said suddenly looking sad by her own admission and her own confession.
Sometimes, especially when he when lusting over her and feeling so very horny, he wished she was a whore that he picked up in a bar.
* * * * *
She was so pretty. She was so shapely. She was so sexy. She was everything that he wanted in a woman. Only with her forbidden fruit, she was his mother and he was her son. If only she was some cougar of a woman that he met at a dance, in the mall, or in the street, he'd be so happy. Only, if she was just another woman, he wouldn't have the obvious chemistry and sexual connection that he obviously has with his mother now.
A game that he enjoyed playing, albeit a sexually frustrating one, the more she said no, the more he tried to convince her to say yes to going to a nude beach with him and to get naked. Of all the women he knows, celebrities included, he'd love to see his mother naked. Only, not stopping there, he knew that once, if ever, he saw her naked, he'd want to have sex with her. With him sexually and incestuously lusting over her for years, how could he not want to have sex with her naked body? What son who had a mother who looked like her wouldn't want to make love to her?
Hoping beyond hope that this is the year that she'd change her mind and celebrate Nude Day with him naked, he asked her the same question he's been asking her every year since he turned 18-years-old and she turned 41-years-old. Now six years later, with them both another year older, with her 47-years-old and him 24-years-old, and with his mother still looking hot, he was no closer to seeing her naked and having sex with her. Yet, not giving up on her, he still persevered in trying to see her naked and have sex with her naked body. Not giving up hope, never giving up hope on the woman he loved, he still tried to persuade her to strip off her clothes. Not even bothering to fruitlessly ask her for sex, the first step is to get her naked.
Alas, with her adamant in not stripping off her clothes, something that will never happen until he took matters in his own hands, tonight is the night that he'll hopefully see his mother in her underwear, topless, and/or naked. Still, he'd much rather have a willing partner in incestuous, sexual crime than an unwilling victim. He'd much rather be her lover than to be deemed her perversely perverted peeper. He'd rather she'd strip off her clothes on her own volition and from her own lustful desire of her sexually and incestuously wanting him in the way that he sexually and incestuously wants her.
Rather than peeping on her and watching her undress without her knowing that he's there watching, he'd much rather she'd accompany him to a nude beach to celebrate Nude Day with him on her birthday. After six years of trying and failing, he realized that it was nothing more than a sexual fantasy to see her naked. Yet, he'd like thinking that once she stripped off her clothes, she'd have sex with him. His sexual fantasy come true, how hot would that be to have sex with his mother on Nude Day on a nude beach? Or, in celebration of Nude Day, if she won't strip naked on a nude beach and have sex with him there, perhaps she'd strip naked at home and give him hot sex in her bedroom.
Forgetting about the sex, first things first, more than anything, he'd much rather just see her naked. Hoping to see her in her panty and bra, he hoped to God to see her topless later tonight. Tonight, tonight, he couldn't wait for tonight. He couldn't wait for her to strip off her clothes while standing in front of her special mirror. He couldn't wait to see all that he imagined seeing of her.
"How about for just one day in the year, we pretend we're not mother and son. Once at the nude beach, we pretend we don't even know one another," he said. "With you looking so very young and me looking older than my age, no one would ever know or even suspect that we're mother and son. There like everyone else, they'd think we're just a couple of nudist celebrating Nude Day. They'd think we're an adventurous boyfriend and girlfriend, over sexed lovers, and/or a swinging husband and wife," he said. "They'd have no reason to think we're mother and son, if that's what stopping you from getting naked on a nude beach."
As soon as he said that people would think them a couple, he imagined them being boyfriend and girlfriend. He imagined them being lovers. He imagined moving out of state, someplace far away where no one knows them. He imagined setting up house and marrying his mother. Something he's always thought about and wondered about, he'd like for his mother to be his wife. He'd like to sleep in the same room and in the same bed with her. He'd like to have sex with her whenever they were both in the mood. How hot would that be?
"Joey, you're talking crazy. I'm not going to strip off my clothes in front of you. If it wasn't so early in the morning, I'd think you were drinking," she said with a laugh. "I'd think you were drunk or crazy."
He wished he was drunk. If he was drunk, he'd take her in his arms and kiss her, really kiss her, French kiss her. If he was drunk he'd feel her ass, her tits, and her pussy through her clothes.
Frustratingly, he knew that if she waited any longer, even one more year, she'd never strip off her clothes in front of him, never mind stripping off her clothes in public. Something he'd never tell his mother, something he'd rather she'd find out for herself, not many women attend a nude beach. The ratio of naked men to naked women at a nude beach are greatly in favor of naked men prowling around ogling naked women. Where naked men freely roam the beach while sexually and excitedly exposing themselves to any woman who wants to see them, naked women cower and cover their naked selves from the leering eyes of perverts. Seemingly even at a nude beach there still remained puritanical conformities and a moral code of sexual standards that leave perverted men out in the cold.
Unless they're living in California or in Vermont, not many hot, young women attend a nude beach. The people who attend a nude beach are gay men and lesbian women, along with a multitude of Caucasian, middle aged, fat, bald, and perverted men with libidos much bigger than their tiny cocks. Nude beaches are for the young. Unfortunately, the older his mother gets, probably even too late now, the more she'd never strip herself naked at a nude beach.
With the young filled with overactive hormones, young men and woman are more apt to strip off their clothes than would a 47-year-old woman. He understood that. With that in mind, seemingly there was nothing that he could say or do to convince his mother to strip off her clothes and attend a nude beach with him. Yet, worth seeing her naked, he still persevered in trying to persuade her to give him his sexual fantasy of seeing her naked. Worth seeing her naked, maybe she'll agree to strip herself naked in front of him in the privacy of her bedroom or living room.
"A memory we'd have for the rest of our lives, how about we finally go to a nude beach today on your birthday? C'mon Mother. Please? It will be fun. I promise not to ogle you too much while you're sitting on the beach blanket naked or while you're wading in the water," he said with a dirty laugh while imagining his mother naked and with him eager to ogle her naked body.
She made a sour face as if she had just bitten a lemon and looked at him as if had just lost his mind.
"A nude beach? You actually want and expect me, your mother, to go to a nude beach with you, my Son? Are you crazy? Joey, seriously. Have you lost your mind? What's wrong with you? Are you perverted? Have I raised a perverted son?"
She looked at him with a pained expression while he looked at her with desire, incestuous and sexual lust. He stared at her as if he was already undressing her with his leering look. As if he was a man dying of thirst, he stared at her as if she was already naked and she was a gallon jug of ice, cold water. Even though she was fully dressed and standing in her living room, he ogled her as if she was standing before him naked on a nude beach.
"C'mon Mother, please? It will be fun. I promise you'll have a good time," he said willing to say anything to see his mother naked.
"Stripping off my clothes and walking around naked in front of everyone is the last place I'd go with any man, never mind with my own son," she said with a little laugh. "I'd be so embarrassed to walk around in front of you and in front of everyone with you walking naked beside me. Besides the only people who frequent a nude beach are gay men, lesbian women, and perverted, old men," she said.



Seemingly she knew what he knew about who actually attends a nude beach.
"That's not true," said Joey lying through his teeth. "Plenty of normal people go to a nude beach," he said nodding his head up and down for the extra bit of affirmation. "I'm normal and I always wanted to go to a nude beach," he said with a nervous laugh.
She looked at him staring at her and rolled her eyes. He as losing her. Unable to convince her to strip off her clothes at a nude beach, perhaps he can convince to strip off her clothes with him in the house.
"Joey, honey, unless they're nudists, and I don't consider nudists normal, no one normal goes to a nude beach. No one normal strips off their clothes in public. They institute people who walk around naked in public," she said with a laugh.
It was up to Joey to convince his mother to strip off her clothes but he was having a hard time of convincing her.
"It's not so much who's there Mom, it's a more personal decision. You're confusing nudity with sex. There's nothing sexual about walking around in public naked," he said.
Making a feeble attempt to separate nudity from sex, his position on the argument was as ridiculous as it was fruitless. Nonetheless, he gave it one last try.
"Nothing sexual? Are you made? Bullshit Joey. Getting naked is all about sex," she said with a laugh. "That's just bull crap that nudity is not sexual. People go to a nude beach so that they can have sex on the beach and/or sex in the water," she said giving him a stern look of disappointment. "With Nude Day having little to do with nude beaches, people go to a nude beach to ogle other naked people."
He looked at her sexually excited while imagining her naked and imagining having sex with her naked body on the beach and/or in the water.
"A harmless activity, people go to a nude beach just for the experience of walking around naked in public. People go there to do something daring. Much like skydiving and scuba diving, they go to a nude beach just to say that they did it. Having never done if myself, I imagine it would be freeing to walk around naked. I've never been but I've always wanted to go and I can't think of anyone who'd I'd rather go to a nude beach with than with you, my mother," he said pathetically and almost pleadingly.
She gave him a sad smile before shaking her head and staring down at the floor.
"I'd be so embarrassed if anyone I knew saw me," she said seemingly weakening in her adamant position not to go with him to a nude beach. "I'd feel so uncomfortable with everyone there naked too. I wouldn't want people staring at me and perverted men ogling me. I'd have sand in places that I don't want to have sand," she said laughing.
She looked at her son with compassion and understanding. Perhaps if she was his age, she'd love to frolic in the hot sand and warm water at a nude beach. Perhaps if he was anyone but her son, she'd go. Yet, seemingly, she was past that age of immaturity, adventuring, and daring.
"C'mon Mom. Please? It will be fun. We can find a secluded spot and if anyone comes near you to ogle you, you can bring something with you to cover yourself," he said willing to say anything to see her naked.
Suddenly he thought of his erotic dream of eating his mother on the beach with three men standing over her head masturbating and giving her a cum bath. Then, he thought of his mother seemingly enjoying being gangbanged by a dozen men. He looked at her with sexual excitement and she looked at him with sadness. Seemingly he'd much rather be there at a nude beach naked than to be here fully clothe with her.
"You go by yourself if you'd like and I'll stay here and celebrate my birthday alone," said his mother with sadness while filling him with guilt. "You can tell me all about your Nude Day celebration experiences and naked adventures when you come home. Who knows, you may even meet a nice, young woman who enjoys nudity as much as you do," she said while showing a twinge of jealousy.
Only, he'd never leave his mother to celebrate her birthday alone. More than that, with her the only woman that he wants, he'd never forsake her for another woman. He stepped up to her again to hold his mother and to hug his mother. As if she was his girlfriend instead of his mother, he loved holding her. As if she was his lover instead of his mother, he loved hugging her. As if she was his wife instead of his mother, he loved kissing her. Yet, he was beside himself with horniness and sexual frustration.
While wishing he could touch her elsewhere, he loved touching her and feeling her where it was deemed appropriate to touch and feel his mother through her clothes while hugging her. He only wished he had the nerve to touch her and feel her in the way that a man touches and feels a woman who's not his mother. If only he wasn't her son, maybe he would have already seen her naked and they would have had sex by now. Only, if he wasn't her son, they wouldn't be living together and his chances of seeing any part of her beautiful body would never happen.
"I'd never leave you alone on your birthday," said Joey. "Matter of fact, we don't need to strip naked on a public, nude beach. We can celebrate Nude Day right here and right now in the living room," he said with a laugh while beginning to unbutton his shirt.
She laughed with him and lovingly gathered his hands in hers to stop him from undressing.
"I'm going to take you to see a psychiatrist. I'm going to have your head examined," she said laughing. "Why on Earth would you want to see your old, wrinkled, saggy mother's naked body, when you have so many young, sexy, beautiful women your age who'd love to strip naked and celebrate Nude Day with you?"
In opposition to her words, she looked flattered that he'd want to see her old, wrinkled, saggy, naked body. As if she wanted his encouragement to celebrate Nude while coercing her to strip naked to show him her old, wrinkled, saggy, naked body, she always had the same argument why she'd never allow him to see her naked. Yet, other than telling her that she's beautiful, sexy, and that he sexually desired her, he was unable to convince her to strip off her clothes. Not wanting to force his mother to do anything that she was uncomfortable doing, wishing he was a sweet talker and a player, he wished he had the words to convince her to show him her nude body.
He'd love nothing more than to see his mother topless. He'd give anything to see her big tits. As soon as he had the thought of his mother topless, topless, topless, topless, the image of her naked breasts flashed through his mind. He'd love to see the shape and size of her naked boobs along with her nipples and areolas. God, he'd love nothing more than to see his mother's big tits, to touch his mother's tits, and to feel, fondle, and suck his mother's big boobs.
He'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked. He'd give anything to see his mother naked. As soon as he had the thought of seeing his mother naked, naked, naked, naked, the image of her imagined naked body flashed through his mind. He'd love nothing more than to see his mother's naked firm, round ass and her naked pussy. Figuring she was trimmed, he always wondered if she was trimmed, shaved, or bushy.
Only with most of nude day already over, even if she changed her mind at the last minute and wanted to go with him to celebrate Nude Day, it was too late to go to a nude beach. Better luck next year only he knew she'd never willingly strip off her clothes. With her negative answer seemingly sealed in stone, he now knew that she'd never go with him to a nude beach. He was glad that he bought his mother a special mirror as her birthday surprise. He was sexually excited that even though she wouldn't willingly strip off her clothes on a nude beach that he was finally going to see her naked.
"Forget about Nude Day, mother. I'd much rather concentrate on the real celebration at hand, your birthday. I bought you a birthday gift," he said with excitement. "I installed it in your room while you were gone for the weekend visiting your daughter and your grandchildren," he said. "That's what's under the blanket that hangs from the wall."
Grandchildren? He conveniently forgot that his mother is a grandmother. Oh, my God, his reality check, he couldn't believe his MILF of a mother has grandchildren. It was difficult for him to wrap his head around the reality that his mother is a grandmother. She didn't look like any grandmother to him that he knew. She didn't act like any grandmother that he knew. Definitely, she was a GILF, a grandmother that he'd love to fuck. If she wasn't his mother, he'd just think of her as a MILF, a mother he'd love to fuck.
Yet, trampling sacred ground, she suddenly seemed sad when he mentioned his sister. Probably because he hasn't been getting along with his sister lately is the reason for her sudden sadness. Now that she's been out of the house for years, he viewed her as an outsider and someone who definitely wouldn't understand his sexual attraction to his mother. Hard enough for him to convince his mother to attended a nude beach with him and walk around with him naked, if his sister was there torpedoing his ideas, suggestions, and his incestuous seduction, he'd never gain any ground seducing his mother. With his big sister too judgmental and too critical, not needing his mother giving his sister anymore ammunition to disparage him, he was glad that his mother stop telling his sister his personal business years ago.
"I don't know why you didn't come to see your sister with me. You haven't seen your sister in two years. You two used to be so close," she said. "Your nephew and niece would love to see their uncle. They've already grown so much that I hardly recognize them and they could use the presence of a man in their lives. If only we lived closer, I'd see them every day. I'd love to babysit them while Emma works."
He reacted to her sadness with his.
"Emma doesn't like me anymore. We don't see eye to eye on so many things and on too many different levels. Besides, she's always pressuring me to find someone, get married, and have kids. I just wish she'd mind her own business and leave me alone instead of pressuring me to settle down," he said. "I'm not ready to commit to anyone," but to you, he wanted to say but he didn't say what he was thinking.
As if she was getting ready to kiss him, French kiss him, Beatrice slowly ran her fingers through her son's chestnut brown hair while staring deeply in his brown eyes. Giving him a loving look that a bride would give her new husband while standing at the altar, she allowed her hand to slowly and lovingly stroke his face. When she looked at him and touched him in that way, he imagined taking his mother in his arms and kissing her, really kissing her, French kissing her. He couldn't count how many times he sexually fantasized of French kissing his mother while feeling her through her clothes. He'd love nothing more than to feel her ass and her breasts through her clothes. Waiting for her to make a sexual move after he's already confessed his sexual lust for her, he only wished she'd slowly stroke his cock in the way she just slowly stroked his face.
"Doesn't like you? She's your sister, Joey. Your sister loves you. Emma doesn't mean you any harm. She just wants you to be happy," said Beatrice.
Joe rolled his eyes and sighed heavily.
"Happy? I am happy. Besides, happiness is relative with her. She doesn't want me to be happy. She wants me to be married. She wants me to be just as miserable as she is, with her being married twice and divorced twice and with her having two kids from two different men. No thanks. I'd rather be single," he said. "Instead of paying child support payments to some woman that I've grown to hate, I'd rather go to a nude beach on Nude Day with my mother," he said with a dirty laugh.
She shook her head in exasperation while giving him a disapproving look.
"In your dreams Joseph," she said with attitude. "My getting naked in front of you and in front of all of those people at a nude beach on Nude Day will never happen," she said with attitude and a bit of anger to her voice.
She looked at him as if she suddenly didn't understand her son.
"Okay, okay," said Joey fearing that he went too far in trying to persuade his mother to strip naked on a nude beach.
He looked at her with sexual frustration and disappointment.
"Unless I'm drugged, drunk, or lying on a cold, aluminum table in a morgue, you will never see me naked," said his mother with a laugh that broke the tension. "Never is when you'll ever see me naked. Get it through your thick, Irish head for once and for all, I'll never get naked in front of you," she said jabbing his chest with her stiff index finger and pointy fingernail while laughing.
She turned a serious mother and son confrontation to a joke with her laughing at herself at her son, no doubt, for him wanting to see her without her clothes.
'Never say never,' thought Joey to himself. 'Actually never is sooner than you think Mom,' he wanted to say to her but didn't want her to spoil his Nude Day, naked surprise. 'Never is tonight. Tonight is when I'll be seeing you in your bra and panty, topless, and hopefully naked.'
* * * * *
He imagined drugging his mother with a couple of safe and harmless, non-prescription, over-the-counter sleeping pills. Once she couldn't resist him and fight him from having his wicked, sexual way with her naked body, he imagined undressing her and slowly stripping her naked. How hot would that be to strip his mother naked? In the way that she's been in physical and emotional control of him all of his life, he'd love to finally be in control of her sexually.
Immediately he was sexually aroused just thinking about undressing his mother's sleeping body. He imagined unbuttoning her blouse and removing it. He imagined unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt. Imagining staring at his mother in her panty and bra, he imagined seeing his mother in her underwear. He imagined stopping himself from undressing her any further to stare at her underwear clad body. Imagining himself enjoying the moment, before removing her bra and before stripping her naked, he'd love to see what his mother looks like in her bra and panty.
As if she was already standing there in her underwear, he imagined seeing her in her low cut, white bra. He imagined seeing her in her sexy white or blue bikini panty. He imagined his mother awakening and parading her drugged, sexy body around in front of him in just her bra and panty. How hot is that to imagine seeing his mother in her bra and panty? The only thing he'd love more than seeing his mother in her panty and bra is to see her topless. The only thing he'd love more than seeing his mother topless is to see her naked.
His cock throbbed at the imagined image of seeing his mother topless and/or naked. She was standing so close to him that he could smell her body lotion. He wished he could inappropriately touch her and feel her now in the way he imagined touching her and feeling her in all of his sexual scenarios, sexual fantasies, and incestuous dreams he's had of her over the years. Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in his head, he imagined reaching around his imagined drugged mother to unhook and remove her bra. Only, drugging his mother just to see her in her underwear, topless, and/or naked is pure lunacy.
Nonetheless, it was still sexually exciting to imagine himself stripping off her clothes. He imagined seeing her naked tits. He imagined feeling her breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. Then, not wasting any time, should she suddenly awaken from her drug induce daze, he imagined removing her panties to expose her shaved, trimmed, or naked pussy, he didn't know which but he hoped to find out which later tonight. Making himself comfortable between her shapely thighs, he imagined rubbing her clit and licking her pussy while reaching up with his other hand to feel her tits and finger her nipples. He imagined his mother enjoying being eaten even while in her drug induced daze.
Instead of drugging her, he imagined getting his mother drunk and slowly and methodically stripping her naked. Or maybe if she came home from one of those clothed female, naked male CFNM, strip shows again, allowing her to make all of the sexual moves, she'd not only be drunk but also horny. Maybe if she was drunk and horny enough, not knowing where she is or who she's with, perhaps she'd strip herself naked in front of him. Imagining her giving him a slow striptease, he'd love to watch his mother stripping off her clothes in front of him.
He imagined her removing her clothes before kissing him, really kissing him, French kissing him. He imagined her allowing him to touch her and to feel her in all of the places where he'd loved to touch and feel his mother while French kissing her. He imagined her allowing him to have sex with her drunken, naked body. With him having no qualms, no guilt, and no remorse, whether she was drugged, drunk, or just horny, if only she'd strip naked in front of him, he'd strip naked in front of her. With him having no qualms, no guilt, and no remorse, if only she'd give him incestuous sex, he'd definitely give her incestuous sex too.
Yet, God forbid anything should happen to his mother, but merely for the purposes of his sexual fantasy, he suddenly imagined her dead, killed in a car crash. Acting as if he had seen his mother naked many times before, he imagined asking the orderly to remove the sheet from her dead, naked body. He imagined telling the orderly that he could only positively identify his mother's dead, naked body by the moles he imagined she had on her breasts, lower abdomen, and on her ass. With him not into necrophilia, yet if this was the only way he could see his mother naked, naked, naked, he'd become a necrophiliac for a day.
Albeit the disturbing death of his dead mother, he imagined finally seeing his mother's naked body. Alive or dead, naked, naked, naked, with a lifetime of sexual memories and masturbation fodder, he'd give anything to see his beautiful, sexy mother naked. Ending his sexual fantasy to give her his birthday gift, he grabbed her hand in his and led her to her bedroom. Instead of giving her a birthday gift of a mirror, he wished he was giving her a birthday gift of his cock wrapped in a big, red bow.
* * * * *
"C'mon I want to show you your birthday surprise. I can't wait for you to see your birthday gift," he said escorting her back to her bedroom. He stopped at her closed, bedroom door and turned to her. "Close your eyes and no peeking."
As soon as he said close your eyes and no peeking, he had the urge to strip himself naked. He suddenly had the urge to give her a real birthday surprise. He'd love nothing more than to stick his erect cock in his mother's hand before sticking his cock in her open mouth and before burying it in her pussy.
"Okay, my eyes are closed Joey," she said.
Instead of stripping himself naked to surprise his mother with the sight, the feel, and the incestuous confrontation of the forbidden, sexual pleasures of his cock, he opened her door and led her inside her bedroom. He removed the blanket that was held by tacks on the wall for her to see her birthday surprise.
"Okay. You may open your eyes now, Mom. Surprise," he said giving her another big, full body to pelvis hug and another kiss again on the lips.
As soon as he held her, he wished he was naked. As soon as he hugged her, he wished she was naked too. As soon as he kissed her, he wanted to French kiss her. As soon as he thought of French kissing her, he wanted to have hot, sex with her. As soon as he thought of having hot, sex with her, he wanted to make her his woman forever.



"Oh, Joey," she said staring up at her bedroom wall.
Proud of his artwork, he stared at her bedroom wall with her.
"Happy Birthday Mom," he said wishing she was his girlfriend instead of his mother.
This is the part where he wished he could kiss her, really kiss her, French kiss her. This is the part where he wished he could feel her beautiful body through her clothes while French kissing her. This is the part where he wished he could strip off her clothes while she stripped off his clothes. This is the part where he wished he could give her hot, deep, penetrating birthday sex.
Only, not meant to be, she was his mother and he was her son. The best he could do now is to hopefully see her in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked later tonight when she thinks she's alone. Forget the nude beach, with her not suspecting him of peeping on her, he hopefully planned on seeing his mother in all manners of undress in the imagined privacy of her own bedroom.
As if she was a little girl on Christmas morning, she looked at her bedroom wall amazed with her mouth gaping open. When he saw her reaction to his artistic creation, he so wanted to stick his tongue in her open mouth and French kiss her. When he saw her mouth gaping open, he so wanted to stick his cock in her open mouth and hump her mouth while fucking her face.
In the way that he stared at her with sexual lust, he watched her staring at his wall mural with exuberant wonderment. In the way she stared at the movie when she watched Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs every year and in the way she faithfully watched the Wizard of Oz. Painted on her bedroom wall was Snow White, the evil queen, the prince, and the huntsman, along with all of the seven dwarfs, Bashful, Doc, Dopey, Happy, Sleepy, Sneezy, and Grumpy. With her look and her obvious enjoyment making him happy, never has he seen his mother with such childlike happiness.
"Oh, my God! It's so beautiful. I can't believe you did this for me," she said looking from the wall to look at him before staring at her wall again. "This is just what I wanted ever since I was a little girl. Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs has always remained my favorite Disney movie," she said hugging and kissing her son. "Thank you so very much Joey."
Wishing he could hump her, he returned her hug before returning her kiss. Only this time, prolonging his kiss, he was so tempted to slip her his tongue. Maybe with her so happy over his birthday gift, she'd be willing to allow him to kiss her, really kiss her, French kiss her, while feeling her beautiful body through her clothes. Maybe with this her birthday and with her so very excited over his birthday gift to her, she'd give him a one-time pass and allow him to French kiss her while allowing him to feel her magnificent body through her clothes.
Only, not wanting to ruin her birthday and ruin the nice thing he did for her by doing something so terribly bad and incestuously forbidden, he didn't dare French kiss his mother and touch her in an inappropriate sexual way. French kissing his mother would be deemed incestuous and she'd be angry with him for putting her in that uncomfortable position. Knowing full well what the negative, sexual connotation of French kissing his mother would be, even though he so wanted to French kiss her, he couldn't slip her his tongue. He couldn't. He just couldn't. Knowing the negative, sexual reaction she'd have if he tried to French kiss her while feeling her body through her clothes, his own mother, he didn't want to ruin the loving relationship they enjoyed. Moreover, he especially didn't want to ruin her birthday.
If he tried to French kiss her and if she recoiled, he'd ruin everything. No doubt fearing him after that and no longer feeling safe in her own home alone with him there, she'd no longer trust him again. No doubt, she'd no longer wear her sexy nightgowns in front of him without her having the modesty of wearing a bathrobe. No doubt with just one French kiss and one errant touch of her beautiful body, he'd ruin everything. No longer feeling comfortable with him there, she may even ask him to leave her house and find his own place to live.
He only wished he could see his mother in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked. He only wished he could have sex with his mother's naked body. If he couldn't have sex with his mother, hopefully, at least he'll soon be seeing his mother in her bra and panty, perhaps topless, and even naked. He couldn't wait. Knowing he'll soon be seeing her in all manner of undress gave him the self-control to not embarrass himself by trying to French kiss his mother while feeling her through her clothes.
"Did you know that Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs is a fairytale adapted from the Brothers Grimm by Disney?"
She looked at him seemingly amazed at that tidbit of information.
"I didn't know that," she said. "Leave it to you to find all of the interesting insights of everything that I like. You're a good son," she said.
Good son? If only she knew he was the Devil in disguise instead of her loving son. If only she knew he was about to invade her privacy in such a diabolical and despicable way. If only she knew he was intent on seeing her in her panty and bra, topless, and hopefully naked. If only she knew he'd love nothing more than to French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes. If only she knew he'd love to have sex with her, his own mother, he wondered if she'd still think that he was a good son then.
Joe broke his hug to allow his mother to have a moment with her birthday gift. He was glad he made her so happy. He was happy that she loved his gift. He just hoped she'd look more closely at the Disney characters than she'd look at the mirror. Concentrating more on her own reflection than on the construction of the thick mirror, he hoped she'd look at the mirror without suspicion and look at her reflection without suspecting anything.
Her son's gift to his mother was a huge mirror, 5' x 3', a two-way mirror, mounted inside of her bedroom wall. The mirror, a custom installation, was flush with the wall and didn't intrude on her room space. He held his breath while hoping his mother didn't suspect that her birthday gift was a two-way mirror. He couldn't wait to watch her standing in front of her mirror while staring up at her Disney characters and undressing. Above the mirror in blue script where the words, "Mirror, Mirror on the Wall..."
All the money she spent on art school finally came in handy. Hopefully, all the money she spent on art school will allow him to see her topless and/or naked. With her concentrating more on the wall than on the mirror, hopefully his artwork will distract her from identifying the mirror as a two-way mirror. Hopefully, with her focusing more on his artwork than on the mirror, she'll stand in front of the mirror and mindlessly strip off her clothes while he watched.
"So, what do you think?"
She looked at him incredulously while he looked at her hoping that she didn't realize that what he had installed in her bedroom wall was a two-way mirror.
"What do I think?" She looked from the wall to look at him. "Are you kidding me? I absolutely love it. It's beautiful. It's the best present you've ever given me," she said looking from him to look at the wall again before returning her focused stare to him. "I absolutely love my mirror and all of the Disney characters. I love you too for doing this. Thank you so very much Joey," said his mother hugging him and kissing him again. "This is the best gift that anyone has ever given me."
In all the years his mother has been kissing him good morning and kissing him good night on the lips, she's never hugged and/or kissed him as much as she hugged and kissed him today. Today was a kissing and hugging marathon. Today was a record breaking day of hugs and kisses. Then, thinking with his cock instead of his brain, the harder and bigger his erection grew the more he became incestuously twisted. It was inevitable that he'd slip her his tongue and try French kissing his mother. It was inevitable that he'd make his attempt to have sex with her. Only, he hoped that it wasn't inevitable that she'd say no.
An obvious progression from holding her, hugging her, and kissing her on the lips, he started thinking about slipping his mother his tongue again. He started thinking how hot it would be to French kiss his mother while feeling her through her clothes. If only they had been drinking and were both drunk right now, he wouldn't even think twice about slipping his mother his tongue and French kissing her while feeling her through her clothes. If she were any other woman, he would have done that by now already. If she was any other woman, they would have had sex by now.
If he dared French kiss his mother, hoping she'd return his kiss, maybe her hugging him and kissing him numerous times today was her subtle hint that she wanted him to give her sex. He could only wish. He'd love to have sex with his mother. Yet, this time, driven by his cock and carried along by her excitement, going for broke by going where no son should ever go with his mother, when she hugged him and kissed him on his lips yet again, he did it. He finally did it. He slipped her his tongue. He stuck his tongue in her mouth. He French kissed his mother. He couldn't believe he parted his mother's lips with his errant tongue and stuck his tongue in her mouth.
Suddenly, as if he wasn't even there but somewhere else, everything became so eerily quiet. Having an out of body experience, as if he could see himself from the ceiling kissing his mother, he couldn't believe he was French kissing her. His sexual, incestuous fantasy come true, there was just him and her together and nothing else. There were just her lips, her tongue, and her incredible body pressed against him. Traveling through time and space as if he was able to leave this world for a world where his mother was his lover, his mind was blank while French kissing her.
Crossing the line of no return, holding her close and hugging her tight, Joey French kissed Betty. Kissing and kissing her, he French kissed his mother. Impaling his tongue in his mother's mouth, he couldn't believe he was French kissing his mother. When he first touched her tongue with his, as if he burned her with a cigarette, her eyes were wide open but then when they continued kissing she closed her eyes.
Yet, better than him French kissing her, just as he was French kissing his mother, she was French kissing him. He couldn't believe she was returning his French kiss. Seemingly, she was enjoying French kissing him as much as he was enjoying French kissing her. He couldn't believe he was touching her tongue with his tongue in a sexual kiss. Something he's wanted to do for years, he couldn't believe he had the audacity and the sexual and incestuous inappropriateness to French kiss his mother.
'Wow!'
As if he was having a dream or a sexual fantasy, even more unbelievable than French kissing her, Betty not only allowed her son to French kiss her but also she returned his French kiss with her French kiss. Instead of recoiling and instead of pushing him away, he couldn't believe she was French kissing him too. Making the forbidden kiss last longer, showing him as much sexual and incestuous passion as he was showing her, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him closer to her. As if they were both naked with his cock buried inside of her, that's how close to one another they were.
With her arms around his neck, she left her ass, her breasts, and her pussy vulnerable to the touch and the feel of his horny hands. Was that her not so subtle hint for him to feel her body through her clothes and to feel her where no son should ever feel his mother? Was she subtly giving him her permission to touch her and feel her?
Not allowing this opportunity to pass him by, he touched her while feeling her through her clothes. As if she was some woman he picked up at a bar and was making out with on a street corner, his horny hands were all over his mother's beautiful body. As if he was some, strange man that his mother agreed to go home with, she allowed her son to French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother through her clothes while French kissing her.
* * * * *
His longtime sexual fantasy come true, he was French kissing his mother. He couldn't believe he was French kissing his mother. Kissing and kissing her, if French kissing his mother wasn't enough, he continued pushing his luck by lowering his right hand down to feel her round, firm ass through her short skirt and bikini panty. Waiting for her to slap his hand away and/or waiting for her to push him away from her lips, she continued kissing him with as much sexual passion as he was kissing her.
Oh, my God, his mother was such a great kisser. His mother has such a wonderful ass. For a mature 47-year-old woman, she had such an incredibly firm ass. He traced her panty line through her skirt with his finger while kissing and kissing her.
He was making out with his mother. He was finally making out with his mother. He couldn't believe he was making out with his mother. As if it was meant to be kissing her felt so right. Kissing her felt normal instead of abnormal. Assuredly, something that feels this good can't be deemed wrong by society.
Yet, more than just kissing her, French kissing her, not only was he French kissing his mother but he was feeling his mother's beautiful body through her clothes. He was feeling her ass. Not only was she allowing him to French kiss her but she was allowing him to feel her shapely ass. Better than any sexual fantasy he's ever had of her, by far, this was the best day of his life. He'll be masturbating over this day and her French kisses while remembering feeling her ass for the rest of his life.
Feeling and squeezing her firm, round ass while kissing and kissing her, he was so tempted to lift her short skirt, ease down her panties, and push her back on her bed. Only, he didn't dare. Not wanting to push his luck, feeling her through her clothes while French kissing her was one thing but trying to have sex with her was something else. For the time being, with him not wanting to frighten her, pressure her, coerce her, and/or rush her, feeling her through her clothes while French kissing her was plenty enough for now. Besides, he'll be seeing her in all manner of undress soon.
Yet, now that he's gotten this far with his tongue in her mouth and his horny hand on her ass, he didn't want to spook her and stop her from returning his kisses by pushing her too far and going where no son should ever go with his mother. He just hoped that this first time wasn't the last time. Instead, he reached up with his left hand to feel her abundant breast. While waiting for and expecting her to stop him and perhaps, even slap him, when she showed no resistance, he felt his mother's C cup breast through her blouse and fingered her hard nipple through her bra. He couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's tit and fingering her nipple with one hand while feeling her ass with his other hand and French kissing her. Then, after feeling her right breast and fingering her nipple, he felt her left breast and fingered that nipple too.
He couldn't believe that his mother not only allowed him to French kiss her but also allowed him to feel her ass, fondle her breasts through her blouse, and finger her nipples through her bra. As if he was kissing and feeling his girlfriend or some sexy, MILF of a cougar he picked up in a bar, he was kissing, French kissing his mother, while feeling her ass, her breasts, and her nipples through her clothes. With his fingers concentrating more on her nipples that made its impressions through her bra and blouse, he teased them to grow bigger and harder with his finger. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them through her blouse and bra, the more he fingered her nipples, the more she seemed to grow more sexually aroused.
A sexual fantasy of a dream come true, he couldn't believe he was making out with his mother. He couldn't believe he was feeling up his mother. He couldn't believe his mother was allowing him to touch and feel her in such a sexual way. He couldn't believe his mother was seemingly as sexually excited as he was. He couldn't believe that he was finally not only going to see his mother naked but also was going to have sex with her naked body too.
Not sexually satisfied with all that he was doing with his mother, he wanted to do more. He wished she was standing there in her bra and panty. He wished she was topless. He wished she was naked. He wished they were celebrating Nude Day on a nude beach where he'd stop somewhere desolate and make sweet love to her. He wished they were celebrating Nude Day in her bedroom.
He'd love nothing more than to be on a sandy beach or in bed naked with his mother and making love to her naked body. Maybe, with her returning his French kisses and allowing him to touch and feel her where a son should never touch and feel his mother, she wants him as much as he wants her. Maybe this was all a sexy game she's been playing. Maybe she's been toying with him sexually, being coy with him incestuously, and playing hard to get because she felt embarrassed and ashamed that she was his mother sexually attracted to her son. Now that he's opened the floodgates, maybe she'll be more honest in her incestuous lust and her sexual desire for him.
Kissing and kissing her, he removed his right hand from her ass to move his hand to the front of her. Making his move to have sex with his mother, he slowly slid his hand down his mother's tummy while waiting for her to stop him from feeling her pussy, albeit through her skirt and panties. Then, slowly and stealthily, as if he was a safecracker with the secret, sexual combination, he ever so slowly lifted the front of her short skirt up and up and higher and higher. Not only couldn't he believe he was lifting the front of his mother's short skirt but also he couldn't believe his mother was allowing him to lift the front of her short skirt.
Oh, my God, as if he was dreaming this, as if he was sexually fantasizing this while masturbating himself, he couldn't believe this was happening. Seemingly unbelievable but French kissing his mother while feeling his mother through her clothes was really happening. With the front of her skirt raised and her panties clearly exposed, he darted his eyes down to see his mother's uncovered panties. Better than going to a nude beach on Nude Day with his mother, his longtime sexual dream come true, he was about to have sex with his mother.
'Sex, sex, sex,' his brain screamed sex. 'Incest, incest, incest,' his brain screamed incest.
Expecting her to stop him and expecting her to step away from his grasp and put an end to this incestuous lunacy, he waited for her to break off his kiss. Then, when she didn't stop him, nor even resist him from raising her skirt higher, going where no son should ever go with his mother, he stuck his hand beneath his mother's skirt. As if giving her an erotic massage, mere inches away from nirvana, he felt the front of her shapely thighs first before finding the courage to feel her panty clad pussy mound.
'Oh, my God, no frigging way.' After six years of her saying, no, no, no, he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's panty clad pussy.
Her thighs were firm but smooth and soft. Then, moving his hand to the front of her panty, he felt her panty clad, pussy mound before moving his horny hand between her legs to really feel her moist, panty clad pussy through her panty. As if he was her boyfriend, her husband, or a man who picked her up at the bar for a night, he couldn't believe his was cupping his mother's panty clad pussy in the palm of his hand. Returning his hand to the sacred place where he emerged 24-years-old, he gently squeezed his mother's cunt through her panty. In the way that he wished she'd cup his cock and gently squeeze his ball sack through his pants, he was holding his mother's cunt through her moist panty in the palm of his horny hand while squeezing it.



He couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's cunt through her panties. Instead of her panties being in her lingerie drawer or in her laundry hamper, he couldn't believe he was touching his mother's pussy mound through her panty while she was actually wearing them. Accustomed to touching her panties when going through her underwear drawer and sniffing her panties when digging through the dirty laundry, he couldn't believe he was touching his mother's panty clad pussy now. He'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of his life. Trying to wrap his brain around him French kissing her and feeling her through her clothes, as shocking as it was sexually exciting, he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's panty clad pussy.
As if he was her man and she was his woman, instead of him being her son and she being his mother, he cupped her pussy mound through her panty while sliding a slow but forceful finger to tickle her camel toe and to trace her pussy slit. Still in shock, he couldn't believe he had his mother's panty clad pussy in the palm of his hand. He applied more pressure to his index finger and pushed down on her clit while rubbing it through her panty. Hearing her gasp and watching her squirm, he couldn't believe he was fingering his mother's cunt through her panty. He couldn't believe his mother was allowing him to finger her pussy albeit through her panty. He couldn't believe his mother was becoming sexually aroused by his kisses, his touches, and his feels of her hot, motherly body.
Sensing that her panty felt a bit moist, tempted to push her panty aside and finger her, he wondered if his mother was as wet as he was hard. So wanting to push her panty aside and enter his mother with his finger, he didn't want to scare her by rushing his attempt of seducing her. He only wished he had the nerve to stick his hand down the front of her panty and cup and finger her naked pussy. He'd love to feel a whole handful of her pubic hair in his hand. He'd love to finally know if she was shaved, trimmed, or bushy. Only, not wanting to frighten her into recoiling and putting a premature stop to this incestuous lunacy, he didn't want to rush his sexual seduction of his mother. Instead, taking his time while still French kissing her, he felt her in all the places he had imagined feeling her while masturbating himself.
With his left hand still feeling his mother's breasts while fingering her emerging nipples through her blouse and bra, he couldn't believe she was allowing him to feel her breasts and finger her nipples. He couldn't believe she had allowed him to feel her ass through her short skirt and panty. He couldn't believe she allowed him to lift her skirt and to feel her panty clad pussy while still allowing him to French kiss her. He couldn't believe she wasn't stopping him from having his wicked, incestuous, sexual way with her beautiful body.
Kissing and kissing her, he couldn't believe he was making out with his mother while feeling his mother's hot body through her clothes. Kissing and kissing her, not stopping there but instead taking the next progressive step, he took her by her wrist and lowered her hand down to feel his erect cock through his jeans. He placed her whole hand on his bulging penis and then took her fingers in his for her to feel the girth of his penis, trace the length of his prick, and to feel the hardness of his cock.
Expecting his mother to pull her hand away from feeling his engorged prick through his jeans, when she didn't pull her hand away, he squeezed her hand in his for her to squeeze his cock. Then, shocking even him, without even having to hold her hand there, she traced the head of his jean clad cock with her manicured fingers. Seemingly, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Sex, sex, sex, they were going to have sex. Naked, naked, naked, he was finally going to see his mother naked.
In the way he was feeling his mother's cunt in the palm of his hand through her panty, she was feeling his cock in the palm of her hand through his jeans. In the way he so wanted to push her panty aside and finger her cunt, he was so tempted to unzip himself and pull out his cock. He so wanted to feel his naked cock in his mother's hand before feeling his hard, hairy prick in his mother's wet mouth, and before burying his huge erection in her warm, wet pussy. He'd love nothing more to make love to his mother before fucking his mother. He'd love nothing more than to finger his mother's wet pussy while licking his mother's wet pussy. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth while watching her swallowing his cum.
With her leaving her hand there on his engorged prick, she made no attempt to remove it. Seemingly she enjoyed feeling his cock through his jeans as much as he enjoyed her feeling his cock through his jeans. He couldn't believe his mother was feeling his cock through his jeans in the way he had just felt her ass through her skirt, her breasts through her blouse, her nipples through her bra, and her pussy through her panty.
"Mom, I want you sexually," he said dizzy with incestuous horniness. Going for broke and going where no son should ever go with his mother, he proposition her. "I need to see you naked. I need to touch you and to feel your naked body while you touch and feel my naked body. I want to have sex with you."
To be continued...
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Mirror, mirror on the wall, Joey finally sees his mother in her panty in bra. He finally sees her topless. He finally sees her naked.
Review from Chapter 3
As if he was her man and she was his woman, instead of him being her son and she being his mother, he cupped her pussy mound through her panty while sliding a slow but forceful finger to tickle her camel toe and to trace her pussy slit. Still in shock, he couldn't believe he had his mother's panty clad pussy in the palm of his hand. He applied more pressure to his index finger and pushed down on her clit while rubbing it through her panty. Hearing her gasp and watching her squirm, he couldn't believe he was fingering his mother's cunt through her panty. He couldn't believe his mother was allowing him to finger her pussy albeit through her panty. He couldn't believe his mother was becoming sexually aroused by his kisses, his touches, and his feels of her hot, motherly body.
Sensing that her panty felt a bit moist, tempted to push her panty aside and finger her, he wondered if his mother was as wet as he was hard. So wanting to push her panty aside and enter his mother with his finger, he didn't want to scare her by rushing his attempt of seducing her. He only wished he had the nerve to stick his hand down the front of her panty and cup and finger her naked pussy. He'd love to feel a whole handful of her pubic hair in his hand. He'd love to finally know if she was shaved, trimmed, or bushy. Only, not wanting to frighten her into recoiling and putting a premature stop to this incestuous lunacy, he didn't want to rush his sexual seduction of his mother. Instead, taking his time while still French kissing her, he felt her in all the places he had imagined feeling her while masturbating himself.
With his left hand still feeling his mother's breasts while fingering her emerging nipples through her blouse and bra, he couldn't believe she was allowing him to feel her breasts and finger her nipples. He couldn't believe she had allowed him to feel her ass through her short skirt and panty. He couldn't believe she allowed him to lift her skirt and to feel her panty clad pussy while still allowing him to French kiss her. He couldn't believe she wasn't stopping him from having his wicked, incestuous, sexual way with her beautiful body.
Kissing and kissing her, he couldn't believe he was making out with his mother while feeling his mother's hot body through her clothes. Kissing and kissing her, not stopping there but instead taking the next progressive step, he took her by her wrist and lowered her hand down to feel his erect cock through his jeans. He placed her whole hand on his bulging penis and then took her fingers in his for her to feel the girth of his penis, trace the length of his prick, and to feel the hardness of his cock.
Expecting his mother to pull her hand away from feeling his engorged prick through his jeans, when she didn't pull her hand away, he squeezed her hand in his for her to squeeze his cock. Then, shocking even him, without even having to hold her hand there, she traced the head of his jean clad cock with her manicured fingers. Seemingly, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Sex, sex, sex, they were going to have sex. Naked, naked, naked, he was finally going to see his mother naked.
In the way he was feeling his mother's cunt in the palm of his hand through her panty, she was feeling his cock in the palm of her hand through his jeans. In the way he so wanted to push her panty aside and finger her cunt, he was so tempted to unzip himself and pull out his cock. He so wanted to feel his naked cock in his mother's hand before feeling his hard, hairy prick in his mother's wet mouth, and before burying his huge erection in her warm, wet pussy. He'd love nothing more than to make love to his mother before fucking his mother. He'd love nothing more than to finger his mother's wet pussy while licking his mother's wet pussy. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth while watching her swallowing his cum.
With her leaving her hand there on his engorged prick, she made no attempt to remove it. Seemingly she enjoyed feeling his cock through his jeans as much as he enjoyed her feeling his cock through his jeans. He couldn't believe his mother was feeling his cock through his jeans in the way he had just felt her ass through her skirt, her breasts through her blouse, her nipples through her bra, and her pussy through her panty.
"Mom, I want you sexually," he said dizzy with incestuous horniness. Going for broke and going where no son should ever go with his mother, he proposition her. "I need to see you naked. I need to touch you and to feel your naked body while you touch and feel my naked body. I want to have sex with you."
* * * * *
Chapter Four
As if coming out of a drug induced daze, she broke off their kiss, removed her hand from his cock, and stepped back from his hug. She abruptly ended their mother and son sexual embrace and instantly stopped him from inappropriately touching her and feeling her. In the way that she recoiled from him, she acted as if he had been groping her without her consent when their kisses and touches were mutually consensual. She looked at him as if he had lost his mind before her face confessed that she had lost her mind too.
Now feeling foolish and vulnerable, he wished he hadn't said anything about wanting to see her naked and wanting to have sex with her naked body. Having awakened her from her trance like, sexual seduction, he wished he had remained quiet. He wished he had kept his thoughts to himself. What was he thinking? Going too far, too fast, he knows his mother better than to show her his cards. Anytime he's too blatantly honest in his incestuous, sexual, lustful desires of her, acting more like the mature adult and acting more like his mother instead of his lover, she balks and takes a step back in the way she just did now. He should have known that was going to happen.
'Well, at least I got to French kiss her. At least I got to feel her ass, her tits, and her pussy through her clothes,' he thought to himself. 'And at least she felt my cock through my jeans. At least I have more to masturbate over my mother than I ever did before.'
He should have just gone with the flow and shut the Hell up. Instead of telling her what he wanted to do with her, he should not have told her how he sexually felt. With his mother in a dream like daze when kissing him and allowing him to feel her body, seemingly she forgot that what they were doing was incestuous. Even just temporary, seemingly she forgot that she was his mother and he was her son.
He should have allowed his mother to confess how she sexually felt about him instead of him saying how he sexually felt about her. Instead of shooting off his big mouth, allowing her to take the lead and to lead them where he so wanted to go, he wished he had remained silent. Now, he'll never know if his mother sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her. Obviously, she sexually wants him enough to allow him to kiss her and feel her but he could never pull the plug on her sexual feelings in the way she just pulled the plug on his sexual feelings.
He wished he had kept quiet and had his lips do all of the talking when kissing her. He wished he had his hands do all of the talking when feeling her. Had he not said anything, maybe she'd still be feeling his stiff prick through his jeans. With everything so perfectly beautiful, he wished he had continued kissing her, touching her, and feeling her while she felt him. He just hoped he hadn't ruined things between them before they even started.
"I know you want me sexually and sometimes I want you sexually too Joey, but we can't," she said looking deeply in his brown eyes. "I'm sorry Joey, but we just can't. I'm your mother and you're my son," she said lightly touching the side of his face in the way she was just feeling the hardness of his cock. "We can never be together in that incestuous way. It's just wrong Joey. Something that's so forbidden, it's just so very wrong. This is all my fault for walking around you while wearing my sexy nightgowns. I should have known better. Now, that I know, I can't allow this to continue," she said looking up at him with sad eyes.
After allowing him to French kiss her and feel her through her clothes, he didn't understand her reluctance now to continue their making out session. It was just kisses, touches, and feels. It wasn't as if they were having sex. Yet, something that he couldn't tell her now, with him sexually wanting her before French kissing her and feeling her through her clothes, after making out with his mother, he wanted her even more now. He looked at her with incestuous lust before looking at her with confusion mixed with undiminished sexual excitement and before looking at her with obvious sexual frustration. When she seemingly was just as sexually excited as he was, he didn't understand how she could just stop.
"Then, I don't understand," he said looking at her as if he wanted to take her in his arms again and kiss her while feeling her and most certainly he did. "Why did you kiss me? Why did you allow me to feel you through your clothes? Why did you feel me?" He looked at her as if he was about to cry. "I love you Mother. I really love you and want to make love to you."
She looked at him in the way that any mother would look at her son. She looked at him with compassion, understanding, respect, and love. Only with her unable to hide her sexual excitement and with him able to see the sexual excitement she was trying to hide behind her look, he saw a glimmer of hope that she would soon submit to his sexual seduction. If only by the sexual passion behind her kiss, it was apparent to him now that his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. If only by the way she held him, hugged him, and kissed him, it was apparent to him now that if she's allowed him to go this far with her beautiful body that she may allow him to go even further.
Obviously, he needed to take things slower. Obviously, he needed to give her more time and more space for her to wrap her brain around what just happened. With the ball in his court, it was up to him to change her mind about not wanting to have sex. It was up to him to convince her that what they did was right and not wrong. Perhaps with a little wine, candles, and soft music, he needed to romance her. He needed to more slowly seduce her and allow her to open up to him in the way of a sleeping flower.
It was up to him to sweet talk her into giving him what he's wanted for so long. Forget about celebrating her birthday on Nude Day at a nude beach, they were already beyond that tickle and tease of stripping naked in front of one another on the pretense that they were at a nude beach. Forget about just seeing her in her panty and bra, topless, and/or even naked, all he really wanted to do now was to have sex with his mother. All he wanted to do now was to make sweet love to her before fucking her, really fucking her hard enough to make her cum.
"With today my birthday and with you giving me this wonderful birthday gift...," she said looking from him to look at her bedroom wall.
As if she was thinking about all that just happened between them, she fell silent while staring at her wall before looking at herself in the mirror. She looked at if she was about to cry.
"Yes, Mother. What is it? Tell me. You can tell me."
He took her hands in his and looked deeply in her big, brown eyes.
"With me unable to give you what you really want, my naked body and sexual intimacy, I got carried away with lust, passion, and sex. I'm sorry Joey, but I'm human too. I have sexual needs, wants, and desires too and it's been a long time since I've been sexually intimate with a man," she said taking his hand in her hands. "Even though I'm your mother, I get horny too. Sometimes, I sexually think about you in the way that you sexually think about me."
In the way that he normally looks at her with lustful, incestuous, sexual excitement, this time he looked at her with rejection, disappointment, and sexual frustration. This time he didn't look at her as if she was his mother. He looked at her as if she was a woman rejecting him. He couldn't believe she was ending this little incestuous, sexual affair that they were having before it even started.
"I understand," he said not really understanding why she made this sudden and totally unexpected one-hundred-eighty degree turn.
How could he feel so sexually excited one minute to feel so sad the next. He felt rejected. Was she purposely sexually teasing him or was it just like she said, she got caught up and carried away in the moment of lust, passion, and sex? Only, he would have liked to see how far this would have gone. He would have liked to have sex with his mother, if only once, at least just once, before she pulled the plug.
With his brief incestuous dalliance ending too soon, he would have liked to know what it was like to lay with her with the both of them naked. He would have liked to know what it felt like to have his cock held in her hand, taken in her mouth, and buried deep in her pussy. He would have liked to know what she sounded like when she was getting sexually excited enough to cum. He would have liked to see her have an orgasm. Yet, now that he had a dream of her being gangbanged by a dozen men, he had a sense of what she would sound like and look like when having an orgasm.
He remained undaunted in his sexual desire not to continue in the sexual and incestuous seduction of his mother. Persevering in his hoped for mother's lust for him, he wondered if his mother told him that she hasn't been sexually intimate with a man in a long time as her hint for him to be sexually intimate with her now. With him not an expert in reading women, confounded and now sexually frustrated, he wished he knew how his mother truly felt about him, about him hopefully seeing her naked soon, and about them possibly and hopefully inevitably having incestuous sex. Wishing he was more sexually sophisticated, he wished he could read between the lines to discern her real meaning and why she suddenly stopped when he so wanted to continue.
Confused by her actions and then more confused by her words, did she sexually want him or not? He wished he could volunteer his sexual services to her clinically without all the feelings of the forbidden and the guilt of incest. Yet, with her his mother and not just some woman he picked up at a bar, he didn't know how to broach that subject with her without sounding perversely ridiculous. No longer on the same page, with their brief physical, incestuously, sexual interaction, there was now a stone wall between what he felt and what she was obviously feeling or not feeling. Only, instead of encouraging his sexual, incestuous behavior, seemingly she closed the door on that chapter of their mother and son relationship.
* * * * *
Maybe he's too nice. Maybe because she's his mother and he's her son, he's too respectful of her. Maybe she wanted him to take her. Maybe she wanted to be taken by a man and by him, her son. Maybe she likes it rough. Maybe she wanted to and needed to be forced a little bit. Maybe her no meant yes. Maybe he's giving up on her too quickly. Maybe playing a bit hard to get, she's playing a game that he didn't even know he was playing. Maybe he's just a pawn in her game of sexual chess and he had no idea where to move his king next before being taken by the queen.
'WTF? What should I do now? Should I make a move or play it cool and wait to see if she comes to me?'
He had no idea what to do other than to respect his mother's wishes and cool his jets. Only, in the way that she instantly, sexually excited him, she instantly turned it off just as quickly. As if she had a sexual on and off switch, he changing her mind happened that quickly. He'll never understand women.
He's still reeling from her kisses. He can still taste her in his mouth. When he was rubbing her pussy through her panty, he wished he had pushed her back on her bed and stripped her naked. Maybe that's what she really wants. Maybe she wants to be physically used and sexually abused. Maybe she needs to be forced to preserve her role as the respectable, moral, and modest mother. Maybe she wants the responsibility of their incestuous affair and the sexual onus on him. If he chose not to take no for an answer then she'd be free of guilt and remorse and he'd be guilty of forcing his mother to have sex with him. Obviously, with him not yet knowing the rules, this was a game that he needed to play to master.
How can she go from making out with him and allowing him to touch and feel her in a sexual way to telling him what they experienced was a mistake and is wrong? He didn't understand how something that felt so good could be so wrong. He didn't understand any of it. Only, with him kissing her, French kissing her, while feeling her hot body through her clothes, even if he never kisses and touches his mother again in a sexual way, he'll take that memory to his grave. He'll be masturbating over all that he touched and felt of his mother. He'll be masturbating over her hand feeling his erect cock through his jeans.
"You're my son and I'm your mother. This must never happen again. Okay? You mustn't kiss me in that sexual way," she said fluttering her eyelashes while seemingly swooning by the thought of him kissing her.
If he wasn't so confused and had the presence of mind, if only he was more sexually experienced and knew more about women, he would have taken her in his arms and kissed her, French kissed her. Yet, because of all that she said in not wanting to continue their incestuous relationship, he didn't take her in his arms and kiss her.
"Okay," he said agreeing not to kiss her when he suspected that she wanted to be kissed.
She looked at him seemingly disappointed that he agreed not to kiss her.
"You mustn't touch and feel me in that sexual way just as I must never touch and feel you in that sexual way either. We must control our sexual impulses," she said looking at him with wanton desire as if she wanted him to touch and feel her when she just told him that she didn't want him to touch and feel her.
He was as confused having this interaction with his mother as he was confused when buying a used car at the used car dealership. After a while with the salesman talking to him and talking at him, he was willing to sign anything just to leave. Now he felt the same way with his mother. He didn't know if he should leave or stay. Embarrassed, sexually frustrated, and feeling rejected, he just wanted to run to his room and hide. He just wanted to watch her undressing from behind the two-way mirror while masturbating over French kissing her and over all that he touched and felt of her beautiful body.
"Okay," he said. "I understand Mother. I'm sorry."
Still feeling sexually frustrated, a huge understatement, with her seemingly the innocent one and with him the pervert soon to be peeping at her undressing, he felt responsible for making an incestuous pass at her. He felt guilty for parting her lips with his tongue. He felt perversely perverted for feeling her ass through her short skirt, her breasts through her blouse, her nipples through her bra, and her pussy through her panty. With her so innocent, so good, and so morally modest, how dare he take incestuous, sexual advantage of his mother? He could never look her in the eye again while thinking of her feeling his cock through his jeans.



"We must respect one another and must maintain our morally appropriate boundaries. We mustn't have sex Joey," she said shaking her head from side to side as if she needed that extra bit of negativity to convince him and herself that what they did was wrong. "We mustn't have sex," she said again as if the first time was for his benefit and the second time was for her benefit. "Okay?" This time she nodded her head up and down as if trying to convince herself that having sex with her son wasn't permissible.
As if she was talking nonsense and talking to someone else, Joey looked at his mother with pained exasperation peppered with sexual frustration. When he was kissing her, French kissing her, and feeling his mother where no son should ever feel their mother, he was so sexually excited. Then, when he moved her hand to his cock and she felt his sexual passion through his jeans, no doubt about it, he was certain that they were going to have sex. Now, as if she had used him, teased him, enticed him, and sexually abused him, he felt deceived. He felt foolish.
Totally confused and still so very sexually excited over what just happened, what ruined his feeling of sexual arousal was that he felt played. Embraced as her soon to be lover, he felt rejected. He felt ridiculous in thinking that his mother would ever have sex with him. So sexually frustrated now, all he wanted to do was to run in his room and masturbate over all that just happened and all that he touched and felt of his mother while kissing her. Now, other than having a ton of masturbation material, he's back to where he started and where he was before with him still sexually frustrated and incestuously lusting over his mother.
With him horny, sad, confused, lonely, and longing to have sex with his mother, yet maybe now that the ice is broken this will happen again. Now he had even more hope than he ever had before that he'll soon be having sex with his mother. Maybe this time, he'll get her drunk and make his move then. Maybe the next time, he'll be more aggressive. Maybe the next time, he won't take no for an answer. Maybe the next time she goes to a clothed female, nude male, CFNM, striptease show and comes home drunk and horny, she'll give him all that he wants and more and he'll give her all that she needs and more.
"Okay, mother. I'm sorry for pressuring you. I'll try and control my sexual impulses. I'll respect our boundaries," said Joe with sadness peppered with sexual frustration. "I just want you to know that if you ever change your mind about us being intimate and having a sexual relationship, I'm here for you," he said and immediately kicking himself for saying that. As if he was a little puppy drooling all over his mother, there he goes again playing the fool.
Only, even after having an open and honest conversation about their not having sex, he had no intention of respecting her boundaries by respecting her wishes of morality and respectability. With them having already opened up Pandora's Box by kissing one another and sexually feeling one another, there was no way to close that box now. Just as he intended from the start, he'll be trampling the boundaries very soon by hopefully watching his mother strip down to her panty and bra, topless, and hopefully even naked from behind the two-way mirror he had installed in her bedroom. He couldn't wait to see more of his mother. He couldn't wait to see her in all manner of undress. He couldn't wait to watch him give her a slow striptease.
Not leaving their party empty handed, at least he had that, the ability to watch his mother undressing and dressing while he masturbated to all that she was showing him of her beautiful body. Hopefully, at least he'll soon be seeing his mother in her bra and panty, topless, or maybe even naked. At least he'll finally see what she looks like in her sexy underwear, topless, and naked. He couldn't wait to see her in her underwear, topless, and naked.
As if a runaway train ran through his mind, all he could think about is watching her unbuttoning her blouse and unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt. All he could think about is watching her reach behind herself to unhook her bra and slide down her panties. All he could think about was seeing his mother in her bra and panty, before seeing her topless, and hopefully before seeing her naked. Giving him lifelong memories and plenty of masturbation fodder, he only wished he could be in the room with her while she undressed. He only wished he could return the favor and parade around her naked in the way she'll soon be unknowingly parading around him naked.
As if giving him a sexy striptease show, if he can't have sex with her, at least he can masturbate while watching her strip off her clothes. At least, she'll unwittingly be giving him a private, personal, sexy show of her MILF of a hot body every day while she dresses and undresses and while he strokes his cock. Yet, with his head still spinning from her French kisses and from his errantly sexual touches, without having to get her drunk or drug her, as if they were two horny teenagers the first time left without adult supervision, he couldn't believe he made out with his mother. He couldn't believe he felt his mother through her clothes while she felt his cock through his jeans.
Not only couldn't he believe he French kissed her but also he couldn't believe she returned his French kisses. Not only couldn't he believe that he felt her ass through her skirt, felt her breasts through her blouse, fingered her nipples through her bra, and cupped and rubbed her pussy through her panty but also he couldn't believe she felt his cock through his jeans. His sexual fantasy come true, he'll carry the memory of making out with his mother forever.
Having to run his mind over it again and again, he actually French kissed his mother. Still trying to wrap his head around that one sexual no-no, he still couldn't believe that she allowed him to actually French kiss her. Showing him the same sexual passion that he felt for her, he couldn't believe he had his tongue in her mouth. He couldn't believe she returned his kisses with her kisses and had her tongue in his mouth. He couldn't believe that he felt his mother through her clothes while kissing and kissing her.
With her skirt raised nearly to her waist and his horny hand under her skirt and in between her legs, he couldn't believe he felt her ass and stuck his hand between her legs to feel her panty clad pussy. Something that he still couldn't wrap his head around, as if he had dreamt the whole thing, he couldn't believe he felt her tits through her blouse and her nipples through her bra. Then, for her to end it before it even started, he felt for sure that he'd be having sex with his mother. He felt for sure that he'd be licking her while fingering before making love to her. He felt for sure that he'd be fucking her and she'd be sucking him. He felt for sure that this was the beginning of something beautiful.
Now that he French kissed her, touched her, and felt her, he wanted her even more than he's ever wanted her before. Where before, his incestuous, sexual thoughts of his mother were just a fantasy, after what happened tonight, being sexually intimate with his mother just became more of his reality. Not to be denied, after going this far in his sexual seduction of his mother, maybe one day soon, she'll agree to have sex with him. Maybe one day soon, putting aside that they're mother and son, she'll sexually want him as much as he sexually wants her. Willing to do just that, to get her drunk, maybe it will take him to get her drunk for her to let down her barriers of mother and son incest.
Instead of pushing him away for slipping her his tongue, which he expected her to do, he couldn't believe she returned his kiss and French kissed him too. As if he was kissing someone else, someone other than his mother, lost in her kisses, her kisses blanked his mind. Never has he been kissed like that before with such sexual passion. Never has any woman blanked his mind while kissing him. Never has he been as sexually excited just by a kiss, just a touch, and just a feel.
Instead of slapping his face for feeling her through her clothes, he couldn't believe she allowed him to touch her and to feel her. Instead of brushing down her skirt when he raised it and instead of pushing him away when he stuck his horny hand between her legs, he still couldn't believe she allowed him to finger her pussy through her panties. Instead of pulling her hand away when he moved it to his cock, she kept her hand there while he squeezed it for her to feel the hardness of his cock through his jeans.
How could something that felt so right be so wrong? Now he knew that, even though she was unable to control herself then but was somehow able to more control herself now, his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. While she was French kissing him and he was feeling her through her clothes, he was the most hopeful he's ever been that they'd be having sex. Only, with her pushing him away, abandoning all hope, he somehow knew that their sexually, forbidden relationship would never come to fruition.
* * * * *
The best sexually, intimate interaction he's ever experienced with anyone without even having sex with her was what he just experienced with his mother just now by kissing her and feeling her sensational body through her clothes. Even though she refused to have sex with him, he still had her sexy, Nude Day, striptease show to look forward to with him seeing her and watching her undressing in front of the newly installed, two-way mirror. Now, finally hoping to see his mother in her bra and panty, topless, and maybe even naked, he couldn't wait for her to ready herself for bed.
He couldn't wait to watch her strip off her clothes. He couldn't wait to see her in her bra and panty. He couldn't wait to see her topless. He couldn't wait to see her naked. He couldn't wait to see her tits, her pussy, and/or her ass. As if a little kid waiting for Santa to arrive at Christmas, he couldn't wait to watch his mother undress. He couldn't wait. He just couldn't wait.
Maybe while she's in bed and thinking she's alone and no one can see her, she'll touch herself in the way that he touches himself when thinking of seeing his mother naked and having sex with his mother's naked body. Maybe she'll touch herself while thinking of having wild, incestuous sex with his naked body. Maybe she'll touch herself because of all that happened between them earlier today. Maybe while masturbating herself, she'll imagine him kissing her and feeling her through her clothes while she imagines fondling his cock through her jeans. She is human after all, as she admitted to him, and she does get horny.
Maybe while she's in bed and thinking she's alone and no one knows what she's doing, she'll give him a sexy masturbation show. He'd love to watch his mother playing with her pussy while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. He'd love to watch his mother having an orgasm while thinking that she's alone in her room and thinking that no one can see her masturbating herself. Maybe after he kissed her and felt her through her clothes, she's feeling as sexually frustrated as he's feeling now. Maybe just as he can't wait to be alone with his bad self to masturbate over all that just happened between them, she can't wait to be alone with her bad self either to masturbate over all that happened between them too.
Still unable to wrap his brain around it, he couldn't believe he French kissed his mother and she returned his French kisses. Kissing and kissing him, he couldn't believe she kissed him as if they were lovers instead of mother and son. He couldn't believe he felt and squeezed her perfect ass, albeit through her short skirt and panty. He couldn't believe he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples, albeit through her blouse and bra. He couldn't believe he lifted her short skirt nearly to her waist to expose her white, bikini panties to his horny eyes. He couldn't believe she allowed him to reach his horny hand beneath her skirt to feel and cup her panty clad pussy in the palm of his hand while sliding a slow, purposeful finger along her pussy slit. Sexual memories he'll always have, he just couldn't believe he made out with his mother.
Now in hindsight with him perhaps never getting another chance like this even again, he only wished he had pushed her panty aside with his finger and rubbed her clit and finger fucked his mother. He would have loved to feel his long, stiff fingers slide inside of his mother's warm, wet cunt. He would have loved to know if she was just as slippery wet as he was totally hard. He would have loved to masturbate her. He would have loved to hear her cum and watch her have an orgasm.
Then, when he moved her hand down to touch him and she didn't resist nor pull away, he couldn't believe she felt his cock through his pants. In the way he felt his mother's tits, ass, and pussy through her clothes, he couldn't' believe his mother felt his cock through his jeans. He only wished he had the nerve and the incestuous audacity to expose his naked prick to his mother. He would have loved to have pulled out his cock and put it in her hand before sticking it in her mouth and burying it in her pussy. Then, she said the words he was hoping to hear her say.
"I'm tired. It's been a long day. I need to get ready for bed," she said. "Thank you for my birthday gift, Joey," she said kissing him again, this time much longer than she normally kisses him but without parting his lips with her tongue and French kissing him.
'Huh? Wait. What did she just say? Did I hear her correctly? It's been a long day, she's tired, and she wants to get ready for bed.'
As if he was living a sexual fantasy or stuck in a sexy dream, his mother wants to get ready for bed? She's tired and she wants to undress herself in readiness for bed. Knowing the precise ramifications of his mother getting ready for bed, he was just as sexually excited now as he was before when making out with his mother. Oh, my God.
He couldn't wait to watch her undress herself. He couldn't wait to see her parading around her bedroom in her panty and bra. He couldn't wait to watch her stand in front of the two-way mirror that he installed in her room and remove her brassiere. He couldn't wait to see his mother's tits. Hoping to God that she'd strip naked before putting on her nightgown, he couldn't wait for her to slide down her panties. He couldn't wait to see her naked ass. He couldn't wait to know if her pussy is shaved, trimmed, or bushy. He couldn't wait. He just couldn't wait.
With him unable to think of anything else but his mother wanting to get ready for bed, he was so very sexual excited in anticipation to watch her undressing. His mother is going to be undressing while he's watching. He couldn't believe it. As if he was standing there right in front of her while watching her, he couldn't wait to leave her room and return to his room to watch her strip off her clothes. As if he was reciting a mantra, a litany of sexual phrases, he couldn't wait to see her in her panty and bra. He couldn't wait to see her topless. He couldn't wait to hopefully see her naked.
Suddenly, as if she was already standing in front of the two-way mirror and stripping off her clothes, he imagined her undressing. As if she was removing her clothes already, he could see her unbuttoning and removing her blouse, unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt, and stripping off her bra and panty. Normally, he would have been sad to have this impromptu sexual, birthday party prematurely end, but he was happy that he'd be watching his mother stripping off her clothes sooner than later while he was masturbating over her striptease show. He couldn't wait to see all that he hoped to see of her.
'Get ready for bed? His mother wants to get ready for bed.' As if it was time for Santa to arrive with Christmas presents, filled with the sexual anticipation of seeing his mother in all manner o of undress, he's never been as sexually excited as he was now.
His brain was on fire with incestuous, sexual reality that he'd soon be seeing his mother without her clothes. With him masturbating while watching his mother hopefully stripping topless before stripping herself naked, he only hoped she didn't realize that she was standing in front of a two-way mirror, just as he hoped that she'd leave her bedroom light on while undressing. After sexually lusting over her for six, long, sexually frustrating years, he couldn't wait to see his mother without her clothes.
She'll be undressing soon and stripping off her clothes to show him her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body. He couldn't wait to see her in her bra and panty. He couldn't wait to see her topless. He couldn't wait to see her tits. He couldn't wait to see her naked. He couldn't wait to see her ass and her pussy. With him already so very sexually excited, he couldn't wait to see his mother in all manners of undress. He couldn't wait. He just couldn't wait.
He looked at her knowing that as soon as he's alone in his room that he'd be masturbating over kissing her while feeling her and while watching her hopefully stripping down to her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked. He looked at her knowing that as soon as he's alone in his room that he'd be masturbating over remembering her feeling, fingering, and squeezing his cock through his jeans. He looked at her knowing that as soon as he's alone in her room, he'll be masturbating over watching her stripping off her clothes. He looked at her knowing that as soon as she stripped off her clothes, he'll be masturbating himself while imagining him touching and feeling her naked body while imagining them having sex.
Topless, topless, topless, he couldn't wait to watch his mother remove her blouse and bra. Topless, topless, topless, he couldn't wait to see his mother topless. Topless, topless, topless, he couldn't wait to see his mother's tits. Having only seen partial down nightgown peeks of the tops of her breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage, he couldn't wait to have a prolonged peep of her naked breasts. He couldn't wait to see her areolas and her nipples. He couldn't wait to see what he's never seen before but always wanted to see.
Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to watch his mother remove her short skirt and her panties after removing her blouse and bra. He couldn't wait to see his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see his mother's naked ass and naked pussy. Finally, he'd know if she's trimmed, bushy, or bald. Having only imagined what she looks like without her clothes, finally and hopefully, he was going to see his mother naked.
"Okay mother. Good night," he said giving her a peck on the lips before leaving her bedroom. "Happy birthday.
As if going behind a wall in a peep booth, which is essentially what he's doing, he left her room for his room.
* * * * *
That night, while his mother readied herself for bed, as if he was a stealth intruder, a peeping Tom, in his own house, Joe quietly entered his bedroom with his bedroom light turned off. He was as nervous as he was sexually excited. As if removing a picture from a huge, wall safe where he kept something so very valuable, he removed his nearly wall sized, 6' x 4', reproduction picture of Oscar Wilde's character, Dorian Grey, from his wall and moved it to the floor to lean it up against a chair. Actually, more valuable than gold, jewels, and/or money, what was standing behind that wall was more valuable than any possession he owned, not that he owned her.
His mother Beatrice, or Betty, as she so fondly liked to be called was standing behind that wall getting ready to undress. She was getting ready to remove her clothes. She was getting ready to strip down to her underwear. She was getting ready to remove her bra to finally show him her naked tits. She was hopefully getting ready to remove her panties too to show him her round, firm ass or her shaved, trimmed, or bushy cunt.



Unaware that he was watching her and peeping on her, his mother was standing behind his bedroom wall and in her bedroom. As she does every night when readying herself for bed, she was getting ready to remove her clothes to put on one of her sexy nightgowns. Ready to give him an unsuspecting striptease show, his mother was getting ready to undress. Ready to unwittingly show him what he's been waiting so very long to see, his mother was getting ready to strip down to her underwear, her bra and her panty, topless, and/or even naked. His mother would soon be removing her low cut, button blouse and her short, sexy skirt. Soon, he'll see her in her underwear. Soon, he'll see her parading around her bedroom wearing just her revealing white, low cut bra and her sexy, matching bikini panty.
Hopefully, soon, unless she wears her bra and/or panty to bed, his mother was getting ready to remove her bra and maybe even her panty. Soon, definitely seeing her in her underwear, hopefully he'll see her topless and maybe even naked. He was so sexually excited that he couldn't contain himself. With the thoughts of his mother nearly naked and naked running through his mind like a runaway train, all he could think about was seeing her in her underwear, topless, and/or naked.
Readying himself for some hot, sexual action, he unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and slowly stroked himself. As if giving her a suggestive thought in the way that a hypnotist gives a subject the power of suggestion, he stroked his cock a little faster while thinking of seeing her in her bra and panty. He stroked himself a little faster while thinking of seeing her topless, topless, topless. He stroked himself a little faster while imagining what she'd look like naked, naked, naked.
He couldn't wait to see his mother topless. He couldn't wait to see his mother's tits. He couldn't wait to see the shape of her big breasts along with her areolas and nipples. Giving her another suggestive thought, he stroked his cock while thinking of her naked, naked, naked. He couldn't wait to see his mother naked. He couldn't wait to see her naked ass and her naked pussy. He hoped to God that she didn't wear her panties to bed.
There, as if he was standing in her bedroom with her, he watched her come into view to stand in front of her mirror. As if she was a live performer on stage, his personal, pornographic stripper, she was ready to undress. Giving her his focused attention, he stopped stroking himself to watch her undress. Then, fondling the head of his cock to maintain his erection, he ever so slowly started stroking himself again.
"Perfect," he said as if watching a much anticipated nude scene on TV or his favorite, female actress in a movie.
Watching her as if she was a magician about to show him a magic trick, his mother unbuttoned her blouse one, slow button at a time. While staring at her fingertips, he stared at every button that she unbuttoned. Waiting to see what each unbuttoned, button revealed, he couldn't wait to see his mother without her blouse. He only wished it was his fingers unbuttoning her buttons while feeling her breasts through her blouse and fingering her nipples through her bra. He only wished he was in her room with her while undressing her or while watching her undress herself.
After lusting over her for all of these years, six, long, frustrating years, while wondering what she looked like without her clothes, finally, he was going to see her in her bra and panty, topless, and perhaps even naked. Sexy, so very sexy, he trembled at the sexually exciting, imagined thoughts of seeing his mother standing before him in her bra and panties. Topless, topless, topless, he couldn't even fathom the thought of his mother unhooking and removing her bra to stand there before him topless. He couldn't wait for his mother to remove her bra so that he could see her topless. He couldn't wait to see his mother's tits.
Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't imagine his mother removing her bra and her panty to stand in her bedroom and in front of the two-way mirror naked. Hoping to God she went to bed without her bra and/or panties, he couldn't wait to finally see her naked. He couldn't wait to see her naked ass as much as he couldn't wait to see his mother's naked pussy. Glad that his mother didn't know that she was standing in front of a two-way mirror, this magical mirror was the best birthday gift he ever bought for her and for himself.
As if he was an omniscient God, his sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe he was finally watching his mother undressing. While she mindlessly stared at Joey's hand painted artwork on the other side of the wall, unaware that he was watching her, staring at her, leering at her, and ogling her, she gave him a slow striptease. He only hoped that she didn't suspect that the mirror he installed is a two-way mirror. If she suspected that he was spying on her and peeping on her while watching her undressing and hopefully stripping herself naked, no doubt, she'd stop undressing. If she knew he was able to see her that would ruin everything. If only she knew that he was watching her undressing, no doubt, until he removed the mirror and fixed her wall, she'd be undressing in the bathroom.
In anticipation of masturbating himself to his mother's sexy striptease show and hopefully his mother's naked image, Joey kicked off his sneakers. Wishing his mother was in his bedroom with him to watch him strip naked in the way he hoped he'd get to watch her strip naked, he unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans and removed them. Wishing his mother was helping him to undress in the way that he'd loved to help her undress, he removed his shirt, tee shirt, underwear, and socks. Now naked, if only celebrating the nude holiday by himself and with himself, this was his personal way of vicariously celebrating Nude Day with his mother. Even though they were in separate rooms and separated by a mere two-way mirrored wall, Joey stripped himself naked while watching his mother undress and while hoping that she'd soon be stripping naked too.
He took his cock in hand and slowly stroked himself to the sexy, striptease show that his mother was unknowingly giving him. If only she knew he was watching her and peeping on her while she undressed, wishing she'd be sexually aroused to know that he had been spying on her, instead she'd be so pissed. No doubt, she'd feel so sexually used, abused, and violated. No doubt, she'd be so disappointed in him. With him ruining his chances of ever having sex with her, no doubt, she'd never understand him spying on her and peeping on her while she was undressing.
Having never seen her in her bra and panty before, he hoped that he'd be seeing her in her bra and panty not only now but also again and again. Topless, topless, topless, having never seen her topless before, he hoped that he'd be seeing her topless now. He couldn't wait to see her big tits, her nipples, and her areolas. Naked, naked, naked, having never seen her naked before, he hoped he'd be seeing her naked now. He couldn't wait to see her round, firm ass, and her shaved, trimmed, or naked pussy.
He was so happy that he had the forethought to install this two-way mirror as his birthday gift to his mother. For sure, this two-way mirror was as much a birthday gift for her as it was a Nude Day and every day gift for him. From this day forward, with every day and every night Nude Day, he'll be watching his mother dress and undress while masturbating himself to her sexy, unwittingly, striptease show. Every day, day and night, he'll be monitoring his mother hoping that she'll masturbate herself while he watches her having an orgasm. Maybe one day, he'll summon the courage to walk in her bedroom when she's masturbating and just as she's cumming.
'Boy,' he thought to himself, 'wouldn't that be something to catch her not only masturbating herself but also watching her having an orgasm?'
He imagined silently opening her bedroom door. He imagined her laying on her bed with her eyes closed, her knees bent, her legs spread, and with the fingers of her right hand buried up to her knuckles in her pussy. He imagined her rubbing her clit with her vibrator and/or fucking herself with her dildo. He imagined the fingers of her left hand pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. He imagined walking up to her bed and shocking her as much as he hoped to sexually surprise her.
"Mom? Oops. Sorry Mom," he imagined feigning his apology. "I didn't know you were masturbating." With her lying on her back naked and with her legs spread, he imagined staring at her big breasts, her erect nipples, her brown areolas, and her pink, wet pussy. "May I give you a finger, a hand, a tongue, or a cock," he imagined asking her while she continued masturbating herself before abruptly stopping as soon as he asked her that question.
Obviously embarrassed that he caught her playing with herself, he imagined her quickly pulling the sheet over her nakedness.
"Joey! What are you doing in my room? Did you knock? I didn't hear you knock," he imagined her saying to him.
* * * * *
Hoping beyond hope, if only she'd strip topless, he'd be so happy. He'd love nothing more than to see his mother's beautiful, C cup breasts. He'd love nothing more than to see her areolas and her nipples. He only wished he was in the room with her while watching her undress. He'd love nothing more than to unhook and to remove his mother's bra while reaching around her to feel her breasts through her bra. Then, once she removed her bra, he'd love nothing more than to feel and fondled her big breasts while fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. He'd love nothing more than to have sex with his mother's topless and/or naked body. Yet, with only the width of this mere mirror between them, he was so close and yet so far. Sometimes he felt as if he was in the room with her and other times he felt as if he was a quarter of a mile away while watching her through binoculars instead of peeping on her through a two-way mirror.
He watched as she exposed the top of her long, sexy line of cleavage, the tops of her meaty breasts, and the top of her bra. Slowly removing her clothes while staring up at her Disney characters, his mother was undressing in front of the newly installed two-way mirror. He couldn't believe his mother was undressing without even suspecting him of peeping on her.
He continued watching her as she unbuttoned her blouse, removed it, folded it, and hung it on a hanger in her closet. He watched her walk around her room in her bra and short skirt. Then, holding his breath, as if there was a drumroll and strippers' music going off in his head, he watched her unbutton and unzip her short skirt. He couldn't believe his eyes when he watched her skirt fall to the sexual sensation of his cock erecting up. He couldn't believe his eyes when he saw his mother's white, bikini panties.
Something he's never seen before and something he's always wanted to see, he watched his mother walk around her room wearing just her white, low cut bra and her matching white, bikini panties. From doing yoga and Pilates, with a flat, toned stomach, shapely legs and arms, and a round, firm ass, in the way that Jane Fonda still looks phenomenal for her age, his mother still has a beautiful body. She has the body of a 30-year-old woman instead of a 7-year-old MILF. With his mother, Betty, having the same genetic makeup of her mother who lived to be 90-years-old and who never even had to dye her red hair, no one would ever think she was 47-years-old today, her birthday. No one would ever suspect that she has a 27-year-old daughter and a 24-year-old son.
Enjoying the show of her nearly naked body, he stared at the tops of his mother's jiggling, bra clad breasts before looking to see what he could see of his mother between her shapely legs. Staring between her sexy legs while she stood in front of the mirror to brush her nearly shoulder length, dark hair, he imagined eating her pussy as he did in his dreams with her on the nude beach. With her panties tightly conforming to her beautiful body, he saw his mother's pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. He remembered feeling her through her panties. Regrettably, he only wished he had the nerve to push her panties aside with his finger and/or to stick his hand down her elastic band and inside of her panties while cupping her cunt, rubbing her clit, and finger fucking her pussy.
When he was French kissing her and feeling her through her clothes, he wondered if she was as wet then as he was hard. He wondered if she was still as wet now as he was still hard over the anticipated thoughts of seeing his mother topless and/or naked. He'd love to know what she was thinking and if she was thinking about him French kissing her while feeling her through her clothes. He'd love to know what she was feeling and if she was just as sexually frustrated and horny as he was. He wondered if she was sexually thinking about him in the way he was sexually thinking about her. He wondered if she was thinking as much about him naked as he was thinking about her topless and/or naked.
No telling now, but maybe if he had stuck his hand down her panties, he may have experienced more of her sexual passion by feeling her wetness while fingering her pussy. Maybe if he had pushed her panties aside with his finger, rubbed her clit and fucked her with his finger, she wouldn't had been able to resist him from seducing her and making love to her before fucking her. Maybe if he had fingered her wetness with one hand while unzipping himself and pulling out his cock with his other hand, she would have taken him in her hand before taking him in her mouth. Maybe had he been more aggressively forceful with her and had he sexually aroused her by rubbing her swollen clit while fingering her wet pussy with one hand and fingering her nipples with his other hand, they'd already be licking, sucking, and fucking by now.
He'd love nothing more than to be in her bedroom with her while she was naked. He'd love nothing better than to make love to his mother before fucking his mother, really fucking her hard, hard enough for her to have an orgasm from his cock being buried inside of her. She did allow him to kiss her, French kiss her, while feeling her through her clothes. For her to allow him to French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes, at that moment, she must have sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Then, saying something he never expected to hear, with her admitting that she's sometimes horny, she even admitted that she's human with sexual needs too.
Maybe his mother allowing him to French kiss and make out with her while he felt her beautiful body was her not so subtle hint for him to continue seducing her. Maybe he shouldn't have taken no for an answer. Maybe he should have been more forcefully aggressive with her. Maybe he should have been more of a leading man with her being more of his sexy starlet. Maybe he shouldn't have stopped kissing her and feeling her but continued sexually seducing her. Maybe he should have stripped off her clothes and pushed her back on her bed and fucked her right then and right there.
In hindsight, without doubt, he never should have stopped kissing her, touching her, and feeling her. In hindsight, without doubt, he never should have taken no for an answer. If only he was more of an experienced lover, he would have read between the lines enough to have seduced her. Now with that moment gone, he'd have to start all over again to put the sexual moves on his mother. At least, all is not lost. While masturbating himself, at least he has this striptease show of watching his mother undress to keep him occupied and sexually satisfied.
Hoping beyond hope, he wondered if she'd have to strip naked to put on her nightgown. Hoping beyond hope, he hoped she didn't wear her bra and/or her panties to bed. Before putting on her sexy nightgown, he'd love to watch her remove her bra before removing her panties. He'd love to see her tits along with her pussy and her incredible ass. He couldn't wait to see his mother topless before seeing her naked. As if he was there in the room with her, he couldn't believe he was watching his mother undress.
Then, he realized whenever she was parading around him in just her nightgown, she wasn't wearing a bra but she was wearing panties. Chances are he'll see his mother topless but not naked. Chances are he'll see her tits but not her pussy and ass. Chances are she'll strip down to her panties but will leave those on before putting on her nightgown.
Seemingly as if she was looking right at him instead of staring in her mirror, he watched her mindlessly staring at her bedroom wall again and at the Disney characters he painted before she returned her focused attention to stare at her reflection in her mirror. As if she could see him and/or as if she knew he was there, her stare was disturbingly alarming. While watching her stare at Snow White and the seven dwarfs, he watched her reach behind her back to unhook her bra. He held his breath in the sexual anticipation of her removing her bra. Then, as if she knew he was there watching her, she stared at the mirror while removing her brassiere.
This is it. This is really it. He was finally going to see his mother's tits. He couldn't believe he was finally going to see his mother's tits. Painstakingly slow, as if there was a drumroll and stripper's music playing through his head again, as if she was purposely teasing him, he watched her remove one, slow bra strap at a time before removing one, slow bra cup at a time.
Then, as if he was imagining things, as if he was seeing things, as if a symphonic orchestra played a loud crescendo heralding the end of a classical music piece, she was topless. His mother's tits were right there before him. He was seeing his mother's tits. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's big tits.
'Ta da!'
Just like that, what seemed like tortuous teasing before was over now. In an instant, she removed her bra. His mother was topless and her big breasts were right there in front of his horny eyes. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. He was seeing his mother's tits, her nipples, and her areolas. He couldn't believe his mother was topless. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's big, naked breasts.
Finally for the first time, other than the dozens of down nightgowns she's given him when he saw of the tops of her meaty breasts and her long, line of sexy cleavage, he couldn't believe he never saw her whole breasts before. He never saw her areolas. He never saw her nipples. Now, for the first time, he was seeing the entirety of his mother's shapely, naked breasts. He couldn't believe he was seeing the entire shape of her shapely breasts, her areolas, and her nipples.
"Fuck me. Oh, my God," he said for no one to hear. "She has quite the rack, quite the rack, indeed. She has beautiful breasts. I love my mother's big tits. I can't wait to touch them, feel them, and suck them. I can't wait for her to hang her tits over me while I'm fucking her. I can't wait to spin her around, bend her over, and fuck her like a dog while hanging onto her big boobs. I can't wait to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples while she sucks my cock."
So close and yet so far, as if he could reach out and touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them, his mother's tits were right there before his horny eyes. Her nipples were already erect as if she was cold or sexually aroused. Maybe with him kissing her and feeling her, he had sexually aroused her as much as she had sexually aroused him. He only wished he was in the room with her. He only wished her could touch, feel, fondle, and suck her big tits. He'd love to come up behind her and press his naked body against her panty clad ass while reaching up to cup her big breasts in his big, horny hands while slowly sliding his fingers across her erect nipples. He'd love to pull, turn, and twist her nipples before sucking her nipples.



Holding his breath again while wondering if she was going to remove her panties or just slip her nightgown on over her topless body, he watched her insert her manicure fingertips in her panty band and ever so slowly push down her panty.
"Holy shit," he said for no one to hear. "She's removing her panties."
He couldn't believe she was removing her panties. Maybe she didn't sleep in panties. Maybe not wanting to give him an up nightgown view of her pussy, she put on a fresh pair before emerging from her bedroom in her nightgown. Yet, whatever, whether she slept in panties or not and whether she put on a fresh pair of panties before emerging from her bedroom in the morning, he was glad that she was removing her panties in front of him now.
Again, as if there was another drumroll and strippers' music playing through his head, he watched his mother ever so slowly remove her panties. Pussy, pussy, pussy, he couldn't believe he was about to see his mother's pussy. Again, as if sexually teasing him, ever so slowly lowering her panty past her belly button and past her pubic bone, as if suddenly happening in slow motion, he watched as she exposed the top of her black, trimmed pussy to his horny eyes. Pussy, pussy, pussy, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's black, trimmed, pubic hair.
Then, with one finally push down, cunt, cunt, cunt, he saw his mother's camel toe and her pussy slit. As if he was seeing it in a dream or in a sexual fantasy, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's cunt. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother topless. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's tits, her areolas, and her nipples. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother naked.
"Oh, my God. I can't believe my mother is naked. I'm finally seeing my mother naked. I can't believe this. I don't believe my eyes," he said.
To be continued...
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Review from chapter Four
Hoping beyond hope, he wondered if she'd have to strip naked to put on her nightgown. Hoping beyond hope, he hoped she didn't wear her bra and/or her panties to bed. Before putting on her sexy nightgown, he'd love to watch her remove her bra before removing her panties. He'd love to see her tits along with her pussy and her incredible ass. He couldn't wait to see his mother topless before seeing her naked. As if he was there in the room with her, he couldn't believe he was watching his mother undress.
Then, he realized whenever she was parading around him in just her nightgown, she wasn't wearing a bra but she was wearing panties. Chances are he'll see his mother topless but not naked. Chances are he'll see her tits but not her pussy and ass. Chances are she'll strip down to her panties but will leave those on before putting on her nightgown.
Seemingly as if she was looking right at him instead of staring in her mirror, he watched her mindlessly staring at her bedroom wall again and at the Disney characters he painted before she returned her focused attention to stare at her reflection in her mirror. As if she could see him and/or as if she knew he was there, her stare was disturbingly alarming. While watching her stare at Snow White and the seven dwarfs, he watched her reach behind her back to unhook her bra. He held his breath in the sexual anticipation of her removing her bra. Then, as if she knew he was there watching her, she stared at the mirror while removing her brassiere.
This is it. This is really it. He was finally going to see his mother's tits. He couldn't believe he was finally going to see his mother's tits. Painstakingly slow, as if there was a drumroll and stripper's music playing through his head again, as if she was purposely teasing him, he watched her remove one, slow bra strap at a time before removing one, slow bra cup at a time.
Then, as if he was imagining things, as if he was seeing things, as if a symphonic orchestra played a loud crescendo heralding the end of a classical music piece, she was topless. His mother's tits were right there before him. He was seeing his mother's tits. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's big tits.
'Ta da!'
Just like that, what seemed like tortuous teasing before was over now. In an instant, she removed her bra. His mother was topless and her big breasts were right there in front of his horny eyes. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. He was seeing his mother's tits, her nipples, and her areolas. He couldn't believe his mother was topless. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's big, naked breasts.
Finally for the first time, other than the dozens of down nightgowns she's given him when he saw of the tops of her meaty breasts and her long, line of sexy cleavage, he couldn't believe he never saw her whole breasts before. He never saw her areolas. He never saw her nipples. Now, for the first time, he was seeing the entirety of his mother's shapely, naked breasts. He couldn't believe he was seeing the entire shape of her shapely breasts, her areolas, and her nipples.
"Fuck me. Oh, my God," he said for no one to hear. "She has quite the rack, quite the rack, indeed. She has beautiful breasts. I love my mother's big tits. I can't wait to touch them, feel them, and suck them. I can't wait for her to hang her tits over me while I'm fucking her. I can't wait to spin her around, bend her over, and fuck her like a dog while hanging onto her big boobs. I can't wait to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples while she sucks my cock."
So close and yet so far, as if he could reach out and touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them, his mother's tits were right there before his horny eyes. Her nipples were already erect as if she was cold or sexually aroused. Maybe with him kissing her and feeling her, he had sexually aroused her as much as she had sexually aroused him. He only wished he was in the room with her. He only wished her could touch, feel, fondle, and suck her big tits. He'd love to come up behind her and press his naked body against her panty clad ass while reaching up to cup her big breasts in his big, horny hands while slowly sliding his fingers across her erect nipples. He'd love to pull, turn, and twist her nipples before sucking her nipples.
Holding his breath again while wondering if she was going to remove her panties or just slip her nightgown on over her topless body, he watched her insert her manicure fingertips in her panty band and ever so slowly push down her panty.
"Holy shit," he said for no one to hear. "She's removing her panties."
He couldn't believe she was removing her panties. Maybe she didn't sleep in panties. Maybe not wanting to give him an up nightgown view of her pussy, she put on a fresh pair before emerging from her bedroom in her nightgown. Yet, whatever, whether she slept in panties or not and whether she put on a fresh pair of panties before emerging from her bedroom in the morning, he was glad that she was removing her panties in front of him now.
Again, as if there was another drumroll and strippers' music playing through his head, he watched his mother ever so slowly remove her panties. Pussy, pussy, pussy, he couldn't believe he was about to see his mother's pussy. Again, as if sexually teasing him, ever so slowly lowering her panty past her belly button and past her pubic bone, as if suddenly happening in slow motion, he watched as she exposed the top of her black, trimmed pussy to his horny eyes. Pussy, pussy, pussy, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's black, trimmed, pubic hair.
Then, with one finally push down, cunt, cunt, cunt, he saw his mother's camel toe and her pussy slit. As if he was seeing it in a dream or in a sexual fantasy, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's cunt. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother topless. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's tits, her areolas, and her nipples. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother naked.
"Oh, my God. I can't believe my mother is naked. I'm finally seeing my mother naked. I can't believe this. I don't believe my eyes," he said.
* * * * *
Chapter Five
Betty turned her naked body to face the mirror. Indeed, she was such a naked vision of loveliness. Even with her standing in front of the mirror naked, Joey couldn't believe he was seeing his mother naked. With Joey on the one side of the two-way mirror and his mother on the other side of the two-way mirror, he enjoyed a great, uninterrupted view of his mother's naked body. Seemingly satisfied with seeing his mother naked, it was only then that he pondered the real ramifications of having a two-way mirror between his bedroom and his mother's bedroom.
What has he done? How could he invade his mother's privacy in such a perversely perverted way? Not feeling guilty before, too horny and sexually excited to feel guilty earlier, suddenly he felt guilty now. Not feeling remorseful before, too incestuously driven earlier, suddenly he felt remorseful now. Not feeling depraved before, too determined to see his mother naked earlier, suddenly he felt lewdly lascivious now. Suddenly, with his guilty conscience, his remorsefulness, and his depravity overwhelming him, he now felt like the pervert that he is.
How could he do this to his own mother? What's wrong with him to be so sexually attracted to her? Not satisfied with seeing her walk around him in her sexy nightgowns without the modesty of wearing a robe over all that she was showing him, he wasn't satisfied imagining what she looked like topless and/or naked. If she wasn't going to strip naked on a nude beach on Nude Day, then, he took it upon himself to take the next voyeuristic step. He bought her a two-way mirror.
Yet, how dare he do that to her? How dare he spy on her and peep on her? How dare he make it his mission to see his mother naked? How dare he not care how his mother felt about him not just invading her privacy but obliterating her privacy?
Not satisfied with seeing down nightgown views of the tops of her breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage, he needed to see the entirety of her naked breasts. He needed to see her tits. He needed to see all of her naked breasts all of the time, whenever he wanted to see them. He needed to see her nipples and her areolas. He needed to see her naked breasts. He needed to see the true shape and size of his mother's beautiful tits.
Not satisfied with seeing up nightgown peeks of her white, yellow, pink, green, blue, or black bikini panties, mostly white and blue, he needed to see her naked ass and her black haired, naked pussy. Determined to see his mother's cunt, he needed to know if his mother was shaved, trimmed, or bushy. He needed to see the shape and the size of her round, firm, naked ass. As much as he wanted to see his mother topless, he wanted to see her bottomless too.
Not satisfied with imagining his mother topless, bottomless, and/or totally naked, he needed to see her naked. After years of sexually and incestuously lusting over and masturbating over his mother, he needed to see her without her clothes. Tired of masturbating while wondering what she looked like without her clothes, he needed to know what she truly looked like in the nude instead of just imagining what she looked like naked. Just once, he needed to see her naked and if she wasn't going to go to a nude beach with him, than this two-way mirror is even better.
Yet, what kind of son would sexually use and abuse his mother? What kind of son would masturbate over imagining his mother topless, bottomless, and/or naked? What kind of son would ask his mother to go with him to a nude beach, even on Nude Day and in celebration of her birthday? What kind of son would go through the lengths of installing a custom, two-way mirror just to see his mother in her panty and bra, topless, and/or naked? Maybe he should have done what other normal sons do who are sexually attracted to his mother and installed a hidden camera somewhere in her room. Yet, as if he was standing in her room with her, this two-way mirror was better than a hidden camera, so much better.
Yet torn between seeing his mother naked and the guilt of seeing his mother naked, if he so loved his mother, how dare he violate her and visually rape her in such a dastardly devious and peeping way? No excuse but his only justifiable reason to peep on his mother, he couldn't help himself. Lost in his incestuous lust to see his mother in her panty and bra, topless, and/or naked, what was he thinking? Now filled with shame, guilt, and remorse, he wasn't thinking. If he was thinking at all, he was thinking with his penis. His cock controlled not only his mind but also his deplorable actions. If he was thinking at all, he was thinking about his horniness and how he sexually felt and not how his mother would feel being so sexually and incestuously violated by her own son. How dare he do that to her? How dare her visually violate and secretly rape her in such a deplorable way?
Now feeling nervous that he'll be detected of being an incestuous perverted peeper, with the mirror so conspicuously demanding the attention of her bedroom, he wondered how could his mother not know that what he installed is a two-way mirror. How could his mother not know that he's peeping on her from inside his bedroom? How could his mother not know that he's already seen her in her bra and panty, topless, and now naked? How could his mother not know that he violated her trust, used her sexually, abused her physically and emotionally, and is now treating her like a whore instead of his loving mother?
With his mother seemingly unaware that he had watched her remove her blouse, short skirt, bra and panty, seemingly his mother didn't know that he watched her strip naked. Thinking that he'd feel as victorious as he felt sexually excited, he felt foolishly stupid now that he tricked his mother into seeing her naked. Nonetheless her undressing in front of this custom mirror, he wondered if his mother suspected that this was a two-way mirror. He wondered if his mother suspected that he was watching her and peeping on her.
The fact that the mirror is set inside the wall and not hung on the surface of the wall is a sure sign that it's a two-way mirror. Barring that telltale sign, all she needed to do is to cup her hands on the mirror to block out the light and rest her forehead against her hands while peering through the mirror. If she can see through the mirror, then it's a two-way mirror. She could turn off her bedroom light and shine a flashlight through the mirror to expose who or what is on the other side of the mirror. If she doesn't have a flashlight handy, she could rap her knuckles on the mirror. A dull sound proves that it's a real mirror where a hollow sound is proof that it's a two-way mirror. Only, unless she watches a lot of crime shows, how would she know how to discern if a mirror is a two-way mirror or not? For all she knows many of the clothing store changing rooms have two-way mirrors.
Actually, to know if it's a real mirror or a two-way mirror, all she had to do was to touch the glass with her fingertip. There's always a gap between the reflections of her fingertip in a real mirror that doesn't exist in a two-way mirror. When a two-way mirror is touched with a fingertip, there's no gap in the reflection. Perhaps she's not aware of the two-way mirror tests. Perhaps she knows it's a two-way mirror and doesn't care that it is. Perhaps his mother wanted to show him her underwear clad, topless, and naked body as much as he wanted to see her underwear clad, topless, and naked body.
Wow, imagine if she knew he was watching her undressing and was purposely giving him more of a show of her beautiful, naked body than what she gave him when wearing her sheer, sexy, short, low cut nightgowns. Maybe she does know that this is a two-way mirror. Maybe she does know that he's been watching her. Maybe she does know that she's been giving him more of a show of her beautiful, naked body.
He liked thinking that she knew it was a two-way mirror and was purposing giving him his own, private striptease show of her naked body. Maybe the fact that he blatantly installed a two-way mirror in her bedroom wall is her excuse to undress while pretending that she doesn't know that it's a two way mirror. Maybe she wants him to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked as much as he wants to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. He didn't know. How would he ever know if his mother wanted him to see her naked as much as he wanted to see her naked?
Now not just crossing the line of incest but obliterating it, even though he was beside himself with sexual excitement, he suddenly felt like such a lowlife pervert. Where he didn't care what he had to do to see her topless and/or naked before, filled with shame, guilt, and remorse, he cared now. Sexually using and abusing his mother, it was painfully obvious to him now that he violated his mother's trust and privacy by watching her strip down to her underwear before watching her strip topless and then naked. With him now and forever always thinking of her naked, he could never return to the innocent trust his mother had in him.
He violated her trust by peeping on her. He violated her trust by seeing her in her bra and panty, topless, and now naked without her knowing that he was standing there watching while masturbating himself. What the Hell kind of son is he to do that to his mother? The woman that he loves more than any other woman in the world, how could he do that to her? How could he violate her in such a deplorably, dastardly, and incestuous way? Hoping she never finds out that he watched her undress, he just hoped she doesn't realize that he's been peeping on her. He just hoped that she doesn't realize that he installed a two-way mirror between their rooms.
Then, he thought, what if his mother walks in her room and turns on her light when he's in his room with the light on and with his picture of Dorian Grey off his wall. As if a light wisp of smoke eerily drifting between the two walls, a shadowy image of him, she'll see his ghostly reflection behind her mirror. Immediately, unless she already knows, she'll know it's a two-way mirror. She'll know he's been watching her dress and undress. Completely mortified, he'd be so embarrassed for his mother to know that her son is an incestuous pervert. For his diabolical voyeurism not to be discovered and his voyeurism of his mother detected, he must always remember to keep his light off when his picture that covers the two-way mirror is off the wall.
Pondering his options with a reality check, the complications and consequences of her finding out that he's been peeping on her are endless. What has he done? He'd be so embarrassed for his mother to know that he's an incestuous pervert. He'd be so embarrassed for her to know that he invaded her privacy by peeping on her while she dressed and undressed. How could he do that to her, his own mother? When she'd trust him with her life, what's wrong with him for taking incestuous, sexual advantage of his mother without her knowing she's been so invaded?
Yet, with his mother rejecting his sexual advances and not reciprocating his sexual interest in her with her sexual interest in him, what was he to do than to take control of the situation. With her declining his invitation to go to a nude beach, at this rate, he'd never see his mother naked unless he took the initiative to install a two-way mirror in her room. Maybe his mother is right. Maybe he should see a psychiatrist to find out why he's so sexually attracted to her.
Then, he thought, what if she invites a friend up to her bedroom to look at her shoes? Something she's done plenty of times in the past, what if she does that now that there's a two-way mirror installed in her wall. Oh, my God. Too late to do anything about that now. He didn't even think of that until now.
'Oh, God.'
He'd be so embarrassed for his mother's friend to know that he's been peeping on his mother dressing and undressing. With just one look at that enormous mirror, what if her friend suspects that he installed a two-way mirror in his mother's bedroom? He'd be really embarrassed for someone else to know that he's been peeping on his mother. He'd be really embarrassed for someone else to know that he's an incestuous pervert. Moreover, he'd humiliate his mother in front of her friend. For sure, they'd be the talk of the neighborhood. For sure, no one would have anything to do with them and especially with him. Then, he thought, what if she invites a man to her bedroom?
'Oh, God.'
Immediately, he'll definitely know that this is a two-way mirror. Without doubt, he'll know it's a two-way mirror. With men such experienced voyeurs, men can spot a two-way mirror a mile away. If she invites a man to her bedroom, immediately he'll know that her son is a degenerate creep and an incestuous pervert. Immediately, he'll know that her son has been watching his dress and undress. God, how humiliating that would be for him to be so exposed in front of a total stranger?
"Good God," he said in a panic. "What have I done? I've not only ruined my life but also I've ruined my mother's life as well. After seeing my mother naked, my life will never be the same. Now, when I see her, I'll always think of her topless and/or naked."
Changing his anxiety level from fright to sexual excitement, the only thing that quelled his panic was the sight of his mother's naked, beautiful, shapely body. Unable to remove his eyes from her naked form, as if she was his lover and was walking to him to offer him her nude body, he watched his mother walk closer to the mirror naked. Closer, closer, and closer, she walked closer to the mirror. Naked, naked, naked, his mother was naked. No longer caring if she knew or suspected the mirror to be a two-way mirror, she was naked, totally naked. With everything right with his world, he was finally seeing his mother naked. Able to see her ass, her tits, and her pussy, his sexual fantasy now his incestuous reality, he couldn't believe he was finally seeing his mother naked.



Oddly and unnervingly, he took a step back when she stared at her reflection in the mirror as if she was staring at him and as if she knew he was standing there watching her and seeing her without her clothes. Could she see him through the glass? Does she know he's there watching her? He stood still holding his breath while hoping to God that his mother didn't know he was standing there spying on her. As if he was looking at some other woman, someone else's mother, or a woman he didn't even know, he couldn't wrap his brain around seeing his mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, never has he been as sexually excited. Naked, naked, naked he was finally seeing his mother naked.
His mother was naked. Just a wall width away, his mother was naked, naked, naked. She was naked. He couldn't believe she was naked and he couldn't believe he was seeing her beautiful, naked body. As if she was a woman in a peep show, a whore and/or a prostitute exposing her beautiful body to men for money, she may as well be a whore and/or a prostitute in the way that he was treating her and abusing her. As if he was a peeping Tom pervert paying his money to see her without her clothes, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's tits, her ass, and her pussy for an extended period of time and for free. Only, the price he'll pay to see his mother naked may be more than just mere money. What he'll pay in guilt and shame, will continue to charge him remorsefulness the rest of his life.
It was strangely surreal to stare at her without her knowing that he was watching her and seeing her without her clothes. If only she knew he was peeping on her, she'd be so pissed. If only she knew he's seen her in her panty and bra, topless, and/or naked, she may ask him to leave her house. God, if only she knew he was peeping on her, she'd really be mad. He hopes to God she never finds out that this is a two-way mirror and he's been peeping on her.
Yet, worth him being caught for stealing a prolonged peek and an extended stare, leer, and ogle at his mother's underwear clad, topless, and naked body, his justifiable excuse, she was the woman he loved. If she was to blame him for anything, she could certainly blame him for loving her too much. Had she returned his incestuous, sexual affection and had sex with him, he wouldn't be guilty of any crime. Acting as if his incestuous perversion was all her fault, if only she had gone to the nude beach with him on Nude Day and in celebration of her birthday, he never would have installed this two-way mirror. If he was guilty of anything, he was guilty of being in love with his mother and of wanting to have sex with her.
* * * * *
Now that he's seen her stripping off her clothes, now that he's seen his mother in her underwear, topless, and naked, not nearly sexually satisfied, he wanted more. He so wished he could have sex with her. He'd love nothing more than to have sex with his mother. He loved to know what it feels like to have his cock in his mother's soft hand, buried in her willing mouth, and immersed in her warm, wet pussy. He so wished he could make love to her. He so wished her could fuck her, fuck her senseless while literally pounding her pussy until she exploded in a screaming orgasm of sexual pleasure.
He'd like to see her cum. He'd like to hear her cum. He'd like to know what her naked body feels like in his arms and in his horny hands while she's in orgasmic pleasure and having multiple orgasms. With him having imagined it enough times, he'd finally love to know what she's like in bed. Is she loving or is she wild. Is she submissive or is she passionate? The only way he'd have answers to all of his questions is to have sex with her. Yet, it's one thing to see her naked and quite another thing to have sex with his mother.
Hard for even him to believe that she was 47-years-old, she was so very beautiful. Not looking anywhere near her age, she was so very sexy. Something that can't be said about most women, with the shortcomings of their bodies hidden by their clothes, she was even more beautiful and sexier without her clothes than was with her clothes. Maybe he was biased because she was his mother and he was her son and obviously in love with her, but one of a kind, he believed that she had as good of a body as any Playboy model. If he didn't know she was 47-years-old, judging her by her phenomenal body, he'd think she was in her thirties.
Looking so phenomenal in her birthday suit, he wished she'd change her mind and accompany him to a nude beach to celebrate her birthday naked on Nude Day one day, some day. She more had the body of a 35-year-old woman than she did have the mature body of a 47-year-old woman. Then, suddenly, as if staring directly at him and catching him by surprise, she looked through the mirror instead of looking at the mirror. Eerily frightening and guiltily chilling, she stared at him through the mirror as if she knew he was there watching her. Oh, my God, her concentrated, focused stare unnerved him.
'What is she doing? Why is she looking at me like that? Can she see me? Does she know I'm here watching her? Did she purposely strip herself naked to give me a striptease show of her naked body?'
As if she knew he was there watching her, dumbfounding him and strangely enough, she appeared to be talking to him through the mirror. Yet, how could she know he was there watching her and peeping on her? She'd have to suspect this was a two-way mirror. With her only looking at the mirror on the surface and without looking closely at it, unless she was an expert mirrored glass person, there was no way that she could tell that this was a two-way mirror.
Unless she's seen lots of two-way mirrors before, with this a good quality two-way mirror and not a cheaply made one, he didn't think she could tell that this was a two-way mirror just by looking at it. Hell, he knew it was a two-way mirror when first seeing it displayed in the glass store and even he couldn't know it was a two-way mirror. Maybe she's just imagining he's there watching her. Maybe she's just hoping that he's there watching her. Maybe she's just sexually fantasizing that he's there watching her in the way he's sexually fantasized his mother being with him whenever he's masturbating himself.
Besides, there's no way that she could know that this is a two-way mirror just be looking at it. She didn't cup her hands over her eyes to stare in the mirror. She didn't turn off her light to shine a flashlight through the mirror. She didn't rap her knuckles on the mirror to see if there was a hollow sound. She didn't even touch the mirror with her finger to see if her fingertip reflection didn't have a space between her finger and the mirror. With her just looking at the mirror and staring through the mirror at him, even though she appeared to suspect that this was a two-way mirror, he didn't think that she could tell if it was a two-way mirror. Yet, she continued talking to him as if she knew he was there watching her.
'What is she saying?'
Unable to hear her through the wall, staring at her lips, he leaned in closer to watch her mouth the words.
"Thank you for giving me a wonderful birthday, Joey. Thank you for giving me such a beautiful birthday gift," she said as if she knew he was there watching her.
"Oh, my God," said Joey reading her lips.
Unnerved by her talking to him as if she knew he was there, he didn't know what to believe. Maybe she could see him standing there behind the mirror. Some two-way mirror this is. Now he wondered if she could see him standing there watching her. He should have tested it somehow but how? He'd need another person standing on the other side to test it. Too late now but he could have tested it himself. He could have removed his Dorian Grey painting, went in his mother's room to try cupping his hands over his eyes and/or used a flashlight to see if he could see in his room. Only, she didn't do any of that and he feared that seemingly she knows that this is a two-way mirror.
"You're welcome, Mother," he said as if having a private conversation with her and as if she could hear him and/or see him answering her.
Certainly, she didn't know that this was a two-way mirror. How could she know that? With her knowing he was in his room, obviously she was just talking to him as if he was standing there. Certainly, she didn't know that he was standing there watching her undress and strip herself naked. How could she know that? She couldn't see him, could she? Certainly, she didn't know that he had watched her remove her blouse and her short skirt. Certainly, she didn't know that he had watched her parading around her room in her underwear. If she knew he was there watching her undress, she never would have removed her clothes. She never would have stripped herself naked.
'Right?'
Or maybe she was using this two-way mirror as her justifiable excuse to undress without fault or penalty. With this her perfect way to flash her son her underwear clad, topless, and naked body, would she still have stripped herself naked if she knew this was a two-way mirror and her son could see her? Certainly, if she knew this was a two-way mirror and he was watching her, she may have stripped herself naked and paraded around her room without her clothes, if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wants her. Perhaps, with her his modest, moral mother, as evidence that she doesn't that this is a two-way mirror and doesn't know that he's peeping on her, she never would have stripped off her clothes if she suspected the ruse.
'Wow! Yet, still baffled wondering, what if she knows that this is a two-way mirror?'
Maybe she does knows this is a two-way mirror. Maybe as her way to have her cake and eat it too, while preserving her motherly morals and incestuous innocence, she's pretending not to know that this is a two-way mirror. Perhaps with her fully aware that this is a two-way mirror, she's giving her son just what he wanted, to see her naked on Nude Day. If that's the case and she does know that this is a two-way mirror, after she knowingly stripped off her clothes in front of him anyway, what's his next move? Should he confront her or should he play it cool? Should he not say anything about her striptease show and wait for her to make her next move or should he take this as her green light for him to make the next sexual move? He didn't know what to do.
Surely, she doesn't know he had watched her parading around her room in her white, low cut bra and white, bikini panty. Surely, she doesn't know that he had watched her remove her bra to expose her shapely breasts, areolas, and nipples to him. Surely, she doesn't know that he watched her slide her panties down and off to show him her trimmed, black pussy. Surely, she doesn't know that she exposed her pussy and ass to him. Surely, she doesn't know that he saw her topless, topless, topless before seeing her naked, naked, naked. Surely, she doesn't know her son was in his room masturbating over all that his mother was unwittingly showing him. Surely, she doesn't know that she's so nakedly exposed.
How could she know he was masturbating over her unwittingly showing him anything? Then, again, with this two-way mirror and his sexual intentions so obvious, how could she not know that this was a two-way mirror and he was spying on her? How could she at least not suspect that this is a two-way mirror and that he had been peeping on her? How could she not know? Surely, she must know. At the very least she must suspect that he's been watching her.
Yet, nonetheless whether she knows that this is a two-way mirror or not, the best day of his life, his mother's birthday, finally his mother stripped naked in front of him. He couldn't believe his mother stripped naked in front of him. He couldn't believe his mother was standing on the other side of this wall in her panty and bra, then topless, and now naked. On Nude Day of all days, the most appropriate holiday to see his mother without her clothes, this is the best Nude Day he's ever had.
Showing him her tits, her ass, and her pussy, after parading around her room in her underwear before moving around her room topless, she walked around her room naked. Then, while brushing her beautiful, lush, black hair, she stood in front of her mirror naked while talking to herself and while seemingly talking to him. Even though he could see her but she couldn't see him, nonetheless, she rattled him enough to make him wonder if she could see him. He couldn't help but wonder if she knew he was there. Yet, with the reward of seeing his mother in her panty and bra, topless, and now naked well worth the risk, if she knows he's been peeping on her, he'll take that chance.
As if she knew he was standing there watching her, by her talking to him through the mirror, she made his heart sing and his cock harden. Had he not had a hard of hearing, hearing impaired, and nearly deaf, best friend in high school who taught him how to lip read, he never would have been able to read his mother's lips. Yet, totally befuddled and adding to his consternation, his mother knew he could read lips. If she suspected that this was as two-way mirror and suspected that he was there watching her, then she knew he could read her lips to know what she was saying.
He watched her talking to him as if she could see him and as if she knew he was standing there watching her while she nonchalantly leaned against the mirror naked. As if he was in the room with her and as if he could hear her what she was saying, he read her lips. Then, with her confessing all that he had been thinking, he couldn't believe all that she was saying. Shocking even him, sexually arousing him, and making him incestuously wanting her in the way he's never wanted her before, she said something he never expected her to say.
* * * * *
"If you were here with me now in my bedroom, I'd kiss you, really kiss you, French kiss you while allowing you to feel my naked body," she said to the mirror with her arms outstretched and her hands resting on the mirror frame. "Something I always wanted to do is kiss you, really kiss you, French hiss you," she said giving him a sexy look as if she could see him. "I enjoyed you French kissing me before while feeling me through my clothes as much as I enjoyed French kissing you while feeling your hard cock through your jeans."
'Oh my God,' he thought to himself while reading his mother's lips. 'Fuck me. I don't believe this," he said out loud and for no one to hear but himself.
As if he was dreaming and/or as if she was someone other than his mother saying those sexy things to him, he stared at his mother astonished by what she was saying and by all that she was admitting. In the way he always wanted to French kiss her, he couldn't believe she always wanted to French kiss him too. If only he knew she wanted to French kiss him too, he would have French kissed his mother years ago. If only he knew she enjoyed him feeling her through her clothes, he would have felt her through her clothes years ago. If only he knew she enjoyed feeling his hard cock through his jeans, he would have put her hand on his pajama clad erection years ago.
If only he knew his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, he would have exposed himself to his mother a long time ago. Instead of waiting for her to make the first incestuously, sexual move, he would have walked around her naked and moved her hand to his naked cock. He would have wrapped her fingers around his prick before pushing down on her shoulders for her to fall to her knees and take him in her mouth. He would have pushed her back on her bed, spread her legs, and mounted her. If only he knew then what he seemingly knows now, he would have had sex with his mother years ago.
After finding out this sexy, incestuous secrets about his mother, extrapolating to the next incestuous, sexual step, he wondered if she had been masturbating herself over imagining his naked body in the way that he's been masturbating himself while imagining her naked body. He wondered if she had been masturbating herself while imagining having sex with his naked body in the way he's been masturbating himself while imagining having sex with her naked body. Always wondering if she sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her, maybe with her surprising and unexpected, mirrored confession, his prayers are answered. He stared at the mirror as if this mirror was his magic eight ball and was reading his future.
"I enjoyed you touching me and feeling me through my clothes," she said touching and feeling her naked body as if her hands were his hands and as if she was wearing clothes. "You made me so very wet when you felt and squeezed my ass," she said staring at him before turning her ass to the mirror to squeeze it.
As if looking at him staring at her ass, she turned to look at herself in the mirror. Then, bending forward, she reached around behind her to feel her ass and to squeeze her ass before slapping her ass. She bent forward a little more to give him a better view of her round, shapely ass. Finally parting her ass cheeks with her hands, she showed him her glistening wet, pink pussy. If it wasn't enough that her nipples were erect, his mother was wet, so very wet.
"Oh, God," said Joey stroking himself faster. "Are you fucking kidding me? I can't believe she's saying this stuff. I can't believe she's showing me her naked body and now flashing me her naked ass and pussy. Jesus, my Mom is such an incestuous whore."
Joey stared at his mother's naked ass and her naked pussy while continuing to stroke himself. Then, temporarily interrupting his free show of her naked body, she turned around again to talk to him in the mirror again.
"You made my nipples so erect when you fondled my tits and fingered my nipples. You made me so horny when you felt my breast and fingered, pulled, turned, and twisted my nipples," she said standing upright and turning to face the mirror while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples.
Pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, she felt her tits and fingered her nipples in the way that he wished he could feel her tits and finger her nipples.
"Jesus," he said watching her touch herself while he stroked himself again.
He watched his mother as if he was watching a scene from a porn movie.
"When you lifted my skirt to expose my panties, hoping you'd touch and finger my pussy through my panties. I was so sexually excited when you finally moved your hand between my legs," she said moving her hand between her legs.
Mesmerized by watching his mother touch herself, he stared at her as if he was hypnotized.
"Oh, my God," said Joey stroking himself faster.
"Then, when you cupped my pussy through my panty, I thought I was going to faint when you ran a slow finger along my pussy slit through my panty and pushed down on my clit with your finger." She leaned in closer to the mirror as if she was talking to a prisoner next door through the bars. "I so wished you had moved my panty aside, rubbed my clit, and inserted your finger deep within me," she said. "I so wanted you to finger fuck me."
She reached down with both hands and leaned back while opening her pussy lips with her fingers to show him her glistening pussy before rubbing her clit and burying her fingers inside of her cunt. Wondering if she was going to masturbate herself, hoping he'd see her give herself an orgasm, he'd love to watch his mother cum. As if he was in church, he remained so still and so quiet while watching his mother finger herself. Then, she moved her fingers to her mouth to suck her them.
"Jesus," he said watching his mother playing with herself and then sucking on her fingers.
If it wasn't enough seeing her naked, he couldn't believe what he was seeing in her touching herself.



"Had you rubbed my clit and finger fucked my pussy, I would have given you sex."
Now he wished he had pushed her panty aside, rubbed her clit, and fingered her pussy. Perhaps they'd be having sex right now.
"Oh, God," said Joey stroking himself harder. "She's teasing me. She's playing me. She's driving me crazy. She must know that this is a two-way mirror. She must know that I'm standing here watching her."
Feeling so guilty after slipping her his tongue and kissing his mother, French kissing her before, he couldn't believe she just admitted that she enjoyed him French kissing her then as much as he had enjoyed French kissing her. Thinking that he was taking sexual advantage of his mother by touching her and feeling her through her clothes while kissing her, he couldn't believe she admitted that he had made her just as wet as she had made him hard. After reading her lips with her wishing he had moved her panty aside with his finger, rubbed her clit, and fingered her pussy, he wished he had inserted his finger inside of his mother.
Now in hindsight, wishing he had been more aggressive with her, he wished he had played with his mother's cunt. He wished he had masturbated her. He wished he had given her an orgasm with his fingers. Maybe if he had rubbed her clit while finger fucking her, as she just said, she would have given him sex. With her his loving mother and him her loving son, perhaps she would have felt compelled to reciprocate and give him sex. Maybe if he had played with his mother's wet pussy, she would have played with his hard cock. Only, now, even though she's talking dirty to her mirror, he didn't know if she was talking dirty to him. With her perhaps just talking to herself, he may never know if making his moves would have caused her to make her moves too.
"I'd love nothing more than for you to feel my naked breasts while fingering my nipples and sucking my tits," she said.
He watched her feeling and fondling her naked breasts while she fingered her nipples and while she stared at him through the mirrored glass. Then, doing something he never expected his moral, modest mother to do, she lifted her breasts to her mouth to suck them. He couldn't believe his eyes. She sucked one nipple before sucking the other nipple and while staring in the mirror.
"Holy shit. I don't believe this. I can't believe my mother is sucking her nipples," he said.
He couldn't believe his mother was standing in front of the mirror naked and sucking her tits in the way that he so wished that he could suck her tits. Totally erect, her nipples were so big. He couldn't wait to finger them. He couldn't wait to suck them.
"Look at her. Just look at her. As if she's a stripper on stage teasing her audience, teasing me instead, her own son, my mother is a slut, an incestuous slut. All this time with me thinking that I'm the pervert, my mother is my sexy slut. I only wish she knew this was a two-way mirror. I only wish she was sexually enticing me to have sex with her."
Obviously, whether she knew this was a two-way mirror or not and knew he was standing there watching her or not, she was teasing him as if she knew this was a two-way mirror and knew that he was standing there watching her and peeping on her. Giving him a real, sexy show, as if he was there in her bedroom with her, the more she talked to him through the mirror, the more sexually aroused he became. As if he was a dormant volcano hiding his volcanic activity for years, but for his obvious erections whenever he was around his mother, especially when she wore her sexy nightgowns, he couldn't be any more sexually aroused than what he was now.
"If you were here with me now in my bedroom, I'd kiss you, really kiss you, French kiss you while stroking your cock. I'd love nothing more than to make you hard with my hand," she said moving her hand back and forth as if giving him a hand job. "If you were here in my bedroom with me now, I'd fall to my knees and suck your prick before fucking your prick. I'd love nothing more than for you to cum in my mouth," she said running a slow tongue over her full lips while staring at him in the mirror. "I'd love to swallow your cum."
He stared in the mirror as if he was watching a porn film on TV and his mother was a porn star.
"Fuck me. I don't believe this," he said for only himself to hear. "What? Huh? This is so unbelievable. Did she really just say all that I think she said? She wants to suck my prick? My mother, the love of my life, just admitted that she wants to blow me. She'd love for me to cum in her mouth? She wants to swallow my cum? Seriously? Are you kidding me? I don't believe this."
He couldn't believe all that she was saying. He couldn't believe all that he was seeing.
"I love you Joey. I want you Joey," she said. "I need to make love to you. I need you to fuck me."
Joey stared at his mother's naked image while reading her lips and not believing what she was saying. Better than any sexual fantasy he's ever had, he felt as if he was dreaming while imagining all of this.
"After sashaying around me, sexually teasing me, and incestuously enticing me in her sexy, low cut, short, barely there nightgowns, I can't believe my mother wants to blow me. My mother wants to suck my cock. My mother wants me to cum in her mouth. She wants to swallow my cum. My mother wants to have sex with me. My mother wants to make love to me. My mother wants me to fuck her," he said. "My sexual fantasy come true, this is so frigging unbelievable."
Shocked, as if she knew he was standing there staring at her and as if she could see him in the way that he could see her, he stared at her staring at him.
"I can't believe she's saying everything that I so wanted to tell her and everything that I so wanted to hear her say," he said continuing to slowly stroke his cock while staring at his mother's naked body. "If only there wasn't this mirror between us, I'd take her in my arms and kiss her, French kiss her, while feeling her naked body," he said while wondering again if she knew that this was a two-way mirror.
Totally baffled by her odd, sexual, incestuous behavior, he didn't know what to believe. He didn't know what to do. Out of character, she was acting nothing like his modest, moral mother. She was acting like the slut that he always hoped to her be whenever he imagined her without her clothes. She was acting like the whore he imagined her to be whenever he was masturbating himself while imagining having sex with her naked body.
"Why would she say all of those things if she knew this is a two-way mirror? Why would she say all of those things if she didn't know that this is a two-way mirror? Whether she thought this was a two-way mirror or not, why would she say all that he's been thinking. Judging by her private conversation that wasn't so private, she obviously sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her."
He stared at his mother's naked image while wanting to make a funny face at her to see if she'd laugh as proof that she could see him.
"She couldn't possibly know that this is a two-way mirror. How could she know it's a two-way mirror? She didn't peer into the mirror, rap on it with her knuckles, hold a flashlight to it, or touch it with her finger. Obviously and without a doubt, she'd never say what she's saying to me now if I was standing in her bedroom with her, would she? Still, as if I'm eavesdropping on her private conversation, it's good to know that she sexually wants me as much as I sexually want her," he said.
Still trying to wrap his brain around all that happened in such a short amount of time, he couldn't believe his mother wanted to hold his prick in her hand while stroking him. He couldn't believe his mother wanted to take his cock in her mouth and suck him. He couldn't believe his mother would not only allow him to cum in her mouth but also would love for him to cum in her mouth while she swallows his cum. He'd love nothing more for his mother to stroke his cock before sucking his cock. He'd love nothing more than to cum in his mother's mouth.
He couldn't believe all that his mother was saying. Does she know that this is a two-way mirror? Does she know that he can see her? Does she know that he's been watching her? Does she know that he saw her undressing? Does she know that he saw her parading around her bedroom in just her low cut bra and bikini panty? Does he know that he saw her topless and now naked? Does she know that he can read her lips? Does she know that he now knows that she wants to blow him? Does she know that he now knows that she wants to make love to him and wants him to fuck her?
* * * * *
He hoped she wasn't just talking to herself in the mirror. He hoped she wasn't mocking him. Even though it was sexy, so sexy, to watch her talking to herself in such a salaciously sexual way that would be just crazy if she was talking to herself, right? Nonetheless, whether she was just talking to herself in the mirror and/or just mocking him, no matter which, he was seeing his mother naked while enjoying the sexual fantasy of her sexually wanting him.
It was so hot to watch her strip off her clothes and parade around her room as if she was alone. It was so hot to watch her standing in the mirror naked while looking at her naked reflection. It was so hot to watch her finger her pussy and lick her vaginal secretions from her fingers just as it was so hot to watch her suck her nipples. Yet, somehow, she seemingly knew he was there watching her and peeping on her as she stripped off her clothes and gave him a masturbation show. He hoped that she was talking to him and not just to her reflection in the mirror. He hoped his mother wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
Maybe, as if he was there with her now, she was talking to her mirror because he was right next door in his room. Maybe it was nothing more than talk, sexy, dirty, salacious, naked talk with things she'd never say if he was there with her in her room. Maybe she has no idea that this is a two-way mirror. Maybe she has no clue that he had watched her remove her clothes and strip naked. Even if she knows that this is a two-way mirror, maybe she doesn't know that he can understand every word she says. Only with her naked image and body language worth a thousand words, he didn't have to understand all that she was saying. He could deduce her meaning by her sexual actions.
Yet, whether she meant her words or not, she encouraged him with her words to do what he needed to do. This was his chance to have sex with her. An incestuous, sexual opportunity that may never happen again, this was it. Whether she knew that this was a two-way mirror or not, for her to say all that she said told him that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, he couldn't help from believing that she meant every word.
She wants to have sex with him. She wants to blow him. She wants him to cum in her mouth so that she can swallow his cum. She wants to make love to him and then she wants him to fuck her. His mother wants him to fuck her. The happiest son on Earth, he couldn't believe his mother wants him to fuck her.
He was so sexually excited. He was so invigorated to take action. This was it. This was really it. About time after six, long, sexually frustrating years, this was his time to make his move on his mother. Whether she was sexually serious or incestuously rejected him, he needed to know if she meant all that she said.
Taking a giant leap of faith after reading her lips while hoping that she meant all that she said in the mirror, whether she knew he was standing there watching her or not, Joey walked to his bedroom door naked. As if opening a door that was so forbidden, something he couldn't do and somewhere he couldn't go before, he was ready to cross his threshold and to go past the point of no return. If he hadn't been encouraged by his mother talking to herself in her mirror, never would he have ever done this. He opened his bedroom door and walked out of his bedroom naked. Naked, naked, naked, Joey was naked. Walking down the hall naked, he stood in front of his mother's closed bedroom door for what seemed like an eternity.
He was naked and knowing his mother was naked inside of her bedroom, Joey was naked too. Naked, naked, naked, he walked out of his bedroom and walked down the hall naked. Intending to walk in his mother's bedroom naked, ready to call her bluff, either she'd want him or she'd reject him. Hoping for the former over the latter, he was ready to have incestuous sex with his mother. Afraid to make a sound, he stood outside her bedroom door. Naked, naked, naked, they were both naked. Naked, naked, naked, mother and son were naked. Either this was a big mistake or the beginning of something so very beautiful.
This is it, this is really it, this is the nest big step and a giant leap of faith across the line of incest. Hoping that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, willing to risk it all, he hoped he wasn't taking too much of a gamble. He hoped he wasn't making a mistake, one that would ruin the close relationship that he enjoyed having with his mother. He hoped that them having sex was a sure thing. He hoped that them having sex was the best thing. Once he opened his mother's bedroom door naked, once she saw him standing there naked and he saw her standing there naked too, there was no turning back. Seeing one another naked would be an ingrained image that they'd have for the rest of their lives.
Only, having second thoughts and serious doubts, what if his mother didn't mean any of those things that she said in the mirror? What if she was just talking to herself? What if she didn't know this was a two-way mirror? What if, with her knowing that he's sexual attracted to her, she was joking while mocking and teasing him?
Ready to embarrass himself as much as he was ready to embarrass or embrace his mother by opening her bedroom door, he was ready to do whatever it takes to have sex with his mother. Ready to make a bigger ass of himself than he already has in trying to put the incestuous, sexual moves on his mother by seducing her, what if she doesn't want to have sex with him? What if she recoils and rejects his incestuous, sexual advances? She may ask him to not only leave her room but also leave her house. Yet, wanting to believe all that she said in the mirror, he hoped that she was sincere in her sexual attraction to him as he was sincere in his sexual attraction to her.
* * * * *
Filled with apprehension, he was paralyzed with trepidation. Afraid to turn her doorknob and open her bedroom door for fear that she'd not only reject him but also throw him out of her house, he put his hand to his mother's doorknob and paused to reflect on the seriousness of his incestuous actions. Once he opened her bedroom door, with his decision made to expose himself to his mother, there'd no turning back. Showing his cards and playing his hand, he'd be making his incestuous decision once he opened his mother's bedroom door. Once he opened her bedroom door, as if opening Pandora's Box, he'd never be able to close that lid ever again. Once he saw her naked in person instead of through a two-way mirror and once she saw him naked too, it was either put up or shut up.
Yet, something that he'd regret not doing and that would haunt him for the rest of his life, he'd be kicking himself if he didn't open her bedroom door. He needed to know if she was serious in what she just mouthed in the mirror. What if she was serious and he didn't take any action on all that she said by not opening her bedroom door? Missing his perfect opportunity to have sex with his mother, he'd regret that for the rest of his life if he didn't act upon all that she said when talking to him in the mirror. Whether she knew it was a two-way mirror and knew he was there watching her or not, she gave him more than a glimpse in what she was feeling and what she was thinking about him.
Besides, if for no other reason, if only to catch her without her clothes, he needed to see his mother's naked body up close and personal just as he needed her to see his naked body too. Ass, pussy, and tits, just as he wanted to see her naked, he wanted her to see him naked too. Hoping she'd fall to her knees and suck him, he wanted her to see his cock. Just as he was hoping she'd allow him to touch her, feel her, and fondle her naked body, he hoped that she'd reach out her hand to touch him, feel him, and fondle his naked body too.
Ready to open his mother's bedroom door unannounced, without knocking, and without being invited inside was his only way to finally get the answers he was hoping to hear. The least he'd do is to embarrass and humiliate himself by walking in her bedroom naked. The least he'd do is to embarrass and humiliate her by walking in her bedroom and seeing her naked too. She may ask him to leave her house but that's the chance he'd have to take. The most he'd do is to finally know that his mother sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her. The most he'd do is to finally have sex with his mother.
This is it. This is really it. There's no turning back now. Knowing that his mother was naked behind her wooden door, he turned the knob and slowly opened his mother's bedroom door. Giving her a chance to deny him entry to her room, expecting her to scream, he waited for her to yell, 'Get out! Don't come in! I'm not decent.'
When there was no response to him turning her doorknob, he ever so slowly opened her bedroom door. She didn't yell for him not to come in and that she wasn't decent. More and more, just a little bit more, he opened her door more. He continued opening her bedroom door wider and wider. He opened her door wide enough for him to see inside his mother's bedroom, to see his naked mother, and for her to see him too.
He opened her bedroom door wide enough for him to walk through her door. With her door now wide open, she didn't scream her embarrassment when he saw her without her clothes. She didn't scream for him to get out or not to enter her bedroom when she saw him without his clothes. In the way that he stood there staring at her, she stood there staring at him.
With her naked too, as if she knew he'd open her bedroom door, she stood facing the door while staring at him and staring at his naked prick in the way that he stood there staring at her naked tits and pussy. With her not having a negative reaction to him exposing his naked body to her nor her having a negative reaction to exposing her naked body to him, this was it. This was really it. This was finally it. Sex between him and his mother was finally going to happen. He couldn't believe it. This was either the start of something so sexually beautiful or so incestuously forbidden. They were going to have sex. Mother and son were finally going to have a sexual, incestuous relationship.
She made no attempt to cover her nakedness and with him making no attempt to cover his erect prick, they stood there as if they were both fully dressed. As if they were two deer caught in a car's headlights, they just stood there staring at one another's naked bodies. The longer she stared at his exposed prick, the harder and longer it grew, and the more he sexually wanted her. The longer he stared at her naked breasts and pussy, the more erect her nipples became. He wondered again if she was as wet as he was hard. For sure, she was more beautiful naked than he had ever imagined her to be. Definitely more beautiful without her clothes, she was even more beautiful than she looked in the mirror.
"Finally," she said with a laugh while breaking their silence. "I've been waiting for you to open my bedroom door. What took you so long?"
To be continued...
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After six years of Joey incestuously lusting over his mother and after six years of Beatrice sexually teasing and incestuously enticing her son, mother and son finally have sex. Beatrice and Joey consummate their incestuous relationship.
Review from chapter five
Ready to open his mother's bedroom door unannounced, without knocking, and without being invited inside was his only way to finally get the answers he was hoping to hear. The least he'd do is to embarrass and humiliate himself by walking in her bedroom naked. The least he'd do is to embarrass and humiliate her by walking in her bedroom and seeing her naked too. She may ask him to leave her house but that's the chance he'd have to take. The most he'd do is to finally know that his mother sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her. The most he'd do is to finally have sex with his mother.
This is it. This is really it. There's no turning back now. Knowing that his mother was naked behind her wooden door, he turned the knob and slowly opened his mother's bedroom door. Giving her a chance to deny him entry to her room, expecting her to scream, he waited for her to yell, 'Get out! Don't come in! I'm not decent.'
When there was no response to him turning her doorknob, he ever so slowly opened her bedroom door. She didn't yell not to come in her bedroom. She didn't yell that she wasn't decent.
More and more, just a little bit more, he opened her door more. He continued opening her bedroom door wider and wider. He opened her door wide enough for him to see inside his mother's bedroom, to see his naked mother, and for her to see him too.
He opened her bedroom door wide enough for him to walk through her door. With her door now wide open, she didn't scream her embarrassment when he saw her without her clothes. She didn't scream for him to get out or not to enter her bedroom when she saw him without his clothes. In the way that he stood there staring at her, she stood there staring at him too.
With her naked too, as if she knew he'd open her bedroom door, she stood facing the door while staring at him and staring at his naked prick in the way that he stood there staring at her naked tits and pussy. With her not having a negative reaction to him exposing his naked body to her nor her having a negative reaction to her exposing her naked body to him, this was it. This was really it. This was finally it. Sex, sex, sex.
Sex between him and his mother was finally going to happen. He couldn't believe it. This was either the start of something so sexually beautiful or so incestuously forbidden. They were going to have sex. Mother and son were finally going to have a sexual, incestuous relationship. He couldn't believe his incestuous, sexual fantasy was finally coming true.
She made no attempt to cover her nakedness and with him making no attempt to cover his erect prick, they stood there as if they were both fully dressed. As if they were two deer caught in a car's headlights, they just stood there staring at one another's naked bodies. The longer she stared at his exposed prick, the harder and longer it grew, and the more he sexually wanted her. The longer he stared at her naked breasts and pussy, the more erect her nipples became.
With her seemingly sexually wanting him as much as he incestuously wanted her, he wondered again if she was as wet as he was hard. For sure, as much as he had imagined her naked, she was more beautiful naked than he had ever imagined her to be. Definitely more beautiful without her clothes, she was even more beautiful standing here in person than she looked standing in front of the two-way mirror totally naked.
"Finally," she said with a laugh while breaking their silence. "I've been waiting for you to open my bedroom door." She gave him a sexy look. "What took you so long?"
* * * * *
Chapter Six
Overwhelmed by her nakedness and too busy staring at her beautiful, naked body, her question asking him what took him so long to open her bedroom door didn't immediately register. Totally strange as it was forbidden, he was unable to wrap his brain around being in his mother's bedroom while she was without her clothes. Even after seeing her naked through the two-way mirror, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother naked again, this time with her seeing him naked too. Then finally getting his wits about him enough to understand her question, the answer to her question hit him like a brick thrown at his head.
What took him so long to open her bedroom door? Duh? Obviously she's right. What did take him so long to make his move on his mother? Apparently, he needed her to hit him with a baseball bat to the back of his head for him to know that she sexually wanted him too. If only he knew she sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her, maybe he would have made his sexual move on her years ago.
Yet, getting in the way of the natural sexual cues of dating, love, and romance, this wasn't just any woman. This was his mother. Yet, even if this was some other woman, men don't always get the subtle, sexual suggestions that women give, especially young, sexually inexperienced men and especially a son who's been afraid to cross the line of incest with his mother.
With her sexually teasing him and incestuously enticing him by wearing her short, sheer, sexy, low cut nightgowns, it's been six, long, sexually frustrating years since he started lusting over her and incestuously wanting her. It's been six, long, sexually frustrating years of down nightgowns of seeing her tits and up nightgowns of seeing her panties. It's been six years of erections and masturbating while imagining what his mother looks like naked and what it would feel like to have sex with her. After years of sexually teasing, incestuously enticing, blatantly flashing, forbiddingly lusting, and endless masturbating, if only he knew that she's been sexually wanting him as much as he been incestuously wanting her, they would have already had sex by now.
Since he turned 18-years-old, he's been sexually and incestuously lusting over his mother. Obviously, after constantly and continuingly flashing him, she expected him to make the next move but he didn't. Yet, with her seemingly expecting him to open her closed, bedroom door when she was dressing or undressing, what she said was in response to him delaying opening her bedroom door. After she sexually teased him and incestuously enticed him by flashing him down nightgowns and up nightgowns for six, long, sexually frustrating years, she's been waiting for him to make his next move by opening her bedroom door.
'Damn,' he thought to himself. 'How dumb could he be?'
If only he knew she sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her, he would have done something about that sooner. Yet, with her his morally, modest mother, how could he know she was just as perversely perverted as he was? Now with her shamelessly standing there naked before him, seemingly his mother was just as sexually depraved as her son. As his justified explanation as to why it took him so long to open her bedroom door while she was dressing or undressing, obviously she hasn't been sexually lusting over him for as long as he's been incestuously lusting over her. Or has she?
A long time coming, finally it all came to a head on Nude Day after he installed a two-way mirror in her room. Yet, even with her slow striptease show in front of the mirror, with him still filled with indecision, he would have opened her bedroom door sooner if he knew his mother wanted him as much as he wanted her. With him filled with angst, consternation, and sexual frustration, he would have opened her bedroom door sooner if he knew she was serious about all that she said in the mirror about wanting to have sex with him. Only he didn't know if she was talking to herself, talking to him, or mocking him for how he stares, leers, and ogles her nearly naked body whenever she parades around him in one of her sexy nightgowns.
He would have opened her bedroom door sooner had he not stood outside her bedroom with his hand on her doorknob debating if he was making a mistake. With him standing outside her bedroom naked and with her inside her bedroom naked too, opening her bedroom door was still such a giant leap of faith. With him at the brink of disaster or at the epitome of Nirvana, opening her bedroom door was the point of no return. Something no longer to keep a lid on it, opening her bedroom door was opening Pandora's Box. Opening her bedroom door was making his incestuous, sexual feelings known to his mother and that was something that he could never take back should she reject him trying to seduce her.
Suspecting she did, but not entirely certain, if only he knew his mother sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her, he may have acted sooner. With his sexy dreams and sexual fantasies getting in the way of his reality, he truly didn't that his mother wanted to have sex with him too. Sometimes he suspected that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her but thinking that was him putting his sexual desires on her, he truly wasn't sure. Had he known his mother shared his incestuous, sexual feelings for him in the way that he sexually felt about her, he would have taken his mother in his arms, kissed her, and felt her through her clothes sooner. Yet now, finally, with her standing naked in front of him and him standing naked in front of her, without a doubt, he knew they'd be having sex.
"You knew it was a two-way mirror?"
Needing to ask the obvious question, he needed to know her suspect answer. Seemingly with the mirror obviously a two-way mirror, and with her look of patient understanding making him feel ridiculous for even asking her such an obvious question that he already knew the answer to, she smiled, rolled her eyes, and sighed.
"I've seen enough cop shows and interrogation rooms to know a two-way mirror when I see one, Joey," she said with a laugh. "With the mirror mounted inside of the wall instead of on the surface of the wall, I knew it was a two-way mirror as soon as I saw it. I just couldn't believe you were so boldly horny enough to install a two-way mirror in my bedroom," she said giving him a sexy smile. "But I'm glad you did," she said with a laugh.
"Sorry," he said suddenly feeling stupid for trying to fool her by installing a two-way mirror and suddenly feeling clueless that he didn't know that his mother sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her.
'How could he not know his mother sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her? He was so clueless,' he thought. 'With her sexually teasing him with her sexy, nearly see through nightgowns every day for six, long, sexually frustrating years, how could he not know his mother wanted an incestuous, sexual relationship with her son in the way that he wanted one with his mother?'
Now that he knew that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, her sexual interest in him was obvious to him now.
"It would have been cheaper and saved you all of the trouble had you just opened my bedroom door while I was dressing or undressing," she said giving him a naughty smile.
Now, he wished he had opened her bedroom door sooner.
"If only I knew," he said with a laugh. "I would have walked in your bedroom naked sooner.
She gave him a curious look that seemingly questioned how he couldn't know that she wanted him as much as he wanted her.
"Waiting for you to open my bedroom door for so long, if ever you had, I would have given you a show of my naked body," she said putting a hand on her hip, striking a pose, and giving him a sexy smile. "If ever you had opened my bedroom door unexpectedly, without knocking, and while I was changing, definitely I would have given you a show. If ever you had opened my bathroom door while I was showering, I would have given you sex," she said laughing while fingering her nipples.
Now he was kicking himself for not accurately reading her signs.
"I was afraid," he said staring at her touching herself.
She shrugged.
"You weren't afraid to install a two-way mirror in my bedroom," she said.
He returned her shrug with his.
"With my desperation trumping my fear, I was desperate to see you without your clothes," he said unapologetically.
She gave him a sexy smile.
"You're so naughty Joey to have installed a two-way mirror in Mommy's bedroom that I just may have to spank you."
He suddenly imagined his mother unbuttoning and unzipping his jeans. He imagined her pulling down his jeans and his underwear and having him lay across her lap. He imagined her warm, motherly hand spanking his hot, naked ass. Only, she didn't have to remove his clothes to spank him. He was already naked. All she had to do was to reach around him and slap his naked ass. After all, he's been bad, very bad, and deserves a spanking from his mother.
"Spank me?" A dirty, sexy look took hold of his face. "I'd love for you to spank me, Mother," he said with a naughty smile and a mischievous laugh.
Better than going to a nude beach on Nude Day to celebrate his mother's birthday, with him already seeing his mother naked, her seeing him naked too, and her promising him sex, today was the best day of his life. Hopefully, today, was the best day of her life too. For obvious reasons, he couldn't think of ever having a better day.
"Kiss me first and maybe I'll spank you later," she said laughing before getting serious.
He stepped to her, took his mother's naked body in his arms, and kissed her. In the way he had French kissed her an hour earlier before she said she was tired and wanted to get ready for bed, he French kissed his mother again. She broke off his kiss to tell her son what she needed and wanted.
"I want you to give me an orgasm with your fingers, your mouth, and your cock," she said whispering in his ear as if what she said was just for him.
She whispered as if she didn't want anyone else to hear when there was no one else in her room. Yet, incest was their dirty, little secret. Incest needed to be whispered and not discussed in the open. Incest was something that a mother never did with her son and a son never did with his mother. Yet, incest was something that they were about to do.
As sexually depraved as much as he was, she reached her hand down to finger her pussy. Then, giving him a taste of her, she reached her fingers that were moistened with her vaginal secretions up to his lips to slowly slide them across his lips. An involuntary reaction, as if licking her, he took his mother's fingers in his mouth and sucked them in the way that he imagined she'd be taking his cock in her mouth to suck him. Then, when she removed her fingers from his mouth, showing her a lot of his tongue, he licked his mother's vaginal secretions from his lips in the way that he'll soon be licking them from her pussy.
She was so wet, and as if she was a cinnamon bun treat, when she put her wetness to his lips with her fingers and he licked his lips, she was so sticky, sweet. Not wasting any more time with teasing, enticing, and sexy games of seduction after six, long years of sexual frustration, as if he had just licked her pussy, he had just tasted his mother. The sensation, along with the taste of his mother's pussy on his lips and in his mouth, heated his lustful desire for her.
He couldn't wait to lick her. He couldn't wait to eat her. He couldn't wait to position himself between her legs and to stick his fingers inside of his mother while licking her and watching her squirm. He couldn't wait to reach his other hand up to fondle her big breasts and finger her nipples. He couldn't wait to give her orgasms with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock. He couldn't wait to watch her and to hear her cum. He couldn't wait to eat his mother. He just couldn't wait to have sex with her.
"I'd love to give you multiple orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, and my cock Mother," he said.
He wanted to lick her. He wanted to eat her. He wanted to make love to her with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted her to suck him. After lusting over her for so long, he wanted to do every sexual, incestuous thing to his mother over and again.
"Then, I want you to make sweet love to me. And after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me really fuck hard," she said taking a step backwards to wrap her arms around herself as if she was already in bed with him. "After you fuck me and after I cum again, I'll give you a blowjob that you'll never forget," she said moving her hand back and forth in front of her mouth and pushing her cheek out and in with her tongue.
Nothing new there, she was teasing him, sexually teasing him. In the way she's always done, his mother was incestuously enticing him. In the way she talked to him in such a seductive tone, so slow and so sexy, he's never heard his mother talk to anyone in that sex voice and salacious way before. Not enough that she was standing there naked, now he wished she was wearing one of her sexy nightgowns so that he could rip it off of her naked body.
Joey took his mother in his arms again and kissed her as if she was his girlfriend and his lover instead of his mother. He impaled her mouth with his tongue while allowing his hand to fall to her firm, round ass. He couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's ass again, only this time he felt her naked ass instead of her panty clad ass. Just like in his sexy dreams about her, his sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe she was allowing him to kiss her while touching her and feeling her.
Feeling her ass while squeezing her ass, as if he was polishing his bowling ball, his horny hand was all over his mother's firm, round, naked ass. Then, as he continued kissing her, he felt her firm, full, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples while she fondled his cock with her manicured fingertips before wrapping her whole hand around his stiff prick. Slowly she stroked him to an even harder erection. Having imagined this day and masturbated over this day for years, he couldn't believe his mother was holding his erect prick in her hand while he felt her ass and fondled her breasts.
Kissing and kissing her while touching her and feeling her naked body, the sensual sensation of his naked mother up against his naked body was unbelievable. As much as he loved his mother holding his naked cock in her hand, he loved holding his naked mother in his arms. Holding her naked body up against his naked body was better than he had imagined in his sexual fantasies and horny dreams. He couldn't wait to make love to her. He couldn't wait to fuck her.
'His mother was holding his cock in her hand. He couldn't believe his mother was holding his cock in her hand,' he thought to himself.
A surreal sight to behold, he stared down at her hand. His mother was holding his cock while fondling the head of his stiff prick with her fingertips. He couldn't believe his mother was holding his cock while playing with his prick. Then, in the way he always imagined her doing when he masturbated himself, his hand became her hand. She slowly started to stroke him. His mother was stroking his cock. He couldn't believe his mother was stroking his cock.
'Oh, my God,' he thought.
A long time, sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe his mother was finally masturbating him. Oh, my God, a sexy dream come true, he couldn't have dreamt a better scenario than this. Only, this was no dream. This was the real deal. He was naked with his naked mother and she was stroking his cock while he felt her ass, fondled her breasts, and fingered her nipples. Life just doesn't get any better than this to have his mother as his lover.



As if he was dreaming this or imagining his mother's warm hand on his stiff prick, she slowly masturbated him. Returning the favor by reciprocating in kind, he reached his hand down to rub her clit and finger her pussy with his right hand while still fondling her right breast and fingering her right nipple with his left hand. Just as he couldn't believe her hand was wrapped around his hard cock, he couldn't believe his fingers were inside of his mother's wet cunt. Cock for cunt. With her slowing stroking his cock, he was fingering his mother's pussy. He was rubbing her clit and finger fucking his mother while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples.
Taking time for him to wrap his brain around everything that's happened so quickly, he couldn't believe he was in his mother's bedroom and they were both naked. With her hand wrapped around his cock and his fingers buried in her pussy, he couldn't believe she was stroking his prick while he was fingering her pussy. Just as she allowed him to feel her shapely ass, fondle her big tits, and finger her hard nipples, he couldn't believe she was allowing him to finger her wet pussy. Still having a difficult time adjusting to their new sexually incestuous relationship, he couldn't believe his mother was just as sexually aroused by his naked body as he was sexually aroused by her naked body. He couldn't believe his mother sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her.
He was fingering his mother's cunt. Probing her pussy deeper and rubbing her clit harder and faster, he couldn't believe he was rubbing her clit while finger fucking his mother's cunt. She was wet, so very wet and he was hard, so very hard. He couldn't wait to make love to her with his tongue before making love to her with his cock. He couldn't wait to know what it felt like to be inside of his mother with his tongue and then with his cock. With her not rejecting him but welcoming him, finally his sexual fantasy is now his sexual reality.
Still maintaining pressure on her clit while rubbing it and while finger fucking his mother, he leaned down to take her nipples in his mouth again, first one and then the other. Sucking and nibbling on her nipples with his lips, he pulled, turned, and twisted her nipple with his fingertips while feeling and fondling her breast with his big hand. She had beautiful breasts. So shapely and so firm, she had amazing tits. He couldn't believe he was feeling and fondling his mother's tits while sucking his mother's nipples, rubbing her clit, and fingering her pussy all while she stroked his cock. A sexual dream come true, he's been waiting a very long time for this.
With her breathing heavily in his ear, he could feel her becoming sexually aroused. Moving his mouth back and forth from one nipple to the other, he loved sucking his mother's big tits while playing with her wet pussy. The more he sucked her tits and fingered her pussy the wetter and the more sexually aroused she became. He couldn't wait to eat her. He couldn't wait to lick her. He couldn't wait to watch her react to his tongue and to hear her cum. Then, by whispering the magic words in his ear, she gave him her permission to do what he couldn't wait to do.
"Eat me, Joey. Lick my pussy. I can't wait to feel your tongue inside of me," she said slowly and seductively while whispering her incestuous, sexual lust for him in his ear. "Give me an orgasm with your fingers and with your mouth. I want to cum. I need to cum. Make me cum Joey. It's been a long time since I've had an orgasm that wasn't from my fingers, from my vibrator, or from my dildo."
Damn. That's a sexy surprise to him. His mother masturbates herself. He suspected his mother masturbated but a son never thinks of his mother as having sexual needs, even this son, especially this son, who's so very sexually attracted to his mother. Suddenly having a vision of his mother playing with her sexual toys, he was surprised that she has a vibrator and a dildo. Suddenly, he had an image of his mother masturbating herself while rubbing her clit with her vibrator, fucking herself with her dildo, and fingering her nipples.
'Wow!'
* * * * *
As if they were tied at the waist, while still kissing her and with her kissing him, Joey backpedaled with his mother and moved her to her bed. She sat on her bed when he gently pushed back on her shoulders. Then, lying down, she made herself more comfortable on her bed. Scooting herself up higher and positioning herself with her legs bent, she spread her knees while Joey made himself more comfortable too. He made himself comfortable between his mother's legs where no son should ever feel comfortable.
As if preparing himself to do battle and go to war, his mission was to make his mother cum. Even though he knew that she does now, his mission was to make his mother sexually want him as much as he sexually wants her. After the smoke cleared, with no medals pinned on his chest but for the beaming, sexually satisfied smile that his mother would surely give him, he was going to eat his mother. He couldn't believe he was about to lick his mother.
Taking his sweet time while enjoying the moment, with her knees spread wide open, he stared down at all the glistening pink his mother was showing him. As if she was a captured prisoner, the spoils of war, he was seeing his mother's cunt up close and personal. Only, she wasn't his prisoner. She was his mother. With her not reluctant or forced, she was as much of a willing participate in their sexual, incestuous games as he surely was.
With her nipples totally erect, she was so wet. Even from a distance of two feet away, he could detect her musky aroma. Accustomed to sniffing her worn panties, this fragrance was different, stronger, fresher, and more sexually exciting than just moving her used and discarded cotton panties to his nose. He couldn't wait to lick her. He couldn't wait to taste her. He couldn't wait to watch her, see her, and hear her cum. He couldn't wait to make her cum.
Slowly the reality that he was having sex with his mother took hold of his horny brain and he couldn't believe his nose and lips were so very close to his mother's cunt. When he first opened her bedroom door, with him just seeing her pubic hair covered mound before, he only saw the mere external portion of her pussy. With her legs spread for him, as if she was giving him a personal, pussy tour, he was seeing all his mother's cunt now, the internal portion of her pussy. Overwhelmed by where to look first, he stared from her pretty face first before staring at her shapely breasts and before staring back at her pussy again. His sexual dream come true, yet even in his wildest, sexual fantasies, he couldn't believe he was seeing so very much of his mother's pussy. He couldn't believe she was willingly showing him so very much of her wet pussy.
With his mother giving him a wide open invitation, as if he was her gynecologist instead of her son and she was his patient instead of his mother, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's cunt up close and personal. In the way he's dreamt of her wanting to touch him and to suck him, he couldn't believe that she wanted him to touch her, finger her, lick her, and fuck her. Not enough that he saw his mother's naked breasts, felt her naked tits, and sucked her naked nipples, he couldn't believe she was giving him an in depth view of her naked cunt too. With all that's sexually happened so quickly so very overwhelming, he couldn't believe that she wanted him to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy long enough to give her an oral orgasm.
In the way that he did too, she wanted to cum. His mother wanted to cum. She wanted him to make her cum. His mother wanted him to give her an orgasm not only with his fingers but also with his mouth and with his cock. As if he was dreaming, it was all so surreal. Even in his wildest sexual fantasies of her while masturbating himself, he never thought that this would ever really happen.
He made himself more comfortable on her bed and lowered himself further down between his mother's legs and closer to her pussy. As if her pussy wafted sexual pheromones, the aroma of her musky, vaginal secretions filled him with enough sexual arousal to make him dizzy with incestuous lust and sexual delight. He was about to eat his mother. With this his mother and not some woman he picked up at a bar and brought home for the night, he couldn't believe he was ready to lick his mother while fingering his mother.
Yet, more than that, with his mother consenting to having sex with him, she immediately raised his status from that of a lowly perverted son to that of her willing, young lover. Once he licked her, made love to her, and fucked her, she'd no longer just be his mother, she'd be his sexy cougar. She'd be his lover. She'd be his woman. Once she sucked him, made love to him, and fucked him, he'd no longer just be her son, he'd be her young, stud of a lover. Her very own gigolo.
With her complicit in wanting to have sex with him as much as he was her accessory in wanting to have sex with her, they were about to make passionate love. Albeit he was about to make love to her first with his mouth before making love to her with his cock. Yet, now, even though their sexual relationship was incestuously forbidden and sexually taboo, there was no longer any crime with a willing mother wanting to have sex with her willing son. With their sexual, incestuous relationship now out in the open between them, they were both consenting adults after all and what they did behind closed, bedroom doors wasn't anyone business but their own. With no more secretly teasing, enticing, peeping, masturbating, imagining, and sexually fantasizing, now anytime he wanted to have sex with his mother he could. Now anytime she wanted to have sex with her son she could too.
Exploring her pussy by staring at her pussy before touching and fingering her pussy, something he imagined doing for years, he first played with her jet black, trimmed, pubic hair. Then, when he fingered her clit before rubbing her clit, she let out a gasp to his initial touch. Rubbing her clit while finger fucking her pussy, with her already squirming her naked ass on the bed, he was sexually arousing his mother by fingering his mother's cunt. The more she squirmed, the harder he rubbed her clit, the deeper he fingered her pussy, and the more he fingered her. He couldn't believe he was fingering his mother's cunt while getting ready to eat his mother's cunt. Whether consensual or not, there was something just so forbidden, depraved, and so raunchy for him to stick his face in his mother's pussy and go where no son should ever go with his mother.
'Oh, my God,' he thought to himself. 'This is so unbelievable and something I've been waiting years for it to happen.'
Something he's been wanting to do and something he's been masturbating doing for years, he was about to have sex with his mother. Just as he did in his dream, he was about to give his mother cunnilingus. He was about to finger his mother's pussy before licking his mother's pussy. At least this time, as in his sexy dream and what a sexy dream that was, there wouldn't be three men standing over her masturbating and despoiling her by cumming all over her beautiful body. The only cum bath she'll be getting is from him.
Yet, even now, with his dream so realistic, sometimes when he sees his mother, he imagines cum dripping from her hair, her nose, and her naked breasts. Sometimes, as what happened in his sexy dream with them on a nude beach, he wants to give his mother a cum bath. Yet, at least this time, as in his sexy dream, his mother wouldn't be having a twelve men gangbang. The only bang she'll be getting is from him.
Yet, still in sexual shock, after six years of slow, sexual seduction, he couldn't believe how fast everything has progressed. That two-way mirror was what they needed to go from flashing and teasing to having sex. From hugging her in her sexy nightgown to asking her to go to a nude beach, now after seeing his mother naked and with her seeing him naked too, he was finally going to have sex with his mother. He couldn't believe he was about to have sex with his mother. From peeping on his mother undressing through the two-way mirror that he installed in her bedroom to seeing her in her panty and bra, to seeing her topless, and to seeing her naked, he still couldn't believe that he finally saw his mother naked. Finally, now, he was about to have his wicked, incestuous, sexual way with his mother's naked body.
Taking his time to test the incestuous waters, he continued fingering his mother's pussy while staring at his mother's pussy and before licking his mother's pussy. Taking it super slow to savor the memory of his first time having incestuous sex with his mother, he continued exploring his mother's pussy as if this was the first pussy he's ever seen. Yet, with him having good reason to be wary in his sexual transgressions, this wasn't just any woman's pussy. Her pussy was a very special pussy. This was his mother's pussy, a most sacred place from where he emerged from between her legs 24 years ago.
Seemingly, as if he was born to do this, he was about to make love to his mother with his fingers, with his mouth, and with his tongue before making love to her with his cock. A forbidden place and a hallowed place, savoring the moment before his tongue touched her for the first time, he lowered his mouth down to her to lick and to finger her where no son should ever lick and finger his mother. Then, licking her and licking her while gently fingering her, he ate his mother's cunt as if he was eating one of her gourmet, sweet desserts. Needing to record and memorize everything that happened the first time eating his mother, Joey took his sweet time eating his mother's black, hair trimmed pie.
Something he always imagined doing while masturbating himself, he couldn't believe he was rubbing his mother's clit while fingering her pussy. Something he always imagined doing in his dreams before she sucked his cock, only this was no dream. Licking and licking her while fingering and fingering her, he couldn't believe he was licking his mother's cunt.
He reached up his hands to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples while continuing to lick her pussy. Surprising to his sexually inexperienced self, the more he turned, twisted, and pinched her nipples, the more sexually excited she became. Evidentially by her moans and movements, her nipples, along with her clit, were obviously two of her erogenous zones. The harder he rubbed her clit, the deeper he licked her pussy, and the more that he played with her nipples, the more sexually aroused she became. He was pushing all of her sexual buttons now. As if they were longtime lovers, maybe because they knew one another so well because they were mother and son, he instinctively knew what to do to sexually please and pleasure her.
Even in his wildest sexual fantasies of having sex with his mother, he never imagined his mother being this passionate and this sexual. Always believing that she was modestly moral, he never thought of her as a sexual slut or an incestuous whore. Even though he's always incestuously lusted over his mother, he never thought of her as a sexual animal. Yet, like mother like son, he thought of her as a sexual animal now, a woman who's just as horny as any man and who's just as horny as he is.
"I love eating your pussy, Mom. I love licking your cunt," he said. Afraid of going too far and saying too much in his pillow talk, he couldn't help himself from sexually and explicitly telling her how he truly felt. "I love you being my dirty, little slut. I love you being my personal whore," he said hoping she'd be sexually excited rather than being offended. "I love that you're my cougar and I'm your stud, your very own gigolo."
As if they were having their own sexy version of mother and son pillow talk, as soon as he uttered the words pussy, cunt, slut, and whore, she delightfully squirmed her sexual arousal to his naughty words. As if unlocking her secret combination of sexy, sexual foreplay, she seemingly enjoyed him talking dirty to her. Seemingly, the dirtier he talked the more sexually aroused she became. Whenever he thought of his mother, he thought of her as beautiful and sexy. Now, whenever thinking of her and whenever imagining his mother naked and having sex with her naked body, he'd add slut and whore to his descriptive vocabulary and to his personal imagery. With them making forever, sexual memories, seemingly, she enjoyed being called those names as much as he enjoyed calling her those names.
"Oh, my God, Joey. If you continue talking dirty to me like that, you'll make me cum," she said seemingly hinting for him to continue talking dirty to her to make her cum.
Taking her up on her offer to cum, he continued talking dirty to his mother.
"You're such a sexy slut Mom," he said.
She wiggled her ass and beamed him a smile when he called her a sexy slut.
"You pegged me right for calling me a slut. I am a slut. You never knew that your mother is a cock sucking, cock hungry, cock loving slut," she said with a dirty laugh.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'His mother just called herself a cock sucking, cock hungry, cock loving slut. She must have quite the sexual past. He couldn't help but wonder just how many cocks she sucked. Maybe later, they could discuss that more in depth.'
"Well, you're my cock sucking, cock hungry, cock loving slut now," he said.
Seemingly getting more sexually aroused from all of his sexually salacious pillow talk, with her leading him on, of course, yet as if they were lovers in another life, Joey inherently knew just want to say to sexually excited his mother.
"I'm such a whore for dirty talk especially when you have your tongue and your fingers buried in my cunt," she said wigging her tight, shapely ass and pulling her son's face closer to her pussy by his head. "I love you eating me, Joey," she said.
He couldn't believe his mother called herself a slut, a cock sucking, cock hungry, and cock loving slut. Her descriptive painted him an image of his mother sucking cocks, lots of cocks. Her provocative words sexually excited him for his mother to think of herself in that salaciously sexual way just as it sexually excited him to think of his mother in that incestuously scandalous way. Then, she called herself a whore for dirty talk? He liked thinking of his mother as if she was a whore, his own personal, incestuous whore. No doubt, hinting for him to continue talking dirty to her, obviously she wanted to cum and his dirty talk was part of her sexual formula to having an orgasm.
"I love licking you, Mother, while feeling your tits and fingering your nipples. I love tasting you. I love sticking my tongue inside of you. I love rubbing your clit while licking you and fucking you with my long, stiff fingers," he said continuing when she wiggled her sexual arousal to his dirty talk.
From fingering her pussy, licking her pussy, fingering her nipples, and talking dirty to her, he had his mother moaning and wiggling her shapely, sexy ass and her sexual lust for her son all over her bed.
"Oh, Joey," she said humping his mouth and mashing his face in her pussy again.
She tried holding his head in place for him to lick her but he moved his face from her pussy again to speak.
"I love your pussy Mom," he said coming up for air and pausing from licking her pussy to talk dirty to her again. "I can't wait to stick my cock in your cunt. I can't wait to make love to you before fucking you and pounding your pussy hard. I can't wait to hear you cum. I can't wait for you to suck my cock."
Perhaps too much of a good thing and going a little overboard with the dirty talk, Betty reeled him back for him to focus more on eating her pussy than on talking dirty to her.



"Even though I love the dirty talk and need the dirty talk to cum, they'll be more time for that later. Now, if you don't mind, less talking and more licking Joey," she said putting a hand to the back of his head and mashing his face in her wet pussy again.
Just as he imagined her doing at the beach, she grabbed him by his ears and rubbed his face all over her wet cunt. As if he was the one receiving a cum bath, his mother's cum bath, he couldn't believe that he had a face full of her pussy secretions. With her in his mouth, up his nose, and all over his chin and cheeks, he was drenched from his mother's pussy. Seemingly sexually exciting her when she did, she lifted her head to look down at her son eating her.
"That's it, Joey. Right there. Lick me right there. Don't stop licking me, lover. Rub me harder. Lick me faster. Eat Mommy's pussy," she said. "Lick Mommy. Lick Mommy, Joey. Lick me."
Such an obedient son, Joey licked his mother while rubbing her clit, fingering her pussy, and reaching up to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples with his other hand.
"Oh, my God. I can't believe I'm eating your pussy. I can't believe I'm licking my mother's cunt," he said coming up for a breath of air again before returning his mouth to his mother's pussy.
As soon as he uttered the word cunt again, he could feel her squirm again. Then, licking faster and fingering her harder, her legs tensed and her entire body became rigid.
"I'm cumming Joey. I'm going to cum," she said breathlessly. "Oh, my God! Oh, my God, I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Just don't stop licking me. Please don't stop licking me. I'm almost there," she said moving her hips around to move his tongue where she needed it the most.
Knowing it was just a matter of a minute or two before his mother would have her orgasm in his mouth, Joey rubbed her clit harder, fingered her deeper, and licked her faster.
"Cum, Mother. Cum. Cum in my mouth. I want to taste your cum. I want to swallow your cum," he said. "Cum Mom, cum."
He thought of the sexy dream he had of his mother with three men cumming all over her face, all over her chest, in her hair, and even in her mouth while he was eating her pussy. He thought of the sexy dream he had of his mother pulling a twelve man gangbang train on the beach. Servicing one man after servicing another man, he couldn't believe he had such a sexy dream of his mother being sexually taken by so many men. With her having sex with two men at a time in his dream, and now with his mother calling herself a cock sucking, cock hungry, and cock loving slut, maybe one day they could have sex with others. Now, his dream come true, here he was having sex with his mother.
Maybe they could join the swinging lifestyle and become mother and son swingers. Wouldn't that be something? With no one ever suspecting that they were mother and son, no one would have to know their dirty, little, incestuous secret that they're mother and son. Indeed, that delicious, sexual tidbit would be their dirty little secret. With her looking so much younger and him looking so much older, they could easily pass as boyfriend and girlfriend instead of as mother and son.
Maybe one day, his mother will agree to go to a nude beach with him. Maybe one day, his sexy dream will come true and his mother will agree to be gangbanged by several men. The only problem with that dream was that he wanted his mother all to himself. After finally having sex with her, not willing to share her, he didn't want his mother having sex with anyone else but him.
As if trying to get more of his tongue inside of her, Betty put a heavy hand to the back of Joey's head and pushed push his head forward. As if reverse birthing him, seemingly she tried to push him back inside of her. Now with her having sex with her son, she tired pushing more of him in her pussy instead of pushing him out of her pussy as she did in childbirth. Seemingly wanting as much of him inside her as she could, she tightened her legs and literally raised her ass off the bed to move her pussy closer to her son's mouth.
"Oh, Joey! Oh, Joey. Oh, my God, Joey," she screamed while pulling his hair and mashing his face harder in her warm, wet pussy. "Lick my pussy faster. Rub my clit harder and finger my cunt deeper. Don't stop. Please don't stop licking me. Rub me harder while licking me faster."
Falling mute, she silently exploded her sexual lust for her son before collapsing in a heap of sexual afterglow. Joey climbed up to her and moved beside her. He rubbed her vaginal secretions away with his hand and she kissed the rest of her wetness from his face. Holding one another as if they never wanted to let go, they rested like that for a few minutes before she slid her body down to move her mouth to her son's semi-erect prick.
"I've been dying to suck you, Joey," she said staring up at him with her brown eyes and with his cock in her hand. "I've been dying to blow my son. I can't wait to taste you," she said giving him a sexy smile. "I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth but first I need to make love to you before fucking you and before sucking you. I'll just make you hard with my mouth so that you can make love to me," she said continuing to stare up at her with her big, beautiful, brown eyes.
Joey watched his mother kiss his cock before licking his cock while stroking his cock. Something he longed to see and something he masturbated over the imagined thoughts and image of her doing for so very long, he couldn't believe his mother was actually holding his erect prick in her hand in readiness to take him in her mouth. Then, as if he was dreaming it, he couldn't believe his mother was kissing his cock while licking his cock and stroking his prick.
With his cock wrapped in his mother's hand as if his prick was her pig in a blanket, his mother's tongue was all over his stiff prick. As if happening in slow motion, an unbelievable sight to behold, he watched her open her mouth and take him inside her warm, wet mouth. His cock was in his mother's mouth. His sexual fantasy finally coming true, he couldn't believe his cock was in his mother's mouth.
The feeling of his stiff prick in his mother's mouth was truly unbelievable. He's had blowjobs before, of course, but this was a special blowjob. As if giving him the best birthday or Christmas gift she could have possibly given him, this was a loving blowjob from the love of his life, his loving mother. Just as he couldn't believe he had French kissed his mother, was seeing his mother naked, feeling his mother's naked body, and had just given her oral sex, he couldn't believe his mother was sucking his prick.
His mother was sucking his cock. His mother was blowing him. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. With her lips stretched across his engorged cock, he watched his hard, hairy dick buried in his mother's mouth. Teasing him with her tongue, she stared up at him while she continued stroking him and sucking him.
"Oh, my God, Mother, this is the best blowjob I've ever had," said Joey while gently humping her mouth and fucking her face. "Suck me, Mom. Blow me," he said putting a gentle, loving hand to the back of her pretty head.
Sucking him while stroking him, he was so very close to cumming in her mouth. He couldn't believe he was about to cum in his mother's mouth. Only, wanting to save himself from cumming now to cum later, cumming in her mouth would have to wait until after he made love to her and after he fucked her, fucked her really hard. First, he needed to feel his big prick inside of his mother's wet pussy. As soon as he was hard enough, she didn't waste any time removing him from her mouth and climbing up to meet his lips.
She mounted him as if she was his lover instead of his mother. With her seemingly as eager to make love to him as he was eager to make love to her, as soon as he was hard enough, she reached down to stick his cock by her pussy lips. This was it. This was really it. He was going to finally feel what it's like for his cock to be inside of his mother's cunt. He was going to make love to his mother. With a hump and a push, as soon as he inserted himself inside of her, he felt the warm, wet sensation of her. Joey was making love to his mother. He couldn't believe he was making love to his mother.
He rolled her over and slowly and lovingly humped her. Then, after making love to her, he was going to fuck his mother. Just as he couldn't wait to eat her before and make love to her now, he couldn't wait to fuck her later. A sexual dream come true, he was still unable to wrap his head around all that happened in such a short time. He couldn't believe he was going to make love to his mother and fuck his mother just as he couldn't believe he gave her cunnilingus, gave her an oral orgasm, and she gave him a partial blowjob.
Kissing and kissing her, as if his prick knew exactly what to do, coming home again, with her hand guiding his prick, his cock parted his mother's pussy lips and slid itself inside. Oh, my God, with her so warm and so very wet, the initial feeling of parting his mother's pussy lips and feeling his cock slide inside of her is something he'll never forget. He's had sexual intercourse before with other women, of course, but nothing like this. Never anything like this. He was making love to his mother. He couldn't believe that he was making love to his mother.
Slowly at first, he gradually felt his stiff prick sliding deeper inside of his mother. Kissing and kissing one another, they continued kissing while making love. Slowly humping her with her slowly humping him, he was making love to his mother, really making love to her. With him having sexual intercourse with his mother, he couldn't believe he was finally making love to his mother. Now, they weren't just mother and son, they were much more than that, they were lovers.
"Make love to me, Joey," she said whispering in her son's ear. "I need to feel your cock deep inside of me," she said pushing her hand down on his naked ass for his cock to slide in her deeper. "Then, after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me, really fuck me hard. I want you to pound my pussy fast and hard until I cum," she said whispering in his ear while licking his ear and blowing in his ear. "Then, after I cum, I'm going to suck your cock like it's never been sucked before," she said kissing her son and burying her tongue in his mouth.
Damn, not only did she like him to talk dirty to her but also she liked talking dirty to him too. When she whispered her lust in his ear, he became even more sexually aroused by her words and by her sexually seductive voice. He humped her harder. He humped her faster. Immediately he quickly progressed from making love to his mother to fucking his mother.
When she showed her sexual passion for him, he humped her faster. When she whispered her sexy words in his ear, he humped her harder. Humping her harder and humping her faster, Joey was determined to give his mother a second orgasm. After already giving her an orgasm with his mouth and fingers, he couldn't wait to give her an orgasm with his cock. In the way she was giving him sexual pleasure with her naked body, he wanted to give her sexual pleasure with his hard cock buried inside of her pussy.
Even though he was making love to his mother and fucking his mother, he was preoccupied with her blowing him. He couldn't wait until she took him in her mouth again. He couldn't wait until she sucked him again. He couldn't wait to see his cock buried in his mother's mouth again while she stared up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes.
"Oh, my God, Mom. I love you. I so fucking love you," he said humping her pussy harder and humping her pussy faster.
Even though he was making love to his mother and couldn't wait to fuck his mother, really fuck his mother, he couldn't wait for her to blow him again. He couldn't wait to put a gentle hand behind his mother's head to run his fingers through her jet, black hair and to hump her mouth while fucking her face. He couldn't wait until he ejaculated his load of warm, oozy cum in his mother's willing mouth. He couldn't wait to watch her swallow his cum. He couldn't wait for her to blow him. He just couldn't wait for her to suck him.
Something he thought would never happen and something he thought was just a sexual fantasy, he couldn't believe he was making love to his mother. Humping her a little faster and a humping her a little harder, he couldn't believe he'd soon be fucking his mother, really fucking his mother. Even though he was supposedly making love to her, there were periods when he was fucking her. Only, he's yet to fuck her in the way that he really wanted to fuck her. He really wanted nothing better than to pound her pussy into the mattress and bang her really hard.
If she thinks he's fucking her now, wait until he really fucks her. Just as she plans to blow him like he's never been blown before, he plans on fucking her in a way that she's never been fucked before. He couldn't believe she promised him a blowjob like he's never had before. Just as he loved it when his mother sucked his cock, and just as he loved it when his mother talked dirty to him, with her responding back in kind, he loved it when his mother talked dirty to him too. Sexually exciting him as much as it seemingly sexually excited her to talk dirty, he loved it when she called herself a slut and referred to herself as a whore. She especially sexually excited him when she called herself a cock sucking, cock hungry, cock loving slut.
While kissing and kissing her, he slowly and lovingly humped his mother's pussy while gradually increasing the speed and the force of his humps. Humping her harder and humping her faster while continuing to kiss her and kiss her, he made love to her as if she was his girlfriend or his wife instead of his mother. Now, having already transgressed beyond the forbidden and the prohibited, in addition to being his mother, she was his lover. With him looking forward to having a whole new life with his mother, never could they return to the way things were before.
A sexually exciting and comforting place to be, he never thought he'd feel what it was like to be buried in his mother's warm, wet pussy. Unlike the sexual feeling he had when inside any other woman, he loved being inside of her. With her blanking his mind with her kisses, he loved kissing her. He loved showing his mother how much he loved her, really loved her. Now that he's had sex with her, he hoped to have sex with her over and again.
"Oh, Joey. Don't stop. I'm going to cum. Oh, my God. I don't believe this. I'm going to cum again. This is incredible. You're such an incredible lover," she said wrapping her arms around his neck and her legs around his back while she humped him harder and faster. She pressed her hand on his naked ass again and pushed him deeper inside of her. "I love feeling your cock slide deeper inside of me."
As if they were connected and they were with his appendage firmly plugged in her socket, he could feel her cumming. Letting out her passion in a sexually aroused gasp and with a sexually relieved moan in his ear, she had a nearly silent orgasm again. Thinking that she'd be a real screamer, she wasn't. Not letting him go, already enjoying the calm, relaxing afterglow of sex, she stayed like that with him inside of her until he felt himself growing soft.
She held him. She hugged him. She kissed him. Wishing he could have ejaculated in his mother's pussy, but saving his cum for her mouth later, he'd much rather cum in her mouth first. He'll be ejaculating in his mother's pussy plenty of times later.
When his cock finally slipped out of her, he moved beside her and they stayed like that holding one another and kissing one another to catch their breath. Then, she moved her body down to his cock. She took him in her hand before taking him in her mouth. She started sucking him again. His mother was sucking his prick again. He couldn't believe his mother had his cock in her mouth again.
Indeed, his mother was definitely a cock sucking, cock hungry, cock loving slut. He had to continually say that to himself for him to understand that his mother was blowing him. His mother had his stiff prick in his mouth. His mother was sucking his cock. He couldn't believe his mother was sucking his cock. He couldn't wait to cum in her mouth.
This is it. This is finally it. She was going to suck him, really suck him to make him really hard so that he could fuck her. She wasn't going to stop sucking him until he was hard enough to give her a good fucking. Then, after he fucked her, she was going to suck him again, really suck him. This time she wasn't going to stop sucking him until he exploded his cum in her mouth and until she swallowed. She promised him the best blowjob of his life.
As eager as he was to eat his mother, make love to his mother, and fuck his mother hard, he was eager for her to suck him. In the way he couldn't wait for his mother to give him an orgasm with her mouth, he couldn't wait to give his mother another orgasm, this time with his cock instead of with his fingers and tongue. Hoping he didn't cum inside of her while fucking her, he'd rather cum in her mouth. Yet, wanting to sexually experience it all, he wanted to fuck her too. He really wanted to fuck her so very hard.
She promised to give him the best blowjob of his life and after already having sucked his prick to get him hard with her mouth, he believed her. Never has he had a better blowjob than when his mother was sucking his prick. Never did he want any other woman to suck his cock after his mother had his penis in her mouth. He just couldn't wait to cum in her mouth.
She made him hard again with her hand and with her mouth. Something he'll never tire of seeing, Joey loved staring down at her while watching her blowing him. Something so very surreal about it, as if he was having a sexual fantasy, he loved seeing his cock in his mother's mouth. He loved feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples as she stroked him and sucked him. Then, as soon as he was hard enough, she ejected his cock from her mouth with her tongue.
As if she was a monkey climbing a tree, she climbed up to meet her son's lips. Kissing and kissing him, she reached down to insert him inside of her again. As soon as his cock slid all the way inside of her, she gasped. Oh, my God, it was such an incredible feeling to have his prick buried inside of his mother.
"Fuck me, Joey, fuck me. I want you to really pound my pussy. Don't worry. You won't hurt me," she said burying her tongue in his mouth in a passionate, French kiss. "Fuck me fast and fuck me hard," she said whispering her sexual, incestuous lust in his ear once breaking off their kiss.
When Betty mounted her son again, as soon as his mother inserted his cock in her pussy, he rolled her over and started humping her. Gentle at first, he humped her harder and humped her faster. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he was fucking her now. He was really fucking his mother now. As if she was some whore, a stripper, or a prostitute that he picked up on a drunken Saturday night, he couldn't believe he was really fucking his mother. Pounding her pussy, he humped her fast and he humped her hard.
"Oh, my God, Mom. This feels so incredible," he said humping her harder and humping her faster. "I love you Mom. I love you Mommy," he said humping her so fast and so hard that he could no longer kiss her too.
She smiled her love for her son.
"I love you too, Joey," she said kissing him. "Fuck me, Joey. Fuck me. Fuck me faster," she said. "Fuck me harder," she said. "I want you to hump me hard and hump me fast. I want you to make me cum again. Only, don't cum inside of me, not yet," she said whispering her forbidden, incestuous lust in his ear.



"Okay Mother," said Joey determine not to cum in his mother just yet.
"I want to suck you after you fuck me. I need for you to cum in my mouth. I need to swallow your cum," she said. "Then, after I blow you, when we take a shower together later, you can fuck me in the shower up against the shower wall and cum inside of me then. Okay?"
Always the obedient son, Joey humped his mother harder and faster. Humping her even faster and even faster, a pile driving piston going up and down and up and down, he was a fucking machine.
"Okay," said Joey while now having the image of fucking his mother in her newly remodeled shower. "I can't wait for you to suck me, Mom. I can't wait for you to blow me," said Joey. "And I can't wait to cum in your pussy later when we shower together."
His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe his mother wanted to blow him. He couldn't believe his mother wanted him to cum in her mouth. He couldn't believe his mother wanted to swallow his cum. Besides himself with incestuous, sexual lust for his mother, as if he was a pile driving fucking machine, he humped her harder and humped her faster. Up and down and in and out he fucked her. He fucked her harder and he fucked her faster.
Difficult for him to process all of this that happened so very fast, he couldn't believe his mother wanted him to cum inside of her later. He couldn't believe his mother wanted to take a shower with him later too while having sex with him in the shower. Hoping this wasn't a onetime thing, he wondered if from now on, he'll be sleeping in his mother's bed. Imagining fooling around with her every night and every morning, he'd loved to sleep in the same bed with her.
Betty returned her son's humps and kissed him with loving passion that he's never felt when making love to a woman. Every other woman he's ever been with has paled in comparison to what he was feeling when having sex with his mother now. Just as he was showing her the love he felt for her, she was showing him the love she felt for him. Just as he hasn't shown any woman he's been with the love he felt for her, no woman has ever shown him the love they felt for him but for his mother.
"After you give me another orgasm, I want to feel you in my mouth," she said whispering in his ear while kissing, licking, and blowing in his ear. "I want to blow you. I want to suck you and I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to swallow your cum. Then, later, when you make love to me again, I want to feel you cumming inside of me," she said.
Joey pounded his mother's pussy as hard and as fast as he could. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he felt her legs tighten beneath him. He knew she was on the verge of having her third orgasm. He couldn't disappoint her. He had to hump her even harder and even faster than he had humped her before. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he gave her all that he had to make her cum.
"I can't wait for you to suck my cock Mom after I pound your pussy and after you have another orgasm. I can't wait to cum in your mouth. I can't wait to watch you swallow my cum," he said. "I can't wait to have sex with you in the shower. I can't wait to fill your pussy with my prick again. I can't wait to cum in your cunt."
The dirtier and the more sexually explicit he talked, the more sexually excited she was getting. All he could think about is fucking his mother. All he could think about was his mother sucking him. All he could think about is cumming in his mother's mouth and his mother swallowing his cum. All he could think about is taking a shower with his mother, having sex with her in her shower, and cumming inside of her. All he could think about is sleeping in the same bed with his mother. All he could think about is having sex with her night and day. Determined to give her a third orgasm, he humped her faster and he humped her harder.
"Oh, Joey, you're going to make me cum again. Mommy is cumming. I'm cumming. Fuck me faster Joey. Fuck me harder. That's it. Right there. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Harder. Faster. Oh, oh, oh, my God. Oh, my God! Oh, Joey. Oh, my God. Oh, Joey. Oh, Joey!"
Beatrice collapsed as if she had fainted but her eyes were open and she was smiling.
"That was incredible Mom. I almost came inside of you. I was so close. The only thing that stopped me from cumming in your cunt was thinking of your blowing me, me cumming in your mouth, and you swallowing my cum," he said. "The only thing that stopped me from cumming inside of you is thinking about taking a shower with you later and cumming in you then."
She pulled him closer and hugged him harder while kissing him.
"I can't wait to suck you, Joey," she said whispering in his ear while licking and blowing in his ear. She kissed him and they kissed and kissed while she fondled his prick and he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth," she said staying like that while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
Then, once she recovered, kissing him and licking his hard body all the way down as she went, she slid her lips down to meet his big, stiff prick. She took him in her mouth again and as soon as she did, Joey gasped. This was it. This was really it. His mother was giving him his promised blowjob.
His mother's lips on his cock while her fingers were wrapped around it while she stroked him was such an incredible feeling. His cock buried in his mother's mouth while she stared up at him with her big, brown eyes was a feeling that he could never imagine nor ever forget. When he looked down at her, she was smiling up at him with his big, hard, hairy prick in her mouth. He watched her stroking him and he watched her sucking him before he closed his eyes to enjoy the sexy sensation of his mother's mouth.
Then, when he opened his eyes, he was ready for action. This time he put a heavier hand to the back of her head. This time, he humped her mouth harder while fucking her face faster. Moving his hips while she stroked him with her hand, sucked him with her mouth, and licked him with her tongue, his mother was such an incredible cocksucker. Already on the verge of cumming after making love to her and then fucking her, it didn't take Joey long to explode a huge load of warm, oozy cum in his mother's mouth. There was so much cum and his mother swallowed it all.
"Oh, my God, Mom. I don't believe this. I'm going to cum," he said. Her mouth was like a vacuum. She sucked the cum right out of him. "I can't stop it this time. I'm going to cum," he said. "I can't believe I'm already going to cum. Oh, Mom."
Betty stroked her son faster while sucking him deeper. With her seemingly wanting her son to cum in her mouth, Joey was happy to oblige his mother.
"Cum Joey, cum. Cum in Mommy's mouth," she said briefly removing his cock from her mouth for her to speak. "Cum, Joey. Cum. Cum in Mommy's mouth."
Pushing her head forward with his heavy hand on the back of her head, Joey unloaded six, long years of incestuous lust in her mouth. He ejaculated all of the sexual attraction and all of the love that he had for his mother in her mouth. Continuing to suck him while stroking him, she left her mouth there until she drained her son dry and swallowed every drop of cum he had. Coming through with her promise, never had Joey had a better blowjob.
"That was unbelievable Mom," said Joey. "You are quite the cocksucker."
She moved up to him and kissed him and he could taste himself on her lips in the way she must have tasted herself on her lips after he ate her.
"Maybe there's a way I can top that," she said giving him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
He looked at her not believing that anything she sexually did could ever top that blowjob. He recalled all that they've sexually done together in such a short time.
"How could you possibly top you parading around me nearly naked in your sexy nightgowns? How can you possibly top all of the down nightgowns and up nightgowns you've given me over the years? How could you possibly top you stripping off your clothes in front of the two-way mirror, me seeing you in your bra and panty, topless, and naked? How can you possibly top you French kissing me? How could you possibly top you making love to me? How can you possibly top you fucking me? How could you possibly top you blowing me, allowing me to cum in your mouth, and you swallowing my cum?"
He looked at her assured that there was nothing else that she could possibly sexually do to top any of all that she's already done. As if she was the cat that just ate the canary, she looked at him with sexual passion and gave him a sexy smile.
* * * * *
"Maybe tomorrow we can go to that nude beach in a belated celebration of Nude Day and my birthday," she said giving him a sexy smile and a naughty look again.
Nude beach? His mother wants to go to a nude beach? No way! He'd love to see his mother on a nude beach. He'd love to see the reaction of other men seeing his Mom naked.
"Really?"
Seemingly as if it was now no big deal to her, she shrugged him a sexy smile.
"Sure. Why not?"
Joey envisioned his mother walking along the beach with him naked. He envisioned her frolicking in the ocean water with him. He envisioned them laying on a towel on the hot sand while he rubbed suntan lotion all over his mother's naked body and in places where a son should never rub suntan lotion on his naked mother. He envisioned his mother rubbing suntan lotion all over his naked body and in places where a mother should never rub suntan lotion on her naked son.
"Oh, my God, Mom. I'd love to go with you to a nude beach," said Joey verbalizing his voyeurism and his mother's exhibitionism in an understatement of public, sexual incest.
"Now that you've seen me naked, now that you ate my pussy, now that we've made love, and now that you fucked me, I'm no longer just your mother but I'm now your woman," she said looking at him with sexual satisfaction.
"Oh, Mother," he said kissing her.
"Now that I sucked your prick, you ejaculated your cum in my mouth, and I swallowed your cum, I no longer care who else sees my naked body," she said moving her naked body higher to whisper her sexual lust in his ear. "I'm actually sexually excited by the thoughts of walking naked on a nude beach with you in belated celebration of Nude Day and my birthday. I'm sexually excited by the thoughts of seeing your reaction to other men seeing me naked too," she said while stroking his cock in her hand and giving him another erection.
"Oh, my God, Mother. I can't wait to show off your naked body. I can't wait for everyone to see you naked," he said ready to take a shower with his mother.
* * * * *
It was a bright sunny, summer day the kind of day that people love having fun at the nude beach. Albeit a belated Nude Day holiday and combined birthday celebration, Joey and Betty walked hand and hand at the nude beach. Who knows, now that he sexually liberated his mother, maybe she wouldn't mind having sex in public at the nude beach the day after Nude Day? Just like in his dream, maybe she wouldn't mind men masturbating over her and giving her a cum bath while they had sex. Who knows, after liberating her from being such a morally, modest mother for her to be his sexy, incestuous woman, maybe she'll want to be gangbanged while he watched.
With Pandora's Box now wide open, so aren't the possibilities of them having a new, sexual lifestyle. Maybe they'll join the swinging lifestyle and become swingers. Maybe she'll be agreeable to having sex with other men and/or even women while he watched. He'd like to watch his mother fucking and sucking another men. He'd love to watch his mother having sex with women. Only, one step at a time.
Maybe her having sex with others is something they can discuss over pillow talk later. For now, going to a nude beach together was quite enough. Yet, even though he liked thinking about watching his mother having sex with other men and possibly women too, he wouldn't want her having sex with anyone but him. Even though it sexually excited him to think that his mother was a sexual slut and an incestuous whore, she was his sexual slut and his incestuous whore. Now, he couldn't wait to shower with her and cum in her pussy, just as he couldn't wait to sleep in her bed tonight, and go to the nude beach with her tomorrow.
THE END
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With his wife, Ruth, no longer giving him sex, Jay has inappropriate, incestuous thoughts for his daughter.
Jay turned to wave goodbye to his daughter, Kim, before getting in the cab. After unintentionally seeing her naked twice in the last two weeks, now every time he looked at her, unable to help himself from seeing the naked image of her in his mind's eye, he imagined her without her clothes. Killing him inside with him feeling so guilty for his misplaced, sexual feelings, he was filled with sexual frustration and horniness for his wife that has suddenly manifested for his daughter. With his daughter's her long, lush brown hair and big, beautiful, brown eyes, Kim reminded him of Ruth twenty-five years ago.
Sometimes difficult to tell one from the other when hearing them in different parts of the house, they even have the same voice. They have the same inflections and share the same laugh. If only he wasn't so horny for his wife but with Ruth no longer giving him sex, he was so sexually frustrated. If his wife was sexually satisfying him in bed, he wouldn't even think such incestuous thoughts about his daughter. With him now a perversely perverted man, a man who's been thinking about having sex with his daughter, he blamed his unloving wife for all that he is today.
Now addicted to porn and all things pornographic, his wife has turned him into a sexual monster. Once a loving husband, now addicted to sex, he's a sexual degenerate. As long as the women are of age, 18-years-old and/or older, he'd have sex with any woman, anytime, and anywhere. Sex, sex, sex. When he's not focused on work, he's thinking about sex.
No matter where he is, he's thinking about sex. Even when he's walking through the airport, he's checking out women. When he's flying, he's checking out the stewardesses and the other female passengers. Even the hotels where he stays, the restaurants where he eats, and the bars where he drinks, are perfect places to meet women. Luckily for him, able to keep his wits about him and his cock as hard as his desire to meet and have sex with women, he doesn't drink anymore. Seltzer water or coffee is what he'll drink when sitting in a bar to take in the ambience of the room while checking out the women.
He loved his daughter and felt guilty leaving her alone to fend for herself with his wife and his wife's numerous boyfriends that she'd surely invite to the house in his absence. Yet, Kim's an adult. She can take care of herself. She's a strong woman who already knows what she wants in life.
With her exerting more control over Ruth than he can, she can handle her mother more than he could handle his wife at her age. She's even better at handling her mother now than he is. Right from day one, his wife always controlled him with the promise of sex. It's amazing how many years he believed her promises that she'd give him sex until he stopped believing her anymore. Now everything she said was a drunken lie. If only he had more of Kim's sense of self, her outspokenness, and her confidence when he was her age, he never would have married Ruth. In hindsight, a horny 20-year-old who thought more with his penis than with his brain, marrying Ruth was the biggest mistake of his life.
Ruth giving birth to their daughter was the only good thing about their marriage. Even though she looked just like her mother when Ruth was her age, she was more like him where it mattered, on the inside. Glad that she was more like him instead of more like his wife, she was so very much like him in so many ways. Kind and loving, she had a good heart and would make some lucky man a loving wife and her children a wonderful mother. A logical thinker, she could see the lies her mother told that he couldn't. With her having a happier childhood, albeit with her mother a drunken whore, she still had a better chance at finding happiness than he ever did.
Cursed to marry Ruth, even now, twenty-five years later, with some things never changing and some things always remaining the same, he's as lost now as he was then. He's just going through the motions of living life while suffering through his unhappy marriage. Pretending he's happy, tired of having the same arguments over and again, he suffers his sadness in silence and without complaint. With him not home long enough to complain, when he's not working, he's traveling. No matter where he goes, he's always able to find the comfort of a woman.
If it's not enough that his wife is a drunk, she's a whore too. He could deal with her drinking. He could get her help, attend AA meetings with her, and put her in rehab somewhere. He couldn't deal with her picking up men and bringing them home to fuck and suck. He couldn't deal with her exchanging sex for booze. Even though it was seemingly sexually exciting for him to know that his wife was fucking and sucking other men, he didn't want to know the details. With him not getting anything sexual from her, the sexual details of her having sex with other men would hurt him.
The only thing that saved him, his temporary reprieve that allowed him to continue his marriage of misery, gone more than he's home, is escaping his life and his wife to travel the country and the world. He couldn't imagine taking Ruth with him anywhere. He'd rather leave her home and travel alone than to have her embarrass him by getting drunk in public and having sex with one of his customers.
When he wasn't hiding from his wife while at work, he was hiding from her when traveling on a plane and living out of a suitcase in a hotel. Whenever he was somewhere else, no matter where he was, he was safe from having to listen to her droning, angry voice whenever he was far away. If it wasn't for the dire prospect of her taking a chunk of his money in a divorce settlement, he'd divorce her. Yet for one reason or another, even more than the thought of losing all of the money, for some reason or a multitude of reasons, he can't.
A telling sign that their marriage is over, he'd think his wife would be at the front door to see him off too, but she wasn't. Nowhere to be found, she's probably pouring herself a drink, even at this early hour of the morning, in celebration of him leaving. Leaving on a ten day, business trip, even though he looked forward to running away, he hated when his trips included his weekends. Then, when he returned to work the day after coming home, having terrible jet lag, he felt as if he didn't have any time to himself to decompress and relax.
"Bye, Daddy. Bring me something back from Japan," said his daughter Kim waving and smiling. "I'm going to miss you. Stay safe and have a safe flight. Call me when you land."
In her saying goodbye, telling him that she'll miss him, to stay safe, hoping he has a safe flight, and reminding him to call her when he lands, she acted more like his wife than his daughter. Yet, with his sexual addiction creeping in even when saying goodbye to his daughter, he was incorrigible in his sexual desire for women, any woman, even his own flesh and blood. Suddenly, he looked at Kim with sexual lust as if she was his wife. If only his wife was more like his daughter, they wouldn't be having marital problems right now.
He thought of the kimono he'd buy her, something blue, her favorite color. He looked at Kim as if she was a Geisha girl, his very own, submissive Geisha girl. He imagined her dressed in a blue, silk kimono and ready to service his every sexual whimsy and perversely perverted, sexual desire. He imagined her naked beneath the decorative robe. With her hair up and her big tits blousing out the front of the Japanese oriental robe, she'd look so pretty in a colorful kimono with a contrasting obi tied around her waist. Just as he's always wondered what nuns wore beneath their habits, he's always wondered what Geisha girls wore beneath their kimonos.
Digressing in thought, he wondered if his daughter is as sexually submissive when having sex with her boyfriend as he was when having sex with her mother. With Ruth the dominant one, by the time he got married, he was already pussy whipped. Maybe Kim's not submissive at all. With him having overheard her giving her boyfriend phone sex in the way that her mother used to give him phone sex before they were married, maybe she's as sexually aggressive as her mother.
It's funny how he's changed and how Ruth hasn't. It's insightful how he's grown and how Ruth hasn't. It's telling how he's matured and how Ruth hasn't. Able to see the real truth now that the sexual fog of control that she had over him has lifted, she's the same bitch now as she was when he married her. It was his fault for not seeing what she was then and still is now. If he was to blame anyone for his disastrous marriage, he needs to blame himself. He wanted her and now he's stuck with her.
With him the strong man and her the weak woman, it was his fault for not exerting his control over her. Only, with him always the submissive one, he was never a strong man, especially when around her. With her always the dominant one, especially when around him, she was never a weak woman. It was his fault for not testing her and pushing her limits in making her give him what he sexually wanted. Still, as demonstrated by her not changing who she is, he'd be nuts to think that he could ever change her, especially now. The only one who could make any changes in her was herself and why would she change when she was having a good time being a bitch?
What he wanted then is what he still wants now. Only what he wants now is with other woman and not with her. What he wanted before is what she gave to every other man. What he wanted was sex. What he wanted was her to not only make love to him but also for her to want to make love to him. What he wanted was for her to not only fuck him but also for her to want to fuck him. What he wanted was her to not only blow him but also for her to want to blow him. What he wanted was to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow his cum. Only, too late now, even if she was to volunteer to suck him, allow him to cum in her mouth, and swallow him, he'd rather receive that from another woman instead of from her, anyone but from her.
What he found sexually appealing when having sex with Ruth before they were married, he didn't now. Now that they don't have sex, haven't had sex in years, she's sexually aggressive with other men instead of with him. Having already gone through the hurt and the rejection, he used to be angry with her for not giving him sex but now he's not. Now, with him getting what he sexually needs from a multitude of other women, he doesn't care that she doesn't want to sexually be with him.
It doesn't bother him that she doesn't want him sexually, even though it does. It doesn't bother him that she sucks and fucks dozens of men for booze, even though it does. It doesn't bother him that his wife is a drunken whore, even though it does. It doesn't bother him that she belittles him and makes him feel small, even though it does. It doesn't bother him that she doesn't respect him by appreciating all that he does for her, even though it does.
He'd be nuts for any and all of that not to bother him. He'd be just as crazy as she is not to feel used and abused. He feels like the sucker that he is for continuing to financially support her by giving her the good life that she doesn't deserve. Why should he financially take care of her when she doesn't sexually take care of him? He should divorce her. He should throw her cheating ass out of his house.
Yet, for one reason or another, he can't. He just can't. More of a loving husband than she's been a loving wife, he's had some good times with her. More than that, they have a daughter, albeit a fully grown, adult daughter. If they've come this far by not divorcing, why divorce now when they both found a way to get around their empty marriage by having sex with other people? A strong man, a confident man, an educated man, and an intelligent man, he never thought he'd become a cuckold husband but seemingly he has.
"I'll bring you a kimono from Tokyo," he said while imagining her stripping naked in front of him to try it on and asking for his help to get dressed.
In the way she used to do when she was a little girl so very long ago, she shot him a look of happy surprise. If only she knew that he was just thinking of her naked, she wouldn't be smiling. Some parents she has, a drunken whore of a mother and a degenerate father who has inappropriate, incestuous thoughts for his daughter. With both of her parents addicted to sex, he wondered if she was addicted to sex too. With her maternal grandfather a drunk and now her mother a drunk, he wondered if his daughter would be genetically predisposed to being a drunk too.
"A kimono? I've always wanted to wear a kimono," she said with a laugh while deeply bowing to him.
She waved goodbye to him again while he seductively stared at her. Suddenly he felt a bit perversely perverted for leering at his own daughter. With him always so horny, he couldn't help himself from enjoying the sexy view of her. He liked watching his daughter's big, jiggling boobs bounce behind her low cut blouse and C cup bra when she waved. Unless they were American tourists or had breast implants, he wouldn't be seeing very many woman with big boobs in Japan. Not his first trip to the orient, looking forward to taking time to relax, he had a thing for Asian women.
As evidenced by his leering stare at his daughter, he was already sexually frustrated thinking about his wife having sex with other men while he was gone. Truth be told, even though he tried his best not to show it, he was hurt, rejected, and angered by the sex that Ruth freely gave others but always denied him. Yet twisted by his emotions of jealousy for his wife and confounded by his lust for other women, he was already horny thinking about all of the Asian women he'd meet and have sex with while in Japan.
He wondered what he'd be like it he wasn't addicted to sex. Perhaps he'd have a more normal reaction to Ruth cheating on him. Perhaps he'd be angry. Perhaps he'd fly into a rage with her sexual confessions and her flaunting her infidelities in his face. Perhaps he already would have divorced her. He didn't know. All he knew was what he was feeling now, which was callousness towards Ruth and the sexual, excited, anticipation of meeting Japanese woman.
"Call me," said her father. "Good luck with your final exams," said Jay proud that his daughter was doing so well in college.
He gave his daughter a loving smile and blew her a kiss before getting in the cab.
* * * * *
As soon as he told his daughter to call him, he thought of his daughter giving him phone sex while he masturbated himself in his hotel room. He'd never have sex with his daughter, of course. He'd never do that to her. Yet, sometimes, especially after he overheard her giving hot, phone sex to her boyfriend, he wondered what it would be like for his daughter to blow him while role playing and pretending she was his wife.
No doubt something no normal father imagines, and uncomfortable for even harboring those incestuous thoughts of his daughter, he never even imagined his daughter sucking cock until he heard her talking in great detail of giving a blowjob. He never imagined his daughter sucking him until she grew up looking so much like her mother. With his wife denying him the use of her mouth, it was a natural transition to think of his daughter giving him the sexual pleasure that his wife wouldn't. Especially after she painted him such an explicit, sexual image of her giving her boyfriend a blowjob, he's now able to imagine his daughter on her knees and sucking him.
"If you were here right now, Charlie, I'd stroke your cock before sucking your cock," she said. "I'd kiss your prick and lick your prick before licking and sucking your balls."
'Oh, my God,' Jay thought with him unable to stop eavesdropping in on his daughter's very personal and very private phone conversation.
"I'd stare up at you with my brown eyes with your cock slowly sliding across my lips before taking you inside and burying you in my mouth," she said unmercifully teasing her boyfriend. "Then, while cupping your balls in my hand, I'd stroke you while sucking you. I'd stroke you faster and suck you deeper until you exploded your cum in my mouth."
'Oh, my God,' thought Jay while thinking of his daughter stroking him faster while sucking him deeper. It took all the self-control that Jay had for him not to unzip himself, walk in the living room, and offer his erect cock to his daughter.
"I wouldn't remove your cock from my mouth until I swallowed every drop of you," she said with such a syrupy sexy voice that he wished she was his sexy girlfriend instead of his daughter.
Obviously thinking that she was home alone, she was explicitly explaining the blowjob she'd give her boyfriend if he were there with her now. Obviously horny when talking to her boyfriend, and with her making him horny by eavesdropping, they were having phone sex. A terrible thing for a father to do but after overhearing that sexy, erotic, phone call, sometimes he masturbates himself while thinking of Kim naked and having sex with her. Just as she related in talking to her boyfriend, sometimes he masturbates while imagining Kim sucking his cock too.
Something that Ruth used to do with him when dating him, as soon as she married him, the phone sex stopped. As soon as they had baby Kim, the sex stopped. Now he wondered if Kim would be a carbon copy of her mother. Wicked hot sexually before getting married but cooling to a cold fish once she had a baby, maybe with him not alone, he wondered if all women were like that or if it was only Ruth.
If it wasn't enough overhearing Kim talking about giving her boyfriend a blowjob, there was more. If all that he overheard was his daughter's phone sex conversation, he could have erased those erotic thoughts from his mind. Only, more than just her words that painted an image in his mind of his daughter sucking cock, she gave him a physical image of her to go along with her sexy, phone conversation. More than just overhearing her phone call, she was in the living room talking on the phone while lying on the couch naked with her bathrobe spread as wide open as were her legs.
'Oh, my God,' he thought not believing what he was seeing after not believing what he was hearing.
The first time seeing his adult daughter naked, when he first saw her in that compromising, sexual position, he couldn't believe his eyes. He hasn't peeped on anyone since the time that he used to skulk around the house to watch his mother dress and undress nearly thirty years ago. With him having an unobstructed view of his daughter's brown, trimmed pussy, her naked breasts, and her pink, erect nipples, he watched her from behind the kitchen door, through to the dining room, and into the living room. Something he's never seen or imagined his daughter doing, surprising the shit out of him, she was touching herself while erotically talking to her boyfriend on the phone about giving him a blowjob.
"Oh, my God. Fuck me," he said mumbling under his breath.
Tempted to masturbate himself right there, he fingered the head of his cock through his pants. Having never even seen his wife masturbate herself, while knowing she did with all of the sexual toys she has, vibrators and dildos, it was hot watching his daughter masturbating herself. Enjoying her serendipitous masturbation show, he watched Kim feeling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples before she reached her horny hand down to finger her pussy while talking to her boyfriend on the phone.
Even from the kitchen, he could see his daughter's fingers rubbing her clit and fucking her glistening pussy. In the way she was positioned on the couch in clear view of him and with her ankles resting on the arm of the sofa, he could see her from the neck down but she couldn't see him peeping through the kitchen door crack. Even if she wasn't his daughter, he would have been sexually aroused coming upon a woman masturbating herself while talking dirty to her boyfriend on the phone. Somehow it was even more sexually exciting that the one masturbating herself was his daughter.



* * * * *
He didn't even have to question how and where that incestuous level of sexual attraction developed. With his wife refusing to suck his cock, dabbling with his prick by merely licking it and kissing it, after twenty-five years of unhappy marriage and a terrible sex life, sadly and sexually frustratingly, she's never completely taken him in her mouth. Whether he asked her, begged her, or tried bribing her with gifts, she's still never blown him.
"Blow me, Ruth. Suck my cock," said Jay practically begging his wife for some loving, sexual attention.
She gave him a look as if he was insanely delusional.
"I'm not going to blow you, Jay," she said removing her hand from his stiff prick with contempt. "I'll never blow you. I'm a good girl and good girls don't suck cock," she said lying about being a good girl when she was nothing but a whore. "And being that I don't want to get pregnant, if you'd like and if that will make you happy, you may cum on my tits," she said with superiority while unbuttoning her nightgown and exposing her breasts. "I'll clean up the mess when you're done," she said sighing loudly while rolling her eyes.
Whenever they did have sex, which was rare and rarer as the years passed, especially now with her being sexually satisfied by a small army of men, she always relegated him to ejaculating on her naked breasts. As if he was a teenager or a second rate boyfriend instead of her husband, he hated ejaculating on her breasts. With him able to justify having sex with other women because his wife doesn't give him sex, he had the attitude that it was her fault that he cheats on her. He truly believed that it was her fault that their marriage is a miserable mess. Able to justify his guilt away, he also believed that it was her fault that he's addicted to sex. If she had been more of a wife to him, maybe he'd never look at another woman in a sexual way.
Yet, he could have divorced her. If he was that unhappy, he could have ended their marriage. Unless that's what he wanted, he didn't have to become a sexual addict addicted to sex. He had other options. Only, just as Ruth seemingly used her bad marriage as her excuse to drink and to have sex with other men, he used his bad marriage to cheat on his wife with a multitude of women around the country and all over the world.
Sad but true, bizarre even, and as unbelievable as it may seem, especially with his wife being such a whore, but he's never had the sexual pleasure of cumming in her mouth. Yet, for the sake of them buying her a fifth of gin and a bottle of vermouth, his friends and neighbors who she's had sex with have all ejaculated in her willing mouth. In a drunken argument one day, she confessed her unfaithfulness and validated his suspicions of her having multiple sexual affairs by telling him that she's sucked his friends, their neighbors, and strangers. Then, further rubbing her infidelity in his face, she told him that they all ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed their cum.
"Fucking, drunken whore," he said to her.
Thinking she'd be mad that he called her a fucking, drunken whore, she laughed.
"You stupid bastard. What do you think I do when you're gone traversing the planet, having your sexual affairs with women, and I'm home alone? What do you think I do when you don't leave me any money to buy anything? Do you think I watch television? Do you think I sit quietly and read a book? Do you think I'm home cleaning your house? Do you think I knit?"
He could only imagine what she did when he wasn't home. Bracing himself, he was ready for her to tell him exactly what she did.
"I didn't figure you for a homebody. I figured you be looking for someone to show you a good time," he said suddenly imagining his wife in the arms of another man while admitting that he was a cuckold husband.
She gave him a look that made him cower before telling him what made him sick to his stomach. Then, when she gave him a sexy look, her words sexually excited him instead of sickened him. Oh, yeah, he was definitely her cuckold bitch alright.
"I pick up men at the mall and invite them home," she said stepping closer to him. "I fuck them and suck them," she said poking her manicured fingernail in his chest while staring up at his face. "As long as they buy me booze, I allow them feel me through my clothes while kissing me before they strip me naked. Then, after they make love to me and after they fuck me real good, I allow them to cum in my mouth and I swallow their cum," she said laughing in his face.
While waiting for him to respond, mocking him and teasing him, as if she was giving someone a blowjob, she moved her hand back and forth in front of her mouth while pushing her cheek out and in with her tongue. The bitch of a cuckold husband that he is, instead of confronting her and showing her his sexual frustration and his rage, he walked away from her. He wanted to slap her across her face but he didn't. Instead, he wanted to kiss her. He wanted to have sex with her.
Instead of getting angry that she fucked and sucked so many other men and not him, he was sexually excited that she allowed other men to ejaculate their cum in her mouth and she swallowed their cum. Not fair and not right, he's paid for her booze for years and she's never blown him. Instead of her falling to her knees to suck him in appreciation of him supporting her, she dared hold out her greedy hand while expecting him to give her more money.
"Don't forget to leave me money for food, gas, and cigarettes," she said not mentioning the booze.
Instead of allowing him to hump her mouth, fuck her face, and cum in her mouth, the fucking bitch, no good cunt, fucks him in his ass every chance she gets. He should have thrown her out of his house then after she confessed to picking up men at the mall. He should have thrown her out of his house years ago when she confessed to sucking his friends and neighbors, but he didn't. He should have divorced her ass with her confession of allowing them all to cum in her mouth, but he couldn't. He should have forced her to blow him after she told him that she swallowed their cum but, with his feelings of rejection making him feel like less of a man, he'd never force himself on her. Even if she's a prostitute that he has to pay her money, he'd rather be with someone who wants to be with him that to continue begging his wife for sex.
* * * * *
Whenever he was beyond being horny, so horny that he couldn't even see and/or think straight, in the way he had sex with his mother so very long ago, he wondered what it would be like to make love to his daughter before fucking his daughter. Only, his physical, sexual attraction to his daughter was nothing more than masturbation material and sexual thoughts that are obviously inflamed by his addiction to sex. Realizing that he was just horny, he really didn't think of his daughter in that inappropriate, incestuous way. In the way that he no longer has sex with his wife, he'd never have sex with his daughter.
Yet, after seeing his daughter naked the first time when coming home unexpectedly, when she was masturbating herself on the couch while giving her boyfriend phone sex, he saw her naked again. Oddly curious to see his daughter naked twice in such a short span of time, especially when he's never seen her naked before, he couldn't help but wonder if she was deliberately flashing him but somehow he knew she wasn't. When he saw her naked the second time, just as he was unable to stop himself from staring at her the first time he saw her naked, he couldn't stop staring at her naked body the second time he saw her naked.
Just as he wanted to masturbate in front of her then, he wanted to masturbate in front of her now. Just as he wanted to give her a cum bath then, he wanted to give her a cum bath now. With her reminding him so much of a younger, naked version of his wife, he was able to control himself from masturbating over the naked image of her until later. Instead of showing his incestuous lust for his daughter, he just stared.
* * * * *
The second time he saw Kim without her clothes, was when he came home from work early again. Obviously thinking she was home alone, she was in her bedroom with her bedroom door wide open. She was wearing her headphones with her eyes closed while dancing to music. As hot to watch his daughter dancing, it was even hotter to watch her dancing naked. As if she was bouncing up and down on his engorged cock, he watched her big breasts bounce up and down and side to side with her every dancing motion.
Having never seen his 22-year-old daughter naked before that fateful day when she was giving her boyfriend phone sex while masturbating herself, he couldn't believe he was seeing her naked again now. With nothing more than his sexual addiction fueling his curiosity, he was always curious what she looked like without her clothes and now he knew. Hell, just because she's his daughter and he's her father, she's still a woman and he's a man. With her having the same body parts as any other woman, tits, ass, and pussy, he's masturbated over every woman he's ever met while imagining them naked and now that included his daughter.
With him having the same incestuous thoughts of masturbating over his dancing, naked daughter later, in the way he masturbated over his naked, daughter masturbating, he was incorrigible. As if she was some other woman instead of his daughter, he couldn't stop staring at all that she was showing and all that he was seeing. With her not knowing he was halfway up the stairs and standing there in the darkened hallway and watching her through the slots in the bannister, he stayed there for a few minutes while enjoying the sexy, albeit incestuous show.
With his wife not giving him sex and with his naked daughter looking like a much younger version of his wife when naked, he couldn't help himself from being sexually attracted to his daughter now as he was to his wife then. Even though Ruth was a drunk and a whore, he was still so sexually attracted to his wife back then for him not to be sexually attracted to his wife's clone, Kim, their daughter. Only, after being acutely aware all of the negative ramifications of having incestuous sex, even if Kim offered her naked body to him, he'd refuse, at least he liked to think that he would.
He may enjoy the naked sight of her masturbating and now dancing without her clothes but he'd never have sex with his daughter. He'd never touch her or so much as feel her through her clothes never mind trying to have sex with her while she's naked. He couldn't even imagine himself kissing her, French kissing his daughter in a sexual way.
Instead of stepping in her room, with him in plain sight of her now as he soon would be to her when she popped open her eyes, he pretended he had just arrived home. Not wanting to unduly alarm her, when he reached the top of the stairs, he banged his briefcase on the banister loud enough for her to hear him that he was there. He wanted her to hear him. Curious to see her reaction to him seeing her naked, he wanted her to catch him looking. Just as he hoped she'd do, she turned to him and screamed.
"Daddy! Oh, my God! What are you doing home?"
Covering her nakedness with her arms and hands, she cowered down as if squatting to take a pee without sitting on the toilet and reached out her hand to slam shut her bedroom door. With her looking totally humiliated, he was satisfied by her embarrassed look. He hoped that her flashing him her naked body wasn't deliberate and he was satisfied that seemingly it wasn't. All he needed was another woman in his life who was a slut.
If it wasn't enough that his wife was a whore, he didn't want his daughter labeled as a whore too, an incestuous whore at that. He was glad that his daughter wasn't anything like her mother. She didn't even drink. Even more than that, he was glad that Kim didn't share their sexual addiction. He wanted his daughter to have a better life without being a slave to alcohol and sex in the way that her mother is. In the way that her mother and father have sex with multiple partners, he hoped she'd find one man, marry him, have children, and live happily ever after.
* * * * *
As sure as he knew there'd be miles of traffic on the way to the airport, he knew, as soon as he left his wife, Ruth would be making plans with Christopher. Chris was her latest boy toy. A young man who looked even younger than his 25-year-old age, he was young enough to be her son and she was old enough to be his mother. She ought to be ashamed of herself but assuredly she's not. If anything, she's no doubt proud that she can still attract the attention of a young man with a hard cock.
More than her having sex with men, young men, she was his God damn wife. Some wife she is cheating on him in his own house and seemingly behind his back. Yet, they both knew what each other did to destroy their marriage and their happy home, a marriage that was never faithful and a home that was never happy. Obviously hoping she'd make him guilty enough to leave her money for booze and cigarettes, arguing with him over this and that, she always started the same shit every time before he left. Culminating in her reminding him to leave her money, the only way he could shut her up was by giving her money.
"Don't forget to leave me some money," she always remind him again and again when he's taking a shower, getting dressed, and packing his bag.
He should make a recording of her rants so that she doesn't have to waste her breath and waste his time and energy by upsetting him. He could just play the recording back to her as he walked out the door. He knew as soon as he left, she'd start drinking and wouldn't stop drinking until he arrived home. He knew as soon as he left, she'd be on the phone talking to Chris, Joe, Tony, Mike, Bob, Dave, or whoever was her latest, and telling him how awful he treats her and how unhappy she is.
"Drunken bitch! Dirty whore! Filthy cunt," he said under his breath while carrying his suitcase downstairs.
He hoped she didn't fall asleep drunk on the couch with a lit cigarette and burn down the house. Then, again, as long as his daughter was out of the house at college or staying overnight with friends, he hoped she'd fall asleep drunk on the couch with a lit cigarette and burn down the house with her in it. He hated the bitch. Unable to sift through the nightmare of horrific memories to remember 25-years back, lost in a sea of drunken fights, he couldn't even remember why he married her. He must have loved her enough once for him to put a ring on her finger.
Even more than not understanding why he married her, he didn't understand why he couldn't leave her, throw her the fuck out of his house, and divorce her cheating, drunken ass. In the way he was used and abused for sex by his mother, and now used and abused by his drunken, whore of a wife, maybe he enjoys being used and abused by women. Now with his daughter having him wrapped around her little finger, in a way, he's used and abused by her too. Whatever she wants, he gives her. Maybe allowing women to use and abuse him is his personal cross to bear and his atonement in paying for all of his sins and transgressions he's made against women in this life and, perhaps, in a prior life.
With him not giving it much thought until now, maybe women using him and abusing him sexually excites him. Maybe he gets off with his wife having sex with other men, much younger men. With him always suspecting that he was, maybe he's one of those cuckold husbands. Only he's too busy working, traveling, and having sex with other women to analyze himself in that way. He'll leave all of that head shrinking work up to his sex therapist in hoping to help him unravel the mystery behind his sexual addiction.
Maybe Ruth's drunken, whoring behavior is his price he must pay for all of the extramarital affairs he's had with women all over the country and all over the world, and for the brief, incestuous relationship that he had with his mother a lifetime ago. He always blamed his wife for his sexual transgressions but truth be told, perhaps his reason for not divorcing her, he's as much at fault as she is. He's as much of a sex addict as she is. The only difference between the two of them is, a health nut, he doesn't smoke and, now a teetotaler, he doesn't drink anymore. With her free to do whatever she sexually wants while married to him, he's free to do whatever he sexually wants while married to her. In some convoluted way, they've morphed into having the perfect marriage.
To be continued...
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With that shaping the man that he is today, Jay remembers the sexual affair he had with his mother.
In defense of his incestuous relationship that Jay had with his mother, with him unremorseful, unrepentant, and unregretful that he had sex with his mother, their brief, sexual affair was more than just incest. Their brief, sexual affair was more than just a mother having incestuous sex with her son. Deeper than any physical, emotional, and sexual relationship he's ever had, the sex they had was more than just blind lust.
Shocking to anyone not in their incestuous situation, their romance was more about love than it was about sex. In the way that he's never loved any other woman as much, not his wife and not even his daughter, he loved his mother and she loved him. Only, by crossing the incestuous line and opening Pandora's Box, unable to ever go back, if they're guilty of anything, they're guilty of loving one another a little too much.
Who knows what would have happened between them had she not been taken so early in life in that fatal, car accident. He was only 18-years-old when she died. Unashamed and unembarrassed to admit his incestuous love for her, he never loved another woman in the way that he loved his mother.
His mother was not only a saint, she was his sexual Goddess. The first woman he had sex with, she took his virginity when he turned eighteen. Back then, she was the leading lady of his life. She was his biggest movie star. What Elizabeth Taylor was to Richard Burton and Maureen O'Hara was to John Wayne, his mother was to him.
Looking back at it now, her having sex with him was something she never would have done had she not known was going to prematurely die. Yet, unless she had a dream, a premonition, or had planned on committing suicide, how would she know that in less than 24-hours she'd be dead? As her final goodbye, the night before her fatal car crash, tragically befitting as if a sexy scene written in a Eugene O'Neill, Arthur Miller, or Tennessee Williams play, she had sex with him.
Ever since that tragic day, he's been riddled with guilt and remorse not because he had sex with his mother but because she died the day after their incestuous affair. Even though he knew he had nothing to do with her dying, he somehow felt responsible for her death. What helped him make peace with her dying was truly believing that having sex with his mother had nothing to do with her death. What helped him make peace with her dying was truly believing that her having sex with him was her gift for him to always remember her and never forget her. What gave him peace and the strength to survive, to persevere, and to flourish without her was in knowing that she loved him as much as he loved her and that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
Yet with remorse eating away at him, he still somehow blamed himself for the untimely death of his mother. Always wondering what happened, he drove himself crazy speculating her frame of mind before the tragic accident. Maybe she felt guilty that she had sex with her son and purposely drove her car into a tree. Maybe preoccupied thinking about having sex with him the night before those troubling thoughts caused her to drive her car off the road the next day. Maybe it was as simple as her having a blowout and losing control of her car. Not knowing what preceded her driving into a tree, he didn't know how it happened.
Back then, few cars had air bags in the way that all cars have air bags today. Even if her car was equipped with an air bag, he didn't think that an air bag would have saved her. Unlike hitting a wall head-on where the energy is dissipated across the width of the car's entire front end, hitting a pole or a tree, head-on focuses the force of all of the energy of the crash in one area, the driver. Hitting a pole, a tree, or even another moving vehicle, due to the energy being greater with two vehicles moving in opposite directions, are usually fatal accidents.
Even though the thought of her committing suicide crossed his mind because of the guilt he felt for having sex with his mother, he believed she may have felt the same guilt too. Yet, he immediately ruled her taking her own life when thinking how happy she was when in bed with him a few hours before. With his mother generally such a happy and well-balanced person, a free spirit, he couldn't imagine her being sad enough to kill herself. Maybe suddenly saddened over the loss of her husband, with him cheating on her with another woman, she was driving drunk. With there being no witnesses to her fatal accident and with the police not routinely doing toxicology reports back then, when not suspecting foul play, unless he was to exhume her body, he'd never know what really happened.
Especially after God decided to take his mother prematurely to Heaven before her time, now that she's dead, he was just glad that he finally got to sexually experience his mother after lusting over her and loving her for so long. Seemingly appropriate, he thought of one of his quotes from Alfred Lord Tennyson's poem, In Memoriam A.H.H. that he recently learned in English Literature class.
"I hold it true, whate'er befall; I feel it, when I sorrow most; 'Tis better to love and lost than never to have loved at all."
Most definitely, in this era of broken homes and absentee parents, he was lucky to have his mother by his side. In this era of abandoned children and foster care, he was lucky to have a mother who loved him, truly loved him. He was lucky to have loved his mother than to never have loved her at all. Yet, it was one thing for him to love his mother but quite another thing for him to make love to his mother. Now that she's gone, unremorseful that they had sex, he was glad that they did. The last memory he has of her alive, he remembers that night that they were intimately together as if it happened last night instead of nearly thirty years ago.
* * * * *
Unbeknownst to him, she was already in bed when he lightly knocked on her closed, bedroom door. His pretense in hoping to catch her indisposed, in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked, he wanted to show her something he found in an old copy of Life magazine. Sometimes, in the way he hoped to catch her without her clothes, he couldn't help but feel a little like Norman Bates of the Bates Motel in Alfred Hitchcock's Psycho fame. With him not hearing a response, perhaps he knocked too lightly.
"Mom?" He lightly knocked again, a little louder this time. "Are you decent? May I come in?"
His loaded question, are you decent, always evoked a sexual fantasy in him. As always he hoped, he hoped she wasn't decently dressed at all but invited him inside her bedroom anyway. He'd like nothing more than to see his mother without her clothes. As always he hoped, a sight of her that he's never seen before, he imagined her being in her bra and panties when he opened her bedroom door. As always he hoped, catching her by surprise and with her turning to stare at him as if she was a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car, he imagined her being topless and/or naked.
He imagined seeing her naked tits, her areolas, and her pink nipples. He'd love to see his mother's tits. He imagined seeing her naked. He imagined seeing her red, bushy pussy and her firm, round ass. He'd love to see her naked. Giving him more to masturbate over, he'd be happy just seeing her in her bra and panty or parading around her bedroom in her sheer, sexy nightgown.
As always he hoped, he imagined her sitting in front of her mirror in her sexy, sheer, low cut nightgown while brushing her beautiful, long, red hair. He imagined walking up to her to stand behind her sitting on her bench at her vanity table. His way of seeing the both sides of her at once, a double delight, whether it was the back of her or the front of her, he enjoyed seeing her reflection in the mirror while he was facing the other side of her. He'd love nothing more than to take the hairbrush from her hand and brush her long, lush, red hair while peering down her nightgown top and hoping to see more than just the tops of her breasts and her cleavage. Imagining that he would, he'd love to see his mother's areolas and her pink nipples.
As always he imagined, he imagined his mother standing by her bed in her sheer, sexy nightgown and, as if lit up on stage, being illuminated by the brightness of her overhead bedroom light. He imagined seeing the impressions of her pink nipples and her dark, red patch of bushy, pubic hair. He imagined seeing his mother's naked body through her nearly see-through nightgown as if she wasn't wearing anything at all. He imagined his mother striking a sexy pose as if she was his favorite movie star and he was a Paparazzi photographer. Only, when he opened her bedroom door, he knew that she'd never deliberately show him any part of her beautiful body. Even with all of his hoping and sexual fantasies over seeing her without her clothes, he knew he'd never see his mother in her bra and panty, topless, naked, or even in her nightgown without her wearing a robe.
He didn't even remember what it was he wanted to show her, just some pictures in an old magazine he found. Life magazine always took the best pictures. Wanting to show her the magazine was just his excuse to be with her in her bedroom. The magazine was his way that he hoped to catch his mother immodestly indisposed, immorally attired, and/or not properly dressed to receive him, her son, as a guest in her bedroom. Just as he wished he could see his mother in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked, he'd love to see her in her sexy nightgown too.
"Come in," she said.
As soon as he opened her bedroom door, she burst his sexual bubble when he saw her comfortably sitting in bed reading. He remembered feeling disappointed that she was already in bed with the covers covering all that he had hoped to see of her. Sexually excited prematurely, he felt foolish now with Life magazine covering the bulging, incestuous lust that he had for his mother.
"I, um, wanted to show you something in life magazine," he said staring more at his mother's cleavage that showed over the blankets than he looked at her pretty face.
With his penis taking a life of its own, hardening itself as if choosing his mother for sex, his semi-erect cock suddenly tented his pajama bottoms. Suddenly embarrassed by her seeing just how much he sexually wanted her, he didn't know how he'd show her what he wanted her to see in the magazine without her seeing his swelling erection. He remembered being pleasantly surprised and sexually excited when she invited him in her bed.
"Climb in bed with me. We can keep one another warm while you show me the magazine," she said.
With the heat turned down at night and with it being so cold in her room, she opened the covers for him to climb under them. He couldn't believe his mother invited him to get under the covers with her. With all of the sexual fantasies he's had of seeing her in her bra and panty, topless, naked, and/or in her sheer, sexy nightgown, being in bed with his mother was something he never expected to experience.
Being in bed with his mother was nearly as good as seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. Maybe he'd accidentally on purpose feel and touch some part of his mother's body that he's forbidden to feel and touch. Adding to his lustful desire of wanting to have sex with his mother, when she opened her blanket, he saw more of his mother than he's ever seen of her before. Seeing what he always imagined seeing of his mother, he saw what no son should ever see of his mother and what no mother should ever show her son of herself.
With her nightgown raised nearly to her waist, past the tops of her shapely thighs, he saw the side of his mother's naked thigh all the way up to her hip. Then, not believing all that he was seeing, he saw a quick flash of her red, bushy pussy. He saw his mother's cunt. He couldn't believe he saw his mother's cunt. Oh, my God, he'll be masturbating over that one quick flash of his mother's red, bushy pussy for the rest of his horny life.
Something he never imagined happening when imagining her in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked, he couldn't believe he was in bed with his mother. Then, once he was in her bed with her, she cuddled him in the way she used to do when she read to him in bed so many years ago. Enjoying the unexpected physical attention, she wrapped her arm around his shoulders and hugged him. Forget about her keeping him warm, she made him hot. With the heat of her body warming more than just his body but his sexual passion, he didn't even need a blanket to keep warm.
Holding him, hugging him, and fawning all over him, as if he was her long lost boyfriend returning home from the military after being stationed overseas, she kissed him on the forehead and on the cheek before she did something totally unexpected but welcomed. She kissed him on the mouth. His mother, the love of his life, kissed him on the mouth. He couldn't believe his mother kissed him on the mouth. Other than a peck goodnight, a kiss beneath the mistletoe at Christmas, and a kiss on his birthday, his mother never kissed him on the mouth. Sexually alive as if she had plugged his penis in an electrical outlet, he shivered with sexual excitement.
Startled into inaction, before he could even wrap his brain around her kissing him on the mouth, she kissed him on the mouth again. Only this time she French kissed him. His mother French kissed him. He couldn't believe his mother French kissed him. His mother put her soft, loving hand behind his head, moved her fingers through his chestnut brown hair, parted his lips with her tongue, and stuck her tongue in his mouth.
If it wasn't surprising enough that she kissed him on the mouth, he was flabbergasted when she not only kissed him again but French kissed him. Shocked and not knowing what to do, his sexual opportunity with his mother missed, he didn't have the sexual experience or even the presence of mind to return her kiss. With him a virgin, the first time kissing a woman, French kissing a woman, was when he kissed his senior prom date, Grace. Even when thinking about that night now so long ago, he still can't believe his mother French kissed him. To this day, perhaps because it was his mother's French kiss but that kiss was the best kiss he's ever had in his life.
* * * * *
She was lonely after his father left her for another woman and, in the way that his wife, Ruth, was drinking now, only not nearly as much, his mother started drinking then. Her loneliness was the obvious reason why she slipped him her tongue, no doubt. Maybe she was a little drunk when she kissed him but, not remembering the taste of alcohol on her breath and with the memory of her giving him sex so very long ago, he didn't remember. With her French kiss blanking his mind, he was too overwhelmed and sexually aroused by her kiss to remember anything else in that moment.
Then, kissing and kissing him, she kissed him as if she was kissing his father. Perhaps because he looked so much like his father when he was his age, they made out the same way that he made out with Grace in the backseat of his car after taking her to the senior prom. Afraid to even touch her and feel her in the way that he felt Grace's tits and reached around her to feel her ass through her prom gown and panties, he didn't dare touch his mother's body through her nightgown.
With him trying to justify his incestuous behavior, but only kidding himself, he truly believed that their kisses, even their French kisses were nothing more than loving kisses between a son and his mother. Yet, more sexually inflamed, thinking back on it now, obviously her kisses were much more than that. Her kisses were filled with as much sexual desire as his kisses were filled with incestuous lust for his mother.
As if she was the man and he was the woman, she was hot and was breathing heavily. Surprised that she was seemingly as sexually aroused as he was, he innocently thought that only men became sexually hot and bothered. Perhaps because she was his mother and with him thinking of her as a sainted virgin and his birth an immaculate conception, never did he ever think that his mother was human sexually. Never did he ever think his mother would want sex as much as he wanted sex, especially with him and in the way that he wanted to have sex with her. As if she had a contagious fever, she was sexually excited and her sexual excitement carried over to him. Unable to remove his eyes from them, he remembered seeing the impressions of his mother's huge nipples through her nightgown.
As soon as he saw the impressions of his mother's erect nipples, he knew she was sexually aroused. As soon as he saw the impressions of his mother's erect nipples, he wanted to finger them through her nightgown before reaching his horny hand inside to feel her breasts and fondle her breasts. In the way that he had felt and sucked Grace's tits on prom night, as soon as he saw the impressions of his mother's erect nipples, he wanted to suck them. As soon as his mother started kissing him more passionately, he had an erection. Then, with him instinctively rubbing and involuntarily humping his hard, bulging cock up against her soft, naked thigh, he couldn't believe it when his mother reached her hand down to feel his prick through his pajama bottoms and underwear.
'Oh, my God!'
His sexual fantasy come true, his mother was fondling his penis through his pajamas and underwear. He couldn't believe his mother was fondling his cock through his pajamas and underwear. In the way he so wanted to feel his mother's tits through her nightgown, but with him so afraid to inappropriately, sexually touch her, she was feeling his erect cock through his clothes. Then, sexually shocking him, she slid her hand down into his white, cotton briefs and wrapped her motherly fingers around his cock.
Because he was in bed with his MILF of a mother, the woman of his sexual fantasies, his cock was larger and harder than he ever remembered. None of his masturbation fantasies when using his father's porn stash made his cock as big, stiff, and as red with blood as it was now. Suddenly proud of his hard prick, he wondered whether his cock was bigger than his father's cock. He wondered whether his penis was harder, thicker, more veined, and more muscled than what his mother was used to when having sex with his father. Now knowing that his prick felt like in his mother's hand, he wondered what his cock would feel like in his mother's mouth while she stroked him and sucked him. Imagining watching her sucking him and sucking him, he'd love nothing more than to show his love for his mother by ejaculating a warm, oozy load of his virginal cum in his mother's mouth while watching her swallow.
Forget about crossing the incestuous line, when she took his cock in her hot hand, she leapt over the incestuous line. If she was wearing panties, which she wasn't, she did something he'd never do to her that she just did to him. He'd never slide his hand down in her white panties and finger her pussy in the way she just slid her hand down his underwear to feel his cock. Unable to sexually grope and feel his mother in the way she groped and felt him, with him having mixed feelings and confused emotions about having an incestuous relationship with his mother, he felt as embarrassed as he felt sexually excited.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'This can't be happening. I don't believe this. I must be dreaming.'
Yet, he wasn't dreaming and this incestuous affair was really happening. Something he only sexually fantasized happening, his mother was holding his erect prick in her soft hand. He couldn't believe his mother was holding his erect prick in her warm hand. Whenever he masturbated himself, he always imagined what it would feel like for his mother to hold his stiff prick in her hand and now he knew. It felt wonderful. Her hand felt amazing.



Seemingly taking her time enjoying the sensation of holding his penis in her hand, she fondled the head of his hard prick with her fingertips. Then, she reached her hand down to cup his balls. The comforting sensation of his mother cupping his testicles in the palm of her hand was something that he never could have imagined. If holding his cock and cupping his testicles wasn't enough, she slowly started stroking him to a bigger and harder erection. He didn't think he could get any harder than he already was without prematurely ejaculating but he did get harder without prematurely ejaculating.
"Touch me. Feel me," she said so softly and so lovingly in her sweet, sensuous voice. "I need to feel your hands on me."
He couldn't believe she asked him to touch her and feel her. Had she not asked him to touch her and feel her, he didn't think that he would have. Had he not touched and felt her, with one sexual thing leading to another incestuous thing, their brief immoral affair may have abruptly ended right there. Yet, taking her permission to touch her in hand, this was the sexual fantasy that he's been lusting to experience. A once in a lifetime opportunity to have sex with his mother, this may never happen again. With her last day on Earth tomorrow, if only he knew how right he was in thinking that having sex with his mother was his once in a lifetime opportunity that may never happen again.
He remembered reaching out to feel his mother's breasts through her nightgown while fingering her nipples. As soon as he touched her breasts, felt her breasts, fondled her breasts, and fingered her nipples, not allowing him to stop there, she took his hand and stuffed it between her opened legs. As shocking as it was for her to French kiss him, as sexually exciting as it was for him to feel his cock in her hand, it was sexually exciting to feel her breasts while fingering her nipples. Yet, even more sexually exciting than her feeling his cock and him feeling her tits, feeling her pussy was even more sexually shocking. As he saw before when she opened the covers for him, she wasn't wearing panties and he could feel her bushy, red pussy tickling his hand. Then, taking his finger in her hand, she directed his finger to her pussy and pushed his index finger inside of her.
He had seen men sticking their fingers inside of pussies in the dirty pictures his father had. One finger, two fingers, and even three fingers, seeing dirty pictures of men fingering a woman's cunt sexually excited him. He's seen dirty pictures of men sticking their whole hands deep in the pussies of women, all the way up to their palms sometimes. He's even seen photos of their hands wet, slick, and sticky with women's vagina juices. When he saw those photos, he had wondered what it would feel like to do that with his mother. Would her vagina secretions be warm, wet, slippery, and sticky or all of that, all at once?
While feeling the tickle of her pubic hair on his hand, never had he ever thought he'd feel the inside of his mother's vagina. He could smell her now. It wasn't a bad smell or an unpleasant odor. It was a musky scent of her sexual arousal that sexually aroused him too with him knowing that she was just as wet as he was hard. Her wetness leaked from his finger down into the palm of his hand as he rubbed her clit and fingered her vagina.
His mother's pussy was the first pussy he's ever felt and fingered. She was wet. She was so slippery and slimy wet that his finger just slid inside of his mother. Something he never even imagined when masturbating himself with the thoughts of having sex with his mother, he couldn't believe his finger was inside of his mother.
Fingering a woman's pussy was something he never experienced before. He remembered her sticky wetness surprising him. Foolishly, he thought she peed herself. Laughing over that then, he knows differently now. Obviously, with her being as wet as he was hard, she wanted him as much as he wanted her. Not knowing what he was doing, with him never having even seen or touched a woman's pussy before, he instinctively wiggled his finger while probing his mother deeper. She gasped when he inserted his finger all the way inside of her.
"Take them off. I want to see you," she said breathlessly while pulling at his pajama bottoms. "Take them off. I want to touch you," she said with sexual excitement in a syrupy, albeit husky, sexy voice that he never heard her use before.
With her having as much sexually passion in her eyes as he had in his eyes, he looked at her as if he was looking at and seeing himself.
"Mom," he said the only thing that he could say.
She gave him another deep, wet kiss. Never has he been kissed like that before or since. She kissed him with such passion. She kissed him with such love. Not knowing it at the time but just thrilled that she was kissing him, French kissing him, she ruined him for other women. Even then, especially when looking back at the love affair that he had with his mother, it should have been obvious to him that he'd never love another woman in the way that he loved his mother.
"I want to stroke you. I want to suck you. I want to make love to you. I want to fuck you," she said whispering what she wanted and needed from him in his ear.
Just as he couldn't believe what his mother was saying, he couldn't believe what he was hearing. As he removed his pajamas, his underwear, and stripped naked, she removed her nightgown and stripped naked too. Just as he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's naked breasts for the first time, he couldn't believe he was in bed naked with his naked mother.
An unbelievable sight to behold, with him seeing his first naked woman who wasn't a glossy photo in a men's magazine or a photo from his father's porn stash, she kicked the covers down with her feet to show him the rest of her naked body. A memory he'll have for the rest of his life, he'll never forget seeing his mother naked. Naked, he couldn't believe his mother was naked. Naked, he couldn't believe he was in bed naked with his naked mother.
Unashamed and unembarrassed, as if she was proud to show him her naked body, she sat up in bed to stare over at his naked body. In the way he was staring at his mother's naked breasts and bushy, red pussy, she was staring at his erection while continuing to fondle his stiff prick. With him a masturbation machine back then, masturbating over the sexual fantasy of seeing his mother naked and having sex with her naked body had always been his sexual fantasy but was now his sexual reality.
"Mom, you're so beautiful," he said reaching out his horny hand to feel and fondle her breasts while fingering her pink, erect nipples.
She wrapped her hand around his neck and pulled him to her for him to suck her nipples. He was sucking his mother's nipples. He couldn't believe he was sucking his mother's tits. With the fingers of his left hand still fingering her pussy, he fingered her nipple with his right hand while sucking her other nipple. Surprising him yet again, she pushed down on his shoulder. In the way he so wanted his mother to suck him, his mother wanted him to lick her.
Not having a clue what he was doing, but going with the flow of his incestuous lust, he moved between his mother's shapely thighs. As soon as he reached out his finger to finger her and lashed out his tongue to lick her, she put a hand behind his head and mashed his face in her wet pussy. Licking and licking her while fingering her, when he couldn't breathe, he moved his head up to get a breath of air and to wipe his face of her vaginal secretions with his hand. With this being his first pussy that he ever licked, he didn't think that he did too badly of a job. Granted he didn't give his mother an orgasm with his mouth and fingers, but maybe he would one day.
As soon as he moved his mouth away from her pussy, she reached down for him and they kissed. Kissing and kissing him, she continued stroking his cock before leaning down to take his stiff prick in her mouth. His mother was sucking him. He couldn't believe his mother was sucking him. Having never had a blowjob before, it was somehow appropriate that his mother should give him his first blowjob. Her mouth was so warm and so wet. Just as the sensation of his mother's tongue in his mouth is something he'll never forget, the sensation of his cock in his mother's mouth is something he'll never forget either.
Then, when he was hard enough, she mounted him. She reached her hand down between her legs, took hold of his engorged prick, and positioned his cock by her pussy. A virgin before having sex with his mother, as if his prick knew the way there and was coming home again, in the way of a joey in a kangaroo's pouch, his hard cock slid right inside of her. He couldn't believe his mother was making love to him. He couldn't believe he was making love to his mother.
Taking him all the way inside of her, filling her pussy with his cock, she leaned back as if she was doing acrobatic riding tricks on a horse. He remembered her pussy being so warm, so wet, and so soft. Never has he ever felt as sexually good and as lovingly comforted as he did when making love to his mother. Then, she started slowly and lovingly humping him while kissing and kissing him, French kissing him. She gently nudged him to tell him that she wanted him to mount her and he did. Now with his humps getting harder and faster and with her returning his humps, he was fucking his mother. If making love to his mother wasn't enough, he couldn't believe he was fucking his mother.
"Don't cum inside of me, Jay," she whispered in his ear. "I can still get pregnant. Control yourself from cumming. Okay? After you give me an orgasm, I'll suck you. You may cum in Mommy's mouth and I'll swallow your cum? Okay?"
Unable to even answer her, Jay shook his head in the affirmative. Not only was he making love to his mother but also he was about to fuck his mother. Then, after fucking her and giving her an orgasm, she promised to not only blow him, allow him to cum in her mouth, but also swallow him. His sexual fantasy come true, suddenly he felt like a man instead of an 18-year-old boy.
"Oh, my God, Mom. I love you," he said kissing her.
Then, he broke off his kiss to hump her. Humping her harder and humping her faster in only the way that an energetic 18-year-old, virgin can have sex with a woman, Jay fucked his mother. With most men prematurely ejaculating the first time they've had sex, Jay was skilled at delaying his orgasm from his endless masturbation sessions. As if he was a pile driver on overdrive, he literally pounded his mother's pussy. As soon as his mother wrapped her legs around his back, he knew that he was sexually exciting his mother as much as she was sexually exciting him. He felt her tightened her legs and watched her arch her back while closing her eyes.
"Jay! Jay! Mommy's cumming," she said popping open her eyes to look at him. "I'm going to cum. I can't believe I'm going to cum. Fuck me, Jay. Fuck me. Only, please, dear God, don't cum inside of me," she said. "Okay?"
Not wanting to disappoint her, wanting to give his mother in orgasm in the way that he couldn't wait for her to give him an orgasm with her mouth, Jay humped his mother harder and fucked her faster.
"Okay Mom. I won't cum inside of you. I promise," he said while hoping that he could keep his promise. "Don't worry," he said giving her the assurance that she obviously needed to relax and for her to have her orgasm. "I won't cum."
She continued humping him as hard as he was humping her. Determined to give his mother an orgasm but somehow controlling himself from cumming inside of her by thinking of the New York Yankees winning the pennant, he didn't cum in his mother. Besides, imagining her taking him in her mouth again while stroking him, he wanted her to blow him. With him never having had a blowjob before, with him already making love to his mother, and now fucking his mother, he'd much rather cum in his mother's mouth than to cum in her pussy.
As soon as his mother collapse, Jay moved beside her. They were both out of breath and sweating. His mother held him and hugged him while basking in the afterglow of having sex. Never had he felt as close to his mother as he did in that moment. With her making him her man, he felt more like her husband, her boyfriend, and/or her lover than he did her son.
"I love you, Jay," she said.
Then, she did what no mother should ever do with her son. She slide her body down half the length of him to take his still erect, throbbing penis in her mouth. His mother was blowing him. He couldn't believe his mother was blowing him. What an unbelievable day. If it wasn't enough that he saw his mother naked, she saw him naked, she felt his cock and he felt her tits and fingered and licked her pussy, he made love to his mother before fucking his mother. Now, she was blowing him. His mother was sucking his cock.
As soon as he realized his mother was blowing him, he put a loving hand to the back of her head. Gently, he humped her mouth but not nearly as hard as he humped her pussy. She stroked him harder and faster while sucking him deeper. Then, as if he was a locomotive exploding a plume of white smoke in a darkened tunnel, he ejaculated a huge load of cum in his mother's mouth. Without choking or gagging, she took all that he gave her and swallowed. He couldn't believe his mother made love to him, fucked him, and blew him.
* * * * *
A different time back then, a time before computers, the internet, cell phones, even space travel, it was a sweet time of innocence. It was a time when incest was whispered about in bedroom, backrooms, and dark alleys. Even though many sons and daughters were victims of incest and survivors of physical, emotional, and sexual abuse, few spoke publically about it. It was a dirty business what they were doing and if anyone knew he had sex with his mother and his mother had sex with him, they'd be outcasts. No longer able to participate in any community activities, go to church, or even go to school, they'd have to leave their beloved, little town.
No doubt, if the authorities found out that they had been incestuously intimate, they could be arrested. He'd lose all of his friends. She'd be fired from her job. She'd have to sell her house. They'd have to move far away where no one knew them. With him always blaming himself and feeling guilty that he was responsible for killing his mother, what comes around goes around, Ruth was seemingly his high price to pay for his mother's death.
Somehow, even though he hated his wife, Ruth, in the way he understood his mother's loneliness, he understood his wife's drunkenness. The same, sad story, just as he discovered years later that his mother had been sexually abused by her father, Ruth had been sexually abused by her brothers. Yet with Ruth never changing and always remaining the same, she was so easy to read. He could see right through her lies. He knew what she'd do and what decision she'd make in all circumstances of life. Perhaps one of the reasons why he still stayed married to her, he liked that she was so predictable. He felt safe with her and smugly superior to her while knowing that she wasn't nearly as smart as he was.
With her sexually doing things to other men that she'd never sexually do with him, he thought he'd be used to her cheating on him by now but he wasn't. It still hurt whenever he heard she was having sex with one of his friends or with one of the neighbors. He didn't mind her having sex with strangers as much because he didn't know them and he couldn't visualize them. The only one he hated her having sex with was that Chris kid. He was so young and good looking. There was just no way that he could compete with him. With her seemingly having sex with every man he knows and men he doesn't even know, is there no end to her need to fuck, suck, and drink martinis?
Now her latest thing has seemingly always been her favorite thing. Unbeknownst to him and having recently discovered her sexual peccadillo, she enjoyed having sex with twenty-something-year-old men, men who are nearly half her age. Seemingly Chris wasn't the only young man that she fucked and sucked. His wife is a drunk, a whore, a sexual predator, and a cougar. Just as it seemed foolish to continue their marriage, oxymoronic in its definition of what a wife is and/or should be, it seemed foolish to call a woman like her his wife.
Now, in hindsight, he remembered the first time he found out that she was unfaithful. Thinking that it was the first time, it wasn't. She's been cheating on him with a multitude of men for years, before they were even married. She's never been faithful to him. She's been screwing around on him before they even received their wedding pictures back from the photographer. Sneaking out on the pretense of going to the ladies room, he found out years later, she even had sex with his best man during their wedding reception in the backseat of the limo.
Why did he marry her? He never should have married her. Yet, with both of them addicted to sex, he was as sexually twisted as she was. Just as he has a long list of sexual transgressions, she has a long list of sexual transgressions too. He couldn't wait to go to Japan to have sex with some young, sexy, Asian women. Something his wife won't do to him but will willingly do to everyone and anyone else, he couldn't wait to hump their heads, fuck their faces, and cum in their mouths while watching them swallowing his cum.
To be continued...
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Ruth and Christopher get comfortable while Jay is away on business in Japan.
"Get me another drink while you're up Christopher," said Ruth holding up her empty glass in one hand and her cigarette in the other. Relegated to being her personal bartender, she gave her boy toy a sexy look. "Make it extra dry this time with two olives."
As if she was his mother instead of his lover, Chris obediently got up from the couch to make Ruth another drink. She didn't even have to ask him if he was sexually attracted to his mother, just from his sexual attraction to her, she knew that he was already. One of the ways she attracts young men for sex is by allowing them to role play in pretending she's their mother. She doesn't care what their sexual fantasies are as long as they keep her pickled in alcohol and give her an orgasm.
"One dry martini with two olives coming right up," said Chris.
With her husband gone on a business trip to Japan for ten days, Ruth relaxed back in the soft comfort of the sofa as if she was on vacation, albeit in her own home and a man who wasn't her husband. Trying to get all of her fucking, sucking, and drinking in before Ray arrived home, her husband was scheduled to return home tomorrow. Picking them all up at the mall, it's been nine days of inviting different men in her home to have sex with her, as long as they keep her liquored up with booze.
"We have the whole day and the entire house to ourselves," said Ruth raising her arms to stretch her freedom while yawning. "My husband won't be home until tomorrow and my daughter is gone for the entire weekend."
Having just picked up the young man at the mall, as if she was playing the part of Anne Bancroft as Mrs. Robinson in The Graduate, Ruth sat on the couch with her skirt hiked up beyond mid-thigh. With her knees spread and her light blue, bikini panties exposed and in clear view to her soon-to-be young lover's, horny eyes, obviously she was teasing him. Obviously, hoping for wild, unadulterated, extramarital sex, she was seducing him. With him obviously sexually interested, especially in the way that he was staring at her flashing him her panties, she was sexually aroused by his reaction to her showing him her panties.
Obviously, with her advertising what sexual treasure lay between her legs, she wanted more than just a dry martini with two olives. She wanted a big, hard cock with two balls too. Obviously, in the way that he kissed her and she returned his kiss with her kiss, she wanted more than just a dry hump and a desperate grope of her breasts. In the way that McDonalds' employees are trained to ask if a customer wants fries with their burger, obviously, Ruth wanted a cock with her drink too.
Old enough to be his mother and with her daughter nearly the same age as Chris, she should be ashamed of herself but she wasn't. Married to a hardworking man who continued to support her in the lifestyle that she had become accustomed to living, she should feel guilty for cheating on him, but she didn't. If anything, she was proud that she could still sexually attract young men for sex. Chris was just another young man in her long procession of young lovers, actually lovers of all ages. Only, unlike so many of the others who she fucked and sucked before asking them to leave and to never return, there was something about him that she liked. He was a keeper.
With his Boy Scout, good looks, looking much younger than his 25-year-old age and seemingly looking so innocent but not innocent enough to be fooling around with a married woman, he was definitely very handsome. Depending on how things went, if he gives her an orgasm with his mouth, fingers, and cock, instead of kicking him to the curb as she does with most of her young men, she may just keep him around for a little longer. As long as he proves himself to be good in bed, to be submissive to her without complaint, and to continue plying her with alcohol, he has the potential to become one of her regular, young lovers.
As much as Ruth was fascinated with Christopher, with him never taking his eyes off of her, he was obviously sexually attracted to her too. Perhaps Ruth looked at him as if he was the son she never had. Perhaps Chris looked at her as she was the mother he always wanted to fuck and her to suck him. Whatever their mutual, sexual attraction was, with her preferring young men in their twenties and with him obviously preferring women in their forties, seemingly they were sexually made for one another.
While nursing her third martini, Ruth allowed this young man, who she had just picked up at the mall and invited home to have a few drinks, to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. As if she was reliving what it was like with her husband in the backseat of his car before they were married more than two and a half decades ago, she used Chris's sexual attraction to her and his horniness to buy her booze. Willing to give him a good, sexual time in the privacy of her home, she used Chris to show her a good, sexual time too. Seemingly sex was the common thread but just as Chris used her for sex, she used Chris not only for sex but also for alcohol. Actually, not sure how much Chris thought he was using her, with her willing to have sex with anyone for a fifth of gin and a bottle of vermouth, she was the one using him.
Without a doubt, whatever Chris perceived as being his professed agenda, whether he was sexually attracted to her as his surrogate mother or not, there was no denying that he used her for sex. It was definitely cheaper for him to buy Ruth a bottle of gin and fifth of vermouth than it was to take a date his own age out to dinner and to a movie. With Ruth a sure sexual thing, he'd have a much easier time of scoring with her than he'd have in receiving little more than a goodnight's kiss from his date. He'd have a much better chance at getting fucked and sucked with Ruth than in trying to make it to second base in hoping to feel his date's breasts at her front door while kissing her goodnight.
With one no better than the other, exchanging booze for sex was a win/win plan for both Ruth and for Christopher. The only fly in the ointment was that Ruth was married. Ruth had a loving, sucker of a husband who paid her to sit home while she drank and had sex with younger men. Only a wily whore of a woman knows how to use sex to have her husband subsidize her sexual affairs.
* * * * *
Kissing and kissing him, French kissing him, with her arms around his neck, she allowed him access to feel her breasts through her blouse and to finger her emerging nipples through her bra. A perfect size, her breasts were between a large B cup and a small C cup. Kissing and kissing him, with her legs already spread open wide enough, she allowed him to slowly slide his hand up her long legs and in between her shapely thighs to feel her panty clad pussy. Going where no faithful wife should ever go with any man, especially with a young man she had just met, picked up, and invited home from the mall, she allowed him to remove her clothes.
If only she sexually treated her husband in the same sexual way that she was sexually seducing Christopher, they wouldn't be having marital problems. If only she gave her husband all that he sexually wanted, he wouldn't have the need to sexually cheat on her. Only, she wasn't sexually attracted to her husband and generally men her age. She was more sexually attracted to younger men, men young enough to be her son.
Unbuttoning one slow, nervous button at a time while kissing her, as if waiting for her to stop him, he removed her blouse before unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt. If only he knew she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, perhaps he would have been more confident, more aggressive, and less submissive with her. Yet, with her the confident aggressor, she preferred submissive, and sexually inexperienced, young men to aggressive and sexually experienced older men, ergo her preference for much younger men than for men her age or older.
With Ruth now dressed in just her blue, bikini panty and her blue, low cut bra, she used her body, her hands, and her mouth to further tease, entice, and seduce her young lover. Not wasting any more time with foreplay, with the both of them already sexually aroused enough, he reached in front of her to unhook and remove her front snapping bra. Proud of her tits, she looked down at what he could see of her and with her sitting there topless, he could see plenty.
With her breasts, her areolas, and her erect nipples exposed to the horny eyes of a man who she had just met and who wasn't her husband, she showed no sign of modesty, shame, embarrassment, and/or resistance to him stripping her topless. In the way she used to do with her husband, Jay, more than twenty-five years ago, while still kissing him, her arms were around Chris's neck to give him complete access to her naked breasts. Her nipples were erect with sexual excitement by the thoughts of him fingering them and hard with the sexual anticipation of him sucking them. A telling sign to her wanting and needing to have sexual affairs, oddly enough, her nipples weren't sore now in the way her nipples were always sore whenever Jay wanted to touch them, finger them, and suck them.
As soon as Chris removed her bra straps from her sexy shoulders, one bra strap at a time, and then removed her bra cups from her breasts, one breast at a time, he felt her naked boobs. Obviously sexually excited, he fondled her tits as if he had never seen naked breasts before. He fingered her naked nipples and sucked her tits while she fondled the head of his hardening cock through his jeans. Something that Jay loved doing with his wife, feeling her breasts and sucking her nipples, once they were married, she denied him the sexual pleasure of her breasts but welcomed Chris's sexual touch. With him thinking her a cold bitch all this time, if only Jay knew how much Ruth loved having her breasts felt and her nipples fingered and sucked, wouldn't he be surprised.
Then, as if she was his wife and he was her husband, Chris slid his hand all the way up her thigh to sexual Nirvana. If Chris was married to her instead of Jay, one has to wonder if she'd sexually mistreat him in the way that she sexually mistreats her husband. If she was married to a young man instead of a man her age, one has to wonder if she'd have a sexual thing for older men in the way she now has a sexual thing for younger men.
When he cupped her pussy mound in the palm of his hand through her panty, he ran a slow but firm finger along her clit and pussy slit before sticking his hand down the front of her panty. As if he was holding a pet hamster, he fingered her warm, wet, furry, brown pussy, while she unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his jeans, unzipped his fly, and took hold of his erection through his underwear. Then, as if he was her husband and she was his wife, she reached her hand inside of his briefs and took hold of his engorged, naked prick with her fingers while French kissing him. With him rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy through her panties with one hand and feeling her tits and fingering her nipples with his other hand, she fondled the head of his cock with her fingertips.
She removed his hard prick from his underwear to briefly stroke his cock to a harder erection. With Ruth much more sexually experienced than her young lover, a gross understatement, he didn't need to give her any direction by putting a gentle hand to the back of her head. Instead, as soon as she stood, removed her panties, and sat back down on the couch with her knees spread wide apart, she put a forceful hand to the back of his head. As if she was the man and he was the woman, instead of her sucking him, obviously she wanted him to lick her.
Reluctant at first to sexually satisfy her orally, pussy for cock, seemingly Chris inherently knew for him to get what he wanted, he'd have to give her what she wanted first. He'd have to lick and finger fuck her pussy while rubbing her clit before she'd fuck and suck his cock. He moved from the couch to the rug and moved between her legs while on his knees.
As if he was a plumber fixing a leaking pipe by putting his head beneath the sink, he moved his head between her thighs. As if he was on his Honeymoon albeit with another man's wife, he lowered his head down to her naked vagina. As soon as his lips touched her bushy, brown pussy and his tongue replaced his finger inside of her, she grabbed him by his ears and mashed his face in her wet cunt. Pushing him forward harder to impale her pussy deeper with his tongue, she allowed him a brief reprieve to come up for air before she forced his head down again to finish eating her.
"That's right Chris. Lick my pussy. Lick me. Eat me. Make me your bitch," she said when he was actually her bitch. "Make me cum. I need to cum. I want to cum in your mouth," she said as Chris licked her harder and faster while licking her deeper.
Licking and licking her, he licked her faster, and licked her harder, while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy deeper. Just when he had her moaning and sexually moving her naked body, he abruptly stopped. As if he was a diver diving for crabs, after parting her clam with his tongue and searching her pussy for her bean with his finger as if looking for a pearl, he briefly came up for air again.
"Oh, my God, I'm getting lockjaw," he said opening and closing his mouth while tilting his head back and forth.
Accepting no excuses for him not eating her and for him not giving her sexual satisfaction, namely an orgasm, she gave him a hard stare not unlike the hard stares that Jay gave her when she denied him sex. Unlike Jay accepting her excuses for not giving him sex, after all the trouble she went through to get him home, there was no way that Chris wasn't going to sexually satisfy her with his fingers and his mouth. With her sharing her naked, married body with unattached Chris, giving her an orgasm was part of the sexual deal. Seemingly what she refused to accept from her husband, even though he was somewhat of a self-professed, champion pussy eater, who loved going down on her and eating her cunt, she readily shared with a stranger. A man who gave her nothing but a couple of bottles of booze, she denied her husband the sexual satisfaction of her wifely duties, when he monetarily provided everything she could possibly need and/or want.
"Lick me harder. Lick me faster. Use two fingers. Use three fingers. Shove your whole frigging hand inside of my cunt. Just get me the fuck off," she said hoping to entice him to continue eating her.
Instinctively knowing that he wanted to be dominated, she slapped his face before pulling him closer with a firm hand behind his head.
"Okay, okay," he said.
Finally he moved his head in between her thighs again and fingered her before licking her. Then, she said the magic words that changed his halfhearted disinterest in eating her pussy to sexually excited interest in wanting to continue to eat her.
"Lick me as if I'm your mother. Imagine my cunt is your mother's cunt," she said. She reached down to open her pussy wider and to show him more glistening pink. "Eat Mommy. Eat your mother's cunt."
Suddenly, as if he was supercharged, he licked and licked her. Licking and licking her, he licked her as if he was licking his mother's cunt. Rubbing her clit while fingering her pussy, he nearly had her on the verge of cumming when he abruptly stopped again. As if he was a virgin when obviously, he wasn't, with him perhaps looking for a compliment, he lifted his head up for air again and to state the obvious.
"How am I doing? Am I doing it right?"
Obviously he enjoyed pretending that he's never eaten a woman before.
"How are you doing? Are you doing it right? What's to do wrong?" She laughed. "You're doing fine. Now no talking and more licking," she said forcing his head down again with a hard pull of his hair while rubbing her wet cunt all over his face. "I'm almost ready to cum."
He reached his hands up to feel her breasts, fondle her tits, and finger her nipples while continuing to eat her. With Chris rubbing her clit harder, fingering her pussy deeper, and licking her faster, it didn't take Ruth much longer to cum.
"Don't worry. I'm going to make you cum, Mom," he said looking up at her as if she was his mother instead of Jay's wife.
As if he was a pussy eating machine, Chris's tongue went on overdrive. Licking her harder, he licked her faster. While reaching up one hand to feel her breasts and finger her nipples, he reached his other hand around behind her, lifted her ass from the couch, and impaled his tongue deeper in her pussy. Then, exchanging his tongue for his finger, he masturbated her.
"Oh, Chris, baby. I'm cumming. Mommy's is cumming. Don't stop. Just don't stop," she said grabbing a whole handful of his hair and pressing his face between her legs again.
Cumming quietly, as soon as she finished having her orgasm, she reached down for him to come to her. He rubbed her vaginal secretions from his face with his hand before blowing his nose with a tissue from the box on the coffee table. Then, she took him in her arms to hug him and kiss him. Instead of two strangers picking one another up at the mall, they were lovers now. Kissing and kissing him, she reached down to feel his cock while he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples.
With Chris not having to make his sexual desire known in the way that Ruth told Chris in no subtle way by her actions that she wanted to be eaten, she willingly returned the sexual favor. She sexually obliged him by lowering her mouth to his cock in readiness to take his erect prick in her mouth. Stroking him a little faster while looking up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes, she took his stiff prick in her mouth and started sucking him while stroking him. If only Jay could see his wife now sucking a man young enough to be her son when she never even sucked him before, wouldn't he be as surprised as he'd be angry.
"Suck it. Suck my cock," he said. "Blow me, Mom."
In the way she put a heavy hand to the back of his head when he was licking and fingering her pussy, he put a gentle hand to the back of her head while she was licking and sucking his cock.
"That's right," she said temporarily removing his cock from her mouth to speak. Pretend I'm your mother sucking you. Pretend I'm your mother blowing you," she said sexually teasing him to make him harder and wilder with sexual passion.
Saying what she needed to say to make him even more sexually aroused and to sexually want her even more, she took him in her mouth again. With her experienced in knowing just what he wanted to see, giving him a real, sexy show, something she never ever did with her husband, she stared up at him with his hard, hairy prick buried deep in her mouth. Then, sexually teasing him, she removed his erect cock from her mouth again to slowly slide it and rub it along her lips while licking it, kissing it, and sucking it. While she kissed and sucked his cock, he reached his horny hands down to fondle her tits and finger her nipples. With her twenty years older than her young lover, as if she truly was his mother and he truly was her son, Ruth sucked Chris's prick.
"Blow me, Mom. Blow me. Suck my cock," said Chris as if he was speaking to his mother instead of talking to Ruth.
Then, as soon as he was hard enough, which wasn't very long, she ejected his cock from her mouth with her tongue for the third time. Taking the hint, Chris stood and stripped himself naked. With having already placed a towel on the couch, she pulled him back down on the sofa where she mounted him, reached down between her legs, and moved his cock to her pussy. When she lowered her torso down to effectively sit on his cock, his engorged cock parted her pussy lips with his hardness. In the way she never fucked her husband, and in the way that Jay wished he could have fucked his wife, she fucked this young stranger as if she was a cowgirl riding a bucking bronc bareback.



As if he was her lawfully wedded husband and she was his lawfully wedded wife, once he started sliding inside of her, she humped him and he slid deeper. Humping harder and humping him faster, while slowly rotating her hips, she made sweet love to him. Something that she only used to do with Jay before he became her husband, she was now doing with every, available young man who agreed to come home with her from the mall. Then, done with making love, she allowed Chris to roll her over, mount her, and fuck her, really fuck her hard. Fucking her harder and fucking her deeper, it wasn't long before Chris was pounding her pussy in the way of a high revving piston in a machine.
"Don't cum inside of me," she whispered in his ear. "I can still get pregnant. Instead of cumming inside me, after you give me an orgasm, I'll suck you," she said licking his ear before blowing her hot air in his ear. "As if I'm your mother blowing you, you can cum in my mouth in the way you'd obviously love to cum in your mother's mouth and I'll swallow your cum. Okay?"
She looked at him and smiled.
"Okay," he said breathing heavier with the renewed, anticipated, sexual excitement of receiving a blowjob from Ruth while pretending his mother was sucking him.
He returned her smile with a kiss and she broke off his kiss to tell him what she wanted.
"Now, fuck me," she ordered while grabbing a handful of his naked ass and squeezing. "Fuck me hard. Fuck me as if you're fucking your mother. Make me cum with your cock in the way you made me cum with your mouth and finger and I'll give you the best blowjob of your young life."
Something that Jay had in common with his wife, strangely enough at a time when AIDs captured the attention of the media, neither of them used condoms. At the very least, one would think that Ruth would have learned after she became pregnant when having sex with Jay's best friend, Bob, but fortunately, for all involved, she lost the baby in a miscarriage. Possibly, instead of resting, watching her diet, and taking care of herself, her drinking, smoking, and having sex with a multitude of men had something to do with her losing the baby. Just as well, it would have been a real tragedy to bring another man's baby into this broken marriage.
Something she never did with her husband, but she routinely did with her young lovers, she never took Jay's prick in her mouth. She never sucked her husband in the way she was sucking Chris now and sucked every other man she blew. Even after more than 25 years of marriage, surprisingly with Ruth such a cock sucking whore, Jay never ejaculated in his wife's mouth. Ruth never swallowed Jay's cum in the way she promised to swallow Chris's cum now and swallowed the seed of so very many men before him.
Seemingly enlivened and invigorated with the promise of a blowjob, Chris humped Ruth harder and humped her faster. With Ruth returning his humps and with them matching one another's humps, it wasn't long before they developed a syncopated rhythm. They fucked like teenagers in the backseat of a car on prom night. With this sexual arrangement obviously working for both, he was sexually attracted to older, married women as much as she was sexually attracted to young, single men. It was a bonus when she agreed to role play by pretending that she was his mother. Obviously it sexually excited him even more for him to imagine that he was having sex with his mother instead of having sex with Ruth.
"I'm going to cum," said Ruth. "Don't stop. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster," she said pulling Chris from the couch to the carpeted floor. "Fuck me. Fuck me."
He fucked her as if he was a prisoner who had been locked away in prison for years without the conjugal visit of a woman. He fucked her as if he was a sailor who had been away at sea for too long without the sexual release of a shore leave. He fucked her as if she was a cheating, married, drunken woman, and she was, and he was a horny, sexually attracted, young man, and he was that too. Seemingly he fucked her as if she was his mother and he was her son and she fucked him as if she was giving her finger to her husband.
Fucking him and fucking him, she fucked him as if she was a horny, sexually frustrated wife and she was. Fucking and fucking him, she fucked him as if she was addicted to having sex with men nearly half her age and she was. She fucked him as if she was addicted to sex as much as she was addicted to alcohol and indeed she was. She fucked him as if he was her son and she was his mother and with old enough and him young enough, they could have been mother and son.
"Oh, God, Chris. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. I'm fucking cumming," she said wrapping her legs around his back, grabbing his naked ass with both hands, and pushing him even deeper inside of her. "Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me."
He humped her faster and she humped him harder until she stiffened her legs and screamed out her sexual pleasure.
"I love it when my fucking husband travels. Fuck you Jay," she said screaming at the top of her lungs.
If Chris didn't know the name of her husband before, he certainly knew his name now. If Chris didn't know that Ruth hated her husband before, he certainly knew that she hated him now.
They stayed like that with Ruth basking in the afterglow of sex for several long minutes before she reached her hand down to fondle Chris's still hard prick. Then, slowly stroking him while turning her head to kiss him, she made him harder with her fingers and with her hand before making him even harder with her mouth. Slowly, as if she was a sexy snake sliding and slowly slinking her way down to engulf a rat in her mouth, she opened her mouth and took Chris's prick inside.
She continued sucking Chris while stroking him. Something she never did for her husband in all years they were married, Ruth was suddenly not the good girl that she professed to be to Jay when denying him the use of her mouth. Instead with Chris, as she was with any young man that she invited home for sex, she was a bad girl, a very bad girl albeit very good at what she did sexually for men she barely knew. Indeed, not only was she a cheating wife but also she was quite the skilled cocksucker. If only Jay knew how good his wife was at sucking cock, wouldn't he be surprised?
With him humping her mouth and putting a heavy hand behind her head again to fuck her face, it didn't take Chris very long to explode his sexual lust for his mother in Ruth's mouth.
"I love you, Mommy!"
Sucking and sucking him while stroking and stroking him, she didn't stop sucking Chris's prick until she sucked him dry and swallowed every drop of his cum. Once she was done with him, as if he was an empty gin bottle, she discarded him. She moved from the floor to the couch while still naked to make herself comfortable. She grabbed her cigarettes, lit one up, and blew a blue cloud of smoke in the air. With him still on the floor and looking as if he was about to fall asleep, she gave him a gentle nudge in the ribs with her toe.
"Get me another drink Christopher," said Ruth with him morphing from her lover to her waiter. "Extra dry with two olives."
To be continued...
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Seemingly not meant to be, a man meets the love of his life and then loses her
She kissed him. Emma kissed him. She French kissed him. He couldn't believe this beautiful, young woman was French kissing him. She parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him. Never had he been kissed like this before. Never had a woman kissed him first before.
If only he knew then what he knows now, that he would never be kissed like that again, he may have done things differently. If only he knew then what he knows now, he never would have let her go. If only he knew then what he knows now, he would have gone after her. Only, what did he know? Happy with her kiss and thrilled to have sex with her, he didn't know he loved her at the time, truly loved her even forty years later. Seemingly, some things are never meant to be.
* * * * *
Robert couldn't believe she kissed him. With his brown eyes wide open and her violet eyes melting his soul and forever taking ownership of his heart, she leaned into him, pressed her bikini clad body up against him, and kissed him in the way he had never been kissed before. As if they were already a couple, a boyfriend and girlfriend, engaged, or even married, he couldn't believe a woman he barely knew, a woman he had just met, kissed him in such a passionately loving and sexual way. Too much for him to comprehend at the time, overwhelmed, he mistook his feelings of love for horniness. He didn't realize that this was his once in a lifetime opportunity to find forever love and happiness.
'Wow,' he thought. 'No way! What the Hell was that about? Why is she kissing me in the way that I had wanted to kiss her as soon as I saw her? Women don't act this way.'
Seemingly always turned on and with them intently focused on him, her eyes were as striking as if they were jeweled nightlights plugged in an outlet. If she had brown eyes, he may have not noticed her eyes as much as he did now. He couldn't remove his eyes from her eyes.
Hypnotizing him with her eyes, she mesmerized him with her sexy stare. As if they were talking to him, her eyes moved him, sucked him in, and forced him to stare at her. Other than seeing Elizabeth Taylor on the big, silver screen, he had never seen anyone with violet eyes before and he had never met anyone with blue, black hair and olive complexion who didn't have brown eyes.
Even though he had just met her and didn't know much about her, other than she had a fabulous body, was excruciatingly beautiful, and her name was Emma, he knew little else about her. Wobbly kneed, she literally melted him with her kiss. Star struck as if meeting and kissing a celebrity or a supermodel, with him liquid in her hands, he offered no resistance to her kissing him.
His fantasy woman come true, why would he resist her red, full lips and her unbelievable body? Whether man or woman, no one could resist kissing her, especially not him, with him already so smitten with her. Never has he met anyone like her and she was kissing him. He couldn't believe she was kissing him, French kissing him.
He fell back when she pushed him against the wall, parted his lips with her tongue, and kissed him. If he didn't know he was wide awake, he'd think he was dreaming. If he didn't know he was alive and breathing, he'd think he had died and gone to Heaven.
He stared in her violet, blue eyes until she closed them and until he closed his eyes too. Taken away by her kiss, as if he was alone with her on a Maldivian tropical island, consumed by who she was and all that she could be to him, he lost all consciousness of where he was. Afraid to touch her for fear that she'd disappear in a poof and this phenomenal kiss, the best kiss of his life would end, he lightly rested his hands on her naked waist.
By far, more beautiful than any actress or model he's ever seen in a magazine, on the big, silver screen, or on television, she was the most beautiful woman he's ever seen and she's kissing him. Yet, why was she kissing him? Why him? Why now? He didn't understand but deciding not to ruin the moment by questioning her or her motives, he just continued following her lead and going with the flow.
Accustomed to having to put the moves on a woman and float her consciousness in a pool of excessive amounts of alcohol for her to kiss him in such a sexual way, he didn't even have to do that with her. He didn't have to do anything. As if he was the beautiful one and the one so desired, she kissed him. A complete mystery to him, why is someone who looks like her kissing someone who looks like him?
With him always having a preference for blonds, he's never seen a woman with beautiful, blue, black hair who wasn't Asian, Latino, or African American before. As much as he was taken with her and with her mesmerizing eyes, eyes that he couldn't stop staring in them, he was taken by her long, lush, blue-black, beautiful, straight hair. She had the kind of gorgeous hair that those woman have in shampoo commercials but that he never saw in person on any woman.
Contrasting her hair, she had beautiful, olive complexion. If he was to hazard a guess, he'd guessed she was Italian more than she was Latino or Mulatto. With her nearly the same height as him in her sandals, if he was to guess again, he'd say she was 5'9" tall. Suddenly, as if he was standing on a corner in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil and watching her walk by, the song from the Girl from Ipanema played through his head.
"Tall and tan and young and lovely, the girl from Ipanema goes walking and when she passes, each one she passes goes, aaaaaah."
None of this seemed real. All of this played out more like a fantasy. Unprepared to fall in love but already in love at first sight, she shove him in a sexual fantasy of epic, mind blowing proportions when she pushed him against the wall to kiss him. With all of this happening so fast, he didn't know what to believe. Only, this wasn't fantasy. This was real and seemingly she was just as sexually attracted to him as he was to her.
Yet why? Why was she seemingly as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her? He could understand his sexual attraction to her. Anyone would understand that. Explained just by looking at her, she was gorgeous and he was average at best. He could explain her attraction to him if he was handsome, brilliant, rich, and/or famous but he wasn't any of those things. He was just him, a typical guy, and an average Joe, who was bewitched by a beautiful woman he had just met on a beach.
As if he was Prince Charming, unable to control himself from lightly touching her extraordinarily beautiful hair, he ran his slow fingers through her thick, shiny, black hair as if she was Snow White. Only, she may be as beautiful as who the Grimm Brothers created and who Walt Disney perceived as Snow White, but he was no woman's Prince Charming and this was no animated, fantasy cartoon.
He needed to touch her to know if she was real. He needed to touch her to make sure that he wasn't dreaming. He needed to touch her to see if she'd recoil and slap his face to let him know that someone who looked like her could never be with someone who looked like him.
Not an ugly man or a handsome man, he was just an average looking man. In the way there was everything special about her, there was nothing special about him, until now that Emma was kissing him. In the way that the handsome hero always gets the beautiful damsel in distress, her kissing him changed everything.
Right from wrong, good versus evil, going left or right, and moving up or down, now everything in his life was now topsy-turvy instead of moving straight ahead. With him already set in his notions of the rich versus the poor and the beautiful versus the ugly, the top tier never fraternized with the bottom tier. With his world never being the same, he didn't know what to think now.
Unbelievable but true, he would have been better off had he never even seen her walking from afar. He would have been better off had he never caught up to her while hoping to meet her. He would have been better off had she ignored him on the beach and not talked to him after he made a fool of himself by stumbling and falling. He would have been better off had she not walked with him and talked to him while picking up seashells.
Hurting his head to admit it, he would have been better off had she not invited him back to her place. He would have been better off had she never kissed him, French kissed him. He would have been better off had she not allowed him to have his wicked sexual way with her beautiful body and given him sex.
Only, when he looked up at her from the hot sand, a rare beauty, she had such a pretty face to match her incredible body. Then, there were those eyes, those violet eyes that stared down at him as if they were rare, brilliant jewels that sparkled in the sun. She laughed at him for tripping and for making a fool of himself by falling for her. As if she was haunting him, she had such a melodious laugh that can still be heard in his head to this day. Yet, even though it pained him to admit it, he would have been better off without her in his head forever haunting him as if she was his personal ghost.
'Emma. Where are you? Emma, I love you. I'll always love you.'
* * * * *
A memory he'll never forget and will surely carry with him for the rest of his life, if he were to die right here and right now with her in his arms kissing him, he'd die a happy man. Only, he prayed to God that he didn't die now and not just yet. Wanting to experience so much more of Emma than just her lips, now that she was kissing him, he hoped to receive so very much more than just her French kiss.
Unaccustomed to a woman kissing him first, spellbound by her, Robert couldn't believe that Emma kissed him out of the blue. With no rhyme or reason to her kissing him, she kissed him in the way that he imagined kissing her. He's the one who's supposed to kiss her. He's the one who's supposed to make the first move.
Now having to play it all through his head over and again for him to make sense of all that just happened, she invited him home, pushed him up against the wall, parted his lips with her tongue, and French kissed him. Totally shocked, he couldn't believe this gorgeous woman was making out with him. Unable to fit a playing card between them, she pressed her bikini clad, shapely body up against him as if she was going to fuck him right then and right there in her reception hall.
Truth be told, with this a magically, enchanted day, never thinking that she'd ever have sex with him, that outrageous thought never even crossed his mind. He was just happy with her kiss. Then, again, as thrilled as he was baffled, he never dreamt that someone who looked like her would kiss someone who looked like him. Overjoyed that she didn't reject him when he approached her to talk to her, he was just happy to be with her while walking along the beach talking and picking up seashells. Just as he never expected her to kiss him or to instantly fall in love with her, he never expected her to invite him home.
A woman he just met at the beach on the hottest day of the year, the most beautiful and sexiest woman in the world was kissing him. Unable to wrap his head around being in her house alone with her and with her kissing him, he couldn't believe she was kissing him. If Emma French kissing him wasn't enough, Robert couldn't believe his eyes when she reached around her back, unhooked her bra, and removed her bikini top.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'Are you kidding me? I don't believe this.'
Too good to be true, if he didn't think he was dreaming before, he certainly must be dreaming now. She was topless. Emma was topless. Her tits, her areolas, and her nipples were right there in front of him for him to see.
Something right out of a movie or a sexual fantasy, things like this never happened to him. If he told his friends that he met the most beautiful woman in the world and she French kissed him before removing her bikini top, they'd never believe him. They'd think he was lying. They'd think he was making up stories. They'd think he had lost his mind from masturbating too much while sexually fantasizing over beautiful women that he'd never meet, never mind kiss while they're topless.
As if looking to see his reaction to her bold, sexual move, she stared up at him before looking down at her naked breasts. She looked at her breasts as if looking to see what he could see of her before returning her focused stare back to him staring at her tits. The only part of her more beautiful than her breasts, her hair, and her face were her eyes. Even though her naked breasts were trying to steal his focused attention, he couldn't stop staring at her eyes. For as long as he shall live, he'll never forget her eyes.
He just stood there in shock gawking at her. Afraid to touch her for fear that he'd awaken from his dream, she took his hands in her hands and placed them on her C cup, naked breasts. Forget about moving to second base from first base, whatever this was moved at lightning speed. Giving him the green light as he hit a triple and flew around all of the bases and on his way to an in-the-park homerun, he was feeling Emma's naked tits and fingering her nipples.
He couldn't believe she was kissing him as if she was in love with him. He couldn't believe he was feeling her naked tits and fingering her nipples. If he had to pick his best sexual fantasy, being there with Emma topless while French kissing her, feeling her naked breasts, and fingering her hard, erect nipples would be it.
"La Vida Loca."
As if he was a celebrity or a rich man, he was living the crazy life, something he's never done before.
* * * * *
Giving him complete, uninterrupted access to her amazingly shapely, C cup breasts, she wrapped her arms around his neck while making out with him. Kissing and kissing him, she continued kissing him. Allowing him to have his wicked way with her tits, if only he knew what happened to him then would never happen to him again, he may have more cherished the time he had with her lips and her naked breasts. He may have never let her go.
Other than the airbrushed photos that he's seen of beautiful topless and naked women in a men's magazine, never has he seen breasts so shapely and perfectly symmetrical. Never has he felt breasts that were so firm and so densely heavy. The real deal and not some plastic surgeon's conception of what a woman's breasts should look and feel like, her breasts were all natural. She had breasts as naturally shapely as Jessica Simpson, Heidi Klum, or Scarlett Johansson.
One of his favorite, sexual things to do, Robert continued feeling her tits while fingering her nipples as Emma continued kissing him and kissing him. When she could have easily stopped kissing him and pushed him away, she didn't. When she could obviously have any man she wanted, she choose him. Why? He didn't understand. As if he was Billy Joel with supermodel Christie Brinkley or Ric Ocasek of The Cars with supermodel Paulina Porizkova, he still couldn't believe that someone who looked like her was kissing someone who looked like him. He could understand Tom Brady with supermodel Giselle Bundchen but he was no Tom Brady.
Even though they were strangers who weren't yet even friends, she kissed him as if they were already lovers. She kissed him as if she was in love with him when he had just met her. She kissed him as if she knew he was already in love with her when he had just met her an hour before. She kissed him as if she had known him in another lifetime. She kissed him as if she was a drunken woman when she was absolutely sober. She kissed him as if she was a woman high on drugs when she was totally clean. She kissed him with the unspoken promise that there'd be so much more to come.
Not done yet. Seemingly with her hoping to get lucky with him and with him unaccustomed to such a fast turn of events, she made all of the sexual moves as if she was the man and he was the woman. As if she was the sexually aggressive one, and she was, and he was the submissive one, and he was, she reached her hand down to feel his swollen cock through his jeans. He couldn't believe that she was sexually touching him and brazenly feeling him in the way he was afraid to sexually touch her and brazenly feel her.
If it wasn't enough that she kissed him, she French kissed him. If it wasn't enough that she removed her bikini top, she put his hands on her breasts. Now, if it wasn't enough that she was feeling his erection through his jeans, in his wildest sexual fantasies, he couldn't imagine what to expect next. Shocking him enough for him to gasp with sexual delight, he couldn't believe she was touching him in the way that he wanted to touch her.
As if she had done this dozens of times with other men before, knowing where and just how to touch him, she made him hard without even stroking him. Touching him and feeling him precisely where he needed to be touched and felt, she fingered the head of his cock through his jeans with her manicured fingers. When he didn't stop her from sexually touching him, and when he didn't resist her from her sexually seducing him, she unbuttoned, unzipped, and pushed his jeans and underwear down to his ankles.
'Fuck me,' he thought to himself without dare voicing that out loud.
In the way that he had tried to strip off the clothes of a woman numerous times before and failed, she was successful in stripping off his clothes now. In the way that he had tried to take sexual advantage of women he had just met after a night of drinking in a bar and failed, she was successfully taking sexual advantage of him now after walking with him for an hour on the beach. Especially one who was so beautiful, never had he ever met a woman who was so sexually aggressive.
'Oh, my God!' Then, he thought, 'What if she's not a woman but a man? What if she's a cross dresser or a post op or pre-op, transgendered individual. That would explain why she's so sexually attracted to him. That would explain why she was so sexually aggressive with him. Only a man would be attracted to another man who looks like him. Only a man would be as sexually aggressive.' Then, when he took another close, hard look at her, 'Nah, there's no way this beautiful woman was born a man.'
Besides, if this beautiful woman is indeed a man, then he's turning gay and marching in the next gay parade for a chance to be sexually intimate with her. Only, soon to find out when she removed her bikini bottoms and asked him to give her oral sex, she wasn't a man. She was all woman with all the natural, God given, womanly parts.
With her naked from the waist up, he was naked from the waist down. If he was dreaming now, this is the dream he'd be having. If he was masturbating to a sexual fantasy, he'd be masturbating to this one. Only, he wasn't dreaming and he wasn't have a sexual fantasy, this was really happening to him.
'Oh, my God. No way. This can't be happening to me. I must be dreaming. Something like this never happens to me,' he thought.
Again, as if she was the man and he was the woman, she kissed and kissed him again while taking his already stiff prick in her hand. The warmth of her hand and the softness of her fingers sent chills through his spine. She kissed and kissed him again while slowly stroking his hard erection. Then, without him having to give her a not so subtle hint by pushing down on her shoulder, she took it upon herself to move herself down his body and kiss every part of him as she lowered her mouth down to his prick. Lowering herself where no modestly moral woman should ever go when just meeting a man, he was glad that she wasn't modesty moral.
He racked his brain. It made no sense. Why was someone who looked like her with someone who looked like him? Whatever it was for her to kiss him, remove her bikini top, strip him naked, and fondle his cock before hopefully sucking his cock, he didn't care. All he cared about was that she was there with him now. All he cared about was that in getting sexually lucky with this sexy, sexual, beautiful Goddess, he'd have a story to tell his friends for the rest of his life.



* * * * *
Maybe with the bright sun shining in her eyes on the beach, she mistook him for someone else. Maybe she just had a horrible breakup with her boyfriend and he was her get even sex or rebound sex. Maybe she's imagining he's someone else. Maybe she's crazy. Maybe she's a serial killer who lured him to her house to have sex with her before killing him. Maybe she's a nymphomaniac and doesn't care who he is. Maybe she's a prostitute who doesn't ask for payment up front.
With her still holding his prick in her hand, she slid her topless body down to her knees while looking up at him and before taking his cock in her mouth. He couldn't believe this beautiful woman he just met not only French kissed him and stripped herself topless but also was blowing him. Teasing him with her mouth and tongue while smiling up at him, she stared at him with her beautiful, violet eyes and while running her tongue over the head of his cock and stroking him a little faster.
"Fuck me," he said under his breath while inadvertently blurting out what he was thinking.
An involuntary reaction to her blowing him, he didn't mean to utter that aloud. He never thought she'd take him so seriously and so literally until she spoke her one word.
"Okay," she said staring up at him with those hypnotic eyes.
He looked down at her not believing that she agreed to fuck him. Making him harder, she continued sucking his cock, no doubt, in readiness to fuck her.
'What? Pardon? Okay?'
She misunderstood his meaning of 'fuck me'. Meant as a reaction of disbelief, she took it as him asking her to have probing, penetrating, and pounding sex with her. She took him literally as if he wanted to fuck her, and of course, he did. Only, shocked by all her reaction and by all that's happened so far and thrilled by all that's transpired, he'd never take it upon himself to ask her for more.
He couldn't believe that this beautiful, sexy woman he met a little more than an hour ago on the beach was giving him a blowjob while topless. He couldn't believe that this beautiful, sexy woman he met a little more than an hour ago on the beach had just agreed to fuck him. His dream woman was sucking his cock. A skilled cocksucker, without a doubt, this blowjob was not her first and definitely wouldn't be her last. A beautiful seductress, without a doubt, she was the sexiest and most beautiful woman he's ever met. Without a doubt, she's was giving him the best blowjob he's ever received in his life.
Unable to let the memory of her go, he'll always remember her. In the way he dreams about her every night and thinks about her every day, she'll haunt him for the rest of his regretful, miserable, and sexually frustrated life. Tragically and unfortunately, the day that he met her and the day they had sex was the last day he saw her.
To be continued...
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Something that all women say one time or another, "How do you like me now?"
After being unhappily married to his wife for more than 25 long, suffering, and sexually frustrating years, if Jay was to describe Ruth now, he'd say that she was a drunk, a cheating wife, and a cougar with an overactive libido for younger men. With him knowing her well enough to compress a complete description of her, that one, unflattering sentence encapsulated all of her. To simply define her as a drunk, an unfaithful wife, and a cougar not only explained who she was but also explained what his life has been like being married to her and living with her such a selfish, self-centered bitch.
From the time she opens her eyes to the time she falls asleep, with the world revolving around her, everything is about her. With her needing to blame someone, anyone, but herself for her actions, the reason why she drinks is somehow his fault. Convolutedly nonsensical, he'd like to know how she could possibly blame him for having sex with young men when she's the one who rejects him from his marriage bed. Always willing to give her the sexual satisfaction that she needs, she doesn't want him. She'd rather have a prettier man with a harder cock.
When some men wished they were married to a woman who'd readily have sex with other men while they watched, Jay's marriage to Ruth was much different than that. He never asked her to have sex with anyone while he watched. Yet she readily had sex with other men but not while he watched. She had sex behind his back. She was a cheating wife. She was a cocksucker. She was a whore. He was married to a cheating wife, cocksucker of a whore, who not only never sucked his cock but also didn't even want to have sex with him.
Only, more than that, so much more than that, she was a drunk too. With her so addicted to alcohol, she'd have sex with anyone, anytime for a drink, preferably a martini with two olives. She was a sneak and a cheat. She cheated on him whenever he traveled. Not only did she have sex with his friends and his neighbors but she had sex with young men she picked up at the mall.
Certainly, if he were to describe himself back then, he was a scientist, a physical chemist, an artist, a painter, a writer, a hunter, a health nut, an outdoorsman, and a marathon runner. Yet, with him not totally innocent, in the way that Ruth loved younger men, Jay enjoyed not only an abundance of younger women but women his age and older women too. Only, in the way that a painter surveys the landscape and/or his subject before painting his masterpiece, Jay was a connoisseur of women. Selective with whom he bedded, not just any woman would do in the way that any man would do for Ruth as long as he fueled her sexual desire with copious amounts of gin and vermouth.
Early in his marriage, with Ruth not yet a drunk, but on her way to abusing alcohol, he discovered she was a whore. He thought that he was marrying a good woman, a modest woman, a moral woman, and a woman who was happy to be married to him. He thought that he was marrying a somewhat sexually innocent woman. Instead, he married a whore.
Not expecting her to be a virgin, especially with all the making out and fooling around they did in the backseat of his car before marrying her, but he didn't think that his wife was a whore. Yet, now with no ands, ifs, buts, or maybes, she was a whore. Ruth was a whore. His wife was a whore. He was married to a whore. It's one thing for a girlfriend to be a whore, but it's quite another thing for his wife, the mother of their child to be a whore.
Now with her already a whore and on her way to being a drunk, instead of just thinking of her as a whore, she was soon labeled by Jay as a drunken whore. While some men would never want to be married to a whore, some men would be happy to be married to a whore, while other men would only want their wife to be their whore exclusively. Unfortunately and alas, as he always suspected and soon discovered more and more, Ruth was every man's whore but for Jay. The only sexual thing that Jay may get her to do, something that he could do for himself, was to give him a hand job, as long as he didn't try feeling the tits and fingering her nipples. Unexplainable, somehow, her nipples were always sore for him to finger and suck but seemingly they were never sore for anyone else to finger and suck.
It wasn't long before he discovered that his precious, loving wife, who he had just married, sucked and fucked his best man in the backseat of the limo on their wedding day during their reception. He couldn't believe it. He didn't understand. He was hurt. Feeling cheated on, he felt rejected. Too angry to confront either one of them, if he had a gun he would have shot them both dead.
Then years later, during an argument, she confessed that she had sex with most of the men they knew, mostly friends and neighbors. Men he saw all the time and men he thought were his friends, he stopped seeing. Rather keeping to himself, he didn't dare befriend another man to bring home to meet his wife. Instead, whatever new friendships he developed, he kept them from Ruth.
Whether her cheating on him was his justification or not, or was just a fortunate sexual opportunity that presented itself, something he wasn't tempted to do before, he was especially tempted to do now. Now, even more than just wanting to get even, he needed and wanted to have sex. With him always so sexually frustrated and horny, with his wife not having sex with him but freely having sex with others, that's when he had sex with Marlene.
* * * * *
He was 24-years-old and barely married two years when he met Marlene, a petite, 39-year-old, divorced, Jewish American Princess with three kids. Even though she was a little pudgy, she was plumb in all the right places. She had a curvaceous, Rubenesque look about her as if she was a naked woman in one of Rubin's or Rembrandt's paintings.
In the way she made use of her hands, her mouth, and her pussy, she stretched the definition of MILF to super MILF. With women experiencing their sexual peaks at chronological more mature ages and men reaching their peaks fifteen years earlier, with both of them at their sexual peaks, they were the perfect age for one another. The opposite of Ruth, at least when it came to her sexual treatment of him, and with her more romantically in line with him, she was horny and always ready for sex.
Meanwhile, sexually making her way around the neighborhood with an empty martini glass in hand, he suspected that Ruth was already having sex with their neighbor, his best friend, Bob. It turned out that he's the one who got her pregnant but fortunately for all, she lost the baby. God, she was such a drunken slut, even back then. Yet, now that he had Marlene sexually taking care of him, he didn't much care what his wife was doing with young men when he wasn't home. What Ruth was sexually doing with much younger men, Marlene was doing with him.
With him trying to make a good future for them, he was working long hours in the lab towards earning his PhD in physical chemistry. While he was trying to become the scientist he always dreamt of becoming, she was sucking and fucking men and more becoming the whore that she was determined and destined to be. It wouldn't have hurt him as much that his wife was a bitch of a whore, as long as she sexually took care of him too but she didn't. Rejecting him, making him feel unwanted, and making him feel that there was something wrong with him, she looked at him as if she skived him. She looked at him as if she hated the sight of him when he was the one supporting her, the stupid, ungrateful bitch.
* * * * *
Marlene worked at the college in the library as one of the librarians and with him always in the library when not in the laboratory, they had become friends. They sometimes had coffee together or lunch in the cafeteria together where they talked, laughed, and flirted. On good days when needing to get some air, they walked around the campus together talking while laughing. All so very innocent, they were just co-workers who had become friends.
It was raining hard one day when Jay saw her leaving the front door of the university library with her umbrella and rain hat. Normally she has her car parked in the back lot but on this rainy day she didn't. He remembered she told him that her car was in the shop. With him not putting two and two together to offer her a ride before, when she first told him that she didn't have a car, he offered her a ride now. Being that they were good friend, he looked forward to driving her home while talking about nothing and laughing over everything. Only, with him so naïve, he never imagined giving her a ride home would turn out to be more than just a friendly gesture.
An attractive woman with a very pretty face, she was a short but shapely woman. Something he liked about her and that drew him to her, when she talked to him, her dark, brown, expressive eyes were always locked on his sad and sexually frustrated eyes. She looked at him as if she could read him. She looked at him as if she knew who he was inside. She looked at him as if she could feel his pain and suffering sorrow that started with the death of his mother and continued with the drunken whoring of his wife.
Mesmerizing him with her eyes, as if he was the only man in the world, she made him feel important. She made him feel wanted. She made him feel that he could trust her not to hurt him. She made him want to tell her all of his sexy secrets and all of his sexual problems. Unable to hide anything from her, with her having the perception of a mother and the insight of a lover, she looked at him as if she already knew that he sexually wanted her. A cross between his mother and his wife, even though she didn't look like any one of them, as if he was her adopted son, he couldn't resist her motherly comfort.
The gentleman that he is albeit one with ulterior, sexual motives, he walked her out to the parking lot while holding his umbrella over her head. Then, braving the rain, he held his car door open for her while she took her sweet time getting in his car. A time when the miniskirt was just starting to take hold of women across the country, she was wearing a short skirt. As she climbed in his car, with him too horny to avert his stare, he was hoping to see a quick flash of her panty. He was hoping to see something that he shouldn't see of Marlene to masturbate over later. Had it not been for his wife refusing to do her wifely duty in caring for his sexual needs, he wouldn't have been horny enough to sexually take advantage of his friend by trying to sneak a quick peek between her legs.
Only, instead of just being rewarded with a quick flash of her panty, he saw much more than that. As soon as she sat in the passenger seat, with her legs spread open wide, she took her time closing and shaking out her umbrella and situating her purse and feet on the floor of the car. A sexy, panty flashing show that he'll be masturbating over later, no doubt, he saw all that he wanted and needed to see of her panty clad, pleasure pot. With her turned to him but leaning towards the driver's side with her knees still spread wide open, he saw the inside of her thighs and a prolonged flash of her panty clad pussy.
'Holy shit. Oh, my God!'
With her fifteen years older than him, nearly old enough to be his mother or at least his big sister, he felt like a pervert for staring but, unable to look away, he couldn't help himself from leering. As if it happened yesterday instead of years ago, it's not only amazing how much he saw of her in just a quick flash of her underwear but also how much of her that he remembers seeing. With her skirt raised high enough and her legs spread open long enough, he not only her questioned her motivation but also her morals and her modesty.
'Was she deliberately flashing him?' He didn't know. 'Was she trying to seduce him by enticing him and teasing him?' He didn't know that either.
Her white panties were unable to contain her black, bushy pussy and he saw stray strands of black, pubic hair peeking out the sides of her panty. Having never experienced such a perfect flash of a woman's panty clad pussy before, he couldn't help but wonder if she flashed him deliberately or inadvertently. Even though he suspected that her flashing him her panty was accidental, adding to the sexual fantasy that was already developing in his head, he enjoyed thinking that she flashed him on purpose. Thinking of her before as just a co-worker who was a divorced mother of three, now he thought of her as his kind of woman, a sexy, sexual woman who was ready and willing to play. As soon as he sat in the driver's seat of his old Pontiac, with Marlene's skirt still raised past her mid-thigh and just a few inches lower than the pleasure pussy palace of nirvana, he was already horny.
Having worked with her for a while, never had he seen so much of her legs. A big deal back then, prior to the fashion trend of the miniskirt, never had he seen the inside of her thighs. Even when he walked behind her while she climbed the stairs ahead of him, he never had a peek of her panty in the way he saw her prolonged peek of her panty clad pussy that night. Now with him unable to control his sexual thoughts for her, he imagined sticking his hand in between her legs while kissing her. Only, he didn't dare ruin the fun and the friendly, co-worker relationship they had. Giving him plenty of fodder to masturbate over later, it was enough that he saw her panty and a sneak peek of her hairy, black pussy. Thinking of that experience now, so long ago, while driving her home, he recalled that she needed to use the ladies room.
"Sorry but I need to pee. Ever since I had children, I'm not able to hold my water and with you making me laugh, I don't want to pee myself," she said with a laugh while giving him a sexy look.
Jay filled up the tank while Marlene was in the ladies room. He was cleaning his windshield with the gas station squeegee when she returned and she gave him another slow show between her legs that he couldn't believe. This time, with her skirt nearly raised to her crotch when getting back in the car, she gave him a show of her black bushy pussy.
'Oh, my God! No way! Fuck me! She's not wearing any underwear,' he thought to himself while staring between her legs at her exposed black pussy. 'Where's her panties? She was wearing them before.'
Difficult for him not to notice, especially with her flashing him her naked cunt, with her wearing panties before, she wasn't wearing panties now. Unable to think of anything else, a dozen sexual thoughts electrified his mind with sexual excitement. He just saw her pussy. Forget about seeing Marlene's panties, he just saw Marlene's pussy. He just saw his co-worker's hairy cunt.
'Wow!'
She must have removed them in the restroom. But why? Maybe she had an accident. Maybe she's purposely flashing him. Maybe she's sexually teasing him and trying to seduce him. Maybe she's hoping he'd give her sex. With her so much older than him, nearly old enough to be his mother, and with him not very sexually experienced, he didn't know what to think.
Suddenly mad with sexual desire for his mature co-worker, Jay was beside himself with horniness. As soon as he saw Marlene's pussy, with him horny from his wife refusing him sex, he wanted to touch her, finger her, lick her, make love to her, and fuck her. He wanted to do all of those sexual things with his co-worker that he longed to do with his wife. Only, with her fifteen years older than him, and with her having three children, someone like her would never have sex with someone like him. Compared to her, even though he was studying for his PhD, he was just a kid.
Yet, while driving her home and with her sitting beside him, he couldn't stop from thinking that she wasn't wearing panties. As if she had a black kitty between her legs, and surely she did, her black, bushy pussy controlled his thoughts. He couldn't stop thinking about her naked, black bush of a pussy. As he drove her home in the rain, with the cool rain doing little to control his sexual desire for her, he couldn't help but stare over at her.
Then, teasing him even more, as if she was airing out her pussy and/or advertising to get laid, she put her heels up on his dashboard. He watched her short skirt slowly slide even higher up her thighs. Now with her knees spread, her skirt was nearly up to her pussy. He wished he had a mirror on the dashboard that he could turn for a better view between her legs.
'Fuck me,' he thought to himself. 'If only I dared, I'd love to stick my hand in between her legs and grab a whole handful of her naked cunt.'
Having to ponder no longer, she took control of the sexual situation.
"Stop here," she said as they came up to a secluded spot.
Surprised that she wanted him to stop the car, maybe she needed to pee again. Obediently as if he was driving his mother, Jay pulled over and stopped the car. As soon as he stopped the car, she turned to him and gave him a look that made him want to kiss her. Unnerved by her look and afraid he may try something sexual with her that he may regret tomorrow, he gulped down his horniness and his hard to control sexual desire for his co-worker.
"What's wrong? Why did you want me to stop the car?"
As if they were already lovers or soon to be lovers, she gave him a seductive smile.
"Wrong? There's nothing wrong. I just needed to have your full attention before telling you something," she said.
Although he suspected that she was angry at him for ogling her panties and naked cunt, he really had no idea what she was going to say? Maybe it was something about work. Maybe when holding the car door open for her, she caught him looking at her panties. Maybe while at the gas station, she saw him staring at her pussy.
'Oh, my God,' he was suddenly ashamed.
Suddenly embarrassed for sexually lusting over her, his mature, motherly co-worker, maybe his fly is down. With his cock already pulsating in his pants fueled by the sexual desire he suddenly had for her, he stealthily checked his fly before giving her his full attention. Maybe she noticed the growing bulge in his pants.
'That's embarrassing,' he thought.
As if she was about to scold him for looking at all that she was inadvertently showing, suddenly he felt awkward sitting there next to her. Suddenly feeling like the pervert that he is for suspecting that she was deliberately flashing him, he was busy chastising himself. Beyond being embarrassed, he felt conspicuous in his sexual desire for her. If he had anyone to blame for his horniness, he blamed his wife.
'Frigging Ruth, you selfish, drunken whore of a bitch,' he thought to himself.
He looked at her with as much shame as he looked at her with curiosity. He just wanted to get over with her scolding him for staring at her panties and leering at her pussy.
"What?" As if he didn't know. He knew she was going to chew him out for looking at her as if she was an exhibitionistic slut and looking at her as if she was his drunken, whore of a wife. He gulped down his pride before asking her his question while already knowing her answer. "What is it that you want to tell me?"
She removed her feet from his dashboard to move them to the floor. As if she was a sexual tease and she was, she raised her skirt a little higher. He couldn't believe it when she raised her skirt instead of lowering her skirt.
"I put my panties in my purse, when I stopped to pee at the filling station," she said giving him a naughty look.
As if his eyes were Atari pong balls, he looked from her eyes to look down at her naked thighs over and again. She moved closer to him on the bench seat. She was close enough, so close to him that he could smell her perfume. He could smell her shampoo. He could suddenly detect the musky aroma of her sexual desire for him. Then, she did something that he never expected a mother of three to do. She lifted the hem of her skirt higher and high enough to show him her naked pussy.



"See?" She looked down at her pussy with him as if to see what he could see of her and what she was showing him. She looked up at him with as much lust as he looked at her with horniness. "Touch me," she said giving him an inviting sexy smile while biting her lips with obvious sexual anticipation.
Never had he met a woman who was as sexually aggressive. Never had he met a woman who sexually knew what she wanted. Seemingly, she wanted what he wanted. Seemingly, she was just as horny as he was.
Normally, before he was married but not having much sex since, Jay always kissed a woman first. Normally hoping to get to first or second base after a few dates of spending money on her and making out with her afterwards, he'd make his move to feel her tits and her ass before daring himself to feel her pussy. Only, with Marlene already giving him the head-for-home signal as if he hit one out of the park, without as much as kissing her first, he reached his left hand over to finger Marlene's cunt.
Weird that there wasn't any foreplay, not wasting any time with small talk, kissing, and/or petting, she was already wet when he touched her. She was so wet that he thought she may have peed herself but it wasn't pee. She was soaked with her vaginal secretions.
A real sexual, sexy woman, Marlene was so much wetter than Ruth ever was with him. With her full of surprises, without him even kissing her and parting her lips with his tongue while feeling her breasts through her blouse or reaching behind her to squeeze her ample ass, she invited him to touch her pussy. He couldn't believe that this mature woman not only exposed her cunt to him but also invited him to touch her.
'Holy shit! Wow!'
As soon as he fingered her pussy, rubbed her clit, and briefly inserted his finger inside of her, with her not wasting another second with small talk, touching, feeling, or kissing, she leaned over in the seat, unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped him. While staring up at him as if hoping to see his reaction to her touch, she reached her hand down in his underwear. Immediately, as if grabbing merchandise from a half-off sale at Macy's, she wrapped her small hand around his big dick and pulled out his cock.
In the way she looked down at her pussy with him when she was showing him her cunt, she looked down with him while staring at his naked cock. Looking at him with those beautifully expressive, big, brown eyes, she slowly stoked him while raising her head to look up at him. If it wasn't enough that she showed him her pussy and asked him to touch her, he couldn't believe it when she pulled out his prick and started slowly stroking him. Then, further blowing his mind, he couldn't believe what she did next. She gave him a sexy, naughty look before leaning over in her seat again, this time to move her head in his lap and to take him in her mouth.
'Oh, my God,' he thought while looking down at the back of Marlene's dark brown, hairy head. 'She's sucking me. I can't believe Marlene is blowing me.'
As if he was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy while masturbating himself, he couldn't believe she was blowing him. Marlene was blowing him. As if she had just been released from a woman's prison after serving a long stretch, she was sucking his cock with great abandon. Her mouth was so warm and so wet and her lips engulfed his stiff prick with just the right amount of pressure. The first, real blowjob he's ever had, not dabbling with his cock in the way that Ruth does, she was blowing him, really blowing him, as if she was a thousand dollar call girl, a small fortune back then.
Something his wife wouldn't even do, he couldn't believe Marlene was sucking his cock. With her head bobbing up and down with her hand, she was sucking his prick with animated enthusiasm. She made all of those cock sucking sounds that men love hearing to prove that the women sucking their cocks were enjoying sucking his pricks as much as they were enjoying having their pricks sucked. He remembered listening to the rain pounding the roof of his car while Marlene's little hand pounded his cock as she sucked him.
Not stopping to tell him to let her know when he was ready to cum and to ask him not to cum in her mouth, she continued stroking him while sucking him until he ejaculated all that he had in her mouth. As if she wanted him to cum in her mouth as much as he wanted to cum in her mouth, he didn't even have to put a hand to the back of her head for her to swallow all that he had to give. Then, seemingly proud that she excelled at being a great cocksucker, she sat up in the seat and straightened her skirt while licking her full lips. She turned the rearview mirror for her to see herself and fluffed her long, black hair with a practiced hand before looking over at him as if she had something important to tell him.
"Just so we're clear," she said mincing no words. "It's my turn next time."
The first time kissing her, she leaned over and kissed him. Normally he must kiss a woman before sexually getting anywhere with her. This time, ass backwards, she blew him as soon as he fingered her pussy and before he even felt her tits. Parting his lips with her tongue, she French kissed him. He could taste himself on her lips and on her tongue but he didn't care. It was all good.
He was getting all that he had hoped and expected to get from his wife from this MILF of an older woman. With them on the same page sexually, seemingly she was as insatiable in her sexual desire for him as he was for her. If only he had married someone like Marlene, he'd be a happy, sexually satisfied man instead of a miserable, sexually frustrated husband. If only Ruth was more like Marlene in sexually wanting him and not a drunken whore hot for any man willing to buy her booze, he'd never cheat on her in the way that she continues to cheat on him.
Then, kissing and kissing him, they made out like two horny teenagers on Prom night. He felt her modest breasts and fingered the impressions of her big, emerging nipples. It was when he started unbuttoning her blouse and reached his still horny hand inside of her bra to finger her dark, brown nipples that she stopped him.
"Sorry but I have to get home to my kids," she said buttoning her blouse. "We'll meet at the library tomorrow night."
* * * * *
All the next day, Jay couldn't think of anything other than Marlene blowing him, him cumming in her willing mouth, and, without even having to put a heavy hand to the back of her head, her freely swallowing his cum. All the next day, he couldn't stop thinking about her flashing him her panty clad pussy before flashing him her naked pussy. All the next day, unable to concentrate on his work, he spent his entire day staring up at the clock and counting down the hours until he'd see Marlene again. That night with Jay working in the lab and taking a break in the cafeteria, Marlene was there too. As if there to find a book or to do research, they headed over to the library.
With the library always open but never crowded, especially at that late hour, it was as public a place to meet as it was a private place to meet. She worked there while earning her master's degree in psychology. Only that night, she wasn't working late. That night she wasn't looking into someone's naked mind in the way that she was looking at Jay's naked body. That night, just as Jay was there for sex, she was there for sex too. As promised, she was there for Jay to sexually satisfy her matronly body.
"We have all night. I hired a babysitter," she said.
They walked down the dimly lit aisles of the library. As if he could hear the authors whispering their words of sexy gossip at them, they walked along the rows of books and past the private study rooms. They were all there watching them about to have their illicit, sexual affair, Gustave Fluabert's Madame Bovary, Edith Wharton's Beatrice Palmato, Henry Miller's Tropic of Cancer, 9 ½ Weeks by Ingeborg Day, James Joyce's Ulysses, and Justine by the Marquis de Sade.
At the end of the aisle, they took a left and walked to the far corner of the library and turned to an office in the corner that had a couch and a desk. Marlene closed and locked the door as if she owned the place. Even though it was her removing her panties and flashing him her pussy, it was the unbelievable blowjob she gave him that started their sexual affair.
Suddenly freezing him into inaction, with her not shy, modest, or embarrassed, as if she was giving him a personal striptease, and she was, he watched her remove her blouse, her skirt, her bra, and her panties. Then, she gave him a look that told him that she expected him to strip naked too and he did. Marlene put a small towel on the couch that she pulled out of her pocketbook and sat on the couch with her legs spread.
"Eat me," she said raising her hairy pussy lips with her fingers to show him some glistening pink.
With her pussy so hairy, her cunt appeared as if she had the head of a small, wild animal, a Tasmanian devil, poking out of her vagina.
"Then, after you make me cum with your mouth and fingers, I want you to make love to me and make me cum with your cock. I want you to make love to me as if you really love me," said unable to hide the sadness in her eyes. "Still not done with you yet, after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me really hard," she said with her obviously much more sexually experienced than he was. "I want you pound my pussy as if I'm your whore and you're my pimp."
'Oh, my God,' he thought while suddenly feeling pressure to perform.
Obviously not even knowing how to properly eat a pussy, other than to continually lick it, Marlene taught Jay how to make her cum with his mouth, tongue, and fingers. She's the one responsible for turning him into a pussy eating machine and a real expert at cunnilingus. She's the one who taught him how to sexually please a woman before a woman will take personal pride in sexually pleasing a man.
"As if lapping me in the way a dog drinks water, but without curling your tongue, lick my clit with your flat tongue," she said. He moved closer to her to lick her in the way she instructed.
"Like that?"
He stopped licking her to speak while lifting his head to look up at her.
"Yeah, just like that, only harder and faster," she said putting a gentle, motherly hand to the back of his head. "Now suck my clit while teasing the tip of it with your tongue. Stick your finger in me and curl it up to that spot. Do you feel that? Do you feel something round that feels like a little pebble? That's my bean and my sexual on button," she said with a dirty laugh. "Now while rubbing that with your finger and pushing down on it to apply some gentle pressure, suck my clit again, really suck it as if your intent on swallowing it."
What was always so laborious with Ruth, licking her for what seemed like hours, Marlene had an orgasm in just a few minutes. She moaned, she thrashed about, and she made little, whimpering sounds as if she was in pain instead of being in pleasure. Then, when he jammed her cunt into his lips and jabbed his tongue in the way of a fighter punching a heavy bag, she exploded her orgasm. As is she was a geyser at Yellowstone or a broken furnace pipe, she had an orgasm as in the way of a fountain full of hot steam.
Not taking moment to bask in the afterglow of sex, fearing that someone would happen upon them, she reached in her pocketbook and pulled out a condom. As if wrapping an expensive gift, and indeed it obviously was to her, Marlene rolled the condom down on Jay's hard, erect cock. While helping him on with his protection, she fondled his cock and cupped his balls, something his wife seldom if ever did to him but she seemingly did to any man other than him, her own husband.
'The bitch,' he thought when thinking about his wife.
She was such a dirty bitch to force him to have sex with another woman. Yet, glad that he did, Marlene was a tremendous lover. Seemingly she enjoyed having sex as much as he did. She enjoyed sucking his cock as much as she enjoyed having him eat her pussy. Now he couldn't wait to bury his cock in her. Now, he couldn't to make love to her. Now he couldn't wait to fuck her.
As if she was his sexual education teacher, what Jay learned from Marlene was that when a man sexually satisfied a woman first, she'd return the sexual favor with pleasure. That lesson was something he never forgot and carried throughout the rest of his sexual life. Wearing it as a badge of sexual enlightenment, he always pleased women before expecting women to pleasure him.
Forget about making love, Marlene fucked him. With her strong, short legs wrapped around him, Jay fucked her as hard and as fast as he could. Whenever he slowed, she'd arch her back and push down with her feet. Then, she'd abruptly drop her body back down on the couch. The motion she did caused his cock to slide out of her a little, then as if self-propelled, her motion launched his cock back in her cunt with more force. Fucking him into a trance, with him breathing heavily, and unable to close his mouth, he drooled saliva all over her breasts as if he was a starving man and she was a steak dinner.
"Marlene, oh, my God. This feels so good," said Jay.
With her full of sexual confidence, as if she knew that it felt so good, she gave him a smile of self-satisfaction.
"Ram me, lover boy. Don't worry. I'm not fragile," she said in a sexy voice that was filled with passion and desire. "A woman's pussy is tougher than any man's cock. Fuck me, Jay. Fuck me, really fuck me," she said returning his humps as hard as he humped her.
Being a young rampant stud, totally immersed in sexual feelings for Marlene's womanly body, with her whole persona as a hot MILF looking for steaming passion, Jay had already anticipated the night's sexual events. He entered the men's room at the cafeteria before meeting her and ducked in a stall. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his turgid cock. While remembering her black, furry pussy and the sexually arousing aroma of her cunt, he stroked himself steadily faster and harder.
He spit in his palms and grabbed his cock with both hands, and as if he was this cock was buried inside of her pussy instead of in his hands, he stroked, turned, and twisted his erect prick while leaning against the wall. Then, turning to face the toilet, he exhaled a series of grunts and moans while ejecting strings of hot, milky cum into the water as his balls quivered and his head spun with sexual desire for Marlene. All he could think of was her flashing him her bushy, black naked pussy, her blowing him, and the musky, sweet bouquet of her pussy.
Then, once he sexually satisfied himself by masturbating himself, when he was finally fucking her, fucking her in unreal passion, fucking her with power and youth, and pounding her cunt with sexual derangement, he'd have a better chance of holding back his cum. After hand cranking a load of jizz into the toilet of the men's room, he'd make sure that he didn't spoil her fun and ruin her orgasm by prematurely ejaculating. Masturbating himself was the essential ingredient to being able to make her scream with orgasms by fucking her. It was the only way that he could hold on until her clit triggered the feminine equivalent of a Tsunami of fluids onto his hot, hard penis as he fucked her, fucked her, and fucked her.
Then, when she started shaking and rolling her hips in the way of an old car on a bumpy road, he had a hard time hanging on to her but somehow he did. Fucking her harder, he fucked her faster. He was determined to give her the orgasm that she deserved to have. He was determined to give her the orgasm that would make her give him the orgasm that he needed. Worth him masturbating himself in anticipation of fucking her, really fucking her hard, he was glad that he had hand fucked himself for him to delay what they both so desperately needed now.
"I'm cumming, you motherfucker," she said. "I'm a mother, you're a fucker, and you're fucking me. That makes you a motherfucker. Say it. Say it. I want to hear you call yourself a motherfucker, you motherfucker," she said.
Marlene hung onto Jay as if she was a drowning woman and he was saving her life. In a way he was. With her busy working, going to school, and raising three children without a man in her life, obviously, she was just as sexually frustrated as he was.
"Yes! Yes! You're a mother, I'm your fucker, and I'm your motherfucker," he said.
To be continued...
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Unable to let her go, love at first sight and lost, Robert remembers Emma.
As if he was being sentenced to death, about to be executed, and the man standing before him was his executioner, Robert stared through the priest as if he was the Grim Reaper.
"If anyone objects to this marriage, let them speak now or forever hold your peace."
In the way that everyone looked around the church expecting someone to object to this union of matrimony, including his bride, so did Robert. Only, no doubt, with his bride hoping that no one would object to their marriage, Robert looked around hoping that someone, anyone, would object to this marriage. Suddenly, as if he was transported as a character in a movie, the theme music of a recent movie, The Graduate, Simon & Garfunkel's Mrs. Robinson, played in his head.
"...And here's to you Mrs. Robinson
Jesus loves you more than you will know wo wo wo.
God bless you please, Mrs. Robinson
Heaven holds a place for those who pray
Hey hey hey, hey hey hey."
Praying to God, praying to every saint in Heaven, and praying to whichever dead relative was listening and whomever could help deliver him from his plight and this loveless marriage, Robert prayed.
"Dear Heavenly Father, deliver me from Evil. Dear Saint Michael save me from myself. Dear Virgin Mary, stop me from making this horrible mistake. Dear Saint Anthony, find my lost, beloved Emma."
He hoped that someone would save him from himself by objecting to this marriage. Suddenly developing a bad case of cold feet, he wanted to run screaming from the church. He didn't want to get married. On the chance he bumped into Emma again, still not giving up hope, he wanted to remain single. Should he see Emma again, he wanted to remain free, unencumbered, and unattached. He wanted to find his beloved Emma. He realized now, of all the time to realize it, that Emma is the one he wanted and not Lorraine. Emma is who he wanted to marry and not Lorraine.
"And do you Robert take Emma as your lawfully, wedded wife?"
'Emma? Emma! Did the priest just say Emma? Am I marrying Emma and not Lorraine?'
Shocked by the mere mention and by thought of her name, Robert refocused his stare on the priest before turning his head to look at his bride. Is Emma standing beside him and not Lorraine? Is he marrying Emma instead of Lorraine?
'Praise the Lord! His prayers worked. He had been saved. Oh, happy Day!'
Wanting to make sure, he needed to know that the woman standing beside him, the woman that he was about to marry, and the woman who was about to be his lawfully wedded wife was Emma and not Lorraine. He'd be sexually excited out of his mind if she was Emma and not Lorraine. Only, when he turned to look at her, she smiled at him through her veil with love. She wasn't Emma. She was Lorraine.
'I'm doomed. My life is over,' he thought in sad silence.
Instead of feeling happy that he was marrying Lorraine, he felt sad. Tragically disappointed as if he was Romeo in a Shakespearean play and had just found his beloved Juliette dead, he stared at the priest as if all of this mess was his fault. With his mind so focused on Emma instead of on his bride Lorraine, Robert had misheard the priest. The priest didn't say Emma, he said Lorraine. He wasn't marrying Emma. He was marrying Lorraine.
'Fuck! Fuck me. I'm fucked,' he thought suddenly feeling faint.
He felt sick to his stomach. He felt as if his head was about to explode. He felt lost that he was never able to reconnect with his true love, the love of his life, Emma.
'Emma! Emma! Emma,' he said to himself as if calling for help from Satan by saying her name three times.
"And do you Robert take Lorraine as your lawfully, wedded wife?"
'Huh? What? Lorraine? Hell no,' he wanted to say but he didn't.
He looked at his bride again to make sure who she was. She's not Emma. She's Lorraine. This can't be happening. He's marrying Lorraine. Why the Hell is he marrying Lorraine when he loves Emma? Why the Hell is he marrying Lorraine when he wants to marry Emma? What about Emma? Where the Hell is Emma?
'Emma! Fuck! Fuck me,' he thought. 'God, I'm so fucked. I can't believe that I'm really marrying Lorraine.'
He suddenly thought of Ben Braddock, played by Dustin Hoffman, rattling the window of the church in The Graduate to get the attention of Elaine Robinson, played by Katherine Ross. He wished Emma would suddenly emerge to stop him from making the biggest mistake of his life in marrying Lorraine. He was marrying Lorraine. He couldn't believe he was marrying Lorraine. He didn't want to marry Lorraine. He wanted to marry Emma. Emma is the woman he loved and will always love and not Lorraine. Emma has his heart and his soul and not Lorraine. Emma makes his cock hard with sexual anticipation where Lorraine makes his dick limp with sexual realization.
'Help! Someone help me! Someone please object to this marriage,' he thought to himself while panicking inside.
What's wrong with him? Why was he marrying Lorraine when he loved Emma? He loved Lorraine, of course, but not nearly as much and in the same way as he loved Emma. With him needing to settle down with a woman, marrying a woman like Lorraine was the right thing to do. He needed to move on with his life. He needed to forget Emma. She was a onetime thing. Chances are, he'll never see her again.
While his love for Lorraine was proper and polite between a man and a woman and a husband and wife, his love for Emma was pure, animalistic passion. Never has he experienced such sexual lust. His sex with Lorraine was respectful while his sex with Emma was tumultuous. As opposed to his sexual nightmare with Lorraine, his love for Emma was obviously a sexual fantasy that he seemingly already had once, just once. His love for Lorraine was real enough but now that he was marrying her, his never ending sexual nightmare would continue for the rest of his miserable life.
'God help me,' he silently thought to himself.
If only Emma was in church to object to this wedding, he'd marry her instead of Lorraine. If only Emma was in church to object to this wedding, he'd run away with her to live anywhere she wanted to live. As long as he was with her, he didn't care where she wanted to go.
"Sorry Lorraine but I can't marry you. I don't love you. I love Emma," he imagined saying to his fiancé while running down the aisle hand and hand with Emma in the way that Ben Braddock ran away with Elaine Robinson.
Yet, complicating matters more with the realism of a wedding, Lorraine was here standing next to him at the altar ready and willing to marry him. Only, he didn't want to marry Lorraine. He wanted to marry Emma. Emma was the woman he wanted. Emma was the woman he loved. Only, Emma was nowhere to be found.
'Emma,' he imagined screaming through the church. 'Emma!'
Even though his heart longed for Emma and his soul begged for Emma, for some stupid, commonsense of a reason, his brain overruled his prick and picked Lorraine. Only, love has nothing to do with commonsense. Seeing now what he was unable to see before, his heart would be forever broken if he married Lorraine. Only, no one came forward to stop the wedding. No one pulled him away from Lorraine and from the altar. As if he was dead already, Robert was doomed for the rest of his life to live without Emma and to live with Lorraine.
'Oh, my God. What have I done?'
In the way that Dustin Hoffman screamed, "Elaine! Elaine!" in the movie, The Graduate, Robert wanted to scream Emma. How dare he even think of another woman at a time like this? Yet, he did. Instead of thinking of Lorraine, he was thinking of Emma. Then, doing a complete one-eighty, instead of thinking of Emma, instead of thinking of anyone or anything else, and now thinking of only Lorraine, he answered the priest's question.
"I do," said Robert turning to his bride to give her a loving smile while imagining Emma beneath the veil.
As if she never really existed, the brief sexual affair that he had with Emma continued haunting him. He wondered where his beloved Emma was. He wondered if she was still traveling Europe. He wondered if she was already home or when she'd be returning to the United States. Not a letter or a card from her since that fateful day when he met her on the beach and she invited him home to make love to her, seemingly she no longer thought of him in the way that he always thought of her. Seemingly she didn't love him in the way he continued to love her. Continuing to hold a candle for her, the priest extinguished his candle with his words.
"I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss your bride."
Only, instead of thinking of Lorraine, he still thought of Emma. He felt guilty and felt like such a cad for thinking of another woman at a time like this.
'Fuck me,' he thought as soon as her heard the priest's words. 'I'm fucked. I'm so fucked.'
When Lorraine lifted her veil for him to kiss her, he closed his eyes while imagining kissing Emma. Only, as soon as his lips touched Lorraine's lips, he knew that he wasn't kissing Emma. He knew that he had just married Lorraine.
* * * * *
A little more than a year later, Robert stared through the glass of the nursery in the maternity ward at the hospital. He stared at his baby girl, his newborn daughter. She was sleeping and he stared at her to see if she was still breathing. She was so small barely six pounds. Ready to rap on the glass for the nurse to check on her to see if she was still alive, he panicked and felt foolish when he saw his daughter move in her sleep.
Even at a time like this, while seeing his baby girl for the first time, unable to stop himself from pondering, he wondered how different she'd look if he had the baby with Emma instead of with Lorraine. He wondered if they would have had a boy instead of a girl. He imagined how much happier he'd be if Emma was the one in the maternity ward and not Lorraine. In the way he felt guilty thinking of Emma when he was standing at the altar marrying Lorraine, he felt guilty and felt like such a cad for thinking of another woman at a time like this.
Then, out of the blue, he wondered about something that he never wondered about before. No doubt the birth of his daughter inspired the thought. He didn't use protection when he had sex with Emma. What if he made her pregnant? He couldn't remember if he had ejaculated in her or not before her father caught them having sex. Even if he didn't ejaculate, all it would take is one drop of pre-cum to impregnate her.
What if Emma getting pregnant was the reason why her father shipped her out of the country? What if she kept the baby instead of aborted the baby? What if she had a son? What if he has a son somewhere that he's never met? Only, he seriously doubted getting her pregnant. Why would someone like her, a rich girl, ruin her life to burden herself with a baby as if she's some ghetto baby's mama? She had other options available to her. There's no way she'd have that baby when she was starting college that September.
His life was over when he said "I do." Now married to the wrong woman and having a child with the wrong woman, he was doomed. When the obstetrician severed that umbilical cord, severing all chances with Emma, the birth of his daughter was the end of his love for Emma.
Even if he bumped into Emma now, she'd never want a man who left his wife and newborn baby for her. Even though this should be the beginning of his life with Lorraine, with him not in love with her in the way he was in love with Emma, his life was over. Difficult enough for him to have one woman on his mind, now he had three, Lorraine, his newborn baby girl, and Emma, always and forever, Emma.
* * * * *
With the ever more distant memory of her always on his mind, unable to stop himself from thinking about her, he wondered about Emma again. He wondered where she was. He wondered if she was married and if she had children in the way that he just had his first baby without her, the love of his life. As happy as he was with his newborn, baby girl and as terrible as it sounds but, if she appeared right here and right now, he'd leave Lorraine and his new, baby daughter for Emma.
Emma is the woman he always loved. Emma is the woman he always wanted. Emma is the woman that he'd love forever. Yet, Emma was gone. Even if he found her again, stumbled upon her at the beach where he first met her, would she even remember him? Or with their first meeting just a sexual moment in time, would she remember who the Hell he is? Maybe she did what she did to him to a multitude of men. Maybe sexually teasing and enticing men was nothing more than a joke to her.
As if she suddenly died and was dead and buried, married now with child, how could he continue to pine over the loss of her? He needed to get on with his life. Not fair to his wife, as if he had been cheating on Lorraine by thinking of Emma, he needed to forget about her. Not fair to him, he had been torturing himself with the memory of her.
He needed to excise Emma from his mind. He needed to stop allowing her to haunt him. He needed to enjoy what he had before him instead of lusting over what he didn't have and would never have. He needed to focus his love on Lorraine and on his newborn, baby daughter. How dare he even think of another woman at a time like this? Yet, he did.
Something not to be, deep down in the pit of his stomach, he felt empty. He felt hungry. He felt incomplete without having Emma in his life. He felt cheated. Instead of feeling happy on what should have been the second happiest day of his life, he felt sad. Yet, if he was counting the happiest days of his life, getting married to Lorraine and her giving birth to their daughter would pale in comparison to the day that he met and had sex with Emma.
Why wasn't she in his life? Why wasn't he with her? As if God played a joke on him, why was he with Lorraine instead of with Emma, the love of his life? After finally finding her, how so very tragic for him to lose her? How so very tragic to suffer through life not only married to the wrong woman but also to have a child with the wrong woman? Now, with the memory of her still haunting him, he wished he had never met Emma.
* * * * *
Twenty-five years after he married Lorraine, Emma was even more of a distant memory. Instead of thinking of her every day, multiple times a day, he thought of her whenever he saw something that reminded him of the memory of her. He thought of her whenever he had his hand around his cock and was masturbating himself over the sexual memory of her. Even then, he still remembered her but he couldn't clearly see her as he once had. Quieted by the sounds of his everyday life, after twenty-five years of being married to Lorraine, no longer could he hear the sexy sound of Emma's voice or the melodious sound of her laugh.
As if she never really existed and was nothing more than a mere, faded figment of his imagination, still sometimes haunting him, she was relegated to being a distant ghost from his past. With every day that passed, he thought less of her. As if she was dead and long since buried, with every day that passed, he missed her less. Yet, on those days that he was the most restless, loneliest, and horniest, there were some days that he could clearly see her as if she was standing there in his house and in his bedroom.
On those days that he could clearly see her, those were the days that he missed her the most. Those were the days that he regretted marrying Lorraine. Those were the days that he realized the mistake he made in marrying Lorraine instead of Emma. Those were the days that he wondered how different his life would have been married to Emma. Those were the days when he was so sad that he could just crack and crumble like dust falling to his feet.
Only, even time couldn't get in the way of the love he felt for her and would always feel for her. If he were to see her right here and right now, he'd leave his present life to live his future life with her. Only, chances are, she wouldn't even remember who in the Hell he is. Chances are, just as she wouldn't like the man he had become, he wouldn't want the woman she was now.
Just because he's always been in love with her doesn't mean that she's always been in love with him. Just because he still thinks of her doesn't mean that she still thinks of him. Just because the memory and the possibilities of her in his life haunts him doesn't mean that the memory and the possibilities of him in her life haunts her. After not seeing her in more than two and a half decades, no doubt, she's a totally different woman than the 19-year-old women he met.
* * * * *
As if he was the only one there, Robert stared through all of the people who were in church as he walked his daughter, Cynthia, down the aisle in her wedding dress to give her away. Then, once again, of all times and in all places, as if she haunted him, he thought of Emma. He imagined beautiful, sexy Emma sitting in the first row instead of seeing Lorraine sitting there so proudly and profoundly happy at her daughter's wedding.
He wondered how different his daughter would have looked if Emma had been her mother instead of Lorraine. Definitely, she'd be taller and have bigger tits. Perhaps instead of having his chestnut brown hair and ordinary brown eyes, she'd take after her mother and have blue-black hair with violet, blue eyes instead of having brown hair and brown eyes. It amazed him how one change in marrying one woman over another woman had a continued chain reaction in altering his life forever.
'Emma,' he wanted to scream. 'Emma,' he wished she was there waiting to take him away with her to Europe.
How dare he even think of another woman at a time like this? Yet, he did. With this one of the happiest days of his life, he was sad. Not fair to Lorraine or fair to his daughter, he has wasted his whole life thinking of the one woman he wanted instead of thinking of the two woman he had. Again, as he's felt throughout his life, he felt cheated. He felt deceived. As if prematurely pulled from his heart, he felt denied her love. As if someone had played an evil joke on him for him to see how his life could have been before pulling the plug and exposing the prank, he made the best out of what he had.
Obviously he had Lorraine instead of Emma. With Lorraine a wonderful woman, a good mother, a great cook, and a happy homemaker, but a total, uninspired dud in bed, he could have done much worse. With him always the sensitive, attentive, and loving husband, he couldn't help but wonder how different his life would have been married to Emma instead of to Lorraine. Definitely, for sure, the sex would be so much better. Not only wasn't she any good at having sex, Lorraine didn't like sex. Yet, sex wasn't everything he told himself and actually sometimes believed that until he thought of Emma French kissing him in her hall while she was topless.
Unlike Emma who gobbled his cock, Lorraine didn't suck cock, she dabbled. He couldn't remember when she took his cock in her mouth. Uncomfortable taking his stiff prick in her mouth, she kissed his cock and licked his cock instead of sucking his cock. Instead of ejaculating his sexual lust in Emma's willing mouth, he had to be content to cum on Lorraine's modest breasts. In their 25 years of marriage, never has he ever ejaculated his cum in Lorraine's mouth. Begging her to blow him, really suck him, she refused taking him in her mouth. Instead she gave him hand jobs, a thousand hand jobs when he prefer that she'd blow him just once.
Certainly sex isn't everything, especially now that he's older, more mature, and has less testosterone running through his veins. Yet, had he married Emma, a sexual firecracker, a real sex bomb, sexually, he could have done so very much better. With Emma loving to travel and Lorraine such a homebody, his life would have been so very different in virtually all respects. He couldn't even imagine how different his life would have been with Emma in his life, in his head, and in his bed instead of Lorraine.



Whenever he had sex with Lorraine, he always felt that she was having sex with him as her wifely duty and nothing more. She never relaxed. As if he was a rapist, she always seemed tense and even seemingly turned off by his erection. She never initiated sex. With him making love to her and being as lovingly tender as he could, she made him feel that he was groping her and forcing her to do sexual things that she didn't want to do. She seldom had an orgasm. A huge understatement, it wasn't as much fun having sex with Lorraine as he remembered it was having sex with Emma. Because of the way she viewed sex and all things sexual, seldom did they have sex.
Yet, it wasn't only just about the sex. Emma was so much more fun. She was sexy. She was witty. She was smart. She was funny. She had a much better personality and sense of humor. She made him laugh with happiness when Lorraine made him want to cry with misery. Emma was exciting and Lorraine was boring. Taller, shapelier, and so much more beautiful, Emma was a better woman than Lorraine in every way.
In the way that he saw Emma naked the first time he met her, he can't remember when he ever saw Lorraine naked. If he had artistic abilities and talents, even after having not seen her without her clothes in twenty-five years, he could still paint Emma naked. With him seeing Lorraine every day, multiple times a day but without him seeing her naked and unable to even imagine her without her clothes, he couldn't paint Lorraine naked in the way that he could paint Emma. Even after all of these years, with it so easy for him to imagine Emma naked he couldn't imagine Lorraine naked enough to paint her.
A morally modest woman, Lorraine always undressed and dressed in the bathroom. When in the bedroom, she always dressed and undressed without the light. When they had sex, never did she turn on a light. Never did she strip naked. As if she was a modestly, moral, Victorian woman from the 1890's, she lifted her nightgown and/or unbuttoned her nightgown instead of removing it.
Forget about even seeing her tits, her areolas, and/or her nipples, even after being married to her for twenty-five years, he never saw Lorraine's pussy in the way that he saw Emma's pussy the first time he met her. Just as Lorraine didn't suck his cock, she didn't want him giving her oral sex. She thought oral sex was dirty and a good way to spread not only germs but also diseases.
Definitely, with her taking nothing serious, he'd be laughing more had he married Emma. With her spontaneous and daring, he'd have more fun had he married Emma instead of Lorraine. If he had married Emma, he'd do and try new things that Lorraine would never do and try. Just as Lorraine was content to live in the same house and remain in the same neighborhood for the rest of her life, he imagined Emma continuing her world tour with someone other than him. With Emma so adventurously impulsive, she was an eternal flame where Lorraine was a dying ember.
* * * * *
Forty years after he married Lorraine, Robert stared at her coffin while mindlessly shaking men's hands and hugging and kissing women on the cheek. They all obviously thought that he was in shock. They all obviously thought that he was in mourning. Only, so terrible to even think that, he was just happy that Lorraine was in the casket and not Emma. With his internal thoughts and hope dying with her, he couldn't bear it if Emma was dead. He hoped she was out there somewhere and thinking about him in the way that he never stopped thinking of her.
Now with Lorraine gone and even before her body was buried in the ground, his thoughts were with Emma instead of his deceased wife. How dare he even think of another woman at a time like this? Yet, he did. Always he did.
He wondered who's she with and where she is now. As he always wondered before, he wondered if she's married and has children. Of course she's married. Of course she has children. Why wouldn't she? As he always wondered before, he wondered if she thought of him in the way he thought of her. Probably not. She probably doesn't remember him at all.
He put Emma out of his mind for a moment to reflect on the woman before him in the casket, the woman who gave him forty years of her life. Only with Emma always haunting him, he was never truly happy with Lorraine in the way he would have been truly happy with Emma. Just going through the motions of living married live with Lorraine while thinking of Emma, he felt trapped. He felt suffocated. He felt prematurely dead. With him always feeling tired, sad, and depressed, having no energy, and no reason now to live but for his daughter and grandchildren, he felt as dead as his wife was dead now.
With Emma not in his life, he always he felt empty, dissatisfied, restless, and unfulfilled. Now with his wife dead too, he just felt sad and lost. How could one chance meeting with a person forty years ago ruin his life? Now that his wife was dead, where did he go from here? What would he do now that the one person he had in life, his best friend, and his wife, the woman who wasn't the love of his life, is gone? Gone, gone, gone, she's just as gone as Emma and now he's alone.
* * * * *
He wondered if Emma is a widow in the way that he's now a widower. Now that her father is no doubt dead and unable to forbid her from seeing him, wouldn't that be something to rekindle their love affair after forty years? Nothing more than a dream, wouldn't that be something to find Emma again? Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, wouldn't that be something to continue where they left off and to finish what they started? Wouldn't that be something if Emma mourned the loss of him in her life in the way that he's mourned the loss of her in his life?
Only nothing more than the ridiculous meanderings of an old man's convoluted imagination, just as Emma was gone when she left the country, after sharing forty years of his life with Lorraine, Lorraine was gone from his life for good now too. Maybe Emma would be there waiting for him in Heaven. Maybe when he dies, she would be there in the white light to welcome him. With his luck, Lorraine would be there too pulling him away from his beloved Emma while hitting the both of them with her pocketbook.
Not fair. Not right. Why did he stay with a woman that he obviously didn't love in the way that he obviously loved Emma? Why didn't he search the world for Emma? Why did he give up on her just because her father forbade him to see her and shipped her off to school somewhere in Europe?
He should have chased after her but where would he had gone to find her? France? Italy? England? A working stiff living week to week and dependent on his job to exist, he wasn't rich like her. He had no money. With him traveling nowhere and going nowhere, he didn't even have a passport.
With him knowing so little about her other than she was beautiful and sexy, he had no idea where she went. After dreaming of finding someone like her, how could he allow her walk away? With the memory of her still haunting him, Emma, not Lorraine, has ruined his life. With her in his head and in his bed whenever he was with Lorraine, with him always comparing his wife to Emma, she made it impossible for him to truly love Lorraine in the way that he truly loved Emma.
To be continued...
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We all have a lost love, a love that was never meant to be.
Robert recalls his firs time with Emma.
Emma took him by his hand and led him to her bedroom. Once there she pressed her naked breasts and her bikini bottom, clad pussy against him in a full body to body hug. Then she kissed him again. She French kissed him.
This kiss was as good as the first kiss. Every kiss was as good as the first kiss. Kissing and kissing him, she couldn't stop kissing him. Kissing and kissing her, he couldn't stop kissing her. Every kiss blanked his mind and fueled his sexual desire and lust for her. As if he was already madly in love with her, love at first sight, every kiss made him fall deeper in love with her. As if she was a good witch casting a love spell on him, he loved her the first time he saw her walking on the beach from afar.
As if they were hogtied together, without breaking their kiss, they walked backwards and sideways while kissing. When they reached her bed, she pushed him back and he sat on her bed. Then, while staring in his brown eyes with her violet eyes, she tucked her fingers inside of her bikini bottoms and paused as if to make sure he was looking. He was looking alright. He was staring. Now that he had seen her naked breasts, he couldn't wait to see her naked ass and pussy too.
As if she was a stripper on stage doing a sexy striptease show, she ever so slowly removed her bikini bottom. Slowly, inch by inch she lowered her bathing suit. All he saw was skin. Moving her bikini bottom lower and lower, he didn't see any pubic hair. He figured she was trimmed but, instead, she was shaved.
He couldn't believe she was shaved. Her pussy was the first shaved pussy he had seen up close that wasn't in a glossy magazine. Her having a shaved pussy made her look even younger than she was. She looked like a little girl instead of a 19-year-old nearly adult woman.
He stared at her naked cunt afraid to touch her pussy for fear that she'd awaken from whatever dream she was having and recoil before asking him to leave her bedroom, her house, and her life forever. Instead, leading the way with her making the first sexual move and making the rest of the sexual moves, she took his hand in hers and kissed it before moving his palm to her naked pussy. Not turning down her invitation to touch her, he cupped her pussy in the palm of her hand. A place where only her boyfriend, her fiancé, or her husband should dare see her and touch her, he was seeing and touching her now. Never had he felt anything as soft and as smooth as Emma's shaved pussy.
As what would have been evidence by the color of her pubic hair, he didn't need to see her hairy, black bush or her trimmed runway of black, pubic hair to know that she was a natural brunette, the real deal. Not that brunettes hide their real hair color in the way that bottled blondes do, he was just glad that she didn't ruin her beautiful dark hair by trying to make it lighter. With her having no different colored roots showing or hair that felt like straw from being over processed, he could tell that she was born a brunette. The hair on her head hair was as beautiful and as soft as her bald pussy. As evidenced by the color of her eyebrows, her complexion, and her beautiful, lush, long, straight, black hair, he knew she was a natural brunette and not conceived and colored from a Clairol bottle.
Unable to avert his stare from her pussy other than to stare up at her pretty face and her violet eyes, he stared at her bald pussy as if he had never seen a pussy before. Even though his hand was cupping her pussy, afraid to move his hand, he couldn't wait to finger her. In the way she tasted him, he couldn't wait to taste her. In the way she sucked him, he couldn't wait to lick her. He couldn't wait to give her as much sexual pleasure as she had already given him with her kisses, by allowing him to feel her naked breasts, finger her erect nipples, and by briefly sucking him. In all the forty years he had been with Lorraine, he had never had as much sexual pleasure in the brief time that he had with Emma.
'Emma. Emma,' he thought of her often. 'Emma. Emma,' he missed and yearned to see her again.
He wondered where she was and who she was with. He didn't think for a second that someone who looked like her would be living alone. He wondered if she was happy. He wondered if she thought of him in the way that he was tortured to continue to think of her. He wondered if he haunted her thoughts in the way that she haunted his thoughts.
'Emma. Emma,' he as much as he like saying her name and writing her name, he liked thinking her name. Just two syllables and four letters, how can someone with such a small name hold such power over him? 'Emma.'
As if slowly tickling her, he slowly moved his finger along her pussy slit. Again and again he slid his finger along her pussy until he applied more pressure to his finger and parted her pussy lips as if parting a ripe piece of firm, sweet fruit. As soon as he felt her warm, wetness, she gasped, closed her eyes, and tilted back her head. She was so very wet and he was so very hard.
He moved his finger along the inside of her vagina until he found the bottom of her clit. He rubbed her clit and the more he rubbed her the more sexually excited she became. Then, probing her deeper with another finger while still rubbing her clit, just by fingering and rubbing her pussy, she was his women to do whatever he sexually pleased and whatever was her sexual pleasure. He loved her pussy as much as he loved her tits. Tempted to spin her around and bend her over, he couldn't wait to see her naked ass.
As if awakening an android, she popped open her eyes to stare down at him fingering her. Her staring at him while she was naked and while his fingers were inside of her was so erotic. Never would he ever expect to get this far with her when he first saw her from afar on the beach. He would have been happy just knowing her name so that he could take her with him in his dreams that night. He would have been thrilled to have her phone number. Never did he expect that he'd be sitting on her bed while fingering her naked body.
"Lick me Robert," he remembered Emma leaning down to whisper her sexual desire in his ear. "I want to feel your fingers and your tongue inside of me," she said as if asking him for a massage instead of asking him to give her cunnilingus.
She wants him to eat her. This beautiful woman wants him to give her oral sex. She wants him to give her cunnilingus. More than willing to oblige her, he couldn't believe she wants him to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy.
If her French kissing him, stripping off her bikini top, and sucking his cock wasn't enough, she now wants him to give her oral sex. Having just met her a little more than an hour ago, she had already given him a lifetime of sexual fantasies and masturbation fodder. Perhaps after he gives her an orgasm with his lips, his fingers, and with his tongue, hopefully after she allows him to make love to her before fucking her, she'll give him a sexual orgasm with her hand, her lips, and her tongue too.
With Robert happy to oblige, he watched her remove her bikini bottoms. Never expecting her to not have any pubic hair, she had surprised him that she was shaved. He imagined her lying on a table naked from the waist down while some Asian woman gave her a bikini wax. He wouldn't mind having that job along with being a mammogram technician.
'Ouch,' he thought to himself when he saw her shaved pussy. "Didn't that hurt?'
Accustomed to seeing trimmed and bushy pussies, after seeing her vagina without there being a strand of hair in the way, never had he seen so much of a woman's pussy. With her clitoris extending a little past her pussy lips, she looked at if she had a little penis. As if he was a medical doctor, a forensic scientist, a sculptor, or a painter, he wanted to study her cunt before fingering her cunt and before licking her cunt. As if she was something good to eat and certainly she was, he wanted to take all of her in by sniffing her first. Wanting to embrace all of his five senses when having sex with her, he wanted to not only see her pussy but also he wanted to touch her pussy, smell her pussy, and taste her pussy before hearing her having a sexual orgasm.
Never had he met anyone like her. With her not shy, unembarrassed, and/or unashamed by her nudity, she acted as if she had stripped naked many times before in front of someone she just met and didn't even know. Perhaps she suns herself nude on the beach. As if they were doing a Playboy photo shoot, she showed him her naked body as if she was a nude model and he was a photographer. Not shy, embarrassed, or ashamed, she showed him her naked body as if he was her husband, fiancé, or boyfriend. She showed him her naked body as if she had stood before him naked a hundred times before. Later in life when married to his wife of forty years, Emma showed him her naked body in the way that Lorraine never showed him her naked body.
She made herself comfortable on her bed next to him and spread her knees to show him even more of her glistening pink, pretty pussy. When she did that, with her being so very sexual, he imagined her touching herself and masturbating herself. He never thought pussies were pretty but after seeing Emma's pink, pretty pussy, she had the most beautiful pussy he had ever seen. She had the most beautiful pussy in the world, or so he thought.
Generally having sex with women in the dark, other than those glossy pussy photos he's seen in men's magazines, this was the first pussy he had seen in the daylight. She was already so very wet, so very slippery wet. She was so very sexy, Victoria's Secret model sexy. Unable to wrap his brain around seeing such a beautiful woman naked, he watched her touch herself. As if she was about to masturbate herself in front of him, she rubbed her clit while fingering her pussy before moving her fingers to her lips to suck them.
'Holy shit,' he thought to himself. Something that a man would never do, taste his own cum, she tasted her own pussy secretions. 'Man, it's like she just licked her own pussy,' thought Robert while watching Emma taking her fingers from her pussy to her mouth and suck them.
Then, as if the first time wasn't enough, she touched herself again. This time loading up her fingers with her sticky, sweet, vagina secretions, she reached over to slide her fingers slowly across his lips. Showing her that he liked playing this sexy game, he sucked her fingers before licking his lips. With her sweet, musky aroma of sex filling his nose and his tempting his taste buds, he already had the sensation of just having eaten her when he hasn't even yet licked her. If the teasing appetizer of her pussy that she slid across his lips tasted this good, he couldn't wait to dive in and make a whole meal of her pussy.
Following her lead, he stood and stripped off his clothes. As proud to show her his naked body as she was to show him her naked body, he watch her eyes dart down to his cock. This beautiful, sexy, naked woman was staring at his erect prick. Life doesn't get any better than this. He sat beside her and stared over at her naked body while she stared at his naked body.
Then, he felt and fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples while she reached her hand down to fondle the head of his naked prick. Already, she had given him quite an erotic, X-rated, sexy show of her naked body. With her already having given him a partial blowjob, after he sexually pleasured her, he couldn't wait for her to really suck his cock. He couldn't wait to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow his cum. Obviously, with her touching herself and licking her vaginal secretions from her fingers, and with her already so very wet, she was just as sexually excited as he is. Just as he couldn't wait for her to suck him again, obviously she couldn't wait for him to lick her.
Only being cautious and careful, with him not really knowing her all that well, he needed to play his cards right so as not to spook her. Careful not to offend her or inadvertently insult her, he didn't want to say the wrong thing or do the wrong thing. As if walking a tightrope, a balancing act, he didn't want her suddenly realizing that he was no one special. He didn't want her pulling the plug before he inserted his tongue inside of her and his cock was buried deep in her pussy.
Afraid she'd change her mind about having sex with him, no means no. The one word he didn't want to hear her say was no. He didn't want her suddenly changing her mind about giving him hot sex and rejecting him when he dared show her that he sexually wants her as much as she seemingly, sexually wants him. Only, more than just sex, he hoped this wasn't just a one-time thing. He'd love nothing more than to have her as his steady girlfriend, his fiancé, his wife, and his partner for life. Only, perhaps confusing lust for love, he was getting way ahead of himself in his sexual attraction to her.
Totally baffled by her sexual aggressiveness, confused by her beauty and conflicted by his averageness, never had he met any woman like her. He couldn't help from thinking why someone who looked like her would want someone who looked like him. Not considering her a whore or even a slut, already putting her high up on his pedestal of rare beauty by assigning her his highest number of ten, she was just sexy.
Even more than her being beautiful and sexy, seemingly she was just as horny as he was. Never had he met a woman who enjoyed sex and sexual teasing as much as Emma did. She was the first woman who didn't make him feel sexually perverted by his obvious sexual attraction to her. Instead of rejecting him, she embraced him. Instead of making him feel that she was giving him sex just to appease him, it was obvious to him that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. As he was soon to discover and regret for the rest of his days, life with her would have been so very much better than living his life with Lorraine. With her continuing to haunt him, life without her was pure torture.
With him having yet another flashback of Emma naked, she had such an incredible body. Her body was so much better than Lorraine's shapeless body, what little he had seen of it. What Emma had over Lorraine in curves, something he sexually desired in high esteem, Lorraine had over Emma in modesty, a quality that he didn't cherish at all. In hindsight, when he was with Emma that fateful day, he wished he had a camera. Only, they didn't have digital cameras back then. They had Polaroid, instant cameras that weren't as instant compared to the digital cameras of today.
Besides, even if he happened to have a 35mm camera with him, unless he developed the film himself, he wouldn't be able to even get the pictures developed. He didn't know how to develop his own pictures and even if he did know how to develop them, he didn't have a darkroom. Back then, no reputable photography store would develop nude or pornographic photos. If he did find somewhere to develop the pictures, no doubt the store owner and/or the store employees would make copies of Emma's naked body for themselves.
In hindsight, he wondered if she would have allowed him to take a few candid, sexy, cheesecake photos of her in her bikini, topless and/or naked. With her not embarrassed by or having shame about her naked body in the way that so many women do, no doubt, she probably would have allowed him to take a few sexy photos of her. If nothing more to prove to himself that she wasn't a figment of his imagination, he would have liked to have some naked photos to remember her by and masturbate over. He would have liked to have a photo of her to treasure instead of just having the memory of her that he always carried around with him in his head and that had slowly continued to fade and distort over the years.
'Emma. Where are you?'
* * * * *
An endless video loop that played through his mind no matter where he was or who he was with, Robert remembered Emma, the love of his life, as if she was lost at sea, drowned, and dead forever. Never forgetting that first kiss, he remembered their first kiss as if it happened yesterday instead of forty, long years ago, a lifetime ago. It's funny how easily some people, once close friends, neighbors, and even relatives, are forgotten while others he never forgets. With her one of those people that he'd never forget, taking the memory of her to his grave, he'd never forget Emma.
With how much the memory of her meant to him through the years, he'd never, ever forget her. How could he forget someone who looked like her and who was so full of life and love? Having never seen her again after that one time they were together, he still remembered her as if she was still 19-years-old. In his mind, with her an ageless beauty, she'd always be 19-years-old. Unable to go there even in his thoughts, he couldn't even imagine her wrinkled with grey hair and saggy breasts.
Something that's never happened to him since, she caught him by complete surprise with her kiss. Spontaneous in her apparent passion for him, Emma kissed him out of the blue. She kissed him. He couldn't believe she kissed him. Too stunned to return her kiss, he didn't kiss her back. When he didn't return her kiss, she kissed him again.
He wanted to kiss her but he didn't, he couldn't. Instead, obviously tired of waiting for him to kiss her, even though they had just met less than an hour ago, she kissed him. As stunned as he was sexually excited, he couldn't believe she kissed him. He couldn't believe someone who looked like her would kiss someone who looked like him. Then, when she removed her bikini top to show him her breasts he was as shocked as he was sexually excited. Even then, he never would have found the courage to feel her naked breasts, fondled her naked breasts, and finger her erect nipples had she not taken his hands in hers and put them on her tits.
* * * * *
Love not meant to be, she was his Juliet and he was her Romeo. As if he was Miguel de Cervantes' Don Quixote, she was his beautiful Dulcinea. As if he was the repressed butler James Stevens, played by Anthony Hopkins, and Emma was his Miss Kenton played by Emma Thompson in Kazuo Ishiguro's, The Remains of the Day, he yearned for Emma.
He thought of Margaret Mitchell's Gone with the Wind, "I loved something I made up, something that's just as dead as Melly is. And when Ashley came riding along, so handsome, so different, I put that suit on him and made him wear it whether if fitted him or not. And I wouldn't see what he really was. I kept on loving the pretty clothes-and not him at all."
With the suit that she wore every day her beauty and her sexuality, he wondered if he'd still love the person she was inside if she wasn't as beautiful and as sexual. Probably not. Wondering if his mind was playing tricks on him and deceiving him into believing that she's something she's not, he wondered if perhaps Emma wasn't real at all but just a figment of his imagination.
After loving her for more than forty years, a lifetime, he wondered if he had just imagined her. He wondered why he continued loving a woman who may not even be real. No woman could ever measure up to how he now imagined her without falling short. The memory of her was surely convoluted and distorted after forty years of not seeing her in the flesh but now only remembering what she looked like in his mind's eye.
He could have been a character in Charles Dickens, Great Expectations. Rather than being Pip lusting over Estella, he commiserated more with Miss Havisham in the way she was jilted by her intended at the altar. Even though he was glad that he met her, kissed her, and had sex with her, he couldn't help but feel tricked, deceived, and jilted. Curious if she'd tell him that she loved him at first sight too, he felt cheated by not having the chance to tell Emma that he loved her at first sight.



What if she did love him at first sight? What if she had been pining over him in the way that he had been pining over her? A different time back then with no cell phones or Internet, it was impossibly difficult to find someone within the United States never mind someone who had left the country. He felt sad that he wasn't standing next to Emma at the altar instead of Lorraine.
As if he was a character in Edith Wharton's novel, The Age of Innocence, in the way that Ellen Olenska, played by Michelle Pfeifer, was Newland Archer's unrequited love, played by Daniel Day-Lewis, Emma was his unrequited love. Sometimes he felt as if he was a character in F. Scott Fitzgerald's novel, The Great Gatsby. In the way that Jay Gatsby, played by Robert Redford, never forgot Daisy Buchannan, played by Mia Farrow, impossible to forget her, yet harder to remember her as the years passed, Robert never forgot Emma.
Every time he witnessed a lover's kiss, he thought of kissing Emma. Every time he happened upon a wedding, he thought of Emma. Every time he saw a newborn baby, he thought of Emma. Every time he saw a fireworks display lighting up the sky, he thought of Emma. Then, with the noise and the colors fading from the night's sky to only leave smoke behind, as soon as the fireworks were over, he was sad. Seemingly not meant to be, Emma was gone, gone forever.
'Emma. I shall always love you,' he thought while thinking of her as if she was still in his life.
After forty years, crystal clear at first, then gone blurry, with his life with Lorraine interfering with his memory of Emma, as if she was nothing more than a ghost from the past, she was fading. Lusting over her forever, still holding his eternal candle for her in the wind, he'd die if he couldn't remember her. Loving her forever, his one true love, now that Lorraine was gone and he was free, he'd die if he couldn't hear the voice and the laugh of Emma, his lost love.
Just once, he'd love to see her again, even if only from afar. Only, now that he's a 65-year-old sexually inactive man instead of a 25-year-old testosterone filled young man, even if he found his Emma, he could do little more than hug her, kiss her, touch her, and feel her. Maybe for the first time in his life, he'd have his doctor prescribe Viagra but getting ahead of himself again, the chances of him seeing Emma again were slim to nil.
He was brokenhearted that he didn't marry the one woman that he loved and will always love. Lost in his quiet desperation, he was utterly and completely invisible. He was undone. He was finished. With his life nearly over, if he couldn't have Emma, he was done with love. Even though he lived a good life as a husband and a father, he couldn't help the inescapable feeling that he had wasted his life loving the wrong woman. He didn't want to marry Lorraine. He wanted to marry Emma. Emma was the woman he truly loved, not Lorraine.
* * * * *
"Emma, Emma, Emma," as if summoning the Devil, he said her name three times out loud for no one to hear. "Emma, Emma, Emma," in case the powers who could reveal her to him didn't hear him, he repeated her name three times again.
Having played it over and again in his mind, their first kiss was magical. That first kiss was everything. The reason why he wanted her, lusted over her, and loved her for forty years, was in that one, first kiss. Everything about that one kiss was as if he was living an enchanted fairy-tale that was prematurely taken away from him and ended forever by some evil witch. Even though she was a good wife but for the lack of sex, sense of fun, adventure, and impulsiveness, maybe Lorraine was his evil witch. Maybe Lorraine was the one who cast an evil spell on him in the way that Emma had cast a good spell on him. Maybe Emma was the elusive good witch who disappeared somewhere on that beach that day instead of her disappearing in a magic forest.
Without doubt, with all of the women he had met in his life, he'd never seen anyone as beautiful and as sexy as Emma. Indeed, with her so unbelievable, she must have been enchanted. Just as he was enchanted by the rare beauty and by the aggressive sexuality of her, he was enchanted by her first kiss.
As if he was Snow White instead of her and she was Prince Charming instead of him, with her first kiss, she awakened him from his slumber of never having loved anyone. Before her kissing him, he stumbled through his life without loving anyone, until he met Emma. Filled with passion, lust, and sexual excitement, that one, first kiss was the highlight of his existence. Filled with passion, lust, and sexual excitement that one, first kiss threatened to ruin his life and seemingly that one, first kiss did ruin his life. Still carrying a torch for her, imagining seeing her with every car, bus, and train that went by, he had loved her for forty years.
Forever connected to her, that one, first kiss was real. Forever lusting over, loving her, and missing her, that one, first kiss was special. With all of the girlfriends he has had before she kissed him, never has he been kissed like that by anyone before, even by his wife. Never has a woman evoked such power feelings of lust and love in him just by her kiss.
He wished he could kiss her again now to see if the same feeling of lust and love would happen. Would she blank his mind again with her kiss? Even though he never stopped loving her, would she make him fall in love with her again with just one kiss? With her seemingly gone from his life forever and with him never knowing the answer to his questions, he never stopped wondering about her, missing her, and loving Emma.
'Emma.'
Had he not married Lorraine, no doubt, he would have continued looking for Emma. Had he not married Lorraine, maybe he would have found his beloved. Had he not married Lorraine, maybe he wouldn't feel as lost and as sad as he was now with him feeling that he wasted his life married to the wrong woman. Should he ever meet Emma again, with her either possibly rejecting him, embracing him, or not even remembering him, at least he'd finally have had answers to his questions. At least he'd finally put her to rest and not continue to lust over her and continue to love her for the rest of his life.
Yet, had she embraced him and told him that she loved him too, they could have lived happily ever after. Yet, had he met her again, no matter if she didn't recognize him, know who he was, and/or share his feelings of love, no doubt, he'd still love her. He couldn't stop loving her. With her the one and the only, the woman of his dreams, he couldn't help himself from loving her.
"Emma, Emma, Emma."
He loved saying her name. Where is she? What is she doing? Is she sad? Is she lonely? Is she happy? Is she healthy? Is she sexually satisfied? Is she still alive? Does she ever think of him in the way he had continually thought of her throughout his life?
No doubt, she was with someone else. Surely, certainly, and without a doubt, someone who looks like her and who was so full of life should never be without a man in her life. No doubt, she was married with kids. No doubt, she was kissing someone else while blanking their mind and causing them to not only fall in love with her but also continue to be in love with her. No doubt, she had been happily married and making love to someone else. No doubt, she had been sucking and fucking another man and he had been licking and fucking her while he had been pining over the loss of her.
'Emma.'
With all of the money her father had, after him sending her off to school in Europe, she was probably traveling the world. With her loving the water, she probably was living the good life in some foreign country by the French Riviera or in some big house that overlooks the ocean. Maybe along the way, she had broken a dozen men's hearts in the way she broke his heart. Maybe in the way that he didn't stay true to her by marrying Lorraine, she gave her life to God, became a nun, and was living in a convent. He liked thinking that if he couldn't have her that no one else was good enough for her but God.
To be continued...
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Something that all women say one time or another, "How do you like me now?"
Later in their marriage, had they not shared the commonality of them both being cheating spouses who were sexually attracted to young, firm flesh, Jay didn't think that his marriage would have survived. With Ruth turning her head from his cheating on her in the way Jay turned his head from her cheating on him, and with one not sexually wanting the other anyway, they both got what they needed from others. They both not only sexually satisfied their horniness but also quelled their jealousy and possessiveness by having sex with strangers. Everything was fine as long as Ruth drank herself drunk, didn't flaunt her extramarital affairs to their neighbors and friends, and/or rub her young boyfriends in his face.
Especially in the beginning when they first met as young, college students, certainly there was much more to Ruth than becoming a cougar addicted to sex and a drunk addicted to alcohol as defined by Jay later in life. Certainly, if she showed those traits then, he never would have even dated her, never mind marrying her. Only, Ruth knew how to play the sexy game of teasing, enticing, and sexual seduction. Giving men what they wanted, what they wanted was sex, she knew how to play men to get what she needed, what she wanted was booze.
With Jay her submissive cuckold of a boyfriend, it was an easy transition to transform him to be her submissive cuckold of a husband. With sex being the prize that she always gave her young lovers, she obviously knew that she wouldn't have to give her husband sex for him to continue supporting her. Obviously, she knew the way to keep him around supporting her was to abuse him and to belittle him. He showed her early on that he liked that. In the way she controlled all of her young lovers as if she was their mother, she did the same with her husband. Only, even though neither one of them were into bondage, sadism, and masochism, she more played the role of his dominatrix than she did his mother.
What happened to her to make her that way, a whore and a drunk? Was she born addicted to cock in the way she was addicted to alcohol? Was it simply because her father was a drunk, she inherited the gene to give her the need for an excessive amount of alcohol too? In the way of the chicken and the egg, was she a whore because she was a drunk or a drunk because she was a whore. What did it matter?
After being married to her all these years and with her cheating on her husband all of these years, did it make a difference now if she was a whore because she was a drunk or a drunk because she was a whore? Who cares? The bottom line is that Ruth is a drunken whore. Too difficult for Jay or for anyone to unravel, Ruth's problems were issues he'd never know the answer to unless she agreed to see a psychiatrist, which she'd never agree to see. If she did see a therapist and if he was a man instead of woman, with her very persuasive in her powers of sexual seduction, she'd probably end up having sex with him.
Yet, Jay, a brilliant man, was a scientist with a Ph.D. in physical chemistry, the study of macroscopic, atomic, subatomic, and the particulate phenomena in chemical systems in terms of the laws and concepts of physics. A trained researcher, he was accustomed to seeing things that others couldn't and didn't. He had a talent for seeing through the smoke, the mirrors, and the bullshit while stating the obvious articulately, simply, concisely, and truthfully and without holding back any punches. Yet seemingly, while hoping for sex, he enjoyed being submissive to his wife's whimsy. Much in the way of how a dog adapts with learned behavior, their sexual peccadilloes that they did in the early stages of their marriage had morphed to become routine and difficult to break habits now.
Certainly, even though he was evidently controlled by Ruth, he was strong enough not to be controlled by her if he didn't want to be controlled by her. Tired of having the same arguments without anything changing to improve their marriage, it was sometimes just easier to go with the flow. Giving into her for the sake of having peace in his life, it was sometimes just easier to relinquish his control to her. Yet, after a while of allowing her to control him, she grew stronger and he grew weaker.
Unfortunately, especially when it came to falling in total lust with Ruth as a 20-year-old man, he hadn't yet developed that skill-set talent of seeing through people and stating the obvious, especially with women, until later in life. As a horny, young man, he had always been a sucker for a shapely, pretty woman. With him addicted to sex early on, a typical guy, he had always been a sucker for big tits, a round ass, a tight pussy, and shapely legs. He had always been a sucker for getting laid and receiving blowjobs.
Instead, of thinking with his big brain, he thought more with his penis. With her such a sexy, conniving, devious bitch and already knowing how to play the sex card to get all that she wanted and needed from him, he was taken in by Ruth's feminine charms. In the way he was sexually abused by his mother, he was sexually abused by his wife too. In the way that he thought his mother was the love of his life, he thought his wife was the love of his life too. With him still blaming himself for the death of his mother after her last act was to have sex with him, it took him 25 years to realize that he didn't need his wife treating him less than he was. With Ruth unable to support herself, unless he gave her a big divorce settlement, she needed him more than he needed her.
Jay knew that his sexual attraction to Ruth and in allowing her to mistreat him had something to do with his mother. He wondered had his mother survived if he could have unraveled his mother's psychological hold on him to explain his wife's psychological hold on him too. Yet, his mother was much nicer than Ruth. His mother wasn't the selfish, drunken, whore of a bitch that Ruth was. His mother would never mistreat him and take advantage of him in the way that Ruth had done and was still doing now. Even if his mother killed herself because they had sex, he cherished the memory of having sex with his mother in the same way that he cherished the memory of having sex with Ruth before they were married.
Ruth was not the same woman he married. As if she was a witch who cast an evil, sexual spell on him, with him nothing more than a toad, he was her helpless frog. As if she was a poisonous spider weaving her web of trickery and deceit, he was her dumb, trapped fly, a fly that she never sucked dry in the way she sucked Christopher dry and all of other, young lovers dry. Instead, with him having sex with other, young women and her having sex with other young men, neither one was willing to rock the boat by filing for a divorce. He was seldom home anyway. Just as what she didn't know he sexually did with woman couldn't be used against him in divorce court, what he didn't know she sexually did with men wouldn't hurt him.
Even though he knew she was a drunk, as long as she wasn't falling down drunk in front of him, their daughter, and/or their neighbors and friends, he didn't care that she drank. Even though he knew she was cheating on him in the way he was cheating on her, unless she rubbed her young lovers in his face, he didn't care about that either. In the way that she closed her eyes to his sexual affairs, he closed his eyes to her sexual affairs too.
With her having no reason to rock the boat, she allowed Jay to live, prosper, and continue to support her while he traveled the country and the world having sex with young women and she had sex with young men. The end result, just as he was no match for her then, he was no match for her now. Had he had the time and the desire, he would have put her in her place but it was easier for him to ignore her and to shun her as if she wasn't even there than to continue to argue with her.
Unfortunately, even brilliant, unsuspecting men can be taken advantage of by wily and insincere women who use sex to tease, entice, and to seduce them for their own personal agendas, financial security, and monetary gain. His fatal flaw, something that goes back to the incestuous, sexual relationship that he enjoyed with his mother, in the way his mother controlled him with the promise of sex, he enjoyed her controlling him with the promise of sex too. If he didn't enjoy being so controlled and wasn't still sexually attracted to her, he would have divorced his wife years ago.
With his fatal flaw never changing and still the same from this mother to his wife, even though Ruth treated him worse than a dog, like shit, he was still so very sexually attracted to her. Only, his mother treated him much better than his wife. Yet, even with his wife's continued mistreatment of him, deep down inside he still loved her but that would all change over the years. After a while, instead of loving her, he hated her.
* * * * *
Except for her drinking, Ruth was no better or no worse than so many women who pretended to be innocent virgins and/or loving wives, not that Ruth was a virgin and/or ever a loving wife; she was neither. Yet, turned off on woman and marriage after being married to Ruth, even though he was once a sensitive and loving man, Jay now painted all woman with the same wide, black brush as greedy, gold digging, cheating whores. Still, even though he was now basically a woman hater, his disliking of women still didn't stop him from having sex with women, lots of women. With men having unrealistic expectations for the purity and modesty of their women by putting them high up on pedestals, men are easily disappointed. It is the fault of men that women have to revert to lying about their past sexual partners while pretending how modestly moral and sexually innocent they are.
Jay thought of all the women who not only sexually teased him and enticed him but also who sexually played every man he knew with the empty promise of sex. As if women were fishing with a baited line in a barrel full of unsuspecting men, his friends all had the same, sad stories of how women used them to get whatever they wanted with the promise of sex. Whether it was a diamond, a fur, a car, or a house, all of the men he knew worked hard to make a living while their women stayed home as if they were their pampered pets or trophy wives.
Seemingly happy and sexually satisfied, everything was fine until men married these conniving, bitchy, self-centered women. Then, once they married them that was the end of their sexy fun for their husbands but open season for them to have sexual affair with other men. Except to advertise their sexuality to other men, why else would married women continue to wear low cut blouses, short skirts, and high heels when they're no longer in the dating game? Why else would women dress like the whores that they are when they're not giving their husband sex?
Once they married them, with too many women cheating whores, many women look to see how they could cheat on their husbands while still retaining their modestly moral, fictional persona and their financial income. Once they married them, women dangled sex over their head in the way of the elusive carrot tied to a string and attached to a stick. Once they married them, women blamed men for all of their personal problems. Always the men's fault, it was always the men paying for the pleasures received from women by supporting them in their lifestyles for the rest of their miserable lives. How dare they do that to men? How dare Ruth do that to Jay?
With men always deemed the cheaters, too many men have a difficult time thinking that their wives are unfaithful where women always suspect their men of being unfaithful and lying about their infidelities. Not blinded by a great set of tits and a nice ass, seemingly women are more realistic than men in seeing men for who they truly are. Instead of putting men high up on pedestals, they'd rather put them in the doghouse for being the dirty dogs that they all are.
Yet, what men don't know is that women sexually cheat as much as men do. The difference is that women aren't boastful about their sexual conquests. Women don't come home with a pocketful of receipts from nightclubs and strip joints. Women hide their infidelities better than do men. Women have better passwords on their computers and cell phones.
Ruth was no different than many women who were willing to trade the promise of sex for money. With women using what they inherently have to make men happy enough to support them for their entire lives, women use the only tools they have at their disposal. All that most women have, especially those women without an education and who are unable to support themselves, are their looks, their bodies, their tits and their asses, and the experienced sexuality of their hands, their mouths, and their pussies. Most times, those feminine physical attributes are plenty enough to get them whatever they want from men.
Certainly, being a drunken whore of a woman was not justification for Ruth cheating on Jay with other men, but she was only doing what her mother and her grandmother did before her. If only Jay could see how the rest of the world lived, perhaps he wouldn't be as hard on himself and on Ruth for doing what came naturally to her. Compared to other woman around the world, aside from her being a drunk, Ruth was no better, no worse, and no different than most women.
* * * * *
"Presto chango," said Lola pushing back the shower curtain in one quick swipe to shock the shit out of her male guest.
As if she was emerging from a dressing room in a department store while not fully dressed, she emerged from the shower naked and without the modesty of her towel. With the man she just met thinking that she's a modestly, moral woman when she's a selfish slut and bitch of a whore, she knew how to play him with sex to get what she wanted. Not shy, embarrassed, and/or ashamed of her nakedness, she knew exactly what she was doing in exposing her naked body to him.
Sexually teasing and erotically enticing him, she knew he'd be more interested in her once he saw her beautiful, sexy, shapely, and naked body. She knew she'd get whatever she wanted from him once he saw her tits, her ass, and her pussy. She knew she'd have total control of him once she allowed him to touch her, feel her, make love to her, and fuck her before she sucked him and allowed him to cum in her mouth while he watched her swallow.
"How do you like me now?"
* * *
"Oops," said Tiffany allowing her blue, sexy, satin nightgown to slowly fall from her naked body down to her feet and in front of her new boyfriend. "Viola," she said raising her hands over her head, then turning and bending at the waist to show him more of what he hoped to see.
Obviously, without her pushing them back in place, she purposely allowed her nightgown straps to slip from her shoulders and slide down her arms. Then, as if she was a snake shedding her skin, she deliberately allowed her nightgown to slither down her curvy body. With him thinking that she's a modestly, moral woman when she's a selfish slut and a bitch of a whore, she knew how to play him with sex to get what she wanted. Not shy, embarrassed, and/or ashamed of her nakedness, she knew exactly what she was doing in exposing herself to him.
She was sexually teasing and erotically enticing her new boyfriend with her beautiful, sexy, shapely, and naked body. She knew she'd get whatever she wanted from him once he saw her tits, her ass, and her pussy. She knew she'd have total control of him once she allowed him to touch her, feel her, make love to her, and fuck her before she sucked him and allowed him to cum in her mouth while he watched her swallow.
"How do you like me now?"
* * *
"Abracadabra. Now you see it and now you don't," said Veronica before taking the entire length of her fiancé's cock in her mouth and deep throating him.
Not stopping there, she allowed him to hump her mouth and fuck her face. He didn't even have to put a hand to the back of her head to allow him to cum in her mouth and for her to swallow his cum. As soon as she sucked him dry, she ejected his stiff prick from her mouth with her tongue so she could speak. She knew she'd have total control of him once she allowed him to touch her, feel her, make love to her, and fuck her before she sucked him and allowed him to cum in her mouth while he watched her swallow.
With him thinking that she's a modestly moral woman when she's a selfish slut and a bitch of a whore, she knew how to play him with sex, especially with a blowjob, to get what she wanted. In the way he acted so surprised, shocked actually, that she not only blew him and allowed him to cum in her mouth but also swallowed his cum, she acted as if this was her first time sucking cock. She could have won an Academy Award for her feigned innocence. Not shy, embarrassed, and/or ashamed of her superior cock sucking skills, she was sexually teasing and erotically enticing her fiancé by giving him a deep throat blowjob.
"How do you like me now?"
* * *
"Open Sesame," said Crystal spreading her legs wide to her newlywed husband.
This erotic, exotic, and explicit show of her naked pussy was her husband's personal invitation for him to finger her and lick her before making love to her and fucking her. With him thinking that she's a modestly, moral woman when she's a selfish slut and a bitch of a whore, she knew how to play him with sex to get what she wanted. Not shy, embarrassed, and/or ashamed of her open legged nudity in showing her nude husband her glistening, pink pussy, she was sexually teasing and erotically enticing her just married husband with her womanly charms.
Controlling him with the promise of sex, she knew this is how she'd always have her wicked way with him. She knew she'd get whatever she wanted from him once he saw her tits, her ass, and her pussy. She knew she'd have total control of him once she allowed him to touch her, feel her, make love to her, and fuck her before she sucked him and allowed him to cum in her mouth while he watched her swallow.
"How do you like me now?"
* * * * *
Once they were married, living with Ruth was so very much different than when dating her. If only he knew then what he knows now, he never would have married her. With Jay expecting more sex from his wife than from her when she was his girlfriend, the opposite was true and he received less sex. Seemingly, surprisingly, and disappointingly, now that she had his ring on her finger and his name as part of her name, she no longer had to play sexy games to get what she wanted. She no longer had to drop her towel, allow her nightgown to fall to her feet, deep throat his cock to show him her cock sucking skills, or expose her naked pussy to him.
She no longer had to pretend that she was sexually attracted to him and/or even liked him. With the sexy games that women play now over, he was her husband and she was his wife. A 50/50 split under California divorce law made her entitled to half of everything. Instead of her being his bitch, he was her bitch now.
"Sex? Pardon me?" Ruth looked at Jay as if he was nuts. "You want sex tonight?"
As if she was a black diva or a ghetto woman playing the part of a virgin, she shot him a look of disbelief before putting her hand on her hip.
"Well, yeah," said Jay almost apologetically. "I'm horny and I was hoping that—"
She sighed loudly while rolling her eyes and shaking her head sideways.
"You've got to be kidding me. I'm tired. I have a headache. I have my period. I'm too upset. Not tonight. Never, not ever, will I have sex with you again," said Ruth to Jay while wagging her stiff index finger in his face. "I'm still mad at you for not buying me this, not doing that, and for being a man."



* * * * *
Much like what happens to most men, especially when it comes to sexy, beautiful women that they have a sexual attraction for, they're unable to see the forest for the trees. Even the brightest men, the coolest men, the wealthiest men, the most sexually experienced men, and those men who think they're in control of their women are sometimes unable to see past the biggest tits, the shapeliest asses, and the prettiest faces of the most conniving women. It's only after they've married them that they finally see the women for who they truly are, nasty, whores and selfish, slutty bitches.
Twisted around their fingers for the mere promise of unlimited sex, women have their ways to get any man to do whatever is their bidding. It's only after the poor, pitiful men have married them that the true, selfish personalities of the real women emerge. It's only after the poor, pitiful men have impregnated them that the true bitches that they are materializes with vengeance and with their demoralizing demands on their time and money.
"Don't forget to pick up the dry cleaning. Don't forget to buy milk and diapers on your way home from work. And pick up a pizza. I'm not cooking tonight. I'm going out with my friends while you watch the baby," said Ruth to Jay. "And I'm going to need some money," said Ruth holding out her hand.
Instead of working together as a team, too many couples are always at odds and in opposition and in competition with one another. Only Ruth wanted more instead of less. She wanted more than what was required of a husband to give his wife and a man to give a woman. While still staying married and having Ray support her, she wanted her booze and she wanted her young lovers. She wanted it all.
With her not allowing him to get the better of her, she was different than most women back then who were happy being wives, homemakers, and mothers. With her not even allowing him to come home from work after a long hard day at the office and relax with a drink before she's at him about this, that, and the other thing, she was relentless in her complaints and unhappiness. As it turns out all of her complaints were from her not drinking in front of him. All of her unhappiness was from her not having sex with young men because he was home and in her way.
With her off screwing other men instead of him, he decided that the only way he was going to have sex is to screw other women. In all things human, no matter that she was a mere woman who didn't have a job, a college education, and/or an income other than his income, she wanted to be his equal. Difficult for women to be taken seriously back then, she would have been better off had she been born a man instead of a woman. Actually, with him so submissive and the women he's sexually attracted to so domineering, Jay's life would have been much better had he been born a woman instead of a man.
* * * * *
Men may get women in bed more but woman have a way of marrying those men who have sex with them. If a woman is going to fool around with a man who has money, power, and influence, lots of money, power, and influence, she wants him to put a ring on her finger. As evidence that women are the stronger sex in getting men to the altar, we need only look to strong men, successful men, and persuasive men who have nonetheless said "I do," more than four times to a mere women.
Larry King was married nine times to eight different women. Artie Shaw and Mickey Rooney were married eight times to eight different women too. Richard Pryor and Jerry Lee Lewis were married seven times. Tony Curtis, Fred Berry, Rex Harrison, Boris Karloff, Stan Laurel, and Henry VIII were married six times. Clark Gable, Dennis Hopper, James Cameron, Billy Bob Thornton, Martin Scorsese, Henry Fonda, George C. Scott, John Huston, George Foreman, Geraldo Rivera, Al Goldstein, Idi Amin Dada, Larry Flynt, Lorenzo Lamas, and Kenny Rogers were all married five times. Ben Folds, Eddie Fisher, Louis Armstrong, Ernest Hemingway, Frank Sinatra, Glen Campbell, Willie Nelson, Jason Robards, Tom Cruise, and Ben Kingsley were all married four times.
As if going for some type of matrimonial record, thirty-six men were married, one-hundred-ninety times. Thirty-sex men said "I do," one-hundred-ninety times. Thirty-six men paid millions of dollars to divorce one-hundred-ninety women. Were the women worth all of that time, trouble, and money? I wish I could ask them that question. The wedding planners, florists, and caterers must have loved to see them getting divorced only to get remarried yet again.
Donald Trump, one of the biggest womanizers in the world today after Hugh Hefner, was only married three times, the rest of the men listed above have been married four times to nine times. Yet, forget about marriages and having babies, there are those men who would just rather have sex than getting married. Somehow, the below listed men were able to turn the table on women and use them for sex before finally falling victim to women who got them to church on time.
Fidel Castro, Wilt Chamberlain, Winston Bennett, Warren Beatty, Ron Jeremy, Gene Simmons, Huge Hefner, Julio Iglesias, Jack Nicholson, Bill Wyman, Rod Stewart, and Tony Curtis, all have had more than 100,000 lovers between them. Twelve men had sex with more than 100,000 women. With Fidel Castro admitting to having sex with 35,000 women and Wilt Chamberlain admitting to having sex with more than 20,000 women, those two men are responsible for half of the deflowered women on the list. The other ten men had sex with more than 45,000 women. Those are big numbers.
A dictator, a professional basketball player, a porn star, actors, singers, and a magazine mogul, where did they find the time to have sex with so many different women while doing their jobs and maintaining their successful careers? How did they summon the sexual desire and the physical energy to constantly and continually have sex? Who has that kind of sex drive? How did they keep the women's names straight and remember one from another? It's a good thing they all had a lot of money.
* * * * *
Perhaps had Jay known that Ruth would become a cougar addicted to sex and a drunk addicted to alcohol, he wouldn't have married her. Only, with her playing him and with his sexual hormones not allowing him to see her for who she really was, she was the She-Devil disguised as a shapely and attractive 20-year-old college coed. Thinking more with his penis than with his big brain back then and thinking what he felt was real love instead of mere sexual lust, he never saw Ruth for who she really was, a cunt and a whore. She was the Devil in a red dress, blue dress, green dress, black dress, white dress or whatever color dress she was wearing. Spellbound and held captive by sex, he never saw the monster behind the pretty face and the shapely body until it was too late and until after he married her.
In essence, growing in his maturity, Jay was the one who changed and not Ruth. Having the bigger transformation of the two, he had morphed from a caterpillar to a butterfly. Jay transformed from a young man in sexual lust, to a loving, faithful husband who truly loved his wife. Then, as if bitten by a vampire craving sex instead of blood, when she refused him sex, he became as sex crazed as his wife. Only, instead of maintaining sexual lust only for Ruth, in the way that his wife had sex with young men, Jay had sex with young women.
He changed for a second time from a loving husband to a sex crazed college professor who had sex with women half his age on campus and off campus. Much later, his biggest metamorphosis, he mutated from a sex addicted college professor to a perversely perverted world traveling businessman who had sex with women and prostitutes all around the globe. Changing yet again after divorcing Ruth, he reverted from a sex addicted businessman and world traveler to a loving husband with his second marriage.
While Jay transformed himself four times, Ruth, true to herself, remained the same most of her adult life. A woman addicted to sex, the only transformation she had was having sex with men her age when she was in her twenties to having sex with men who were much younger than her when she was in her late thirties, forties, and early fifties. In essence, because she still continued to have sex with men in their twenties throughout her adult life, true to herself, she never transformed but remained the same.
A whore addicted to young men and a drunk addicted to alcohol, namely two olive martinis, had Jay paid more attention to his wife, especially in the beginning, before marrying her, he would have seen her for who she was. Only, he was controlled by sex as much as he was blinded by lust that he had mistaken for love. Perhaps he would have seen through her insincere façade of her telling him that she loves him and never would have married her in the first place. In hindsight, it was obvious that not only didn't she love him but also she never loved him.
Someone like her was as bad as a heroin addicted junky. She'd do anything to get her next drink. Addicted to alcohol and using sex to get her next drink, she was incapable of loving anyone, including her own daughter. With alcohol her drug of choice, getting drunk was more important than anything or anyone. Casting a blind eye by allowing her to continue doing whatever she wanted, Jay was more interested in his sexual conquests than he was in hers. By not divorcing her, he gave Ruth his silent nod that it was okay for her to continue drinking and fucking and sucking young men.
With Jay continually changing and Ruth remaining the same, they were never on the same page. Coming together at the right time to share the wrong life, they were two people who should have only had sex and never should have married. It's no secret that Ruth enjoyed sex but not with her husband. She enjoyed drinking but not with him either. Seemingly feeling protective and taken care of, she enjoyed being married but not to him. With neither one of them wanting a divorce and with money the big issue then, they were stuck with one another while making the best of things albeit ruining one another's lives.
* * * * *
A different time then, the 60's, 70's, and 80's spawned a new Age of Aquarius. Although men were still in charge of women, they were slowly but surely losing their control over the opposite sex. With women's movements awakening women all over the country and empowering women all over the world, women no longer felt guilty for behaving badly like men, especially when it came to drinking to an excess and having sex with multiple partners.
With Jay working, traveling, and busy doing his own thing, he was seldom home. Temporarily pardoned from being married, Ruth seemingly felt as if she was given her freedom after being held a prisoner in a jail cell constructed for women by men. With Jay never around and always gone, Ruth was now free to do whatever she pleased, whenever she pleased, and with anyone she pleased.
She was married of course but that didn't stop her from having sexual affairs with numerous, young men just as it didn't stop her husband from cheating on her with college coeds, women he met, prostitutes, and escorts. With Jay a man, Ruth a woman, and both human, the only difference between them was the definition of their roles. Ruth was deemed a whore when having sex with young, college students and a drunk for drinking too much while Jay was deemed an academician when having sex with coeds and a respectable businessman when having sex with prostitutes and escorts. Go figure.
Even though they were both whores for having sex with anyone and everyone, they were both addicted to sex. Only just not having sex with one another, they had sex with whoever, whenever. With Jay doing whatever he wanted, especially sexually, Ruth did whatever she wanted, especially sexually. With the dawning of the new age of Aquarius, it was easier for them to go with the flow of the new modern wave of sexuality than to swim against it and drown in the changing tide.
With them both the same age, actually with her a year older, seemingly early on, once he turned 30-years-old, he was already too old for her. She'd rather have sex with men in their twenties and, even though their sex life was somewhat better but already cooling when he was in his late twenties, she was already looking to other men, especially younger men. Later in life, the only time she made exceptions to her rule of having sex with men not in their twenties and men who weren't twenty years her junior was when having sex with his friends and their neighbors.
As if she went out of her way to get even with him for some unknown sexual transgression against her, when she was just as responsible for sexually transgressing against him, she was a vengeful cunt. With her a cheating wife, he was her cuckold husband whether he liked it or not. With him closing his eyes to her infidelities for the sake of his own sexual affairs, he non-verbally agreed to continue living this joke of a marriage. Aside from him having sex with his students and co-workers, at least he didn't have sex with his wife's friends and their neighbors.
* * * * *
With Jay a college professor and with them living in a college town, Ruth was a sexy shark in a fish tank packed full of young, available men. Swimming up from the bottom to capture one in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy to take home with her for sex, she had her pick of horny, willing men wanting to have sex with an older woman. What twenty-something-year-old man wouldn't want to have sex with some sexy and attractive forty-something-year-old woman? Living life with her was okay as long as he didn't mention the obvious elephants in the room, the men who had been in his bed, on his couch, or on his living room carpet while having sex with his wife.
Then, later, as president of a large Fortune 500 electronics company, Jay traveled the United States and world having affairs with prostitutes and escorts while his wife had affairs with young, male, college students that she picked up at the mall. From all around the country, to Europe, and Japan, as if he was a sailor with a woman in every port, Jay had sex with willing women wherever he traveled. With him having the pick of every female litter, he had the money to sexually indulge himself with whatever decadence that piqued his sexual peccadillo at the time. Everything was copacetic as long as neither one of them rocked the boat by accusing one or the other for this and for that.
Allowing him access to her shapely body in the backseat of his car before they were married, she was more sexually accommodating then, horny and sexually passionate even. Maybe because he was younger, 20-years-old back then, she was more sexually attracted to him. Then, seemingly still an upsetting mystery to him even now, thirty years later, it was a magical transformation when he put a ring on her finger and he said, "I do." Not long later, when in bed in their bedroom and expecting her to give him sex, she said, "I won't."
Those two words, "I do," turned off the switch to Jay's sexual life and turned on the switch to Ruth's cash machine at the bank. Jay marrying Ruth was the beginning of the end of their sexual relationship, especially after she became pregnant with their daughter. Her giving birth to a child sealed the divorce settlement deal, should it ever come to that, and ended Jay's sexual life with Ruth. With both of them addicted to sex, those two words, "I won't," opened the floodgates for the both of them to have numerous, extramarital affairs.
As if she had branded him as her man, now she owned his ass and he was stuck with her. He could have divorced her but at a time he was building his career, divorce was frowned upon back then. This was still puritanical America with the Bible belt beating their moral drum and even though everyone had their dirty, little secrets, no one publically laundered their laundry then in the way they do today. Besides, whatever monetary assets he had amassed in working long hours teaching and/or as a businessman traveling the globe would be divided equally with his drunken, whore of a wife. Not fair and not right, it was as if she had preplanned the whole thing, she never did anything to help his career along so why should she reap the benefits of his hard work? Controlled by sex and blinded by lust in what he thought was love, he never saw this shrewd, sexy minx coming.
As the marriage soured over the years, with him suspecting her of having sexual affairs, he should have divorced her but he couldn't leave his daughter. Seemingly her preferred sexual peccadillo for the sake of getting her booze, Ruth was stuck in a time, warp zone of only wanting to have sex with men in their twenties. With their married life just beginning, their sexual life was slowly coming to an end before coming to an abrupt halt when he turned 30-years-old. With their love for one another already long dead by then and stinking up their marriage, they didn't bury for another 20 years. Ignoring the smell, they just left it there to rot until Jay finally decided to do something about it by divorcing Ruth.
To be continued...
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With her sexy body her fishing bait, the mall was her fishing hole for her to find young men to bring home for sex.
Ruth loved wearing her high heels with her short skirts that showed off her long, shapely legs. As if she was a mature, runway, fashion model, looking at herself out of the corner of her eye as she passed by, she enjoyed seeing her reflection in the store windows. When she saw herself through her own reflection, liking what she saw, she enjoyed thinking that this is how men saw her.
In the way that a spy notices everything in a reflection of his sunglasses, she used her compact mirror and the reflections from storefront windows as her way to see if anyone was following her. As soon as a man had taken interest in her, ready to go fishing, she cast out her hook, line, and sinker. Now with a man of interest following her, it was time for her to play her role as the oblivious, mature woman so preoccupied with shopping that she wasn't aware that she was flashing her underwear to anyone. Once he was hooked on her line, continuing playing her game of flashing, teasing, and enticing, she continued to reel him in all the way to her house.
Acting unaware, she was aware of men watching her when she leaned her torso forward to peer in the glass tops of the display cases. Having rehearsed all of her flashing movements in her bedroom mirror, she always had a reason for doing all that she did. Making sure that she leaned low enough and at just the right moment, she enjoyed wearing her low cut blouses that moved lower with her to show the tops of her breasts, her sexy bra, and her long line of cleavage. Her curvaceous underwear clad body was her man bait and the mall was her fishing pond for finding horny, young men interested in having sex with her.
Whether giving men down blouse views of her cleavage and bra or giving them up skirt peeks of her panties, she knew she wouldn't be leaving the mall without a young man who wasn't sexually interested in her. With her living in a college town filled with horny, young men, it was so easy for her to cast out her fishing line and hook a young one. As she had with so very many others, she met Chris at the mall. Young and dumb, he was filled with enough cum to satisfy any horny, older woman.
She teased Christopher by flashing him her shapely body to keep him sexually interested in her. It's not always an easy thing to do for an older woman to maintain the sexual interest of a much younger man. Yet, a win/win proposition for both, she enjoyed flashing him as much as he seemingly enjoyed being flashed.
Flashing him is how she met him and brought him home from the mall with her. Continuing to sexually tease him by flashing him is how she maintained his interest in her long enough to get him to go home with her. With Chris a voyeur and her an exhibitionist, deliberately flashing him her panties at the food court in the mall, while making her up skirt flashes appear accidental, is how she initially sexually attracted him to meet her. If only by his leering stare, she could obviously tell that he enjoyed seeing her panties as much as she enjoyed flashing her panties.
* * * * *
Maybe because she was good looking and had the sexy body to match but it wasn't always easy for her to tempt the interest of a young man enough to stop at the liquor store to buy her booze before going home with her. As if window shopping at the mall in the way that women do, but shopping for women instead of shopping for clothes, most young men look to see what they can see when at the mall. Most young men want young women, women their own age. Most young men are looking for a girlfriend and a long term relationship without the complications of an angry, jealous husband. Yet, most times, those men attracted to older women are looking to have sex with their mothers and even a role playing, surrogate mother will do.
Quite sexually experienced with picking up and seducing men, Ruth had a knack for spotting the young men who were looking for more than just sex. She had a knack for finding young men whose sexual fantasy was to have sex with their mothers. More than anyone who wasn't interested in having sex with their mother would think, there are lots of men whose sexual fantasy is to have sex with their mothers. Once again, a win/win sexual proposition for both, as long as they plied her with alcohol, she didn't mind playing the part of their surrogate mother.
"After you fix me a martini with two olives, you may call me Mommy, feel my tits, and finger my nipples while I suck your cock," she routinely said to young men who she knew were interested in playing such an incestuous game.
* * * * *
Once she noticed him looking and once she noticed that he was interested in seeing more flashes of her panties, she was ready to continue giving him a sexy between her legs flashing show of her panty clad pussy. As soon as he gave her the eye, she returned his look of interest with her sexy, come hither look. A sexy game she enjoyed playing, just as she knew she had him hooked, she knew he'd be following her. With him hanging back and staring at her through the storefront window, she walked around the corner and ducked in a women's shoe store. Without even having to turn around to look, she knew he'd be standing there watching her. Planning to give him a another sexy show of her panties, she picked out a pair of boots a size too small while knowing that he'd be watching her struggle to fit her foot inside a boot too tight.
Acting as if she didn't know he was there watching her while struggling to fit her foot in the boot, she sat across from the window trying on the boots. With her short skirt rising higher and higher with her every sudden movement of her shapely legs, she crossed, uncrossed, and crossed her legs again and again while trying to fit the size 8 boot on her foot size 9 foot. Then, in a desperately exaggerated move to fit her foot in the boot, and with her skirt plenty high enough, she spread her knees wider and raised her leg higher than necessary to show him even more of her blue, bikini panties. Now that he was already hooked on her fishing line, she just needed to reel him in a little more. As if he was a homeless puppy looking for a place to sleep, she just needed to leave a trail for him to track and for him to follow her home.
Somehow able to hide her proclivity to expose herself by flashing unsuspecting men her sexy, underwear clad body, even her husband of 25-years never suspected that his wife was such an exhibitionist. He had no idea that Ruth enjoyed flashing men her underwear and her topless or naked body. Perhaps had he known she enjoyed flashing her underwear and if she knew he was a voyeur who had a keen interest in being sexually aroused by teasing him and by flashing him, they may have produced a sexual flame bright enough to keep them faithfully married.
With them both addicted to sex, instead of having separate, secret sexual affairs with others, they appeared to be the perfect couple for participating in the swinging lifestyle. Only, the swinging lifestyle was more hushed and whispered about back then than it is more out in the open and publically accepted now. Yet, seemingly, it was more fun for her to flash men she didn't know, especially younger men who were nearly half her age, than it was to flash her husband. A flashing game she enjoyed playing with her husband before they were married, she no longer played with him now. With him no longer sexually interested in her in the way that she was no longer sexually interested in him, no longer did she tease him while trying to seduce him. She had much younger fish to catch and to fry.
Just as she couldn't come close to how many men she's had sex with, she couldn't even come close to counting how many men she's flashed. Easily, she's flashed her pastel, bikini panties, her low cut, front snapping bra, her tits with brown areolas and gumdrop sized nipples, her bushy, brown pussy, and her shapely ass to thousands of men over the years. She had sexually teased a vast army of men. Unashamed to admit it, she was too addicted to flashing her underwear clad, topless, and naked body to young men for her to discontinue erotically enticing and sexually teasing young men. Only, unlike other women who purposely teased men to sexual frustrate them to the point of experiencing blue balls, whomever she chose to tease, as long as they supplied the alcohol, she was ready and willing to give them hot sex.
* * * * *
With her living in a college town, she had an unlimited supply of fresh meat of horny, young victims. Actually, any young man who came to her front door whenever her husband wasn't home, especially when he was away traveling on business, was an unsuspecting participant in her sexy flashing game of voyeurism and exhibitionism. If only Jay knew the sexy naked show that his wife, Ruth, gave men, he'd be as shocked as much as he'd be pissed and, no doubt, sexually aroused. If only Jay knew that Ruth enjoyed flashing her sheer nightgown or sexy underwear clad body and/or her topless and/or her naked body, maybe he could have helped her flash unsuspecting men as a team. Only, with Ruth playing the faithful wife in the beginning of their marriage, even though Jay knew better, they never played any of the sexy games that some loving couples play.
Whenever Jay wasn't home, she had all kinds of sexy games to play to attract young men to sexually entertain her with a few drinks before giving him hot sex. Whenever Jay wasn't home, she'd answer the front door in her sheer, short, low cut, sexy nightgown with nothing underneath and without the modesty of wearing a bathrobe. Not shy, modest, ashamed, or embarrassed, she enjoyed showing unsuspecting men all they hoped to see of her shapely body. Whenever Jay was away traveling on business, she'd answer the door in her bra and panty, topless, or naked. Sometimes, acting as if she just got out of the shower, she'd make her flashing appear accidental by deliberately dropping her towel.
"Oops. Oh, my God. I'm so embarrassed," she'd say putting her hands to her mouth instead of covering her tits and pussy with them. "Please don't look at my naked tits, ass, and pussy," she'd say as her way of teasing them to look, leer, stare, and ogle her naked body whenever her towel fell as low as her morals and modesty.
With each man giving her a different reaction, seemingly they all believed that they were at the right place in the right time instead of suspecting that this flashing was all prearranged and deliberate. Yet, as with any man who saw her topless and/or naked, all men wanted more than just seeing her tits, her ass, and her pussy. Unless they were gay, all men who saw her in all manner of undress wanted sex. Any man who saw what he shouldn't have seen of her wanted to have sex with her. As long as they were willing to buy her booze, she was willing to give them sex. Mostly about the booze to her, it was all about the sex to them.
If only her husband knew she had flashed the mailman, the UPS man, the FedEx man, and the pizza and Chinese food delivery man, what would he say? If only her husband knew she had flashed men wanting her to sign their petitions, realtors wanting to buy their house, and door-to-door salesmen wanting to sell them things. What would he think?
If only her husband knew she had sex with the mailman, the UPS man, the FedEx man, and the pizza and Chinese food delivery men, along with men wanting her to sign their petitions, realtors, and a door-to-door salesmen, wouldn't he be surprised. Wouldn't he be shocked that his wife of 25 years was just as sexually active with male strangers as he was sexually active with young, college coeds, female prostitutes, and sexy escorts? If instead of just suspecting that Ruth was a drunken whore, how would he react to her having sex with every man who came to her front door.
Only, with neither one having proof, just as his wife suspected that he was whoring around, he suspected that his wife was whoring around too. With neither of them wanting to know the details of their sex trysts, they were content continuing to do their own sexual thing. Seemingly the perfect marriage, while she had sex with a multitude of young men from meeting them at the mall, he had sex with a multitude of young women from meeting them all over the country and all over the world.
* * * * *
Not shy, ashamed, or embarrassed about showing men all that they wanted to see, flashing men sexually aroused her as much as it obviously sexually excited them. Once she noticed him looking and once she noticed that he was interested in seeing more of her than just her panties, she was ready to continue giving him a sexy flashing show of her entire naked body. After flashing this young admirer her panties at the food court and again at the shoe store, with him in tow and tagging along at a safe distance behind her, she was ready to show him even more. With her ready to make his sexual fantasy come true, obviously, he had no idea that she was about to show him all that he had hoped to see of her naked body.
She rode the escalator up to the second floor in readiness to give him a real show of exhibitionism. Not wanting him to leave in the middle of her flashing show, she needed to continue sexually teasing him again so that he'd continue following her. Then, culminating in her giving him the real naked, flashing show, she needed to continue sexually enticing him so that he'd come home with her. With her climbing his escalator of sexual interest higher, when she was high enough and he was low enough on the stairs, she bent at the waist on the pretense of fixing her shoe.
"Holy shit," she heard him involuntarily utter under his breath.
She stayed in that position fiddling with her shoe longer than necessary. Having practiced this sexy, flashing move in her bedroom mirror many times before while standing on a stool, she knew she was giving him a good in between her thighs look of her panty clad ass and pussy. As if she was smuggling a small, brown, furry animal in her panties, hopefully he liked women with bushy pussies as he could definitely see her brown bush peeking out the sides of her panties. If he had doubts of wanting to have sex with her before, after already seeing so much of her underwear clad body, surely he wasn't having any doubts about wanting to have sex with her now.
Her next stop was the only women's clothing store in the mall that still had curtains on their dressing rooms. Every other women's clothing store had those damn, dreaded, privacy doors. Without making it appear obvious by leaving the dressing room door open, it was impossible to deliberately flash unsuspecting men when standing behind and hidden from view by dressing room doors. She could leave the dressing room in all manner of undress to look at herself in the mirrors outside of the dressing room, but that would draw the attention of the sales staff and even security. Besides, she wasn't free to flash unsuspecting men all that she wanted to flash with dressing room doors in the way that she could flash unsuspecting men with dressing room curtains.
As if she had hooked a young fish on her sexy line of exhibitionism, with her using a curtained dressing room, she'd soon be showing him all that she hoped he wanted see. Having done this type of flashing many times before, she picked a couple of specific clothing items from the rack to help her in exposing herself. She picked out a sweater a size too small and a pair of pants a size too tight. The real show of exhibitionism began not when she was undressing to try on clothes but when she was removing those too tight clothes that she picked to model.
Heading off to the dressing room, she closed the dressing room curtain not all the way but just enough not to be too obvious in her flashing intention. With her having practiced this curtain closing move dozens of times before, not an easy thing to master, in one quick motion, she waved a well-practiced hand to slide the curtain across the rod. She deliberately left room enough for him to watch her through the opening at the end of the mostly closed curtain and through her reflection in the mirror.
She didn't want to make herself appear too obvious and to make him think that she's an exhibitionist and a slut, even though she was. She didn't want him to think that she was interested in seducing him, even though she was. A game she enjoyed playing, it sexually excited her to show him her semi-naked and naked body as much as she imagined it sexually excited him to see her semi-naked and naked body. Should she be caught by security flashing him, wanting to make her flashing appear accidental, she wanted to put the onus on him for peeping on her and not the onus on her for deliberately flashing him.
'Oh, my God,' she imagined saying should she be caught flashing him by security or by the sales staff. 'I had no idea my curtain was open enough for him to see me undressing. I had no idea a pervert was peeping on me changing. Preoccupied with my potential purchases, I thought the curtain was closed all the way,' she imagined saying in her innocent defense to security or to the sales staff. 'God, I'm so embarrassed.'
Flashing him her blue, bra-clad breasts and sexy cleavage, giving him a slow striptease show, she took her sweet time in unbuttoning and removing her blouse to try on her too tight sweater. Then, struggling to fit the too tight sweater over her big tits, she knew as soon as she tried to remove the snug sweater that she'd deliberately lift her blue bra along with the sweater to expose her naked breasts to him. Now that the sweater was tightly on over her bra-clad breasts, turning one way before turning the other, she looked disapprovingly at herself in the mirror. Acting preoccupied and oblivious to him standing there ogling her trying on clothes, she made a sour face, along with her body movements of her arms and her shoulders to show that the sweater was too small.
Not wanting him to get away, not wanting him to leave, and not wanting to lose him, she needed to keep him interested enough to want to see more of her. With her ready to show him plenty, she reached her hands down to grab the bottom of the sweater and started lifting it off her shapely body. Up, up, and up, she slowly lifted the sweater higher and higher. Just as she knew would happen, with her fingertips hidden by the material of the sweater, she discreetly slid her fingers beneath the bottom of her bra and lifted her brassiere while removing the sweater.
Lifting the sweater up, up, and up higher, along with her bra cups, she slowly pulled up the sweater until it was bunched up and caught beneath her chin. With her arms helplessly in the air, with her naked breasts totally exposed, and with her not making any attempt to pull down her bra, she continued lifting the sweater higher until it covered her face. With her struggling to free herself from the sweater, she flayed her arms and bounced her tits. Now that the sweater blocked her view of him, he was free to ogle her naked breasts through the dressing room mirror without embarrassment or feeling that he was peeping, when he was. Only, with her as much of a voyeur as she was an exhibitionist, she could see him leering at her through the stitches in the sweater but he couldn't see her watching his reaction to seeing her tits.
'Oops,' she thought while lifting her bra to deliberately expose her shapely breasts, her areolas, and her nipples to him. If this move of exhibitionism wasn't enough to make him sexually want her, the next move she had planned, no doubt would pique his sexual interest in her even more. Now that he's seen her tits, she couldn't wait for him to see her naked ass and bushy, brown pussy.



With her tits now totally exposed for a prolonged period of time, she was giving him a real show. Trying to extricate herself from the tight confines of the too small sweater, with her ample breasts bouncing one way and swaying the other, she danced around the dressing room while slowly trying to remove the too small sweater. Then, finally freeing her head from the sweater, she was more concerned with her mussed hair than she was with her still naked breasts. Giving him a good, long look of her tits before pulling down her bra, she fluffed her hair back in place with a practice hand while looking at herself in the mirror.
To the hopeful sexual pleasure of him, sexually teasing him and erotically exciting him, she continued playing her sexy game of exhibitionism and voyeurism. Pretending not to notice him, she pretended she had no idea that her dressing room curtain was open enough for him to see. Even though she was standing there topless, acting obvious to her wardrobe malfunction, she pretended that she didn't realize that she was as exposed to him as much as she was.
As if getting ready to give herself an impromptu breast exam, she looked down at her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples to see all that he saw of her. Not looking his way but able to see his reflection behind her in the mirror, she acted as if she didn't even know he was there peeping. Show over but not quite, she still had more flashing to do. Hoping he'd stay there for the rest of the sexy flashing show and not be scared away by other customers, the sales staff, or by security, she didn't look his way while pulling her bra cups down over her breasts.
As she shocked every other man she tried this practiced, flashing technique with, she was sexually excited to flash this young man her naked tits. Flashing her breasts to a man who was interested in seeing her tits made her feel younger, sexy, vibrant, and vital. Proud of her shapely breasts, one of her favorite flashes to do, she loved flashing her large B cup, small C cup tits. Just as this wasn't the first time she flashed her tits to unsuspecting men, this wouldn't be the last time that she'd be flashing her tits to unsuspecting men either.
No man, who made it this far with her flashing them, has ever refused going home with her for sex. No man, whether young or old, diverted his eyes from staring at her naked breasts while ogling her sexy topless or bottomless body. As if she was a stripper giving them a live on stage, sex show and, indeed, she was, shocking them in a sexy game she loved playing, she loved exposing her semi-naked body to unsuspecting men. It sexually aroused her to see the looks of sexual excitement on their faces when seeing so much of her shapely body that they never expected to see.
Exposing herself made her feel in control of men. Exposing herself made her feel powerful. Exposing herself made her feel sexually wanted and desired. If it wasn't enough that she was always flashing her bra, cleavage, and panty at the mall, she loved seeing the reactions of men to suddenly seeing her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and/or her naked ass when watching her in the dressing room.
Knowing he was still standing there watching her and staring at her, as if she was making a movie with the camera focused on her and with his eyes the camera lens, she didn't dare look his way. Next, dressed in only her sexy blue bra and slacks, she took her time looking at her potential pants purchase. Finally, she was ready to try on the too tight pants. Unbuttoning, and unzipping her pants, she exposed her blue, bikini panties to him while removing her slacks to try on the pants.
Standing there in her blue, bikini panties and her matching blue bra, she looked at the pants she was about to try on to see if they fit. Unable to zip her pants, even after sucking in her tummy, she turned one way before turning the other way and while showing an unhappy look on her face. If she was an actress, she'd be nominated for an Academy Award. If she was an actress, she'd be looking forward to doing her next scene, a nude scene.
Then, when she slid the too tight pants down her body, just as she did with her bra, with her fingers hidden within the material of the panties, she discreetly tucked her fingers in her panties. Down, down, and down, she slid her panties down with the pants too. Slowly and deliberately, she exposed her brown, bushy pussy and her round, firm, naked ass to him.
'Oops!'
She only wished she could stare at him in the way he was no doubt staring at her. She only wished she could see more of his reaction to seeing her topless before seeing her bottomless. She only wished she could turn to face him and make eye contact with him while stripping off her clothes. Only, her eyes wouldn't be what he'd be staring at if she turned to stand before him naked.
She tried to kick herself out of her pants and entangled herself even more. Nearly falling over when she raised her leg high enough to deliberately expose more of her glistening wet while extricating herself from the pants, pink pussy to him, she acted oblivious to her bottomless nudity. Then, as if shocked by her sudden nudity, feigning embarrassment if only to herself, she stood there with her panties and pants down around her ankles while staring at her naked pussy in the mirror. She had successfully done this flashing routine in this very clothing store dozens of times with dozens of different young men before. With him still standing there leering at her, she knew that not only could he see her naked ass through the open curtain but also that he could see her naked, hairy, brown, bushy pussy through her reflection in the full length mirror.
Then, still not done yet, bending fully at the waist, to hoist up her panties on the pretense of recovering her feigned modesty, as if bending to be taken doggie style, she flashed him her naked ass and pussy. In just two seemingly innocuous flashes, she showed him her tits, her areolas, her nipples, her hairy pussy, and her naked ass. In just a few minutes of trying on a too snug sweater and pants that were too tight, she flashed him the entirety of her naked body. With her bending at the waist, as if he was her proctologist getting ready to examine her with his finger, she gave him a good view of her ass. With her bending at the waist, as if he was her gynecologist about to probe her pussy with his medical instrument, she gave him a good view of her pussy.
No man has ever refused her not so subtle, albeit seemingly accidental, naked, flashing invitation of going home with her for sex. With him still standing there watching her, she knew that he'd be leaving the store and the mall with her. She had him now to do whatever she wanted to do with his sexy, young, hard body.
Then, with him following out of the store, once she was walking towards her car, is when he approached her and when they all approached her.
"Hi," he said. "You remind me of someone I used to know."
With him already having his number, ho doubt she reminded him of his mother.
"I do?"
He gave her the eye and she returned his look with a smile.
"Would you like to go for a cup of coffee? There's a restaurant across the way," he said.
She gave him a sexy look.
"I'd much rather go for a drink. There's a liquor store a mile from here. You can follow me in your car and we can have a drink at my place while you tell me who you think it is that I look like," she said with a little sexy laugh.
He looked stunned by her accepting his invitation. He appeared sexually excited that she'd rather take him home for a drink than to have a cup of coffee at a public restaurant. He could have been anyone. He could have been a serial killer but with her being no one's victim, she had a good sense of men. She could tell that he was more about having sex with her than in doing anything violent with her.
To be continued...
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We all have a lost love.
A kiss that lasted for forty years.
A first time for everything, no woman had ever kissed him first before he kissed her. He wanted to kiss her but, having just met the woman not even an hour ago, he didn't want to rush her or pressure her. He was afraid.
Fearing that he'd ruin things before talking to her and getting to know her better, with most women wanting to take things slow, he was afraid to prematurely make a sexual move on her. Besides with her so drop dead gorgeous, he didn't have the confidence that she'd want him as much as he wanted her. Not that he was a bad looking man, considered good looking actually, but why would someone who looks like her want someone who looks like him when obviously she could have anyone.
As if having an out of body experience, with him somewhere up on "cloud nine," while looking down and watching her kissing him, he still couldn't believe that she kissed him. She kissed him. Emma kissed him.
If he dreamt of her kissing him, he couldn't have had a better dream than this one memory that she left him to cherish for the rest of his life. Unfortunately, it was an incomplete memory without closure for him to heal his broken heart. With him forever loving her, he'd always wonder if she forever loved him too. Cursed to remember her and her first kiss forever, he'd never forget her or that first kiss.
'My God. What a woman? Such an incredible woman. What an unbelievable woman? Emma, I love you,' he said hearing his words echo through his head before resonating in the hole of his empty heart. 'I love you. I love you. I love you. Emma, I love you.'
In hindsight, in love with her at first sight, not taking no for an answer, sounding preposterous then but not as much now, he should have asked her to marry him. Only, with her only 19-years old and with him 25-years-old, if he had asked her to marry him, she may have thought he had lost his mind and obviously he did when she kissed him. Yet, she was the one who kissed him almost immediately after meeting him and he didn't think that she had lost her mind.
If he thought anything, he thought that she was the best thing that ever happened to him. If he thought anything, he realized that he had the chance to ask her to be with him for the rest of their lives and blew it by not acting on his impulses and going after her no matter what her father said. Only, she was so very young and he was so much older. Now with him 65-years-old and her 59-years-old, their ages wouldn't matter now as much as it mattered then.
Yet, in the eyes of her father he was a loser. Just as he was then, he still is now, a nothing and a no one. He was just a working stiff who couldn't give her the lifestyle she had grown accustomed to living with her being Daddy's rich, little girl. He didn't stand a chance of marrying her.
If anything, her father had done him a favor by shipping her off to school to Europe. Only, who knew he'd fall so hard for her? Who knew, after he left her that he'd lust over her? Who knew, after she had left that he'd love her and pine over the loss of her for the next forty years? Who knew that he'd still think of her now after all of these years? Seemingly a one-sided love affair not meant to be, he wished he could forget her but he can't; he just can't. He still doodles her name while wondering where she is, who she is with, and what she is doing.
'Emma. Where are you?'
* * * * *
So long ago, a lifetime ago, it is sometimes so difficult to remember every little detail and every single word she said without his imagination getting in the way to fill in his faded memories and change all what really happened. He wondered if she remembered their first kiss in the way that he remembered their first kiss. He wondered if she pined over the loss of him in the way he pined over the loss of her. Curious to know, he wondered how she remembered their first chance meeting on the beach. Curious to know, he wondered why she never tried contacting him in the way he fruitlessly tried contacting her.
Maybe with her seeing things differently from her point of view, she could fill in some of the details that he forgot. In the way that he remembered her well enough to paint her, even now, forty years later, maybe she didn't remember him at all. Maybe, in the way that he'd never forget her, she completely forgot him. For her to make such an impression on him and for her to not even remember him, how sad is that? Tragically and pathetically it was such a waste of his life to have focused so much of his thoughts and energy on her instead of on Lorraine, his wife, and on Cynthia, his daughter.
'Emma.'
With him thinking that she was a good, well-bred woman, for her to scandalously kiss him in the way she did when just meeting him, maybe she was a slut. With him thinking that she was a moral woman and a God fearing woman, for her to remove her bikini top in the way she did and have sex with him, perhaps she was nothing but a whore. Instead of her being a woman with class, maybe she had a bad reputation of sexually enticing and teasing every man she met. If judging her from the partial blowjob she gave him, the best blowjob he's ever had in his life, this definitely wasn't her first blowjob. She was certainly not a virgin.
Maybe her bad, sexual behavior was a common occurrence and her downfall. Maybe the reason why her father shipped her off to Europe was because he didn't want her getting pregnant by some loser like him. Maybe her father knew her better than he did and obviously he did for him to take such swift action in forever removing her from him. Maybe her own father thought that his daughter was a slut and a whore too and it was only a matter of time before she embarrassed the family. Maybe she had already embarrassed their family many times before and seeing him having sex with her was the last straw. Maybe, at the very least, her father wanted her to have a college education and the knowledge to make better and more mature decisions. Maybe her father was having a sexual, incestuous affair with his daughter that Robert didn't know they were having.
Only, with her father not there to monitor and supervise her bad, sexual behavior, and with her no longer a child, she could still be a slut and a whore in Europe as much as she could be a slut and a whore in the United States. No doubt she runs with a different circle of friends, rich friends, people of wealth, class, and distinction that if she did become pregnant, at least she'd be impregnated by someone with money. If she did get pregnant, perhaps she'd have an abortion. Perhaps she had an abortion already.
Just as it sexually excited him to think of Emma as a slut and a whore, it hurt his head for him to think of her as a slut and a whore. He hated thinking of her in that derogatory way. If she was a slut and a whore for kissing him, then he was a slut and a whore for returning her kiss. If she was a slut and a whore for sucking his cock then he was a slut and a whore for eating her pussy. Besides, he'd much rather think of her as his slut and whore rather than thinking of her as someone else's slut and whore.
Yet, with her, no doubt, married to someone else, she was now her husband's slut and whore and not his. An hour after he met her, she acted as if she was his slut and whore and he liked that about her. Never had he experienced a woman so sexually aggressive. Only, obviously now, but for that one moment in time, she'd never be his slut and whore again. As excited by sexually experiencing her then, he was saddened by the loss of her now.
'Emma. Where are you?'
The only memory he had of her was his first time he saw her and the first time, the only time, he was with her. The best memories he had of her was not the sex but seeing her in the distance walking on the beach. She was wearing a blue bikini. The color of her bikini complimented her blue black hair. She was picking up seashells, rinsing them in the water and then putting them in her plastic bag. Then, there was that kiss, that unbelievable first kiss.
When she kissed him, he was surprised by her kiss. When she kissed him, she blanked his mind. When she kissed him, in the way a woman must feel when a man kisses her for the first time, he felt vulnerable. An involuntary reaction, he felt pressured to return her kiss. Only, too surprised to react, as if he was immersed in a dream or had fallen under her spell, he didn't return her kiss until she kissed him again. When she kissed him, he felt weak in the knees. Then, when he finally returned her kiss, he was in love.
Actually, with the first kiss always the most difficult kiss, glad that was out of the way, he liked the feeling of a woman taking control of him for once. He appreciated a strong woman telling him what she wanted instead of him expecting to get what he wanted by groping her while hoping to get to second base. Yet, oddly enough, bizarre even, as if she wanted to kiss him as much as he wanted to kiss her, never has he been kissed with such sexual passion, especially after just having met a woman. Accustomed to receiving kisses from women who were his relatives and/or his friends, accustomed to receiving polite, first date kisses and kisses goodnight, this kiss was as if they were already lovers.
She didn't just give him a peck on the lips, she kissed him. She really kissed him. She didn't just kiss him, she French kissed him. She gave him a kiss that he could never forget. She gave him a kiss that he'd remember for forty years and, no doubt, until the day he died.
Yet, as if she already knew him, how could she kiss him in such an intimate way when she knew so very little about him? Even more bizarre than that, how could he languish over her for more than forty years when all he knew about her was that she was tall, beautiful, sexy, shapely, and her first name was Emma? Never has he ever met a woman who knew what she wanted as much as he knew what he wanted. As if that kiss was meant to be, it was as if they were together in a previous life. As if that kiss was never meant to be, that one kiss not only sealed his fate but also cursed him to remember her and that kiss over and again for the rest of his sexually frustrated life.
'Emma. I love you. I want you. I need you.'
Yet, how dare she do that to him? Perhaps she had no idea what she did to him. He wished she had never kissed him. As if she was an evil witch who had cast a love spell over him, because of her, he could never be happy with any other woman. Because of her and that one first kiss, he was as doomed to love her as he was haunted by the memory of her. Now he wished he could kiss her just one more time to see if there still remained lover's chemistry and a sexual attraction.
Only with them both forty years older, more mature and more experienced with life now than they were then, even if he was to meet her again and even she remembered him, she'd never kiss him like that again. With whatever that had happened in their lives since that first kiss had changed their definitions of lust, love, sexual excitement, and first, wet kisses. Their perceptions of what is romantic and what is foolish now are much different than they were before. The two people who had come together at a moment in time have grown more apart after a lifetime of not having one another in their lives. What he thought was once romantic then would be foolish daydreams now. Only, he still remembers their first kiss. For as long as he should live, he'd never forget that first kiss.
A first kiss that was a monumental occasion to him then may be nothing more than merely a kiss to her now. Certainly there are much more important things in his life than just a kiss, but that kiss, as if a key to his heart, unlocked feelings he never felt before and had never felt since. Ruining him for all other women, that kiss made him realize what he's missing in his life. Never to be duplicated, that kiss was his special invitation and his chance for eternal happiness but he didn't take it.
Not seeing the kiss for what it was, he didn't reach out and grab the opportunity. As if her kiss was liquid instead of something more tangible, he allowed her to slip through his fingers. He failed to recognize and realize all that her kiss was because of his inexperience, immaturity, and youth. Even though he knew her kiss was a special kiss and she was a special woman, he didn't know the kiss was more than just a kiss. He didn't realize that her kiss was the kiss.
As opposed to the kiss of death, her first kiss, something he'd carry with him and cherish for the rest of his life, was the kiss of love. Now, he regretted not going after her. Now, he regretted not finding her and telling her that he loved her. Now, he regretted living his life without her. With a woman like her so impossibly difficult to find, not only did he find her but also he allowed her to get away. As if his car was stolen, as if he lost his job, as if he heard some bad news about his health, he couldn't feel any worse than he felt with the loss of Emma.
'Emma.'
Not a rich man but comfortable in his retirement, happily content with the smaller things in life after experiencing his biggest regret, he had a good healthcare plan. Only now that he was older, finding the right prescription drug to soothe his ills, ailments, aches, and pains had edged out his need for love, lust, and sex. Yet, with an emptiness deep within him that eats away at his soul, he still thinks of her. He still remembers that first, wet kiss. He still thinks of Emma.
'Emma.'
With him filled with as much happiness as he was filled with pain, Emma was now nothing more than a bittersweet memory. As if he was somehow forever attached to her for the rest of his life, as if they were already married, and destined to have children together, never would he ever forget that first, unbelievable, and unforgettable kiss. Vicariously joined to her forever in some convoluted way, even when separated and not together for so long of a time, that one kiss was his high price to pay for falling in love with her. That one kiss on that fateful day changed how he looked at all women.
No other woman measured up to Emma. He never saw another woman who looked like her, talked like her, walked like her, acted like her, laughed like her, and was as fun to be around as she was. With him bouncing off the walls in his highest high with the thoughts of having her in his life, he bounced off the walls in his lowest lows with the reality of not having her in his life. Catching him at a good time when he was falling, Lorraine caught him on the rebound, picked him up out of the gutter, sobered him up, and ran all the way down the aisle and to the altar with him.
A whirlwind affair, seemingly he didn't even know he was getting married until it was too late. At one point with his mind playing tricks on him, he truly believed he heard the priest say Emma instead of Lorraine. Until he turned to look at his soon-to-be bride, he truly believed he was marrying Emma instead of Lorraine.
Still reeling from the loss of her, he willingly went along for the ride if nothing more than as his diversion to forget Emma. Being with Lorraine and going through the motions of being a loving husband was better than living alone with the ghost of Emma continuing to haunt him for the rest of his life. Only, whether married or now alone as a widower, he didn't know that she'd forever take up permanent residence in his head.
A logical man, he realized his love for Emma was illogical and his love for Lorraine was more appropriate. With her a more comely woman than a rarely beautiful woman, on the outside and on the onset, she seemed better suited for him and more his type. He didn't have to be someone he wasn't when with her. He didn't have to be any better than he always was. He didn't have to justify being with her in the way he needed to justify being with Emma by always trying to be funnier, smarter, and better looking.
Unless he had money and was a good looking as Emma was, she'd always look like his trophy wife. His entrance in a room would always be punctuated with the question mark of how someone who looked like him got someone who looked like her. Only, he was wrong to think that he could ever stop loving Emma by marrying Lorraine. Not fair to either, with his head in the clouds in thinking of Emma, he cheated himself as much as he cheated Lorraine.
Alas, no matter how good he remembered their first kiss being, that one kiss on that fateful day ruined his life. Yet, still holding a flickering candle of hope, that one kiss was his calling card of reintroduction should he ever meet up with her again. Only, he never saw her again. After forty years of the same memories of her playing through his head in the way of a scratched record, the chances of him seeing her again became more doubtful with each passing year.
'Emma, where are you?'
* * * * *
As if she was the man and he was the woman, with her intent of having her wicked, sexual way with him and with her not taking no for answer, she pushed him up against the wall in the reception hall of her house. As if she could read his mind and as if she already knew what he was thinking, she looked him in the eye as if she was a She-Devil and had already owned his soul. She pressed the length of her nearly naked, bikini clad body up against him and gave him a sexy smile before she kissed him again with such passion that she curled his toes and hardened his cock.
She was nearly as tall as he was and he liked looking straight ahead while staring in her violet eyes. As if his prick and her pussy were puzzle pieces separated at birth and by their clothes, but soon to be joined together, he could feel his pulsating cock pushing against her pussy through his jeans and through her bikini bottoms. Never had he kissed a woman as beautiful as her. Never had he felt a woman who had a better body than she did. Never had he yearned, lusted over, loved, and been haunted by any woman in the way he was haunted by Emma.
'Emma.'
Never had he wanted to make love to a woman as much as he had wanted to make love to her. Never had he wanted to fuck a woman as much as he had wanted to fuck Emma. She unleashed feelings deep within him that he never knew he had. Even though he had just met her, she kissed him as if she loved him. She tapped into and awakened a sexual passion in him that lay dormant and hidden deep within him until she kissed him. She kissed him. He couldn't believe she kissed him. Now, that she was gone from his life forever, as if he was a sleeping volcano, he could no longer feel the sexual lust he had welling up from his toes to his brain.
He wanted her. He wanted Emma. He never stopped loving her. He never stopped thinking about her. After thinking about her for forty, long, sexually frustrating years, he needed to stop. As if she had died, he needed to bury the unrequited feeling he had for her. He needed to stop thinking about her. He needed to grow up and finally let her go.
She's gone and he'd never see her again. In the way he imagined her attending his funeral, if she should die first, he'd attend hers. Only, she could be already dead for he knows. How tragic that would be to have her finally find him after he died? How tragic that would be to finally find her after she died? Missing the life he could have had with her, how awful that would be to see her lying in her coffin?
This time, as if they were on their Honeymoon, parting his lips with her tongue, she kissed him, she really kissed him. Emma French kissed him. Every time she French kissed him was as if she French kissed him for the first time. Still reeling in shock, he couldn't believe she French kissed him. Each kiss was better than the last kiss. With him never having been kissed like that before, how could she kiss him like that? What motivated her sexual passion to kiss him in the way that she'd kiss her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband instead of him, an ordinary stranger?



Then, as soon as she broke off her kiss, not wasting time with formalities, introductions, or even small talk, acting more like a man than a woman, she removed her bikini bra and put his hands on her C cup breasts. She stared up at him before looking down at her naked breasts as if to see what he could see of her before returning her focused stare back to him staring at her tits. With nothing more that she could possibly say to tell him what she wanted, allowing her full lips and her naked breasts to do all of the talking, everything she needed to tell him was there in her kisses and before his horny eyes.
Obviously she wanted sex. Obviously she wanted him. Obviously she wanted him to give her sex. Eager to accommodate her, only, for the first time in his life, he felt more love than he felt lust. It was more than her being beautiful, she was fun. She was sexy. She made him smile. She made him laugh. Never had he met such a complete woman as her. Never would he find another woman that he loved as much as Emma.
'Emma.'
He remembered looking down at her naked breasts before fondling her breasts and fingering her erect nipples. She had beautiful tits, the best rack he's ever seen on any woman who wasn't a glossy, airbrushed photo in a men's magazine. Without words encouraging him what to do next, seemingly giving him the green light by her aggressively forward, sexual actions, she looked down at his hands feeling her tits and his fingers fingering her nipples before looking up at him. A one-of-a-kind, once-in-a-lifetime encounter, never had he met another woman like her.
Kissing and kissing him as if she was his long, lost lover just home from the war, she continued kissing him. Unbelievably, every kiss was better than the last one. Never has he been kissed like this before. She blanked his mind with her kisses. When he kissed her, he heard tiny, tinkling bells and soft music playing in the background as if he was being kissed by Aphrodite, the reincarnated Goddess of love, while being serenaded by Heavenly Angels.
Everything seemed so right. Everything seemed so perfect. What could possibly go wrong? With her clearing his mind of all other women, not thinking of anyone else but her, she was the one he's been longing and looking to find.
* * * * *
Who is this woman? Does he know her? Is she from his past from some other lifetime? What stunningly beautiful woman practically picks up a strange man, takes him home, kisses him, and then exposes her tits to him? Other than a paid prostitute, what kind of gorgeous woman willing gives a blowjob to a man she just met? What kind of shapely and sexy woman strips naked and asks a man to go down on her and give her oral sex too? Other than the women in his sexual fantasies, no woman that he's ever known has ever been as sexually aggressive with him as she was now.
Is she a slut? Is she a whore? Only, he didn't like thinking of Emma as a slut or as a whore. It hurt his head to think of the women of his dreams as a slut and the woman that he already loved as a whore. Only after forty years of not hearing from her and/or seeing her, maybe that's all she was just another slut and/or a whore in the long line of sluts and whores who have passed through his life.
Only, he didn't think she was a slut or a whore. She was different. She kissed him more with love than with lust. As if he was a soldier stationed overseas during World War II and met a woman in France or Italy instead of walking along a beach in Massachusetts, their love was never to be.
Unable to wrap his brain around her being with someone else, he couldn't imagine her acting this way with anyone else but with him. Maybe she was just a slut for him. Maybe she was his whore. Maybe in the way that he was so very sexually attracted to her, she was so very sexually attracted to him too. Maybe just as something like this had never happened to him before, something like this had never happened to her before either.
Love at first sight, maybe in the way he was instantly in love with her, she was instantly in love with him. Maybe her being in love with him was the reason why her father shipped her off to school in Europe before he could even say goodbye. Only, now, with so much time that passed without hearing from her or seeing her again, he doubted all of that. Obviously if their love was meant to be, he would have bumped into her again somewhere over the rainbow. Obviously it was all just a fluke and nothing more than just that.
Instead of expecting any more than that one time he had kissing her and having sex with her, taking their brief romance for what it was, he needed to just be glad that he had the memory of her and appreciate that. Only kissing her and having sex with her made him realize what he had been missing. Once he's eaten filet mignon and/or enjoyed a piece of double chocolate, Bavarian cake, he'd never want to eat fatty hamburger or a slice of plain pound cake again. Once he's savored 25-year-old, single malt scotch or consumed a fine vintage bottle of French wine, he'd never want to have a glass of blended scotch or a bottle of Boone's Farm Apple wine again.
* * * * *
Normally, it would take him three dates and a weeks' pay to not even get this far with a lessor woman that took him a little more than an hour to have sex with such a beautiful woman. Normally, as if not meant to be, he'd do something wrong or say something stupid to ruin himself from getting the woman in bed but not this time. Never going much further than feeling a woman through her clothes while kissing her or occasionally feeling her bare breast, this time was different. This time was more than different. This time was special.
Even though her coming onto him was an abnormal phenomenon, feeling her in his arms was normal and felt so right. Unlike all of the other times in his life when he was nervous and anxious, this time was easy. As if he had known her for years, he was relaxed. Unlike all of the other relationships in his life that he questioned, this time was special. This time he was given a memory he'd never forget. As if they had been lovers in another lifetime so long ago, everything felt so natural, normal, and everlasting. In the way that other women resisted, hesitated, were reluctant, and/or stopped him in his tracks altogether from kissing them while touching them, feeling them, and/or trying to have sex with them, nothing was forbidden and/or off limits with her.
'Oh, my God. Wow! I'll be getting lucky today,' he thought when she removed her bikini top.
Playing it over and again in his mind, as if he was the only man left on Earth, he was the luckiest man on Earth. He was in Heaven. He couldn't believe she kissed him and he couldn't believe he saw her naked breasts and felt her shapely tits while fingering her nipples. She kissed him as if they were already lovers. She kissed him as if she was in love with him when he had just met her. Not done yet, she reached her hand down to feel his swollen cock through his jeans before unbuttoning, unzipping, and pushing his jeans and underwear down to his ankles.
'Oh, my God. No way. This can't be happening to me. I must be dreaming. Something like this never happens to me.'
She kissed and kissed him again while taking his already stiff prick in her hand. She kissed and kissed him again while slowly stroking his already hard erection. Then, with him not even having to give her a not so subtle hint of pressing down on her shoulder, she slid her topless body down to her knees while looking up at him before taking his cock in her mouth. Teasing him while smiling up at him, she stared at him with her beautiful, violet eyes and while running her tongue over the head of his cock and stroking him a little faster.
He couldn't believe this beautiful, sexy woman he met a little more than an hour ago on the beach was giving him a blowjob. A skilled cocksucker, without a doubt, this blowjob was not her first and definitely wouldn't be her last. She bobbed her head back in forth and side to side in the way of an animated, interactive video. While sucking his cock, she made all of those cock sucking slurping sounds that men love to hear to prove that the woman is enjoying sucking their prick as much as they're enjoying having their prick sucked. A beautiful seductress, without a doubt, she was the sexiest woman he had ever met. Without a doubt, she was giving him the best blowjob he had ever received.
Not nearly done yet, she stood and kissed him again. Wishing he could have ejaculated his cum in her mouth but glad that he hadn't he'd rather save his stamina to make love to her before fucking her. Then, later, after he gave her an orgasm from licking her pussy, maybe she'd blow him again.
He could taste himself on her. Then, showing him that she wanted more as much as he wanted more, she pulled him by his hand to bring him in her bedroom. He stopped to pull up, zip, and button his jeans. He didn't know why he did that when obviously he'll be getting naked soon anyway but, as if he was a toddler running to the bathroom, he felt foolish walking with his pants and underwear bunched around his ankles.
'Definitely, he was getting lucky today,' he thought.
To be continued...
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45-year-old Ruth picks up 25-year-old Chris at the mall.
"Here you are doll," said Chris leaning down to give Ruth a smooch before handing her another Martini.
Christopher handed Ruth her drink. She took a sip and put the drink on a coaster beside her on the side table next to the couch. With him standing in front of her while she was sitting on the couch, she wrapped her hands around his ass, pulled him to her, and kissed the bulging impression in his jeans while staring up at him. Then, a sexy game she liked playing, she held out her arms as if Chris was her long lost son and she was his not so innocent, incestuous mother.
With Ruth 45-years-old and with Chris 25-years-old, they could have been mother and son. Only, they weren't mother and son or even aunt and nephew. They weren't even related and Ruth's sexual relationship wasn't incestuous just extramarital. He was just another man in a long line of young lovers who preferred having sex with older women. With her sharing the reverse order of his sexual preference, she was an older woman who preferred having sex with younger men. What worked for him, worked for her too.
With absolutely nothing in common between them other than enjoying one another's company while having a few drinks, sharing some laughs, and having a good, sexual time, he was just another young lover to her with money enough to buy her booze. No doubt, she was just another older woman to him who'd willingly give him sex for a bottle of gin and a bottle of vermouth. They were strangers who met at the mall and who had become passionate lovers. There together for a moment in time until they moved on to someone else, they were strangers who filled their lonely, empty lives with sex, laughter, and drunkenness.
Fishing for men while flashing men, Ruth used her God given femininity and sexuality to catch a nibble, a bite, and hopefully a lick, a suck, and a fuck. Her well tested and successfully proven way of first attracting a man's interest to her was by sitting open legged at the food court with her skirt raised past mid-thigh. As if she was Moses parting the Red Sea with a wave of his holy hand, Ruth parted the food court with the spread of her unholy knees. With the food court usually crowded, especially in the middle section, men moved their seats to the far side for a better between her legs view of her. She created quite the ruckus of chairs sliding across the tile floor while horny men jockeyed for the best position to see all that she was showing. Pretending that she didn't know she was so exposed and was the focused attention of so many horny and sexually interested men, Ruth deliberately and unmercifully flashed dozens of men her panties while eating her sandwich.
Giving them a real panty show, she acted oblivious to the stares of those men who ogled her panties while she sat there with her knees parted. Then when she realized that one man in particular stared harder and stayed longer for the view she was giving him, she finished her lunch and stood up to leave. Wiggling her tight, shapely ass while sashaying by him while reeling him in hook, line, and sinker, he had already passed the first part of her seduction test by staring between her legs at her panties. Now she hoped he'd follow her where she needed to take him for more of her show of voyeurism and exhibitionism. Then, when she caught his reflection behind her in the store window, she was happy that he had taken her bait and was walking a few paces behind her.
Motivating him to stay for more of her sexy show, she flashed him her panties again while she was in the shoe store trying on boots a size too small. She enticed him to further follow her through the mall by taking the escalator up to the second level. Knowing he was a few steps behind her and knowing she'd be flashing him an even better view of her panties, she bent at the waist on the escalator on the pretense of fixing her shoe. Her short skirt climbed higher as she bent further forward and as he moved up the escalator with her while behind her.
Acting as if she didn't know that he could see up her short skirt from his lower vantage point on the escalator, she remained in that bent at the waist position longer than necessary. Wanting to give him a good look of her panty clad pussy, this was her well-practiced flashing move that commanded the sexual interest of all men. She knew that if he made it this far, he'd be following her wherever she wanted him to go. Chances were good that if he made it this far, he'd be coming home with her for some sexy, role playing games and some hot sex.
Her ultimate flashing place and where she wanted him to go with her was to the women's clothing store. The culmination of her flashing him peeks of what he shouldn't see of another man's woman, a married woman, began and ended at the only clothing store in the mall that still had curtains on the dressing rooms. That clothing store was her favorite place to go when exposing herself to a young man she hoped would follow her home. Once she was inside the store, using the mirrors to monitor him throughout the store, she knew he'd be there watching her and peeping on her as soon as she walked behind the dressing room curtain.
As she did with all young men, leaving the curtain partially open, she gave him a show of voyeurism and exhibitionism that he'd never forget. As if she was a stripper performing onstage, unbeknownst to her husband, Ruth was an exhibitionist. While pretending she didn't know they could see as much of her as she wanted them to see, she loved showing men bits and pieces of her underwear clad body. While showing young men all that she wanted them to see of her, she loved sexually teasing and erotically enticing men.
As if he was already her lover, she enjoyed stripping off her clothes for her audience of a select, young man who interested her and who was obviously attracted enough to her to follow her this far. Sexually teasing him by undressing in front of him, she pretended she didn't know her dressing room curtain was open enough for him to see her in all manner of undress. A sexy game she loved playing, she acted as if she was unaware that anyone was peeping on her.
With the dressing room curtain safeguarding her feigned modesty while undressing, she loved showing men she didn't even know and had yet to meet, her bra clad breasts and even her naked breasts. She loved showing men she didn't even know and had yet to meet, her panty clad ass and pussy, and even her naked ass and pussy. No man had ever gone this far in her voyeuristic and exhibitionistic, sexual seduction of him and not approached her before she got in her car and drove away. No man who was attracted to an older woman would ever let her get away without trying to put the moves on her and have sex with her. With men so oblivious to the games that women play, if only they knew that she was the one putting the moves on them, wouldn't they be surprised?
In the way she waited for all of the other men to make their sexual moves, she fumbled through her purse on the pretense of looking for her car keys while waiting for him to approach her. Always they did. When he finally approached her in the parking lot, not shy in her sexual seduction of him, she invited him home. Her extramarital dalliance was a win/win sexual proposition for both. He was going to have sex with a woman old enough to be his mother and she was going to have sex with a man young enough to be her son.
Filled with alcohol and garnished with two olives, her Martinis wouldn't be the only intoxicating thing on her sexual menu. Adorned by a man's hard, hairy cock and two dangling testicles in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, she'd be intoxicated with sex. If only this young men knew what he was in for, he'd hang around the mall every day trying to score with older women, women who were old enough to be his mother. With older women more willing to give it up, if only he knew that many older women were more sexual than many younger women. With that truth in mind, unless he was ready to settle down and get married, he'd never approach another younger woman again.
Ruth was Jay's wife, the woman of another man, and Chris was just a neighborhood young man who enjoyed meeting, picking up, and having casual, sexual affairs with married, older women he met at the mall. At the right place and the right time, he just happened to be at the mall with her that day. With their daughter, Kim, gone for the weekend with friends, Ruth was free to sexually entertain Chris. With Jay not expected home from his business trip to Japan until late tomorrow night, Ruth had the whole house to herself to romantically, sexually, and seductively entertain her special, young man.
Obviously with the alcohol flowing freely and with her dressed in a sexy, short skirt, low cut blouse, bikini panties, and front snapping bra, she was his for the taking. Besides, he had already seen most of her shapely figure with her flashing her nearly naked body behind her partially closed dressing room curtain at the mall. Moreover, not the first time they've sexually been together, seemingly Ruth had grown a sudden and special fondness for Chris. Actually, with Ruth a drunk and a whore, she had a particular fondness for any young man who had a big, hard, hairy prick, especially a man who plied her with gin and vermouth.
She particularly like Christopher because he was good looking and was politely good natured with a fun sense of humor, something she thought her husband lacked. Her husband, a physical chemist, a university professor, and now a top executive of a Fortune 500 company was much too serious for her. Seemingly he had matured and grown older while she remained the same psychologically immature age that she was twenty years ago. With her brain pickled in alcohol that stunted her maturity, even though she was 45-years-old chronologically, in her mind, she still felt as if she was 25-years-old.
With her so very sexually attracted to young men, if she had a son, she'd want him to be just like Christopher. If she had a son, she probably would have had sex with him in the way she was about to have sex with Chris now. If she had a son, perhaps she'd be having sex with him instead of going to the mall looking for young men. If she had a son, she would have sexually and incestuously molested him in the way her brothers sexually and incestuously molested her.
Too busy with his work, traveling, and making money, according to Ruth, her husband was no fun. According to Ruth, Jay had turned into a fuddy-duddy and an old man. He didn't even drink anymore. No doubt with him thinking that she's a drunk, which she is, and a whore, which she is that too, he seldom even talked to her. They no longer shared the physical, emotional, and sexual excitement they once had and that inflamed their relationship when they were dating and before they were married. Now married too long in a bad marriage, instead of continuing this lunacy, they should have called it quits and divorced years ago.
* * * * *
"Let's play a game," she said looking at Chris with sexual enthusiasm while covering the couch with a sheet.
As if he was too old and too horny for games, not even asking what the game was and giving the game a chance, Chris made a disinterested face. When he was about to have sex with her, the last thing that he wanted do was to play a silly game but Ruth enjoyed playing games. With her having had sex with so very many young men, she needed to play her sexy games of pretend incest to maintain her sexual interest. She needed something a little more than just a young body and a hard cock. Never enlisting her husband in her games of role playing and pretend, she saved all of her games and game playing for her young lovers.
"A game? What kind of game? Sex is the only game that I want to play," he said reaching out his horny hands to grope her ample breast through her blouse and finger her big nipples through her bra.
He continued feeling her breasts through her bra while coaxing her brown, gumdrop sized nipples to make their appearance with their hard impressions. She allowed him to feel her breast through her clothes but, not wanting him to prematurely ruin her game of debauchery and her incestuous fun of pretend, she wasn't ready to have sex with him just yet. With her having sex with so very many different young men over the years, having sex for the sake of getting her fix of alcohol and for the sake of having sex sometimes grew boring. Playing a sexy game maintained her sexual interest. Playing a sexy game with a hot, young man made her feel wanted, needed, and sexually desired. She needed the emotional and sexual excitement along with the erotic detachment of her current marital situation by pretending that she was his mother and he was her son.
Seemingly an easy thing for her to do, she had a knack for finding young men who sexually fantasized of having sex with their mothers. As if she was his mother and he was her son, she slapped his hands away from her breasts. With her not yet ready to be taken but wanting to be slowly, savagely, and seductively seduced, she wanted this night to be special. She wanted this night to be as romantic as it was sexual and as forbidden as it was erotic.
With this was her last weekend alone before her husband returned home late Sunday evening, not wanting to rush anything, she wanted to take this sexual seduction slow. She wanted to give herself something to masturbate over later. She wanted to take the memory of Chris to bed with her later when her husband was home and asleep and snoring beside her. She needed the sexual memory of tonight to sustain her until she hunted the mall for another sexually interest, young man.
"Stop. You're going too fast. You're going to ruin my game," she said with impatient annoyance.
For the sake of her giving him hot sex, he shrugged his indifference before nodding his agreement.
"Okay, I'm game," he said. "I'll behave. What's the game you'd like to play?"
As if she was the cat who just ate the canary, she took another sip of her drink before giving him a look of sexual excitement. Then, giving him a Cheshire catlike grin, she took his hand in hers and kissed it. A game she liked to play was a sexy game that she hoped that he'd enjoy playing too. She's never had sex with a young man who didn't wish he was having sex with his mother. With her old enough to be his mother and him young enough to be her son, he wouldn't be here with her now, if he didn't sexually fantasize about having sex with his mother.
"Being that I didn't have a son but always wanted one," she said pausing to give him a sexy look. "I'd like to pretend that you're my son and I'm your mother. I like playing that sexy game of forbidden incest," she said giving him another sexy look. "Even if it's just a game of pretend and role playing, the thought of having forbidden, incestuous sex with the son I've never had has always appealed to me."
Seemingly having already grown bored with their sexual affairs, she had already progressed and successfully played this game of incestuous pretend with other young men Christopher's age before. Moreover, with him already confessing his sexual mother and son fantasies to her during their numerous sessions of pillow talk, she knew that he fantasized about having sex with a mother figure. She knew that he looked at her as if she was more than his lover but his mother.
"I wish you were my mother," he said with a sudden burst of amplified sexual excitement while reaching out to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her clothes again.
She looked up at him before looking down at his hands touching her breasts and feeling her breasts while his fingers felt her nipples. As if he was her naughty, incestuous son, she took his hands in hers and moved them from her breasts to hold them in her lap. Containing him by confining his horny hands, she needed to scold him as if he was her son.
"You'd never disrespect your mother by groping her in such an incestuously, sexual, and inappropriate way, would you?"
She gave him a naughty look and he returned her look with his mischievous smile.
"If my mother looked anything like you, was as sexy as you, and sucked cock as good as you do, fuck yeah, I'd be feeling my mother's tits. I'd be groping my mother and having sex with her every day," he said giving her a sexy look. "I wish you were my mother, Ruth," he said again.
She laughed while returning his sexy look. Seemingly he was enjoying playing this sexy game of imagined incest.
"Well, I'm not your mother but we can pretend that I am. We're not even related but we can pretend that we are," she said with a dirty laugh. "Yet, I'm talking about you groping your real mother. Before being sexually intimate with your mother, even your pretend mother, you wouldn't disrespect your mother by feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her clothes, now would you?"
He looked at her as if she was nuts until a glimmer of sexual excitement flashed across his face. In the way she hooked him on her fishing line in the mall with her flashing him her underwear and parts of her naked body, she hooked him again now by the prospect of playing an incestuous, sexual game. How many women would allow another woman in their bed and in their head, especially a man's mother, even if that other woman was nothing more than a figment of their imagination and just a role playing, pretend mother?
"My mother? You're right. I'd never grope my mother. Eww, gross," he said with a laugh. "My mother looks nothing like you. She's short, fat, and homely. If my mother looked anything like you, tall, shapely, and pretty I would have tried to have sex with her long ago," he said with a dirty laugh.
She looked at him with as much sexual lust as he looked at her with sexual excitement. She knew by the bulge that grew in his jeans that he was thinking of her not only as his lover but also as his mother. With him not protesting in playing this particular sexy game, she knew that he wanted to play this pretend game of incest as much as she wanted to play this pretend game of incest. Just as she had piqued his sexual interest in her at the mall with her flashing him, now that they were in her house, in her living room, and on her couch, she had piqued his sexual interest in her again with her incestuous game.
"If I had a son who looked like you, I would have had sex with him long ago too," she said. "If I had a son who looked anything like you, I would have flashed him my underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body numerous times," she said with a dirty laugh. "If I had a son who looked like you, I'd make it my personal mission to see his cock, to touch his cock, to stroke his cock, to suck his cock, and to fuck his cock," she said feeling his erection through his jeans.
Indeed, as if she was his mother and he was her son, she leaned into him to part his lips with her tongue. She gave him a long, wet kiss before he pulled away from her to speak. Obviously already sexually excited playing this pretend mother and son game, he stared at her before speaking.
"But you're not my mother and I'm not your son," said Chris with some attitude before showing his obvious disappointment.
Acting hesitant and a bit resistant to getting his head in the game, he seemed somewhat annoyed that she was pushing his sexual, incestuous buttons. Obviously Ruth had stumbled upon secret, uncharted, sexual ground. Maybe he does imagine having sex with his mother. Maybe he masturbates to the imagined images of seeing his mother naked and/or to the imagined images of his mother seeing him naked. Maybe he imagines that she's his mother. It's only normal for a son to be sexually attracted to his mother, no matter what his mother looks like, even if she's short, fat, and/or ugly and even if just playing a game of pretend. Every young man wants to have sex with his mother, even his surrogate mother, one time or another.



"That's where the game of pretend begins. You pretend that I'm your mother and I pretend you're my son. If I had a son who looked like you, I'd fuck and suck him every day," she said.
She leaned into him and kissed him again. He broke off her kiss to speak again and to show her that he agreed to play her game.
"I love you, Mommy," he said with a nervous laugh to obviously mask his incestuous excitement.
Taking her kiss as his cue that she wanted to have sex now, he returned her kiss while feeling her breasts through her blouse and fingering her nipples through her bra again. He couldn't help himself from feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her clothes. She had a nice rack for an older woman. Something she denied her husband from feeling on the pretense that her nipples were always sore and sensitive, her nipples were never sore or sensitive for her young lovers to finger and suck. Seemingly as if he was kissing his mother instead of Ruth, he parted her lips and impaled her mouth with his tongue to give her a long, wet, passionate kiss.
"Stop. Wait," she said pushing back on his chest and slapping his hands away again. "Let's do this my way. I need to get in my role so that I can pretend that I'm your mother and you're my son," she said unbuttoning the top button of her blouse to expose more of her cleavage and low cut bra.
As if she had just depressed his incestuous on button, staring from her brown eyes and pretty face to stare down at her cleavage and the top of her exposed bra, he looked at her with invigorated, sexual lust.
"Okay," he said making eye contact with her again. "That will be fun...Mom," he said with a dirty laugh. "Only how will you do this to make it feel real? Seriously, what mother willingly has sex with her son and what son would willingly seduce his mother?"
As if he had depressed her sexual on button too, she returned his look of sexual lust with her look of sexual lust.
"Actually, you'd be surprised," she said giving him a naughty look and a dirty laugh. "Just as lots of sons have sexually fantasized of having incestuous sex with their mothers one time or another, plenty of mothers have sexually fantasized of having incestuous sex with their sons too. It takes two," she said.
As if she was a social scientist who had conducted surveys in the area of mother and son sex, she gave him a knowing smile. He looked at her with as much curiosity as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"That makes sense," said Chris. "In the way my mother sometimes looks at me, as if giving me the eye, I can see how she'd sexually want me. Yet, just because she sexually wants me or I may be horny enough to sexually want her, lusting over my mother is one thing but actually having sex with her is something else."
She obviously had his interest now.
"Just as there are as many mothers who have had sex with their sons, there are an equal number of sons who have had sex with their mothers," she said with a laugh. "We're all human. Whether we're male or female, we all have the same sexual wants, desires, and needs."
He gave her an insightful look.
"Wow," he said. "I never thought my mother would sexually want me in the way that I'm thinking of her sexually wanting me now."
With her able to control him with just her words and, of course, by the promise of sex, she gave him a knowing smile that he was now ready to play her game.
"The right place and the right time, any mother would willingly have sex with her son just as any son would willingly have sex with his mother. What may begin as comforting support may end up as sex," she said nodding her head. "Actually, as long as the sexual attraction is there, all that it takes if for one or the other or both to be drunk before they end up in bed together," she said with a laugh.
She looked at him while knowing that he was interested in playing her sexy, pretend game of mother and son sex.
"Still if this game is going to work, I need to know what my motivation is to have sex with you," he said as if he was an actor asking for direction and she was his director in charge of making this movie.
She thought while taking a sip of her drink. She held her Martini glass as if it was a movie prop.
"I'll pretend that I'm drunk, not a big stretch for me," she said with a laugh while raising her glass as if in toast before taking another sip of her drink. "I'll pretend that I'm asleep on the couch and you take sexual advantage of me.
He gave her a sexy smile.
"We can both pretend we're drunk," he said. "We can pretend that I came home sexually frustrated from a party and you came home drunk and horny after attending a CFNM affair," he said with a big smile on his face.
She looked at him with confusion.
"CFNM affair? What's that?"
He started chair dancing from his seated position on the couch as if he was a male stripper.
CFNM is short for clothed female and nude male. It's an all-male strip club for women.
Falling into the sexual fantasy, she looked at him as if he really was her son.
"That will work." she said with a laugh. "I'll pretend that I came home drunk, horny, and sexually frustrated. Then, with you thinking that you can take sexual advantage of me, your own mother, you make your incestuous move while I'm pretending to be asleep," she said with a dirty laugh. "While touching me and feeling me, you slowly start undressing me before kissing me," she said touching and feeling herself as if her hands were his hands.
Falling into the incestuous fantasy, he suddenly looked at her as if she really was his mother.
"Okay," he said. "Actually that sounds like fun." He looked at her with lust. "I wish you really were my mother," he said again while sliding a slow finger along her lips. "Whether you were my pretend mother or my real mother, I'd love to have my mother suck my cock. I'd love to cum in my mother's mouth and watch her swallow my cum," he said giving her a sickly deranged look.
Ruth took Christopher's finger in her mouth and sucked it in the way that she'll soon be sucking his cock and in the way she would have sucked her son's cock if he were her son. She resisted when he tried to force her finger deeper in her mouth. As if he wanted her to deep throat his finger, she recoiled.
"Geez, Christopher," she said ejaculating his finger from her mouth with her tongue for her to speak. "You're really getting into this mother and son thing, aren't you? You probably really wish that I was your mother and you were my son," she said with a dirty laugh while wishing he really was her son. "Only, we haven't reached that point of me blowing you yet. Let's get in character first, shall we? You seduce me, your mother, as I'm sleeping on the couch drunk and I'll seduce you, my son, when I awaken."
As they talked, they drank. As they drank, they laughed. Then, they kissed, touched, and felt one another through their clothes. With Christopher forgetting about her game of role play and his incestuous, sexual fantasy of having pretend sex with his mother, he got more serious in lovemaking when he rested his hand on her leg.
In the way she sexually seduced him the first time she invited him home, she sexually seduced her now. He ever so slowly moved his fingers higher along her thigh until his fingertips were beneath the hem of her short skirt and only inches away from her panty clad pussy. With her a more than willing victim, she made no attempt to resist his sexual advances. As if she was a mother who wanted her son to fuck her, she made no attempt to remove his hand from beneath her short skirt and from her naked thigh.
"I love your big tits Mom," he said staring at her cleavage and at the top of her blue, low cut bra. Revealing more of the tops of her meaty breasts, he put a fingertip to the top of her blouse and pulled it forward and down to open it more for a better look at her cleavage. "I love your blue bra." He lifted the hem of her short skirt higher with his finger. "I love your sexy underwear. I love your blue, bikini panties," he said lifting the hem of her skirt higher with his finger.
Feigning her modesty but sexually aroused that he was interested in playing her incestuous, mother and son, sexy, incestuous game of seduction, she closed the top of her blouse with her fingers without buttoning it.
"My underwear?" She feigned her shocked embarrassment while fully aware that he could her panties. "Can you really see my underwear?" She looked down at her lap to see what he could see. "Oh, my. I'm so embarrassed," she said with a dirty laugh.
Sexually teasing him, erotically enticing him, and flashing him even more of her blue, bikini panties, she pulled her short skirt higher and looked down at herself to see what he could see of her. A game they obviously both enjoyed playing, she pulled her skirt down but he left his hand there between her legs with his fingertips in contact with her panty clad pussy. He fingered her pussy through her panty while she fingered his cock through his jeans.
"You're already wet," he said pushing her panty aside with his finger and entering her.
She cooed at first and then she rejected his finger with a shove of his hand with her hand.
"Wait. I'm supposed to be drunk. I'm supposed to be sleeping," she said. "I'll pretend I'm asleep drunk on the couch and you slowly undress me. Okay?"
He gave her a big smile.
"That will work," he said.
Ruth made herself more comfortable on the couch. She put a pillow behind her head, lifted her right knee, and put her left foot on the living room floor. Now, with her legs spread open and her short skirt raised high enough to give Chris access to her panty clad pussy, she closed her eyes as if she was sleeping.
As if he was her son happening upon his drunken, sleeping, horny mother who had just returned home sexually frustrated from an all-male strip show, he slowly and stealthily unbuttoned her blouse as if he was a thief opening a safe. One slow button at a time, he continued unbuttoning his pretend mother's blouse. He exposed her long line of sexy cleavage before exposing the entirety of her sexy, blue, low cub bra. As soon as he had her blouse unbuttoned, he slowly and carefully flayed it open. The tricky part would be unhooking her front snapping bra. Yet, better than a bra with hooks in the back, unhooking her front snapping bra would be easier but would still be difficult, even with her playing along.
Trying his best not to touch any skin with his fingertips, he carefully lifted one side of her bra to unhook it. Once it was unhooked, as if unwrapping an expensive gift, he slowly and carefully parted her bra cups in the way he opened her blouse. With her naked breasts exposed before his horny eyes, even more difficult than controlling himself from not touching her tits and feeling her tits as she pretended to sleep, the hardest part would be removing her panties without awakening her. Yet, even if he awakened her from her feigned sleep, still pretending that she was his mother, she'd no doubt play along with playing the incestuous, mother and son game of pretend with him.
With her abundant breasts totally exposed, slowly and carefully, he lifted her skirt to expose the entire front of her blue, bikini panties. Her panties weren't big enough to hide all of her pubic hair and her bushy mound filled her panties as if she was hiding a small fury animal in her underwear. A sight that obviously sexually excited him to see, she had quite the dark, brown bush.
Only, ruining his little game, as soon as her panties were exposed, Ruth opened her eyes. Obviously not wanting the game to be over, she surprised him by awakening. By the disappointed look on his face, he was no doubt hoping that she'd pretend to still be asleep while he had his wicked sexual way with her hot MILF of a body. With him looking at her as if she really was his mother, she looked at him as if he really was her son.
"Chris," she said feigning a yawn and rubbing the sleep from her eyes. "When did you get home? I must have fallen asleep on the couch. I'm never been so drunk," she said with a feigned, drunken laugh. Then, with her big tits totally exposed to his horny eyes, she looked down at her blouse and bra that were pushed wide open and her skirt that was hiked up to her waist. "What the Hell are you doing?"
While staying in character and obviously not wanting the game to end, just when he got to the fun part, he took a moment to think of what to say.
"I, um, came home and saw you sleeping on the couch. I, um, was going to undress you, put on your nightgown, and carry you to bed," he said acting as if his pretenses were all so very innocent.
As pretending to be too drunk to believe what she saw of herself the first time, she looked down at herself again before looking at him aghast. As if she was an actress playing the role of his mother, she looked at him with embarrassment and shame. Only, she was no Florence Henderson from The Brady Bunch. She was more akin to Norma Bates, Norman Bates' mother from the Bates Motel.
"Undress me? You were undressing me? Oh, my God. I'm all exposed," she said feigning her embarrassment and pushing down her short skirt. She pulled her blouse over her naked breasts. "I'm so embarrassed," she said verbalizing her false modesty. "How can you do that to me? I'm your mother. I'm not some drunken whore," she said even though she was a drunken whore.
He moved her hands away from her breasts and opened her blouse to expose her naked breasts to his horny eyes again.
"Don't be embarrassed Mother," he said. "I'm just going to get you ready for bed. It's nothing that I haven't seen before."
She looked at him aghast.
"It's nothing you haven't seen before? You've seen me naked before?" Playing her part as if she was vying for an Academy Award, she looked at him with shocked embarrassment. "Oh, my God. I don't believe you've seen me naked."
He rolled his eyes and sighed.
"I've seen you naked many times Mother when you were in your room with the door open dressing or undressing or taking a bath with the bathroom door open and you didn't know that I was home," he said. "I, um, didn't want you to know that I was there standing on the stairs in the dark hallway. I didn't want you to think that I was peeping on you," he said when obviously he was in this pretend game of mother and son incest. "I didn't want to embarrass you so I waited until you were done dressing or undressing before making my presence known."
She looked at him as if she was really embarrassed. She looked at him in the way that any woman would look at a peeping Tom, even when that peeping Tom was her son, especially when that peeping Tom was her son.
"You peeped on me, your own mother? How could you? Why would you?"
As if she really was his mother instead of his lover, he looked at her with incestuous lust.
"I did peep on you and I'm not sorry that I saw you naked," he said. "I masturbated over all that I saw of you, too," he said obviously finding courage in his impromptu, incestuous confession to tell her all of his forbidden, incestuous behavior.
Now with her offering no resistance, after having played her little, incestuous game of pretend, he removed her blouse and her front bra that was already unsnapped. Next he unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. He lifted her butt to gently ease down her skirt before doing the same with her blue, bikini panties. Naked now, she had with one knee raised on the couch and her other foot was flat on the floor. With her knees spread, her bushy, brown pussy was totally exposed to her pretend son. He stared at her and her naked pussy in the way that she stared at him and his jean covered cock.
"What about you?"
Getting into playing their little, pretend incestuous game, she gave him a sexy look of seduction.
"What about me?"
He returned her sexy look.
"Aren't you going to undress too? Aren't you going to get naked so that I can put you to bed too," said Ruth with a dirty laugh. "Maybe I can undress you too in readiness for bed," she said.
In the way he had undressed her, she started undressing him. She unbuttoned and removed his shirt and tee shirt before reaching down to unbutton and unbuckle his pants. He cooperated in helping her undress him by lifting his butt for her to pull down his jeans and underwear. He kicked off his sneakers for her to remove his pants and underwear. Then, he removed his socks. With the both of them naked, and their little game of mother and son pretend incest temporarily over, they now reverted back to being lovers of a younger man with an older woman.
"Get me another drink, Chris," said Ruth finishing the last sip of her third Martini.
She handed him her empty Martini glass and when he reached for her glass, she gave his naked cock a squeeze with her other hand when he stood. He stared at her naked body in the way that she was staring at his naked body. She took a sip of her drink as soon as he handed her the Martini and put the glass down on the table beside her. Then, she kissed him. Kissing and kissing him as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife, or truly mother and son, they made out as if they were horny teenagers.
While he fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples, she fondled his erect cock. Obviously horny from playing their mother and son pretend game, he already had quite the erection. Then, when he reached down to finger her pussy, with her not needing anymore foreplay, she was already wet and ready.
"Fuck me, Chris. Stick that big, hard, hairy cock inside of Mommy's cunt," she said surprising him when she continued playing their game of incest. "Fuck me. Pretend you're fucking your mother while fucking me," she said whispering her words in his ear before licking the inside of his ear and blowing in his ear. "Then, after you fuck me, after you make me cum, I'll pretend I'm your mother while sucking your prick," said Ruth whispering in his ear again as if she was telling him a sexy secret.
Chris moved between her legs what were already spread wide open for him. As soon as the head of his hard cock touched the lips of her pussy, as if pushing her dildo inside of her pussy, she reached her hand down and stuffed him inside of her. She was so wet and when his hard cock easily slid inside of her, the sensation of him entering her and filling her temporarily, sexually satisfied her. Then, once his prick was deeper inside her, he humped her. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he was fucking Ruth as if he was fucking his mother. Arching his back, he reared up his head and in the way there bodies were so tensely stiff, they mimicked the shape of a clothespin.
Humping and humping, Chris continued humping Ruth harder and faster. Keeping time to his body slamming into her, her breasts bounced as if moving to music. Obviously determined to make her cum, he wanted to give her an orgasm. Obviously determined to make her cum, he wanted to sexually please her so that she'd reciprocate the favor and sexually pleasure him.
He continued pounding her shapely body into the soft couch. Obviously, Ruth needed the energetic body of a young man to make her cum. She needed a man who could not only last more than a few minutes while fucking her but also she needed a man who could maintain a stiff erection. With Chris good looking also, his good looks added to her sexual excitement. In the way she no doubt imagined kissing her pretend son, she continued kissing him while he continued fucking her.
"Oh, my God. That's it. Don't stop. I'm cumming Chris. I'm cumming. I'm going to cum. Mommy is cumming," she said whispering her sexual excitement in his ear again. "Fuck me, Chris. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Fuck your mother. Fuck Mommy."



She wrapped her arms around his neck and wrapped her long legs around his back as he continued fucking and fucking her. As if he was fucking a firm pillow positioned on the couch, in the way that Ruth's body was beneath him and wrapped around Chris, they looked like an upside down turtle. Fucking and fucking her, he continued fucking her while she returned his humps.
Then, when she tensed her body a minute before going limp, it was over. Instead of screaming out her sexual pleasure and yelling out his name, Ruth had a silent orgasm. Chris moved off of her to move beside her. As if they had just finished a naked workout, they were both sweating and out of breath. They stayed like that holding one another and lightly kissing while he continued fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples and she fondled his cock while slowly stroking him for him to maintain his erection.
"I need a cigarette before I suck you," she said.
As if he was her manservant, he reached out his hand to grab her cigarettes and lighter. Taking a cigarette out of the pack he put it to his lips and lit the end of it with her lighter before handing the cigarette to her. Chris didn't smoke but he respected her need for a cigarette, especially at a time like this, right after having sex and just before she was going to suck him.
As if sending smoke signals to the Gods of sex, she took a few big inhales to send up a cloud of blue smoke over them. Then, she took another long sip of her drink before sliding her naked body halfway down his naked body. She took him in her hand to stroke him to a harder erection while kissing his cock and licking his cock. Then, while staring up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes, she took him in her mouth. Sucking and sucking him while continuing to stare up at him, she sucked him as if she was his mother and he was her son.
"Suck my cock, Mom. Blow me," he said putting both of his hands to the side of her head and humping her mouth as if he was humping a pumpkin with a hole carved in it for a mouth to fit his cock.
He moved her head up and down on his stiff prick while he humped her mouth and fucked her face.
"I love sucking your cock, Chris. Mommy loves blowing her son," said Ruth.
As soon as she said Mommy loves blowing her son, Chris released a load of cum in Ruth's mouth. What Ruth wouldn't do for her husband, she willingly and lovingly did for this young man she had picked up at the mall. Not only did she suck him but also she allowed him to cum in her mouth. Not only did she allow him to cum in her mouth but also she swallowed his cum. As sad as it was true, denying her husband the use of her mouth, her own husband had never experienced the sexual pleasure of cumming in his wife's mouth to watch her swallow his cum.
To be continued...
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We all have lost a love one and think about what may have been with that person instead of being married to the one we married. As if it all happened yesterday instead of forty years ago, Robert remembered having sex with Emma.
Emma took Robert by the hand and led him down the hallway to her bedroom. As did the other four bedrooms in the house, she had an attached bathroom, her own master suite. Her bedroom looked like something he'd see in a movie or something he'd see in an Architectural Digest magazine. Her bedroom looked like what he imagined a rich, spoiled girl would have as her dream bedroom.
With all of her furniture hardwood, maple and cherry, instead of pressed, particle board, everything looked new and expensive. She had a huge attached bathroom that led into an oversized walk-in closet that had a drawered counter in the middle of the room. She had more clothes than he's seen in the women's section of a department store. Obviously, for her to afford this or rather for her father to afford to spoil her, they were rich.
He remembered being surprised by the car she drove. Seemingly with her wanting for nothing and with her driving a brand new 1975, generation II Mustang, she was rich. He remembered never liking the second generation Mustang but the car she drove was hot. It was a black, anemic Cobra with gold graphics. It was pretty car but with only a 130 horsepower, 302 engine, it was no supercar.
Instead of her room being messy, cluttered, and disorganized, in the way that his bedroom always was, her bedroom was tidy, neat, and organized with everything in its place. Perhaps they had a housekeeper. Perhaps, judging her by her deep, dark tan, she lived on the beach and was never home to mess up her room. For sure, if he lived this close to the beach, he'd be at the beach every day until it was too cold to go. Even in the cold, as long as it wasn't unbearably windy, he'd walk or run the beach every day.
A reflection of her, her bedroom was so feminine looking with everything pink, white, soft, and frilly. Yet, the opposite of that image, her bedroom wasn't the image that she portrayed. She wasn't soft or frilly. She was firm and certainly not plain. A strong woman who knew what she wanted, no shrinking violet, she was no innocent, young woman. She had a big brain behind those eyes. Yet, he saw something more than just her beauty. He saw her pain.
He remembered she had a big dollhouse on a table in the far corner of the room and a doll in a baby carriage. She had dolls displayed all around the room. With her having so many dolls in her room, in the way he had a collection of model cars in his room, he felt as if he was in a little girl's room. With her dolls sending a mixed message, he wondered how old she was. He tried to discern the answer to his question without having to ask her by looking from her to look at her dolls.
Then, when she unbuckled, unzipped, and unbuttoned his jeans again, she returned him back to sexual reality. A woman he had just met on the beach, he was in her house and in her bedroom and about to have sex with her. Too good to be true, what's wrong with this picture? He pulled away from her to zip, button, and buckle his pants. He pulled away from her to stare in her violet eyes. Before they continued, he needed to know how old or how young she was. Yet, unable to look away from her long enough to formulate his question, her eyes mesmerized him and her stare hypnotized him. Never had he met a woman as beautiful as she was.
Wondering again how old she was or actually how young she was, when judging her by her childhood room, she may be younger than she looked and younger than he thought she was. When judging her by her aggressive sexual actions of a mature woman who obviously was no virgin, she was definitely no child. When judging her solely by her beautiful face, she looked so young and so innocent. Yet, when judging her by her shapely, womanly body, she looked so dangerous, too dangerous for him to fall in love with her, especially if she was a minor.
Especially if she was a minor and not an adult, then she was definitely much too dangerous for him. In a quandary wondering how old she was, he couldn't help but wonder if she was a woman or a child? As if trying to learn her age by her beautiful face or by her topless body, studying her as if he was an artist and she was his model, he looked at her more closely. Only distracted by her looks and blinded by her beauty and sexuality, he couldn't see her in the way he needed to see her to ascertain her age. To him, she was just Emma, a beautiful, sexy, dream woman he had just met on the beach.
She was a woman, of course, or was she? He was puzzled by the absurdity that she may be much younger than he suspected her to be. Oh, my God. What if she's not over 18-years-old?
Suddenly he was sick to his stomach. Suddenly he felt as if he was a pedophile robbing the cradle. What if she's a teenager, a mere child, in a woman's body? Oh, my God, having already had sex with her and about to have more sex with her, what if she's a minor?
With her age the only fly in the ointment, this can't be happening. Too good to be true, he knew there had to be something wrong. Women don't approach him. Women don't seduce him. Women don't kiss him first, strip off their clothes, and give him oral sex until he dates them, wines them, dines them, and spends money on them for months.
'Fuck me. I'm fucked. I'm totally fucked. What if she's a minor? What do I do now?'
Unable to leave her, as if she was a wicked, raven haired witch who had cast an evil spell on him, he didn't know if he should flee or stay. Once again, with him feeling as if she was the man and he was the woman, not taking no for an answer, not that he would ever say no to her kissing him, she kissed him again. With that one, long, wet kiss sealing his fate, she erased all speculation of her age from his mind. Now it didn't matter how old she was. He didn't care how old she was. He was falling in love with her.
Yet, what was he even thinking doubting her age? No minor child could kiss him like this. What was he even thinking dare questioning her age? No minor child would have a body like that. Definitely, without a doubt, she was over the age of 18-years-old. As she did with her first kiss, she did with all of her kisses; she blanked his mind. He couldn't think of anything else other than her full, red lips and her topless, shapely body pressed against him while she kissed and kissed him.
Then, as if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, not even giving him the time to question her age, she kissed him again, again, and again. She made out with him as if she was the horny man and he was the vulnerable woman. She made out with him in the way he wanted to make out with her when they were walking the beach together. He couldn't believe Emma, this beautiful, sexy woman, just turned to him and kissed him in the way that he should have turned to her and kissed her. He couldn't believe Emma, this beautiful, sexy woman, was taking sexual liberties with him in the way that he should be sexually taking advantage of her.
Already falling in love with her, it was love at first sight when he saw her walking along the beach. Her puppet on a string, he was hers for the taking. Temporarily forgetting his question about her age, he really didn't care how old she was. Anyone who could kiss like this and had a body like that couldn't be a child. Yet, with her a dangerous five alarm fire, he could understand how she'd be trouble for any man at any age. He could understand how she'd wrap any man around her finger by sexually teasing him, erotically enticing him, and giving him sex.
* * * * *
Never had a woman kissed him first before. Especially when first meeting her, never had a woman kissed him with as much sexual passion as he kissed her. As if she was the horny one and the sexually aggressive one, never had a woman continued kissing and kissing him in the way that he loved kissing and kissing her. He had always been the one to make the first clumsy, sexual move. He had always been the one rejected for moving too fast or going too slow. Yet, not the case with Emma, with him just going along for the ride, she was the aggressive one and he was the passive one. With her having complete control of his lips and the rest of him, he was her bitch. He remembered her kissing him as if she sexually wanted him as much as he had sexually wanted her.
Remembering it all as if their first kiss happened yesterday, as soon as they entered her house, she pushed him up against her reception hall wall and kissed him. Then, almost immediately after she kissed him, French kissed him, she removed her bikini bra without him even having to touch her, feel her, encourage her, and/or coerce her to strip topless. So shapely and so firm, she had breasts that every plastic surgeon should strive to copy when giving women breast implants.
Thinking back on it now, he couldn't believe the first time he saw her tits. Seemingly she wanted to show him her tits as much as he wanted to see her tits. No women had ever willingly showed him her breasts. No woman had ever sexually seduced him in the way that Emma sexually seduced him then.
Trying to recall every detail and every word, his memory wasn't what it used to be. Even though he swore he'd never forget her, how tragic would it be to forget the woman he loved for four decades? Always able to remember her, he could never forget her. Always there in his mind, she haunted him.
Seemingly and surprisingly, she acted just as horny as he was. Seemingly and surprisingly, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Only, as if he was dreaming their first kiss and their first sexual encounter, he was baffled why someone who looked like her would want someone who looked like him. He was just as ordinary as she was extraordinary.
A once in a lifetime event, something that never happens to him, surely this was something that only happens in the movies or in a romance novel. Then, shocking him even more, she reached her horny hand down and felt his hardening erection through his jeans before he even dared feel her. No woman has ever felt him before he felt the woman. Melting him and with him unable to resist her to even ask her to give him proof of her age, no woman has ever given him as much sexual pleasure with just her kiss. Suddenly hearing banjo music in the background and filled with thoughts of running away with her to West Virginia, Tennessee, or Kentucky, he just hoped to God that she wasn't a minor. He hoped to God that she was at least 18-years-old.
Yet, not stopping there and not taking no for an answer, she gave him a determined, sexual look while unbuckling, unbuttoning, and unzipping his jeans again. Unable to wrap his head around all that was happening so soon after having just met her, he couldn't believe she was undressing him in the way that he should have been undressing her. Yet, with her wearing only her bikini bottoms, she was nearly already naked anyway. Groping him in the way he was accustomed to groping women, she reached her seemingly horny hand down his opened pants to feel his erection through his underwear before sticking her hand inside of his briefs.
'Oh, my God,' he remembered thinking to himself while gulping down his sexual excitement as soon as she touched his erect cock.
In all of the years remembering her and thinking about her, he masturbated the most over this one day more than he masturbated over any day and any other woman. While stroking his cock, he replayed the events of that day for years. He masturbated over her first kiss. He masturbated as much over her removing her bikini bra as he did of her sliding down to her knees to suck him. The only thing that kept the memory of her alive in his mind's eye was masturbating over the memory of her.
In the way he couldn't wait to remove her bikini bottom and finger and lick her pussy, he couldn't believe she undid his pants and was feeling his erection through his underwear. Then, when she stuck her hand inside of his underwear to take him in her soft hand, he was in Heaven. As soon as she took his cock in her hand, she fondled the head of his cock with her sexually experienced fingertips. Then, pushing down his pants and underwear, she stared down at his erect prick while slowly and lovingly stroking him.
He remembered staring down at her hand before staring up at her. An image he'd never forget, he couldn't believe she was holding his erect prick in her hand. He couldn't believe she was fondling his cock before stroking his cock. Then, while holding his prick in her hand as if she was holding her dildo, she continued kissing him. He returned her kisses while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples.
Making him bigger and harder with her hand, she stroked him a little faster before kneeling to take his cock in her mouth. Definitely, his cock wasn't the first cock that she held in her hot, horny hand. A dream come true, he couldn't believe she was going to suck him. Something that not many women did back then in the way that most women do today, especially without him coercing her and especially during a first date, if that's what this even was, he couldn't believe she was going to blow him. He remembered he gasped like a little girl the first time he felt her wrap her soft, long fingers around his hard prick.
Even when he stared down at the top of her beautiful head, he couldn't believe that she was kneeling before him with his cock in her hand while staring at his erection and ready to take him in her mouth. Melting him with her eyes, she looked up at him while stroking him. Then, kissing his stiff prick and licking his stiff prick, she teased him with her hand, mouth, and tongue while still staring up at him. He couldn't believe this beautiful woman was going to suck him.
As if he had dreamt her and sexually fantasized her, he never could have come up with a more beautiful and sexier woman than her. As if he had dreamt it and sexually fantasized it, he never could have come up with a better sexual scenario than this. As if he had pieced together and created a woman from all the sexy and beautiful women he knew from celebrities, movie stars, and models, he couldn't create anyone more beautiful and sexier than Emma. With this his one chance in a lifetime, she was his one-of-a-kind woman kissing him before blowing him.
'Emma.'
* * * * *
Never had he been kissed by a woman as young but once her lips touched his, it didn't matter how old or how young she was. She kissed him as if she was an old soul and as if she had already kissed him thousands of times before. Only, not wanting to go to jail, she looked so young, too young for a 25-year-old man to be tempted by jailbait and to be charged with statutory rape. He hoped to God that she was at least 18-years-old.
He remembered that he couldn't stop himself from having the thought of why someone like her would fall for someone like him? Suddenly he panicked. Maybe that's why she's acting so sexually aggressive. Maybe she's a 17-year-old virgin or younger, an innocent woman who doesn't want to be a virgin any more. Maybe she's a 17-year-old virgin who wants to get laid so that she can brag to her high school friends that she's no longer a virgin. As if she's his teacher, maybe she's just a kid who has a thing for her father and who wants to have sex with an older man.
He remembered suddenly being filled with panic. His fright was big enough to overrule his sexual lust for her. Now instead of his sexual lust burning a hole inside of him, his burning question was how the Hell old is she? With this his last chance to protect himself, he had to ask her the question. Before it was too late, before he passed the point of no return, and before she took him in her mouth and started sucking him, he had to stop what she was sexually doing to him to ask her age.
"Forgive me, Emma," he said with her still on her knees and looking up at him. "I apologize in advance for embarrassing you but I need to know before we continue," he said avoiding looking at her seductive eyes and avoiding looking at her naked breasts.
She continued stroking his erect prick while looking up at him with happiness. While kissing and licking his erect prick, she looked up at him with love while he looked at her with sexual excitement and with lust. Suddenly fear for himself overtook his sexual lust for her again. With her ready to take him in her mouth, she stopped to stare up at him.
"Yes, what is it Robert?"
As if looking at her for the last time, he feared to learn the answer to his question. If she was a minor, he'd have to leave. If she was a minor, he could never see her again, at least until she's older. Playing with fire in having sex with her if she was a minor, whether she consented or not, he'd be found guilty. He didn't want to go to jail.
"I know a man should never ask a woman her age or her weight, especially at a time like this," he said unable to help himself from looking down at her naked breasts. As if looking at them for the last time, he stared at her big tits before looking up at her beautiful face to make eye contact with her engaging violet eyes. "Yet, in this case, I hope you'll make an exception," he said staring at her as if she was the most beautiful woman in the world and to him she was. "I need to know before we continue."
'What's wrong with this picture? Certainly, something was not right he said to himself while gulping down his trepidation. He hoped to God that she wasn't an underage minor. He hoped to God that she was over 18-years-old. She must be over 18-years-old. There's no way anyone younger than 18-years-old could kiss him like that. There's no way any woman under the age of 18-years-old could have the womanly body that she has.'
"Yes?" Obviously with him interrupting her blowing him, she seemed impatient now. The one thing he didn't want was her thinking that he was rejecting her. How could he possibly reject someone who looks like her? The only way he could reject her is if she was a minor. "What is it?"
Yet, she looked at him as if she already knew what he was going to ask her.
"How old are you?"
She looked at him and gave him that million dollar smile that melted his heart, hardened his cock, and that would make him do anything she'd ask of him, even murder someone. With her not seeming troubled by his question, she gave him that smile that assured him that she was over eighteen-years-old. Never had he met anyone like her. Then, as if she had been asked this question a hundred times before, she rolled her eyes and sighed before giving him another sexy smile.
"I'm nineteen," she said.
'She's nineteen! Praise the Lord. Thank God,' he thought to himself. 'Hallelujah. She's nineteen. She's of legal age. He's off the hook. He's free to have sex with her. Thank you, Jesus.'
Now he can continue kissing her and having sex with her without waiting for the police to arrest him, handcuff him, and drag him to jail. Yet, instead of being angry with him for asking her age, she seemed flattered that he thought that she was younger. No matter what age he thought she was, she was definitely young and much younger than any woman he's ever dated in the past. She was 19-years-old. If anyone at the office told him that he'd be interested in a 19-year-old woman who was fresh out of high school and on her way to her first year of college, he would have called them crazy. Yet, here he was a 25-year-old man in love with a nineteen-year-old woman.
Volunteering her identity, she offered him further proof of her age to set his mind at ease. She reached in her wallet that she kept in the plastic bag, along with her house key, lip gloss, sunscreen, and with her rinsed seashells that she had picked up while walking along the beach. She pulled out her driver's license and handed it to him. Her name was Emma Donna Marina and he wondered if her friends called her Madonna for short. Even if she wasn't the mother of Jesus and long before Madonna became famous for her singing and her songs, if only by Emma's beauty and sexy body, she'd be worthy of such a famous name.



'Emma. Madonna. Emma Donna Marina.'
She had a musical quality to her name that suddenly inspired him to write her a song. He looked at her driver's license and read it silently while noticing how pretty she looked in her driver's license picture. No one looks good in the photo they take at the motor vehicle registry but she did. Yet, she looked as beautiful in her driving license photo as she did standing before him now. Only, it was a shame that the DMV couldn't have taken a photo of her topless. If they had photographed her tits, every police officer in the state would pull her over just to ask for her driver's license and to see her topless photo.
"Nineteen? You're nineteen-years-old? I can't believe you're nineteen. You look so young," said Robert. "After looking at you and seeing you up close, I was thinking that you may be fifteen, sixteen, or seventeen the max," he said with a nervous laugh while hoping he wasn't insulting her.
As if she was of legal age to buy her first drink at a bar, which of course, she wasn't, she gave him a big smile. Now that he thought of it, it doesn't seem right that she could suck and fuck an adult man but she couldn't legally drink alcohol. She could vote, sign a contract, apply for a credit card, buy a car, get married, and even join the military at 18-years-old, but she couldn't legally have a drink in Massachusetts until she had turned 21-years-old. He wondered who made that law. Only, he didn't have to get Emma drunk for her to want to have sex with him.
"Don't worry, I'm of legal age to have sex," she said with a sexy laugh and an even sexier look and as if reading his mind.
'She's of legal age to have sex. Thank God she's of legal age for sex.'
Her words echoed in his head. She's of legal age to have sex. With her verbally vocalizing the elephant in the room, no doubt about it, they'd be having sex again soon. With her not a minor but an adult, she was free to do whatever she'd like him to do to her in the way she was free to do whatever she'd like to do with him.
* * * * *
This time, skipping the memory of eating her, he recalled the memory of making love to her before recalling the memory of fucking her. Then, consuming him with as much panic now, as it did forty years ago, he remembered he didn't have a condom and hoped that she had one. As if asking to drive her new car, he felt odd asking her to supply him with a condom, especially when he was the older, more mature man and she was the younger, more innocent woman, or so he enjoyed imagining she was. Hoping she did have a condom, he hoped her not having a condom wasn't a deal breaker.
Even if she didn't have a condom, he'd still have sex with her, if only she'd allow him. With there being no downside, if he got someone who looked like her pregnant, he'd marry her. The happiest man in the world, he'd love to have a wife who looked like her. He'd love to have a son who looked like them or a daughter who looked like her. Hoping she didn't have a condom while hoping it didn't matter to her if he rode her bareback and ejaculated his cum inside of her, he swallowed his pride to ask her his question.
"Do you have a condom?"
She gave him a self-assured smile.
"Don't worry," she said melting him with her eyes. "You won't need a condom," she said in a sexual voice that promised him that she'd give him the best sex he'd ever have in his life. "I'm on the pill," she said with pride.
If she was his daughter and he was her father, he'd never allow her out of his sight without being on birth control pills and having a pocketbook full of condoms, mace, and a handgun. If she was his daughter and he was her father, he'd never allow her to associate with the likes of him. A time before billionaires were as plentiful as millionaires, if she was his daughter, as soon as she finished college, he'd be busy promising her hand in marriage to some multi-millionaire. Yet, a chance meeting on the beach, he was glad that he summoned the courage to approach her. He was shocked when she accepted his pass and ran the length of the field to score a touchdown with their game ball.
'Of course, she's on the pill,' he thought to himself. 'Someone who looks like her needs all the protection she can get from someone who looks like me.'
He always thought that the birth control pill was a magic pill. He didn't know there were different doses of birth control with the lesser dosages putting women at a higher risk to get pregnant. In the way that men now opt for the highest dose of Viagra, one would think that if a woman didn't want to get pregnant, she'd take the highest dose of birth control. Yet, not that easy, depending on the woman and on the side effects, no doubt, it was up to the doctor to match the dosage to the woman.
Still, with him ignorant of such things, he always thought that a woman couldn't get pregnant when on the pill. Had he known that a woman could still become pregnant while on the pill, especially if she missed a dose or took it at various times of the day instead of at the same times, he would have run out to buy condoms. Only who in the right mind would leave her at a time like this when they were both naked and he was as hard as she was wet? Who in their right mind would worry about getting this sexy beauty pregnant? If he impregnated her with child, he'd be passing out cigars while expecting her father to give her a cushy position with his real estate company.
He imagined them having to get married. He imagined them having a shotgun wedding with him holding the shotgun over her father, instead of her father holding a shotgun over him. He didn't even have to meet her father to know that her father would never approve of him marrying his daughter. He was not only too old for her but also he didn't come from a good family, a family of money, influence, and/or power. He was just an average guy and a regular Joe. If he accidentally impregnated her, there would be no way that her father would allow her to ruin their gene pool by her having his baby.
* * * * *
In the way she pushed him against the reception hall wall to kiss him earlier, he recalled how she had pulled him up to her after he had given her an orgasm from licking and fingering her. Such a long time ago, a whole lifetime of memories ago, he remembered licking and fingering her beautiful pussy before making love to her and before fucking her. With her staying true to her sexually aggressive nature, instead of allowing him mount her, she mounted him. The first time being mounted by a woman, it was always the other way around with him asserting himself and climbing on the woman to make love to her before fucking her.
Seemingly there were lots of first times with her. The first time a woman kissed him before he kissed her was a first with her. The first time a woman touched and felt him before he touched and felt her was another first with her. The first time a woman stripped herself topless without him having to pressure her and coerce her to show him her tits was yet another first with her. The first time a woman took his cock in her mouth without him having to give her a not so subtle sign of pushing down on her shoulder with a heavy hand and putting a gentle hand behind her head was a big first with her too.
He didn't mind relinquishing his control over her, not that he could ever control someone like her. An independent woman who obviously knew what she wanted before he did, indeed, true to the model of her car, she was a wild Mustang. Truth be told, enjoying being subservient to her, he enjoyed being her submissive bitch. He enjoyed having the woman put all of the sexual moves on him in the way he always felt pressured to put the sexual moves on women. Most times, women rejected him but not this time with Emma. She welcomed whatever he wanted to do to her naked body.
He remembered her sitting upright on him as if she was riding a horse bareback or riding a mechanical bull naked at Billy Bob's Bar and Barbeque. In the way that he had a nervous look on his face that all of this was nothing more than a dream, she had a sexually excited look on her face. As if they were boyfriend and girlfriend and had known one another longer than an hour, she reached down between her legs to take his cock in her hand and position it by her pussy. Overwhelmed and unable to wrap his head around all that has happened in such a short time, he couldn't believe he was having sexual intercourse with Emma. With her doing all of the work, as soon as his prick was in place, she humped him.
As if his cock was a wire plugged into an electrical outlet, as soon as he slid inside of her, electrified, he felt connected to her. She was so wet that, after just a few, slow humps, the head of his erection easily slid inside of her. Humping her more deliberately, she returned his humps with hers. Humping him harder, she humped him faster until the entire length of his cock was buried in her cunt. With her nipples the focal point of his stare and the motion of her areolas hypnotizing him, he watched her shapely breasts bounce up and down and side to side. Being that breasts were his favorite part of a woman's body, he reached his horny hands up to harness her bouncing boobs while fingering her nipples before sitting to an upright position to suck her tits.
He remembered her being so warm and so wet and so very sexually aggressive. Yet, as if this was her first time having sex, and assuredly it wasn't, her wet pussy was so tight, no doubt, attributed to the fact that she was so young and had not yet had a baby. His cock fit her pussy as if he was wearing a custom, velvet glove expressly fashioned for his cock.
As soon as he filled her with the length, width, and girth of him, she closed her eyes and tilted back her head to go someplace deep inside of her. Darker and shinier than the hair of a raven, he remembered thinking that her beautiful blue, black hair was so very long when she tilted her head that far back like that. Then, as if he had stuck her with a pin, she jerked forward and popped open her violet eyes to melt his soul with her stare. The motion of her leaning towards him tossed her hair forward. With her long, lush hair covering her naked breasts, she looked like a brunette version of Lady Godiva. As if parting the curtains of a dressing room, he moved her hair out of the way and behind her shoulders with his hands so that he could see her tits, feel her tits, and finger her nipples. She had such beautiful breasts.
Then, with a quick, practiced move of her beautiful head, as if she was a wild mustang flicking back its mane, she tossed back her hair. Something that his deceased wife, Lorraine, couldn't do with her short, mousy brown hair, he loved how women with long hair could do that. As if she was the conductor of an orchestra of hair, every time she did that, she commanded his attention. As if slowly crossing her legs to quickly flash her white panties when sitting down or eating a banana seductively, it was so sexy to watch a woman toss her hair back with a quick flick of her pretty head. Just as it was so sexy to watch her toss back her hair while she sat on him while fucking him, it was so sexy to watch a woman toss back her hair in preparation of blowing him.
Forcing his prick deeper inside of her, as far as his hard cock would go, in her effort to make him go even deeper, she wiggled her tight ass while riding him. Having already answered his burning question before, she was definitely no virgin. Bouncing and gyrating her sexy hips on him, she slowly humped him while he slowly humped her. Twisting and turning, as if taking the definition of screwing literally, she moved her shapely body slowly up and down and side to side. As if he was watching an interactive sex video, he remembered that he loved watching her big breasts bouncing and swaying as if they were making love to him too. He reached his horny hands to harness them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering her erect nipples.
Then, when she leaned down to kiss him, French kissing him again, he rolled her over to take charge of their lovemaking. Filled with sexual desire for her, his cock was so hard, the hardest it's ever been. Wanting to do more than just make love to her, he wanted to fuck her, really fuck her. He wanted to pound her pussy in her mattress in the way that he had never pounded any woman's pussy before. Wanting to return her sexual passion, he wanted to show her the sexual passion that he had for her.
Humping her harder and humping her faster, he fucked Emma silly. Just when she was about to cum, determined to make her cum, he held back so that he didn't cum first. The last thing he wanted to do was to sexually disappoint her. The last thing he wanted to do was to not give her an orgasm. Not wanting her to think of him as a dud in bed, he needed to sexually satisfy her. With her returning his humps, hump for hump, he continued humping her harder and humping her faster.
"Daddy!"
* * * * *
'Daddy? Wow,' he thought. 'She called him Daddy. That's so kinky. That's so hot. Having never been called Daddy by a woman before, maybe he should call her Mommy.'
Only, she was unlike any mother he's ever known. It wasn't until she pushed him off of her and extricated her naked body from beneath him that he realized her father had been standing in the room behind them. With both of them humping and fucking, they never heard him enter her bedroom. Her father stared at his naked daughter as if he wanted to make love to her before her father stared at him as if he wanted to kill him. Glad that her father didn't have a gun, he may have shot him for having sex with his daughter.
Thinking back on that now but not occurring to him then, he wondered if her father had sexually lusted over his daughter in the way that he sexually lusted over her. Thinking back on that now but not occurring to him then, he wondered if her father had been sexually intimate with his daughter in the way the way that he was sexually intimate with her then. Certainly, perhaps with her feeling the need to please her father, even sexually, her father's incestuous lust for Emma would explain a lot.
Certainly, incestuous sex and/or incestuous thoughts would explain why her father stood there staring at them and watching them having sex without making his presence known. Certainly, incestuous sex and/or incestuous thoughts would explain why her father stared at his daughter's naked body. Certainly, incestuous sex and/or incestuous thoughts would explain why her father barred him from ever seeing her again. Perhaps he was jealous. Definitely, he was enraged.
"Emma," finally said her father staring at his naked daughter.
He stared at her while she stared at him. Not feeling as comfortable showing her father his naked body as she seemingly was, he quickly got dressed.
"I'm sorry Daddy," she said.
Not cowering or hiding her naked body from him, she didn't even cover her nudity from him with her pillow, her sheet, her hands or her forearms. Obviously this wasn't the first time her father had seen her naked. A telling sign, what 19-year-old woman wouldn't be quick to hide her naked body from her father? A telling sign, not assuming it then that they were incestuously intimate, he considered that thought now.
"What the Hell are you doing?" Her father looked from her to look at him. "And who the Hell is this?"
Choosing his words carefully, seemingly he was so calm. Yet, Robert could tell that her father was seething inside. Only, at the time, he didn't even think that the reason why her father was so angry may be because he was in forbidden love with Emma too. With her mother dead and her living with her father, there's no telling what goes on behind closed, bedroom doors. Thinking back on it now, with him suddenly feeling like an interloper, they were obviously sexually and incestuously intimate. Thinking back on it now, trying to explain and understand Emma's aggressive, sexual behavior, other than her having incestuous sex with her father, perhaps he was the first man she's made love to and loved.
* * * * *
If only he knew then what he knows now, he would have been more forceful in claiming Emma as his woman. Only, her father had money, power, and influence. He had the means to keep him away from his daughter. All he had was the love for a woman who would never love him. Obviously with sex one thing, love was something else.
Men like him never married women like her. If only he was the rich man and she was the poor woman, more acceptable for a beautiful, sexy woman to marry a man beneath her, perhaps he would have lived happily ever after. Only, there was no happiness for him longing over and lusting over a woman he'd never have. With him having only the memory of her, she was gone, gone forever.
The beginning of the end, when her father caught them having sex, he threw him out of his house. He not only forbade him from seeing her again but also he forbade her from seeing him again. Who knows what control her father had over her for her never too contact him? Obviously with his money and her pampered lifestyle of living her carefree life of walking along the beach every day, he exerted much emotional, financial, and possibly even sexual control over her.
Robert tried calling her but she never answered his calls. She may not have even been home. Her father may have shipped her off to Europe already. He even tried going there to talk to her father. Knowing he was home by his luxury car parked in the driveway, he wouldn't even open the door. He even tried going to his place of business but without him having an appointment, he couldn't even get passed the receptionist for him to see her father to plead his case.
Besides, if even that was the case and he suspected that it was, there was nothing that he could say or do to convince her father to let go of the imagined incestuous hold he had over his daughter. Yet, whether he wanted to see her and he most certainly did, obviously she didn't want to see him. As far as he knew, she never tried getting in touch with him. Over before it even started, ended before it even began, he was lucky to have the memories of her that he had.
'Emma.'
* * * * *
Those memories of Emma played over and again through his mind. Emma, Emma, Emma, time and again, he doodled her name thousands of times, tens of thousands of times. Haunting him and taking hold of his dreams and sexual fantasies, forty lonely and sexually frustrating years later, he wondered what she looked like now. As any aging beauty queen or supermodel still does, he imagined she was just as beautiful now as she was back then.
He wondered where she was now. As he always wondered, he wondered if she was married with children. With him never forgetting her even when faithfully married to Lorraine, he wondered if she thought of him in the way that he always thought of her. Yet, even though he obviously loved Lorraine, he never loved another woman in the way he loved Emma. Maybe nothing more than a dream, a figment of his aging imagination, and a memory he's lucky to even still have, he wondered if she remembered their first kiss in the way that he'd never forget their first kiss.
He wondered if she was happy or was just as miserable as he was. He wondered if she ever tried to find him in the way that he spent time trying to find her by looking for her online with the invention of the Internet, Facebook, and all of social media. He wondered if she regretted not being with him, marrying him, and having children with him. He wondered if she was still even alive. Never forgetting her, he always wondered about her. Always thinking about her, he could never stop thinking about her. Then, a thought that hurt his soul, wondering again if she even remembered him, maybe she forgot him.



Right after they met on a beach outside of Boston, that first kiss was the favorite part of Robert's memory of Emma. If it wasn't enough that she kissed him, removed her bikini top, felt him through his jeans, and sucked him, she asked him to reciprocate his sexual pleasure and give her oral sex too. Even though it was interrupted by her father, he'd never forget making love to her before fucking her.
"Lick me Robert," she said in a voice that sounded so softly sweet and feminine. Had he not heard her ask him to lick her, he never would have thought that someone who looked like her would ask someone who looked like him to give her oral sex. "I want to feel your fingers and your tongue inside of me," said Emma as if asking him for a massage instead of asking him for cunnilingus.
With Robert happy to oblige, he watched her remove her bikini bottoms. Not embarrassed or ashamed, she showed him her naked body as if she was a nude model and he was a photographer. With him never thinking that a woman's body could be so artistically pleasing and so aesthetically beautiful, in hindsight, he wished he had a camera. If he had a camera, he wondered if she would have allowed him to take a photo of her naked. Now that he saw her naked and saw her naked pussy and her round, firm, naked ass, he couldn't believe he even harbored the thought of her being a man.
She was shaved and her pussy was seemingly as smooth as a baby's ass. He remembered quivering with the sexual anticipation of touching her and feeling her while holding her and kissing her. He couldn't wait to finger her. He couldn't wait to lick her. He couldn't wait to taste her. He couldn't wait to make love to her and to fuck her. He couldn't wait to give her as much sexual pleasure as she had given him with her kisses, by allowing him to feel her naked breasts, and by briefly blowing him. He wondered what she sounded like having an orgasm. He couldn't wait to hear her having an orgasm.
Over and again, the memory of her and of that one fateful, sexual day played through his mind. Over and again, he remembered every sight and every sound of that day as if it all happened yesterday. Sometimes, he remembered her as if she was there standing in front of him. Sometimes she was just a fuzzy, faded memory. Remembering her in her blue bikini, topless, and/or naked, should he see her fully dressed, he wondered if he'd even recognize her. Yet, no matter what she was wearing or wasn't wearing, he'd always recognize someone who was so unforgettable.
The memory of her didn't start fading until he had Lorraine in his life. The memory of her didn't start fading until years after he met her on the beach and made love to her in her bedroom. The memory of her didn't start fading until he had to confront the truth that he'd never see her again. He'd never touch her, hold her, kiss her and/or make love to her again. A bitter pill to swallow, not fair and not right, why would God allow her in his life and then take her away?
To be continued...
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Looking into the past, Robert finds the future. He finally finds Emma.
Having just met her on the beach, he was tongue-tied by her beauty. Even with her just wearing her blue bikini and a pair of flip flops, she looked like she came from money. In the way she carried herself, he could tell that she was rich. Someone who looked like her had to be rich.
Not wanting her to leave, not ever wanting her to leave, and wanting this day to last forever, he wanted to engage her in small talk to learn more about her. Who was she? What was her name? Where does she live? Does she have a boyfriend?
Only, afraid to approach her, and with her showing so much of her body in that sexy bikini, he didn't want him thinking he was a pervert. Afraid of saying the wrong thing, he wasn't sure what to say to someone who looked like her. He didn't want her to brush him off as just another weirdo on the beach.
'Don't stare at her tits when talking to her,' he said to himself. 'Don't stare at her ass when she bends to pick up a seashell,' he reminded himself. 'Just smile and stare at her face and look in her eyes instead of staring at the impressions her nipples make in her bikini bra and the camel toe her pussy slit and her ass crack makes in her bikini bottom.'
Getting past the first awkward and uncomfortable moments, she seemed friendly enough, more than friendly enough. Actually, she seemed to like him as much as he liked her. When he walked with her, he filled the lulls in conversation and the sudden silences by imagining she was his girlfriend. Reminiscent of the band, as if he was one of the Beatles, he wanted to hold her hand. He wished he could hold her hand to show everyone on the beach that she belonged to him. Yet, someone who looked like her would never belong to someone who looked like him.
When he walked with her, with her obviously out of his league, he wished there was a book, How to Talk to a Beautiful Woman, that he could buy and read. Only, too late now, here he was walking along the beach with her, a beautiful woman. After asking her name and making some small talk about what a beautiful day it was, about the beach, the sky, the water, and her collecting seashells, not knowing how else to keep her talking he asked the obvious question.
"What does your father do?"
With him figuring she was fresh out of high school or a college coed, he didn't think she had a job. He didn't think someone who looked like her would ever be working at Wal-Mart, McDonalds, Burger King, or at the mall. He just hoped she'd think him interesting enough to answer his questions without her thinking that he was prying in her private life too soon. He just hoped she'd find him interesting enough to continue walking with him while talking to him.
If only for a few minutes, he was enjoying the company of walking beside a beautiful woman. If only for a few minutes, he was enjoying the company of her. If only for a few minutes, he imagined she was his woman. If only for a few minutes longer, he needed to drink all of her in so that he could take the memory of her home with him tonight. Knowing her memory would be all that he had left of her, he wanted to make the most of their brief time together.
"He's in real estate development, Marina properties," she said matter of fact and without a shred of pride as if he was a day laborer. "He buys properties, develops properties, and sells properties."
She turned from him to look behind her. Then she pointed to the homes that lined Revere Beach in the distance. In the way she looked and in the way she carried herself, she looked at him as if she was a princess. As beautiful as Snow White, unfortunately for them both, he was no Prince Charming.
"Oh, wow," said Robert showing more interest than she did and now knowing that she was definitely out of his league.
He looked at her as if he was her lackey. Then, she leaned into him as if she was going to tell him a secret. She was so close to him that he could smell her beautiful hair. She was so close to him that he wished he could reach out and touch her, hold her, and kiss her.
"He's been secretly buying up all of that property under several different companies he owns," she said still pointing to the dozens of the homes that filled the background a mile back from the beach. "He'll be leveling all of those houses to make the property into high rise, high income condominiums. The entire beachscape in the background will one day be filled with high rise, high priced condos. If the people selling their homes only knew what his development plans were, they'd hold out for more money."
He turned to look at the houses that lined the beach behind them. They've been there decades. Many of them were there when the beach was filled with amusement rides, hawkers, barkers, and hordes of people having fun on a Saturday night. Now with the amusement rides closed and the rollercoaster in such disrepair that it looked as if it was haunted, even though the beach was beautiful, albeit littered with trash, the backdrop was an eyesore.
Curious enough for him to give her a longer look, when he asked about her father, she shrugged her answer as if she was embarrassed by her father's occupation. Perhaps she wasn't proud of the land that he developed. Perhaps she felt bad about the people he displaced for the sake of making money. Obviously, once developed, the city would never be the same.
As if he was already in protest of land developers, he wondered, in the name of progress and tax base revenues, how many high rise apartments can any city have? How many malls do we need? Why must we continue tearing down houses that are filled with charm, character, history, and life for something new, modern, shiny, cold, and expensive?
With her father personally changing the landscape forever or for the next hundred years, until the next real estate developer makes their mark, the only thing that never changed was the beach, the water, and the sky. Already reading into her answer, she didn't have to tell him that she had a problem with her father, he knew that already. Just by looking at her, he knew there was more to their father and daughter relationship but not wanting to unduly upset her, especially when he just met her, he didn't dare ask.
Just by looking at her, he knew she was from money. He could tell. Yet, money wasn't everything. Even though she was smiling and was seemingly happy, there was a sadness about her. Even though she had beautiful eyes, she had sad eyes.
She looked as if she had survived something horrific or had endured a personal tragedy so bad that it changed her and forced her to prematurely grow from a child to a woman. Reading more into her external beauty, there was something deep within her that she was hiding. He didn't know what that was at the time but, as if she was a bird with a clipped wing, it was enough that he identified that there was something seriously wrong with her. Then, later that day, when her father caught them together making love before fucking, he knew she had been sexually intimate with her father, whether willingly or not.
Nonetheless her suspected incestuous background and the perceived emotional problems that would stem from that, the fact still remained that she's a rich girl and he's a working man. No doubt, her father, Mr. Marina, if that's his name, would never approve of them starting a relationship. No doubt, Mr. Marina would never want a man like him to be intimate with his daughter, especially if he was the man taking his daughter away from him.
Despicable. What kind of father, obviously an educated and wealthy man, has sex with his daughter? Perhaps she reminds him of his wife, her mother. Perhaps in the way that he's trying to build for the future, he'd trying to hold onto the past.
More than that and complicating matters even more, with her just a teenager, Robert was older than her. Quickly he did the math in his head. When he's fifty-something-years-old, she'll be forty-something-years-old. There'd be nothing wrong with their age then but she comes from money and he doesn't. Only, way ahead of himself in the growth of their imagined relationship, why would someone who looked like her go on a date with someone who looked like him?
"I see," said Robert suddenly feeling awkward that, because of the success of her father, she had much more money than he'll ever have.
Obviously with her not wanting to talk about her father anymore, and with him happy that she didn't, she changed the subject and gave him that sexy smile again. A dumb question for him to ask her about her father's occupation, even then, before her father saw them naked and in bed together, he somehow suspected that he was walking on thin ice by asking her about her father. Maybe instead of asking her questions, he just needed to allow her talk. Maybe he should allow her to ask him a question. A good way for him not to say the wrong thing and ruin their brief time together, maybe he'd just play off of whatever she said. Only, as much as he seemingly annoyed her with his question about what her father does, she surprised him with her question.
"Would you like to see my house?"
'Huh? What did she just say? Would he like to see her house? That was kind of an odd question for a woman, especially such a beautiful woman, he just met to ask him. Normally, he'd be the one asking the woman that kind of question. Would you like to see my apartment? Would you like to see my bedroom? Would you like to see me naked? Would you like to have sex with me?'
Only, he'd never ask any woman those questions when just meeting her. He wondered if that was a code for would you like to go home with me and have sex. He could only wish. Nah, someone who looked like her would never have sex with someone who looked like him. Someone who looked like her would never have to ask a man for sex. Even though he doubted it was a code for sex, he hoped it was. Only, unless he was a rich celebrity or a famous sports star, men who looked like him never had sex with women who looked like her.
A different and more innocent time back then, maybe with her having no ulterior motives in mind, she just wanted to show him her house. Maybe she's just lonely. Only, he could never imagine her ever being lonely. He could never imagine her without a man by her side. Imagining her living in a mansion overlooking the Atlantic Ocean, he could only imagine what her house looked like. Yet, even if she was ugly, he'd go with her to see her house. He's never been inside of a rich person's house.
"Sure," he said suddenly nervous about meeting her parents when he hardly even knew her.
He couldn't believe she invited him home. He couldn't believe he was going to spend even more time with her than less. He couldn't believe she didn't reject him when he first approached her on the beach. Maybe he was underestimating himself and this was the beginning of something beautiful. Maybe she was just as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her.
"Okay," she said. "You can follow me in your car," she said turning away from the water to walk towards her car parked beyond the beach.
Suddenly, he was overwhelmed with excitement. He imagined having ice tea with her parents. He imagined her father looking like Randolph Scott and her mother looking like Dina Merrill. Able to see what she'd look like 30 years from now, he was more excited about meeting her mother than he was about meeting her father.
"My car is all the way back there. I'll get my car and meet you back here," he said jogging to his car before turning in his tracks and walking back to her. "Wait. What kind of car do you have?"
He imagined her driving a white Volkswagen bug or a puke green AMC Gremlin.
"A black Mustang Cobra with gold lettering. You can't miss it," she said with a laugh.
'Damn. She drives his favorite car, a Mustang and a Cobra at that.'
Only at the time, he didn't know that it was a wimpy generation II Mustang, a little better than the car that Mary Tyler Moore drove in her Mary Tyler Moore show. Hopefully her parents aren't home, no doubt, otherwise, she wouldn't invite him home. Right? Yet, for all that she knew of him, he could have been an axe murder, a serial rapist, or a religious fanatic. Conversely, for all that he knew of her, she could have been emotionally disturbed and, for the sake of getting attention from her father, could cry rape as soon as he set foot in her house.
"But what about your parents?"
A bit premature in expecting to meet her family when he's only known her for only a few minutes, and with him seemingly so much older than she was, he already dreaded meeting her father.
"My parents? It's just my Dad and me," she said with some obvious sadness and walking towards him when he walked toward her. He figured her father was divorced until she told him otherwise. "My mother died years ago."
Picking up on her sorrow and, as if knowing her better than he did, he looked at her and felt her pain.
"Oh. I'm sorry," he said.
She looked as if she was about to cry but she didn't.
"It's okay. I hardly remember her. If it wasn't for the photos of her that my Dad has everywhere, I wouldn't even miss her," she said.
A dumb question but thinking that he needed to stay on the subject of her mother, he asked.
"Did she look like you?"
Feeling stupid, as soon as he asked the question, he regretted asking her that. He imagined a woman as tall, as sexy, and as beautiful, albeit older, as she was. He imagined her growing and blossoming into a real beauty, not that she already wasn't a real beauty, she was.
"We could have been twins," she said with a laugh. "The gene pool in our family is amazing with the women all looking do very much alike."
He imagined having a daughter who looked like her.
"Wow," he said.
Suddenly, he imagine an entire family, cousins, aunts, and sisters, filled with women who looked like Emma.
"I looked just like my mother when she was my age. If only she was still alive, we could have done on one of those mother and daughter Ivory soap commercials," she said with a laugh.
Nervous about meeting her father, yet a price that he'd willingly pay to stay longer with her, he asked the question.
"What about your father meeting me? I mean, it would be a little awkward meeting him, when I hardly know you," he said.
She gave him that smile that made him want to do anything for her.
"Not to worry. My Dad isn't home. He won't be home for hours. We have all afternoon to ourselves," she said with glee while giving him that electric smile again that promised so much when he expected so little until he imagined so very much more.
'Her Dad isn't home? He won't be home for hours? We have all afternoon to ourselves?'
He wondered what she had planned. As if he was the woman and she was the man, suddenly he was afraid. Even if he imagined his wildest sexual fantasy with Emma, he couldn't even imagine what would happen once he was in her house and alone with her.
With her looking so very young, he just hoped to God that she was over 18-years-old. If she wasn't, he'd look but he wouldn't touch. He'd talk to her and listen to her but he'd never kiss her, not that she'd ever allow him to kiss her. Moreover, he could never refuse her kiss if she wanted to kiss him or did kiss him.
Yet, forgetting about her age, she was so beautiful that all he wanted to do was to stare at her. He imagined making out with her on her couch and in her living room. He imagined himself feeling her breast through her bikini top before she asked him to leave. Only he hoped that she wasn't like all of the other women he met in his life, feigning their innocence and pretending that they were all virgins.
He despised women who pretended they've never seen a cock, stroked a cock, fucked a cock, and/or sucked a cock before. Yet, with her looking so very young, she could be innocent. She could be a virgin. God forbid she should lie about her age, she could be younger than 18-years-old.
"I'll follow you in my car," said Robert eager to be alone with her in her house. "Where do you live?"
She turned and pointed past the beach and more out to the water.
"Marblehead," she said without emotion or pride.
He looked to where she was pointing and he could see Marblehead in the distance. If he lived in Marblehead, he'd be proud. If he lived in Marblehead, he'd never leave his house.
"Marblehead?"
He didn't know anyone from Marblehead. Only rich people lived in Marblehead.
"Why?"
He suspected she was rich but suddenly now he felt common. Suddenly, he felt like the poor loser that he was. He felt awkward having to explain his surprise that she lived in Marblehead. What could he say about that now without reminding her that they were from different classes? She was rich and he was a working man living week to week.
"I never knew anyone who lived in that ritzy town," he said with a nervous laugh.
She made a face as if it was no big deal that she lived in Marblehead.
"My family has lived there in the same house for generations. It was my grandmother's house. She left it to my father before she died. He bought the house on either side of him and more than doubled the size of the house," she said with an embarrassed laugh. "A bit ostentatious, our house dwarfs all of the other houses."
* * * * *
With the entire state of Massachusetts not very big, it was just a short ride from Revere beach to Marblehead, an exclusive, small, coastal, New England town right on the water. As soon as they pulled up to the house, which was something that looked like the Kennedy's might live in, and got out of their cars, she took him by the hand as if he was already her boyfriend when he just met her today, a mere hour ago. Before leading him inside, nothing more than a peck on the lips, as if testing his reaction to her kiss or as if kissing him goodnight, she turned to kiss him on the front porch.
Then, as if teasing him, as soon as she broke off her kiss, she smiled and giggled. As if telling him that she liked him, he was surprised by the forwardness of her kiss. No woman has ever kissed him first. When she giggled like that, as if she was an immature, innocent teenager, he wondered about her age again.
Then, as soon as she unlocked and closed the front door behind her, she pushed him up against the hall wall and kissed him, really kissed him, French kissed him. Blanking his mind with her kiss, he forgot all about the question of her age. At that point, in the way she was kissing him, he didn't care how old she was. Certainly for her to kiss him like that, she was definitely old enough. Then, without him as much as touching her, feeling her, and/or suggesting or coercing her to do so, he couldn't believe it when she removed her bikini top.
'Fuck me. Oh, my God!'
As shocked as he was sexually excited, he couldn't stop staring at her naked, C cup breasts. Then, when he just stood there gawking at her tits, she reached down, took his hands in hers and put them on her naked breasts. She looked down to watch him feel her tits, fondle her tits, and finger her nipples. Then, with her taking control of him, she pressed her nearly naked body up against him and kissed him again.
* * * * *
He remembered the very first time seeing her. He saw her from afar, a football field away. Yet, even from that distance, he knew she was beautiful. As if seeing the sparkle of a diamond from a distance away, he knew she was a one-of-a-kind treasure. If only to catch up to her and to see what she looked like close up, women who look like her are a rare find.



With her stopping to bend and pick up a seashell, walk down to the water, rinse it, and place it in her bag, it wasn't difficult for him to catch up to her. Not a very efficient process, instead of having to walk back and forth to the water, he remembered wondering why she didn't have two bags, one for sandy seashells and one for clean seashells. Yet, just as there was no explanation for love at first sight, there was nothing efficient about spending a day at the beach, especially when spending the day with her. Maybe walking back and forth, going from the sand to the water and back again, was relaxing to her. Seemingly what else did she have to do?
He just wanted to reach her before someone else did. Not wanting to miss his chance of seeing her up close, meeting her, talking to her, and maybe even walking with her, it would be enough for him just to see what she looked like when standing next to her as he walked by her. God, he was so pathetic when it came to talking to a beautiful woman. Nervous and with his pulse racing, his hands were sweating.
Not thinking he could ever get someone who looked like her to kiss him, he never imagined he could get someone who looked like her in bed. He lacked the confidence he needed to talk to her, never mind romance her and seduce her. Yet, if he didn't try to talk to her, he'd be kicking himself. If he just walked by her and allowed someone else to hit on her, he'd regret that decision for the rest of his life.
The least he could do was say is hello. Then, from there, depending on her reaction to his hello, he could say something about the beautiful day. He didn't have to ask her name and hit on her. He could just act normal and talk to her. He could tell her something of interest about Revere Beach or about the Atlantic Ocean, only he didn't know anything interesting about Revere Beach or the Atlantic Ocean other than the beach was sandy and the water was cold.
* * * * *
Yet, no matter how he remembered her, there was no denying that she was a good looking woman, the hottest and sexiest woman he's ever seen and yet to meet. More critical of women now than he was in his mid-twenties, maybe if he met her now instead of before, he might not even look twice at her. Yet, he doubted that. He couldn't imagine any man not looking at her twice and then staring at her. In the way that Kate Upton or Heidi Klum would always be beautiful, she was undeniably beautiful back then and no doubt still was.
He remembered that she was better looking than any Hollywood movie star and sexier than any celebrity he knew. Better looking than Jacqueline Bisset, Diana Rigg, and even Mary Tyler Moore forty years ago, she was the prettiest women he had ever seen. Yet, it's funny how Robert's memory helped to cooperate for him to paint pleasing, sexy pictures of her when, perhaps, he imagined her to be more beautiful than she was. Yet, no matter how he remembered her, there was no doubt about it, she was indeed beautiful.
Perhaps if he saw her now, he might not even recognize her. Yet, then again, no matter what she looked like now, he'd still remember her big, beautiful, violet eyes, her warm smile, and her fun sense of humor. Unless she had lived a life of pure and utter misery or had been stricken with ill health, he enjoyed imagining, her good looks never changing very much with age. In the way that Vanessa Williams looked when she was denied the Miss America crown because of her nude photos, she still looks good now. Beautiful woman have a way of looking beautiful their whole lives.
In his mind's eye, with him having to suffer living his life without her, she was the one who got away. He always wondered how different his life would have been had he married her and had children with her instead of marrying his wife, Lorraine, and having a child with her, may she rest in peace. It was so very long ago, a lifetime ago, forty years ago, the first time he saw Emma and fell in love with her. Love at first sight, not truly believing it then, with him never forgetting her and always thinking about her, he certainly believed it now.
Not one to believe such a thing before seeing her standing off in the horizon, indeed, it was love at first sight on that hot summer day in August. Even after he was married, whenever he thought of her salaciously and sexually while masturbating himself with the thought of her naked and having wild sex with her, he always felt guilty. As if he was vicariously cheating on his wife for even just remembering her name, remembering her kissing him and remembering her topless, naked, and having sex with her, he wished he had married Emma instead of Lorraine.
Forever looking over his shoulder, he always imagined bumping into her on the street, seeing her go by on a bus, in a car, or running through the airport to catch her flight. Only, he never did. Always disappointed when thinking about her and wishing he could run into her, he never saw her again. He had his chance and he blew it.
Yet, something he'd never know, if he did see her again, he always wondered if he'd leave Lorraine for her. What about his daughter? Would he leave Cynthia for her too? Just how high of a price would he have paid for true love? Just what would he have given up to be with his beloved Emma?
Then the realism of his lost love replaced his sexual fantasy and he felt sad. If he met her now, would she even remember who he was? Even if she did remember him, would she still want him after forty years? With them changing into two different people, just as she wouldn't know who he was, he wouldn't know who she was. Perhaps having the sexual fantasy of her is better than having the reality of living the rest of his life with her.
Maybe she never wanted him in the way he wanted her. Maybe she never thought of him in the way he thought of her. With him drinking a lot back then and stopping cold turkey, maybe she was nothing more than a figment of his imagination. With the bright sun shining in his eyes, maybe the woman he thought he met on the beach was old and decrepit instead of young and beautiful. Maybe the woman he met on the beach was a witch who cast a spell on him. Maybe her spell was for him to forever remember her after being with her that one time.
How could he love a woman so very much and allow her to leave without a fight, not even a protest? That was a question he had been asking himself for four decades. Somehow he believed that it was not meant to be. Somehow he believed that she was too good for him.
Yet, why didn't he go after her? That's the question. Why didn't he try to find her? That was something even he couldn't answer.
In the way that F. Scott Fitzgerald's Great Gatsby held parties in the hopes that Daisy Buchanan would attend one of his extravagant affairs, he could have taken ads in the newspapers. Only, how would that look posting ads to find another woman, the supposed love of his life, when he was married to Lorraine? If he had any hopes of finding her, too late now, he should have tracked her down when she left for Europe forty, long years ago.
He was young, too young to know any better, and she was so much younger than him to know what she wanted for the rest of her life in the way that he thought he did. Compared to him, she was a child, an immature teenager but that didn't stop him from falling in love with her and that didn't stop her from having sex with him. He remembered thinking that someone better and more his age would come along but no one did, not even Lorraine. Even though he felt as if he loved her, truly loved her sometimes more than he did other times and more than he did other women, he never loved Lorraine in the way that he loved Emma.
Without a doubt, Lorraine was no Emma but she made a good wife. Even though she ruined his life and obviously he ruined her life too, they stayed married. Even though she truly loved him, he never really loved her. Going through the motions, he played the loving and attentive husband. With his heart already given to Emma and broken, he never had room to love Lorraine in the way she deserved to be loved.
He felt bad for using Lorraine but he never felt bad enough to tell her that he didn't love her. He didn't feel bad enough to leave her. Feeling that his life was already over, sadness ruined his happiness and depression controlled his moods.
He remembered thinking that his life could have been worse if he was in prison or had some sort of medical affliction. While preserving his love and his sexual thoughts for Emma, the only time he was happy was when masturbating over the memory of having sex with her. Forcing himself to be happy, even when he wasn't, he just relegated himself to being content even though he wasn't while married to Lorraine.
His heart was split in two. He loved two women, one more than the other. If only Lorraine knew that he still held a candle for Emma, she wouldn't understand. She wouldn't be happy. Only he never told her about Emma. He didn't dare.
If he had told Lorraine that there was another woman on his mind and in his heart, she would have seen through his façade. She would have known that he didn't love her and had never loved her. She'd be angry and would probably ask him to leave. Yet, having known real love, he didn't love his wife in the way he loved Emma, his love at first sight and his true first love. He never loved any woman in the way he loved Emma.
* * * * *
The funny thing, after having a difficult time meeting women, the right sort of women, and tired of going out of his way to meet the wrong kind of women, just before meeting Emma, he had no intention of meeting anyone. He was done with women, at least for a little while. With his work as a market research analyst and with his goal of becoming the marketing manager one day, he allowed his weekends to interfere with his weekdays in detriment to his work. He made obvious work related mistakes that he wouldn't have made if he hadn't been drinking the night before and gone to work hungover. Lucky he still had a job, especially after having met and was preoccupied with Emma, he now made it his personal mission to be more focused on and more successful his career. Maybe if he earned more money, her father would accept him as a potential suitor for his daughter.
He needed to concentrate more on work and on his career than on going out drinking after work with the guys. Wanting to get away from his horny, immature friends, who just wanted to spend their Saturday nights bar hopping while hoping to hook up with sluts and whores, needing some time to himself, he just wanted to be alone with his thoughts. Today was the he day that he started a whole new regimen of diet, exercise, and no drinking. What better place to find the solitude and the motivation he needed than to walk the beach early in the morning before the crowds ruin the quiet with children, noise, and litter? Before the sun was too hot to bear, what better place to think while drinking in the beauty of the ocean than a brisk walk along the beach?
That was the day he met Emma. It was a hot, August day when he met her, the hottest day of the year. She was pretty, probably prettier than she was compared to how he remembered her to be or even than she really was back then. Actually, now that he remembered her, forget about her being pretty, she was beautiful. Without a doubt, with the memory of her still clear in his mind, she was even more beautiful when first seeing her than he remembered her being now, even after forty years of not seeing her.
Now with her always on his mind, he compared every woman he dated, saw, and met to her. Even though he was still so very young, only 25-years-old, he was already fed up with getting drunk, picking up women, and playing games. He was done with wasting money on drinks, dinners, and movies for him to never call or see the woman again. He needed a break from dating and especially from drinking.
A good place to dry out and to clear his head, he loved the beach. He loved the white sand and the blue water that seemingly went on forever before disappearing in the sky far in the horizon. If ever he had money, he'd buy a house on the ocean. If ever he had money, he'd never work again and just become a beach bum.
Only why wait to retire when this is something he could aspire to now? If he couldn't afford to live right on the beach, he could certainly afford to live closer to the beach. Only, with the prices of housing, even those homes not on the beach but in close proximity to the beach out of his financial reach, he couldn't even afford to rent a place never mind buy a place. The tourists jacked up the prices each summer to make his dreams of living at the beach more unrealistic. He'd have to win the lottery to afford the rent to live on the beach.
* * * * *
In was the summer of 1975 and her name was Emma. A half Italian and half Irish beauty with long, lush, blue black hair, olive skin, and violet eyes, she was amazing. The contrast of her light eyes against her black hair was something he'd never forget and would always remember. A sexy cross between Sophia Loren, albeit without the Italian accent, and Maureen O'Hara, albeit without the red hair, if anyone looked like a younger version of Elizabeth Taylor, it was she.
Other than some of the literary classics that used Emma as the name of the main character, he didn't know anyone with that name. As much as he loved her, he loved her name. So easy to say, he could just whisper it in her ear while making love to her, utter it in his dreams at night while sleeping, scream it out loud while cumming when masturbating, or say it while driving his car.
"Emma."
He loved her name as much as he loved her. A feminine name of two syllables and four letters with two vowels and two consonants, he couldn't even imagine how many times he wrote that name over and again on bits of scrap paper. From that day forward, haunting him for the rest of his life, Emma became his favorite name. There was no other name he liked better than Emma. Even Lorraine's name took a distant back seat to her name.
"Emma."
Whenever he was horny and found his hand tightly gripping and slowly stroking his cock, instead of breathing out his wife's name, Lorraine, he breathe out Emma. Instead of breathing out Lynda Carter, Miss America of 1972, his idea of a truly beautiful woman, he echoed Emma over and again. Now that he remembered her, he was enamored with Lynda Carter, Wonder Woman, back then. With the two women looking so very much alike, tall, sexy, shapely, and beautiful, Lynda Carter could have been Emma's older sister.
"Emma."
As if he was on top of her with his cock buried in her shaved pussy or if she was on her knees pleasuring him with her mouth, he thought of Emma. He always thought of Emma. He never stopped thinking of Emma. Even at the most inopportune moments, whether he was driving his car, making love to Lorraine, or reading a book, Emma would invade his thoughts in the way of a ghost haunting him.
"Emma."
Always on his mind and never quite able to forget her, he always wondered where she was, who she was with, and what was she doing.
"Emma."
How different his life would have been had he married Emma instead of Lorraine.
"Emma."
* * * * *
He spotted her from afar. She was walking the beach alone and stopping to pick up seashells, study them, rinse them in the foamy saltwater, and shake them dry before depositing them in her plastic bag. Even from that distance of nearly a football field away, he could tell that she was a rare beauty. Just by the way she walked, just by the way she moved, and just by the way she carried herself with such perfect posture as if she was a prima ballerina or a runway model, he couldn't stop staring at her. He couldn't help but think of the song, The Girl from Ipanema.
"Tall and tan and young and lovely, the girl from Ipanema goes walking, and when she passes, each one she passes goes 'A-a-a-h.' When she walks she's like a samba that swings so cool and sways so gentle that when she passes, each one she passes goes 'A-a-a-h.'
Oh, but I watch her so sadly. How can I tell her I love her? Yet, I would give my heart gladly but each day as he walks to the sea, she looks straight ahead, not at me.
Tall and tan and young and lovely, the girl from Ipanema goes walking and when she passes, I smile, but she doesn't see. She just doesn't see. No, she just doesn't...see me."
He wondered if she'd see him. He wondered if she'd notice him. He wondered as he walked closer if she'd be like the girl from Ipanema and would just pass by him without even noticing him and being aware of him.
"Tall and tan and young and lovely, the girl from Ipanema goes walking and when she passes, I smile, but she doesn't see. She just doesn't see. No, she just doesn't...see me."
Maybe in the way he looked through the priest at his own wedding when marrying Lorraine and while imagining marrying Emma, she'd look right through him while thinking of someone and something else. As tragic as that would have been had she not noticed him then, it would be even more tragic if she didn't remember him now? As if he was someone that she would have easily forgotten instead of someone she would have always remembered, how painful that would be if she didn't recognize him and know who he was?
If only by her eyes, by her smile, and by her laugh, he'd still remember her no matter what she looked like now. Perhaps what happened between them didn't mean to her what it meant to him. Perhaps, sorry that she started a sexual relationship with him, with her not realizing the everlasting impression she'd make on him, she was glad when her father forbade her to see him and him to see her again. Starting her life anew, perhaps she was happy that her father shipped her off to Europe to further continue her studies abroad.
While watching her walking slowly along the beach looking for seashells, he remembered looking at her as if she was part of the seascape scenery and she was. Hoping to catch up to her before someone else staked their claim on her and stopped her to talk to her in the way he hoped to do, he walked closer. In the way that the legendary mermaid is queen of the sea or in the way that a sexy siren of Greek mythology safeguards the beach from advancing ships, he watched her as if she belonged there.
Her sexy profile complemented and seemingly completed the beauty of the sky and the ocean. The beauty and the artistry of her made him feel artistic, even though he wasn't. Yet, if he was a painter, inspired by her beauty, he'd paint her. If he was a sculptor, inspired by her shapely figure, he'd sculpt her. If he was a poet, inspired by the essence of her, he'd write a poem called Emma. If he was a song writer, inspired by her joy and happiness, he'd write a song called Emma. If he was a writer, inspired by the story he hoped to have to tell, he'd write their love story but he was none of those things. He wasn't a painter, a sculptor, a poet, a song writer, or a novelist. He was just a regular guy and an average Joe who happened upon a beautiful woman walking along the beach as if she was a mirage and his sexual fantasy.
* * * * *
A natural beauty, he could tell she was beautiful even from that great of a distance. He had watched enough movies and lusted over enough leading ladies, from Natalie Wood to Claudia Cardinale to Julie Christie and everyone one in between on the silver screen, to know a beautiful woman when he saw one. Only with so very many women who were attractive and even pretty, it was uncommonly rare to see a truly beautiful woman. Without a doubt, no matter how he remembered her, she was truly beautiful.
She was the kind of woman he never saw without being accompanied by a handsome, well built, young man or under the protection of a burly bodyguard. If he saw her out and about today, she would have been the kind of woman who never would have been seen in public without a crowed of paparazzi surrounding her. Had she attended a Cannes Film Festival, some famous movie director would have taken the credit for discovering her while some famous actor would, no doubt, have tried to bed her. If she attended the Grand Prix race de Monaco, she would have attracted the love interest of every Formula One driver and the sexual interest of every millionaire playboy.



With his heart beating louder and his pulse racing faster, he quickened his step to catch up to her before someone else did. Even at this early hour of the morning, the beach was filled with lecherous, old men and horny, young men. Yet, he didn't want to walk too fast that he'd be out of breath and sweating when he reached her. As if he was Paul Newman in Cool Hand Luke or Robert Redford in Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, he wanted to play it cool. He wanted to seem aloof and detached. He didn't want her to know that he knew that she was beautiful. Wanting to act disinterested even though he was very interested in knowing who she was and who she could be in his life, as if guided by the hand of fate, he wanted their first meeting to appear serendipitous.
He needed to come up with a line but not just any line. He needed the perfect line. He needed to say something special. He needed to do something unforgettable. For him to get and maintain her attention, he needed to say to her what she had never heard anyone say before. Not only so much as what he should say but also how he should say it was as important too. His first impression may be his only impression and his last impression to make her notice him. The only chance he might have, he needed her to notice him.
* * * * *
Remembering that first time meeting her, never thinking he'd ever feel this way, now he wished that she had not responded to him. He wished she had ignored him. With him knowing what it felt like to hold her, to kiss her, and to make love to her, he wished he had never experienced the pure pleasure and the lustful love of her.
Hard to believe but true, he wished she had not invited him home. He wished their first interaction had ended after a minute while walking the beach. She would have saved him from forty years of sadness and sexual frustration. She would have saved him from a broken heart. She would have freed him to love Lorraine in the way she wanted, needed, and deserved to be loved. Then he thought of what Alfred Lord Tennyson wrote, 'Tis better to have loved and lost than not to have loved at all." Always believing that before, in the lovesick way she still felt after four decades, he surely didn't believe that now.
In the way that too many women are quick to judge men by their covers and/or by their first lines, how does a man meet a beautiful woman without seeming phony? How does a man greet a beautiful woman without her thinking that he only wants her because she's beautiful and he only wants her for sex? In the way he already felt about her without even seeing her up close and without even talking to her, just as he knew she'd be right for him, he knew she'd see right through him. Only, she didn't see right through him or maybe she did. Instead of rejecting him, she invited him home.
He couldn't believe it. Not only did she notice him but she invited him home. Maybe she just wanted to talk to him in private. Maybe she just wanted to show him her house. Maybe she was just as smitten with him as he was with her. Maybe she wanted him to give her hot sex. Only, knowing better than expecting someone like her to give someone like him sex, maybe she was just lonely and enjoyed talking to him.
Having stumbled over women not as good looking as her and being rejected by women who weren't nearly as beautiful as she was, no doubt, someone who looked like her would never want someone who looked like him. It was just a fluke that she kissed him and had sex with him that fateful day. Not that he was homely, disfigured, or deformed but, definitely he was no movie star, he was no Robert Conrad, James Garner, or Lee Majors.
With him lacking the self-confidence that he needed to win her heart, he didn't stand a chance with her. Yet with him alone with her on a fairly deserted beach, he may have a better chance of winning her heart than if he was in a bar loaded with other men. With nothing better to do, and with the saying of nothing ventured, nothing gained in mind, it was worth a try to strike up a conversation with her. If nothing else, he'd take the sound of her voice to bed with him. If nothing else, maybe she'd tell him her name and later than night, he could masturbate while saying her name over and again. If nothing else, while imagining her naked, and having sex with her naked body, he could imagine that his hand is her hand.
* * * * *
Unfortunately, not knowing how to act when in the presence of a beautiful woman, he suddenly became not only tongue-tied but also brain dead. Dumbstruck, he couldn't think of anything to say. As if meeting a runway model or a Playboy Bunny, with him always so horny, he'd be unable to stop himself from staring at her or saying the wrong thing and ruining everything before it even started. Yet, unlike meeting a girl in a bar, with her not seeing him approaching, with the cool ocean breeze cooling him, and with the sound of the ocean soothing him, he had time to think of something compelling to say but what? What could he possibly say to her that would turn her head and make her remember him?
'You remind me of one of Homer's sirens in the Odyssey,' he thought of saying. 'Nah, that's dumb. What if she doesn't know what a siren is? What if she's never read Homer's Odyssey? What if she thinks he's insulting her? What if she thinks he's being smug by showing off his college education?'
Maybe he should just say, "Hi."
Only, wanting to say something more than just that, something that would impress her enough to not only notice him but also remember him, he tried to think of a sincere opening line, a line that's fresh and has never been used. But what? What can he possibly say to her that hasn't been said before by some better looking hunk of a guy?
Getting closer and more nervous now, he was nearly close enough to smell her perfume, if she was wearing any but she wasn't, and for her to hear his heart beating in his chest. Unable to think of anything else to say, and about to give her his Homer Odyssey siren line, he thought of Erich Segal's Love Story. Sure, all women loved reading that book and watching the movie. He could quote her a line from that, but what? He racked his brain trying to think what the most famous quote was in that movie. Finally, he remembered.
"Love means never say you're sorry."
Only, sorry? Sorry for what? He didn't do anything. He wasn't sorry for anything. Sorry that he was bothering her? Sorry that he wasn't better looking or rich? He had no idea what the Hell else to say to her for her to notice him and remember him.
Distracted by her beauty and by her nearly naked, bikini clad body, he couldn't think. He needed to say something that didn't sound cliché, lame, or stupid. He needed to say something for her to give him her phone number. He needed to say something that would make her want to go out on a date with him.
The closer he walked to her the better she looked. He thought all of the beautiful women who lived in California or New York but not in Boston and certainly not in Revere. With her focused on collecting her seashells, she never turned her beautiful head to look his way.
The deep, hot sand didn't announce his approach in the way that the sidewalk or a wooden floor would. Besides, trying his best to come up with something in a hurry, he'd rather surprise her with something witty to say for her to remember him. Rejecting all of his lines that came to his mind as cliché and/or phony, he needed to come up with something uniquely different to get her attention. Obviously someone who looked like her must have men hitting on her all the time. She must have heard every line under the sun. He needed to say something very special and memorable to someone like her.
Closer and closer he walked until he walked close enough to appreciate more of her bikini clad body. A gross understatement, she had a nice ass. Better than nice, she had the perfect ass. Definitely, she had the best ass he's ever seen that wasn't a glossy photo in a men's magazine.
As if each cheek was beating for him as she walked, she had a perfect heart shaped ass. Syncopated in its rhythmic movement, with him more of a breast man that he was an ass man, he couldn't stop staring at round, shapely her ass. Suddenly, rejecting her breasts in favor of her ass, he became an ass man until he noticed her round, full breasts when she turned to the side.
'Tall and tan and young and lovely, the girl from Ipanema goes walking and when she passes, I smile, but she doesn't see. She just doesn't see. No, she just doesn't...see me,' silently he sang the Girl from Ipanema song to himself while hoping that she'd notice him.
Walking closer and closer, he came right up behind her.
'Wow! Oh, my God. I can't believe how beautiful she is, even more beautiful the closer I walk'
Just when he was about to walk beside her, just when he was about to deliver his line from Homer's Odyssey or Segal's Love Story, he still hadn't decided which, she stopped short to bend at the waist to pick up a seashell. Rather than humping her ass with his hips, and grab her ass to break his fall, he threw himself on the sand beside her.
"Shit, sorry," he said nearly crashing into her. "Sorry," he said again this time with a laugh. "Actually love means never having to say you're sorry."
She laughed too.
"You have no reason to apologize to me," she said with a laugh.
She had an awesome voice, a voice better than he expected her to have. Reminiscent of Ava Gardner's voice, her voice was so feminine, so full of life, and so sexy.
"I, um, was looking out at the water, while wondering, um about Homer and his sirens, you know, um, from the Odyssey."
Shit came out all wrong. He sounded like an idiot.
"The Odyssey? Someone's a romantic. Most men don't read Homer," she said with another laugh. "Hi," she said laughing at him while offering him a hand up. She gave him a look that melted his soul. "You're right though, love does mean never having to say you're sorry."
Good thing he was already down in the sand because she gave him a look that made him weak kneed.
'Huh? What did she just say? She just quoted him.'
He took her hand that was so soft and yet so strong. She helped pull him up to a standing position. Talk about first impressions, maybe she'll never forget that he literally fell for her.
"I loved that book," he said. "I'm not ashamed to say that I cried in the movie when Ali McGraw died and Ryan O'Neal lost his one true love."
She laughed when he stood beside her and brushed the sand from his clothes. Then, she laughed again while staring at him. She noticed him. He couldn't believe she was staring at him in the way he had been staring at her. Her stare made him feel special, until she said what she said next.
"You remind me of Buster Keaton on Candid Camera," she said. "He did a lot of those prat falls. He was really funny and you are too."
'Funny? Buster Keaton? That old guy? Gee, thanks a lot,' he said to himself.
Yet, better that she noticed him than not. He'll take that as a compliment. If he couldn't get her with his looks or with his line, he was happy to get her with his humor. As long as he got her, he really didn't care how he got her.
* * * * *
Forty years later, Robert sat on the bench that overlooked the length of the beach where he first saw her while thinking of Emma. Forty years ago today, on this very day, he saw her for the first time and for the last time. Then, as if he was seeing things, as if he was imagining her as he remembered her, there in the distance was a tall, striking, young woman with long, blue black hair and wearing a blue bikini.
'Oh, my God. No way!' His heart was beating out of his chest. 'Fuck me! That can't be her but it looks just like her. There's just no way that's her. How could she look the same forty years later? Maybe she's a witch who haunts this section of the beach. Maybe I imagined the whole thing as I'm imagining it all now. Only, I don't care if it's my imagination or if she's a witch, it's Emma. I'm seeing Emma again.'
Then, the woman waved to him. He couldn't believe she waved to him but how could she recognize him forty years later. He's aged so much in forty years. More importantly and unbelievably, how could she look the same forty years later? Just as he was about to return her wave, he heard a voice behind him.
"You're funny. You make me laugh. You remind me of Buster Keaton," she said.
"I'm sorry," he said turning to address the voice behind him. "Pardon?" Filled with excitement and disbelief, as if he was seeing things before and hearing things now, he turned completely around to the voice that emanated from behind him.
She was a tall, beautiful, and mature woman with blue black hair. She had that smile that he'd recognize anywhere and those eyes that he'd never forget and that still haunt him whenever he thinks of her. Emma stood behind him beaming.
"Love means never having to say sorry," she said.
To be continued...
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After flashing men her naked body, Ruth wants Jay to spank her in public and in a busy mall for being bad.
Having fallen asleep after having sex, Chris was now ready to go at Ruth again. Directing her movements as if she was a mannequin in a store display, Chris knelt on the couch and rolled Ruth's naked body over from her back to her stomach. Arousing her from her drunken stupor, he slapped her ass hard to get her to move right where he wanted her.
"Ow," she said rubbing her ass and laughing. "What time is it? I need a cigarette. I need another drink."
He slapped her ass again, this time even harder.
"Not now. Not yet. I want to fuck you first," he said giving her a sexually excited look.
She returned his horny look with her sexy look. Obviously, on the same page sexually, something her husband wouldn't do, even when asked, Chris wasn't aware that Ruth had a long history of enjoying men spanking her. She loved feeling a man's hand on her naked ass. She loved being stripped naked and spanked. She loved it when a man lifted her short skirt in public and spanked her through her panties.
"Slap my ass again and I swear, I'll suck you," she said giving him a sexy look with a naughty laugh. "I'll fucking blow you if you spank me one more time."
Instead of spanking her again and instead of moving down to stick his cock in her mouth, he lifted her to her knees for her naked ass to be conveniently poised and positioned in the air. Then, not even bothering with foreplay, with her forehead resting on the sofa cushion, he knelt on the couch behind her and inserted himself in her still wet pussy and fucked her. Humping her harder and humping her faster, Chris used Ruth's body for sex in the way she used him to buy her booze and cigarettes. A cheap date, allowing any man to strip her naked, she'd fuck and suck any man who'd buy her a bottle of gin, a bottle of vermouth, and a carton of Marlboro cigarettes.
Forget about making love to her and forget about slowly humping her, Chris was fucking her like an animal. Forget about looking in her eyes while kissing her and whispering sweet nothings in her ear while making love to her, he was banging her from behind as if they were dogs. Indeed, as if he was a dirty dog and he was, they both were, he was pounding the pussy of another man's wife from behind while in Jay's house.
As if keeping beat of how many times he humped her, Ruth's tits bounced with every hump. Giving her the hard fucking that she deserved, with his hips banging into her naked ass, he was fucking her hard and fucking her fast while their naked bodies made loud slapping noises. A recognizable sound, as if clapping with a cupped hand, the sound of Chris fucking Jay's wife could be heard throughout the house.
"Oh, my God, Chris. Oh, my God. Fuck me baby. Fuck Mommy. Mommy's going to cum," she said as sexually excited being fucked as he was sexually excited when fucking her. "Don't stop. Please don't stop fucking me, lover. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me."
Fucking her harder and fucking her faster, obviously Chris was determined for them both to cum at the same time.
"Cum Mommy, cum and I'll come with you," he said not slowing his momentum while sweating and already out of breath.
Unusually quick and sudden for her, usually taking her much longer to have an orgasm, just as he said for her to cum, she did. Just as she silently enjoyed her orgasm with nothing more than a gasp and a whimper, he exploded another load of cum inside of Jay's wife. His third load of cum, two in her pussy and one in her mouth within the last several hours, they were both sexually insatiable. Only, as much as he enjoyed having sex with older woman and she enjoyed having sex with younger men, two olive martinis and Marlboro cigarettes were also part of her sexual equation. With the both of them breathing hard and sweating, the whole living room smelled of cigarettes and of sex. They collapsed beside one another on the couch and fell asleep again.
"Oh, my God, Chris. That was wonderful. You're such a great lover. You know just want Mommy wants and what your mother needs," she said turning to face him to kiss him. "Now get me a cigarette lover. I need a drink," she said as if he was her servant instead of her lover. "Make me another martini with two olives."
Repaying him the favor, she slapped his ass hard when he stood from the couch to do her bidding. Then, when he turned to face her, she took his cock in her mouth again and stroked him while sucking him.
* * * * *
A place Jay used to love returning to after being away from his beloved wife when he taught at the university, a simpler and slower life then, he didn't know any better. Not privy to his wife's numerous sexual affairs then, now he dreaded returning home to his not so loving wife after traveling for days. Yet, unable to point the finger of blame at just her for their failed marriage, he was guilty of the same infidelities. With both of them having sex with others instead of one another, he wasn't totally innocent either. With them living in a college town, tits for cocks, he was having sex with young, college coeds while Ruth picked up young, college men at the mall.
Then, later, an offer he couldn't refuse, he quit teaching to assume the responsibilities as the President of a Fortune 500 company. When traveling all over the country and all over the world on business, he had sex with women young enough to be his daughter in the way that Ruth had sex with men young enough to be her son. Obviously knowing she had a good thing going, Ruth continued picking up young men by flashing her body at the mall and bringing them home to have sex with her.
With them young enough to be living at home or in a dorm room at school, she never went to their place to have sex. As long as they bought her booze and cigarettes, always she brought them home to fuck them and to suck them. With her sexual services much cheaper than what a prostitute charged for a quickie, Ruth gave them all-night, around-the-world sex. She allowed them to do whatever they wanted to do to her naked body, as long as they allowed her to do whatever she wanted to their naked bodies.
Alas and unfortunately, had Ruth been more of a loving wife to Jay and had given him the sex that she freely and willingly gave to young strangers, he wouldn't have looked elsewhere for sexual satisfaction. With him so sexually frustrated and with college coeds throwing themselves at their college professor for a passing grade because of some imagined infatuation they thought they had with him, the temptation was sometimes too much to resist. Some of these young women perceived him as if he was their father. Some of these young women were more sexually aggressive than he could ever be. Some of these young women stripped themselves naked as soon as they were alone with him in his office and wouldn't take no for an answer. With him sitting behind his desk and refusing their sexual advances for fear of losing his job, some of these young women would fall to their knees between his legs, unzip him, pull out his cock, and start blowing him.
After having as much sex with as many young women as she had sex with young men, they drifted further apart. Once home alone with Ruth, and with them just going through the motions of being married, they slept in separate bedrooms. He was left with a cold bed in an empty marriage and she seemingly was happy to sleep alone without him.
Sad, so sad. What he once thought was love was now growing hatred. How can he love her so much then and hate her so much now. No doubt, she didn't love him. No doubt, for her to do all that she's done, she never loved him.
At a time when he was looking for answers and who to blame, he used to think that Ruth had changed from the good, sober woman she was and who he married but she hasn't changed at all. Hard for him to believe, but she was the same woman that he married. Only, at the time, with love blinding him, he didn't see her for the whore that she was and the drunk she grew to be.
If anyone had changed, he had changed enough now to see her for what she was, for who she always was, and for what she had now become, a drunken whore. From her wedding day, she was drunk when she had sex with his best man, Roger, in the back of the limo during their wedding reception. A new record of unfaithfulness and a new low of untrustworthiness, it's unbelievable that a new bride could cheat on a newly married groom during their wedding reception. How low could she go?
If only he knew she had been unfaithful to him already then, he should have dumped her ass. He should have asked for an annulment. Only, chances are, with him tightly wrapped around her finger and with him already her bitch, even if he knew she had cheated on him during their wedding reception, still in love with her, he would have forgiven her.
Yet with him able to see the real her now, if anyone wanted the definition of a bitch, there'd be a picture of Ruth gloating while goading him in the dictionary. If anyone wanted the definition of a cunt, there'd be a picture of Ruth naked with her legs spread in the dictionary. If anyone wanted the definition of a drunk, there'd be a picture of Ruth surrounded by empty bottles of gin and vermouth in the dictionary. If anyone wanted the definition of a whore, there'd be a picture of Ruth having sex with a young man in the dictionary.
When he married her, just as he truly loved her, adored her, and idolized her, he thought she loved him, adored him, and idolized him too. He thought she was faithful to him but she wasn't. Truth be told, right from the first day of their marriage, she was never faithful to him. She already had a long line of men who knew her intimately and sexually and in the way that Jay didn't know her, never knew her at all.
He knew she liked to drink, who didn't back then, but he didn't know she had a drinking problem. It was too hard to see that she was an alcoholic when he was drinking with her at the time too. Only for every drink he had, she had two. Moreover, when he stopped drinking, she didn't. With her a whore and a drunk, and with her able to hide who and what she was from him for years, she was no good from the start of their 25-year marriage.
Whether he was working teaching college or later traveling the United States and the world, he knew she spent every day that he was gone picking up men at the mall, having sex with them, and getting drunk. While he worked hard building a better life for them, she did her best to tear it all down as quickly as he assembled the necessary pieces for a fruitful marriage and a happy life. A positive man, generally he was happy. With him enjoying the outdoors, he had his hobbies and his art. A negative woman, content to stay at home when not at the mall, generally she was unhappy. Seemingly she had nothing in her life but sex and alcohol.
One day, after they argued, she not only wanted to get back at him but also she wanted to hurt him. She told him about her having sex with young men. While in a drunken rage, she actually confessed to having sex with dozens of men, hundreds of men, and a countless number of men that spanned the 25 years of their marriage and even before, while they dated and were engaged. There were so many men who she allowed to have their wicked sexual way with her body. There were so many pricks she fucked and cocks she sucked that she couldn't even come close to accurately counting the number of men who ejaculated their cum in her hand, in her mouth, in her pussy, and in her ass.
Just blurred drunken memories, she didn't even remember the names of most of the men that she fucked and sucked. There were so many men, too many men to remember, especially when she was drunk most of the time. To her, none of her extramarital affairs mattered. To her, nothing in her life mattered. Yet, to him, every extramarital affair mattered. To him, everything that happened in his life, her life, and their lives mattered.
Whether she had the extramarital affair or he had the extramarital affair, every infidelity took more from their marriage until there was nothing left of their marriage but a wedding rings, wedding pictures, and a marriage license. Yet, even with the multitude of men and women who passed through their arms and slept in their beds, the big difference between them was that he was continuing to live and enjoy life while she was slowly killing herself and dying from alcohol. With her pretending that none of what she did mattered, everything she did mattered to her. Only, with her continuing down the path of self-destruction that gathered more shit as she figuratively rolled downhill, she didn't know how to fix it nor how to stop her descent.
A double standard then that still exists and persists today, if she was a man having sex with women, no one would blink an eye but she was a woman having sex with men and that outrageous behavior raised more than just an eyebrow. Unless they were one of the ones having sex with her, that cold, sexual reality, whether they were men or women, raised everyone's righteous indignation. How dare she? How could she? What's wrong with her? Along with the hundreds of others, she told him about all the men she had sex with including Roger on their wedding day and with his friend, Jack, who got her pregnant but she lost the baby, thank God.
Instead of being confined in a hotel room as if he was in a prison cell, even with him dreading having to see Ruth again, he was glad he was on his way home and soon to be sleeping in his own bed. Most times, he was able to ignore his wife as if she wasn't even there. Most days, with him doing his own thing while she did her own thing, he wasn't home. As if they were already separated but living in separate parts of the same house, they had separate lives, different schedules, and even separate bedrooms. Most days, he saw more of his co-workers than he saw of his wife and she saw more of young lovers than she ever saw of him.
As long as he didn't have to see her men, bump into her men, meet her men, and have her extramarital affairs rubbed in his face, in the way she did when she confessed, he no longer cared what Ruth did behind his back. As long as she didn't bring her work home with her and left him the Hell alone, he closed his eyes to his wife's sexual shenanigans and numerous infidelities. To him, if only unofficially, being that they were already separated in mind, spirit, and physicality, they were already divorced. He didn't care who she was with sexually as long as she didn't spend any more of his money that she already threw down the toilet to buy booze, cigarettes, and clothes.
It angered him when she used his money to buy all that she needed to make her look sexier and prettier for someone else. As if he was already divorced from her or as if she had died, with him able to put her on a boat in his mind and sail her far away, he was done with her. He just needed to make it official. Needing to shut down the bank of Jay, he needed to divorce her cheating ass for him to stop her from bleeding him dry.
* * * * *
In hindsight, thinking back on it now, with her giving him plenty of clues, he should have known the type of woman she was. He should have known she was an exhibitionist whore. He should have known she was no good. He should have known she didn't love him and never loved him. With him not part of her list of favorite things, what she loved was young, hard cocks, Marlboro cigarettes, and two olive martinis.
From the first time he went to the mall with her to buy a bikini to wear to a beach party, he should have known she was playing him, sexually teasing him, and erotically enticing him by showing herself to other men. Obviously trying to illicit a sexual response from him, another man would have enjoyed playing her game of voyeurism and exhibitionism but not Jay. Even then with her obviously knowing that most men are voyeurs, Jay didn't know that his wife was an exhibitionist. With her always making her flashing appear accidental, how would he know?
Forget about suspecting she was a whore, he never suspected she was a slut. Whether flashing up skirts of her panties, down blouses of her bra, parading around in her sexy underwear, topless, or even naked, she loved showing bits and pieces of her sexy, shapely body to unsuspecting men. She loved watching their shocked, right place at the right time, reactions to them seeing some part of her that they never expected to see and should never see of another man's woman.
From that moment on, he should have known that she was too much woman for him to handle. From that moment on, he should have known that he was in over his head. Only, he was oblivious to her sexual peccadillos. Totally clueless, he thought she was a good, morally modest woman and a loving wife. He had no idea his wife was not just a slut but a whore.
Unaccustomed to women like her, women who enjoyed teasing young men as much as he later enjoyed having sex with young women, he didn't know how to play her sexy games of tickle, tease, and peekaboo. Unaccustomed to being used and abused by a woman, since he had sex with his mother, with her mantra of never getting mad but getting even, Ruth was the bitch that he never saw coming. With him not as openly honest about his sexual fantasies, always secretive about his sexual desires, he didn't even know how to enjoy her sexy games of voyeurism and exhibitionism. With him not party to and/or a participant in her sexy games of showing men what they all wanted to see but shouldn't see of another man's wife, he quickly became her victim instead of her accomplice.
Until he met Ruth, he had never been with someone who sexually teased him, erotically challenged him, or role played sexual what-if scenarios as fodder to fuel sex. Already armed with his PhD. in physical chemistry, he was a scholar and she was a whore with an appetite for sex and alcohol as big as he had an appetite for knowledge. With his dedication to his studies, devotion to learning chemistry, and his big brain ready to soak up more information, obviously Ruth saw him as being a good provider long before he ever did. What did he know about conniving women who had a secret, self-centered, and self-serving agenda? He was just a nerd.
At a time before he was having sex with college coeds, she was already using him as her personal ATM machine while cheating on him with younger men. Their incompatibility an obvious understatement, with neither having anything in common, the combination couldn't be more clearly disastrously denoted than if he was a monk and she was a stripper. Truly, it wasn't as much that Ruth was a bad woman or that he was a bad man, they were just incompatible. With their marriage combustible, they were just married to the wrong person. As if their marriage was a bad chemical reaction, the wrong formulaic mix, they were deadly poison together.
* * * * *
One of the few times they went anywhere together, Ruth coerced Jay to go to the mall with her to help her pick out a bikini to wear to an upcoming barbeque/pool party. Obviously, she was looking for more than to just buy a sexy, barely there bikini. No doubt hoping to initiate Jay in playing his role as a voyeur while she played her role as an exhibitionist, she was hoping for some sexy fun when using the dressing room curtain as her prop.
"Let's go in here," she said pulling him into a woman's clothing store, one of the last stores that had curtains on the dressing rooms.
Jay looked up at the store sign, 'Ilene's Itty Bitty Bikinis,' and pulled away from his wife.
"Why don't I wait out here? I need to go to Radio Shack anyway," he said. "I'll meet you back here in a few minutes."



Ruth made a face and grabbed his hand again.
"C'mon, I need you to help me find the perfect bikini," he said. With this her favorite store, whenever Jay was away traveling, she used this store's curtained dressing room to entice young men to go home with her. "Pick out some bikinis that you like and that you think I'd look good wearing and bring them to the dressing room," she said already walking away from him.
As if he was a child released from his mother's hand or a man left alone in the cosmetic and perfume department of a women's store, Jay turned to look at her with panic.
"Wait," said Jay not having a clue of how to pick out a bikini. "What size do you wear?"
Held captive in her territory, a woman's clothing store at the mall, she gave him a patient look to show him that she understood his panic and hopefully to illicit his unneeded help. Needing him to be there as her shill but not to actually pick out a bikini, she just wanted to keep him occupied while she flashed her naked body to unsuspecting men from behind the dressing room curtain. She already had planned what she intended to do. When the time was right, she'd used him to show men all that they wanted to see of her while showing them all that she wanted them to see of her.
"Size six or size small if they run small, medium, and large and 36C if there's a bra size," she said turning on her heels to look through a rack of bikinis.
Already preoccupied going through dozens of different styles and colors of bikinis, she paid him no mind.
"What color and which style?"
She gave him a sexy smile.
"Whichever colors and styles you prefer and think would look sexy on me," she said.
Immediately finding two bikinis in her size, her style, and color choice, she was already headed for the dressing room, while Jay obliviously wandered the store. He was as out of place in a woman's clothing store as she'd be out of her element in a chemistry lab. Obviously he'd be more comfortable in a bookstore than he would in a woman's clothing store. While he was looking through the racks of bikinis trying to find the size and price tags, she was already stripping herself naked behind a partially opened curtain in the dressing room. Giving a sexy striptease show of her naked body to the boyfriends waiting outside the curtained dressing room for their girlfriends and to the husbands waiting for their wives, this was her plan of exhibitionism all along.
With a quick swipe of her hand, the whooshing sound that the curtain hooks made sliding across the curtain rod was an alarm that attracted the attention of men. With the men watching her go behind the curtain in the dressing room, Ruth already had the attention of every man in the store. The faster she swiped at the curtain, the louder the whooshing sound the curtain hooks made sliding across the curtain rod. She closed the curtain just enough to not make her flashing intentions obvious and left it open just enough for the men to still peep on her undressing. As if waving a red flag at a herd of bored and horny bulls, when she closed the curtain she knew she'd be noticed.
Having done this curtain closing routine many times before, she knew that the curtains never closed all the way when she closed them that fast. Getting caught up in itself, the drape of the curtain always left an opening at the far end that was big enough for men to see her undressing. A curtain closing move that she had practiced and mastered over the years and that made her intentions not seem obvious, instead of fixing the curtain, she left the curtain open just enough so that the men could see her stripping naked.
While she knew the men were staring at her naked ass through the open curtain and staring at her tits and pussy through the dressing room mirror, she pretended she didn't know the men were peeping on her. Acting oblivious while standing behind the partially closed curtain naked, she innocuously continued trying on the couple of bikinis she brought to the dressing room while Jay looked for more. Finally, Jay carried half a dozen bikinis while walking towards the dressing room that was surrounded by five gawking men. He walked to the dressing room from the left end of the store. With him standing at the far end of the curtain, the end that was completely closed, he didn't notice that the curtain wasn't closed all the way on the opposite end, the right end of the dressing room.
"Ruth? Honey? I found some bikinis in your size," he said.
Jay glanced over at the five men who now looked at the floor, at the ceiling, off in the distance, and/or at one another, anywhere but at the partially opened dressing room curtain where Ruth stood behind naked. As soon as he spoke, no doubt realizing that he was her boyfriend or husband, the men all took a step back. As soon as he spoke, as if she opened a curtain on Bob Barker's The Price Is Right or Monty Hall's Let's Make A Deal show, Ruth flung open the curtain as if she was a magician in a disappearing and reappearing magic act.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, except for her high heel shoes, she stood before her husband and before the five, leering men totally naked. Naked, Ruth was naked. With his her intention all along, while having to buy a bikini anyway, she loved flashing men her shapely, naked body. With her B/C cup breasts on display along with her brown, bushy pussy and her round, firm ass, she ignored the men as if they were even there and as if she was alone with Jay.
"Thank you," she said.
Obviously embarrassed for his wife, Jay looked at her wide-eyed horrified. Then, while still in plain sight of the five men and giving them a real show of her naked body, she leaned her naked body out of the dressing to give him a kiss. Not even glancing over at the men, she accepted the bikinis from him while acting as if she was standing naked in her bedroom alone instead of being naked on the floor of a woman's clothing store.
Any normal, horny man would have hugged her, held on to her, and even pulled her more out in the open of the dressing room to prolong her flashing her nakedness to the five men. Any normal, horny man would have disappeared behind the curtain in the dressing room to have hot sex with her. Yet, unaccustomed to this abnormal, sexual behavior, Jay wasn't like any normal, horny man.
Having never been enlisted to play this sort of sexy game of tickle and tease, he didn't have a clue on how to play this sexy game of voyeurism and exhibitionism. Even though he was later diagnosed as being addicted to sex, he wasn't addicted to sex yet. Perhaps with her denying him sex and leaving him sexually frustrated while she sexually serviced her small army of young men, Ruth had something to do with him being diagnosed as a sex addict later. She quickly closed the curtain again with a whoosh while leaving the same opening at the far end.
With his mouth gaping open and his eyes bulging out of his head, Jay looked from Ruth's nakedness to stare over at the five men. Then, obviously embarrassed for his wife when he needn't be, he stood with his back to the curtain as if he was guarding his wife by protecting her loose morals. Yet, with the horse already out of the barn, so to speak, the men saw all that they hoped to see and more. Happy with what she needed to do, flash some men her naked body, she quickly dressed and took two bikinis to the counter to buy. Not buying any of the bikinis he picked, not even trying any of them on, she bought the two bikinis that she took in the dressing room with her originally.
Jay's confusion matched his pale complexion and his horrified expression. He couldn't believe Ruth opened the dressing room curtain while she was naked. He couldn't believe she stood there naked. He couldn't believe five men saw his wife naked. If only he knew how many men had seen her in her underwear, topless, and/or naked wouldn't he be surprised? Obviously still reeling over Ruth opening the dressing room curtain and standing there naked as if she was fully dressed or at least wearing one of the bikinis, he looked stunned. As soon as they walked out of the store, he confronted her.
"Ruth!" He pulled at her arm when she walked away from him. "What the Hell was that about?"
She gave him a look of innocent confusion.
"I don't know what you mean," she said with a shrug. "I needed a new bikini for the barbeque beach party Saturday," she said feigning her innocence.
Seemingly he couldn't believe she wasn't as embarrassed as he was obviously now sexually excited that she flashed five men her naked body.
"No, not that. You flung open the dressing room curtain while you were naked. Those five men all saw you naked. Those five men all saw your naked body. Those five men all saw your tits, your ass, and your pussy," he said repeating himself.
Every time he said that five men saw her naked in a different, he had more than just a twinge of sexual excitement filtering through his quivering voice. She looked at him with feigned embarrassment. If she was an actress, she'd be nominated for the Academy Award for pretending her unawareness.
"They did? Oh, my God. Sorry. I didn't know anyone was there when I opened the curtain. I thought you were alone. I didn't realize anyone but you could see me. Sorry," she said again. "You should have warned me that there was someone there," she said punching his shoulder. "God, I'm so embarrassed."
He looked at her not knowing if he should believe her or if she was playing him.
"Sorry? Jesus Ruth. Those five men saw you naked. I can't believe those five men saw you naked," he said with him now obviously sexually aroused.
Finally he looked at her as if he wanted to have sex with her right then and right there at the mall. Only, even though Ruth would definitely do something like that, have sex in public and even at the mall, he'd never do anything like that. Definitely, Roger would have sex with her in public. Definitely, Roger would be a welcomed participant in her sexy games of voyeurism and exhibitionism.
Her perfect foil, Jay was such a pushover and, right from the start, Ruth knew it. Obviously he had no idea that her intention was to flash her naked body to unsuspecting men. Obviously, he had no idea that she was such an exhibitionist. Obviously, he had no idea that she knew he'd come to the dressing room with bikinis in hand and...Viola! Surprise! Oh, the stories that she could tell him about her flashing the mailman, the UPS man, the FedEx man, the pizza delivery man, and whoever else unsuspectingly had appeared at their front door.
"Maybe you should spank me for being naughty," she said giving him a sexy look and laughing once they were out of the store and walking through the mall. "Maybe you should spank me for accidentally flashing my naked body to those five men. Maybe you should just lift up my skirt, pull down my panties, and slap my naked ass until my naked ass is red raw," she said with sexual excitement.
Instead of marrying Jay, she should have married a man more her type. She should have married, Roger, Jay's best friend and best man at his wedding. Someone Ruth needed to keep her in her place, Roger could be a real brute. Definitely, even helping exposing her to men, Roger would have appreciated her exhibitionism and her need to flash her naked body to unsuspecting men. Definitely, eager to be in concert with her, Roger would have played her sexy games. He would have spanked her in public and even had sex with her in public. Only, just as Roger wasn't the brainy type, Jay was no Roger.
A good, hardworking, and honest man, Jay was too kind, too good, and too sensitive. She needed a man who'd take charge of her and who'd even slap her around when she deserved to be put in her place. Yet, Jay, not a violent man, a man who'd never hit a woman even sexually, he wouldn't even spank her when she needed to be spanked and even when she asked to be spanked.
"Spank you? Pardon? I don't understand," said Jay. "You actually want me to spank you?" He looked at her as if she was nuts before looking at all the people filing by them in the mall. "Right here? And right now?" He made a face. "Are you nuts?"
Ruth rolled her eyes and sighed loudly.
"Yes. Right here and right now and no I'm not nuts. I've been bad. So very bad. Truth be told, I'm just horny," she said staring at him while lifting her short skirt up to her waist to expose her white, bikini panties.
Then, unembarrassed and unashamed, she pulled down her panties, turned her naked ass towards him, and bent at the waist. Exposing her naked ass to him and to anyone who happened to walk by her, she exposed her brown, bushy pussy. Naked, Ruth was naked from the waist down in a busy mall while people walked by pointing, stopping, staring, laughing, and gawking.
"Ruth!"
She ran a slow hand over her firm, round, naked ass.
"Go ahead and spank me. I've been bad, so very bad," she said again. I deserve to be spanked. I need to be spanked hard," she said turning her head to look at him while wiggling her shapely ass. "Spank my bad ass hard Jay. Spank me."
Jay looked at her with the embarrassment that Ruth should have had when looking at him.
"I'm not spanking you Ruth," he said looking at her as if she was diseased. "I can't do that. I won't do that."
With her panties down around her ankles and the hem of her skirt resting on her back, he looked at the people filing by who stared at Ruth's naked ass and exposed pussy.
"Yes, spank me, Jay. Please? Pretty please? Go ahead and spank me. I deserve to be spanked. I've been bad, so very bad," she said yet again. "I want to be spanked. I need to be spanked. Slap my naked ass hard. Spank me until I'm red raw and crying. Hurt me, Jay. Hurt me good and then I'll hurt you bad and will allow you to hurt me bad too," she said while wiggling her ass at him.
Suddenly and obviously more than embarrassed, Jay looked around at all people walking by and at the men stopping to stare, leer, and ogle Ruth's naked ass. As if she was waiting for Jay to take her right there and fuck her, she didn't even care that her brown, bushy pussy peeked out from between the tops of the back of her shapely thighs. At the very least, taking her up on her offer to be spanked, another man would have spanked her. Another man would have had sex with her right there in the middle of the mall. Another man would have made her his bitch instead of her making him her bitch.
Obviously, she knew he wouldn't play her silly game of public humiliation just as she knew he wouldn't appreciate playing her game of voyeurism and exhibitionism. Just as he didn't deserve her, she didn't deserve him. At opposite ends of the sexual spectrum, they weren't compatible in so very many ways.
"For Christ sakes, Ruth! What's wrong with you? What's gotten into you? Everyone can see you. Pull up your panties and pull down your skirt. We're in the middle of a busy mall," said Jay trying shield his wife from onlookers with his jacket.
Obediently, Ruth pulled up her panties and pulled down her shirt skirt while giving a sexy wink to the men who passed.
"You're no fun," she said to her husband. "If only just once, you should have slapped my ass. You should have paddled me good for being bad," she said pouting while walking away. "I need a cigarette. I need a drink," she said mumbling under her breath.
After those flashing and non-spanking incidents at the mall, Jay should have known then that his wife was wild. Instead of recoiling against her licentious behavior as if he was a minister and she was his wife, he should have used her promiscuity to his personal, sexual benefit. Any other red blooded, normal, horny man would have slapped her ass and even fucked her pussy but not Jay.
The egghead of a college professor that he was, he was more the refined, modest, and moral man, that is, until he started having sex with his young students. Only, obviously, instead of him going along with his wife, instead of him playing her sexy game, and instead of helping Ruth to expose herself, obviously she was too much woman for him to harness and control. Rather than him taking her under his thumb, joining in the fun, and even participating in the swinging lifestyle with her, instead kicking his uptight ass to the curb, she took him under her foot and under her control.
* * * * *
Jay's best friend and best man, Roger, took Ruth's hand at the wedding reception to lead her to the dance floor. After catching the garter, Jay stared at Roger in embarrassment and in anger when Roger spread Ruth's knees a little too wide to put the garter higher up on her thigh than necessary. With the backs of his fingers in direct contact with and tickling her panty clad pussy, Roger exposed her panties to all. Not shy, embarrassed, or ashamed, Ruth seemed to enjoy the sudden up skirt exhibitionism of her lacy, white panties.
Only, this was a game that Jay should have been playing with his bride instead of allowing his best man to have all the fun. If only he knew Ruth was an exhibitionist in the way that Roger knew, he could have had some voyeuristic and exhibitionistic fun with his new wife too. Had Jay picked up his bride in his arms and carried her around the hall while exposing her panties to all, she would have loved for him to do that. Only, Jay would never do anything like that.
Closely dancing with her cheek to cheek, Roger danced with Ruth as if he was her husband and she was his new bride. Dancing so close that a piece of paper couldn't be slipped between them, he danced with Ruth as if they had already been sexually intimate and maybe they had. With Ruth in her high heels and Roger well over 6' tall, they made for a great couple. Only they weren't the ones just married.
"You look so hot in your wedding dress," said Roger peering down at her exposed cleavage before whispering his sexual lust for Ruth in her ear.
Ruth beamed at his compliment.
"Thank you," she said blushing, something that Ruth never does.
Clearly in the way her gown was so low cut, with her wearing a low cut sexy bra, and with Roger looming over her, he was getting more than a view of her cleavage. No doubt, he was getting a clear view of her nipples and areolas too. No doubt with Ruth knowing all that he could see of her tits, she was seemingly have a good time sexually seducing Roger.
"I've never seen you as beautiful," he said continuing to stare down the top of her wedding gown. "If you weren't already married, I'd ask you to marry me," he said seemingly meaning it.
With them always flirting and teasing but never doing anything, she moved her head back to look Roger in the eye with her surprise.
"Thank you, Roger," said Ruth giving him the eye. Then, she gave him another look but this time a look filled with erotic passion. "Marry me? Really? You'd marry me?"
She shrugged off his sudden offer to marry her as utter nonsense before giving him a hard look of curiosity.
"Yes," he said. "I'd definitely marry you. You're hot. You deserve a better man than Jay. He doesn't know what to do with you, but I do," he said.
She gave him a curious and sexy look.
"And what would you do to me that Jay doesn't?"
He gave her a self-assured smile before giving her a deeply perverted look.
"After I made love to you, I'd fuck you. I'd really fuck you. I'd fuck you fast and hard. I'd fuck you every day and every night. I'd fuck you until you screamed out my name instead of his name when having an orgasm," he said with confidence.
As if he had just French kissed her while fingering her nipples with one hand and fingering her pussy with his other, she gave him a sexually excited look.
"A bit late now," she said with a nervous laugh. "Of all the times to mention marrying me and fucking me, on my wedding day to Jay, had you mentioned that before, perhaps I would have taken you up on one or the other or both."



He returned her look of erotic passion with his look of sexual lust.
"When seeing you dressed in your wedding gown and looking so very beautiful, a sudden fetish of mine, I'd give anything to have sex with you while you're wearing your wedding dress," he said. Then, looking into her eyes, Roger gave her more than just a look and a hint but a dare. "With the two of us always so competitive growing up, I'd love to bang your pussy before Jay does. I'd love to pile drive your cunt with my cock," he said whispering his outrageous request in her ear.
She gave Roger another sexy look along with her dirty laugh.
"What makes you think that Jay hasn't banged my pussy and pile driven my cunt already?"
Ruth gave him a dirty laugh and Roger laughed with her.
"Because I know Jay. If you look in the dictionary for the meaning of Boy Scout, there's a picture of Jay looking as holy as an altar boy," said Roger with a laugh.
Obviously with Roger pushing all of her buttons of sexual arousal, Ruth was never so sexually excited. Truth be told, as she's confessed to her friends already, without doubt, she'd love to have sex with Roger while wearing her wedding dress, especially with Roger. He was a real hunk. If she was ready to risk her one-hour old marriage to cheat on her husband with anyone, she'd cheat on him with Roger. Now that he mentioned marrying her, of all the times to think of marrying another man, she thought what it would be like to be married to Roger instead of to Jay. Now that he said he'd love to fuck her, she'd love to fuck him too. Without doubt, in the way that Jay would never cheat on her unless provoked, Roger would constantly be chasing pussy.
"I need some air. Meet me outside by the limo," she said standing on her toes to whisper in Roger's ear.
He gave her a sexually excited look before lightly kissing her on the lips.
"I can't wait," he said.
With Ruth already in the backseat of the tinted glass limo with the bodice of her wedding gown lowered, her breasts exposed, and her panties down around one ankle while waiting for Roger, he opened the limo door. As if she was his bride instead of Jay's new bride, she was ready for some dangerous, sexual fun. With everyone in the reception hall, including the limo driver, they were alone but, a real quickie, they needed to make their sexual affair fast.
"Hurry. Take out your cock. I want to touch it. I want to feel it. I want to stroke it and I want to suck it," she said as if Roger was her husband instead of Jay. "Then, once I make you hard enough with my mouth, I want you to shove the big cock in my wet cunt," she said lifting her wedding dress to her waist to expose her brown, bushy pussy.
Ready to spoil his fun and her mood, Roger looked at her with sudden reluctance.
"I don't have a condom," he said seemingly willing to settle for a blowjob. "What if I make you pregnant?"
She gave him a warm, sexy smile that she should be saving for and giving her husband instead of giving his best friend.
"Don't worry about that. It's not my time of the month. I'm not ovulating. Besides, I'm on the pill. As an extra precaution, when you're ready to cum, pull out and cum in my mouth. Just be careful not to get cum on my dress," she said.
He leaned in the kiss her, no doubt, French kiss her, but she turned her head to the side.
"No. Don't. You'll ruin my makeup," she said. "Just fuck me and then I'll suck you," said Ruth. "Besides, I just want this to be sex. With you already interested in marrying me, the last thing that I want to happen on my wedding day is to fall in love with you," she said with a laugh.
As if part of an initiation ceremony, Roger pounded the pussy of his best friend's wife on her wedding day. Then, when ready for her to suck him, he carefully pulled out his cock from inside of her warm, wet pussy. With a wedding napkin beneath his stiff prick, as if he was delivering a piece of wedding cake to her mouth for her to eat, he moved his cock to her opened mouth. She accepted the stiff prick of her husband's best man in the way she should have given her husband the pleasure of oral sex but she never had given Jay the pleasure of her experienced mouth.
Sucking him as if sucking the skin off of a sausage, it didn't take more than a minute before Roger exploded a volume of cum in Ruth's willing mouth. Swallowing him, she licked his cock clean. Unless Jay smelled him on her breath but quickly fixing that with a breath mint, no one would know they just had sex. She pulled a tube of lipstick from the back of the limo to fix her lips before alighting from the limo. Allowing her to go in the reception first, Roger waited a few minutes before heading to the men's room from a side entrance.
No one would ever suspect that Jay's best man fucked his wife in the backseat of the limo on their wedding day. No one would ever suspect that Ruth sucked Jay's best friend's cock, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed his cum. Until she confessed to Jay years later, no one would ever know that Jay's best man fucked his bride and received a blowjob before he did on his Honeymoon, not that he ever received a blowjob from Ruth.
To be continued...
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Ruth confesses the sexual affair she had with Jack, Jay's older friend and neighbor.
The final leg and the culmination of a long, tiring trip home from Japan, Jay's taxi drove down his street and neared his house. A quiet street with a lot of mature trees and in a good neighborhood, despite having to contend with his wife's lunacy, he always looked forward to coming home whenever he traveled. At least he'd get to see and catch up with things with his daughter, Kim.
A long flight home with movies he didn't want to watch, people he didn't want to talk to, and magazines he didn't want to read, it was a boring flight. Except for the pretty, Japanese stewardess and some of the attractive female passengers, there wasn't much to do other than ogle the women while imagining them in there bras and panties, topless, and/or naked. Probably not, but he wondered if any of the woman imagined him naked. No doubt, even the women he paid to have sex with him didn't imagine him naked before having sex with him. They just wanted to get it over with so that they could accept his money and go to their next customer. Where men think about sex, women think about money and security. No doubt, if he walked down the aisle fitted with a suit made of money, he'd have women all over him telling him how sexy and how handsome he was.
'They should have naked airlines,' he thought. 'Then again with many of the bad bodies flying in this plane, the last thing he'd want to see is them all naked.'
Forced to fly business class and to sit in seats that have less leg room than first class, feeling cramp and feeling more like cargo than he did a passenger, he was tired and cranky. He wished he was flying first class. With him the president of his company, he'd think that he'd be worth the price of a first class ticket. Now he wondered how much a first class ticket cost over a business class one. Too tired to think about such stupid things, he closed his eyes and slept during most of the flight home.
'Note to self. Remember to ask my secretary how much a first class ticket to Japan is, should he have to return there to sign contracts.'
A challenging week of negotiating with clients through an interpreter, while hoping his messages were received and his meanings were properly interpreted, it had been a difficult trip, especially when having to contend with the language barrier. A telling and seemingly insightful sign in this country meant entirely something else in Japan, especially back then, before the advent of the Internet made the world a smaller and less mysterious place. Then, when trying to play hardball with prices and terms, he ran the risk of insulting his host. He ran the risk of not only ending their negotiations and their open line of communication but also their business. That was the last thing he wanted to do. With all of the traditions so very different between the two countries, it wasn't just the language that he needed to learn but the customs that he needed to master.
Japan was a country so different than his own. With everyone unfamiliar and everything strange, albeit with so very many people seemingly all looking the same, he had a difficult time recognizing one person from another. Seemingly, everyone had black hair, brown eyes, and yellow skin. Seemingly, all the women were the same shape, size, and height. Some Japanese people looked very different, of course, but when trying to recognize and pick out a Japanese man or a Japanese woman in a crowd, it was virtually impossible.
He'd have nightmares of eating bowls of rice and raw fish with chopsticks while kneeling on mats, sitting on giant pillows, and suffering in silence from the pain of his aching back. Why the Japanese don't all have back problems, he'll never understand. Why the Japanese don't have comfortable chairs is another mystery he'd never understand either. Walking on his aching back in their bare feet, no wonder why nearly every Japanese women he's met is a licensed massage therapist in addition to being a prostitute, a hooker, or a call girl.
After being their guest in Tokyo for nine days instead of ten days, cutting his trip a day short, he just wanted to go home. He just wanted to sleep in his own bed. He just wanted to get back to his familiar routine, such as driving his new car, a new Cadillac that he bought just before he left, and returning to the office. Then, later, after he got some much needed rest and adjusted to the phenomena of jet lag, before returning to work, he just wanted to flop in his recliner, flip channels, and not be bothered for a day.
In the nearly 6,000 mile, 15 hour flight home from Japan, he'd think that in this modern age of space travel of 1986, there'd be a faster way to travel from the Far East to the United States. He wished his company had booked him on British Airways new supersonic Concorde SST but the plane didn't fly to Japan. Flying twice the speed of sound, at a flight speed of 1,350 miles an hour, he'd make it home from Japan in less than two hours, a fraction of the time it took to fly cross country in a conventional airliner.
'Wow. Forget about jet lag, I'd have supersonic lag,' he thought while laughing to himself.
Actually, his visit to Japan was not all bad, the lifestyle in Japan was more relaxed than the lifestyle in America. Most times, instead of feeling that he was on a business trip, he felt as if he was on vacation. No matter what language they spoke, the two universal sports that he was invited to watch, baseball, and to play, golf, were the same. His Japanese host was gracious enough to show him a good time. Should his Japanese counterparts ever come to America, he'd be pleased to return the favor and entertaining them.
Unless he was in a meeting with other men speaking a language he didn't understand and giving him looks he didn't appreciate, he was less stressed in Japan than in America. Now that he was leaving, instead of being in a hurry to head home, he wished he could have stayed longer in Japan. He wondered how different it would be to live on an island instead of being landlocked. For the most part, even after we destroyed so much of their country with nuclear bombs, they were a kind, gentle, and friendly people.
In the way he was welcomed in Japan, instead of being welcomed home by his wife, he'd have to put up with her attitude and listen to her usual ration of shit. With her the one more important, she didn't care what he had to go through to earn a dollar to keep her shopping at the mall and to stock her with cigarettes and booze. The highlight of his trip, albeit a distant second to the young women he had sex with, was picking up a kimono for his daughter, Kim. He had fun having young, sexy, Japanese women modeling kimonos for him.
* * * * *
If he'd miss anything about Japan, he'd miss the beautiful, young women. Something they don't do in this country, unless he hired a prostitute to give him fetish sex by washing him, he'd miss young, naked women bathing him. With a bath something he never took at home, always taking showers instead, as if a ritual, bathing in Japan was so much more luxurious, relaxing, and sexually arousing at the same time, especially when surrounded by naked, Japanese women. He'd miss young, naked women massaging him. He'd miss having sex with young, naked women whose seemingly only purpose in life was to sexually please and pleasure him.
Yeah, they were all prostitutes, of course, but they were unlike any prostitutes that he ever met. Instead of having an attitude, using foul language, and rushing him to do what he sexually needed to do, they spoke softly, were gentle, kind, loving, and bowed at lot. There's something about a young, pretty, and naked woman bowing to him that he'd liked. There's something about a young, pretty, and naked woman bowing to him that he'd miss. Moreover, with him not understanding what they said most times, nodding his head and smiling a lot, sex bridged that communication gap once they stripped naked. No matter where he was in the world, sex was the universal language.
American women need to take heed and to take lessons from Japanese women. Japanese women know how to take care of a man. Japanese women appreciate their man going out in the cruel world to earn a living while they stay at home to care for the house and for the children. Not knowing if they still feel that way now but thirty years ago, when he was visiting their country, Japanese women didn't mind being subservient when today's American women want equal rights and equal pay. In hindsight, something we never should have given them, wasn't it enough that men gave women the right to vote?
There should be a college of sexual refinement where American women can go to learn how to sexually take care of a man, especially black divas who think they're all that. There should be a finishing school where women can go to learn how to take proper care of a man's sexual needs and to cater to his every sexual whim. If women took better sexual care of their men, waited on them hand and foot and satisfied their every sexual whimsy, men wouldn't have the need to wander and to have extramarital affairs as much as they do. In the way that Japanese women do, if only women would put their needs, sexual and otherwise, behind what their men needed and wanted, life would be so much better for hard working men. He could only imagine a black diva being interviewed by a newspaper reporter over her balking at being forced to attend such a school.
"Say what? Ah ha. Come again? Uh, uh. I ain't goin' to no Jap school to learn how to take care of my man," said Tanisha putting a hand to her waist and tossing back her head as if a bug just flew in her face. "I already knows what my man wants," she said accenting the word knows. "My man wants my big, black ass," she said turning and leaning forward to shake her booty and her moneymaker, while slapping her ass before pointing her finger in the air.
Then, flirting with him, Tanisha smiled at the reporter while fussing with her hair.
"Just so I understand for the record, you don't want to be submissive to your man. Is that correct?"
She gave him a look that singed his eyebrows.
"Submissive? Me?" Tanisha gave the man a look as if he was black and she was white. "Do I look like a submissive bitch to you, bitch? Do I look like I'll be getting down on all fours and barking like a dog anytime soon? Uh-uh, not me. No man will ever do me like that."
She paused in lambasting the reporter to collect her thoughts.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to offend you," said the reporter.
With her looking as if she was going to pound his ass in the pavement, he smiled nervously at her.
"Honey, there's no need for me to be submissive when my man got plenty of that submissive shit in prison. I ain't his cellmate, I ain't his keeper, and I ain't his bitch, you dig?"
Tanisha stared at the man as if she was someone and he was no one.
"I see," said the reporter scribbling his notes.
The reporter looked at her nervously while waiting for her to finish speaking.
"Besides, my man don't want me to be no bitch. My man wants me to be my own woman, a proud, black woman, and a strong woman. If my man wants me to be anyone's bitch, my man wants me to be his bitch, but while being the queen bitch, you dig? There's a big difference between being a submissive bitch, a bitchy bitch, and being the queen bitch. You feel me?"
The reporter opened a new page in his pad.
"Yeah, I think I do," said the reporter taking notes.
By the confused look on his face, he eyed Tanisha seeming unsure if she wanted him to actually feel her or if that was just an expression asking him if he understood. Obviously, unless he wanted two black eyes, he'd never reach out and feel Tanisha's double D breasts and big, bubble behind. Obviously seeing that she was such a strong and outspoken woman, he looked at Tanisha with a renewed respect.
"My man wants me to suck his big, black dick," she said putting a hand to her mouth and moving it back and forth while her tongue pushed her cheek out as if she had a cock in her mouth. "You dig? When my man's not cumming in my pussy or cumming in my ass, my man wants to cum in my mouth and all over my face. I don't have to sit in class to knows that. I already knows that. I already done learned those lessons while I was just a child," said Tanisha. "My grandma done taught me how to care for my man. You feel me?"
As if punctuating her point, she pointed her manicured, index finger at the reporter before staring at her manicure and before putting a hand to her supersized hip.
"I get it," said the reporter writing his notes. "I do. Thank you for your time," he said seemingly eager to get away from her.
Then, invading his space, she leaned her head into the reporter as if she was an animal at a watering hole leaning her neck for a drink of water.
"As long as he pays for me to get my nails done, pays to keep my hair soft, silky, and shiny, and pays for his baby's diapers, we're good. We're all good. You feel me?"
Suddenly looking afraid that she was going to hit him, he took a step back.
"I do. I feel you, I mean, understand you, Tanisha," said the reporter.
"I don't need no Jap school to learn me how to take good sexual care of my man in my own beh-roum. I already knows that," said Tanisha slowly wagging her finger in her face as if her finger was a windshield wiper. "You dig?"
* * * * *
With Japanese women so sexy, so submissive, and so willing to do whatever he sexually wanted, a little late now, he should have married a Japanese woman instead of marrying Ruth. He should have stayed in Japan instead of coming home to what? To her? For what? For the sexual frustration? For the fighting, the arguing, the bickering, the sniping, and the aggravation? There was no longer anything there that he wanted. After seeing what married life could be in Japan, albeit seeing things through the eyes of a prostitute in a foreign land, everything he wanted was somewhere else and was with someone else.
Instead of continuing to suffer through a dead marriage, he should have divorced Ruth, his whore of a drunken wife, years ago. Only, divorce wasn't as accepted then as it was now. Puritanical values, the Bible belt, the Evangelicals, and the disciplines of the Catholic Church ruled the roost of what was deemed appropriate behavior and what was not. A different time back then, with everything needing the censorship stamp of approval, it had only been a few years since censors censored what we watched on television and at the movies.
Important to his job and to his career, needing her to still accompany him to corporate functions and to the annual Christmas party, he had to stay married to his wife to preserve his image of being a happily married, family man. It was difficult for him to impose his morals over his employees if he was divorced and having sex with lots of woman, even though he was married and having sex with lots of women. His decision in not getting a divorce from Ruth had nothing to do with trying to save his marriage but more to do with protecting his career.
Besides, always working when not traveling, able to sweep his marital issues under the rug and put off the inevitable of getting a divorce, he was seldom home. By the time Ruth got to him enough that he wanted to strangle her or suffocate her with her pillow in her sleep, he had already left her and his marital problems behind. If he wasn't working long hours at the office, then he was on his way to Chicago, Houston, Los Angeles, New York, Boston, Montreal, London, Paris, Rome, and now Tokyo, along with dozens of other places.
Only now that he saw what he was missing, not wanting to waste any more of his life, he should live in Japan instead of living in southern California. If it wasn't for his job and his daughter, he'd leave Ruth to live the rest of his life in Japan. He only wished he could have brought a half dozen of the young, sexy, Japanese women he met in Japan home with him. Even though he'd be the envy of every man in the neighborhood, how would that look to the neighbors? As if he was the leader of a female, Japanese cult, he'd love to have his own concubine of several submissive and obedient, Japanese women here with him in America. Catering to his every whim, sexual and otherwise, while bowing and smiling at him, how cool would that be to finally be the center of his own universe?
If he missed anyone, not missing his wife for sure, he missed his daughter, Kim, the light of his life. She was a good girl who had grown into a beautiful woman. She was Daddy's little girl. Along the way, with his influence making her the good woman she is, she had adopted many of his personal values but unfortunately was starting to show some of the selfish and self-centered traits of her mother.
Hopefully she'd outgrow those bad qualities once she found the right man. Hopefully she'd tow the line of being a good, loving wife, once she fell in love and married the man of her dreams. Seemingly his chip of the old block, he was so very proud of her for recently graduating college and getting a good job. The only thing Ruth had to do with Kim's education was having sex with one of her college professors.
'God, she's such a whore,' he silently said to himself when dreading returning home to his not so loving wife.
* * * * *
Jay's taxi drove past Jack's house. Other than the front porch light, Jack's house was dark. Once a good friend, he missed talking to him. Jack an older man, having just retired, was old enough to be Ruth's father. After Jack's wife, Sheila, died, he kept more to himself and puttered around his house.
Before his wife showed any preference for her lovers' age, until she stumbled over the magic pill of flashing her naked body to young men at the mall, she had sex with young men, men her age, and older men. No matter what their age, with her a cheap date, she'd have sex with any man who'd keep her fueled in alcohol and cigarettes. She had sex with Jack too. Still his neighbor but no longer his friend, when Ruth told him that she had sex with Jack too, that friendship was over.
"You had sex with Jack? Jack? But he's old," said Jay to his wife. "What the Hell is wrong with you Ruth?"
She looked at him a shrugged.
"Sixty-five isn't old," said Ruth. "Sixty-five is the new forty-five. Besides, what's the big deal? He's only twenty years older than me," she said no doubt thinking of the men she was with who were twenty years younger than her.
Some friend he turned out to be having sex with his wife. Then, to rub her extramarital affair in his face, she filled him in with all the sexual details when she was drunk one night. She confessed all of the sexual facts and intimate particulars that he didn't want to hear and rather not know. Yet, as if he was a rubbernecker after a fatal car accident, he was unable to remove himself from her by leaving the room.
He remembered the conversation they had as if it was yesterday instead of it being two years ago.
* * * * *
"After Sheila died, I went over to Jack's house to do his laundry and cook him a meal. It was not only the neighborly thing to do but also the Christian thing to do," said Ruth nodding her head as if her motives were all so very altruistic when Jay knew better.
In the way she parades around her bedroom with the light on and the shades not drawn, she may be a good neighbor sexually, but she was not much of a Christian.
"That's nice dear," said Jay from behind his newspaper while trying his best not to listen to whatever she had to say.
Ruth looked over at her husband reading his paper. With her words more cutting than the sharpest sword, taking out her tongue that she used as her knife to sharpen it, she was ready to continually stab her husband with her all that she had to say.



"They were such a nice couple," she said giving him a look as if she was jealous of the relationship that Jack and Sheila had but that she didn't have with Jay. "I know that if I had died instead of Sheila, she'd be over here helping you through your grief," said Ruth giving her husband a submissive smile.
Only, an empty shell and nothing more than meaningless words, there was nothing neighborly nor Christian about his wife. A drunk and a whore who was willing to use men with sex to get what she wanted and needed at the time, all she cared about were her cigarettes and booze. With her doing nothing for no one for free, especially her own husband, there was always a catch to her kindness and generosity.
Suddenly, Jay imagined the opposite scenario. Had Ruth died instead of Sheila, he imagined her coming over to his house to do more than just the laundry and the cooking. A good looking woman who didn't look her 62-year-old age, he imagined Sheila fucking and sucking him in the way that Ruth never fucked and sucked him. Here today and gone tomorrow, he couldn't believe when she was diagnosed with cancer and died within a few months.
"You're a good woman, Ruth," said Jay feeling compelled to say something appropriate but not believing that his wife was a good woman, not for a second.
Enjoying the moment and reverting back to when he was a child, he made faces at her from behind his raised newspaper. As if she wasn't even there, he returned to reading his newspaper. As if the wall between them was as thick as the Wall of China, was as high as the Berlin Wall, or armed and fortified as the Israeli Palestinian Wall, she gave her husband a smug smile behind the paper thin wall of newsprint that separated them. Jay didn't have to see her look to feel her look.
"Then, after going there for a while, instead of having me do his laundry and cook him a meal, he just wanted to talk while having a drink," she said pausing as if waiting for his reaction. "Obviously he was lonely and just looking for some female companionship," she said with innocence to veil her real agenda.
Aha! A drink? Bingo, thought Jay. Forget about her comforting Jack and helping him with laundry and cooking in his hour of need, obviously the only reason why she went next door was for the free booze.
"That's nice that you kept him company," said Jay while gritting his teeth behind his newspaper. "That was the neighborly thing to do."
With what she said next adding more fuel to the fire, she gave him a stare that could ignite his newspaper.
"With you working long hours, gone traveling all the time, with Kim away at college, and with me having nothing else to do in this big, empty house, I started going over to Jack's house more frequently," she said. She paused to stare over at his newspaper. "I started visiting him nearly every day. I was lonely," she said wiping away a non-existent, crocodile tear. "And dear Jack was just a friend. Actually, he comforted me as much as I comforted him."
She paused to stare at his newspaper again and seemingly while waiting for his reaction to her going to her neighbor's house more frequently.
'Fucking bitch, he thought. Jay imagined her going over there to tease his poor, old neighbor. With her knowing how enamored with her breasts that Jack was, he imagine his wife leaning over Jack while wearing a low cut, halfway unbuttoned top and flashing him her cleavage and bra.
"That's nice dear," said Jay seething.
He imagined his wife sitting across from Jack on the couch with her knees spread as wide open as were her morals and flashing his friend her panties, if she was even wearing any. 'She's just trying to get a reaction from him,' he thought to himself while making a gagging face as if he was ready to vomit.
"That's really nice dear," said Jay.
He wished he could shoot her in the face through his newspaper. Only, he didn't have a gun. Besides, she wasn't worth spending the rest of his life in jail while she smoked and drank away his life savings.
Falling silent for a moment while obviously collecting her thoughts, she stared at the front side of his newspaper in the way that he stared at the reverse side. Only, he was reading the newspaper or trying to read the paper and she wasn't. If she was reading anything or anyone, she was reading him while playing him and while trying to rile him.
"He enjoyed sitting next to me on the couch while we talked and/or watched TV. You know him. Expressive with his hands, he was always touching me, touching my arm, holding my hand, or squeezing my leg," she said.
She paused again while obviously waiting for Jay's reaction to Jack touching her arm, her hand, and squeezing her leg. When he showed no sign of caring or of even listening to her, she continued.
'Here it comes,' he thought to himself while waiting for her to tell him what really happened.
"That's nice dear," said Jay.
Controlling his anger, he knew she was goading him to get angry. Not wanting to play her game, he refused to react to what she said. Yet, even though he acted disinterested, obviously she knew he'd react to what she said next. As if this was the Ides of March, March 15, 44, and she was Marcus Junius Brutus sticking his knife in Julius Caesar, she nearly fatally stabbed her husband with her tongue and with her words.
"Then, one day, out of the clear blue, he surprised the Hell out of me. Actually, he shocked the shit out of me," she said with a laugh while feigning her embarrassment and modesty.
'What did he do, flash you his cock,' thought Jay while laughing to himself.
Only, he knew that Jack wouldn't disrespect his wife in such an inappropriate way. Nonetheless, feeling the need to ask her the question, at the risk of being vulgar, he asked Ruth his question anyway. Only, angry with her, this was her game that he knew she wanted to play. Now sucked it to being an unwilling contestant in her game, once he started asking her questions and once he started being rudely vulgar and disrespectful of her, he couldn't stop.
"So, tell me. What did he do to surprise the Hell out of you and shock the shit out of you? Did he flash you his cock? Did he wag his stiff prick in your face and expect you to suck him in the way that I always imagine you sucking me but you never do?"
Jay imagined Jack's deceased wife, Sheila sucking him. Only, they never went further than touchy feely and kissing when they were alone in the deep, dark end of the pool. With Jack sleeping in his chair and Ruth sitting beside him drunk on the patio, he probably could have had sex with Sheila in the backyard and they never would have known.
"Oh, my God, Jay," said Ruth laughing. "Jack would never flash me his cock and/or wag his stiff prick in my face."
She paused to give her husband a vindictive smile while he gave her a look of confusion.
"Then what did he do to shock you?"
Jay looked at her with curiosity. He didn't think Jack had it in him to shock anyone. The man was 65-years-old and not in the best health.
"He kissed me," she said with spite.
'He kissed her? Jack kissed her? His friend and neighbor kissed her. God damn it. Rubbing his face in her sordid sexual affairs, now he'll never be able to look Jack in the eye again. Well, she did it. Well played,' he thought silently. 'She upset me, the frigging bitch.'
Jay looked over his newspaper to stare at his wife with jealousy while being sucked into playing her game.
"Kissed you? He kissed you? Jack kissed you? Jack? He kissed you where? Where did he kiss you?"
Acting as if she didn't understand the question even though she obvious did understand his question, Ruth looked at him with confusion before giving him a catty smile.
"He kissed me on the couch when I was sitting next to him," she said giving him another catty smile.
Jay looked at her as if she was stupid when he knew she wasn't. Obviously, she was playing him.
"No, that's not what I meant," he said. "Where did he kiss you? On the hand? On the cheek? On the forehead?" Already knowing her answer, he gulped. "On the mouth?"
Giving her his full attention now, Jay put down his newspaper to stare at his wife.
"Yes," she said.
Waiting for her to say more about what happened with Jack that day, when he knew that was exactly what she wanted to do, he looked at her puzzled.
"Yes what?"
Now that she had his complete attention, she gave him a victorious smile.
"On the mouth. Jack kissed me on the mouth," she said. "He did," she said pausing to stare at him and no doubt his reaction. Sorry," she said when obviously she wasn't sorry for anything at all.
She wasn't sorry that Jack kissed her and she especially wasn't sorry for telling him that Jack kissed her on the mouth. Batting her long eyelashes and looking at him with her big, brown eyes as if she was a virgin instead of the whore that she truly was, she returned his stare with an innocent smile. Trying to remain calm, Jay didn't want to show Ruth that she was getting to him and that she had upset him.
"What kind of kiss was it? Was it a peck on the lips that a father would give his daughter, or a kiss that a man would give a female friend, or a kiss that a man would give his lover?"
She wrinkled her brow before breaking out a smile.
"No father would kiss his daughter in the way he kissed me. Unless they were dating, no man would give a female friend the kiss that Jack gave me. I don't think he'd kiss a friend in the way he kissed me," she said with an annoying, loud laugh. "It was a kiss that a man would give his lover."
Jay folded his newspaper and put it aside to lean forward in his chair while staring at his wife. Already knowing the answer to his question, he asked it anyway.
"What do you mean?"
She smiled at his obvious growing anger.
"He parted my lips with his tongue and French kissed me," she said. "It wasn't a long kiss as much as it was a passionate kiss."
Jay's eyes widened with his eyebrows moving higher and nearly touching his hairline.
"French kissed you? Jack French kissed you? Are you kidding me? That dirty, old man French kissed you, my wife. How dare he?" Ordinarily not believing her if she was anyone else, but he believed her. He stared at Ruth as if she was insane. "And you allowed Jack to passionately French kiss you?"
Ruth nodded her head to all of her husband's questions.
"Yes," she said as if he was her father instead of her husband.
He looked at her as if she was totally nuts. Jay inhaled before blowing out a big, angry breath of air.
"And what did you do when he stuck his tongue in your mouth?"
Not acting shy or embarrassed, she didn't even blush when answering his question.
"What did I do?" She shrugged. "What could I do? Duh? I returned his French kiss, of course," she said as if she just shook his hand instead of French kissing him. "Jesus Jay. It was just a kiss, albeit a French kiss."
Jay's mouth fell open in shock. A man old enough to be her father, twenty years her senior, kissed his wife. Ruth, young enough to be his daughter, twenty years his junior, kissed Jack, his ex-friend and their next door neighbor. He thought he was getting away with murder when he was kissing and feeling up Jack's wife, Sheila, a few years back at the pool party they had. He thought he was getting away with murder when he lifted her bikini top to expose her breast and she stuck her hand down his bathing suit to fondle his cock. Now, payback is a bitch. Obviously to Jay, what's fair for the gander is not fair for the goose.
'What the fuck! What the Hell?'
"I don't believe this. I don't believe you," said Jay. "Why the Hell would you return his French kiss when you should have slapped his face and left his house? Why in the Hell would you French kiss him? He's a short, fat, bald, and homely man. Even more than that, he's an old man. He's at least twenty years older than you."
Ruth rolled her eyes.
"Oh, for God's sakes Jay, it was just a kiss and obviously the man was in mourning. He looked so sad and so lost," she said. "I felt bad for him. He looked so pathetic. Besides, no big deal, what's a kiss between friends?"
Unable to control his anger when sitting, Jay stood and pocketed his hands while pacing the floor in front of her.
"Obviously it wasn't just a kiss between friends but a French kiss, a passionate kiss between a widowed man and my wife," he said with obvious anger. He gave her a hard look. "And after he kissed you, French kissed you, what happened then?"
Now with her tongue as sharp as her words, ready to slice him, she played Mickey the Dunce. She looked up at her husband with innocence while he looked at her with anger.
"Whatever do you mean?"
When she suddenly acted like Tara from Gone with the Wind, he removed his hands from his pockets and put them by his side as if in readiness to strangle her.
"How many times did he kiss you?" He paused and when she didn't immediately answer his question, he was ready to ask another question.
"How many times did he kiss me? Jesus, Jay, I don't know," she said with a shrug of indifference while feigning her ignorance.
This time, unable to harness his impatience while waiting for her to respond to his questions with non-answers, he rattled off several questions in quick succession.
"Did he touch you sexually? Did you let him touch you sexually? Tell me and be honest, did he feel your tits through your blouse and finger your nipples through your bra while kissing you? Did he grab your ass through your short skirt and panties? Did he stick his hand between your legs and cup your pussy through your panties? Did you allow him to touch you and feel you while kissing you? For Christ sakes, Ruth, tell me. Did you make out with the man?"
With Jay firing questions at her as if his mouth was a machine gun nuzzle, she shook her head in obvious frustration and gave him the same look when he was being impossible.
"Geez Jay. For God's sakes. Chill. Relax," she said letting out a big sigh of self-satisfaction obviously now that he was immersed in her game. Pausing in her answer, she studied her husband while seemingly collecting her thoughts. "It's no big secret. You know how enamored with my breasts Jack is, especially when he sees me in my bikini or whenever I'm wearing a low cut top. Undressing me with his eyes, for years and at every barbeque and pool party we've hosted, he does nothing but stare, leer, and ogle me," she said throwing up her hands and shrugging.
Seemingly already knowing what she was going to say, he looked at her with insight while getting angrier.
"So, what are you saying?"
She shrugged her indifference at his anger while playing the innocent virgin. Only, she was no innocent virgin. His wife was a whore.
"I didn't think there was anything wrong with me comforting Jack by allowing him to make out with me. I didn't think there was anything wrong with me comforting him by allowing him to feel my breasts through my blouse and finger my nipples through my bra."
She looked at him as if he was the crazy one.
"You didn't think there was anything wrong with Jack feeling you through your clothes while French kissing you? Did you forget that you were married to me, Ruth? Did you forget that Jack is my friend and our neighbor? If Jack talks, did you not consider that everyone in the neighborhood will think of you as the drunken whore that you are?"
He looked at her with anger and she returned his look with arrogant self-righteousness.
"Fuck you, Jay! How dare you call me a drunken whore?" With both of them falling silent, she looked at him while softening in her obvious willingness to continue playing her vindictive game. "What's the big deal? It's just tits. It's just my tits," she said removing her pullover top and removing her bra. "So the fuck what if he felt my tits and fingered my nipples."
She sat there topless while Jay stared at her naked breasts. His leering stare obviously made her feel uncomfortable and she put her top back on but not her bra.
"Fucking whore," he said under his breath.
She rolled her eyes and blew out a sigh of frustration.
"Call me what you want. You may think me a whore but I was just comforting a friend," she said letting out a feigned sad sigh. "Finally, while kissing me, fondling my breasts, and fingering my nipples, he finally forget his sadness. He seemed to be really enjoying himself," she said with a dirty laugh.
Even though he knew she was playing him and even though he knew she was trying to get him to react, Jay threw his hands up in the air and stared at her as if she was totally out of her mind.
"Enjoying himself? I bet he enjoyed himself feeling you up through your clothes," he said giving her a long, hard stare. "And tell me this, then. What were you doing while he was feeling your breasts through your blouse and fingering your nipples through your bra? While you were kissing him, French kissing him, and making out with him, and while he was feeling your tits through your blouse and fingering your nipples through your bra, did you feel his cock through his pants?"
Angering Jay even more, she gave her husband another indifferent shrug as if feeling Jack's cock through his pants was no big deal.
"Oh, my God, Jay. You're so juvenile. And so what if I did feel his prick through his pants? I can only imagine what you do while off on all your business trips," she said returning his hard stare. "With him feeling my tits through my blouse and fingering my nipples through my bra, I didn't see anything wrong with returning the sexual favor in feeling his erection through his pants," she said.
He looked at her as if she had lost her mind.
"Nothing wrong with you returning the sexual favor? You're my wife. You're not Jack's wife. You're married to me," said Jay.
Obviously knowing she was his wife and not Jack's wife and obviously knowing she was getting to him, playing him even more, Ruth rolled her eyes and sighed as if she was just as annoyed with him as he was with her.
"If you lost your wife, I'm sure you'd want someone there to comfort you," she said giving him a self-effacing yet self-satisfied smile. "I wouldn't be angry, if after I'm dead and buried, you made out with a woman and felt her breasts through her blouse and fingered her nipples through her bra while she felt your cock through your pants. If that made you forget your sadness and your grief, so what? What's the big deal? It's only some innocent kissing, petting, and comforting bonding."
Jay kicked at the magazine rack. For sure, if Ruth died, he wouldn't be sad, he'd be happy. If Ruth died, he wouldn't be grieving, he'd be rejoicing.
"So what? What's the big deal? You're not dead," said Jay now wishing she was. "And you're still my wife and now wishing she wasn't. God damn it. How dare you make out with a man, a much older man, a man old enough to be your father, and allow him to feel your breasts through your clothes while you feel his cock through his pants? What the Hell is wrong with you?"
Ruth rolled her eyes again.
"You're making a big deal out of nothing, Jay," she said. "It was just a little petting, something we all did in Junior High School. I don't even know why you're so angry. You should be happy that I thought enough of your friend to comfort him and to make him feel happy instead of sad."
He looked at her with his face red and his eyes bulging out of his head.
"Jesus Ruth! I can't believe you allowed him to feel your tits through your blouse and finger your nipples through your bra while you felt his cock through his pants and French kissed him," he said talking to her as if scolding her. "Comforting someone is one thing but making out with someone while allowing him to feel you through your clothes are two different things Ruth or do you not understand the difference?"



She looked at him and sighed.
"You're making a big deal out of nothing Jay," she said. "You're acting like a jealous schoolboy instead of a mature adult. Besides, something that you obviously don't know, but extramarital affairs are a two way street Jay," she said giving him a knowing look that made him wonder if she knew something that he didn't know she knew. "Tell me and be honest, since I'm being honest with you, what do you do when you're away? I'm sure you don't stay in your hotel room and watch TV."
Not answering her, Jay continued pacing back and forth in front of her while staring at her before talking again.
"We're not talking about me right now. We're talking about you," he said pausing before continuing. "Tell me the truth Ruth.
She let out a big breath as is she was bored with the whole ordeal when instead she was having fun pissing off her husband.
"What would you like to know?"
She sat back in her chair to stare up at him in the way that he was staring down at her.
"Did Jack unbutton your blouse? Did you let him unbutton your blouse?" Waiting for her to answer him, he paused to stare at her. When she didn't immediately respond, he asked her questions without pausing to take a breath. "Did he remove your blouse and your bra? Did you allow him to have his wicked sexual way with your breasts? Did he feel your naked breasts? Did he fondle your naked breasts? Did he finger your nipples? Did he suck your tits?"
While Jay loomed over her, staring at her, and pointing his finger of accusation at her, she rolled her eyes and sighed again.
"Jesus Jay, it's just tits. What's the big deal? So he felt my tits, so what? So he fingered my nipples, so what? So, he sucked my tits while I stroked his cock," she said. "So what?"
With his eyes bulging out of his eye sockets, he looked at her as if his eyes were really ready to fall out of his head. Suddenly shocked confusion washed over his face and he stopped pacing to stare at her.
"Wait. Back up. I missed something. Just so that I understand, did you just say that you stroked Jack's cock?" He paused in his interrogation again to stare at her. "Did you masturbate Jack?"
Ruth shrugged again as if it was no big deal.
"Yeah. So? What if I did? It was just a hand job? What's a hand job between neighbors who are good friends," she said without prejudice.
Jay looked at her as if she was from another planet or wasn't even his wife.
"I don't fucking believe you," said Jay. "God you're such a whore."
Ready to dish him some of her attitude, tossing her head to the side, Ruth gave him a head nod as if telling him to go fuck himself.
"I'm sure you've done more with Jack's wife," she said giving him a hard stare. "You think I'm stupid. You thought I was too drunk to see you and to know what you were doing with Sheila, a sixty-two-year-old woman," she nodded her head up as if telling him to go fuck himself. "Did she remind you of your mother, Jay? Is that why you were kissing her, making out with her, and feeling her body through her bikini?"
Jay looked at her stunned that she knew he had something going with Jack's wife.
"Fuck you," he said. "And you're nothing but a cougar prowling the mall for young, hard cocks while I'm working to keep you in clothes, booze, and cigarettes."
She gave him another victorious smile.
"Waiting for me to get good and drunk, when his wife was alive, your hands were all over her bikini clad body when you two were in the deep, dark end of the pool. You didn't think I saw the way you two looked at one another. I'm sure she had her hand down your bathing suit and around your cock in the way that my hand was down Jack's pants and around his cock," she said giving him a self-satisfied smile.
Suddenly looking guilty that Ruth knew that he had been groping Jack's deceased wife, Sheila, Jay pocketed his hands while pacing the floor again.
"Forget about whatever happened between Sheila and me. We both had too much to drink. Besides, she's dead. She's no threat to you. What's in the past needs to stay dead," he said.
Jay stared at Ruth again. He paused his interrogation of her to study his wife.
"In the way you have a soft spot for prostitutes, you're just as much of a whore monger as I'm a whore," said Ruth.
He wondered how she knew he had a soft spot for prostitutes. Maybe she had gone through his pockets and found some receipts. Or maybe she imagined some of the charges on his credit cards were for something other than their innocuous descriptions.
"Tell me this then and be honest. Tell me the truth. When you were stroking Jack's price while kissing him and allowing him to feel your tits and suck your nipples, did you masturbate him? Did he cum all over your hand?"
She made a sour face as if she had just bitten a lemon.
"Cum all over my hand? Oh, my God," she said making a sour face before laughing. "No of course not? God, you're such and asshole Jay. Do you think I'm a prepubescent teenager in the backseat of a car? What kind of woman do you think I am?"
She paused to give him the fatal stab wound with her tongue and with her words.
"So, you just stroked him but not to completion? Is that it? You sexually teased him in the same way that you sexually just teased me but taking off your blouse and bra and sitting there topless?"
He looked at her with sadness while she looked at him with victory.
"I stroked Jack to completion. He ejaculated, of course, but not on my hand," she said pausing again to make eye contact with him.
With room controlling the stage and with him anticipating the worst, Jay suddenly fell quiet before he asked his obvious question while already knowing the answer.
"In the same way you do with me, you allowed Jack to cum on your tits," said Jay looking at her with a boy whose dog just died. "Is that it?
She laughed at his vulnerability.
"On my tits? Jack didn't cum on my tits," she said laughing again. "When he was ready to cum, I allowed him to ejaculate in my mouth. He ejaculated his cum in my mouth, Jay," she said as if that was the normal thing to do.
As if he had just been stabbed in the heart, Jay stopped breathing to stare at his wife. He stared at her stunned. He stayed at her with his mouth open. He stared at her as if he couldn't believe what she had just said.
"What? Are you fucking kidding me? He ejaculated in your mouth? You blew him? You fucking blew Jack? You allowed Jack to cum in your mouth when, after 25-years of marriage, you've never even blown me and allowed me to cum in your mouth?" Afraid to ask his next question, he paused while leering at his wife with rage. "And did you swallow? Tell me you didn't swallow that old man's cum. Did you swallow Jack's semen?"
She shrugged again as if giving her husband's friend a blowjob was no big deal.
"Duh? Of course I swallowed. It's not much of a blowjob if a man doesn't cum in my mouth and if I don't swallow," she said goading him while laughing at him.
As if he had suddenly become mute, Jay stared at his wife. If he had a gun, he would have shot her.
"I don't fucking believe this. I don't fucking believe you," he said while beside himself with rage. "That's just great. You blow Jack, allowed him to cum in your mouth, and swallowed his cum while I'm relegated to only cumming on your tits," he said pointing another stiff finger of accusation at her.
Now she looked at him as if he was the one who was nuts and indeed he was temporarily insane.
"I don't know why you're so angry," she said stoking his anger.
He looked at her as if he wanted to kill her.
"You don't know why I'm so angry? I'll tell you why I'm so angry. I'm angry because you've never sucked my cock. You've never allowed me to cum in your mouth," he said pausing to make his anger more personal. "You're such a fucking whore for everyone else but for me. Whore!"
With her the winner of this game, undefeated whenever playing sexy games at Jay's expense, she laughed her laugh of victory.
"Whore? Thank you. I take that as a compliment," she said laughing. "Yet, if I'm a whore then what are you? A whore monger? A whore master? Or just a degenerate pervert. What do they call men who can't get enough pussy? What do they call men who only want to have sex with women young enough to be their daughter? What do you call a man who pays for sex?" She gave him another victorious look before pausing in her response. "Besides, me blowing Jack is different from me not sucking you," she said.
He looked at her as if she was crazy.
"Different? Different how? I'm your husband and he's your neighbor. If you should be blowing anyone, you should be blowing me," he said. "If anyone should be cumming in your mouth, I should be cumming in your mouth. If you should swallow anyone's cum, you should be swallowing my cum," he said pointing a stiff index finger at her.
She leaned back in her chair to give him her explanation.
"In the way that you're suddenly addicted to sex," she said shooting him a look. "Yeah, I know about all the women you've had sex with when traveling. I'm not stupid. If I suddenly started blowing you, you'd want me to suck you all the time. God only knows what diseases I'd get from sucking your cock," she said as if she was right and he was wrong.
Seemingly already defeated, Jay sat in his chair again.
"Forget about not blowing me, you don't even allow me to feel your tits and suck your nipples," he said staring at the impressions her nipples made in her top with her no longer wearing her bra. "Always with an excused, too tired, not now, I have a headache, my nipples are too sore, or I'm getting my period." said Jay.
She shrugged him her answer before responding.
"I don't know. I guess I was horny," she said with a laugh.
He stared at her with hatred. If looks could kill, she'd be dead.
"Why didn't you give Jack an excuse why he couldn't feel your tits and finger your nipples. Why didn't you give Jack an excuse why you couldn't suck his cock? Why didn't you give Jack an excuse why he couldn't cum in your mouth instead of on your tits?
Ruth shrugged her indifference again.
"Once again, that's different. Jack was sad about losing Sheila and I was only trying to help him through his grief. Besides you already had your wicked sexual way with Sheila's big, saggy breasts when she was alive," she said. "I didn't plan on sucking Jack. A spur of the moment thing, one thing just led to another. With me having one too many drinks, it's just happened."
He looked at her with anger. He looked at her with hatred. He looked at her as if he wanted to beat her to death.
"I have a good mind to force you to blow me. I have a good mind to stick my prick in your mouth, put a heavy hand behind your head, and hump your mouth and fuck your face until I cum in your whore of a mouth. Then, I won't let go of you until you swallow my cum."
He looked at her with sexual excitement and she returned his look of sexual arousal with her look of disinterest and boredom.
"If you dare do that to me, I'll cut off your prick while you're sleeping," she said. Ruth folded her hands in her lap while staring up at her husband. "There's one more thing," she said.
Jay stared at her with sudden insightfulness.
"One more thing? What more can there be? What's that? You're leaving me for Jack? Bye," said Jay. "Don't let the door hit you in the ass."
Ruth laughed out loud.
"Of course not. I'd never leave you," she said giving him a big, loving smile. "You're never home long enough for me to leave you," she said laughing. "Besides, I have a good thing going here with you doing your thing while I do my thing," she said pausing to smile lovingly at her husband again. "I'm pregnant."
Jay's mouth fell open while staring at his wife.
"Pregnant? You're pregnant?"
Jay didn't even have to ask the obvious question before Ruth confessed that she had sexual intercourse with Jack.
"And I think it's Jack's baby."
To be continued...
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Susan assumes her secret, matriarchal role as the Dominatrix of her entire adopted family, mother, Tiffany, father, Michael, daughter, Erin, and son, Brett.
With Brett's mother, Tiffany, on a cruise to Bermuda with her husband, Michael, she left Susan in charge of their children, 19-year-old almost 20-year-old, Erin, and 18-year-old, Brett. Obviously at that age, able to care for themselves, they don't need adult supervision. Yet, at that age, with all the trouble they could get into, especially with Erin so sexually wild and sometimes so out of control partying, they certainly did need a babysitter. Besides, with Erin a bad influence on her younger brother, it took Susan all the powers of persuasion she had to stop Brett from following his sister to ruin.
Actually, with both of them basically good kids, adults now, everything would have been fine and so much better for Susan, if Erin hadn't been intent on being the one in control, sexual and otherwise, of Brett and not Susan. Pushing her limits and trying Susan's patience, obviously she wanted to see how far she could go in her mother's absence. If only Erin knew that Susan had a sexy, sexual secret. If only Erin knew that Susan was a closeted Dominatrix just biding her time while to dominate her and the rest of her family. If only Erin knew that, one day soon, Susan was waiting to corral her whole family into submission with discipline and punishment. Not now and not ever, if only Erin knew that Susan would never relinquish control of anything to Erin.
Frustratingly for Susan, thwarting her every move, Erin ran interference in the way of a linebacker chasing after a running back when trying to make moves to run by her. With Susan hoping to score a touchdown in retaking control of Tiffany's children, and having to settle for a field goal in hopes of winning back Brett, Erin was seemingly always there to block her bid to reach the end zone. Fighting to assume control of her entire adopted family, 42-year-old Susan needed to regain not only her control over Erin and Brett again but also over the whole family which included Tiffany, their mother, and Michael, their father.
She needed to punish them all for being so bad. She needed to discipline them so that she could control them. Just as she needed to strip Tiffany naked in front of her husband and son, she needed to strip Erin naked in front of her father and brother. Then, making them all submit to her will, she needed to fuck them all with her strap-on dildo that she called Devil. She only wished she had a dark, dank dungeon. If she had a dungeon, she'd tie them all to the wall and leave them there until they submitted their wills to her.
Today, Susan was scheduled to take Brett to see his doctor, pediatrician, Dr. Robin, for a physical examination after being injured during football practice yesterday. Only, what stands more in her way of taking Brett to the doctor is not his physical injuries but his sister's annoying and continued interference in challenging Susan's influence and power over the family. When she had been part of this family before she was even born, how dare she challenge her authority? How dare she try and take control of this family from her when she's little more than a child, albeit with the body of a porn star and the face of a model?
Wanting to take control of the situation and take control of her brother away from Susan's care and responsibility, obviously both women have strong personalities. Only, Erin had no idea what she was up against with Susan as an enemy rather than an ally. She had no idea that Susan was a Dominatrix just wanting for her chance to assume total control of not just her brother but also her, her mother, and her father. If only Erin knew that Susan would love to take her along and make her a Dominatrix too.
If only Erin would mind her own business instead of causing dissension and creating a hostile environment, there'd be no problem. If only Erin would relent and relinquish the control and influence she thought she had over her family, things would go much smoother for Susan to take control and show her domination. Had it not been for Erin's continued interference, Susan would have been much further along in controlling, disciplining, and punishing the entire family. She would have already pushed ahead with her sexual agenda that she had planned for Michael, Tiffany, Erin, and Brett. Had it not been for Erin interfering for the nearly past year, they all would have been Susan's sexual slaves by now.
* * * * *
Susan knocked on Brett's bedroom door and listened while waiting for his response. Usually with his music blasting, she never heard him being so quiet. With him an early riser, first to get the coffee brewing and with it already half past 8 am, normally he'd be up by now. When no response came, figuring that he was still sleeping when he needed to be up and dressed, she opened his bedroom door.
She poked her head in his room before stepping inside. Unable to see him in the dark, he had his blackout curtains drawn. Going from the brightly lit hall to his unlit bedroom, it took Susan a minute for her eyes adjust to the darkness of his room. Finally seeing him still ensconced in bed and curled in the fetal position as if he was dead, he looked as if he was cold. Hidden within a cloud of white, with the sheet covering his body as if he was a corpse at the morgue, not moving, he was buried beneath the sheet that was drawn up to nearly the top of his head. Hoping he was still alive and breathing, in the way how a new mother checks on her newborn baby, she flicked on his bedroom light before calling out to him.
"Brett? Brett, Honey," she said to awaken him. "Brett?" She asked again, this time with concern. "Brett?" She said now with panic in her voice. "Are you awake? Brett!" She raised her voice loud enough to awaken him.
Obviously too sore to put on a tee shirt, underwear, and/or pajama bottoms late last night, Susan could tell from the outline of his form that he was naked beneath his sheet. Had he not been injured, she would have used his nakedness to sexually tease and erotically entice him. Had he not been injured, she would have taken it upon herself to embarrass him by giving him an erection with her words and without so much as touching him. Perhaps she would have deliberately flashed him an up nightgown peek of her naked pussy or a down nightgown view of her naked breasts while making her flashes appear accidental.
Only, no need for Susan to flash him now, especially after that fiasco last night, he already saw her naked when she stripped off her clothes to help him shower. With nothing sexual about getting in the shower with him naked, it was her way to win back his control. Normally, not that long ago, there would have been no way that he'd ever have Susan wash his naked body. Normally, not that long ago, he'd never take a shower with Susan being naked too. Normally, not that long ago, he would have been embarrassed to see any part of her naked body. Normally, not that long ago, he would have averted his stare and not looked at her naked body but with him under his sister's control, he was becoming just as sexually perverted as Erin was.
Too young to admit that he was tired, too proud to admit that he was hurting, and too stubborn to ask for her help, she felt bad that he went to bed naked. She felt bad that she didn't help dress him. After helping him shower, she should have helped him get dressed for bed last night too. Yet, with him in a horny mood, he was too fresh with his hands.
Groping her, grabbing her, touching her, feeling her, and fondling her naked body, where he should never grope, grab, touch, feel, and fondle her naked body, she was too tired for his foolishness. She had punished, disciplined, and whipped better men for much less infractions and now she couldn't wait to punish, discipline, and whip him. If he wasn't already injured on the football field, she would have really hurt him in his bedroom last night.
Once he had healed from his wounds, she couldn't wait to get her hands on his naked body. Once he had healed from his wounds, she couldn't wait to teach him the meaning of being physically, emotionally, and sexually controlled by a Dominatrix. Too annoyed with him trying to control her, the last thing she wanted was Brett trying to take control of her in the way that Erin was trying to take control of her.
How dare they? Who in the Hell do they think they are? Barely adults, they're both just children to her. They should be eating out of her hand and groveling at her feet instead of standing to look her in the eye. Soon, once Brett is better and Tiffany and Michael are home from their cruise to Bermuda, with Susan taking control and in charge, everything will change around here. One day soon, Erin will be begging her for mercy.
The last thing she wanted was for him to think that he had control over her in the way that his sister thinks that now. When he couldn't dress himself, he should have stopped his nonsense of groping her and asked her to help him put on a tee shirt, underwear, and a pajama bottom, his usually bedtime attire. Trying her patience, Brett going to bed naked and cold was his own fault for misbehaving and for not asking for her help. Always a good kid, he was never like this before.
Erin is the one responsible for her brother's bad behavior. Erin is the one who prematurely gave her brother incestuous sex. How dare she? Erin is the one who will ruin what Susan had planned for years, unless she gets Erin back under control and gets her to submit her will to her, she would lose Brett and possibly the whole family. With Erin the strong willed one, and with everyone so enamored with her physical beauty, once Susan had Erin under the control the rest of the family members would be easy.
With Susan the only normal one and the only one in control of her libido, it's as if this whole house has gone mad with sex. They're all sex addicts. They're all addicted to sex. Something she could use against all four of them, this family was ripe for the taking by a skilled and experienced Dominatrix. Soon, they'd all be eating out of her hand and groveling at her feet. Soon, they'd do whatever she asked them to sexually do. Soon, she'd be the one in control and the one in charge.
Susan laughed with the thought that, as a Dominatrix, she was the only normal one in this family in regards to sex. With Tiffany and Michael out of control in their swinging lifestyle that has now spanned twenty years, their ideas regarding sex weren't normal. Susan feared that Erin would follow in her mother's footsteps with Brett close behind in emulating his father's sexual appetite. With all of them wildly out of sexual control, Susan was eager to use their libidos to shape them, mold them, and redefine them. Soon, Michael, Tiffany, Erin, and Brett would be her sexual slaves. Soon, she'd have her sexual way with them all.
Susan attributed Brett's recent bad, sexual behavior to Erin that began after she had incestuous sex with him. How dare she ruin Susan's plans by having premature, incestuous sex with her brother without Susan giving Erin her permission? Totally out of control, Erin had suddenly turned into such a slutty bitch and was taking her brother down the road to Hell with her. The way that Brett is now, so free with his hands and so willing to expose his cock to her whenever she's alone with him, was all Erin's fault.
How dare Brett sexually disrespect her? He had never sexually disrespected her before. After teaching him and training him to be respectful of women, everything was tossed out the window as soon as he turned 18-years-old and had sex with his sister. Now, Susan had to start her training with him all over again.
Molding him and shaping him, Brett was her prized piece of her plan of perversion. Waiting for him to turn 18-years-old, he was her last piece of the bondage, discipline, and domination puzzle. Now that Brett was old enough, Susan didn't have much time left to get both Brett and Erin back under her emotional, physical, and sexual control before they found someone, fell in love, and moved out of the house. With her having the looks, the body, and the bitchy disposition that changed from being kind to mean, a perfect candidate, she wanted Erin to learn how to become a Dominatrix.
Other than leering at her and trying to peep on her, what any normal 18-year-old man would do to a sexy woman, Brett was always polite and well behaved before falling under the incestuous, sexual influence of his slutty sister. Erin on the other hand had the morals or lack thereof, of a horny, perverted man. A double standard, Erin wouldn't have been judged for her sexual appetite had she been born a man but she was born a woman in a man's world. With her need for sex, where a man would be patted on the back for bedding so many women, she was deemed a slut and a whore for having sex with so many men.
Yet, even by Susan's liberal, sexual standards, she questioned Erin's constant need for sexual attention from the opposite sex. With Erin's lustful, sexual appetite, it wouldn't surprise her if she was having sex with women too. Definitely and ultimately, it was Susan's sexual desire to have sex with not only her best friend, Tiffany, but also with Erin too, along with Michael and Brett. Only, instead of giving it all away for free, she needed to teach Erin how to turn her God given gifts into a lucrative business.
* * * * *
Before he was injured, Brett tried turning the tables on Susan. He had been making his feeble attempt in trying to control her in the way his sister had been doing all along, as if he or she could ever control Susan. With his testosterone hormones raging since the advent of his 18th birthday, and with Erin flashing him her panties and tits, even giving him sex, he had suddenly turned into a sex fiend. Now, whenever Susan wore her sexy nightgowns with nothing underneath, he leered at her long and hard with wanton desire and sexual lust, something he never dared do before. Even though he stared at her before, obviously not wanting her to know that he was looking, he was more discreet about leering at her.
Now, he had gone overboard with his aggressive, unconstrained voyeurism. As if he had Superman's X-ray vision, he'd nearly burn a hole in Susan's nightgown where the impressions of her nipples pushed against the thin, sheer material of her nightgown. As if he could see through her nightgown and no doubt he could, he'd stare where the shadow of her patch of blonde pubic hair could be seen through the thin material of her sheer nightgown whenever she stood in the morning light. As much as he made her sexually uncomfortable, he made her sexually excited at the same time. Even though he was her best friend's son, they didn't have an ordinary relationship. With them living in the same house, they had more of an incestuous relationship. As if he was her stepson, she was as close to him as he was to his mother.
Whenever she wore something sexy and/or was in the mood to flash him, Susan wanted him to look at what he could see of her, of course, while he imagined he's seeing more of her sexy body than he was. Yet, with her not wanting to give her sexuality away for free in the way that Erin does, she needed to control his voyeurism by monitoring her exhibitionism. Now, as if he had suddenly became perverted overnight and as if he was intent on raping her, his focused stare made her feel more uncomfortable than it made her feel sexually aroused. Almost feeling as if he wanted to force her to have sex and even rape her, she felt compelled to wear a robe over her nightgown, something she'd never do.
Even though he had been making her nervous recently with his leers, words, and actions, Susan wasn't afraid of him. When his own mother couldn't control him, if anyone could control him, she could. Yet with her enjoying the attention of his focused stare nonetheless, as long as she was safe from harm, Susan would rather sexually tease him, entice him, and sexually arouse him. Erin was the one who let the cat out of the bag, so to speak, by having sex with her brother. Now, it was up to Susan to round up the escaped animals and put them back in their cages until she was ready to use them to suit herself.
Something he had never done before, now he barges in her bedroom without knocking, obviously with the hopes of seeing her in her sexy bra and/or panty, topless, and/or even naked. No doubt, he'd barge in the bathroom too while she was taking her bath or shower but she now knows better to keep her bathroom door locked. If she had a lock on her bedroom, she'd lock that door too but it would look oddly suspicious for her to install a lock on her bedroom door now. Once recovered from his football injuries, making him as submissive as he used to be, she planned on getting him back under her control.
Even though he was always the sexual voyeur, he was never such a little pervert before in the way he is now. In the way he does now, he never invaded her privacy in the hopes of seeing something he shouldn't see of her. It was all Erin's fault in the way her brother is now sexually out of control. His sister had changed him from a good boy to a sex crazed animal. She had given him the incestuous lust and the sexual desire of a man who not only craves sex but also who was addicted to sex. Hidden deep within him, as if he was already addicted to sex, Erin encouraged his sickness of always wanting to have sex by her having sex with him. With him walking around with an eternal erection, she had changed him from kind and caring young man to a masturbation machine.
Yet, then again, maybe it wasn't Erin who infected Brett with her sexual addiction affliction. With Erin being such a slut and a whore, it was easy to blame her. Maybe their addiction to sex was something they were both born with and inherited from their mother, Tiffany, as well as from their father, Michael. With the both of them longtime swingers, they were both sexually insatiable too. Maybe she was too quick to blame Erin for Brett's seemingly outrageous libido when she should be pointing her finger at his parents. No doubt something good for Susan to know now that this entire family was addicted to sex, Susan would make use of that information later.
Starting slowly, Susan was making good strides in taking sexual control of Brett by flashing him bits and pieces of her sexy, shapely body. By allowing him to see up skirt peeks of her panties, up nightgowns of her pussy, down blouse peeks of her cleavage and bra, and down nightgown peeks of her tits, she had him eating out of her hand. Then Erin moved in to take back the sexual control of her brother by allowing him to not only see her naked but also to have sex with her naked body.
How dare she? What the Hell is wrong with her, the slut? Turning the tables on her, Susan had to make some fast moves to regain the sexual hold she had on Brett. Only with Erin there at every turn, making Susan's discipline and domination that more difficult and punishment impossible, whatever she did, Erin undid. Obviously for her sexual plan of being the Dominatrix to all four members of this family to work, she had to control Erin. Controlling Erin was the key.
With his whore of a sister a bad sexual influence on him, he changed dramatically ever since Erin started nursing school and right after having incestuous sex with her. Instead of being a caring, kind, loving women, nursing school turned her into a bigger slut than she was before she started her nursing training. In the way that most men would have sex with any woman who had hands, a mouth, a pussy, and an ass, Erin would literally have sex with any man, young or old, handsome or homely, who had a hard cock. Seemingly not caring what he looked like, even if that man was her brother, as long as he could get her to cum, she'd suck and fuck him in the way she had already had sex with so very many men.



Commuting from the campus to home, needing her to stay away until she regained sexual control over Brett, Susan wished Erin had elected to stay in a dorm room at school instead of sleeping at home. She'd have a much easier time controlling Brett if she was alone with him without the constant interference of his sister. Always a good kid before, he had changed for the worse now. In the way that Erin controlled her father by tempting him with the thoughts of having forbidden incestuous sex with her, she teased her brother the same way. Sexually teasing him, erotically enticing him, and shamelessly flashing him bits and pieces of her shapely albeit forbidden body, she had been doing the same sexual shenanigans to Brett, since he turned 18-years-old, that she had been doing to her father for years.
* * *
One time Erin sexually teased her father by flashing him her naked ass and pussy.
"Daddy? Can you help me? Can please you tie my shoe? My hands are full," said Erin holding boxes to put in her closet. "I'm afraid I'll trip over my shoelace."
Happy to get down on one knee to leer up his daughter's short skirt and at her bikini panties, what nearly 20-year-old woman needs help tying her shoe? Obviously, needing something from her father, perhaps use of the car, some extra spending money, or even that new pair of shoes, she knew how to play him by sexually teasing him. Once her shoe was tied, she climbed the stepstool to put her shoeboxes in her closet. Climbing higher up her shapely thighs, her short skirt rose higher with her stretching and leaning forward, to reach the top shelf.
"Erin, honey," said her father while holding his daughter so that she didn't fall from the stepstool. "I need to tell you something before you go out on your date."
Averting his gaze, Michael looked from his daughter's exposed, round, shapely behind to stare between his daughter's open legs before looking up at her pretty face. Not only was much of her naked ass exposed to her father but also her blonde, trimmed pussy was exposed to her father too.
"Yes Daddy?" As if she was still Daddy's sweet, little girl, she looked so innocent. "What do you need to tell me?"
Taking one last long look at Erin's exposed ass and pussy, as if to make sure that he was right and not seeing things, he smiled up at his daughter while helping her down from the top of the stepstool.
"I'm embarrassed to tell you this, Honey, and I want you to know not to be embarrassed because I averted my gaze and didn't see anything but you forgot your panties," he said lying that he didn't see anything.
Looking as shocked as she was no doubt sexually excited that she exposed her naked ass and pussy to her father, she feigned her embarrassment.
"Oh, my God," said Erin not even turning red. "Thank you for noticing, I mean, thank you for telling me, Daddy."
* * *
Another time, Erin flashed her father her naked body by deliberately dropping her towel at the right moment.
"Daddy? Can you help me? Ow, it hurts. My hair is caught in my chain," said Erin coming out of the bathroom wearing only a towel.
Whenever she knew her mother, brother, and Susan weren't around to comment on her inappropriate behavior, Erin sexually played her father.
"I'd be happy to help honey," said her father while standing behind his daughter and peering down and inside of her towel at her big tits.
She arranged the front of her towel to give her father the best down towel view. As if she was wearing a low cut top instead of a towel, Erin made sure that the top of her towel was bloused forward to give her father an even better view of her big breasts. Not only could he see the size and shape of her breast but also he could clearly see her areolas and nipples. Then, as if her father willed her towel to drop or as if her father was the pizza delivery man being flashed, Erin's towel fell to her feet. As if her towel was a flag that waved away the end of her morals, Erin deliberately exposed her naked body to her father.
"Oops," said Erin feebly reaching for her falling towel too late as soon as she lifted her hands to move her hair out of the way for her father to free herself from her chain. "Oh, my God," she said feigning her embarrassment while putting her hands to her face instead of covering her nakedness with her hands and forearms. "Don't look at my naked body, Daddy. Don't look at my ass, my pussy, and my tits. I'm so embarrassed, Daddy. I'm so embarrassed."
Obviously enjoying the sudden, naked flashing show of his daughter's hot body, Michael stared, and leered at his daughter's naked body.
"It's nothing I haven't seen before," said Erin's father ogling her naked ass before stepping in front of her to ogle her naked tits and pussy.
* * *
Returning the favor of exposing her naked body to her father, she walked in on her father changing to ogle his exposed cock and testicles.
"Oops. Sorry Daddy."
Not making a move to cover his nakedness, totally exposed in front of Erin, Michael stood before his daughter naked.
"Erin," he said breathlessly as if he was imagining having sex with her.
With him obviously and immediately sexually excited, he stared at his daughter staring at him.
"Sorry Daddy. I didn't know you were in here changing into your bathing suit. Don't mind me, Daddy. I'm just looking for my lipstick that Mom borrowed from me," said Erin staring at her father's naked cock that suddenly grew erect. "Oh, my God, Daddy."
Ready to protect her, Michael looked at his daughter as if she had just seen a spider.
"What? What is it baby girl? Is it a spider? Did you see a spider?"
She stared down at her father's engorged prick.
"Did I do that to you?"
Obviously knowing what she meant, he looked to where she was looking before asking his question.
"Do what?"
Erin stared at her father's erect prick as if she had never seen an erect prick before when she had seen dozens of erect pricks if not hundreds of erect pricks. He looked up at her to watch her staring at his hardening prick.
"Your thing."
Almost reaching out to touch it and, no doubt, he wished she would touch it, hold it, and stroke it before sucking it and fucking it, she pointed at his cock.
"What thing?"
Continuing to sexually tease her father, and now with her father playing along with her, she deliberately flipped her head to toss back her long, blonde, lush hair before running a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
"You have a huge erection Daddy," she said.
He looked down at where she was staring before feigning his embarrassment.
"Oh, my God. I'm so embarrassed Erin," he said reluctantly covering his erection with his hand. "So concerned about protecting you from a spider, I forgot that I was standing her naked."
As if she was offended when she wasn't, Erin left her father's bedroom in a huff and slammed the door behind her. She stood outside her father's bedroom listening at his bedroom door. Obviously knowing that he would, she could hear her father masturbating the incestuous lust that he had for his daughter after exposing his erect penis to her.
Obviously knowing that he would, she listened to her father stroking his stiff prick while, no doubt, he was thinking of having sex with her. Probably, while jerking off, he was thinking of her sucking his cock. No doubt, he was probably thinking of her fucking his cock. Being the bad woman that she is, she waited and timed her next, planned move to burst open his bedroom door without knocking at the precise moment of ejaculation.
'Five, four, three, two...'
"Sorry, Daddy but I forgot the lipstick," she said staring at her father's prick. "Oh, my God. Daddy!"
As soon as she opened her father's bedroom door, he ejaculated a big glob of cum all over the bed.
"Oh, my God. Erin! I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. Please forgive me," he said.
Seemingly he was as embarrassed and ashamed as he was sexually excited. He stared at her staring at his prick shooting out cum and dripping on the carpet.
"Eww! Daddy! Gross. That's so gross. I can't believe you masturbated," she said staring at her father holding his erect, leaking cock in his hand. "Oh, my God! Where you thinking of me touching you, stroking you, sucking you, and fucking you while you masturbated yourself?"
Now obviously embarrassed that not only did his daughter catch him masturbating but also she knew that he was masturbating over her, he tried to deny that he was masturbating over her.
"No, Erin. No. I, um, was just horny and my horniness had nothing to do with you. I assure you," he said lying.
She continued staring at his cock before slamming shut the door while pretending that her she accidentally happened upon him. Perhaps a totally coincidence but uncommonly generous of her father to so spoil his daughter, Erin received a new car for her 19th birthday.
* * *
Definitely Erin knew how to play the sex card but her mistake was giving too much away too soon for free when she should be holding out for more. Bringing her brother to a boil too soon and too fast, rushing things sexually, Erin was too young and too sexually inexperienced to know the emotional damage that she was causing her brother. With one misstep, she could ruin the future relationships he would have with women for life. With one misstep, she could ruin his perception of women and alter his treatment of women for good. She could change him from the passive man that he is to the aggressive man that she preferred and wanted her brother to be.
In the way that Erin liked rough sex and enjoyed men taking sexual control of her, even slapping her around, that was not the sexual lifestyle that Susan envisioned for Brett or for Erin. Instead of molding Brett into a loving and generous lover, Erin was molding him into a selfish, piggish brute. Instead of Erin teaching Brett to sexually pleasure women first, willing to give him what he wanted, she was showing him that he didn't have to sexually pleasure them at all. Instead of Erin teaching Brett to think of women as the weaker sex, oddly enough with her being such a total bitch, she was teaching him to think of women as conniving bitches. She was showing Brett a side of women that Susan would rather Brett not see. Moreover, instead of Erin holding back her sexual charms to get all that she wanted and needed from men, she was freely and willingly giving them away.
Even more than that, Erin was proving to her brother that, indeed, women are the stronger sex. In a household of two men and three women, there wasn't enough room for another strong woman. Susan had already worked hard to assume that role and Erin, trying to take control away by regaining control of her family, was thereby challenging her authority at every step. Now it was up to Susan to put Erin in her place.
Obviously by Erin's premature, salacious, and incestuously sexual actions towards her brother in having sex with him, she was too young to even understand how to play the game never mind master the game of sexual control and domination. Ready and willing to play all of her cards by impulsively giving her brother incestuous sex, she needed to learn how to hold some cards back and to learn how to coyly bluff, sexually tease, and erotically entice. Keeping her cards close to her breasts while showing lots of cleavage and while acting modestly moral, is how women learn to play the game of control and domination.
Yet, with Tiffany seldom around to teach her daughter the basics of how women should slowly seduce men, she couldn't totally blame Erin for grasping at some modicum of control for her to give more perspective and definition to her life. Sexually teasing, flirting, and enticing men until driving them mad with lustful desire to give a woman whatever she wants, while still continuing to dangle the carrot of sex over him, is how it's done and how the game is played. She played the game correctly with her father but ruined the game by giving her brother incestuous sex. By Erin giving sex away for free to every many she met, she was ruining the game for all women.
As far as Susan was concerned, there was more fun in the foreplay than there ever was in the actual sex. Sexually teasing, erotically enticing, and controlling and dominating the foreplay was her dominion. Foreplay is how she ruled the roost and how she planned to control this household of future sex slaves. With foreplay not only the appetizer but also the main meal and the desert, sex was the last thing she wanted to give any of them. Sex is what she needed to hold back to control them all. Just the promise and the hint of sex is what would make them all obey.
* * * * *
Erin was being bad, very bad, and she needed to be taught a lesson. Stripped naked and tied to a rack, instead of feeling as if she was in control, she needed to be made to feel vulnerable, helpless, and small. She needed for Susan to spank her shapely ass very hard with her oversized, wooden paddle in front of everyone. She needed for Erin to submit to her will so that she could eventually fuck her anally with her strap-on dildo. Fucking Erin and even Tiffany with her strap-on dildo will be easy by fucking them first in their pussies before fucking them both anally. The real challenge would be fucking Michael and Brett anally with her strap-on dildo. They'd resist at first, of course, especially when they saw the size of Devil, her strap-on dildo, but she needed to do that to show them that she not only dominated them but also that she was in complete control of them.
Needing to be taught, Erin needed to learn that once she has sex with a man, she had fewer bullets left in her gun to control him from attacking her and running over her. In the way that a lion tamer tames a lion or any wild beast with just his voice and the snap of his whip, she needed to teach Erin how to train men to behave when with a woman. She needed to teach Erin how to train men to act when in the presence of a controlling and domineering woman. She needed to teach Erin how to train men to behave when in the presence of a Dominatrix, which was what Susan was. It had taken her years to become what she'd wanted to train Erin to be.
Erin needed to understand that once she had sex with a man, she had already lost control of him. She needed to understand that after a man had free sex with her, he'd already be thinking of having free sex with someone else. Moreover, while plotting, planning, and thinking of having free sex with someone else, he'd be wishing he could find the ideal woman. He'd be wishing that he could find the one woman who knew him well enough for him to trust her to give him what he needed and to sexually control him.
If she was doing anything, by her acting like such an entitled, little bitch, instead of making men want her, she was turning men against her and against all women who they perceived were like her. She had already shown her father, her brother, and God knows who else, the kind of woman that men don't want and would never want. Erin was an immature, selfish, self-centered, conniving, little bitch. It just amazed Susan how she could become such a cunt before her 20th birthday.
* * * * *
What suddenly happened to her to make her that way when she was so nice growing up as a girl before developing these bad habits as a woman? Holding nothing back, instead of playing the hand she was dealt with sexually teasing, erotically enticing, and extending foreplay, she prematurely played her hand by putting out and giving men free sex. Even then, instead of being loving and caring when being so sexual, paradoxically, as if she hated men but needed men, she played her sex cards with anger and hostility instead of love and kindness. If she wanted men to want her and do whatever she wanted them to do, she needed to be nicer to them instead of being meaner. She needed to be as quick to use her brain as she was to use her body. She needed to be the new breed of Dominatrix, the kind that men never see coming until it's too late.
After Erin prematurely gave her brother sex, a real disaster for any Dominatrix in training or any woman, Susan had to clean up her mess by making herself more sexually responsive and available to Brett. It was up to Susan to step in to regain control of Brett after she had been grooming him since he turned 18-years-old. Only unbeknownst to Erin, a partner in crime, Susan had hoped to mold her into being a Dominatrix for her to assume more of a sadomasochistic role.
Erin was certainly pretty enough, sexy enough, shapely enough, and bitchy enough to assume the role as Dominatrix and to control any man. They could have a lucrative online business of giving men what they wanted and when they wanted it. Only, something she couldn't tell Erin yet, she needed to trust her first before she'd dare confide her erotic secrets to her and her sexual plans for her. She first needed Erin to stop acting like a spoiled child. She needed Erin to stop treating her as her enemy instead of as her friend and sexual mentor. She needed to stop Erin from giving it all away.
Erin had already shown her natural instincts and talents for assuming that domineering, Dominatrix role. Yet with her so young and immature, in the way that some young men sometimes prematurely ejaculate when overly sexually excited, Erin was too quick on the trigger to submit to Brett or to any man's sexual will. Had she dangled her sexy body in front of him longer and had she not relented by giving him sex, Erin would have maintained more control over her brother. Instead of having to fight Susan for control of her brother in the way she was doing now, had she not given Brett sex, she would had all the control over him that she needed.
But no. She was in a hurry to push Susan off the throne. Now, Susan will soon have the upper hand of not only her but also her brother, mother, and father. Soon, Susan will train her to be the Dominatrix that she wanted her and needed her to be. After denying controlled sex with every member of this family, soon Susan will routinely have had controlled sex with every member of this family. With them never seeing her coming, disciplining, punishing, and dominating them, soon Susan will regain her control and will be in charge.
* * * * *
Besides, more than just sex, with Tiffany already relinquishing a position of power, influence, control, and dominance over Michael and their children, Susan had other sexually diabolical plans for this family. After already having had spent years winning their trust with kindness, help, and understanding, she was on the verge of molding Erin and Brett to be her sexual puppets. She needed them all to do her sexual bidding without question. She was nearly at that verge of that pinnacle of power, influence, and control until Erin stepped in, resisted her, and tried to wrestle control away from Susan. With her stubborn and strong willed, Erin had other ideas. Now with Brett injured, Susan's sexual plans were on hold until Brett sufficiently recovered to resume his role as pawn in Susan's game of sexual chess.
Erin wanted to take the control of her brother and her father away from Susan. She could try but with her doing nothing more than aggravating Susan, there was no way that Erin could take control of her father and her brother. Her taking control from Susan and ruining her hard work and plans, would never happen. Easy to do with Erin, with her being so transparently conniving, all Susan had to do was to whisper the truth about Erin in Tiffany's and Michael's ears to destroy her credibility with the family. With Tiffany and Michael traveling so much, this family was all about trust and if her parents felt that they couldn't trust Erin than they'd never listen to her. With Susan ruling the roost, after catching Erin in lies that were viciously orchestrated by Susan, they'd never take Erin's advice on anything.



Obviously, busy with other things on her mind, once the children turned 18-years-old, Tiffany's family took a backseat to her business ventures and to her swinging lifestyle. Ready to step in and take charge, easy pickings, it wouldn't take much for Susan to assume the matriarchal role of this family. She just needed to put Erin in her place and keep her there. Then, she needed to regain control of Brett which shouldn't be very difficult being that he was already sexually attracted to her and infatuated with her.
In the way that Erin needed to control men with her sexy, shapely body, Susan had the maturity to control men not only with her sexy, shapely body but also with her words and with her mind. A woman of superior intelligence and natural beauty, no man or woman could resist her sexually controlling them. Yet blocking her at every turn of Susan from gaining total control of this family was Erin. Too young to appreciate the subtleties of domination, a skill that would take Erin years to learn and longer to master, she was doing her best to ruin her brother by already giving him sex. Erin was too impatient to reap the rewards of having sex. Seemingly, it was as if learning to play the game correctly was too difficult for her. Instead of taking her time to master the control that she inherently had over men with her beautiful face and beautiful body to match, she had rushed everything for the sake of having sex now instead of saving that as a much deserved reward later.
As if Brett were a puppy and a young man with a clean slate, giving him love and kindness that was peppered with discipline, punishment, and total domination, Susan wanted to train him her way. Michael, Brett and Erin's father, was easy to control. With him already pussy whipped in shape by Tiffany, just as Tiffany was ripe to do her sexual bidding, Michael was ripe to do her sexual bidding too. With Michael a voyeur and exhibitionist, Tiffany knew what her husband liked and wanted. In full view of his neighbor, he enjoyed watching his Asian, next door, neighbor Christine masturbate herself while Tiffany sucked his cock by the big window in their bedroom with the lights on and the shades open. As if Susan was already his Dominatrix, not worried about controlling Michael, with him already sexually wanting her and eating out of her hand, she could command complete control over him any time she wanted.
With Tiffany and Michael gone on a cruise to Bermuda and not here to intercede on behalf of Brett after he was injured during football practice yesterday, and having to deal with the school nurse, yesterday had been a long day. With her taking him to see his family doctor with the appointment that Tiffany made from Miami before boarding the cruise ship, today promised to be another long day. Besides, making matters even more difficult, interceding on his behalf as if she was his legal guardian, Erin was there to interfere with whatever decision Susan made about anything in regards to her brother, especially those decisions that concerned Brett and not her. Always interjecting herself, she never minded her own business. Especially when her mother wasn't around, she believed that she ruled the roost. Just because she had her father and brother wrapped around her finger doesn't mean that she controlled her too.
To be continued...
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Author's Note: This is a true story with a happy ending for Jay but a sad ending for Ruth. Even though Ruth was wrong for doing all that she did to Jay, he was wrong for doing all that he did to Ruth. Instead of divorcing early on, they allowed the marriage to continue and while she cheated on him, he cheated on her. Their open marriage worked until Ruth was bringing her work home with her and waving her sexual affairs not only in her husband's face but also in their neighbors' faces too.
*
Always suspecting her of having sexual affairs behind his back, Jay catches his wife, Ruth, red-handed and naked with her young lover, Chris.
The only fly in his ointment, the only thorn in his side, and the only pain in his ass, was his drunken whore of his not so loving wife, Ruth. Some loving wife she turned out to be. A woman who has sex with every man in the neighborhood and beyond but for him. Rejecting him, her own husband, she does sexual things to men she just met that she's never done with Jay. How dare she? Why would she? What's wrong with her to mistreat him in such a bad way?
A selfish, self-centered bitch, she was such an annoying, argumentative cunt. He needed to get rid of her. He needed to divorce her drunken ass. If she wasn't yelling and screaming at him, she was droning on and on about some nonsense that happened yesterday, last week, last month, last year, or years ago. When she's unable to drink in the way she'd like to drink and get drunk whenever he was home, she was mad with anger and mad with lunacy. She was on edge from her withdrawal from alcohol and he's on the verge of finally divorcing her. Enough is enough.
Always belittling him, instead of complimenting him, she had a way of making him feel small and insignificant. Even though he was successful in his career, she made him feel like a loser. When she was the one at fault in the failure of their marriage, she had a way of turning everything that was wrong with their relationship around and pointing the finger of blame at him. How dare she? How could she? More importantly, why did he allow her to get away with that bad behavior for all of these years? Maybe he was more than a sap. With her nothing but a cheating, drunken wife, maybe he was a cuckold husband indeed.
Always throwing it back in his face to start the same argument all over again, she never forgot the slightest provocation, the smallest transgression, and/or the one unthinking, insensitive comment he made against her. Finally now, after all of these years, he saw through her ruse. She started the same, never ending argument because she wanted him out of the house. Whether going to work or traveling, he'd think twice about coming home early. She didn't want him there. She just wanted his money. It was always only about the money.
"Money, money, money," he said mumbling under his breath.
He thought of Pink Floyd's song, Money, from the album Dark Side of the Moon. Then, he thought of ABBA's song, Money, Money, Money. He thought about the band Dire Straits, Money for Nothing. Seemingly the world had gone made with money. Everything and everyone was all about money.
Forget about love, if Jay didn't have money, he didn't have love or in his case, if he didn't have money, unable to pay his escorts, hookers, call girls, and prostitutes, he wouldn't be having sex. Forget about money, if he didn't have money, he'd have nothing and no one. Then, on the flipside of that coin, if he had too much money, instead of being happy, he'd be sad. Obviously with neither of them happy and with neither of them having any close friends, people only wanted them and liked them for their money. Whether it was his wife, his daughter, his employees, or the women of the night that he had sex with, they all wanted his money.
"Money, money, money," he mumbled under his breath again.
Once she was in a mood for a fight and started her shit, able to block her out, especially when he was sitting in the living room wearing his headphones, he no longer listened to her drunken diatribe and poisonous pontification anyway. Yet, unable to cut the tension with a knife, it was so thick with hatred, the atmosphere was poisonous. Surprised she never tried to murder him in his sleep, without her even saying a word, he could feel her lunacy, her anger, and her rage.
His safe harbor was not when he was at home but when he was in his car, at work, on a plane, or in a hotel room. His loving person was not his wife but a call girl, an escort, a prostitute, or a hooker. He received more interaction, intimacy, and sex from female strangers than he ever did from his supposed loving wife. Even though the never ending line of women of the night made him feel good, as soon as he returned home, his wife made him feel bad. He felt so free when he was traveling the country and the world to only feel so trapped once he returned home.
He dreaded coming home to her. Hoping she wasn't there but staying over some man's house that she was fucking and sucking, he dreaded even seeing his wife again. Instead of loving her, he hated her. He hated the disappointed and intolerant look she always had on her face. He hated the sound of her voice. The sound of her voice was like having to listen to ten, obnoxiously loud women all talking at him at the same time. Truly, with his wants, needs, and feeling not making her list of important considerations, everything was always all about her.
After having watched so many reruns of Ozzie and Harriet, Father Knows Best, The Donna Reed Show, Leave it to Beaver, and the Walton's, he had imagined living that life with his wife one day. Only, his home life wasn't a made for TV family show. Even though he comfortably lived the good life in a big house in suburbia, because of Ruth, sometimes he felt as if he lived in Hell. He even checked his address to make sure that the number on his house wasn't 666.
Ruth was a drunk and a whore. He wished she'd leave him. He needed to leave her. He wished she'd go for good. He needed to go for good. He wished she'd die. She made him wish he were dead. Only, if he had to see her in Hell when he died, then he wished he'd live forever.
* * * * *
Because of his upbringing and how he perceived a marriage should be, he had an impossibly difficult time making the final decision to divorce her. No one in his family divorced, not his grandparents, nor his parents, nor his brother, nor his sister. Even though they were all unhappy, miserable actually, for the sake of the house, the children, and money, they stayed together as they vowed to do. Only, he wanted something more than dread and misery. He wanted love and happiness.
"...Until death do you part," he said shaking his head in sadness.
No doubt, the end of their marriage would have happened years ago, had he not quit his job as a college, physical chemistry professor to take a more lucrative position as the President of a Fortune 500 company. The fact that he traveled so much and was seldom home, made their relationship much more tolerable. With him not home to listen to her shit, he'd be off having sex with young women in the way that she'd be home having sex with young men. Quite by accident, with her doing her thing and him doing his thing, their marriage had morphed from the worst marriage possible to a dream marriage.
Just as Ruth became impossible and his marriage became intolerable, he was on his way out the door to the airport to catch a flight. Just as he thought he'd go mad having to listen to Ruth talking to him and complaining at him, he was living out of a suitcase in some hotel or motel with a paid escort by his side. Then, whenever he returned home from traveling, a happy ending he enjoyed having, he imagined her not being there. He imagined coming home to an empty house. He imagined living alone or living with a woman who truly loved him for the man that he was. He wouldn't even care if Ruth took all of the furniture, just as long as she'd leave and never return.
"Bye! Good riddance! Don't worry about the door hitting you in your ass, I'll just kick your ass to the curb," he imagined saying to her.
A fantasy he had when on his way home on the plane, he wished she'd pack her bags and takeoff with some, young guy she had been fucking and sucking. Immediately changing his mood from being content to being angry and to being anxious, he spotted Christopher's car parked across from his house. His first impulse was to flatten his tires or to concoct some sort of flammable, chemical solution that would combust as soon as he started his car.
Having to give him credit for that, at least he didn't have the gall to park his car in the driveway. He just hoped they weren't up in his bedroom. Judging by the light in the front of the house, he figured they were still in the living room having sex or sleeping after having sex and after getting drunk. Whenever he went away, she was always drunk. While he was working to give her the lifestyle she had grown accustomed to living, fucking, sucking, and drinking was what she did the entire time he was gone.
"God, I'm such a sap. If she's not the epitome of a cheating wife and if I'm not a cuckold husband than I don't know what is," he said talking to himself while sitting in the back of his cab.
Explaining why they've all been so standoffish lately, the neighbors seeming all knew his wife was having extramarital affairs with men whenever he traveled. How could they not know with the men in and out of his house whenever he was away? People aren't stupid and with Ruth complaining to anyone who'd listen, they all knew that she was unhappy. Besides, with some of her boy toys staying overnight whenever his daughter wasn't home, how could his neighbors not know that his wife was cheating on him? As if she was a dirty dog, with her always drunk and howling at the moon, a bitch in heat, always there were men sniffing around his wife. At the chance of bedding a MILF, an older woman, a cougar with a hot body, there were always young men ready and willing to exchange booze for sex.
* * * * *
With his wife a real cum slut, just for curiosity sake, he wished he could have measured all of the cum his wife had swallowed over the years. He wished he could have measured all of the cum that young men ejaculated in her mouth, in her hand, in her pussy, and no doubt, in her ass. No doubt, he probably could fill a 42 gallon barrel of the hundreds, maybe even thousands, of men's cum that she's sucked and fucked over the years. Only, to make matters worse, what she willingly does for other men, she refused to do for him. How dare she so disrespect him by denying him sex? Strangers she just met, men who aren't her husband, and men who don't mean anything to her in the way that he obviously doesn't mean anything to her, she gives them sex when she won't give him sex.
Hard to believe but true, never had she sucked his cock. Nope, not once, never, ever had she taken his erect prick past her lips and in her mouth. Never had she allowed him to fuck her in her ass, not that he would as anal sex doesn't appeal to him. Yet, maybe he would if she allowed him to fuck her in her ass. He couldn't even remember the last time he ejaculated in her pussy. Unable to even remember when they had sex last, it's been years since they had sex. Thank God she denied him sex, actually. He'd probably get Herpes or worse from sticking his cock in her.
She didn't even have to confess for him to know she had been unfaithful. It was obvious to him that there was something going on behind his back. With his daughter, Kim, on his side and always in his corner, overly protective of her father against her mother, no doubt feeling conflicted, she sometimes told him all that had happened when he was traveling and not home. Kim sometimes overheard her mother's telephone conversations or had seen men coming to the door looking for her mother. Brazen enough to do so, some of these men think that they can just show up at his front door at any hour of the day or night looking for Ruth and looking for sex.
"Ruth! Ruth! Open the door. I brought booze," said more than one of her lovers. "I'm horny. I need to fuck you. I need you to blow me. Ruth? Hey Ruth! Open the door."
Always it ended with the neighbors calling the police and her lover being arrested for being drunk, disorderly, and disturbing the peace. If only for public appearance sake, he wished she'd be more discreet. He wished she just leave. He wished she'd just die.
With the neighbors suspecting his wife of being a cheating slut and a cock sucking whore, her being an unfaithful wife was one thing but her being a cunt by rubbing his neighbors' noses in her dirty laundry was something else. Moreover to actually see Chris's car parked in front of his house while knowing he was inside of his house with his wife and no doubt inside of his wife was demoralizing, emasculating, and a blow to his ego. Obviously, with him still there at this late hour and probably too drunk to drive home, he was Ruth's overnight guest. Now forgetting about work and his trip, all he could think of was his wife fucking and sucking Christopher and God knows who else during the time he was away in Japan on business.
* * * * *
Jay hated the man. He hated that Chris was in his house when he wasn't there. If it wasn't enough that Chris was sexually using his wife, he hated that he may be touching his things and going through his personal, private stuff. He hated that he was getting from his wife what she denied giving him. It's not fair that she fucks and sucks all of these men when she doesn't suck and fuck him. With him supporting her, that's just not right. If she wants to have her nasty, drunken affairs that's fine with him but the least she could do is to suck his cock, allow him to cum in her mouth, and allow him to treat her as the whore that she is.
Torturing himself by thinking of all the dirty and nasty sexual details they were doing behind closed doors, he wondered if Ruth allowed Chris and all of her men to feel and fondle her breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. No doubt, she does. Of course she does. Why wouldn't she deny them feeling and fondling her breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples in the way she denies him feeling and fondling her breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples? She's proud of her breasts. She loves her big, shapely breasts.
With her no longer allowing him to touch her tits or finger her pussy, he loved her breasts as much as he used to love eating her pussy. When they were dating and were first married, he used to bury his face in her bushy, brown pussy while reaching up to feel and fondle her breasts and pull, turn, and twist her nipples. She loved having her pussy licked and fingered. She had beautiful, shapely breasts, a large B, small C rack and he loved sucking on her nipples. Only, a long time since they had sex, he couldn't remember when she allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with any part of her naked body. He couldn't remember when he felt her tits and fingered her nipples, never mind remembering the last time she allowed him to lick her pussy.
When he paid for everything, how dare she so blatantly disrespect him by having sex with others in his house of all places? When she denied him sex, how could she have sex with other men and not have sex with him, her own husband? When she acted like she doesn't even like sex, why would she suck and fuck other men instead of him? Maybe she loved sex but just not with him. Maybe with him not drinking with her anymore, she needed to be drunk to have sex with him. When he was good to her, kind with her, patient with her, and generous with her, what was wrong with him that she rejected him to have sex with others?
"You're no fun," she said to him more than once while she sipped her third martini and only stopped her drinking to eat one of her olives.
If how she lived her life was her idea of fun, drunk and whoring around, he didn't want any part of her fun. Memories that kept him sexually sated, he harbored the memories of having sex with all of those young, Japanese women. He saved the memories of all of those other women he bedded across the country. He no longer needed his wife to give him sex. Now, even if she offered him sex, just out of principle, hurt, stubbornness, hatred, and the shame of her having rejected him, he'd be the one to reject her.
Just once, in the way she always turned away from him in bed and left him horny and sexually frustrated, he'd love to turn his back to her and leave her horny and sexually frustrated. Only now that they had separate bedrooms, any time he wants sex, he'd masturbate himself while thinking of the all the women he had sex with and all the women he'd like to bed. Only, if ever he rejected her for sex in the way she always rejected him for sex, knowing her in the way he now does, she'd be spiteful. She'd be revengeful. She'd fuck and suck one of his neighbors or one of his friends just to upset him. If his brother and father didn't live so far away, no doubt, she'd have sex with them too. He was surprised she didn't have sex with some of his employees.
If he rejected her for sex, no big deal to her, she'd just get what she sexually needed from someone else. She had several longtime lovers that he knew about over the years, some were his friends and others were his neighbors? She had even gotten herself pregnant by another man, his neighbor and ex-friend, Jack, but fortunately, she lost the baby. He should have kicked her ass to the curb then. He should have divorced her ass then. Foolishly, he was willing for her to have the baby. Foolishly, he was willing to pay for the upbringing of someone else's child.
He wondered just how many other men she had sex with that he didn't know about. Elephants in his bed, in his head, and on his living room sofa, he never asked her about her affairs and she never volunteered any information about her lovers. He'd rather remain ignorant to all that she does when he was not around. He'd rather not know. The last thing he wanted to hear was her pillow talk about all the men that she fucked and sucked.
When they were together, they acted like any other, normal, married couple. Yet, even back then, strangely odd, even though she gave him sex, she never sucked his cock. Even though she was nearly two years older than he was, she preferred having sex with younger men. When they were first together, she had sex with him but that all stopped when he turned 30-years-old. She preferred having sex with men in their 20's instead of having sex with men in their 30's or older. Jack was her last exception to her rule of bedding younger men.
* * * * *
When his daughter was away at school for a while and he was working and/or away traveling, for all that he knew or cared, Ruth could have had a whole houseful of men. He wondered why she was even still with him, obviously for the money, the health insurance, and for the financial security. With him nothing more than her human ATM machine, the last straw was seeing Chris's car parked across the street. A visual reminder that he needed to divorce her, he was really done with her now. He'd see a divorce attorney in the morning. A longtime coming, after 25 years, their marriage was now officially over. He should have gotten rid of her years ago.
Fuming and feeling as if steam was coming out of his ears, not because she cheated on him but because she continually used him and constantly abused him, he was seething in the backseat of the cab. With her done with him years ago and with him finally done with her now, he didn't care that she was having sex with others. He didn't care that she was drinking herself to death. He didn't care that she was fucking and sucking his neighbors, his friends, and/or the small army of young men she picked up at the mall and God only knows where else and who else.



Much more than that, her numerous, sexual affairs were as if she continually kicked him in the balls over and again. For her to rub his nose in her shit by bringing these men home with her and to his house was a blow to his dignity, a slap to his masculinity, and a hit to his manhood. How dare she so disrespect him when he's still financially supporting her? If that was her intention of showing him that she was the queen bitch, the boss of him, and that he was a nothing and a no one, she had done a good job at that.
By her rejecting him for sex, she made him feel small. By her having sex with other men without caring who saw her and who knew she was unfaithful to him, she made him feel powerless. If not for him then for her own reputation, she could have been more discreet, especially in front of their neighbors and especially by not having sex with his friends and the husbands of their neighbors. He heard through the neighborhood, gossip grapevine that she's been seen at the mall, in bars, at the movies, and even in the grocery store with men. Men, men, men, his wife had surrounded herself with horny, young men. She had immersed herself in sex and had drowned herself in two olive, gin Martinis.
Whenever she denied him the pleasure of sex, it was as if she kicked him hard in the balls again and again, stomped on his head, and sat on his chest while pummeling his face with her fists. Having to ask her for sex and only to be denied, he felt emasculated, he felt embarrassed, he felt humiliated, and he felt ashamed. After a while, not wanting to put himself through the rejection again, he stopped asking. With him already playing his hand and with her always trumping whatever card he put down, and with her knowing that he had no other cards to play, she still had cards left to play. With her always holding all of the cards, even though he was the man and she was the woman, it was always his game to lose and her game to win.
Something her other men never had to do, he literally had to beg her for sex, and she still refused him and rejected him by having sex with someone younger. Even then, complaining that her nipples hurt, that she had her period, or that she had a headache, she wouldn't even allow him the pleasure of playing with her tits, sucking on her nipples, or even eating her pussy. The sap of a cuckold husband that he is, he finally felt grateful when his drunken whore of a wife allowed him to cum on her tits and not even in her mouth. He was a fool to allow her to make him feel so powerless when he controlled all of the power. He had the money. She didn't. With the house in his name, she lived in his house.
Tomorrow, before he hires a divorce attorney, he'll go to the bank, clean out the joint accounts, and put the house in his daughter's name. That way, when he leaves her, she can't derive any monetary benefit from the sale his house. Something she'd probably no doubt do, she won't be able to move some man in the house and sell him his house for a case of gin and a case of vermouth.
Tomorrow before he even talks to her about wanting a divorce, he'd cancel all of her credit cards. Now she'd have to walk the streets, stand on a corner, or hang around a downtown bar to get her booze. Let one of her many boyfriends keep her afloat in booze because he's done supporting her. Now, without him supporting her, she'd finally have to revert to the whore that she really is to buy her booze. Now, without him supporting her, she'd have to do something she hasn't done in twenty-five years. She'd have to get a job.
"Done. I'm tired of her shit."
He was angry. He was hurt. He didn't know what else to do with his feelings and with her but to divorce her and to finally kick her cheating ass out of his house. He needed to put her behind him so that he could go one alone without his wife and with his life. With enough, enough, it's about time he took a stand. With enough, enough, tired of putting up with all of her bullshit, all of her lovers, all of her empty gin and vermouth bottles, and the stale smell of her cigarettes stinking up the house, he was just tired of her insanity. From the day of their wedding when she had sex with his best man in the backseat of the limo during their reception, she had never been a faithful wife.
"Fucking bitch," he said under his breath. "Drive to the corner," he said to the driver with impatience. "I'll walk home from there."
The driver drove to the corner of his street and stopped.
"That's thirty-two dollars and seventy-five cents," said the driver.
"Here's forty. Keep the change," said Jay alighting from the cab.
* * * * *
With his last meeting cancelled, he was able to get an earlier flight home. Knowing she wouldn't even answer his call, he didn't even bother calling her to tell her that he'd be home early. He had posted his schedule with flight times and flight numbers on the refrigerator but now with all of that changed, Ruth thought he'd be home early tomorrow evening instead of late tonight. She had no idea that he was already here and standing out front with suitcase in hand. Obviously, with Chris here at this hour, she never expected him to be home tonight.
'Surprise!'
It was late and with all of his neighbor's lights off, obviously they were all in bed sleeping. The only light on the whole street was a dim nightlight in his living room. Rather than go through the front door and ruin their private, little, drunken party, an affair that he'd rather not see, he walked down the driveway and quietly entered his house through the backdoor. Feeling even more emasculated, he never had to enter his own house through the backdoor when Chris, no doubt, entered his house through the front door.
As if he was a burglar entering through the backdoor, he was hoping to sneak in his house undetected and get in bed without her knowing he was home. With her downstairs in the front of the house and him upstairs in the back of the house, no doubt with her drunk and busy having sex with her young lover or sleeping, she'd never hear him flush the toilet before getting in bed. Besides, an old toilet and even older plumbing, as if the house was haunted with a ghost going to the bathroom, sometimes it flushed by itself anyway.
Hopefully she'd stay asleep drunk on the couch with Christopher and, not having to hear her voice, he'd have peace and quiet the rest of the night. Then, early tomorrow, before she had awakened from her drunken stupor, he'd take a shower, get dressed, and go to the office. With her oblivious to what he does, she'd probably think that he's still away on business. With her oblivious to his schedule, she'd probably still think he was still in Japan on business.
Business? Unable to be completely angry at her over her extramarital affairs because of his extramarital shenanigans, his business trips had turned into monkey business trips lately. With him traveling the country and all over the world, as if a sailor having women in every port, he had a bevy of women everywhere, mostly paid prostitutes and escorts, who willingly would do whatever his wife wouldn't. With her having an unlimited supply of young lovers, he had an unlimited supply of beautiful, young women. If only she knew that he was as unfaithful as she was, wouldn't that shock her. If only she knew that he had sex with as many young women as she had sex with young men, she'd probably want to divorce him in the way that he can't wait to divorce her. She wasn't the only one who knew how to play this game.
Yet, what's the difference with him paying a woman to give him sex when he pays his wife and puts up with her not giving him sex? He needed to get rid of her. Tired of giving her money and paying for her to cheat on him, she was preventing him from being happy with someone else. He needed to get rid of her. He needed to find some other woman who wants him, who appreciates, who respects him, and who will give him sex.
After divorcing Ruth, if he had to pick just one woman to marry and spend the rest of his life with, he was particularly fond of Esmeralda from El Paso, Texas. A mixed Mexican and American Indian woman who allowed him to do any sexual thing to her busty body as long as he paid her. Even after comparing her to all of those young, sexy, submissive Japanese woman who gave him incredible sex, it was Esmeralda who sexually satisfied him the most. Even more than the sex, always laughing and teasing, they had fun. More than him paying her money for sex, she obviously liked him as much as he liked her.
With sex something his wife should be doing for him with all the money he gives her, his wife should be allowing him to do any sexual thing to her that he wants to her shapely, sexy, naked body. Only, she saved her sexual favors for her young lovers and not for him. She trades sex for alcohol. With all the money he has given his wife without even having sex, he could give a small fraction of that to Esmeralda and have sex day and night. There are plenty of women, and just one, special woman, who'd be grateful to have someone like him in their life.
* * * * *
While listening to hear if they heard him, Jay undressed in the dark. After sleeping in a hotel bed for nine nights, he couldn't wait to sleep in his own bed. Then, when he finally fell back on his bed, it felt so good to sleep on his own mattress and put his head on his own pillow. Before nodding off, he sat up in bed listening to the quiet while wondering what they were doing downstairs. What was she doing to Chris that she refused to do with him? Except for the soft music that emanated from the living room, he didn't hear anything else.
As if he could hear them having sex, imagining them having sex when he couldn't hear them from where they were and from where he was in the house, he imagined Ruth fucking and sucking Chris in the way she'd never fuck and suck him. Still hurting him to think of her having sex with someone else and rejecting him, as soon as he had the thought of her fucking and sucking Chris, he purged it from his mind before getting angry all over again. She was such a dirty, drunken whore. He could only imagine how many men she had sex with while he was gone. He could only imagine how many men she had sex with in the 25 years they were married.
He didn't like having a stranger in his house while he slept and decided to do what his daughter did every night before turning out her light. Whether or not her mother was alone or with someone, she locked her bedroom door and he now did too. Should his drunken wife persuade her drunken boyfriend to murder him in his sleep for the insurance money, he'd have to breakdown his bedroom door. A light sleeper, even if Chris had the key to his bedroom, he'd hear him unlocking his door to give him enough time for him to reach for his handgun in the nightstand drawer. The best thing he ever did was to sleep in separate bedrooms to not have to smell the stench of her foul alcohol and cigarette laced breath.
Not a violent man but suddenly an angry man, he had the urge to beat her. If only fantasizing about giving her a beating, the thoughts of beating the crap out of her made him feel more like a man. The thoughts of her bruised, bloodied, and in pain made him feel more like the man of the house. If he wouldn't be arrested and have to spend a stint in jail while she continued in her drunken behavior and sexual lifestyle, he'd love to punch his wife in the face. He'd love to blacken both her eyes, loosen her teeth, break her jaw, and make her ugly enough that no one would ever want to have sex with her again, not even him, especially not him. He'd love to strangle her to death after hitting her over the head with an empty gin bottle. Every time she disrespected him, he wished he could beat her and shove her down the cellar stairs and lock the door behind her.
Even better than beating her and making her ugly, he suddenly had the urge to force himself on her. He suddenly had the urge to violently strip her naked. He suddenly had the urge not to have sex with her but to violently rape his own wife. He suddenly had the urge to fuck her, really fuck her hard without her even being wet. Then, when he was done fucking her dirty cunt, without taking the time to lubricate her, he'd turn her over and fuck her cheating ass.
"Yeah, that will teach her," he said out loud for no one to hear. "Payback is a bitch, bitch!"
He suddenly had the urge to do all of the vile, dirty, and nasty sexual things that she refused to do with him but willingly did with everyone and anyone else. Only, just as he'd never beat his wife or any woman, he'd never raped his wife or any woman. Still, a violent fantasy he enjoyed having, he relished the thought of exerting his physical payback on her, his bitch of a cheating whore, drunken wife.
"God, she's such a frigging drunken whore," he said talking to himself. "I can't believe I married her. I still can't believe she had sex with my best man, my best friend, on my wedding day."
Enjoying the violent fantasy of raping his wife, he had the same fantasy again. Forcing her to blow him, with her never blowing him and never allowing him to cum in her mouth, he imagined putting a heavy hand to the back of her head while humping her mouth and fucking her face. Forcing her to suck him, he imagined not letting go of her until he not only ejaculated every drop of his cum in her mouth but also until she swallowed ever drop of his cum. He imagined stripping her naked, mounting her, forcing himself inside of her, and pounding her pussy without even making her wet. Then, he imagined turning her over and fucking her in her ass in the way she's been allowing other men to fuck her in the ass. He imagined fucking her in the ass in the way that she's been fucking him in his ass for the last twenty-five, bloodsucking years.
"Fucking bitch! Fucking cunt," he said for no one to hear yet he felt better saying it and getting it out of his system.
Only, even though he wanted to do all of that to her and more, rape her before beating her, he'd never do any of that to her. He couldn't do that to her. He wasn't a monster in the way she was a demon, the Devil in disguise. Definitely with whatever color dress she wore, Devil in the red dress, black dress, blue dress, or green dress, she was a She-devil of a whore.
Perhaps had he not been already sexually satisfied by a dozen, young Japanese women over the last nine days, he'd be sexually frustrated enough to have his violent, sexual way with his wife. Perhaps finding Chris in his house, he would have ordered him out at gunpoint. Yet, when he had dined on young, beautiful, Japanese flesh in Japan, why have smelly fish at home by having forced sex with his wife? Why would he want an old, drunken bitch when there are plenty of other young, beautiful woman who'd be happy to take his money in exchange for sex?
"Dirty bitch! That will teach you. Fucking, drunken whore! That will fix you. You wait and see," he said for no one hear while pounding a fisted hand in the air. "Soon I'll divorce your nasty ass."
* * * * *
He had grown accustomed to her fucking and sucking every man she knew. He had grown accustomed to her fucking and sucking even men she didn't know, had just met, and brought home from the mall. He didn't even mind it when Jack, his so-called friend, had sex with his wife. He was busy having his pole waxed with other, young woman anyway to be concerned with what she did when he wasn't home. Besides, Jack was a lonely, broken man after his wife, Sheila, died and Ruth comforted him while drinking with him more than she had sex with him. She confessed that she allowed him to feel, fondle, and suck her tits while giving him a hand job for a bottle of gin and a bottle of vermouth. With Jack bald, not very good looking, and obese, he didn't think she'd do any more than that with him.
Then, she told him the truth. She confessed her outrageous extramarital affair with his friend and neighbor. She sucked Jack's cock and allowed him to cum in her mouth in the way she never sucked him and allowed him to cum in her mouth. She confessed that she fucked Jack and it was he who made her pregnant. Thank God, she lost the baby. That was one less complication in his way of divorcing her and ridding his life of her for good.
In the way that Chris was 22 years younger than her, Jack was eighteen years older than her. With Ruth 47-years-old and Chris 25-years-old, there was just no way that he could complete with a much younger man, not that he even wanted to compete with any man for Ruth. Only, there was a long line of others using his wife's hand, mouth, pussy, and ass while she used them to get herself drunk. With him no longer giving her the money to buy booze and with her not willing to go to Alcohol Anonymous meetings, these men all brought bottles of booze with them.
A cheap fuck and with both parties seemingly happy, she used them for booze and they used her for sex. Especially with her being the cheating wife, seemingly everyone was happy in his convoluted relationship but for him, the cuckold husband. Yet, now that he did his sexual thing with young, beautiful women all over the country and around the world, he didn't care that she did her sexual thing with men young enough to be her sons. He was glad that she was occupied with young men while he was away.
Officially and finally done with her, it was over between them. He just needed to file for a divorce to make it official. She could go fuck herself for all that he cared. One day soon, he'll be divorcing her cheating ass. One day soon, he'll find someone else to love him, respect him, and give him sex.
One day soon, someone will find her dead from alcohol poisoning or liver failure. Hopefully, she won't survive the ambulance ride to the hospital. Hopefully, she'd die drunk. She'd finally be out of his hair, a respectable divorced and widowed man, he'd be free and single again. Hopefully with her out of his mind, his heart, and his house, she'd die alone not long after he divorced her.
"Frigging cheating bitch. Cheating drunken whore. Fucking whore! I hate you. I so fucking hate you," he said pounding his fist in the air. "I hope you die. I can't wait until I divorce your cheating ass."
If he was ten years younger he'd go downstairs, beat the shit out of Chris, throw him out of his house, and kick Ruth out of his house too. Only with him 45-years-old and Chris 25-years-old, Chris would be the one giving him a beating. He'd shoot them both dead but neither one of them are worth the cost of the bullets and the price of him going to jail. So long as he didn't kill her, knowing Ruth, she'd love for him to be put behind bars while she drank her way through his lifesavings.
Instead of confronting them and making a scene that would wake up the neighbors and have them call the police, he pulled out his cock and started masturbating himself while thinking about violently raping her before beating the piss out of her. He stroked himself faster while thinking of how it was when he first met Ruth. With him a virgin, so young and so innocent, he fell in love with Ruth the first time he saw her. What did he know then? He didn't know any better. Having never met anyone like her, he thought she was good, loving, and kind. He had no idea she become a drunken whore of a bitch.
Yet, at the very least by the things she did, by the things she said, and with her denying him sex, he should have known that she didn't love him. Now that he thought about it, she never loved him. Even when they were first dating, with her never allowing him to go all the way, they never had the sexual relationship that young lovers should have had. He should have known that it was a horrible mistake marrying her. He should have dumped her ass 25-years ago. Only, with him working for a company that was as straight laced as IBM, he was worried about how divorcing her would hurt his career.



Filled with guilt and sadness, Jay remembered the first time he met her their first year in college. An older woman, he was barely 18-years-old and she was 19-years-old, almost 20-years-old. She was tall, 5'8" and was a shapely 120 pounds. Even though she wasn't an American Indian, with her long, straight, dark, lush hair, the shape of her face, especially the shape of her nose, was reminiscent of a squaw. Back then, she was his squaw and he used to joke with her about that, especially when watching western movies. When watching the Lone Ranger, he'd call her his sidekick, and his Tonto.
* * * * *
With her having a better divorce attorney than he did and with her playing the cheating husband card and able to prove his affairs more than he could prove her affairs, she got his house in the divorce settlement. Yet, that was okay. He was happy to rid his life of her.
Seemingly, even though Ruth got what she wanted, the house and Jay out of her life, the legal end of their marriage was more than just a divorce. It was a punctuation mark that denoted the end of her life. It was just up to her when she'd keel over and die. With her still drinking and now drinking more than ever before, it was only a matter to time before Ruth would drink herself to death.
Five years after he divorced Ruth and was married to his second wife, Julie, his daughter, Kim, found her mother dead at the kitchen table. Even though he was relieved that she was finally and totally out of his life, he was sad. Remembering some of the good times, she wasn't all bad. Who was he kidding? She was a nightmare.
Yet, if he knew what he knew now then, he never would have married her. He never would have subjected himself and his daughter to Ruth but then the daughter he loves would never have been. His daughter was the only good thing that had come from marrying Ruth, the only good thing.
"Rest in peace Ruth. I'm glad you're finally gone," said Jay when tossing a single rose in her open grave.
THE END
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Mother and son share a motel room as their temporary residence after losing their home to a bank foreclosure on Halloween.
"Trick or treat. Trick or treat," the children running from room to room could be heard all over the motel complex.
Only, the trick was on Jennifer and Michael when the Sheriff was at their door with a court order to evict mother and son from their home. After threatening them for months, Bank of America finally foreclosed on the mortgage they took out with the now defunct, Angelo Mozilo's, Countrywide Bank. They were losing their beautiful four bedroom and three bath home. With all of their possessions out in the street, they rented a truck to move everything to storage and were now officially homeless. Having purchased their dream house nearly four years ago, they never thought they'd be homeless but they were.
Saturday, Halloween, the last day of the month, with tomorrow November 1st, the bank wanted Jennifer and Michael out of their house today. Slated for eviction by the Sheriff, the bank finally foreclosed on their 3,000 square foot house. The bank didn't care that tonight was Halloween night, the day that Jennifer planned her big, Halloween party all year. The bank didn't care that tomorrow was Sunday, the Lord's Day, and the day of rest. The bank didn't care that mother and son were homeless and had no place to go other than to rent a room in a seedy motel on the other side of town.
This human tragedy played out every day to someone else, somewhere else throughout this great country, supposedly the greatest country in the world. Why did this happen? How could this happen? Not fair and not right, they were sold a mortgage that the bank gambled that they couldn't pay. With the bank having bought insurance in the form of derivatives, junk bonds, the bank won and they lost.
Moreover, the bank didn't care that the government had already reimbursed them for their loses, pumped up their bottom line, and made them whole again with the TARP bailout monies they received from Secretary of the Treasury, Henry Paulson. Refusing to refinance anyone's mortgage, not wanting to take those bad mortgages back, the banks still foreclosed on people's homes. After receiving TARP money and still selling foreclosed homes on short sales, in effect, the banks were paid twice for the dubious and sometimes illegal mortgages they wrote. Even after the financial meltdown, the banks, insurance companies, investment houses, and car manufacturers still paid out their six and seven figure bonuses to those men who caused the financial crisis and who stole money from the American middle class.
Not allowing them to refinance, with their house now worth much less than when they bought it and what they owed was so much more than what their house was worth on the market, they were underwater. Not wanting to hear it, the bank didn't care that their adjustable rate mortgage that ballooned their mortgage payment out of reach was the reason why they could no longer afford their mortgage payments. Having given them enough warnings, more time, and second chances to come up with all of the back mortgage payments they missed, all the bank knew was that today was the last day of October and they wanted them gone from their property.
Having tried everything, pleaded with the bank, written to their Congressman, and participated in groups who protested the banks unethical banking practices, there was nothing more they could do but to obey the Sheriff's order to vacate. The banks, insurance companies, and investment houses were the ones who caused the financial markets to collapse and yet were the ones to reap the rewards of TARP money bailouts. That's not fair. That's not right. The banks, insurance companies, and investment houses were the ones who caused the financial meltdown but it was the middleclass that had to pay for the financial fiasco with job loses, home foreclosures, and 401K devaluations. Yet, rubbing their dirty deeds in the faces of people everywhere who lost everything and who had nothing, the banks still paid out their multi-million dollar bonuses to those most responsible for the financial collapse.
* * * * *
There was something always so eerie about Halloween night that the rest of the nights of the year didn't have. Halloween was actually spooky. As if expecting a ghost, a ghoul, a monster, or a witch to pop out in front of them, a day before the time change, the night felt darker on Halloween. Every corner they turned, there were kids in costume with bags of candy. Every corner they turned, whether it was kids in costume or homes decorated for the holiday, there was a reminder of Halloween.
With a full moon just a few days ago on Tuesday, October 27th, Michael still felt the effects that the full moon seemingly always had over him. Always making him nervous, jumpy actually, full moons unsettled him. More sensitive to full moons than most people, there was something about a full moon that unsettled and unhinged him. As if he was about to go crazy, he had this impulsive reaction to howl at the moon. As if expecting something bad to happen and as if the full moon was his visual omen, something bad did happen when the bank foreclosed on their house just a few days later.
It was a cold and windy night and it was already dark, so very dark when they parked their truck in the motel parking lot. They carried what few possessions they didn't put in storage to the motel, mostly food, clothing, and toiletries. Sadly depressed, a whirlwind of a day, Jennifer and Michael walked to their motel room, room #13, as if they were walking to their deaths.
Normally not superstitious but with tonight Halloween night, Michael suddenly had a bad case of Triskaidekaphobia, the fear of the number 13, or more specifically, the fear of the 13th person. Related to the Last Supper with Jesus and his 12 apostles, Judas, late for supper, was the last one to attend. The fear of the number 13 is also related to the fear of Friday the 13th, called Paraskevidekatriaphobia. Put the room number 13 in combination with Halloween and with a full moon just a few days before and anyone would be jumpy.
"I'm glad I changed out of my short skirt to wear jeans," said Jennifer giving her son a sexy look. "If I had worn my short skirt while carrying boxes, with the wind whipping like this, I'd be exposing my panties to everyone. I'd be exposing my panties to you," she said looking over at him again to give him another sexy look along with a naughty laugh that was almost a dirty laugh.
Jennifer gave her son an image that he would no doubt not forget to masturbate over later. Suddenly, the image of imagining seeing his mother's white, bikini panties gave him the start of an erection. Ever since he turned 18-years-old four years ago, he had always been sexually attracted to his mother. A pretty woman with a shapely body to match, she had long, sexy legs. Imagining a gust of wind blowing her short skirt up to the middle of her back while he walked behind her, he would have loved to see his mother's sexy, white, bikini panties. Giving him a prolonged and uninterrupted view, imagining a gust of wind blowing up her short skirt while he walked behind her up that stairs as she carried boxes, he'd be in voyeur heaven.
Normally a back breaking chore, there was something sexy about moving to a new place with his mother, especially when that new place was a motel room instead of a nine room house. There was nothing sexy about loading a truck with the possessions to unload the truck to put it all in storage. Yet, somehow he felt closer to her, not just physically closer to her but emotionally closer to her. They were going through something together that was as emotionally charged and devastating as a job loss or a divorce. Albeit a bad memory, a nightmare, this would be a disturbing memory they'd remember for the rest of their lives.
As if living in a prison cell with his mother, with not much space to get lost in, there'd be no place for either one of them to hide from one another while living within four walls. The only difference between their motel room and a prison cell was there was a door on the bathroom. With them having no privacy but for the bathroom, he couldn't help but wonder if he'd be seeing more of his mother's hot body than he had never seen before.
Imagining sleeping with his mother, holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her, he wondered if the room had two beds or just one big bed. If the room only had one bed, he wondered if he'd be sleeping in the same bed with his mother. He imagined his mother's nightgown moving higher than her shapely hips. He imagined dry humping his mother while sticking his hand down her nightgown top to feel her breasts and finger her nipples. Now, with his incestuous imagination running wild, he imagined seeing his mother topless. He imagined seeing his mother naked. He imagined his mother seeing him naked. He imagined having sex with his mother. Only, nothing more than just a sexual fantasy, he knew that none of that would happen.
'Oh, my God! I'd give anything to see my mother topless. I'd give anything to see my mother naked.'
With the wind really whipping and blowing up more than just dust, now he wished his mother hadn't changed out of her short skirt. He would have loved to have seen her shapely ass cheeks filling out her white, bikini panties. Now relegated to only imagining her sexy panties, giving him something to masturbate over tonight, Michael would have loved to see the wind blowing up his mother's short skirt and her exposing her panties to him. Other than a few, quick flashes of up skirts peeks between her legs, he had never had a good look of his mother's panties. Going a step further, going where no son should ever go with his mother, he wondered if his mother's cunt was trimmed, shaved, or bushy.
* * * * *
Unprecedented weather for California this time of year, it was in the 90's just a couple of days ago. It was so dark that it was difficult to see more than a few yards. Had it not been for the motel lights illuminating their way, sucking them in and beckoning them to walk closer, they'd be tripping over curbstones and tripping all the way up the stairs. Their room was the corner room on the second floor. A three story motel, every floor had 12 rooms and all the rooms looked the same on the inside as they did on the outside too. In the way the motel looked, with it lacking in style, character, and personality, it could have been a minimum security prison or a halfway house.
With the wind blowing the branches of the trees as if they were long, scary arms with long, scary fingers, the shadows created by the moon made the trees look like scary monsters. Once in their room, closing the door from the wind blowing in leaves and trash, Jennifer sat on the bed, the only bed, while obviously listening to every noise and every bump in the night. No doubt, even the wind blowing the leaves across the parking lot made her wary of what was lurking out there and what may happen next. Suddenly, as if she had willed it to happen, there was a light knock and voices next door.
"Trick or treat. Happy Halloween. Trick or treat."
A minute later, there was another light knock and another light knock. Someone was at the door on the floor below them and at the door on the floor above them. Already on edge, not even thinking that it was children trick or treating, she was scared. Her nerves were shot after the Sheriff threatened to breakdown her door and drag her out if she didn't open it. Never had she felt as violated as she did then when forced out of her home in front of her neighbors and those she thought were her friends.
"What was that? Did you hear that Michael? I heard a knock and then a bang."
Fortunately for her, her son was there to comfort her, console her, and protect her from harm.
"It was nothing Mom," said Michael getting up from his chair to go to the door and squint out the peephole. "It was just the people next door closing their door."
Normally, they'd be home decorating their house in preparation for Halloween. Normally, they'd be home passing out candy to the trick or treaters. Normally, they'd be hosting their yearly Halloween party but tonight they were huddled against the cold in a seedy, downtown motel room. Normally cleaning the house after the party and relaxing before going to bed. Normally Michael would be in his room masturbating over the imagined thoughts of his mother topless, naked, and having sex with her topless and/or naked body.
Suddenly, it didn't feel like Halloween. Then again, suddenly, it most certainly did feel like Halloween. With no treats in store for them, the trick was on them. Out of their house, the bank got the last laugh and the better of them.
* * * * *
A relatively safe haven for drug dealers and prostitutes, the police left them alone to do their thing as long as they stayed within the confines of the motel and as long as there were no shootings. The motel was filled to capacity with Welfare mothers and others who had lost their homes to foreclosure too. Part of a bigger complex, there were two more motel additions with each housing 36 rooms, 108 rooms in all.
The place took on more the feeling of an inner city, affordable housing project than it felt like a motel. With each room sheltering four or more residents and more when counting all of the kids, there were 600 to a 1,000 people residing there in such a small, cramped space. Then, between the drug dealers hanging around outside and the prostitutes going from room to room, there was a constant flow of cars and people at all hours of the day and night. Now with the trick or treaters in the middle of all this lunacy, there was a constant and continual knocking and opening and closing of doors. To go from living in a nice house in a good neighborhood to living in this slum environment and criminal atmosphere was shocking.
Normally, as they did every year, opening their home to neighbors and friends, they'd have a Happy Halloween party. This would be the first year since they moved into the neighborhood four years ago that they wouldn't be having a Happy Halloween party. Now with no friends and no family by their side, they were alone. Mother and son against the world, after learning a valuable lesson in not trusting anyone, especially the bank, albeit a bit too late, they now made a good team. Suddenly, in the way that the Sheriff knocked at their front door and banged at their front door with a court order in hand to evict them, there was another knock, a louder knock this time at their motel room door.
"Mom? There's someone at our door," said Michael.
Already gun shy, Jennifer muted the TV, stood up from the bed, and took a step back to stand in the corner as if someone was going to barge in her door and evict her again.
"Don't open the door," she said in a panic while clutching the television remote control in her hand as it was a gun or a Taser.
Michael stood and peered through the peephole again.
"It's just some kids trick or treating," he said seeming ready to open the door.
"Trick or treat. Trick or treat," said the kids in unison as if they were part of a Halloween choir. "Trick or treat."
Jennifer sighed a big breath of relief. She sat on the bed more relaxed and turned off the television. Suddenly but for the bathroom light that illuminated half of the small, gloomy room, the room was dark, dingy, and depressing. Seemingly the darkness from outside had somehow seeped in the room to make it feel just as gloomy. Only, it was more than just the dark. The room was nothing like being at home. A tenth of the size of their beautiful craftsman style house, this 300 square foot, 15' by 20' rectangular room was a much smaller than the beautiful home they had been evicted from and had become accustomed to living in.
"Don't open the door Michael," ordered Jennifer. "We don't have any candy to give them. Pretend we're not here. Besides, I don't want to meet our neighbors. With the element who live here, I'd rather not meet any of the people who live her. I don't want anyone to know we're living here in this run down, rat, and roach infested motel room," she said with false pride while looking around the room as if looking for rats and roaches. "I'm embarrassed enough as it is," she said pulling her sweater tighter across her breasts and wrapping her arms around herself against the cold.
Only, with Michael there with her, she needn't worry about roaches. Not afraid of bugs, he used to have a job in pest control. The first thing he did when entering the room was to remove the bedspread from the bed, the biggest germ collector, and check the bed for bedbugs. He had already seen some things that average people never see or experience. Most people don't even know that big roaches can fly short distances, especially when launching themselves from high places, such as trees and ledges, and silently gliding down. Yet, whether they were eight legged, six legged, four legged, crawling, jumping, or flying bugs, her son would protect her from all insects. Even if they were two legged parasites, he'd protect her from human insects too. No harm would come to his mother as long as he was there with her to protect her.
"Trick or treat," more kids were knocking at their motel room door hoping for candy. "Trick or treat. Trick or treat." There were a big bunch of kids outside their door.
* * * * *
It was just them against the world was something his mother always said when things were bad and at their worst. With them out in the street and homeless, things were pretty bad now and couldn't possibly get much worse. Yet, at least they had their health and they still had one another. With them cast out of their home and thrown out in the street with their possessions, Jennifer put on a strong face when she was humiliated in front of her friends and neighbors. The events of today obviously took a toll on her. With her always being a bigger than life image to him before, Michael stared over at his mother sitting on the bed suddenly looking so small and so scared.
Seeing her looking like that made him want to hold her, hug her, and protect her. Seeing her looking like that made him want to take her in his arms and kiss her. Seeing her looking like that made him want to part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her. Seeing her like that made him want to feel her through her clothes while kissing and kissing her. Seeing her like that made him want to undress her, actually strip her naked. Seeing her looking like that made him want to have sex with her, his own mother. Seeing her looking like that made him what to strike out against the army of faceless old, white men who hurt her and who did this to them.
As far as he was concerned, all of these white, old men were all the same. Whether they were accountants, lawyers, and/or politicians, they were all guilty of committing horrific crimes against modern society for the sake of money. Money, money, money, everything was all about the almighty dollar. Only, with them no one and nobody, they were powerless to do anything but to suffer the consequences of the greed of others. They were just pawns in a bigger, more powerful game of us against them, the rich against the middleclass, a middleclass that is now poor and an upper class that is now superrich. Now with the middleclass dissipated and bogged down by unemployment and underemployment, there was just two classes of people in America the superrich and the poor.
They had no money to fight the good fight and to fight the wrongs of the rich and powerful in a court of law. If they tried to fight those old, white men who had all of the power, all of the influence, and all of the money, if they weren't massacred now, they'd be crucified then. In the way of Cervantes' Don Quixote on his horse with his sword, they had no hero to come to their rescue and to defeat their giant windmills. They had no beacon to summon Batman to make those bad men who rigged the financial system and forced foreclosures demand that the big, bad bank give them back their home. With no friends and no family there to help them, comfort them, and support them in their time of need, alone with their bad selves, they had no one but themselves.



Now with laws passed against them by those so called public servants that they voted in to supposedly serve the people, they seemingly only served themselves and the top one percent of voters. Their representatives in Congress and in the House of Representatives turned their backs on the rest of the population for greed, for money, for power, and for influence. Other than small segments broadcasted on the nightly news and those forgotten articles written in yesterday's newspapers, no one cared that much of the middleclass were unemployed, underemployed, homeless, and disenfranchised.
Even when the President of the United States gave his speeches to declare his outrage, with him powerless to get anything done in Congress, it was nothing more than lip service. It was nothing more than grandstanding that he was for the people, of the people, and with the people when he was bought and paid for like every other public servant. Already beholden to the rich, influential, and powerful, Congress had their priorities and it wasn't the middleclass they were publically serving.
* * * * *
With Michael learning early what most people never know, whenever politicians were talking, they were lying. The bottom line was, no matter how outrageous and obvious this act of greed and power was, no one went to jail. No one was arrested. No one was even charged for the financial meltdown.
Why would they be? Why should they be? The faction of good old boys all made money, lots and lots of money. As long as those players were paid for taking advantage of the hardworking middleclass, nothing personal, it was business as usual.
It was nothing personal when Americans lost their jobs. It was nothing personal when Americans lost their house. It was nothing personal when Americans had their 401K's flushed down the toilet and their retirement savings gone. It was nothing personal when Americans had no health insurance and were burdened for the rest of your miserable lives to payback student loans for college degrees that couldn't get them a good paying, full-time job, with benefits. It was nothing personal when banks hounded everyone to accept credit cards debt that they couldn't afford. It was nothing personal that the average American now had no savings, no future, and no hope other than hoping to win the lottery. Good luck with that. The odds are against you as the lottery is more rigged than a crooked slot machine in a mob run casino.
Yet with everything happening for a reason, with every dog having its day, and with every cloud having a silver lining, Michael was comforted by clichés. His mother professed a million of them learned from her grandmother who learned them from her grandmother before her. With them having little money and now no home, he had nothing but his clichés to maintain his positive attitude, his sense of self, and his sense of family. No doubt, for clichés to be overused phrases, and with them having been used at the right time and in the right place, the clichés must all be true and effective in summing up things that begged a definition.
'Thank God for clichés,' he thought to himself.
He had nothing else but clichés to stop him from going ape shit crazy, to grab a gun, and to kill those dirty bitches and filthy bastards at the bank he felt were responsible for them losing their home. Only, bank managers, loan officers, and tellers weren't the villains. Like everyone else, they were just doing their jobs. Unable to target and shoot the real criminals, those powerful men at the top and those who were truly responsible for taking their home, they were hidden behind their mansion walls and protected by those soulless lawyers who graduated from Harvard and from Yale. An old boys' club that still exists today, no one, not gangbangers, not drug lords, and not foreign governments could ever get the better of those mighty men who graduated with law degrees to go into public service, banking, and/or international finance. In the way that sitting judges and congressmen and congresswoman are, they are all above the law that they are sworn to uphold and to protect.
Earning their law degrees, their licenses to legally steal, with Jennifer and Michael totally defenseless, there was nothing that he and his mother could do. There was nothing that anyone could do but to drop their drawers, bend over, and grin and bear while being fucked up the asses by these thieving cocksuckers. The American middleclass as a whole, whether losing their jobs, having their unions busted, having their 401K's dissipated, or being forced out of their homes, were all fucked up the asses by the billionaire, big, Wall Street players.
With their dirty deals done behind closed, boardroom doors, the average person wouldn't hear the real story of what happened for years. On the bad side, their new reality, they were homeless. On the good side, a positive benefit to losing their home, no longer having to pay for their interest inflated mortgage, they were free. Cash strapped before, they were flush with money now. Yet, even though these assholes who ruined the economy and who ruined the equality and quality of life for most average folks, no one went to jail. No one was arrested. No one was even charged. Unbelievable. Go figure.
Those bank robbers who hold up a bank at gun point and get nothing more than a few thousand dollars are doomed to spend ten years or more behind bars. Yet, accountants, lawyers, stock brokers, bankers, and politicians who routinely steal billions of dollars don't see a day behind bars. Where's the justice in this country? Politicians point to Mexico, Russian, China, Cuba, and Iran as the worst places in the world to live, yet, the United States of America leads the list as the worst place for the average American to earn a living and to live the American dream.
God bless America my ass. There is no God and if there was a God, he should never bless America just as he should never bless a priest who abuses children and Bishops, Cardinals, and the Pope who don't do anything about the atrocities. Dante Alighieri had it right when he wrote, Dante's Inferno more than 700 years ago. Indeed, with Vatican City, the city of Gold and the richest city in the world made from the backs of the poor, the Popes, the Cardinals, and the Bishops all belong in the 9th circle of Hell when they die. The only good people in the Catholic Church who should not burn in eternity are the nuns who live their lives in obscurity and poverty while helping the poor and the sick.
Now that the bank took their house, the pressure was off them to come up with the big, balloon payment money every month for a house they couldn't afford to keep and for a house that continued to fall in value. With their house gone, their credit ruined, and their lives in shambles, starting all over again, once they get back on their feet, they'll find an apartment. This motel room was nothing more than a temporary roof over their heads with a door to protect them those who lurked in the darkness. This motel room was only temporary accommodations to keep them dry from the rain, sound from the wind, warm the cold, and safe from those wanting to do them harm. Now freeing up their monthly budget, at least they had enough money to afford this room until they found better accommodations and something closer to work. If Michael could find a place nearer work, he could walk to work and leave his mother the truck.
* * * * *
"Trick or treat," there were still more kids knocking at their door and hoping for candy. A barrage of children dressed in Halloween costumes knocked at their motel room door every few seconds. "Trick or treat."
Michael looked at his watch. It was only 7 pm. He couldn't wait until all the kids went home to eat their candy before going to bed on a sugar high.
Not opening the door, ignoring kids still walking by and knocking, Michael opened the closet and pulled out the extra blanket. He smelled it. It smelled musty. Giving his mother the bed, he planned on sleeping in the chair.
He put the blanket by the chair and moved the chair closer to the bed so that he could at least put his feet up on the bed and stretch out his legs more to be somewhat more comfortable. Sleeping in the chair, even though he sexually fantasized of sleeping with his mother, would afford his mother the modesty she deserved and give his mother the privacy she needed. Sleeping in the chair would be better than sleeping on the floor. God knows what creepy crawlers would crawl on him during the night.
Not afraid of bugs but he didn't want to be bitten by a spider again, especially if he could help it. Having been bitten by enough spiders during his job as a pest control worker, with his hands and legs swelling up like a balloon, he had some nasty spider bites before to know how much they can hurt. If he had bug spray, he'd spray all the vents and the doorjamb before going to bed. He'd stop at the hardware store and buy some tomorrow.
"May I have one of your pillows Mother?"
Jennifer looked at him with confusion. She made a face seemingly at his foolishness in sleeping in the chair.
"What are you doing?"
He returned her look of confusion with his look of confusion.
"I'm getting ready for bed," he said while trying to get more comfortable in the small chair in readiness to sleep in the chair rather than in the bed. "I'm tired, achy, and sore from loading and unloading the truck. It's been a long, emotional, nerve wracking day," he said letting out a big sigh along with a big yawn. "I don't know which took more of a toll on me, the physical labor of moving all of that furniture or the emotional drain of losing our home," he said looking at his mother.
In the way she looked at the Sheriff evicting her, Jennifer looked at her son with steadfast determination, motherly love, and incestuous desire. Someone who usually got her way, she was a strong willed woman. Never afraid, not backing down from a fight, or unprepared for a challenge, Michael could only imagine what she'd be like in bed. Indeed, imagining her to be a spirited lover, she'd be quite the wild cat. Only, unable to experience his mother sexually, he'd never know what she was like sexually in bed.
"Physically and emotionally, the combination of both is what drained you," said his mother. "But you can't sleep in a chair honey," she said with a nervous laugh while looking at him as if he was insane. She looked at him in the way he looked at her. She looked at him as if she was suddenly horny. She paused in her thoughts of what she was about to say next to look at him while biting her lip before blurting out her words. "You'll sleep in the bed with me," she said giving him an inviting smile, a sexy albeit naughty look, and hitting the bed with her open hand.
To be continued...
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Mother invites her son to sleep in the same bed with her.
Continued from Chapter One:
"May I have one of your pillows?"
Jennifer looked at him with confusion.
"What are you doing?"
He returned her look of confusion with his look of confusion.
"I'm getting ready for bed," he said while trying to get more comfortable in readiness to sleep in the chair. "I'm tired from loading and unloading the truck. It's been a long day," he said yawning and stretching before letting out a big sigh.
As if she was looking at a man in a bar or at a club, she looked at her son with sexual interest.
"It has been a very, long day," she said.
She continued looking at him while watching him feebly trying to make the chair more comfortable and into a bed.
"I don't know which took more of a toll on me, the physical labor of moving all of that furniture or the emotional drain of losing our home," he said looking at his mother.
In the way she looked at the Sheriff evicting her, Jennifer looked at her son with steadfast determination. She was a strong willed woman.
"The combination of both is what drained you," said his mother. "But you can't sleep in a chair honey," she said with a nervous laugh while looking at him as if he was insane. She paused to look at him while biting her lip before blurting out what she said next. "You'll sleep in the bed with me," she said giving him an inviting smile and hitting the bed with her open hand.
* * * * *
Chapter Two:
Now, he was the one who looked at her as if she was insane.
"What? Mom? No," he said looking at her as if he wanted to do more than just sleep with her. "I can't sleep in bed with you," he said while the thoughts of having wild, forbidden sex with his mother filled his head with incestuous lust.
He felt his cock hardening with the thoughts of sleeping next to his mother. He felt his cock hardening with the thoughts of seeing something or touching something of his mother's body that he shouldn't see and/or touch during the night while sleeping with his mother. His lips were saying no but his cock was saying yes.
"Don't be silly Michael. We can share the bed. It's a queen sized bed," she said looking at the bed and then looking from the bed to look at him. "We have plenty of room. You stay on your side and I'll stay on my side. We'll sleep together in this bed. Okay?"
She invited him to share her bed. What man in his right mind would turn her down? Only, she was his mother and he was her son.
"I'm comfortable enough here in the chair Mom. Really, don't worry about me," he said suddenly looking pathetic. He knew by giving his mother that look of self-pity that she'd never allow him to sleep in the chair. Definitely, he'd be sleeping in bed with her. "Besides, I can't sleep anyway with all the noise outside and the motel filled with people coming and going."
She rolled her eyes and sighed in the way she does whenever he was being difficult and/or stubborn.
"Please. You must sleep with me. You need your rest," she said pausing to look at him and as if to read him before giving him a valid argument why he should forsake his modesty and sleep in the same bed with his mother.
When she said that he must sleep with her, he wasn't thinking about sleeping when sleeping with his mother. He was thinking about sex. He was thinking of having sex with his mother. Now he wondered if she knew what she said when she said, you must sleep with me. Now he wondered if she was sexually teasing him in the way that she teased him about her being glad that she didn't wear her short skirt and flashing him her panties on such a windy day.
"Mom, I don't know. That would be really awkward sleeping with you in the same bed," he said hoping that she wouldn't take no for an answer.
She made a sad, pouty face that she does whenever she wants him to give in and allow her to have her way.
"Besides, it's the only way we'll stay warm. We'll keep one another warm. This room is already cold and will soon get even colder. The thermostat doesn't work," she said wrapping her arms around herself while shivering.
Stay warm? His mother wants him to keep her warm. Oh, God, this just gets better and better. He'd like to keep his mother more than warm. He'd love to keep her sexually satisfied.
Instead of walking to the bed, Michael walked to the heater to play with the knobs and buttons. Nothing. Obviously it was broken. Then, he walked over to the phone and picked up the receiver.
"I'll call the office. Maybe they can fix it or give us another room," he said.
Just as he said that, more kids knocked at their motel room door.
"Trick or treat. Trick or treat. Trick or treat."
She looked at him in the way she looked at him when she told him they didn't have any food and had no money to buy any. Now with the bank not taking all of their money and no longer having to pay house insurance, the utilities, and the upkeep, at least now they had enough money to pay for the room and to buy food. Except for their terrible living accommodations, they were in a better financial place now than they were before.
"Don't call the office. I don't want trouble," she said. "Besides, this is the last room they had. We're not the only ones who lost their house today. The Sheriff's Department was out in full force today. Seemingly we're not the only people down on their luck," she said. "Besides, the motel owner gave me ten dollars off of the daily price of the room because there's no heat in this room. The heater is busted and won't be fixed until sometime next week," she said pointing to the silent unit.
As if he was a homeless man and by definition he was, instead of a 22-year-old man with a good job that earned decent money, he removed the blanket from the chair to wrap it around himself.
"What about the hot water? Do we have hot water for showers tomorrow?"
Happy to report, as if glad to give him the good news, she gave him a motherly smile.
"We have hot water. I already checked. The broken heater had no effect on the hot water. Thank God," she said. "You know how much I enjoy my long, hot showers."
He wondered if his mother masturbated. He wondered if his mother masturbated while taking a long, hot shower. He remembered all of the times he wished he had the courage to barge in on his mother while she was taking a shower. He always wanted to see her topless. He always wanted to see her naked.
Opening her bathroom door on the pretense that he had to pee, but with them having three bathrooms, that excuse wouldn't float. Instead, he just imagined what she looked like without her clothes while masturbating himself. Now, she invited him not to have sex with her but to sleep with her. What are the odds of his sexual fantasy ever happening? He hadn't slept with his mother since he was a child after having a bad dream.
Imagining himself in bed with his mother, he could feel his cock pulsating in his pants. He wanted to say yes but he couldn't. He couldn't sleep with his mother. He just couldn't. He couldn't trust himself sleeping in the same bed with is mother.
"Mom," he said.
He looked at her as if she was nuts when, already filled with incestuous lust, he was the crazed one and not her. While only concerned for his welfare, she was a normal mother who wanted them to stay warm and he was a perversely perverted man sexually attracted to his mother. His sexual dream come true, he'd love nothing more than to sleep in the same bed with his mother. He'd love nothing more than to accidentally on purpose touch and feel some part of her shapely body while she slept.
"What?"
She gave him the smile that only a mother can give her son.
"I can't sleep in the same bed with you," he said shaking his head side to side as if he needed that extra bit of negativity to stop him from climbing in bed with her.
* * * * *
He wanted to add that the reason why he couldn't sleep in the same bed with her was for her own protection against his inappropriate, incestuous, sexual advances. He wanted to tell her that he couldn't trust himself not to touch her and feel her as she slept. He couldn't trust himself not to lift the sheet to see if her nightgown was high enough for him to see her naked ass or pussy. Now she looked at him as if he was nuts while he looked at her wishing she was drunk and horny.
He remembered that night two years ago when she came home drunk from her 40th birthday party. Her girlfriends took her to one of those CFNM strip club shows. She was so drunk. She was so horny.
As soon as she opened the front door after her girlfriends dropped her off, she fell in his arms. Kissing and kissing him, he had the urge to slip her his tongue but he didn't. He didn't dare. He couldn't. He had the urge to feel her where a son should never touch and feel his mother but he didn't. He didn't dare. He couldn't. If he had French kissed her while touching her and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother, how would he face her in the morning?
He had the urge to put her to bed. He imagined undressing her while touching her and feeling her everywhere. Only, he didn't. He couldn't. Yet, that didn't stop him from masturbating while imagining French kissing his mother and feeling her through her clothes. That didn't stop him from imagining removing her clothes and putting her to bed topless and/or naked. Only, he didn't. He couldn't.
"Why not? Why can't you sleep in the same bed with me? I don't smell," she said laughing and lifting her arm to smell her armpit. "And I promise not to fart," she said laughing again.
He looked at her in the way that a man would sexually and lustily look at a woman when alone in a motel room with her instead of in the way a son should be lovingly and morally looking at his mother. She was his mother and he was her son. How could he even think of taking sexual advantage of her? Why was he so tortured with having forbidden sexual thoughts for his mother?
If only she knew what he was thinking, he'd be so embarrassed. If only she knew what he was thinking, she'd tell him to get another room. Only, there weren't any other rooms. This room was their last room. The motel was full.
"Because you're my mother and I'm your son," he said averting his stare when he caught himself staring at the shape of her ample breasts through her blouse and bra. Instead of telling her the truth, instead of telling her that he didn't trust himself to sleep in the same bed with her, he gave her a lame excuse. "People will talk."
For all that he was incestuously and sexually thinking about his mother, now he looked at her with embarrassment, guilt, and shame and she looked at him with anger and frustration. The best excuse, the only excuse that he could come up with was that people would talk. Well, that excuse was enough to set her off on a tirade.
"People?" She laughed. "What people? We don't have any people," she said with rage. "With no one lifting a finger to help us, we're all alone in this world. Just as you're the only one that I have, I'm the only one that you have. It's just us against the world Michael. It's just us against the world."
She looked at him with tears in her eyes.
"Sorry Mom," he said.
Not wanting to upset her any more than she already was, instead of going to her to hold her and hug her, he just stood there and stared at his mother. Afraid to touch her, he feared that he'd try to kiss her while feeling her through her clothes. Besides, afraid to touch her when she was like this, he knew she needed to have her moment to vent. She needed to rant and to rave. She needed to get it all out of her system. She needed to think. She always came up with a plan and/or an idea to move them higher up the ladder of the food chain after she thought about what to do next. Once she cleared her mind of old problems, she always found the solutions to the new ones. Leave it to her, she always came up with an idea before developing a plan.
Yet, with her always in control before, seemingly she was losing it now. With him always trusting her judgment before, he didn't know if he could trust her judgment now. Maybe, with her getting pregnant right after graduating college, still angry more than twenty years later that she didn't live her dream of having the ideal life, she was getting too old to continue to fight. Maybe her days of battling the demons that hid in the dark to prey on the helpless and the powerless are over. Maybe with her unable to fight the good fight anymore she had resigned herself to accepting the misery that was now her life. With her protesting and taking a stand against those people who abused their power and their influence, maybe now she realized, as one, lone woman against a barrage of rich and powerful men, that there's nothing that she can do.
"We had no one offering us a place to stay," she said with her voice shaking and her finger wagging. "Even after I told them all that we were losing the house and were going to be put out on the street, not willing to beg, our friends and neighbors didn't lift a finger to help us. As if we were diseased and were already gone from their lives and from their minds, they turned their backs on us, closed their doors, and shaded their windows," she said.
Having gone through it all with her too, he looked at her with understanding eyes. Even when she was this angry, she was so pretty. Even when she was out of her mind with rage, he wanted to hold her and kiss her while feeling her through her clothes. A sexist remark and yet another incestuous thought, maybe she needs to get laid.
He'd love nothing more than to make love to his mother. He'd love nothing more than to fuck his mother. He'd love nothing more than to pound her pussy until she had orgasm. Then, maybe she'd be so grateful that he gave her an orgasm, with his cock, she'd give him one with her mouth. He couldn't help but wonder if giving his mother hot sex would relax her. Only, with him her son and she his mother, giving his mother hot sex would no doubt make her even more crazed.
"Mom, I'm sure that if they knew how bad it was, they would have helped us," he said trying to calm her.
Instead he riled her even more. She looked at him with fire in her eyes. She looked at him as if he was the enemy.
"They saw us standing out in the street with our furniture. They knew we were out there. They saw you loading the rental truck. Still no one lifted a finger to help us," she said looking as if she was about to cry. "They didn't even offer us a cup of coffee or ask where we were going?"
Michael looked at his mother with sadness. She was all he had. He didn't want her flipping out now. He didn't know what he'd do if he didn't have his mother in his life.
"Mom, it's okay. We'll get through this. Don't worry," said Michael. "Calm down. Take a breath. Relax," he said.
Only when he looked over at her, having seen her like this before, she was getting angrier instead of calmer. As if she was Granny Clampett jumping up and down on the front porch while holding a shotgun in readiness to shoot revenuers, he was glad that his mother didn't have a gun.
"When I think about all the food and booze that I put out every Halloween to entertain the whole neighborhood, now that we're in our time of need, not one person offered their help. Well, they can all go and fuck themselves. Do you hear me?" She looked up at the ceiling. "Fuck you too God because there is no God for something like this to happen to good people. It's apparent to me now that God is dead but the Devil is alive and well and he's right here sitting beside me on this bed in this stinking motel room in Thousand Oaks, California."
Michael walked over to his mother and took her in his arms to give her a hug. When hugging her, instead of thinking about losing the house and instead of thinking about comforting her, perversely and incestuously, all he could think about was that he could feel the back of her C cup bra through her blouse with his horny fingers. When he hugged her, he imagined having sex with his mother. When he hugged her, all he could think of is how good it felt to feel his mother's firm body against his hard body. When he hugged her, he imagined kissing her while feeling her through her clothes.
If he was horny before, after hugging his mother he was even hornier now. Holding his mother, his dream woman, made him sexually want her even more. He wished he could have sex with her. While hugging her, he so wanted to reach down and feel her ass while squeezing her ass but he didn't dare. Not wanting to disrespect her, especially at a time like this, she had already been through enough. She didn't need him making an incestuous, sexual pass at her.
Besides, his mother wasn't like that. She wasn't a slut or a whore. She wasn't into incest in the way he was into incest when thinking about having sex with his mother whenever he was masturbating himself. Knowing his mother, she probably doesn't even masturbate. Knowing his mother, she probably doesn't sexually think about him in the way that he sexually thinks about her. Knowing his mother, she'd think him a monster if ever he made his incestuous feelings known by making a sexual pass at her. Especially at a time like this, when she was so upset over losing the house, how dare he even think of having sex with his mother?
"Don't upset yourself again Mom. What's done is done. We did everything we could to keep the house. We fought the good fight," he said knowing that he was lying and that they were helpless and unable to put up any fight against the bank taking their home.
With her clinging on to him, hanging onto him and holding him tight as if he was her husband instead of her son, he imagined leaning down to kiss her. He imagined parting her lips with his tongue and French kissing his mother. He imagined making out with his mother while feeling her beautiful body through her clothes. With him living in a small room with his mother while continually breathing in the same air, feeling as if he was even more part of her than just being her son, his incestuous thoughts were inflamed and amplified.
"We never should have bought that house. That house was evil from the start," she said looking like she was going to cry again. "The Devil lived in that house."
Michael kissed his mother on the forehead even though he so wanted to kiss her on her lips.
"Don't get yourself upset all over again. It's over. The worst has happened. Actually, that's not even the worst that could have happen. We're both healthy and alive," he said. "Tomorrow is a new day and our fresh start. We'll look for a place to stay this weekend. This isn't so bad," he said looking around the small room. "There's everything we need here and food is just a block away."
* * * * *
In the way she had always encouraged him and made him feel better about his failures and his disappointments, he did the same for her. They were their own cheering club. Soon to find out, he wondered what it would be like living in this small room with his mother. Definitely, it wouldn't be so bad. They liked one another. They were not just mother and son, they were friends, best friends.
Yet, living in such a small place and a suffocating space with his mother would be so much better if he was sexually intimate with her. Even though he knew he'd never know what it would be like to be intimate with his mother, he wondered what it would feel like to kiss her, French kiss her. Even though he knew she'd never agree to have sex with him, he wondered what it would feel like to make love to his mother. Then, suddenly feeling perversely perverted, he wondered what it would feel like to fuck his mother, really pound her pussy to orgasmic pleasure. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he'd love to hear her breathing hard in his ear.



He wondered what she sounded like when having an orgasm. He wondered what it would feel like to having his mother's hand on his cock. He wondered what it would feel like to have her stroke him before kneeling in front of him to suck him. In the way he wondered how it would feel like to have his cock buried in his mother's pussy, he wondered what it would feel like to have his cock in his mother's mouth. He wished he could masturbate without his mother knowing that he was masturbating. Only, with neither one having much privacy in this motel room, he'd have to save masturbating himself until later.
If they were sexually intimate, he wouldn't have to masturbate. If they were sexually intimate, they could pass the time and temporarily forget their worries and woes by having sex, incestuous sex. With him imagining how she looked naked not quite enough, he would love to know what his mother looked like topless. If only he could see her tits, just once, giving him enough fodder for him to masturbate more accurately over the imagined image of her naked breasts for the rest of his life, he'd be so happy.
Having never seen her without her clothes, he wondered what she looked like topless and/or naked. He could only imagine what she looked like topless and/or naked. A sexual, sexy, incestuous dream come true, if only for a split second he could see his mother topless and/or naked, he'd no longer have to imagine what her tits, her ass, and her pussy looked like. Knowing that he couldn't and wouldn't ever see his mother topless and/or naked, nothing more than an outrageous, incestuous, sexual fantasy he enjoyed having when masturbating himself, he wished he could sleep naked and in the same bed with her. Only, his mother didn't sleep naked. She always wore a nightgown. Making himself unbearably horny, now, he was just sexually teasing himself of thoughts that would never happen.
With her a modestly moral woman, she'd never go for having incestuous sex with her son or even showing him her topless and/or naked body. She'd never show him what she looked like in her bra, never mind showing him her tits. She's never show him what she looked like in her bra and panty, never mind showing him her naked body. If she never show him her naked body, she'd never sleep with him when naked. In all the years he lived with her after his father left her for another woman, a much younger woman, he had only seen brief, up skirt flashes of her panties and brief, down blouse flashes of her bra and cleavage. Yet, he had seen enough of her through her sheer, thin nightgowns to know that she had a sexy and shapely body beneath her clothes.
"Too good to be true, I knew there was something wrong with the bank giving someone like us a mortgage," she said looking at him for his agreement. "What was I thinking? Blinded by the dream of owning our own house, I should have went with my instincts," she said blaming herself for something that was totally out of her control. "They tricked me into believing that I was deserving of a mortgage. They took advantage of me. They deceived me into believing that we would financially afford and finally have our dream home," she said continuing to beat up herself.
Michael was quick to defend his mother.
"You couldn't have known Mom what they were doing behind the scenes. No one knew what was happening back then," said Michael. "Even the financial experts were mystified that someone could devise such a wicked scheme with such a dastardly plan."
Jennifer fisted her hand in frustration.
"We were nothing but pawns in an economic, criminal game of lying, cheating, and deception of Wall Street hedge funds and derivative managers," she said. "Banks were betting against us and against their own mortgages in hopes that we would fail and couldn't afford to pay our inflated mortgages. As if they all had side bets, with us the tiny ball rolling in the opposite direction on a giant roulette wheel, they sold junk bonds as insurance to cover their business loses when we didn't have those safety nets in place. They made more money with us not paying our mortgage than they would if we paid out mortgage," she said with bitterness mixed with anger.
He patted her hand in his feeble attempt to calm her.
"You're right Mom," said Michael.
He knew that she needed to go through this to come out the other side sane and with a clear head to thing what their next move should be.
"Those assholes. Either way, whether we paid our mortgage or not, they made money. Then, even after they made their money, they still took our house. Those banks didn't lose a penny. To add even more profit to their bottom lines, Treasury Secretary Paulson gave them golden parachutes with billion dollar bailouts. Where's our golden parachute? Where's out bailout? Instead our bailing us out, the ones who need it the most, we get evicted from our house."
She looked at her son with sadness.
"It wasn't our fault Mom. They used us. They played us. With billions of dollars at stake, greed and power corrupted them, especially when there was no one to call them on any of it, not even the SEC," he said. "Then, leveling the playing field and to avoid prosecution, Angelo Mozilo, CEO of Countrywide Bank, President Bush's close, personal friend, gave any member of congress and of the house, who wanted one, low interest bank loans. Nothing more than hush money, I don't know why they all weren't charged with conflict of interest and/or conspiracy at the very least," he said.
She looked at her son with dejection.
"It was a well-orchestrated scam of bright men over average, hardworking, people, common folk who just wanted to own their own home. By offering me, an average American a home mortgage and making me believe that I could afford it, the bank turned my head around for me to think that I could live in a nice house and in a safe neighborhood," she said.
He was angrier that his mother was upset than he was that they lost the house.
"It's okay Mom. It's okay," said Michael patting her hand when he'd much rather feel her tits while fingering her pussy.
She looked at him with fire in her eyes. She looked at him in the way that he imagined her looking at him with sexual passion should ever they be intimate with one another.
"All of those bastards and bitches who crashed the stock market should have gone to jail but no one was even arrested or even charged with a crime," she said letting go of her son to pace the room. "When a black man is shot in the back by the police for stealing a loaf of bread to feed his family," she said wagging her index finger, "how could Wall Street's, Caucasian, stock traders steal billions of dollars without penalty?"
As if she was she was Ellie Mae Clampett from the Beverly Hillbillies of old, she was getting all riled up again. Only, they didn't leave a shack in the Ozarks for a mansion in Beverly Hills. They left a three thousand square foot, four bedroom, and three bath house in a nice neighborhood to rent a 300 square foot room in the seedy part of downtown.
"Well, like millions of others who lost their homes, now we know we've been scammed out of our dream and out of our money. Yet, we held onto that house longer than most folk did or would. When the interest rate went up and the valuation of our house went down, and we were unable to refinance, we should have stopped paying the mortgage. We should have known right then that it was all just a scam," said Jennifer.
With his mother continuing to feed the flame, Michael was angry all over again too.
"We should have walked away from that house like all those other people did," he said sharing his mother's anger. "We would have ruined our credit but we would have salvaged our pride and left ourselves with more money than we have now."
Not knowing how to make his mother feel any better other than to stop feeding her more fuel, he remained quiet while looking at her with sorrow.
"If I knew then what I know now, I would have had them take the house a year earlier," she said with sadness.
She looked away from her son to stare down at the mattress.
"It's not our fault. We were just trying to take our piece of the pie to live the American dream. We didn't know that the pie was already poisoned. We didn't know that our dream was a nothing but a nightmare," he said careful to not raise his voice and further upset his mother any more than she was.
Then, expecting her to still be upset, instead, she gave him a sexy look that she had never given him before. She gave him a sexy look he had seen on her face before but not a look that she had ever given him. She gave that same, sexy look to that man who brought her home from work. When they pulled up in his car and he got out to walk her to the door, Michael peeped out at them from his bedroom window. Expecting them to kiss, expecting the man to feel his mother through her clothes in the way he wished he could feel his mother through her clothes while kissing her, the man didn't kiss his mother. While waiting for the kiss to happen, he watched them standing on the porch and staring at one another in silence.
In the way she looked at that man then was the way she was looking at him now. He could tell his mother liked that man who drove her home from work. It was obvious she liked him when she twirled her hair between her fingers and looked at him with those big, green, beautiful eyes in the way she was curling her hair between her fingers and looking up at him now. Definitely, he could tell his mother liked the man. He could tell his mother wanted and expected to be kissed. Only, just as he wouldn't dare kiss his mother, that man didn't kiss his mother either.
'God, damn it! Why didn't he kissed her? She deserved to be kissed. If that was him standing there on the front porch with his mother, he would have kissed her,' he thought while remembering that awkward moment his mother experienced.
Yet, here he was sitting with his mother and even though she looked like she wanted and expected to be kissed, just as that man didn't kiss her then, he didn't kiss her now either. How could he kiss her? He couldn't kiss her in the way that a man kissing a woman. She was his mother. He didn't dare kiss her in a sexual way. What was wrong with him for even having such a thought of kissing his mother sexually while feeling her though her clothes.
"Would you like to come inside?"
His mother looked at the man seemingly already knowing that he wasn't going to accept her invitation to come inside. He was just giving her a ride home and nothing more than that. Instead of giving her an interested look, he gave her a panicked look. He gave her the look that a married man would give a single woman. He looked from her to look at the front door before looking back at her.
"Thank you, no, um, sorry, I have to get home," he said turning towards his car and walking down the steps. Seemingly feeling as if he needed to give her more of an explanation why he declined her invitation, he turned to face her before leaving. "I just had a messy divorce. I'm not looking to begin another relationship. Not yet. Not now. Sorry," he said getting in his car.
As if he was her last hope, he remembered seeing his mother standing there dejectedly while watching him drive away. Obviously, she was lonely. Obviously, she liked him and thought that he liked her too. Obviously, she expected more from him. Obviously, she was looking to latch onto a man, but not just any man. She was looking for a man she liked. She was looking for a man who she thought was good and who would help her keep her house. As if he was standing there with her on the front porch, he could feel her rejection from his bedroom. If he wasn't her son, he'd kiss her. If he wasn't her son, he'd feel her through her clothes while kissing her.
To be continued...
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Susan assumes her matriarchal role as the Dominatrix of her entire adopted family.
*
With Brett sleeping on his side and facing away from her, Susan couldn't tell if he was sleeping or pretending to be asleep. Unable to tell if he was breathing, he looked dead. Fearing he had a concussion and died in his sleep from his injuries, just as she was about to walk over to him to shake him awake, instead of answering her, he startled her when he suddenly moved.
"Brett, you startled me. I thought you were dead for a minute," she said.
As if he was a zombie coming back from the dead and returning to life, he scared her with his slow albeit sudden movement. As if he was a vampire ready to bite her neck and suck out her blood before stripping her naked and having sex with her, she was frightened. As if he was a dead body at the morgue rolling from his side, he rolled over on his back and kicked down his sheet to expose his naked body to her. She needed to stop watching scary movies before she went to bed at night.
Knowing that exposing himself to her was what he wanted to do in his feeble attempt to control her by flashing her his cock, she played along with him by staring at his prick before making eye contact with him. Something he no doubt only sexually fantasized of doing and would never dare do before, because of frigging Erin, he routinely exposed himself to her now. He was always flashing her his cock. Moreover, he was always trying to peep on her too. Erin had changed her brother from a nice 18-year-old boy to a pig of a man. If he was so perversely perverted now, she couldn't imagine what he'd be when he was 30-years-old and 40-years-old.
Yet, this time, there was something amiss. This time there was something wrong and something not right. Missing from the scene, something that's always present in the room of an 18-year-old young man, the obvious elephant in the room wasn't there. Normally, before being injured on the football field, with him a typical, horny, 18-year-old teenager, he always has an erection, especially at this hour of the morning. This time, however, he didn't have his giant, hardwood log of morning wood. After he suffered a serious injury to his groin area in football practice, she didn't have to be a doctor to suspect and to diagnose that Brett not having an erection was not only odd but also wasn't a good thing.
All men, young and old have morning wood. All young men always have an erection. Unless they were out drinking and partying the night before and having sexy fun with women, seemingly, the morning was the horniest time for men. The morning is when the sexual fantasies that had during the night encouraged them to masturbate themselves. Especially with him flashing her his flaccid prick, she would have thought that he'd be sexually aroused with her staring at his prick in the way she knew he wanted her to stare at his prick. Even if he didn't have an erection before, with her staring at his flaccid cock, he should have an erection now. Yet, instead of staring at his limp cock as a sexual object, with him so badly bruised and obviously injured, she stared at his bruised thighs and his naked cock and testicles with concern for his health before looking up at his face.
"I'm awake Susan. I'm awake," he said yawning and stretching before wiping the sleep from his eyes with his hands.
She suspected that the act of stretching would cause him to have an erection. Any bodily movement of an 18-year-old, testosterone filled, naked, young man was cause for an erection, especially when there was a tall, beautiful, busty, blue-eyed blonde in the room staring at his cock. The fact that he didn't have an erection was a serious clue that there was something physically and terribly wrong with him. The fact that Brett didn't have an erection worried her.
After accustomed to having sex with men her age, men who don't take care of themselves physically, and men who have pot bellies from eating and drinking too much, Susan felt herself getting wet between her thighs from seeing Brett's young, beautiful, hard, muscular, naked body. Even if his cock wasn't big, hard, and fully erect, as if she was a painter and he was her model with both of them ready to paint a nude scene, he was so beautiful to look at and to ogle. He wasn't the only sexual and horny one in the room. With her at the height of her sexuality, she was just as sexual and horny now at 42-years-old as any 18-year-old man of a boy would be at this early hour of the morning. Besides, Susan loved cock. She loved stroking pricks as much as she loved sucking and fucking pricks.
In his defense of disrespecting her by flashing her and by continuing to flash her, with her seeing him naked when helping him shower last night, obviously he just assumed that it was okay to flash her his naked body this morning. When helping him shower last night, they were both naked and standing facing one another in the small shower stall. With them so close to one another, she wasn't getting the view of his naked body in the way she was getting now with him lying on his back beneath the bright, bedroom light. Yet, more than just seeing him naked, with his overhead, bedroom light better illuminating his injuries, she could more clearly see the seriousness of his wounds from playing football on the practice field. She gave one, last, long look at his cock and bruised thighs before turning to leave his room.
"Get dressed Brett," she said. "Your mother just called me. She wanted to remind me that she made a doctor's appointment yesterday for you today. She wants to make sure you're okay. Get a move on. Get dressed," said Susan looking at her watch. "We have to be health center by ten."
Brett sat up in bed, yawned, stretched and wiped the sleep from his eyes again. As if he was an elderly man with arthritis instead of a young and otherwise healthy 18-year-old, he slowly moved his legs from the bed to put his feet on the floor. Seemingly old before his time, with him the quarterback of a losing high school, football team that lacked a solid defense to protect him, as if he had a bullseye on his chest, he was a fair game target. Hit, sacked, hurried, and rushed more than his defensive line blocked their opponents, already having suffered sprains, broken bones, and concussions, this injury was from his own teammate during practice. This injury, as debilitating as it seemed to be, could prematurely end his football career. There goes his hope for a college, football scholarship to a top, ten school.
"Geez, I'm so stiff. I'm so sore," he said trying to bend and flex his leg. "I felt better last night when taking a hot shower with you, Susan." Brett gave Susan a leer that was no doubt influenced by seeing Erin naked before having sex with his sexy sister. Undressing her with his eyes, he looked at Susan as if she was still naked. "That was the best shower of my life," he said with a dirty laugh.
Slowly standing, he erected his 6'3" frame while leaning on furniture to help him walk to the bathroom. As if he was a toddler who had just learned to walk, he took one slow and steady step at a time. A good looking kid with bright, blue eyes, and an engaging smile, he had blonde, Robert Redford, thick hair that was two shades darker than his sister's blonde hair. He looked like the typical, poster boy image of what a high school or college quarterback should look like.
"Let me help you, Brett," said Susan.
She rushed to his side.
"No, I'm good," said Brett waving her off with his hand. "I can do it. Gees, I don't need you to help me go to the bathroom," he said with embarrassment, with attitude, and with an edge to his voice.
Only, just as it was obvious that he was hurting, it was obvious that he needed her help. It was obvious that he was in pain. She watched him gingerly walk as if he was 78-year-old man near the end of his life instead of an 18-years-old teenager at the start of his life.
The pounding his young body had already taken a physical and emotional toll on him. With his defensive line unable to hold the line to protect him, it was time he quit football. He may not have a choice in the matter. The doctor may take that decision out of his hands by not approving him medically and fit enough to return to get hit, battered, and bruised again.
With this hit his last hit, if he tried to return to football, the next hit could be his last hit. With all of the concussions he had already suffered, the next blow to the head could be a fatal blow. After receiving this debilitating injury, he may never play competitive football again anyway. His brief football career that already spanned 10-years from playing Pop Warner football to playing football in junior high and now starting first string, high school varsity football is over. Only, try telling him that, the star quarterback who hoped to win a football scholarship to play at a top ten, college.
He was so competitive. He was always so hard on himself. A hard worker, he'd never quit. He'd never admit defeat. He worked harder than any member on the team. Arriving early and leaving late, he never missed a practice. Only, if he was this battered and bruised now, he'd never survive four years of playing college level football, never mind playing even more competitive, professional football. Just as it was one thing to go from high school football to college football, it was quite another thing to go from college football to professional football.
"Go slow Brett. One step at a time," said Susan. "I'll get the door for you," she said opening his bathroom door for him.
Never thinking that Tiffany needed a house that had five bedrooms and five and a half bathrooms, Susan was glad now that each bedroom had its own attached bathroom. She was glad that Brett didn't have to walk out in the hall to use the guest bathroom or, when downstairs, climb the stairs to use the upstairs bathroom when there were two bathrooms downstairs.
Giving him some privacy, Susan pulled the bathroom door closed behind him once Brett was standing in front of the toilet but, leaving it ajar, she wanted to hear him over the bathroom fan should he need help. She could hear him groaning in pain while trying to pee. Expecting to hear a steady, forceful stream of urine, she heard a low trickle instead. Then, hearing his voice, she didn't know if he was talking to her or to himself.
"Now with the medication no longer masking the pain, I'm afraid there could be something much worse than just bruising," he said talking more to himself than he was to her while staring down at his limp dick and bruised thighs. "Fuck," he said.
Susan walked closer to the bathroom door to better see and hear him.
"Brett? Are you okay? What do you mean you think there could be something much worse than bruising?" Unable to help herself, she stared at his tight, perfect ass.
Suddenly she had a sexual fantasy of him on top of her fucking her while she reached around him to feel and squeeze his beautiful, firm, round ass. She couldn't help herself from thinking about slapping his round ass and spanking his naked ass before kissing his firm ass and licking his hot ass. She'd love to feel and squeeze his perfect ass while he was between her legs with his cock buried deep inside of her.
A long time sexual fantasy coming, she was glad that he was finally of legal age. Only, now, delaying her plans of not just seducing him but also sexually controlling him, Brett was seriously injured and obviously too injured to have sex. Obviously he was already in too much pain for Susan to play her sexy games of discipline, punishment, and domination. Seemingly just when the party was set to start, it was over. With her already having the outfit, the whip, and the sexual toys hidden in her closet, she couldn't wait to dress as a Dominatrix. Unfortunately, all of that sexy fun would have to wait until Brett fully recovered from his injuries.
Still holding his cock over the open toilet, he turned his head to look at her.
"It hurts to pee," he said as if he was about to cry. "It stings. I feel as if there's more pee but it's not coming out," he said with concern. "I'll try again later."
As if she was his mother instead of her mother's best friend, she looked at Brett with fright. Hoping none of his injuries were permanent or debilitating, she worried that his injuries were more serious than just bruising. She wondered if there was internal bleeding or an injury to his liver or to his kidney. Football is too dangerous for someone so young to play when they not even fully developed yet.
"Don't force it Brett. If you're unable to go, I'm sure the doctor will give you something for that," said Susan with motherly concern. "Don't worry. It's nothing that time won't heal."
Turning carefully, Brett turned to leave the bathroom. Taking one, slow, careful step at a time, he walked carefully.
"I hurt all over. This feels bad, really bad Susan. This feels different than any of my other football injuries. As if there's something seriously wrong inside, I'm afraid. I wonder if I fractured my leg, both legs," he said reaching down to gently massage his legs before trying to pee again in the toilet. "I hope that's all it is. I hope that's it and nothing more than a broken or fractured bone."
She watched him standing outside of the bathroom while he stared down at his injured penis.
"Don't worry Brett. It's probably nothing more than a bad sprain," said Susan through the bathroom door. "You'll be alright."
As if trying to read her to see if she was telling the truth of just lying to assure him, he looked at Susan looking at him. Only, every time she saw his prick whether flaccid or hard, she could feel her nipples erecting.
"I don't know. I don't have an erection. I always have an erection, especially the first thing in the morning," he said with sadness.
Attempting to awaken his limp dick, he reached down and wrapped his hand around his sleeping prick. As if he was an elderly man instead of a young, fit man, he let go of his soft cock to walk out of the bathroom while grabbing hold of the wall as he walked. As slowly as he walked to the bathroom, he emerged from the bathroom to get dressed. Then, seemingly concerned more with his penis than he was with Susan, he reached down and started fondling his cock again. He looked up at her with a pained expression. Then, as if inviting her to touch him, stroke him, or even suck him, he stared at her while stroking himself harder and faster. Susan rolled her eyes and sighed.
"If that will make you feel better to masturbate yourself, Brett, don't let me stop you," said Susan. "Go right ahead and jerk yourself off," she said becoming sexually excited while watching him playing with himself.
If he starting cumming, she'd be tempted to put her mouth on his prick. If he was ready to cum, she'd allow him to cum in her mouth. Wanting to offer him her hand and/or her mouth, if he was healthier, she'd offer him her hand before offering him her mouth and before submitting her pussy to him. Knowing him, if he was feeling better, once she started masturbating him, he'd want to make use of her mouth and/or her pussy too. Besides, not wanting to hurt him any more than he was already injured, she'd rather have the doctor examine him first. Besides, instead of offering him sex, she'd rather play her sexy games of discipline, punishment, and domination with him.
"I hope you're right but this feels much worse than just a bad sprain," said Brett.
Susan watched him playing with himself for a few seconds before looking at her watch and scolding him. He was making her hot. He was making her horny. She had better things to do than to watch Brett masturbate himself.
"Brett, there's not time for that now. Masturbate yourself later and in privacy," said Susan with a laugh. "I need to get you to the doctor."
Brett looked up at her with disappointment. No doubt, if Erin was in the room with him, she'd masturbate her brother. She'd probably suck her brother after fucking her brother but he was in no condition to have sex, not even by his own hand. Unable to give himself an erection, he stopped touching himself. As if he was a naked model standing in an artist's studio instead of an injured young man standing in his bedroom, he turned to face Susan. Obviously with him afraid to bend or to move, he looked as if he was posing when instead he was just so stiff and so sore.
"Okay, okay, but I wasn't masturbating," he said. "I was just checking to see if I could masturbate. I was just checking to see if everything is working. I was just trying to see if I could give myself an erection. I'm worried about not having an erection. I always have an erection. I don't understand."
Looking at her defeated as if he had just lost a big football game, he looked from his cock to look at her with a pained expression while still stroking himself.
"Well, what's your prognosis?" Susan looked from him before looking down at his cock and back up at him before asking him her next question. "Do you think you can you masturbate yourself? Do you think if you had the time, you could give yourself an erection?"
He looked at her and shrugged.
"I don't know. I don't think so," he said. "I don't have an erection. I don't even have that sexually horny feeling I get when touching myself. Normally at this hour of the morning, I'd have a huge boner," he said with disappointment and dejection. "He looked up at her with sad eyes. I always have an erection, especially the first thing in the morning," he said again. He looked at her as if was about to cry. "What if my penis is broken?"
Broken? She looked at him ready to laugh before looking at him with horror. His penis can't be broken, can it? Is there such a thing as a broken penis? Even if penises can break and if it is broken, surely, doctors can fix a broken penis. Right? They just stick something in there, a steel rod and put a splint around it or something like that to fix it as good as new. Right? She just hoped that a broken penis wasn't like a broken heart or a damaged brain, the two organs that doctors couldn't fix.
Actually, other than when Lorena Bobbit cut off her husband's penis, she had never heard of a man having a broken penis. There're no bones in there to break, are there? They do call men's erections boners and an erect cock feels as hard as if there is a bone in there, but judging by Brett's limp dick, there was definitely no hard bones in there.
"Don't worry. I'm sure it's temporary," she said trying not to show her fear that he had suffered a serious injury. "The body has a way of going in shock to heal itself and to protect itself from further injury. I'm sure that's all it is. We'll be seeing the doctor today. Okay? Let me help you get dressed," she said.
He looked at her as if he was a rebellious child who no longer needed the help of his mother to dress himself.
"No, I'm good. Jesus, I'm not a baby. I can dress myself, Susan," he said. "God Susan. Thank you, but no."
Susan turned to leave his room.
"Call me if you need my help," she said before closing his bedroom door.
* * * * *
Susan walked down the hall with a troubled look. A broken penis? Could he have a broken penis? Is there such a thing as a broken penis? Obviously he peed but not very much and with great difficulty and discomfort. Moreover, something he always had, he didn't have an erection. She was worried that his injuries may be more severe than first thought.
'Now I wish Tiffany was here,' she thought to herself.
Always putting herself in the middle of things, Erin called out as Susan walked by the kitchen on her way to her bedroom to get dressed.



"I overheard you say that you're taking Brett to the doctor this morning," said Erin curling her long, blonde hair with her finger, something she always did when talking to Susan. A nervous habit, obviously Susan intimidated her.
As if she was the family spy and the household gossiper, and she was, she was always listening to everything anyone said, especially to whatever Susan said. Seemingly she didn't have a life of her own. Seemingly her life was everyone else's business. Involved with everyone's personal business, she needed to mind her own business. What twenty-year-old woman would rather stay home to be embroiled in her family's business than to go out and explore the world?
When Susan's was Erin's age, she was never home. Having left home at 17-years-old to live with her girlfriend, the last place she wanted to be was to be at home with her family. She'd much rather see and experience the world. She'd much rather be out with her friends. Only, some friends they were. They all abandoned her for some man, to get married, and to have children. She was the only one who didn't fall for that trap.
Sure, she had some regrets about not having a child but she was happy living her life the way she wanted to live her life without having some man telling her what to do. She was free from weighty obligations. She didn't have to wait hand and foot on some man while taking care of a brood of snot nosed, spoiled kids. She was free to take care of herself in the way that a man would never take care of her.
With both of them strong women, women who knew how to play men, they vied for control of the men in the family. Michael, Erin's father and Brett, Erin's brother, were wrapped as tightly around her little finger as Brett and Michael were wrapped around Susan's little finger. Only, Erin wouldn't be happy until she had both men to herself. She wouldn't be happy until she was in control of both men. She wouldn't be happy until Susan was out of the picture. Conversely, Susan wouldn't be happy until not only Michael and Brett were under her control but also Erin and her mother, Tiffany, were under her control too.
Obviously jealous of one another, unless they were thinking about having sex with one another, they had a love/hate relationship, more hate than love at times. Erin didn't appreciate Susan usurping her authority. As far as Erin was concerned in regards to Susan, who the Hell does she think she is? She wasn't even family. She was her mother's best friend and business partner. How dare she boss her around? She wasn't her mother.
Seemingly as soon as Erin turned 18-years-old, she turned into a bitch. Who the Hell was she to talk to Susan in such a disrespectful way? With her always getting involved with things she didn't understand, Susan didn't appreciate Erin making everything her business. Having known her since she was in diapers, as far as Susan was concerned, Erin was still just a child to her. As if telling her to mind her own business, Susan shot Erin a look as if she was her mother and Erin was her disobedient daughter who always overstepped her authority. Only with them never really close, no doubt in Erin's eyes, Susan was more akin to being the evil stepmother.
"Yes. I'm taking Brett to the medical center for his doctor's appointment," said Susan emphasizing the word 'I'm'. Your mother called me to remind me that she made the appointment," she said this time emphasizing the word 'me' twice. "She asked if I could take Brett to see his doctor," she said this time emphasizing the word 'I' again.
Knowing that Erin was going to want to take her brother to see his doctor without Susan there, wanting to dissuade Erin from even asking the question, Susan couldn't be any clearer with Tiffany's instructions than she was. Too early in the morning for her nonsense, she didn't want to get in an argument with her. Eager to flee Erin to get dressed, Susan had things to do before she took Brett to see the doctor. The last thing she wanted was Erin trying to take control of the situation and of her brother, when Susan needed to get Brett back under her control.
Especially at a time like this when she needed Tiffany to rely on her, instead of on Erin, she wanted to give Tiffany all of the medical information and the details of her son's physical examination. She didn't want Erin taking the spotlight of attention away from her when talking to her mother about her brother. Especially now at a time like this with Brett injured, the last thing Susan wanted was to relinquish the control she now had over Brett to his sister. Besides, she wanted to use Brett's injury as her way of getting even closer to Tiffany than she already was.
"I'm surprised he got an appointment so soon. I have to wait weeks to see my doctor," said Erin delaying Susan's leave while emphasizing the word 'I'.
Susan stared at Erin who was already dressed and ready to go when she wasn't. Knowing her well enough to almost read her mind, no doubt nothing more than an issue of control than of helpfulness, Erin wanted to take her brother to the doctor instead of having Susan take him. Erin wanted the credit for being the medical hero when Susan needed to score those Brownie points in helping her to gain more control over her mother. With Erin always in argumentative combat with her, Susan would much rather ignore her than engage her. More sexually experienced and experienced in life than she was, Susan was smarter than she. Nonetheless, she had a sudden vision of chasing Erin's car down the driveway with Erin having the stubborn, spiteful intent of taking her brother to see his doctor without her.
Susan didn't want Erin to have any more control over her brother, over her mother, over her father, and over her than she already had. She was such a diva and a devious, little bitch. With her being Daddy's not so innocent, little girl, she already had her father's adoration along with his incestuous lust.
In between a rock and a hard place, as much as he was sexually attracted to his daughter, Michael was sexually attracted to Susan too. Even though Susan was forbidden fruit, with her being Tiffany's best friend, his daughter was even more incestuously forbidden than having sex with Susan. With her being such a slut and a sexual tease, especially after having sex with her brother, she already had too much of Brett's attention. If Erin had to, no doubt, she'd have sex with her father too, if that's what it took to take control of him away from Susan. Yet, even more than Michael's sexual attraction to Susan, in the way that Tiffany sometimes looked at Susan, she wouldn't be surprised if Tiffany wasn't sexually attracted to her also.
'The family that has sex together, stays together,' thought Susan.
Only Susan wanted to control them than to have sex with them. She wanted to discipline them than to have sex with them. She wanted to punish them than to have sex with them. She wanted to dominate them than to have sex with them. She wanted to be their Dominatrix.
Love instead of war. Susan thought of all the hostility in the world. If only people would make love instead of war, everyone would be friendlier and everyone would definitely be happier. Instead of shooting people, they should be making love to one another. They should be sexually fucking people instead of fucking people over. Instead of killing people, they should be sucking and licking people. We're all sexual animals. If we're not here to love one another and have sex with one another, then why are we here?
Instead of lusting over woman and men that were normally unavailable, instead of being arrested for sex crimes, what if mothers had sex with their adult sons? What if it was okay for fathers to have sex with their adult daughters? What if it was common practice, instead of forbidden, incestuous behavior, for adult brothers to have sex with their adult sisters? What if aunts and uncles could have sex with their adult nieces and adult nephews without anyone raising an eyebrow? What if adult cousins were more than kissing cousins but fucking, sucking, and licking cousins?
Instead of arguing over stupid stuff, what if husbands and wives put their complaints aside and made love? Instead of fighting over silly shit, what if neighbors had sex with neighbors and strangers had sex with strangers? Instead of feeling invaded by airport security, with everyone but the terrorists having nothing to hide, what if we all boarded airplanes naked? Instead of having world summits and political caucuses, instead of lying and not being open and honest, what if everyone sitting around those big, boardroom tables were naked?
Only, some people shouldn't be naked, Hilary Clinton, Donald Trump, Bernie Sanders, and Vice President, Joe Biden, should never be seen publically without their clothes. One thing for sure, if everyone knew they'd be walking about naked, there'd be more people exercising and less people overeating. Less fights and more sex, the only friction we'd ever have as humans and as part of the human race would be the friction caused by a man sliding his cock in and out and in and out of a woman's mouth, pussy, and ass. The only other friction we'd have is a man sliding his cock in and out of another man's mouth and/or ass or a lesbian sliding her strap-on dildo in and out of another women's mouth, pussy, and ass.
Knowing that Brett was sexually attracted to his sister as much as Brett was sexually attracted to her, obviously Susan didn't want Erin to have control over her brother too. She didn't want to relinquish the control that she had over Brett to Erin. Sometimes impossible to do with Brett, with him so sexually attracted to his sister and Erin obviously playing her brother by giving him sex, she needed to separate the two of them. A dangerous pact for her to break, Brett and Erin were stronger allies together than if they were separated and alone. Yet, Susan held the trump card. As the family's secret Dominatrix, Susan wielded all of the power.
Even though Brett was hot to have sex with his sister again, he'd more want to have sex with Susan, his surrogate mother, especially when he had already had sex with Erin but not yet with Susan. Besides, their father, Michael, was hot for Susan too and Susan knew that he was. Fortunately, with Tiffany her best friend and knowing Susan well enough to entrust her with her children, she knew that her children were no innocent angels.
Besides, with them having a business partnership that encompassed their close relationship, the bond of trust they had in one another cemented their friendship. Just as Tiffany wouldn't lie to Susan, she wouldn't lie to Tiffany. She may deceive her and mislead her for the sake of her gaining more sexual control of her family, but she was mostly honest with her best friend and perhaps soon to be lover. Susan's goal was to gain sexual control of the entire family.
Needing an extra ally in addition to the friendship she had with Tiffany and the lust that Michael had for her, Susan needed Brett on her side against his sister. Certainly, she wasn't worried about Brett. As naïve and impressionable as he was vulnerable and horny, he was easy to manipulate. All she had to do was to show him her tits. All she had to do was to give him sex. The easiest way to control Brett was to take his cock in her mouth. Only, if she could manipulate him her way, so couldn't Erin by teasing him and enticing him with sex. Yet, Erin was no match for Susan in bed. Even though Erin has had sex with many men, Susan has had sex with many more men than she ever had. In comparison, Susan was a pro and Erin was still a child.
For Michael and Tiffany to believe and trust her over their daughter, she needed Brett to corroborate her tales about his controlling sister, otherwise she'd be the one out in the cold and not Erin against their parents. Perhaps a small example but something that would soon morph into larger issues of power and control, if Tiffany wanted her daughter to take her brother to the doctor, she would have called Erin but, instead, she called Susan. With Tiffany knowing the conniving bitch that her daughter could be, for whatever were her reasons, she entrusted Susan with the responsibility of taking Brett to the doctor. Maybe it was nothing more than, and as simple as, she wanted to make sure that Brett got there on time.
"I can take him. I'm already dressed," said Erin with a cat that ate the canary smile. "I don't mind. Really I don't."
Immediately, Susan knew Erin was up to something. She was being too nice. The last thing she wanted was Brett and Erin together gossiping over what happened last night when she helped her brother take a shower. Already ready for her, Susan figured Erin would say something derogatory about her before whispering something about her outrageous naked behavior to her father and/or to her mother. Nothing more than a power play on a small, family scale, Erin always wanted to be in control, especially whenever her mother was away and especially when it came to Susan trying to exert her control over her family. Erin was always butting heads with her. As if they were opposing inmates in a women's prison, standing up to her, Erin gave Susan a hard look with a bit of attitude.
She blamed her best friend and business partner, Tiffany, for putting her in a difficult spot. Tiffany wasn't much of a disciplinarian and, although they were good kids growing up, they were no longer children or good, but young adults both vying for their parents attention and admiration. Erin and Brett were known to push their boundaries and each other's sexual buttons, especially with their sexual hormones raging and ruling their decisions. Since the time they were babies, helping to raise them, care for them, and love them, Susan was there as much as their mother. Now that Brett and Erin were older, Susan needed to exert her control over them before they exerted their control over her and were totally out of control as adults.
"I can handle taking your brother to see his doctor," said Susan with a kind smile masking her attitude of impatient annoyance.
Erin returned her smile of indifference to Susan.
"I want to go too," said Erin sipping her coffee. Toning down her attitude, she suddenly acted as if this challenge of taking some of Susan's control over her family away wasn't as important to her when obviously it was.
Seemingly just a small issue but, obviously, she didn't like the fact that her mother called Susan to take Brett to the doctor instead of calling her. With Susan more than just a babysitter but a second mother to Tiffany's children, Tiffany relinquished control of her children to Susan long ago, especially whenever she went out and stayed overnight with her husband, Michael. Going out partying while Susan was content staying home to watch over Erin and Brett, they were always attending swinging events and leaving their children behind with Susan for the weekend.
With Susan always wanting children but not having any children of her own, she felt as if Erin and Brett were her children too. Only, if they were her children, she would have brought them up differently. She would have brought them up with more discipline and respect than how Tiffany and Michael raised their children. Both Erin and Brett were spoiled and they would have been worse had Susan not been there to call them on lack of manners and correct their bad behaviors along the way.
In the way that Susan was able to exert her control not only over Brett but also Erin, Tiffany lost control of her children long ago. They listened more to Susan than they ever did to Tiffany. In the way that Tiffany and Michael were always going off on trips, they acted as if they didn't have any children. If it wasn't for Susan holding everything together in the way of an efficiently organized family housekeeper or a devoted and overprotective nanny, Tiffany and Michael never could have participated in the swinging lifestyle as much as they had.
Only, along the way, as soon as Erin discovered that her parents were leaving them with Susan to attend swinging, sex parties, she rebelled by becoming a slut in the way that her mother was a swinging whore. Erin's slutty behavior was her rebellious cry for attention and for the obvious love and acceptance she needed to receive from her parents. Other than her brother and/or all the men through high school and now through college that she sucked and fucked, the only person there to give her the attention and the love that she so needed was Susan. Only, Susan wanted to give not only Erin and Brett her attention and love but also she wanted to give Michael and Tiffany her attention and love too. Susan not only wanted to give the whole family attention and love but also she wanted to control the whole family with discipline, punishment, and domination before delving in the area of having complete sexual control of all four of them.
Whether the cut was on the surface or hidden deep within, Susan was the aloe, the salve, and the ointment to soothe everyone's wounds. No matter how deep a wound they had, Susan could help heal it. Susan was the medicine that they all needed to ease their pain. Susan was the band aid to keep their wounds from festering and becoming infected with bad feelings and ill will. Susan was the glue who could fix practically anyone who was broken. As if she was a roll of duct tape instead of a sexy, busty, beautiful, blue-eyed blonde, she could make anyone and anything almost as good as new. Seemingly, with everyone needing her one time or another, Susan was indispensable to Tiffany, Michael, Brett, and Erin. They wouldn't know what to do without her should she ever decide to leave.
When they weren't traveling to attend swinging events or to have sex with other couples at house parties, with Michael always gone on business trips and Tiffany working from home in her closed, door office, Susan was there when they weren't. Now that Erin and Brett are older, almost 20-years-old and 18-years-old respectively, they've been flapping their wings more in readiness to leave the nest. Only, now that they're no longer children but of legal age, Susan had other plans for them before they left home, got married, and had children of their own. Now that they were an all adult family, she was ready to have some sexy fun with not only Erin and Brett but also with Tiffany and Michael too.
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter Two:
"Would you like to come inside?"
His mother looked at the man seemingly already knowing that he wasn't going to accept her invitation to come inside. He was just giving her a ride home and nothing more than that. Instead of giving her an interested look, he gave her a panicked look. He gave her the look that a married man would give a single woman. He looked from her to look at the front door before looking back at her.
"Thank you, no, um, sorry, I have to get home," he said turning towards his car and walking down the steps. Seemingly feeling as if he needed to give her more of an explanation why he declined her invitation, he turned to face her before leaving. "I just had a messy divorce. I'm not looking to begin another relationship. Not yet. Not now. Sorry," he said getting in his car.
As if he was her last hope, he remembered seeing his mother standing there dejectedly while watching him drive away. Obviously, she was lonely. Obviously, she liked him and thought that he liked her too. Obviously, she expected more from him. Obviously, she was looking to latch onto a man, but not just any man.
She was looking for a man she liked. She was looking for a man who she thought was good and who would help her keep her house. As if he was standing there with her on the front porch, he could feel her rejection from his bedroom. If he wasn't her son, he'd kiss her. If he wasn't her son, he'd feel her through her clothes while kissing her.
* * * * *
Chapter Three:
"Let's go to bed," said Jennifer jogging him from his memory of watching his mother interact with a man from work whose only interest in her was giving her a ride home.
Just as he felt her pain then for a man she liked but who obviously didn't like her enough and in that way, he felt her pain now.
"Okay," he said.
They had gone from living in their dream house to living in this rundown, motel room.
"It's been a long day and I'm tired."
She looked up at the ceiling and continued her gaze around the room as if looking for bugs. Then, she sat on the bed pensively as if suddenly in deep thought. With all of her girlfriends laughing and having fun, she was seemingly out of touch with everyone else. She danced to a different drum beat than the one that everyone else followed in step. Known to be a deep thinker, his mother was always thinking.
No doubt, just as he was preoccupied with the thought of all that happened that day, she was thinking of all that happened that day too. Always on the same page, they were much like one another in that regard. They would have made a good married couple. They should have been husband and wife instead of mother and son.
Obviously, she was thinking of being evicted from her home and losing her home. Obviously, she was thinking about having to put many of the things she loved and that meant so much to her in storage. No doubt, with her fear of bugs preoccupying her thoughts, she was thinking of bugs, big bugs, roaches and spiders, that she imagined were in her storage container and walking all over her possessions before making a home in them. Even more than that, how could she not think of the Sheriff evicting them from their house when he was thinking the same thing too?
Then, as if willed her to do it, she did something totally unexpected. She did something she had never done before. She did something he never thought she'd ever do. She did something he never expected her to do. She started unbuttoning her blouse in front of him.
'Holy shit,' he thought while staring at her fingers unbuttoning each button of her blouse.
His mother was unbuttoning her blouse in front of him. Feeling lightheaded from the sudden rush of incestuous, sexual excitement, if he had smelling salts, he'd inhale them deeply. He couldn't believe his mother was unbuttoning her blouse. As if he was staring at a stripper stripping onstage, all he could do was stare. Beside himself with a sudden flash of incestuous lust for her, he couldn't believe his MILF of a mother was undressing in readiness for bed right there in front of him. As if she was alone and as if he wasn't in the room with her, instead of her ducking in the bathroom to undress, he couldn't believe his mother was unbuttoning her blouse in front of him.
'Wow! Holy shit. I don't believe this.'
In all the years he had lived with her, she had never unbuttoned her blouse in front of him. In all the years he had live with her, he had never seen more than the top of her long line of sexy cleavage and the top of her bra in a quick flash of a down blouse view. In all the years he had lived with her, she never undressed in front of him and here she was undressing in front of him now. Yet, now, hoping that she'd continue unbuttoning her blouse, he was about to see his mother in her bra. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe that he was going to see his mother in her sexy, low cut brassiere.
'Wow!'
Having never seen much more of her than her cleavage and the top of her bra, he was seeing so much more of his mother now. Not believing what he was seeing, seeing more of her bra clad breasts than he had ever seen before, Michael stared at his mother's exposed bra and cleavage. In the way he had stared at her before, as if she was a striptease artist or an exotic dancer, he continued staring at her as if watching a stripper onstage stripping off her clothes. He couldn't believe his eyes.
He continued staring at her as if watching an old girlfriend or the girlfriend of a friend removing her blouse after losing a hand of strip poker. A huge understatement, he was surprised at what he was seeing. He continued staring at her as if they were taken hostage by desperate men and his mother was forced to undress in front of them. Another huge understatement, he was sexually aroused. He never thought he'd be seeing his morally modest mother undressing in front of him. As if she was giving him a private show of her beautiful body, he never thought he'd be seeing his mother's bra clad breasts in the way that he was seeing them now.
"Mom," said Michael against his better judgment. Unable to stop himself from saying something, he was shocked by what he was seeing. In respect and to give her some privacy, he turned his back to her but he could still see her in the mirror. "What are you doing?"
Not sure why he complained about her undressing, he should have remained quiet. Only, what else was he to do? She was his mother and he was her son. He had the upmost respect for her. He suddenly felt as if he was not only invading her privacy but also violating her with his looks, stares, and leers. It was one thing to sexually and incestuously fantasize about his mother but it was quite another thing to allow her to continue mindlessly undressing herself in front of him.
Maybe with her always falling in deep thought, she forgot where she was. Maybe with her preoccupied with thinking about this and that, she forgot he was there with her. Maybe, with her preoccupied in thinking of the tragic events of the day, she thought she was alone in her bedroom instead of in a motel room with her son.
Then, maybe she was a sexually attracted to him as he was to her. Maybe she wanted to show him her body and bra clad breasts as much as he wanted to see her body and bra clad breasts. Nah, he really didn't think that was the case at all. In the way that he was a voyeur, his mother wasn't an exhibitionist. His mother wasn't incestuously perverted in the way that he was. Thinking and hoping that she was, his horny imagination was just getting the better of him.
He was sorry now that he said anything about her unbuttoning her blouse. He would have liked to see how far his mother would have gone in undressing herself in front of him. Wondering if she would have removed her blouse, he would have liked to see her in her bra. Only, unable to invade her privacy by incestuously violating her with his leering stare, he couldn't sexually take advantage of her like that. Then again, who was he kidding? He definitely could take sexual advantage of his mother like that, especially if she willingly volunteered to undress herself in front of him.
"I'm getting ready for bed," she said giving him a look that made him wonder why he even asked her a question with such an obvious answer.
With her blouse now completely unbuttoned, she paid him no never mind. Having spoken prematurely, he silently prayed to God that she'd continue undressing in front of him and not suddenly run in the bathroom to finish undressing. Instead of abandoning him for the privacy of the bathroom, she continued unbuttoning the buttons on her sleeves. Obviously knowing that her unbuttoned blouse exposed most of her low cut bra and all of her sexy cleavage, she turned more to face him nevertheless. She looked down at herself with pride before looking up at his reflection in the mirror without embarrassment or shame while he looked at his mother and her bra clad breasts with horniness and lust.
As if he was dreaming his mother sitting there in her unbuttoned blouse or sexually fantasizing her bra clad breasts while masturbating himself, he couldn't take his eyes off of her cleavage and bra. Even when concealed beneath her bra, he could tell his mother had fabulous breasts. As if her bra couldn't fully contain them, the tops of her breasts were so round and so full. As if they were firm gelatin, teasing him and tempting him to touch them and feel them, they jiggled with her every movement. He couldn't believe his mother was sitting on the bed with her unbuttoned blouse and in readiness to remove her blouse.
'Oh, my God.'
As if he was peeping on her from the open door of her bedroom at home instead of watching her undress in a motel room not ten feet from him, he continued staring at her reflection in the mirror. Somehow in watching her reflection instead of looking at her head-on, he didn't feel as perversely perverted watching his mother undress. From the side, with him having never seen this sexy view of her, the bra cups of her white brassiere made her breasts look even bigger. The side view of her bra clad breasts somehow made her look even sexier than seeing her from the front and seeing her full bra and her exposed cleavage.
She had big breasts, C cup breasts, but from the side, they looked even bigger. With her bra a little too small for her abundant breasts, and her bra cups pushing up her meaty breasts in the way of a Wonderbra, she looked like a Victorian lady showing off her big boobs to a suitor. Her big, white, underwire bra made her breasts appear as if they were D cup breasts instead of C cup breasts. A longtime sexual fantasy he had, he'd love nothing more than to see his mother's naked tits. Not sexually satisfied enough for her to remove her blouse and expose her bra to him, he now wondered if she dared remove her bra while he was in the room with her.
"Mom?"
She looked at him and he looked at her as if he was an artist about to paint his mother with her clothes in disarray.
"What?"
Already sorry for what he was about to suggest but, thinking that he may rape her and force her to have incestuous sex with him, he didn't trust himself if his mother was going to continue undressing in front of him. As it was now, with her sitting there with her blouse unbuttoned and her cleavage and bra totally exposed to his horny eyes, he wanted to sit beside her and reach up his horny hand to cup her breast through her bra while kissing her. With his imagination running wild, if he was kissing her, French kissing her, while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra, he'd lift her bra to expose her breasts and nipples.
If he was alone, he'd be masturbating over seeing his mother in her bra. Then, when he looked closer, pushing against the thin satin material of her bra, he could clearly see her big nipples already making their impressions. Obviously, she wasn't wearing a padded bra. Obviously, she was cold and/or sexually aroused. In the same way that he hated pantyhose, he hated padded bras too.
"Maybe you should change in the bathroom," he said embarrassed while not believing that he was actually suggesting that his mother take her striptease show behind the closed, bathroom door.
About to ruin everything right in the good part, he thought to himself. 'What the Hell is wrong with you for even suggesting that?'
Unembarrassed and unashamed, she looked at him and smiled. It was so odd and so sexually exciting at the same time to see his mother sitting there in her unbuttoned blouse with her bra and cleavage exposed. Only, she gave him a different look and a different smile than she normally gives him. Something she never gave him but saved for other men when flirting with them, she gave him a sexy look and a sexy smile. As if he was the man from the gas station, the hardware store, or Post Office, she smiled at him as if he was someone else, someone other than her son. In the way she continued giving him a sexy look and a sexy smile, she smiled at him as if he was a man and she was a woman instead of him being her son and her being his mother.
Maybe because she was his mother but it was a weird smile and an even stranger look that she continued giving him. In the way that he had incestuous sex on his mind, if he was reading her correctly and he hoped he was, she looked as if she had incestuous sex on her mind too. As if she was sexually teasing and erotically enticing him by unbuttoning her blouse, she gave him a naughty look and a sexy smile. Between her unbuttoned blouse, her naughty look, and her sexy smile, she made him horny. She aroused him sexually enough to make him want her.
He'd love nothing more than to wipe that smile off her face with a kiss, a big, wet kiss, a French kiss. He imagined parting her lips with his tongue while feeling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her bra. He wondered if she'd still look at him in that sexually inappropriate if he kissed her, French kissed her while feeling her hot body through her clothes.
"Why?" She gave him that sexy look again while purposely pausing in what she was about to say next. "You've never seen a naked woman before?"
As if promising all that he hoped to see of her, she shocked him with what she had just said.
'Naked?'
Sitting there with her cleavage and bra exposed to his horny eyes, she now painted him an image of her sitting on the bed naked while he ogled her naked body. In the way that he had imagined his mother topless and/or naked when masturbating over the incestuous, sexual fantasy of having sex with her, he imagined his mother sitting on the bed topless and/or naked now. Only, it's one thing for her to unbutton her blouse but she'd never unhook her bra. In the way that she exposed her bra clad breasts to him, she'd never expose her naked breasts to him.
Only, he couldn't help but wonder, 'Is she going to get naked?'
He could only hope she'd get naked. He'd settle for her removing her blouse. He didn't think she'd remove her bra and get topless in front of him. He didn't think she'd show him her tits. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to remove her blouse and bra. He'd loved nothing more than to see his mother's naked tits. He'd love nothing more than to see her areolas and nipples. A sexual fantasy come true, if ever he saw his mother's big tits, he'd masturbate over that naked image for the rest of his life.
If she was to get naked, that certainly would go a long way in making up for them being homeless and living in a lousy, motel room instead of them being home and in their house and having their yearly Halloween party. Even better than seeing her topless, if she stripped naked in front of him, continuing his sexual fantasy to an extreme, he'd love to strip naked in front of her too. Just as he'd love to see her naked body, he'd loved to show his mother his cock. Already knowing the reaction he'd have seeing his mother topless and/or naked, he wondered what reaction she'd have seeing him naked. He wondered what reaction she'd have seeing his cock. Would she stare or would she look away?
Not knowing if she was teasing him or if she was serious about stripping herself naked, he could feel his heart beating faster, his pulse racing quicker, and his cock twitching harder in his pants. She gave him a sexy look that made him horny. She gave him a naughty smile that made him want her. Forbidden in his incestuous lust for his mother, she gave him a sexy, naughty stare that made him want to make her his woman instead of his mother.
Now more than just curious, suddenly becoming more the voyeur than her son, he wondered what else she'd remove other than her blouse. He hoped she wasn't joking when she asked him if he had ever seen a naked woman before. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to strip herself naked in front of him. He'd love nothing more than to strip himself naked in front of his mother.
'Wow!'
He wondered what else she'd show him other than her bra and cleavage. He'd love to see her panties too. An unbelievable sight to behold, he'd love to watch his mother parade around the room in her bra and panty. How sexy would that be to see his mother in her low cut bra and her white, bikini panties?
The first time forgetting being evicted, seeing his mother walking around in her underwear would almost make up for the tragedy of losing the house today. Other than seeing her topless and/or naked, which he knew she'd never show him her topless and/or naked body, he'd settle for seeing her in her bra and panty. If she'd walk around him in her underwear, he'd walk around her in his underwear too. He wondered her reaction would be to seeing his erection tenting his briefs.
"I've never seen you naked before," he said making his comment more personal while suddenly envisioning his mother without her clothes. "I'd love to see you naked," he said finally albeit nervously answering her question when she asked him if he had seen a naked woman before.
As if it was no big deal to her if he saw her naked, when it was such a monumental deal to him, she rolled her eyes and shrugged.
"Well, get used to seeing me without my clothes. Except for the bathroom, there's not much privacy in this one, little room," she said looking around the room again. "Too much of an inconvenience, unless I'm using the toilet, I don't plan on running in the bathroom and closing the door every time I need to dress and undress."
She looked at him looking at her while she sat on the bed in front of him in her unbuttoned blouse. He'd never get used to seeing her without her clothes. He'd be so sexually excited to see more of his mother's semi-naked and naked body. If she started parading around him in her underwear, topless, and/or naked, every day would be a holiday. Every day would be a sexual occasion. Every day would give him more and more masturbation fodder. He'd be masturbating day and night over the sight of his mother's body.
* * * * *
"Your pajama bottoms are in the drawer," she said pointing to the bureau as if hinting for him to undress too.
Not leaving him with much of an option, rejecting the notion of wearing pajama bottoms to bed, he looked at the bureau with distain.
"I'll sleep in my clothes," he said suddenly feeling awkward to not only undress in front of his mother but also to sleep in bed next to his mother. "I'd be too cold otherwise."
It was weird that he suddenly felt uncomfortable undressing in front of his mother. When it's been as much of his sexual fantasy to expose himself to his mother as much as it was to see his mother without her clothes, he would have thought that he'd be eager to undress in front of her. She rolled her eyes and laughed that he said that he'd sleep in his clothes.



"You'll ruin your clothes and won't have anything to wear for work tomorrow. Get undressed," she said. "Change in the bathroom or turn off the bathroom light if you must and if that will make you feel more comfortable but—"
He picked up on the fear in her voice.
"But what?"
She looked up at the ceiling and while looking all around the small room.
"If it's too dark, I won't be able to sleep. I'll just be thinking of the roaches walking up the wall behind me," she said.
He looked around the room with her. His mother hated bugs, especially big bugs. She especially hated cockroaches and spiders. To help ease her mind, moving furniture, he did a complete search of all four corners and baseboards looking for evidence of bugs. Obviously, this place is maintained by a pest control service because he didn't see any sign of bugs dead or alive.
"I'll leave the bathroom light on but will close the door a little," he said walking to the bathroom to close the door more. "I've yet to see any roaches. Don't worry. If there's a bug, I'll kill it. How's that?"
She continued looking around the room in her obvious search for bugs.
"You can close the bathroom door a little more than that," she said. "Right there," she said when he closed it to stop the light from being so intrusive. "And move that chair in front of the door and force the top of it beneath the doorknob. I don't want someone coming in on us during the night. There's no telling who rented this room before us and who has a spare key to this room."
Jennifer removed her blouse. Now dressed in just her jeans and bra, she stood to neatly fold her blouse and to remove her jeans. Having never seen his mother in her sexy brassiere before, Michael stared at her in the way he stares at a pornographic movie or at a stripper on stage. Having not yet wrapping his brain around his mother exposing her bra clad breasts to him now she was about to expose her panty clad ass and pussy to him. His libido was on incestuous overdrive.
As if she was removing her jeans in slow motion, he couldn't believe his eyes when her manicured fingers were poised on the button her jeans. Then, as if the sound of her zipper split the universal morality of mother and son and inspired incest, she unzipped her jeans. His mother was stripping down to her bra and panty in front of him. He couldn't believe his mother was removing her jeans in front of his horny, incestuous eyes.
Then, when she wiggled her shapely ass out of her tight jeans, her white, bikini panties moved down with them enough for him to see the top of her ass crack and the top of her dark brown, pubic hair. He saw the top of his mother's ass crack. He saw the top of her pubic hair. Overwhelmed with all that he had already seen of his mother's body, hoping that she'd show him more, he couldn't wait to see more.
'Oh, my God,' he thought to himself. 'I can't wait to masturbate over this.'
Dressed in only her low cut bra and her even more revealing white, bikini panties, she folded her jeans and put her blouse and jeans in one of the drawers in the bureau. Now that he was seeing more of his mother's body and seeing his mother in her underwear, much easier to do, he could better imagine her without her bra and panties. Putting aside the respect that he had for his mother, he stared at her as if she was naked already. He stared at her as if she was a slut, a whore, and one of the prostitutes who went from room to room in the motel. He stared at her in the way a man would stare at a woman standing before him in her sexy underwear and not in the way that a son should stare at his mother.
He couldn't believe his mother was walking around him dressed only in her sexy underwear. Even if she didn't remove another article of clothing, he'd be happy. While imagining more, imagining her topless and/or naked, he couldn't wait to masturbate over the thoughts of his mother in her bra and panty. As if she was the most beautiful woman in the world, and she was to him, Michael couldn't remove his eyes from her.
Now, dressed only in her underwear, she was his very own sexy Victoria Secrets model albeit without the wings. Now, dressed only in her bra and panties, he wondered what else she'd remove. Knowing full well that she doesn't sleep in her bra, he wondered if she'd dare get topless in front of him. He wondered if she'd show him her tits. He's wondered if she'd dare get naked in front of him. He wondered if she'd show him her naked ass and pussy.
No doubt, she'd never get topless in front of him. No doubt, she'd never get naked in front of him. No doubt, she'd probably seek the privacy of the bathroom to remove her bra and/or panties. Knowing his mother would never remove her bra and panties in front of him, seeing his mother in her bra and panties undoubtedly would be as much as he'd see of her. Seeing her in her bra and panties would be all that she'd go in revealing her beautiful body to him. Satisfied with her sexy underwear show, she gave him more to masturbate over than she had ever given him when pleasuring himself.
"Wow," he said, an involuntary reaction.
He stared at her white bikini panties that showed more of her ass than he had ever seen before. The thin, cotton material clearly delineated the roundness of her ass and clearly defined her ass crack. He stared at her low cut, white bra that showed more of her breasts than he had ever seen before. He could clearly see her big nipples pushing against the satin material of her bra. As far as he was concerned, women look so much better and sexier in their bra and panty than they do naked and his mother looked phenomenal.
Then, giving him a look that made him go all soft inside but hard on the outside, she illuminated him with her big green eyes before tossing back her dark brown, shoulder length hair with a flip of her pretty head. Seeing her in her bra and panties, she reminded him of what he imagined Jessica Biel would look like in her underwear and when she's 42-years-old. His mother could be Jessica Biel's older sister. Not understanding how such a beautiful woman can be without a man in her life, he'd be happy to fill that role if only his mother would allow him.
"Wow what?"
She looked down at where he was looking while he stared at the impressions that her nipples made through her bra. Then, she looked up at him to see him still staring and the reaction on his face to seeing her bra clad breasts and the impressions her big nipples made in her bra. If he was a betting man, judging her by her stare and surprised that she was, he'd say that she was just as sexually aroused showing him her underwear clad body as he was sexually excited seeing her in her underwear.
Then, looking further down, he stared at the impression her camel toe made in her panties. Even with all of the up skirt flashes he had seen of his mother over the years, he had never seen her camel toe. It was so sexually erotic to see the outline of her pussy. Stunned, he couldn't believe that, after all the years of living with her, he was finally seeing his mother in her bra and panty.
"You have a nice body Mom," he said using that compliment as his excuse to stare at her bra clad breasts and panty clad pussy and ass longer and harder.
While imagining going down on her and fingering her pussy while licking her pussy before fucking her pussy, he stared at her toned, flat stomach and her long, shapely legs while not believing that he said that his mother had a nice body. An obvious understatement, she didn't have a nice body, she had a beautiful body. She didn't have a beautiful body, she had a sensational body.
Yet, now that she knows that he noticed her body, he'd love nothing more than to slide a slow hand along her shaved legs. He'd love nothing better than to cup his mother's cunt through her panty while sliding a slow finger along her panty clad pussy slit. He'd love nothing better than to make out with his mother while feeling her tits through her bra and fingering her pussy and ass through her panty. Then pushing her panty aside with his horny finger, he'd love nothing better than to rub her clit and finger her pussy while kissing and kissing her.
Only, somehow, he knew this was as far as her striptease and sexual teasing show would go. Unfortunately and sexually frustratingly, while wishing she would, if only she would, she'd never remove her bra. Unfortunately and sexually frustratingly, while wishing she would, if only she would, she'd never show him her tits. Unfortunately and sexually frustratingly, while wishing she would, if only she would, she'd never remove her panties. Unfortunately and sexually frustratingly, while wishing she would, if only she would, she'd never show him her naked ass and pussy.
With him immersed in the forbidden and ready to open Pandora's Box of incestuous sex, he no longer cared that she was his mother and that he was her son. He made a promise to himself and a silent promise to his mother, if she stripped naked, he'd strip naked too. If she showed him her naked body, he'd show her his naked body too. If only she'd show him her tits, her ass, and/or her pussy, he'd reciprocate the sexual nudity by showing her his cock. If only she'd sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, he'd be so happy.
Alas, he was a pitiful pervert sexually lusting over his mother. He was a pitiful pervert sexually lusting over what he could never have. If he didn't feel like a pervert before and he certainly did, he felt like a pervert ogling his mother now. He felt like such a pervert for wanting to show his mother his cock. He felt like such a pervert for wanting to have sex with his mother. What was he thinking? Obviously she felt bad enough losing the house, why would he make her feel worse by showing her that he sexually lusted over her?
He wished he could stop incestuously lusting over his mother, a woman he'd never have a sexual relationship with any more than what they had in this moment with her standing before him in her bra and panty. Obviously, she was comfortable undressing in front of him. Obviously, her removing her blouse and jeans to stand before him in her bra and panty was not sexual to her. Obviously, she didn't sexually want him in the way that he sexually wanted her. He needed to stop incestuously lusting over his mother. He needed to be satisfied with seeing his mother in her sexy underwear and not shame himself and embarrass her by soliciting her and trying to seduce her for incestuous sex.
If she gave him anything sexually at all, by allowing him to see her in her underwear, she gave him new masturbation material, the most masturbation material she had ever given him. Now, while taking a shower, he couldn't wait to masturbate over all that he was seeing of her. After seeing her in her bra and panty, he was better able to imagine her topless and/or naked. Now he couldn't wait to masturbate while imagining his mother topless and/or naked. He couldn't wait to masturbate while imagining making out with his mother. He couldn't wait to masturbate while imagining touching and feeling his mother through her bra and panty. He couldn't wait to masturbate while imagining having sex with his mother. He couldn't wait. He just couldn't wait.
Embarrassing himself, he tried not to stare at his mother standing before him in her sexy underwear. Instead, a nearly impossible feat to ignore the twin elephants in the room, he tried not to stare at her bra clad breasts instead, he forced himself to stare at her pretty face. He tried to maintain eye contact but with the temptation of her beautiful body too great. He couldn't help himself from staring at her bra clad breasts, her panty clad pussy, and her round panty clad ass instead of staring into her beautiful, green eyes. Other than her lacy bra and thin, cotton panty, she was naked. Now that he had seen her in her underwear, he could more imagine what she'd look like topless and/or naked.
Berating himself for even having such a thought, he had this sudden urge to push her back on the bed, strip off her bra and panty, and have his wicked sexual way with her. Whether in her hand, in her mouth, or in her pussy or all three, he so wanted to stick his erect cock in his mother. He couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like to make out with his mother while feeling her beautiful body through her underwear. He couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like to strip off her bra and panty and feel her naked body while kissing and kissing her.
He imagined stripping himself naked in front of his mother. He imagined exposing her erect prick to her. He couldn't imagine what it would feel like for his mother to sexually touch and feel him in the way that he wanted to sexually touch and feel her. He couldn't imagine what it would feel like for his mother to stroke his cock before sucking his cock. He couldn't imagine what it would feel like to have his hard, erect cock in her hand, in her mouth, and/or buried in her warm, wet pussy.
"You shouldn't be looking at your mother like that," she said with a laugh.
Suddenly falling in a daze while staring, leering actually, at his mother, she interrupted his sexual daydream. Even though he was looking, staring at her, ogling her, and leering at his mother in a sexual way, he denied that he was.
"I'm not," he said knowing what she meant but he asked the question anyway. "Like what?"
As if it was a practiced move, a sexy move, and a sexual move, she tossed back her dark brown hair with a flip of her pretty head. Then, as if she was a fashion model posing after walking down the runway, she pushed out her hip and tilted her body to the side make her appear even more curvaceous than she was.
'Oh, my God,' he thought while staring at her, leering at her, and ogling her. 'She's so beautiful. She's so sexy.'
"You shouldn't look at me in a sexual way. You shouldn't look at me in the way that a man looks at woman. You shouldn't look at me in the way that you're looking at me now. That's not how a son should be looking at his mother," she said scolding him but not exactly rebuking him. She was more teasing him than admonishing him.
He lowered his gaze from her big, green eyes to stare again at the impressions her nipples made in her bra. As he had seen when she wears her nightgown without the modesty of wearing a bathrobe, she had big nipples that were even bigger when they were erect. Either she was cold, sexually aroused, or a combination of both but her nipples, as evidenced by the big impressions they made in her bra, were erect now. Then, moving his gaze still lower, he stared at the impression her pussy slit made in her panty.
Hypnotized by her beauty and sexuality, he stared at her as if he was in a hypnotic daze. He wished he could touch her through her underwear. He wished he could feel and fondle her tits, her pussy, and her ass through her panty and bra. He wished he could finger her big nipples through her bra while slowly rubbing her pussy slit through her panty. He wished he could feel her beautiful body through her bra and panty while kissing her, French kissing her before making love to her. Hard to imagine making love to his mother, he more wanted to fuck his mother.
"You still have a wicked, hot body," he said finally looking up at her pretty face.
As if she didn't know that she had a wicked, hot body, she acted ignorantly innocent. With feigned modesty, she acted as if she didn't have a wicked, hot body. Putting her hands to her tummy, she looked down at herself before looking up at him.
"I do?"
She turned to the side before turning to look at her panty clad ass in the mirror.
"You're a MILF, Ma," he blurted with a laugh while immediately realizing what he had just said.
'Oh, shit,' he thought. 'Fuck,' he did it now. He called his mother a MILF. Even though she most certainly was, why did he call his mother a MILF? That's his mother and not some drunken whore of a cougar he met in a bar.
As soon as he said that, called his mother a MILF, a mother he'd like to fuck, he was sorry that he said that. He couldn't believe he called his mother a MILF to her face. He couldn't believe he just confessed that he'd love to fuck his mother.
"I'm a what?"
She looked at him as if he had complimented her in a foreign language. He could feel himself turning red.
"A MILF," he said softly. "You're a mother that I'd like to um,—"
Having already said more than enough, too much, he stopped talking to swallow his words.
"I'm a mother that you'd like to what?" She looked at her son and when he didn't answer her, she asked him another question. "Tell me. I want to know. What does MILF mean?"
Instead of looking at her, he looked down at the carpet.
"Um, it means, that you're a mother that I'd like to fuck," he said turning red.
She gave him a sexy look that made him want to admit that he'd love nothing more than to have sex with her. She gave him a sexy look that made him want to admit that he'd love nothing more than to make love to her. She gave him a sexy look that made him want to admit that he'd love nothing more than to fuck her. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to fuck his mother.
Whether he was perversely perverted or not, he wasn't embarrassed or ashamed that he not only wanted to have incestuous sex with his mother but also that he wanted to fuck his mother. He wanted to pound her pussy hard and fast until she had an orgasm. Then, after he fucked her, after he gave her an orgasm, he wanted her to suck him. He wanted to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow his cum.
Instead of reprimanding him, instead of making him feel bad about himself, she gave him a sexy look. She gave him a naughty look that made him feel exposed on the inside. Then, she gave him a sexy smile that made him feel naked on the outside. She was so pretty when she looked at him in that way.
Truth be told, none of this was his fault. Truth be told, her lusting over his mother was all of her fault. She had no one to blame but herself. It was all her fault for unbuttoning her blouse in front of him. It was all her fault for removing her blouse in front of him. It was all her fault for removing her jeans in front of him. It was all her fault from standing in front of him in her panty and bra. It was all her fault for being born so beautiful and so sexy. It wasn't his fault that she was his mother and he was her son.
"You'd like to fuck me?" She stared at him while waiting for him to reply. When he stared at the carpet instead of looking at her, she continued in her motherly interrogation of him. "You'd like to fuck your mother? You want to have incestuous sex with me?" She laughed. "Is that it? Is that what a MILF is? I never knew what that acronym meant until now," she said suddenly acting as if he had just complimented her instead of insulted her.
He looked at her looking at him. Other than staring down at the carpet, in the way she was looking at him, he knew there was nothing he could possibly say to hide his sexual attraction from her. Other than to cover the bulge in his pants with his hands, in the way she was looking at him, he'd only make his erection appear more obvious. Other than to turn around and face the other way, especially in the way she was looking at him, he knew there was nothing he could do to hide his growing erection that tented his pants from her.
So sexually obvious, too sexually obvious, with men getting hard, men were so sexually obvious. Totally opposite, women were more sexually, secretly discreet. With women getting wet and men getting hard, it was so much easier to read the horniness and/or sexual attraction of a man to a woman than it was to read the horniness and/or sexual attraction of a woman to a man. The biggest proof that he wanted to have sex with his mother was his growing erection that pushed against his pants. Feeling sick to his stomach that his mother now knows that not only is he sexually attracted to her but also that he wants to have sex with her and fuck her, he felt like the incestuous pervert that he is.



"Yes, I mean, no, Mom, it's just an expression. I'm sorry. That came out all wrong," he said.
Not letting him off the hook, she gave him a long look and an even longer pause before she continued speaking and before she continued her interrogation of him.
"Look at me," she said.
Instead of looking at her, he stared at her bra clad breasts. Instead of looking at her, he stared at the hard impressions her big nipples made in her bra. Instead of looking at her, he stared at her panty clad ass and pussy. Instead of looking at his mother's pretty face and her beautiful green eyes, he stared at his mother standing before him in her underwear.
"I am looking at you," he said with a nervous laugh.
She laughed a melodious laugh that made him want to take her in his arms and kiss her. He loved her laugh. He loved the way she was looking at him now with love and understanding.
"Look at me, not at my bra and not at my panties,' she said with a laugh. "Look me in my eyes," she said. "Look up here and not down there,' she said directing his stare to her beautiful green eyes instead of her big bra clad tits, her blonde trimmed, panty clad pussy, or her round, firm, panty clad ass.
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter Three:
"You'd like to fuck me?" She stared at him while waiting for him to reply. When he stared at the carpet instead of looking at her, she continued in her motherly interrogation of him. "You'd like to fuck your mother? You want to have incestuous sex with me?" She laughed. "Is that it? Is that what a MILF is? I never knew what that acronym meant until now," she said suddenly acting as if he had just complimented her instead of insulted her.
He looked at her looking at him. Other than staring down at the carpet, in the way she was looking at him, he knew there was nothing he could possibly say to hide his sexual attraction from her. Other than to cover the bulge in his pants with his hands, in the way she was looking at him, he'd only make his erection appear more obvious. Other than to turn around and face the other way, especially in the way she was looking at him, he knew there was nothing he could do to hide his growing erection that tented his pants from her.
So sexually obvious, too sexually obvious, with men getting hard, men were so sexually obvious. Totally opposite, women were more sexually, secretly discreet. With women getting wet and men getting hard, it was so much easier to read the horniness and/or sexual attraction of a man to a woman than it was to read the horniness and/or sexual attraction of a woman to a man. The biggest proof that he wanted to have sex with his mother was his growing erection that pushed against his pants. Feeling sick to his stomach that his mother now knows that not only is he sexually attracted to her but also that he wants to have sex with her and fuck her, he felt like the incestuous pervert that he is.
"Yes, I mean, no, Mom, it's just an expression. I'm sorry. That came out all wrong," he said.
Not letting him off the hook, she gave him a long look and an even longer pause before she continued speaking and before she continued her interrogation of him.
"Look at me," she said.
Instead of looking at her, he stared at her bra clad breasts. Instead of looking at her, he stared at the hard impressions her big nipples made in her bra. Instead of looking at her, he stared at her panty clad ass and pussy. Instead of looking at his mother's pretty face and her beautiful green eyes, he stared at his mother standing before him in her underwear.
"I am looking at you," he said with a nervous laugh.
She laughed a melodious laugh that made him want to take her in his arms and kiss her. He loved her laugh. He loved the way she was looking at him now with love and understanding.
"Look at me, not at my bra and not at my panties,' she said with a laugh. "Look me in my eyes," she said. "Look up here and not down there,' she said directing his stare to her beautiful green eyes instead of her big bra clad tits, her blonde trimmed, panty clad pussy, or her round, firm, panty clad ass.
* * * * *
Chapter Four:
He was ready to listen to her lecturing him as to how wrong it was for him to sexually and incestuously lust over her. He was ready to hear her tell him that she was his mother and he was her son. He was ready to hear her tell him that they couldn't have sex, that they could never have sex, and that incest was wrong. He was ready to hear her tell him things that he already knew and didn't need to hear again, especially from her and especially when he sexually wanted her so badly.
A big mistake when he blurted out his sexual feelings for his mother, he had made a fool of himself by calling his mother a MILF. He had made a fool of himself by allowing his mother to know that he wanted to fuck her. What the Hell was he thinking? Embarrassed, humiliated, and sexually frustrated, he felt bad enough as it for being so sexually attracted to his mother.
Only, not entirely his fault, he was a horny, sexually frustrated man and she was a sexy, sexual woman. With her so beautiful, so sexy, so sensual, and so sexual, he couldn't help himself from being sexually attracted to her. He couldn't help himself from lusting over her, wanting her, and wishing he could have sex with her. His own hardest critic and disciplinarian, he berated himself for being such a horny, incestuous pervert.
How dare he sexually desire his own mother? What's wrong with him to want her sexually? He was embarrassed enough already lusting over his mother in the way that no son should ever have sexual thoughts for his mother. Embarrassed, humiliated, and ashamed, he wished he had never called his mother a MILF even though she definitely was. A mother he would love to fuck, if only he could fuck his mother, he would fuck his mother.
As if he was locked in a prison cell with his mother, he wished they hadn't lost the house and he wasn't confined to such a small space with her. Being with her in one small room for a prolonged period of time was not only sexually frustrating but incestuous torture. Wanting to feel her firm, shapely body in his arms, he wanted to hold her. Wanting to gaze in her big, beautiful, green eyes, he wanted to kiss her. Wishing she wasn't his mother but his lover, he wanted to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and have sex with her.
Expecting she was going to lambast him to discourage him from having incestuous thoughts for her, he was surprised when she didn't reprimand him. Expecting her to scold him and give him a ration of shit followed by a lecture, Michael turned to face his mother as Jennifer reached around herself, unhooked her bra, and removed it. As if he was sexually fantasizing it and as if she was someone else, a total shock, he couldn't believe his eyes when mother was suddenly and shamelessly standing in front of him topless. He couldn't believe his mother was topless. He couldn't believe he was finally seeing his mother's tits.
'Oh my God! I don't fucking believe this,' he thought while staring at her naked breasts.
He couldn't believe his eyes. As if his life had suddenly stopped before resuming in slow motion, he watched his mother remove one bra strap before removing the other. Then, while holding her bra cups in place with her hands, as if she was a sexy stripper onstage preparing to strip herself topless, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look before she exposed her naked breasts to him. Only, with his mother unlike any stripper he had seen before, a real seductive temptress, totally topless, she wasn't wearing pasties over her areolas and nipples.
When she removed her bra, there were her pink areolas and her big, erect nipples. Her naked breasts were right there in front of him to see. Something he had sexually fantasized over and imagined seeing for years, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's tits. He was seeing his mother's big tits. His mother's breasts filled his horny eyes in the way of twin full moons. He will never forget this day for the rest of his life.
"Mom?"
* * * * *
As if he was seeing someone else's tits, the breasts of another woman other than his mother, he couldn't believe his eyes. He stared at her breasts as if he had never seen tits before. He stared at her breasts as if he was a 12-year-old boy seeing his first set of boobs instead of a 22-year-old man having seen thousands of naked breasts. Something he had always wanted to see, something he had always imagined seeing and fantasized seeing, he was seeing his mother's tits, her areolas, and her nipples.
He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's breasts. Her naked breasts were right there in front of his horny eyes for him to ogle and for his horny hands to touch, feel, fondle, finger, and suck, if only he so dared. With the fun-bag playground open, he could feel his cock swelling, hardening, and pulsating with his sexual excitement.
Something he always did when seeing naked breasts, he compared her breasts to all of the other breasts he had seen in movies, in men's magazines, and on the Internet. Jumping her higher up on the best, natural breast list, he compared his mother's naked breasts to the naked breasts of other woman, celebrity women who had natural breasts. With dozens of images zooming through his head at lightning speed, the images of topless women fast forwarded through his head.
Filtering through his library of topless women, he omitted those women who had surgical enhanced breasts. Rather than enjoying a plastic surgeon's idea of what a woman's breasts should look like, he preferred what God gave some lucky women. Even though he liked their big tits and always stared at their cleavage and the tops of their exposed boobs, he removed Pamela Anderson, Christina Aguilera, Mariah Carey, Nicki Minaj, and Coco from his comparison list of topless women. Staying with Mother Nature's naturally endowed gifts, his criteria was not apples and oranges but instead and in this case real cantaloupes as opposed to genetically enhanced melons.
He compared his mother's naked, natural breasts to Jennifer Love Hewitt's gorgeous, natural tits. He compared his mother's naked, natural breasts to Selma Hyatt's beautiful, natural breasts. He compared his mother's naked, natural breasts to Scarlett Johansson huge, natural knockers. He compared his mother's naked, natural breasts to Jessica Simpson's perfect, natural jugs. Finally and lastly, he compared his mother's naked, natural breasts to Katy Perry's big, natural boobs.
'Wow! Better than all of those breasts, my mother has fabulous tits. Her breasts are so shapely,' he thought without voicing what he was thinking.
Indeed, she had better tits than the breasts of those women who seek out a plastic surgeon for breast implants. She had better breasts than the fake breasts of Pamela Anderson. She had better breasts than the fake breasts of Christina Aguilera. She had better breasts than the fake breasts of Mariah Carey. She had better breasts than the fake breasts of Nicki Minaj. She had better breasts than the fake breasts of Coco. The real deal, better than all the rest, his mother had the best tits.
A definite breast man, and with natural breasts always scoring higher in his personal breast comparison, he gave as many points for a woman having big breasts as he did for women having shapely breasts. Too many large breasted women don't have shapely breasts. Interestingly enough, making up for them having smaller breasts, many smaller breasted women have shapely breasts. An abnormality, not as common and rarer, his mother's large and shapely breasts were perfect. He loved his mother's breasts. With most women having saggy breast when they reached their forties, her breasts hardly sagged at all. She had the best breasts he had ever seen.
* * * * *
Not wanting to make the same mistake again, when he called his mother a MILF, he didn't dare comment or compliment her on her great tits until she invited him to comment or compliment her perfect breasts. Who knows, maybe her removing her blouse, bra, and jeans was nothing sexual? Clueless, maybe her parading around him in her bra and panties was not incestuous. Maybe her standing before him topless wasn't sexual. Maybe he was the one perversely perverted and incestuously twisted and not his mother. Maybe he needed to give her the motherly respect she deserved and not think that everything she did was incestuously sexual.
Just happy to see his mother's naked breasts, maybe with her removing her bra and showing him her tits was something he'd be seeing on a daily basis now that they're living in a small, motel room. Maybe after a while, he won't even notice his mother's naked breasts. Nah, he doubted that he'd ever tire of seeing his mother's tits. Maybe he was the one who needed to screw his head on straight and stop looking at his mother and lusting over his mother as if she was his lover instead of his mother.
If only his Mom knew what he was thinking, with her so modest and moral, but for today with her standing before him topless, he'd be in deep shit. Yet, she was the one showing him her underwear clad body and now she was the one showing him her naked breasts. She was the one who was sexually teasing him and erotically enticing him by walking around him in her sexy underwear and now standing before him topless. Topless, his mother was topless. He couldn't believe his mother was standing in front of him topless. Topless, his mother was topless. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's tits. He'd be masturbating over this sight for the rest of his life.
Obviously, it's just breasts to his mother but it's more than just tits to him. Only, he felt like such a pervert for staring and for lusting over her hot, topless body. Seemingly it didn't sexually affect her to show him her tits in the way that it sexually affected him to see her tits. Seemingly it didn't sexually excite her to show him her nearly naked body in the way that it sexually excited him to see her nearly naked body.
Obviously, in the way he was sexually and incestuously thinking about his mother and his mother's topless body, she wasn't sexually and incestuously thinking that way about him and his naked body. Obviously, with them living in one room instead of a big house, she was showing him her breasts and the rest of her nearly naked body so that she'd get the nudity out in the open and out of the way without all the shame, the awkwardness, the humiliation, and the embarrassment. Obviously, she did that more for him than for her. Obviously, he was the incestuous pervert and not her.
* * * * *
Then, not yet done with her striptease show, she continued shocking the shit out of him. Not stopping her striptease show there with removing her blouse, jeans, and bra, she looked up at him and gave him a sexy smile. As if she had just lost at playing strip poker, removing her last item of clothing, she put her thumbs on each side of her panties and slid her panties down and off. She kicked them off of her foot as if she was kicking a field goal.
'Oh, my God. Are you kidding me? I don't believe this,' he thought to himself.
As if he was in the audience of a stage show with Madonna or Cher, he raised his hand and caught his mother's worn, white, bikini panties in midair. Tempted to do so, he stopped himself from sniffing his mother's underwear. Instead he held onto them as if he had just caught a prized homerun ball at Fenway Park. Maybe she'd autograph her panties for him.
'To Michael, love Mom.'
She raised her arms and turned around to show her son her naked ass and what an ass it was. So round, so firm, and so shapely, he so wanted to feel her ass, squeeze her ass, and tap her ass. She did everything but bend over in front of him and wiggle her shapely, naked ass while daring him to touch her and fuck her from behind. She did everything but danced and twerked in front of him.
She was naked. His mother was naked. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's tits, ass, and pussy. In all the years he imagined his mother in her panty and bra, topless, and naked, as if giving him his own personal, private, striptease show, he forgot all about losing the house. As if she was his prize, he thought more about winning his mother.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'Oh, my God. I don't believe this. My mother is naked. I can't believe my mother is naked. This is so surreal. I'll remember this night for the rest of my life.'
As if he had never seen a naked woman before, he stared at her trimmed, dark, brown pussy and her round, firm, naked ass before staring at her big tits and erect nipples again. Certainly she wasn't just any woman. She was more than just any woman. She was his mother and his mother was naked. Naked, naked, naked, his mother was naked.
Just as he had never seen his mother in her bra and panties before, he had seen his mother in her bra and panty now. Just as he had never seen his mother topless before, he had seen his mother topless now. Just as he had never seen his mother naked before, he was seeing his mother naked now. Only, somehow, as if this sudden and unexpected, striptease show was a bonus, it was more sexually exciting, much more sexually exciting, because, not just any woman, it was his mother who removed all of her clothes. It was his mother who was naked.
Naked, naked, naked, she was naked. His mother was naked. He couldn't believe his mother was naked. She had such an unbelievable body. His mother was hot. As if taking inventory, he looked at his mother while trying to memorize ever mole and every freckle on her beautiful body.
More of a chestnut brown, her pubic hair was a shade darker than the hair on her head and it was neatly trimmed. She had pink, erect nipples with big, pink areolas. Her stomach was flat and toned and her legs were long and shapely. A sight to behold, an incestuous sight to see, she was such a beautiful woman, especially now that she was naked. Most women look better when wearing clothes. She was one of the few women who looked better naked than with her clothes. Leaving something to be desired, most women look better in there bra and panty. She was one of the few women who looked better naked than she even did in her bra and panty.
If he was a painter, he'd want to paint his mother in the nude. If he was a sculptor, he'd want to sculpt a naked statue of his mother. If he was a poet, he'd write a love sonnet for his mother naked. If he was a songwriter, he'd write a song in honor of his mother naked and in honor of his mother showing him her naked body.
* * * * *
"Well?" She looked at him as if she wanted his opinion on a new dress she just bought instead of wanting his opinion on her naked body. Be honest. Tell me the truth," she said. "What do you think? Do you still think I have a good body?"
He was dying to comment and compliment her on her magnificent, naked body. He looked at her in the way that any horny, sexually frustrated, and incestuously and sexually attracted son would look at his MILF of a mother if she was standing in front of him naked.
'What does he think? Is she serious? He should pull out his erection to show her what he really thinks of her naked body. He should fill her hand with his cock to show her how big and how hard her striptease show of her beautiful, naked body has made him.'
As if she was a model standing on a mechanical lazy Susan, leisurely showing her naked body to him, she slowly turned around in front of him. She did everything but invite him to touch her and feel her. In asking for his honest opinion of what he thought of her naked body, she gave him permission to ogle her naked body and he used every second of that opportunity to stare, leer, and ogle his naked mother. For the sake of his solicited opinion, she gave him an excuse to stare at her tits, her ass, and her pussy. Giving him an up close and personal look, she gave him the opportunity to enjoy the naked sight of his mother longer.
Too busy staring at his naked mother, while imagining touching, feeling, and fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples, he was speechless. He had no words to describe her naked beauty. She wasn't just any naked woman that he picked up in a bar, at the club, or ogled on the Internet. She wasn't a naked slut, a naked whore, a naked hooker, a naked call girl, a naked escort, or a naked prostitute. She was his naked mother.
Normally not shy about giving his opinion, especially when asked, he couldn't immediately formulate words enough to answer her question of whether he thought she had a good body. He was still in shock that she removed her bra and panty. He was still in shock that his mother was standing before him naked. Too busy staring at his naked mother while imagining feeling and squeezing her naked ass, rubbing her clit, and fingering her pussy, he was too lost in his sexual fantasy of sucking her big, shapely tits to respond. He was immersed in the sexual fantasy of having deep, penetrating sex with his mother.



Imagining kissing her, French kissing her, and really making out with his mother, he'd like nothing more than to feel and fondle his mother's shapely tits while fingering her big nipples. He'd love nothing more than to suck his mother's big tits while reaching around her to feel her round, naked ass. Even though his feelings for his mother right then were sexual, he had this overwhelming love for his mother too.
Only, who was he kidding? He wasn't even kidding himself, never mind kidding his mother. Much more than love, what he felt for his mother was sexual. What he felt for his mother was incest.
Not only did he want to make love to his mother but also he wanted to fuck his mother. Forget about making love to her, he wanted to do every dirty, nasty, sexually, incestuous thing to his mother's naked body, especially now after seeing her naked. Pushing her down to her knees and putting a hand behind her pretty head, he wanted to hump her mouth while fucking her face. He wanted to cum in his mother's mouth after cumming in her pussy. He wanted to watch his mother swallow his cum after giving her an orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
He'd love nothing more than to kiss his mother, French kiss her, while feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch his mother, never mind sexually feel his mother. He'd love nothing more than to part his mother's lips with his tongue while holding her naked body against his naked body. Only, forbidden fruit and with an incestuous relationship strictly taboo, she was his mother and he was her son.
He was baffled. What son would sexually lust over his mother? He was in a complete quandary. What mother would parade around her son in her underwear? What mother would remove her bra in front of her son show him her naked breasts? What mother would remove her panties and show her son her naked ass and pussy? Under the pretense of getting their sexual and incestuous feelings out of the way, even he didn't believe that malarkey.
It was one thing for her to strip herself naked in front of him but she'd never have sex with him. She'd never suck his cock in the way he wished she'd suck his cock. She'd never fuck him in the way he wished he could and so wanted to fuck her. Even though she stripped herself naked and asked him what he thought of her naked body, it was one thing to ogle her naked body but it was quite another thing for him to feel and fondle her naked body. It was one thing for him to ogle her naked body but it was quite another thing for him to sexually kiss his mother and have sex with his mother.
How dare he disrespect his mother by wanting to have incestuous sex with her? How dare he lust over his mother's naked body in the way he'd sexually lust over a woman he picked up at a bar or at a club? How dare he lust over his mother's naked body in the way he'd sexually lust over a slut, a whore, a stripper, or a prostitute? He needed to reel in the incestuous lust that he had for his mother before he made a dreadful mistake. He needed to stop this forbidden sexual fantasy before he made an incestuous mistake. He needed to stop this forbidden sexual lunacy before he made a sexual pass at his mother that she'd never accept and that he'd regret.
More to do with perverse sex than with the natural and normal love felt between a mother and son, he needed to understand that even though he was seeing his mother naked, his incestuous lusting over his mother wasn't normal. It wasn't right. It was just wrong. He needed to understand that her stripping herself naked in front of him wasn't sexual to her, at all. Only, unable separate the two, love and sex, everything he did, every thought and every desire was sexual to him just as everything she did was sexual to him too.
* * * * *
Sex, it was all about sex. The naughty look she gave him was sexual. Sex, it was all about sex. The sexy smile she gave him was sexual. Sex, it was all about sex. The flirting, the teasing, and the enticing were all sexual. Sex, sex, and more sex, his attraction to his mother was all about sex and had nothing to do with love.
Of course, the fact that she was his mother and the fact that he loved her, made his sexual attraction he felt that much more sexually exciting. Yet, his sexual attraction was more about sex, incestuous sex, than it was about love and about the love felt between a mother and her son. He'd do her right now, if she gave him the green light. He'd lick her pussy before making love to his mother. He'd fuck his mother right here and right now before expecting her to suck his cock, allow him to cum in her mouth, and swallow his warm, oozy load.
Sex and incest, it was all about sex and incest. Her unbuttoning her blouse in front of him was incestuously sexual. Sex and incest, it was all about sex and incest. Her removing her jeans in front of him was incestuously sexual. Sex and incest, it was all about sex and incest. Her parading around him in her bra and panties was incestuously sexual. Sex and incest, it was all about sex and incest. Her removing her bra and then her panties in front of him was incestuously sexual and not normal. Sex and incest, it was all about sex and incest. Sex and incest, sex and incest, sex and incest, every thought he had about his mother was incestuously sexual.
Her asking him her opinion of her naked body was purely incestuously sexual. Her turning around and posing for him while he stared at her ass, her pussy, and her tits was incestuously sexual. Especially now, with her still standing before him naked, he was having a hard time defining what was normal and what was perverse. He was having a hard time determining what was love, what was sexual, and what was incestuous. He sometimes had a hard time determining exactly what he felt for his mother. Did he feel love, real love, or did he feel lust, incestuous lust?
"No. I don't think that you have a good body," he said with a straight face before giving her shit eating grin. "You have an amazing body. You have an incredible body. You have a phenomenal body. You have the body of a 30-year-old woman instead of a 42-year-old woman. You have the best body I've ever seen," he said. "You have the body of someone like Eva Mendes. Definitely, with a body like your body and with you nearly the same age, you could be Eva Mendes' twin sister."
She blushed. She swooned. Apparently, by complimenting her body and comparing her to Eva Mendes, he said the right things to her.
"Thank you," she said.
Not embarrassed by his stare or ashamed by his leer, she surprised him with her lack of modesty by not getting dressed and not even covering her nakedness with her hands or forearms. She just stood there naked as if she was fully dressed. She just stood there naked as if she wasn't his mother but some older woman, a cougar that he brought home for the night. She just stood there naked as if she was an artist's nude model. Allowing him to enjoy the view and the forbidden, voyeuristic pleasure of her naked body, she just stood there allowing him to stare and leer at her naked body. She seemed to get off on her son seeing her naked as much as he was getting off on seeing his mother naked.
A son ogling his mother's nakedness and a mother allowing her son to see all that he wanted to see of her was just not only incestuous but also it just was not right. With this not a quick flash, a brief peep, or a sneak peak, a mother allowing her son to have a prolonged look of her naked body was expressly forbidden. With one encouraging the other, she was seemingly enjoying exposing herself as much as he was enjoying seeing his mother naked.
Even if he did nothing but stare, leer, and ogle his naked mother, this was incestuous. Even if he didn't touch or feel his mother's naked body, this was incest. This was taboo. This was wrong, so wrong. Yet, it was right, so right. Seemingly she was just as incestuously titillated as he was. Seemingly she was just as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually to her. Seemingly she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
* * * * *
"I can't believe you're allowing me to see you naked," he said hoping he didn't ruin her naked show by embarrassing her, making her feel uncomfortable, and forcing her to cover her nakedness. "I can't believe that I'm seeing you naked Mom," he said not knowing what else to say. He paused while staring at her tits, her ass, and her pussy. "I've always wondered what you look like without your clothes," he said while wanting to confess that he had always imagined her without her clothes while masturbating himself. "You're so beautiful."
It was as if showing him her naked body was his reward for going through all the shit of losing their house. It was as if showing him her naked body was his reward for having to pack up a rental truck. It was as if showing him her naked body was his reward for having to unload the truck to put their possessions in storage. In the way she seemed to enjoy him ogling her naked body, she seemed to enjoy showing him her naked body.
Without her having any modesty, embarrassment, or shame, and with her making no attempt to conceal her nakedness from him, she just allowed him to enjoy the prolonged, naked view of her shapely body. In the matter of just a few hours, she went from the morally modest mother that she was to the incestuous whore that she is now. In the matter of just a few hours, she went from her showing no interest in sex to her sexually wanting him.
As if she was a nude model, she turned one way before turning the other. As if daring him to touch her, feel her, and have sex with her, she showed him all that he wanted to see of her naked body. She turned her back to him for him to see and ogle her naked ass in the way that he was ogling her naked tits and her naked pussy. As if daring him to feel her, she stood there with her arms by her side. She did everything but to bend over and touch her toes. Then, she turned to face him to address him.
"Well, now that you've seen me naked, with my nakedness out in the open and out of the way, we can stop all of this immature mother and son foolishness, sexual nonsense, incestuous embarrassment, and conforming morality and false modesty," she said. "Now that you've seen me naked, you can stop incestuously lusting over me and masturbating yourself over me," she said with a dirty laugh. "Now that you've seen me naked, perhaps we can return to being a normal mother and son." She gave him her best motherly smile. "Okay?"
She knows he had been sexually lusting over her? In the way he looks at her, stares at her, and leers at her, how could she not know he wants to have sex with her? She knows he had been masturbating over her while imagining seeing her naked as he was now, as well as imagining having sex with her as he hoped to have soon? With them living in the same house and now in the same small room, how could she not know that he masturbates over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with him?
Actually, what she said made sense on the surface but with him sexually attracted to her seemingly just as much as she was sexually attracted to him, who was she kidding? Just as he'd never stop masturbating over the thought of her naked and having sex with him, he'd never stop lusting over her. Unable to stop himself from looking at his mother sexually, and incestuously, he agreed with her nonetheless. What else could he do?
"Okay," he said while still continuing to ogle her naked body.
Only, with her still standing before him naked, he was confused. Was she really showing him her naked body just to put the immature foolishness, nonsense, embarrassment, and false modesty aside or was she flashing him her naked body because she wanted to have sex with him? Was her stripping naked part of her plan to sexually tease him, erotically entice him, and incestuously seduce him? Was she sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her? Did she want to have incestuous sex with him as much as he wanted to have incestuous sex with her? Then, continuing to shock him, she said something that surprised him even more.
"Now that you've seen me without my clothes," she said pausing to stare down at the bulge his erection made in his jeans. "Show me what you look like without your clothes," she said further shocking the shit out of him.
Only, he was more concerned with seeing his mother's naked body than he was in showing his mother his naked body. Then, when he didn't respond to her wanting to see him naked, she removed her flannel nightgown from her drawer, put it on over her head, and covered her nakedness. Show over. As fast as she was naked, she was wearing her heavy, flannel nightgown. As fast as she was his imagined incestuous lover, she returned to being his modestly moral mother. Only, after having seen her in her bra and panty, after having seen her topless, and after having seen her naked, she'd never be his modestly moral mother again.
Still, for as long as he shall live, he would never forget his mother in her sexy low cut bra and white bikini panty. For as long as he shall live, he would never forget her slowly removing her bra. For as long as he shall live, he would never forget seeing his mother's naked tits, her areolas, and her nipples. For as long as he shall live, he would never forget his mother naked. For as long as he shall live, he'd be masturbating over seeing his mother in her bra and panty, topless, and naked.
She sat on the bed looking at him in the way he was looking her. Seemingly, the point of no return, this was a defining moment between mother and son. With her already showing him her naked body, if he showed her his naked body, no doubt, their next step would be to have sex. Once they crossed that line of incest, they could never go back. Once they opened Pandora's Box of incestuous lust, sex, and debauchery, doomed to forever play in the Devil's playground, they'd be forever damned.
Yet, neither one was thinking about the repercussions of having incestuous sex. Neither one was pondering the ramifications of what would happen after they had sex. With fantasy much more fun, neither one was thinking about the reality of incest between a mother and her son. Lost in their sexual lust for one another, obviously both were just thinking of the here and the now. Seemingly neither one cared what would happen after they had sex. As long as they were both okay with it, with on one else there in their lives to answer to, it was no one's business what they did behind closed, motel doors. With the both of them now dancing to the beat of a different drummer, their drumbeat set the mood for what was to happen next.
Nonetheless their lack of concern for the consequences of having incestuous sex, there was always consequences for everything especially for delving in the forbidden. What would happen after he made love to his mother and she made love to him? What would happen after he fucked his mother and she fucked him? What would happen after he licked his mother to orgasmic pleasure and she sucked him until he ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she swallowed? Too late then, yet they wouldn't know what really would happen until after they had delved in the forbidden and had incestuous sex.
If they had incestuous sex, they could never return to being just mother and son. If they had incestuous sex, instead of just being mother and son, they'd be lovers. If they had incestuous sex, they'd always have the guilt, the shame, and the badge of what was forbidden was now their badge of shame to bear. With the capital letter I of incest, Somerset Maugham's modern day scarlet letter, they'd always have that guilt that others will suspect and that people would know that they were sexually intimate. No longer innocent, self-righteous, and guilt free, they'd both bear the heavy load of having incestuous sex.
She stared at him in the way he stared at her. Only, he was giving her a nervous and sexually excited look when she was giving him a sexy smile along with her naughty look. He couldn't believe it. He couldn't believe her. His mother was undressing him with her eyes.
As if he was beefcake Brad, a CFNM stripper she met in a strip club, she stared at him with as much sexual, incestuous lust as he was staring at her. Only, with her his mother and naked only a minute before, he didn't have to undress her with his eyes. He already knew what she looked like in her underwear, topless, and naked. Having just seen her naked, she was still naked in his mind. Naked, naked, naked, he finally saw his mother naked.
Now, even with her wearing her heavy, flannel nightgown, he could still clearly imagine her as if she was sitting on the bed naked. Even with her wearing her heavy, flannel nightgown, he could still see the shape and the size of her shapely breasts. Even with her wearing her heavy, flannel nightgown, he could tell she had a great figure beneath all of that soft, raised cotton. Even with her wearing her heavy, flannel nightgown, he could still see her big nipples pushing against the thick, cotton material.
"What do you mean?"
Even though he heard what she had said, he pretended that he didn't understand what she had said. Just as he knew exactly what she said, he knew exactly what she meant. In the way he saw his mother's naked tits, ass, and pussy, his mother wanted to see his naked prick. He couldn't believe his mother wanted to see his naked prick. Seemingly she was just as horny as he was. Maybe she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
"Strip. Show me what you've got," she said putting a finger to her lips while laughing at his confusion. "I showed you my naked body now you show me your naked body," she said with a dirty laugh, a sexy smile, and a naughty look. "It's the only way to quell this incestuous lust that you have for me," she said. "In the way that I showed you my tits, my ass, and my pussy, you need to show me your cock."
What made sense to him on the surface before didn't make sense at all to him now. Instead of quelling his incestuous lust, as soon as he saw his mother's naked body, she inflamed his incestuous lust. Even though she told him that her stripping herself naked was to remove all of the shame, the guilt, the embarrassment, and the nonsense incestuous nudity between mother and son, it only made it worse. Moreover, he knew as soon as he showed his mother his cock, he'd want her to touch him, stroke him, suck him, and fuck him. As soon as he showed his mother his cock, he'd want to touch her and feel her through her nightgown while kissing her.
As if he was sitting across from a player calling his bluff in Texas Hold'em, something he thought he'd love to do, strip naked in front of his mother, he now felt embarrassed. It was one thing for his mother to strip naked in front of him but it was quite another thing for him to strip naked in front of his mother. He couldn't believe she wanted him to show her his cock. He couldn't believe she wanted to see his prick. Seemingly, with her acting just as horny as he was and with her wanting to see his naked body as much as he wanted to see her naked body, he couldn't believe his mother was as incestuously perverse as he was.
"Mom?"
He looked at her questioning her intentions while she looked down at the growing bulge in his jeans. He couldn't believe his mother stared at the lump his cock made in his pants in the way he stared at the impressions her nipples made in her bra and her pussy slit made in her panties. Immersed in a men's world with men the good guys and women the sluts and the whores, it was one thing for him to ogle his mother but it was quite another thing for his mother to ogle him. He never knew that women ogled men in the same way that men ogled women. He never realized that women sexually lusted over men in the way that men sexually lusted over women. He couldn't recall his mother ogling him until now.



He always thought that he was the only pervert in the family. Obviously, like mother like son, he must have received his perverted, personal partiality for incest from her. In the way that his perverted, personal penchant for incest was for his mother, wouldn't that be perfect if his mother's perverted, personal proclivity for incest was for her son? Wouldn't that be something if his mother sexually and incestuously wanted him as much as he sexually and incestuously wanted her?
"C'mon, don't be shy. Show me your cock," she said. "I want to see it. I want to see how big it is. I haven't seen your penis since I used to give you baths," she said with a sexy laugh while giving him a sexy look.
He wanted to show his mother his penis but he was afraid that showing her his erect prick wouldn't stop there. Unable to control himself, he feared that he'd rape his mother and force her to have sex with him. Only, if anyone was raping anyone, it was his mother who would rape him.
"Mom," was all that he could say.
Her sexy look and what she said next made his cock curl upwards in his pants.
"It's been a long time since I've seen an erect prick. It's been even longer since I've held an erect prick in my hand and even longer since I've had a cock in my mouth and in my pussy," she said giving him a coy look.
'Huh? It's been even longer since she had an erect prick in her hand? Did she want to touch his cock? Did she want to hold his cock in her hand? It's been even longer since she had a cock in her mouth and in her pussy? Did she want to suck his cock? Did she want to fuck his cock?'
He couldn't believe what she was saying and what he was hearing. He never heard his mother use the cock word before. He never heard her talk so sexual before. Maybe she was just trying to make him feel more comfortable by having him expose his naked body to her in the way that she exposed her naked body to him. Maybe she was just horny in the way she'd had made him horny all night, beginning with her unbuttoning her blouse. Maybe she wanted to forget all the terrible experiences of today to have a bit of sexy fun tonight. Maybe, just so that the both of them wouldn't be miserable and ponder too much on the tragic events of the day, this was his sexy albeit incestuous treat.
"God, Mom. I'd be so embarrassed to strip naked in front of you," he said. "I'd be so embarrassed to show you my cock," he said lying.
He wondered what her reaction would be to seeing his stiff prick. If anything, he'd be sexually excited to show his mother his stiff prick. Already knowing what his reaction would be to his mother seeing his cock, no doubt, he'd have an erection. There was only one way to find out what her reaction would be to seeing his erect prick and that was to remove his cock from his pants and allow her to see his prick.
Something he didn't know though, something he always wondered about, and something more that he wondered about now, he wondered what her reaction would be to seeing his engorged prick. While knowing that his erection was caused by her stripping herself naked, he knew his erection was caused by seeing her naked body. He knew his erection was caused by imagining kissing her, French kissing her, while touching her and feeling her. He knew his erection was caused by the thoughts of showing her his cock. In the way he loved seeing his mother naked, he'd love to show her his erection. Taking the decision out of his hands, not that he needed any pressure from her, she coerced him and encouraged him to strip off his clothes.
"If you were in this room with a woman right now, a woman who wasn't your mother, you'd already be naked and flashing her your erect prick," she said without any shame, embarrassment, hesitation, and/or uncomfortableness. "Flash me. I want to see your erect prick," she said. "I dare you to show me your cock," she said with a dirty laugh. "I double dare you to show me your erect prick."
Daring one another and double daring one another was their fun thing to do. They were always daring and double daring one another to do something that they feared doing and wouldn't do unless they were dared and double dared. Only, this was the first time they dared and doubled dared one another for nudity sake. Now, that his mother just double dared him to show her his cock, a family tradition of honor, confidence, and courage, he had to show her his erect cock. Truth be told, he was already ready to show her his erect prick. He didn't need to be dared or double dared for him to show her his erection. He couldn't wait to show his mother his cock.
* * * * *
Michael removed his shirt and kicked off his sneakers. He unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans and kicked them down to his feet before removing them. He stood before his mother in his underwear in the way she stood before him in her bra and panties. He watched her stare down at the now big bulge his fully erect prick made in tenting his underwear. Then, taking a step closer to her, closer enough for her to reach out her hand to touch him, when she looked up at him to make eye contact, he turned and removed his briefs to show his mother his naked ass.
"There. Are you happy?"
As if he was dancing, twerking actually, with him facing away from her, he wiggled his naked ass.
"Turn around. Let me see your cock," she said slapping his naked ass with her hand. "Show me your prick Michael. C'mon. I want to see your dick in the way you saw my pussy."
With his hand covering his erect prick, his pubic hair peeking out the sides of his hand, and his testicles drooping lower, he turned to face her.
"Okay? Satisfied? There. I'm naked," he said with a nervous laugh.
She reached out her hand to move his hand away and her fingers slowly brushed by the full length of his penis.
"No, I'm not satisfied. In the way you ogled my tits, ass, and pussy, I want to ogle my son's cock," she said. "In the way that I stood before you naked to give you a prolonged look, I want you to stand before me naked to give me a prolonged look.
In the way that he stared at his mother's naked tits, ass, and pussy, she stared at his cock and testicles.
Figuring he'd be more embarrassed than he was when nakedly exposed to his mother, surprisingly he wasn't. Comfortable being naked in front of her, albeit sexually exciting showing her his naked body, especially his engorged prick, being naked in front of his mother felt natural. Being naked in front of his mother felt normal. For the first time, with his erect cock on full display to his mother's pretty, green eyes, he forgot all about the bank's foreclosure. He forgot all about having to load the rental truck and pay to put their possessions in storage. If only for a moment, he forgot all about the depressing sadness and suffering sorrow of losing the house.
Suddenly, with nothing between them, not even clothes, he felt closer to his mother than he had ever felt before. With her shedding her clothes in front of him and him shedding his clothes in front of her, a freeing experience, it was as if they no longer had any secrets between them. Free from their financial obligations and free from the burden of a house they could no longer afford, they were free from their incestuous inhibitions too.
Even though he was unbelievably, sexually aroused, he enjoyed being naked in front of his mother. He was just as sexually excited seeing his mother naked as he was with her seeing him naked. Now he wondered if she was just as sexually excited showing him her naked body as he hoped she was seeing his naked body. Now he wondered if she was just as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her. Now he wondered if she was willing and wanted to have sex with him as he was willing and wanted to have sex with her.
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter Four:
Michael removed his shirt and kicked off his sneakers. He unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans and kicked them down to his feet before removing them. He stood before his mother in his underwear in the way she stood before him in her bra and panties. He watched her stare down at the now big bulge his semi-erect prick made in tenting his underwear. Then, taking a step closer to her, closer enough for her to reach out her hand to touch him, when she looked up at him to make eye contact, he turned and removed his briefs to show his mother his naked ass.
"There. Are you happy?"
As if he was dancing, twerking actually, with him facing away from her, he wiggled his naked ass.
"Turn around. Let me see your cock," she said slapping his naked ass with her hand. "Show me your prick Michael. C'mon. I want to see your dick in the way you saw my pussy."
With his hand covering his erect prick, his pubic hair peeking out the sides of his hand, and his testicles drooping lower, he turned to face her.
"Okay? Satisfied? There. I'm naked," he said with a nervous laugh.
She reached out her hand to move his hand away and her fingers slowly brushed by the full length of his penis.
"No, I'm not satisfied. In the way you ogled my tits, ass, and pussy, I want to ogle my son's cock," she said. "In the way that I stood before you naked to give you a prolonged look, I want you to stand before me naked to give me a prolonged look.
In the way that he stared at his mother's naked tits, ass, and pussy, she stared at his cock and testicles.
Figuring he'd be more embarrassed than he was when nakedly exposed to his mother, surprisingly he wasn't. Comfortable being naked in front of her, albeit sexually exciting showing her his naked body, especially his engorged prick, being naked in front of his mother felt natural. Being naked in front of his mother felt normal. For the first time, with his erect cock on full display to his mother's pretty, green eyes, he forgot all about the bank's foreclosure. He forgot all about having to load the rental truck and pay to put their possessions in storage. If only for a moment, he forgot all about the depressing sadness and suffering sorrow of losing the house.
Suddenly, with nothing between them, not even clothes, he felt closer to his mother than he had ever felt before. With her shedding her clothes in front of him and him shedding his clothes in front of her, a freeing experience, it was as if they no longer had any secrets between them. Free from their financial obligations and free from the burden of a house they could no longer afford, they were free from their incestuous inhibitions too.
Even though he was unbelievably, sexually aroused, he enjoyed being naked in front of his mother. He was just as sexually excited seeing his mother naked as he was with her seeing him naked. Now he wondered if she was just as sexually excited showing him her naked body as he hoped she was seeing his naked body. Now he wondered if she was just as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her. Now he wondered if she was willing and wanted to have sex with him as he was willing and wanted to have sex with her.
* * * * *
Chapter Five:
"Let's go to bed," she said.
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. Something she never gave him again until now, she gave him before when she was stripping off her clothes. His mother never looked at him in that sexy, sexual way, in the way that a woman looks at a man, in the way that a mother shouldn't look at her son, and in the way she was looking at him now.
When she fell back on the mattress, she looked so beautiful. She looked so vulnerable. She looked so sexy. She looked so ready for sex. When she put her head on her pillow and fluffed up her pillow to look at him with that sexy smile and naughty look, she made his cock twitch.
Oddly enough, when he thought about his mother, he thought about seeing her in her underwear. He thought of her low cut bra that showed the roundness of the top of her abundant breasts. He thought of her white, bikini panties that hugged the curves of her behind in the way that white painted lines hug a highway going around a curve. He thought about seeing her topless. He thought about seeing the size of her shapely breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. He thought about seeing her naked. He thought about seeing her trimmed, dark brown pussy and her round, firm ass. He thought about her having sex with him. Yet, he never thought about his mother having sex with someone else until now.
He imagined her having horny sex with her husband, his father, when she was impregnated with him. He imagined her having passionate sex on her Honeymoon. Feeling her pain and her suffering sorrow after enduring and surviving the ultimate indignation, he wondered where his father was now after leaving his mother for someone younger. He couldn't imagine his father leaving his mother for anyone. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was such a MILF. He imagined her having drunken sex with some guy she met at a party or in a club. Only, she wasn't like that. He imagined her having sex with him. Only, she certainly wasn't like that either.
"I am tired," he said yawning and stretching. "As soon as my head hits that pillow, I'll be asleep.
Only, there'd be no way he'd be sleeping with his mother in bed beside him. How could he possibly sleep with her in the same bed? He imagined lying awake while staring at his mother and watching her sleeping. He'd be better sleeping in the chair because he'd never get any sleep sleeping beside his mother in bed. Only, after loading the truck and unloading the truck, he was so tired.
He wouldn't be tired if his mother wanted sex. He wouldn't be tired if his mother wanted to touch him, stroke him, and suck him. He wouldn't be tired if his mother wanted him to touch her, lick her, and suck her. He wouldn't be tired if his mother asked him to make love to her. He wouldn't be tired if his mother asked him to fuck him. Only, going to bed was nothing more than going to sleep.
As soon as she pulled the covers over her, she kicked off the blanket with her feet and reached down with her hands for the sheet. Instead of reaching for the sheet, he wished she was reaching for him. Yet, when she kicked off the blanket before reaching for the sheet, with the hem of her nightgown raised nearly to the top of her thighs, with her naked beneath her nightgown, and her legs spread as wide as his eyes, he got a good look at her pussy. As if beckoning him, he saw her trimmed, brown public hair, her pussy, slit, her pussy lips, and her swollen clit. He got a good in between her legs look of his mother's cunt.
When she kicked off the blanket before reaching for the sheet, he watched her big tits bounce, sway, and jiggle behind the think flannel of her nightgown. It was sexy to know that she was naked beneath her flannel nightgown. Instead of him sleeping in the chair, she invited him to sleep in the same bed with her. Something he thought would never happen, it was sexually exciting to know that he'd be sleeping next to his mother soon.
"I'm cold but this flannel nightgown is too hot and too constricting. I feel as if I'm sleeping in a down sleeping bag," she said with a laugh while fighting with her nightgown and struggling to free herself from the confines of all of that flannel. "I wish I had packed another nightgown but I didn't. Everything is in storage. I didn't realize it would be this cold and we wouldn't have any heat. Maybe tomorrow we can stop by there and get more of my clothes," she said sitting up in bed to remove her heavy, flannel nightgown.
As if she was someone else and not his mother, he watched her removing her nightgown as if this was the first time seeing her naked when it wasn't. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, with her removing her nightgown and stripping herself naked again happening so fast, he realized that she was his mother. His mother was naked. He had just seen her naked a few minutes before and he was seeing her naked again now. He'd never tire of the sight of seeing her naked. He'd never tire of seeing the sight of her naked tits, ass, and pussy.
'Wow. Oh, my God. She's naked again. My mother is naked again,' said Michael to himself while staring at her naked breasts. 'She's in bed naked. She's going to bed naked with me. Fuck me. I don't believe this.'
"Sure Mom. We can get more of your clothes tomorrow," he said while ogling his mother's naked body.
As if the dim lighting in the motel room was a staged, movie set, the light that peeked through the partially opened bathroom door, gave the room a romantic look and gave her a look of sensuousness, romanticism, and mystery. As if his eyes were breast lasers piercing the darkness, his stare zeroed in on her breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. Hard to miss, her nipples were fully erect and he wondered if that was from her being cold or sexually excited or a combination of both. He wondered if she was excited about going to bed naked as much as he was sexually excited about her going to bed naked.
'She's so beautiful. She's so sexy,' he thought.
She looked at him and gave him her best motherly loving smile. Then, she looked at him and gave him her best sexy look. Finally, she looked at him with a naughty expression on her face. He wondered what she was thinking. He hoped she was thinking of sex. He hoped she was thinking of having sex with him. He hoped she was thinking of having sex with him in the way that he was thinking of having sex with her. He'd like nothing more than to have sex with his mother. Then, she said something that hardened his cock.
"I need to be held. I need to be hugged. I need to be cuddled. I need to be spooned," she said looking at him as if he was her boyfriend, husband, or lover instead of her son. "Come to bed Michael. Keep me warm."
His mother was cold but she was too hot to wear a flannel nightgown. He was cold but, as if he had a sudden fever, he was hot now. Only, his was a good hot and not a bad hot that he was feeling. Instead of sweating, he was sexually excited. Instead of being too warm on the surface of his skin, he was hot within from the incestuous lust that he felt for his mother. He could already feel the passion behind the thoughts of having sex with her. He could already feel the sensation of his body against her naked body while holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her.
'Fuck me,' he thought to himself. 'She's naked again. I don't believe she's naked again. I don't believe she's going to bed naked. She wants me to hold her. She wants me to hug her. She wants me to cuddle her. She wants me to spoon her naked body. Good God, I don't believe this. A sexual fantasy come true, I just don't believe I'm about to go to bed with my naked mother,' he said to himself while trying to process himself lying in bed beside his naked mother.
Still unable to wrap his head around seeing his mother naked, he couldn't believe his mother was naked. After all the years he lived with her, he never saw her in her underwear, topless, and/or naked. All it took for him to see his mother in her underwear, topless, and/or naked was to rent a motel room. If he knew that all he needed to do to see his mother in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked before, he would have rented a motel room with her long ago.
His perfect opportunity to do so, maybe instead of going to bed in his clothes, he should go to bed naked too. A thought so delicious, so sensual, so sexual, and so incestuous, he couldn't believe he was thinking about getting naked too and going to bed naked with his mother. He'd love nothing more than to be in bed naked with his naked mother. He'd love nothing more to hold, hug, cuddle, and spoon her naked body with his naked body.
Only he feared being in bed naked with his naked mother. If she said no to him sexually touching her, sexually feeling her, and if she rejected him for sex, he feared that he'd force himself on her and force her to have sex with him. If they were both naked and in bed together, there'd be no way that he could control himself from touching her and feeling her sexually.
Yet, at the very least, she invited him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her. He'd be satisfied just doing that. Only, he being naked would change everything. He being naked may ruin the innocence of the moment. Yet, if his mother could be in bed naked, why couldn't he be naked in bed too?
Touching, feeling, and groping her everywhere a son should never touch, feel, and grope his mother, unable to control his incestuous, sexual passion, his hands would be all over his mother's naked body. Good God, if he was naked with his naked mother, he'd be sticking his cock in her hand before sticking his cock in her mouth and then before sticking his cock in her pussy. If he was naked and in bed with his naked mother, he'd put her hand on his cock. He'd wrap her fingers around his erection. He'd have her stroke his cock before sucking his cock and before fucking his cock.
* * * * *
His mother wanted to be held. He couldn't wait to hold his mother's naked body. While holding her, he couldn't wait to feel his body pressed against her naked body. Should he throw all caution to the wind and go to bed naked too, he imagined feeling his stiff prick positioned against her while holding her. He couldn't wait to wrap his arms around his naked mother and hold his naked mother while his cock stabbed her back.
His mother wanted to be hugged. He couldn't wait to hug his naked mother. While hugging her, he couldn't wait to feel his body pressed against her naked body. Again, should he throw all caution to the wind and go to bed naked too, he imagined feeling his stiff prick positioned against her while hugging her. He couldn't wait to wrap his arms around his naked mother to hold her and to hug his naked mother while his cock poked her naked ass.
His mother wanted to be cuddled. He couldn't wait to cuddle his naked mother. While cuddling her, he couldn't wait to feel his body pressed against her naked body. Yet again, should he throw all caution to the wind and go to bed naked too, he imagined feeling his stiff prick positioned against her while cuddling her. He imagined rubbing his hard, naked dick up against his mother's naked ass. He couldn't wait to hold her, to hug her, and to cuddle his mother as if they were close dancing while lying naked in bed.
His mother wanted to be spooned. He couldn't wait to spoon his naked mother. While spooning her, he couldn't wait to feel his body pressed against her naked body. Once again, should he throw all caution to the wind and go to bed naked too, he imagined feeling his stiff prick positioned against her while spooning her. On the pretense of spooning his mother, he couldn't wait to slide his prick along her ass crack while dry humping his mother. Glad to use his cock as the Devil's pitchfork, he imagined holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, spooning her, and dry humping his naked mother.
While holding, hugging, cuddling, spooning, and dry humping his naked mother, he couldn't wait to reach his horny hands around her and feel her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. He couldn't wait to reach down and around her to move his hand between her legs to rub her clit while fingering her pussy. He couldn't wait to turn her, spread her legs, and slide his body down the bed to finger her warm pussy while licking her wet pussy. Then, he couldn't wait to mount her and make sweet love to her before fucking her hard and fucking her fast.
Oh, yeah, no doubt about that, he'd lick his mother's cunt. He'd stick his tongue right in there. He'd reach up his horny hands to feel her tits and finger her nipples while eating his mother's pussy. Licking and licking her, he'd finger her pussy while eating his mother's cunt. He'd hang onto her shapely thighs while licking and licking her. He wouldn't stop licking her until she had an orgasm in his mouth. Then, even after she had an orgasm, he'd continue licking her. Now that she was hot and ready, he'd give her multiple orgasms with his fingers and mouth.
'How do you like me now Mom?'
Only, getting way ahead of himself, other than to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, spoon her, and possibly even dry hump her, she'd never allow him to touch her sexually and in that incestuous way. Just as she'd never allow him to lick her pussy, she'd never allow him to finger her nipples never mind rubbing her clit and fingering her cunt. It was enough that his mother was naked again. It was enough that he'd soon be in bed with his naked mother. It was enough that he'd soon be touching and feeling her naked body under the innocent pretenses of holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her.
Did he dare get in bed naked with his naked mother? Did he dare try touching her in a sexual way? Did he dare try feeling her in an incestuous way? Did he dare try to have sex with his mother?
Only, who was she kidding? A game that he certainly enjoyed and hoped that he'd win, what the Hell kind of game was this? She was no virgin. She was not so innocent. Even though she was his mother and he was his son, tonight they were just a man and a woman. Tonight, they needed intimacy. Tonight, they needed the comfort of one another's bodies. Tonight, they needed sex.
Obviously teasing him, as soon as she stripped off her clothes and stood in front of him in her panties and bra that wasn't innocent behavior that was incestuous behavior. Obviously trying enticing him, as soon as she stripped off her clothes and stood in front of him topless that wasn't innocent behavior that was incestuous behavior. Obviously with her wanting to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her, as soon as she stripped off her clothes and stood in front of him naked that wasn't innocent behavior that was incestuous behavior. Obviously, his MILF of a mother was trying to seduce him. Only, with him ready, willing, and eager to have sex with her, she didn't have to try very hard to tempt him to have sex with her.
Her stripping off her clothes to stand before him in her underwear, topless, and/or naked was something that a mother would never do with her son. That was incestuous. As soon as she removed her nightgown and invited him in bed to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her that was something that a mother would never do with her son. That wasn't just incestuous, that was incest.
Seriously. Think about it. What mother would parade around her son in her bra and panties? What mother would turn to face her son before unhooking and removing her bra to show her son her tits, her areolas, and her nipples? What mother would remove her panties and stand before her son naked while showing her son her pussy? What mother would not only stand before her son naked but also slowly turn for her son to see her naked ass as well as her naked tits and pussy. If she didn't want and was expecting sex, what mother would make no attempt to cover her nudity but instead just stand there while her son ogled her naked body?
If she was any other woman but his mother, her being in bed naked was her way of showing him that she wanted sex. If she was any other woman but his mother, her stripping herself naked and now removing her nightgown to be in bed naked was not only sexual but also incestuous. Being that she was his mother and he was her son, her bizarre behavior of stripping herself naked, going to bed naked, and inviting him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her was incestuously sexual. If he was a betting man, he'd bet that his mother wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.



Only, with all of this new to him, not wanting to make a horrible mistake, he didn't know what her agenda was. What was her motivation for stripping naked in front of him? What was her motivation for removing her nightgown to go to bed naked? What was her motivation to ask him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her naked body? Was her motivation to strip herself naked because she was hot, because she wanted to rid him of lusting over her, or was her motivation to remove her nightgown because she wanted sex, incestuous sex? Was her motivation innocent or was it incestuous?
* * * * *
With him a horny, sexually frustrated man, how could he be sure? With all of this new to him, he could be confusing his mother's innocence intentions with her sexual and incestuous agenda. With him being so sexually attracted to his mother, he could be confusing his mother's love for him with her imagined sexual attraction to him. With him perversely perverted and with everything he thinks in regards to his mother as incestuous, he could be clueless in his mother's love for him that he thinks is sexual.
He was so confused. He was so sexually excited. He was so sexually frustrated. All he knew was that he wanted to have sex with his mother. He wanted to feel and fondle her big tits before fingering and sucking her erect nipples. He wanted to lick her clit and finger her pussy before having sexual intercourse with his mother. All he knew was that he wanted to make love to his mother before fucking his mother. All he knew was that he wanted her to touch his cock before wrapping her fingers around his stiff prick. He wanted her to stroke his dick before sucking his penis. He wanted to cum in his mother's mouth and he wanted to watch her swallow him.
So what? On the surface, what's so wrong with that? What's wrong with him having sex with his mother? Why is it so wrong to want to make love to his mother when, more than any other woman, she is the woman that he loves the most? With him having sex with any woman who gives him the eye, women who don't really care about him, women who don't love him, and women who will never love him in the way that his mother loves him, why wouldn't he want to have sex with his mother?
Then, again, the flipside of that coin, what's wrong with him? Why is he so sexually attracted to his mother? Why does he see himself going to bed with his mother, albeit with her naked, as a sexual opportunity instead of an act of kindness and love? Why is he putting his wanton desires and incestuous, sexual attractions on his mother? Just because he was incestuous attracted to her doesn't mean that she was sexually attracted to him.
After she dared him to strip off all of his clothes, he was in a quandary. In the way she was looking at his cock, staring at his prick, and ogling his naked body, she made him think that his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Yet, it was one thing for him to sexually want his mother, it was something else entirely for his mother to sexually want him. She wasn't like that. She wasn't a slut, a whore, or incestuous, trailer tramp trash. She was his mother and he was his son.
How dare he think of her in that sexually inappropriate way? How dare he want to have sex with his naked mother? Yet, unable to control his incestuous, sexual, lustful desires for her naked body, dare he go to bed naked too? If it wasn't tempting himself enough to try and have sex with her while she was in bed naked, he'd be double daring himself from having sex with his naked mother while he was in bed naked with her too. Dare he play in the Devil's playground by giving into the incestuous temptation of trying to have sex with his mother? Truth be told, truth or dare, he'd love to be in bed naked with his mother.
The more he thought about going to bed naked with his mother, he couldn't wait to feel his erect, naked cock pressed up against his mother's shapely, naked ass. Not just his cock but also he couldn't wait to press the full length of his naked body up against his mother's naked body while reaching his hand around her to cup her naked breasts and possibly even finger her erect nipples. A sexual fantasy come true, he could only imagine what it would feel like to hold her, to hug her, to cuddle her, and to spoon her while dry humping her and while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples.
Only, suddenly feeling guilty for all that he imagined sexually doing to his mother, nothing more than a sexual fantasy he enjoyed having and masturbating himself to, he'd never violate her in such an incestuous way. He'd never force her to do anything sexual. It's one thing for her to be naked but it's quite another thing for him to be naked and in the same bed with her too. What was he thinking? Obviously for her to be naked, she sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her.
Right? He didn't know. He wasn't sure.
He had lost his mind to incestuous thoughts. He was thinking too much with his cock instead of with his brain. Even though he fantasized touching and feeling his naked mother while masturbating himself, he'd never touch and feel his naked mother in such a sexual and incestuous way. Just because she was naked didn't mean that she wanted sex or was expecting him to give her sex.
Right? He didn't know. He wasn't sure.
'Oh, my God, this is my sexual fantasy come true. I can only imagine what it would feel like to hold her, to hug her, to cuddle her, and to spoon my naked mother while I was naked too,' he thought to himself.
Only, if indeed he had the courage to go to bed naked, it certainly would be enough that he'd be naked and in bed with his naked mother. With her allowing him to hold her, to hug her, to cuddle her, and to spoon her but with no mention of dry humping her, he'd better not push his luck by dry humping her naked ass. As if he was a dirty dog and he certainly was, he needed to remove the thought of dry humping his mother from his mind. Not wanting to prematurely ruin what may blossom between them, it was one thing for him to be in bed with his naked mother but for her to allow him to touch her and feel her sexually was something else.
Knowing the modestly moral mother she was before tonight, nonetheless her stripping off her clothes in front of him, she'd never allow him to touch and feel her in the way he wish he could touch and feel her. She'd never allow him to finger her nipples and finger her pussy, while trying to slide his stiff prick inside of her from behind. Besides, even if she allowed him to touch and feel her in such a sexually inappropriate way, filled with remorse, regret, and guilt, how could he look her in the eye the next morning? Even though he was a horny, sexually frustrated man and she was a beautiful, sexy woman, the unalterable fact remained that she was his mother and he was her son.
A good woman, a God fearing woman with a big heart, and a strong woman, his mother wasn't trailer trash. His mother wasn't a tramp with a tramp stamp tattooed on her lower back and just above her ass. She didn't have any tattoos. Her nipples, her tongue, and her clit weren't pierced. She didn't advertise to the world that she was a whore, that she sucked cock, or that she took it up the ass. She wasn't a wild woman. She was his mother and he was her son.
Unfortunately and sexually frustrating for him, she wasn't the type of incestuous, sexual woman who'd ever have sex with him. Just because she stripped herself naked in front of him doesn't mean that she wanted him to give her sex. Just because she was in bed naked with him and wanted him to sleep with her while holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her, doesn't make her an incestuous whore. Her being in bed naked with him just makes her cold, tired, and lonely. Her being in bed naked with him just makes her more of a MILF of a mother and makes him sexually and incestuously want her even more.
* * * * *
He needed to calm the fuck down and to take his mother being naked and in bed for what it was. Nothing. Absolutely nothing more than what it was. No matter what her sexual agenda was or wasn't the fact remained that she was his mother and he was her son. Yet, just as he was, first she was cold and now she was hot. First he was cold and now he is hot, so very hot. Only, him being hot had nothing to do with the temperature. His horny libido was making him hot.
Now, suddenly, he felt as if he was taking sexual advantage of his mother by even thinking about stripping himself naked and going to bed naked too. She doesn't even know he was thinking about getting naked before climbing in bed with her. What would she say if he did get in bed naked with her? What would she do if he hugged her naked body with is naked body? Would she jump? Would she recoil? Would she reject him? Would she tell him to put on his pajama bottoms? Or would she pretend she didn't notice that he was naked?
Now that he was thinking about going to bed naked, he wanted to go to bed naked. He'd like nothing more than to hold, hug, cuddle, and spoon his naked mother with his naked body. Only, with his erection having a mind of its own and acting as if it was a probe looking for a warm, wet place to hide, he'd be impaling his mother's naked body in places where his cock should never touch his mother's naked body.
Especially now after seeing her naked when she stripped off her clothes in front of him, she doesn't even know how much he sexually wanted her. Yet, in the way he was staring at her, leering her naked body, and ogling her ass, her tits, and her pussy, how could she not know that he wants he sexually? She even said that she knew he sexually lusted over her while masturbating over her.
Yet, what if she was mad that he removed his clothes before getting in bed? With his sexual lust for his mother so obviously transparent, and with her knowing that he sexually wants her after calling her a MILF, what if she was mad that he had the thoughts of him actually having sex with her? With his sexual lust for his mother so obviously transparent, what if she was pissed that he had an erection when he came to bed, especially when she wasn't even wet. As much as he'd love to have sex with his mother, he knew that she'd never have sex with her son.
"Bed? Yeah. Okay. Sure," he said.
He had thought about retrieving his pajama bottoms from the bureau drawer, but abandoning that idea, he didn't. Instead, with his mother already facing the other way, he did something he wouldn't have done had she been looking at him, watching him, and judging him. Daring himself to do so, instead of coming to bed wearing pajama bottoms and a tee shirt, he removed his tee shirt and socks. He needed to know what it would feel like to be naked and in bed with his naked mother. He needed to know what it would feel like to have his naked body pressed up against her naked body. Now the only things he was wearing were his smile and his erection.
'Fuck it,' he thought to himself. 'Maybe with her already in bed naked, she was expecting me to come to bed naked too. Maybe with her already in bed naked, she's expecting me to give her sex. Maybe with her already in bed naked, her way to make me feel better, she's willing to give me sex after all that happened today.'
Happy to oblige her, he only hoped as the horny son that he was that he wasn't getting the wrong idea from his mother by her stripping off her blouse, her jeans, her bra, and her panties in front of his horny eyes. He hoped he wasn't getting the wrong impression of his mother by her stripping off her flannel nightgown and going to bed naked. Yet, what else was he to think? In all the years he had lived with her, he had never seen any more than a sliver of her panties in a quick up skirt flash. In all the years he had lived with her, he had never seen any more of the top of her bra and her long, line of cleavage in a down blouse sneak peek.
Now, after seeing her parading around him in her bra and panty, topless, and then naked, there was no way that he could stop himself from getting naked too. Even if his mother only wanted him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her, why would she have him do that while she was naked? With him naked too and his cock pressed up against her naked body, at the very least, with him dry humping her, there was no way that he wouldn't try and have sex with her.
* * * * *
With his mother already on her side and turned away from him, when he lifted the sheet to climb in bed beside her, as if he was dreaming it, imagining it, and fantasizing it, he saw his mother's shapely, naked ass. With her beautiful ass curled toward him, she was in the fetal position. Did she expect to have sex with him? Did she want him to fuck her doggie style from behind?
While holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her, did she want him to touch her and feel her in a sexually, incestuous way? Wanting to know if she was wet, he so wanted to slide a slow hand along her pussy slit. He so needed to know if she was as wet as he was hard. Immediately with his mother lying there so sexy and so vulnerable, his cock went from semi-erect to fully erect. He'd love nothing more than to slide his hard cock in her warm, wet pussy.
"Hold me, Michael. Hug me. I'm cold. Cuddle me and spoon me until I warm up," she said moving her firm ass against his hard cock.
'Oh, my God,' he thought when she pressed her naked ass against his naked, erect prick. 'Fuck me. I don't believe this.'
His mother's naked ass was position right against his naked cock.
"Mom," not knowing what else to say, he let out a whisper.
As if she was sexually teasing him and erotically enticing him to touch her and feel her, she continued wiggling her shapely naked ass against his naked body until his cock found a comfortable place between her naked ass cheeks. He so wanted to hump her. He so wanted to make love to her. He so wanted to turn her over and fuck her.
"Oh, Michael. Someone is naked other than me. Someone has an erection," she said with a dirty laugh while wiggling her ass tighter into his prick again. "Actually that feels good baby," she said. "With your prick so very hard, you're making Mommy feel so loved and so wanted."
To be continued...
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With the both of them in bed naked together, Michael finally has sex with his mother.
Continued from Chapter Five:
'Fuck it,' he thought to himself. 'Maybe with her already in bed naked, she was expecting me to come to bed naked too. Maybe with her already in bed naked, she's expecting me to give her sex. Maybe with her already in bed naked, her way to make me feel better, she's willing to give me sex after all that happened today.'
Happy to oblige her, he only hoped as the horny son that he was that he wasn't getting the wrong idea from his mother by her stripping off her blouse, her jeans, her bra, and her panties in front of his horny eyes. He hoped he wasn't getting the wrong impression of his mother by her stripping off her flannel nightgown and going to bed naked. Yet, what else was he to think? In all the years he had lived with her, he had never seen any more than a sliver of her panties in a quick up skirt flash. In all the years he had lived with her, he had never seen any more of the top of her bra and her long, line of cleavage in a down blouse sneak peek.
Now, after seeing her parading around him in her bra and panty, topless, and then naked, there was no way that he could stop himself from getting naked too. Even if his mother only wanted him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her, why would she have him do that while she was naked? With him naked too and his cock pressed up against her naked body, at the very least, with him dry humping her, there was no way that he wouldn't try and have sex with her.
* * * * *
With his mother already on her side and turned away from him, when he lifted the sheet to climb in bed beside her, as if he was dreaming it, imagining it, and fantasizing it, he saw his mother's shapely, naked ass. With her beautiful ass curled toward him, she was in the fetal position. Was she expecting him to feel her ass? Was she expecting to have sex with him? Did she want him to fuck her doggie style from behind?
While holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her, did she want him to touch her and feel her in a sexually, incestuous way? Wanting to know if she was wet, he so wanted to slide a slow hand along her pussy slit. He so needed to know if she was as wet as he was hard. Immediately with his mother lying there so sexy and so vulnerable, his cock went from semi-erect to fully erect. He'd love nothing more than to slide his hard cock in her warm, wet pussy.
"Hold me, Michael. Hug me. I'm cold. Cuddle me and spoon me until I warm up," she said moving her firm ass against his hard cock.
'Oh, my God,' he thought when she pressed her naked ass against his naked, erect prick. 'Fuck me. I don't believe this.'
His mother's naked ass was position right against his naked cock.
"Mom," not knowing what else to say, he let out a whisper.
As if she was sexually teasing him and erotically enticing him to touch her and feel her, she continued wiggling her shapely naked ass against his naked body until his cock found a comfortable place between her naked ass cheeks. He so wanted to hump her. He so wanted to make love to her. He so wanted to turn her over and fuck her.
"Oh, Michael. Someone is naked other than me. Someone has an erection," she said with a dirty laugh while wiggling her ass tighter into his prick again. "Actually that feels good baby," she said. "With your prick so very hard, you're making Mommy feel so loved and so wanted."
Chapter Six:
Wondering what she wanted while wondering what she wanted him to do, she opened his Pandora's Box of incestuous wonderment by her stripping herself down to her underwear, topless, and then naked before going to bed without her clothes. With only one way for him to find out if she was wet, somehow he had to find the courage to touch her pussy and finger her cunt. Only she wasn't just any woman that he picked up at a bar and went home to her place. She was his mother. If she was anyone else but his mother, he would have been rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy by now. If she was anyone else but his mother, especially with her stripping herself naked, he would have had his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy by now.
Notwithstanding her being his mother, he wondered if she was as wet as he was hard. He wondered if her being in bed naked with him sexually excited her as much as it excited him being in bed naked with her. He wondered if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. He wondered if she was as sexually aroused as he was. He wondered if she was expecting him to give her deep penetrating, animal like, incestuous sex. He'd love nothing more than to make love to his mother before fucking his mother. He'd love nothing more than to pound her pussy before she sucked his cock.
Even with the both of them naked and in bed, he was afraid to take the next step. Difficult to cross the imaginary line of incest, he was still flitting with while walking the fine line. He could still fall forward or fall back. In the way she was now welcoming his touch, she could still reject his incestuous advances. No means no and he'd never force himself sexually on his mother. For him to have sex with her, their incestuous union would have to be consensual.
Truly, if she was any other woman other than his mother, he would have already been all over her. If she was any other woman other than his mother, he'd be kissing her, French kissing her while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. If she was any other woman other than his mother, he would have already been licking her pussy while rubbing her clit. If she was any other woman other than his mother, he would have already mounted her and would be making love to her before fucking her.
Yet, instead of rushing to have sex with her, he enjoyed the magical and memorable moment of being in bed naked with his naked mother. Whether they had sex or not, he'd be looking back on this moment for the rest of his life. Yet, preoccupied in thought in the way his mother is always preoccupied in thought, he wondered. He wondered if his mother would be mad if he sexually touched her and felt her in the way that he so wanted to sexually touch her and sexually feel her. Nothing more than just a sexual fantasy, never really thinking about having sex with his mother before, other than the sexual fantasies that he had when masturbating himself, he was thinking about having sex with his mother now.
Not really ready to launch himself into making out with his mother, perhaps overthinking things, he wondered what it would feel like to kiss her, French kiss her. With her panties having no odor whenever he sniffed them, he wondered what his mother's cunt would smell like. He wondered what his mother's pussy would taste like when licking her. He wondered what his mother would sound like just before, during, and after having an orgasm. He wondered what his mother would look like after having incestuous sex with him and after basking in the afterglow of incestuous sex.
"Mom, this is so weird," he said not knowing what else to say. "This is so sexual without being sexual."
As if leading him astray and taking him by his hand to the Devil's playground, she took him by the wrist and moved his arm around her slim waistline. He was touching his naked mother. He couldn't believe he was touching his naked mother. It was one thing to see his mother naked but it was quite another thing to finally touch his naked mother.
Without daring to move his fingers or his hand, he felt her stomach. A place that he found so erotically sensual, he loved feeling his mother's waist. He loved how her waist curved down from her breasts to curve out at her hips. He had spent many hours walking with his mother with his hand around her waist and with his fingertips touching the very top of her shapely hips through her clothes.
Now, instead of touching her through her clothes, he was touching her when she was naked. Naked, his mother was naked. She was naked. He couldn't believe his mother was naked.
A first time for everything, including a son touching his naked mother, he couldn't believe he was touching his naked mother. He couldn't believe he was naked with his naked mother. He couldn't believe he was naked and in bed with is naked mother. If he ever told any of his friends that he was naked and in bed with his naked mother, they'd never believe him. Not that he'd tell any of his friends what he did or didn't do with his mother, they all sexually lusted over his mother. They all wished they could be in bed naked with his naked mother in the way that he was in bed naked with her now.
'Oh, my God.'
Not knowing where else to put his hand, he rested his forearm arm on her waist and his hand on her flat, firm stomach. Wanting to make ringlets in her pubic hair with his finger, daring himself to do so, he so wanted to reach his fingers down to play with her pubic hair before moving his hand down to cup her pussy. He'd love to cup his mother's pussy in the palm of his hand, the sacred place he emerged from 22-years ago. Without offending her and without making her angry with him, he wished he could rub his mother's clit and finger her pussy while sucking her nipples. He wished he could sexually make his mother as sexually aroused as he was now.
Only, the first time feeling so much of his mother's naked body, he was stunned and frozen into inactivity. Frightened that he'd ruin the moment by being too sexually aggressive, he was afraid to even touch her exposed skin. Scared to death, not wanting to go too fast too soon for fear of ruining everything, he was afraid to touch her naked breast or her naked pussy. In a quandary, other than to wait to see what would happen, he didn't know what to do. Then, taking the decision from him, making his decision for him, when he didn't move his hand, she lifted his hand and put it on her breast. Something she always did when taking control of situations, leave it to his mother to show him the way.
'Oh, my God,' he was feeling his mother's big tit.
Something he never thought he'd do, even in his wildest sexual fantasies, he never imagined his mother's breast feeling so firm and so soft at the same time. Sure, he felt plenty of women's breasts before but this was his mother's breast. He was feeling his mother's big tit.
He couldn't believe he had her breast in the palm of his hand. As if daring him to finger her nipple, erecting itself while getting harder, he could feel her nipple poking his hand in the way that his cock was poking her ass. As if it belonged there and meant to remain there forever, her breast felt so big and so firm in the palm of his hand. He loved his mother's big tits and he couldn't believe, with her permission, that he was feeling her naked breast.
"It's only weird if you think it's weird Michael," she said. As if he felt her tits every day, she was so confidentially calm about him touching her and feeling her in a sexual way. "It's only sexual if you think it's sexual. Right now, albeit and notwithstanding, with the both of us naked, we're doing nothing wrong and nothing more than comforting one another after going through the horrific experience of losing our home. You positioned against me feels natural and normal to me and not sexual at all," she said.
Not sexual? The most sexually aroused he had ever been, he couldn't say the same. Being in bed naked with his naked mother was certainly not only sexual but also incestuous to him. He wished his mother felt as sexually excited as he did. He wished his mother wanted him sexually as much as he wanted her sexually. He wished his mother was as much into incest as he was.
"I love being against you too, Mother," he said unable to control his cock from pulsating and throbbing against her naked body.
Every time his prick involuntarily twitch, as if to stop his cock from twitching or as if to encourage his cock to pulsate even more, she moved her naked body closer and pushed herself against his throbbing cock more.
"In the way I've been feeling so lonely lately and in the way that you're always so horny," she said with a laugh. "I don't know why we haven't slept together sooner. I would have like that. I would have enjoyed you sleeping with me in my bed. We would have had a much bigger and more comfortable bed," she said with a sad laugh. "I've been so lonely so for so long. It would have been so comforting for me to feel your body against me in the way that I'm feeling your body against me now."
'What? Huh? Seriously? Why haven't we slept together sooner? Is she kidding me? She would have like that? Fuck! I would have liked that too.'
She blew his mind with what she had just said. He thought of all of those wasted years he spent masturbating while having sexual fantasies of seeing his mother in her underwear, topless, and or naked. He thought of all of those times that he slept alone in his bed when he would have been welcomed to sleep with his mother in her bed. If only he knew, even if they weren't naked, he would have jumped at the opportunity to sleep with his mother while holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her.
Unable to stop his inappropriate sexual and incestuous thoughts now that he was naked and in bed with his mother, he wondered how natural and normal she'd feel if he stuck his cock in her pussy or up her ass. He'd love nothing more than to fuck her pussy and/or her ass. With him a naked, horny, and sexually frustrated man and with her a naked, sexy, beautiful woman, having his naked body pressed against her naked body felt incestuously sexual to him. He'd love nothing more than to slide his cock in his mother's pussy or in her shapely ass from behind while fondling her big, naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
"That would have been nice Mother. I wish we had slept together sooner," he said feeling his cock throbbing and pulsating against her naked ass. "I understand how we could have made one another feel better by holding one another, hugging one another, cuddling one another, and spooning one another," he said. "Something we used to do when I was a child, we stopped sleeping together as I grew older."
'Only, I can't help myself from getting horny Jennifer,' he wanted to say and calling his mother by her first named. Wanting to tell her how horny, how sexually excited, and how hard he was, he wanted to confess all that he was thinking but he didn't say any of that to her. 'I can't help myself from having an erection now that I'm in bed with you naked and with me naked too. I can't help myself from wanting to fuck you, Mother. I'd love nothing more than to give you orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, and my cock,' he wanted to say but didn't. It was enough that he thought it. 'I wish you'd suck my cock Mom. I'd love nothing more than to cum in your mouth after cumming in your pussy. I'd love nothing more than to watch you swallow my cum.'
As if she was expecting him to stick his cock inside of her, on the pretense of her getting more comfortable in bed, she pressed her naked ass harder against him while wigging her tight ass against him. As if his cock was already inside of his mother, she stayed like that while he imagined what it would feel like to make love to her. Now that he was naked with her, he couldn't help from imagining what it would feel like to fuck his mother. Now that he was naked with her, he couldn't help himself from dry humping her.
Ever so slowly and ever so softly, he dry humped his mother. If felt good to build a bit of friction between his cock and her ass. More than the fact that he couldn't believe that he was dry humping his mother, he couldn't believe that his mother was allowing him to dry hump her. He only wished his cock was buried inside of her.
"Hold me, Michael. Hug me. Cuddle me. Spoon me. I like being spooned," she said wiggling her shapely ass more into him.
Michael held his mother. He hugged his mother. He cuddled his mother. He spooned his mother.
"I like spooning you too Mom," he said.
Then, after a long pause while he held her, hugged, and spooned her, she said something that really surprised him.
"Actually, I like feeling your cock against me. I like you dry humping me," she said with a sexy laugh. "Touch me, Michael. Feel me as if I was your lover instead of your mother," she said.
As if his cock had a bigger brain in its head than he had in his head, with his cock knowing the way home, he felt his prick rest between his mother's ass cheeks. As if he was fucking his mother in her pussy or in her ass, it felt good to stealthily and slowly move his hips back and forth and back and forth while the head of his cock rested in between his mother's ass cheeks. As if he was fucking her tits, it felt good to have his mother's ass cheeks masturbate him.
A temptation that was so real and so forbidden, the opening of her pussy was only mere inches away. Did he dare try and insert himself? Did he dare try and fuck his mother from behind?
Holding her tighter while hugging her and spooning her, he pulled his mother closer while hoping his cock would make his decision for him and just slip itself inside of her. Wondering if she was even wet and wet enough, he'd like to accidentally fuck his mother. He'd like for his cock to accidentally slip inside of his mother. Too late for her to reject him, he'd just like to push his stiff prick inside of her wet pussy.
'Oops. Sorry Mom. My cock slipped inside of you. Turnover on your stomach Mom and I'll climb on top of you. Maybe if I hump you hard and fast enough, eventually, after I cum, I'll be able to pull it out,' he wanted to say but didn't.
If only he could, he would make love to his mother. If only she would, he would fuck his mother. With her encouraging him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, spoon her, touch her, and feel her, he felt and fondled her big breasts while gently dry humping her. Always sexually fantasizing of feeling his mother's big breasts, he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's big breasts.
Careful not to finger her nipples, he so wanted to finger her nipples. Instead he ever so lightly brushed the palm of his hand across her erect nipples. While feeling her naked breasts, he was the horniest he had ever been and his cock had never been as hard as it was now.
Something he had always dreamed of doing nearly as much as he dreamed of his mother blowing him, he so wanted to fall between her legs and lick his mother's cunt while fingering his mother's cunt. While reaching up his hands to feel her tits and finger her nipples, he imagined falling between her shaping thighs to lick her in the way he imagined her falling to her knees to suck him. He so wanted to have oral sex with his mother.
He so wanted to have sexual intercourse with his mother. He so wanted to make love to his mother. He so wanted to fuck his mother. He so wanted to cum in his mother's pussy.
He so wanted to stick his cock in her mouth and put a gentle hand behind her head. He so wanted to hump her mouth and fuck her face while she stroked his prick and sucked his prick. He so wanted to cum in his mother's mouth. He so wanted to watch her swallow his cum.
"You're so beautiful, Mom," he said. "You're so sexy."
Afraid to touch her nipples for fear that he'd sexually arouse his mother, he wished he could finger her nipples while fingering her pussy in the way he wished she'd wrap her hand around his cock. Afraid to touch her sexually, he didn't want her to prematurely stop him from holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, spooning her, and now dry humping her. He only wished he could sexually excite her in the way that she was sexually exciting him. Then, she said the magic words he was hoping to hear.



"You may touch my nipples Michael. It's been a long time since anyone has fingered my nipples. I like having my nipples fingered," she said.
* * * * *
So much to process in such a short period of time, he couldn't believe he saw his mother in her bra and panty. He couldn't believe he saw his mother topless. He couldn't believe he saw his mother naked. He couldn't believe she saw him naked. Now, as if he was dreaming or sexually fantasizing the whole thing, he couldn't believe he was in bed naked with his naked mother. With his life being flushed down the toilet after losing the house, his spirit was suddenly renewed with winning the sexually intimate affections of his mother.
Just as he couldn't believe she put his hand on her breast, he couldn't believe that she now wants him to finger her nipples. Not wanting to disappoint his mother, he never wanted to disappoint his mother. Giving her what she wanted as much as what he wanted too, he reached out his fingers to take hold of her nipple, first one and then the other.
He pulled her nipples. He turned her nipples. He twisted her nipples. He did everything to her nipples but to suck her nipples. He so wanted to suck her nipples while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy. He couldn't wait to suck his mother's nipples in the way that he did when he was a baby.
Going from holding her, to hugging her, to cuddling her, to spooning her, and to dry humping her naked body, now he was sexually touching her. His sexual fantasy come true, he was sexually touching and incestuously feeling his mother's naked body. If being in bed naked with his naked mother wasn't incestuously sexual, than he didn't know what was. If fingering her nipples wasn't sexual than he didn't know what was. If fingering her nipples wasn't incestuous than he didn't know what was. The more that he abused her nipples with his fingers, the more she seemed to enjoy him abusing her nipples while fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
"You're nipples are so big and so hard Mom," he said fingering her nipples, pulling her nipples, and turning and twisting her nipples.
She held his hand in her hand while directing his fingers over her nipples. He felt and fondled her firm, albeit soft breasts while fingering her hard, erect nipples. Becoming more brazen with fingering her nipples, he pulled them out even more.
She had big nipples and he wished he could suck his mother's nipples while fingering her pussy as she stroked his cock. He wished he could take his mother's nipples in his mouth and nibble on her nipples. He wished he could bite his mother's nipples but not too hard. With one sexual thing leading to another sexual thing, no matter what he did to his mother's naked body, it was never enough. Always he wanted more.
It wasn't enough that he was in bed naked with his naked mother and with his cock pressed up against her ass while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples, now he wished for more. Instead of just holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, spooning her, and dry humping her, he wanted to make love to her. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to fuck his mother. If it wasn't shocking enough that she wanted him to touch her as if she was his lover instead of his mother, she shocked him even more when she asked her next question.
"May I touch you, too?"
Without waiting for him to respond, she lowered her hand down and touched his cock with her manicured fingertips before wrapping her fingers around his stiff prick. His mother not only touched his cock but also she was holding his cock in her hand. He couldn't believe his prick was in his mother's hand.
As if it belonged there, his cock felt so good in her hand. He needed to wrap his brain around him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while she held his stiff prick in her hand. If it wasn't enough that his mother put his hand on her breasts and allowed him to finger her nipples, he couldn't believe she was now holding his erect prick in her hand.
"Yes," he whispered after the fact in answer to her asking if she could touch him.
Her hand was so warm and so soft. After knowing what it now felt like to have his mother's fingers wrapped around his stiff prick, he wouldn't want any other woman holding his cock in her hand. He held his breath while his mother ever so slowly stroked him. He couldn't believe his mother was masturbating him in the way he wished he could masturbate her. If this wasn't sexual, his mother holding his stiff prick in her hand, then he didn't know what was. If this wasn't incestuous, his mother slowly stroking his cock, then he didn't know what was.
"You have a much bigger cock than your father. You cock is not only thicker but also it's longer too," she said exploring the head of his engorged prick with her fingers while staring down at his erect prick in the way he stared at her naked body. "It's been a long time since I've held a man's penis in my hand. Your prick feels so good in my hand Michael," she said looking up at him to make eye contact with him. "I hope you don't think badly of me but would you mind if I stroked you?"
Again, she asked him the question after she already started stroking him.
'Do I mind if my mother strokes me? His mother wants to stroke his cock. He couldn't believe his mother asked him if she could stroke his cock. Hmm, let me think about that for one second. Well...okay,' he thought a split second later while laughing to himself.
He looked down at his mother holding his cock with her fingers wrapped around his stiff prick.
"Please. I want you to stroke me Mom. I'd love for you to stroke my cock," he said while she slowly stroked her son's cock. "Mom, that feels so could," he said stealthily humped her hand with his hips. "Please don't stop."
Holding him in her hand with more pressure, she stroked him a little faster. Never had he had a harder erection. Never had he been as sexually aroused. If she continued stroking him in this way, he'd cum all over her hand. Then, she said the words that shocked him.
"I hope I'm not embarrassing myself or embarrassing you but would you like me to masturbate you, Michael? Would you like for me to relieve some of your stress? I don't mind. Really I don't. I'd like to masturbate you, if you'd allow me to masturbate you," she said.
He looked down at her while she looked up at him.
'His mother wants to masturbate him. He couldn't believe his mother wants to masturbate him.'
More than any sexual fantasy he could have or his next door neighbor, hot Helen masturbating him, he'd love for his mother to masturbate him. More than the sexual fantasy he used to have of the school nurse masturbating him, he'd much prefer his mother masturbating him. More than the sexual fantasy he used to have of his teacher, his aunt Kathy, his mother's hot sister, of his sexual fantasy of Scarlet Johansson or Katy Perry masturbating him, he'd much rather want his mother to masturbate him.
"I'd love for you to masturbate me, Mom," he said staring down at his cock being held in her hand.
As if telling him that he was in good hands, she gave him a sexy, loving smile.
"I used to enjoy masturbating your father. I used to enjoy watching him cum. Ejaculating a man gave me a sensation of sexual accomplishment, something that I haven't had in a very long time."
'Huh? What? What did she just say? He still didn't believe all that he heard. Did he just hear his mother correctly? Did she just ask him if he wanted her to masturbate him? Did she just as him if he wanted her to relieve some of his stress?'
He couldn't believe how fast having sex with his mother materialized. His dream come true, his sexual fantasy realized, his mother giving him sex was now his reality. He couldn't believe his mother was not only holding his cock in her hand but also was stroking him and masturbating him. His mother was willingly jerking him off and wanting to make him cum.
'Fuck me. I don't believe this,' he said to himself.
"God, yes, Mom," he said again in case she didn't hear him the first time. "I'd love for you to masturbate me. I'd love for you to relieve some of my stress," he said trying to control his sexual, incestuous excitement.
* * * * *
Yet, even then with her masturbating him, he wanted more. Instead of just masturbating him, he'd rather she'd suck him. Instead of just sucking him, he'd rather she'd fuck him. Making herself more comfortable, she turned to lay on her back. Then, continuing to shock him, she said something that he'd never forget for the rest of his life.
"Touch me Michael," she said spreading her legs. "Rub my clit and finger my pussy. I want to you to masturbate me too. I want you to relieve some of my stress too. I want to cum too," she said pausing to look at him in the darkness.
Even though the room was dark, with the light that emanated from the partially open door of bathroom, he could see her face. With her biting her lip, she looked nervous. With her nipples at full erection and her quivering against him, she appeared sexually excited. He couldn't believe his mother was as sexually aroused as he was. He couldn't believe his mother was masturbating him. He couldn't believe his mother wanted him to masturbate her too.
Directing his fingers where to touch her, she took his hand in hers and moved it to her pussy. Chills took hold of his body as soon as his fingers touched his mother's pubic hair and then her pussy. She placed her fingers on his fingers while rubbing her clit and allowing him to finger her wet pussy. He couldn't believe the palm of his hand was touching his mother's brown, pubic hair. He couldn't believe his fingers were rubbing his mother's clit and were fingering her pussy.
She was so wet. She was so very wet. He couldn't believe how wet she was. He couldn't believe he was finger fucking his mother's cunt.
'Oh, my God,' he thought to himself. 'In the way of Charles Dickens A Tale of Two Cities, this is the worst day in my life after losing the house but this is the best day of my life after winning my mother.'
Obviously, just as he wanted to have sex with his mother, she wanted to have sex with him too. Something more unbelievable than just being in bed naked with his naked mother, was that she wanted him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her while he dry humped her. Something even more unbelievable than all of that was that his mother was touching him sexually, stroking him, and masturbating him. Something even more unbelievable than her masturbating him was that his mother wanted him not only to finger her nipples but also she wanted him to masturbate her too. His mother wanted him to relieve her stress too. Just as he wanted his mother to ejaculate him, his mother wanted him to make her cum too.
'God, my life can't get any better than this.'
"Oh, Mom, I love you so much," he said.
She leaned her body up to whisper her forbidden words in his ear. If he wasn't wide awake, he would have thought that he had dreamt what she said to him next.
"If you make me cum," she said with a pause to look him in the eyes. "I'll suck you," she said breaking eye contact to kiss, lick, and blow in his ear while touching his lip with her finger in the way that he should be touching her lip with his finger. "If you give me an orgasm with your fingers, I'll give you an orgasm with my mouth."
'Oh, my God,' he thought to himself again.
His mother just offered to suck him. If he makes his mother cum, she'd blow him. His mother will willingly suck his prick. Playing it cool, he tried to respond without showing her just how sexually excited he was that his mother just offered to suck him. He'd love nothing more than to put a gentle hand behind his mother's pretty head while humping her mouth and fucking her face.
"I'd love for you to suck me, Mom," he said.
Continuing to sexually tease him, she whispered her words in his ear while licking and blowing in his ear. Continuing to incestuously entice him, while he masturbated her, she continued licking and blowing in his ear while slowly stroking his cock.
"Tell me," she said teasing him while running a slow finger of the head of his erect prick and continuing to blow in his ear. "Would you like to cum in my mouth?"
She ran a slow finger across his lips. When he did the same to her, she took his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was already sucking his cock.
"God yes," he said.
She ejected her finger to show him her open mouth and her tongue.
"Would you like me to swallow you?"
He looked at her with incestuous lust.
"God yes," he said again.
She directed his fingers with her fingers. Showing him where and how to touch her, he was rubbing his mother's clit while fingering her pussy. He couldn't believe he was touching her in such an incestuous way. He couldn't believe she was allowing him to rub her clit and finger her pussy. She was wet, so very wet and wetter than any woman he's ever touched has ever been. Yet, instead of fingering her and masturbating her, unable to control himself and stop himself from doing so, he mounted her.
In the way that he had mounted so many other women he had picked up in bars and in clubs in the past, he mounted his mother. With his erect cock positioned in between her legs, Michael mounted his mother. With them against the world, further bonding their mother and son relationship with incestuous sex, he needed to make love to his mother. He needed her to sexually feel how much he loved her. He needed to sexually feel how much she loved him. He needed to feel himself inside of her.
As soon as he mounted his mother, she reached her hand down, grabbed hold of his stiff prick, and inserted his erect cock in her pussy. With just a gentle hump, as if giving him reverse birth, he felt her warm wetness. With just another gentle hump, a sacred place where he was forbidden to go and where no son should ever go, he was fully inside of his mother's pussy. Finally, his hard, erect cock was inside of his mother's warm, wet pussy. Finally, he was making love to his mother.
"Make love to me, Michael," she said.
Being the obedient son that he was, humping her harder and humping her faster, he was making sweet love to his mother. His cock was inserted so deep in his mother's cunt that he could feel it hitting against something. As if it was the normal and the right thing to do, they kissed and kissed while making love. The first time kissing her, they finally kissed. They French kissed. Kissing and kissing her, his sexual dreams come true, he was making out with his mother while humping and humping her. He couldn't believe he was making out with his mother. He couldn't believe he was making love to his mother.
"Oh, Mom," he said.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around his lower back.
"Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me," she said.
She pulled her closer to him for his cock to slide deeper inside of her.
"Oh, God, Mom," was all that he could utter.
The harder and faster he humped her, the deeper his cock traveled inside of her. Throwing all caution to the wind, they made out as if they were indeed lovers instead of mother and son. Kissing and kissing while making love, they didn't stop kissing until Michael started fucking his mother, really pounding his mother's pussy. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he fucked his mother in the way he had never fucked any woman before. Humping her harder and humping her faster, ready to blow his load inside of his mother, while inherently knowing that he shouldn't ejaculate inside of her, he stopped himself from cumming inside of her his mother's pussy.
"Don't cum inside of me, Michael. I can still get pregnant," she said to reinforce his already made decision not to cum in his mother. "Okay?"
He gazed in her big, green, beautiful eyes while giving her a light peck on the lips.
"Okay," he said.
As if she wanted him to cum inside of her and as if she wanted him to give her a baby, she gave him a nervous smile. Her nervous smile suddenly made him feel that he was doing something so wrong and that was expressly forbidden by the law and by the church. Yet, he didn't care. He was in love with his mother and obviously she was in love with him.
He didn't understand what was wrong with the love felt between a mother and her son. Besides, what they did behind a closed, motel room door was no one's business. Moreover, unable to think clearly now, all he could think about was giving his mother an orgasm so that she'd suck him. Instead of cumming in his mother's pussy now all that he could think about was cumming in his mother's mouth and her swallowing his cum.
"The last thing we need now is for you to give me a baby," she said with a laugh. "We can barely support ourselves now. When you're ready to cum, pull out and I'll suck you," she said. "When you're ready to cum, you may cum in my mouth."
She stared at him and he stared at her. It didn't take him much longer to be ready.
"I'm ready Mom," he said.
She humped him again and again before having him pull out of her.
"Oh my God, Michael, you're going to make me cum. I'm ready too," she said pushing on his ass for his cock to slide in her deeper just one more time.
Breathing heavily in his ear while stiffening her legs and arching her back, she had a silent orgasm.
"I love you, Mom," he said again.
Wishing he could stay inside of her longer, wishing he could hump her harder, faster, and cum inside of her, afraid he ejaculate in his mother's pussy, he move from on top of her to fall beside her.
"I love you too, Michael," said Jennifer giving her son a deep, wet kiss.
She looked at him while touching the side of his face.
"That was great," he said ready for his mother to blow him.
She ran her hand down his chest and to his still erect prick. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe he made love to his mother before fucking his mother.
"Oh, Michael. If I was home, I'd scream but I don't want anyone to know we had sex," she said kissing him and kissing him. "You gave me an orgasm, my first orgasm during intercourse. It's been a long time since a man gave me an orgasm. Normally the only way I get off is if someone plays with my clit while eating me," she said moving him off of her.
She gave him a long, sexy look while stroking his penis.
"I love you, Mom.
She moved up to him to whisper her words in his ear.
"I love you too Michael," she said pausing to take his cock in her hand again. She ran her finger across the head of his cock and stroked for a minute him to make him harder. "Now, may I suck you now?"
She slowly stroked him while waiting for him to respond.
"Yes," he said.
Continuing to tease him, she asked him her next question.
"Just so there's no misunderstanding," she said with a laugh. "Would you like for me to blow you?"
He laughed with her.
"Yes. God yes, Mom," he said. "Please blow me."
Continuing to tease him.
"Just one more question," she said teasing him. "Would you like to cum in my mouth?"
He looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Oh, God yes, Mom. I'd love to cum in your mouth," he said sliding a slow finger across her full lips before kissing her and parting her lips with his tongue. "I need to cum in your mouth."
She slid her body down the bed and took his cock in her hand before taking his stiff prick in her mouth. Kissing and kissing his cock, she played with the head of his cock with her warm, wet tongue. He stared down at his mother with his brown eyes while she stared up at him with her green eyes. His mother was blowing him. He couldn't believe his mother was blowing him. With her looking up at him with his hard, hairy prick buried in her mouth, she gave him an image he'd never forget.



He couldn't believe his mother was licking and sucking all of her vaginal secrets from his cock. He couldn't believe his mother had his prick in her mouth. He couldn't believe his mother was sucking him. Stroking him with one hand, she cupped his testicles with her other. In total shock, he couldn't believe his mother had his prick in her hand and in her mouth.
In total incestuous love and lust with his mother, he couldn't believe his mother was sucking him. He put a gentle hand to the back of her head and humped her mouth while fucking her face. He felt her tits and fingered her nipples while she stroked him harder and faster while sucking his cock deeper. She looked up at him while he looked down at her. It sexually excited him even more to see his cock in his mother's mouth.
She stroked him hard and stroked him faster while sucking him deeper. Then, as if he was cumming in Debbie's, Linda's, Audrey's, Helen's, Christine's, Heather's, Tiffany's, or Rebecca's mouth, women he had dated in the past and who had blown him, he exploded a full load of cum in his mother's mouth. True to her word, instead of spitting out his cum in a tissue, she swallowed his cum. His mother not only blew him but she allowed him to cum in her mouth and swallowed his cum.
To be continued...
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Angelo Mozilo of Countrywide Bank helps Jennifer and Michael buy a house.
The next day, November 1st, other than the fact that they were living in a motel room instead of their home, was like any other day. As if they were a couple on their Honeymoon, they enjoyed the afterglow of sex while reading through the Sunday newspaper. While looking for a place to live, Jennifer looked through the real estate section. She was looking to rent a home instead of an apartment. She saw several homes and a few condos for rent in her budget. Then, as if she was meant to see it, she saw a mansion for sale.
Way out of her price range, she recognized the mansion at first glance. She had seen it many times before when Googling his house. Only, it wasn't just any mansion. It was Angelo Mozilo's mansion, the co-founder and ex-chairman of the board and the ex-chief executive, financial officer of Countrywide Bank.
He was selling his beautiful mansion. She couldn't believe he was selling his beautiful mansion. Only, instead of fleeing the country, living in the Cayman Islands or in Belize, he was moving to Santa Barbara.
She stared at the picture of the mansion while remembering that he bought a new mansion in Santa Barbara. As if she was as stalker stalking him or a fan enamored with him, she read that somewhere. She had been following his moves for some time, ever since he was exposed as one of the prime players in the stock market crash and banking meltdown. Countrywide was her old bank, the bank that gave her the mortgage for her house before Bank of America took over the bank and foreclosed on her house.
'The bastards,' she thought without verbalizing it.
An exclusive area, the mansion was located in Thousand Oaks, California in the Sherwood Country Club Estates. She knew it was his house because she had previously looked up his address on the Internet to write him her plea to stay in her home and not be evicted. Only, she wrote the letter but she didn't mailed the letter because she knew the bank's decision was no longer up to him. Countrywide was now a defunct bank having been bought out by Bank of America.
Interestingly and coincidentally enough, there was an open house tomorrow, Sunday. With the open house giving her inspiration, she had an idea. A long shot, but she had a good feeling about what she was about to do. If nothing else, perhaps what she planned to do would give her some closure. If nothing else, perhaps hoping to meet him in person would make her feel better to give him a piece of her mind and to show him what he and his bank did to good people like her and her son.
With his house not far from where she used to live, she dressed in the best clothes that she had packed and headed out with Michael in the truck. Maybe, if she met with Mr. Mozilo in person, he'd give her more than his sympathy but his help. Maybe there was something that he could do personally to make things right for her and her son. Only, chances are, he wouldn't even be at his own open house. Chances are he'd be on his yacht in Belize counting the money he stole from good, honest, hardworking people or he'd be at his new, bigger, and even more exclusive mansion that he just bought in Santa Barbara.
'God he was such an asshole,' she thought to herself without saying that out loud.
* * * * *
The next day, she enlisted Michael to drive her to the open house. It wasn't just a gated estate, it was an exclusive, private property and part of an entire gated community. They pulled on the property of the Sherwood Country Club Estates feeling as if they were interlopers and invaders who dared intrude on the very rich, the superrich, and the powerful, the super powerful. There was even a guard with a guardhouse and gate. People who entered the property had to sign in on the log. Jennifer had never been on any property where she had to sign a log to gain admittance.
"Hi," he said looking in their truck as if looking for weapons of mass destruction. "What's your business?"
Instead of trying to pass for potential buyers, with them sitting in a beat up, old, pickup truck, they had a better chance of passing as landscapers. The guard looked at them as if they were trying to get in the country illegally or in this instance on the estate under false pretenses. Of course, in their case, that was true. They had no intention of attending the open house. They had no intention of buying Mr. Mozilo's mansion. Jennifer hoped that Angelo Mozilo would be there supervising or giving personal tours of his estate. A longshot but worth a try, armed with her cliché in mind, nothing ventured, nothing gained, she was hoping to get Mr. Mozilo alone to talk to him.
"We're here for the open house. My car, a brand new Jaguar, broke down and my son was kind enough to drive me in his truck," said Jennifer giving the guard a smile.
Not responding to her story that her new Jaguar broke down, the guard ignored her car problems.
"The realtor is already at the house. Stay to the right and follow this road for about mile," he said pointing. "The house is straight ahead. You can't miss it. It's the biggest house in the complex."
The guard called ahead of their arrival and Jennifer gave the guard her best sexy smile, the same sexy smile that she had been giving to her son.
"Are their open house signs with balloons?"
The guard made a face as if he had just swallowed a bug.
"We don't allow signs and/or balloons here lady," he said shaking his head and waving his hand as if it was a mini stop sign.
The guard opened the gate and Michael drove his truck down the road and to the mansion. There were already several cars parked in the lot. One couple was just entering the mansion as another couple was just leaving. It seemed like a decent turnout for a mansion that was selling for an asking price of more than 3 million dollars. Instead of parking their truck, they followed the parking lot to the back of the house. Then, instead of walking up the front stairs to go in the front door, they parked the truck and walked up the back stairs to enter through the rear entrance.
* * * * *
Jennifer read online that Mr. Mozilo and his wife Phyllis were selling their 6,200 square foot, five bedroom and 5 ½ bath house to live permanently in Santa Barbara, California, where he bought a 12,700 square foot estate. Compared to the new house, his old house was cottage like. He could easily fit two of these homes in his new home. Especially at his elderly age, now 77-years-old, he'd need a staff of maids and butlers to maintain the massive home and see to his and his wife's needs. One would think, especially at his advanced age that he'd want to go smaller instead of bigger. Only, Angelo Mozilo was a man with an ego as big as his mansion.
Jennifer couldn't believe her eyes when she walked up the stairs. A longshot, she was right in her intuition to go to the open house. Not expecting to see him, Mr. Mozilo was sitting on his veranda sipping coffee. He looked just like his picture on the internet. As if he was an Arabian king, with his greyish, white hair framing his face, he was so tanned.
"Mr. Mozilo. Hi. I'm Jennifer and this is my son, Michael," she said continuing to scale the steps as if she was scaling a tower to present herself at the sacrificial altar.
Never shy, had she been born a man instead of a woman, with her big brain, confidence, and outgoing personality, she would have been more successful in her career than she was. Only, it was a man's world and all the players who ruined the economy were men, old, white men. All the players who brought Wall Street, the banks, and the insurance companies to their knees were mostly elderly, Caucasian men.
He looked up from the newspaper he was reading to give her a look as if trying to recognize her from somewhere. He stared at her for a long moment before looking away. When he didn't recognize her, he returned his attention to his newspaper again. Instead of giving her welcome, he gave her his discontent.
"You're not allowed back here," he said in the voice that had the practiced tone of a banker denying her a loan or her opportunity to refinance the house that she no longer owns. "This is my private residence. The open house is on the other side," he said without even looking up at her. "Please leave."
Jennifer continued climbing the rest of the steps until she was standing on his imported, marble tiled veranda.
"We're not here for the open house. I could never afford a house as grand as this," she said looking up at the back of the house that looked just as spectacular as the front of the house and as if she was looking at a palace.
Unable to control herself and to stop herself from doing so, immediately she started to cry and immediately, being the gracious gentleman that he is, he stood to comfort her. Perhaps if Jennifer wasn't so pretty and so sexy, he would have asked them to leave. Instead, he offered her a chair.
"There, there, now. There, there. Sit, have a seat. Relax. It's a beautiful day," he said patting her shoulder. "Allow me to give you something to drink or eat. What would you like? James," he said calling his butler.
Jennifer looked up at the butler.
"Water for me, please," she said.
Michael waved off the butler who hovered over him.
"Nothing for me. Thank you," said Michael to the butler and to Mr. Mozilo.
He was so tanned. He was so well mannered. He was so polished. If she didn't know he was Angelo Mozilo, the son of a butcher, and a successful banker, she would have thought he was Ralph Lauren. By his polished look and the cut of his clothes, periwinkle, silk lounging pajamas with a matching silk robe, and leather slippers, he looked like the very rich man that he was.
"For my security," he said bowing his head in apology. "May I see your identification?"
Jennifer removed her license from her purse and Michael removed his license from his wallet and handed them to the butler. As if memorizing their names, he checked their photos against their faces and made copies of their licenses with a small pocket camera that he retrieved from his pocket before returning their ID's.
"Now with that formality over, how may I help you?"
Angelo patted Jennifer's hand.
"We lost our house to foreclosure. Our original mortgage was with Countrywide Bank then when Bank of America took charge of our mortgage, our adjustable rate mortgage continued to climb higher. With the value of our house sinking lower, drowning underwater in a sea of debt, we no longer could afford the mortgage payments. Having never missed a payment and never late on a payment before, the bank wouldn't allow us to refinance either," said Jennifer sobbing in her hands.
He gave her a look as if he was genuinely interested in her story.
"I see," said Angelo.
He handed her a box of tissues that were within his reach.
"Thank you," she said accepting a tissue to dry her eyes. "They said that we didn't have enough equity in our home and with our home going down in value, throwing good money after bad, they weren't about to renegotiate our old mortgage for a new mortgage. Bank of America took our home yesterday."
As if his guilty conscience was coming home to roost, with Jennifer and her son putting faces on the injustice that his bank had done them, Angelo looked at her horrified. Obviously the reality of their personal loss was much more terrifying than a senate sub-committee called to investigate him, his former bank, and bank fraud. These were real people sitting in front of him. These were victims of what he and his cronies did to the American middleclass.
* * * * *
"There, there now. There, there," said Angelo standing over Jennifer. "I'm sorry you lost your house. The real culprits in all of this were the Federal Reserve with their series of interest rate hikes," he said returning to sit and lean back confidently in his chair after throwing the Federal Reserve under the bus. As if he was about to give a speech at Bloomberg Financial, he looked from Jennifer before looking at Michael and before returning his focus interest to Jennifer. "If what the Federal Reserve did wasn't enough there were the crooked real estate speculators, falling housing prices, and regulators attacks on interest only and other subprime mortgages," he said immediately posturing in a defensive position.
Not really knowing what all of that meant and how any of it fit in with her losing her home, Jennifer looked at Mr. Mozilo with confusion. Seemingly blaming everyone but himself, throwing everyone else under the bus and not taking any personal responsibility of his actions, even with his bank holding 41 billion dollars in subprime, junk loans, Angelo failed to mention the banking industries loose lending policies. He failed to mention liar loans which loaned borrowers at higher rates without even verifying their incomes. It was as if the banks didn't care if the buyers didn't pay their loans. It was as if the banks were hoping that buyers would default and have their houses foreclosed. He failed to mention that his bank, in the way of the loose rules of the Rich Dad Poor Dad game, was a major player in causing the banking crash.
"Even though there are a small army of others responsible for the financial crisis, being that your original loan was with my bank, I somehow feel responsible," he said suddenly sounding like Donald Trump posturing before a podium. "Now that this financial crisis is over, I've been trying to make amends by starting new businesses and giving people jobs," he said with pride while suddenly taking on the persona of a superhero instead of a deviously despicable banker.
Jennifer stopped crying to look up at him with hope.
"Can you help us?"
He sighed and rolled his eyes.
"I can't help every person who comes to my door but I have helped others keep their homes. Being that you've already lost your home, too late for that now, perhaps I can help you with a job instead," he said. "Unfortunately, out of my hands, I can't get your house back. Much in the way that they took ownership of your house, Bank of America took control of my bank," he said with a shrug of his shoulders.
As if he was the victim too, he failed to mention that he personally made tens of millions of dollars in the sale of his bank. With his health insurance guaranteed for him and his wife by the Bank of America as part of their buyout agreement, he didn't have the worries that the average person had who lost everything their jobs, their savings, and their homes because of him. With him her last hope, she looked at him with disappointment.
"You're right. It's too late anyway. The bank took out house yesterday," she said again.
Something Michael never expected to see from Angelo Mozilo, he looked genuinely sorry for their loss. Ready to leave, at least they got to talk to him. He knew that this face to face conversation would give his mother some closure and would go a long way in making her feel that she fought the good fight to keep her house.
"That's a shame." Then, he blurted out what she was thinking, hoping, and wishing he'd say. "Perhaps I can help buy you a new house," he said giving her a big, white, toothy smile.
At first she looked at him as if he was kidding her. Then, looking at him with skepticism, she looked at him as if he was nuts. Finally, looking at him as if he was her grandfather or a Mafia Godfather, she looked at him with excitement.
"Really? You'd do that for us? People you don't even know?"
He shrugged.
"Sure. Why not. It's only money. I'm an old man," he said. "With everyone I know and love financially set, what else am I going to do with my money? I can't take my money with me when I die. Why not contribute to a good cause and to someone who really needs the money? Besides, you look like good people, a single mom looking out for her son."
'If only he knew they were lovers,' thought Michael. 'What would he say then? A single, trailer trash Mom having incestuous sex with her son and a perversely perverted son having incestuous sex with his mother, he'd never give them money to buy a house then.'
"The federal government has had me under investigation for years," he said with sadness. "They're trying to sue me civilly to recoup some of the monies that I earned legally and on monies that they've already collected taxes. No doubt they'll win. They'll be taking most of my money anyway," he said looking into Jennifer's green eyes. "Why not give some of that money to you?"
Jennifer gave him a smile and reached across the table to take hold of his hand.
"I'm sorry," said Jennifer letting go of his hand.
Then, he said something insightful and something she didn't expect him to say.
"Instead of going after me, I wish they'd go after some of the others. I'm not the only one responsible for the financial crisis. I didn't singlehandedly bring down Wall Street, the banks, and the insurance companies. I had plenty of help from others," he said nodding his head in solemnness. "Yet, as if I'm the only culprit," he said giving her a poor, woe is me look, "I'm the one the press put a face to the financial meltdown blame."
Thinking that he was the biggest player and the one most responsible for the financial meltdown, she was surprised when Mr. Mozilo educated her otherwise.
"Others? What do you mean? Tell me. I'd really like to know. Who were some of the others responsible for the market crash, the failed banks, and for taking down Wall Street?"
As if he wanted to tell her all and as if he wanted to confess all of his sins and secrets to someone, he gave her a confident look before taking her in his confidence.
"When it comes time to lawyer up and defend myself, without going into detail, I can name some names, if that means that I keep the government's lawyers and civil lawsuit at bay. I've been transferring whatever assets I have to family members as my way to protect myself and giving money away to friends," he freely admitted. "I've even given plenty of money away to folks, strangers actually, those in need as my penance to soothe my soul with the hopes of righting any wrongdoings I may have done unintentionally."
He made himself sound so innocent. He made himself out as a victim too. Then, he paused as if taking a drag of his cigarette or taking a long, thoughtful sip of his wine but he wasn't smoking a cigarette or drinking wine. He was drinking coffee.
"My motto that quickly became my philosophy and was correctly quoted by the New Yorker," he said leaning forward in his chair to rest his elbows on the table. "You need to make dust or eat dust and I don't like eating dust. Once called the smartest man in the world, with too many of the so called financial wizards underestimating me, I left them all in my dust," he said with a laugh as if he was having a private joke.
An interesting man, a man of insightfulness, and a man of keen intellect, Jennifer eyed him with interest.
"You said there were others to blame. You said that you could name names. So tell me about the others responsible for the financial market crash," said Jennifer more interested in learning about him as he seemed interested in learning about her. "Please name some names. I'd like to know who some of the other who were responsible for the financial catastrophe."
* * * * *
He wrinkled his face and nodded at her as if about to tell her a secret.
"Truthfully, with people quick to blame the Republicans, the financial mess started with the Democrats. The financial meltdown began with President Clinton and his free-wheeling capitalism with the Gramm-Leach-Bliley Act, which repealed the Glass-Steagall Act of 1933."
He looked from Jennifer's to Michael's look of confusion before returning his look to Jennifer with an explanation.



"The Glass-Steagall Act was passed because of the '29 stock market crash. With Congress blaming the banks for the market crash even back then, basically, the act limited the financial activities between banks and security market firms. If that law had still been in place, none of this fiasco ever would have happened," he said. He waved his finger as if he was the banker standing in the middle of a monopoly board ordering all of the players to jail without passing 'Go' and collecting $200. "Banks and security market firms would have been unable to conspire with one another and be in collusion with one another."
Michael leaned forward in his chair.
"Wow," said Michael. "In hindsight, I guess that law was passed for a reason. Huh? "
Mr. Mozilo nodded his agreement to the simplicity of Michael's question.
"What the Gramm-Leach-Bliley Act did was to exempt credit-default swaps from government regulation. That relaxation of government control in effect was the silver bullet that loaded the gun," said Angelo. "Then, another nail in the financial market coffin, in '95, Clinton rewrote the Community Reinvestment Act. In principle the Act was a good thing but no matter their good intentions, as if the Act was a drug ready to be counteracted upon, there are always side and effects to everything and someone there to find that legal loophole and prey on the consumer."
Satisfied with the simplicity of his explanation without having to go in great details, he sat back in his chair and smiled.
"Wow," said Michael.
As soon as Michael showed his interest, Angelo continued with his explanation.
"Playing a big role in creating a permissive lending environment, the Act loosened the housing rules and pressured banks to lend to low-income neighborhoods," said Angelo looking from Jennifer to look at Michael before looking back at Jennifer. "Relaxed government, banking regulations and permissive lending is how we all got into this mess."
Seemingly bursting her bubble about her favorite president and about her preferred political party, Jennifer looked at Mr. Mozilo with interest.
"Now, that's something I didn't know about President Clinton," said Jennifer. "I'm sure his intentions were good and he was honorable. Who knew what more would happen with that Act than just lending money to the poor? The banks found their loophole to use that to their favor," said Jennifer.
Angelo laughed loudly.
"Good and honorable are not two words that I would use in personally describing Bill Clinton," said Angelo.
Impressed that his mother was getting the picture before he even did, Michael looked at his mother before looking at Mr. Mozilo. Angelo Mozilo gave Jennifer the same eye of appreciation with her being on the same page and with him not having to take the time to explain everything.
"It sounds like President Clinton was more for helping himself and his buddies than he was for helping the people," said Michael. "What else is new?"
Angelo shrugged his shoulders and gave Michael a knowing look before leaning forward in his chair as if he was about to divulge secret, government information.
"President Clinton's ex-budget director Franklin Delano Raines, Frank, as he preferred being called, was at the helm of Freddie Mac. He left the agency when after it was embroiled in an accounting scandal that made both Freddie Mac and Fannie Mae wards of the state," he said.
Michael shook his head with all the backroom deals that apparently happened behind the scenes.
"I guess it pays to give the President of the United States as a reference on your resume," said Michael with a laugh.
Angelo nodded his head in agreement.
"In the way that President Clinton was an undergraduate student at Georgetown University and then a graduate law student at Yale, both men attended Oxford. Only Frank graduated from Harvard Law School instead of Yale. Because of who he was and who he knew, he beat a class action lawsuit suing him to recover the lost funds of deceived investors. With him not totally aware of the happenings at Freddie Mac, ignorance is not an excuse of the law but in the case of Frank Raines, with him having far reaching power and influence, it was."
Angelo looked at his watch, before looking up at the sun. He was wearing a Patek Phillippe watch that probably cost him six figures, what most married middleclass people earn before taxes in two years of hard work.
"It's getting hot out here," said Angelo. "Will you join me for breakfast?"
Not wanting to speak for her son, Jennifer looked to Michael and he gave her a nod in the affirmative.
"I'd love to continue this discussion over breakfast," said Jennifer.
Angelo escorted Jennifer to the dining room with Michael following. He stopped to whisper something to his butler. Jennifer figured he had asked the butler to call the police but she was already there and invited inside, so she thought she'd make the most of her visit with Mr. Mozilo until the police arrived to escort her off of the property.
Instead of sitting at the opposite ends of the huge dining room table, as if having a boardroom meeting, Angelo had Jennifer and her son sit across from him. He looked from mother to son before looking back at Jennifer. He confidently sat in his chair as if he was about to begin a meeting of the board.
* * * * *
"Marion and Herb Sandler," he said as if they had just walked in the room. "They were worth billions. Marion is dead now but they both spent the later years of their lives as philanthropists. Most folks never heard of Marion and Herb Sandler and/or the bank they started, the World Savings Bank. They're the ones responsible for selling home loans with the option called ARM's, adjustable rate mortgages. An adjustable rate mortgages was the reason why you lost your house, no doubt," he said making eye contact with Jennifer. "They made hundreds of millions of dollars and made 2.3 billion when they sold their bank to Wachovia in 2006," said Angelo remaining quiet while his staff served Jennifer and her son breakfast.
"Now I'm really interested. Tell me more please," said Jennifer.
Angelo took a bite of his toast before speaking.
"Phil Gramm, the Chairman of the Senate Banking Committee from '95 to 2000 was the champion of financial deregulation. Deregulation is always good for people like me but always bad for people like you," he said with a little laugh. "He inserted a key provision in the 2000 Commodity Futures Modernization Act that exempted over-the-counter derivatives, such as credit-default swaps from regulation by the Commodity Futures Trading Commissions. In conjunction with the Gramm-Leach-Bliley Act and the Community Reinvestment Act, that was the start of the giant snowball rolling down the hill that took down Joe Cassano, the head of AIG, and that cost the United States 150 billion dollars thus far."
Jennifer's mouth fell open.
"Oh, my God. I never heard or read any of this. I never heard of any of these people," said Jennifer enthralled. "If I knew any of this was going on behind the scenes, I never would have bought a house. I would have waited and purchased a house for a fraction of the cost after the stock market and housing market crashed," she said.
Angelo shook his head in disagreement.
"Bankers, brokers, politicians, and lawyers paid reporters a lot of money to keep their names out of the newspapers," said Angelo. "Besides, with banks now gun shy and on their best behavior, dotting all of the I's and crossing all of the T's, good luck getting a mortgage after the market crashed. The party was over by then. Those real estate developers who had the cash in their pockets to buy properties for pennies on the dollar made billions," he said.
Michael looked at his mother wide-eyed.
"I don't believe this," he said. "This is so unbelievable."
They remained silent while waiting for Angelo to speak again.
"Alan Greenspan, the Federal Reserve Chairman, became a disciple of the Libertarian Icon, Ayn Rand, after he read Atlas Shrugged. The boy wonder, a financial genius, was the resident financial maestro, the monetary guru, and wizard of Wall Street and of the economy. Nonetheless his God given financial intellect as a super economist, he admitted that he had made a mistake in presuming that financial firms could regulate themselves," said Angelo laughing loudly. "Ha! A mistake? That's an understatement if ever I heard one. That was a monumental blunder." Angelo laughed out loud again. "That was a joke. That was like putting a fox in a henhouse and telling the farmer not to worry about his chickens."
Jennifer couldn't believe she was getting the inside dope on Alan Greenspan from Angelo Mozilo of all people.
"I always liked listening to Mr. Greenspan but I never figured him for being that naïve," said Jennifer.
Angelo stopped to take a bite of his breakfast before continuing.
"James, tell Martha that the eggs are delicious. Martha is my cook. I persuaded her to leave her job as a chef of a five star restaurant after she hurt her back and couldn't stand for long periods of time," said Angelo. "Now by suppling her with a high stool with wheels," he said with a chuckle, "she cooks exclusively for me."
Michael smiled.
"Normally, I don't eat eggs, but these eggs are good," said Michael.
Then, Jennifer smiled.
"Our compliments to the chef," said Jennifer to James. "This is the best breakfast I've ever eaten."
Angelo sat back in his chair again as if ready to give a speech on the state of the economy.
"Swooping in to take advantage of America's hunger for credit was another man you may have not heard mentioned. Wen Jiabao was the proxy of the Chinese government. As everyone is well aware, China was one of the primary dealers of credit to the United States Government. China held an estimated 1.7 trillion dollars in debt. Manipulating money markets behind the scenes, China was eager to control the value of its currency against the U. S. dollar," said Angelo.
Michael banged his fist on the table.
"Damn Chinese," said Michael. "I knew they were behind all of this. It's their fault that we lost our house."
Jennifer shot Michael a look before returning her focused attention to listen to Mr. Mozilo while eating her breakfast.
"Simplistically yes the Chinese should shoulder some of the blame but convolutedly no. As if Wen Jiabao was the shylock in Shakespeare's Merchant of Venus, the Chinese were the loan sharks from China," said Angelo with a laugh. "China was responsible for the devaluation of our dollar more than anyone but the American consumer is more to blame for demanding more and more inferior Chinese goods."
Jennifer shot Michael another look.
"Sorry, for my son's passionate outburst. Please continue, Mr. Mozilo."
Angelo raised a hand and waved it down showing that he had no problem with Michael's spirited outburst.
"Angelo. All my friends call me Angelo. Being that you're invited guest in my house, sitting at my table, and eating my food, we're friends. Please call me Angelo."
"Thank you, Angelo," said Jennifer. "Please tell us more."
Angelo closed his eyes for a moment as if taking a nap or falling in deep thought. Then, as soon as his eyes opened, his mouth opened too.
* * * * *
"Then, there was Christopher Cox, the ex-SEC chief. Ignoring repeated allegations of fraud, he chose not to investigate Bernard Madoff and hedge funds as a whole. Starting the fatal, financial failure falling, that one, illegal Ponzi scheme cost retirees and nonprofit organizations fifty billion dollars in losses. Able to nip things in the bud before they got out of hand, the SEC had the power to investigate investment houses such as, Lehman Brothers and Merrill Lynch for better disclosures and not following investment regulations and laws. Blaming limited SEC staff, Mr. Cox chose to close this eyes to such infractions."
Michael looked at his mother before addressing Angelo.
"Wow, who would have thought the SEC was to blame too," said Michael. "I always thought they were above all of that. I always thought that they were like the IRS of the financial market or the Supreme Court of investors' investments."
Angelo nodded his agreement to Michael.
"With plenty of blame to go around there were lots of CEO's on Wall Street who were to blame but none more than Jimmy Cayne of Bear Stearns. I'm not embarrassed or proud to tell you that I'm worth 600 million dollars," said Angelo with pride, "but Jimmy is worth nearly one billion dollars."
Michael whistled his appreciate as to how much money Mr. Mozilo was worth not to mention how much Jimmy Cayne was worth too.
"Wow," said Michael. "Damn. That's a lot of money."
Angelo sat back in his chair seemingly proud with his personal accomplishments and happy to confess all of this about his colleagues.
"Bear Stearns held 40 billion in mortgage bonds that they sold to JP Morgan. Sandy Weill's Citigroup was another big bank to blame. Meanwhile, the biggest culprit in this financial fiasco, was Kathleen Corbet of Standard & Poor. She slapped AAA seals of approval on the riskiest of the loans."
Jennifer shook her head back and forth.
"My God, such a mess," said Jennifer.
Michael nodded to his mother.
"It's as if once the ball was in motion, no one could stop it rolling downhill and taking people and companies with it before reaching the bottom in a gigantic crash," said Michael.
Angelo smiled a nod at Michael.
"It wasn't only America grabbing at the greed. Fred Goodwin of the Royal Bank of Scotland was a big player in overreaching what his bank could safely afford when he acquired ANB Amro. Another big player on the world stage was David Oddsson, Iceland's Prime Minister. He made his country an experiment in free-market economics by privatizing their three main banks. Then, when Iceland's economy soured, they had a macroeconomic meltdown. The IMF, the International Monetary Fund, had to step in after the currency lost more than half of its value," said Angelo seemingly knowing everything that economically happened in the world at the time.
Jennifer pushed the remainder of her breakfast away to concentrate on drinking her coffee while listening to the guru of mortgage banking taking control of the conversation. As if he was an oracle, and he was, and as if she was a student of finance, and she was, she only wished she had been privy to his wisdom before she spent all of her money on a house that was lost to foreclosure.
"Tell me more," said Jennifer sitting forward in her chair with interest.
Looking much like two high school freshmen in a sex education class, Michael sat forward in his chair too.
"Hedge funds were responsible for sloppy mortgage lending. John Devaney and other hedge fund managers bought up mortgages to thereby help make it possible for lenders to make questionable loans and then sell them. He actually told Money Magazine, "The consumer has to be an idiot to take on one of those adjustable rate mortgages weighted down with balloon payments and high interest, but it has been one of our best performing investments."
Michael nodded his head in agreement.
"Wow, we're a couple of idiots," said Michael with sadness.
Jennifer shook her head in disbelief.
"Lew Ranieri, was the father of mortgage-backed bonds in which home loans were packaged together by Wall Street firms and sold to institutional investors. He boasted that his mortgage trading desk made more money than all of the rest of Wall Street combined. The balloon burst when subprime borrowers started missing their payments. Then the mortgage market stalled and subsequently the bond prices collapsed," said Angelo. "Which is why they called them junk bonds," he said with a little laugh. "A better name would have been shit bonds."
Now it was Jennifer's turn to nod her head in agreement.
"That's us, a couple of idiots," said Jennifer. "We no longer could afford our mortgage when the adjustable rate moved it out of our financial reach."
Angelo seemingly looked sad for Jennifer's plight.
"The gorilla of Wall Street, as Dick Fuld was known, moved Lehman into subprime mortgages," said Angelo. "Bankrolling lenders, and with no one watching the henhouse but the fox, they made questionable loans to borrowers. Lehman took those loans and made them into bonds, junk bonds stamped with AAA rating by Standard and Poor that were nothing but toxic debt. Fuld earned $500 million in compensation during his tenure as CEO at Lehman."
Michael just sat there in shock.
"With the spotlight on Greenspan, Bush, and Paulson, and everyone blaming the collapse of Wall Street on them, I never heard of any of these people playing such a major role in the meltdown," said Michael.
Angelo nodded.
"The rich and powerful are always well insulated. Stan O'Neal, Merrill Lynch's CEO guided his company to create CDO's, collateralized debt obligations, which were primarily subprime mortgage bonds. With 41 billion dollars in subprime bonds, Merrill Lynch failed and just as they did with my bank, Bank of America swooped in to buy them too," said Angelo.
Now Jennifer looked angry after hearing the real story.
"This is so amazing hearing the inside scoop from the horse's mouth," said Jennifer doing her best to hide her anger. "Seemingly the one bank who made out was Bank of America."
Jennifer shook her head in disbelief.
"David Lereah, chief economist of the National Association of Realtors, was quoted as saying that the housing market is going to keep chugging on forever," said Angelo. "Regularly trumpeting the infallibility of the housing market, he chastised people for missing out on the housing boom in 2006. Then, changing his tune from a trumpet of joy to a bugle of warning, a year later in 2007, he was quoted as saying, "It appears we have established a bottom," said Angelo with a loud laugh.
Jennifer nodded in agreement.
"I was definitely caught up in that," confessed Jennifer. "My dream was to own my own home."
Michael seemed surprised by the enormity of the responsibility of all the players.
"Encouraging the housing boom, Burton Jablin, the programming czar of Scripps Networks, which owns HGTV, helped inflate the real estate bubble by developing programs such as, Designed to Sell, House Hunters, House Hunters International, My House is Worth What?, and Income Property. He not only gave the housing market gusto but also he gave it glamour," said Angelo.
"I faithfully watch House Hunters and House Hunters International every day," said Jennifer.
She smiled her innocent ignorance at Angelo.
"Homebuilders had much to do with the housing market collapse too. As CEO of Beazer Homes, Ian McCarthy had become the poster child for the worst behavior of homebuilders. His aggressive sales tactics and lies about borrowers' qualifications contributed to the economic housing meltdown.
"This is just so unbelievable," said Michael.
"Then, of course, there's President George W. Bush and his Secretary of the Treasury, Paulson. Bush is to blame because the meltdown of the economy happened on his watch. Secretary Paulson is to blame for allowing Lehman Brothers to fail and then for opening the doors of the Treasury to banks and insurance companies. With some of these corporations not repaying the government, he passed out billions of dollar without properly accounting for who got how much money," said Angelo laughing loudly again. "Can you imagine that knucklehead? I can't imagine that knucklehead passing out money like that. All he cared about was getting his tax free, 450 million dollar, golden parachute from Lehman Brothers before closing their doors."
"That's so unbelievable," said Jennifer echoing her son.
"What's even more unbelievable than Secretary of the Treasury, Henry Paulson, passing out billions for our tax money to his friends, is that no one went to jail. No one was even arrested. With this being the biggest robbery in the history of the United States, no one was even charged with a crime," said Angelo Mozilo. "Now that Feds are after me, just me and no one else."



Angelo's butler reappeared carrying a silver tray with a pen, a piece of paper, an envelope, and a business card. Angelo removed the piece of paper, the pen, the envelope, and the business card from the tray. He signed the paper, returned the pen to the tray, and stuffed the paper in the envelope along with the business card. He sealed the envelope closed with a lick before handing it to Jennifer.
"I'm sorry but I have a pressing appointment. Please don't open the envelope until you leave. I've given you what I thought was fair compensation for your house, for your time, and for your trouble," said Angelo standing and shaking both Jennifer's and Michael's hands. "Good luck to you both. I hope you can find it in your hearts to forgive me."
The butler escorted them out and locked the door behind them. Obeying him, she didn't open the envelope until they were in the truck. Figuring it was a check for a dollar or enough to buy a nice dinner, it was a cashier's check made out to her for one million dollars. Along with the cashier's check was a note that read, "The money is free and clear. Don't worry about the taxes. I'll take care of that for you. Your taxes on a million dollars would have been four hundred thousand dollars but it's just another charitable tax deduction for me."
To be continued...
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Mother and son rekindle their incestuous feelings by having sex on Christmas Eve.
Tired of California, Jennifer and her son moved east. They moved to Massachusetts, a place where they didn't know anyone and a place where no one knew them. With Jennifer dressing younger and her son dressing older, especially with him growing a beard, which his mother adored, they looked to be about the same age. Their plan, although not verbalized, was to pass themselves off as husband and wife instead of as mother and son. When out in public, he called her Jennifer instead of Mom and she called him Michael instead of referring to him as her son. With a million dollars to buy a house, a new truck for him, a new car for her, furniture and appliances for the house, and a new wardrobe of clothes for them, they were eager to start a new life in a new place.
A whirlwind of activity, Jennifer and Michael left everything behind including all of their possessions in storage. After depositing the check with Mr. Mozilo's banker, they bought two plane tickets on the first plane out and headed east. Armed with their debit cards, checkbook, and credit cards, their plan was to buy whatever they needed until they bought their new house and started their new life.
Mother and son abandoned their old pickup truck behind and hopped on a plane to Boston, Massachusetts. Until they bought their new house, they stayed overnight in motels instead of hotels to not blow through their money and bought clothes and food as they needed. Only, not duplicating that night where they slept in the same bed and had sex, every motel they rented had two beds. Every day they shopped, throughout the day they talked and laughed, and every night they slept by themselves without having sex. Seemingly, they were too excited about receiving a million dollars and over the prospects of buying a new house, a new truck, a new car, furnishing their home, and buying new clothes than to have sex.
With them barely able to make their mortgage payments before, with their adjustable rate mortgage sucking away every dollar they earned, neither one had bought anything new in years. The clothes they left behind were worn out and thread bare and were more rags than anything else. Even Good Will wouldn't want their old clothes. With them house poor before in trying to stay ahead of their adjustable rate mortgage, much of their furniture was old, hand me downs passed on by relatives who no longer needed the pieces or who had died. Some of their furniture was picked up, reclaimed, fixed up, and repaired after people left it out curbside for the trash. With them having everything of value with them, some jewelry, a watch, and old photographs taken when Michael was a boy, they wouldn't miss any of what they left behind.
Their goal was to be living in a house close to Boston by Christmas. Buying a new truck and a new car was the easy part. True to their word, finding a home and furnishing it was more difficult than they thought but with the both of them working together, they were in their new house by Christmas Eve. Only, with sex put on the backburner, with all that they've done in such a short amount of time, they were tired. They were exhausted. Forget about holding one another, hugging one another, cuddling one another, and spooning one another, after being out all day, day after day shopping, if they wanted to do anything at all, they just wanted to sleep.
* * * * *
"Mom?"
Michael looked at his mother with concern. The only time he called her Mom or mother now was when they were alone. Suddenly he was worried about his mother. Instead of her looking happy, she looked sad. This was Christmas and they were starting a new life together in a new house with all new furniture and appliances. He had a new truck and she had a new car. They both had a new and complete wardrobe of clothes.
"What?"
She looked at him preoccupied, as if she had been thinking about something. She was always preoccupied and thinking about something. In a new house in a good neighborhood in Boston, after buying two, brand new vehicles and shopping for a new wardrobe of clothes and shoes, he didn't understand why she'd be sad instead of being ecstatically happy.
"What's wrong?"
She sat across from him in their expansive, open floor plan living room. It was a beautiful house with a grand entrance, high ceilings and wood floors, except for the carpeted living room. A one-hundred-year-old house, the home had the original woodwork with lots of built-ins, pocket doors, china hutch, bookshelves, and even a fireplace with original beamed ceiling in the living room. They had a huge kitchen with plenty of storage, a big, center-island with shiny, white, quartz countertops, white cabinets, and high-end, Jenn-air, bronze appliances instead of stainless steel. He stared at her while wondering what the matter was.
"Wrong? There's nothing wrong," said Jennifer giving him a feigned smile.
She forced her son another sad, little smile. Looking so miserable, obviously, she was lying. Obviously, there was something wrong. She was like this every Christmas. Instead of being happy this time of year, she was sad. With her having so much history on those days, her birthday and holidays, Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Years were always depressing days for her.
In the way she looked so sad, she was a poster child who proved the notion that money can't buy happiness. Instead of celebrating their first Thanksgiving in their new home, it didn't help that they had their Thanksgiving Day dinner in a restaurant. Living six, long cramped weeks in a motel room, they hadn't close yet with the bank until a week before Christmas. Once they finally moved in their new house and received all of their new furnishings, he had hoped that the change in scenery, along with the new vehicles and new clothes, would brighten her mood in the way it did his.
"Suddenly you look so sad," said Michael knowing there was something wrong and not letting his mother off the hook until she told him what it was.
With the fireplace crackling and creating the mood in the background, the soft, white light from the Christmas tree gave her an airbrushed look of how a model looks in a high fashion magazine photo. So busy buying the truck, the car, shopping for houses, buying furniture, appliances, and clothes, he forgot how truly beautiful she was. As if she was a model in Architectural Digest, she so stunning to see. When he was out and about with her, taking her for granted, he sometimes doesn't realize how truly lucky he is to have a mother who looks like her.
She was so sexy. She was so shapely. She was so pretty. Yet, still struggling with his forbidden feelings that he had for his mother and with the guilt associated with them having incestuous sex, he wished she wasn't his mother but his lover.
He looked over at her not understanding why someone who looked like her was alone. He didn't understand why someone who looked like her didn't have a man in her life and a steady boyfriend. He didn't understand why his mother didn't remarry again. She doesn't even date.
With him having a penchant for older woman, if she wasn't his mother, he'd date her. Even if she wasn't his mother, but a cougar he picked up at a bar or met in a supermarket, he'd do her. As fortunate as it was unfortunate, it was too bad that she was his mother. It was too bad that incest had gotten in the way of their brief relationship of sex to cloud their feelings of love, desire, and passion for one another.
Before, he could only imagine what it would feel like to have sex with someone who looked like her. Now that he knew what it was like to have sex with someone who looked like her, he'd love to have sex with her again. Before, he could only imagine what it would feel like to have sex with his mother. Now that he knew what it was like to have sex with his mother, he'd love to have sex with his mother again.
"I do? I'm sorry. It's just the letdown after all of the shopping and the excitement of buying the truck, the car, this house, the furniture, the appliances, and all of those clothes and shoes," she said with a sigh. Then she gave him a warm smile that made him want to take her in his arms and kiss her. "I was just thinking about past Christmases that we had in California but now with us here in Massachusetts, I don't know where I am," she said looking at him to give him a laugh. "As if I'm living in a foreign country, nothing is familiar."
She looked as if she was about to cry. Instead of being happy, she looked so sad. He wanted to run to her and hold her. He wanted to hug her and kiss her in the way he did that night in that motel room. Now knowing what she was thinking about, what she always thinks about this time of year, every year, he needed to acknowledge the elephant in the room to eradicate it.
"You were thinking about Dad again, weren't you?"
His father had been gone years but she still thinks of him, more around the holidays than any other time. Why? If anyone should think of his father, he should but he doesn't after his father didn't think enough of him to see him or even send him a birthday or Christmas card. Even after she stripped off her clothes to stand naked before him and even after she fucked and sucked him, Michael wished his mother thought of him in the way that she sometimes thinks of his father.
"Yes," she said obviously trying to look happy instead of sad by giving him a little, pitiful smile.
Her sad, little smile wasn't fooling him one bit. He could see that she was hurting. At a time when she was the most vulnerable, he hoped that she'd consume enough wine for him to take sexual advantage of her in the way that she took sexual advantage of him in that seedy motel room in California. That night, that magical night, that memorable night, and that unforgettable night, they didn't even need alcohol to strip off their clothes and have sex with one another. It was mother and son against the world and as if they solidified their mother and son relationship with sex, they took their connection to an even higher level.
If only an inadvertent up skirt peek of her white, bikini panties or a down blouse flash of her bra and cleavage, he needed that to make him think that his mother was deliberately flashing him and sexually teasing him. He needed to believe that she was deliberately flashing him for him to masturbate over later tonight when he was in his room alone and she was in her room alone. With her seemingly acting as if they didn't have sex, he needed her flashing him to relieve the incestuous lust that he had for his mother and the sexual frustration he now felt with her acting so distant.
With the sexual tension between them palpable, he needed something from her to not only rekindle that incestuous lust she had for him several weeks ago but also for her to jumpstart their incestuous affair. As he was before they had sex, with him afraid to make the first move, he needed her to make the first move again. Once, she showed him that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, he'd make all the moves thereafter. Once she showed him that she wanted to live as man and woman and wanted them to live boyfriend and girlfriend or as husband and wife instead of mother and son, he'd welcome her back with opened arms.
"C'mon Mom, it's Christmas Eve. Cheer up. You should be happy and not sad," he said. "I won't allow the memory of your cheating husband, the man who dumped you for some twenty-something-year-old slut, to spoil our fun and ruin another holiday. We've come full circle. We've come such a long way in such a short time. We need to celebrate."
Only, what his idea of a celebration and what her idea of a celebration may be something completely different. Whereas she was content being preoccupied in thought, he wanted to celebrate their new house by christening it with sex. He thought that once they were out of that motel room and in their new home, they'd be sexually intimate again. Only instead of living like a man and woman, a boyfriend and girlfriend, or as husband and wife, they were back to living like a mother and son. As if the sex never happened between them, with her flashing him her panties in up skirts and her cleavage and bra with down blouses, they were back to playing sexually frustrating games of tickle and tease.
She was wearing her new, short skirt that she bought just the other day. She didn't want to buy it because it was too short, so short, but he talked her into buying it. He loved the skirt because it hugged and flattered her well-formed ass while showing off her, sexy, shapely legs. She nearly didn't buy it when she came out of the dressing room to show him and saw herself in the mirror. As if she was a twenty-something-year-old going to a club instead of a morally, modest, mature mother of an adult son, her skirt came to mid-thigh.
"How will I ever sit in this skirt without flashing you or anyone sitting across from me my panties," she said with an embarrassed albeit sexually excited laugh.
Now with his mother sitting across from him after giving him a sexy image of her knees parted just enough for him to see her white, bikini panties, he looked at her with incestuous lust. Hoping to see more of her, he continued looking at her in the way that he used to look at her before he saw her in her underwear, topless, and naked. He continued looking at her in the way that he used to her before they had sex. He looked at her with incestuous lust. He looked at her with suppressed sexual passion and desire. He looked at her with sexual frustration. He looked at her while imagining his mother flashing him her panties every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs.
"It's nothing that I haven't seen before Mother," he said with a dirty laugh while purposely hoping to jog her memory of him already seeing her in her underwear.
'Hello? I've already seen you in your bra and panty,' he wanted to say but didn't. 'I've already seen you topless. I've already seen you naked. We already had sex. Remember? I licked you and fucked you and you fucked me and sucked me.'
He wanted to say all of those things to her but he didn't. Not wanting to embarrass her or make her feel uncomfortable, especially on a day that she was obviously feeling so sad, he kept his thoughts to himself. Only surprising him, instead of her reacting favorably to his inappropriate comment and playing along with him, she acted as if they had never been sexually intimate. She acted as if he had never seen her in her sexy underwear, topless, and/or naked.
In the way she used to act before they were incestuously sexually and forbiddingly intimate, she acted embarrassed. She acted awkwardly uncomfortable. Yet, his inappropriate comment didn't stop her from buying the short skirt or from wearing it in front of him. His inappropriate comment about having already seen her panties didn't stop her from flashing him her panties.
* * * * *
Later that evening, as if complicit in her flashing him, the material of the chair clung to her skirt as if the chair was covered in corduroy and her skirt was a static filled balloon. The hem of her skirt raised itself higher with her every movement. With her continually tugging at her skirt in her feeble attempts to pull the hem of her skirt further down to deny him a voyeuristic view of her panties, the material of the chair continued to raise her skirt until the hem was only a few inches below her crotch. Ready and waiting to see a flash of her panties, his mother was deliberately or inadvertently showing him a prolonged and continued view of her panties. Until she crossed her legs, she was showing him a lot of her shapely thighs and a nice view between her legs.
He loved his mother's legs. Whenever he saw as much of his mother's legs as he was seeing now, he wanted to fall between her shapely thighs and eat her. He wanted to remove her panties and finger her pussy while licking her pussy. He wanted to bury his face in his mother's cunt. Glad that she wasn't wearing pantyhose, just panties, he hated pantyhose. In the same way that he hated padded bras that spoiled him from seeing the impressions of erect nipples, spoiling all of his voyeuristic fun, they should castrate whatever gay designer who invented padded bras and pantyhose.
Nearly forgetting what it was like to have his sexual way with his mother, he could only imagine what it would feel like to run his hands up her short skirt while feeling her smooth, shapely legs. With neither of them needing alcohol before to become sexual intimate and incestuously connected, he wondered if they need alcohol now to revitalize their incestuous, sexual relationship. He wondered if they were both drunk enough, if his mother would allow him to feel her legs from her shapely ankles all the way up to her sexy hips and in between her shapely thighs to Nirvana. How sexy would that be to slowly run his horny hands all the way up her legs? How sexually hot would that be to cup, feel, and finger her pussy through her panty?
Still, their relationship was much different now than it was before they had sex. As if they were married for years, they were closer and more comfortable with one another now. In the way that she was now so at ease around him and with him always looking to see what he shouldn't see of her, fortunately for him, she routinely albeit inadvertently flashed him up skirts and down blouses. As if they had returned to the way they were before having sex, her flashing him whether deliberate or inadvertently was teasingly and enticingly hot. From the time he turned 18-years-old, he was interested in having incestuous sex with his mother. Always horny and sexually frustrated, with no other woman in his life and on his mind but his MILF of a mother, now that they were done with their shopping adventures, his sexual thoughts turned more to her.
Somehow their relationship changed when they moved to Boston. As if they were a newlywed couple on their Honeymoon in that motel room in California, they were like an old, married couple living in their new house now. While looking for a house in Boston, they slept in separate beds in the motel. With her getting dressed and undressed in the bathroom, he hadn't seen as much as his mother's bra strap since that fateful night when she stripped herself naked in front of him.
Other than to hug his mother and kiss her on her cheek, in the way that any loving son would appropriately hug and respectfully kiss his mother, he hasn't inappropriately touched his mother and she hasn't inappropriately touched him. In the way he was lusting over her before they had sex, he was dying to stick his tongue in his mother's mouth and French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes. Now, with them living on the other side of the country where no one knows that they're mother and son, he was hoping they'd live as man and woman, boyfriend and girlfriend, or even as husband and wife.
Now that they moved into their new house, with them sleeping in separate bedrooms, he'd love nothing more than for them to share a bedroom. He'd love nothing more for his mother to parade around him in her sexy bra and panties in the way she did in the motel room. With her naked beneath it, he'd love nothing more for his mother to wear a sexy nightgown in the morning and again at night without the modesty of wearing a bathrobe. He'd love nothing more than to see his mother topless again. He'd love nothing more than to see her big, shapely breasts, her nipples, and her areolas. He'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked. He'd love nothing more than to see her round, firm ass, and her trimmed, dark brown pussy.
"Sorry, I guess I am a little sad," she admitted. She took a soulful breath while staring in the fire and before returning her focus to him. "Long ago, before we were married, I used to celebrate Christmas Eve with your father. In the way you and I are now, we were friends, best friends back then. The time when we exchanged gifts, Christmas Eve was our special evening to ourselves before we celebrated Christmas with the rest of our families," she confided in him as if he was her priest or her psychiatrist instead of her son.



"He's gone Mother. He's with another woman, a woman half his age, and a woman young enough to be his daughter," said Michael trying to make her see what an asshole her husband was for leaving her for a child.
She looked at him as if she was about to cry. She looked at him as if he was being cruel for saying what he did. She looked at him as if to say that she still loved his father, her ex-husband.
"I still miss him," she said looking up at her son with sad eyes. "He would have loved this house, your new truck, and my new car." She wrapped her hands around her wine glass as if it was a warm, coffee mug and her hands were cold. "Don't you miss your father Michael?"
If this woman was any woman other than his mother, ready to make his move, this was the time that he'd take her in his arms to hold her, hug her, and comfort her before kissing her. While kissing and kissing her, French kissing her, this is the time he'd be feeling her through her clothes before stripping off her clothes. If this was any woman other than his mother, he'd be feeling her big breasts through her blouse while fingering her nipples through her bra. He'd be reaching around behind her to feel her shapely ass through her short skirt and bikini panty. He'd move his hand up her thigh to cup her pussy though her panty while fingering her pussy slit through the soft, cotton material of her white, bikini panties.
With him ready, willing, horny, and sexually frustrated, this is the time that he'd be having incestuous sex with his mother. Only, seemingly she wasn't ready to rekindle their incestuous, sexual relationship. Maybe she'd never be ready for that again. Maybe a onetime thing, once was enough to satisfy her curiosity and her sexual lust for him. Maybe she was feeling as guilty as he was.
"Miss him? I hardly knew him." He made a face as if he had just vomited in his mouth. "No, I don't miss my father," said Michael looking down at the carpet with disgust while shaking his head from side to side. "I'm glad he's gone. He was never much of a father to me. When he wasn't working, he was out drinking and cheating on you. Even now, he doesn't think enough of me to call me, e-mail me, send me a card, a gift for my birthday and/or Christmas, or come visit me. He could be dead for all that I know," he said with as much anger as he spoke with sadness.
No doubt happy to have his mother all to himself, he was glad that the big rooster was evicted from the henhouse and the proud peacock was still here with her. There was room for only one bull in this cow patch. If his father was still with his mother, she never would have stripped off her clothes in front of him. She never would have had incestuous sex with him. As if erotically teasing him and sexually enticing him, she never would have been sitting across from him flashing him her panties. His mother was his very own Mrs. Robinson.
"You didn't know him in the way that I did Michael. To you, he was just your father. To me, he was my friend, my best friend, my lover, my husband, my companion, and my life," she said looking as if she was about to cry again. "He was a wonderful man back then when I first met him, before he started drinking, staying out late, and cheating on me," she said. "Sometimes I wonder if it was all my fault. Maybe I didn't give him enough sex. Maybe I could have given him more sex," she said thinking that him cheating on her and leaving her for a younger woman was her fault.
He looked at his mother as if she was nuts.
"I don't know how you can blame yourself for Dad's drinking and infidelity being that he was an adult and the one in control of his own life," said Michael acting like the adult by accepting his role as the head of the household. "I don't know how you can possibly blame yourself for him leaving you for a younger woman.
Suddenly a shower of happiness returned to her face and she gave him the same sexy smile that she gave him that night when they were in the motel room back in California.
"Actually it's comforting to hear you say that when my only sounding board left me for another woman," she said, "a younger woman at that. Not very good for my ego and my self-confidence, there was no way that I could compete with a woman ten years my junior."
Seemingly, with her vulnerable in the way that he was vulnerable on Halloween night, his mother was ripe for the taking.
"Well I'm here for you now mother," said Michael. "I'm not going anywhere, that is, unless there's a choir of Playboy Bunnies singing Christmas carols out our front door and asking me to join them," he said with a laugh.
She laughed too.
"Yes you are here for me now and I wouldn't hold you back from joining the choir of Playboy Bunnies should they appear at our front door. I may even strip off my top and join them," she said laughing. "Imagine what our new neighbors would think of me frolicking in the snow topless while singing Christmas songs."
He suddenly envisioned his mother topless and going house to house singing Christmas carols with her tits exposed and her nipples as erect as his cock was beginning to grow now. With his favorite game voyeurism, he'd love to flash his mother's tits to other men. With his mother standing in her underwear and topless before striping herself naked, maybe her favorite game is exhibitionism. How hot would that be for a voyeuristic man to be with an exhibitionistic women? He'd love for other men to know how lucky he is to have a mother who looks like her.
"I'd pay to see that," he said with a dirty laugh.
Where she would have played along with him before, she changed the subject now.
"Alas, even though I still have you with me now," she reached out her hand to squeeze his knee and when she did, her knees parted enough to give him a prolonged flash between her legs of her white, bikini panties. She gave him a long, heated, sexual look that culminated in her sliding a slow tongue over her full lips.
'Oh, my God,' he thought to himself while imagining his mother sucking his cock again while staring up at him with her big, green, beautiful eyes.
"I won't have you for long when some woman makes you her man," she said pausing before speaking again as if talking to herself. "Yet, even though it's been years since we were together, Christmas isn't the same without your father in my life and without a man in my bed, but you're my man now," she said smiling widely.
'What? He was her man now? What did she mean by that?'
As if she was speaking in code, he wondered what she meant by that remark. He couldn't help but imagine being her man and being in bed with his mother again. He couldn't help but imagine being in bed naked with his mother again. He couldn't help but imagine his mother naked and in bed with him again. He couldn't help but imagine having sex with his mother again. He couldn't help but imagine holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her while they were both naked. Naked, naked, naked, he wished he was in bed naked again with his naked mother.
With his mother giving him the image that he was her man, he couldn't help but imagine licking her pussy while fingering her pussy and while reaching up his hand to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples. He couldn't help but imagine making sweet love to his mother again before fucking his mother hard again. He'd love nothing more than to pile drive her pussy with his cock. He couldn't help but imagined her staring up at him with her big, green eyes while sucking his cock and allowing him to cum in her mouth again and watching her swallow his cum.
Not knowing what else to say to comfort her, he was unable to shake the incestuous thoughts, sexual images, and forbidden feelings that she gave him again and that he had for her. If she was any other woman other than his mother, wishing he could, he would have taken this as his cue to kiss her, French kiss her. Only, just as he was afraid to French kiss her the first time, as if they had never been incestuously sexual together, he was afraid to kiss her again now. Not wanting to ruin their new life together, instead, he looked at his mother while sipping his wine and getting angry by all that she said about missing his father.
The only things he remembered about his father were the bad things. He remembered how he made his mother cry. He remembered all the fighting and the arguing they did. A continuation of the same argument every damn day, they argued in the morning before his father went to work and again that evening when he came home from work. Their arguing was his father's excuse to leave the house and slam the door shut behind him. Their arguing was his father's excuse to drink and cheat on his mother.
Weekends were a blessing as his father was never around. There was always a big poker game somewhere at someone house, or so he said. Invitations to go places with his father were never extended. He never took him bowling, to a ballgame, or to the park. He never even spent the time with him to throw a ball in the backyard.
By the time he was off to college, his father was long gone. He had been gone for years by then. For sure, no doubt the reason why he takes her side, spending more alone time with her, he was much closer to his mother than he ever was with his father. Now, it's as if he never even had a father. He only wished she felt the same way and felt as if she never had a husband. He wanted and needed her to think of him as her husband, her boyfriend, and her lover.
"Honestly mother, I don't know how you can miss the man. He was such a bastard in the way he treated you. He was such a pig for taking up with that young whore from his office who was young enough to be his daughter. I don't understand why he'd leave you for her," said Michael meaning what he said.
"You're right," she said. "I know you're right."
If only his mother would have him sexually, he'd never leave his mother for any women.
"He's nothing more than a pig for taking up with a woman nearly half his age and who was my age then that I am now. Other than sex, I don't understand what a 36-year-old man would see in a 22-year-old woman. How could they even have a conversation? Now with him 46-years-old and her 32-years-old, I'm surprised he hasn't dumped her. I'm surprised she hasn't dumped him," he said not even knowing if they were still together or not.
She looked at him acknowledging what he said about his father with some insight.
"I know and you're right. I get it now after all of these years. For him to treat me like that was wrong, so very wrong," she said with sadness.
He looked at her wondering why she was even here with him instead of attending some Christmas party at a nightclub with a man. She didn't even have anything planned for New Year's Eve. Her excuse was that all of her friends were back in California but when she lived there, she never went out anywhere either. Imagining dancing with her and having a good time with her, he was tempted to ask her out on a night on the town for New Year's Eve. Only until he found a good paying job, he didn't have any extra money to go anywhere and to do anything.
After they spent a big chunk of money on the house, the furnishings, the new car, the new truck, and all the new clothes, just as his mother didn't want to, he didn't want to blow through all of their money either. They put a one hundred thousand, 20% down payment on a five hundred thousand dollar house. Then, financing the cars at zero percent interest, they put 10% down payments on a car and truck worth $90,000 retail. After spending $55,000 on furniture and appliances and another seven thousand dollars on clothes, shoes, and outer for the winter weather that they have in Boston that they didn't have in California, they had $836,000 left of the one million dollars.
Leaving them $86,000, more than enough money to live through the year and pay their bills, they invested $750,000 of that money with Angelo Mozilo's banker. With a million dollars a small fortune but with neither one of them working yet, between the mortgage payment, monthly expenses, and the new vehicle payment, they'd be slowly chipping away at their savings. At least with their investments, they'd always have a cushion. And with Angelo's banker getting them a fair mortgage, they'd never lose their house to foreclosure again.
"You need to go out more Mother. You need to meet someone. You need to forget about him and move on with your life. He's never coming back," he said pausing while looking to see what reaction his words had on her. "As if he died and you're a widow, you spent enough time mourning the loss of him. You need to date. You need to meet a nice man and marry again," he said.
She made a sour face.
"I know you're right Michael but sometimes, especially when I'm feeling sad and lonely, my head and my heart go in opposite directions. "Too preoccupied thinking about him, where he is and what he's doing, I'm not ready to have a relationship with another man, not just yet," she said slowly shaking her head while looking out the window to watch the snow silently fall. "At least we're going to have a white Christmas," she said changing the subject with a smile. "We never had white Christmases in California.
He looked out the window with his mother while watching the snow falling.
"We're going to need to buy a shovel," he said with a laugh, "and a snow blower with the long driveway that we have."
As if seeing her for the first time and in a new light of sadness and vulnerability, he looked at her as if seeing her more as a potential love match for some man instead of looking at her as his mother. Suddenly feeling jealous, he didn't want another man kissing and pawing his mother. He didn't want another man having sex with his mother when he wanted to have sex with her again and again. Still, with his commonsense getting the better of his incestuous thoughts, he prevailed in trying to fix up his mother with someone.
"Maybe you should try online dating," he said. "I can help you make your profile. I'll even take some sexy pictures of you to post."
Suddenly images of his mother in all manners of undress filled his head, heightened his libido, and hardened his cock. He wouldn't mind taking some sexy, cheesecake photos of his mother. He wouldn't mind her stripping down to her bra and panties in front of him again for him to photograph her in her sexy underwear. He wouldn't mind her removing her bra in the way she removed her bra in the motel room Halloween night. He'd love nothing more than to take a dozen photos of her in her sexy underwear and of her topless. He'd love nothing more than to take a dozen photos of her tits.
Then, making himself deliriously dizzy with incestuous thoughts, he'd love to photograph his mother naked. He imagined her posing her naked body for him to photograph. He imagined her sitting on the couch with her legs spread wide open. Turning one way before turning the other, he imagined her bending at the waist to touch her toes while flashing him plenty of her pink pussy. Only, what dating site, other than a pornographic dating site would post such sexually explicit photos. Moreover, his mother would never pose for such sexually explicit photos nor would she ever allow him to take photos of her in her underwear, never mind topless and/or naked.
As soon as he offered to take some sexy photos of his mother for her online dating profile, dizzy with incestuous desire for his mother, he couldn't help but think of her wearing one of her short, low cut, sexy nightgowns with nothing else underneath. Lighting up her nearly transparent nightgown with his camera flash to make it virtually see-through, he'd love to have a photograph of his nearly naked mother for fodder when he masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with her. If only taking sexy photos of her for himself, continuing his sexual fantasy, he imagined her standing before his camera wearing only her panty and bra.
'Wow! How hot would that be to photograph her in her underwear?' Then, he imagined her topless before imagining her naked. 'Wow! That's even hotter to photograph her topless and naked' he thought.
As if she was a Playboy model, he imagined her removing her bra to cup her breasts with her hands while he took dozens of photos of her topless body. He imagined lifting her naked breasts in the palm of her hands as if offering her breasts to him to touch, feel, fondle, and suck. He wondered if she'd allow him to photograph her topless and/or nude, face down on the couch or face up on the rug, strictly for artistic purposes, of course. Falling for that line, he imagined posting naked photos of her online for all men to see how truly beautiful his mother is without her clothes.
'Nah, she'd never go for any of that. She'd never allow me to take such sexy photos of her never mind post such sexy photos of her online,' he thought to himself.
Artistic purposes his ass. Who's he kidding? Yet, it was enough for him to think of his mother posing for him in her underwear, topless, and/or naked while he took picture after picture of her in all manner of undress.
He'd love to see his mother in her underwear again. He'd love to see his mother topless again. He'd love to see his mother naked again. If ever he saw his mother in her bra and panty, topless, and/or naked again, he didn't know if he could control himself from touching her and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother.
"Online dating?" She looked at him as if he was nuts, drunk, or both. "I'd never post my profile online with all of those creepy and perverted men out there who'd contact me for sex. I'd never allow you to post any sexy cheesecake photos of me either," she said with a sexy laugh. "With all of the invasive practices our government does with reading people's private e-mails that float continuously through the Cloud, I'd never post my photos online either. They'd be there forever for everyone to hack and to see."
He imagined e-mailing his mother as if he was a man interested in dating her. He imagined his mother falling in love with his anonymous self through his sexy and romantic e-mails. Writing erotic correspondence back and forth, he wondered if he could persuade her to send him topless and/or naked photos of herself while he pretended that he was an interested suitor.
"Not every man out there is a creep and/or a pervert Mom," he said with a laugh while knowing that he was a creep and a pervert.
When it came to wanting to see his mother in her sexy underwear, topless and/or naked, especially when it came to wanting to see his mother topless and/or naked, he was just as much of a creep and a pervert as was the next guy.
"What about you?"
She looked at him with sexual interest in the way that he was looking at her with sexual interest. He looked at her with confusion.
"What about me what?"
She gave him a cat that just ate the canary smile.
"Why don't you post an online profile looking to date someone? Why don't you write a profile of yourself and I'll take some sexy, beefcake photos of you in your underwear," she said with a sexy look and a dirty laugh.
He wouldn't mind doing that. He wouldn't mind his mother taking some sexy beefcake photos of him in his underwear. He'd even pose for her while in his underwear. He'd even remove his underwear to pose for her naked and for her to photograph his cock.
"Mom? Eww! Gross, that's so gross," he said feigning his disgust.
Actually, especially if he had an erection, and no doubt he would have an erection while posing for his mother in his underwear or naked, he'd love to pose for his mother in his underwear. No doubt, as soon as he removed his pants, he'd have an erection. No doubt, with her staring at his underwear clad body in the way he had stared at her underwear clad body, he'd definitely have an erection. Wondering if she'd ask him to pose naked, tit for cock, he'd pose naked for her and allow her to take naked photos of him if she'd pose naked for him and allow him to take naked photos of her too. Yet, even if she didn't pose naked for him, he'd still pose naked for her.



"Oh, don't be so modest. You don't have anything that I haven't seen before," she said with another laugh. "Actually, you don't have anything that I haven't touched, stroked, sucked, and fucked before," she said with a dirty albeit sexy laugh.
Maybe the wine was getting to his mother but not believing that their dialogue was going anywhere but to sexually frustrate him, he changed the subject.
"After I'm gone to live with or marry a woman, you can't stay here alone and wither away Mom. Everyone needs someone in their life. You're still young. You still have lots of life to live and a lot of love to give to someone," he said. "You need to live your life Mom. There are lots of good men out there who would love to have someone like you in their lives," he said cringing at the thought of his mother in the arms of another man.
As crazy as the thought was, he wished he could live with his mother forever as a man and woman, as boyfriend and girlfriend, or as husband and wife instead of as mother and son. Not ever needing another woman to sexually satisfy him, having sex with her every night and every morning, how hot would that be to have his mother sexually in his life? How hot would that be to take his mother as his wife? Happily living together as a married couple forever and forsaking all others until the day they die, he would if she would.
"After all of these years, your father leaving me and rejecting me for someone younger has finally opened my eyes. He left me for a 22-year-old woman when I was 32-years-old. Now, that I'm 42-years-old woman, him leaving me for her still hurts. Yet, helping me, you finally opened my eyes by making me feel sexy, beautiful, and loved."
He looked at his mother as if she was a beauty queen and to him she certainly was.
"Don't you ever doubt that for a minute. You are beautiful and sexy. And I love you," he said but in the way that a man loves a woman and not in the way that a son loves his mother.
Again, if this was any other woman other than his mother, he'd be all over her. He'd be holding her, hugging her, and kissing her, French kissing her, while feeling her through her clothes. While looking at her sitting across from him in her blouse and short skirt, now that he knows what she looks like in her sexy underwear, he imagined her sitting across from him in her low cut bra and white, bikini panties. Now that he knows what she looks like topless, he imagined her sitting across from him topless. Now that he knows that she looks like naked, he imagined her sitting across from him naked.
"Thank you, Michael," she said but in the way that a mother loves her son and not in the way that a woman loves a man.
Yet, in a weak and vulnerable moment, after she lost her house to foreclosure and was forced to live in a seedy motel room with him, she did strip off her clothes. Sexually teasing him and erotically enticing him, she paraded around him in her panty and bra. Then, not expecting her to do that, she removed her bra. She showed him her tits, her areolas, and her nipples. She showed him her topless body and then, stripping off her panties too, she showed him her naked body too.
Even more than the sexy striptease show she willingly gave him, she had sex with him. His mother gave him incestuous sex. He had incestuous sex with his mother. He fucked his mother and she fucked him. He licked his mother and she sucked him. He gave his mother and orgasm and she allowed him to ejaculate his cum in her mouth.
"So, why didn't you date or remarry?"
He looked at her as if he was talking to a woman he met in a bar.
"Never taking the time to consider my feelings, my life was always about your father. I just figured that if all men were like him in that regard, then I wasn't eager to live my life with another man. I'd rather be alone," she said. "It's not so bad."
She looked at him to give him a brave smile.
"I would think that it would be lonely for you without having someone to love," he said with him feeling lonely with him not having anyone love but for his mother.
He looked at her with a face full of sexual frustration.
"As long as I still have you in my life, I'm happy being alone and not having to cook, clean, and cater to a man's whims and needs. It's different catering to your whims and needs," she said with a little laugh. "You're my son, my blood, and I love you." Then, she said what he was hoping she'd say. "I'd rather live my life with you than with any man."
Damn, playing right into his thoughts, he wondered if she'd live forever with him in the way that he wished he could live forever with her.
"He's gone now Mom. He's not returning. He's never coming back," said Michael obviously happy by that thought. "Not all men are insensitive and selfish pigs. There are a lot of good men out there who aren't married, lying, cheating bastards," he said while thinking of himself as being single and available should his mother want him.
Only, in the way that he was sexually and incestuously thinking about his mother, with the apple not falling far from the tree, he was as much of a pig as was his father. Every time he looked at her, undressing her with his eyes, he thought of having forbidden, incestuous sex with is mother. Every time he looked at his mother, he thought of her in her underwear, topless, and/or naked. Every time he looked at his mother, he thought of kissing her, French kissing, her while feeling her through her clothes before stripping her naked.
Now that he had sex with her once, he thought of having sex with her again. Now that he had eaten her pussy, every time he looked at his mother, he thought of fingering her pussy while licking her pussy. Now that he had made love to his mother, every time he looked at his mother, he thought of making love to his mother. Now that he had fucked his mother, every time he looked at his mother, he thought of fucking his mother. Now that he gave his mother an orgasm with his mouth, his fingers, and his cock, he wanted to give her another orgasm. Now that his mother blew him, every time he looked at his mother, staring longingly at her full, soft lips, he thought of her sucking him, him cumming in her mouth, and her swallowing his cum.
"I know," she said with sadness while staring in her wine glass as if reading her fortune in a cup of tea. "Yet, now that I'm older, especially with me having enough money to live on, I don't need a man to make me happy, really I don't. Been there and done that, so long as I still have you in my life, even for just short visits, I'm happy being alone," she said.
Falling in pensive again, she looked sad again.
"Only," she said with a long pause before continuing. Then, as if she was talking to herself, she said softly, "I'd miss having sex. I like having sex," she said before falling quiet. Then, as if he had scripted her to say the words, she said what he wanted her to hear. "I loved having sex with you," she said staring up at him with her big, green eyes.
Such a waste of a good woman, he couldn't imagine his mother without a man in her life. He couldn't imagine his mother living without sex. He couldn't imagine him never again having sex with her. If she found someone else, no doubt always wishing it was him intimately with her, he'd be jealous of her lover, whoever he was. Yet, in the way she was looking at him, he wondered if she was thinking what he was thinking. He wondered if she was thinking about having sex with him in the way that he was thinking about having sex with her. Obviously, for her to say that she loved having sex with him, she was thinking about having sex with him.
"Everyone should have someone in their life, Mom," he said while wanting to say so much more.
It pained him to imagine his mother kissing, French kissing, another man while he felt her beautiful body through her clothes. Already possessively jealous, it pained him to think of his mother stroking and sucking on another man's cock. It pained him to think of some man on top of her and making love to her. It made him mad with jealousy to think of another man pounding her pussy while fucking his mother and giving her an orgasm in the way that he gave her an orgasm.
"I'm grateful for the small things in life. I'm grateful for the fire," she said looking at the fireplace. "I'm grateful for this house," she said looking around the living room. "I'm grateful for you returning home after graduating college to live with me albeit temporarily until you find your own place," she said giving him a warm smile. "I got everything and he got nothing but his freedom from us. He not only walked away from me but also he walked away from you too. What kind of man would walk away from his son?"
They stared at one another until Michael spoke.
"A man who never loved you. A man who never loved us. A man who never loved me," said Michael.
"Now that you mention it, even years later, I'm still sad and I'm still angry over the divorce and I don't know why, other than I'm lonely."
Hoping that it was confused in the translation, perhaps her definition of lonely was horny and sexually frustrated. He wondered if his mother was horny in the way that he was always horny. He wondered if she sexually fantasized about having sex with him in the way that he always sexually fantasied about having sex with her. He wondered if his mother masturbated. He wondered if his mother masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with him in the way that he masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with her. Seemingly now that they had sex, he was even more sexually frustrated now than he ever was before.
* * * * *
Michael was forever horny, especially when alone with his mother in the way that he was now. As if she was a celebrity on stage, and he was an audience member, he watched her slowly and sexily cross her shapely legs. In the way that Sharon Stone did in Basic Instinct when flashing her pussy to the police detectives interrogating her, she sexually teased him and erotically enticed him. Giving her legs his full attention, whenever she slowly and sexily crossed her legs like that, she flashed him a patch of her white, bikini panties. Whenever she crossed her legs so slowly and so sexily, he wondered if she knew she was flashing him her panties and had flashed him her panties. He wondered if she was deliberately flashing him or inadvertently flashing him her panties.
Just as he liked thinking that she knew she was flashing him her panties, he liked thinking that she was deliberately flashing him her panties. No doubt, she knew she was flashing him her panties every time she crossed her legs. No doubt, she was deliberately flashing him her panties. Wishing she was deliberately flashing him, a game of exhibitionism and voyeurism that he'd love to play with his mother, he wondered if she'd flash him deliberately again. Only, instead of wearing a short skirt with panties beneath, he wished she was wearing a short nightgown with no panties beneath.
Nah, she's his mother, she'd never flash him her panties or her pussy on purpose. Would she? Why would she do that when he had already seen her in her underwear and naked even? With her stripping off her clothes to stand before him in her underwear, topless, and naked, maybe she was an exhibitionist. Maybe she was always an exhibitionist but he never knew she was until now.
Wishing his mother was an exhibitionist, how hot would that be if she was? Wishing his mother would deliberately flash him her panties and/or her pussy, how hot would that be for her to play a game of exhibitionism and voyeurism with his MILF of a mother? Nonetheless, coming to his senses while hoping that the wine worked its magic on his mother to lull her lack of awareness that she was flashing him her panties, he felt like such a pervert lusting over his mother. He felt like such a pervert trying to see whatever he could of his mother.
Nothing new, he had lusted over his mother for so long that he couldn't remember when he didn't lust over her. She had always been a MILF. Then, when his father decided to leave, good riddance. After his father left is when he decided to continue living at home instead of living at the dorm and instead of getting his own place to live after graduation. With his mother in his life, happily content with her, he didn't need any other woman. Now hoping to continue seeing more of her, he no longer had his father in the way to ruin his sexy fun and to discourage or impede how his mother dressed in front of him.
"What can I do to cheer you up, Mom? Just tell me, you name it, and I'll do whatever you want. This is your special day. You're the one who always so loved Christmas," he said. "My Christmas gift to you is to give you anything that I can to make you happy," he said waiting for her to answer. Then, when she didn't respond, he continued. "I know," he said with a big smile. "What if I drew you a bath, a bubble bath, and gave you a massage after your bath. Surely, that would relax you and help you to sleep."
If he gave her a bath and a full body massage after that would certainly help him to sleep. He imagined her agreeing to have him run her a bubble bath. While looking to see what he could see of her, he imagined pulling up a stool to keep her company while she bathed. He imagined washing her back while watching all of those big bubbles popping and bursting in front of her to show him more of her beautiful body and more of her big tits. Then, after her bath, he imagined her agreeing to have him give her a full body massage in the way that Mimi Rogers received a full body massage from Bryan Brown in the aptly named movie, Full Body Massage.
With his mother lying face down on her stomach naked, he imagined covering her ass with a small facecloth. Then, after massaging her back, having her turn to lay on her back, he imagined covering his mother's breast and pussy with three small facecloths that were barely large enough to cover anything. Giving his mother a full body massage while touching and feeling her naked body where no son should ever see, touch, and feel his naked mother, that Christmas gift would be more his Christmas gift than it would be her Christmas gift.
She looked at him and smiled while leaning forward in her chair as if it was her turn to make a word when playing Scrabble. A daily event since he moved home, as if they were a retired couple, when they weren't watching movies together, they played Scrabble every day. Taking turns who'd win depending who got the better letters, the K, J, X, Q, Z, the four S's and the two blanks, whenever they played Scrabble, every time she leaned forward to make her words, she'd inadvertently flash him her bra and her cleavage in a down blouse.
When they weren't watching movies together or playing Scrabble, they watched sports together. Surprisingly his mother enjoyed watching football and baseball too. Only, now with them living in Boston instead of her rooting for the Los Angeles Angels or the Los Angeles Dodgers, she'd have to change her allegiance to the Boston Red Sox. Instead of her watching the San Diego Chargers and the Oakland Raiders play, she'd have to root for the New England Patriots winning everything again.
Having masturbated daily while recalling her flashes, he wondered if she knew she was flashing him. He wondered if she knew he was looking down her low cut top while enjoying the down blouse view of her bra and cleavage. He wondered if she knew she was exposing her cleavage and the top of her bra to him whenever she leaned forward. In the way that he wondered if she was deliberately flashing him her panties, he wondered if she was deliberately flashing him her cleavage and the top of her bra. He wondered if he more enjoyed watching movies, playing Scrabble, and watching sports with his mother or if he more enjoyed the down blouse views of her big breasts that she continually gave him. With both equally as sexually enticing, he wondered if he more enjoyed seeing her panties in up skirts or her bra and cleavage in down blouses.
"There's nothing you can do for me that you haven't done already Michael. You're a good son. Thanks for asking," she said not even trying to hide her sadness. "It's just another Christmas to me now. I'll feel better in the morning, once the holiday is over. Actually, I won't feel better until after New Year's Day," she said with a sad, little laugh. "Holidays, once happy events, have turned depressing to me now," she said with a shrug and a look of dejection. "It's just that—" leaning back in her chair, she paused while staring at her glass of wine as if she could see her beloved ex-husband in the reflection of the glass.
A good son? If only she knew the sexual thoughts he always had of her naked while sucking his cock and him fingering her nipples. If only she knew he was thinking of fucking her pussy tonight, what kind of son would she call him then if she knew that he wanted to have sex with her every day and every night? If only she knew how he had lusted over her and masturbated over her while fantasizing having sex with her, he wondered what she'd think and what she'd say about him then. In the way she was so focused on her wine glass instead of on him, he wondered what she'd think of him if she knew he was undressing her with his eyes. Imagining her sitting across from him in her bra and panties, he imagined her standing up while topless to pour more wine before imagining her walking out to the kitchen naked to get more food. In the way that he was always thinking about her, he wondered if she was thinking more about her ex-husband than she was thinking of him.
Rather than thinking about him, her son, who was there with her now, instead of looking over at him, she stared at his reflection in the Christmas ornaments that hung from the Christmas tree in front of them. With her green eyes moving from one ornament to the next, obviously, she was staring at all of the Christmas ornaments her ex-husband gave her through the years. He wished she was thinking about him in the way that she was always preoccupied with his father. Gone, gone, gone, his father was gone for years now, gone for good, and was never coming back. If his father didn't think of her and care how she felt when he left her, and no doubt doesn't think of her now, why is she wasting her time thinking of him now?
"What mother? What were you going to say? You started to say something. It's just that...what mother? You didn't finish your thought. Tell me."
Michael looked at his mother as if she was the only woman in the world and in the way that he was so focused on her with his stare and with his thoughts, at that point in time, she was.
"I know it sounds silly and I can't believe I'm telling you this but, with you now old enough to understand such things, what I miss the most about your father is sleeping with him," she said biting her lip while looking at her son.
With him only sleeping with her that one night, he knew what that empty feeling was not to have her in his bed every night. Instead of giving him a sexy look, she gave him a sad look. Was she hinting that he should sleep in her bed or was she just confessing her feelings of sadness and of loneliness?
"Even though he cheated on me, lied to me, deceived me, and drank to an excess, he made me feel safely comforted when sleeping with me, holding me, hugging me, cuddling me, and when spooning me," she said. As if all of her answers were hidden in her wine, she continued staring at her glass of wine while remaining silent for a long minute. "More than that he was a good and generous lover," she said biting her lip as if embarrassed discussing sex with her son.
With his mother never opening up to him like this before, especially when it came to talking about sex, he was shocked that she was talking to him about her sex life now.



"I can understand that," said Michael hoping to keep her talking and while imagining sleeping with his mother.
With her sucking him, allowing him to cum in her mouth, and swallowing him, he remembered the good and generous lover that she was. With someone who looks like her in his bed, he'd be a good and generous lover too. Imagining holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her while reaching over her to feel her big tits, his father was a fool to let her go for some young, bimbo. Now that she was confessing what she did with her husband, he couldn't help but imagine his parents having sex.
"Feeling his hand on me, holding me, hugging me, cuddling me, spooning me, touching me, and feeling me was comforting," she said wrapping her arms around herself as if her ex-husband or her son was holding her. "Tossing and turning, sadly, I haven't had a good night's sleep since he left and since we slept together on Halloween night," she said not looking at her son. "I'm so lonely Michael," she said again while finally making eye contact with him. Then, she blurted out again what he so wanted to hear and what he had been feeling for years. "I'm so horny. I'm so sexually frustrated."
He wondered why she was looking at him in a way that she never looked at him before. He wondered why she was confessing her sexual feelings to him. Did she want him to replace his father in the sexual way that he wanted to replace his father? Did she want to sleep with him again? Did she want to have sex with him again? Was her look an invitation or just a look? He wondered why they still weren't having sex. He wondered why she hasn't invited him to sleep with her in her bed and to have sex with her.
I'm so horny too, he wanted to say. I'm so sexually frustrated too, he wanted to say but, not wanting to ruin their moment of honest and open dialogue by diluting her sexual feelings with his sexual feelings, he didn't dare say what he was thinking and feeling. With their age as much of a negative as their mother and son relationship was, there was an uncomfortable silence between a forty-two-year-old mother and her twenty-two-year-old son. If their ages weren't a gap too wide to bridge, the fact that they were mother and son lusting over one another was the road not only to ruination but also to damnation.
Maybe just wishful thinking and/or a figment of his overactive, incestuously, sexual imagination but, because of all the up skirt and down blouse flashes, Michael couldn't help but to suspect that his mother was sometimes, deliberately flashing him. If nothing else, he liked thinking that she was. In the way that he always did when imagining flashing her and when she flashed him, he suspected that she received some titillating fun sexually teasing him by showing him her panty, cleavage, and bra. Sexual, sexy, seductive, flirtatious, and enticing teasing, he knew that she sometimes played him in the way that she always played his father to get whatever she wanted from him.
Only he didn't care that she sexually used him as long as he got what he wanted too, enough up skirts and down blouses for him to masturbate over later while imagining himself having sex with her. Whether she flashed him deliberately or inadvertently, he enjoyed her teasing him by thinking that she deliberately flashed him. He only wished he was still having sex with her. He hoped the sex they had wasn't just a onetime thing.
Michael watched his mother fidget with her wine glass as if she was rubbing off a water spot with her thumb. In the way that she was so focused on rubbing the glass, he couldn't help but imagine her running her finger over the head of his cock while rubbing him to an erection. Killing two birds with one stone, her loneliness and his horniness, he wondered how she'd take what he was about to say next. Only, how could he incestuously solicit his mother? What kind of son would sexually proposition his own mother?
Taking another sip of his wine, the two glasses of wine that he just had gave him the courage that he needed to blurt out his true feelings for her. She put her wine glass down to play with the hem of her skirt as if there was an imaginary spot there. With her feet on the floor and her knees close together as if cemented in place, when she lifted her skirt hem even just a little to nervously fidget with it, she rewarded him with a continual flash of her white panties. Did she know she was flashing him her panties? Was she aware that he could see a triangular patch of her panties over her shapely thighs? Then, catching him looking albeit with him unembarrassed that she caught him staring, she fluffed down her skirt and crossed her legs again.
It sexually excited him to see her white, bikini panties. He couldn't shake the image of him sleeping with his mother. He couldn't stop thinking about lying beside her while holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her. He so wanted to have sex with his mother again. In the way that he was sexually and incestuously thinking about her, he wondered if she sexually and incestuously was thinking about him.
"I can sleep with you Mom," he said blurting it out while looking at her to watch her reaction to what he said.
Leaving his statement out there for her interpretation and comment, he wondered how she'd receive what he had just said sexually. He wondered what she'd say in return to his bold statement. As if she wasn't even in the room with him, there was no reaction just silence, that is, until his words finally penetrated her alcohol numbed and preoccupied brain. She looked at him as if she had just heard him. Moreover, she looked at him as if she was considering his offer to sleep with her.
As if on cue, she uncrossed her shapely legs and when she did, she turned more towards him and flashed him her panties again. Maybe it was the wine but never had she flashed him her panties as much as she had flashed him her panties tonight. Now with her knees parted just enough, she gave him a continual view between her legs. For sure, while imagining having sex with her, he'd be masturbating tonight over his mother flashing him her panties.
"Sleep with me? You'd sleep with me?" She looked at him as if she didn't know his meaning. "Now why would you want to sleep with your old mother?"
She looked at him with shock. Unable to conceal what she was thinking behind her sexy, naughty look, perhaps because of her wine consumption, she looked at him with sexual excitement. She looked at him in a way that he's never seen his mother look at him before. She looked at him in the way that he had always looked at her and was looking at her now. She looked at him in the way she was looking at him when she was standing before him naked in the motel room.
"I don't mean having sex with you, Mom. I mean just lying beside you as if we were resting instead of sleeping," he waited for her reaction before speaking again.
Bullshit. His whole intention of sleeping in the same bed with his mother was to have sex with her. Once he gained a foothold in her bedroom and had his body in her bed, he'd be touching her and feeling her where he touched and felt her nearly two months ago. Once he was allowed to sleep with her, he'd be having sex with her. The hard part was getting her to invite him in her bedroom and in her bed.
"I know what you meant," she said looking as if she was disappointed that he wasn't propositioning her for sex.
Now he wondered if he did proposition his mother to have sex with him, if she was lonely and horny enough to have sex with him. Why not? Even though they were mother and son, they were both human with wants, desires, and needs. Consenting adults, no one would know what went on behind her closed, bedroom door.
Just as he already had once, definitely, he'd do her again, if she asked him. Looking at him as if she was some woman he had just asked to go home with him, hopefully, he wondered if she was considering what he had just asked her. Not waiting for her to answer his question, he asked it again.
"Seriously, Mom, what if I slept with you?" As if he was speaking to his mother in his sexual fantasy and as if he was saying that he'd masturbate over her later while imagining himself sleeping with her, he persevered. "What if I held you, hugged you, cuddled you, and spooned you in the way that Dad used to do," he said using the same words that she used in the motel room. "Would that help you to get a good night's sleep?"
He imagined himself in bed with his mother. With his arm wrapped around her and his horny hand in contact with her abundant breasts, he imagined his naked cock pressed tightly against his mother's naked ass in the way it was in the motel room. Taking advantage of her by having his wicked, sexual way with her, he imagined touching her and feeling her shapely body through her thin, satin nightgown as soon as she fell asleep.
"Oh, Michael, you're such a good son. Too good to be true, I wish it was that simple but..."
As if changing her mind in midsentence, she paused and remained quiet for a long minute as if she was considering his proposition.
"Actually, yes, now that I think about it, that probably would help me to sleep better. In the way that I used to comfort you when you wanted to sleep in Mommy's bed, now you can comfort me by sleeping with me just until I fall asleep," she said unashamed.
With him sleeping with his mother, even for only an hour was his foot in the door. He could only imagine holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, spooning her, touching her, and feeling her again tonight in the way he did several weeks ago before.
"Wonderful," he said excited by the thought of sleeping with his mother.
Doing his best to hide his sexual excitement, he looked at her and gave her a warm smile.
"I'd like that very much," she said nodding her head as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to convince herself that it was okay to sleep in the same bed with her adult son. "You holding me, hugging me, cuddling me, and spooning me in the way that your father used to do would be just what I need to get a good night's sleep. It would help me to pretend that you were him," she said immodestly and immorally.
It would help me to pretend that you were him? Is that what she just said? What did she mean by that? Instead of being insulted by her remark, he was sexually aroused by her comment. Did she mean sex?
He wondered if his mother was thinking about having sex with him again in the way that he was thinking about having sex with her again. He wondered if his mother was just as horny for him as he was horny for her. Just the thought of him being in bed with his mother already gave his cock a hardening twitch. He couldn't wait to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, spoon her, and touch her, fell her, and dry hump her. He hoped she'd go to bed naked again instead of wearing a nightgown.
"Let me know when you're ready for bed and we'll go up together," he said.
He thought to himself, definitely, with his erection already making a proud appearance, he'll remove his underwear and just wear his thin pajama bottoms and a tee shirt to bed. The rogue elephant in the room and in the bed, he wondered if his mother would notice and/or would comment on his erection in the way she noticed and commented on his erection in the motel room than night. Maybe in the way that he was naked in the motel room, she'd expect him to be naked tonight. Even more important than what he was wearing or not wearing, he wondered what his mother would wear or not wear to bed. He hoped she wouldn't wear a flannel nightgown. He hoped she'd wear her short, low cut, black, sexy, slinky nightgown, the one she always packed when going away with his father. Or maybe she'd come to be naked.
"Actually, I'm ready for bed now," she said standing, yawning, and stretching. From his chair, he watched her blouse rise up to expose her flat stomach before rising higher to expose the bottom of her bra and the underside of her bra cups. "This wine is making me sleepy," she said pulling down her blouse before letting out another yawn and before carrying the wine glass out to the kitchen to dump the rest of the wine in the sink and to rinse the glass.
To be continued...
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Mother and son rekindle their incestuous feelings by having sex on Christmas.
Jennifer readied herself for bed while her son used the guest bathroom. He hadn't used this bathroom yet and wanted to know what it was like to use this bathroom compared to his bathroom. Obviously feeling sexy or horny, as the case may be, perhaps from the wine consumption or perhaps because her son volunteered to sleep with her, Jennifer put on her sheerest, shortest, and sexiest nightgown.
With him already long gone but with him seemingly always on her mind, especially around the holidays, it was a nightgown that she never got to wear for her husband. Still in the box, she chose this particular nightgown to wear for Michael because it opened in front as if it was a sarong or a full body kilt without the big pin keeping it closed where it needed to be kept closed. Depending on who she was wearing the nightgown for, her boyfriend, her husband, her lover or, in this case, her son, the nightgown was deemed sexy or even obscene by all that it showed of her naked body. Being that she was wearing this nightgown for Michael, indeed it was obscene that a mother would show so very much of her naked body to her son.
Obviously with this nightgown and with her ready to show Michael so very much of her shapely, sexy, naked body, she was ready for sex. She was ready to sexually tease him and incestuously entice him before giving him sex. Seemingly, she enjoyed the foreplay, the flashing, the teasing, the holding, the hugging, the cuddling, the spooning, the touching, the feeling, the fondling, and the kissing as much as she enjoyed the actual sex. Yet, in the way that they had a difficult time crossing the imaginary line of incest before, as if this was the first time that mother and son were about to be sexually intimate, that same imaginary line of incest reappeared again now.
It was one thing to have incestuous sex in a motel room in California, but not here, not in this house, their new home. Perhaps putting a curse on the house, having incestuous sex here would defile the house. It was one thing to have incestuous sex because they felt so sad after losing their house, but now that he's so happy in his new life and she should be happy too, one would think that incestuous sex was off the table. After being given a million dollars to buy this house and all of the furnishings, his truck, her car, and their clothes, what's their excuse to have sex now?
This is their new life. As if weighing themselves down with the past, why drag their old life back in their new life to ruin that life too? Thinking that they'd learn from their mistakes, and with a mother having sex with her son the biggest mistake of all, why repeat the mistakes they made before all over again now? How dare they fall back on their old habits when this is their chance to start all over again without having the shame and the guilt of incest ruining everything?
A one-time thing that they now needed to forget, if they never have incestuous sex again, they've a better chance of putting their forbidden, sexual past behind them. If they never have incestuous sex again, they could concentrate on finding someone, a man for her and a woman for him. If they never have incestuous sex again, they could get on with their life as if having sex with one another never happened. Indeed, if they never have incestuous sex again, they could pretend that what sexually happened between them that Halloween night never happened.
* * * * *
With only one button at the neck holding her shamelessly sexy nightgown closed, her beyond naughty nightgown looked like an oversized, wrap around cape with two big holes for her arms and one for her neck. Having only worn this nightgown once to bed, she choose to wear this nightgown again now. Obviously because of how sexy she looked wearing this negligee, she was eager to wear this nightie again now.
The last time she wore this nightgown, because it was so sheer and showed everything, when she looked at herself in the mirror, she felt so sexy. She felt so wicked. She felt like a whore. On the flipside of that coin, the last time she wore this nightgown, realizing her reality of not having a man in her life, the nightgown made her feel sad and sexually frustrated. The last time she wore this nightgown, she masturbated herself while thinking of a man touching her, feeling her, kissing her, making love to her, and fucking her. Obvious now ready to make her sexual fantasy her sexual reality, the last time she wore this nightgown, she thought of having forbidden sex with her son.
After she wore this negligee just once and after she masturbated herself while wearing the nightgown, she returned the nightie to the box to never wear it again. Now, obviously eager to wear this particular nightgown again, no doubt it had been a long time since she felt sexy enough to wear it. Obviously, by wearing this nightgown tonight, she wanted Michael to see her in this particular nightgown. With the nightgown making a statement without words, clearly showing her breasts, her pussy, and her ass, the nightgown screamed sex. Obviously eager to wear it again, perhaps because the unbuttoned opening gave her son free access to her naked body, she wanted him to touch her and feel her while making love to her and before fucking her.
* * * * *
Ready to sleep with his mother again, ready to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, spoon her, and hopefully even dry hump her, as if he was room service and they were at a swank hotel, Michael lightly knocked on her bedroom door. Filled with the anticipation of having sex with his mother again, he couldn't wait to touch her and to feel her while kissing her. He wondered if she'd allow him to make love to her again. He wondered if she'd allow to fuck her again. He wondered if she'd suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth again.
Only, instead of having sex, maybe she just wanted him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her while she slept. Yet, if that's all that she wanted to do, better than sleeping alone in his own bed and masturbating himself, he'd rather be in bed with his mother. He'd rather be sleeping next to her to feel her warmth and to feel her breathing. Maybe she'd allow him to sleep in her bed every night. Perhaps, after a while, catching her at a weak and vulnerable moment, with him already there in bed with her, she'd have sex with him again.
"Mom? Are you decent?"
Decent? Such an oxymoronic word when describing his mother? What does decent even mean when a mother is practically naked behind her bedroom door after inviting her son to sleep with her? Even if she was decently dressed, that still wouldn't make her decent.
Just as there was nothing decent about him with him already having an erection with the thoughts of bedding his mother, there was nothing decent about her. There was nothing decent about incest. Incest was wrong. Incest was nasty. Incest between a mother and her son was the worst kind of incest.
How dare she? How dare he? How dare they? What's wrong with them to want to have sex with one another? If only they knew there was nothing decent about incestuous sex. If only he knew there was nothing decent about his mother.
After they had sex the first time and once they had sex again, he'd forever be deemed perversely perverted for having sex with his mother and she'd forever be deemed an incestuous whore for having sex with her son. Whatever love and affection they felt for one another, in the eyes of the world's opinion, him having sex with his mother makes him a pervert and her having sex with her son makes her a whore. What does decent mean when a mother invited her son to sleep with her in her bed? Just as he wasn't decent to want to sleep with his mother, she wasn't decent to want to sleep with her son. How dare they even use the word decent in regards to their forbidden, incestuous affair? Decency was oxymoronic to incest.
With his mind reeling with the sexual anticipation of sleeping in the same bed with his mother again, morals aside he hoped she wasn't decently dressed. No need to worry about her being morally decent and modestly shy, when she stripped off her clothes in that motel room and stood before him naked, she had already shown him that she was indecently immoral and immodestly wicked. Not one to disappoint her son in the way that her son would never disappoint his mother, once they crossed that line of incest, with decency pushed aside for incest, neither of them would ever be decent again.
With incestuous thoughts on his mind, the last thing he wanted his mother to be was decent. He needed her to be indecently naked again. He'd rather his mother be an incestuous whore in the way she was in that motel room. In the way she willingly stripped herself naked and was immorally and immodestly standing before him naked in the motel room, he hoped she was standing naked behind her bedroom door in her bedroom. He hoped she'd sleep in the nude again in the way she did at the motel. He hoped that she'd open her bedroom door naked and insist that he'd be naked too.
* * * * *
"Come in Michael," she said in her sweet voice.
As if she was a spider and he was her a fly, seemingly she was ready to entangle him in her web of incest. Seemingly if judging her by how she was dressed or wasn't dressed to receive her son, hopefully she was ready to suck him dry. As soon as he opened her bedroom door and walked inside her bedroom, she got up from the dressing table and when she stood her nightgown caught itself on the dressing table drawer. Already flashing her son her naked body from her breasts down to her pussy, her nightgown was wide open for an instant before she quickly pulled it from the drawer and closed her nightgown. He wondered if she was flashing him deliberately or by accident.
Yet, with her sudden flash happening so fast, too fast, he didn't have time to react in his stare to see anything other than knowing that she's naked beneath her nightgown. Too busy looking to see how much he could see of his mother's naked body through the sheer, sexy material of her nightgown, he didn't have time to notice her nakedness when her negligee parted open. At first when he saw that she was wearing a dressing gown, he was disappointed that she wasn't naked. Yet, this flimsy, nearly see-through nightgown that opened all the way down at the front was the next, best thing to her being naked. With her every movement, he saw a quick flash of her breasts and/or pussy. This nightgown was beyond sexy.
She walked over to him to wrap her arms around his neck and to give him a kiss on the lips. With so much incestuous lust and sexual passion in her kiss, when she kissed him, he so wanted to slip her his tongue and French kiss her while sliding a slow hand down to feel and squeeze her practically naked ass. When she kissed him, he wanted to wrap his arms around her waist and pull her closer and impale her with his erection through his pajama bottoms. When she kissed him, he wanted to feel her big breasts while fingering her erect nipples. When she kissed him, he wanted to move a hand between her legs and insert his finger in her pussy to feel if she was as wet as he was hard. When she kissed him, he wanted to push her back on her bed, spread her legs, and bury his face in her pussy to lick her long enough to give her an orgasm before making love to her and before fucking her.
"Wow! What's that for?"
Surprised that his mother kissed him on his lips, after she had been so cool and standoffish sexually to him the last several weeks, he looked at her looking at him. He so wanted to slip his mother his tongue and French kiss her but he didn't dare. This was his mother after all and not some barroom slut who brought him back to her apartment for a booty call and one-time sex. Besides he didn't want to ruin things by rushing things. Rather taking it slow, hoping for a replay of Halloween night in the motel, whatever happens will happen once he was in bed with her. A big step and a giant leap, this was the first time he was in her bedroom when she was wearing her nightgown and what a sexy nightgown it was.
Her nightgown was so beautiful and she looked so sexy wearing it. So sheer and so sexy, now that she was standing next to him in the bright light of her bedroom, he could see that she was naked beneath the practically see-through material. As if he was a spy noticing every detail of her shapely naked body, giving him a peek-a-boo shot of what lay beneath the flimsy material, he couldn't help but notice that her nightgown opened in the front whenever she moved. If she wasn't expecting him to give her sex, then he didn't know why she'd wear something so revealing, so easy to open, and something that gave him complete access to her naked body.
Nearly bursting his eyeballs out of his head, she briefly flashed him enough of her dark brown, trimmed pussy for him to know that she wasn't wearing panties. Was his mother ready for sex or was her not wearing panties her way of being comfortable for bed? Quickening his pulse, her nightgown parted long enough for him to see that her pussy was still neatly trimmed in the way that it was Halloween night. Even though he saw her pussy before when she stripped herself naked and stood in front of him naked in the motel room, it was excitingly shocking to see her pussy again. As if he was seeing her pussy for the first time, he couldn't believe he just saw his mother's pussy again.
His mother's cunt was always such a meaningful phrase to him. He couldn't believe he saw his mother's cunt again. Moreover, as if she was his Christmas gift and she was wrapped in pale, pink, chiffon, tissue paper, he couldn't believe she was wearing that to bed with him lying beside her. While holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, spooning her, and perhaps even dry humping her, he couldn't wait for his long fingers to be in contact with his mother's cunt.
* * * * *
In the way that he was a voyeur, he wondered if his mother was an exhibitionist. It would be his sexual fantasy come true if she was. In the way she readily stripped off her clothes in front of him, maybe she enjoyed flashing her body not only to him but to others too. In the way she paraded around that motel room wearing just her panties and bra, maybe she enjoyed not only teasing him but also sexually teasing all men while wearing just her underwear. In the way she stood before him topless before standing before him naked, what woman would so willingly expose her naked body to any man unless she was an exhibitionist? More than just incestuous sex and aside from her being an incestuous whore, what mother would freely allow her son to see her in her underwear, topless, and/or naked unless she was an exhibitionist?
He wondered if she'd wear this nightgown to answer the front door the next time they ordered pizza. Not even needing to give him a tip, he could only imagine the look on the delivery man's face when seeing his mother wearing this. He wondered if he could convince her to wear this nightgown the next time they had a repairman in the house. He'd love to see the look on the face of the plumber, the electrician, or the handyman when seeing his mother in this nearly see-through nightgown. When the weather was warmer, he'd love to see his mother parading around the pool while wearing this nightgown and while the pool man or the landscaping man was trying to do their job.
"Yoo-hoo," he imagined his mother calling to them while carrying a tray of iced tea. "I brought you something cool to drink."
He imagined her emerging from the house and calling their attention to look at her. He imagined her carrying the tray of beverages chest high. With every step she took, he imagined her nightgown parting from the neck down to show them her naked tits and naked pussy. If she wore this outside, with just the slightest breeze, they could see so very much more of her naked body. They could see her tits and her pussy and when she turned to return to the house, they could see her naked ass through the nightgown as if she wasn't wearing anything.
He thought of all the sexy fun he could have with his mother. In the way that he was a voyeur, hoping she was, he couldn't help but wondered if his mother was an exhibitionist. In the way she was always flashing him up skirts and down blouses, in addition to her being sexually attracted to him as he is sexually attracted to her, maybe she was an exhibitionist. He'd love for his mother to flash unsuspecting men up skirt flashes of her panties and down blouse peeks of her cleavage and bra. He'd love to flash men his mother's underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body in the way she flashed him underwear clad, topless, and naked body at the motel. In the way she was flashing him her naked body now, he'd love for his mother to flash unsuspecting men her naked body later.
He imagined all the fun they could have at the mall. In hindsight, oblivious to her flashing men her panties, cleavage, and bra before, he recalled it now. He remembered when his mother was shopping for shoes, whether deliberately or inadvertently, she gave the shoe store salesman quite the between her legs show when flashing him her white, bikini panties. When he measured her foot and helped her try on a pair of shoes, she parted her knees enough to flash him her white, bikini panties. From where he was sitting on a little stool across from her, he had the perfect up skirt view of her panty clad pussy. Then, when she leaned down to fuss with her shoe, he had the perfect down blouse view of her cleavage and bra down her blouse. If the job of a shoe salesmen wasn't the best job in the world, then he didn't know what was.
In hindsight, oblivious to it before, whether it was deliberate or accidental, he recalled her flashing men now. He remembered when his mother was shopping for skirts, dresses, and blouses, with all of the stores they walked by in the mall, she chose the only women's clothing store that still had curtains on the dressing room. In and out of that dressing room a dozen times, she had a practiced, quick, one-handed way of closing that curtain so that the end of the curtain was always open enough for any man looking to see undressing and dressing.
In hindsight, oblivious to it before, he recalled her flashing men now. He remembered when his mother was trying on bikinis, she was giving men standing outside of her dressing room, while waiting for their wives and girlfriends, quite a show of her beautiful body. With his mother always deep in thought, he thought she was just being her oblivious self. He never thought that his mother might be deliberately flashing men her body in all manner of undress. Normally making him possessive jealous, instead it made him horny to watch other men staring at his mother's underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body.
'Wow! If only I knew then what I know now, I would have helped her flash.'
* * * * *
'Oh, my God,' he thought to himself.
With her wearing that flimsy nightgown, he couldn't wait to hold her. He couldn't wait to hug her. He couldn't wait to cuddle her. He couldn't wait to spoon her. He couldn't wait to dry hump her. While lying in bed next to her, he couldn't wait to feel and touch his MILF of a mother everywhere a son should never be allowed to touch his MILF of a mother. Only, with it such a long time since they were incestuously intimate, as if this was the first time, he'd have to start all over again.
"It's Christmas silly and you're standing beneath the mistletoe," she said laughing while looking up at the mistletoe dangling over his head. She removed her arms from around his neck to readjust and close her nightgown that had parted open again. "Merry Christmas Michael," she said kissing him on the lips while briefly flashing him her tits and pussy again before closing her nightgown.



If only to sacrifice her comfort for her modesty, she kept her hand in front of her as if she was wearing a hospital gown backwards. With him wanting to see more quick peeks and furtive glances of her naked body, he wished it was suddenly windy in her bedroom. As if she was suddenly transported in time and she was Sally Fields as the Flying Nun, he'd love to see her wearing that nightgown while standing on a hilltop overlooking the ocean. As if she was an angel, his angel to ogle her naked, he'd loved to see her nightgown billowing open in the wind around her naked body. He so wanted to put on the overhead fan but it was a little cold in her bedroom already. He couldn't wait to get her beneath the covers and warm himself against her by cuddling with his mother.
"Oh," he said looking up over his head and pulling her to him by her arm to return her kiss with his.
No doubt her excuse to kiss him was now his excuse to kiss her. Other than her excuse to kiss him and his excuse to kiss her, he wondered why else his mother had put mistletoe over her bedroom door when they were the only ones in the house. If there was one thing he liked better than holding his mother was kissing his mother, French kissing his mother. If there was one thing he liked better than French kissing his mother was touching and feeling his mother, her tits, her pussy, and her ass. He couldn't wait to touch and feel her while kissing her. If there was one thing he liked better than touching and feeling his mother while kissing his mother was making love to his mother before fucking his mother.
When he surprised her by pulling her to him in that way, hoping for a view of her tits, the front of her nightgown opened again and he was rewarded with another quick view of her naked pussy before she put a hand there to close it again. After he kissed her, not wasting time with conversation in the way that he imagined she would, she climbed in bed, the side by the wall, and he got in on the other side. Quickly moving beneath the covers, they lay there like that in silence without talking and without holding, hugging, cuddling, and spooning one another. As if they were both virgin teenagers and as if this was the first time being in bed together, it was as if they were both afraid to make the first move.
When her nightgown billowed open from her climbing in bed and with her naked breasts exposed to him again, she raised the sheet to her shoulders to interrupt him ogling her. Always having wondered what it would be like to sleep with his mother before they slept together in the motel, he was wondering that again now. With them not being sexually intimate for nearly two months, reverting backwards sexually, he wondered what she was thinking. He wondered if she was sexually thinking about him in the way that he was sexually thinking about her.
He wondered if she was thinking about him in the same lustful, sexy, incestuous way that he was thinking about her. He wondered if she was just as sexually excited that she was in bed with him as he was sexually excited being in bed with her. He wondered if she was going to give him sex or if she just wanted him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her. Yet, if she wasn't going to give him sex, why would she wear such a revealing and sexy nightgown? Why would she make herself look so beautiful by fixing her hair, freshening her makeup, and putting on perfume?
"I'm tired," she said yawning again.
She turned to him to give him a goodnight kiss as if he was her husband of twenty-two years instead of her twenty-two-year-old son. As if she was an airbrushed movie star in bed on a sound stage, before turning off her bedside light but leaving on the nightlight, the nightlight glowed enough for him to see her pretty face. With their bedroom looking much like a movie set glowing with dim lights for the sake of the camera, just enough to see, he couldn't wait to see more of his nearly naked mother.
"Me too," he said returning her kiss with his kiss without touching her and or feeling her in the way that he so wanted to touch and feel her. "I can't wait to for you to see what I bought you for Christmas."
She gave him a loving smile that any mother would give her son.
"I'll find out soon enough," she said. "Good night Michael."
While waiting for her invitation in the way she invited him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, spoon her, dry hump her, touch her, and feel her as she did in the motel room, he bided his time. Better that his mother make the first move, once she did, he'd make all of the other moves. He scooted his body closer to her but not close enough to touch her.
"Good night mom."
* * * * *
When she rolled on her side, his cue to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her, he scooted over to her. With her nightgown having so much material, his body was on her nightgown and when she rolled on her side, her nightgown that remained beneath him opened wide. Peaking beneath the covers to see what he could see of her, the entire left side of his mother's body was exposed to his horny eyes. Her tit, her ass, and her pussy was there for him to ogle. It was then that he wished he had a flashlight or a watch that glowed brightly in the dark. He'd love to light up his mother's naked body enough for him to see more of her.
With the vision of his naked mother burnt in his head, he felt his cock growing stiffer. Not wanting to impale his mother's ass with his cock in the way he did at the motel, barely touching her, he didn't know what to do with his arm and with his hand. As if afraid to touch his nearly naked mother, he kept his arm to himself while allowing his hand to rest on his leg. Besides, afraid to touch her naked skin, not wanting her to close her nightgown, he didn't want her to know that she was so exposed.
Only, with her wearing that outrageously revealing nightgown, he suspected that she knew she was so exposed. Why else would she wear his particular nightgown other than to flash him? With it cold enough in her bedroom, cold enough to hang meat, she could have worn her flannel nightgown just as he could have worn more than a tee shirt, pajama bottoms, and underwear. He couldn't wait for his mother to keep him warm. He couldn't wait to keep his mother warm too.
"Michael," she said.
He loved her voice. He loved her smile. He loved her hair, her eyes, and her body. He loved everything about his mother. He loved his mother. He really, really loved his mother. Inappropriately wrong and incestuously forbidden, he loved his mother more than any son should love his mother.
"Yes Mom," he said popping up his head to see if he could see any more of his mother's body but she was already hidden beneath the covers.
He so wanted to hold her in the way that he held her in the motel. Only afraid of rushing things and ruining things, if not tonight, he'd have other chances to make his sexual move on his mother. He'd just bide his time. Maybe once she fell asleep and started snoring, he'd touch her. He'd feel her. He'd press his body up against her in the way he did on Halloween. Then, she said what he loved hearing her say.
"I'm not contagious. Don't be afraid to touch me and to hold me. I don't bite," she said with a nervous laugh. "I like it when you hold me and touch me."
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'She wants me to hold her. She wants me to touch her. She likes it when I touch her? Touch her where? I wish she was more specific,' he thought. 'Does she want me to touch her arm, her hand, her leg or her ass, her pussy, and/or her tits?'
With her nightgown wide open, when he put his arm around her slim waist and pulled himself closer to her by holding onto her body, his hand was now inside of her nightgown. When he held her in that way, touching her bare skin, he was surprised to feel her naked, toned stomach. With the bottom of her heavy breast resting on his forearm, he so wanted to reach up to cup her big tit and finger her erect nipple. As excited feeling her naked stomach as he imagined he'd be feeling her naked breast, her naked ass, and/or her naked pussy, he couldn't believe he was touching and holding his mother in such a familiar, intimate way again. He couldn't believe he was holding and touching his mother in the way that he was holding and touching her before.
She made no move to close her nightgown, even though she, obviously now knew by the feel of his hand on her naked stomach that her nightgown was wide open. In the way she did at the motel, she surprised him with her immoral immodesty. Was his mother an exhibitionist? He didn't know. Was his mother a slut? He had no idea. Was his mother an incestuous whore? With him her perversely perverted son, he hoped to God she was.
With the bottom of her breasts resting on his forearm, his cock gradually hardened to full erection. So tempted, he so wanted to reach his hand up to touch her breasts, to feel her tits, and to finger her nipples. So tempted, he so wanted to reach his hand down to touch her pubic hair, rub her clit, and finger her pussy. Voluntarily, so as to not hump his mother's ass, not wanting her to know that he was sexually excited enough to have an erection, he backed away from her to allow only his thighs to come in contact with her and not his hips.
"You feel different than I thought you'd feel Mom," he said.
As if he was already inside of her, he could feel her breathing. Instead of sleeping, they were both wide awake.
"I do? What do you mean? How do I feel differently?"
As if reaching for something beneath his car seat, he slowly ran his hand down along her stomach and stopped when his fingertips touched the top of her trimmed, dark brown pubic hair. As if butting up against an electrified, barbed wire fence, afraid to touch her pubic hair in the way he was afraid to touch her pubic hair that first time, he left his fingers there. Seemingly her pubic hair was the incestuous imaginary line and the demarcation between what was appropriate touching and what was inappropriate groping between a mother and son.
In the way he did nearly two months ago, he couldn't believe he was touching his Mom's pubic hair with his fingertips again. He only wished he was touching her pubic hair with his tongue and/or with his cock instead of just with his fingers. With his hand so close to her sweet honeypot, he waited for her to swat his hand away and close her nightgown. He couldn't believe she allowed him to not only touch her in such a sexually incestuous way but also to allow him to leave his hand there so close to her pussy slit.
In the way he wondered if she was wet that night, he wondered if she was wet now. He wondered if she was as sexually aroused and wet as he was as sexually aroused and hard. Subtly and ever so slowly and delicately, he played with the top of her pubic hair as if he was touching her eyebrows. He wondered how far down she'd allow him to move his hand and his horny fingertips before stopping him. With her pussy slit and clit mere inches away from his long, horny fingers, he so wanted to continue moving his hand down, all the way down, to cup his mother's pussy before splitting her slit and rubbing her clit and finger fucking her cunt.
His mother's cunt. Just saying the words sexually excited him. In the way thinking that his mother was an incestuous whore sexually excited him, thinking about his mother's cunt sexually excited him. He'd love to do so much more to his mother's cunt than just playing with her pubic hair. He so wanted to masturbate her. He so wanted to finger her cunt, lick her cunt, and fuck her cunt in the way he did in the motel room. In the way he did Halloween night in the motel, he'd love to make love to his mother's cunt again before fucking his mother's cunt. A telling sign and evidence that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, he wondered again if she was as wet for him as he was hard for her.
"Maybe because I was so frightened to touch you and nervous about having sex with you that I didn't really think about what I was feeling when I was touching and feeling you then. You feel younger and firmer than I thought you'd feel," he said. "You have such a beautiful body Mom.
He wished he could feel more of her. He wished he could feel all of her. He wished he could feel her everywhere a son should never feel his mother.
"I exercise and I watch what I eat," she said with a laugh, "but thank you for the backhanded compliment."
If only he could confess how he truly felt about his mother, showering her with inappropriate compliments, he wondered what she'd say. He wondered what she'd do. He was in love with his mother in the way a young man is in love with a young woman. Yet, with the love and sexual passion he felt for his mother forbidden, maybe she would be uncomfortable with him gushing his feelings of love, sexual desire, and incestuous lust to her and in that inappropriate way.
Nonetheless it being wrong for him to be in bed with his mother while touching and feeling her naked body, the sexual pleasure he felt was much greater than the guilt he experienced in wanting to have sex with her. He didn't care that it was wrong to have sex with his mother. How could the love that he feels for his mother be wrong? It felt so right whenever he was with her. It felt so good to hold her and kiss her.
"Sorry, I didn't mean that in the way that it sounded Mom."
She laughed. He loved her laugh. She had such a musical laugh.
"Being that we're in bed together and with you playing with my pubic hair," she said with a laugh, "call me Jennifer instead of Mom. This is awkward enough for me to be in bed with my son, especially with you calling me Mom," she said with another laugh. "I'd rather we pretend that we're just man and woman, boyfriend and girlfriend, or husband and wife even, instead of mother and son. Let's just take this for what it is, one night at a time and a one night stand."
'One night stand? What did she mean by that? Is she going to give him sex again in the way she gave him sex on Halloween. He never knew with her. He was at her mercy and at her pleasure. She wasn't always so easy to read.'
She shocked him when she acknowledged that he was playing with her pubic hair. She shocked him when she didn't ask him to take his hand away. She shocked him when she said let's pretend that we're man and women, boyfriend and girlfriend, or husband and wife even, instead of mother and son. She shocked him when she said for him to take this for what it was...a one night stand.
Was she giving him permission to sexually touch her and incestuously feel her? He couldn't tell. Was she giving him permission to have sex with her? He didn't know. Was she giving him permission to do with her naked body what any man, boyfriend, or husband would do with his woman, girlfriend, or wife's naked body? He could only hope.
"Okay Jennifer," he said moving his fingers away from her pubic hair.
Not wanting to remove his hand from being in such close proximity to her pussy, he felt compelled to respect his mother by not groping her and/or taking sexual advantage of her.
"You needn't move your fingers Michael. That felt good what you were doing. Strangely familiar, you're father used to touch me in that relaxing way and do the same thing with his fingertips when in contact with my pubic hair when we were in bed together," she said taking his hand and putting it where it was before, only a little lower. "I like when you touch me in that way."
His mother likes it when he plays with her pubic hair. His mother likes being touched in the sexual way. Not a son who'd disappoint his mother, whatever she wanted him to do to her naked body was okay with him.
"Okay," he said.
He moved his hand back to her pubic hair only a little lower this time. Now instead of touching her pubic hair with just his fingertips, practically cupping her cunt, his whole horny hand was filled with his mother's dark brown, trimmed, pubic hair.
"I'm cold," she said. "Move closer to me to keep me warm Michael," she said pushing her buttocks against his already swollen cock. "Oh, you're wearing pajama bottoms," she said pausing before speaking again. "You're going to think me wicked and you're going to think less of me but take them off please. If you don't mind, I like feeling your naked cock pressed up against my naked ass."
'If I don't mind? Are you kidding me? Oh, my God,' he said to himself. 'She likes feeling my naked cock pressed up against her naked ass.'
"I don't think you're wicked," he said. "And I'd never think less of you just because you like feeling me up against you in the way that I like feeling you up against me," he said shocking himself by confessing that.
In the time it took him to say that, he removed his tee shirt, his pajama bottoms, and his underwear and was back and bed with his hard, naked prick pressed against his mother's naked ass. She moved closer to him. When she moved like that and pressed herself against him like that, his fingers moved with her. Now, instead of just feeling her pubic hair with his fingertips, he felt a whole handful of her pubic hair. With the palm of his hand resting on her pussy mound, his fingers were just above her pussy slit.
"Oh, Michael," she cooed, while pressing her naked ass against his naked cock. "You have an erection."
She wiggled her ass against him.
"Sorry Mom," he said but not sorry at all.
He dry humped his mother's naked ass.
"Sorry? Don't be sorry," she said pushing harder against him. "Be proud that you have such a big, hard cock."
When she moved like that and leaned forward like that in the fetal position, the bottom of her naked breasts rested on his forearm, his wrist, and the top of his hand. His cock hardened with the thoughts of touching her tits, feeling her tits, fondling her big tits, and fingering her erect nipples. He couldn't believe he was touching his mother's pussy again in the way he was touching her pussy before. With his mother resting her big breasts on his forearm, he couldn't believe he was touching her breasts, albeit with mostly his forearm instead of with his horny hand.
Without even touching and feeling her breasts with his upraised hand, he could feel the soft, firm, heaviness of her breasts on the back of his hand and arm. His Mom had big tits, at least a large C cup maybe even a small D cup. He couldn't believe he was so sexually aroused just by holding, hugging, cuddling, and spooning his mother while dry humping his mother. Just by him supporting her breasts with his arm and hand, he supported her big breasts as if his forearm was her under wire bra.
He didn't know if he could control himself from touching and feeling his mother where no son should ever touch and feel their mother. Unable to get enough of touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and fingering them, he'd love to feel her breasts and nipples again. He'd love to suck her big tits while fingering her hard nipples again. He'd love to dry hump his mother while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. Pressing himself harder against her, he moved closer to her while holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, spooning her, and dry humping her.
"How's that?"
As if moving his erect prick inside of her, he pushed himself closer to her and he felt his erection find a comfortable spot between her ass cheeks. He so wanted slide his hard, hairy cock in her warm, wet pussy. Imagining making love to his mother again, he imagined fucking his mother doggy style. Having experienced it only once before, he wondered what it would feel like to be inside of her again.
Right here and right now, he wondered what she'd do if he tried to have sex with her, to make love to her, and to fuck her. He wondered if she'd be submissive enough to allow him to have sex with her or if she'd be appalled enough to fight him while he aggressively and sexually took what he wanted and needed from her. Only why was she in bed with him naked and asked him to get naked too, if she didn't want to have sex with him? With her making all of the moves and with her being in sexual control of him, he needed to make his moves too. He needed to be in sexual control of her.



"That feels good," she said squirming her body more into him while seemingly taking his cock deeper in between her ass cheeks.
Sending him sexual signals, they still weren't clear enough for him to make a sexual move on his mother. She was his morally modest mother and not some slut of a drunken whore that he picked up at a bar. Regretting whatever he did or didn't do later, whether he made a sexual pass or not, exploring new sexual ground as if they had never had sex before, he didn't know what to do now. He was so confused. He was so afraid. The last thing he wanted to do was to ruin the good relationship and great friendship that he enjoyed with his mother with sex.
With his arm still wrapped around her slim waistline, his hand and fingers in contact with her pussy and her breasts resting on his arm and hand, he had the sensation of what it would feel like to fuck his mother up her ass. He wished he could fuck her vaginally or anally. So wanting to touch her and so wanting to feel her breasts, as if she read his mind, she took his hand and moved it on her left breast in the way she did before. His mother put his hand on her tit. He couldn't believe his mother put his hand on her tit.
'Oh, my God,' he loved feeling her big tits.
"Mom," he said.
Forgetting to call her Jennifer, Mom was all that he said and all that he could say. He couldn't believe it when she put his hand on her big tit again. With her hard, erect nipples impaling the palm of his hand in the way that his erect cock was nearly impaling her naked ass, he couldn't believe he was cupping his mother's big boob in his hand. God, he loved her big tits.
"You act as if you've never felt a breast before Michael? You act as if you've never felt my breast before," she said with a laugh. "It's okay. You can feel my breasts. I don't mind you feeling my tits. It's just a tit Michael. Feeling my tits is no big deal. Besides, I like it when you feel my tits and fondle my tits."
'It's just a tit? Not to him it wasn't. It's no big deal? She likes him feeling her tits and fondling her tits? Having her shapely breast in the palm of his horny hand was a big deal to him. He liked it when his mother referred to her breasts as tits in the way he liked it when his mother referred to his penis as cock.'
She surprised him with her immoral, immodesty by making the first incestuous move. Actually, she made the first sexual move when she agreed to have him sleep in the same bed with her. She made the second sexual move by wearing this sexy, wide open nightgown. She made the third sexual move when she kissed him on the pretense that he was standing beneath the mistletoe. She continued making sexual moves by allowing him to finger her pubic hair while resting her breasts on his arm and hand and while pushing her ass against his hardening cock on the pretense of him spooning her and cuddling her.
Suspecting that his mother was more taking advantage of him than he was of her, it was time for him to make his own sexual moves. Yet, with her his mother and with him her son and their sexual relationship deemed not only incestuous but also forbidden under the laws of the state and the church, all he could do was to follow her lead. All he could do was not to lead but to follow. All he could do was to go along with whatever she wanted to do while hoping that what she wanted to do was the same that he wanted to do and was something that was incestuously sexual.
"Sorry Mom. I just didn't want to grope you. I didn't want to take sexual advantage of you," he said. "I wanted to give you the respect that you deserve as my mother and not treat you as my whore."
'Shit! Fuck.'
He just called his mother a whore. He didn't mean to say that. He couldn't believe he just called his mother a whore. Even though he felt guilty saying what he just did, it sexually excited him to think of his mother as a whore. As long as she was his whore, what's so wrong with that?
In the way that his cock was growing while pressed against her naked ass, he could feel her nipple hardening against the palm of his hand. He had felt lots of breasts and fingered lots of nipples before but, with these tits weren't just any tits, these tits were his mother's tits and his mother's nipple. Feeling her breasts and nipples was so much more sexually exciting than feeling the breasts and nipples of some other woman, a stranger, and/or a woman he picked up in a bar. So wanting to finger her nipples, he didn't dare move his hand for fear that she'd move his hand away from her tit.
Holding his mother's breast in his hand was one thing but feeling her up as if he was a man and she was a woman he brought home from a bar for sex was something else. Yet, she did say to pretend that they were just man and woman, boyfriend and girlfriend, or husband and wife even, instead of mother and son. Nonetheless, now that he was holding one of her big boobs in his hand, he so wanted to feel and fondled his mother's bit tits while fingering her erect nipples.
She laughed.
"Sometimes I wouldn't mind you treating me as your whore," she said with another laugh, a dirty laugh this time. "I wouldn't mind being submissive to you. Sometimes with me wanting and needing to be taken, I wouldn't mind you making me your submissive, sexual bitch. I wouldn't mind you forcing me to do any sexual nasty and every incestuously dirty thing that you wanted to do to my naked body and that you wanted me to do to your naked body," she said with a nervous laugh.
'Fuck me,' he thought to himself. 'His mother wants to be taken. His mother wants to be his submissive, sexual bitch. His mother wants him to do any sexually nasty and every incestuously dirty thing that he wants her to do to his naked body and that he wants to do to her naked body.'
If he didn't know he was wide awake, he'd think he was dreaming.
"Mom," was all that he could say was forcing him to her knees to suck him.
Overwhelmed and preoccupied by the thoughts of all of the sexual things that he imagined doing with his mother, he moved his hand away from her naked breast. He imagined having anal sex with her. He imagined having sex in public with her. He imagined going to a nude beach with her. He imagined helping her to flash her naked body to unsuspecting men. He imagined them agreeing for her to have sex with other men while he watched and while he had sex with other women too. He imagined treating his mother like a whore instead of respecting her as his mother.
"I don't mind you touching me, feeling me, fondling me, and caressing my breasts Michael, just don't finger my nipples," she said turning her head on her pillow to look at him and as if daring him to touch her nipples. "Okay?"
'Don't touch her nipples? Damn,' he thought to himself. 'Her nipples are the best part of her breasts. Why can't he finger her nipples?'
He moved his hand back to her breast to cup her big tit in the palm of his hand. As if she could read his mind, he couldn't believe she said what he was thinking again. He wondered if her nipples were the only parts of her that were off limits. Does that mean that, as long as he doesn't touch her nipples, he could feel and finger her pussy?
Suddenly, he felt uncomfortable being naked. Suddenly, he felt awkward being in bed with his naked mother. Suddenly, he felt guilty being in bed with his mother. Suddenly, he felt perversely perverted wanting, hoping, and yearning to have incestuous sex with his mother again. Suddenly, all of those things that he thought of doing with his mother, hit him as being wrong, so wrong. How dare he think about having anal sex with his mother, having sex with her in public, going to a nude beach with her, helping her flash unsuspecting men, and agreeing for her to have sex with other men?
It may have been a one-time thing that happened at the motel but this was something else. They were in their house now. This was their new life. It was one thing to disrespect one another incestuously in a rented motel room but this was their house. Whatever they did now was no longer a one-time thing but a forever, incestuous action. Whatever they did now would be a memory that was permanently etched in their brains. Whatever he sexually did to his mother now is something he'd remember for the rest of his life. Whatever his mother sexually did to him now is something he'd be masturbating over for the rest of his life.
* * * * *
As if she had just farted in bed, he moved away from her. As if she had been eating crackers in bed and the cracker crumbs were everywhere, he turned away from her. Yet, in the way he loved his mother, not only didn't he care if she farted in bed but also he'd never kick her out of bed for eating crackers. Only, he felt guilty for wanting to have incestuous sex with his mother.
"I don't think I should be touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing your breast Mom," he said moving his hand away from her breast in the way that he moved his hand away from her pubic hair.
Nonetheless his protest in touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing his mother's breast, his cock grew harder and his incestuous lust for his mother intensified. He so wanted to move her on her back and mount her again as he did in the motel room. He so wanted to give him an orgasm with his fingers, his mouth, and his tongue before giving her an orgasm with his cock. He so wanted to make love to his mother while kissing her and feeling her everywhere. He so wanted to fuck his mother and really pound her pussy into orgasmic pleasure. He so wanted his mother to suck him and allow him to cum in her mouth again. Imagining her staring up at him with her big, beautiful, green eyes with his big, hard, hairy cock in her mouth, he so wanted to watch her swallow his cum.
"What's the big deal? It's just a breast Michael," she said reaching behind her to pull his arm forward and to put his hand back on her tit.
When she moved like that, just before moving his hand on her breast, his hand fell even lower. Before she moved his hand to her breast, his fingertips were right on her pussy slit. Taking a chance to see what she'd say, he played with the tuft of pubic hair that covered her pussy slit. As if dipping his toe in the water to test the temperature, he so wanted to dip his finger in her pussy.
"Sorry Mom, but it's not just any woman's breast, it's your breast," he said not knowing what else to say now that his hand was filled with his mother's big tit again.
If she wasn't his mother, he'd have a lot to say about feeling her big breast. It was one thing to cup his mother's breast in his hand and quite another thing to actually have her give him permission to touch, feel, fondle, and caress her breast. He wished he could finger her nipples.
"There's no reason to be sorry Michael. This is how I used to sleep with your father. When he wasn't playing with my pubic hair, he was holding my breast in his hand while I slept. Just as I loved feeling his hand on me, I love feeling your hand on me too," she said. "As long as you don't finger my nipple," she said again. "I'd like for you to hold my breast. And as long as you don't finger my pussy, I don't mind you playing with my pubic hair. I just don't know if we should continue an incestuously sexual relationship to the inappropriate degree that we did in that motel room. With us being in the new house and having a new life, I just think that would be wrong," she said looking at him as if to see if he agreed with her.
'Huh? What? She doesn't think a son playing with his mother's pubic hair and/or holding his mother's naked breast is incestuously sexual? What is it then if sleeping naked with his naked mother isn't incestuously sexual. Boy, she has some kind of convoluted idea of what's appropriate and what's not and what's incestuous and what's not. Only, now that he was sexually excited, now that he thought she was going to give him hot sex, she was ready to pull the plug.'
"Okay," said Michael feeling, fondling, and caressing his mother's breast while being careful not to touch her nipple with any part of his hand but his palm.
Okay, he said while not agreeing with her not to have sex in their new house. Okay, he said more agreeing that he'd enjoyed holding her breast and playing with her pubic hair. Okay, he said while hoping that she'd say okay that they could have sex, if only one more time. He'd love nothing more than to Christin his new house by having sex with his mother. He'd love nothing more than to rattle her bedroom windows with her having a screaming orgasm. Something they couldn't do in the motel room, they certainly could do now. They could scream their sexual pleasure all they wanted without fear of anyone hearing them.
Abandoning one to feel the other, in between feeling her breast, he reached his hand down to feel and to finger her pubic hair. Inching his hand down further down, he so wanted to cup her pussy again but this time while parting her pussy slit with his finger. He wanted to know if his mother was as wet as he was hard. He wanted to know if his mother was as sexually aroused as he was. He wanted to know if his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
"You have a beautiful breasts mom. I love your big tits. They're so soft and yet so firm," he said. "And your pubic hair is so soft too," he said wishing her could lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. "I love fingering your pubic as much as I love holding your breasts.
She turned her head to look at him with as much incestuous lust as he was looking at her.
"Thank you, Michael," she said. "I'm glad you're having a good time with my naked body," she said with another laugh.
Suddenly feeling sub-conscious and incestuously perverted, he stopped feeling and fondling her breast again. He didn't know if his mother was being sincere or sarcastic. He couldn't tell if she wanted him to continue touching her or not.
"I can stop touching you, Mother, if you'd rather I stop now," he said moving his hand from her breast and his cock from her naked ass.
Suddenly he felt like she was only allowing him to touch her to sexually sate him and not to sexually satisfy her.
"Don't be silly. I was just kidding Michael. I like you holding my breasts in your hand just as I like feeling you play with my pubic hair and just as I enjoy feeling your hard cock pressed up against me," she said. "You make me feel loved. You make me feel wanted. You make me feel sexy. You make me feel as if I'm in a loving, sexual relationship. You make me feel less lonely and sexually frustrated than I am," she said.
As much as he loved playing with her pubic hair, he loved the sensation of his mother's breast in his hand. Inspiring him to get harder, just the feel of her big tit in his hand allowed him to maintain a constant erection. When he wasn't feeling her breast, he was playing with her pubic hair. When he wasn't feeling her breast and/or playing with her pubic hair, he was dry humping her sweet, sexy, naked ass.
Taking the chance by making his move, he fingered her nipple, first one and then the other. When she didn't complain and/or move his hand away, he pulled her nipples out further. Expecting her to ask him to stop, when she didn't he continued fingering her nipples. He pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples. As if she was having a sexy dream, he watched his mother rub her thighs together. He knew that if she wasn't wet before, she most certainly was wet now.
* * * * *
After a while, when she flipped her pillow to the cooler side, she turned to spoon him and he turned to face the other way with her. As if they had done this hundreds of times before, instead of this only being the second time being in bed naked together, it was an orchestrated move. In the way that he did with her, she put her hand on his hard, flat stomach and pulled him to her. As if she was humping him in the way that he pulled her to him, it was as if she was his woman instead of his mother. When she pulled him to her, the action of her pulling him closer caused her hand to fall lower and only mere inches from touching the base of his swollen prick.
Cemented against one another, they stayed there like that for a few minutes before she lowered her hand, perhaps to a more comfortable position. Now with her fingertips touching the top of his pubic hair in the way that his fingertips touched her pubic hair before when inside of her nightgown, he wished she'd move her hand lower. As soon as he wished she'd move her hand lower, she moved her hand lower. With her fingertips in contact with the base of his prick, she fondled the base of his cock with her fingers. Then, in the way she did on Halloween, he wished she'd put her hand on his cock. He so wanted his mother to hold his cock and fondle his cock while stroking his cock. As if begging her for attention, his cock throbbed and pulsated in anticipation of the touch of his mother's hand.
Definitely, she must have felt his erection that throbbed and pulsated against her ass before and that now throbbed and pulsated against her fingertips now. How could she not know that he had a giant erection with his cock sticking straight out as if it was wooded board? With his cock planted right up against her ass and throbbing in between her ass cheeks before she turned the other way, as if he had a live snake trying to escape the covers, how could she not know he had an erection? Of course she knew he had erection.
How could she not know he was sexually excited? Of course she knew he was sexually excited. How could she not know that he wanted her to touch his cock, hold his cock, stroke his cock, suck his cock, and fuck his cock? Of course she knew that his engorged prick was begging for the touch of her hand, the warmth of her mouth, and the wetness of her pussy. How could she not know that he sexually wanted her? Just as she obviously sexually wanted him, of course she knew that he sexually wanted her.
He couldn't count the number of times he had an erection while thinking of his mother naked or while thinking of having sex with his mother. He couldn't count the number of times he had masturbated while thinking of his mother touching him, feeling him, holding him, stroking him, sucking him, and fucking his cock. Now here she was with her fingertips just mere inches from touching his throbbing and pulsating cock. In the way that she lovingly touched him whenever he was ill with a fever from the flu, his prick ached for his mother's hot hand to touch him now that he had a sexual fever.
Wondering how he could subtly move so that her hand would come in contact with his erection, he thought about moving a little higher up on the bed or raising his knees for him to move his cock higher and in reach of her hand. If he slowly slid himself higher up on his pillow while raising his knees, just a few inches higher, her hand would come in contact with his hardening penis. In the way she touched his cock and took hold of his stiff prick in her hand before, nearly two months ago, he wondered if she'd take hold of his stiff prick now when her fingers touched his cock.
Even if he arranged himself for her to touch his cock, would she leave her hand there or would she move her hand away? Only, just when he was about to reposition himself for his mother to inadvertently touch him, she shocked him by lowering her hand voluntarily. As if he willed her to do it, she touched his cock with her hand without any help from him. His mother was touching his cock again in the way he was touching her pussy. He couldn't believe his mother was touching his cock.
Then, if he wasn't shocked before, she shocked him now when she placed her hand directly on his engorged prick. He couldn't believe it when she placed her hand directly on his cock. Shocking him and sexually exciting him at the same time, his mother had her hand on his cock again in the way she did on Halloween night. With her giving him mixed signals and telling him that their having sex would never happen again, he didn't know what to think. All he knew was that he couldn't believe his mother's hand was in contact with his hard prick.



Leaving her hand there without moving it, he wished she'd wrap her fingers around his stiff prick and stroke him. In the way he didn't move his fingers when in contact with her pussy slit, she didn't move her fingers when in contact with cock. Something he had only dreamt about when sleeping and sexually fantasized about when masturbating again, he couldn't believe she was willingly and voluntarily touching his naked penis. In the way he so wanted to masturbate her, he wished she'd masturbate him.
It took all the self-control he had not to reach his hand down, wrap his hand around her hand, and close her hand around his penis. It took all the self-control he had not to wrap her fingers around his swollen prick. While humping her hand with his hips, it took him all the self-control he had not to move her hand back and forth and up and down for her to give him a forced hand job. It took all the self-control he had not to turn to her to kiss her, to touch her, and to feel her everywhere before forcing himself inside of her. In the way that he wondered if she was wet before, with her voluntarily touching his stiff prick, he no longer wondered if she was wet now. He knew she was as wet as he was hard.
As if he was her man, her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband and she was his woman, his girlfriend, his lover, or his wife, and she had deliberately moved her hand there, his mother left her hand on his cock. His mother was touching his prick. He couldn't believe his mother was touching his prick. Even though she had touched his cock, stroked his cock, sucked his cock, and fucked his cock before, her touching his cock now was just as sexually exciting as the first time she touched his cock.
As she no doubt would move her hand away had she accidentally touched his prick if they weren't in bed together, not moving her hand away now, she left her hand there. Not daring to move for the fear of his mother removing her hand from his stiff prick, he stayed there like that while the incestuous, sexual excitement of being in bed naked with his naked mother overwhelmed him. Never has he felt such sexual excitement with a woman feeling his erection through his clothes in the way that he was so sexually excited with his mother feeling his naked cock now. He wondered if she was sleeping and had accidentally touched him in her sleep. He wondered if she was dreaming of having sex with him in the way that he had dreamt of having sex with her so many times before.
Now that her hand was in contact with his cock, he wondered if she was sexually fantasizing about his erect prick in the way that he had sexually fantasized about her wet pussy. Not believing it for a minute, but wishing she had, he wondered if she deliberately moved her hand there and left her hand there while in contact with his naked prick. Just as he had been curious about the feel of bits and pieces of her naked body, he wondered if she was curious about the feel of bits and pieces of his naked body too. If indeed she was sleeping, he hoped she'd finger his cock in her sleep.
In the way that his hand was on her naked breast before, his mother's hand was on his naked cock now. In the way he stuck his hand inside his mother's nightgown to hold her naked breast in his hand, he wished his mother would wrap her fingers around his prick and hold his naked cock in her hand. He wished his cock would throb and pulsate against her hand so that she'd take the hint and wrap her fingers around his stiff prick. Giving her a reason to stroke him and masturbate him, he wished she take the hint of him not only being sexually excited but also being horny and sexually frustrated.
If his cock did throb and pulsate, he wondered if she'd move her hand away when his naked cock came in contact with her hand. Or he wondered if she'd leave her hand there to continue to touch him before holding and fondling his big prick in the way that he touched, held, and fondled her big tit. He'd love nothing more than for her to hold his erect prick in her warm hand. He'd love nothing more than for her to wrap her fingers around him and stroke him in the way he so wanted to rub her clit and finger her pussy. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to masturbate him in the way he so wanted to masturbate her.
Maybe, if she was sleeping, instead of moving her hand away from his cock, she'd wrap her fingers around his big prick instead. An involuntary move on her behalf, his cock throbbed and pulsated by the mere warmth and touch of her soft, motherly hand. Then, when she didn't move her hand away, wanting and needing more sexual stimulation, he voluntarily throbbed and pulsated his cock as if he was having sex with her hand.
"Mom," he said.
He didn't need to say anymore for her to know his meaning.
"Oh don't be such a prude Michael. This is how I slept with your father. It isn't like I'm giving you a hand job," she said. "He always held my breast and played with my pubic hair when we faced one way and I held his cock when we faced the other way. Holding your penis in my hand gives me comfort," she said. "It's just my hand Michael. It isn't as if I have your cock in my mouth or in my pussy."
'Just her hand?'
Giving him one image, she gave him two more images. He imagined his stiff prick in her mouth. He imagined her staring up at him with her big, green eyes, while his hard, hairy cock was buried in her mouth. He imagined mounting his mother and his mother reaching down to place his cock by her wet cunt. Then, humping her and with her humping him, he imagined being inside of his mother again. He imagined making love to his mother before fucking his mother.
He wondered what else she'd say was okay to do because she did that with his father. Would it be okay for her to give him a hand job in the way she did seven, long weeks ago? Would it be okay for her to give him a blowjob in the way she did seven, long weeks ago? Would it be okay for him to cum in her mouth and to watch her swallow his cum? Would it be okay for him to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy? Would it be okay for him to give her an orgasm with his fingers, his mouth, and with his cock? Would it be okay for her to make love to him before fucking him, really fucking him hard in the way that he fucked her really hard while pounding her pussy Halloween night?
Now instead of just leaving her hand stationary on top of his prick, wrapping her fingers around him, she held his cock as if she was holding the handle while riding a streetcar. Immediately his prick grew harder and it didn't take him very long to have a full erection. Now, even if he wanted to, he couldn't stop his cock from throbbing and pulsating while in his mother's hand. Every time his cock throbbed and pulsated, it grew longer, wider, and harder.
So wanting to slowly hump his mother's hand, first getting an erection over feeling his mother's breast and now with his mother holding his naked erection in her hand, he couldn't wait to masturbate. Then, it happened. As if his stiff prick had a mind of its own, as if it was about to explode with cum, his cock grew harder than it's ever been before.
He needed to leave. He needed to go back to his own room. Before something terrible happened that they'd both regret in the morning, he had to stop this incestuous sex before he no longer could. As if she wasn't his mother but some woman he brought home for the night, there was just no way that he could have incestuous sex with his mother again without falling in love with her.
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter 9:
In the way that his hand was on her naked breast before, his mother's hand was on his naked cock now. In the way he stuck his hand inside his mother's nightgown to hold her naked breast in his hand, he wished his mother would wrap her fingers around his prick and hold his naked cock in her hand. He wished his cock would throb and pulsate against her hand so that she'd take the hint and wrap her fingers around his stiff prick. Giving her a reason to stroke him and masturbate him, he wished she'd take the hint of him not only being sexually excited but also being horny and sexually frustrated.
If his cock did throb and pulsate, he wondered if she'd move her hand away when his naked cock came in contact with her hand. Or he wondered if she'd leave her hand there to continue to touch him before holding and fondling his big prick in the way that he touched, held, and fondled her big tit. He'd love nothing more than for her to hold his erect prick in her warm hand. He'd love nothing more than for her to wrap her fingers around him and stroke him in the way he so wanted to rub her clit and finger her pussy. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to masturbate him in the way he so wanted to masturbate her.
Maybe, if she was sleeping, instead of moving her hand away from his cock, she'd wrap her fingers around his big prick instead. An involuntary move on her behalf, his cock throbbed and pulsated by the mere warmth and touch of her soft, motherly hand. Then, when she didn't move her hand away, wanting and needing more sexual stimulation, he voluntarily throbbed and pulsated his cock as if he was having sex with her hand.
"Mom," he said.
He didn't need to say anymore for her to know his meaning.
"Oh don't be such a prude Michael. This is how I slept with your father. It isn't like I'm giving you a hand job," she said. "He always held my breast and played with my pubic hair when we faced one way and I held his cock when we faced the other way. Holding your penis in my hand gives me comfort," she said. "It's just my hand Michael. It isn't as if I have your cock in my mouth or in my pussy."
'Just her hand?'
Giving him one image, she gave him two more images. He imagined his stiff prick in her mouth. He imagined her staring up at him with her big, green eyes, while his hard, hairy cock was buried in her mouth. He imagined mounting his mother and his mother reaching down to place his cock by her wet cunt. Then, humping her and with her humping him, he imagined being inside of his mother again. He imagined making love to his mother before fucking his mother.
He wondered what else she'd say was okay to do because she did that with his father. Would it be okay for her to give him a hand job in the way she did seven, long weeks ago? Would it be okay for her to give him a blowjob in the way she did seven, long weeks ago? Would it be okay for him to cum in her mouth and to watch her swallow his cum? Would it be okay for him to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy? Would it be okay for him to give her an orgasm with his fingers, his mouth, and with his cock? Would it be okay for her to make love to him before fucking him, really fucking him hard in the way that he fucked her really hard while pounding her pussy Halloween night?
Now instead of just leaving her hand stationary on top of his prick, wrapping her fingers around him, she held his cock as if she was holding the handle while riding a streetcar. Immediately his prick grew harder and it didn't take him very long to have a full erection. Now, even if he wanted to, he couldn't stop his cock from throbbing and pulsating while in his mother's hand. Every time his cock throbbed and pulsated, it grew longer, wider, and harder.
So wanting to slowly hump his mother's hand, first getting an erection over feeling his mother's breast and now with his mother holding his naked erection in her hand, he couldn't wait to masturbate. Then, it happened. As if his stiff prick had a mind of its own, as if it was about to explode with cum, his cock grew harder than it's ever been before.
He needed to leave. He needed to go back to his own room. Before something terrible happened that they'd both regret in the morning, he had to stop this incestuous sex before he no longer could. As if she wasn't his mother but some woman he brought home for the night, there was just no way that he could have incestuous sex with his mother again without falling in love with her.
* * * * *
"Maybe I should go to my room now Mom," he said knowing his big prick was ready to prematurely ejaculate.
Besides, he needed to masturbate himself. He needed to cum. If they weren't going to have sex, he needed to stroke himself while thinking about being in bed naked with his naked mother and having sex with her.
"Please don't go Michael. Not yet," she said releasing her hold on his stiff prick to take hold of his hand. She looked up at him with sad, lonely eyes. "I need you. I don't want to be alone. Not tonight, on Christmas Eve." She looked at her nightstand clock. "It's nearly Christmas. We should be together for Christmas if only sleeping in the same bed," she said looking up at him with a pitiful puppy dog look that he couldn't resist.
In the way that he needed her, his mother needed him. She looked at him as if she was so lonely. She looked at him as if she was so horny, as horny as he was. She looked at him as if she was sexually frustrated, as sexually frustrated as he was. She looked at him as if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
How could he leave her? What son would leave his mother in her time of physical, emotional, and sexual need? This was it. This was the turning point in their forbidden, sexual relationship. It was one thing to have sex with his mother in their old live while living in a seedy motel in California, but it was another thing to have sex with his mother in their new life when living in their new home. Destined to be with her forever, he couldn't leave her.
Their relationship wasn't just about incestuous sex anymore. Their incestuous relationship had morphed into something else, something higher, and something more beautiful. Their relationship was more about love. No longer incestuous, their relationship wasn't about what a mother sexually feels for her son and what a son sexually feels for his mother. Their relationship was about real love, the love felt between a man and a woman, a boyfriend and girlfriend, or a husband and wife. Just as she was no longer her mother and he was no longer her son, they were lovers.
"Mom," he said again.
She reached out her hand to grab a handful of his erect prick again. Pulling him back in bed by his penis, as if grabbing for a tool to do a job that she needed done, he couldn't believe his mother grabbed his naked cock again. Every time she touched his prick was like the first time she touched his prick. With her grip even tighter around his cock than it was before, he moved back in bed beside her before she pulled off his cock.
She stared at his erect prick as if seeing it for the first time. She stared at his erect prick in the way that he stared at her naked body when she stripped naked in the motel. She stared at his naked prick as if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. She stared at his erect prick as if she was as hungry for his cock as he was hungry for her pussy.
"Did I do that?"
He looked down to wear she was staring. She was staring at his cock. His mother was staring at his cock. Even though she had stared at his cock plenty of times before, he couldn't believe she was staring at his cock again now. Every time she looked at his cock, leered at his prick, and ogled his dick, sexually aroused him as if she was seeing his penis for the first time.
'Duh,' he wanted to say but didn't.
Too sexually excited to speak, it was then that he realized that she was sexually teasing him and incestuously enticing him. It was then that he realized that they were going to have sex. If it wasn't enough that his mother was in bed with him nearly naked with a see-through nightgown, he was on the same page now. Needing to be hit with a baseball bat to see the subtle sexual signs that women give men, men are such dopes to miss the clues. He was such a dope not to see his mother had planned to have sex with him tonight all along.
She let go of his engorged prick to look down at his engorged prick. In the way she teased him before when she grabbed his cock in the motel room, she was teasing him now. As if they were already lovers, and they were, as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife instead of mother and son, she giggled her whisper in his ear.
"Did I arouse you sexually by just putting my hand on your naked penis?"
She stared up at him while waiting for his answer. Seemingly unable to stop herself from touching him in the way that he was unable to stop himself from touching her, she took hold of his cock again in her hand. Holding his cock as if squeezing a full tube of toothpaste with the cap on, she held his erection tighter in her hand than she ever did before. Her lustful desire for him was transfer from her to him through her hand and through his cock.
"Yes. I mean no. Holding your breast and touching your pubic hair, while dry humping you, did that too," he said with a little laugh. "Mom, I'm so sorry, but I can't help myself from holding you, touching you, and feeling you," he said. "I'm so embarrassed. We shouldn't be doing this. This is wrong. This is so wrong."
Not believing what he said for a second, his apology wasn't sincere. Even though he said they shouldn't be doing this, even though he said this is wrong, so wrong, he couldn't stop himself from having sex with his mother because it felt so right. With her tightly gripping his prick in her hand, he so wanted to move his hips back and forth for her to give him a forced hand job.
Sorry that he said they shouldn't be doing what they were doing while in bed naked together and that what they were doing was wrong, he was glad he said what he said. With him throwing her under the bus, now the onus was off of him and place upon her. Now, with him showing his reluctance, albeit feigned reluctance, to having an incestuous, sexual relationship with his mother, the onus was on her to continue down this road of lunacy and sexual debauchery.
"Sorry? Embarrassed?" She laughed her musical laugh. "It's okay Michael. You have nothing to be sorry or embarrassed about. Don't be sorry and don't be embarrassed. Your cock isn't the first cock that I've held in my hand," she said. "And I'm sure your cock won't be the last cock that I hold in my hand," she said with a wicked laugh. "Hardly a virgin, I was married once," she said with a laugh.
She looked at him with sexual excitement while he looked at her with incestuous lust.
"Mom," he said embarrassed that his mother was seemingly ready to tell him about her sexual exploits with other men.
Yet, relieved and disappointed at the same time, instead of talking about her sexual exploits with other men, she talked about their sexual exploits before briefly confessing what she sexually did with his father.
"Besides, I've already done more than just hold your cock before," she said with a dirty laugh. "I stroked your prick," she said moving her hand back and forth as if she was giving him a hand job. "I sucked your prick," she said moving her cheek in and out with her tongue while moving her hand back and forth in front of her mouth. "And I fucked your prick," she said moving her hips in and out as if she was in bed fucking him.
After using her body language to give him sexually, explicit images of all that they've sexually done together, she looked at him looking at her.
"Mom," he said was all that he could say.
He looked at her looking at him.
"I've been holding your father's prick in my hand and giving him regular hand jobs and blowjobs since my Prom," she said with another giggle before giving him a sad look. "He was the only man I had sex with until I had sex with you."
His mother was a virgin when she met his father. He was surprised that she was a virgin. With her not so innocent now, she must have been so innocent then. For some reason, perhaps in the aggressive sexual way that she acts, he thought there were other men in his mother's life before his father.
"Sorry Mom," he said again suddenly feeling guilty that he turned his mother from being a morally modest woman to being an incestuous whore.
She made a sour face at him.
"Now, as if you've opened my sexual floodgates, I'm not embarrassed to tell you that I've been thinking about having sex with other men," she said. She looked at him as if to see what his reaction would be to her personal, private, sexual confession. "Now that I've seen your cock, held your cock, sucked your cock, and fucked your cock, as if I'm a wicked whore, I've been preoccupied with the thought of cocks. With my only other comparison being your father's prick, I'm curious about seeing, touching, feeling, and having sex with other men's pricks."
Michael looked at his mother with shock.
'Not another man, not one man, but other men's pricks?'
He wondered how many other men's pricks his mother would need to satisfy her sexual curiosity of seeing, touching, feeling, and having sex with other men. Well, he did it. It was all his fault. He had turned his mother into not just an incestuous whore wanting to have sex with him but into a regular whore in wanting to have sex with other men.
Having never heard his mother talk in such a sexual way, it excited him when she repeated the word cock. Instead of making him possessively jealous, it sexually excited him that his mother was thinking about having sex with other men. Which men? Her friends? Her neighbors? Strangers? Men she saw at the mall? Men she picked up in a bar? Men she met online?
Following her lead, hoping she'd give him some, hot pillow talk about her sexual life, he pumped and pried her for sexual information. He was ready to hear more. He was ready to learn things about his mother that he never knew before. Seemingly, his mother was just like any other woman. She had wants, needs, desires, and even sexual secrets. Just in case she wanted to masturbate him while giving him hot, pillow talk, he turned to face her. Just in case she wanted to suck him before fucking him, he moved to lay on his back to give her hand and mouth better access to his cock.
"I can't even imagine you giving Dad a hand job and/or a blowjob," he said prodding her for more sexual information about her past while hoping that she'd give him a hand job and/or a blowjob too. He looked at him with as much curiosity now as she looked at him with curiosity before. "Just wondering, did you just hold Dad's cock while stroking him or did you fondle the head of his prick while moving your hand back and forth."
Thinking that he was being coy in his sexual seduction of his mother, seemingly he was so transparent in what he hoped to receive from his mother. She looked at him and gave him a sexy smile before reaching her hand down to fondle the head of his cock with her fingertips. Then, she slowly started stroking him.
"Is that what you'd like for me to do? Would you like me to fondle the head of your prick with my fingertips while stroking your cock? Would you like me to masturbate you?"
She lifted her head off her pillow to look at him again but he didn't turn to look at her. When he didn't look at her, she stared down at his cock. Feeling awkwardly embarrassed that he wanted his mother in an incestuously sexual way, nonetheless, wishing that she'd masturbate him and /or blow him, he felt so perversely perverted. Never thinking badly of his mother, not thinking that she was a woman with sexual wants, needs, and desires, he shouldered all the blame of turning his mother into an incestuous whore.
Yet, even when they were having sex in that motel room in California, never had he so openly talked to his mother about sex as he was now in their house in Massachusetts. Talking about sex with his mother was nearly as sexually exciting as having sex with his mother. Feeling as if there was nothing that he couldn't say or ask his mother, he felt free. He suddenly felt unencumbered by guilty. Now he viewed Jennifer more as his lover, his girlfriend, or even his wife than he did his mother.
"Yeah, actually I do want you to give me a hand job but I don't know if we should do that," he said already regretting saying that she shouldn't give him a hand job.
He needed to play his part and play his game so that his mother wouldn't think he was a pervert. It was one thing for him to have incestuous sex with his mother but it was quite another thing for her to think that he was perverted. Just as he couldn't think of his mother as being a whore, he didn't want her to think him a pervert or perverted. Just as he could never think badly of his mother, the last think he wanted was for his mother to think badly of him.
For all of the things he was sexually thinking about doing and wanting to do with his mother, he needed her to trust his judgment and for her not to think that his judgment was clouded by incest and incestuous thoughts. He needed for her to know that his thoughts weren't twisted by sexual perversions for his mother. Now that he was about to have sex with his mother again, he thought of all of the sexual things that his father wanted to do with his mother. Now that she confessed that she's curious about other men's cocks, he thought of all the sexual things that she refused to do then but that she may be ready to do now.
He thought about flashing his underwear clad, topless, and naked mother to other men. He thought about them participating in the swinging lifestyle. He thought about her having sex with other men while he watched. He thought about him having sex with other women while she watched. He thought about them having threesomes and foursomes. He imagined her serving his friends drinks topless and/or naked while they played poker. In the way she refused to do with his father before, maybe she'd be more ready to do with her son now. What she wasn't ready for then, she was obviously ready to do now.
* * * * *
He watched her staring at his naked prick in the way that he was staring at her naked breasts that were totally hanging out and exposed from her nightgown. After she confessed that she had been thinking of other men's' cocks, seemingly, in the way that he was enamored with breasts, especially with her breasts, she was suddenly enamored with not just his prick but also with other men's pricks too. Even when they were having sex in the motel, never had his mother stared at his prick while touching his prick as much as she was staring at it and touching it now. Suddenly and seemingly, she was as hungry for his cock as he was hungry for her pussy. Suddenly and seemingly, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
"I had a sexual life before you came along Michael and after you were born," she said with a little laugh while slowly running her fingers over the head of his erection. "After you voiced your reluctance, saying we shouldn't be doing this and that this is wrong, are you okay with me holding your penis and touching your penis in this sexually, incestuous way? Tell me now because if we're going to go through with his again, having sex, it must be consensual," she said without removing her hand.
While staring at his cock, she fingered the head of his cock. While continuing to stare at his cock, she teased him with her gentle, motherly touches. Then, she excited him even more by cupping his testicles in her hand before sliding a slow hand all the way up his erect penis.



"Yes," he said in a sexually excited whisper. How could he say otherwise? She was driving him sexually mad with incestuous desire for her. "I'm okay with you holding me and touching me in a sexually, incestuous way. I'm okay with having sex with you, Mother. I want to have sex with you," he said kissing her.
Only, he wished instead of only holding his cock, fondling his prick, and cupping his testicles in her hand that she'd stroke him. Horny before and with his mother making him even hornier now, he wished she'd give him a motherly hand job and/or a motherly blowjob in the way that she gave his father a wifely hand job and a wifely blowjob. He'd love nothing more than to stare down at his mother looking up at him with her big, green eyes, with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth.
"You have such a beautiful prick Michael and I promise not to stroke you," she said pausing to look at him through the darkness of her bedroom, "that is, unless you ask me to do that. Okay?"
She said what he was thinking again as if picking up on his thoughts again. Teasing him again, she was playing her game of reluctance now. Giving him a taste of his own medicine, she was putting the onus of them having sex back on him.
'It's okay if you stroke me and give me a hand job,' he thought and wanted to say but didn't.
He wanted this to be her sexual seduction and not his. Yet, obviously, his mother was willing to share the blame, the guilt, and the remorse of their forbidden, sexual relationship. Obviously with her wanting him to make the first move, this was his cue to tell her that it was okay for her to stroke him and/or to suck him if she had a mind to do that. Only, he needed to tell her that before she'd do any of that.
"Okay," he said wishing he had the balls to ask her to suck him. Instead of having her masturbate him and have him cum all over her hand, he'd much rather have her suck him and cum in her mouth. "Yes, I'd like for you to stroke me, Mom. I'd like for you to masturbate me, Mom," he said when he really wanted to say, I'd like for you to suck me.
Whether by her hand, her mouth, or her pussy, he'd love to cum for his mother. He'd love to see the look on her face when he ejaculated his load of cum for her and because of her. Thinking about putting his hand on her hand to hump her hand, with the help of his mother and with the help of his mother's hand, he could give himself a reluctant hand job. Only with his mother willing and ready to masturbate him, he didn't need to do that. Knowing full well what he was doing, he knew she'd leave her hand there while he was humping her hand.
A sexual fantasy come true, if he wanted to she'd give him a motherly hand job. If he wanted to, she'd allow him to cum all over her hand. The best Christmas gift he could ever want, he'd love to cum all over his mother's hand. He'd love to see his mother's hand coated with is cum.
An even better Christmas gift than that, he'd love to cum in his mother's mouth. He'd love for his mother to blow him again. He'd love to put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head and hump her mouth while fucking her face. He'd love to feel and fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples while she sucked his prick. He'd love to feel that overwhelming sexual and incestuous release of cumming in his mother's willing mouth.
The trifecta of Christmas gifts, he'd love to cum all over his mother's hand, in her mouth, and inside of her pussy. Only, he wouldn't want to get her pregnant. Giving her a child would ruin everything. Nonetheless, being careful not to cum inside of her, he desperately wanted to make love to his mother again.
Kissing and kissing her, French kissing her, he wanted to make out with his mother while on top of her and humping her. Then, rolling her over and mounting her, humping her faster, harder, and deeper, he'd love to fuck his mother again. He'd love nothing more than to pound her pussy. He'd love nothing more than to give her an orgasm with his cock.
"You have a very big cock Michael, much bigger than your father's cock," she said in a whisper while squeezing his prick and while staring down at his prick. "It's very hard, much harder than your father's cock because of his drinking. He had trouble getting an erection sometimes."
He looked down at his cock with her before staring up at her green eyes.
"Really? I do? My cock is bigger than Dad's?"
She smiled.
"Yes. Trust me. You do," she said. "Longer and wider, your prick is much bigger than your father's prick."
He returned her smile with his smile.
"Thank you, I think," he said with a laugh. "Not an image I'd like to have, I'm a little embarrassed that you're holding my prick while telling me that I have a bigger and harder cock than my father's cock," he said.
She looked at him to give him a naughty smile.
"And you weren't embarrassed playing with my pubic hair while feeling and fondling my breast, were you and while wishing you were rubbing my clit and fingering my pussy?" She paused while waiting for him to answer and when he didn't, she continued. "Tell me, I want to know."
She looked at him looking at her.
"No," he said. "Wanting to masturbate you, I, um, was too sexually excited to be embarrassed."
He looked at her looking at him.
"Tell me. I want to know. Were you embarrassed seeing me in my bra and panty in the motel? Were you embarrassed seeing me topless? Weren't you embarrassed seeing me naked? Were you embarrassed licking me, making love to me, and then fucking me? If you were embarrassed by any and/or all of those things, you didn't show it," she said with a laugh.
He looked at her with his mouth open.
"Mom." If she wasn't his mother, he'd already be having sex with her. Then, instead of remaining quiet and keeping his thoughts to himself, he said what he was thinking. "If you weren't my mother, I'd be already having sex with you instead of just talking about having sex with you."
She gave him a naughty look and a sexy smile.
"Okay," she said looking up at him. "I can play that game. Tell me," she said letting go of his prick to lay on her back before leaning up on her elbow. "What if I weren't your mother, what would you do to me right now that we're in bed together?"
Again saying what he was thinking, with the both of them so very connected and with the both of them now on the same incestuous page, it was as if she could read his mind.
"God, Mom, I'm embarrassed to say," he said.
He looked at her with sexual excitement while she looked at him with curiosity.
"Jennifer. Call me Jennifer," she said. "Tell me. I'd like to know, she said ever so slowly stroking his cock. "Tell me all that you'd do to me if I wasn't your mother."
She returned his embarrassed look with a sexy smile and her naughtiest of looks.
"I'd kiss you. I'd really kiss you. I'd French kiss you. I'd make out with you while touching and feeling you everywhere," he said. "I love French kissing you and feeling your tongue in my mouth."
She closed her eyes and puckered her lips.
"Go ahead and kiss me. French kiss me while touching me and feeling me everywhere. I want to feel your lips on mine and your tongue in my mouth," she said. "I like kissing you too."
Michael turned more towards his mother and leaning into her, he kissed her. Touching her breasts while feeling her ass, he stuck his horny hand between his mother's legs to cup her wet pussy. As soon as his lips touched her, returning his kiss with her kiss, she French kissed him. She gave him the deepest, wettest, and most sexually arousing French kiss he had ever had.
"Wow," he said dizzy with incestuous delight.
She looked at him and smiled.
"Then what? Tell me," she said breaking off the kiss to give him a sexy look. "What else would you do to me and my naked body if I wasn't your mother?"
He paused to stare down at her tits. With her nipples erect, it was obvious that she was just as sexually aroused as he was.
"I'd French kiss you while touching you, feeling you, licking you, and sucking you everywhere before making love to you," he said getting aroused by all of the imagery of having sex with his mother. "Then, after giving you an orgasm with my mouth and fingers, I'd fuck you. I'd pound your pussy until I gave you an orgasm with my cock."
He gave her his look of incestuous lust.
"Oh, my," she said giving him a sexy look. "With me always feeling so horny and sexually frustrated, I'd quite like for you to give me multiple orgasms," she said with a dirty laugh.
She returned his look of incestuous lust with her look of incestuous lust. As if they were both thinking about what he had just said and as if they were both thinking that same thing, they remained quiet. Mother and son were about to have sex again. Only, instead of trying to remain quiet while in a public motel, now they could scream their heads off in orgasmic pleasure and no one would hear them.
* * * * *
"Even before I married your father, I've never had a cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy. With you only my second lover, you cock is the biggest and the hardest cock I've ever felt," she said.
Michael looked at his mother with more insight to her moral background.
"So, you were a virgin?"
She nodded her head.
"Virgins weren't as uncommon as they are now," she said.
He nodded his head in the way that his mother nodded her head.
"Today, no one is a virgin," he said with a laugh.
She sighed a soulful sigh.
"One of the reasons why we parted was because your father wanted me to have sex with other men. He wanted to participate in the swinging lifestyle," she said with sadness. "Now that you've opened my eyes to what I've missed, I wished I had done some of the sexual things he wanted me to do. I wish I would have allowed him to flash my body to his friends and even to participate in the swinging lifestyle with him. I would have liked to know what it was like to have sex with someone else other than him," she said looking at him more embarrassed than sexually excited.
She looked at him with shame and embarrassment.
"Wow," he said. "I can't imagine you as a swinger Mom."
He looked at her with sexual excitement.
"He was always trying to flash me to his friends. Lifting my skirt to flash my panties or pulling down my tube top or bikini top to flash them my tits, he was more sexually adventurous than I was. I can't say that I didn't enjoy the flashing but after a while, every weekend was the same and I felt as if he was using my body and abusing me. As if sex was a drug, he wanted me to do more and more sexual things. I finally put a stop to his perversity when I refused to serve his friends drinks while topless and/or naked at a poker party. If ever I did that, next he'd want me to have sex with his friends. Next his drunken friends would be forcing me to my knees to suck them or bending me over the poker table to fuck them."
She whispered the limitations of her modest, sexual experiences in his ear while ever so slowly stroking his big prick.
"Wow. I had no idea Dad was like that," he said as sexually excited by his mother's words as he was by her hand and naked body. "I had no idea you were so sexually innocent. I never pegged you for being a virgin when you were married."
Seemingly taking after his father in his sexual lust for his mother and his sexual appetite to do more with her, he thought again all of the things he'd love to do with his mother. In the way that his father did, he'd love to flash her to other men. In the way that his father wanted her to do, he'd love to watch her having sex with other men. Like father like son, he'd even like for her to participate in the swinging lifestyle with him. How cool would that be to have swinging sex with his mother?
"That's why I blame myself. Had I been more willing to do all of the sexual things that he wanted me to do, maybe we still would be together. Maybe we still would be married?"
With his mother still holding his cock in her hand as if she was holding her dildo while pressing her big breasts against him, they remained silent while Jennifer cuddled her son.
"You shouldn't blame yourself Mom. He was wrong to pressure you to sexually do things that you were uncomfortable doing. Flashing your body is one thing but having sex with his friends and participating in the swinging lifestyle is entirely something else," he said.
She gave him a look of curiosity as if she was thinking what he was thinking.
"Something I wouldn't do before, I may do now," she said with a pause, "with you." She looked at him looking at her. "I may be open to having some sexy fun with you. Something I've never done, I may be open to going to a nude beach. I may even be open to participating in the swinging lifestyle as long as you were by my side."
She stopped stroking and fondling him to ask him her question.
"May I see it again?"
Wondering if he heard right and hoping he did, he couldn't believe what his mother just asked.
"Pardon? See what?"
Knowing what she said but needing the time to wrap his brain around showing his mother his stiff prick, he needed to ask her again what she said to make sure that he wasn't mistaken and heard her correctly.
"You penis. May I see your cock?" She laughed a nervous laugh. "I'd like to turn on the light to see my son's big prick."
Michael couldn't believe his mother wanted to see his prick. A dream come true, he's always wanted to flash his mother his prick in the way that he always flashed her to flash him her panties and bra but. Yet, not wanting to offend her, he never had the nerve to expose his cock to her. Yet, what the Hell, with them already having had sex, he didn't understand his false modesty now.
"Sure," he said. "Okay," he said turning to face her.
* * * * *
Not thinking that she'd turn on the light, as if giving him a medical exam, she turned on the bedside light and he squinted until his eyes adjusted to the light. Then, as if removing the wrapping from an expensive Christmas gift, she removed the blanket and sheet from his cock. Immediately his cock jumped to life as if it was on a spring that had been released with the removal of the bedding. His mother was ogling his cock in the way that he ogled her naked body at the motel.
"Wow Michael. You have a beautiful cock," she said staring at his penis in the way that he had always imagined his mother staring at his penis. She sat up in bed and leaned in closer to his engorged prick as if she was about to suck him. "It's so big. Your cock is so much bigger than your father's prick. I can't believe how hard it is," she said taking his erect prick in her hand again.
When she moved forward like that and leaned forward like that, her breasts moved forward with her and her nightgown opened even more to expose the side of her right breast. With much of the material of her nightgown caught beneath her, her nightgown acted as if she were wearing a cape that didn't close all the way around her. She repositioned herself in bed for a better look at his cock and when she did her nipple, her areola, and her entire boob fell out of her nightgown and hung there in plain view before his horny eyes. It was so sexually exciting to see his mother's naked breasts while she stared at his naked cock. He couldn't have dreamt a better scenario.
"Mom," he said looking from her naked breast to her face before staring at her exposed breast again.
She looked down at her breast before looking up at him with an excited smile. Obviously, she knew she was flashing him. Obviously, she was sexually teasing and incestuously enticing him. She gave him a look as if asking him if he liked what he was seeing.
"Oh, Michael, it's only my tits. What's the big deal? You've seen them, touched them, felt them, and sucked them before back in the motel room. These are the same breasts that you sucked on when you were a baby," she said lifting her breast in the palm of her hand as if offering her tit up to him. Then, she unbuttoned the top of her nightgown. "Being that you're showing me your cock, would you like to see my tits?" Before he could answer she withdrew her arms from her nightie, removed her nightgown from her naked body, and tossed her negligee to the end of the bed. "I'll show you my tits. How's that? Would you like that? Would you like to see my tits?"
He stared at her naked breasts before looking up at her and before returning his focus to her breasts again.
"Yes," he said too late, after she had already exposed her naked breasts to him.
Before he could even answer her, exposing both of her naked breasts to him, her nightgown was already off of her naked body. He stared at her exposed breasts as if it was the first time seeing his mother's tits. With her face filled with incestuous, sexual excitement, she looked down at herself before looking up at him with pride and with sexual excitement.
"So what do you think of your old mother's tits? Judging from your erection, I dare say that you like what you're seeing," she said putting his hand on her breast again while wrapping the fingers of her other hand around his cock again. "Judging from your erection, I dare say that you like what you're feeling. Am I correct?"
He stared at his mother's big tits.
"Yes," he said looking from her breasts to look at her before staring at her naked breasts again. "You have beautiful breasts mother."
She rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Jennifer, call me Jennifer. It's weird for you to call me mother when I'm topless and in bed with you with your hand on my tit and my hand around your cock," she said with a laugh.
He smiled at his mother as if she was his girlfriend instead of his mother.
"I love your big tits Jennifer," he said staring down at her big tits before staring at his cock that she continued holding in her hand.
He stared at her naked breasts as if staring at candy through the window of a candy store.
"Go ahead. They won't bite. You can feel my breast, just not the nipples," she said.
He reached out his horny hands to touch her naked breasts and feel her naked breasts.
"Why not the nipples?"
He held her breast in the palm of his hand before running a slow palm across her nipple and before taking her nipple in between her fingers and pulling it forward to make it bigger. She looked down to watch his fingers sexually excite her in a way that no son should ever sexually excite his mother.
"Oh, Michael. Don't do that. Oh, my God," she said with a quiver while feebly protesting him fingering her big, hard, and erect nipples. "Don't you know anything about women?" She put her hand on his hand to temporarily prevent him from fingering her nipples but released his hand when he moved his hand to her other breast and other nipple.
"Why not?"
So wanting to kiss her, so wanting to stick his tongue down his mother's throat, he so wanted to mount her and fuck her as her Merry Christmas gift from him to her in the way he fucked her for Halloween.
"You'll sexually excite me if you touch my nipples like that. You'll make me all wet," she said breathlessly while parting her legs and taking his hand down to her pussy. "See? I'm already wet, so wet."
He didn't know if she was kidding him or if she was serious about him not touching her nipples. He couldn't tell if she was scolding him for fingering her nipples or sexually teasing him so that he'd continue to finger her nipples. He never knew if she was forbidding him from fingering her nipples or enticing him to have his wicked sexual way with not only her tits but also with her nipples too.
"Sorry Mother," he said withdrawing his hand from her breast.
She removed her hand from his cock to separate the lips of her vagina while staring down at her pussy before staring back up at him.



"Now you've done it. Now look what you did," she said showing him a lot of her glistening, pink pussy. "You made me all wet Michael," she said.
She moved her finger inside of her and removing it to show him her wet finger. She slowly slid her wet finger across his lips. Then, she took his finger in her hand and stuck his finger inside of her.
"Mom," was all he could say staring down at her pussy before staring up at her.
With his lips still wet from her vaginal secretions, she kissed him before licking off what she deposited on his lips with her finger.
"You're such a naughty boy. I swear, if you continue fingering my nipples and fingering my pussy in the way that you're fingering my nipples and my pussy now, I'll have no control over what I do next."
She gave him the naughty look and sexy smile again.
"You won't?" He knew she was teasing him now. "And what would you do Mother if I continue fingering your nipples while fingering your pussy? Tell me," he said playing her game while continuing to finger her pussy and play with her nipples. "I want to know.
Pulling turning, and twisting her nipples with one hand, he fingered her pussy with his other hand. She stared down at his fingers to watch him finger her nipples before looking up at him. Parting her pussy lips to rub her clit more, he inserted his finger further inside of her and when he did, she gasped.
"Oh, God, Michael. I'd suck your cock," she said gasping when he moved his finger deeper inside of her and wiggled his finger as if his finger was a worm burrowing in the ground. "I'd suck your cock until you unloaded your cum in my mouth and then I'd swallow ever drop before licking your big dick clean."
Undaunted by her warnings, encouraged by her cautioning instead, with his hands all over his mother's big tits and his fingers all over her nipples, he was masturbating his mother in the way that she had been masturbating him. Wanting to see her looking up at him with her big, green eyes with his hard, hairy prick in her mouth, he wanted his mother to suck his cock. He wanted to cum in his mother's mouth. He wanted to watch his mother swallow his cum before licking him clean.
Running the risk of sexually exciting his mother, he continued fingering her nipples while rubbing her clit. He continued fingering her nipples against her warning. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, he was having his sexy way with her nipples with one hand while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy with his other hand. He was having his wicked, sexual way with her naked pussy in the way that she was having her wicked, sexual way with his naked cock.
"Stroke me mother," he said. "Stroke my cock before sucking my cock. I need to cum in your mouth," he said whispering in her ear before putting his finger to her full, red lips.
She took his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking his big prick.
"Oh, Michael, I swear to God, if you continue fingering my nipples and rubbing my clit like that, I will suck you. I will. I'll suck your cock," she said looking at him looking at her. "It's been a long time since I've had your cock in my mouth. Seven weeks is too long to go without sucking my son. It's been a long time since you ejaculated your cum in my mouth and down my throat."
Playing her game, it was his turn to tease her.
"Jennifer?"
She looked up at him with her big, green eyes.
"What Michael?"
He gave her the sexy smile and naughty look that she usually gives him.
"If you suck my cock, you'll make me so hard and so sexually excited that I'll want to make love to you," he said.
She gasped and her mouth fell open.
"You will?" She gave him a sexy smile. "I'd love for you to make love to me."
He gave her his best cat that ate the canary smile.
"Yes, I will," he said.
She returned his smile with her smile.
"I dare you to make love to me Michael," she said. "I dare you," she said again.
As if accepting her challenge by giving her his challenge, they continued this charade of teasing and enticing.
"And I dare you to suck my cock Jennifer," said Michael. "I dare you," he said. "You've been dared. I double dare you. You've been double dared. Go ahead Jennifer. Suck my cock. And I swear, if you suck my cock even for only just a little bit, I'll eat your pussy and give you an orgasm with my mouth and my fingers before giving you the fucking of your life. If you suck my cock, even for a little bit, I'll give you a third orgasm with my cock."
She stared down at his cock before staring back up at him.
"Oh, Michael, should we be doing this?" As if asking him a rhetorical question, as if she asked him a question that she already knew the answer, she asked him her question as breathlessly and as if talking to herself. "A lonely, vulnerable mother having sex with her handsome, horny son, what has happened to us? Why are we so needy? Why are we so horny? Why are we so sexually frustrated and filled with so much incestuous lust?"
He reached out his hand to touch the side of her face.
"Yes," he said. "We should. It's Christmas and it's the right thing to do. We both need this Mom. We've been through a lot. You need as much love as I do. You need as much companionship as I do. You need as much sexual comfort as I do," he said hoping he wasn't pushing the limits of their incestuous boundaries.
He looked at her waiting for her to give him the go ahead to make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her. Only, she didn't. Instead, she asked him a question. Instead, she asked him what he wanted her to do for him instead of telling him what she'd like him to do for her.
"Is that what you want? You want me to suck you? You want me to look up at you with my big, green eyes with your big, hairy cock buried in my mouth while you fondle my breasts, finger my nipples, and rub my clit? Tell me what you want Michael. Is that what you want?"
He put a gentle hand behind his mother's head.
"Yes," he said. "I'd like you to suck me, Mother."
They both remained quiet while Michael waited for his mother to respond in kind. Then, as if making a deal, she looked up at him.
"You'll have to make me a promise first though?"
He looked at her with curiosity.
"What's that?"
At that point, he'd promise his mother anything for her to suck him.
"You must promise that you won't cum in my mouth. Of course, I want you to cum in my mouth but not now. After you fuck me, I'll suck you and you can cum in my mouth then," she said. "Whatever you do, you mustn't cum in Mommy's pussy either. Okay? I can still get pregnant. You impregnating me with your child would spoil all of our fun," she said as if she had already thought all of this through.
"Okay," he said.
He couldn't wait for his mother to suck him. He imagined her sucking him every night and every morning. He imagined them having sex all day, every day.
"Think of this blowjob as a onetime Christmas gift Michael. Okay? Something that will never, ever happen again. Okay? We mustn't continue to do this. It's wrong. It's forbidden. It's incest," she said.
As if a needle jumped across a record and scratched it for it to play the same bar over and again, her words echoed through his head "We mustn't continue to do this. We mustn't continue to do this. We mustn't continue to do this."
This time, instead of jumping the gun, she waited for him to answer before lowering her head down into his lap.
"Okay," he said watching his mother making herself more comfortable in the bed.
Only, somehow he didn't believe her. Somehow he knew that this wouldn't be a onetime thing. If they had sex before and if they had sex again now, they'd have sex again and again later.
She turned to face him before leaning further down to stroke him and before taking a lick of his cock. Teasing him with her tongue, she licked his big prick while stroking him and while staring up at him with her big, green eyes. Then, as if she was a prostitute he hired for the night or a whore he picked up at a bar to bring home, she took his cock in her mouth. Jennifer was sucking her son and Michael couldn't believe that after his mother had given him a Halloween night blowjob, his mother was giving him a Christmas blowjob too.
'Happy Holidays,' he thought. 'Merry Christmas to me.'
Then, not wanting to break his promise by cumming in her mouth, pulling away from her, he fell between his mother's legs to finger her and eat her pussy. In the way she had been sucking him, he was now licking her. He lashed out his tongue to lick her as if it was the first time licking his mother. More sexually excited to lick her than he had been in licking any other women, he couldn't believe he was eating his mother's cunt again. Licking her and licking her while rubbing her clit and fingering his mother's pussy, he had her squirming around the bed in no time.
"Don't stop Michael. Please don't stop. You're going to make Mommy cum," she said so seductively. "Lick me harder Michael. Lick my pussy. Stick your finger inside of me while you're rubbing my clit with your finger and tongue. Oh, yeah, that's it."
Licking and licking her, Michael continued licking his mother while fingering fucking his mother with the fingers of one hand while reaching up the fingers of his other hand to finger, turn, and twist her big nipples.
"I love licking your pussy, Mom. I love licking your cunt while finger fucking your cunt," he said knowing his mother loved him talking dirty to her.
Every time he talked dirty to her, she became more sexually excited. Every time he talked dirty to her, she wiggled and squirmed her shapely ass.
"Right there baby. Rub my clit harder. Rub my clit faster," she said with sexual excitement. "Oh, my God, Michael. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Yes, that's it. Yes. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
She collapsed on the bed as if she was dead.
"Mom! Are you okay?"
She laughed.
"Okay? Am I okay? Are you kidding me? I'm better than okay," she said slowly running her hand down the side of his face before leaning up to him to kiss him.
Surrendering her tongue to him, mother and son were French kissing. Kissing and kissing, they kissed while Michael felt her tits and fingered her nipples, and while she fondled his cock.
"Oh my God, Mom. I never knew it would be like this. This is the best sex I've ever had," he said French kissing his mother again.
She pulled him to her to whisper her sexual lust in his ear.
"Get on top of me," she said breaking off his kiss to speak. "I want to feel you inside of me. As if it's the first time all over again, make love to me before you fuck me," she said kissing him before she licked his lips and chin. "I love tasting my own pussy juices on you," licking his lips with her tongue. "Just don't cum in me," she said making eye contact with him as if to make sure that he heard her and agreed not to cum inside of her. "Okay?"
Michael mounted his mother and she guided his cock inside of her. Kissing her while slowly humping her, he pushed himself deeper inside of his mother. She was so wet that he practically slid inside of her. With Jennifer not having had sex for so long over the years, as if she was a virgin all over again, she was so tight.
Kissing and kissing her, he sucked her tits, while she grabbed his ass with both hands and pushed him all the way inside of her. Then, with a slow rhythm, they made love. Kissing and kissing while slowly grinding himself in his mother, they made love as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife instead of mother and son. They made love as if they were long, lost lovers and he was home on leave from the military after a long absence and abstinence. Then, with an even harder rhythm that turned into a hard, fast fucking, Michael was fucking his mother and with her humping him hump for hump, she was fucking him too.
"Oh Jennifer. Oh Jennifer. You're so tight. You feel so good. I love sucking your big tits," he said. "Oh, my God, Jennifer, I so love humping your cunt and fucking you."
Jennifer returned her son's humps with her humps.
"Fuck me Michael. Fuck me. Fuck my brains out of my head. Really fuck me. Pound my pussy. Make me cum. Make me cum Michael only, please don't cum inside of me. Save your precious cum for my mouth. After you fuck me, I'll suck you. After you fuck me, I'll swallow you. Now, fuck your mother Michael. Fuck me. Make me your bitch," she said returning her son's humps. "Make me your incestuous whore. Fuck me, Michael, fuck me."
Michael fucked his mother harder. He fucked his mother faster. He fucked his mother in the way he had never fucked any other woman before.
"I love you, Mommy," he said.
He kissed her passionately and she returned his kiss with her passion.
"And I love you, Michael," she said. "Merry Christmas Michael."
"Merry Christmas Mom."
Michael humped his mother as fast as hard as he could. When he didn't think he could even hump her one more time, she gave him the inspiration that he needed to continue.
"Don't stop Michael. Don't stop. I'm going to cum. Fuck me Michael. Fuck me. Fuck Mommy. Make Mommy feel good," she said rolling him over to bounce up and down on his swollen prick while he harnessed her bouncing breasts with his big hands.
Even though she had asked him to call her Jennifer, it excited him when she referred to herself as Mommy. Playing her game, he continued the incestuous fantasy that was now their reality.
"I love you, Mom. I love you. I can't wait for you to suck my cock. I can't wait to cum in your mouth and to watch you swallow."
"Oh Michael. You're going to make me cum," she said wrapping her arms around his neck tighter. Then, trying to get him deeper inside of her, she wrapped her legs around his back. "I'm cumming again Michael. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming."
Jennifer had a second orgasm but Michael refrained from cumming in his mother's pussy. Wanting to hold back, thinking about baseball instead of thinking about fucking his mother, he'd rather fill his mother's mouth with his cum. He'd rather fill her beautiful mouth with his big prick. He'd rather watch her blow him. He'd rather cum in her mouth while staring down at her staring up at him with his cock in his mouth. He'd rather watch her swallow his cum.
With the both of them resting for a minute, she was ready to suck him. She slid halfway down the bed to take her son in her mouth. Stroking him while sucking him, it didn't take him long to explode a big load of cum in Jennifer's mouth.
"Oh, Mom," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her head. He humped her mouth while fucking her face. "I'm going to cum. Mom, I'm going to cum. Suck it, Mom. Suck my prick. Blow me. Just don't stop. Don't stop. I'm almost there," he said exploding a huge load of cum in his mother's mouth.
"Yum," she said. "That was delicious," she said. "I love the taste of your cum."
Sucking out every drop of cum that he had, she continued sucking him before licking him clean. Without doubt, this was the best Christmas they both ever had. Now that they've sexually experienced one another, as if they were man and wife, they continued their sexual relationship by sleeping together and having sex as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife, and/or lovers, which they were.
After his mother filled his head with the images of her flashing men, walking on a nude beach naked, having sex in public, her having sex with other men, and participating in the swinging lifestyle, he couldn't wait to experience all of those things. With her his sexual star, maybe it was all just talk, pillow talk, in the heat of sexual passion. He didn't know but he planned on finding out how sexually adventurous his mother could be.
With him taking up where his father left off, perhaps he could persuade his mother to do some flashing. Maybe she'd allow him to take her to a nude beach where they could have sex on the beach and in public. Maybe she'd serve his friends drinks topless and/or naked while playing poker. Maybe she'd have sex with other men and allow him to watch her. Maybe he'd have sex with other woman while she watched him. Maybe they could have a threesome with another or woman or even a foursome with another couple. Who knows? Perhaps he could persuade his mother to participate in the swinging lifestyle where his father couldn't.
To be continued...
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Jennifer agrees to flash her body to unsuspecting men at the mall.
After his mother filled his head with the images of her flashing men her panties, her cleavage, and her bra the night before, Michael lay in bed dreaming of Jennifer flashing men her beautiful body. He wondered how she'd flash men and where she'd go to flash men. His next logical progression of thinking about her flashing men, he wondered how and where she'd flash men her panties, her cleavage, and her bra. He imagined his mother being topless and flashing unsuspecting men her tits. Yet how and where would she flash men her tits? He imagined his mother being naked and flashing unsuspecting men her naked body. Yet how and where would she flash men her naked body?
The park is a good place for her to flash men her panties. Would she flash unsuspecting men her panties while sitting in the park on the grass and wearing a short skirt with her legs bent upwards and her panties exposed to any man who walked by her? Or while on her lunch hour from work, perhaps she'd flash men her panties by laying on a beach towel and when stretching her arms up to yawn. He imagined her short skirt moving up high enough to expose her panty clad pussy. Acting as if she didn't know she was as exposed, he'd love to sit on a distant park bench while watching all the men walking by her and seeing his mother deliberately exposing her panties to them.
'Wow, how hot would take be to watch his mother flashing her panties to men in the park,' he thought.
Maybe some men would stand there and stare while other men would sit on the park benches across from her to leer at her exposed underwear. Maybe some men would take her exposing her panty clad pussy to them as their invitation to expose their naked cocks to her. Maybe some men would take a candid photo or a video of her exposed panties to post on an online porn site. Maybe some men would engage her in conversation with the hope that they could touch and feel her panty clad pussy instead of just seeing her panty clad pussy. He'd like to watch men hitting on his mother with her panties so exposed while knowing that she was going home with her son and not with them.
Another good place to flash men her panties, perhaps with her knees open enough for them to see her panty clad pussy, maybe she'd flash her panties to those men sitting across from with her on the subway. Michael imagined his mother reading a book and acting oblivious to the stares and leers of those men sitting across from her while staring between her open legs. Michael imagined selfish men not giving up their seat to women, even to a pregnant woman, so that they could continue ogling his mother's panties. All it would take for his mother to make men horny and to drive men mad is exposing her panties to unsuspecting men.
He imagined men masturbating over his mother's panties when they returned home that night. He imagined several men videoing his mother's wardrobe faux pas with their cell phones. He wondered if any of the men would post their video online to some exhibitionism and voyeurism porn site. How hot would that be to see his morally, modest mother's panties filling the screen on a porn site? How hot would that be for his friends to call him to tell him that they just watched a video that some perverted guy took of his mother's panty clad pussy? How hot would that be to masturbate himself while watching exhibitionistic videos of his mother posted on porn sites?
'Wow,' he thought to himself. 'He'd like to see that video himself.'
Perhaps wearing a flared skirt on a windy day, maybe that's how she'd flash men her panties? With the hem of her short skirt escaping her too slow hands for her to grab and hold in place, he imagined her skirt continuing to blow up and collect around her back. He imagined his mother's panty clad ass on full display to every man walking behind her. Even if it wasn't windy, he imagined his mother in the way that he remembered Marilyn Monroe in Seven Year Itch. With his mother standing on a subway vent grate, he imagined her fumbling through her pocketbook for something as a mass transit train passed below fast enough to blow her skirt up to her chest.
'Wow, how hot would that be to watch his mother doing a remake of Marilyn Monroe's famous up skirt scene,' he thought while imagining the scenario really happening to his mother.
Or maybe after using the ladies restroom, she'd inadvertently tuck the hem of her short skirt inside of the top of her bikini panty. Pretending not to notice the skirt was tucked in her underwear, oblivious to the draft, he imagined his mother walking down the street with her panties exposed. Without doubt, men would look and stare at his mother's panty clad ass but he wondered, how many women would tell her that she's so exposed?
'Wow, how hot would that be to see a line of men following his mother with her flared skirt blowing in the wind or her short skirt tucked in her totally exposed panty? How hot would that be for other men to see his mother's panties while he followed and watched? How hot would that be to watch his mother exposing panties to men?'
* * * * *
Perhaps, with her wearing a low cut blouse on the bus, maybe that's how she'd flash those men standing over her holding onto the rail her cleavage and her sexy, low cut bra? He imagined the perfect down-blouse scenario for men to ogle his mother's big tits. With them innocently and innocuously standing over his mother while pretending to read their folded newspapers, just as no one would suspect his mother was deliberately flashing them, no one would suspect that they were even looking down his mother's blouse. He wondered if she'd wear a bra low cut enough and one that opens enough when she leans forward to expose her areolas and nipples to the men too.
'Wow, how hot would that be for men to not only see his mother's cleavage and bra but also for them to ogle her areolas and nipples, too,' thought Michael to himself while imagining his mother exposing herself to them.
In the way that he imagined men staring up her short skirt at her panty clad ass and her cotton covered pussy, he imagined men staring down her low cut top at her cleavage, her bra, her areolas, and her nipples. On the pretense of checking their e-mails or texting someone, he wondered how many men would dare video his mother's exposed cleavage, her exposed bra, her exposed areolas, and her exposed nipples. He wondered if any men would post that video online to some exhibitionism and voyeurism porn site of his mother innocently and obliviously, albeit deliberately, flashing her big tits to unsuspecting men.
'Wow,' he thought to himself.
Just as he could only imagine his mother flashing men her panties, he could only imagine his mother allowing men to have down-blouse views of her big, shapely boobs. He could only imagine men videoing his mother's breasts and posting the video online. How hot would that be to watch a video of his mother's tits on some porn site? How hot would that be for his friends to call him to tell him that they just watched a video that some perverted guy took of his mother's tits? How hot would that be for his friends to not only see videos of his mother's exposed panties but also videos of her exposed breasts too? How hot would it be to know that his friends were masturbating over his mother in the way he had been masturbating over his mother for years? How hot would that be for him to know that his friends want to have sex with his MILF of a mother as much as he does?
Hoping she'd take him with her whenever and whenever she flashed, if only as her protector and personal bodyguard, he'd love to watch his mother flashing unsuspecting men her sexy underwear. Whether flashing her panties and/or flashing her bra, he'd love to watch his mother exposing her sexy underwear to unsuspecting men. He'd love to see the looks on the men's faces when seeing his mother's panty clad pussy, her cleavage, her bra, and maybe even her areolas and nipples. He'd love to know that other man want her as much as he does. He couldn't wait for her to flash and to watch her flashing men, lots and lots of men. He couldn't wait to use her as his foil to advance the sexual, albeit incestuous attraction that he has always had for his mother.
* * * * *
He tried thinking of all the places where she could flash her sexy body. Maybe instead of flashing at the park, on the train, or on the bus, she'd be more comfortable flashing men at the mall. Yeah, the mall. Of course, the mall. The perfect place to flash, the mall is a great place to deliberately flash unsuspecting men. With bored men always out and about and wandering the mall without their wives and girlfriends while they're wives and girlfriends endlessly shopped, she'd have a captive audience of bored, voyeur men. With men watching women continuously walk by them, where else would she find such a horny audience?
Perhaps, needing to raise her shapely legs higher and open her knees wider, she'd flash her panties to a young, good looking, shoe store salesman while trying on boots a size too small. Struggling to fit her too big foot in the too small boot, requiring her to raise her leg higher and open her knees wider, how hot would that be to watch his MILF of a mother exposing her panties to a shoe store salesman? Lost staring at his mother's panty clad pussy, he'd love to watch some poor, young man getting an erection over his mother flashing him her white, sheer, bikini panties. Even though he had already seen his mother's panties and even her pussy, she'd make him wish that he was the shoe store salesman. She'd make him wish that he was the one being so flashed her sexy underwear.
'Oh, yeah, I'd love to see my mother doing that, sexually teasing men and erotically enticing men by flashing them her panty while trying on boots.'
Michael would love to watch his mother, Jennifer, flash her sheer, white, bikini panties to some poor, young man who had no idea that she was deliberately flashing him. Thinking that it was his lucky day, he'd think that he was there at the right time and the right place. Pretending that she didn't realize that she was giving the salesman a panty clad pussy show, he'd love to see the salesman staring at what he could see through her panties of her dark brown pubic hair and pussy slit.
'Wow!'
Maybe she'd flash men her cleavage and bra while leaning over a counter to look at merchandise or when sitting on a bench at the lower level of the mall with men looking down at her from the upper level of the mall. Mesmerizing and hypnotizing men wanting to see her big breasts, his mother has great cleavage. She has that deep line of cleavage that men get lost in while imagining fucking her tits and cleavage with their cocks. If they think her cleavage is great, they should see the rest of her naked tits. Unlike other woman who have ill formed and/or mis-shaped breasts, not only does his mother have big breasts but she has shapely breasts too.
Sometimes, when she wears a loose enough bra and a low enough cut top, when she leans forward, she exposes so much of her breasts. Sometimes, when she wears a loose enough bra and a low enough cut top, when she leans forward, she exposes not just her cleavage and the tops of her meaty breasts but also her areolas and nipples too. Sometimes, when she wears a loose enough bra and a low enough cut top, when she leans forward, it's as if she's sitting there topless.
Her loose bikini bras are like that too. Seemingly, they sometimes expose more of her breasts than they cover. Whenever she leans forward while wearing her loose bikini bra, anyone at the pool party was rewarded with a down bikini bra view of his mother's cleavage but also her areolas and nipples. When they still owned their house and had pool parties, he had watched more than one of their male friends and neighbors staring down his mother's bikini top at how much she was showing of her big tits. He'd love to know that some man was not only enjoying the sight of her sexy cleavage and low cut bra but also her areolas and nipples too.
* * * * *
Picking the perfect opportunity with her higher up and with men behind her lower down, maybe when wearing a short skirt, she'd flash men her panties while going up the escalator. As if she was Spanky of the Little Rascals' stage mother exposed to the entire audience, when the stage hand lifted the curtain along with her skirt to flash her panties, how hot would that be to watch his mother's underwear being exposed to the entire mall? While standing at the bottom of the escalator and looking up, he'd love to watch the exhibitionism and voyeurism show of his mother's shapely, panty clad ass that his mother would give the men standing behind her.
He'd love to watch his mother give unsuspecting men a good look of her ass cheeks, her sexy underwear, and an in-between-her-legs view of her panty clad pussy. At just the right moment, giving them an even better look on the pretense of fixing her shoe, he'd love to watch his mother bending forward at the waist while climbing the escalator higher. As exciting as it was seeing his mother expose herself, it would be equally as exciting to see the looks on the faces of the admiring men staring, leering, and ogling his mother's panties that encased her sexy and shapely ass. Thinking that they were all at the right place at the right time, the lucky voyeuristic men would never suspect that her flashing was deliberate.
'Wow,' he thought to himself while imagining his mother flashing her panties at the shoe store to the shoe store salesman and on the escalator to those men standing behind her. 'Holy smokes,' he thought while imagining his mother flashing her bra and cleavage at the counter or while seated on a bench at the lower level of the mall. With her flashing men not only her cleavage and bra, he became even more sexually excited while thinking of his mother flashing unsuspecting men her areolas and nipples too.
Maybe while sitting at the food court with her knees parted, she'd flash her panties to those men sitting across from her. Then while leaning forward to eat her sandwich, he imagined her flashing men her tits too. He imagined men sitting across from her in the food court jockeying for position for the best seat to stare between his mother's legs and down her blouse.
Acting oblivious to the men watching her, he imagined her pretending her legs weren't as open as they were. Acting oblivious to their stares and leers, he imagined her pretending that she wasn't as exposed to the prying eyes of the horny men as she obviously was when leaning forward in her low but blouse and bra. Opening her legs wider, while stealthily moving her skirt higher to brush off crumbs that collected on her skirt from her sandwich, he imagined his mother giving men all that they hoped to see of her between her legs. Then, pulling down her low cut top on the pretense of picking out crumbs that she dropped in her bra, he imagined his mother showing even more of her big breasts, even her areolas and nipples.
In addition to her flashing her panties at a shoe store, on the escalator, and at the food court, maybe she'd take her exhibitionism and her flashing a step further. In addition to her flashing her bra, her cleavage, her areolas, and her nipples, maybe she'd find a store that still had curtains on the dressing rooms. With all of the dressing rooms having privacy doors now, there weren't very many dressing rooms with curtains left. Leaving the curtain open just enough for men to peep, he imagined his mother flashing unsuspecting men her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body while she was trying on clothes. He imagined his mother trying on an endless array of blouses, skirts, pants, bras, and bikinis while acting obliviously to the men watching her and peeping on her. He imagined her not only showing men what she looked like in her sexy underwear but also what she looked like topless and/or naked.
'Oh, my God, how hot would that be for her to flash her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body behind a partially opened, dressing room curtain,' he thought.
He couldn't wait for his mother to act like the prey when she was the predator. He couldn't wait to watch his mother play the innocent virgin when she was his incestuous whore. He couldn't wait to watch his mother sexually tease men. He couldn't wait to watch his mother erotically entice men. He couldn't wait to watch his mother making men horny and giving them erections in the way that he imagined her being wet from flashing her semi-naked and naked body to men.
He was getting sexually excited over the prospect of his mother flashing her sexy, shapely body to men at the mall. Maybe even taking her flashing to the next level, while acting preoccupied and pretending to be talking and/or texting on her cell phone, he could persuade his mother to absentmindedly, albeit deliberately, walk in the men's room. With the men's room at the mall not having a door but a little sign, you must walk around a wall to enter the men's room. Maybe she'd be interested enough to walk in a men's room to ogle some exposed cocks in the way that men ogle her.
It would be fun seeing the shocked look on the men's faces when seeing his mother standing there and staring at their exposed pricks. It would be fun for her to act so embarrassed while staring at men exposing themselves at the urinal or, when seeing her standing there, turning to her to purposely expose their pricks to her. With him hidden in one of the bathroom stalls while masturbating himself and watching his mother, it would be interesting as much as it would be sexually exciting to hear men talking about his mother after she left. He could only imagine what they'd say.
"Do you believe that stupid woman, so preoccupied with her cell phone that she walked right in the men's room? Well, it serves her right that I flashed her my cock," said the man as he was finishing peeing as his mother entered the men's room. Michael imagining the man at the urinal turning to expose his prick to his mother. "It serves her right to see my naked prick."
How hot would that be if she did flash unsuspecting men her underwear? With them working as a team, it would be so hot to watch her flashing bits and pieces of herself while he helped and enabled her to flash. While they were in bed before sex, during having sex, or after they had sex, it would be so hot to talk about how, when, and to whom she flashed her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body to that day. How hot would that be to have erotic pillow talk with his mother about her sexual experiences of exhibitionism with her flashing unsuspecting men that she had flashed that day? It would be so hot to have erotic pillow talk with his mother about his sexual experiences of voyeurism while watching her flashing unsuspecting men.
Only, knowing his morally, modest mother, it was one thing for her to have incestuous sex with him but it was quite another thing for her to flash strange men her underwear in the park, on the transit, or at the mall. He hoped that her pillow talk of flashing her beautiful body was more than just pillow talk. He hoped she'd go through with exposing herself to men, lots of men. With this a start of a new sexual life between them, he wondered if she'd really go through with sexually teasing and erotically enticing men by flashing them.
* * * * *
When not flashing men her panties, her cleavage, her bra, her areolas, and her nipples, he'd love to take her to a nude beach. Oh, yeah, he'd love to have his mother walk around naked in public. He imagined them stripping off their clothes in the car and leaving their possessions safely behind and locked in the car. With no one knowing or suspecting that they were mother and son, he imagined himself walking naked with his naked mother on a nude beach. With just an occasional man or two walking by, he imagined finding a private spot for them to have sex in public. He imagined making love to his naked mother in the hot sand with the ocean breeze cooling their hot bodies.



He imagined a several men stopping to watch them having sex. He imagined a couple of men masturbating themselves to him having sex with his mother. He imagined frolicking with his naked mother in the salt water waves and walking the beach naked to pick seashells. Then, he imagined walking through the most crowded section of the beach with dozens, maybe even hundreds, of men ogling his mother's beautiful, naked body.
'Wow! How hot would that be to be with his mother on a nude beach? How hot would that be for so many men to see his mother naked? How hot would that be to have sex on the beach?'
Maybe this coming summer, she'd allow him to take her to a nude beach where they could have sex on the beach and in public. He'd love to see how other men perceive his mother stripping off her clothes to relax on the beach naked. He'd love to see how other men look at his mother when seeing her beautiful, naked body. He'd love to see other men standing there and staring at them while they had sex while wishing it was them having sex with his mother.
With him watching from his perch on his blanket, staring at her shapely, naked ass, he'd love to watch his mother walk down to the water naked. Then, when walking back to him, he'd love to stare at her naked tits and trimmed, dark brown pussy. He'd enjoy seeing all the men staring at her and even hitting on her. He'd like to see other men making fools of themselves hitting on her when he knew she'd be going home and having sex with him. Nonetheless her shooting down every man, with her being so beautiful and so sexy, he'd love for his mother to finally get the sexual attention from other men that she so deserved and that had been missing in her life.
Maybe being naked on a nude beach is something that will happen later and something that they'd progress to doing eventually over time. With them no longer playing games and now sexually intimate and incestuously together, they had plenty of time to experience a whole, new life naked as man and woman instead of as mother and son. They didn't have to do all of the flashing all at once. They didn't have to make their flashing appear obvious. It would be more fun to make their flashing appear accidental and not deliberate. It would be more fun for men to think that they were there at the right time and the right place.
* * * * *
No pressure. Instead of flashing herself on a nude beach or at a crowded mall, maybe she'd be more comfortable flashing her body to a smaller group of men while in an informal setting. Something his father always wanted her to do, maybe instead of going to a nude beach or to the mall to flash, maybe she'd agree to serve his friends drinks topless and/or naked while they played poker. Before flashing them while serving his friends drinks, maybe she'd even agree to play strip poker with him and with his friends.
'Holy shit. Wow,' he thought. 'I'd love for my Mom to serve my friends drinks while topless and/or naked. I'd love for my friends to see my mother's naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. I'd love for my friends to cop a feel of my mother's naked ass,' he thought.
While imagining his mother serving his friends drinks topless and/or naked, he continued imagining even more.
'I'd love for my friends to cop a cheap feel of my mother's naked breasts while fingering her nipples. I wonder if she'd allow any of my friends to finger her pussy too while sucking on her tits,' he thought to himself. 'I wonder if my mother would have sex with my friends. I'd love to watch her sucking my friends' cocks. I'd love to watch my friends fucking my mother,' he thought.
He continued thinking to himself about his mother exposing herself to his friends.
'I'd love for my friends to play strip poker with my Mom. I'd love for my friends to watch my mother strip off her blouse, her short skirt, her bra, and then her panty. I'd love for my mother to watch my friends exposing their cocks to her when losing at poker,' he thought. 'I'd love for my Mom to have sex with my friends. How hot would that be to watch my Mom suck and fuck my friends?'
Only, all of his friends are out in California. He didn't have any friends out here, yet. Maybe after the New Year, once he gets a job, he'll make friends. Maybe once the weather is better, in the spring and the summer, they'll go for walks and bike rides. Instead of hiding in their homes bracing against the cold winds of winter, they'll meet their neighbors. Maybe they have neighbors who are as sexually promiscuous as they are.
Yet, their dirty, little secret, no one here in Massachusetts needs to know that they're mother and son having incestuous sex instead of them being boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife. No one needs to know of their incestuous relationship. As far as they're concerned, they're just a man and woman in love. If they dared to have sex with others, as far as their lovers knew, they were swingers and not mother and son. It's no one's business what they do behind closed, bedroom doors. Maybe their answer to explore more things sexually is for them to join the swinging lifestyle.
* * * * *
Albeit a bit harder core, another thing that his father wanted to do with his mother but she refused to do, was to participate in the swinging lifestyle. He wanted her to have sex with other men and even other women while he watched. Michael imagined being a swinger in the swinging lifestyle with his mother. With her not wanting to participate in the swinging lifestyle with her husband before, and with them sharing a whole new sexual life now, maybe she'd want to participate in the swinging lifestyle with her son now.
'Wow,' he thought to himself. 'He'd love to have swinging sex with his mother. How hot would that be to watch his mother having sex with a swinging man? How hot would that be to watch his mother having sex with a swinging woman?'
He'd love to see his mother dressed in sexy clothes while readying herself to have swinging sex with other swinging men. Maybe she'd even have lesbian sex with a swinging woman while he watched. Maybe while having sex with other men, she'd allow him to watch her. Maybe he'd have sex with other woman while she watched him. Maybe they could have a threesome with another woman or man, or even a foursome with another couple. Who knows? Perhaps he could persuade his mother to participate in the swinging lifestyle where his father couldn't.
He imagined her having sex with other men while attending swinging house parties and participating in the swinging lifestyle. He imagined leaving the party to go to their house or for them to come to their house and have threesome sex with another woman or another man. He imagined them having foursome sex with another couple. He imagined watching his mother sucking and fucking another man while another woman sucked and fucked him. Then, later that night, when alone and while in bed naked together, they could talk about all of the sexy, forbidden, sexual things they did with strangers at the swingers' party.
Yet, if only their new swinging friends knew they were mother and son instead of husband and wife or boyfriend and girlfriend, he wondered how that would play. If only their new swinging friends knew they were mother and son instead of husband and wife or boyfriend and girlfriend, he wondered what they'd say. Would they act any differently towards them or would they act the same. Maybe they'd think that he had a screw loose to have sex with his mother and she wasn't right in the head to have sex with her son. He wondered if they'd be more sexually aroused knowing that they were having sex with mother and son or would they be turned off knowing that they were having sex with mother and son.
If only she'd have sex with others while he watched, he'd have sex with others while she watched. Hoping that she'd agree have some sexy, sexual, swinging fun with others, he couldn't wait to experience all of those sexy, sexual, swinging memories with her. Hoping she was, maybe she was serious in her pillow talk and would do all of those things and more with him. Wouldn't that be special? Wouldn't that be so hot? He didn't know if she would participate in the swinging lifestyle or not but he planned on finding out how sexually adventurous his mother could be, if at all. After all, if she was willing to have sex with him, why wouldn't she be willing to have sex with others too?
With his mother his sexy, sexual, swinging star, he wondered if she was serious about doing all of that flashing and all of those sexy, sexual, swinging things. Maybe his mother, his not so sexy, sexual, swinging star, wasn't serious about doing any flashing or any swinging. Maybe it was all just talk, pillow talk, in the heat of sexual passion. Maybe she was just teasing him and enticing him to get him sexually excited. Only, she didn't have to tease him and/or entice him to get him sexually excited. He just needed to be near his mother, hold his mother, kiss his mother, and feel his mother through her clothes to be sexually excited enough to want to strip her naked and have sex with her.
Maybe what she'd never do with his father, she'd do with him. He didn't know. Maybe it was all just talk and she wouldn't do any of those things. He didn't know. First things first, with him taking up where his father left off, perhaps he could persuade his mother to do some flashing, nothing more than flashing her panties in up-skirts and her bra and cleavage in down-blouses.
Working up to her getting topless and even naked while trying on clothes in a curtained dressing room, maybe they could have some sexy fun that would further heighten their lovemaking later than night. Maybe she'd talk dirty to him during their pillow talk after all the flashing she'd do. Maybe pillow talk is as far as she'd go without doing any flashing. He didn't know but he needed to know how far she'd go. He not only needed to know if she'd flash her body to unsuspecting men but also he needed to know if she'd attend a nude beach with him and maybe even participate in the swinging lifestyle.
* * * * *
After a long night of passionate sex and falling asleep with her son in her bed, with him still sleeping, Jennifer was up early the next morning. She moved his sleeping body to ease herself out without waking him. She needed to use the restroom and put on some coffee before making breakfast and taking a shower. When she returned to the bedroom and saw her son sleeping naked, she stared at his exposed cock before waking him from his sleep.
"Get dressed," she said to Michael while shaking him to rouse him from his sleep.
He turned and looked up to look at her, rubbed the sleep from his eyes, and yawned.
"Why? Where are we going?"
Up having sex until nearly 2 in the morning, they hadn't slept more than six hours. Michael thought they'd be having sex again this morning. Only, with his mother already up, making coffee, breakfast, and ready to shower and get dressed after breakfast, she was ready to start the day. He hadn't seen her this excited since she wanted to go to Angelo Mozilo's house to confront him face-to-face. He hadn't seen her this excited since they were shopping for their new house, for their furnishings, for their new appliances, and for their new clothes.
"We're going to the mall and you're going to help me do some flashing," she said with a sexy smile and a little giggle while eating her breakfast and drinking her coffee. "We're going to be a sexy, mother and son flashing team," she said hugging him and giving him a kiss. "You're going to help me expose my underwear clad, topless, and naked body to unsuspecting men at the mall," she said with a dirty laugh.
Flashing? They're going flashing? He couldn't believe his mother wants to flash her body at the mall. Thinking that he'd have to twist her arm, coerce her, beg her, and convince her in the way his father could never do, he couldn't believe it was her idea to do some flashing at the mall.
'Oh, my God,' he thought to himself, suddenly invigorated from his six hour sleep. 'This is so unbelievable.'
As if she was his sexy, slutty girlfriend instead of his morally, modest mother, Michael looked at his mother with as much sexual excitement as the first time he saw her naked. He wondered what she'd wear to flash men. No doubt, she'd wear a short skirt and a low cut top. He wondered if she'd allow him to help her pick out her clothes and help her get dressed. Clothes that he'd love to see her wear, he'd love to pick out her sexy flashing clothes.
"May I pick out your clothes and help you get dressed Mother?"
When she gave him a sour look, he figured she didn't want him picking out her clothes and helping her to dress. Only, he was mistaken in his assumption.
"Jennifer. From now on, call me Jennifer." She gave him a naughty look and a sexy smile. "After I've had your cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy, from now on you must always call me Jennifer and never call me Mom, Mother, or Mommy unless we're alone and in bed together while having sex. Then, you can call me Mom, Mother, and Mommy as much as you want, especially when I'm sucking and/or fucking your cock," she said giving him another dirty laugh before giving him a wet kiss. "Okay?"
Wishing he was back in bed naked with his naked mother, she suddenly gave him an image of his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy.
"Okay, Jennifer," he said returning her kiss.
She took him by his hand and led him in the bedroom. Then, letting go of his hand to open her closet, with the tags still on them, she pulled out some of her new outfits that she hadn't even worn yet.
"And of course you may help me pick out my clothes to wear flashing," she said with a sexy giggle. "With you a voyeuristic man and me and exhibitionistic woman, I value your opinion."
Immediately, Michael picked up her shortest skirt.
"What about this one, Jennifer?"
She gave him a sexy smile.
"I don't know what I was thinking when I bought a skirt as short as this, maybe I was thinking of flashing my panties to whomever was sitting across from me," she said with a laugh. "Even though it's a good panty flashing skirt when sitting, it's not a good flashing skirt when bending forward. This skirt is better," she said pulling out a red, flared skirt from the closet.
She handed him the skirt.
"Why is this a better skirt for flashing?"
She twirled the lightweight skirt around as if she was wearing it and the skirt danced in the air as if wind was blowing it up higher.
"It's shorter, it's flared, and it's lightweight. Even just a gentle breeze will lift this skirt high enough for me to flash my panties. Then, when I bend forward, it raises up, way up, instead of staying in place as a tight skirt would. When I bend at the waist, it gives anyone standing behind me an in-between-my-legs look of my panties," she said with a dirty laugh.
She looked at him as if she was already flashing unsuspecting men her panties.
"Wow," he said feeling the lightweight material of his mother's red, flared skirt.
He looked at her as if she was already flashing unsuspecting men her panties.
"It's a great skirt for standing outside the mall on a windy day and when bending at the waist while riding up the escalator," she said giving him a sexy look as if she had just read his dirty mind.
He looked at his mother with as much sexual excitement as she was looking at him.
"Wow, Mom. A fashion diva, you're an expert at flashing," said Michael proud that his mother was as much of an exhibitionist as he was a voyeur.
He pawed over her blouses to find one that was shockingly low cut.
"How about this blouse with that skirt," he said.
She took the blouse from him to hold it up to her. As if she was wearing the blouse, holding the blouse up to her body by the shoulders, she leaned forward.
"Actually, that's the perfect blouse for flashing my big boobs. Do you see how it's not only low cut but also how it blouses open in the front when I lean forward. When I lean forward with this blouse, it leans forward with me to give whoever is looking the down-blouse they're no doubt hoping to see," she said. "When I lean forward while wearing this blouse, the man in front of me can clearly see all the way down to my bellybutton," she said with a dirty laugh.
When his mother placed the blouse on the bed, he stared at all that he could see of her naked body through her flimsy nightgown.
"What about underwear, panties and bra?"
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I bet you can't wait to go through my underwear drawer," she said.
He wrapped his arm around her, pulled her to him, and kissed her.
"I'd rather go through your underwear while you're wearing it, than looking through your underwear drawer," he said.
Groping his mother as if she was a whore that he picked up at a bar last night, he grabbed a whole handful of his mother's breast through her sexy nightgown with one hand and a whole handful of his mother's pussy with his other hand. She gave him a sexy smile and he returned her sexy smile with a big, wet kiss.
"Bikini panties and low cut bras are all the sexy lingerie I own," she said with another dirty laugh.
Michael opened her lingerie drawer. He pulled out a few panties before pulling out a few bras.
"I'd prefer you wore panties and a bra than not wearing any underwear. Panties and bras are sexy when flashing. Naked Pussies and braless tits are slutty when flashing. Flashing sexy underwear is much sexier," he said. "I like the sheer bras, the ones that you can see your nipples and areolas just as I like the sheer panties that the man you're flashing can see your trimmed patch of pubic hair and pussy slit," said Michael.
She gave her son a sexy smile.
"I agree with you. I never leave the house without wearing panties and a bra," she said. "And I like wearing sheer panties that show my patch of dark brown pubic hair and a sheer bra that shows my areolas and nipples.
Michael rifled through her lingerie drawer.
"How about these," she said digging through her drawer to pull out a see-through panty and bra matching set.
Michael took the panties from her hand and stuck his hand in her panties to see how well he could see his fingers through the material. If she wore these panties, it would show enough of her pussy to make her appear that she wasn't wearing panties. If she wore this bra, when she leaned forward wearing this blouse, men would not only see her cleavage and bra but also her areolas and nipples.
"Perfect," she said. "That's the perfect bra for flashing my tits, my areolas, and my nipples too. It's a little loose on me and when I lean forward, the bra leans forward with me enough to flash whoever is standing in front of me not just my cleavage but also my areolas and nipples too," she said.
To be continued...
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Severely injured at practice playing football, Susan takes Brett to the doctor
*
"I know you can handled this as well as anything you put your mind to but taking my brother to see his doctor should be my responsibility and not yours," said Erin giving Susan back more attitude than she received.
The more mature adult, Susan was calm and in control of Erin. With the both of them having control issues, Erin gave Susan a look as if she was ready to fight over taking her brother to the doctor. Seemingly, their line of demarcation, Brett was the lynchpin, the key, and the one they needed for one or the other to gain complete control over the family and neither women was ready to give up their control over him. The woman who controlled the family would be unofficially deemed the Dominatrix. It was an unofficial title because the family didn't even know that they were under the spell of a Dominatrix, Susan, and a Dominatrix in training, Erin.
With Erin not even 20-years-old, she wasn't old enough and sexually experienced enough to be given such a title, the title of Dominatrix. She still had much to learn in how to exert control, punishment, and discipline without having to submit and give her submissive one sex. Erin was certainly sexually experienced enough but not in the wily ways that Susan was. With Susan an experienced Dominatrix, she had a way of getting whatever she wanted from men and from women without ever having to give them sex unless she wanted to give them sex. She controlled when and how much sex she gave anyone.
Other than her father and her brother, Erin possessed that gift too but to get what she wanted from all of the other men in her life, she had to submit her beautiful body to them and give them sex. Breaking the code, giving too much too soon, a Dominatrix never submits to anyone unless she wanted to submit and unless that was her plan for her to gain even more control of her submissive one. With this family the prize, it was all about taking control of Tiffany, the mother, Michael, the father, and Brett, the son.
Only, Erin was the one ruining everything. She was the one getting in the way and interfering with Susan's plan. She was the one resisting Susan taking control of her family. Erin wanted to have control of her family but she wasn't ready to have the responsibility of control but Susan was.
"Your mother asked me to take Brett to the doctor's office, not you," said Susan talking to her in a soft, calm, and controlled voice.
Seemingly the calmer Susan spoke to Erin, the more upset Erin became. The poor thing, she had so much to learn. If she couldn't control her own emotions, how could she control anyone else's emotions? If she couldn't even control her own temper, Susan had little hope that she could control anyone. She had to learn the first lesson of being a Dominatrix, never allow anyone to see you coming.
"You may control my mother and my father but you don't control me or my brother. I control my brother, not you," she said pointing a stiff index finger at her. "Much like my mother, you're a control freak," she said falling silent and softening while seemingly waiting for Susan to capitulate.
Susan didn't submit. She'd never submit to anyone, especially to someone like Erin who was so young, so inexperienced, and who knew so little about life. Not allowing herself to be sucked into Erin's little power game of struggling for control, Susan didn't respond. Instead she remained silent.
She paused the conversation to allow Erin to stew in her own thoughts. She knew that Erin had a way of bringing herself to a boil. She didn't need to say anything to help her poison stew along. She knew that Erin would lose her temper without any help from her. Susan gave her a look at is she was sizing up the competition at the Olympic game of jousting, should they ever have an Olympic game of jousting.
'Kettle black,' thought Susan while laughing to herself.
If anyone in the family was a control freak, Erin was the one who was controlling. A spoiled brat, Erin was the one who had been running roughshod over this family for years. Frustrating her mother at every turn, she had her father and now her brother wrapped around her little finger. Her wish was their command. Her desires were always fulfilled by her father and/or her brother while her mother helplessly watched from the sidelines.
Even with the small notion of not being able to take her brother to see his family doctor, she was made powerless by her mother calling Susan and not her. If anyone was a control freak, it was Erin. It was best that Tiffany had clipped her daughter's wings, otherwise, she may have already flown away and taken off with some man. It was best, that Tiffany put an end to Erin's reign over the family by enlisting Susan's help. Without even realizing it, by relinquishing the control of her family to Susan, Tiffany had chosen the bigger of evils by choosing her best friend over her daughter.
"Why would you want to go to your brother's doctor's appointment when you've shown no interest in your brother, other than when teasing him, enticing him, and seducing him into giving you sex?"
Rubbing it in her face, when Erin looked guilty and embarrassed that she had sex with her brother, Susan laughed. She was such a novice at the Dominatrix game. She didn't know the first thing about being a Dominatrix. She didn't know the first thing about controlling anyone, never mind her brother, especially her brother who only wanted sex. Only, with her beautiful face, shapely body, and mean disposition, she had all the makings of a becoming a good Dominatrix.
"We were all a little crazy for a while, especially before Brett was injured," said Erin. "Besides, using his injury as your excuse, and with him unable to shower himself, you wanted to show Brett your naked body as much as he wanted to see your naked body when you helped him shower last night. You're as much of a whore and an exhibitionist as I am," said Erin.
She was right. Susan had played her own version, a reverse version, of the movie called, Spanking the Monkey. Instead of a son helping his mother take her shower after she had broken her leg, she had helped her surrogate son shower after he had injured himself playing football. Only, instead of remaining dressed, averting her eyes, and reaching her hand and arm in the shower to help Brett wash himself, she stripped herself naked and climbed in the shower with him. Her last resort way of regaining control over Brett after his sister had given him sex, she was desperate to reel him back in before she lost control over him for good to Erin. If she didn't have control over Brett, she'd never have control over Erin and if she didn't maintain control over Brett and Erin, two against one, she'd lose control over Tiffany and Michael.
If she felt that she needed to get in the shower with him, she could have helped him shower by wearing her old, grubby clothes and thrown them in the wash afterwards. She could have helped him shower by wearing her bathing suit or her bra and panty but she didn't. Instead she removed all of her clothes. She stripped herself naked. By stripping herself naked to help Brett take a shower in readiness for his doctor's appointment today, she had used her naked body as her desperate attempt to gain control of him. After Erin had torpedoed all of Susan's hard work in gaining control over Brett, she needed to take him back from his sister.
"There's nothing sexual about nudity when used in the right context," said Susan putting Erin on the defensive. "There was no way that Brett could shower without my help. The only difference between you and me is, I didn't have sex with your brother. If you had stripped yourself naked to shower with him, you would have had sex with him," said Susan with a laugh. "You're such a little whore. If you had stripped yourself naked, you would have fallen to your knees in the shower and sucked your brother's cock before fucking his cock."
Unsuccessfully trying to hide her anger, Erin gave her a knowing look.
"You could have helped him shower while still wearing your clothes. You could have helped him shower by stripping down to your bra and panty. You could have put on your bathing suit. You didn't have to strip yourself naked. You didn't have to allow him to touch you and feel you in the way he groped you," said Erin pointing her finger of accusation at her. "With the both of us wanting the same thing, if I'm whore, then you are too."
Knowing full well that Erin was right, Susan rolled her eyes and sighed loudly while knowing that Erin was as much of a slut as she was. Only, Erin assumed that Susan was teasing her brother for sex when Susan was teasing Brett to regain control of him. As if they were two prostitutes arguing over the same John or two strippers marking their territory on stage, they did everything short of having a catfight. Only, if ever their arguments came to blows, Susan would mop the floor with Erin's blonde hair.
She didn't want their relationship to come to that. She'd rather control her with her intellect than with her fists. Besides, she needed to control Erin too. She needed Erin to be in her control for her to continue to control Tiffany and Michael. She needed to control the whole family and for her to control the whole family, Erin was the key. Without Erin inline, the rest of her plan would crumble but first she needed to regain control over Brett before turning her attention to Erin.
"If I remember all that happened you were feeling me as much as your brother was. If I recall, you even sucked my nipples while masturbating me," said Susan with an unembarrassed laugh. "If memory serves me right, you wanted me as much as your brother did."
Seemingly defeated, Erin softened her hard look to look at Susan with pleading eyes.
"I want to go because he's my little brother. I'm worried about him," she said looking as if she was about to cry. "Besides, I want to go because it will help me with my studies. As part of my research and homework assignment, I must write a paper on a doctor's visit."
Susan made a face as if she had just swallowed a bug.
"Studies? What studies?" Susan let out a loud laugh. "Since when do you study anything but the packages of the boys on your college football team?"
Erin rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Duh, very funny. I am attending nursing school to become a nurse," said Erin. "You know that."
Susan jiggled the car keys while impatiently waiting for Brett to get dressed. She gave Erin a thoughtful look.
"I doubt if they'll even let you in the room," said Susan.
Erin shrugged her confidence and made a sour face.
"They will if Brett tells the nurse that he wants me there," she said. "Besides, I'm family. You're the one that the nurse won't allow in the room. You're the one who will have to wait in the waiting room while reading a magazine," she said with a winning grin.
Once again, it was all about control. As if they were in a tug of war competition, when one pulled one way, the other pulled the other way. Susan stared at Erin before answering. Obviously, with Susan needing to exert her control over Tiffany's daughter, even something as small as taking Brett for his doctor's appointment, this issue was important enough to make a stand. If she gave in to Erin on one thing, even one little thing, such as taking her brother to the doctor, her next battle wouldn't be as easy. In order to control Erin, she could never allow Erin to beat her at anything, no matter how seemingly small and unimportant was the issue. Instead, as her sign of good faith, and using Brett as her bridge, she relented so that Erin will trust her and bond with her.
"Okay," said Susan. "We'll all go together as a family. Just let me put on some clothes."
* * * * *
With a doctor's appointment that Tiffany made from Miami before getting on the ship to take her vacation cruise to Bermuda, Susan readied herself to take Brett to see his Family Care doctor, Doctor Robin, as Brett familiarly referred to her as. Concerned for his wellbeing in the way that his mother obviously is to make Brett's doctor's appointment from Miami, Susan hoped that he hadn't suffered any serious and/or permanent damage other than bruised thighs. When she followed Brett from the waiting room, the nurse turned to her as if to block her way. In the way that a teammate had tackled Brett on the open field Susan wanted to brush past her on her way to the doctor's office.
Obviously the doctor's nurse was another woman with control issues. Only, she had no idea who she was dealing with when trying to control Susan from getting in that examination room with Brett. Her being there was pivotal in her controlling him. Just as she needed to take charge of Brett, not his mother and surely not his sister, she needed to show him the she was the only one there in his hour of need. Maybe at work is the only place these women can exert some control but with Susan a Dominatrix, she was accustomed to controlling everyone anywhere.
Why are all of these women so fucked up? These women need a dominant man in their lives. These women need to get laid. These women need a good spanking. These women need to back the fuck down and not act so self-important. Obviously, with her the ruler of her small roost, her the responsibilities of her job went to her head. Susan imagined stripping the nurse naked, tying her to a rack, and whipping her naked ass until she submitted her will to her.
"Are you his mother?"
Obviously, with Brett coming there since he was a child, she knew that Susan wasn't his mother just as she knew that Erin wasn't his mother either. She obviously knew that Tiffany was Brett's mother.
"No, I'm a close, family friend," said Susan.
The nurse made a sour face as if she had bitten a lemon.
"And who are you?" The nurse looked from Susan to look at Erin.
With Erin having never accompanied her brother to his doctor's appointments before, the nurse obviously had no idea who Erin was. Perhaps figuring that Erin was Brett's girlfriend, she gave Erin a cold look and Erin returned the nurse's cold look with a dose of her ever present self-important confidence.
"I'm his sister. I'm family," said Erin puffing out her already abundant chest.
Seemingly protective of the doctor and of her patient with not wanting unnecessary people cluttering the examining room, the nurse made a face that told Erin that she didn't care that she was his sister.
"Sorry but, you'll have to wait out here in the waiting room," said the nurse to Susan. "Only family can be in the room with a patient." Then, she turned to Erin. "With the full examination that the doctor is going to give your brother, I doubt that he'll want you in the room with him either."
Brett looked from the nurse to look at Erin before looking to Susan who was about to leave to wait in the waiting room. He turned back to address the nurse.
"It's okay," said Brett to the nurse. "I want her to stay with me. She's like my second mother. I'd rather my sister remain in the waiting room," said Brett looking from the nurse to look at his sister. "Sorry Erin."
As if it was no big deal, Erin shrugged, turned, and headed back to the waiting room. Obviously her weakness, Erin didn't like showing her vulnerability in public, something that Susan would never do. Nonetheless, Susan humiliated her in front of the nurse and it was a point scored in regaining control not only over Brett but over Erin too. The nurse turned from Brett to look at Susan.
"Okay," said the nurse with a shrug. "Right this way," she said focusing her conversation on Brett while ignoring Susan. "So why are you here?" When Brett didn't answer her question, she put her question a different way. "What's the purpose of your visit?"
Obviously, the nurse knew why they were there. Brett's mother had talked to her on the phone to make the appointment and she had it written on his chart right in front of her. With the nurse directing her question to Brett, Susan took charge.
"He injured himself playing football. The inside of his thighs are badly bruised," said Susan. "More as a precaution than a necessity, we wanted to make sure there was nothing seriously wrong with him."
Before heading down to the examining room, the three of them stopped at a little alcove.
"I'm just going to weigh you and take your temperature," said the nurse weighing him and sliding a thermometer across his forehead to take his temperature. "Follow me," she said escorting them to a little room.
Once inside the exam room, the nurse took his blood pressure.
"Perfect," said the nurse removing the blood pressure cuff.
"What was his blood pressure?"
As if she was his mother or his sister, Susan looked at the nurse with concern in the way that Tiffany and Erin should be looking at Brett with concern. Only Tiffany was on her way to a swinging vacation in Bermuda and Erin was banned to the waiting room.
"It was 120 over 70," said the nurse. "Remove your clothes, your underwear too, and put this on," she said handing Brett a hospital gown.
"Thank you," said Brett not usually being this polite but he seemed nervous.
The nurse gave Susan a strange look, perhaps because she was present in the room while Brett was stripping himself naked. Maybe she figured that Susan would leave to give him some privacy to undress but she didn't. Yet, obviously in the way he stiffly limped and slowly moved around in the examining room, it was apparent that he needed help in undressing himself. Perhaps the nurse was happy that Susan was there to help him undress instead of leaving that chore to her. She had enough to do without having to help Brett undress in the way she had to help several of her elderly patients undress and dress.
"The doctor will see you in a few minutes," she said leaving and closing the door behind her.
Difficult for him to undress on his own, Brett was unable to lift his legs without experiencing excruciating pain because of his badly bruised thighs. Susan helped him undress in the examining room while Erin scribbled her nursing notes in a notebook in the waiting room. When Susan squatted down to help Brett remove his sneakers, the horny dude that he is, he forgot his pain and nervousness to stare down at Susan's blue, bikini panties in the up skirt she was deliberately or inadvertently giving him. Brett unbuckled and unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock while staring at the sexy sight of Susan's underwear and panty clad pussy. He took his semi-erect prick in hand as if he was about to masturbate himself over the up skirt view that Susan was giving him.
Then, when she leaned over him while gently lifting his legs for her to slide down his pants and underwear, he started stroking himself. While stroking himself, he reached out his horny hand to feel her breasts though her blouse. As soon as her nipples made their nickel sized impressions known, he fingered her hard nipples through her bra. Using his preoccupation with her tits to continue to undress him, she allowed him a moment to have fun feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra.
"Brett, stop that," said Susan finally slapping away his hand.
With his cock only inches from her mouth as was the case with Brett and the school nurse, Nurse Elizabeth, Brett gave Susan a look that told her that he wanted her to touch him, stroke him, and maybe even suck him. Not in too much pain for that, seemingly his libido was willing but his body wasn't. Perhaps as his last ditch effort before seeing the doctor, he wanted to see if she could give him an erection. Only, in the way that he always had a hard erection before, he didn't have much of one now.



"Perhaps you can put your hand there Brett so that you don't impale my mouth with your cock," she said laughing while moving her head back and trying to lift his legs to further remove his pants and underwear.
With him still holding his cock in his hand, she stared at Brett's cock before looking up at his face.
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" He held his cock up in his hand. "You'd like to suck me, wouldn't you? You'd like for me to cum in your mouth," he said sliding a slow finger across her full lips, "wouldn't you?"
She wrinkled her face to give him an unhappy look. Then, with her tongue pushing the side of her cheek in and out, she teased him by putting her hand to her mouth and moving it back and forth as if giving him a blowjob. He stared at her as if he was imagining her blowing him.
"Correction," said Susan removing her hand from her mouth. "You'd like that, wouldn't you? You'd like me to suck you, wouldn't you? You'd love to cum in my mouth, wouldn't you?"
Seemingly his injury wasn't serious enough to interfere with his horniness. When she moved closer to him to finally pull down his pants and slide down his underwear, he leaned forward to touch her lips with the head of his semi-erect prick.
"Brett behave," she said gently pushing his cock away from her mouth with her hand while wiping a drop of pre-cum from her lips. "You're incorrigible. Even with your injury, I can't believe you're horny enough to have an erection, not much of an erection, but an erection nonetheless," she said flicking at his cock with her finger.
Brett wrapped his hand around his prick and lifted his half-erect cock to hold it out to her.
"It will make me feel better if you sucked me," he said as if expecting her to suck him right there in the doctor's office.
He held his half swollen cock in his hand as if offering his prick to her. With her still squatting down in front of him again while gently removing his pants and underwear, she looked up at him before staring straight ahead at his cock.
"I'm sure it will," said Susan standing. "But that's not going to happen, not here, and not now. Who knows? Maybe one day, when you're recovered, I'll surprise you and will blow you. Maybe one day, I'll allow you to cum in my mouth."
She stepped closer to him to help him off with his shirt and tee shirt while he wrapped his arms around her waist before sliding his horny hands down to feel her ass through her short skirt and panties. He tried to kiss her while feeling her breast with one hand and while squeezing her ass and trying to lift the back of her skirt with his other hand.
"You're so sexy Susan," he said pulling her to him so that his naked, semi-erect cock was pressed against her skirt clad belly.
Then, in one swift movement of the hand of an experienced quarterback, as if he was taking the snap from his center, he reached his horny hand down and beneath her short skirt and between her legs to cup her pussy through her panty. She allowed him to cup her panty clad pussy and run a slow finger along her pussy slit. Then, when he tried to push her panty aside with his finger and enter her, trying not to hurt him, she pushed back on his shoulders.
"Brett stop," she said stepping away from him and pushing down her skirt. "You can't do that. Not here. The doctor will be here any minute."
She gathered his clothes and hung them on a hook. Then, she helped him on with his hospital gown.
* * * * *
It was twenty more minutes before the doctor announced herself with a knock on the door. Robin, Brett's pediatrician was an attractive woman in her early 40's. With him a little old to still be seen by a pediatrician, this was his last year seeing her before she suggest he find another doctor. Since she graduated from medical school and completed her internship, she's been caring for Brett for the past several years and was totally familiar with all of the ailments, injuries, and sicknesses he's had under her medical care.
"Hello," she said looking from Brett to Susan before returning her focused attention back to Brett.
Brett smiled nervously at the doctor.
"This is Susan," said Brett. "She's my mother's best friend and business partner. Having helped raised me since I was a baby, she's my second mother."
More than just his second mother, yet oxymoronic in definition with her not having any children of her own, if Susan was anything, she was a MILF. She was the mother that he'd like to fuck. Brett had two mothers he'd like to fuck. He had his birth mother, Tiffany, and he had his surrogate mother, Susan. His biggest sexual fantasy was to have both of his mothers naked and in bed with him.
"Hi," said Susan.
Brett grimaced in pain before continuing with Susan's introduction.
"She's watching us while our parents are away. If you don't mind, I'd like her to be here for her moral support during the examination."
Doctor Robin turned her attention to Susan again to give her a curious look.
"Hi," said Robin holding out her hand to Susan.
Showing her concern for her friend's son, Susan looked from the doctor to Brett before returning her focused attention back to the doctor.
"I'm a close family friend," she said suddenly feeling awkward, in case the doctor's nurse said something to her, that she had not only helped Brett undress but also had seen him naked. "I've known Brett since he was a baby."
Doctor Robin smiled and Susan returned her smile. In the mood to play, Susan imagined stripping Doctor Robin naked and tying her to a rack for some discipline and punishment. It was obvious that Dr. Robin had a sexy body beneath her white coat. She had long, shoulder length, black hair and what appeared to be C cup breasts. Figuring that her pussy was trimmed, Susan couldn't help but wonder if her pussy was shaved, trimmed, or bushy. Yet, with more important things at hand then sexually playing while imagining Doctor Robin naked, she was worried about Brett.
"Please to meet you," said Doctor Robin to Susan. "That's fine. She can stay," said Doctor Robin turning to Brett. "Actually, I'm glad you're here. With my nurse busy attending to other patients with flu, pneumonia, and shingles shots, I need an adult present while examining Brett," said Dr. Robin.
Susan patted Brett's shoulder and gave him a warm, motherly smile.
"Where's Mom?"
Doctor Robin looked from Brett to Susan while Brett looked down at his hospital gown. Not embarrassed before while sexually molesting Susan as she helped him to strip naked in front of her, he seemed embarrassed now to be naked, but for his hospital gown, in front of his pediatrician, a woman had had known him since he was a child.
"She's on a cruise on her way to a vacation in Bermuda. If they haven't left Miami already, they should be embarking just about now," said Susan looking at her watch.
The doctor nodded and smiled.
"Nice. I wish I was on vacation," said Doctor Robin. "I'm due. It's been a while since I've had any time away from seeing patients."
If only the good doctor knew that Tiffany and Michael were attending a week long swinging function, she may not have envied their vacation cruise to Bermuda. Who knows? Perhaps the doctor is a swinger too.
"Me too," said Susan. "It's been years since I've had a vacation."
Susan thought of all the sexy, swinging fun Michael and Tiffany would, no doubt, be having while partying on the island. The perfect place to be in control of Tiffany and Michael, she had bigger fish to fry at home controlling Erin and regaining her control over Brett. Once she had their children under her control, controlling their parents would be easy.
"So what happened to you this time Brett?" Doctor Robin looked at his records on her laptop computer. "Let's see. You've broken your arm, your leg, sprained your wrist, sprained your ankle, hurt your back, pulled your shoulder, had two concussions, a deep laceration on your forehead, abrasions while skateboarding, and now this. We need to keep you in a padded room until you become an adult," she said with a laugh.
Susan looked from the doctor to look at Brett.
"I was tackled by one of my own teammates during football practice," he said. "We were practicing how better to protect me from being sacked."
Doctor Robin looked at Brett and smile.
"Judging from the look of you, your team needs more practice in protecting their quarterback. Seemingly, you're always here. If you didn't have a second mother as good looking as Susan," said Doctor Robin and giving her a wink, "I'd think you hurt yourself just to come see me."
Brett grimaced again.
"Whatever is wrong with me this time, this injury may be my worst," he said.
The doctor gently patted his knee.
"Don't worry. Whatever you've done, I can fix," said Doctor Robin. "So what happened?"
The doctor wrote in his chart while focusing all of her attention on her patient.
"I forgot my cup and was tackled. His helmet got me right in the nuts," said Brett. "I'm all bruised."
The doctor looked from Brett to look down at his lap.
"Shall I have a look?" Doctor Robin put on her blue, Latex gloves. "May I see?"
Again Brett seemed embarrassed in his reluctance to expose himself to the doctor in the way he was eager to expose himself to Susan and to his sister.
"I'm really sore and swollen. Most of his helmet hit me in the thighs, but the top of the helmet caught me right in the nuts," said Brett.
He lifted his gown high enough to expose his cock and testicles to Doctor Robin and to Susan.
"I see that," said the doctor staring down as his bruised thighs while taking his gown in hand to lift it higher. "It looks very tender. Is it sore? Does this hurt?" Doctor Robin lightly touched her finger to his thighs.
She lifted his hospital gown higher and moved it to the side and Brett held it there with his hand. Now he was totally exposed to the two women.
"It really hurts," he said.
Doctor Robin gently patted his knee again.
"I'm sorry you're in pain but can you scoot up on the table and lay on your back?" The doctor pulled out the tray for Brett's long legs to rest.
While Brett struggled to move himself back in position, Doctor Robin studied his every movement. She watched Brett having great difficulty trying to move.
"Okay," said Brett trying to move higher up. "Ow," he said.
As if he was about to have a gynecological exam, he rested back on the table with his knees up.
"Let's have a closer look, shall we?" The doctor pulled up a stool and moved Brett's gown further up and all the way to the side again. She reached over to grab a mirror from her desk and handed the mirror to Brett. "Hold that up for me Brett so that you can see too," she said reaching in her pocket to retrieve a pocket flashlight.
* * * * *
Before touching him and feeling him during her medical examination of his injuries, as if she was a medical examiner studying the legs of a deceased person in the morgue, Doctor Robin leaned over Brett to study his bruised thighs more closely. Then, touching his thighs here and feeling his thighs there, she checked to see what he could feel and what he couldn't. She needed to know what hurt and what didn't?
"Can you feel my touch?
Brett grimaced in pain.
"Yes," said Brett.
She poked his thigh with her finger.
"Does that hurt?"
She stopped her poking to look up at him.
"A little," said Brett acting his role as the tough football quarterback.
She touched his thighs again with her rubber gloved finger.
"How about here?" Doctor Robin touched him in a different spot. "Can you feel that? Does that hurt when I touch you there?"
She looked up at her young patient again while waiting for his response.
"Yes, I can feel that and no it doesn't hurt," said Brett.
She touched one area of his bruised thigh before touching another area of his bruised thighs. Every time she touched him, she looked up to see his reaction to her touching him, before touching him in another area. Obviously this was her way to see if he had experienced permanent damage or some temporary paralysis that may lead to permanent paralysis.
"No," he said when she touched one area to see if it hurt and "yes," he said when she depressed another area with her gloved finger to tell her that he could feel her touch.
Dr. Robin leaned back in her chair to look up at him and to give him an understanding smile. Susan hovered over him holding his hand and gently rubbing his shoulder while staring down at Brett's cock and testicles. Perhaps she was concerned or perhaps she was just horny, but Susan seemed mesmerized by Brett's cock and testicles. Definitely and assuredly, Susan could never make is as a doctor when examining a young, handsome man. In the way that Susan was attracted to a man's private parts, she'd never be able to keep the level of doctor/patient professionalism that Dr. Robin was showing.
Susan continued looking at Dr. Robin to see if she was showing any sign of having the same level of sexual reaction to seeing Brett naked below the waist that she was having. In the way that Susan was feeling a bit sexually excited, Dr. Robin wasn't showing any signs of having the same sexual attraction to Brett as Susan was. If only Brett wasn't in such pain, she'd love nothing better than to wrap her fingers around his 18-year-old prick and masturbate him. If only he hadn't been injured, she'd love nothing more than to move between his legs and take his cock in her mouth.
"Does that hurt?" She imagined asking him while stroking him. "How about now? Can you feel this?" She imagined asking him after taking his cock in her mouth and sucking him.
She'd be so relieved if he could get an erection that she'd even allow him to cum in her mouth. Yet, the doctor was still examining him. No one knew if he could get an erection or not. Brett tried to give himself an erection with his hand but he wasn't able to get very hard. Maybe Susan should have tried to give him an erection with her hand but, until he saw a doctor, she feared further hurting him.
Susan imagined asking him different questions that were more sexual than they were medical. Instead of asking him, 'Does that hurt?' when she took him in her hand, she imagined asking him, 'Does that feel good?', when taking him in her mouth. After staring at his naked cock and testicles for the better of an hour, she was horny. She'd like nothing more than to have sex with Brett and/or even Doctor Robin right now.
"This may hurt a little. I'm going to check your testicles," said Dr. Robin taking his testicles in her rubber gloved hand. "Normally I'd do this with you standing but I'd rather you not have to move from your prone position. I know it hurts you to move."
When Susan watched Dr. Robin take Brett's testicles in her rubber gloved hand, she felt dizzy with sexual excitement. She'd like nothing better than to don a pair of rubber gloves and fondle Brett's testicles. Imagining the doctor turning to her and warning her not to try this at home, she wondered if she had at silicone gloves at the house. She'd have to put silicone gloves on her shopping list.
What normally would have been fodder for masturbation of any 18-year-old boy, his pretty, female MILF of a doctor cupping his testicles in her rubber gloved hand while Susan looked on, was unfortunately a painful experience and not a sexual one for Brett. After being witness to this medical procedure, she wondered how Brett would treat this experience later in life. Susan imagined Brett having a sexual fetish of needing women to touch, feel, and have sex with his naked while wearing silicone gloves.
She imagined him needing to dress in black, latex from head to toe. She imagined him feeling the need to don a superhero costume every Halloween before having sex with his girlfriend and/or wife. Then, morphing into always needing to wear latex before having sex, she had more insight into why some people do the sexual things that they do and have the sexual fetishes that they have.
Without doubt, just as Susan was now having her share of them, the sexy sight of attractive Doctor Robin holding Brett's testicles in her rubber gloved hand not only made her want to have sex with Brett but also with Doctor Robin too. The sexy sight of attractive Doctor Robin holding a young man's testicles in her rubber gloved hand would evoke all kinds of sexual fantasies to anyone not knowing what she was doing was purely a medical procedure. The sexy sight of attractive Doctor Robing holding Brett's testicles in her rubber gloved hand made her want to strip naked and ask the doctor to examine her naked body too.
'Pay close attention to my nipples with your rubber gloved fingers,' she imagined saying to Dr. Robin. 'Pay even closer to my clit while you finger my pussy with your rubber gloved finger. Oh, yes, that's it. Right there. Don't stop.'
If only Dr. Robin knew what she was thinking, she'd be embarrassed that the good doctor would think she was a slut. Yet, with Doctor Robin a good looking woman, even though she obviously preferred men, she'd do Dr. Robin if she was horny enough and drunk enough. She wondered what Brett's pediatrician looked like without the white coat and the rest of her clothes hiding the curves of her imagined naked body. She'd love to use her rubber gloved hands on Doctor Robin's naked body while her wrists and ankles were shackled to her bed.
Even those who knew that doctor Robin was preforming a medical procedure would look at her holding and feeling Brett's testicles as a sexual fantasy. Fifty years from now, she imagined Brett feeling compelled to seek out the sexual services of a rubber gloved professional, a prostitute, when he was an older man with erectile dysfunction. Perhaps had Brett not been in as much pain, he would have had an erection.
She'd love to watch Brett's cock become hard with sexual excitement. She'd love to watch Brett prematurely ejaculate just by the medical touches of Dr. Robin. She'd love to watch him shoot a load of cum all over Doctor Robin's hair, her face, and across her white medical coat. Only, with the pain he was in now, there'd be no chance of him getting an erection and/or prematurely ejaculating. Surely, once Brett felt better, no doubt, he'd be masturbating over Doctor Robin cupping his testicles in her rubber gloved hand.
"Ow," he said when she touched a tender area.
Instead of withdrawing her hand, she left it there while feeling more of him.
"I'm sorry Brett but can you cough for me?"
Something that Susan couldn't wait to do with Brett at home, Dr. Robin carefully held onto Brett's testicles while he coughed.
"Khoff! Khoff!"
She felt his skin enclosed scrotum while he coughed again.
"And again," said Doctor Robin.
"Khoff! Khoff!"
She felt his two, oval organs with an experienced hand.
"One more time," she said.
With Brett obviously in pain, in more pain when he coughed, and seemingly more embarrassed than sexually excited, Dr. Robin gave her patient the respectfulness that he deserved while examining his private area.
"Khoff! Khoff!"
Obviously not wanting to miss the sight of Doctor Robin's medical exam, Brett raised himself up on his elbows to get a better view of his doctor seeing, touching, and feeling his junk. Normally Doctor Robin would have asked him to avert his stare by turning his head to the side but this time she didn't. Who knows? Doctor Robin is human. With all of us having our crosses to bear, she's a woman with sexual needs.
Maybe she wanted Brett to see her holding his cock in her rubber gloved hand. Maybe she'd be masturbating tonight over sucking and fucking Brett's young, hard body instead of having sex with her disinterested, middle-aged husband. Normally, any other woman accompanying Brett would avert her stare but Susan didn't. Normally, any other woman accompanying Brett to the medical center wouldn't even be with him in the exam room but Susan was.



Instead of being too embarrassed to look, she stared at his package before looking up at him staring down at her blue, rubber gloved hand. He stared as much at his cock and testicles as he stared at her and Susan stared at Brett's cock and testicles as much as Dr. Robin did. Obviously, Brett was getting off on Doctor Robin's medical exam as much as Susan was. No doubt, if he could have gotten an erection, he'd have one by now. Only, even though Robin was a medical doctor, Susan couldn't help but wonder, if her nipples were erect and Doctor Robin's pussy was wet in the way that her nipples were erect and her pussy was wet.
"I'm going to check your penis now Brett. Tell me if anything hurts when I'm touching and feeling your penis," she said.
'Oh, God,' thought Susan.
At that point, she so wanted to sit on Doctor Robin's face before sitting on Brett's limp dick.
Brett looked up at Susan and squeezed her hand in preparation of Dr. Robin examining his penis. Every young man's sexual dream to have his mature, attractive, female doctor hold his penis in her rubber gloved hand, while his mother's best friend watched, Brett looked at her with more physical discomfort than he looked at her with sexual excitement. Perhaps if hadn't so severely injured himself and had this had been a normal physical exam, Brett would have had an erection. Perhaps if Susan hadn't been in the exam room with him, he may have had the perverted courage to sexually assault his female doctor by reading out to feel her tits while fingering her emerging nipples through her blouse and bra.
Only, Brett wasn't like that, especially with his doctor. Seemingly, he was only like that with Susan and with Erin and hopefully one day with his mother. As if the people in his house were sexually possessed by the Devil, there was always an air of perversion and debauchery when at home. Perhaps, if he was feeling better, he may have grabbed Doctor Robin's hand, held it tight in his and moved it up and down on his cock for her to give him a forced hand job. Perhaps if he was horny enough, he would have reached out his other hand to feel her panty clad pussy in the way he felt Susan's panty clad pussy earlier.
Only, unbeknownst to Brett at the time, he wouldn't have to hold Dr. Robin's hand there and he wouldn't have to move her hand up and down on his cock for her to masturbate him. She'd be more than willing to masturbate him herself, not in a sexual way but as part of her medical examination. She needed to analyze his sperm. She needed to see if her had blood in his semen when he ejaculated. Dr. Robin would willingly do all that he'd love for her to do to him without having to force her hand. Only, just as he was in too much pain to enjoy Doctor Robin giving him a medical hand job, he was in too much pain to even have those sexual thoughts.
As part of her initial, medical examination, needing a semen sample to see if he had blood in his semen and later to see if he had blood in his urine, unbeknownst to Brett, the doctor intended on masturbating him today. Normally leaving that of masturbating her male patient to one of her nurses, she needed to ascertain the extent of his injuries first and one of the best ways was to masturbate him herself. She knew that, if left it to him and with him in too much pain, Brett wouldn't masturbate himself, especially not now and not today in the way he was feeling.
If it required him leaning to the side to expose his anus to her to stick her gloved finger in his rectum for him to cum while continuing to masturbate him with her other hand, she was ready and prepared to do that for her patient. Only and unfortunately for Brett, Doctor Robin masturbating him would be more painful than pleasurable. Then, on subsequent office visits, if he couldn't masturbate himself, the doctor would enlist her nurse to masturbate him.
Moreover with her needing samples of his semen every 6 hours over an 18 hour period, and later over an extended period of time, as if they were all part of her medical staff, Dr. Robin would enlist Susan, his mother, Tiffany, and his sister, Erin, to help masturbate him too. Where Doctor Robin thought of family members masturbating Brett as a necessary medical procedure, anyone who wasn't a medical doctor would think that a mother, sister, and surrogate mother asked to masturbate Brett would be deemed more incestuous than medical. Seemingly every young man's dream to not only have his sexy doctor masturbate him but also his mother, his sister, and his mother's best friend masturbate him, only and unfortunately Brett was in too much pain to enjoy it.
With Tiffany on a cruise to Bermuda with her husband, she was off the hook in having to masturbate her son until later. Yet, if Brett had what Dr. Robin suspected he had, needing samples of his semen over a long period of time would be an ongoing condition. Sometimes too painful for Brett to masturbate himself, Brett would need Susan, his mother, his sister, and even the doctor's nurse to masturbate him. Something that may be every teenage boy's sexual fantasy to be masturbated by his doctor, his mother, his sister, his mother's best friend, and his nurse, Brett being forced to cum was no fun for him.
If only Brett had a girlfriend, he could ask her to masturbate him. Yet, what 18-year-old young man would want his girlfriend to see his cock in such injured condition. What 18-year-old young man would want his girlfriend to know that he was unable to get an erection? At that young age, no doubt, she'd think it was her fault that her boyfriend was unable to get hard. She'd think that he wasn't sexually attracted to her or to women. She may even suspect that he was sexually attracted to men when the truth of the matter was that he was injured during football practice.
Dr. Robin's logic and her ulterior motive in enlisting Susan, Erin, and later Tiffany, Brett's mother was, it would be much easier for Brett to cum if one of those three women masturbated him instead of him painfully trying to masturbate himself. Only, no one asked Brett how he felt about the women closest to him masturbating him. Was he embarrassed, ashamed, or sexually excited? Would he rather masturbate himself instead of recruiting a bevy of women to masturbate him, his doctor, her nurse, his mother, his sister, and his mother's best friend?
Yet, first before Dr. Robin masturbated Brett, she needed a urine sample. Something easy to do, normally, she'd have her patient go to the bathroom and pee in a cup. Yet, difficult for Brett to climb down from the table and pee, Dr. Robin would have to help him along. She unwrapped an oversized plastic cup to collect her urine sample. Then, she turned on the faucet in the bathroom to help him along.
"I need you to urinate in his cup Brett. I need to see if you have blood in your urine. Sometimes, able to see it with the naked eye, it's easy to discern if you have blood in your urine. Yet, most times, I need for the lab examine it to tell me," she said holding his penis in the cup.
He looked down at Doctor Robin holding his penis.
"Okay," he said.
She looked up at him to give him an compassionate smile.
"Any time you're ready," she said.
He looked at her with embarrassment and shame.
"It's not going to be easy with you and Susan as my audience," he said with a nervous laugh.
She took his testicles in her rubber gloved hand again.
"Sometimes, I can encourage you to urine along by gently massaging your testicles," she said holding the sample cup in one hand and massaging his testicles with her other.
After waiting a few minutes, Brett finally peed a modest amount.
"It hurts to pee," he said.
Dr. Robin gave Brett a wet wipe to wipe his penis while she put a lid on the cup and stuck a label on the sample.
"Hurt how?"
Trying to discern if there was any evidence of blood in his urine, she held Brett's urine sample up before putting in on a tray for the nurse to collect and bring to the lab.
"It burns," he said.
Dr. Robin stood from her chair to walk the sample over to the door. She opened her door just enough to fit her tray.
"Molly. Bring this to the lab for analysis stat, please," she said to her nurse.
She closed the door and returned to her patient. Then, she removed her gloves to put on a new pair.
"Now, I'll need a semen sample she said moving her chair closer to Brett.
She wrapped her gloved fingers around his cock and slowly stroked him.
"Every young man's sexual fantasy," she said with a little laugh. "I bet you never thought I'd be masturbating you," she said making eye contact with her patient.
Brett looked more shocked than he looked more sexually excited. He seemed more shocked that he looked relaxed. Definitely, he was more embarrassed than he was sexually aroused. Doctor Robin seemed to be enjoying masturbating Brett more than she should.
"No," said Brett.
Avoiding making eye contact with his doctor, and instead of looking to Susan for moral support, he looked down at the floor.
"Well, just lay back and relax. I can give you a magazine to look at, if you'd like," said Dr. Robin while stroking her young patient. "Or you can just imagine I'm your girlfriend or your prom date," she said with a little laugh.
He made a face at her suggestions.
"May I feel your breasts through your blouse and bra?"
She looked down where he was staring at her ample breasts.
"Feel my breasts? No, I don't think that's a good idea. That wouldn't be appropriate with me being your doctor. Perhaps, when your mother, your sister, or when Susan masturbates you, one or all of them will allow you to feel their breasts through their clothes," she said looking to Susan before returning her focused attention back to Brett. "What I'm doing in masturbating you is not sexual but medical," she said. "I can have Susan get you a magazine if you'd like."
As if recruiting her for her help, as if silently asking if she'd allow Brett to feel her breasts, she looked from Brett to look at Susan again before returning her attention to stroking Brett's cock.
"No, I'm good," said Brett.
Dr. Robin continued stroking him until Brett developed a painful erection. She stopped to get another collection cup. She unwrapped the sample cup.
"When the time is ready, I'm going to need you to hold this by Brett's penis," she said handing the cup to Susan. Dr. Robin lubed the gloved finger of her right hand. "Now I need for you to turn to your side, Brett," she said. "Move the cup to his penis Susan."
When the cup was in place, Dr. Robin impaled Brett's ass with her gloved finger to massage his prostate gland. As soon as she did, Brett spurted a small volume of semen.
"Now, when you masturbate Brett at home, you may either just stroke him or stick your finger in his anus and massage his prostate. You'll need to buy some latex gloves, of course," she said.
To be continued...
*
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Eighteen-year-old Jennifer discovers that she's an exhibitionist.
Eighteen-year-old Jennifer discovered that she's an exhibitionist. She discovered that she enjoyed flashing men her sexy, low cut bra and long line of cleavage in down blouse views and her white, sheer, bikini panties in up skirt peeks. She discovered the power that she held over men just by flashing them her underwear. She discovered that most men would do almost anything for a view down her open blouse and/or a peek beneath her short skirt.
* * * * *
Washed, dressed, and eager to go, Jennifer allowed Michael to drive her new car to the mall so that she could sit in the passenger seat and flash truckers her naked breasts and panties on the highway along the way. Jennifer enlisted him to work as a voyeur and exhibitionism team. Something he only imagined his mother doing in his salacious dreams and sexual fantasies, he never thought he'd be helping his mother flash herself to unsuspecting men.
After keeping her exhibitionism in the closet for nearly 25 years, she was about to reveal herself as an exhibitionist to her son. Unlike the negative reaction she would have received from her ex-husband, had she confessed her sexy secret to him, she knew her son would embrace her exhibitionism. She knew her son wouldn't think of her as a whore just because she enjoyed flashing her semi-naked and naked body. If she had told her ex-husband that she was an exhibitionist, she would have used that information against her and to his own benefit by flashing her to his friends.
If it wasn't enough that he saw his mother naked and if it wasn't enough that he had sex with his mother's naked body, now he was about to be privy to other men seeing his mother in all manner of undress. Only, he thought that she'd be doing all of her flashing at the mall. He didn't know that it was her plan to flash truckers her tits and her panties while he drove her new car. He had no idea that his mother had flashed herself many times before.
They could have taken Michael's new pickup truck but with Jennifer's car much lower, the truckers would have a better view with seeing her seated in the passenger seat of her car than in the pickup truck. The best angle for the truckers to see her was with her sitting in the driver's seat but, because of the roofline of the car, she couldn't see the reaction of the truckers unless she took her eyes off the road and leaned towards them. Her first time enlisting an accomplice to help her flash and her first time being driven while flashing, now she could more concentrate on flashing her tits and panties instead of having to pay attention to the road. Better with her not driving, now she could have some sexy fun with the truckers by fondling her tits and fingering her nipples while they watched.
Jennifer looked over at her son while hiking up her short skirt to expose her panty clad pussy to her son and to anyone else she hoped could see through her passenger side window and between her legs. Then, as if seeing her tits for the first time, Michael watched his mother lower her already low cut top, reach her hand inside, and fish out her big breasts. As if her tits were being lifted and served up to whomever could see them, her bra cups were positioned behind her breasts. With her tits on display, her big, naked breasts rested upon her bra instead of being hidden inside of her bra. While the road scenery whizzed by her, Jennifer sat in the passenger seat of her car with her breasts and panties exposed.
She looked at her son looking at her before turning to look out the window for approaching truckers. Now he knew her sexy secret. Michael knew his mother was an exhibitionist.
It was one thing for her to expose her naked body to her son; that was incestuous. It was one thing for her to have sex with her son; that was incest. With mostly all women flashing themselves to unsuspecting men, it was one thing for her to expose herself to men while at the mall by making her flashes appear accidental; that was sexy fun. It was quite another thing for her to deliberately expose her naked breasts and her panties to truckers; that was exhibitionism, her secret, sexual fetish.
Seemingly by the awkward look on her face, she felt more uncomfortable sharing her sexy, flashing secret of exhibitionism with her son and that she was an exhibitionist than she did in showing him her naked body on Halloween night in that motel room. Naked, naked, naked, instead of sitting in the passenger seat of her car with her top pulled down, her tits exposed, and her skirt lifted up with her panties showing, she wished she was naked. Yet, not wanting Michael to think badly of her, he hoped that he didn't think that his mother was a slut or a whore for wanting and needing to flash herself to unsuspecting men.
Yet, she wasn't a slut or a whore. If she was deemed anyone's slut or whore, she was her son's slut and his whore. Unless they were in the swinging lifestyle together, she'd never have sex with any man but with her son.
With flashing something she'd never wanted to do with her ex-husband, now that her son knows that his mother is an exhibitionist, she no longer had any sexy, sexual secrets. There was nothing that he didn't know about her and if there was something that he needed to know, she'd gladly answer his question. Even though their mother and son relationship was now an incestuously forbidden relationship, it was an open and honest relationship of trust, understanding, and love.
Then, just a fleeting thought, in the way that she enjoyed flashing men her naked breasts and panty clad pussy, she wondered if Michael ever flashed women his cock. Maybe if ever he did flash unsuspecting women his cock, he'd enjoy flashing unsuspecting women his cock. Maybe her need for flashing is not learned behavior but innate behavior that she inherited from her mother. Maybe as her mother passed on her need to expose herself to her daughter, perhaps Jennifer would pass on her need to expose herself to Michael.
He mother was a flirt. Her mother had big tits and she was always wearing low cut tops that exposed her long line of cleavage and her sexy, low cut bra. A time before the mini-skirt, if her mother had been young enough to wear a mini-skirt, she probably would have. In addition to flashing her cleavage and bra with down blouse view, she probably would have flashed her panties in up skirt views too.
Perhaps while making his flash appear accidental, in the way that she makes her flashes appear accidental, she wondered if Michael had ever flashed his cock to women. With him willing to help her flash men her naked tits and panties, if ever he had the need to do so, she'd be willing to help him flash his naked, erect cock to women. Only, it was quite different for a man to flash his cock to a woman than it is for a woman to flash her tits and panties to a man. With that in mind, she wondered how she'd even go about helping her son flash his cock to unsuspecting women without them suspecting that his flashing was deliberately done.
* * * * *
While waiting to see his reaction to her sitting there with her tits out and her skirt raise, he looked at her as if she was insane. Then, a sexy smile washed over his face and he looked at her as if telling her that he wanted to play too. Obviously, without even having to tell him, he knew she wanted to flash truckers her naked breasts and bikini panties.
"Mom? What are you doing? Someone will see," he said looking over at her stunned that his mother was sitting beside him topless and with her skirt pulled up higher than her crotch.
She surprised him by pulling down her top. She shocked him by pulling out her naked breasts. Anyone higher than their car could see her tits. She sexually aroused him by pulling up her short skirt. Instead of putting her breasts away, pulling up her top, and fluffing down her skirt, she gave him a naughty look and a sexy smile.
"That's the idea," she said with a sexy laugh. "I want to get myself ready to flash men at the mall by flashing truckers," she said turning to look behind her. "Slow down and move over a lane. There's a truck coming up on my side now."
Michael gave his directional signal, moved over a lane, and slowed his speed by 10 mph to 50 mph.
An 18-wheeler pulled up to her side. Jennifer looked up at the driver and smiled while cupping her breasts, fondling her breasts, and fingering her erect nipples. Then, teasing the trucker even more by lifting her skirt higher and slouching down to expose her panties even more, she slid a slow hand between her legs and licked her finger. The trucker looked down at Jennifer's tits while watching her fingering her panty clad pussy. He smiled and gave her a thumbs up.
"Oh, my God, Mom," said Michael who was unable to see the driver from where he was sitting in the driver's seat. "Did he look? Did he see your tits? Did he see your panties? This is so sexually exciting. I can't wait to see you flashing yourself at the mall."
She looked over at her son and smiled while she continued fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples.
"He did. He smiled and gave me the thumbs up," she said laughing with glee.
* * * * *
Something that neither her ex-husband nor her son knew she did, as well as all of the flashing she enjoyed doing at the mall, she liked flashing truckers her naked breasts and panty clad pussy. With her now 43-years-old, she had been flashing truckers her tits and panties for nearly 25-years. Too many truckers that she had flashed to guess at the number, hundreds of truckers have seen her panties and naked breasts. She needed to get in the mood for flashing before hitting the mall. Flashing unsuspecting truckers her tits and her panties always got her in the mood to flash unsuspecting men the rest of her sexy semi-naked or naked body when at the mall.
Flashing truckers her tits and her panties was something she did long before she was even married. While still an 18-year-old virgin, it was right after her high school graduation that she started flashing truckers her tits and her panties. Her need to flash her naked breasts and panties started when her Prom date flashed her naked breasts and her panties to his friend. She couldn't believe her boyfriend flashed her tits and her panties to his friend. Embarrassed then, she wasn't embarrassed now. Yet, even though she was embarrassed that her prom day flashed him her tits and panties, she was sexually aroused too that his friend had seen her naked breasts and her panty clad pussy.
After her Prom, later that night, was the first time she allowed her boyfriend, Mike, to not only see her big, naked tits but also to touch, feel, fondle, and suck her big, naked breasts. Whenever he kissed her he was always feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra. Then, while still kissing her, French kissing her, he enjoyed lifting her skirt to finger her pussy through her panties. With her still a modestly moral virgin, that was as far as she allowed him to go with him. Yet, at the right time and at the right place, there was something sexually magical in the air that night.
Feeling more like an adult, maybe because she had a couple of drinks and/or because she was all dressed up was the reason why she allowed her boyfriend to pull down her top and take out her tits. His friend, Bob, and his girlfriend, Cindy, were sitting right there in the front seat of Bob's car. All they had to do was to turn around or look in the rearview mirror and they'd see her naked breasts. With her dress pulled up nearly to her waist, they'd see her panties too.
"Dear Diary,
At first I was shocked that I allowed my boyfriend to have his wicked, sexual way with my tits. Even more than that, while not going all the way, I wanted Bob and Cindy to watch me having sex with Mike. Oh, my God. I'm such a little whore.
Other than my boyfriend seeing my tits, feeling her breasts, and fingering and sucking my nipples, I was more sexually excited than embarrassed that another 18-year-old teenager may see my tits. As if I was laying out in the hot sun and a warm glow of sunshine moved across my body to make me feel so hot and so horny, I was suddenly, so very sexually aroused.
And then, it happened. His friend looked at me in the rearview mirror before turning all the way around in his seat to stare, leer, and ogle my exposed, naked breasts and exposed white, sheer, bikini panties. And then, Cindy turned around in her seat to look at me too.
Oh, my God, I'm so wicked. I felt so exposed. I felt so horny," wrote Jennifer in her diary.
As if this exercise in exhibitionism had been prearranged, predetermined, and was her destiny, her boyfriend smiled at his friend while turning her topless body more to him to flash him both of her naked breasts, areolas, and nipples. Instead of feeling embarrassed or ashamed, she felt empowered that she held such sexual control over both men. Instead of covering her nakedness with her hands and/or with her forearm, it sexually excited her that her boyfriend flashed his friend her tits. He saw her tits. He couldn't believe her boyfriend's friend saw her tits.
Not only did she show her boyfriend her tits that night but also his friend saw her tits too. Not only did she show her boyfriend her areolas and nipples but also his friend saw her areolas and her nipples too. Along with seeing her naked breasts, his friend saw her white, sheer, bikini panties too. If it wasn't enough that her boyfriend saw her tits, felt her tits, fingered nipples, and sucked her nipples, what she wrote in her diary that night was how she was still feeling now, nearly 25 years later.
"Dear Diary,
I can't believe my boyfriend flashed his friend my tits. Instead of feeling angry or embarrassed, I was sexually aroused. I can't believe his friend saw my tits, my areolas, and my nipples, not to mention my panties too. Only, instead of being ashamed, I felt sexual excitement in being so exposed. I was so sexually aroused that I was wet that my boyfriend flashed my topless body and that two men were seeing my semi-naked body. I was so horny that if they pressured me to have sex with them, I would have. I would have done the both of them.
Oh, Wow! Having never done anything like that before and because I was so sexually excited being flashed, maybe I'm an exhibitionist. Maybe I get off on flashing myself to men. Now, I can't wait to masturbate over the thoughts of showing my tits to my boyfriend and his friend. Now, I can't wait to try flashing men on my own and without my boyfriend knowing that I enjoy flashing and may even be an exhibitionist."
She was so horny after her boyfriend flashed his friend her tits that she was ready for even more sexual excitement. With her never being as sexually excited before, she was becoming increasingly sexually excited now. While he French kissed her, felt her naked breasts, and fingered her nipples, she felt his erection through his pants and fingered the head of his cock through his pants. Without him having to force her hand to touch him through his pants and without him having to hold her hand in place, she voluntarily felt and fingered the outline of his stiff prick through his pants with her horny hand.
She had gone further than she had ever gone before with her boyfriend. With him seeing her naked tits, touching her naked tits, feeling her naked tits, fondling her naked tits, and fingering her naked nipples before sucking her naked nipples, she continued feeling his prick through his pants. Then, with feeling his cock through his pants not hardly enough for her, instead of just feeling his erection through his pants, she unzipped him, reached her hand inside of his pants and felt his hard cock through his underwear. Then, with his friend and his friend's girlfriend both watching her, she pulled out her boyfriend's cock and stroked him while continuing to kiss him.
She was holding her boyfriend's cock in her horny hand. She couldn't believe she was holding his stiff prick in her hand. Having never held a cock in her hand before it felt so soft and yet so hard. In the way that her boyfriend showed her tits to his friend, she showed his erect cock to his friend's girlfriend.
With this the first time holding a man's prick in her hand, having never even seen one up close before, other than photos of cocks in Playgirl magazine, she stopped kissing him to look down at his exposed cock. Curious to know what a man's prick looked like, she continued starting at her boyfriend's erect prick. Slowly stroking him while sliding a slow manicured finger over the head of his engorged prick, she gave her boyfriend a hand job. Willing to jerk him off and ready for him to cum all over her hand, she suddenly feared that he'd ruin her Prom dress.
With her mother and father waiting for her to arrive home to give her the third degree, she didn't dare go home with a cum stained dress. So, instead of masturbating him, she blew him. She blew her boyfriend. She gave Mike a blowjob. She sucked his cock. She couldn't believe she was sucking his cock even while she was sucking his cock.
Unable to wrap her brain around what she was doing, she couldn't believe she was blowing her boyfriend. With her so sexually aroused that her boyfriend flashed his friend her tits and panties, she took his prick in her mouth, moved her pretty head up and down, and sucked him. While staring up at him with his hard, hairy cock in her beautiful mouth, willing, ready, and waiting with great anticipation for him to cum in her mouth, she continued sucking him deeper while stroking him faster.
Even while she was sucking her boyfriend's cock, she couldn't believe she was sucking her boyfriend's cock. Even while she was sucking her boyfriend's cock, she couldn't believe she was sucking her boyfriend's cock in front of his friend and his girlfriend. With them watching her giving her boyfriend a blowjob, she was making Bob and Cindy just as horny as she was for her to willingly suck Mike's cock. Maybe it was the full moon but she was feeling so sexually depraved that she would have sucked his friend's cock and allowed him to cum in her mouth too.
Having never sucked her boyfriend's prick or anyone's prick before, she was sucking his cock now. Too preoccupied thinking of her boyfriend's friend seeing her naked breasts, her round areolas, her erect nipples, and her white, bikini panties, she even allowed her boyfriend to cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum. Her first blowjob and she didn't even bother to spit out his cum in a tissue. While her boyfriend fondled her tits and fingered her nipples as she sucked his cock, his friend watched them having sex in the rearview mirror while his friend's girlfriend sucked his cock too.
It was deranged, maddening, sexual debauchery that she had never done before and would never do again. She imagined that what she did that night was what swingers do in the swinging lifestyle when swapping partners. Years, later, now that she experienced that level of sexual excitement with her boyfriend on Prom night, she hoped to experience that level of sexual excitement again with her son. She imagined them in the swinging lifestyle having sex with others while they watched. She imagined them returning home to have hot pillow talk over all that they sexually did with strangers.
* * * * *
They drove to the Prom together and went parking after the Prom. Then, when his friend exposed his date's B cup breasts to her boyfriend, he exposed Jennifer's C cup breasts to his friend. They thought it was funny. They all laughed. Having never done anything such sexually fun before, little did any of them know the lasting impression this night would make upon Jennifer's life. As if her Prom date had turned on a switch deep inside of her, she suddenly had the urge to expose herself again.



Always shy and modest before, from that moment of self-realization, she became an exhibitionist immediately thereafter. She routinely started exposing her breasts and her panties to truckers and the rest of her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body to men at the mall. As long as she made her flashing appear accidental instead of deliberate, with her not wanting anyone to think that she was a slut or a whore, she just wanted to have some flashing fun. The fun part was seeing the surprised looks on the faces of the unsuspecting men that she flashed.
It was more than just exposing her sexy, shapely body to men. It was more than just flashing men her underwear and/or her naked breasts. Whenever she flashed unsuspecting men and whenever men stared at her, she felt special in the way that her Prom date's friend, Bob, made her feel special when he stared at her naked breasts and exposed panties. Whenever men leered at her, she felt powerful in the way that her Prom date, Mike, and his friend, Bob, stared at and ogle her big, naked tits, round areolas, and erect nipples.
Until that moment when her boyfriend's 18-year-old friend was ogling her naked breasts, with so many of her friends having A or B cup breasts, she hadn't realized what it meant to be a sexy, busty woman. She never knew how much power a beautiful, sexy, shapely woman had over men. Taking the ball and running down the field with it, from that moment forward, she dressed sexier. From that moment forward, she became an exhibitionist.
She showed men more of her sexy, shapely body. She flashed men more of what they wanted to see of her. She loved being noticed. She loved the attention she received from admiring men. She loved when men stared at her whenever she flashed them her tits and/or her panties. She enjoyed teasing men and enticing men. With her quickly becoming adept at cock teasing, it was fun driving men wild with sexual desire and then leaving without even giving them her phone number.
"I'll be right back. I have to use the ladies room," she tell a man interested in her enough to buy her drinks all night.
Then, making her way unnoticed through the crowd, she'd slip out the door and out into the street. It wasn't the sex that she wanted, it was flashing, teasing, and enticing men that sexually aroused her. It was the look on the men's face that told her that they wanted her and that was enough to sexually sate her until she returned home to masturbate herself. It was all just a game to her.
Not shy, embarrassed, or ashamed to show men her tits and/or her panties, she made no attempt to cover her nakedness with her hands or with her forearms. She wanted men to see what they could see of her. She was sexually thrilled that her Prom date and his friend leered at her naked breasts and her exposed panties. She felt so empowered by their leers and stares. She allowed Mike and Bob to ogle her big, C cup breasts as long as they wanted to ogle her naked breasts. She allowed Bob to stare at her big tits until his B cup girlfriend became jealously possessive and turned his head away with a wet kiss.
Her innate way of controlling men, just by flashing her breasts and her panties, she suddenly discovered this new found ability that she didn't know she had but that she inherently had all along. Without even giving them sex, she could make men do anything just by showing them her cleavage and her sexy low cut bra in a down blouse view and/or her white, bikini panty in an up skirt peek. It amazed her how much she could control a roomful of men just by appearing when wearing a tight, low cut top and/or a short skirt.
A wallflower before, never dressing provocatively sexy but dressing more modestly moral, now men noticed her when seeing more of her sexy, shapely body. Without her even having sex with them but just flashing them down blouse views and up skirt peeks, now men talked to her. Now men wanted her. They bought her drinks. They invited her to sporting events, movies, and for late night suppers. Never had she received as much attention from men until she started flashing what lay beneath her tight, low cut sweater and her short skirt.
From flashing men her bra and cleavage in down blouse views, she started flashing men her panties in up skirt peeks. Only, for her flashing to work, for her flashing to sexually arouse her and for men not to think that she was a slut or a whore, she had to make her flashing appear accidental and not deliberate, even though they were. It was the shocked look on the men's faces that really sexually excited her. She loved leaving men scratching their heads while wondering if she purposely flashed them or if they were just at the right place and at the right time.
When she realized that she enjoyed showing her body to men and when she suspected that she may be an exhibitionist that was when she had the idea of flashing truckers. A captive audience and a perfect plan with exit ramps to use as her quick escape, it made her feel powerful and special to flash men her naked breasts and white, bikini panties. Flashing truckers her tits and her panties made her feel sexy. Other than it was sexually exciting, she didn't really know why she enjoyed flashing truckers her tits and panties but she did. It was fun and, always that night, she masturbated over flashing her tits and panties today along with the thoughts of flashing her tits and panties again tomorrow.
* * * * *
She never told her husband she was an exhibitionist. If he only knew she enjoyed exposing herself to men, he'd be pissed. If he only knew she enjoyed exposing herself to men, he'd want her to expose herself to his friends. If only he knew she enjoyed exposing her naked tits and her panties to men, he'd want her to participate in the swinging lifestyle and become a swinger.
Yet, even though she enjoyed exposing her breasts and panties to men, even when he badgered her to participate in the swinging lifestyle together, she refused. Even when he badgered her to flash his friends her tits and her panties, and even to serve his friends drinks while topless and/or naked, she refused. Even though she was sexually attracted to some of his friends, she refused to flash his friends her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body, and/or to have sex with any of them.
How dare he pressure her in that sexually inappropriate way? How dare he disrespect her by pressuring her to flash her panties and her tits to his friends? She was his wife and this was her body and her decision to flash whomever she wanted to flash. Just because she was his wife, she didn't need his help or his permission to flash anyone. Flashing needed to be her idea. Flashing needed to seem accidental and not deliberate.
Just as he didn't ask her permission to fuck a prostitute, she didn't need his encouragement nor permission for her to flash. Just as he didn't ask her permission for some street whore to give him a blowjob, why should she ask his permission to flash her naked tits and/or panties? Fuck him. It was none of his business who she showed her body to and/or what she did with her body. Her body was her body and not his body.
It wasn't as if she was cheating on him by having sex with other men, she wasn't. She just got off on showing her naked breasts and her panty clad pussy to unsuspecting men. She just got off on men seeing what they should never see of her, of another man's wife. It sexually excited her to see the surprised and sexually excited looks on men's faces. It sexually excited her for her to know that other men wanted her in the sexual way that her husband obviously didn't want her and was too drunk to do anything about it, even when he did sexually want her.
Yet, every time he lifted her skirt or pulled down her top in front of his friends, later that night, she'd masturbate herself with the knowledge that his friends saw her panties and/or her tits. Once, when they were both drunk, so as to act as if she didn't remember anything, she acted even drunker than she was. While holding her in place with her short skirt raised to her chest, he stuck his hand down the front of her bikini panty and fingered her pussy before pulling down her panties and exposing her pussy to his friends. Then, with her arms held behind her back, he pulled down her top and lifted up her bra to expose her big tits to his friends.
On the pretense that she was really drunk, too drunk to stop him, she acted as if she didn't know what he was doing and that she was as exposed as she was. Only, she was so sexually excited that his friends saw her pussy and then her tits, especially the ones who she was sexually attracted to, if he had forced her, she would have sucked all of their cocks. He made her so sexually aroused and so horny flashing her pussy and then her tits to his friends, that she would have allowed them all to give her a cum bath. She would have loved for them to cum all over her face, in her hair, and all over her naked breasts.
She pulled away from him, pulled up her panties, fluffed down her skirt, and pushed down her bra and top. Then, acting as is she was violently assaulted, pretending she was angry and retiring for the night to sleep it off, she spent the rest of the night in their bedroom. She hoped he'd come in the bedroom with his friends. She wished he'd strip her naked, tie her wrists and ankles to the bedposts, and force her to have sex with his friends. She was so sexually aroused that she would have loved to have given them a drunken gangbang.
With her husband thinking that she was angry with him, instead she was sexually excited being so exposed by his hand. When it was obvious that her husband's friends weren't coming in her bedroom to have their wicked, sexual way with her, she took her sexual satisfaction in her own hand. She masturbated herself while thinking of his friends seeing her naked pussy and her naked tits. She masturbated herself while sexually fantasizing of having sex with his friends.
Not wanting to embarrass him by screaming and struggling when he was holding her in place and stripping off her clothes, she didn't want to make him feel small, especially not in front of his friends. With the old double standard rearing its ugly head and getting in the way, it was one thing for him to embarrass her in front of his friends but she knew better never to embarrass him in front of his friends. Careful when around him to not rile his temper, wanting to still think of her as the good wife, she pretended she was mortified that he routinely flashed his friends her tits, her panties, and now her pussy.
She didn't want him to know that she was an exhibitionist. With his sexual needs, her sexual needs, she didn't want him to know that she had sexual needs too. She didn't want him to know that she'd give his friends sex, especially the ones she was sexually attracted to, if he forced her to give his friends sex. She didn't want him to think of her as a slut or as a whore and definitely not even as an exhibitionist, even though she was.
When he was a whoremonger, having had sex with common prostitutes on the street that he met when working vice as a Boston cop, the last thing she wanted was him accusing her of being a whore. With him having sex with other woman so turning her off, she'd never have sex with another man while married to him. She'd rather hold that over his head that he cheated on her but she never cheated on him.
It was always a double standard between the sexual relationships that men had with women, especially a husband with his wife. Aside from him flashing her body to his friends, if he knew she was flashing men her tits and panty clad pussy, he'd be pissed. Going out of her way to hide her sexy secret, her ex-husband never suspected her of being an exhibitionist and she never told him that she was.
Yet, even though she refused to participate in the swinging lifestyle, she always wondered what it was like to be a swinger and to have sex with other men while her husband had sex with other women. If her husband wasn't so possessively jealous, something that is not tolerated when swinging, she imagined the hot pillow talk they'd have discussing the sex they had with others. If her husband wasn't such a drunk, an angry drunk at that, maybe she'd try attending a swingers' house party or a meet and greet social dance.
Even though she was curious about the swinging lifestyle, a place where everyone was an exhibitionist and voyeur, he still wouldn't know that she was an exhibitionist. He'd never suspect that she was. Even though she thought about participating in the swinging lifestyle and would masturbate herself over the thoughts of having sex with other men, she'd never try swinging, not with her ex-husband. Especially with the violent temper he had, he was too possessively jealous for her to be having sex with other men.
Besides, the swinging lifestyle wasn't a couple thing with him as it was for other couples who participated in the swinging lifestyle. With him more interested in having sex with other women, swinging was his selfish way for him to get what he wanted as an individual and not for them to experience and to experiment with the swinging lifestyle as a couple. As it was, unless he was showing her off as his trophy wife, he was always oblivious to her. With him too busy leering at, staring at, and ogling other women, he didn't even notice what she was wearing, never mind what she was doing. If it wasn't bad enough that he had sex with other women, mostly prostitutes and strippers, he always looked at other women whenever with her.
Where most couples swing together, he'd be the type to leave unattended and unescorted to explore other women on his own. Preferring to walk around alone, unencumbered and seemingly unattached, the only time he'd want her there with him is when he wanted her to get with another man and/or with woman while he watched. With him already making her feel badly about herself, she wanted no part of watching him having sex with other women when he seldom had sex with her. Always too drunk for sex, he'd rather drink that have sex. Besides, attending swingers' social functions would just be another excuse for him to get drunk, too drunk to be any good to her or to anyone.
With Michael not knowing anything about her personal, private sexual life, he had no idea she was an exhibitionist. He didn't know his father continually pressured his mother to flash herself to his friends, to have sex with his friends, and to participate in the swinging lifestyle. The relationship he had with his father, even before they divorced, was always forced, difficult, and distant.
With Michael always close with his mother and sexually attracted to her, the relationship he had with his mother was the polar opposite of the relationship that he never had with his father. The relationship she had with her son was always morally and modestly appropriate. No doubt, their normal mother and son relationship was the reason why he thought she was so modestly moral. If only he knew his mother was an exhibitionist, perhaps he would have asked to see her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body sooner. If only he knew his mother was as sexually attracted to him as much as he was sexually attracted to her, perhaps they would have sex before they did in that seedy motel.
She never showed her son what an exhibitionist she was until she stripped off her clothes in front of him and until they had sex in that motel room that fateful night. Now, done with being the morally modest mother mode, with them having a new life in Massachusetts, she was ready to expose herself to everyone, including truckers and including unsuspecting men at the mall. Now that she wanted everyone to know that she was an exhibitionist, she was ready to do all the sexual things she refused to do with her husband with her son.
To be continued...



        

  
    Losing the House but Winning Mom 13
  
  Losing the House but Winning Mom 13

        Jennifer flashes herself at the mall while her son watches.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/losing-the-house-but-winning-mom-13

Title: Losing the House but Winning Mom 13

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Jennifer flashes herself at the mall while her son watches.

Tags: 

Series: Losing the House but Winning Mom


Please vote. Please give me the support of your vote.
*
Jennifer agrees to go to the mall to flash while her son, Michael, watches.
Ready and eager to flash unsuspecting truckers her tits, she pulled her blouse down lower, reached her hand inside of her blouse and bra, and pulled out her C cup breasts. She raised her short, skirt high enough to expose her shapely thighs and panties too. With her having flashed truckers her tits and panties many times before, flashing truckers her breasts always put her in the mood to flash more of her sexy, shapely body, especially when at the mall. Giving men a down blouse view of her breasts and an up skirt peek of her panty not only made her horny but also their stares encouraged her to flash more of her body and to flash more men.
A good way for her to remain anonymous, flash and drive away, she liked flashing truckers her tits and her panties. Flashing truckers was exciting. Flashing truckers was fun. Flashing truckers her naked breasts and panties made her feel powerful and as if she was the one in control. With the heated stares they gave her, flashing truckers her breasts and her panties made her feel wanted and desired.
Sometimes, after seeing her flashing, they'd blow their horns and/or flash their headlights in appreciation to her flashing them her tits and panties. Tempted to buy a CB radio for her car, she always wondered what they said about her. She knew they enjoyed the impromptu flashing show, but she was curious about what they said. She wondered if they called ahead to warn other truckers that she was flashing herself and for them to be on the lookout for her car so that they could see her flashing them too.
* * * * *
As soon as Jennifer pulled her tits out of her blouse and bra, seemingly unable to control himself, Michael reached his horny hand over to fondle his mother's big breasts while fingering her hard nipples. He loved his mother's tits. She had beautiful, natural breasts, so firm and so shapely. He couldn't get enough of seeing them, touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and sucking them.
If he wasn't driving, he'd be sucking her tits. If he wasn't driving, he'd be parked somewhere and making out with his mother while feeling her through her clothes. Yet, something new and so sexually arousing, he was excited to watch her flash unsuspecting men at the mall. Aside from her ready to flash truckers her naked breasts and white, bikini panties on the highway, he couldn't wait to watch her flash men her panties, her bra, and her cleavage at the mall.
Once her nipples were hard and erect enough, and once they were approaching a truck or a truck was overtaking them from behind, Michael pulled his hand away from his mother's breasts. When the cab of the truck was parallel with her passenger side window, Jennifer looked up at the trucker while cupping her breasts in her hands as if offering him a feel of her big, naked, natural breasts. Teasing truckers by flashing them her tits and panties, they drove like that all the way to the mall with his mother's breasts and panties exposed while flashing herself to any man high enough in a truck to see her.
With some men breast men and other men leg men, adding to her flashing her breasts, she exposed her shapely thighs and her white, bikini panties too. She hiked up her already too short skirt past her crotch to expose her panty clad pussy to those truckers going by them and looking down at her. Then, by placing her ankles on the dashboard and lifting her legs higher and spreading her knees wider, giving the truckers a better view of her panty clad pussy, she wanted to make sure they could see what lay between her legs too. When approaching a tollbooth, not wanting to be stopped by a state police car, she covered her breasts by folding her arms across them. Too much of a risk to take, with the tollbooths having video surveillance, nonetheless leaving her short skirt hiked to her waist but removing her feet from the dashboard, she flashed the tollbooth attendant her panties but not her naked breasts.
With bored truckers always looking at whatever they could see, truck after truck slowed to peer in the passenger side window at Jennifer's exposed panties and her naked breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. With flashing truckers on the highway a double edged sword, they had to hurry off the highway because even though most truckers enjoyed the view of seeing his mother's exposed panties and naked breasts, some truckers called the state police. Perhaps those who reported her thought that she was a distraction and a danger by having her take the truckers' eyes off the road to ogle her naked breasts and panty clad pussy.
Human nature perhaps, of course, but it was strange that some truckers would enjoy the sexy view of her, stare at her breasts and at her panties, but then report her for exposing herself to them. With some truckers holy rollers and seemingly offended by nudity, other truckers were female and seemingly didn't enjoy the view she was giving men. It takes all types to make the world go around but most truckers enjoyed what she was showing them and all that they were seeing of her.
Giving him a good, long look with a big smile, the tollbooth attended dropped the fee while staring at an in between her legs view at Jennifer's exposed panties. Already in the mood for some flashing fun, if the car ride there was a prelude to the sexy, good time they'd have, it was going to be a fun day flashing his mother's hot, MILF of a body at the mall. With her seemingly the expert at flashing, instead of coercing her and pressuring her to flash as her father did before him, Michael decided to remain a silent observer to allow his mother to do her own flashing without his unneeded input. Bowing to her exhibitionism expertise, rather having her lead while he followed, he decided to leave the flashing to his mother.
* * * * *
As soon as they parked and got out of the car, as if it was meant to be and was a sign from the Devil, the wind picked up to lift up Jennifer's flared, short skirt to the middle of her back. Acting as is she didn't know her skirt was waving up in the air, she walked with her panties completely exposed to the eyes of surprised, admiring, and horny men. She walked from her car purposely parked at the far end of the parking lot to the mall. As if she was a prima ballerina twirling around onstage, the wind constantly and continually blew up her short skirt as high as if she was wearing a tutu.
As if her short skirt was a beautiful, red kite that was uplifted by a windy gust of air, the wind played with the lightweight material of her skirt. As if the hem of her skirt was a leaf that fell from a tree and floated aimlessly upon the breeze, her skirt fluttered up higher and higher. As if the pleats of her skirt were red snakes charmed by a snake charmer from India, her skirt raised higher with every blow of the wind. The wind played with the hem of her skirt as if there was a wind machine in the parking lot that was positioned beneath her skirt.
Had the wind not interceded, she was unable to plan her flashing show of her panties any better than what Mother Nature was doing now. The wind raised her skirt as high and as long as if she was standing on a street level mass transit grate and a subway train was speeding by beneath her while pushing up air. As if she was standing on the deck of a cruise ship on a windy day, she was giving all passengers onboard a view of her panty clad ass. As if she was standing within the downdraft of helicopter blades, she stood still while allowing the wind to flutter and sail her short skirt up to her waist. As if she was imitating Marilyn Monroe in the filming of The Seven Year Itch, with her panties so exposed, indeed, she was a sexy sight to behold.
In the way that Jennifer wasn't embarrassed and showed no shame in flashing her panties, Mother Nature showed Jennifer no mercy nor modesty by continuing to expose her panties to any man looking. Lifting her short, flared skirt higher, sometimes all the way up to nearly the back of her shoulders, the wind danced with the hem of her skirt as if there was someone standing behind her and holding up her skirt. The wind acted as her flashing accomplice in helping her to expose her panties to admiring men. As if she was the bride at her wedding, the wind acted as if there was someone standing behind her and holding up the train of her wedding gown while inadvertently exposing her panties to all. The wind helped to enable Jennifer to flash her panties and round, panty clad ass cheeks to those horny men in the mall parking lot who continued staring and ogling her panty clad ass.
Not even in the mall yet and Michael's mother was already flashing her panties to unsuspecting men in the mall, parking lot. Not even in the mall yet and his mother had already flashed her tits and panties to truckers, her panties to the tollbooth attendant, and now was flashing her panties again to men in the mall parking lot. With her not embarrassed and with her not having any shame, not even in the mall yet and they were already having some sexy, flashing fun. In the way they walked holding hands through the mall parking lot, no one would suspect they were mother and son.
Paying no attention to the wind exposing her panties, she showed more of her long, sexy, shapely legs, while holding her son's hand with one hand and her pocketbook in her other hand. Jennifer didn't even bother reaching behind her to try and capture her short, flared skirt, reign it in to pull it down and hold it in place with her hand. Instead, as if she wasn't even aware that her short skirt was completely up in the air behind her and she was so exposed, she continued walking while flashing her panties to men. Instead, as if her short, flared, red skirt was a red flag waving at a herd of horny bulls, she allowed her skirt to wave at men staring at her exposed, panty clad ass.
Not embarrassed to show strange men her panties, she wasn't ashamed that men could see what she was wearing beneath her short skirt. If she was anything, she was sexually excited that she was so exposed. If she was anything, she was ready to expose more of her sexy body to men while shopping at the mall. If she was anything, she was suddenly invigorated to do even more flashing. If she was anything, seemingly she was happy to be having flashing fun with her son, instead of with her ex-husband.
Where Jennifer's ex-husband would be possessively jealous and angry if she dared flash men in the way she had already flashed men with her son's help today, Michael was titillated that his mother was an exhibitionist. He was having sexy fun watching his mother flashing her tits and her panties to unsuspecting and surprised men. He couldn't wait to watch her flash more of her sexy, shapely body when shopping in the mall. After they made love and had some hot sex tonight, he couldn't wait to have some hot pillow talk while she told him how she felt flashing her panties, her tits, and/or naked body.
* * * * *
Let the flashing show begin. Already she had given men a public prelude to her flashing. After having already flashed truckers on the highway, the tollbooth attendant, men in the parking lot, and now flashing those men walking behind them in the mall, this had all of the earmarks to being a memorable day of flashing. With Michael enlisted as his mother's flashing foil, as instructed by her as they walked through the mall, he placed his hand at the very top of her ass while holding a handful of her already short skirt. He only needed to lift her red, flared skirt a little to show her panty clad ass cheeks to whomever was walking behind her.
One of her favorite places to flash, she headed for the shoe store while Michael lagged behind to watch his mother through the storefront window flashing the shoe store salesman her panties. She loves flashing her panties at the shoe store because the shoe salesman was her captive audience. Moreover, never suspecting her of deliberately flashing him, it was easy for make her flashes appear unintentional.
Jennifer browsed the store looking for a pair of boots to try on and to ultimately buy. Purposely finding a boot one size too small, she took a seat while waiting for the salesman to finish with a customer. With her having to lift her leg higher and spread her knees wider, boots were the perfect flashing shoe. Unable to just slip her foot inside of a boot in the way she can do with a shoe, a boot required her parting her knees wide enough to lift her leg for the shoe salesman to fit her foot.
"Hi," said the salesman, immediately glancing down his mother's open top when she leaned forward to remove her high heel shoe. With Jennifer giving him quite the down blouse view, he stared at her cleavage, her bra, her areolas, her nipples, and even most of the shape of her big breasts. "How may I help you?"
Michael stood outside while watching the young salesman through the shoe store window. He knew his mother was giving him a good, down-blouse view of not only her cleavage and her bra but also her areolas and her nipples too. Judging by the bulge that was already making an appearance in his pants, no doubt, the salesman was seeing nearly all of her big, natual tits.
In the way he felt the first time he saw his mother's big, naked breasts, erect nipples, and areolas, he knew that salesman was feeling similar sexual excitement now. His sexual fantasy come true, there was no comparison to what Michael felt, of course, when seeing his mother's naked breasts for the first time. After lusting over his mother for years and compounding his sexual excitement with the incestuous lust he felt for his mother, there was no way that this young salesman was feeling more sexual excitement than Michael felt that night at the motel.
* * * * *
He'd never forget that night at the motel. As if it happened last night, instead of two months ago, he'd remember that night at the motel for the rest of his life. As if she was in a daze after losing their house to foreclosure, he remembered her sitting on the bed and mindlessly unbuttoning her blouse. His mother was unbuttoning her blouse. He couldn't believe his mother was unbuttoning her blouse. Something she had never done before, his mother was undressing in front of him now.
'Oh, my God,' he remembered saying to himself.
He couldn't believe she was unbuttoning her blouse in front of him while staring up at the ceiling as if the ceiling held all of the answers. A deep thinker, his mother was always lost in thought. Watching her unbutton one slow button at a time, she was showing him more of her long, line of cleavage and more of her sexy bra than he had ever seen before.
Was she really going to undress herself in front of him or would she stop at her blouse and put her nightgown over her head before removing her jeans? Yet, for sure, he thought she would have gone in the bathroom to remove her blouse without exposing her bra clad breasts to him. Then, when she removed her blouse and stood to remove her tight jeans, he couldn't believe his eyes.
'No way. Fuck me. I can't believe she's undressing in front of me,' he thought to himself.
He watched her wiggle, shimmy, and shake her shapely ass out of her skin tight jeans. He watched as her panties moved down with her jeans to expose the top of her ass crack and the top of her brown pubic hair. He saw his mother's ass crack and her pubic hair. More than he's ever seen of her sexy, shapely body, he couldn't believe he saw his mother's ass crack and pubic hair.
'Holy shit,' he thought without verbalizing his thought.
He watched her sit on the bed to remove her jeans. Then, standing and turning to face him, he couldn't believe his mother stood before him in her underwear. He couldn't count the number of times he had masturbated while imagining what his mother looked like in her bra and panty. Longing to see what she looked like in her sexy underwear, he no longer had to wonder now. She was standing before him in her panty and bra now. He couldn't believe his modestly, moral mother was exposing her bra and panty clad body to him. She stood before him as if she was his lover, his girlfriend, or his wife instead of his mother.
'Damn, she looks hot in her underwear,' he thought.
Then, if seeing his MILF of a mother in her underwear wasn't enough, when she reached around behind herself to unhook her bra, he stopped breathing. If he was going to have a heart attack, he'd have one now. Yet, it was a good thing that he was only 22-years-old and in good physical condition for his body to withstand the shock of seeing his mother's big tits, her areolas, and her nipples. Unable to take a breath for fear that she'd realize he was in the room with her, change her mind, and not remove her bra in front of him, he couldn't believe it when his mother removed her bra.
'Oh, my God! Fuck me,' he thought.
His mother removed her bra. His mother was topless. His mother's naked tits were right there in front of his horny, incestuous eyes. After sexually and incestuously fantasizing about them, he was finally seeing his mother's big, shapely breasts. Then, when she turned more to face him, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's tits.
Now standing before him in just her sheer, bikini panties, he stared at his mother's shapely breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. His mother was topless. He couldn't believe his mother was topless. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's tits. He couldn't believe she was willingly exposing her naked breasts to him. Making sure that he memorized the image of them for later that night when masturbating over seeing his mother's big breasts, he stared at every mold and every freckle on her beautiful breasts.
For sure and without a doubt, he'd be masturbating over his mother's sexy, striptease show for the rest of his life. As if he was a prepubescent teen instead of a 22-year-old man, without even having to touch himself or stroke himself, he had an erection already. He'd love nothing more than to touch, feel, fondle, and suck his mother's naked tits while she stroked his cock and sucked his cock before fucking his cock. Only, she was his mother and not some slut or some whore that he picked up at a bar for sex. It was one thing for him to have incestuous thoughts for his mother but it was something even more forbidden to act upon his thoughts and to have incestuous sex with his mother.
Then, if stripping down to her bra and panty and removing her bra in front of him wasn't enough, he watched her tuck her fingers in the top of her panties and push them down and off. His mother removed her panties. He couldn't believe his mother removed her panties. His mother was naked. He couldn't believe his mother was naked. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's naked body. He couldn't believe that not only had she exposed her naked breasts to him but also she had exposed her naked pussy and her naked ass to him.
'The worst day of my life after losing the house to foreclosure, after seeing my mother naked, this is the best day of my life. I don't believe this,' he thought.
In the way that he had stared at her naked breasts, he stared at her naked, dark brown, trimmed, pubic hair. In the way that he imagined touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking his mother's naked breasts, he imagined cupping his mother's pussy. He imagined sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit before exerting enough pressure to rub her clit while fingering her cunt. He couldn't believe she was showing him her cunt and he was seeing his mother's cunt.
In the way he'd love to finger her pussy, he'd love to kiss her, French kiss her while fingering her pussy with one hand and fingering her nipples with his other hand. Then, he imagined reaching his horny hand behind her to feel her round, firm ass before pushing her back on the bed. He imagined eating his mother's pussy while fingering his mother's pussy. He imagined licking her and licking her while finger fucking her. He imagined giving her an orgasm with his fingers and with his mouth. He imagined making love to his mother before fucking his mother, really pounding her pussy and giving her a second orgasm with his cock.



Then, after he sexually satisfied his mother, he imagined her sexually satisfying him. He imagined her touching his cock, stroking his cock, and sucking his cock. He imagined her looking up at him with her big, green eyes while his hard, hairy cock was buried in her beautiful mouth.
Then, continuing to stroke him faster and suck him deeper, he imagined putting a gentle hand behind his mother's pretty head and cumming in his mother's mouth and her swallowing his cum. Only, with them already doing all of that last night, he didn't have to imagine any of that now. He only had to remember all that they did and all that they were going to do again tonight. Something he thought would never happen, he already knew how sexually satisfying it was to have incestuous sex with his mother.
* * * * *
Obviously not wanting to be caught peeping, Michael watched the shoe salesman remove his eyes from her exposed cleavage, bra, areolas, and nipples when she looked up at him. No doubt from the salesman seeing his mother's erect nipples, his face was already turning red and his mouth had fallen open in the way of a goldfish looking for food or a baby ready to nurse. Even from his surveillance spot outside of the store, he could see that there was a noticeable bulge that continued to grow in the poor, salesman's pants. The queen of sexually teasing and erotically enticing men, obviously she was making this young man horny by showing him all that he no doubt had hoped to see.
"I'd like to try these boots on in a size 8 in black or in brown if you don't have size 8 in black," she said even though she took a size 9.
As if she was the only customer in the store, giving her his undivided attention, he immediately returned with a pair of size 8, black boots. He squatted down to sit on a little, foot stool in front of her. The perverts' voyeur stool, once he lifted her leg and she deliberately parted her knees a little more than necessary, he was now at the right height and angle to peek beneath her short skirt.
He lifted her leg by the back of her ankle to help gently ease her foot in the boot. Under the watchful eyes of her son from the shoe store window outside, as if she had already practiced and performed this move many times before, Jennifer slowly and stealthily parted her knees wider and lifted her leg higher. When she parted her knees to lift her leg, obviously something he was hoping to see, she rewarded the shoe salesman with an up-skirt peek of her sheer, white, bikini panties. As if he had never seen a woman's panty clad pussy before, with his focused stare making him appear hypnotized. Seemingly mesmerized by the sexy view she gave him between her legs, he stared at her panties as if he was staring at his mother's panties.
Jennifer lifted her right leg higher and parted her knees wider in her feigned attempt to squeeze her size 9 foot in a size 8 boot. The higher she raised her leg and the wider she parted her knees the more the hem of her short skirt climbed higher up her thigh. As if her hem was the curtain going up on a sexy, X-rated, modern day, burlesque show, her skirt was now an accomplice in her flashing this poor man her panties. The higher she raised her leg, the wider she parted her knees, and the higher the hem of her skirt climbed, the more she was showing him of her panties. By the intensity of his unbroken and focused stare, the higher she raised her leg, the wider she parted her knees, and the higher her hem climbed up her shapely thighs, the more he saw of her panties.
Higher and higher her skirt continued to climb while he moved her leg in one direction and then in the other direction in his feeble attempt to fit her foot in the too small boot. Struggling to fit her foot in the boot, her short skirt continued climbing higher up her thigh until the hem of her skirt was equal to the bottom of her panty clad pussy. As if she was sitting there without a skirt, and with her legs nearly spread wide open, she showed the salesman her panty clad pussy mound.
"I think you may need a size 9," he said struggling to remove the size 8 boot from her foot while she exposed even more of her panty clad pussy to him.
Seemingly having a difficult time making eye contact with her when seemingly he'd rather talk to her panty clad pussy and stare at her cotton clad cunt, he gave her a nervous albeit sexually aroused smile. Obviously, Jennifer loved flashing men her underwear. Obviously, Jennifer enjoyed the focused attention that he paid her panty clad pussy by the prolonged intensity of his stare.
"Oh, dear," she said as if stunned she took a size 9, even though she knew she did.
Obviously uncomfortable sitting with his cock growing so very big in his pants, he stood to reveal a huge erection that tented his trousers.
"I'll be right back with them," he said holding the boot in front of him to conceal his obvious erection.
Immediately, the salesman and his erection returned with a size 9 pair of black boots. He went through the entire motion again of sitting on the little stool in front of her open legs and lifting her right leg while Jennifer spread her knees open even more. With her short skirt already higher than the bottom of her panties, she gave the salesman a continual flash of her panty clad pussy. Making her flashes appear accidental, she even put her hand to press down on the front of her skirt to deny him from a continuous view of her crotch.
Yet, with the salesman not having an easy time of fitting her foot with the too small boot, he had an even more difficult time of removing the boot after fitting her foot. For her to remain seated in the chair, she needed to forsake her feigned modesty to hold on to the arms of the chair. Had she not taken hold of the chair arms, he would have pulled her out of the chair and onto the floor.
She flashed him her panties in the way that no modestly, moral mother would ever flash her panties to any man other than to her husband. Jennifer flashed her panties to the salesman in the way that a whore would routinely flash her panties to strangers or a hooker would flash her panties to her Johns. Making it appear unintentional instead of deliberate and acting as if she was embarrassed, she continued flashing him her panties when he put the left boot on her left foot. Then, brushing down her skirt and standing, she walked around the store in the black, size 9 boots.
"How do they fit?"
She looked up at him and smiled.
"Perfect," she said.
He returned her smile with his smile.
"That's great," he said with a big sigh of relief. "Shall I write up the sale?"
Not answering him, with the salesman still seated on the small, low, foot stool, he turned to face his customer just as she leaned forward to look at the boots in the mirror that was positioned on the floor. Bending at the waist more than she needed to look at her boots, she was giving him a panty flashing finale. With the back of her skirt rising with her bending to look at her boots, she knew the salesman was getting a good view of her panty clad ass. She remained standing there while leaning forward and while moving her legs and wiggling her ass to enhance his masturbation dreams tonight.
"I'll take these and a pair in brown, size 9 too," she said.
Now back sitting across from the salesman, with her knees spread and her leg lifted, he helped her off with her boots. He stared at her panty clad pussy as if he was hypnotized by her panty and mesmerized by her pussy mound. Struggling to remove the boots from her feet proved even more difficult then fitting her feet with the boots. As if he was getting ready to put her ankles on his shoulders and lick her pussy through her panties, he lifted her legs even higher while Jennifer moved her knees even wider.
This time, going for broke in flashing him her panty clad cunt, as if she was waiting at the airport, her knees were parted wide enough to hold her luggage between her legs while waiting to board her plane. Slouching down in her chair, instead of just exposing her panties to him, she exposed the dark shadow of her brown pubic hair along with the indentation of her pussy slit to him. The only way he'd see more of her pussy was if she wasn't wearing panties. Only, with her needing to have her flashes appear accidental, she always wore a panties and a bra when she flashed.
She gave him even more to see when she put her high heels back on her feet. When she moved her torso down lower, in the way it did when she removed her high heeled shoe when first entering the store, her low cut blouse and loose bra both fell open with her leaning forward. She gave him another perfect down-blouse view of not only her cleavage and bra but also of her areolas and nipples. No doubt, if he hadn't already with him continuing to disappear in back, she wondered if he'd be masturbating himself after she left the store.
* * * * *
Pretending they weren't together as a couple, Michael climbed the stairs to the upper level of the mall while his mother sat on a bench beneath the balcony that overlooked the mall and that looked down upon her. He stood opposite her so that when she looked up at him, he'd give her the thumbs up signal that there was a man peering down at her, watching her, and no doubt looking down her blouse and bra and at what he could see of her tits. Even without her leaning forward, she was already giving any man looking down over the balcony a down-blouse view of her cleavage and bra. Then, when she leaned forward to fix her shoe, scratch her leg, or to look for something in her pocketbook or shopping bag, her blouse and bra leaned forward with her to flash any man watching her areolas and nipples too.
'Wow,' thought Michael with pride. 'This is unbelievable. My mother is a real flashing professional. If I can see her tits from here, everyone can.'
Even from the opposite side of the mall, he had a clear view of his mother's tits through the reflection of the big storefront windows, especially when she leaned forward. Then, an unexpected and unplanned for surprise, expecting her blouse and bra to return back to the original position that it was in before she leaned forward, it didn't when she leaned back. Just as her blouse remained open at the top, so didn't her loose fitting brassiere. Now even when she was sitting bolt upright, her blouse and bra drooped open for anyone to peer down and not only see her cleavage and her bra but also her areolas, her nipples, and most of the shape of her big breasts.
'Holy shit,' he thought while staring down his mother's open blouse, down her open bra, and at her mostly exposed breasts.
Now, instead of only flashing her cleavage and her bra when someone was watching, she was flashing her bra, her cleavage, her areolas, her nipples, and most of her shapely breasts. Constantly and continually flashing her tits to anyone staring, leering, and ogling her, she flashed her naked breasts while acting oblivious that she was so exposed. In the way his mother's breasts were so exposed, it appeared as if she was sitting there topless. As if a bear to honey, appearing from everywhere in all directions, quickly catching on that there was something sexually exciting to see below, several, voyeuristic men lined the railing of the balcony above while staring down at Jennifer's exposed tits below.
With men coming and going, several of the men walked downstairs for a closer and a better down blouse look at Jennifer's tits. Without putting a hand there to close it, leaving her blouse and bra dipping forward and open at the top, with her head down and oblivious to the voyeurs, she pretended she was busy with her Smartphone. With men walking by her and staring down her open top and bra, more than one man engaged her in conversation by asking her a question.
"Pardon me, but do you have the time?" One man asked while peering down her opened top
"Excuse me, but do you know where the watch repair stand is?" Another man asked a question just to take a longer look down her blouse and bra at her tits.
She acted oblivious to men staring at her big tits, leering at her big tits, and ogling her big tits. One by one, men filed by her while staring down her open blouse and bra. One by one, each man received a perfect down-blouse and down bra view of her big tits, her pink areolas, and her erect nipples. While he had the real thing at home, Michael imagined all of these men masturbating over seeing his mother's tits tonight.
'Wow,' thought Michael to himself while watching all of the sexual attention his mother was attracting with all of the down blouse flashing she was doing.
After flashing her tits and panties to truckers, her panties again to the tollbooth attendant and to men outside the mall, she flashed her panties to the shoe store salesman and her tits to men staring down at her and walking by her. Already a wonderful day of his mother flashing her sexy, shapely body, he couldn't wait to get her home. He couldn't wait to have sex with her. He couldn't wait to talk about all of the men she flashed during some hot pillow talk.
* * * * *
Then, ending the down blouse and down bra voyeur procession of those peeping on her tits, she stood, collected her things and was ready to leave to begin her next flashing adventure. As if they had rehearsed her exhibitionism, as if her seemingly accidental flashing was scripted, Jennifer was ready to deliberately expose even more of herself. With her son already in place by the escalator on the second level, he was ready to give her a signal as to when she should begin her ascent up the escalator.
On their way to the only store in the mall with a curtained dressing room, it was time for Jennifer to ride the escalator up to the second floor. Then, while pretending to be looking for something in her purse, she paused at the entrance of the escalator while waiting for her son to give her a signal. Four men were approaching her from behind. As soon as he signaled her with a thumbs up, she stepped on the escalator a few steps ahead of the men. She was now in perfect position to flash them her panties.
Then, when all four men were looking up at her and staring at her shapely ass as if trying to get a peek beneath her short skirt, Michael gave her a second thumbs up signal. Ready to flash her panty clad ass, she bent forward at the hips on the pretense of fixing her shoe. Perfect timing for her to bend, Michael wished he was downstairs riding the escalator up with the four men. He could only imagine the view of her ass cheeks, her sheer, white, bikini panties, and the in-between-her-legs view of her panties she was giving them. With the men elbowing one another while laughing as if they were junior high school boys, they obviously were enjoying what they were seeing.
Once off the escalator, the next stop was to try on clothes behind a partially closed curtain in the dressing room. Going from rack to rack, Jennifer picked out blouses, pants, skirts, bras, and bikinis. With her only allowed four items in the dressing room at a time, she had Michael hold the carriage with the rest of the items she had chosen while she was behind the curtain changing. It didn't take long for her to have an audience of bored and horny men standing outside of her dressing room while waiting for their wives or girlfriends.
Swiping the curtain closed quickly across the pole with a loud metal to metal noise again and again while moving in and out of the dressing room, the curtain sliding across the pole was a flashing siren attracting horny men. She closed the curtain most of the way with a practiced hand and a purposeful swipe. Yet, the action of quickly closing the curtain, caused the curtain to bunch up and catch itself at the bottom as if there was a brake on the pole. In the way of a swiped shower curtain sliding across the pole not all the way closed and always leaving an opening that must be closed with a second push, the dressing room curtain did the same thing.
Always, the fast action of closing the curtain left it open just enough for men to peep inside the dressing room and to watch her changing her clothes from the opening at the far end. With her acting oblivious to them, admiring, bored men could see her panty clad ass when trying on skirts, pants, and bikini bottoms while waiting for their wives and girlfriends to finish trying on clothes. Horny, bored men could see her bra clad breasts when trying on blouses. Sexually aroused, bored men could see her naked breasts in the mirror when trying on bras and bikini tops. Jennifer was ready to give them all a real flashing show of her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body.
Baring her bra clad breasts to the men, she tried on blouse after blouse. Then, when she needed more blouses to try on, she opened the curtain in her bra and gave her son four blouses for him to give her four more blouses. Acting oblivious to the men ogling her, as if they weren't even there watching and as if she was standing in her bedroom in her bra with her husband, she didn't even acknowledge the men with her look. Disappearing back in the dressing room, with her same practiced swipe, she quickly slid the curtain closed most of the way but not all of the way.
From all of the blouses she tried on, she finally picked two blouses to buy. Now it was time to try on skirts and pants. Still standing in front of the mirror in her bra, she removed her short skirt to flash the watching and waiting men her sheer, white, bikini panties. Now standing in front of the mirror in her underwear, she tried on skirt after skirt before trying on pants. Only, every time she removed her pants, tucking hidden thumbs in her panties, she inadvertently albeit deliberately pulled down her panties with her pants.
'Oops,' thought Michael.
As were the admiring, bored men, Michael was enjoying the sexy flashing show his mother was giving the men of her naked ass and naked pussy, men who were no longer bored while waiting for their wives and girlfriends to finish trying on clothes. She showed the collection of men standing outside of her dressing room curtain her naked ass and her naked pussy. While Michael roamed the store searching for more clothes for his mother to try on, she gave the men quite the flashing, fashion show of her underwear clad body, her topless body, and her naked body.
Still not done flashing men bits and pieces of her semi-naked and naked body, next, she tried on sweaters. Every time she removed one sweater to try on the next sweater, her bra moved up over her breasts. Tired of fixing her bra every time she removed a sweater and having to stuff her tits back inside of her bra cups, she removed her bra. Now, standing there topless, naked but for her bikini panties, she continued trying on sweaters over her naked breasts.
With the wives and girlfriends finished trying on clothes and leaving the dressing room, one group of horny, voyeur men were replaced by another group of horny, voyeur men. Jennifer tried on clothes for nearly an hour before selecting two blouses, two pants, two bras, a sweater, and another short skirt. A very successful shopping trip, not only did she flash her underwear clad, topless, and naked body to unsuspecting men but also she bought some clothes and two pair of boots too.
Flashing definitely made clothes shopping much more exciting, especially for Michael. Flashing definitely made clothes shopping much less boring, especially for all of those men who had seen Jennifer flash her panties in up-skirts, her tits in down-blouses, and her ass, tits, and pussy behind the curtain in the dressing room. Now, he couldn't wait to get his mother home. He couldn't wait to get her naked. He couldn't wait to have sex with her before having hot, pillow talk of her flashing adventure on the highway and at the mall.
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Too drunk to drive, 24-year-old Jimmy drove 39-year-old Susan home while she blew him.
Appropriately proper when in the bar, it wasn't until Jimmy had groped her breasts when alone with her in the car that Susan suddenly became horny, aggressively sexually aroused, and inappropriately sexual with him. Suddenly, the second time he groped her breasts within just a few minutes, as if he had turned on a sex switch, she was in the mood for sex. Suddenly, she was in the mood for romance. Suddenly, she was in the mood for love. With her so terribly drunk, sexually frustrated, and horny, she needed to get laid.
Immediately, her nipples erected and hardened and already she could feel a familiar, warm wetness between her thighs. With her older than him by 15-years, he was so young. He was so innocent. He was so naïve. He was so handsome and with them closely working together for the past year, their sexual affair was expressly forbidden in their employee handbook. Then, when he felt her breast through her blouse while fingering her nipple through her bra, with her playing the too drunk to know card, she pretended not to notice that he was feeling her tit and fingering her nipple.
Only, she'd have to be unconscious not to know what he sexually wanted her in the way that she sexually wanted him. Yet, curious to see how far he'd go in trying to take sexual advantage of her, with her acting job not much of a stretch, she pretended to be even drunker than she was. Right there in the car and in the parking garage, she hoped he'd strip her naked. Right there in the car and in the parking garage, while pretending that she didn't want it, she hoped that he'd force himself on her.
With her ready to feign a struggle, the only way she could have sex with him would be if he forced her to have sex with him. Then, should she be accused of having sex with her co-worker, she'd say that he raped her when she was drunk. A perfect plan, the only fly in the ointment was Jimmy was seemingly too moral, too respectful, and/or too shy to put the sexual moves on her.
What was he waiting for? With Susan tall, blonde, blue-eyed, beautiful, and busty, she was drunk. On the pretense of walking her to her car and putting on her seatbelt, he not only felt her big breasts once, he felt her big breasts twice. Not only did he feel her big breasts through her blouse but also he fingered her erect nipples through her bra.
She'd think that perhaps he didn't have a thing for older woman but, knowing better than that, she knew he had a sexual attraction to older women. With all of the conversations they've had about everything related and unrelated to work, she knew that just as he was sexually attracted to older women, that he was sexually attracted to his mother. Reading between the lines, she knew that just as he wanted to have sex with her, he also wanted to have sex with his mother.
'Eww,' she thought to herself but she was too drunk to care. She just wanted to get laid. She just wanted to feel his hard cock in her hand and in her mouth before feeling his stiff prick in her pussy. Using him for sex, she wanted him to give her an orgasm. With her so honey and sexually frustrated, she needed him to make her cum.
Once in the car, as if they were already lovers, she moved closer to him. Willing to sacrifice her job and her career for an hour of sweaty sex with a man nearly young enough to be her son, she was desperate for him. With her always feeling so horny and sexually frustrated lately, she needed to get laid. Whether it happened right here and right now, she didn't care. This was her chance for her to get some sexual satisfaction. This was her chance to feel something other than being tired, unhappy, sad, and depressed.
Had she not been drunk, she never would have allowed him to inappropriately touch her sexually. She never would have allowed him to feel her breasts never mind finger her nipples. She would have slapped his face before firing his ass. Had she not be drunk, she wouldn't even be in her car alone with him. Yet, instead of slapping him and/or firing him, sexually teasing him and erotically enticing him, she leaned her clothed, abundant breasts up against him as he drove her home.
As if she was the spider and he was the fly trapped in her web of deceit, she became the sexual predator and he became her victim. Bumping and rubbing her blouse and bra clad breasts against his arm with every movement of the car, she started feeling his oh so young, firm body from across her console. As if he was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, she ran her fingers through his brown hair and touched the side of his face as if she was his mother feeling him for a fever. Obviously, the only fever they both had were sexual fevers.
When he appeared to like her attention, she touched and felt his right shoulder, his arm, his chest, and his leg before she reached her hand down to feel the growing bulge in his pants. She was feeling his cock through his pants. She couldn't believe she was feeling his cock through his pants. A sure sign that he sexually wanted her as much as she sexually wanted him, she couldn't believe that he already he had an erection. When he didn't resist her sexual advances from feeling his erection through his pants, she unzipped him, reached her hand inside of his pants, and felt his prick through his underwear.
She watched his cock grow, harden, throb, and pulsate from her touch. She continued fondling his growing erection while staring down at his underwear clad cock before looking up at him for his reaction to her touching him and feeling him in such a sexually inappropriate way. As if enthralled with his prick, she continued feeling his growing and hardening prick. Toying with him, teasing him, enticing him, and seducing him, she continued fingering his penis through his underwear while staring up at him.
Purposely trying to sexually arouse him for him to seduce her and for her to seduce him, she fingered the head of his cock with her fingertips. As if she was massaging the head of his prick, she pulled, flicked, and rubbed the head of his cock with her fingertips. Then, as if she was about to give him a hand job through his briefs, she wrapped her fingers around his stiff prick through his underwear and gently squeezed his prick before slowly stroking his prick. While he shared his focused attention with the road to occasionally stare down at her hand, she pulled the front of his briefs down and forward to expose his already erect cock and hairy testicles to her.
His exposed prick was right there. She couldn't believe she was seeing his exposed cock. It had been a long time, three, long, sexually frustrating years since she had seen a man's erection and here she was seeing one now. She couldn't wait to touch it. She couldn't wait hold it in her hand and stroke it. Then, as if she owned him and as if his stiff prick belonged to her, she took hold of him in her hand and wrapped her fingers around his cock.
"Oh my, someone has an erection," she said letting go of his cock to touch his prick with her fingertip while teasing him. "Someone is sexually aroused."
She took him back in her hand and closed her fingers around him. With his driving attention now distracted, he stared down at his exposed penis before staring up at the road and before looking over at her with a face full of sexual excitement. It was a good thing there was no traffic at this early hour of the morning. It was a good thing he hadn't been drinking. It was a good thing she was making the first sexual move and all the other sexual moves because, obviously for fear of losing his job, he wasn't the type of man who'd put the sexual moves on his boss.
"Oh, my God, Susan," he said in a gasp. The first time calling her Susan, he always called her Miss Parker in work. "I've always been sexually attracted to you but I never thought I'd ever be sitting here in a car with you with your hand wrapped around my cock," he said.
She gave her a sexy smile.
"From the first moment I saw you," she said sliding a slow tongue across her full, red lips. "I liked you too, Jimmy," she said. "I really liked you, if you know what I mean," she said giving him a sexy smile.
She slowly stroked him while continually staring up at him with her big, blue, albeit glassy eyes before staring down at his cock. As if his cock was a kitten or a puppy, she seemingly couldn't stop playing with his stiff prick. She tightened her grip on his prick to stroke him a little harder and a little faster. The harder and faster she stroked him the more sexually excited he became. Men were so easy.
"Oh, my God, Susan, I never thought something like this would ever happen to someone like me. I mean, I've read about an older woman being sexually attracted to a younger man but I never pegged you for a cougar," he said.
'A cougar? Did he just call me a cougar?'
An offensive term to her before, she never wanted to be deemed a cougar. She always thought the term cougar was for a much older woman but in the way she was 15-years older than he was, she guessed she was a cougar in his eyes. Still, not thinking that she was old enough to assume the title and role of cougar, she looked at him through her inebriated eyes as if he was the one under the influence of alcohol. With her knowing that he was attracted to older women, if he wanted her to be a cougar, she could play the role of Mrs. Robinson if that's what it takes for her to get him in her bed naked.
"A cougar? Is that what you think I am? Maybe you're right. Maybe I am a cougar to be holding the cock of someone so young, someone born when I was a 15-year-old high school junior," she said with another drunken laugh. "Only, what difference do our ages make when I'm a woman and you're a man and we're both consensual adults?"
He looked at her as if he had spoiled the mood and ruined things.
"I'm sorry. I meant calling you a cougar as a compliment, something that's always been sexually exciting to me. I've always been attracted to older women," he said.
With her only 39-years-old, he wasn't helping his situation by calling her an older woman. With her hand still slowly stroking his cock, she stared at his hard prick before looking up at him.
"No offense taken," she said with both of them falling silent while he drove and while she still slowly stroked him. "I take it you've never had a hand job while driving," she said stroking his prick a little faster while looking up at him with her big, blue eyes.
He nervously looked down at her hand before looking over at her with sexual excitement and before returning his focused attention to the road.
"No," he said. "Never."
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look before saying what she needed to say to not only shock him but also to sexually excite him.
"I suppose you never had a blowjob while driving either," she said with a sexy laugh and while making eye contact with him to watch the reaction on his face to her mentioning the word blowjob.
Not even waiting for him to answer, he looked at her with shock when Susan lowered her head down to his lap to take his erect cock in her mouth. It had been such a long time since she has had sex, too long. It had been a long time since she felt an erect penis in her hand and an even longer time since she had a hard cock in her mouth. She toyed with the head of his cock with her tongue before taking him deeper in her mouth and exerting more pressure on his erection with her lips and while stroking him harder and faster with her hand. Only, she didn't want him to cum, not yet. She had other plans for his erect penis.
Sucking while stroking him, she sucked his cock as if she was a thousand dollar call girl. She stroked his cock while sucking his cock and while staring up at him with his hard, hairy cock in her beautiful mouth. Driving with one hand, he reached down to feel her big breasts through her blouse and finger her erect nipple through her bra.
* * * * *
Days later, in hindsight, totally forbidden for a co-worker to do, she couldn't believe she had sucked him. Totally sexually inappropriate for a subordinate to do, she couldn't believe she had blown him. She couldn't believe she allowed him to feel her tits while fingering her nipples. The only thing that makes it all right is the sexual excitement that she still feels whenever she thinks of him.
Yet, nonetheless her sexually excitement, never had she felt as sexually wicked seducing a man 15 years her junior. Never has seen been as remorseful and as guilty as she was when she awakened with a hangover the next day while the forbidden memory of her having sex with her co-worker played endlessly through her mind. Dreading to go to work on Monday, she just hope that Jim kept their sexy time together a secret. She could always pretend that she didn't remember a thing when, in fact, she remembered everything, every little detail of their sexual night together.
In hindsight, a big mistake, a huge mistake that cost her job, her reputation, and her career, Susan had sex with her co-worker, Jimmy. What she did in her free time should be none of anyone's business but with her in a high paid position as the Corporate Controller seemingly it was. It was up to her to set the example and to maintain the standard of decorum that a 125-year-old, reputable Boston company required. What she did behind her closed bedroom doors shouldn't have anything to do with her work and with her job but seemingly it did.
To complicate matters even more, Jimmy wasn't just her co-worker, he was her subordinate. She recruited him. She hired him. She trained him and worked closely with him. He was her creation. She had molded him in her image enough for her to sexually want him.
Over the years, she personally had to fire several employees who were carrying on an office romance that interfered with their work. She knew the entanglements and the awkwardness that having sex with a co-worker created, especially when having sex with a subordinate. She knew full well that the ramifications of having sex with a man nearly young enough to be her son would cost her job if anyone was to discover their sexual secret but, at the time, she was drunk.
At the time she was horny. At the time she was sexually frustrated. At the time, she was drunk and she didn't care. With him so young, so fit, and so good looking, at the time she was willing to sacrifice everything to have sex with Jimmy. With her judgment clouded and impaired by alcohol, having sex with a man so young, so good looking, and who worked for the same company and in the same office, seemingly was worth it.
How could she have sex with him? When she could have practically any man, why, of all people, would she have sex with him? Yeah he was young and handsome but she should have known better. What was wrong with her to have ruined her life with one stupid mistake? Now it was all up to Jimmy and his code of honor to keep their sexy secret. Now with him having something over her, Susan had no choice but to trust him to keep their secret and not to tell anyone at work that they had sex.
'Sex, sex, sex, they had sex. She couldn't believe she had sex with Jimmy,' she thought nearly every minute of every day. 'Sex, sex, sex, so what that they had sex?'
Every time she closed her eyes, she saw his cock in her hand. Every time she closed her hand, as if she was still holding him and stroking him, she could feel his stiff prick against her fingers. Every time she swallowed, she tasted him on her tongue and felt his cum oozing down her throat. She could still smell his cologne on her. She needed to shower to hopefully wash the smell of him from her naked body.
Haunting her as much as the thought that she had sex with him distracted her, when she wasn't feeling guilty, she felt wicked for thinking of his hard, hairy cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. Only, the sad part, now that she wasn't drunk, if she could have sex with him again, she would. Now that she wasn't drunk, she'd like to know what it felt like to have sex with him when sober. She wished she could have sex with him again and again. She wished she could have sex with him just one more time. Wishing he was her young, forbidden lover, if she could have sex with him again, she would.
Making a huge mistake and regretting being too drunk to say no but she was the one who seduced him. She was the one who came onto him. She was the one who put all the sexy, sexual moves on him. She was the one who unzipped him, pulled out his cock, and stroked him, before she blew him while he drove her home in her car. She was the one who pulled him in her house and invited him to strip her naked. She was the one who enticed him to lick her, make love to her, and fuck her.
With her working with him, having lunch with him and becoming more than co-workers but friends, and with her 15-years older than him, she knew he was attracted to older woman. Moreover, a forbidden secret that she knew about him that no one else in the office knew, she knew he was sexually attracted to his mother. She even had the audacity to use his sexual attraction to his mother to her benefit in the sexual seduction of him. A risky move that worked, she was the one who asked him for sex and for him to give her an orgasm by promising him the blowjob that he imagined his mother would give him.
* * * * *
They had sex, even days later, she couldn't believe she had sex with Jimmy. Why did she do that? What was wrong with her to feel the need to seduce him? Now, every time she looked at him, she was sick to her stomach. Now, every time she looked at him, her nipples erected and she felt a familiar, warm wetness between her legs. Now, every time she looked at him, she imagined him naked with her naked body. Now, every time she thought of him, she had this irresistible need to touch herself.
Instead of thinking of work, her mind was an XXX-rated, looping movie that played over and again through her mind. A Corporate Controller second, she was a woman first. Sucking his cock, allowing him to strip her naked, and having sex with him was all that was on her mind now. Him licking her pussy before making love to her and fucking her are images she was unable to remove from her mind. Every time she looked at him, she wanted to kiss him. Every time she saw him in the office she wanted to close her door and suck him before pushing him back on her desk and fucking him.
Feeling guilty and awkwardly uncomfortable, she had a difficult time making and maintaining eye contact with him without thinking of him making love to her before fucking her. With them working closely together 8 hours a day and with the sex now always there in the background, it was impossibly difficult working with him. She had ruined everything between them. She wished she could turn back time and change what sexually happened. Yet, she had such a good sexual time, as long as he kept quiet about it and kept the secret, maybe they could have some sexy fun again.
Yet, she had no one to blame but herself. It was all her fault. She had poisoned their professional working relationship. He had not only seen her naked but also she allowed him to have his wicked sexual way with her naked body. Not only had she seen him naked but also she had his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. More than anything, a huge understatement, she wasn't even embarrassed. Instead, she was sexually excited by the memories of their one night of sexual passion.
With him sworn to secrecy, the affair would have remained a secret had Jimmy not told one person. After he told Susan that he wouldn't tell anyone, especially anyone at the work, he told his friend, another co-worker at the office. Why would he do that? How could he do that? He told someone who he thought was his friend and who he thought he could trust to keep what he told him in confidence, but he didn't.



With one co-worker whispering what they heard to another co-worker, the story grew bigger and more out of control from people adding sexual peccadilloes to their sordid and forbidden, sexual affair. With sexual details of fetishes, domination, and dungeons, she was painted as a Dominatrix, even though she wasn't. Each time the story was retold, it grew more sexually elaborate. Seemingly the whole office knew and was talking about Susan having had wild, bondage sex with her subordinate.
Bondage? There was no bondage. There was no punishment and discipline. There was no tying him to her bed and whipping him. None of that was true. All that happened was that they had sex, hot, drunken sex.
"You had sex with Jimmy?" Maureen a forty-something-year-old, plumb, sexually frustrated and unhappily married women with red hair and big tits, and who had a crush on Jimmy, cornered Susan in the ladies room. "Tell me, what was he like?"
"Maureen, I really don't want to talk about my personal, private sexual life with you, if you don't mind," said Susan drying her hands while eager to leave.
"Just tell me one thing."
"What?"
"Does he have a big cock? I imagine he does. Was he good in bed? Did he give you an orgasm? Did you blow him? Did you suck his beautiful prick? Did you allow him to cum in your mouth? I'd love to suck him. I'd let him cum in my mouth, on my naked breasts, and even give me a cum bath. I'd allow him do every dirty, nasty, sexual thing he wanted to do to my fat, naked body," she said seemingly sexually exciting herself into a frenzy. "God, I just love him," said Maureen as Susan walked away and left the ladies room without answering her. "You're so lucky Susan."
Her female co-workers her age and older would come up to her and ask her the same questions about Jimmy and about his cock that Maureen had. While shocked but sexually excited at the same time that she had sex with Jimmy, she'd reluctantly answer their questions and each time she did, she had the urge to masturbate herself. Now thinking that she was a slut and/or a whore, those co-workers who were offended by office romances, stayed away from her. Their secret sexual affair now made public had already caused a split in the office.
The men Jimmy's age, her age, and older, now all looked at her as if she was available for the taking. Seemingly, all they needed to do was to ply her with enough alcohol to get her drunk. It was her own fault. She had poison her work environment. She had no one to blame but herself. She was the one who had seduced Jimmy. She was the one who unzipped him and blew him in her car.
'God, I'm fucked now,' she thought to herself. 'Even though I liked working here for the past ten years and will miss some of the people, it's time to find another job. It's time to leave before they fire me.'
* * * * *
A dependable and responsible young man, ordinarily Jim was such a nice, sweet, well mannered, and quiet guy. Yet, after having sex with Susan, he turned into some sort of a love monster, a sexual player, and a Don Juan. Squawking his claim that he had sex with her, he morphed into a crowing rooster and a proud peacock. As if he had bedded Jennifer Elizabeth Marlowe, played by Loni Anderson, from WKRP in Cincinnati, he bedded the one woman at work that most men and some woman sexually wanted. A hero to his peers, he was the man.
After Susan confronted him and they argued over the discretion they needed to have and the secrecy they needed to maintain after their sexual affair for the sake of their working relationship, they parted no longer friends. Yet, seeing him, working with him, and interacting with him every day, she was still his boss. To say that working with him was impossibly difficult wouldn't even come close to explaining the awkwardness. With him the man, her co-workers either gave her dirty looks or looked away. While patting him on the back, her co-workers whispered and laughed over her.
Every time she saw him, she had images of him feeling, fondling, and sucking her big tits. Every time she saw him, she had images of holding his prick in her hand and taking his cock in her mouth. Every time she saw him she had images of him lying between her legs. She had images of his tongue licking her and his fingers fingering. Every time she saw him, she had images of him lying on top of her and making sweet love to her before fucking her hard.
Even if he hadn't told anyone they had sex, with the cold and detached shoulder she was giving him now, it was obvious that there was something more between them than just a professional working relationship. With him working against her, it was impossible to keep their one night of sex a secret any more. They used to tease and joke around in the office with one another. Now, other than work related issues, they don't talk, joke, or tease.
They no longer sat at the same table in the company cafeteria. Forsaking all of her other friends for quiet solitude, she sat alone reading her book and he sat with his friends laughing and having fun while they all constantly and continually turned to look at her. An impossibly, uncomfortable situation, his way of getting back at her for reprimanding him and belittling him, he bragged to anyone who would listen about his one night of sex with his female boss.
How could he do that to her? Why would he do that to her? She didn't understand. Men are such pigs. If she had more information about the sexual attraction that he had for his mother, she'd threaten him with telling his friends that he wants to have sex with his mother. Yet, with her luck, many of his friends want to have sex with their mothers too.
If he had any hope of getting with her again, not that she would ever have sex with him again, this wasn't the way to do that. She'd never have sex with a man who so disrespected her by not being discreet. If she knew he was like that, vindictive and spiteful and couldn't keep their secret, she never would have had sex with him or even had him drive her home that fateful night but she was drunk.
Only, unable to help herself from thinking of his finger, his tongue, and his cock, especially when alone at night in her bedroom, she thought of him while rubbing her clit with her vibrator and fucking her pussy with her dildo. Even though she was so angry with him, if he showed up at her door, she'd suck him and fuck him. In the way she was always so horny and sexually frustrated, if he showed up at her door with all of his friends, she'd have sex with all of them too.
To be continued...
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Too drunk to drive, 24-year-old Jimmy drove 39-year-old Susan home while she blew him.
Continued from chapter 1:
A dependable and responsible young man, ordinarily Jim was such a nice, sweet, well mannered, and quiet guy. Yet, after having sex with Susan, he turned into some sort of a love monster, a sexual player, and a Don Juan. Squawking his claim that he had sex with her, he morphed into a crowing rooster and a proud peacock. As if he had bedded Jennifer Elizabeth Marlowe, played by Loni Anderson, from WKRP in Cincinnati, he bedded the one woman at work that most men and some woman sexually wanted. A hero to his peers, he was the man.
After Susan confronted him and they argued over the discretion they needed to have and the secrecy they needed to maintain after their sexual affair for the sake of their working relationship, they parted no longer friends. Yet, seeing him, working with him, and interacting with him every day, she was still his boss. To say that working with him was impossibly difficult wouldn't even come close to explaining the awkwardness. With him the man, her co-workers either gave her dirty looks or looked away. While patting him on the back, her co-workers whispered and laughed over her.
Every time she saw him, she had images of him feeling, fondling, and sucking her big tits. Every time she saw him, she had images of holding his prick in her hand and taking his cock in her mouth. Every time she saw him she had images of him lying between her legs. She had images of his tongue licking her and his fingers fingering. Every time she saw him, she had images of him lying on top of her and making sweet love to her before fucking her hard.
Even if he hadn't told anyone they had sex, with the cold and detached shoulder she was giving him now, it was obvious that there was something more between them than just a professional working relationship. With him working against her, it was impossible to keep their one night of sex a secret any more. They used to tease and joke around in the office with one another. Now, other than work related issues, they don't talk, joke, or tease.
They no longer sat at the same table in the company cafeteria. Forsaking all of her other friends for quiet solitude, she sat alone reading her book and he sat with his friends laughing and having fun while they all constantly and continually turned to look at her. An impossibly, uncomfortable situation, his way of getting back at her for reprimanding him and belittling him, he bragged to anyone who would listen about his one night of sex with his female boss.
How could he do that to her? Why would he do that to her? She didn't understand. Men are such pigs. If she had more information about the sexual attraction that he had for his mother, she'd threaten him with telling his friends that he wants to have sex with his mother. Yet, with her luck, many of his friends want to have sex with their mothers too.
If he had any hope of getting with her again, not that she would ever have sex with him again, this wasn't the way to do that. She'd never have sex with a man who so disrespected her by not being discreet. If she knew he was like that, vindictive and spiteful and couldn't keep their secret, she never would have had sex with him or even had him drive her home that fateful night but she was drunk.
Only, unable to help herself from thinking of his finger, his tongue, and his cock, especially when alone at night in her bedroom, she thought of him while rubbing her clit with her vibrator and fucking her pussy with her dildo. Even though she was so angry with him, if he showed up at her door, she'd suck him and fuck him. In the way she was always so horny and sexually frustrated, if he showed up at her door with all of his friends, she'd have sex with all of them too.
Chapter 2:
With people working together 8 hours a day and longer, it's not unusual for co-workers to be sexually attracted to one another. Office romances happen every day, all the time. Sometimes co-workers spend more time with one another than they do with their spouses or significant others. Yet, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, most co-workers never act upon their forbidden impulses and their sexual attractions to one another. Still, for the people who do act upon their forbidden impulses and sexual attractions to one another, it's not unusual to have a sexual affair outside of work but Susan's sexual affair wasn't anything like that.
She hadn't been lusting over Jimmy. Not thinking of him in that sexual way, she wasn't even sexually attracted to him. She was drunk after celebrating her birthday with the people she thought were her friends. Further, she was horny and sexually frustrated. Any time alcohol is mixed with horniness and sexual frustration, sexual inhibitions and morality are sure to fall. She was ripe for the taking but when he didn't take her, other than to feel her breasts and finger her nipples in the parking garage and again in the car, she seduced him. Not wanting this sexual opportunity to slip by her, not wanting to regret her indecision not to act, she took the sexual seduction of him in her own hands.
Too often, painted with a wide brush, co-workers and friends are sometimes defined the same when they're not the same. Seemingly, what was okay for middle-aged, married men to have sex with their young, hot secretaries wasn't okay for a single, female, middle manager to have sex with her young, single, male subordinate. The old double standard reared its ugly head to protect the network of the good, old boys against what they perceived were sluts, whores, and cougars. Seemingly, women weren't allowed to have sexual needs and desires too. A blowback from the 50's and 60's, the only sexual needs and desires that women were allowed to have were men's sexual needs and desires.
* * * * *
At the time, with Susan 39-years-old and her co-worker, Jim, 24-years-old and with him just having graduated college the year before, she felt embarrassed to have used him for sex. She felt humiliated that everyone in the office knew that she sucked his cock, that he saw her naked, and that she allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body. She felt a little like Mrs. Robinson, played by Anne Bancroft, in the Graduate, when she seduced Benjamin Braddock, played by Dustin Hoffman. She felt ashamed that she had seduced him and had used him for sex. With anger mixed with remorse, she felt remorseful that had taken sexual advantage of him and angry that he was unable to keep their secret.
How could she do such a thing to someone so young and so innocent? Why would she take advantage of him in such a sexual way? What was wrong with her to do that? Yeah, sure she was drunk, sexually frustrated, and horny, being drunk, sexually frustrated, and horny is never a good mix especially when alone with a handsome man in a closed environment, such as a car.
The flipside of that coin, how could he so disrespect her by bragging in work that he had sex with her. Unable to keep their secret for even a day, he ruined her. With him blabbing about all of the things she did to him and all of the things he did to her, he ruined her reputation. He cost her to lose her job. He destroyed the good relationship she had with her co-workers and with management.
Yet, she had no one to blame for his indiscretion but herself. She chalked his betrayal up to his youth. She was surprised that she was able to seduce him. Not that he was resisting her sexual advances but, when men are always in control of everything, it seemed oxymoronic that a woman could take sexual advantage of a man but that's exactly what she had done.
If she had to do it all over again, she wouldn't have had sex with him. If she could do it all over again, she would have declined her co-workers invitation to go out for a drink. If she could do it all over again, she would have went home after only having one drink. Blaming her inappropriate sexual advances on alcohol and on her horniness and sexual frustration, she hasn't had a drink or sex with anyone since that fateful evening four, long, sexually frustrating years ago.
She wished she could turn back time and change the events of that night. Only, it was July 26th, her 39th birthday. When invited out to celebrate her birthday, she wished she had graciously declined and said that she had other plans, even when she didn't. She wished she had been polite, had just one drink, and left for home sober and alone.
Only, with her working too much, she was having such a good time. She had never laughed as much as she had that fateful night. She had been so lonely back then as she still is now. With her now 43-years-old and still without a steady man in her life, she's just as horny and as sexually frustrated as she was when she was 39-years-old.
Compounding the circumstances surrounding her one night out, being that it was her 39th birthday, it was a night of celebration and heavy drinking. With her co-workers making such a big fuss over her birthday, buying her a cake, giving her gifts, buying her drinks, and showering her with their warm wishes, their attention, and their affection, she perceived them as the family she never had. Instead of going home to watch television alone, reruns of The Good Wife or Downtown Abbey, she accepted their invitation to go out for a drink.
Her first time out with her co-workers and seeing them socially after work, in all of the years she worked there, she had never been out partying and drinking with her co-workers. She had been invited out many times but, while they were socializing, she was always working late. Now she wished she had declined their kind invitation. She wished she had stopped with just one drink but everyone was buying her drinks. Men she didn't even know and men she had never met were plying her with alcohol before starting with the shots.
'God. I drank a lot. I don't remember ever drinking as much, even at my best friend's wedding. Why I didn't get sick, I don't know,' she thought to herself.
Had she puked, she would have felt better. Had she puked, she would have sobered up sooner. Had she puked, perhaps Jimmy would have been too disgusted by her puking that he wouldn't want to have sex with an old drunken woman. Had she puked, able to drive herself home, perhaps none of this workplace, sexual fiasco would have happened.
Yet, she was drunk and was too drunk to drive. Had she surmised what would happen that fateful night, she would have taken a cab home. Yet, she wasn't falling down drunk. She wasn't so drunk that she didn't know what she was doing. She was fully aware of her surroundings. She wasn't so drunk that Jim took sexual advantage of her, but she was inebriated enough to impair her decisions. If anyone took sexual advantage of anybody, she took sexual advantage of him.
'Oh, God, I'm so humiliated.'
* * * * *
Obviously, with him unable to keep their sexual secret, he felt proud of his sexual conquest in having sex with his female cougar of a boss. He wanted to brag to his friends what a hot body she had and how she looked naked. He wanted to describe her big tits to his friends and to tell them that her breasts were, indeed, natural. He wanted to confess to them that, with her having blonde pubic hair, that she was, indeed, a natural blonde too.
He confessed that he had sexually fantasized over Susan since the first day he met her on his first day of work when he was told that she'd be his boss. Jim was so young, too young for Susan to seriously consider having a long term sexual relationship with him. It was ridiculous of her to even think of starting such a May/December romantic, sexual affair with him. Just the thought of them together romantically, intimately, and sexually made her laugh.
If they were to stay together or even get married, something that made her cringe at the thought, when she was 45-years-old, he'd only be 30-years-old. When she was 60-years-old, he'd only be 45-years-old. When she was 75-years-old, he'd only be 60-years-old. With her too old for him and him too young for her, yet, because of her alcohol consumption, the differences in age didn't stop her from having sex with him. When they were in bed naked together, age wasn't even a consideration.
* * * * *
Sex and sexual relationships have never come easy to her. A virgin until her high school prom night, she wasn't as promiscuous as some of her friends. Saving herself for her one special someone, when she was unable to find her dream man, she threw herself in her work. Then, when she did find someone she fell in love with, he wasn't who he depicted he was. Instead of him being her Prince Charming, he was an angry drunk with Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome who was emotionally and physically abusive.
He used her as his punching bag. With him always lifting her skirt and/or pulling down her top, he was always flashing her panties and her tits to his drunken friends. He thought flashing her was funny but she was embarrassed and as mortified then as she was humiliated now. He coerced her to participate in the swinging lifestyle. When she refused, relentlessly continuing his bad behavior, he emotionally abused her before physically abused her. Then, when he saw that she received more attention from swinging men than he received from swinging women, he was eager to pull the plug on their extramarital, swinging adventure.
After ending a bad marriage and going without sex for two years, seemingly she was always sexually frustrated and horny. Then, with her having broken up with her longtime fiancé three years ago and not having sex since then, wearing out her vibrator and dildo, she was terribly horny and sexually frustrated. When men reach their sexual peeks and their horniest states from the ages of 18-years-old to 29-years-old, late bloomers, women reach their sexual peeks and are the horniest from the ages of 40-years-old to 50-years-old.
Yet, as is always the case, what had always been expected behavior for the gander wasn't acceptable behavior for the goose. In the way that men are glamorized as being sexy lovers and playboys, women aren't allowed to have sexual wants, needs, and desires without running the risk of being called sluts and/or a whores. In the way that men enhance their sexual reputations by having scandalous affairs, woman ruin their reputations by making even one mistake and having one regret.
With their men out drinking and fucking, women must be sexually satisfied alone with their vibrators and dildos while secretly masturbating themselves in the bathtub. Not right and not fair, seemingly men get to have all the sexual fun. They're even revered and patted on the back whenever they have multiple sexual partners, especially more than one at the same time. It's even a cause for a grand celebration whenever they have sex with identical twins or have sex with a mother and daughter together in the same bed.
* * * * *
Jim didn't even have his own place. A telling tidbit, he lived with his divorced mother. With her going for drinks after work, Susan had a little too much to drink. It was her birthday and she was celebrating her last year before turning forty and before becoming middle-aged. Fortunately and/or unfortunately for her, with her too drunk to drive, with Jim not having a car and taking public transportation back and forth to work, the gentlemanly and gracious thing to do, he volunteered to drive her home in her car.
Jim was always so nice, so kind, and so quiet. Accepting his kind invitation to drive her home, Susan felt safe alone with him as he, no doubt, felt safe alone with her. Yet, a typical guy, when he wrapped his arm around her to help her to her car, with him obviously thinking that she was drunker than she was, seizing the opportunity, he grabbed a whole handful of her big breast.
It had been a long while since anyone felt her breast. When he touched her breast through her blouse and fingered her nipple through her bra, he sent chills that traveled down her spine. Suddenly dizzy with sexual delight and with the romantic anticipation that he may even try and kiss her, she'd like that. She'd like him sticking his tongue in her drunken mouth. If he kissed her, she'd kiss him back. If he offered his tongue to her, she'd surrender his tongue to him.
Playing the part of the drunk, dizzy blonde, she pretended that she didn't notice that he was feeling her tit. She acted as if his finger wasn't in constant contact with her erecting and hardening nipple. With her horny, sexually frustrated, and drunk anyway, as if he had depressed her sexual on switch, that one move of him feeling her breast and fingering her nipple was the beginning of Susan's seduction of him. Now, she couldn't wait to get him alone in her car.
Then, when he helped her in her passenger seat, he felt her breast again, this time both breasts. He felt her breasts when putting on her seatbelt. Obviously, he thought she wouldn't notice him feeling her big tits. Obviously, he thought she wouldn't notice him while moving her short skirt higher to expose her white, bikini panties. Yet with her not drunk enough to notice him groping her, she acted as if she was the ditzy, dizzy blonde when there was nothing dumb about her.
Accustomed to men groping her, Susan didn't mind him having a feel of her big tits nor an up skirt peek at her panties. She enjoyed the sexual attention. With her an exhibitionist anyway, she didn't mind him exposing her panties to his horny eyes by pushing up her short skirt on the pretense that he was adjusting her seatbelt. It had been a long time, three, sexually frustrating years, since she had the sexual attention of a man, especially one so young, so handsome, and so sexy.
If anything, she welcomed his touches and feels of her body and was flattered by his sexual attention. If anything, she was sexually excited by his sexual moves. If anything, hoping that he would, she couldn't wait for him to kiss her, touch her, and feel even more of her. Only and obviously, thinking that this wouldn't result in much more than tickle and tease with a bit of kissing and groping mixed in, obviously, he didn't expect what would happen on the drive home. Neither did she expect what she was about to do on her way home. Had she not be drinking, she never would have been so sexually aggressive with her co-worker.
Tossing back her long, blonde, lush hair with a flick of her pretty head, she smiled up at him with her big, blue, bright eyes.
"Thank you for buckling my seatbelt," she said batting her eyelashes at him when she really wanted to say, thank you for feeling my tits, fingering my nipples, and raising my skirt to expose my panties to your horny eyes.
He returned her smile with his along with his lustful look.
"My pleasure," he said smiling as if he was the cat that had just eaten the canary.
No doubt it was his pleasure after groping her big breasts, fingering her nipples, and raising her skirt high enough up her shapely thighs to expose her white, bikini clad crotch. Pretending that she didn't notice her panties were exposed, she remained sitting like that while he ogled her panty clad crotch. The thoughts of him sexually interested in her made her nipples erect and her pussy wet. Hopefully, he'd take her someplace romantic to park while kissing her and feeling her. Hopefully, once home, he'd accept her invitation to come inside her house for some hot coffee and even hotter sex.
* * * * *
Cordially friendly and appropriately proper when in the bar, it wasn't until he groped her breasts for the second time when alone with him in the car that she became horny, aggressively sexually aroused, and inappropriately sexual with him. Especially after he showed his cards by feeling her breast, once in the parking garage and again in the car, after having so very much to drink, too much to drink, she was suddenly in the mood for sex. With him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples, she was suddenly in the mood for romance. With him leering between her shapely thighs at her panties, she was in the mood for love. With her so terribly drunk, sexually frustrated, and horny, she needed to get laid.



After he felt her big breast through her blouse and fingered her nipples through her bra while walking her out to her car, with her already horny and in the mood for sex, Susan became sexually aroused. Immediately, her nipples erected and hardened and already she could feel a familiar wetness between her thighs. With her older than him by 15-years, he was so young. Nonetheless his youth, whenever she was around him, she felt younger. She felt 30-years-old again.
He was so handsome and with them working together, against company policy, their sexual affair was forbidden. As if she was a flower and it was spring, spreading her knees wider to give him a better in between her legs view of her panties, she was already opening up to him by blossoming in her need for sex. She just hoped he'd kiss her. She like nothing better than for him to stick his tongue in her mouth while feeling her breasts with one hand and feeling her panty clad pussy with his other hand.
Then, as they walked through the parking garage to her car, when he felt her breasts while fingering her nipple, she was his for the taking. With her playing the too drunk to know card, with his arm wrapped tightly around her as if she was already his woman, she pretended not to notice that he was feeling her tit and fingering her nipple. Acting oblivious to his sexual touches and feels, she wanted to see how far he'd go if she pretended not to notice that he was feeling her tit and fingering her nipple. Curious to see if he'd move his hand up her short skirt to feel her panty clad ass and pussy, she hoped he'd seize the moment and take sexual advantage of her. Tempting him to touch and feel her even more, she pretended to be even drunker than she was.
In that moment of wanton, reckless abandonment, throwing all caution to the wind, if he sexually wanted her as much as she sexually wanted him, clearly, he could have his wicked sexual way with her. Once in the car, he was her captive audience and her sexual prisoner but for a short time, at least while on the ride home. It was up to her to make the most of their time together. With him not making a move to kiss her but only to grope her, it was up to her to seduce him.
As if they were already lovers, she moved closer to him and, teasing him and enticing him, she leaned her clothed, abundant breasts up against him as he drove her home. As if she was the spider and he was the fly, she became the sexual predator and he became her victim. As if he was a billionaire, film producer and she was a struggling starlet, she pushed all of his sexual buttons. Bumping and rubbing her blouse and bra clad breasts against his arm with every movement of the car, she started feeling his oh so young, firm body from across her console.
As if he was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, making her sexual attraction to him known, she ran her fingers through his brown hair and touched the side of his face. Then, as he drove, she even turned his head towards her and kissed him while he desperately tried to pay attention to his driving. Taking the opportunity to French kiss him, she stuck her tongue in his mouth. She kissed him passionately with wanton desire. For sure, if he hadn't been driving, his hands would, no doubt, be all over her breasts. For sure, if he hadn't been driving, his hands would, no doubt, be up her short shirt and feeling her ass and pussy through her panties.
When he appeared to like her attention, she touched and felt his right shoulder, his arm, his chest, and his leg before she reached her hand down to feel the growing bulge in his pants. Oh, my God, so very sexually wicked of her, she couldn't believe she did that. She couldn't believe she felt his cock through his pants. Then, when he didn't resist her sexual advances from feeling his erection through his pants, she surprised herself even more by making her own sexual moves on him.
She unzipped him, reached her hand inside, and felt his prick through his underwear. As a dog to a bone, as if she was grabbing her dildo, she grabbed his erect cock through his underwear. As if she was someone else and he was someone else, had it not been for the alcohol, she never would have been as sexually aggressive as she was now. Forgetting they were co-workers and he was her subordinate, assuming the role of a lecherous older man instead of a cougar with sexual wants, desires, and needs, she wasn't about to take no for an answer.
As if she had felt his growing erection before, she felt her young, co-worker's cock through his underwear now. With her drunk enough, horny enough, and sexually frustrated enough, she couldn't believe she was feeling her young, co-worker's cock through his underwear. Only, unable to help herself, teasing his cock with her fingertips, he felt so good to the touch of her fingers. As if his prick belonged there, his underwear clad cock felt so good in her hand.
After he felt her breasts through her blouse and fingered her nipples through her bra, she was ready for sex. After she stuck his tongue in her mouth and he kissed her back, she was ready to get laid. It had been a long time since she felt a man's erection through her clothes. It had been an even longer time since she had sex. She needed him to give her an orgasm. She needed to cum.
Watching his cock grow, harden, throb, and pulsate, she fondled his growing erection while staring down at his underwear clad cock. Feeling his cock in her hand gave her the sexual excitement that she had been longing to have. Then, she looked up at him to see his reaction to her touching him and feeling him in such a sexually inappropriate way. When he seemed to enjoy her sexual attention, she continued touching him. Continuing to feel his growing and hardening prick, toying with him, teasing him, enticing him, and seducing him, she continued fingering his penis through his underwear while staring up at him.
She purposely tried to sexually arouse him to seduce him. With her knowing what a man needs and wants, she fingered the head of his cock with her fingertips. She pulled, flicked, and rubbed the head of his cock with her fingertips while tracing the length and width of him with her fingers. She could tell by his erection that grew bigger and harder that she was sexually exciting him as much as his erect cock was sexually exciting her.
Then, as if she was about to give him a hand job through his briefs, she wrapped her fingers around his prick through his underwear and gently squeezed his prick before slowly stroking his prick. As if giving him a medical examination that was much more sexual in nature, she reached her hand further down inside of his pants to cup his underwear clad testicles in her hand. Obviously for him to allow her to touch him and feel him in such a sexually inappropriate way, he was not only enjoying the sexual attention she paid him but also he was sexually attracted to her too.
With his unzipped pants a too tight fit for her hand, she unbuckled him and unbuttoned him as he drove. Then, with his pants, unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped, she flayed them open as if she was a housewife opening a package of meat, a sweet sausage, brought home from the butcher. While he shared his focused attention with the road to occasionally stare down at her hand, she pulled the front of his briefs down and forward to expose his already erect cock and hairy testicles to her horny eyes.
As if his prick was his an index finger pointing up at her and choosing her as the one, his cock stood up straight and proud. Not entirely guiltless in her sexual seduction of him, he allowed her to unzip him, unbutton him, unbuckle him, and pull his pants and underwear down to his knees. He could have stopped her from exposing his hard, hairy prick but he didn't. Then, for her to take better hold of his exposed prick, he lifted his buttocks while driving to give her hand better access to his erect prick. Obviously, he wanted her to touch, feel, and stroke his naked cock as much as she wanted to touch, feel, and stroke his naked cock.
"Oh my, someone has an erection," she said touching his prick with her fingertip while teasing him and staring up at him with her big, blue eyes. "Someone is sexually aroused."
With his driving attention now distracted, he stared down at his exposed penis before staring up at the road and before looking over at her. It was a good thing there was no traffic at this early hour of the morning. It was a good thing that today was Friday evening, now early Saturday morning, and they didn't have to report to work again until Monday. It was a good thing he hadn't been drinking. He watched her wrap her fingers around his prick and squeeze it as if she was checking a cucumber for freshness at the supermarket.
"Oh, my God, Susan," he said in a gasp. His first time calling her Susan, when in work he always called her Miss Parker. "I've always been sexually attracted to you but I never thought I'd ever be sitting here in a car with you and with your hand wrapped around my cock," he said. "As if I'm dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, I can't believe this is happening to me. Sexy, sexual things like this never happens to me."
She gave her a sexy smile.
"From the first moment I saw you, I liked you too, Jimmy," she said. "Only, I just never knew you had such a big, beautiful prick," she said while staring down at his erect prick even though he didn't have a big cock.
His penis was just average at best but in the way she was feeling so horny and so sexually frustrated, his cock looked enormous. His cock would do. At that moment and in the sexually aroused way she felt, nearly any man's cock would do.
She slowly stroked him while he was driving. Continually staring up at him with her big, blue, albeit glassy eyes before staring down at his cock, each time she looked up at him, she flicked her hair back as if in anticipation of sucking his cock. Then, as if his cock was a snake and she was a snake charmer, instead of the snake being charmed by her, she was charmed by his snake. She stared at his erect prick as if she was mesmerized and hypnotized.
"Oh, my God, Susan, I never thought something like this would ever happened to someone like me. I mean, I've read about an older woman being sexually attracted to a younger man but I never pegged you for a cougar," he said.
'A cougar? Did he just call me a cougar?'
She laughed to herself. She always thought the term cougar was for an older woman but in the way she was 15 years older than he was, she guessed she was a cougar in his eyes. Actually, in the way she was having her wicked sexual way with his cock, if anything, she was acting as if she was a dirty, old man. Still, not thinking that she was old enough to assume the title and role of cougar, she looked at him through her inebriated eyes as if he was the one under the influence of alcohol.
"A cougar? Is that what you think of me? Is that who you think I am?" Hiding her hurt after being insulted, she laughed a melodious laugh. "Maybe you're right. Maybe I am a cougar to be holding the cock of someone so young, someone born when I was a 15-year-old high school junior," she said with another drunken laugh.
He looked at her as if he had spoiled the mood and ruined things.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean that in a disrespectful way. I didn't mean anything by that remark. If anything I meant calling you a cougar as a compliment, something that's always been sexually exciting to me. I've always been attracted to older women," he said.
With her only 39-years-old, he wasn't helping his situation by calling her an older woman. She didn't think of herself as an older woman in the way that she thought of her mother as an older woman. With her hand still slowly stroking his cock, she stared at his hard prick before looking up at him.
"It's okay. No offense taken," she said with both of them falling silent while he drove. Then, she looked over at him and gave him a sexy look. Continuing to tease him and entice him while seducing him, she slowly continued stroking his erect prick. "I take it you've never had a hand job while driving," she said stroking his prick a little faster.
He nervously looked down at her hand before looking over at her with sexual excitement and before returning his focused attention to the road.
"No," he said.
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Then, with that bit of information in mind that you never had a hand job while driving," she said giving him a naughty look. "I suppose you never had a blowjob while driving either," she said with a sexy laugh.
His head snapped to look at her and obviously to see if she was serious or joking. Suddenly he stiffened as if he had just received an electrical shock. He looked at her with shock when Susan lowered her head to his lap to take his erect cock in her mouth. As much as he obviously couldn't believe she was blowing him, she couldn't believe she was sucking his cock. Only, with her so drunk and so horny, instead of her driving home drunk, she felt compelled if not obligated to give him oral sex for driving her safely home.
Already sex crazed, as if she was a slutty whore of a cougar, it had been such a long time since she has had sex, too long. It had been a long time since she felt an erect penis in her hand and an even longer time since she had a hard cock in her mouth. A good looking young man, once she unzipped him, unable to control herself, she knew she'd take his cock out of his pants. Once she took his cock in her hand, unable to stop herself, she knew she'd be sucking him. She'd love nothing better than for him to cum in her mouth. It had been a long time since she had a warm, salty, mouthful of cum. Only, she had something better in mind than just giving him a blowjob.
Sucking him faster while stroking him harder, she sucked his cock as if she was a thousand dollar call girl. She sucked his cock in the way she had sucked the CFNM stripper's cock at her 30th birthday party nine, long years ago. She sucked his cock in the way she sucked the cock of a man she hardly knew when her ex-husband pressured her and coerced her to join the swinging lifestyle seven years ago. She sucked his cock in the way she had sucked her ex-boyfriend's cock three years ago. She stroked his cock while sucking his cock and while staring up at him with her big, blue eyes and with his hard, hairy cock in her beautiful mouth.
"Here we are safe and sound," he said looking down at Susan's blonde, pretty head bobbing up and down while still sucking him. We're home."
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter 2:
"I take it you've never had a hand job while driving," she said stroking his prick a little faster.
He nervously looked down at her hand before looking over at her with sexual excitement and before returning his focused attention to the road.
"No," he said.
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Then, with that bit of information in mind that you never had a hand job while driving," she said giving him a naughty look. "I suppose you never had a blowjob while driving either," she said with a sexy laugh.
His head snapped to look at her and obviously to see if she was serious or joking. Suddenly he stiffened as if he had just received an electrical shock. He looked at her with shock when Susan lowered her head to his lap to take his erect cock in her mouth. As much as he obviously couldn't believe she was blowing him, she couldn't believe she was sucking his cock. Only, with her so drunk and so horny, instead of her driving home drunk, she felt compelled if not obligated to give him oral sex for driving her safely home.
Already sex crazed, as if she was a slutty whore of a cougar, it had been such a long time since she has had sex, too long. It had been a long time since she felt an erect penis in her hand and an even longer time since she had a hard cock in her mouth. A good looking young man, once she unzipped him, unable to control herself, she knew she'd take his cock out of his pants. Once she took his cock in her hand, unable to stop herself, she knew she'd be sucking him. She'd love nothing better than for him to cum in her mouth. It had been a long time since she had a warm, salty, mouthful of cum. Only, she had something better in mind than just giving him a blowjob.
Sucking him faster while stroking him harder, she sucked his cock as if she was a thousand dollar call girl. She sucked his cock in the way she had sucked the CFNM stripper's cock at her 30th birthday party nine, long years ago. She sucked his cock in the way she sucked the cock of a man she hardly knew when her ex-husband pressured her and coerced her to join the swinging lifestyle seven years ago. She sucked his cock in the way she had sucked her ex-boyfriend's cock three years ago. She stroked his cock while sucking his cock and while staring up at him with her big, blue eyes and with his hard, hairy cock in her beautiful mouth.
"Here we are safe and sound," he said looking down at Susan's blonde, pretty head bobbing up and down while still sucking him. We're home."
Chapter 3:
As if she was in a daze or blowing Jimmy in a sexy, sexual dream, Susan removed her mouth from his penis to gaze up at her house while Jimmy zipped, buttoned, and buckled his pants. So engrossed in sucking his prick, for a minute, she didn't even know where she was. He handed her the car keys and quickly reached for his door handle. When he looked as if he was ready to bolt, jump from her car, and leave her there to fend for herself and leave her without giving her sex, she stopped him with a tug on his arm.
Now, in hindsight, she wished she had let him go. In hindsight, she wished all she had done was to suck his cock without allowing him to cum in her mouth as she did later that evening. She wished she never had invited him inside of her house. She wished she hadn't allowed him to strip her naked and to see her without her clothes while having his wicked, sexual way with her naked body. Only, too late to change any of that, what was done was done.
"Help me inside please, Jimmy. I'm too drunk to climb the stairs without your help," she said playing the helpless drunk female needing the steady hand of a strong man. "I don't want to fall and hurt myself."
Wrapping him around her finger, she gave him another sexy smile and a naughty look. She was drunk but she wasn't that drunk that she couldn't climb her own stairs. She could easily have climbed the three steps that led to her front door herself but she wanted him. Hoping he'd come inside, she wanted sex. She wanted him to give her what she needed and wanted and what she needed and wanted was an orgasm or two, or three, or more.
"Okay. Sure," he said climbing out of her car and eagerly wrapping his arm around her. "Allow me to help you."
In the way he wrapped his right arm around her in the parking garage while feeling her big breast with his right hand, he wrapped her arm around her while helping her up the stairs and while feeling her big breast again. Only, if Jimmy thought all he was going to get was a quick grope of Susan's big breast through her blouse while fingering her nipple through her bra, he was clueless. He was so innocent. He was so naïve. With him having no idea who was controlling who, he had no idea what she had in mind and what would happen next.
"Please," she said pleading with him by looking at him with her big, blue, beautiful eyes. "I need you to come inside to make sure that I'm safe from any burglars or rapists. With me living alone and with no one here to help me but you," she said playing the helpless, innocent victim while telling him that she lived alone, "I need your help."
As if she was his mother asking for his help, she looked at him and smiled.
"Okay, sure. I'd be glad to come inside to make sure you're safe," he said returning her smile while suddenly acting as if he was her brave hero.
In the way she seemingly didn't notice his horny hand before, obviously he thought that she was drunk enough that she wouldn't notice him feeling her tit and fingering her nipple now. He helped her up the stairs while groping her big tit and fingering her erect nipple in the way he did in the parking garage. Now with him feeling her tit and fingering her nipple for the third time, he had passed the point of no return. She had sexually aroused him enough that he wouldn't be taking no for an answer and he wouldn't be leaving there without sex. It was as obvious as it was inevitable that they'd be having sex, hot, sweaty sex.
"Thank you, Jimmy," she said quickly digging through her purse for her front door key while leaning against him as her way to make sure that he didn't leave.
A modest home, it was a two bedroom, two bath Craftsman house set in a nice neighborhood. She rifled through her purse, found her keys, and unlocked and opened her front door.
"Good night," he said after quickly stepping inside, looking around, and turning to go as soon as she opened her front door. As soon as he saw that there were no rapists or burglars hiding to grab her, having done his job and what was required of him, he was ready to leave.
She gave him a look that only someone who looked like her could give a man. As if she was Kim Basinger in L. A. Confidential, she gave him a sexy look that melted his heart and hardened his cock. She gave him a look that obviously made him lose his mind to lust. Before allowing him to leave, she said what she needed to say to seduce her young, co-worker. Before allowing him to leave and before it was too late to make her desperate sexual pass at him, she wanted to make one last effort to seduce him.
"Wait. Please don't go. Don't leave. Not now. Not yet. I'm a little woozy," she said putting the back of her hand to her forehead while feigning her helplessness.
Looking as if she was about to faint, he caught her.
"I'm still here," he said. "Don't worry. I have you."
As if she was as helpless as Tara from Gone with the Wind, she acted so needy and so helpless when he was the helpless one.
"If you don't mind and if it's not too much of an inconvenience," she said pausing in what she was going to say next to give him a sexy smile. "I'll need you to help me off with my clothes."
His eyes widened as if she had told him that he was getting a raise and a promotion.
"I'm sorry. Pardon? I'm sure that I misheard you and I apologize for thinking bad, sexual thoughts but I thought you said that you need me to help you off with your clothes?"
She gave him a naughty look that could only mean that she wanted to give him sex.
"I did say that I need you to help me off with my clothes." She smiled. "I'm sorry to bother you but in case I collapse, fall, and hit my head, I'll need you to help strip me naked," she said with a dirty laugh.
He looked at her as if she was crazy instead of drunk.
"Naked?" He inhaled a deep breath while shivering. "You want me to strip you naked?"
As if she was a wicked witch and he was poor Hansel, she melted him with her baby blue eyes.
"Please help me undress. I know it sounds ridiculous and with me having no one else to ask but with me so drunk, I'm not able to undress myself," she said giving him a pitiful look. "I'm all thumbs."
Jimmy looked at her with as much shock as he looked at her with sexual excitement. With him seemingly ready to bolt, obviously feeling pressured to give his boss sex, she grabbed him by the arm and pulled him inside. As soon as she pulled him inside of her house, as if he had just entered the American Horror Story Hotel Cortez, she closed and locked her front door. He was hers for the taking now. Much like the hotel California, he could check out any time he liked but he could never leave.
For him better to see what she was about to do, she turned on the hall light, dropped her purse, and pushed him up against the wall. As if she was a cop about to frisk him, she wasn't gentle but rough. Then, as if he was a giant dildo or a human cat for her to wipe her sexual sent on him, she rubbed the full length of her sexy shapely body up against his young, hard body. Unable to move, he remained her prisoner.
Then, if that wasn't hint enough that she wanted and needed him to give her sex, she kissed him. She really kissed him. As if he was her sailor home on leave, she kissed him with passion. Parting his lips with her tongue, she kissed him deeply and with sexual abandon. She kissed him, no doubt in the way that he had never been kissed before and, no doubt, in the way that he imagined his mother kissing him. She French kissed him.
Seemingly with her fascinated by his stiff prick, she kissed him while reaching down to feel his cock through his pants again before unbuckling, unbuttoning, and unzipping his pants again. Obviously, with her not taking no for an answer in the way that she didn't take no for an answer when she bossed him around in work and when she sexually seduced in her car, he wasn't going anywhere. With him putty in her hands and with her molding him in the shape of the man that she needed him to be, and in the way she was his for the groping, he was hers for the taking.
As if she was about to pray and he was her God for the night, she moved to her knees, pulled down his pants, and slid his underwear down with her and all the way down to his ankles. She fondled his cock and toyed with his semi-erect prick before wrapping her hand around his hardening cock and before slowly stroking him again. Leaning forward, she looked up at him before taking him in her mouth again. While stroking him, she started sucking him again and while staring up at him with those electric blue eyes.
In the way she envisioned him imagining his mother staring up at him with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth, she stared up at him with his erect prick penetrating her red, full lips. With him telling her how much he loved his mother, really loved his mother, she suspected that he was sexually attracted to his mother, just as she suspected that he was imagining his mother sucking his cock instead of her. Yet, as long as he gave her what she so wanted, she didn't care who he imagined was sucking his dick. Then, as soon as he was hard enough, she removed his cock from her mouth, stood, and pulled him to her bedroom by his erect prick.
* * * * *
Once inside her bedroom, instead of turning on the overhead light for total illumination, not wanting to spoil the mood, she turned on her bedside light for ambience. With the bedside light softer and offering more of a romantic mood, she feared that the overhead light would show every imperfection of her 39-year-old body to his 24-year-old, overtly and overly critical eyes. Imagining him running out the door once he saw her naked, the overheard light was much too revealing. She knew she looked good naked. She knew she had a good body but compared to a 24-year-old woman, there was no comparison.
Suddenly, she had second misgivings with what she was doing and what she was about to do. She had sobered up enough to feel self-conscious about sexually seducing her young co-worker, her sexually innocent subordinate. She was now keenly aware that having sex with a man 15 years her junior was so wrong on so many different levels. Then again, she was now keenly aware that having sex with a man 15 years her junior was so right on so many different levels.
Yet, even more than just the sex, she was about to have sex with her subordinate, a man she worked closely with every day. How could she do that? How dare she do that? Why would she do that? If this goes wrong, she'll lose her job and ruin her reputation. Yet, still too drunk to consider the ramifications of that and how her having sex with Jimmy may ruin their working relationship, she took no heed to her subconscious reservations.
Her guilty conscience wasn't enough to overrule her horniness and sexual frustration. She needed sex. She needed to get laid. She needed to feel his hard prick in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. She needed him to sate her horniness and satisfy her sexual frustration. She needed him to give her an orgasm. She needed to cum. As if he was the only man left living in the world, she wanted him in the way she had never sexually wanted any other man.
Even though she was still so very beautiful and sexy, as told to her by every man she had ever been with, there was no way that she could compete against a 24-year-old woman. Yet, with her nearly 40-years-old, her age was as much of a disadvantage as it was an advantage. She suspected from working with him and talking to him that he was sexually attracted to older women. In addition to being sexually attracted to his mother, she knew that some women that he confessed his sexual attraction to were old enough to be his mother.
"I'm sorry to trouble you for your help but if you don't mind, I'll need you to help me remove my clothes," she said again while giving him a sexy look. "Unable to do that myself, I'll need you to undress me," she said giving him a naughty look. "I'll need you to strip me naked," she said as if she was an invalid and was unable to do that for herself.
He looked at her as if he had just won the lottery and she was his prize to claim.
"Okay, sure. Yeah, I can do that," he said fumbling with the buttons of her blouse with trembling fingers.
She stepped closer to him to whisper what she wanted to say in his ear.
"Then, after you undress me and after you strip me naked," she said with a long pause to look him in the eyes. "I need you to give me sex," she said looking deeply into his eyes. "I need you to give me an orgasm. I need to cum. I need you to rub my clit, finger my pussy, and lick my pussy," she said as if she was his mother while running her fingers through his hair and while giving him a peck on the lips.
As if she was talking to her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, someone she had already had sex with before, instead she confessed her sexual desires to her co-worker. She wasn't shy in telling him all that she sexually wanted. She wasn't shy about taking control of their sexual time together. She wasn't ashamed or embarrassed about him seeing her naked just as she wasn't ashamed and embarrassed to take his stiff prick in her hand before taking him in her mouth.
He looked at her with a face mixed with as much sexual excitement as he suddenly looked at her with fear. She surmised that he felt pressured to sexually perform well enough to sexually please her, sexually pleasure her, and sexually satisfy her. Perhaps he had never been with a woman who knew what she wanted, was so eager to get it, and who was so sexually proactive. Perhaps he was a man who needed to be in control. Only, with him confessing, in not so many words, his sexual attraction for his mother, she pegged him more as a Mama's boy. As if she was his Dominatrix, she pegged him as being submissive enough to give her whatever she sexually asked of him.
* * * * *
"Okay. Yeah, sure, I can do that. I can undress you. I can strip you naked," he said with a quivering voice and pausing with what he was going to say next. "I can try and give you an orgasm," he said seemingly and suddenly doubting that he could.
As if she was whispering him a secret, she moved her red lipstick, clad lips closer to his ear.
"Then, after you give me an orgasm with your fingers and with your mouth, I want you to make love to me before fucking me. Fucking me hard while pounding my pussy, I want you to give me another orgasm with your cock," she said.
He fell back against her dresser as if he was about to faint.
"Oh, God," he said under his breath.
She moved her mouth closer to whisper her words in his ear again, only this time she stuck her tongue in his ear and blew inside of his ear while sticking her tongue in his ear.
"If you can do all of that for me, I'll give you the blowjob that you've always imagined your mother giving you. As if you're cumming in your mother's mouth, you may even cum in my mouth and watch me swallow," she said with a smile.
She took a step back to look at his reaction to her words. He looked at her with shock. He looked at her with shame. He looked at her with embarrassment. He looked at her with sexual excitement. He looked at her as if she was physic.
"My mother?" As if trying to read her while playing Texas Hold 'em Poker, he paused to stare in her big, blue eyes. Instead of denying it, he embraced it. "How did you know that I was sexually attracted to my mother?"
She rolled her eyes and sighed.
"With us working together for the past year, you already told me in not so many words how sexually attracted you are to you are mother. You're always talking about your mother and bragging about her, I suspected you were sexually attracted to your Mom with all of the photos that you have of her on your desk," she said with laugh. "Men usually have photos of their girlfriend or their dog but not their mother."
He looked at her with shock.
"Oh, my God. I had no idea you knew so very much about me, about my mother, and about my personal, sexual life," he said. "Not that I'm having sex with my mother, I'm not, but I would if I could." He looked at her. "Suddenly, I feel so violated that you know that about me."
As if she was a detective revealing to her client everything she knew about him, she gave him a self-satisfied smile.
"Don't be. It's only normal that a son is sexually attracted to his mother. You can even call me Mom, mother, or Mommy, if you'd like," she said.
He gave her a nervous smile.
"Thank you. I'd like that," he said.
She gave him an understanding look.
"With your father taking off with his young secretary years ago and with you still living at home with your mother, I figured as much. I suspected you were sexually attracted to your mother before you even told me that you were. You wouldn't still be living at home if you didn't enjoy peeping on your mother dressing and undressing and if you didn't enjoy allowing her to catch you masturbating," she said looking at him with sexual arousal. "Am I right?"
He stared at her as if she was from another planet.
"Yes. You're right. I still wouldn't be still living at home if I wasn't sexually attracted to my mother," he finally said admitting his sexual attraction to his mother.



She gave him another long look as if she was reading his mind.
"Tell me and be honest. There's no judgments here, just curiosity. Have you peeped on your mother dressing and undressing? Have you seen your mother topless and/or naked?" She looked at him while waiting for his response and when he didn't immediately answer her, she asked him more questions. "Have you exposed your cock to your mother? Do you sexually fantasize having sex with your mother's naked body?"
He looked at her with as much embarrassment as he looked at her with shock, shame, and sexual excitement.
"Oh, my God, Susan, I'm so embarrassed," he said falling silent. "Yes, I've peeped on my mother. Yes, I've briefly seen her topless and naked. Yes, I've exposed my cock to her and yes I've sexually fantasized having sex with her naked body while masturbating," he said looking ashamed and embarrassed. "I can't help myself from being sexually attracted to her. She's so beautiful. She's so sexy," he said pausing before saying what he said next. "She looks so much like you."
She looked at him with sexual excitement.
"Now help me off with these clothes.
* * * * *
Before starting to undress her, pensive in thought, he fell silent before blurting out what he said next.
"You look a lot like my mother," he said looking at her as if she was his mother instead of his co-worker and his boss. "You do. You really do. And you remind me of her in the way that you talk and walk."
Susan looked at him to give him a motherly smile.
"I do? I look like your mother?" She looked at him with curiosity. "How so? Tell me. I'm curious to know. How do I look like your mother?" She curled her long, blonde hair with her fingers while looking at him with sexual lust while waiting for him to answer her questions. When he didn't immediately respond, she asked him again. "In what way do I look like your mother?"
As if he was unbuttoning his mother's blouse, Jimmy continued unbuttoning Susan's blouse.
"She's tall like you, blonde, and has blue eyes like you but she's not as sexy, shapely, and busty as you are," he said. "You really do have big tits and an unbelievable body," he said staring at her exposed cleavage and at her bra clad breasts. "My God. You have the biggest I've ever felt through a woman's clothes," he said feeling her big breasts through her blouse and bra.
Instead of just stripping herself naked, stripping him naked too, and having hot, passionate sex with him, now that she knew he was sexually attracted to his mother, it sexually aroused her to play the surrogate mother with her young, subordinate co-worker. Interested now to play this surrogate mother and son game, she tossed back her long, blonde, lush hair with a nod her pretty head. With her already in the mood and with her now getting in the frame of mind to do some role playing, she looked at him as if she was his mother instead of his co-worker
"Is she pretty?"
He looked up at her while watching her curl her hair with her fingers.
"Yes, but not as pretty as you. You're wicked pretty. Besides, she's older than you," he said.
With her fifteen years older than him, suddenly, she felt old, as old as his mother when he said his mother was older. Yet, she looked at him with as much curiosity as she looked at him with sexual interest. She was curious what age he thought was old or older in a woman. No doubt, with him not even 25-years-old, perhaps he thought that anyone over 30-years-old was old. For sure, she didn't think that 30-years-old was old nor did she think that 39-years-old was old. Even though today or yesterday, July 26th, to be exact, was her 39th birthday, she still felt and looked the same as she did when she was 30-years-old.
"If you don't mind me asking, how old is your mother?
He paused for a moment as if making sure to get his mother's age right.
"She's forty-eight," he said pausing as if he was unsure if he should ask his next question. Before he asked his question, he looked at her as if trying to read her and/or as if trying to determine her age. "How old are you?"
She laughed another melodious laugh.
"How old am I? Duh? Ordinarily, that's something you should never ask a woman and that's something that I'd never tell you but if you remember, we celebrated my 39th birthday last night. I'm thirty-nine-years-old and you're twenty-four-years-old, just a baby," she said giving him a peck on the lips.
He continued unbuttoning her blouse while exposing her big bra and long line of cleavage to his horny eyes. Then, when he flayed open her blouse, he stood there staring at her bra clad breasts as if her bra clad breasts were the first ones he had seen. He stood there staring at her bra clad breast as if he was staring at his mother's bra clad breasts.
"Well? What are you waiting for an invitation? Take off my blouse," she said with a laugh. He removed her blouse. "And now my skirt," she said wiggling her shapely ass.
He unbuttoned, unzipped, and helped her out of her short skirt. As if he was her boyfriend, her husband, or already her lover, she stood proud before him in her sexy, low cut bra and white, bikini panties. It had been years since she stood in front of a man only in her underwear and here she was standing before her co-worker, her subordinate, in her sexy, low cut bra and white, sheer, bikini panties. Something, he no doubt wished her could do with his mother, strip her naked, she was allowing him to do that with her, his boss. Something, he no doubt wished he could do with his mother, have sex with her, she was allowing him to have sex with her, his boss.
"You have a beautiful body. You're so very sexy, shapely, and curvy," he said.
She smiled at his compliment before giving him his next instructions.
"Thank you," said Susan. "Your choice," she said looking down at herself before looking up at him. As if she was a waitress in a fine restaurant and she was the main course on the menu, she asked the preference of his selection. "Which will you be removing first, my bra or my panties?"
He looked at her as if he was torn before he looked up at her bra clad breasts. He stared down at her bra before staring down at her panties and finally focusing his attention on her bra.
"Your bra. I've always been enamored with your big breasts. I can't tell you how many times I've masturbated over the thoughts of seeing and feeling your big tits."
When he told her that he always been enamored with her big breasts and had even masturbated over the thoughts of seeing and feeling her big tits, she looked at him with as much shock as she looked at him with sexual excitement.
"Eww, that's way too much information," she said with a sexy laugh. Then, she looked at him, really looked at him as if seeing him for the first time. "Really? In the way you masturbate over the imagined thoughts of seeing your mother naked, you masturbated over the thoughts of seeing and feeling my tits?"
He smiled at her as if he was ready to masturbate over her now.
"Sure. Lots of times," he said. "I enjoy thinking of you naked and having sex with your naked body."
Regarding him before speaking, she gave him a curious look.
"I can't help but to admit that you masturbating over the thoughts of seeing and feeling my tits, of me naked, and you having sex with my naked body is perversely sexy," she said with a dirty laugh. "And, just curious, do you think of your mother naked and having sex with your mother while masturbating over me too?"
He looked at her with embarrassment. He looked at her with shame. He looked at her with sexual excitement.
"I have sometimes," he said. "Yes."
She gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Well, what are you waiting for? Go ahead and remove my bra," he said.
Jimmy reached around her, but unable to unhook her bra, he struggled with the clasp as if it was a combination to a safe. Continuing to have trouble undoing her bra, he moved behind her to unhook her hooks. Then, when he pushed down her bra straps, Susan held her bra cups to her breasts. As if she was a stripper on stage, she sexually teased him before peeling her bra cups from her big breasts.
"Wow! Your breasts are huge. They're so much bigger than my mother's breasts," he said. "Are they real?"
Susan rolled her eyes and sighed before she laughed.
"Duh? Yes, of course they're real," she said. "Why do you ask? Don't they look real to you?"
Suddenly, he looked embarrassed again.
"Yes, they do look real but some of the men at work took bets if your tits were real or implants," he said.
She rolled her eyes again but this time she sighed her exasperation loudly over her thoughts about men in general.
"And what did you bet?"
He gave her a little, nervous smile.
"I didn't. I haven't seen enough breasts to tell real breasts from implants just be seeing the impressions they make through someone's clothes," he said with a sad, little laugh. "Unless seeing them naked, I don't think anyone can tell fake breasts from real breasts, unless they're super big, stripper big and don't move. Then, even when a woman is topless, unless there's noticeable scars, or the nipples aren't where they're supposed to be, or if they feel harder to the touch, I would think it would be difficult to tell fake breasts from real breasts."
Susan looked at him with curiosity.
"You seem to be quite the expert on breasts whether fake or natural," she said with a laugh.
He laughed too.
"I guess I am a breast expert," he said with pride. "I love tits, especially big tits, and have been a subscriber of Playboy and Penthouse for years." He stared at her naked breasts. "I love you big tits."
She suddenly looked at him with as much curiosity as she looked at him with confusion.
"Thank you," she said. "Wait. Back up," she looked at him as if he wasn't telling her something and as if there was a lot more to his story. "You've seen your mother's breasts?"
As if he was a teenager instead of a 24-year-old grown man, he looked embarrassed and sexually excited again at the same time.
"I told you already that I saw my mother topless and naked briefly. I didn't see her up close and I didn't see her whole breasts in the way I'm seeing your entire, naked breasts now. Yet, I've seen a few down nightgown views of her breasts and a few side views of her tits with she lays out on her stomach without her bikini top to get some sun on her back," he said.
Susan looked at him with insight.
"It sounds like Mommy is sexually teasing you," she said with a sexy laugh. "It sounds like Mommy knows that you're watching her and sexually lusting over her."
He looked at her and made a sour face.
"Nah, she only lays out topless when she doesn't think I'm home but whenever I suspect she's out back, I sneak in the house and watch her from my bedroom window that overlooks the backyard while masturbating."
He looked at her while watching for her reaction to his confession.
"Wow, that's a bit perverted but sexy," she said.
He smiled his sexual excitement at her.
"I always wished a bee would buzz her to make her jump up and run around the backyard topless. I'd love to watch her bouncing her boobs without her knowing that I was watching her while masturbating over her," he said with a laugh. "I've only seen bits and pieces of my Mom breasts and never the whole thing in the way that I'm seeing all of your breasts now."
Not totally turned off by his incestuous confession, she nodded her head as if she understood his incestuous, sexual infatuation with is mother. After she participated in the swinging lifestyle with her ex-husband, who was she to judge? As long as people don't hurt anyone and as long as they don't have sex with minors or with animals, what two consenting adults do behind closed doors was okay with her.
Only, with her crossing a forbidden line of not only having sex with someone so young, 15 years her junior but also with her co-worker who was her subordinate, she was playing a dangerous game of kiss and tell. She trusted him with the future of her job, her career, and her reputation. Yet, if he told anyone at work that they had sex, she'd tell everyone at work that he's sexually attracted to his mother. She'd tell everyone at work that he masturbates over imagining seeing his mother naked and of having sex with his mother's naked body.
"Well?" She took a step back, put her hands over her head, and then, putting her hands down by her sides, she leaned forward while shaking her big tits. "What do you think of my tits?"
He used her question as his invited opportunity to stare closer and longer at her big, beautiful, shapely breasts, areolas, and nipples.
"I think they're spectacular," he said. "They're so shapely. They look like how all women's breasts should look but don't. They look like those perfect breasts that I only see in Playboy, Penthouse, or Hustler magazine. You definitely could pose for Playboy with those tits," he said with a sexually excited smile. "You have quite the rack."
She smiled her satisfaction with his compliment.
"Go ahead. Don't be shy. You may touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them, if you'd like," she said looking down at her breasts while cupping her big breasts in the palms of her hands.
As if he had four hands, Jimmy was all over Susan's big tits. Touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and sucking them, he obviously loved her big breasts.
"Now my panties," she said.
Jimmy stuck his fingers in the elastic waistband of her panties, pulled them down, and helped her climb out of them to reveal her trimmed blonde pussy.
Susan stood before her young co-worker naked. Jimmy stared at her naked body as if he had never seen a naked woman before or as if he was staring at his naked mother. In the way he stared at her, he made her feel special. Too late to turn back now, with it being such a long time since she had sex, and with her so very horny and sexually frustrated, he could have been practically anyone and she would have given him sex.
"You're so beautiful," he said.
Then, it struck her as ridiculous. Here she was after having too much to drink and standing in her house naked and in front of her co-worker. As if he was hypnotized by her big tits and mesmerized by her naked pussy, she looked at him staring at her naked body and burst out laughing.
"I'm beautiful, no doubt, especially without my clothes," said Susan laughing.
He continued staring at her naked body.
"I'm not going to argue that," he said returning her laugh. "Nevertheless, with or without your clothes, you're a beautiful, sexy, and desirable woman. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen fully clothe and/or now naked."
He stepped closer to her and kissed her, French kissed her. Returning his kiss, she took hold of his cock in her hand while he felt her big, firm tits and fingered her erect nipples. Holding his stiff prick in her hand not only made her feel temporarily sexually sated but also holding his erection in her hand made her feel wanted and sexually desired. When they broke off the kiss, Susan helped him strip off his clothes. Now with him naked too, she sat on her bed and scooted back with her head on her pillows and with her legs spread. She took his hand and pulled him to her. Expecting him to eat her, she wanted him to give her oral sex.
"Eat me," she said. "Make love to me with your fingers and with your mouth. Make me cum. I need to cum," she said. "I've been so horny. I need to have an orgasm."
He moved his naked body between her legs and kissed her cunt before fingering her cunt and before licking her cunt. Then, getting into eating her, he reached up to feel and fondle her big breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
"Oh, my God, I can't believe I'm fingering your pussy, Susan. I can't believe I'm eating my boss' pussy," said Jimmy.
She grabbed him by his ears and mashed his face in her wet cunt.
"Less talking and more licking," she said. "Lick me, Jimmy, lick me. Eat me, Jimmy, eat me."
Holding his head there in place, she wiggled her hips to fill his face with her vaginal secrets. With her so horny and so sexually frustrated, it didn't take her long to cum.
"I love eating you, Susan. I love licking your pussy. I can't get enough of your cunt," he said lifting his head to come up for air before returning to eating her. "I love sticking my fingers inside of you while watching you wiggle your tight, little ass."
With her starting the dirty talk by asking him to eat her, seemingly, she enjoyed him talking dirty to her. As if she was a man pressing the back of her head with his hand while filling her mouth with his cock, she pressed the back of his head with her hand while filling his mouth with her pussy.
"Oh, my God, Jimmy. Don't stop. Please don't stop. That's it. Right there, baby. Lick me harder. Lick me faster. Rub my clit with your finger while sticking your other finger deep inside me. Lick me, Jimmy. Lick me," she said tightening her legs and arching her back. "Oh, fuck. I'm cumming. I'm cumming Jimmy," she said pulling his head and mashing his face in her soaking wet cunt.
She collapse in bed when it was over.
"Geez Susan, I thought you were going to pull the hair out of my head. That was so intense," he said. "Did you cum?"
She looked at him, rolled her eyes and sighed before kissing him.
"Yes, of course I did. You gave me a wonderful orgasm," she said. "Just hold me for a minute. I need to be held."
They stayed like that with Susan resting her head on his chest and Jimmy holding her.
"God, you're so beautiful Susan," said Jimmy touching her hair and the side of her face before feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples.
She looked up at him and smiled.
"Make love to me, Jimmy. Make me your woman. Make me your bitch. And after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me, really fuck me hard," she said.
She looked at him in the way that the was looking at her
"Oh, my God," he said obviously feeling pressured to perform.
He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and slid his naked body up to her naked body.
"After you give me an orgasm with your cock, I'll blow you as if I'm your mother. Okay? You can even pretend I'm your mother sucking your cock. You may even call me Mom, Mommy, or mother, I don't mind. What's your mother's name?"
He looked down at her with sexual excitement.
"Christine," he said.
She smiled and lifted her head to give him a kiss.
"You may call me, Mom, mother, mommy, or even Christine if you'd like," she said.
She leaned to the side to reach in her nightstand drawer to pull out a condom and when she did, she exposed her naked ass to him. Taking the opportunity to feel her naked ass, he groped her from behind. She opened the condom and pulled it down over his prick.
Jimmy mounted her and Susan reached her hand down to guide his erect prick inside of her. Slowly humping her while kissing her, they made love. Then, when he started humping her faster and harder, she rolled him over and sat on him as if she was riding a bull in a rodeo. Jumping and bouncing up and down on him, he rolled her over and fucked her in the way she needed and wanted to be fucked. He pounded her pussy.
Fucking her faster, he fucked her harder. Seemingly determined to give her an orgasm with his cock in the way that he gave her an orgasm with his fingers and mouth, she promised him the blowjob of his life. She promised to suck his cock in the way that he imagined his mother sucking his cock. She even told him that he could cum in her mouth and watch her swallow.
"Oh, my God, Susan. I'm going to cum," said Jimmy.
She grabbed his ass with two hands and pushed him deeper inside of her.
"Don't cum. Not yet. I'm almost there. Hold. Think of something else," she said. "Think of baseball. Think of work. Think of anything that will stop you from cumming," she said. "Besides wouldn't you'd much rather cum in my mouth than cumming in a latex condom?"



He slowed his pace to keep from cumming.
"Okay, okay," he said.
Susan returned her humps with his. Humping him harder, she humped him faster until she ready to have her second orgasm.
"Oh, Jimmy. Oh, Jimmy. My God, Jimmy. Don't stop. Fuck me, Jimmy. Fuck me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming," she said collapsing again on the bed.
Instead of staying there while inside of her, Jimmy rolled off of her to rest on his back. He pulled the condom off and deposited in the basket on the floor beside the night table. After resting for a minute, Susan took his cock in hand and fondled the head of his prick before stroking his prick. Then, sliding her sexy, shapely body down half the length of him, she took his cock in her mouth.
Stroking him while sucking him, she wanted him to cum. She wanted him to cum in her mouth. She needed to taste his cum. She wanted to swallow his cum. Then, later, after he left, when alone with her vibrator and dildo and assuredly was horny again, she'd think of sucking Jimmy. She'd think of making love to him. She'd think of fucking him. Then, she'd think of him cumming in her mouth and her swallowing his cum.
Sucking him deeper while stroking him faster, Jimmy exploded a huge volume of cum in her mouth. An unexpected amount, she nearly gagged. Swallowing him, she licked him clean but as soon as she removed her mouth from his cock, he exploded another volume of cum all over her face. With cum dripping from her hair, her eyes, her nose, and her chin, he gave her a real cum bath. She wipe him from her before moving up to him to kiss him.
"That was a lot of cum Jimmy. Were you saving that for me? You gave me quite the cum bath," she said laughing while wiping her face with her sheet.
* * * * *
Was having sex with her co-worker who was her subordinate worth her sexual orgasms? Was her sexual orgasms worth taking a hit to her reputation? Was her sexual orgasms worth losing her job? Was having sex with a much younger man worth being called a cougar?
A reason for everything that oftentimes may not be disclosed until later in life, had Susan not had sex with Jimmy, she never would have been fired from her job and met her asshole boyfriend Tommy. Had she not experienced the sack of shit that Tommy was, she never would have known what a great man and a good lover 68-year-old Walter was when she met him. Right place and the right time, had she met Walter before she had sex with Jimmy, she'd have no reason to have sex with Jimmy. Right place and the right time, had she met Walter before she met Tommy, she wouldn't have looked twice at him.
To be continued...
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After flashing her panties and breasts at the mall, Jennifer returned home to discuss all of the hot flashing fun she had at the mall with her son.
After flashing her panties and breasts to dozens of men on her way to the mall and in the mall, Jennifer and her son, Michael, returned home sexually excited. Later that night, Michael hoped to be invited into his mother's bedroom and in her bed for hot sex. He hoped to discuss their flashing adventures with some hot pillow talk before, during, and while having some inspired, incestuous sex.
On the way home, instead of having Michael drive her new car, Jennifer drove. Done with flashing for the day, no longer having the urge to flash unsuspecting men, she no longer needed to pull down her blouse and pull out her tits. She no longer needed to flash any more truckers her panties and/or her tits on the way home in the way she needed to flash truckers her panties and/or her tits on her way to the mall. As if she was a morally modest woman, she sat ladylike in her car without having the need to put her ankles on the dashboard and raise the hem of her skirt higher than her panty clad pussy. She no longer had the need to flash the tollbooth attendant her sheer, white, bikini panties.
Between all of the truckers she flashed her panties and/or her tits to on the highway and the tollbooth attendant that she flashed her panties to too, she had flashed more than a dozen men just on her way to the mall alone. Then, with the blustery wind her sexy, flashing accomplice helping to make her flashing appear unintentional and accidental, there were the dozen or more men she had flashed her panties to in the mall parking lot when walking from her car to the mall. Going for the one day flashing record, today was to be a memorable day of flashing. With Michael her flashing accomplice, he helped her to flash her panties too.
"Thank you for helping me to flash my body to unsuspecting men today, Michael. I had fun flashing my panties and my tits," she said looking over at him while driving before giving her attention back to the road.
He patted her exposed thigh. Wanting to continue to move his hand up her short skirt and cup her pussy through her panty, he didn't want to distract her driving. Besides, always respectful of her, he didn't want to be crass by groping his mother. He'd much rather have a romantic, sexual time with her later.
"You're welcome Mom. I had a lot of fun," he said smiling ear to ear while remembering all of the men she flashed her tits and panties to on the way to the mall and at the mall.
* * * * *
Acting as if he didn't realize that he was flashing his mother's panties, Michael played the innocent shill. Before even reaching the main interior of the mall where all of the stores are located, he flashed his mother's panties. By lifting the top, back portion of her short skirt high enough to expose her panties, he flashed those men walking behind them her panties while walking along the long corridor to the main mall. Before she even flashed the shoe store salesman a continual view between her legs of her panties, she flashed more than a dozen truckers her tits and three more dozen men her panties outside and inside the mall. Already as many as fifty men, possibly even more, had seen her tits, her panty clad ass cheeks, and/or panty clad pussy.
"That was an inspired moment when you lifted the back of my short skirt just high enough to expose the back of my panties as we walked," she said giving him a sexy smile. "You made me so wet. You made me so horny. If we were alone, I would have sucked your cock," she said giving him a look that promised him that she'd be sucking his cock later that night.
Acting oblivious, she acted as if she had no idea her son had flashed her panties to men walking behind her while on her way to the shoe store. While lifting a handful of the top, back portion of her skirt, Michael walked with his hand at the top of her hip. With the back of her short skirt raised just high enough for the men walking behind her to see her panty clad ass cheeks and panties as she walked, Michael was already flashing her white, bikini panties to unsuspecting men.
Never even suspecting that she was his mother and he was her son, some men may have thought that Michael was deliberately flashing his wife's or his girlfriend's panties. They'd never suspect that she was in cohorts with her son in flashing her panties too. If only they knew she was his mother and he was her son having some incestuous flashing fun before having hot, incestuous sex, they'd be so jealous. With so many men wishing they had a mother who looked like her, they all wished they could have sex with someone like her. Yet, after all of the flashing fun was done, she'd be going home with him, her son. After all of the flashing fun was done, the real incestuous sex that they'd surely have tonight was just beginning of their incestuous mother and son sexual affair.
"I got the idea when I noticed how many men were walking behind you while staring at your shapely ass," he said with a laugh.
When counting the lucky shoe salesman, the dozen or so men who peered down her blouse and bra from the second floor balcony as she sat on a bench while acting oblivious to being peeped on, she had flashed another dozen or so men her panties and tits.
"I wish you could have seen the look on the shoe salesman's face," she said with a dirty laugh. "With his eyeballs popping out of his head, he had an erection the whole time he was waiting on me," she said with another laugh. "I thought he was going to cum in his pants. No doubt, he'll be masturbating over all that he saw of me later tonight."
Visualizing her flashing the shoe store salesman her panties, Michael had an even stronger sexual attraction to his mother. He had no idea she was so playful. With attending a nude beach with his Mom at the top of his flashing list, he imagined all the sexy fun they could have once the weather was warmer.
"I had a good time watching the men standing on the balcony and peering down at you. Every time you leaned forward on the pretense of texting on your phone, you gave them the perfect down blouse view of not only your cleavage and bra but also your areolas and nipples," he said.
She smiled a self-satisfied smile.
"I purposely chose that bra because it's a little big on me and when I lean forward, it does too. Being exposed that much, I feel as if I'm sitting there topless," she said with a dirty laugh. "As much as I love flashing men my panties, I love flashing men my tits too."
Next were the four lucky men riding behind her on the escalator up when she seemingly and serendipitously bent at the waist on the pretense of fixing her shoe. Intentionally flashing them a panty clad view between her legs, with them standing lower and her standing higher, it was as if she was standing on a ladder while wearing a short skirt.
"I was watching the reaction of those four men who were behind you on the escalator. They were already leaning down trying to see up your short skirt but then when you bent at the waist on the pretense of fixing your shoe, they went ballistic," said Michael. "I only wish I was on the escalator with them to see all that they were seeing of you."
She smiled her sexual excitement at her son.
"I'm sure they had a good look at my panty clad pussy from their low angle," she said with another dirty laugh.
Finally, there were the dozen or so men who took turns standing in front of her curtained dressing room to peep on her undressing and dressing as she tried on clothes while acting oblivious to their peeping.
"Being that I had to stand back away from the curtain, not wanting them to think we were working as a team deliberately flashing them, I couldn't see what they were seeing," said Michael. "How much did they see of you, Mother?"
She gave him a sexy smile.
"Trust me, as if they were peeping on a striptease show, I gave them plenty to see," she said with another dirty laugh. "Posing for them in the mirror, they saw me from the front and from the back. They saw me removing my skirt and blouse and standing in my underwear. They saw me removing my bra to try on tight sweaters and they saw me naked to try on bikinis," she said looking at her son with sexual excitement as if she was still standing naked in the dressing room. "I showed them everything they hoped to see," she said.
* * * * *
A successful day of flashing, she should have been nominated for an Academy Award for her acting oblivious to men peeping on her while deliberately flashing them. She guesstimated that she flashed at least 75 men, maybe even as many as 150 men her panties and/or her tits. In the old days, after she divorced her husband and didn't have a man in her life, she'd masturbate herself while recalling all of her flashing fun. In the old days, before she even made it out of the mall, at least one man she had flashed would have hit on her, try to pick her up, and take her home for sex. Only, she had her son there with her to save her from that annoying aggravation. No woman, even an exhibitionist woman, even a woman who enjoys showing her body to men, especially a woman who enjoys showing her body to men, wants to be accosted.
Only, even though she flashed hundreds of men, maybe even thousands of men since she had been flashing men from the age of 18-years-old, she never went home with anyone. Just because she enjoyed flashing men her panties, her cleavage, her bra, and her tits, didn't mean she wanted to have sex with every man or any man she flashed. Just because she enjoyed flashing bits and pieces of her sexy, shapely body, didn't mean that she was a slut or a whore. At least as far as she was concerned, she wasn't a whore or a slut.
The odd thing about exposing herself, although some may think otherwise and accuse her of being a slut and/or a whore, she wasn't a slut or a whore. Against all who she is and all that she was, she'd never have sex with someone she had just met and didn't know. With the men she flashed thinking that they were at the right place and in the right time, it was enough for her to tease men. It was enough for her to flash her sexy, shapely body to unsuspecting men, especially when they didn't think that her flashing was intentional.
She more enjoyed the shock value of flashing unsuspecting men. She more enjoyed seeing the surprised look on the faces of the men she flashed when they realized that they were seeing something that, even though they hoped to see, shouldn't be seeing. Maybe not nearly enough for them but it was plenty enough for her to have men see her and not touch her. Seemingly, in the way that she didn't want to have sex with any of the men she flashed, she wanted them all to wish they could have sex with her. The only man she looked forward to having sex with was her son.
Flashing men her underwear and more wasn't about having a man she didn't know and had never met pick her up for sex. She wasn't looking to have sex with anyone. Her flashing wasn't about sex, per se. Her flashing was more about how she felt about herself when flashing than about how they felt about seeing her flash. With men staring at her, leering at what they could see of her, and sexually wanting her while ogling at her panties, her cleavage, her bra, and her tits, her flashing unsuspecting men made her feel wanted and desired.
Call her exhibitionism her fetish, if you will, but her flashing was an effect caused from something deeper than just wanting to show her shapely, sexy body and/or to have sex. Her flashing was an effect and a result of something that she needed to do because of all of the deplorable, sexual abuse that she suffered and endured as a child. Even though she had years of psychological therapy, whenever the need resurfaced deep inside her for her to flash a man, she had to fill that need by flashing herself. She was unable to control the impulse to open her knees to flash men her panties in an up skirt. She was unable to stop herself from leaning forward to flash her cleavage, her bra, her areolas, and her nipples to a man in a down blouse peek.
In the way that an alcoholic needs a drink or a gambler needs to make a bet, the only way she could stop the overwhelming feeling was to flash bits and pieces of her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body. Besides, no matter, other than how she felt about herself, what was the harm? She wasn't hurting anyone. If anything, she was giving a multitude of men something to masturbate over later. If anything, she was not only sexually exciting men but she was pleasuring herself by masturbating herself when thinking about all of the men she flashed. Seeing all of the shocked and surprised looks on their faces, encouraged and motivated her to flash herself even more.
Admittedly, sometimes she wished she could stop flashing. Sometimes she felt wickedly guilty about flashing. Sometimes she wondered if she should talk to someone, a professional, about her apparent need to flash herself. It never made sense to her, if she was forced to expose her underwear clad and naked body as a child, why would she willingly expose her underwear clad and naked body as an adult.
With her not having the need to flash herself in a while, especially when she felt controlled by her need to flash someone, she thought she finally had her flashing under control. Before her trip to the mall with Michael, it had been a long while, months, since she had flashed any man her panties, her cleavage, and/or her bra. The last time she flashed was when she flashed a man her tits at a barbeque last summer. Making her flash appear accidental, when she was alone with the man, a move she had practiced before when alone, she lost her bikini top in the pool just by bobbing up and down. Yet, with Michael as her flashing accomplice, after exposing herself to him and after having sex with him, he had awakened her need to flash herself again.
Fortunately for her, no one she knew ever saw her flashing herself at the mall and even if they had, with no one the wiser, she always made her flashing appear accidental. Over the years, she had flashed every male friend, every male acquaintance, and every male relative. Carrying her flashing to the work place, she had flashed every male employee and every male boss. With no man ever suspecting her of deliberately flashing them, she had become expert at secretyly flashing men up skirts and down blouses.
With some people who had been sexually abused turning to alcohol, drugs, suicide, and/or becoming sexual abusers themselves, she flashed her panties and/or she flashed her tits to unsuspecting men. The least harmless of the effects caused from being physically, emotionally, and sexually abused, it sexually excited her to show men her panties, her cleavage, her bra, her areolas, her nipples, her tits, and even her naked ass and pussy. Oxymoronic that she'd want to show men her semi-naked and/or naked body after they forced her to have sex with them, it was fairly common for women and men to become flashers after they were sexually abused as children.
She couldn't even put a number on how many men she had flashed her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body to in the course of her life, hundreds perhaps, maybe even thousands. Going back decades, she had been flashing her sexy, shapely body ever since she turned 18-years-old. Only, now that she was older, not counting today's flashing fun at the mall, she hadn't been flashing her body in the way she used to flash her body when she was in her 20's and 30's. Back then, a literal flashing machine, she was always flashing herself. Back then, she was lucky that some man hadn't raped her, beat her, or murdered her and tossed her cut up body in garbage bags in a dumpster or dumped her lifeless, weighted down body at sea.
Happy for the company, she was glad that she had an escort to protect her from men who didn't take her flashing as harmless, sexy fun in the way that she had and in the way that her son obviously had too. She was glad that Michael was there to save her from being kidnapped, sexually molested, violently violated, raped, and/or worse. Having spent her life flashing alone and taking too many risks, she had some close calls and harrowing experiences with men who wouldn't take no for an answer.
Just because she flashed them her panties in an up skirt or her cleavage and bra in a down blouse, some men thought she was a slut and/or a whore. Some men who were twisted in their sexual feelings towards women thought she was an easy mark and that she'd have sex with them. Some men thought that just because she flashed them that they could touch her, grope her, and feel her where only she wanted and invited men to touch her, grope her, and feel her. Only, what they thought was sex in their minds, was violence in her mind. Being forced by someone to do something that they deem sexual against her will and being raped by someone is not sex but a violent act.
Fortunately for her, what she had in her favor was that she was tall, as tall as most men and she knew how to handle herself too. Not wanting to call attention to themselves, men who sexually and/or physically abuse women don't want a woman who may make a scene and/or fight back. They'd rather grab a petite woman, someone 5' tall, who weighed 100 pounds, and who won't give them any trouble. They're more looking for a victim for violence than they are looking for a willing, sexual partner.
Now, with her son, Michael in her head and in her bed, she no longer needed to masturbate herself while replaying the thoughts of all of the flashing she did when she had him to sexually satisfy her. With her never having a exhibitionism partner in crime and someone to discuss her flashing with before, other than her psychiatrist, she was obviously looking forward to discussing her flashing fun with her son now. Sharing her enthusiasm for his mother flashing her sexy, shapely body, Michael couldn't wait to have some hot pillow talk about her flashing so very many men before, during, and after having sex. Now, that she flashed herself at the mall, he wondered if she'd agree to attend a nude beach with him this summer.
'Wow! How hot would that be to walk around naked with his naked mother?'
* * * * *
Michael unloaded the bundles from her shopping spree from the trunk of his mother's car while his mother ran in the house to pee. A special day for his mom, today was her flashing adventure and shopping spree rolled into one. He was just happy to be there with her and to watch her flashing a small multitude of men.
Not really needing to buy anything anyway, this was the first time he went to the mall without buying anything and without even looking at anything other than his mother flashing men. Normally, like most men, he only goes to the mall when he needs to buy something whereas women go to the mall to window shop. He wasn't much of a window shopper. If he needed something, in and out of the store within five minutes, he'd walk in the store, buy the item, and leave.
With all of her purchases lined up on the living room carpet against the couch, his mother emerged from the bathroom, there was a flashing story attached to each one. She bought the pair of brown boots and black boots when she was flashing the shoe salesman. On the pretense of fixing her shoe, she bent at the waist when riding the escalator up while flashing her panties to the four men standing behind her. Acting obvious to their stares, she flashed men standing on the balcony down blouse views of her cleavage, her bra, her areolas, and her nipples while sitting on a bench and looking through her purchases. She bought the remainder of her clothes in a clothing store that had curtains on their dressing room after giving men a show of her underwear clad, topless, and naked body.



* * * * *
Already stripping off her clothes, as if he was the one being flashed and she was flashing him, a sexy sight to behold, Michael's mother emerged from the bathroom wearing just her bra and panties. When seeing his mother in her panty bra, something he still had a difficult time getting used to seeing, he still couldn't believe he was allowed to see his mother in all manners of undress. A sexual fantasy come true, he still couldn't believe he had sex with his mother last night. He couldn't believe they went flashing while shopping today. Always hating to go shopping, now he couldn't wait to go again. While discussing her flashing adventures on the way to the mall and while at the mall, he hoped to have sex with his mother again tonight.
"I can't wait to talk about all the flashing I did Michael. But first I need something to eat and I need a drink, a real drink," she said. "Being that we've been out all day, how about I order us a pizza?"
When she looked down at the bulge in his pants in the way that he stared at her bra and panties, he wondered if she was going to get sausage on her pizza.
"Pizza sounds good to me, Mom, I mean, Jennifer," he said when his mother shot him a look for calling her Mom. The only place she encouraged him to call her Mom or Mother, if he'd like, was when they were in bed together having sex. I think I still have some beer left in the fridge," he said getting up to make his mother a drink, a dry, gin martini with two olives and to grab a beer for himself.
The thought of ordering pizza inspired him to imagine his mother lying on the dining room table naked. He imagined her naked body smeared with tomato sauce and covered with sausages, black olives, and extra cheese. If there was a perfect topping type of pizza that he'd like to eat, that's the kind of pizza he was hungry to eat. Forget about food and forget about eating pizza, he wanted to eat his mother. Forget about sausages, he'd like to stick his sausage in his mother's mouth before burying his sausage in her pussy.
Sexually aroused from watching her flashing so very many men, he wanted to finger her and lick her pussy while reaching up to feel her naked breasts, fondle her naked breasts, and finger her naked nipples. He wanted to listen to her tell him how she felt flashing men her panties and her tits while he made love to her pussy with his mouth. After they ate their pizza, he couldn't wait to get his mother in bed naked. He couldn't wait for her to tell him how she felt about flashing her underwear clad, topless, and naked body to so very many men.
"Being that I'm still reeling from so many men seeing my panties and my tits," she said suddenly looking sexually aroused. She paused before speaking again as if she was thinking about not saying what she was going to say next. "What if you helped me flash the pizza delivery man," she said with a dirty laugh.
She gave him a naughty look and a sexy smile. Michael looked at his mother with renewed sexual arousal.
"Really? Seriously?" He looked at his mother as if she was joking with him and teasing him but then when he saw that she wasn't, he was sexually excited over watching his mother flash the pizza delivery man. "I'd love to help you flash the pizza delivery man. Just tell me what you need me to do," he said scratching his head.
Not knowing how she'd flash the pizza delivery man, he thought about his mother answering the door wearing just a towel and dropping the towel while reaching for the pizza. Yet, fairly common, he wondered how many women flashed the pizza delivery man by deliberately dropping their towel to flash them their naked bodies. Too many towel dropping flashes to appear unintentional, he thought they'd have to think of something else. He thought about her answering the door in her bra and panty, topless, or even naked. It excited him to think of a man seeing his mother's tits, ass, and pussy up close, close enough to touch them and to feel them.
Only, this was their new neighborhood and flashing here was risky business. Not only didn't they want to be found out that they were mother and son living together as boyfriend/girlfriend and/or as husband/wife, they didn't want anyone to know that Jennifer was an exhibitionist. What they did behind closed bedroom doors wasn't anyone's business as long as they kept their sexual escapades behind closed, bedroom doors and didn't include the neighborhood as party to their flashing. Mindful of all the children that lived in the neighborhood, they needed to be discreet.
What if one of the neighbors were to see her flashing the pizza delivery man? What if the pizza delivery man told people in the neighborhood that she flashed him? The only way she could get away with flashing the pizza delivery man and not have it come back at her was to make her flash appear unintentional and accidental instead of deliberate. Difficult to pull off but dropping her towel to the male, room service attendant was something she had done many times before. Only, with her there that day and gone the next, she didn't care if her flashes appeared unintentional or deliberate.
"I'm so horny from flashing on the highway and in the mall that I'm still in the mood to flash men my body," she said.
She reached for her pocketbook to dig out her cell phone to call for pizza delivery.
"Only," he looked at her dumbfounded how she'd even go about flashing the pizza delivery man. "How would we even do that?"
She answered his question with a sexy smile before telling him the details.
"Well," she said looking at him as if she had done this before. "Pretending I had just gotten out of the shower, when I see his car coming down the cul-de-sac, I'll wait for him outside on the front porch while wearing just my towel," she said swooning with what she was obviously going to say next. "None of our neighbors can see me standing on the front porch as long as I stay close to the front door."
Suddenly, he envisioned his mother standing outside and wearing nothing but a towel that barely covered her big tits, her brown pussy, and the curve of her shapely ass.
"Okay, this sounds good so far," he looked at her while suddenly sharing her sexual excitement. "Then what?"
She gave him a devious smile that made him wonder if she had ever done this before.
"With me standing close to the door, before he arrives, you take a corner of the towel and jam it in the door jamb while closing it. Then, when he walks up the front steps with the pizza and I walk towards him and, viola, the stuck towel will pull from my body. Not immediately realizing that I'm naked, standing there naked and in shock, I'll give him a few seconds to ogle my naked, sexy body. Then, while standing there and trying to cover my nakedness with the stuck towel, I'll bang on the door trying to get inside. Then, you open the front door and I run inside as if I'm embarrassed, mortified, and totally humiliated," she said.
Michael looked at his mother as if she was already standing there naked.
"Wow! I like it," he said. "I think that will work."
She made a sexually excited face.
"I know it will work," she said with a dirty laugh. "I've done the towel drop many times before."
* * * * *
Thirty minutes after they called for pizza, Jennifer was already standing on her front porch naked but for her white, oversized, cotton towel. Michael had already jammed the corner of her towel in the front door and as soon as his mother walked towards the pizza man, he'd pull more of her towel through the tight opening of the door. As if this was a Candid Camera joke, she wouldn't be able to rewrap herself in time before the pizza delivery man saw her naked tits, her naked pussy, and her naked ass.
To be continued...
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Four years later, Susan meets Tommy in a bar and invites him home for sex.
Continued from Chapter 3:
Susan returned her humps with his. Humping him harder, she humped him faster until she ready to have her second orgasm.
"Oh, Jimmy. Oh, Jimmy. My God, Jimmy. Don't stop. Fuck me, Jimmy. Fuck me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming," she said collapsing again on the bed.
Instead of staying there while inside of her, Jimmy rolled off of her to rest on his back. He pulled the condom off and deposited in the basket on the floor beside the night table. After resting for a minute, Susan took his cock in hand and fondled the head of his prick before stroking his prick. Then, sliding her sexy, shapely body down half the length of him, she took his cock in her mouth.
Stroking him while sucking him, she wanted him to cum. She wanted him to cum in her mouth. She needed to taste his cum. She wanted to swallow his cum. Then, later, after he left, when alone with her vibrator and dildo and assuredly was horny again, she'd think of sucking Jimmy. She'd think of making love to him. She'd think of fucking him. Then, she'd think of him cumming in her mouth and her swallowing his cum.
Sucking him deeper while stroking him faster, Jimmy exploded a huge volume of cum in her mouth. An unexpected amount, she nearly gagged. Swallowing him, she licked him clean but as soon as she removed her mouth from his cock, he exploded another volume of cum all over her face. With cum dripping from her hair, her eyes, her nose, and her chin, he gave her a real cum bath. She wipe him from her before moving up to him to kiss him.
"That was a lot of cum Jimmy. Were you saving that for me? You gave me quite the cum bath," she said laughing while wiping her face with her sheet.
* * * * *
Was having sex with her co-worker who was her subordinate worth her sexual orgasms? Was her sexual orgasms worth taking a hit to her reputation? Was her sexual orgasms worth losing her job? Was having sex with a much younger man worth being called a cougar?
A reason for everything that oftentimes may not be disclosed until later in life, had Susan not had sex with Jimmy, she never would have been fired from her job and met her asshole boyfriend Tommy. Had she not experienced the sack of shit that Tommy was, she never would have known what a great man and a good lover 68-year-old Walter was when she met him. Right place and the right time, had she met Walter before she had sex with Jimmy, she'd have no reason to have sex with Jimmy. Right place and the right time, had she met Walter before she met Tommy, she wouldn't have looked twice at him.
Chapter 4:
Four years later, now forty-three-years-old, Susan had a new, albeit a lower paying job with less responsibility. Instead of working as a Corporate Controller, she worked as a lowly writer. Yet, even though she was earning much less money doing something that she loved to do, writing for a living, she was more satisfied with her work. Now with her not having to supervise anyone and with whatever she does coming directly from her mind, she was happier and most times, working from home. Moreover, most days she was able to make her own hours.
Yet, today, unable to make her own schedule and lounge around the house, she had to be in work for a meeting, her presentation of ideas for their advertising/marketing campaign. Already late for work but not yet late for her presentation, normally conscientious about her job and always on time, even though her presentation was due, she didn't care if she was late for work today. Today, after a long, dry spell of involuntary abstinence, she was finally having some sexy, sexual fun. She was finally getting laid. With it having been a quite a while since she got laid, a sexually exciting surprise and an unexpected pleasure, she was still in bed with her boyfriend, Tom, who arrived early this morning.
He surprised her by stopping by as she was getting ready for work. After not hearing from him for a few weeks, he surprised her by showing up out of the blue at her front door. Just out of the shower and getting dressed, she only had time enough to put on her bra and panty, her blouse, and a short skirt before there was a knock at her door. Hoping it was him and suspecting it was him, no one knocked at her door but for her girlfriend, Jennifer, but not at this early hour of the morning.
Answering her door barefoot, she was glad that she had already fixed her hair and had time enough to put on her makeup. A shocking sight to behold, no man has ever seen her without her makeup. Not that she's ugly without wearing makeup, showing all the lines, wrinkles, and marks of living 43-years, she's just not as pretty without her face.
Being that Tommy had never seen her without makeup, she didn't want to ruin his illusion when it's been a while since she had seen him. She didn't want to give him a more realistic memory of her when the old memory worked just fine. When she knew he was here for sex, a booty call, for him to still sexually want her, she needed to always look her best.
Taking whatever she could get, especially now that she was older and no longer a twenty-something child or thirty-something-year-old MILF, Susan understood that it wasn't easy for him to get away from his wife and two kids. She never thought she'd be involved with a married man, it just happened that way. Besides, he lied to her by telling her that he was in the middle of getting a divorce, when he wasn't. He lied to her when he told her he was separated from his wife and no longer living at home, when he wasn't. Even when he told her that he was getting a divorce and was separated from his wife, she didn't believe him. She wanted to believe him and used him telling her that he was getting a divorce and was separated from his wife as her excuse to have and to continue to have sex with him.
Yet, his lying about his relationship with his wife didn't stop her from getting in bed with him. She was horny. She was sexually frustrated. She wanted him to give her sex. She needed to get laid. With him already there, he was hers for the taking if she wanted him. Besides, when they first met, she figured their sexual time together would be nothing more than a one night stand.
As if they were teenagers hiding their sexy, secret affair from their parents, they snuck around behind the scenes with lots of phone calls in between to plan their sexual rendezvous. It's never been easy for her to see him. Only, this morning, he surprised her. Instead of her calling him, this morning, he magically appeared at her front door ready for sex. With her always being so horny and so sexually frustrated lately after enduring such a sexual dry spell, this morning, she was ready for sex too.
Before she even met him and before she even had sex with him, something to allay her guilt and to assure herself that she wasn't responsible for breaking up his marriage, he told her he was separated from his wife. Separated her ass. He told her that he was getting a divorce. Divorce her ass. As did all the men in her life, he lied to her.
Now more than a year later and with him still sticking to his same, sad story about being separated and getting a divorce from his wife, she suspected that he was lying to her about being separated and/or getting a divorce. If he was separated from his wife, why didn't he invite her to his apartment? Never did he invite her to his place. If he was getting a divorce, why didn't he take her anywhere, to dinner and/or to the movies? Always he came to her place.
With her pushing the issue and calling him on his bluff, he finally told her that he was staying with his wife because of the kids. Kids her ass. With him out late at night drinking and picking up new women to fuck, he never sees his kids. She wondered if he even had children. She wondered if he was even married.
Now no longer taking him at his word and not believing anything he said, she suspected that he had been lying to her all along about everything. Even more hurtful than him lying to her, she suspected that she wasn't the only women he was seeing. She suspected that he had other woman on the side that he was having sex with, lying to, and stringing them along too. She suspected that he didn't love her, even though he told her that he did love her but not in so many words.
He told her that he loved her with his gentle touches and his passionate kisses. He told her he loved her by the way he gave her orgasms. Only, now that she knew the truth about him lying, what she thought was love was nothing more than sex. Readying herself for the adjustment of living without him in her life, she knew, one day soon, she'd catch him with another woman. She knew, one day soon, she'd find out the truth about him. She knew, one day soon, that she'd be alone with her bad self again.
Yet, if he was sincere about getting a divorce, he would have gotten a divorce by now. Moreover, the reason why he always had trouble finding the time to see her, she suspected that she wasn't the only one he was seeing behind his wife's back, if he even had a wife. With him a good looking man, she knew there were others, a lot of others. Only, unable to go there, especially when she was so horny and so happy to see him again, she removed those thoughts of him cheating on her from her mind. Willing to stick her head in the sand and/or up in the clouds, she didn't want to know what he did when he wasn't with her.
Yet, when she was lonely and horny, when he wasn't there to comfort her and sexually satisfy her, all of those dark thoughts of him having sex with other women filled her with sadness, depression, anger, and sorrow. Suspecting that he was cheating on his wife with her, if he even had a wife, she suspected that he was just using her for sex. With him just another man who didn't want to commit, little did he know that she was using him for sex too. He was just another man who wanted something for nothing in return for free sex. Fortunately for him, with her always so horny and sexually frustrated, not expecting anything in return from him, sex was all she that wanted from him too.
With her knowing his type, he wanted all of the sexual fun without any of the responsibility of living with her, caring for her, and supporting her emotionally, physically, and financially. With her wanting to build a life together with him before, she was glad that he hadn't committed to her now. With so many men preferring just to play the field while hoping someone better will come along, for whatever the reason, he was just another man who was unable to commit to just her.
Saving all of that discussion for later, putting all of her suspicions out of her thoughts, in the way she was so hot for sex right now, she didn't care. Feeling no deep emotional connection of love for him as she once did, with him just a hard cock to her right now, she needed sex. She needed to get laid. She needed to feel a big, hard prick in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. She needed him to give her an orgasm. She needed to cum.
With her so horny, she didn't care if he had three wives and a dozen kids. As long as he didn't give her a sexually transmitted disease, she didn't care if he was married, wasn't married, divorce, separated, and/or cheating on her too. Explaining why he rarely had the time to see her, as long as she didn't know the truth about him, she really didn't care if he was lying to her while cheating on her with a dozen other women. It really didn't matter. What mattered more to her now was that he was here to give her an orgasm. He was here to get laid and for her to suck him after she fucked him.
* * * * *
What she more cared about was that he looked like Brad Pitt but without hair. She always liked Brad Pitt, an understatement. She loved Brad Pitt. For as long as she could remember, from the first time she saw him in Thelma and Louise, she was in love with Brad Pitt as an actor and as a man. Brad Pitt was her dream man, her sexual fantasy man, and the one man she'd do anything to have sex with even just once. Hating Jennifer Aniston when she married Brad Pitt, she hated Angelina Jolie even more when she stole him away from Jennifer Aniston and recently married him.
With her having seen all of his movies more than once, she had such a huge, celebrity crush on him. When Tommy wore a hat, his customary baseball cap, he looked how Brad Pitt looked when he played Billy Beane in Moneyball. Still, it was difficult to imagine him with hair, as it was difficult to imagined Brad Pitt without hair. His uncanny resemblance to him looking like Brad Pitt was how she was attracted to him in a bar in the first place.
A man approached her and even from a distance he looked familiar as if she had met him before or had seen him somewhere before. He was taller than her, thank God. With her 5'9" tall without heels and even taller with heels, most men were shorter than her. Tommy was at least 6' tall.
"Hi," he said turning to her and giving her a big smile that made him look even more like Brad Pitt. "I'm Tom," he said looking down at her nearly empty glass. "May I buy you a drink?"
When he talked to her was when she recognized him as Brad Pitt in the flesh. She had to look hard at him to find the smallest detail in his face to assure herself that he wasn't Brad Pitt. As if he was an imposter or an impersonator impersonating him, he even had the same voice and the same mannerisms as he did. Weird, so very weird.
Thinking that she was seeing things, hearing things, and/or imagining things, she did a double take when she saw how much he resembled her movie star idol. With her envisioning this stranger as looking like her favorite movie star, maybe she was so horny and so sexually frustrated that she was losing her mind while thinking that Brad Pitt just offered to buy her a drink. Trying not to stare, she took a closer look at him.
'Wow! He does look a lot like Brad Pitt,' she thought to herself.
He could be Brad Pitt's brother. Maybe he was Brad Pitt's younger brother. Actually, he could be Brad Pitt's bald identical, twin brother. If Brad Pitt had cancer, God forbid, and lost his hair due to chemotherapy, he'd look like Tom. Now, she wondered if, in the way that Brad Pitt was bald in the movie The Curious Case of Benjamin Button, she questioned if he was bald in real life and wore a hairpiece. A lot of famous movie stars wore hair pieces, Charlie Sheen, Burt Reynolds, Ben Affleck, Jude Law, John Travolta, Daniel Craig, Billy Bob Thornton, Kevin Costner, and Sean Connery. Maybe instead of him being Tom, he really is Brad Pitt in disguise without his hairpiece.
'Wow! Wouldn't that be something? Nah, that's just hopeful thinking on her part,' she thought
"No," she said taking the last sip of her drink. "Thank you. I have a one drink limit," she said holding up her drink. "I'm driving," she said suddenly remembering that drunken night four, long years ago when Jimmy volunteered to drive her home.
She wondered what ever happened to him. She wondered if he was still working at the same place, her old company. She wondered if he was seeing anyone. She wondered if he ever had sex with his mother.
"With you nearly done with your drink, I'll have to talk fast," he said with a sexy laugh.
She gave him a smile while spellbound by him. Even if he wasn't Brad Pitt in disguise, with him looking so much like him, she could easily pretend that he was Brad Pitt, especially with them naked and in bed together. Already starry eyed, she wanted to believe that he was Brad Pitt. She imagined calling him Brad before kissing him. She imagined being on her knees and looking up at him before blowing him while pretending that he really was Brad Pitt.
"I just stopped in to unwind before going home alone to my tiny, studio apartment alone," she said making sure that he heard her say that she was going home alone. "I needed to decompress before heating up some mac and cheese," she said with a sad, little laugh. "I've had one Hell of a day at work. I just couldn't bear to go home alone," she said again hoping he'd get the hint. "Actually, the whole week was pretty bad," she said raising her glass to take another unconscious sip of her drink from her empty glass.
For her to forget that she had already finished her drink, Susan was obviously nervous that her look-a-like Brad Pitt was talking to her. She was always nervous talking to men and even more so because he look so very much like Brad Pitt. She imagined making love to him while imagining that she was making love to the real Brad Pitt. She imagined him telling her that he really was Brad Pitt and was stepping out on Angelina for a night of wild sex. She imagined him telling her that he no longer loved Angelina but now loved her.
* * * * *
Yet, after what happened with her ex-husband and Jimmy, along with a multitude of other men along her way and before them, she had a love/hate relationship with men. Turning mean and nasty in a second, she knew what men were capable of doing. She never had a good relationship with men. Always starting out well, it always ended badly. Always, whether it was for sex, money and/or for sex and money, men were always there to take sexually advantage of her, use her, and abuse her.
If anything, after being emotionally and physically abused by her ex-husband, and sexually abused by her four, drunken brothers when they gangbanged raped her, she feared men. Continuing the cycle of sexual abuse from when she was younger, her piano teacher sexually abused her for years. Because she was blonde, pretty, and had big, blue eyes, even her uncle forced her to give him oral sex. Her favorite cousin beat her, tortured, and raped her before trying to drown her for fear that she'd tell what he did to her.
"Don't tell," he continued saying to her while pushing her head under dirty and freezing pond water on an extremely cold day in February. "Don't tell." So traumatized and never so cold as she was that day, she didn't speak for years after that incident.
Rather than just talk to her, most men just stared at her, leered at her, and ogled her. Rather than just talk to her as if she was a person who happened to be a beautiful and sexy woman, most men treated her as if she was fresh meat. Rather than just talk to her, most men saw her as being unapproachable and someone to put up on a pedestal in the way they do with models, celebrities, strippers, porn stars, Playboy centerfolds, and football cheerleaders. Yet, for the most part, most men looked at her as if she was just someone to suck them before they fucked her. Besides, most men didn't want a dialogue, they just wanted sex.
A reason that escaped her, perhaps for the fear of being rejected, the good looking guys were seemingly always reluctant to approach her. It was always the oddballs, the screwballs, the drunks, the crazies, the weirdoes, and the men who looked more like Danny DeVito than Brad Pitt who took the time to talk to her. If only they'd talk to her, just talk to her, albeit without ogling her exposed long line of cleavage and big tits, maybe she'd find someone normal to date.
Seemingly, it's always the ordinary looking men, instead of the hunks, who possess the self-confidence to approach and talk to a beautiful woman. In the way that Billy Joel ended up with Christie Brinkley, Rick Ocasek of the Cars married supermodel Paulina Porizkova, and/or Rod Stewart married so very many beautiful women, women aren't enamored with outside appearances in the way that men ignore what's on the inside of a woman for what's on the outside. Granted some women marry for money and to have a better life but, as far as women are concerned when it comes to men, looks aren't everything.
So very many obese or not as attractive women would make a much better wife, lover, and mother than a skinny, dimwitted, pretty bitch of a blonde with big tits. Only, men don't take the time to talk to women. Men would much rather have arm candy than an equal partner and a woman who had a brain in her head. Men would much rather have their fantasy woman than to have a realistic partner in life who'd make a much better wife, lover, mother, and best friend.



* * * * *
A terrible liar, with the truth written all over the guilty look that always appeared on her face, she was never good at lying. She didn't need to decompress as she told Tommy she did when first meeting him in the bar. She didn't have a terrible day and/or a worse week. The truth of the matter was that she was that she had a very good day and a good week and was there at the bar hoping to meet a man.
The truth of the matter was that she was there hoping for and looking for sex. Having been a while since she felt a man on top of her and inside of her, she just needed to get laid. Only, not just any man and any cock would do. She needed a special man and it was as if God intervened by giving her a sign when he delivered her a man who resembled her beloved Brad Pitt.
Seemingly, all of her girlfriends and co-workers were getting more sexual action than she was. Seemingly all of her girlfriends and co-workers always had a story to tell about a man they had just met, connected with, and had sex. Her girlfriends couldn't wait to call her Sunday to tell her about the man they met Saturday night. Her co-workers would routinely return to work from having hot sex over the weekend with some guy they just met. Filling her in with all of the sexual details, she always left her friends and her co-workers feeling envious, horny, and sexually frustrated.
Normally not shy, normally confidently self-assured, she suddenly turned into a wallflower whenever in the company of men, especially tall, good looking men, and men for whom she felt a sexual attraction. Shy and modestly moral, she was a good girl. She wasn't a slut or a whore, although she could be a slut and a whore for the right man but not for any man and every man in the way her girlfriends were. If only men knew what she was thinking, they'd think her a slut. If only men knew she was checking out their bulges as much as they were checking out her big breasts and round, shapely ass, they'd think her a whore.
"What's your name?"
As if he had done this hundreds of times before, picking up a woman in a bar, he gave her a confident smile. As if she had done this a hundred times before, allowing a man to pick her up in a bar, she went through the fruitless exercise of conversation when all she wanted was sex.
"Susan," she said making eye contact with him for a second before breaking away when she realized again how much he looked like Brad Pitt and how much she was staring at him.
Not making his glance furtive but his look obvious, he stared down at the cleavage that showed above her low cut blouse. She had big, natural breasts that were D cups in size. She knew that if she wanted sex, all she needed to do was to flash her sexy cleavage. She knew that if she wanted sex, all she had to do was to act interested in the man while smiling. In the way that a hypnotist sways something shiny in front of a subjects eyes, she only needed to show some tit to get the undivided attention of most men. Only, however, whether she was smiling or not, most men stared down at her breasts instead of staring up at her face and her big, beautiful, blue eyes.
"What do you do...for work?"
As if her breasts were nakedly exposed, he talked to her breasts. He stared at the impressions her big nipples suddenly made through her bra and in her blouse. In was a bit chilly in the bar and she was a lot horny. She was already wet with the thoughts that this man may take her back to his place and fuck her brains out of her blonde, pretty head. She was already ready to have sex with her look-a-like Brad Pitt.
* * * * *
'Did you hear what happened to Susan Jill Parker?'
Susan imagined one man talking about her to another.
'No, what happened to her?'
'She fucked some guy, a bald, Brad Pitt look-a-like, so long and so hard that she fucked his brains out of his head.'
'Wow! That's how I'd like to go,' she imagined him saying. 'I'd do anything for Susan to fuck my brains out of my head too.'
'Yeah, well,' she imagined him saying to his friend, 'you'd have to have a brain first for that to happen.'
* * * * *
"I'm a writer," she said with more disappointment than pride. "When not writing copy, I write blurbs and phony product reviews. I'm not proud of what I write when writing that shit but it pays the bills while allowing me to write my novels and short stories to post online and to sell as e-Books," she said.
As if she was a horse giving him a go ahead nod, she gave him the eye while tossing back her long, blonde, lush, beautiful hair with a practiced nod of her pretty head. She knew guys liked it when she tossed back her hair like that. As if they were imagining her tossing back her hair before, during and/or after sucking their cocks, she always got their attention by making that one, simple move with her head and with her hair.
As if her long, blonde hair were her angel wings, her hair cascaded down behind her head and down her back as if her hair was a golden, shimmering waterfall or the strings of a harp being strummed. It even amazed her how her hair returned to the way she wanted it without even brushing it or smoothing it down with her hand. An unnecessary habit, she fluffed her hair down with her hand nonetheless. Involuntary body language and a telltale sign, she always touched her hair, played with her hair, curled her hair with her finger, or stroked her hair when interested in a man.
"A writer? Wow," he said already showing his disinterest in what she does for a living with his patronizing, plastic smile.
No doubt, he would have been more impressed had she said she was a stripper. No doubt, he would have been more impressed had she said that she worked as a paid escort, a prostitute, or a call girl. No doubt, he would have been more interested with her if she had said she was a nudist trying to summon the courage to remove her clothes in this bar.
Revealing to her that he was a player, it was easy to tell in the way he walked, talked, and carried himself. Obviously, full of himself, he thought a lot of himself. Besides, he was already looking around the room for someone better, perhaps someone not as intelligent.
Girlfriend material and a good woman to have as a wife, a lover, and a mother, she was sexy, smart, witty, and beautiful. She showed him that she had a brain in her head by telling him that she was a writer instead of a stripper, a paid escort, a prostitute, or a call girl. Not that all strippers, paid escorts, prostitutes, or call girls are dumb but many of them do what they do because they don't have an education.
Obviously, by him looking around the room for someone else, he was perhaps looking for someone who'd be less work cerebrally and easier to get in bed. Only, sizing up the talent, something she had a habit of doing when first walking in a room, she already looked around the room when she first walked in the bar. But for a couple of cute, dyed blondes with fake tits, there was no one who looked better and/or hotter than she looked.
Yet, even though she was tall, blonde, busty, sexy, and beautiful, as if afraid to make a move on a beautiful woman, most guys just stared. Most guys became paralyzed and shy to approach a beautiful woman instead of having the confidence to go and talk to a beautiful woman. If only they knew that no matter what they looked like, as long as they weren't monstrous looking, angry, mentally deranged, or married, women more cared about what was inside of a man instead of what he looked like on the outside.
Of course, there are always exceptions to the rule. If he looked like Brad Pitt, then all bets were off. If he had an eight inch cock and an extra-long and wide tongue and was skilled at using both during sex, it wouldn't matter if he was an asshole. Women were willing to put up with any man for a night or for a weekend if he was good and was a generous lover in bed.
"What about you? What do you do?"
She knew as soon as he broke eye contact and delayed answering her by looking away from her to look down at the floor, that he didn't have a job. Whatever was his profession before, he didn't seem proud about how he earned a living now. She figured he was unemployed. She figured he couldn't hold down a job. She figured he was a bum. She pegged him for a loser.
In the way he spoke, not as articulate as the men she was normally sexually attracted to, she figured he didn't even attend college, never mind graduate from college. In the way he spoke and the rudeness he showed in the brief conversation they had with him already acting disinterested and bored, she figured that he hadn't even finished high school. Only, for what she needed a man for, she didn't care if he had a job, couldn't hold down a job, was unemployed, didn't have a college education, or if he even dropped out of high school.
He didn't need to be educated to lick her pussy and fuck her cunt. As long as he was sexually experienced and anyone who looked like Brad Pitt, even a bald Brad Pitt, had to be sexually experienced, she looked at him as a potential lover. As long as he had a hard cock, she was interested in having him sexually service her. As long as he could fuck her brains out and give her an orgasm with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock, she was good to go home with him.
"Oh, you know," he said looking around her, behind her, and down at the floor. "I, um, do this and that, anything for a buck," he said.
'This and that? What does that even mean? That's something she'd tell her girlfriends was the reason why she wanted to go to a flea market in the hopes of finding this or that.'
"So you don't have a real job with benefits and retirement," she said with a snide, little laugh while baiting him to tell her more.
As soon as she said it, she was sorry she said what she did. As soon as she said that, he looked uncomfortable and fell back on his heels as if ready to leave. As if interviewing him for potential husband material, she needed to be less invasively critical of him. All she wanted was a sexy man for the night. All she wanted was to get laid. All she wanted was her horniness and sexual frustration sated by an orgasm.
What did it really matter what he did or didn't do for a living. Who cares? With her already suspecting that he was a player, she wasn't looking to have a long term relationship with bald, Brad Pitt. She just wanted to have some sexy fun to keep the cobwebs clear from her pussy drying up from lack of use.
"I haven't had a real job since the economy crashed," he said. With all of the higher paying manufacturing jobs going to China, employers busting unions, and jobs going overseas to countries I never even heard of, seemingly everyone was unemployed or underemployed these days. Instead of having half a dozen people vying for the same job, there were dozens applying for the same job. People with advanced college degrees were being chosen over people like me who had barely graduated high school."
He had the same sad story that so many men his age had. The recession had hit the white collar, middle management workers the hardest. Only, most men didn't look like him. Most men weren't able to fall back on their good looks to earn a dollar. Now she wondered if he worked as a paid escort. Curious about how a paid escort would be in bed, she never had sex with a gigolo before. In the way she was feeling so horny and needed to get laid, she'd have sex with Don Juan or Danny De Vito, as long as he could make her cum.
"Sorry," she said feigning her interest in his problems as much as he feigned his interest in her chosen career.
Besides, she was more interested in the size of his cock than the size of his checkbook. The only reference she wanted to know was if he was good in bed. With some men more attracted to women with big asses and/or women with smaller breasts, she wondered if he liked big tits. She suddenly imagined sitting on his cock and hanging her big breasts in her face while he reached up to finger her nipples and suck her tits.
"Now it's every man for himself. There are no more jobs in the way they used to be. All the jobs available today are low paying and part-time jobs without benefits. I'm better off doing what I do, hang out on the corner and see what comes my way," he said. "Every day is different. No day is the same. Some days I make nothing, other days I make a score, and once in a blue moon, I make a killing."
A killing? She wondered if he meant by making a killing. She wondered if he meant that figuratively or literally. Now she understood the meaning of this and that. Obviously, he was a petty thief, a con man, and/or a criminal of some sort. She just hoped, with her thinking about going home with him that he wasn't a serial killer or a paid assassin. She didn't want to be found murdered and dumped in a dumpster missing her head and hands or dumped in the ocean while swimming with the fishes.
"I haven't hung out on the corner since I was riding my bike," she said with a laugh. "So, what are you then? Are you a criminal, gangster, a hitman, or a Mafia person? Is that it? If not that, what then?"
He gave her a smile that told her that what he did and who he was, was none of her business. He gave her a smile that gave her an image of him looking up at her with a mouthful of her pussy.
"Let's just say that I'm in business for myself," he said with a shrug.
Yet, no matter what he did or didn't do for a living, she looked at him with the thoughts of going home with him, having him strip her naked, and having sex with this bald, Brad Pitt, look-a-like. Knowing better, she knew he was a bum, a player, and a bad boy. She knew she'd regret her decision of getting involved with such a man but she was horny and he looked interested and interesting enough to scratch her itch and sexually satisfy her for the night, just one night. She only hoped he had a skilled tongue and a big cock. Unless he had a pair of gym socks in his pants, he had a bulge big enough to satisfy her sexual needs.
"Did anyone ever tell you that you look like Brad Pitt...but without hair," she said with a laugh.
He ran a hand over his shaved head.
"I get that all the time," he said.
He took a step back to look at her.
"My turn," he said looking at her as if she was standing before him naked. "Did anyone ever tell you that you look like Jennifer Nettles from the country western singing duo, Sugarland, but with tits," he said using that comment to stare down at her big tits.
She laughed.
"No, you're the first," she said with another laugh. "Normally men tell me that I look more like Taylor Swift but with tits, but I don't think I look anything like Taylor Swift. Maybe because I'm so tall and blonde men used to tell me that I looked like Faith Hill. I think I look more like Faith Hill than I do Taylor Swift or Jennifer Nettles."
He took a step back as if he was looking at a portrait in an art gallery.
"Now that you mention her, you do look like Faith Hill," he said. "Actually, you could be her better looking and sexier sister."
When he didn't invite her back to his place, she figured he was married. Yet, what did it matter if he was married or not. He was hot. She just wanted to borrow him and his cock for the night. Not really caring who he was or what he does, even if he was married or single, she only wanted him for one night. Besides, if he was married, she'd probably never see him again and that was fine with her. From that brief, first encounter, she made her move.
"Would you like to go someplace quieter? We can go back to my place," she said.
She invited him back to her place and ended up in bed with him.
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter 4:
Yet, no matter what he did or didn't do for a living, she looked at him with the thoughts of going home with him, having him strip her naked, and having sex with this bald, Brad Pitt, look-a-like. Knowing better, she knew he was a bum, a player, and a bad boy. She knew she'd regret her decision of getting involved with such a man but she was horny and he looked interested and interesting enough to scratch her itch and sexually satisfy her for the night, just one night. She only hoped he had a skilled tongue and a big cock. Unless he had a pair of gym socks in his pants, he had a bulge big enough to satisfy her sexual needs.
"Did anyone ever tell you that you look like Brad Pitt...but without hair," she said with a laugh.
He ran a hand over his shaved head.
"I get that all the time," he said.
He took a step back to look at her.
"My turn," he said looking at her as if she was standing before him naked. "Did anyone ever tell you that you look like Jennifer Nettles from the country western singing duo, Sugarland, but with tits," he said using that comment to stare down at her big tits.
She laughed.
"No, you're the first," she said with another laugh. "Normally men tell me that I look more like Taylor Swift but with tits, but I don't think I look anything like Taylor Swift. Maybe because I'm so tall and blonde men used to tell me that I looked like Faith Hill. I think I look more like Faith Hill than I do Taylor Swift or Jennifer Nettles."
He took a step back as if he was looking at a portrait in an art gallery.
"Now that you mention her, you do look like Faith Hill," he said. "Actually, you could be her better looking and sexier sister."
When he didn't invite her back to his place, she figured he was married. Yet, what did it matter if he was married or not. He was hot. She just wanted to borrow him and his cock for the night. Not really caring who he was or what he does, even if he was married or single, she only wanted him for one night. Besides, if he was married, she'd probably never see him again and that was fine with her. From that brief, first encounter, she made her move.
"Would you like to go someplace quieter? We can go back to my place," she said.
She invited him back to her place and ended up in bed with him.
Chapter 5:
As soon as she opened her front, closed it, and locked it, in the way she pushed Jimmy up against the wall four years ago, Tommy pushed her up against her hall wall. Kissing and kissing her, French kissing her, he touched and felt her through her clothes. With one hand feeling her shapely ass through her short skirt and panty, his other hand felt her big tits through her blouse and fingered her erect nipples through her bra. As if he had four hands, instead of just two, his hands were all over her sexy, shapely body.
Kissing and kissing him, she felt his hard prick through his pants and underwear. Teasing him, she felt the length of his hard cock through his clothes with her hand. Enticing him, she fingered the head of his erection through his pants. As if she was about to punish him by rupturing him with a hard squeeze, she cup his testicles through his trousers. She couldn't wait to feel the real thing in her hand without his pants and his underwear getting in the way of her sexual touches, feels, gropes, and strokes. She couldn't wait to feel him in her mouth, just as she couldn't wait to feel him buried in her pussy.
Rather than just lifting her short skirt, pulling down her panties, bending her over and, fucking her as if she was a dog, she loved it that he didn't rush but took his sweet time with foreplay and with making out with her. Seemingly, he wanted to French kiss her just as much as she wanted to French kiss him. Seemingly, he enjoyed feeling her through her clothes just as much as she enjoyed feeling him through his clothes. With her not knowing what to expect from him the first time having sex with him, she was glad that he was taking it slow instead of rushing. She was glad that he seemingly wanted to make love to her than to just fuck her.
* * * * *
Now, it was several months after their first sexual encounter since she invited him home from the bar. Even though he had seen her bra clad breasts and naked breasts dozens of times, wanting him to take his sweet time undressing her, she loved it when he unbuttoned one button of her blouse at a time. Instead of quickly stripping her naked, as if opening an expensive present, she loved it when he took the time to look to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. With him looking at her with lust and sexual, wanton desire, she loved it when he looked at her unbuttoned blouse as if seeing her cleavage and bra clad breasts for the first time.
Once her blouse was unbuttoned, and her bra clad breasts were exposed to his horny eyes, he made her feel sexually wanted and desired as a woman. Then, as if he was a sculptor holding a priceless work of art, she loved how he gently cupped her breasts through her bra with his big hands while feeling the impressions her nipples made through her bra. Instead of rushing to remove her bra and to see, feel, fondle, and suck her naked breasts, she loved it when he leaned down to suck her nipples through her bra. Oh, my God, watching him suck her nipple erect through her bra made her so wet and she thought she'd cum right there.
Rather than just lifting her bra over her big tits, after kissing her and feeling her breasts through her bra while fingering and sucking her nipples through her bra, she preferred him stealthily unhooking her bra from the back. As if he was a horny teenager in the backseat of a car, she loved it when he stared at her breasts and felt her breasts as if her breasts were the first naked breasts he had ever seen and felt. With her bra straps still on her shoulders and her bra cups still cradling her breasts, she loved when he felt her big tits and fingered and sucked her nipples through her unhooked bra before he removed her bra. Then, as if she was a painter presenting her painting to him, her masterpiece, she loved it when he lifted and removed her bra to expose her big tits to his horny eyes.
There was nothing more sexually exciting than him touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking her breasts for the first time as there was now months later. Teasing her while kissing and kissing her, she loved it when he slid a slow hand across her nipples before fingering her nipples. She loved it when he pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples before leaning down to take her nipples in his mouth, first one and then the other. With dirty talk her sexy, sexual thing, she loved having her nipples sucked as much as she loved it when he talked dirty to her.
With him looking so very much like Brad Pitt, her bald Brad Pitt, she enjoyed pretending that she was having sex with the real Brad Pitt while perhaps he pretended he was having sex with Faith Hill or Jennifer Nettles. What seemingly worked for one, in imagining having sex with a celebrity, sexual partner, seemingly worked for the other. Sexual fantasies were healthy and allowed them to continue to keep their romance exciting and alive much longer than what they both thought would only be a one night stand.
"You have such big tits. They're so firm," he said squeezing them. "They'd so shapely," he said staring at them. "I love your big breasts Susan."
He looked up at her before staring back down at her naked breasts.
"Thank you, Tommy.
She looked down at her naked breasts before looking back up at him.
"I love feeling your firm breasts through your blouse while fingering the impressions your nipples make through your bra," he said playing her slow game of seduction while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra. "I love feeling your tits through your clothes before removing your bra to feel, finger, and suck your naked tits," he said taking her nipples in his mouth, first one and then the other.
Yet, not portraying who he really was, somehow she knew that if it was up to him, she'd already be naked and on all fours while he pounded her pussy or humped her mouth. Having been with enough men to know who he was, if she was some wicked whore, a paid escort, or a nasty prostitute, if it was up him, he would have already been finished by now and out the door. With him the type, somehow she knew that if it was up to him, he'd rather take care of his sexual needs first than wanting to take care of her sexual needs first. Still, with him her age, a few years older, she'd rather be having sex with him than having sex with a man who was 15 years younger than her, as she did when she had sex with Jimmy four, long years ago.
"Thank you, Tommy. I love my big tits too," said Susan laughing while looking down to cup her big breasts in her hands.
She slowly ran her hands over her naked breasts as if she was running her hands over his bald head or passing her hands over two crystal balls. She slowly slid her palms over her nipples. With just a sexy smile, she encouraged him to continue touching her and feeling her while kissing and kissing her.
"I love removing your bra and seeing your big breasts as if seeing them for the first time. I love fingering your nipples, pulling your nipples, turning your nipples, twisting your nipples, and sucking your nipples," he said. "You have such amazing tits, so shapely and so firm. Then, when I finger them before sucking them, your nipples become so hard and so erect that I can't get enough from fingering them and sucking them."
She loved it when he paid so much attention to her breasts. She loved it when he complimented her breasts. She loved it when he felt and sucked her big tits. She loved the way that he looked at her naked tits and touched her naked tits. She became so very sexually excited when he pulled, turned, twisted, and nibbled on her nipples.
Then, he ran a slow hand from her ankle all the way up her thigh. She loved it when he felt and fondled her legs before continuing to slide a slow hand up her short skirt to touch her pussy through her bikini panty with his fingertips before cupping her pussy through her panty. With his hand moving so slowly and his touch so delicately light, he sent shivers down her spine and goosebumps on her arms. Oh my God, already so very wet, she was so horny. With her so very horny and so very sexually frustrated, she thought she'd cum right there. She was so ready to be licked, fingered, and fucked. She couldn't wait for him to remove her panties and take her pussy in his mouth and lick her to orgasm.
She loved how he took his sweet time kissing her while feeling her. As if she was having sex with a woman instead of with a man, she loved it when he pressed down to slide a slow, firm finger, along her pussy slit to rub her clit through her panty. Not rushing her, instead of just pulling off her panties and mounting her, she loved it when he pushed her panty aside with his finger to rub her clit and finger her wet pussy. She gasped when he felt her warm wetness with his fingertip.
Making her wait, seemingly making her beg to feel his big, hard cock inside of her, she loved it when he stuck his finger inside of her while kissing and kissing her. Finally, with her more than willing and ready for sex, she loved it how he got her so very wet and in the mood for sex by rubbing her clit and masturbating her. As much as she couldn't wait for him to make love to her, she loved him masturbating her while kissing her, feeling her breasts, and fingering her nipples. She only hoped that he'd continue to take his sweet time and eat her pussy and lick her pussy before fucking her pussy to orgasmic pleasure.
* * * * *
While he fingered her pussy through her panties, she fingered his cock through his pants. Knowing what he wanted, she unbuckled him, unbuttoned his pants, and pulled down his zipper. She reached her hand inside to wrap her fingers around his cock through his underwear. Then, pulling his underwear down, she exposed his cock and balls.
Other than feeling Tommy's prick, it had been a long while, too long, since she felt another man's prick in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. The last time was four long years ago when she had her wicked sexual way with her 24-year-old co-worker and subordinate, Jimmy. She looked down at his erection before looking back up at him. Touching his naked prick with her manicured fingertips, she fondled the head of his naked cock with her fingertips before wrapping her long, fingers around his cock slowly stroked his naked prick. When she got him hard enough with her hand, she moved down to get him even harder with her mouth.
Careful not to suck him too hard or stroke him too fast, she didn't want him to cum in her mouth, not yet. She stroked him and sucked him while he continued fondling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples. They each made one another sexually crazy with lust and with the anticipation of having deep penetrating, hot sex. They each got the other ready for sex, for making love, and for fucking.
"Do you have protection?" Susan stopped to look at him. "A condom?"
He gave her a smart look.
"You know that I don't use them," he said. "Don't worry. I promise not to cum in you," he said with a little laugh. "Besides, I'd much rather cum in your beautiful mouth than in your pussy."
When he was ready and when he was hard enough, she removed her panties and lifted up her short skirt. She threw her leg over him and mounted him. She lowered her wet cunt down to meet his erect cock. If it was up to her, she'd prefer to have more kissing, touching, licking, sucking, and feeling, before having sexual intercourse but she knew that he could only wait so long. Besides, with her so horny too, she could only wait so long to feel him inside of her. Moreover, she was already late for work and needed to get there in time for her presentation.
She took his cock in her hand and aligning it with her pussy lips, she lowered herself down on his lap. The size of him filling her pussy always surprised her and she gasped with the width of him parting her pussy lips. Sliding inside of her as if he belonged there, she slowly humped him. Deeper and deeper his cock slid inside of her until they had enough suction to hump one another without him falling out of her. Then, with the length of him sliding all the way inside of her and hitting something deep inside of her, she knew that he couldn't go any further.
With her big breasts bouncing up and down and swaying side to side, he reached up his hands to harness her tits. Feeling them while fondling them, he fingered her nipples. She bounced on him as if he was an amusement ride. She rode him as if she was riding the mechanical bull at the bar. She fucked him in the way that he wanted to be fucked. She fucked him in the way that she needed to be fucked. She fucked him in the way that he was fucking her.
"Fuck me, Susan, fuck me. Fuck me, baby," he said knowing that dirty talk turned her on enough for her to have an orgasm. "Oh, my God. I just love your tight pussy. I love your warm, wet cunt."
Then, as if ready to give her a baby, with him on all fours, he rolled her over in the way that she imagined he rolled his wife over when trying to make her pregnant.
"Oh, my God, fuck me Tom. Slam your big, hard cock inside of me," said Susan wrapping her arms around his neck and her legs around his back. "Make me cum Tommy. Make me cum. Give me an orgasm. I need to cum."
He turned her back around to face him.
"I'm going to give you the orgasm of your life," he said fucking her while in the missionary position.
Determined to make her cum, he fucked her faster and he fucked her harder.
"Don't stop Tommy. Please don't stop. Fuck me, Tom. Oh, my God, just fuck me. Slam that big, hard cock, in my warm wet pussy. Fuck me Tommy. Fuck me. Give me an orgasm. I need to cum. I want to cum," said Susan. "Oh, my God, Tommy! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!"
As if he was a stripper at a CFNM show or a porn star in a porn film, he was giving Susan what she wanted, a good, hard fucking. On top of her in the missionary position, he was giving her pussy a really hard, fast pounding. Fucking her faster and fucking her harder, he slammed his cock in her as hard as he could and as fast as he could. With her big tits bouncing as if they were keeping time to the rhythm of him fucking her, and with her returning his humps with her humps, her whole body moved with his.
"Fuck! I'm going to cum Susan," he said.
With her knowing how to stop a man from cumming, she pinched, turned, and twisted his nipples really hard.
"Don't you dare cum inside of me. I can still get pregnant," she said with a voice of a She-Devil or Linda Blair as Regan from the Exorcist. "You promised you wouldn't cum inside of me when you refused to wear a condom," she said.
Without him getting down on one knee and putting a ring on her finger, there was no way she wanted his baby. He'd have to commit to her to get her pregnant. At the very least, he'd have to tell her that he loved her to get her pregnant. He'd have to marry her to get her pregnant. She wanted a big church wedding while wearing a white, wedding gown without having a big, baby bump preceding her down the aisle.
He slowed his fucking. Now, more making love to her than fucking her, he was careful not to cum inside of her. The last thing he wanted to do was the last thing she wanted him to do and that was for him to fill her with his seed. Neither of them wanted her to be pregnant with his child.
Unfortunately, with her feeling that she was too old for a baby, in the way she wanted kids ten years ago was the way that she didn't want a child now. Too set in her life and happy in her career as a writer, she couldn't afford to have a child. Moreover, suspecting that he'd never marry her, the last thing she wanted to be was a single mother. The last thing she wanted was for a baby to be her total responsibility.
"Ow! Jesus Susan. Okay, okay. Don't worry. I won't cum in you. Just let go of my nipple. Okay? Fuck that hurt," he said rubbing his sore nipple. "Baseball. Boring baseball. I need to think of baseball," he said continuing to hump her.
She returned his humps with her humps.
"I'm almost there. I'm ready to cum," she said. "After you fuck me, I'll suck you. Okay?" She looked him in the eye. "After you fuck me and after you give me an orgasm, I'll suck you. You can cum in my mouth and I'll swallow you. Okay?"
Careful not to cum in her pussy, wanting more to cum in her mouth than in her pussy anyway, he fondled her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. Playing with her hard, erect nipples always got her off whenever she was this close to cumming. Not nearly as hard as she pulled, turned, and twisted his nipple, he pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples while humping her. Then, leaning his mouth down closer to her, he sucked her nipples, first one and then the other, before taking each one in his mouth to bite and nibble on her nipples.
"Cum, Susan, cum," he said. "Cum all over my cock," he said knowing how much she loved him talking dirty to her. "I'm going to split your cunt wide open with my big prick. I'm going to fuck you until you have an orgasm. I'm not going to stop pounding your pussy until you cum. Cum, Susan, cum."
She stopped humping him to arch her back and tighten her legs. Obviously, she was on the verge of cumming. He just needed to hump her a little harder and a little faster while being careful not to ejaculate inside of her.
"That's it. Right there. Don't stop. Oh fuck, Tommy, please don't stop. Oh fuck. Please don't cum inside of me. Hump me harder and hump me faster. Fuck me, Tommy, fuck me. Just don't cum in me. Oh, God! Oh, God! I'm cumming. I'm cumming Tommy. I'm cumming," she said collapsing in the softness of her mattress.



He looked at her happy that he gave her an orgasm. He looked at her happy that it was his turn to be sexually satisfied. He looked at her happy that she was going to suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth. He looked at her happy that she'd be going to work soon and leaving him there to take a nap.
"Did you cum?"
She looked at him as if he was insane. Then, she kissed him. She French kissed him. She kissed him with as much passion as a military wife kisses her husband after having not seen him for ten months. She kissed him as if she was his bride and they were on their Honeymoon. She kissed him as if she loved him, whereas he kissed her as if he was horny.
"Did I cum?" She laughed. "You know I did. You made me feel good all over baby," she said giving him a big, wet kiss before taking a moment to enjoy the afterglow of sex.
* * * * *
With her already late for work, trusting him to leave him there alone, Susan needed to suck him before leaving him to lock up her apartment. She slid her body down for her mouth to meet his stiff prick. Not wasting any time, she stroked him while sucking him. Stroking him faster while sucking him deeper, she knew he'd cum in her mouth as soon as he started feeling her big, D cup breasts and fingering her nipples. She knew he'd cum in her mouth as soon as she cupped his balls with one hand while stroking him with her other hand and sucking him with her mouth.
Tommy felt Susan's tits. He fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples. Then, with a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head, he pushed her head forward while humping her mouth and fucking her face.
"Oh, Susan, baby. Suck my cock. Blow me, baby. Blow me. That's right. That's it. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum in your beautiful mouth and coat your throat with my cum," he said. "Fuck Susan. Blow me. Blow me. Suck my cock, you cunt. Blow me, you slut," he said. "Blow me, you dirty whore."
Just as she loved talking dirty during sex, he loved calling her names during sex. With her already knowing that he wouldn't last very long from one of her blowjobs, she gave his cock lots of tongue action. Once she cupped his testicles with her other hand, she knew he'd be cumming in her mouth and she'd be swallowing his cum soon.
"Cum Tommy. Cum in my mouth," she said removing his cock from her mouth for a second to speak before sucking on it again. "Make me your whore. Make me your sexy bitch. Cum in my mouth. Splash your cum down my throat," she said temporarily removing his cock from her mouth to speak.
As soon as he put a heavy hand to the back of her head, something he didn't have to do, and as soon as she said for him to make her his whore and his sexy bitch, he shot a warm, oozy load of cum in Susan's mouth. He ejaculated his load of cum down her throat. Still sucking him, she swallowed all that he gave her. Continuing to suck him, she sucked him dry before licking him clean.
Then, without taking another moment to enjoy him or to bask in the afterglow of sex, she jumped out of bed and ran in the bathroom. Having already showered before having sex, she gave herself a whore's bath washing her pits, tits, and pussy. Just in case there was a drop of his cum in her pussy, she wanted to wash him out of her. Then, she brushed her teeth and gargled.
The last thing she wanted was to be pregnant with his baby. The last thing she wanted was to forever be tied to him by a child that neither of them wanted. Unless he could assure her that he loved her, that he wasn't married, and that he wanted to marry her, she'd never carry his child. And if he was to make her pregnant, with him paying for the procedure, she'd abort the baby.
* * * * *
"Kiss me, Tommy. I have to go to work. Kiss me like that first time you kissed me when you first met me," she said leaning into him for him to kiss her. "Kiss me like you love me," she always said to him.
Kissing and kissing her, he touched and felt her through her clothes. With one hand feeling her shapely ass through her short skirt and panty, his other hand felt her big tits through her blouse and fingered her erect nipples through her bra. Kissing and kissing him, she felt his hard prick through his pants. With her never wanting to rush their time together, making it last longer, their love making was never a quickie and always a two hour, love making session.
He kissed her with passion but without saying that he loved her. Even though Susan was beautiful and was a good catch for him, obviously he'd never say that he loved her. He wasn't free to say that he loved her. Supposedly, he had a wife and kids. He French kissed her with sexual desire but again without saying that he loved her. Not a difficult thing to summon up his sexual lust for her, she was a beautiful and sexy woman.
Yet, for some reason, Susan needed that role play. She needed more than he was capable of giving her. She needed to pretend that every time with him was her first time with him. She needed him to tell her that he loved her but he never did and he never would.
Every time they were together was like the first time for Susan. She never wanted to just fuck. She wanted more than that. She wanted to make love. She wanted to live out her love story with Tommy. Only, she knew that he didn't want her in that way. Even if he wasn't married, he wasn't the marrying kind.
Now, after more than a year later, they were still together with him still talking about divorcing his wife. After a while, she really didn't want to hear him lying to her anymore. After a while, she just wish that he'd shut the fuck up about his wife and kids and just fuck her.
Now, unlike when she first met him, she wanted more than just sex. She wanted a relationship and a commitment. She wanted to get married and have a baby. She needed him to take things slower, more seriously, and for him to be more romantic. Being that foreplay was her favorite part of sex, she wanted and needed to make out with her bald version of Brad Pitt.
Even though he had seen her bra clad breasts and naked breasts dozens of times, wanting him to take his sweet time undressing her, she loved it when he unbuttoned one button of her blouse at a time. Instead of quickly stripping her naked, she loved it when he looked to see what each unbuttoned button revealed. She loved it when he looked at her unbuttoned blouse as if seeing her cleavage and bra clad breasts for the first time.
"I'm late. I have to go," she said quickly getting dressed. "I'll grab coffee and a bagel along the way. Bye," she said closing her front door behind her. "I have my presentation today."
To be continued...
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Susan's mother, Deb, has sex with Susan's boyfriend, Tommy.
Continued from Chapter 5:
"Kiss me, Tommy. I have to go to work. Kiss me like that first time you kissed me when we met me," she said leaning into him for him to kiss her. "Kiss me with passion. Kiss me like you love me," she said to him.
Kissing and kissing her, he touched and felt her through her clothes. With one hand feeling her shapely ass through her short skirt and panty, his other hand felt her big tits through her blouse and fingered her erect nipples through her bra. Kissing and kissing him, she reached her hand down to feel his hard prick through his pants. With her never wanting to rush their time together, making it last longer, their sexual time with one another was never a quickie and always a two hour, love making session.
He kissed her with passion but without saying that he loved her. Even though Susan was beautiful and was a good catch for him, obviously he'd never say that he loved her. He wasn't free to say that he loved her. Supposedly, he had a wife and kids. He French kissed her with sexual desire but again without saying that he loved her. Not a difficult thing to summon up his sexual lust for her, she was a beautiful and sexy woman after all.
Yet, for some reason, Susan needed that role play. She needed more than he was capable of giving her. She needed to pretend that every time with him was her first time with him. She needed him to tell her that he loved her but he never did and he never would.
Every time they were together was like the first time for Susan. She never wanted to just fuck. She wanted more than that. She wanted to make love. She wanted to live out her love story with Tommy. Only, she knew that he didn't want her in that way. Even if he wasn't married, he wasn't the marrying kind.
Now, after more than a year later, they were still together with him still talking about divorcing his wife. After a while, she really didn't want to hear him lying to her anymore. After a while, she just wished that he'd shut the fuck up about his wife and kids and just fuck her.
Now, unlike when she first met him, she wanted more than just sex. She wanted a relationship and a commitment. She wanted to get married and have a baby. She needed him to take things slower, more seriously, and for him to be more romantic. Being that foreplay was her favorite part of sex, she wanted and needed to make out with her bald version of Brad Pitt.
Even though he had seen her bra clad breasts and naked breasts dozens of times, wanting him to take his sweet time undressing her, she loved it when he unbuttoned one button of her blouse at a time. Instead of quickly stripping her naked, she loved it when he looked to see what each unbuttoned button revealed. She loved it when he looked at her unbuttoned blouse as if seeing her cleavage and bra clad breasts for the first time.
"I'm late. I have to go," she said quickly getting dressed. "I'll grab coffee and a bagel along the way. Bye," she said closing her front door behind her. "I have my presentation today."
Chapter 6:
After Susan left Tommy alone in her small, studio apartment to get dressed, showered, lock up, and leave, something he usually does after having sex, he fell asleep. Susan left there not knowing what the definition of and boundaries of their relationship was. Thinking that he was boyfriend material before, when he told her that he was separated from his wife and getting a divorce, when he didn't get a divorce, now he's just an occasional fuck buddy. Now she gives him what he wants and he gives her what she needs. Good when their having sex but it's an empty relationship before and after they have sex.
* * * * *
He was sleeping while dreaming of fucking his tall, sexy, beautiful, blonde, busty girlfriend and other women that he had been picking up at the bar, plying them with alcohol, and playing them for sex. Cheating on his wife, and all of the other women he was playing, he was cheating on Susan too. As if she was still there with him in bed, he remained in her bed sleeping and dreaming of Susan fondling his cock before stroking his cock and sucking his cock in the way she had done less than an hour ago.
As if she was playing with his cock in his sleep, the sensation of someone fondling and stroking his cock felt so real. With his dream feeling so erotic, he had an erection again. Obviously horny all over again, wanting to masturbate himself, while still sleeping and dreaming, he reached down for his cock. Only, as soon as he reached for his cock, he touched someone's hand. Not pulling his hand away in fright, he figured it was Susan's hand.
Maybe she had returned to her apartment after remembering something she had forgotten. Maybe she returned to her apartment because, just as he was now, horny again, she was horny again too. Maybe she had returned to her apartment to give him more sex. Yet, as soon as he yawned, rubbed the sleep from his eyes, and opened his eyes, Susan's mother, Deb, was sitting beside him on the bed with his erect prick in her warm, elderly hand. While fondling the head of his erect prick with her fingertips, she was slowly stroking him to an even harder and bigger erection.
'Oh, my God,' screamed through his brain. 'Susan's mother is masturbating me.' As if he was still dreaming, he couldn't believe his eyes. 'What the fuck? Are you kidding me? I must still be sleeping. I must still be dreaming. I can't believe Susan's mother has my cock in her hand.'
As jolting as it was to see Susan's mother masturbating him, it was jolting to see Deb when thinking of Susan. Sexually exciting in different ways and on different levels, Susan was a sight to behold. Even though her mother was a MILF, she was no Susan. Still, it was sexually exciting to watch his girlfriend's mother playing with his cock.
"Susan told me you had a big cock," said Deb smiling while staring down at his erect prick that pulsated and throbbed in her hand. She looked up at him with her big, blue eyes in the way her daughter looks at him with her big, blue eyes. "I don't know if she told you but I like cock," she said staring down at his erect cock before staring up at him. "Actually that's a gross understatement," she said with a little, naughty laugh. "I love cock, especially big, hard cocks," she said while stroking him and pausing in her words after saying big and hard.
He watched her fondling his prick and he watched her stroking his prick in total shock.
"Oh, my God, Deb. I can't believe you're stroking me when I haven't even formally met you," he said nervously. "Hi, I'm Tom, Susan's sometimes boyfriend and fuck buddy," he said holding out his hand with a nervous laugh.
She let go of his cock to shake his hand.
"I'm pleased to meet you. I'm Susan's incestuous whore of a mother, as she likes to describe me," she said with a laugh and while taking his stiff prick in her hand again. She mindlessly fondled the head of his big prick while speaking.
Suddenly taking her side, especially with her holding his prick in her hand, he voiced his support.
"Why does she call you an incestuous whore of a mother?"
He knew why Susan referred to her mother in the way but he wanted to hear from Deb's lips.
"Just because I had sex with all four of my sons, worked as a stripper, and earned my living as a prostitute, suddenly, I'm the bad person," she said laughing even louder. "Now that I say that out loud, on paper, I can see how I'm such a cunt but what I did was a way to pay the rent and buy food."
Seemingly not wanting to get involved in the personal matters between a mother and her daughter, Tommy shrugged his indifference for the sake of receiving a hand job from Susan's mother.
"Well, with the terrible childhood she had because of you, you can't blame her for not liking you in the way that a daughter should like her mother," said Tommy diplomatically.
Choosing his words carefully, obviously, he didn't want to upset Deb and ruin his impromptu hand job that his girlfriend's mother was giving him. Seemingly unaffected by his words, Deb nodded her head while staring down at Tommy's cock. As if she was a snake charmer who was mesmerized by his snaked, she seemed hypnotized by Tommy's big cock. Then, as if talking to herself, she spoke esoterically about her sexual problems with older men.
"With so many men my age on heart medication and unable to take Viagra, and with so many men my age unable to get and maintain an erection, I'm a sucker for a man's hard, erect prick. Pardon the pun but a hard erection is the biggest thing that I miss in old age. I'd stroke, suck, and fuck any man's prick, as long as he was able to get and maintain a hard erection," she said giving him the sexy eye.
So wickedly forbidden, as if he was her boyfriend instead of the boyfriend of her daughter, she fondled his erect cock before stroking his erect cock. She stared down at his prick that continued growing bigger and harder in her hand. Stroking him with big, long, slow strokes, she stroked him harder while stroking him faster. Seemingly, with all of the vast amount of men she has had sex with in her more than 70 years on the planet, she was, indeed, a master masturbator.
"Deb," Tommy said breathlessly while staring up at her before staring down at his erect prick in her hand.
She smiled at him as if she was his mother and he was her son. Susan had told him all about her mother. She told him about her mother having sex with her four sons. With her an unexpected accident of birth, Susan told him that she suspected that one of her big, much older brothers was her father. She even told him that his mother worked as a stripper and was a prostitute. Susan told him a lot about her mother.
Describing her horrible childhood in great detail, she told him that her mother was a drunk and an incestuous whore. She told him that her mother was never there for her. She told him that, when her mother worked as a hooker and a stripper, that she had unprotected sex with the famous author, Dr. Robert B. Parker and that she could be his illegitimate daughter.
Because her mother was so tall and so beautiful when she was younger, she told everyone that she was a model. She never worked as a model. She worked as a stripper, a prostitute, and a whore. The only modeling she did was when dancing around a pole naked. The only modeling she did was modeling while giving someone a lap dance. The only modeling she did was when posing for a John in a hotel room before he fucked her and she sucked him for money.
"Just relax and let Mommy take care of you," she said looking at Tommy before staring down at his cock.
* * * * *
He had never met Susan's mother before but he knew who she was. He knew what she looked like by the family photos Susan had shown him. Just as it was sexually exciting for a woman he had never met fondle the head of his cock and stroke his cock, it was even more sexually exciting for Susan's mother to give him a hand job. With him being awakened from a deep sleep, he had a difficult time wrapping his brain around Susan's mother stroking him.
He couldn't believe what he was seeing. Deb, Susan's mother, a woman he had never met before, had her hand wrapped around his erect cock. Deb, Susan's mother, was fondling the head of his hard, erect prick with her long, manicured fingers. Deb, Susan's mother, was stroking his cock and giving him a hand job. Now, in the way she was staring at his big prick as if she was in love with his big prick, he wondered if she'd suck him, too. He wondered if she'd fuck him.
'Wow!'
Only, if she was intent on giving him a hand job, would he allow her to make him cum? What if she wasn't just teasing him but wanted him to cum? What if she wanted to give him a blowjob? Would he allow her to suck his cock? What if she wanted him to cum in her mouth? What if she wanted to swallow his cum? What if she wanted him to make love to her and fuck her? These were all the questions that ran through his mind. Would he make love to and fuck his girlfriend's mother? With the body she still had, even at her age, he wouldn't kick her out of bed for eating crackers, that's for sure.
"If you don't mind me asking, how did you get in here? Do you have a key?"
He stared down at her holding his cock in her hand before he stared at her hand stroking him harder and stroking him faster. Weird, so weird, like mother like daughter, giving him the same look and smile that Susan gives him, Deb gave him a naughty look and a sexy smile. She gave him the same type of hand job as Susan does. If he closed his eyes, he'd think it was Susan stroking his cock instead of her mother.
'Weird. So weird,' he thought.
Yet, except for her mannerisms being the same, if he didn't know she was Susan's mother, he never would have guessed she was. Resembling her in the photos he saw taken of her nearly 40 years ago, she didn't look anything like she did back then and anything like Susan looks now. Now she looked like an older version of Joanna Going who plays Christina, Alvey Kulina's ex-wife and Jay and Nate's mother, in Kingdom.
As if every drink, cigarette, drug, and John made a line on her leathery face, her living a hard life had taken a toll on her. Still, nonetheless her drinking, smoking, drug taking, and screwing around with a vast army of horny men, she didn't look old enough to have a 43-year-old daughter. Hell, she had four sons too, all of them much older than Susan.
"I knocked but there was no answer. So, I turned the knob and the door was unlocked," she said with a little laugh. "Then, when I rounded the corner and saw you laying on the bed naked, I just walked right in and made myself at home. With me being so very horny lately and as if my prayers had been answered, when I saw that you laying on the bed naked with an erection, I couldn't resist. I figured I'd take over where my daughter left off," she said with a dirty laugh.
Tommy looked at Deb with as much sexual excitement as he did when looking at Susan.
"Oh, my God, Deb. You're going to make me cum if you continue stroking me like that," said Tom staring down at Deb's hand while watching her stroking him harder and faster.
When he looked up at her face, she gave him a sexy smile.
"You say that as if there's something wrong with you cumming all over my hand," she said. "Actually, I'd prefer you cumming in my mouth instead of making a mess all over my hand," she said staring at him lustfully while sliding a slow tongue across her full, red lips. "Would you like for me to suck your cock?" She paused and when he didn't answer immediately, she asked him another question. "Would you like me, your girlfriend's mother, to give you a blowjob?"
As if she was a She-devil, she laughed with a loud, dirty laugh.
"There is something wrong with me cumming all over your hand or in your mouth," he said reluctantly with a gulp.
Already regretting saying that, he already had second thoughts about saying that. He wished he hadn't said that there was something wrong about him cumming all over her hand or in her mouth. How stupid could he be to refuse a hand job and/or blowjob from Susan's mother? He stared at his possibly future mother-in-law's hand continuing to stroke him while he imagined her blowing him before fucking him.
"Well, I'm not going to force you to cum," she said with a laugh and letting go of his cock.
Now wanting her to suck him, he wanted to cum in her mouth while feeling her big tits. He wondered what her big tits looked like. He wondered how much Deb's breasts looked like her daughter's breasts. He'd like nothing more than to have sex with daughter and now mother. He carefully worded his response while staring down at her hand so close to his erection.
"How would I ever explain to Susan that her mother gave me a hand job and a blowjob? If ever she knew we had sex, she'd never see me again."
She laughed her lack of concern of his continued, sexual relationship with her daughter while taking his cock in her hand again.
"Don't worry. I won't tell if you don't tell. Just between us, it will be our little secret," said Deb putting her finger to her lips and giving him a wink. "What she doesn't know won't hurt her."
* * * * *
Tommy stared from Deb's big, blue eyes to stare down at his cock in her hand. He wondered how old she was. With Susan just turning 43-years-old, Deb must be at least 60-years-old, maybe even as old as 65-years-old. Yet, with Susan's four brothers much older than she is, unless she had children when she was just a kid, she could be as old as 70-years-old
"God, I can't believe you're masturbating me," he said watching her hand slowly going up and down. Instead of masturbating him with great speed as younger women tended to do, she masturbated him slower but with more hand grip pressure applied to his cock. "Why? I don't understand. Why are you masturbating me, your daughter's boyfriend?" When she didn't immediately answer him, he asked her three more questions. "Are you that horny? Are you sexually frustrated? Are you that sexually attracted to me?"
She shrugged as if her giving him a hand job was no big deal and apparently with all of the hand jobs she had given men, it was no big deal for her to be giving her daughter's boyfriend and hand job too.
"Sorry but I can never resist a hard, naked cock," she said staring at his prick while giving him a dirty laugh and a sexy look. "I love big, hard pricks and you do have a big, hard prick."
She stopped stroking him to play with the head of his cock with her fingertips.
"Actually, I'm glad that I have a big, hard prick and I'm glad that you love big, hard pricks," he said giving her a sexually excited smile to show her that he wanted to cum. Whether on her hand, over her naked tits, all over her face, in her mouth, or in her pussy, he wanted to cum all over or on Susan's mother.
As if she was the pervert instead of him and, indeed, she was a whore, an incestuous whore at that, she returned his smile with her sexually excited stare.
"I love cock," she said mindlessly as if talking to herself while running a slow tongue across her red, full lips. "Even more than touching a hard cock with my fingers, feeling a hard cock in my hand, and stroking a hard cock, I love sucking a hard cock before fucking a hard cock," she said looking up at him to give him the horny eye.
In the way that Susan always does, she lit him up with her big, blue eyes and gave him a smile. An attractive woman, especially for an older woman, she resembled Jessica Walter but with tits, big tits, tits as big as Susan's big tits. With her having a long and successful acting career, Jessica Walter starred in Play Misty for Me as Evelyn with Clint Eastwood and has played dozens of television series and situation comedy roles over the years. In the way she stared at his naked cock, he stared at her breasts that lay hidden behind her blouse and bra. He wondered again what her tits looked like. He wondered again if Deb's big tits looked like Susan's big tits.
"Oh, my God," he said staring down at his cock in the hand of his girlfriend's mother when he realized that he was close to cumming. "What are you doing?"
She gave him another naughty look and sexy smile.
"What am I doing? What does it look like I'm doing? Have you never had a hand job before? I'm playing with you," she said. "I'm stroking your cock. Don't you like what I'm doing?" She looked at him and smiled. "I've never had any complaints."
She gave him a dirty laugh while slowing her stroking of him to stop him from prematurely ejaculating. She didn't want him cumming yet, not before she could have her wicked sexual way with him first. Obviously, she didn't want him wasting his cum by cumming on her hand. Obviously, she would rather he cum in her pussy or preferably in her mouth. Obviously, she wanted to suck him first before fucking him. Then, after she fucked him and after he gave her an orgasm with his cock, like daughter, like mother, she'd give him an orgasm with her mouth.



"Oh, my God, Deb. That feels so good. I've had a lot of hand jobs in my 46-years of living but you're giving me the best hand job I've ever had in my life," he said.
She gave him a sexy smile.
"I'm glad you're enjoying the hand job that I'm giving you but you really should lock your door," she said looking at the front door. "Where's Susan?"
Deb looked around the small, studio apartment again.
"At work," he said looking at his watch. "She left more than an hour ago. She won't be home for hours."
Deb gave Tom another naughty look and another sexy smile.
"I won't tell if her you don't tell her," she said again in that raspy voice from smoking too many cigarettes. "Just between us, it will be our little, sexy secret," she said giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
He looked at her confused before staring down at her hand still stroking him.
"Tell her what?"
With Tommy playing Mickey the Dunce, obviously, he'd never tell his girlfriend that he had sex with her mother. He just hoped to God that Deb didn't tell Susan that she had sex with him.
* * * * *
She removed her hand from his cock and stood. As if she was a stripper on stage, she unbuttoned her blouse and removed it before unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her jeans. Stripping herself down to her panties and bra, she sat back down on the bed to take Tommy's cock in her hand again. Even though she was an older woman, Susan's mother still had a hot body. If there was a strip club for older strippers to strip, she'd be hired on the spot. Should she ever go to a nursing home, she'd be the hot broad, the whore that every man would want to tap her ass and/or have her suck their cock while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples.
She had deep lines on her forehead, crows' feet lines around her eyes, and wrinkles around her mouth no doubt from smoking too many cigarettes and sucking too many cocks. As if she was a, salty, old sea captain living life on the high seas while traveling the world, she had an entire story of living life on her face. She'd be willing to tell anyone her tales of woes to anyone willing to buy her a drink and/or pay her for sex, even now at her age. With her face worn from drinking too much and her face wrinkled from smoking too much, nonetheless, well preserved, her body looked twenty years younger than her face. Born like that, in the way that her daughter was too, most women wished they had their bodies.
Yet, no matter what her face looked like, her beautiful body is what made Tommy's cock hard. If he could put a bag over her head, a double bag, in case the first bag ripped, no doubt he would. Yet, in the way he was looking at her, staring at her, leering at her, and ogling her, obviously, he'd do her. Moreover, a big plus, she was Susan's MILF of a mother. In the way the Susan's mother would sexually do anyone, any man would do Susan's mother. Cut from the same cloth, he'd sexually do any women too, even Susan's mother, especially Susan's mother.
There was something so forbidden and hot about having sex with his girlfriend's mother. Besides, in addition to her being Susan's mother, even at her age, she was still a MILF. Having worked as a stripper and a prostitute, when it came to sex, she was very experienced and she already showed him her experience with a cock by giving him the best hand job he had ever had.
"You smell like sex," she said sniffing the air before giving him a sexually excited look along with a dirty laugh. "I like the smell of sex, especially in the morning," she said with another dirty laugh.
He sniffed his hands.
"Susan and I had sex before she left for work," he said. "She was in a hurry to leave. She was late. I was going to shower before leaving but I fell asleep."
Deb gave her daughter's boyfriend a big, toothy smile along with her sexy look.
"Well, her loss is my gain. I don't have a job to run off to. I have all day," she said. "I've had plenty of gangbangs, circle jerks, and orgies in my day," she said proudly and saying that as if trying to impress him that she was worth him banging her. "I don't mind sloppy seconds if you don't mind having sex with a woman old enough to be your mother," she said snapping back her head to flip her hair in place in the way that her daughter does.
He gave her a horny look.
"I have all day too," he said. "And no, I don't mind having sex with a woman old enough to be my mother...Mom," he said with a laugh.
Now more concentrating on his face than on his cock, she looked up at him as if seeing him for the first time.
"Did anyone ever tell you that you look exactly like Brad Pitt," she laughed, "a bald Brad Pitt?"
He rolled his eyes and sighed.
"No, no one. You're the first one who ever told me that," he said with a laugh while rolling his eyes, making a bored face, and sighing.
She reached in her mouth, removed her dentures, wrapped them in a tissue, and put them in her pocketbook.
"Have you ever had a gum job?"
He looked at her wide-eyed.
"A gum job?"
She gave him a toothless smile. At first he was turned off by her toothless smile but once she started sucking him with her magically, experienced gums he was turned on by her talented mouth, red, full lips, and soft gums.
"A toothless blowjob," she said removing his cock to speak and to give him a loud laugh. "A blowjob without teeth getting in the way of giving you pure, oral pleasure."
He stared at her not knowing what to think.
"No, I can't say I have," he said.
She continued stroking his hard cock in her warm hand.
"Well, you're in for a real treat," she said. "Would you like me to give you a gum job?"
Without waiting for him to answer her, she lowered her mouth to Tommy's prick and started sucking him with her gums while stroking him with her hand. Sucking him deeper and stroking him faster and harder, she blew him as if she was a sexy seductress on an X-rated video game. He stared at Susan's mother looking up at him with his hard, hairy prick in her hand and in her mouth. With his blue eyes bulging out of his head, obviously, he couldn't believe she was blowing him. Having never met Susan's mother before, seemingly her way of getting to know him and welcome him to their family was to stroke his cock before sucking his cock.
"Oh, my fucking God. Jesus Deb. This is incredible. Fuck me," he said holding her head between his hands. "I don't believe this. This gum job is way better than any blowjob that I've have and I've had a lot of blowjobs in my life. The way you can exert more pressure on my cock with your soft gums is fucking unbelievable," he said. "This is the best blowjob I've ever had in my life."
She removed his cock from her mouth to look up at him before speaking.
"Thank you," she said.
He smiled down at her before putting a heavy hand to the back of her elderly head and pushing down.
"Don't talk. Just suck. Suck my prick Deb. I mean, gum my cock Deb. Gum it," he said. "Gum my prick. I can't wait to cum all over your gums."
She looked up at him with her big, blue eyes and smiled with his big prick in her mouth. Then, when she removed his cock from her mouth to speak again, he removed his hand from the back of her head.
"Do you like my gum job?"
She took his prick in her mouth again and gummed it harder and faster while sucking him deeper.
"Do I like your gum job? This is the best blowjob I've ever had in my life," he said again. "I love your gum job but this is so surreal. This is fucking unbelievable. This is my sexual fantasy come true," he said putting a heavy hand to the back of her head again while humping her mouth and fucking her face.
Something that all of her Johns requested that she'd do, she looked up at him with his stiff prick in her mouth and while gumming his cock.
"What do you mean surreal?" She removed his cock from her mouth to speak before taking his stiff prick in her warm, wet mouth again. "What is your sexual fantasy come true?"
He gave her a sexually excited look as if she was his mother instead of Susan's mother.
"Having sex with mother and daughter," he said with a big, shit eating grin. "It's just too bad that I can't have sex with you both together. Only Susan would never go for that. She hates you," he said. "Besides, she's not a whore in the way that you are," he said. "No offense intended."
As if he had just slapped her across her face, Deb's head jerked back and her eyes bulged out of her head. Even though she tried to act as if what he said didn't upset her, he could tell that his words pierced her heart.
"No offense taken. I've been called worse names than a whore," she said removing his cock from her mouth to speak again.
Suddenly she looked sad. She fell silent.
"Sorry," said Tom. "I shouldn't have said that. Please forgive me," he said touching her hand.
She shrugged and, a practiced move, she nodded her head to toss her hair behind her head in the way that Susan does.
"I know she hates me," she said before speaking again. Obviously, even though she knew her daughter hated her, his words still stung. "I was a terrible mother and still am for having sex with nearly all of my daughter's boyfriends, including you," she said with a dirty laugh and a shrug while fondling Tommy's erect cock in her hand. "Only, with nothing that I can do to change her opinion of me, I may as well enjoy myself," she said.
She lowered her head and continued sucking him and gumming him while stroking him. Then, once he was hard enough, she stopped gumming him to reach behind her to unhook her bra and release her D cup sized breasts. Surprised that they did, her big tits looked just like Susan's big tits only they sagged a little more than Susan's breasts. If he was to compare her mature body to anyone, she had a body like Mimi Rogers, Tom Cruise's ex-wife. Then, she stood to remove her panties and to reveal her pubic hair to him. In the way that Susan had a trimmed, blonde pussy, her mother had a bushy, blonde pussy.
"That's so weird," said Tommy.
Deb looked down to where he was staring at her pussy.
"What's so weird?"
He pointed at her pussy before looking up at her hair on her head.
"The hair on your head doesn't match your pubic hair. Usually a woman with a blonde pussy has blonde hair. But you have jet black hair on your head with a blonde pussy," he said. "Typically, a woman with dyed, blonde hair has dark brown or black, pubic hair. You have just the opposite," he said with a laugh.
She gave him a sexy smile while looking down at her pussy.
"I dyed my natural, blonde hair black," she said. "A natural blonde all of my life, I was tired of being a blonde," she said with a shrug. "Besides, I was hiding out from someone, someone I owed money to and I needed to change my look to sneak out of town without being found out and followed," she said.
He looked from her naked pussy to her face before staring back down at her pussy.
"Oh," he said. "I see."
She struck a pose as if she was modeling for the cover of Vogue.
"Tell me the truth and be honest, doesn't the black hair draw attention to my blue eyes? She struck a pose as if she was a model ready to walk down the runway or a stripper about to climb a pole. "Don't you think I look younger than my age?"
He gave her a sexually excited look.
"The black hair does draw my attention to your blue eyes," he said looking more at her naked body than he was looking at her face. "The black hair makes your blue eyes pop," he said staring at her erect nipples instead of at her eyes. "Only, as far as black hair making you look younger, being that I don't know how old you are, I'm not a good judge at that."
She gave him another sexy smile but this time with a naughty look.
"I'm older than you think," she said with a loud laugh. "Now fuck me," she said taking his cock in her hand before sitting on his cock and inserting his stiff prick in her already wet pussy. "Fuck your girlfriend's mother now in the way you no doubt fucked your girlfriend, my daughter, this morning. Give me an orgasm with your cock in the way that you, no doubt, gave my daughter an orgasm with your stiff prick. Mommy needs a big, hard cock in her warm, wet pussy," said Deb with a loud, annoying laugh.
Deb sat on Tommy while jumping up and down on his prick. For an old broad she was quite agile. For an old broad, she was extremely flexible. For an old broad, she was very horny. For an old broad, she was quite sexual and sexy. For an old broad, albeit a sexually experienced whore and quite good in bed, she was very generous lover. When it was time for her to go to a nursing home, with elderly men and the younger men on the nursing staff hanging around her room day and night, she'd be the hit of the nursing home.
"Oh, my God, I can't believe I'm fucking Susan's mother," said Tommy humping Susan's mother while she bounced on him.
With Deb a real sexual pro, humping him harder and humping faster, she fucked Tommy in the way he had never been fucked before. As if she was a rodeo bull rider and he was a bucking bull, she dug her heels in his side and rode him. If he thought her hand job was the best, her giving him sexual intercourse was even better. If he thought her gum job was the best blowjob he ever had, her fuck job was even better. With her big tits bouncing and swaying side to side, he reached up his horny hands to harness her breasts while fingering her erect nipples in the way he did with Susan's big tits and nipples.
"Fuck me, Tommy," she said. "Fuck me," she ordered. "I want to feel what my daughter felt this morning. Make me cum," she said. "Shove that big, hard cock in my warm, wet cunt. Fuck me, Tommy. Fuck me. Make me your bitch. Make me your whore. Fuck me as if I was your mother and you're my son," she said. "Fuck your mother, Tommy. Fuck your mother."
Now he knew where Susan got her love of talking dirty from, her mother. Humping and humping him, Susan's mother rode her daughter's boyfriend as if she was riding a bull in the rodeo.
"Oh, my God, Deb. This is the best sex I've had in in my life," he said rolling her over, mounting her, and trying to return the favor by giving her the fucking of her life.
Tommy rolled her over and really started pounding her pussy. Humping her harder, he humped her faster. Humping her hard enough to break her hip, he wanted her to cum. He needed to give him an orgasm.
He wanted to show her he was just as good in bed as she was. He wanted to show her that he was just as good, if not better than any John she had. He wanted to show her that he was a better fuck than any and all of her four sons. Only, with her having had sex with so very men, obviously he was just another man to her to sexually use and abuse in the way she sexually used and abused all of the other men in her life.
To be continued...
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Continued from chapter 6:
Deb sat on Tommy while jumping up and down on his prick. For an old broad she was quite agile. For an old broad, she was extremely flexible. For an old broad, she was very horny. For an old broad, she was quite sexual and sexy. For an old broad, albeit a sexually experienced whore and quite good in bed, she was very generous lover. When it was time for her to go to a nursing home, with elderly men and the younger men on the nursing staff hanging around her room day and night, she'd be the hit of the nursing home.
"Oh, my God, I can't believe I'm fucking Susan's mother," said Tommy humping Susan's mother while she bounced on him.
With Deb a real sexual pro, humping him harder and humping faster, she fucked Tommy in the way he had never been fucked before. As if she was a rodeo bull rider and he was a bucking bull, she dug her heels in his side and rode him. If he thought her hand job was the best, her giving him sexual intercourse was even better. If he thought her gum job was the best blowjob he ever had, her fucking him was even better. With her big tits bouncing and swaying side to side, he reached up his horny hands to harness her breasts while fingering her erect nipples in the way he did with Susan's big tits and nipples.
"Fuck me, Tommy," she said. "Fuck me," she ordered. "I want to feel what my daughter felt this morning. Make me cum," she said. "Shove that big, hard cock in my warm, wet cunt. Fuck me, Tommy. Fuck me. Make me your bitch. Make me your whore. Fuck me as if I was your mother and you're my son," she said. "Fuck your mother, Tommy. Fuck your mother. Give it to Mommy."
Now he knew where Susan got her love of talking dirty from, her mother. Humping and humping him, Susan's mother rode her daughter's boyfriend as if she was riding a bull in the rodeo.
"Oh, my God, Deb. This is the best sex I've had in in my life," he said rolling her over, mounting her, and trying to return the favor by giving her the fucking of her life.
Tommy rolled her over and really started pounding her pussy. Humping her harder, he humped her faster. Humping her hard enough to break her hip, he wanted her to cum. He needed to give him an orgasm.
"Better than Susan," she said as if what they were doing was a game and she was in competition with her daughter.
He realized that she wanted him to say that she was a better sexual partner than her daughter but he wouldn't say that, he couldn't say that. All he wanted to do was to show her that he was just as good in bed as she was. He wanted to show her that he was just as good, if not better than any John she had. He wanted to show her that he was a better fuck than any and all of her four sons. Only, with her having had sex with so very men, some good but most bad, obviously he was just another man to her to sexually use and abuse in the way she sexually used and abused all of the other men in her life.
Chapter 7:
Susan's boyfriend, Tommy, and Susan's mother, Deb, were too busy having sex to hear Susan enter the apartment. They were too busy fucking one another to know that they weren't alone. They never heard Susan open and slam shut her apartment door. With the door unlocked, anyone could have entered and killed the both of them while they were having sex.
With Tommy too busy pounding Deb's pussy and Susan's mother too busy screaming her sexual delight too loud to hear, neither Tommy nor Deb, heard the front door open and slam shut. Not wanting to see them fucking one another, Susan purposely slammed the front door for them to hear her. She purposely slammed shut the front door for them to stop what they were doing before she rounded the corner, walked in her apartment, and walked in on them while in the act. Having already seen it with her other boyfriends before, she didn't want to see another one of her boyfriends having sex with her whore of a mother.
Only, Tommy was too busy humping Deb's pussy, kissing her, and feeling her tits while fingering her nipples for him to hear Susan open and slam shut her front door. Deb was too busy returning Tommy's humps, French kissing him, and screaming her orgasmic pleasure for her to hear Susan unexpectedly return home. As if they were alone in their own house, as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife instead of the boyfriend and the mother of Susan, they were lowlife, despicable degenerates. As if she was out to hurt her daughter, as if her mother wanted to be caught, seemingly she didn't care how loud she screamed nor who heard her.
Catching them in the act of having sex, Susan heard the screaming commotion of her mother having sex with her boyfriend from outside on the street and all the way up the four flights of stairs. Then, still not believing her ears, as soon as she rounded the corner of her small, studio apartment, a sight to behold, unable to believe her eyes, she saw Tommy in bed having sex with her mother. Something that had happened before with Tommy cheating on her with her best friend, Jennifer's daughter, Christine, Deb having sex with her boyfriends was something her mother always did and seemingly took pleasure in doing.
Nonetheless having lived through this nightmare before, she couldn't bear to live through this nightmare again. She couldn't believe her eyes when she was being forced to live through this nightmare all over again. With her mother never sorry for having sex with any of her boyfriends, for her to have sex with another one of her boyfriends, she wasn't sorry for having sex with Tommy either. With all of the transgressions her mother has done to her, Susan gave him forgiving her mother for anything she had done.
Tommy was proving to be as much of a whoremonger as his mother was a whore. Yet, in his defense, it's one thing to forgive her boyfriend for one, sexual transgression with him having sex with her girlfriend's daughter but him having sex with her mother was too much. It's understandable him wanting to have sex with a 20-year-old woman but why would he want to have sex with a 70-something-year-old woman? Why would he have sex with someone as old and as disgusting as her mother? Knowing that it would hurt Susan and devastate her if she found out that they had sex, why would Tommy have sex with her mother?
When she heard her mother's sexual screams from outside and all the way up four flights of stairs, dreading what she'd see, she knew she'd see her mother having sex with her boyfriend. Not a pretty sight to come home to, Susan entered her studio apartment and rounded the corner of her apartment to see her boyfriend's hairy asshole in the air while humping his hips, pounding her pussy, and fucking her mother. Unable to believe her own eyes, she stood there in shock while watching Tommy fucking her mother's naked pussy and while watching her mother humping her boyfriend's big prick. As if they wanted the whole apartment building to hear them, they were loud, very loud, and inhumanly loud. Already knowing what was happening, not having to guess, Susan could hear them having sex outside on the street and all the way up the four flights of stairs. The more stairs she climbed the louder they grew and the angrier she became.
Not something new, with her mother working as a prostitute and having sex with every man and any man at all hours of the day and night, she had grown up to her mother's sexual screams. With her mother bringing strange men home at all hours of the day and night to service her Johns in her bedroom, she had gone to sleep with her mother's sexual screams in her head and in her nightmares. With her mother having sex with her four sons, Susan's much older brothers, she was routinely jostled her from her sound sleep by them having sex. With some men paying her to stay overnight, shaking the whole house, she had awakened to her mother's sexual screams.
Just as she couldn't believe her mother's immodest immorality then, she couldn't believe that she was still such a whore now. Even at her elderly age, when most people her age are dead or in a nursing home, she couldn't believe her mother was still having sex with yet another one of her boyfriends. How dare she do such a thing? How could she hurt her in this way? Why would she have sex with her boyfriend?
'She's such a conniving cunt' thought Susan while walking up four flights of stairs.
Still, even though she could hear her mother's screams of orgasmic pleasure with her own ears and see her with Tommy with her own eyes, she couldn't believe that her mother would have sex with yet another one of her boyfriends. Frigging bitch, dirty whore, what the Hell is wrong with her? How could she do this to her yet again? Why would she continue to hurt her by having sex with yet another one of her boyfriends? What mother would do that to her own daughter?
'No good, dirty bitch. Frigging whore,' thought Susan opening her front door.
She's supposed to be her mother. She's supposed to love her. What the Hell kind of mother would have sex with her daughter's boyfriends. The kind of mother who'd have sex with her sons, Susan's four, much older brothers. What the Hell? If she had sex with all four of her sons, what's to stop her from having sex with every one of her daughter's boyfriends, never mind every man in the neighborhood and beyond?
Still, understanding why her mother would have sex with her boyfriend had always been a mystery to her. Maybe she was giving her mother too much credit for being a loving mother when she wasn't. Maybe because now that her mother was older, she was jealous of her daughter and envious of her beauty and her youth. Maybe, she still wanted to feel that younger men sexually wanted and desired her. Maybe because her boyfriends were all younger, attractive, and physically fit is why her mother had sex with them instead of having sex with the degenerate Johns that she routine fucked and sucked. As simple as that, maybe her mother had sex with her boyfriends because she was sexually attracted to them and because she was a whore.
Now, just as it was a mystery to her why her mother would have sex with her boyfriends, it was even more of a mystery to her why Tommy would have sex with her mother. Maybe because he was young, sexy, and hot, he wanted to experience having sex with an older woman. Only, her mother was much more than just a cougar. She was a stripper, a prostitute, and a whore. Instead of just being older, she was elderly. When he had someone like her in his life, Susan couldn't understand why Tommy would even want to have sex with her elderly mother.
What the Hell is wrong with him? Obviously, with both of them cut from the same cloth, these two are meant for one another. Now Susan questioned what was wrong with her bad self to continue to keep the both of them in her life. Why would she continue to subject herself to this emotional abuse and sexual abuse? How could she possibly have a relationship with a man who slept with her mother? Why even bother to continue to have a relationship with either one of them?
* * * * *
Done. She was so done. She needed to put an end to this lunacy. Enough was enough. Tired of people she loved and who she thought loved her using and abusing her, she was tired of being hurt. She needed her boyfriend out of her apartment and out of her life. She needed her mother out of her apartment and out of her life. Tired of being made a fool of, she'd rather live alone and live her life without them than to live with either one of them in her life. Tired of being used and abused, she'd rather be alone than to be with either one of them. Reclaiming her life as her own and no one else's, she was done with the both of them, especially with her mother.
'Done, done, done, I'm so done with all of this bullshit,' she thought to herself while staring at them with shocked disbelief.
In the way Susan remembered walking in on her mother while she was having sex with one of her Johns or with one of her brothers, she was as upset now as she was then. In the way she remembered walking in on her mother while she was having sex with her boyfriends before, she couldn't believe she had walked in on her mother having sex with one of her boyfriends again now. Not believing what she was seeing, she stood there in shock watching them having sex. As if she was the mother and Deb was her daughter, she felt so removed from the both of them. Betrayed by the two people most important to her in her life, with all of her feelings now erased and with both of them removed from her reality, she now felt nothing for either one of them.
With Tommy pounding her mother's cunt in the way he had just pounded her cunt earlier that morning, she couldn't believe her eyes. Her mother had a long history of having sex with her boyfriends. Her worst nightmare, her mother was stealing yet another one of her boyfriends from her. The last thing she wanted to think of when having sex with her boyfriend was that her mother had sex with her boyfriend too.
'Eww. Gross. That's so nasty,' she thought to herself.
How could she ever have sex with Tommy again without thinking of him on top of her mother and making love to her mother before fucking her mother? How could she ever kiss Tommy's lips while knowing he had his tongue in her mother's mouth and in her mother's pussy? How could she suck his cock again while knowing that he had his cock in her mother's mouth and in her mother's pussy?
'Eww. Gross. Yuck! That's so disgusting,' she thought after seeing the two of them together naked and whenever thinking of them having sex.
"Mom! What the fuck?" She looked from her mother to look at her boyfriend. "Tommy! What the Hell are you doing? Jesus Christ! Are you fucking kidding me?"
If looks could kill, they'd both be dead.
"Sorry, Susan," said Tommy looking embarrassed that she caught him having sex with her mother.
Helping him extricate from her, she gave him a shove off her mother.
"I don't fucking believe this. Get off my mother. Get the fuck off of her now. Eww! Gross! Nasty. That's just so nasty. I can't believe you're having sex with my mother," she said glaring at Tommy before glaring at her mother. "Mom? What the fuck? I can't believe you're having sex with yet another one of my boyfriends. What the fuck is wrong with you? How dare you?"
Susan took a step back as if she was about to get a gun.
"Susan," said Tommy extricating his cock from Deb's hairy pussy and climbing off of her. "What are you doing home?"
"What am I doing home? I live here," she said.
"I didn't expect you home until tonight," said Tommy avoiding making eye contact.
She looked from him to look at her mother still lying naked in her bed as if she lived there.
"Didn't expect me home? No kidding. I forgot my presentation," said Susan. "Now I know what you do when I leave here for work."
Susan's mother fluffed back her dyed, black hair with a practiced hand and took the opportunity of their disruption to add bright, red lipstick to her lips before grabbing for her cigarettes.
"Hi Honey," said Deb unapologetically and as if she was drunk again and as if her being naked in bed with her daughter's naked boyfriend was normal. "Your boyfriend has a big cock and he knows how to use it too," she said with a dirty laugh while looking down at Tommy's still erect prick that was covered with her vaginal secretions.
At that moment, Susan envisioned strangling her mother to death.
"Deb," said Tommy shooting her a look in his feeble attempt to silence her mother from adding fuel to the fire.
Deb tossed her head as if telling him to go fuck himself before returning her focused attention back to her daughter.
"I gave him a gum job," she said giving her daughter a toothless smile before retrieving her teeth from her pocketbook and putting them back in her mouth. "He said my gum job was the best blowjob he ever had."
Susan gave her mother a horrified look.
"You're such a disgusting whore," said Susan putting up her hand to stop her mother from responding. "Don't even talk to me, you nasty, old bitch. I fucking hate you."
Deb gave Susan a motherly smile while reaching for a cigarette.
"I love you too Susan," said Deb with a shrug while rolling her eyes and sighing.
Susan glared at her mother with disgust.
"That's just the thing. You never loved me. You never wanted me. I was just an accident of birth," said Susan pointing her finger of contempt at her mother. "You left me alone all day and all night not knowing if I got myself dressed, had food to eat, if I went to school, or if I even came home from school."
Her mother shrugged her indifference and disinterest.
"Oh, don't be so dramatic. You always had a knack for acting like the victim," she said with assurance. "Under the circumstances, I did the best that I could without having a man in my life there to take care of me and you," she said. "At least you weren't out in the street. At least you had a roof over your head and a bed to sleep. That's more than I had growing up poor," she said while repeating the same, old sob story that Susan never believed even the first time she heard it.
With her cigarette dangling from her lip, Deb searched through her pocketbook for her lighter.
"There's no smoking in my apartment," she said walking over to her and ripping the unlit cigarette from her mother's mouth and breaking it.
As if she had just bit a lemon, her mother made a sour face. Seemingly Deb looked at her daughter in the way she'd look at any street whore who gave her a hard time or a problem. Susan looked at her mother as if she was just some whore that Tommy picked up from the bar and brought home for sex. Even though Susan told him about her mother, this was his first time seeing their interaction. Tommy looked from Susan to Deb and back at Susan again.
"Oh, sorry. I forgot that you're Miss Goody-two-shoes. You don't smoke or drink," said Deb raising her hand, rolling her eyes, sighing, and shaking her head. "What I did to deserve a daughter like you, I have no idea. Maybe if you had a vice you wouldn't be the uptight bitch that you are. Maybe if you took up smoking and drinking, you wouldn't be the barren and frigid cunt that you turned out to be and could hold onto your men without me taking them from you," said Deb with a loud, obnoxious laugh.
Susan returned the same angry face her mother made at her.
"Fuck you, Mother," said Susan.
Even though she told her mother to fuck herself, she automatically followed her expletive by calling her mother. Such an odd combination of words to put together as a form of disrespect and as a form of respect at the same time. Then, not nearly done, she paused to stare at her naked mother making herself comfortable in her bed. Susan looked at her mother with as much rage as she looked at her boyfriend. She looked at her mother as if she hated her and, especially at that moment, she most certainly did.
"Fuck me? Sorry, no thank you, I prefer having sex with men than with women," she said with another dirty laugh. "Besides, I'd never have incestuous sex with my daughter in the way that I had incestuous sex with my sons," she said with that loud, annoying cackle of a laugh.
Susan stared at her as if she wanted to strangle her.
"It's oxymoronic to even call you mother, when you've never been a mother to me. Always alone, with you out with one of your Johns and never there for me, you're not my mother. You were never my mother. From Thanksgiving until after New Year's day, your busy time with all of the hotel parties, you didn't even have the time to put up a tree or even buy me a Christmas gift," said Susan.



Deb looked at her daughter with confusion before looking at her with horror.
"That's not true. I bought you gifts at Christmas," she said suddenly getting a puzzled look on her face. "Didn't I?"
Susan shook her head no.
"Then, with my brothers out God knows where and doing God knows what, I was left alone for the holidays just as I am alone again now. The television set that I sat in front of hour after hour was more of a mother to me than were you. I learned all about life and all that I needed to know from watching television. You're just some whore who happened to get laid and pregnant by the late, great, Dr. Robert Parker, or so you say, your only saving grace and your only claim to fame."
Deb shrugged and impulsively reached for her cigarettes again before remembering that she wasn't allowed to smoke in her daughter's apartment.
"Yeah, well, with me having sex with so, very, many men back then, Honey, sometimes two or three in a night, I have no idea who your father really was. We didn't do DNA testing back then. He could be anyone of a thousand men for all that I know. For all I know, your father could be one of your brothers," she said with her cackling laugh again. "Imagine that? How's that for you turning up your nose at incest when you were spawned from an incestuous relationship that I had with one of your brothers?"
Deb laughed loudly again while Susan rolled her eyes and sighed loudly.
"You're incorrigible Mother. I don't know why I expected you to change or to be any different than you always were. I can't believe you had sex with yet another one of my boyfriends. As far as I know, you've had sex with all of my boyfriends. God, you're such a disgusting, frigging whore. You're such a frigging, old cunt," she said. "When will you ever act your age?"
Deb smiled at her daughter.
"Act my age? What does acting my age have to do with anything, especially with sex? Besides, what was I supposed to do? As if a sign from God, I was horny and he was naked with an erection," said Deb with a dirty laugh. "You know how I feel about cocks, especially big, hard cocks," she said grabbing at Tommy but he pulled away from her grasp.
Susan stared at her mother as if she wanted to knife her to death.
"I can't believe you. I can't believe either of you. I don't believe this is happening to me yet again," said Susan.
She looked at if she was about to cry before an angry look washed over her face.
"With him looking so pathetic, I felt bad for him. He looked so horny and sexually frustrated after having sex with you," said Deb laughing loudly while patting Tommy's shoulder. "Had you properly sexually serviced your boyfriends," she said pointing her finger at her daughter. "There'd be no need for Mommy to step in and help you sexually satisfy your men."
Susan's face turned bright red.
"Fuck you," said Susan.
Tommy pulled away from Deb to look from Susan's face full of rage to look at Deb before returning his focus to Susan.
"Oh, oh, catfight," said Tommy no doubt thinking he was funny with his feeble attempt to break the tension.
Susan glared at her mother before glaring at him.
"No wait," she said to Tommy pushing him away. "I can believe you had sex with her. I just can't believe you had sex with my mother. You're the one I can't believe. God, you're such a disgusting bastard," she said looking at Tommy.
Suddenly Tommy had a panicked look on his face.
"Sorry Susan. Really, I am," he said even, no doubt, he wasn't sorry at all.
Susan looked at him as if she hated him as much as she hated her mother.
"I know what I can expect from my mother, nothing, but expecting more from you, I thought you were better than that," she said glaring at Tommy before her face was awash with hurt and sadness. "Expecting more from you, I thought we had something. Why in the Hell would you have sex with her, my mother, when you have someone like me in your bed?"
He looked from daughter to look at mother before looking back at daughter.
"I don't know, Susan. I'm sorry," he said taking a step back. "I can explain. Really, I can."
Susan put up her hands as if they were two mini stop signs that stopped him in his tracks from coming near her. She didn't want to hear what he had to say.
"I don't want to hear it. I've heard enough from the both of you. I can't believe you had sex with my mother? Is there no end to the lunacy that is my life? Oh, my God. Mom! Get the fuck off my bed and put on your clothes. The both of you," she said pulling her mother by her hair and pulling her boyfriend by his ankle. Wanting to kick her mother in her face, she pushed her to the floor before kicking her boyfriend in the balls.
Holding himself in pain, Tommy grabbed at the sheet before grabbing for his clothes to get dressed.
"Sorry, Susan. I'm so sorry. It just happened," said Tommy. "I was sleeping and when I opened my eyes, your mother was sitting on the bed with my prick in her hand."
Susan looked from her boyfriend to look at her mother with hatred.
"Sorry Susan. I'm so sorry," said Deb with a shrug while making fun of Tommy before returning to her bad self. "When I saw that big cock, I just couldn't help myself from touching it, stroking it, gumming it, and fucking it," she said with a dirty laugh before she started coughing. "With me not as good looking as I used to be, I take whatever I can get," she said with a shrug and another annoying laugh.
A crime of passion that no court of law would convict her, enraged, if Susan had a gun she probably would have shot the both of them.
"Get out! The both of you get out! If you'd rather be with a 70-something-year-old drunk, be my guest," said Susan to Tommy.
He looked at her with panic.
"Wait Susan. Don't do this," he said begging her to give him another chance.
Susan continued pushing him out the door.
"When she's not drinking and smoking, she's fucking and sucking or gumming some man for money. With all the men my whore of a mother has been with, hundreds, maybe even thousands of men with her working as a stripper and a prostitute for fifty years, I'd see your doctor for some penicillin, if I were you," said Susan.
Tommy looked from Susan to look at her mother with horror.
"Seventy-something?" He looked at Susan before looking back at Deb. "I thought you were sixty-something," he said. "Gees. Damn. You don't look 70-something. Looking ten years younger, you look good for you age," he said to Susan's mother. "I never would have guessed you being thirty-years older than me."
Deb ran a slow tongue over her red lipstick clad lips while staring at Tommy's exposed prick.
"Thank you," she said putting on her clothes. "It's the black hair. It makes me look younger, don't you think?" She tossed back her black hair with a practiced flip of her head.
With neither of them fully dressed, Susan shoved Tommy out of her apartment before shoving her mother out her apartment door.
"Get out! Get the fuck out! The both of you," said Susan pushing them both out the door and locking the door behind them. "Go fuck yourselves, the both of you. I never want to see either one of you again."
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter 7:
"Sorry Susan. Really, I am," he said even, no doubt, he wasn't sorry at all.
Susan looked at him as if she hated him as much as she hated her mother.
"I know what I can expect from my mother, nothing, but expecting more from you, I thought you were better than that," she said glaring at Tommy before her face was awash with hurt and sadness. "Expecting more from you, I thought we had something. Why in the Hell would you have sex with her, my mother, when you have someone like me in your bed?"
He looked from daughter to look at mother before looking back at daughter.
"I don't know, Susan. I'm sorry," he said taking a step back. "I can explain. Really, I can."
Susan put up her hands as if they were two mini stop signs that stopped him in his tracks from coming near her. She didn't want to hear what he had to say.
"I don't want to hear it. I've heard enough from the both of you. I can't believe you had sex with my mother? Is there no end to the lunacy that is my life? Oh, my God. Mom! Get the fuck off my bed and put on your clothes. The both of you," she said pulling her mother by her hair and pulling her boyfriend by his ankle. Wanting to kick her mother in her face, she pushed her to the floor before kicking her boyfriend in the balls.
Holding himself in pain, Tommy grabbed at the sheet before grabbing for his clothes to get dressed.
"Sorry, Susan. I'm so sorry. It just happened," said Tommy. "I was sleeping and when I opened my eyes, your mother was sitting on the bed with my prick in her hand."
Susan looked from her boyfriend to look at her mother with hatred.
"Sorry Susan. I'm so sorry," said Deb with a shrug while making fun of Tommy before returning to her bad self. "When I saw that big cock, I just couldn't help myself from touching it, stroking it, gumming it, and fucking it," she said with a dirty laugh before she started coughing. "With me not as good looking as I used to be, I take whatever I can get," she said with a shrug and another annoying laugh.
A crime of passion that no court of law would convict her, enraged, if Susan had a gun she probably would have shot the both of them.
"Get out! The both of you get out! If you'd rather be with a 70-something-year-old drunk, be my guest," said Susan to Tommy.
He looked at her with panic.
"Wait Susan. Don't do this," he said begging her to give him another chance.
Susan continued pushing him out the door.
"When she's not drinking and smoking, she's fucking and sucking or gumming some man for money. With all the men my whore of a mother has been with, hundreds, maybe even thousands of men with her working as a stripper and a prostitute for fifty years, I'd see your doctor for some penicillin, if I were you," said Susan.
Tommy looked from Susan to look at her mother with horror.
"Seventy-something?" He looked at Susan before looking back at Deb. "I thought you were sixty-something," he said. "Gees. Damn. You don't look 70-something. Looking ten years younger, you look good for you age," he said to Susan's mother. "I never would have guessed you being thirty-years older than me."
Deb ran a slow tongue over her red lipstick clad lips while staring at Tommy's exposed prick.
"Thank you," she said putting on her clothes. "It's the black hair. It makes me look younger, don't you think?" She tossed back her black hair with a practiced flip of her head.
With neither of them fully dressed, Susan shoved Tommy out of her apartment before shoving her mother out her apartment door.
"Get out! Get the fuck out! The both of you," said Susan pushing them both out the door and locking the door behind them. "Go fuck yourselves, the both of you. I never want to see either one of you again."
Chapter 8:
Tommy having sex with Susan's mother was her boyfriend's second chance. After she threw him out of her house and with him throwing her mother under the bus, she more blamed her mother for seducing her boyfriend than she blamed him for having sex with her mother. She knew how irresistibly tempting, sexually teasing, and erotically enticing her mother could be when it comes to sex and seducing men. Sexually experienced enough with men to know what men want, no man young or old could resist her. If anyone was a naughty minx, her mother was.
Before he had dared had sex with her mother too, she even forgave him for having sex with best friend's daughter, Christine. She stupidly and naively thought after one false step that his sexual transgressions were over. Assured that his infidelity would never happen again, she thought he was sincere in his apology of having sex with her best friend's daughter, until she caught him having sex with her whore of a mother. So gross and so nasty, he having sex with her mother was his second sexual transgression and his last chance. She was done with him. She was done with men.
Understandable that a forty-something-year-old man would want to have sex with a 20-year-old woman, what Susan didn't understand was why a forty-something-year-old man would want to have sex with a 70-something-year-old woman. Further, why would a 20-year-old woman want to have sex with a 46-year-old man? Are there enough men her age to fuck and suck? Why would she have sex with her mother's best friend's boyfriend? How dare she, that little conniving cunt.
'Gross! Eww! That's just nasty. That's just sick,' she thought to herself now that she was alone with her bad self.
When he had someone like Susan in his life and in his bed, why would he risk losing her for her old, mother? Nonetheless, with him cheating on her once with her girlfriend's daughter, and a second time with her mother, of all women, she wanted nothing more to do with him. Next, if he had the chance, driving a wedge between them, he'd be cheating on her with her best friend. Just as she was done with her mother, she was done with him too. Done, done, done with them both, if she never saw either one of them ever again, she'd be happy.
* * * * *
While she was out at the mall with Jennifer, her best friend, Jennifer's daughter, Christine, went to Susan's apartment looking for her mother. With the two of them as close as sisters, Jennifer's daughter no doubt figured that she'd find her mother there with Susan. Only, what she found was much like what Susan's mother found when she opened the front door to Susan's unlocked apartment. She found Tommy in bed naked. Then, when Susan and Jennifer arrived to Susan's apartment, a sight to behold indeed, they found Tommy naked and in bed with Jennifer's naked daughter, Christine, having sex.
Too busy having sex to hear Susan and Jennifer walk up the four flights of stair, unlock, and open her front door, seemingly neither women could believe their eyes when they rounded the corner. They had caught them red handed having sex. Susan would have been less angry if she caught Tommy having sex with anyone but her best friend's daughter and Jennifer would have been less angry if she caught Christine having sex with anyone else, preferably with a boy her own age. Only, Susan's boyfriend and Jennifer's daughter were naked and in bed. With Tommy humping Christine, really pounding her oh, so young pussy, seeing them having sex was indeed a sight to behold.
"Tommy," yelled Susan.
"Christine," yelled Jennifer.
How could he have sex with a child in her bed when he had a woman like Susan in his life? Unless his intention was to deeply hurt her, of all the women to have sex with, why would he have sex with her best friend's daughter? How dare he? What's wrong with him for him to do that? Testing their friendship, Tommy knew how close she was with Jennifer.
"Mom? Susan? What are you doing here? Why are you back so soon? Whenever you go to the mall, you're gone for the day," she said quickly grabbing her clothes to cover her naked body and hurriedly getting dressed.
If looks could kill, in the way that Susan and Jennifer stared at Tommy with hatred, he would have died a horrible death. If only they were witches and could burn him to death with their stares, they would have. Tommy had cheated on Susan with her best friend's daughter. Why would he do such a thing? How could he do such a thing?
Christine had cheated on Susan with the boyfriend of her mother's best friend. Why would she do such a thing? How could she do such a thing? She was so young, just 20-years-old. She was so innocent. She wasn't a virgin but she wasn't a slutty enough to be having sex with someone old enough to be her father especially when he was the boyfriend of her best friend.
Understandably, after her mother divorced her father years ago, perhaps Christine missed having a father in her life. Perhaps Christine was looking for her Daddy. With Tommy in Susan's bed naked, perhaps the timing was right even though it was all wrong. With that in mind to soothe her anger somewhat, not only could she understand why Tommy would want to have sex with a 20-year-old girl, she could understand why Christine would want to have sex with a 46-year-old man.
* * * * *
Christine knocked on the front door while calling for her mother and for Susan.
"Mom? Susan?"
When there was no answer, she turned the doorknob and with the door unlocked, she walked in Susan's small, studio apartment in the way Susan's mother would do months from now.
"Mom? Susan? Are you here? Mom? Susan?"
As soon as she turned the corner and walked further in the apartment, there was Tommy in bed naked. In the way he would do when Susan's mother, Deb, saw him naked months from now, he had a partial erection when Christine saw him too. Pretending he was sleeping just as he'd do with Deb, Christine stood in the large room staring at his naked cock. Seemingly he enjoyed exposing himself to women, especially when his exhibitionism appeared unintentional. As if she was a perverted peeper, she stood motionlessly quiet while staring at his cock. Tommy's eyes were closed but opened just enough for him to see a very pretty, young woman.
Instead of looking embarrassed, she looked sexually excited. Instead of looking away, she stared at his semi-erect prick. With her having never met Tommy, obviously she was nervous seeing a naked man in Susan's apartment and seeing a man in Susan's bed with a partial erection. Seemingly not knowing what else to do, Christine looked away from Tommy to call out to her mother and for Susan again. This time, taking care not to awaken the naked man, instead of calling out to Susan and her mother loudly, she called out to them softly.
"Mom? Susan?"
As soon as she called out for her mother and for Susan, she looked back to Tommy to see if she had awakened him. Only, instead of looking away once looking back at him again, as if she was mesmerized by his growing erection and hypnotize by his throbbing, big dick, she continued staring at his erecting penis. When he didn't open his eyes, she called out for her mother and for Susan louder.
"Mom? Susan?"
It was such a small place, barely 600 square feet, if they were anywhere, they'd be in the kitchenette, in the bathroom, or out on the balcony. Instead of walking out to the balcony to enjoy the view and to see if her mother and Susan were sitting out there, she seemingly preferred the view inside and the view she was seeing now. If her mother was out there with Susan, perhaps she had seen this naked man too. Perhaps, instead of going shopping at the mall, they just had a threesome. Perhaps, embarrassed that she was unexpectedly there, her mother and Susan were hiding and pretending they were home.
* * * * *
As if he was Burt Reynolds posing for a Playgirl cover, with his semi-erect, naked cock shamelessly on display, Tommy was prominently prone upon Susan's bed naked. Ready for whomever it was entering her apartment, he heard someone climbing the stairs, before hearing footsteps in the front hall. He knew that Susan had gone to the mall with her best friend, Jennifer. Being that no one ever climbed four flights of stairs but for Susan, Jennifer, and him, he figured that Susan was coming home with Jennifer. In the way he was sexually attracted to Susan when he first met her, he was sexually attracted to Jennifer when he first met her too. With him wanting to expose his erection to Susan's best friend, he had been stroking himself to an erection in anticipation of them opening the front door.
Then, when he heard someone call for Susan and then for Mom, he wondered if Susan had a daughter. Debating if he should cover his nakedness or not, with Susan 43-years-old, chances are her daughter wasn't a minor but over 18-years-old. In the way he was ready to expose himself to Susan's daughter, if that's who it was at her front door, he'd never exposed himself to a minor. He may be a lot of things but he wasn't a pedophile.
Maybe it wasn't Susan's daughter but Jennifer's daughter. Being that she was the same age as Susan, he knew that her daughter wouldn't be a minor but an adult too. In the way he'd love to expose his cock to Jennifer, without having even meeting her or seeing her, he'd love to expose his cock to Jennifer's daughter too. Not expecting her to react to seeing his naked prick with much more than shock and revulsion, it would be fun so flash some 18-year-old woman what may be her first cock.
Obviously, under the pretense that he was there waiting for Susan to return home as her naked surprise, he had an ulterior motive. He wanted to expose himself to Jennifer too while playing Mickey the Dunce by acting as if he thought Susan would be coming home alone. With Jennifer an attractive woman also, no doubt Tommy fantasized over having sex with Susan's best friend in the way he would later fantasize over having sex with Susan's mother. No doubt, if he had his druthers, he'd love to have sex with Susan and with her best friend at the same time and in the same bed.
Incorrigible in his horniness and in his sexual lust for women, only, he never expected for Jennifer's daughter, Christine, to be at the door. Just as Christine was surprised to see Tommy naked, he was surprised to see Jennifer's young, attractive daughter standing there staring at him as if she had never seen a cock before. Now, that he had exposed his cock to Jennifer's daughter, in the way that he'd love to have sex with her mother, he'd love to have sex with her too. How hot would that be to have sex with mother and daughter in the same bed, as hot as having sex with Susan and her mother in the same bed?
'Wow!'
* * * * *
With Christine standing at the foot of the bed staring at Tommy's cock, he remained silently still while pretending he was sleeping. Staring at her through the slits of his mostly closed eyes, she was so young. She was so pretty. She was so sexy.
Ruling out that she was Susan's daughter while remembering that she didn't have children, she looked too much like Jennifer not to be her daughter. A younger version and a carbon copy of her attractive mother, albeit without Jennifer's big tits, in the way he wouldn't mind having sex with her mother, he wouldn't mind having sex with her daughter too. He always wanted to have sex with a mother and daughter, separately or both at the same time. With Susan telling him that her mother was a whore, even though he never met her mother, he sometimes sexually fantasized of having sex with Susan and with her mother in the same bed. Having seen old photos of her, she was a fine looking woman with breasts as big as Susan's big breasts.
Christine continued staring at Tommy's cock as if his naked body was her gift from God. Christine continued staring at Tommy's big prick as if she had never seen a man's naked prick before. Christine continued staring at Tommy's naked body with lust and with sexual passion in the way that Tommy stared at most women when undressing them with his eyes. Only, with Christine not having to undress Tommy with her eyes, he was already naked. Wanting to surprise her, shock her, and embarrass her, Tommy opened his eyes.
"Hi," said Tommy popping open his eyes to catch her staring. While making no attempt to cover his nakedness with his hand or to conceal his nakedness with the sheet, he stared back at her in the way she was staring at him. "Who are you?"
She was pretty, so very pretty. Tall and shapely thing with dark, shoulder length hair and big, blue eyes with red, full lips, in the way that Tommy looked so very much like Brad Pitt, Christine looked like a much younger version of Angelina Jolie but without the big tits. Seemingly with him returning her stare, Tommy was instantly and sexually attracted to Christine. Shameless in his immoral and immodest exhibitionism of himself, instead of covering his nakedness with the sheet or even with his hand, when he moved his hand to his penis, Christine's eyes followed.
Instead of covering his nakedness with his hand, just the opposite, he started touching himself, actually playing with himself. Seemingly having never seen a man touch himself before, Christine watched him touch himself. She watched him holding himself and fondling himself. As if fascinated watching a man play with himself, she watched him fondle the head of his prick with his fingertips. The more he touched himself, the more she stared at him touching himself.
As if teasing her and sexually seducing her, he brazenly fondled the head of his cock while staring up at Christine and while she stared at his cock that continued to grow bigger and harder. With her giving him an audience of one, his cock throbbed and pulsated in his anticipation of him having sex with her. Just as he shamelessly masturbated himself in front of her, she shamelessly stared at his cock growing bigger and harder.
As soon as he was semi-hard, putting on quite the masturbation show, he collected his prick in his hand and started stroking himself faster and harder in front of her. As if he was intent to cum in front of her, with her still staring at his big prick, he was now giving her something even more to see. With her staring at him before, Christine was even more engrossed watching him masturbate himself now. Still staring at his big, hard, hairy, erect prick, she never removed her eyes from his cock, especially as his cock suddenly twitched, pulsated, and grew bigger and harder in his hand. Then, once he was hard and fully erect, obviously not wanting to cum, he stopped stroking himself. As soon as he stopped stroking himself, as if breaking the spell his cock had over her, she stopped staring at his big prick and was finally able to speak.
"I'm Christine, Jennifer's daughter," she said walking closer and talking to Tommy's cock instead of to Tommy.
He let go of his cock to shake her hand. Instead of recoiling and refusing to shake the hand that held his cock, if he had offered her his cock to shake, he wondered if she would have shaken his big cock instead of shaking his hand. As if his big prick was a microphone, seemingly she looked like she wanted to take his cock in her hand and speak into the mike. Tommy looked at her in the way that any naked, forty-something-year-old man would look at any attractive, 20-year-old woman. He looked at her with lustful desire. He looked at her with horniness. He looked at her as if he was a lecher, a predator, and/or a vampire and she was his next, intended victim.
"If you don't mind me asking, how old are you?"
Tommy stared at her in the way Christine stared at him.
"I'm old enough," she said with attitude.
With her hair continually covering one of her eyes and giving the illusion that one eye was larger than the other, she looked at him as if she was peeping on him through a hole in a fence. As if she was getting ready to take his stiff prick in her mouth and suck it, she flipped back her long, brown hair with a toss of her pretty head. Then, she stuck out her chest as if proud to tell him that she was a woman and no longer a girl.



"And how old is old enough?" He laughed at her boldness.
Making his prick bigger and harder, as if offering her to take over for him, Tommy continued slowly stroking himself while lustfully staring up at Christine.
"I'm twenty," said Christine. "I'm a sophomore in college. I'll be twenty-one in June," she said staring at Tommy's cock in the way that he was staring at her.
As if neither one has had sex in a long time, he stared at her in the way she stared at him.
"Damn, you're not even old enough to legally drink," he said with a laugh. "Yet, you are so very pretty and tall, as tall as your mother and as tall as Susan. I like tall women," he said. "Tall women are sexy. Tall woman always look thin and shapely in the way that you look and in the way that your mother looks."
Continuing to grow even bigger and harder in his hand while he masturbated himself, Tommy was getting a bigger and harder erection under the watchful stare of Christine. Looking down to where she was staring, and with him making no attempt to cover his stiff prick from her focused stare, he looked back at her staring at him. Instead of covering his nudity, Tommy continued to masturbate himself. Stroking himself faster, he stroked himself harder.
Instead of looking away, Christine continued staring. Seemingly destined to have sex, with him a whoremaster and her seemingly a whore, they were made for one another. Only, with their vast differences in age, they looked more like father and daughter than they did lovers. Seemingly, as much as Tommy was attracted to younger women, actually any woman, young or old, Christine appeared attracted to older men.
It was as if he was a CFNM dancer and she was an admiring young woman from the audience that he had just met who was watching him masturbate himself. Wanting to shock her even more, when she didn't bolt, Tommy continued masturbating himself faster and harder. In the way she continued staring at him, obviously, she wanted to watch him cum. Obviously she appeared to be as fascinated with his erect cock as she was by his masturbation technique.
Seemingly in the way that he wouldn't really care being caught having sex with Susan's mother in a few months, Tommy seemingly didn't care about being caught having sex with Susan's best friend's daughter now. In the way he seemingly didn't care being caught having sex with Jennifer's daughter, he seemingly didn't care being caught having sex with Jennifer, should that day ever happen. For sure, he didn't care who saw his erect prick, Christine, Jennifer, or even Deb, Susan's whore of a mother.
* * * * *
He was such a player, never thinking about the future, he only thought about the here and the now. Obviously, with him not loving Susan, for the sake of having sex with Christine now and in the same way that he felt when having sex with Deb much later, he didn't care if he was caught. Seemingly, not having a guilty bone in his body, he was a man without a conscience. Just as he had easily seduced Susan, he'd readily seduce Christine, and he'd seduce Jennifer too, if he had the chance.
"Sorry for staring," she said turning red with embarrassment.
She briefly looked away from his cock to look up at his face before returning her focused stare to his big prick. Yet, even after apologizing for staring at his engorged prick, she continued staring at his stiff prick. Seemingly mesmerized by his naked prick, perhaps with her never having watched a man masturbate himself before, she seemed fascinated with him masturbating himself now. Seemingly encouraging her to look, to stare, and to leer, Tommy smiled at her naïve, innocence while holding up his cock to her before stroking himself harder and faster.
"You look like you've never seen a man's prick before," he said stroking himself faster. "You look like you've never seen a man masturbating himself before," he said stroking himself harder
She looked from his cock to make brief eye contact with him again before staring back down at his engorged prick. An involuntary reaction to seeing Tommy's erection, she blushed again before brushing back her hair and while sliding a slow tongue over her full, red lips. A telltale sign, obviously, with her body language so clearly telling, she wanted to have sex with Tommy as much as Tommy wanted to have sex with her.
"I've seen my share of cocks but I've never seen one that big before," she said still staring at Tommy's prick and as her excuse to stare at his cock even longer. "Your cock is huge?" She looked up at him before returning her focused stare to his erection. "How big is it?"
Tommy looked down at his big prick before proudly wrapping his hand around it.
"Nine inches. I measured it once years ago," he said looking down at his prick with pride before looking up at her staring down at him. He paused in what he was going to say next as if debating if he should say what he was thinking. "Would you like to touch it?" He moved his cock forward to point it at her as if he was holding a dangerous weapon. "Would you like to feel it?" He held it as if he was offering her to feel his pet snake. "Would you like to stroke it? Go ahead and wrap your hand around it. I don't mind," he said stroking his cock as if showing her how to stroke him.
He continued stroking his cock under the watchful eye of Christine.
"Really?" She looked from his cock to look up at him before returning her stare to his erect prick. "May I? Really? You don't mind if I touch it, feel it, and stroke it?"
With her excitement contagious, he gave her a big smile.
"Sure. You may touch it, feel it, and stroke it. I don't mind at all," he said. "Help yourself," he said letting go of his erect prick for her to touch him and stroke him.
She sat next to him on the edge of the bed and stared down at his cock. As if touching a cucumber in a supermarket and testing it for freshness, she timidly reached out her hand to touch his cock with her manicured fingertips.
"Take it in your hand and hold it," he said. "Go ahead and stroke it. Don't be shy. It won't bite."
She withdrew her hand as if nervous and as if debating if she should or not.
"Seriously?" She looked up at him as if he was kidding. She looked up at him as if he was sexually teasing her. "May I?"
He took her hand in his and moved it to his engorged prick.
"Sure. Absolutely. You may even stroke me, if you'd like," he said.
With her hand poised on his prick and not moving her fingers until she received his assurance, she looked from his cock to look up at him again.
"You won't tell my mother that I held your naked cock in my hand? Will you?" She looked up at him before looking down at his prick. "You won't tell Susan that I stroked your cock? Will you?" She looked up at him again before looking down at his prick again. "I'd be so embarrassed if ever they knew that I touched your cock, held your erect prick in my hand, and stroked your prick."
He gave her another smile.
"My lips are sealed," he said.
She reached out her hand and wrapped her fingers around his cock. Then, she gave him a sexually aroused look, a look that he hadn't seen on Susan's face since he first started dating her. She stared at him and stared down at his cock as if she had never held a cock in her hand before.
"Oh, God, should I be doing this? It's so big. It's so long. It's so hard. I can barely wrap my fingers around it, it's so thick," she said looking up at him with a big, gleeful smile on her face. "I wouldn't even dare touch you with you being Susan's boyfriend and Susan being my mother's best friend but," she said looking as if she was about to cry.
He looked at her with compassion. He looked at her with concern. He looked at her with sympathy. He looked at her with sexual excitement. He looked at her with sexual lust.
"Hey, it's okay. Don't worry about it," he said rubbing her shoulder. He paused again to look at her. Obviously, there was something wrong. "What's the matter? Tell me. What were you going to say? But what?"
While still holding his cock in her hand, she looked up at her with her big, blue soulful eyes.
"I've been so horny for weeks after breaking up with my boyfriend," she said with sadness while looking as if she was about to cry. "I know this is going to sound wicked but I so desperately need a cock," she said while not removing her stare from his erection. "I so need to feel a hard cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy," she said making eye contact with him to give him a sexy look before finishing her thought. "I so need to get laid," she said.
She stared in his blue eyes with her blue eyes as if asking him to fuck her and giving him permission to fuck her before staring down at his cock that she held tightly in her hand. As if he had won the lottery, he gave her a sexually excited nod before giving her an understanding smile.
"There, there," he said patting her shoulder. "Think of my cock as my gift to you, a public service," he said with a dirty laugh. "You may suck me if you'd like. And if it will make you feel any better, I'll even throw you a bang. Okay? If what you need is to get laid, I'll do anything to help."
She looked at him with happiness. She looked at him with gratefulness. She looked at him with sexual excitement.
"Thank you. Thank you so very much. I'd like that," she said. "If you don't mind, I'd like to suck you a little before you fuck me."
Holding his cock harder, Christine stroked his cock faster. Tommy loved needy women. He loved women who needed to get laid. In the way that politicians think of themselves as public servants even while they're stealing money and accepting bribes, he thought of himself as a public sex servant to women.
"Mind?" He laughed a delirious laugh. "Why would I mind a young, pretty woman sucking my cock?"
Then, as if recognizing him, staring at his face instead of his cock, she said what he knew she was going to say.
"Did anyone ever tell you that you look exactly like Brad Pitt, a bald Brad Pitt?"
She giggled and he sighed and rolled his eyes.
"Everyone," he said. "I only wish I had his money. I only wish I was married to Angelina Jolie." Then, with her sitting on the bed besides him and looking up at him, he looked at her more closely at her. "Actually did anyone ever tell you that you look like Angelina Jolie?"
She laughed.
"In the way you wish you had Brad Pitt's money, I wish I had Angelina Jolie's tits," she said.
He used her reference to Angelina's tits to stare at the modest impressions her breasts made in her clothes.
"Actually, she had her breasts removed to avoid the risk of her getting breast cancer. With breast cancer in her family, she had all of the early signs of getting that disease too. Brave of her to do that, she had a double mastectomy. Now, she has silicone implants. If you wanted larger breasts, you could have implants too," he said.
She gave him a smile while looking down at her chest before looking up at him.
"Maybe later, when I'm working but now all of my money goes to paying my college expenses," she said.
Still staring at his prick, she continued stroking him.
"If it's any comfort and consolation to you, not all men like big breasted women," he said.
She gave him another smile.
"Well, in the way that so many men love big tits, I just love your big prick. It feels so good in my hand," she said. "Not very man have a cock as big."
He watched her stroking him.
"Go ahead. Don't be shy. I know you want to suck it," he said gently touching the side of her face before sliding a slow, soft finger across her lips. "Take me in your mouth, lick me, and wrap your tongue around me," he said giving her his permission by placing a gentle hand to the back of her pretty head. "Suck it, Christine. Blow me," he said encouraging her to take him in her mouth. "See what it feels like to suck a big cock," he said reaching out to feel her small tits through her blouse and bra.
She looked down at his hand feeling her A cup breasts through her blouse. She looked down at his fingers coaxing out her nipples through her bra. In the way she had been staring at his cock, he was now staring at her blouse and bra clad breasts. As soon as he touched her tits, her nipples made their appearance through her blouse and bra. Then, as soon as he fingered her nipples, she leaned her head down, flipped her hair out of the way, and took him in her mouth.
Christine was sucking Tommy while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra. Sucking and sucking him, she was sucking a man who was old enough to be her father. Sucking and sucking him, she was sucking a man she had just met. Sucking him harder while stroking him faster, she was sucking him as if she wanted him to cum in her mouth.
"Oh, my God, I love sucking your big prick," she said coming up for air and briefly removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "If you don't mind, even though I'm really enjoying sucking you, I really need to get laid."
She looked at him with sexual excitement.
"Okay," he said with a sly grin. "I can accommodate you."
She reached for the button of her blouse and paused to look at him as if asking his permission.
"You don't mind if I get naked," she said looking up at him before standing to strip off her blouse, her bra, her jeans, and her panties without even waiting for his answer. "I really need to get out of these clothes," she said sexually teasing him while undressing. "God I'm so fucking horny. I'm so fucking wet."
He stared at her as if she was as stripper on stage.
"Mind? Why would I mind you getting naked? No, I don't mind at all," he said watching her unbutton her blouse.
She stared at him staring at her while watching her stripping off her clothes.
"It's just that I've been so fucking horny lately," she said removing her blouse. "If you don't mind," she said removing her jeans and pausing before asking him her question. "I know it's a lot to ask being that we just met but would you fuck me? Please?"
He laughed at his good fortune while his sexual anticipation of fucking Christine consumed his sexual thoughts.
"Of course I'll fuck you, Christine," he said staring at her standing before him in her bra and panty.
She had a flat stomach with jeweled stud in her bellybutton and except for her smallish breasts, she had a very shapely body. With the sexy body she had, she'd be the perfect candidate for implants.
"I really don't care how you do it. If you want to mount me or if you want me to just bend me over, it doesn't matter to me. I just really need a good fucking," she said removing her bra and her panties. "I really need to feel a hard prick inside of me," she said as if she was asking her hairdresser for a specific hairstyle.
She exposed her neatly trimmed brown pussy and her tight, little round ass. She looked at him as if she was asking him to read something she wrote instead of asking him to have sexual intercourse with her and fuck her.
'Don't mind? She's got to be kidding,' thought Tommy.
Tommy looked at her as if he had just won the lottery and she was his prize.
"Well, okay," said Tommy feigning his reluctance with a shrug of disinterest. "Yeah, sure, I don't mind fucking you at all Christine," he said. "It would be my pleasure to throw you a good, hard bang," he said with shit eating grin.
He grabbed her around the waist and, in one quick movement, he slammed her naked ass on the bed and was on top of her. When he probed her with his fingers, she was already wet, so wet. He moved his prick to her pussy and with her hand guiding his hard cock inside, forget about kissing, touching, feeling, and making love, they were fucking like rabbits in no time.
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter 8:
"Go ahead. Don't be shy. I know you want to suck it," said Tommy while gently touching the side of her face before sliding a slow, soft finger across her lips. "Take me in your mouth, lick me, and wrap your tongue around me," he said giving her his permission by placing a gentle hand to the back of her pretty head. "Suck it, Christine. Blow me," he said encouraging her to take him in her mouth. "See what it feels like to suck a big cock," he said reaching out to feel her small tits through her blouse and bra.
She was so young, just 20-years-old that she made him feel like an old man when he was only 46-years-old. Yet, with a 26-year difference between them, he was old enough to be her father and she was young enough to be his daughter. Never had he been with a woman as young. Without a doubt, Susan would kill him if she knew he had sex with Jennifer's daughter and Jennifer would, no doubt, want him to have sex with her too, if she knew he had sex with her daughter.
Christine looked down at his hand feeling her A cup breasts through her blouse. She looked down at his fingertips coaxing out her nipples through her bra. In the way she had been staring at his cock, he was now staring at her blouse and bra clad breasts. As soon as he touched her tits, her nipples made their appearance through her blouse and bra. Then, as soon as he fingered her nipples more, turning them, twisting them, and pulling them, she leaned her head down, flipped her hair out of the way, and took him in her mouth.
Christine, Susan's best friend's daughter, was sucking Tommy while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra. Sucking and sucking him, she was sucking a man who was old enough to be her father. Sucking and sucking him, she was sucking a man she had just met. Sucking him harder while stroking him faster, she was sucking him as if she wanted him to cum in her mouth.
"Oh, my God, I love sucking your big prick," she said coming up for air and briefly removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "If you don't mind, even though I'm really enjoying sucking you, I really need to get laid. I really want to be fucked."
She looked at him with sexual excitement.
"Okay," he said with a sly grin while looking forward to making out with her. With foreplay his favorite thing to do, he couldn't wait to feel her through her clothes while kissing and kissing her. "I can accommodate you."
Only, ready to spoil all of his fun in having foreplay before undressing her, she reached for the button of her blouse and paused to look at him as if asking his permission to undress.
"You don't mind if I get naked," she said looking up at him before standing to strip off her blouse, her bra, her jeans, and her panties without even waiting for his answer. "I really need to get out of these clothes," she said sexually teasing him while undressing. "God I'm so fucking horny. I'm so fucking wet. I so need a good fucking."
What was he going to say? No? He would have preferred stripping her himself while kissing her, touching her, and feeling her through her clothes. Instead, watching her undress, intently leering at her as she removed her clothes, he ogled her as if she was as speed stripper on stage.
"Mind? Why would I mind you getting naked? No, I don't mind at all," he said watching her unbutton her blouse.
She stared at him staring at her while watching her quickly stripping off her clothes. He wished she wasn't undressing as fast. He wished she would slowly strip herself naked. He wished she'd allow him to do the honors of undressing her. Only, with her entering Susan's apartment while he was naked, as if he was having a sexual fantasy, and with the chance that he'd ruin everything, he didn't want to exert his control of the sexual situation.
"It's just that I've been so fucking horny lately," she said removing her blouse. "If you don't mind," she said removing her jeans and pausing before asking him her question. "I know it's a lot to ask being that we just met but would you fuck me? Please? I really need to get laid."
He laughed at his good fortune while his sexual anticipation of fucking twenty-year-old Christine consumed his sexual thoughts.
"Of course I'll fuck you, Christine," he said staring at her standing before him in her bra and panty.
She had a flat stomach with jeweled stud in her bellybutton and except for her smallish breasts, she had a very shapely body. With the sexy and shapely body she had, she'd be the perfect candidate for implants.
"I really don't care how you want to fuck me. If you want to mount me or if you want to just bend me over, it doesn't matter to me. I just really need a good fucking. I just need to get laid," she said removing her bra and her panties. "I really need to feel a hard prick inside of me," she said as if she was asking her hairdresser for a specific hairstyle.
She exposed her neatly trimmed brown pussy and her tight, little round ass. She looked at him as if she was asking him to read something she wrote instead of asking him to have sexual intercourse with her and fuck her.
'Don't mind? She's got to be kidding,' thought Tommy.
Tommy looked at her as if he had just won the lottery and she was his prize.
"Well, okay," said Tommy feigning his reluctance to have sex with her with a shrug of disinterest. "Yeah, sure, I don't mind fucking you at all Christine," he said. "It would be my pleasure to throw you a good, hard bang," he said with shit eating grin.
Once she was naked, he grabbed her around the waist and, in one quick movement, he slammed her naked ass on the bed and was on top of her. Different from Susan's body, as if ready to drive a new car instead of driving the same old used car, her body felt so firm and so soft at the same time. When he probed her with his fingers, she was already wet, so very wet. He moved his prick to her pussy and with her hand guiding his hard cock inside, forget about kissing, touching, feeling, and making love, as if they had already made love before, they were fucking like rabbits in no time.
* * * * *
Chapter 9:
Normally, especially with her being so young and so pretty, and with him being the lover and the one sexually seducing woman, Tommy would have held her close, looked deeply in Christine's blue eyes, and kissed her. Normally, he would have closed his eyes, parted her lips with his tongue, and French kissed her while feeling her small, pert breasts and her firm, round ass through her clothes. Instead of having her undress herself, normally, he would have made out with Christine while undressing her himself. Instead of allowing Christine to take sexual control, normally, he would have been the one in control of the sex. Instead of fucking her, just fucking her, he would have made love to her first.
Only, with her so young, and with him so smitten, as if she was a timid deer that he stumbled over in the forest with a twelve point rack and he was a hunter, he didn't want to frighten her. He didn't want her to suddenly bolt and leave. With Susan gone shopping for hours with her best friend, Jennifer, Christine's mother, he wanted her to stay long enough for him to have his wicked, sexual way with her beautiful, naked body. He wanted this sexual coupling, an older man with a young woman, to be a memorable occasion. Yet, with her already spoiling it, she was taking the romance and the foreplay out of his hands by asking him to fuck her, just fuck her.
Normally, if she was any other woman, he wouldn't mind her taking the lead. Normally, if she was any other women, he wouldn't care that she just wanted to get laid and just wanted to use him to fuck her. Normally, he'd do anything that a woman would want him to do, even follow her lead. Only, she was special. She was only 20-years-old, compared to him, practically a virgin. She was 26-years younger than he was. A piece of nearly virgin ass like this may never happen again in his lifetime.
As if she was an expensive gift given expressly to him, just as he'd never allow someone else to open it and spoil all of his fun, normally he'd never allow her to strip herself naked. Only, she caught him by surprise when she told him she needed to get laid. With her never removing her eyes from his cock, she floored him when she asked him if he'd fuck her. Actually, she literally begged him to fuck her. Just as he had never been with someone as young, never had he been with a woman so very sexually aggressive before.
With her already standing in front of him naked, naked, he couldn't believe she was naked, she had already ruined some of his fun. Part of the sexually exciting experience of having sex, especially with someone new and especially with someone so young and so pretty was touching, feeling, and fondling the woman while kissing her and before even undressing her. If he had his druthers, if Christine hadn't been so aggressively horny and was seemingly just intent on getting laid, he would have taken his sweet time kissing her, feeling her, and undressing her. If he had his druthers, he would have taken his sweet time making love to her before fucking her. If he had any regrets in fucking Christine, with him a spider caught in her web of youth and vibrancy, he regretted that she now controlled what they were going to do and how they were going to do it.
Before even getting naked, with foreplay an integral ingredient of sex necessary for him to become fully, sexually aroused, he loved feeling women through their clothes while kissing them. Before removing his cock from his pants, he loved women feeling him through his clothes while kissing him. He loved the kissing, the touching, the feeling, and the fondling as much as he enjoyed the actual act of having deep penetrating sex with a woman. He needed all of that to feel something. He needed all of that to plant the memories of them in his head so that he'd remember what it was like to make love to them before just fucking them.
Foreplay was not only an important ingredient of sex but also a necessary part of sex. Foreplay was so very sexually exciting and, in comparison, sexual intercourse was anticlimactic. As if the end of a movie or the end of a book, compared to that first touch, that first kiss, and the first time seeing her naked, too soon and too fast, cumming was disappointing. Now with her already naked, she removed a big piece of the foreplay that he needed and looked forward to having. Instead of making love as a man and a woman, they would soon be fucking like animals.
With foreplay seemingly taking much longer and much more exciting than the actual act of sexual intercourse, when done right, especially with someone new, sexual intercourse was the ending and the grand finale of a fireworks display. It was always sad at the end of fireworks with the air filled with smoke and everyone hurrying to leave to beat the traffic home. Having the same feeling at the end of a parade with the last float going by and leaving only trash behind, wishing the parade would continue forever, he didn't want the parade to end. Having the same empty feeling at the end of a football game, whether winning or losing, he'd love to watch just one more pass, great catch, touchdown, and field goal. He had the same sad feeling after watching a movie, especially a good movie. While watching the credits and with everyone hurrying to leave, not wanting the experience to end he was always the last one to leave the theatre.
As if he had witnessed a great battle in the sky before the fireworks ended with a big, colorful bang, the smoky remnants of what just happened were still there filling the air with the acrid smell of gunpowder. Just as he could smell the smoke in the air from the fireworks, with the smell of sex in the air, he could smell a man and a woman cumming together after having had sex. Just as he'd love to watch a never ending firework display, he'd love to have foreplay without the inevitable end.
If he had to choose one over the other, in the way he wasn't allowed to do with Christine, he'd pick having foreplay with a new woman every time over fucking her, just fucking her. If he had to choose one over the other, he'd rather have foreplay than to just get laid. Just as making love is always better than fucking, and slow lovemaking is always much more fun and sexually exciting than a quickie and/or slam bam fucking, foreplay trumps them both.
Only, he should have a problem. What 46-year-old man would be sad after fucking a 20-year-old woman? What older man would have any regrets after fucking such a fine piece of young ass? Only, with Tommy having reached the connoisseur level of sex, seemingly it took more and better sexual partners to satisfy his finely tuned sexual palette. As if he was a gourmet diner, he wanted to savor the moment of kissing her, touching her, feeling her, fondling her, and licking her beautiful body. Instead of just rushing through the meal by gorging himself full, instead of just fucking her, he wanted to take his time by creating memories that would sexually satisfy him later should they never do this again.
Romance mixed with foreplay can make the sexual experience so much more pleasurable then bending forward some drunken women to do her doggie style in a back alley or having a quickie in the backseat of a car. Younger partners are always better, unless someone like Susan graces the bed. Even older sexual partners can be just as sexually satisfying as younger sexual partners, if they have the sexual experience that Susan's mother has. For as long as he shall live, he would never forget her gum job.
* * * * *
Normally, while kissing her, holding her, hugging her, touching her, feeling her, and fondling her, Tommy would have made out with her the entire time he was removing Christine's clothes. Only, he wasn't given that chance. Normally, after he removed her bra, he would have felt and fondled her tits while fingering her erect nipples before sucking her A cup breasts. Only, she denied him that too.
Normally, once she was naked, feeling her and touching her everywhere, he would have explored her entire naked body. Normally, after removing her panties, he would have felt and squeezed her naked ass, rubbed her clit, and fingered her pussy while kissing her, feeling her tits, and fingering her nipples. Normally, he would have made out with her until his lips were sore. Feeling too rushed and too pressured to fuck her, just fuck her, normally, perhaps a chance of a lifetime, he would have taken more time with her than she wanted him to do and than he did.
Normally, with holding, hugging, and kissing as important as any other part of having sex, he would have enjoyed taking his sweet, slow time with her instead of feeling pressured to rush to sexually satisfy her by merely fucking her. Normally, once she was naked and sexually aroused enough from all of the kissing, the touching, the feeling, and the fondling, he would have moved between her legs to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. An acquired talent and with him having a special, oral sex skill, he would have loved to have eaten Christine before making love to her and long before just fucking her. Only, she refused him that honor too.
Normally, he would have rubbed her clit while licking and sucking her clit and while fingering her pussy deeper and while reaching up to fondle her tits and finger her nipples. Normally, he would have given her an orgasm with his fingers and with his mouth before mounting her and sticking his big, hard cock deep inside of her. Normally, he would have made love to her before fucking her. Only, she just wanted to get laid. As if she was a man looking to get laid, she just wanted him to fuck her.
Instead, as if she was the man, as if she was the horny one, and as if she was refusing to take no for an answer, instead of him being the aggressor, Christine was sexually in control. Forget about kissing her, feeling her, touching her, fondling her, and licking her, forget about foreplay, and forget about making love, Christine just wanted to get laid. Christine just wanted to fuck. Fucking is all she wanted to do. Instead of him being her lover, he was nothing more than her dildo.
As if a medical procedure instead of having sex, almost clinical, without even going through all of the sexual seduction, bypassing it all, she just wanted and needed him to stick his big cock in her cunt. She just wanted him to fuck her. Not needing or wanting all of the kissing, the touching, and the feeling, she just wanted to get laid. With him so very sexually excited about having sex with her, especially after she was staring at his cock while watching him masturbate, he was disappointed now.
Never had he ever met a woman who was as horny as he was. Unless she was a prostitute that he paid for sex, no woman that he had ever met just wanted to be fucked. She just wanted to fuck. She just wanted to get laid.
With her staring at his cock in the way he stared at women's tits, she never removed her eyes from his stiff prick. No woman he had ever been with had been as fascinated with his cock as she obviously was. Something that other women told him was gross, she even seemed to enjoy watching him masturbate himself. Never had he met a woman who wasn't embarrassed, shy, or ashamed for him to catch her staring at his cock whether flaccid or erect. No woman had he ever been with had told him exactly what she wanted and sexually expected from him.
Normally, for a woman to be ready to fuck him, he'd have to do a lot to even get her to the point of her wanting to fuck him. Unless he drugged her or got her so drunk on alcohol that she didn't know where she was, who she was with, and what she was doing, he'd have to do more than just jump in bed with her. He'd have to play the potential boyfriend role and/or even pretend to be a good catch. He'd have to show her that he was a good provider for her to perceive him as husband material and a good father for their children.
Normally, for a woman to be ready to fuck him, he'd have to take more time with her. He'd have to call her, talk more to her, make her laugh, entertain her, take her to a movie, to dinner, and romance her over several dates. Normally, for a woman to fuck him, like fingernails doing down a chalkboard, he'd have to do the unimaginable. He'd have to listen to her and pretend that he was interested in all that she had to say. Is it any wonder why men drink to an excess?
Even after they had sex, with no graceful way out, he'd have to stay to hold her while she enjoyed the afterglow of sex. Even worse, if he brought her back to his place, chances are she'd never want to leave. She'd want to stay the night to cook him breakfast the next morning. Sometimes not seeming worth it, all of the things that men do for sex is unbelievable. Then, to add insult to injury, the women would expect him to call her the next day.
'Unbelievable!'
Normally for a woman to be ready to fuck him, he'd have to take the time to not only get her to like him enough for him to have sex with her but also he'd have to take the time to get her to trust him. Normally, while taking his time jogging around the bases as if hitting a homerun and hoping to score, he'd have to cajole her, coerce her, and pressure her to fuck him. Then, while kissing her and feeling her through her clothes, he'd have to take his sweet time with foreplay before being able to seduce her.
All of the things that he was willing, ready, and had learned to do now, he'd have to make love to her before even daring to fuck her. Yet, Christine was different. She didn't want any of that. Within only a few minutes of meeting her, taking him by surprise in her readiness, willingness, and eagerness to go from first base to home without even touching any of the bases, Christine was ready to fuck him. She just wanted to fuck him. She just wanted to get laid. No women he had been with had been as sexually aggressive.



'A first time for everything, wow!'
* * * * *
Tommy mounted her and as soon as he did, as if his cock was her personal, private dildo, Christine grabbed his erection in her hand and positioned it by her wet pussy. Not even allowing him to give her a kiss or allowing him to part her lips with his tongue, with her already so wet and with him already so hard, in just a hump or two, he was inside of her. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he was fucking her in the way he fucked his prom date in the backseat of his car after the prom more than 25 years ago. In the way that Christine was seemingly so inexperienced now for her just to want to get laid instead of making love, compared to him, he was so sexually inexperienced then with him just wanting to get laid instead of making love.
What did he know so long ago? Aside from getting a hand job and/or a blowjob from a woman, he thought fucking was sex. Not taking the time with foreplay, he never realized that there was so much more to sex than just getting laid and fucking. Now, seemingly with Christine taking him back to his roots, with her making him feel like a horny teenager again who only wanted a hand job, a blowjob, to get laid, and to get fucked, he was back to square one.
Yet, with her so young and so pretty, not willing to spoil his chance of getting with her, he went with the flow and played the cards that he was dealt. Who was he to protest if she wanted to skip the kissing, the touching, the feeling, the fondling, the licking, the sucking, and all that goes with foreplay? Whether just fucking her or making love to her, who was he to question his good fortune in having sex with Christine? If he protested too hard or tried to change what she so wanted, she may just walk out the door and find someone else, someone more her age to fuck her.
Christine's good looks and youth inspired him to give her the fucking that she so wanted and that she so deserved. Maybe if he fucked her hard and long enough, she'd want him to fuck her again. Maybe the next time they met, if there is a next time, she'd ask him to make out with her and give her all of the foreplay that she didn't want or need now. Maybe the next time they met, if there is a next time, she'd ask him to make love to her.
Maybe this is the beginning of a beautiful romance. Maybe taking the next logical step forward, he'd seduce her mother and fuck her too. Maybe he'd just fuck her and forget her. Maybe he'd just fuck her and then after fucking her mother too, he'd still keep them on the side while having sex with Susan. The possibilities were seemingly endless.
Humping her harder and humping her faster, he fucked her as if he was a 20-year-old man instead of a 46-year-old man. Pounding her pussy faster and harder, ramming her, he slammed his big cock deep inside of her. Returning his humps with her humps, Christine was as active in fucking him as he was determined to fuck her hard enough and long enough to give her an orgasm with his cock instead of with his fingers and mouth.
As if they were one, as if they were a humping machine, with even their breathing synchronized, he fucked her in the way he had never fucked any other woman. As if laughing in the face of age, he was out to prove a point that he wasn't too old or over the hill. With no one home and with them on the fourth floor, with him feeling as if he was alone in the universe, they were louder than they needed to be.
* * * * *
Hitting all of the sales and finding all that they wanted and needed to buy in record time, cutting their shopping excursion short, Susan and Jennifer came home unexpectedly. In the way that Tommy and Deb would never hear the front door open and shut months from now, Tommy and Christine never heard the front door open and close. As shocked as she was when she caught Tommy with her mother months later, Susan couldn't believe it when she caught her boyfriend having sex with her girlfriend's daughter, Christine.
"Tommy," yelled Susan.
Tommy stopped humping Christine climb off of her.
"Christine," yelled Jennifer.
Christine covered her nakedness from her mother and from Susan with the sheet.
"Oh, my God," said Christine.
Christine turned white before turning a bright red.
"Fuck me," said Tommy.
Only, seemingly looking as if he didn't care, he more acted as if he had lost a bet at a horse race than being caught having sex with the daughter of his girlfriend's best friend. He more acted as if he had been caught stealing something from a store than he acted embarrassed for having sex with a woman who wasn't even old enough to buy alcohol. If he had any guilt at all, it was because he was caught and not because he cheated on his girlfriend and not because he cheated with a woman 26-years younger than he was.
Susan and Jennifer stood by Susan's bed aghast. Surprised to find Tommy in her apartment, she was shocked to find him fucking her best friend's daughter. Seemingly, equally as surprised to see her daughter having sex with a man old enough to be her father, Jennifer stared at Tommy's exposed erection in the way her daughter had stared at his stiff prick before.
"Tommy," said Susan. "What the fuck? What the Hell are you even doing here?"
Instead of grabbing the sheet to cover his cock from Jennifer while grabbing his clothes, he exposed himself to Christine's mother in the way he had exposed himself to Jennifer's daughter. Like daughter, like mother, in the way that Christine stared at his cock, so didn't Jennifer stare at his cock too. Obviously, in the way that Christine had enjoyed what Tommy was showing, Jennifer was enjoying the view of his cock too. So tempted to do so, he wanted to stroke and masturbate himself in front of Jennifer as he did in front of Christine.
"I was hoping to surprise you," he said.
Susan would give him the same look that she's give him when catching him with her mother months from now.
"Well, you sure fucking surprised me," she said. "God, you're such a fucking asshole. How could you have sex with her?" She looked from him to look at Christine. "She's just a child."
Obviously thinking of only her sexual satisfaction, showing no reaction or emotion on her face, she looked unapologetically at Susan.
"I'm not a child. I'm a woman," said Christine with a defiant attitude.
Christine stared at her daughter with anger mixed with disappointment.
"Christine," said Jennifer. "What are you doing here? Why are you with him? I brought you up better than this," she said.
As if she was late for school or late for work instead of being caught having sex with her mother's best friend's boyfriend, Christine grabbed her clothes and hurriedly got dressed.
"I, um, was looking for you," she said giving him a cold stare before giving him a sexy look when she saw his big, hard, glistening wet cock still pulsating and throbbing.
Like daughter like mother Jennifer stared at Tommy's cock in the way that Christine and Susan stared at Tommy's big prick. Yet, with Jennifer having more class and morals than her daughter, Jennifer's sudden sexual attraction to Tommy would never get in the way of her friendship with Susan. She had more loyalty than that. Yet, unable to help herself, her eyes widened when she saw the size of Tommy's big prick.
It was bad enough that her daughter was having sex with Susan's boyfriend even if he did look like Brad Pitt without hair, unless Susan ended the relationship with Tommy, Jennifer could never have sex with him too. As if someone had just died, Jennifer touched Susan's shoulder before hugging her. While hugging her, with Susan's back turned from Tommy, he held his cock in one hand while holding up his thumb and index finger to his mouth and ear as his silent sign telling Jennifer to call him.
"I'm so sorry, Susan," said Jennifer while nodding her head in the affirmative to Tommy. "We're leaving," said Jennifer taking one, last, long look at Tommy's erect prick. "Call me," said Jennifer looking at Susan before looking at Tommy again.
Jennifer and Christine left Susan alone with her soon to be ex-boyfriend.
"What the Hell is wrong with you, Tommy? You're a forty-six-year-old man having sex with a 20-year-old child. Are you out of your mind?"
He gave her a sad smile.
"Sorry Susan," he said. "I can't help it. I'm addicted to sex."
She looked at him as if he had totally lost his mind.
"Addicted to sex? Bullshit," she said. "You're just a man without morals or fidelity." She walked to the door and opened it for him. "Go, just go. Leave," she said. "Get out! Get the fuck out!"
With him not even finished dressing, she pushed him out the door. As if he was President Bush giving a speech at a press conference and she was Muntazar al-Zaidi, an Iraqi reporter, she threw his shoes at him.
"Susan, I can explain. I was naked when Christine entered the apartment and it all happened so fast that—"
Not waiting for him to finish talking, she slammed shut the door and locked it.
To be continued...
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Brazen in her continued flashing of her naked body, Jennifer flashes the pizza delivery man while her son watches.
With money in hand, Jennifer stood on the front porch wrapped in an oversized towel while excitedly waiting for the pizza delivery man to arrive with her pizza. As if she was a snow maiden from Reykjavik, Iceland, she looked like Marilyn Monroe wearing a white dress in The Seven Year Itch. Swathed in white that coordinated with her blonde hair and fair skin, she looked like an expensive gift wrapped in terrycloth instead of bubble wrap.
With the woman on the phone telling her that the pizza delivery man would be there in 30 minutes, she knew he'd be there in 20 minutes. They always said the delivery took longer in case it did and for people not to call looking for their pizza. After waiting only fifteen minutes, with her somehow knowing he'd be there soon, any minute actually, she opened her front door and handed the end of her towel to Michael.
With her shapely body pressed against the front door, he jammed the end of her towel inside the door jamb before tightly closing the front door. Making sure the towel wouldn't pull away from the door, Michael pulled the towel tighter from the other side of the door. Seemingly the perfect flashing plan, Jennifer stood on the front porch ready to flash the pizza delivery man.
Fortunately for her, she lived at the end of a cul-de-sac with a lot of mature trees blocking her neighbors view from seeing her standing on her front porch clad only in her towel. With there some young children out and about in the neighborhood, she didn't want to flash anyone other than the pizza delivery man. Immediately recognizing his car from the pizza delivery sign perched on the roof, she saw him enter her street. Slowly making his way down her street while reading the numbers, she watched him drive closer.
Ready and waiting for him, excitedly eager to flash him, seemingly she couldn't wait to lose her towel and for him to see her naked body. Obscured behind a curtain, Michael peeked out the interior side, porch window that gave him the best view of the front porch, of the pizza delivery man walking up the front steps, and of his mother standing on the porch hopefully naked. From their assigned surveillance spots, mother and son watched the pizza delivery man park his car, climb out, remove the pizza from the backseat, and walk up the walkway. As soon as he walked up the walkway and spotted Jennifer standing on the front porch wearing nothing more than her towel and slippers, as if he knew what was coming next, he smiled a knowing smile.
With her nor Michael not knowing what he was thinking, perhaps his immediate smile was a telling sign what he may have supposed would happen next. Maybe he was just happy to see a sexy, shapely, attractive blonde instead of an older, less attractive woman or an obese man. Maybe, with her blatantly standing there in her towel, perhaps he suspected a towel drop and hoped that she'd flash him her big tits or even her naked body. No doubt this wasn't the first time someone flashed him their tits and/or their naked body while he delivered their pizza.
Only, women who flashed the pizza delivery man usually remained inside of their houses and it wasn't until they opened the front door that they dropped their towel. It wasn't until they were paying him with one hand while reaching for the pizza with the other hand that, 'oops', the towel fell. This was different.
With her standing on her front porch, if she was intent on flashing him, this was something new. Maybe she was just getting out of the shower or about to take a shower and she wasn't going to flash him at all. Maybe his obviously thinking that she'd flash him her tits and/or her naked body was just wishful thinking on his part.
"Hi," she said giving him a big smile.
As if she was already standing there naked, the pizza delivery man never removed his eyes from his mother. With pizza delivery men being flashed the most, Michael wondered if he knew there was something more than just a woman standing on her front porch in a towel waiting for the delivery of her pizza. With his mother standing outside on the front porch in her towel, Michael wondered if the pizza delivery man suspected what would happen next. At this point, too late, it didn't matter if the pizza delivery man suspected that his mother was about to flash him or not. With the towel already jammed in the door, there was no turning back now.
"Hi," he said returning her smile.
As soon as he put his foot on the first, front porch step, taking that as her cue, just as she had planned it, Jennifer took two steps forward. Obviously, as if someone was holding her around her waist, she could certainly feel the stuck towel resisting her forward progression. With one end of the towel tucked in her waist and the other end of the towel stuck in the door, it would take much of a pull to loosen the towel from her naked body.
With the stuck towel not giving her any freedom of movement, as soon as she moved forward, as if she was a shiny new car being unwrapped, the towel slid from her body and she was naked. As the towel slid down her sexy, shapely body, waving away her morals and modesty, his mother was naked. Naked, Jennifer was naked.
Michael stared at his naked mother in the same way that the pizza delivery man stared at his naked mother. Only, with her his mother, with him having already seen his mother naked, and with him already having had sex with his mother, the sight of his naked mother meant much more to him than it surely did to the pizza delivery man. Moreover, the fact that his mother was totally naked in front of another man was as sexually exciting for Michael as it, no doubt, was for his mother too. Only, intent on walking closer while staring at Jennifer's naked body, the pizza delivery man wasn't watching where he was going tripped up the front stairs and nearly dropped the pizza.
"Oh, my God," she said feigning her embarrassment while turning one way before turning the other way. She made sure that he got a good look at her entire, naked body.
Watching and obviously enjoying the naked show his mother was giving, the man just stood there while watching Jennifer desperately trying to pull at the jammed towel to cover herself. He watched his mother squat down to try and pull the towel from out of the front door to free it and for to cover herself. In the way that Michael watched from the side window while hidden behind the curtain, the pizza delivery man watched his naked mother from the confines of the front porch. With her every movement that she made, he watched his mother's naked tits move side to side and bounce while she desperately tried to free her towel by pulling on it.
"Let me try," said the man pulling at her stuck towel with one hand while looking up at her and ogling her naked body.
When he squatted down in the way she had just done, he was only inches away from her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. Jennifer pounded on the front door before ringing the front door bell.
"Michael. Let me in. Michael! God, this is so embarrassing. Please be a gentleman and avert your eyes. Please don't look at me," she said covering her tits with her forearm and her ass with her other hand. "Please don't look at my ass. Please don't look at my tits. Please don't look at my pussy," she said turning to face him before turning away from him.
Obviously realizing that this naked flash was deliberate, not adverting his eyes, the pizza delivery man continued staring at all that Jennifer was showing.
"Sorry lady but I've already seen your naked body," he said with a dirty, little laugh.
Michael opened the front door and, as if she was on fire, Jennifer dashed inside. If she was feeling the heat from any flames, she was on sexual fire after flashing the pizza delivery man her naked body. She ran in her bedroom to get dressed.
"Pay him for the pizza," she said handing Michael the money as she ran by him before disappearing in her bedroom.
Michael watched the pizza delivery man still staring at his mother's ass in the same way that all of those truckers on the highway stared at her naked breasts and the men in the mall stared at all she was flashing them.
"Sorry about that. I've never seen my wife as embarrassed," he said accepting the pizza from the man, paying him, and giving him a big tip. "I'll never hear the end of asking her to order pizza," he said with a laugh.
The pizza delivery man gave him a big smile.
"If it's any consolation, she made my day," he said with a laugh. "You're one lucky man to have a wife who looks as good as that. Thanks for the tip."
* * * * *
Ready to eat her pizza with the pizza delivery man gone, Jennifer emerged from her bedroom fully dressed.
"Did you see the look on the pizza delivery man's face when you walked to him and the towel pulled from you and slid from your naked body," he said. "It couldn't have worked any better."
She gave him a naughty look and a sexy smile.
"Stop it, Michael, you're making me horny," she said with a dirty laugh.
In the way she sexually looked at him, he sexually looked at her. Without doubt, in the way they'll be having hot pillow talk about her flashing at the mall and flashing the pizza delivery man, they'll be having hot sex later tonight too.
"As if a scene in a movie, it couldn't have been planned any better. In the way of a shroud slowly sliding down from a work of art, a sculpture, the towel slid off of you," he said looking at her as if she was still naked.
She gave her son a sexually aroused look.
"No, I didn't see any of that but I wish I had. Not wanting my flash to appear deliberate, I was too busy playing my part as the mortified woman. I was too busy acting embarrassed. I think if I had looked at him, I would have ruined the moment by showing my sexual excitement instead of my embarrassment," she said. "Besides a more normal reaction for a woman who is supposed to be embarrassed would be not to make eye contact with the man."
When the impressions her nipples made through her blouse and bra were too obvious not to notice, he stared at her as if she was standing there topless in the way she was naked a moment ago. Obviously, his mother was still so very sexually excited. He couldn't wait to have sex with her tonithg. He couldn't wait to talk about all her exhibitionism and all of the other men's voyeurism today.
"It looked real to me. Had I been the pizza delivery man, I never would have thought your flashing him was deliberate," said Michal. "Instead of just a towel drop, the towel caught in the front door was nothing short of inspired."
She bit her lip before licking her lips while obviously replaying flashing the pizza delivery man over again in her mind. He wished he knew what she was thinking. He wished he knew what she was feeling. Then she said something that shocked him.
"After all of the flashing I've done today, I was so sexually excited that I would have fallen to my knees for him," she said looking at her son while obviously looking to see his reaction to what she had just said. "I would have sucked his cock right there on the front porch if he had unzipped himself, pulled out his prick, stuck it in my mouth, and put a heavy hand behind my head."
'Oh, my God,' he thought.
Michael looked at his mother stunned while the sexual fantasy that his mother just inspired him to have played through his mind.
"Wow," he said.
With him imagining the pizza delivery man's cock buried in his mother's mouth, Oh, my God was all that he could think and wow was all that he could say.
"I was so horny at that point that I would have blown him, Michael. Had he made a sexual move on me, I really would have. I would have allowed him to cum in my mouth," she said looking at him. "I wished he had pushed me against the front door and fucked me right there on the porch."
Michael looked at his mother wide eyed.
"Actually," he said while not believing he was saying what he was thinking. "I would have love to have watch you blow the pizza delivery man. I would have loved to watch him fuck you, Mother."
She gave him a motherly smile while patting his hand.
"I'm so glad that I have you to talk about my sexual feelings. For years, I had not one. For years, I had to keep my sexual thoughts to myself. For years, I had sexual thoughts about you."
Not knowing how else to respond to his mother confessing her sexual fantasy of blowing and/or fucking the pizza delivery man, he was glad that they could share their sexual wants and desires without being judged. Still, maybe it was perversely perverted to think that but he would have enjoyed watching his mother sucking the pizza delivery man before fucking the pizza delivery man.
How hot would that be to watch his mother blowing the pizza delivery man while the man felt her big tits and fingered her erect nipples? How hot would that be to watch the pizza delivery man fucking his mother? With her sucking him and then with him fucking her, he'd be masturbating himself from behind the curtain of the front porch window while watching the man having his wicked, sexual way with his mother.
* * * * *
Now, that he witnessed his mother flashing her naked body again, with him never having had that thought before, he wondered what it felt like to flash someone his naked body. In the way his mother obviously enjoyed flashing men her tits, her ass, and her pussy, he wondered what it would be like to flash women his cock. Later, when they're having sex, with her having flashed about one hundred men her panties, her cleavage, her bra, her nipples, her areolas, her ass, her pussy, and/or her tits, he'd ask her during pillow talk about her day of flashing. Hopefully giving him more insight into how she felt sexually, he couldn't wait to have that conversation with her.
"Well, with his eyes nearly popping out of his head and with him stumbling up the steps while walking towards you, he almost dropped the pizza," said Michael with a laugh.
Replaying it over and again in his head, he was unable to stop replaying the towel sliding down from his mother's shapely body and her exposing herself to the pizza man. When he wasn't thinking of that, he was visualizing his mother sucking the man's cock or the man fucking his mother up against the front door.
Seemingly as if ready for more flashing fun, she gave him the same smile she gave him when she was standing before him naked in that motel room. Even though she was fully dressed now, he looked at her as if she was still naked. He only wished he had had known she was an exhibitionist before. While wondering what she looked like naked, he thought of all the years he wasted masturbating over the thoughts of his mother's naked body. Now that they had sex, he thought of all the years he wasted while wondering what it would be like to have sex with his mother.
"That would have been funny if I saw the look on his face but I was too busy pretending that I was struggling with my towel caught in the front door," she said. "Yet, whether I saw him looking or not, I know he was staring at all that I was showing. Tingling all over, I could feel him ogling my naked body with his leering eyes. Just as I can't believe that I flashed him my tits, my ass, and my pussy, I can't believe that he saw my tits, my ass, and my pussy."
He smiled at his mother while nodding his head.
"As if you were a plate food at a banquet and he was a starving man, he never removed his eyes from you," said Michael. "I'm surprised he didn't reach out and touch you, grope you, feel you, and fondle you."
She seemed flattered by his food analogy.
"That's the beauty of flashing with a partner. What I didn't see, you did and will tell me all that I missed seeing later. Nevertheless, whether I saw him looking or not, that was so very sexually exciting to flash him my tits, my pussy, and my ass," she said. "Being that he was right there, not two feet from me and close enough to touch me, grope me, feel me, and fondle me, made me tingle all over. With me suddenly so horny, I couldn't help from imagining him touching me, groping me, feeling me, and fondling me, while having his wicked sexual way with me," she said.
She swooned while wrapping her arms around herself as if she was naked again. He looked at her with curiosity while a pang of jealousy and possessiveness took hold of him. What the Hell is this? Suddenly, he was jealous. Is he not enough for his mother? Suddenly he felt possessive of her being his, only his.
Is his mother now interested in having sex with other men? If his mother is not interested in having sex with other men, maybe there's more that they could both explore sexually. In the way his father wanted her to participate in the swinging lifestyle, maybe this is the perfect time to suggest what she wouldn't do with his father but may do with him. Imagining the hot summer expanding their sexual fun, nude beach and sex in public here we come.
Still he was more than curious about how she felt flashing herself. Now that she confessed that she had sexual thoughts of blowing the pizza delivery man before fucking the pizza delivery man, he wondered if she had sexual thoughts for the truckers who saw her tits on the highway too. He now wondered if they had stopped at a rest area, if she would have had sex with one of the truckers. Maybe while flashing the shoe salesman her panties at the shoe store, she had sexual thoughts for him too. Maybe she wished he had stuck his face between her legs and licked her pussy through her panty. Maybe when she was naked behind the curtain of the dressing room in the clothing store, had a man been brazen enough to push back the curtain and walk inside with her, she would have done him too.
Now he wondered even more about his mother and her past. Maybe his mother wasn't being totally honest with him. Maybe more than just being an exhibitionist, she was a slut and a whore too. Maybe long before she had sex with him, after leaving his father, she had sex with other men while flashing herself at the mall. Or maybe after flashing them, she had sex with the plumber or the electrician while his father was at work. Maybe she flashed and had sex with any man who happened to come knocking at her door.
Maybe there's more to his mother than her just flashing her semi-naked and naked body to unsuspecting men. Maybe with some men not taking no for an answer, his mother had sex with them just for them to leave her alone. Maybe there were other things that happened in her past that his mother wasn't telling him. Maybe because his mother was a slut and a whore was the reason why his father left her. Only, she was his mother and no matter what she did or didn't do, he'd never think of her as a slut or a whore. If anything, he was glad that she enjoyed exposing herself to unsuspecting men. He was glad that she liked to show what men shouldn't see of her.
"It's that what it feels like to flash?" He paused while debating if he should say what he was thinking. "Tingling all over and getting horny enough to have sex with a stranger?"
She shivered as if she was cold when, no doubt, she was sexually aroused.
"Flashing oneself is a sexually freeing experience," she said. "It wouldn't be the same if I just stood there naked. Showing a my panties and/or my bra instead of showing it all is much more sexually exciting. Besides, making my flashing appear unintentional, saves me from being deemed a slut, a whore, and/or a woman looking for sex. And yes, sometimes, if the man is good looking enough, I've been tempted to have sex with him but never have."
Believing her and taking her at face value but still he wondered if she was being honest in confessing that she never had sex with any man she flashed.



"With you flashing so very men, I'm surprised you weren't tempted to have sex with one of more of them," he said baiting his mother to tell him more.
She gave him a sexy smile.
"I was tempted many times but rather than have sex with anyone other than your father, I'd go home and masturbate myself," she said and he believed her.
Forget about the pizza, she looked at her son as if she was ready to have sex right there.
"You're right," he said. "Rather than making your flashes appear deliberate, it's better for the man to think that he was there at the right place and in the right time.
Obviously thinking about what she was going to say next, she gave him a sexy look. He couldn't believe what she said next.
"In the way that I've flashed men, maybe for you to feel what it's like to flash someone, perhaps I can flash your cock to women sometime," she looked at him as if waiting to see his response. When he was too shocked to respond, she continued. "Would you like that?" She stepped to him to grab his cock through his pants and underwear. "Would you like me to flash your dick to unsuspecting women in the way that I flashed myself to unsuspecting men today?"
He didn't know what to say. He didn't how to answer that question. Yet, as if someone else had answered her, he heard himself answer her question.
"Yes," he said as if in a trance while imagining flashing some of his mother's hot friends and sexy neighbors his cock.
* * * * *
It wasn't until after he watched his mother flashing her panties, her cleavage, her bra, her areolas, and her nipples to unsuspecting men at the mall that he had developed a fever for watching his mother flash herself. She was such a professional flasher. Just as no one would ever suspect that they were mother and son, no one would ever suspect that she was flashing them deliberately.
Where other women would be embarrassed, humiliated, mortified, and ashamed for someone to see something they shouldn't see of her, pretending her flashes were unintentional instead of deliberate, she acted oblivious to the stares of men. She pretended not to notice them looking, leering, and staring at all that she was showing and all that they were seeing. With her obviously acting as if her flashes were serendipitous surprises whenever she was flashing men, she obviously enjoyed flashing bits and pieces of her hot body to unsuspecting men. With her evidently knowing what she wanted to show them was what they wanted to see, she apparently enjoyed showing men what she wanted them to see of her beautiful body.
He loved seeing the looks on men's faces when seeing something of his mother than they shouldn't be seeing. With them only looking but not being able to touch, after his mother confessed to wanting to blow and/or fuck the pizza delivery man, he knew the next progression from flashing was watching his mother having sex with another man. Just as his father wanted to do with his mother and she refused, now that she was more sexual and into flashing again, he wondered if she'd participate in the swinging lifestyle with him.
Only, as sexually exciting as he imagined it would be to watch her having sex with another man, talking about doing something and actually doing something were two separate things. Uncharted ground, he didn't know if his mother would have sex with anyone else but with him. Not wanting to rock the boat and ruin the sexual relationship they were now enjoying, maybe he shouldn't push the envelope by mentioning them participating in the swinging lifestyle. Moreover, as sexually excited as he imagined he'd be having sex with other women, just as he didn't know if his mother would have sex with other men, he didn't know if his mother would want him to have sex with anyone but with her.
It wasn't until after he watched his mother flashing her semi-naked and naked body to unsuspecting men on the highway and at that mall that he envied all of the sexual attention she received from unsuspecting men. If only in the way she had men wrapped around her finger by showing them her panties, her cleavage, her bra, her nipples, and her areolas, he envied her ability to so control the opposite sex. Wishing he could receive the same amount of sexual attention from women, he only wished he could so control women in the way she so controlled men by merely flashing them bits and pieces of her hot, sexy body. With him now so very horny, it wasn't until he watched his mother flash the pizza delivery man that the feverish thought of flashing unsuspecting women his cock took hold of him.
* * * * *
Maybe there was something in the water. Maybe there was something in the air. Maybe there was something in the added hormones in the milk. Maybe there was some hormonal chemical in the processed foods that he ate but he didn't think about flashing unsuspecting women his penis until his mother flashed unsuspecting men her ass, her pussy, and her tits. He never thought about flashing unsuspecting women his cock until his mother mentioned flashing his cock to unsuspecting women.
Surprising women by flashing them, he never thought about flashing unsuspecting women his cock until he watched his mother flash unsuspecting men her panties, her cleavage, her bra, her nipples, and her areolas. Now, especially after she volunteered to help him flash unsuspecting women his cock, as if catching a contagious, flashing disease, he was thinking more about flashing women in the way his mother had flashed men. While imagining the shocked expressions on their faces, imagining himself flashing women his prick, like mother like son, he thought more about flashing himself to women.
Now instead of just thinking about flashing women as a sexual fantasy, he was thinking how to flash his cock without being arrested and without having his name added to the sex registry list as his new reality. It was one thing for women to flash their naked bodies to men but it was something else entirely for men to flash their naked bodies to women. In the way it was acceptable behavior for women to be exposing themselves to men, it wasn't as acceptable behavior for men to be exposing themselves to women.
In the way he saw how it sexually aroused his mother to flash bits and pieces of her semi-naked and naked body to men, it sexually aroused him to watch her flash bits and pieces of her semi-naked and naked body to men. Now, thinking about doing some flashing himself, the thought of exposing his cock to women sexually aroused him. In the way he saw the looks on men's faces when seeing all that his mother freely and willingly showed them of her sexy, shapely body, he'd like to see the looks on women's faces when flashing them his cock.
'Oh, my God, if only I could, I would,' he thought.
Daring them to look and not turn away, in the way that men stare, leer, and ogle women, he wondered if women would stare, leer, and ogle him. He wondered if they'd look or if they'd turn away. More than just flashing them, he'd like to masturbate himself in front of women. He'd love for women to masturbate him. He'd love to cum for women. He'd love for women to suck him and allow him to cum in their mouths. With women taking their cocks in their mouths to suck them, how hot must it be to be a CFNM stripper?
Only and unfortunately, most women don't react to seeing a man's penis in the same way that most men react to seeing women's asses, pussies, and tits. Unless when they were with their one, special someone, most women are more about romance, love, marriage, and babies than they are about men's flaccid cocks, erect penises, and sex. In the way that most men are sexually excited to see what they shouldn't see of a woman, most women are mortified to see what they shouldn't see of a man, namely his penis whether flaccid or erect. Most women have no inclination to see any man's cock who's not their boyfriend, their lover, or their husband. Most women would rather flash a man, whether deliberately or unintentionally than to have a man flash them deliberately or unintentionally.
Yet, if they were to be flashed by a man, the only man the average woman would be interested in seeing is their boyfriend, their husband, and/or their lover. Yet, if they were to be flashed by a man who wasn't their boyfriend, husband, and/or lover, the only way the average woman would be interested in seeing a man's cock was if they saw his cock in an unintentional flash. The only way the average woman would be interested in seeing a man's cock is if they saw his prick without the man knowing that he was so exposed. The only way the average woman would be interested in seeing a man's cock is if the man didn't know they were looking and didn't catch them looking. The only way the average woman would be interested in seeing a man's cock is if she was with a group of other women while at a CFNM strip club.
In the way that women are free to show their sexy semi-naked and naked body to admiring, appreciative, and horny men, unless they're at a CFNM strip club, women weren't as interested in seeing men's naked pricks. In the way that women are deemed sexy when flashing men, men are deemed perverted when flashing women. Nonetheless, leaving the thought of flashing his cock to unsuspecting women in the back of his mind, he didn't think any more about flashing his prick until his mother mentioned she was hosting a lingerie party for one of her friends.
'Huh? What? A lingerie part? Is that what she just said? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Oh, my God, how hot is that? He'd love to be a fly on the wall for that party,' he thought.
As if a sign from God, what better time would it be to flash his cock to a bunch of sexy, drunken women, while in their underwear? Only, thinking about flashing women his cock is one thing, actually flashing women his cock is something else entirely. How in the Hell would he even do it without making himself look perversely perverted? He couldn't just pull out his dick and flash someone. Somehow and someway, in the way that his mother was expert at doing, he'd have to make his flash appear unintentional. Unless he was caught coming out of the shower without the modesty of a towel, it was so much easier for a woman to flash a man than it was for a man to flash a woman.
Still, his cock hardened with the thought of seeing women modeling their sexy bras and panties. He'd love to see a bunch of older, inebriated women, women his mother's age, who were hopefully as sexually horny as was his mother, parading around in their underwear. How hot would that be to see women he didn't know and had never even met before standing in his living room in their sexy, low cut bras, French bikini panties, and short, low cut, sheer, and nearly see-through nightgowns?
'Oh, my God, now there's a party he'd like to be invited to attend,' he thought.
If only he could, he would. Only, knowing the party was for women only, he'd never be allowed to stay to watch the lingerie show. He'd make them feel uncomfortable with all his staring, leering, gawking, and ogling of their nearly naked bodies. If there was a time to set up a hidden video camera somewhere in his house, this was the time to do that. He'd love to watch the hidden camera recording all of the sexy action on his computer in his room while masturbating himself as the lingerie show going on downstairs.
Yet, not knowing if she was joking or serious, he didn't think anymore of flashing his cock to women until his mother again mentioned flashing him to women who'd appreciate seeing his cock and/or him naked. He didn't think any more of flashing women his cock and/or his naked body until his mother again mentioned deliberately flashing him to some of her select and slutty friends and sexy neighbors at the lingerie party. Now sexually excited, he'd love to see the reactions of women he had never met seeing his naked cock.
He wondered how his mother would go about flashing women his cock. If anyone would know how to flash him, she would. When seeing his cock whether making the flash appear unintentional of deliberate, he wondered if they'd look or look away. He wondered if they'd touch it, stroke it, and/or suck it. Moreover, he wondered if his mother would allow him to have sex with her slutty friends and sexy neighbors. No matter if she allowed him to have sex with them on not, just the thought of flashing them his flaccid or erect prick was so very sexually exciting.
To be continued...
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Losing her faith, Mother Superior sends Sister Kathryn to Father Thomas for counseling and for his spiritual guidance.
Author's Warning:
This story has explicit, X-rated sex between a priest and a nun of the Holy Order of Virgins. If you are offended by such a story, please do not continue to read about Sister Kathryn having graphic sex with Father Thomas.
Author Note:
Many men wonder and are curious to know what a Catholic Nun wears beneath her habit. They wear what any other woman wears. Most nuns wear panties and a bra. Those smaller breasted women wear panties without a bra with a slip or plain camisole while others, returning to the times of old, don't wear any underwear beneath their habit. Many nuns today don't wear habits but wear modern, modest blouses, appropriate length skirts, and a cap to signify they are a nun in the way that a priest wears a white collar to signify that he's a priest. Different from how nuns are shown in the movies, nuns don't wear makeup.
Although it may be many men's sexual fantasy to have sex with a nun, a national survey of tens of thousands of nuns has uncovered widespread sexual abuse of nuns within the Catholic Church. It's hard not to believe that nuns are sexually abused too after the scandal of children being sexually abused by priests. Yet, nonetheless, an astonishing statistic, four out of every ten nuns, more than 40% actually, of all Catholic Nuns have been sexually abused by Catholic Priests and/or by other Catholic Nuns, even by parishioners. It's even more of a staggering statistic when denoting that priests and nuns have taken vows of celibacy. If Catholics can't trust their priests and nuns to obey and abide by their vows of celibacy, who can they trust?
If one was to scratch the surface and delve behind the scenes with hidden cameras, despite their vows of celibacy, teaming with sexual frustration, the Catholic Church is seemingly a hot bed of sexual activity. If more than 40% of nuns are having reluctant, non-consensual, and forced sex, the percentage of priests and nuns having consensual sex between themselves and with members of their congregation are even higher. Perhaps it's time the Pope allowed priests and nuns to marry. Perhaps it's time the Pope allowed nuns to become priests. Perhaps it's time to reveal the mystery of what really goes on behind the altars, the closed rectory doors, and inside of a convent.
How dare they deceive us and disappoint us with their sexual behavior? How dare they continue to make us feel guilty with their holier than thou looks and attitudes for being human, when they are no better than the rest of us? How dare they continue to break their vows by continuing to break the 7th Commandment, Thou shall not commit adultery and the 10th Commandment, Thou shall not covet thou neighbor's wife (and husband).
A woman of faith should feel safe in a convent, in a house of God, and/or in a house of worship without being a victim of the Devil and/or of sexual abuse by of all people, her priest. Sadly, traumatically, and tragically, after being so sexually abused and having their vows forcibly broken, many nuns have confessed that they were left with feelings of anger, rage, shame, anxiety, and depression. With the sexual abuse so horrific, rapes, gangbangs, and cum baths some nuns were diagnosed with PTSS, Post-Traumatic Stress Syndrome.
Some nuns even considered leaving the religious life as a nun and others confessed to having thoughts of or had attempted suicide. Unable to cope with the shame, the embarrassment, and the humiliation, some nuns have taken their own lives by committing suicide. Just as they felt that they'd never make it to Heaven as a nun having forced or consensual sex anyway, they'd never see the light of Heaven after killing themselves either. Having broken their vows of celibacy whether forcibly or consensually by having sex with priests, other nuns, and/or with parishioners, the ultimate betrayal, they were wives of Jesus who cheated on God.
* * * * *
This story is not an investigatory exposé on the sexual abuse of nuns, hardly that. This story is a work of fiction of a single incident that later blossomed into a sexual relationship between a priest and a nun that may have happened in real life as it happened in fiction. In the light of so very many nuns being sexually abused by priests, by other nuns, and by parishioners within their congregation, this work of fiction may be more of a work of non-fiction indeed.
Being that priests and nuns are human and mere mortal souls, sometimes a want, a need, and a lustful desire, may lead to sexual abuse and to even having consensual sex between a priest and a nun later. Being that priests and nuns are human and mere mortal souls, sometimes forced or consensual sex may happen between members of the clergy and members of the congregation. Priests and/or nuns having heterosexual, gay, or lesbian sex between one another has happened since the birth of the Catholic Church and will continue to happen behind closed rectory doors and inside of convents.
Since sexual abuse had been proven to happen on a regular basis within the confines of the Catholic Church, writing about the sexual lust of a priest and the sexual desires of a nun is fair game. Whether the sexual abuse happens in a convent, in the rectory, inside of a church, and even in the bingo halls during a bingo game, sexual abuse between a priest and a nun and/or between two nuns is just wrong. Even when the sex is consensual, sex between a priest and a nun, between two nuns, or two priests, is wrong too. It's just nasty. If we can't trust priests and nuns to be celibate after taking their vows of celibacy, who can we trust? How can we as Christians keep our vows when even our spiritual leaders can't?
Yet, by poking fun of a serious, sexual abuse issue that continues to exist within the Catholic Church, Bless Me Father for I have Sinned may bring more exposure (forgive the pun) to the problem of forbidden sex within the Catholic Church. Being that the sexual abuse of nuns existed even more back then and long before than it does now, updated from 1945 to modern time, this story is what the Bells of St. Mary should have been had it been made today. By taking the leap of disbelief, if you can imagine Bing Crosby having sex with Ingrid Bergman, then it should be easier to see Father Thomas having sex with Sister Kathryn.
With tongue firmly planted in cheek, I give you Bless Me Father for I have Sinned. If you will, think of this story as a modern day version of The Bells of St. Mary. Think of Father Thomas as Bing Crosby who played Father O'Malley and Sister Kathryn as Ingrid Bergman who played Sister Mary Benedict in the movie. This story, Bless Me Father for I have Sinned is a similar story, kind of, not really, well, not at all but it's a sexy story nonetheless and an inside look of what routinely happens between a priest and a nun.
* * * * *
Bless Me Father for I have Sinned, Chapter 1, Part 2
"Bless me Father for I have Sinned," said Sister Kathryn at confession.
Father John, who sat across from her in the confessional, bowed his head and closed his eyes while listening to the good Sister.
"In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost," said Father John blessing the nun. "Tell me, Sister Kathryn, a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, what were your sins?"
Ashamed, embarrassed, and full of remorse, a fallen angel, Sister Kathryn broke eye contact and bit her lip before confessing her sins.
"I cursed seven times. I had bad thoughts of Sister Audrey when she took the biggest piece of pie. And," she said with a long and seemingly painful pause. "I had sex with Father Thomas," said the nun.
As if splashing him with icy cold water, Father John popped open his eyes to look up at the nun with a face full of shock and curiosity.
"Sex? Sorry Sister. Perhaps I didn't hear you correctly," said Father John straightening his posture in the booth while staring at the nun. "Did you say sex? Did you say that you had sex with Father Thomas?"
Sister Kathryn looked at the priest through the screened partition as if she was looking at a holy spirit in her room.
"Yes, Father. I said sex. I'm embarrassed to confess that I had sex with Father Thomas," she said with deep feelings of guilt, remorse, regret, and disgrace.
"When you said you had sex with Father Thomas, did you have touchy and feely sex while kissing?"
Not looking at her priest, she continued looking down at the confessional floor.
"No, it was more than that Father," she said.
Leaning forward to move closer to her, he cleared his throat before speaking.
"When you said you had sex with Father Thomas, did you have vaginal, sexual intercourse?"
Father John looked at Sister Kathryn with a sudden keen interest and Sister Kathryn looked at the priest shocked that he'd even ask her such a question.
"Dear Heavens me. God no, Father John," said Sister Kathryn taking her cross in hand to kiss it. "I can't believe you'd even ask such a question. I'd never break my vow of celibacy, never," she said.
Father John looked at her embarrassed.
"My apologies Sister Kathryn for insulting you by asking you that," he said. "Please forgive me."
As if she was an actress giving her line on stage of a Broadway play, she straightened her posture and lifted her chin high before speaking again but this time without reservation or apology.
"Something I've given hundreds of men before becoming a nun and a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, I merely gave Father Thomas a hand job. While he kissed me, French kissed, I stroked his cock," she said as if giving her priest a holy hand job was permissible between two members of the clergy in the Catholic Church. "While he felt my bra clad breasts, fingered my nipples, and felt my panty clad ass through my habit, I stroked his cock," she said whispering before pausing to see how the priest reacted to her confession.
Seemingly ready to burst through the confessional to have sex with Sister Kathryn himself, Father John did his best to look up at her with a non-judgmental face.
"Please continue Sister. For me to give you my forgiveness, you must tell me everything," said the priest.
Sister Kathryn took a big breath before speaking again.
"Then, while he continued fondling my tits and fingering my nipples through my habit, as if I was praying, I kneeled before him, took his priestly prick in my mouth, and sucked him. Nothing new there either," she said. "Before becoming a nun, I sucked lots of cocks. Yet, it was different with Father Thomas. With him helping me to restore my faith, the kind and giving Father filled my mouth with his goodness and I swallowed his holy seed," she looked up at her priest again.
Father John's mouth fell open and he stared at her as if she was naked after he undressed her with his wide-eyed stare.
"For me to give you total absolution of your sins, without leaving anything out, you must tell me all that happened sister," he said.
With the confessional booth suddenly softly shaking, Father John masturbated himself behind the enclosed partition in the confessional. Looking around her as if there was an earthquake, Sister Kathryn nodded her head before speaking again.
"Then, commanding me to spread my legs and put my elbows on his desk, he bent me over his desk, in the way that James Spader as Mr. Grey did with Maggie Gyllenhaal as Lee Holloway in the Secretary. As if covering a religious statue with a black shroud, he lifted my habit up and over my head before bunching it around my neck in the way of an oxen's yoke," said Sister Kathryn.
Stroking himself faster and harder, the confessional booth creaked and groaned while Father John self-abused himself.
"And then what happened Sister. Tell me. Tell me everything. Don't leave anything out," said Father John seemingly out of breath.
Pretending she didn't know what he was doing on the other side of the confessional, she gave him a sexy look with her best naughty smile before speaking again.
"He removed my panties and unhooked and lifted my bra. My big tits fell in the palm of his horny hands. He fingered my nipples before lubing my rectum with gel. In order for him to restore my faith, I allowed Father Thomas to inject me with his goodness by not only cumming in my mouth but also in my ass too. I allowed Father Thomas to give me anal sex, Father John," said Sister Kathryn.
With the Father John's face as red as the devil's cape, the priest put a finger to his collar to loosen it.
"Oh, my God," said Father John in a quivering voice while seeming sexually excited by Sister Kathryn's confession.
As if she was smiling at the Holy Spirit, she gave the priest a reverent smile.
"He restored my faith Father. He did. He truly did. Only, even though Father Thomas assured me that it wasn't a sin what we did and that no vows were officially broken, I wanted a second opinion," she said.
She seemed proud that she didn't break her vow of celibacy by only giving her priest a hand job, a blowjob, and anal sex instead of having vaginal, sexual intercourse.
"I'm glad that Father Thomas took you under his wing, so to speak and showed you the way. As far as the Catholic Church is concerned by them turning a blind eye, hand jobs, blowjobs, and anal sex are permissible under a secret Canon Law written in Latin fine print. That was kind of Father Thomas to, um, restore your faith by showing you the loophole of how you can have sex without breaking your vow of celibacy," said Father John. "As your attrition, say one hundred Hail Mary's," said Father John.
Sister Kathryn bowed her head and signed herself.
"Thank you Father. God Bless you, Father. Peace be with you, Father" said the nun.
The priest held up his hand to make the sign of the cross.
"In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. God bless you, Sister and may peace be with you too, but before you go," he said with some reservation. "If you have the time, I'd, um, like to see you in privately in the rectory. I, um, have something to show you, um, I mean, I just want to see something. Sorry, I, um, have something to give you," he said.
Sister Kathryn, while still a virgin and a Sister in good standing of the Holy Order of Virgins, albeit now a sexually enlightened nun, smiled a knowing smile.
"As long as you fill my mouth with your holy goodness as more reinforcement to my faith, I'd be happy to kneel before you while praying, stroking, and sucking your cock, Father John," whispered Sister Kathryn.
Father Thomas looked at Sister Kathryn with sexual excitement. He looked at her as if he was seeing a vision of a saint.
"I'd like that," said Father John. Perhaps if we have the time, in the way that Father Thomas so kindly did, you can allow me to give you anal sex too as even more spiritual reinforcement."
* * * * *
Bless Me Father for I have Sinned, Chapter 1, Part 3
Of all the women to become a nun, Elsa Olsen wasn't one of them. Too focused on the natural beauty of her physical appearance to welcome God in her life, she was more enamored with her long, naturally blonde hair and her big, blue eyes than she was with Jesus. Instead of seeing God staring back at her in her mirror, in love with herself and with her good looks, she only saw her beautiful self. If she thanked God for anything back then, she thanked him for her pretty face, her tall, slim, shapely body, and her big tits.
She loved her big tits. If she had to number and name her favorite parts of her body, she'd name her D cup breasts as number one and her shapely, round, firm ass as number too. Third, of course, would be her beautiful face, fourth would be her long, lush, naturally blonde hair and fifth would be her big blue eyes. Just as every man she dated loved feeling and sucking on her big tits, they loved feeling and squeezing her tight, round ass. While she stroked their cocks before sucking their cocks, she loved it when they felt her tits and fingered her nipples while French kissing her, rubbing her clit, and fingering her pussy.
Once proud of her collection of shoes, clothes, nail polishes, CD's, and sexy romance novels, Sister Kathryn was now proud of her accomplishments as a teacher of children in parochial school. Never thinking she could be happy as a nun, her life change couldn't be any more different and any more dramatic. Never believing she could live in a convent as a nun, always having reservations before taking her vows, yet after taking her vows of celibacy and poverty, she couldn't be happier.
"Amen."
After seeing the light and hearing her calling, Elsa Olsen had turned her life around. Before she became Sister Kathryn, a nun, and a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, on her way to being a hand job artist and a blowjob specialist, she abandoned men and sex for religion and God. A complete turnaround along her fallen way, seemingly a disciple of the Devil, she did everything that a whore did but for sexual intercourse and anal sex. Even though she sucked her way through college, thankfully saving her virginity for her husband, whomever he may be, who knew her husband would be Jesus?
In the way she loved looking in the mirror at her image, she loved seeing men's cocks. She adored men's pricks. In the way she was on her knees praying night and day now, she was on her knees stroking while sucking cock back then. In the way she loved her Lord Jesus Christ now, worshiping a false God, a phallic idol, she loved men's big, hard and hairy pricks then.
In the way she attended confession once a month and received Holy Communion, as if that was her daily religious ritual, she had a difficult time going a day without sucking a man. Now, it had been more than ten years since she has had sex. It had been ten years since a man saw her naked, French kissed her, and felt her breasts and fingered her nipples. It had been more than ten years since she stroked a cock and sucked a cock.
"Hallelujah! Thank you, Jesus! Save from the Devil and from a whore's life, I'm free from all of that nonsense."
If she missed any one thing about her life before becoming a nun it was giving blowjobs. She loved stroking cock as much as she loved sucking cock. Yet, no matter her vow of celibacy and her abstention from sex, her memories of sucking cock have stayed with her from her old life to her new one. Whenever she allowed a sexual fantasy to creep in her head, it was always a sexual fantasy of her giving some man a blowjob. Sometimes, when horny and alone in her room, she played with her nipples while masturbating herself and while running a select list of those men she gave oral sex to through her mind. Sometimes, when really horny and alone in her room, she rubbed her clit and fingered her pussy while thinking about the men she had seen on the street and/or in church who she'd love to blow.
No longer ashamed, embarrassed, or remorseful, unable to stop her sexual desire for stiff pricks, she loved sucking cock. In the way her mother, Ingrid, confessed to her before she was married to her husband, Elsa's father, Hans, her mother loved sucking cocks too. Like mother like daughter, seemingly when it came to stroking cock and sucking cock, the apple doesn't fall far from the tree. Yet, now that she had forsaken the forbidden fruit of giving blowjobs to grateful men for religion and for God, she was done with all of that promiscuous sexual behavior. With that part of her deviant sexual life over and in her past, she had reinvented herself through her religion and with the help and guidance of her Lord God, Jesus Christ.
Before she found God, in the way that an alcoholic couldn't go a day without a drink, Sister Kathryn couldn't go a day without seeing a cock, stroking a cock, and sucking a cock. Seemingly addicted to sex then, in the way she was addicted to the Lord God Jesus Christ now, she had chosen the wrong path and had gotten lost before finding her way.



"Hallelujah! Praise Jesus! Thank you, Jesus!"
* * * * *
Only, a recent challenge and a new wrinkle in her holy, cloistered life as a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, Sister Kathryn had been struggling with her faith. Being that she was quickly closing in on the age where she couldn't safely have children, and with her working with children every day, she couldn't suppress the thought of wishing she had a child of her own. That of course would mean ending her life as a nun and marrying a man to start a family. Torn between the two, suddenly unhappy with wondering if she made a huge mistake becoming a nun, she was conflicted.
'Dear God, help me,' she silently prayed. 'What should I do? Should I stay and remain a nun or should I leave the convent for a chance at motherhood? Give me a sign?'
She took the Holy Mother in her confidence and confessed her struggle with her faith with her need to have a baby. Figuring that her Holy Mother must have had the same conflicts with wanting a child and struggling with her faith, she asked Mother Superior for her help and for her guidance. Their conversation ended without conclusion when the Holy Mother said she needed to pray on the issue and get back to her.
Sister Kathryn impatiently waited for Mother Superior to finish praying on the issue. As if she was a naughty, little girl being sent to the parochial school office instead of being an adult nun summoned to Mother Superior's office, the Holy Mother sent for her the next day. After a recent incident of the Mother Superior making a sexual pass at her, Sister Kathryn now feared the Holy Mother. With Sister Kathryn now questioning Mother Superior's intentions, her faith, her personal agenda, and her sexuality, she wondered how a woman, albeit a religious woman, who solicited her for lesbian sex, could possibly advise her.
"Sister Kathryn," said the Holy Mother with a stern fac. "In light of our most recent conversation of you struggling with your faith over wanting to have a baby and a family of your own, you leave me no alternative."
'Oh, oh,' thought Sister Kathryn. 'Is she going to ask me to leave the convent?' Sister Kathryn looked at the Holy Mother with nervousness. 'Now what? Maybe I shouldn't have said anything to her. Maybe I shouldn't have taken her in my confidence.'
No doubt thinking that Mother Superior was going to ask her to leave the convent, she looked up at the Holy Mother with trepidation. Obviously, when she rebuked Mother Superior's sexual advances, this was her payback for not giving her what she so sexually wanted and needed, lesbian sex. Only, with her never having had or even wanting to have lesbian sex, if she was given a choice and God was okay with it, Sister Kathryn would much rather suck a cock than lick a pussy.
"I've been praying to Jesus very hard for him to restore my faith," said the nun.
While bobbing her head slowly up and down as if she was a bobble headed doll, Mother Superior gave her a smile of reverent understanding. That was her first act of kindness since she rebuked her lesbian, sexual advances.
"I know you have but sometimes we can't follow our chosen path alone. Sometimes we need help which is why I'm sending you to see Father Thomas. I've already told him in advance of you needing his help in restoring your faith," said Mother Superior.
'Father Thomas? Why him?' Sister Kathryn didn't understand how Father Thomas could help her when her Holy Mother couldn't.
When Mother Superior fell quiet and busied herself with the paperwork before her, Sister Kathryn stood to leave.
"Thank you, Holy Mother. Thank you," said Sister Kathryn.
Seemingly given a second chance, one that wasn't a career ending one, she'd go to see Father Thomas for his spiritual advice and religious counsel. Perhaps where she couldn't restore her faith alone by praying and reading the Bible, her priest could give her special instruction. Perhaps he was expert at restoring the lost faith of fallen nuns.
* * * * *
Sister Kathryn of the Holy Order of Virgins was nervous about being sent to the rectory to see Father Thomas. In her more than ten years as a nun, she had never been inside of a rectory. She had never been alone with Father Thomas and/or with any other priest. She had seen him around the grounds and at Mass, of course, but other than to nod him her 'hello,' and sign him her blessing, she never had the reason to even have a conversation with him.
She knew who he was, of course, but was never asked to seek his help until now. She didn't feel comfortable about disclosing the private, personal issues she was having with her faith with a man, even if the man was a priest, especially when the man was her priest. Rarely even speaking to a man, odd for someone with her sexual past but she had been cloistered away in the convent and surrounded by women for the past ten years.
A good looking man, who could have worked as an actor or a model, there aren't many handsome priests who aren't homosexual. If the rumors she heard about him having sexual affairs with nuns and some of the sexually frustrated housewives and single moms of his congregation were true, she knew he was a heterosexual man. Only, she didn't know how such a man, especially a priest who broke his vow of celibacy, could restore her faith in God and in her religious beliefs.
Even though she had heard that he had quite the reputation of having his sexual way with some of the Sisters of the Holy Order of Virgins as well with some of his lonely, female parishioners, she didn't believe them. She was the type of nun who only saw the good in people and not the bad. Unless she saw it first hand, the last thing she would believe is gossip, innuendos, and rumors especially when the person being accused was a priest. Yet, remaining vigilantly on edge just in case, red flags in the back of her mind kept her on high alert. What if the rumors were true?
For the sake of the other nuns not knowing her struggles with her faith, under the thinly veiled guise of her being sent to seek the help of the priest with some parochial school matters, she was sent to see Father Thomas. Instead of the Holy Mother helping her herself, she wondered what she did wrong for Mother Superior to send her to Father Thomas. Perhaps this was her punishment for rejecting her lesbian, sexual advances. In hindsight, perhaps she should have welcomed her sexual overtures. Yet, before becoming a nun, when she was dating men and had a healthy sexual life, called many things, a slut, a whore, and promiscuous, but she wasn't a lesbian. Perhaps seeing Father Thomas was the next step and the last step in him asking her to leave the convent.
'Dear God help me. As much as I want to have a baby of my own, I don't want to stop being a nun,' she prayed for God's help.
With her soliciting the Holy Mother's help, she didn't understand why Mother Superior couldn't help her. She didn't understand why she needed to see a priest, a man, for help with her indecision to leave the convent for motherhood. With him not being a woman, how could he possibly understand her dilemma of motherhood versus sisterhood? How could he possibly help her with her personal problems for her to make a decision regarding her personal life and her continued faith in Jesus?
As if she was an alcoholic and was being tempted to take a drink, even though she didn't believe them, the sexual rumors of the priest's admiration for women weighed heavily on her mind. Something she'd never do, break her vow to Jesus but, with him so very good looking and with her sometimes so very horny, she couldn't help herself from imagining having sex with her priest. She couldn't help herself from imagining taking the priest's cock in her hand and stroking him before taking his stiff prick in her mouth and sucking him while stroking him.
'God, please help me. Please remove these salacious thoughts from my mind. Please give me the strength to find my faith. Please allow Father Thomas to help restore my faith,' she silently prayed while on her way to the rectory.
Trying to remain calm, she dismissed all of the bad things she heard about Father Thomas. Trying desperately not to believe that any of the rumors she heard about the priest were true, yet the Devil shook her faith with sexual images of her on her knees and sucking instead of praying. Feeling as if she was a lamb going to slaughter, what if the rumors she heard about Father Thomas were true. Once alone with him in the rectory, she couldn't help but wonder if she'd be another nun in a long line of nuns who had been sexually abused by their priest.
* * * * *
She knocked at the closed, mahogany, rectory door. Ready to bolt when she heard no answer from within, thinking he may be out running errands or having his wicked sexual way with a lonely, female, sexually frustrated parishioner, she timidly knocked at the door again. This time, in addition to knocking, she called out to the priest too. First calling out meekly and mildly, she called out louder and bolder while knocking and calling his name.
"Father Thomas? Hello?" She knocked. "It's Sister Kathryn," she said waiting and listening at the door. She knocked again. "Father Thomas? Mother Superior sent me to see you. She said that I should talk to you and seek your spiritual help," she said through the thick door while pausing to listen again. She waited and listened before calling out again for the last time. "Father Thomas?"
Ready to leave to return to the safety and sanctity of the convent, when she didn't hear any response, she knocked again for the last time. With the gossip and innuendos playing havoc with her mind, even though she didn't believe any of them, nonetheless afraid after all of the rumors she heard about him, she dreaded seeing him alone. Only what choice did she have? She had no choice. Mother Superior sent her to the priest and she couldn't disobey the Holy Mother. With one of her vows to become a nun to obey, she'd have holy Hell to pay if she disobeyed Mother Superior's instructions.
Putting off the inevitable, she just hoped he wasn't there. She prayed that he wasn't there. She'd say an extra hundred Hail Mary's if he doesn't answer his door. Then, when she heard movement from behind the rectory door and heard his voice, she had a heavy heart filled with dread. Obviously picking up on her psychic feelings, her mood turned as dark as her habit and as what she imagined that lurked behind that rectory door. One would think she was seeing Satan, the black Angel of Darkness, and the Devil himself, instead of seeing a man of faith, a man of God, and her priest.
Perhaps nothing more than rumors, she hoped that what she heard about her priest sexually abusing some of the Sisters of the Holy Order of Virgins and having sex with female parishioners wasn't true. Nothing more than gossip and hearsay, no doubt because he's so handsome, woman are so sexually attracted to him, and because they're so sexually frustrated, she truly believed it wasn't anything more than vicious lies. Yet, seemingly, every time a nun went to see him, she returned to the convent upset and in tears. Every time a nun went to see him, they were transferred to another parish, or they left the convent to live their lives as a married women with children.
Perhaps Father Thomas could clearly see if a nun had what it took to remain a nun. Perhaps he possessed a spiritual way to renew a nun's faith. Perhaps he was the final say whether a nun should stay or go. Perhaps because Father Thomas only saw the weakest nuns, those nuns who struggled with their faith, he really could help them to make the decision that she needed to make. She didn't consider herself as a weak nun but after she confessed to the Holy Mother that she was doubting her faith, perhaps the Holy Mother and Father Thomas deemed her weak.
"Come in Sister Kathryn. Come in," said Father Thomas from the other side of the door. "Welcome," he said coming around from behind his desk as soon as she opened the heavy, rectory door and closed it with a thud behind her. An antique door of beautiful craftsmanship, to buy such a splendid door today would cost a small fortune.
Not wasting any time in making his sexual intentions known, as soon as Sister Kathryn entered the rectory, closed the door behind her, and turned to face him, Father Thomas, who looked like George Clooney playing a priest, was all over her. As if he was a horny, sexually inexperienced, teenage boy, without even any warning, he walked to her and placed his hand on her ample breast through her habit. As if she was there for his sexual taking, he squeezed her breast while fondling her breast. By the shocked look on her face, not expecting her priest to just reach out and grope her breast, he surprised and startled her.
To be continued...
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Losing her faith, Mother Superior sends Sister Kathryn to Father Thomas for counseling and for his spiritual guidance.
Continued from Chapter 1:
"Father Thomas? Hello?" She knocked. "It's Sister Kathryn," she said waiting and listening at the door. She knocked again. "Father Thomas? Mother Superior sent me to see you. She said that I should talk to you and seek your spiritual help," she said through the thick door while pausing to listen again. She waited and listened before calling out again for the last time. "Father Thomas?"
Ready to leave to return to the safety and sanctity of the convent, when she didn't hear any response, she knocked again for the last time. With the gossip and innuendos playing havoc with her mind, even though she didn't believe any of them, nonetheless afraid after all of the rumors she heard about him, she dreaded seeing him alone. Only what choice did she have? She had no choice. Mother Superior sent her to the priest and she couldn't disobey the Holy Mother. With one of her vows to become a nun to obey, she'd have holy Hell to pay if she disobeyed Mother Superior's instructions.
Putting off the inevitable, she just hoped he wasn't there. She prayed that he wasn't there. She'd say an extra hundred Hail Mary's if he doesn't answer his door. Then, when she heard movement from behind the rectory door and heard his voice, she had a heavy heart filled with dread. Obviously picking up on her psychic feelings, her mood turned as dark as her habit and as what she imagined that lurked behind that rectory door. One would think she was seeing Satan, the black Angel of Darkness, and the Devil himself, instead of seeing a man of faith, a man of God, and her priest.
Perhaps nothing more than rumors, she hoped that what she heard about her priest sexually abusing some of the Sisters of the Holy Order of Virgins and having sex with female parishioners wasn't true. Nothing more than gossip and hearsay, no doubt because he's so handsome, woman are so sexually attracted to him, and because they're so sexually frustrated, she truly believed it wasn't anything more than vicious lies. Yet, seemingly, every time a nun went to see him, she returned to the convent upset and in tears. Every time a nun went to see him, they were transferred to another parish, or they left the convent to live their lives as a married women with children.
Perhaps Father Thomas could clearly see if a nun had what it took to remain a nun. Perhaps he possessed a spiritual way to renew a nun's faith. Perhaps he was the final say whether a nun should stay or go. Perhaps because Father Thomas only saw the weakest nuns, those nuns who struggled with their faith, he really could help them to make the decision that she needed to make. She didn't consider herself as a weak nun but after she confessed to the Holy Mother that she was doubting her faith, perhaps the Holy Mother and Father Thomas deemed her weak.
"Come in Sister Kathryn. Come in," said Father Thomas from the other side of the door. "Welcome," he said coming around from behind his desk as soon as she opened the heavy, rectory door and closed it with a thud behind her. An antique door of beautiful craftsmanship, to buy such a splendid door today would cost a small fortune.
Not wasting any time in making his sexual intentions known, as soon as Sister Kathryn entered the rectory, closed the door behind her, and turned to face him, Father Thomas, who looked like George Clooney playing a priest, was all over her. As if he was a horny, sexually inexperienced, teenage boy, without even any warning, he walked to her and placed his hand on her ample breast through her habit. As if she was there for his sexual taking, he squeezed her breast while fondling her breast. By the shocked look on her face, not expecting her priest to just reach out and grope her breast, he surprised and startled her.
Chapter 2:
In had been a long time, years, since a man had touched her in such a sexual way and even longer since a man had touched her in such a sexually inappropriate way. Before she became a nun, even when on a date, it had been a long time, years, since a man had touched her breast without her welcoming his touch. She was stunned and already traumatized with the knowledge that the rumors she heard about the priest were now true. Instead of sexually arousing her, he sickened her with his touch. Instead of finding him sexually attractive, she found him to be nasty.
'Her priest touched, felt, and fondled her breast' she thought while unable to believe that he was groping her. The words screamed through her head as if a siren of warning. 'Her priest touched, felt, and fondled her breast.' Shocked beyond words, she couldn't believe it.
As if she had died and was moving towards the bright, white light, his inappropriate sexual touch removed her from the present. As if she suddenly wasn't there mentally, emotionally, and/or physically, as if she was having a nightmare, or was watching someone else being sexually molested, she stared down at his hand groping her breast while he stared at her. With him obviously watching for her reaction to see if she'd welcomed his hand and his sexual advances or reject his touch and reject his sexual advances, she froze into inaction. Thinking and believing that he was somehow going to help her renew her faith and restore her belief in God, she was in shock that he was touching, feeling, and fondling her breast.
'How dare he?'
She was a nun and not some whore. Something that no man or woman should ever touch, feel, and fondle especially a man and especially a priest, Father Thomas was touching, feeling, and fondling Sister Kathryn's breast. Touching and feeling her breast while fondling her breast, when she didn't stop him or even protest him touching her in such a sexually inappropriate way, he reached out his other hand to touch, feel, and fondle her other full breast. Obviously, he took her shocked reaction, surprised silence, and stunned inaction as welcoming his touch and wanting his sexual advances. Shocked beyond belief, she couldn't believe this was happening to her.
'Oh, my God,' was all that she could silently think. 'Oh, my God.'
Before she gave herself to God and took her vow of celibacy, she suddenly felt the same way she did when she was dating men who enjoyed feeling her up but who wouldn't take no for an answer. Only, she wasn't a nun then and hadn't taken her vow of celibacy. Moreover, now that her priest was one of those men who seemingly wouldn't take no for an answer, this wasn't some man she was dating. This was her priest who had taken a vow of celibacy too.
'How dare he touch her, feel her, and fondle her in such a sexually inappropriate way,' she thought while still staring down at his hands.
Then, as if touching, feeling, and fondling her breasts wasn't enough, he fingered the impressions that her nipples made through her bra and habit too. As if adjusting the station and volume control knobs on a radio, when he started fingering and pulling out the impressions of her nipples that emerged through her bra and through her habit, he kissed her. As shocked as she was when he reached out his hands to feel her breasts and finger her nipples, she was shocked that he leaned in and kissed her.
It didn't matter than he was a handsome and sexually desirable man. She was a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins. She was a Roman Catholic nun who had taken her vow of celibacy. She was married to her Lord God, Jesus Christ. It didn't matter that he looked like George Clooney dressed as a priest. He was a Roman Catholic priest who had taken his vow of celibacy too.
'Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God,' were the only words that ran through her mind.
Just as she couldn't believe her priest touched her breasts, felt her breasts, fondled her breasts, and now fingered her nipples through her habit and bra, she couldn't believe her priest kissed her too.
'Oh, my God,' she thought again.
She was cheating on Jesus with of all men, a man of God, who was a Catholic Priest. She was cheating on Jesus with her priest, a man she was sent to by Mother Superior to help her find her faith.
'Oh, my God.'
Even though she didn't do anything other than allow him to touch her, feel her, and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples, she just sinned. Paralyzed by his unwelcomed touches, as if he was feeling someone else, some other nun or parishioner, she helplessly stood there watching his hands touch, feel, and fondle her breasts while his fingers fingered her emerging nipples. Unable to stop him, too in shock to stop him, it was as if her soul and her will to resist had left her body. She looked down at his horny hands feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples from the rectory ceiling. Then, as if she just had a religious experience, she felt a familiar wetness between her thighs. As if she had just received an electrical shock, had been Tasered, or had just seen Satan, her eyes bugged out of her head in total disbelief that her priest had not only sexually molested her but also sexually aroused her.
'Oh, my God,' she thought while shocked that she was wet.
Unable to move herself away from his touch, with her nipples one of her erogenous zones, he was sexually exciting her by just fingering and pulling out her nipples. Before she was a nun, common and expected for a man to feel her breasts and finger her nipples while kissing her when she was on a date but she thought that was in her sexual past. Now that she was a nun, a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, she never expected her breasts to be groped, felt and fondled. She never expected her nipples to be fingered in such a wanton sexual way and especially not by her priest. Under the protection and watchful eye of God, she thought she'd be safe in the rectory from being sexually abused by of all men, her priest.
'How dare he?'
Then, if it wasn't enough that he was feeling her breasts while fingering her nipples through her habit and bra, not even giving her a chance to resist, he wrapped his arm around her and pulled her to him. As if she was his wife or his girlfriend, he took ownership of her body as if she wasn't even a nun and a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins. As if he had done this many times before, as he pulled her to him, he reached his hand down and around her to feel her firm, shapely, virginal ass through her long, loose, black robe and panties.
As if he had touched and felt her there before, as if his hand belonged there and was an appendage of her body, his big hand felt heavy but good on her ass. Seemingly with him knowing exactly how to sexually feel her ass, he must have had plenty of practice with other innocent nuns and lonely parishioners. With all the men who had ever felt, fondled, and groped her ass, he was the ass expert. She didn't think she could be sexually aroused by someone, by her priest just feeling her ass, but she was.
'Oh, my God,' she thought not with shock but with sexual excitement.
First with him touching, feeling, and fondling her breasts before fingering her nipples through her habit and bra, as soon as he felt her ass through her habit and panties, she was sick to her stomach again. She couldn't believe she was being so groped, touched, felt, and fondled. She couldn't believe she was being so sexually used and abused. She wanted to vomit her disgust all over his black suit and white collar.
More than feeling sick that she was being sexually violated, she felt embarrassed. She felt humiliated. She felt insulted. She was angry. Then, when he continued feeling her ass in such a sexual way while groping her breast, unable to stop herself from feeling the rush of sexual arousal, she was sexually excited.
'Dear God,' she silently prayed. 'Help me to resist temptation. Help me to remain strong against this Devil disguised as a priest.'
Regardless of her obvious sexual excitement, a human reaction she couldn't control, just as he was a Catholic priest, she was a Catholic nun. Just as she'd never sexually and inappropriately grope, touch, feel, and fondle him, she couldn't believe that he was groping, touching, feeling, and fondling her. How dare he touch her in such a vile, sexual way? How dare he forsake his vow of celibacy to touch and feel her in such disrespectful, a sexual way? When she was the one losing her faith for having thoughts of wanting to marry a mortal man, have a child, and raise a family, he just wanted to have sex. Seemingly, he didn't care about her internal struggle of her losing her faith and about the recourses of their religion. Her being there was just a sexual opportunity to him.
'Oh, my God,' she thought. 'Oh, my God,' she silently prayed.
Then, with his fingers parting her butt cheeks through her clothes, when he attempted to part her lips with his tongue, as if awakening her from her nightmare with his attempted French kiss, she balked and recoiled. Instead of returning his kiss, pushing him away as if he was the Devil in disguise as a priest instead of a man of God, she turned her head from him and took a step back. Even though she was sexually aroused, she felt sexually assaulted. Even though she was sexually excited, she felt sexually molested. Even though she suddenly wanted to have her wicked sexual way with him in the way he was having his wicked sexual way with her, she felt brutalized by all men, and especially by her trusted priest.
'How dare he abused his power in this way,' she thought. 'He's no better than the Holy Mother making a pass at her and Sisters Angelica and Dolores asking her to join their lesbian affair,' she thought while still stunned that all of this was happening to her.
No doubt, had Father Thomas not been a priest and Sister Kathryn not been a nun, he would have grabbed her by her neck, kissed her, and forced himself on her. No doubt, had Father Thomas not been a priest and Sister Kathryn not been a nun, he would stripped her naked and touched and felt her everywhere a priest should never touch and feel a nun. No doubt, had Father Thomas not been a priest and Sister Kathryn not been a nun, he would have grabbed her by her neck pulled her head down and forced her to suck his cock and swallow his cum. No doubt, had Father Thomas not been a priest and Sister Kathryn not been a nun, he would bent her across his desk, lifted her habit, pulled down her panties, and fucked her. Suddenly he awakened her with his inappropriate, sexual touch, she responded.
"Father Thomas! How dare you? What are you doing?"
He looked at her as if she was the crazy one.
"What am I doing?" He pushed back his chestnut brown hair as if he was a movie star on the set instead of a priest. "I'm saving you from yourself by helping to restore your faith," he said with a sick laugh.
With her being such a good and kind nun, she stared at him with all the hate she could muster, which by his insistency of him wanting to have sex with her wasn't nearly enough.
"How dare you treat me with such disregard and disrespect as if I'm a whore? I'm a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins and, as a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, you must treat me with the respect that I so deserve," she said.
As if she was proud of being chaste and innocent, she stood tall and pushed out her chest. As if being a virgin was something to proclaim, she suddenly felt ridiculous that she was a virgin at her mature age. When young women half her age are having premarital sex and getting pregnant, she questioned why she had chosen this path. Especially with her being sexually abused by her priest and having to ward of lesbian passes made by her Holy Mother and her sister nuns, she couldn't help but feel that the Catholic religion was nothing more than a sham. Filled with gay and lesbian sex, she couldn't help but feel that the Catholic Church was a haven for sexual deviates and perverts.
Hopefully God will forgive her for thinking this but she suddenly felt ridiculous being married to Jesus and not being married to a mortal man. She suddenly wanted to be married to someone that she could hold, touch, kiss, and feel the weight of his body on top of her while making love to her before fucking her. Should she remain a nun in good standing in the Holy Order of Virgins, destined to be a virgin for the rest of her life, what choice did she have now? This was the only life she had known for the past ten years. If she left the order now, people would think there was something wrong with her for quitting being a nun. People would think she did something wrong and was asked to leave instead of leaving the Holy Order of Virgins voluntarily.
She scolded him as if he was one of her disrespectful students who accidentally or deliberately touched her breasts. She rebuked him as if he was her date who bought her dinner and/or took her to a movie and now expected her to give him sex. Not a prude, whether it was accidental or deliberate, she had been touched more than once by a hand reaching through a crowd on the street. Yet, nothing more than a passing, quick, desperate grope on a crowded bus or subway train, she had never been sexually touched and felt in such a disrespectful and sexually abusive way since she became a nun.
Suddenly, with him awakening the sexual beast that lay sleeping within her, even though she was a virgin, she felt ridiculous to say that she was a virgin and a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins. Suddenly, with him awakening the sexual beast that lay sleeping within her, even though she was a nun and a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, she felt wicked. She felt horny. Seemingly now, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Only, she couldn't do that. She took a vow of celibacy. She was married to Jesus. Just as she could never break her vow of celibacy, she couldn't throw her life of hard work, dedication, and devotion for sex.
She looked at him as if he had physically hurt her. She looked at him as if he had stabbed her heart with a knife instead of trying to part her full, pink lips with his slimy, snakelike tongue. She looked at him as if he had tried to rape her when he parted her ass cheeks through her habit and through her panties with his fingers. She looked at him in the way she looked at all men from her sexual past who were unable to take no for an answer when she told them that she wouldn't go all the way. She looked at him as if he was the Devil instead of a priest.
Only, with him indeed her priest, she expected more respect and more self-control from him that what he had shown her. At the very least, she expected him not to sexually assault her and physically brutalize her. She expected to feel safe in his presence when alone with him in the rectory and in God's house of worship. She expected him not to touch and feel her in such an inappropriate, unwanted, and uninvited sexual way. How dare he?
Yet, even though he was her priest, reverting back to the sexual woman she was before becoming a nun, she treated him in the same way that she treated all men who wouldn't take no for an answer. Being that she was married to Jesus, especially since she was married to Jesus, she looked at him as if he had just sinned against the Catholic Church and against God. By daring to sexually and inappropriately touch and feel her, he was not only breaking his vow of celibacy but trying to make her break her vow of celibacy too.
How dare he temp her to break her vow of celibacy. How dare he break the 7th Commandment, Thou shall not commit adultery and the 10th Commandment, Thou shall not covet thou neighbor's wife. Now, with her no longer thinking of herself as a beautiful woman, she thought of herself as a Catholic Nun. Instead of thinking of herself as a sexually desirable woman, she thought of herself as a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins. She thought of herself as one of the wives of Jesus Christ, our Lord God and Savior.



Now instead of thinking of him as her priest, she thought of him as if he was a sexual predator and he was. She looked at him in the way she looked at all men from her past when she told them that she was saving her virginity for her husband, whomever he may be. She looked at him in the way she looked at all men from her past who were intent on despoiling her and deflowering her after she told them she couldn't see them anymore. She looked at him in the way she looked at all men from her past who were intent on despoiling her and deflowering her after she told them she that she was intent on becoming a nun. She looked at him in the way she looked at all men from her past who were intent on despoiling her and deflowering her after she told them she that she was saving herself for Jesus.
Instead of respecting her, thinking she was just giving them an excuse not to have sexual intercourse with them, they laughed at her. Instead of honoring her decision to remain a virgin, they tempted her with sex before trying to force themselves on her. As if she was their mountain they needed to climb and their conquest they needed to make, seemingly she insulted their manhood by wanting to remain a virgin. Yet, instead of apologizing to them for accepting their invitation to go out on a date with them, even though she had already given her heart, her body, and her soul to God, she never saw them again. Obviously, they didn't care about her as a person and in the way that her priest obviously doesn't care that she was a nun. They just wanted to have sex with her. They just wanted to fuck her.
'Good riddance. Bye,' she thought whenever thinking about closing that door to her past and to all of those men in her sexual life.
Those men who constantly and continually pressured her to have sex, especially those men who pressured her to have sexual intercourse, inspired her to become a nun. Before she made her decision to become a nun and to give herself to body, her mind, her soul, and her heart to God, she gave her dates hand jobs. She even gave them blowjobs while they felt her tits and fingered her nipples but she wouldn't make love to them. She wouldn't have sexual intercourse with them and fuck them of course. With her still indecisive about becoming a nun, just in case she made her decision, she needed to remain a virgin. A rare woman and an odd duck, with her still a virgin and with it an odd thought for her to have, she was saving her pussy for Jesus.
She still couldn't believe the inappropriate behavior of Father Thomas. How dare he touch, feel, and fondle her breasts through her clothes. How dare he sexually arouse her by fingering the impressions of her emerging nipples through her habit and her bra? How dare he reach around behind her to feel her virginal ass and part her ass cheeks with his fingertips through her habit and panty? How dare he try and kiss her, French kiss her, and kiss her in such a passionately sexual way while feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and feeling her ass through her clothes? How dare he tempt her to break her vow of celibacy?
Instead of having to handle a horny man on a date, a man who seemingly had four hands, she had a new threat to her virginity from unexpected villains, first the Holy Mother, then sisters Christine, Angelica, and Dolores, and now her priest of all people. It was one thing when Mother Superior pushed her back on her bed when she unexpectedly came in her room to talk to her in private. It was quite another thing when she touched her naked breast through her nightgown, fingered her nipple, and reached between her legs to finger her naked pussy.
'Oh, my God,' she thought to herself while remembering that disturbing episode of sexual abuse.
It was something else entirely when she tried to part her lips with her tongue and tried to kiss her, French kiss. Feeling sexually abused from all angles, it was another thing when Sister Christine touched her naked breast and grabbed her naked ass when she was taking a shower. Yet this, her own priest trying to have his wicked sexual way with her was too much. Continually having to defend herself to save her honor and her virginity, she rebuked the Holy Mother in the way she reproved Sister Christine, Sisters Angelica and Dolores, and now admonished Father Thomas.
Who next? The Bishop? No doubt, if she met the Cardinal, he'd want to fuck her too. Maybe, if he had the chance to have an audience with him alone, perhaps the Pope would do her too. As if they never made them before God, how could these men take their vows of celibacy so lightly?
How dare he treat her in such a disrespectful way? How dare he touch her, feel her, and fondle her through her habit and underwear? How dare he sexually arouse her and give her erotic thoughts by fingering her nipples through her habit and bra? How dare he sexually excite her by fingering her nipples through her bra and feeling her ass through her habit and panty? How dare he disrespect her station in the church and disrespect her holy crucifix that hung from her neck by feeling her ass through her clothes while trying to French kiss her?
'Oh, my God.'
Maybe he should grope, feel, and fondle one of the other nuns, nuns she knows who have had sex with men and/or with women even after taking their vows celibacy. As if they're still whores, some nuns are just as slutty now as they were before they took their vows of celibacy. As if they're celebrity movie stars going to a club, some nuns don't even have the modesty of wearing panties beneath their habits. As if they're looking for someone to help them break their vow of celibacy, some nuns curse and tell off color jokes about men's private parts.
Only, she wasn't one of those nuns. Even though she had a sexual past, she wasn't anything like them. Already having had her sexual experiences that she appropriately put behind her, she was a good, kind, and morally modest nun. If any nun was a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, she exemplified the definition. She was here for God and not here to have sex with other nuns, her priest, and/or her parishioners.
Now, after catching Sister Mary with Playgirl magazines and catching Sister Theresa reading erotic and pornographic stories on Literotica, that was mild in comparison to what Mother Superior wanted and what Father Thomas was intent on doing to her virginal body. She was embarrassed when she walked in on Sister Angelica and Sister Dolores when they were both naked, going down on one another, and having lesbian sex while in the 69 position. She was even more embarrassed when they showed her no embarrassment, shame, modestly, and/or remorse by asking her to get naked too and join them.
Just as how dare her priest try and have sex with her, how dare the Holy Mother proposition her? How dare Sisters Angelica and Dolores try and enlist her into their little lesbian conclave? Obviously, when it comes to breaking vows over sex, the Church is broken? Obviously, when it comes to taking the vow of celibacy, with the Church turning a blind eye, these vows were meant to be broken. These vows were meaningless in the eyes of the Catholic Church.
'Dear God in Heaven, please deliver me from evil,' she thought when looking at her priest.
Seemingly twisted in his own mind, he looked at her as if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her and maybe she did. Seemingly, he looked at her as if she wasn't a nun and a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins but a slut and a whore and maybe she was. Maybe he saw something in her that she was unable to see, admit, or realize. Seemingly possessed by the Devil, he looked at her as if he was no longer a man of God but a disciple of Satan.
How dare he treat her as if she was just another woman, a slutty whore from his congregation of lonely, sexually frustrated housewives, instead of treating her as one of the wives of Jesus? How dare he violate his vow of celibacy, abuse his power as a priest in the Catholic Church, and shame his collar by trying to have sex with her? How dare he? How dare he? How dare he?
"Of course. I see the issue now. I understand. I'm sorry. Relax. Bless you, my child," he said blessing her by making the sign of the cross with his extended hand and fingers. "In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost," he said. "We should talk about this before we continue, shall we?"
Talk about what? What's there to talk about? There's nothing to talk about. Continue? Continue with what? She's not going to continue with anything that he wants her to do sexually. The only thing she wanted to continue with doing was to leave the rectory and to return to the sanctity of the convent and to the safety of her room. Not inviting her to sit, with her looking as if she was ready to bolt, Father Thomas walked around her and locked his rectory door.
'Oh, oh,' she thought. 'Now what? Is he going to strip himself naked? Is he going to strip me naked too? Is he going to rape me? Is he going to force me to give him sex? Because she's now being kicked out of the convent as of this day after meeting with her priest, is he going to ruin her for God and fuck her?'
"Father?"
Now panicked, Sister Kathryn looked from him to look at the locked door before returning her focused attention to her priest. She could run, perhaps even beat him to the locked door but, unless she lifted her habit to mid-thigh, it was hard for her to run without tripping over what she was wearing. She didn't know what to do other than to pray.
'Dear God in Heaven, please save me from this demonic priest. Dear Virgin Mary, please allow me to keep my virginity. Dear Saint Michael, please slay this diseased priest,' she silently prayed.
"There's no need to worry, my child. I'm not going to rape you, Sister Kathryn," he said with a demonic laugh. As if she was the crazy one, he talked to her in a calming voice, a voice that a psychiatrist would use with a patient. "Just in case there's an intruder, I lock my door whenever I want privacy," he said. "As you may know, this church is filled with prying eyes, busybodies, and sexually frustrated housewives who don't have a life of their own and who have grown sexually attracted to their priest."
'Sexually attracted to their priest? Oh, my God. By his own confession, the rumors of him having sex with the sexually frustrated housewives of his congregation as well as weak nuns are true,' she thought while trying to remain calm and not panic.
Suddenly, a myriad of thoughts ran through her mind. She wondered how many women he had sex with in his congregation. She wondered how many women he had sex with from other congregations. She wondered how many women he had sex with since becoming a priest. While leaving their morals and modesty behind, she wondered how many sexually frustrated housewives he counselled and consoled without the modesty of their clothes. Seemingly, his priestly position and white collar worked as a chick magnet.
Then she wondered how many women he impregnated and how many children sitting in church were his. He has no right to call himself priest. He should be excommunicated. He should be banned from the Church. How dare he call himself a priest?
She had a good mind to report him to the Bishop. Only, with the Bishop a man too, who probably has had sexual indiscretions with parishioners as well as with nuns, what good would her reporting him do? If the Catholic Church didn't take action when priests were sexually abusing children, why would they take action now when priests use their position of power to sexually abuse nuns and parishioners? Especially when some of those nuns and parishioners who were sexually solicited were consenting adults, just because priests and nuns had broken their vows of celibacy, seemingly as far as the Catholic Church was concerned, it was no big deal. In the way that politicians customarily take bribes and police officers are on the take, the clergy have sex behind closed doors while imposing their holier than thou wills upon the masses.
Are there no more honorable people in the world? If she couldn't trust a politician who proclaims that he or she is a public servant, while serving their own personal agenda, who could she trust? If she couldn't trust a police officer who is sworn to uphold the law and then breaks the law by stealing from those thieves and drug dealers who steal from the public, who could she trust? If she couldn't trust her own Holy Mother and her sister nuns who made lesbian, sexual passes at her, who could she trust? If she couldn't trust a priest who took a vow of celibacy and was now determined to have sex with her in the private sanctity of his rectory, who could she trust? Is there no one, other than God, that she could trust?
As if Father Thomas was about to say a silent prayer, he bowed his head before looking up at the statute of Jesus that was positioned on the rectory wall behind her. Then, looking down from the statue, he looked at her with sexually excited eyes. With her trying to understand his motives in wanting to have sex with her, she looked at him with questioning eyes. In the way she took a vow of celibacy, he did too. In the way she was a woman of God, he was a man of God too. Yet, now erasing all of that with just a look, in the way he looked at her with sex, she looked at him with fright.
"Talk about what? I don't even know why I'm here in the rectory alone with you," said Sister Kathryn with a defiant attitude. She folded her arms across her breasts in the way one of the disobedient, young girls does that she teaches in parochial school.
Even though she was shocked, insulted, and angry that her priest touched, felt, and fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples, feeling her ass through her clothes, and trying to French kiss her, unable to stop the rush, she was sexually excited. Other than by her own fingers, it had been a very long time, years, since she was this sexually aroused by a man. Now feeling shame and embarrassment that she'd have such human, sexual feelings, she'd have to say a thousand Hail Mary's and flog herself with her leather rosary beads as soon as she returned to her room. Even more than that and even though none of this was her fault, she'd have to ask for God's forgiveness for sexually desiring a mere, mortal man over him, her husband. How dare she?
Perhaps, something planned between Mother Superior and Father Thomas, being tempted, maybe they were testing her faith to see what she'd do and how far she'd go. Maybe instead of falling to her knees to pray, they suspected that she'd fall to her knees to suck. Maybe this was nothing more than a test of her faith and the reason why Mother Superior sent her to see the priest. Duh, how dumb can she be not to see that this was nothing more than a test of her faith?
'Yes, of course, that's what this is. Especially when she had already rejected Mother Superior's lesbian solicitation, this is a test and the reason why the Holy Mother sent her to a priest, a man for this test of faith,' she thought. 'Of course this is a test, what else could this be? This is a test. This is just a test. No sense getting my panties in a bunch, it's just all a test of me and of my faith. If that's the case and if, indeed, this is just a test, I welcome the opportunity to pass such a test of my faith,' she thought to herself as if talking to herself.
After the recent sexual abuse scandal of Catholic Priests sexually using and abusing young boys, she had confessed to Mother Superior that she was having a difficult time believing. She was conflicted whether she should leave the order for marriage and to start a family. After working with children for so long, she'd love to have a child of her own.
Yet, now that such immediate action was taken on her behalf, she needed to be judicious in what she voiced to her Holy Mother. Obviously, what she deemed as just a hiccup in her faith was a monumental moment to Mother Superior and Father Thomas. Instead of being angry with them, she needed to thank them and be grateful for their immediate help and spiritual support.
'God bless them. God bless the both of them,' she silently thought.
She laughed at her folly in thinking that the Holy Mother and her priest were trying to temp her to break her vow of celibacy. How silly for her to think that? So foolish of her to think that such a holy woman and such a holy man would break their vows of celibacy for mere sex, she needed to be more trusting. She needed to believe that not everyone was out to get her. She needed to know that she was now in a safe place.
'Now that I know what this was, this is just about them wanting to see if I'd stumble in my faith for sex,' she thought. 'If that's the case, bring it on Father. Give me your best shot and I'll show you that, just as I'd never break my vow of celibacy, I'd never lose my faith in God and/or in my religion for sex with you or with anyone else but with Jesus.'
To be continued...
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Wishing she could marry, have a baby, and still be a nun, Sister Kathryn questioned her faith. She realized that Mother Superior and Father Thomas had tested her faith with sexual temptation. Sexually frustrated, Sister Kathryn wished she could still give hand jobs and blowjobs while still being a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins.
Continued from Chapter 2:
As if Father Thomas was about to say a silent prayer, he bowed his head before looking up at the statute of Jesus that was positioned on the rectory wall behind her. Then, looking down from the statue, he looked at her with sexually excited eyes. With her trying to understand his motives in wanting to have sex with her, she looked at him with questioning eyes. In the way she took a vow of celibacy, he did too. In the way she was a woman of God, he was a man of God too. Yet, now erasing all of that with just a look, in the way he looked at her with sex, she looked at him with fright.
"Talk about what? I don't even know why I'm here in the rectory alone with you," said Sister Kathryn with a defiant attitude. She folded her arms across her breasts in the way one of the disobedient, young girls does that she teaches in parochial school.
Even though she was shocked, insulted, and angry that her priest touched, felt, and fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples, feeling her ass through her clothes, and trying to French kiss her, unable to stop the rush, she was sexually excited. Other than by her own fingers, it had been a very long time, years, since she was this sexually aroused by a man. Now feeling shame and embarrassment that she'd have such human, sexual feelings, she'd have to say a thousand Hail Mary's and flog herself with her leather rosary beads as soon as she returned to her room. Even more than that and even though none of this was her fault, she'd have to ask for God's forgiveness for sexually desiring a mere, mortal man over him, her husband. How dare she?
Perhaps, something planned between Mother Superior and Father Thomas, being tempted, maybe they were testing her faith to see what she'd do and how far she'd go. Maybe instead of falling to her knees to pray, they suspected that she'd fall to her knees to suck. Maybe this was nothing more than a test of her faith and the reason why Mother Superior sent her to see the priest. Duh, how dumb can she be not to see that this was nothing more than a test of her faith?
'Yes, of course, that's what this is. Especially when she had already rejected Mother Superior's lesbian solicitation, this is a test and the reason why the Holy Mother sent her to a priest, a man for this test of faith,' she thought. 'Of course this is a test, what else could this be? This is a test. This is just a test. No sense getting my panties in a bunch, it's just all a test of me and of my faith. If that's the case and if, indeed, this is just a test, I welcome the opportunity to pass such a test of my faith,' she thought to herself as if talking to herself.
After the recent sexual abuse scandal of Catholic Priests sexually using and abusing young boys, she had confessed to Mother Superior that she was having a difficult time believing. She was conflicted whether she should leave the order for marriage and to start a family. After working with children for so long, she'd love to have a child of her own.
Yet, now that such immediate action was taken on her behalf, she needed to be judicious in what she voiced to her Holy Mother. Obviously, what she deemed as just a hiccup in her faith was a monumental moment to Mother Superior and Father Thomas. Instead of being angry with them, she needed to thank them and be grateful for their immediate help and spiritual support.
'God bless them. God bless the both of them,' she silently thought.
She laughed at her folly in thinking that the Holy Mother and her priest were trying to temp her to break her vow of celibacy. How silly for her to think that? So foolish of her to think that such a holy woman and such a holy man would break their vows of celibacy for mere sex, she needed to be more trusting. She needed to believe that not everyone was out to get her. She needed to know that she was now in a safe place.
'Now that I know what this was, this is just about them wanting to see if I'd stumble in my faith for sex,' she thought. 'If that's the case, bring it on Father. Give me your best shot and I'll show you that, just as I'd never break my vow of celibacy, I'd never lose my faith in God and/or in my religion for sex with you or with anyone else but with Jesus.'
Chapter 3:
Instead of trying to kiss her again, French kiss her while fondling her breasts, fingering her nipples, feeling her ass, and sexually arousing her, Father Thomas changed his tone and softened his approach. He changed his strategy from that of sexual abuse between a priest and a nun for a more romantic seduction between a man and a woman. Obviously suspecting that Sister Kathryn wanted him, regardless of their vows of celibacy, with both of them human and neither one hardly saintly, she was a desirable woman and he was a sexual man after all. With the priest having been down this sexually forbidden path many times before, even though he was ready for sex, obviously she wasn't ready. He had work to do to persuade her to have sex with him.
With her being more of a challenge than a sure thing, he now looked at her differently. In the way he should have looked at her from the beginning, he now looked at her with kind understanding and reverence instead of sexual passion and perverse lust. With this her first time testing the boundaries of her vow of celibacy, even though she was a woman first and a nun second, he needed to take it slow with her. She had left her sexual life behind to live her new chaste life as a nun in a convent. Now, for her to make a sudden change in attitude to embrace her old sexual life again while still a nun was something she never even considered was possible and/or permissible to do.
Obviously, with Sister Kathryn having quite the sordid, sexual past before becoming a nun, been there and done that, she didn't respond well to a man coming on to her too strongly. Judging her by her proclivity of giving unsuspecting men hand jobs and blowjobs, she was a woman who preferred taking control of men when having sex with them. With her having a vast amount of sexual experience, perhaps even more sexual experience than her sexually abusive priest, just as she knew how to handle men, she knew how to handle herself in any given sexual situation. Especially a priest, she didn't like men forcing themselves on her and forcing her to do sexual things that she didn't want to do or wasn't ready to do. Sex needed to be her decision without being pressured, coerced, and/or forced.
'How dare he?'
Instead of trying to fill her with his erect penis, perish the thought, now more solicitous of her, he filled her with his warmth and with his goodness. Instead of seemingly being possessed by the Devil, he was now the priest she thought he was and who he should have been when she first entered the rectory. A good and kind nun, she had an inherent love for people, especially for children. Always having given everyone the benefit of the doubt and a second chance, now she felt guilty for her bad thoughts of Father Thomas and of Mother Superior. How dare she think so poorly of them and of their motives?
Now with her priest acting so solicitous of her, she questioned her judgment, her first impression, and her opinion of him. How could she possibly think so badly of her priest and of her Holy Mother? How dare she? Only, she was shocked when he touched, felt, and fondled her breast. Just for what she was sexually thinking after Father Thomas sexually aroused her by fingering her nipples and feeling her ass, she'd have to say another one thousand Hail Mary's. She'd have to flog her back with her leather rosary beads until she bled in the way that Jesus bled when crucified on the cross.
Before, when she thought she was being sexually abused by her priest of all people, she looked at him as if he had slapped her across her face before stripping her naked. Yet, with him attacking her by immediately touching, feeling, and fondling her breasts while fingering her nipples, what was she supposed to think? How could she not feel that she was being physically attacked, religiously violated, and sexually abused? With him giving her the wrong impression, she looked at him as if he had taken something from her, her innocence, her unfaltering belief in the Catholic religion, and her love for God. Only now that she surmised that this was nothing more than a temptation, a test, and a vile, sexual game and poorly thought out joke played on her, she relaxed enough to continue with their spiritual experiment.
In the way she embraced God with her faith in her religion and with her love for Jesus, fearing no evil, even from her Holy Mother and/or from her priest, she was unafraid. In the way she felt and remained strong in her faith and religion, other than from within herself, there was nothing that anyone could do to her to shake that sacred feeling. Her doubts of her faith, her religion, and her God were from within her struggle to live a chaste life as a nun and as a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins. Her doubts of her faith, her religion, and her God were from wanting to have a real husband of flesh and blood, instead of only having the essence of God. She wanted more. She wanted to have her own child instead of having to care for other women's children. She wanted to have sex.
Now she berated herself for being so suspicious that the intentions of Mother Superior and her priest in helping her were sexual. How dare she think that? Once she passed her test of faith, she'd apologize to them both. Once she passed her test of faith, she'd never doubt herself again. Just as she still had her faith, albeit a little wavering, she still had God and a flock of her most trusted angels by her side.
Yet, if only nuns cold marry and she could have a child, she'd feel so blessed. If only nuns were allowed to have sex with priests, other nuns, and a select few members of her congregation while still being a nun in good standing, she'd feel so blessed. Moreover, now that she had the ear of God, if only nuns could become not priests but priestesses too instead of just nuns that would be so wonderful.
With the Catholic Church seemingly an all-male religious sect, why couldn't nuns become Bishops, Cardinals, and even aspire to becoming the first female Pope? When nuns do most of the heavy lifting, the cooking, the cleaning, teaching others' children, and caring for the poor, the sick, the needy, and the infirmed, it's time that the Catholic Church gave women more responsible positions within the Church. Sometimes, with her job a seemingly thankless one, she felt more like a housewife, albeit one without a husband and without a family, than she did a nun.
'There before God go I,' she thought while silently praying. 'I bare my soul to you, Lord God, Jesus Christ, my husband. Thank you Jesus for showing me the way. Taking it upon myself to initiate change, I accept my role in trying to change the Catholic Church and make it a better place for women.'
* * * * *
Besides, nothing new, with her being groped, fondled, and felt, even though she was a virgin, she had been kissed many times before entering the convent and before taking her vows of celibacy, obedience, and poverty. Something that came as a complete surprise to her, as long as she wasn't married or divorced, she didn't need to be a virgin to be a nun but she was a virgin nonetheless. With her never being married, she couldn't be a nun if she was married or had been divorced, unless she had her marriage annulled.
Sometimes with her seemingly holier than thou to those men she dated, she was the cause of many men's sexual frustrations, wet dreams, and their need to masturbate themselves later than night. Yet, with her having done everything short of sexual intercourse before becoming a nun, she had even given her date a blowjob after her senior prom back when she was 18-years-old. God, if she missed one thing about becoming a nun, she missed stroking cock and sucking cock. She missed seeing the looks on men's faces when they ejaculated their cum in her mouth.
Her sexual choice before becoming a nun, her religious loophole, so to speak, hand jobs and blowjobs were her way of saving her virginity, saving herself from living a life of sin, and keeping herself chaste. Even more than that, keeping her from becoming pregnant, hand jobs and blowjobs were her best and safest form of birth control. Saving herself for her special someone, namely her husband, and later specifically Jesus, she wanted to remain a virgin until when she married.
Only thinking that she'd marry a mere, mortal man and have children of her own, just as she never thought she'd become a nun, she never thought she'd marry Jesus. She never thought she'd be one of the numerous wives of Jesus Christ, her Lord, Savior, and Almighty God. Whenever she thinks of the millions of brides Jesus has, she cringes. He'd have to emboss a number on their foreheads to tell them apart. Yet, something she'd never dare say out loud, it bothered her that Jesus could have so many spiritual wives and she could only have one spiritual husband. Her life would be so much better if only she could have a husband in Heaven and a second husband on Earth.
'Amen,' she thought while genuflecting and signing herself in her mind.
Even though she had always been religious, attending Mass every Sunday and receiving Holy Communion every month, she never thought of becoming a nun. With all of the hand jobs and blowjobs she had given men all through her four years of college, her becoming a nun was akin to Mother Theresa becoming a whore. Back then, when she was young, tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful, with big, blue eyes, she never thought of living her life without sex, money, makeup, and new shoes.
Thinking more of living in a big house with a handsome husband, a fancy car, and two children, a boy and a girl, she never thought of living a life of continence, chastity, celibacy, and poverty. She never thought she'd live a consecrated, chaste life. She always had an interest in the history of religion, especially the Catholic religion. Yet, it wasn't until she graduated from college with a degree in theology that she thought of giving herself to God, devoting herself to her religion, and living the rest of her life in a convent.
Still, even now that she's a nun, a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, sometimes when alone in her room and feeling horny and/or weak, she imagined giving a man she met at mass a hand job. Unable to suppress the sexual thought, even now, she sometimes enjoyed imagining the look on his face when she felt him through his pants before pulling down his zipper and pulling out his cock to stroke him. While dressed as a nun in her black habit and with her crucifix dangling from her neck, she enjoyed imagining the look on his face when she stroked him before moving to her knees to suck him.
'Oh, my God, if only she could still give hand jobs and blowjobs without breaking her vow of celibacy, she would,' she thought whenever masturbating herself. While fingering her nipples with one hand and fingering her pussy with her other hand, she still thought of stroking cock and sucking cock.
How sexually wicked to suck some man who she didn't even know and didn't even know his name? Combining her love of religion and her love of God with her love of sex, how perversely perverted to stroke and suck some man in church? Sometimes, with a man she noticed from across the aisle, she imagined giving him a hand job and him cumming all over holy hand. Perish the thought, sometimes while touching and masturbating herself for pent up sexual pleasure, she imagined wrapping her sisterly hand around a man's penis. She imagined fondling his cock before stroking his cock. She imagined stroking him harder and faster until he shot his warm, oozy load all over her habit.
'Oh, my God, what a mess. Now look what you've done. I'll have to lick it all up,' she imagined saying to the man while lifting up her habit to lick it and suck it clean of his cum.
Unable to prevent herself from having the salacious, sexual thoughts, she hoped that God would forgive her for her sexually scandalous thoughts. Yet sometimes, falling to her knees to suck instead of to pray, she imagined giving a good looking and/or interesting man she saw on the street oral, sexual pleasure in the way she used to do with so very many men. Sometimes by the grace of her God given talent for sucking cock, she imagined the warm, oozy cum of a movie star, a singer, or a celebrity coating her hand and/or her tongue and throat. Sometimes while she was dressed as a nun, with him on the verge of cumming from her blowjob, when she released him from her mouth, she imagined a man ejaculating cum all over her habit and all over her face. Sometimes, as if there was a man with her in her room, she imagined stroking him before sucking him. Sometimes, as if a man was really there with her in her room, she imagined tasting a man and swallowing his cum while she masturbated herself.
'Oh, my God, my sexual fantasy was so real,' she thought while fingering her nipples and rubbing her clit. 'I'm so horny. I'm so sexually frustrated. It's so hard being a nun and not being about to have sex,' she thought while masturbating herself.
Sometimes when alone in her room and feeling horny and/or weak, she imagined herself on her knees in front of a handsome parishioner and giving him a blowjob instead of a blessing. Instead of being on her knees praying, not too proud and/or embarrassed to admit it, she imagined herself on her knees sucking a man, any man, and every man she wanted to give oral pleasure. In the way that men used to do with her, she imagined a man kissing her, French kissing her while touching, feeling, and fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her clothes. Returning the favor of his touch and his feels, in the way that men enjoyed touching and feeling her, she imagined touching and feeling a man's cock through his pants while kissing and kissing him.
Sometimes, when alone in her room and in the way that Father Thomas had just done with her by fingering her nipples and feeling her ass, she imagined a man sexually arousing her enough to weaken her faith. She imagined a man sexually exciting her enough for her to turn her head away enough from God to embrace the Devil and to have sexual intercourse and make love before fucking. Only, just as she'd never turn her back on God, and just as she'd never embrace the Devil, she'd never break her vow of celibacy for any man. With her intent on remaining a virgin, she'd never have sexual intercourse with any mortal man. With her already having had enough sex in her life with so very many different men, she'd never break her vow for sex.
* * * * *
'Oh, dear God help me. Save me from sin. Save me from the Devil. Save me from evil and from temptation. Save me from Father Thomas. Help me to pass Mother Superior's test of my faith by resisting the sexual temptation of Father Thomas. Amen,' she silently prayed.
Now with all of her sexual fantasies of stroking a cock while sucking a cock flooding her mind and wetting her pussy with her womanly vaginal secretions, she blamed her horniness and sexual frustration on Father Thomas. With her unable to dam them back up, he had opened her sexual floodgates. Even though she had many thoughts of having sex with men before, he was the one who had sexually aroused her enough for her to have those thoughts again. It was his fault that she was so horny. It was his fault that she was so sexually frustrated. It was his fault that she was even having more doubts about continuing to remain a nun.



Now, in the way her praying to God, reading the Bible, and devoting herself to instructing school children, she thought of cocks. Big cocks, small cocks, flaccid cocks, and erect cocks, she couldn't erase men's pricks from her mind. Now she imagined a man putting her hand on his erection through his pants. Now she imagined Father Thomas wrapping her hand around his cock. Now she imagined herself on her knees in front Father Thomas and her giving him her holiest blowjob while he put a heavy hand to the back of her head. She imagined Father Thomas humping her mouth and fucking her face until he exploded his holy seed in her mouth and down her throat.
In the way she had done so very many times before, she imagined feeling Father Thomas' hardening erection while kissing and kissing him, French kissing him. In the way she had done before giving herself to God and becoming a nun, she imagined unzipping him and reaching her hand inside to pull out his prick. In the way she had seen, fondled, and stroked so very many erect cocks before, she imagined looking down at her priest's engorged prick to stare at his cock while fondling his prick and stroking his prick before sucking his prick. Then, while looking up at him with her big, blue eyes, she imagined taking him in her mouth to suck him while stroking him. As if giving her Holy Communion albeit in liquid form, as if he was her Lord, God, Jesus Christ, she imagined Father Thomas cumming in her mouth and her swallowing his offering.
'Good God Almighty, help me to resist temptation,' she silently prayed. 'Help me to pass this test of faith. With the help of Mother Superior and Father Thomas, help me to restore my faith. Amen.'
Sometimes, when alone in her room and feeling horny and/or weak, she had wondered what it would feel like to feel a man between her legs humping her, making love to her, and fucking her. As if it was her cross never to bear, she imagined what it must feel like to feel the heaviness of a man's naked body on her naked body. She imagined what it must feel like for a man to sexually want her enough to cum inside of her.
God forgive her but instead of being married to the spirit of Jesus, she imagined a mortal man telling her that he loved her while filling her pussy with his seed and her womb with his baby. She imagined what it would be like to have a child of her own. She imagined what it would feel like to live in a big house with her own children instead of with other nuns and taking care of someone else's children as a parochial school teacher.
* * * * *
Back then, so long ago, before seeing the light and hearing her calling, when she was young and stupid, when she wasn't on her knees praying to God, she was on her knees sucking cock. God she sucked so many cocks that she had no idea how many cocks she sucked. Painful for her now to remember, with her having given so very men so very many hand jobs and blowjobs, she had stroked and sucked more cock than she could even remember. Unable to remember most of their names, there were just too many men to remember how many men she stroked and sucked. As if she was a gay man instead of a promiscuous woman, if she was to hazard a guess how many men she had sex with, she must have had sex with at least a couple hundred men.
Why was she like that, such a whore? She didn't know. Why did she do that, stroke and blow so very many men? She didn't know. As if she was Mary Magdalene reincarnated, obviously, she enjoyed stroking men's cocks as much as she enjoyed sucking men's cocks. As if a gift from God, she had a special talent and a God given skill for giving me pleasure with hand jobs and blowjobs.
While her dates made out with her and felt her through her clothes, just as men loved getting her sexually aroused, she loved getting men sexually excited too. With the hardness of their cocks showing her how much they wanted her, she loved feeling their erections and playing with the heads of their cocks with her manicured fingertips through their pants. While kissing and kissing them, French kissing them, she loved slowly unzipping them and removing their penises from their underwear. She loved seeing the looks on their faces when she reached her hand inside their pants and felt their erections through their underwear. Just as she loved wrapping her fingers around their stiff pricks while stroking them to a harder and bigger erection, she loved it when they touched, felt, and fondled her big, naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. As much as she loved stroking them, she loved sucking them too.
'Oh, my God, I so miss holding a hard prick in my hand. I miss the sensation of feeling a cock in my mouth,' she thought while suddenly thinking of Father Thomas' hard prick. 'I so miss having my breasts felt and fondled and my nipples fingered and sucked,' she thought while thinking of Father Thomas having his wicked, sexual way with her virginal body. 'I'm so sorry, God. Please forgive me for my inappropriate, sexually frustrated thoughts.'
Then, when her multitude of boyfriends were hard enough and sexually aroused enough, she loved taking men from her hand to her mouth. Surprising them, as if they didn't expect her to blow them but only imagined her stroking them, she loved seeing the look of shocked sexual excitement on their faces. With men putting women up on a pedestal, seemingly men don't think that beautiful women suck cock. Expecting only the average and plain looking and/or homely women to suck cock, beautiful women enjoy giving blowjobs too.
While staring up at them with her blue eyes and with their hard, hairy cocks in her mouth, she loved sucking their cocks as much as she love stroking their cocks. Now, if only in her horny imagination, she wished she had fucked their cocks too. Then, as if giving her their applause, she loved it when the men she sucked showed their appreciation for her cock sucking skills by ejaculating their cum in her mouth.
For a blowjob well down, as if their semen was her just reward for sucking them to ejaculation, she loved sexually satisfying so many men with her hand and with her mouth. As much as she enjoyed them staring down at her while she stroked their cocks and sucked their cocks, she loved staring up at them with their hard, hairy pricks in her mouth. Then, with her in sexual control of them, feeling so empowered, when they lost all control was her favorite part of giving men blowjobs.
With her having swallowed a bucket full of cum in the course of her sexual life, had they all ejaculated in her pussy instead of her mouth and impregnated her, she could have had a small army of children. She was glad that no one could hear her thoughts and/or read her mind but for her all-seeing and all-knowing God. Feeling guilty about having salacious, sexual thoughts, she'd pray longer and harder tonight when she returned to her room.
Sometimes, especially in the way she was now being tempted, tormented, and tested by Mother Superior and Father Thomas, she felt that sex was gradually replacing her faith. Sometimes she felt herself turning from God's bright, white light of Heaven and turning to Satan's bright, red fires of Hell. When seeing steamy love stories on TV or reading about them in a book, she wondered if she had made a mistake by missing out on her love story by giving her body, her mind, her heart, and her soul to Jesus Christ. Instead of giving her heart to an ordinary man, she couldn't help but wonder if she'd be happier as a wife and mother instead of as a nun. She'd be happiest if only she could have both while still being a nun, a God in Heaven and a husband on Earth. She'd be happier if only she could have sex while being a nun in good standing too.
* * * * *
During her time spent in Theology College, a bit oxymoronic in her study of religion, she had grown quite fond of giving the numerous men she dated what they all so seemingly wanted. With so many young women not sucking cock back then, every man she knew wanted a blowjob. Maybe somehow intuitively knowing she'd become a nun, yet before giving herself to God, as her last hurrah, she wanted to stroke and suck a lot of men, as many men as she could, while they felt her tits and fingered her nipples.
Never thinking that she was back then, until now, with her sexual feelings for Father Thomas, maybe she was just a slut and a whore, albeit a virginal slut and whore. Perhaps, a blessing in disguise, with her walking the path of the Devil then, it was a good thing she discovered religion and found God now, before it was too late to save her soul. Actually, as long the sinner accepts Jesus Christ before they die, it's never too late to save themselves from the burning fires of Hell and the eternal damnation of the Devil.
Only, rather than giving the men she dated sexual intercourse, rather than making love and fucking, she had grown quite fond of cocks and giving the men she dated sexual pleasure with hand jobs and blowjobs. Rather than running the risk of getting pregnant, she allowed them to cum all over her hand or in her mouth instead of cumming in her pussy while even allowing them to watch her swallow. As they felt her big, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples, she'd kissed them while stroking them before moving her head down to suck them. Only, she wasn't known as Sister Kathryn back then, her birth name was Elsa Olsen.
To be continued...
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Bless Me Father for I have Sinned, Chapter 4
Sacred albeit salaciously sacrilegious, with Sister Kathryn reluctant at first, Father Thomas confesses his plan to have anal sex with Sister Kathryn
Continued from Chapter 3:
During her time spent in Theology College, a bit oxymoronic in her study of religion, she had grown quite fond of giving the numerous men she dated what they all so seemingly wanted. With so many young women not sucking cock back then, every man she knew wanted a blowjob. Maybe somehow intuitively knowing she’d become a nun, yet before giving herself to God, as her last hurrah, she wanted to stroke and suck a lot of men, as many men as she could, while they felt her tits and fingered her nipples.
Never thinking that she was back then, until now, with her sexual feelings for Father Thomas, maybe she was just a slut and a whore, albeit a virginal slut and whore. Perhaps, a blessing in disguise, with her walking the path of the Devil then, it was a good thing she discovered religion and found God now, before it was too late to save her soul. Actually, as long the sinner accepts Jesus Christ before they die, it’s never too late to save themselves from the burning fires of Hell and the eternal damnation of the Devil.
Only, rather than giving the men she dated sexual intercourse, rather than making love and fucking, she had grown quite fond of cocks and giving the men she dated sexual pleasure with hand jobs and blowjobs. Rather than running the risk of getting pregnant, she allowed them to cum all over her hand and/or in her mouth instead of cumming in her pussy while even allowing them to watch her swallow. As they felt her big, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples, she’d kissed them while stroking them before moving her head down to suck them. Only, she wasn’t known as Sister Kathryn back then, her birth name was Elsa Olsen.
Chapter 4:
Born a tall, beautiful blonde with big, blue eyes, D cup breasts, and a beautiful singing voice, instead of becoming a nun, instead of becoming Sister Kathryn, Elsa could have become an actress, a singer, or even a stripper. With her fondness for giving hand jobs and blowjobs, she could have become a hooker, a prostitute, a call girl, and/or a paid escort. She could have been the star attraction at bachelor and birthday parties. She could have become a wife, a mother, and a housewife. She could have become a career woman instead of becoming a nun and a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins.
With her good looks and shapely body, along with her quick wit, sense of humor, and intelligence, she didn’t have to become a nun. She didn’t have to give her body, her mind, her heart, and her soul to God. She didn’t have to hide herself and shelter herself by cloistering herself away in a convent. With the world at her fingertips, especially with men at her beck and call, a woman who looked like her could have become anything she wanted to become.
Accustomed to having her fingers wrapped around their stiff pricks while stroking them and/or their cocks buried in her mouth while sucking them, a nun would be the last thing the men she dated would have thought that Elsa Olsen would become. If any of them were to meet her today, wouldn’t they be surprised that Elsa was now Sister Kathryn, a nun of the Holy Order of Virgins? Wouldn’t they be surprised that the only time she moved down to her knees was to pray instead of for sucking cock? Wouldn’t they be surprised that she hadn’t seen a cock, touched a cock, stroked a cock, and/or sucked a cock in more than ten years? Seemingly, before she became a nun, in the wild days of her sexual youth, she couldn’t go ten hours without seeing, touching, stroking, and sucking a cock.
She looked just like her mother, Ingrid, who moved to the United States from Sweden after competing with the Swedish, Olympic ski team. Like mother like daughter, Ingrid had many lovers too before marrying Hans, an Olympic, speed skater from Holland. Seemingly Elsa’s lustful, sexual desire for men and her attraction for cocks was inherited from her mother. With her mother having lived the first half of her life in Sweden, she didn’t have the sexual hang-ups that most American women had when it came to sex. Like mother like daughter, Ingrid passed on her sexual openness to Elsa.
With sexual contact no big deal, Elsa was raised to think that there was nothing wrong or shameful about giving men sexual pleasure by giving them hand jobs and blowjobs. Yet, America’s Puritan values had different connotations and views on sexuality, especially when it came to women, and especially when it came to nuns. The Catholic Church was even stricter when it came to sex between a man and a woman. Just as only a man can marry a woman and a woman can marry a man, as far as the Pope was concerned a man and woman should only come together physical in marriage to start a family.
Even though she so enjoyed giving her dates hand jobs and blowjobs, made to feel guilty by other women and men, she didn’t understand their narrow views and limitations when it came to sex. It wasn’t until she was a nun in the Catholic Church that she finally understood that her sexual behavior was in violation of Canon law. Now that Elsa was Sister Kathryn of the Holy Order of Virgins, no longer giving hand jobs and/or blowjobs, she thought that part of her sordid, sexual life was over until Father Thomas awakened her sexual feelings. Whenever she scratched the surface, especially when feeling lonely and/or horny, the thoughts of erect pricks and of men cumming all over her hand and/or in her mouth were still there in her dreams and sexual fantasies.
* * * * *
When Father Thomas didn’t answer her question about what he was doing in inappropriately and sexually touching and feeling her breasts, he touched and felt her breasts again. Instead of answering her, he reached around her to feel her ass while still trying to kiss her. She pushed him away but the damage was done. Not only had he sexually assaulted her but also he had sexually aroused her. Needing to play her role as a nun, as a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, and needing to pass Father Thomas’ and Mother Superior’s test of faith, she couldn’t submit to Father Thomas’ sexual will. Instead of relenting to him, acting as if she had been deeply insulted, she asked him her question again.
“Father Thomas! What are you doing?”
Feigning her sexual ignorance, she asked her question as if she didn’t have a clue what he was doing, when she did. She asked her question as if she had never been touched, felt, fondled, and groped before when she had. Not expecting an answer other than a smart answer, she stared at him while waiting for his reply. Instead of immediately answering her question, he gave her an arrogant look. He looked at her smug entitlement as if it was not only okay but permissible to have his wicked sexual way with a nun.
With him a priest and her a lowly nun and with him a man and her a lowly woman, he acted as if he was allowed to touch and feel her as he pleased. In the way that she knew exactly what he was doing, he knew exactly what he was doing too. Having gone through this type of sexual groping before with God knows how many men, she knew exactly what he was doing. Only with her a nun and him a priest, how dare he sexually touch her, feel her, and grope her while trying to kiss her?
“What am I doing? It’s called foreplay,” said Father Thomas with a dirty laugh and a cavalier attitude.
Glad for the memories and for the sexual fantasies, but with all of that in her past, he jolted her from her present life as a nun and returned her thoughts to her prior sexual life as a slut and a whore. How dare he treat her as if she was a slut and a whore instead of treating her with respect as a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins? A sexual life that she so enjoyed having with men back then, she may have been a slut and a whore but, not an easy thing for her to do, she was a virginal slut and whore. Wanting to remain pure and innocent, she had her sexual limits. She drew her line at having sexual intercourse.
Only, with her now a chaste nun for the past ten years, that part of her sexually promiscuous life was over. Yet, just as this was a temptation from the Devil, she assured herself that this was nothing more than a test of her faith contrived by Mother Superior and Father Thomas. Nonetheless her suspecting that this temptation was a test and that she was being tested, she looked at her priest as if she was being tempted and tested by the Devil instead of by a man of God, her priest. She looked at him as if he was evil. With her evoking the essence of kindness, goodness, and holiness, she didn’t understand why he wasn’t treating her in the same way that she treated him.
‘How dare he touch, feel, and fondle my breasts?’
Yet, even though she was insulted and felt used, abused, and sexually assaulted by him touching, feeling, and fondling her breasts, difficult for her to admit it, she was sexually aroused too. As soon as she had the thought of his hand on her breasts, as if it was a looping video playing through her mind, she replayed him touching, feeling, and fondling her big breasts through her habit. Oh, my God, what a rush for what she was sexually thinking of doing with her priest. She’d have to say extra Hail Mary’s tonight while praying for the salacious sexual thoughts she was having now. Yet, she played the religious virgin to show her priest that she was good, he was evil, and that he hadn’t tempted her to sin by breaking her vow of celibacy.
Jumping up on her high, white horse, she thought, ‘How dare he finger my nipples while feeling my ass?’
Yet, even though she was insulted and felt sexually assaulted by him fingering her nipples while feeling her ass, she was sexually aroused by his priestly, sexual touch. She silently berated herself for being as sexually excited as she was. As soon as she had the thought of him fingering her nipples while feeling her breasts and feeling her ass, she replayed him fingering her nipples and feeling her ass through her habit. Oh, my God, for what she was sexually thinking of doing with her priest, she’d have to say even more Hail Mary’s tonight while praying. Nonetheless her feelings of sexual excitement, she stood tall in her resolve to avoid the sexual temptation of his touch and feels.
‘How dare he try and kiss me?’
Yet, even though she was insulted and felt sexually assaulted, brutalized even, by him trying to kiss her, she was sexually aroused. It had been just as long since she stroked a man and sucked a man as it had been since she kissed a man, French kissed a man. As soon as she had the thought of him kissing her while feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and feeling her ass through her habit, she imagined him kissing her, French kissing her. Kissing and kissing her, she imagined him making out with her.
She imagined Father Thomas as if he was Bing Crosby as Father Chuck O’Malley and she was Ingrid Bergman as Sister Mary Benedict, in her favorite movie, The Bells’ of St. Mary’s. She imagined Father Thomas taking her in his arms and kissing her, French kissing her, and making out with her while feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and feeling her ass. Unable to let go of the thought of him making out with her, she imagined him kissing and kissing her again and again while feeling her big tits, fingering her erect nipples, and squeezing her shapely ass through her habit.
Even if this was just a test of her faith, especially if this was just a test of her faith, assuredly by the lascivious thoughts she was having, she was failing the test. If they scored her by what she was thinking sexually, she’d flunk the test and be asked to leave the convent. Yet, even if this was a test of her faith, how could Father Thomas do such a deplorable and despicable thing in violation of their vows of celibacy and against their faiths in the Catholic religion and their beliefs in God? The bottom line was he was a priest and she was a nun. After taking their vows of celibacy, they were forbidden to have sex.
Even if this was just a mere test of her faith, how could her priest touch her breasts, feel her breasts, fondle her breasts, finger her nipples, and feel her ass in such a sexually inappropriate way while trying to kiss her, French kiss her? My God. How dare he treat her with such disrespect? How dare he treat her as if she was a slut and/or a whore instead of a nun? How dare he sexually excite her with his inappropriate, sexual touches and forbidden feels?
As if she was already lost to his sexual charms, she looked at him with confusion mixed with revulsion that was peppered with sexual excitement. She looked at him with as much disappointment as she looked at him with sexual arousal. Surprising even herself that her sexual desires and lustful male attraction were still there, albeit buried deep within her, she looked at him with a wanton yearning to have sex. It only took Father Thomas to scratch the surface to release the sexual beast that lay dormant and sleeping within her. Now she looked at him with as much sexual frustration as she looked at him with anticipated sexual excitement of having sex with her priest. If only she could have sex with him, she would have sex with him but she couldn’t have sex with him. Just as it was forbidden for a priest or a nun to have sex with anyone, sex between a priest and a nun was forbidden.
* * * * *
“I know what foreplay is Father. I may be a virgin but I’m not a prude. Yet, more importantly than the definition of foreplay or whether I’m a virgin and a prude, I’m a nun and you’re a priest. We’ve taken vows of celibacy. Just as we’re not allowed to have sex, we’re not allowed to have foreplay either,” she said holding her head up high before lowering her eyes with a look of shame and sadness.
Feeling lewdly uncomfortable by his lechery, even though it wasn’t her fault, she was upset that he had sexually aroused her by feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. She was upset that he had sexually excited her by trying to kiss her while feeling her ass. With her having no control over her internal, sexual organs and her lustful, sexual desires and thoughts, she was already wet for him. As if she was struck by a bolt of lightning, the pent up sexual frustration she felt suddenly hit her as if thrown at her from the Devil himself and from Hell.
As if he was her father instead of her priest, changing his approach, Father Thomas looked at her with patient reverence and kind understanding. As if he was her lover instead of her priest, judging by the bulge he had in his black trousers and the ungodly thoughts he no doubt had on his mind, he had an unholy erection. Trying not to look, she couldn’t help herself from staring at the priestly prick that tented his trousers.
Just the sight of his erect cock that lay hidden behind his pants made her horny. Just the sight of the bulge of his erection made her want to unzip him and pull out his cock to stroke him before sucking him. If this was a test, she was failing miserably. If this was a test, she was doomed to spend her eternity in the fires Hell instead of in the glory of Heaven.
‘God help me,’ she thought. ‘Help me to stop staring at Father Thomas’ bulge.’
Just as she thought that, she stared down at his bulge again and as embarrassing as it was sexually exciting, he caught her looking.
“If you’d allow me the pleasure and the sexual satisfaction, I can help you,” he said with a smugly self-confident smile. “While kissing you, French kissing you, I’d like to continue to feel your big breasts while fingering your erect nipples and feeling your round, firm ass, I can give you sexual satisfaction,” he said. “I found that touching you, feeling you, fondling you, and kissing you in that sexual way to be quite enjoyable.”
She looked at him as if he was nuts. She looked at him as if he was the Devil. She looked at him as if he wasn’t even a priest but some guy who was trying to pick her up in a bar so very long ago. When he took another step forward, no longer trusting her priest and not caring if this was a test, she took another step back.
“I beg your pardon? Quite enjoyable? I’m sure it was quite enjoyable for you, Father, but it wasn’t quite enjoyable for me,” she said lying.
Tacking on more Hail Mary’s onto her evening prayers, she’ll be on her knees for an hour tonight asking God to forgive her for all that she was sexually thinking.
“I won’t tell if you don’t tell,” he said with an arrogant laugh. “Whatever we do behind my closed, rectory door will be our little secret.”
Tempted but staying firm, she shook her head from side to side.
“God will know,” she said. “God sees everything and knows all.”
He gave her a shit eating grin.
“Even God won’t mind and won’t think that a little tickle and teasing is a sin,” he said with a chuckle.
She looked at him appalled.
“Forgive me for asking this question, Father, but are you insane? Have you lost your mind as well as your faith?”
He smiled at her naiveté.
“I can assure you that I’m quite sane and by the erection that I have in my pants and that you continue to stare at, I have a healthy male libido,” he said with an annoying laugh. “As far as my faith, you must put your faith in me and trust me to do the right thing by you.”
As best as she tried, when he caught her looking again at the bulge he had in his pants, she looked away before looking at his throbbing penis again and again.
“You touching my breasts, feeling my breasts, fondling my breasts, and fingering my nipples while feeling my ass and kissing me in a sexual way is out of the question. Father, no,” she said when he took a step forward. “I’d hardly call that tickle and tease. I’d definitely call that foreplay.”
He gave her a priestly look as if he wanted to comfort her and console her.
“I just want to talk,” he said talking another step closer.
As if warding off a vampire, a demon, or Satan himself, she raised the crucifix that hung from her neck in a panic. She outstretched her arm when he took another step closer to her.
“Get back! Stay away from me Devil! Dear God in Heaven please help me to stop this lunacy. Dear Saint Michael, defend me from this perverted priest. Dear Virgin Mary, allow me to remain a virgin.”
He laughed at her panic and at her drama.
“I don’t want to take your virginity Sister. I’d never be the one responsible for you breaking your vow of celibacy,” he said with an assuring look and a laugh. “Just as you’re a woman of God, I’m a man of God too.”
He looked deeply in her big, blue eyes as if trying to hypnotize her.
“No? Are you not trying to seduce me? Are you not trying to violate me and force me to give you sexual intercourse? If not, then what are you doing and what is this all about?”
As if he was the Lord God, Jesus Christ reincarnated and risen from the dead, he held out his hands as if to show her that he came to her in peace. He gave her a saintly smile as if he was Pope Thomas instead of Father Thomas.
“There are other things that we can do other than sexual intercourse Sister,” he said giving her an inviting smile. “May I lay my hands upon you to sexually excite you as you have already sexually excite me?”
As if he was trying to medically heal her instead of sexually excite her, he paused while waiting for her response. When she didn’t answer him but stared at him instead, he continued trying to convince her to have sex with him.
‘No,’ she said in her mind without verbalizing her thoughts out loud.



“Then, once you’re sufficiently sexually excited, if you’d allow me, I’d like to test your faith before injecting you with renewed faith,” he said with a longish pause.
‘Injecting me with renewed faith? How is he going to do that? Is he going to give me some kind of hallucinatory drug, LSD? Is he going to pull a Bill Cosby on me? Is he going to stab me with a syringe to make me high and helpless while he raped me? Is he going to drug me so that he can have sex with my naked body?’
Then, sounding more like anal sex than renewing her faith, he told her exactly how he’d inject her with renewed faith.
“If you’d allow me, Sister Kathryn, I’d like to turn you around,” he said calmly while pausing as if to see her reaction to him turning her around. When she showed no reaction, he continued. “I’d like to bend you over my desk,” he said.
‘Oh, my God,’ she thought while imagining her priest standing behind her as he bent her over his desk.
“Father Thomas! Really!”
As if he was Saint Thomas instead of Father Thomas, he gave her his best saintly smile.
“Then, I’d like to pull up your habit, pull down your underwear, insert my prick in your ass, and give you anal sex,” said the priest.
‘Oh, my God,’ she thought while imagining her priest lifting her habit over her head, pulling down her panty, sticking his cock in her ass, and giving her anal sex.
“Father Thomas! Really! How dare you? Oh, my God! How dare you talk to me in such a disrespectful and sexual way?”
As if making fun of her, he gave her a smug smile.
“Then, lifting your bra while humping you, I’d love nothing more than to touch, feel, and fondle your big tits while fingering your erect nipples as I hump, push, and thrust my cock deeper in your ass.”
‘Oh, my God,’ she thought. ‘This priest has lost his mind. Why did the Holy Mother send me to see him? Maybe she doesn’t know that Father Thomas is a pervert,’ she thought. ‘Maybe she doesn’t know that Father Thomas is insane. Maybe she doesn’t know that Father Thomas is the Devil disguised as a priest.’
“Pardon? Just so I understand so that I may report you to Mother Superior and to the Bishop, you want to inject me with renewed faith by giving me anal sex?”
She looked at him while waiting for his response.
“Yes,” he said.
She continued talking to make sure she was understanding him and correctly quoting him.
“You want to turn me around, bend me over, pull up my habit, pull down my underwear, touch, feel, and fondle my breasts while fingering my nipples, and fuck me up my ass? Is that it?” She gave him a smug look.
She looked at him as if she was confronting Satan.
“Yes,” he said with obvious sexual excitement.
She gave him an arrogant smile in the way he gave her a self-righteous smile.
“When I send my letter to the Vatican, I want to make sure that I’m correctly quoting you,” she said returning his self-righteous smile with her self-assured smile.
She couldn’t believe she said the F word and as soon as she did she made the sign of the cross and made a silent prayer while apologizing to Jesus.
“Yes,” he said.
Again, she looked at him as if he was the Devil.
“I can’t believe you want to lift my bra while humping me and while giving me anal sex,” she said sexually exciting herself. “I can’t believe you want to touch me where a priest should never touch and nun,” she said with obvious sexual excitement. “I can’t believe you want to feel and fondle my breasts while fingering my nipples?”
She looked at him as if he had lost his mind in the way she was losing her mind.
“Yes,” he said.
She looked at him in the way she looked at all of the other men in her life who wanted to take her virginity. Only, she never had anyone who wanted to fuck her in her ass.
“No Father,” she said shaking her head from side-to-side as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to make her point. “I can’t allow you to do that to me. That’s just wrong. That’s just nasty. That’s against our vows of celibacy. I’m not breaking my vow of celibacy to give you anal sex. I’ve never had anal sex in my life and I’m not about to have anal sex now,” she said.
Instead, she wanted to tell him that her thing was giving hand jobs. She wanted to confess that she loved sucking cock. She wanted to tell him how many men have ejaculated all over her hand and in her mouth. Yet, thinking better of it, she didn’t confess her sexual peccadillo for giving hand jobs and/or for sucking cock.
Adding even more sexual excitement to his words, he paused after saying each thing that he wanted to do to her. Even though her face turned as red as her imagined fires of Hell and even though she verbally protested all that her priest wanted to do to her virginal body, a flicker of sexual excitement that betrayed her eyes took hold of her. He wanted to turn her around…bend her over his desk…pull up her habit…pull down her panty…and give her anal sex. He’d love to lift her bra and touch, feel, and fondle her big tits while fingering her erect nipples too.
‘Oh, my God,’ she thought while having a vision of all he wanted to do to her virginal body.
Part of her wanted him to turn her around, bend her over his desk, pull up her habit, pull down her panty, and give her anal sex. Part of her wanted him to lift her bra and touch, feel, and fondle her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. Yet, the other part of her was outraged that not only did he want to do that to her but also that he confessed to her that he wanted to do that to her. There was no way she was having anal sex or any other sex with him. That was just nasty for her priest to ask one of his nuns for sex.
‘Dear God in Heaven, save me from temptation. Dear God in Heaven, save me from the Devil. Dear God in Heaven save me from this priest. Dear God in Heaven, give me the strength to resist sex. Amen,’ she silently prayed to herself.
Unable to help herself or to save herself, she swooned at the thought of the priest touching her, feeling her, and fondling her while humping her ass and fucking her ass. Even though she had never had anal sex before, with her willing to sexually try anything once, she was curious about having anal sex. Her mother had anal sex many times with different men but with Elsa not as sexually adventurous as Ingrid, they were from a different country and a different generation. Besides, Elsa as Sister Kathryn was more about God and religion than her mother ever was.
In the way that he obviously wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her tits, with her not shy about returning the sexual favor, she swooned at the thought of touching, stroking and sucking Father Thomas’ prick. Suddenly feeling a familiar wetness between her thighs again, in the way she was never wet for Jesus, she was already wet for her priest. In the way she never even thought of Jesus’ cock, she was now consumed with the thoughts of Father Thomas’ holy prick. She could only imagine what it would feel like to see, touch, feel, and fondle his erect cock while stroking his erect cock. With more than a ten year lapse in her giving a blowjob, she’d like to know what it would feel like to suck the priest to ejaculation. With the thoughts of him cumming in her mouth, her favorite thing to do, she’d stare up at him while swallowing his holy cum.
She tried praying. She tried to give herself the much needed resolve by resisting temptation. Calling on every saint she could think of, she wondered if any one of them had their faith tested by sex, anal sex at that. Yet, as if he was already kissing her while touching her, feeling her, and fondling her, making herself dizzy with sexual excitement, she inhaled her sexual desire for the young priest. Unable to swallow her sexual lust for the priest, she knew she was doomed to relent. The only thing she could do was to voice her outrage not only for the priest’s penchant for perversion but also for the sake of her morality, her love of God and religion, and for the vow of celibacy she took.
“Father Thomas! Anal sex? Oh, my God! Really! How dare you? Are you serious? Are you kidding me? How dare you speak to me in such a vile and vulgar way? I’m married to Jesus,” she said looking up at the rectory ceiling as if Jesus was there watching and waiting to see what she’d do. She held up her ring finger of her left hand. “I’m a bride of Jesus Christ, our lord, and Almighty God. I’m married to Jesus.”
A losing battle and a test that she couldn’t pass, even she knew she was protesting too much. Even she knew that she sexually wanted her priest as much as he sexually wanted her. At a crossroad in her spiritual life, she didn’t know what to do. Before becoming a nun, having been tempted many times by handsome men with stiff pricks, she never could resist the temptation to stroke a cock before sucking a cock. She thought her sexual desire would wane once she became a nun but never put to the test until now, she had that same lust for erect pricks that she had before giving herself to God. Silently, she prayed to Jesus. Maybe this wasn’t a test but a trap.
‘Lord, God, help me. Jesus Christ save me from temptation. Almighty God above, save me from this man,’ she prayed. ‘Cast out this Devil that dares call himself a priest.’
As if blessing her, he gave her a reverent smile that he’d give any parishioner leaving the confessional.
“Trust me, Sister. While kissing you and fingering your pussy, foreplay helps to get you in the mood to stroke my cock before sucking my cock,” he said. “Trust me, Sister. In the way that it’s necessary for me to fuck you in your ass, stroking my cock before sucking my cock is a necessary evil that you must swallow for me to restore your faith.”
As if he had done this many times before, instead of acting sexually excited by the prospect of having sex with her, he acted so matter of fact, so calm, and so composed. Then, when he took a step towards her, she took another step back. Now with her buttocks pressed firmly against his desk, she turned to look for a weapon and picked up a heavy, crystal paperweight given to the priest by the Bishop himself. Just what she needed as her personal protector of her virginity and her God given faith, the paperweight had a golden image of Archangel Michael inside holding his upraised sword inside. As if she was raising Saint Michael’s sword herself, she raised the heavy object to her shoulder in a threatening way as if she was intent on smashing the heavy crystal on his head if he dared touch her and/or tried to kiss her again.
‘Stroking his cock? Sucking his cock before fucking her in her ass? Oh, my God,’ she thought. ‘How dare he? Oh, my God, would he? Oh, my God, could I?’
Yet, instead of being outraged, she was sexually excited. Instead of being embarrassed, she was wet. She could only imagine what it would feel like to hold her priest’s prick in her hand before taking him in her mouth and before he fucked her in her ass. Beyond being sexually aroused, seemingly she sexually wanted her priest as much as he sexually wanted her.
With her sexual excitement interrupting her silent prayer to Jesus, she was dizzy with sexual delight. It had be such a long time since she held a cock in her holy hand and had taken a stiff prick in her sisterly mouth. Still, she needed to play her part as the innocent virgin. She needed to play her part as the holy nun.
With the reputation of the Holy Order of Virgins on her shoulders, she needed to resist this Devil’s temptation. If Father Thomas was intent on having sex with her virginal body, the only way she could save her soul was for him to force himself on her. Surely, instead of willingly stroking him, sucking him, and anally fucking him, God wouldn’t blame her and would forgive her mortal sin if she was raped by her priest. Whether she had sex with her priest or not was now in God’s hands.
* * * * *
“Feel my breasts? Finger my nipples? Finger my pussy while I stroke and suck your cock before you give me anal sex? Oh, my God! Father Thomas! Have you lost your mind? How dare you? You can’t do that to me. I’m a nun. I’m a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins. I can’t do that and I can’t have sex with you. I won’t kneel for any mortal man. I’ve given my vow, my body, and my soul to Jesus. I’m promised to God.”
As if he was a vampire who wanted to lick her pussy instead of suck her blood, she fingered the large crucifix that hung down from her neck. As if he was the Devil that she needed to exorcise from the Church, she held her crucifix up high. She looked at him as if he was drunk. She looked at him as if he was insane. She looked at him as if he was drunk and insane. She looked at him as if the Devil had taken possession of her priest.
Then, being consumed by all that he had said and by sexual lust and human desire, she looked at him as if she couldn’t wait to see his erect prick. She looked at him as if she couldn’t wait to not only see his erect cock but also wrap her holy fingers around his erect dick, and stroke his erect prick. Looking at him with as much forbidden sexual lust as he looked at her, she couldn’t wait to suck his erect prick. She couldn’t wait for him to cum in her mouth. Feeling her sexual excitement growing, she couldn’t wait for him to fuck her ass with his erect prick. Fighting the good fight, she tried her best to resist her priest only it was a losing battle. Later, when it was over, she’d pray to God and ask for his forgiveness.
‘Satan! Be gone. Satan, leave me in peace. Lord God, help me to resist temptation. Lord God, keep me strong against the Devil,’ she silently prayed again. ‘Virgin Mary save my virginity and my dignity as a nun. Saint Michael strike down this evil man who masquerades as a holy man and as a priest.’
“Calm yourself, Sister Kathryn. I’m not evil. Your evil is from within. I’m not the Devil. Your Devil is from within. I’m here to help you not to rape you,” said with calm kindness.
She relaxed herself by taking a big breath.
“Thank God,” she said.
He smiled at her as if he was, indeed, her priest and not her perceived Devil.
“Think of me as your Earthly extension to Jesus. Use me as his conduit as your way to directly speak to and touch God. I’m here to renew your faith by filling you with my goodness, kindness, and deep belief in the God and in the Catholic Church,” he said.
He took her hand in his as if he really thought that he was Jesus Christ. Then, when he moved to her to gently take the paperweight from her hand and place it back on his desk behind her, she looked at him as if he was the Devil in disguise as a lowly priest. Obedient to her priest but not wanting to be sexually unfaithful to her husband, Jesus, and not wanting to break her vows of obedience and celibacy, she tried her best to remain calm. Yet, her own sexual lust for the priest betrayed her need to remain true to her God. She was secretly, sexually lusting over him as much as he was openly lusting over her. She prayed silently for Jesus to help her to remain faithful and to save her from being forced into sexual sin.
She tried her best to contain her sexual excitement over the thoughts of stroking and sucking the priest’s prick while he kissed her, felt her tits, fingered her nipples, and fingered her pussy before giving her anal sex. Only, she wasn’t a God. A mere mortal, she was a just nun, a human nun with human, sexual feelings and sexual emotions. Just as she couldn’t stop the vision of him feeling and fondling her tits while fingering her nipples and pussy, she couldn’t stop the vision of her taking his priestly prick in her hand before taking his priestly prick in her mouth. Just as she couldn’t stop the vision of Father Thomas giving her all that she so sexually needed and sexually desired, she couldn’t stop the vision of him giving her anal sex and fucking her in her ass.
Something as equally sexually exciting and something new in her sexual repertoire, with her having only given hand jobs and blowjobs, she had never had anal sex before. Pledging her virginal body to God, just as she had never given her virginal pussy to any mortal man or any mortal woman, she had never given her virginal ass to any mortal man or any mortal woman either. With the Catholic Church filled with secret Canon laws that benefitted mostly priests, she wondered if there was a secret, Canon law that benefitted nuns too.
With that Canon law thought in mind, she couldn’t help but wonder if having anal sex was an acceptable loophole to her taking her vow of celibacy. What if it was? With the Catholic Church a conclave and sexual haven of homosexuals and pedophiles, she wondered if those men had special considerations and accommodations. What if they did? Perhaps with so very many gay priests receiving hand jobs, blowjobs, and having anal sex with one another, perhaps anal sex, as well as hand jobs and blowjobs were secretly acceptable and silently permissible in the Catholic Church.
‘Oh, my God, even with this another old boys’ club, the old double standard rears its ugly head again, even deep within the Catholic Church,’ she thought.
Seemingly, as long as sex between priests were done behind closed, rectory doors and not in public, it was okay for one priest to give another priest a hand job, a blowjob, and to have anal sex. Perhaps priest abide by a different sexual code than do nuns. Perhaps, the vow of celibacy that a priest takes is different from the vow of celibacy that a nun takes. With her always willing for a man to part her lips with his tongue and with his cock, perhaps having her priest part her ass cheeks with his cock instead of her pussy lips is not the same mortal sin. Being that anal sex isn’t vaginal sex, perhaps her vow of celibacy would still be intact by having anal sex in the way that her vow of celibacy would be violated by having vaginal sex.
Other than masturbating herself in the privacy of her room at the convent, it had been such a very long time since she had sex with a man. It had been such a very long time since she had even seen an erect cock, never mind touched, stroked, and/or sucked and an erect cock. Not knowing what else to do with her hands, she stuck her hands in her habit behind her white, bib-like collar as if she was fingering a Crucifix molded in the shape of a penis.
Now lost to the world of sexual debauchery and perverse perversity, she couldn’t help but think of Father Thomas’ prick. She wondered if he was circumcised. She wondered how long, how wide, and how thick he was. She wondered what he looked like naked. She wondered what his cock would feel like in her hand and taste like in her mouth. With her never having anal sex before, just as she wondered if having anal sex for a nun with her priest was permissible, she wondered if it would hurt to have anal sex.
To be continued…
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Continued from Chapter 4:
'Satan! Be gone. Satan, leave me in peace. Lord God, help me to resist temptation. Lord God, keep me strong against the Devil,' she silently prayed again. 'Virgin Mary save my virginity and my dignity as a nun. Saint Michael strike down this evil man who masquerades as a holy man and as a priest.'
"Calm yourself, Sister Kathryn. I'm not evil. Your evil is from within. I'm not the Devil. Your Devil is from within. I'm here to help you not to rape you," said with calm kindness.
She relaxed herself by taking a big breath.
"Thank God," she said.
He smiled at her as if he was, indeed, her priest and not her perceived Devil.
"Think of me as your Earthly extension to Jesus. Use me as his conduit as your way to directly speak to and touch God. I'm here to renew your faith by filling you with my goodness, kindness, and deep belief in the God and in the Catholic Church," he said.
He took her hand in his as if he really thought that he was Jesus Christ. Then, when he moved to her to gently take the paperweight from her hand and place it back on his desk behind her, she looked at him as if he was the Devil in disguise as a lowly priest. Obedient to her priest but not wanting to be sexually unfaithful to her husband, Jesus, and not wanting to break her vows of obedience and celibacy, she tried her best to remain calm. Yet, her own sexual lust for the priest betrayed her need to remain true to her God. She was secretly, sexually lusting over him as much as he was openly lusting over her. She prayed silently for Jesus to help her to remain faithful and to save her from being forced into sexual sin.
She tried her best to contain her sexual excitement over the thoughts of stroking and sucking the priest's prick while he kissed her, felt her tits, fingered her nipples, and fingered her pussy before giving her anal sex. Only, she wasn't a God. A mere mortal, she was a just nun, a human nun with human, sexual feelings and sexual emotions. Just as she couldn't stop the vision of him feeling and fondling her tits while fingering her nipples and pussy, she couldn't stop the vision of her taking his priestly prick in her hand before taking his priestly prick in her mouth. Just as she couldn't stop the vision of Father Thomas giving her all that she so sexually needed and sexually desired, she couldn't stop the vision of him giving her anal sex and fucking her in her ass.
Something as equally sexually exciting and something new in her sexual repertoire, with her having only given hand jobs and blowjobs, she had never had anal sex before. Pledging her virginal body to God, just as she had never given her virginal pussy to any mortal man or any mortal woman, she had never given her virginal ass to any mortal man or any mortal woman either. With the Catholic Church filled with secret Canon laws that benefitted mostly priests, she wondered if there was a secret, Canon law that benefitted nuns too.
With that Canon law thought in mind, she couldn't help but wonder if having anal sex was an acceptable loophole to her taking her vow of celibacy. What if it was? With the Catholic Church a conclave and sexual haven of homosexuals and pedophiles, she wondered if those men had special considerations and accommodations. What if they did? Perhaps with so very many gay priests receiving hand jobs, blowjobs, and having anal sex with one another, perhaps anal sex, as well as hand jobs and blowjobs were secretly acceptable and silently permissible in the Catholic Church.
'Oh, my God, even with this another old boys' club, the old double standard rears its ugly head again, even deep within the Catholic Church,' she thought.
Seemingly, as long as sex between priests were done behind closed, rectory doors and not in public, it was okay for one priest to give another priest a hand job, a blowjob, and to have anal sex. Perhaps priest abide by a different sexual code than do nuns. Perhaps, the vow of celibacy that a priest takes is different from the vow of celibacy that a nun takes. With her always willing for a man to part her lips with his tongue and with his cock, perhaps having her priest part her ass cheeks with his cock instead of her pussy lips is not the same mortal sin. Being that anal sex isn't vaginal sex, perhaps her vow of celibacy would still be intact by having anal sex in the way that her vow of celibacy would be violated by having vaginal sex.
Other than masturbating herself in the privacy of her room at the convent, it had been such a very long time since she had sex with a man. It had been such a very long time since she had even seen an erect cock, never mind touched, stroked, and/or sucked and an erect cock. Not knowing what else to do with her hands, she stuck her hands in her habit behind her white, bib-like collar as if she was fingering a Crucifix molded in the shape of a penis.
Now lost to the world of sexual debauchery and perverse perversity, she couldn't help but think of Father Thomas' prick. She wondered if he was circumcised. She wondered how long, how wide, and how thick he was. She wondered what he looked like naked. She wondered what his cock would feel like in her hand and taste like in her mouth. With her never having anal sex before, just as she wondered if having anal sex for a nun with her priest was permissible, she wondered if it would hurt to have anal sex.
Chapter 5:
'Dear God in Heaven help me to resist this sexual temptation and this perverted man who masquerades as a priest,' she silently prayed. 'Hear me Dear Lord, God above. If this is a test, allow me to pass this test to prove my faith without breaking my vow of celibacy. Help me dear Lord, God above.'
Seemingly knowing she was going to fail this test of faith and seemingly knowing that he'd somehow have to help her to restore her faith, Sister Kathryn looked at Father Thomas with apprehension. Seemingly knowing she was going to fail this test of faith and seemingly knowing he'd have to help her to restore her faith, Father Thomas looked at Sister Kathryn with confidence, compassion, and with kind understanding. With his reputation preceding him, just as he had help many nuns make their final decision to leave the convent, he had helped many nuns renew faith to remain living in the convent as nuns. Yet, whether he helped them to leave or helped them to stay, he enabled them to make their decision to leave or to go by injecting their renewed faith with sex.
Even though it sounded perversely perverted and sexually bizarre to her, maybe he was right. Maybe he could renew her faith by filling her hand, her mouth, and her ass with his cock and by injecting her with his holy cum. With him being the human representative of God and of the Catholic Church, he was a priest after all. Perhaps this was nothing more than a ploy for him to have sex with her than it was a test. Perhaps this as a trick to get her thrown out of the convent. Yet, maybe he wasn't blowing smoke up her ass by wanting to stick his cock in her mouth before sticking his cock in her ass. Maybe by her giving him oral sex and him giving her anal sex, he really could help her. Perhaps he could help her to make the decision that she needed to make of either remaining a nun and living in the convent or finding a man to marry to start a family of her own.
Maybe if she allowed him to ejaculate his cum in her mouth and again in her ass, her test of faith would be over and she could return to the convent to restart her devotion to God anew. Maybe if she allowed him to ejaculate his cum in her mouth and again in her ass, her life as a nun would be over and she could return to her old life, find a good man, marry, and start a family. Either way, just as it was seemingly just sex to Father Thomas, it was a win/win for her. Either way she'd be having sex with her priest. Whether it was having sex with her priest while continuing to be a nun or having sex with her priest before leaving the convent to marry and to have a baby with her mortal husband, she'd be having sex. Either way, whichever decision she made, in the end, no pun intended, Sister Kathryn would get what she wanted, sex with her priest, and Father Thomas would get what he wanted, anal sex with his nun.
"Didn't the Holy Mother talk to you?"
He looked at her with a sudden dose of insight and she looked at him with a face full of confusion.
"The Holy Mother? Mother Superior?"
She looked at him even more confused.
"Yes," he said nodding.
Obviously, Mother Superior didn't tell her everything about why she sent her to see Father Thomas.
"She spoke to me but not about this. She didn't say anything about me having sex with you," said Sister Kathryn again shaking her head side-to-side as if she needed the extra amount of head movement to reinforce her negative response.
Seemingly understanding the miscommunication now, Father Thomas nodded his head with insight.
"I see. As if I was exorcising the Devil from your soul, she didn't tell you that the process to restore your faith included physical and sexual contact for the exorcism in reverse to work. Obviously she failed to mention that one important thing. She just sent you to see me without describing the process of my reverse exorcism," he said slowly nodding his head as if nodding his head helped him to understand.
Exorcism in reverse? Reverse exorcism? What the Hell is that? Now Sister Kathryn was totally confused. Maybe this wasn't just a test. Maybe Mother Superior didn't know that Father Thomas would require her to give him oral sex and anal sex to renew her faith. Maybe Mother Superior knew that Father Thomas would require her to give him oral sex and anal sex as her test to determine if she was no longer suited to be a nun. Maybe instead of a test, this was a diabolical trap.
"The Holy Mother didn't say anything to me about having to stroke your cock before sucking your sock," said Sister Kathryn obviously becoming sexually aroused by the image she suddenly had of stroking and sucking her priest. "She didn't say anything about you needing to cum in my mouth either," she said becoming dizzy with the sexual delight of her priest ejaculating his holy seed in her mouth. "She didn't say anything about having anal sex with you and you needing to cum in my ass as well as in my mouth. She didn't say that anal sex was your proven way to restore my faith," said Sister Kathryn as if she was a hooker relating a conversation she had with her Madam to her John.
He nodded her his response.
"I see," said Father Thomas.
Perhaps this was all a misunderstanding. Perhaps, he was supposed to kiss, feel, fondle, and finger the nipples of another nun. Perhaps a different nun was supposed to stroke his cock and suck his cock for him cum in her mouth instead. She understood now. By injecting her with his faith by giving her a reverse exorcism instead of removing the evilness of the Devil, perhaps he was supposed to give another nun his reverse exorcism and have sex with another nun. Perhaps he was supposed to fuck another nun in her ass for his exorcism in reverse to work instead of fucking her in her ass. Perhaps this whole thing is a horrible mistake, a mistake of mistaken identity.
Reverse exorcism and/or renewed faith or not, she knew of plenty of nuns who'd love to have sex with Father Thomas. She knew of plenty of nuns who'd love to have Father Thomas' cock in their hands, buried in their mouths, and humped in their asses. Sometimes, with the nuns of the Holy Order of Virgins all wearing black habits, looking as if they're a waddle, a colony, or a rookery of penguins, it's difficult to tell one nun from another nun when in such a group. She remembered when they were electing a new Pope and there were a sea of nuns in black habits in St. Peter's Square in Vatican City. Looking so much like a Spencer Tunick photograph when he posed thousands of naked people in Zocalo Square in Mexico, she remembered the thousands of nuns that gathered at Vatican City for Pope Benedict XVI.
"Under the guise of you counseling me, she said that I was to be assigned to you to help you with some personal, private matters but she didn't tell me what those personal, private matters were. She didn't say anything about me stroking your cock and sucking your cock before allowing you to fuck me in my ass," said Sister Kathryn while pausing to watch the priest's reaction to her words. When he fell silent, she continued. "She didn't mention anything about breaking my vow of celibacy to give you sex. Were those the personal, private matters to which she was referring?"
While wondering what he was doing, with his head bowed as if he was saying a silent prayer, she stared down at the priest's hands.
"Well, trust me, Sister Kathryn, it doesn't get any more personal and private than this," said Father Thomas with a big smile.
He unzipped his pants, reached his hand inside and, as if he was pulling out Saint Michael's sword, he pulled out his semi-erect cock. Father Thomas had a huge prick.
'Oh, my God,' she thought while staring at his exposed prick. 'My priest has such a big and beautiful cock.'
With it having been more than ten years since she had seen a cock whether flaccid, erect, or semi-erect, just as she couldn't believe her eyes, she couldn't stop herself from staring at his big dick. Her Catholic priest just exposed his cock to her, a Catholic nun. Looking up from his cock to look up at his eyes, with her not having seen a stiff prick in so long, she couldn't help herself from staring back down at his stiffening member. While he stared at her, as if giving her a private masturbation show of his cock, she watched Father Thomas slowly stroke himself to a bigger and harder erection. With him obviously knowing that he was enjoying the show, she couldn't remove her eyes from him pleasuring himself. She only wished it was her hand stroking his big prick and not his own hand.
'Oh my God,' was her only thought while staring at his stiffening priestly pole. 'Oh, my God,' she thought. 'Not only did he expose himself to me but also he's actually masturbating himself in front of me. Oh, my God. What is wrong with this man who dares call himself a priest? Oh, my God. What kind of priest exposes himself to a woman, especially in the rectory that's part of God's house? What kind of priest exposes himself to a nun especially to a nun and to a wife of our Lord Jesus? What kind of priest masturbates himself in front of a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins?'
A matter of faith, now at the crossroads of her religious life, she needed to make a decision. Should she leave the convent or should she stay? As she had dedicated faith for the past ten years as a nun and as a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, having already prayed to God for a sign, she needed to have resolute faith now. She couldn't help but wonder if Father Thomas' cock was her sign. Instead of having him ejaculate his cum all over the rectory carpet, she needed to believe that Father Thomas could help restore her faith by having him ejaculate his cum in her mouth, down her throat, and in her ass. Seemingly, if she was to take him at his word that his cum would renew her faith, his holy cum was her ticket to continuing to live life as nun.
If she couldn't be a nun, other than to find a good man, get married, and start a family, what else could she do? Yet, getting married and having a baby seemingly wasn't as attractive as it was before when she confessed that she was questioning her faith to Mother Superior. Being a nun and being close to God was the only life she knew.
Still, if she was deemed to have sex with her priest, for her to remain faithful to Jesus, she couldn't have sex with him willingly. He needed to force himself on her as he was obviously doing now by exposing his huge penis to her. Even though she wanted to wrap her fingers around his stiff prick, stroke his stiff prick to a harder erection, and suck his stiff prick to ejaculation, she couldn't just fall to her knees and stroke him while sucking him. She took a vow of celibacy. She's the wife of Jesus.
"Father!"
She needed to play the violated nun. She needed to play the innocent, chaste nun. In the way she so wanted to take sexually advantage of him, she needed him to take sexual advantage of her first.
"Take me in your hand Sister. Use me as an extension of Jesus Christ," said her priest. "Fondle my cock before stroking my cock as if you're having religious sex with your Heavenly husband. Suck my cock as if you're sucking the prick of your God and of your Heavenly husband. Then, after I cum in your mouth, I'll give you anal sex and will cum in your ass."
Then, noticing something other than his naked prick, staring longer and staring harder, she looked more closely at his cock. She looked at his growing prick as if she had seen a vision and had experienced a spiritual revelation.
'Oh, my God,' she thought.
She stared at his cock until she identified the image. Then, not believing her eyes, as if she was witnessing a miracle, she continued staring at his erect prick before staring up at him.
"Father Thomas," she said looking up at him with disbelief. "Is that a tattoo of Jesus on the Crucifix on your cock?"
* * * * *
Without waiting for his response, she returned her focused attention to stare at his cock. As if she was witnessing a miracle, she couldn't believe he had his cock tattooed with Jesus.
'My God, that must have hurt,' she thought.
Then, she wondered if the tattoo artist was a man or a woman before she wondered if the priest went to the tattoo parlor dressed as a priest or as a common man. Moreover, unless he was a religious fanatic or could truly restore her faith by injecting her with his cum, who does that? Who tattoos their cock other than, perhaps some big, bad biker dude? Who tattoos their prick with the crucifixion Jesus? What deranged man who calls himself a priest not only tattoos his prick with Jesus but also exposes his prick to a nun?
'Oh, my God,' she thought.
Not an ordinary prick, perhaps his prick is a sacred prick. Perhaps, if she'd allow him to, he really could save her by injecting her mouth and her ass with his holy cum. Fascinated with watching him masturbate himself to a bigger and stiffer erection, she was unable to remove her big, blue eyes from her priest's stiff prick. Every time he stroked himself, with his cock growing in size, the image of Jesus loomed larger, longer, and wider.
"Yes, it is Jesus on the cross tattooed on my cock," he said with pride. "John 3:16 is tattooed on the underside of my prick but you'd need a magnifying glass to read it," he said suddenly reciting John 3:16. "For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish but have everlasting life. Amen," he said.
She looked at him as if he was indeed a religious fanatic. She looked at him as if he was insane. She couldn't believe he had tattooed his cock with the image of Jesus nailed to the cross.
"Oh, my God," she said again in total disbelief.
She didn't understand why her priest would not only tattoo his cock with an image of Jesus on the cross but also with chapter 3, verse 16 of the Gospel of John tattooed to the underside of his prick.
"I find that with the Crucifix tattooed on my cock, when a nun blows me, that the Sisters of the Holy Order of Virgins truly believe that they're sucking Jesus," he said with a dirty laugh. "Whether on your knees praying or on your knees sucking cock, what is faith if you don't believe? Go figure," he said shrugging his shoulders while wagging his erection before her horny eyes.



She looked at him with disgust while he looked at her with sexual lust. With her head completely turned around, switching their roles, she now looked at him with sexual covetousness and avariciousness while he looked at her with kindness and compassion. Indeed, with her needing to give him the benefit of the doubt, perhaps he was a special priest. Perhaps he was a seer, a clairvoyant, a prophet, an oracle, a soothsayer, and/or a psychic and could see things that others couldn't see. Perhaps, indeed, he was the chosen priest, a holy man who could transcend all worlds, Heaven, Earth, and Hell.
Perhaps by using reverse exorcism, he could see if she should remain as a nun or leave the convent. Perhaps sent directly from the Almighty One Himself, perhaps he was here to help the Sisters of the Holy Order of Virgins hear their calling. Perhaps he was here to help the lonely, the lost, the hopeless, the faithless, and the sexually frustrated women of his parish find their way. Perhaps, he was blessed by God Himself. Perhaps God gave him his huge penis as his tool and as God's way to help all women to not only see the light that would illuminate their way but also to restore their faith for them to continue to believe.
'Amen,' she thought while signing herself in her mind.
Now that she suspected that he may be a special priest who was chosen by God, perhaps, he truly can restore her faith by an ejaculation of his holy cum in her doubting body. Thinking the thought with as much curiosity as she thought it with sexual excitement, what harm would it do for her to try? With her thinking of leaving the convent anyway, what harm would it do for her to have sex with her priest? Not doubting that she'd enjoy the physical and sexual contact, but perhaps having sex with him would indeed restore her faith in God and reinforce her belief in her religion.
"Oh, my God," said Sister Kathryn.
While still playing her role as the sexually reluctant, holier than thou nun, she made a sickly sour face as if she had just swallowed a bug and/or was physically sickened by the sight of his cock. Yet, truth be known, she was torn and twisted inside. On one side was her God, her religion, and her vow of celibacy, and on the other side was this handsome priest offering her sex.
As if the Devil stood before her, it was as if the Devil was tempting her to submit, to stroke, to suck, and to anally fuck this man who called himself her priest. Just as he wanted her to give him a hand job, she wanted to give him a hand job. Just as he wanted her to give him a blowjob, she wanted to give him a blowjob. Now, just a he wanted to fuck her in her ass, she was ready for him to fuck her in her ass.
She needed to believe. She needed to have faith. She needed to think of her priest as if he was an Earthly extension of her Heavenly Jesus Christ, her Lord and her husband. As she would with Jesus if she was in Heaven, she needed to stroke Father Thomas, suck him, and anally fuck him as if she was having sex with her Heavenly husband. Her dream, her religious vision, and her sexual fantasy come true, if only she could mix sex with religion while still remaining a nun, indeed, that act alone would restore her faith.
Even though she was disgusted by him and offended by his tattooed prick, unable to hide her real sexual feelings for her priest and for his cock, she couldn't help herself from staring at his growing member. She had never been as sexually excited since becoming a nun more than ten years ago. As if she was kneeling before Jesus Christ and as if she was sucking the son of God, honestly, she couldn't wait to kneel before his tattoo prick.
It had been such a very long time since she had even seen a prick. It had been such a very long time since she touched a prick, stroked a prick, and sucked a prick. Yet, unable to control herself, she knew if she wrapped her fingers around his cock, without a doubt and with no ands, buts, and maybes, she'd be stroking his cock while sucking his cock. Just as she couldn't wait to stroke him, she couldn't wait to suck him. Just as she couldn't wait to suck him, she couldn't wait for her priest to cum in her mouth before giving her anal sex and cumming in her hand.
"Who am I not to give needy women what they all want?" He looked at her as if he was Jesus Himself taking care of the masses, albeit the female masses. He looked down at his exposed cock before looking back up at her. "Women all wanted to be closer to God by sucking Him," said Father Thomas. Again, he looked down at the Lord Jesus nailed to the tattooed cross while continuing to slowly stroke himself. "Now with my cock tattooed with an image of Him, they can suck me instead while believing they're sucking Jesus," he said with a demonic laugh.
As if she was ready to take him inside of her mouth, she looked at him and his exposed erection with her mouth gaping open. She had stroked and sucked worse and much better cocks than his over the course of her sexual life. From small dicks to big dicks, to circumcised cocks and uncircumcised cocks, to white pricks, black pricks, red pricks, and yellow pricks, when it came to giving men hand jobs and/or blowjobs, she was an equal opportunity cocksucker. Even though she loved being a nun, she still had her fondness and deep rooted sexual desire for stroking and sucking cock.
Moreover, if she was to describe herself, she'd not only describe herself as a nun, a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, but also a cum slut. When it came to swallowing cum, she had swallowed enough semen to build a man from all of the cum she swallowed so why not swallow Father Thomas' cum too? In the scheme of things, with her perhaps leaving the convent anyway, what does it matter if she strokes him, blows him, and has anal sex with him? What does she have to lose?
Still, with her not wanting to have the reputation of being a slut nun, a bad nun, and/or a whore nun, she needed to play her role of the victim with him forcing her. Her only defense for Jesus to forgive her for having sex with her priest was for her priest to force himself on her. Besides, if this was more than a test of her faith but a trap contrived by the Holy Mother and Father Thomas, she didn't want to be cast out of the convent for having sex with him. If she was going to leave, she wanted to leave of her own volition and by her own accord. Her way of teasing her priest in the way that he was obviously teasing, tempting, and testing her, she decided to play her game of being the innocent, virgin nun longer.
"Oh, my God, Father. How dare you? That's so sacrilegious of you to have Jesus tattooed on your prick," she said while thinking that she couldn't wait to suck Jesus. She wondered how many other nuns had sucked Jesus while sucking his cock. "Beyond sacrilegious, that's demonly pornographic. Jesus nailed to a cross is something that Satan himself would have tattooed on his prick," she said brilliantly playing her role as the offended virgin and holier than thou nun.
He looked at her as if she was an unruly student in Bible study class who was in need of a good scolding and spanking. Certainly, just as she wouldn't be the first nun that he stripped naked, tied to his bed, and spanked, she wouldn't be the last nun that he stripped naked, tied to his bed, and spanked. Seemingly Sister Roberta loved it when he pulled her over his knees, lifted her habit over her shoulders, pulled down her underwear, and slapped her naked ass red before impaling her mouth with his tattooed cock. If only his rectory walls could talk, they'd confess Father Thomas' sins and what they've seen over the years with him having sex with so many Sisters of the Holy Order of Virgins and with lonely, sexually frustrated female parishioners.
"Oh, don't Father me," he said with impatient anger. "I know my cock isn't the first cock you've seen before Sister."
Continuing to play her role as the virgin nun, she gave him her most sexually offended look.
"How dare you, treat me as if I'm a whore? I'm a nun. I'm a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins."
He laughed out loud while she acted as if she had never seen an erect prick before when she had seen, stroked, and sucked dozens of erect pricks, perhaps even hundreds of cocks. He looked at her still staring at his cock. She looked at his cock with as much sexual lust as he looked at her.
"How dare I? How dare you? Before you became a nun, you were a slut and a cock sucking whore. I've heard rumors about your checkered past from Sister Mary Elizabeth. You were quite the cocksucker and cum lover in your day Sister," he said with a dirty laugh. "She told me, that you told her, that that you gave so many hand jobs and blowjobs to men in Theology College that you have no idea how many hand jobs and blowjobs you've given."
Sister Kathryn couldn't believe that Sister Mary Elizabeth betrayed her confidence. How could she? Why would she? She thought they were friends. Father Thomas must have had something over her for her to confess her sexual background to Father Thomas, perhaps in confession.
With his cock still sticking straight out of his unzipped pants, he looked at her as if he was a starving man and she was a banquet feast. Then, with him looking as if he wasn't about to take no for an answer, pulling her to him, he pulled her by her wrist and moved her hand to his swollen prick. As soon as he did, taking the hint, she wrapped her fingers around his swollen penis. Game on. With her reluctant before, she wasn't reluctant now.
Yet, wanting to be assured that wrapping her fingers around the priest's stiff prick was okay for her to do, she wanted to believe that having sex with her priest was permissible before she continued. She hoped to God that there was some obscure Canon law that protected her from sin by having sexual contact with her priest. In the way he looked at her with horniness and sexual desire, she looked at him with confusion and questioning eyes.
Only, she didn't dare touch him if that would jeopardize her vow of celibacy and endanger her from still remaining to be a nun. She didn't dare stroke him if this was nothing more than a trap to oust her from the convent. She couldn't possibly suck him and anally fuck him, if that would mean that she broke her vow of celibacy. Yet, if only she could have her cake and eat it too, she'd love to have sex with her priest. If having sex with her priest was her way to renew her faith while still remaining a nun, how could she resist the temptation of stroking him, sucking him, and allowing him to fuck her anally?
She wondered again if, perhaps, there was a secret Canon law in the Roman Catholic Church, an ecclesiastic law, and/or a papal pronouncement she was unaware of that allowed sexual relations between a priest and a nun. Perhaps, just as it was seemingly permissible for priests to sexually abuse children and have homosexual sex with one another without apparent consequences, perhaps it was permissible for priests to have sex with nuns too. Just as it was seemingly okay for priest to receive hand jobs, blowjobs, and anal sex, perhaps it was okay for nuns to give hand jobs, blowjobs, and to have anal sex too.
Now, if she could still give hand jobs and blowjobs while still being a nun in good standing and while being allowed to still live in the convent of the Holy Order of Virgins, she'd endure having anal sex too. Who knows? Perhaps once she tried having anal sex, she may enjoy having anal sex. Her mother, Ingrid, was a big fan of anal sex. How bad could it be? Gay men and many heterosexual men and women seem to enjoy having anal sex.
Besides if anal sex was her religious loophole for her to have sex by giving hand jobs and blowjobs without breaking her vow of celibacy, she'd welcome priests and selected parishioners fucking her in her ass. She'd love nothing more than to make out with her priest while he felt her tits, fingered her nipples, and rubbed her clit. She'd love nothing more than to stoked him and suck him even if she had to endure him fucking him in her ass. If anal sex is her religious loophole for her to give hand jobs and blowjobs, she could see herself staying a nun and living in a convent for the rest of her life.
"Are you sure it's okay for me to stroke your cock, Father?"
As if he was putting ashes on her forehead with his thumb, he anointed her forehead with the sign of the cross before putting a gentle hand to her shoulder.
"In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. You must trust me, my child. Just as you must have faith, you must believe in Almighty God and you must believe in me. Just as I was the chosen one, you are the chosen one too. Just as I'm the one chosen by God to restore your faith, you've been chosen by Mother Superior herself to receive my personal instruction of reverse exorcism," said Father Thomas. He gave her a big smile and a wink. "My only role is as a servant to God. I'm here to help you find your way and to restore your faith again."
While swallowing his crock of shit because she needed to believe his bullshit for her to have sex with him, she looked at the young, handsome priest with humility. Especially with his erect penis sticking out proud before him and in view of her, she wanted to believe that by sucking on his tattooed cock of Jesus could restore her faith. Too tempting for her not to take advantage of the sexual opportunity presented before her, namely his exposed prick, she wanted to believe that just as he was the chosen one, she was too.
Yet, before falling to her knees to stroke him and to suck him and before bending herself over his desk for him to anally fuck her, she needed to play the innocent nun a bit longer. The last thing she wanted her priest to think was that she was a slut or a whore. It's best that he thinks she just another nun that he seduced. In that regard, she needed to make sure that this was just a test and not a trap. Should push come to shove and should her accuser point a finger of blame at her for falling from grace to sexual debauchery, she needed to point her finger of blame at him too.
"Why me, Father? Why me?"
He nodded his head as if he was her wise father, her educated teacher, her physiatrist, and/or her priest all rolled into one. Then, when he pushed back on her skull cap, along with the bandana that held her hair in place, as if her headwear was a symbol of her falling morals and lost modesty, they both fell to the desk behind her. Released from her skull cap in the way she'd soon be released from her habit, even though she still was a nun, of course, it was as if she wasn't a nun for that time.
Released from the confines of her coif, as if released from being a nun for just an hour, her long, naturally blonde, long, lush hair cascaded down her back as if she had sprouted golden, angel wings. Now instead of a nun, she looked more like a woman, a sexy, desirable woman. As if he was some soap opera lover, he looked deeply in her big, blue eyes with his beady, little, brown snake-like eyes. Showing her his sexual intention, he ran his fingers through her lush, yellow hair before sliding a slow and purposeful finger across her full lips.
With her having blown enough men in her sexual life, she knew what he wanted when he touched her full lips with his fingers. With him looking deeply in her eyes and her returning his look of sexual lust, she knew he wanted her to suck him. Forgetting that she was a Catholic Nun, had taken a vow of celibacy, and had given herself to God as one of his wives, she was now his for the taking.
"Mother Superior confessed that you've been troubled, my child. The Holy Mother told me that you've been slowly losing your faith and have been praying very hard to find your faith again," he said while still playing with her lips with his finger.
Unable to help herself, she accepted his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was taking Communion or was already sucking his cock.
"I have Father," she said ejecting his finger from her mouth with her tongue for her to speak. "I've been praying so very hard to God to find my faith again and to regain my belief in Him."
He smiled at her as if he was the pontiff.
"She sent you to me to help you with that. I can help you, my fallen angel. I've helped many nuns of the Holy Order of Virgins before," he said as if he was an oracle who possessed a miracle instead of a priest who possessed a big, hard prick.
Momentarily covering his cock with his hands, he folded his hands in front of him as if he was a monk instead of a priest. Then, unfolding his hands to expose his cock to her again, he put a hand on her shoulder again as if he was her father in addition to being her priest. Yet, instead of looking at her as if he was her father and/or her priest, he looked at her as if he was already her lover.
"I have. Seemingly, I've lost my way Father Thomas," she said looking up at him with sorrow and sadness before looking down at his exposed prick with sexual excitement.
As if he was the Lord Jesus himself, he removed his hand from her shoulder to open his hands. He showed her his palms as if welcoming her to join him in the valley of the forbidden, the forsaken, and the forlorn. Without being forceful, he was persistent in seducing her to give him sex in exchange for him renewing her faith. Seemingly, the deal that she needed to make with this devil, he was unable to give her one without the other. Unable to renew her faith without a sex, seemingly it was a win/win for both.
"I'm here to help you restore your faith. I'm your way to reconnect with God," he said placing his hand on her shoulder again.
This time, making his sexual intention known, he gently pushed down on her shoulder until she moved to her knees in front of him. With his erect prick only inches from her mouth, he looked at her with kindness while she looked at him as if she was about to cry. In the way he'd soon be slowly slide his cock along her ass and parting her cheeks with his cock, he slowly slid his cock across her lips before parting them.
"You're here to help me and to restore my faith?" With his cock pressed against her lips and making it impossible for her to say no, she looked up at him wanting to believe him. She looked up at him wanting trust him. She looked up at him as sexually depraved as he seemingly was. She looked up at him wanting to give him sex as much as he obviously wanted to give her sex. "You are? How?"
He smiled at her as if he was the Pope. He looked at her as if he was Jesus on Earth. Only, he wasn't the Pope and he wasn't Jesus. If he was anything, he was the Devil disguised as a priest. If he was anything, he was a perverted priest and a predator who preyed on innocent nuns.
"Don't question, Sister. Just believe. Don't question, Sister. Just suck. For my reverse exorcism to work and for me to inject you with His holy spirit to renew your faith, you must have faith. I cannot renew your faith if you don't believe that I can," he said while putting a gentle hand to the back of Sister Kathryn's head.
Wanting to believe that Father Thomas could renew her lost faith, she opened her heart, her soul, and her mouth.
To be continued...
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Sacred albeit salaciously sacrilegious, with Sister Kathryn reluctant at first, Father Thomas has his wicked sexual way with Sister Kathryn and has anal sex with the fallen nun.
Continued from Chapter 5:
"Mother Superior confessed that you've been troubled, my child. The Holy Mother told me that you've been slowly losing your faith and have been praying very hard to find your faith again," he said while still playing with her lips with his finger.
Unable to help herself, she accepted his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was taking Communion or was already sucking his cock.
"I have Father," she said ejecting his finger from her mouth with her tongue for her to speak. "I've been praying so very hard to God to find my faith again and to regain my belief in Him."
He smiled at her as if he was the pontiff.
"She has sent you to me to help you with that. I can help you, my fallen angel. I've helped many nuns of the Holy Order of Virgins before," he said as if he was an oracle who possessed a miracle instead of a priest who possessed a big, hard prick.
Momentarily covering his cock with his hands, he folded his hands in front of him as if he was a monk instead of a priest. Then, unfolding his hands to expose his cock to her again, he put a hand on her shoulder again as if he was her father in addition to being her priest. Yet, instead of looking at her as if he was her father and/or her priest, he looked at her as if he was already her lover.
"I have. Seemingly, I've lost my way Father Thomas," she said looking up at him with sorrow and sadness before looking down at his exposed prick with sexual excitement.
As if he was the Lord Jesus himself, he removed his hand from her shoulder to open his hands. He showed her his palms as if welcoming her to join him in the valley of the forbidden, the forsaken, and the forlorn. Without being forceful, he was persistent in seducing her to give him sex in exchange for him renewing her faith. Seemingly, the deal that she needed to make with this devil, he was unable to give her one without the other. Unable to renew her faith without a sex, seemingly it was a win/win for both.
"I'm here to help you restore your faith. I'm your way to reconnect with God," he said placing his hand on her shoulder again.
This time, making his sexual intention known, he gently pushed down on her shoulder until she moved to her knees in front of him. With his erect prick only inches from her mouth, he looked at her with kindness while she looked at him as if she was about to cry. In the way he'd soon be slowly sliding his cock along her ass and parting her cheeks with his cock, he slowly slid his cock across her lips before parting them.
"You're here to help me and to restore my faith?" With his cock pressed against her lips and making it impossible for her to say no, she looked up at him wanting to believe him. She looked up at him wanting trust him. She looked up at him as sexually depraved as he seemingly was. She looked up at him wanting to give him sex as much as he obviously wanted to give her sex. "You are? How?"
He smiled at her as if he was the Pope. He looked at her as if he was Jesus on Earth. Only, he wasn't the Pope and he wasn't Jesus. If he was anything, he was the Devil disguised as a priest. If he was anything, he was a perverted priest and a predator who preyed on innocent nuns.
"Don't question, Sister. Just believe. Don't question, Sister. Just suck. For my reverse exorcism to work and for me to inject you with His holy spirit to renew your faith, you must have faith. I cannot renew your faith if you don't believe that I can," he said while putting a gentle hand to the back of Sister Kathryn's head.
Wanting to believe that Father Thomas could renew her lost faith, she opened her heart, her soul, and her mouth. Chapter 6:
Even though he was a man of God, looking at him with respect, obedience, belief, and trust before, she looked at him with disrespect, rebellion, doubt, and distrust now. How dare he lead her astray off the garden path? With her innocence, kindness, and goodness, as if she was Eve in the Garden of Eden instead of Sister Kathryn in the rectory, he was her snake dangling his apple disguised as his penis in front of her.
Her temptation was sex. Easy to find her weakness, he used the one thing she missed in her prior life as a sexual woman to have his wicked sexual way with her. As if he was the Devil in disguise and reincarnated in the form of her priest sent up from Hell to seduce her, even though she smiled at him as if she trusted him, she didn't believe a word he said.
'Reverse exorcism my ass," she thought while giving Father Thomas a gullible smile. 'Not sure whether to believe him or not, there's no such thing as reverse exorcism is there? Who the Hell does he think he's kidding with that line? How dare he lay that shit on me? I've been around before I became a nun. I've heard better lines in a bar. How dare he think me dumb enough to fall for reverse exorcism? Yet with me so horny and sexually frustrated, having my cake and eating it too, I'd do anything if it means that I can remain and nun and have sex too,' she thought while smiling at her priest.
Albeit her disrespect, rebellion, doubt, and distrust of her priest, she was so tempted to have sex with her priest. What did it matter how she felt about him and whether or not she believed and/or trusted him, he was a man, she was a woman, and she was so very horny? His cock stuck straight out of his pants as if pointing to her and as if choosing her as the one, the very special one seduced by this Devil on Earth.
She couldn't help herself from looking at him with unadulterated lust, wanton desire, and sexual excitement. She couldn't help herself from staring at his exposed prick. Even though she knew better than to stare at his cock and to succumb to his sexual seduction, unable to stay strong against his will to have sex with her, she silently prayed to ask God for his help.
'Dear God in Heaven, help me to resist temptation and to resist this priest. Help me to stay strong against this Devil dressed as my priest. Help me to not stroke his cock before sucking his cock. Help me to say no to my priest giving me anal sex. By the way, God, is there such a thing as a reverse exorcism?'
She was weak and just as she knew she couldn't help herself from staring at his erect cock, she knew that if she hadn't pray to God, she'd succumb to his seduction. Being that she was soon to be on her knees anyway, she silently prayed. Only, with her prayers going unanswered, she was doomed to have sex with her priest. She was doomed to suck Father Thomas cock before he stuck that huge monster of a prick in her ass. Yet, not all bad, at least she'd be having sex and perhaps, he'd help to renew her faith in God and restore her faith in her religion.
Other than masturbating herself when alone in her room, it had been such a long time since she had sex. Feeling as if it had been much longer than ten years since she became a nun and took her vow of obedience, poverty, and celibacy, it had been so long, too long, since she had her wicked, sexual way with a cock. Now, here he was, a young, handsome, Catholic priest of all people, not much older than her, offering his erect penis to her, a Catholic nun of all people. If only he could read her mind, wouldn't he be shocked. If only he could read her mind, undoubtedly, he'd think of her more as a slut and/or a whore than a nun and a woman of religion and of God.
With his cock exposed to her, she didn't have to read his mind to know what he was thinking. Obviously by his erection, she already knew. Obviously by his erection, he was thinking what she was thinking. Obviously by his erection and with her already wet, he sexually wanted her as much as she sexually wanted him. Obviously, he was thinking of having sex with her just as she was thinking of having sex with him too. She'd love nothing more than to have communion, a reunion of sorts, with his cock in the way she once had with so very many different cocks before becoming a nun.
As if he was a sexy, sexual prophet instead of a priest, he had awakened her sleeping, sexual feelings that were deeply rooted within her and that had remained dormant for her to become a nun and take her vow of celibacy. In the way she had seen the light of her religion and heard the calling of her God, she had seen the erectness of his penis and heard him requesting that she suck him. In the way she fell to her knees to pray to her God, she knew she'd be falling to her knees to suck her priest.
With her unable to say no, seemingly sucking Father Thomas was something that she had to do. Whether she remained a nun or not, she may not have this sexual opportunity again. Seemingly, having sex with her priest was her new life. Seemingly, his erect prick was her new calling. She had seen the light and heard her calling again. Only, in addition to being the wife of Jesus, she'd also be the bitch, the slut, and the whore of this priest. A win/win for her in exchange for him renewing her belief in God and restoring her faith in her religion by a reverse exorcism, she'd have to have sex with Father Thomas.
'Thank you, Jesus,' she thought.
Now that she had seen his stiff, erect prick and now that he had teased her, tempted her, and tested her with his stiff, erect prick, she so wanted to touch his stiff, erect prick. In the way she only and always thought of Jesus, the Bible, and the convent, she now thought of Father Thomas, his big prick, and sucking him. She so wanted to take his stiff, erect prick in her hand, wrap her holy fingers around his cock, and stroke him before falling to her knees to suck him. Instead of kneeling to pray before her priest, she wanted to kneel before her priest to suck him.
'Oh, my God, Dear God, please forgive me for having sexual thoughts for my priest. Amen,' she silently prayed her abbreviated prayer.
Not wanting to go into too many sexual details with her prayer, if there was a God in Heaven above, he knew what she was thinking anyway. If there was a God in Heaven above, he'd know or should know than nuns and priests should marry. If there was a God in Heaven above, he'd know or should know that nuns should be allowed to become priests, bishops, cardinals, and even the pope.
As if giving her sexual communion instead of Holy Communion, she now truly believed that Father Thomas could restore her faith by ejaculating his cum in her mouth and by ejaculating his cum again in her ass. Even with her having never heard the term before or read about it in the Bible, she now truly believed in reverse exorcism. Being that sexual contact was part of the process of restoring her faith, with her already willing to believe and not too hard to convince, she wanted to believe that hand jobs and blowjobs were the way to her salvation.
'Hallelujah,' she thought. 'Thank you, Jesus.'
* * * * *
What goes around, comes around. In the way pricks were so prevalent in her past, she never thought that hand jobs and blowjobs would return to her life to bite her in the ass with her priest wanting to give her anal sex too. Yet, with one comes the other and as long as she could stroke his cock while sucking his cock, obviously the high price she had to pay to renew her faith, she'd gladly sacrifice her virginal ass to him. Feeling better about bending her vow of celibacy now, if he could help her be born again and believe again, she gladly have sex with him for her to have that blind feeling of faith again.
A bit of a stretch for her, being that she never had anal sex before, but for this reverse exorcism to work, obviously she needed to believe that anal sex was the path to her salvation too. She needed to believe that by her priest cumming in her mouth and then cumming in her ass would renew her faith in her God and in her religion too. Ready to take her leap of faith, already wanting him to cum in her mouth, she was now willing for him to cum in her ass too. In the way she was reluctant to have sex with him before, she was ready to have sex with him now. In the way she was reluctant about him giving her anal sex before, she was ready for him to give her anal sex now.
"I know many young women your age have a difficult time doing without the sexual affection of a man," he said talking to her as if he was her incestuous father instead of her Catholic priest.
As if he was trying to persuade his virginal daughter to have sex with him, he seduced his nun with his promise to make her whole again. With her lost and now found, as odd as it may sound, seemingly, sex was her glue that held her together. If she could have sex with her priest, with other priests, and with a select few members of her congregation, that would help allow her to maintain her faith in God and her belief in her religion.
"I have Father. With sex so much of my life before becoming a nun, I've struggled with the temptation of sex for so long," she confessed. "I used to be such a cock whore and a cum slut before becoming a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins. Now that God is in my life, my faith is much more important to me than sex. Only, with me beginning to lose my faith, sex has suddenly taken a more dominant role."
Father Thomas looked at her in the way she imagined Jesus looking at her. When his eyes weren't filled with lustful, sexual desire, he had kind eyes. He had the kind of eyes that made her want to tell him all of her secrets while she was on her knees stroking him before sucking him.
"I've helped many Nuns of the Holy Order of Virgins see the light and find their faith again. I've even helped the Holy Mother deal with her spiritual and sexual demons," he said.
He nodded his head as if it was his God given duty to help the Sisters of the Holy Order of Virgins not only spiritually but also sexually find their way along their chosen paths. What a crock of shit? Yet, with her having taken her vow of obedience, she was willing to believe anything that her priest told her especially when the final prize was sex. She was willing to believe whatever her priest said especially when the sex was seemingly secretly authorized by the Catholic Church.
'Oh, my God,' she thought while smiling at her priest. 'Seriously? He helped the Holy Mother? What does that really mean? Does that mean what she thinks that means? Did he have sex with the Mother Superior in the way he's determined to have sex with her too?'
Unable to stop her curiosity, she looked at him while wondering how many other nuns he had sex with while supposedly helping them to renew their faith in God and restore their faith in their religion. She looked at him while wondering how many lonely and sexually frustrated, female parishioners he had sex with while counseling them without their clothes. She looked at him while wondering which nuns at her convent stroked him, sucked him, and anally fucked him by him giving them an exorcism in reverse.
Unable to stop the sexual images of him naked with so very many good, kind, and religiously devout women, she looked at him not knowing if he was the Devil in disguise or God on Earth. She looked at him with surprise while wondering if he had sex with the Holy Mother in the way he had obviously tried and wanted to have sex with her. After the pass that Mother Superior made at her, she had pegged her for a lesbian but now she figured the Holy Mother for a bisexual who swung both ways. She was so very short and so very obese that she couldn't imagine anyone wanting to have sex with her.
Yet, an image she didn't want to have, she imagined the Holy Mother on her knees and stroking Father Thomas while sucking him. An image she didn't want to have, she imagined the Holy Mother being fucked up the ass by Father Thomas while he fondled her big, saggy breasts and fingered her erect nipples. Thinking of her priest sexually with Mother Superior wasn't a flattering image to imagine only, especially with him standing before her with his big cock exposed, she couldn't stop herself from having them. The image of Father Thomas' cock impaled in the Holy Mother's mouth while fucking her face before being buried in her backside while he humped her ass was appalling. With her big tits bouncing up and down and from side-to-side, she imagined the Holy Mother's big belly shaking like gelatin.
"You have? You had sex with, I mean, you helped the Holy Mother see the light and find her faith again through a reverse exorcism by injecting her mouth and her ass with your holiness, your goodness, and your faith?"
Playing his game, she couldn't believe she was saying what he wanted to hear. Yet, for her to have sex with her priest, she needed to believe that he could renew her belief in God and restore her faith in her religion. Still hard for her to swallow but willing to believe if it mean she'd be having sex with her priest, she needed to believe that there was such a thing as reverse exorcism. Why not? She just needs to have faith to believe that there is such a thing as reverse exorcism.
If there was exorcism, why wouldn't there be reverse exorcism? If a priest can remove evil from a person and from a soul with an exorcism, why can't a priest reinsert the Godliness of faith in a nun and goodness in a faithful parishioner? It all made sense to her now, especially with her added dose of justification from her being so sexually frustrated and horny. It all made sense to her now, especially with him standing before her with his exposed erection and ready to give her sex.
"I have helped the Holy Mother see the light and find her faith again," he said nodding his head in the affirmative. "Moreover, the Holy Mother is proud that I've never lost a nun to her service under my tutelage."
He moved closer to her to whisper his words in her ear while placing her hand on his erect penis.
"Father," she said.
With just the mere touch of her hand placed upon his penis, as if an electrical current invigorated her, she looked down at his big cock filling her small hand. He gave her his most reverent smile as soon as she touched his hard prick. As soon as she touched his hard prick, she had shivers traveling down her spine. As soon as she touched his hard prick, as if she was 18-years-old again and touching her first cock in the backseat of a car after her prom, she had a religious experience. As soon as she touched his hard prick, she pushed back her long, blonde hair with her hands while sliding a slow tongue across her full lips.
Involuntary reactions, whenever she was getting ready to suck a man, with her not wanting anything to get in the way of her mouth and a cock, she always moved her hair out of the way. Whenever she was getting ready to suck a man, as if lubricating her lips, she always slid a slow tongue across them to wet them before using her lips to suck him. Whenever she was getting ready to suck a man, she always fondled the head of his cock before stroking his cock and before sucking his cock.
"With us fooling around in the rectory, we can have a little sexy fun while still keeping our vows," he said. "With my main focus on renewing your faith by giving you an exorcism in reverse, we can still combine business with pleasure and sex with religion."
If any man shouldn't be a priest, this man shouldn't be a priest. Yet, tempted to wrap her fingers around his cock and fondle him before stroking him and before sucking him, she looked at him with soulful eyes while biting her lip. This was it. This was really it. Under the guise of reverse exercise and him saving her as a nun, she was really going to have sex with her priest. It was now or never. Once she crossed this line of having sex with her priest, no matter how many Hail Mary's she said, she could never return to the innocent, faithful nun that she was before having sex with Father Thomas.



* * * * *
Never knowing it even existed before, she now looked forward to her priest giving her a reverse exorcism. Sounding ridiculous as soon as she said the words reverse exorcism, yet, if the process worked for other nuns and even worked for Mother Superior, who was she to question Father Thomas' special powers? With the ritual given to him by the Catholic Church under Canon Law, who was she to dare question the Bishop, the Cardinal, and/or the Pope's decision to put their trusts in a select few priests to do such a ritual? What did she know? She was just a nun. Just as in the way she used to so love giving men hand jobs and blowjobs, she was now sexually excited about being able to give her priest a hand job and a blowjob before he gave her anal sex. "But I'm a virgin, Father. I'm a woman of God. I'm one of Jesus' wives who has taken the vow of celibacy," she said still playing her virginal nun and faithful wife game. "I'd never cheat on my husband, the Lord, Almighty God, Jesus Christ," she said looking up at the ceiling as if God was there watching her holding the priest's penis in her hand.
He looked at her with kind understanding.
"There, there now," he said patting her shoulder as if getting ready to bless her. "Where there's a will, there's a way."
Should her having sex with her priest be exposed, she needed to put all of the onus on him so that she could point her finger of accusation at him and blame him for her falling, faltering, and failing.
"Besides, the last thing that I want to be is pregnant. Born from the sexual union that I had with my priest, the last thing I want is a bastard baby with my priest as their father, Father. The last thing I want is to be disgraced as a nun of the Holy Order of Virgins. The last thing I want is being made to leave the convent for breaking my vow of celibacy by having sex with my priest."
As if shushing her and swearing her to secrecy, he touched her mouth with his fingertip before sliding a slow finger across her lips again. Only, this time, in the way he did before, he parted her lips with his finger. In the way he tried to part her lips with his tongue when trying to French kiss her earlier, he stuck his finger in her mouth as if he was sticking his cock in her mouth. In the way she refused to his tongue from parting her lips and rejected his tongue from French kissing her, she accepted his finger now in her mouth again. This time, really getting into sucking his finger, she closed her eyes while sucking his finger as if she was already sucking his prick.
"That's the beauty of having oral and anal sex Sister," he said in a whisper while she sucked his finger. "Not only won't you break your vow of celibacy but also you may still keep your virginity intact. Moreover, you can't possibly become pregnant by you sucking me and by me fucking you in your ass instead of in your vagina," he said with a naughty smile.
"You're right, of course, Father, but it's still wrong. Bending my vow of celibacy instead of breaking my vow of celibacy still doesn't make me stroking you and sucking you before you have anal sex with me right," said Sister Kathryn.
She hoped she wasn't protesting too much. She hoped her priest would say something to convince her otherwise that her stroking his cock before sucking his cock and before he had anal sex with her was right and not wrong.
"Matter of fact, with you a student of the Bible, as you may well know, there are many passages of oral and anal sex in the Holy Scriptures," he said in a whisper.
As if they were two, blue emeralds shining in the sun, her blue eyes popped open with the ridiculousness of his comment that compared the Holy Scriptures and her giving him oral and anal sex. She couldn't believe he was comparing the passages of oral and anal sex in the Holy Scriptures with the unholy sexual union he was hoping to have with her orally and anally in the rectory. How dare he even suggest such a thing? She was a married woman. She was married to Jesus and she had taken a vow of celibacy. How dare he tempt her, tease her, and test her faith?
'What? Huh? Seriously? Is he kidding me? This man will obviously say anything to get my hand around his cock, his cock in my mouth and his prick in my ass,' she thought.
With him a priest and her a nun, how dare he be so blasphemous of the Bible? He must think her as stupid and as sexually deranged as he is. He must think she sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her. He must think she is as sexually perverted as he is and if he thought that, he wouldn't be wrong. With her losing her faith and with sex playing a more dominant role in her thoughts, he'd be right in his assessment of her.
"But those passages were meant for the sexual relations between a husband and wife, Father," she said hoping he'd put her mind more at ease and that would encourage her to blow him.
As if nothing in the Bible was an absolute, he waved a hand of gobbledygook.
"Nonsense. Don't worry. If those scriptures were translated to modern times, they'd embrace any man or woman married or not. Trust me, my child, I have your best interest at heart," he said putting his hand over his heart as if he was about to pledge his allegiance to the flag.
Her red flag and her red light of warning, both that she chose to ignore, she looked at him as if she was talking to a crazy person. Her wanting to believe again and her hoping for her faith to be restored made her desperate to do and to try anything that would help. Especially with sex involved and with her having been so horny and so sexually frustrated lately, how could she say no to his sexual proposal of renewing her faith by having sex with her? Suspending her disbelief, it sounded good to her.
Normally, she'd laugh if someone had told her that reverse exorcise could renew her belief in God and her faith in her religion by allowing her priest to cum in her mouth and again in her ass. Yet, for the ritual to work, she needed to trust her priest and to believe in the ritual that has already proven to work on other nuns of the Holy Order of Virgins and even on Mother Superior herself. Especially when it comes down to doing something she so loves to do, stroking a cock while sucking a cock, she was the last person on Earth not to believe in miracles. Perhaps, for this reverse exorcism to work, anal sex was the key. Willing to try anything to restore her blind belief and her unquestioned faith, especially if it included blowing her priest, what did she have to lose? Seemingly, she had so much more to gain.
"I don't know Father. This is a lot for me to wrap my head, my hand, and my lips around," she said.
He gave her his best reverent smile.
"We can circumvent the entire marriage thing by me penetrating your lips and humping your mouth instead of penetrating your pussy and causing you to lose your virginity," he said touching her lips with his finger again. "We can circumvent the entire marriage thing by me fucking your ass with my cock instead of fucking your virginal vagina. Now to begin the rite of reverse exorcism, pray with me, Sister Kathryn," said Father Thomas pushing down on her shoulder and pushing the nun to her knees. "Silently pray with me while you fondle my prick, cup my testicles, and stroke my prick before sucking my prick."
To be continued...
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Sacred albeit salaciously sacrilegious, with Sister Kathryn reluctant at first, Father Thomas has his wicked sexual way with Sister Kathryn and has anal sex with the fallen nun.
Continued from Chapter 6:
"Matter of fact, with you a student of the Bible, as you may well know, there are many passages of oral and anal sex in the Holy Scriptures," he said in a whisper.
As if they were two, blue emeralds shining in the sun, her blue eyes popped open with the ridiculousness of his comment that compared the Holy Scriptures and her giving him oral and anal sex. She couldn't believe he was comparing the passages of oral and anal sex in the Holy Scriptures with the unholy sexual union he was hoping to have with her orally and anally in the rectory. How dare he even suggest such a thing? She was a married woman. She was married to Jesus and she had taken a vow of celibacy. How dare he tempt her, tease her, and test her faith?
'What? Huh? Seriously? Is he kidding me? This man will obviously say anything to get my hand around his cock, his cock in my mouth and his prick in my ass,' she thought.
With him a priest and her a nun, how dare he be so blasphemous of the Bible? He must think her as stupid and as sexually deranged as he is. He must think she sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her. He must think she is as sexually perverted as he is and if he thought that, he wouldn't be wrong. With her losing her faith and with sex playing a more dominant role in her thoughts, he'd be right in his assessment of her.
"But those passages were meant for the sexual relations between a husband and wife, Father," she said hoping he'd put her mind more at ease and that would encourage her to blow him.
As if nothing in the Bible was an absolute, he waved a hand of gobbledygook.
"Nonsense. Don't worry. If those scriptures were translated to modern times, they'd embrace any man or woman married or not. Trust me, my child, I have your best interest at heart," he said putting his hand over his heart as if he was about to pledge his allegiance to the flag.
Her red flag and her red light of warning, both that she chose to ignore, she looked at him as if she was talking to a crazy person. Her wanting to believe again and her hoping for her faith to be restored made her desperate to do and to try anything that would help. Especially with sex involved and with her having been so horny and so sexually frustrated lately, how could she say no to his sexual proposal of renewing her faith by having sex with her? Suspending her disbelief, it sounded good to her.
Normally, she'd laugh if someone had told her that reverse exorcise could renew her belief in God and her faith in her religion by allowing her priest to cum in her mouth and again in her ass. Yet, for the ritual to work, she needed to trust her priest and to believe in the ritual that has already proven to work on other nuns of the Holy Order of Virgins and even on Mother Superior herself. Especially when it comes down to doing something she so loves to do, stroking a cock while sucking a cock, she was the last person on Earth not to believe in miracles. Perhaps, for this reverse exorcism to work, anal sex was the key. Willing to try anything to restore her blind belief and her unquestioned faith, especially if it included blowing her priest, what did she have to lose? Seemingly, she had so much more to gain.
"I don't know Father. This is a lot for me to wrap my head, my hand, and my lips around," she said.
He gave her his best reverent smile.
"We can circumvent the entire marriage thing by me penetrating your lips and humping your mouth instead of penetrating your pussy and causing you to lose your virginity," he said touching her lips with his finger again. "We can circumvent the entire marriage thing by me fucking your ass with my cock instead of fucking your virginal vagina. Now to begin the rite of reverse exorcism, pray with me, Sister Kathryn," said Father Thomas pushing down on her shoulder and pushing the nun to her knees. "Silently pray with me while you fondle my prick, cup my testicles, and stroke my prick before sucking my prick."
Chapter 7:
Unable to resist him, she moved to her knees in the way she moved to her knees in the morning and in the evening when alone in her room, in church, and during prayer time to pray to her Lord God, Jesus Christ. In the way she moved to her knees to stroke and suck so very many men before becoming a nun, she moved to her knees to fondle, stroke, and suck her priest now. A familiar posture, having grown accustomed to being on her knees, she was comfortable on her knees. Only, this time, instead of just imagining a stiff prick while praying, as if choosing her as the one, she had her priest's stiff prick pointing directly to her mouth.
This time was, indeed, different. This wasn't a sexual fantasy. This was her reality. Comforted by the encouragement of her priest and with other nuns and by even Mother Superior having taken this path before her, nonetheless, if she wasn't breaking her vow of celibacy she was certainly bending the definition.
"But Father—"
He stepped closer to her to position his priestly prick by her full, soft lips. With her thinking that he was teasing her, testing her, and perhaps even entrapping her, he slowly ran the head of his erect prick across her lips in the way he did with his finger. Surely, with him a priest and her a nun, just as an undercover cop wouldn't go through with having sex with a prostitute before arresting her, her priest wouldn't go through with her blowing him. Right?
Unable to help herself, in the same way that the priest was unable to control his sexual lust for her, she was unable to control her sexual lust for him. She reached out her hand to touch him before wrapping her fingers around him to grasp him. She fondled the head of his cock with her fingertips before reaching down to fondle his testicles and before slowly stroking him. With it so long since she had a cock in her hand and in her mouth, as if testing forbidden waters with her toes, she tested the forbidden waters by licking his cock with her tongue. She flicked out her tongue to lick him before she parted her lips to take him in her mouth to suck him.
'Oh, my God,' she silently thought. 'She couldn't believe she was ready to take him in her mouth. Oh, my God, she couldn't believe he wasn't going to stop her.'
"Hush my child. Don't talk. Just suck," said Father Thomas touching her golden hair before putting a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head.
While waiting for him to stop her from stroking him and sucking him, when he didn't, she was surprised. Instead, adjusting his stance to move his hips closer, he took his prick in hand and inserted his priestly prick deeper in Sister Kathryn's mouth. Humping her mouth, he was fucking the nuns face. Humping her mouth with his blessed penis, he began the process of reverse exorcism on Sister Kathryn's mouth before continuing the process of reverse exorcism on her ass.
"Yes, Father. God bless you father for helping me to restore my faith," she said meaning it and believing it while ejecting his tongue from her mouth for her to speak.
Done talking, she took his her priest's prick in her mouth again. Hungry for his cock, she stroked his priestly prick while sucking his holy prick. As if she was a sexually frustrated whore, and indeed she was, Sister Kathryn sucked her priest in the way she had never sucked any man before him. Once becoming a nun, never thinking she'd ever have a cock in her mouth again, and here she was sucking her priest.
With it being such a long time since she felt a cock in her hand and tasted a cock in her mouth, she was enjoying every second of sucking him. It had been such a long time since she gave a blowjob that as soon as she took his cock in her mouth, dozens of men she had blown in her previous life flooded her thoughts. As if they were all there watching, cheering her, and applauding her blowing her priest, she thought of all the men she had previously blown while sucking her priest. Sucking and sucking him while stroking and stroking him, she couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth. She couldn't wait to swallow his divine cum.
"Dear Heavenly Father, bless my penis as my gift to Sister Kathryn," said Father Thomas. "Allow her to suck me without guilt, without remorse, and without embarrassment. Then, after I ejaculate my holy load in her mouth, guide my stiff prick in her ass. Through the process of reverse exorcism, allow her to receive a double dose of my holy cum in her mouth and in her ass as my magical elixir that will renew and restore her faith," he said with all seriousness. "Allow me to inject Sister Kathryn with my holy seed in her mouth to begin the process of reverse exorcism. Then, allow me to inject Sister Kathryn with my holy seed in her ass to complete the process of reverse exorcism."
Being the obedient nun that she was, Sister Kathryn of the Holy Order of Virgins, after mildly protesting having sex with her priest, accepted Father Thomas' cock in her mouth. As if she was receiving a tubular sacrament of Communion instead of a round, thin, wafer one, she sucked his swollen penis. As if she was a ten thousand dollar a night call girl, she gave him the blowjob of his life.
Sucking him deeper while stroking him faster and harder, as if she was blowing the Heavenly Father Himself, she blew her priest with great exuberance and pent up sexual lust. With her not having given a blowjob in more than ten years and with her having given thousands of blowjobs to hundreds of men, she was giving her priest the best blowjob she had ever given in her life. Truly believing that he could, she was intent on having Father Thomas cum in her mouth to help restore her faith before cumming again, this time in her ass.
On the chance that he really could restore her faith by merely having her blow him, she was just as sexually excited blowing him as he seemingly was being blown. Seemingly just as he couldn't wait to cum in her mouth, she couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth too. With her renewed faith an added bonus of her blowing him, she was even willing for him to fuck her in the ass to complete the reverse exorcism process. On the chance that he could make her believe again and return her blind faith to her again, she couldn't wait to taste and to swallow his cum. On the chance that he could restore her faith, she was willing to do anything that he wanted her to sexually do.
Sister Kathryn stroked Father Thomas' cock faster and harder while sucking him deeper. Having sucked enough men, she could feel him getting ready to cum. Having sucked enough men, she knew it wouldn't be very long now. Then, when he stiffened his posture, she knew this was the beginning of her having her believing in God again and having her blind faith in her religion restored. When he put a heavier hand to the back of her head, she knew he was ready to cum in her mouth.
Suddenly, as if a second coming with his first cumming, as if a miracle, praise God, it happened. When she felt his cum splash against the back of her throat and coat her tongue, she was so relieved. As if she was touched by the angels and by the hand if Jesus himself, she not only felt the warmth of Father Thomas' cum but also the warmth of the spirit of Christ Himself. As if she was sucking Jesus who was prominently displayed on Father Thomas' huge tattooed prick, she was so happy that she could make him cum. She was so happy that the process of being saved by the rite of reverse exorcism had begun and was working.
'Hallelujah,' she thought.
As if she had just been christened and born again, he helped her to stand by lifting her beneath her arms.
"Let us stand. Let us pray," said Father Thomas.
Sister Kathryn interrupted Father Thomas' prayer by touching his hand.
"Thank you for saving me, Father," she said while truly believing that he had.
As if he was the Pope instead of some sexually perverted priest, he gave her his best priestly smile.
"Bless you, my child," he said.
Sister Kathryn returned his smile with hers.
"Bless you too, Father," she said.
As if God was there looking down from the ceiling of the rectory, Father Thomas lifted his head before closing his eyes to pray.
"Dear Heavenly Father, through the ritual of reverse exorcism, use me as your sexual servant to restore Sister Kathryn's faith," said Father Thomas bowing his head and keeping his eyes closed while praying. Amen," he said.
* * * * *
When he opened his eyes, as if he was a police officer arresting her, he turned her around, and kicked at the back of her feet to spread them.
"Amen," said Sister Kathryn.
As if she was a mannequin and he was an interior store window designer, he turned Sister Kathryn around to face his desk.
"Now spread your legs Sister, wider, a little wider, a little more. Now, lean over my desk, and place your forearms and hands upon my desktop," he said as if he had done this many times before. "Relax, Sister Kathryn, relax."
As soon as Sister Kathryn stood, as if she was Maggie Gyllenhaal as Lee Holloway in The Secretary, Father Thomas pushed her down on his desk in readiness to obediently assume the position of a bitch in heat. As if she was a dog instead of a nun and as if he was a wild animal instead of a priest, he was ready to sexually sate himself while saving her. Obviously knowing what was coming next, she spread her legs, arched her back to raise her buttocks, leaned forward, and placed her hands and forearms upon the priest's desk. Having never had anal sex before and hearing that it hurt, she was nervous about feeling pain but excited to renew her faith in God and in her religion.
Again, as if Father Thomas was James Spader as Mr. Grey in The Secretary and Sister Kathryn was Maggie Gyllenhaal as Lee Holloway, he lifted the back hem of her Sister Kathryn's habit. Up and up, he lifted her habit past her ankles, past her knees, and up to her thighs. The higher he lifted the back of her habit, the more sexually excited she became. Unlike many of the other nuns in the convent who no longer bothered shaving their armpits, their legs, and/or even trimmed their pussies, she was glad she had shaved her armpits, her legs, and trimmed her blonde pussy somewhat.
Lifting her habit higher to expose her white panties, he pushed the back of her habit higher up and all the way past her buttocks, past her breasts, and up to her shoulders. As soon as her panties were exposed to her priest, feeling her face turn red and feeling a familiar wetness between her thighs, she was just as embarrassed as she was sexually excited. Seemingly ready to break her vow of celibacy, she wished he'd fuck her virginal pussy instead of fucking her virginal ass.
She was now naked from the shoulders down but for her bra and panty. In the way they draped the religious statues and veiled the crucifix in black for Lent, Sister Kathryn looked as if she was participating in some sort of bizarre and antiquated, religious ritual of sacrifice. She looked as if she wore a black shroud over her head. She looked as if she was a sub and her priest was her Dom.
Uncovering her beautiful, long, lush, blonde hair, rather than removing her habit, he pushed down on her habit to bunch the black material around her neck. Now she appeared as if she was wearing a black horse collar or the yoke of an oxen put there as her religious sacrifice needed to restore her faith. With her panty clad ass poised in the air, she stood there in that immobile, immoral, and immodest position with her bra and panty totally exposed to the horny eyes of her priest.
Along with her morals and modesty, with her nudity obviously heightening her sexual arousal, he slowly pulled down her white, granny panty underwear. Exposing the top of her ass crack before exposing her ass, with her legs spread her blonde bushy pussy was revealed. Then, necessary to allow her freedom of movement, with her now naked from the waist down, he squatted down to remove her panties from her ankles.
Spreading her legs wider while she was bent over his desktop, by the prone position of her pose, she looked as if she was being crucified on the cross in a modern day crucifixion. Getting her ready by getting her more sexually excited, he rubbed her clit and fingered her pussy before sticking his face between her legs to lick and eat her pussy. Sticking his whole head between her legs he turned himself so that his eyes looking up at her bra clad breasts to give Sister Kathryn sexual pleasure.
Taking care not to break her hymen, he licked her virginal pussy while fingering her virginal pussy. Then, not stopping there, extricating himself from between her legs, with her having such an incredible virgin ass, he did something she had never experience before. While feeling her ass and squeezing her ass, he stuck his tongue in her ass. Licking and licking her the inside of her ass, he tossed her salad.
'Oh, my God,' already sexually excited from seeing his penis, stroking his penis, and sucking his penis, then with him cumming in her mouth, as soon as he touched her pussy in that sexual way, she thought she'd cum. As soon as he fingered her pussy before licking her pussy, she thought she'd lose it and have an orgasm right there. Then, if that wasn't enough, while he was licking her ass and tossing her salad, never had she ever felt such forbidden, sexual pleasure.
It had been long time since a man had not only seen her naked ass and pussy but also felt her naked ass and fingered her naked pussy. With her always ready to give men oral sex, it had been a long time since anyone had returned the favor and given her oral sex. Seemingly, once she told them she was a virgin, men were seemingly afraid to touch her pussy. Besides, once she started blowing them and once they came in her mouth, seemingly they were done and no longer interested in sexually satisfying her too.
Then, wasting no time in stripping the nun naked, Father Thomas unhooked her brassiere from the back and reached in front and beneath her to lift her bra up and over her breasts to free her big tits. Oh, my God, just as it had been a long time since she held a cock and sucked a cock, it had been a long time since anyone had played with her tits and fingered her nipples. In the way her panties were lowered with her morals and modesty, her breasts fell forward with her morals and modesty too.
A tragic shame to waste such beautiful tits by hiding them away in a convent, she had big, shapely breasts, at least a D cup. Again, not wasting any time with formalities or with kissing, he reached around her to feel and fondled her big boobs while fingering her already erect nipples. Readying her for anal sex, as if he was going to fuck her without lubrication, he teased her by rubbing his erect cock along her ass crack.
Then, as if he had done this many times before and assuredly he had, he reached his hand down to remove a tube of lube from his desk drawer. When she looked at him while wondering what he was doing now, he smiled at her before winking at her. Then, he flipped open the tube with his thumb and squeezed some gel on his fingers to lubricate her. She jumped when he touched the inside of her ass with his fingertips and she felt the cold gel lubricate her anus. Something she had never experienced before, as much as she was sexually excited, she was nervous about having anal sex for the first time.
Again, wasting no time in inviting her to take him inside of her, as if he was Moses parting the Red Sea, he parted her ass cheeks with his hands before parting her ass cheeks with his cock. Sidestepping her blonde, bushy, burning bush of a pussy, he pushed his hard penis against her asshole. Gentle at first, when he felt her opening up to him in the way that a flower opens up to the morning sun, he humped her harder as his penis carefully and gently slipped inside of her ass. As if his cock was a bee and he was pollenating her ass with his big prick and his ejaculation of cum, once he was inside of her, he reached up to feel and fondle her breasts in his hands again.



While he fingered her nipples, he humped her ass as if she was a dog in an alley instead of nun in his rectory. Humping her harder, he humped her faster. In the way he fucked so many of the other nuns and Mother Superior of the Holy Order of Virgins, he humped Sister Kathryn. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he fucked her ass with more passion. Instead of anally making love to her, he anally fucked her as if he was an animal or the Devil reincarnated in the rectory.
"Oh, my God," said Sister Kathryn. "Oh, my God! Father Thomas, oh, my God!"
* * * * *
With her never having been fucked up the ass before, she experienced pain before experiencing pleasure. Now, with a mixture of pain and pleasure, she moved her body and adjusted her position for her to feel more pleasure than pain. Then, once she found a comfortable position and once it felt more good than bad, she returned his humps with her humps. While he humped her harder and fucked her faster, as if her hips were a grandfather's clock pendulum keeping time, the crucifix of Jesus that she prominently displayed around her neck swung forward and back with her movements. With the back of her crucifix bouncing off of her tits, as if she was giving Jesus an amusement park ride, albeit vicariously, Jesus seemed to be enjoying her having anal sex too.
As if he was a priest exorcising the Devil out of her instead of a priest giving her an exorcism in reverse, humping her harder and humping her faster, he pounded her sweet, tight, little, round, firm, virginal ass. Her big breasts bounced, swayed, and jiggled from side-to-side, in the same way she imagined Mother Superior's breasts bounced, swayed, and jiggled from side-to-side when he fucked her in her ass with his big, hard prick. As if his hands were her brassiere cups, he harnessed her tits in the palms of his hands and fingered her erect nipples while pounding her ass harder and faster. While feeling her tits, he pulled, twisted, and turn her nipples to Sister Kathryn's sexual delight.
As if he was spanking one of his naughty students or one of his bad nuns, with the sound of their sweaty, clammy skin coming together again and again and again, he spanked her ass faster and harder with his hips. In the way she moved with him, rolling with his hard, fast humps, more aptly described as holy humpers, they were another unintended definition of holy rollers. As if inspired by God to do so, he continued humping her harder and humping her faster.
"Believe in God! I command you to believe in God. Have faith in your religion. I command you to renew your faith," he said forcing himself deeper inside of her anus. "I ordain my blessed, sacred, and tattooed penis and my holy cum to restore your faith," said Father Thomas.
He was ready to ejaculate his warm, oozy load of cum in Sister Kathryn's beautiful ass after having already ejaculated a load of warm, oozy load of cum in her more than willing mouth. Returning his humps with her humps, other than a little bit of discomfort, she received as much sexual pleasure from being fucked up her ass as he seemed to receive sexual pleasure from fucking her up her ass. In the name of God, she believed that his hard cock and his holy cum would put her back on the right path and restore her faith in her God and in her religion. In the name of God, when he touted the reverse exorcism, she now trusted that her priest wasn't talking nonsense for the sake of sex but was talking the truth for the sake of saving her from herself.
Now she truly believed that Father Thomas could restore her faith. Willing to risk a little sin for the bigger picture, she was willing to stroke her priest, suck her priest, and even anally fuck her priest if it meant her maintaining her faith to remain a nun in the Holy Order of Virgins. Having sex with her priest was worth it if his cum helped her to believe again and allowed her to continue to live in the convent.
"Fuck me, Father, fuck me. Fuck me, Father for I have sinned. Slap my ass while fucking my ass Father for I've been a bad nun, a very bad nun," said Sister Kathryn.
Accommodating her, Father Thomas slapped his nun's ass with a gentle pat on her buttocks.
"This is for being a bad nun," he said gently slapping her ass again.
She wiggled her ass when he slapped her.
"Harder Father," she said. "Harder. Slap my ass harder."
Instead of giving her a gentle slap, he slapped her harder.
"Bad Sister," he said. "Bad nun."
She wiggled her ass again.
"Harder Father," she said. "Harder. Slap my ass harder. I need to feel physical pain with my sexual pleasure."
He pulled back his hand and really slapped her hard this time.
"In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost I slap your—"
She wiggled her ass again as if daring him to slap her again and to slap her harder.
"Harder Father. Slap me harder. Slap me really hard. It feels so good when you slap me hard while humping my ass with your cock," said Sister Kathryn.
As if he had only one chance to kill a Black Widow spider, Father Thomas moved his hand higher and further back and walloped Sister's Kathryn's ass with all of his strength.
"That's more like it Father. Do it again. Slap me like that again," she said wiggling her ass while he humped her. "Oh my God, that feels so good."
He shook his hand before moving his hand higher and further back to wallop her ass again.
"Oh, my God, Sister. I can't slap you any harder than that without a paddle," said the priest looking around the rectory for a paddle but returning his focus to his naked nun when there was no paddle to be found. "How's that?"
Now satisfied with him spanking her, instead of wiggling her ass, she returned his hump.
"Thank you, Father. Thank you. God bless you," she said. "Only fuck me harder Father. Fuck me faster. Fuck my fucking ass Father," she said suddenly falling silent before screaming her orgasmic pleasure. "Fuck my fucking brains out, Father, please. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me."
She couldn't believe she used the F word over and again but she didn't care. A time and a place for everything, this was the time and the perfect place for her to use the F word. At least she wasn't breaking third Commandment but taking the Lord's name in vain. He stroked her beautiful hair with one hand while feeling and fondling her breasts with his other.
"Help me God to save this poor nun. Help me to deliver you in her body for her to renew her faith in her religion and her blind faith in you," said Father Thomas. "I bless you, Sister Kathryn for what you are about to receive."
Humping her harder, he humped her faster. Pile driving his cock in her ass, his body was in constant, sexual motion.
"Oh, God! Oh God! Oh, my God," screamed Sister Kathryn while having her own sexual orgasm and religious revelation combined as the priest deposited what she needed to restore her faith in her ass.
Whether nun or parishioner, he fucked her ass in the way he had never fucked anyone's ass before.
"Believe Sister, believe," said Father Thomas squeezing her big tits hard while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. "I'm cumming Sister, I'm cumming. I'm shooting the Holy Spirit in your ass. Oh, my God!"
When he stiffened his body, she stiffened her whole body too for her to allow her orgasm to wash over her.
"Oh, God, I'm going to cum too. I'm cumming. I believe Father. I believe! I truly believe," she said.
With his arms wrapped around her, hey stayed like that for a minute while panting and sweating. He pulled himself out of her and collapsed within himself.
* * * * *
"Oh, my God. That was the best anal sex I ever head. Sorry, I meant to say, that was the best reverse exorcism I have ever given," said Father Thomas.
As if she truly was born again, she turned to him give him a big smile.
"You did it, Father, you did it. You saved me. You restored my faith. Praise God. Praise Jesus. Born again, I've been saved. Hallelujah," she said turning, throwing her arms around his neck, and giving him a big, wet kiss.
He returned her kiss and looking more like lovers than a priest and a nun, they gave one another a long, lustful, wet kiss.
"I'm glad I could save you, my child. I'm glad I could save you from the folly of your decision. I'm glad I could renew your faith," he said.
She took a step back from him to look at him. She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Only, um, just to make sure that I sustain my faith, maybe I should return the same time, next week to reinforce my faith and to make certain that I still believe."
He return her sexy smile and naughty look with his sexy smile and naughty look.
"I shall look forward to reinforcing your faith again next week, Sister Kathryn," said Father Thomas with a Cheshire cat grin.
She gave him another sexy smile and naughty look.
"Given that I've fallen so far, perhaps Father John could join us and give me a reverse exorcism too," she said.
He smiled.
"Yes, I'm sure he'd be honored to help you along the chosen path. You may be right. Perhaps you need a double dose in of our reverse exorcism in your mouth and in your ass just to make sure that you don't relapse," said Father Thomas.
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter 7:
"Oh, my God. That was the best anal sex I ever head. Sorry, I meant to say, that was the best reverse exorcism I've ever given," said Father Thomas.
As if she truly was born again, she turned to him give him a big smile.
"You did it, Father, you did it. You saved me. You restored my faith. Praise God. Praise Jesus. Born again, I've been saved. Hallelujah," she said turning, throwing her arms around his neck, and giving him a big, wet kiss.
He returned her kiss and looking more like lovers than a priest and a nun, they gave one another a long, lustful, wet kiss.
"I'm glad I could save you, my child. I'm glad I could save you from the folly of your decision. I'm glad I could renew your faith," he said.
She took a step back from him to look at him. She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Only, um, just to make sure that I sustain my faith, maybe I should return the same time, next week to reinforce my faith and to make certain that I still believe."
He return her sexy smile and naughty look with his sexy smile and naughty look.
"I shall look forward to reinforcing your faith again next week, Sister Kathryn," said Father Thomas with a Cheshire cat grin.
She gave him another sexy smile and naughty look.
"Given that I've fallen so far, perhaps Father John could join us and give me a reverse exorcism too," she said.
He smiled.
"Yes, I'm sure he'd be honored to help you along the chosen path. You may be right. Perhaps you need a double dose in of our reverse exorcism in your mouth and in your ass just to make sure that you don't relapse," said Father Thomas.
Chapter 8:
The next week at the same time and at the same place, behind the closed door of Father Thomas' rectory, Sister Kathryn agreed to meet Father Thomas and Father John for a double dose of reverse exorcism. Rather than risk losing her faith again, she figured that a double dose of reverse exorcism with two priest was her way to maintain her blind belief in God and steadfast faith in her religion. Rather than risk losing her faith again, she figured that two priests cumming in her mouth and again in her ass was better than one priest cumming in her mouth and in her ass.
Besides, she feared that with Father Thomas more interested in giving her sex than in saving her, she wasn't sure if his reverse exorcism even worked. Better safe than sorry, she wanted to make sure that Father Thomas' reverse exorcism worked and what better way to guarantee the effect of reverse exorcism than to ask Father John to join them. She always liked Father John and knew she could trust him to do right by her.
Thinking back on her reverse exorcism with Father Thomas, something that made her doubt her priest, he seemed more interested in having sex with her than he did in saving her. He seemed more interested in her giving him a blowjob than he did in renewing her believe in her Lord, God, Jesus Christ, Almighty. He seemed more interested in fucking her in her ass than he did in restoring her faith in her religion. She didn't trust nor did she like him as much as she trusted and liked Father John.
Having never heard of reverse exorcism, she did some research on the religious ritual rite on belief renewal and faith restoration. Based on her assumptions, having two, handsome priests inject her with their holy seed while praying for her would obviously be much better than having just one priest inject her with his holy seed while praying for her. Obviously and hopefully, having two, handsome, holy men not only cum in her mouth but also cum in her ass should doubly renew her belief in God and doubly restore her faith in her religion doubly fast. A win/win for her, if they couldn't save her, at least she'd have some sexy fun having sex with her priests.
A devoutly determined nun who was willing to have oral sex and anal sex with two, handsome priests, having a second reverse exorcism made sense to her. Having two, handsome holy men give her a double dose of their holy seeds should go a long way in having the reverse exorcism work. Guaranteeing that she'd never lose her belief in God and her faith in her religion again, if she could have a reverse exorcism with a dozen Catholic priests who were ordained to do reverse exorcisms, she would.
Not that she was a whore who loved sucking cock but instead that's how committed a nun and staying a nun she was. If sucking a hundred priests and having a hundred priests fuck her in her ass, she would, as long as her prize was keeping her belief in God and maintaining her faith in her religion. Besides, if having sex with Father John and Father Thomas did nothing more than to take the edge of her sexual frustration and horniness, she willingly have sex with them if it meant her remaining a nun.
'Amen.'
* * * * *
Ready to have Father Thomas and Father John give her a reverse exorcism, Sister Kathryn knocked on the rectory door. In the way she was nervous the first time she was here, she was nervous again. In the way she wondered what Father Thomas cock looked like if he was circumcised or not, she wondered what Father John's cock looked like. She wondered if his cock was a big as Father Thomas'.
Unlike the last time when she had to knock several times and even call out to the priest from behind the closed door, to receive a response, this time the door was opened at first knock.
'Oh, my God,' she thought.
She was really going through this again. She couldn't believe she was ready and willing to have sex with her priest again for the sake of having him save her from herself.
"Welcome Sister Kathryn," he said with a bow. "Welcome to my humble abode. God bless you for coming on time. Come in," said Father Thomas making way for her to enter the rectory.
Hardly humble, Father Thomas had all of the accoutrements and comforts of a small mansion. He even had a housekeeper, a cook, and could call on the Sisters of the Holy Order of Virgins from to time to run his errands and do his bidding.
"How are you Father?"
Excitedly with the spiritual, albeit sexual, anticipation of having a double dose of reverse exorcism, Sister Kathryn smiled at her priest.
"I'm very well, thank you," said Father Thomas looking to his right. "You know Father John, don't you?"
She beamed Father John a smile. Knowing that they'd be impaling her mouth with their pricks before penetrating her ass with their cocks, Sister Kathryn was even happier to see Father John than she was to see Father Thomas. She couldn't wait to suck Father John's cock.
"I do," said Sister Kathryn offering Father John her hand. "He gave me confession after you gave me a reverse exorcism last week."
Father Thomas looked over at Father John with curiosity no doubt wondering how much she confessed about the reverse exorcism he gave her last week.
"Oh," said Father Thomas. "I didn't know that."
He smiled at his nun and she returned his smile.
"Yes, after you renewed my belief in God and restored my faith in my religion, I had a lot of sins to confess," she said with a dirty laugh.
With her already imagining and visualizing herself having sex with Father John, she gave her priest a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Hi Sister Kathryn. I'm honored you chose me to help with your reverse exorcism," said Father John bowing his head in respect of his nun.
Father Thomas rubbed his hands in the way that a used car salesman rubs his hands whenever he has a big fish in his office.
"Well, shall we get started? This time, for our comfort and so that we don't soil our clothes, I suggest we all get undressed," said Father Thomas with sincerity and humility. "I suggest we all strip naked."
Sister Kathryn looked at Father Thomas aghast. Strip naked? It was one thing to have her habit pulled up over her head and bunched around her shoulders but it was quite something else for her to be parading around the rectory naked. It was one thing for Father Thomas to lift up her bra and pull down her panties but to have her standing before her two priests totally naked was something else entirely.
"Naked? You want me to strip naked? Really?"
Sister Kathryn looked from Father Thomas to Father John before looking back at Father Thomas again.
"Yes," said Father Thomas nodding his head up and down as if he needed that extra bit of bobble head movement to convince her to strip naked. "The reverse exorcism will work much better if we aren't encumbered by our clothes."
Encumbered by their clothes? Bullshit. Obviously that was nothing but his excuse to see her naked. Yet, sounding good to her, Sister Kathryn capitulated with his request that she strip naked. It had been a long time since anyone but Mother Superior and Sister Christine had seen her naked. Yet, not wanting to ruin things by protesting now, she surrendered to his will to see her without her clothes. Just the thought of standing before her two priests naked made her wet between her thighs.
"As you wish Father," said Sister Kathryn beginning the process of removing her head ware.
* * * * *
Typical of men, even with priests, Father Thomas and Father John undressed and were naked before Sister Kathryn could even remove her head ware. Seemingly just as they were eager to see her naked, they were eager for her to see them naked too. She was still undoing her white coif, white, cotton cap, bandeau, and white, heavily starched wimple when they removed their priestly boxer shorts. The gentlemen that Father John was, he helped Sister Kathryn off with her habit.
"If you don't mind Sister," said Father John stopping her from undressing any further.
With her now only attired in her bra and panty, Father John stared at Sister Kathryn's sexy, shapely, underwear clad body. He stared at her as if he had never seen a woman in only her bra and panty. He stared at her in the way she imagined him staring at his mother if she was standing before him in just her bra and panty. He stared at her as if he had never seen a nun in her underwear before.
"Yes?"
Sister Kathryn looked at him unembarrassed and unashamed that she was a nun of the Holy Order of Virgins standing before both of her priests in her underwear. If only the other Sisters could see her now, she wondered what they'd say. If only Mother Superior could see her now, she wondered what she'd say. No doubt, they'd all be jealous that she was receiving a double dose of reverse exorcism and not them.
No doubt, many of the other nuns would feign no longer believing in God and losing their faith in their religion to have Father Thomas and Father John give them a double reverse exorcism. No doubt, many of the Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins would love to have Father Thomas' and Father John's cocks in their mouths and asses too. Only, if truth were known about these two priests, who knows how many nuns they've already saved.
'God bless them,' she thought.
As if she was a whore, a stripper, and/or a prostitute hired just for him, as if he wasn't a priest and she wasn't a nun, Father John stared at Sister Kathryn dressed only in her panty and bra. Returning the favor, Sister Kathryn stared at Father Thomas' and Father John's cocks. She couldn't wait until when she was standing closer to them for a better look at their stiff pricks. She couldn't wait to wrap her hands around them while stroking them and before taking them in her mouth.
"I'm embarrassed to ask but would you mind leaving your bra and panty on for a bit longer. I don't usually see a nun in her panty and bra and I find the image of you as enticing revealing as it is sexually intoxicating," said Father John.
Father Thomas stepped forward to add his two cents.
"Besides, seeing you in your bra and panty inspires us to do a better job with our reverse exorcism," he said.
Not believing a word he said, she rolled her eyes. Sister Kathryn looked down at herself to see what Father John was seeing and where he was leering and staring before looking up at him. Even though Father Thomas made her feel like a whore, Father John made her feel sexy. Wishing Father Thomas wasn't there, she wished Father John was there alone with her.
"I don't mind at all," said Sister Kathryn giving Father John a sexy smile.
Turning to face Father John with her arms by her side, she directed her response to him rather than to Father Thomas. As if she was wearing part of her regulation U. S. Army or prison undergarments, she was wearing a white, full bra with white full panties. There was nothing sexy about her underwear other than the fact that Sister Kathryn, who had quite the sexy and shapely figure, was wearing them. She could wear a green, plastic, trash bag and make it look sexy.
Father Thomas looked at Father John with jealousy before giving Sister Kathryn the eye of a father catching his daughter making out with a man in his living room while she was in her underwear. Never removing his stare from her, Father John looked at Sister Kathryn as if she was already naked. As if her bra clad breasts were saintly adornment, he stared at the impressions her big, erect nipples made through her bra. As if staring at the burning bush, he stared at her panty clad pussy.
"Might I remind you both that we're here for a reverse orgasm, sorry, a reverse exorcism. This is a religious rite and not a sexual thing," said Father Thomas.
Kettle black, he should talk. Yet, by the sexually aroused look on his face, obviously even he didn't believe what he had just said to Father John. Father Thomas was such a pervert. A total degenerate, at least he wasn't into abusing children.
"Being that I've never been part of a double reverse exorcism before," said Father John, "how shall we begin?"
Father John looked to Father Thomas for guidance and Father Thomas shrugged. They both looked to Sister Kathryn.
"I've had sex many times before with two or more men at the same time. Even though I'm still a virgin and managed to remain a virgin during my sexual days, I could still stroke and suck cocks," she said fanning herself with her hand. "Before becoming a nun, stroking and sucking cocks were my favorite, sexual things to do. Suddenly it's hot in here," she said with a dirty laugh.
Father Thomas' jaw dropped while no doubt imagining Sister Kathryn stroking and sucking the cocks of two or more men together as a threesome.
"Wow," said Father Thomas.
Father John's eyes bulged out of his head while no doubt imagining Sister Kathryn stroking and sucking the cocks of two or more men together as a threesome.
"Wow," said Father John.
Sister Kathryn put her hand on her hip, sighed, and rolled her eyes.
"Back then, it was just sex," she said. "Now, this is more than that. This is a religious rite to renew my belief in God and to restore my faith in my religion. I hope this will work," said Sister Kathryn anointing herself while saying a silent prayer. "I will do my best to make this work by giving you the best blowjobs that I can possibly give you. It's up to you, Father John and you Father Thomas, to give me the best anal sex possible.
* * * * *
"Obviously, we should begin this double, reverse orgasm, sorry, exorcism by you two getting me in the mood to receive your holy seed. Unlike you, Father Thomas and you, Father John," said Sister Kathryn staring down at the semi-erections of the two priests. "It takes a bit more to get me in the mood to receive a double, reverse exorcism than just staring at your cocks. Men are visual and women are emotional," she said.
Both priests nodded their heads as if they suddenly received a message from God.
"What do you suggest?"
Father John looked at his nun with sexual excitement mixed with reverence while Father Thomas just stared at Sister Kathryn's big, naked breasts as if he had never seen naked tits before.
"Well, a little bit of kissing by one, or the other, or both while feeling my breasts and fingering my nipples through my bra and feeling my ass and my virginal pussy through my panty would help. While I'm being kissed and felt, I'd like to fondle and stroke your cocks," said Sister Kathryn.
As if he suddenly had a revelation on how to appropriately and sexually behave when with a woman, Father Thomas was first to approach the nun. He took her in his arms and kissed her, French kissed her while feeing her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra and while feeling her pussy and ass through her white, cotton panties. Sister Kathryn swooned with his kisses and sexual touches that were supposed to be more religious than sexual but that were more sexual than religious. With him a priest and her a nun and with this a religious rite, sex shouldn't have been part of the equation but it was.
She reached her hand down to take the priest's semi-erect, naked cock in her hand while fondling the head of his big prick with her fingertips before slowly stroking him to an even bigger and harder erection. He continued kissing her and feeling her as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife, or two lovers. Feeling her tits, he pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples until they were totally erect. Touching and feeling one another, they passionately kissed while exploring one another's bodies. If only Sister Kathryn could have a steady diet of cock while living in the convent as a nun, she'd never again question her belief in God and/or her faith in her religion.
When Father Thomas stepped back to give Father John a turn, not wasting any time, Father John stepped forward to take Sister Kathryn in his arms. In the way Father Thomas had just done, Father John kissed her, French kissed her, while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra. Continuing to kiss her, he felt her pussy and ass through her panty while she reached down to take his semi-erect, naked prick in her hand. Fondling the head of his cock, she stroked him to a bigger and harder erection while kissing and kissing him.
* * * * *
God she was such a whore for a hard cock. She loved cock. She was such a slut for cum. Just as she'd stroke any man who'd French kissed her, she'd blow any man who felt her tits while fingering her nipples. With the last ten years confined to a convent as a Sister of the Holy Order of Virgins, it's been a blessing, a nightmare, and a living Hell at the same time. Part of the reason why she was disbelieving in God and losing her faith in the Catholic religion, never had she been as horny and as sexual frustrated. The other part of her disbelief in God and her lost faith in her religion was the priest pedophile scandal and the fact that she wanted a baby.
Yet, more than anything, she missed sex. More than anything, she missed making out with men while they touched her, felt her, and fondled her. More than anything, she missed giving hand jobs and blowjobs. More than anything, she missed having a man cum all over her hand, in her mouth, all over her face, and across her tits. More than anything, she missed the taste of warm oozy cum slowly sliding down her throat while a man humped her mouth and fucked her face.
While Father John was having his wicked sexual way with Sister Kathryn, Father Thomas moved around his nun to unhooked her bra. As if there was a drumroll, as if she was a stripper and there was sexy music playing in the background, he took his time removing her bra. With the priest removing one slow bra strap at a time, holding her bra cups in place with her hands, Sister Kathryn took a step back from kissing Father John for Father Thomas to slowly remove her unhooked bra. When she was topless, as soon as she was topless, she took another step back and stood with her hands by her sides and turned from side-to-side to give both priests a good look at her naked breasts. Then, stepping closer to Father John, she pressed her big, naked tits against his naked chest.



While Sister Kathryn kissed Father John and while he touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples, Father Thomas stuck his fingers in her panty waistband and slowly pushed down. Lower and lower, past her shapely hips and exposing the top of her blonde, somewhat trimmed, albeit more bushy pussy, he move her panties down until they were resting around her ankles. Lifting her legs one shapely leg at a time, he squatted down to allow her more freedom of movement by removing her panties from her feet.
Giving them both a good look of her naked body, she stepped back to stand before the two priests while turning one way and then turning the other. Sexually teasing them, she bent at the waist and reached her hands around her to part her ass cheeks to give the two handsome, holy men a better view of her naked ass and vagina. Then, turning back to them, she walked closer to them. Walking with leg over leg and foot over foot, she walked more like a model walking a catwalk than a nun walking towards her priests naked in a rectory.
Now or never, it was time. It was time to give them what they both so wanted. It was time for her to give herself what she so wanted too. It was time for her to give them sex in exchange for them giving her a reverse exorcism.
* * * * *
She squatted down before them to take Father John in her hand and stroke him to a harder erection before taking him in her mouth. She couldn't wait to suck him. Since the first time she met him, she couldn't wait to blow him. She couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth. Only, with something catching her eye and doing a double take, she stopped sucking him and removed him from her mouth when she saw his cock. In the way she stared at Father Thomas' naked prick when she first saw his cock with his tattoo of Jesus on the cross, she stared at Father John's naked cock too.
"Father John," said Sister Kathryn looking up at the priest while she was naked and holding his big cock in her hand. "Is that Saint Michael tattooed on your cock?"
He smiled with pride.
"It is," said Father John. "Saint Michael's prayer is tattooed on the underside but you'd need a magnifying glass to read it."
As if seeing a miracle, she stared his cock with unblinking eyes.
"Oh, my God. As if Michelangelo had painted your cock, your tattoo is such a work of art," said Sister Kathryn.
Father John closed his eyes and started to pray.
"Holy Michael, Saint Michael the Archangel, defend us in battle. Be our safeguard against the wickedness and the snares of the Devil. May God rebuke him we humbly pray; and do Thou, O Prince of the Heavenly Host, by the divine power of God, cast Satan and all of the evil spirits who roam throughout the world seeking the ruin of souls into Hell. Amen."
Sister Kathryn stopped what she was doing and let go of the priest's erect penis to clasp her hands together and to bow her head in prayer.
"Amen," she said. "Wow. Cool," said Sister Kathryn. She looked up at the priest. "May I suck Archangel Michael? I always wanted to suck the cock of an angel, an archangel, and a saint," she said with a little laugh.
Father John looked down upon his nun kneeling before him with obvious sexual excitement.
"Oh, dear God, yes, Sister. Of course you may suck my prick. Please suck me, Sister, I mean, please suck Archangel Michael. As soon as you take him in your mouth, he'll grow much bigger," said Father John assuring the nun of his soon to have erection.
Sister Kathryn gave the priest a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I only wish he had wings, Father," said the nun stroking him before taking Father John in her mouth to suck him while he reached down to feel her breasts and finger her nipples. "I'd suck off all of his feathers so that he couldn't fly away and would always be there with me to protect me from sin and from all of those who trespass against me. Amen," she said.
She sucked Father John's tattooed cock of Saint Michael as if she was really sucking the archangel. With Sister Kathryn on her knees moving from Father John's erect prick to suck Father Thomas' erect prick, when she wasn't sucking one, she was stroking the other. Sucking Saint Michael to sucking Jesus, she sucked one cock before sucking the other. She sucked Father Thomas' prick deeper while stroking him while she stroked Father John faster. Then, switching cocks again, she moved to suck Father John's cock deeper while continuing to stroke Father Thomas' cock faster. Sister Kathryn was quite ambidextrous.
"Oh, my God," said Father John. "I can't hold back my reverse exorcism much longer. I'm sorry but I must begin the process by ejaculating, sorry, I mean, by injecting your mouth with my holy seed."
Excited now that Father John was about to cum in her mouth to begin the reverse exorcism process, she stroked him faster and sucked him deeper. Giving him the best blowjob she had ever given any man, she couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth. She couldn't wait to taste him. She couldn't wait to swallow him.
* * * * *
Religiously excited by receiving a second reverse exorcism and sexually aroused by stroking while sucking on Father John's prick, Sister Kathryn wanted the priest to cum in her mouth in the way Father Thomas had ejaculated in her mouth last week. With that intention in mind, she stroked him faster and sucked him deeper. Giving Father John an even better blowjob than the one she gave Father Thomas last week, Father John was her favorite priest. If she could marry a priest, she'd marry Father John.
With her always so horny and sexually frustrated, she had always wanted to blow Father John. He was such a good looking priest, even better looking than Father Thomas, who was quite handsome himself. When in confession, the only time she got to be alone with him, she enjoyed sexually teasing him under the guise that she was confessing her sexual sins. She always made up sexual things and fictional, sexual scenarios to tell Father John that she did to get him sexually aroused.
Confessing that she purposely exposed her topless and/or naked body to workmen at the convent, even though she hadn't, she enjoyed filling his head with her sexual fantasies as if even thinking about sex was a sin. By confessing that she had exposed her topless and/or naked body to men, giving him an imagined image of her for him to masturbate over later, it was her way to describe what lay beneath her habit. Then, when she had sex with Father Thomas last week to give her a reverse exorcism, confessing every little, sexual detail, she told Father John about all that happened when giving him her confession of her sins.
She told Father John about Father Thomas feeling her breasts through her habit while kissing her, French kissing her, before nearly stripping her naked. She told Father John about her seeing, stroking, and sucking Father Thomas' cock. She told Father John that Father Thomas had lifted her habit over her head, lifted her bra to release her tits, and pulled down her panties for access to her pussy and ass. She told Father John that she was naked before Father Thomas and that he had fingered and licked her pussy before licking her ass. She told Father John that her priest had anal sex with her while playing with her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
By listening to his quivering voice and hearing his shortness of breath, she knew she had sexually excited him. Just as her pussy was wet, she knew she had given him an erection. Then, when she felt the confessional booth shaking, she knew he was masturbating himself behind the partition. While she told Father John all the sexual things that Father Thomas did to her and all the sexual things that she did with him, she knew he shot his load in the confessional booth.
* * * * *
"I'll get the holy water," said Father Thomas.
Father Thomas turned to fetch the aspersorium, the holy water pot that is used in religious ceremonies to sprinkle holy water to bless the faithful. As if baptizing her, Father John put his hand to the top of Sister Kathryn's head while Father Thomas sprinkled holy water upon Sister Kathryn. Blessing her and blessing her, now this was something that Father Thomas hadn't done when he was giving her a reverse exorcism.
"In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost," said Father John.
He reached down to anoint the nun's forehead with the sign of the cross.
"Amen," said Sister Kathryn.
* * * * *
While Sister Kathryn continued stroking him faster and sucking him deeper, Father John looked up to the ceiling of the rectory.
"Most glorious Prince of the Heavenly Armies," said Father John. "Saint Michael the Archangel, defend us in our battle against principalities and powers against the rulers of this world of darkness, and against the spirits of wickedness in the high places. In the name of Jesus Christ our God and Lord strengthened by the intercession of the immaculate Virgin Mary, Mother of God of Blessed Michael the Archangel, of the Blessed Apostles Peter and Paul and all the Saints and powerful in the holy authority of our ministry we confidently undertake to repulse the attacks and deceits of the devil. Behold the cross of the Lord," said Father Thomas holding up his crucifix. "I beseech thee, Dear God in Heaven to renew Sister Kathryn's belief in God and to restore her faith in her religion. Amen."
Sister Kathryn temporarily removed Father John's cock from her mouth to speak.
"Amen," she said.
As if she was a dog with a bone coming up for air before lowering her head to chew it again, she returned to sucking her priest. Stroking him faster, she sucked him deeper. With her having not sucked or stroked or even seen a cock in more than ten years, other than Father Thomas' cock last week, she was relishing sucking Father John's cock. Two different cocks in two weeks, she obviously was enjoying this reverse exorcism. Seemingly a loophole to her taking her vow of celibacy, she would have asked for a reverse exorcism years ago, if she knew there was even such a thing in the Catholic Church.
So very good at sucking cock, she loved sucking cock. If she was to guess how many blowjobs she had given men in her 32-years of life, she sucked at least 300 different men. Of those 300 men, guesstimating at the number of blowjobs she had given, she probably gave a thousand blowjobs. Now here she was sucking both of her priests, men who were spiritually superior over her and men who oversaw her religious growth and instruction.
Sucking men's cock gave her power over men. Sucking men's cock put her in control of men. Sucking men's cock was the one, biggest thing she missed when taking her vow of celibacy as a nun. She loved it when a man ejaculated in her mouth. She loved seeing the look on his face when she stared up at him with his hard, hairy prick buried in her holy mouth. With no two men tasting quite the same, she love taste testing a man's cum. She loved swallowing a man while he looked down on her and watched her swallow.
"In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, I bless you," said Father Thomas sprinkling holy water on the nun's naked body. "Actually, I didn't say the reverse exorcism out loud when I was with Sister Kathryn. I prayed silently," he said giving Father John an awkward smile.
Obviously feeling guilty that he was more interested in having sex with his nun than in saving her. Seemingly, Father Thomas was more interested in the sexual part of the reverse exorcism religious rite than he was in renewing Sister Kathryn's belief in God and restoring her faith in her religion. It was a good decision on her part to go ahead and have a second reverse exorcism with Father John. He seemed to know all of the words to say for the ritual to take hold of her and work.
Paying Father Thomas no never mind, Sister Kathryn continued stroking Father John while sucking him. It was when Father John moved his hand from the top of her head to the back of her head while fondling her breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples that she knew he was ready to cum. She had blown enough men to know when a man was on the verge of ejaculating in her mouth. If he continued fingering her nipples in this way, with her nipples one of her erogenous zones, she'd be cumming with him too.
"With this holy seed I give you my reverse exorcism that will renew your belief in God and restore your faith in the Catholic religion," said Father John while humping the nun's mouth and fucking her face.
Father John threw back his head and grabbed Sister Kathryn's head with both hands while unloading his holy cum in her mouth. While still humping her mouth and fucking her face, he kept his hands there until he gave her all that he had and until she swallowed all that he gave her. Temporarily drained and needing to rebuild his reserve of holy semen to cum in her ass too, he stepped away from her while Father Thomas approached for his turn of beginning his process of reverse exorcism.
* * * * *
With Sister Kathryn now kneeling before Father Thomas in the way she had been kneeling before Father John a minute ago, she took his erect cock in hand. In the way she stared up at Father John, she stared up at Father Thomas while she fingered the head of his big prick before slowly stroking his enormous cock. Then, with him staring down at her, she took his priestly penis in her mouth.
Stroking him while sucking him, just as she wanted Father John to cum in her mouth, she wanted Father Thomas to cum in her mouth too. Staring up at him with his hard, hairy cock buried in her mouth, she teased him by showing him her tongue as she licked his cock as if she was licking an ice cream cone. Stroking him while sucking him, obviously he was enjoying being blown as much as she enjoyed sucking him.
"Everything he said, I was thinking the same thing when cumming in your mouth and again in your ass," said Father Thomas. He looked down at Sister Kathryn before looking at Father John and giving him a little laugh. As if he was her incestuous father instead of her priest, he gently touched the side of Sister Kathryn's face before impaling mouth with his stiff prick. "In the name of the Father, of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost," he said raising his arms in the air as if he was summoning God. "I give you my holy seed to renew your belief in God and to restore your faith in your religion."
Father Thomas made the sign of the cross before anointing her forehead with his fingers in the way that Father John did. While Sister Kathryn stroked Father Thomas faster, just as she did with Father John and just as Father John had just finished doing with her, he humped her mouth and fucked her face too. Just as Father John reached down and fondle her naked breasts to finger, pull, turn, and twist her nipples, Father Thomas did too. While she continued stroking him and sucking him, he fondled her tits while fingering her nipples. With her nipples one of her erogenous zones, she was on the verge of cumming with him too.
"Cum for me Father Thomas. Cum in my mouth. I want to swallow your holy seed for you to give me your reverse exorcism too," said Sister Kathryn looking up at him and temporarily removing the priest's cock from her mouth to speak.
While still stroking him, she took him in her mouth again. When she took him in her mouth again, knowing that's what all men liked, even priests, she stared up at him with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth. Sucking him deeper while stroking him faster, she knew he was ready to cum too. In the way that Father John had grabbed her head with both hands, Father Thomas did too.
As if she had died and went to Heaven, feeling so heavenly, no matter if it was Father John's cock or Father Thomas' big prick, it didn't matter. She love sucking cock, anyone's cock. She loved it when a man, priest or not, showed his appreciation by ejaculating his cum in her mouth. As if her reward for a blowjob well done, a man shooting his cum in her mouth was her just desert.
Then, just before he ejaculated his holy seed in her mouth he put a heavy hand to the back of her head. He pushed her head forward while he humped her one last time. Then, as if this was God's will and he was commanded to do this by the angels, he unloaded a huge volume of holy cum in her mouth before stepping away from her. With both Father John and Father Thomas cumming in Sister Kathryn's mouth, the first stage of their reverse exorcism was completed.
Recouping their energy, even though Sister Kathryn was already ready and raring to go again, they relaxed on the rectory carpeted floor. Fathers John and Thomas needed to regain their strength to fuck Sister Kathryn anally. Their second stage of the reverse exorcism, they needed to summon the semen necessary to cum in her ass. If this didn't work, they'd have to try and try again.
* * * * *
After resting for half an hour, Sister Kathryn stood and walked to Father Thomas desk. It was already well over an hour since Father John had completed the first step of the reverse exorcism by cumming in her mouth. Having already done this before with Father Thomas, without having to be told what to do for Father John, Sister Kathryn assumed the position. As if she was Maggie Gylleenhaal as Lee Holloway in the Secretary, she put her hands and elbows on Father Thomas' desk. Arching her back and lowering her head, she lifted her ass higher while waiting for Father John to impale her ass with his cock.
Father John gave Father Thomas a big shit eating grin before getting up to walk over to Sister Kathryn. In the way that Father Thomas had done before, with her legs spread wide open, Father John fingered her pussy before getting down on all fours to lick her pussy and before licking her ass. If it wasn't enough that he was eating her but, in the way that Father Thomas had done too, he was tossing her salad.
She was nearly ready to cum when he reached in the drawer of Father Thomas' desk for gel to lube her ass. The fact that he knew were the gel was told her that he had done this before with another nun. Then, positioning his prick by the opening in her anus, he humped her. Slowly but easily, he humped her while gently sliding inside. Humping her faster he humped her harder.
Holding onto her waist with one hand he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples with his other hand. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he was giving Sister Kathryn the ass fucking and the reverse exorcism of her life. In the way it didn't take Father John very long to cum while being blown by Sister Kathryn, in didn't take him very long to cum when fucking her anally.
With her long, blonde, lush hair, streaming down her back and cascading to the side as if her yellow hair was a golden waterfall, she was so very beautiful. With her sexy and shapely body, she was any man's dream woman, even if that man was a priest, especially if that man was a priest. With her big, shapely tits and erect nipples, she could have modeled for Playboy. With her round, firm, beautiful ass, she was a woman that any man would love to anally fuck. If that wasn't enough, with her so willing to suck and anally fuck, she didn't have to be forced or coerced to do any sexual thing.
"With this holy seed I give you my reverse exorcism that will renew your belief in God and restore your faith in the Catholic religion," said Father John cumming in Sister Kathryn's ass.
As soon as he ejaculated inside of her he stepped away from her to give Father Thomas a turn. Now it was Father Thomas' turn to do the same. With her ass already open for him, Father Thomas added more gel before moving his erect cock to her. Not bothered by sloppy seconds, instead of going down on the nun and instead of licking her ass, he mounted her anally. Pushing himself inside before slowly sliding in, he humped her. Sliding his big prick in her anus, he humped her harder and humped her faster.



He grabbed her tits as if he was holding the reins of a bucking bronco. With Sister returning his humps and humping him as hard as he was humping her, they were an anal fucking machine. Harder and faster they humped one another until Father Thomas was on the verged of completing stage two of his reverse exorcism. Humping and humping her while holding her big tits in the palm of his hands before holding onto her waist, Father Thomas anally fucked Sister Kathryn in the way he had never anally any Sister of the Order of Virgins. With her not obese or homely as were some of the nuns that Father Thomas and Father John had given reverse exorcism, she was the most beautiful, sexy, and shapely nun in the order. Any man would love to anally fuck Sister Kathryn, especially with her being a nun.
It was such a tragedy to waste such a beautiful woman by hiding her away in the convent. It was such a tragic waste of a good, sexy, sexual woman to forbid her to have sex. Someone who looked like Sister Kathryn and who loved giving men hand jobs and blowjobs never should have taken a vow of celibacy. Humping her harder and humping her faster, while fondling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples, it didn't take Father Thomas very long to unload his semen in her ass.
"With this holy seed I give you stage two of my reverse exorcism that will renew your belief in God and restore your faith in the Catholic religion," said Father Thomas while humping the nun's ass.
Sister Kathryn was so happy. Knowing that the holy seed of two priests would go a long way in renewing her belief in God and her faith in the Catholic religion, she felt more like a saint than she did a whore. She felt she was saved in the way that Jesus saved Mary Magdalen.
"Oh, my God, Sister. I'm cumming. I'm cumming," said Father Thomas.
With her wanting him to cum in her ass, she humped her harder and humped him faster.
"Say the words, Father. Say the words," said Sister Kathryn. "Hurry! Before you cum, I need for you to officially say the words."
Out of breath, sweating, and panting, Father Thomas was really fucking her ass now.
"With this holy seed I give you my reverse exorcism that will renew your belief in God and restore your faith in the Catholic religion," said Father Thomas while humping the nun's ass.
After she had given Fathers John and Thomas the best blowjobs she had ever given anyone, they gave her the best ass fucking they, no doubt, could have given her. She just hoped that having two priests cumming in her mouth before cumming in her ass was enough to renew her belief in God and restore her faith in her religion.
* * * * *
"Cut! That's a wrap," said the director.
The camera captured the moment of the two actors cumming in the porn actress' mouth. Looking as if he had really fucked her up her ass and, indeed, they were, the camera was purposely angled at the actors to not show the explicitly, graphic anal penetration but also to show the glistening cum leaking out of her ass.
The actress playing Sister Kathryn turned to the director while covering herself with her robe.
"Was that good? I tried my best to make it look as realistic as I could while still playing the virginal nun," said the porn actress with a laugh.
The actor playing the Father Thomas turned to the director while covering his nakedness with a robe too.
"Did you get the money shot? My God, that was the best ass fucking I've ever had."
The actor playing Father John turned to the director while covering his nakedness with a robe.
"Did you show me cumming in her mouth? She's a wonderful actress. She gave me the best blowjob of my life."
The director shook their hands while smiling widely.
"You three were unbelievable. Yes, we got the money shots of you cumming inside of her mouth and ass. Better than if Bing Crosby had invited Bob Hope to be a priest too, you three were better than Bing Crosby as Father O'Malley and Ingrid Bergman as Sister Benedict in The Bells of Saint Mary. Bigger than Debbie Does Dallas, Deep Throat, and Behind the Green Door, Bless Me Father for I have Sinned is going to be a big hit in the adult film market. Presented by Adult Video Network for the best adult video, we may even win an AVN award."
THE END
Please vote. Please give me the support of your vote.
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A devoted husband, 68-year-old Walter, an older man, found love again with 39-year-old Susan, a much younger woman, after his beloved Mary died.
Tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful with big, blue eyes, thirty-nine-year-old Susan Jill Parker preferred older men. A true American beauty, she could have been born in Texas where many of the Miss America beauty queens were born but she was born in Massachusetts, Boston Massachusetts. Only, she wasn't the average American beauty, she was different. What made her different was her unapproachableness and her unavailability to younger men and to men her age. She had personal preference, a proclivity, for older men, much older men.
She preferred older men to younger men and to men her own age. As if she was Zsa Zsa Gabor reincarnated, but without the accent, the attitude, and the insincerity, she preferred, wealthy, older men. Zsa Zsa who just turned 99-years-old would approve of Susan Jill Parker carrying her rich man torch in search of the next Conrad Hilton.
Her ideal man was a widowed, wealthy, older man. Enjoying calling them, "Daddy," she preferred men old enough to be her father and men who were rich enough to buy her things and take her places. Only, not having to think of where to find such men, she accidentally stumbled over the best place to meet a rich, elderly, widowed man.
Forget about meeting her dream man at wine shops, dog parks, grocery stores, coffee shops, hardware stores, casinos, hospitals, nursing homes, or sitting on a park bench feeding pigeons. Forget about meeting someone on the subway, the library, at the university, at a newsstand, in church, at work, while dining at a fine restaurant, or while shopping at an upscale mall. Forget about bars, clubs, online dating sites, dating her boss, word of mouth, networking, or dating a friend's grandfather, she needn't have to bother with any of that. Quite by accident, she found the perfect place to meet her dream man.
* * * * *
The length of half a football field away, so near and yet so far, Susan couldn't help but notice an elderly man less than a fifty yards away from her. Locking in on him as if her big tits had nuclear warheads, he was her next target. Seemingly, every time she visited her beloveds at the cemetery, he was there visiting someone too. On the surface, especially when observing him from afar, other than he had a brand new Cadillac and was well dressed, there was nothing special about him that set him apart from all of the other elderly men who came and went from the cemetery. He was just an elderly man who seemingly visited the cemetery nearly every day.
Arousing her curiosity nevertheless, with her no longer having a life of her own after losing William and then Patrick, she wondered about him. With him always smartly dressed, most times wearing an expensive suit, white shirt, and tie, she wondered who he was. By the tailoring, the cut, the cloth, and the fit of his clothes and his expensive car, a gentleman she'd most definitely like to meet, with him wearing a different suit every day, he looked like he had money.
He looked so well put together that she wondered if his man servant dressed him. Yet, if he had money enough to have a man servant attending to his needs, he'd have a chauffeur driving his car too but he was here alone. Other than when there was a funeral or Memorial Day service or a Veterans' Day remembrance, it was unusual to see anyone at the cemetery other than cemetery workers. Seemingly, with life so busy and with living life so hard, once loved ones died, they were quickly forgotten by those continuing to live the struggle of life.
She wondered what he did for a living to afford such a fine car and such expensive suits. With William a CEO and Patrick a lawyer, she wondered if he was as wealthy as they were. Allowing her imagination to get away from her, she wondered what his name was. She wondered how old he was. She wondered who he was visiting. She wondered if he was retired, living alone, was married, divorced, or was a widower. She fluffed out her long, blonde, lush hair while wondering if he'd be interested in someone like her and someone as young as she was.
'Seriously, unless he was gay,' she thought while looking to see if she could tell if he was heterosexual or homosexual. 'What older man wouldn't be interested in a tall, young, pretty, blonde with big tits?'
Yet, one could say that the fact that he seemingly visited the cemetery nearly every day in itself was unusual and maybe even special. As if his deceased beloved one, whoever he or she was, could hear the music, he played his cassette recordings of love songs while sitting on a lawn chair in front of a headstone. So sad, so very sad, she could feel his pitiful pain and suffering sorrow. Even from seeing him 50 yards away, he looked so sad, so alone, and so lonely. Indeed, in the way that she was so sad, so alone, and so lonely, as if they had just come from a funeral, he had the same look on his face that she had on her face.
One could also say that the fact that he played his cassette recording of love songs while sitting in front of a headstone was unusual and maybe even endearingly special too. Judging by the look of him, even from her distance away, still in mourning, he looked so depressed. Recognizing the look, he looked the same way she looked when William died and after Patrick died. It took Patrick for her to get over the loss of William. Now, she needed another man, a special man, a widowed, wealthy man to help her get over the loss of Patrick in the way that Patrick helped her get over the loss of William.
Sometimes, in the way she talked to William and Patrick too and seemingly talked to herself to others when seeing her there, he talked to himself or to someone that, perhaps, he imagined was there with him. Sometimes, not loud enough for her to hear what he was singing, he sang along with the music he played. It was rare to see someone so grief stricken in public unless they were at a wake or at funeral. Typically, it was a grieving woman or a woe is me weeping widow, who'd visit her deceased love one at the cemetery and not a sad man. It was unusual to see a man who had such everlasting devotion and sorrowful emotion when someone near and dear to them died. As if he was romancing the dead, it was unusual for anyone to play music in a cemetery, especially love songs.
Of all of the beautiful love songs that he played, Ray Charles', "I Can't Stop Loving You," was Susan's favorite. Sometimes singing along with Ray, the love song stayed with her and haunted her long after she left the cemetery for home. She loved that song and loved Ray Charles' unmistakable voice. With his most unique, distinctive, and recognizable voice influenced by Otis Redding and Stevie Wonder, Ray Charles was one of her favorite singers. Always looking so youthful and energetic, never thinking he was as old as he was, she was crushed when he died. Yet, even though Ray Charles died, his songs still survive.
"I Can't Stop Loving You," suddenly played through her head.
Every time Susan heard that song, imagining a special man in her life singing that song to her, she imagined Ray Charles singing that song to her. Every time she heard that song, she imagined her husband, her boyfriend, and/or her lover holding her while listening to that song with her. Every time she heard that song, she imagined her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover dancing with her while gazing in her big, blue eyes. Only, alone and lonely yet again, since the deaths of her beloved William five, long years ago and her beloved Patrick last year, she had no one to sing her a love song.
In the way that Ray Charles couldn't stop loving whomever that special someone was he wrote that song for, she couldn't stop loving that song. In the way she still loved and couldn't stop from loving William and Patrick, her special someone's, she loved Ray Charles for sharing his song with the world and with her. Now she wished she had played that song more often when William and Patrick were still alive. Even though she always loved that song and so loved them, she was always too busy to sit to listen to and enjoy that special love song. Seemingly and sadly, that love song meant more to her now that they were dead than it ever did when they were alive.
Yet, just because Ray Charles was dead doesn't mean that she stopped loving his song. Just because Ray Charles was dead, his song will always continue to live in her head. She'll always love that song and Ray Charles' unmistakable voice singing it. Just because William and Patrick were dead too, doesn't mean that she'd stop loving them either. With them always with her and forever on her mind, she'll always love them both equally but in different ways. With one not anything like the other and with both of them very special men who treated her with love, kindness, and respect, she was glad that she spent their last years with them.
Haunting her, feeling as if the music was piped throughout the cemetery with surround sound, as if the music emanated from Heaven above instead of from the cemetery, "I Can't Stop Loving You," endlessly played through her head. The music calmed her, soothed her, and saddened her all at the same time. Every time she heard that song and those lyrics, she couldn't help from thinking of William and/or Patrick. Every time she heard that song and those lyrics, in the way that Ray Charles couldn't stop loving whomever he wrote that song for, she couldn't stop loving William and Patrick. Every time she heard that love song and those special lyrics, the melody stayed with her to play over and again in her head throughout the day and later that night.
Still saddened by the death of them, she was tortured by her loss. Now as if an accompaniment to her sadness, she was tortured by that song. Always and forever, she'll connect the memories of them to that one, sad, love song. Whenever she visited William and/or Patrick at the cemetery, even though she so loved that song, with that man always there, whoever he was, playing that song, the song oftentimes made her feel worse than better. In the way that Elton John's "Candle in the Wind" saddened her the first one hundred times she heard it, especially when thinking of Princess Diana's untimely death, Ray Charles' "I Can't Stop Loving You," saddened her too.
She never felt sad hearing that song until they died. She didn't apply the lyrics to herself and to her lovers until they were dead, buried, and gone. With them always with her when they were alive, she never had the chance to miss them in the way she missed them now. Now, that song reminded her that neither man was no longer there, hearing that song was an ethereal torture of pent up emotions. With her unable to stop loving them, the palpable sadness from the loss of them is the slow death of her. She never realized how much she loved them until they were gone. She never realized that she can't stop loving them until they died and were both buried in this very cemetery.
Perhaps if William and/or Patrick were still alive, with her enjoying happier times, that song would have made her feel happy rather than sad. Perhaps if William and/or Patrick were still alive, they could take her dancing. She imagined herself dancing to that song in Patrick or William's arms. Seemingly and oddly enough, never realizing what she so cherished until the loves of her life were gone, she more appreciated that song in death than she ever did in life. Only with neither one alive, they were dead, William and Patrick were dead and buried in this very cemetery that she was compelled to continue to visit. Both of her lovers were dead and gone forever.
* * * * *
Whenever Susan heard Ray's voice, especially when singing that song, wherever she was and whatever she was doing, she melted, she swooned, and she cried tears of pent up emotion for her loves found and lost. In the way he sang about not being able to stop loving someone, she couldn't stop loving William and Patrick just because they were dead. The final end, with everything stopping and nothing continuing, death was such a defining moment. With all of us so frail and susceptible to age and aging, to sickness and disease, to combat duty, to murder, and to tragic accidents, we are all living as best as we can while waiting and expecting to die. No matter one's age, race, or social standing, death is merciless, undeniable, unstoppable, and inevitable.
Literally, we are here one moment and gone the very next. Sooner or later, we're all going to die. Sooner or later, someone will be mourning the loss of us. Sooner or later, someone will be visiting our graves in the way she was visiting William and Patrick's graves. Sooner or later, we'll all discover if there's a Heaven, a Hell, a purgatory, a God, a Satan, or nothing, absolutely nothingness but darkness.
Sooner or later, we'll all discover if what was written in the Bible, the Torah, the Quran, and et al religious texts were the truths or if all of those writings were the greatest works of fiction. Perhaps in the way we were before we were born is the way we'll be when we die. Who knows? No one has returned from the dead to talk about death and to tell us what happens when we die. How could they? They're dead and gone to the other side wherever and whatever the other side is. As if we're sleeping, only no longer alive, submerged in eternal darkness and pitch blackness, instead of living a happy ever afterlife, we're dead.
With the purchases of funeral arrangements, cemetery plots, headstones, caskets, and flowers, there's a lot of money to be made in dying. With the preparations of embalming, cremation, limousines, lawyers, wills, and bequeathing their worldly goods to relatives, to friends, and to charities, just as everything else is in life, dying is a big business in death. Only, with churches, temples, synagogues, monasteries, mosques, and et al places of worship, and Buddhism, Christianity, Hinduism, Islam, Judaism, and et al religions, religion is an even bigger business. Go figure. It cost a lot of money to give yourself to God, to Allah, to Buddha, and to et al Gods of worship.
Just as it doesn't seem right to put a price on religion, it doesn't seem right to put a price on death either. Yet, just as there's an infinite price on sickness, healthcare, and hospitalization, there's an infinite price on being infirmed, incapacitated, and/or terminally ill. Just as dying is a big business, trying to stay alive is an even bigger business. With the pharmaceutical companies, no doubt already having a cure for cancer and for diabetes, instead of curing those two diseases, it's much more profitable to continue to sell Social Security Medicaid and Medicare pills. How dare they get away with that?
We all individually and/or as a group pray to our Gods for help, for hope, to hear us, to save us, to cure us, to spare us, to enrich us, and to redeem us. As much as many of us fear living, we're all afraid of dying. Only dumping money in collection baskets and lighting candles at the altar while praying and promising to live a better life won't save us from the inevitable and from death. We're all going to die. From the day we're born, we're doomed to die. In the span and the scope of the universe our life is just nothing more than a flicker of light, a mere spark. Whoever we were in life, we're nothing but a memory in death.
'How sad, so sad is that,' thought Susan. 'It is what it is. Everything will be okay in the end. If it's not okay, then it's not the end.'
Whenever thinking of dying and death and whenever thinking if there was life after death, with too much uncertainty and speculation, it hurt her head. Rather than thinking about it, she thought more about today and yesterday than she ever thought tomorrow. It was much easier to put her head in the sand and live what life she had left today than to dwell on something that was so out of her control. She'd rather live and enjoy what life she had now than to worry about what she won't have later.
Unless we're suicidal, insane, or so sad, so sick, and/or so angry, no one can look death in the eye and be unafraid of dying. With no one knowing what's on the other side and not wanting to take the gamble, no one wants to die. We all want to live if only to see what happens tomorrow and what happens next in our little lives. Now that we're here, a miracle of birth, no one wants to leave their little lives and their loved ones behind. As long as we're healthy and relatively happy, we all want to live as long as we can.
When that final moment is upon us, we all want just another minute, one more hour, one more day, one more week, one more month, one more year, and one more chance at life. When that final moment is upon us and with our life flashes before our eyes is when we see the time we wasted on Earth and the mistakes we made. Wishing we could go back and change those things and/or make amends to those we wronged and/or hurt, only, we don't get a do over. With just the one life to live, for better or for worse, take it or leave it, this is it. Unless there's reincarnation, this is our one and only life. Unless there's life after death, game over.
"Ashes to ashes and dust to dust whatever we did is done and can't be undone once we're dead. Amen."
Death is the end. With death the last thing that happens to us in life, death is that final moment from living to dying and from breathing to decomposing. Death is the great tragedy of life that changes us from being alive and vital to being dead and buried or cremated. Ashes to ashes and dust to dust, death changes us from a living, thriving being to an essence and a memory. We're here one moment and gone the next. With all of us having regrets, we all would live our lives differently if only we knew when we were going to die, how we were going to die, and what happens when we die.
Polar opposites in the way of sweet and sour, soft and hard, and funny and sad, the blessing of birth is the tragedy of death. One way or another, sooner or later, no one gets out of life alive. There's nothing subtle about death. Death is a hammer to the head, a knife to the heart, a shove out of a window, an accident waiting to happen, or a hand to the windpipe and just like that, we're dead. Gone. Game over.
Grasping at straws, not wanting our lives to end, we all hope that there's something else and something more after life in death than just death. Maybe it was all just a scam that holy men and believing women sold us for the sake of greed and money. What if there was no Heaven and no Hell? Wouldn't that be the ultimate slap in the face and kick in the ass that when we die, just as before we were born, there's nothing, absolutely nothing but blackness? If we were all still alive we could sue but we're no longer alive and among the living, we're dead. Just as it will be over for me one day, life will be over for you one day too.
Only, what else is there after death but God, aliens, parallel dimensions, or nothing? With most of us believing in God and/or life after death, we must believe that there's something more rather than thinking that there's nothing more. If there's no eternal reward for being good, a good neighbor, and a good person, this world would be chaos and chaotic. Why be kind to someone? Why do a good deed? Just steal before being stolen from and kill or be kill would be the new world order and the law of the land. Not wanting to believe that we were just an accident of birth, we must believe that there was a valid and important reason why we're here. Why are we here? Who knows? No one knows.
We must believe that's there's life after death and that we don't die without visiting with our deceased friends, relatives, and pets. No one wants to die and vain. Everyone wants another chance for hope that there's something else and that this is not the end of us. We must have faith. We have to believe that death is not the absolute, final end. How tragic is that if it is the end of us? The joke is on us if there's nothing after death. Who knew?



Unless one has hordes of money and/or a wealth of family and friends, who among us is happy enough to believe that life on Earth is better than any life we could possibly imagine we'd have in Heaven? As if we're already living in Hell, too many of us experience the worst that can happen to us now on Earth. As if we're already living in Heaven, those who believe in God, in a paradise after death, and that a thousand virgins are waiting for them, seemingly can't wait to die.
'Bang! Bang! You're dead. Here lies Ted, shot in the head by his wife when he was sleeping in bed. Ted's dead but his wife is a rich widow. Only, she may be rich now but she can't take her money with her.'
Maybe it's all just a state of mind, an illusion that if we truly believe and have faith, we use to trick ourselves into thinking that there's something more after death. Just as in life we somehow and sometimes fool ourselves in believing that in death that there's something more and something better, maybe we still have that ability to trick ourselves in death too. Maybe we're dead already and this is just one of our afterlives in a parallel dimension.
I don't know. I don't have a clue. No one knows. No one has a clue. If they tell you they've seen God, the Devil, Heaven, and Hell, either they're trying to scam money or they're crazy.
* * * * *
"I Can't Stop Loving You," echoed through the quiet stillness of the cemetery as if the song was in her head instead of coming from the portable cassette player.
In the way that love just happens and most times catches us by surprise, love can't be turned off just because the person we loved is dead. Sometimes, with them no longer there and with us imagining that they were better when alive and things were better in life, now that they're dead, we fool ourselves into loving them even more. In the way that Ray Charles sang about being unable to stop loving someone, having mourned the loss of William years ago, Susan now mourned her most recent loss of her beloved Patrick. No matter who takes their place, she can't stop loving them. With Patrick dying last year and William dying five, long years ago, a year before she met Patrick, her life was a rollercoaster ride of love, happiness, death, and sadness.
As if the cemetery was acoustically tuned and surround sound wired, the perfectly aligned rows of stone, granite, and marble headstones, resonated the music. As if the songs were expressly meant for her, the love songs he played softly wafted through the air and through the trees while serenading her. Then, even after she left the cemetery, the lyrics continued to play through her head as if the love songs were not only sung and meant for her but also written for her too.
"I Can't Stop Loving You," played through her head and serenaded her everywhere she went.
While swooning to the music lightheaded as if she was in love with the singers, with her having an affinity and an affection for them, love songs made her knees weak. Depending on the moment and on her mood, love songs made her sad. Love songs made her cry. Love songs made her smile. Love songs made her happy. Meant only for her, love songs made her wish she had someone who loved her enough to write a love song for her and to sing such a beautiful love song to her. Even if it was just a simple love song, such as I Love You Truly or Love Me Tender, she'd love to have her very own love song just as she'd yearned to have her very own lover and love story again.
Love songs made her pulse race and her heart beat faster. If there was a way to get to her heart, to her soul, in her head, and to get her in bed, it was with the music of a love song. With her always so lonely, especially since the death of her special friend, Patrick, she wished she had a special someone who'd sing that one, romantic love song to her.
As long as he wasn't a perverted stalker and as long as she loved him too, she'd love to have a man in her life who couldn't stop loving her in the way she can't stop loving William and Patrick. She'd love to have a man in her life who'd sing his love to her every morning and every night. As if he had written the song for her and was there with her now, she closed her eyes to listen to Ray Charles fill her head with his words and with the music of his love song.
"I can't stop love you. I've made up my mind. To live in memory of the lonesome times. I can't stop wanting you. It's useless to say. So I'll just live my life in dreams of yesterday."
The lyrics along with Ray Charles' magical voice played through her head as if an endless recording.
* * * * *
From the entrance of the cemetery, as if his love songs haunted the final burial grounds, she heard his music before she saw him. Driving further through the cemetery, Susan spotted his car, a shiny, new, black Cadillac CTS-V sedan with shiny, chrome wheels and a custom, red leather interior, before she saw him. Such a fine and expensive automobile, Susan loved cars and she loved Cadillacs nearly as much as she loved Mustangs, specifically Mustang GT's.
With his car blocking her view of him, as soon as she walked around the obstructed view from his car, she saw him from a distance so sadly sitting there alone. As if he was a statue, a permanent fixture, and now part of the cemetery, he looked as if he haunted the cemetery and belonged there. As if he had slept there overnight and as if he had never left the cemetery, but for his change of clothes, he was there in front of the same grave playing the same nine, love songs over and again. At first glance with him so pale and with his grey hair nearly white, is she didn't know he was alive, she'd think he was a ghost.
Susan had seen him there many times before but, not wanting to intrude and careful not to stare, she had never spoken to him. With her feeling as if she already knew him, she vicariously bonded with him through her loss of her special someone's, her friends, her companions, and her lovers with whomever he had lost too. No matter who had died, wherever she went and whatever she did, the raw, painful, and empty feelings of loss were always the same and were always there with her. Unable to think of anything else, she was lost in the moment of memories, good times, and bad times with snips of dialogue that were salted with laughter and tears.
In the way he mourned the loss of his loved one by sitting there hour after hour and day after day, she mourned the loss of her loved one too. With him grieving for his loss in the way she grieved for her loss, in the way she felt connected with Patrick and with William before him, somehow, without even knowing his name, she already felt connected to him. With Susan just seeing him and realizing how devoted he was to whomever it was he had lost to death, she felt the same way after losing her two special friends. Developing a vicarious connection from afar, with each knowing and understanding the other's pain, she felt that they could be friends, good friends, close friends, companions, and perhaps even lovers if ever they met and were formally introduced. In the way she had bonded so closely with William and Patrick, she could see herself bonding with him too.
Only, wrong for her to intrude on his private moment with his deceased loved one, just as she'd rather not be bothered by someone trying to pick her up in a cemetery, she'd never be forward enough to introduce herself. This was a cemetery after all and not a dance hall, a club, a bar, and/or a meeting place for singles. Unless she was filling her head with good memories of Patrick and of William, the time she spent here were sad times and not happy ones. With her seeing him there every time she came to the cemetery, she wondered if he visited the cemetery every day or coincidentally was there just on the days that she happened to visit the cemetery too.
With him too preoccupied talking to whomever was buried there, he didn't seem to even notice her coming, going, and sitting there talking to her special friend in the way she noticed him talking to his special friend too. Perhaps because she didn't play music or sing was the reason why he didn't notice her. Yet, hard not to notice her with her long, lush, naturally blonde hair that cascaded down her shapely back, he'd have to be blind, dead, or gay not to notice her.
If she was anything, she was single, unattached, and an unencumbered beautiful, young woman without baggage, pets, and/or children. If she was anything, she was a living beacon of light in a black and white burial ground of quiet desolation and distraught desperation. Giving grieving widowers another choice to death and a second chance at living life large, Susan gave older men what they wanted and what they so needed to move forward with their lives. She was the reason why the older men who were with her wanted to continue to live and not yet die. She was the reason why the older men who were with her were generous with her in life and even more generous with her after their deaths.
She gave them hope. She gave them joy. She gave them friendship. She gave them companionship. She gave them happiness and excitement. She gave them sex, lots of sex, more sex than they ever had with their wives. She loved them in the way they needed to be loved and in the way they so loved her too. Alas, they were dead. Her beloved William and Patrick were both dead.
* * * * *
Seemingly, not interested in meeting someone new, he didn't see her sometimes looking over at him and watching him while he listened to the beautiful music he played. With her so very lonely and obviously with him lonely too, he didn't seem interested in her in the way she could be interested in him if only they met. Only, with her still mourning the loss of one man, Susan wasn't yet ready to love another man so soon after the death of Patrick. She still had William in her head too. Yet, hard to believe that so much time had already passed, Patrick had been dead and buried for 1 year, two months, and three days. How was that possible? Where did the time go?
Always seeing him alone, being that he didn't look like he wanted and/or needed her company or anyone's company for that matter, perhaps it was better that she left him alone and in peace. Just as she needed to be left alone with her bad self, perhaps he needed to be left alone with his bad self too. Perhaps the one he lost was his love of his life, his wife, someone he loved and had been together with for a number of years and now he was done with women. Maybe he wasn't even a heterosexual man but a gay man. Perhaps the one he lost was his gay, best friend, his partner in life, and his lover, someone he loved and had been together with for a number of years. Yet, still so very curious, unable to help herself, she wondered who he was visiting.
She wondered if he was visiting his mother, his father, his wife, his child, or his special friend in the way she paid her respects to her special friends whenever she made the time to visit their graves. Even from the fifty yard distance between them, he looked so very sad. He looked sad in the way that William and Patrick looked sad when she met them in this very cemetery and in the way that she looked sad now. She could feel his pain and his suffering sorrow. In the way she helped eased their pain, she knew that she could ease his pain too.
Actually, if they were to meet, in the way she did with William and with Patrick, they'd both be helping one another. If they were to meet, in the way she did with William first and with Patrick next, they could become friends, good friends, close friends, and companions before perhaps becoming lovers. Yet, in the way that William and Patrick were ready to move on with their lives before meeting her, with him obviously still in the grieving period, he didn't seem ready to begin a new relationship with her or with anyone.
To be continued...
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"I Can't Stop Loving You," Ch. 02
A devoted husband, 68-year-old Walter, an older man, found love again with 39-year-old Susan, a much younger woman after his beloved Mary died.
Continued from Chapter 01:
Seemingly, not interested in meeting someone new, he didn't see her sometimes looking over at him and watching him while he listened to the beautiful music he played. With her so very lonely and obviously with him lonely too, he didn't seem interested in her in the way she could be interested in him if only they met. Only, with her still mourning the loss of one man, Susan wasn't yet ready to love another man so soon after the death of Patrick. She still had William in her head too. Yet, hard to believe that so much time had already passed, Patrick had been dead and buried for 1 year, two months, and three days. How was that possible? Where did the time go?
Always seeing him alone, being that he didn't look like he wanted and/or needed her company or anyone's company for that matter, perhaps it was better that she left him alone and in peace. Just as she needed to be left alone with her bad self, perhaps he needed to be left alone with his bad self too. Perhaps the one he lost was his love of his life, his wife, someone he loved and had been together with for a number of years and now he was done with women. Maybe he wasn't even a heterosexual man but a gay man. Perhaps the one he lost was his gay, best friend, his partner in life, and his lover, someone he loved and had been together with for a number of years. Yet, still so very curious, unable to help herself, she wondered who he was visiting.
She wondered if he was visiting his mother, his father, his wife, his child, or his special friend in the way she paid her respects to her special friends whenever she made the time to visit their graves. Even from the fifty yard distance between them, he looked so very sad. He looked sad in the way that William and Patrick looked sad when she met them in this very cemetery and in the way that she looked sad now. She could feel his pain and his suffering sorrow. In the way she helped eased their pain, she knew that she could ease his pain too.
Actually, if they were to meet, in the way she did with William and with Patrick, they'd both be helping one another. If they were to meet, in the way she did with William first and with Patrick next, they could become friends, good friends, close friends, and companions before perhaps becoming lovers. Yet, in the way that William and Patrick were ready to move on with their lives before meeting her, with him obviously still in the grieving period, he didn't seem ready to begin a new relationship with her or with anyone.
Chapter 02:
Believing that he was, she wondered if he was as lost, as sad, as depressed, as alone, and as lonely as she was after first losing her beloved William and now after losing her beloved Patrick. To lose one love of her life is tragic enough but to lose two loves of her life is not fair and not right. Just as she was so very happy with William, she was so very happy with Patrick too. Then, when they died, just as she was so very sad over William, she was so very sad over Patrick too.
As if this cemetery was her Hell and a sad joke doomed to repeat the death of a loved one over and again, maybe she was cursed to find love and to lose love over and again. As if she was their angel of mercy, maybe her job was to make those last few years of the older men she befriended, loved, and had sex with happy years. Keeping her from thinking of her love lost, they certainly helped her through some hard times with their time, their wisdom, and their kind generosity in the way she helped them with her love, companionship, and sex.
Able to constantly and continually entertain her, older men always had a funny joke to tell her that she never heard or an interesting tidbit of history that she never knew. Always eager to speak their mind, offer their opinions, and tell her their point of views, they were always up on the current events and the latest politics too. Having a childlike delivery and sense of enthusiasm, they thought every joke they told her was funny and every tidbit of history was interesting. Yet, even if their jokes weren't funny or their historical tidbits weren't interesting, she laughed and listened anyway. In the way they shared their jokes, their current events information, their politics, and their historical tidbits with her made them funny, newsworthy, and interesting. More than anything else, she missed their personality and their zest for life.
As if telling her a fable that was another lesson learned in life, older men always had a new story to tell her. As if they were her teacher, her mentor, and her oracle, older men schooled her in how to live morally, modestly, spiritually, and financially better. Older men educated her as to why people were the way they were when they weren't at their best. Older men were as wise as they were witty and made for charming companions.
In the way that older men seemed lucky and blessed to be with her, she felt equally as lucky and blessed to be with them too. Forsaking younger men and men her own age, Susan was more attracted to an older man, a man old enough to be her father. She was more interested in and attracted to a man who could lighten her load and enlighten her with knowledge and wisdom while lighting her way to make her life more fun and interesting.
"I love you, Daddy," she enjoyed calling them Daddy as much as they seemingly enjoyed hearing her call them Daddy.
* * * * *
Just as she was lucky to have found someone like William, she was lucky to have found someone like Patrick too. What were the odds of finding the two loves of her life in all places a cemetery? With her unsuccessfully looking for her dream man in clubs, in bars, and online dating sites, she never thought she'd find the loves of her life in of all places a cemetery.
Yet, had William not died, just as she was mourning the loss of him when she met Patrick, she never would have met Patrick. Now, alone again and hating being alone with her bad self, with her feeling so lonely, she needed someone in her life. She needed a man, a strong man, and a man of character, distinction, and conviction. She needed to find another older man to call him her Daddy. Having gone through her share of young men and men her age, she now preferred older men, men who were old enough to be the father she never knew and never had in her life.
Older men knew how to treat a woman. Whether holding a door open for her, pulling out her chair and pushing it back in, opening a car door, or making her feel as if she was the only woman in the room, older men had class. Always knowing the right things to say, older men were polite and have manners. They'd never say anything inappropriate or insulting to her. Just the opposite, they were always complimenting her hair, her perfume, and her clothes. Compared to the younger players out there, the cheaters, the beaters, and the deceivers, older men treated her better. Older men were not only sincere but also honest and treated her in the way she wanted and needed to be treated.
Seemingly with her their second chance at love and with them correcting all of the mistakes they made with women in their past, older men where lovingly attentive and kind to her. Instead of only talking about themselves, older men actually talked to her about deeper and more meaningful things in life. Even when she knew little or nothing about what they were discussing, they included her in their conversations. Older men not only talked to her but also they listened to her and responded in kind to all that she said.
'Wow,' she had grown accustomed to that attentiveness, something she never received when with a younger man or even a man her age.
Having never had a real conversation with men her age, younger, or a little older, how refreshing it was to have a real conversation about life, current events, and world happenings instead of having sex, sex, and more sex? Careful what she said sometimes, younger men and to men her age wouldn't think twice about hitting her. Always having to filter whatever she said, she could never speak her mind or voice her opinion with a younger man and a man her own age. Never feeling threatened or brutalized, her relationship was so different with an older man.
Careful what she said sometimes, instead of hitting her, older men actually remembered all that she said and could literally play it back word for word. Older men not only listened to her but also they were interested in hearing what she had to say. Older men welcomed having a conversation with her. Further proof that they were listening and not just zoning out, they responded to her by asking her questions to what she had just said. Older men were not only her lovers but her friends, her best friends.
Forget the kissing, the touching, the holding, the hugging, the feeling, and the fondling, younger men and men her age just wanted to get her naked as quickly as they could. Forget about foreplay, younger men and men her age, just wanted sex. Forget about facing her to make love while kissing her and feeling her, younger men and men her age, just wanted to bend her over the couch, the bed, or a table and fuck her from behind. Forget about reciprocating the sexual pleasure she gave them by licking her pussy while fingering her pussy, they just wanted a blowjob. In the way it was never about her, sex was all about them. They just wanted to get off by cumming in her mouth while watching her swallow before leaving.
As if her clothes were on fire, instead of just stripping off her clothes in a panicked rush to get her naked, older men romanced her before slowly seducing her. Older men never ripped off her clothes in lust. Instead they kissed her while feeling her through her clothes before they helped her undress with love. Showing her more romantic passion than sexual passion, older men appreciated every minute they had with her naked or not. Older men treated her in the way that every men should learn how to treat a woman.
Taking their sweet time with foreplay, it was as if their kisses, touches, feels, pats, squeezes, and fondles were part of the way older men made love to her. Instead of staring at the back of her head while they groped her tits and fucked her pussy doggie style, older men kissed her, held her, and felt her through her clothes while looking her eyes. In the way that younger men and men her age only wanted to use her for sex, a two-way street, older men were there for her instead of there for themselves.
Older men loved giving her oral pleasure as much as they enjoyed receiving oral pleasure. More sexually experienced, older men were ready, willing, and able to make her cum before they did. Older men knew everything about her where younger men and men her age didn't take the time to know much more about her than her breast size, that they loved her ass, and that she was a natural blonde. Older men were a pleasure while younger men and men her age were a drag.
Instead of having a one night stand, she developed a real friendship with both William first and then with Patrick later. Instead of just having an affair, she had a friendship, a companionship, and a loving relationship. Instead of their relationship being one way and their way as it was with younger men and men her age, a relationship with an older man was a shared, give and take, and back and forth connection. A win/win for both, in the way she cared for and loved them, older men cared for and loved her too. There was nothing like the love she felt when loved by her surrogate father, her Daddy.
"I love you, Daddy," she used to say to William before she habitually uttered that phrase to Patrick too.
* * * * *
In the way that it made them feel her love when she called them Daddy is how she truly felt when she called them Daddy. Indeed, she loved them as if they were her Daddy, albeit a Daddy with sexual benefits. Yet, more than just a father figure, they were indeed her Daddy. They were always there for her. She was as much of a part of their lives as they were in her life. Whereas younger men and men her age didn't even answer their phones to take her call, as if they really were her Daddy, just a phone call away, her surrogate fathers would come running.
'I love you, Daddy,' the memory of those words now made her so sad instead of so happy.
Too many times to remember, how many times did she say that to William while throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him, French kissing him? Too many times to remember, how many times did she say that to Patrick while throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him, French kissing him? All she knew was in the way that they treated her as if she was their daughter, albeit with sexual benefits, she treated them as if they were her father, albeit with sexual benefits too.
"I love you, Daddy," she said numerous times, too many times to remember, when she was with them, talking to them on the phone, and/or when sending them an e-mail.
Nothing more than a familiar expression of respect in the acknowledgement of the differences in their ages, as much as they enjoyed her calling them Daddy, she enjoyed calling them Daddy too. Instead of calling her daughter, they'd call her Susan, Susan Jill, or just Jill. Preferring to be called Susan, she never liked the name Sue or Suzie.
Yet, whichever name they called her by, as long as they called her, she didn't really care. Just as they were important to her in her life, it made her feel loved to know that she was as important to them in their lives too. The important thing was that they not only called her but also they knew who she was as a person. They knew that she truly loved them as much as they truly loved her.
"I love you, Susan," they'd say back to her when treating her more like their friend, their companion, and their lover than they deemed her their daughter.
Even though they weren't her biological fathers, with her not even knowing who her real father was, she felt as if they were her surrogate fathers. She felt as if she was their adult, adopted daughter. Aside from the deeply rooted psychological issues of her looking for her Daddy, what was wrong with that? Instead of being with a man who was cruel to her, who treated her like shit, and/or who beat her, she was with a good, kind, and loving man, albeit an older man, a man who not only loved her but also respected her. Able to put their age differences aside, when she thought about her relationship with men in that regard, she didn't see anything wrong with having a friendship and a sexual relationship with a man old enough to be her father.
For sure, if they were her biological father, she wouldn't be having sex with them. For sure, if they were her real father, she wouldn't be fucking them and sucking them. Something she could never bring herself to do, sex between a father and daughter would be too weird. Sex between a father and daughter would be too creepy. Sex between a father and daughter would be nasty.
Instead of just the mutually loving, non-sexual relationship that she hoped and needed to have with an older man, their bond quickly grew to include physical and emotional intimacy and sex. Sex between a father and daughter would be incest and their relationship incestuous. Whether younger, her age, or much older, friends first before becoming lovers, she needed to trust any man before she could sleep with them.
Sexual relations between a father and daughter were not only forbidden but also illegal in most states, countries, and religions. Yet, without experiencing all of the complications that went along with having an incestuous relationship between a father and his daughter, sex between a younger woman and an older man was the next best thing. As opposed to a daughter having sex with her father in an incestuous relationship, sex between an older men and a much younger woman was as legal as it was accepted. Just as Susan enjoyed falling in love with a man who was old enough to be her father, she enjoyed having sex with a man who was old enough to be her father too. Feeling more like love than sex, the sex was different. The sex was more loving and actually so much better.
* * * * *
What an older man couldn't make up for in stamina and endurance, he made up for in many other loving ways. Putting the sex aside as only one small part of making love and having a loving relationship, when taking inventory of all of their positives, older men were better lovers than younger men and men her age. Bypassing everything else, the romance, the loving touches, the foreplay, the conversations, and the communication, younger men and men her age only wanted sex whereas older men wanted it all. Seemingly, when with a younger man or a man her age, once the lights were out, it didn't much matter what she looked like or who she was as long as she had hands, a mouth, tits, and a pussy.
Women on the other hand were different. Just as men needed more visual stimulation, women needed more emotional stimulation. In that regard, more younger woman would feel comfortable having sex with a much older man than there are men who would feel comfortable having sex with a much older women. Then, of course, there are those men who yearn to have sex with their mothers but that's a different issue entirely.
Forget about all of the rest, younger men and men her age only wanted a blowjob. Younger men and men her age didn't care about her needs, her emotions, and whether they even sexually satisfied her. When not giving her an orgasm, younger men and men her age left her sexually frustrated. Older men always gave her an orgasm before she gave them one.
When with an older man, they talked before sex, during sex, and after having sex. By merely talking to her, listening to her, remembering what she said, and understanding her, older men took the time to make sure that they communicated with her emotionally first before stripping off her clothes to connect with her physically. Sex with an older man as opposed to having sex with younger men and men her age were totally different. There's more to a relationship than just sex and older men always gave her what she wanted and needed. Never leaving her sexually frustrated, whether with their fingers, their tongues, or their cocks, older men always made sure that she was sexually satisfied.
Older men gave her the sexual pleasure that they wanted her to receive first before they sexually indulged themselves. An older man did kind and loving things that younger men and men her age would never even think to do. From doing her laundry to serving her breakfast in bed, there was so much more to be said about a man who knew how to treat a woman when not naked and in bed. More than just sex, whether watching a chick flick, a foreign film, or even playing Scrabble or chess, it was romantic to have a man doting on her and doing thoughtful, kind, and considerate things for her.
Younger men and men her age didn't even stay long enough to enjoy the afterglow of sex. From the moment they touched her to the moment they left, everything was rushed and too rushed to be savored and enjoyed. As if they were in a race and in a hurry to finish, younger men and men her age didn't take the quality time that older men did. Not even staying for a glass of wine or a cup of coffee, younger men and men her age were sometimes already gone from her bed before she had even awakened.
Younger men and men her age were eager to get in her pants before having sex. Younger men and men her age didn't call her after having sex. With younger men and men her age disappearing after having sex, younger men and men her age didn't buy her flowers, perfume, jewelry and make reservations for dinner the night after they had sex in the way older men did. Other than having sex, younger men and men her age didn't spend quality time with her to talk to her and listen to what she said. Where younger men and men her age were clueless, older men knew what a woman wanted and needed to have not just in a sexual relationship but also in a loving relationship too.



* * * * *
When her mystery man wasn't there one day when she was there, perhaps he had a doctor's appointment or was ill, curious enough and nosy enough to do so, she walked over to see the name on the headstone he visited. Now so accustomed to hearing the love songs playing sweetly in the background, something she thought was weird to hear before, it was now weird not to have music in the cemetery. She stood in front of the headstone that he so lovingly guarded to look at her name. Mary, her name was Mary, and she was only 62-years-old when she died on Valentine's Day, of all the days to die. With him sitting there every day, with her dying so young and on Valentine's Day, if only she knew what happened, their love story could be the greatest love story never told.
As bad as dying on her birthday, their anniversary, Christmas, or New Year's Day, or on any given day of significance, how awful to die on the day of love? Now the day of love will forever be marred and forever be sullied by the sadness of her death. Yet, envious of Mary dying on Valentine's Day, with her death on that special day of love, she forever put that day in the mind and in the heart of her special someone. If Susan could chose a day to die, so romantic to die on the day of love, she'd chose Valentine's Day to die on too.
Curious now, maybe because she was bored and no longer had a life of her own after losing both William and then Patrick to death, with her not even knowing the woman, she wondered how Mary died. Both William and Patrick died of heart failure when she wasn't even there with them to hold them, to hug them, to comfort them, and to kiss them. She wasn't there with them to bid them her last goodbyes and to cry her tears of sadness over them when they took their last breaths. Now she wondered more about him, the man she saw at the cemetery every time she visited there than she did about William and/or about Patrick.
Who was he? With everyone having a unique story to tell, she wondered what his story was. With everyone having a sexual fantasy and with no two sexual fantasies quite the same, she wondered what his sexual fantasy was. She wondered what his name was. Not that it made much of a difference as long as the romantic connection was there, she wondered how old he was? With William 72-years-old when he died, Patrick was 73-years-old when he died. Hard to tell, she wondered if he was younger or older than William and Patrick when she met them at their respective ages of 69-years-old and 70-years-old.
With her coming to the cemetery at different times of the day and with her seeing him every time she was there, she imagined he sat there alone and lonely day after day and hour after hour. Sometimes he sat there in silence and without playing music. As if he was Mary's eternal flame, seemingly so in love with her and devoted to her, she wished she had someone in her life who loved her and who was as devoted to her.
"I Can't Stop Loving You..."
Just as she thought that, breaking the absolute silence of the cemetery, Ray Charles' song played through her mind and through the air. As if he was serenading her, romancing her, and seducing her, that man, whoever he was, was playing her song on his cassette recorder. Wishing Mary's love story was her love story, she envied the love affair he had with Mary. Obviously, there was something so very special about Mary in life as there still was in death. She wondered what it was about Mary.
She had loving affairs too. She had William, who loved her in that special way. Then, she had Patrick who loved her in that special way too. Yet, alone now, she missed the daily devotion, the attention, and their doting on her in the way they made her feel so special, so needed, so wanted, so desired, and so loved. She missed the serious conversations and the laughter they both gave her. Alas, now so alone, so lonely, so sexually frustrated, and with her having so much love to give, she had no one who couldn't stop loving her in the way that she still couldn't stop loving them.
"I Can't Stop Loving You," continued playing through the cemetery as if it was an endless echo.
Those words moved her. They haunted her. They saddened her. Wherever she went those words went with her and were in her head to inspire flashbacks of William and Patrick as if they were still there with her. In the way the song haunted her, the memories of her deceased lovers haunted her too. At least when she dies, she'll have two special friends waiting for her to arrive in Heaven.
* * * * *
She wondered about her mystery man again. Maybe with him feeling remorsefully guilty, he was somehow directly or indirectly responsible for Mary's death. Maybe, in a fit of rage, he accidentally killed her and felt so sorry for her death that he was cursed to visit her grave every day. Maybe, because she didn't give him sex, never gave him sex, getting away with murder, he deliberately killed her and hid her murder from the police.
Now, as much as she wondered about him, she wondered about Mary. Maybe she died of cancer, breast cancer, stomach cancer, brain cancer, or lung cancer. Maybe she died in a fall or in a car accident. Maybe she died in a freak accident and was electrocuted by lightning, a tree fell on her, was washed away in a flood, or killed in a fire. Maybe just her time to go, having a heart attack, she died of that or of natural causes associated with some rare disease and subsequent long-term illness.
Maybe, with the excitement too much for her, he surprised her with flowers, candy, something sexy to wear, perfume, and/or jewelry, and a romantic card on the day of love she died, Valentine's Day. Maybe, as she'd liked to believe with her romantic heart, with the both of them so in love, they made love longer and more passionately than they should have had at their age. Maybe while he was inside of her and making love to her before fucking her a little too hard, she died of a heart attack or a cerebral hemorrhage while making love on Valentine's Day. Now, the reason for his daily devotion, his daily visits, and playing love songs, she imagined he felt as guilty as he was directly or indirectly responsible for her death and untimely demise by loving her too much.
'Wow,' thought Susan to herself while swooning with the romantic albeit deadly thought of Mary dying on Valentine's Day. 'What a way to go? To die while making love on Valentine's Day, how cool is that? With her never thinking about her death and how she'd like to die, if she was given the choice, to die while making love on Valentine's Day is how she'd like to die too.'
If she had a choice of how she'd die, with Ray Charles singing "I Can't Stop Loving You," in the background, she'd want to die naked in bed and in the arms of her lover on Valentine's Day. As if she was Lady Gaga in American Horror Story Hotel, how lovingly romantic to put a loving spin on something as horribly tragic as death. Only, no doubt, her lover may not have the same romantic fantasy of her dying in his arms while having sex. Yet, combining the pleasure of love with the tragedy of death, dying while making love was now her latest sexual fantasy to have nonetheless. With her having no one in her life and with apologies to no one, she was allowed that sexual fantasy or any other sexual fantasy that she wanted to have.
Yet, rearing its ugly head with fraught to frighten her fiction and fantasy with fact, reality was always there to ruin her sexual fantasy. In fiction, as her sexual fantasy, she'd love to die in her lover's arms on Valentine's Day. In reality a deceased person loses all of their muscle control and bodily fluids. Spoiling her sexual fantasy, unless the person was into scat, shit play, golden showers, and/or pee play, she knew her fantasy of dying while making love wasn't a realistic one or even an attractive choice. Ruining the image with revulsion, dying while making love could be a very smelly experience and a disgusting proposition.
Moreover, with her dead in her lover's arms on Valentine's Day, unless the person was a necrophiliac and into necrophilia, having sex with a corpse was nasty. With her giving him too much of a dose of reality by dying while making love on the day of love, Valentine's Day, how could she leave her lover with such a mess? There's nothing worse than the mess that a postmortem body makes. With her losing much of her bodily fluids and stinking up the whole house, he'd have to fumigate and deodorize the whole house, toss out the mattress, and burn the pillows and the sheets. For sure, not something she'd like to leave her lover to remember her by, that's not an image she'd like to leave him or anyone at all.
To be continued...
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"I Can't Stop Loving You," Ch. 03
A devoted husband, 68-year-old Walter, an older man, found love again with 39-year-old Susan, a much younger woman after his beloved Mary died.
Continued from Chapter 02:
She wondered about her mystery man again. Maybe with him feeling remorsefully guilty, he was somehow directly or indirectly responsible for Mary's death. Maybe, in a fit of rage, he accidentally killed her and felt so sorry for her death that he was cursed to visit her grave every day. Maybe, because she didn't give him sex, never gave him sex, getting away with murder, he deliberately killed her and hid her murder from the police.
Now, as much as she wondered about him, she wondered about Mary. Maybe she died of cancer, breast cancer, stomach cancer, brain cancer, or lung cancer. Maybe she died in a fall or in a car accident. Maybe she died in a freak accident and was electrocuted by lightning, a tree fell on her, was washed away in a flood, or killed in a fire. Maybe just her time to go, having a heart attack, she died of that or of natural causes associated with some rare disease and subsequent long-term illness.
Maybe, with the excitement too much for her, he surprised her with flowers, candy, something sexy to wear, perfume, and/or jewelry, and a romantic card on the day of love she died, Valentine's Day. Maybe, as she'd liked to believe with her romantic heart, with the both of them so in love, they made love longer and more passionately than they should have had at their age. Maybe while he was inside of her and making love to her before fucking her a little too hard, she died of a heart attack or a cerebral hemorrhage while making love on Valentine's Day. Now, the reason for his daily devotion, his daily visits, and playing love songs, she imagined he felt as guilty as he was directly or indirectly responsible for her death and untimely demise by loving her too much.
'Wow,' thought Susan to herself while swooning with the romantic albeit deadly thought of Mary dying on Valentine's Day. 'What a way to go? To die while making love on Valentine's Day, how cool is that? With her never thinking about her death and how she'd like to die, if she was given the choice, to die while making love on Valentine's Day is how she'd like to die too.'
If she had a choice of how she'd die, with Ray Charles singing "I Can't Stop Loving You," in the background, she'd want to die naked in bed and in the arms of her lover on Valentine's Day. As if she was Lady Gaga in American Horror Story Hotel, how lovingly romantic to put a loving spin on something as horribly tragic as death. Only, no doubt, her lover may not have the same romantic fantasy of her dying in his arms while having sex. Yet, combining the pleasure of love with the tragedy of death, dying while making love was now her latest sexual fantasy to have nonetheless. With her having no one in her life and with apologies to no one, she was allowed that sexual fantasy or any other sexual fantasy that she wanted to have.
Yet, rearing its ugly head with fraught to frighten her fiction and fantasy with fact, reality was always there to ruin her sexual fantasy. In fiction, as her sexual fantasy, she'd love to die in her lover's arms on Valentine's Day. In reality a deceased person loses all of their muscle control and bodily fluids. Spoiling her sexual fantasy, unless the person was into scat, shit play, golden showers, and/or pee play, she knew her fantasy of dying while making love wasn't a realistic one or even an attractive choice. Ruining the image with revulsion, dying while making love could be a very smelly experience and a disgusting proposition.
Moreover, with her dead in her lover's arms on Valentine's Day, unless the person was a necrophiliac and into necrophilia, having sex with a corpse was nasty. With her giving him too much of a dose of reality by dying while making love on the day of love, Valentine's Day, how could she leave her lover with such a mess? There's nothing worse than the mess that a postmortem body makes. With her losing much of her bodily fluids and stinking up the whole house, he'd have to fumigate and deodorize the whole house, toss out the mattress, and burn the pillows and the sheets. For sure, not something she'd like to leave her lover to remember her by, that's not an image she'd like to leave him or anyone at all.
Chapter 03:
After hearing the sad, love songs he played over and again, "I Can't Stop Loving You," put her in a melancholy, albeit romantic mood. Unable to get the song out of her head, "I Can't Stop Loving You," stayed with her and played over and again in her head. Hearing that song before William and Patrick died always put her in a romantic mood. Now, hearing that song after their deaths made her feel sad, alone, and lonely. In the way she never felt that the song was written for her before the two loves of her life died, she definitely felt that the song was written for her now that they're both dead.
Notwithstanding all of the forgettable sex that happens behind the silver screen, she thought of all of the great romances that happened in Hollywood. Greater than the love affair of Kathryn Hepburn and Spencer Tracy, she thought of Humphrey Bogart with Lauren Bacall, and Elizabeth Taylor with Richard Burton. Greater than the love affair of Paul Newman and Joanne Woodward, she thought of George Burns with Gracie Allen, and Jerry Stiller with Anne Meara. Greater than the love affair of Johnny Cash and June Carter, she thought of Mel Brooks with Anne Bancroft, and Annette Benning with Warren Beatty.
Greater than the love affair of Tom Hanks and Rita Wilson, she thought of John Travolta with Kelly Preston, and Kevin Bacon with Kyra Sedgwick. Greater than the love affair of Angelina Jolie with Brad Pitt, she thought of Beyoncé with Jay Z, and Ossie Davis with Ruby Dee. Greater than the love affair of Ric Ocasic and Paulina Porizkova, she thought of Faith Hill with Tim McGraw, and Ozzy with Sharon Osbourne. Greater than the love affair of Michael J. Fox with Tracy Pollan, she thought of Mark Harmon with Pam Dauber, and Danny DeVito with Rhea Perlman. Greater than the love affair of Will Smith and Jada Pinkett, and Denzel Washington with Pauletta, she thought of Lucille Ball with Desi Arnaz, Roy Rogers with Dale Evens, and Ozzie with Harriet Nelson.
She thought of all the great love story movies such as Before Sunrise, Before Sunset, and Before Midnight, The Graduate, and Jerry Maguire. Greater than Love Story, Ghost, and the Titanic, she thought of Lost in Translation, The Notebook, Pretty Woman, Brokeback Mountain, The Wedding Singer, Pride & Prejudice, Gone Girl, Dirty Dancing, The Theory of Everything, and American Beauty. She recalled Silver Linings Playbook, You've Got Mail, The Phantom of the Opera, Beauty and the Beast, Amelie, Midnight in Paris, Love Actually, Sweet Home Alabama, The Sound of Music, Gone with the Wind, Moulin Rouge, and Casablanca.
Too many romantic movies to even remember, she remembered, Bridget Jones Diary, Bull Durham, Groundhog Day, When Harry Met Sally, The Illusionist, and Message in a Bottle. Then, there was Slumdog Millionaire, Dracula, Up in the Air, As Good as it Gets, and Breakfast at Tiffany's. How could she not include Lolita, Walk the Line, West Side Story, The Artist, and The Crying Game. Included in her list of great love movies was The Bridges of Madison County, Roman Holiday, A Room with a View, Eternal Sunshine of a Spotless Mind, Hannah and her Sisters, and The Apartment.
Then, not stopping there, she thought of all of the great romances in literature. Greater than Scarlett O'Hara and Rhett Butler, Jane Eyre and Rochester, Catherine and Heathcliff, Elizabeth Bennett and Darcy, William Smith and Pocahontas, Jay Gatsby and Daisy Buchanan, she imagined the greatest love stories in literature. Continuing with her thoughts of great romances, she thought of all of the great romances in history. Greater than Paris and Helen, Cleopatra and Mark Antony, Lancelot and Guinevere, Napoleon and Josephine, Prince Edward and Wallis Simpson, Bonnie and Clyde, she imagined the greatest love stories in History.
Then, still not stopping there, she imagined the greatest love story of all. She imagined Shakespeare's Romeo and Juliet. Of all the love stories ever told, there was only one that stayed with her forever, the one that encompassed love with death. In the way she so loved William and Patrick, both of her lovers died. Both of her lovers are dead.
Now with the two loves of her life gone and buried, she was alone, so alone and so lonely. When William and Patrick died, all of her fair weather friends died with them. No wife, girlfriend, or significant other woman wanted a beautiful, unattached woman around their husband, boyfriend, of significant other man. Falling back on her fantasy of fictional characters, as if she was in the audience at the Globe Theatre with William Shakespeare backstage, she imagined Romeo and Juliet performing live.
"O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?"
Suddenly, as if the story was true instead of fiction, she found herself standing there as if she was witnessing all that was happening. Surprised by the sight of her motionless body as much as by the smell of her, she imagined Romeo finding Juliet dead. With him so accustomed to people dying so young and littering the landscape in the 16th century, when there wasn't a foul stench in the air, he should have known that his beloved Juliet wasn't dead but asleep. Only, with him thinking that she was dead after she drank a potion that made her appear dead, he didn't know she was just sleeping.
Then, unable to live his life without her, seemingly not knowing enough to check her pulse, listen to her heart, or hold a mirror to her nose to see her breath, believing she was dead, he drank poison and died. Then, when Juliet awakened, with her unable to live her life without him, she stabbed herself to death with her dagger. Still, even when removing all of the romance and replacing it with the reality of death, the lost bodily fluids, the stench, and the decomposition, their tragic love story of love and death was still one of the greatest love stories ever told.
* * * * *
Now consumed with curiosity, Susan wondered more about Mary. What about Mary? There must have been something so very special about her for him to love her as much and park himself in front of her tombstone every day for hours at a time. She wondered what it was that made Mary so special. Curious to know who she was and what she was like in life, she wondered again how she died.
Maybe she had a terrible accident, a car accident or she slipped, fell, and hit her head. Maybe she was ill for a long time and finally succumbed to her illness. With scenarios of her death dancing in her head, she wondered how long they were married, if even they were married. Perhaps Mary, the love of his life, was his mistress, his sister, or cousin with whom he was having an incestuous affair.
With their love story not so dissimilar to the tragic love story of Romeo and Juliet, Mary's love story included life, love, and now death. In the way that Romeo pined over the loss of his precious Juliet, Susan's mystery man pined over the loss of his precious Mary by standing watch over her gravesite while playing love songs. How devastatingly romantic is that? There untold love story could be the new movie of the week.
Imagining her as sexy and pretty, Susan wondered what Mary looked like. She wondered if Mary was short, tall, thin, average, or obese. Being that he was tall, she imagine Mary being tall too. She wondered about her personality, if she was happy, sad, funny, or shy. She wondered if she was an average looking woman or if she was pretty, or perhaps strikingly beautiful. She wondered if he had a preference for beautiful women. She wondered about her hair color and if she was a blonde, brunette, or a redhead.
Hoping he did, she wondered if he preferred blondes. She wonder about her eye color. Again, hoping he did, she wondered if he preferred blue eyes. She wondered about Mary's breast size and if she was flat, average, or busty. Still hoping he did, she wondered if he preferred tall, beautiful, blue-eyed, blondes, with big tits in the way that she was a tall, beautiful, and a blue-eyed, blonde with big tits.
Maybe she was his girlfriend, his lover, his significant other, his special friend, and not his wife. Maybe she died of a broken heart when he left her. Maybe, after he left her, she died of guilt when his wife discovered their extramarital affair. Maybe his wife killed Mary and is in prison serving time for her murder. Maybe after he left her and with him out of her life, with her feeling so distraught and rejected, she committed suicide. Maybe, indeed, a real love story, one that happens every day to millions of people, with them married for decades, she was his wife and he was her devoted husband.
With her not there every day in the way he was seemingly there every day, she was there sporadically, less now that her beloved Patrick had been dead for more than a year and her beloved William was dead much longer than that. In the good weather, he sat there for hours in his lawn chair and talked to her as if she was still alive and was still there with him. Never without the cassette recorder that he carried with him, as if he was at the beach or on a picnic instead of at the cemetery, he always played music. He always played those nine, love songs. As if the musical background accompanied their love story, the music from their love songs filled the air.
Sometimes, not caring if he was alone of if there were people around him who could see him and could hear him, he even sang along with the songs he played as if serenading her with his version of a love song. With everyone today using their iPhones and iPads to record and play music, she wondered if they even made cassettes and cassette players anymore. Nonetheless, seemingly committed and content to do so, he listened to and shared his music with Mary and with Susan every day she saw him there.
Maybe they weren't her favorite love songs but his favorite love songs. Prolonging her visit for the sake of listening to his romantic music, Susan enjoyed listening to his playlist whenever she was there at the cemetery too. Living vicariously through his musical arrangement of love songs, pathetic and lonely enough to do so, she imagined him playing his love songs for her.
As if trying to raise Mary's spirit from the dead with a love song, he played the same nine, love songs over and again. He played Ray Charles' "I Can't Stop Loving You", the song that stayed with her every time she heard it. He played Etta James' "At Last", Joe Cocker's "You Are So Beautiful", and Whitney Houston's "I Will Always Love You". He played Frank Sinatra's "Someone To Watch Over Me", the Righteous Brother's "Unchained Melody", and the Temptations "My Girl". He played the Beatles "Something" and the "Beach Boys God Only Knows".
With him playing nine, beautiful love songs over and again as if still at her wake or funeral, sometimes with his shoulders shaking and his head bobbing, he'd have his head down as if he was sobbing. With her wanting to cry with him, for him, for Mary, and for William and Patrick too, he made her feel so sad for his loss and as much as she felt for her loss too. In the way he seemingly didn't feel connected to her by their grief and by their loss, and in the way he seemingly didn't even notice her, conversely, she noticed him and vicariously felt connected to him.
Oddly enough, in the way she met Patrick when visiting and mourning William at the cemetery, wouldn't it be funny if she could meet another older man too? What are the odds of that happening with her meeting another man, a third older man, who could be her new love of her life. She hated living her life alone. With her feeling so very sad and so very lonely, she'd love to have someone to call Daddy again.
She'd love to feel the caring, the kindness, and the love that she felt first with William and then with Patrick with another man, a new man in her life. That first year of romance, as if newlyweds and on their Honeymoon was always the happiest. Yet, those kinds of love stories happen only once in a lifetime and it had happened to her twice in her life already. Thinking that they were astronomical, what are the odds lightning would strike her for a third time? She'd be unrealistic to think that kismet and destiny could strike her again for a third time.
* * * * *
When it rained or when the sun was too hot to be outside for very long, as if at the beach, he stuck an umbrella in the top of his lawn chair. With the cemetery so solitary and so quiet when there wasn't a funeral, sometimes he brought an easel with him to paint. As if at a picnic, he had a basket of food, bottled water, and a thermos of coffee. Wondering if he was painting his beloved Mary, she was always so tempted to stand behind him to see what he was painting but allowing him his privacy, she didn't want to intrude on him and/or on his thoughts.
Seemingly, an interesting older man, the kind of man she had been drawn to recently after being abused and fucked over by younger men and by men her age, older men treated her with respect. Seemingly appreciative of her being with them, older men treated her with kindness and were much nicer to her. Forsaking younger men and men her age for older men, with older men wise, witty, intelligent, charming, mature, and sexy, she felt safe when in the company of an older man. With younger men and men her age more like an appetizer or dessert, older men were a seven course meal. The real deal, the whole thing, older men had it all over younger men and men her age. Older men had so much more to offer than just a hard cock and sex.
With older men not very hard to please, older men seemed grateful to have her in their lives as their special friend, albeit a friend with sexual benefits. A win/win for both, in the way she rewarded them with sex to not make them do without, older men rewarded her with their generosity to make sure that she never did without either. Older men made her feel protected and secure where younger men and men her age made her feel abandoned while wondering where and what they were doing when they weren't with her. Where older men made her feel comfortable, younger men and men her age made her feel jealous and angry that they were cheating on her with another woman.
* * * * *
One day, when Susan didn't see him, she wondered where he was. She wondered if during the night he had died too, before she even had a chance to meet him. Now thinking more of him than she thought of William and/or even of Patrick, he had inspired her curiosity as well as her sexual interest. With Patrick dead for more than a year, something hard for her to do without, it has been more than a year since she had sex. Seemingly now with her mystery man always on her mind and with her making more frequent trips to the cemetery to see him more than to visit with William or with Patrick, she wondered about him.
Sexually frustrated, she was horny. She needed to get laid. She needed a cock to suck. Just as she had her eye on William and Patrick, she had her eye on this new man, whoever he was. Wishing she was closer, whenever he was preoccupied with his cassette recorder or staring at Mary's head stone, she stared over at him. As good looking as was William and Patrick, he was a good looking man too. In the way she had envisioned having a love affair with William first and then Patrick, she could imagine herself having a loving relationship with him just as she could imagine herself calling him Daddy.




'God, I hope he's not dead,' she thought to herself. 'Maybe he had a doctor or dentist appointment. Maybe he wasn't feeling well and decided to remain in bed,' she thought while worried about him as if she was already in a relationship with him.
Maybe dying of a broken heart when Mary died, and with him just going through the motions of living, she wondered if he had died on Valentine's Day too. Only, it wasn't Valentine's Day. It wasn't even close to being Valentine's Day. Valentine's Day was months ago and months away. Yet, topping her Romeo and Juliet story, how romantic is that to die on Valentine's Day in the way that Mary died on Valentine's Day? Maybe with Mary the only woman he ever loved and with the death of her, he was done with women, with sex, and with love.
Nonetheless how she imagined he felt about woman, about sex, and about love, she wondered who he was, what he did for a living, if he was retired, where he lived, and if he had children. With him abruptly leaving her without her even knowing his name, she wondered if he'd be there at the cemetery tomorrow. She wondered what his name was. She imagined his name being Robert, Michael, Steven, or James. She imagined his name being Charles, Anthony, David, or George. She wondered if he'd return to the cemetery tomorrow or the next day. Maybe he'd be there later this afternoon. She'd have to swing back later to see if he was there.
Yet, with her only seeing him at his wife's grave alone, at least she assumed it was his wife, perhaps he didn't have any children or even have a wife. In the way she thought about him before, perhaps he was a gay man who lost his longtime lover, partner, and best friend in life to death. With her not having any children of her own, she knew how awful it was to begin this life and leave this life alone and without having anyone to mourn her after she was gone. Suddenly, she felt so empty. Suddenly, she felt so abandoned. She felt so alone and lonely.
With William and Patrick both dead and with her no longer talking to her mother and/or her four, much older brothers, only God knows where they all were. All she knew was that she was alone. More than just being alone and lonely, she dreaded the possibility of dying alone without anyone knowing she was dead and/or that she even existed. She dreaded being just another unidentified Jane Doe wearing a toe tag at the morgue. She dreaded the possibility of dying alone and without anyone shedding a tear or a care that she was dying and that she was dead. How awful not to have a friend in the world? How awful not to have a Daddy?
With her mother a whore, a prostitute, and a stripper who never cared or loved her, an accident of birth by one of her mother's Johns, she never knew her real father. With her brothers sexually intimate with her mother before she was even born, one of her brothers could be her father for all she knew. Then, later, with her four brothers sexually abusing her, raping her, and treating her as if her sexual abuse was her fault and she was the whore, they had nothing to do with her.
With her mother and four brothers obviously feeling guilty about how they treated her, it was better to just ostracize her from the family. It was better to forget about her as if she was never born and never existed. How awful not to be loved by anyone? Obviously, her four, drunken brothers didn't want their wives and daughters to know that they all gangbang raped her. They never treated her as if she were their little sister. They more treated her as if she was just another whore. Suddenly, without having anyone in her life, she was alone with her bad self again.
* * * * *
Even though those love songs sometimes made her feel sad, those stupid love songs made her feel alive. Even though those love songs sometimes made her feel sad, those stupid love songs were the only things that helped her by making her feel connected to someone, even if that someone was dead. They jogged her memories and inspired her thoughts of William and Patrick. Even though she felt sad when thinking about them, she felt alive when remembering them. Every time she thought of them, she prayed for them.
She had a life once, a good life, when William and Patrick were part of her life. Without hearing those love songs playing over and again, there was nothing but death, dead people, headstones, tombstones, and gravesites. Without love, just a blurb in the obituaries, no one would care that she died. Without having loved someone and someone having loved her, she may as well be dead. If only through those love songs, she was glad that death was interrupted by love.
With love so much part of life, love was so much part of death too. Everywhere she looked were dead people. All of these deceased and decomposing bodies were so much more than just names and birth and death dates. They were real people. Someone loved them. Yet, here she is still alive and it's so sadly funny how she seemingly felt more comfortable with the dead than she did with the living. Without hearing those love songs playing over and again in her head, now she felt just as dead as those who were buried in the cemetery.
Seemingly with him not paying attention to her in the way that she paid attention to him, obviously, he didn't even know that she was listening to and was addicted to hearing those nine, love songs. Sometimes when feeling so lonely and sad, hoping that her mystery man was there visiting Mary, she drove to the cemetery not to visit with William but to pretend she was visiting with Patrick to hear his love songs from afar. With Patrick's grave closer to Mary's grave than William's grave, she used Patrick as her excuse to be there.
Now, with him not paying any attention to her, she felt as ridiculous as she felt pathetic. Obviously, he wasn't interested in her in the way that she was interested in him. Obviously he was still mourning the loss of his precious Mary. Obviously, there was no room in his life for another woman, especially with Mary passing around the same time that Patrick had died.
Then, one day, he wasn't there again. So unusual not to see him there, it was odd not to see him there standing guard over Mary's tomb while playing those nine love songs. It was so eerily odd not to hear any music playing while she visited Patrick at the cemetery on the pretense of hoping to see him again. Yet, even when she wasn't there to hear them and even when he wasn't there to play them, as if he was haunting the cemetery, she heard his love songs playing over and again in her head. Now with her sitting in front of Patrick's headstone while hoping he'd arrive, when he didn't, she felt ridiculously pathetic again.
What was she doing? She felt so lost. She felt so lonely. As if she had just lost another man in her life, a man she never had the pleasure of even meeting, she felt so sad.
Suddenly, as if there was an angel coming up behind her, the air around her changed. She felt the aura and the presence of something or someone. She could feel the stare of someone or something coming up behind her. Suddenly, she was as afraid as she was excited to know that she wasn't alone. Suddenly, as if there was an animal walking through the grass, a squirrel, a cat, or a dog, she heard a shuffling movement behind her.
To be continued...
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I dedicate this story to Walter, my Daddy.
*
A devoted husband, 68-year-old Walter, an older man, found love again with 39-year-old Susan, a much younger woman after his beloved Mary died.
Continued from Chapter 03:
Even though those love songs sometimes made her feel sad, those stupid love songs made her feel alive. Even though those love songs sometimes made her feel sad, those stupid love songs were the only things that helped her by making her feel connected to someone, even if that someone is dead. They jogged her memories and inspired her thoughts of William and Patrick. Even though she felt sad when thinking about them, she felt alive when remembering them. Every time she thought of them, she prayed for them.
She had a life once, a good life, when William and Patrick were part of her life. Without hearing those love songs playing over and again, there was nothing but death, dead people, headstones, tombstones, and gravesites. Without love, just a blurb in the obituaries, no one would care that she died. Without having loved someone and someone having loved her, she may as well be dead. If only through those love songs, she was glad that death was interrupted by love.
With love so much part of life, love was so much part of death too. Everywhere she looked were dead people. It's sadly funny how she seemingly felt more comfortable with the dead than she did with the living. Without hearing those love songs playing over and again in her head, she felt just as dead as those who were buried in the cemetery.
Seemingly with him not paying attention to her in the way that she paid attention to him, obviously, he didn't even know that she was listening to and was addicted to hearing those nine, love songs. Sometimes when feeling so lonely and sad, hoping that her mystery man was there visiting Mary, she drove to the cemetery not to visit with William but to pretend she was visiting with Patrick to hear his love songs from afar. With Patrick's grave closer to Mary's grave than William's grave, she used Patrick as her excuse to be there.
Now, with him not paying any attention to her, she felt as ridiculous as she felt pathetic. Obviously, he's not interested in her in the way she's interested in him. Obviously he was still morning over Mary. Obviously, there was no room in his life for another woman, especially with Mary passing around the same time that Patrick had died.
Then, one day, he wasn't there again. So unusual not to see him there, it was odd not to see him there standing guard over Mary's tomb while playing those nine love songs. Yet, even when she wasn't there to hear them and even when he wasn't there to play them, as if he was haunting the cemetery, she heard his love songs playing over and again in her head. Now with her sitting in front of Patrick's headstone while hoping he'd arrive, when he didn't, she felt ridiculously pathetic again.
What was she doing? She felt so lost. She felt so lonely. As if she had just lost another man in her life, a man she never had the pleasure of even meeting, she felt so sad.
Suddenly, as if there was an angel coming up behind her, the air around her changed. She felt the aura and the presence of something or someone. She could feel the stare of someone or something coming up behind her. Suddenly, she was as afraid as she was excited to know that she wasn't alone. Suddenly, as if there was an animal walking through the grass, a squirrel, a cat, or a dog, she heard a shuffling movement behind her.
Chapter 04:
"Hi," he said keeping his distance from intruding on her in the way she had maintained her distance from intruding on him.
When she turned and looked up at him, as if he was a ghost and she was imagining him standing there, he was standing a few feet behind her. Seeing him up close, he was much better looking than she thought he was and younger than she thought he was.
"Hi," she said giving him a warm smile as if she was greeting someone she already knew.
Looking at her beloved, Patrick's tombstone before looking at her, He gave the headstone she sat in front of a long pensive stare before giving her a nod.
"We have him in common," he said returning her warm smile with his. "He was my attorney and my friend."
As if saying a silent prayer, he bowed his head and stared at the headstone before looking at her.
"No kidding. Small world," she said looking from him to look at the headstone before looking back at him.
Now that she was meeting him especially with him confessing that he knew Patrick, she didn't know what to say and how to respond to that surprising bit of insightful information. Instead of controlling the conversation in the way she had a habit of doing and thought she'd do when if ever meeting him, she figured she'd allow him to lead while she followed. She'd much rather learn more about him than to tell him about herself. He looked like the kind of man who'd want to take control of her. Only, with him knowing Patrick, she didn't know what he knew and how much he knew about the relationship she had with his friend and lawyer.
"I've seen you here a few times before and I apologize for not coming over sooner but I didn't want to intrude. I wanted to give you your space. By the time I thought about introducing myself to you, when I looked up, you were already gone," he said.
She shaded her eyes from the sun to look up at him.
"I've seen you here before too," she admitted with a smile. "I enjoy the music you play, especially Ray Charles' I Can't Stop Loving You. That's my favorite song, especially now with Patrick gone," she confessed.
He nodded in agreement.
"That was Mary's favorite song too and has become my favorite song too," he said.
Not wanting him to leave, she gave him a warm smile.
"Somehow while trying to make sense of it all and while trying make a connection with life through death or vice versa, it's calming to listen to love songs while sitting in the quiet of a cemetery," she said. "Just as I never imagined spending my days sitting in a cemetery instead of a bar, I suppose you never imagined spending your days sitting in a cemetery either but it's so peaceful here."
He stared at her as if trying to recognize her face.
"I remember Patrick had a daughter. I have no idea what she'd look like today. I met her so very long ago when she was just a child. Are you her?"
* * * * *
Not wanting their brief meeting to end, she delayed her response to hopefully delay his departure with some sexy flirting, erotic teasing, and practiced flashing. Ready to flash him her shapely thighs and panties in the way she flashed William and Patrick when first meeting them, she only wished she was wearing her short, sexy skirt instead of her tight jeans. Now or never, with her knowing that all men enjoyed seeing what they shouldn't see of a woman, this was her opportunity to get to know the man she had been watching with romantic interest for so very long.
She turned her body to face him as if she was readying herself to give him unsolicited, oral sex. Wanting to give him an image he'd never forget, she moved from her sitting position to move to her knees. With her hands on her knees and with her leaning a little forward, she was deliberately giving him a down blouse view of her cleavage and bra. As if she was Sister Kathryn from the Holy Order of Virgins getting ready to give a priest oral sex, she knelt before him. Knowing he would, she watched his eyes dart from her pretty face to peek down her low cut blouse that always fell forward with her. No man she knew could ever resist a free peek of her bra clad breasts.
A practiced move she had made in her bedroom mirror, she knew he could see her long, line of revealing cleavage, the top of her meaty breasts, and her sexy, low cut bra. Not shy, ashamed, embarrassed, or modest, just as men, especially older men were all voyeurs, she was an exhibitionist. She loved flashing men, especially, appreciative, older men, her sexy, shapely body. As much as she enjoyed flashing men her panties, she loved flashing men her big tits. As if readying herself to reach out her hand and feel his cock through his pants, before pulling down his zipper and reaching her hand inside to pull out his cock, and suck him, she ran a slow, purposeful tongue over her lips. A move she had done with William and Patrick when first meeting them, as if slowly sliding her tongue across her lips was a secret signal to an unspoken language, she knew he enjoy seeing her tongue too. She knew he was imagining his cock on his cock and his stiff prick in her mouth. Mesmerizing him as if she had just hypnotized him with her sexy smile and naughty look, he looked at her with sexual excitement as if he had her same thought of oral sex on his mind too.
In the way she sucked William and Patrick, she'd suck him too. As much as she loved stroking cock, she loved giving blowjobs. Sucking cock was her favorite sexual thing to do. She loved it when a man put a gentle hand to the back of her head and ejaculated in her mouth while feeling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Just as she imagined that he was wondering what she was thinking, she wondered what he was thinking too. In the way she perceived him as interesting, desirable, and eligible, she wondered how he perceived her.
* * * * *
Called the blowjob queen in college, while having her breasts felt and her nipples fingered, Susan loved giving hand jobs and blowjobs. She especially loved sucking the cocks of older men who never had their cocks sucked. Seeing the looks on their faces made her as sexually excited as she made them. They were always as sexually excited as they were appreciated that she'd want to suck them.
Sadly, too many women from their generation didn't enjoy oral sex in the way she loved giving and receiving oral sex. She loved it when they showed her their sexual appreciation for a blowjob well done by ejaculating their cum in her mouth. She even enjoyed it when the man she loved gave her a cum bath by splashing their cum all over her face, in her beautiful hair, and all over her D cup breasts. She especially enjoyed their attentiveness when they returned the favor and gave her oral sex too. There was nothing more sexually satisfying than receiving an oral orgasm before giving one too.
With the both of them obviously grieving, needy, and lonely, she wondered if he was thinking what she was thinking. As if getting ready to blow him, no doubt giving him a message and an image he'd never soon forget, she flipped back her long, lush, naturally blonde hair with a practiced backward nod of her beautiful head. Catching the rays of the sun, while arranging itself as if her hair was strings of a harp, her hair slowly cascaded down her back as if she had just sprouted angel wings. As if he was counting every strand of her beautiful, golden hair, he stared at the hair show she gave him.
With her at the right height to give him oral sex before she stood, Susan stood from her seated position on the blanket she brought. She leaned forward to pick up the blanket, shake it out, and carefully fold it before tucking it beneath her arm. When she did the top of her low cut blouse fell all the way forward to show him a sight that she knew he'd love to see. Deliberate in her flashing intent while knowing he'd look down her blouse, she lit him up with her smile and her big, blue eyes.
As if he was a teenaged boy instead of an elderly man, from her leaning forward angle, she couldn't help but notice the bulge that pushed out his pants. She had given him an erection by merely flashing him the tops of her breasts, her cleavage, and the top of her bra. She couldn't imagine what he'd be like if he saw her naked breasts. In the way that William and Patrick stared at her beauty when first meeting her, he stared at her too. In the way that William and Patrick loved her big tits, catching him looking down her low cut top at her long line of sexy cleavage, seemingly he did too.
* * * * *
"No, I'm not his daughter. His daughter lives somewhere in the south of France. She married well," she said with an uncomfortable pause. "With him not invited to attend her wedding and to meet his grandchild, Patrick grew distant from his daughter after she didn't attend her mother's funeral. Somehow she blamed her mother's death on him. Then, the last she had to do with him was when he took up with me," she said with sadness and a shrug. "No daughter should abandon her father."
Feeling as if she had been found out and exposed, seemingly Patrick reached beyond the grave to introduce her to this much older man. She wondered what his name was. She wondered how old he was. With him knowing Patrick, and with the three men seemingly around the same age, she wondered if he knew William too.
Unable to stop herself from wondering, she wondered what else he knew about her and about the special relationship they enjoyed, if he knew anything else at all. She wondered if he knew they had sex. She wondered if he knew she gave Patrick regular blowjobs, as many blowjobs as he wanted, and anytime he wanted one. She wondered if she should identify herself or hold back her identity but with Patrick dead, what did it matter now who knew her and understood the relationship they had and enjoyed with him then.
"Oh," he said looking at her as if wondering who she was as an uncomfortable silence grew between them.
She erected her 5'9" height, 5'11" tall with her wearing her shoes with a 2" heel. When she stood from her blanket, hoping he preferred tall, leggy, blonde women, she wanted to be at the same level as his gaze was when she told him who Patrick was to her. Whether it was good, bad, or indifferent, she wanted to see the look on his face, in his eyes, and to read his reaction. With him 6'1" tall, she was almost as tall as him. Proud of her cleavage and always showing it off, catching him looking down at her big tits more than once, she hoped he preferred a busty woman and seemingly by his stare, he did.
"He was my Daddy," she said.
* * * * *
She pushed out her big chest with pride while pausing in her introduction of herself to look at him.
"Daddy?"
She looked at him to see how her information was received that Patrick was not her father but her Daddy. He looked at her with a face full of curiosity before suddenly looking at her with a look of insight. Instead of looking at her as if she was a close friend of his friend and lawyer, he looked at her as if she was a gold digging whore. No doubt, the word Daddy was the keyword of him understanding who she was, what she did, and what role she played in Patrick's last years.
Nevertheless the look he gave her, feeling a connection, she still liked him and felt that they could have a friendship and perhaps even have a sexual relationship. No doubt, with the three men all around the same age, just as he had been friends with Patrick, he would have liked William too. When he didn't show any reaction to what she said, other than a look of insight in what she meant that Patrick was her Daddy, and with her feeling safe in his company, she introduced herself.
"I'm Susan."
Then, as if she had squirted him in the face with a water gun, his head bobbed back and his eyes bulged forward. As if he knew her, he looked at her totally differently now.
"Susan?"
Reflecting on her name as if he had heard her name before and/or knew who she was, he ran a slow pensive hand over his bald head.
"Yes, Susan," she said again.
He now showed more of a reaction to meeting her than meeting her when he obviously thought that she was just a stranger he met in the cemetery.
"You're the one he never talked to anyone about but always smiled when anyone mentioned your name. You're Susan. You're his Susan, the love of his life."
Flattered that Patrick would proceed her name with that compliment, she gave him an embarrassed smile.
"That's me. I'm Susan," she said with a laugh and a blush. "I don't know about being the love of his life. I'd like to think that I was the love of his life for the short time we were together but the love of his life may have been his deceased wife, Maureen."
He returned her smile with his.
"Maybe in the beginning Maureen was the love of his life. Maybe when they were first married and had their daughter but I can assure you that Patrick was never as happy when you came into his life," he said.
He gave her a big smile.
"Thank you for that information. That's gratifying to know and kind of you to tell me that," said Susan.
He paused as if rethinking what he was going to say next but blurted out what he was obviously thinking anyway.
"I always wondered what you looked like and why he was so smitten with you and now I know. You're so very beautiful," he said talking to her breasts while looking down at her breasts instead of looking up at her face.
Obviously, he thought her big breasts were more beautiful than her pretty face. Then, taking her all in, he stared at her as if he was looking at a model or at the image of a ghostly angel that suddenly appeared from one of the graves in the cemetery. Even though she had been visiting Patrick's gravesite for a long time and he had admitted to seeing her before, he looked at her as if it was his first time seeing her.
"Thank you," said Susan.
She gave him a warm smile and, when he didn't offer her his hand, she stuck out her hand. A curious custom that men not always readily shared with women, men seldom offered their hands to women to shake, especially older men, in the way they readily offered their hands to men to shake their hands. He accepted her hand and shook it while looking at her with curiosity again.
"It's so nice to finally meet you. I only wish I could have met you when Patrick and my Mary were still alive," he said looking at her with sadness while pumping her hand as if priming a well for water.
She laughed at his sudden exuberance.
"It's nice to meet you, too," she said. Only, what's your name?"
Then, when he introduced himself, his sad look turned to joy.
"Sorry. I'm Walter," he said beaming her a wide smile. "Maybe Patrick mentioned me."
Walter? His name is Walter. A strong name and a manly name, she liked his name. In the way she didn't know anyone named William or Patrick, other than Sir Walter Raleigh, the late Walter Mathau, and Walt Disney, of course, she didn't know anyone named Walter. Retrieving her hand from his grip, she smiled a sad smile while looking down at Patrick's grave.
"Due to confidentially of lawyer/client privilege, Patrick never discussed his work or his clients with me. Instead of talking business and legal issues, we had fun together," she said.
She looked up at Walter with her big, blue eyes to give him a wide inviting smile that hinted that they could have fun together too, if he so wanted.
"He was so funny and so witty, he always made me laugh," she said. "If I was anything, I was his muse, his confidant, and his best friend for the time that we were together."
She smiled before looking back down at his grave with a sadness that betrayed the obvious love she still had for him.
"He was a good man, a good attorney, and a good friend," said Walter with sadness.
As if they were both praying they remained respectfully silent while staring down at Patrick's grave.
"He was so wise, so kind, and so generous with his time," she said with a pause.
She didn't want him to know that he was generous with his money too.
"That's Patrick alright," said Walter. "He could never say no to anyone."
She fell silent again while looking at the final resting place of her beloved Patrick.
"He always knew how to fix a problem just as he always knew the right thing to say and the correct thing to do."



He gave her an odd stare that made her feel uncomfortable. As if she was evil and as if she was the Devil in disguise instead of an angel of mercy befriending an older man and an angel of devotion visiting her beloved's grave, he gave her a cold glare. With her tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful, and with her fearing he'd read her story by her sexy appearance, he was suddenly too quick to judge her book by her cover.
If reading him correctly, seemingly giving her his look of indignation, as if reading her as a gold-digger and a whore, he had a judgmental look on his face. Susan was accustomed to reading the envious looks of men whenever she was in the company of William or Patrick. When not thinking of her as their daughter, they looked at her as if she was Anna Nicole Smith married to 90-year-old Texas billionaire, J. Howard Marshall.
No doubt those who were envious of them didn't understand their relationship. Those who judged her couldn't understand that a young beautiful woman could have a friendship and a sexual relationship with an older man without clouding it and poisoning it with money. Obviously, they thought of her as a paid escort, a prostitute, or a woman just after his money.
He'd never guess that they had a mutual beneficial and loving relationship. He'd never guess that she gave him as much companionship, attentiveness, and happiness as he gave her. Sure, she gave him sex and he gave her money but nothing that any boyfriend and girlfriend wouldn't give one another in a loving relationship. Not even wasting her time to try and make him understand, he'd never guess that they were in love and truly loved one another.
Even though William's and Patrick's wives were dead before she even met William and/or Patrick at the cemetery, as if she was the other woman, he looked at Susan with a jaundiced eye. Then, as further proof to reinforce what he obviously thought of her, he turned to look at her car parked in the distance. He gave her car a long, pensive look as if having second thoughts with what he was about to say next. He confessed what he was thinking and what he thought of her when he returned his focused stare to her pretty face and shapely figure to tell he what he was thinking.
* * * * *
"I couldn't help but notice, as if he was here visiting his own grave," said Walter with a laugh, "but isn't that Patrick's Mustang GT? You don't see very many orange Mustang GT's with black racing stripes," he said with another laugh. "Reliving his childhood, he was so happy when he traded in his Lincoln Town Car and bought that car."
As if Patrick was still alive and ready and waiting to whisk her off on another adventure, Susan looked at her car with fondness.
"Yes, that was his car. He confessed that he always wanted a Mustang GT but paying for law school sidetracked that until he could afford to buy that car. With me a huge Mustang fan, he wanted me to have it," she said defensively and almost defiantly. "He left it to me in his will along with some other personal things of his that he cherished and that he wanted me to have."
None of his business, she didn't need to tell him and he didn't need to know that Patrick left her his condo and a sizeable bank account too. As if he was suddenly a detective interrogating her before uncovering a mystery, seemingly satisfied with what he was about to say, he threw back his shoulders and pushed out his chest before speaking. A flash of insight that took hold of his facial expression held the smile hostage that he freely gave her before.
"I see," said Walter seemingly not quite done with his interrogation of her. "Pardon me for being so boldly presumptuous but when you said Patrick was your Daddy, and I apologize for the inference but, were you inferring that he was your Sugar Daddy?"
'How dare he insinuate his imagined perversely perverted thoughts into her relationship with Patrick when he was so much more than that to her and she was so much more than that to him? Much different than the relationships she had with younger men and men her age, their relationship was much more than just sex and money.'
When he gave her a snide smile as if to tell her that her gig was up and he knew what she was, a gold digger and a whore, she laughed out loud.
"Sugar Daddy? Good gracious no," she laughed. "Not hardly. Not even close. I haven't heard that term used in ages," she said laughing again. "My mother, a stripper and a hooker, used that term when referring to some of the older, well-to-do men that she traded sex for money," she said. "I can assure you that our relationship was much different than that. Perhaps difficult for you to believe because he was so much older than me but we felt genuine love for one another."
As if he had just ruined whatever chance he imagined of having with her, his shoulders fell with his face and he looked at her apologetically. He looked at her as if she had just slapped him across the face. He looked at her as if she had just kicked him in the testicles for reaching out his hand to grope her breasts and finger her nipples when he did no such thing.
"Please forgive me. I'm so sorry. I just thought after seeing his car parked there and with you saying that he was your Daddy that—"
She forgave him with a shrug.
"Don't bother yourself with that," she said waving her hand of forgiveness. "We got a lot of odd looks from strangers reading into our relationship whenever we were together. We met after his wife died. We were friends first and then constant companions who grew to become lovers later, before he suddenly became ill," said Susan. "Yet, much more than just sex, we enjoyed one another's company. He was the Dad I never had."
Susan's obvious look of sadness inspired another apology.
"I'm sorry. I just thought with you so young and with him so much older, that—"
She interrupted him before he made a fool of himself again.
"Yes, to answer your unasked question, he bought me things and took me places but nothing that any man wouldn't buy and do for his girlfriend," she said. "I never asked him for a dollar. He was the one showering me with gifts. All that I could give him in return was my friendship, my companionship, and my love."
He looked at her embarrassed.
"That's none of my business," said Walter apologizing for the third time. "I apologize for making you feel that you needed to explain yourself by responding to my prying. I'm just a stupid, old man."
Being careful not to make him feel small and ruin her chance with him, she continued with her explanation for her sexual attraction to Patrick and his hope for sexual attraction to her too.
"With me never having a Dad and not even knowing who my father was, Patrick was my surrogate father as well as my boyfriend and lover. He was my heart, my soul, and my everything. He was there for me when I needed a strong shoulder to cry on and when I needed a cool head to give me counsel," she said with self-confident fortitude.
Walter looked from her to stare down at the ground before looking at Patrick's headstone and before returning his focused look to Susan.
"I see," said Walter seeming uncomfortable with her confession.
"Besides," she said giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. "I'm older than I look," she said with a laugh. When he looked at her as if he wanted to ask the question of her age, she answered the unasked question of her age by volunteering her answer. Something she'd never do with a younger man or with even a man her age, she never told anyone other than an older man her age. "I'm 39-years-old."
Seemingly satisfied with her explanation, Walter nodded his head before giving her a look of astonishment.
"Wow! Thirty-nine-years-old. I never would have guessed your age. You don't look your age. I figured you for being in your late twenties to early thirties," he said.
Susan touched his arm with her hand and left her hand there longer than necessary to get him to make eye contact.
"Thank you for your compliment," she said. "You made my day."
As if her hand was touching his cock instead of touching his arm, he looked down at her hand before looking up at her. He looked at her as if seeing her for the first time. He looked at her as if he wished he was Patrick, albeit still alive and not dead. He looked at her in the way that William looked at her before Patrick looked at her in the sexually interested way too. He looked at her as if he wanted to make a move on her and ask her to go out with him.
"You make me wish I was twenty years younger," he said suddenly reverting to being a nervous, teenage boy instead of an elderly man.
Seemingly, not wanting her to leave, he continued their conversation. Not wanting him to leave either, she gave him a smile while touching the back of his hand with her manicured fingertips. As if she was about to take hold his hand, she kept her fingers there in contact with his hand longer than necessary to get his attention.
"Don't be silly. I love older men. I have a soft spot for them," she said giving him a long thoughtful look while more appropriately thinking that she had a wet spot for them. "If you don't mind me asking, how old are you?"
Giving her an odd look, he seemed embarrassed by his age and that he was so very much older than she was.
"I'm 68-years-old. I'll be 69-years-old in November," he said. "Compared to you, I'm an old man. Compared to you, I'm old enough to be your father."
'Her preferred age,' she thought. 'What's wrong with that? I need to have another Daddy.'
To be continued...
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A devoted husband, 68-year-old Walter, an older man, found love again with 39-year-old Susan, a much younger woman after his beloved Mary died.
Continued from Chapter 04:
Being careful not to make him feel small and ruin her chance with him, she continued with her explanation for her sexual attraction to Patrick and his hope for sexual attraction to her too.
"With me never having a Dad and not even knowing who my father was, Patrick was my surrogate father as well as my boyfriend and lover. He was my heart, my soul, and my everything. He was there for me when I needed a strong shoulder to cry on and when I needed a cool head to give me counsel," she said with self-confident fortitude.
Walter looked from her to stare down at the ground before looking at Patrick's headstone and before returning his focused look to Susan.
"I see," said Walter seeming uncomfortable with her confession.
"Besides," she said giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. "I'm older than I look," she said with a laugh. When he looked at her as if he wanted to ask the question of her age, she answered the unasked question of her age by volunteering her answer. Something she'd never do with a younger man or with even a man her age, she never told anyone other than an older man her age. "I'm 39-years-old."
Seemingly satisfied with her explanation, Walter nodded his head before giving her a look of astonishment.
"Wow! Thirty-nine-years-old. I never would have guessed your age. You don't look your age. I figured you for being in your late twenties to early thirties," he said.
Susan touched his arm with her hand and left her hand there longer than necessary to get him to make eye contact.
"Thank you for your compliment," she said. "You made my day."
As if her hand was touching his cock instead of touching his arm, he looked down at her hand before looking up at her. He looked at her as if seeing her for the first time. He looked at her as if he wished he was Patrick, albeit still alive and not dead. He looked at her in the way that William looked at her before Patrick looked at her in the sexually interested way too. He looked at her as if he wanted to make a move on her and ask her to go out with him.
"You make me wish I was twenty years younger," he said suddenly reverting to being a nervous, teenage boy instead of an elderly man.
Seemingly, not wanting her to leave, he continued their conversation. Not wanting him to leave either, she gave him a smile while touching the back of his hand with her manicured fingertips. As if she was about to take hold his hand, she kept her fingers there in contact with his hand longer than necessary to get his attention.
"Don't be silly. I love older men. I have a soft spot for them," she said giving him a long thoughtful look while more appropriately thinking that she had a wet spot for them. "If you don't mind me asking, how old are you?"
Giving her an odd look, he seemed embarrassed by his age and that he was so very much older than she was.
"I'm 68-years-old. I'll be 69-years-old in November," he said. "Compared to you, I'm an old man. Compared to you, I'm old enough to be your father."
'Her preferred age,' she thought. 'What's wrong with that? I need to have another Daddy.'
Chapter 05:
"My obvious attraction to older men stems from having never known my father," she said. "I'm sure a psychiatrist would love to have me on his couch," she said with a sad laugh.
Judging him by the look on his face, she wondered if he was thinking of Patrick with her sexually before thinking of himself with her sexually. Judging him by the look on his face, in the way he was suddenly looking at her, she wondered if he was undressing her with his eyes. The first thing that men noticed after her naturally blonde hair and her big, bright, blue eyes were her big tits. All men stared at the impressions her big tits made in her clothes as if she wasn't wearing a blouse and/or a bra.
Look up, she wanted to say. Look up at my big, beautiful, blue eyes instead of staring down at my big breasts. Yet, as if their eyes were drawn there, men have been staring at her tits since she was 13-years-old with a C cup. She felt sorry for the short women who had massive breasts, a D or double D. At least with her being 5'9" tall, she could carry her D cup tits without her looking like she's all breasts. Nonetheless, sacrificing her back, it's been a curse as much as a blessing to have big tits. Yet, if she has them and if he was admiring them, she may as well use them to sexually tease him and erotically entice him. She'd be willing to give him his wicked sexual way with her body if he gave her the use of his credit cards.
As soon as she thought that he was undressing her with his eyes while staring at her tits, an involuntary reaction, her nipples erected to show him the huge impressions they made through her bra and through her blouse. Obviously, he had sexually excited her by his continuous stare. As if she was standing there topless, she watched his eyes dart down to her breasts to stare at the impressions that her nipples made. An involuntary reaction on his part, his lips moved in the shape of a goldfish looking for food or a baby looking to suck a nipple. Obviously, he was aching to suck her nipples. Obviously, she'd sexually make his wishes come true if he financially made her wishes come true too.
A huge understatement, sex with an older man was different than having sex with a younger man or even with a man her own age. Another huge understatement, sex with an older man was much better than having sex with a younger man or even with a man her own age. Sex with an older man was better because, no longer full of themselves with youth, older men were more mature. Older men thought more of their partner's sexual satisfaction than they did their own sexual satisfaction.
Older men were more grateful to be with her, a woman young enough to be their daughter. Older men took care of her sexual needs first. Older men enjoyed giving her sexual pleasure as much if not more than her giving them sexual pleasure. Knowing full well that they can't take it with them when they die, older men enjoyed lavishing her with money and gifts. If she had to choose between the three, a younger man, a man her age, or an older man, she'd chose an older man every time. Older men made her feel like the woman she is and needed to be.
It didn't matter that he wasn't as good looking as a younger man or a man her age. It didn't matter if he was totally bald or had a pot belly even. Looks didn't matter to a woman as much as they mattered to a man. With men more visual, women were more emotional. She more cared what an older man could do with his fingers and his tongue than with his cock. Tired of prima donna men who thought they were God's gift to women, she wanted a real man, an older man, and a man who knew how to treat a real woman.
Even though William was impotent, he was still able to become sexually excited enough to enjoy feeling her naked body and eating her pussy. Even though William was important, he still enjoyed her stroking his flaccid cock and sucking his flaccid prick. Even though he was unable to get and maintain an erection, it still sexually excited him for her to look up at him with his hairy cock in her mouth. He was such a generous lover when it came to giving her oral sexual orgasms that she only wished she could return the favor of giving him a real blowjob where he ejaculated his cum instead of dribbled his cum.
With William, unable to get and/or maintain an erection, he enjoyed kissing her while feeling her through her clothes. She loved kissing, French kissing while being felt through her clothes and while feeling his cock, whether hard or flaccid, through his trousers. She loved hugging him and cuddling with him while he slowly and lovingly undressed her. He loved eating her pussy as much as she loved him eating her pussy.
'Just because I can no longer cut the mustard doesn't mean that I still can't lick the jar,' he enjoyed saying before going down on her and licking her pussy while fingering her pussy. With him knowing his way around a woman's pussy, he was such a good oral lover.
* * * * *
Patrick, on the other hand, rather than mounting her and making love to her, enjoyed her doing to him what his wife wouldn't do in all the years they were married. Patrick loved her giving him blowjobs. He loved cumming in her mouth and he loved watching her swallow his cum.
When his wife, Maureen, had become terminally ill with breast cancer, Patrick had gone a long time without sex before Susan happened along. He enjoyed her giving him hand jobs before giving him blowjobs. He loved it when she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes when she had his hard, hairy cock in her mouth. He loved watching her lick his prick and suck his prick. He loved the sensation of her licking his testicles while cupping his testicles in his hand. With his wife having never sucked his cock in all the years that they were married, Patrick receiving Susan's blowjobs.
Doing more sexually than William ever did with her, Patrick loved feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while she sucked him. She wondered what Walter would think of her, if only he knew her special friend William licked and fingered her pussy while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. She wondered what Walter would think of her, if only he knew that her special friend Patrick enjoyed her hand stroking him and her mouth sucking him. With her already knowing that he was enamored with her big breasts, she wondered what Walter would enjoy doing with her if he could. No doubt, typical of the passivity of all the older men she had intimately known, he'd love for her to suck her cock while feeling her big tits and fingering her nipples.
"Old man? I prefer thinking of you a mature man, a man who is in the golden years of his life and as a man not wasting his time with much of the nonsense and folly of youth," she said. "I think of an older man as a man who knows what he wants and how to treat a woman to get what he wants. I think of an older man who knows what a woman wants and knows enough to give her what she wants for him to get what he wants," she said.
Judging him by his devious smile, Walter obviously and insightfully took what she said as a compliment. Obviously, he was just as interested in her as she was as interested in him. Yet, she wanted more than just a friend. She wanted a friend with benefits, sexual benefits. She wanted more than just a friend with sexual benefits, she wanted a Daddy. Just as he was seemingly sexually interested in her, she wanted to show him that she was sexually interested in him too. This may be her only chance to show him that she was ready and willing to accept him as her new Daddy.
"Well, obviously, whatever your relationship was with Patrick, you made him very happy. When his wife, Maureen unexpectedly fell terminally ill with breast cancer and succumbed to that horrible disease, he was so very sad, practically inconsolable. Then, after he met you, he did things he never did and went places that he never went with his wife," said Walter with a big and seemingly envious smile.
Susan gave him a soft smile.
"We did have fun together," she said.
She looked at him as if she was psychically telling him that they could have fun too.
"His angel of mercy, as he enjoyed calling you, you were good for him. Getting him out of the office and out of his house, you made him appreciate the life he had left. Working late at the office and pining away in his house, he never would have done any of the things he did had it not been for you. For sure and without a doubt, he would have followed Maureen to the grave had it not been for you showing him that he still had a lot of life to live," said Walter.
She gave him a long, pensive look before speaking. Not wanting to misspeak, she was careful in choosing her words. She didn't want to scare him away or give him the wrong impression that she was being insincere or conniving. Moreover, she didn't want him to think that she was eager to jump from one deceased wealthy widower to the next live wealthy widower she met at the cemetery even though she was. She didn't want him to think that she had an ulterior motive in her interest in him, even though she did. Yet, more than looking for a Daddy to financially take care of her, if anything she was lonely and he seemed like a nice man.
Judging him by his brand new, expensive, top-of-the-line Cadillac, he obviously had money. Men who had money, especially older men who had money, were careful of women who looked like her and were especially suspicious of women who took a sexual interest in them. There was a reason why older men had money. Most older men weren't fools to be taken in by a tall, pretty blonde with big tits. They subscribed to the notion that if it looked too good to be true, then it was too good to be true. Yet, with her smile of interest and attentiveness, it was up to her to quell his caution and to ease his suspicions by showing him that she wasn't one of those women when she was. It wasn't an easy task for her to allay his caution and erase his suspicion that she was one of those gold digging women, especially when she was.
* * * * *
"Interestingly and coincidentally enough, just as I'm meeting you here today, I met Patrick here too when he was visiting his wife. At the time, I was visiting William, a friend, an older man and an admirer and benefactor of mine, who had suddenly and unexpectedly died," she said.
As if saying a silent prayer he folded his hands in front of waist and bowed his head.
"I'm sorry for your loss," said Walter seemingly meaning it.
Susan smiled him a sad, thoughtful look before saying what she was thinking.
"It's funny, with all of these bars, clubs, and online dating sites, that I should meet the man of my dreams in a cemetery," she said with a laugh while looking at Patrick's headstone before making eye contact with Walter.
She gave him a sexy smile.
"I agree with you," he said looking around the desolate cemetery. "The last place to make a romantic connection would be at the cemetery," said Walter with a laugh.
She gave him a naughty look.
"If only women knew the best place to find a good man is at the cemetery," she said with another laugh.
With him now on the same page as her, he responded in kind.
"With women generally living much longer than men, the final resting places all over the country and all over the world would be crowded and alive with lonely, eligible woman looking for Mr. Right," he said.
As if she was one of those women looking for Mr. Right at the cemetery, and she was, she gave him a sexy grin.
* * * * *
As if he was a hungry fish that she captured in her small pool of retired, well-to-do, widowed men, he took her bait. In the way she had latched onto William and Patrick, she now had her hooks into Walter too. A two way street and a win/win for both, with nothing for free, as long as he gave her what she wanted and needed, she'd give him what he wanted and needed too. A business relationship with sexual benefits that could turn into real love in the way she loved William and Patrick, Susan could see herself falling in love with Walter too. Only, friends and companions first, especially after having a glass of wine over dinner, there was never knowing what would happen when coming home from the museum, the art gallery, a show, or a play.
"Being that we have Patrick in common, I feel as if I already know you," he said nervously. "May I buy you a cup of coffee? I'd like to share my thoughts and stories about him with you. Perhaps you can share your thoughts and stories about him with me too. Perhaps you can tell me some things that I never knew about him just as I may be able to tell you some things that you never knew about him."
In the way she did before when she was on her knees kneeling before him, Susan flipped back her long, natural blonde, lush hair as if getting ready to blow him. She looked at him with her big, blue, bright eyes and, as if she already had his hard, hairy prick in her mouth. Adding to the sexuality of their first meeting, she gave him her sexiest smile and her naughtiest look. She gave Walter the same look that she gave Patrick when first meeting him and that she gave William so many years ago when first meeting him too. In the way he looked at her with sexual lust when staring down her low cut top, she looked at him with romantic interest.
"Sure. I could use a cup of coffee and would love to hear what you remember of Patrick," said Susan taking his arm. "I'll follow you in my car."
* * * * *
Over the next three years, no longer having the need to visit his wife's grave and with her no longer missing William and/or Patrick, Walter and Susan were a couple. Constant companions, they went everywhere together. Doing fun things that he never did with his beloved Mary, they went to parties, to functions, to the casino, to museums, to shows, to plays, to musicals, to the opera and the ballet, and out to breakfast, lunch, and dinner.
With them meeting somewhere in the middle, he did the young things with her, such as bowling and miniature golf while she did the more mature things with him, such as attending cocktail parties and art galleries. They golfed and played tennis together. They laughed while holding one another, hugging one another, kissing one another, and touching one another. Then, after becoming sexually intimate with her, he took her with him on vacations.
Just as she loved taking a cruise, he did too. With her having a fear of the open water, Maureen would never step foot on a boat. She had a fear of flying too. Preventing Walter from traveling other than traveling alone while on business, Susan was now Walter's new traveling companion. They had sex in five star hotels from Paris to Rome and to London. With him retired and neither having any pets to care for, they spent two glorious weeks in the Bahamas.
Just as Patrick did before him, just as all of the things that his beloved Maureen refused to do with Patrick, Walter did all of the things with Susan that Mary refused and/or was unable to do with him. Seemingly, he never had as much fun, especially sexual fun, with Mary as he had with Susan. After a while, with them seeing one another nearly every day, already best friends and constant companions, it was inevitably that they'd soon become sexually intimate. After a while, in the way her relationship blossomed and morphed with first William and then with Patrick to become more of a sexual one, she was much more than friends but lovers with Walter.
Combining the best of William and Patrick rolled into Walter, in the way that William loved eating her pussy and Patrick loved her blowjobs, Susan loved making love to and fucking and sucking Walter's big, hard cock. God Walter had such a big prick, the biggest cock she had the pleasure of sucking and fucking. Only, in the way that William was impotent and Patrick sometimes had difficulty getting and maintaining an erection, Walter had his trusty penis pump.
As did many of her older men, Walter experienced erectile dysfunction too. Unable to take Viagra because he was taking nitrates for his bad heart, he had a penis pump. Pumping his cock as big and as hard as if he was a 30-year-old man, she loved being fucked with that huge monster of a prick. Moreover, with Susan looking the way she did, Walter did sexually things with her that he never did with his wife. Without a doubt, as if he was a man thirty years younger, never failing to make her cum, Walter was her best lover. Never leaving her begging for more, he was insatiable in his sexual desire for her.



They had sex night and day as if they were young newlyweds. Whether bending her forward to make love to her from behind as if she was a dog in heat or mounting her in the missionary position, he was her best lover. Flexible for an older man, her favorite position was the sixty-nine position where he impaled her mouth with his enormous prick while licking and fingering her pussy. By far, he was the best pussy licker she had ever had.
Just as his favorite sexually thing to do was to lick her pussy was fingering her pussy, she loved sucking his cock. Just as he was a talented pussy licker, she was a talented cocksucker. When Walter was fingering her while licking her and while reaching up to feel her big tits and finger her nipples, it didn't take her long to cum. When she stroked him while sucking him, stroking him faster while sucking him deeper, it didn't take him long to cum either.
When she blew him and when he ejaculated, she always swallowed. She couldn't believe that Mary not only seldom gave him a blowjob but she never allowed him to cum in her mouth. If she blew him at all, it was just kissing his cock or licking his prick. She never really took him in her mouth in the way that Susan relished blowing him. Growing accustomed to humping her mouth and fucking her face while feeling her big tits and fingering her nipples, a day didn't go by when she didn't blow Walter.
"Cum Walter. Cum in my mouth. I need to taste you. I need to swallow you. I love sucking your big cock, Walter," she said temporarily removing his cock to speak before swallowing his big prick again.
In all of the years he was married to Mary, Walter confessed that he never laughed as much and had as much fun with Mary as he had with Susan. In all of the years he was married to Mary, Walter confessed that he never had as much sex in the last three years he was with Susan than in all of the years he was married to Mary. With him not having any children, in the way that William and Patrick made sure that Susan was comfortably taken care of, when Walter died three years later, he left everything to her too.
* * * * *
Four years after Susan met Walter, a year after Walter died, 43-years-old now, she met John at, where else, the cemetery. With her good looks, sexy, shapely body, and with so very many baby boomer older men, there was seemingly an endless supply of widowed, older gentlemen for Susan to meet. As if this particular, final resting place was haunted by this song, the sound of Ray Charles singing "I Can't Stop Loving You," drifted through the cemetery in the way of an aphrodisiac.
In the way she heard Walter shuffling behind her in the grass, she heard John walking up behind her too. Seemingly with her good looks, with her looking much younger than she was, and with her long, blonde hair, slim body, and her big tits, she was an elderly man magnet. Her natural blonde hair was a spotlight that shined and reflected her sexual lust to those men who had a thing for having sex with a woman young enough to be their daughter. Young enough but not too young, seemingly, she had all the physical characteristics that older men wanted a younger women to have. With her being not too young and not too old, and with her looking much younger than she really was, obviously, she was everything that their wives were not.
"Pardon me," said an elderly man standing behind her. He seemed to be in his late sixties or early seventies, "I'm sorry to bother you but I couldn't help but overhearing that song. I love that song. That was my wife's favorite love song and has since become one of my favorite melodies too. Matter of fact, I absolutely love every song that you played."
She gave him a sad smile while turning off Walter's cassette recorder. Pretending not to notice him whenever he visited his wife, she had been scouting him for weeks. If only he knew that she wanted him as her new Daddy as much as he sexually wanted her as sexy, sexual playmate and arm candy, she wondered what he'd think. She wondered what he'd say. A win/win for both, with her wanting his money and him wanting her body, what was wrong with an older man finding some sexual pleasure with a younger woman?
"Love songs are my favorite. Sometimes they make me happy and other times they make me sad," she said looking at Walter's headstone before looking back at him. "With me surrounded by death and sadness, the cemetery seems to be the perfect place to play love songs.
In the same way that William, Patrick, and Walter looked at her as if she was an apparition, a blonde, busty angel that haunted the cemetery, John looked at her in that way too.
"I'm John," he said holding out his hand.
He grasped her hand in the way she'd no doubt soon be grasping her big tits and groping her shapely ass.
"Nice to meet you, John. I'm Susan," she said with a come hither smile.
She grasped his hand in the way she'd no doubt soon be grasping his cock. As if he was already confessing his sexual attraction to her, undressing her with his eyes, he drank her all in with his stare. She caught him looking down her top at her long line of cleavage and her low cut bra.
"I couldn't help notice that every time I'm here visiting my deceased wife, I see you here too." He looked down at the tombstone in front of her while no doubt noting the age of the deceased by his question. "Was Walter your father?"
As if she was getting ready to blow him, she moved from her seated position to move to her knees. She flipped back her long, blonde, lush hair with a toss of her pretty head to give him a sexy smile. As if she already had his cock in her mouth, she looked up at him with her big, blue eyes and gave him a naughty.
"Father? Heavens no, Walter wasn't my biological father. If he was my biological father what we had would have been incestuous and the sex we had would have been incest," she said with a dirty laugh. "He was my Daddy," she said giving him another sexy smile and another naughty look.
Obviously excited by her confession that Walter was her Daddy and seemingly enlightened by the expression on his face, he looked at her with new insight. He looked at her in the way that Walter looked at her when she told him that Patrick was her Daddy, the same way that Patrick looked at her when she told him the William was her Daddy.
'Who's your Daddy? Whoever is still alive and kicking and has the price to pay her admission is her Daddy.'
He looked at the tombstone again, no doubt calculating the age of Walter. If Susan read his face correctly and no doubt she did, he was probably thinking that if she'd have sex with Walter, she'd have sex with him too. No doubt, he was encouraged that she had a thing for older men.
"Your daddy?" He looked at her with confusion and paused as if rethinking what he was about to say. Obviously thinking better of it, he blurted out his thoughts anyway. "As in Sugar Daddy?"
She frowned and shook her head from side to side.
"Sugar Daddy? God no. We were friends, best friends, and close companions who grew to become lovers. Now with him gone, I'm so alone and so lonely," she said so sadly while looking at him as if she was about to cry. She wiped a non-existent tear from her eye. "I miss him so very much. I miss my Daddy."
With her knowing just the right amount of cleavage to show, she tossed back her long, blonde hair again while looking up at him with her big, blue eyes. She gave him a smile that obviously melted his heart, hardened his cock, and relaxed his checkbook in the way she had done with Walter and Patrick and William before him. She stood and leaned forward to pick up her blanket and when she did, her low cut blouse fell forward. As if there was a sign hanging from her neck with an arrow that read, look here, he stared down at her long, line of cleavage and sexy, low cut bra.
"May I buy you a cup of coffee?"
As if coffee was the code word for him asking her for sex, it was obvious that she had another older man hooked on her sexual hook. She just needed to reel him in while showing him that she was as sincere as she was sexy. She wrapped her arms around herself to brace herself from the imagined chill of the weather.
"I could use a cup of coffee," she said.
As if she was already his girlfriend, his companion, and his lover, he put his arm around her waist and escorted her to his two tone, gold and black Bentley. Bolder than William, Patrick, or Walter was when first meeting her, John was upfront with his sexual intentions. Obviously a very wealthy man judging him by his very expensive automobile and by the size of the monument he dedicated to his beloved wife, Elaine. As long as he didn't live longer than a few years, Susan may have hit the proverbial jackpot in befriending John.
"Maybe, I could be your Daddy too," he said reaching around her to place a naughty hand at the top of her shapely ass.
Dropping his hand lower, he gave her ass a long feel and a gentle squeeze before Susan removed his hand. She took his arm in her hand in the way she'd be taking his cock in her hand before taking his stiff prick in her mouth and hopefully in her pussy.
"Yes, I'd like that but if you're going to be my Daddy, you must behave. Being that I'd like for you to be my new Daddy, you wouldn't want a daughter who was a whore, would you?" she said giving him a naughty look with a sexy smile.
She gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Perhaps not a whore in public but what we do behind closed bedroom doors is our business," he said with a dirty laugh.
He gave her a look that promised her a monetary lifestyle she could only imagine.
"Friends first, then companions, and if you play your cards right, possibly lovers too," she said giving him a look that promised him a sexual lifestyle that he could only imagine.
He smiled.
"Touché," he said.
She took his arm and walked him to their cars.
"You lead the way and I'll follow you in my Cadillac."
THE END
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### SusanJillParker -- 00 ###
Robert, 24-years-old, is in love with 48-year-old, best friend Elizabeth. He celebrates Valentine's Day with Elizabeth, the woman of his dreams, his soulmate, his lover, and the love of his life.
* * * * *
"Happy Valentine's Day, Elizabeth," said Robert beaming by her loveliness. 'With her hair perfectly coiffed and her makeup making her look like a CoverGirl model, she looked so pretty,' he thought before thinking that he should tell her that. "You look so pretty," as an understatement to how he truly felt about her appearance.
Always respectfully formal of her before, with her a much older woman and him a much younger man, this was his first time calling her by her first name. It felt odd to say her first name aloud but she insisted that he did and she looked pleased that he called her by her first name. Their first time hopefully having sex, he was nervously excited with sexual anticipation. Yet, somehow and a good sign, as if she already knew his sexual intentions, encouraging him, she gave him a soft smile and a come hither look on this day of love, romance, and sex, Valentine's Day.
'I love you, Elizabeth,' he thought and wanted to confess but dared not say.
Even though he was sexually excited to hopefully have sex with her for the first time, he was already feeling remorsefully guilty to dare put the sexual moves on her of all women. She was his best friend, his most trusted confidant, and the woman who he told everything to but for telling her that he loved her, needed her, and wanted to have sex with her. Sexually lusting over her from afar, she was his favorite masturbation subject. After giving him so very many deliberate or accidental up-skirt peeks of her white, bikini panties and down-blouse views of her cleavage and low-cut bra, when he wasn't with her, he masturbated over imagining being with her sexually.
He told her he loved her many times before, of course, but not like this, never like this, not romantically and surely not sexually. She may be shocked to learn that he loves her not as a friend but as a potential lover. She may be shocked to learn that he sexually wants her, just as he may be disappointed to know that she may not sexually want him. Yet, tired of carrying a torch for her heart, he needed to know one way or the other if she felt the same way about him.
Suddenly nervous and questioning his own intentions, he felt in the way that a man must feel when down on one knee, holding up the ring, and asking a woman to marry him. He felt in the way that a man must feel when waiting for the woman he just proposed to say yes or no. Just as he hoped she'd accept him as her lover, he hoped she wouldn't reject him. Taking the chance to tell her how he felt on this special day or love, romance, and hopefully sex, Valentine's Day, she looked at him as if she already knew his intentions.
Yet, different from other couples, he didn't want to marry her. He didn't want to marry her, he just wanted to make love to her before fucking her. He just wanted to have sex with her, and the last thing he wanted to do was to insult her or offend her. He'd willingly finger and lick her pussy to orgasmic pleasure if only she'd suck his cock and allow him to ejaculate his cum in her mouth. If there was one woman that he was dying to have sex with, it was Elizabeth, his best friend.
Hard to read her, perhaps because she was his best friend and not his lover, risking their friendship, he was taking a big chance in soliciting her for sex. Hoping he hadn't misread her sexual signals, he hoped she sexually wanted him in the same way that he sexually wanted her. He'd love nothing more than to take their friendship to the next level. He'd love nothing more than to be sexually intimate with her. He'd love nothing more than to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
'She loves me. She loves me not,' he thought. 'Perhaps she loves me only as a friend and not as a lover. She wants to have sex with me. She doesn't want to have sex with me. Even though it's obvious that she loves me as a friend, her best friend, perhaps, she'd never have sex with me,' he thought while wondering what her reaction would be to him soliciting her for sex. 'Perhaps, jeopardizing their friendship and close relationship, she'd be deeply offended and devastatingly hurt that I dared solicit her for sex.'
He just hoped that he didn't ruin the close connection and the deep attachment they enjoyed by asking her for sex. As much as he'd be hugely disappointed if she refused to have sex with him, he'd be heartbroken if she sexually rejected him. Yet, even worse than that, he'd never forgive himself if he was to blame for ending their friendship. He'd be crushed if she didn't want anything to do with him again. Taking a chance, with it well worth the risk, he persevered.
"Thank you," she said when he said she looked pretty. "Happy Valentine's Day, Robert," she said usually calling him Bobby but not on this day of love, an encouraging sign, he hoped.
As if he had just met her instead of having known her all his life, now that he had sex and the image of her naked on his horny mind, he felt awkward around her when he never felt that way before. Having successfully hidden his sexual lust from her for six, long, sexually frustrating years, with love hitting him hard, he looked at her with unveiled, sexual lust now. She returned his look of sexual lust with her look of love, kindness, understanding, and compassion, not the looks he had hoped to receive but at least she wasn't angry with him for looking at her in that sexual way.
Unless he was misreading her and he hoped he wasn't, he hoped that she had sexually been thinking about him in the way that he always sexually thought about her. Hoping they were on the same page, he hoped that they were about to have sex for the first time. He hoped she'd make him the happiest man in the world by giving him the chance to make her the happiest woman in the world. With age of no consequence to him, he didn't care that she was twice his age while he hoped that it wouldn't matter to her that he was half her age. What did age matter when they were in bed naked?
'This is it. This is really it. This is finally it. Today, I'm going to make a sexual pass at her. I'm going to solicit her for sex,' he thought. 'Now or never, I need to make my move. I need to make my sexual intentions and my sexual feelings known. I need to make her my woman. I no longer want to be just her best friend. I want to be her lover too,' he thought while looking at her with nervousness and self-doubt.
Not wasting precious time with conversation as he always did before when sitting with her, then regretting not making a sexual move on her later, something special was in the air. As if it was kismet, fate, and/or their destiny, it was as if they both knew what was about to happen. Hopefully in tune with one another, as if the angels were smiling down on them, they were both seemingly on the same, sexual page.
Obviously, in the way she was looking at him, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Befitting that this should happen on Valentine's Day, in the way that she looked at him and leaned into him as if to cuddle, was she ready for this sexually, romantic moment as much as he was? Hoping that she just wasn't tired when she leaned up against him and closed her eyes, he hoped she was asking him to kiss her. He hoped she was asking him for more than just a peck but a long, wet kiss, a French kiss.
'I'd love nothing more than to French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes,' he thought.
When he didn't kiss her, she looked at him with her big, expressive, blue eyes as if she was waiting for him to make his move to kiss her. She looked up at him as if she was expecting him to take her in his arms and make her his woman. She looked at him in the same way that he looked at her. With him supposedly the aggressive man and her supposedly the submissive woman, it was up to him to make the first, sexually, romantic move. It was up to him to take her. It was up to him to make her his woman and his lover instead of his best friend.
'Do it! Just do it,' he thought. 'Kiss her. She wants you to kiss her, you fool.'
As his way of breaking the ice and to not only show her what he thought of her but also what he sexually wanted from her, he took her in his arms. He brushed back a strand of her natural, blonde hair that fell in front of her captivating, blue eyes and stared at her as if she was the only woman in the world. As far as he was concerned, she was the only woman in the world. Filled with love, he looked at her as if she already was his one and only and as far as he was concerned, she was. Sexually excited, he gazed at her in the way he had never gazed at anyone before.
Then, not giving her the peck on the lips that he usually gave her, he kissed her. He really kissed her. Parting her lips with his tongue, he gave her a deep, wet, sexual kiss. The first time kissing her in such a passionately sexual way, he French kissed her. The first time kissing him in such a passionately sexual way, she surprised him when she returned his kiss with her kiss. Even though he sexually lusted over her for six years, he never had such a sexual attraction to her before as he had now.
'Maybe Cupid had something to do with this magical and memorable day,' he thought while continuing to kiss her and before she blanked his mind with her kiss.
With them more best friends than lovers, he kissed her lots of times before, of course. He kissed her on her birthdays, on his birthdays, on Christmas mornings, on New Year's Eves, and on Valentine's Days but not like this, never like this. Nothing more than a peck, the first time parting her lips with his tongue, he had never French kissed her before. Now, as if addicted to her lips, he couldn't wait to French kiss her again.
Obviously, they were both ready and willing to take the next step in their friendship that had somehow morphed from friendship, sexually lust, and now to love. As if a key, this kiss not only unlocked the love they felt in their hearts for one another but also this kiss freed the forbidden, sexual passion of a much younger man falling in love with a much older woman. In this modern age of cougars and Sugar Daddy's no one pays no never mind how old or how young they are.
As if this one kiss validated their love, with them hopefully now poised to be lovers in addition to being best friends, with that kind of connection already in place, they could endure anything. Never expecting to kiss her but always hoping he could, he surprised himself as much as he surprised her by French kissing her. His friends and his relatives would never approve nor understand his sexual attraction for a woman who was twice his age but he didn't care.
'Fuck them,' he thought. 'They don't know how I feel about her and how she obviously feels about me. They'd never understand our forbidden love. Besides, what we hopefully do behind closed bedroom doors is none of anyone's business.'
This first, French kiss was their first step in changing their relationship from just friendship to friends with benefits. Their first, real kiss, an unforgettable kiss, even if nothing came of it, he'd remember their first, French kiss for the rest of his life. With her lips so soft, so full, and so sweet, he'd remember this kiss first forever. His dream of love, romance, and sex come true, whenever he wasn't physically with her, he'd remember pressing his lips against her lips and parting them with his tongue in his dreams. Now that they were together as man and woman and hopefully lovers, in addition to best friends, he'd never leave her side.
Even better than the kiss that his Prom date, Jessica, a hot, sexy cheerleader, and ex-girlfriend, gave him six years ago, when he was an 18-year-old high school senior, this kiss was the best kiss he had ever had from anyone. Even better than the kisses that hot, sexy, drunken redhead gave him at a college frat party, her kiss paled in comparison to Elizabeth's first kiss. Better than the kisses that he imagined giving Emilia Clarke from Game of Thrones, Scarlett Johansson from Lucy, Kate Beckinsale, Angelina Jolie, and Charlize Theron, he had never felt such sexual passion for any woman as he felt for Elizabeth now.
'Wow,' he thought while reeling from her deep, wet kiss.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Elizabeth," he said again.
Holding her and hugging her, wanting to hold her forever, he never wanted to let her go. He moved another strand of blonde hair away from her big, blue eyes again before sliding a slow hand down her back to cup her sweet, firm ass in his horny hand through her short skirt and panties. Going for broke, he had always wanted to touch, feel, and squeeze her beautiful, shapely ass. Especially for an older woman, no doubt from her playing tennis, doing palettes, and swimming, she had such an incredible, round, firm ass.
The first time touching her in such a brazen, sexual way, she further surprised him when she allowed him to feel and squeeze her ass as if her ass already belonged to him. As if he was dreaming or sexually fantasizing this happening, he was happy that she allowed him to touch and feel her sexually while kissing her. Obviously sexually aroused by his French kiss, she looked at him stunned in the way he looked at her filled with lustful desire. Now he couldn't wait to undress her. He couldn't wait for her to undress him. He couldn't wait to have sex with her.
Never expecting this to happen, never expecting to fall in love with her in the way that she obviously fell in love with him too, but they did. A good match emotionally, other than the big differences in their age, they were perfect for one another. They were the perfect love connection. As if they were made for one another, if he searched the world, he could never find a better woman for him, just as if she searched the world, she couldn't find a better man for her.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Robert," she said again before returning another one of his deep, wet kisses with her deep, wet kiss. Weird for her to call her Robert instead of Bobby, she only called him Robert when she was angry with him. Now, she called him Robert because he kissed her, French kissed her and felt and squeezed her ass through her clothes. "I'll be back after I put on and model your Valentine's Day gift," she said giving him a sexy smile and naughty look before leaving his bedroom with her sexy nightgown in hand.
'I can't believe she's going to model that sexy nightgown for me,' he thought while impatiently awaiting her return. 'With that nightgown so sheer, so short, and so low-cut, I'll soon be seeing more of her beautiful body than I've ever seen before.'
Having never given her such a sexy and sexually provocative gift, he took a huge leap of faith by giving her a sexy nightgown for Valentine's Day. He couldn't believe she not only liked the gift and had left him to try it on but also that was going to model it for him too. Yet, more than just the card, the flowers, the perfume, the box of chocolates, the champagne, and the sexy nightgown that he gave her for Valentine's Day, he had much better gifts he hoped to give her.
If she allowed him the sexual pleasure, he had gifts that couldn't be measured in monetary value. His gift to his soon to be lover was to give her orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. His Valentine's Day gift was not only to give her sexual pleasure but also to make her cum. Even though she was an older woman, his gift to her was to make her his woman in the way that he couldn't wait for her to make him her man. Doing the math in his head, when she was 60-years-old, old enough to be his mother, he'd be 36-years-old. With her looking younger and him looking older, the difference in age wasn't an issue.
Now that he French kissed her, he wondered what Liz sounded like when having an orgasm. While imagining the facial expressions she made, he wondered what she looked like when cumming. As if she was his blushing bride, he could only imagine her body coming alive and her face glowing during the orgasmic pleasure that he intended to give her.
Even though he was a much younger and less sexually experienced man, he'd love to be the man to do that for her. Even though she was a much older and more sexually experienced woman, he'd love her to be the woman to make him a better man. Just as he'd love for her to be the woman to make him sexually satisfied, he'd love to be the man to make her sexually satisfied. Just as he wished that she'd be the woman to love him forever and a day, he'd love to be the man to love her forever and a day.



Blame it on love to overstep the sexual boundaries of their friendship but Valentine's Day inspired his wanton feelings of forbidden, sexual lust enough to ignore his reservations, his guilt, and his feelings of foreboding. With her either deliberately or inadvertently flashing him, they had wasted enough time sexually teasing one another. He had wasted enough time by masturbating in private over all that he had seen of her. Now, he needed to put his sexual fantasies in motion to finally realize them. Having already confessed how he felt by his long, wet kiss, now he needed to show her how he felt by giving her hot, romantic sex.
Putting his sexual feelings out there with the chance that he'd be rejected, he never felt as much love for this woman, hopefully his woman, as he felt for her now. Even though he had lusted over her for years, afraid to show his true feelings, content with being her best friend, he never wanted her as much as he wanted her now. Never thinking that this day would ever come, once her ex-husband was out of her life, that left the door of romance wide open for him to step in and take what he wanted and what he wanted was her. He wanted to have hot sex with her before making love to her and before fucking her.
Now, with him finally alone with her and her ex-husband gone for good with Robert's ex-girlfriend, Jessica, a woman half his age, what was good for the gander was good for the goose. With him literally half her age too, it was time that Liz had sex with a much younger man in the way that her ex-husband left her to have sex with a much younger woman. With her now clear of any romantic and/or marital obligations and free from any other suiters wooing her, he couldn't wait to make his sexual move to make her his woman. He couldn't wait to have sex with her. He couldn't wait to make love to her. He couldn't wait to fuck her.
His kind of woman, she was much like him in humor and in personality. His dream woman, Elizabeth was tall, beautiful, and sexy. His kind of woman, she was smart, fun, and witty. His kind of woman, she was vulnerable. His kind of woman she was sad, lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated. He couldn't think of a better woman than her to make his. Besides, with marriage and children out of the question, he didn't have to marry her and give her a child to know that he could ease her sadness and make her feel better by giving her sex.
Alone with her in his bedroom, his boudoir was filled with the fragrance of two dozen, long stem, red roses along with the tangible feeling of the anticipation of sex. With her having already opened her candy, he took a bite of one, a chocolate truffle. He couldn't wait to feed her chocolates in-between their kisses and to taste the sweetness of the candy on her lips and tongue. He lit some candles and turned off the light. Even though he wouldn't be able to see her as well in candlelight while she wore his sexy nightgown, with her a mature woman, he didn't want to make her feel self-consciously uncomfortable once he hopefully stripped her naked.
'Naked, naked, naked,' he imagined Elizabeth naked now and in the way that he had never imagined her naked before. 'Naked, naked, naked,' he was finally going to see his best friend naked. 'Naked, naked, naked,' she was finally going to see her best friend naked too. 'Naked, naked, naked,' he couldn't wait to see Elizabeth naked. He couldn't wait to see her big tits, her nipples, and areolas, as well as her blonde pussy and her shapely, naked ass.
As if she was standing before him naked now, he imagined seeing her naked. He imagined touching her, feeling her, and fondling her in places where he had never touched, felt, and fondled her before. He imagined touching her, feeling her, and fondling her in places where had had always wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her. His sexual fantasy come true, this was it, this was finally it.
After having lusted over her for six, long, sexually frustrating years, he finally summoned the nerve to kiss her. He finally kissed her, French kissed her. He couldn't believe he finally parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her. Even more than that, he couldn't believe she returned his kiss with her kiss and with her own sexual passion. Replaying their deep, wet kiss over again in his mind, her lips were magical. After wanting to have sex with her for so long, they were hopefully, finally, about to have sex.
While waiting impatiently for her to return after slipping on her sexy nightgown, he opened the champagne. The cork popped from the bottle and the champagne gushed out on the carpet in the way that he imagined his cock would soon gush his cum in her pussy. He sipped the champagne he bought her that now chilled in an ice bucket by the end of the bed. He sniffed the red roses in the way he hoped to soon be sniffing her wet pussy while licking her and fingering her cunt.
Not stopping there, after giving her an orgasm with his fingers, his mouth, his tongue, and his cock, he hoped she'd give him an orgasm with her hand, her tongue, and her mouth. After cumming in her mouth, he hoped she'd be agreeable to him giving her a cum bath. After he imagined gushing a first load of cum in her mouth, he imagined shooting a second load of cum all over her beautiful face, in her lush, blonde hair, and across her big breasts. Only, with her an older woman, hoping she does, maybe she doesn't suck cock. He didn't know. He had no idea.
Making himself more comfortable on his bed while waiting for her to return, he quickly changed and propped up more pillows behind his head. As if she was his Victoria Secrets model but without wings, not wanting to miss her entrance, he wanted to see her in the sexy nightgown that he bought her. Moreover, he wanted her to get a good look at his erection that tented his black, silk, boxer shorts. Just as he wanted to see her wearing his gift, he wanted her to see him wearing her gift. He wanted her to see the pole that added heat to the red hearts pierced with arrows that decorated the silk underwear that she bought him for Valentine's Day.
After French kissing her the first time, he yearned to French kiss her again. In the way that he couldn't wait to sexually touch her, feel her, and fondle her, he couldn't wait for her to sexually touch him, feel him, and fondle him too. He couldn't wait to have his wicked, sexual way with every part of her beautiful body. In the way that he couldn't wait for her to take his prick in her soft hand, he couldn't wait to finger her wet pussy. He couldn't wait to feel his cock buried deep in her cunt in the way that he couldn't wait to see her looking up at him with his prick in her beautiful mouth.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 01 ###
Robert finally has sex with Elizabeth.
* * * * *
Their first time having sex on of all days, Valentine's Day, a sexual celebration, this was indeed an auspicious, romantic occasion. Denied the invitation to bed her until now, she finally saw the light when she realized the sexual lust and felt the romantic passion that he had long held for her. She finally saw the light when she noticed his erection that he was no longer able to hide nor wanted to hide from her. When he wished her a Happy Valentine's Day and sealed the deal with a kiss, a French kiss, they knew that tonight was inevitable. They knew that tonight was the night for love, romance, and sex.
Not making him wait very long, she seemed as sexually eager to have sex with him as he was sexually excited to have sex with her. His vision of perfection, she entered his bedroom wearing her Victoria's Secret's, short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgown. A sensual sight to see, she looked so beautiful. A forbidden sight to behold, as if she was already naked, she looked so sexy.
Totally captivating, she reminded him of how Kelly Preston looked when she played Marnie Mason, Arnold Schwarzenegger's love interest, in Twins so long ago. As if she was his blonde angel instead of the woman of his desire and sexual fantasies, he couldn't wait to make her his lover. Now that he saw how hot and sexy she looked in that sheer nightgown, he couldn't wait to see what she looked like without it.
"How do I look?" She said obviously sexually teasing him while turning one way before turning the other and while giving him the eye.
Tempting him, teasing him, and toying with him, she knew exactly how she looked. Not only did she look beautiful but also she looked sexually dangerous. She looked like a piece of forbidden fruit from the Garden of Eden. Instead of imagining himself as the snake who'd dare seduce her in the Garden of Eden, instead of imagining her as an innocent virgin, he imagined that she was Eve and he was Adam. No matter who they were or imagined themselves to be, he didn't care about the consequences of them coming together sexually. In the same way that there wasn't a chance she'd be saying no to him, he'd never say no to her neither.
Having never seen as much of her sexy body before, he stared at her as if she was naked already and as if he was seeing her without her clothes for the first time. He looked from her shoulder length, blonde hair, to her big, blue, beautiful eyes, before staring down at her shapely figure. As if God had created her just for him or more appropriately, God had created him just for her, he was beyond sexually excited to finally be sexually intimate with her.
Before answering her to tell her how she looked, as if her nightgown cupped them just for him, he stared at the sensuous sight that her C cup breasts made in her China blue nightgown. In the way that his erection showed her the sexual lust that he had for her in his boxer shorts, he saw the sexual lust she had for him by the huge impressions her nipples made in her nightgown. Just as he couldn't wait to feel her big tits, he couldn't wait to see her big tits and suck her big nipples.
Unless she was cold instead of sexually aroused with her nipples already hard and erect, he discerned that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Unless he was mistaken and was misreading all the sexual signals that she had given him over their years together, tonight was the night. Why else would he be in his bedroom and on his bed in his boxer shorts? Why else would she dare model the sheer, short, low-cut nightgown that he gave her as his Valentine's gift?
With tonight the night of love, romance, and sex he'd be making romantic love to her tonight. He'd be having sex with the woman of his dreams, his lustful desires, and his sexual fantasies on Valentine's night. He'd finally be seeing Elizabeth naked. Who else to have sex with than to have sex with his best friend?
'Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah,' he thought while imagining angels singing.
He stared at her as if he was dreaming. He gazed at her as if he was having another one of his sexual fantasies while masturbating over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with him. He sexually leered at her as if she was his woman not just for this one night but forever.
"How do you look? Allow me show you how I think you look," he said with a sexy smile and a dirty laugh.
As if she was his sexy wench, he sat up in bed and leaned forward to take her by her wrist. As if he was a pillager taking what he wanted and as if she was the precious, albeit the forbidden spoils of his claimed castle in his new kingdom, he pulled her to him as if she was already his woman. As if she was his for the taking and she was, something she seemed to enjoy, he was aggressively forceful with her. Yet, instead of forcing her to have sex, he was taking her. Obviously giving her what she wanted and needed, she giggled like a little girl to be the reason of his sexual lust.
When he pulled her in that forceful way and when she fell on the bed, the top of her low-cut nightgown opened to give him a great down-nightgown view of the tops of her full breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. The object of his sexual attraction, focused attention, and passion, she had fabulous tits and he couldn't wait to finally see them, touch them, and fondle them. He couldn't wait to finger her nipples before sucking her nipples. He couldn't wait to watch her naked breasts bounce up and down and sway side to side as he fucked her hard, long, and fast.
As if voluntarily lifting itself in sexual anticipation of him fingering her, when she fell on the bed, short nightgown moved up enough to give him a sexy view of her blonde, trimmed pussy. Naked beneath her nightgown, his sign that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, she wasn't wearing panties. She was naked beneath that flimsy nightgown. One, thin piece of satin material prevented him from seeing the woman of his lustful desire naked.
'Ahoy,' he thought as if he was a pirate ready to have sex with his wench of a woman.
Having seen her white, bikini panties plenty of times before with her flashing him sexy up-skirt peeks, he had never seen her naked pussy before. Other than brief in-between her leg, up-nightgown glimpses in a darkened room while cuddling on the couch and watching a movie, he had never seen her bare, naked pussy. Now that she was nakedly exposed, he stared at her cunt as if he had never seen a woman's private parts before. Indeed, hers was a special cunt. This was his beloved, Elizabeth's, pussy.
'I saw Elizabeth's cunt,' he thought. 'I saw her pussy,' he couldn't believe that he saw her naked pussy. 'I love her pussy.'
He couldn't wait to touch her pussy, cup her pussy, and finger her pussy. Just the thought of fingering her pussy sent shivers down his spine. He couldn't wait to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. As if he was her longtime lover instead of her best friend, he couldn't wait to make love to her pussy with his mouth before making love to her mouth with his cock. He couldn't wait to give her a vaginal orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. He couldn't wait to fuck her pussy and pound her pussy in the mattress while hearing her scream his name in sexual passion.
'Robert! God, Robert! Oh, my God, Robert! Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me,' he imagined her screams of sexual passion. 'Make me cum.'
Kissing and kissing her, French kissing her, he touched her, felt her, and fondled her now where he was never allowed but yearned to touch, feel, and fondle her before. Kissing and kissing her, French kissing her, he slid a slow, purposeful hand over her nightgown clad ass and squeezed her buttocks before raising her nightgown high enough and long enough to feel her naked backside. Having his sexual way with her naked, shapely ass, squeezing her ass and feeling her ass again before slapping her ass, he moved his hand to the front of her.
'She has such an incredible ass,' he thought. 'I can't believe I'm feeling a forty-eight-year-old ass. Any thirty-year-old woman would love to have her ass.'
As if her body was his personal playground and his Valentine's Day gift of sexual pleasure to him, he felt her full breasts through her nightgown. First feeling one breast before feeling the other breast, he repeated the process of feeling her breasts again to finger her nipples. Eager to see her naked, natural tits, he always wanted to see her big tits, her areolas, and her nipples. As if the top of her nightgown was a shroud cloaking a masterpiece painting, as if there was a drumroll of suspense going off in his horny head, he lowered her nightgown straps to expose her naked breasts to his horny eyes. A sight of rare beauty, he couldn't believe his eyes.
With her topless now, he feasted his horny eyes on her naked breasts. He couldn't believe she was finally topless before him. He couldn't believe he was finally seeing her big, beautiful breasts. Her breasts were amazing.
As if they were something valuably forbidden to touch, he touched and felt her breasts before he lowered his head to suck her erect nipples. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them between his fingers, he fingered her nipples while sucking her nipples. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe he was finally seeing, touching, and sucking on Elizabeth's big tits while fingering her nipples. A large C cup, perhaps even a small D cup, she had beautiful breasts that were as big as they were shapely.
'By far, she has the best tits I've ever seen, felt, fondled, sucked, and fingered,' he thought while sucking and fingering her erect nipples.
Then, something he only sexually fantasized of ever doing, he felt her reach her hand down to feel his erection though his boxer shorts. When he moved his hand in-between her legs to cup her naked pussy, she stuck her hand down his boxer shorts to wrap her long, manicured fingers around his stiff prick. Obviously, in the way that he couldn't wait to touch and feel her wet pussy, she couldn't wait to touch and feel his hard cock too. Pussy for prick, obviously, he wasn't the only one who wanted to have some hot, sexy fun.
'Oh, my God,' he thought when she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around his thick prick.
Continuing to French kiss one another, he fingered her cunt while she fingered the head of his cock. Slowly, as if making love to his prick with her soft hand, she stroked his cock. Just as he couldn't believe he was fingering her warm, wet pussy, he couldn't believe she was stroking his hard, erect dick. His sexual fantasy come true, just as he couldn't believe that he was finally masturbating her, he couldn't believe she was finally masturbating him.
"Lick me Robert. Give me an orgasm with your tongue and with your fingers," she said whispering her sexual wishes in his ear while licking and blowing in his ear. "Eat my pussy while fingering my cunt. Make me your submissive bitch. Make me your dirty whore. Make me your sexy, sexual slave. Use me and abuse me. Make me your cum slut," she said giving him another deep, wet kiss.
His kind of woman, he loved it when she talked dirty to him. His kind of woman, he couldn't wait to talk dirty to her. As much as he'd love having sex with her, he couldn't wait to have hot, sexy pillow talk over all the sexy, sexual things they've done and all the sexy, sexual things they'd do. Just as he couldn't wait to fill her beautiful mind with sexual imagery, he couldn't wait for her to fill his horny mind with dirty thoughts.
Not wearing his Valentine's gift very long, she unceremoniously and hurriedly removed her nightgown and his silk boxer shorts as if the materials were on fire. With them both naked now, they were ablaze by the heat of their sexual flames. Taking him by surprise, not expecting her to remove her nightgown and strip off his shorts so soon, in the way that he stared at her naked body, she stared at his naked body. As if he was recording the image of her in his mind, he wished he had a camera. He'd take dozens of sexy cheesecake, naked photos of her to masturbate over later while allowing her to take dozens of sexy beefcake photos of him for her to masturbate over later too.
'I can't believe I'm finally seeing Elizabeth naked,' he thought while drinking her all in as if he was guzzling a cold beer on a scorching, hot day. 'She's such an extraordinarily beautiful woman, especially for a woman her age.'
"You're so stunningly beautiful Elizabeth," he said staring at her before taking her naked body in his arms to kiss her again. "If I didn't know you were 48-years-old, I'd think you were 24-years-old."
As if he was dreaming this, his sexual fantasy finally realized, he moved between her shapely legs to lick her already glistening wet, pink pussy. Licking her while fingering her, he took sexual control of her beautiful body with the quick laps of his long, wide tongue. Licking her harder and faster while fingering her deeper, he had her squirming in no time. Licking her while fingering her, he never thought this day would ever come. With him wanting only her and no other woman, not a movie star nor a celebrity, he never thought he'd ever be sexually intimate with the woman of his lustful desires.



"Oh, Robert," she said grabbing him by his hair and pulling his head forward.
As if his nose was her surrogate prick or her substitute dildo, she mashed his face in her wet pussy and rubbed her vaginal secretions all over his face. As if he was her Valentine's Day decoration of sexual lust, his face glistened with her warm wetness. As she obviously loved him licking and fingering her, by the sexual passion that he showed her, he loved licking and fingering her too. Squirming and moaning her sexual lust, she returned his sexual passion with every bit of his sexual passion.
"I love licking your pussy, Liz," he said. "I love eating you. I love fingering your cunt," he said following her lead in his dirty talk.
As if she was the aggressive man and he was the submissive woman, she put a heavy hand to the back of his head and pressed his face forward while holding it there. As if she was the horny man and he was the compliant woman, she mashed his mouth and tongue in her cunt in the way that a man would impale a woman's mouth and deep throat her with his prick. As if she was the empowered man and he was the weak woman, she let him know what she wanted and what she wanted was for him to give her an orgasm with his mouth, his tongue, and his fingers.
"Right there. Right there, Robert. That's it," she said with sexual excitement. "Don't stop. Please don't stop rubbing my clit. Rub my clit harder. Rub my clit faster. Lick me, Robert. Lick me. Lick me faster. Faster. Lick me harder. Harder. Finger fuck me deeper while rubbing my clit. Deeper. Harder," she said. "That's it. That's it. Right there. Oh, God! Oh, God!"
Licking her faster, he licked her harder. Finger fucking her deeper, he rubbed her clit faster and harder. He stretched her pussy with his finger to insert his tongue and his finger even deeper in her cunt. Licking and licking her, he continued licking her until his jaw hurt. Yet, taking the pain with the pleasure, he love eating her cunt.
"Uma, uma, uma," he made noises as if he was chanting instead of eating her pussy. "Uma, uma, uma," he exhaled his sexual desire in her pussy. "Uma, uma, uma," he said while licking her.
Still forcible holding his head in place while pressing his face against her cunt, he let out the sounds that allowed him to breath better while his face was buried in her pussy. An unexpected bonus, his sound effects seemed to sexually excite her. Now really getting into eating her cunt, he reached up his hand to feel and fondle her big breasts and finger her erect nipples.
Pulling them, turning them, and twisting her big nipples, he fingered one nipple before fingering the other nipple. With him going at her wet pussy as if his tongue was a battery-operated vibrator submerged underwater, it didn't take her long to arch her back and tighten her legs. It didn't take her long to scream his name. It didn't take her long to have an oral orgasm and cum. Just as it didn't take him long to get her to cum, it didn't take her long to bask in the afterglow of sex.
"Robert! Oh, God, Robert! I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Robert. I'm cumming," she said collapsing as if she had been deflated. "Jesus that was good."
As if she was dead, she remained silently smiling and holding herself until she spoke.
"Wow," he said wiping his face with napkins he had on his nightstand. Reeling in shock, not only had he made out with and seen his beloved Elizabeth naked but also he had just eaten her pussy. "That was amazing, Liz."
Showing him as much sexual passion as he showed her, she leaned to him to kiss him before collapsing on the bed again.
"My God, Robert, that was incredible. It's been so long, too long, since I had sex. It's been so long, too long, since I've had my pussy fingered and licked. It's been so long, too long, since I've had an orgasm. Thank you, Robert. Thank you for eating my cunt. Thank you for licking my pussy while fingering my pussy," she said. "You've made me so happy on this special day. You've given me the best Valentine's Day I ever had."
With him still in the moment, not letting her off so easily, he moved between her legs to continue licking her and fingering her while fondling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. As if she was paralyzed and unable to move, she stayed like that in a state of suspended animation while enjoying the afterglow of her oral orgasm and while becoming sexually aroused again from him licking and fingering her. He wanted to give her a second, oral orgasm but she obviously had other sexual plans. Instead, when she reached down for him, he wiped his face on his napkin again before moving up to her.
"Make love to me, Robert," she said reaching down for him. "I need to feel you inside me. Make me cum again. Stick your big prick deep in my pussy. Then, after you make love to me, fuck me, Robert. Fuck me. Really fuck me. Fuck me hard and fuck me fast. I need a good fuck," she said. "I need to cum from you fucking me."
Having never heard her talk dirty before, he was surprised to hear her talk dirty now. If he wasn't sexually excited enough before, he was even more sexually excited now by her graphic, X-rated, pillow talk. If only she was his age, he'd have his perfect woman. If only he was her age, she'd have the perfect man. Yet, even with her twice his age and him half her age, they didn't care. Just as he loved her, she loved him. He truly loved her and would always love her, need her, and want her. She truly loved him and would always love him, need him, and want him.
He mounted her and when he did, she reached her hand down between his legs and took his cock in hand to position his stiff prick by the opening of her wet pussy. As if he was meant to make love to her, his cock slid inside of her as if it belonged there. As if he was meant to make love to her, he gasped when he felt her warm wetness engulf his prick and when he felt the tightness of her cunt. As if he was meant to make love to her, he held her tight while French kissing her deep.
As if she was meant to make love to him, she gasped when she felt the full length and girth of his erection. As if she was meant to make love to him, she humped him as lovingly as he humped her. As if she was meant to make love to him, she wrapped her arms around his neck and passionately kissed him. Obviously, in the way that she couldn't wait to be fucked, he couldn't wait to fuck her.
Slowly and delicately humping her as if she was breakable, making love to the love of his life gently and romantically while kissing and kissing her, he slowly humped her a little harder and a little faster. Then, with his sexual passion consuming him in the way of a raging fire, he humped her faster and he humped her harder. Now fucking her instead of making love to her, he showed her his deep, penetrating love for her by pounding her pussy into her mattress. Continuing to show her the sexual, physical, and emotional, lustful passion that he had for her, he stopped kissing her to fuck her deeper and harder.
Just as he gave her sexual satisfaction with his fingers and tongue enough for her to cum, he wanted to give her a second orgasm with his cock too. With her tubes tied and with him knowing she could no longer get pregnant, he wanted to feel what it was like to cum inside her. No matter if she could no longer bear him a child, as if claiming her as his woman by marking his territory, he needed to deposit his DNA inside her cunt by cumming in her pussy.
Then, hoping she'd reciprocate the orgasmic, sexual pleasure and blow him, not only did he want to cum in her mouth but also he wanted to give her a cum bath. After he ejaculated his lust in her mouth, holding back some cum in reserve, as if staking his claim on her, he wanted to ejaculate a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her breasts. He wanted to physically show her how much he wanted her by decorating her face with his cum in the way that she glistened his face with her vaginal secretions.
"Oh, my God," he said brushing back another strand of her lush, blonde hair again to stare in her big, blue eyes while fucking her faster and harder. "This is the best sex I've ever had with anyone," he said breathlessly while looking at her adoringly.
Yet, as soon as he said that, he regretted saying that. What was he thinking to say something like that to her now? As soon as he said that, he hoped he hadn't said the wrong thing at the wrong time by bringing up other women while his prick was buried deep inside her. Afraid that she may take offense that he was thinking of other women while inside her, fortunately for him, with them on the same, sexual page, she leaned up to kiss him before collapsing back on her back. Fortunately, for him, she seemed flattered that he deemed her his best sexual partner he ever had just as she seemed sexually excited to know that this the best sex he ever had.
"Ditto for me too," she said with a laugh. "You're such an incredible lover. This is the best sex I've ever had too. As much as I love your fingers, your tongue, and your cock, I love you, Robert."
She loves him. She surprised him by telling him that she loves him. Really pounding her pussy, he looked at her with love while humping her harder and faster.
"I love you, too, Elizabeth. I love you. Happy Valentine's Day," he said breathlessly.
She looked at him with love too.
"I love you, Robert," she said again. "I love you. Happy Valentine's Day to you too, Robert," she said as her big tits bounced and swayed her sexual excitement from him banging her beautiful body.
Obviously with her not nearly done yet, as if getting ready to go for a fast, hard ride on a bucking bronco, she wrapped her arms tighter around his neck and locked her long, shapely legs around his waist. As if they were one, entwined by arms and legs, she held him as tightly as he held her. She humped him as hard and as fast as he humped her. They fucked one another long and hard.
"Oh, my God, Liz. Oh, my God. I love you. I love you. I love you," he said.
Humping him harder and faster now, she returned his hard, fast humps with his hard, fast humps.
"Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me. Make me cum again. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me deeper. Make me cum. I need to cum. Give me an orgasm with your big, beautiful prick," she said whispering her sexual desire while licking and blowing in his ear again. "Make me your woman. Make me your bitch."
He gave her a sexy smile before giving her a deep, wet kiss. Before they started fucking again, really fucking, she returned his French kiss with her French kiss. Every time she kissed him in that way, she blanked his mind. Every time she kissed him in the way, as if plugging his cock in a wall outlet, she electrified and recharged him with the sexual passion that he had for her. Ready to fuck her even harder and faster, he was ready to pound her pussy in the way that he had never pounded any woman's cunt. Wanting to give her an orgasm with his prick, he needed to make her cum again.
"It would be my sexual pleasure to give you sexual pleasure," he said with a dirty laugh.
As if he was a competitor in a fucking contest, Robert fucked her harder. As if he was eager to claim first prize, he fucked her faster. As if he was going for the world's fucking record, he fucked her harder and faster. Only, deciding not to ejaculate his cum in her pussy, not yet, not now, he wanted to save his cum. He'd cum in her pussy later. Preferring instead, he wanted to cum in her mouth.
Now wanting and expecting her to blow him, he wanted to save his cum for her beautiful mouth. He wanted to save his cum to give her a special Valentine's Day cum bath. As if he was a dog marking his territory with his cum instead of with urine, he wanted to cum all over her. After ejaculating a partial load in her mouth, he wanted to make her his woman by cumming all over her beautiful face, in her blonde hair, and across her big tits. As if she was his cake that he was eating too, he wanted to decorate her with the translucent pearls of his cum.
He slid a slow finger across her red, full lips and, a good sign, she took his finger in his mouth and sucked his finger as if she was sucking his cock while staring at him with her big, blue eyes. Eager for her to blow him, he knew she'd soon be sucking his cock too. After he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth and after he ejaculated a second load of cum all over her beautiful face, in her blonde hair, and across her big tits, he wanted her to take him in her mouth again. He wanted her to suck him dry and lick him clean. Sexually exciting for him to see her staring up at him with his big, hard, hairy prick in her mouth, he wanted to watch her swallow his cum.
"Oh, Robert. I'm cumming," she said wrapping her arms tighter around his neck and her long, legs tighter around his waist. "Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Fuck me deeper. Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me. Stick your big, thick prick deep inside of my warm, wet cunt."
Fucking her harder, fucking her faster, and fucking her deeper, he was intent on giving her another orgasm, this time with his cock instead of with his tongue and fingers. Intent on erasing her sadness with sexual pleasure, needing her to forget about her drunken, bastard of an ex-husband, he wanted her to think of him, only him, instead of her cheating, unfaithful ex-husband. In the way that her 48-year-old, ex-husband abandoned her for Robert's 24-year-old whore of an ex-girlfriend, he wanted his 48-year-old, MILF of a lover to have her wicked, sexual way with his 24-year-old, hard body any time she wanted.
"You're so frigging beautiful, Liz. You're so frigging sexy. I love making love to you. I love eating you," he said talking dirty to her. "I love licking you while fingering you. I love fucking your pussy. I love pounding your cunt," he said. "I love you, Elizabeth. I love you," he said kissing her and kissing her. "I'll always love you."
As stunned as he was sexually excited, he couldn't believe she talked dirty to him. He couldn't believe they were having hot, sexy pillow talk. He couldn't believe that she told him that she loved him. As if he had said the magic word by talking dirty to her and telling her again that he loved her, she was ready to cum again. Just as he still couldn't wrap his brain around the fact that he was in bed and having sex with his dream woman, he couldn't believe she was ready to cum again.
Even though he had sexually lusted over her and masturbated over her for years, he never thought he'd be having sex with her. Always thinking of her as his best friend, he never thought of her as a love match and as his lover unless his hand was wrapped around his stiff prick while stroking himself. Always thinking of her as morally modest, he never thought of her as a sexual woman. With the differences in their ages getting in the way before, he never thought of her as sexually insatiable until now. With the differences in their ages no longer making a difference now, she was his woman and he was her man.
Now that he was having his wicked, sexual way with her naked, beautiful body, she was indeed his sexy bitch. She was indeed his sexual slave. She was indeed his cum slut. She was indeed his woman and his lover in addition to being his best friend. Now that they've had sex, he couldn't wait to have sex with her again. Now that they've had sex, he'd have sex with her every day, twice a day, morning and night.
"I'm cumming, Robert. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Just don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm almost there. Oh, my! Oh, my! Oh, my God! I'm almost there. Oh, Robert," she said holding him as tight as she could. "Oh, Robert! Oh, Robert! Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Make me cum."
After she had her second orgasm, they stayed like that holding one another while sweating and breathing hard. Then, as if seeing him for the first time, she stared in his hazel eyes with her blue eyes. Even better than their first, French kiss, she kissed him with unreserved, sexual passion in the way he had never been kissed and/or had kissed anyone before. Blanking his mind with her deep, wet kiss, it was a long, lingering, romantic kiss that filled him with love, lust, and passion.
"I love you, Robert. I love you. I'll always love you and I'm forever sexually yours if you want me," she said stroking his hair before touching the side of his face and before French kissing him again.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 02 ###
Elizabeth gives Robert the best blowjob of his young life.
* * * * *
Now it was his turn to cum. His sexual fantasy come true, Elizabeth, the love of his life was about to blow him. About to take him in her mouth, she was about to suck his prick. Hoping beyond hope, he hoped she'd allow him to cum in her mouth. He hoped she'd swallow his cum. He hoped she'd allow him to give her a cum bath.
He watched her move down half the length of his body to take his sticky wet, erect cock in her hand to stroke him while staring up at him and before taking him in her mouth. With them already connected in friendship, now sex connected them too. His cock was covered in her vaginal secretions and as if she was taking her dildo in her mouth after masturbating herself, it sexually excited him to watch her lick his cock clean. Kissing his stiff prick while staring up at him, she licked his prick as if she was a dog with a bone. She didn't look as if she'd be letting go of his hard cock soon.
Then, a moment he'd forever remember and would never forget, she took him in her mouth. Elizabeth had his prick in her mouth. He couldn't believe his sexy, best friend and his MILF of a lover had his erect prick in her beautiful mouth. She looked up at him with his big, hard, hairy prick stretching her full, red lips.
He stared down at her while she continued staring up at him. He watched her stroke him while she removed his cock from her mouth to kiss his prick and lick his prick again while continuing to stare up at him. Then, as if teasing him, he watched her take him in her mouth again while staring up at him with those eyes.
Only, this time, instead of just kissing and licking his cock and instead of just mouthing him, he felt her tongue swirling around the head of his cock. She sucked deeper him while stroking him faster. Elizabeth was blowing him. She was really blowing him. He couldn't believe she was blowing him. His beloved Elizabeth was sucking his cock. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe she was sucking his cock.
'Oh, my God. This is unbelievable. I can't believe that Liz is blowing me,' he thought while watching her and trying wrap his brain around seeing his stiff prick in her mouth. 'I love it when she looks up me with her blue eyes with my prick in her mouth.'
Something he had always wanted and had patiently waited to receive for years, a blowjob from his best friend, he couldn't believe that Elizabeth, of all women, was giving him a blowjob. Sucking his cock while stroking his cock, never suspecting she was, indeed, she was such an experienced cocksucker. After giving him the best kiss and the best sex he ever had, by allowing him to eat her, make love to her, and then fuck her, continuing to surprise him, she was now giving him the best blowjob he ever had too.
Enjoying the oral sex show, he stared down at her to watch her sucking him. He touched her beautiful blonde hair before caressing the side of her pretty face and before reaching down to fondle her breast while fingering her nipple. As if he couldn't believe she was sucking him, he touched the exposed side of his cock while she had it in her mouth. Not a dream or a sexual fantasy that he routinely had while masturbating himself over having forbidden sex with her, Liz was really giving him a blowjob.



"Suck my prick, Liz. Blow me. Oh, my God, Liz," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head to gently hump her mouth before fucking her face with his hips.
In the way that she put a heavy hand to his head when she pressed his face against her cunt while he was eating her, he was satisfied running his fingers through her beautiful, blonde hair. The last thing that he wanted to do was to offend her. With her a lady from a different generation, as much as he was surprised that she talked dirty to him and gave him sexy pillow talk, he was even more surprised that she sucked cock, especially as well as she did. For her to suck cock this well, she must have given her ex-husband, and who knows who else, lots of blowjobs.
Yet, his sexual lust got the better of him. Becoming more aggressive as he grew more sexually excited, he pushed her head forward while humping her mouth faster and fucking her face harder. She stared up at him with her big, blue eyes and with his hard, hairy prick buried deep in her mouth. Too soon and too fast, he was already ready to cum. Too soon and too fast, not wanting her blowjob to ever end, especially so soon, he needed to think of something else to delay him from cumming. He needed to think of anything else, baseball, football, or politics, instead of thinking of Elizabeth sucking him.
"I love sucking your cock, Robert," she said removing his prick from her mouth to speak. She teased him by licking the head of his engorged prick as he stared down at her and she stared up at him.
As if someone else had said those words, he couldn't believe she had said those words. In his feeble attempt to take his mind off cumming too soon, instead of thinking of baseball, football, or politics, he thought of Mel Gibson, all people to think about at a time like this. He thought of Mel Gibson playing William Wallace in Braveheart while waiting for the exact moment for his Scotsmen to attack the English. Now becoming his adopted mantra whenever Liz was blowing him, he remembered what William Wallace shouted to his men before their attack.
"Hold! Hold! Hold!"
He quoted William Wallace in thought while trying to delay himself from prematurely ejaculating cum from out of his cock and into her mouth.
'Hold! Hold! Hold,' he thought. 'Hold! Hold! Hold,' he continued thinking.
With her blonde, pretty head bobbing up and down while weaving her head side to side, she made all the cock sucking, slurping sounds men loved to hear while being sucked. Giving him an interactive blowjob as if her head was an electronic video game, she sucked him as if her mouth was a Dyson vacuum. Unable to hold himself from cumming any longer, yet paying her the courtesy before he ejaculated his cum in her mouth, he needed to warn her that he was ready to cum in her mouth so that she could pull her mouth away if she so wanted.
Hoping she didn't remove his prick from her mouth, he wanted to cum in her beautiful mouth. Hoping she didn't remove his prick from her mouth, he wanted her to swallow his oozy load of warm cum. He was still hoping to give her a cum bath too. As if giving her liquid jewelry to wear, he hoped she'd allow him to decorate her face, her hair, and her breasts with his pearls of cum in the way that she decorated his face with her glistening, vaginal secretions.
He could have pressed harder on the back of her head and held her mouth in place but, with her an older woman from a different generation, he didn't want to ruin their first sexual time together. He didn't want to cum in her mouth if she didn't want him to cum in her mouth. Surprised and pleased that she even sucked his cock, he didn't want to cum in her mouth and he didn't want her to swallow his cum if she was uncomfortable with him cumming in her mouth and swallowing his cum.
He was surprised she talked dirty to him in the way that he talked dirty to her. Not wanting to spoil a good thing, and being the gentleman that he was, he was willing to sacrifice part of his sexual pleasure for her comfort. He was willing to sacrifice part of his sexual pleasure for the sexual pleasure she had already given him and would hopefully give him again. It was enough that she was willingly sucking his cock.
"Liz, I'm going to cum. I can't believe I'm going to cum so soon," he said warning her while hoping she wouldn't remove his prick from her mouth and not allow him to cum in her mouth. "You're such an incredible cocksucker and I mean that as a compliment," he said with a dirty laugh. "I'd love nothing more than to cum in your mouth and watch you swallow my cum but if you'd rather not have me ejaculate my cum in your mouth and swallow my cum, that's okay," he said. Giving her leave to remove his prick from her mouth if she so desired, he touched the side of her face with love, compassion, and understanding.
Now he wondered, if she didn't allow him to cum in her mouth, if she'd allow him to give her a cum bath. At the very least, if not in her mouth, he wanted to cum all over her beautiful face and shapely breasts. He stared down at her while she looked up at him. She stared up at him with her big, blue eyes and with his hard, hairy cock still buried in her mouth. Yet, a good sign, instead of removing his swollen prick from her mouth, she stroked him faster while sucking him deeper. Then, she quickly removed his cock from her mouth temporarily to quickly speak before taking him in her mouth again.
"Cum Robert, cum," she said in a sexy voice. "I want you to cum. Cum, Robert, cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you and swallow you," she said stroking him while talking to him in her sexy voice again. "Cum Robert, cum."
She stroked him harder. She stroked her faster. She sucked him deeper while continuing to stroke his prick. Continuing to suck him, she continued to stroke him. Better than the blowjob that Jessica gave him at his Prom and better than the blowjob he received from that drunken woman at that Frat party, Elizabeth was giving him the best blowjob he ever had.
"Oh, my God, Elizabeth. Elizabeth! This is the best blowjob I've ever had. Meaning that as a compliment, of course, but you're the greatest cocksucker," he said regretting comparing her to other woman again while his cock was in her mouth as he did when his cock was in her pussy.
Only, instead of her minding the comparison, his sexual evaluation seemingly made her even more sexually excited. She smiled up at him with his prick in her mouth before quickly removing his cock from her mouth to speak again.
"Thank you, Robert," she said quickly taking his stiff prick in her mouth while sucking him deeper and stroking him faster.
He stared down at her with his mouth gaping open while she stared up at him.
"Elizabeth. Oh, my God, Elizabeth. Oh, my God. I love you, Liz. I love you. Suck my cock. Blow me. Make me cum. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said pressing a gentle hand to the back of her head. "You're the greatest cocksucker."
Determined to make him cum in her mouth, she continued stroking him faster and harder while sucking him deeper and while swirling her experienced tongue around his prick. In the way that he gave her an oral orgasm with his mouth, his tongue, his fingers, and his cock, obviously, she was determined to give him an oral orgasm with her hand, her tongue, and her mouth. She continued stroking him while quickly removing his cock from her mouth to speak again.
"Thank you, Robert, for calling me the greatest cocksucker. I take that as a compliment," she said smiling up at him. "I love you, too. Now, cum, Robert. Cum. Cum for me. Cum in my mouth."
She continued stroking him while sucking him before removing his cock from her mouth to speak again.
"I need to swallow your cum but save some cum to give me a cum bath. I want you to bath me in your cum," she said. "I want you to make me your woman. I want you to make me your bitch and your sexual slave. I want you to make me your cum slut," she said while staring up at him with those blue eyes before taking him in her mouth again.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 03 ###
Robert's mother not only catches her son having sex but also watches him having sex while masturbating herself.
* * * * *
With his mind and body having sex with Liz, Robert was lost in another world of sexual depravity. He was lost in the world of forbidden sex with his best friend who was now his lover. Perhaps he was hearing things but he thought he heard footsteps before he heard a familiar sound. It was an unmistakable sound as if someone had opened his bedroom door. Undeniably, he heard his door open. An unmistakable clicking sound of his latch before he heard his doorknob turn and his bedroom door squeak open.
Other than Elizabeth, someone else was in his room. He lived with his mother but that couldn't be her. Yet, with him living with only his mother, that had to be her. Who else could it be? Home alone in the house, the reason for him to have sex with his beloved Elizabeth so freely, so vocally, so loudly was because his mother had left to check on a sick neighbor and would be gone for a long while. Obviously, she returned much sooner than expected. Obviously, his mother was standing in his room watching him having sex.
'This is too good to be true. My Mom is in my room watching me having sex. I don't believe my Mom is in my room watching me having sex,' he thought. 'Now or never, it's time that I give her a real, sexy, sexual show. For her to remain in my room while watching me having sex, she must be horny and sexually frustrated. For her to remain in my room while watching me having sex, she must sexually want me in the way that I've always sexually wanted her. It's time that I show her what she's missing by not having sex with me and by not allowing me to have sex with her.'
Now that he knew his mother was standing in his room watching him while he was having sex, his sexual excitement increased tenfold. His MILF of a mother was in his room. His MILF of a mother was watching him having sex. His MILF of a mother was staring at his erection. He never thought his MILF of a mother would be as interested in seeing him naked as he wished he could see her naked. He never thought his MILF of a mother would watch him having sex in the way that he wished he could watch her having sex.
Unable to open his eyes to look, not wanting to embarrass her to make her to leave, he didn't want her to know that he knew she was there watching. Besides, too focused on receiving a blowjob from Liz and too near to ejaculating a load of his cum in Elizabeth's beautiful mouth, he needed to stay focused and to keep his eyes closed while enjoying his long-awaited blowjob. He just needed to hump her mouth a little more and fuck her face a little longer for him to cum.
Not wanting his mother to ruin this incestuous show now, he'd deal with whatever the repercussions of his sexual actions were with his mother later. Besides, she was the one who invaded his privacy by barging in his room without knocking. She was the one who stayed to watch without making her presence known. She was the one who should be embarrassed and not him. If she wants to see his cock in sexual action, then he was more than happy to show his mother his cock in sexual action. Perhaps, after he's done having sex with Liz, his mother would be next.
Now that he suspected she was here watching, hoping she didn't leave, he wanted her to stay. He didn't want to spook his mother and embarrass her into leaving by opening his eyes and acknowledging her presence before he climaxed. Now wanting to give her a real, incestuous show, glad that she was seeing his erect prick, he hoped she'd stay long enough to watch him cum. Giving him more reason to cum, as much as he wanted to cum for Elizabeth, he wanted to cum for his mother too. He wanted his mother to watch him shoot a load of cum in Elizabeth's mouth.
Sexually excited that Liz was blowing him, he was even more sexually excited that his mother was there watching him having sex. He'd love nothing more than to cum for his mother. He'd love nothing more than for his Mom to watch him cum in Liz's mouth before giving her a cum bath. He'd love nothing more for his mother to become sexually aroused over watching him having sex and watching him cum that she'd want to have sex with him too.
'Wow, how hot would that be to have sex with my mother on Valentine's Day,' he thought.
Just to make sure it was her and not someone else, he opened his eyes a crack. He opened his eyes just enough to see that his mother was standing inside of his opened bedroom doorway while staring at his exposed prick. As if mesmerized by the sexual sight by his engorged cock, his mother was in his bedroom watching while Elizabeth was sucking his stiff prick. His mother was in his bedroom watching him having sex with Liz. As if she was in shock, never removing her eyes from his engorged prick, she motionlessly stood in his bedroom watching him having sex.
"Oh, Liz. Suck my prick. Suck it. Blow me, Liz. Blow me. I'm cumming for you, Elizabeth," he said now playing for his mother's sexual pleasure as much he was playing for his own sexual pleasure while humping Liz's willing mouth and fucking her beautiful face.
Too immersed in sexual passion, he not only didn't care that his mother was in his room watching but also he was glad that she was in his room watching. He was sexually excited that she was watching him receiving a blowjob from Elizabeth and was about to see him cum. Besides, too late to stop the volcanic eruption even if he tried, unable to stop himself from cumming in her mouth, his mother would soon see him shooting his load of warm cum in Elizabeth's more than willing mouth.
As soon as Liz said that she wanted him to cum in her mouth, make her his woman, make her his sexual slave, make her his cum slut, and receive a cum bath, he was ready to cum in her mouth. Now with a double dose of sexual pleasure, thrilled that his mother was in his bedroom watching him having sex with Liz, he couldn't wait to cum for her too. Not embarrassed nor ashamed, he didn't care that his mother was watching him ready to ejaculate his cum in Elizabeth's mouth. Shocked that she was still there watching him having sex, he replayed everything over in his mind.
If he felt anything, he was sexually excited this his mother was intently watching him having sex. If he felt anything, he was sexually excited that she was watching him getting a blowjob. If he felt anything, he was sexually excited that his mother was staring at his naked prick. Now that she was still in his room watching, hoping she wouldn't leave but would stay to watch him cum, he wanted to cum for his mother. He needed to cum for his mother. In the way that he'd love to watch and hear his mother cum, he wanted this mother to watch and hear him cum.
He wondered if she imagined that he was having sex with her in the way that he had imagined having sex with her while masturbating himself so very many times. Now he was curious about her reaction to witnessing him having sex. With his mother so straight laced, morally modest, and religious, he wondered what she'd say when broaching the subject with her later. He wondered what she'd say about the huge elephant in the living room or like everything else, if she'd pretend him having sex with Elizabeth in front of her never happened.
Yet, now that she was still here standing in his room and staring, he wondered if she was just as sexually aroused watching him having sex as he was sexually aroused with her watching him having sex. Maybe later, with his sexual show inspiring her incestuous thoughts and forbidden feelings, she'd masturbate herself over all that she saw of him. Maybe later, with his sexual show inspiring her incestuous thoughts and forbidden feelings, she'd want to have sex with him too. Maybe later she'd want him to lick her pussy before fucking her pussy and before sucking his cock. If only she would, then he would too.
"I'm cumming, Liz. I'm cumming. I need to make you my woman. I need to make you my sexy bitch. I need to make you my sexual slave. I need to make you my cum slut," he said. "Suck me, Liz. Blow me. I need to cum in your mouth, Elizabeth."
Hoping to elicit a reaction from his mother with his dirty talk, he couldn't believe he ever so quietly heard her voice her sexual excitement.
"Oh, my. Oh, my," he heard her involuntarily mumble so softly under her breath.
Not letting her off the hook now, he continued his sexy pillow talk with his beloved Elizabeth.
"I can't wait to cum in your beautiful mouth, Liz, and watch you swallow my cum. I can't wait to shoot a second load of cum all over your pretty face, in your lush, blonde hair, and across your big, naked breasts. I can't wait to give you a cum bath," he said with sexual excitement. "You're such an incredible cocksucker. Suck me, Elizabeth. Suck me. Blow me, Liz. Make me cum. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth."
With Liz still stroking him while sucking him, he was ready to cum. Unable to hold back the gush any longer, yet, instead of cumming in Elizabeth's mouth, he shot a huge, warm, sticky load of cum all over his chest, his stomach, and his hand. Instead of giving Elizabeth a cum bath, he gave himself a cum bath. By far, the most cum he had ever ejaculated, this was the best masturbation session he ever had while imagining having sex with his mother, Elizabeth.
"Mom! Mom! That was unbelievable, Mom," he said goading her. "Mom! Mom! You're such an incredible cocksucker, Mom," he said baiting her. "That was the best blowjob I ever had," he said.
Remaining on his back with his eyes closes and his hand around his erect prick while still stroking himself, he continued pretending that he was embroiled in his sexual fantasy of having sex with his mother while his mother gave him a blowjob.
"Oh, my," he heard her softly whisper again.
Laying it on thick, he hoped to make his mother sexually aroused enough for her to have sex with him. Laying it on thick again, shocked that she stayed to watch his masturbation show, he was glad she didn't leave. Maybe she was as sexually excited seeing him cum over the thoughts of having sex with her as he was sexually excited that she saw him cum over the thoughts of having sex with her.
"Oh, Liz, I can't believe you allowed me to lick and finger your pussy. I can't believe you allowed me to make love to you before fucking you. If that wasn't enough, I can't believe you blew me and allowed me to cum in your beautiful, motherly mouth before allowing me to give you a cum bath. I can't wait to give you a bubble bath and a sexy, full body massage. I can't wait to sleep with you," he said. "Incestuous sex was the best Valentine's Day gift you could have ever given me, Mom. I love you, need you, and want you, Mom."
Still keeping his eyes closed as if he was dreaming, he continued stroking himself to leak out the rest of his cum from his erect prick.
"Oh, my God," he heard her involuntarily say so quietly under her breath. "This is unbelievable," he heard her softly whisper.
Unable to leave, she remained frozen while watching her son stroking his prick. Curious what she was doing, he snuck another peek of his mother. She was touching herself. He couldn't believe she was sexually touching herself while watching him sexually touching himself. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. He saw her fingering her right nipple with her left hand though her blouse and bra while her right hand was buried beneath her short skirt and fingering her pussy through her panties.
'Wow, something I never thought I'd ever see,' he thought. 'My Mom is masturbating herself while watching me masturbate myself. Maybe there's hope for me to have sex with her yet.'



Obviously, a telling sign, she was masturbating herself while he was masturbating himself. Obviously, he had sexually aroused her. Obviously, she was just as sexually excited watching him masturbate and watching him cum as he was sexually excited with her watching him masturbate and watching him cum. Hopefully, now, that his incestuous lust for her is out in the open, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
With him having a private audience of one, as if he was masturbating in his sleep while sexually fantasizing having sex with his mother, he continued roleplaying while stroking his stiff prick. Now that he made his masturbation more graphically personal by calling her by name and vocally including her in his sexual fantasy, he was not only sexually satisfied but also sexually excited that she stayed to watch his whole, masturbation show. He was sexually excited that she watched him cum.
Yet, when he should have been ashamed and embarrassed that his mother not only caught him masturbating but also now knew that he was masturbating over her, instead he was sexually excited. If anything, he was glad that the incestuous lust he had for his mother was now revealed. Perhaps, with her now knowing that he sexually wants her, she's free to have sex with him. Perhaps, with her now knowing that he sexually wants her, instead of just teasing him with up-skirt views of her panties and down-blouse views of her cleavage and bra, she'd flash him her topless and/or naked body.
'How hot is that? My MILF of a mother saw my naked, erect prick. My MILF of a mother stayed in my room while watching me masturbate myself. My MILF of a Mom started masturbating herself while watching me stroking my prick. My sexy, divorced Mom watched me cum all over myself in the way that I'd love to cum in her mouth and all over her,' he thought. 'Now she knows that I want her. Now she knows that I masturbate over her. Now she knows that I want her to blow me. Now she knows that I want to make love to her before fucking her. Now she knows that I wish she'd have incestuous sex with me.'
"Mom, that was so frigging unbelievable," he said continuing his roleplaying for her sexual benefit. "I love you, Mom. I need you. I want you, Mom. You're the best, Mom. You're the best," he said with his eyes still closed as if talking in his sleep. "Kiss me, Mom. Kiss me. French kiss me. Oh, Mom. Oh, Mom," he said while imagining French kissing his mother again. "Oh, Mom, make love to me. Please have sex with me again."
Still holding his hard, dripping, erect cock in his hand, he opened his eyes to see his mother standing in his bedroom. Still staring at his expose prick, her left hand was on her right breast and her right hand was still beneath her short skirt but was now tucked inside her panties. With her mouth open and her eyes bulging out of her head, she was masturbating herself. His mother was masturbating herself. As soon as she saw him open his eyes, she closed her mouth, removed her hand from her breast, removed her hand from her panties, and fluffed down her short skirt.
In the way that she finally caught him masturbating to completion, he wished he could catch her masturbating to completion too. Now he wished he had delayed opening his eyes. Maybe he would have heard and seen her cum. Yet, no longer hiding his sexual lust for her, now she knows that he sexually wants her. Now she not only knows that he wants her to suck his cock but also that he wants to cum in her mouth and give her a cum bath too. Now she knows that he not only wants to make love to her but also that he wants to fuck her. Now she knows he wants to have sex with her.
"Oh, my God, Bobby. Sorry. Sorry. I'm so sorry, Bobby. I heard you yell Elizabeth. I thought there was something wrong. I thought you were calling me," she said staring at erect prick still leaking cum. "I didn't know. I didn't know that you were, um, sorry. I'm so sorry," she said turning a bright red.
As if she was tempted to walk to his bed and stroke him before sucking him and fucking him, she took one last, long look at his stiff penis before closing his bedroom door behind her.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 04 ###
Embarrassed and ashamed, Robert confronts his mother, Elizabeth, for her reaction to watching him masturbating and cumming over her. Yet, instead of facing the elephant in the room, disregarding it and ignoring it, she sweeps her son's sexual attraction to her under the rug.
* * * * *
As embarrassed as he was sexually excited, hoping for a new chapter in their mother and son relationship by introducing mother and son incestuous sex, Robert cringed by his boldness of intentionally allowing his mother to catch him masturbating. He cringed by allowing her to watch him cum all over himself. He cringed by his audacity in allowing her to know that he not only was sexually and incestuously attracted to her but also that he wanted to have sex with her.
Just as he had hoped it would happen one day but completely unplanned to happen on Valentine's Day, his mother heard him call her, opened his bedroom door without knocking, and caught him masturbating. She not only saw him stroking his cock but also, with her unembarrassed and unashamed, she stayed to watch him stroke his cock. He sexually aroused her enough for her to sexually touch herself. He watched her masturbating her pussy while fingering her nipple. Just as he hoped she would, she stayed to watch him cum.
'Wow,' he thought. 'She heard me call her name. She saw my erect prick. She watched me stroking myself. She saw me cumming.'
He saw her standing in his bedroom in shock. He couldn't believe she stayed to watch the show and stared at him while he masturbated himself and ejaculated all over himself. Even more unbelievable than her catching him masturbating, instead of leaving she stayed to watch. Even more unbelievable than her staying to watch, instead of leaving, she fingered her nipple through her bra and blouse while fingering her pussy through her panties. She masturbated herself while he masturbated himself.
'I still can't believe my Mom stayed to watch my masturbation show. I still can't believe she was masturbating herself while I was masturbating myself,' he couldn't stop from remembering all that happened.
When he opened his eyes a crack, just enough to see, he couldn't believe he saw her watching him stroking himself. He couldn't believe she watched him cum all over himself in the way that he'd love to cum in her mouth and all over her. Hopefully, this is finally it, the beginning of a new incestuous relationship. Either she'd reject him as her perverted son or she'd embrace him as her incestuous lover. He didn't know. He had no idea but he hoped to find out tonight.
Then, again, there's a lot in between being deemed her perverted son or her incestuous lover. Now that she knows that he sexually wants her, perhaps she'd continue to sexually tease him. Perhaps, whether unintentionally or deliberately, she'd continue flashing him her panties in up-skirt peeks and/or her cleavage and bra in down-blouse views. Perhaps, now that she knows that he wants to have sex with her, she'd flash him her naked breasts, her naked pussy, her naked ass, and/or even her naked body.
Now not only did she see him masturbating, cumming, and heard him call her name but also now she knows that he's sexually attracted to her and masturbates over the thoughts of having sex with her. She knows that he wants to have sex with her. She knows that he sexually fantasizes about her blowing him while masturbating himself. She knows that he masturbates about him cumming in her mouth and giving her a cum bath. She knows that he wants to make love to her before fucking her hard, fast, and deep.
Yet now that he allowed her to catch him masturbating, a two-edged sword, perhaps having prematurely played his hand, he regretted her knowing that he incestuously lusts over her. With him no longer an 18-year-old boy but a 24-year-old man, he suddenly felt immaturely foolish being sexually attracted to his mother. Thinking it was a good idea for her to catch him masturbating before, now he risked ruining the good relationship that he always enjoyed with his mother, his best friend and his confidant.
How could he do such a thing? Why would he do such a thing? Is he that horny and that sexually attracted to his mother than he'd risk their friendship, their close relationship, and even her asking him to leave her house? Is he that desperate for sex that he must incestuously victimize and sexually abuse his own mother by masturbating in front of her while allowing her to now know that he wants to have sex with her?
Now, even if she submitted herself to him, he wondered if he'd go through with having sex with his mother. He wondered if she'd go through with having sex with him. Knowing his mother better, she'd never surrender her sexual will to him. Knowing his mother better, she'd never allow him to have his wicked, sexual, incestuous way with her sexy body. It's one thing to sexually fantasize about having incestuous sex with his mother but quite another thing to actual have incestuous sex with his mother.
Now that his masturbation show was over and now that the sexual heat had subsided and he thought more about it, he shouldn't have masturbated in front of her. It was wrong for him to expose himself to her in that disgraceful way. How embarrassing is that for a 24-year-old man incestuously and inappropriately sexually lusting over his mother?
What if his mother doesn't sexually want him in the way that he incestuously wants her and in the way that he hopes she sexually and incestuously wants him? Yet, she did sexually touch herself while masturbating herself. Understandable, like mother, like son, perhaps, she was just as lonely as she was no doubt horny and sexually frustrated.
Loser, he felt like such a loser. How could he face her now? How could he face her when she now knows that he loves her, needs her, and sexually wants her? How could he celebrate Valentine's Day with her when she now knows that she was his Valentine? Yet, even with him having guilty feelings, even though he felt shame, he was glad that he gave her a masturbation show. He was glad that he allowed her to see him cum over the sexual thoughts of having sex with her. Perhaps, now that his incestuous feelings were out in the open, something would come of it.
Embarrassed and sexually excited by his atrocious actions at the same time, something he could never take back, it was over. Now she knows that his sexy MILF of a Valentine was his mother. How dorky was that? How perverted was that? Yet, he was glad that his sexual attraction to his mother was no longer the ignored elephant in the room. He was glad that his lust for her was literally and figuratively exposed by allowing her to not only see his cock and watch him stroking his cock but also watch him cumming while calling her name.
'I love you, Mom,' he thought, nonetheless and despite his embarrassment.
Only, he didn't care that she knows he sexually wants her. He had been incestuously lusting over his mother for six, long, sexually frustrating years, since he was 18-years-old, when his father left her for a much younger woman. Now that he was back home living with her after graduating college, wanting to get his sexual feelings out in the open, he needed to know if his mother shared his sexual attraction too. Tired of masturbating himself, he'd love for her to masturbate him. Tired of having sex with himself, he'd love to have sex with her.
Truth be told, if anything, he was sexually excited that she barged in his room without knocking and saw his erect prick. He was sexually excited that she stayed to watch him stroke his hard, hairy cock. He was sexually excited that she stayed to watch him ejaculate cum all over his chest, stomach, and hand. He was sexually excited that his mother was fingering her nipple through her blouse and bra and fingering her pussy through her panties while watching him masturbate himself. Now his mother knows that he masturbates over the thoughts of having sex with her.
With the ball in her court, he was free of his sexual secret. He only wished his mother had taken some tissues and wiped the cum from his naked body, hand, stomach, and chest. Instead of just staring, he wished his mother would have lick his cock clean and sucked his cock dry. He wished his mother would have taken the not so subtle hint, stripped herself naked, and had Valentine's Day sex with him. He wished his mother would have confessed her sexual attraction to him in the way that he graphically displayed and loudly verbalized his sexual attraction to her.
Despite his incestuous motives, a good sign, she could have knocked before opening his bedroom door but she didn't. She could have left his bedroom as soon as she saw his engorged, naked prick in his hand but she didn't. She could have left as soon as she saw him stroking himself faster and harder but she didn't do that either. She could have left as soon as she heard him call her name in sexual passion. Instead seemingly sexually enamored with watching him masturbate as much as he was incestuously excited for her to watch him cum, she stayed to watch his complete masturbation show while she masturbated herself.
After he showered and dressed, begging her forgiveness, compassion, and understanding, he needed to go out to the living room and apologize to her. He needed to give his mother her Valentine's Day gifts and to celebrate Valentine's Day with her. Just as he had no one else but her in his life, she had no one else but him in her life either. Besides, he was curious to learn her reaction to her catching him masturbate. He was curious to learn her reaction to watching him cum just as he was curious to know what she thought about him masturbating his incestuous lust over his thoughts of having sex with her.
Yet, even more than her catching him masturbating and cumming, a sight to behold, he couldn't believe she was fingering her nipple through her blouse and bra and fingering her pussy through her panties while watching him masturbate. Maybe there was some hope that she'd want him to finger her nipples and finger her pussy while he masturbated her, too. He wondered what she'd say or if she'd just sweep it under the rug as she did with everything else. Nonetheless, whatever she said or didn't say, not allowing her to ignore his sexual attraction to her, he still needed to apologize to her as his way to give her the opportunity to comment over all that she saw.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 05 ###
Making the best of an awkward situation, Robert celebrates Valentine's Day with his mother.
* * * * *
"Happy Valentine's Day, Mom," he said walking in the living room as if nothing had happened. He handed her flowers, candy, a card, and a gift-wrapped box.
Wishing he could take her in his arms and French kiss her as he did in his sexual fantasy, he gave her a respectful peck on the lips instead of a lustful one. He so wanted to part her lips while feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra. He so wanted to part her lips while reaching his horny hand beneath her short skirt to finger her pussy through her panties in the way he watched her doing in his bedroom.
"Happy Valentine's Day to you, too, Bobby," she said with a nervous and ashamed little smile.
Unable to remove the thought from his horny mind, he looked at her while recalling her fingering her nipple through her blouse and bra with one hand while her other hand was up her short skirt and buried inside her white panties. Suspecting that she didn't cum, he wondered how far she got in masturbating herself. He wondered if she was sexually frustrated. He wondered if she was as horny for him as he was always horny for her. He'd love nothing more than to masturbate his mother.
'I wonder what she's thinking,' he thought. 'I wonder if she's more embarrassed that I saw her touching herself than she is that she watched me masturbating myself and cumming.'
She put the box of chocolates on the living room table and opened her card before leaving the room to put the flowers in water. Then, she returned to open her gift. Totally inappropriate if not sexually suggestive, even now that she knows his sexual attraction to her and his incestuous lust for her, she still looked surprised when she saw her son had given her a short, sheer, low-cut, sexy, nightgown from Victoria's Secret.
"Oh, my. If I wear this you'll see all of me," she said with a laugh. "I'll have to wear a robe over this."
She handed him a gift, a watch. He opened it.
"Thank you," he said setting the time and putting on his wrist.
She gave him a warm smile.
"With you never wearing a watch but using the time on your Smartphone instead, you're always late for everything," she said with a laugh.
He suddenly looked as uncomfortable as she suddenly looked uncomfortable. Not wanting her to sweep it under the rug as she did everything else, when she didn't bring up the elephant in the room, he did. Other than her being sexually aroused enough to touch herself and masturbate herself, he wanted to know what her reaction was to catching him masturbating and cumming. If he had any hope of having incestuous sex with his mother, he needed to know what she was thinking. He needed to know what she was feeling. He needed to know if she had a sexual attraction to him in the way that he obviously had a sexual attraction to her.
Now that he knows that she was sexually aroused enough for to masturbate herself, he wondered if he rented a mother and son porn movie, if she'd watch it with him. With them both cuddling on the couch beneath the covers, he wondered if she'd touch herself again while thinking of having sex with him in the way that he'd think of having sex with her. How hot would that be if they masturbated together in the way that those Japanese mothers masturbated themselves with their sons while watching porn on those online videos?
"I'm sorry about that before, Mom," he said even though he wasn't sorry that she saw his cock, watched him stroke himself, heard him call her name, saw him cum, and now knows that he sexually wants her. "I'm so embarrassed," he said even though he was more sexually excited than he was embarrassed.
If anything, with the ball now in her court and her turn to play, he was relieved that his incestuous lust for his mother was now out in the open and hopefully up for discussion. Yet, with her acting unbothered and unflustered, as always she did about everything, even when his father drank to an excess and left her for Robert's ex-girlfriend, as if dismissing what happened, she waved a hand of disinterested. He knew then that she wouldn't take this as her opportunity to voice her sexual attraction to him.
"Don't worry. I didn't see anything that I haven't seen before," she said laughing. "We're both mature adults and we all have sexual needs and fantasies."
'Don't worry? She didn't see anything that she hadn't seen before,' he thought while finishing his mother's sentence in his horny mind. 'She saw my erect prick? She watched me stroking myself. She heard me calling her name. She knows that I was masturbating over the thoughts of having incestuous sex with her. She saw me cumming', he thought.
He looked at her stunned that she was prepared to ignore his masturbation show and his admitted incestuous, sexual desire for her.
'What does it take to get an honest answer from my mother? She acts as if she had seen my erect cock and had watched me cum before. She acts if she already knew that I masturbated over her and want to have sex with her. Yet, while watching her fingering her nipple and her pussy through her clothes, I got to her. Unable for her to deny that reality, I sexually excited her. Only, I still don't know if she sexually wants me in the way that I sexually want her. She may have been thinking of someone else while touching herself,' he thought.



Now that she mentioned it, while wondering what they were, he wondered about her sexual needs and her sexual fantasies. He wondered if she masturbated herself in the way that he always masturbated himself. Oddly enough, after hearing him call out her name, after barging in his room without knocking, after seeing him stroking his erection, and after watching him cum all over himself, she looked at him differently than she ever did before. Hoping the perception of her look was correct, she more looked at him as a man than as her son.
Sexually silent and incestuously forbidden, with hopefulness encouraging the sexual lust he had for his mother and with her giving him a look of interest, there was obviously a mutual sexual attraction between them. Now that she knows that he sexually wants her enough to masturbate over her, unless he was reading her wrong, she looked at him more with sexual lust than with motherly love. Even giving him the sexual eye, she gave him that sexy, come-hither look that she gave him in his sexual fantasy.
Then, with her licking her lips and squirming in her seat, she gazed at him as if he had depressed her sexual on button. Yet, as quickly as she gave him a sexy look, sadness melted away her sexual excitement. Forget about her being sexually excited, she was sad. His mother was sad. She was always sad lately. What else is new?
Sad since his father left her for Jessica, his ex-girlfriend, he wondered if she was sad because of him. He wondered if she was sad because he not only exposed himself to her but also masturbated in front of her. Maybe she was sad because she felt guilty that stayed to watch. Maybe she was sad because she was embarrassed that he saw that he had sexually excited her. Perhaps taken away with forbidden, incestuous lust, maybe she was sad because she now wanted to have sex with him in the way that he wanted to have sex with her.
Unable to read her mind, he didn't know. He had no idea. She had been sad a lot lately and that if only for a moment, after he had sexually excited her, he eased her sadness. If only for a moment, he had her thinking of something else other than her divorce and someone else other than her ex-husband. Yet, who knows, she may have been thinking of her ex-husband instead of her son when she was sexually touching herself?
Then, as quickly as she was sexually excited, she was sad again. As if depressing the sexually off button, she changed from being sexually excited to falling sadly depressed again. Instead of gazing at him with sexual excitement, after looking at him in that sexually forbidden, sexually inappropriate, and incestuous way, she looked at him with sorrow. While wondering what she was thinking, he had no idea what suddenly happened to change her mood. He wondered if she felt guilty for staying to watch and for becoming sexually aroused.
'Usually the other way around with a mother sexually exciting her son, a son sexually exciting his mother is a new spin on his need for incestuous sex,' he thought. 'How hot is that?'
The last thing he wanted was for her to feel sad or sexually guilty for whatever incestuous thoughts and/or feelings that he hoped she had for him. In the way that he always felt sexually excited for the incestuous thoughts and feelings that he had for her, he hoped she'd feel that way too. In the way that he wished he could act on his incestuous, sexual impulses and feelings, he wished his mother would act on her incestuous, sexual impulses and feelings too, if that's what they were and if she had any.
Hoping to rid his mother of her sadness and her guilt, he wanted to comfort her and show her that she was loved on Valentine's Day, this special day of love, affection, and sex. A loving son finally alone with his beautiful, sexy, MILF of a mother, maybe with him not having a special someone on this day of romance, tonight may not be the bust that he thought it would be. Perhaps, now that she knows that he sexually wants her, she'd surprised him by showing him that she sexually wants him too.
'How perfect would my life be shacking up with and having sex with my Mom?' He looked at her while wishing she was someone else's mother. He wished she was a MILF of a cougar he had picked up at a bar and invited home. 'If she was someone else's mother, with us having no guilt, no shame, and no remorse, we'd have no problem having sex. I love you, Mom,' he thought. 'Only, I wouldn't want to have sex with some, mature stranger in the way that I want to have sex with my mother. Having hot sex with some cougar of a woman is not nearly the same as having incestuous sex with my mother.'
Unable to stop his incestuous thoughts from flooding his mind, especially after she watched him masturbating and cumming, he thought about kissing her. He thought about touching and feeling her through her clothes while French kissing her. He thought about stripping her naked and making love to her before fucking her. He thought about eating and fingering her pussy before she stroked and sucked his cock. Breaking his heart to see her looking so sad, he imagined erasing her terminal sadness with his terminal horniness by giving his mother incestuous sex and multiple, sexual orgasms.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 06 ###
Robert tries to help with his mother's sadness.
* * * * *
"Mom? What is it? What's wrong? Tell me," he said pausing while hoping she'd ask him to strip naked and give her sex. "Maybe I can help."
Just as he thought of her asking him to strip naked and give her sex, he thought of asking her to allow him to strip her naked and give him sex.
'Being that you offered to help, would you be too much to ask you to strip naked before giving me sex?' He imagined her asking him what he was thinking. 'Of course, Mother,' he imagined replying. 'It would be my sexual pleasure to strip you naked and give you sex,' he thought while having both sides of such a ridiculous conversation in his head. 'Alas, just as she'd never ask me to strip her naked, she'd never ask me to give her sex,' he thought.
Robert looked at his mother with as much sexual lust as he looked at her with love, concern, and worry. Anyone who was as beautiful and as sexy as she was should never look sad. Anyone who was as beautiful and as sexy as she was should never be alone. Anyone who was as beautiful and as sexy should not be without a man giving her love, sex, and romance expecially on today, Valentine's Day.
Yet, with her finally rid of her asshole of an ex-husband and with him free of his whore of an ex-girlfriend, she looked so sad when she should look so happy. Whenever she looked sad, he wanted to hold her, hug her, and help her through her sadness with love and sex, of course. Only, expressly forbidden, the kind of love that he wanted to give his mother was what a man would give a woman and not what a son should give his mother. The kind of sex that he wanted to give his mother was incestuous, forbidden, and even illegal in some states and countries.
Waiting for her to tell him what was the matter, he looked at her while already knowing why she was so sad on of all days Valentine's Day. What used to be her favorite holiday was ruined after his father left her for a much younger woman, his cunt of an ex-girlfriend, Jessica. Willing to do anything to cheer her up, even have sex with her, especially having sex with her, he wished there was something that he could do to make his mother feel better.
Only, not very sexually experienced, even though she was his mother, he knew little about women, especially older women. Besides, suddenly feeling like the pervert that he obviously was for sexually lusting over his mother, exposing himself to her, and masturbating and cumming in front of her, it was impossibly difficult for him to put his incestuous, sexual feelings aside. Whatever he wanted to do for his mother was more what he wanted to do for himself.
He'd love to offer to give her a sexy, Valentine's Day massage but, while trying to sneak peeks of her nearly naked body, he knew he'd be touching her and feeling her in places where he shouldn't touch and feel his mother. He'd love to draw her a bubble bath but he'd be trying to sneak peeks of her naked body in between the bubbles. Other than to buy her flowers, candy, and a sexy nightgown which he did, he didn't know what else to do to make her smile.
For her to make him smile, all she had to do was to model the sexy nightgown that he bought her for Valentine's Day. Only with the nightgown so short, so low-cut, so sheer, and so sexy, with her showing him more of her shapely body than he had ever seen before, unless he got her drunk, she'd never model her nightgown for him. Especially now that she knows that he was sexually attracted to her, she'd be playing with fire to tease and encourage his incestuous lust and sexual behavior by showing him any part of her beautiful, forbidden body.
"Wrong? There's nothing wrong," said Elizabeth looking up at him while forcing a sad, little smile. "I'm fine. Don't worry about me," she said with a shrug. "I'm just feeling a little blue. Now that Valentine's Day is nearly over, holidays do that to me. Once this holiday is out of the way, they'll be some anniversary or some memory that will make me sad all over again because of being alone without a man in my life."
Obviously, she wasn't fine. Obviously, she was lonely. She looked so sad. She looked as if she was about to burst into tears. Obviously, there was something seriously wrong. Maybe her sadness wasn't from what he suspected it was from but from something else.
He wondered if it was her health. Maybe she wasn't feeling well. Maybe she had some bad news. Perhaps someone she knew had taken ill or had died. If her only issue was not having a man in her life, she had him. She could always depend on him to be there for her. She could always depend on him to give her love, understand, kindness, and sex.
With him her doting son, willing to fill that role and do anything for her, as much as he was willing to fill all his mother's holes, he could be her man. Only, with him sexually lusting over her, exposing himself to her, and masturbating in front of her, maybe she was disappointed in him. In the way that he more thought of his mother as his forbidden lover instead of his mother, maybe she more thought of him as her son instead of as her forbidden lover. Yet, a good sign, she was sexually aroused enough to touch herself and start to masturbate herself while watching him masturbate and cumming.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 07 ###
SusanJillParker is to blame for Robert's incestuous, sexual attraction to his mother.
* * * * *
Robert couldn't remove the image of his mother standing in his bedroom watching him masturbating just as he ejaculated a huge load of cum all over himself. He couldn't remove the image of his mother becoming sexually aroused enough to finger her nipple through her blouse and bra and reach her hand beneath her skirt and inside her panty to finger her pussy. Needing to blame his sudden burst of masturbation on something, he blamed his incestuous lust on watching too many mother and son, X-rated, porn videos. Needing to blame his sudden burst of masturbation on something, he blamed his incestuous lust on reading too much mother and son erotica.
He loved reading mother and son incest stories, especially those stories that were more erotic than pornographic. He loved reading mother and son stories that sounded as if they really could have happened. He blamed his recent burst of incestuous lust for his mother because of the story he read several nights ago on Literotica, by SusanJillParker, Mom Sleeps with Son on Christmas. Something that he'd love to do with his mother for Valentine's Day, sleep with her, because the story was so well written and seemingly plausible, he connected with the story in such a deeply personal and profound way.
The obvious reason he lusted over his mother now more than ever before was because of that erotic story. That was such a hot story, so hot that he had been masturbating himself over it for three days and nights. Now, as if he was experiencing déjà vu, he felt as if he was making his own sexy, incestuous story with his mother in the starring role and with him as her forbidden lover. Sexually exciting thinking about it and erotic fun masturbating over it, he wished he could roleplay that Mom Sleeps with Son on Christmas story and have sex with his mother.
He looked at her sitting across from him. Sadly depressed, she looked much like the woman in the story, blonde, built, and beautiful. With his mother such a MILF, she was just like the woman in the story. That story could have been about her. That story could have been about them. The only immediate differences were their names. His name was Robert instead of Charlie and his mother's name was Elizabeth instead of Susan.
Wishing he could masturbate himself now and in front of his mother again, being that she already caught him pleasuring himself, Robert would love to pleasure himself again while his mother watched. In the way that he imagined masturbating her, he'd love for her to masturbate him. He couldn't remove the imagined images of Susan and Charlie, mother and son, having sex in that story in the way he'd love to have sex with his mother. Just as she watched him stroking his naked prick and cumming, he watched her finger her nipple and her pussy through her clothes.
Because she was lonely and missing her ex-husband, Susan invited her son, Charlie, to sleep with her. Having difficulty sleeping, she thought that her son holding her, cuddling, and spooning her would be the comfort that she needed to fall asleep. Even though Charlie agreed to accommodate his mother by sleeping with her in her bed, the last thing he wanted to do was to sleep. Obviously too, with her having incestuous sex with her son, the last thing that Susan wanted to do was to sleep. If ever his mother invited him to sleep in her bed, the last thing he'd do is sleep.
In the way that Robert wanted to have incestuous sex with his mother, Charlie wanted to have incestuous sex with his mother too. In the way that Charlie was unable to innocently sleep with his mother without expecting sex and/or without copping some cheap feels of her sexy, shapely body, Robert didn't think that he could innocently sleep with his mother neither. Yet, if even only to sleep with her without groping her, he'd love to hold her, comfort her, cuddle her, and spoon her as she slept.
Now that he thought more about it, he'd love to reenact those sexy scenes by roleplaying that story in real life with his mother, only that would never happen. More of a prude than a slut, his mother wasn't the cougar of a whore or an incestuous, sexual tease that Susan was in that story. A morally modest and religious woman, his mother would never seduce him in the way that Susan seduced her son, Charlie, in that story. Yet, if only she'd ask him to sleep with her, he'd gladly sleep with her. Even without expecting sex, he'd be fine sleeping with her on Valentine's Day while holding her, comforting her, cuddling her, and spooning her.
"You won't be alone for Valentine's Day, Mom. I have no plans. I'll be here with you all night. We can celebrate Valentine's Day together," he said while wishing he could have sex with her.
He imagined getting his mother drunk enough to make out with her and while feeling her through her clothes. Who knows, maybe he'd get her drunk enough for her to model the sexy nightgown he bought for her for Valentine's Day. He'd love to see more skin of his mother than he ever had. If she dared wear that nightgown in front of him, especially with her naked underneath, she'd be flashing him her naked pussy and her naked tits.
'How hot would that be to French kiss my mother? How hot would that be to touch and feel her through her clothes? How hot would that be to see my Mom in that sexy nightgown? Just as if I was still having my sexual fantasy of making love to her and fucking her while giving her orgasmic sex, I could pretend that I'm her lover,' he thought. 'Maybe if I licked and fingered her pussy and gave her an oral orgasm before making love to her, that would help her to sleep,' he thought while knowing she hadn't been sleeping soundly since her ex-husband left.
Only, he had another agenda than in just helping her get some rest. His ulterior motive was to seduce his mother and have incestuous sex with her. Just as he could never sleep in the same bed with his mother, he'd expect her to give him sex. Just as she'd never allow him to sleep with her in her bed, she'd never give him incestuous sex. When he said he was staying home tonight, she looked at her son as if shocked that he was staying home for Valentine's Day.
"Don't stay home on my account. On this day of love and romance, you should be out having some sexy fun with a woman," she said.
Robert made a sour face while shaking his head.
"I know how you get over the holidays. I'm not about to leave you alone," he said giving her a smile. "I don't mind staying home with you. I enjoy your company. After having been away from home for four years while in college, it's good to be home again. Besides, I don't have a woman in my life but as soon as I get a good job, my own place, and someone to love, I may be gone again. We may as well make the most of our time together," he said while imagining his mother naked and having sex with her.
Besides, he wasn't staying home just for her. He was staying home for himself. Hoping for much more than just a Valentine's Day peck on the lips but a real kiss, there was nowhere he'd rather be than to celebrate Valentine's Day with the love of his life, his only Valentine, his mother. Who knows, with him exposing himself to her, her watching him cum, and her touching herself while giving him a sexy look, with a bit of candlelight, soft music, and lots of wine, maybe he'd get lucky? She returned his smile with her brave, little smile.
"Don't worry about me. Really, I'll be okay," she said even though she obviously wasn't okay. "You should go out and have some fun. Maybe you'll meet someone."
He didn't want to meet anyone. He already found the woman he wanted. He looked at his mother as if he was her boyfriend, her significant other, her husband, or her lover instead of her son. He looked at his mother with love mixed with sexual lust. Undressing her with his eyes, he looked at his mother as if she was naked.
'Naked, naked, naked,' he'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked.
Having never see more than up-skirt flashes of her panties and down-blouse views of her cleavage and bra, he'd settle for seeing his mother in her bra and panties. He'd love to see his mother in one of her sexy nightgowns. It would be his sexual fantasy come true to see his mother topless and/or naked.
'Naked, naked, naked,' he'd love to see his mother naked.
Deciding to take his mother under his wing, ever since she divorced his father, he was troubled by how she got this way every holiday. Just once, he wanted to make her happy. He'd do anything to get her to smile. Hoping beyond hope, even though he knew having sex with her would never happen, he knew the way to make his mother happy was to give her passionate sex. Perhaps the best way to relax her and to have sex with her was to get her drunk.
"You look so sad, Mother," said Robert with kind, caring eyes. "Is there something that I can do to lift your holiday spirits?"
He'd love to do any number of sexual things to lift her holiday spirits.
'Hint, hint,' he thought. 'Let's get drunk, then, you can take sexual advantage of me,' he imagined his mother saying. 'If we're both drunk, we could have sex without guilt or remorse. If we're both drunk, after you lick and finger my pussy and make love to me before fucking me, I'll suck your cock,' he wished his mother would say what he was thinking. 'I'll even let you cum in my mouth before giving me a cum bath.'



A loaded question while beating around the bush and hinting around with all that he imagined sexually doing with her, he thought of all the incestuous things he could do with his mother to make her happy. He thought of all the sexually things he could do with his mother to make himself happy. Yet, with this romantic holiday more about her than about him, he wasn't the sad one, she was. If anything, he was the incestuously horny one. Even if he was to get her drunk, his mother would never do any of those incestuous, sexual things with him.
If he was anything, he was the sexually excited one. If he was anything, he was the perverted one. Yet, maybe this was the year that he'd get her tipsy enough to kiss her in the way he kissed her in his sexual fantasies while masturbating himself and in the way that Susan kissed Charlie in the story. Maybe this is the year that she'd allow him to touch and feel her through her clothes while he French kissed her. Maybe this is the year that she'd return his sexual passion and allow him to have incestuous sex with her.
Only, frustratingly, in the way that he was sexually attracted to his mother, he knew that she wasn't sexually attracted to him. In the way that he knew there was something psychologically wrong with him for incestuously wanting to have sex his mother, he knew there was nothing psychologically wrong with his mother with her not sexually wanting him. She was just sad. She was just lonely and depressed because of his asshole father. He wished there was something he could do to make her smile.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 08 ###
Robert tries and fails to replicate his mother by dating women who not only look like her but also walk like her, talk like her, and laugh like her.
* * * * *
Tall, shapely slim, and looking ten years younger, his mother reminded him of Nicole Kidman but with blonde hair instead of red hair and with much larger breasts. In the warm, soft glow of the fireplace, she looked as if she was an airbrushed model from a fashion magazine. Maybe because he was sexually attracted to her and with her giving off a radiant glow as if she was a blushing bride, she looked even more beautiful now than she ever looked before. She was so pretty. She was so sexy. She was so unattainably forbidden that he wanted her even more now than he ever wanted her before.
Not an easy thing for him to admit without feeling perverted, being that she was his mother and he was her son, he wished he was her lover. He wished he could remove his mother's sadness as well as her clothes by giving her hot, deep penetrating, orgasmic sex. Just once, he'd love to see her in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked in the way she just saw him naked. Just once he'd love to see her masturbating herself in the way that she watched him masturbate himself and ejaculating his cum all over his chest, stomach, and hand. Just once, he'd love to see and hear her cum in the way she watched and heard him cum.
If ever he caught her masturbating, he'd offer her his finger, his cock, and/or his tongue. If ever he caught her masturbating, in the way he wished his mother had, he'd strip himself naked and have sex with her. Just once, he'd love to touch her and feel her where no son should ever touch and feel their mother. Just once, he'd love to have incestuous sex with her. Just once, he'd love to give her orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
He wondered if she'd be horny enough to masturbate after seeing him naked and watching him cum in the way that he'd masturbate after seeing her naked and watching her masturbate. Only, never having even seen her in her bra and panties or topless, he had never seen her naked and now wondered if she even masturbated. He wondered if she had a dildo and/or a vibrator. If she did masturbate, he wondered what she thought about when masturbating herself. He wondered while masturbating herself if she sexually thought about him in the way that he sexually thought about her when he masturbated himself.
Expanding on his sexual, incestuous fantasy, he wondered if he gave her an orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock, if that would make her forget his father and put a smile on her face. Only, just as she'd never allow him to eat her pussy, make love to her, and fuck her, his mother would never give him sex. It pained him and sexually frustrated him that she obviously wasn't sexually attracted to him in the way that he was sexually attracted to her. Obviously, incorrectly judging her by her sexy appearance, she wasn't the sexy, sexual, MILF of a woman that he thought she was and would love to fuck.
In the way that he sometimes wondered about his non-existent sex life, he wondered about her non-existent sex life too. He wondered if she was horny. He wondered if she was sexually frustrated. He wondered again if she masturbated. He wondered if she sexually lusted over anyone in the way that he incestuously lusted over her. Like mother like son, just as she didn't have a man in her life, he didn't have a woman in his life either. He was too sexually enamored with his mother to think of any other woman.
Thinking more about it, if only wishfully thinking, in the way that he was too sexually enamored with her to think of another woman, he wondered if she was too sexually enamored with him to think of another man. With him having a mother and son, Freudian, Oedipus complex, he was attracted to women who looked like her. He tried replicating her by finding her clone but, with them so different inside, that never work, especially when he called them Elizabeth, Liz, Mother, Mom, or Mommy while having sex with them.
"Pardon? Did you just call me Elizabeth? Who's Elizabeth? Why are you thinking of another woman while your cock is inside of me? Even more disturbing than that, did you just call me Mom? Do you think that I'm your mother? Maybe you should have sex with your mother instead of with me," said more than one woman when he blurted out the wrong name while in deep sexual passion. "Get out!"
Whenever he kissed a woman who looked his mother, he imagined kissing his mother. Whenever he touched and felt a woman who looked like his mother, he imagined touching and feeling his mother. Whenever he had sex with a woman who looked like his mother, he imagined having sex with his mother. Whenever receiving a blowjob from a woman who looked like his mother, he imagined his mother sucking his cock while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples.
Unable to remove his mother from his thoughts, he imagined cumming in his mother's mouth and her swallowing his cum. He imagined giving his mother a cum bath. He imagined giving his mother orgasmic sex enough for her to scream out his name. Yet, he was tired of hooking up with clones of her while pretending that he was having sex with his mother. Even though they looked like her on the surface, talked like her, laughed like her, and even walked like her, all women paled in comparison to her. It wasn't nearly the same having sex with them in the way it would be having sex with his mother.
'I love you, Mom,' he thought.
Suddenly he felt the way that Norman Bates must have felt when professing his incestuous love for his mother, Norma. Yet, if he was to invent the perfect woman, he feared she'd be his mother. She'd look like her, talk like her, walk like her, laugh like her, and even smile like her. Obviously, he was in love with his mother but not in the way that a son should love his mother. Truth be told, like mother like son, with her not reciprocating his incestuous, sexual attraction, he was just as sad, just as lonely, and just as sexually frustrated as she perhaps was.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 09 ###
Alone on Valentine's Day, with no one he'd rather be with, Robert keeps his mother company.
* * * * *
Just as he didn't understand why he was alone on Valentine Day, he didn't understand why someone who looked like his mother was alone on Valentine's Day, too. Just as he didn't understand why he didn't have a woman in his life, he didn't understand why someone who looked as beautiful and was as sexy as his mother didn't have a man in her life. Yet, if his mother had a man in her life, no doubt, he'd be jealous. No doubt, if his mother had a man in her life, he'd plant a wedge between them to ruin their relationship before it even started.
As convoluted as it was psychologically disturbing, if she wasn't his mother, he'd ask her out on a date. If she wasn't his mother, he'd treat her more as his lover than his mother. If she wasn't his mother, instead of just being his loving Valentine and his incestuous lover, she'd be his sexy, MILF, cougar of a lover. If she wasn't his mother, in the sexually horny way that he was feeling now, he'd kiss her. He'd really kiss her. He'd French kiss her.
Not just the peck that he gave her when she stood beneath the mistletoe on Christmas, he'd part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her. Not just the peck he gave her on New Year's Eve, he'd part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her. Then, not just the peck that he just gave her for Valentine's Day, he'd part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her. If she wasn't his mother, he'd take her in his arms and kiss her deep and long with sexual passion while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes.
Too bad she was his mother. If she wasn't his mother, he'd have sex with her. Different from any woman he had ever intimately known, he couldn't imagine what it would feel like to have sex with someone who was as beautiful, as kind, as loving, and as sexy as she was. He couldn't imagine what it would feel like to undress her while kissing her, touching her, and feeling her in all the places he wished he could touch and feel her. He could only imagine what it would feel like to deliberately expose his erect prick to her again with the hopes that she'd touch it, stroke it, suck it, and fuck it this time instead of just staring.
Whenever he masturbated, he imagined making out with her while touching her, feeling her, and undressing her. Whenever he masturbated, he imagined seeing her in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked. Whenever he masturbated, he imagined seeing, feeling, and sucking her naked breasts. Whenever he masturbated, he imagined fingering her pussy while licking her pussy. Whenever he masturbated, he imagined her hand stroking him and her mouth sucking him. Whenever he masturbated, he imagined making love to her before fucking her. Only, she was his mother and he needed to stop having those incestuous thoughts of being sexually intimate with her.
'That's just wrong,' he thought. 'That's just nasty for me to think of my mother in such a sexual way. What the Hell is wrong with me? Why do I sexually want my mother when she doesn't sexually want me? If she said yes to incestuous sex, could I go through with it and have forbidden sex with my mother?'
She looked at him looking at her and smiled.
"Sorry for spoiling the holiday," she said with sadness after a long pause.
With her falling silent and him daydreaming about having sex with her, she awakened him from the sexual fantasy he was having of her being his lover.
"There's no need to feel sorry, Mother. I understand," he said with compassion.
While giving him a quick flash of her white panties when uncrossing her legs, she stood from the couch and walked to the wine rack and set two wine glasses on the coffee table. She opened a bottle of wine and poured him a glass before pouring herself a glass. When she leaned at the waist in front of him to pour him his wine, she gave him a flash of her long, line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut white bra. Just like that, images he never tired of seeing, his mother flashed him her panties, long line of sexy cleavage, and low-cut bra again.
She took her seat on the couch again while flashing him her panties again. She took a long, thoughtful sip of her wine before speaking. Glad that she was the one who opened the wine, maybe his thought of getting her drunk and kissing her while feeling her through her clothes could be his reality. Only, he wouldn't want to get her drunk enough to be sick, just feeling good enough to relax her sexual inhibitions, morality, and modesty. Normally, it only took two glasses of wine for his mother to feel a little tipsy.
"Suddenly as if my life flashed before my eyes, I thought of past holidays and how happy I used to be," she said leaning forward in her seat to make eye contact with him. "These past four months with the snow and the cold, and with Thanksgiving, Christmas, New Year's, and Valentine's Day, used to be my favorite times of the year. Now, as if I'm being tortured by the memories of them, I dread celebrating them," she said falling sadly silent again.
Obviously, the reason for her sadness, she was thinking about her ex-husband, his father, again. Even though they've been divorced for years, she couldn't go the entire year without thinking of him. Setting her off with every birthday, anniversary, Thanksgiving, or Christmas, New Year's, or Valentine's Day, whenever she thought of his father, she became sad. Something that she obviously needed psychological therapy to get over, he wished he could take the place of his father. He wished he could hold her, comfort her, kiss her, and have sex with his mother in the way that she obviously missed having sex with her ex-husband.
"It's been years, Mom," he said with patient understanding. "He's gone and he's not returning. You need to get over him. You need to get on with your life. He's living his life married to a whore of a woman half his age and seemingly they're happy living in their surrogate father and surrogate daughter, sexual lunacy. I'm sorry I ever brought Jessica in this house. With you having no way to compete with someone as young and as slutty, just as she dumped me for him, he stupidly dumped you for her. I get that, but you need to find someone else to love," he said as if he was her psychiatrist instead of her son.
Just as his mother was a better person than her ex-husband, he was a better person than his ex-girlfriend. Good riddance. Yet, with him just as sexually attracted to his mother as was his mother still in love with her ex-husband, and as he still harbored some modicum of sexual feelings for his ex-girlfriend, he could have been giving himself advice. Yet, even though he said she should find someone, he didn't want his mother finding anyone else to love. He wanted her to love him in that sexually forbidden way. He wanted her to have sex with him and not with someone else.
If anyone needed to get over anyone, with him already over his ex-girlfriend, he needed to get over the inappropriately love that he had for his mother for the past six years, since he turned 18-years-old, when his father left. It wasn't normal for a son to love his mother in that sexual way. It wasn't normal to think that she loved him in the sexual way that he loved her. Just as it wasn't normal for his mother to watch him masturbating, it wasn't normal for him to deliberately flash his mother his erect prick and masturbate and cum in front of her.
'Yet, she stayed to watch me cum, when she could have and should have left my room,' he thought. 'Even more than that, I sexually aroused her by my masturbation show.'
Nonetheless his mother becoming sexually excited over watching him stroking his cock, he needed to stop this mother and son lunacy of hoping to have incestuous sex with her. He needed to stop sexually fantasizing over her. He needed to stop masturbating over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with her. Just as he'd never be allowed to see her naked and touch and feel her naked body, she'd never have sex with him. She'd never make him her lover. Unlike his mother who was nothing like her son, his mother wasn't the incestuous pervert that he was.
Jealous of the love his mother still had for his father, he wished his mother would think of him in the way that she continued thinking of her asshole of an ex-husband. Yet, with him controlled by the incestuous perversion that he felt for his mother, any guidance he gave her was not only twisted but also laced with the incestuous lust that he had for her in his sexual frustration. Because of the sexually inappropriate way he felt about her, it was impossible for him to disassociate himself from his immoral feelings and lustful desires to give her unbiased advice.
Then, continuing his incestuous lunacy, he thought about something that may work for both. If only she viewed him as her lifeline from divorce until she started a new life with someone else, he'd love to fill the role as her sexual rebound. He'd love to make her emotionally happy and sexually satisfied until she found someone else to love. If only his mother shared the incestuous lust he had for her, he could make her happy, if even for only for a little while until she found another lover and until he found someone to love and perhaps even marry.
He'd give her enough orgasms with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock for her to forget her ex-husband. Hopefully, she'd give him enough orgasms with her fingers, her mouth, and her pussy to stop him from masturbating. As convoluted as it sounded when he wasn't stroking his prick while thinking of his mother naked and having sex with her, he was thinking of her not as his mother but as his lover. If only he could have sex with her, he would have sex with her. He wished he could make his mother his lover. He wished he could make his mother his whore, his sexual slave, and his cum slut.
Only, a son soliciting his mother for sex, how would he even suggest that without her thinking that there was something wrong with him? How could he possibly persuade someone who was as morally modest and as religious as she was to have sex with him? Then, even if she agreed to be his incestuous lover, how would he dare go through with having sex with her without her thinking that he was perverted for wanting to have sex with his mother? Sadly, as much as he wanted her sexually, she didn't want him sexually. She'd never have sex with him in the way that he wanted to have sex with her.
"I know and you're right. I need to find a man to love," she said giving him another soft, sad smile. "I can't. I just can't. The thoughts of pretending to love another man turns my stomach. Your father was the only man I was with sexually. I was a virgin when I married him," she said looking up at him as if she was about to cry.
Then, instead of crying, she smiled as if proud of her virginity. She smiled as if she was contently happy being alone instead of feeling terminally sad that she had no one in her life but her incestuously, perverted son. Only, with her having wasted buckets full of tears over his father, her smiles weren't fooling him. Knowing her better than that and with her unable to fool him, she was far from happy. He knew she was hurting inside. She was sad and was the saddest around the holidays.
'She needs to get laid,' he thought. 'She needs to have an orgasm. She needs me to finger and lick her pussy before making love to her cunt and before fucking her cunt.'
Enjoying the thought that the answer to her problems was to have sex, he'd love to volunteer his sexual services to her.
'Mom, you need to get laid,' he imagined saying to her. 'You need an orgasm.' He imagined whipping his cock. 'After you allow me to lick and finger you pussy, after you allow me to make love to you before fucking you, you need to blow me, Mom. You need to suck my cock. As if my cum is the medicine that you need, allowing me to cum in your mouth will make you feel better. I know it will and you won't know until you try,' he imagined willing to say anything to have sex with is mother.



He imagined her looking at him with sexual excitement.
'Would you do me the honor of licking and fingering my pussy before making love to me and before fucking me? You're right. I need to get laid. I need to have an orgasm,' he imagined his mother responding in kind. 'Perhaps, you're right about me needing to blow you too. Perhaps, my cure for my sadness is to suck you prick and have you cum in my mouth.'
He imagined giving her a sexy smile.
'I'd love nothing more than to eat your cunt mother. I'd love nothing more than to bang the top of your blonde, pretty head against the headboard while watching your naked breasts bounce up and down and sway side to side,' he thought. 'I'd love nothing more for you to scream my name in orgasmic bliss. I'd love nothing more than to suck my cock and to cum in your mouth.'
Yet, just as he'd never say any of those things to his mother, she'd never think any of those things to him. Nonetheless what he was thinking, able to see it in her big, blue eyes, she was in emotional pain. Yet, selfishly thinking more of himself, he needed to think more of his mother's feelings. With him able to justify and explain away his sexual attraction for his mother, his excuse was that he was from a broken home. With his parents always fighting, his father drinking and disappearing for long periods of time, having grown close to his mother, he was always protective of her.
Convolutedly in thought, as if he possessed the magic cure, he justified that the best way for them to get what they both hopefully wanted, happiness and sexual satisfaction, was for them to be incestuously intimate with one another. Only, with the hard part convincing his mother that he was the one to end her sadness and was the key to her happiness, she'd never go for them being sexually intimate. Something never to be, she'd never give him incestuous sex. She'd never suck his cock, make love to him, and fuck him in the way he imagined she did in his sexual fantasies.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 10 ###
After she had too much to drink, Robert imagines carrying his mother to bed and undressing her while having his incestuous, sexual way with her naked body.
* * * * *
As if he was watching an attractive stranger, a MILF of a cougar, from the end of the bar that he'd love to ask home for sex, he watched his mother take another sip of her wine. Nothing new there, she always drank more when she was sad. She always drank more around the holidays. With her the saddest around the holidays, she drank the most during the holidays. Sadness, the holidays, and drinking went hand in hand with a broken heart. Yet, with her not much of a drinker the rest of the year, he had never seen his mother falling down drunk just slightly intoxicated.
He didn't understand why she was still missing her ex-husband. Especially during the holidays, she drank more when she missed him. Only this time was different. Now with him home from college and alone with his mother without his father there to interfere, he hoped to change her sadness to happiness and perhaps even give her a bit of sexual excitement. In the way that he sexually titillated her this morning, he hoped to sexually titillate her again later tonight.
With her obviously needing more encouragement to have sex with him than he needed any encouragement to have sex with her, he hoped to use her inebriated state against her. Something he always imagined doing, being that he was the incestuous pervert that he was, he'd love to put her to bed and undress her. A sexual fantasy come true, he'd loved to strip her naked. If she wouldn't willingly have sex with him, he'd love to sexually take advantage of her by undressing her. He'd never have sex with her drunken body, of course, but he'd love nothing more than to see her without her clothes while touching and feeling her everywhere.
Nothing new in his incestuous lust for his mother, he stared at her as if he was watching an online, X-rated, webcam video and she was topless and/or naked. He'd pay big bucks to watch her strip herself and even masturbate herself on webcam. In the way that he had such a dirty mind and such an incestuous attraction to his mother, he attached sexual thoughts with everything she said and everything she did. Thinking that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, he sometimes thought that his incestuous thoughts were her incestuous thoughts.
The wine she drank wet her full, red lips in the way that he imagined his passionate kisses wetting her full, red lips. The wine she drank wet her full, red lips in the way that he imagined his cum wetting her full, red lips after she blew him and after he ejaculated his lust for her in her mouth and all over her pretty face. Leaving a red circle around his cock, lipstick on the dipstick, he'd love for his mother to leave her bright, red lipstick on his cock. If she left lipstick on his dipstick, he'd never wash his cock again.
Obviously, something she never saw before, after his mother had watched him masturbating, as if in shock, she stayed in his bedroom by his opened door to stare at his erect prick and to watch him cum. Now that he saw her fingering her nipple and her pussy through her clothes and knows she was obviously sexually aroused by watching him masturbating and cumming. Giving her a sexy striptease show, he'd love to masturbate himself again for her. As if he was a CFNM stripper and she was a birthday girl in the audience, he'd love for her to watch him stroke himself and cum again.
Maybe if she pretended that he was a CFNM stripper instead of her son, she'd lick whipped cream from his cock. All in good fun, maybe she'd even take his stiff prick in her mouth while stroking him. Maybe if she was drunk enough and horny enough, she'd allow him to put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head and hump her mouth and fuck her face. He'd love nothing more than to cum in his mother's beautiful mouth. He'd love nothing more than to watch his mother swallow his cum.
Maybe if watching him masturbate himself sexually excited her, she'd allow him to touch and feel her tits and finger her nipples while fingering her pussy. Who knows, maybe she'd even want to stroke his cock, suck his cock, and/or fuck his cock? Starting out small, rather than having a full-blown incestuous sexual relationship, he'd love to masturbate with her while watching a porn movie. From there, maybe they'd masturbate one another before moving on to licking, sucking, and fucking.
Giving her another personal, private masturbation show, he'd love her to catch him masturbating again. He'd love to cum again just for her. As if that would ever happen but he'd love to not only cum in her mouth but also all over her beautiful face. Just as he envied his father for being sexually intimate with his MILF of a mother, he thought his father was a fool for leaving such a rare gem of a fine woman for a whore of a woman half his age.
An immature little girl, in the way that his father's whore was an 18-year-old child when meeting her and first having sex with her, he was no child then and is no child now. He was a 24-year-old man now who knew what he wanted and what he wanted was to have sex with his mother. Yet, as much as he was an incestuous pervert for lusting over his mother, his father was a pedophile pervert for lusting over his 18-year-old, ex-girlfriend. How dare he do that to his mother and to him? Their forbidden, sexual relationship started with his father when he was out shopping with his mother and his father was home alone with his girlfriend.
His girlfriend came looking for him and his father took sexual advantage of her by getting her drunk. As if having sex with his babysitter, a 42-year-old, married man having sex with an 18-year-old woman, that was so scandalous. That was so nasty. That was so wrong. Who knows with her having Daddy issues, maybe she was the one who took sexual advantage of his father? Then, with one thing leading to another, not long after, his Dad took off with his girlfriend. As soon as his divorce from his mother was final, he married his ex-girlfriend, Jessica, four-years ago.
When he could have taken up with anyone else, his mother never got over his Dad marrying her son's ex-girlfriend. Now, at a time when she was the most vulnerable sexually, Valentine's Day, the day of love, romance, passion, and sex, he'd love to get his mother tipsy. Like father like son, he hoped that his mother would consume enough wine for him to take sexual advantage of her in the way that his father took sexual advantage of his drunken, ex-girlfriend.
Not wanting her to drink too much to get sick, but he'd love for her to drink enough wine that he'd have to lovingly put her to bed. How hot would that be to slowly undress his mother and strip her naked? How hot would that be for his mother to drink enough wine to loosen her morals, lessen her modesty, and lose her sexual inhibitions. How hot would that be for his mother to willingly and consensually, albeit drunkenly, have sex with her son?
If nothing more than a sexual fantasy that he enjoyed masturbating over, with her having not soundly slept since his father left, he imagined his mother intoxicated just enough to fall asleep on the couch. Checking to see if she was sleeping, he imagined feeling her breasts through her blouse and feeling her pussy through her panties before picking her up from the couch and carrying her to her bedroom and to bed. He imagined her short skirt lifting to her crotch and giving him an up-skirt view of her panties when putting her down on the bed. He imagined staring at her exposed, white bikini panties as she soundly slept.
Then, touching and feeling her inebriated body through her clothes in all the places he always imagined touching and feeling her, he imagined she was his lover instead of his mother. Careful not to awaken her from her drunken slumber, as if unwrapping an expensive Valentine's Day gift, he imagined undressing his mother. Just the imagined thought of undressing her sent shivers down his spine and erected his prick. Just the imagined thought of seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, made him want to encourage his mother to drink more.
While she peacefully slept, he imagined unbuttoning her blouse one slow button at a time. Taking his time undressing her, he imagined stopping to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button and before flaying open her blouse to expose her bra clad, C cup breasts. Instead of just seeing her cleavage and the top of her low-cut, sexy bra whenever she leaned forward at the waist in front of him, he imagined seeing the entirety of her white lace, satin bra cups. He imagined staring down at his sleeping mother to make sure that she was still sleeping.
Then, as if she was his girlfriend and they were making out while parked, he imagined feeling his mother's breasts and fingering her nipples through her sexy, low-cut brassiere as she slept. Taking a chance that she may awaken, he imagined leaning down to suck her nipples through her sheer brassiere, first one and then the other. Then, as soon as her nipples erected from him sucking them through her bra, he imagined fingering them through the wet spots on her bra. As if they were old style, radio knobs and he was adjusting the volume and/or changing the station, he imagined pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples for them to erect even more.
Then, as if there was a drumroll of suspense going off in his head, he imagined unbuttoning and unzipping his mother's short skirt with trembling fingers. As soon as he unbuttoned and unzipped her skirt, he exposed the side of her white, bikini panties. Careful not to awaken her by disturbing her, as if he was a pickpocket picking her pockets, he imagined stealthily removing her skirt in the way of slowly unwrapping another expensive, Valentine's Day gift. Then taking a step back, he imagined staring at his mother in her sheer white, bikini panties and matching sheer, white, low-cut bra before taking out his digital camera to snap some, sexy, candid photos of her in her underwear.
Seeing her lying there on her bed soundly sleeping, he imagined her looking as if she was a dead body that he was viewing her at the morgue without the decency of a sheet. Now that she was there before his horny eyes in her sexy underwear, he imagined examining her sexy, shapely body more closely. Staring at ever mole and freckle, he stared at her as if she was naked. In the way that he had already seen of her in so many up-skirt peeks, he imagined seeing her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit through her sheer panties.
While she lay on her back so soundly sleeping with her legs slightly parted, he imagined touching and feeling his mother through her exposed underwear where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. As if she was a shoplifter and he was a male, loss prevention employee searching her for stolen goods, he imagined touching, feeling, and fondling his mother's breast while fingering her nipples through her bra. As if he was a customs agent in a foreign country searching her for drugs or for hidden contraband, he imagined feeling her ass before sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit through her panties.
Hoping he didn't awaken her, as if he was alone with a drunken woman on a subway, he imagined masturbating his mother through her panties as she slept. Gently masturbating her in her sleep, he imagined pressing down on her clit while sliding a slow but purposeful finger along her pussy slit through her panties. As if she was his blind date who was afflicted with Narcolepsy, he'd be deemed such a cad to take sexual advantage of his drunken, sleeping mother. Nonetheless, with him being such a sexual scoundrel, he imagined continuing to masturbate her while fingering her erect nipples through her bra.
Not nearly done undressing and incestuously and sexually assaulting his mother in her inebriated deep, sleep state, eager to strip her naked, he saved the best for last. As if unlocking a safe that contained his mother's secret and most valued, family jewels, he imagined ever so slowly and gently unsnapping her front snapping bra. Again, as if there was a drumroll of suspense going off in his head before parting open his mother's bra, he imagined how Moses must have felt just before parting the Red Sea.
Instead of rushing open her bra to see her naked breasts, he took his time. The first time seeing her naked tits, he wanted to remember this moment forever. Leaving her bra unsnapped but in place, he imagined sliding a slow finger along her breast bone and in between her soon to be naked breasts. He felt the side and the shape of one of her bulbous breasts before feeling the size and the shape her other bulbous breast. Then, just before removing her bra cups, as if he had died and gone to Heaven, he heard music playing.
'Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah,' he imagined angels singing before seeing his mother's naked breasts. 'Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah.'
With sexual anticipation erecting his prick, while imagining that he was opening the gates of Heaven by parting his mother's brassiere, he was ready to reveal her naked breasts. Something he had yearned to see for six, long, sexually frustrating years and something he had imagined seeing while masturbating himself, this was the moment of his mother's unveiling. Hoping that she'd continue sleeping while he uncovered her breasts, he couldn't wait to see her big, naked tits.
'This was it. This was really it. I'm about to see my mother's naked tits,' he imagined thinking while undressing her.
He was stunned and in shock that he was about to unveil his mother's naked breasts. He couldn't wait to masturbate over all that he was imagining seeing of his mother now, later. As if he was opening the Tabernacle cabinet that housed the gold, Communion chalice behind the altar in a Catholic Church, Robert imagined holding his mother's unsnapped bra in each hand, before slowly parting her brassiere. He imagined feeling the way that Vincent Vega, played by John Travolta in Pulp Fiction, felt when opening the briefcase of Marsellus Wallace, played by Ving Rhames.
"Vincent," said Samuel L. Jackson as Jules Winnfield. "Are we good?"
'Oh, yeah,' thought Robert about to behold his mother's beautiful orbs. 'We're good. We're very good.'
As he parted his mother's brassiere, he imagined a shimmering light of gold emanating from her opened bra in the way that it did from the opened briefcase in Pulp Fiction. As if his mother's naked breasts were the golden idol in the Raiders of the Lost Ark, he imagined he was Indiana Jones played by Harrison Ford. When he finally separated his mother's brassiere, he imagined staring at her naked breasts as if he had never seen naked breasts before. He imagined staring at his mother's naked breasts as if they were an unearthed buried treasure or a priceless work of art.
Kneeling before them while worshiping his false idols, he imagined staring at her naked breasts as if they were religious symbols that were worthy of his undying worship. He imagined staring at his mother's naked breasts before touching, feeling, and fondling her naked tits. He imagined fingering her erect nipples in the way that he fingered blessed, holy, rosary beads. In the way his mother was exquisitely beautiful, he imagined her big, shapely, naked breasts being exquisitely beautiful too.
'Behold my mother's big tits,' he imagine exclaiming.
Imagining that seeing her naked breasts were a religious experience, as if taking the Eucharist in his mouth, he imagined lowering his lips to his mother's breasts and taking her nipples between his lips, first one and then the other. While still masturbating her by rubbing her clit her through her panties with one hand, he continued feeling and fondling her big tits while fingering her nipples with his other hand. As if she was having a sexy dream, he watched her naked nipples erecting bigger in the way that his cock grew harder.
Still not done undressing her yet, while praying to Saint Valentine that his mother didn't awaken, as if she was a drugged and/or a drunken coed at a frat party, he imagined ever so slowly removing his mother's panties. The pièce de résistance, gradually easing them down lower, he imagined exposing the top of her blonde, trimmed pubic hair to his horny, incestuous eyes. While watching her closed eyes in hopes that she didn't awaken, he continued easing down her panties until her entire pussy was revealed. Then, ever so gently, he removed her panties from her legs, ankles, and feet.
'Naked, naked, naked, my mother is naked,' he imagined thinking. 'Naked, naked, naked, I can't believe I'm finally seeing my mother naked,' he imagined saying.
While hoping that she'd remain soundly sleeping, he couldn't wait to have some sexy, naked fun with his mother. Even though he thought undressing her would be enough and even though he thought he'd never sexually take advantage of his sleeping mother by having sex with her, he couldn't wait to have sex with her. Besides, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, an opportunity of a lifetime, he'd be nuts not to have sex with his mother.
As if he was ready to have her own religious experience by giving his mother communion with his tongue, he imagined gently and stealthily spreading his mother's long, shapely legs and taking the most holy of holies, her pussy, in his mouth. Gently and stealthily licking her pussy while fingering her pussy, as if he was her Holy Father instead of her horny son, once she was wet enough, he imagined anointing his mother with his hard, erect cock. Now that she was naked and prepped for sex, he couldn't wait to make love to her. Now that she was soundly sleeping, as if she was having a drunken dream, he couldn't wait to fuck her.



Carefully climbing on the bed, he was careful not to awaken her when slowly and gently mounting her. He reached between his legs and parted his mother's pussy with his erect prick. Ever so slowly humping her, he made love to his mother as if he was making love to the Virgin Mary. Then, as if she was preprogrammed to do so, she opened her eyes. When he imagined his mother opening her eyes, instead of rejecting him in horror, he imagined her wrapping her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist and consensually agreeing to having sex with him.
Now that she was conscious and consensual with him, she returned his humps with her humps. Fucking her as if she was a whore in the image Jesus' lover, Mary Magdalene, he imagined pounding his mother's pussy until she had an orgasm. With her tubes tied and her no longer able to become pregnant, he imagined pounding his mother's cunt until he ejaculated a huge load of cum in her pussy.
'Happy Valentine's Day, Mom,' he imagined saying after giving her sexual satisfaction by giving her incestuous, orgasmic pleasure with his erect prick.
After imagining fucking her, he imagined her giving him a deep, wet kiss. After imagining fucking her, he imagined her giving him a blowjob. After imagining fucking her, he imagined making her his woman. After imagining having sex with his mother that first time, he imagined having sex with her all the time.
'Happy Valentine's Day, Robert. You've made your mother so very happy,' he imagined his mother saying.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 11 ###
Flashing panties versus flashing pantyhose
* * * * *
"Cheer up, Mom," he said. The sound of her sweet, imagined voice brought him back to reality from his sexual fantasy of putting his mother to bed, stripping her naked, and having sex with her naked body. His sexual daydream vaporized before his incestuous, horny eyes. "It's Valentine's Day. The day of love. Happy Valentine's Day, Mother," he said again.
He walked to her and leaned down to give her another peck of a kiss on the lips, the lips that he imagined parting with his tongue to kiss her deep, wet, and long. He couldn't stop himself from imagining French kissing his mother. He couldn't stop himself from imagining his mother returning his kiss of sexual passion with her kiss of sexual passion. He couldn't help from imagining his mother sucking his prick with those same, full lips.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Robert," she said returning his peck.
He gave her a loving smile while trying his best to hide the sexual lust that he had for her.
"As I was saying, we're both healthy and relatively happy," he said esoterically speaking as if he really believed what he was saying when he was just as sad as his mother. "You have a good job and I'll be getting a good job soon. Having much to be thankful for, we have more money than the average person out there who's struggling to put food on the table," he said.
He said what he said for the benefit of himself too while trying to get her to realize her blessings and forget her bad memories.
"You're right. I know you're right," she said. "Blindsided that he'd want such a young, slutty girl over me, it's the rejection that hurts the most."
He gave her a comforting smile.
"I refuse to allow Dad to ruin another holiday with his child bride, whore of a wife," he said shaking his head and laughing. "It's hard to wrap my brain around that my ex-girlfriend is now my step-mother."
While sitting across from her, he hoped she'd give him another up-skirt flash of her bright white, sheer, bikini panties or a down-blouse view of her long line of sexy cleavage and her revealing, low-cut bra. He loved seeing forbidden peeks of his mother's underwear. With his mother feeling so glum, he didn't even feel guilty for wanting to take sexual advantage of her by seeing some part of her sexy, underwear clad body. It was all about incestuous sex with him. If he couldn't have sex with his mother, seeing glimpses of her underwear to masturbate over it later, erased his horniness and eased his sexual frustration.
Still horny after his mother caught him masturbating and watched him cum while staring at his cock, he needed to have more sexy images of his mother to masturbate over later. If nothing more than a sexual fantasy that he'd surely masturbate over again, with him having hope beyond hope to have a sexual relationship with his mother, he imagined his mother inviting him to sleep with her. He imagined touching and feeling his mother in places where he should never touch and feel his mother as she slept. With her nightgown bunched around her waist, he imagined peeling down her covers at first light and seeing more of his mother's sexy, shapely body than he ever had before.
In the forbidden way that Susan invited her son, Charlie, to sleep with her in the story, Mother Sleeps with Son on Christmas, he hoped his mother would invite him to sleep with her too. On the pretense of holding her, comforting her, cuddling her, and spooning her, he imagined touching and feeling her through the sexy nightgown he gave her for Valentine's Day. He hoped to make his own incestuous, love story an even better story, called Mother Sleeps with Son on Valentine's Day. Only, nothing more than another one of his sexual fantasies, just as he knew she'd never have sex with him, she'd never invite him to sleep with her.
Difficult for him to curb the sexual lust that he had for his mother, he stared down at what she was showing of her sexy, shapely legs. He was glad that she wore more short skirts than she did pants. With her swimming and still playing tennis every week, proud of her legs, she had the legs of a dancer. She could dance for him any day, as long as she was dancing around a pole while removing her clothes. How hot would that be to have a mother who was a stripper?
With blue her favorite color, she was wearing his favorite, short skirt, the powder blue one that parted at the bottom even when completely buttoned. Even when completely buttoned, when she stood and leaned forward, he could still see her panties peeking out at him in between her buttonholes. Calling this skirt her panty flashing skirt, his favorite skirt, this skirt gave him the best chance of him seeing her panties.
'Peek-a-boo,' he thought whenever seeing a flash of her white panties. 'Peek-a-boo,' he thought while wishing he had the nerve to reach his finger in between her open button holes and finger her pussy through her exposed panties. 'Peek-a-boo,' he imagined saying while fingering his mother's pussy.
Even with her knees tightly cemented together, there was still a triangular opening above the top of her shapely thighs that, unless she crossed her legs, gave him a continual view of her panty clad crotch. As much as he loved seeing flashes of his mother's panties, he loved seeing her panty clad crotch more. He loved seeing quick glimpses of her camel toe, her pussy slit, and the darker shadow that her blonde, trimmed, pubic hair made through her sheer panties. No doubt imagining more than he was seeing while undressing her with his eyes, he had a good sense of that his mother looked like without her clothes.
Every time she wore this skirt, she rewarded him white, attention grabbing, flashes of her panties. Every time she flashed him her panties, she made him so horny. He wondered if she knew he could see her panties. Every time she flashed him her panties, he wanted to finger and lick her pussy through her panties. Being that she flashed him her panties so very much, he wondered if she deliberately flashed him her panties. Like mother like son, he wondered if his mother was an incestuous exhibitionist in the way that he was an incestuous voyeur.
'How hot would that be if his mother was purposely flashing him bits and pieces of her underwear clad body?'
He wished his mother was his sexy slut. He wished his mother was his incestuous whore. He wished his mother sexually wanted him in the way he sexually wanted her. He wished his mother would put the sexual moves on him in the way that he'd love to put the sexual moves on her.
As if the couch was complicit in helping her flash him her panties, whenever she sat on the couch in this skirt, her hem climbed to the middle of her shapely thighs. His favorite view to see, she always showed him a lot of her gorgeous legs. She made him wish he could slide a slow, purposeful hand up her short skirt. She made him wish he could touch, feel, and lick his mother's legs before licking her higher and licking her pussy through her panties.
'How hot would that be to touch and finger my mother where I'm not allowed to touch and finger my mother?'
As much as he loved her big breasts and her shapely buttocks, he loved her shapely legs too. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he wished he could move his hand all the way up her short skirt and in-between her legs to nirvana. He wished he could finger his mother through her panties while kissing her. He wished he could push her panties aside with his index finger and rub his mother's clit while finger fucking her pussy.
Earlier, before flashing him her panties, from the panty line that he saw when she was leaning at the waist to stoke the fire, she was wearing panties, just panties. 'Praise the Lord,' he was glad that she wasn't wearing pantyhose. Unless she was wearing nude, sheer pantyhose without panties that showed her pubic hair, pantyhose prevented her from flashing him her panties. He hated pantyhose.
He had a much better chance of her flashing him her panties when she wasn't wearing pantyhose. Someone should flog and then strangle the gay, fashion designer who invented pantyhose with pantyhose. Someone should force him to wear pantyhose. He was glad his mother would rather put tanning lotion on her legs than to wear pantyhose in the winter. If it was too cold, she'd just wear pants. Yet, fortunately for him, whenever she was in the house, she almost always wore a short skirt.
'Pantyhose? What in the Hell were you thinking? What in the Hell is wrong with you? Are you nuts? Are you insane? Have you utterly lost your mind? Unless she's an older woman with varicose veins, putting pantyhose on shapely legs to cover a panty clad pussy is sacrilegiously un-American,' he imagined saying to the inventor of pantyhose. 'Shame on you! Shame on you! Take that and that,' he imagined horny, American men flogging gay, fashion designers with pantyhose.
In violation of the Mile-High Club, there should be a law that woman cannot board a plane while wearing pantyhose.
"Sorry, Miss," Robert imagined a TSA agent saying. "Unless your 50-50, 50-years-old and 50-pounds overweight, you must remove your pantyhose before boarding the plane. Pantyhose offends too many horny men who live and breathe in hopes of seeing your panties."
He imagined women reaching beneath their short skirts to remove their pantyhose right there in pubic.
"Sorry, sorry," he imagined women voicing their apologies to men who live and die to see flashes of panty clad pussies.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 12 ###
Robert wishes he was his mother's lover in addition to being her son.
* * * * *
Hopefully losing her inhibitions while drinking, he hoped that if she drank enough wine that she'd forget where she was, who she was with, and would part her knees more with her inebriated morals, lessened modesty, and relaxed sexual inhibitions. Giving him more to masturbate over later, he'd love nothing more than to see a constant and continual, up-skirt, flashing view of his mother's bright white, sheer, panty clad crotch. Giving him plenty to masturbate over later, he hoped that she'd lean over him to give him a continual down blouse view of her long, sexy line of cleavage and her low-cut bra.
Fortunately for him, with her not thinking that he'd be lusting over her, she was comfortable and immorally, immodest enough around him to not always sit like a lady. Fortunately for him, with her not as careful as she should be around him, in the way she would be with any other man, she was always inadvertently flashing him up-skirt peeks of her panties and down-blouse views of her bra and cleavage. Fortunately for him, that is until now that she caught and watched him masturbating, and heard him call her name, she obviously didn't suspect that he was as sexually attracted to and was masturbating over her until now.
After catching him masturbating over her and hearing him calling out his incestuous lust for her, she obviously knows his sexual attraction to her now. He'd love for her to catch him masturbating again. He'd love for her to watch him cum while calling out her name. Oddly enough, until his father was no longer around, perhaps because he had more sexual opportunities while in college, he wasn't as sexually attracted to his mother before as he was now. Once his father wasn't there to invade upon his private time with her and interfere with his sexual feeling for her, his incestuous lust grew in the way of a wildfire.
It wasn't until his father left his mother for a woman half her age that Robert appreciated his mother more. It wasn't until his father left his mother for his ex-girlfriend that Robert felt and commiserated with her pain. With them always laughing and whispering as if they kept secrets, now that his father was gone, he grew even closer to his mother. Now that his father wasn't around passing his judgment and his disapproval on him and on her, he had more sexual opportunities to hopefully enjoy his mother in all manner of undress.
With him having no other woman in his life but his MILF of a mother, his sexual thoughts more forbiddingly turned to her than to anyone else. Especially when she was inadvertently or deliberately flashing him her cleavage, bra, and/or panties, his mind was sexually focused on his mother. Especially when he was masturbating while imagining seeing her in her sexy nightgowns, her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked while having sex with her, he thought of no one else but her.
"Sorry for my sadness. Don't mind me. I don't want to ruin your holiday, Robert," she said staring at the fire that burned brightly in the fireplace before returning her focused attention to him. "Back before we were married and before you were born, most of my Valentine's Days were with your father. Our day of love, we exchanged romantic gifts on Valentine's Day before having a night of intimacy," she said letting out a long, soulful sigh. "I can't help it but, having known him for thirty-years, I still miss him."
As if she was suddenly cold, she wrapped her hands around her wineglass as if it was a coffee mug or a mug of hot cocoa and she was sitting in a ski lodge. In the sexy way that she looked so sadly vulnerable, if she was any woman other than his mother, he'd take her in his arms, hold her, hug her, and comfort her. Wishing he could kiss her while touching and feeling her through her clothes, he suddenly had this urge to French kiss his mother in the way that he kissed her in his sexual fantasies.
He wondered what she'd do if he tried to really kiss her. He wondered what she'd say if he tried parting her lips to French kiss her. He wondered what her reaction would be to him touching and feeling her through her clothes while French kissing her. Yet, not wanting to ruin things between them, it was titillating fun to see up-skirt peeks of his mother's panties and down-blouse views of his mother's cleavage and bra.
"I don't miss Dad in the way that you do. With him always drunk and angry, he wasn't very nice to you or to me. I'm glad he's gone," said Robert for more than one reason.
Obviously, Robert wasn't just glad that his father was gone because he was always drunk, angry, and mean to him and his mother. He was glad that his father was gone because now he had his mother all to himself. In the way that his father deserted the love of a forty-eight-year-old woman for the sexual infatuation of a young, twenty-four-year-old whore, after more than twenty-five-years of marriage, not enough man for her, his father didn't deserve his mother.
"He was more than just my husband. Your father was my best friend, my lover, and my life," she said looking as if she was about to cry. "Difficult for me not to accept some of the blame for our divorce, he was a good man before he started drinking and cheating on me."
Robert looked at his mother aghast that she was blaming herself for her husband leaving her.
"I don't understand how you can blame yourself for Dad's drinking and screwing around," said Robert. "Obviously, his head was turned by a younger woman, a whore. His leaving you for her had nothing to do with you. You need to stop blaming yourself for his perversion and for his drunkenness," he said while thinking about his own incestuous perversion in wanting to have sex with his mother.
With her chin up as if she was suddenly proud of him, Elizabeth smiled at her son.
"Thank you for understanding," said Elizabeth. "Not very good for my self-confidence when the love of my life leaves me for a woman half my age, how could I compete with her? There was no way that I could. Moreover I didn't share his love for drinking. Yet, sadly and admittedly, I'm drinking more now than I ever did before, especially around the holidays but that's my cross to bear," she said lamenting her sadness while admitting her sudden fondness for French red, wine and Californian, white wine.
With him so physically dependent upon her, he wondered if his mother was feeling as emotional connected to him as he was now feeling emotionally connect to her. Now that Jessica is gone and he's home alone with his mother, he'd gladly chose his 48-year-old mother over his 24-year-old ex-girlfriend. A bizarre occurrence, it was odd that Jessica was sexually attracted to his father in the way that he was sexually attracted to his mother. Yet, had she not left him for his Dad, he may not have realized the incestuous lust that he felt for his mother.
"I'll always be here for you, Mother," said Robert.
She leaned forward in her seat on the couch and reached out her hand to take his hand.
"You may be here for me now but you won't be here for me very long once some lucky woman makes you her man," she said pausing as if thinking better of what she was about to say. "Even though you're my man now, Valentine's Day isn't the same without a man in my bed."
'Wow,' he thought. 'I'm her man.'
He had never thought of it in that way before. He was her man now, his mother's man. Only, with him wishing he was the man in her bed, he couldn't help but to question the meaning of her remark. What did she mean by that? When she connected those two phrases together, you're my man and her needing a man in her bed, was there more to her saying that he was her man and that she needed a man in her bed? In addition to being her son, could he be her man, the man in her bed too? Unable to read her mind, he didn't know.
He imagined being in bed with his mother. He imagined his mother in bed with him. He imagined being in bed naked with his mother. He imagined his mother in bed naked with him. He imagined making out with his mother when they were both naked and sucking her big, naked tits.
'Naked, naked, naked,' whenever he thought of his mother now, he thought of her naked. 'Naked, naked, naked,' whenever he thought of his naked mother, he thought of him being naked with her too.
Touching and feeling her everywhere, he imagined having sex with his mother. He imagined licking and fingering her pussy and her sucking his cock. Sex, sex, and more sex, he imagined having sex with his naked mother. He imagined making love to his mother before fucking his mother. He imagined really pounding her pussy until she screamed his name in orgasmic pleasure.



'Robert! Robert! Oh, God Robert. Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder,' he imagined his mother as his lover. "Make me cum, Robert. Make me cum!"
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 13 ###
Robert offers to make his mother an online dating profile and to take some sexy photos for her to post.
* * * * *
Robert remembered how his father and mother continually fought and argued. The same redundantly looping argument every day, stopping at one place one day to continue the argument in the same place the next day, it was obvious to him that his father didn't love his mother. It was obviously to him that his father had a woman on the side that he was seeing and screwing.
Not believing he'd be fucking someone his own age, he figured his father would be having sex with a much younger woman and he was right. His father couldn't find a woman more beautiful and who had a better body unless she was much younger. Just as his mother was surprised that he had been having sex with a woman half his age, Robert was surprised that his father had been having sex with his girlfriend.
"In the way that he constantly and continually mistreated you, lied to you, and cheated on you, I can't understand why you still miss the man. He was a drunk and a pig for taking up with my ex-girlfriend, a woman young enough to be his daughter," he said which was what he hoped to do with his mother. Convoluted in logic, he hoped that his mother would not only take up with a man young enough to be her son but also a man who was her son. "That's disgusting. He's disgusting," said Robert. "You've wasted enough time and tears over him."
As if finally understanding that her ex-husband leaving her wasn't her fault and that she needed to get over him and move on with her life, she looked at Robert to acknowledge what he said about his father with renewed insight.
"You're right. I know you're right. For him to treat me like that, after all these years, was wrong, but it still hurts," she said with sadness.
He looked at her wondering why she was here with him instead of attending some Valentine's Day, romantic dance at a nightclub while hoping to meet someone. Tempted to ask his mother out on the town, he imagined dancing with her and having a good, sexual time afterwards. Only, how would that look with him treating his mother as if she was his date? What if they saw someone they knew? Besides, until he found a good paying job, he didn't have any money to go anywhere and to do anything. He had already blown his budget in buying her Valentine's Day gifts.
"You need to go out more Mother. You need to meet someone. You need to forget about him and move on with your life," he said pausing while looking to see what reaction, if any, his words had on her.
Before looking up at him to answer him, she looked down at her wine glass as if all her answers were there.
"I know you're right Robert but sometimes, especially when I'm feeling sad and lonely, my head and my heart go in opposite directions. Too preoccupied thinking about him, where he is and what he's doing, I'm not ready to have a relationship with another man, not just yet," she said.
She slowly shook her head while looking out the window behind him and he turned to look too.
"It's snowing," he said.
As if they had never seen snow before, they watched the snow silently fall.
"At least we'll have a white Valentine's Day," she said changing the subject with a smile. "I love freshly fallen snow. Maybe we can play in the snow and make snow angels and a snowman tomorrow."
As much as he'd love to play in the snow with his mother and roll around with her making snow angels, he refused to allow her to change the subject. As if she was his snow bunny and they were at a ski lodge, he'd love to kiss his mother in the snow. He'd love to have hot sex with her in the cold snow. Yet, he needed to break her out of her sadness. He needed to encourage her to go out and meet someone.
As if seeing her for the first time and in a new light of sadness and vulnerability, he looked at her as if seeing her more as a potential love match for some man instead of looking at her as his mother. Suddenly feeling jealous that she'd rather be with someone else than with him, he didn't want another man kissing and pawing his mother in the way that he wished he could kiss and paw his mother. In the way that she was so loyally faithful to her father, he didn't want her to be blinded by the love of another man. He'd rather keep her all for himself.
With him back living at home, now was his chance to make his move on his mother. In the way that she deliberately or inadvertently and continually flashed him her panties, cleavage, and bra, he sensed she was sexually interested in him as much as he was sexually interested in her. Adding more proof to his suspicions, she didn't immediately leave his bedroom when she caught him masturbating. Instead of leaving his room embarrassed, she stayed and stared at his exposed prick while sexually excited. Instead of leaving his room, she fingered her nipple through her blouse and bra and moved her hand beneath her short skirt to finger her pussy inside her panties.
"Maybe you should try online dating," he said rethinking what he was about to say next but saying it anyway. "I can help you make your profile. I'll even take some sexy pictures of you to post," he said pushing his luck while hoping she'd agree to him photographing her in sexy, sexual poses.
As soon as he offered to take some sexy photos of his mother for her online dating profile, he was dizzy with incestuous desire for her. He couldn't help but think of her wearing one of her short, low-cut, sexy nightgowns with nothing underneath. Lighting up her sheer, nearly transparent nightgown with his camera flash to make it virtually see-through, he'd love to photograph his nearly naked mother for fodder when he masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with her again. Continuing his sexual fantasy, he imagined her standing before his camera again wearing only her panty and bra, being topless, or even naked.
'That would be so hot to photograph her in a sexy nightgown. That would be so hot to photograph his mother in her panty and bra,' he thought. 'That would be so hot to have a photograph her in her sexy underwear. That would be so hot to photograph her topless and/or naked,' he thought while continuing his sexual fantasy of his mother and now needing to masturbate himself again.
As if she was a Playboy model hiding her nipples, dressed in just her panties, he imagined his mother removing her bra to cup her breasts with her hands while he took dozens of photos of her nearly topless body. Strictly for artistic purposes, of course, he wondered if she'd allow him to photograph her in the nude, face down on the couch, or on the rug. For artistic purposes only, of course, he'd love nothing more than shooting shots of his naked mother while she danced around a pole. They have a pole in the garage, a Lally column, but it would be too cold for her to strip herself naked out there.
Besides, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, she'd never strip naked or dance naked in front of him. Perhaps falling for those lines, that her photos were for artistic purposes and not sexual in nature, nonetheless, he imagined her allowing him to post photos of her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. Yet, nothing more than feeding his masturbating fodder for later, who was he kidding? She'd never allow him to take any sexy photos of her never mind allowing him to post any sexy photos of her online.
Yet, even though he wouldn't want a horde of men ogling his topless and/or naked mother, he'd love to see sexy photos of her. If he ever saw his mother in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, he didn't know if he could control himself from touching her and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. If nothing else but for masturbation fodder, he'd love to have photos of his mother in all manner of undress.
Having thought about installing a peephole camera in her master bedroom and master bathroom, he only thought of doing that when he was masturbating himself. Just as he'd never strip his drunken mother naked and have sex with her drunken body, he'd never spy on her with hidden cameras. Yet, it was sexually exciting to imagine doing those sexy things when he was pulling his prick with the thoughts of her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
"Online dating?" She looked at him as if he was nuts, drunk, or both. "I'd never post my profile online with all those creepy and perverted men out there who'd contact me for sex. I'd never allow you to take sexy photos of me to post online," she made a sour face and a nervous laugh. "That would be wrong. That would be nasty. That would be incestuous," she said looking at him as if she was thinking about posing for him and asking his opinion rather than making a declarative statement.
He shrugged her his encouragement.
"Why not? It's just a photo, Mom. What's the big deal. You show more of your body when wearing your bikini," he said.
She sighed and rolled her eyes while making another sour face as if she had just bitten into something bitter.
"With all the invasive practices our government does with reading people's private e-mails, I'd never post my photos online to the cloud. Who knows who'd see them and/or steal them? Someone from my work, my church, or from the neighborhood may recognize me. I'd be so embarrassed for someone that I know to see something of me that they shouldn't see," she said putting her hand to her collar as if she was already topless.
If she dared allow him to post her profile along with her sexy photos, he imagined e-mailing his mother as if he was a man interested in dating her. If she dared allow him to post her profile along with sexy photos of herself, he imagined his mother sexually interested in his anonymous self. With them writing sexy and salaciously erotic correspondence back and forth, he wondered if he could persuade her to send him even sexier photos of herself. How hot would that be for his mother to fall for his anonymous self and send him photos of her in all manner of undress?
"Not every man out there is a creep and/or a pervert," he said with a laugh while knowing that he was an incestuous pervert when it came to wanting to see his mother in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
Changing the subject again, this time moving the conversation from her to him, she looked at him in the way he had been looking at her. When she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look, he wondered what she was thinking. He wondered if she was thinking of him posing for her as he hoped that she'd pose for him.
"What about you?"
'What about me,' he thought. 'I'm sexually attracted to my MILF of a mother. I masturbate over the thoughts of my mother naked. I masturbate over the thoughts of having incestuous sex with my mother. I want to have forbidden, incestuous sex with her. I want to kiss her, touch her, hold her, strip her naked, and have my wicked, incestuous, sexual way with her naked body,' he thought.
He looked at her with guilt for always trying to see something of his mother that he shouldn't see.
'I wonder if she asking me if I'm a creep or a pervert?'
If she was looking at him as if he was a creep or a pervert, indeed he was a pervert, an incestuous pervert, but he wasn't a creep. He was a kind, caring, and sensitive son, a son how loved his mother, an understatement. He looked at her with as much curiosity as he looked at her with confusion. He looked at her with sexual lust and incestuous passion. Hoping she didn't think of him as a creep or a pervert, he asked the question.
"What about me?"
Now, perhaps, as if she was imagining him posing for her, she looked at him in the same sexy way that he looked at her.
"You don't have anyone in your life either, Robert. Why don't you post an online profile to help you find someone to date?" She paused as if rethinking what she was about to say before saying it. Then, in the way that he said what he was thinking, she said what she was thinking too. "You write the profile and I'll take some sexy, beefcake photos of you in your underwear," she said with a sexy laugh.
A tempting offer, he'd love nothing more than to pose for his mother in his underwear. Only, he'd be posing with a huge erection tenting his briefs. Who knows? Perhaps if he posed for his mother in his underwear, with her having already seen his cock, she'd ask him to pose naked.
Perhaps, if he posed for his mother, she'd pose for him too. Who knows? Perhaps, if he posed for his mother in his underwear, she'd posed for him in her underwear too. Perhaps, if he posed naked for his mother, she'd post topless or naked for him too. Just as he'd love to pose naked for his mother, he'd love nothing more than to take some sexy photos of his mother in her underwear, topless, and/or naked.
With one thing leading to another, perhaps from taking photos of one another, they'd have sex with one another. Lots of models have had sex with their photographers during a photo shoot. How hot would that be for the camera to snap some timed snapshots of them having sex? Only nothing more than his imagination running wild, just as she'd never sexually pose for him, she'd never have sex with him.
"Eww, Mom? Eww! Gross, that's so gross," he said feigning his disgust while trying to hide his sexual excitement by the thought of posing naked for his mother.
He thought more about posing for his mother. He'd love to pose for his mother in his underwear. He'd even be willing to pose for his mother naked. He'd love to show her his erect prick again. No doubt, as soon as he removed his pants, he'd have an erection. Maybe she'd ask him to masturbate and cum for her, too. Maybe if he masturbated for her, she'd masturbate for him.
Yet, something he'd love to do, he wondered if she'd seriously ask him to pose naked. Just as he'd love for his mother to pose naked for him, he'd love to pose naked for his mother. No doubt, as soon as he posed naked in front of his mother, he'd want to masturbate for her too. He'd love for his mother to photograph him masturbating and cumming. Yet, as soon as he posed naked for his mother, he'd want to have sex with her. Only, just as she'd never ask him to masturbate and cum for her, she'd never have sex with him.
Stuck on the thought of photographing his mother in all manner of undress, cock and balls for tits and pussy, maybe if he posed naked for her, she'd pose topless and/or naked for him too. Suck on the thought of masturbating for his mother, maybe if he masturbated for his mother, she'd masturbate for him too. Whether she masturbated for him or not, he'd love to see more of his mother's hot body. He'd love to have sex with her MILF of a body.
At the very least, he'd love to have sexy photographs of his mother. Adding to his sudden horniness, he imagined his mother in her sexy nightgown. He imagined his mother topless and/or naked and posing while he snapped dozens of photos of her beautiful body. Only, nothing more than another one of his sexual fantasies, just as she'd never masturbate for him, she'd never pose for him without her clothes.
"Oh, don't be so shy," she said waving a hand of disinterest. "You don't have anything that I haven't seen before," she said with a laugh. "Besides, I'm not about to ogle my own son."
Unfortunately, he couldn't say the same for himself. If given the chance, he'd leer and stare at whatever his mother was showing him. She had everything he hadn't seen before and couldn't wait to see now. In the way that she supposedly wouldn't ogle him, he'd ogle her. In the way that she was sexually turned off because he was her son, he was sexually turned on because she was his mother.
Not believing that their dialogue was going anywhere but to sexually frustrate him, he changed the subject. Nonetheless, with the thoughts of his mother posing for him in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, he'd be masturbating over this conversation later. With the thoughts of him posing for his mother in his briefs and/or naked with his protruding erection showing his incestuous, sexual lust for her, he'd be masturbating over that later too.
"You can't be alone the rest of your life. What happens when I meet someone, marry, and maybe even move out of state? We all need someone to love. We all need someone in our lives. You're still young. You still have lots of life to live," he said. "You need to live your life, Mom, with a special man, someone who will be kind, caring, and who will love and support you."
A ridiculous thought fueled by his incestuous horniness, he suddenly wished he could live with his mother forever as man and woman instead of as mother and son. He didn't need another woman to sexually satisfy him when he had his mother. Yet, he seriously doubted that she felt the same way. If he was to suggest that living arrangement to her, she'd think there was something wrong with him. She'd think that he was nuts. She'd think that it was something she did wrong when raising him. She'd want him to have his head examined by a psychiatrist.
"When your father left me and rejected me for someone much younger, he opened my eyes. With my life all about him, he never took the time to consider my wants, needs, and feelings. If all men are like that, then I'm not eager to live my life with another man. I'd rather be alone, than to have another man break my heart by cheating on me," she said. "Living here alone isn't so bad. As long as I still have you in my life, I'm happy being alone and not having to cook, clean, and cater to another man's whims and needs while feeling compelled to give him sex."
Obviously, he was his mother's only link to the outside world and for her to socialize with someone. With her going everywhere with him, food shopping, to the mall, and even to the movies, it was as if they were already boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife instead of mother and son. With him her only child and with them not having much family, at the very least, she needed friends.
"What about friends, Mom? Do you have any?"
A flash of anger crossed her face before it dissipated in calm resignation.
"As soon as I divorced your father, my so-called friends wanted nothing more to do with me. They feared that I'd steal their husbands," she said with a laugh. "Trust me, I didn't want any of their fat, lazy, drunken husbands."
He remembered all the friends they had when his father was still with her. Obviously, nothing more than drinking buddies, and with the men all after her and cornering her for a cheap feel and a kiss, he couldn't believe that they were all gone. Divorce has a way of severing all ties. Sadly, just as divorce has a way of closing one chapter in life by opening a new chapter, instead of starting her life anew, his mother not only closed the whole, damn book but also burned the book.
"You could make new friends," he said.
She shrugged him a look.
"Now that I know how fickle people are, I'd rather be alone than to go through all the bullshit of pretending to care about someone who really doesn't care about me," she said.
With him thinking the same thing about people being fickle, playing right into his thoughts, he wondered if she'd live forever with him in the way that he wished he could live forever with her. There was something that sexually excited him about having an older woman as a lover, especially when that older woman was his mother. In the way that he could offer her a hard cock and plenty of stamina, she could offer him her motherly love and sexual experience. With there no other woman better than his mother, he imagined that there'd be no better woman to have sex with than with his mother.



"There's always the chance that your father will dump his whore and come crawling back to me," she said with sad disillusionment.
He couldn't believe she thought so little of herself to even think that.
"He's gone Mom," said Robert with anger. "He's not returning. He's never coming back," he said obviously happy by that thought. "Not all men are insensitive, selfish pigs. There are a lot of good men out there who aren't married, lying, cheating bastards and who only think about sex," he said. "Some men put women first before their wants, needs, and desires. Some men are kind, caring, and thoughtful," he said while thinking of himself.
Only, in the way that he was sexually thinking about his mother, he was as much of a pig as was his father. Yet, different from his father, he was an incestuous pig. Different from his father, instead of wanting to have sex with a younger woman or even a woman his age, he wanted to have sex with an older woman. Where his father no longer wanted to have sex with his mother, he wanted to have sex with his mother. Instead of rejecting his mother in the way that his father had, he was hoping to embrace his mother, especially when she was without her clothes.
"I know you're right," she said with sadness while staring in her wineglass as if reading her fortune in a cup of tea leaves. "Yet, now that I'm older, I'm grateful for the small things in my life. I don't need anyone, especially a man to make me happy. Never having much family and always being alone, I don't need a lot of friends. Been there and done that," she said.
Suddenly, as much as he felt sorry for himself by the fact that he'd never bed his mother, he felt sorry for her that she was still carrying a torch for his father and was willing to live alone.
"You need someone, Mom, if only a companion and not a lover," he said.
She gave him a warm smile.
"As long as I still have you in my life, even for just short visits, I'm happy living alone. The fact that we're living together now, until you get a good job to support yourself is a bonus and my blessing. I just wish you hadn't spent all that money on Valentine's gifts for me."
He didn't understand her not having any friends. Yet, like mother like son, he didn't have many friends either. Reminding him of Norman Bates and his mother, Norma, they were different from other mothers and sons. Now that he was back home and living with his mother, content on being alone as long as they were together, they mostly kept to themselves.
All his friends had short, fat, ugly, and older mothers. He was the only one with a tall, sexy, beautiful, and younger mother, a mother who looked younger than her age instead of looking older. If the shoe was on the other foot and she was their mother, they'd be as sexually attracted to his mother in the way that he was. Not feeling guilty for his sexual attraction to his Mom, he only wished his incestuous, sexual feelings were reciprocated. He couldn't image how much better life his life would be if she was sexually intimate with him.
Such a waste of a good woman, he couldn't imagine his mother without a man in her life. He couldn't imagine his mother living without having sex. He couldn't imagine him without his mother in his life. Only, if she found someone else, no doubt always wishing it was him being sexually intimate with her, he'd be jealous of her lover. Just as she needed to get a life, he needed to get a life too.
"Everyone should have someone in their life, Mom. Everyone should be appreciated and happy in their life instead of being unappreciative and sad," he said.
As soon as he said that, it pained him to imagine his mother being appreciated by another man. As soon as he said that, it pained him to imagine her having sex with another man. It made him jealous just to imagine another man seeing her in the way that he'd love to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. It angered him to imagine another man touching her, feeling her, and fondling her in all the places that he'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her. When he thought about some man sticking his cock in his mother's hand, in her mouth, or in her pussy, he wished he was her lover.
"I'm grateful for lots of things. I am. I truly am. I'm grateful for the warm fire," she said looking at the fireplace. "I'm grateful for my house," she said looking around the living room. "I'm grateful for you returning home after graduating college to live with me albeit temporarily until you find a good job and your own place," she said giving him a little laugh and a warm smile.
With her only leaving the house to go shopping, sometimes he wondered if a nun living in a convent had a fuller life than his mother.
"Maybe you should get a dog or a cat, Mother," he said with a laugh.
She nodded her head.
"Your father took the dog and I'm allergic to cats," she said with a laugh. "I'd like to get another dog but pets are a lot of trouble. I can't imagine having to walk a dog in this snowy cold. Yet, I got everything I wanted in the divorce, the house, the furniture, the car, and the savings. With him not wanting any of it, all he got was his freedom to be with that whore. Yet, admittedly, now that you mention it, I'm still sad and I don't know why, other than I'm lonely."
Lost in the translation, he figured that she felt uncomfortably awkward saying how she really felt. He imagined her definition of loneliness was horniness. If he was reading her correctly, especially after she stayed to watch him masturbating and cumming while she fingered her nipple and pussy, he sensed that she was as sexually frustrated as he was. If he was reading her correctly, especially after she suggested that he pose in his underwear while she photographed him for his online dating profile, what she said about being lonely wasn't lost in his translation of horniness and sexual frustration.
A mother with her son and a son with his mother, it wasn't lost on him that they were both together without someone on Valentine's Day. Now that he was older, he thought more of his mother as a woman than he did his mother. A man and a woman instead of a mother with her son alone on such a romantic evening, he thought more of his mother as his girlfriend or as his potential lover than he did as his mother. If only she felt the same sexual way about him in the way that he felt about her, he'd be so happy. If only she felt the same sexual way about him in the way that he felt about her, he'd make her so happy.
With him always having the need to masturbate himself over the topless and naked thoughts of her, he wondered if his mother was horny in the way that he was always horny. He wondered if she sexually fantasized over having sex with him in the way that he sexually fantasied over having sex with her. Never imagining she did, he wondered if his mother even masturbated. He wondered if his mother masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with him in the way that he masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with her.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 14 ###
Robert wishes he could draw his mother a bubble bath before giving her a full body massage.
* * * * *
As if he had a medical condition, terminal horniness, Robert was forever horny, especially when alone with his mother in the way that he was alone with her now. As if she was some woman other than his mother, he watched her slowly cross and uncross her legs in the way that Sharon Stone did when flashing her naked pussy to the police detectives interrogating in Basic Instinct. In the way that he saw Sharon Stone's naked pussy in the movie, he'd love to see his mother's naked pussy now. Only, she was too much of a lady not to wear panties, especially when sitting across from him, nonetheless he was content seeing flashes of her panties.
Such an erotic sight to see, he loved seeing up-skirt peeks of his mother's bright, white panties. Whenever she crossed her legs in that slow, sexy way, he gave her shapely legs his full and undivided attention. His reward for appreciating his mother, whenever she slowly and sexily crossed her long, shapely legs like that, expecting her to do so, she always flashed him a patch of her white, sheer, bikini panties.
When she mindlessly crossed her legs ever so slowly as if she was lost in thought and was alone in the room, he wondered if she knew she was flashing him her panties and had flashed him her panties. Wishing she was deliberately flashing him her panties, a game of exhibitionism and voyeurism that he enjoyed playing with his mother, he couldn't help but wonder if she intentionally flashed him. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to be an exhibitionist. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to be a slutty, incestuous whore.
'No, she's not like that. She's not an exhibitionist,' he thought. 'She's not a slut or a whore. She's my loving mother. She'd never give me incestuous sex,' he said while sadly lamenting his sexual frustration that he could no longer hide from his mother.
He didn't believe his mother was an exhibitionist even though he wished she was. Morally modest, he believed her flashing him her panties, cleavage, and bra was unintentional, inadvertent, and accidental. A good woman, a kind Christian woman, and a religious woman, that is whenever she attended church, she's not slutty enough to flash him any part of her sexy body. Even though he wished she would purposely flash him, she'd never flash him or anyone her panties on purpose. Only, it sexually excited him to think of her as an exhibitionist just as it sexually excited him to think of her flashing him and other unsuspecting men her panties.
'How hot would that be if my Mom purposely flashed me her panties? How hot would that be if my Mom purposely flashed me her long, line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bra? In the way that I'm a voyeur, I wish my Mom was an exhibitionist,' he thought.
Yet, if only harmless fun to have that thought that she was deliberately flashing him, what if she was deliberately flashing him? Yet, if she was deliberately flashing him, she would have flashed him more than just her panties. She would have flashed him her naked tits, her naked ass, her naked pussy, and/or her naked body. If his mother had deliberately flashed him, he would have seen much more of her than just her panties, cleavage, and bra.
Wishing his mother would deliberately flash him and/or was deliberately flashing him, how hot would that be for him to play a sexually exciting game of exhibitionism and voyeurism with his MILF of a mother? If she deliberately flashed him, he'd love to return the favor and deliberately flash her too. If she was unable to give him incestuous sex, a sexy game they could play, he wouldn't mind a bit of sexual teasing, flashing, and roleplaying. How hot would that be to have some sexy fun with Mom?
Returning to his senses while hoping that the wine worked its magic on his mother to suspend her lack of awareness of inadvertently flashing him her panties, he felt like such a pervert for incestuously lusting over his mother. Only, if anyone saw how beautiful and how sexy his mother looked tonight, they'd be sexually lusting over her too. He had always been sexually lusting over his mother and it wasn't until after she divorced his father that his sexual lust for her grew.
Nothing new, with her such a good woman, he had lusted over her for so long that he couldn't remember when he didn't lust over her. She had always been a MILF and when his father decided to leave her, good riddance, was when he decided to return home to live with her. With his father such a nasty, foul, and angry, drunken man, he never would had returned home if his father was still in the picture. Now with them alone and always together without his father there to ruin things, as if they were a couple instead of mother and son, he hoped to see more of her than he had ever seen of her before.
No longer having his father in the way to ruin his exhibitionism, hoping to flash his mother his prick in the way she flashed him her panties, he walked around the house in his pajama bottoms without underwear or a robe. He hoped his mother was just as horny, sexually frustrated, and sexually interested in him as he was sexually interested in her. More than once he caught his mother looking at the impression his swaying, dangling cock made in his pajama bottoms. More than once, his erect prick made a surprise appearance when he was leaning over her or cuddling on the couch with her while watching a movie. She pretended not to notice but he saw her look.
"For Christ sakes, Elizabeth, put on your bathrobe. Robert can see everything you own through that sheer nightgown," as if she was his daughter instead of his wife, he remembered his father scolding his mother whenever she showed too much skin.
He no longer had his father in the way to ruin their sexy fun of voyeurism and exhibitionism. There was no one to make her feel guilty with how she was inappropriately dressed in front of him. With his father always insisting that she wear a robe over her sexy nightgowns, unless she was answering the front door, she seldom wore a robe now. Then, again, with her having no reason for her to wear a sexy nightgown, other than a short skirt and a low-cut blouse, she seldom wore anything sexually provocative. Once in a great while, when her nightgowns were all in the wash, she'd wear one of his shirts to bed.
Back then, an 18-year-old, high school senior, obviously unbeknownst to her, he was always trying to see whatever he could see of his mother. Only, in the way that his mother innocently walked around him, in the way that she'd never walk around any man but her husband, his Dad took offense of his wife showing their son any part of her sexy body. In the way that his mother was guiltfree about how she dressed in front of her own son, his father had a dirty mind, one of the few things that he inherited from his Dad.
Who knows? Maybe if he had paid the attention to his 18-year-old girlfriend that he paid to his 42-year-old mother, at the time, he'd still be with Jessica. Maybe Jessica never would have taken up with his father if he was giving her all the sexual attention that she obviously wanted and needed. Yet, glad to be rid of her, his ex-girlfriend was a real head case. She loved getting drunk and high and he didn't. With his father's love for alcohol, Dad was obviously the better man for her. He returned his focus back to his mother.
"What can I do to cheer you up, Mom? Just tell me, you name it, and I'll do whatever you ask. This is your special day, Valentine's Day. You're the one who always so loved this day of love," he said. "My Valentine's Day gift of love to you is to give you anything that I can do to make you happy," he said.
She smiled as if he had pushed all her sexual buttons. If only he knew what her sexual buttons were, he'd continually push them.
'What I would like for you to do for me is to give me hot, romantic sex,' he imagined her saying. 'If you don't mind and it's agreeable with you, I'd like you to make love to me. Then, after we make love, please fuck me. I'd love for you to fuck me hard and fuck me fast,' he imagined his mother asking him all that he'd love to do with her. 'I need to cum, Robert. I need for you to give your mother an orgasm.'
He returned her smile with his smile. Only, when she gave him a motherly smile, undressing her with his eyes, he gave her a lustful smile.
"Just relaxing with you while talking and drinking wine by the warm fire is enough for me," she said holding up her wine glass as if to toast him. "This is nice. Thank you for staying home to keep a lonely, old woman company," she said with a laugh.
Unable to disassociate himself from the incestuous pervert that he was, he thought of all the things that he could do with his mother that would make him happy. He thought of his mother sitting across from him in her bra and panties. He thought of her sitting across from him topless. He thought of her sitting across from him naked. He thought of her kneeling in front of him with her blonde, pretty head in between his knees while giving him a blowjob.
"You're hardly old, Mother. You're in the prime of your life. With people living longer and fuller lives, forties are the new thirties," he said willing to say and/or do anything to remove her sadness. "I know. What if I drew you a bath and gave you a massage after your bath? Surely, that would help you to sleep," he said hoping she'd take him up on his sexy offer to remove her clothes.
He imagined her agreeing to him running her a bubble bath. He imagined waiting until she climbed in the tub before opening her bathroom door, pulling up a stool to keep her company, and watch her wash her dirty body. He imagined washing her back while watching all those big bubbles popping and bursting in front of her to show him more of her big, naked breasts. Then, after her bath, he imagined her agreeing to have him give her a full body massage in the way that Mimi Rogers received a full body massage from Bryan Brown in the aptly named movie, Full Body Massage.
'How hot would that be? I'd love to give my mother a full body, naked massage,' he thought. 'Maybe she'd return the favor and give me one too.'
With his mother lying face down on her stomach naked, he imagined covering her naked ass with a small facecloth. Then turning to lay on her back, he imagined covering his mother's naked breasts and pussy with three, small facecloths that were barely large enough to cover anything. He imagined giving his mother a full body massage while touching and feeling her naked body where no son should ever see, touch, and feel his naked mother. That Valentine's gift would be more his Valentine's gift than her Valentine's gift. Yet, with him knowing better, he'd have as much of a chance of giving her a naked massage as he would of having incestuous sex with her.
Yet, continuing his sexual fantasy of massaging his naked mother nonetheless, the imagined thought of massaging her naked body was nearly as good as her allowing him to massage her naked body. If he couldn't draw her a bubble bath and/or give her a full body, naked massage, he could still imagine that he could. He imagined drying her wet, naked body with a towel. He imagined stealthily moving his hand to her most sacred of body parts, her pussy. He imagined masturbating his mother and giving her a massage with a happy ending.
'Oh, Robert! Robert! I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. Rub my clit faster while fingering my pussy deeper,' he imagined his mother saying all that he'd love to hear.
Then, after he masturbated her, he imagined his mother being just as horny as he was. He imagined his mother removing his cock from his jeans and underwear and taking him in her hand to stroke him. He imagined her taking him in her mouth to suck him. He imagined cumming in her mouth and all over her pretty face. He imagined making love to her before fucking her. With not a chance of any of that happening, it was sexually exciting fun to imagine that it would.
She looked at him and smiled while leaning forward in her chair as if it was her turn to make a word when playing Scrabble. A daily event since he moved home, as if they were a retired married couple, when they weren't watching movies together, they played Scrabble every day. With them both competitive, they took turns in who'd win depending who got the better letters, the J, K, Q, X, Z, S's and blanks and who made a seven letter word. Just as she was doing when leaning forward now, every time she leaned forward to make her words, she'd inadvertently flash him her bra and her cleavage in a down-blouse view of her tits.
Even though he had never seen his mother's naked breasts, he loved her big tits. Depending on the bra manufacturer, she wore bras that were either a C cup or a D cup. Every time she wore her C cup bras, she looked sexy and whenever she wore her D cup bras, she looked busty. Whether she looked sexy or busty, he loved staring at her bra clad breasts.



Yet, whether she wore her C cup or D cup bras, they were all padded. What gay fashion designer decided that a woman with C cup breasts and especially a woman with D cup breasts needed to wear a padded bra? As far as he was concerned the only women who needed to wear padded bras were those women who had an AA or an A cup. As much as he hated pantyhose, he hated padded bras.
There was nothing sexy about padded bras. Padded bras don't allow men to see the impressions of nipples that appear in non-padded bras whenever a woman is cold and/or sexually excited. Padded bras are stupid. Padded bras, especially for woman who have big tits, are unnecessary. Just as he'd love to flog and strangle the gay fashion designer who invented pantyhose with pantyhose, he'd love to flog and strangle the gay fashion designer who invented padded bras with a D cup padded bra.
Having masturbated daily over his mother while recalling her flashes, even if she wasn't purposely flashing him, he wondered if she knew she was flashing him. He wondered if she knew that he was staring down her low-cut top while enjoying the view of her long, line of cleavage and sexy brassiere. He more enjoyed the down-blouse views of her tits that his mother gave him than he enjoyed playing Scrabble with her. With both flashes equally as sexually enticing, he enjoyed seeing her panties in up-skirts peeks as much as he enjoyed seeing her bra and cleavage in down-blouse views. He only wished that he could see her topless and/or naked.
'For Christ sakes, Elizabeth, go change your top. That's too low-cut. You're exposing yourself to your son,' he imagined his father saying to his mother as if she was his daughter instead of his wife. He imagined his father lambasting his mother as if he was here now and as if he saw her flashing her cleavage and bra to him. 'And put pants on instead of that skirt. That skirt is much too short. Every time you move, you flash Robert your panties,' he imagined his father chastising his mother.
Only, with his father no longer around, his mother was free to dress however she wanted to dress. With his father no longer around, he was free to enjoy whatever his mother was willing to deliberately or unintentionally show him of her sexy body. With his father no longer around, he was free to flash his mother his cock too in the way he flashed her his stiff prick this morning while masturbating and cumming.
Unable to remove the image from his mind, he thought again about her catching him masturbating. He recalled her staring at his cock and watching him stroke his stiff prick while he ejaculated cum all over himself. If his father still lived here, afraid his father would burst in his room without knocking in the way that his mother had, he never would have masturbated himself while he was home. Now home alone with his mother, he was looking forward to all the sexual things he hoped they'd do together.
"There's nothing you can do for me that you haven't done for me already Robert. You're a good son. Thanks for asking," she said not even trying to hide her sadness.
Wishing she'd change her mind about him drawing her a bubble bath, he was hoping that she'd take him up on his offer. As if she was the naked woman getting in the tub in the first scene of Deadwood, he'd love to see the side of his mother's big, naked breast. As if she was an exotic dancer taking a bubble bath, he'd love to see his mother's naked body surrounded by and covered by soapy, bursting and popping bubbles.
He wished she'd take him up on his offer to give her a massage, a full body massage with a happy ending. Just as he'd love to masturbate his mother, he'd love to see her without her clothes just as he hoped that one thing may lead to another and they'd have sex. He'd love for his mother allow him to give him a full body, naked massage with a happy ending. If nothing else, later this evening, he'd be masturbating over the imagined thoughts of giving his mother a bubble bath and a sexy, full body, naked massage while masturbating her.
"Well, being that this is your special holiday, if you think of anything that you'd like me to do for you, just name it," he said while hoping that she'd say that she wanted him to give her sex.
He gave his mother a loving smile before allowing his imagination to fill his incestuous mind with the naked images of his mother.
'Now that you mention it, Robert, I'd love for you to French kiss me while feeling my tits and fingering my nipples. If you don't mind, I'd love for you to lick my pussy while fingering my pussy. I want you to give me orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock, Robert,' he imagined his mother saying.
He stared at his mother with his mouth open. If only she'd ask him to do those sexy, sexual things, he love to do those sexy, sexual things.
'Then, after you make me cum, may I stroke your cock while sucking your cock? I'd love for you to cum in my mouth and give me a cum bath in the way you ejaculated your cum all over your chest and stomach earlier today,' he imagined his mother saying all that he'd love to hear. 'I'd love for you to make love to me before fucking me,' he imagined her giving him her Valentine's Day, sexual requests.
He imagined making sweet, slow love to his mother before fucking his mother. He imagined pounding her pussy while bashing the top of her head against her headboard. He imagined his mother's big breasts bouncing up and down and swaying side to side with his hard humps. He imagined his mother screaming his name in sexual passion. He imagined giving her an orgasm with his cock after he gave her an orgasm with his fingers and tongue.
'Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me. Please fuck me. Fuck me faster and fuck me harder. Fuck your mother. Make me cum,' he imagined his mother begging him for sex. 'Oh, that's it. Right there. Don't stop. I'm going to cum. I'm going cum. You've giving me an orgasm. You're making your mother cum.'
Only, no such luck. Nothing more than his dirty, incestuous mind working overtime on Valentine's Day, this day of love, romance, and sex, she wasn't like that. She wasn't incestuously perverted in the way that he was incestuously perverted. She'd never request any of those sexual things from him in the way that he'd love to request all those sexual things from her. Instead of naming what she'd like him to do for her, as if she was deep in troubled thought, she remained silent before speaking again.
He wondered what she was thinking. Like mother, like son, maybe she was thinking dirty, sexual thoughts of him in the way that he was thinking dirty, sexual thoughts of her. Maybe she was thinking about him fingering her, licking her, and fucking her pussy in the way that he was thinking about her stroking him, sucking him, and fucking his cock. Shaking him awake again and removing his sexual excitement with her sadness, she interrupted his sexual fantasy of having sex with her.
"Not even feeling that this is Valentine's Day, it's just another day to me now. I'm sorry. You've gone through a lot of trouble to make me feel better and to make me feel loved. I'm such a party pooper. I'll feel better in the morning when this holiday is over," she said with a shrug while giving him a look of sad dejection. "It's just that—," she said pausing again.
'It's just that...what?' With her not finishing her thought, he wondered what she was going to say. Instead of pressuring her to speak, he waited for her to continue while imagining all sorts of sexy things that she may say. 'It's just that I'm so sexually attracted to you. It's just that I want to have sex with you,' he imagined her saying. 'It's just that I need you to give me an orgasm with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock,' he thought while wondering what his mother was about to say.
He watched her relax her knees and lean back in the soft comfort of the sofa to stare in her wineglass as if she could see her beloved ex-husband there. With the motion of her getting more comfortable on the couch, she mindlessly or deliberately parted her knees enough for him to see what he so wanted to see of her. She flashed him her panties again. Was she unaware that she was inadvertently flashing him her panties or was she deliberately flashing him her panties again? He didn't know. He had no idea. He couldn't tell.
Whenever she leaned back like that in the soft couch her knees parted and she flashed him her panties. With her wearing such a short skirt, no matter how she sat, unless she kept her legs crossed, he could see her bright white, sheer, bikini panties. No matter how she sat, he could see her pussy slit, her camel toe, and the shadow of her blonde, trim, pubic hair that teased him through her panties. Such a sexually erotic sight to see, it was even more of an sexually exciting sight to see because she was his mother and not some stranger on a bus or a train.
Oxymoronically, she called him a good son. If only she knew that he was more of a bad son than he was a good son. With him ogling his mother panties whenever she sat back or sat forward and ogled her cleavage and bra whenever she leaned forward, he was anything but a good son. If he was anything, he was an incestuously, perverted son. He was a son who always stared at, leered at, and ogled his mother to see whatever he could see of her. Continuously lusting over her sexually, he was a son who wanted to see his mother naked while having sex with her.
If only she knew what a good son he wasn't while he hoped to have an incestuous, sexual relationship with his mother, he wondered what she'd say. If only she knew the sexual thoughts he always had of her naked while sucking and fucking him, he wondered what she'd think of him then. What kind of son would she call him then if she knew that he wanted to have incestuous sex with her? Yet, now that she knows he lusts and masturbates over her while fantasizing having sex with her naked body, he didn't understand why she still thought of him as a good son.
'Robert, I keep thinking of all those sexual things you said about me while masturbating yourself,' he imagined his mother saying while looking at him with shock. 'I'm sorry but do you really want to do all of those sexually incestuous things with me? Do you really want to have incestuous sex with me, your own mother? We can't have sex,' he imagined shaking her head as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to believe that they couldn't have sex. 'That's incest. That's wrong. That's nasty. That's illegal,' he imagined her scolding him while looking at him as if he was insane. And she'd be right. He was crazy for her and mad in love with her.
Unable to remove image from his mind, recalling it yet again while getting horny all over again, he thought about her barging in his room while he was masturbating. She saw his naked cock. His mother stared his erect prick. He couldn't believe his mother stared at his naked, erect dick. Why didn't she leave? He wished he had the nerve to barge in his mother's bedroom when she was dressing or undressing, but he couldn't. He wished he had the nerve to walk in her bathroom while she was taking a shower, but he couldn't.
In the same way that he stared at his mother whenever she was inadvertently or deliberately flashing him up-skirt peeks of her panties and down-blouse views of her cleavage and bra, he couldn't believe his mother stared at his erection. He couldn't believe his mother watched him stroking himself and cumming. She heard him call her name. She now knows that he sexually wants her.
She stared at his erection in the way that he stared at her whenever she stood in front of the open refrigerator door in her sheer nightgown without a light on in the kitchen. She stared at his erection in the way that he stared at her whenever she stood in front of the TV in her sheer nightgown without a light on in the living room. She stared at his erection in the way that he stared at her whenever she opened the drapes in her sheer nightgown to allow in the bright, morning light.
With the light passing through her thin, nightgown and illuminating her naked body in silhouette, he stared at her as if she was standing there naked. As if she walking through a TSA, X-ray machine, whenever she stood in front of the open refrigerator door, the backlight of the TV, or the bright sunlight from the bay window, he saw his mother through her flimsy nightgown as if she was naked. Whatever he saw of her that night or that morning, a never-ending cycle, he masturbated himself for days with the thoughts of having sex with his mother's naked body.
Yet, even more sexually exciting than her staring at his erection, as if mesmerized by him masturbating, she watched him stroke himself. She saw him cum. She watched him ejaculate all over himself in the way that he'd love to cum all over her. She heard him call her name in his sexual passion. She knows that he wants her. She knows that he wants to have incestuous sex with her.
While imagining having sex with his mother and cumming in her mouth, really believing that he was having sex with her, he forgot that he was masturbating himself. Until his mother entered his room, he forgot that he was masturbating over Elizabeth until he felt his warm cum on his stomach and chest. While imagining having sex with her and giving her a cum bath, he forgot that he was masturbating instead of having sex with Elizabeth until he heard his bedroom door squeak open.
In that moment, a telling sign and a sexual signal that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, she stared at him with sexual lust in the way that he stared at her with incestuous lust. In that moment, a telling sign and a sexual signal that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, she fingered her nipple through her blouse and bra. She had her horny hand beneath her skirt and tucked down inside her panties. She was masturbating herself while he masturbated himself.
While waiting for her to finish her thought, wishing he could read her mind, he wondered what she was thinking. In the way that she was focused on her wineglass, he wondered if she was sexually thinking about her ex-husband instead of sexually thinking about him in the way that he was incestuously thinking about her. In the way that he undressed her with his eyes while imagining her naked, he wondered if she ever undressed him with her eyes while imagining him naked. He wondered if she sexually and incestuously thought about him in the way that he was sexually and incestuously always thought about her.
Obviously, rather than thinking about him, her son, who was there with her now, instead of even looking at him, when she wasn't staring at her wineglass, she stared at the flames in the fireplace. Perhaps, she felt uncomfortable looking at him in the way he continued staring at her. Perhaps, she felt uncomfortable in the way that he was ogling her while hoping that she'd flash him her bright, white panties again. Perhaps, she felt uncomfortable looking at him after watching him stroke his cock and cumming while lusting over her. She knows he sexually wants her. She heard him call her name.
He wished she was sexually preoccupied with him in the way that she was sexually preoccupied with his father and in the way that he was always so sexually preoccupied with her. Gone, gone, gone, his father is gone for good and never returning. Good riddance. He still couldn't believe he dumped his MILF of a mother for Jessica, his whore of an ex-girlfriend. He couldn't believe his father would rather have a young, nothing of a woman instead of the complete woman that his mother was.
'Bye! So long. Don't let the door hit you in the ass. Just go. Leave! Beat it! Scram! Get out. Get lost. Screw you,' he thought whenever thinking of his drunken, shit heel for a father.
If his father didn't think enough of her and care how she felt with him leaving her, why is she wasting her time thinking of him? Obviously guilty that he absconded with his ex-girlfriend, his father didn't even think enough of him to call him to tell him that he was leaving and why. Never saying goodbye, he left while he was an 18-year-old senior in high school. He didn't even attend his high school graduation nor his college graduation. No graduation cards, birthday cards, or Christmas gift, he acted as if he wasn't his father nor was he his son, even though he obvious was. He looked just like his father when he was his age.
"What mother? What were you going to say? You started to say something," he said returning his focused attention to his mother. "It's just that...what mother? You didn't finish your thought. Tell me," he said.
He stared at his mother's pretty face and her big, blue eyes before staring at the large impressions her bra clad breasts made in her low-cut blouse. Without doubt, she was wearing her D cup, padded bra today. Her breasts looked bigger than they normally looked. They looked huge. He'd love nothing more than to rest his head and his horny hands on her big, bra clad breasts while trying to find and finger her nipples through her ridiculous, padded bra.
Hoping she was thinking about something sexual, something incestuous, and something forbidden, he wondered what she was thinking. No doubt, she wasn't thinking what he was thinking. She wasn't sexually thinking of him in the way that he was sexually thinking of her. Obviously and unfortunately, she didn't sexually want him in the way that he sexually wanted her. Now that she caught him masturbating and cumming over the thoughts of her blowing him, having shown her his hand, she now knows that he sexually wants her. She now knows that he masturbates over her while imagining having sex with her.
He looked at his mother as if she was the only woman in the world. In the way that he was so focused on her with his stare and with his thoughts, at that point in time, she was the only woman in the world. For years now, he didn't think of any other woman sexually in the way that he sexually thought of his mother. No matter which woman he was having sex with, he couldn't stop thinking of having sex with his mother. He wished he could have sex with his mother.
"I know it sounds silly and I'm embarrassed confessing this to you, nothing more than the ramblings of a lonely, mature woman but, you're old enough to know such things," she said.
She paused again as if rethinking was she was about to say.
"What Mother? Tell me. I'm old enough to know what things?" He pressured her to tell him more.
With his sexual lust for his mother driving his imagination wild, he could only imagine what personal and private thoughts that she was embarrassed to confess. As if she was ashamed, she looked at him while biting her lip. She took another sip of her wine before emptying her wineglass seemingly for courage. Enabling her while hoping to get her a little drunk, he was quick to pour her more wine. The thought of her falling asleep drunk on the couch, him carrying her to bed, stripping her naked, and having his wicked, sexual, incestuous way with her naked body crossed his mind again.
"What I miss the most about your father is sleeping with him," she said biting her lip again while looking at her son. "I don't mean sex. Even though he cheated on me, lied to me, deceived me, and drank to an excess, he made me feel safely comforted when sleeping with me, holding me, cuddling me, and spooning me," she said. "I miss the warmth of his body."
Instead of looking up at him, obviously uncomfortable over what she had just confessed, she continued staring at her wineglass while remaining silent for a long minute.
"I understand that you're lonely, Mother," he said. "Yet, just because you miss sleeping with him, doesn't erase all the bad, mean, and nasty things that he said and did to you."



Instead he wanted to say, I understand that you're horny and sexual frustrated but saying those inappropriately, sexual thoughts would not only make her feel uncomfortable but also would insult her sensibilities as a mother. Moreover, if he dared say what he was thinking and feeling, he may turn her off instead of sexually exciting her. He may ruin his chance to have sex with his mother, not that he had any chance at of having incestuous sex with her. Yet, the last thing he wanted to do was to offend her before she had the chance to voice what else she was thinking.
"More than that," she said looking over at him while biting her lip yet again. "He was a good and generous lover," she said.
Suddenly looking embarrassed when she said that he was a good and generous lover. As if she was ashamed by her private and personal feelings, she looked away from him to look at the fire again. Something she never did before, she was discussing sex with her son. With her sincerely honest and vulnerably open, he was seeing an emotional and sexual side of his mother that she had never revealed to him before.
'A good and generous lover?'
Never thinking of his mother as a sexual person before, unless he was thinking of her having sex with him, he thought of her as a sexual person now. Never thinking of her having sex with his father, he thought of them having sex now. He imagined his mother sucking his father before fucking his father. For her to have good memories about his father, he must have given his mother orgasms not only with his cock but also with his fingers and tongue.
In the way that he imagined his father licking and fingering his mother's pussy, he imagined licking and fingering his mother's pussy. He imagined being positioned in-between his mother's shapely thighs and his nose filled with the sexual scent of his mother's cunt. Like father like son, after giving her an oral orgasm, he imagined mounting her to make love to her while giving her a second orgasm with his cock. If only he could, he would. In the way that he imagined her sucking his father's cock and allowing him to cum in her mouth, he imagined her sucking his cock and allowing him to cum in her mouth too.
"I can understand that," said Robert with his mind filled with his father humping his mother before he had the image of him humping his mother.
He wondered if his mother sucked cock. If she did suck cock, he wondered if she allowed his father to cum in her mouth. He wondered if she swallowed. He hoped she did. In the way that she said she was a virgin when she married his father, if she did suck cock, he wondered if his father's cock was the only cock she ever sucked.
He wondered what she sounded like when having sex. He wondered what sounds she made when having sex and when having an orgasm. He wondered if she was quiet or if she screamed. He wondered if his mother was as good and generous a lover in bed as she said his father was. He wished he could be a good and generous lover to his mother.
Now, instead of just having sex with her, he imagined holding her, comforting her, cuddling her, and spooning his mother while sleeping with her. With someone who looked like her in his bed, he'd be a good and generous lover too. With someone who looked like her in his bed, in the way that his father obviously did, he'd be wanting to give her sexual orgasms too. With someone who looked like her in his bed, he could only imagine her giving him orgasms with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy.
Now that she gave him a sexual image, he imagined spooning his mother while reaching over her to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples. He imagined her spooning him while wrapping her long, manicured fingers around his erect cock and fondling the head of his hard prick through his pajama bottoms. His father was such a fool to let her go for some young, bimbo. Echoing what Paul Newman said about his wife, Joanne Woodward, when asked how he could remain faithful for all those years when so many young starlets threw themselves at him, he replied.
"Why go out for hamburger when I have steak at home?"
Precisely his point and precisely how he felt about his ex-girlfriend when comparing her to his mother. Jessica was fatty, grizzled hamburger and Elizabeth was filet mignon steak. Now that he was home alone with his mother and now that his girlfriend was out of his life, he could see the real difference between the two women. His mother was a lady and his ex-girlfriend was a whore.
Now that she was confessing what she did with his father, just as he couldn't help but imagine having sex with his mother, he couldn't help but imagine his parents having sex. The more he imagined his father having sex with his mother, the more he wanted to have sex with her. As if she was sitting there naked, he imagined his naked mother writhing in sexual passion while getting laid and/or eaten. As if she was sitting there with his cock in her hand, in her mouth, or in her pussy, he imagined his mother as the sexual Goddess that he believed she always was.
Instead of stopping with her telling him that she missed sleeping with his father and instead of stopping with her missing her husband holding her, comforting her, cuddling her, and spooning her, she continued with her sexual confession. Shocked by what she confessed before, he was even more shocked now. Giving him more of an image of his parents in bed having sex, obviously as if she was talking to one of her girlfriends instead of her son, it was obviously the wine talking.
"I know you may not understand but feeling his hands on my naked body while holding me, touching me, and fondling me was comforting. Just as he loved holding my naked breast while spooning me, I loved holding his naked penis in my hand while spooning him," said. "Holding one another while spooning one another was more soothingly and comfortingly reassuring than it was sexual."
Suddenly, he had the image of being in bed with his mother and holding her. He had the image of being in bed with his mother while she held him. When she turned to be spooned, he had the image of holding her naked breast while pressing his pajama clad cock up against her nightgown clad ass. Then, when she turned to spoon him, he had the image of her holding his naked prick while pressing her big tits against his back. If only just to hold her, comfort her, cuddle her, and spoon her, he only wished he could sleep with his mother.
'I can do that for you, Mother, hold your naked breast in my hand while I spoon you and allow you to hold my naked cock in your hand while you spoon me,' he wanted to say but he didn't dare.
Not wanting to ruin the trust she had in him by sharing something so intimately personal, he needed to exert a modicum of respect and self-control over his horny self.
"I understand," he said instead while he continued listening to her.
As if she was still deeply hurt by her husband leaving her and she obviously was, she looked at him with sad, expressive eyes.
"Now left with nothing more than the memory of him in bed with me, tossing and turning every night while having bad dreams, sadly, I haven't had a good night's sleep since he left," she said. Not making eye contact with him and by the way she stared down at her wineglass, she was obviously too ashamed to look at her son. "I'm so lonely Robert," she said finally making eye contact with him while looking as if she was about to cry.
'I'm so horny,' he wanted to say but didn't say in response to her admitting that she was so lonely. 'I'm so sexually frustrated,' he wanted to say while hoping his mother would admit to being the same.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 15 ###
Elizabeth flashes her son more than her panties. She mindlessly flashes him her camel toe, pussy slit, and the darker patch of blonde pubic hair through her sheer panties.
* * * * *
Something he had always been curious about his mother doing with him, he couldn't believe they were talking about sex. A forbidden topic around her before, he didn't expect her to talk about sex now. As if she was a rose blooming in the morning light, she opened her vulnerability to him with her private thoughts. Perhaps, no longer viewing him as an immature adolescent, with him a 24-year-old, college educated adult, she more viewed him as her equal. Perhaps, no longer thinking of him as her son, she thought of him more as a man. Perhaps, if only to imagine that she did, he imagined that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
Wishing he could read her mind, he wondered why she looked at him now in a way that she never looked at him before. Was she as horny and sexually frustrated as she was lonely? Was she as horny and sexually frustrated as he was? Was she as sexually interested in him as he was sexually interested in her? By making her sexual confession of her husband spooning her while holding her naked breast and while she spooned him while holding his naked cock, was she hinting for him to make a sexual move? Did she want to sleep with him in the way that he'd love to sleep with her and in the way that she slept with her ex-husband?
Nothing more than speculation and supposition, unable to read her thoughts, he couldn't help but wonder if she wanted him to sexually replace his father in the way that he wanted to sexually replace his father. Was the look she had given him inviting him to sleep with her, to hold her, to comfort her, and to spoon her? Was the look she had given him an invitation for him to give her sex or was her look just an innocent look, a lonely look, a sad look, and not an incestuous one? Curious to know, he didn't know. He had no idea. He couldn't tell.
A first step in their incestuous, sexual relationship, he'd love nothing more than for her to invite him to sleep with her. After she told him what her father did with her, he'd love nothing more than to spoon her while holding her naked breast in his hand. After she told him what she did with his father, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to hold his naked cock in her hand while spooning him. He'd love nothing more than to have orgasmic sex with his mother in the way that his father had orgasmic sex with her. He wished he could be her generous lover in the way that his father was her generous lover.
Now that she shared her personal, private, and sexual feelings with him, he wanted to share his personal, private, and sexual feelings with her too. Yet, with him an immature, horny, incestuous man and her a mature, morally, modest mother, he feared that he'd go too far in his sexual confessions and include the incestuous, sexual way that he felt about wanting to have sex with her. Not wanting to ruin this opportunity to have sex with her, with his terminal horniness always in the way, if this was indeed what it was, the first step to an incestuous, sexual chance, he needed to take it slow. He needed her to consume more wine for her to lose her modesty and her morals as well as her sexual inhibitions.
I'm so horny he wanted to say but again, not wanting to ruin their moment of honest and open sexual dialogue, he didn't dare say what he was thinking and feeling. Besides, this mother and son moment of sexual confessions was more about her than it was about him. With their ages as much an issue as their mother and son relationship was forbidden, navigating through uncharted waters, there was an uncomfortable silence between a forty-eight-year-old mother and her twenty-four-year-old son. If their ages weren't a gap too wide to bridge, the fact that they were mother and son lusting over one another could either be the road to their relationship ruination or the road to sexual their salvation.
Then, again, with him hopefully wanting to have sex with her, he could be misreading his mother loneliness to his sexual benefit. Just because he sexually wanted her didn't mean that she sexually wanted him. Just because he was horny and sexually frustrated didn't mean that she was horny and sexually frustrated too. Just because he would freely have incestuous sex with his mother didn't mean that she'd willingly have forbidden sex with her son. Just because she stayed to watch him have sex with himself while she sexually touched herself too, doesn't necessarily mean that she wants to have sex with him.
Again, maybe just wishful thinking on his part and/or a figment of his overactive, incestuous imagination but, because of all her up-skirts and down-blouse flashes, Robert couldn't help but to suspect that his mother was deliberately flashing him. In the way that he always did when imagining flashing her and her flashing him, if she was deliberately flashing him, he suspected that she received some titillating fun sexually teasing him. Sexual, sexy, seductive, and flirtatious innocent fun, he knew that she sometimes played him in the way that she sometimes played his father to get whatever she wanted.
Only, he didn't care that she sometimes used him. As long as he got what he wanted too, enough up-skirt peeks of her panties and down-blouse views of her cleavage and bra for him to masturbate over later, he was happy. Seeing as much of his mother's sexy and shapely body as he could helped him better imagine what she'd look like topless and/or naked. Seeing as much as he could of her sexy, shapely body helped him better imagine what it would feel like to have sex with her.
If nothing more than a harmless sexual fantasy, and as long as his mother didn't catch him looking and as long as he didn't touch, there was nothing wrong with him leering and staring at whatever she was showing. As long as he didn't act on his incestuous, sexual desires, there was nothing wrong with him masturbating over the thoughts of his mother naked while having sex with him. Taking his incestuous perversion a step more, as long as his mother willingly watched while sexually touching herself, there was nothing wrong with him exposing his cock to his mother while masturbating. As long as she willingly watched, there was nothing wrong with him masturbating in front of her.
Robert watched his mother fidget with her wineglass as if she was rubbing off a water spot with her thumb. In the way that she was so focused on rubbing her wineglass, he couldn't help but imagine her sliding her long, manicured fingers over the head of his cock while rubbing him to an erection. Killing two birds with one stone, her loneliness and his horniness, and suddenly thinking better of it, he wondered how she'd take what he was about to say next.
Only, how dare he sexually solicit his mother under the guise of helping her ease her sadness and erase her loneliness? What's wrong with him to take sexual advantage of his mother while she had been drinking and was obviously feeling so sad and lonely? What kind of son would he be to sexually proposition his own mother on Valentine's Day when he knew she was so vulnerable?
Only, with her bringing up the issue of missing his father holding her, comforting her, cuddling, and spooning her, this may be the best chance he'd ever have to sleep with his mother. With her mentioning his father holding her naked breast while spooning her one way and her holding his naked cock while spooning him the other way, he'd be a fool not to respond in kind to her sexual confession. If nothing more than testing the incestuous, sexual water, while hoping she did, he needed to know if his mother sexually felt the same way about him that he sexually felt about her.
He took another sip of his wine while imagining spooning her and holding her naked breast. He swallowed his wine in the way that he swallowed his horniness while thinking of her spooning him and holding his naked prick. The two glasses of wine that he consumed gave him the courage that he needed to blurt out his true feelings for her. The two glasses of wine that he consumed made his tongue loose enough to solicit her for sex, hopefully.
Disrupting his train of thought, she did something that made his decision to proposition his mother an easy one. With her working on her third glass of wine, she put her wineglass down to play with the hem of her short skirt as if there was an imaginary spot there too. When she lifted the hem of her skirt to nervously fidget with it, she caused him to briefly forget what he was intent on asking her. With her feet on the floor and her knees closed tightly together as if cemented in place, when she lifted the hem of her skirt, she rewarded him with a continual flash of her bright, white, bikini panties.
'Oh, my God,' he thought while staring between his mother's shapely thighs. 'Are you kidding me? What in the Hell is she doing? I don't believe this. Is she purposely exposing herself to me? I'd do anything to finger her pussy, lick her pussy, make love to her pussy, and to fuck her pussy,' he thought with abject horniness while staring at his mother's bright, white panties.
As if she was pantiless, with her panties so sheer and so snug, he not only could see the shadow of blonde patch of trimmed pubic hair but also he could see her camel toe and her pussy slit. Other than teasing him and sexually driving him mad with incestuous desire, what was she doing by exposing her panties to him in that obvious, seductive way? Did she know she was flashing him her panties along with the outline of her pubic hair and pussy slit? Did she forget or not realize that he was sitting across from her? Was she already too drunk to know what she was doing?
Now with her being so obvious in her exhibitionistic intention, he couldn't help but now believe that she was deliberately flashing him her panty clad cunt. Was she just sexually teasing him or incestuously seducing him? Was she aware that he could see much more than the triangular patch of her panties over her shapely thighs that she customarily flashed him and that he routinely saw? Then, when catching him looking albeit with him unembarrassed and unashamed that she caught him staring between her legs at her panties, she fluffed down her short skirt and crossed her legs again. Nonetheless, his mother knows that he saw her panties.
'I'll be masturbating over this,' he thought while smiling at his mother as if his smile was his thanks for her flashing him her panties.
Now with her panty clad pussy filling his mind and adding more fuel to his incestuous horniness, still not knowing for sure and giving his morally modest mother the benefit of the doubt, he wondered if she purposely flashed him? Was she purposely teasing him? With her skirt so short and her panties so sheer, how could she not know she just flashed him her panty clad pussy? Just as he couldn't shake the image of her panties and her pussy, he couldn't shake the image of him sleeping with his mother.
He couldn't stop thinking about lying beside her while holding her, comforting her, cuddling her, and spooning her. He couldn't stop thinking about him holding her naked breast in his hand when he spooned her one way and her holding his naked cock in her hand when she spooned him the other way. Perhaps, different for a mother than it was for a son to cross the incestuous line, in the way that he sexually thought about her, he wondered if she sexually thought about him. Going for broke by taking a chance, not wanting to regret this moment as a lost opportunity to sleep with his mother, he blurted out what he needed to say.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 16 ###
For her to finally get a good night's sleep, Robert volunteers to sleep with his mother while holding her, cuddling her, spooning her, and comforting her.
* * * * *
"I'll sleep with you Mom," he said revealing and reinforcing the incestuous lust that he had for his mother by blurting out what he was thinking.
As he imagined himself sleeping in the same bed with his mother, he looked at her while watching for her reaction to what he had just said. As if someone else had said what he just said, he looked at her stunned by his own words and by the forbidden image he had of sleeping with her. Just like the story he read, Mother Sleeps with Son on Christmas, appropriately changed in his mind to Mother Sleeps with Son on Valentine's Day, he couldn't believe there was a chance of him sleeping with his mother. He'd hope she'd take him up on his offer to sleep with her.



If only she'd sleep with him, he'd sleep with her. Not even expecting her to ask him to hold her naked breast while she held his naked prick, he'd be content just to sleep in the same bed with her. He wouldn't even touch her, other than to hold her, cuddle her, spoon her, and comfort her. He just wanted her to feel the heat of his body as she finally peacefully slept. Only, turning his innocent offer sexual, without a doubt, if his body was pressed up against his mother's ass while he held her, he'd have a throbbing and pulsating erection. He'd want to do much more than just sleep with her.
Now totally exposed in his lust for her while waiting for her reactionary response, not daring to push his luck by adding anything more to what he had said, he left his statement out there for her interpretation and comment. The time waiting for her to respond seemed like minutes instead of seconds. More than curious but sexually excited, he wondered how she'd receive what he had just volunteered to do, to sleep with his mother.
A flood of thoughts ran through his horny brain. Would she say no or would she say yes to his offer to sleep with her? Would she be offended by his offer to sleep with her or would she be flattered that he'd want to share her bed? Either she'd reject him or welcome him in her bed. He wondered what she'd say in return to his bold offer.
As if she didn't hear him, as if she wasn't even in the room, there was no reaction to his offer to sleep with her, just silence, that is until his words finally penetrated her alcohol pickled and preoccupied brain. Then, giving him a curious look, she looked at him shocked as if she had just heard what he had said. Then, much like father like son, looking at him as she never looked at him before, she looked at him as if he was her husband reincarnated in the image of her son. Much more than that, she looked at him as if he wasn't her son but a man. She looked at him as if she was considering his offer to sleep with her.
'Oh, boy, this is it. Here we go,' he thought. 'Will she sleep with me or won't she sleep with me? The ball is in her court. She wants me or she wants me not. She wants me or she wants me now,' he thought as if he was removing the pedals from a flower. 'I did all that I could do and say to show my mother how I sexually feel about her by even allowing her to catch me masturbating and cumming while calling out her name.'
As if on cue, deliberately or unintentionally sexually teasing him, he watched her slowly uncross her shapely legs and, when she did, she turned more towards him and flashed him her panties yet again. Maybe it was the wine but, one of his favorite sights to see, she had never flashed him her panties as much as she had flashed him her panties tonight. Instead of thinking that her flashing was from the wine, he liked thinking that the masturbation show he gave her this morning caused her sudden burst of exhibitionistic flashing tonight. Now that she knows he wants her, perhaps because he had sexually aroused her by her watching him masturbate, she wanted to sexually aroused him by flashing him her panties.
Intimate with all her sexy, undergarment apparel, whenever she was working, he'd routinely go through her underwear drawer or her laundry hamper. As much as he enjoyed touching and feeling his mother's bras and panties, he enjoyed stiffing his mother's dirty bras and soiled panties too. As if she was there wearing them, it excited him to take her underwear to bed while masturbating over seeing his mother in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
Now with her knees parted just enough to give him what he loved to see, she gave him a continual between her thighs view of her bright, white, bikini panties. Driving him crazy with sexual desire for her, while imagining having sex with her, he'd be masturbating tonight over his mother flashing him her panties again tonight as he did nearly every night and every morning. Hoping to return the favor of exhibitionism, he'd love for her to barge in his room without knocking again and catch him masturbating tomorrow and every day thereafter.
Yet, tired of masturbating over the thoughts of his semi-naked and naked mother while having incestuous sex with her, he'd love her to masturbate him. If only she'd masturbate him, he'd masturbate her too. Yet, ludicrous to think that his mother would ever have sex with him, it was sexually exciting enough to think that she would while he masturbated over the thoughts of seeing his mother naked and having sex with her. Imagining that she'd say yes to him sleeping with her, he impatiently waited for her response.
"Sleep with me?" She looked at him as if he was nuts and, now sorry that he mentioned it, he felt insanely perverted by her look. She looked at him as if there was something wrong with him and he felt as if there was something wrong with him by her look and by volunteering to sleep with her. Then, making him feel much better about his suggestion, she looked at him with love, compassion, and understanding mixed with sexual excitement. "Really? You'd do that for me? You'd sleep with me?"
With his foot firmly placed in her bedroom door, he beamed her a broad smile while nodding his head in the affirmative. Only with him having ulterior motives and his own incestuous, sexual agenda, if he was sleeping with her for anyone, he'd be sleeping with her for himself. More than just holding her, comforting her, cuddling her, and spooning her, he was driven by the thought of holding her naked breast while spooning her and her holding his naked prick while she spooned him. If she dared invite him to sleep with her, as soon as she fell asleep, he'd be touching and feeling her everywhere he shouldn't touch and feel her.
"Yes," he said. "If feeling the warmth of my body will help you to sleep, I'd be happy to sleep with you, Mother," he said while wanting to say that it would be my sexual pleasure to sleep with you. "You need to get your sleep and if I can help you to do that, I'd love to help you in that loving way," he said laying it on thick.
As if questioning his intentions, she looked at him confused before looking at him with suspicion. After watching him masturbating over her and calling out her name, no doubt, she wondered if his intentions were innocent or sexual. Yet, what did it matter what his intentions were as long as she got a good night sleep. If he touched and felt her in her sleep, she'd never even know that he touched and felt her where he shouldn't. She'd be sleeping.
"Now why would you want to sleep with your old mother?"
Hoping that she was toying with him, he imagined that she wasn't looking at him with feigned shock, curiosity, and suspicion but with sexual excitement. Yet, unable to conceal what she was pondering behind her feigned shock, her sexy, naughty look revealed what she was really contemplating. Just as he was thinking about sex, obviously she was too. Perhaps because of her wine consumption, she looked at him with sexual excitement while he stared back at her with incestuous lust. He waited with sexual anticipation for her to respond to his offer to sleep with her. If only she'd sleep with him, he'd love to sleep with her. If only she'd hold his naked cock in her hand, he'd love to hold her naked breast in his hand.
As if she was considering his proposition of him sleeping with her, she looked at him in a way that she had never looked at him before. She looked at him in the way that he had always looked at her and continued looking at her now. She looked at him in the way that a woman he just met and picked up from a nightclub and who had just invited him home looked at him. Wishing he didn't have to but feeling compelled to do so, especially after her catching him masturbating over her, he felt that he'd have a better chance of sleeping with his mother if he clarified his statement.
"If sleeping with you in the same bed will help you get a good night's rest, I'm willing to do that for you. I don't mean having sex with you, Mom," he said waving his hands as if flagging down a car. "I mean just lying beside you as if we were resting instead of sleeping," he said clarifying his meaning. "We could even sleep in our clothes and on top of the covers if that would make you feel more comfortable about sleeping with me."
As if there was a drumroll of suspense going off in his head, he waited for her reaction before speaking again. As if he had just proposition a woman in a bar, he waited for her response to know if he was going to get lucky or not. Even if they didn't have sex, he'd feel lucky to sleep with his mother in the same bed. He'd feel lucky just to hold her, comfort her, cuddle her, and spoon her. A bonus would be if she allowed him to hold her naked breast while spooning her and if she wanted to hold his naked prick while spooning him.
'I'd love nothing more than to hold my Mom's naked breast. I'd love nothing more than for my Mom to hold my naked cock,' he thought with his head filled with incestuous lust for his mother.
"I understood your meaning," she said flashing him a look as if she was disappointed that he wasn't propositioning her for sex.
Wondering what she was thinking, for all he knew he was misreading her. For all he knew he may have offended her. Was she thinking that he just wanted to sleep with her to hold her naked breast while she held his naked cock? Now he wondered if he did proposition his mother for sex, if she was lonely, horny, sexually frustrated, and drunk enough to have sex with him in the way he'd love to have sex with her.
'Please say yes,' he thought. 'I'd love to sleep with my mother.'
Why not? Even though they were mother and son, they're both human with physical wants, emotional desires, and sexual needs. Consenting adults, none of anyone's business, no one needs to know what happens behind her closed, bedroom door. If they both can give one another comfort, albeit sexual comfort, instead of being sad and lonely, why shouldn't they? Why wouldn't they?
He'd definitely do her, if she asked. If she agreed to have sex with him instead of sleep with him, he'd welcome the opportunity to give her sex. She looked at him as if she was some cougar of a woman he had just asked to go home with him. He wondered if she was seriously considering what he had just asked her or if she was going to sweep that under the carpet too. Hopefully she was considering his offer. Even if they slept in their clothes and on top of the covers, he'd love to sleep in the same bed with his mother. Not waiting for her to answer his question, he asked her again.
"Seriously, Mom, what if I slept with you? Would that work for you to finally have a good night's sleep?" As if he was speaking to his mother in his sexual fantasy, as if he was Charlie and she was Susan, and as if he was confessing what he'd masturbate over later while imagining himself having sex with her, he persevered. "What if I held you, comforted you, cuddled you, and spooned you in the way that Dad used to do and in the way that you used to do with me when I was young, would that help you to get some much-needed rest?"
He imagined himself in bed with his mother. With his arm wrapped around her and his horny hand in contact with her abundant breasts, he imagined his erect cock pressed tightly against his mother's nightgown clad, nearly naked ass. Taking advantage of her by having his wicked, sexual way with her sexy body, he imagined touching her and feeling her shapely body through the thin material of her satin nightgown as soon as she fell asleep. His sexual fantasy come true, spooning her one way, he imagined holding his mother's naked breast before she spooned him the other way and held his naked cock.
"Oh, Robert, you're such a good son. Too good to be true, I wish it was that simple but," as if changing her mind in midsentence, she paused. "Actually yes, now that I think about it, you sleeping with me would probably help me to sleep better. In the way that I used to comfort you when you wanted to sleep in Mommy's bed, now you can comfort Mommy by sleeping with me in my bed, just until I fall asleep," she said with a nervous, little laugh while unembarrassed and unashamed.
With him sleeping with his mother, even for only an hour was his foot in the door to her bedroom. Maybe him sleeping with her would become their nightly routine. He could only imagine not only holding her, comforting her, cuddling her, and spooning her but also touching her and feeling her too. Not stopping there in his sexual fantasies, just as it happened with Charlie and Susan in Mother Sleeps with her Son on Christmas, maybe one thing would lead to another. Maybe they'd eventually have sex with him. He'd love nothing more than to have sex with his mother. Just as she watched and heard him cum, he'd love to watch and hear her cum too.
Maybe by sleeping with her, with him hoping beyond hope that they'd have sex, she'd want to do more than just sleep. At the very least, unable to stop thinking about it, he'd love to hold her naked breast. At the very least, unable to stop thinking about it, he'd love for her to hold his naked cock. At the very least, he'd love to touch and feel his mother's semi-naked body while she slept. At the very least, he'd love to finger her nipple while holding her big, naked tit just as he'd love for her to stroke his cock while she held his hard, naked prick.
With him looking like a younger version of his father and with her possibly pretending that he was her husband, maybe she'd ask him to touch and feel her in places where a son should never touch and feel his mother. With her so sad, so lonely, so horny, and a little drunk, maybe, just like in the story, she'd want to make love. Maybe just like in the story, she'd want to fuck. Maybe she'd ask him to finger and lick her pussy. Maybe after he gave her an oral orgasm, again just like in the story, she'd agree to stroke his cock before sucking his cock.
"Wonderful," he said excited by the thought of sleeping with his mother on Valentine's night.
She gave him a warm, sexy smile as if he was her lover instead of her son. He'd love nothing more than to be his mother's lover. He'd love nothing more than to feel and fondle his mother's big tits before sucking her erect nipples. Hoping that she'd return the favor, he'd love nothing more than to sexually satisfy his mother by giving her an orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to return the favor and give him an orgasm with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy.
"I'd like that very much," she said nodding her head as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to convince herself that it was okay to sleep in the same bed with her adult son. "You holding me, cuddling me, and spooning me while comforting me in the way that your father used to do would be just what I need to get a good night's sleep," she said before saying what he was hoping to hear. "It would help me to pretend that you were him," she said innocently yet immodestly and immorally while making solid eye contact with him.
'What? Huh? Did I hear her correctly? It would help her to pretend that I'm my father? Is that what she just said? Seriously? Maybe that would lull her into having sex with me,' he thought.
He couldn't believe she said what he was thinking. Was she thinking what he was thinking in having him give her sex in the way that his father gave her sex? Was that what she meant by her pretending that he was his father? Did she mean sex or was she just referring to him sleeping beside her?
Unable to stop his horny, incestuous thoughts, he wondered if his mother was thinking about having sex with him in the way that he was thinking about having sex with her. He wondered if his mother was just as horny for him as he was horny for her. Just the thought of him being in bed with his mother already gave his cock a hardening twitch. His sexual fantasy come true, he'd love nothing more than to have sex with his mother on of all nights, the night of love, romance, and sex, Valentine's Day night.
"Let me know when you're ready for bed and we'll go up together," he said already plotting and planning his mother's sexual seduction as if he was Benjamin Braddock, played by Dustin Hoffman, in The Graduate and she was Mrs. Robinson, played by Anne Bancroft.
He wondered what his mother would wear to bed. He hoped she'd wear the sexy nightgown he gave her for Valentine's Day. Or maybe she'd wear her clothes to bed, her short, skirt and her low-cut blouse. Forget about going to bed in his clothes, a bold, horny move, he'd remove his underwear and just wear his thin, cotton, pajama bottoms and a tee shirt to bed.
Once up against her, he'd purposely throb and pulsate his cock for his erection to eventually work its way out of his pee hole. Then, as if taking a stiff bow, with his hard cock making a proud, albeit surprised appearance, the rogue, bull elephant in the room and in his mother's bed, he wondered if she'd notice his naked cock rubbing against her backside. He wondered if she'd comment on his exposed erection or if she'd reach around herself to touch his engorged prick and/or take his cock in her hand to finger his dick before stroking his dick while turning to spoon him.
Even more important than what he was wearing or not wearing, he wondered again what his mother would wear to bed. Just as he hoped she wouldn't sleep in her clothes, he hoped she wouldn't wear a long, flannel nightgown. Yet, her sleeping in her short skirt wouldn't be a total bust. No doubt, with her wearing her short skirt to bed, the hem of her skirt would make its way all the way up to her waist and expose her panties to him during the night. Not a total loss, while he comforted his mother, he'd love for his hand to be in constant contact with her white, bikini panties.
Hoping beyond hope, he hoped she'd wear her short, low cut, black, sexy, slinky nightgown, the one she always packed when going away with his father. Her perfect opportunity to flash him her sexy, shapely body, he hoped she'd wear the sexy, Victoria's Secret nightgown that he gave her for Valentine's Day. If she wore either of those two nightgowns, he'd see more of his mother's nearly naked body than he ever saw before. If she wore either of those two nightgowns, he'd be copping cheap feels of her as she slept.
Then, sexually exciting himself by the mere thought, he wondered in the way that he chose not to wear underwear beneath his pajamas to bed, if she'd choose not to wear panties to bed. Yet, taking a giant leap, for all that he knew his mother may wear pajamas to bed. He had no idea what she'd wear to bed. With his luck and with nothing sexy or sexual about that, she'd probably wear her bra and panties beneath a flannel pajama, one-piece jumpsuit.
"I'm ready for bed now," she said standing, yawning, and stretching. When she stood, yawned, and stretched like that, she gave him a deliberate or an accidental up-blouse view of her bra. From the lower vantage point of his chair and with her standing in front of him while stretching with her arms held high over her head, he watched her blouse rise to expose the bottom of the underside of her big, bra cups. "This wine is making me sleepy," she said stretching again before pulling down her blouse to deny him from seeing anymore of her bra cups.
'Oh, my God. Are you kidding me? If a down-blouse view of my mother's bra clad breast wasn't enough now she gave me an up-blouse view of her brassiere. God, I love her big tits,' he thought.
Inadvertently or deliberately, while knowing he was sitting there staring up at her, she exposed the bottoms of her big bra cups to him again by yawning and stretching yet again. She let out another big yawn before carrying the wineglasses to the kitchen to dump the rest of the wine in the sink and to rinse the glasses. Accustomed to seeing down-blouse views of her bra, he couldn't believe she gave him up-blouse views of her bra.



Yet, more than up-skirt views of her panties and down-blouse and up-blouse views of her bra, he couldn't believe he was going to bed with his mother. He couldn't believe he was sleeping in the same bed with his mother. He couldn't believe he'd be holding, comforting, cuddling, and spooning her as if she was his girlfriend or his lover instead of his mother. He hoped he'd get to hold his mother's naked breast in the way that he hoped she'd hold his naked cock.
'This is the best Valentine's Day gift my Mom could have given me,' he thought.
He smiled at her while she smiled at him.
"This is the best Valentine's Day gift you could have ever given me," she said as if reading his thoughts.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 17 ###
Elizabeth flashes her naked body to her son.
* * * * *
Elizabeth readied herself for bed in the master bedroom while Robert used the guest bathroom. Before going to his mother's room, he stroked himself to a semi-erection while thinking of her holding his mother's naked breast while spooning her. Before going to her room, he stroked himself to an even harder erection while thinking of her holding his naked cock while spooning him.
Obviously feeling sexy or horny, perhaps from the wine consumption or perhaps because her son volunteered to sleep with her, she put on her sheerest, shortest, sexiest nightgown. It was a nightgown she never got to wear for her husband. Perhaps she chose to wear this nightgown because, giving her son easy access to her nude body, it parted in front as if it was a sarong or a full body kilt without the big pin in front keeping it closed.
With it only having one button at the neck holding it closed, it looked like a sheer poncho or an oversized, wraparound cape with two big holes for her arms and one for her neck. Totally see-through, it looked more like something she'd wear over her nightgown than just wearing it alone. Having never worn it to bed before and by choosing it to wear now, she obviously felt and looked sexy wearing it. No doubt eager to wear it for her son instead of for his father, perhaps it had been a long time since she felt sexy enough to wear it. Perhaps her wearing such a revealing nightgown now was her signal to him that she wanted sex instead of sleep.
As if he was picking up his date for the Prom or giving his new bride privacy on their Honeymoon night, Robert waited before lightly knocking on her bedroom door. He respectfully and impatiently waited again, this time for her to answer his knock and when she didn't respond, nervous now, he lightly knocked again. Perhaps she was in the master bathroom and was unable to hear him. When she didn't respond again, wondering if she had changed her mind and had already gone to bed, he knocked a third time.
'Maybe she's passed out drunk on her bed and I'll have to undress her,' he thought while imagining removing her low-cut blouse, her short skirt, her bra, and her panties. 'I'd love to strip my mother naked and put her to bed while touching and feeling her everywhere. Then, with her naked, I'd love to sleep with her while holding her. Even though I never would violate her in such a violent way, I'd love to have sex with my sleeping, drunken mother.'
"Mom?" Not wanting to barge in on her in the way that she barged in on him earlier, he waited again for her to answer. The last thing he wanted to do was to ruin his chance of sleeping with her by embarrassing her if she wasn't decent. "Mom? Are you decent?" When she didn't answer, he asked the question he wanted to ask in the first place. "May I come in?"
With his mind reeling with sexual excitement of sleeping in the same bed with his mother, he hoped she wasn't decent. In the way that she opened his bedroom door when he was naked, masturbating, and cumming before, he hoped that she was naked, masturbating, and cumming now. Knowing better than that, he'd never catch his mother masturbating in the way that she caught him masturbating. He'd never catch her naked in the way she caught him naked.
In all their years together, granted that he was away at college for four years and home only for the holidays and summer, he had never even seen her in her bra and panties, never mind seeing her topless or naked. Yet, now that he thought more about it, he wouldn't mind undressing her, if she was too drunk to undress herself. He imagined again touching and feeling his mother in all the places he wished he could touch and feel his mother.
A sexy sight to behold, he hoped she slept in the nude or topless with just panties. A sexy sight to behold, he hoped she'd wear that sexy, black nightgown that she always wore for his father on special occasions. A sexy sight to behold, he hoped she'd wear the sexy Victoria's Secret nightgown that he bought her for Valentine's Day. A sexy sight to behold, his mother could wear her clothes to bed or even a potato sack to bed and she'd still look sexy.
Allowing his sexual fantasies to inspire his horniness and take control of his libido, he knew she'd never wear such sexy nightgowns to bed with him sleeping with her. Yet, hoping beyond hope, if nothing more than his sexual fantasy to masturbate over later, he hoped that she'd open her bedroom door naked and insist that he'd be naked too. She wouldn't have to ask him twice to remove his tee shirt and his pajama bottoms. Only, in the way she'd greet him with her big, naked breasts, her blonde, trimmed pussy, and her round firm ass, he'd greet her with his already throbbing erection.
"Come in Robert," she said.
As soon as he opened her bedroom door, she turned her head to look at him while glancing down at his cock that tented his pajama bottoms before focusing her look on his face. As always she did with everything, she ignored the elephant in the room. He wished she would have commented on his erection so that he could comment on her nightgown. Never having seen a nightgown so sheer and so sexy, he was already seeing more of his mother's naked body than he had ever seen before.
As if she was his queen and he was her king, or as if she was his new bride and he was her new groom, she was sitting at her dressing table brushing her shoulder length, blonde hair. She turned her body to face him with an inviting smile but when she did, in a serendipitous, naked, sexual indiscretion, a huge, embarrassing, fashion faux pas took hold of her. When she stood from her seat, her nightgown caught itself on the dressing table drawer. If her already flashing him her naked body with the sheerness of her nightgown wasn't enough, as a bonus, she flashed him even more.
As if the vanity table drawer was complicit in her flashing him, the table pulled her nightgown wide open for an instant before she could free her nightgown from the vanity drawer. She quickly closed it with a practiced hand. Turning a bright red, she blushed that her son had seen her naked body if only but for an instant. Instead of acknowledging her nakedness, she didn't say anything.
Yet, if he had planned it and arranged it to happen, he couldn't have imagined her flashing him her naked body any better if he tried. Surely, she couldn't have planned flashing him her naked body any better if she tried and now he wondered if she deliberately flashed him her naked body. Yet, with her sudden flash happening so fast, too fast, he didn't have time to react in his stare to see anything other than knowing that she was naked beneath her nightgown.
'Wow. Naked, naked, naked, she's naked beneath her nightgown. My mother is naked,' he thought. 'She's naked under that thing. This is the most I've ever seen of my mother. I can't believe she's going to wear that flimsy thing to bed. Now I wonder if she wants to do more than just sleep.'
Nonetheless the quickness of her hand in closing her nightgown, he still saw a quick glimpse of her blonde, trimmed pussy, and the bottom of her naked breasts, just below her nipples. With her up-skirt, down-blouse, and up-blouse flashes so numerous, he wondered again if her flashing him her underwear clad body and now her semi-naked body was accidental or deliberate. Her nightgown was so beautiful and with her looking like the Greek Goddess of love, Aphrodite, she looked so sexy wearing it. Yet, especially after seeing a flash of her naked pussy and the bottom portion of her naked breasts, with him preoccupied with her naked body, he couldn't believe he saw so much of his naked mother.
'I saw my mother's cunt. I can't believe I saw my mother's cunt,' he thought. 'I saw the bottom part of my mother's big, naked breasts. I can't believe I saw the bottom part of my mother's big, naked tits.'
Now that she was standing in front of him in the bright light of her bedroom, had he not already known she was naked, he could clearly see that she was naked beneath the practically see-through material of her nightgown. As if he was a spy noticing every detail of her shapely, sexy, naked body, giving him a peek-a-boo shot of what lay beneath that flimsy material, he couldn't help but notice that her nightgown parted open in the front whenever she moved. Her nightgown looked exactly like the nightgown that Susan wore for her son, Charlie, in the mother and son incest story that he read and masturbated over for three days, Mom Sleeps with Son on Christmas.
Bursting his eyeballs out of his head, she briefly flashed him enough of her blonde pussy for him to know that she wasn't wearing panties, that she's trimmed, and that she's a natural blonde, which, of course, he already knew. Only having seen her pussy in darkened, in-between her legs, up nightgowns flash before, never had he seen her pussy head on when she was standing immodestly tall in the soft light of her bedroom until now. Excitingly shocking, he couldn't believe he clearly saw his mom's cunt along with a nice flash of the bottom of her sagging breasts.
With her standing in front of him, the bedroom light illuminated her and shined through her nightgown as if she was being X-rayed. He could clearly see the shapely outline of her breasts through the thin, sheer material of her nightgown. He could clearly see her pink areolas and her pink, erect nipples. With her not wearing very much, maybe she was cold but for her nipples to already be erected, he'd rather think that she was as sexually excited as he was.
If he had to choose a nightgown for her to wear to bed, forget about the black one that she always wore for his father. If he had to choose a nightgown for her to wear to bed, forget about the sexy Victoria's Secret one he bought her for Valentine's Day. If he had to choose a nightgown for her to wear to bed, this would be the nightgown he'd chose for her to wear.
Yet, shocked by her immoral immodesty, he couldn't believe she was wearing this to bed. No matter where he touched her and how he held her, he'd be touching and holding her naked skin. As if she was his Valentine's gift wrapped in pale, blue chiffon, tissue paper, he couldn't believe she'd be wearing that to bed while lying beside her. Maybe the wine she consumed numbed her enough for her to not know what she was wearing or not wearing.
'I can't wait to get in bed with her,' he thought. 'I can't wait to touch her, hold her, and feel her through this barely there, thin, sheer nightgown.'
Then, when she leaned forward at the waist to turn down the bed, just as it did when caught on the dressing table drawer, her nightgown opened in front again. Just as she flashed him her naked pussy before, she flashed him her naked pussy again. When she leaned forward at the waist, as if her big tits beckoned him in the way that the sexy sirens on the rocky shore beckoned Ulysses in Homer's Odysseus, her breasts leaned forward with her. Just as she flashed him the bottoms portion of her breasts before, she flashed him the bottom part of her big, naked, tits again.
'Oh, my God,' he thought staring at all that she was immodestly and immorally showing him.
Only this time, not making any moves to preserve her modesty, spare her morals, and/or to close her nightgown, acting as if she didn't know she was as exposed as she was, she seemingly and deliberately flashed him without shame or embarrassment. Something he had wanted to see her do for years, his mother deliberately flashed him her naked body. He couldn't believe the woman of his sexual fantasies and masturbation sessions deliberately flashed him a head-on view of her pussy and a partial view of the bottom of her naked tits.
'Oh, my God,' he thought again. 'I can't believe how lovely she is. I can't believe the body she has. I can't believe she's wearing this to bed for me to hold her, comfort her, cuddle with her, and spoon her. No matter where I hold her, I'll be touching something forbidden. No matter what I touch, I'll be masturbating myself tonight after I leave my mother's bedroom,' he thought to himself while staring at all that his mother was showing him of her beautiful, naked body.
Then, further surprising him, as if she was his late-night date instead of his MILF of a mother, she walked to him and wrapped her arms around his neck. When she pressed her nearly naked body against him, with him no knowing where else to put his horny hands, he wrapped his arm around her slim waist. He was so tempted to slide his hand down and squeeze her shapely and nearly naked ass. Holding him as tight as he held her, she pressed her nightgown clad breasts against his t-shirt and her pelvis against his pajama clad cock.
She looked in his hazel eyes with her blue eyes and gave him a sexy smile. Something he always imagined her doing in his sexual fantasies while masturbating himself, she gave him a kiss on the lips. She kissed him without parting his lips with her tongue but she kissed him longer than she did when she kissed him when they were beneath the mistletoe at Christmas. She kissed him longer than she did when she wished him a Happy Valentine's Day earlier today. He was so tempted to part her lips with his tongue but he didn't. Not wanting to ruin their first time sleeping together, he controlled the sexual lust that he had for his mother.
"What's that for?"
Surprised that his mother kissed him on his lips again, he looked at her looking at him. He so wanted to give his mother some tongue but too much too soon, he didn't dare. It was enough that she invited him to sleep in her bed. It was enough that she pressed her body against his and kissed him. It was enough that he had already seen so much of her naked body. Besides, this was his mother after all and not some barroom slut who brought him back to her apartment and he was in her bedroom not to have sex with her but to sleep with her.
Not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, rather taking it slow, even if it was nothing more than desperate gropes and copping cheap feels of her nearly naked body as she slept, he'd be happy with that. With this his best chance to have sex with his mother, whatever happens will happen once he's in bed with her. Whatever happens will happen when he was holding her, comforting her, cuddling with her, and spooning her. Allowing her to take the lead and make all the sexual moves, he was eagerly excited to know what would transpire next.
"It's Valentine's Day silly," she said laughing while removing her arms from around his neck to readjust and close her nightgown that had fallen open yet again. "Happy Valentine's Day, Robert," she said kissing him on the lips again. "I would have worn your nightgown that you bought me for Valentine's Day but I wanted to wash it before wearing it. This is a little something that I bought for your father but he wasn't around to see me wearing it," she said obviously lying while looking down at herself as if to see what she was showing before looking up at him.
If only he knew that she bought this nightgown just for him with the hopes that he'd volunteer to sleep with her, wouldn't he be surprised? If only he knew she was playing him in the way that he played her this morning when giving his mother a masturbation show. If only he knew his mother sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her, he'd be stunned. Calling his bluffs, it would soon be up to him to make the forbidden moves.
Now that she had flashed him most of her nearly naked body, if only to sacrifice her comfort for her modesty, she kept her hand in front of her as if she was wearing a hospital gown backwards. With him wanting to see more quick peeks and have more furtive glances of her naked body, he wished it was suddenly windy in her bedroom. As if she was suddenly transported in time to a hilltop in Salzburg, Austria, to witness Julie Andrews making The Sound of Music, he'd love to see her wearing this nightgown while standing in the wind.
'My cock is alive by the sight of mother,' he thought while singing to the Sound of Music.
As if she was an angel, his semi-naked angel to ogle, he'd loved to see her nightgown billowing open in the wind around her naked body as she flew overhead. He so wanted to put on the overhead fan but it was a little chilly in her bedroom already. He couldn't wait to get her beneath the covers and warm himself by cuddling with his nearly naked mother. He couldn't help but wonder if she wanted him to touch her, feel her, and fondle her in all the places that he was not only seeing now but also would love to touch, feel, and fondle her later.
"Oh. I nearly forgot that it's Valentine's Day," he said pulling her to him by her arm to return her kiss with his kiss.
With it her excuse to kiss him for Valentine's Day, it was now his excuse to kiss her on Valentine's Day too. He surprised her by pulling her to him in that aggressively forceful way. Hoping for another quick flash of her tits, the front of her nightgown opened enough again for him to be rewarded with a quick view of her naked, blonde pussy.
Denying him an extended view of her blonde, pubic hair or her C cup, naked breasts, she quickly moved her hand to close her nightgown again. He so wanted to slide a horny hand down his mother's backside and cup her nearly naked, nightgown clad ass in his hand. He so wanted to feel her round ass, squeeze her firm ass, slap her perfect ass, spank her nearly naked ass, and lick her ass.
After he kissed her, not wasting time with conversation in the way that he imagined she would, she climbed in bed, the side by the wall, and he got in on the other side of her by the master bathroom. Quickly moving beneath the covers, they lay there like that on their backs and in silence without talking. Always having wondered what it would feel like to sleep with his mother, he wondered what she was thinking. He wondered if she was thinking about him in the lustful, sexually incestuous way that he was thinking of her. He wondered if she was just as sexually excited as he was.
"I'm tired," she said yawning and turning to him to give him a goodnight kiss as if he was her husband of twenty-five years instead of her twenty-four-year-old son. "I need a good night's sleep." Again, not wasting any time with conversation, she turned off her bedside light. Now swathed in darkness, the lack of light did nothing to extinguish his horniness. If anything, hearing her breathing while feeling the warmth of her nearly naked body, the darkness increased his sexual desire for his mother. He couldn't tell if he was hearing his heart beating or hearing her heart beating. Yet, with both hearts beating as if one, little did they both know that they'd soon be coming together not as mother and son but as man and woman.
Horny being in bed with his mother, still thinking about her Valentine's Day kiss, he so wanted to part her lips with his tongue but he didn't. He didn't dare. He couldn't. She was his mother and he was her son. Besides, he didn't want to prematurely ruin them having sex by rushing her and pressuring her to give him what he so wanted, the sexual use of her naked body. His sexual fantasy come true, it was enough that he was in bed and under the covers with her nearly naked body.



Yet, wishing she had kept the light on, it was too dark to see any more of his sexy mother. Luckily, the nightlight peeking out from the master bathroom behind him was just enough light for him to see all that he needed to see of her. Whatever he couldn't see of her now, once he touched her and held her while feeling her, with his sexual imagination going wild, he'd imagine seeing even more. Once she fell asleep, he'd stealthily push the covers down to reveal more of his mother's naked body to his horny eyes.
Wondering if she'd allow him to hold her naked breast in his horny hand, he couldn't wait to spoon her. If she did allow him to hold her naked breast in his horny hand, he wondered if she'd allow him to finger her nipple. Wondering if she'd hold his cock through his pajama bottoms, he couldn't wait for her to spoon him. If she did hold his cock through his pajama bottoms, he wondered if she'd reach her hand inside his pajama to hold his naked prick in the way that he hoped she'd allow him to hold her naked breast.
"I'm tired too," he said returning her kiss with his without touching her.
Tired was the last thing he was. If he was anything, he was wide-eyed awake with horniness and sexual desire for his mother.
"Thank you for giving me such a nice Valentine's Day," she said.
She turned her head to give him a warm smile that he could see even in the dark.
"You're welcome, Mother," he said.
She leaned and gave him another peck on the lips again. Controlling himself from doing so, he so wanted to part her lips while feeling her big naked tits and fingering her erect nipples but he didn't. He couldn't. He so wanted to reach his horny hand down to finger her naked pussy but he didn't. He couldn't. If only she wasn't his mother, he would have already done all those sexy, sexual things. If only she wasn't his mother, he'd already be having sex with her.
"Thank you for all the nice gifts," she said.
She turned away from him again.
"You're welcome," he said while wanting to touch her somewhere, anywhere.
Suddenly the room was so quiet with sexual anticipation until she spoke again.
"Good night, Robert," she said turning her head to him as quickly as she turned her head away.
Unable to close his eyes, when she turned her head away again, he stared at her shoulder length blonde hair. She smelled clean and fresh as if she had just taken a bath and washed her hair. He was glad she didn't smoke. He hated the smell of cigarettes that lingered in hair and clung to clothes. He hated kissing women who smelled like stale cigarettes and had bad beer breath. Preferring wine or scotch to beer, he hated beer and his mother did too.
Afraid to touch her for fear that he'd touch her where he shouldn't touch her, he couldn't wait to hold her, comfort her, cuddle her, and spoon her. Before returning to his bed, even if only after copping a few cheap feels, he couldn't wait to touch and feel her as soon as she fell asleep. He couldn't wait to masturbate later over all that he saw, touched, and felt of her on this wonderful night of romance.
"Good night Mom."
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 18 ###
"I'm not contagious. Don't be afraid to touch me and hold me. I won't bite," she said turning to him with a nervous laugh.
* * * * *
When she rolled on her right side to face the wall, his cue to hold her, comfort her, cuddle her, and spoon her, he scooted over to her. With her nightgown having extra material, as if it was a cocktail dress instead of a nightie, his body was on top her nightgown. When she rolled on her right side with her nightgown remaining beneath him, the action of her moving on her side pulled and parted her nightgown wide open. Wishing he had a flashlight, in the way he did when reading in bed as a kid, he'd peak beneath the covers to see what he could see of her naked body.
Had she not already been hidden beneath the covers, the entire left side of his mother's body would have been nakedly exposed to his horny eyes. If only she had left the light on, he would have seen even more of his mother. If only it wasn't so dark he'd see her long, shapely leg, her sexy hip, her naked breast, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. If only he dared to peek beneath the blanket to see all that he had been lusting to see of her, then, he'd really have something to masturbate over. Sexually frustratingly, even if he dared to peek beneath the blanket, it was too dark to see.
She was all undone for him to ogle her and to see what he shouldn't see of her. Especially if he was to turn on the light and lean over her while peeking beneath the covers, he'd all her naked body. Only with her facing the wall and with her back to the bathroom light, and not wanting to put on the light to awaken her, the lack of light obstructed his view. Nonetheless, having already see her naked pussy and much of her naked breasts, the lack of light sparked his imagination of his naked mother. With the light shining on his back, he was more lit up than she was. If she so wanted, she could see more of him than he could see of her.
With the imagined vision of his naked mother already burnt hotly in his head, throbbing his sexual lust for her, he felt his cock growing stiffer by the image he had of her naked pussy and tits. Wishing he could but not ready to impale his mother's naked ass cheeks with his pajama clad cock, barely touching her, he didn't know what to do with his arm and hand. He knew what he wanted to do with his arm and hand but too much too soon, he didn't want to frighten her and ruin his chance of touching her and feeling her as she slept. He was supposed to be sleeping with her and not having sex with her after all.
Needing her to trust that he wouldn't sexually violate her, he waited until she soundly slept before daring to touch and feel any part of her sexy body. He hoped that it wasn't a long wait but with her not sleeping for such a long time, her having almost three glasses of wine, and with his warm body beside her, perhaps she'd fall asleep soon. He hoped he didn't fall asleep and ruin his chance to grope his naked mother but little chance of that. He was wide awake with lust and horniness. His cock wasn't about to fall asleep now that it was knocking at the door of nirvana.
Now that he was with her in bed with her, the hardest thing for him to have accomplished, he was afraid to touch his nearly naked mother. Not trusting himself to control his incestuous lust and wanton, sexual desires, he kept his arm and hand to himself while allowing them to rest on his leg. Afraid to touch her soft, naked skin, not wanting her to realize that she was as exposed as she was, he didn't want her to fix nightgown. The last thing he wanted was for her to reach beneath him to pull her nightgown closed and deny him access to her naked body.
Once she was sleeping, with her nightgown wide open and him having total access to her sexy, naked body, he'd have his incestuous fun with his naked mother. Once she was sleeping, he'd stealthily feel her naked ass, cup her naked breast, and palm her naked pussy without hopefully awakening her. Once she was sleeping, maybe he'd even dare to finger her left nipple. Once she was sleeping, he'd rest his horny hand by the back of her thighs. Then, going for it all, he'd moisten his finger and slowly slide it along her exposed pussy, part her pussy lips, insert his stiff finger deeper in her pussy, and finger fuck her.
After finger fucking his mother, while she lay sleeping, he imagined inserting his stiff prick in his mother's wet pussy and fucking her doggie style from behind. While she lay sleeping, he imagined fucking his mother as if she was his bitch. While she lay sleeping, he imagined humping her while holding her tits and fingering her nipples as she slept. While she lay sleeping, he imagined cumming in his mother's pussy.
Only, nothing more than a wicked, sexual fantasy, just as she'd never remain sleeping while he fucked her from behind, he'd never sexually take advantage of and violate his mother while she lay sleeping. It was enough to sexually fantasize that he would. Nothing more than a little touchy feely, he'd never get his mother drunk enough to have sex with her just as he'd never give her a sleeping pill for him to have sex with her sleeping body. He felt wicked enough wanting to have sex with his mother than to feel even worse by forcing himself on her as she lay sleeping.
"Robert," she said knocking him out of his sexual fantasy of having his wicked, sexual way with his sleeping mother.
She surprised him by saying his name. Suspecting that she was already sleeping, obviously, she wasn't asleep yet. With her voice his reminder, as if he had been dreaming, he couldn't believe he was in bed with his nearly naked mother. Too sexually excited to sleep, as if he was awaiting the arrival of Santa Claus when he was a child, he couldn't sleep if he tried to sleep. Other than when hugging her from the front, he had never been this intimately close to his mother from the back, especially with her wearing so very little clothes.
Shocked to have already seen so much of his mother's nearly naked body, he couldn't believe she wore such a sexually revealing nightgown to bed. Going over it again in his mind, he recalled seeing her naked pussy. He recalled seeing the bottom half of her naked breasts. Was she expecting more than just them sleeping? Was she expecting him to touch and feel her? Was she expecting him to give her sex?
Unable to wrap his mind over all that he had already seen of her, he couldn't believe he had seen more of his mother's naked body than he had ever seen of her body before. Once he returned to his bed, he'd have lots to masturbate over now. Once he returned to his bed, he'd be masturbating over the thoughts of his naked mother and night and day. After she caught him masturbating and cumming and now with him sleeping in her bed with his nearly naked mother, he'd be masturbating over this day for the rest of his life.
Now that she flashed him much of her naked body, he couldn't wait to flash her again. He couldn't wait for her to see his naked, erect prick again. He couldn't wait for her to catch him masturbating and cumming again. Hoping she'd take the hint and stroke him too, he'd love for his mother to watch him pulling his prick and cumming. He'd love for his mother to stroke him before sucking him. He'd love for his mother to give him hot, steamy, incestuous sex.
Now that they've already seen so much of one another's nude bodies, he couldn't wait to ask her if he could draw her a bath, a bubble bath. Maybe she'd allow him to sit with her, talk to her, and even wash her back and shoulders. As if making his own movie version of Spanking the Monkey, in the way that son helped his mother take a shower, he'd love to help his mother take a bubble bath. Then, after her bath, he'd love to help towel her dry. Now that they've already seen so much of one another's nude bodies, maybe she'd ask him if he'd like her to draw him a bath too.
Now that they've already seen so much of one another's nude bodies, after her bath, he couldn't wait to ask if she'd like a massage. While touching and feeling, his nearly naked mother, he'd love to massage her in places where a son should never massage his mother. He'd love to give her a full body massage, one with a happy ending, in the way that Mimi Rogers was given a full body massage in the movie so aptly named, Full Body Massage. Now that they've already seen so much of one another's nude bodies, maybe she'd ask if she could give him a full body massage too.
"Yes Mom," he said.
As if he was a gopher peaking his head up out of a hole in the ground, he popped up his head to see if he could see any more of his mother's body than he already had. Yet, with her already hidden beneath the covers and with it too dark to see, especially with her turned the other way, he was unable to see anything. Not to be denied his naked vision of his mother, imagining her naked body laying so close to him, he imagined more than he saw.
With his eyes already adjusting to the darkness and with the blue lights from the cable box and TV helping him to better see the perimeters of the room, she turned her head to give him a sexy smile. He could see and feel her smile even in the dimly lit room. He wished she had left on the light.
Yet, better this way, perhaps she'd be more sexual in the dark. Making her feel more incestuously naughty towards him, perhaps the dark would encourage her to lose her morals, her modesty, and her sexual inhibitions. Perhaps, she'd allow him to touch and feel more of her beautiful body than she would when self-consciously judged by a bright light of forbiddingness. Illuminating and revealing their sexual lust for one another, with them already behind closed, bedroom doors, perhaps it was better that they remain hidden within the darkness.
"I'm not contagious. Don't be afraid to touch me and hold me. I won't bite," she said turning her head more to him with a nervous laugh. "Just as you kindly offered to sleep with me, I allowed you to sleep with me so that you could hold me, comfort me, cuddle me, and spoon me. I invited you in my bed so that I could finally get a good night's sleep. You're going to have to touch me to do that," she said with a nervous laugh.
'This is it. She wants me to touch her. She wants me to hold her, cuddle her, and spoon her while comforting her,' he thought. 'Oh, God.'
When she turned her head to him, a good sign, she still didn't pull her nightgown closed. Her entire left side of her body was still nakedly exposed. He was finally going to touch and feel his mother where no son should ever touch and feel their mother. He was about to feel his mother's naked skin. He was finally going to hold her, comfort her, cuddle her, and spoon her. He already had an erection in anticipation of resting his pajama clad cock in between his mother's shapely, naked, ass cheeks.
With her nightgown still wide open, when he put his arm around her slim waist and moved closer while pulling her closer by holding onto her curvy body, his hand was now inside her nightgown. When he held her in that sexually inappropriate way, touching her soft, bare skin, he was surprised to feel her naked, toned stomach. He was touching his mother's naked stomach. He couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's naked stomach.
As sexually excited feeling her naked stomach as he imagined he'd be incestuously excited feeling her naked breasts, her naked ass, and/or her naked pussy, he never thought he'd be holding his naked mother in such a familiar, sexual way. Always wanting to hug her when she wore her bikini, he never even dared touch his mother in this way before as he was touching her now. Now with her inviting him to hold her, cuddle her, and spoon her, he felt like the fox in a henhouse asked to comfort the chickens.
Even after he touched her naked skin, she still made no move to close her nightgown. Even though she, obviously, knew by the feel of his hand on her naked tummy that her nightgown was wide open, she seemingly didn't care. Normally shyly reserved, perhaps because the room was so dark but she surprised him with her immoral immodesty of nudity now. She surprised him with her lack of shame and embarrassment now when flashing him most of her beautiful, naked body before. She surprised him by already showing him all that he had hoped to see of her in his sexual fantasies and erotic dreams.
With his pajama clad prick pressed against her naked ass, his cock gradually hardened to a full erection by the sexual thought that the bottom of her breasts were mere inches above his horny hand. So tempted to do so, he wanted to turn his arm and reach up his hand to touch her breasts, cup her breasts, feel her breasts, fondle her tits, and finger her nipples. Only, he didn't dare. He so wanted to reach down and touch her pussy, cup her pussy, and finger her pussy. Again, he didn't dare. With her his mother and him her son, how dare he even have those incestuous thoughts?
Only, too much too soon and too fast too soon, needing to wait until she fell asleep, he was wary not to ruin this unprecedented, sexual opportunity to sleep with his mother. Rather taking it slow, he hoped this would be a nightly event of his mother inviting him to sleep with her. He needed to control his incestuous lust by controlling himself from being in a rush to touch her, feel her, and grope her. Not wanting her to reject his incestuous advances and his sexual touches, he'd rather touch, feel, and grope her while she was sleeping so that she wouldn't know that he sexually abused her nearly naked body during the night.
Voluntarily, so as to not hump his mother's naked ass, something not easy to hide, he didn't want her to know that he was sexually excited enough to have an erection. He purposely backed away from her to allow only his thighs to come in contact with her and not his pelvis and hips. If she was anyone else but his mother, he'd remove his cock from his pajamas, stick it between her shapely thighs, and fuck her doggie style while hanging onto her big tits. If she was anyone else but his mother, with him in bed with her nearly naked body, he'd ask her to blow him.
"You feel different than I imagined you'd feel Mom," he said hoping he hadn't awakened her.
Unsure if it was a good idea to call attention to him touching her and feeling her, unable to help himself in his need to talk dirty to her, he stiffened his posture while she relaxed hers.
"I do?" She turned her head to look at him again. "What do you mean? How do I feel different?"
As if reaching for something beneath his car seat, he removed his hand from her stomach to slowly slide his hand down along her shapely left leg. Slowly sliding his hand from her hip down to her knee and back again, always wanting to do so, he had never touched his mother's naked leg before. Soft and yet so firm, he loved his mother's long, sexy, and shapely legs. Sliding his hand up and down and up again, he moved his hand to her stomach again and stopped when his fingertips touched the top of her pubic hair.
Locked between two forbidden places, her tits and her pussy, whether he moved his hand up or down, he'd be feeling something forbidden of her that he shouldn't feel of his mother. As if butting up against a barbed wire, electrified fence, he left his fingers there afraid to touch her pubic hair. He couldn't believe he was nearly touching his Mom's blonde, pubic hair with his fingertips. Waiting for her to swat his hand away and close her nightgown, he couldn't believe she allowed him to nearly touch her in such a sexually inappropriate and forbidden way.
'My mother's beautiful, blonde pussy is only mere inches from my fingertips,' he thought while wishing he had the audacity to finger her pussy and finger fuck her cunt. 'I'd love nothing more than to finger fuck my mother in the way that I wish she'd stroke my prick. I'd love to masturbate my mother in the way that I'd love for her to masturbate me.'
Subtly, stealthily, and ever so slowly, taking a chance by making his first sexual move, as if touching the true Garden of Eden, forbidden territory, he moved his fingertips lower. As if she was Eve and he was Adam, and her pussy was the forbidden fruit, he so wanted to finger her naked pussy. Innocently and nonchalantly, he played with the top of her pubic hair as if he was touching her eyebrows. Maybe she wouldn't notice him fingering her pubic hair. Maybe by allowing him to touch her pubic hair, she was just as sexually excited as he was sexually excited.
As if a game of dare that he needed to play with his mother, he wondered how far down she'd allow him to move his hand down before stopping him. With her pussy slit mere inches away from his long, horny fingertips, he so wanted to continue moving his hand lower, all the way down, to cup his mother's pussy before splitting her slit and fingering her cunt. He wondered if she was as wet for him as he was hard for her. He wondered if she wanted him to finger her as much as he wanted to finger her.



"You feel younger and firmer than I thought you'd feel," he said.
Already tired of bidding his time, he wished he could feel more of her. He wished he could touch her in all the places he lusted to touch her. He wished he could feel all of her. He wished he could touch and feel his mother everywhere his father touched and felt her. He wished his mother would invite him to put his horny hands all over her beautiful, naked body. Wishing again that he could masturbate his mother in the way he'd love her to masturbate him, once she was sleeping, he couldn't wait to feel her big tits and her round, firm ass.
"In addition to playing tennis and swimming, I exercise with palettes and I watch what I eat," she said with a laugh. "Thank you for the backhanded compliment."
If only he had the courage to confess how he truly sexually felt about his mother, showering her with inappropriate sexual comments and compliments, he wondered what she'd say if he said all that he was incestuously thinking. He wondered how she'd respond if he talked dirty to her. Finding it so sexually exciting, he'd love to talk dirty to his mother. He wondered what she'd say if he gave her some hot, sexy, pillow talk. Would she welcome his verbal, sexual advances or would she reject his naughty words because he was her son? Playing everything by ear, he didn't know. He had no idea. All he could do was to follow her lead.
"Sorry, I didn't mean that in the way that it sounded Mom," even though he meant all that he inferred and more.
Soft yet firm everywhere, she had a great body, especially for a woman her age. Most women her age had given up on men. Most women her age had given up on sex, exercise, and other than having her their hair done, and caring for their personal appearance to embrace food. Most women her age were obesely overweight and out of shape. Most women her age were ripe for menopause or had already gone through the change of life. Most women her age were sadly depressed in the way that his mother was sadly depressed and drinking more.
Yet, now that he was in bed with her and holding her, his mother was nothing like most women. Now that he gave her the opportunity and the reason to wear the nightgown she bought to wear for his father but never had the chance, she seemed happy instead of sad. A win/win for both, he was glad that her flashing him her naked body made her happy as much as it made him happy too. If only he knew that masturbating himself while his mother watched was what would start the incestuous ball rolling, he would have masturbated in front of her years ago.
"Being that we're in bed nearly naked together and you're playing with my pubic hair, call me Elizabeth instead of Mom," she said with a sexy laugh. "This is awkward enough for me to be in bed with my son with you calling me Mom," she said with another laugh. "I'd rather pretend that we're just a man and woman, a boyfriend and girlfriend, or a husband and wife instead of mother and son," she said esoterically. Not stopping there, she said what he was thinking and so wanted to hear. "I'd rather pretend that we're lovers together in bed after having a romantic Valentine's Day."
'Lovers?' So shocking for her to say such a thing, the word echoed in his head and he had the urge to reach his hand down and cup his mother's pussy before fingering her cunt. 'I'd love to be my mother's lover,' he thought. 'Is that what she wants? Does she want me to be her lover? Is she expecting me to give her sex on Valentine's Day night?'
His sexual fantasy come true, he'd love nothing more than to be his mother's lover. He'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with his mother. His cock throbbed at the thought of being his mother's lover. His cock pulsated with the thought of having sex with his mother. He so wanted to show his mother how much he loved her and how much he wanted to make love to her.
As if she was, indeed, his lover instead of his mother, he imagined her holding his stiff prick in her hand, taking it in her mouth, and allowing him to hump his prick in her pussy. Even if nothing else happened, he was sexually excited just sleeping in the same bed with her. Yet, this night was evolving into more than just sleeping with his mother while holding, comforting, cuddling, and spooning her. This night was evolving into them possibly having sex. By the end of this wonderful night, he may be deemed as his mother's lover.
'Sex, I want to have sex with my mother,' he thought. 'I want to have sex with you, Mom. I want to make love to you before fucking you,' he thought and so wanted to say but didn't. 'In the way that I'd love to lick and finger your pussy, I'd love for you to suck my cock before fucking my cock.'
Something that he mindlessly did while unable to control his sexual excitement, she shocked him when she acknowledged that he was playing with her pubic hair. She shocked him when she said let's pretend that we're man and women, boyfriend and girlfriend, or husband and wife instead of mother and son. Then, when she said that she'd rather pretend that they were lovers, he immediately imagined mounting her and making love to his mother while French kissing her. Unable to read her, especially in the dark, was she giving him permission to have sex with her?
"Okay Elizabeth, I can pretend that we're man and woman, boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife," he said before becoming increasingly sexually excited over what he was about to say next. "I'd like nothing more than to pretend that we're lovers."
When he moved his fingers away from his mother after feeling self-conscious about playing with her pubic hair, she pulled his hand back by his wrist to the top of her pussy again. Encouraging him to touch her where he should never touch his mother, he wondered if she wanted him to finger more than just her pubic hair. He wondered if she wanted him to finger her pussy too. In the way that he'd love for her to finger his naked cock, he'd love to finger his mother's naked pussy.
"You needn't move your fingers away from my pubic hair, Robert. That felt good what you were doing. Strangely enough and strangely familiar, your father used to touch me in that same relaxing way and do the same thing with his fingertips when we were in bed together," she said.
Shocking him again, she moved his hand where it was before but a little lower. Now instead of his fingertips in contact with the top of her blonde, pubic hair, he had a whole handful of her blonde, trimmed pubic hair.
"Oh," he said while not knowing how else to respond.
He fingered her pubic hair as if he was fingering his own pubic hair before masturbating himself. He fingered her pubic hair in the way that he couldn't wait to part her pussy lips and finger her wet pussy. He fingered her pubic hair in the way that he couldn't wait to reach up his hand and finger her nipples. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, he couldn't wait to take his mother's nipples between his fingers before taking them in his mouth to suck her big tits.
"You touching me and playing with me in that way is more relaxing than it is sexually exciting."
He couldn't believe his left hand was in contact with his mother's pussy. If he relaxed his hand and stretched out his fingers, with his fingertips in contact with her pussy slit, he'd be cupping his mother's cunt. If it wasn't enough being in bed with his mother, the thought of touching her pussy sexually excited him in a way he had never been sexually excited before. Just as he'd love nothing more than for her to stroke him, he'd love nothing more than to finger his mother's cunt.
'My mother's cunt,' he thought. 'Something so forbidden and yet something so sexually exciting, I never thought I'd be so close to touching my mother's cunt.'
Yet, thinking more about her than himself, he didn't want to make her feel uncomfortable. He didn't want her to feel pressured to give him sex. He didn't want her to have second thoughts about them innocently sleeping together on Valentine's Day night and on any other night that he hoped she'd invite him to sleep with her in her bed. Only, with her wearing something so sexily revealing to bed, he didn't think his mother was innocent in her intentions. Obviously, she didn't care that her nightgown was strewn wide open just as she didn't care that he not only saw her naked body but also was now touching her naked body.
Just as he wasn't innocent in his intentions either with all the incestuous lust he felt for his mother, seemingly neither of them were there to sleep. Nonetheless, still taking it slow for fear that he'd frighten her away before anything sexually started, the last thing he wanted to do was to ruin the moment by pressuring her for sex. Now that the ice was broken, he hoped that sleeping in her bed would be a common, normal, natural, and repeated occurrence. With it enough for him to hold her, cuddle her, comfort her, and spoon her, he'd love to sleep in the same bed with his mother every night, even if she didn't give him sex.
'Who am I kidding? I want my mother to give me sex,' he thought. 'I want her to allow me to touch and feel her everywhere while French kissing her. I want my mother to touch and feel me everywhere while French kissing me. Pussy for cock, I'd willingly lick my mother's pussy if only she'd suck my cock. I'd love nothing more than to make sweet, slow love to my mother before fucking my mother fast and hard,' he thought. 'I'd love nothing more than to give my mother an orgasm with the hopes that she'd make me cum too by her hand, her mouth, and/or her pussy.'
"Okay," he said and was all that he could say when his horny hand was filled with his mother's blonde, trimmed, pubic hair. "It's comforting for me to touch you in this way too."
He fingered his mother's pubic hair in the way he wished he could finger her pussy. He couldn't believe she was not only allowing him to finger her pubic hair but also wanted him to finger her pubic hair. Turning it, gently pulling it, and twisting it between his fingers, he fingered her pubic hair in the way he wished he could finger his mother's nipples. He fingered her pubic hair in the way that he wished she'd finger the head of his erect prick. He'd love for his mother to have a whole handful of his stiff prick in the way that he had a whole handful of her blonde, pussy hair.
"I'm cold," she said. "Move closer to me to keep me warm Robert," she said pushing her buttocks against his already swollen prick.
'Oh, my God. Is she kidding me? Is she sexually teasing me? This is crazy,' he thought when his pajama clad cock parted and nearly impaled his mother's naked ass cheeks. 'Does she know that I have an erection? How could she not know that I have an erection? Does she know how much I sexually want her? How could she not know that I sexually want her? Does she know how much I want to have sex with her? After watching me masturbating over her while calling her name and cumming, how could she not know that I that I want to have sex with her?'
Had he not been wearing pajama bottoms, he'd be rubbing his hard, erect, naked cock up against his mother's naked ass. Had he not been wearing pajama bottoms, he wouldn't be able to resist humping his naked cock up against his mother's naked ass. Had he not been wearing pajama bottoms, with her okay with him touching and feeling her naked body, unconscionably, he'd be trying to fuck his mother doggie style from behind. Had he not been wearing pajama bottoms, when she turned to spoon him, he'd put her hand on his pubic hair in the way she put his hand on her pubic hair.
When she moved and pressed herself against him like that, as if his hand was attached to her, his fingers moved with her. Now instead of just touching her pubic hair with his fingers, the palm of his hand rested on her pussy mound and his fingertips rested even lower. Ready to take the incestuous plunge to test his mother's warm, vaginal water, his fingers were just mere inches above her pussy slit. He now had a whole handful of her cunt. In the way that he so wanted her to hold his cock in her hand and stroke him, he so wanted to cup his mother's cunt in his hand and finger her pussy with his fingers.
Never thinking he'd get this far with his mother, it may be relaxing for her to have him to play with her pubic hair, but it was as sexually exciting for him to finger her pubic hair as it was sexually frustrating. Something so incestuously forbidden, with him so close to nirvana, if he dared press his fingertips a little further down, he'd be parting his mother's pussy lips. If he dared press his fingertips down a little further down, he'd be inside his mother's cunt. If he dared press his fingertips down a little further down, he'd split her slit and would be in contact with her clit.
Just the thought of parting her pussy was enough for him to want to gently push his fingers inside her, but he didn't dare. In the way that he wished she'd masturbate him by stroking his stiff prick, he'd love to masturbate his mother by rubbing her clit. He'd love to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples while playing with her warm, wet pussy. In the way that he wished he could masturbate her, he wished she'd masturbate him. In the way that he wished her could lick and finger his mother's pussy, he wished she would stroke and suck his cock.
She slept on her right side and in the fetal position. When in that position with her buttocks pressed against his pelvis, the bottom of her naked breasts rested on his forearm, his wrist, and on the top of his hand. His cock continued to harden by the weight of her big, naked breasts resting on him. If it wasn't enough that he was touching his mother's pubic hair, he couldn't believe that she rested the bottom of her naked breasts on his forearm and hand.
'I don't believe this,' he thought while wishing he had the bold courage to turn his arm and cup her naked tit in his horny hand. 'My Mom is resting her big, naked breasts on my forearm and hand.'
Yet, he didn't have to turn his arm and cup her breast in his hand to feel her tit. With men born with breasts sensors all over their bodies, not just on their hands and fingers, but on their legs, chest, stomach, neck, the back of their hands and forearms too, her breasts felt heavy. He couldn't believe his mother was resting her big, heavy breasts on his forearm and hand. He couldn't believe he was touching her breasts, albeit with his forearm and the back of his hand instead of with the palm of his hand and his fingers. He couldn't believe he was in constant contact with his mother's beautiful, nearly naked body.
'My mother's tits are resting on me,' he thought. 'I love my mother's big tits. I only wish I had the nerve to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and finger them. I'd love nothing more than to finger her big nipples while sucking her erect nipples.'
Without even touching and feeling her breasts in the palm of his upraised hand, as if he was already cupping them, he could feel the soft, firm, heaviness of her breasts on the back of his hand and forearm. His Mom had big tits, a large C cup, possibly even a small D cup. If he wasn't sexually aroused enough just by spooning his mother while playing with her pubic hair, her supporting her naked breasts on his forearm and hand added to his sexual arousal. He'd definitely be masturbating over this later tonight.
As if frozen in place, for fear that she'd move her breasts away, he was afraid to move. If she was comfortable in this position with his fingers on her pussy, her naked ass pressed against him, and the bottom of her breasts resting on his forearm and the back of his hand, he didn't want to disturb her. Yet, again, so wanting to feel, fondle, and finger her big tits, he wished he had the courage to turn his arm and cup the bottom of his mother's breasts in his hand, but he didn't dare.
Too fast, too soon, he didn't want to ruin a good thing by thinking of his own sexual pleasure. Enough for him that she's resting her tits on him, she may not want him touching and feeling her naked breasts in that sexual way. She may not want him in the sexual way that he wants her. Yet, if she wasn't ready and willing to have sex with him, why would she wear such a revealing nightgown to bed? If that was, indeed, what she had done, why would she deliberately flash him her naked pussy and bottom portion of her naked tits?
'As soon as she falls asleep,' he thought. 'My hands will be all over her big tits. Touching them, feeling them, and fondling them, maybe I'll even dare finger her nipples. As soon as she falls asleep, I'll be fingering her pussy to see if she's as wet as I'm hard. I can't wait to sexually molest my mother.'
Besides, if he turned his arm and cupped his mother's left breast in his hand, he didn't know if he could control himself from touching, feeling, and fondling his mother's big tit. He didn't know if he could control himself from turning, twisting, pulling, and fingering her erect nipple. He didn't know if he could control himself from touching and feeling his mother where no son should ever touch and feel their mother. If he turned his arm and cupped his mother's left breast in his hand, she may ask him to leave her bed. Playing this by ear, obviously, it was one thing to finger her pubic hair but something else entirely to finger her pussy, fondle her tits, and/or finger nipples.
"How's that?" As if his cock was already inside her from the back, he pressed his body tightly against his mother. "Are you feeling warmer now?"
'I'm hot,' he thought. 'I'm so very hot. I'd feel even hotter if my prick was in my mother's hand, mouth, or pussy. I'd be burning up with a sexual fever if my mother dared to give me sex.'
As if moving inside of her, wishing he could hump her, he pushed himself closer to her. As if her shapely ass was reserved just for him, his pajama clad erection found a comfortable place in between her naked ass cheeks. He so wanted to remove his cock from his pajamas, push the rest of her nightgown out of the way, and slide his cock between the back of her legs and fuck her as if she was his bitch of a dog. He so wanted to penetrate his mother's pussy from behind.
Wishing he could fuck his mother doggie style, he so wanted to wrap his arm around her big breasts and feel her tits while fingering her nipples. A telling sign and one that he wished he knew, he wondered again if she was as wet as he was hard. He wondered if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. He wondered if she'd welcome or reject his sexual move. Maybe she was the type of woman who just sexually liked to tease men. Maybe she was the type of woman who enjoyed not just being forced but taken.
Unable to control his incestuous thoughts, as if she was his bitch of a dog in heat, again he imagined sliding his cock deep inside of her. Thinking of her more as a slut or as his whore, again he imagined humping her and fucking his mother like a dog. He wondered what it would feel like for his erect prick to be inside of his mother's cunt and in the sacred place where he was born. As if they were lovers instead of mother and son, he wondered what she'd do if he tried to have sex with her, to make love to her, and to fuck her.
'Would she welcome me or reject me,' he thought. 'With her giving me mixed signals, I don't know. I have no idea. If she wasn't my mother, I already would have made my sexual move by now. If she wasn't my mother, I'd already be making love to her before fucking her. If she wasn't my mother, I'd lick and finger her pussy before asking her to suck my cock,' he thought. 'If she wasn't my mother, she'd be my MILF cougar of a lover.'
He wondered if she'd be submissive enough to allow him to have his wicked, incestuous, sexual way with her naked body. Perhaps, instead of being submissive, she'd be more aggressive. Perhaps, she'd be appalled enough to fight him while he aggressively and sexually took what he wanted and needed from her. Only, fearing that he'd ruin his chance of sleeping with her again, it took all the sexual self-control he had not to try and have sex with her.



With her making all the sexual moves, he needed her to continue making all the sexual moves. The only way for her not to feel pressured for sex was for her to solicit him for sex and for him not to solicit sex from her. Only he feared that she'd never solicit him for sex in the way that he'd solicit her for sex. He feared that this night of sleeping with his mother would amount to nothing more than touching her and feeling her as she slept. Yet, with her giving him plenty of masturbation fodder, especially after she flashed him most of her naked body, that was okay with him.
Even though he wanted to have sex with his mother, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he'd never force himself on her. Besides, if he was going to all this trouble of having sex with her, he'd rather face her than to have sex with her from behind. He'd rather be on top of her and make love to his mother than to just fuck his mother from behind as if she was some barroom slut or a dirty dog. He'd rather kiss his mother, French kiss her, while making sweet love to her and face her to suck her tits. He'd rather lull himself into thinking of her as his lover instead of his mother.
"That feels so good," she said squirming her body and her shapely ass more into him while seemingly taking his cock deeper between her ass cheeks.
'Oh, my God,' he thought while wishing he was naked when she squirmed his cock tighter against her ass. 'I can't believe she's rubbing her naked ass against my pajama clad erection. Could she be just as horny as I am? Is she hinting that she wants me to fuck her?'
Uncharted territory and with all this happening so fast, he didn't know. He had no idea. Giving his mother the benefit of the sexual doubt, maybe she wasn't horny but just cold. Maybe it wasn't just his prick that felt good up against her ass but his whole body. Maybe because he was so sexually attracted to his mother was why he was having all these sexually inappropriate and incestuously forbidden thoughts. Maybe instead of wanting her to give her sex, all she really wanted was to be held, comforted, cuddled, and spooned. He needed to stop thinking of his mother as his incestuous whore.
Sending him incestuous signals by her not closing her nightgown, her sexual signals still weren't clear enough for him to make a sexual move on her. This wasn't just sex. This was incestuous sex. This wasn't some barroom, cougar of a whore who had invited him home for a night of licking, sucking, and fucking, this was his mother. With him regretting whatever he did or didn't do now later, whether he made a sexual pass or not while exploring new sexual ground on an incestuous level, he didn't know what to do. He just didn't want to ruin things by rushing things.
Enough that he was sleeping with her in her bed, it was already enough that he saw so much of her naked body. It was enough that she already allowed him to touch and feel parts of her naked body. Too much too soon, he didn't want to ruin his chances of sleeping with her again by rushing his incestuous, sexual agenda. He was happy just being in bed with his nearly naked mother.
She may not want to have sex with her son in the way he'd love to have sex with his mother. Even if she does want to have sex with him, she may want to be seduced than to be pressured. Then, again, with her difficult for him to read, she may want to be forced before being taken. Frozen in a quandary of indecision, he wasn't sure what to do.
It's one thing to touch and feel his mother but it's quite another thing to have sex with her. In the way that he was ready to have sex with her, she may not be ready to have sex with him. In the way that he was ready to have sex with her now, she may never be ready to have sex with him. Whatever will happen, will happen, at least he was here now and in bed with her. Needing her to seduce him instead of him trying to seduce her, he needed her to show him the way. Wherever she may sexually lead, he'd incestuously follow.
With his arm still wrapped around her slim waistline, his hand and fingers were still in contact with her pubic hair while her breasts still rested on his forearm. Not that he ever would, as he wasn't into anal sex but he suddenly had the sensation of what it would feel like to fuck his mother in her ass. Now he wondered if his mother ever had anal sex with his father. He wondered if his mother was hinting for him to give her anal sex. With him never having had anal sex before, he wasn't ready to have anal sex with her now, especially not with his mother.
Yet, with him wanting to have incestuous and forbidden sex with his mother, what did it matter what kind of sex he had? Whether he made love to her in the missionary position, fucked her doggie style, or gave her anal sex, he wished he could make love to her any which way he could before fucking her but he was afraid. Better what he was doing by holding her, comforting her, cuddling her, spooning her, and touching her than to be forever asked to leave her bed, he didn't want to push his luck.
Following her lead, he needed her to be clearer in what she wanted and expected from him. As if treading on thin ice, he didn't want this sexual opportunity to crack and break beneath him. Yet, more than anything, even more than fingering her pussy and her fingering his cock, he wanted to touch and feel her left breast while fingering and even sucking her nipple. Yet, happy doing what he was doing, he'd have plenty to masturbate over later. Then, as if she read his mind, she took his hand and moved it on her left breast.
'Oh, my God,' he thought when she filled his horny hand with her big tit. 'My Mom just put my hand on her naked breast. I can't believe I'm holding my mother's big tit in the palm of my hand.'
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 19 ###
Elizabeth invites her son to sleep with her in her bed while holding her, cuddling her, spooning her, and comforting her.
* * * * *
"Mom," he said.
Shocking him when she moved his left hand to her left, naked breast, forgetting to call her Elizabeth, Mom was all that he could say. She surprised him as much as she sexually and incestuously excited him by putting his hand on her exposed boob. After flashing him down and up-blouses of her bra and an up-nightgown of the bottoms of her naked breasts, dying to touch her breasts but afraid to, he couldn't believe she voluntarily put his hand on her naked tit. He had wanted to touch and feel her breasts for years and now she invited him to do just that, albeit just the one breast.
After he saw the sheer sexy and open nightgown that she wore to bed, especially after she unintentionally or deliberately flashed him her tits and pussy when leaning forward to pull down the bed, he was so tempted to grope her breasts. Touching and feeling her breasts was something he wanted to do as soon as he climbed in bed with her. Touching and feeling his mother's big tits was what he had been masturbating doing for years. As if she could read his horny mind, as if she wanted him to touch and feel her as much as he wanted to touch and feel her, he couldn't believe he was cupping his mother's big boob in his horny hand.
"You act as if you've never felt a naked breast before Robert," she said with an unembarrassed and unashamed, sexy laugh.
Obviously playing him and sexually teasing him, she surprised him with her immoral, immodesty by making the first incestuous, sexual move. Not yet feeling and fondling his mother's tit but just cupping her breast in the palm of his big hand instead, he was afraid to move his hand for fear that she'd slap it away. Instead of fondling her bit tit, supporting the weight of her big, heavy tit, he held her breast in his hand as if his hand was her bra cup.
So firm, yet so soft, and filling his entire, big hand, he couldn't believe he was holding his mother's left breast in his hand. Then, as if he was feeling a huge grapefruit in the supermarket, fearing that he'd squash it, bruise it, or damage it, he gently squeezed his mother's breast. Still afraid to fondle her big tit for fear that she'd move his hand away, he didn't dare finger her nipple. After the sensation of feeling his mother's big, left tit in his horny, left hand, he'd never wash this hand again.
Even though he was the one who suggested sleeping with her, with him having ulterior motives, forget about just sleeping with her, he wanted to have sex with her. Now that he thought more about it, she made the first sexual, incestuous move when she agreed to have him sleep in the same bed with her. She made the second sexual, incestuous move by wearing this sexy, sheer, wide open nightgown over her naked body to bed. She made the third incestuous move when she deliberately flashed him her naked pussy and part of her naked breasts. She made the fourth sexual, incestuous move when she kissed him albeit without tongues as if he was her lover instead of her son for Valentine's Day.
She continued making sexually, incestuous moves by allowing him to finger her pubic hair while resting her breasts on the back of his hand and forearm. She continued making sexually, incestuous moves by pushing her ass against his hardening cock on the pretense of him keeping warm while he held her, comforted her, cuddled her, and spooned her. Finally, she made the best incestuous move when she put his horny hand on her naked breast. Now, eager to make his own incestuous moves, he'd love nothing more than to French kiss his mother while feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and fingering her pussy while she stroked his cock.
Yet, had she not continued making all the sexually, incestuous moves, he wouldn't be in bed with her as he was now. With him as naïve as he was respectful of his mother, he suspected that his mother more took sexual advantage of him than he took sexually advantage of her. Yet, glad that she was taking sexual advantage of him in the way he'd loved to take sexual advantage of her, he followed her lead.
"Yes, of course I have. I've felt many naked breasts but not your naked breast, Mom," he said with a nervous laugh while trying not to allow his sexual excitement to overwhelm him.
Not wanting her to think of him as her son but as her lover, he wished he could take back what he had just said. He may have made a mistake by ruining her sexual fantasy in calling attention to the fact that she was his mother and that he was her son and not her lover. Moreover, now that he mentioned other women, he may have made a mistake by mentioning the breasts of other women that he had felt. Needing more to go with the flow and to take this for what it was, a romantic interlude on Valentine's night with the love of his life, his mother, why was he even questioning this?
In the way that his cock was growing, hardening, and throbbing while pressed against his mother's nearly naked ass, he could feel her nipple erecting against the palm of his hand. Obviously, unless she was still cold, in the way that he was sexually aroused, then she was sexually aroused too. He had felt lots of breasts and fingered lots of nipples but, something else entirely, this was his mother's breast and his mother's nipple.
Sexually inexperienced in the ways of women, especially older women, and especially when in an incestuous relationship, he didn't know what to do. Not wanting her to ask him to leave her bed, he certainly didn't want to embarrass himself and make his mother feel uncomfortable by groping her and pressuring her for sex. Without doubt and no comparison, feeling his mother's breast and nipple was so much more sexually exciting and meant more to him than feeling the breast and nipple of a stranger.
Yet, cupping while holding his mother's breast in his hand was one thing but feeling her up and fingering her nipple as if she was an older woman who brought him home from a bar for sex was something else. Feeling her nipple was certainly more sexual than just holding her big tit in the palm of his hand. As if he was a doctor giving her a breast exam, even though he so wanted to finger her nipple, not wanting to make something so loving sexual, he controlled himself from fingering his mother's nipple.
Nonetheless, now that he was holding one of her big boobs in the palm of his horny hand, he so wanted to fondle both his mother's big tits while fingering both her erect nipples. Suddenly feeling nervously shy, he wished he had the boldness to feel both her tits and finger both her nipples. He so wanted to feel her tits and finger her nipples but, better holding one of her breasts than not holding either of her breasts, he didn't dare move his hand for fear that she'd move his hand away from her big tit.
'I can't believe I'm holding my mother's breast in my hand. I can't believe she put my hand on her breast,' he thought while afraid to move his hand.
Now that he was holding one of her tits, he wished he could suck her tits while she stroked his cock. Yet, instead of pushing his luck and with him thinking that he'd just be sleeping with her while comforting her, never expecting her putting his hand on her breast, he should be happy already going this sexually far with her. Maybe now that he was holding her breast while spooning her, she'd hold his cock while spooning him. Maybe after he spooned her and she spooned him, she'd allow him to feel both her breasts, finger her nipples, and her pussy while she fingered his cock. Maybe they'd have sex.
Yet, the last thing that he wanted was for his mother to stop whatever the Hell they were doing. The last thing he wanted was for his mother to return to her senses and regain her morals, her modesty, and her sexual inhibitions. Especially with her not yet sleeping, the last thing he wanted was for his mother to ask him to leave her bed. Yet, even if she asked him to leave her bed, once alone in his room he had plenty to masturbate over all that happened between them today.
"What you're doing now is very comforting and something that your father loved doing. He loved feeling my tits while fingering my nipples," she said turning her head on her pillow to look at him. "The touch of his hand and feel of his fingers on my naked breasts were as comforting as they were sexually arousing."
'Wait. Back up,' he thought. 'What was she inferring? Was she inviting me to feel her tits while fingering her nipples? Did she want me to finger her nipples while holding her breasts or not? He didn't know. He wasn't sure,' he thought while feeling so confused.
As if she was suddenly speaking a foreign language, he needed an incest dictionary to translate all that she said and did. Did she or did she not want to have incestuous sex with him? Was she or was she not as horny as he was? Was she or was she not as sexually excited as he was? Was she trying to seduce him in the way that he wanted to seduce her? Why else would she put his hand on her naked breast? Only, he didn't know. He wasn't sure.
"You have amazing breasts and a beautiful body," he said not knowing what else to say in this moment of sexual excitement and incestuous anticipation. He figured that it was better to just compliment her than to say the wrong thing at the wrong time. "I've always wanted to touch you," he said being careful to not go too far with his pillow talk.
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I don't mind you touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing my breast, Robert," she said with a shrug. She paused to push the covers down to her waist and to expose both her naked breasts to his horny eyes. "Just don't finger my nipples," she said. "Okay?"
Only, he didn't know if she was warning him not to finger her nipples or daring him to finger her nipples, especially when she changed her position in bed and lowered the covers. As if inviting him to feel her breasts while fingering her nipples, she turned her body to rest on her back instead of on her side. With her topless now, his mother's big, naked breasts were right there before his horny eyes and incestuous hands. He only wished the room wasn't so dark.
Yet, even in the dim nightlight that glowed from open door of the master bathroom, with her nightgown wide open but for the one button by her neck, he could see that she was naked. His mother was naked and her naked breasts were right there as if teasing him to touch them, feel them, fondle them, finger them, and suck them. As if she could read his mind, he couldn't believe she said what he was thinking again when she asked him not to finger her nipples. While fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, he so wanted to lean down and take her big tits in his mouth, first one and then the other.
Now he wondered if she was baiting him? He wondered if she was she teasing him? He wondered if she was she playing him? By putting his left hand on her left breast and drawing his attention to her nipples by telling him not to finger it, what was she really saying? What did she really want? Did she want him to finger her nipple? Now, by lying on her back and pushing the blanket down to her waist while exposing both her breasts to him, did she want him to not only feel both her breasts but also finger her nipples?
Unable to read her thoughts, he didn't know. He wondered if her nipples were the only parts of her that were off limits to him. Does that mean that he could feel and finger her pussy but not finger her nipples? Even though he'd love nothing more than to finger her nipples, he'd love to finger her pussy too while she stroked his cock. He'd love to masturbate his mother while she masturbated him.
Suddenly feeling embarrassed, he felt like the incestuous pervert that he obviously was. Thinking that his mother just wanted to sleep before, especially after she turned off the light, now he couldn't help but suspect that she wanted sex. Was she expecting him to finger her nipples while fingering her pussy? Suddenly feeling as if he was at her sexual mercy, with him unable to control his incestuous, sexual desires, he didn't know nor understand the rules to whatever incestuous game she was playing. Yet, with him having as much pride and dignity as he had incestuous lust for his mother, he didn't want to be a pawn in her game.
"I don't think I should be touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing your naked breasts Mother," he said while moving his hand away from her breast in the way that he moved his hand away from her pubic hair.
Even though he yearned to have sex with his mother, he didn't want to be used and played by her in the way she did with his father. Nonetheless his feigned and feeble protest in touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing his mother's breast, his cock contradicted his objection by growing bigger and harder. Proud of himself for being strong enough to exert some sexual, self-control, he was disappointed in himself for not staying the course if only to see what else would sexually happen. Perhaps in the way he was touching, feeling, fondling, and caressing her tit, she'd take that as her cue to touch, feel, fondle, and caress his cock too.
"What's the big deal? It's just a breast Robert," she said looking at him as if he was the one who was a prude while reaching for his right hand with her right hand.
With her now lying on her back and exposing both her naked breasts to his horny eyes, she lifted her head to drape his right arm around her right shoulder as she cuddled against him. In the way that she had put his left hand on her left breast, she pulled his right arm down over her shoulder by his wrist and put his right hand on her right breast too. Then, she pulled his arm and hand forward and placed his left hand on her naked left breast again. As if he was dreaming this or sexually fantasizing this, he was holding both his mother's breasts in his hands.
'I don't believe this is happening,' he thought. 'Both my hands are holding my mother's big, naked tits. Are we sleeping or are we having sex?'



"The big deal are tits, your tits," he said with a laugh. "Tits, especially naked tits, and especially our mother's naked tits, are big deals to men," he said with a dirty laugh. "Tits, especially naked tits, and especially your naked tits, are a big deal to me."
She shrugged her shoulders as if she didn't understand men when, obviously, she did. She shrugged her shoulders as if she didn't understand his meaning when, obviously, she did. Sexually teasing him and driving him incestuously crazy, obviously, she was playing him. Obviously, she wanted to have sex with her son as much as he wanted to have sex with his mother.
"It's just tits, Robert. It's just my tits. You used to suck my breasts when you were a baby," she said with an endearing laugh. "Hopefully lulling me to sleep, it's comforting for you to touch and feel my naked breasts in the way that your father used to touch and feel my naked breasts and in the way that I want you to touch and feel them now too."
'Was she asking me to finger her nipples or just touch and feel her tits? I'd love nothing more than to finger my mother's nipples. Was she asking me to suck her nipples or just touch and feel her tits? I'd love nothing more than to suck my mother's big tits,' he thought. 'I'd love nothing more than to sexually excite my mother in the way she had already sexually excited me.'
Only, when she moved like that to rest on her back, just before she moved his right hand on her breast, his left hand fell from her left breast lower down her naked body. As if his move was planned instead of serendipitous, his fingertips were poised right on her pussy slit. Taking a chance to hear what she'd say, ready to impale his mother's cunt with his fingertip, while moving his fingers lower, he played with the tuft of pubic hair that covered her pussy slit.
Then, as if taking her temperature, he so wanted to dip his finger in the forbidden moistness of his mother's hopefully wet pussy. He so wanted to part the lips of her vagina and slip his incestuously, horny finger inside to wiggle it around while rubbing her clit. Testing her vaginal secretions, he slid a slow finger along her pussy slit and was just about to part his mother's pussy lips when she reached down for his wrist and placed his left hand on her left breast again.
"Sorry Mom," he said not knowing what else to say while moving his hands away from her naked breasts.
With her making all the sexual moves, he was embarrassed when she rejected him from making his incestuous move in his attempt to part and fingering her pussy. If she wasn't his mother, he'd have a lot to say about feeling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples. If she wasn't his mother, he'd be talking dirty to her while trying to go much further with her. If she wasn't his mother, he'd already not only be fingering her nipples but also her cunt too. If she wasn't his mother, he'd already be having sex with her.
Obviously, it was one thing for him to cup his mother's breast in his hand but forbidden for him to touch, feel, fondle, and caress her breasts while fingering her nipples in the way his father was allowed to do. Not understanding the rules of the incestuous seduction between a mother and son, if she wasn't his mother, he'd masturbate her in the way he hoped she'd masturbate him. If she wasn't his mother, he'd rub her clit and fuck her cunt with his long, stiff finger while she stroked his hard prick in her soft hand. Obviously, it was one thing to play with her pubic hair but forbidden for him to finger her nipples and play with her pussy.
"There's no reason to be sorry, Robert. This is exactly how I used to sleep with your father. When he wasn't playing with my pubic hair, he was holding my breast in his hand while fingering my nipple as I slept. I loved feeling his hands on me just as I loved feeling my hands on him too," she said.
Moving closer to him, she snuggled up against him again.
"Okay, Mother," he said returning his hands to her naked breasts.
She looked up at him as if she was his lover instead of his mother and he returned her incestuous look with his incestuous look.
"As long as you don't finger my nipples, and as long as you don't feel uncomfortable doing it, I don't mind you touching, holding, and feeling my breast in your hand while holding me and spooning me as we sleep. As long as you don't finger my pussy, I don't mind you playing with my pubic hair," she said. "I don't even mind you feeling my naked ass, if that's what you'd like to do. Your father used to love my ass," she said turning to face the wall again while exposing her naked ass to him.
His mother was aware what he was doing in trying to finger her nipples and her pussy. Having never heard her say the word before, his mother said the word pussy. Further shocking him, he couldn't believe she just invited him to feel her naked ass. He wondered what else his father did that she'd allow him to do.
Not allowing the opportunity to feel his mother's naked ass to pass him by, he slid a slow hand across his mother's ass. Leaving his hand there as if he owned her ass, he felt her ass before squeezing her ass. Just as his father loved his mother's ass, he loved her ass too. She had such a sexy, shapely ass. She had the ass of a 30-year-old woman instead of a 48-year-old woman. With her always physically active and with nothing fallen yet, even her breasts only sagged just a little, God blessed her with a perfect MILF of a body.
Expanding on that thought, he wondered if there was anything that she did with his father that she'd love to do with him. Now that she confessed that she enjoyed holding his father's naked prick in her hand while she slept, he'd love for her to wrap her long, manicured fingers around his naked cock and hold his stiff prick in her hand while she slept. Maybe if she was dreaming about having sex with him, she'd stroke him too. He'd love to cum all over his mother's naked ass and on the back of her shapely legs while she masturbated him from behind.
"Okay," said Robert to his mother giving him her permission to touch, feel, and hold her naked breast.
He felt, fondled, and caressed his mother's left breast again with his left hand while careful not to touch her nipple with any part of his hand but for his horny, sweaty palm. He still felt her naked ass with his right hand while careful not to go anywhere near her exposed pussy. He wondered if when he turned the other way and when she spooned him, if she'd feel his erect prick through his pajama bottoms. He wondered if she'd go a step further and stick her motherly hand inside of his pajamas to hold his naked cock as she slept.
Abandoning her breast to finger her pubic hair, he reached his hand down to finger her pubic hair again before reaching up his hand to cup her big tit again. When he abandoned her pubic hair to feel her breast again, testing to see if she really didn't want him to finger her nipple, he slid a slow purposeful, albeit stealth palm across her nipple while cupping her left breast. In the way that his cock hardened to touching and feeling her naked breast, her nipple erected to sliding a slow hand across her tit.
Then, moving his hand from her breast to her pussy again, while playing with her pubic hair, he inched his hand down further down. In the way that he wanted his mother to hold his naked cock, he so wanted to cup her pussy. In the way that he wanted his mother to finger the head of his engorged prick, he so wanted to finger his mother's cunt. He so wanted to masturbate his mother in the way that he wished she'd masturbate him.
"You have a beautiful breasts mom. They're just amazing. So soft and yet so firm, I love your big tits," he said hoping he'd sexually arouse her by talking dirty to her and that she'd invite him to not only finger her nipples but also suck her nipples. "And your pubic hair is so soft too. I love touching and feeling you where Dad used to touch and feel you," he said giving her sexy pillow talk while hoping she'd invite him to finger her pussy before licking and fingering her cunt.
Getting off on talking dirty to his mother, he wanted to say so much more than what he was saying. Yet, still taking it slow, he needed to follow her lead so as not to break whatever rules she had about whatever the Hell they were doing in bed together on Valentine's Day night. Forget about cuddling and spooning, he'd love to give his mother hot, sexy pillow talk while having hot, incestuous sex with her. At the very least, forget about sleeping, if she didn't allow him to give her hot, incestuous sex, he'd love to French kiss his mother while touching and feeling her everywhere.
In the way that she exposed herself to him by wearing this sheer, flimsy excuse of a nightgown, he wanted to expose himself to her by pulling out his cock from his pajama bottoms. In the way that she put his hand on her breast, he'd love to put her hand on his cock. Only, in the way that she did that with his father, surely, she'd never do that with him. Just as she didn't want him to finger her nipples and/or her pussy, she'd never hold his hard, naked prick in her soft, motherly hand in the way that she allowed him to cup and hold her big tit.
"Thank you, Robert. I appreciate your compassion and understanding," she said as if he was a stranger paying respects to the relative of a departed loved one at a wake.
As much as he loved playing with her pubic hair, he loved the sensation of his mother's breasts in his hot hands. Inspiring him to get harder, just the feel of her big tits in his horny hands allowed him to maintain a constant erection. As if she couldn't get comfortable, she turned to lay on her back again. She moved his right arm around her shoulder again. Now both of his hands were holding her big tits again.
'This is unbelievable,' he thought. 'I'm holding both my mother's breasts.'
When he wasn't feeling her breasts, he was holding her right breast with his right hand while he was playing with her pubic hair with his left hand. When he wasn't playing with her pubic hair, he was holding both her breasts while throbbing and pulsating his cock against the side of his mother's shapely thigh and hip. He wondered if she could feel his cock pushing against her in the way that he wished he was humping his prick inside her. Never sexually satisfied, just as he wished he could make love to his mother, he wished he could fuck his mother.
'How could she not feel my cock pushing against her thigh? How could she not know how much I sexually want her? Surely, she must know that I want to have incestuous sex with her,' he thought. 'Maybe if I turn the other way, she'll hold my cock in her hand while spooning me in the way she did with my father.'
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 20 ###
Mother and son strip naked while in bed together
* * * * *
After a while, with him still holding and fondling her breasts, when she flipped her pillow to the cooler side, she turned to spoon him and he turned to face the other way with her. In the way that he did with her, she put her hand on his hard, flat stomach and pulled him to her as she moved closer to him. In the way that she humped him was as if she was the man instead of the woman, instead of his mother, and he was the woman, instead of her son. In the way that she held him and spooned him, he'd love to be her lover in addition to being her son.
The warmth of his mother's nearly naked body felt comforting. Cemented against one another, they stayed like that for a few minutes before she lowered her hand, perhaps to a more comfortable position. Now with her fingertips touching the top of his pubic hair through his pajama bottoms in the way that his fingertips touched her pubic hair inside of her nightgown, he wished she'd put her hand on his cock through his pajamas. He wished she'd stick her hand inside of his pajama bottoms and wrap her long, manicured fingers around his prick. As if begging her for attention, his penis throbbed and pulsated in anticipation of the touch of his mother's fingers and hand.
"It just occurred to me that you're wearing pajamas," she said with a laugh while lifting the covers to look down at what he was wearing. "Why are you wearing pajamas?"
He turned to look at her out the corner of his eye.
"I always wear pajamas to bed," he said as if questioning why she'd even ask.
In response to his look, she sighed, rolled her eyes, and laughed again.
"Your father never wore pajamas to bed. He didn't even own a pair of pajamas. He slept in the nude," she said pausing as if she was rethinking what she was about to say. "Have you ever slept in the nude, Robert? It's a freeing experience in the way that going to a nude beach is."
Piquing his interest as well as his curiosity, now he wondered in the way that his father slept in the nude, if she slept in the nude too. She was practically naked as it was now. Yet, he wondered if she wanted him to sleep with her in the nude in the way that she was sleeping nearly naked with him. He wondered if she wanted him to sleep in the nude with her in the way that she said his father slept with her naked.
Tempted to do so, he wanted to strip off his pajama bottoms. Tempted to do so, he wanted to put his mother's hand on his naked prick in the way that she put his hand on her pubic hair and in the way that she put his hand on her naked breast. Only for fear that he'd ruin him sleeping with his mother again, he didn't dare. Bidding his time while waiting for his moment, he needed to follow his mother's lead. If she wanted to hold his cock, she was welcome to do that, and if she wanted him to sleep in the nude, all she needed to do was to ask.
Now that she mentioned it, he wondered if in the way that she said a nude beach is a freeing experience, if she had ever been to a nude beach. Imagining his mother walking along the beach naked as if she was the Girl from Ipanema, he could only imagine all the men staring at her naked body. He wondered if she had any hidden, sexy photos of her on a nude beach. He'd love to see photos of his naked mother surrounded by admiring men.
"No, I've never slept in the nude," he said.
Now that he thought more about it, she must have felt his erection pulsating against her ass? How could she not? With his cock planted right up against her ass and throbbing in-between her ass cheeks, as if he had a live snake in his pajama bottoms trying to escape, how could she not know he had an erection? How could she not know that he was sexually aroused? How could she not know that he didn't just want to sleep with her in the same bed but that he wanted to have sex with her? How could she not know that he wanted to have sex with his MILF of a mother?
He couldn't count the number of times he had an erection while thinking of his mother naked or while thinking of having sex with her. He couldn't count the number of times he masturbated while thinking of his mother touching him, feeling him, holding him, fondling him, and stroking his cock. He couldn't count the number of times he imagined his mother stroking his cock before sucking his cock and before fucking his cock. Now here he was in bed with her nearly naked body and with her wanting him to get naked too.
"Give it a try, Robert. Don't be shy. Take off your pajama bottoms. With you hidden beneath the covers, I can't see anything," she said. "Besides for me to have the illusion that I'm sleeping with your father, if you don't mind and if it's not too uncomfortably embarrassing for you, I need to hold your naked penis in my hand."
He was stunned. He couldn't believe what she had just said and what he had just heard.
'What? Seriously? Huh? Did he hear her correctly? She wants me to get naked so that she can hold my naked penis in her hand? Is she kidding me? Shades of sexual roleplaying with my mother, for me to give her the illusion that I'm her husband, she wants to hold my naked penis in her hand? Oh, my God. I don't believe this is happening. Fuck me!'
With her not having to ask him twice, he reached down and squirmed out of his pajama bottoms. No longer hiding his huge erection, except for a light sheet covering his torso, he was naked and in bed with his nearly naked mother. With this starting out so innocent and with him sleeping with her while holding her, comforting her, cuddling her, and spooning her, he couldn't believe that he was in bed naked with his nearly naked mother. He couldn't believe his mother was about to hold his naked prick in her soft, warm hand while she slept.
The reason they both agreed to sleep in the same bed was for her to get a good night's sleep. The reason she accepted his invitation to sleep with her was because she was lonely and missed sleeping with her husband. The reason he was so eager to sleep with his mother was so that he could touch and feel her as she slept. Now, unless he was imagining it, with him in bed naked with his nearly naked mother, this was leading to them having incestuous, forbidden, and illegal mother and son sex.
Perhaps, he was misreading her. Perhaps, sex had nothing to do with what she wanted. Perhaps, she just wanted to replicate the conditions of her sleeping with his father for her to get a good night's sleep. Yet, with him already being allowed to hold her naked breast and finger her pubic hair and with her now about to hold his naked cock in her hand, the last thing he wanted to do was to sleep. The only thing that he wanted to do was to have sex with his MILF of a mother.
He was still in shock by what she said. Even now that he was in bed naked with his mother, not believing that she'd dare take his naked cock in her hand, believing that she was just sexually teasing him, he couldn't believe when she mentioned holding his naked cock again. Even though he'd love for her to take his naked cock in her hand and hold it while spooning him, it was enough for him to be naked and in the same bed with his nearly naked mother. Even if she didn't take his naked cock in her hand, it would be enough for her to play with his pubic hair in the way that he played with her pubic hair.
'I dare you to take my cock in your hand,' he thought. 'I double dare you to take my cock in your hand. In the way that I so wanted to finger your nipple, I dare you to finger the head of my cock while holding my cock. In the way that I so wanted to play with your pussy, I double dare you to stroke my cock while holding my cock. If you stroke my cock, then I'll know that you want sex. If you stroke my cock, then I'll turn and finger your nipples while fingering your pussy,' he thought.
If she didn't take his prick in her hand, wishing he had the audacity to do so, he wished he could put his mother's hand on his erect, naked prick in the way that she put his hand on her big, naked breast. Only with what he wanted was more sexual, what she obviously wanted was more comforting. She just wanted to hold his naked prick but he wanted her to stroke, suck, and fuck his naked prick. Obviously, both not on the same page, with her hoping for a good night's sleep, he was hoping for sex.
Now with him naked and her arm around his toned stomach, her fingertips toyed with his pubic hair in the way that his fingers toyed with her pubic hair. In the way that his fingertip were mere inches away from fingering her pussy slit, her fingertips were just mere inches from touching his throbbing cock. If his mother was going through all this trouble just to hold his prick, he hoped she'd stroke his prick too.
In the way that she lovingly touched him whenever he was ill with a fever from the flu, his prick ached for his mother's hot hand to touch him now that he had a sexual fever. Only, in the way that she asked him not to finger her nipples and/or touch her pussy, even though she said she would, he seriously doubted that she'd touch his naked prick never mind take his naked prick in her motherly hand. He imagined lying on his back while she held, fondled, and stroked his naked prick and while he fingered her nipples and played with her pussy but that would be too much like incestuous sex.



If she wasn't going to hold his stiff prick and if she was only teasing him, he wondered how he could subtly move so that her hand would touch his erection. He thought about moving a little higher up on the bed or raising his knees for him to move his erect cock higher and in reach of her hand. If he slowly slid himself higher up on his pillow while raising his knees to sleep in the fetal position in the way she was while resting her big tits on his forearm and on the back of his hand, her hand would be in contact with his hardening penis.
He wondered what she'd do if he touched her fingers with his cock. Would she leave her hand there or would she quickly move her hand away? Would she fondle the head of his prick in the way that he fondled her pubic hair and touched her pussy slit? Would she take him in her hand, wrap her long, manicured fingers around his cock, and stroke his cock in the way that he took her breasts in his hand to squeeze them and fondle them? Maybe, as she fell asleep, in the way that he couldn't wait to touch and feel her sleeping, naked body, she'd take his erect prick in her hand to fondle and stroke him as she slept.
'I'd love nothing more than for my mother to give me a sleeping hand job,' he thought. 'I'd love nothing more than for my mother to masturbate me. I'd love nothing more for my mother to grope my prick in her sleep in the way that I can't wait to grope her in her sleep.'
Only, just when he was about to reposition himself for his mother to inadvertently and innocently touch his naked prick, she shocked him by lowering her hand. Holding his breath with sexual anticipation, voluntarily and willingly, she touched his naked cock with her fingertips without any help from him. His sexual fantasy come true, his mother was touching his naked prick. He couldn't believe his mother was touching his naked prick. He couldn't count how many times he imagined his mother touching her naked penis while masturbating himself.
'I don't believe this,' he thought. 'I'll be masturbating over this later tonight and for the rest of my life. My mother is touching my naked prick with her fingertips.'
Then, if that wasn't enough that she touched his naked prick with her fingertips, he couldn't believe it when she placed her soft, motherly hand directly on his hard prick. Shocking him and sexually exciting him, in the way he filled his hands with both of her breasts, his mother had her hand on his cock. It was one thing for him to be holding her tits but quite another thing for her to be holding his dick. He couldn't believe his mother's hand was on top of his prick.
In the way that he left his hand on her breast without moving it, she left her hand there on his prick without moving it. Yet, wishing she'd wrap her long, motherly fingers around his stiff, naked prick, in the way he respected her wishes by not fingering her nipples or her pussy, she didn't move her fingers on his cock. Not wanting to pressure her for sex, perhaps her resting her hand on his prick was as innocent as him holding her breasts. Nonetheless with him giving her the benefit of his sexual doubt, something he had only dreamt about when sleeping and sexually fantasized about when masturbating, he couldn't believe she willingly and voluntarily touched his naked penis.
'That feels so good for her to touch me in that sexual way,' he thought. 'I only wish she'd take me in her hand and wrap her fingers around my penis while stroking me.'
Then, as if she was reading his mind and as if she was stroking the side of his face, she softly stroked his penis with her fingertips. It took all the self-control he had not to reach down and close her hand around his penis. It took all the self-control he had not to wrap her fingers around his swollen prick. It took all the self-control he had not to move her hand back and forth with his for her to give him a forced, motherly, hand job. It took all the self-control he had not to turn to her to kiss her, to touch her, and to feel her everywhere before mounting her and making love to her.
Perhaps imagining more than it was, in the way that he wondered if she was wet before, he wondered if she was wet now. In the way that she deliberately moved her hand on his erect, naked prick, it was as if he was her man or her husband instead of her son. In the way that she deliberately moved her hand on his erect, naked prick, it was as if she was his woman or his wife instead of his mother. As if he was her lover instead of her son, it was as if she was his lover instead of his mother.
She left her hand there on his cock with purpose. As she, no doubt, would move her hand away had she accidentally touched his prick if they were cuddling on the couch while watching a movie, and if they weren't in bed together, she didn't move her hand away now. He only wished she'd wrap her fingers around his engorge prick and stroke his stiff cock. Now that he was so horny, not taking him much time to cum, he'd love for his mother to masturbate him.
Instead, she left her hand there as if she meant to hold his cock in the way that he wanted her to hold his cock. She left her hand there in the way that he left his hand on her pussy while playing with her pubic hair. Not knowing is she was awake or sleeping, she fingered his prick in the way that he wanted to finger her pussy. Not daring to move for fear his mother would remove her hand from his stiff prick, he stayed there like that while incestuous, sexual excitement overwhelmed him and washed over him in the way of a sudden fever.
Never had he felt such sexual excitement with a woman feeling his naked erection before in the way that he was so very sexually excited with his mother feeling his naked prick now. Then, ever so slowly and ever so gently as if he had willed her to do, she moved her fingers along the full length of his penis as if she was fingering her pussy instead of his cock. He wondered if she was sleeping and had accidentally touched his throbbing and pulsating cock in her sleep. He wondered if she was dreaming of having sex with him in the way that he yearned to have sex with her now.
Now that her hand was in contact with his hard, erect, naked cock, he wondered if she was sexually fantasizing about his engorged prick in the way that he had sexually fantasized about her warm, wet, blonde pussy. Not believing it for a minute, but wishing she had, he wondered if she deliberately moved her hand there. Just as he had been curious about the feel of her naked breasts, he wondered if she was curious about the feel of his naked cock too. Perhaps after watching him masturbating himself and cumming earlier today, he had sexually aroused her and she now sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
In the way that his hand was on her naked breast before, his mother's hand was on his naked prick now. Unable to wrap his brain around all that sexually and incestuously happened in just a short amount of time, he couldn't believe he was naked and in bed with his nearly naked mother. In the way that he wanted to finger his mother's pussy, he wished she'd stroke his cock. Other than giving him a motherly hand job, he'd love for her to give him a motherly blowjob. Other than her giving him a motherly blowjob, he'd love to make sweet, passionate love to his mother before fucking his mother.
Maybe, she was sleeping and fell asleep with her hand and fingertips touching his cock. Instead of moving her hand away from his stiff prick, maybe she'd wrap her fingers around his big prick in her sleep. Then, just as he thought that, she fondled the head of his prick. She fingered the head of his cock before she took his cock in her hand and wrapped her manicured fingers around his stiff prick. As if she was holding her dildo, if she even had one, his mother was holding his prick in her hand on Valentine's Day night.
'Happy Valentine's Day to me. This is unbelievable,' he thought. 'I can't believe this is really happening. Whether she's sleeping or awake, I'll be masturbating over this moment for the rest of my life. If it wasn't enough that she allowed me to finger her pubic hair and hold her naked breast while spooning her, I can't believe she's holding my naked prick while spooning me.'
An involuntary move, his cock throbbed and pulsated by the mere warmth and touch of her soft, motherly hand. Then, when she didn't move her hand away, wanting and needing more sexual stimulation, he ever so slowly moved his hips back and forth. Expecting her to move her hand away when he stealthily moved his hips back and forth, he caused her to give him a forced, motherly hand job. Expecting her to move her hand away with him forcing her to masturbate him, he called to her to see if she was still awake.
"Mom," he said and that was all that he said.
With her still awake and with her not only deliberately touching his prick but also with her having wrapped her long, manicured fingers around his stiff prick, he needn't say anymore for her to know his meaning. Then, as if his cock was hers while holding it, in the way that he felt her ass was his when feeling it, she did something he hoped she'd do. As if preparing to give him a hand job, she wrapped her hand tighter around his cock. If he moved his hips back and forth now, she'd really be giving him a forced, motherly hand job.
"Oh don't be such a prude, Robert. This is how I slept with your father. It isn't as if I'm giving you a hand job, even though you'd like that with you stealthily moving your hips back and forth while throbbing and pulsating your prick," she said with a laugh. "He always held my breast and played with my pubic hair when we faced one way and I held his cock when we faced the other way," she said with a pause. "What's the big deal? If my touching you makes you feel uncomfortable, I can move my hand away."
Just as he couldn't believe it when she said pussy, he couldn't believe it when she said prick. He wished his mother would sexually talk dirty to him in the way that he'd love to sexually talk dirty to her. For him to have her permission to finger her pubic hair and touch, feel, fondle, and caress her naked breasts and naked ass, obviously, it was permissible for her to hold and wrap her fingers around his stiff prick.
He wondered what else she'd say was okay to do because she did that with his father. Would it be okay for her to give him a hand job? Would it be okay for him to cum all over his mother's hand or all over her tits? Would it be okay for her to give him a blowjob? Would it be okay for him to cum in his mother's beautiful mouth? Would it be okay for her to make love to him before fucking him, really fucking him hard and fast?
Not all just one-sided, something that his father did with her, would it be okay for him to finger her pussy while licking her pussy? Hoping that she'd give him one too, would it be okay for him to give his mother an orgasm with his finger and tongue? Something she routinely did with his father; would it be okay for him to sleep with his mother every night and have sex with her every morning and every night? Would it be okay for him to give his mother an orgasm with his cock?
Instead of just leaving her hand stationary on top of his prick, after she wrapped her fingers around him, he wanted her to stroke him. Wishing she would, after sexually fantasizing about it while masturbating himself over it, he wanted his mother to give him a hand job. Wishing she would, after sexually fantasizing about it while masturbating himself over it, he wanted his mother to give him a blowjob. Wishing she would, after sexually fantasizing about it while masturbating himself over it, he wanted his mother to make love to him before fucking him.
Thinking again about her barging in his bedroom and catching him masturbating, he wanted to cum for his mother again. Only, this time, instead of cumming all over his chest, stomach, and hand while she watched, he wanted to cum in her beautiful mouth or in her warm, wet pussy. Whether she allowed him to cum on her hand, across her naked breast, took him in her mouth, or spread her legs for him to cum in her cunt, with him already so very sexually aroused, he needed to cum.
Even if only cumming all over her hand and fingers, he'd love nothing more than to cum for his mother again. He'd love nothing more than to cum in his mother's mouth and watch her swallow his cum. He'd love nothing more than to give his mother a cum bath. By the thoughts of his mother masturbating him and him cumming for her, his prick grew bigger and harder.
With him having an erection as soon as he saw his mother's sexy, see-through, and barely-there nightgown, and with her holding his prick in her hand now, it didn't take him very long to have a full-blown erection. He couldn't stop his cock from throbbing and pulsating and every time it did, his stiff prick grew bigger and harder. So wanting to slowly hump his mother's hand, if she wasn't going to masturbate him, he couldn't wait to masturbate himself after she fell asleep and he left his mother's bed for his bed.
* * * * *
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"Maybe I should go to my room now Mom," he said disappointed that his mother didn't take his hint and masturbate him.
* * * * *
"Maybe I should go to my room now Mom," he said disappointed that his mother didn't take his hint and masturbate him.
Sad about leaving his mother's bed, but sexually excited enough to masturbate himself once alone in his room, he had plenty to masturbate over now. He couldn't wait to masturbate over all that happened tonight. He needed to masturbate after their talking about sex and her incestuously teasing him. He needed to stroke his cock after seeing his mother wearing that sheer, sexy, wide open nightgown and her flashing him her naked pussy and big tits. He needed to jerk off after she pressed her nearly naked body against him and kissed him. Then, after she allowed him to finger her pubic hair, hold her breasts, and held his cock in her hand, he needed to cum.
"Please don't go, Robert. Not yet. Not now," she said wrapping her hand tighter around his naked cock while putting his hands back on her naked breasts.
Wishing she'd stroke him to keep him there in her bed, he turned to look at her to see her sexually staring at him as if he was indeed her lover and not her son. He volunteered to sleep with her so that she'd get a good night's sleep. He volunteered to sleep with her in the hopes that he'd see something, touch something, and feel something of her beautiful body. He volunteered to sleep with him hoping that she'd have sex with him. Like mother like son, with her holding his cock in her hand and not letting him go, perhaps she thought the same thing, too.
"Mom," he said again with a pause. Rethinking what he was about to say, better that he stayed than leave but he was so very horny, so very sexually frustrated, and if she wasn't going to masturbate him, he needed to masturbate himself. "I'm sorry but you're making me so horny and so sexually frustrated by holding my prick in your hand," and not stroking it, he wanted to add but didn't.
Instead of letting him go, as if grabbing a hammer, seemingly not wanting him to leave her bed, he couldn't believe his mother grabbed his naked cock even tighter in her soft hand.
"Did I do that?" She giggled a whisper in his ear while sexually teasing him. "Did I arouse you sexually by just putting my hand on your penis?" When he didn't answer her, she asked him another sexual question. "Is that all it takes to make you horny and sexually frustrated is for me to put my hand on your penis?"
Obviously, she was teasing him now but she embarrassed him by knowing that he was so sexually aroused by her. As if she was squeezing a full tube of toothpaste with the cap on, she held his erection even tighter in her hot, motherly hand than she did before. Then, in the way that he slowly traced her pussy slit before she moved his hand away from her cunt, she ran a slow finger along the head of his cock while staring at him. When she fingered and squeezed the head of his cock, his stiff prick answered the pleasure of his mother's experienced fingers by throbbing and pulsating from the warmth of her motherly hand.
She played with the head of his penis with her long, manicured fingers while she tightly held his stiff prick. She fingered the head of his prick in the way that he not only wanted to finger her pussy but also in the way that he wanted to finger her nipples. Just as she knew she had sexually aroused him and had been sexually teasing him all evening, she knew exactly what she was doing now. An incestuous game that she obviously enjoyed playing, it was a game that he not yet knew the rules, otherwise, he'd be fingering her pussy and nipples in the way that she was fingering his cock.
"Yes. Sorry Mom," he said. "You did do that to me when I'm just supposed to be sleeping with you while comforting you, holding you, cuddling you, and spooning you. I'm so embarrassed to be sexually aroused by my own mother. That's wrong," he said holding his head in shame. "That's nasty. That's incestuous. That's forbidden and even illegal in some state and countries but I'd be lying to you if I didn't admit that it feels good touching and feeling you while you touch and feel me."
As he did earlier, he so wanted to move his hips back and forth again for her to give him a forced hand job but with her catching him doing that before, she'd be aware of him doing that again now. Besides, he didn't have to move his hips back and forth for him to have his mother give him a forced hand job when his mother ever so slowly stroked his big prick. As if wiping the wax from a cucumber, she gently stroked him. Obviously, giving him what he wanted to make him stay, she'd seemingly would do anything for him to not leave her bed.
'I wonder if in addition to stroking my cock, if she'd suck my cock, and fuck my cock,' he thought while driving himself mad with incestuous thoughts.
Erotically, incestuously, and sexually exciting him, as if she was toying with him and teasing him, she continued sliding a slow finger over the head of his cock while ever so slowly stroking him. He turned on his back again and propped up his pillows behind his head to watch his mother's experienced hand have her wicked, sexual way with his stiff prick. Just as he wanted her to see his reaction to her stroking him, he wanted to see his mother's reaction to her hopefully giving him a hand job. He wanted to watch her stroking him. If she was going to allow him to cum, he didn't want to miss the sight of him cumming for his mother.
"It's okay Robert. Don't worry. As we agreed before, this is our little secret," she said whispering as if there was someone listening. "No one needs to know what we do behind closed, bedroom doors. It's none of anyone's business. Besides, you have nothing to be sorry about. Don't be embarrassed. Your cock isn't the first cock that I've held and stroked in my hand," she said. "I've been holding and stroking your father's prick in my hand and giving him regular hand jobs and blowjobs since my Prom night, thirty years ago, when I was an 18-year-old virgin," she said with another sexy giggle.
'Oh, my God, the answer to one of his unanswered questions, his mother does suck cock. She's been giving my father regular hand jobs and blowjobs since she was an 18-year-old virgin on her Prom night,' he thought. 'If only she'd suck my cock, I'd be the happiest son in the world.'
With her from a different generation, he wondered if she allowed his father to cum in her mouth or if she pulled him from her mouth to cum on her tits. If she did allow his Dad to cum in her mouth, he wondered if she swallowed his cum. Even though she confessed she was a virgin when she married, he wondered if she gave anyone else, other than his father, a hand job and/or a blowjob. Giving hand jobs and blowjobs wouldn't take away from her virginity, especially if it wasn't public knowledge that she gave hand jobs and blowjobs. Unless she was the hand job and/or blowjob queen, her virginal status and moral reputation would still be safe.



Having never heard his mother talk in such a sexual way before, it sexually excited him to hear her speak in such a sexual way now. It sexually excited him when she said cock, prick, hand jobs, and blowjobs. When she said that she had given his father regular hand jobs and blowjobs since her Prom night, was she hinting that she'd give him a hand job and/or a blowjob too now?
All he could do was to follow her lead. He hoped she'd give him some, hot, sexy, incestuous, pillow talk about her sexual past before giving him hot, sexy, incestuous pillow talk now. He hoped she'd tell him more about what she sexually did with his father. He pumped and pried her for more sexual information.
"I can't imagine you giving Dad a hand job and a blowjob," he said prodding her and playing her for more erotic details about her sexual life while hoping that she'd give him hand job too. "You don't have to answer my questions if they're too invasively embarrassing but I was just wondering. If you don't mind, tell me more about what you did sexually with Dad," he said.
While he looked at his mother with sexual excitement, seemingly ruining her mood, Elizabeth suddenly looked at her son with sadness. As if she was thinking if she should continue answering his sexual questions, she fell quiet. He wondered what she was thinking while hoping that he hadn't offended her. A delicate balance of trying to incestuously seduce his mother while not knowing how far across the incestuous line she allowed him to go, he had to play everything by ear. Better for her to take the lead and he'd surely follow.
"Does it sexually excite you when I tell you the sexual things that I did with your father?"
Quickly recovering from her sadness, she looked at him staring at her as if she was a porn star instead of his MILF of a mother. Then, ready to sexually tease him again, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. Once again with her the queen of this sexy, sexual game, with him her pawn and an easy mark, she was playing him again. Yet, whatever her game, waiting for her to make her moves so that he could make his moves too, he was just happen to play her game of chess.
"Yes," he said while looking at her as if she was the most beautiful woman in the world.
She continued smiling while running a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
"I bet you'd like me to do all those sexual things to you, too. I bet you'd love to do all those sexual things with me," she said.
She paused as if rethinking what she was about to say next.
"Yes," he said and was all that he could say.
She leaned into him to whisper in his ear.
"I bet you'd love me to give you a hand job and/or a blowjob," she said.
She gave him a sexy grin and a naughty look while sexually teasing him.
"Yes," he said again and was all that he could say.
She looked incestuously at him in the way that he looked lustfully at her. Then, as if he wasn't sexually excited and shocked enough, she sexually excited him and shocked him even more by what she said next.
"I bet you'd love to lick my pussy while fingering my pussy," she said giving him the forbidden of licking and fingering her pussy. "I bet you'd love to make love to your mother," she said whispering her words in his ear before sticking her tongue in his ear and blowing in his ear. "I bet you'd love to fuck your mother," she said giving him the sexual image of him pounding her pussy harder and faster.
Now breathing through his mouth instead of through his nose, his jaw dropped and his eyes widened.
"Yes," he said. "I'd love to lick and finger your pussy just as I'd love to make love to you before fucking you."
Satisfied with her sexually teasing him, she smiled.
"What if I just masturbated you? What if I just stroked your cock and made you cum all over my hand?"
He never thought he'd be disappointed by his mother offering a hand job but he was. Now that she mentioned it and not that she drove him insane with sexual lust for her, he was hoping that she'd not only stroke his cock but also suck his cock before fucking his erect prick.
"Yes," he said. "I'd love for you to masturbate me, Mom. I'd love to cum all over your hand."
She stroked him a little harder and a little faster.
"I'm out of practice," she said. "It's been years since I've given a hand job."
While his mother stroked him, he persevered in his quest to learn more about his mother's sexual background.
"Tell me what you sexually did with my father. I want to know," he said looking at his mother with as much curiosity as he looked at her with sexual excitement. "It sexually excites me to know and for me to imagine you having sex with him."
As if she was telling him a bedtime story, she made herself comfortable against him. Yet, her mood changed again from sexual excitement, to sadness, and to anger. Obviously, she was angry when talking about her sexual past with her ex-husband to her son.
"Your father was a disrespectful and insensitive pig, especially when he was drunk and during those last few years, he was always drunk," she said.
She looked at her son as if apologizing for all that she was ready to say about his father's bad behavior.
"I'm sorry, Mom. You don't have to tell me if you'd rather not," he said.
She smiled at him as if he was her therapist instead of her son.
"It's okay," she said. "Having never told anyone, I'd rather talk about it to someone and better to you than to a stranger."
She fell as quiet as she looked sad.
"It's okay, Mom. I know how Dad was. I'd never judge you for whatever he did or made you do," he said while suspecting his father did some terrible things to his mother.
While still holding onto his prick and slowly sliding her fingers over the head of his cock as if it was her worry stone, she gave her son a warm smile.
"He was always trying to get me to flash my tits to his drunken friends. He encouraged them to touch me, feel me, and grope me. He even wanted me to have sex with his friends while he watched and masturbated himself. Always waiting for when I was carrying something, he used to pull off my bikini top and pull down my tube top to expose my naked breasts to his drunken friends. No matter which way I turned, one of his friends would be there staring while groping me," she said suddenly looking sad.
She looked at her son with sadness while, like father like son, he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Sorry, Mom," he said but he wasn't apologizing for his father's bad behavior, he was apologizing for his own sexual excitement.
She looked away from him and stared down at his erect prick in her hand while continuing what she needed to say.
"God forbid I should wear a skirt, he'd lift it to my waist and try to pull down my panties to flash them my naked ass and pussy."
Knowing that's what drunken men do, guilty of that himself, especially when at a party with a hot, drunken woman, he looked at his mother with compassion and understanding.
"I'm sorry, Mom. We don't have to discuss this, if you'd rather not," he said.
As if she was being brave, she nodded her head.
"It's okay. It's in the past and I'm over it now. Yet, being that I'm obviously still angry over this, I need to talk about this," she said falling silent." While Robert cupped his mother's big breasts in his horny hands, she continued fondling her son's erect prick before speaking again. "Just as you obviously do," she said looking down at his hands on her tits. "Your father loved my big tits. He was proud of my shapely breasts and big nipples. I lost count how many times he showed men my naked tits against my will, especially whenever I was too slow to react and too drunk to stop him."
Angry that his father would sexually assault his mother in such a disrespectful way, he looked at her with anger mixed with sexual excitement. Now that he knew how it affected his mother, he felt guilty over all the drunken women the he and his friends sexually abused at drunken, college frat parties. What comes around, goes around and with his mother now a victim of men's sexual depravity too, he suddenly felt guilty over all the nasty and disrespectful things that he and his friends did while on Spring break.
"I'm sorry, Mom," said Robert suddenly feeling ashamed that he was acting like his father by asking her such personal, sexual questions.
Yet, like father like son, he imagined how sexually exciting it would be to exposed his mother to his friends and/or to other men. Like father like son, now that they were nearly sexually intimate, if she wore a tube top or a bikini in front of him, he'd be tempted to do what his father did and flash her tits to unsuspecting men. As much as he understood his mother's anger and felt her pain, he understood his father's sexual lust in wanting to share his wife by flashing her to his friends.
She continued her sexual confession and, again, as if his prick was her worry stone while rubbing his cock with her thumb, she didn't let go of her son's cock while telling him her sexual secrets. She even held his prick tighter while she confessed what her husband forced her to do and to endure. Perhaps, with her knowing that whatever she told her son, sexually excited him, she used her sexual confession as she would if giving him hot, sexy, incestuous, pillow talk. She used her sexual confession to further tease and perhaps even seduce her son, not that she needed to even try to seduce him.
"As if I was a Japanese woman riding the subway and forced to have sex with strange men, he'd leave me in a room with his drunken friends to smoke his cigar on the patio while they sexually assaulted me. Whenever I was drunk enough, he hoped that I'd have sex with his horny friends. The last straw was when three of his friends held me down against my will on the couch and stripped me naked. Admittedly, I was drunk, too drunk to stop them from stripping off my clothes. While one held my arms, another stuck his cock in my mouth, and a third was eating my pussy before trying to fuck me," she said.
Robert looked at his mother in horror.
"Those bastards! That's horrible Mom. Dad was a real dick to you," he said.
She looked at her son with sorrow.
"They would have gangbang raped me had I not screamed and fought them. Lucky for me, they were drunker than I was. Yet, for your father to allow his friends to do that to me told me that he had no respect for me and that he no longer loved me. It wasn't long after that I discovered he was having an affair with your girlfriend, that slut. God she was such a whore," she said. "It wasn't long after that when he left me for her and asked for a divorce to marry her."
His mother nodded her head as if she was thinking.
"Sorry, Mom. That was my fault for introducing Jessica to Dad," he said. "I never should have brought her home. Only, I didn't know she was like that."
Elizabeth shrugged her confusion.
"I still don't understand what a 24-year-old woman would want with a 48-year-old, drunk."
Just as Robert ruined the sexual mood by asking her about his father, Elizabeth ruined the sexual mood with her sexually abusive confession and by bringing up Jessica. Robert felt guilty that he was responsible for introducing Jessica to his father. He felt responsible that he had ended their marriage. Yet, if it wasn't his ex-girlfriend leaving with his father, it would have been some other, young woman.
Mother and son fell silent. While she mindlessly stroked him, he continued to excitedly fondle her breasts while avoiding her nipples. She stared down at his cock with sad eyes while he stared at her naked breasts with sexually excited eyes. He wanted to continue feeling his mother's naked tits but after she confessed all his father's friends sexually did to her, he felt awkward feeling up his mother. He didn't want her to deem him in the same sexual category as them. Instead, unable to stop himself from continuing their sexual conversation, building up to where they were before, he continued their sexual, pillow talk.
"Is what you're doing now what you used to do with Dad? Did you hold Dad's cock in your hand while moving your hand back and forth in the way you're doing now with me," he said looking down at his mother's hand before looking up at her. "Did you used to fondle Dad's prick in the way that you're fondling my prick now?"
She looked at him and gave him a sexy smile.
"Of course, this is what I did with your father and what he wished I'd do with his friends," she said making a face before laughing.
She gave him a big smile. If she wasn't beautiful enough, she was even more beautiful when she smiled. She was so beautiful when she wasn't sad.
"Dad was a lucky man to have someone who was as beautiful, as sexy, and as intelligent as you in his life," he said.
She nodded her head as if agreeing with him. Then, she finally asked him the question that he was hoping to hear.
"Is that what you want?" She stroked him a little faster. "Is that what you'd like me to do for you?" She looked from him to look down at his prick before looking up at him again. "We moved away from the subject of sex," she said. "Would you like me to masturbate you?"
She gave him a naughty look and he returned her naughty look with his naughty look.
"Yes," he said shyly.
She stroked him a little faster while continuing to sexually tease him.
"I bet you'd you like to cum all over my hand," she said again in the way she said before. "Or maybe you'd like to ejaculate your cum across my tits," she said giving him a teasing look.
Robert returned his mother's star with his stare.
"God, yes, Mom, I'd love for you to masturbate me. I love to cum all over your hand. I'd love to ejaculate my cum across your naked breasts," he admitted.
She gave him another sexy smile before really sexually teasing him.
"If I remember correctly what you said when I was standing in your bedroom this morning watching you masturbate, you said that you wanted to cum in my mouth." She paused to stare at her son staring at her before asking him the million-dollar question. "Do you still want to do that? Do you still want to cum in my mouth? Tell me, Robert, would you like to cum in Mommy's mouth?"
He stared at his mother as if he was having a sexual fantasy.
"Mom," was all that he could say.
She gave him another sexy smile and another naughty look before asking him a second question and before he answered her first question.
"Tell me. I'd like to know. Would you like for me to give you a blowjob? Is that what you want? I bet you'd love for me to swallow your cum too," she said with a sexy smile and a dirty laugh.
The color drained from his face and his jaw fell open again.
"God, yes," he said. "Oh, Mom, I'd love for you to blow me. I'd love to cum in your mouth. I'd love for you to swallow my cum," he said sliding a slow finger across her full lips.
She smiled while continuing to stroke him.
"If I remember correctly when I was standing in your room this morning while watching you masturbate yourself, you said that you wanted to give me a cum bath," she said looking at her son as if she was an attorney. "Is that what you'd like to do? Do you still want to give me a cum bath? Do you still want to not only shoot a load of cum in my mouth but also a second load all over my face, in my face, and across my breasts?"
Unmercifully teasing him sexually, she looked at him with insight while he stared at her with sexual excitement.
"More than anything, Mom," he said. "I'd love for you to masturbate me. I'd love to cum all over your hand, and across your beautiful breasts, just as I'd love for you to blow me and allow me to cum in your mouth, and watch you swallow my cum, before giving you a cum bath."
She lifted her head from her pillow to rest it in her hand and to support it with her elbow. She looked at him again but he didn't turn to look at her. Feeling awkwardly embarrassed that he wanted his mother in such an incestuously, forbidden, sexual way, nonetheless, wishing that she'd masturbate him before blowing him, he couldn't help but to feel as incestuously perverted as he felt sexually excited.
"I'd like to do all those sexual things with you too," she said looking at him before leaning into him to kiss him.
Suddenly he felt as embarrassed as he felt ashamed that he confessed his sexual lust for his mother this morning while masturbating himself. Now feeling much like the incestuous pervert he was, he felt just as embarrassed as he felt ashamed that he masturbated and ejaculated in front of his mother earlier today. In the way that his mother showed her sexual lust for him, he wished he had been more of a man and shown his incestuous lust for her.
Even though her actions and the conversation that had led to that suggested that he should, he felt uncomfortable asking his mother for a hand job and/or a blowjob. He felt uncomfortable asking his mother for sex when they were just supposed to be sleeping in the same bed together. When did holding, comforting, cuddling, and spooning one another turn into sex? Nonetheless, he wanted much more than just a hand job or even a blowjob. He wanted a sexual relationship. Justifying his lust with his immoral, unnatural, and forbidden sexual attraction to his mother, not allowing this opportunity to pass, he needed to make his sexual feelings known to his mother.
"Even though I do want you to give me a hand job, a blowjob, and I'd love to give you a cum bath," he said with sadness instead of with sexual excitement. "I don't know if we should do those sexual things," he said already regretting saying that she shouldn't give him a hand job and a blowjob before he gave her a cum bath.
If was one thing to ask his mother for a hand job or a blowjob, but it was even more perversely perverted to ask to give her a cum bath. Unless she was just teasing him, his mother seemed ready to give him a hand job, a blowjob, and even allow him to give her a cum bath. Yet, even though he wanted to have sex with his mother, he didn't want his relationship to be only about sex. He hoped for more than that. He wanted to be her long-term lover in addition to being her son. He didn't just want one hand job and blow job, he wanted dozens of them, perhaps even hundreds of them.
"Oh, Robert, don't be so naïve." She rolled her eyes again and sighed before letting out a laugh. "What's the big deal? It's just sex. It's just a hand job. It's just a blowjob," she said with a shrug.
She gave him another sexy smile.
"It's incestuous sex," he said in a soft voice.
She laughed again.
"No one knows what we do behind closed bedroom doors," she said. "I had a sexual life before you came along and after you were born," she said with a little laugh while slowly stroking his erection. She looked down at her hand holding his erection before she looked back up at him. "Are you okay with me holding you, touching, and stroking you in this sexual way or would you rather that I stop masturbating you?"
Not waiting for him to answer, she continued fingering the head of his cock while stroking him a little faster. Teasing him with her gentle, motherly touches, she had sexually excited him even more by not only allowing him to give her pillow talk but also by returning his pillow talk. When she continued sexually exciting him, instantly erecting them, he ran his slow fingers over her nipples. Then, as if goading him to answer her affirmatively, she reached down to cup his testicles in the palm of her hand.
'Oh, my God,' he thought when his mother cupped his balls. 'I can't believe she just did that. That felt so good. Always imagining my mother giving me a hand job, I never imagined her cupping my balls.'
"Mom," he said, which was all that he could say.
She laughed.



"Don't call me Mom when I'm cupping your balls in my hand," she said with another laugh while squeezing his balls a little. "Call me Elizabeth."
He looked at her looking at him.
"That feels so good what you're doing, Elizabeth," he said. "And to answer your question, yes, I'm okay with what you're doing," he said in a sexually excited whisper. "Even though I've always fantasized about it while masturbating over it, I'd never thought you'd be holding, fondling, and stroking my cock in your hand."
Only, he wished instead of her only holding him, fondling him, and slowly stroking him that she'd stroke him faster and harder. Horny before and with his mother making him even hornier now, he wished she'd give him a motherly hand job. He wished she'd give him a motherly blowjob in the way that she gave his father a wifely hand job and a wifely blowjob. Now that he knew what it felt like to feel his cock in his mother's hand, he wanted to know what it would feel like to feel his cock in his mother's mouth and in his mother's pussy.
"I promise not to stroke you too hard and too fast, that is unless you ask me to do that," she said with a sexy laugh. They looked at one another through the dim light of her nightlight lit bedroom. "Okay?"
As if reading his mind, she said what he was thinking again.
'It's okay if you stroke me harder and faster. It's okay if you give me a hand job,' he thought and wanted to say. 'I'd love for you to give me a blowjob too,' he wanted to add. 'I'd love to cum in your mouth before giving you a cum bath.'
Perhaps wanting him to make the next sexual move, he wondered if this was his cue to tell her that it was okay for her to stroke him and to suck him, that is if she had a mind to do that.
"Okay," he said wishing he had the balls to ask her to stroke him fast enough and long enough to make him cum.
He'd love to cum for his mother. He'd love to see the look on her face again when he ejaculated for her and because of her. As if tattooing his mother with gobs of his cum, he wished he could give her a cum bath. As if marking her as his woman by shooting his DNA all over her beautiful face and body, he'd love to decorate her with the pearls of his dripping cum. He not only would love to cum in her beautiful mouth but also he'd love to cum all over her pretty face and her big tits.
More than anything, he wanted to have sex with his mother. More than anything, as if she was his lover instead of his mother he wanted to touch and feel her everywhere while making out with her. More than anything, on this day of love, romance, and sex, Valentine's Day, he wanted to make love to his mother before fucking his mother. Just as he wanted her to give him an orgasm, he wanted to return the favor and give her an orgasm too. Now that she knows what he looks like and sounds like when cumming, he'd love to know what his mother looks like and sounds like when cumming too.
Thinking about putting his hand on her hand to hump her hand with his hips, with the help of his mother's hand, he could give himself a reluctant hand job. Only, with her already willingly stroking him and with her already asking him if he wanted her to give him a hand job, he didn't have to do that. She had already agreed to do that for him. The best Valentine's gift he could ever want, just as he couldn't believe his mother was holding his big prick in her hand, he couldn't believe his mother was stroking his big prick in her hand. He couldn't believe she was giving him a slow hand job.
"You have a very, big cock Robert," she said in a whisper while squeezing his prick and staring down at his erection. She slid her body down to rest her head on his chest while she continued stroking him. "Your prick is so very hard. With your father always too drunk to get and/or maintain an erection, it's been a long time since I've held a hard cock in my hand."
He couldn't believe his mother was talking dirty to him. Now, he couldn't wait to talk dirty to her. He pushed the covers aside to look down at himself and to look at his mother's hand holding and stroking his prick. He looked from his engorged penis to look at her and she turned her head to look from his erect cock to look up at him. With her resting her head on his chest, wishing she'd rest her head on his stomach, his cock would be much closer to her mouth then.
"I do? Really?" He stared down at his mother holding his prick in her hand. "Do you really think I have a big cock?"
She laughed.
"Trust me. You do," she said with a sexy smile. "You have a bigger prick than your father's prick and a bigger prick than many of the male strippers had when my friends took me out to a CFNM strip club for my 40th birthday. Better times then, that was a couple of years before I divorced your father."
He imagined his mother at a CFNM strip club drunk. He wondered if she was drunk enough to lick whipped cream off the strippers' cocks. He imagined, while she was licking whipped cream from their pricks, they put a hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and impaled her mouth with their stiff pricks. With her the birthday girl, he wondered how far she went in having sex with any of them.
"Thank you," he said with a laugh. "I'm a little embarrassed that you're holding my prick while stroking my prick but I'm not embarrassed enough to stop you," he said with a dirty laugh. "Tell me, Elizabeth, I'm curious."
She gave him a sexy smile while turning her head to look at him.
"Curious about what? What would you like to know?"
He looked at her to give her his own sexually excited smile.
"Being that you're the one who brought it up but did any of the strippers try to get you to blow them, I mean, really suck them while stroking them? Did you suck any of their cocks, Elizabeth," he said but wanting to call her mother instead? It sexually excited him more to call her Mom or Mother than it did to call her Elizabeth.
She laughed.
"They tried," she said laughing again. "Suffice to say that I've licked whip cream from a few cocks, once on my thirtieth birthday and again on my fortieth birthday, if that's what you mean. Perhaps, I'll do it again on my fiftieth birthday," she said with a dirty laugh.
He looked at her wide-eyed.
"Wow," he said while imagining his mother sucking stripper's pricks. "I only wished they allowed men in to watch. I've love to watch you lick whipped cream from some strippers' cocks."
He suddenly saw his mother in a new sexual light.
"Being that I was drunk at the time and it was all in good fun, I took a couple of them in my mouth while stroking them too," she said. "It was a time when the only cock I had in my mouth was your father's prick before one of his friends impaled my mouth with his erection. After that, especially with me being drunk, I was more than willing to give a stripper a partial hand job and/or a blowjob."
She looked at him to give him a naughty smile.
"God, I'm so embarrassed," he said even though he wasn't embarrassed but sexually excited.
She smirked.
"Embarrassed? Why are you embarrassed? You weren't embarrassed playing with my pubic hair while trying to finger my pussy. You weren't embarrassed feeling and fondling my naked breasts? I don't think you're embarrassed at all. If you're anything judging by your erection, you're sexually excited," she said laughing while still stroking him.
With her able to see right through him, he could feel himself turning red.
"Yeah, well, you are my mother after all and even though I fantasized about us having sex, I never thought we'd ever be sexually intimate." he said while wishing she wasn't his mother. "I never thought we'd be in bed naked together."
If she wasn't his mother, he'd already be having sex with her.
"Now that you mentioned it, I'm curious," she said. "What if I wasn't your mother, what would you do to me right now that we're in bed naked together? Tell me. I want to know."
Again with her saying what he was thinking, with the both of them so very connected and seemingly always on the same page, it was as if she could read his mind.
"I'm embarrassed to say Mom," he said.
She rolled her eyes and sighed again.
"Elizabeth. Call me Elizabeth. Don't call me Mom and don't be embarrassed while I have your stiff prick in my hand," she said with another laugh. "Tell me. I'm curious to know," she said while ever so slowly stroking his cock. "What would you do if I wasn't your mother and we were in bed together naked as we are now?"
With her giving him the opportunity to say what he was thinking, he thought about all the sexual things that he'd love to do with his mother. With her asking him what he'd do, he thought of all the sexual things that he'd love his mother to do with him. In addition to having sex with her, he'd love to talk dirty to her. In addition to having sex with her and talking dirty to her, he'd love to roleplay with her too. He imagined all the sexy scenarios he could roleplay with his mother.
"If you weren't my mother, I'd kiss you. I'd really kiss you, French kiss. I'd kiss you while touching you and feeling you everywhere. I'd kiss you before licking you and fingering you everywhere before making love to you," he said getting aroused by all the imagery of having incestuous sex with his mother. "If you weren't my mother, I'd make slow love to you. Then, I'd fuck you. I'd really fuck you. I'd pound your pussy until you had an orgasm," he said enjoying talking dirty to his mother.
As if they were both thinking about what he had just said, they remained quiet while she continued slowly stroking his prick and while he continued feeling her breasts and stealthily fingering her nipples.
"Would you like to kiss me, French kiss me, now?"
She looked at him in the way that Jessica used to look at him when she was horny and wanted sex. They woman was always horny. She always wanted sex. Good luck to his father for marrying her. She was such a head case. A young, pretty woman with a super-hot body but she was always drunk or drugged out of her head. The best thing his father could do for them both was to hopefully get clean and sober. He couldn't believe he was thinking of his father and his ex-girlfriend at a time like this.
"Yes," he said eager to French kiss his mother.
She leaned up to him and he leaned down to her and they kissed. Their first real kiss, Elizabeth parted her son's lips in the way that Robert had always wanted to part his mother's lips. A long, wet kiss, Robert took the opportunity of French kissing his mother while fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples. Elizabeth took the opportunity of French kissing he son to stroke his cock a little faster and a little harder.
"Now that you French kissed me and got that out of your system, what else would you do if I wasn't your mother?"
While never letting go of his cock, she moved her head from his chest to make herself more comfortable beside him.
"If you weren't my mother, I'd talk dirty to you and hope you'd talk dirty to me. I'd roleplay some sexy scenarios with you," he said finally saying what he was thinking. "If you weren't my mother, I'd take you parking. I'd have sex with you in a parked car while strangers watched.
She looked at him and smiled.
"I could do that as long as our car doors were locked," she said. "Well, being that we just French kissed and we've been talking dirty to one another, we have both of those boxes checked," she said with a laugh. "What kind of sexy scenarios would you like to roleplay with me? Tell me. I want to know."
He stared out into her dimly lit bedroom as if he was already watching his mother roleplaying his sexy scenarios.
"I don't know. I'd do lots of sexy things with you," he said shooting her a shit eating grin. "I'd have you answer the door for the pizza man while wearing only a towel and flashing him your naked body by dropping your towel," he said with a dirty laugh.
She returned his laugh with her laugh.
"Like father like son," she said laughing. "Your father asked me to do that too but I wouldn't. He was mean and nasty about everything he wanted me sexually to do. You're not like him in that regard. You're more respectfully considerate of my feelings and wouldn't ask me to do something that I wasn't comfortable doing. Yet, I'd be willing to do that with you," she said with a dirty laugh. "That could be fun. If exposing myself sexually excited you, I'd walk in the middle of the street naked," she said unembarrassed and unashamed while laughing. "Anything else?"
He thought for a long second before answering her.
"Besides going with you to a nude beach and having you flash your tits to truckers on the highway on the way there and back, I'd love to take you to the mall," he said.
She gave him a curious look.
"I'd go to a nude beach with you but I don't know about flashing my tits to truckers," she said with a laugh. "The mall? Again, like father like son, you hate shopping," she said.
This time he gave her a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I'd dropped you at the curb where there were some men watching. While acting as if you weren't aware that you were exposed, I imagine you alighting from the car with your skirt nearly raised to your waist and your legs spread wide open. I imagine you giving them a great an up-skirt view of your panties," he said.
She shot him a sexy smile.
"There again, like father and son. Your father wanted me to do that to the valet whenever we went out to eat but I wouldn't. I didn't want to be his whore but I wouldn't mind being your whore," she said leaning up to him to French kiss her son again while giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. "What else would we do at the mall?"
He gave her a sexy grin.
"I'd take you to the mall not to shop but to flash your beautiful body to unsuspecting men. I'd love to watch you flashing your panties to the shoe store salesman while trying on boots a size too small," he said with a dirty laugh. "Then, on the pretense of fixing your shoe, I'd love to watch you bend at the waist while wearing a short skirt as you go up the escalator with a couple of men standing behind you. With them standing low enough and you bending at the waist high enough, they'd have a great view of your panty clad pussy and ass," he said.
He looked at her to see if he was going too far before continuing. Instead of her recoiling, she seemed eager to play his game of sexy pillow talk. Instead of being turned off by what he wanted to watch her do, she seemed sexually aroused by the thought of fulfilling her son's sexual fantasies.
"I could wear my shortest skirt to show off my legs and my sexiest panties to show off my ass," she said getting into his game. "Tell me. This is fun. What else would we do at the mall?"
As if he had been thinking about these things for a long time, he shared his sexual fantasies with her.
"We could find a store that still had curtains on the dressing room and, with you not closing the curtains all the way, I'd love to watch you flash the men standing outside waiting for their wives and girlfriends," he said. "While pretending that I'm not with you, I'd stand at a distance but where I could still see you. I'd love to watch you flash them what you look like in your panties and bra, topless, and naked," he said.
She laughed again.
"Like mother like son. You're as much of a voyeur as I'm an exhibitionist," she said. "We could do that too. Besides having sex, we could do all those things if that's what you'd like to do with me," she said with a laugh. "Anything else?"
Putting it all out there, he told his mother everything that he'd love to sexually do with her.
"We could go to a casino and you could wear something sexy with nothing underneath. No panties and no bra," he said. "While leaning over a Craps table, when you weren't flashing men your naked ass and pussy, you'd be flashing men your naked breasts," he said getting sexually aroused by replaying his sexy scenarios in his head.
She shrugged her indifference about wearing a dress without wearing panties and/or bra.
"I'm not sure about that one," she said laughing. "I'd be overly self-conscious flashing my naked ass, pussy, and tits with all the young, sexy women that frequent the casino. I don't have the body that I once had. I would have done something like that twenty years ago, if I was married to a different man, a man who appreciated that sort of sexy fun without turning it into a habitual perversion," she said.
As if she was day dreaming about all that he had just said, she rested her head on his chest again.
"I'd love to do those things and more with you, Elizabeth. Especially with men not knowing or even suspecting that we were mother and son, that would be such sexy fun to play some sexual games," he said while stroking her beautiful, blonde hair. "With me looking older than twenty-four-years-old and you looking younger than forty-eight-years-old, people would more think we were boyfriend and girlfriend then they would that we were mother and son."
She fondled his prick while cupping his balls again.
"I could be your cougar and you could be my cub. That would be fun," she said with a dirty laugh. "Even though I haven't had very many cocks in my hand, your cock is the biggest and the hardest cock I've ever felt," she said again while changing the subject and stroking him. "I love your big prick, Robert," she said stroking him a little faster and a little harder.
He looked down at her hand stroking his prick again.
"I never thought I had a big cock. I just assumed that I was average," he said watching his mother play with his prick. "I'm glad you love my big prick. I love your big tits," he said fondling her breasts while fingering her nipples.
With his mother still holding his erect prick in her hand as if she was holding her dildo while pressing her big breasts against his ribs, they remained silent while Elizabeth continued to slowly stroke her son. She stopped stroking and fondling him to ask him another question. Before asking what she was about to ask, she remained silent as if rethinking what she was about to ask him before blurting out her question. Then, as if he was dreaming what she said, he heard what she said.
"May I take you in my mouth? Would you like for me to blow you?" She moved her head from his chest again to turn and look up at him and to see his reaction to her asking her son if she could blow him. "It's been a long time, years, since I had a cock in my mouth. I'd like to suck your prick. May I suck you, Robert? It's been a long time, years, since I sucked a cock. With your father always drunk and sometimes difficult for him to get and maintain an erection without taking Viagra, it's been even longer since I had a hard cock in my mouth. I used to love giving blowjobs," she said.
The ever-obedient son that he was, as if he'd ever say no to his mother, he'd never deny his mother anything, especially her blowing him. Hoping he heard her correctly, he couldn't believe what his mother just asked him. She asked if she could take his prick in her mouth. She asked if she could suck his prick. His mother wants to blow him. Not sure if she asked what he thought she asked or if he had imagined her asking that, he asked her to repeat herself.
"Pardon? Sorry. What? I don't think I heard you correctly," he said shocked that his mother solicited him for a blowjob without him having to pressure her to suck him. "You want to take my prick in your mouth?"
"Yes," she said kissing his cock.
She moved her body lower while staring up at him so that he could see her kissing his erect prick.
"You want to suck me?"
She stared up at him while swirling her tongue around his big dick.
"Yes," she said licking his cock.
"You want to give me a blowjob?"



She briefly took him in her mouth before removing it to speak again.
"Yes," she said. "I'd like to give you a blowjob but only if you'd like your mother to blow you," she said with a dirty laugh.
He knew what she had said, of course, but he needed the time to wrap his brain around his mother blowing him before filling her mouth with his hard, hairy prick. He needed to ask her again what she had said to make sure he heard her correctly and that he wasn't mistaken. While enjoying the sexual anticipation of her taking his erect prick in her mouth for the first time, he needed to ask her again what she had said.
"Of course, I'd love for you to blow me," he said. "I just didn't know if I heard what you said of if I had imagined you saying what you said."
She smiled up at her son while stroking his cock, kissing his cock, and licking his cock.
"If you don't mind, Robert, I'd like to blow you. I'd like to suck your big prick," she said with a nervous laugh while staring at him and while slowly licking her red, full lips. "I'd like to take my son's big dick in my mouth," she said before moving up to him and leaning to him to whisper her words in his ear before sticking her tongue in his ear and blowing.
Robert couldn't believe his mother wanted to take his prick in her mouth. This was it. He couldn't believe she wanted to suck his prick. This was really it. He couldn't believe she wanted to blow him.
A sexy, incestuous dream come true, he couldn't believe that his mother willingly wanted to give him oral sex. Not only had he always wanted to flash his mother his prick in the way that she always flashed him her panties, her cleavage, and bra but also he had always wanted to have sex with her. He had always wanted her to suck him while stroking him. Only, with him not wanting to offend her, with him never having the nerve to flash her, that is until this morning when he masturbated and ejaculated in front of her, he'd never solicit her for sex until now.
He couldn't believe his mother was making all the sexual moves that he had been longing to make for years. Now that she had solicited him for sex, he'd never say no. Now that she solicited him for sex, he felt good about soliciting her for sex. Now that she asked if she could suck his prick, he'd love to ask her if he could lick her pussy.
Not only did he want his mother to blow him but also, he wanted to return the favor by eating her pussy. After they gave one another oral orgasms, he'd love to make love to his mother. He'd love to fuck his mother. He'd love to give his mother orgasms with his fingers, with his tongue, and with his cock.
"Sure," he said. "Okay," he said. He propped up more pillows behind his head so that he could watch his mother blow him. "I'd love for you to take me in your mouth. I'd love for you to suck my cock. I'd love for you to blow me, Mom," he said sliding a slow finger across her full lips before fingering her nipples.
'I'd love to cum in your mouth. Then, I'd love to give you a cum bath. I'd love to cum all over your face,' he thought but didn't say.
Enough that his mother was willing to blow him, he didn't want to push his luck by asking her if he could cum in her mouth and watch her swallow his cum. He didn't want to push his luck by asking her if he could give her a cum bath. With her from a different generation, he was surprised that she even sucked cock. Yet, sucking cock was one thing but cumming in her mouth, watching her swallow, and then giving her a cum bath was something else entirely.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 22 ###
Before Elizabeth gives her son a blowjob, she wants to have some sexy fun too.
* * * * *
Not thinking that she'd turn on the light, as if giving him a medical exam or checking him for a tick, she turned on the bedside light and he squinted. Then, as if removing the wrapping from an expensive Valentine's Day gift, she removed the blanket and sheet from his naked body and from her nearly naked body. Immediately when seeing his mother naked, his cock sprung to life as if it was on a spring that had been released with the removal of the bedding and her hand.
"You don't mind if I get naked too, do you? I'm hot, so very hot," she said as if she wasn't naked already.
As if she wasn't naked already, he could understand her wanting to remove her nightgown. Every time he moved, he was pulling on her nightgown and choking her. Yet, before he could even answer her, she had unbuttoned her one button nightgown at her neck, removed it from her naked body, and tossed it to the end of the bed. His mother was naked. He couldn't believe his mother was naked. He couldn't believe he was naked and in bed with his naked mother.
"Oh, my God, Mom, I mean, Elizabeth. You're so beautiful. You have an unbelievable body," he said touching her and feeling her everywhere he had always wanted to touch and feel her. "I'd be proud to take you to a casino and have you flash unsuspecting men all that I'm seeing of you now."
She looked down at herself to look where he was staring.
"Tell me. Now that you're seeing them in the light, I'm curious to know. Do you like my tits?" She looked down at her big breasts before looking up at her son. "Your father loved my tits. He couldn't get enough of my big breasts," she said beaming him a sexy smile. "He was always flashing my tits to his drunken friends."
She looked from him to look at her tits again before looking up at him.
"I love your tits. You have beautiful breasts, so firm yet so soft and so shapely," he said reaching out both hands to feel her touch her tits, feel her tits, fondle her big tits. "You have the best tits I've ever seen and felt."
Seemingly pleased with his response, she gave him a sexually excited smile.
"What about my nipples? Do you like my nipples? Your father loved fingering my nipples while sucking my nipples," she said with pride. "Go ahead, now that I've been fondling your cock and cupping your balls, you may finger nipples and suck my nipples."
He immediately fingered both his mother's big nipples. Pulling them, he turned them and twisted them between his fingers.
"I love your big nipples, Mom," he said forgetting to call her Elizabeth again.
Obviously sexually excited by feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while she returned her hand to his erect prick and continued to slowly stroke his cock, he forgot about sucking her tits. As if she was his Dominatrix and he was her personal, sexual slave, she blurted out what she wanted him to do next. Now that she told him what to do, he couldn't wait to suck his mother's big tits.
"Suck my tits before I suck your cock," she said as if she was his dominating woman instead of his kind and caring mother.
Obediently obeying his mother, with his hands all over her big tits, Robert sucked his mother's tits, first one and then the other. He fingered her nipples while continuing to suck her nipples. Squeezing her tits, he cupped and fondled her big breasts in his hands before leaning down to suck and finger her nipples again.
"I love sucking your erect nipples and feeling your big tits, Elizabeth," he said.
She took him by the wrist to not only tell him more of what she wanted before blowing him but also to show him what she wanted him to do before sucking him.
"Before I suck your cock, touch me. I want you to feel how wet you made me," she said giving him a kiss, a long, wet, French kiss. "Finger my cunt. Masturbate me. Masturbate your mother, Robert, in the way that I've been masturbating you."
Robert touched his mother where no son should ever touch his mother. He fingered his mother's pussy as if he was her lover instead of her son. She put her hand on his hand and closed her eyes while he rubbed her clit and finger fucked her cunt. As much as he was sexually excited by her words, he was even more sexually excited by her actions. As much as he was sexually excited, she was obviously sexually excited too.
"Oh, my God, Elizabeth. You're so very wet," he said rubbing her clit faster and harder while finger fucking his mother deeper. "I can't believe how wet you are. You're drenched. I love your pussy, Mom."
He lowered his head down to suck her hard, erect nipples again. Eager to get her to cum, he was masturbating his mother in the way that she had been masturbating him. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe he was finally masturbating his mother while sucking her big tits and fingering her erect nipples.
"Before I take your big prick in my mouth, before I suck you, I'd like to have some sexy fun too," she said leaning to whisper her sexual lust to her son while sticking her tongue in his ear again.
He looked at her with curiosity.
"What is it Mom? What would you like me to do? I'll do anything for you," he said not able to help himself from calling her Mom. Now that he was ready to do something sexual with her, he was more comfortable calling her Mom or Mother than Elizabeth. It sexually excited him more when he called her Mom or Mother than when he called her Elizabeth. "Just ask."
She took his face in-between both of her hands and gave him a long, wet, French kiss. Then, as if telling him that he was her secret Valentine, she confessed her sexual passion for her son in the way he already revealed his sexual passion for his mother. As if she was embarrassed to say what she sexually wanted aloud, she whispered what she wanted him to do in his ear again.
"Eat me, Robert," she said whispering in his ear while licking and blowing in his ear. She pulled back her head to obviously see the expression on his face. "Lick my pussy while fingering my pussy. Make me cum. Make me your submissive bitch. Make me your sexual slave. I want to be your whore," she said shocking him.
In the way that Robert had just done with his pillows, Elizabeth rearranged her pillows behind her head in anticipation to watch her son eat her pussy. She spread her long, shapely legs and, as if showing him what to do, she fingered her pussy while staring at him. Obviously not needing his mother's instruction on how to masturbate and eat his mother, Robert moved down in-between his mother's shapely thighs. Having given her plenty of oral orgasms as she gave him plenty of oral orgasms too, he had eaten his ex-girlfriend, Jessica, who was now his father's wife and his step-mother, plenty of times before.
In the way that he touched her with his fingers before, he touched her with his fingers again now. Only this time, she allowed him to touch her deeper. Rubbing her clit while fucking her pussy with his long, stiff fingers, he moved his mouth closer to his mother's cunt and licked her. Licking his mother while fingering his mother, with him hoping to have sex with his mother but never expecting to ever have sex with her, without a doubt, this was the best Valentine's Day and she was the best Valentine's Day gift he ever had.
Licking and licking her, he licked his mother's pussy faster, harder, and deeper. Fingering her pussy while rubbing her clit, he rubbed her clit harder and fingered her pussy deeper. Masturbating her with his right hand, he reached up his left hand to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples while continuing to lick and finger her.
Obviously by the way that she was squirming as soon as he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples, she was sexually enjoying her son eating her cunt as she was enjoying him playing with her tits and fingering her nipples. In the way that he was licking her pussy, fingering her pussy, and fondling her breasts was obviously the magic formula to get his mother to cum. He continued licking and fingering his mother's wet pussy while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
"I love eating your pussy, Elizabeth. I love licking your cunt," he said lifting his head to talk dirty to her.
He couldn't believe he was in bed naked with his naked mother. He couldn't believe he was feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. He couldn't believe he was eating his mother's pussy. He couldn't believe his fingers and his tongue were inside of his mother's cunt. She reached down to take his hand in her hands. She moved his hand to her mouth to lick her vaginal juices from his fingers.
"I love you, Robert. I love having you eat my pussy. I love you licking and fingering my cunt," she said returning his dirty talk with her dirty talk. "Better than flowers, chocolate, and a sexy nightgown, sex is the best Valentine's Day gift you could have given me," she said. "Sex is just what I needed. It's been so long since I've had sex, especially oral sex."
He removed his mouth from his mother to smile up at her.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Mom," he said.
As if she was the aggressive man and he was the submissive woman, she pushed his head down with her hand.
"More licking and less talking, please," she said with a sexy look and a dirty laugh. "Eat me, Robert. Eat me. Lick your mother's cunt. Finger my pussy. Rub my clit faster and harder while licking and licking me," she said giving him her motherly instructions in how to give her an orgasm.
Adding another dimension to eating his mother, he made sounds as if he was chanting, Robert continued eating his mother.
"Uma, uma, uma, uma," he uttered his sounds while licking his mother, a way that helped him to breath when his mouth and nose was buried in his mother's wet pussy.
By the way she was wiggling her shapely ass all over the bed, she obviously enjoyed her son's sound effects while he ate her.
"Lick me, Robert. Lick me. Oh, my God, Robert. Oh, my God. Eat Mommy. Make Mommy cum. Stick your tongue deeper in my hole. That's it. Right there, Baby. Right there. Oh, my God, I'm going to cum," she said. "Oh, my God, I love your tongue and your fingers. Lick me harder. Lick me faster. Finger me deeper."
He licked her harder. He licked her faster. He fingered her deeper while pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
"Cum, Mom. Cum. Cum in my mouth," he said. "I want you to cum in my mouth."
As soon as he told her to cum and as if she was the obedient mother and he was her domineering son, it didn't take her long to cum. She grabbed him by his hair and mashed his face in her pussy. Moving his head side-to-side, she creamed his face with her vaginal secretions in the way that he couldn't wait to cream his mother's mouth, face, hair, and breasts with his cum. In the way she was bathing him in her vaginal secretions, he couldn't wait to bathe her in his cum and give her a cum bath.
"Oh, Robert. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop," she said pressing his head forward and holding it there. "Eat me, Robert. Eat me. Lick Mommy's pussy."
He continued licking her faster while fingering her deeper.
"Cum, Mom. Cum. Cum in my mouth," he said.
As if calling her Mom was her orgasm button, forget about calling her Elizabeth, she tightened her legs, arched her back, and screamed his name.
"Robert! I'm cumming. I'm cumming," she said collapsing in the mattress as if she was his blowup doll and he had deflated her. She remained there like that enjoying the afterglow of sex while he continued licking and fingering her. She remained like that enjoying the afterglow of sex while he continued feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. Then, she reached down for him. "Come to Mommy. Let me hold my beautiful son," she said reaching her arms for him.
They stayed like that holding one another while basking in the afterglow of sex.
"I love you, Mom," he said.
She looked at him before giving him a big, wet kiss while reaching down to take his erect cock in her hand again. Then, she said something that he had longed to hear. He couldn't believe his mother wanted him to do what he had always wanted to do with her.
"Show me how much you love me. Make love to me," she said whispering what she sexually wanted in his ear again while licking and blowing in his ear. "Make love to your mother on this day of love and romance. Show me how much you love your mother on Valentine's Day by making love to your mother before fucking your mother."
Something he had sexually fantasized doing so many times while masturbating himself and sexually fantasizing over having sex with his mother, seemingly so surreal and as if he was dreaming, Robert mounted his mother. He felt her hand reach for him. She reached her hand down between his legs for his cock and inserted him inside of her pussy. As if he was meant to be inside of her, with a hump and a thrust, he slid inside his mother. He was making love to his mother. He couldn't believe he was making love to his mother.
As soon as his engorged cock parted her pussy lips, his prick was engulfed with her warm wetness. With her going years without having sex, she was nearly as tight as a virgin. He humped his mother while kissing his mother and she returned her son's passion with her passion. Making love to one another, he couldn't believe he was making love to his mother just as he couldn't believe his mother was making love to him.
With them both as horny as they were sexually frustrated, it didn't take long before Robert was fucking his mother instead of making love to his mother. Fucking her faster, he fucked her harder. Fucking his mother harder and faster, he fucked her deeper. He banged his mother's pussy in the mattress and her head against the padded headboard. A real fucking machine, Elizabeth wrapped her arms around her son's neck while holding on to enjoy the sexually exciting ride.
"Oh, Robert. Robert! Oh, my God, Robert. You're going to make me cum again," she said whispering in his ear again. "It's been such a long time since I've been laid. Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me. Pound my pussy. Make Mommy cum again," she said holding her son tighter. "You're making your mother so very happy."
She wrapped her arms tighter around his neck and wrapped her long legs around his waist. She humped him as hard as he humped her. She fucked her son as hard as he fucked his mother. Fucking and fucking as if they were one, they fucked one another as if they were animals in an alley. Fucking and fucking, she grabbed his ass with both hands when he reached beneath her to grab her ass with both hands. As if they were trying to merge their bodies as one, mother and son fucked one another as if they were one.
"Cum, Mom, cum," he said again. "Cum, Elizabeth, cum. Cum, Mom, cum."
As if he uttered the magic words by calling her Mom and cum together in one sentence, she grew more sexually excited.
"Robert! Robert! Robert! I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Don't stop. Don't stop," she screamed her sexually excitement. "Please don't stop fucking me. Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me."
Then, instead of an explosion, she collapsed in a whimper. Flat out with her arms spread and he legs spread, she looked like a dead starfish. They embraced one another and kissed while holding one another. A naked mother with her naked son held, they hugged one another while kissing one another. They stayed like that for a long time while holding one another, breathing hard, and sweating.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 23 ###
Elizabeth gives her son, Robert, the blowjob of his young life.
* * * * *
Keeping her promise as soon as she recouped her energy, she slid her body halfway down the length of him. As if she was a slithering snake in the garden of Eden, as if she was Eve and he was Adam, she kissed and licked her son everywhere he ever imagined his mother kissing and licking him. Then, while staring up at him with her big, blue, beautiful eyes, she took his long, fat prick in her soft, warm hand again. This time, before stroking his prick, she kissed his prick while licking his prick. Then, she stroked him to a harder erection before taking his cock in her mouth to suck him while stroking him.



She sucked her vaginal secretions from his cock while stroking him faster and sucking him deeper. With him already sexually excited from French kissing his mother, seeing her naked, and touching and feeling her everywhere he had sexually fantasized of touching her and feeling her, he was already ready to cum. After making love to her and fucking her, it wouldn't take his mother very long for him to shoot a load of cum in her mouth and down her throat.
"Blow me, Mom. Suck my cock. I need to cum," he said stroking her beautiful, natural, blonde hair.
As if teasing him with her eyes, her hand, her mouth, and her tongue, she continued sucking him and stroking him while staring up at him. As if he was dreaming, seemingly so surreal, and as if he was imagining all of this, he couldn't believe his MILF of a mother was finally blowing him. She removed his cock from her mouth long enough to speak before taking his prick inside her mouth again.
"Cum, Bobby, cum. Cum for Mommy. Cum. Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I need to swallow you," she said. "Cum, Bobby, cum."
He put a gentle hand behind his mother's blonde, pretty head. He humped her mouth and fucked her face while she continued stroking him faster and sucking him deeper. He humped her mouth and fucked her face while she continued stroking him, sucking him, and staring up at him with those eyes. He stretched her lips in the way that he stretched her pussy for her to accommodate his big prick. As if sexually teasing him, taking his stiff prick in and out of her mouth, she obviously wanted to show him that she was sucking him.
"I can't wait to cum in your mouth, Mom," he said enjoying the blowjob. "May I give you a cum bath too? I'd like to cum all over your pretty face, in your beautiful, blonde hair, and across your big tits," he said.
She removed his cock from her mouth again to give him a smile.
"After you cum in my mouth, save some cum to give me a cum bath. Your father loved giving me cum baths too," she said. "Then, we can shower together and have sex in the shower again too," she said with a dirty laugh.
Elizabeth returned her son's prick to her mouth and continued blowing him.
"Mom! Oh, my God, Mom. Mom! I'm cumming," he said. "I'm cumming."
Not giving her much warning, he shot a load of cum in his mother's mouth that surprised her. Not wanting to miss this opportunity, he pulled his prick out of her mouth in time to shoot a second load of cum across her face, in her hair, and with the remainder painting her naked breasts with his dripping cum. Good thing she had her eyes closed otherwise he would have whitened her blue eyes with his cum.
"My God, Bobby. For someone who ejaculated a huge load of cum this morning, I can't believe you still have all this cum save for me now," she said. "Be a dear and grab me a hand towel from my top, right, bureau drawer."
He got up from his mother's bed, opened her bureau drawer, and removed the towel. Only, as soon as he did, he saw something that caught his attention. As soon as he opened her bureau drawer, he saw something that shocked him as much as it sexually excited him. As soon as he opened her bureau drawer, as if he was seeing things or imagining things, he couldn't believe what he was seeing.
* * * * *
### SusanJillParker -- 24 ###
Mom Sleeps with Son on Valentine's Day
* * * * *
He saw a small stack of papers stapled together at the left-hand corner. He removed the papers from his mother's drawer to read the first page. It was a story, the story that he read several days ago that was written by SusanJillParker, Mom Sleeps with Son on Christmas. It was the same story that caused him to masturbate over it for three days. It was the same story that he imagined roleplaying with his mother, Mom Sleeps with Son on Valentine's Day instead of Mom Sleeps with Son on Christmas.
"Mom?" He turned to look at her. "What's this?"
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"You left your computer on while taking a shower and had this story open. I found it interesting enough to read. Then, figuring that the way to sexually seduce you was to roleplay the story, I printed it," she said giving him a sexy smile, a naughty look, and a dirty laugh. "Even with me having the same nightgown that was in the story, you had no idea that I was roleplaying you," she said laughing.
He looked at her shocked.
"Oh, my God, Mom. That's outrageous. That's so hot," he said jumping on the bed again. "Let's have sex again," he said.
He handed her the hand towel and she wiped the cum from her face and her breasts before dabbing at her hair.
"Okay, but tomorrow, I want to print out another one of her stories that caught my eye, Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day. I'd love to roleplay that story with you, too," she said. "We can pretend it's our first time having sex. We can pretend that you're incestuously seducing me when I'm the one who is sexually seducing you."
He hugged his mother and kissed his mother.
"You've made me the happiest son in the world. Happy Valentine's Day, Mom."
She returned his hug and his kiss with her hug and kiss.
"You've made me most sexually satisfied mother in the world," she said with a dirty laugh. "Happy Valentine's Day, Robert."
Now with mother and son looking forward to Nude Day, they couldn't wait to roleplay another sexy, incestuous story.
This is a Valentine's Day contest story
As if your vote is my applause, please vote
THE END
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Becky, a virgin, and who wants to stay a virgin until she marries, is forced to have drunken, non-consensual, and reluctant, anal sex for the first time.
Alone without her posse of girlfriends to watch her back, something she'd never normally do by herself, 22-year-old Becky was having fun letting loose at a frat party in a fraternity house. Something she'd never do if she was sober, even when on spring break, calling too much unwanted, sexual attention to herself, Becky stood on the coffee table in the middle of the room seductively dancing like the whore she wasn't. Gyrating her hips and twerking while having a good, drunken time, she was giving all the drunken men a real, sexual show of her sexy and shapely body.
At 5'11" tall, even taller with her heels, and taller than most men, looking like a fashion model standing on a podium while dancing in a club, her head nearly hit the ceiling of the frat house basement. Dancing to the music while having fun, she acted as if she was alone in her bedroom dancing to her favorite songs instead of dancing at a jampack, Saturday night, drunken, out-of-control, fraternity party. She was giving those young, horny, and drunken men sitting on the floor around her had a great up-skirt, between her legs view of her bright white, bikini panties, her pussy slit, and her camel toe.
As if waiting for her to remove her panties and perhaps expecting her to pee on them, they stared up at her as if she was their Goddess of sexual desire. Something that Becky would never do, drunk or sober, she wasn't into public urination. She was a good, parochial school girl. A shy woman who was always uncomfortable about her beauty and her body, dancing drunk while flashing her panties was an unprecedented move to flash men that she didn't know her panties while dancing on a table.
Most times, she played the modest virgin because that was who she was. Most times, she stayed in the background as if she was part of the wallpaper. Most times she didn't go to clubs or hang out in bars. Most times, she went home to study while her friends continued to have more drunken fun by having sex with men they didn't know and had just met. Instead of having random sex in the way all of her friends were, she was saving herself for her husband, whomever he may be.
She was too drunk to know and drunkenly unaware that she was flashing her panties to the men sitting on the floor in front of her. Something she'd be so embarrassed to discover later, she was too drunk to know and immodestly and immorally unaware of their unwanted and inappropriate sexual advances and touches. The men standing around her reached out to feel her breasts while fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra and felt her ass through her short skirt and panties. Pawing her and groping her as if she was their personal pet, men continually reached out to touch her and reached up to feel her through her clothes.
Exposing her panty clad ass and pussy to the crowd, one man even lifted her short skirt to her waist and held it there to the wild and appreciated cheers of the crowd. With it happening so often and so fast, Becky didn't know that she was as exposed until men started touching her ass, feeling her ass, squeezing her ass, patting her ass, and fingering her pussy through her panties. With nothing and no one to stop them from pulling down her panties and having sex with her right there, she was lucky that didn't happen. Had someone pulled down her panties, a dozen men would have raped her and gangbanged her.
Poor, sweet, dear Becky. Woe is she. She slapped their hands away while continuing to dance but to no avail. They continued touching her, feeling her, groping her, and sexually assaulting her.
Having a good dancing time on her own, Becky loved to dance. Yet, unable to find a dancing partner, not wanting to call attention to the differences in their heights, most shorter men were embarrassed and/or lacked the confidence to dance with her. As if playing the part of a stripper, all she needed was a pole, a boa, balloons perhaps, and some strippers' music. Yet, being that she was so sexy, so shapely, so beautiful, and albeit so shy, most men were content just to stare at her while watching her dance in her street clothes.
As if she was dancing with someone on the coffee table, giving men a close-up view of her bright white, bikini panties, she twerked with her long legs spread wide open. She bounced and bobbed her big, blouse and bra clad breasts while dancing, moving her hips, and gyrating her ass to the rhythm of the loud music. Weaving her hips one way while bobbing her torso the other way, she continued moving and dancing to the music as if she was in a dancing competition with herself. As most men in attendance would agree, that was so hot to see a woman sexually dancing while wearing a short skirt and flashing her bright, white, bikini panties.
Again, as if she was home alone in her bedroom, she seductively reached behind her head to release her hairclip that held her long, black hair in place. As if she was ready to give free blowjobs, she shook her head to loosen the confinement of her long hair. Just as there was something so sexual to watch a woman dancing, there was something so sexual when watching a woman nod her head to shake her loose before shaking her hair in place. Especially when she was sexually dancing, Becky was such a uniquely beautiful and an erotic sight to see.
Her bright, green eyes that contrasted with her fair complexion and her thick, lush, raven hair sparkled like gemstones. Her rare beauty caused men to stare lustfully in her eyes before looking down at the rest of her sexy, shapely body. A stunning sight to see was made much more interesting when she suddenly volunteered to remove her clothes. What man in his right mind, drunk or sober, wouldn't want to watch Becky strip herself naked?
"Would you like to watch me strip off my clothes?"
Focusing on no one while looking at everyone, Becky looked around the room while smiling.
"Yeah," cheered the crowd of men. "We'd love to watch you strip off your clothes."
What man wouldn't enjoy watching her strip off her clothes? As if she was feeling her own shapely tits, Becky slowly and seductively slid her hands over her big breasts before slowly and seductively sliding her hands down and over the rest of her sexy, shapely body. Seductively teasing the men with her dancing and now with her willingness to voluntarily strip off her clothes, the men and even some women in attendance were wild with sexual desire for her.
"Would you like to see me dance in my bra and panties? Let's see a show of hands. Who would like to see me dance in my bra and panties?"
Continuing to tease the drunken men, the men cheered their enthusiasm of her volunteering to strip down to her bra and panties.
"Yeah, we want to watch you strip down to your bra and panties. Yeah, we want to see you dance in your bra and panties," the cheered while raising their hands.
Continuing to sexually tease the men, Becky slid slow hands seductively over her breasts while fingering her big nipples through her blouse and bra. Then, continuing to play with her tits through her clothes, she moved her hands beneath her blouse and bra clad breasts. As if juggling bowling balls, she bounced her big breasts with her hands, first one, then the other, and then both together. Finally, quite the erotic sight to see and that men would assuredly love to watch her do when topless, she lifted her big tits through her clothes and squeezed them together as if offering her shapely breasts to the men.
"Would you like to see me topless? Let's see a show of hands. Who would like to see my big, naked tits? Who would like to see my shapely, naked breasts?" She looked down at her hands cupping her tits through her clothes before looking back up at the men. "Who would like to see my naked areolas and my erect nipples? Let's see a show of hands. Who would you like to watch me dancing topless with my naked tits bouncing and swaying?"
As if she was giving something away for free and indeed she was, the men were wild from her teasing them.
"We'd love to see your big, naked tits," yelled the men raising their hands. "We'd love to see your areolas and nipples. We'd love to watch you dancing topless."
Looking from one man to the next, yet too drunk to focus on any one man without getting dizzy, Becky dizzyingly looked around the room. Every time she smiled, they cheered. Every time she stuck out her hip and/or kicked out her leg, they cheered. With men seated below her and more men standing around her ready to catch her should she fall, obviously dizzy from having too much to drink and dancing, she started to stagger as if she was ready to fall.
"Let's see a show of hands again," she said unmercifully teasing the men. "Who would like to watch me strip naked?"
The men yelled. The men cheered. The men raised their hands while holding dollar bills over their heads.
"Show us your naked ass, Becky. Show us your naked pussy, Becky. Show us your naked tits, Becky. Naked, naked, naked, we want to see you naked, Becky," they cheered. "Naked, naked, naked, strip yourself naked, Becky. Naked, naked, naked. Becky, Becky, Becky."
Obviously none of the men in attendance wanted to miss the impromptu striptease show of Becky stripping herself naked. With those standing deep behind those who were sitting, the crowd of drunken men that surrounded the coffee table where Becky was standing and was about to strip herself naked at a frat party swelled. With dollar bills ready in hand and poised overhead, they threw their money at her while egging her on to remove her clothes.
The men and women in attendance all obviously wanted and hoped that she'd strip herself naked. They continued yelling and cheering their encouragement for her to undress. If it wasn't enough that she had been seductively dancing, now that she volunteered to strip herself naked, the drunken men were wild with sexual desire to see her naked body. Alas and unfortunately, with the drunken men already out of control, if she failed to strip herself naked, the men were assuredly ready to strip her naked themselves.
"Becky! Becky! Becky! Strip! Strip! Strip! Becky! Becky! Becky! Strip! Strip! Strip! Strip Becky, Strip! Strip Becky, Strip! Strip Becky, Strip!"
While laughing and wildly smiling, Becky was obviously having a good time sexually teasing the men with her willingness to voluntarily strip herself naked. Something she had never done before, she was ready to willingly and voluntarily do now. With her fingers poised on the top button of her blouse, obviously loving the attention, Becky was willing, able, and ready to strip herself naked.
Only and alas, especially in the drunken state she was in, if she dared to willingly remove her clothes by stripping herself naked, men would take that as their green light signal to have sex with her naked body. In a roomful of drunken, horny, and aggressive, young men, God only knows what would happen to her if she dared to strip herself naked. God only knows what would happen to her if she dared to resist their sexual advances once she stripped herself naked. As if they were caged, wild animals at feeding time at the zoo and she was fresh meat, a dozen cocks would fuck her every hole.
Undoubtedly, whether she wanted to have sex with that many men or not, whether she wanted them to have sex with her or not, she'd be set upon. As if she was a virgin, and indeed she was a virgin, sacrificed to the God of their fraternity house, if she didn't strip herself naked, she'd be stripped naked and violently raped. If she didn't strip herself naked and willingly have sex with all in attendance, she'd be deemed a cockteaser. If she stripped herself naked and willingly had sex with them all, she'd be deemed a whore. A lose/lose situation, she had no one to blame but herself for putting herself in such a precarious and perilous position.
If she dared to willingly remove her clothes by stripping herself naked, what would happen wouldn't be sex. If she dared to willingly remove her clothes by stripping herself naked, she'd be brutally assaulted and violently attacked. She'd be raped by at least a dozen drunken men who'd never take no for an answer.
What would happen wouldn't be sex but violence. What would happen would be a violent assault. It would be rape. Everyone had already taken videos of her with their cell phones as their proof that she teased them and voluntarily asked them if they wanted her to strip naked. With her having no recourse or penalties later, she'd have no legal defense for rape. Whether willingly or unwillingly, doomed to be their sexual entertainment for the night, Becky was doomed by her own drunken behavior.
If she dared to willingly remove her clothes by stripping herself naked, especially in the drunken state of mind that she was in, she'd be gangbanged. With one man mounting her after another, they'd be a cackle of horny hyenas in a wild, violent frenzy for those who were hungry for violent sex instead of for food. With men intent on sticking their cocks in her hand, in her mouth, in her pussy, and even up her ass, she'd get much more than she had bargained for, but she was drunk. She was so very drunk and too drunk to know better.
Yet, unaware of the dire danger she had innocently put herself in, she was having fun. She was having a good time. Yet, she was drunk. She was so drunk. She was too drunk to for her to have her wits about her. She was too drunk to defend herself. If she didn't strip herself naked, she was too drunk to stop them from stripping her naked. She was too drunk to stop them from raping her and gangbanging her. She was too drink to save herself from their violent attack.
Poor Becky. Poor, sweet, beautiful, innocently naive Becky. Woe was Becky. Woe was Becky. Going from virgin to whore, was this to be her fate? Whether she voluntarily stripped herself naked or not, she was doomed to be stripped naked. Whether she wanted to have sex with a dozen men or not, she was doomed to be fucked multiple times. She was doomed to suck a dozen cocks. Poor virginal Becky. Obviously, tonight was the last night of her virginity and she'd be lucky if someone didn't impregnate her with their bastard child.
Different for women than it was for men when drunk, she was in trouble. She had voluntarily and willingly put herself at risk and in danger of not only being sexually violated but violently hurt. God knows what would happen to her with her allowing a roomful of men to have their wicked, sexual, and violent way with her naked body. Someone needed to take pity on her. Someone needed to stop this lunacy and end this drunken madness. Someone needed to help her. Someone needed to save her. Yet who? There was no one there to help her. She was there alone.
Yet, with every man and woman in attendance part of the impromptu striptease show, there was no one left to save Becky. With every man and women in attendance enjoying the show, they all encouraged her to strip naked. They all wanted to watch her dance in her bra and panties. They all wanted to watch her dance topless. They all wanted to see her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. They all wanted to see Becky naked. They all wanted to watch Becky dance naked. Then, once naked, from her being naked to her having sex with multiple partners was such an easy transition to make.
"Someone save Becky from herself. Someone help her," would be the cry, the hope, and the plea if this was a movie and she was the poor, helpless star about to be set upon by dozens of horny, drunken men. "Save her! Help her! Please don't let this happen to her."
Yet, this wasn't a movie. This was real life and a live, perilous situation unfolding at a drunken, frat party with her surrounded by drunken, horny, and violently aggressive, young men. There was no one there to help her and certainly there was no one there to save her. In a crowd of sixty people, she was alone. She was on her own. If she dared to strip herself naked, with there no one to blame but herself, she'd be the victim of a violent attack. She'd cause such a sexual and violent frenzy that it couldn't be stopped until it was over.
Lost in the moment and as if she didn't know what she was doing, she began unbuttoning her blouse while invitingly smiling down at the crowd of horny men. As if she was alone in her bedroom undressing herself for bed, she seemed so unaware that dozens of eyes were watching her every sexual move. As if she was a drunken, drugged out woman standing on stage at spring break, she was willingly and voluntarily ready to strip herself naked.
Revealing her long, line of sexy cleavage, she held open the top of her blouse with both hands to expose the tops of her meaty breasts and her low-cut, white bra. Ready to show the drunken, cheering men even more of her beautiful body, when she stopped stripping to reach down for her drink, as if she was about to surf the crowd, she nearly fell forward. Righting herself before she fell, she returned to undressing. She unbuttoned one slow button of her blouse at a while looking down to see what each unbuttoned button revealed.
"Strip Becky, strip! Strip Becky strip! Becky! Becky! Becky! Strip! Strip! Strip!"
The drunken crowd of men and women yelled. The crowd of drunken men and women cheered. They all wanted to see Becky in her underwear. They all wanted to see Becky topless. They all wanted to see Becky naked.
"Becky! Becky! Becky! Strip! Strip! Strip! Strip Becky, strip! Strip Becky, strip! Strip Becky, strip!"
### SusanJillParker ###
Then, from the back of the room, as if the backwall had slowly moved forward, the room suddenly felt much smaller. Casting his shadow of doom over the drunken party, a huge, supertall man with immense shoulders that made him look as if he was wearing shoulder pads, made his presence known by looming over everyone in the way of a building. As muscular as he was wide and as wide as he was tall, his neck was much thicker than most men's arms and his arms were much bigger than most men's thighs. Suffice to say that he was a big and powerful man.
Moving slow but purposely forceful, he pushed drunken men out of his way with a flick of his enormous hands and muscular arms as if they were rag dolls. This giant of a man moved to where Becky danced on the coffee table. Clearing the crowd as if he was their dark shadow of doom or her savior of salvation, he was a menacing force for any one or several adversaries to reckon with while sober or drunk. He knocked men over as if toppling bowling pins.
"Move! Move! Out of my way! Make a hole and make it wide! Move! Move!"
As if he was Moses parting the Red Sea, men pushed one another to clear him a path. With the top of his head brushing the acoustical ceiling tiles, creating his own eclipse, he was so big that he blocked out the reflections of the lights as he passed in front of them. The size of a professional defensive tackle on steroids, at 6'9" tall, taller with shoes, and 320 pounds, he was a big man and the size of any two men in the room. As if he was a modern-day Hercules prepared to save Becky from herself, he looked as if he had the strength of ten, average sized men.
Just as Becky was about to pass out and fall face forward onto the men seated on the floor in front of her, the giant reached out his long, muscular arms for her over the crowd of men. As if she was a side of beef tossed from a butcher's truck, he caught her and threw her over his right shoulder. As if a fireman rescuing her from a fire, he took charge of the situation before things got out of hand. As if he was Sir Gregor Clegane, the Hound's older brother in the Game of Thrones, played by Hafpor Julius Bjornsson, the Icelandic strongman who holds the Viking strongman record of carrying a 33', 1,430-pound log, five steps, he was indeed a beast.



"Party is over," he said in a deep, booming voice. "Move! Out of my way! Move," he said pushing drunken men across the room. "Make a hole and make it wide."
Everyone moved to the sides to make room for him to walk through the crowd as he was the queen's knight guard and she was the queen. With a swipe of his long, powerful arm and with Becky thrown over his shoulder, he cleared the way for his retreat with his valuable prize. To the disappointment of the men, their fun was officially over. To the disappointment of the men, their naked striptease show was ruined.
Becky, whether she wanted to leave or not, was leaving the party and leaving the basement. Yet, there were plenty of other drunken women in attendance who were not as pretty, not as shapely, and not as sexy as Becky, of course. Yet, there were plenty of other drunken women in attendance who were ready and willing to strip off their clothes and, perhaps, have sex with them. Squirreling her away and with Becky now his prized possession, obviously this huge man wanted Becky all to himself.
As if their final up-skirt view of Becky's panty clad ass was their meager consolation prize, he inadvertently exposed the back of her bright white, bikini panties to the horde of horny men. He carried her up two flights of stairs to his second-floor bedroom as if she was a dead body and he was a mad scientist about to experiment on her. Obviously not taking no for an answer, this behemoth of a man seemed to have already claimed her as his woman. Obviously not taking no for an answer, with Becky willing to strip naked before, this monstrous man was seemingly determined to strip her naked now and have sex with her.
### SusanJillParker ###
Once in the bedroom, he closed the door behind him and carefully and delicately placed her on the bed as if she was breakable. As if he couldn't believe his eyes and couldn't believe what he was seeing, he stared at her as if she was someone so precious or something so valuable. For someone so big, he was so gentle with her. For someone so big, he was sensitive and concerned by the trouble she would have caused herself had she continued removing her clothes and stripped herself naked.
Perhaps, having seen it before, had she willingly and voluntarily stripped herself naked, the crowd of drunken, horny, young men would have shown her no respect, no pity, and no mercy in violently violating her beautiful, naked body. Perhaps, having seen it before, had she willingly and voluntarily stripped herself naked, the crowd of drunken, horny, young men would have permanently damaged her not just physically but also emotionally as well as spiritually. It was a good thing that he was there to protect her from herself and to save her virginity from the drunken horde of horny, young men. It was a good thing that he was there to claim her as his prize for himself.
If she had continued sexually teasing them but didn't strip herself naked, they would have pulled her down from the coffee table and stripped her naked themselves. If she didn't voluntarily, willingly, and consensually have sex with them, they would have forced her to have their wicked sexual ways with her. Not caring that she was a virgin, they would have raped her. They would have gangbanged her. They would have fucked her in every hole of her beautiful, drunken body. They would have ruined her for other men. They would have ruined her for him, this giant of a man who was obviously taken with her.
As if he was her Prince Charming and she was his Sleeping Beauty, he stared down at her while watching her peacefully sleep. Her skirt was raised nearly to her waist and her panty clad ass and pussy were totally exposed to his loving eyes. He sat on the bed next to her and stroked her beautiful, long, lush, black hair as if he was stroking a pet, albeit a wild, exotic animal that he had grown in captivity. Encompassing her in his goodness and in his kind spirit, he protected her from the wildly violent, sexual frenzy of men with his immense size and strength. His broad shoulders cast a shadow over her as if he was an angel with wings.
Then, unable to help himself, as if claiming her as his spoils, as soon as he touched and felt her large breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her blouse and bra, her bright, green eyes popped open. As if he was Frankenstein and she was his bride, she looked at him with fright while he looked at her with sexual lust. She looked at him wide-eyed while thinking what to do to get herself out of his room and away from him. Panic took hold of her while obvious sexual lust took hold of him.
Regaining her wits about her somewhat, yet still a mind-numbing slave to the alcohol that she had consumed, she was trapped in a room with a huge man she didn't know. Obviously, in the way that he was lustfully gazing at her, no doubt, he was intent on having sex with her. Obviously, in the way that he was sexually leering at her, no doubt, he wanted her to stroke him and suck him before fucking him. Alas, not right and not fair, this could be the end of her virginity. With him already having saved her once, they'd be no saving her now.
'Oh, woe is me,' thought Becky while putting a hand to her forehead as if she was about to be tied to the railroad tracks by the villain.
Only, he was no villain. He was a good guy. If he was her anything, he was her hero. He saved her from the fate of a dozen men stripping her naked and having their violently wild, sexual, drunken way with her naked body. If it wasn't for him, she'd be lying naked on the basement floor in the middle of a crowd of drunken men with cum sprayed all over her face, her hair, her naked breasts, and inside her no longer virginal pussy.
His hand was still feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra when she opened her green eyes as if they were nuclear nightlights warning him not to touch her in that sexually inappropriate way. Caught redhandedly feeling her large breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her blouse and bra, embarrassment washed over his face to turn his pale complexion a bright red. He looked like a boy who had been caught stealing candy. Obviously with him horny and lusting over her too, perhaps having never seen a woman as beautiful, sadly, he was no better than the rest of those drunken fools downstairs, or was he?
"Stop! No! Don't! Please, I beg you. How dare you touch me in that sexually, inappropriate way," she said pulling away from him. "Oh, my God, I don't even know you," she said while slurring her words.
An involuntary reaction, with her so very good-looking, she had to defend her honor and save her virginity against many horny, sexually aggressive, and violent men plenty of times before. She slapped his big hand away from feeling her breasts and from fingering her nipples. At first, slow to react to his hand feeling her tits, it wasn't until he pulled her nipples out through her blouse and bra that she was aware of him pawing her big breasts and erect nipples through her clothes.
Then, when she slapped his hand away from her breasts a second time, he reached his big hand down to cup her pussy through her panties. As if a sexy and silly, adolescent game that they needed to play as adults, she was slow to react to him sliding a slow finger along her panty clad pussy slit. It wasn't until he pushed her panty aside with his index finger and tried to slide his finger inside of her in the way that he obviously wanted to slide his cock inside of her that she reacted.
'Oh, my God,' she thought. 'As if he's my steady boyfriend, my lover, my significant other, or my husband, he's trying to touch and feel me everywhere. As if fucking me with his cock, he's trying to fuck my pussy with his massive finger.'
"Stop," she yelled pushing his hand away. "No! Don't you dare! Oh, my God! What the fuck are you doing?"
When denied access to one part of her body, obviously not taking no for an answer, he moved his hand to another part of her body. Perhaps feeling the effects of the alcohol, she was even slower to react to his big mitt on her thigh that moved further up the back of her long, shapely leg before touching, feeling, squeezing, and patting her round, firm ass through her panties. If it wasn't enough that he felt her tits and nipples through her bra, fingered her pussy through her panties, and tried to fuck her pussy with his finger, now his hand was all over her ass.
It wasn't until he felt her ass, squeezed her ass, patted her ass, and slapped her ass that she realized that her panty clad ass was exposed to his horny eyes and to his big, horny hand and fingers. It wasn't until he slapped her ass again, this time harder that she realized that he was having his wicked, sexual way with her vulnerable backside. Something that she wasn't accustomed to experiencing, with all men loving her big tits, obviously, an ass man instead of a breast man or a leg man, he seemed to be more enamored with her ass than he was with her tits.
Normally men are more taken with her feeling her big tits and nipples through her bra and blouse than with feeling her panty clad ass through her clothes. Normally men want to touch, feel, fondle, and see her big tits while sucking her erect nipples than to grope her ass. Instead, he was more charmed by her panty clad ass. In the way that he was touching her ass, feeling her ass, groping her ass, squeezing her ass, patting her ass, and spanking her ass, he wanted her ass over her tits. Not quite understanding his attraction to her ass, she'd prefer if he kept his horny hands to himself or confined them to her tits rather than to her pussy and/or ass.
With her having too much to drink, she fell in and out of consciousness. Then, awakening from her drunken stupor again, she slapped his hand away from copping cheap feels of her round, firm, panty clad ass. If she was to guess, in the way that his hand was all over her ass, she'd think that he preferred her ass to her tits. If she was to guess, in the way that he was pawing and groping her ass, she'd think that he was an ass man instead of a breast man.
Following her lead, as if he had four hands instead of two, when she slapped his hand away from her blouse and bra clad breasts, he moved his hand to her panty clad pussy. Then, when she slapped his hand away from her panty clad pussy, he moved his hand to her panty clad ass. As if they were playing slap hand tag, he continued his sexual assault of her by touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. It wasn't until his big hand fell between her shapely thighs to cup and finger her pussy through her exposed, white, bikini panties that she was aware of what he was doing.
Obviously, he was trying to sexually arouse her by fingering her pussy through her panties. Obviously, trying to get her wet and in the mood, he wanted to have sex with her. Obviously, he wanted her to stroke his prick before sucking his prick. Obviously, he wanted to make love to her before fucking her. Obviously, he wanted to have his wild wicked, sexual way with her drunken body. He looked at her with obvious sexual excitement but because he was such a monstrously large person who she didn't know him and had never met, she looked at him with fear.
Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have gone to a frat party alone and without her girlfriends in tow as her female protective security force. Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have stood on the coffee table ready to strip off her clothes. Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have given the men sitting on the floor a continual up-skirt view of her panties and the men standing a down-blouse flash of her cleavage and bra.
Now she wished she had never started drinking. Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have offered to strip herself down to her bra and panties. Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have offered to strip herself topless. Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have offered to strip herself naked. Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have put herself in this position to be gangbanged and/or to be sexually assaulted by men she didn't even know and had never met before.
'I'm done with drinking and getting drunk. I'll never drink again,' she thought. 'Please God, if you help me get away from this man without being raped, I'll never drink again. I promise. If you help me get away from this man without losing my virginity, I'll go to church every Sunday. I promise.'
Now, here she was alone and in bed with a giant of a man. With her not a whore or a slut, but a virgin, she wasn't the type of woman who'd have sex with someone who she didn't even know his name. If she was anything, instead of being sexually excited, she was embarrassed that he had already touched and felt so much of her body. With him helping her to escape one sexual situation before, here she was trapped in another sexual situation now.
Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have allowed him to carry her upstairs while exposing the back of her panties to dozens of men without a struggle. Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have allowed him to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her blouse and bra without talking to her first and at least introducing himself. She wished she hadn't attended this frat party alone.
Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have allowed him to have his sexual way with her blouse and bra clad tits. Had she not been drinking and gotten drunk, she never would have allowed him to have his sexual way with her panty clad pussy before having his sexual way with her panty clad ass without even knowing him. She wished she hadn't consumed so much alcohol.
"No! Stop! No! Don't. Don't touch me," she said slapping at his hands and punching at his rock-hard shoulders. "How dare you? God, oh, God. Please stop pawing me. Fuck! Please stop groping me," she said pushing him away. "Oh, my God. Stop! Just frigging stop!"
He briefly respected her not wanting to be touched, felt, pawed, and groped. Instead of stripping her naked and forcibly raping her, taking his sexual seduction of her slower and more lovingly affectionate instead of more violently violent, he leaned down and kissed her. With his kisses unexpected, loving, and gentle, she closed her eyes and returned his kisses with her kisses. Kissing her and kissing her, French kissing her, while she continued French kissing him, they made out with one another as if they were lovers instead of strangers.
Then, following her lead again, when she voluntarily albeit drunkenly felt his erection through his pants, he felt her breasts and nipples through her blouse and bra again. When she fingered the head of his hard prick through his pants, he cupped and fingered her pussy though her panties before he returned his horny hand to her panty clad ass. Enamored with her ass, spending more time with her ass than any other part of her body, he seemed charmed by her sexy and shapely ass. Now that she was playing with his cock through his pants, unable to control himself, he continued his sexual assault of her round, firm ass through her panties.
When he parted her lips with his tongue again, he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra with one hand while cupping, feeling, and fingering her panty clad pussy with his other hand. When he wasn't feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra and her pussy through her panties, both of his hands were all over her panty clad ass. Touching her ass, feeling her ass, fondling her ass, squeezing her ass, and spanking her ass, he seemed to adore her ass more than any other part of her beautiful body.
He had quick hands for such a big man. As if he had four hands instead of two hands, touching her breasts, fingering her pussy, and feeling, squeezing, and patting her ass, he touched and felt her everywhere. Not wanting him to think that she was easy, a slut, or a whore, when he went too far by moving his hand inside the back of her panties, she wrestled with him to preserve her modesty and morals. Yet, with her so very drunk, her reactions were too slow, and his big hands were all over her naked ass. Touching her, feeling her, and groping her everywhere, he continued feeling more of her than she could stop him from feeling.
'Fuck,' she thought. 'How am I going to get myself out of this without being raped and losing my virginity?'
Not realizing before when she was downstairs with dozens of drunken men, Becky realized that she was in trouble now when she was upstairs with one giant of a man. With a man this big, she couldn't possibly stop him from having his wicked, sexual way with her. With a man this big, there was no one in the frat house who could defend her honor, spare her virginity, and save her from having sex with this giant. With a man this big, she couldn't imagine him on top of her, making love to her, fucking her, and pounding her pussy.
While trying to think of a way out, she continued returning his deep, wet kisses with her deep, wet kisses. While trying to think of a way out, she formulated a sexual plan of action that would hopefully appease him. For now, biding her time, all she could do was to reason with him. He seemed like an intelligent and a kind man instead of an aggressive man. Perhaps if she offered him a hand job or even a blowjob, once he ejaculated his sexual lust for her all over her hand or in her mouth, he'd allow her to leave.
"No. Don't. Please. Wait. Stop. Oh, my God," said Becky.
Figuring a hand job and/or a blowjob was her best plan of action, she hoped to save her modesty, maintain her honor, and preserve her virginity with that. Then, when he lifted her short skirt and started to pull down the back of her panties to expose her round, shapely ass and her black, trimmed pussy, she felt doomed. Desperate, albeit helpless to stop him, she tried to stop him from pulling down her panties by wrestling her panties from his enormous hand.
"I want you, Becky. I must have you," he said in his big, deep, booming voice.
He was so strong and seeming so intent on having his wicked, sexual way with her naked body, especially with her naked ass. Having no one else to blame, it was her fault for sexually teasing the men and him downstairs. It was her fault for getting so drunk. It was her fault for allowing him to carry her up to his room, close his bedroom door, and deposit her on his bed.
"Wait. Please. Please, don't. Please stop. I beg you. I'm a virgin," she said nearly on the verge of crying and with eyes that obviously melted him by the way that he was now looking at her with love than with lust. "I'm saving myself for my husband," she said slurring her words again.
### SusanJillParker ###
She was so drunk, too drunk to fight him off especially with him so big and so strong. Fortunately for her, he wasn't a rapist but a nice guy. Fortunately for her, he wasn't the type of man who'd force himself on any woman, especially not on her. Fortunately for her, he didn't just want to have sex with her but he liked her. He really liked her.
Unbeknownst to her, lusting over her from afar, he had been physically, emotionally, and sexually attracted to her for a long time. From the first time he saw her on campus more than a year ago, he wanted to date her. Only with him so big, a turn off for some women, he was too afraid to introduce himself and ask her out on a date. Fearing she'd reject him because he was so big, too big, now here he was with her alone in his bedroom.
A shy, gentle giant, the elegant, Great Dane amid a pack of dirty, back alley dogs, he was a gentleman, a quality that most men aren't anymore. A man who knew what he wanted, obviously, what he wanted was her. Now that he had her alone, the last thing he wanted to do was to frighten her. The last thing that he wanted to do was to act like a horny schoolboy and grope her in the way that he had been doing.



Obviously not wanting to ruin a good thing, he stopped sexually accosting her to talk to her. Obviously, with him being kind, caring, and sympathetic with her, even loving, he wanted to show her his gentle side. Obvious that he cared for her, in the way that he looked at her, he looked at her as if she was the most beautiful woman in the world.
It didn't take a mystic, a wizard, or a fortune teller to know that he was already smitten her. Obviously, the last thing that he wanted was for her to reject him and/or not welcome his sexual advances. If asked what he wanted, what he wanted more than anything was to be her boyfriend and for her to be his girlfriend. If asked what he hoped for, what he hoped for more than anything was to have a relationship with her that was much more than just sexual.
"I know," he said. "You said that you're a virgin four times already," he said with a little laugh. "Don't worry. Trust me. I'm not going to take your virginity. Already aware of what being a virgin means to you, I wouldn't do that to you. I respect you and promise you that," he said with a grin that turned into a broad smile. "What I'd like to be is your friend, your boyfriend," he said while looking at her as if to see her reaction to what he just said. "Besides, there's other ways that we can have sex than having sexual intercourse."
'Other ways to have sex?' Already knowing what he wanted, she looked at him with fear mixed with sexual excitement. 'Obviously, I'm not leaving here without giving him what he wants,' she thought. 'Obviously, I'm not leaving here without giving him a hand job and/or a blowjob.'
Figuring that she'd have to give him a hand job or even a blowjob to get away from him, she was willing to do that to leave. Becky hoped the size of him wasn't a forewarning to the enormity of the size of his prick. She had jerked off and sucked some big pricks before, her way to maintain her virginity, but never had she jerked off and/or sucked the cock of a giant.
Even though she was turned off by the size of him, a double edge sword of fear, respect, admiration, and sexual attraction, she was turned on by the size of him too. Of all the things that piqued her curiosity, she couldn't help but wonder about the size of his cock. Yet, seemingly, he had other things on his mind than only receiving a hand job and/or even a blowjob.
With his hands so quick and with him so determined, before she even knew her panties were exposed, he lifted her short skirt and pulled down her panties again. Slow to react, Becky pulled her panties up while slapping his hand away again as if he was a bad boy. Only, this time, in the way he had slapped her ass harder before, sending him a message, she slapped his hand harder and with more meaning now.
"No! And no means no," she said. "I'm not fucking you. I'm not losing my virginity to you. I'm saving myself for my future husband."
As if he was pleased that she was saving herself for her future husband, perhaps he thought that she was saving herself for him.
"I respect that and I commend you for saving yourself for your future husband, whomever that may be. Yet, I don't understand, Becky," said Magnus in his deep, manly, albeit sad voice as if she had just hurt his feelings by rejecting him.
Becky looked at him with curiosity.
"Becky?" She looked at him puzzled. "You know my name? How do you know my name?"
He laughed.
"Of course, I know your name. Besides the men downstairs calling you by name and egging you on to strip naked, I knew who you were before that. You are the most beautiful woman on campus. I've been lusting over you from afar since the first day I saw you on campus. Don't you remember us talking earlier at the party?"
He looked at her as if hoping she'd remember and she looked at him as if he was lying.
"No, I don't remember," she said looking confused while slowly shaking her head from side to side. She wrinkled her brow trying to remember. "I'm so drunk. I'm too drunk to remember anything," she said as if she just heard what he had said earlier. "What don't you understand?"
He took her hands in his and talked to her slowly so that she'd understand.
"You stood on the coffee table ready to strip off your clothes when I stopped you, threw you over my shoulder, and carried you upstairs," he said looking at her with rejection. "I saved you from yourself. I didn't want you to get naked in front of all those men. They would have hurt you. They would have raped you. They would have gangbanged you. I didn't want you to ruin your reputation. And now, instead of being grateful to me, you won't have sex with me," he said looking at her with hurt. "What's up with that?"
Becky shrugged and rolled her eyes.
"Oh, sorry but I don't remember talking to you. I don't remember standing on the coffee table but I do remember falling forward and you catching me," she said. She looked at him as if he was telling stories about her ready to strip off her clothes. "Look, whatever your name is but— Wait. What's your name? What is your first name?"
He sighed.
"Magnus," he said with a laugh. "I told you that earlier too."
She looked at him as if he was speaking in a foreign language.
"Pardon? I'm sorry. I didn't understand you. What's your name?" She stared at him as if trying to understand what he was saying. "Mag what?"
He shrugged.
"Magnus. My name is Magnus," he said. "We were talking and when I returned from getting you a drink, you were standing on the coffee table."
She smiled.
"Magnus? I never heard of that name before," she said.
He looked bored that he wasn't already having sex with her.
"Magnus is my first name and Ver Magnusson is my last name. My name is Magnus Ver Magnusson. Where I come from, lots of people are named Magnus, even some of the women are named Magnus," he said without a laugh.
Thinking that he was from Norway or from Sweden with his blonde hair, blonde beard, and blue eyes, Becky looked at him with disbelief.
"Where are you from?"
He looked at her before telling her.
"Reykjavik," he said.
He looked at her with pride.
"Reykja what? Where's that?"
She looked at him with confusion.
"Reykjavik, Iceland," he said. "I'm from Iceland."
He looked at her with pride again.
"Iceland?" She laughed while looking at him confused again. "Where's that? By Greenland? In the North Pole? You're a blond Santa Claus," she said laughing at her own drunken joke.
Obviously used to people not knowing where Iceland was, he smiled at her ignorance.
"It's in the Norwegian Sea west of Norway and Sweden," he said. "The North Pole is about 3,000 miles away. I'm closer to Boston, about 2,500 miles, than to the North Pole. Greenland is about 750 miles away, Norway is about 900 miles away and Sweden is about 1,200 miles away. An island onto itself, we're in the middle of nowhere," he said sardonically. "We're the frigid version of Hawaii," he said with a laugh but few people vacation there. "If the icecaps melt due to global warming, we're one of the first inhabitants of Earth that's fucked."
As if she finally understood where he came from and who he was, she blurted out what she was thinking.
"So you're a Viking? You're a descendent from one of the ancient Norsemen. Is that what you are?"
She laughed and he returned her laugh with his laugh.
"I've been called a Viking before and even a Norseman," he said with a chuckle.
She acted interested in what he had to say. She nodded her head as if she was getting in a safe place with the conversation so that he wouldn't rape her. She continued talking to him as if he was her friend instead of a man who wanted to have sex with her. Obviously, once she got the Hell out of here, whatever relationship he hoped to have with her would be over.
"With your long, blonde hair, thick blonde beard, and big, blue eyes your name should be Thor," she said with a laugh. "You look like how I imagine Thor to look like. All you need is a lightning bolt and a hammer."
He returned her laugh with his laugh.
"I've been called Thor before too," he said.
Not taking no for an answer, in one fluid motion, he reached beneath her short skirt again and this time with his hands quicker than her reaction, he pulled her panties down and off. Now with her naked below the waist, rejecting her naked pussy for her naked ass, his hands were all over her naked ass. Touching, feeling, and squeezing her naked ass again, he patted her naked ass before slapping her naked ass but not too hard. As if her naked ass belonged to him, he acted as if he already owned her sweet, virginal, naked ass.
"No. Wait. Stop. What in the Hell are you doing? Hey! What the fuck! I thought we were getting better acquainted. I thought we were friends. Stop. Jesus," said Becky swatting his big hand away from her naked ass. "Let go of me. You're hurting me," she said even though he wasn't hurting her.
Unable to immediately find her panties, she pulled down her skirt to cover her naked ass and pussy.
"I want to be more than just friends," he said. "I want to be friends with benefits," he said with a snicker.
As if she was something good to eat, she looked up at him staring down at her. Having no choice after failing to get out of his precarious situation by talking sense to him, she went with plan B. At this point, she'd willingly do anything to save her virginity.
"What if I gave you a hand job? Would you like that?" She looked at him wide-eyed while nodded her head and smiling. When he showed no reaction to her volunteering to stroke his cock, she asked him another question. "What if I sucked your cock? I could suck your cock? Would you like me to blow you? I could blow you," she said.
### SusanJillParker ###
He gave her a sexually excited smile.
"That will work," he said. "A hand job is good but a blowjob is even better," he said sliding a slow, big finger across, her red, full lips. His index finger was the diameter of most men's cocks. "May I cum in your mouth?"
'Oh, my God,' she thought. 'His index finger is huge.'
She rolled her eyes and sighed before taking his finger in her mouth to suck it as if she was already sucking his cock. If his finger was this big, she couldn't imagine how big his cock was. No doubt quite the mouthful, she could only imagine the bucket full of cum someone as big as him would have to unload in her willing mouth. No doubt, as do many of the other men she sucked, he'd probably want to give her a cum bath too.
'What is it with that? It's not enough that I blow someone and allow him to cum in my mouth but why must he defile me by cumming all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked tits. What in the Hell is that about? That never made any sense to me,' she thought while sucking his finger. 'Yet, whatever floats their boats, I guess.'
She just hoped he didn't gag her with his cock. She hoped he didn't expect her to deep throat his huge member. Fearing that he may choke her with his big prick and/or with his giant load of cum, the last thing that she wanted to do was to vomit all over him.
If it wasn't embarrassing enough that she was drunk and that he tore off her panties to expose her naked pussy and ass to his horny eyes, she'd be even more embarrassed if she puked all over him. Now that she thought of vomiting all over him, if she heaved on him, maybe she wouldn't have to blow him. If she vomited all over him, maybe he'd allow her to leave without forcing her to give him sex. Then, again, not knowing him or how he'd react, if she got sick on him, he may strike her, hurt her, and raped her anyway.
"Of course you may cum in my mouth," she said ejecting his finger from her mouth with her tongue to speak to him in such a sexy way. "It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth," she said giving him the eye while sliding a slow tongue across her full lips.
She smiled up at him while he smiled down at her. Willing to do anything to remain a virgin, she was willing to not only stroke him but also suck to him to not to lose her virginity. The last thing she wanted was for him to give her sexual intercourse. The last thing she wanted was for him to be on top of her, crushing her, and to have his huge cock inside of her and stretching her. The last thing she wanted was for this monster of a man to impregnate her with his giant child. With them both so tall, she could only imagine how tall their offspring would be.
"Do you swallow?"
She smiled. If she wasn't beautiful enough before she smiled, she was even more beautiful when smiling. She was as beautiful as any beauty queen he had ever seen on TV. Never attracted to short women, in the way he looked at her, stared at her, and drank all of her in with his gaze, he seemed glad that she was very tall.
"Yes," she said. "Again, it wouldn't be much of a blowjob if I didn't swallow."
'I just hope I don't gag on his gallon of cum,' she thought after telling him that she'd swallow his cum.
Yet, curious to see if his cock was proportional and reflective of his immense size, she unzipped him and reached her hand inside his pants. At first feel, as if he had a metal pipe in his pants instead of a cock, when grabbing his erect penis through his underwear, an understatement, she wasn't disappointed. Barely able to fit her hand in the opening of his unzipped pants because his erect prick took up so much room, at first feel, there was no way that she could remove his immense, erect prick through the small opening in his unzipped pants.
'Oh, oh,' she thought. 'He's so big. He's so hard. I don't know if I could even fit his cock in my mouth. If he humped my mouth while fucking my face, he'd probably loosen my teeth. If he ever fucked me and pounded my pussy with that monster, after crushing me to death, he'd probably split me in two,' she thought while fearing the worst.
Now that she touched his underwear clad cock with her fingertips, she was eager to feel, fondle, and stroke his stiff, naked prick in her hand. Now that she touched his underwear clad prick with her fingertips, curious to know how big it was, she wanted to see his erect cock. She wondered what his engorged prick looked like when sexually excited. She wondered how long, how wide, and how thick he was. She wondered if he was circumcised. Unable to free him from the confines of his jeans, she struggled to remove his erection from his underwear and pull his big, thick, hard prick from his pants.
"Sorry but you'll need to remove your pants and underwear for me to blow you. I can't remove your prick from your jeans," she said. "Your cock is too big and too hard for me to fit that and my hand through such a small opening," she said with a sexually excited laugh.
Taking her sweet time as if she was giving him a one-man striptease show, while staring up at him and sexually teasing him, she unbuttoned her blouse and unsnapped her front snapping bra.
'Maybe if I allow him to see, touch, feel, fondle, and suck my naked breasts, he'll cum faster,' she thought. 'Maybe if I allow him to see, touch, feel, fondle, and suck my naked breasts, he'll forget about me giving him a blowjob.'
As if he had never seen women's tits before, he stared at her while watching her slowly unbutton her blouse and erotically unsnap her front snapping bra.
"Okay," he said.
Quick to react to her suggestion of removing his pants and underwear he stood.
"There," she said looking down at her naked breasts before looking up at him. "How's this?" As if opening the gates of Heaven to angelic music playing in the background, she held her blouse and front snapping bra wide open with both hands. "Do you like my tits too or is it only my ass that you like?"
She looked down at where he was staring at her naked breasts before looking back up at him again.
"I like your tits as much as I like your ass. You have big, beautiful, shapely breasts with big nipples," he said. "I love your tits."
She smiled at his compliments.
"Instead of fucking me, you may touch, feel, and fondle my breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples while I stroke your prick before I suck your cock," she said. "Okay?"
He kicked off his shoes, pulled down pants, and removed them. He pushed down his underwear and removed that too. Now they were both naked below the waist. Still wearing her unbuttoned blouse and unsnapped bra, she removed them too. With Becky naked now but for her short skirt, she stared at his big dick in the way that he stared at her big tits.
"Okay," he said watching Becky trying to wrap her long, manicured fingers around his big, thick prick. "For the record, I like you, Becky. I really like you," he said leaning down to give her a kiss on the lips.
She returned his kiss with her kiss. Then, when he sat back down on the bed, in the way that she'd soon be all over his big prick, he was all over her big tits. Compared to and lost in his immense hands, her breasts looked smaller than they were. He touched her naked breasts, felt her C cup tits, and fondled her big boobs while fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
With her wanting to have some sexy fun too, she grabbed his thick prick as if she was grabbing an axe handle. She grabbed his big cock as if she was grabbing Thor's hammer and for all intents and purposes, as far as she was concerned, his big prick was Thor's hammer. With a cock as big, this could be deemed a deadly weapon.
"My God, you have such a big cock, the biggest prick I've ever seen that I almost need two hands to take hold of it," she said with a laugh while wrapping both hands around his enormous prick while stroking him with two hands. "I don't know if I can fit much of that monster in my mouth, but I'll try," she said continuing to stroke him and while leaning down to take him in her mouth to suck him.
Obviously not satisfied with her drunken hand job and her semi-conscious blowjob, especially with her falling in and out of inebriated sleep, he removed his cock from her mouth when she closed her eyes while sleeping. He unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt. She was completely naked now.
Then, as if lifting a sack of flour, in one fluid motion, he turned her over. He lifted her and positioned her on her knees with her naked ass poised in the air and her forehead resting on a pillow. Ready for her to be prepped, while respecting her wish to remain a virgin, he was intent on fucking her in her ass. He reached in his nightstand drawer, pulled out a tube of lube, and creamed her ass with a handful of gel before inserting himself inside of her.
"Damn that's cold," she said awakening and turning her head while trying to see what he was doing behind her. "Hey, what the fuck? What are you doing back there, Thor? Wait! Stop! That's only for outgoing and not incoming," she said with a laugh before dosing off again.
He made a face while putting on a condom and wiping lube all over his protected prick.
"Magnus not Thor. My name is Magnus. Magnus Ver Magnusson," he said with pride to her sleeping body.
She reacted from the coldness of the gel and the familiar touch of his big hand on her naked ass by wiggling away from him before she drifted off to drunken sleep again. Then, when she burped, obviously fearful that she may vomit in this ass up and head down position, he moved her back to her side and in the fetal position. As if her naked ass dared him to fuck it, her ass was poised in readiness for his erect cock to penetrate her, impale her, and to anally fuck her.
### SusanJillParker ###
Gentle at first and taking his time while trying not to hurt her, with the head of his cock so big and her virginal anal opening so small, he ever so slowly eased the part of the head of his cock inside her. Obviously, not only did she have a virginal pussy but also she had a virginal asshole too. Slowly sliding and gently easing more of his erect prick in her ass, with her seemingly sleeping or pretending to sleep anyway for her not to voice her objections to him fucking her ass, he took his time.



Humping her slow, he humped her easy. The generous amount of lube applied to her asshole and to his condom covered prick gradually helped him to slide more of his stiff prick in her beautiful ass. Continuing the process of fucking her anally while taking his time, he inserted a little more of himself inside her while he humped her slow and he humped her gently. Obvious by the sexual excitement that he couldn't help from showing on his face, a slow and gentle anal fuck was just as sexually arousing as a fast and hard anal fuck.
Then, once the head of his prick penetrated her and opened the way for the rest of his enormous cock, as if he was a plumber snaking a small drain opening, he slowly snaked his cock deeper inside of her. Humping her just a little harder, taking his time while going slow and easy, he pushed more of himself inside her of her anal cavity. Then, when she moved with him, whether her movement was voluntary or something she did in her sleep involuntarily, he returned his hump with her hump.
As if she was enjoying being fucked in her ass, he followed her lead. Obviously inspired by her movements, the more she moved as if she was enjoying the sexual pleasure of being fucked in her ass, the more he moved with her. Then, when she moaned, that was his signal to be more sexually aggressive with her. Immediately, he humped her harder and he humped her faster.
He had eased, humped, and slid himself all the way inside of her now. As soon as she seemingly enjoyed him fucking her in the ass in her sleep as much as he was enjoying fucking her in her ass while he was awake, he continued humping her faster and harder. Now having gone beyond the point of no return, his cock was buried deep inside her ass. With her asshole so tight and his cock so big, it wouldn't be easy freeing himself from her ass without awakening her.
Continuing to hump her faster and harder, he was literally and figuratively pounding the shit out of her beautiful ass. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he held her shapely ass with both hands while pounding her tight asshole with his big cock. He grinded himself deeper inside of her while humping and humping her. As if he was fucking her virginal pussy instead of her virginal ass, he made anal love to her. The action of humping her harder and faster stretched her asshole enough so that he wasn't hurting her by forcing himself deeper inside of her.
"Oh, Becky baby. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Fuck! I'm cumming. I only wish I wasn't wearing this damn condom so that I could shoot my load in your asshole. I only wish I was fucking your pussy instead of your ass," he said while receiving no response from her limp body. "Oh, Becky. Becky," he said. "I love you."
Obviously, if only by reading the sexually excited look on his face, whether she was sleeping or not, unconscious or conscious, she was the best anal sex partner he ever had. Had she been awake she would have heard him profess his love for her. Obviously sexually excited anally fucking Becky, it didn't take him long to ejaculate a huge load of cum in his condom. He continued humping her ass and fucking her ass before gently easing out and removing his stiff, condom clad prick from her ass. He grabbed some tissues, removed his condom, and wiped his cock clean of his cum.
He returned his focused attention to Becky to wipe away some excrement and a bit of blood that leaked from her rectum. Now that he was so familiar with her ass, as if he was her nurse and she was his patient, he cleaned her ass as best as he could with a bit of water from his water bottle and tissues. As if she was wearing an ass pad, he fashioned some tissue as a makeshift butt plug to catch whatever else she leaked.
Then, when she moved away from him to sleep, as if he owned her ass, he moved beside her. As if he was her husband and she was his wife, he held her, cuddled her, comforted her, and spooned her with his big arm across her naked breasts. Obviously, in the way that he lovingly held her, he was looking to have more than sex. Obviously, he was hoping to have a loving boyfriend and girlfriend relationship.
While enjoying the afterglow of sex, they stayed like that until she started snoring and when she did, before he fell asleep too, he got up from the bed and got dressed. Instead of abandoning her and leaving her there to be ravished by someone else, with her half drunk and half sleeping, he removed her impromptu butt plug, wiped her ass again, and helped her to dress. Then, as if rescuing her again, lifting her semi-conscious body, he gently carried her sleeping body over his shoulder, down the stairs, out the door, and to his car. Gently seating her in his car, he buckled her seatbelt to prevent her from falling forward during the ride home.
He could have spent the night with her but, protecting her reputation instead, he didn't. He could have carried her down the stairs and out to his car in his arms but, being the man's man and the manly man that he is, he didn't. Instead, as if making a statement that he was the strongman and she was the weak woman, he carried her over his shoulder as if he was, indeed, a conquering Viking, and she was his spoils.
He carried her as if he was a caveman and she was his cavewoman. He carried her as if she was not only his woman but also as if he owned her. He carried her as if he was already her man and she was already his woman. He carried her in the way that he hoped to carry her as his beloved wife in the Wife-Carrying Championship Contest held in Finland each year.
Having been interested in her for a while, he knew where she lived with her roommate. Being that it was late, after 2:00 am, and not wanting to embarrass her, he did what any gentleman would do. Careful not to bump her head, he ever so gently deposited her on a chair on the front porch and rang the bell before slowly driving away. Driving slowly while checking in his rearview mirror to see if her friend would come out to collect her, when she did, he turned and rounded the corner for home.
### SusanJillParker ###
Normally an early riser, Becky didn't awaken from her sound, drunken sleep until nearly 10:00 am. Never had she slept as late. Glad she had the day off, Sunday, she was glad she didn't have an early morning class. As if she had slept in the wrong position or sat on something hard, oddly curious to her, her asshole was sore. After taking a quick, cold shower, she grabbed a cushion to sit on, poured herself some coffee, and sat at the kitchen table with her head in her hands.
'How did I get home? I don't remember,' she thought. 'What happened last night? I don't remember,' she tried jogging her memory. 'Who was I with? I don't remember. Where did I go? I remember loud music and a lot of people. That's all I remember.'
Her roommate Sarah entered the kitchen.
"Late night, Becky?"
Sarah laughed. Seemingly she was always laughing at Becky in a good nature sort of way. Behind the times, she was so naïve when it came to dating and having a good, sexual time. With her having long conversations about men and sex, she had confessed to Becky that she wished wasn't a virgin. As if she was talking to a Nun instead of her best friend, it was sometimes difficult to be on the same page when talking about sexual relationships with Becky.
"You have no idea," she said Becky holding her head with her hand while looking up at her friend squinty eyed. "I'm not sure but I think I had sex," she said.
Sarah looked at her friend shocked, excited, and happy.
"Yeah, you're not a virgin anymore," said Sarah. "Only, did you say that you think you had sex? I don't understand. How could you not be sure if you had sex? Either you had sex or you didn't have sex. Were you that drunk not to know if someone fucked you?"
Becky made a face as if she had just eaten a bug.
"I didn't have sexual intercourse. No one fucked my pussy. I'm still a virgin," she said. She looked at Sarah as if she was about to cry. "The last thing I remember was I was giving this guy a hand job before giving him a blowjob. His cock was so long and so wide that I couldn't fit my hand around it. His cock was so big that I couldn't fit much more than a few inches of it in my mouth," she said. "I needed two hands to give him a hand job," she said with a laugh.
She looked at Sarah with a confused look on her face.
"Wow," said Sarah looking at her friend. "I could have used a cock like that last night. I was so horny," she said with a laugh. Then, when Becky didn't laugh with her, she obviously knew that there was something wrong. "What? What's wrong? Did he hurt you? Did he force you? Did he rape you? Who is he? I'll kill him. I'll report him to the police," said Sarah. "Son-of-a-bitch," said Sarah banging the kitchen table in anger.
Becky jumped and winced when Sarah banged the table. Then, she shook her head.
"No, it was nothing like that but just now, before I took a shower," she said with an embarrassed pause.
"What?"
Sarah looked at her friend with concerned while Becky looked at her friend with fright.
"I found a little blood and a brown spot on my panties," she said looking at her roommate horrified.
Sarah's mouth fell open.
"Blood? A brown spot on your panties? Oh, my God," said Sarah reacting to what Becky had just said.
Sarah stared down at her friend staring up at her.
"I think he had anal sex with my drunken, sleeping body. I remember offering him a hand job and a blowjob but I don't even remember if him cumming on my hand or in my mouth. I don't remember consensually agreeing for him to fuck me in my ass," said Becky with an embarrassed, little laugh.
Sarah returned Becky's horrified look with her horrified look.
"Oh my God! Anal sex! You had anal sex? Did you really have anal sex? I never had anal sex. How was it? Did it hurt? Did you enjoy it? Did he cum? Did you cum? Tell me everything. I want to know. Always afraid to try it, I've always been curious about anal sex," said Sarah. "Way to go, Becky. Way to go," said Sarah.
Becky shrugged, sighed, and rolled her eyes.
"I don't know any of the details," said Becky. "I don't remember. I was drunk. I was so drunk that I hardly remember anything."
Sarah leaned forward in her chair. Obviously she was eager to know all the details of Becky having anal sex for the first time.
"Who was he? Who fucked you in your ass. Tell me? What's his name? Other than him having a big cock, what did he look like? Do you remember who fucked you in your ass?"
Sarah laughed while looking at Becky wide-eyed. Becky looked at her roommate as if she had a headache and was hungover. As if she was trying to remember who it was who fucked her in the ass, she wrinkled her brow and concentrated.
"I can see him. I can hear his voice. A good-looking man, he had blond hair, a blonde beard, and blue eyes, I think. He had a big, deep, booming voice. He was this big Dude, a giant of a man named Maximillian or Magnum or something like that," she said.
Sarah looked at her friend with awe and shock.
"Magnum?" Sarah laughed. "Was his name Magnus?"
Becky looked up at her friend as if she had just pushed a button of recognition inside her.
"Magnus. Yeah, that was his name. His name was Magnus, Magnus ver Magnusson or something like that," said Becky.
Sarah's mouth fell open with her excitement.
"You had anal sex with Magnus? Oh, my God. You had anal sex with Thor. Thor the Viking fucked you in your ass? Magnus fucked you in the ass. I don't believe it. Oh, my God. Everyone at school has been after him. He's so handsome. He's so big. He's so strong. He's such a man's man," said Sarah looking out the front window when she heard a car. "He's here."
Becky bolted up the stairs to get dressed, put on her face, and fix her hair. Quick to get ready, anxious to talk to Magnus to find out what else happened last night that she couldn't remember, she came downstairs wearing a short skirt and a low-cut blouse. She looked so pretty. She looked so sexy. She looked so hot.
"Hi Magnus," she said as if she was expecting him when she was as surprised to see him as Sarah was.
Beaming her a wide smile, he looked at her as if she was the only woman in the world. He looked at her as if she was already his woman. He looked at her as if she had already told him that she loved him in the way that he had already told her that he loved her. He looked at her as if she had already said yes to marrying him. He handed her a boutique of fresh flowers. Leaving the room to give them some privacy, Sarah took charge of the flowers to put them in a vase with water.
"Hi Becky," he said.
Not big on small talk, as if she was paralyzed and couldn't walk, or as if he was rescuing her from a fire, or as if he owned her ass, Magnus lifted her and put her over her shoulder again.
"Magnus! What in the Hell are you doing? Put me down. Hey, where are you taking me? Jesus. I have legs. I can walk," she said kicking her legs while slapping him on his broad, hard shoulders. "Put me down, now!"
Magnus put her down and looked at her with dejection.
"Sorry. I'm used to carrying everything that way," he said giving her an explanation with an apologetic shrug. "I don't know if you know this but my father was a four-time champion in the world strongman competition. We like carrying things and people over our shoulders," he said with a laugh.
Becky took him by his hand.
"Let's go out for breakfast. We need to talk about last night," said Becky.
Magnus beamed and waved a goodbye to Sarah.
"Okay," he said.
THE END
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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This is an April Fool's Day contest story. As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
There are no underage characters in this story. All characters portrayed are over the age of 18-years-old.
Author's Note:
This is a true story. The names have been changed to protect the privacy of the characters in the story. Everything, as told by the narrator, Jack, really happened as part of an elaborate April Fool's joke played on him by his longtime girlfriend, Julie.
The April Fool's joke went tragically bad or exceptionally good depending upon the viewpoint of whichever woman asked. Was the April Fool's joke funny or was it sad? One would have to ask Jack's mother, Rita, Jack's sister, Carol, Jack's aunt, Christine, Jack's cousin, Kathy, Jack's mother-in-law, Nancy, Jack's sister-in-law, Jessica, Julie's best friend, Amy, or Jack's wife, Julie what they thought about the April Fool's joke played on him.
Warning:
For those readers who are sensitive to such things, there is graphic, incestuous sex between a mother and her son, a sister and her brother, an aunt and her nephew, and a female cousin with her male cousin. Also, there is forbidden sex between a future mother-in-law and her future son-in-law, a future sister-in-law and her future brother-in-law, and sex with his fiancée's best, female friend. Fortunately, their grandparents all lived out of state.
* * * * *
Last Day Alive, What Would You Do?
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Julie conspires and connives with her best friend, Amy, to help elicit a marriage proposal from her boyfriend, Jack, by playing an elaborate April Fool's joke on him.
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Julie puts forth her plan to make Jack believe that he only has one day to live.
### SusanJillParker-03 ###
Naked, horny, and nervous in believing that he had nothing to lose since he was going to die tomorrow anyway, Jack had sex with his MILF of a mother, Rita.
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Without guilt, remorse, and repercussions, after having had sex with his mother, Rita, Jack had reluctant sex before having consensual sex with his sexy sister, Carol, too.
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Jack had sex with his MILF of an aunt, his mother's sister, Christine.
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Another one of his long-term sexual fantasies come true, Jack had sex with his cousin, Aunt Christine's daughter, Kathy.
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Jack had sex with Nancy, Julie's MILF of a mother, his future mother-in-law.
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After having sex with her mother, Nancy, Jack had sex with Julie's sexy sister, his future sister-in-law, Jessica.
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Jack had sex with Julie's best friend, Amy.
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Jack saw Satan, the Devil himself, getting in his car, a jet black, Lamborghini Diablo.
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Jack had lunch with Julie and she confessed that he wasn't dying. She told him that she had played an April Fool's joke on him to get him to propose marriage to her.
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Even after being finally married to Julie, Jack's mother, Rita, his sister, Carol, his aunt, Christine, his cousin, Kathy, his mother-in-law, Nancy, his sister-in-law, Jessica, and Julie's best friend, Amy, all continued propositioning Jack for sex.
* * * * *
Last Day Alive, What Would You Do?
Julie plays an elaborate April Fool's Day joke on her boyfriend, Jack, but it backfires, or does it? That's for you to decide.
Hoping that he'd propose marriage to her, Julie played an elaborate April Fool's joke on her boyfriend, Jack, to make him believe that he only had one more day to live. She wanted to make him think that tomorrow was his last day on Earth. Unfortunately, the joke backfired on her, or did it? Instead of proposing marriage to his beloved Julie, Jack did what he always wanted to do.
Being that he was dying anyway, and no longer harbored any guilt and/or remorse, and with there being no repercussions for his heinous, incestuous and/or forbidden sexual actions, Jack did what he always sexually fantasized doing. Having masturbated many times over the sexual incestuous and/or forbidden fantasies, he finally had sex with his mother, Rita, his sister, Carol, his aunt, Christine, his cousin, Kathy, his girlfriend's mother, Nancy, his girlfriend's sister, Jessica, and his girlfriend's best friend, Amy. Interestingly, he discovered that they were all as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to them. Oddly, he discovered that they all wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with them.
Now that Jack knows his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, girlfriend's mother, girlfriend's sister, and girlfriend's best friend sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted them, he wished tomorrow wasn't his last day alive. He wished he had solicited for sex years ago. Instead of him dying tomorrow, he imagined all the sex he could have had with them for months and for years later. Amy, along with Julie, of course, were the only ones privy to the April Fool's joke.
'Sad, so sad,' thought Jack. 'Poor me. Woe is me. What am I going to do now? God help me. God deliver me from the Devil. God save me from Satan.'
* * * * *
What about you? What would you do? If you only had one day to live and tomorrow was your last day of life, what would you do? Think about it. You only have one more day to live. What are you going to do on the last day of your life? Are you just going to sit there and feel sorry for yourself or are you going to do something of significance, something you always wanted to do?
If you were still in good health, the prime of your life, while somehow given an advance warning that you were going to die tomorrow, what would you do differently today that you wouldn't ordinarily do without having the knowledge that you'd be dead tomorrow? Think about it. What would you do?
'Tick, tick, tick...' "Hurry. Your time alive is running out and your time to die is ticking away." 'Tick, tick, tick...'
What would you do if you knew that no matter what you did to prevent your untimely and premature death, hid in your house, in your closet, under your bed after locking the door, you'd still be dead tomorrow? Call it fate, kismet, destiny, in the cards, whatever you want to call it but sorry, it's just your time to go. They'll be no denying the Devil his due or Father Time when he said, "It's your time to die."
Just so that you understand and aren't confused. Allow me to reiterate and redefine the parameters of your last day on Earth. What if on the day of your death, tomorrow, as if given a free pass, you didn't have to worry about guilt, remorse, or repercussions to your kind or heinous actions. Imagine that. Imagine being free to do whatever you wanted to do with whomever you wanted to do it with in enjoyment of your last day alive. Now, that you know that you'd have no guilt, remorse, and/or repercussions for your actions, what would you do?
'Wow, now that's a biggie,' thought Jack. 'Even though I'm going to die tomorrow, I can do anything that I want today without guilt, remorse, or repercussions today. I have twenty-four hours to live my last day today as if there's no tomorrow.'
What if you could do anything you wanted to do without penalty? Since that changes everything, the gloves are off and there are no rules, now what would you do? What would you do if you could do anything you wanted to do on your last day of life? Imagine being free to do anything, anything at all. What would you do?
Knowing that you'd be dead tomorrow, what would you do differently today, especially if you had no guilt, remorse, and/or repercussions to your most kind and/or most loving actions. Knowing that you'd be dead tomorrow, what would you do differently today, especially if you had no guilt, remorse, and/or repercussions to your most cruelly heinous and/or most perversely perverted actions. Would you do something good, very good, or would you do something bad, very bad? The decision of your good or bad behavior is entirely up to you.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
Just off the top of my head, being that they're sexually repressed and sexually frustrated, I'm willing to bet that priests and nuns would do something very, sexually bad. What do you think? I'm willing to bet that those on death row would do something extraordinary good to hopefully change what God thought of them in their last moments of life. What do you think?
Being that we're all given free will, whatever you decide to do on your last day on Earth, it's all up to you. It's your choice. Even though you have no control of tomorrow, today you're in the driver's seat. Today, you may do whatever you want to do. So, tell me, being that you'll be dead tomorrow, what are you going to do today that you wouldn't ordinarily do but always wanted to do. Think about it. Definitely, you wouldn't waste your time sleeping. Right? Who could sleep during a time like this when your last day alive is tomorrow? Today is your chance to go...wild and crazy.
Seriously, if you knew that today was your last day to live, what would you do before the end of your life tomorrow? How would you spend your last day alive on Earth? Think about it. You have one day, 24-hours to live before you die. The end of your miserable life is only hours away. What would you do? The clock is ticking...tick, tick, tick, tick. What would you do?
'Tick, tick, tick, tick. Tick, tick, tick, tick.'
Perhaps you'd think, with only the good dying young, that you'd be going to a better place.
"Ha! Sucker! God, you're such a loser. Think again."
Let's be more realistic, shall we? Instead of being blessed, what if you were cursed and doomed to go to a worse place? What if you were doomed to go to Hell instead of Heaven? What if you were doomed to burn in great pain for all of eternity for your sins to your gender neutral fellow man and fellow women? Perhaps worse or better, depending if you were going to Heaven or Hell, what if, instead of Heaven or Hell, there was nothing. What if, instead of Heaven or Hell, there was absolutely emptiness. What if there was just a dark abyss in the way that it was before you were born and in the way that outer space is?
"Ashes to ashes and dust to dust..."
While knowing that you were going to die, would you have love in your heart? Before your time was up and before you died, would you amend your mistakes by apologizing to those you hurt or offended? Would you do something good or something bad on your last day alive?
"Sorry. I'm so very sorry. Please forgive me. I beg you. Please give me your forgiveness before I (gulp) die."
Would you embrace and say goodbye to all those you love and all those who loved you? Would you cry your tears of sorrow that you'd soon be dead, too soon, and long before your time?
"Goodbye everyone. Goodbye forever. I hope to see you on the other side, that is unless I'm going down instead of up. God help me. God save me."
In your feeble attempt to help someone from making the same mistakes that you made, would you give some last parting, free advice to a loved one?
"I love you. Miss me when I'm gone (sniff, sniff). Look both ways when crossing the street. Don't be a victim. Don't eat yellow snow. Yellow stain in front and brown stain in back. Heroes are good and victims are bad. If it sounds too good to be true, then it's a scam. I'll see you in Heaven, I hope. Wish me luck. Goodbye."
Or would you have hatred in your heart? Would you use the knowledge that you'd be dead tomorrow anyway to finally get even with all those assholes who hurt and/or offended you? Perhaps you'd really hurt someone or even kill someone. It's only fair and it's only right, if you must go, then they must go too. Right? If you must die, then they must die too. Right?
"Bastards! Dirty bastards! Sons' of bitches. Assholes!"
That's the code of justice, isn't it? An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth or, in your case, a life for a life. Perhaps instead of tears of sorrow, you'd have tears of joy mixed with the unadulterated laughter of revenge.
"Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! Die sucker! Die! Take that! And that! And that," you'd say as you're shooting them, stabbing them, or strangling them, or shooting, stabbing, and strangling them. "Die asshole! Die! I hate you. I hate you. I hate you. I'll see you in Hell!"
Yet, just your luck, why you? Why you? What did you do to deserve this too soon death? You're only 25-years-old. You have so much more life to live. Think about it. It's not your time to go, is it? Why is it your time to go? Why you and not someone else? What did you do to deserve this? Why were you the one so chosen, earmarked for death, and doomed to burn in Hell?
"It's not fair. It's not right. Why now? Why must I be the one to die...tomorrow?"
Would you be angry that you were going to die and waste what little time you had left by doing nothing but crying and wallowing in self-pity? Would you wish that you never knew that you were going to die tomorrow or would you be glad for the heads-up information in advance that tomorrow was your last day alive? Maybe in some convoluted way, because of what you planned on doing today, you'd be happy that you'd be dead by this time tomorrow.
"Ha! I'll fix them with my death. Now, I don't have to pay my credit cards, my mortgage, my car payment, and my student loans because I'll be dead. Ha! Ha! Yeah me!"
Maybe instead of feeling sorry for yourself and instead of wasting your last few hours on Earth, you'd take action. Perhaps, you'd do things you always wanted to do but would never do if you knew you had another fifty-years to live to pay for whatever you did today with guilt, remorse, and repercussions to your actions tomorrow. Knowing full well that because of your preplanned destiny that you couldn't die until tomorrow, perhaps you'd do something daring, something dangerous, something hazardous, and something exciting. Perhaps you'd jump from a plane...without wearing a parachute.
"Hey, watch me jump from this plane at 15,000 feet up without a 'chute. Wow, look at me. I'm flying! Hey, look at that. How about that? Is that something or what? This is unbelievable. I landed on my feet without dying, hurting myself, or even mussing my hair. Wow! I want to jump again. I still have time being that I won't be dead until tomorrow."
Perhaps, as if you're a 24-hour superhero, you'd do something else that was dangerously daring when happening upon an armed robbery.
"Drop your guns criminals. You're all under citizen arrest. You can't kill me. I'm a superhero for a day. I can't die until this time tomorrow."
Perhaps, you'd walk through the worst neighborhoods of West Englewood, Englewood, and Riverdale in the south side of Chicago while carrying a Confederate flag in one hand and a Nazi flag in the other.
"All niggas must die!"
Armed with the knowledge that you wouldn't and couldn't die until tomorrow, doing something good instead of something bad, perhaps you'd test your fate by running in a burning building to save a dog or step in front of a speeding car to save a baby in a carriage.
"Ha! You can't kill me. I'm already dead...by this time tomorrow."
Think about it. What would you do? Would you rob a bank? Would you steal a Ferrari and go on a long joyride? Would you pray all day that when you died you'd go to Heaven instead of to Hell? Would you eat, drink, smoke, and/or take as many drugs as you wanted without worrying about the consequences of your gluttony, drunkenness, or drug overdose stupidity? Or...would you do what Jack did?
"Jack was nimble. Jack was quick. Jack had sex with eight women with his erect candlestick."
Not a fool but a horny man, he used his last day on Earth and his erect tool to have sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, his girlfriend's mother, his girlfriend's sister, his girlfriend's best friend, and, last but not least, his girlfriend.
"Way to go out with a big bang, Jack! Way to go! We're all proud of you, Jack. We'll see you on the other side...maybe, if there is another side."
### SusanJillParker-01 ###
Julie conspires and connives with her best friend, Amy, to help elicit a marriage proposal from her boyfriend, Jack, by playing an elaborate April Fool's joke on him.
* * * * *
"I thought Jack would pop the question at Christmas. He didn't," said Julie with sadness to her best, childhood friend, Amy.
As if she was getting ready to give a blowjob, Julie flipped her head and tossed back her long, lush, blonde hair that routinely fell in her face and in front of her eyes. In defiance to her boyfriend for not proposing marriage to her yet, she stared at her friend with shame, humiliation, and rejection. As if she was a beautiful bird fluffing her feathers or an angel opening and closing her wings, flipping her hair was such a practiced move. When she flipped her head, her hair cascaded down her shapely back and fell in place as if she had brushed it instead of tossed it.
Dating for five, long, happy years, since she was 18-years-old, now 23-years-old, Julie was ready to take their relationship from boyfriend and girlfriend to the next step as husband and wife. Tired of dating and playing house, she wanted to be married. She wanted to start a family. She wanted her boyfriend, Jack, to fill her belly with love and give her a baby. Hoping it was a boy that she'd name Jack James, she couldn't wait to have his baby.
"That sucks," said Amy being the good, best, childhood friend that she was.
Only Amy did a good job of hiding her joy that Jack hadn't asked Julie to marry him yet. Obviously, if only for one last hurrah and a long hoped for roll in the hay, Amy wanted to get with Jack before he popped the question to his longtime girlfriend. Amy, a gorgeous redhead with freckles, big tits, and big, green, beautiful eyes always wanted to have sex with her best friend's boyfriend. She was secretly in love with Jack.
Julie's blue eyes teared up at what she was about to say next and her face was full with as much anger as it was filled with sadness and hurt. Suddenly, she looked so angry. Suddenly, she looked so sad. Suddenly, she looked so hurt. All in an instant, as if she was an actress on stage, her face changed from anger to sadness to disappointment.
"I thought he'd surprise me with a ring on Valentine's Day. He didn't," said Julie looking so rejected.
Amy took Julie's hand in her hand. Trying to console her best friend who was her next-door neighbor, it was obvious that she needed to help Julie face reality. Just as she knew Amy as a child, with Jack growing up across the street from them both, they knew Jack all their lives.
With her unable to get him to ask her to marry him, obviously, Julie didn't know him as well as she thought she did. Jack, a good-looking guy with a killer body, had a great personality. Whether they were related to him by blood or not, all women were after him. Whether related to him by blood and/or forbidden to have sex with him or not, every woman loved Jack. All women wanted to have sex with him. Every women wished they could have his baby.
"You've been dating him and repeating this same lament every year for five years, Julie. With him still living at home with his mother and now with his divorced, big sister, he'll never marry you, Julie. It's not that he's a player, obviously comfortable in his living arrangement with two women cooking, cleaning, and doing his laundry for him, he's just not the marrying kind of man," said Amy. "Obviously, he loves you as a girlfriend but not as a wife and not yet as the mother of his children. Perhaps in time, he will but not now."
Julie looked at her friend with tears in her eyes.
"Maybe you're right," said Julie with dejection. Julie lowered her pretty head while tears ran down her face. "Maybe I'm expecting too much from him. Maybe I should cut him some slack and give him more time. We're still young. Only, before someone better comes along to tempt him and steal him from me, I want to marry him now. I want him to give me a baby," she said. "I want Jack's baby," said Julie staring up at her friend.



Amy patted Julie's hand. With Julie always the prettier one, they were both very attractive. In the way that Julie was a sexy, beautiful blonde with big breasts, just as her mother Nancy and her sister Jessica were beautiful blondes with big breasts too, Amy was a sultry redhead with big breasts also.
Perhaps there was something in the water but, oddly enough, all the women in Jack's neighborhood were blessed with big breasts. Strangely enough, as if there was lots of incestuous sex going on behind closed, bedroom doors and the women were conceived from one man's sperm, most of the women who lived here had blonde hair and blue eyes too. Amy was the rare exception with her beautiful, red hair and green eyes. Being that Jack was a breast man, it was a sexy sight for him to sit on his front porch while watching women jogging around his neighborhood, especially when not wearing sports bras.
'I love Newton's Law of physics,' thought Jack while watching women jog by him. 'What goes up, must come down. Look at all those bouncing boobs. I feel as if I'm playing my home version of an Atari ping pong game,' he thought while watching women's breasts bouncing up and down as they jogged by his front porched and waved.
Amy looked at her friend while trying to talk some sense to her.
"Someone who looks like him could continue to play the field for the rest of his life," said Amy. "I'm not saying that he's cheating on you, Julie. I'm just saying that maybe he wants to sow more wild oats before marrying you."
Julie flashed a look of anger at her friend.
"If he had sex with anyone, I'd kill him and then I'd kill her," she said as if she was playing the role of Glenn Close in Fatal Attraction.
Her wakeup call for her not to have sex with her boyfriend, Amy's head bobbed away from her friend as if Julie had just splashed water in her face. Nevertheless, she persevered in trying to talk some commonsense to her best friend. She needed to make her understand that he obviously wasn't ready to get married. With him looking much like a better-looking Ryan Reynolds, the movie star, perhaps he'd never want to marry Julie or marry anyone. Perhaps, he'd be happy just playing the field for the rest of his life.
"Obviously, Julie, he's not ready to get married. He's comfortable living at home with his mother doing everything for him. Now that his sister is home with him too, they treat him like a king and wait on him hand and foot. If only temporarily to make sure that he's the one, you need to dump his ass and find someone else," said Amy. "Perhaps, when seeing you with another man, he'd be willing to do anything to get you back, even ask you to marry him."
Julie looked at her friend shocked that she'd say that she needed to dump her beloved Jack. No matter what he did, she'd never dump him. She loved him. She truly loved him with all her heart. Obviously, Julie couldn't imagine living her life without Jack.
"I love him, Amy. I truly love him with all my heart," said Julie. "Breaking up with him may work but then I run the risk of losing him. I can't break up with him to date another man, someone I don't love. I can't. I just can't," said Julie looking as if she was about to cry again. "I'd never want anyone but Jack kissing me and touching me in a sexual way."
Amy shrugged before nodding her head in agreement and then hitting her friend with a dose of reality.
"The baby clock is ticking, Julie. Tick tock. You're going to be twenty-four-years-old soon," said Amy. "By the time that he asks you to marry him and by the time you plan the wedding, you'll nearly be an old maid at 25-years-old. By the time you have a baby, you'll be 27-years-old. By the time that you get used to raising the first child, you won't have much time to have another child," said Amy.
Seemingly believing that Amy was right, Julie looked at her friend with horror.
"You're right. I know you're right but giving it one last try, I have an idea for an April Fool's Day joke to play on him in hopes of getting him to propose marriage to me," said Julie.
While Julie smiled at her best friend with delight, Amy showed a face of disbelief. Obviously to anyone but to Julie, no matter what April Fool's joke she played on Jack, he'd never ask her to marry him. Obviously to everyone but to Julie, Amy was sexually interested in Jack too. Obviously, if Julie took Amy's advice and dumped her boyfriend, her best friend would be right there to console him while naked, humping him, and sucking him.
"I don't think lying to Jack and/or playing an April Fool's joke on him that you're pregnant is the way for him to ask you to marry you," said Amy. "You've already tried that last year and it didn't work. It backfired."
Julie looked at her friend with determination.
"I'm not going to lie to him by telling him that I'm pregnant," said Julie making a face and shrugging her pretty shoulders. "I have something better planned today than that," said Julie with a Cheshire cat smile.
Amy looked at her friend with curiosity.
"What? What can you possibly try that you haven't already tried to get him to pop the question? You've tried everything, Julie, everything."
Julie gave her friend a devious grin.
"I'm going to make him think that he has 24-hours to live. I'm going to make him believe that tomorrow is his last day on Earth. Giving him no choice, with him reflecting on his regrets, I'm going to make him believe that tomorrow is the last day that he'll have to ask me to marry him," said Julie with self-assured confidence.
A stupid idea but a desperate one, what should one expect from a 23-year-old, dumb, busty, beautiful, blonde woman with big tits who thinks that marriage and having a baby is the answer to all her problems?
### SusanJillParker-02 ###
Julie puts forth her plan to make Jack believe that he only has one day to live.
* * * * *
Julie had a friend, Ryan, who was once a hacker and who now worked in the information technology department for her company. By just giving him her boyfriend's login name and password on his computer, Smartphone, and Smartwatch he was not only able to take control of his computer, Smartphone, and Smartwatch but also he could download whatever computer applications that he wanted. Starting with just an anonymous e-mail, Julie wrote what she wanted Ryan to send to Jack's computer, Smartphone, and Smartwatch. What she had Ryan send was not just an anonymous e-mail to Jack but an end of life and burn in Hell e-mail from Satan.
Desperate actions required drastic measures. Adding to the realism of her April Fool's joke, Julie had another friend who was infatuated with Satan and ready to play the role of the Devil. Making a business out of it, he not only revered Satan but also he dressed as if he was Satan. Every Halloween, on special occasions, and at birthday parties, in the way that some men play Santa Claus, he hired himself out to play the role of the Devil.
He was very popular at religious functions and private Catholic Church parties with priests, Bishops, and Cardinals in attendance while they had their wicked, sexual ways with nuns from the Most Holy Order of Virgins. You didn't know that priests, Bishops, and Cardinals had sex with nuns, did you? Better that the men of the cloth have sex with religious women, nuns, than to have sex with the wives and daughters of parishioners, as well as underage children. Seriously though, what man or woman can go a lifetime without having sex? It's more humanly normal for nuns, priests, Bishops, and Cardinals to have sex than to not have sex.
"Amen. May God bless you. Peace be with you. I'll see you next Saturday night," said the Bishop. "Bring that new, young nun with you, the next time. And the blonde nun, the one with the big tits. I'd love to bless her too, while she's on her knees, if you know what I mean."
Sister Mary Francis, a small breasted nun, put her head down as if she was praying. Shielding her look from her Bishop, she rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Yes, Your Excellency," said Sister Mary Francis leaving the Bishop's residence. "I'll bring Sister Tiffany and Sister Crystal with me next Saturday. I'm sure they'd be honored to receive your blessings as well as your injections of, um, faith," she said sighing and rolling her eyes again. Sister Mary Francis knew that the Bishop would love to have Sisters Tiffany and Crystal on their knees in front of him but not to pray but to suck.
While nuns played their roles as pole dancing strippers, priests, Bishops, and Cardinals had a good sexually good time sticking dollar bills, prayer cards, and printed out Bible versions in the nuns' panties and bras. With Satan in attendance, or a man dressed as Satan and impersonating the Devil, they blamed whatever they sexually did with the not so virginal nuns on the Devil. Catholic priests, Bishops, Cardinals, and nuns knew how to party.
"The Devil made me do that," said the priest while laughing and pointing at their Satan impersonator as he removed a nun's panties and bra.
With men of religion drinking and getting drunk while having a good, sexual time with women of religion behind closed rectory doors, no one knows what really happens in church late at night and early the next morning.
"Suck my cock, Sister Mary Elizabeth," said the Bishop.
Sister Mary Elizabeth obeyed and sucked her bishop's cock as if she was sucking her Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ's prick.
"Blow me, Mother Superior," said the Cardinal putting a gentle hand to the nun's head while blessing her. "In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, I bless the cum you are about to receive in your mouth and swallow. Amen."
* * * * *
Her last ditch, desperate effort, Julie hired this Satan impersonator to help her elicit a marriage proposal from her boyfriend. She knew that her boyfriend believed in Heaven and Hell and right from wrong. Making him feel guilty, she knew that Jack would take seeing Satan as a bad sign and an omen of where he was going after death. She knew that when Jack saw Satan, that would help make her April Fool's joke even more believable.
"You have one last day to live," signed Satan in Jack's e-mail from the Devil. "You'll be dead within 24 hours," read the anonymous e-mail that suddenly and simultaneously appeared on his computer screen, on his Smartphone, and on his Smartwatch too.
When seeing the e-mail was from Satan, Julie knew that her boyfriend, Jack, would click open the electronic mail. As soon as he opened it, as if opening a virus, the e-mail triggered a 24-hour countdown clock not only on his computer but also on his Smartphone and Smartwatch too. As soon as he opened the e-mail, Julie's April Fool's joke was in motion.
As if desperately trying to defuse a bomb, unable to get rid of the countdown clock nor interrupt the countdown clock, the countdown clock was a constant and continued reminder that he'd be dead in 24-hours. With Jack the gullible kind and not the brightest bulb, after receiving an e-mail from Satan, she knew that he'd believe he was doomed to die. She knew he'd believe that he was going to Hell.
'24:00, 23:59:59, 23:59:58...'
"What the frig is this? What the fuck? Are you kidding me? Does someone expect me to believe that I have one day to live? Oh, my God," he said. "Stop! How do I get this countdown clock to stop!"
Jack was stunned. He didn't know what to make of this. Obviously, someone was playing a sick joke on him. Yet, who? Who would do this to him? Nonfunctioning now and taken over by some sick hacker, his computer, his Smartphone, and his Smartwatch were all frozen by this countdown clock.
'How could someone hack my computer, my Smartphone, and my Smartwatch all at the same time? Only Satan could do something like this,' he thought. 'This is not good. This is bad. This had to be a joke,' he thought. 'Satan doesn't exist or does he? I'm not going to die or am I? Fuck! What if there is a Satan? What if I am going to die? What if I'm doomed to spend eternity burning in Hell? What do I do? What do I do? I only have 24 hours to live...tick, tick,' thought Jack while panicking.
Yet suspecting this wasn't a joke, he gave the thought that he was going to die tomorrow more than he should have given it. Knowing that he was so gullible and so superstitious with him believing in ghosts, witches, warlocks, witchcraft, spells, potions, the occult, demons, sorcerers, wizards, and the Devil, Julie knew that he'd believe that he was going to die. She knew that he'd think that Satan had personally contacted him and earmarked him for death and for Hell.
"Is this Satan's idea of a joke? Is Satan fucking with me or is Satan not even real. I don't know. I have no idea," said Jack while worrying why he was being targeted for death by Satan. "Fuck! I just wish this countdown clock would stop! Stop! I want my computer, Smartphone, and Smartwatch back."
Jack depressed his computer keyboard keys, he used his mouse to try and remove the countdown clock from his screen but it was still there. He rebooted his computer but when he turned his computer back on, beginning where it left off, the countdown clock was still there counting down the seconds to the end of his life. Even removing the batteries from his Smartphone and Smartwatch and reinstalling then, he pushed every button on his Smartphone and Smartwatch but to no avail.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...23:59:30, 23:59:29, 23:59:28...'
Now that the end of his life was seemingly inevitable, taking the next step to his call to action, he thought of what he wanted to do with what little time he had left. With less than 24-hours to live, what does he do with the rest of his life? Thinking and thinking, he imagined doing all the things that he always wanted to do. Thinking and thinking, he plotted and planned what to do with what little time he had left to live.
'23:59:15, 23:59:14, 23:59:13...'
He could you rob a bank, but he'd have so little time to spend the stolen money. He could steal a Ferrari but by the time he found a Ferrari to steal, his time would be over? Everyone who lived in this neighborhood drove Honda's, Toyotas, Ford's, and Chevy's. No one around here owned an Italian, exotic car.
He could pray all day but why would he pray after receiving this E-mail from Satan? Yet, with praying not helping him, obviously, he was already doomed to go to Hell. He could eat, drink, smoke, and take as many drugs as he wanted or, instead, he could do something that he always wanted to do. Going out with a big bang, literally, instead of a cowardly whimper, he could do what he sexually fantasized doing while masturbating himself every morning and every evening.
"Yeah, of course. That's it. That's what I'll do," he said. "If I'm going to die anyway, I may as well have some sexual fun. I may as well have sex."
'23:57:05, 23:57:04, 23:57:03...'
### SusanJillParker-03 ###
Naked, horny, and nervous in believing that he had nothing to lose since he was going to die tomorrow anyway, Jack had sex with his MILF of a mother, Rita.
* * * * *
Something he had never done before but always wanted to do, twenty-five-year-old Jack stripped off his clothes. He was naked and standing in his room consumed by the incestuous, sexual thoughts of what he was going to do next. He swallowed two Viagra pills his friend had stolen from his father's medicine cabinet and had given him to try. Afraid to try them before for fear they'd have side effects, he swallowed them now. Being that he was dying tomorrow anyway, what did he have to lose?
While standing in front of his mirror naked, he stroked himself while waiting for the drugs to take effect. Within ten minutes, he had a raging erection. He had the biggest and the hardest erection he has ever had in his young life. With this pill earmarked for men with erectile dysfunction, he hoped his cock didn't explode. He hoped he didn't die prematurely of a heart attack today instead of dying as foretold tomorrow.
Now naked, horny, and proud of his animal like erection, he walked out of his bedroom and in the hall. His sister, Carol, was sequestered in her bedroom playing loud music with her door closed and his mother was downstairs preparing breakfast and making coffee. He could barge in his sister's room naked or he could walk downstairs naked to see his mother. Who should he expose himself to, his sister or his mother?
Torn by his sexual indecision, he stood at the top of the stairs listening, thinking, plotting, and planning. Should he go in his sister's room naked and try to have sex with her or should he walk downstairs naked and try to have sex with his mother? Being that tomorrow was his last day alive, if he was going to have sex with anyone, he wanted to have sex with his MILF of a mother. With her always incestuously flashing him and sexually teasing him, he always wanted to have sex with her.
Slowly and quietly, with his naked, erect cock bouncing and swaying, Jack walked downstairs naked to hopefully have sex with his mother. He already had an erection with the thought of what he was about to try and do with his mother and from taking a double dose of 100 milligrams of Viagra. Still growing bigger and harder, his prick was as stiff as an Olympic diving board. He couldn't believe the size and the hardness of his cock. He had the biggest and the hardest erection he ever had in his life.
As soon as he walked downstairs, as if she was his sexual vision of what a mature, sexy, beautiful woman should look like, he saw her. His mother, Rita, a petite, pretty blonde who looked like Naomi Watts but with much bigger tits and a much nicer ass, was at the kitchen counter making coffee with her back turned to him. Hoping that she'd be agreeable to having consensual sex with her son, with him needing a volunteer and with her his first selection, he couldn't wait to try his double dose of Viagra induced prick on her.
Obviously not expecting her son to be downstairs, and especially not expecting him to be naked, his normal routine was to leave for work through the garage and buy coffee and a muffin at work. Most times he left without even seeing or talking to her. Most times he left without even saying goodbye.
The reason he acted rude to his mother by not greeting her or acknowledging her in the morning and not saying goodbye before leaving for work was because mornings were his horniest times. He had been sexually attracted to his mother since he turned 18-years-old. The only way he controlled himself from not soliciting his mother for sex was by constantly masturbating himself over the thoughts of his mother naked and having incestuous sex with her.
Sexually frustrated by the thoughts of wishing he could have sex with his mother, if he greeted her in the morning, he feared that he'd be unable to control himself from staring and leering at his nearly naked mother. He feared that, perhaps, he'd even touch and feel his mom in a sexually and incestuously, inappropriate way. Yet, now that he'd be dead by tomorrow, what did it matter? He had nothing to lose by soliciting his mother for forbidden sex? Who knows, once she sees his huge, hard, erect, naked prick, maybe she'd even say yes?
'I love you, Mom,' he thought.
Mornings were when his mother was in the kitchen wearing one of her sexy nightgowns without the modesty of a robe. Mornings were when he awakened with a sexually frustrated erection. Rather than having her sexually tempting him and sensually teasing him, he decided to avoid his mother each morning before he did something incestuously foolish and something that he'd regret. Now, being that he was going to die tomorrow anyway, if only just flashing her his erect prick and if nothing more than to see her reaction, he hoped to have some consensual, incestuous, sexual fun with his mother.



Of course, instead of just flashing her, he hoped to have sex with her. With her always flashing him up-skirt peeks of her panties and down-blouse views of her bra and cleavage, her sexual teasing was much worse when she wore her sexy, revealing nightgowns. Instead of just seeing up-skirt peeks of her panties, he saw up-nightgown views of her naked pussy. Instead of just seeing down-blouse view of her bra and cleavage, he saw down-nightgown views of her naked breasts.
Then, when she stood in front of the refrigerator with the door open and the kitchen light off, lighting her up, her nightgown became transparent. It was as if she was standing in front of the refrigerator naked. Again, when she stood in front of the TV without the living room light, as if standing in front of an X-Ray machine, he could see through his mother's nightgown as if she was naked. When she opened the drapes in front of the big, bay window to greet the morning by letting in the sun, yet again, with the sun lighting her up and pouring in through her sheer nightgown, she looked naked.
'Naked, naked, naked, I'd love to see my mother naked. Naked, naked, naked, I can't wait for my mother to see me naked,' he thought.
Just as he knew she would be, she was wearing her short, sheer, low-cut, sexy nightgown without the modesty of a robe and with nothing underneath. Consumed with incestuous lust with the thought that his mother was naked beneath her sexy nightgown, he wished he could have sex with her right there and right now in the kitchen. When seeing her from the back in the bright light of the kitchen, as if she was standing in front of a TSA X-ray machine, he could see right through his mother's sheer nightgown as if she was naked.
'Naked, naked, naked, I'd love to see my mother naked,' he thought again. 'Naked, naked, naked, I can't believe I'm going to exposed my naked prick to my mother.'
With him able to see the back of her shapely thighs, the shape of her round, firm ass, and her ass crack through her thin, sheer nightgown, she almost looked as if she was naked. Inspired to imagine her naked while hoping to see more of her beautiful body, he imagined more of his mother than what he was seeing. His mother looked so hot when wearing nothing but her skimpy, sexy, and nearly see-through nightgown. Now, after seeing her from the back, he couldn't wait to see her from the front.
He couldn't wait to see the impressions her nipples and the outline her breasts made through her nightie. He couldn't wait to see the darker shadow of her patch of blonde, trimmed, pubic hair. He couldn't wait to see the look on her face when knowing that she was enjoying all that she was showing her son and all that he was enjoying seeing of his mother's sexy and shapely body. He couldn't wait to see the look on her face when knowing that he was enjoying all that his mother was seeing of his naked body and all that she was hopefully enjoying seeing of his naked body.
'I love you, Mom,' he thought. 'I really love you but not in the way that a son should love his mother. I want to make love to you. I want to have sex with you,' he thought while staring at his mother's shapely and nearly naked ass. 'I want to fuck you. I want you to blow me.'
Never believing that she would, he now wondered if she was deliberately teasing him while hoping that he'd make a sexual, incestuous move on her. As if she was begging him for some sexual action, his mother was always flashing him down-blouse peeks of her bra and cleavage and down-nightgown peeks of her tits, nipples, and areolas. When she wasn't flashing him her bra, cleavage, and tits, she was flashing him up-skirt peeks of her white panties or up-nightgown views of her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy.
He'd love nothing more than to have sex with his sexy, MILF of a mother. He'd love to kiss his mother, French kiss her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her nightgown. He'd love to masturbate his mother while she masturbated him. He'd love nothing more than to make love to her before fucking her, really fucking her and pounding her pussy until she screamed out his name in orgasmic pleasure. He'd love to watch his Mom suck his cock. He'd loved to see his hard, hairy prick buried in his mother's beautiful mouth while she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes.
Obviously, with her not having a man in her life after divorcing his father, he imagined that his mother was as horny and as sexually frustrated as he was. Obviously, with his mother constantly and continually flashing him, he imagined that his mother as much of an exhibitionist as he was a voyeur. He wondered if she was as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her. Only, with him forbidden to have sex with her, now that he'd be dead tomorrow, what did it matter if he solicited her for sex? What did it matter if he had sex with his MILF of a mother?
Giving her something to remember him by, his sexual fantasy come true, he'd love to have forbidden sex with his mother? Just as he'd love for her to make him cum, he'd love to make her cum too. He'd love to squirt a bit of his sperm in his mother's cunt. Hoping to make her pregnant, how better to remember her son than to have another son in his image? Only, with his luck, his mother would have a girl instead of a boy. With his luck, his mother is too old to get pregnant. Yet, it was a thought that helped him cope with dying tomorrow.
If his mother could make him happy by sexually comforting him, stroking him, sucking him, and fucking him, he wished she would. With him having no guilt, remorse, and/or repercussions, there was nothing stopping him from having sex with her, especially if she was agreeable to having consensual sex with him. Only with him not about to force himself on her, it was up to her if she wanted to have sex with him or not.
Always afraid to ask her for sex before, he wasn't afraid to ask her for sex now. If he doesn't ask her for sex, he won't get her to give him sex. There was nothing wrong with a son saying goodbye to his mother by having sex with her. Only, with her not knowing that Satan chose him to die tomorrow, maybe she wouldn't feel the same way about having sex with him that he felt about having sex with her.
'Nonetheless,' he thought. 'If I don't ask her for incestuous sex, I won't get her to give me incestuous sex.'
Wishing he could, he couldn't tell her that he was dying tomorrow. She'd think him nuts. She'd think he made the whole thing up just to get her to have sex with him. Yet, even if she knew that tomorrow was his last day to live, perhaps she still wouldn't have sex with him. She was his mother after all and he was her son. The last thing he wanted to do was to force his mother to do anything that she didn't want to consensually and sexually do. Besides, if she believed him that he was dying tomorrow, why upset her today?
* * * * *
As quiet as an Indian or a Ninja warrior, he came up behind his mother. Leaning into her, wrapping his arms around her slim waist, and pressing himself against her, Jack pushed his mother's forty-six-year-old, toned tummy against the countertop. With his arms around her, her big, nightgown clad breasts rested on her forearms. It sexually excited him to feel his mother's big breasts resting on his forearms. If he turned his hands upward, he'd be cupping his mother's tits. This wasn't just any woman that he was sexually molesting, this was his mother.
'I can't believe her big tits are resting on my forearm,' he thought.
With him much taller than her, he had to squat down a little to perfectly place his naked, erect cock against her nightgown clad, ass crack. As if she was his girlfriend, Julie, instead of his mother, Rita, he pressed his erection harder against his mother's nightgown and in-between her nearly naked ass cheeks. As if he was intent on fucking her in her ass, he rubbed his naked cock all over his mother's nightgown clad ass while moving up and down and side to side. With him humping and grinding himself against his mother's beautiful ass, they stood there without talking. As if he was already fucking his mother, she felt so good pressed against him.
'I can't believe I'm dry humping my mother,' he thought. 'A good sign, perhaps, that she sexually wants me as much as I sexually want her, I can't believe my mother is allowing me to dry hump her.'
When she stood still without moving or moving away, he didn't know if she was enjoying the sexual attention or if she was shocked and offended by him trying to impale her nearly naked ass with his erect, naked prick. Unable to read his mother, he couldn't tell if she was sexually excited or angry. He didn't know if he should continue his sexual assault of his mother's ass or withdraw his cock from poking her. With her not showing any reaction to his naked, erect prick having his wicked sexual way with her ass, wishing she'd acknowledge his erection, he couldn't tell if she wanted him to continue sexually seducing her or not.
"Good morning, Jack," she said with a little laugh and without turning around. "How are you today? Obviously, horny, I see," she said with a dirty laugh.
The elephant in the room, it was just like her not to acknowledge his erection poking her in the ass until now.
"Good morning, Mom," he said while continuing to push and rub his cock against his mother's shapely ass.
While still dry humping his mother's nightgown clad ass with his naked prick, taking the next, bold step, he unwrapped his arms around her and slowly slid his horny hands down the side of her. Not moving, not even talking to voice her disapproval, she stood frozen in place. He touched, felt, and squeezed her ass through her sheer nightgown as he moved his hands lower and around her. Something he never did before but always wanted to do, he was feeling his mother's nearly naked ass through her thin, sheer, sexy nightgown. He couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's nearly naked ass.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'I can't believe I'm feeling my mother's nearly naked ass. I can't believe my mother is allowing me to feel her nearly naked ass.'
Wanting to test her reaction to him touching and feeling her ass in such an inappropriate and incestuously sexual way, as if raising a curtain, he ever so slowly raised the back of her nightgown to expose her naked ass. He took a step back to look at his mother's naked ass. For a mature woman, she had such a sexy and shapely ass. For a mature woman, her ass was so firm and so round. He loved his mother's ass, especially when she wore her tight jeans and especially now that his mother's naked ass was exposed to his horny eyes and incestuous hands.
'I can't believe I'm seeing my mother's naked ass,' he thought while staring at her shapely, sexy, and naked behind.
When she didn't stop him from exposing her naked ass and raising her nightgown to her waist, taking that as his signal to continue to grope his mother, his horny hands were all over his mother's naked ass. He couldn't believe he had the nerve to not only hump his mother's ass but also to raise her nightgown and expose her naked ass while touching and feeling her naked ass. He couldn't believe his mother not only allowed him to hump her ass but also allow him to expose her ass by allowing him to raise her nightgown. Now, with him touching and feeling her naked ass, he couldn't believe his mother was allowing him to touch her in such a sexually and incestuously inappropriate way.
"Are you having fun feeling my naked ass, Jack," she said wiggling her naked ass.
He smiled and leaned forward to whisper his incestuous lust in his mother's ear.
"You have a such beautiful ass, Mom. I've always admired your ass. I've always wanted to see, touch, and feel your naked ass. Sorry, but I could no longer resist your ass," he said feeling and squeezing his mother's naked ass.
A good sign that she wanted her naked ass to be touched, squeezed, and felt, unless reading her wrong, obviously, she wanted him to give her incestuous sex as much as he wanted to give his mother incestuous sex. Taking the chance that she wouldn't rebuke and/or reject him, he abandoned his mother's naked ass to reach up and around her to cup his mother's breasts through her nightgown and in his horny hands. Something he always wanted to do, he was finally feeling his mother's tits. He couldn't believe he was cupping his mother's big, nightgown clad breasts in his horny hands.
After feeling his mother's naked ass, he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's breasts, albeit through her nightgown. Perhaps as shocked as she was, he couldn't believe his mother allowed him to feel her breasts. A good sign that she wanted more, he couldn't believe she allowed him to not only expose and feel her naked ass but also that she allowed him to feel her big breasts through her nightgown. Just as he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's naked ass, he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's big, nightgown clad tits.
"Jack, oh, my God," she said with a nervous, little laugh. "What's gotten into you? Obviously by your erection poking my ass, you touching, feeling, and exposing my naked ass before feeling my breasts, you're obviously horny," she said with a sexy laugh while pausing before uttering what he was hoping to hear. "I wish there was something that I could sexually do for you to give you some sexual relief and a sexual release but with me your mother and you my son, I can't," she said falling quiet.
'Was my mother suggesting a hand job or a blowjob? I'd love nothing more than for my MILF of a sexy mother to stroke my cock while sucking my cock,' he thought. 'Obviously, I'm sexually getting to her.'
So soft, yet so firm, and so shapely, his mother not only had a shapely, firm, round ass but also she had beautiful, natural breasts with big nipples, nipples that he'd love to finger and suck.
"Please don't be mad, Mother. Just as I always wanted to touch and feel your ass, I always wanted to touch and feel your tits, too. Just as you have an amazing ass, you have amazing breasts too," he said feeling, squeezing, and continuing to fondle his mother's breasts through her nightgown.
He always wanted to feel her tits while fingering her nipples. Going for broke, with her standing there and not moving away while allowing him to sexually molest her beautiful body, he fingered her nipples. As soon as he fingered her nipples while he humped her round, firm, still naked ass, her nipples erected. Obviously with her not cold but sexually excited, his mother was seemingly enjoying being touched, humped, and felt up as much as he was enjoying humping his mother's round, naked ass, feeling her big, firm tits, and fingering her erect nipples.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'I can't believe I'm fingering my mother's nipples. I can't believe she's allowing me to finger her nipples. This, by far, is the best day of my life. Having my wicked, sexual way with my mother is almost worth me dying.'
She squirmed as if he was getting to her by fingering her nipples.
"Jack," she said breathlessly while still not moving away from him. "What are you doing?" She looked down at his fingers before closing her eyes. "Why are you touching me in this sexually forbidden way?"
He rubbed his erect, naked cock all over his mother's naked ass.
"Because I love you, Mother," he said.
She seemingly swooned by his touches, gropes, humps, and feels.
"Oh, my God, Jack. Oh, my God," she said swooning when he pulled, turned, pinched, squeezed, and twisted her big nipples between his thumbs and index fingers. "You shouldn't be doing this. You shouldn't be touching me, feeling me, and humping me in such a sexually inappropriate way," she said. "I'm your mother and you're my son," she said pausing while swooning with her head against his muscular chest and with her eyes still closed.
With his left hand still feeling her naked ass, his right hand felt her breasts and continued pulling, turning, pinching, squeezing, and twisting her big, erect nipples through her nightgown.
"I love you, Mother," he said. "I love you. I'll always love you."
Obviously not understanding the dire reason for his sudden, sexually, and incestuous display of love for his mother, as if an involuntary movement, she slowly wiggled her ass against his naked cock. As if she was his girlfriend instead of his mother, she slowly grinded her magnificent ass into his cock. He always knew his mother was a sexy bitch. With his mother always flashing him, he suspected his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
"Jack," she said again in a sexually excited whisper. "You're making me so hot and so...horny," she said pausing again. "You're making me so...wet," she said in another sexually excited whisper. "Jack, oh, my god, Jack. I'm so wet for you."
He moved her hair to kiss the back and side of her neck before sticking his tongue in her ear and blowing his sexual lust for her in her ear.
"Why not? Why shouldn't I be touching the woman that I love in this sexual way? I love you, Mom," he said again. "I love you."
As if she was putty in his hands, with her nightgown still bunched around her waist and trapped between her tummy and the countertop, he slid his right hand from her breast all the way down to her exposed pussy. As soon as he touched and fingered her blonde, trimmed pubic hair, as if being sexually massaged, she totally relaxed. Never thinking that he'd get this sexually far with his mother, he couldn't believe she allowed him to expose and feel her naked ass, fondle her breasts and finger her nipples through her nightgown, and now finger her pubic hair. He couldn't believe she confessed that he made her hot, horny, and wet.
'I can't believe I'm touching my mother's pubic hair. I can't believe she's allowing me to touch her pubic hair,' he thought.
With her obviously wanting more sexually as much as he wanted more sexually, going all the way, he cupped his mother's cunt in his hand before he slid a slow finger along her pussy lips. He was touching his mother's pussy. He was cupping his mother's cunt. He couldn't believe he was having his wicked, sexual way with his mother's pussy. As if he was about to finger Julie's cunt, he couldn't believe he was about to finger his mother's cunt. Waiting for her to stop him, when she didn't, he continued slowly and purposefully fingering her pussy lips.
'I can't believe I'm touching my mother's pussy. I can't believe she's allowing me to touch her pussy,' he thought.
Taking her total lack of resistance as his go ahead sign to continue with his sexual assault of his mother, he parted the lips of her vagina with his fingertips and pressed his finger down and inside of her with more force. As if his fingertip was meant to be there fingering her pussy, his finger was inside his mother's cunt and she was, indeed, wet. She was so very wet. As soon as he entered his mother's cunt, she squirmed.
"Jack," she said in a sexually excited gasp. "Oh, my God, Jack. Jack," she whispered. "I love you, Jack. I love you."
* * * * *
He not only couldn't believe that he was fingering his mother's pussy but also he couldn't believe that his mother was allowing him to finger her pussy. He rubbed her clit with one finger while fucking her cunt this his other finger. His fingers were deep inside of his mother's cunt. He couldn't believe he was finger fucking his mother. He couldn't believe she was allowing him to finger fuck her. He couldn't believe he was masturbating his mother. He couldn't believe she was allowing him to masturbate her.
"I love touching you in this sexual way, Mom," he said. "I love giving you sexual pleasure."
Wishing he had a third hand to feel her naked ass, he rubbed her clit and fingered her pussy with his right hand while continuing to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her nightgown with his left hand. Never thinking he would ever get this sexually far with his mother, he wished he had touched and felt her years ago. Having wasted so much time, they could have been having mother and son incestuous sex. Having wasted so much time, he could have been eating his mother and making love to her before fucking her. Having wasted so much time, she could have been stroking his cock and sucking his cock before fucking his cock.



'Better late than not at all,' he thought while continuing to masturbate his mother and fingering her erect nipples. 'At least she's not rejecting me but instead she's encouraging me to have sex with her magnificent, MILF of a body.'
"Jack," she said breathlessly again. "You shouldn't. We mustn't. Oh, my God, Jack. Oh, my God. Must I remind you that I'm your mother and you're my son? What you're doing could be misconstrued as incestuous instead of the love that a son feels for his mother," she said feigning her protests while pressing her nightgown clad ass against his erect, naked cock. "Oh, my God, Jack. Oh, my God. You're making me so very sexually excited."
Then, when she turned to face him, confront him, and perhaps scold him and stop him from feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and masturbating her pussy, before she could utter a word, he parted his mother's lips with his tongue. Making out with her, he removed his fingers from his mother's cunt and his hand from his mother's tits. He kissed his mother in the way that a man would kiss a woman and in the way that he'd kiss his girlfriend, Julie.
One wet kiss after another wet kiss, he French kissed his mother. Not only couldn't he believe that he was French kissing his mother but also he couldn't believe his mother was returning his passionate, wet kisses with her passionate, wet kisses. While kissing and kissing her, he reached up his right hand to feel her breasts and finger her nipples again while lowering his left hand to continue to finger fuck and masturbate her pussy.
'I can't believe I'm masturbating my mother,' he thought while finger fucking his mother and rubbing her clit harder and faster.
Now while feeling her tits with his right hand, he cupped his mother's naked pussy with his left hand. He couldn't believe she allowed him to have his wicked sexual way with her nightgown clad breasts, naked ass, and now her naked pussy. Feeling all of her between her legs, he couldn't believe she allowed him to cup her naked cunt. Even more unbelievable, he couldn't believe she allowed him to finger fuck and masturbate her naked pussy. Stunned, shocked, and surprised, he couldn't believe he was having his wicked, sexual way with his mother's naked cunt.
"Mom, Mom, I love you so much, Mom," he said staring in his mother's blue eyes.
She smiled at him in the way she had never smiled at him before.
"And I love you, Jack. I love you so very much," she said.
While still kissing and kissing her, French kissing her, he slid a slow finger along her pussy slit again, parted her pussy lips, and pressed down with his left hand in the way he had done with his right hand. Well passed his knuckle, his finger was deep inside of his mother again and, while not having to force her, she was already so very wet for her son. Sexually exciting her more than she already was, he slowly and gently rubbed his mother's clit before rubbing it faster and pushing down on it harder.
Something he had never sexually fantasized doing, he couldn't believe he was not only finger fucking and masturbating his mother but also that his mother was allowing him to finger fuck and masturbate her. As shocked as he was sexually excited, he couldn't believe that his mother obviously sexually wanted him to masturbate her as much as he sexually wanted to masturbate her. Once he realized that she obviously, sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, he stuck his right hand down her nightgown top to feel her naked breasts while fingering her naked nipples.
He was feeling his mother's naked tits. He couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's naked tits. He couldn't believe his mother was allowing him to feel her naked tits. Once he felt her naked tits, he fingered, pulled, turned, pinched, squeezed, and twisted her naked nipples. He couldn't believe he was fingering, pulling, turning, pinching, squeezing, and twisting his mother's naked nipples. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe his mother was allowing him to finger, pull, turn, pinch, squeeze, and twist her naked nipples.
'Oh, my God. I can't believe I'm feeling my mother's naked tits while fingering her naked nipples,' he thought.
As if he was reenacting a mother and son, Japanese porn video, going for it all, in one swift move, he reached for the hem of her nightgown and pulled it all the way up over her head and off. As if he was a rapist, he stripped his mother naked. His mother was naked. He couldn't believe his mother was naked. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's beautiful naked body.
'Naked, naked, naked, my mother is naked,' he thought.
Now, just as he was naked, his mother was naked too. Shocked as much as he was sexually excited by all that happened so quickly in such a short time, he couldn't believe he had stripped his mother naked. He couldn't believe his mother allowed him to strip her naked.
* * * * *
Then, as if he was remaking the movie, The Postman Always Rings Twice, written by James M. Cain, and originally made with Lana Turner and John Garfield and later with Jessica Lange and Jack Nicholson, he was ready to fuck his mother. He lifted her and put her on the kitchen table. Pushing her back, he bunched the tablecloth behind her neck for her to rest her blonde, pretty head. As if he was in bed with her instead of on the kitchen table with her, he climbed on the table and mounted his mother. He was ready to make love to his mother before fucking his mother.
"Jack, what are you doing? Oh, my God! Jack, you're naked," she said just now noticing that he was naked. "Jack! Oh, my God. Oh, my God, Jack. Jack, wait. We can't do this. We mustn't do this. I'm your mother and you're my son. This is incest. Oh, my God, Jack. No. Wait. Jack. Stop. Please stop," she said feigning her reluctance to have incestuous sex with her son.
Before he mounted her and as he was mounting her, she stared down at her son's exposed, erect penis and continued staring at his engorged prick as if she had never seen an erect cock before. He kissed his mother again while fingering her pussy and while wrapping her motherly fingers around his stiff prick. Allowing her to make his erection even harder, he moved her hand with his hand to give him a forced hand job. With her ready and willing to masturbate him, he didn't need to guide his mother's hand back and forth on his cock.
With her already wet enough, he continued climbing on top of her, pressed himself against her, and inserted himself inside his mother's cunt. Not making a struggle or a fuss, as if he was her lover, her boyfriend, her significant other, or her husband instead of her son, she voluntarily accepted his cock inside her. She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. Making sweet love to her while kissing her, Jack humped his mother's wet, warm, and willing pussy. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, Jack fucked his mother while on top of the kitchen table until she had an orgasm.
"Oh, Jack. Jack. My son, my loving son. I love you, Jack. I love you so much. You're making your mother very happy, so very happy. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. I'm cumming, Jack. Please don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming, Jack. I'm cumming. Fuck Mommy, Jack. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster," she said returning her son's humps with her humps. "Fuck Mommy faster. Fuck Mommy harder. Make me cum, Jack. Make me cum."
The obedient son that he was, as if his mother's pussy was Julie's pussy, his girlfriend's pussy, Jack fucked his mother faster and harder. A master masturbator, a personal best, Jack held a personal record of ejaculating cum eight times in one night. His way to masturbate more in the course of a day or night, whether a squirt of a volcanic eruption, he trained himself to ejaculate as much or as little cum as he wanted. Instead of shooting a full load of cum in his mother's cunt, he squirted just a little and just enough. He possessed enough sexual self-control to ejaculate a small fraction of cum, only as much cum as was needed for his sexual pleasure and for his diabolical purpose.
Masturbating every day, at least twice a day, he masturbated over his mother, Rita, while imagining her naked and having sex with her. He masturbated over his sister, Carol, while imagining her naked and having sex with her. He masturbated over his Aunt Christine, while imagining her naked and having sex with her. He masturbated over his Cousin Kathy, while imagining her naked and having sex with her.
It wasn't just his relatives who he masturbated over. He masturbated over his girlfriend's mother, Nancy, while imagining her naked and having sex with her. He masturbated over his girlfriend's sister, Jessica, while imagining her naked and having sex with her. Finally, he masturbated over his girlfriend's best friend, Amy, while imagining her naked and having sex with her too.
Then, before leaving his mother still lying on the kitchen table naked, sexually satisfied, and enjoying the afterglow of sex, he stood next to her. When she turned her head to him, he put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, lifted it, and impaled his mother's mouth with his stiff cock. He watched her lick and suck what few droplets of cum that dribbled from his stiff prick.
He always wanted to see his mother with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth while she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes and he stared down at her. As soon as he inserted his erect prick in her mouth, he humped her mouth and fucked her face. Not resisting him or rejecting him, she opened her mouth wide to take his cock deep inside her beautiful mouth. She willingly sucked her son while voluntarily stroking him.
'My mother is blowing me. I can't believe my mother is willingly and consensually sucking my cock,' he thought.
Hard for him to wrap his brain around that his prick was in his mother's mouth. He couldn't believe his prick was in his mother's mouth. Not only did his mother accept his stiff prick in her beautiful mouth but also she sucked him while stroking him. As if he was a man she picked up for the night instead of her beloved son, his mother was blowing him. As if she was a woman he picked up for the night instead of his beloved mother, his mother was sucking him. His longtime sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe his mother was giving him a motherly blowjob.
"Look at me while you suck me, Mom," he said. "Look at me. I want to remember you with my hard, hairy cock in your mouth. Suck me, Mom. Suck my cock."
She stared up at her son while sucking him and while stroking him. Then, removing him from her mouth, she showed him her tongue while she licked, kissed, and sucked his prick. Not wanting to fully cum just yet, he left his beloved mother sprawled out and naked on the kitchen table. If he allowed her to continue to suck him, he would have ejaculated his full load of cum in her beautiful mouth. If he allowed her to continue to suck him, he would have given her a cum bath. He would have ejaculated all over her beautiful face, in her blonde hair, and across her big tits.
'Well, that didn't take very long to fuck my mother and give her something to remember me by after I'm gone, a sexual orgasm,' he thought to himself.
'23:22:20, 23:22:19, 23:22:18...'
### SusanJillParker-04 ###
Without guilt, remorse, and repercussions, after having had sex with his mother, Rita, Jack had reluctant sex before having consensual sex with his sexy sister, Carol, too.
* * * * *
Now that he had sex with his mother, Jack went upstairs to his bitch of a sister's room to hopefully have sex with her too. Why in the Hell not? After having sex with his mother, what did he have to lose by soliciting his sister for sex too?
Even though they never got along, she's been better since she moved back home. She's been kinder to him and not as quick to rile. Besides, a younger version as his Mom, as good looking, as sexy, and with a body to die for, he always wished he could have sex with his big sister. In the way that he lusted and masturbated over his Mom while imagining her naked and having sex with him, he lusted and masturbated over his big sister while imagining her naked and having sex with him too.
What did he have to lose? The worst she could say is no. The worst she could do is scream when he entered her bedroom naked and with an erection. It isn't as if she's going to run to their mother and complain that he tried to have sex with her, especially after he just had sex with his Mom.
Alive today, he'd be dead by this time tomorrow anyway. Besides, like mother like daughter, with his sister lonely, sexually frustrated, and horny, she may surprise him and want to give him as much as sex as he wanted to give her. She may surprise him in the way that his mother surprised him. His sister may be just as horny and sexually frustrated as was his mother. His sister may sexually want him as much as he sexually wants her.
His sister, Carol, had returned home yet again to live after divorcing her second husband. Like mother like son and, hopefully, like mother like daughter, in the way that his mother was an incestuous whore and he was an incestuous pervert, he hoped his sister was an incestuous whore too. He hoped that his sister would give him consensual, incestuous sex in the way that his mother had just given him consensual, incestuous sex.
'How hot would that be to fuck my sister? How hot would that be for her to suck my cock? Just to see her naked would be another one of my sexual fantasies come true,' he thought. 'Just to see my sister's reaction would be so hot too.'
Before entering his sister's bedroom unannounced and uninvited, he quickly ducked his head in his room to check his countdown clock on his computer screen. He had twenty-three hours left. The time was ticking by fast, too fast. Never paying much attention to time before, unless he had an appointment or was late for work, he paid attention to every second of the time he had left now.
'23:01:04, 23:01:03, 23:01:02...'
Without knocking and while hoping to catch her in her nightgown, he barged in his sister's bedroom unannounced and without warning. Better than catching his sister in her nightgown, he hoped he'd catch her naked, topless, or at least in her bra and panties while she was getting dressed for work. Instead, something he hadn't imagined, something he hadn't imagining happening, and something that hardened his cock and inspired his incestuous, wanton, sexual desire for his sister, he heard the water running in her bathroom.
'She's in the shower,' he thought. 'She's naked. My sister is naked. God, oh, God.'
Obviously, she was taking a shower. Obviously, his sister was soaping her beautiful body. Perfect timing, his sister was in the bathroom shower naked. Naked, naked, naked, his sister was naked.
'I'd love nothing more than to lather my sister's big tits with soap while fingering her erect nipples before fingering her pussy,' he thought. 'Back and forth and back and forth, I'd love nothing more than for my sister to stroke my cock clean with her bare hand before moving to her knees to take me in her mouth.'
At the very least, if he dared open her bathroom door and dared open her shower door, he'd catch his sister in her birthday suit. He'd finally see his sister in the way that he had sexually fantasized seeing his sister, Carol, while constantly and continually masturbating himself over the thoughts of his sister naked and having sex with her. He couldn't count how many times he masturbated over his sexy sister while imagining her naked and having sex with her.
'Carol, I'm coming for you. Carol, I need to cum inside of you, big sister,' he thought.
Convenient for him, a real timesaver, he couldn't have planned his uninvited entrance any better. Not having to persuade her to undress and not being relegated to feeling her through her clothes while trying to kiss her and seduce her, Carol was already naked while in the shower.
'Naked, naked, naked, my sexy sister is naked.'
Not waiting for an invitation, expecting her to scream, to fight, and to resist, he quietly walked in her bedroom, stealthily walked in her bathroom, and opened her shower door and stepped inside.
With his sister facing him with her eyes closed, he stared at her big breasts, her areolas, and her erect nipples. He stared at her naked blonde, trimmed pussy. The first time seeing so much of his sexy sister, he couldn't believe the beautiful body she had. Why two men would divorce someone who was as beautiful and as sexy as was his sister was beyond his understanding, albeit she was such a bitch.
Nonetheless her bitchy moods and bitchy behavior, he couldn't believe he was seeing his sister naked. He couldn't believe he was about to solicit his sexy sister for sex in the way he had already solicited and had sex with his MILF of a mother. Perhaps, bitchiness is the price that men must pay to be with someone as beautiful and as sexy. Now he wondered if his mother was as bitchy as his sister when she was younger. Perhaps that's why his father divorced his mother, too.
Like mother like daughter, with less than 20-years between them, they looked so much alike, especially when naked. Now that he had seen them both naked, if he was with one or the other in a dark room while they were both naked, he wouldn't be able to tell one from the other. Then, when she turned to rinse the soap from her sexy and shapely body, he stared at his sister's round and shapely, naked ass. She had such a beautiful ass. Carol had as good of an ass as Eva Mendez or Jessica Biel. He couldn't believe he was seeing his sister's naked ass. Perhaps because she was twenty-years younger, she had an even better ass than his mother and his mother still had a magnificent ass.
'Wow, what an ass,' he thought.
Catching her by surprise, before even realizing that he was there with her naked, when she finally opened her eyes after rinsing the soap from her hair, he was already standing behind her. As if he was imagining being in the shower naked with his naked sister, he couldn't believe he was really there. As if he was dreaming or sexually fantasizing that he was naked and in the shower with his naked sister, even if she rejected him, he'd be happy to have seen her without her clothes.
"Good morning, Carol," said Jack with a big shit eating grin.
As if she was hearing voices, as soon as he spoke, she turned her head and popped open her eyes. In the way that he had pressed his naked cock up against his mother's naked ass and buried his erection between her ass cheeks, he did the same to his sister. Then, before she had time to react, to struggle, and to resist his inappropriate, sexual advances, he reached out his horny, incestuous hands to cup his sister's big, naked tits while fingering her nipples.
He was feeling his sister's big, naked breasts. He couldn't believe he was feeling his sister's big, naked tits while humping his sister's naked ass. As soon as he fingered her nipples, they erected themselves. Like mother like daughter, she had big tits and big nipples. He couldn't wait to suck her tits just as he couldn't wait for her to fuck and suck his cock.
Slow to react to him inappropriately sexually touching her, she slapped his hand away from her tits. She turned to face him and, as if bench pressing him, she pushed him away with both hands against his chest. Denying him a continued view of her naked body, she covered her naked breasts with her forearm and hand and covered her naked pussy with her other hand.
She looked at him as if she had just received an electrical shock. She looked at him as if he was crazy. He was crazy. He was crazy with sexual desire for her in the way that he was crazy with sexual desire for their mother. Now that he had sex with his mother, he was crazy out of his mind with the incestuous thoughts of having sex with his sexy sister.



"Jack! What the fuck? What in the Hell are you doing? Why are you in my shower? Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Why are you naked?" She stared down at his erect cock in the way that their mother just had. "Get out! Get the fuck out! I'm taking a shower. How dare you? Get out of my shower," she said feigning a struggle while meekly resisting him. "Oh, my God! I can't believe this," she said while staring down at his naked erection. "I'm so embarrassed. I'm telling Mom. Mom! Mom," she yelled.
Yet, Mom wouldn't be coming upstairs to help her. Mom wasn't coming upstairs to save her daughter from her brother. Their mother wouldn't be intervening to save her from him. Rita was still downstairs enjoying the afterglow of having incestuous sex with her son. Rita was basking in the sensation of having hot sex after not having had any sex for years. If his mother would do anything to help her daughter, perhaps she'd want to have a threesome. How hot would that be to watch mother having sex with daughter after she had sex with her son?
'Embarrassed?' He gave his big sister a look of disbelief. 'His sister wasn't embarrassed. If she was anything, she was sexually excited,' he thought. 'Just look at her nipples. They're huge.'
* * * * *
Easily overcoming her inability to resist him, he removed her arms from her naked body to lean down to suck her tits. First one and then the other, he sucked one of her nipples before sucking her other nipple. Then, when she started to resist him, he turned her around and pinned her hands against the wet, tile wall. He pushed himself up against her in the way he did with his mother.
As if he was a police officer arresting a criminal, he pressed himself harder against her while humping her. As if he had fucked his sister before, his cock found a comfortable place between her shapely ass cheeks. He let go one of her hands to reach out for a handful of shower water and he used that to reach down between his sister's legs to wet her pussy in readiness for his cock. He cupped and fingered his sister's pussy. In the way that he had just cupped and fingered his mother's pussy, he couldn't believe he was cupping and fingering his sister's pussy. He couldn't believe his sister was allowing him to cup and finger her pussy.
"You have a beautiful body, Carol. I love your big tits and your shapely ass," he said. "You have an unbelievable ass. I always knew you had a great ass but seeing your naked ass, my God, you make my cock throb. You make me want to fuck your ass and lick your ass," he said.
She looked at him as if he was crazy and, certainly, he was.
"Eww," she said.
Wetting his sister's pussy with his shower water filled hand, he couldn't believe he was rubbing his sister's cunt. Whether he was wetting her with the shower water or naturally and sexually wetting her, he couldn't believe he was wetting his sister's cunt. He couldn't believe his sexy sister was allowing him to wet, rub, and finger her naked cunt without more of a struggle. With him happy just seeing his sister naked, and with her such a B-I-T-C-H, he never thought he'd ever get this sexually far with his sister. Then, again, he never thought his mother would consensually agree to have sex with him.
Wasting no time, he fingered his sister's naked pussy while wetting her naked pussy. While rubbing her clit, he finger fucked his sister. He couldn't believe he was finger fucking his sister. He couldn't believe his sister was allowing him to finger fuck her. He couldn't believe he was naked and in the shower with his naked sister.
Only, with him having good timing again, not only was she already naked, she was already wet and not just from the shower water. His sister's pussy was already swollen with sexual excitement. As evidenced by her waterproof vibrator, her dildo, and her rubber ducky positioned together on the shower shelf, she must have been masturbating herself with her toys. Either she already had an orgasm or was about to have an orgasm after she showered.
Obviously, like brother like sister, and like mother like daughter, his sister was just as horny as he was. Having heard her masturbating in the shower many times before, when not masturbating herself in bed, she routinely masturbated herself in the shower. Obviously, in the way that he was a masturbation machine, his sister was a masturbation machine too. Now, he wondered if his mother masturbated too. Probably she does, no doubt she does, he thought.
With them sharing a bedroom wall, whenever he heard Carol masturbating late at night or early the next morning, he'd masturbate himself to her masturbating herself while he was still in bed. Whenever he masturbated himself to her masturbating herself, making his masturbation session that much more sexually and incestuously exciting, he imagined that he was having sex with his sister. Now, not having to pretend, something he always wanted to do, whether she wanted him to or not, he was not only seeing his sister's naked body but also he was touching and feeling his sister's naked body. Whether she wanted him to or not, he was about to have sex with his 27-year-old sister.
"Jack! Stop! Let me go. We mustn't do this. This is wrong. This is incest," she said feigning her resistance while putting up a feeble fight and trying to break the hold he had on her by trying to turn to face him.
As if he was fucking his girlfriend, Julie, instead of his sister, Carol, he applied more pressure to her back and shoulder. He leaned her forward and pressed her blonde, pretty forehead against the wet, tile wall. Then, as if she was a slut he picked up at a bar or a whore he paid for the night, he inserted his erect cock in her warm, wet, naked pussy. The tip of his cock was inside his sister's cunt. He couldn't believe the tip of his prick was inside of his sister's cunt. After having just fucked his mother, he couldn't believe he was fucking his sister.
'Oh, my God, I can't believe I'm fucking my bitchy sister,' he thought.
Easing his stiff prick deeper inside his sister, with her not resisting him or fighting him, he humped her. Then, humping her harder and humping her faster, he fucked his sister from behind as if she was a dog. While humping her pussy, he took hold of her big tits and fingered her already erect nipples in the way he did with his mother. Humping her and humping her, he was fucking his sister.
"Fuck me, Carol. Fuck me," he said. "Fuck me in the way that Mom just did."
Obviously, with his sister not having sex since she divorced her second husband, his sister was just as horny as he was. Obviously, with his sister no longer having a man in her life in the way that his mother no longer had a man in her life, his sister was just as sexually frustrated as he was and as their mother was. Obviously, in the way that his mother sexually and incestuously wanted him too, his sister sexually and incestuously wanted him as much as he sexually and incestuously wanted her.
"You had sex with Mom?"
When he said that he had sex with their mother, she froze and turned her head to look at him with a look of shock mixed with sexual excitement.
"I did," he said. "We fucked right on the kitchen table," he said with a dirty laugh. "Best you wipe down the table before eating breakfast," he said with another dirty laugh.
She seemed to relax after he told his sister that he had sex with their mother. Perhaps she was worried about her mother finding out that they had sex. Who knows, perhaps his sister is as sexually attracted to their mother as much as he has always been sexually attracted to their mother. Perhaps his sister is a closet lesbian which would explain why her two marriages failed.
"Jack," said Carol in a sexually excited voice that didn't make him believe what she said next. "We shouldn't be doing this. This is so wrong but it feels so right. You fucking me feels so good."
Even though he routinely had sex with his girlfriend, having forbidden, incestuous sex with his mother and sister superseded the sex that he had with Julie. Having incestuous sex always took precedence of having normal sex. Obviously, knowing that as the truth now, the best sex was, indeed, incestuous sex. The best sex he ever had was with his mother and now with his sister. Without guilt, remorse, or repercussions, Jack continued fucking his sister.
"Oh, my God, Carol. This is so unbelievable. I love fucking you," he said. "Fuck me, Carol. Fuck me."
Before she changed her mind, determined to give her an orgasm with his cock, he humped her pussy from behind faster and harder while she returned his humps with her humps. His sister was humping him. He couldn't believe his sexy sister was humping him just as hard and just as fast as he was humping her. Obviously, in the way that his mother just did, his sister was enjoying him fucking her too.
Hanging onto her big tits as if he was on an amusement ride or on a bucking horse at a rodeo, he banged his sister harder and faster from behind. Humping her faster and humping harder, with the full length of his prick traveling in and out of his sister's cunt before he buried his thick prick all the way in her, he was fucking his sister. He couldn't believe he was fucking his sister in the way he had just fucked his mother. He couldn't believe his sister was fucking him in the way that his mother had just fucked him.
In the way that he was shocked by his mother allowing him to have consensual sex with her MILF of a naked body, he couldn't believe his sister allowed him to have consensual sex with her sexy, naked body too. Never expecting his mother to willingly give him sex, he never expected his sister would willingly give him sex either. Fucking his sister harder and faster, in the way that he ejaculated a small amount of cum in his mother's cunt, as if leaving his calling card behind, he ejaculated a small amount of cum in his sister's cunt too. As his way to leave something of himself behind, in the way that he hoped to make his mother pregnant, he hoped to make his sister pregnant too.
Yet, still in shock, just as he couldn't believe he had fucked his mother, he couldn't believe he was fucking his big sister. Too much to wrap his brain around, just as his mother allowed him to have sex with her beautiful, naked body, he couldn't believe his sister was allowing him to have sex with her beautiful, naked body too. If his excuse for having sex with his mother and his sister was because he'd be dead tomorrow, what was their excuse for having sex with him? He only wished he knew they'd be agreeable to giving him incestuous sex before. He would have had sex with the both of them years ago.
"Jack! Oh, my God, Jack! You're going to make me cum. Jack wait. No! Stop! I'm going to cum and you're not wearing a condom. Wait. Hold on. Don't. Stop. Oh, my God. Fuck it. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. I'm going to cum. I need to cum Jack. I need to cum. Only, please don't cum inside me. Please don't. I beg you. Okay? Please don't. Promise me that you won't cum in my pussy. The last thing I need is for my baby brother to get me pregnant," she said.
He laughed to himself.
"Don't worry, Carol. I promise not to cum inside of you," he said after he already had deposited a squirt of cum in her pussy.
Determined to give Carol an orgasm along with a baby, Jack continued humping his sister faster and harder.
"Jack! Fuck! Jack, fuck! I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Jack! I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me, Jack! Fuck me! Fuck me harder. Fuck faster. Oh, my God, Jack! Oh, my God! Oh, my God," she said collapsing against the wet shower wall.
As soon as his sister, Carol, screamed her orgasm, as if kissing her his final goodbye, he spun her around and gave her a deep, wet kiss. His first-time French kissing his sister, he kissed her again and again. He kissed her with as much sexual passion as he kissed his mother and she returned his sexual passion with her deep, wet kisses.
Then, not wasting valuable time, he applied a heavy hand to her shoulder. As if she was a whore in a back alley instead of his beloved sister in the shower, he pushed her to her knees. As soon as he slowly slid his erect cock across her full lips, she needed no further coaxing from him for her to take his erect prick in her hand before taking his stiff prick in her mouth. Just as he couldn't believe his sister wrapped her slender fingers around his thick prick, he couldn't believe his sister took his big cock in her mouth. Just as he couldn't believe his mother sucked his cock, he couldn't believe his sister was sucking his cock.
"Suck my prick, Carol. Blow me," said Jack to his sexy sister.
Too much to process in such a short time, in the way that his mother just had sucked him, his sister was blowing him. He stared down at his sister sucking his cock while she stared up at him with her pretty face and big, blue eyes while sucking his cock. In the way that he did with his mother, he stared down at his sister while watching her sucking his cock.
'This is unbelievable,' he thought. 'After fucking my mother and my mother blew me, I fucked my sister and she's blowing me too.'
Carol was sucking his cock. He couldn't believe his sister, Carol, was sucking his cock. He brushed her long, blonde hair from her face so that he could better see his hard, hairy prick buried in his sister's beautiful mouth. Another one of his sexual fantasies come true, he couldn't believe his sexy sister fucked him without a struggle or without him having to force her to fuck him. Another one of his sexual fantasies come true, he couldn't believe his sexy sister was blowing him without a struggle or without him having to force her to blow him.
He put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head as she stroked and sucked his prick. In the same way that he humped his mother's mouth and fucked his mother's face, he humped his sister's mouth and fucked his sister's face. She stroked him and sucked his cock as if she wanted to stroke him and suck his cock and as much as he wanted her to stroke and suck his cock. She seemingly blew him as if she wanted to blow him and as much as he wanted her to blow him.
In the same way that he couldn't believe his mother was blowing him, he couldn't believe his big sister, Carol, was giving him a sisterly blowjob. In the way that he'd be masturbating over having sex with his mother, he'd be masturbating over having sex with his sister until the day he dies, which is tomorrow. Alas, he wished he had solicited them for incestuous sex years earlier. Yet, all is not lost. After having sex with his mother and sister, at least he'd die with a sexually satisfied smile on his face. He was glad that he had forbidden, incestuous sex with his mother and now was having forbidden, incestuous sex with his sister.
Sucking him while stroking him, she licked all her vaginal secretions from his engorged prick. In the way that her mother had just done sucking her son, his sister blew her brother with as much tenderness as she sucked him with sexual passion. Cupping his balls with one hand while stroking him with her other hand, she deep throated him. Carol sucked his cock as if she was sucking the imagined cock of her third husband on their Honeymoon.
Giving her the sexual credit that she deserved, his sister was quite the skilled cocksucker. She knew her way around a cock. Had he not pulled away from her, he would have ejaculated his full load of cum in her mouth. Had he not pulled away from her, he would have given his sister, Carol, a cum bath. Had he not pulled away from her, he would have ejaculated his cum all over her pretty face, in her blonde hair, and across her big tits.
"My God, Carol, that was the best blowjob I've ever had in my life. I thought Mom was the best cocksucker but you definitely take that prize," he said with a dirty laugh.
She smiled with his compliment.
"I only wish you had ejaculated your cum in my mouth, Jack," she said. "I would have loved to have swallowed my brother's cum," she said staring up at him while kissing and licking his cock.
Yet, not wanting to fully cum just yet, he had more to do before he died. If only he knew his mother and sister would willingly give him incestuous sex, he only wished he had solicited them for incestuously forbidden and inappropriate sex between a mother and son and a brother and sister years ago. Having wasting so many years masturbating over imagining his mother and sister naked while imagining having sex with them, he could have been having incestuous sex with them for years. Now that he'd be dead tomorrow, he felt that he had wasted his life.
Quickly drying himself with her towel, he scurried out of her bathroom and out of her room. Before going downstairs, he quickly checked his computer clock while donning his slippers and grabbing his robe. He grabbed his Smartwatch and Smartphone too from his room. Making sure that they did, they all had the same synchronized, countdown timer.
'22:35:34, 22:35:33, 22:35:32...'
"Bye, Mom," he said running out the door with his mother sitting at the kitchen table in her disheveled nightgown while drinking her coffee with her hair a mess and looking as if she just had sex.
"Bye Jack," said his mother blowing him a kiss.
### SusanJillParker-05 ###
Jack had sex with his MILF of an aunt, his mother's sister, Christine.
* * * * *
After having sex with his MILF of a mother, Rita, and his sexy, big sister, Carol, Jack made a mad dash to his Aunt Christine's house next door. Why not? What did he have to lose? His aunt was as much of a hottie as was his mother. Perhaps, after getting lucky with his MILF of a mother and his sexy sister maybe he'd get lucky with his MILF of an aunt and, perhaps, even with his sexy cousin, too. As if it was a sexy, sexual game they must play, they were both always sexually teasing him and flashing him bits and pieces of their beautiful, forbidden bodies.
In the way that his mother had divorced his father years ago, and his sister had divorced her two husbands, his aunt no longer had a man in her life after divorcing his uncle too. Maybe Auntie Christine was just as horny and sexually frustrated as were his mother and sister. Maybe his aunt sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Wouldn't that be convenient to finally have incestuous sex with, yet, another woman who sexually wanted him? Fortunately for him, no one locked their front doors at night in this safe, crime free neighborhood which allowed him to just turn the doorknob of his aunt's front door and enter her house.
When he walked in her house, his mother's sister, his aunt, was sitting on her couch in her bathrobe watching television and engrossed in the latest Oscar entertainment news. She loved reading about and watching celebrities. Her house was litter with People and Entertainment magazines. Without even turning her head to acknowledge his presence, obviously, she was unware that he had not only entered her house but also that he was standing behind her while watching her watching TV.
Looking so much alike and with them so close in age, with his mother 46-years-old and his aunt 44-years-old, they could have been identical, twin sisters. Only, with them so much alike physically, they were so different emotionally. She aunt was a romantic and his mother was a rationalist. Yet, he hoped that they both felt the same sexual way about him. With only one way to find out, he was there to make his incestuous move on his aunt.
Keeping it all in the family, in the way that he always imagined having sex with his MILF of a mother, he always imagined having sex with his MILF of an aunt too. How hot of a sexual fantasy would that be to have sex with his mother and his aunt at the same time? How hot of a sexual fantasy would that be for him to have sex with his sister and cousin at the same time? How hot would that be to have a one-man, incestuous orgy with all four women?



'Wow,' he thought.
For mature women twenty years older than him, when too many women their age are obese and no longer care about their outside, personal appearances, his mother and his aunt were both so hot. In the way that he always wanted to have sex with his sexy sister, Carol, he always wanted to have sex with his sexy cousin, Kathy, too. They were both so sexy. Now that he'd be dead tomorrow anyway, in the way that his mother and sister already had consensual sex with him, hopefully his aunt and/or cousin will have consensual sex with him too. Hopefully his aunt and/or cousin help to make him die with a smile on his face also.
With one female, blood relative just as beautiful and just as sexy as the other female, blood relative, he was so fortunate to have a family of such sexy and beautiful women. He hoped that his aunt and cousin were as sexual as were his mother and sister just were. He hoped that they'd willingly have sex with him in the way that his mother and sister consensually had sex with him.
He'd like nothing more than to compare having sex with his aunt with his mother just as he'd like nothing more than to compare having sex with his cousin with his sister. Having incestuous sex with four sexy women in the course of one day, how hot would that be when going from one to the other? There's something special about going from mother to daughter. Then, to go from two mothers and two daughters is a sexual revelation.
'Be still my heart. How hot would that be for my aunt to fuck and suck me after my mother had already fucked and sucked me,' he thought while thinking of his aunt naked and having sex with her. 'How hot would that be for my cousin to fuck and suck me after my sister had already fucked and sucked me,' he thought while thinking of his cousin naked and having sex with her. 'I wonder who is better in bed, my mother, my sister, my aunt, or my cousin,' he continued thinking. 'I hope I get to make that comparison.'
* * * * *
He stood over his aunt while enjoying the down-bathrobe view of his aunt's big, naked breasts. Just as all the women in his family had big tits, most of the women in his neighborhood were busty. Just as his aunt was another blue-eyed blonde, most of the women in the neighborhood were blue-eyed blondes. He wondered again if there was something in the water that made the so many women in his neighborhood and in his family, especially, busty, blue-eyed, beautiful blondes.
With the top of his aunt's robe open and with her unknowingly giving him a down-bathrobe view of the tops of her naked breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage, he suspected that his aunt was naked beneath her robe. Something so sexually appealing, she was always naked beneath her bathrobe. With her always in her room while naked underneath, he wondered if she ever flashed the pizza delivery man and/or anyone else who came to the door. In the way that his MILF of a mother routinely walked around her house in her sheer, low-cut, short, sexy nightgowns, his aunt routinely walked around her house wearing her bathrobe and slippers with nothing underneath.
'As if opening an expense gift, how hot would that be to untie my aunt's bathrobe? How hot would that be to slide my horny hands all over my aunt's naked body? She's such a sexy bitch in the way that my mother and sister are sexy bitches,' he thought while imagining seeing his Aunt Christine naked. 'In the way that I yearned, fantasized, and masturbated over seeing my mother and sister naked and having sex with them, I yearned, fantasized, and masturbated over seeing my aunt naked and having sex with her too,' he thought.
With just a mere bathrobe tie keeping him from seeing his aunt's naked body, he hoped she'd allow him the honor to untie her bathrobe. Again, as if she was her gift to him, he'd love to untie her bathrobe tie with his teeth. Something he had done for years, spying on them and peeping on them, he always watched his MILF of an aunt and his sexy cousin through his binoculars from his bedroom window. Such a sexy sight to see, for years he watched them dress and undress while he masturbated himself to their sexy striptease shows of their underwear clad, topless, and naked bodies.
With his MILF of an aunt and his sexy cousin giving him striptease shows nearly every morning and every evening, he always wondered if they knew that he was watching them through his binoculars. How could they not know? With them never closing their blinds and dressing in the morning and undressing at night with the light on, he always wondered if they were deliberately flashing and sexually and incestuously teasing him. Too many times to count, he couldn't even count how many times he saw his Aunt Christine and his Cousin Kathy in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked while he masturbated himself.
It was because of them, his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin that he was a masturbation machine. Returning the favor of them undressing for him, whenever he undressed in readiness for bed, he left his blinds open with his bedroom light on in the same way that they did. Unable to see their windows through the dark with his light on, he wondered if they watched him in the way that he watched them. Taking it a step further, he sometimes masturbated himself while standing in front of his bedroom window. Wanting to give his aunt and/or his cousin a sexy masturbation show, he wondered if they watched him cum for them.
"Jack?"
As if she was dreaming him or imagining him, his aunt looked up at him startled. After catching him staring down her bathrobe at her naked breasts, she looked down at herself to see what he had seen of her before looking back up at him. Obviously, knowing that her nephew had seen something of her that he shouldn't have seen, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
Awakened from his sexual fantasy of exposing himself to his aunt and cousin, he smiled at her while still staring at all that she was showing him of her naked breasts and all that he was seeing of her sexy, shapely, naked body. As much as he loved his mother, he loved his aunt. As much as he always wanted to have sex with his mother, he always wanted to have sex with his aunt.
"Good morning, Auntie Christine," he said.
* * * * *
In the way that it sexually excited him to call his mother, Mother, when having sex with her, it sexually excited him to call his aunt, Auntie Christine, before hopefully having sex with her too. In the way that he had incestuous sex with his mother, he'd love to have incestuous sex with his aunt. In the way that he had incestuous sex with his sister, he'd love to have incestuous sex with his cousin. Why not? What did it matter? Here today and gone tomorrow, with no guilt, remorse, and/or repercussions for his heinous and incestuous, sexual actions, he'd be dead by this time tomorrow anyway.
She turned to look up at him and when she did, the bottom of her robe parted enough to give him a nice view of her shapely thighs and a brief peek of her blonde, trimmed pussy. He couldn't believe his aunt just flashed him her cunt. When she turned like that, the top of her robe parted too and gave him a better down-bathrobe view of her naked breasts. He not only saw the tops of her breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage but also he saw her areolas, her nipples, the entire shape of her big breasts. He couldn't have planned a better and serendipitous view of his naked aunt's pussy and breasts if he tried.
'Oh, my God. I can't believe my aunt just flashed me her pussy. If it's not enough that I just saw my aunt's naked cunt, I can't believe I'm seeing my aunt's naked tits,' he thought. 'I can't believe she's flashing me her tits too. It's almost as if she's sitting on her couch naked.'
He wondered if she knew she was as exposed. He wondered if she was deliberately flashing him. He wondered if she wanted him to see her naked pussy and naked tits. He wondered if she wanted him to see her naked body as much as he wanted to see her naked body. He wondered if she was as sexually attracted to him as he was to her. He wondered if the morning was her horny time of the day as it was his horny time of the day. Only, as if his aunt was a timid deer and he was a wolf dressed in her nephew's clothes, he had to take it slow to be careful not to spook her.
"I didn't hear you come in? What are you doing here? Do you need something, Jack? Bread? Milk? Sugar? Coffee? Tea?"
When she asked him if he needed coffee or tea, he wished she'd include her as a selection. He imagined her asking him if he'd like, coffee, tea, or me? Too bad he was going to die, he imagined all the sexy scenarios and incestuous games that he could play with his mother, his sister, and his aunt. He imagined how pool parties would suddenly have more of a sexual tone.
'Marco Polo,' he imagined saying while grabbing onto his aunt's tits and lifting her bikini top. 'Marco Polo,' he imagined saying while grabbing onto his mother's tits and lifting her bikini top. 'Marco Polo,' he imagined saying while grabbing onto his sister's tits and lifting her bikini top too. 'Marco Polo,' he imagined his mother, his sister, and his aunt all saying while pulling down his bathing suit and pulling him around the pool by his erect cock.
With him standing over her and still staring down her open bathrobe, she made no attempt to close her robe to deny him a continued peek of her naked pussy and a prolonged view her naked breasts. As much as she obviously knew he was looking by his focused stare, how could she not know that she was showing by her disheveled bathrobe? Obviously, she didn't care that she was flashing her nephew bits and pieces of her sexy body. Obviously, she enjoyed him staring at all that she was showing.
With his cock tenting his bathroom parallel to her line of vision, in the way he never removed his eyes from her naked tits, she never removed her eyes from his prick pitching a tent in his bathrobe. Then, when he sat on the couch beside her, as if testing the sexual temperature of his aunt, he put his horny hand on her uncovered, naked thigh. Something he had never done before, he was touching his aunt's smooth and shapely thigh. He was touching his aunt where a nephew should never touch his aunt.
In the way that he had never seen, touched, and felt his mother's naked ass, not even when she was wearing her sexy bikini, he had never touched his aunt's naked thigh. He wondered how much more of her that she'd allow him to touch. He wondered if she'd allow him to touch her pussy. He wondered if she'd allow him to touch her tits.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'So far so good. Maybe I'll be having sex with my aunt too.'
With him having a better and closer look at his aunt's exposed cunt, his hand was mere inches from her exposed, blonde, trimmed pussy. It took all the self-control he had not to move his hand higher up his aunt's thigh to her pussy and cup her cunt in the way that he cupped his mother's cunt. It took all the self-control he had not to finger his aunt's pussy before licking his aunt's pussy and fucking his aunt's pussy. As if deliberately tempting him and sexually teasing him, she looked at his hand before looking up at him with a sexy smile while he looked at her naked tits and pussy as if he was a mad rapist.
'Did she want me to touch her pussy? Did she want me to feel her tits? Obviously, she's sexually teasing me,' he thought.
He returned her sexy smile with his sexy smile.
"I don't need milk or sugar," he said. He paused to make sure that she saw him staring down her open bathrobe at what she was willingly showing him of her naked tits and her pussy. "What I need is you, Auntie Christine," he said.
Making his move, he leaned into her and parted his aunt's lips with a deep, wet kiss. He couldn't believe he kissed his aunt. When she returned his kiss with her kiss, he couldn't believe he was making out with his aunt. As soon as he parted her lips, he moved his hand higher up her thigh. So close and yet so far, now the side of his hand was brushing against his aunt's pubic hair. Another one of his sexual fantasies come true, he was hopefully about to finger his aunt's pussy. He was hopefully about to have sex with his aunt.
Just as he surprised his mother and now his aunt by kissing them, his aunt surprised him by returning his kiss. Instead of recoiling and rejecting him, his aunt, Christine, returned her nephew's kiss with as much passion as he kissed his aunt and in the way his mother and sister had done. In the way that he couldn't believe his mother and sister sexually kissed him, he couldn't believe his aunt sexually kissed him too.
Instead of cupping her pussy, he reached his horny hand inside of her bathrobe to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples. He couldn't believe he was touching, feeling, and fondling his aunt Christine's big breasts. Kissing and kissing her, he broke off their kiss to lean down to suck his aunt's big nipples, first one and then the other. Another one of his sexual fantasies come true, he couldn't believe he was making out with his aunt while feeling her big, naked tits and sucking her erect nipples.
So firm and so shapely, she had the same sized breasts as his mother. If it wasn't enough that he was feeling her big tits, he couldn't believe he was sucking his aunt's nipples. Sucking one nipple, he fingered her other nipple before switching to suck and finger the other nipple. In the way that he pulled, turned, twisted, squeezed, and pinched his mother's nipples, he pulled, turned, twisted, squeezed, and pinched his aunt's nipples. As much as he loved his mother's big tits, he loved his aunt's big tits too.
Seemingly, as if she had been waiting and expecting him to make an incestuous, sexual move on her, not one to disappoint her, she allowed him to not only untie her bathroom but also to flay it wide open. His aunt was naked. Naked, naked, naked, he was seeing his aunt's naked body up close and personal instead of seeing her naked body through his binoculars. Then, in the way that she immorally and immodestly leaned back against the arm of the couch, she spread her legs for him. In the way that he was obviously ready and willing to give his aunt sex, she was obviously ready and waiting for her nephew to give her sex.
"Oh, Jack. I've been waiting for this day when you'd make your sexual move. Just as I knew you were watching me undress through your binoculars, I've been enjoying the show of you masturbating yourself," she said with a dirty laugh while staring at him and rubbing her pussy with her fingers. "Lick me, Jack. Finger my pussy. Make me cum, my sweet nephew. Give Auntie Christine an orgasm with your tongue and fingers. Eat me, Jack. Eat me," she said continuing to masturbate herself while staring at him. "Lick Auntie Christine's cunt."
Not wasting another second, tick, tick, tick, tick, with him quickly running out of time, he moved between his aunt's legs. If he was going to die, he was determined to die with a smile on his face and a double, Viagra induced erection while fucking all the women he sexually fantasized fucking. He fingered her pussy while licking her pussy and while reaching up his other hand to feel and fondle her big tits while fingering, pulling, turning, twisting, squeezing, and pinching her erect nipples. Difficult to wrap his head around all that happened in such a short time, he couldn't believe he had sex with his mother and sister and was now having sex with his aunt.
"Lick me, Jack. Lick me. Lick me harder. Lick me faster. Rub my clit. Yeah, that's it. Right there, Jack. Right there. Oh, my God. Oh, baby. Oh, my sweet boy. Finger fuck my pussy," she said. "Eat my cunt, Jack. Eat Auntie's cunt. Give Auntie an orgasm. Lick me, Jack. Lick me. Finger fuck me, Jack. Finger fuck me."
He loved how his aunt gave a running, sexy, and salacious commentary of pillow talk. Her talking dirty to him while he had sex with her naked body sexually excited him even more. Her talking dirty to him while he had sex with her naked body, made him want to return the favor and talk dirty to her too.
"I can't wait to make love to you, Auntie, before fucking you," he said temporarily removing his mouth from his aunt's pussy to join in on the dirty talk. "I can't wait to stick my big, hard, hairy cock in your mouth. I can't wait for you to watch you blow me," he said.
She put a heavy hand to the back of his head and press down.
"More licking and less talking, Jack. Lick me, Jack. Lick me," she said pushing his head harder down, forward, and back in place. "I can't wait for you to make love to me before fucking me just as I can't wait to suck your big, hard, hairy cock," she said repeating his words while getting more sexually aroused.
He took eating his aunt's cunt a step further by adding sound effects to his licking.
"Uma, uma, uma," he uttered while licking her. "Uma, uma, uma," he continued saying as if his tongue was motorized. "Uma, uma, uma. Uma, uma, uma."
Obviously, his aunt had never been as sexually, physically, and verbally pleasure. Obviously, his aunt was enjoying the sexual sounds her nephew was making while licking her pussy and eating her cunt. Obviously his aunt was increasingly, sexually aroused.
"Oh, my God, Jack. Oh, my God. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Eat me, Jack. Eat me. Eat Auntie Christine's pussy. Lick my cunt, Jack. Lick my cunt," she said. "Lick me harder. Lick me faster. You're going to make me cum, Jack. Don't stop. You're going to make me cum. Finger fuck me, Jack. Finger fuck me deeper. Finger fuck me faster. Make me cum, Jack. Make me cum."
Jack licked his aunt while fingering his aunt. He licked her harder and he licked her faster. Licking and licking her, he ate his aunt's pussy in the way that he fucked his mother's cunt. Licking and licking her while finger fucking her, he was determined to give his aunt an oral orgasm with his tongue in the way that he gave his mother an orgasm with his cock. Licking and licking his aunt, he loved eating his aunt as much as he loved fucking his mother.
"I love eating you, Auntie. I love licking your pussy while finger fucking you," he said. "I love your warm, wet cunt."
Obviously ready to cum, she arched her back and tensed her legs while grabbing two handfuls of his light, brown hair. She pulled him forward while impaling his mouth with her wet pussy. As if his face was her washcloth, she rubbed his face all over her cunt. With his mouth, nose, and eyes filled with his aunt's vaginal secretions, as if his aunt had given her nephew her own version of a cum bath, Jack's face was a wet mess.
"Lick me harder, Jack. Lick me faster. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Jack. I'm cumming. Oh, my God, I'm cumming! I'm cumming. Oh, God! Oh, God," she voiced her pleasure to him giving her an oral orgasm. "Oh, Jack! Oh, Jack! Oh, you beautiful man. You've made your aunt so happy, so very happy," she said.
Uniquely different, yet so much alike his mother, his sister, and his aunt sounded like different variations of the same woman when cumming. Then, as soon as his aunt had an orgasm from him giving her oral sex, he removed his bathrobe, wiped his face with tissues from the coffee table, and mounted her. He mounted his naked aunt with his naked body. He was on top of his naked aunt. He couldn't believe he was naked and on top of his naked aunt.
In the way that he mounted his mother on the kitchen table, he mounted his aunt on her couch. In the way that he made love to his mother before fucking his mother in her kitchen, he made love to his aunt and fucked her in her living room. He felt his aunt's hand reached down for his cock. Obviously, she wanted to have sexual intercourse with her nephew as much as he wanted to have sexual intercourse with his aunt. Making sweet love to his aunt, he slowly humped her while sliding his prick deeper inside of her soaking wet pussy.



A longtime sexually incestuous fantasy come true, he couldn't believe he was naked and having sex with his naked aunt. A longtime sexually incestuous fantasy come true, he couldn't believe he making love to his Aunt Christine before fucking his Aunt Christine. Too much to wrap his brain around, sexually moving from his mother, to his sister, and now to his aunt, he was already thinking about fucking his cousin next. Having sex with his female family members almost made it worthwhile to die.
Being that he had so much fun in the Devil's incestuous playground, he'd definitely be going to Hell instead of to Heaven. Being that he had so much fun in the Devil's sexual playground, he wanted to continue this day of forbidden sex by having sex with his girlfriend's mother, Nancy, her sister, Jessica, and her best friend, Amy. Being that this was his last day on Earth, he wanted to fuck, lick, and be sucked until he couldn't fuck, lick, and be sucked anymore.
Only, nothing more than a fluke, in the way that he got sexually lucky with his mother, sister, and aunt, stopping there, he doubted he'd get lucky with his cousin, and his girlfriend's mother, sister, and best friend. Yet, even if his cousin, his girlfriend's mother, sister, and best friend sexually rejected him from having sex with them, he'd still go to their house and surprise them with his naked body. With their no repercussions from his most heinous, sexual actions, he'd still flash them his naked cock. He wondered what their reactions would be to seeing his naked prick.
"I love you, Auntie Christine," he said parting her lips with his tongue and giving her deep, wet kisses again.
She returned his passionate kisses with her passionate kisses.
"I love you, Jack," she said.
With her obviously sexually and incestuously wanting him as much as he sexually and incestuously wanted her, when his cock briefly slipped out of her while they kissed, she reached down to wrap her fingers around his erect prick. She guided his stiff prick back in her sticky, wet pussy. Easing his cock in his aunt, she overwhelmed him again with her warm wetness. She was so wet and her pussy felt so warm and so tight.
"Oh, my God, Auntie. This is so unbelievable," he said. "I can't believe we're having sex. I can't believe I'm making love to you after having just eaten you."
Keeping it all in the family, he made love to his aunt while kissing and kissing her. Keeping it all in the family, he fucked his aunt harder and faster in the way that he fucked his mother and sister harder and faster. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he pounded his aunt's cunt in the way that he pounded his mother's and sister's cunts and now couldn't wait to pound his cousin's cunt too. Then, in the way that he ejaculated a small fraction of his load of cum in his mother's cunt and his sister's cunt, he ejaculated a small amount of cum in his aunt's cunt too.
Wanting to leave something of him behind, he hoped that one of the women he fucked and ejaculated in today would become pregnant. Knowing full well that none of them believed in abortion, he wanted one of them to have his baby. He hoped that one of them would have a boy and name him Jack. With him not having the time to be married to Julie and have children with her, this was the best that he could hope to do for his family to remember him by after he was gone.
The prospect of death added to his sexual desire for his female relatives. The reality of dying made him not feel guilty that he had sex with his mother, his sister, and now his aunt. He had no remorse that he saw, touched, felt, made love to, and fucked their naked bodies. With him dead by this time tomorrow, there was no guilt, remorse, and/or repercussions to the sexually and incestuously heinous actions that he did today. With him dying tomorrow, it was if he was given a free sexual pass today. Alas, if only he knew they sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted them, he would have had sex with them years ago.
"Jack! Jack! Oh, my God, Jack. Oh, my God. Jack, don't stop. Don't stop. Please don't stop. You're going to make me cum again. Oh, my God, Jack. Oh, my God! I love your big, hard prick. Fuck me harder, Jack. Harder Jack, harder. Fuck me faster. Faster Jack, faster. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck your Auntie Christine," she said returning his humps with her humps. "Make me cum. I need to cum. Ram that big, hard, prick in my warm, wet pussy. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck my cunt. Fuck your aunt's cunt with your cock."
Humping her faster, he humped his aunt harder. Harder and faster, he was determined to make his aunt cum again. Humping and humping, he fucked his aunt harder and harder. Fucking and fucking her, he was determined to give his aunt the sexual pleasure with his cock that he couldn't wait for her to give him with her hand and mouth.
"I'm cumming, Jack. I'm cumming. Oh, my God, Jack, I'm cumming. Auntie Christine is cumming. Oh, my God. You're making your aunt so very happy, so very happy. You're the best nephew any aunt would want," she said kissing and kissing him while returning his humps. Humping him faster, she humped him harder. "I love you, Jack. I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you," she said as if she was saying a sexual mantra.
Inspired by her pillow talk, he humped her harder and faster.
"I love you, Aunt Christine. I'll always love you," he said giving her a deep, wet kiss. "I love you."
As soon as his aunt had her second orgasm, he extricated himself from her. Then, as if punctuating his incestuous sex with an exclamation point, he stood to impale his aunt's mouth with his erect prick in the way that he impaled his mother's and sister's mouths with his erect prick too. Willingly and voluntarily, his aunt took his cock in her hand and stroked him while staring up at him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. Seeing his blonde, pretty aunt with his cock buried in her beautiful mouth while staring up at him with her big, blue eyes was such a sexually arousing sight to see.
In the way that his mother and sister stared up at him with his hard, hairy cock in their mouths, his aunt stared up at him with his hard, hairy, cock in her mouth too. Licking him while sucking him and stroking him, she teased him with her hand, mouth, and tongue. Stroking him harder while stroking him faster, she sucked him deeper. His Aunt Christine was giving him one Hell of a blowjob. He couldn't believe his Aunt Christine was sucking his cock. Every woman in his family were such great cocksuckers and his aunt was no exception.
Deep throating him, his aunt was giving him an unbelievable blowjob in the way that his mother and sister had just given him unbelievable blowjobs. He was so happy that he had a family of skilled cocksuckers. Difficult to access who gave him the best blowjob, his mother, his sister, or his aunt, they all had unique cock sucking skills.
Yet, if he had to hand the cock sucking trophy to one woman, he'd give the blowjob championship to his mother. She was his mother after all and because she was his mother, he was the most sexually excited when having sex with her. Seeing her with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth while she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes was a sexy sight that he'd always remember until the day that he died...tomorrow.
Only, not wanting to cum just yet, needing to save his energy, he had more to do before he died. Had he not pulled his cock from his aunt's mouth, he would have ejaculated his full load of cum in her mouth. Then, not stopping there, with him already so very sexually excited, he would have ejaculated whatever cum he had left all over her pretty face, in her blonde hair, and across her big tits. Had he not pulled his cock from his aunt's beautiful mouth, he would have given her a cum bath.
He checked his Smartwatch before leaving his aunt. '21:52:19, 21:52:18, 21:52:17...'
### SusanJillParker-06 ###
Another one of his long-term sexual fantasies come true, Jack had sex with his cousin, Aunt Christine's daughter, Kathy.
* * * * *
Leaving her sexually satisfied, as if she was dead from having orgasmic sex, he left his aunt undone and lying on the couch on her back with her robe wide open and her legs spread. As if trying to remember the image of her by recording the image of her to take with him to the next life, Jack stared at his aunt's big, naked tits and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. As if in a trance, not embarrassed or ashamed that she was nakedly exposed, she was obviously enjoying the afterglow of hot, incestuous sex that her beloved nephew had given her. If his Smartphone wasn't frozen with Satan's countdown clock, he'd take a photo of her.
As if hypnotized, she smiled up at Jack as if she was in love with him and he was her lover instead of her sister's 25-year-old son and her nephew. Staring at him as if she was his girlfriend instead of his aunt, she looked at him in the way that Julie looked at him after he had given her oral sex, made love to her, and fucked her. His aunt stared at him in the way that Julie stared at him after he fucked her hard and fast and didn't stop until she had an orgasm. He stared at her as if she was his girlfriend and/or his lover instead of his aunt.
In the way that he had sexually satisfied his mother, his sister, and now his aunt, he hoped to sexually satisfy his cousin too. He just hoped that his aunt didn't have any misgivings why he couldn't have sex with her daughter, his sexy cousin, Kathy, too. He'd love nothing more than to have sex with another mother and daughter combo. Making his comparisons, he'd love to compare his aunt sexually to his cousin in the way that he compared his mother sexually to his sister.
"Is Kathy home or has she left for work already? I'd like to see her," said Jack to his aunt while he stood before her naked and with an erection.
Obviously knowing what he had I mind and why he wanted to see his cousin, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. If only his aunt knew that he already had sex with his mother, her older sister, and his sister, her niece, he wondered what she'd say with her knowing that she was sloppy thirds. After he was dead and buried, hopefully giving one of them a baby, Jack felt content that he'd give his family members something to gossip over and remember him by after he was gone.
'I wonder if she'll give me her permission to have sex with her daughter,' thought Jack while trying to read his aunt. 'Women are funny. Especially when it comes to sex, they're jealous even over their daughters,' he thought. 'Only, another one of my sexual fantasies come true, I'd really like to have sex with my sexy cousin, Kathy.'
His aunt gave him another sexy smile with her naughty look.
"Kathy is upstairs," said Christine with a nod of her blonde, pretty head. "She doesn't leave for work for another hour. Knowing her, she's in her room walking around naked," she said with a dirty laugh. "Her normal routine is not to get dressed until she does her hair and makeup. If you go up now, you'll catch your cousin in the buff," said his aunt with a dirty laugh and a sexy wink.
He looked at his aunt not knowing if she was joking or was serious.
"I'd like nothing more than to see Kathy naked," he said with a nervous laugh while waiting to see his aunt's reaction to him confessing his incestuous, sexual lust for his cousin too.
As if she was still horny, his aunt fingered her pussy with her right hand while fingering the nipple of her right breast with her left hand and while staring up at him. As if she was sexually teasing him and incestuously enticing him, he obviously had a choice. He could have had sex with his aunt again or he could go upstairs and hopefully have sex with his cousin, Kathy. Had he had more time, he'd love to do his aunt again. Yet, with his life ticking away and being that he'd love to see his cousin naked and have sex with her, he decided to abandon his aunt for his cousin.
"I knew you'd like to see your cousin naked. I bet you'd like to see your cousin up close without the binoculars. When you were in your room undressing with the light on, just as you used to watch us undress while masturbating yourself, we used to watch you and masturbated ourselves to you undressing," said Christine. "We used to watch you cum," she said with a sexy laugh before biting her lip with her true, sexual confession. "Just as I masturbated over your sexy striptease and masturbation show, I'm sure that my daughter did too."
* * * * *
Quickly, with little time to spare, and with every second of his last day on Earth ticking away, he abandoned his aunt for his cousin. Forsaking one for the other, in the way that he sexually experienced his mother and sister, after sexually experiencing his aunt, he was hopefully going to sexually experience his cousin too. There's nothing like mother and daughter sex, especially after having sex with his mother and his sister, and now after having sex with his aunt and hopefully with him about to have sex with his cousin.
He climbed the stairs and walked to his cousin Kathy's bedroom while still naked. He listened at her bedroom door first before opening it. He was as nervous as he was before having sex with his mother. He was as nervous as he was before having sex with his sister. Perhaps because his aunt exposed her naked pussy and naked breasts to him, he wasn't as nervous when about to have sex with his aunt as he was nervous when about to hopefully have sex with his cousin.
'I wonder what her reaction will be to seeing me naked. Yet, now knowing that my aunt and cousin gave me a nightly striptease show while knowing that I was watching them, that tells me that they sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted them. Now that I know that my aunt and cousin watched me undress and masturbate myself, that makes it much easier for me to solicit my cousin for sex,' he thought while standing at her bedroom door and listening. 'As much as I'm an incestuous pervert and as much as my mother, sister, and aunt are incestuous whores, then, hopefully, my sexy cousin is an incestuous whore too.'
She was playing music and singing. No doubt with her loving to dance, Kathy was probably dancing too. He imagined his cousin twerking while naked. If it wasn't sexually arousing enough to see his cousin naked, it would be even more sexually arousing to watch her dancing naked with her big tits bouncing and swaying. He couldn't wait to open her bedroom door and surprise her in the way that he surprised his mother, his sister, her mother, and now hopefully his cousin.
Saving him some time stripping her naked, he hoped Kathy was already naked. In the way that his mother didn't hear him enter the kitchen, his sister didn't hear him enter her bedroom, and his aunt didn't hear him enter her house, he hoped Kathy didn't hear him enter her bedroom. Before having sex with her, such a sexy sight to see, if only for a moment, he'd love to watch his cousin dancing naked while singing.
Bursting in on her without knocking while she was about to get dressed, in the way that his sister was before her, she was already and conveniently naked. He opened her bedroom door a crack just to see what he could see of her. Sure enough, she was naked. His cousin Kathy was naked. He couldn't believe he was seeing his cousin Kathy naked. Even better than seeing her naked, an erotic sight to behold, his cousin was dancing and singing while naked. Another one of his sexual fantasies checked off his box, as sexually exciting as seeing his big sister naked, he couldn't believe he was finally seeing his sexy cousin naked.
'Naked, naked, naked, my cousin Kathy is naked while dancing. As if she's a stripper performing naked on stage, I love watching her big tits bounce and sway,' he thought.
Unable to control his sexual lust for his cousin, ruining his private naked, dancing show, he opened her bedroom door just a little too much.
"Jack," she said. Her voice was filled with as much surprise as it was consumed with embarrassment and sexual excitement when she saw him standing in her bedroom doorway naked. "Oh, my God! You're naked," she said staring at his cock as if she had never seen a naked prick before.
His cousin, Kathy, stared at his prick in the way that his mother, his sister, and his aunt all stared at his erect prick. Kathy stared at his naked body in the way that he stared at her naked body. Naked, naked, naked, Kathy was naked. Naked, naked, naked, he was naked too. He couldn't believe he was finally seeing his cousin up close and naked without viewing her from a distance through his binoculars. He was happy, an understatement, that his cousin was seeing his naked body too. As much as it sexually aroused him to see his sexy cousin naked, it sexually aroused him for her to see him naked too.
In the way that he stared at her big, naked, breasts, blonde, trimmed pussy, and shapely naked ass, she stared down at his erect prick. She stared at his erect prick in the same way that his mother, his sister, and his aunt had stared at his naked prick. She looked at him in the way that his aunt, her mother, looked at him. She looked at him with as much embarrassment as they all looked at him with sexual lust.
Instead of asking him to leave, she covered her naked breasts with her forearm and hand and her naked pussy with her other hand in the way that his sister had. Instead of asking him to leave, she stared at him in the way that he stared at her. Instead of asking him to leave she stared at his naked body in the way that his mother, his sister, and his aunt stared at his naked body. Obviously, his sexy cousin sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. In the way he just did with his aunt, obviously, he'd be having sex with his cousin too.
Even though he just had sex with three women that he longed to have sex with for years, his cousin was obviously as horny and as sexually frustrated as he was. His clue that she wanted him, besides watching his masturbation at night, unless she was cold, her nipples suddenly erected in the way his cock erected too. With not all his sexual arousal being attributed to his double dose of Viagra, he had long wanted to sexually get with his cousin. Now with him in her bedroom naked with his naked cousin was yet another one of his sexual fantasies come true.
In the way that she stared at him, it was obvious that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Giving her more to see, he stroked his cock to an even harder erection while staring at his naked cousin. Wanting to sexually tease her in the way that she and her mother always sexually teased him by giving him a daily striptease show, he continued stroking himself. In the way that his aunt confessed that they had watched him masturbate himself and cumming, Kathy was watching him masturbating himself again now.
"Hi Kathy," he said staring at all that he could see of his cousin's sexy and shapely, naked body while she stared at all that she could see of his naked, muscular body.
Obviously unable to control her feelings, she made an embarrassed face before she made a sexually excited one. As if they were both deer caught in the headlights of a car, she continued staring at him in the way that he continued staring at her. Like mother like daughter, Jack was so glad that all the women in his family were incestuous sluts in the way that he was an incestuous pervert. Like mother like daughter, he was thrilled that his sexy cousin sexually wanted him as much as her MILF of a mother wanted him.
"My God, Jack. What are you doing here? Don't look at me. I'm naked. I'm so embarrassed," she said feigning her embarrassment while still not ordering him to leave her bedroom. "I'm so embarrassed," she said again even though he could tell she wasn't.



If she was anything, she was sexually excited instead of being embarrassed. If she was anything, she was seemingly glad that he was there showing her his body in the buff while he saw her body in the buff too. If she was embarrassed, then why wouldn't she order him to leave her room? If she was embarrassed, then why would she watch him stroking his cock? While pretending not to look, he raised his hand to his face with splayed fingers.
"I promise not to look much," he said.
She laughed.
"Pig. God, you're suck a pig, Jack. You're peeking. I see you peeking," she said while continuing to stare down at his erect prick. "Why are you naked?"
Not removing her eyes from his cock in the way that he wasn't removing his eyes from her naked breasts and naked pussy, she stared down at his naked prick as if she had never seen an erect prick before. Obviously, even though she tried to cover her nakedness with her forearm and hands, she wasn't aware that he could see her perfect ass in the reflection of her mirror behind her.
"I could ask you the same thing," he said with a laugh. Why are you naked?"
She made a face.
"I'm in my room, silly, and getting ready for work," she said with a sexy laugh. "Why wouldn't I be naked in my own room. You're the one who is exposing yourself to me by barging in my room without knocking and without wearing any clothes."
He continued stroking himself to her obvious enjoyment.
"I just wanted to see my favorite cousin naked and I just wanted my favorite cousin to see me naked too," he said laughing while letting go of his cock.
She made another face.
"I'm your only cousin. Obviously by the size of your erection," she said with a dirty laugh and a sexy smile. "It looks like you're happy to see me," she said with a sexy laugh.
She stared down at his cock again before looking up at him while sliding a slow tongue across her full lips. He stared down at his cock before staring up at her. Then, he took his cock in his hand again to stroke himself to an even bigger and harder erection before staring up at her again.
"I'm always happy to see you, Kathy," he said with a dirty laugh. "See? My cock is so big for you. My prick is happy to see you too."
Saving him some time with her already standing there naked, he walked to her and grabbed her around the waist while sliding a slow hand down her naked ass. As if he owned her naked ass, he touched, felt, squeezed, and slapped his cousin's naked ass in the way that he touched, felt, squeezed, and slapped his mother's and sister's naked asses. His cousin had such a great ass. She had an ass every bit as good as his mother's, his sister's, and his aunt's asses. So round, so firm, and so shapely, they all had great asses. Having his wicked, sexual way with her ass, with her seemingly enjoying being felt up, she didn't stop him from groping her naked ass.
He wrapped his arm around her slim waist. Pulling her to him, as if this was his way to say his final goodbye, he parted her lips with his tongue and kissed her as if she was his girlfriend, wife, or significant other instead of his sexy cousin. With her passionately returning his wet kisses, making out with her, in the way that he kissed his mother, his sister, his aunt, and now his cousin, he kissed Kathy again and again. With her obviously enjoying the sexual attention while their naked bodies were pasted together, she wrapped her arms around his neck and continued kissing him in the sexual way that he continued kissing her.
Then, ready for sex, with him not having much time left to do all that he wanted to do, he pushed her back on her bed. In the way that he did with his aunt, he fell between his cousin's legs and ate her pussy while staring up at her with her pussy in his mouth. Licking her faster, he fingered her deeper. He was eating his cousin's cunt. He couldn't believe he was eating his cousin's cunt. Feeling a little guilty for not doing so, in the way that he ate his aunt's cunt and was now eating his cousin's cunt, he wished he had eaten his mother's and his sister's cunts too.
"Wait. Stop! Don't. You mustn't. Oh, my God. Jack! Wait. No! Don't! Stop! We can't do this. My mother is home," she said. "She's downstairs. She'll hear us."
Jack smiled.
"I know. Don't worry. Everything is cool. Your mother knows that I'm upstairs with you. Just as I'm having sex with you, I just had sex with your mother too. She told me that you were upstairs dancing naked," he said with a laugh. "She told me that you'd be happy to see me."
Nonetheless having her mother's blessing to have sex with his cousin, she resisted him at first. Blood related, as if they were having sex in the way that royal families once did when marrying their cousins, they were first cousins after all. With their sexual union forbidden by laws, morality, and convention, what they were doing was incestuous. What they were doing was illegal in many states and countries. What they were doing was frowned upon by those who'd never understand why a man would want to have sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, and/or with his cousin.
Even more perversely deranged than that, perhaps forgiving the incestuous behavior of a man, those who never had incestuous urges or incestuous sex would never understand why women would relent and willingly give blood relatives sex. Yet, ever since he was 18-year-old and a high school senior, Jack lusted over his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin. Ever since he was an 18-year-old high school senior, he masturbated every morning and every night over the imagined thoughts of seeing his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin naked while having sex with their naked bodies.
Slapping at him and pushing him away, it wasn't until he fingered her pussy deeper and licked her pussy faster while rubbing her clit that she grabbed him by his hair and pulled his mouth closer to her cunt. In the way that her mother had done, Kathy wiped Jack's face all over her sopping wet pussy. In the way that her mother had done, his cousin was getting into him eating her pussy. Obviously, she was enjoying being eaten by her cousin as much as he was enjoying eating his cousin. With her obviously enjoying being licked and fingered, his tongue and fingers were buried in Kathy's warm, wet cunt.
As if any port in a storm will do, even if that sailor was her first cousin, Kathy was as sexually aroused being eaten as he was sexually aroused eating her. Obviously, she was enjoying him licking and fingering her pussy as much as he was enjoying licking and fingering her pussy. After eating his aunt's pussy and now his cousin's pussy, as much as men love having their cocks sucked, women obviously love having their pussies eaten.
"Oh, Jack," she said. "You're going to make me cum."
Watching him licking her while fingering her, she stared down at him eating her while he stared up at her.
"Cum, Kathy, cum. I want you to cum," he said. "Cum, Kathy cum," he said again.
He reached his hand up to fondle her big breasts and finger her nipples and as soon as he did, she reacted and immediately grew even more sexually aroused.
"Oh, my God, Jack! Right there. That's it. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. I don't believe this. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Please don't stop. I can't believe my cousin is eating my pussy while fingering my pussy. I can't believe I'm allowing my cousin to lick and finger my cunt," she said. "Fuck," she said. "Fuck!"
Like mother like daughter, they both enjoyed talking dirty while having sex.
"I love licking you, Kathy. I love eating your cunt. You're so beautiful and so sexy," he said continuing to eat his cousin while returning the favor of her dirty talk. "I used to love watching you undress," he confessed. "I used to pull my prick while watching you strip off your clothes."
She looked down at him eating her and smiled.
"I know," she said. "Mother and I used to watch you give us a striptease show. We used to watch you masturbate yourself and cum. I can't tell you how many times I imagined blowing you. I can't tell you how many times I imagined you cumming in my mouth and swallowing your cum. I can't tell you how many times I masturbated over the thoughts of you eating me before fucking me and now here you are licking my pussy," she said grabbing hold of his head by his ears and pulling him closer. "Lick me harder, Jack. Lick me faster. Fuck me you're your tongue. Finger me deeper, Jack. Make me cum. I need to cum, Jack."
He licked her harder. He licked her faster. He fingered her deeper. Intent on making his cousin cum in the way that he already did with his mother, his sister, and his aunt, he continued licking her while fingering her.
"I love you, Kathy," he said as if he was saying goodbye.
She tensed her legs and arched her back in the same way that he mother had just done.
"I love you, too, Jack. Oh, my God, Jack. Oh, my God! I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop licking me. Fuck! Fuck! Holy Hell," she said suddenly relaxing as if he had deflated her. "Oh, my God, Jack. Oh, my God. That was so wonderful. That was so powerful. That was so unbelievable. I can't believe my handsome cousin just gave me an oral orgasm," she said with a dirty laugh. "You're such a great cunt licker," she said with a laugh.
As soon as Kathy had her orgasm, not giving her the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, Jack mounted her. In the way that he couldn't believe he was on top of his mother's and aunt's naked body, he couldn't believe he was on top of his cousin's naked body. She guided his stiff prick in her pussy with her hand. Then, easing himself inside of her, his cousin was so tight, so warm, and so wet. Humping her slowly before humping her faster, he couldn't believe he was making love to his cousin.
"Oh, Kathy, you feel so incredibly good. I can't believe that I'm finally making love to you," said Jack.
Kissing and kissing her, he made love to his cousin before fucking his cousin in the way that he mounted and fucked his mother, his sister, and his aunt.
"Fuck me, Jack. Make me cum again. Stick that big dick deeper inside of me. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Pound my pussy," said his cousin. "Make me cum again. I want to cum again. I need to cum again," she said.
He fucked his cousin harder and he fucked his cousin faster. He pounded Kathy's pussy in the way that she asked him to pound her pussy. Fucking and fucking her, he fucked his cousin as if she was his girlfriend, his wife, his significant other, or his lover instead of his blood related cousin.
"Oh, my God, Kathy. You're going to make me cum," he said.
As if struck by reality, she pushed back on his shoulders with a look of horror on her face. I forgot you're not wearing a condom. Please don't cum in me Jack. If you must, you may cum on my tits, all over my face, and even in my mouth but please don't cum in my pussy," said Kathy. "Okay? Promise me you won't cum in my pussy," she said.
Jack gave his cousin his best smile.
"Don't worry, Kathy. I promise not to cum inside you. I'll control myself from cumming," he said.
With his assurance that he wouldn't cum inside of her she relaxed and returned his hard, fast humps with her hard, fast humps. Then, when he was ready to cum, resisting the urge to shoot his entire load of sperm inside of his cousin's pussy, in the way he did with his mother, his sister, and his aunt, he deposited a small amount of cum in her too. If she was going to get pregnant, he squirted just enough sperm inside of her to fill her with his baby.
"Jack! Jack! Oh, my God, Jack. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Fuck! Fuck me. I don't believe this. This is unbelievable. I love you, Jack. I love you. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Don't stop, Jack. Don't stop," said Kathy. "Jack! Jack! Jack!"
He fucked his cousin faster. He fucked his cousin harder. He pounded her pussy as hard and as fast as he could. He slammed his naked body against her naked body. Making slapping sounds as if clapping, he fucked his cousin in the way that he fucked his mother, his aunt, and his sister.
"Cum, Kathy, cum," he said. "Cum, Kathy, cum."
She wrapped her arms around his neck and her shapely legs around his back.
"Oh, Jack," she said while having another orgasm.
Despicable of him to want to do that, yet he hoped he had impregnated one of the women. Whether it was his mother, his sister, his aunt, or his cousin, he really did care who had his baby as long as someone did. After he was dead and buried, he hoped that one of them would have his baby, a boy that they deemed fit to name Jack. Wanting to leave a piece of him behind, he hoped that whoever had his baby would love him as much as he loved them.
Then, after she had her second orgasm from his cock fucking her pussy in the way she did from his tongue licking her cunt and his fingers fingering her pussy, he moved from the bed to stand beside his cousin. Without having to grab her by her hair as he did with his mother, she grabbed his erect cock and took him in her mouth while stroking him. Another wonderful cocksucker, his sexy cousin was sucking his cock. Yet, another one of his sexual fantasies come true, he couldn't believe his cousin was sucking his cock. He couldn't believe his beloved cousin, Kathy, was giving him a blowjob.
In the way that his mother, his sister, and his aunt all were, his cousin was such a great, little cocksucker too. With her so pretty and so sexy, it took all the self-control he had not to cum in his cousin's mouth and all over her beautiful face, her blonde hair, and across her big tits. He so wanted to cum in her mouth. He so wanted to give his cousin a cum bath in the way that he wanted to give his mother, his sister, and his aunt cum baths too. Yet, controlling himself from losing control, he still had more women to see before he died tomorrow.
Hoping beyond hope that they'd all want to have sex with him too, he needed to visit Julie's mother to solicit her for forbidden sex. He needed to solicit Julie's sister for forbidden sex, too. Finally, he needed to see his girlfriend's best friend, Amy, and solicit her for forbidden sex too. Knowing full well that all three women sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted them, this was his one and only chance to bed all the women of his sexual desires before he died. He hoped they'd all accept for sex and not reject him.
Yet, in the way that he felt perverted from sexually and incestuously lusting over his mother, his sister, his aunt, and now his cousin, he realized that the women of his family were as much incestuous whores as he was an incestuous pervert. With incestuous sex the best sex, now he truly believed that the family that has incestuous sex together stays together. Only, sadly and unfortunately, he wouldn't be together with them for long. This was his last day alive. Having wasted so much time, he wished he had solicited the blood related women of his family for sex years ago.
His cousin, Kathy, sucked his cock in the way that his mother, his sister, and his aunt had sucked his cock. A family of talented cocksuckers, he only wished he hadn't waited so long to solicit them for sex. Only, not wanting to fully cum yet, needing to conserve his energy, with him on a tight schedule, he still had much more to do before he died.
He checked his Smartwatch before leaving his cousin, '21:10:44, 21:10:43, 21:10:42...'
### SusanJillParker-07 ###
Jack had sex with Nancy, Julie's MILF of a mother, his future mother-in-law.
* * * * *
Leaving both his aunt and cousin sexually satisfied and basking in the afterglow of sex, blowing his cousin and his aunt kisses goodbye, he grabbed his bathrobe and walked across the street to his girlfriend's house. She lived there with her mother, Nancy, and her older sister, Jessica, after their father died. Looking much like their mother, Julie and her sister were younger versions of their MILF of a mother. Amazing that no one locks their doors in this crime free neighborhood, Jack turned the doorknob and opened their front door and walked inside Julie's house as if he owned the place.
'Daddy's home,' he thought while quoting Jack Nicholson in the Shining.
As soon as he opened the front door, he saw Julie's mother, Nancy. In the way that his mother had, she had her back turned to him and never heard or saw him enter her house. In the way that his mother was standing at the kitchen counter making coffee, Julie's mother was standing at the sink rinsing out breakfast dishes and coffee mugs. In the same way that his mother was, Nancy was wearing a short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgown without the modesty of a robe.
'Fuck me,' he thought. 'Julie's mom is such a sexy bitch. She's another mother that I'd love to fuck.'
With the bright light of the kitchen and the light from the sun streaming in the windows lighting up her sexy form, she looked as if she was naked. With no man in her life, he wondered why she wore such a sexy nightgown to bed. Yet, glad that she was wearing such a sexy nightgown now, it wouldn't take him long to strip her naked. In the way that he did with his mother, with one quick upward pull, he imagined stripping Julie's mother naked too.
'Naked, naked, naked, I can't wait to see Nancy naked,' he thought.
Especially with him dead before this time tomorrow, he'd love nothing better than to have sex with his future mother-in-law. Testing the warm, sexual waters of all the women in this sexy family, he'd love nothing better than to have sex with his future sister-in-law. How hot would that be for him to have had sex with not only his beautiful girlfriend but also her MILF of a mother and her sexy sister? After having sex with them, he'd die a happy man.
'Wow,' he thought while staring at what he could see of Nancy's shapely ass through her thin, sheer nightgown. 'Julie's mother is as much of a MILF as my mother and aunt are.'
Fortunately for him, his longtime girlfriend, Julie, had already left for work. Him having sex with her mother and sister wouldn't have worked if Julie was there to interfere with his sexual plans. It was one thing to have sex with her mother and sister but it would be awkward for Julie to know that he wanted to have sex with her mother and sister. He didn't think that his girlfriend would appreciate him sexually lusting over her mother and sister. He didn't think that his girlfriend would want him to have sex with her mother and/or sister while having sex with her too.
It wouldn't matter if she found out later that he had sex with her mother and sister, he'd be dead. It was best that his longtime girlfriend wasn't there. It would have been even more awkward for Julie to be there while he had sex with her mother and sister. His sexual fantasy would evaporate before it even started had Julie not already left for work. Glad that she was gone from the house, he knew what he had to do. He had to have sex with her mother and sister.
Even if her mother and/or sister were willing and the sex was consensual, they may not have been agreeable to having sex with him if Julie was there and knew that they were having sex with her boyfriend. Even if her mother and/or sister were willing and the sex was consensual, if Julie was there and knew that he was having sex with her mother and/or sister, he'd feel as if he was cheating on her. He was glad that her mother was alone in the kitchen. Perhaps she was upstairs in the way that his sister Carol and his cousin Kathy was upstairs but he was glad that Julie's sister, Jessica, wasn't there.
Again, even if Nancy was willing and the sex was consensual, she may not have been agreeable to have sex with him, if Julie's sister, Jessica, was in the kitchen with them watching him having sex with her mother. The same awkwardness may apply to Nancy's daughter too. Even if Jessica was willing and sex was consensual, she may not have been agreeable to have sex with him, if Julie's mother was in the kitchen with them watching him having sex with her daughter. In the way that he got his mother and sister, and aunt and cousin alone, it was best that he'd get Julie's mother and sister alone too.



In the same way that he couldn't wait to have sex with his mother and sister, and couldn't wait to have sex with his aunt and cousin, he couldn't wait to have sex with his girlfriend's mother and sister. They were both so hot. In the way that he had just fucked his aunt and his cousin before they both blew him, he couldn't wait to fuck his future mother-in-law and future sister-in-law before they both blew him too. Only, not enough time left in his life for them to become his in-laws, sad but true, he'd be dead long before he could marry his girlfriend. He hoped having sex with them now would make him feel better about dying later.
Yet, he was taking a huge chance that Julie's mother would want to have sex with him. Perhaps wishful thinking, why would she want to have sex with him? Why would he even think that she'd want to have sex with him? He was her daughter's boyfriend. He was taking a huge risk that Julie's sister would want to have sex with him. Again, perhaps wishful thinking, why would she want to have sex with him? Why would he even think that she'd want to have sex with him? He was her sister's boyfriend.
A fly in the ointment of his sexual seduction plan, especially if he found them both together, her mother and/or her sister may not want to have sex with him while knowing that one or the other had sex with him. Hoping what happened at his aunt's house would happen at his girlfriend's house too, it would be much easier to seduce Julie's mother if her sister was sequestered upstairs. Just as it would be easier to seduce Julie's sister if she was alone, it would be much easier to have sex with them both if he found them alone and took them one at a time.
Yet, chances are, with them both getting ready for work, he'd probably find them both together. Chances are, even if he saw one or the other alone, they'd never disrespect Julie by having sex with him. Oh, well. At least they'd get to see him naked and at least he'd see their reactions to them seeing him naked. He'd love to see the looks on their faces to them seeing his naked erection.
* * * * *
Julie's mother was a MILF in the way that his mother and aunt were MILFs and Julie sister was a sexy bitch in the way that his sister and cousin were sexy bitches. A natural blonde, Nancy had a nice ass and big tits. They were all natural blondes with big tits, his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, Julie's mother, and Julie's sister. The only one who wasn't a natural blonde was Julie's best friend, Amy. She was a redhead but she had big tits too. He wondered if Julie would look as good as her mother at her age but with him dying tomorrow, he'd never know.
With obesity such a problem in this country, as if all these women were models, celebrities, or Stepford Wives, he wondered how they all kept their sexy, shapely figures. Maybe they exercised and watched what they ate. He knew that they all jogged. He enjoyed watching his mother, Rita, his sister, Carol, his aunt, Christine, his cousin, Kathy, Julie's mother, Nancy, Julie's sister, Jessica, Julie, and her best friend, Amy, jogging around the neighborhood. Better than watching cable TV, he enjoyed watching these eight women bouncing their big tits around the block.
As he walked through the house, the living room, the dining room, and the kitchen without Nancy seeing him and/or even knowing he was there, he took the next step of seduction to the extreme. He removed his robe to uncover his double dose of Viagra induced erection. Naked now, he was about to introduce his naked erection to his future mother-in-law. Even after having had sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin, even after pounding all four of their pussies, his cock was still rock hard from 200 milligrams of Viagra and from his unquenchable horny, sex drive.
Taking a chance that Julie's mother would want to have sex with him, if his mother and aunt already had sex with him and with Julie's mother always giving him the eye, he felt confident that she'd have sex with him too. Why wouldn't Nancy want to have sex with him? He was young, fit, attractive, and had a big Viagra induced cock. Why wouldn't she want to have sex with him? She was divorced, probably lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated in the same way that his divorced mother, aunt, and sister were.
Naked now, in the same way that he did when naked with his mother, he walked up behind Julie's mother. Taking the calculated chance that she wouldn't cold cock him with a heavy, cast iron skillet, he hoped she'd welcome his sexual advances. Taking the calculated chance, in the way that she looked at him, he hoped that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Taking the calculated chance, in the way that she sexually teased him and erotically flashed him her bra and cleavage in down-blouses and her panties in up-skirts, he hoped she'd go a step further and have sex with him.
* * * * *
He took hold of Nancy's shapely hips and pressed himself against her as if he was her husband, her boyfriend, her significant other, or her lover. In the way that he did with his mother, he squatted down a little to rub his erect, naked cock all over her nightgown clad ass in the way that he rubbed his erect, naked cock all over his mother's nightgown clad ass. Dressed only in her short, sheer, low-cut, sexy nightgown without the modesty of a robe, in the way he did with his mother, he planted his erection against her nightgown clad ass and in between her shapely ass cheeks. As if he was already fucking her, she felt so good up against him.
With her shorter than him, in the way that he did with his mother, he squatted down a little again to impale her round, firm ass cheeks with his already erect prick. He couldn't believe he was about to hump Julie's mother. In the way that he humped his mother against the kitchen counter, he couldn't believe he was humping his girlfriend's mother against the kitchen sink.
Giving her a hard hump to make her know what he wanted, he wasted no time in reaching up to cup her big, nightgown clad breasts in his horny hands while fingering her already erect nipples. In the way that he felt his mother's big tits, his sister's big tits, his aunt's big tits, and his cousin's big tits, he couldn't believe he was feeling Nancy's big tits while fingering her nipples. Like daughter like mother, Julie's big tits felt much like her mother's big tits. Suffice to say that he loved big tits was a gross understatement.
'Oh, my God. I don't believe I'm really doing this. I can't believe I'm rubbing my cock up against Nancy's nearly naked ass. I can't believe I'm feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her nightgown. I can't believe my girlfriend's mother is allowing me to sexually molest her,' he thought.
In the way that Julie had big tits, her mother and sister had big tits too. In the way that his mother, sister, aunt, and cousin had big breasts, they all had big breasts. Such a sexually exciting sensation, there was nothing like feeling women's big breasts and fingering their nipples through their clothes.
Normally feeling breasts through blouses and bras, it was so much more intimate to feel Nancy's big tits and finger her erect nipples through the thin material of her sheer nightgown. As far as he was concerned, whether she was wearing a dress or a blouse over her bra or just her nightgown, he loved feeling women's breasts through her clothes. With her not stopping him or pulling away from him, he continued fondling her big breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'As much as I loved feeling my mother's and my aunt's big breasts, I love feeling Nancy's big tits. There's something about mature breasts that feel different from younger breasts.'
When Nancy didn't stop him from inappropriately sexually humping her ass, fondling her tits, and fingering her nipples, he continued humping her ass, fondling her breasts, fingering her nipples, and feeling up his girlfriend's mother. Unable to get enough of her beautiful breasts, he felt her nearly naked ass and he felt her nearly naked breasts while fingering her nipples through her nightgown. Hoping that she was as sexually willing as were his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin all were, he couldn't wait to see Nancy's naked breasts. A good sign that she wasn't stopping him for touching and feeling her, he loved tits, especially big tits and they all had big tits.
Having sexually lusted over her for years while masturbating himself to the thoughts of seeing her naked and having sex with her, he couldn't wait to see, touch, feel, and suck Nancy's naked breasts. Being that he had already had sex with Julie and hoped to have sex with mother and her sister too, he'd love to compare having sex with another mother and daughter trio instead of duo. After having sex with his mother and sister and his aunt and cousin, he had suddenly developed sexual fondness of going from mother to daughter while comparing the two. With him now hopefully going from daughter to mother to daughter, he'd be able to compare a mother with her two daughters.
'Wow,' he thought excited by the possibility of having sex with all females of this immediate family.
Only with him not related by blood to Julie's mother and sister, as it was deemed incestuous when having sex with his mother, sister, aunt, and cousin, his sexual union with Julie's family wouldn't be deemed as incest. Deemed more forbidden than incestuous, having sex with Julie's mother and sister would only be deemed incestuous if they all live under one roof. Yet, no matter and with no fear of them all living together, he'd be long dead before he married Julie. As if having sex with all the women in his life were his last dying wishes, somehow, having sex with them all made dying more palatable.
He couldn't wait to see Nancy naked. He couldn't wait to watch the big, naked breasts of his girlfriend's mother bouncing up and down and swaying side to side as he fucked her hard and fucked her fast. In the way that he saw, touched, felt, fondled, and sucked his mother's and his aunt's big breasts, he couldn't wait to see, touch, feel, fondle, and suck the breasts of his girlfriend's mother too. A breast man, he loved tits, especially big tits and he was glad that all the women in his life had big, C cup knockers.
* * * * *
"Is that a roll of silver dollars in your pocket or are you happy to see me," said Nancy with a laugh while grinding her nearly naked ass against his naked cock before turning her head to him. With him still pinning against the sink, she looked shocked to see her daughter's boyfriend, her future son-in-law, standing behind her naked. "Jack? I'm surprised to see you," she said reaching her hand around to take hold of his engorged, naked prick. "Oh, my God. You're naked," she laughed. "Why are you in my house? Why are you in my house naked?"
He smiled at her. For a 45-year-old woman, she was so hot and so sexy, as hot and sexy as his mother and aunt. In the same way that his mother and aunt was, his girlfriend's mother was such a MILF.
After having sex with his mother and his aunt, perhaps, Nancy would be his third mother that he'd fuck today before dying tomorrow. In such a short time, in a matter of only a few hours, he had become quite the motherfucker. Then, after hopefully having sex with Julie's sister, Jessica, perhaps they'd be the third mother and daughter that he'd be having sex with today. Having sex with two women that were so much alike and yet so different, there was nothing like going from mother to daughter.
'How hot is that? I can't believe that I'm actually having sex with all the women I've sexually fantasized and masturbated over for years,' he thought. 'As if having sex with these women are truly my last dying wishes, almost worth dying to have guiltfree sex with them with no remorse and no repercussions, I'm almost glad that tomorrow is my last day alive.'
Just like his mother and his aunt, with his girlfriend's mother always flashing him her panties in up-skirt peeks and her bra and cleavage in down-blouse views, he knew his girlfriend's mother was a slut if not a whore. In the way that Nancy looked at him with forbidden, sexual lust, he knew his girlfriend's mother was as sexually attracted to him as much as he was sexually attracted to her. In the way that Nancy looked at him with forbidden, sexual lust, he knew that his girlfriend's mother was as sexually attracted to him as his mother and aunt were sexually attracted to him.
Only, with her daughter in the way of them having a sordid, sexual affair, perhaps once married, he'd have more opportunity to bed his mother-in-law. Only, he'd be dead long before his wedding day. Now or never, he needed to have sex with Julie's mother before he died. Now or never, he needed to strip her naked, fuck her, and have her blow him. In the way that he made his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin his sexy bitches, he needed to make Julie's mother his sexy bitch too.
"Who did you think I was?"
He laughed and when turned to give him a sexy smile, she laughed a melodious laugh. Then, as if daring him to fuck her right there in the kitchen, she turned her body to face him. Now, with her still holding his naked, erect cock in her warm, motherly hand, the head of his erect prick was pressed against her toned tummy as if his cock had chosen her to lead the way to nirvana.
"I thought you were Andy, Jessica's boyfriend. He always greets me in this way, not naked, of course, but he enjoys humping my ass while feeling my breasts through my clothes. Sometimes he feels my ass too," she said.
She gave him a sexy smile.
"Really," he said shocked that Jessica's boyfriend was having his wicked sexual way with her mother.
She gave him a naughty look.
"Harmless fun, he's such a horny guy and I love the sexual attention," she said with a dirty laugh and an unconcerned shrug. "I don't mind him touching and feeling me in such a sexually inappropriate way. With me so lonely, so horny, and so sexually frustrated, it's good for my ego to feel sexually wanted and desired by a young, handsome man," she said looking at him with sexual suggestion.
'She admitted that she's lonely. She admitted that she's horny. She admitted that she's sexually frustrated. She admitted that she enjoys feeling sexually wanted and desired by a young, handsome man. This was too easy,' thought Jack. 'I'll be getting lucky with Julie's Mom too.'
Now with them both on the same sexual page, he looked at her looking at him.
"I can help you with your loneliness, your horniness, and your sexual frustration," said Jack kissing Nancy's neck. "I'd love nothing more than to have hot sex with Julie's MILF of a mother. I'd love nothing better than to make love to you before fucking you, Nancy," he said.
'As shocking as it's sexually exciting, I can't believe my future mother-in-law allowed her future sons-in-law to hump her ass while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. If I wasn't going to be dead by tomorrow, I can't imagine all the sexy, family fun we could have had during the holidays. Now I wish I wasn't dying. Now I wish I could stay alive to have a hot, sordid affair with my future mother-in-law. God, she's such a sexy bitch. I can't wait to fuck her. I can't wait for her to blow me,' he thought.
As if this was his way of saying his final goodbye, in the way that he parted his mother's lips, his sister's lips, his aunt's lips, and his cousin's lips, he parted the lips of Julie's mother too. Kissing her and kissing Julie's MILF of a mother, he gave her long, wet kisses while reaching beneath her nightgown to cup her naked pussy in the same way he reached beneath his mother's nightgown to cup her naked pussy. Parting her pussy lips and with her already wet, he fingered her cunt while rubbing her clit. He couldn't believe that Julie's mother was allowing him to have his wicked, sexual way with her nearly naked body.
"I came here to have sex with you. I came here to fuck you, Nancy," he said whispering his lust for her in her ear. "I came here to give you something you'd never forget, a sexual orgasm."
Seemingly ready to have sex with him, she wasn't shocked that he sexually wanted her. With her apparently wanting hot sex and with her obviously needing a good fuck, she willingly lowered her nightgown straps and voluntarily slipped out of her nightgown. Naked, naked, naked, Julie's mother was naked. Naked now, she picked up her nightgown and took him by his hand to the living room. She spread out her nightgown on the couch, fell back on it, and spread her legs for him in the way that his aunt had just done.
As if he had never seen a naked woman before, he stared at his girlfriend's naked mother. His future mother-in-law not only exposed her naked breasts to him but also she exposed her naked ass and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy to him too. He couldn't believe he was seeing Julie's mother was naked. Naked, naked, naked, Julie's MILF of a mother was naked and was ready to give him hot sex. He couldn't believe he was about to have sexual intercourse with Julie's mother.
'This is unbelievable. I can't believe this is really happening,' he thought.
* * * * *
As if he was dreaming this or sexually fantasizing this, he couldn't believe that he was about to have sex with his girlfriend's mother in the way that he had sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin. Another one of his sexual dreams come true, he couldn't believe that Nancy sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. He couldn't wait to mount her. He couldn't wait to hump her. He couldn't wait to fuck her.
"Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me," she said reaching out her arms for him. "I always wanted to have sex with my future son-in-law," she said licking her hand before reaching down to wet her pussy while she fingered her cunt. "I think it's a mother's duty to try out her daughter's boyfriends before they marry them," she said with another dirty laugh. "Don't you think?" She gave him a sexy look. "If you love having sex with my daughter, I'm sure you'll love having sex with her mother too."
The fifth woman that he was having sex with this morning, Jack mounted Nancy while she reached her hand down to guide his prick. Not wasting any time sticking his cock in her already wet cunt, forget about making love, he fucked her fast and he fucked her hard. Fucking her harder, he fucked Julie's mother faster. Obviously, with Julie's mother as sexually as excited as he was, she more wanted to be fucked than to make love.
"Fuck me, Jack. Pound my pussy with your big, hard piece of man meat. I want to cum. Make me cum, Jack. I need to cum. It's been a long time since I've had an orgasm. Fuck me, Jack! Fuck me! Fuck me," she said. "I need to cum. I'm so horny. I'm so sexually frustrated. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck me hard and fuck me fast. Give me an orgasm."
In the way that his aunt and cousin enjoyed talking dirty to him, he loved how Nancy enjoyed talking dirty to him too. He loved, hot, sexy pillow talk. Talking dirty seemed to sexually aroused her as much as it sexually aroused him. Just as she didn't take long to cum, he didn't take long to cum either.
"Oh, Jack. Oh, my God, Jack. I'm cumming. I'm going to cum. You're going to make me cum. Don't stop. Not now. Don't stop. Dear God, please don't stop. I'm almost there. I'm almost there. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck me harder, Jack. Fuck me faster. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. God, God, God! Jack! Jack! Jack, I'm cumming. I'm cumming," he screamed.
In way that he did with his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin, he deposited a squirt of cum in Nancy's pussy. In the way that he hoped to make his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and/or now Julie's mother pregnant, he hoped that someone would have his baby to remember him by after he was gone. He'd feel so much better dying while knowing that he left a part of him behind for the woman he loved and who loved him to remember him by after he was gone.



As soon as he gave Julie's mother an orgasm with his cock, he moved his prick to her mouth. He not only wanted her to suck him but also he wanted to watch her sucking him. In the way that his mother, sister, aunt, and cousin all did, he wanted to see Julie's mother looking up at him with her big, blue eyes and her pretty face while his hard, hairy cock was buried in her beautiful mouth. More than willing to suck him, his future mother-in-law engulfed him with her mouth while stroking him with her hand and cupping his balls with her other hand as she stared up at him.
'Oh, my God, she's such a great cocksucker. She's such a whore but I'm so glad that she is,' he thought. 'A truly amazing cocksucker, I only wish I could have been around to enjoy more of her blowjobs.'
Sucking his cock with exuberance, she sucked his stiff prick as if she owned his stiff prick. Sucking his prick as if he was playing an X-rated, interactive, and animated, video game, she sucked his cock as if she was his girlfriend instead of his girlfriend's mother. Nancy blew him as if he was on his Honeymoon with her.
She did everything for him to blow his load and cum in her mouth but he had more self-control than that. With time quickly ticking away, he pulled away from her. Not wanting to fully cum just yet, he still had more to do in such a short time. Had he not pulled away from her, he would have ejaculate his full load in her warm willing mouth. Had he not pulled away from him in the way that he pulled away from his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin, he would have given Julie's mother a cum bath.
"Is Jessica home?"
Knowing full well why he was asking after her daughter, he hoped his question wasn't brazen enough to upset her. Instead of being angry or jealous, Nancy smiled.
"Now that you had sex with my daughter, Julie, and with her mother, you want to have sex with my other daughter, Jessica, too? Is that it?" She laughed. "I like your style," said Nancy with a loud laugh and a sex smile.
He returned her smile with his smile.
"I can't help myself. You're all so very beautiful and so sexy," he said.
She nodded her head while making a face to acknowledge his horniness.
"You're such a cad and we're all such whores," she said laughing again. "She's up in her room. She'll be happy to see you with that erection," said Nancy with a sexy smile. "She always had a crush on you. She always wished it was her with you instead of you with her younger sister, Julie."
He checked his Smartwatch before leaving Julie's mother to head upstairs to see Julie's sister, '20:33:44, 20:33:43, 20:33:42...'
### SusanJillParker-08 ###
After having sex with her mother, Nancy, Jack had sex with Julie's sexy sister, his future sister-in-law, Jessica.
* * * * *
While still naked and with his double dose of Viagra making his cock still erect, just as he did with his cousin, Kathy, Jack went upstairs and slowly opened Jessica's bedroom door a crack, enough to see her. Just as her mother had said, she was standing in front of her full-length mirror naked. Julie's sister, Jessica, was naked. He couldn't believe his eyes when comparing Jessica's naked body to his girlfriend's naked body and now to their mother's naked body. They could have been sisters, triplets, instead of mother and daughters.
'Holy shit, I don't believe this. After just seeing Julie's mother naked and having sex with her, I can't believe that I'm seeing Julie's sister naked. I can't believe I'm seeing Jessica naked,' he thought. 'Oh, my God. What a body? What a body? In the same way as her mother and sister have such sexy and shapely bodies, Jessica has such a sexy and shapely body too.'
Not only had his seen his girlfriend naked but also, he saw and had sex with her naked mother. Now that he was seeing Jessica naked, he was hoping to have sex with her too. Two years older than her younger sister and with her the same age as Jack, 25-year-old Jessica was just as beautiful as was Julie. He wondered how different his life would have been if Jessica had been his girlfriend instead of Julie.
No doubt, if Jessica was his girlfriend instead of Julie, he'd be lusting over Julie in the way that he was lusting over Jessica. If Jessica was his girlfriend instead of Julie, he'd be trying to see Julie naked in the way he had hoped to see Jessica naked. If Jessica was his girlfriend instead of Julie, he'd be trying to have sex with Julie in the way that he hoped to have sex with Jessica now. With Jessica older than Julie, perhaps they would have been married by now. Perhaps, they would have already had children.
Always suspecting they did, especially now after seeing all three naked, mother and both daughters, they all had such sexy and shapely figures. Yet it was one thing to imagine they did while masturbating himself over the naked thoughts of them, it was quite another thing to see them naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe he was seeing Jessica naked after seeing her mother, Nancy, naked too.
Another one of his longtime sexual fantasies come true, just as he did with Julie's mother, he couldn't even count how many times he had masturbated over his girlfriend's, big sister. Now, here she was before his horny eyes in the nude. Naked, naked, naked, Jessica was naked. Naked, naked, naked, he had seen them all naked, his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, Julie's mother, and now Julie's sister. Just as his cousin Kathy was, Jessica was dancing naked and singing in her hairbrush as if it was a microphone.
What is it with women pretending they're on American Idol? Obviously, in the way that men think that they're sports stars, women must think that they're pop stars. Guys would never dance naked in front of their mirror while singing in a hairbrush. Granted, guys pose a lot in front of the mirror while flexing their muscles but how many men pose naked in the mirror in the way that women routinely pose naked in the mirror while trying to see their naked asses?
* * * * *
"Jack," she said seeing his reflection in her mirror when he pushed open the door a little more for a better and closer look of her naked body.
As if imagining seeing him and seemingly not believing her eyes that he'd be in her bedroom while she was naked, she did a double take. Then, obviously still not believing what she was seeing, when she saw that he was naked too, she did another double take. He wished he had more time. He'd love to take his sweet time with his beautiful and sexy, future sister-in-law but he was running out of time. Tick, tick, tick, his last day of life clock continually ticked down what little time he had left.
He wished his Smartphone wasn't frozen with his last day of life countdown so that he could take a picture of her naked. Only, what good would a naked photo of Julie's sister do him now. He'd be dead by tomorrow. Dead, dead, dead, he had less than 24-hours to live. Dead, dead, dead, he needed to enjoy this time as much as he could.
When Jessica turned to face him, she covered her nakedness with her arm and hand in the same way his cousin Kathy had just done. Yet, too late, he had already not only seen her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass in the mirror but also he had memorized them to take with him to his next life. Before she had even noticed him, he had watched her dancing. He had watched her bouncing and swaying her big shapely breastss and shaking her sweet, sexy ass.
"You're a good dancer and you have such a great voice," he said. "And you're so beautiful, especially when you're naked," he said with a dirty laugh. His compliment gave him reason to stare at her. "You look so very much like your sister and mother. Good genes run in your family. You have such a beautiful body, as beautiful of a body as your sister and mother does," he said.
In the way that his sister and cousin had, she covered as much of her nakedness as she could with her forearm and hand. Yet, with her tits so big, she could only cover not much more than her nipples. Besides, he could still see her shapely and sexy, naked ass in the mirror.
"What are you doing here? Why are you naked?" Then, when he said that she had a body as beautiful as her sister and mother, she looked at him with as much curiosity as she looked at him with confusion. "And how do you know my mother has a beautiful body?"
He smiled while reaching down to stroke his cock to an even harder erection. As soon as he took his prick in hand, she stared at his engorged cock. As soon as he started stroking himself, she brushed back her long blonde hair and licked her full, red lips. A telling sign, with her staring at his cock while touching her hair and licking her lips, obviously, in the way that her mother and sister did, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
"I just had touchy and feely sex with your mother in the kitchen before we adjourned to the living room. I made love to her before fucking her. Then, after I gave her an orgasm with my cock, she blew me," he said with a dirty laugh. "She said you'd be upstairs dancing naked and she was right," he said. "She said you'd be happy to see me, especially with the both of us naked and she was right."
Obviously shocked by what Jack confessed about having sex with her mother, Jessica's eyes bulged out of her sockets and her mouth fell open. Obviously shocked by what Jack said about her being sexually excited to see him naked and for him to see her naked, she looked embarrassed. Yet, her embarrassment was short lived and quickly changed to sexual excitement while she continued watching him stroking his big prick.
"Oh, my God," she said feigning her outrage. "You had sex with my mother? I can't believe you had sex with my Mom," she said staring from his cock to stare up at him before staring at his engorged prick again. "Oh, my God," she said again. "I can't believe you fucked my mother and she blew you."
Knowing that he'd be having sex with her too, he smiled a smile of self-confidence.
"Believe it. I did have sex with your mother," he said. "And now I'm here to have sex with you. This would be my sexual fantasy come true to not only have sex with your sexy sister and your MILF of a mother, but also to have sex with you too."
She looked at him as if he was drunk and/or crazy but he wasn't drunk or crazy. If he was anything, especially with her standing there naked and him standing there with a naked erection, he was horny for his girlfriend's sister. In the way that her sister and mother were, and in the way that his aunt and cousin were, she was so sexy. In the way that her sister and mother were, and in the way that his aunt and cousin were, she was so beautiful. In the way that her sister and mother were, she was a whore in the way that he was a sexual pervert to want to have sex with all the women of this family.
If he was anything, he was intent on doing what he wanted to do during the last few hours of his life. If he was anything, he was intent on having sex with every woman he had lusted and masturbated over. If he was anything, he was determined to squirt his cum in every woman's pussy he had sex with today in hopes that he'd have a child to leave behind after he's gone tomorrow.
* * * * *
"You shouldn't be here. Bad enough that you had sex with my mother, my sister would kill me if she knew you saw me naked and I saw you naked too. With you standing in my bedroom with an erection while stroking your cock, if she caught us, she'd think we were having an affair. She'd accuse me fucking you, sucking you, and of having sex with you," she said looking at him with as much disbelief as she looked at him with sexual excitement.
He shrugged his shoulders as if he didn't care what Julie thought. He be dead tomorrow anywhere. Better than to have his sexual fun now than regretting not having his sexual fun later. Whatever repercussions there were for his sexual actions now would be up to his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, and her and her sister to worry about.
"So?"
She made a face as if she had just bitten into something sour.
"So? Have you no conscience? I can't believe my mother had sex with you and allowed you upstairs to have sex with me too," said Jessica looking away from his cock to look at him while pretending to act self-righteously insulted.
Yet, unable to control her sexual lust for her sister's boyfriend, she stared down at his stiff dick again before looking up at him. Looking from him back to his cock, obviously liking what she was seeing in the way that he was enjoying what he was seeing too, she stared down at his engorged prick again. Sexually consumed by the naked image of her, just as she never removed his eyes from his throbbing cock, he never removed his eyes from her sexy, naked form.
"Why am I here?" He laughed. "I'm here for you, Jessica," said Jack stepping in her room and closing her bedroom door. "I'm here to have sex with you. I'm here to make love to you before fucking you. I'm here to give you an orgasm. I'm here to make you cum. I'm here to give you something to remember me by when I'm gone," he said but not telling her where he was going or when he was going. Besides, if he told her that he'd be dead by this time tomorrow, she'd never believe.
She looked at him with shock mixed with sexual excitement. In the same sexual way that his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and her mother looked at him, she was looking at him in that sexual way now. Obviously, with her agreeing to having sex with him by the look in her eyes, he was about to get lucky...again.
'I don't believe this,' he thought. 'She sexually wants me as much as I sexually want her. Just as I couldn't believe that I had sex with my girlfriend's mother, I can't believe that I'm about to have sex with my girlfriend's sister. Holy shit!'
Nonetheless her lust for him, she was obviously stuck with the thought of him having sex with her mother.
"I still can't believe you had sex with my mother. I'm shocked. I can't believe my mother had sex with you. Oh, my God. Why would you do that? Why would you want her," she said with a pause while not finishing her thought? "Why would she do that? Why would she want you?"
He nodded her a sexy grin while finishing her thought for her.
'Why would you want to have sex with my mother when you could have sex with me,' he thought. 'Because I can still have sex with you,' he wanted to say but didn't.
"Yes, I just did have sex with your mother. She's a beautiful, sexy, sexual woman." he said nodding her his answer. "Why wouldn't I want to have sex with her? Besides, with me not about to reject her, your mother was more than willing to have sex with me in the way that I hope you're more than willing to have sex with me too. Moreover why wouldn't your mother want to have sex with me. She's lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated and, right time, right place, I was standing in her kitchen with my erection pressed against her nightgown clad ass."
Perhaps because he was such a bad boy and she was sexually attracted to bad men, Jessica looked at her sister's boyfriend wide-eyed perhaps because he was so self-assured and confident that he was about to have sex with her.
"My Mom is such a slut," she said with a shrug. "She'd like nothing more than to have sex with my boyfriend. She always allowed him to hump her ass while he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples through her clothes. Yet, like mother like daughter," said Jessica with a shrug while giving him the eye. "Obviously, the whole family wants to have sex with you. You really are good looking and I can see that you not only have a good body but also you have a big cock too. Now I understand why my sister loves you. Only, I wish it was me with you instead of her," she said with sadness.
He smiled at her while stroking his cock to a harder erection.
"Thank you," he said. "You're not so bad yourself. Your big breasts compliment your amazing figure. All three of you, your mother, your sister, and you all have hot bodies. If only for right now, we could be together sexually as if we're boyfriend and girlfriend, significant other, husband and wife, and/or lovers," he said giving her a lustful look. "I'd love nothing more than to have sex with you, Jessica. I'd love nothing more than to fuck you. I'd love to give you an orgasm and make you cum."
With her sexual lust overtaking her outrage, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look while staring down at his erection again.
"I always knew you'd have a big cock and I am kind of horny," said Jessica. Wasting no time in showing how she sexually felt about him, she lowered her hands from her naked body to expose herself to him. "Being that I'm already in trouble with my sister for you being in my room naked while I'm naked, she'll no doubt accuse me of having sex with you anyway, so I may as well have sex with you," she said staring at his prick again.
Agreeing with her justification for them to have consensual sex, Jack nodded his head in agreement to Jessica's convoluted logic for having sex with him.
'Whatever floats her boat is fine with me,' he thought.
"Ditto for me too. Being that Julie will surely accuse us of having sex, we may as well have sex," he said with a dirty laugh.
He looked down where Jessica was staring at his erect prick. With them now both on the same page, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look before sexually teasing him by fingering her nipple with her left hand and finger her pussy with her right hand. He stepped close to her with his erection sticking straight out to lead the way. His cock pointed at her as if he had chosen for sex.
"May I touch your cock? Before he could even answer her, she reached out her hand to wrap her fingers around his stiff prick. "May I stroke your prick?" Again, before he could even answer her, she stroked his prick. She moved her hand back and forth while giving him a hand job.
He stared at her hand stroking him while she stared at his erection.
"That feels so good, Jessica," he said enjoying the hand job his girlfriend's sister was giving him.
With him not even having to put a heavy hand to her shoulder or a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head, she moved to her knees.
"May I suck your dick?"
Yet, again, before he could even answer her, Jessica moved to her knees and briefly took his erect prick in her mouth. She stared up at him with her big, blue eyes highlighting her pretty face. She stroked his prick while sucking his prick.
"Oh, my God, Jessica. Don't take this the wrong way. I only mean this as a compliment but you are an incredible cocksucker," he said.
She removed his cock from her mouth to speak.
"May I fuck you in the way that you said my mother just fucked and in the way my sister has already fucked you?" She stood in readiness for him to make his sexual move. "I need to cum, Jack. Make me cum. Give me an orgasm with your cock."
* * * * *
Leading the way, as if he was on his Honeymoon with his girlfriend's sister, Jack took Jessica by her hand and led her to her bed. His trademark way of saying goodbye, he gave Jessica a long, wet kiss. Kissing and kissing her, he touched and felt her naked body everywhere while she touched and felt his naked body everywhere too. Kissing and kissing one another, they made out as if they were dating or were already married. In the way that he couldn't wait to have sex with her, she obviously couldn't wait to have sex with him too.
"I'm so horny, Jack. I'm so horny for you," she said whispering her sexual lust for her sister's boyfriend in his ear. "I've always wanted you. It should have been me with you instead of you with my sister," she said. "I love you, Jack. I've always loved you."
As shocked that Jessica wasn't having sex with him, he was even more shocked when she said that she loved him. Being that he'd be dead tomorrow, with nothing to lose no matter what he said or did, he returned his sentiment of love with her sentiment of love.



"I love you, too, Jessica," he said giving her a deep, wet kiss. "I've always loved you, Jessica, and will always love you, now and forever until the end of time," he thought while thinking that the end of his time was tomorrow.
Jessica swooned at not only Jack's sexual desire for her but also, obviously, by him telling her that he loved her and will always love her, now and forever until the end of time.
"Julie's not home," said Jessica. "She's already gone to work. With my mother downstairs knowing what we're doing, we won't be disturbed. I've always been sexually attracted to you. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Don't worry. I'll never tell Julie. I swear. Even if this is only a one-time thing, this will be our little secret," said Jessica. "Even if this is only a one-time thing, I still love you. I'll always love you."
She returned his passionate, wet kiss with her passionate, wet kiss.
"And I love you. I'll always love you, Jessica," said Jack.
Without guilt, remorse, or repercussions, being that he was going to die anyway, Jack fucked his girlfriend's sister in the way that he fucked his girlfriend's mother and in the way that he fucked his girlfriend. Helping him ease himself inside of her, he humped her until his prick was inside his girlfriend's sister. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he was intent on sexually satisfying her in the way that he sexually satisfied her mother and the four other women that he already had sex with today. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he was intent on cumming enough inside of her to make her pregnant.
He'd like nothing more than to give her something more to remember him by than just an orgasm. Being that he was dying anyway, he'd love to give her a baby. If he had his druthers, hoping that one would take the baby to term and keep it, he'd love to give them all a baby.
Yet, what he wanted and what would happen are two different things. Just because he squirted a fraction of his cum in a woman one time doesn't mean that she'd immediately be pregnant. Further, just because he impregnated a woman didn't mean she'd want the baby and/or keep the baby. Even though none of them believed in abortion, if he made any of them pregnant, they could always give the baby up for adoption.
With his luck, there'd be no one to carry his name. He'd die a forgotten man. After he was gone, few women would remember him. After he was gone, they'd all take up with someone else. It hurt his heart to think of his girlfriend with another man. It hurt his heart to think of his mother and his sister with men that he didn't approve. Yet, there was nothing that he could do about any of it. This was it. This was his last day on Earth and fucking Julie's sister was his way of making the best of what little time he had left.
"Oh, Jack. Oh, my God, Jack. Jack! You're going to make me cum. Fuck me harder, Jack. Fuck me faster. Make me cum, Jack. Make me cum," said Jessica. "I need to cum. Give me an orgasm, Jack. Give me an orgasm."
In the way that they all had, Jessica had an explosive orgasm, just as he deposited a squirt of his seed inside of her, too. Even if he was kidding himself, he'd like to imagine that he had made all the women pregnant. For all that he knew, he could be sterile. For all that he knew, perhaps with some of them too old to bear a child, they could be barren. Yet, it made the end of his life more palatable in thinking that he was leaving a child or children behind.
Then, without him having to hint at what he wanted, she lowered her body halfway down the bed. As if she couldn't wait to blow him, she grabbed his cock and took him in her mouth again. Jessica was sucking his cock. His girlfriend's sister was blowing him. He couldn't believe his future sister-in-law was blowing him in the way that his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his future mother-in-law had all just done. They were all such incredible cocksuckers.
Alas, sadly and so frustratingly, too bad he was going to die. To be so blessed to be in a family of big breasted, cock sucking whores, he wished he could live longer to enjoy more blowjobs from his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, his girlfriend's mother, and his girlfriend's sister. If only he didn't die, he'd be getting blowjobs from a different woman every day. If only he didn't die, his life would be so perfect being surrounded by women who loved him and who wanted to give him plenty of sex.
Not wanting to fully cum just yet, he pulled his prick from Jessica's mouth, kissed her goodbye, raced down the stairs, grabbed his bathrobe, and left. He had one last stop to make. He wondered how much time he had.
He checked his watch, '19:40:13, 19:40:12, 19:40:11...'
### SusanJillParker-09 ###
Jack had sex with Julie's best friend, Amy.
* * * * *
After having sex with his girlfriend's mother, Nancy, and his girlfriend's daughter, Jessica, from his girlfriend's mother's house, being the cad that he is, he walked next door to his Amy's house, his girlfriend's best friend. Fortunately, home alone, with her an only child and her parents away on a cruise, he opened her unlocked, front door and walked upstairs. Like his sister, conveniently saving valuable time, able to hear the water running from downstairs, he was sexually excited to know that Amy was in the shower.
'Amy is in the shower naked,' he thought while stroking his cock in readiness to have sex with her too. 'She's naked. Oh, Boy,' he thought. 'With Amy always making eyes at me and with her already naked and in the shower, this should be easy, as easy as it was having sex with my sister when she was in the shower.'
He was ready to surprise the Hell out of her and hoped she wasn't angry with him but what did it matter? He was going to die soon anyway. Whether she rejected him or accepted him, he already had sex with six of the seven women that he had sexually fantasized over while masturbating himself. Whether she rejected him or accepted him, at least he'd get to see her naked and she'd get to see him naked too.
'Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait to see Amy naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't wait for her to see him naked,' he thought.
Sure, he'd love to have sex with Amy, too, but he wasn't about to force her to have sex with him. Yet, even if she rejected him and he forced her to have sex with him, what did it matter? He'd be dead tomorrow anyway. He'd just have to see what happens as he did with the six other women. He removed his bathrobe and hung it on the banister. He couldn't believe he still had an erection. Especially when taking two of the highest strength, a double dosage, those Viagra pills really work.
As if he was a burglar or a rapist, inch by silent inch and step by stealth step, moving one, slow step at a time, he crept up her stairs without making a sound. He opened her bedroom door and closed it behind him. With her bathroom door already opened wide, he stood in the doorway to watch her shapely shadow through the shower curtain.
'There she is and she's naked. Amy is naked,' he thought while staring at her naked form. 'Oh, my God. My girlfriend's best friend is vulnerably naked while taking a shower.'
She was another woman with an incredible, sexy, and shapely body. She was another woman with big tits that he'd love to see, touch, feel, fondle, and suck. She was another woman that he had masturbated over for years while imagining her naked and having hot sex with her. Now, in the way he wondered about Julie's sister, Jessica, he wondered how different his life would have been had he dated Amy instead of Julie.
All three women were sexy. All three women were beautiful. All three women had shapely bodies with big tits. Yet, what did it matter now that he'd be having sex with all three women? What did it matter now, which woman was better for him, when he'd be dead soon? Dead, dead, dead, he couldn't believe the end of his life was so near. Dead, dead, dead, he wished he had a second chance. Now that he was having sex with seven women, possibly eight women, he had so much more life to live.
He concentrated on the task at hand instead of thinking, what if. He thought of Amy in the shower. He thought of Amy naked. He thought of how incredible it would be to have sex with his wife's best friend and his childhood best friend too.
* * * * *
'Naked, naked, naked,' now he thought of Amy is naked again. He peeked in her bathroom and could see the shadow of her big, naked breasts and her shapely behind through the shower curtain. 'Oh, my God. There's Amy and she's naked.'
Then, as if he was exposing the wizard in the Wizard of Oz or as if he was a crazed serial killer in Alfred Hitchcock's Psycho, he pushed her shower curtain aside before stepping in the tub with her. She screamed as soon as she heard her shower curtain slide open. As if he had just unveiled a work of art, Amy stood before him naked.
"Jack! Oh, my God! Jack! What are you doing? Why are you here? Why are you naked? What in the Hell are you doing in my shower? Get out! Get out," she said without much authority and in the way that his sister, his cousin, and his girlfriend's sister feigned their embarrassed outrage. "Oh, my God. Oh, my God. I can't believe you're seeing me naked. I can't believe you're naked, too."
Too slow to cover her naked body from his horny eyes, he stared at her naked tits, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. Instead of having a blonde, trimmed pussy in the way that his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, girlfriend's mother, and sister had, Amy had an orange, trimmed pussy. A sexy redhead instead of a sexy blonde, after having a steady diet of blonde pussies, he wondered what a redheaded pussy felt like to fuck.
"Hi Amy. Nice tits. It's good to know that you really are a natural redhead," he said with a dirty laugh while staring down at her orange, pubic hair.
She tried her best to cover her nakedness with her arms and hands, but she was too sexy and too shapely to cover all her beautiful body.
"What are you doing here? Oh, my God! Why are you naked? Oh, my God! Oh, my God, Jack. Why do you have an erection? Oh, my God! Oh, my God, Jack. Oh, my God," she said looking at him as if he was nuts when she was the one who helped create this April Fool's joke that backfired.
It was interesting that they all asked him the same questions. Then, when she stared at his cock in the way that he was staring at what he could see of her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass, it was interesting that they all stared at his engorged prick. With them all acting as if they were embarrassed virgins, a game they must obviously play, they were all sluts. They all wanted his cock as much as he wanted their pussies. They all sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted them.
Enjoying the wet, wild, and naked view of his girlfriend's naked, best friend, he stared at her before forcing her arms away from her beautiful, naked body. With Amy a gorgeous, natural redhead and with all the other women natural blondes, he stared at her C cup breasts and her trimmed, red pussy. Thinking that her freckles were so sexy, she had freckles all over her chest, stomach, back, shoulders, and legs. He never had sex with a redhead before, until now. He couldn't wait to fuck her. He couldn't wait for her to suck his cock.
"I'm here to fuck you, Amy," said Jack. "I'm here to have sex with you. I'm here to give you something to remember me by for as long as you shall live. I'm here to give you an orgasm, Amy. I'm here to make you cum. I'm here to hear you scream my name in sexual pleasure," he said with a diabolical laugh. "I've come for you, Amy. I've come to have sex with you."
Acting vulnerably shy, when Jack said that he was here to fuck her, to have sex with her, to give her something to remember him by for as long as she lived, she looked afraid. Then, when he said that he was here to give her an orgasm and to make her cum while screaming out his name in sexual pleasure, she wilted before swooning with a look of sexual excitement that took hold of her pretty face. As if she couldn't sexually control herself in the way that he couldn't sexually control himself, she stepped closer to him.
"Jack," she said. "I've always wanted you. With us growing up together," she said with a pause while making eye contact with him. She stared in his hazel eyes with her big green eyes before confessing how she felt. "I've always been in love with you. It hurts me to say this and to dishonor my best friend but I should be you and not Julie. If you were my man, you would have already asked me to marry you already. If you were my man, I would have already had your baby," she said while staring up at him with her big, green eyes.
No longer shy, embarrassed, or ashamed, exposing her naked body to him in the way that he exposed his naked body to her, she put her arms around his neck and pressed her naked torso to his naked torso. In the way that she wrapped her arms around his neck, he wrapped his arms around his waist. In the way that she pressed her naked body against him, he pulled her naked body closer to him.
"Amy, I had no idea you were in love with me," he said. Having nothing to lose, being that he'd be dead by this time tomorrow anyway, he said what Amy wanted to hear. "I love you, too, Amy. I've always loved you. You're right, I should have been with you instead of with Julie," he said.
She kissed him with her kiss of passion and he returned her kiss of passion with his kiss of passion. Kissing and kissing one another, they made out with one another in the shower as if they were newlyweds showering naked. They made out with one another as if they were already lovers. They made out with one another as if they were about to be married.
'She feels so good in my arms,' he thought. 'Yet, now that I've held so many naked women in my arms this morning, I can't tell who feels better, my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, Julie's mother, sister, or her best friend. They're all so sexy and so shapely. If I had to pick one over the other, I don't think that I could. Being that I can't marry them all and being that I'll be dead tomorrow anyway, at least I can have sex with them all. Last but assuredly not least, at least I can have sex with Amy.'
Again, as if it was his way of saying goodbye, he kissed her again with sexual passion and she again returned his kiss with sexual passion too. Obviously with her already knowing that Julie's April Fool's joke had backfired, not about to tell him that it was all a joke, instead of proposing to Julie, he had decided to have sex with her best friend. Obviously, in the way that she lovingly greeted him, Amy sexually wanted him as much as Jack sexually wanted her. Only, Amy didn't know that, after he fucked his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, Julie's mother, and Julie's sister, that she was last on his sexual, hit list.
Perhaps, she was last on his sexual hit list because the proximity of her house was the furthest away from his house. Yet, what did it matter what number on his sexual hit list his girlfriend's best friend was? He was here for her now and ready to have sex with her in the way that he had sex with all the others. Whether she was the first woman that he had sex with or the last woman that he had sex with during his last day of life, he was intent on giving Amy something to remember him by too.
Yet, unbeknownst to Jack, Amy knew that he wasn't going to die. Not about to tell him that either, obviously, she wanted to enjoy this sexual moment with him as much as he wanted to enjoy this sexual moment with her. Perhaps, the only sexual moment that she'll ever have with him, especially after he marries Julie, it was obvious that she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her. With Jack so very good looking, no matter if they were blood related to him or not, seemingly every women wanted to have sex with him.
* * * * *
"Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. I've always been sexually attracted to you. I'll never tell Julie. I swear. This will be our little secret," she said saying what all the other women said while giving him a deep, wet kiss. "Shove your big, hard cock inside my warm, wet pussy. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. If only for a little while, make me your woman. Make me cum, Jack. Make me cum. I need you to give me an orgasm. I need you to make love to me before you fuck me."
He loved how she talked dirty to him in the way that his aunt and cousin and his girlfriend's mother and daughter did. Looking so innocent and so sweet, once they're naked they're as much of a sexual fiend as he is. Even though they may look like virgins on the outside, none of these women are virgins on the inside. His kind of women, they're all sluts and whores. He was happy that they were all sluts and whores.
Too bad he was dying. Too bad he'd be dead tomorrow but if he was to continue having a sordid affair with one or the other, even if one or the other was his mother, his sister, his aunt, or his cousin, he couldn't go wrong. If he was to marry one or the other, even if one or the other was his girlfriend's mother, sister, best friend, or Julie, he couldn't go wrong marrying one or the other either. Alas, he wouldn't be marrying any of them. He'd be dead soon...tick, tick, tick, tick.
'Dead, dead, dead, I can't believe I'll be dead within eighteen hours. God help. God save me from the Devil. Dear God in Heaven, now that I know that these eight women love me and sexually want me, I beg you to spare my life,' he thought while pleading for mercy.
In the same way that he did with his sister, Carol, he spun Amy around and bent her forward. He wet her pussy with the shower water in the way that he did with his sister and impaled her wet cunt with his erect cock. As if she was a virgin, she was so tight. Humping her and humping her as if she was Julie, slapping her ass with his pelvis and bumping her forehead against the tiled, shower wall, he pounded Amy's pussy until she had an orgasm.
"Oh, Jack. Oh, my God, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Make me cum, Jack. Make me cum," she said while he humped her harder and humped her faster and while she returned his hard, fast humps with her hard, fast humps. "Give me an orgasm, Jack."
Fucking and fucking her, Jack fucked Amy faster and he fucked her harder. He fucked her while holding onto her big tits as if her breasts were something to hold on to while riding the subway. Fingering her big, erect nipples, he pulled, turned, twisted, squeezed, and pinched her nipples while pounding her wet pussy with his hard cock.
"Cum, Amy. Cum. I want to hear what you sound like when you cum. I want to see what you look like when you cum. Cum, Amy, cum. Cum, Amy, cum," he said. "Cum for me, Amy. Cum for me," he said while continuing to hump his girlfriend's best friend harder and faster.
With him without guilt, remorse, and/or repercussions for his sexually salacious actions and his despicable lascivious behavior, he fucked his girlfriend's best friend as if he was a wicked cad and she was a whore. As if she was his girlfriend and he was her boyfriend, he fucked Amy harder and her fucked her faster. Pounding her pussy as hard and as fast as he could, he was determined to give her an orgasm. In the way that he ejaculated his seed in all the other women, he was intent on ejaculating his seed in her too.
He grabbed hold of her shapely hip with one hand while feeling her big tits and fingering her nipples with his other hand. Then taking hold of both hips, slamming his hard cock inside her, he fucked her. He fucked her hard. He fucked her fast. He continued to slam his big, hard cock inside her warm, wet pussy. Determine to make her cum, he was determined to make her pregnant. He wouldn't mind having a ginger haired son with freckles named Jack. Sadly, he'd never get to meet him. Sadly, he'd be dead soon.



Pounding her pussy with hard slapping sounds against her wet, naked ass, as if he was an out-of-control fucking machine, he fucked Amy in the way that he fucked his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, Julie's mother, and Julie's sister. Piledriving her, with this his last woman that he had sexually fantasized over while masturbating himself, he'd fucked her with great, sexual passion. Feeling as if his cock was going to explode before falling off, not wanting to ejaculate his full load, even though he easily could have, he squirted a little of his seed in Amy's cunt too.
As if he was a drunken cowboy at a whorehouse after a roundup or a rodeo, he couldn't believe he had sex with seven, beautiful, sexy, and shapely women. If it wasn't for him taking two Viagra's, he never would have maintained his erection. With him young and healthy, he didn't need Viagra to get and maintain an erection but what a difference taking two Viagra's made, especially when having sex with seven, gorgeous women.
'Who's the man? Who's the man? I'm the man,' he thought.
Never would he have done anything like this if he didn't know that he was going to die tomorrow. Yet, glad for the heads-up that tomorrow was his last day on Earth, as far as he was concerned, as least he didn't waste his last day. Now that he knew seven women sexually wanted him, loved him even, eight when counting Julie, he only wished he had longer to live. Going from one of the eight women to the other, he couldn't imagine how much sex he could have in a month, six months, or a year. He only wished that Satan had waited a few years before earmarking him for death.
Yet, now that his sexual escapades were over, he felt guilty for what he had done. If only Julie knew that he had sex with her mother, her sister, and now her best friend, he wondered what she'd say. Then, if she knew that he dared have incestuous sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin, she'd have nothing more to do with him. No doubt, she'd break up with him. No doubt, even if he asked her to marry him, she'd never marry him now, not after having sex with the seven most important women in her life.
Yet, what did it matter? He was dying anyway? By this time tomorrow, he'd be dead. By the time that Julie found out that he had been unfaithful to her with the seven most important women in their lives, he'd be long dead and buried. By the time that she learned that he had sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend, with her, no doubt, latched on to someone else, he'd be nothing more than a faded memory. He only wished that one of them was impregnated with his baby boy.
'Dead and buried?'
Now, for the first time, thinking of the realities of death, he didn't even think of what would happen after his death? Did he want to have a funeral with a casket, a burial plot, and a tombstone or did want to be cremated? And who would get his urn full of ashes? Would his mother or his girlfriend take ownership of his ashes. Being that he wasn't married to Julie, his mother would probably keep his ashes. At least he'd have eight, beautiful, sexy women at his funeral mourning his death.
'Ashes to ashes and dust to dust, here lies Jack. Such a shit, what a sack? He fucked his mother and had sex with his sister. He fucked his aunt and had sex with his cousin. He fucked his girlfriend's mother and had sex with her daughter. Then, he fucked his girlfriend's best friend. Here lies Jack. Such a shit, what a sack? Sad, so sad,' he thought whenever he thought of being dead and buried, or cremated and forgotten, long forgotten.
Only, hopefully, he'll always be remembered. Perhaps having made one of the women pregnant, they'd keep the baby in honor of him. With him so handsome and having such a fine body and big prick, what woman wouldn't want a baby who looked like him? If he had impregnated anyone, he hoped he impregnated Julie's sister or her best friend. It wouldn't be right if his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, or Julie's mother bore his son. Then, again, instead of having a boy, they had a girl? Interrupting him from his pity party, Amy was having a party of her own, an orgasm party.
"Jack! Jack! My God! Jack! I'm cumming. I'm cumming," she said having her orgasm. "I'm cumming, Jack. I'm cumming. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck me harder, Jack. Fuck me faster. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Oh, Jack! Oh, my God, Jack! Oh, Jack! Oh, Jack! Oh, Jack! I love you, Jack. I love you. I really do love you," said Amy.
Being that he was dying anyway, what did it matter if he told Amy that he loved her too. Actually, having known her all his life in the way that he knew Julie and Julie's sister, Jessica, he loved them all. He loved them equally the same. Only, obviously with his intentions of wanting to marry her, had he lived, he loved Julie just a little more than Amy or Jessica. Yet, he loved all three enough to many any of them.
"I love you, Amy. I've always loved you. I'll always love you now and forever," he said with love and sincerely in the way he told Jessica and Julie that he loved them too.
Then, once she had her orgasm, he turned her to face him and gave her a deep, wet kiss. Obviously, his way of saying goodbye, he kissed and kissed her while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. Then his pièce de résistance, he put a heavy hand to her shoulder. Assuming the position, Amy moved to her knees.
Not needing any more of a hint, as soon as Amy was on her knees in the shower, she took his cock in her hand while staring up at him before she took him in her mouth. She was sucking him. Amy was sucking his prick. Another one of his sexual fantasies come true, his girlfriend's best friend was blowing him. After having fucked him, he couldn't believe that Amy was blowing him.
Another great cocksucker, she sucked his cock with exuberance. She sucked his cock as if she always wanted to suck his cock. Making all the slurping, cock sucking sounds that all men love to hear when a woman is sucking their cocks, she seemingly was enjoying sucking his cock as much as he was enjoying her sucking his cock.
Not ready to fully cum just yet, he beat it the Hell out of there. If he had stayed, he would have exploded his full load of cum in Amy's mouth. If he stayed he would have shot his next load of cum all over Amy's beautiful face, in her red hair, and across her shapely, naked breasts.
"I'm sorry, Amy, but I have to go. I need to see Julie before it's too late. I have so very little time and I'm running out of time," he said.
Being that she was in on the April Fool's Day joke, she understood his rush. He needed to see Julie before it was too late. Before he died, he needed to ask her something that had been on his mind. He needed to know the answer to his question otherwise he'd never rest in peace. Now that he had sex with the seven women he sexually fantasized over while masturbating himself every morning and every night, he needed to talk to his beloved, Julie.
He checked his watch, '18:57:27, 18:57:26, 18:57:25...' It was nearly lunchtime.
### SusanJillParker-10 ###
Jack saw Satan, the Devil himself, getting in his car, a jet black, Lamborghini Diablo.
* * * * *
Deciding to surprise his girlfriend for lunch, he raced home and quickly showered, shaved, and changed. When he was leaving his house to get in his car to drive to where Julie worked, he couldn't help but notice a tall, thin, black, good looking man in his 50's standing across the street from his house. He looked familiar but unfamiliar at the same time. He had seen him somewhere but he didn't know where. For sure, he'd be the kind of scary dude that he'd see in his nightmares. Wondering where he saw him, he couldn't remember.
He looked as if he was a movie actor dressed for a role. He looked as if he was a movie star who had just stepped off the set to break for lunch. He wondered if he was a celebrity or a model shooting an ad but there were no cameras and no one else around but the two of them.
Mindful of the man standing there staring at him while watching him, Jack walked to his car. As if he was imagining things and seeing things, unable to remove his eyes from him, when the man didn't move and continued staring, Jack stopped dead in his tracks while watching him. Afraid to turn his back on him, he didn't know what this man wanted. Then, as if recognizing him from a nightmare he had, he suspected who he was. Obviously, he now knew who he was, only he couldn't believe it. If he was to envision what Satan looked like, he would look like this man.
'Satan! I can't believe I'm seeing Satan. Satan! What does he want with me now? It's not my time to go until tomorrow. I need to see Julie before I die. I need to talk to Julie,' he thought.
Obviously that he was the Devil but even if he didn't know that this man was the Devil, there was something about him that made him take notice of him. There was something about him that made him return his stare. What caught his attention was the way that man was dressed. Unless they were going to a Halloween party or masquerade ball dressed as the Devil, no one dressed like this. No one looked this good in this average neighborhood.
The man was dressed in an expensive, black, silk suit with a red, silk lining, a red, silk shirt, a red, silk pocket square, a black tie, a black fedora with a red band, and shiny black boots with silver toe tips. He had close cropped hair and a neatly trimmed beard and mustache. In this all white neighborhood that was filled with blue-eyed blondes with big tits, it was unusual to see a black man. In this all white neighborhood, no black man would ever call attention to himself in the way that this man was doing by staring at him. No black man would dare stare threatening at a white man.
'My God, the Devil wears Prada,' he thought. It was odd that he thought of fashion instead of fear at a time like this. 'I remember seeing the exact same, Prada suit advertised in GQ magazine.'
Not needing the cane to walk with, he was carrying a shiny, black, walking stick with an ivory goat's head with horns. A large, silver pendant of a pentagram hung low from his neck and rested between his chest and stomach. He wore an oversized, silver, belt buckle embossed with a coiled serpent with a gaping open mouth that had huge fangs.
After receiving an anonymous e-mail from Satan, he was keenly aware that Satan was in his life and was responsible in tomorrow being his last day alive. After receiving the anonymous e-mail from Satan, it all added up now. After seeing Satan, it all made sense. Jack couldn't help but believe that he was seeing Satan in the flesh. Maybe because he had sex with the seven women he wanted to have sex with and had always fantasized over while masturbating himself, Satan was coming for him a day early.
'That's not right and that's not fair. I don't have any time left as it is. I need to see my beloved girlfriend, Julie, before Satan takes me. I need to ask her the question that's been on my mind,' he thought. 'Maybe he wasn't Satan. Yet, it had to be Satan,' he thought. 'Who else could it be? I can't believe I'm seeing the Devil.'
Frozen in place, he watched the man walk to his car, a shiny, black, Lamborghini Diablo with a fire engine red, leather interior and with the personalized license plate, SATAN. Before he got in his car, the Devil looked at him long and hard. Then, this strange man gave him a Hellish smile that nearly made him shit himself before the man gave him the thumbs up sign as if to tell him that his soul belonged to him.
Still unable to move while staring after him, expecting the car to fly up in the sky before flying down into the ground and to Hell, Jack watched Satan drive away. He couldn't believe his eyes. Not only had he just seen the Devil wearing Prada but also he saw Satan's car. Of course, that was his car. The car had a personalized vanity plate that read SATAN. Besides, what else would Satan drive other than a Lamborghini Diablo? Not only had he seen the Devil but also Satan acknowledge him as his next victim.
'Oh, my God. Dear God in Heaven help me. Dear God in Heaven save me from the Devil and from my fate. Fuck me! I'm doomed,' thought Jack. 'I'm going to Hell. My ass and my soul belong to Satan.'
He checked his watch, '18:41:13, 18:41:12, 18:41:10...'
### SusanJillParker-11 ###
Jack had lunch with Julie and she confessed that he wasn't dying. She told him that she had played an April Fool's joke on him to get him to propose marriage to her.
* * * * *
After having six hours of marathon sex with seven women, his mother, Rita, his sister, Carol, his aunt, Christine, his cousin, Kathy, his girlfriend's mother, Nancy, his girlfriend's sister, Jessica, and Julie's best friend, Amy, Jack was ready for lunch. He had worked up quite the appetite after humping, pounding, and fucking seven consensually willing pussies all morning. It took an enormous amount of self-control not to ejaculate his full load of cum in the mouths of women who were all incredible cocksuckers. Perfect timing on his part, he drove to where Julie worked just in time for lunch.
He found his beloved in the company cafeteria sitting at a table with three of her co-workers. A busy time of day, all the tables were filled with employees. Nonetheless not caring that he was making a spectacle of himself, he got down on one knee. As if he was the Bachelor on the TV show the Bachelor and the Bachelorette, everyone knew what he was about to do and all heads turned to watch him propose marriage to darling, Julie.
"Julie, I haven't had the time to buy a ring yet but we can do that together tonight if you say yes," he said taking a big breath. "I love you, Julie. Will you marry me?"
She jumped up from her chair and he stood to meet her embrace. She kissed him before answering him. Giving him a long, wet kiss, she kissed him again. Kissing and kissing him, she kissed him in the way his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend had kissed her earlier. Kissing and kissing him, she blanked his mind with her passionate kisses.
"Yes, of course, I'll marry you. I love you, Jack," she said with happiness before sadness took hold of her face. "Only, before I marry you," she said taking him by his hand and leading him out of the cafeteria. "There's something I must tell you," she said looking up at his hazel eyes. I need to tell you something that's very important."
Suddenly feeling uncomfortably guilty while filled with remorse, he looked at her while wondering if she knew that he had sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Perhaps, with his sexual party over, her knowing that he was unfaithful to her was the repercussions that he must pay now. If it wasn't bad enough that he'd be dead tomorrow and would be doomed to eternal damnation in Hell, now he had to face Julie to explain why he sexually did what he heinously did.
'Yet, who could blame me for having sex with every woman I've sexually fantasized, lusted, and masturbated over for years? With me dying tomorrow anyway, I did what I had to do,' he thought justifying his despicable, sexual actions. 'And without guilt and remorse being that they'd be no repercussions, I'd do it again.'
Nonetheless, the last thing he wanted to do was to hurt the love of his life. Yet, with him so wrapped up in dying and tomorrow being his last day on Earth, he wanted to get the most of what he had left of life. Now, ready to face the music, he wondered what it was she needed to tell him. Obviously, for her to interrupt his marriage proposal, it had to be something that was important, but what? He couldn't imagine what it was she needed him to know.
"What is it, Julie? Tell me. Suddenly, you look troubled when you should look happy," he said.
Not wanting her to know, he was determined to hide from her that he was dying. Not wanting to upset her on this the happiest day of her life, he didn't want her to know that tomorrow was his last day alive. He didn't want her to know that he'd be dead tomorrow. He didn't want her to know that they'd never be married. The very least thing and the last thing that he could do, he could buy her a diamond, engagement ring tonight. Even if she stored it in a box after marrying someone else, at least she'd have that to remember him by after he's gone.
'God, this is so sad,' he thought. 'Woe is me. Woe is me. What have I done to deserve this? Why me? Why now? Yet, at least I got to live out my sexual fantasies. At least I had sex with my MILF of a mother and aunt, my sexy sister and cousin, and Julie's mother, sister, and best friend.'
Still, something he didn't feel before, now with Julie standing beside him, he felt guilty for his deplorable, sexual actions. How dare he have sex with every woman they knew and every woman that he wantonly lusted, sexually fantasized, and masturbated over for years? How dare he kiss them while feeling them? How dare he strip his mother and her mother naked? How dare he lick her mother, his aunt, and her sister's pussy? How dare he fuck them all before having them suck his cock? How dare he so disrespect and be so unfaithful to his darling, Julie? How dare he?
"I have a confession to make," she said looking at him with guilt. "I played an April Fool's joke on you," she said laughing nervously while staring up at him and while watching for his reaction.
'April Fool's joke? What is she talking about? She's talking about jokes and I'm talking about marriage and certain death,' he thought. 'Wait. Today is April Fool's? With all that's been going on with me dying, I forgot all about today being April Fool's Day. Well, happy April Fool's Day but that still doesn't change a damn thing,' he thought.
Then, he wondered what April Fool's joke she played on him. Removing the guilt from him, he placed it squarely on her. He figured she had been unfaithful to him. He figured she had an affair. Maybe she had sex with one of the strippers at her 21st birthday party two years ago. Maybe she had sex with one of her coworkers. Maybe she had sex with Amy, her best friend.
'Wouldn't that be hot to watch, her having sex with Amy,' he thought. 'I'd love to be part of that threesome.'
Yet, whatever her confession was, whatever her April Fool's joke was, it didn't matter, especially now after he had sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend? Besides, what difference did anything she had to say make? He was dying anyway. By this time tomorrow, he'd be long dead. By this time tomorrow, he'd be dead, dead, dead and burning in Hell.
"What is it, Julie? Tell me. You know that you can tell me anything. What could you possibly have to confess?" He looked at her struggling to speak. "Have you been unfaithful to me? If it's about you blowing one of the strippers at your 21st birthday party two years ago, don't worry about that. I figured you had some sexy fun on your birthday," he said jumping to conclusions. "So what if you sucked some stripper's cock? I forgive you. It was your birthday and you were just having a good, drunken time."
She looked at him with guilt. She looked at him with fear. She looked at him with embarrassment. She looked at him as if she was afraid to tell him the truth that she played an April Fool's joke on him to get him to propose.
"First of all, I didn't blow any strippers," she said making a face as if he had just insulted her. "I'd never cheat on you. Your prick is the only prick I've ever had in my mouth. Actually," she said pausing again while obviously stalling for time. "The truth of the matter is," she said pausing again while looking up at him. "You're not dying tomorrow. You'll be living a long and happy life with me, if you still want me after I tell you what I did."



He looked at her as if she was a psychic.
"What? Pardon? What did you just say?" Jack looked at Julie as if he was hearing things while imagining what she was saying. "I'm not dying? Is that what you said? What do you mean, I'm not dying? How do you know about me dying? More importantly than that, how do you know that I'm not dying?"
She made a face as if she was about to be sick.
"I tricked you. I'm sorry. I deceived you. I'm sorry. It was just a prank, an April Fool's joke, and a desperate move on my part to get you to propose marriage to me," she said. She paused to toss her head to flip back her long, blonde, lush hair before lighting him up with her big, beautiful, blue eyes. "Obviously it worked," she said giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. "You just proposed."
He looked at her shocked.
"Wait. Hold on. This was all a prank? This was all an April Fool's joke? I'm not dying? Are you sure that I'm not dying? How do you know I'm not dying?"
She gave him a big smile.
"Trust me, Jack, you're not dying," she said. "I was a joke, a sick April Fool's joke. I'm sorry, Jack for tricking you. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry for making you believe that you were dying and that your soul was doomed to Satan."
Instead of looking at her with happiness that he wasn't dying, he looked at her with fear that he'd be living for a long time.
'She's sorry? Oh, God. Oh, God. What have I done? Wait until she discovers all that I've done in only six hours,' he thought. "Wait until she finds out that I had sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend. Fuck me! I'm so fucked,' he thought.
He looked at her still convinced that this whole thing was nothing more than an April Fool's joke. Still not believing her, he stared at her as if she was lying and/or tricking him now.
"But I saw the Devil. I saw Satan. I saw the Devil getting in his car, a Lamborghini Diablo, and driving away," he said. "What other car would the Devil drive? He had personalized plates that read, SATAN. He was wearing Prada. It had to be the Devil. It had to be him."
She shook her head while making a sad face.
"That wasn't the Devil, Jack. That was just a guy that I hired to play the role of Satan," she said. "Sorry. Are you mad? Please don't be mad. I love you and want to marry you. I want you to give me a baby. I want to have your baby, Jack."
After he had sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend, how could he possibly be mad? Being that he wasn't dying, if anything he was happy. Being that he wasn't dying, he was so very happy. Now, not only was he marrying his true love but also he had sex with the seven women he had been sexually fantasizing and masturbating over for years. If anything, this April Fool's joke backfired on her.
Now after having the sexual time of his life, he had even more time to live out more of his sexual fantasies. He couldn't wait to have sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend again and again. If he was anything, after not fully ejaculating when having sex with seven women, he was horny. He was sexually frustrated. He needed to cum. With all his pent up cum that he had saved, he had an idea.
"I'm not mad. If you come down to my car right now and fuck me, I'll totally forgive you," he said.
She smiled.
"Fuck you? Sure. Okay. I can do that. I still have half an hour of my lunch left. I'd love to fuck you, Jack, but only if you promise to cum in my pussy," she said following him to his car. "I want you to give me a baby. I want your baby, Jack," she said with a laugh. "I want a baby boy that I can name, Jack."
Once in his car, she stroked his prick and she sucked his prick to an erection before she sat on him. She reached her hand down and guided his prick in her warm, wet pussy. As if she was on an amusement ride she jumped up and down on his stiff prick and he returned her humps with his humps. Humping him harder, she humped him faster.
With him not taking very long to cum and with him needing to finally and fully ejaculate, he unloaded a huge volume of cum in his girlfriend's pussy. While having sex with Julie, he thought again of having sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend. While he was fucking Julie, incorrigible, he thought about fucking those seven women and those seven women sucking his cock.
Now with the joke on her, he was happy that she played an April Fool's joke on him in the way that he just played an April Fool's joke on her. Giving him the chance to finally have sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend, whenever he did finally die, he'd die with a smile on his face. This April Fool's was much better than last year's April fool's when she told him she was pregnant and her baby bump was nothing more than a small pillow and gas.
Now, after hoping that he made Julie pregnant, he hoped that Amy or Jessica, Julie's sister, wasn't pregnant, too. After squirting a small amount of his cum in all of them, God forbid his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, or her mother should be pregnant with his child. He hoped that only for Julie was pregnant. Yet, wouldn't that be quite the April Fool's joke with him having the last laugh and the last laugh on all of them if they all were pregnant?
"Happy April Fool's Day, Julie."
Julie smiled and after wiping what cum leaked from her pussy with some tissue. She kissed her fiancée.
"Happy April Fool's Day, Jack. I have to go back to work," said Julie giving him a long, wet kiss goodbye.
He returned her kiss.
"I'll see you tonight. We'll pick out your engagement ring. Love you, Julie," he said.
Julie blew him a kiss from outside his car.
"I love you, Jack."
### SusanJillParker-12 ###
Even after, finally, being married to Julie, Jack's mother, Rita, his sister, Carol, his aunt, Christine, his cousin, Kathy, his mother-in-law, Nancy, his sister-in-law, Jessica, and Julie's best friend, Amy, all continued propositioning Jack for sex. Obviously, especially after he had sex with them, they all still loved him. They all still wanted him. Their sexy, little, dirty secret they never told anyone about having sex with Jack...until now.
* * * * *
After Julie confessed to her fiancée Jack that she played an elaborate April Fool's joke on him, he confessed that he really believed that he was dying. He confessed that because of her joke, he had sex with his mother and sister. He told Julie that he had sex with his aunt and cousin. Then, he told her that he not only had sex with her mother but also he had sex with her sister and her best friend. Being that all this was her fault, she forgave him.
"I forgive you, Jack, but I won't be as forgiving if you have sex with anyone but me after we're married," said Julie.
* * * * *
A year after Julie's April Fool's joke had gone bad or good, however one would view it, at their wedding on April Fool's Day, Jack left the altar with his beautiful bride, Julie. She held her bouquet of flowers in one hand and her newborn baby, Jack Jules, in her other arm. Her mother, Nancy, while holding her newborn baby, Jack Nathan, put her hand to her mouth as if she was holding a phone and mouthed the words, 'Call me,' as Jack walked by her. Julie's sister, Jessica, held her newborn baby, Jack Jesse, with one hand while she moved her other hand up and down as if she was giving him a hand job.
Continuing to slowly walk down the aisle, he walked by his mother, Rita. She looked from her newborn baby, Jack, Jr., while she slowly licked her full, red lips as if she was ready to blow her son again. As he walked by his sister, Carol, while she held her newborn baby, Jack Carl, she moved her head up and down as if she was already sucking his cock.
Jack and Julie continued slowly walking further down the aisle. His Aunt Christine, gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look while sliding a slow hand across her breast and fingering her nipple with one hand as she held her newborn baby, Jack Christopher, with her other hand. Not to be outdone by her mother, his cousin, Kathy, put her hand to her mouth and moved it back and forth as if she was blowing him while holding her newborn baby, Jack Kenneth, with her other hand. She moved her hand back and forth as if she was stroking him while blowing him and pushed out the side of her cheek with her tongue as if his cock was in her mouth.
Finally, Julie's best friend, Amy, walking behind Jack in the wedding party while holding her newborn baby, Jack Andy, in one arm, ran a slow hand across his tuxedo clad ass while goosing him. Keeping it all in the family, while thinking that he was dying and intent on leaving more than the memory of him behind, Jack had impregnated eight women that day. Now just married, he already had eight kids to support and eight mouths to feed. If he wasn't wishing that he was dead before, he was wishing he was dead now.
With Julie forgiving him for having sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend, she never played another April Fool's joke on him again. Having never celebrated April Fool's Day before, this last April Fool's Day was the best April Fool's Day he ever had. Now, in celebration of his eight babies' birthdays, he hoped to continue the tradition of having a sexual fest on April Fool's Day every year.
He hoped his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, her mother, her sister, and her best friend, would continue to have sex with them every April Fool's Day. He knew his wife would understand if he had sex with any one or all his babies' mamas. After all it was all Julies fault for playing her April Fool's joke on him in making him believe that he was going to die and go to Hell. Besides, just as he got what he wanted, to have sex with his seven fantasy women, she got what she wanted too, marriage and a baby.
"Happy April Fool's Day!"
THE END
This is an April Fool's Day contest story. As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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Elizabeth's fiancée, Lieutenant Adams is killed in a duel to the death.
Set in the late 19th century England during the Victorian Era, Lord Robert Dudley falls in love with his Head Cook, Susan, and they have forbidden, intimate, sexual relations behind his closed, bedroom door. As lonely, sexually frustrated, and needing loving comfort as much as Lord Dudley was lonely, sexually frustrated, and sexually horny, Susan agreed to be Lord Dudley's wife for the night.
### SusanJillParker 01 - The Duel ###
Lieutenant Adams challenges Brian Coyle to a duel to the death.
* * * * *
"I now pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss your bride," declared the priest.
It was twenty-one-years ago when Lord Robert Dudley married Lady Elizabeth. She was a 22-year-old maiden, a virgin from a rich family, who was pledged to marry a man who had prematurely and unexpectedly died. It was said that her intended, Lieutenant Adams, had died in a tragic hunting accident when in fact he had died in an alleged, illegal duel. Outlawed in England in the 1840's, dueling still continued for decades after in secret.
The perceived indiscretion was more of a sexual assault, and rumored to be a rape, than it was a slight. The duel was never made public and the circumstances before and after their deaths died with them. Yet, those who were close to the young officer said that a man of low character had insulted him and sexually abused his fiancé, maiden Elizabeth, when he accused her of being a man.
Elizabeth, a small breasted woman, barely an A cup, was accosted in public. Under the threat of death, no commoner dared physically, emotionally, and/or sexually assault a Lady. As Elizabeth walked by the tavern there to meet her fiancée, daring to put his hands on her, a drunken brute pulled open her dress to expose her naked breasts to a crowd of drunken men outside the tavern. He grabbed her by her arms, pinned them behind her back, and turned her for all the drunken men in attendance to see that she was as flat as a board and had no tits, just nipples.
"Look at her," said Brian Coyle. "She's taller than most men and has no tits," he said laughing loudly while grabbing two handfuls of her naked breasts before completely ripping open her bodice. "See? She has a chest like a man," he said sliding his hand all over her flat breasts while pulling, turning, pinching, twisting, and squeezing her nipples. "Quack like a duck and walk like a duck, if she's as tall as a man and has a chest like a man, she's a man," he said laughing and only stopping himself from laughing to drink more ale.
When Mr. Coyle pulled up her dress and tried to pull down her pantaloons to prove she had a cock instead of a pussy, Lieutenant Adams rushed to the aid of his fiancé. He pushed the man away before striking him. Only, two late, the damage had already been done. The man had sexually violated his virginal bride-to-be by not only exposing her naked breasts to the horde of drunken men but also by touching and feeling her tiny tits while fingering her erect nipples. There was only one way to settle this foul act, to receive satisfaction, and to compensate him for what was done to his fiancé, and that way was by a duel to the death.
"Unhand her," said the young lieutenant hitting Coyle him with his fist and knocking him down.
Brian stood and brushed the dirt from his trousers.
"You like men, do you?" Brian Coyle roared laughing.
Adams ignored Coyle to address his fiancé.
"Are you all right, Elizabeth?"
Even though he was engaged to marry her, his first time seeing her naked breasts, he stared at her exposed tits before covering them. Obviously, he was as embarrassed as he was sexually excited to see his fiancé's tiny tits.
"Yes," said Elizabeth lying to her fiancée.
Obviously more concerned for her reputation than for revenge, she just wanted him to take her away from here. She just wanted to leave. She didn't tell him what more this horrible man did to her in the alley. Had she told her what more he did to him, he would have run him through with his sword.
Lieutenant Adams, a virgin himself, had never seen a woman's naked breasts before. With Elizabeth still in shock, he stared her naked breasts. Then, he helped cover her naked breasts with her torn bodice. Once he moved his fiancé safely away from the man, he approached him again to slap him hard across his face with his leather glove.
"I challenge you to a duel, a duel to the death for the insult you've done to my lady."
No doubt, had he known what more Brian Coyle had done to his woman, in defense of her honor, as Elizabeth suspected, he would have run his sword through him right there in the street. Obviously now, the only way that he could defend his honor and save his fiancé's morals and modesty was to kill the man who manhandled her. He had no choice in the matter. It was something that he was expected to do for him to not live with the shame that another man had touched and seen his soon-to-be wife.
Lieutenant Adams had no idea that Brian had already raped Elizabeth anally. Coming to her aid at the end of her violent, horrific assault, he only saw Brian manhandle and expose his still in shock bride-to-be. He wasn't witness to Brian forcing Elizabeth to her knees, forcing open her mouth, sticking his cock in Elizabeth's mouth, and forcing her to suck him by putting a heavy hand to the back of her beautiful head. Not satisfied with her blowjob, he fucked her in her ass in the back alley before physically abusing her publicly.
"Obviously, our young officer more prefers men to women, otherwise he'd marry a woman with tits," said Brian with a loud, drunken laugh. "I accept your challenge to a duel, Sir. Name the place, the time, the weapons, and chose your second."
Like everyone else, Lord Dudley heard bits and pieces of the story when he heard of the death of Elizabeth's fiancée. Unlike everyone else, he wasn't privy or party to the gossip of what really happened that day in regards to the sexual abuse of his future wife. Just as he had no idea that a drunken lout had forced her to suck him, he had no idea that he had fucked her anally.
Something that Lord Dudley didn't know, the truth of the matter was that Brian Coyle had forced Elizabeth to give him oral sex before forcing her to give him anal sex. Lifting her long, heavy skirt, pulling down her pantaloons, and bending her forward and mounting her as if she was a farm animal, he anally fucked Elizabeth's virginal ass. Important to women and to men in that day and age, even though she was violently physically, emotionally, and sexually brutalized, at least she was still a virgin.
### SusanJillParker 02 - The rape of maiden Elizabeth ###
A drunken stranger physically, emotionally, and sexually brutalized Lady Elizabeth.
* * * * *
Unable to fight him off, she was so womanly thin and he was so manly strong. He grabbed her, pushed her down a darkened, back alley, pulled her into a doorway, pushed her to her knees, forced open her mouth by pulling her hair hard, and stuck his prick in her mouth. With a heavy hand to the back of her pretty head, humping her mouth and fucking her face, he forced her to suck him.
With maiden Elizabeth having never given a man oral sex before, when Brian was dissatisfied with his blowjob, he pulled her to a standing position, turned her and bent her forward. He raised her long dress to her back, pulled down her pantaloons, spit in his hand and wetted her ass. Then, he stuck his erect prick in her virginal ass. Fucking her hard and fucking her fast, he anally fucked maiden Elizabeth. A sad consolation, at least she still had her virginity intact.
Just baseless rumors and senseless gossip, with there no witnesses to the actual, violent assault coming forward, and with both the young lieutenant and Brian killed in the duel, it was as if it never happened. No matter, there was nothing that anyone could say to tarnish Elizabeth's good family name and her innocent reputation. There was nothing that anyone would dare say to belittle Elizabeth's memory, especially within earshot of Lord Dudley and especially after his young, bride of eighteen years had recently died of consumption.
A one of a kind woman, with her so very beautiful, not paying any attention to the gossip, he was just happy that she was now free to marry him. Three years older than her, he thought she'd give him at least one son, an heir to his estate. He'd love to have three sons and a daughter for her to spoil but she bore him no children. Too sick and too frail to conceive, she was never well.
England's cold and rainy weather along with the dampness of his manor was too much for her fragile frame. Nonetheless, as long as he had her in his life, he didn't care that his name would die with him. Unlike other men, especially Lords of the day, who treated their women like chattel, he more cared about the love that he held for his beloved Elizabeth. Even on her sickest day, never had he seen a woman as beautiful as his wife. Yet, as if he was meant to be alone and cursed to be lonely, horny, and sexually unsatisfied, she was taken from him by her terminal illness.
Whether she was walking outside, riding her horse, sitting in a carriage, or reading by candlelight, she was so very beautiful. Captivated by her even years later after he married her, he was still so in love with her. Every time he looked at her, his pulse raced, his cock throbbed, and his heart thumped faster. With her Irish, Catholic and with him English, Protestant, they had to hide their forbidden affair. Yet, for him to marry her in a church, willing to do anything for her and happy to do so, he renounced his faith for her faith.
He knew her father, mother, and even her intended but he never knew her other than to say hello to, until after her fiancée died. She had grown into such a tall and beautiful, albeit small breasted woman. He saw her from afar walking the garden whenever he had business with her father. Compared to other women, with most Irish maidens shorter, plumper, rounder, and not nearly as pretty, in a field of weeds, she was a long, stemmed, English rose. Then, when he knew her father wouldn't be home, he made uninvited visits with the hopes of seeing her walking or reading in her garden again.
'Look at her. Just look at her. She's so tall. She's so beautiful. She's so sexy. I'm in love,' he thought when seeing her from afar.
Love at first sight, even though she was still grieving over the loss of her fiancée, he knew that she didn't love him and had never loved him in the way that he loved her and hoped she'd fall in love with him. Her union to the young lieutenant would have been a marriage of convenience to bring two, wealthy families together by marriage. A loveless marriage, no doubt, her fiancée would have cheated on her with loose women and would have had a mistress while keeping her home fat with child. Lord Dudley wanted more from her than that. He wanted her. He wanted her body and soul in the way that he gave her his.
Different than the men of his time, a sensitive and thoughtful man, Lord Dudley was a romantic. He enjoyed reading his wife's discarded romance novels. When he wasn't working his estate, his nose was buried in a book reading romantic stories of the great writers and poems of the great poets of the time. He not only wanted his wife to be his lover but also, unheard of in his day of men the masters of their castles, he wanted his wife to be his equal and his best friend. He wanted a strong woman instead of a weak one. He wanted a woman who had an opinion. He wanted her to be his partner as well as his wife.
* * * * *
The first time he saw her, she looked at him in the way that he looked at her. Her long, blue-black hair, pale complexion, and big, blue, excited eyes made her the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. If he was to change two things about her, he wished she had big, Irish, milkmaid breasts with wild red hair. Instead, she was as tall and as she was thin as beautiful as she was flat chested but, her saving grace and most redeeming quality, she was so very beautiful.
Had she been born one-hundred-fifty years in the future, with her rare beauty, she'd be deemed a supermodel and her face would have been pasted on every fashion magazine. Had she been born one-hundred-fifty years in the future, she probably would have married a famous football quarterback instead of the Lord of the Manor. Had she been born one-hundred-fifty years in the future, she probably never would have looked twice at him, never mind marrying him.
Perhaps because she was so sickly as a young girl, her breasts hadn't normally developed. Still, her beauty and her kind and loving spirit made up for her not having tits. She was his Cleopatra and he was her Mark Antony. She was his Juliette and he was her Romeo. She was the love of his life and, as fate always has its way, he was eternally happy that she had married him instead of Lieutenant Adams.
Still happily married to her after 18 years, sadly and tragically, her last illness was her fatal illness. Sick for two years of coughing, no one could help her. No doctor could save her. Before she fell ill, they made love nearly every night. Never too tired for him, even though she opened her arms and her legs for him, she refused to open her mouth for him. She refused to give him oral sex. Obviously, she was scarred from a drunken ruffian forcing her to suck him. Obviously, with her not a lady of the night, she was a Lady and Ladies back then didn't give men, even their husbands, blowjobs.
'Suck my cock,' he wanted to command. 'Blow me. I need to cum in your mouth,' he thought while imagining grabbing her by her long, black hair and pushing her to her knees.
Yet, no matter her social standing, just once, he wished she'd suck him. Just once, he wished she'd blow him. Fixated on her full red lips and her warm, soft tongue, just once he wanted to know what it would feel like to ejaculate the lust that he had for his beloved wife in her mouth. Just once he wished she'd make love to him orally.
Only, she thought that sexual act was dirty and disgusting and thought him perversely perverted for even asking her to take him in her mouth, a place that he kissed. To her, women of the night sucked their customers and other nefarious men did that to gay men. She wanted no part of sucking her husband's prick. Instead, especially since she couldn't give him a child and his rightful heir, she gave him sexual intercourse whenever he wanted, morning and/or night. They were always making love.
Even then, instead of making love, he wished she'd fuck him. Instead of making sweet, soft, romantic love, just once, he wished her could fuck her long and hard. He wished he could fuck her harder and faster. He wished her could pound her pussy until she screamed his name. Only, she was so delicately thin. Afraid that he'd break her bones, he took care not to hurt her.
### SusanJillParker 03 - The death of Elizabeth ###
Lord Dudley fell in a deep depression and became a recluse after the death of his wife.
* * * * *
It was a cold, rainy, and sad day when the wagon drove Lady Elizabeth to her final resting place. Buried on a hill beneath an old, oak tree on his property, he'd be buried with her too when it was his time to die. Despite the wet, chilly weather, it was a large gathering. Beloved to her family, friends, and household staff, even though the weather was disagreeable that day, everyone wanted to be there to say their final goodbyes. Everyone wanted to be there for Lady Elizabeth as much as they wanted to be there for their grieving Lord of the Manor, Lord Dudley.
Now three years later and twenty-one years after the day he married his beloved Elizabeth, he was as horny now as he was the day after she died. Tossing and turning, sexually aroused as much as he was sexually frustrated, Lord Dudley was too horny to sleep. Missing his wife more at night than at any other time of the day, a time when they usually had sex, he hated being in bed alone. Never getting used to it, missing the conversation before saying goodnight and turning out the light, he hated sleeping alone without his wife keeping him warm and keeping him company.
With her no longer there in his bed for him to hold her, cuddle her, and spoon her, he found it increasingly difficult to sleep since Elizabeth died. He used to enjoy sleeping in his big, manly, four-poster bed, but now he dreaded going to bed alone. Feeling her presence and sometimes even imagining that he heard her voice calling him from the other side, his life changed forever when she died. He hadn't had a good night's sleep since she passed from this life to the next.
He wondered if she was at peace. He wondered if she was happy. He wondered if she was healthy, never to cough again. He wondered if she'd be there waiting for him. Lost without her, even in death, he'd love nothing better than for her to greet him with a kiss and a hug. If he knew for sure that she'd be there waiting for him, he'd take his own life. Yet, he had responsibilities as Lord of his Manor and his household staff depended on him being there for them as they always are for him.
'Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee...' he prayed. Whenever he thought of her, figuring that she needed his prayers to make it from purgatory to Heaven, he said ten Hail Mary's.
A terrible pulmonary disease, with her having a cough for years, she suffered with consumption for months, the poor woman. Even though he had the best doctors giving her the best medical care, with nothing else they could do, she died three years ago. With his heart broken and unable to get the sleep he needed to make it through his day, his sadness and loneliness, as well as his eternal horniness and sexual frustration interfered with his responsibilities as Lord of Blue Byrne Manor.
Surrounded by the women that he employed in his household, he'd never violate their trust by soliciting any of them for sex. He couldn't besmirch the memory of his beloved Elizabeth by having sex with any of them. Besides, with them from different social standings, unless he took one of his household staff as his mistress in private, it was expressly forbidden for a Lord to sexually fraternize in public with women who weren't Ladies.
Unless he was very discreet, if he had sex with women who weren't ladies, he'd be disgraced. He'd be an outcast. He'd be shunned from society. Just as no one would accept his invitation to his home, he'd never receive another invitation again. Because of his good reputation, he enjoyed the respect of his family, his friends, and his staff.
Having grieved long enough over the loss of his wife, he wished he had a woman in his life and in his bed. Only, with him obviously still grieving over his wife, other than to ride and walk around his land, he didn't go anywhere to find a woman to replace his beloved Elizabeth. With all women paling in comparison to her, he wasn't interested in any other woman. Besides, not matches made in Heaven, with women not wanting to marry him for love, most women wanted to marry him for his money, his title, his social standing, his house, and his land.
A good-looking man but with hard times everywhere and befalling nearly everyone, the necessities of living oftentimes came before love and romance. It was hard to love when the countryside was filled with poverty, despair, and hopelessness. Unlike other Lords, he felt a responsibility for his staff that superseded his personal wants, needs, and desires. Sadly and unfortunately, it was difficult enough to stay focused on the business of his estate when he was still torn and twisted with grief for his beloved Elizabeth. With his deceased wife's memory always on his mind, he couldn't even imagine falling in love with another woman.



Women outlived men. Whether by sickness, accident, murder, duel, or war, men had a way of dying long before their time. The landscape was dotted with wickedly conniving widows looking for a wealthy man. Fearing the worst, he wasn't keen on splitting all that he worked so hard to own with someone he didn't know and with someone who didn't have his best interest at heart. In the way that his beloved Elizabeth had truly loved him and in the way that he had truly loved her, he didn't want to make the mistake of marrying someone who didn't truly love him.
Oftentimes, when he saw a pretty woman, he was blinded by one-sided love. What he thought was love was nothing more than a financial opportunity for a conniving and deceiving woman. Too many women were willing to trade sex for money and social standing. Too many conniving women forsook love for comfort and security. Oftentimes, marriages of convenience turned into marriages of inconvenience, bitterness, and hatred than they turned into marriages of love. Sadly but realistically, he didn't think that he could ever love again.
### SusanJillParker 04 - Blue Byrne Manor ###
Without his wife by his side, Lord Dudley handled his estate duties alone.
* * * * *
Situated on a scenic hill that overlooked a ten-thousand-acre estate in Wessex, England, Blue Byrne Manor, by English standards was of medium size. As estates go, his home having only forty rooms, was of modest size too. He spent more money on the many outbuildings, the barns, the animal pens, the corals, and the silos. Then there were the stable, the outhouses, the kitchen outbuilding that stood away from the house in case of fire, the springhouses, dairies, washhouse, icehouse, corncrib, sheds, shacks, and the repair shop where his craftsman could manufacture anything they needed. It took a lot of money and a large staff of workers to maintain an English estate, even one as modest in size as was this one.
His two favorite rooms were his bedroom, where he slept and made love with his wife, Elizabeth, and the in-the-main-house kitchen, where the cozy, happy atmosphere and the delicious smells wafted in the air from his Head Cook, Susan's, cooking skills. Normally a Lord would never step foot in the kitchen but this was where he grew up and lived as a boy with his mother, father, and siblings. Moreover, with his house always so cold, the kitchen was the warmest room in the house.
Rodents were a serious problem back then and Lord Dudley's household had a pack of Manchester terriers that roamed his house, his barn, his stable, and his land killing rats. An intelligent, fearless, and ferocious dog, he trained his dogs to take the rats outside and put them in a pile once they killed them so that he could burn them. One Manchester terrier could easily kill a dozen rats in just a few minutes and he had a dozen of them. With the dogs roaming his house, his outbuildings, and his land, the rats moved to other estates that didn't have a pack of rat killing dogs.
Providing a living for the tradesman and farmers who worked his land, his estate thrived. Resplendent with forests filled with wildlife for hunting, groves of fruit trees for picking, gardens, streams, and even a lake stocked with fish for fishing, everything Lord Dudley needed was here. From chickens to pigs, cows, horses, mules, and goats, the estate housed every type of livestock. A real, rural farming community, in the distance, farms stretched out over the landscape as far as the eye could see.
Within a few miles by horse and/or by wagon was a small village where people lived and worked and where his staff bought whatever supplies they needed that they couldn't grow, make, or build. Lord Dudley hired his help from the village to keep Blue Byrne Manor running smoothly with a modest staff. Some of the more trusted staff members lived inside the Manor, while others lived close by or in the village. Even without his wife alive to oversee the household, his housekeeper kept everything in order and his staff in place. With everything taken care of for him, Lord Dudley didn't have to worry about anything, except for the official, financial business of running the estate.
Typically the case, with him the king of his castle, even though he was good to his staff, nonetheless, the household staff was more concerned about him than he was about them. With him still grieving over the loss of his wife, they worried that he was spending too much time alone in his bedroom. His staff loved their Lord of the Manor dearly and, sometimes, when he was overcome with sadness and with grief, not taking food or drink, he'd stay hidden in his room the whole day. Only the senior most members of his staff dared to interact with him when he was in such a sad mood.
A good, honorable, and God-fearing man who had improved their lives, he paid his help a fair wage and treated them kindly. A fair wage and kind treatment wasn't the case in other grand homes and castles throughout England during the mid to late nineteenth century. An economic decline made for hard times for many of the elite families and they scrambled to keep their estates from failing by cutting unnecessary expenses and redundant costs. With Lords and Ladies unwilling to cut back on any luxuries, the salaries of their staffs were the first and the biggest expenses to cut.
Dismissed without pay, many workers were left to fend for themselves to steal, rob, and/or beg in the streets after Lords and Ladies cut their household staffs to cut costs. A simple man who didn't need to live high on the hog, instead of cutting his staff to cut expenses, he bought their loyalty and assured their goodwill by providing for them. When they reached ten years of service, something that other estate owners didn't do, Lord Dudley gave key members of his staff a yearly bonus payment to guarantee their futures. His unpresented generosity translated in his staff working harder, staying longer, and being more loyal.
With him not having any children or heirs, and with all his siblings dead, he was the last of the Blue Byrne Manor Lords. Should something happen to him, his estate would fall into the hands of some distant cousin or someone with the money to buy it outright. Inspiring his generosity to give while he still could, he'd have no assurances that his employees would be kept on by the new owner. Unusual for a man in his financial and social position to be, he was as generous with his money as he was kind and considerate by his actions.
### SusanJillParker 05 - Still Grieving ###
Coaxing him out of bed with food.
* * * * *
As their not so subtle hint that they wanted him to leave his bedroom so that they could clean it and change the bedding, his upstairs maid slipped in his room earlier and partially opened the heavy, bedroom drapes. Impossible for him to sleep now, as if a laser beam of sunlight peeked through the heavy draperies to illuminate him. Between the gold threads that were woven in the blue fabric and the tinker bells that sparkled a rainbow of colors across the walls of the room made it appear as if only happiness could be contained within his bed. Only, with him still sadly grieving over the loss of his beloved wife, looks could be deceiving.
The bed, a huge four-poster made of heavy mahogany was hand carved and hand rubbed by a master craftsman in the area. His wife had commissioned the bed for him as a wedding gift, and for the first time in his life, he was speechless when he saw such a manly bed. The best piece of furniture in his house, even better than his dining room table, every time he slept in it, he thought of making passionate love to his beloved wife, Elizabeth.
Never refusing his sexual advances, a time when men were literally and figuratively king of their castles, once he was married, his wife was the only lover he had ever known. Unlike other Lords who kept mistresses, solicited prostitutes, had sex with their staff, and/or who caroused too much and drank too much, he preferred staying close to home. Missing the warmth of her body, perhaps because she always had a low-grade fever, but she always ran hot and was always kicking off the covers when he was always cold and pulling up the covers. Just as his heart was full of anguish and pain, his bed was now cold and empty.
Sadness, loneliness, and despair forced him to remain isolated in his bedroom longer each day. With food and water served up to him, he barely touched his food. Returning as if a ghost from Heaven, he imagined that if he stayed in bed long enough, somehow, his beloved Elizabeth would reappear and join him once again. Reality jolted him back when he heard a soft knock on his bedroom door. Wishing it was her knocking from the other side of eternity, he knew better.
"Enter," he swallowed his hope that his wife would ever reappear.
He watched his bedroom door open and did his best to not only hide his disappointment but also his morning erection when his wife wasn't there opening his bedroom door. As always was the case, he masturbated at night before bed and again the first thing in the morning. Frequent masturbation was what saved him from going mad with despair, loneliness, horniness, and sexual frustration.
"Good morning, My Lord," said Sarah, his kitchen maid. She entered his bedroom with a silver tray and gently closed the door most of the way behind her. "I've brought you your tea and some breakfast, My Lord."
Food was the last thing he wanted. Female friendship was what he needed. Not hungry for food, he hungered for his wife. If not his wife, he hungered for female companionship. He hungered for sex but not just any woman would do. He hungered for not just sex, he hungered for love, and Sarah was the youngest and the least attractive woman on his staff. Her saving grace, much like all his female staffers, she had big tits. Surrounding himself with big, breasted women, he had a propensity for hiring women with big tits.
Besides, with him Lord of the Manor, how would that look if he bedded his upstairs maid? Moreover, with him a grieving widower, anyone he put the sexual moves on would think him a letch, especially Sarah who was so very young. Moreover, with him Lord of the Manor, any woman he put the sexual moves on would think he was romantically interested in them taking Elizabeth's place as his second wife. He wasn't keen on hooking up with a conniving woman who was only interested in him for his wealth, his house, his land, and his social standing.
"Thank you, Sarah, but I'm not feeling hungry this morning," said Lord Dudley preoccupied.
She looked away from his face to stare at his morning wood that tented his blanket before quickly averting her eyes when he caught her staring. Seemingly fascinated with his erection, she looked away when he looked at her. In the way that she looked at him and was obviously enamored with his erection, he suddenly had the urge to expose himself to her. Yet, controlling the horniness that turned him wicked inside, he controlled himself from embarrassing her and himself.
'I wonder what she'd do if I showed her my erect prick. I wonder what she'd say. Would she stare at my engorged cock or would she look away? Would she fall to her knees and take me in her hand before taking me in her mouth or would she run, screaming from my room,' he thought. 'Maybe she'd want to fuck me in the way that I'm willing to fuck anyone now, even her.'
"Please try a bite of scone with some strawberry jam, My Lord. The Head Cook, made it especially for you. She hoped that it would be good enough to tempt you to eat," said Sarah said with big smile. "For Susan to say that it's good, then it must be really good."
Lord Dudley returned Sarah's smile with his while continuing to hide his erection with his hand.
"Well, if that's the case, then I must try it," said Lord Dudley. He took a small bite, barely a nibble and said, "Please tell Susan that it's delicious! Thank you, Sarah, that will be all. I shall look forward to enjoying this fine breakfast with my tea."
### SusanJillParker 06 - Lord Dudley ###
Having grieved long enough over his beloved Elizabeth, Lord Dudley finally returns to how he was before Elizabeth's death.
* * * * *
After Sarah left, Lord Dudley finished the scones with strawberry jam and clotted cream and drank his tea. Feeling better after eating, he climbed out of bed, and walked to the window that overlooked the fields behind his house. When he looked at his unmade bed, he thought how odd it was to continue sleeping on the left side of the bed and not in the middle. Now that Elizabeth was gone, he had the whole bed to himself. Only, as if her ghost was still there sleeping beside him, he couldn't bring himself to sleep on her side of the bed.
'Elizabeth. I love you. I miss you. Hail Mary...' he prayed.
As Lord of the Manor, he'd needed to consider a new wife and to produce an heir as well. He and Elizabeth were not blessed with children, a concern for the continuance of Blue Bryn Manor. Yet, now that he was older, he wasn't keen on having children in any woman's image in the way that he once wanted children in Elizabeth's when he was younger. If he had children with someone now, by the time they were teenagers, he'd be an old man or dead.
Pale and always looking tired with bags beneath her eyes, Elizabeth had always been a slight woman and not very healthy. Whatever illness traveled around the house, she caught. Prone to colds, he always tried to get her to eat more to build up her reserve. A pretty woman, if there was anything he wished he could have changed about her, he wished she had been blessed with larger breasts and red hair. He had a fondness for busty redheads. After seeing some of his staff that had breasts the size of his perception of English milkmaids, wondering what they're naked breasts looked like and felt like in his hands, he was always curious about big breasted women.
At close to six feet tall and slightly over two-hundred pounds, Lord Dudley was an attractive and fit man. Deemed a modern man, he was in his forties, and had short, brown hair. His hazel eyes, an unusual mix of brown, blue, and green with hints of gold, changed color to reflect and correspond with the colors he wore. He had been complimented many times by women on the unique color of his eyes.
Unlike most lords who never worked an honest day in their pampered lives, Lord Dudley enjoyed the outdoors. Digging in the dirt and getting his fingers dirty, he enjoyed being close to his land. On occasion, he even toiled alongside his farmers in the fields whenever he had the time and the inclination. Where most lords were content to remain hidden in their damp and cold mansions while wearing a long fur coat in the way of a king, he enjoyed walking and riding his land while surveying the ever-changing landscape.
Until Elizabeth had taken ill and died, he was outdoors more than he was indoors. He'd rather be walking and riding than being cooped up in his dark, damp house. A people person, he loved strolling the village and greeting people. Seemingly he knew everyone and everyone knew him. Generous to a fault, always with the belief that there goes he before God, he never passed a beggar without giving them a few coins.
His skin was tanned from the sun, a look that made him even more attractive to women. The outdoor work afforded him a strong body with muscles that further appealed to the fairer sex. He wished Elizabeth had taken his advice and had taken more to the air but the rain, the fog, and the dampness increased her coughing enough to keep her sequestered indoors and in bed. After a while, regardless if she was outside or inside, she was always coughing. Coughing, coughing, and coughing, her constant coughing echoed throughout the great hall. Coughing and coughing, she was always coughing.
Being that women lived longer than men and with men more prone to drinking, smoking, and having deadly accidents, typically their wives survived them. Widows were plentiful and with him an eligible bachelor, they all hoped to marry a wealthy, eligible man, especially a Lord, any Lord will do, young or old, fat or thin. Especially after his wife died, aggressive and desperate women constantly solicited him for his attention and, perhaps, even for sex. Even when Elizabeth was still alive, whenever he was in the village, especially while knowing that she lay dying, they tempted and teased him while hoping for his affection. Obviously, women were willing to do anything to improve their lot.
Now that his wife was gone and with him still mourning her loss, after rejecting many invitations by not responding to them, women didn't invite him to parties, balls, and social affairs anymore. Those widowed women who called upon him unannounced and uninvited to deliver something they made, stopped calling on him after not being greeted at his door by him in person but by one of his servants. Still grieving over the loss of his wife, even though he was lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated, Lord Dudley couldn't even conceive the idea of being intimate with another woman, especially one he didn't know very well and didn't love.
Taught love-making techniques by his Uncle Randall from women of the night that he hired to teach his nephew, Dudley had sowed his wild oats before marrying Elizabeth. Once married, a romantic man more interested in romance than in sex, staying close to home, he never strayed. Enjoying being married, he liked having a wife who waited for him to return home and who'd greet him at the door with a kiss and an embrace. Faithful to her to a fault, his mind, his body, and his soul belonged to his beloved wife, even now in her death. His only regret, other than her dying so young, was that she was unable to conceive children.
He would have liked to have a few sons to help him with the daily chores. He would have loved to have a daughter in her image. He was jealous of his friends and neighbors who had more than their fair share of children. With her leaving nothing behind but her memories, he would have loved to had children to tell them how beautiful their mother was. A sad joke, never thinking he'd ever be alone, but for his household staff, he was alone and lonely.
Just thinking of his wife made his heart ache and his manhood throb. He had sexually pleasured himself many times since her death but, a temporary fix, masturbating himself wasn't nearly the same as making love to his wife. Instead of feeling sexual relief after ejaculating, he still felt sexually frustrated. Not the same sexually pleasuring himself as it would be for his wife to sexually pleasure him, masturbation left him feeling hornier and lonelier than he did before he masturbated himself.
With plenty of women around who were willing to forsake their bodies and trade sex for money, he thought of seeking the comfort of a woman for hire, but he'd never lay with a woman of the night. Besides his staff would talk and gossip about him. Judging him, his staff would lose respect for him. Instead of seeking the sexual comfort of a lady of the night for hire or entertaining the thought of perspective wives, he took to the solitude of the daily air. He walked, hiked, and/or rode his horse. With always something new to see, the air and the scenery helped him take his mind off his loneliness and his sexual frustration.
Always finding a new trail that he never knew existed, he loved riding the meandering paths of his grounds. An added benefit to him being seen out and about riding his horse around his land curtailed the poaching. He also enjoyed walking through his expansive English gardens outside the front entry-way of his house and that continued partway around the side of his house and stopped where the sun stopped.
Elizabeth loved these gardens and now he did too. Whenever he was troubled, in the way that Elizabeth used to do, he sought out the garden for its peaceful quiet while talking to his dearly departed wife. He always thought it odd how nature knew the best spots to seek out the warmth of the sun. Now, it took a small army of gardeners to do what his wife loved to do and was passionate about doing in her free time.



The talk of anyone who had seen his displays of flowers, perhaps with him a bit bias, they were the most beautiful gardens he had ever seen. Blue Byrne Manor was famous for its exceptional gardens and many a lord in the area had tried to steal his gardener away from him, which unbeknownst to them was his wife. Now that Elizabeth was gone, his head gardener, Peter Wainwright, was well compensated for his green thumbs and to maintain the legacy of his wife. Because Lord Dudley was as clever as he was handsome, he knew how to keep his workers happy and loyal.
### SusanJillParker 07 - ...And then there was Susan ###
Lord Dudley has his eye on Susan, a busty redhead, a pretty, widow who sexually aroused him whenever he saw her.
* * * * *
As he walked along his gardens, the aroma of lavender, hyacinths, and fresh herbs filled him with peace and his senses with calm relaxation, and that made him take the time to think about her. He sat beneath a fruit tree that he planted for her and on the ornate bench that he had made for her and that was located next to a beautiful fountain, another one of his loving gifts to her. Before she became ill, whenever it wasn't damp and/or raining, Elizabeth would sit here to read.
Open to her presence, if there was one place she'd haunt, this would be the place. He allowed the beauty that surrounded him, along with her spirit, to enter his heart and soul. Lulling him to close his eyes and rest, whenever he sat on the bench, the trickling water of the fountain was soothing to his broken spirit. Never abandoning her in death even in death, believing that she haunted this sacred land, he could never sell this place. Besides, having lived here all his life, with this his home, there was nowhere else he'd want to live but here.
While strolling along and enjoying the garden, Lord Dudley thought back to earlier this morning when Sarah brought him breakfast. Being alone in his bedroom with Sarah made him think about being alone with the Head Cook, Susan, in his bedroom. He'd like to be alone with her but, an integral part of the household, she was always surrounded but other members of the staff and he could never even talk to her alone never mind see her alone. A good addition to his household staff, she had grown to become a wonderful a cook and an even better baker. Besides, wrong to even entertain the thought, he could never begin such a forbidden, sexual relationship with one of his household staff.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, he couldn't help himself from thinking of Susan's big breasts. She had the biggest and the shapeliest breasts in his household. Every time she entered a cold room without the warmth of her shawl covering her breasts, as if they beckoned the touch of his fingers and lips, he enjoyed seeing the impressions her big nipples made through her clothes. Instead of continuing to think of her sexually, he reminded himself of the good, kind, widowed woman that she was. From there, he thought about the long road she had traveled to achieve her important position within his household and as a trusted member of his staff.
Susan's husband, a farmer, died five-years ago when she was 40-years-old. He left her and her young daughter, Emily, to fend for themselves. They had little money, were down on supplies, and wouldn't survive another long, cold, hard winter. Glad that she had, his housekeeper, Mary, brought their dilemma to Lord Dudley's attention. Had it not been for Mary, Susan may never have been in his life.
Having seen her from a distance years before when working the fields bedside her husband, he remembered her as a redheaded, pretty woman with large breasts. Being that he had always been enamored with redheads, especially those who had big breasts and freckles, she was his dream woman. There was something about freckles that he found so sexy. As far as he was concerned, Irish women the most beautiful women in the world. Even though many Irish women had red hair, blue eyes, and freckles not all of them were as pretty and as busty as was Susan.
'God, I love Irish women. I love their accent. I love their red hair. I love their freckles,' he thought. 'I love their spirit and in them not taking guff from any man. Wow! Look at her. Just look at her,' he thought the first time seeing her. 'Look at all that red hair. Look at her big tits. Damn, she's a fine-looking woman.'
One day, when feeling particularly randy, as his excuse, he decided to ride his horse over to Susan's farm to see her situation first hand. Having not seen her in years, and never having seen her up close, for all that he knew she may have grown fat, toothless, and ugly. For all he knew, she may already be dead or abandoned her farm to live in the village. For all he knew, even if she looked the same, she may not be romantically interested in him in the way that he was romantically interested in her. Yet, their union, a Lord and a commoner was forbidden.
He remembered his first glimpse of Susan as if it were yesterday, instead of it being years ago. For him to remember her, her good looks and her sexy, shapely figure, she had made a very strong impression on him. Even though his wife was in good health then, as long as he didn't touch and disrespect his wife by having an extramarital affair, there was no harm in just looking. Nonetheless, he wished his wife had red hair and had been as busty as Susan. Unfortunately, even though she was very tall, Elizabeth had too small of a frame to carry such large breasts. Had she had more meat on her bones, perhaps she would have survived her illness and still be alive today.
Even though Susan was very pretty with her red hair, big blue eyes, and freckles, other than her enormous breasts, there was something about her that made him sexually attracted to her and filled him with wanton, sexual desire her. With her a respectable widow and a member of his household staff, he'd never act upon his sexual lust for his cook. Yet, something he always fantasized doing while masturbating over thoughts of Susan, he'd love to come up behind her when she was standing in front the sink. He imagined pressing himself against her while reaching around her to cup her enormous breasts in his hands.
'If only I could, I would,' he thought. 'I'd love to hump her from behind while feeling her big tits and fondling her erect nipples.'
As if they were constantly chaperoned, he never had the pleasure of seeing her alone. There was always someone else there that made him unable to say all that he wanted to say to her in private. Even if he found himself alone with her, with him imagining himself tongue-tied, what would he say? With good Head Cooks hard to find, just as were good Head Housekeepers, he couldn't imagine his house without her should he make her feel uncomfortable with his unwanted sexual advances. With him still sequestering himself in his bedroom, no longer seeing her every day, he'd be devastated if she ever left his employ nonetheless.
No doubt, should he ever find himself alone with her, he'd spend his time staring at the impressions her big breasts made in her clothes. No doubt, should he ever find himself alone with her, he'd spend his time trying to discern the impressions her nipples made through her clothes. No doubt, should he ever find himself alone with her, he'd spend his time imagining what she looked like topless and/or naked. He loved to see her topless and on her knees with his cock buried in her beautiful mouth while she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes.
With him a respectable widower and her a respectable widow, whenever he had the need to sexually satisfy himself with his hand, he thought of Susan standing before him topless. He thought of kissing her, French kissing her, while touching and feeling her big breasts through her clothes. He thought of undressing her and stripping her naked. He thought of touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking her big tits. He thought of her stroking his big prick before sucking his big prick after fucking his big prick. As much as he thought about making love to her, he thought about fucking her, really pounding her pussy hard and fast.
Whenever she was outside tending to her vegetable garden, he'd steal furtive peeks of her from a second story window. With her round buttocks suspended in the air as if teasing him and unmindful of him watching her, he enjoyed looking at her while she bent at the waist. He enjoyed watching her when she was more focused on her digging than on the disarray of her clothes and on her modesty of what she was unintentionally and accidentally showing him of her sexy body.
Sometimes, especially when she leaned forward at the waist while facing him, she'd reward his patient surveillance of her with a down-blouse view of her long line of sexy cleavage along with the tops of her meaty breasts. Sometimes, when he saw her from the first-floor window squatting down planting without anyone else seeing him watching, she'd give him an up-skirt peek of her red, bushy pussy. Whatever he saw of her that day, he'd take to bed with him that night.
'God, she has such big tits. I wish I could feel her big breasts and suck erect her nipples,' he thought while stroking himself. 'I can't believe I saw her red, naked pussy. I wish I could fuck her cunt,' he thought while stroking his cock faster. 'I wish I could make love to her in the way that I used to make love to Elizabeth.'
To be continued...
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.



        

  
    I'll Be Your Wife for the Night #02
  
  I'll Be Your Wife for the Night #02

        Lord Dudley offers Susan a job as the assistant, Head Cook.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/ill-be-your-wife-for-the-night-02

Title: I'll Be Your Wife for the Night #02

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Lord Dudley offers Susan a job as the assistant, Head Cook.

Tags: upskirt peeks of her naked pussy, lord of the manor, masturbating over the thought of her naked, widow and widower start a romance, 19th century england, a pretty woman with a sexy irish accent, lord dudley and lady elizabeth, masturbating over the thought of having sex, down-blouse views of her cleavage, red hair-blue eyes-big tits

Series: I'll Be Your Wife for the Night


As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
There are no underage characters in this story. All characters portrayed are over the age of 18-years-old.
*
Lord Dudley secretly lusts over Susan, his Head Cook, from afar.
Continued from Chapter 01:
He remembered his first glimpse of Susan as if it were yesterday, instead of it being years ago. For him to remember her, her good looks and her sexy, shapely figure, she had made a very strong impression on him. Even though his wife was in good health then, as long as he didn't touch and disrespect his wife by having an extramarital affair, there was no harm in just looking. Nonetheless, he wished his wife had red hair and was as busty as Susan. Unfortunately, even though she was very tall, Elizabeth had too small of a frame to carry such large breasts. Had she had more meat on her bones, perhaps she would have survived her illness and would still be alive today.
Even though Susan was very pretty with her red hair, big blue eyes, and freckles, other than her enormous breasts, there was something about her that made him sexually attracted to her and filled him with wanton, sexual desire her. With her a respectable widow and a member of his household staff, yearning over her from afar, he'd never act upon his sexual lust for his cook. Yet, something he always fantasized doing while masturbating over thoughts of Susan, he'd love to come up behind her when she was standing in front the sink. He imagined pressing himself against her while kissing her neck and reaching around her to cup her enormous breasts in his hands.
'If only I could, I would,' he thought. 'I'd love to hump her from behind while feeling her big tits and fondling her erect nipples.'
As if they were constantly chaperoned, he never had the pleasure of seeing her alone. There was always someone else there that made him unable to say all that he wanted to say to her in private. Perhaps, just as well not to start something that he couldn't finish. Yet, even if he found himself alone with her, with him imagining himself tongue-tied, what would he say? With good Head Cooks hard to find, just as were good Head Housekeepers, he couldn't imagine his house without her should he make her feel uncomfortable with his unwanted sexual advances. With him still sequestering himself in his bedroom, no longer seeing her every day, he'd be devastated if she ever left his employ nonetheless.
No doubt, should he ever find himself alone with her, he'd spend his time staring at the impressions her big breasts made in her clothes. No doubt, should he ever find himself alone with her, he'd spend his time trying to discern the impressions her nipples made through her clothes. No doubt, should he ever find himself alone with her, he'd spend his time imagining what she looked like topless and/or naked. He'd loved to see her topless and on her knees with his cock buried in her beautiful mouth while she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes.
With him a respectable widower and her a respectable widow, whenever he had the need to sexually satisfy himself with his hand, he thought of Susan standing before him topless. He thought of kissing her, French kissing her, while touching and feeling her big breasts through her clothes. He thought of undressing her and stripping her naked. He thought of touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking her big tits. He thought of her stroking his big prick before sucking his big prick after fucking his big prick. As much as he thought about making love to her, he thought about fucking her, really pounding her pussy hard and fast.
Whenever she was outside tending to her vegetable garden, he'd steal furtive peeks of her from a second story window. With her round buttocks suspended in the air as if teasing him and unmindful of him watching her, he enjoyed looking at her while she bent at the waist. He enjoyed watching her when she was more focused on her digging than on the disarray of her clothes and on her modesty of what she was unintentionally and accidentally showing him of her sexy body.
Sometimes, especially when she leaned forward at the waist while facing him, she'd reward his patient surveillance of her with a down-blouse view of her long line of sexy cleavage along with the tops of her meaty breasts. Sometimes, when he saw her from the first-floor window squatting down planting without anyone else seeing him watching, she'd give him an up-skirt peek of her red, bushy pussy. Whatever he saw of her that day, he'd take to bed with him that night.
'God, she has such big tits. I wish I could feel her big breasts and suck erect her nipples,' he thought while stroking himself. 'I can't believe I saw her red, naked pussy. I wish I could fuck her cunt,' he thought while stroking his cock faster. 'I wish I could make love to her in the way that I used to make love to Elizabeth.'
Chapter 02:
### SusanJillParker 08 - Lord Dudley employs Susan ###
If nothing more than to be near her and to see her every day, Lord Dudley offered Susan a job as a cook.
* * * * *
He remembered the first time he saw Susan up close years after her husband had died. She was out attacking weeds with a hoe hard enough to make her big breasts jiggle and wiggle behind her top. As if she was angry or sexually frustrated, she swung the hoe with great strength and purposeful intent in the way a man would swing an axe. It almost made him feel sorry for the weeds. Yet, in the way she showed so much passion for gardening, he wondered what her passion was like in bed. Perhaps, in the way that he was sexually frustrated being a widower, she was sexually frustrated being a widow.
The first time he saw Susan from a distance, years before, when both their spouses were still alive, he was immediately, sexually attracted to her. Yet, not romantically interested in another woman when he had his beloved Elizabeth warming his bed, he thought she was pretty but had no idea how attractive she really was. Then, years later, after both their spouses were long dead, when he saw how attractive she was when seeing her up close, he was more than just smitten with her.
Now, whenever he sees her, whether in the kitchen or in the garden, he looked at her sexually in the way that a thirsty man craved water. Only, they were from two distinctively different social classes. They were forbidden to fraternize, especially in a sexual way. If he took a romantic interest in her, a no-win situation, just as he'd be an outcast in society, she'd be an outcast with her peers.
With them both close in age, she looked ten years younger than he did. Her long, red hair was fashioned in a bun atop her head. With her a reappearing character in his sexual fantasies, he wondered what she looked like without her clothes. He wondered what she looked like topless. He wondered what she looked like with her hair down and covering her abundant breasts while riding a horse naked as if she was Lady Godiva. He wondered what she looked like naked while in his bed. He wondered what sounds she made while having an orgasm.
He rode nearer and slower while enjoying the distant view of her that loomed closer with every stride of his horse. Curvaceously curvy, her spun cotton dress gathered around her shoulders and was tight across her bosom. Preoccupied with her big tits, the top of her dress struggled to contain her milk-maid breasts that jiggled and wiggled with her every working movement while trying to escape the confines of her bodice. He was unsurprised by his visceral reaction to seeing the round impressions of her big breasts as if sirens on the shore that seemingly beckoned him to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them.
As he approached her, a young girl joined her in the garden. The young girl shattered the intimate and sexual image he had created in his mind of the farmer's widowed wife working her garden while topless or even naked. Now, he looked at her as he'd look at a mother with her child. He looked at her less sexually than he did when thinking of her alone and without her clothes. Now he looked at her more as a mother than as a sexually desirable woman.
As soon as mother and daughter heard and saw his horse approaching, she stopped working, and leaned on her hoe with one arm while placing her other hand on her curvy hip. Her daughter looked much like her mother and made him wish that Elizabeth had blessed him with children. He would have liked a daughter in the image of her for him to better remember her. He would have liked a son to tell him all about his beautiful mother.
"Good day, Madam," Lord Dudley said in a cheery voice and giving her a smile. Susan shaded her eyes from the sun to look up at him sitting so lordly on his horse.
With her big breasts his focal point, he thought he'd have a hard time making eye contact with her. He thought he'd be disrespecting her by staring at her big breasts. Only, with her so pretty, he was more than content to stare at her Irish face. With even more to look at, he stared in her blue eyes. Then, there were her freckles. He didn't know why but he always loved women with freckles. Just as he wished Elizabeth had red hair and big tits, he wished she had freckles too. Yet, Elizabeth's rare beauty more than made up for whatever she didn't have.
"Good day, Sir," said Susan. "How may I be of help to you, My Lord?"
Instead of her calling him, Me Lord, he was happy that she spoke proper English instead of the Cockney dialect used in East London. Yet, with her having that appealing, Irish accent, he could listen to her talk all day. Not even caring what she said, he just wanted to hear her talk.
With her asking him how she may be of help to him, he suddenly had inappropriate, sexual thoughts of how she could help him by allowing him to spend some quality time with her big, naked breasts.
'How may you be of help to me? You can start by removing your top,' he thought. 'Then, you may get down on your knees and blow me while I fondle your big breasts and finger your erect nipples,' he thought. Only, he'd never say that to any woman, even one who wasn't a Lady.
If only to see them, touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them, he loved to be sexually intimate with her big tits. Instead of embarrassing himself and frightening her by voicing what he was thinking, he controlled himself. He pushed away his erotic vision of her standing before him topless and of her naked breasts. Instead, he responded in gentlemanly fashion.
"I'm Lord Dudley from Blue Bryn Manor and my housekeeper, Mary, told me about your plight. Might I have a word with you in private please?"
He stared down at her from his horse. Even though she looked healthy, and extraordinarily beautiful, she looked tired. From sunup to sundown, life on a farm without a man to help was hard, round-the-clock work. He didn't know how she did all the work that had to be done alone.
She was a pretty woman and, other than her big breasts, there was something about her that sexually aroused him. Unlike his thin, pale, unhealthy wife who continually coughed, she was much thicker in the hips and appeared not only strong but healthy enough to birth a few more children. Inspiring his sexually perverted thoughts of her, from his high perch and with her leaning forward on her hoe, he had a nice down-blouse view of the tops of her breasts and her long, exposed line of cleavage. He'd love nothing more than to lick the perspiration that glistened on the tops of her breasts while tracing her long, deep, valley of cleavage with his finger.
If nothing else but occasionally enjoying the sexy view of her, she'd be a nice addition to his household staff, if she accepted his job offer. As his excuse to communicate with his staff, she'd give him more reason to take his meals in the kitchen. An image that hardened his cock, he'd love nothing more than to deliberately walk in on her while she was bathing or changing. Only, with the servants' quarters on the top floor, there was little reason for him to be up there. His reason for being in the servants' quarters would be as transparent as his sexual lust for his Head Cook.
"Of course, My Lord, I know who you are," she said with a smile. If she wasn't pretty enough before she was even prettier when she smiled. A time when most folks, especially commoners had bad teeth, rotting teeth, and/or missing teeth, she was blessed with nice teeth. "Would you like a cup of tea? I'm sorry that I don't have anything stronger than tea. We can speak privately inside while Emily plays outside," said Susan giving her daughter a nod for her to obey.
As his excuse to look longer and longingly at her, he smiled down at her from his high horse.
"I would be delighted to join you for tea. After you," he said climbing down from his horse.
He tied his stallion to a post out front of her modest house. As he walked around the front of his steed, Lord Dudley saw the young girl of six or seven smiling at him in the way her mother was smiling at him too. With mother and daughter looking so much alike, with them so poor and having very little, like so many others trying to eke out a meager living in this day age, they made his heart melt.
With winter coming, he was determined to shelter them in his Manor. Yet, somehow, they had survived five winters without his help. Obviously providing for her even in his death, her husband stocked the farm well enough before he died. He couldn't help but wonder what would happen to his household should he suddenly die. No doubt, his estate would be pillaged by his employees.
Normally a woman alone would never invite a man in her home but he wasn't just any man. He was the Lord of the Manor and the owner of the small plot of land that she farmed and gardened. Even though she tried not to show it by continually smiling at him, she was obviously as nervous as she was taken and surprised by his unexpected visit. Undoubtedly, she had seen him ride by on his horse several times before. Even when her husband was alive and even after his death, as he learned from her later, she dreaded the day he'd visit their plot of land for fear that he'd evict them, yet he never visited her farm until now.
Perhaps, now that he was here, she thought, the day had finally come when he was going to evict her from his land. A widow with a small child, where would she go? With no roof over her head, food to eat, and water to drink, how would she survive? She'd be begging on the streets in the way of so many others. At least here, with food to eat, water to drink, and a roof over their heads, even though the work was hard, she was in charge of her own destiny.
Instead, little did she know that Lord Dudley was there to offer her a position with his household staff. If hired, she'd live there with her daughter where he could enjoy a closer and continual view of Susan's pretty face and her big breasts. Even though he was faithful to his wife and would never dishonored her by cheating on her when she was alive, she was dead and he was free to marry again. Only, too scandalous of an affront, he dared not marry a woman who wasn't a Lady. He dared not marry someone who wasn't in his social class, especially if she was a member of his lowly, household staff.
He could always run away with her and her daughter and go where no one knew them. They could travel Europe together or go to America but he couldn't imagine ever abandoning his home and leaving England. They could always move to Ireland but the Irish were just as hateful of the English as the as the English were hateful of the Irish. Even the Crown didn't give Ireland, Scotland, and Wales the respect that they paid the English.
Allowing her to walk before him, he opened her front door and followed her inside her small house. While having tea in their modest cottage, Lord Dudley noticed a shocking lack of supplies in her household. There was a wooden bowl with some fresh vegetables on the table, but the opened-faced cupboards displayed rows of empty shelves. Compared to his house that was stocked with everything he and his staff needed to survived the winter and longer, it was obvious to him that they lived on whatever she could grow and stockpile. Just chopping and splitting all the wood she needed to stay warm during the winter was a real hardship.
Obviously, with her not a hunter nor a fisherman, with her not having a man, and with her not having money, she couldn't grow meat and fish. She could always slaughter her farm animals but that would be self-defeating because she couldn't afford to buy more chickens, cows, and goats to replace them. Even though she and her daughter looked cleaner than the other rabble in the village who had nothing, she still looked poor. Even when she smiled, something that he had within him that he recognized in her, she looked sad. A reality check, with money having nothing to do with his happiness, and something he commiserated with in her, there was always an eternal sadness when losing a loved way.
"I'm sorry that I don't have any baked goods to give you with your tea, My Lord, but I've been busy in the garden," she said proudly embarrassed.
He could see the embarrassment rise in Susan's face as it flushed red when not having anything to offer her guest, especially a guest of Lord Dudley caliber. He knew she was a proud woman who didn't want him to know that she didn't have the needed ingredients to waste for baking. Obviously, she didn't have the money to buy what she needed to bake pies and cookies. When his kitchen was full with tarts, pastries, cakes, pies, and cookies, he felt bad for her daughter who had to go without something sweet to eat.
"That's okay. I didn't come here for tea and baked goods," he said getting to the point. "Normally, with plenty of people coming to my door for work, I usually don't have to solicit workers but my housekeeper brought you to my attention. I'd rather hire those who I know personally or someone that one of my staff recommends and suggests that I hire," he said pausing to look at her while watching for her reaction.
Obviously by the enlightened look on her face, she knew where he was going with this. When he paused, she spoke.
"Yes, My Lord?" She looked at him with hopefulness while he looked at her with interest. "Have you come to offer me a job in your household?"
He nodded.
"I have. I have an opening in my staff. My chef's assistant died and I need another cook, someone to help the chef prepare the daily meals. The position pays twenty pounds a year. This is your first month's wages and a little something extra to help you move your things from here to my manor. You and your daughter will live in my house with my other servants in the servants' quarters," he said. "I pride myself in giving my household staff, a fair wage with fair treatment, along with dry, safe, and comfortable lodgings."
Not giving her a chance to turn him down, he placed two pounds on her table. She looked at the money as if that was the most money she had ever seen in one place and at one time.
"Other than what I cook for myself and my daughter, I don't have the experience cooking for a large household," she said looking from the money to look at him before looking at the money again.
He shrugged his broad shoulders as if telling her that her lack of experience wasn't important, and to him it wasn't. If he wanted an experienced cook, he could have hired one from the town or from another household. He didn't just want any cook. He wanted her.
No doubt different qualifications for his Head Cook, but as far as he was concerned, he didn't care if she lacked cooking experience. His chef would train her. What was more important was that he wanted her as a member of his staff. He wanted her and her daughter safely sequestered in his house. He wanted to gaze upon her red hair, her freckled, pretty face, and big tits. He wanted his dreams peppered with her sexy, Irish accent.



Obviously, in the back of his mind as his ulterior motive, something so very forbidden between a Lord and a common woman not deemed a Lady, he hoped that a romance would develop. Scandalous to even ponder, not wanting a mistress nor a lover, he was looking for a wife and she'd make him such a fine wife. Without doubt, he'd have a better chance of having a romance with her if she lived at his estate. He imagined her accompanying him for long walks. He imagined them horseback riding together and stopping for a picnic. He imagined her sneaking in his bedroom at night. The first step, he wanted her living under his roof.
"You may start as a scullery maid at first and in time assume the role of the cook's assistant. One day, you may cook well enough to even assume the role as the Head Cook. In the meantime, for what I'm generously willing to pay you, more than any other household presently pays, you'll work dual positions until you master the cooking position. It's much easier to find a scullery maid than it is to find a chef's assistant," he said. "What do you say? Have I hired your services?"
She started to cry. Obviously, she was worried about how they'd survive another long, cold, and hard winter alone and without help. She was getting too old to chop and carry wood all that way from the woods to the house. Then, there was all that shoveling before repeating the process of farming with the plowing, the seeding, the picking, the reaping, and the baling. Then, there was the caring for the animals with the trudging through the deep snow while braving the cold and the wind to make her way to the barn for the milking and the feeding. A never-ending process, farming, especially farming alone and without help was hard work.
"Yes, My Lord. Thank you, My Lord," said Susan falling to her knees to kiss his hand.
When she fell to her knees to kiss his hand, he imagined her falling to her knees to suck his cock. Something his wife never did, even though he begged her to do if only just once, Elizabeth never gave him a blowjob. He pulled his hand away along with the image of Susan on her knees and sucking his cock.
"There, there now. There, there now. There's no need for that," he said helping her to a standing position. "You won't need to pack much other than your clothes. We have everything you'll need to be comfortable," said Lord Dudley. "I'll see you tomorrow morning, at first light. My housekeeper will show you to your room on the top floor and explain the rules of the house."
Susan sold her farm animals to the farmers on either side of her at a fair price, hitched and packed her wagon, and left for Blue Byrne Manor at sunrise. She worked hard over the next several years to master the jobs as scullery maid and as assistant to the cook. It was hard work but not as hard as the hardship she'd face alone while trying to provide food and shelter for her and her daughter while caring for her animals through another cold winter.
Long before she was old enough to take on the duties of a maid, Lord Dudley paid Susan's daughter, Emily, a monthly wage to run errands within the household and deliver messages to the stables and the kitchen. It was a job in itself when going up and down the stairs and from one end of the manor to the other end of the estate but with her energetically running everywhere, she was eager to help. Eventually, Emily would learn the duties of a parlor maid and would assume that role once she was older.
Within a few years, motivated by his Head Cook retiring, Susan had risen from the cook's assistant to the Head Cook position at the Manor and earned sixty-pounds a year. Her daughter worked wherever she was needed, as a maid, a laundry maid, and a scullery maid for a pound and a half a month and together, they made a better living then they could ever have made farming.
Glad for the job and happy never to farm again, Susan ran the kitchen better than her predecessor. She made excellent meals every day. Every guest who came to visit remarked at the amazing cuisine and superb pies, cakes, tarts, cookies, and pastries that were brought to the table. All the same energy she brought to farming was put forth into her cooking creations and artistic offerings in main the kitchen at the Manor. A hard worker, she was eager to show her appreciation to her Lord for giving her the chance to excel at this position.
Now, Forty-five-years-old, and more able to care for her physical appearance, Susan was even more beautiful than she was when Lord Dudley had first seen her. As if her red hair symbolized the fire of her spirit, he loved her red hair. She looked younger than her years. Perhaps because she wasn't beaten down by the death of her husband and by the hard work that she had to suffer, endure, and shoulder alone on her small farm, she looked so much better. Well-adjusted to the way of her new life, she looked contently happy. She had a fun personality, a good spirit, and was liked and respected by all the staff.
### SusanJillParker 09 - The kitchen is the heart of the manor ###
Never hanging around the kitchen before Susan was his Head Cook, Lord Dudley hung around the kitchen now.
* * * * *
The movement of a rabbit running away nearby as if it's tail was on fire snapped Lord Dudley back to reality. No longer remembering the first time talking to and hiring Susan, feeling guilty for dare thinking sexually of another woman, even though his wife was long dead, he thought again of his beloved Elizabeth. He continued his walk and stopped at the top of a hill to gaze at the beauty surrounding him.
Able to see all from his high vantage point, he could see thousands of acres of every color, shape and size spread out before him. Now that the winter was finally over, all the fields were planted. There were groves of trees, streams, fields, and even a lake nearby. He realized in that moment that, having grieved over her loss long enough, life goes on and it was time for him to begin the next, new phase of his life without his beloved Elizabeth.
"My beautiful Elizabeth, I ache for you. I yearn for you. I mourn for your loss. I miss you. I love you. I shall always love you," he said looking to the sky as if she was somewhere there in Heaven. "You can never be replaced but I've spent enough time, too much time, grieving for your loss. I've spent too much time alone. The hole in my heart will never be filled, but I must find another woman to love. Please know that I believe that we will meet again and be together in Heaven one day."
He completed his walk and instead of walking through his front doors, he walked around back and entered through the kitchen for lunch. Normally riding instead of walking, with the stables nearer to the kitchen door than to the front door, he gave his horse to a stable hand to take to the stables while he walked through the kitchen. After Susan took over the duties of the Head Cook, routinely walking through the kitchen was something he seldom did but routinely did now. His subtle way of seeing her, being with her, and talking to her, as if she was already his wife, now, he enjoyed eating in the kitchen with the staff buzzing around preparing food for the evening meal.
As if he was the sun of his own universe, he enjoyed associating with his staff. As the heart and the soul of the household, the constant kitchen activity made him feel as if he was not just one of the staff or the Lord of the Manor but also part of the family. Besides, his lustful bonus that he'd take to bed with him that night, he liked seeing and talking to Susan while taking furtive glances at her big breasts whenever she wasn't looking. She not only had a way of taking his mind off his troubles with her sexy Irish accent and off the sad memories of Elizabeth but also she gave him fodder to masturbate over that night. Alas, in the way that he wished he could be alone with her, he was never alone with her.
As soon as he opened the kitchen door, his preferred view to see, Susan was there to greet him with a smile. In the way that Elizabeth used to greet him with a kiss, he wished Susan would greet him with a long, wet kiss instead of just a smile. He'd love nothing better than to kiss her while feeling her through her clothes. He'd love nothing better to kiss her, while she felt his erection through his pants.
He wondered if she romantically thought of him in the way that he romantically thought of her. He wondered what it would feel like to kiss her, really kiss her while feeling her in all the places where he, as the Lord of the Manor, should never feel his Head Cook. He wondered what it would feel like to be married to a woman who looked like her, the complete opposite of Elizabeth. He wondered what she looked like topless. He wondered what she looked like naked. He wondered what she sounded like when having sex.
Where Elizabeth was tall and thin, Susan was shorter but shapelier. Where Elizabeth had blue black hair and blue eyes, Susan had brilliant red hair and blue eyes. Where Elizabeth was flat chested, Susan had huge breasts. Where Elizabeth was shy, quiet, and retiring, Susan was loud, had an engaging personality, and a fun sense of humor.
"My Lord, are you here for lunch?"
As if she was his wife instead of his Head Cook, she greeted him with another warm smile that melted his heart and hardened his prick.
"I was hoping you had baked some tarts or cookies today? I have a need for something sweet to eat," he said looking at her as if she was his chosen pastry of forbidden delight.
Unable to control his wanton sexual lust for her, when he said something sweet, he looked at Susan before staring down at her big breasts. Catching himself before being caught looking, he stared up at her face again. Having caught him staring at her bosoms many times before, she didn't have to be a physic to know that he was enamored with her big breasts. Whenever she knew he'd be around, as if she was hot, she was always hot when working in the kitchen, she always unbuttoned her top two buttons of her blouse to show him more of what he obviously hoped and wanted to see.
If her only female attribute was that she had big breasts, he wouldn't be as enamored with her as he was. Yet, she was so very beautiful and had a pleasing personality too. If he didn't know her age, he'd think that she was ten years younger than she was. Different in his sexual desires now in the way that he was when he married Elizabeth, Susan more than struck his fancy. He could imagine himself falling in love with someone who was as good looking, as loving, and as kind as her. Without doubt, she'd not only make for a good wife but also for a good partner in life.
* * * * *
From out of the corner of her eye, she caught him more than once watching her while she did her gardening. Taken with her, he was always watching her to obviously see what he hoped to see of her. Something that she didn't have to do with all the hired help he had but not leaving that up to anyone else, with the farmer's wife still imbued in her, she enjoyed gardening while growing her own vegetables, herbs, and spices.
Giving him a show of her long, sexy line of cleavage, whenever she knew he was watching her from the second-floor window, she made sure that she bent at the waist while facing him. With her always so hot from working in the kitchen, she didn't wear pantaloons. Not yet an accepted and necessary fashion garment, many women, but for those women in high society, didn't wear pantaloons.
Whenever she knew he was watching her from the first-floor windows, she made sure that she squatted at the precise moment to give him an up-skirt glimpse of her naked pussy. When she wasn't flashing him whatever she could of her large breasts, she sexually teased him by flashing him her naked pussy. Flashing him was her way of subtly getting his attention and keeping him interested. Flashing him was her way to encourage him to make his sexual move.
Obviously, she was as much the exhibitionist as he was the voyeur. Yet, only for him, she never exposed any part of her body to any man but to him. Obviously, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Yet, with him a Lord and her not a Lady, their romance was forbidden.
Pretending not to notice him watching her, as if lusting over her from afar, he was always watching her. Yet, with no future in their game of exhibitionism and voyeurism, he was her Lord and she wasn't a Lady but just a member of his staff. With the widowed ladies from other houses after him, what chance did she have of marrying a lord when she was nothing more than a lowly cook? Perhaps if he was just another member of the household staff instead of lord of the manor, she'd put the romantic moves on him to solicit him for sex. Yet, with her not wanting to jeopardize her position, she had more to lose than he did should they have a sexual affair.
"I have cherry and lemon tarts and shortbread cookies too. Maybe you should have a sandwich and a glass of ale first before having something sweet to eat?"
As if she was their mother, always doting on them, Susan had grown to be the consummate caretaker to his guests, to all the staff, and especially to him. Depending on their dietary restrictions, she made several meals to accommodate Lord Dudley's guests. She even kept records of who preferred one dish over another, as well as what compliments, criticisms, and observations they made over her cooking.
"A ham and cheese sandwich would be lovely with a glass of milk instead of ale would be preferred. Milk would go down much better with the sweets," he said laughing while pretending that he preferred milk to ale.
Susan quickly prepared his sandwich, poured him a mug of milk, and placed a cherry and lemon tart on a separate plate with a few shortbread cookies. When she leaned forward across from him to make his sandwich, with her two top buttons unbuttoned, she rewarded Lord Dudley with a revealing down-blouse view of the tops of her breasts along with the long, sexy line of her cleavage. As if they waved to him, he watched her breasts slowly sway side-to-side while she cut his sandwich. He could only imagine what they'd look like if she was topless and what they'd feel like if he held them in his hands.
"There you are, My Lord," said Susan. "Enjoy your lunch, My Lord. It's so good to see you up and around again. We've all missed you so very much."
Their eyes met when they looked at one another. In the several years that he had known her, never had he looked at her in the way that he was looking at her now. He more looked at her as a man would look at a woman instead of as an employer would look at a worker. Always enamored with her, he always viewed her with lust and thought of her as a sexual partner. Yet, with her the same age as him, and with most Lords chasing after younger women to make heirs, he never seriously thought of her as a love interest until now. Now, he wanted her in the way that he never wanted her before.
Something he hadn't noticed, too busy staring at her breasts, she had blue eyes that matched Elizabeth's blue eyes. He knew she had blue eyes, of course, but her blue eyes were every bit as bright and beautiful as his beloved Elizabeth's blue eyes. His eyes were hazel and changed colors to whatever he was wearing. Her eyes were deep blue that sparkled when she smiled and in the way that she was smiling at him now. As much as he loved her pretty face, her engaging personality, her big breasts, her red hair, her freckles, and her Irish accent, he loved her big, beautiful, blue eyes.
To be continued...
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I'll Be Your Wife for the Night, #3
Continued from Chapter 02:
Whenever she knew he was watching her from the first-floor windows, she made sure that she squatted at the precise moment to give him an up-skirt glimpse of her naked pussy. When she wasn't flashing him whatever she could of her large breasts, she sexually teased him by flashing him her naked pussy. Flashing him was her way of subtly getting his attention and keeping him interested. Flashing him was her way to encourage him to make his romantic, sexual move.
Obviously, she was as much the exhibitionist as he was the voyeur. Yet, only for him, she never exposed any part of her body to any man but to him. Obviously, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Yet, with him a Lord and her not a Lady, their romance was forbidden.
Pretending not to notice him watching her, as if lusting over her from afar, he was always watching her. Yet, with no future in their game of exhibitionism and voyeurism, he was her Lord and she wasn't a Lady but just a member of his staff. With the widowed ladies from other houses after him, what chance did she have of marrying a lord when she was nothing more than a lowly cook?
Perhaps if he was just another member of the household staff, a butler or a footman, instead of lord of the manor, she'd put the romantic moves on him to solicit him for sex. Perhaps if he was just another farmer leasing his land from him or a tradesman in the village, he'd more readily show his romantic interest in her. Yet, with her not wanting to jeopardize her position and her residence, she had more to lose than he did should they have a forbidden, sexual affair.
"I have cherry and lemon tarts and shortbread cookies too. Maybe you should have a sandwich and a glass of ale first before having something sweet to eat?"
As if she was their mother, always doting on them, Susan had grown to be the consummate caretaker to his guests, to all the staff, and especially to him. Depending on their dietary restrictions, she made several meals to accommodate Lord Dudley's guests. She even kept records of who preferred one dish over another, as well as what compliments, criticisms, and observations they made over her cooking.
"A ham and cheese sandwich would be lovely with a glass of milk instead of ale would be preferred. Milk would go down much better with the sweets," he said laughing while pretending that he preferred milk to ale.
Susan quickly prepared his sandwich, poured him a mug of milk, and placed a cherry and lemon tart on a separate plate with a few shortbread cookies. When she leaned forward across from him to make his sandwich, with her two top buttons unbuttoned, she rewarded Lord Dudley with a revealing down-blouse view of the tops of her breasts along with the long, sexy line of her cleavage. As if they waved to him, he watched her breasts slowly sway side-to-side while she cut his sandwich. He could only imagine what they'd look like if she was topless and what they'd feel like if he held them in his hands.
"There you are, My Lord," said Susan. "Enjoy your lunch, My Lord. It's so good to see you up and around again. We've all missed you so very much."
Their eyes met when they looked at one another. In the several years that he had known her, never had he looked at her in the way that he was looking at her now. He more looked at her as a man would look at a woman instead of as an employer would look at a worker. Always enamored with her, he viewed her with lust while thinking of her as a sexual partner. Yet, with her the same age as him, and with most Lords chasing after younger women to make heirs, he never seriously thought of her as a love interest until now. Now, he wanted her in the way that he never wanted her before.
Something he hadn't noticed, too busy staring at her breasts, she had blue eyes that matched Elizabeth's blue eyes. He knew she had blue eyes, of course, but her blue eyes were every bit as bright and beautiful as his beloved Elizabeth's blue eyes. His eyes were hazel and changed colors to whatever he was wearing. Her eyes were deep blue that sparkled when she smiled and in the way that she was smiling at him now. As much as he loved her pretty face, her engaging personality, her big breasts, her red hair, her freckles, and her Irish accent, he loved her big, beautiful, blue eyes.
Chapter 03:
### SusanJillParker 10 - Susan delivers Lord Dudley his water ###
Lord Dudley is finally alone with Susan.
* * * * *
Because of the wonderful day he enjoyed during his walk up the hill, he had more of an appetite for food as well as for other things. Finally released from his sadness and done with his grieving, Lord Dudley decided to have dinner in the dining room that evening. After sipping a couple of glasses of wine at dinner, and a brandy in his study later, he looked over his estate business that had been ignored. Tired now from this long day, he retired to the quiet comfort of his bedroom.
The beautiful, blue bedcovers that glistened with gold threads had been turned down on his massive four-poster bed by his upstairs maid. A brass, oil lamp was lit and placed on the table by the bed so that he could read for a while before falling asleep. As Lord Dudley settled into the luxury that his bed afforded him, something he had been doing more lately with the thoughts of having sex, he felt the need to pleasure himself.
His favorite woman to masturbate over was Susan. He thought of her pretty face, her expressive blue eyes, her fire, red hair, and her enormous breasts. He imagined her topless and having his wicked, sexual way with her enormous breasts before imagining her naked and feeling her round, firm ass and fingering her wet, red pussy. He imagined seeing, touching, and feeling her big tits and sucking her erect nipples while stroking himself.
'Susan, I want you,' he thought while fondling his cock. 'I'd love to kiss you while feeling your big tits.'
Before becoming too sexually aroused, needing some water, he was suddenly parched. He needed to rid the taste of milk that he drank earlier with the tarts and cookies that Susan had made for him and that still lingered in his mouth. As he did each night at his regular time of 10:00 pm, he rang the bell for the kitchen for the maid to bring him some water. While waiting for service, he stroked himself again. Just as he stroked himself to a harder erection, the maid knocked on his bedroom door. Not wanting her to catch him masturbating, he stopped playing with himself and covered his erection with the bedding.
"Enter, please," he said eager to quench his thirst and to return to stroking himself to his nightly sexual fantasy of seeing Susan topless before seeing her naked and having sex with Susan's naked body.
Instead of seeing his upstairs maid or a scullery maid delivering him his water, he was surprised to see Susan delivering him his water. His vision of loveliness, as if he was seeing things, imagining her, or fantasizing her there in his room, he rubbed his eyes. Something so unexpected, she had never delivered him his water before.
The woman of his sexual desire, his lust, and the reason why he masturbated each night, Susan was alone with him in his bedroom. Never in his wildest sexual fantasies of her did he ever think that she'd be alone with him in his room. Naked beneath his bedclothes, embarrassed for her to suspect what he was doing, as if he was a teenage boy caught by his mother masturbating himself, he pulled the blanket all the way up to his neck.
"I've brought you some water, My Lord," said Susan.
She placed her tray next to him with the pitcher of water on his bedside table and poured him a glass of water. Again, as if he was seeing things and/or imagining more than what he was seeing, he couldn't help but notice that she was wearing her dressing gown without the modesty of a robe. He stared at her with sexual lust. He stared at her as if trying to burn holes in her dressing gown where her nipples where and her pussy was.
With the house so cold and damp, no one walked around the house without a robe. Always imagining what she'd look like in her dressing gown, he had never seen her with so few clothes. The lamp on his table illuminated her as if she was naked. Her shapely figure beneath that sheer, thin piece of material arrested his eyes and held his horniness hostage. He couldn't believe all that he was seeing of her.
Obviously naked beneath her dressing gown, with her nightgown threadbare and nearly see-through, never had he seen as much of her voluptuous body and her big breasts as he was seeing now. Instead of just his horny imagination, he had something more to masturbate over now. He could see enough of her naked body to imagine what she'd look like without her dressing gown. He could see enough of her naked body to imagine having his wicked, sexual way with her.
As if she was standing before him topless and posing for him to paint her topless, he could see the entire outline of her bare breasts. He could see the impressions her nipples made through the thin material and even the darker shade of pink of her areolas. In the way that she stood with perfect posture with her shoulders back, her chest pushed out, and her chin raised, as if begging him to touch them and feel them, she was obviously proud of her big breasts.
He made a note to himself to have his housekeeper order her a couple of nightgowns for her birthday. Instead of ordering her long, flannel nightgowns, he wondered if he requested his housekeeper to order his Head Cook sheer, short, low-cut, sexy nightgowns, if he'd cause a scandal within his household. He wondered if Susan would dare wear those sexy nightgowns in front of him without wearing a robe over them in the way she wasn't wearing a robe now. With him already seeing so much of her now and as much as he had ever imagined seeing of her naked body before, his cock throbbed and pulsated.
He was glad that the upstairs maid hadn't closed the drapes on this bedroom window. Already sexually aroused, between his nightstand light and the moonlight from the full moon that poured in through his bedroom window that lit up her silhouette as if on stage, he had a good sense of what she looked like naked. Only, instead of just the appearance of her being topless, he wished she was topless. Imagining her without her dressing gown, he stared at her as if she was topless. Instead of just the appearance of her being naked, he wished she was naked. Imagining her without her dressing gown, he stared at her as if she was naked.
As if liquid slowly flowing over a hilly landscape, from her full breasts to her round buttocks, and before falling in and away at her waist, her nightgown flowed over every womanly curve of her sexy and shapely body. Perhaps imagining more than what he was seeing, her sheer nightgown exposed more than just the shape of her beautiful breasts. He not only stared at all that he could see of the shape of her breasts but also he stared at the impressions her nipples and the darker shadow her bushy, red pussy made through her nightgown. Then, when she turned, he could clearly see the outline of her naked ass including her ass crack.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'This is as shocking as it is sexually exciting. I can't believe all that I'm seeing of Susan. I wonder if she knows that I can see as much of her as I'm seeing. If I didn't know any better, by wearing her dressing gown to my room without the modesty of a robe, I'd think she was deliberately flashing me. If I didn't know any better, I'd think that she was sexually teasing me. If I didn't know any better, I'd think that she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her.'
He inhaled his sexual lust for her when she approached his bedside and leaned over him in an exaggerated move to hand him the glass of water. As if she was wearing a peasant blouse instead of a nightgown, when she leaned forward her enormous breasts fell forward with her and the scalloped top of her nightie fell wide open. As if she was deliberately teasing him, never had he had such a revealing down-blouse view of her shapely breasts.
With her big, nearly naked breasts only a few inches from his bulging eyes and horny hands, it took all the self-control he had not to reach out his hand to touch her and feel her. It took all the self-control he had not to not stick his hand inside the top of her nightgown to touch, feel, and fondle her big breasts. It took on the self-control he had not to pull her to his bed and pull her on top of him.
In addition to seeing most of the shape and size of her naked breasts, her areolas, and her nipples, he could clearly see all the way down to the top of her red, bushy, pubic hair. Feeling as embarrassed for her as he was sexually excited for himself, he wondered if she knew she was as exposed. He wondered if she knew he could see her big tits and even more of her naked body. Showing all that he hoped to see of her, he wondered if she was deliberately flashing him. He felt like such a lecherous man invading her privacy by stealing furtive peeks of her naked body, especially if she was unaware that she was flashing him.
Having much more to masturbate over now, he saw her big, naked breasts. He couldn't believe that he finally saw her big, naked breasts. Shocked as much as he was spellbound, he couldn't believe he saw her big, naked tits. If seeing the shape and the size of her naked breasts, he couldn't believe that he saw her areolas, her nipples, and the top of her pubic hair.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'In the way that she's flashing me her tits and her red pubic hair, I saw want to flash her my cock. I wondered what she'd do if she saw my erection. I wonder if she'd reach out her hand to touch me, stroke me, suck me, and/or fuck me. I wonder if she wants me as much as I want her,' he thought.
Wanting and hoping to see even more of her, he hoped that her big tits would somehow escape the confines of her cotton nightgown. He wished that her big breasts would somehow fall out of her nightgown before his horny eyes. If ever he saw the completeness of her full, naked breasts, her areolas, and her nipples, he'd have something to masturbate over for the rest of his life. If ever he saw the completeness of her shapely, naked breasts, her areolas, and her nipples, he'd surely want to touch and feel them before sucking them. If ever he saw her naked pussy and ass, instead of just the top of her red pubic hair and the outline of her naked ass, he'd die a happy man.
Only, she was his Head Cook and not some cheap, street corner whore. A member of his valued staff, even though he was tempted to do, he didn't want to offend her by sexually molesting her. He so wanted to reach out his horny hand and stick it inside the front of her dressing gown to feel her breasts while fingering her nipples. He so wanted to reach beneath her nightgown to finger her pussy. He so wanted her to reach beneath his blanket and hold his cock while stroking his cock as he had his wicked, sexual way with her big tits. He so wanted her to stroke his prick.
Disappointed by the lack of her breasts escaping from her low-cut nightgown, he accepted the water without removing his eyes from his long-awaited view of her naked breasts. He couldn't believe he was seeing her areolas and nipples. He couldn't believe he was seeing the top of her bushy, red pussy.
'Oh, my God, I love her big, naked tits,' he thought.
Recording all of what he saw of her to memory, he saw a quick glimpse of the top of her dark pink areolas and pink nipples before she righted herself and stepped away from his bed. With her illuminated by his bedside light and the full moon, he stared at the shadow of her bushy red pussy. As if she was his angel of forbidden, sexual lust, after seeing a down-nightgown view of her naked body, he'd be masturbating tonight over seeing her tits and the rest of her.
"Why are you delivering the water this evening, Susan?"
The first time alone with her in his bedroom, he wanted to keep her there longer by engaging her in conversation. With him just masturbating over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with him, he felt it odd that she should suddenly appear when she had never brought anything to his room before. He thought it all that she should appear in his bedroom without the modesty of a robe. He thought it odd that she was leaning and fussing over him as if she was his mother and he was her son.
As the Head Cook, it wasn't her responsibility to bring him water. A kitchen maid would normally do the honor. Yet, not questioning the reason for her visit, he was glad that she was here, especially while inappropriately dressed in the way that she was. Never has he had a moment alone with her and now here she was in his bedroom wearing her sexy, sheer nightgown without a robe while he was naked beneath his bedding.
'I don't believe Susan is in my bedroom. I shocked that she's not wearing a robe. I can't believe all that I'm seeing and have already seen of her beautiful, shapely, and naked body,' he thought while becoming even more sexually excited.
"After noting a positive change in your disposition, My Lord, not wanting to disturb you before then, I've come to see how you are doing. With someone always around in the kitchen, we never have a chance to talk alone. I was concerned and wanted to offer you my help in any way that I can," she said quickly looking down at the bulge that tented his blanket while sliding a slow tongue across her full lips.
In the way that he must have made her feel uncomfortable with his leer, he suddenly felt uncomfortable and pressured by her stare to make his sexual move.
'I can't believe she stared down at my erection in the way that I've been staring at her naked breasts. I can't believe she ran a slow tongue across her full lips,' he thought.
He looked at her as if he was in love with her and obviously he was in love with her.
"Thank you, Susan. You're right. We never have a moment to talk in private," he said unable to stop himself from continuing to stare at the impressions her erect nipples made in her nightgown.
With him sitting up in bed, her nipples were at his eye level. All he needed to do to take them in his mouth was to lean forward and suck them through her nightgown. Only, he didn't dare. It was enough that he was sexually and inappropriately staring at her. Yet, instead of looking uncomfortable by his lustful leers, she made eye contact with him and smiled. Seemingly, she was enjoying his sexual attention. Seemingly, she was as much of an exhibitionist as he was a voyeur.
"I'd do anything for you, My Lord, anything, anything at all. All you need to do is to ask," she said giving him what he thought was a sexy smile and a naughty look. "How may I be of service to you, My Lord?"
When she stared down at the bulge his cock made in his blanket again, she sexually excited him. He'd love nothing more than for her to stroke his cock. When she slid a slow tongue across her full lips before asking him if there was anything she could do to help him, he wondered what she meant by helping him. He wondered what she meant by doing anything for him, anything at all. He'd love nothing more than for her to suck his cock. In the way that he'd love to solicit her for sex, he wondered if she was soliciting him for sex.
'Remove your nightgown,' he wanted to say. 'Show me your tits, Susan. I want to see your tits,' he wanted to say. 'Stroke my cock as you suck my cock while I fondle your big, beautiful breasts and finger your erect nipples,' he thought. He wanted to say all of the above but he didn't say any of the above.



Perhaps imagining more than he was, he thought she had a suggestive, sexual twinkle in her eyes when she said she'd do anything for him, anything at all. As soon as he thought that she was soliciting him for sex, he figured he was mistaken. She wasn't that kind of woman. She wasn't a whore. She was a good, God fearing woman with a kind spirit and a big heart.
Having not had sex, other than with his own hand, in three, long, sexually frustrating years, since his wife died and longer when she became ill, Susan standing in his bedroom with her practically see through nightgown was more than suggestively tempting. If she wasn't an employee and a trusted member of his household staff, he'd make a pass at her. If she was a Lady instead of a commoner, he already would have invited her to share his bed. Yet, unable to quell the sexual lust he felt for her, it took all the self-control he had not to pull her to his bed and touch her and feel her through her dressing gown.
'I want you, Susan,' he thought. 'I want to hold you and kiss you while touching you and feeling you everywhere. I want to make love to you before fucking you hard and fucking you fast,' he thought.
"May I sit for a while and keep you company?"
He looked at her with more sexual lust than he had ever looked at her before.
'What? What did she just say? She wants to sit on my bed to keep me company? Seriously? Are you kidding me? I don't believe this,' he thought.
He couldn't believe she wanted to sit with him to keep him company. Instead of leaving after delivering him his water, he couldn't believe she wanted to stay, sit on his bed, and talk. Shockingly forward of her to ask if she could sit on her Lord's bed, especially while he was in it, her voice was different. Even though she seemed nervous, if he didn't know better, he'd think she was making a sexual pass at him.
Perhaps just his imagination but as if she was just as sexually aroused as he was, her voice seemed different. Her voice was smoky, sultry, and sexy. Perhaps, as was he, she was nervous being alone with him in his bedroom. Perhaps, as was he, she was as horny and as sexually frustrated as he was. Perhaps, as he wanted to do too, she wanted to do more than just talk. Perhaps, as much as he sexually wanted her, she sexually wanted him too. Perhaps, as he thought of social classes getting in the way, she thought he'd reject her in the way that he thought she'd reject him.
Nonetheless, he wondered if she had deliberately flashed him. He wondered if she was just as sexually aroused with him seeing as much of her sexy and shapely body through her revealing and nearly transparent nightgown as he was sexually aroused seeing her naked body. Taking a giant leap of faith, not believing that she would, he wondered if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. For sure, if she was making a sexual pass at him, she had more to lose than he did. If he was misreading her, he could lose a cook but she could lose her job along with her place to live.
He couldn't help from noticing that her nipples were erect. He wondered if she was cold or sexually excited. Hoping he was reading her body language correctly, and her normally telling sexual signals, he watched her slide a slow tongue across her full lips again while playing with her hair.
'Wow, she's so sexy,' he thought. 'She's so shapely. I'd do anything to kiss her, really kiss, French kiss her while touching and feeling her everywhere.'
He wondered if seeing his throbbing penis hidden beneath the covers sexually excited her as much as her seeing his pulsating cock hidden beneath the covers sexually excited him. Tits for cock, he'd love to show her his stiff prick, if she'd show him her big tits. Tits for cock, he'd love to fondle her big breasts if only she'd fondle his hard cock. He'd love to suck on her big tits, if only she'd suck on his hard cock. He'd love for her to hang her tits in his face while sitting on his prick as he humped her and she humped him.
"I would love to have your company, Susan," he said lifting the covers for her to slip inside. "Please sit. Make yourself comfortable," he said patting his big bed.
He'd love to feel the warmth of her bodacious body while holding her, cuddling her, comforting her, and spooning her. As if hinting for her to climb in bed with him, he moved from the left side of the bed to the middle so that she'd have room to sit with him. Instead of climbing in bed with him, Susan sat at the very edge of the bed and as soon as she sat on his bed, he imagined taking her in his arms, holding her, pulling her back, and kissing her. He imagined touching and feeling her everywhere that a Lord should never touch and feel his Head Cook.
Nothing more than just a sexual fantasy, he couldn't even imagine what it would feel like to kiss her, French kiss her. Nothing more than just a sexual fantasy, he couldn't even imagine what it would feel like to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown. He wished he could suck her big tits before making love to her. He wished he could lick and finger her pussy and give her a sexual orgasm with his fingers and tongue before she stroked and sucked his cock to give him a sexual orgasm too.
In the way that he used to make love to his wife before gently fucking his wife, he couldn't even imagine what it would feel like to make love to Susan. In the way that he was afraid to and always wanted to pound his wife's pussy hard and fast after making love to her, he was afraid to because she was so delicately frail. Now, he wanted to pound Susan's pussy in the way that he had always wanted to pound his wife's pussy. He'd do anything to make love to Susan before fucking her hard and fast until they both had an orgasm together.
As Irish as she was fair with freckled skinned, she had such a lovely Rubenesque body. Proportional in bust and hip size, her waist curve in as if she as a human hour glass. She had the body that any woman would love to have. No doubt, just as he was English Protestant, she was Irish, Roman Catholic. If it wasn't forbidden enough that a Lord should receive his Head Cook in his bedroom while she was wearing her dressing gown, they didn't share religions.
Thinking of marriage before he even held her hand and before he even kissed her, unless he changed his religion to Catholic or she changed to Protestant, they were forbidden to marry in a church. Yet, premature to think of marriage, he was lonely enough, horny enough and physically, emotionally, and sexually attracted to Susan enough to think of having more than just sex with her. She was better than that to be rode hard and left wet. She was better than just wanting to have sex with her. She was a complete woman and someone who would complement his life if only she'd become his wife.
He imagined what it would feel like to show Susan how much he wanted her and how much she sexually excited him by pounding her pussy as hard and as fast as he wanted to pound his wife's pussy. Yet, getting ahead of himself, they were just talking. He hadn't confessed how he felt about her and he hadn't even kissed her yet. As if they were on a first date in his bedroom, he hadn't even held her hand yet. He had no idea if she was here for sex or just to check up on him. He had no idea if she sexually wanted him in the way that he sexually wanted her.
"You seemed much better today, My Lord, but how are you doing overall? Are you getting enough sleep? Are you happy or are you still sad? Tell me what I can do to help," she said giving him the eye again while standing there in the light as if she was already naked. "I'll do anything you ask of me to help you," she said again as if hinting for him to take her and have his wicked, sexual way with her.
As if she was his wife, his girlfriend, or his mother, there was genuine concern along with what he imagined was sexual lust in her voice. She not only sexually aroused him by all that he could see of her nearly naked body but she sexually titillated him by her warm, kind, and loving manner. Having known her for years, he was already romantically connected to her. Having known her for years, now was the time for him to make his romantic move. Having known her for years, now was the time for him to be sexually intimate with her and to tell her that he loved her.
"My sleep is terrible," he said taking her hint while looking at his bed before looking at her.
He stared at her beautiful blue eyes before staring down at her big tits, her erect nipples, and before staring at what he could see of the shadow of her pubic hair.
"I'm sorry to hear that, My Lord," she said staring in his hazel eyes before staring down again at the bulge that tented his blanket.
He nodded his head in sadness.
'I can't believe she looked again at the bulge my cock is making in my blanket,' he thought.
He pretended that he didn't notice her looking at the impression his erection made in his blanket in the way that she pretended that she didn't notice him staring at her tits.
"Plenty big enough for two but too wide for one, my bed is so cold, so empty, and so lonely, and," he said hinting with a pause. He stared again at the big impressions her erect nipples made through her thin nightgown. Then, he said what even he couldn't believe he said. "I'm horny all of the time," he said while slowly rubbing the head of his cock through his blanket as if he had a sudden itch.
Even as he said the word horny, as if asking her for her help, he couldn't believe he just confessed to her that he was horny. He couldn't believe he rubbed the head of his cock in front of her. He could have been less subtle about his horniness by not staring at the impressions her erect nipples and the shadow of her pubic hair made through her nightgown. He could have been less subtle about his horniness by not rubbing his cock through his blanket with his horny hand in front of her. Not wanting to pressure her for sex, he only hoped she'd take more than the not so subtle hint and give him sex.
Yet, she did volunteer that she'd do anything to help him. Impossible to behave with her alone with him in his bedroom in her flimsy dressing gown, he so wanted to hold her, kiss her, and feel her all over. Impossible for him to behave with what little she was wearing and all that he was seeing through this sheer, sexy nightgown, and with her not wearing a robe, he wanted to strip her naked. He wanted to finger and lick her pussy before she sucked his cock. He wanted to make sweet love to her before fucking her and humping her faster and harder.
Yet, even as he said the word horny, as if he was asking for her sexual help, he still couldn't believe he told her that he was horny. She did ask him if there was anything she could do to help, anything at all. He wondered if her help included giving him sex. If she wanted to help him, she'd help him with his horniness. If she wanted to help him, she'd give him some alone time with her big, naked breasts. If she wanted to help him, she'd give him sex. If she was serious about doing anything, she'd suck his cock. Then, as if imagining it, he couldn't believe what she said next.
To be continued...
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Lord Dudley has sex with his Head Cook, Susan.
Continued from Chapter 03:
He had no idea if she was in his bedroom for sex or, as she said, if she was really there just to check up on him. Wishing he knew why she was really in his room wearing what she was wearing or not wearing, he had no idea if she sexually wanted him in the way that he sexually wanted her. He had no idea if he made his move, if she'd allow him to kiss her, touch her, and feel her. Yet, she did say that she'd do anything for him, anything at all.
"You seemed much better today, My Lord, but how are you doing overall? Are you getting enough sleep? Are you happy or are you still sad?" Not even waiting for him to respond, she offered her help. "Tell me what I can do to help," she said again while giving him the eye again. She stood from her seat on his bed and, as if she was a model posing for him and he as an artist ready to paint her in the nude, she stood in the light as if she was already naked. "I'd do anything you ask of me to help you, My Lord, anything at all," she said again while giving him the sexual eye as if hinting for him to take her and have his wicked, sexual way with her.
As if she was his wife, his girlfriend, or his mother, there was genuine concern along with what he imagined was sexual lust in her voice. She not only sexually aroused him by all that he could see of her nearly naked body but also she sexually titillated him by her warm, kind, and loving manner. Having known her for years, he was already romantically connected to her. Having known her for years, now was the time for him to make his romantic move. Having known her for years, now was the time for him to be sexually intimate with her and to tell her that he loved her and wanted to marry her.
Only, he was a Lord and she wasn't a Lady. He'd alienate himself and his house if he married the likes of her, his lowly Head Cook. Yet, his heart knew nothing about Lords and Ladies. His heart knew that she was the right one. Just as he'd make her happy for the rest of her days, she'd make him happy too. Moreover, she came with an instant family, a young daughter that he'd raise as his own.
"My sleep is terrible," he said taking her hint while looking at his bed before looking at her.
He stared at her beautiful, blue eyes again before staring down at her big tits, her erect nipples, and before staring at what he could see of the shadow of her pubic hair.
"I'm sorry to hear that, My Lord," she said staring in his hazel eyes before staring down again at the bulge that tented his blanket again.
He nodded his head in sadness.
'I can't believe she looked again at the bulge my cock is making in my blanket,' he thought. 'Is she offering me sex? Does she want to have sex with me as much as I want to have sex with her?'
He pretended that he didn't notice her looking at the impression his erection made in his blanket in the way that she pretended that she didn't notice him staring at her tits. Just as how could he not notice her staring at his erection, how could she not notice him staring at her tits?
"Plenty big enough for two but too wide for one, my bed is so cold, so empty, and so lonely, and," he said with a pause while staring up at her and while hinting for her to share his bed. He stared again at the big impressions her erect nipples made through her thin nightgown. Then, he said what even he couldn't believe he said. "Being that you asked if there was anything that you could do to help me, anything at all, I'm horny all of the time," he said. He stared up at her while slowly rubbing the head of his cock through his blanket as if he had a sudden itch.
Even as he said the word horny, as if asking her for her sexual help, he couldn't believe he just confessed to her that he was horny. He couldn't believe he rubbed the head of his cock in front of her. He could have been subtler about his horniness by not staring at the impressions her erect nipples and the shadow of her pubic hair made through her nightgown. He could have been subtler about his horniness by not rubbing his cock through his blanket with his horny hand in front of her. Not wanting to pressure her for sex, he only hoped she'd take more than the not so subtle hint and give him sex.
'I'm so tempted to throw back my blanket to show the sexual lust that I have for her by showing her my erect cock,' he thought but didn't dare do what he was thinking.
The last thing that he wanted her to do was to offend her. The last thing he wanted was for her to flee his room. If he wanted anything, he wanted her to stay. He wanted her to have sex with him. She did volunteer that she'd do anything to help him, anything at all.
Impossible to behave with her alone with him in his bedroom, especially with her in her flimsy dressing gown, he so wanted to hold her, kiss her, and feel her all over. Impossible for him to behave with what little she was wearing and all that he was seeing through this sheer, sexy nightgown, and with her not wearing a robe, he wanted to strip her naked. He wanted to finger and lick her pussy before she sucked his cock. He wanted to make sweet love to her before fucking her hard and fast.
Yet, even as he said the word horny, as if he was asking for her sexual help, he still couldn't believe he told her that he was horny. She did ask him if there was anything she could do to help, anything at all. He wondered if her help included giving him sex. If she wanted to help him, she'd help him with his horniness. If she wanted to help him, she'd give him sex. If she wanted to help him, she'd give him some alone time with her big, naked breasts. If she wanted to help him, she'd give her naked body.
If she was serious about helping him with his loneliness, she'd allow him to make love to her. If she was serious about helping him with his horniness, she'd allow him to fuck her. If she was serious about doing anything, anything at all, she'd suck his cock. If she was serious about doing anything, anything at all, she'd allow him to cum in her mouth and swallow his cum while he fondled her big tits and fingered her erect nipples. Then, as if imagining it, he couldn't believe what she said next.
Chapter 04:
"I can help you with the last one if you so desire, My Lord. I can help you with your horniness," said Susan in a sexy voice while giving him a naughty look. "Your wish is my command, My Lord. If it will help you to ease your loneliness, I can give you the sexual comfort of my naked body. If it will help you to get a good night's sleep, I can give you sex," she said giving him the eye.
'What? Did she just say that she can me the sexual comfort of her naked body? Sex? Did she just say that she can give me sex?'
As if he was imagining what she had just said, he couldn't believe what she said. As if he didn't hear her correctly or had imagined what he thought she said, he stared at her with disbelief. He stared at her with sexual lust. She offered him the sexual comfort of her naked body. She offered to give him sex. He couldn't believe she offered to give him sex.
"What? Sorry. I don't think that I correctly heard you. Pardon? Would you mind repeating what you just said?"
He smiled and then chuckled his nervousness at the awkwardness of his comment, by her retort, and now by their uncomfortable silence. With them both not speaking, he wondered again if he heard what she said. Did he hear her correctly or was he imagined that she said what she said? Was this it? Was this really it? Sex, sex, sex, was he about to have sex with Susan?
'Oh, my God. I don't believe this,' he thought.
As if she was already his girlfriend or his wife, she gave him a warm smile.
"I can help you with your horniness, My Lord," she said putting her hand on his knee through the blanket. "I can give you sex," she said again.
He stared down at her hand in the way she had stared at the bulge beneath the blanket. He was so tempted to move her hand on his erect prick, but he didn't dare. He didn't want to pressure her for sex. Besides, even though she said that she could give him sex, what if he had misinterpreted her? With her Irish accent, what if sex meant something else in Ireland that it meant in England. With her his cook after all, instead of wanting to give him sex for his sexual hunger, perhaps she wanted to give him food for his stomach and not for his cock.
Indeed, instead of sex, what if she meant something else in helping him with his horniness. What if she just wanted to feed him? What if she just wanted to give him something sweet to eat? If she did mean sex, what if someone walked in his room while they were having sex? What if someone heard them having sex? He'd be so embarrassed. Besides, if anyone caught them having sex, he'd alienate her with the rest of the household staff. Looking at her as if she was the chosen one, the special one, they'd all be jealous.
'Oh, my God. Oh, my God,' he thought while possibly anticipating more than she was ready to give. 'I don't believe this. Even if I'm mistaken and she doesn't give me sex, I'll be masturbating tonight and tomorrow morning over this moment of Susan in my room wearing her sheer dressing gown.'
He quickly replayed all that just happened in his mind. After telling her that he was horny, she told him that she could help him with his horniness. All that he could think of was that she was willing to help him by giving him sex. Yet, she did say that she could give him sex, didn't she? Did he hear her correctly or was he imagining what she said? She said that she could give him sex twice.
Thinking the worst, he hoped that he hadn't insulted her by misreading her intentions. He hoped that he hadn't pressured her to think that he expected her to give him sex and that she had to give him sex. He hoped that she didn't feel that she was obligated to give him sex as part of her household duties and because he took her in and gave her and her daughter jobs and a place to live. Besides, hoping she didn't misunderstand his intentions, he wanted more than just sex. He wanted a relationship that may eventually lead to marriage.
He'd much prefer it if she willingly and voluntarily wanted to give him sex as much as he wanted to give her sex. He'd hoped she liked him and sexually wanted him as much as he obviously liked her and sexually wanted her. He hoped that she wanted to give him more than just sex but also love too. He was even willing to forgo the sex for now, if she'd give him love later.
Unable to tell what she meant by her saying that she could help him with his horniness, he wondered what she was thinking. He wondered if she was sexually thinking what he was sexually thinking. He wondered if she was not only going to give him sex but also if she was open to giving him love too. He continued to replay everything that had just happened over again in his mind. Only, with his horniness in control of his thoughts, unable to think straight, his mind was consumed by all that he was seeing of her nearly naked body.
Yet, she did come to his room uninvited to deliver him water. Moreover, she entered his room without wearing the modesty of a robe over her practically see-through nightgown. If he didn't know her better, he'd think that she was coming on to him. If he didn't know any better, he'd think that she was deliberately flashing him bits and pieces of her naked body. If he didn't know her better, he'd think that she wanted him to give her sex as much as he wanted her to give him sex. Then, perhaps waiting for and wanting him to make his sexual move, she had the audacity to sit on his bed.
'Shocking. Scandalous. Surprisingly forward. She's in my bedroom and sitting on my bed while wearing that threadbare dressing gown. She just volunteered to help me with my horniness. She said that she'd give me sex,' he thought while staring at her big, naked breasts through her nightgown. 'Does she know what she's saying? Is she really willing to give me sex?'
Instead of looking away, when she caught him staring at the impressions her nipples made in her nightgown, he continued staring. His more than subtle way to let her know that he was more than interested in her giving him sex, he'd love nothing more than to see, touch, feel, fondle, and suck her big tits. He'd love nothing more than for her to see, touch, feel, fondle, and stroke his big, hard cock. He'd love nothing more than for her to suck his stiff prick before and after humping him as hard and as fast as he wanted to hump her. Wishing he could make love to her, he wanted to fuck her.
Nonetheless his horniness, his sexual frustration, and his emotional, physical, and sexual attraction to her, he couldn't believe she said what she said. As if he was sexually fantasizing it, did she offer him her help with his horniness? Did she just solicit him for sex? While wondering what she meant and wondering if she meant what he thought she meant, he looked at her while waiting for her to clarify her meaning. With his mind sexually aroused enough not to discern her meaning without twisting and convoluting it with his meaning, he asked for her clarification again.
"Pardon?"
### SusanJillParker 11 - Susan helps Lord Dudley with his horniness ###
Head Cook, Susan, and Lord of the Manor, Lord Dudley, have sex.
* * * * *
He looked at her while watching her voluntarily move her hand from his knee to the bulge beneath his blanket. He watched as she squeezed her hand around his erection through the blanket. She stared in his eyes while holding his hard prick through the blanket with her hand. In the way that she was holding his cock in her hand, he so wanted to hold her tits in his hands.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'Susan is holding my erect prick through my blanket. I can't believe this is really happening.'
He stared at her with sexual excitement while she stared at him with sadness mixed with sexual lust. As if she was his mother instead of his Head Cook, she looked at him with an innate understanding. With her having gone through the same emotions after having lost her husband, she looked at him with commiseration. With him a widower and her a widow, they were both lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated. They were both looking for love and for someone to love.
"My Lord, pardon my boldness, my impropriety, and my inappropriately touching you but I understand that men have strong, sexual needs and their bodies crave being touched. I'm more than willing to rub you a little while you feel my breasts and finger my nipples, if that would help your horniness," she said while fondling the head of his cock with her fingertips through his blanket.
'Is she kidding me? She wants to rub my cock,' he thought. As if he was dreaming, he couldn't believe what he was hearing. 'If that will help my horniness, she invited me to feel her breasts and finger her nipples. My sexual fantasy come true, I don't believe this.'
Wanting to jump from his bed and hold her before pushing her back on his before he controlled himself.
"Yes, of course, Susan, you have my permission to touch my cock," he said with a dirty laugh.
As if tempting him, teasing him, and daring him to touch her, as if she was striking a sexy pose for him, she stuck out her chest more before slowly, sexily, and purposefully, removing her nightgown.
'Oh, my God. She's removing her nightgown. She's stripping herself naked. I can't believe my eyes. I can't believe what I'm seeing,' he thought while staring.
As if he was hypnotized by the sexy sight of her and mesmerized by the naked sight of her, he stared at her unblinking. Ever so slowly, as if she was doing a striptease or mindlessly dressing to start her day, she removed her nightgown. As she gradually lifted her nightgown higher over her head, unblinkingly, he stared at her naked thighs, her red, bushy, pubic hair, her sexy stomach, and her naked breasts.
'God, she has such big tits,' he thought.
She was naked. Susan was naked. He couldn't believe his Head Cook was in his bedroom naked. At that moment, once naked, she looked at him as sexually excited as he looked at her with sexual lust. Unable to talk, left speechless, all Lord Dudley could do was to stare and to leer. He wasn't sure if he had fallen asleep and was dreaming and if what he was experiencing was real or imagined. She was so sexy. She was so beautiful.
'Naked, oh, my God, she's naked. Susan is naked. Her big, naked breasts are right there before my horny eyes,' he thought while staring from her tits to stare down at her red, bushy pussy.
Perhaps, he was already fast asleep and was dreaming. Perhaps, this was nothing more than a sexual fantasy. Perhaps, he was hallucinating. Perhaps, she wasn't really in his room and naked. Perhaps, he was just imagining that she was there. Perhaps, he hadn't heard what she said but just imagined her saying what he thought she said.
Not shy nor ashamed, after exposing her naked body to her Lord and Master, Susan pulled down the covers to expose her naked Lord to her sexually excited eyes. Just as she was naked, he was naked too. He looked from his naked cock to look at her staring at his exposed prick. As soon as she removed the blanket, his cock sprang to attention and when it did, she stared at his stiff prick before staring up at him. Not waiting for his invitation, in the way that he couldn't wait to touch and feel her naked breasts, she wrapped her soft hand and long fingers around his hard cock and fondled the head of his prick before slowly stoking him.
'Oh, my God. She's holding my cock. I can't believe Susan has her warm, long fingers wrapped around my prick,' he thought. 'I can't believe she's stroking me. I can't believe she's masturbating me.'
Just as he couldn't believe she was in his room naked, he couldn't believe his cock was exposed to her. He couldn't believe she was holding his stiff prick. In the way that he was staring at her enormous breasts, her areolas, her nipples, and her red pussy, he couldn't believe she was staring at his naked prick. Staring at her while in shock, he couldn't her hand was wrapped his naked erection in the way that he couldn't wait to caress her naked breasts.
"Oh, my," she said. "You have such a big, hard cock, My Lord. Your prick is much bigger and harder than my husband's prick. My husband was Irish and, judging by your big cock, the rumors that I heard that Irishmen have smaller penises than Englishmen are true."
While she continued staring at his erect prick, he continued staring at her big tits and erect nipples.
"And you have such big, beautiful, and shapely breasts, Susan," he said still staring at Susan's big tits.
She took his hand in her hand and moved it to her naked breasts. Something he had wanted to do for years, since the first day he saw her gardening in front of her house, he touched and felt her big, naked tits. While she fingered the head of his cock, he fingered her hard nipples. While she had her wicked, sexual way with his engorged prick, he had his wicked sexual way with her big tits. While she stroked his cock, he groped her breasts. Touching them, fondling them, and squeezing them, he acted as if he had never felt a woman's breasts before.
"Forgive me, My Lord. I may be a little rusty. I haven't pleasured a man since my husband died five years ago," said Susan. "Just wanting to give you pleasure, My Lord, I really want you to enjoy yourself. You deserve to be happy," she said. "May I make you cum?"
Susan returned her hand to his cock while he moved both of his hands to her naked breasts. Better than he had imagined, she had amazing breasts, so soft and yet so firm. For breasts so large, they were so shapely and barely sagged at all. Her breasts were nothing like his deceased wife's tiny breasts. With Elizabeth barely an A cup, if he had to guess, he'd guess that Susan was a D cup, perhaps even a double D cup. Begging to be sucked, her nipples were so big, too big for him not to put his mouth on them.



"Oh, I'm happy now," he said with a dirty laugh while feeling and fondling her big breasts. "And yes, of course you may make me cum."
He leaned forward to take her nipples in his mouth, first one and then the other. He licked them, sucked them, and nibbled them. Her nipples were so big that, when he released them from his lips they made a popping sound that made him feel as if he was sucking the corks from a wine bottle. Turning them, pulling them, twisting them, pinching them, and squeezing them, he had his wicked, sexual way her big nipples while she continued slowly stroking his cock. Just as he couldn't believe she was sitting on his bed while he sucked her nipples, he couldn't believe she was stroking his naked prick.
"Does this feel good, My Lord?" She continued sexually teasing him while continuing to administer her sexual medicine to his penis with her hand by stroking him faster. "May I stroke you faster? May I stroke you harder?"
Once again, all he could muster was a nod of his head before his ability to speak again returned.
"Yes, God, yes," he said. "That feels incredible, Susan. Yes, of course, you may stroke me faster and you may stroke me harder."
She stared at his naked penis while he stared at her naked breasts.
"You were so kind and so patient with me when I first started learning how to cook for such a large household. In the beginning, I realized the food wasn't the best and not nearly as good as the Head Cook before me," she said while stroking him faster and harder.
She looked up at him and smiled while continuing to stroke him and while he had his wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts.
"Our arrangement worked out for the both of us," he said with kindness.
He smiled down at her while she smiled up at him.
"As my thanks for all the wonderful things you have done for me and Emily, I'll do anything you ask of me, My Lord. Anything. Anything at all, My Lord," she said giving him a sexy smile again before giving him a naughty wink. "You need only ask. Your wish is my command," she said again.
Lord Dudley chuckled as he remembered some of the ugly messes she made at the beginning while learning how to cook for such a large household instead of cooking just for two. Then, he wondered what she meant when she said that she'd do anything, anything at all? Did she mean that she'd willing do anything sexually that he wanted her to do? Instead of her just giving him a hand job while she was naked, which was very sexually exciting, he could think of several other things that he'd like her to do.
'I'd like to make love to her,' he thought. 'I'd like to fuck her, really fuck her hard and fast. I'd like for her to blow me. I'd like for her to suck my cock while staring up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes with my hard, hairy prick in her mouth. I'd like to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow my cum,' he thought while knowing he'd be happy with just a hand job.
Afraid to say all that he wanted, he continued to stare at her big naked breasts while she stroked his cock faster and harder.
"You're right, Susan. Some of the first dishes did make me wonder if you could cook but you're an excellent cook now. All of my visitors praise your cooking and have offered me plenty to take you off my hands. None of them have enough money to steal you from me, you can be sure of that," he said with a smile while watching her hand stroking him.
She looked from his cock to look up at him.
"Thank you, My Lord. Unless you asked me to go, I'd never leave you, My Lord," she said.
His reply left no doubt that he valued her culinary abilities as a cook and hopefully would value her sexual abilities as a lover too. He also loved the ability of the firm grip of her hand as she stroked his penis. As if it would break off in her hand, his wife held his cock so delicately. Susan held his prick as if she was manhandling her hoe while digging up weeds.
He was happy that she came to his room uninvited. He was happy she was wearing her dressing gown without having the modesty to wear a robe over it. Now, he was happy that she was sitting on his bed naked. He was happy for the bit of conversation, as it kept him from cumming while her hand massaged his erect prick faster and harder. Yet, he really didn't know how much longer he could last before ejaculating cum all over her hand. She was giving him the best hand job he has ever had in his life.
From this moment on, every time he saw her hand, he'd think of her stroking him. Every time he saw her hand, he'd think of coating her hand with his cum. Every time he saw her in the kitchen, he'd think of her naked. He'd think of her big breasts and her erect nipples. He'd think of her red, bushy pussy and her round, firm buttocks.
He was already so sexually excited seeing, touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking her big, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. He didn't know what else to ask of her that she was already doing now, unless he asked her what his wife would never do. Hoping beyond hope, yet, afraid to ask her the question for fear that he'd upset her and ruin his sexy, alone time with her, he wondered if she'd take him in her mouth. He'd love nothing more for her to suck him.
He wondered if she'd blow him. He wondered if she'd suck him while continuing to stroke him. He wondered if she'd allow him to cum in her mouth. He wondered if she'd swallow his cum. Alas, maybe like his wife, she had never given a blowjob before. Alas, maybe like his wife, she'd never give him a blowjob now. Yet, she did say that she'd willingly do anything that he wanted her to do, anything at all, and that his wish was her command.
Besides, as Lord of the Manor, he had the right to ask her to do such a sexual thing. As Lord of the Manor, he could command her to suck his cock. Yet, not wanting to ruining this budding romance by forcing her to do something that she may not want to do, he was at a sexual crossroad. Should he ask her to blow him or not? Should he command her to suck him or not? Should he put a heavy hand to the back of her red, pretty head and hold her mouth there until he coated the back of her throat with his cum or not?
Yet, not wanting to insult and disrespect her by treating her as a woman of the night, some women would never do such a thing, give a man oral sex. Not wanting to ruin their sexual time together by offending her enough for her to flee his room, he faced a conundrum. He wondered if she meant it when she said that she'd do anything for him, anything at all. He wondered if she meant it when she said that his wish was her command. He wondered if she was one of those women who'd willingly do anything he'd ask her to do, anything at all, even blow him and allow him to cum in her mouth.
Showing her what he so wanted her to do, he removed his hand from her breast to slide a slow finger across her full lips. When he did, a good sign, she took his finger in her mouth while staring at him with her beautiful, blue eyes and while sucking his finger as if she was sucking his cock. He couldn't believe she was sucking his finger while lovingly staring up at him in the way that he imagined her lovingly staring up at him with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth.
Never mind his cock, his wife had never even sucked his finger. In the way that he always imagined his wife, Elizabeth, sucking his prick, now he imagined his Head Cook, Susan, sucking his prick. Making his decision easier, he was ready to ask her to suck his prick. Only, surprising the Hell out of him, he didn't have to ask her to blow him. She volunteered.
"Is that what you want, My Lord? Would you like me to suck you?" She looked at him and smiled. "I used to do that for my dear, departed husband when it was that time of the month. I can do that for you, My Lord. I can blow you, if that's your desire," she said. "Would you like me to blow you, My Lord? Would you like me to take you in my mouth? Would you like me to suck your prick? I wouldn't mind doing that for you at all. I actually find it quite sexually enjoyable to suck a man."
His wildest fantasy come true, he couldn't believe the woman of his sexual fantasies asked him if she could suck him. He couldn't believe the woman of his sexual fantasies actually admitted that she enjoyed sucking cock. If Susan wasn't perfect before with her Irish accent, her red hair, her big, blue, beautiful eyes, her freckles, and her big tits, she was perfection now that she willingly wanted to suck his cock.
"Yes," he said. "I've never had a blowjob. I'd love for you to suck me, Susan." Hoping he wasn't being too greedy, he paused as if afraid to ask his next question. "May I cum in your mouth?"
She gave him a sexy smile and a little laugh.
"Cum in my mouth?" She laughed again. "Of course, you may cum in my mouth, My Lord. It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth," she said.
Going for broke by being greedier about her sucking him, he asked his next question.
"Will you swallow my cum?"
She gave him a naughty look.
"It would be my pleasure to swallow your cum, My Lord," she said. "Again, it wouldn't be much of a blowjob, if I didn't swallow you, My Lord."
He looked down at her looking up at him.
'She's my perfect woman, a beautiful woman with red hair, big breasts, blue eyes, freckles, an endearing Irish accent, and who sucks cock,' he thought. 'She's a great cook to boot. What more could I possibly want in a woman?'
He returned her smile with his smile.
"Thank you, Susan. You allowing me to see, touch, feel, and fondle your beautiful, naked breasts while fingering and sucking your erect nipples is something that I always wanted to do with you. Now, with you stroking me while sucking me, allowing me to cum in your mouth, and you swallowing me is my dream come true," he said. "I can't even imagine you doing anything more for me than what you're willing to do now."
Susan continued stroking him while staring up at him before she leaned down to take his prick in her mouth. She placed her warm and wet mouth around his penis and began to lick, suck, and massage his balls at the same time. She stopped sucking him for a few seconds and ejected his cock from her mouth with her tongue to speak.
"I've allowed you to touch me and see me naked because I have been so worried about you. I'm sucking you because I've been sexually attracted to you from the first day I saw you. Waiting for you to approach me, feeling that I'd lose my position here if I solicited you for sex, I'm glad that I had the courage to come to your room uninvited tonight," she said.
He looked down at her lovingly and stroked her thick, lush, red hair as she took his penis in her mouth again.
"I've always found you to be attractive as well, Susan. There was just something about you that appealed to me. The way that you look, walk, and talk was so different from Elizabeth. Then, there's your beautiful face, your red hair, your big, blue eyes, your freckles, your sexy, shapely body, and your Irish accent," he said with a laugh. "You are quite the vision of loveliness and what every Englishman imagines an Irish lass looking like."
She gave him a smile that melted his heart.
"Thank you, My Lord," she said with sincerity. "You're quite handsome yourself."
He stared down at her kissing and licking his cock while he continued feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples.
"Then, if that's not enough, you have the biggest and shapeliest breasts I've ever seen. Even as a young lad, I was always attracted to women with large breasts and your body is most beautiful. Now that we're both older, with you a widow and me a widower, it's as if our coming together sexually was meant to be," he said continuing with his complimentary pillow talk while chuckling. "It doesn't matter that I'm a Lord and you're my cook. With the both of us lonely and looking for love, we have enough in common to supersede all that."
She looked up at him and smiled at his compliments of her and her beautiful body.
"Thank you, My Lord. Women are always worried about how a man perceives their looks and their bodies," she said.
With them so intimate and with her willing to give him sex, she ruffled his feathers when she called him, My Lord.
"Dudley," he said correcting her. "Now that you're sitting here naked while I touch you everywhere I touched my wife, and now that you've had my penis is in your hand and in your mouth, you must call be Dudley. I insist that you call my Dudley instead of My Lord," he said with a little laugh. "I'm no longer your Lord, I'm your man. I'm no longer your Lord, I'm your equal, My Lady."
He watched her lower her head to take him in her mouth again while she continued stroking him. Instead of staring down at his lap, a vision he always imagined seeing of the back of his departed wife's head, she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes and with his cock in her mouth. Teasing him as much with her hand and mouth as she was teasing him with her tongue, she stroked him harder and faster while she sucked him deeper.
He imagined her sucking her husband in the way that she was sucking him and in the way that his wife had never sucked him. He wished he had more of a sexual life with his wife but she was always so very tired and so very sickly. He wished he had married Susan instead of Elizabeth. Perhaps, he would have had children. Perhaps he would have had an heir to inherit is land, house, money, and social standing. Yet, no matter. What mattered more was that he was with her now.
"Your pretty face, red hair, and shapely figure excited me from the first day I saw you and continue to excite me to this day. Seemingly married forever, until my wife died and with her so very small breasted, I've never had the sexual pleasure to see and touch such magnificent breasts," he said reaching his hand down to touch and feel her breasts while fingering her nipples as she continued sucking him. "They're so big and so shapely while so very soft yet so very firm. Indeed, you have beautiful breasts, Susan."
Lord Dudley labored to keep his cock under control and was panting breathlessly as he spoke to Susan. He couldn't remember a time with Elizabeth when he was as sexually excited as he was now. He was so relieved that she continued removing his cock from her mouth to speak so that he could hold off his orgasm once again. Yet, with her sucking him deeper and stroking him faster, it was proving to be most difficult to delay himself from ejaculating in her mouth. Obviously, she seemed just as eager for him to cum in her mouth as much as he was eager to cum in her mouth.
"Cum, Dudley. Cum in my mouth. I need to taste you. I need to swallow you," she said. "Cum in my mouth, Dudley. Cum."
Seemingly as sexually excited blowing him as he was sexually excited being blown, Susan started breathing heavier. As if she was a human grasshopper, she rubbed her thighs together as if she was masturbating herself while blowing him. She stroked his cock with one hand while fingering her pussy with her other hand. With her seemingly enjoying him touching her breasts while fingering her nipples, he continued pulling, turning, twisting, pinching, and squeezing her nipples.
"Wait. Stop," he said. "Rather than have you suck me and rather than cumming in your mouth, Susan, since you said you'd do anything for me, anything at all, I can't believe that I'm saying this but, if you don't mind, I'd rather make love to you," he said. "If you don't mind, I'd much rather cum in your pussy than in your mouth."
As if he depressed a stop button, she stopped stroking him and sucking. As if this was the last thing that she wanted to do, she removed his prick from her mouth to look up at him. Instead of looking sexually excited, she looked shocked. Instead of looking at him as if she was his willing servant, she looked sad. Instead of her face being filled with sexual lust that her Lord and Master wanted to make love to her, her face was filled with sorrow.
"Stroking you while sucking you is one thing, Dudley," she said apologetically. "My late husband was the only man who was sexually intimate with me. A virgin when I married him, he was the only man who made love to me," she said. "He was the only man who was ever inside of me."
He looked at her with solemnness as if he was standing at the gravesite of her deceased husband before he looked at her sexually excitedly as if he was standing at the altar with her in a marriage ceremony.
"I understand," he said. "Yet, so that we make love, would you be my wife, if only for tonight?"
To be continued...
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I'll Be Your Wife for the Night, #5
Susan agrees to become Lord Dudley's wife for one night.
* * * * *
Continued from Chapter 04:
He wondered if she'd blow him. He wondered if she'd suck him while continuing to stroke him. He wondered if she'd allow him to cum in her mouth. He wondered if she'd swallow his cum. Alas, maybe like his wife, she had never given a blowjob before. Alas, maybe like his wife, she'd never give him a blowjob now either. Yet, she did say that she'd willingly do anything that he wanted her to do, anything at all, and that his wish was her command.
Besides, as Lord of the Manor, he had the right to ask her to do such a sexual thing. As Lord of the Manor, he could command her to suck his cock. Yet, not wanting to ruin this budding romance by forcing her to do something that she may not want to do, he was at a sexual crossroad. Should he ask her to blow him or not? Should he command her to suck him or not? Should he put a heavy hand to the back of her red, pretty head and hold her mouth there until he coated the back of her throat with his cum or not?
She was in his bedroom after all. She was practically naked. With her wearing a threadbare, flimsy dressing gown without the modesty of a robe, she deserved whatever he gave her. Maybe she was deliberately flashing him. Perhaps, she was sexually teasing him. Obviously, she wanted him to take her as much as he wanted to take her.
Yet, not wanting to insult and disrespect her by treating her as a woman of the night, some women would never do such a thing, give a man oral sex. Not wanting to ruin their sexual time together by offending her enough for her to flee his room, he faced a conundrum. He wondered if she meant it when she said that she'd do anything for him, anything at all. He wondered if she meant it when she said that his wish was her command. He wondered if she was one of those women who'd willingly do anything he'd ask her to do, anything at all, even blow him and allow him to cum in her mouth.
Showing her what he so wanted her to do, he removed his hand from her breast to slide a slow finger across her full lips. When he did, a good sign, she took his finger in her mouth while staring at him with her beautiful, blue eyes and while sucking his finger as if she was sucking his cock. He couldn't believe she was sucking his finger while lovingly staring up at him in the way that he imagined her lovingly staring up at him with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth while blowing him.
Never mind sucking his cock, his wife had never even sucked his finger. In the way that he always imagined his wife, Elizabeth, sucking his prick, now he imagined his Head Cook, Susan, sucking his prick. Making his decision easier, he was ready to ask her to suck his prick. She did say more than once that she'd willingly do anything for him, anything at all.
As Lord of the Manor and king of his castle, being that his wish was her command, he was ready to command her to blow him. As if giving her a royal decree, he was intent on not just asking her to blow him but ordering her to blow him. Only, surprising the Hell out of him, he didn't have to ask her to blow him. She volunteered.
"Is that what you want, My Lord? Would you like me to suck you?" She looked at him and gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. Her smile melted his heart and hardened his cock. "I used to do that for my dear, departed husband when it was that time of the month. I can do that for you, My Lord. I can blow you, if that's your desire," she said. "I'll gladly do whatever will make you happy," she said.
He looked at her speechless. What a woman? What an unbelievable woman? His perfect woman, she was an incredible woman. Even though he wanted her to blow him and was hoping that she would, he was shocked. He looked at her with sexual excitement while she looked at him with kindness and understanding.
"Um," was all that he could utter.
She left him speechless. She gave him another sexy smile and naughty look. When he didn't respond in kind, she asked him again.
"Would you like me to blow you, My Lord? Would you like me to take you in my mouth?" Sexually teasing him now, she was taking advantage of him being tongue-tied. "Would you like me to suck your prick while stroking your big, hard prick? I can do that for you. I wouldn't mind doing that for you at all," she said staring up at him. "Actually, I miss sucking my husband. I used to find it quite sexually enjoyable to suck him. It would be my honor to suck you, My Lord."
His wildest, sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe the woman of his sexual fantasies asked him if she could suck him. She asked him if he wanted her to blow him. He couldn't believe the woman of his sexual fantasies actually admitted that she enjoyed sucking her deceased husband's cock. If Susan wasn't perfect before with her Irish accent, her red hair, her big, blue, beautiful eyes, her freckles, and her big tits, she was perfection now that she willingly wanted to suck his cock.
"Yes," he said. "I've never had a blowjob before. I'd love for you to suck me, Susan." Hoping he wasn't being too greedy, he paused as if afraid to ask his next question. "May I cum in your mouth?"
She gave him a sexy smile and a little laugh.
"Cum in my mouth?" She laughed again. "Where else would you cum? On my tits? Of course, you may cum in my mouth, My Lord. It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth," she said.
Going for broke by being even greedier about her sucking him, he asked her his next question.
"Will you swallow my cum?"
She gave him a naughty look.
"Swallow your cum? What else would I do with it, spit it out of my mouth?" She laughed. "It would be my pleasure to swallow your cum, My Lord," she said. "Again, it wouldn't be much of a blowjob, if I didn't swallow you, My Lord."
He looked down at her looking up at him.
'She's my perfect woman, a beautiful woman with red hair, big breasts, blue eyes, freckles, an endearing Irish accent, and who loves sucking cock,' he thought. 'She's smart, kind, and loving, and a great cook to boot. What more could I possibly want in a woman?'
He returned her smile with his smile.
"Thank you, Susan. You allowing me to see, touch, feel, and fondle your beautiful, naked breasts while fingering and sucking your erect nipples is something that I always wanted to do with you. Now, with you stroking me while sucking me, allowing me to cum in your mouth, and you swallowing me is my dream come true," he said. "Other than cooking the daily meals," he said with a nervous laugh, "I can't even imagine you doing anything more for me than what you're willing to do now."
Susan continued stroking him while staring up at him before she leaned down to take his prick in her mouth. Engulfing him with her mouth and tongue, she placed her warm and wet mouth around his penis and began to lick, suck, and massage his balls at the same time. She stopped sucking him for a few seconds and ejected his cock from her mouth with her tongue to speak.
"I've allowed you to touch me and see me naked because I've been so worried about you, My Lord. I'm sucking you because I've been sexually attracted to you from the first day I saw you. Waiting for you to approach me, feeling that I'd lose my position here if I solicited you for sex, I'm glad that I had the courage to come to your room uninvited tonight," she said.
He looked down at her lovingly and stroked her thick, lush, red hair as she took his penis in her mouth again.
"I've always found you to be attractive as well, Susan. There was just something about you that appealed to me. The way that you look, walk, and talk was so different from Elizabeth. Then, there's your beautiful face, your red hair, your big, blue eyes, your freckles, your sexy, shapely body, and your Irish accent," he said with a laugh. "You are quite the vision of loveliness and what every Englishman imagines an Irish lass looking like."
She gave him a smile that melted his heart.
"Thank you, My Lord," she said with sincerity. "You're quite handsome yourself."
He stared down at her kissing and licking his engorged prick while he continued feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples.
"Then, if that's not enough, you have the biggest and shapeliest breasts I've ever seen. Even as a young lad, I was always attracted to women with large breasts and your body is most beautiful. Now that we're both older, with you a widow and me a widower, it's as if our coming together sexually was meant to be," he said continuing with his complimentary pillow talk while chuckling. "It doesn't matter that I'm a Lord and you're my cook. With the both of us lonely and looking for love, we have enough in common to supersede all that."
When he said that they were both looking for love, she looked up at him and smiled at his compliments of her and her beautiful body. Perhaps, her smile was for more than that. Perhaps, she hoped that their sexual intimacy tonight would lead to more than being his wife for one night. Perhaps, she hoped giving him a blowjob would lead to her being his wife every night.
"Thank you, My Lord. Women are always worried about how a man perceives their looks and their bodies," she said.
With them so intimate and with her willing to give him sex, especially and including a blowjob, she ruffled his feathers when she called him, My Lord.
"Dudley," he said correcting her. "Now that you're sitting here naked while I touch you everywhere I touched my wife, and now that you've had my penis is in your hand and in your mouth, you must call be Dudley. I insist that you call my Dudley instead of My Lord," he said with a little laugh. "I'm no longer your Lord, I'm your man. I'm no longer your Lord, I'm your equal, My Lady."
He watched her lower her head to take him in her mouth again while she continued stroking him. Instead of staring down at his lap, a vision he always imagined seeing of the back of his departed wife's head, she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes and with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth. It was so much more sexually exciting to see her with his cock in her mouth than to just see the back of her redhaired, pretty head. Teasing him as much with her hand and mouth as she was teasing him with her tongue, she stroked him harder and faster while she sucked him deeper.
Adding to his sexual excitement, he imagined her sucking her husband in the way that she was sucking him and in the way that his wife had never sucked him. He wished he had more of a sexual life with his wife but she was always so very tired and so very sickly. He wished he had married Susan instead of Elizabeth. Perhaps, he would have had children. Perhaps he would have had an heir to inherit his land, his house, his money, and claim his social standing.
Yet, no matter. What mattered more was that he was with her now. What mattered more now was that he had finally seen Susan's big tits. He had finally seen her naked. What mattered more now was that she was in his bed and he was sexually intimate with her. What more mattered now was that she was blowing him. What mattered more now was that she was his wife, if only for a night.
"Your pretty face, red hair, and shapely figure excited me from the first day I saw you and continue to excite me to this day. Seemingly married forever, until my wife died and with her so very small breasted, I've never had the sexual pleasure to see, touch, feel, and suck such magnificent breasts," he said reaching his hand down to touch and feel her breasts while fingering her nipples as she continued sucking him. "They're so big and so shapely while so very soft yet so very firm. Indeed, you have beautiful breasts, Susan."
Lord Dudley labored to keep his cock under control and was panting breathlessly as he spoke to Susan. He couldn't remember a time with Elizabeth when he was as sexually excited as he was now. He was so relieved that she continued removing his cock from her mouth to speak so that he could hold off his orgasm once again. Yet, with her sucking him deeper and stroking him faster, it was proving to be most difficult to delay himself from ejaculating in her mouth. Obviously, she seemed just as eager for him to cum in her mouth as much as he was eager to cum in her mouth.
"Cum, Dudley. Cum in my mouth. I need to taste you. I need to swallow you," she said. "Cum in my mouth, Dudley. Cum."
Seemingly as sexually excited blowing him as he was sexually excited being blown, Susan started breathing heavier. As if she was a human grasshopper, she rubbed her thighs together as if she was masturbating herself while blowing him. She stroked his cock with one hand while fingering her pussy with her other hand. With her seemingly enjoying him touching her breasts while fingering her nipples, he continued pulling, turning, twisting, pinching, and squeezing her nipples while she masturbated herself with one hand and stroked him with her other while sucking him.
"Wait. Stop," he said. Immediately, she removed his stiff prick from her mouth. He looked down at her with as much love as he looked at her with sexual excitement. "Rather than have you suck me and rather than cumming in your mouth, Susan," he said with a pause. "Since you said you'd do anything for me, anything at all, and that my wish is your command, I can't believe that I'm saying this but, if you don't mind, I'd rather make love to you. If you don't mind, I'd much rather cum in your pussy than in your mouth," he said.
As if he depressed a stop button, she stopped stroking him. With his cock still in her hand, she stared up at him as if he wanted to rape her. As if having him making love to her was the last thing that she wanted to do, she stared up at him. Instead of looking sexually excited, she looked shocked. Instead of looking at him as if she was his willing servant, she looked sad. Instead of her face being filled with sexual lust that her Lord and Master wanted to make love to her, her face was filled with sorrow.
"Stroking you while sucking you is one thing, Dudley," she said apologetically. "My late husband was the only man who was sexually intimate with me. A virgin when I married him, he was the only man who made love to me," she said. "He was the only man who was ever inside of me."
He looked at her with solemnness as if he was standing at the gravesite of her deceased husband before he looked at her sexually excitedly as if he was standing at the altar with her in a marriage ceremony.
"I understand," he said. "Yet, so that we may make love, would you be my wife, if only for tonight?"
Chapter 05:
Lord Dudley makes love to Susan before fucking her hard and fast in the way that he always wanted to fuck his deceased wife, Elizabeth.
* * * * *
He looked down at her while waiting for her to respond. As if he had just proposed to her, she accepted his proposal with a sexy smile. Judging her by her smile, if he asked to marry her, she'd no doubt say yes.
"Just as I would love to have you inside me, I would be honored to be your wife, if only for a night and if only for tonight," she said.
Lord Dudley gazed into her beautiful, blue eyes and leaned down to kiss her while she leaned up to kiss him. When they ended their kiss, he spoke as if he was officiating over his own wedding.
"Under the authority vested in me as Lord of the Manor, I now declare us husband and wife, if only for a night, and if only for tonight," he said anointing her forehead with his fingers as if he was a priest giving her his blessing.
After the Lord of the Manor finished his wedding for a night statement and as if she really was his wife, Susan's face beamed and her eyes twinkled like stars in the night sky. As if preparing herself for her husband on her Honeymoon, she pulled out her hairpins from her hair, shook her head, and allowed her long, lush, red, wavy hair to cascade down her back and shoulders. With her hair glistening in the candlelight as if flames from a fire, he couldn't help from noticing how shiny and how colorfully beautiful her long hair was.
Her hair was a mixture of colors. Depending how it bent the light her hair turned from strawberry blonde to ginger, to classic red hair, to deep red, and to auburn. As if she was his very own Lady Godiva, albeit a redheaded version standing naked in his bedroom, he couldn't wait to run his fingers through her long, lush, red hair.
Having already seen her naked, but when she stood from her seated position, her long, flowing, red hair added a new dimension to her beauty. Her body, rounded and curved with a little extra weight, made her look even more like the woman of his desire. He looked at her as if seeing her naked for the first time. He looked at her as if she was a seven-course meal and he was a starving man. Instead of just for one night, she was someone he'd love to see in his bed every night. Instead of just for tonight, she was someone he'd love to have as his wife every night.
Her areolas were dark pink and her nipples were lighter pink, large, and erect. When she turned to face him naked before climbing into bed, he stared down at her red, bushy, pubic hair. He ached to touch her where he hadn't touched a woman in years. He ached to enjoy her womanly scent. As soon as she reclined back in the comfort of his bed with her beautiful head on his pillows, he eased his body down half the length of her. Looking as if she didn't know what he was about to do, she instinctively parted her legs as he buried his face into her labia to devour and orally pleasure her to orgasmic excitement.
"I want to pleasure you orally, Susan. I want to lick you while fingering you," he said. Susan looked at him shocked. Obviously, in the way that his deceased wife had never sucked his cock, her deceased husband had never licked her pussy. "I want to taste you and breathe in your essence. Open your legs wider so that I may give you sexual pleasure with my fingers and tongue."
When she opened her legs wider, his hands spread her legs even further apart as he pointed out his tongue to taste her and to lick her. Lapping her pussy as if he was a dog lapping water, he fingered her and licked her in the way that he used to finger and lick Elizabeth. He fingered her and licked her where she hadn't been fingered and licked a woman in years. He fingered her and licked her as if she was his wife and this was their Honeymoon night. He fingered her and licked her where she had never been fingered and licked before.
Fingering her deeper while licking her faster, he gave her the sexual pleasure she obvious had never received from her husband. Fingering her deeper while licking her faster, he gave her the oral, sexual pleasure that he had missed giving his wife but who didn't return the favor of giving him oral sex by sucking him. She was so very wet. He licked and lapped her labia and brought her to orgasm within a couple of minutes. She screamed her orgasmic pleasure. Hoping she hadn't awakened the whole household, she screamed his name when she orgasmed and he cuddled next to her as if she was his wife.
"Dudley! Oh, my God, Dudley! I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Dudley. I'm cumming," she said arching her back and tightening her legs before collapsing in his bed as if he had just deflated her with his fingers and his tongue. "Oh, my God, Dudley. Oh, my God," she said in her Irish accent.
With Elizabeth taking a long time to cum, he couldn't believe how fast Susan had her orgasm. She had an orgasm so quickly that he wondered if she had faked her orgasm. Yet, one look at her flushed face and he knew he had given her what no man had given her. One look at her big smile and he knew that he had sexually satisfied her. If he thought her nipples were erect before, they were even more erect now. If he thought she was wet before she was even wetter now.



* * * * *
They stayed like that for a while until she climbed out of bed to adjust her position. Cold without the covers and without the warmth of his body, Susan quickly climbed back in bed to cuddle. She slipped in next to Lord Dudley as he picked up the covers so that she could slide easily into place. They hugged, they kissed, and they cuddled as if they were an old married couple.
Now with her already deemed his wife for a night, as if she was given permission to be a sexual woman, she wasn't shy about what she wanted. She straddled herself over him and spread her legs wide over his to allow him easy access to her waiting vagina. Between him licking her and her vaginal juices freely flowing, she was already so very wet. She spread her labia with her fingers while holding his stiff prick with her other hand. Then, she slowly eased herself down over his hard cock while inserting his penis inside of her.
"Oh, my," she said when she felt him slowly impaling her. "My Lord, you're so much bigger than my husband. This may take me a little longer to get used to because I haven't been with a man since my husband and, with you so big, I'm a little extra tight. I feel as if I'm a virgin again," she said with a sexy laugh that made him laugh too.
Susan continued slowly lowering herself onto his manhood. Adding suspense to her slow movement, her slowness of easing his hard prick inside of her made Lord Dudley even more sexually excited. He savored the feeling of her warm wetness. She was so wet. She was so warm. She was so tight. With her already so tight, even tighter than he remembered his wife feeling, her snugness added more to his sexual pleasure. Her warm, wet pussy felt as if his cock was clenched in the strong, warm hand of a woman wearing a velvet glove.
Now with him nearly all the way inside of her, as if she was riding a horse, she sat on him and lightly bounced on him while easing herself down still more. Patiently awaiting to impale her all the way, Lord Dudley allowed her to take her time without forcing her. Instead of giving her sexual pleasure, the last thing that he wanted to do was to hurt her. Just as he hadn't had sex in several years, since his wife died, she hadn't had sex in several years, since her husband died. He was as sexually excited to finally make love again as she seemingly was sexually excited to finally make love again too.
Susan lowered herself a little more until the Lord felt his cock disappear all the way inside her. Engulfed by her womanhood, his stiff prick felt so good in her warm, wet pussy. With her big, naked breasts hanging down before his horny eyes, he couldn't remember a better sight than her big tits casting a shadow over his face. She had such big, shapely, and firm tits. With his stiff cock buried deep inside her, he couldn't remember a better feeling than this. Indeed, she was right, he had such a big cock and she had such big tits and, together, they made for a good, sexual team.
"You feel so good, Susan. You're so warm, so wet, and so tight. I love making love to you," he said before kissing her.
Having only experienced one woman sexually since his youth and before he took the vows of Holy matrimony, his beloved, departed wife, Elizabeth, sexually paled in comparison to Susan. Even though his deceased wife was sexy, albeit flat chested, Elizabeth had the body of a girl while Susan had the body of a woman. Even though his decease wife was very beautiful and was the love of his life, Susan was extraordinarily pretty. Instead of only having a pretty face, she had beautiful hair, beautiful eyes, and a beautiful body.
* * * * *
There was just something about Susan. There was so much to love about her. With her so loving, so sexy, so kind, and so healthy, she was a complete woman. He now realized all that he missed by not having Susan in his life as his mistress, his lover, and/or his wife. He now realized all that he sexually and emotionally missed being married to Elizabeth instead of being married to someone like Susan. Even though they were two very different women, he could easily fall in love with Susan and love her as much as he loved Elizabeth.
Seeing Susan sitting on him topless was much more sexually exciting than seeing his flat chested wife sitting on him topless. With Susan more curvaceously sexy, she had more for him to hold onto to while making love to her. When having sex with his wife, he could feel her bones. Now, when having sex with Susan, he could feel her womanly curves. Always afraid of hurting her frail body, he wasn't as cautiously careful around Susan's voluptuous body as he was with Elizabeth.
His wife was so unhealthy thin that he dared not hump her too hard. He always feared that he'd break Elizabeth's bones while humping her hard and fast. Now that she agreed to be his wife for the night, now that she willingly allowed him to make love to her before fucking her, he was eager to pound her pussy. He couldn't wait to hump Susan harder and faster. Now, longing to bang Susan hard and fast, after making love to her, he couldn't wait to fuck her, really fuck her.
Perhaps because she hadn't had sex in such a long time, Susan felt much tighter than his wife. Perhaps because he had sex with his wife nearly every night and stretched her pussy with his big cock was why she didn't feel as tight then as Susan felt now. Slowly humping one another, his cock continued sliding deeper inside of her. A snug fit in her vagina as if it belonged there, after more rocking back and forth, his cock was firmly seated itself seemingly deeper inside her than he ever felt with his wife. Her pussy felt as if her hand grasped him tightly the entire length of her vaginal canal.
"Oh, Dudley, it feels so good to have you inside me," she said leaning down to kiss him. When she leaned down, something he had never experienced before with his flat chested wife, he felt the heaviness of her big breasts resting on his chest. "You have filled me to the brim and stretched my pussy with your big, hard cock. Your prick buried inside of me makes me feel alive again. It's been so long and I need this so very much," she said with glee. "Feeling you inside of me makes me feel like a desired woman."
Something Elizabeth never did, she didn't talk while they had sex. She was always as quiet as a mouse, even when she was having an orgasm. Adding to his sexual excitement and sensual enjoyment, he relished Susan telling him what she was sexually feeling. She sexually excited him when she said words that his wife would never say. Something he appreciated in Susan that he lacked in Elizabeth, and something that he obviously needed now, his Head Cook was much more sexual in bed than was his wife. Something he'd never admit to Susan but he loved how she acted more like a whore than a widow when in bed naked with him.
With her having the sultry voice of a woman instead of the high-pitched voice of a little girl, Susan's voice was much more sexually appealing to him. She cooed as she spoke in such an erotic tone. Even though his wife was only three years younger than him, she sometimes made him think that he was bedding a minor. Perhaps because of her poor health she never matured as a woman. Taller than Susan, she didn't have Susan's womanly curves nor her enormous breasts. Without a doubt and sad for him to think but he preferred the way that Susan's sexy and shapely body felt in his arms over the way his too thin wife felt in his arms.
* * * * *
Then, when Susan arched her back, straightened her spine, and threw her head back to look up at the ceiling, she forced his cock deeper inside of her. While bouncing on his engorged prick, she moaned in sexual pleasure as their thrusting dance began. Taking hold of her by her shapely ass, Lord Dudley held and squeezed Susan's rounded bottom so that he could lengthen and increase the power of his thrusts. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he loved feeling his cock move deeper inside her honey pot again as he pushed himself deeper inside his 'one-night-only' bride.
When she leaned slightly forward while he thrusted himself inside of her deeper, her jiggling and wiggling big breasts were right in front of his face. While continuing to hump her, he touched, squeezed, and fondled her breasts while sucking her nipples. With one hand on Susan's bottom for support, his other hand felt her breasts. Her big breasts felt even bigger and better than he had imagined they'd feel. She had amazing breasts. As much as she obviously loved his big cock, he absolutely loved her big tits.
He leaned forward from his waist to have better access to her tits so he could lick, suck, and nibble her nipples. Her facial expression and emotional reaction to him having his wicked sexual way with her big tits and erect nipples added to his sexual excitement. Seemingly she enjoyed him having his wicked, sexual way with her breasts as much as he enjoyed having his wicked, sexual way with her breasts. Seemingly, as much as she enjoyed him fingering her nipples, she enjoyed him sucking her tits.
"I'm ashamed to tell you this but this is my first time making love," she said with a blush. "Most times, my husband would just lift my skirt and bend me forward whenever the mood struck. He'd hump me a few times and stop when he did his business. Never taking more than a few moments, he never appreciated my body and my breasts in the way that you obviously do," she said.
Not knowing how to respond to her confession, he felt bad for her not having a lover. Yet, if only for comparison sake, he felt good that she appreciated him as a lover.
"Oh," is all that he said in response to her confession. With her looking as if she had more to say, he'd rather listen than to talk. He'd rather learn more about the woman that he loved.
She looked at him embarrassed. Appearing reluctant to continue her confession about her sexual life with her husband, he was glad that she did. It took trust for her to do that and he felt good that she felt comfortable enough with him to trust him.
"He never licked me or fingered me. All he ever did was to fuck me from behind or push me to my knees for me to suck him," she said with sadness. "It's different with you. You're more loving than he ever was. You kiss me. He seldom kissed me. You take your time with me. You gave me something I never had with him, an orgasm. You hold me, cuddle me, and spoon me," she said. He never did that. Always too tired, once we hit the bed, we just slept."
She groaned and moaned in sexual pleasure when he humped and thrusted himself harder and deeper inside of her. Obviously, a new position for her, she seemed to enjoy being more in control of their sexual dance from her seated position. Yet, when he spun her around and laid her down on her back while mounting her, now he was in control of their love making. Humping her harder and faster instead of making slow love to her, he continued humping her harder than he ever humped Elizabeth.
"This is how I made love with Elizabeth. Most men don't take the time to pleasure women," he said. "Most men only care about their sexual satisfaction. Obviously, as you can tell, I'm not like most men. I appreciate good women and, other than my deceased wife, you're the best woman I've even had the sexual pleasure of inviting to my bed."
Humping her harder, he humped her faster. Harder and harder, faster and faster, she returned his humps with her humps. So very long since either had made love, it didn't take them very long to become sexually aroused. He was going to cum and seemingly so was she. Her breathing was labored and she was making those sexually exciting sounds that let him know that her orgasm was near.
"Oh, Dudley, I need you to cum inside me now," she leaned up to him to whisper what she wanted in his ear. "Please cum inside me," she said. "Oh, God. Oh, God," she said grabbing him tighter around his neck and wrapping her long legs around his strong back. "I'm going to cum! Oh, my God, I'm going to cum," said Susan while lost in the world of orgasmic pleasure. "Hump me, Dudley. Hump me. Hump me harder. Hump me faster," she said. "Fuck me, Dudley. Fuck me. Never have I had an orgasm while having sexual intercourse."
Humping her harder and humping her faster, he couldn't hold on for another second and ejaculated his cum in rapid thrusts in side of her. A bittersweet feeling, hoping to make her pregnant, but he knew that he was too old for children. Another Lord was unrealistic in spreading his seed in having as many sons as he could, no matter what age he was. Yet, with it having taken so long to find someone like Susan, he didn't want children ruining their relationship. Finally free from mourning the loss of his beloved Elizabeth, he was open to loving Susan.
"Susan, I'm cumming. I'm cumming. I need you, Susan. I want you, Susan. I love you, Susan," he said kissing her deeply while cumming inside of her.
As if they were one, with them both sweating and panting, they held one another as if they were trying to merge their bodies into one another. Then, surprising even himself, he looked at her stunned and aghast by what he had just confessed. Something he had only said to his wife, he told Susan that he needed her. Something he had only said to his wife, he told her that he wanted her. Again, something that he had only said to his wife, he told her that he loved her.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'I can't believe I told Susan that I love her. Yet, I do love her. I love her. Love at first sight, I've loved her since the first day that I saw her,' he thought.
He looked at her as shocked as she looked at him.
'When my wife coughed day and night and could no longer make love to me, I thought of Susan. After my beloved Elizabeth died, I thought of Susan. When she worked as my Head Cook and was downstairs cooking, I thought of Susan. When I was alone in my bed every night with my hand around my erect prick, I thought of Susan. Susan, Susan, Susan, I've been consumed by Susan for years and finally, I confessed to her that I love her. I love her. I truly love her,' he thought while staring at her pretty face.
He stared in her eyes while watching her smiling up at him. In that moment, he realized that he did love her and had loved her for years. He shocked himself by all that he said but he meant all that he said. With him suddenly feeling so vulnerable, how he truly felt about her was all out there now. Always having been sexually attracted to her, he didn't realize that he loved her, truly loved her, until now and until he said that he did.
Even though she hadn't told him that she loved him, with him suddenly feeling so vulnerable, he wondered if she loved him too. He'd feel like such a fool if she didn't love him as much as he loved her. He'd feel like such a fool if she only agreed to have sex with him because he was Lord of the Manor. He'd feel like such a fool if she thought that her job was at stake and her place to live was in jeopardy if she didn't give him sex.
With him lusting over her for so very many, long and sexually frustrating years, he wondered if she felt the same way about him as he felt about her. With him a Lord and her a Head Cook, she may more love his position, his title, his house, his land, and his wealth than she did him. Yet, he didn't care. He loved her. He truly loved her and he hoped that she truly loved him, too.
Back then, few Lords and Ladies, married out of their class. Back then, Lords had placed a higher importance on their social positions than to fall in love and marry a lowly cook. Back then, Lords would just take a maid as his mistress and never utter the word love while he was fucking her or while she was sucking him. Back then, unless she was his mistress and/or a whore, a Lord would never welcome a commoner in his heart and in his bed. Only, he wasn't a typical Lord and she wasn't a typical commoner.
Back then, Ladies placed a higher importance on their social positions than to marry a member of their household staff. Back then, Ladies would just take a lover and pay him with a few coins. Back then, Lords and Ladies were the demarcation of the upper class. Just as it was forbidden for them to marry a commoner, it was forbidden to tell someone from a lower class that they loved them.
Yet, just as he knew that he loved her, he sensed that she loved him too. At least, he hoped she did. He'd feel like such a fool if all she wanted him was for his title, his house, his land, and his money. Yet, she wasn't the typical rabble that begged in the streets and the upper-class widows who cared more about their social positions than they cared about love. She had more class, more pride, and more respect than that. If she was anything, she was a rare gem, an uncut diamond that with the right clothes and title, he could turn him into a fine woman and his Lady.
* * * * *
While enjoying the afterglow of sex, they both fell back upon the pillows in exhaustion and in total sexual satisfaction. As Susan returned to the world around them, she turned to him to kiss him while he kissed her. As if his cock belonged to her now, she took his semi-erect prick in her hand and fondled the head of his cock. As if she owned him in the way she took control of his prick, she slowly stroked him to a harder erection.
"I love you, too, Dudley. I fell in love with you the first day that I saw you. I've been in love with you since that day you offered me a job and accommodations in your house," she said staring in his eyes.
They embraced and kissed again.
"Oh, Susan, I've loved you from the first day I saw you working the field with your husband. We've wasted so much time not being together," he said. "I blame myself for being distant. I wished I had made my feelings known to you years before but I was married and then Elizabeth was sick. She was always so very ill before she died. Instead of embracing you as my true lover, I mourned her death for too long. Yet, now we're together hopefully forever."
She moved up on her elbow to stare at him.
"I blame myself too. With me a widowed woman, no better than any other widowed woman coming to your door in hopes of gaining your affection, our social classes got in the way of love. With me just a commoner and you a Lord, how dare I think that you'd be interested in me. Yet, now that I know that you love me too, I wish I had come to your room years earlier," she said.
They kissed again. Making out now, they touched and felt one another. Kissing one another deeper, they were becoming sexually aroused again.
"I wish you were my bride every night instead of just tonight, Susan," he said kissing her again and again.
She took his face in her hands.
"With you my Lord and me, hopefully, your Lady, you may make me your bride every night instead of only for tonight," she said purring her words in a sultry, soft, and feminine voice. "With you the king of this castle, that's entirely up to you. Your wish is my command," she said again with a little, nervous laugh. "I sincerely hope that this wasn't just a one-night stand."
Content just to look at her and enjoy the moment, falling quiet, Lord Dudley didn't immediately respond to her not so subtle proposal of marriage. He was too busy feeling, fondling, and sucking her beautiful breasts while she was speaking. Having been so long since he had the sexual pleasure of a woman, he couldn't get enough of her beautiful body, especially her big tits and, as if this was all a dream, he wanted to touch and feel her everywhere before he awakened.
He was lost in her kisses. Even though he told her that he loved her, he still hadn't responded to her heart felt proposal of her being his bride every night instead of only for tonight. Then, never wanting to let her go, he wanted this night to never end. He wanted this night to happen every night. He wanted to be with her forever.



"Susan?"
She looked at him looking at her.
"Yes, My Lord?"
He kissed her long and he kissed her deep.
"Will you be my wife, not only for a night, but every night?"
She smiled like a little girl on her first date.
"I would be honored to be your wife, My Lord," she said obviously not totally comprehending what he was asking.
They kissed deeply again.
"Susan?"
Instead of calling him Dudley, Susan seemed to enjoy being formal with him while being so intimate with him.
"Yes, My Lord?"
He took her hand in his as if he was on his knee proposing instead of in bed having sex with her.
"Will you be my wife? Will you marry me?"
She looked at him shocked before beaming him a smile.
"Yes, Dudley. I will be your wife. I will marry you."
He kissed her again.
"I love you, Susan."
She returned his kiss.
"I love you, Dudley."
THE END
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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My Wife Is No Longer My Lover, Ch. 01
At opposite ends of the spectrum, with neither compatible with the other, the perverted, voyeur accountant marries the whore, exhibitionist librarian.
"He created them from the beginning and made them male and female. For this reason, a man shall leave his father and mother and be joined to his wife, and the two shall become one flesh. No longer two separate people but one, what God has joined together let no man put asunder...Until death do they part. Amen."
* * * * *
Happily married, marriage is forever. Until death do they part, the promise of the bliss of eternal happiness, that is if married couples remained married, is more of a reason for them to stay married. Yet, when nearly fifty-percent of married couples divorce, how many of those other couples who remain married are happily married? Do they remain married because their parents remained married? Do they remain married because, a sin against the church, they don't believe in divorce? Are humans meant to be monogamous?
Beating the odds, John and Kathy have been married 45-years. Happy in the beginning that John was getting sex, Kathy was happy that she was having babies. Then, once they had three children and had lots to do and Kathy had little time for sex, things changed. Nonetheless, because of Kathy's commitment to God and to her religion, instead of filing for divorce for irreconcilable differences, they remained married. Instead of John filing for divorce because of lack of intimacy, he still loved his wife. The love of his life, he'd never divorce his wife.
### Susan Jill Parker -- Dirty Little Secrets and Dirty Little Lies ###
Just as John had dirty, little secrets and told dirty, little lies, Kathy had dirty, big secrets and told dirty, big lies. Just as John was a voyeur, he was a pervert. Unbeknownst to him, he didn't know nor even suspected that Kathy was as much of an exhibitionist as she was a whore. Not only did she loved showing her ass, her tits, and her pussy to any man, but also she loved men that she didn't even know and had never met forcing her to have sex. Just as Kathy's husband was a pervert, John's beloved wife was a whore. A match seemingly made in Heaven, their marriage was nothing but a nightmare.
'Whore,' her family and friends would think if only they knew how many men she masturbated. 'Whore,' her employer would think while firing her if only he knew how many men she had sucked. 'Whore,' her fiancée would think if only he knew how many men had seen and felt her naked body. 'The wedding is off,' her fiancée would say if only he knew that he was marrying a whore.
* * * * *
Guilty about and embarrassed by everything before they were married, John and Kathy kept secrets of all that they sexually experienced. As are most men, John was horny and filled with testosterone. As are most men, John was a voyeur at a time when the mini-skirt was the fashion.
His dirty, little secret, he enjoyed roaming his college campus during the late 60's to ogle the up-skirt, panty peeks and down-blouse cleavage and bra views of woman sitting on the grass or on the steps at lunch. He couldn't get enough of seeing bra clad breasts and panty clad asses and pussies. In his years of ogling women, before he was married, he couldn't even guesstimate how many panties and bras he had seen, hundreds maybe even thousands. Whatever he saw that day, he masturbated over that night and again the next morning. Just as Kathy was continually sucking cock, John was always masturbating.
While just looking but never touching, frequenting his favorite places to see what he needed to see of women, he'd walked for miles and go to great lengths in the hopes of seeing what he shouldn't see, women's underwear. His favorite days were windy days that blew up the short, flared skirts of women walking in front of him to expose their panties to his horny eyes. When not roaming his college campus his favorite place to walk was between the tall buildings downtown that created wind tunnels. When not roaming his college campus, his favorite spot to go was to stand by the sidewalk grate as the underground subway breezed by while blowing up enough air beneath unsuspecting women's skirts to expose their panties.
Then, there were those women's clothing stores he frequented at the mall that had curtains instead of doors on their dressing rooms. On the pretense that he was shopping, he hovered close to the dressing rooms while watching those women who inadvertently or deliberately failed to pull the curtains all the way closed while undressing. Not wanting to be caught peeping and deemed a pervert, he varied his stores and the times that he pretended to shop there while peeping.
Whether he was on a bus or riding the subway, always watching, he looked where to sit to see up-skirt views or where to stand to see down-blouse peeks. Something he was ashamed of and embarrassed of doing, the last thing that John wanted his girlfriend, Kathy, to know was that he was a peeper, a voyeur, and/or a pervert. With her so morally modest and so deeply religious, a woman who hoped to have a career as a librarian, she'd never understand his need to see up-skirts peeks and down-blouse views of women. She'd never understand nor would ever forgive him if she knew he was not just a voyeur but also a sexual deviant.
* * * * *
Much different in her sexual needs than John was in his relatively innocent voyeurism of women, unbeknownst to her boyfriend, Kathy was an exhibitionistic whore before marrying her husband. Instead of just looking, she wanted to touch, feel, and experience as many men as she could before she said her marriage vows. Only, being that she was a virgin and wanted to stay a virgin, her way of keeping her virginity was to give men that she didn't even know and had just met, hand jobs and blowjobs. As much as she loved stroking cock, she loved sucking cock. Sucking them and/or stroking them while staring up at them, she loved controlling men with her hand and/or with her mouth.
Alas, her wrinkle in the sexual ointment, she couldn't have sex with just anyone. Not part of her sexual makeup, she was unable to solicit someone for sex. Not only did she want to have sex with as many men as she humanly could but also she wanted to be forced to have sex with men. She wanted men to take her, strip her naked, and force her to do bad and dirty, sexual things. She wanted men to inappropriately touch her, feel her, undress her, and force her to stroke them and suck them.
Compared to John hoping to see panties and bras to masturbate over later, with her wanting to experience a multitude of hard, hairy pricks, Kathy's secret of giving hand jobs and blowjobs was much more shockingly forbidden. Kathy's dirty, little secret and dirty, little lies were bigger than John could have ever imagined. Something she was ashamed of and embarrassed of doing, the last thing that Kathy wanted John to know was that she was a cock sucking whore. She was a whore. Before John married her, his beloved wife was a whore. He'd never understand nor would he ever forgive her if he knew that she was a whore.
### Susan Jill Parker - XXX-Rated Movie Theatre ###
Disguising her look by dressing like a whore instead of a librarian, she wore a wig and went heavy on the makeup to make her look older. Her favorite place to experience her sexual fantasies of being forced to have sex with strange men was to go to the other side of town, the seedy side, where there were three, XXX-rated, adult theatres. Coinciding with her day off from working at the library, the first matinee showing was just after noon. For three years, from the time she had just turned 20-years-old and until she was married to John just before turning 23-years-old, she used these sordid movie theatres to sexually satisfy her need to be taken.
Once a week, on a different day each week, she'd frequent the theatre. As soon as the lights dimmed and the movie started, she'd take the same seat, the seat by the exit door, just in case she was recognized and needed to flee the theatre in a hurry. Just as she didn't want anyone to see her face and/or to know her name, she didn't want to see anyone's face and/or know their names. She needed that anonymity to maintain her sexual excitement. She needed to feel that her attackers were rapists and that she was being raped.
Most times, the only woman in the theatre watching the movie, as if they were rats or roaches looking for food instead of sex, one by one, men would creep closer. Once she had men sitting on either side of her, men in front of her, and men sitting behind her is when her XXX-rated entertainment started. When perversely perverted men surrounded her is when she'd allow them to touch her, feel her, undress her, take her, and force her to sexually pleasure themselves while sexually pleasuring her.
"Feel my tits," she whispered. "Finger my nipples. I love having my nipples fingered. Pull them, twist them, turn them, pinch them, and squeeze them. Now, give me your cocks. Stick them in my hands and stick one in my mouth. While I suck one cock, someone give me another cock. As soon as one ejaculates in my mouth, someone else stick their cock in my mouth," she said as if she was a submissive Dominatrix.
Not wanting to be identified by her voice, she never spoke out loud but just whispered in a voice not her own. Actually, with her there alone and without an escort in such a forbidden place, she didn't have to say anything out loud for the men to know what she wanted. What she sexually wanted was what they sexually wanted too. Besides, with her unable to talk with her mouth full, the men surrounding her weren't interested in what she had to say. They just wanted her to stroke them while sucking them. They just wanted her to be quiet while giving them what they sexually wanted.
"Shut the fuck up and blow me, bitch," is what they would have said if she dared make small talk at a time like this.
As if they were testing the sexual waters, it was always the same. Men would put a hand on her knee before sliding their hands up her short skirt or on her breast while feeling her B cup breasts and fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra. Playing her game but taking her sweet time doing it, she'd brush their hand from her leg or swat their hand from her breasts. While waiting for them to be more sexually aggressive, she feigned her struggle in resisting their sexual touches for her to pretend to maintain her modesty and her morals.
Not taking no for an answer while knowing full well why she was there alone, they'd unbutton her blouse to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her bra. Eventually they'd lift her bra to expose her naked breasts. Then, touching her, feeling her, and fondling her naked breasts, they'd finger, pull, turn, twist, and even suck her nipples before reaching beneath her short skirt to finger her pussy through her panties and inside of her panties.
As long as they forced her to submit, and as long as they dare not try to kiss her, especially French kiss her, Kathy enjoyed being touched and felt by men. She loved having to submit her sexual will to men she didn't know, had never met, and would never see again. As if she was being raped, she loved being taken. She loved to be forced to sexually do what a virginal, religious woman should never willingly and voluntarily do.
* * * * *
From there, always the same, they'd unzip themselves and pull out their erect cocks. With her feigning her innocence by pulling her hand away, they'd force her hand on their cocks while forcing her to stroke them by moving her hand up and down with their hands. With her feigning her innocence by turning her head away, they'd force their cocks in her mouth. Once she had a cock in each hand, the two men behind her would stand, unzip themselves, pull out their pricks and force her to take their cocks in her mouth, first one and then the other. While masturbating two men, she took turns blowing two more.
A cum slut, Kathy loved swallowing gobs of cum. Different from women who didn't suck cock, Kathy loved sucking cock. Different from women who routinely faked their orgasms, she loved how men showed their sexual appreciation by cumming all over her hand, in her mouth, in her hair, all over her face, and on her naked tits. As much as she loved men ejaculating in her mouth, she loved men giving her a cum bath. She loved men showing her their sexual satisfaction and sexual appreciation by ejaculating their warm cum all over her.
Only, her having sex with men didn't work unless the men were rough with her and unless they forced her to have their wicked, sexual way with her. Playing the innocent virgin, she wanted them to force her hand on their erect pricks. Pretending she didn't want to suck them, it helped if they forced their cocks in her mouth and even slapped her face and/or pulled her hair, but not too hard. She needed to pretend that it wasn't her fault that men sexually took advantage of her.
"Pull my hair," she said while hoping they didn't pull her hair hard enough to pull off her wig. "Slap my face but not too hard and not hard enough to leave a mark. Pinch me. Pinch my nipples. Squeeze my tits as hard as you possibly can," she said. "Harder."
Actually, she didn't have to say anything. They men already knew her game to play. They all knew what they needed to do to get what they wanted and what they wanted was to cum. They knew she wanted to be forced. They knew she wanted to be taken. They knew she wanted to be raped.
* * * * *
Just as John had no idea how many panties and bras he had ogled, after three years, Kathy had no idea how many men had seen and felt her breasts while fingering her nipples. She had no idea how many men had fingered her pussy. She had no idea how many men she had masturbated and how many men had ejaculated their cum all over hand, her clothes, and her tits. She had no idea how many men had ejaculated their cum in her mouth and forced her to swallow by putting a heavy hand to the back of her pretty head, before cumming again all over her pretty face.
Different times a lifetime ago, that was then and this was now. Now that they were married, marriage had a way of changing people, especially when married with children. With the responsibilities of a mortgage and car payments, insurance, credit card bills, utilities, and everyday life, sex took a backseat. Just as John was happy that he had his memories of seeing so many bras and panties to masturbate over now, Kathy was happy that she had sexually pleasured so very many men.
Only, just as Kathy wanted less sex, John wanted more sex. With Kathy not willing to meet her husband in the middle, John did what he needed to do to sexually satisfy himself. A time before the Internet and free porn, he masturbated himself while reading dirty magazines. While Kathy read her books, John stroked his cock. Masturbating, masturbating, and masturbating, while Kathy worked in her garden, John lusted over the naked women in Playboy, Penthouse, and Hustler magazines.
### Susan Jill Parker -- Poor, Pitiful John ###
"She loves me, she loves me not," said John. "Married forever, she never loved me and I feel so used."
Today was Valentine's Day, the day of love, romance, and sex. Even though he still loved his wife, sadly, he suspected that she no longer loved him. With him just an average looking guy and her such a beautiful woman, maybe she never loved him. He was sick to his stomach when he thought of romance and when he thought of her no longer loving him or never having loved him.
The thought of him not celebrating the holiday of love, romance, and sex made him angry. Yet, they no longer celebrated any holidays, not Christmas, nor even birthdays. Just as he couldn't remember the last time they celebrated a holiday, he couldn't remember the last time they had sex.
* * * * *
John worshiped the ground Kathleen walked on when he married her. He counted his blessings every day that she was in his life. Every Valentine's Day, he bought her flowers, wine, candy, perfume, a sexy nightgown, and a romantic card. He made reservations at a fancy restaurant. Usually disappointed, he hoped to have sex with her later than night but seldom did.
Now, he doesn't buy her flowers, wine, candy, perfume, a sexy nightgown, nor make dinner reservations at a fancy restaurant. He doesn't bother looking through the racks of Valentine's cards to buy her the perfect one. Tired of caring for the flowers, drinking the wine, eating the candy, her not wearing the perfume, nor wearing his sexy nightgown, not appreciating his heart felt Valentine's Day card, and cancelling dinner reservations, he submitted to her will.
She stopped buying him cards and gifts long ago, long before he stopped buying her cards and gifts. With her not reciprocating his love, his affection, and his sexual attention, why should he even bother? The loving, sexual relationship he thought they had was dead. The love he once felt for her, had slowly withered and died like the dozens of roses he bought her. Now he knows better not to hope he'd be having sex with her any time soon. With Valentine's Day just another day, they stayed home and did nothing. He'd watch TV and she'd read her book.
### Susan Jill Parker -- Until Death Do You Part ###
Even forty-five-years after he had been married, John still masturbated himself. Masturbation was his way of remaining the faithful husband and preventing him from cheating on his wife, Kathy. His sexual release, masturbation was his temporary fix for his horniness. Something he had done for 50-years, since 18-years-old, John masturbated himself every day at least twice a day.
Always so horny and feeling so sexually frustrated, with him seemingly having an endless supply of testosterone and cum since he was a teenager, he masturbated over his memories of all the up-skirt and down-blouses he had seen. He masturbated over women he had seen in magazines and on the big screen at the movies while imagining them naked and having sex with them. Such a long time ago, a lifetime ago, he masturbated over Marilyn Monroe, Angie Dickinson, Maureen O'Hara, Sophia Loren, Elizabeth Taylor, Donna Reed, Jane Russell, and Lee Remick.
He masturbated over the memories of women sitting in the park on the grass or on his college campus that he had seen their panties and/or bras so long ago. He masturbated over the women he had seen walking ahead of him on a windy day when a sudden gust of wind blew up their skirts to their waists to expose their panties, their pantyhose, or their naked asses. He masturbated over the women on the bus who wore low-cut blouses and/or on the subway of the women who couldn't keep their legs closed.
He masturbated over the college coeds from his college campus from his younger days. He masturbated over the memories of the women he wanted to date but didn't. He masturbated over the memories of the women he should have married but didn't. Always masturbating, masturbating day and night, he never stopped masturbating.
Even though his mother was long since dead, with him having seen his MILF of a mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked nearly 50-years-ago, he masturbated over the remembered sight of his indisposed and now deceased mother. Even though his sister was several years older than he was, with him having seen his sister in her bra and panties, topless, and naked too, he masturbated over the remembered sight of his sexy sister too. They lived together after his Dad died and, as if he had something important to tell them and with them not having locks on their bedrooms, he always barged in their bedrooms without knocking as they were changing.



"Oops, sorry," he said while slow to close his mother's bedroom door.
His mother didn't move to cover her nakedness with her hands or her forearm. As if willingly showing him what he so wanted to see, she looked at him as if she understood his need to see her naked ass, her naked breasts, and/or her naked pussy. She stood there with her arms by her side while waiting for him to close her bedroom door.
"Please knock before opening my door, John," said his mother with calm patience and kind understanding for his need to see what he shouldn't see.
His sister had a much different reaction and an angry attitude whenever her brother caught her without her clothes.
"Pervert," screamed his sister while desperate to cover her naked breasts with her forearm and her naked pussy with her hand. "Get out! Mom!"
Good timing was the key to seeing all that he needed to see to masturbate over his mother and sister later. As if he was psychic, he had a knack of barging in their bedrooms at the precise moment that they were standing there in their bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. Returning the favor, while knowing his mother and/or sister would open his bedroom door without knocking too, he routinely exposed himself to them. Allowing them to catch him naked while masturbating, his mother looked away while his sister stood in his doorway watching him stroking himself while scolding him.
"You shouldn't be doing that. You shouldn't be playing with yourself pervert. You need a girlfriend," said his sister finally closing his door after watching him ejaculate all over himself.
* * * * *
Even though he had never seen any of them in their underwear, topless, and/or naked, he masturbated over the imagined thoughts of seeing his mother's old friends in their panties and bras, topless, and/or naked. Even though he had never seen any of them in their panties and bras, topless and/or naked, he masturbated over the imagined thoughts of seeing his sister's old friends in their panties and bras, topless and/or naked. Even though he had never seen any of them without their clothes, he masturbated over his old college classmates while imagining what they'd look like without their clothes.
Even though he had never seen his aunt without her clothes, he masturbated over his aunt, his mother's sister, who was as much of a MILF as was his mother. Even though he had never seen his cousin without her clothes, he masturbated over his aunt's daughter, his cousin, who was just as sexy as was his sister. Now decades later and with him having new masturbation material, he masturbated over his friends' wives, his neighbors, and his co-workers while imagining them without their clothes and while imagining having sex with them. He masturbated over old and current celebrities, movie stars, singers, and women he had seen at the mall.
Suffice to write, a regular cum machine, as horny as he was sexually frustrated, John was always masturbating. Sometimes, when he was horny enough, turning into a literal masturbation machine, he masturbated as many as four times a day. Suffice to say, with enormous amounts of testosterone still flowing through his veins, as much as he was perverted and as much as he was horny, John was sexually frustrated. Now that he had the Internet with all the pornographic pictures, images, and videos, he never had to leave his home office to find all the sex to masturbate over that he needed to sooth his sexual frustration.
No longer must he walk for miles while hunting women to hopefully see up-skirt peeks of their panties and down-blouse views of their breasts. If only his wife, Kathy, knew that he was a pervert, he'd be so embarrassed. Yet, if only she'd give him sex, he'd be so happy. If only his wife gave him sex, he'd be sexually satisfied. If only his wife gave him sex, he'd never masturbate again. If only his wife gave him sex, he'd never look at another woman, another men's magazine, or peruse the Internet again.
He'd never masturbate over another celebrity or movie star. If only his wife would suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth while he watched her swallow, he'd be the happiest man on Earth. Only, she was as cold as he was horny and she didn't suck cock. Just as she'd never give him sex and/or suck his cock, John would never stop masturbating.
* * * * *
In the way that he still remembered seeing his mother and sister in their bras and panties, topless, and naked, he'd love nothing more than to see his wife in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. In the way that he routinely saw his mother and sister in their short, sheer, and low-cut nightgowns, he'd love nothing more than to see his wife in a sexy nightgown. Too modest of a prude, if only she didn't always wear her damn bathrobe over her nightgown, he'd be happy.
Is that too much to ask and too much to expect to see his wife in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked? Is that too much to ask and too much to expect to see his wife in her sexy nightgown? He'd love nothing more than to see an up-nightgown peek of her panties or naked pussy. He'd love nothing more than to see a down-nightgown view of the tops of her breasts, her cleavage and, hopefully, her areolas and nipples.
Yet with her a sexless librarian, he'd have better luck seeing something forbidden of a Catholic Nun than he ever did in seeing something of his holier than thou, morally modest, and religious wife. Without covering it over with the modesty of her nightgown, he wished she'd give him a sexy show while wearing one of the sheer, short, sexy, low-cut nightgowns that he bought her from Victoria's Secret each year for Valentine's Day. Yet, never wearing any of them after wearing them to bed Valentine's night, she stored them away in her drawer. As if she wore them for his benefit and out of politeness, she wore them only that one time.
For the rest of the year, as if she was Lucille Ball in I Love Lucy or Donna Reed in the Donna Reed Show, she preferred wearing pajamas to bed over her panties and bra. Unless she was a wife from a situation comedy of the sixties, what woman wears pajamas to bed over her underwear? No longer wasting his money on sexy nightgowns, he hasn't bought her a gift in years.
If only she'd stand in front of an open refrigerator door in her nightgown without the modesty of her damn bathrobe, without wearing underwear underneath, and without a light on in the kitchen, he'd see more of her sexy, shapely body. If only she'd stand in front of the TV in her nightgown without the modesty of her damn bathrobe and without wearing her panties, and with the light off in the living room, he'd see her naked ass, tits, and pussy. If only she'd greet the day naked but for her nightgown by opening the drapes without the modesty of her robe, he'd see right through her nightgown as if she was standing in front of a TSA, X-ray machine.
He'd be so thrilled to see any part of his wife's nearly naked body but he never did. Only, with her so modestly shy even after 45-years of marriage, she dressed and undressed in the bathroom or dressed and undressed in the bedroom without the light. A virgin when he married her, she was no different now than she was back then. Saving herself for her husband on their marriage bed, unless they were making babies, her topless and naked body was off-limits to him then as it still is now. Now that they're done making babies, sadly and frustratingly, they're done having sex.
Her excuse now for not giving him all the sex he needed to not to masturbate himself was religion. Using religion as her excuse, as far as she was concerned, the only reason for them to have sex was to propagate. Now that they're too old to have children, according to her, they're too old for sex too.
'What? Too old for sex? Are you kidding me? Before we were married with her a virgin and now after we're married with her practically a Nun, I'm still waiting for sex. I've been waiting years to have sex with my wife. Bitch! Cold, frigging bitch,' he thought about his wife while reaching for the lube and for the Kleenex to masturbate over something, someone, anything, and anyone but her, his own wife.
Every time he kissed her, especially when he French kissed her, not wanting him to start anything, she allowed him to feel her ass and/or her breasts through her clothes but never her nipples or her pussy. Even when they were dating steadily and before they were married, she never allowed him to go up her short skirt to touch her pussy through her panties. If only he knew her dirty, little secret, wouldn't he be shocked? If only he knew all the men she masturbated and sucked while they had their wicked sexual way with her nearly naked body, what would he say?
Too sexually prudish for him, even now that they're married for seemingly forever and until death do they part, seldom did she allow him to move his hand up her top to feel her breasts through her bra. Unable to cop a cheap feel of her even after they were married, she always wore her frigging bathrobe over her nightgown around the house and wore her nightgown over her underwear to bed. With him never allowed to sexually touch her in the way that a husband sexually touches his wife, she never sexually touched him either.
Just once, he'd love to feel her naked ass, her naked breasts, and her naked pussy through her nightgown. Just once, he'd love to be allowed to stick his horny hand down her nightgown to fondle her tits and finger her nipples while sticking his other hand up her nightgown to feel her naked ass and finger her naked pussy. Just once he wanted her to want him in the way that he wanted her. Just once, he wished she'd make the first sexual move to initiate sex.
She may as well wear gloves to bed. Then, again, in the way that Donna Reed and June Cleaver, Beaver's mother, always wore white gloves, he wouldn't mind her wearing white gloves to bed, as long as she gave him a hand job while wearing her white gloves. As if she was a curator in a museum handling priceless works of art or antiquities while holding his cock in her hand, he imagined shooting a load of cum all over her white, gloved hand as she stroked him. Just once, he wished she voluntarily and willingly give him a hand job. Just once, he wished she'd suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth and/or across her tits.
Every time he tried getting romantic, she'd reject him as if he wasn't her husband or had some sort of sexually transmitted disease. She'd push his hand away as soon as he started fingering her nipple through her bra. Wanting what he had never seen of her and was never allowed to touch of her before they were married, she had created sexual desires in him for her that he never felt for any other woman. Now that they're married, once they had their children, and with her having a myriad of excuses why they couldn't have sex, their sexual life was over before even starting.
He wished he was more of a man. He wished he was man enough to strip off her clothes. He wished he was man enough to force his wife to give him sex. He wished he was man enough to grab her by her hair, force her to her knees, and shove his erect prick in her mouth. He wished he was man enough to bend her forward, lift her skirt, pull down her panties, and fuck her like a dog. Only, he wasn't that kind of man. If only he knew his wife wanted him to be that kind of man, a man to force her to have sex, they'd both be so happy as well as sexually satisfied.
Always mindful of how she sat and always sitting like a lady, he never saw her panties in an up-skirt peek or her bra in a down-blouse view as he had seen of so very many other women. So very sexually frustrating for him, with her the prettiest woman he had ever seen, he only wished she was more sexual. He wished she sexually wanted him in the way that he sexually wanted her. Whatever spell she put on him worked because the more that she refused to show him and/or allow him to touch and feel of her, the more that he wanted her, fantasized about her, and masturbated over her and over other women.
To be continued...
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In the beginning, before there was children, there was sex.
Continued from Chapter 01:
In the way that he still remembered seeing his mother and sister in their bras and panties, topless, and naked, he'd love nothing more than to see his wife in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. In the way that he routinely saw his mother and sister in their short, sheer, and low-cut nightgowns, he'd love nothing more than to see his wife in a sexy nightgown. Too modest of a prude, if only she didn't always wear her damn bathrobe over her nightgown, he'd be happy.
Is that too much to ask and too much to expect to see his wife in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked? Is that too much to ask and too much to expect to see his wife in her sexy nightgown? He'd love nothing more than to see an up-nightgown peek of her panties or naked pussy. He'd love nothing more than to see a down-nightgown view of the tops of her breasts, her cleavage and, hopefully, her areolas and nipples.
Yet with her a sexless librarian, he'd have better luck seeing something forbidden of a Catholic Nun than he ever did in seeing something of his holier than thou, morally modest, and religious wife. Without covering it over with the modesty of her nightgown, he wished she'd give him a sexy show while wearing one of the sheer, short, sexy, low-cut nightgowns that he bought her from Victoria's Secret each year for Valentine's Day. Yet, never wearing any of them after wearing them to bed Valentine's night, she stored them away in her drawer. As if she wore them for his benefit and out of politeness, she wore them only that one time.
For the rest of the year, as if she was Lucille Ball in I Love Lucy or Donna Reed in the Donna Reed Show, she preferred wearing pajamas to bed over her panties and bra. Unless she was a wife from a situation comedy of the sixties, what woman wears pajamas to bed over her underwear? No longer wasting his money on sexy nightgowns, he hasn't bought her a gift in years.
If only she'd stand in front of an open refrigerator door in her nightgown without the modesty of her damn bathrobe, without wearing underwear underneath, and without a light on in the kitchen, he'd see more of her sexy, shapely body. If only she'd stand in front of the TV in her nightgown without the modesty of her damn bathrobe and without wearing her panties, and with the light off in the living room, he'd see her naked ass, tits, and pussy. If only she'd greet the day naked but for her nightgown by opening the drapes without the modesty of her robe, he'd see right through her nightgown as if she was standing in front of a TSA, X-ray machine.
He'd be so thrilled to see any part of his wife's nearly naked body but he never did. Only, with her so modestly shy even after 45-years of marriage, she dressed and undressed in the bathroom or dressed and undressed in the bedroom without the light. A virgin when he married her, she was no different now than she was back then. Saving herself for her husband on their marriage bed, unless they were making babies, her topless and naked body was off-limits to him then as it still is now. Now that they're done making babies, sadly and frustratingly, they're done having sex.
Her excuse now for not giving him all the sex he needed to not to masturbate himself was religion. Using religion as her excuse, as far as she was concerned, the only reason for them to have sex was to propagate. Now that they're too old to have children, according to her, they're too old for sex too.
'What? Too old for sex? Are you kidding me? Before we were married with her a virgin and now after we're married with her practically a Nun, I'm still waiting for sex. I've been waiting years to have sex with my wife. Bitch! Cold, frigging bitch,' John thought about his wife, Kathy, while reaching for the lube and for the Kleenex to masturbate over something, someone, anything, and anyone but her, his own wife.
Every time he kissed her, especially when he French kissed her, not wanting him to start anything, she allowed him to feel her ass and/or her breasts through her clothes but never her nipples or her pussy. Even when they were dating steadily and before they were married, she never allowed him to go up her short skirt to touch her pussy through her panties. If only he knew her dirty, little secret, wouldn't he be shocked? If only he knew all the men she masturbated and sucked while they had their wicked sexual way with her nearly naked body, what would he say?
Too sexually prudish for him, even now that they're married for seemingly forever and until death do they part, seldom did she allow him to move his hand up her top to feel her breasts through her bra. Unable to cop a cheap feel of her even after they were married, she always wore her frigging bathrobe over her nightgown around the house and wore her nightgown over her underwear to bed. With him never allowed to sexually touch her in the way that a husband sexually touches his wife, she never sexually touched him either. She never initiated sex.
Just once, he'd love to feel her naked ass, her naked breasts, and her naked pussy through her nightgown. Just once, he'd love to be allowed to stick his horny hand down her nightgown to fondle her naked tits and finger her naked nipples while sticking his other hand up her nightgown to feel her naked ass and finger her naked pussy. Just once he wanted her to want him in the way that he wanted her. Just once, he wished she'd make the first sexual move to initiate sex.
She may as well wear gloves to bed. Then, again, in the way that Donna Reed and June Cleaver, Leave it to Beaver's mother, always wore white gloves, he wouldn't mind her wearing white gloves to bed, as long as she gave him a hand job while wearing her white gloves. As if she was a curator in a museum handling priceless works of art or antiquities while holding his cock in her hand, he imagined shooting a load of cum all over her white, gloved hand as she stroked him. Just once, he wished she voluntarily and willingly give him a hand job. Just once, he wished she'd suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth and/or across her tits.
Every time he tried getting romantic, she'd reject him as if he wasn't her husband or had some sort of sexually transmitted disease. She'd push his hand away as soon as he started fingering her nipple through her bra. Wanting what he had never seen of her and was never allowed to touch of her before they were married, she had created sexual desires in him for her that he never felt for any other woman. Now that they're married, once they had their children, and with her having a myriad of excuses why they couldn't have sex, their sexual life was over before even started.
'Frigging cold bitch,' he thought while masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with his wife.
He wished he was more of a man. He wished he was man enough to strip off her clothes. He wished he was man enough to force his wife to give him sex. He wished he was man enough to grab her by her hair, force her to her knees, and shove his erect prick in her mouth. He wished he was man enough to bend her forward, lift her skirt, pull down her panties, and fuck her like a dog. Only, he wasn't that kind of man. If only he knew his wife wanted him to be that kind of man, a man who forced her to have sex, they'd both be so happy as well as sexually satisfied.
Always mindful of how she sat and always sitting like a lady, he never saw her panties in an up-skirt peek or her bra in a down-blouse view as he had seen of so very many other women. So very sexually frustrating for him, with her the prettiest woman he had ever seen, he only wished she was more sexual. He wished she sexually wanted him in the way that he sexually wanted her. Whatever spell she put on him worked because the more that she refused to show him and/or allow him to touch and feel of her, the more that he wanted her, fantasized about her, and masturbated over her and over other women.
Chapter 02:
In the beginning after having dated for nearly four long, sexually frustrating years, with John and Kathy just married, as Honeymooners, it was a sexually exciting period of their lives. Their first time out in the world on their own, their new beginning without having to live beneath their parents' roofs, they married at 22-years-old. Eager to get out from under their parents' control, if there was a couple who should have waited to marry, until they were more mature and knew more what they wanted, this was the couple. If there was a couple who should have married someone else, this was the couple. If there was a couple who never should have married, they were the couple.
As much as John was crazy in love with Kathy, obvious to him now, she wasn't crazy in love with him. As much as John sexually lusted over her, with her barely tolerating him sexually, Kathy never sexually lusted over him. Obvious to him now, with her not finding her dream man, John was her backup man, her rebound. He was her safe bet. He was the average man with the beautiful woman. Without music in his life and a grand piano in his living room, he was her Billy Joel and she was his Christy Brinkley without the great American look, the blonde hair, and the big tits. Still without the supermodel face and figure, Kathy was still very pretty.
Thrilled that she agreed to marry him, he was the sucker of a man who'd blindly support her and give her a good life without expecting anything in return. Yet, she was wrong. He did expect something in return. He expected sex.
Apparently, too much for him to ask, he expected her to love him and want him in the way that he loved her and wanted her. If not blowjobs, he expected regular hand jobs. He expected to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. He expected her to wear the sexy nightgowns he bought her. Alas, she continued acting as if she was still the virginal prude.
With John sexually inexperienced, Kathy was not. Before he met and dated his wife, John only had sex with two women, his prom date, and a woman at a college dorm party. With both John and Kathy unrealistic in their expectations of sex, he wanted sex all the time. After she had given a myriad of men hand jobs and blowjobs while allowing them to touch and feel her everywhere, and especially now that she had her children, she didn't care if she ever had sex again. In the way that they weren't then and still aren't now, neither were marriage material, especially not to one another.
'I married the wrong woman,' he thought.
Only, too late to correct their mistake by making a change, neither of them believed in divorce. With them both good Catholics, albeit her a better Catholic than him, divorce was against their religion. Divorce was against the Church and against the teaching of the Pope. For all the right reasons, divorce was wrong.
"I married the wrong man," she said while reading one of her romance novels and lusting over the main, male character.
With them having dated for four, long, sexually frustrating years for John, one would think that they'd be physically, emotionally, and sexually compatible and ready for marriage before saying, "I do." Only, with both maintaining their sexual secrets, Kathy didn't know that her husband was a pervert who loved seeing the panties and bras of careless and/or exhibitionistic women sitting in the park or on the subway. John had no idea that his wife was a whore turned stuck-up, cold bitch who didn't enjoy sex once she was done having forced sex with anonymous men and having babies.
With neither one believing in divorce, until death do they part, they were stuck with one another for life. If only John knew his wife was a retired whore, wouldn't he be surprised. If only John knew that the way to get as much sex as he wanted was to force himself on his wife, he'd be shocked. If only he knew enough to slap her around and strip her naked, he'd be such a happy husband and she'd be such a sexually satisfied wife. If only he'd dare pull her hair hard while forcing her to her knees, she'd gladly suck his prick, allow him to cum in her mouth, and swallow his cum.
* * * * *
Young love at heart, with their hormones controlling and overruling the way they emotionally, physically, and sexually felt about one another, especially John's hormones, they thought they were in love. Where Kathy wanted babies to care for, John wanted sex. Where Kathy wanted children to mother, John wanted sex. Where Kathy wanted a kind, hardworking, faithful husband who was a good provider, John wanted sex. Where Kathy wanted to make a good home for her husband and children, John wanted sex. Obviously, just as the marriage was a marriage of convenience for Kathy, it was more of a hoped for sexual union for John.
'Sex, sex, sex,' thought John. 'I want sex.'
John masturbated himself while thinking of his wife in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
"Sex, sex, sex," said Kathy. "If I never have sex again, I'll be happy."
Kathy made everyone their lunches, got the kids off the school, John off to work, cleaned the kitchen after breakfast, ran the dishwasher, and started doing her laundry before having to go to work at the library.
* * * * *
John hoped that once married to Kathy and having regular sex that he'd stop hunting to see up-skirt peeks of panties and down-blouse views of bras. He hoped that Kathy would quell his need to continually masturbate himself by fulfilling her wifely duties and giving him hot sex any time and all the time that he wanted hot sex. Just as Kathy obviously thought that he was her sane, sensible, stable, responsible, and dependable man, John thought Kathy was his supermodel wife and his perfect match. He thought he'd finally be having daily sex morning and night. Only, just as her expectations were wrong when not giving her husband sex, his expectations were wrong in expecting his wife to give him sex.
Yet, now married and on their Honeymoon, free to have sex anytime they wanted, whenever she wasn't pregnant but wanted to be with child, they spent the next few years fucking like rabbits. John was happy that he was finally having sex and Kathy was happy that she'd soon be pregnant. They both had different agendas when it came to having intimate, sexual relations. Where Kathy just wanted to have sexual intercourse to have babies, John just wanted to have sex. John not only wanted to make love to his wife but also he wanted to fuck his wife.
Even more than that, something that Kathy refused to do, John wanted hand jobs and blowjobs. Another issue in their marriage, even though John masturbated his wife and gave her oral sex, Kathy refused to return the favor and masturbate him and/or give him oral sex too. Her refusing to stroke and/or suck her husband's cock was hard for John to swallow. Her not giving him a hand job and/or a blowjob was a sticking point with him. Especially when all his friends' wives stroked and sucked their husband's cocks, and allowed them to cum in their mouths, they lovingly stared up at them while they swallowed their cum.
'What the fuck? Are you kidding me? Why won't she stroke my cock? Why won't she suck my prick? Why won't she stroke me while sucking me in the way that I finger her while licking her? That's not right. This isn't fair. I'm her husband and she's my wife. Just as she should stroke me while blowing me, I deserve to cum in her mouth,' he thought.
Her not stroking and/or sucking his cock made no sense. He didn't understand. Sexually frustrated, he felt rejected. Not receiving a blowjob from his prom date or from the woman at the frat party, only receiving a hand job, he never had a blowjob. Expecting to get one once he married Kathy, he had been wanting for a hand job and/or a blowjob from her for years, since their first date.
As she wrote in her locked diary that she kept by her bed, him wanting her to suck his cock made no sense to her. She didn't understand. She felt used. She felt dirty. He made her feel like a whore. He brought back memories that she tried hard to forget and no longer wanted to have. He made her feel like she did when she serviced men at the XXX-rate movie theatre. He made her feel like that whore that she once was but no longer wanted to be.
Even though she had given lots of men plenty of hand jobs and/or blowjobs before she was married, she wasn't about to give anyone a hand job and/or blowjob now, not even her husband, especially not her husband. She was done with stroking and sucking cock. If only John knew what an experienced masturbator and cocksucker his wife really was, wouldn't he be surprised? If only John knew just how many cocks his wife had stroked and sucked, he'd either be sexually excited and wanting her to stroke him and suck him while asking her for the details, or he'd be asking her for a divorce.
"Please blow me, Kathy. Please? I'd love to watch you looking up at me with your big, brown, beautiful eyes while sucking my prick. I'd like to know what it feels like to cum in your beautiful mouth. I want to watch you swallow my cum," he said sliding a slow finger along her full lips. "I've never had a blowjob before," he pathetically admitted.
Kathy looked at her husband as if he had suddenly gone mad from his obstinate request in wanting her to blow him.
"Pardon? I'm sorry," she said. "You want me to do what? Blow you?"
She gave him a hard look that froze his sexual desire and shriveled his cock. She looked at him as if there was something wrong with him. Looking at him with confusion, she looked at him as if she was his mother and he was asking her for incestuous sex. Looking at him with shock, she looked at him in the way that his sister looked at him when he barged in her bedroom while she was undressing or dressing.
With his hopes dashed of ever receiving a hand job or blowjob from his sexy, beautiful wife, he gave her a nervous smile. He didn't understand her reluctance in doing her wifely duties. Even though they fucked like rabbits before they had kids and while trying to have children, even then she never gave him a hand job or a blowjob. Instead of masturbating him or sucking him, telling him that was a waste of his sperm, she wanted him to save whatever semen he had to make her pregnant.
"Yes," he said still expecting her to blow him, or at least a hand job. "I want you to suck my cock."
She made a face as if she had just swallowed a bug.
"Just so that I understand you correctly, you not only want me to blow you but also you want to cum in my mouth and watch me swallow your cum. Is that right? You want me to blow you while I stare up at you adoringly with sexually excited eyes for the honor and the privilege of sucking you? Is that what you want?"
He looked at her unsure if she was going to blow him or not. He looked at her with as much hopefulness as he looked at her with sexual excitement. Then, knowing her better than that, with her a modestly moral and prudish librarian, he knew that she'd never suck his cock. Even if she did suck his prick, she'd never allow him to cum in her mouth just as she'd never swallow his cum.
"Yes," he said now realizing that she not only wasn't going to blow him and but also that she would never allow him to cum in her mouth.
She stared at him as if her eyes were lasers and she was killing him with radiation. She stared at him in the way that a psyche nurse would stare at an insane patient in an asylum. She stared at him as if he was just another man in the XXX-rated theatre who wanted a hand job and/or a blowjob. Only, the big difference was that they didn't ask her to stroke their cocks and they didn't beg her to suck their pricks. Instead, they took what they wanted. She needed to feel violently used and sexually abused for her to give him what he so wanted. Only, just as he'd never force himself on her, she'd never stoke his cock and/or suck his prick.



No," she said shaking her head from side-to-side as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to reinforce her not blowing him. "Sorry, uh-uh. I'm not going to do that. I don't do that. I won't do that. I'm a good woman, a morally modest woman, and a religious woman. I'm not a whore. I'm your wife," she said waving her hands while obviously acting insulted. "Just as I'll never stroke your cock, I'll never suck your cock. I'll never blow you and I'll never allow you to cum in my mouth," she said.
Showing him a closed posture, she wrapped her arms around herself as if she was cold. This was his chance to take what he so wanted. This was his chance to strip her naked, forced her to her knees, slap her across her face, pull her hair hard for her to open her mouth, and stuff her mouth with his stiff prick. Instead of doing any of those things that she no doubt hoped he'd do, he did all that he could think of doing. He begged, he pleaded, and he made a fool of himself.
"Please Kathy? Just once. Blow me just the one time and you'll never have to blow me again," he said already disappointed that he had to make such a promise to experience her taking his prick in her mouth. "Please? Pretty please? Okay?"
Steadfast in her not giving him a hand job or a blowjob, she made a face while shaking her head no again. This was her chance to tell him what she wanted. This was her chance to tell him what she needed him to do for her to give him the sex that he wanted. Yet, she didn't want him to know that she was a cock sucking whore. Instead of taking his cock in hand and in mouth, in the way she left it up to the men in the XXX-rated movie theatre, she left it up to him to take her, force her, and violently rape her.
"You should have more respect for me than to want to stick your germy penis in my mouth, the mouth of your children's mother, and the mouth that you kiss," she said playing her virginal game. "How dare you even ask me to do that? If you want a blowjob, maybe you should solicit a prostitute. She'd suck your cock. She'd allow you to cum in her mouth and she'd happily swallow your cum too, but she'd charge you a lot of money," she said feigning her outrage. "But if you solicit a whore and allow her to blow you, that's the end of our marriage."
As she wrote in her diary, she made a 180 degree turn in attitude. Obviously, Kathy viewed stroking and especially sucking her husband's penis as something nasty instead of something expected of her, pleasurable, and/or sexually exciting. To stroke and/or suck his cock, her husband's prick, no doubt would make her feel common, cheap, uncomfortable, and the whore that she once was all over again. Yet, more than that, sucking John's cock may reignite her sexual addiction.
As she wrote in her diary, in the way that all her friends enjoyed giving hand jobs and blowjobs, what if she discovered that she enjoyed masturbating and sucking men again too. In the way that her friends all talked about and sexually fantasized about sucking the cocks of other men, movie stars and celebrities, what if she suddenly wanted to suck the cocks of other men again too? In the way that she used to do, and couldn't stop doing, what if she had the urge to go to the XXX-rated theatre on the other side of town? Different now than then, she had her marriage, her children, and her career to lose should she be caught having sex with a multitude of men she didn't even know.
If only her husband knew that forced sex was once her addiction to control. Having heard the phrase before, once a whore always a whore, to stroke his cock, her husband's prick, may restore her need to give hand jobs to other men. Having heard the phrase, once a cocksucker always a cocksucker, to suck his cock, her husband's prick, may restore her need to suck the cocks of other men again too. She had no idea but afraid of losing control and becoming dependent on sex again, it was best that she avoided that temptation by not giving in to her husband. If only he'd force her, she'd relent and give him what he wanted.
As she wrote in her diary, instead of hating the thought of her husband sticking his erect prick in her mouth, what if she enjoyed not only sucking his cock but also wanted to suck the cocks of other men all over again? Having taken her years to control the need for forced sex, then what? No longer single, she was a respectable, married woman now with a good career as a librarian. Going against her Catholic upbringing, as far as she was concerned, there was nothing sexually arousing about sucking John's cock and having him cum in her mouth. Been there and done that, she didn't want to be a slave to that kind of sexual abuse again.
"Gross," she said. "Eww."
Yet, in the way that John once had secret, sexual fantasies of seeing what he shouldn't see of other women, his wife once had secret, sexual fantasies of having sex with a multitude of men. If only John knew that the way to get what he sexually wanted from his wife was to force her, he'd be shocked. If only John knew that he needed to slap his wife before stripping naked, she'd give him all the sex he wanted. If only he'd force her to expose herself to other men, she'd do that too. If only he forced her to have sex with other men while he watched, he'd be just as happy as she would.
Even with her seemingly turned off on sex, if only he forced her to blow him, he'd be such a happy man and she'd be such a happy woman. If only he'd grab her hard by her hair and slap her across her face, but not too hard to leave a mark, she'd deep throat his cock. She'd stroke him and suck him until he ejaculated his cum in her mouth and down her throat. If only he'd strip off her clothes during his weekly Saturday night poker game, parade her around naked in front of his friends, she'd happily suck and fuck them all while he watched and masturbated himself.
Only, with her his wife and not some whore, the woman of his affection and love, he had too much respect for her to slap her, strip her naked, and force her to blow him. Yet, unbeknownst to him, if he forced her to suck his cock, there was always that chance that she'd return to the seedy side of town. There was always that chance that she'd frequent the XXX-rated movie theatres alone again to stroke and suck the pricks of more men. There was always that chance that she'd become a whore again.
Now that she was married with children and had a good career as a librarian, she had much to lose now than she ever did before. She didn't think her husband would understand her stroking and sucking the pricks of other men, especially when she refused to stroke and suck him. He'd be hurt if he knew that she gave sex to every man but him. He'd never understand her addiction to stroking cocks, sucking cocks, and to sex. He'd never understand her need to be forced and raped.
She didn't want sex. She wanted violence. She didn't want to be made love to while having sex. She wanted to be forced to have sex. She wanted to be slapped. She wanted to be stripped naked. She wanted to be forced to her knees for her to give her husband what he always wanted.
* * * * *
Even though he willingly licked her pussy while fingering her cunt, with him not knowing what he was doing when positioned in-between her long, shapely legs, he didn't take the time enough to give her an orgasm. With her needing massive amounts of sex to get off, it took more than what he was doing to get Kathy to cum. Where he was gentle and loving with his wife, he had no idea that he needed to be aggressive and forceful. He had no idea that she liked having sex when the man was roughly demanding with her. Not wanting to be made love to, she wanted to be taken. She needed to be violently raped.
With Kathy obviously uninterested in having sex with him, especially oral sex, he never could give her an oral orgasm. Trying his best to get her to cum while licking her and fingering her, John foolishly believed that if he gave her an oral orgasm, she'd give him an oral orgasm too. Unbeknownst to John, the problem in him not able to give her an oral orgasm was something that he discovered much later in their marriage. Kathy wasn't sexually attracted to him. She was never sexually attracted to him in the way that he was always sexually attracted to her.
Yet, she didn't need to be sexually attracted to him or to any man that gave her sex. What she needed was for him to force her to give her sex. Just as she wasn't sexually attracted all the men that she masturbated and/or blew in the XXX-rated movie theatre, she needed him to forcibly take what she couldn't willingly give. She needed him to slap her while stripping her naked. She needed him to force her while violently raping her. Perhaps that's why she married him, her way of putting a stop to her sexual addiction, she needed what he was incapable of giving her.
When she could have married any man, a man she was sexually attracted to, a handsome man, a manly man, a man who was more the physical specimen than was her husband, one would wonder why she agreed to marry him. John had no idea that, other than to have babies, to financially support her, and give her a comfortable life, why she married him. Innocently and foolishly, he thought she loved him. He thought she loved him as much as he loved her.
Obviously, unbeknownst to John until much later in their marriage, just as she was done with stroking and sucking cock, Kathy was done having sex. Once he gave her what she so wanted, children, she was done with him too. For a woman who loved having sex with so many men, it was as if she had turned into a man hater. Having nothing to sexually do with men, even her own husband was how she kept her sexual addiction in check.
What better man to marry than one who didn't sexually arouse her? What better man to marry than one who didn't force his sexual will on her? What better man to marry than one who didn't know how to push her buttons of sexual arousal? Other than them occasionally having sexual intercourse, with her acting prudish, morally modest, and religious, she pretended that she wasn't sexual, even though she obviously was. If only he knew what she did in the past and if he dared to reopened her sexual floodgates, he wouldn't know how to close them.
As she professed to her husband over and again, lying to him, of course, she more viewed having sex as her way to have children, but not for pleasure. In the way that John wanted sex more for pleasure than to create children, he would have been better off marrying someone else. He would have been better off marrying a woman who sucked cock and who swallowed. He would have been better off marrying an average looking woman who was hot in bed instead of a beautiful woman who was cold in bed.
Only smitten with Kathy from the start, love at first sight, she was the prettiest woman and had the best body he had ever seen. Moreover, he couldn't believe someone who looked like her was romantically interested in someone who looked like him. With him respecting her wishes to be a virgin until her marriage night, he thought once married to her that he'd open her floodgates for sex. Alas, he had no idea that her floodgates had been dammed and permanently closed before he married her.
Especially now that they were done making babies, having had a better chance of seeing his mother and/or sister naked than his wife, he seldom saw any part of his wife's naked body. Besides, if John knew that Kathy had a checkered past, he never would have married a whore who had a sexual history and who had given a small army of men hand jobs and blowjobs. He liked the fact that his wife was a virgin and untouched by any man when he married her. Shockingly surprising and scandalously salacious, if only he knew that she wasn't very virginal with her hands and her mouth, wouldn't he be surprised?
As if a scene from one of her romance novels, John didn't know that the way to get Kathy's sexual motor started was to push her back on the bed, strip her naked, and slap her around. Not knowing her sexual buttons to push in which order, he didn't know that he needed to force her and to forcibly take her for her to give him passionate sex. In the way that Perry Wright, played by Alexander Skarsgard raped his wife, Celeste Wright, played by Nicole Kidman, in Big Little Lies, John didn't know that he needed to force Kathy.
John didn't know that he needed to violently rape his wife to make her the whore that she used to and needed to be. A nice man, a kind man, a gentle man, and a man who didn't sexually arouse her, he was the reason why Kathy had chosen him. With her not sexually attracted to him in the way that he was sexually attracted to her, he was her cure to her sexual addiction. He was her way for her to have a normal life and a somewhat happy marriage with children without having the uncontrollable need to stroke and suck cocks.
If only he had the audacity to invade her privacy and read her diary, with everything there in plain sight, every man she stroked and sucked, wouldn't he be surprised by all that she wrote? It wasn't as if she was trying to hide her private thoughts, she wasn't. As if hoping he'd find them, she left her diary in plain sight, right there on the nightstand. He only needed to open it and to read it but, respecting her privacy, he never did.
The real Kathleen was a sexual woman that he'd never suspect his wife of being. The real Kathleen was as much of an exhibitionistic whore as he was a voyeuristic pervert. The real Kathleen had a prior life of having sex with anyone at any time. The real Kathleen loved men forcing her to allow them to touch her and feel her. The real Kathleen loved when men, strange men, and men she had never met before, didn't even know their names, undressing her, touching her, and feeling her naked body. The real Kathleen loved stroking dozens of cocks as much as she loved sucking dozens of cocks.
If only he knew that every time she said no was his cue to slap her across her face but not too hard and not hard enough to leave a mark. If only he had taken her and put her over his knee and slapped her naked ass hard until it was a bright red, she'd revert to being the whore that she truly was and still wanted and needed to be. If only he'd straddle her shoulders and force his erect prick in her mouth, while pinching her nipples and squeezing her tits hard, she'd gladly suck his cock, allow him to cum in her mouth, and swallow his cum. If only he'd grab her by her hair, pull hard, and force her to her knees, she'd be his sexy, sexual bitch.
To be continued...
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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When they were first married, they lived a normal life.
Continued from Chapter 02:
Even though he willingly licked her pussy while fingering her cunt, with him not knowing what he was doing when positioned in-between her long, shapely legs, he didn't take the time enough to give her an orgasm. With her needing massive amounts of sex to get off, it took more than what he was doing to get Kathy to cum. Where he was gentle and loving with his wife, he had no idea that he needed to be aggressive and forceful. He had no idea that she liked having sex when the man was roughly demanding with her. Not wanting to be made love to, she wanted to be taken. Not wanting to be made love to, she wanted to be fucked. She needed to be violently raped.
With Kathy obviously uninterested in having sex with her husband, John, especially oral sex, he never could give her an oral orgasm. Trying his best to get her to cum while licking her and fingering her, John foolishly believed that if he gave her an oral orgasm, she'd give him an oral orgasm too. Unbeknownst to him, the problem in him not able to give her an oral orgasm was something that he discovered much later in their marriage. Kathy wasn't sexually attracted to him. Sadly and regrettably, she was never sexually attracted to him in the way that he was always sexually attracted to her.
Yet, she didn't need to be sexually attracted to him or to any man that gave her sex. What she needed was for him to force her to give her sex. Just as she wasn't sexually attracted all the men that she masturbated and/or blew in the XXX-rated movie theatre, she needed him to forcibly take what she couldn't willingly give. She needed him to slap her while stripping her naked. She needed him to force her while violently raping her. Perhaps that's why she married him, her way of putting a stop to her sexual addiction, she needed what he was incapable of giving her.
When she could have married any man, a man she was sexually attracted to, a handsome man, a manly man, a man who was more the physical specimen than was her husband, one would wonder why she agreed to marry him. John had no idea that, other than to have babies, to financially support her, and to give her a comfortable life, was why she married him. Innocently and foolishly, he thought she loved him. He thought she loved him as much as he loved her.
Obviously, unbeknownst to John until much later in their marriage, just as she was done with stroking and sucking cock, Kathy was done having sex. Once he gave her what she so wanted, children, she was done with him too. For a woman who loved having sex with so many men, it was as if she had turned into a man hater. Having nothing to sexually do with men, even her own husband was how she kept her sexual addiction in check.
What better man to marry than one who didn't sexually arouse her? What better man to marry than one who didn't force his sexual will on her? What better man to marry than one who didn't know how to push her buttons of sexual arousal? Other than them occasionally having sexual intercourse, with her acting prudish, morally modest, and religious, she pretended that she wasn't sexual, even though she obviously was. If only he knew what she did in the past, if he dared to reopened her sexual floodgates, he wouldn't know how to close them.
As she professed to her husband over and again, lying to him, of course, she more viewed having sex as her way to have children, but not for pleasure. In the way that John wanted sex more for pleasure than to create children, he would have been better off marrying someone else. He would have been better off marrying a woman who sucked cock and who swallowed. He would have been better off marrying an average looking woman who was hot in bed instead of a beautiful woman who was cold in bed.
Only smitten with Kathy from the start, love at first sight, she was the prettiest woman and had the best body he had ever seen. Moreover, he couldn't believe someone who looked like her was romantically interested in someone who looked like him. With him respecting her wishes to be a virgin until her marriage night, he thought once married to her that he'd open her floodgates for sex. Alas, he had no idea that her floodgates had been dammed and permanently closed before he married her.
Especially now that they were done making babies, having had a better chance of seeing his mother and/or sister naked than his wife, he seldom saw any part of his wife's naked body. Besides, if John knew that Kathy had a checkered past, he never would have married a whore who had a sexual history and who had given a small army of men hand jobs and blowjobs. He liked the fact that his wife was a virgin and untouched by any man when he married her. Shockingly surprising and scandalously salacious, if only he knew that she wasn't very virginal with her hands and her mouth, wouldn't he be surprised?
As if a scene from one of her romance novels, John didn't know that the way to get Kathy's sexual motor started was to push her back on the bed, strip her naked, and slap her around. Not knowing her sexual buttons to push in which order, he didn't know that he needed to force her and to forcibly take her for her to give him passionate sex. In the way that Perry Wright, played by Alexander Skarsgard raped his wife, Celeste Wright, played by Nicole Kidman, in Big Little Lies, John didn't know that he needed to force Kathy.
John didn't know that he needed to violently rape his wife to make her the whore that she used to be and needed to be again to give him sex. A nice man, a kind man, a gentle man, and a man who didn't sexually arouse her, he was the reason why Kathy had chosen him. With her not sexually attracted to him in the way that he was sexually attracted to her, he was her cure to her sexual addiction. He was her way for her to have a normal life and a somewhat happy marriage with children without having the uncontrollable need to stroke and suck cocks.
If only he had the audacity to invade her privacy and read her diary, with everything there in plain sight, every man she stroked and sucked, wouldn't he be surprised by all that she wrote? It wasn't as if she was trying to hide her private thoughts, she wasn't. As if hoping he'd find them, she left her diary in plain sight, right there on the nightstand. He only needed to open it and to read it but, respecting her privacy, he never did.
The real Kathleen was a sexual woman that he'd never suspect his wife of being. The real Kathleen was as much of an exhibitionistic whore as he was a voyeuristic pervert. The real Kathleen had a prior life of having sex with anyone and at any time. The real Kathleen loved men forcing her to allow them to touch her, feel her, grope her, and fondle her. The real Kathleen loved when men, strange men, and men she had never met before, didn't even know their names, undressed her, touched her, and felt her naked body. The real Kathleen loved stroking dozens of cocks as much as she loved sucking dozens of cocks.
If only he knew that every time she said no was his cue to slap her across her face but not too hard and not hard enough to leave a mark. If only he had taken her and put her over his knee and slapped her naked ass hard until it was a bright red, she'd revert to being the whore that she truly was and still wanted and needed to be. If only he'd straddle her shoulders and force his erect prick in her mouth, while pinching her nipples and squeezing her tits hard, she'd gladly suck his cock, allow him to cum in her mouth, and swallow his cum. If only he'd grab her by her hair, pull hard, and force her to her knees, she'd be his sexy, sexual bitch.
Chapter 03:
Before they married, the only home they knew were their parents' homes. With their parents chipping in to give them a down payment for a house of their own, they lived on a quiet, dead end street across from a cemetery. At least, with the main entrance and exit to the cemetery on the other side by main road, they weren't spectators to the daily funeral processions coming and going down their street all day.
They Honeymooned in Florida for a week and returned to take possession of their new home. With John not very strong, he struggled to carry Kathy across the threshold, even though she weighed not much more than 130 pounds. Yet, at 5'10" tall without heels, she was taller than he was. With him barely 5'7" tall and overweight, and with him having a complex about his height and his weight, before falling in love with Kathleen, he always dated shorter, heavier, and less attractive women. Even though she looked nothing like Cher and he looked nothing like Sonny Bono, because of their obvious differences in height and weight, not very nice, their unkind friends used to call them Fatty and Cher behind their backs.
An extraordinarily pretty woman, Kathy had short, dark brown, straight hair that fell to her chin to frame her face. She was the rare, beautiful woman that both men and women stared at her when seeing her, especially when seeing her for the first time. She had expressive and captivating, brown eyes, the kind of eyes that he and everyone else felt compelled to stare in them while imagining kissing her, making love to her, and imagining her staring up at them while sucking their cocks. Yet, more than just a pretty face and a sexy body, she had intelligence behind those big, brown, beautiful eyes.
More than one man who asked her out on a date said that she resembled Mary Tyler Moore. Even though she wished she looked like Mary Tyler Moore, even though her friends and family all said she did, she never saw the resemblance. If asked, she didn't even think she was pretty but plain. With Kathy now in her new role as a morally modest, married woman with children, she no longer thought of herself as a sexual woman. Once she stopped having sex, she no longer thought about sex. Yet, once a whore, always a whore and she was once the biggest whore around.
John concurred that she did look like the famed, late, great television actress. Every time he watched reruns of the Dick Van Dyke show, he'd masturbate himself while imagining Mary Tyler Moore blowing him before imagining his wife sucking his cock. From the first time he saw Mary Tyler Moore on the Dick Van Dyke show and met Kathy years later, he felt as if he was dating Mary Tyler Moore's much younger, and prettier sister.
Before she steadily dated him, every man she knew wanted her. She could have chosen any man to marry. Her friends and family questioned why she dated someone who looked like John. In the way that Cher married Sonny, people wondered why she married him when she could have married any man, a taller man, and a better man.
Years later, in the way that Penny, played by Kaley Cuoco, dated, had sex with, and married geeky Leonard Hofstadter, played by Johnny Galecki, on The Big Bang Theory, everyone was shocked when Kathy married John. To look at her and then to look at her husband, unless he was rich, which he wasn't, had a big cock and was a great lover, which he didn't and wasn't either, their union made no sense. Yet, her way of putting her whoring past behind her, she thought by marrying a man who wasn't very attractive would force her to live a cloistered life or a morally, modest and sexually prudish librarian.
Where she was tall, he was short, and where she was shapely slim, he was out of shape and overweight. Moreover, where she looked like a celebrity, he more resembled a taller version of Danny DeVito. Only, in the way that she had the self-confidence to seduce any man when reading her romance novels, she didn't have the self-confidence that some of her friends had to go after a better catch. Moreover, been there and done that, the last thing she wanted was someone who was sexual. The last thing she wanted was sex.
She needed a man who turned her off sexually instead of turning her on sexually. Unlike men who only go by a woman's outside appearance, she could see John on the inside. A pleasant man with a quick wit and a good sense of humor who didn't drink, smoke, swear, or gamble, she knew he was a good man who'd give her a good life and make her children a good father. He was the type of man that she needed to revert from being a cock stroking and cock sucking whore.
### Susan Jill Parker -- Retirement is no Paradise ###
Now that they've been married for more than forty-five-years, even though the times had changed many times over again, they never changed. Seemingly everything between them remained the same. He wanted more sex and she wanted less sex. If it was up to her, with her never sexually attracted to him, she'd never have sex again. If it was up to him, with him still enthralled with her, he'd have sex every day, twice a day.
Retired for the past few years, as if time had suddenly stopped and they had stopped with it, they didn't seem to know what to do with themselves and how to spend the time they had left. Other than to talk to their children on the phone occasionally and see their grandchildren less occasionally, they waved to their neighbors and rarely socialized with those friends and co-workers they had left behind. Having been a slave to their daily, weekly, and monthly routines for decades, now that they were retired, day in and day out, they did the same things at the same boring times every day.
* * * * *
Now that the kids were grown, married, and gone, and the grandchildren rarely visited them, it was just another quiet, empty day of sedentary life at Kathy and John's house. With Monday melding into Friday, seemingly every day was suddenly Monday or Friday again. Every day was the quiet, empty same. Kathy sometimes had to look at her watch to remember the date or look at her computer to remember the day. Between the boredom and the medication, it was sometimes difficult for either of them to keep a thought in their heads. It was even more difficult to remember things the way they used to be and once were.
Back when she was working, it wasn't like her to forget anything, especially not the day and/nor the date. She always prided herself on her efficiency and on her good memory. When she was working as a librarian in the library she was always too busy to notice the clock. Then, with her close to retirement and sitting behind a desk in an office instead of being out on the main floor and interacting with people, she always stared at the clock on the wall across from her.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
Because workdays seemingly felt so boringly long, she was always so conscious about the time. Now, with nothing to remind her of the time other than the ticking of her husband's intrusively annoying, grandfather clock, sometimes forgetting about time, she wished time flew by like this when she was working full-time. She wished she had more time, more money, and more energy to do the things she always wanted to do, such as travel. Only, John was content to stay at home. With him always having to travel for work, he didn't want to go anywhere anymore. The last thing he wanted to do was to go through security AGAIN and get on another plane.
'Tick, tick, tick...'
When she was working outside the home, as if her life was recorded in slow motion, she always remembered the day, the date, and the time. With her busy with events and activities with her children as part of her daily life, she had plenty of reasons to remember days, dates, and times. Everything was written right there on her calendar on her kitchen wall. With special occasions so common, she could remember specific details of what she did on which day and at what time. Now with nothing to jog her memory and with her calendar clear of activities except for doctor, dentist, and hair appointments, her days were all the boring same.
Most days, had she not devoted her time to reading books, she was bored with her life. Lost in her books, she sometimes cared more about the lives of her fictional characters than she cared about her friends and family. Unless she had a doctor's, dentist, or a hairdresser's appointment, with special occasions so rare, she couldn't even remember specific details of what she did on which day and at what time. With every day seemingly the same, none of those details stood out in her mind. They all morphed together in time as if they were one giant, endless day in her boring life.
When she was working, with her having so very much to do when she got home, there wasn't enough hours in the day to finish everything. As if time sabotaged her life in quickly ticking by, with her running on autopilot most days, it wasn't until she came home from work that the time suddenly flew by instead of slowly dragged. Conversely, when she was working at her job towards the end of her career and just before retirement, a strange phenomenon, time seemingly stood still. Then, once home, from the time that she left work to the time she went to bed, running out of time, she felt as if she was in a race to do all that she needed to do.
Then, before she even realized it, it was time to go to bed and time to get up again. It was time to shower, dress, make breakfast, get the kids off to school, and her husband off to work again before she left for work herself. In the way that she made the time to have sex to become pregnant with her children, now that she had all the children she wanted to have, she never had time to do anything for herself. Unless she took a day off or was on vacation, everything was always go, go, go.
'Now that I'm retired and home alone with my husband,' she wondered, 'where did the time go? Where did the days go? Where did my life go? I'm suddenly old and tired when I used to be young and energetic,' she thought. 'When did that happen? Suddenly, ten years turned into thirty years.'
Other than being blessed with her children and grandchildren, never dwelling on it before, with her normally not having any regrets, she dwelled on her wasted life now. As if time was a ticking, time bomb, she wondered when she'd run out of time. She wondered when her ticking time of a bomb would finally stop ticking and detonate to explode the end of her life in a reverse big bang. In the same way that everyone else does, she wondered how much time she had left to live. With her not done with all the things she still wanted and needed to do, she wondered when she'd die before she wondered how she'd die.
'Tick, tick, tick...'
She asked herself the same question that millions of people asked themselves when one year morphed into two years, five years blended into ten years, and twenty years became thirty years without anything to differentiate one year from the other. Car accidents, one of the kids breaking a bone, home sick with a fever, or her husband losing his job were all still fresh memories. Struggling to remember something positive about her life, other than the births of her children and grandchildren, and other than recent events in the news, she couldn't remember anything positive that personally had to do with her. Obviously, she was depressed.
Now that she had nearly lived much of her life in ordinariness, if she could live her life over again, she'd more appreciate every minute of every day. If she could live her life over again, instead of blowing through everything during her busy day, she'd live her life at a much slower and relaxed pace. Instead of wishing for something else and/or for something better later, she'd take more time to enjoy the time she had now, even those ordinary, mundane days. With her always worried and wondering about tomorrow, her todays too quickly became yesterdays.
'Tick, tick, tick...'
Whether it was good or bad, this was her life and her time on Earth. Yet, sometimes feeling that her life was nothing more than a video recording, because of all that she had to do during the day, she had lived too much of her life in fast forward. Having to deal with the daily drudgery of working outside her home, cooking, cleaning, and caring for her children, while trying to sexually satisfy her husband, there was never any time left for her. With everyone taking a piece of her, she had nothing left for herself.



If she could live her life over again but in slow, thoughtful motion, sad for her to admit the truth, Kathy probably wouldn't have married her husband, John. Obviously, with him wanting sex, especially a blowjob, and with him too kind, gentle, and sensitive of a man to force her to give him what he so wanted and what she so needed, she had married the wrong man. Now that she admitted that to herself, if only he forced her to give him sex, she'd give him sex. Yet, how could she tell him that without her coming across as being a whore? With him never figuring that out himself, she wondered how different her life would have been had she married someone else.
Even though she thought about being with another man when she was younger, she couldn't even conceive the thought of being with someone else now. Not that she was happier now, she wasn't, and not that she was unhappy now, she wasn't, but she had gotten used to the idea of living out the rest of her life as best as she could and until death do you part. Sadly for him but not for her, they lived more like brother and sister than they did husband and wife, that is until the ugly inconvenience of sex and him begging her for a blowjob interfered with their marriage.
Living vicariously through the authors' words, she fulfilled whatever else she wanted and needed by reading her books, mostly romance novels. With Kathy having experienced all the sex she could possibly ever want before she was married and through reading her romance novels now, sex and the lack thereof loomed larger in John's mind than it did in her mind. Had she married someone else, she wondered if they'd expect her to give them sex, especially blowjobs, in the way that John expected her to give him sex and blowjobs. No doubt, they would. Yet, they'd be more of a man about it than John ever was. Perhaps, they'd force her to give them sex.
Embarrassed by her secret, by her sexual weaknesses, and by her fantasies of wanton, sexual desire, she never told her husband that if he was more forcefully aggressive with her that she'd give him all the sex he could handle. How would he know that she'd be his sexual slave and his sexy slut if she didn't tell him? Yet, with him an aggressive man and her a submissive woman, he should know such things that when a woman says no, she was really saying yes. Yet, he wasn't an aggressive man and she wasn't a submissive woman.
If ever he wanted to learn more about her, her diary was there in plain sight to read, if only he'd open it and read it. Yet, too respectfully considerate, never mind forcing her to have sex, he wouldn't even harbor the thought of reading her diary. Only, with her not wanting him to think her a whore, rather that he thinks of her as a shyly retiring librarian, she'd never initiate sex, especially in that vulgar way that she initiated sex before with men she didn't even know.
If only he was more of a brut of a man than a gentleman and forced her to stroke his cock and/or suck his cock, she'd stroke his cock and/or suck his cock. If only he'd hold her head in place with a heavy hand, she'd even allow him to cum in her mouth and swallow his cum. Only, with her continuing to play the part of the morally modest, religious, and eternal virgin, how could she ever tell him that she needed to be forced? How would she even explain how she knew that she needed to be forced, stripped naked, and raped?
With him the man and her the woman, it was up to him to know such things but he'd never force her to do what he sexually wanted her to do and what she gladly would have done. If only he knew about her sexual past, but with some things better off left unsaid, she wondered what he'd say that his wife lived the life of a whore. If he felt rejected now that she didn't give him sex, imagine how he'd feel knowing that she was once a whore who gave everyone sex.
With her lustful, sexual thoughts written in her diary there by the side of the bed for him to read, even though he knew where her key was, he obviously never read her diary. Obviously, in the way that she never invaded his privacy when he was surfing the Internet while masturbating himself, he'd never invade her privacy by reading her personal, private thoughts. If they were anything, except for when it came to sex, they were considerate of one another's feelings and respectful of one another's privacy.
Obviously, in the way that she had sexual secrets, he had sexual secrets too. With neither of them prying the other to confess their sordid, sexual past, obviously in the way that she didn't care about his sexual secrets, he didn't care about her sexual secrets. No doubt, his sexual secrets had to do with voyeurism and peeping where her sexual secrets were had to do with sex with a exhibitionism and having sex with a multitude of men.
Now, when she rarely had sex with her husband, she couldn't even contemplate having sex with someone else. For sure, she would have had a better marriage if it wasn't for her wimpy husband's pathetic pleas for sex, especially when begging her for a blowjob. Had he been more of a man and taken what he wanted by slapping her around, ripping off her clothes, and forcing her to her knees, he could have had a sexy, submissive, sexual bitch instead of his equal. As far as she was concerned, with sex off the table and out of the marriage equation, she'd feel less pressured and would be much happier if John didn't expect her to give him sex ever again.
As are with most married couples, even though most of their arguments were about money, their arguments all ended up with them fighting over sex or the lack thereof. His anger was more about her not wanting sex and her not blowing him. With religion and God interfering with their marriage and prohibiting their divorce, he made her feel as if she was a retired nun. Instead he needed to make her feel like the whore she was and always would be. If only he'd force her, she'd give him what he so wanted. If only he'd forced her, she'd fuck him and suck him.
With sex dependent upon the man most times, if it was up to John, he'd have sex every day, twice a day, morning and night. If it was up to her, now that the children were born, and with him so milk-toast, she'd never have sex, especially not with him, ever again. Even when she was in the mood for sex, which seldom she was, always so very tired, she didn't have time for sex. Now that she was retired, she didn't have the energy for sex.
With him always walking around with an erection and her always wearing a robe over her nightgown, the last thing she wanted was sex, especially from him. The last thing she wanted was to be reminded of making a mistake in marrying the wrong man. Thinking more about the thought of being married to another man now, she could have had sex with better men. She could have had sex with men who were much taller, more successful, in better physical condition, much better looking, and who no doubt had bigger cocks than John. She could have had sex with men who were more domineering and who'd give her what she needed and wanted.
Only, a question she'd never know the answer to, would they have been a better man in providing for her, in being kind to her, and in being faithful to her, than her present husband? With John such a good father to their children, would another man be as good a father as he was. She didn't know nor would she ever know. Obviously, a mystery that would die with her sexual secrets, she'd never know the answer to that those questions. Surely, a mystery she'd take with her to her grave, being married to her dream man was something she'd never know, other than those men in her romance novels.
Yet, not fair to blame him for everything, she lived as a free woman and could make her own decisions, especially when it came to who to marry, the house, the children, and their finances. Indeed, she didn't have to marry him but she did. At the time, he was a kind, thoughtful, and sensitive man. A good man, he had a good career as a certified public accountant and he didn't drink or smoke, the things that were very important to her.
Moreover, foretelling her that he'd be a good father, she saw how he interacted with her friends' children. He liked animals too and shared her love for reading. For sure, there was something seriously wrong with someone who didn't like children and/or animals. She'd never marry a man who didn't have a kind heart to love helpless animals and loving children.
What he lacked in a sexual attraction for her and with sex the last thing she wanted anyway, with her having already been there and done that, he made up for in many other ways. Even though he was a good man, albeit a sexually perverted man, he wasn't a very attractive man. Odd that she'd marry such an unattractive man when she had sex with so, very many good-looking men. Marrying John was as if he was her excuse to no longer have sex. She needed to marry someone like him to curb, control, and end her sexual addiction.
A gentle man and a gentleman, he was kind, loving, thoughtful, and generous. Always taken in with her beauty, especially with him so average looking, he felt blessed to be married to such a good-looking woman. With him doing everything he could to please her, John was the one not happy in the marriage and not her. If it were not for sex getting in the way, she'd be completely content. If it was not for sex getting in the way, they'd both be happier.
Even if she didn't need as much sex as he wanted, he was obviously always proud to be seen in public with her on his arm. He was obviously always proud to introduce her as his wife and as the mother of his children. In the way that other men stared at her while admiring her beauty and sexually lusting over her while staring at her sexy and shapely body, he still sexually lusted over her too. Why wouldn't he still sexually lust over Kathy when he seldom had sex with her? The problem was, in the way that she never sexually lusted over him, he never stopped sexually lusting over her.
Perhaps he suspected that she needed him to be more of a man and a better man, but he didn't have that in him to force his sexual desires on her, especially with his proclivity for masturbation. Obviously, with him treating her as if she his queen, a delicate flower, and his precious jewel, he loved her too much to be sexually aggressive with her. The last thing that he wanted was her seeing him as the pervert that he still was. In the way that he loved watching his porn videos while masturbating as his sexual outlet and release, sadly and sexually frustrating for her, he could never treat her as his personal, private porn star.
### Susan Jill Parker -- A retired librarian living a boring life with a retired accountant ###
With Kathy not doing anything for herself, a typical librarian, she was a quiet person and lived a somewhat reclusive life. After having been on the run for years, she now preferred not to leave the solitude of her home and had John run all the errands while she complained of this ache and that pain. Now that she was retired and too tired to want to do anything for herself, she couldn't help but feel that she wasted her life working in the house and outside the house. For forty-years of her life, all she did was work. When she wasn't working inside the house, she was working outside the house. Work and more work, a lifetime of work, all she remembered doing was repetitive work.
Work, work, and work, her work overshadowed any playtimes and good times that she had when she was young and carefree before she was married with children. When she reflected on her life, what she thought about more than anything else was her work inside the house and outside the house. Other than visiting neighbors on the weekends or having her family and friends over her house for the holidays, she had more memories of the drudgery that seemingly was most of her life. No doubt, she felt that lethargy because she was married to John and not to someone who was more excitingly active.
Obviously, by the negative outlook that she had of her life now, she was as depressed as she was unfulfilled. Still not as depressed as John was, she'd never be as morbidly depressed as her husband. John was suicidal long before they met and confessed that he had twice tried to kill himself when he was younger. With him in group therapy until just a few years ago, he took anti-depressants for years. Not only was he still as depressed as he was in his younger days, with him masturbating every day, sometimes multiple times a day, he was still just as horny and just as sexually frustrated as he was 50-years ago.
Maybe had she married someone else, imagining traveling more, her life would have been different. Maybe had she married another man, imagining not having to work outside of the house, her life may have been better. She thought of other men again while running down the list of available men she was interested in and/or she had dated before dating John. Always surprised to learn of their interest in her, with her thinking less of herself than others thought of her, she ran down the list of men, who were now all married, and who were once so infatuated with her.
Maybe had she married someone else, she wouldn't be as sad, depressed, and as sexually frustrated as she felt now. Maybe had she married someone else, she wouldn't be reading about someone else's adventures but living her own. Maybe had she married someone else, she would have been happier and felt more fulfilled. Maybe she should have married an older man, someone with money. Had she married an older man with money, he'd be dead by now and she'd be a wealthy, merry widow with money enough to spoil her children and her grandchildren while traveling the world.
Back then, so busy with work and caring for her children, her husband, and the house, and with her sexual past feeling like a lifetime ago and sometimes feeling as if it never happened, she lived for the weekends. Now, as if stuck in a time warp, the Twilight Zone of old, every day seemed the boring same. When she was working outside of the house at her job, it always seemed as if her workweeks were too long and her weekends too short. Now that she's retired, whether weekday or weekend, every day felt the boring same.
She was always surprised that it was Monday instead of Saturday or Tuesday instead of Sunday. With the workweek dragging on, where did the weekends go? Now that she's retired, unlike some of her friends who don't even go out for a walk, but for her arthritis flaring up with the dampness, she was glad that she still had her good health to soak in the sunshine. With her always active, she never thought she'd be hiding in her house in the way many of her friends and neighbors do. Now, as if she's a recluse living a reclusive life, she's content sitting on her couch reading.
Yet, if she knew her retirement would be like this, so empty and so boring, she would have better financially planned for her golden years. Only, with her retirement years always seemingly so very far away and never seeming real, there was always a real need for whatever money they saved to spend now instead of saving for later. Not that they were poor, they weren't; they were comfortable. Yet, she would have loved to have had the money enough to travel and to cruise the world. At least she had her memories of her wild and sexy promiscuous days. She was glad that she had some fun sowing her wild, sexual oats when she was younger.
Still instead of or in addition to just reading about other countries, she would have loved to have gone to all the faraway places she read about in her books, Africa, Asia, New Zealand, Iceland, Australia, even Alaska, and now Cuba. From foods, customs, and traditions, there were so very many places in the world that she would have liked to have visited and experienced. There were so very many things she would have enjoyed instead of just spending time in the backyard gardening and sitting at home reading.
She wished John was more adventurous but boringly content to stay at home too, he never caught the traveling bug. Besides, with him always so sadly depressed, he's not well. When he's not mentally depressed, always listlessly tired, he's not physically well. It takes whatever energy he had to run the errands and do the food shopping. She never liked shopping for food but he did. She suspected that he loved food shopping as his way of not only sneaking junk food in the house but also to leer at women. Giving him plenty of fodder for his masturbation, between down-blouse views and up-skirt peeks, women weren't always careful with their decorum, especially when food shopping at such an innocuous place as the supermarket.
Only, traveling to faraway places was much safer back then than it is now. Now with terrorism, terrorists, and airport security with drug dogs and police with automatic weapons, traveling now wasn't the same today as it was back then. Back then, as if they were attending a formal gathering, everyone dressed up to board a plane. Now, with no one having respect for anything, even the office of the president, people boarded the plane dressed like beach bums.
Even though she would have loved to travel, even with her an exhibitionist, nothing sexually stimulating about that, she would never dare bare to expose herself by walking through that invasive TSA X-ray machine. Moreover, with her now not very sexual, she could never allow a female, travel security agent pat her down and touch her in places that she hasn't allowed her husband to touch her in years. How dare they put people through that just to get on a plane? In violation of our rights of dignity and privacy, it's ridiculous and un-American to be forced to be so publicly violated.
Surely, there must be a better, less offensive, and less invasive way to check for weapons of mass destruction. Not only do they invade the privacy of every man and woman getting on a plane, they even pat down old women and children, as if they'd be a threat. Perhaps TSA should be more like the Post Office. Instead of checking every package before mailing it, the Post Office just asks what's in your package.
Then, there's the crowds waiting to get their boarding passes and the people hurrying from one gate to get to another gate for a flight that was cancelled. There's the long lines waiting to go through security. There's indirect flights with multiple stops, the frustrating inconveniences of being stuck waiting while the plane sits on the tarmac, and then there's the cancelled flights. God forbid anyone complains about the lack of customer service when flying the unfriendly skies, you'll be summarily dragged from the plane, beaten, arrested, and put on a no-fly list.
The horror of lost baggage is more of a reality now than ever before. The violation of baggage employees stealing personal possessions from suitcases pose more of a threat than terrorists and are more of a reality now than ever before. What used to be a pleasure when flying on a plane had morphed into a major nightmare of frustration, aggravation, and inconvenience.
Yet, even with her life as it is now, being retired and not working wasn't a bad life but it was a quiet, sedentary one. When doing the same things at the same time every day, quiet and sedentary quickly become boringly tedious and frustratingly tiring. A big adjustment from having to get washed, dressed, and doing her hair and makeup every day to face the public, now she was comfortable hanging around the house in her nightgown, bathrobe, and slippers until noon.
After working as a librarian for more than forty-five-years and interacting with all sorts of people, she enjoyed the tranquility of her new life. Other than her friends, neighbors, and family, if she never had to interact with another person again, she'd be happy. With the lunacy of the mad rush of people that flooded the library daily to ask stupid questions, content to stay at home and read, if she never had to go out again, she could do that too. If she never had to answer another dumb question or help a stranger find another book, she was okay with that.



Rather than the big things, it was the little things that made her happy now, such as a note she received in the mail from an old friend, a television show, or a movie that she looked forward to watching. After forty-five-years of working with the public in the library, she enjoyed going through a day without having to talk to anyone but to her husband, John. As if it was a rainy afternoon and she was sick in bed, not one for gossiping on the phone, she enjoyed spending every day reading instead of talking. Now with her having the time to work in her garden, she finally got to read all the books that she wanted to read.
Having built quite the personal library, she read J.K. Rowling, Ted Dekker, Michael Connelly, Harlan Coben, Brad Meltzer, Nate Kenyon, Dennis Lehane, Steve Berry, Stephen King, Catherine Coulter, Gillian Flynn, Brian Keene, John Grisham, and Dean Koontz. She read all the classics of literature too. She read everything by Shakespeare, Twain, Dickens, Poe, Hemingway, Fitzgerald, Woolf, Austen, Tolstoy, Orwell, Melville, Chekhov, Christie, Conrad, Steinbeck, Morrison, Tolkien, Doyle, Eliot, James, Wilde, Verne, Hugo, Hawthorne, Shelley, Maugham, and Wharton, and dozens of other writers. Yet, romance novels were her favorite books to read. If only a time to pretend, romance novels moved her to where she wanted and needed to be to survive being married to John.
Only with her keeping her books to herself, as if every word was precious and expressly written just for her, cherishing every word, she didn't share what she read with her husband. Before he abandoned reading for watching TV, he used to ask her what she was reading but when she gave him evasive and non-descript answers, as if annoyed that he'd invade her privacy by asking, he stopped asking. Now, lost in her world of characters traveling the globe while having sexual affairs with mysterious men, she finally experienced all that she missed in her life by reading about it.
'Tick, tick, tick.'
To be continued...
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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Sometimes not a good place to be, home alone with John.
Continued from Chapter 03:
Yet, if she knew her retirement would be like this, so empty and so boring, she would have better financially planned for her golden years. Only, with her retirement years always seemingly so very far away and never seeming real, there was always a real need for whatever money they saved to spend now instead of saving for later. Not that they were poor, they weren't; they were comfortable. Yet, she would have loved to have had the money enough to travel and to cruise the world. At least she had her memories of her wild and sexy promiscuous days. She was glad that she had some fun sowing her wild, sexual oats when she was younger.
Still instead of or in addition to just reading about other countries, she would have loved to have gone to all the faraway places she read about in her books, Africa, Asia, New Zealand, Iceland, Australia, even Alaska, and now Cuba. From foods, customs, and traditions, there were so very many places in the world that she would have liked to have visited and experienced. There were so very many things she would have enjoyed instead of just spending time in the backyard gardening and sitting at home reading.
She wished John was more adventurous but boringly content to stay at home too, he never caught the traveling bug. Besides, with him always so sadly depressed, he's not well. When he's not mentally depressed, always listlessly tired, he's not physically well. It takes whatever energy he had to run the errands and do the food shopping. She never liked shopping for food but he did. She suspected that he loved food shopping as his way of not only sneaking junk food in the house but also to leer at women. Giving him plenty of fodder for his masturbation, between down-blouse views and up-skirt peeks, women weren't always careful with their decorum, especially when food shopping at such an innocuous place as the supermarket.
Only, traveling to faraway places was much safer back then than it is now. Now with terrorism, terrorists, and airport security with drug dogs and police with automatic weapons, traveling now wasn't the same today as it was back then. Back then, as if they were attending a formal gathering, everyone dressed up to board a plane. Now, with no one having respect for anything, even the office of the president, people boarded the plane dressed like beach bums.
Even though she would have loved to travel, even with her an exhibitionist, nothing sexually stimulating about that, she would never dare bare to expose herself by walking through that invasive TSA X-ray machine. Moreover, with her now not very sexual, she could never allow a female, travel security agent pat her down and touch her in places that she hasn't allowed her husband to touch her in years. How dare they put people through that just to get on a plane? In violation of our rights of dignity and privacy, it's ridiculous and un-American to be forced to be so publicly violated.
Surely, there must be a better, less offensive, and less invasive way to check for weapons of mass destruction. Not only do they invade the privacy of every man and woman getting on a plane, they even pat down old women and children, as if they'd be a threat. Perhaps TSA should be more like the Post Office. Instead of checking every package before mailing it, the Post Office just asks what's in your package.
Then, there's the crowds waiting to get their boarding passes and the people hurrying from one gate to get to another gate for a flight that was cancelled. There's the long lines waiting to go through security. There's indirect flights with multiple stops, the frustrating inconveniences of being stuck waiting while the plane sits on the tarmac, and then there's the cancelled flights. God forbid anyone complains about the lack of customer service when flying the unfriendly skies, you'll be summarily dragged from the plane, beaten, arrested, and put on a no-fly list.
The horror of lost baggage is more of a reality now than ever before. The violation of baggage employees stealing personal possessions from suitcases pose more of a threat than terrorists and are more of a reality now than ever before. What used to be a pleasure when flying on a plane had morphed into a major nightmare of frustration, aggravation, and inconvenience.
Yet, even with her life as it is now, being retired and not working wasn't a bad life but it was a quiet, sedentary one. When doing the same things at the same time every day, quiet and sedentary quickly become boringly tedious and frustratingly tiring. A big adjustment from having to get washed, dressed, and doing her hair and makeup every day to face the public, now she was comfortable hanging around the house in her nightgown, bathrobe, and slippers until noon.
After working as a librarian for more than forty-five-years and interacting with all sorts of people, she enjoyed the tranquility of her new life. Other than her friends, neighbors, and family, if she never had to interact with another person again, she'd be happy. With the lunacy of the mad rush of people that flooded the library daily to ask stupid questions, content to stay at home and read, if she never had to go out again, she could do that too. If she never had to answer another dumb question or help a stranger find another book, she was okay with that.
Rather than the big things, it was the little things that made her happy now, such as a note she received in the mail from an old friend, a television show, or a movie that she looked forward to watching. After forty-five-years of working with the public in the library, she enjoyed going through a day without having to talk to anyone but to her husband, John. As if it was a rainy afternoon and she was sick in bed, not one for gossiping on the phone, she enjoyed spending every day reading instead of talking. Now with her having the time to work in her garden, she finally got to read all the books that she wanted to read.
Having built quite the personal library, she read J.K. Rowling, Ted Dekker, Michael Connelly, Harlan Coben, Brad Meltzer, Nate Kenyon, Dennis Lehane, Steve Berry, Stephen King, Catherine Coulter, Gillian Flynn, Brian Keene, John Grisham, and Dean Koontz. She read all the classics of literature too. She read everything by Shakespeare, Twain, Dickens, Poe, Hemingway, Fitzgerald, Woolf, Austen, Tolstoy, Orwell, Melville, Chekhov, Christie, Conrad, Steinbeck, Morrison, Tolkien, Doyle, Eliot, James, Wilde, Verne, Hugo, Hawthorne, Shelley, Maugham, and Wharton, and dozens of other writers. Yet, romance novels were her favorite books to read. If only a time to pretend, romance novels moved her to where she wanted and needed to be to survive being married to John.
Only with her keeping her books to herself, as if every word was precious and expressly written just for her, cherishing every word, she didn't share what she read with her husband. Before he abandoned reading for watching TV, he used to ask her what she was reading but when she gave him evasive and non-descript answers, as if annoyed that he'd invade her privacy by asking, he stopped asking. Now, lost in her world of characters traveling the globe while having sexual affairs with mysterious men, she finally experienced all that she missed in her life by reading about it.
'Tick, tick, tick.'
Chapter 04:
Not the same person she was forty-five years ago, Kathy sat on the couch perfectly content while reading her book, the latest novel by one of her favorite, romance writers. Sometimes, but not very often, she missed her cat, Felix, an American, short haired feline that cuddled at the top of the couch or sat contently in her lap purring. Yet, after living his pampered life for 18-years, he had hopefully gone to a better place. Sometimes, but not nearly as much as she missed her cat, she missed her dog, Oscar, a Rat terrier, lying by feet. Because for his penchant for digging, after he made a hole in a cushion, he was no longer allowed on the furniture.
Unfortunately, as if missing his best friend, as soon as Felix died, Oscar died too. Unable to separate them in life and hopefully now joined together again in death, one seemed so lonely without the other. Now that she doesn't have a pet, if she had her druthers, with too much bother cleaning up after them, she'd never have another cat or dog.
She'd never forget the time a bat flew down the chimney and darted around the living room when they forgot to close the flue. Trapped like the flying rat that he was, unable to catch the thing and frustrated, the dog barked and chased the bat all over the house. Then, when the bat flew by the cat, as if he was playing a game of field hockey, just like that, not even moving from his perch on the couch, he raised his paw and killed it. She suddenly had a new admiration for the cat that she always had for and expected of the dog.
"What good was owning a Rat terrier if he couldn't catch and kill a bat. After all a bat was nothing more than a flying mouse," she said to her friends when bragging about the deadliness of her cat.
Yet, with her a librarian and an educated woman with an advance degree in Library Science, she knew better that a bat wasn't a flying rodent but a flying mammal, the only flying mammal in the world. She still remembered running around the house with a pillow over her head and screaming while John was trying to hit the thing with a broom. Laughing about it now, but horrified by it then, the sudden appearance of a bat flying in their house was the most fun they had in years.
Then, thinking that the bat had flown back up the chimney, it was gone until they saw the cat get it a few hours later when it flew from out of nowhere again. If nothing else, it gave her something to talk about to her friends and neighbors only to have to listen to their stories of giant spiders, raccoons, squirrels, snakes, and skunks. Still, even she had to admit, it was lonely without a dog and/or a cat following her around the house in demand of her attention.
They got Oscar three years after they adopted Felix. Felix the cat was an appropriate name for a cat when remembering the cartoon and the clock of Felix with a wagging tale and big, moving eyes from years ago. Kathy laughed whenever she thought of her cat's name. Yet, not named after the cartoon, at the time she adopted her cat, the 70's television show, The Odd Couple, with Tony Randall playing Felix and Jack Klugman playing Oscar was still fresh in her mind.
With her already owning a cat named Felix, what better name to give the stupid dog than Oscar. With Felix always so fussy and finicky, he reminded her of Tony Randall's character, Felix. With Oscar so loudly barking and so crazy running from window to window to bark, he reminded her of Jack Klugman's character, Oscar. Just as she couldn't remember her life before them, she never thought she'd have to live her life without them. As if the house belonged to the pets, the house seemed so quiet and so ungodly empty without them.
'Tick, tick, tick...'
Being that Felix the cat was there first, he was the pack leader. As was his daily ritual to keep Oscar in place, every time the dog mindlessly walked by the couch while sniffing the carpet for dropped crumbs, Felix would swat at his back and make the dog jump in fright. So funny to see, sometimes Felix would actually chase Oscar around the house for the fun of it.
Most times, they'd both go out in the fenced in backyard together and play or just sit and stare at one another. Once Oscar was outside, he imposed his inbred personality at the expense of the neighborhood. Territorial protective by barking and chasing away squirrels, he was aggressive to anything or anyone that dared walk by the house. In the way that she was content sitting on her couch and reading, Felix was content sitting while licking and washing himself.
Now that his best friend, Oscar was gone, her husband wanted to rescue another dog. In the way that Kathy loved cats, John loved dogs. Fortunately, she was able to convince her husband that at their age, it was too much of a hassle and even a hardship to walk the dog in the elements. She couldn't imagine having to walk another dog in the snow, the rain, the wind, and the heat of the day all over again. She couldn't imagine going out in the cold dampness, especially when her arthritis acted up again. She had suffered in silence too many years doing that with little complaint.
She'd be okay with another cat but John never liked cats and, obviously picking up on his dislike for them, cats didn't like him either. Even though she eventually adjusted to Oscar, it was a hard adjustment to make with him so active and energetic until the day he died, especially when compared to the cat. The truth was that she never liked dogs. Compared to cats, dogs were crazy, nasty, mean, and noisy. The big difference between the two, her dog was aggressive and cat was passive.
Yet, what worked for her pets, with one being passive and the other aggressive, didn't work for her. Seemingly odd that she preferred the passivity of the cat when in her sexual life, she'd much preferred an aggressive lover. Yet, when it came to pets instead of lovers, one had nothing to do with the other. Now that she was thinking of aggression, she wished John was more aggressive. With him asking her for sex and begging her for a blowjob, she wished he acted more like the dog than the cat. She wished he just took what he wanted and forced her to do what he needed her to do.
Dogs were too much trouble and demanded too much of her time and affection. Dogs needed to be walked and exercised, especially a high-energy breed like the Rat terrier. Dogs were like the village idiots always making fools of themselves while the cat would just sit there and sleep or watch the dog acting stupid. Moreover, she didn't even have to walk the cat or take the cat out to do his business. She just needed to clean his litter box.
Now, as if their home was an extension of the library, the house was so uncommonly quiet without the pets needing their attention for food, water, taking them outside, and playing toys with them. Sometimes Kathy would just sit there for hours listening to the quiet. Her house was now officially even quieter than the library. In comparison, the library wasn't quiet at all. There was always someone shuffling around, screeching chairs across the tile floor, and/or talking. Yet, here, it's just the grandfather clock ticking and chiming.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
### Susan Jill Parker -- Tick, tick, tick, tick... ###
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
Sometimes the ticking of the grandfather clock was unnervingly annoying and other times she never heard the continual ticking. Reminding her of the time that past, she felt pressured to live her life to its fullest. With each tick, she was another second older. With each tick, she had one second less to live. With each tick and with her having lived a good life, compared to some of her friends with serious health issues, other than to have the time to read more books, do her gardening, and to travel, she had no regrets.
Now that much of her life was over, as if trying to slow time down by enjoying every, last second on Earth that she had, sometimes she concentrated too much on the ticking of the time that continually passed than the time she had now. Sometimes, but for the sexual excitement she had in her youth by having sex with so very many, random men, she now lived vicariously through her romance novels. Imagining herself as the main character, she loved reading books where the characters traveled to distant lands and unusual cities.
* * * * *
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
Keeping track of every second that ticked by, that infernal grandfather clock never stopped it's ticking countdown of her life. What was sometimes much worse than the ticking, especially if she was on the phone, trying to listen to the news, or having trouble concentrating while reading her book, was the infernal bonging sound at each quarter hour.
'Bong! Bong! Bong...'
Much like Chinese torture, the stupid clock played part of a musical song every fifteen minutes that grew longer until it reached the hour. Once the time passed 6 pm or 6 am, more annoyingly intrusive, the clocked bonged louder and longer. Fortunately, there was a switch that turned off the bonging but, unless she was to stop the pendulum from swinging, not the ticking. Besides, John didn't want her turning off his precious clock at night. He liked all the gonging, even late at night. He said turning the clock off disrupted the accuracy of the clock telling the correct time and forced him to have adjust the time every day.
"So? What's the big deal? Open the damn clock door and move the minute hand forward or back a couple of minutes," she said to him with a shrug.
Sometimes she wondered if he loved that clock more than he loved her. When he wasn't fussing with his clock, he was playing with the his damn dog. If she went by how much he played with that stupid dog, held him, pet him, rubbed him, massaged him, talked to him, cared for him, took him in the car, and walked him, he loved his dog more than he loved her. Ridiculous for her to be jealous of a grandfather's clock and/or of a dog but sometimes she was.
Now that the dog was dead, John always looked sad, much sadder than he ever looked before. He seemed lost without having to care for his dog, Oscar. He looked as sad and as lost when his best friend, Walter died. As if that dog was another one of their children, he loved that stupid animal. Tempted to allow him to get another dog, she just couldn't. She couldn't bear the elements to walk another dog early in the morning and/or late at night. All they needed to do was to slip and fall on black ice that they didn't see early in the morning or late at night.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick. Tick, tick, tick, tick. Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
Sometimes with all the ticking, she felt as if she lived in Neverland with Peter Pan, Tinkerbell, and Captain Hook. The only sounds that intruded on her thinking and disturbed her reading was the ticking of the idiotic grandfather's clock but now having grown used to it, most times she didn't even hear it, even when it bonged. Truth be told, happy with her grandmother's antique, mantle clock that musically chimed much softer and less intrusive, she never wanted a grandfather's clock but John was insistent on buying one. Something he seldom did, he seldom put his foot down and vehemently voiced his wants, needs, and/or opinions but a grandfather's clock was something that he wanted going back to when he was a child.
She wished he put his foot down about her giving him sex. She wished he'd put his foot down about wanting her to blow him. She wished he'd be as aggressive with her as he was in wanting sex, especially a blowjob, and as he acted over wanting to buy the stupid and intrusive grandfather's clock and that the big screen TV. If only he'd act more like a man than a wimp, she'd act more like a sexy, sexual woman than a cold, sexless bitch.
If only he'd strip off her clothes, tear them to shreds, she'd surrender her naked body to him. In the way of the rape scenes that she watched in movies, if only he forced her, she'd fuck him. If only he'd grab her by her hair and force her to her knees, she'd obediently suck him. Yet, too late for that now, something she never imagined would happen, done giving hand jobs and blowjobs, she was no longer interested in sex. Perhaps if he was someone else, anyone else, but he was the last man she wanted to masturbate and/or suck.



He tried explaining about Captain Kangaroo having a grandfather clock. Yet, when he started talking about Mr. Green Jeans and Bunny Rabbit, losing her in his childhood memories, he obviously felt foolish continuing his explanation and stopped expounding on why he needed a grandfather's clock. She had never heard of or watched the Captain Kangaroo show. With her parents both teachers, college professors and academicians, unless watching the news, National Geographic, or a documentary, they seldom wasted their time watching situation comedies or anything else on television. Instead, as if they were still in school during their never-ending process of educating themselves, they read. In the way that they were voracious readers, she was a voracious reader too.
### Susan Jill Parker -- Pool Table, Big Screen TV, and Big Brother ###
Another one of the things he wanted, a must have, he wanted a pool table too that he seldom used now that his best friend, Walter, was dead. They played pool all the time while having a beer and talking football or baseball. An eyesore and a constant reminder of him not playing pool, now the unused table is stacked with junk in the middle of the cellar floor. To protect the slate from getting warped from storing heavy boxes on the table, John put a 9' x 5' piece of plywood on top of the rails.
He tried teaching her to play but, too much like table sized, miniature golf, which she despised too, and a waste of her time, she wasn't interested in hitting colored, numbered balls in holes. With pool tables and pool halls preceded by the bad reputation they had from all the books she read, she wasn't much of a pool player. Yet, more than just playing a silly game, he pressured her to play strip pool and/or to have sex on the pool table.
He even wanted her to have sex with his best friend, Walter, while he watched. Now, he was talking. Yet, just as he didn't take the necessary steps to make her want to suck and fuck her husband, he didn't take the necessary steps to make her want to suck and fuck her husband's best friend. He needed to force her to do what he sexually wanted her to do by slapping her, stripping her naked, forcing her to her knees, and putting a heavy hand to her head, but he never did.
It was just a passing suggestion or an unrealistic, sexual fantasy that he'd masturbate over later in the privacy of the bathroom. There was no way that either of those things would happen, playing strip poker or having sex with Walter while he watched, without him forcing her. Yet, if only he forced her to have sex on the pool table, she would have allowed him to fuck her on the pool table. If only he forced her to have sex with Walter, she would have had sex with his best friend while he watched.
With her still playing the morally, modest woman instead of the promiscuous whore, if only John had lifted her skirt or pulled down her top in front of Walter, he would have wetted her libido. If only he had stripped her naked in front of Walter, they could have had some real, sexual fun. If only he had forced her to her knees, she would have allowed them both to hump her face and fuck her mouth while she sucked their cocks and allowed them to ejaculate their cum in her mouth.
Once naked, if only he had pushed her back on the pool table, she would have allowed both men to take turns fingering and licking her pussy while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. If only he had pushed her back on the pool table, she would have fucked Walter while he watched. If only he had forced her to do all that he sexually wanted her to do, she would have done it all. Instead of him being so sad and so sexually frustrated, he would have been so happy to have a wife who was a whore.
If only John had lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, put her across his lap and slapped her naked ass hard, she'd fuck both men on his precious pool table. If only he had forced her to her knees, pulled her hair hard enough for her to scream loud enough, she would have allowed them to impale her mouth with their pricks. Oh, yeah, she would have blown them both. If only he had tied her to a pole down the cellar, they all could have had some sexy fun. Yet, something she always sexually fantasized him doing, her husband never had the forethought to force his sexual wants, needs, and desires upon her.
'Too bad,' she thought. 'The three of us could have had some sexy fun.'
* * * * *
A custom pool table would have cost five-thousand-dollars or more but John found a company that imported pool tables from China for only twelve-hundred-dollars tax free. Instead of only having a choice of the color of the cloth, the table was all custom made to his personal specifications. Giving him a huge and varied selection, the color of the wood, the shape of the legs, the sides, the rails, and even the pockets were all custom ordered. With thousands of variations, all uniquely different, seemingly no pool table was the same. There had to be a catch.
With the pool table coming from China, John figured that the shipping must be enormous but shipping was included in the price. The only catch was the table came in two boxes and had to be assembled. She figured for that price that the table would be a flimsy piece of junk. She figured for that price, with the table coming from China, that the slate would be in cracked, crushed, and in pieces but it wasn't; it was all carefully packed. She figured he'd never put it together but with Walter's help, they assembled it in just a few hours.
As John unwrapped each piece of the table, she was surprised by the quality of the craftsmanship. As if hand rubbed, the wood was so shiny. When John assembled the table with little trouble and without frustration, the only help he needed was to install the three, one-hundred-seventy-five pound each pieces of slate. He enlisted the help of his son and the three men put the heavy, delicate slate in place. Once the table was assembled, weighing nearly eight-hundred pounds, it looked like a table that would cost eight-thousand-dollars. It was a beautiful piece of furniture that came with everything, the balls, the sticks, the racks, and even the chalk.
With her not needing a dog, a larger television, a grandfather's clock, and/or now a pool table, she was much like her parents in that regard and in their seriousness of a scholarly if not monastic life. She viewed troublesome, time consuming dogs, annoying grandfather clocks, big screen TV's, and pool tables as an unnecessary and foolish purchases. Time they could better used having sex, if only he forced her, she viewed walking dogs, watching television, and playing pool a waste of time.
Now that there's computers, the Internet, smart phones, Kindle, and tablets, just as no one needed to be constantly reminded of the time anymore, seemingly no one reads a book anymore. Soon, there won't be any libraries other than the presidential libraries and the Library of Congress. Soon, gone the way of the dinosaurs, with words on paper pages replaced by electronic images on computer screens, other than the electronic ones ordered online and downloaded from the Cloud, they'll be no more books. Soon, gone the way of gas station attendants, bank tellers, and supermarket cashiers, they'll be no need for librarians.
"God helps us," she mumbled under her breath. "The eventual ruination of mankind and womankind as we know it, we've allowed our politicians to make such a greedy mess of the world."
* * * * *
She mumbled the same thing when they replaced her and filled her job with a child, forty-years her junior. This little girl, barely five-foot-tall, had a master's degree from the Harvard School of Education. Kathy had a master's degree in library science too but not from Harvard. Instead of earning her master's degree as this child did at twenty-three-years-old, attending night school while raising a family and working full-time, Kathy didn't receive her master's degree until she was forty-years-old and was married with three children.
Moreover, in the way that she avoided computers as if they were a dreaded, fatal disease, her replacement, as if she was an extension of the computer herself, had grown up with computers. From operating them, fixing them, and programming them, she knew all there was to know about computers. Not only that but she was all over the social media. For the sake of her privacy, social media was something that Kathy refused to do. She stayed away from posting anything private to the Cloud as if the Cloud was a black cloud of doom.
From Facebook, to YouTube, to Twitter, to LinkedIn, to Pinterest, to Instagram, and to Snap Chat, social media was something that Kathy refused to participate in for fear that Big Brother was watching her. Truth be told, she wouldn't be wrong. She was wised to be suspicious of Big Brother recording her history on the Internet. With hacking more than the norm than a rare occasion, rather not to be noticed than to be a target, she'd be better off casting a smaller shadow and a smaller footprint.
'Ho hum, time for a nap,' she thought while yawning.
Instead of taking a nap, she decided to have a cup of tea so that she could finish her book, a romantic thriller about a man saving a woman from being gangraped. Now that she was reading about a woman about to be gangraped, pity the poor man who saved her from that, the thought of being gangraped sexually excited her. She hadn't felt that sexual excitement in years. In the way that her life was so boringly sedentary, the highlight of her existence would be to have three or four men strip her naked and force her to suck and fuck them.
Sometimes the occasional car or truck made a wrong turn and motored down their quiet, dead end street. Other than the clock and an occasional vehicle, they lived life in their house of forty-five years as if making the slow and easy transition to be buried in the cemetery across the street. As if the cemetery was a breathing and seething entity needing more dead bodies to decompose, the burial grounds loomed larger with each passing tick, tick, tick, and each passing year that they survived.
A constant reminder or how their life would end and where they'd go to rest in eternal peace, how convenient to have the cemetery so nearby? How reality invoking it was to have their final resting place across the street from their home and in view? In the way that she found it depressing to look at the cemetery, the tombstone littered landscape captured her husband's interest and morbid imagination. He had a habit of staring out the living room window at the cemetery across the street as if he was seeing ghosts.
"Sometimes when there was a full moon," said John as if talking to himself while staring out the living room window in the dark as she read. "As if he's standing there holding a lantern and waving me over, I can see Father Time right there in the cemetery," he said pointing to some reflection far in the distance and deep within bowls of the cemetery.
Father time? How was she to respond to that remark? What could she possibly say to ease his mind when they both knew they'd both be buried there sooner than later. They already bought their plots, made their final arrangements with the funeral home, and even picked out their coffins. Yet, instead of focusing on life and the good things, he thought only about the negative things. He thought about death, talked about seeing Father Time, and focused on pessimism, especially when he was depressed. Now she wondered if he was still taking his anti-depressants.
* * * * *
After working full-time jobs while raising three children, as if severed with a knife, the excitement of their hectic schedules abruptly ended in retirement. From that, to this, and soon to nothing, the end of their days would soon be near. Yet, losing their identities was more of a loss than losing their jobs. On the other hand, no longer feeling like indentured servants, their debt was paid and their final reward earned was their meager retirements combined with their entitlement to modest, monthly, Social Security checks.
'Entitlement, some entitlement. The new buzz word, was the spin that politicians loved to use in reference to the lowly middle class. What was even worse than calling people like her entitled was when they referred to themselves as public servants,' she thought and stopped thinking about the state of affairs and the way of the world so as to not get angry. 'Public servants, my ass. The only public they serve are themselves. If they are anything, they are self-serving, public thieves,' she thought.
Now earning just enough money between the two of them to survive, with health care costs eating up a big chuck of their income, they didn't feel very entitled. They certainly didn't feel as entitled as the entitled politicians who liked to call themselves public servants. Indeed, with those voted into office all greedy, self-righteous, self-serving, lying, cheating, and thieving, they were hardly the public servants they professed to be.
After working outside of the house most of her adult life, retirement was such a dramatic change. As much of a change as going from a whore having sex with random men to becoming a faithful wife and a loving mother. As if shaking her from a dream, it felt as if someone took her by the shoulders and shook her from unconscious thought to consciousness. Now that she was finally awake from the flashbacks of her life, she just wanted to go back to sleep. With that wish coming true soon enough, sometimes she wished she could sleep forever.
'You don't have to go to work today. You may stay in bed or do whatever you'd like to do rather than to go to work. You're retired,' said a voice in her head.
Only, she didn't feel as retired as she felt rejected. She felt rejected because she was old, outdated, and not as useful as her younger protégé. Trying to help her make the adjustment from working every day to staying home every day, there was always that familiar voice talking to her. She'd consider working part-time somewhere doing something but no one would pay her what she was worth. Besides, she was always so tired, sometimes too tired to even read.
As much as she felt excited that she didn't have to get up every day to get ready for work, she felt sad at the same time by the prospect of not having to work and being retired. Only, where she had a purpose before with working full-time, caring for her children, her husband, the house, and earning her master's degree at night, now there was nothing but reading and gardening. Now there was nothing but the past, a constant reminder of all the mistakes she made in the one life she had to live. Now there was nothing by John pacing the house when he wasn't masturbating and asking her for sex.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
* * * * *
Seemingly, when they were young and both healthy, busy doing everything and busy doing nothing, there was always something to do and somewhere to go. Now as if they had already died and were forgotten, no one invited them anywhere anymore. Guilty of that too, they didn't invite anyone anywhere anymore either. In fairness, many of their friends moved, divorced, or died and she didn't have the motivation and/or energy she once had to open her heart, her life, and her house to new friends or to track down the old ones.
Been there and done that, she was too tired for all that bullshit. She was tired of commitments and content to stay home and read. John was the one who was sad and depressed. He had one best friend and he died. When his friend died, it was as if he died too and then when the dog died, John's depression had worsened. Yet, indeed, with both seemingly somewhat content to be alone and lonely, with her happy to be alone reading and him struggling with his loneliness, they were a match made in Heaven.
Between driving the kids to band practice, team sports, and school events, what little time they had left to share with one another in the bedroom was not as much time as John wanted. Truth be told, done sucking and fucking men, she was glad that part of her life was over. She never enjoyed having sex with John. Once she stopped her whoring with hot men, she was done with sex other than her bare, necessary, wifely duty.
Clumsy in his groping of her, never taking his time, and with her always feeling rushed, she never felt anything but the pressure of him on top of him. As if she had a timer in her head while they had sex, all she heard was him grunting and the infernal ticking of the annoying grandfather clock. Besides, he was too gentle and too nice when she needed someone who was rough and mean. She needed to be called names while being pushed, shoved, slapped around, and forced to do every sexual thing the man wanted her to do.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
To be continued...
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Sex with her husband, John, was the worst sex that Kathy ever had.
Continued from Chapter 04:
After working full-time jobs while raising three children, as if severed with a knife, the excitement of their hectic schedules abruptly ended in retirement. From that, to this, and soon to nothing, the end of their days would soon be near. Yet, losing their identities was more of a loss than losing their jobs. On the other hand, no longer feeling like indentured servants, their debt was paid and their final reward earned was their meager retirements combined with their entitlement to modest, monthly, Social Security checks.
'Entitlement, some entitlement. The new buzz word, was the spin that politicians loved to use in reference to the lowly middle class. What was even worse than calling people like her entitled was when they referred to themselves as public servants,' she thought and stopped thinking about the state of affairs and the way of the world so as to not get angry. 'Public servants, my ass. The only public they serve are themselves. If they are anything, they are self-serving, public thieves,' she thought.
Now earning just enough money between the two of them to survive, with health care costs eating up a big chuck of their income, they didn't feel very entitled. They certainly didn't feel as entitled as the entitled politicians who liked to call themselves public servants. Indeed, with those voted into office all greedy, self-righteous, self-serving, lying, cheating, and thieving, they were hardly the public servants they professed to be.
After working outside of the house most of her adult life, retirement was such a dramatic change. As much of a change as going from a whore having sex with random men to becoming a faithful wife and a loving mother. As if shaking her from a dream, it felt as if someone took her by the shoulders and shook her from unconscious thought to consciousness. Now that she was finally awake from the flashbacks of her life, she just wanted to go back to sleep. With that wish coming true soon enough, sometimes she wished she could sleep forever.
'You don't have to go to work today. You may stay in bed or do whatever you'd like to do rather than to go to work. You're retired,' said a voice in her head.
Only, she didn't feel as retired as she felt rejected. She felt rejected because she was old, outdated, and not as useful as her younger protégé. Trying to help her make the adjustment from working every day to staying home every day, there was always that familiar voice talking to her. She'd consider working part-time somewhere doing something but no one would pay her what she was worth. Besides, she was always so tired, sometimes too tired to even read.
As much as she felt excited that she didn't have to get up every day to get ready for work, she felt sad at the same time by the prospect of not having to work and being retired. Only, where she had a purpose before with working full-time, caring for her children, her husband, the house, and earning her master's degree at night, now there was nothing but reading and gardening. Now there was nothing but the past, a constant reminder of all the mistakes she made in the one life she had to live. Now there was nothing by John pacing the house when he wasn't masturbating and asking her for sex.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
* * * * *
Seemingly, when they were young and both healthy, busy doing everything and busy doing nothing, there was always something to do and somewhere to go. Now as if they had already died and were forgotten, no one invited them anywhere anymore. Guilty of that too, they didn't invite anyone anywhere anymore either. In fairness, many of their friends moved, divorced, or died and she didn't have the motivation and/or energy she once had to open her heart, her life, and her house to new friends or to track down the old ones.
Been there and done that, she was too tired for all that bullshit. She was tired of commitments and content to stay home and read. John was the one who was sad and depressed. He had one best friend and he died. When his friend died, it was as if he died too and then when the dog died, John's depression had worsened. Yet, indeed, with both seemingly somewhat content to be alone and lonely, with her happy to be alone reading and him struggling with his loneliness, they were a match made in Heaven.
Between driving the kids to band practice, team sports, and school events, what little time they had left to share with one another in the bedroom was not as much time as John wanted. Truth be told, done sucking and fucking men, she was glad that part of her life was over. She never enjoyed having sex with John. Once she stopped her whoring with hot men, she was done with sex other than her bare, necessary, wifely duty.
Clumsy in his groping of her, never taking his time, and with her always feeling rushed, she never felt anything but the pressure of him on top of him. As if she had a timer in her head while they had sex, all she heard was him grunting and the infernal ticking of the annoying grandfather clock. Besides, he was too gentle and too nice when she needed someone who was rough and mean. She needed to be called names while being pushed, shoved, slapped around, and forced to do every sexual thing the man wanted her to do.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
Chapter 05:
Truth be told, with her sometimes so very exhausted after a long day of working outside the house and inside the house, she'd much rather sleep than to have sex with her husband. Dragging herself from doing one chore to doing another chore as if she was a zombie, she was always so tired. With her having so much to do, she was always able to come up with a valid excuse why they couldn't have marital relations this night, that night, or any other night. If he was a smart man, he would have helped her with her chores, but he never did. If he wanted sex that much, he would have forced himself on her, but he never did.
As far as she was concerned, she'd much rather work than to have sexual relations with him. Besides, as if she had gotten sex out of her system, she had so much sex when she was younger that she'd be happy to never have sex with anyone again, especially with him. Sex, sex, sex, everything was sex. Every book she read, every television program or movie she watched was charged with sexual content, sexual situations, and/or nudity. Now, with Viagra and Cialis, even the medical commercials suggested romance, lovemaking, and sex.
Then, there was the Internet. John spent hours every day perusing sex sites on the Internet. When he wasn't staring at topless women on the Internet while masturbating himself, with him retiring to the bathroom to do his dirty business, he was masturbating himself over his obvious thoughts of having sex with naked women. The sexual hormones that she had forty-five years ago, John seemingly still had now. Her need for sex evaporated with the birth of each child and with the additional chores dumped on her shoulders while his need for sex escalated.
Instead of having sex with her perverted husband, she'd much rather sleep and dream of the lead man in one of her romance novels forcing her to make love to him than to have sex with mild mannered and polite John. She'd much rather read than to have him touch her, feel her, fondle her, paw her, and grope her naked body, while grunting in her ear and sweating his sexual lust for her all over her. Those days were over with the birth of her last child. She'd much rather work in her backyard garden than to have him clumsily finger around in her womanly garden.
'Gross, so gross. Get your fat, sweating, disgusting body off me,' she so wanted to say just once. 'You smell like food. You smell like bean dip.'
Only, if she confessed how she truly felt about him and about them having sex, she'd deeply hurt him. Yet, sometimes she hated him as much as she hated having sex with him. As much as she hated him ejaculating inside her, as if he owned her pussy, she hated it even more when he ejaculated all over her tits. If it was up to him, he'd ejaculate in her mouth and all over her face. If it was up to him, he'd have sex with her every day, twice a day.
With her having just showered and now having to make the time to shower again in the morning before work, as if marking her as his territory, she hated it when he sweated all over her. The last thing she'd ever want to hear, she'd be so embarrassed if a co-worker said that she smelled like sex. Not even feeling guilty for no longer having sex with her husband, she didn't want to have sex with him.
As far as she was concerned, just as her whoring days were over, she was glad those days of her having sex with John were long gone too. With those days over, Kathy was fine with them not having sex nearly as much as they did in the past while trying to make babies. Her wifely duty and her obligation to being married, a good Catholic and a kind Christian, basically and admittedly, she only had sex with her husband to conceive children. Even when they were first married and on their Honeymoon, she never had sex for the pleasure of it and she never enjoyed having sex with him.
Perhaps, had she not had such a sexual past, she may have felt differently. Had she not had such a sexual past, with sex no longer important or exciting to her, she may have married a more attractive man. Yet, once she bore him three children, if she never had sex with him again, she'd be happy.
She may have reconsidered her decision to no longer have sex if only he'd force himself on her. If only he'd slap her around before stripping her naked, he'd turn her on enough for her to want to fuck him. If only he'd grab her by her hair and force her to her knees, he'd turn her on enough for her to want to suck him. Yet, just as that need to be forced to have sex was in her makeup, it wasn't in his makeup to force her to have sex against her will. A kind and gentle man, he never laid a finger on her.
There was nothing sexy about seeing his fat, hairy, sweaty, smelly, naked body lying on the bed as if he was a beached whale or an ugly walrus. Then, there was his constant burping and continual flatulence. Constantly burping and farting, most times she'd ignore him but whenever he passed gas while in bed, he'd stink up the entire room with his poisonous gas. His continual farting and burping was enough to ruin her image that she was having sex with a character from her novels or someone else, and anyone else other than her husband.
With him still complimenting her on her slim and shapely figure, if it was up to her husband, they'd have marathon sex in the way they did while on their Honeymoon. With him staring at her and drooling over her as if she was his very own supermodel, he made her feel sad that she never felt the same way about him. Fat before they married, he was even fatter now. He was too fat to hump her in the way he used to do. If he did, he'd have a heart attack or break her hip.
With him rarely taking the time necessary to give her an orgasm, she had sex more for his sexual pleasure than for her sexual pleasure. Not wanting to encourage him to have more sex by instructing him how to give her an orgasm, she let it go. With her having had plenty of orgasms in the past, she no longer needed to have orgasms now. She had all the orgasms she needed to have with other, better built, and more attractive men. Besides, with her giving herself orgasm with her fingers, her dildo, and her vibrator, and with masturbation more sexually satisfying, she'd rather read about woman having sex in her romance novels than to actually have sex with her husband.
As each child was born, whether she was too busy, too tired, or the hormonal changes in her body dictated what she wanted and didn't want, she no longer had that insatiable libido that John still had. John was still going strong with his horniness, his sexual fantasies, and his constant masturbation. Obviously, he didn't think she could hear him, but whenever he masturbated himself in the master bathroom, the whole house vibrated as if the washing machine was overloaded.
'Gross, so gross, especially at his age,' she thought. 'What is wrong with him to be doing that? John! Stop masturbating yourself,' she wanted to yell up the stairs but never did. 'He continually masturbates as if he's a virginal, teenage boy,' she thought.
Just once, she wanted to tell him to stop. Just once, she wanted to embarrass him by inviting their friends or their neighbors over to hear him stroking his prick. Yet, it was better that he played with himself than to play with her or with another woman. As long as there was no one else home, in the same way she ignored his farting and constant burping, pretending she didn't know what he was doing in the upstairs bathroom, she allowed him his masturbation fun.
'Tick, tick, tick, tick...'
### Susan Jill Parker -- Done with all of that, No Hand Jobs, No Blowjobs, No Sex ###
The worst of sex, as far as she was concerned, was when he wanted her to give him oral sex. He wanted her to suck his cock. She couldn't believe it. He wanted her to blow him.
There were times when he was insistent and determined that she'd blow him only he never continued to the next step of forcing her to blow him. If only he had forced her to her knees and impaled her mouth with his stiff prick, she may have sucked him. If only he'd pull out his cock and slide it across her lips while pulling her hair to force open here mouth, perhaps she would have licked his cock and kissed his cock. If only he had slapped her across her face and pulled her hair hard, she may have taken his stiff prick in her mouth and sucked him.
She had stroked enough cocks in her life not to want to stroke another one, especially her husband's puny, smelly prick. She had sucked enough cocks in her life not to want to suck another one, especially one that looked like and smelled like John's prick. The last cock she wanted to stroke and suck was his stubby, non-circumcised prick. With him always masturbating and with dried urine and cum collecting and fermenting behind his foreskin, his cock always smelled like dead fish.
'Oh, my God,' she thought horrified by the thought of him sticking his penis in her hand, never mind in her mouth.
As long as she had known him, more than forty-five years, he wanted her to blow him, to ejaculate his cum in her mouth, and to watch her swallow his cum. Hating to feel that way about her own husband but with her not sexually attracted to him in the first place, she was even less sexually attracted to him now. With him more obese, more disgusting, and more needy now, he did nothing for her sexually.
If only he knew that if he forced her, she'd suck him but there was no way to tell him that without him thinking her a whore. There was no way to tell him that he needed to force her without her eventually divulging her secret, sexual affairs. There was no way for her to blow him without him knowing that she was a great cocksucker, an experienced cocksucker, and the very best cocksucker. Fearing her sexual addiction and that she'd want to stroke and suck more men, that was one closet door that she didn't want to reopen again and wanted to keep closed forever.
'Oh, my God,' she thought horrified by the thought of him ejaculating his cum in her mouth and her swallowing his cum.
Yet, with him her husband and her his wife, he didn't see anything wrong with her giving him a hand job. Only, knowing men as well as she did, a hand job would lead to a blowjob. Just as he didn't see anything wrong with her giving him a hand job, he didn't see anything wrong with her giving him a blowjob, him cumming in her mouth, and her swallowing his cum, but she did. Only, the image of her stroking him before sucking him made her sick to her stomach. The only way she'd give him what he sexually wanted was if he forced her.
"Yuck! Gross! That's so disgustingly unsanitary," she said as her excuse to reject him while making a sour face at him and at his erect penis.
It was certainly odd that she'd feel that way about sucking his cock now when she never felt that way about sucking any man's prick before. Obviously, it wasn't the cock but the man. She needed to be forced to give him what he so wanted. Yet now, whether he forced her or not, it wasn't about just giving a blowjob, it was more about her giving into her need to be forced and reestablishing her sexual addition. The last thing that she wanted to do was to spend her afternoons at the XXX-rated theatre stroking and sucking strange men's dicks while they felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
Maybe if he had been circumcised, she'd consider sucking his cock but he wasn't and there was always the lingering whiff of a foul, fishy odor. If only he had a better body and didn't have that huge pot belly getting in the way, she may have been more sexually attracted to him. If only he had a bigger cock like one of those strippers that her girlfriends took her to see on her 40th birthday, maybe she'd reconsider and blow him. Yet with his big gut in the way, his fat body ate up most of the length of his prick.
All her girlfriends at the strip club took the men's penises in their mouths but she didn't. Been there and done that before, she couldn't do that now. It was no longer her style to blow just any man without a sexual attraction, an introduction, and at least some sexy conversation. Reminding her too much of her past, she couldn't suck the cock of yet another strange man. Besides, she needed the man to force her to do what he wanted her to do and her being forced would never happen at a public venue, such as a strip club.
The most she did was to lick the whipped cream from one man prick who she thought was handsome. All her girlfriends thought she was a prude while she thought that all her girlfriends were whores. In the way that women wouldn't understand how she could have sex with so many strange men back then, she wondered how her friends could suck the penis of a man they didn't know now? Different for her when she was single but good women, faithful wives, and mothers with children, didn't do that kind of sexual behavior but whores did. If only they knew that she was a bigger whore than all of them put together, wouldn't they be surprised?
'My God that was such disgusting display of debauchery,' she thought while watching her friends on their knees sucking strippers' cocks.
She enjoyed playing the innocent virgin and watched her friends take the strippers' cocks in their mouths while stroking them harder and sucking them deeper. Allowing them to undress them, fondle their bare breasts, and finger their nipples as well as their pussies, obviously, these women were just as sexually frustrated as was her husband. Obviously, these women needed to get laid as much as John did. Perhaps, had they sowed their wild oats in the way that she did when she was younger, they'd no longer have the need to have random, unfulfilling sex with strangers.
Reminding her of how she was and what she used to do when she was single, it was more disturbing to watch her married friends sucking the strippers' cocks than to recall all that she did. If only they knew of her sexual past, she could teach them a few things. In the way that her girlfriends sexily acted around the strippers, they reminded her too much of her ex-best friend, Debbie. Only, with Debbie a stripper, a prostitute, and a professional, first class whore, at least she earned money for sucking and fucking pricks.
Conversely, she never charged men to suck their pricks and to fuck her. Interestingly, she looked down at Debbie because she charged men for sex she but didn't feel the same way about herself for giving sex away for free. Besides, she had too much fun giving blowjobs, swallowing their cum, and having sex. If only her husband knew the whore she used to be, he'd want her to blow him too.



### Susan Jill Parker -- John wants Kathy to blow him ###
"Kathy, please. Please blow me. I beg you," he said looking up at her with a crazed look on his face while holding his erection in his hand. He stared down at himself while stroking himself before looking back up at her. "Suck my cock. Blow me while I fondle your breasts and finger your nipples. I want to cum in your mouth," he said, as he always said so sexually excitedly. "I want to watch you swallow my cum."
Not even looking down at his erect prick and not even making eye contact with him, as if she was rejecting a pervert in the XXX-rated movie theatre, she slowly shook her head from side-to side. Interesting how she never rejected anyone at the XXX-rated movie theatre but always rejected her husband. Perhaps he'd have a better chance of receiving a blowjob if she met him there at the XXX-rated theatre and pretended that they didn't know one another.
Never relenting in her rejection of him, she had never given her husband oral sex. She couldn't count how very many times he said the same thing and in the same way. Instead of his words turning her on, his words turned her off. She looked at him with disgust instead of with sexual excitement. She looked at him as if he had lost his mind. She looked at him as if he needed psychiatric help. She looked at him as if he was some deranged pervert instead of her beloved husband and the father of her three children.
If she refused to blow him ten-years ago, twenty-years ago, thirty-years ago, and forty-years ago, she certainly wasn't going to blow him now. Perhaps if he was thirty-years younger and looked like one of the main characters in one of her romance novels or one of those nearly naked CFNM strippers on her 40th birthday party, she'd consider blowing him. If he was some young, hard bodied stripper stud named Apollo, Ryan, or Marco, he'd have had a better chance of her stroking his erect prick in her hand before taking his throbbing cock in her mouth. Yet no matter what he looked like and how disgusting she thought he was, if only he'd force her, she'd give him what he so wanted.
If he was as muscular as he was good looking, she may even allow him to cum in her mouth. If he had long, lush, flowing hair with a name like Maximus, Brock, Gunner, or Rocco that preceded and announced his entrance in a room, she may sexually desire him and even wanted him orally. If he looked like one of her fantasy men and told her that he loved her and couldn't live without her, she may even have the mind to swallow his cum. Only, no matter his name and what he looked like, for him to get what he sexually wanted from her, he needed to force her to have his wicked, sexual way with her.
Instead, this was gentle John, her husband of forty-five-years, who wanted her to blow him. He wanted her to suck his cock. This was sixty-seven-year-old, potbellied, out of shape, farting and burping man who wanted to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow his cum. This was a fat, disgusting, smelly, elderly man who wanted to give her a cum bath. He not only wanted to cum in her mouth but also he wanted to cum in her hair, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. Good luck with that.
Unless he pulled her by her hair, slapped her across her face, and forced her to her knees, just as her blowing him hasn't happened in forty-five-years, her giving him oral sex would never happen now. If only he'd force her, she'd do every sexual thing that he wanted her to do. If only he'd slap her ass hard, squeeze her breasts as hard as he could, and pinch her nipples, he's make her horny enough for her to want to have sex with him. If only he push her back on the bed, hold her arms, spread her legs with his legs, and mount her, she'd fuck him.
At the very least, maybe if he showered and washed his cock behind his foreskin really well before coming to bed and didn't smell of food, she might consider blowing him. Maybe if he didn't fart and stink up the room every night, she might consider sucking his cock. Maybe if he had lost some weight instead of gaining weight, she'd find him more sexually attractive. Maybe if his big, bloated, belly wasn't in the way of her seeing and finding his stubby, little prick, she may even consider him cumming in her mouth and her swallowing his cum.
Yet, even though she had sucked worse cock's than his, the imagined thought of her giving him oral sex made her sick to her stomach. Besides, once she opened that door, he'd always want her to blow him. Once she relented to his sexual desires, he'd want to have sex with her every morning and every night. It was better this way with her not giving him sex.
"I beg your pardon?" Without lowering her book, Kathy looked up over her novel at her husband in the way she did when working as a librarian and someone asked her a stupid question. "Me? Blow you?" She made a face as if she had bitten into something sour before returning to her book. "Sorry but I don't think so," she said from behind her book. "I don't suck cock," she said looking up at him to make another sour face. "I'm a good woman, a loving wife, and a kind and caring mother. I'm not a whore."
She waved her hand as if she was a famous celebrity moving a fan out of her way. Able to feel the heat of his gaze, he was in bed beside her staring at her. Returning to her reading, she ignored him in the way she had ignored him most of their marriage.
"Why not? Please blow me. Please suck my cock, Kathy. I want to cum in your mouth. I need to cum in your mouth," he said begging her. "Just once and I promise to never ask you for another blowjob again.
He was so pathetic. The more he begged the more determined she was not to give him what he so wanted. One would think that if she treated him like shit and insulted him, that he'd slap her. One would think that he'd drag her out of bed by her hair, stripped her naked, and force her to her knees that she'd give him what he sexually wanted. One would think that he, as her husband, would force her to blow him after being rejected so very many times. If only he did all of the above, she'd blow him no matter how fat and disgusting he was. She had sucked worst cocks than his in the XXX-rated theatre.
"Don't hold your breath while waiting for that to happen, John, because that will never happen," she said returning to reading her book again and without even looking up at him. "I'd never blow you. Sorry, but I don't suck cock," she said lying.
If only he knew how many cocks she had sucked and how many men ejaculated in her mouth, in her hair, all over her face, on her clothes and across her naked breasts, would he be surprised. If only he knew that there was a time in her sexual life where she'd not only stroked any man but also would suck any man who forced her, what would he say? She had stroked and sucked dozens of men, perhaps, hundreds of men. She swallowed enough sperm to create a man sculptured from semen.
Perhaps hoping he'd get angry, angry enough to force her, she closed the top of her nightgown to deny him any more down-nightgown views of her naked, modest breasts. As if she wasn't there in the room and in bed with him, he continued playing with himself. He stared at her while stroking himself as if as if she was a porn star and he was watching a porn movie. He stared at her while stroking himself as if she wanted to watch him masturbate.
As far as she was concerned, with him no longer caring about his personal appearance, he was such a fat, disgusting, smelly slob. As far as she was concerned he was a depressed man with suicidal thoughts. The only reason why she was still with him was because he was father to her children. With her having known him for nearly 50-years of her life, leaving him would be like leaving her history behind. Besides, neither one believed in divorce.
With him still masturbating himself in bed next to her, instead of sexually exciting her, he revolted her. Now adding pervert to his description, if only she believed in divorce, she would have divorced his fat ass years ago. If only she had more self-respect and self-confidence in herself, she never would have married him in the first place.
"Give me a blowjob, Kathy. C'mon, please? I want you to blow me. Please, suck my prick," he said while still stroking himself with one hand and reaching beneath her book to cup her breast while fingering her nipple through her nightgown with his other hand. "C'mon, just once. Please? Suck my cock, Kathy. Suck my cock. If you blow me now, I'll never ask you again," he said again.
She hated it when he asked her to blow him. She hated it even more when he begged her to blow him. She hated it when he made her feel guilty that she wasn't doing her wifely duty. Yet, unless she didn't get the memo and unless that was part of her marriage vow to honor and obey, no one told her that she had to blow her husband. She brushed his hand away from her breast, climbed out of bed, put on her robe, and left the bedroom.
"You're crazy. How dare you ask me to do such a vile, disgusting, and nasty thing? I'd never do that," she said slamming the bedroom door shut behind her. "I'm not a whore. I'm not a prostitute. I'm your wife. I'm the mother of your children," she said raising her voice once she was safely in the hall and outside of the bedroom as she walked downstairs.
If only he knew how very many men she masturbated and allowed to cum all over her hand and clothes, he'd be shocked. If only he knew how very many cocks she sucked, he'd be sexually excited or murderously angry. If only he knew how very many men ejaculated their cum in her mouth and she swallowed their cum, he wouldn't believe it. If only he knew how very men had given her a cum bath, he'd think she was lying.
She wondered if she told him the truth and about the XXX-rated theatres, if she'd slap her, strip her naked, and force her to blow him then. She wondered if she told him the truth and about the XXX-rated theatres, if he'd divorce her. Too late to come clean now, what's done is done. Besides, if she told him the truth about her sexual past, he'd want her to continue stroking and sucking men while he watched.
### Susan Jill Parker -- John wanted Kathy to have sex with his friends ###
He actually wanted her and expected her to suck his penis. She wasn't about to put that dirty thing in her mouth. She was his wife and not some street corner whore, even though she used to be a cock sucking whore another lifetime ago.
Having heard them whispering and laughing in the library, some of the women today are proud of their oral sex skills. Different from how she grew up, some of the women today would rather have oral sex with a strange man after a first date than to French kiss a man they just met. She's not a prude but now that she was older, more educated, and thought more of herself, she had more class, dignity, and morals than to move to her knees and suck the prick of any man. Not lying about that, her way of keeping her sexual addiction in check, she no longer sucked cock.
With her a librarian and with there not a broad expanse between the two, she was much closer to the prudish decorum of a nun cloistered away in a convent than she was to the immoral immodesty of a whore. With her ex-best friend, Debbie, still a whore, a stripper, and a prostitute, even though Kathy had sucked lots of cocks, she still had class. Closing the door on her past, with her never allowing her husband to stick his penis in her mouth, she'd never allow him to ejaculate his seed in her mouth. She won't even allow him to see her naked.
Unless she was held against her will by Maximus, Brock, Gunner, or Rocco, stripped naked, and roughed up, she'd never blow any man. Unless a man invaded her home, tore off her clothes, slapped her around, and forced her mouth on his cock, she'd never blow him. Unless she was tied to her bed with loose, red ribbons, with rose pedals on the floor, and lit candles all over the room, she'd never allow any man, especially one who looked and smelled like her husband, to cum in her mouth. Now that she was thinking about being forced to suck cock, she missed her days of sucking the cocks of a multitude of men while they felt her naked tits and fingered her nipples.
Unbeknownst to her husband, her favorite movies were Death Wish with Charles Bronson, especially when hoodlums raped his wife and daughter. She couldn't count how many times she masturbated herself over that violent scene. Wishing that would happen to her, she watched Stanley Kubrick's Clockwork Orange over and again if only for the rape scene in the beginning where they invade a home and gangrape a woman in front of her husband. If only for the rape scene, she loved watching the movie, The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo.
If only that would happen to her, violent men invading her house, she'd be so happy. If only that would happen to her, violent men forcing her to do dirty and nasty sexual things, she'd give the men all the sex they wanted. Wishing someone would tie her to her bed, as long as they didn't hurt her too much, she'd love nothing more than to be raped. She couldn't count how many times she imagined being raped while working in the library, while tending to her garden in her backyard, or while doing laundry in her cellar. Wouldn't her rapists be surprised that she wanted to be raped as much as they wanted to rape her?
"Oh, God, if only John knew that I need to be forced to suck his prick, he'd be so shocked," she said for no one to hear while reading her book.
She thought of some of the leading characters in her romance novels taking her and forcing her to have their wicked, sexual way with her.
'Oh, Maximus, take me. I'm yours. Oh, Brock, make love to me. I need to be fucked. Oh, Gunner, make me your woman. I need you to make me your bitch. Oh, Rocco, make me your whore. Hump my mouth and fuck my face before ramming your big, hard prick in my warm, wet cunt,' she imagined saying. 'Fuck me! All four of you fuck me anally. Fuck me in my ass.'
Unleashing the beast within her, her husband made her horny. Only, she wasn't horny for him. She was horny for someone else, anyone else. She had the urge to call for pizza delivery and answer her front door naked. While hoping that her next-door neighbors were watching her, she had the urge to garden in the nude. She'd love nothing more than to suck the cocks of the pizza delivery man and that of her neighbors' husbands.
"Stick your big, hard pricks in my mouth. I need to suck all of you. I need to blow all of you," she said while imagining stroking her fictional, romance characters, the pizza delivery man, and her neighbors. "Gangbang me,' she thought while imagining them gangbanging her and imagining her mouth and pussy dripping with their cum. "Fuck me. Fuck me hard and fuck me fast. Make me cum. Make me want and make me beg to be forced by all of you."
Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy that her romance novels created in her mind, she'd never do anything like that, especially not now that she did all that extra sexual curriculum before. Having kept her sexual addiction under wraps and in control, now she was a respectable married woman with children and a retired librarian. The last thing that she wanted was for her sex addiction to return and for her to have the need to frequent the XXX-rate theatres again. Glad that chapter of her life was over, she was glad when they demolished those buildings years ago during the city's revitalization program.
Yet, no matter what the man looked like, just as she'd never blow or fuck any man, unless she was forced, she'd never have violent, gangbang sex with them unless she was forced. Even though she'd never do anything like that now, it sexually excited her to think that she would. It sexually excited her to think of being taken against her will, especially when she was taking a long, warm, bubble bath while imagining her being sexually and physically abused by a home invader. Just as her husband's constant masturbation kept his horniness in check, her rape fantasies kept her need to have sex in check.
* * * * *
Then, for a while there, years ago, especially when he had been drinking, her husband had temporarily lost his mind with his perverse, sexual lust for her. When at a barbeque, when it was just the adults, asking her his request when he was alone with her in the kitchen, he wanted her to flash their friends and neighbors her underwear. With her still an exhibitionist, something she'd always be, if only he forced her by pulling up her skirt and/or pulling down her top, instead of politely asking her, she would have flashed them all. Only, with him politely asking her to flash their friends and neighbors her underwear, that made her skin crawl.
Just so that they could have hot, private, pillow talk about what she showed them and what they saw of her later, he wanted her to part her knees to show her panties to the men sitting across from her. If only he knew that all that it would take for her to flash any man up-skirt peeks of her panties was for him to force her knees apart with his hands or with his foot wrapped around her ankle, she would. Yet, instead of taking control and forcing her, he politely asked her.
So that they could continue with their hot, private, pillow talk later, he wanted her to lean over them to show them her cleavage and bra. If only he knew that all he needed to do for her to flash her cleavage and bra with down-blouse views was just to stick a finger in her top and pull down, they'd both be happy. If only he'd force her to do flash them without asking her to flash them, she would. If only she was married to a better looking man, she may have allowed him his sexy, flashing fun.
"I beg your pardon? You want me to do what? Flash your friends and our neighbors my panties, my cleavage, and my bra? Sorry, John, but I'd never do that," she said looking at him as if she was sick to her stomach and as if he was drunk. "That's disgusting. You're disgusting," she said while hoping that he'd slap her, strip her naked, and force her to suck his cock in front of his friends.
Then, there were times when he tried removing her top in the pool so that she'd flash their drunken friends and neighbors her naked breasts. If only he had been more forceful and had ripped off her top, she would have emerged from the pool topless to show their male friends and male neighbors her naked breasts. There were the times when he successfully pulled down her tube top down and/or lifted up her bikini top in front of his friends. Purposely slow to react to make sure that his friends had a good, long look at her naked breasts, she pulled up her tube top or pulled down her bikini top to cover her nakedness while lambasting her husband.
"John! Oh, my God. I can't believe you did that. How dare you? I'm so embarrassed, so very embarrassed," he said while feigning her shocked embarrassment.
If only had had been more forceful when exposing her to men, she would have played along with him. If only he had pinned her arms behind her back, she would have allowed his friends to not only feel and fondle her naked breasts but also to suck her naked tits while she sucked their cocks. Only, he never played the game in the way that she needed him to play the game of humiliation and domination. For her to suck his cock and everyone else's cocks, he needed to force her to her knees, pull her hair hard for her to open her mouth, and stick their cocks in her more than willing mouth.
Instead of just taking her there and stripping her naked in the car, he even talked about them going to a nude beach. She couldn't imagine his fat body walking along a nude beach with her. If she wanted to go to a nude beach, she'd go without him. Yet, that kind of exhibitionism would reopen her whoring lifestyle. With her married with children and having worked a long career as a librarian, she was done with that salacious lifestyle, that is unless he forced her.



He even talked about her having sex with one of his friends while he watched. Just as she'd never flash any of his friends any part of her naked body unless forced, she certainly wouldn't have sex with any of his friends unless forced neither. She was his wife, the mother of his children, and not some swinging whore. If only he had the forethought to strip her naked, tie her wrist and ankles to the bed, and blindfold her before admitting his friends into their bedroom, she'd have sex with them all while he watched and masturbated himself.
### Susan Jill Parker -- John wanted Kathy to flash herself at the mall ###
Putting aside sex and all things sexual between a husband and a wife, retirement was a big adjustment at first. Now that she didn't have to work, she was content curling up on the couch as if she was a human version of her cat and, instead of licking her fur, she read a book. Always thinking of the comfort of her husband first, she left the overstuffed, reclining chair for him. With him having circulation problems, and his calves at times swelling up to nearly twice their size, he sometimes needed to elevate his legs.
Still, even now, at their advanced ages, if it was up to him, he'd have sex with her more often. If it was up to him, he'd have had sex with her mother when she was still alive and with her sister, if he could too. He most definitely would have had sex with Kathy's best friend, Debbie, but with her a prostitute in high demand when she was younger, she would have charged him dearly for the sexual pleasure of her body. Yet, denying him her body for any amount of money he offered, Debbie would never have sex with the husband of her best friend during that time when they were still best friends.
If it was up to him, John would still want Kathy to blow him. If it was up to him, he'd still want to cum in her mouth, watch her swallow, and give her a cum bath. If it was up to him, he'd still want his wife to flash her underwear and naked breasts to their friends and neighbors, go to a nude beach, and to have sex with one of his friends while he watched. If it was up to him, John would have sex with his wife every day, multiple times a day. Only, done with sex and leaving him to his own devices, unless forced to have sex, Kathy would rather read.
If only he lost some weight, showered more often, controlled his farting and burping, and forced her to do all the sexual things that he wanted her to do, perhaps she'd be his sexual slave. Obviously, with him lost in his depression and with him masturbating and watching porn every day, either John had lost his mind and/or had become a pervert, perhaps even a little of both. Who knows, maybe in the way that she was always a whore and an exhibitionist, he was always a pervert and a voyeur.
On the way to the mall, he wanted her to flash truckers her naked breasts and tollbooth takers her panties. If only he'd not ask her to do those things and just forced her to do those things, she'd willingly, happily, and sexually excitedly would do them. If only he'd lift up her top and bra, she'd happily flash any trucker her tits. If only he'd pull up her skirt, she'd flash any tollbooth taker her panties.
Never following through, he never forced her to do anything. As if depressing her sexual on button, all that he needed to do was to force her. No doubt coming up with this stuff on the Internet, he wanted her to go to a shoe store to try on boots a size too small. Then, while having to part her knees and lift her leg higher to fit her foot in the boot, he wanted her to flash the shoe store salesman her panties, her pussy slit, and her camel toe.
'Oh, my God, if only he forced me to flash the shoe salesman, I wouldn't even bother wearing panties,' she thought. 'I'd never do anything as disgustingly disgraceful as that...unless I was forced,' she thought. 'With her thinking about her husband forcing her to expose herself under the threat of a beating, she'd gladly expose herself to any man. All that he needed to do for her to sexually obliged him was for him to threaten her with punishment,' she thought while wishing she had married a more aggressively domineering man.
While at the mall and flashing the bored men waiting outside of the dressing rooms for their wives or girlfriends, he talked about her trying on clothes without pulling the dressing room curtain all the way shut. More than willing to do that, if only he'd open the curtain wide while on the pretense of coming inside the dressing room to help her, she'd gladly flash any man waiting outside the dressing room curtain. With her wearing a short skirt, and on the pretense of fixing her shoe, he wanted her to bend at the waist while going up the escalator to flash her panties to the men standing behind her. She'd gladly do that too, if only he'd threaten her.
As if she was a man instead of a lady, he wanted her to sit at a table in the food court with her knees spread wide apart. While preoccupied texting on her cell phone, he wanted her to purposely walk in the men's room as if she thought she was in the lady's room. If only he knew she'd do all those things if he forced her, they'd both be happy. If only he was more aggressive, threatening, and forceful, she'd be more willing and submissive. If only he forced her to do all of those things, she'd give him as much sex as he wanted.
If only he'd grab her by her hair and force her mouth down on his stiff prick, she'd give him what he wanted, a blowjob. If only he'd put a heavy hand behind her head, she'd even allow him to cum in her mouth and she'd swallow her cum. If only he did the same thing with his friends, force her to her knees and pull her hair hard for her to open her mouth, she'd blow them all. She should have married a sexually aggressive man instead of a gentle man. She should have married a brut of a man instead of a perverted man. She more needed a domineering man than she did a perverted accountant.
Not in her lifetime. Unless he had a character change and forced her, she'd never do any of those things with him. He'd have a better chance of experiencing his sexual fantasies if he divorced her and remarried someone else. He'd have a better chance of receiving blowjobs, having his wife flash unsuspecting men, going to a nude beach, and her having sex with one of his friends while he watched, if he had lots of money. He'd have a better chance of her being his whore, if he looked and acted more like one of the characters in her romance novels. She'd give him all that he sexually wanted, if only he forced her.
Only, neither one believed in divorce and he didn't have a lot of money. He'd never change his milquetoast ways by forcing her to have sex. He didn't act like or look like any of the characters in her romance novels. Unless one of them died, 'Till death do you part,' as far as they both were concerned, marriage was forever.
### Susan Jill Parker -- Never going out, he was always home watching his big screen TV ###
Something that she always found so annoying, as if he did it purposely because he knew it annoyed her, as if he was bored, he constantly surfed television channels while she read. 'Click, click, click, clicking on one channel before clicking on another and before she even had the chance to see what was on the previous channel, his impatient, infernal clicking upset her. Between the ticking of the grandfather's clock and the clicking of his remote control, she had a hard time concentrating enough to read. The noise of him changing channels mixed with the ticking of the grandfather's clock was her version of Chinese torture.
'Click, click, click, click. Tick, tick, tick, tick. Click, tick, click, tick, click, tick, click, tick.'
In the way that her parents never watched television, if she didn't have a TV in the living room, she'd be happy. He wanted a TV in the bedroom too, but she put her foot down against that. Instead, when she went to bed, he'd stay up to watch porn on his computer. Then, when he finally came to bed sexually aroused, horny, and expecting sex, was when she went downstairs to read. If she didn't leave her bed, instead of just forcing her to submit, he'd pathetically try to cop cheap feels of her breasts, her ass, and/or her pussy.
With the television too loud and interfering with her concentrating on her reading, the best thing she did was to buy John noise cancelling, wireless headphones. A concession that John made, she agreed for him to buy that big screen TV that he always wanted and so loved to watch, especially when watching sports, if he muted the sound and wore his headphones. Now with the sound off, they both enjoyed the quiet, comfort of the living room. Moreover, the new digital remote doesn't make any clicking sounds that the analog remote did.
Even with the beautiful HD picture on the television, Kathy would much rather read a book than to watch TV. She'd rather have her own mental images inspire her imagination and meander through her mind instead of being distracted by big screen commercials and him constantly and continually changing channels. Sometimes she wished she lived in the Victorian days, the days before televisions, computers, automobiles, and the Internet. A slow and less pressured life back then, she wished she lived in the 20th century, and a time just before the woman won the right to vote.
Yet, instead of sitting in his chair watching television, as if he was a restless, caged animal, he roamed the house in the way that the dog used to roam the house when looking for trouble or when hearing noises outside. Just as that big-eared dog could hear and/or smell a mouse in the cellar from upstairs, that dog could hear a cat walking by the house in the snow. Now with John constantly and continually roaming the house, and going from one room to another as if he was locked in a mental institution, his constant meandering made her nervously uneasy.
'Pacing, pacing, and pacing, he's always pacing. Then, when the pacing stopped, she wondered why. Where is he? What is he doing? Maybe getting ready to shake the whole house masturbating, he's probably watching porn on his computer,' she thought.
With him obviously bored and not yet used to retirement, she sometimes wished he was like other husbands. She wished he had a hobby. She wished he fixed things in the workshop out in the garage or built things in the workshop down in the basement that he seldom used. Every week for a month of Sundays, as if collecting trophies, he came home with a new tool that he never used but proudly displayed on his wall of tools.
With him always home and underfoot, she wished he had someplace to go and something to do. She wished he'd join a bowling team and bowl in a bowling league. She even suggested that he play poker with the boys or go fishing. With him enjoying board games and her hating board games, he could go to the senior center to play Chess, Checkers, Scrabble, Monopoly, or Risk. Instead of going out to socialize, he never left the house. Instead of making a new friend, he remained home alone.
She even secretly wished he had a girlfriend to take the pressure off her to give him sex, especially a blowjob. She even wished he'd go to one of those massage spots downtown and pay for a massage, one with a happy ending. Something he did for years, she wished he was still active with the Boy Scouts. He used to so look forward to their hiking and weekend camping trips.
Since his childhood friend, Walter, died, obviously missing him as he would if he lost his brother, he was no longer interested in going out to do things. He and Walter used to go out for coffee, hang out at the hardware store, occasionally see a movie, go bowling, play pool, cards, Scrabble, Risk, or checkers, or walk the mall. No doubt, while out on their jaunts, they searched for up-skirt peeks of panties and down-blouse views of cleavage and bras. She wished he could make another friend, one who shared his perversions but with him always staying close to home and not reaching out, he seemed content to roam the house.
### Susan Jill Parker -- John was sad, lonely, unhappy, angry, and depressed ###
With him sad, lonely, moody, and sometimes yelling at CNN News, she knew there was something wrong but she didn't know what it was or why it was. Dissatisfied with retirement as he was with much of his life, he was angry. He was always angry. As much as he was angry and unhappy, he was sad and depressed. No doubt, with her not giving him what he wanted, a blowjob and with her unable to fulfill his sexual fantasies by flashing men her body and/or having sex with other men while he watched, he was sexually frustrated.
Not wanting to ask him, she didn't want to listen to the same old complaints about them not going anywhere and/or doing anything or them not having sex. She knew that if she questioned him that he'd bring up the hiking trip that she promised to take with him but never did. Hounding her and with her feeling guilty about not going hiking with him for thirty years, thankfully they were too tired and not well enough to hike the 2,200-mile Appalachian, mountain trail now.
Seriously considering taking that life altering trek before the birth of their third child, she even bought the hiking equipment, boots, backpack, and pole but too old now, she was totally content to sit and read. Everything was still in the closet wrapped in its original packaging. She probably should have returned it to the store but she truly thought that she'd go hiking with him some day, one day, until it was no longer a monthly topic of conversation.
Now that he was always so sad, unhappy, angry, and restless, she was worried about him. Long before they even met, she was well aware of the thoughts of suicide he has had in the past. She knew for a long time that he had been dissatisfied with his life and even wondered if he was contemplating divorce. Yet, just as there was no one else in her life, with him always home and underfoot, she knew there was no one else in his life either. Besides neither of them believed in divorce. She remembered what her priest said when they were married.
"What God has joined together, let no man put asunder."
She wasn't totally put off by divorce if divorce was the only alternative to get away from an emotionally, physically, and/or sexually abusive spouse. Yet, divorce was wrong when used for selfish purposes, such as just to have sex with another person. Divorce was wrong when used for money. Just as she couldn't imagine divorcing John, she couldn't imagine marrying someone else for the sake of having more money to buy things that she didn't want or need.
"A man may leave his father and mother, but will cleave onto his wife, and they shall be one flesh," she remembered her priest saying so long ago.
Just as she felt as one with her husband, she knew he felt as one with her. Yet, even though they may feel as one, their differences in opinions created a gap that was too far to bridge, even with religion and believing in the Almighty God. As if a monster hiding in the corner of their darkened bedroom, sex was what caused all the resentment and frustration in their marriage. He always wanted more and she always wanted less.
'Sex, sex, sex,' she thought. 'Everything is about sex. If relationships are not about money, they're about sex.'
Yet, beyond their bad sex life, his depression was sometimes chilling, especially when he'd sit there for hours staring at the wall without talking while she read. Even though his chair didn't actually rock, sometimes he'd rock his torso in his chair as if he was a patient in an insane asylum. His favorite joke to tell was when his nurse practitioner and/or doctor asked him if he was depressed.
"Am I depressed? Of course I'm depressed. I married a librarian instead of a stripper," he said and laughed as if he told that joke for the first time.
Yet, she was proud of the man that he was. He never disrespected her in the way that many of her friends' husbands disrespected their wives. Sex, sex, sex, everything was about sex with them too. Only, instead of lusting over their wives, they lusted over one another's wives, over women they'd seen in the street or at the mall, over celebrities they've seen on TV, and/or over movie stars who'd strip themselves topless and/or naked in the movies. Johnny was a much better man than that. He had more respect for her than to make ungodly comments about women's unclothed bodies, especially in her presence.
### Susan Jill Parker -- The Grim Reaper waved John over from the cemetery ###
One day, after a week of rain, cold, and dampness, the sun was shining and the birds were singing again but John wasn't there. He was gone, long gone in the night. As if he had planned his escape, he had disappeared without her even knowing. With her going to bed without him while he stayed up late to watch porn and masturbate, when he never came to bed, instead of getting up to go downstairs to read, she fell asleep.
While Kathy was ensconced in her latest novel, she never heard the front door open and close. She never saw her husband walk across the street as if he was a zombie hypnotized by death. After standing in front of the living room window each night for a week as she read and as it rained, he had forsaken his beloved big screen television to stare across the street at the cemetery.
A groundskeeper found his dead body the next day by their future burial plot. He had taken an overdose of her sleeping pills. Until death do you part, finally they were both free.
THE END
As if your vote is my applause, please vote for my story.



        

  
    Mom, Sis, Aunt & Cuz Naked Ch. 01
  
  Mom, Sis, Aunt & Cuz Naked Ch. 01

        Demonstrating Nude Day naked instead of celebrating it.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mom-sis-aunt-and-cuz-naked-ch-01

Title: Mom, Sis, Aunt & Cuz Naked Ch. 01

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Demonstrating Nude Day naked instead of celebrating it.

Tags: nude day-friday-july 14th, sex with aunt, sex with son, sex with mother, demonstrating nude day, naked for nude day, sex with brother, sex with sister, sex with cousin, celebrating nude day

Series: Mom, Sis, Aunt & Cuz Naked


As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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*
Instead of celebrating Nude Day by getting naked, four beautiful and sexy women demonstrate Nude Day by getting naked.
Feminists Susan, her daughter, Christine, Susan's sister, Elizabeth, and Elizabeth's daughter, Julie, planned a naked, Nude Day demonstration instead of a naked, Nude Day celebration on Nude Day, Friday, July 14th.
With them all having stories to tell of their emotional, physical, and/or sexual abuse experiences, the four women were tired of how men treat, take advantage of, and subject women to abuses whether when they're dressed or naked. Agreeing to their plan in advance, they thought that Nude Day would be a good backdrop for their politically peaceful, albeit naked demonstration. Removing their clothes more for reasons of political protests than just to have random sex, they believed that their nudity would highlight their message of the emotional, physical, and sexual abuses of women.
Convoluted in thought at best, once seeing the four women naked in public, there would be those who would unfairly judge them. There would be those who would think that Susan, her sister, her daughter, and her niece were exhibitionists at best and whores at worst. No doubt thinking that they were having incestuous, lesbian orgies behind closed, bedroom doors, there would be those who would think that Susan was sexually intimate with not only her daughter but also her sister and her niece. Hoping to attract the sexual attention of a man, there would be those who would think that the four women just wanted to flaunt their naked bodies in feigned demonstration of Nude Day without fear of arrest.
How dare people think that about them? Making their peaceful protest for the protection of not only the safety of women but also for the equal rights of women, being naked had nothing to do with sex, or did it? Even though being naked had much to do with their protest, sex was the furthest thing from their minds, or was it? Although the intent of their protest was pure, reasonable, and just, the way that they went about getting a man to aid in their peaceful protest was not. Alas, after all, sex as much as nudity was the premise of this Nude Day story.
Author's aside:
What's your take on a Nude Day demonstration? What do you think? Do you think that the four women were exhibitionists who got off on getting naked in public? Do you think the four women were whores hoping men would pick them up for sex later? Or do you think that these four women were sincere in their Nude Day demonstration while hoping to make a change in the fair and just treatment of women by getting naked on Nude Day?
* * * * *
"Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today. Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today," chanted the four women after making up their slogan in readiness for their Nude Day, naked demonstration.
A bold plan, the four women envisioned themselves standing on the busiest, downtown corner while holding picket signs and protesting the unjust, unfair, and abusive treatment of women while naked on Nude Day. They even hoped that other women would join their cause and participate in their protest by shedding their clothes right there on the spot. Just in case their sisters of rebellion and in revolution wanted to stand with them, they made extra placards for them to carry. As long as the news photographers photographed them from the neck up, they hoped to make the front page of the local newspaper along with the evening news.
They hoped their protest would inspire other women to strip off their clothes in protest of Nude Day next year. They hoped that their little protest would evolve in a statewide protest before taking hold of women throughout the country. In the way that Nude Day is celebrated worldwide, they hoped that their Nude Day demonstration would go viral and be protested worldwide too. How awesome would that be to have a naked, national movement of women against men for better treatment of women, for women's rights, and for equal pay?
'How awesome that would be if they made the newspaper and even evening news,' thought Susan? 'How awesome would that be if we made the national news with a segment on CNN? How awesome would that be if we were invited on Good Morning America and/or Ellen DeGeneres to talk about our nude protest? How awesome would that be if the First Lady invited us to have tea at the White House while voicing our cause and concerns.'
### SusanJillParker 01 -- Planning the Nude Day Demonstration ###
Instead of celebrating Nude Day, Susan, her daughter, Christine, her sister, Elizabeth, and her daughter, Julie, planned on demonstrating the unjust, unfair, and abusive treatment of women on Nude Day.
* * * * *
"Our pickets are made and we all know what we'll be wearing," said Susan with a smug laugh. She paused to look around the room at her sister, Elizabeth, her daughter, Christine, and her niece, Julie. "Nothing. We'll all be wearing nothing, absolutely nothing. We'll all be naked. You'll be naked," she said pointing to her daughter. "You'll be naked," she said pointing to her sister. "You'll be naked," she said pointing to her niece. "I'll be naked," she said pointing to herself. "Naked, naked, naked, naked, we'll all be naked," she said with a sexy laugh and a naughty smile.
Christine looked from her mother with second thoughts to look at her cousin, Julie, with obvious trepidation. Now that their plan was in place, the picket signs were made, and their slogan was developed, with this Nude Day demonstration more of a certainty than a pipe dream, she looked nervous. No longer just a fantasy, this Nude Day demonstration with them getting naked in public was a soon-to-be reality. Just as it's not easy for most women to strip naked in public, naked, embarrassed, and afraid, it obviously wasn't easy for 25-year-old Christine to imagine herself standing on a busy, downtown, street corner without her clothes.
"Oh, God, I was caught up in the spirit of the protest," she said softly while wringing her hands with consternation. "I thought that I was doing the right thing by raising my voice while shedding my clothes," said Christine under her breath. "Why did I volunteer to protest naked on Nude Day?"
Already looking embarrassed even when she was fully dressed, Julie rolled her eyes and sighed. Just as her cousin, Christine, looked nervous, Julie did too. A first time for everything, never had she done anything like this in her 24-year-old life before.
"I can't believe I agreed to strip naked in public. I hope we don't get arrested," whispered Julie to her cousin. "I can't imagine being handcuffed and sitting in a police car naked while two cops touch, feel, fondle, and grope me everywhere."
Elizabeth looked at her daughter and niece to give them a wink.
"In that case, I hope I get arrested," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'd be willing to do whatever to the arresting officers for them to let me go."
Julie had an embarrassed look on her face.
"Mom, really. Sometimes you're such a whore," she said slowing shaking her head side-to-side.
Directing her question to them, Susan looked at both her daughter and her niece. As if getting arrested was no big deal, as if getting arrested was part of their peaceful protest and Nude Day demonstration, she made a face and rolled her eyes. She sighed out her impatience with her daughter and niece's sudden reluctance.
"You two are getting way ahead of yourselves. Does anyone have a problem with getting naked on Nude Day to demonstrate the sexist treatment of women? Along with equal pay and equal rights, Nude Day is just another day that men emotionally, physically, and sexually abuse women. Instead of celebrating Nude Day by getting naked on Nude Day, we need to demonstrate Nude Day by getting naked for all women. How better to do that than to get naked ourselves? Freedom from oppression, my sisters," she said standing and raising her arm as if she was a Black Panther from the 60's reinvented as a modern-day woman in the new millennium.
The four women looked around the room at one another. Obviously, Susan had motivated them to action. As if singing their demonstration song, led by Susan, they began chanting.
"Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today. Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today."
* * * * *
Forty-four-year-old Elizabeth gave her forty-six-year-old sister, Susan, a warm smile.
"You know me, a total slut, I'm an exhibitionist. I love going nude in public without my clothes," said Elizabeth with a sexy laugh. "Nude Day is just another excuse for me to get naked," she said with a shrug. "Parading around downtown will be just like going to a nude beach but without the water, the salty air, the hot sun, and all that sand between my toes and everywhere else that sand shouldn't be," she said with another laugh.
Susan held her hand up high while leaning towards her sister.
"That's the spirit," she said. "Slap me a high five, Sis."
Elizabeth slapped Susan a high five. Then Elizabeth and Susan chanted their Nude Day slogan together.
"Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today. Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today."
Elizabeth slapped her sister another high five.
"Besides, I'm not about to stand on a street corner totally nude, I plan on wearing a thong with my flip flops. With my luck a dog will pee on me or some homeless bum will try and fuck me in my ass," said Elizabeth with a laugh. "Besides, I don't want to provoke the nudity laws by stripping totally naked and get myself arrested nor do I want to get glass in my feet and God knows what else in other places. With the four of us arrested, who would help to release us on bail? My ex-husbands? If it was up to them, they'd leave me to rot behind bars," she said with a laugh.
Julie looked at her mother and laughed.
"I can just imagine some hardened criminal hitting on you in jail, Mom," said Julie, Elizabeth's 24-year-old daughter, with a laugh. "What are you in for, doll? First degree murder? Armed robbery? Aggravated assault? And you replying, public nudity," said Julie with another laugh. "You'd be stripped naked and raped right there by a gang of crazed, incarcerated lesbians."
Elizabeth laughed, too.
"Hey, don't knock lesbianism until you've tried it. After two failed marriages and going out on dates with more unemployed, loser men who still live at home with their mothers, I may discover in jail that women are better lovers than men," said Elizabeth with another laugh.
Christine, Susan's 25-year-old daughter, looked at her mother with apprehension.
"I have no problem with getting naked in public Mother, especially for the good cause of demonstrating how men treat women not only on Nude Day but also every day. Only, I hope that no one that I know sees me naked. I'd be so embarrassed for someone from school or from work to see me without my clothes," said Christine. "In this climate of men thinking that women are either prudish virgins or wicked whores and with no grey areas in between, they'd think me a wicked whore."
Julie looked at her mother and aunt with reservation.
"I agree with Christine," said Julie. "I don't mind getting naked on Nude Day. I just hope that no one I know sees me naked," she said. "It's one thing to be naked in front of strangers, people I'll never see again, but it's something else to be seen naked by my friends, my neighbors, my classmates, my co-workers, and my acquaintances. I'd be so embarrassed."
Susan smiled at her family and was glad that they all agreed to demonstrate naked on Nude Day with her. Instead of having to demonstrate alone, there was always safety in numbers. In addition to enlisting the help of her daughter, her sister, and her niece, she hoped to enlist a few of her friends too. Unfortunately, with all her friends married with children, husbands generally don't share their wives desire to strip naked in public in protest of Nude Day.
They'd have no problem with their wives stripping naked to celebrate Nude Day but not to protest it. Moreover, many of her friends had adult sons who, no doubt, would love to see their mothers, their sisters, their aunts, their cousins, and their mother's friends and daughters, without their clothes. Instead of joining their protest of Nude Day, they'd stare, leer, and gawk at the naked women while wanting to have sex with them.
* * * * *
"Only, we need a volunteer," said Susan looking around the room. "As a symbolic gesture of solidarity of the sexes, we need a man who's willing to demonstrate naked with us while we're all naked too. Who can we ask?" Susan looked from her sister to look at her daughter and her niece. "Who can we ask? Does anyone know a man who'd agree to get naked and demonstrate with us?"
While waiting for someone to respond, Susan looked from her sister to look at her daughter before looking at her niece again. Susan's daughter and niece avoided making eye contact with her. Having already volunteered to strip naked, obviously, they weren't about to volunteer the support of some man that they knew for him to see them naked too. Elizabeth raised her hand to speak as if she was in school instead of in the informal setting of her sister's living room.
"It may prove more difficult to find a man willing to strip naked to protest with us than it is to find a woman willing to remove her clothes. It's not the invasively and modestly same for men to strip naked as it is for women. That's not the issue. Men don't care about showing their cocks and asses in the way that women are embarrassed to show their asses, tits, and pussies," said Susan's sister. "The real issue is, more than likely, a man showing his penis will be arrested over a woman showing her ass and tits, and even her pussy. For a man to strip naked, we'd have to agree to pay his bail to get him out of jail," said Elizabeth.
Susan nodded her head.
"That's a good point," said Susan. "We could pass around a hat to collect for anticipated bail money from all the men gawking at our naked bodies."
Obviously knowing what her mother was about to ask her, Christine looked at her mother and made a sour face while already shaking her head no.
"Oh, no," said Christine waving her hands like two mini stop signs. "It's enough that I agreed to get naked with you, Mother, in demonstration of Nude Day and the sexist treatment of women. Sorry, but I refuse to ask one of the men from my college or from work to get naked with me too while demonstrating. If I asked someone that I know to get naked with me, they'd think that I'm sexually interested in them. Besides, no one wants an arrest record for lewd and lascivious behavior from indecent exposure on their employment or graduate school record," said Christine.
Elizabeth nodded her head to give a sad smile.
"Sorry but the only men that I know have erectile dysfunction and small dicks," said Liz with a laugh and an apologetic shrug. "In the way that I married my first husband, Walter, and my second husband, Charlie, I must have a Daddy complex because I routinely date and marry men who are old enough to be my father," she said with another laugh.
Julie, Elizabeth's 24-year-old daughter, looked from her mother to look at her aunt Susan and her cousin Christine.
"As it is, I can't believe I agreed to strip naked in demonstration of Nude Day," said Julie. "I don't want to ask any man that I know to strip naked with me too. I don't want to advertise that I'll be demonstrating naked on Nude Day. I don't want anyone that I know to see me naked," she said again as if to reiterate that she was concerned about her reputation and to double down on what her cousin said. "Difficult as it is putting up with the sexual harassment, I don't want to face these people in work and in school later with the image of my naked body implanted in their dirty minds."
Susan smiled at her daughter, her sister, and her niece.
"I understand your feelings, Christine, as well as your feelings, Julie. Yet, instead of feeling embarrassed that we'll all be naked in public on Nude Day, the one day that is somewhat legal for us to be naked, we should feel proud that we're taking a stand on behalf of all women. One day, when we tell our grandchildren, we'll all look back and will be glad that we demonstrated on Nude Day in the nude," said Susan smiling at her daughter.
Christine made a face and dropped her head and shoulders as if she had just been shot.
"Grandchildren? I don't even have a steady boyfriend," she said with a laugh. "The last thing that I want to do with my life is to give you a grandchild to spoil. Even if I ever get married, I have a mind not to have any children," said Christine.
Susan shrugged.
"Hopefully, we will make a difference in how men perceive and treat women. Hopefully, by stripping ourselves naked on Nude Day, we'll get enough exposure, literally and figuratively, to make men think twice about abusing women," she said looking around the room again. "All we need is one naked man to symbolize all men," said Susan. "If it will make you feel any better about being naked, we can wear pink pasties on our nipples and nude thongs to cover what might get us arrested," said Susan. "If you'd be too embarrassed or uncomfortable to be naked in public downtown, we can wear nude body stockings."
Elizabeth gave her sister a sexy smile.
"I'd rather be naked," said Elizabeth with a dirty laugh. "Being naked is a freeing experience," she said raising her arms and throwing back her head as if she was already naked.
Julie looked at her mother aghast.
"A nude body stocking is a good idea. I may do that instead of wearing pasties and a thong," said Julie. "The last thing that I want are men masturbating later over all that they saw and all that I showed them of me. Eww. Gross."
Christine looked at her mother, rolled her eyes, and sighed.
"It can't be that difficult to find a man, Mother. Any man we ask would jump at the chance of demonstrating naked with you, me, your sister, and my cousin," said Christine. "With all the men in your past, surely, you must know someone to ask," she said looking from her mother to look at her aunt. "You must know a man who would demonstrate naked with us."
Susan nodded her head in agreement.
"Obviously, that's why we can't use just any man, especially any man that I know. We need to find someone who isn't eager to get naked with us but who is reluctant to get naked with us. We need to find a man who would be embarrassed to be seen naked with us. The last thing we want is a man protesting with an erection," said Susan with a dirty laugh. "The last thing we want is some guy thinking we're easy because we're naked. The last thing we want is some horny man hitting on us in public while we're all naked."
Elizabeth gave her sister a dirty look.
"Speak for yourself. That depends on who the man is hitting on me," said Elizabeth laughing. "Having not seen a man with an erection in two marriages, I'd love to protest with a man showing his sexual interest in my naked body."
Julie rolled her eyes at her mother and Christine lambasted her aunt's sentiments.
"Aunt Elizabeth, really. Defeating our protest, the last thing we want is some man groping us in public. We don't want a man to act like the men we are protesting against," said Christine. "We need to find one, special man who isn't sexually attracted to us. Only, a paradox, unless he's sexually attracted to us, he'd never agree to strip naked with us," she said. "It's quite the conundrum."



Susan looked from her daughter to look at her sister before looking at her niece.
"I don't know of any men who'd be embarrassed to strip themselves naked, especially if they were with us when we were all naked, too," said Elizabeth with a chuckle. "Every man that I know would love to see any of us and all of us naked."
Elizabeth gave her sister a shrug.
"What about a gay man? He wouldn't be sexually attracted to us," said Julie. "That would work. Unless he was eying another man, the last thing he'd have is an erection."
Susan slowly shook her head no.
"A gay man would send the wrong message. If anything, for us to change how men perceive and treat women, we need a masculine man, a man's man, and a manly to set the example of how every man should be and respectfully act like in the presence of women," said Susan.
Elizabeth looked at her sister to exhale her sexual excitement.
"Be still my heart, a masculine man, a man's man, and a manly man sounds good to me," she said. "Actually, any man who has hair, teeth, and an erection sounds good to me, especially if he has money," she said quickly changing her standards. "If he has money, I wouldn't mind if he was bald, toothless, and flaccid," said Elizabeth with a dirty laugh.
Christine nodded her head in agreement of her mother.
"Most of the men that I know are pigs, bastards, and assholes. The only nice, kind, and considerate men are gay," she said with a laugh. "I guess you have to not be sexually attracted to women to treat women fairly and with respect," said Christine with sadness.
Agreeing with her cousin, Julie added her two cents.
"Sex and respect are at odds with one another when it comes to the fair and equal treatment of women in a man's world," said Julie. "It's all about men and not about women."
Elizabeth nodded.
"It's always been a man's world. Worse in the 40's, 50's, and 60's, seemingly women gain more power with each advancing decade," said Susan. "Nonetheless, as it was then, it still is now. Women have always been second class citizens."
Elizabeth nodded her head in agreement.
"Maybe I should marry a gay man as my third husband," said Elizabeth with a laugh. "Instead of having to turn lesbian to be treated better, at least a gay man would have a penis that I could suck and fuck."
Julie looked at her mother with shock and shame.
"Mom! Really. Jesus, suck and fuck? Where's your decorum? That's not a nice example that you're setting for me," said Julie.
Elizabeth made a sour face at her daughter and shrugged. Then, as if she had an inspired moment, Susan looked around the room with excitement.
"Oh, grow up. Don't be such a prude, Julie. You're an adult, not a child," said Elizabeth to her daughter. "I've had more sex at 18-years-old than you've had at 24-years-old. Maybe if you get naked instead of wearing a body stocking, you'll find a nice man," said her mother with a laugh.
As if she was the mother instead of the daughter, Julie gave her mother a smile of superiority.
"I'll grow up when you stop acting like such a whore, mother," said Julie.
Susan jumped up from her seat on the sofa.
"Eureka! I got it! I know who to ask. Don't worry about finding a man. I have the perfect man to demonstrate naked with us but I'll need your help to convince him to get naked. It won't be easy convincing him to protest naked with us. We all need to help him get over his shyness and his embarrassment to be seen naked with us. Since Nude Day is not for another month, we'll all have plenty of time to encourage him to strip off his clothes and volunteer to demonstrate with us," said Susan with a dirty laugh.
Christine looked at her mother with curiosity.
"Tell me," said Christine. "Who is it, Mother?
Elizabeth looked at her sister with sexual excitement.
"Tell us," said Elizabeth. "Who do you have in mind, Susan? And more importantly, will we have to give him sex to persuade him?"
Julie looked from Susan to look at her cousin, Christine before looking at her mother, Elizabeth.
"I wonder who the mystery man is," said Julie. "Do we know him? What does he look like? Is he cute? What's his name? How old is he? Is he single?"
Elizabeth moved her hand back and forth as if she was already masturbating this mystery man. Then, she raised her hand to her mouth and pushed her cheek out with her tongue as if she was already blowing him.
"Whoever he is, I hope he has a big cock," said Elizabeth.
Julie looked at her mother as if she was the mother instead of the daughter.
"Mother! Really. Big cock? Are you kidding me? We're going to protest Nude Day naked and you're thinking about sex and a big cock," said Julie.
To be continued...
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Susan sexually teases her son, Ryan, by flashing him her nearly naked breasts and her naked pussy in the hopes of trying to persuade him to demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day.
Continued from Chapter 01:
"Obviously, that's why we can't use just any man, especially any man that I know. We need to find someone who isn't eager to get naked with us but who is reluctant to get naked with us. We need to find a man who would be embarrassed to be seen naked with us. The last thing we want is a man protesting with an erection," said Susan with a dirty laugh. "The last thing we want is some guy thinking we're easy because we're naked. The last thing we want is some horny man hitting on us in public while we're all naked."
Elizabeth gave her sister a dirty look.
"Speak for yourself. That depends on who the man is hitting on me," said Elizabeth laughing. "Having not seen a man with an erection in two marriages, I'd love to protest with a man showing his sexual interest in my naked body."
Julie rolled her eyes at her mother and Christine lambasted her aunt's sentiments.
"Aunt Elizabeth, really. Defeating our protest, the last thing we want is some man groping us in public. We don't want a man to act like the men we are protesting against," said Christine. "We need to find one, special man who isn't sexually attracted to us. Only, a paradox, unless he's sexually attracted to us, he'd never agree to strip naked with us," she said. "It's quite the conundrum."
Susan looked from her daughter to look at her sister before looking at her niece.
"I don't know of any men who'd be embarrassed to strip themselves naked, especially if they were with us when we were all naked, too," said Elizabeth with a chuckle. "Every man that I know would love to see any of us and all of us naked."
Elizabeth gave her sister a shrug.
"What about a gay man? He wouldn't be sexually attracted to us," said Julie. "That would work. Unless he was eying another man, the last thing he'd have is an erection."
Susan slowly shook her head no.
"A gay man would send the wrong message. If anything, for us to change how men perceive and treat women, we need a masculine man, a man's man, and a manly to set the example of how every man should be and respectfully act like in the presence of women," said Susan.
Elizabeth looked at her sister to exhale her sexual excitement.
"Be still my heart, a masculine man, a man's man, and a manly man sounds good to me," she said. "Actually, any man who has hair, teeth, and an erection sounds good to me, especially if he has money," she said quickly changing her standards. "If he has money, I wouldn't mind if he was bald, toothless, and flaccid," said Elizabeth with a dirty laugh.
Christine nodded her head in agreement of her mother.
"Most of the men that I know are pigs, bastards, and assholes. The only nice, kind, and considerate men are gay," she said with a laugh. "I guess you have to not be sexually attracted to women to treat women fairly and with respect," said Christine with sadness.
Agreeing with her cousin, Julie added her two cents.
"Sex and respect are at odds with one another when it comes to the fair and equal treatment of women in a man's world," said Julie. "It's all about men and not about women."
Elizabeth nodded.
"It's always been a man's world. Worse in the 40's, 50's, and 60's, seemingly women gain more power with each advancing decade," said Susan. "Nonetheless, as it was then, it still is now. Women have always been second class citizens."
Elizabeth nodded her head in agreement.
"Maybe I should marry a gay man as my third husband," said Elizabeth with a laugh. "Instead of having to turn lesbian to be treated better, at least a gay man would have a penis that I could suck and fuck."
Julie looked at her mother with shock and shame.
"Mom! Really. Jesus, suck and fuck? Where's your decorum? That's not a nice example that you're setting for me," said Julie.
Elizabeth made a sour face at her daughter and shrugged. Then, as if she had an inspired moment, Susan looked around the room with excitement.
"Oh, grow up. Don't be such a prude, Julie. You're an adult, not a child," said Elizabeth to her daughter. "I've had more sex at 18-years-old than you've had at 24-years-old. Maybe if you get naked instead of wearing a body stocking, you'll find a nice man," said her mother with a laugh.
As if she was the mother instead of the daughter, Julie gave her mother a smile of superiority.
"I'll grow up when you stop acting like such a whore, mother," said Julie.
Susan jumped up from her seat on the sofa.
"Eureka! I got it! I know who to ask. Don't worry about finding a man. I have the perfect man to demonstrate naked with us but I'll need your help to convince him to get naked. It won't be easy convincing him to protest naked with us. We all need to help him get over his shyness and his embarrassment to be seen naked with us. Since Nude Day is not for another month, we'll all have plenty of time to encourage him to strip off his clothes and volunteer to demonstrate with us," said Susan with a dirty laugh.
Christine looked at her mother with curiosity.
"Tell me," said Christine. "Who is it, Mother?
Elizabeth looked at her sister with sexual excitement.
"Tell us," said Elizabeth. "Who do you have in mind, Susan? And more importantly, will we have to give him sex to persuade him?"
Julie looked from Susan to look at her cousin, Christine before looking at her mother, Elizabeth.
"I wonder who the mystery man is," said Julie. "Do we know him? What does he look like? Is he cute? What's his name? How old is he? Is he single?"
Elizabeth moved her hand back and forth as if she was already masturbating this mystery man. Then, she raised her hand to her mouth and pushed her cheek out with her tongue as if she was already blowing him.
"Whoever he is, I hope he has a big cock," said Elizabeth.
Julie looked at her mother as if she was the mother instead of the daughter.
"Mother! Really. Big cock? Are you kidding me? We're going to protest Nude Day naked and you're thinking about sex and a big cock," said Julie.
### SusanJillParker 02 -- The Perfect Man for Nude Day ###
Susan asks the perfect man, her son, Ryan, to demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day.
Chapter 02:
Ryan, Susan's 23-year-old son, was still in bed sleeping when his mother quietly entered his bedroom practically naked and without knocking on his door to check if he was awake and/or decent. Obviously, not caring if he was decent, and perhaps hoping that he wasn't, she opened his bedroom door. Having never done anything like this before, she was nervous about what she was going to do. Having never done anything like this before, she couldn't believe what she was about to do now. In the hopes of enticing him to demonstrate Nude Day naked with her, as a prelude to all that he'd see of her, she was about to flash her son her nearly naked body.
Naked in bed and with a huge erection beneath the sheet, his morning wood, Ryan was barely awake but not decent. Had he been awake, he would have been embarrassed that his mother saw his obvious erection tenting his sheet. Had he been awake, he would have been sexually excited to see his mother standing before him practically naked. Had he been awake, never mind asking him to demonstrate Nude Day naked with her, perhaps he would have agreed to anything his mother asked him, even if she asked him for sex.
Yet, not decent herself, she was wearing her sexiest, sheerest, shortest, and lowest cut nightgown without her having enough modesty to wear a robe over it or panties beneath it. Obviously, in the way her sister, Elizabeth was too, Ryan's mother, Susan, was not just a whore but an incestuous whore. Obviously, she was there to solicit her son to volunteer to protest with her naked on Nude Day. Obviously, she was willing to do anything she could to get her son's help. Obviously, she was willing to not only show her son her nearly naked body but also to incestuously seduce him.
Going to extreme measures, she was there to flash and sexually tease her son into volunteering to demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day. Obviously, Susan was willing to show Ryan all that he wanted to see of her nearly naked body. What horny son wouldn't want to see his MILF of a mother's nearly naked body? What horny son wouldn't want to have sex with his MILF of a mother?
More than he had ever seen of his mother's nearly naked body before, as if she was wearing nothing at all, her nightgown was totally see-through. Having looked at herself in the mirror before entering her son's room, she knew all that he could see of her. He could not only clearly see the shape and the size of her large breasts but also he could see her pink areolas and pink nipples too.
As if she was dressed like a prostitute visiting his room for the night, not ashamed or embarrassed, she knew that he could see the darker shadow of her blonde, trimmed pubic hair through her sheer nightgown. When turning her back to her son, she knew that he could not only see the shape of her shapely ass but also her ass crack too. If she was to bend at the waist with her back to him, with her nightgown rising high enough for him to see nirvana, she knew that he'd have a nice in between her thighs view of her naked, glistening pussy lips.
Obviously, not taking no for an answer, her plan was to sexually tease her son enough for him to agree to protest naked with her on Nude Day. Most men would jump at the chance to see their MILFs of a mothers naked. Most men would jump at the chance to see their sexy sisters naked. Most men would jump at the chance to see their MILFs of an aunts and their sexy cousins naked, too.
Yet, Ryan wasn't one of those men. He wasn't like most men. He was kind, sensitive, well-mannered, and respectful. He wasn't into incest, or so he thought, until his mother came to his bedroom wearing what she was wearing, practically nothing. With him already in bed with a huge erection, if he wasn't into incest now, he'd never be.
Not to confuse Ryan's respectful attitude towards woman as not heterosexual, especially towards his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin, he loved them but not in a sexual way. He wasn't gay. Ryan liked women but he was shy, especially when it came to nudity in front of his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin. He loved his family but not in that incestuous kind of way.
Even though he masturbated over his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin while imagining them naked and having sex with him, he'd never have sex with any of them. It would take a lot of sexual teasing for him to change his mind about demonstrating naked on Nude Day with his MILF of a mother, his sexy sister, his MILF of an aunt, and sexy cousin. It would take a lot of sexual teasing for him to agree to allow his mother, his sister, his aunt, and/or his cousin to see his cock whether flaccid or fully erect.
* * * * *
The first time deliberately exposing her nearly naked body to her son, feeling the whole range of sexual and incestuous emotions, Susan was as nervous as she was sexually excited to be in her son's bedroom with what she was wearing. She was as nervous as she was sexually excited to be in her son's bedroom while he had an obvious erection. Having never done this sort of flashing before, especially with her son, as soon as she entered his bedroom, she knew that he could see more of her MILF of a body than he had ever seen before.
As soon as she entered his bedroom, as if she was a stripper the first time on stage, she took a big breath of sexual anticipation before turning on his bedroom light. Once she turned on his light, there'd be no turning back. Once she turned on his light, he'd see every sexual part of her nearly naked body. Once she turned on his light, no longer his mother and with him no longer her son, she'd be just another older woman in a bedroom with a man half her age.
No longer thinking about the Nude Day protest but thinking more of exhibitionism and incestuous sex, she wondered what his reaction would be to seeing so much of her. She wondered if he'd be as sexually excited to see him her nearly naked body as much as she was sexually excited to show him her nearly naked body. She wondered if he'd want to have sex with her as much as she suddenly wanted to have sex with him. Suddenly imagining her son touching her and feeling her through the thin material of her nightgown, she wondered if he'd take the next step in crossing the incestuous line after she had already taken the first step.
With him seeing her nearly naked body in his brightly lit bedroom, she wondered if he'd stare, leer, or look away. As if turning on his bedroom light was her signal to reveal her nearly naked body to her son, it was show time! This was it. This was really it. There was no turning back now. She couldn't be anymore naked without being naked. She knew that her son was seeing every part of her shapely body that he had ever imagined seeing of her naked body while masturbating himself.
As soon as she turned on his light, Ryan peeked open his eyes to see his mother standing there in her sexy, skimpy, and revealing nightgown. As soon as she turned on his light, her son saw all that she was showing him. For the first time, she felt naked in front of her son. For the first time, she had sexual feelings for her him. For the first time, in a long time, she was as horny as she was sexually excited. If he dared show his sexually interest in her by touching her, feeling her, and fondling her, she'd show her sexual interest in him by stroking him, sucking him, and fucking him.
"Mom," he said softly as if he was still dreaming. "Mom," he said again as if he was beckoning her to his bed.
In the way that he looked at her, obviously, he never saw his mother wearing such a sexy, skimpy, sheer, and low-cut nightgown without her having the modesty enough to wear a robe over it. He stared at her as if he was, perhaps, dreaming her, sexually fantasizing her, or imagining her naked. He stared at her with an obvious, incestuously lustful, sexual attraction in the way that she stared at his erection that raised the sheet as if it was a pole raising a circus tent. Obviously, with his erection throbbing and pulsating beneath the sheet, he liked what he was seeing just as his mother liked what she was seeing too.
Even with him half asleep and with his eyes barely open, he could obviously see that she was practically naked beneath this thin piece of sheer material called a nightgown. Unable to stop staring at the impression his prick made in the sheet, his stiff prick looked so big and so hard. How could he not see all of his mother's nearly naked body in the bright light of his bedroom? Suddenly, in the way that he stared at her and leered at her, deflating her sexual excitement, she felt ridiculous that she was flashing her son her nearly naked body.
Unlike her to feel awkwardly indisposed, she suddenly felt embarrassed that her son was seeing all that she was deliberately showing him. How could she expose herself to her son like this? Why would she sexually and incestuously tease him? This was her son and not some strange man that she picked up in a bar and asked home. Yet, too late to change her mind, she was in his room now and practically naked with her wicked, incestuous thoughts of incest. Having gone this far, if only for the sake of her Nude Day protest, she needed to go through with the rest.
Before she entered his room, she felt confident that he'd stare at her in the way that he was leering at her now. What son doesn't think of his MILF of a mother naked? What son doesn't masturbate over the thoughts of having sex with his MILF of a mother? Then, suddenly feeling awkwardly embarrassed flashing her son, her sudden lack of self-confidence dashed her hope that she'd successfully, sexually tease him enough for him to agree to demonstrate with her naked. Feeling confident that he'd sexually want her before, she thought of something she hadn't considered now.
'Oh, Dear,' she thought while suddenly feeling foolish. Here she was a 46-year-old woman trying to sexually interest her 23-year-old son in her nearly naked body. Here she was a 46-year-old woman using incestuous sex to enlist the help of her 23-year-old son to demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day. Convoluted in thought, her demonstrating naked with her son on Nude Day for the fair rights and better treatment of women who are emotionally, physically, and sexually abused was a paradox at best. In the way that sexist men use sex against women, she was using sex to entice her son.
In the way that Dustin Hoffman as Benjamin Braddock first rejected Anne Bancroft as Mrs. Robinson in The Graduate, what if he rejected her? What if he doesn't sexually want her in the way that she obviously, sexually wants him? How embarrassing would that be to have her son not even sexually look at her in the way she hoped that he'd sexually look at her? How embarrassing would that be to have her son not even sexually look at her in the way that she sexually looked at him when she saw his erection?
What if her sexual teasing doesn't work because he doesn't want her, his mother, sexually? What if he has more morals and more modesty than she has? What if he's not into demonstrating naked with his naked mother, his naked sister, his naked aunt, and his naked cousin? What if he's not into incest in the way that she suddenly is? What if her son rejects her in opposition to how she's willing to sexually accept him as her lover?
On the flipside of that coin, what if he wanted to have sex with her? What would she do then? Would she call his bluff and give him incestuous sex or would she reject him in the way that she feared that he may reject her? Oxymoronically, maybe the only way to enlist his cooperation in her Nude Day, women's equal rights and better treatment of women demonstration was by having sex with her own son. How convoluted is that? With incestuous sex in conflict of women's equal rights, better treatment, and fair wages, having sex with her son to elicit his cooperation in her protest didn't make sense.
Obviously, by the erection that tented his sheet, he was sleeping naked. Obviously, by the erection that tented his sheet, he was sexually aroused. Obviously, unless he woke up like this, by the way his cock was throbbing and pulsating, he was sexually aroused from seeing his mother in her sexy, see-through nightgown. In the sexual way that he was seeing her, she'd enjoyed the sexual way that she was seeing him. In the way that she hoped he'd like to remove her nightgown to see her naked, she'd love to remove his sheet to see him naked.
She wondered if he had already masturbated. She wondered if he'd be masturbating over what he saw of her as soon as she left his bedroom. In the way that she'd suddenly like to masturbate her son, she'd like to watch him masturbate himself. She'd like to watch him cum. If he allowed her to masturbate him, she'd allow him to cum all over her hand, across her naked breasts, and/or even in her mouth.
Now with her knowing that her son was already sexually in the mood and ready for sex, it wouldn't take her much to tease him enough to elicit his cooperation in her Nude Day demonstration. Hopefully, with him already having an erection, it wouldn't take much to get him to do whatever she wanted and needed him to do, even demonstrate naked with her, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin on Nude Day. Hopefully, as if he was her sex slave, perhaps she could persuade him to do more than just demonstrate naked with her.
Nothing more than a little exhibitionism and voyeurism mixed with a little touching and feeling should make him agree to whatever she wanted and needed him to do. Perhaps, even more of a forbidden thought, she could persuade him to give her incestuous sex. Ready to give him incestuous sex, all he had to do was to strip off the sheet and expose his erect cock to her. All he had to do was to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her nightgown. All he had to do was to give his mother a long, wet kiss while touching and feeling her everywhere.



* * * * *
"Ryan? Psst, Ryan," she whispered. "Are you awake?"
If he wasn't awake before, he was surely awake now that she turned on his bedroom light and was standing before his horny eyes nearly naked. Besides, she knew he was awake. As soon as she turned on his bedroom light, she heard him whisper her name and saw him eyeing her through the slits of his mostly closed eyes. As if he was a man and she was a woman instead of a son with his mother, he was sexually staring at his nearly naked mother in the way that she was staring at his huge erection.
"Mom? What is it? What's wrong?"
Taking the next incestuous step, while facing him, Susan sat on her son's bed by his knee. She couldn't believe she was sitting next to him wearing what she was wearing while in his brightly lit bedroom. She couldn't believe she was sitting next to her son with him having a huge erection. Her hand was only inches away from his throbbing and pulsating cock.
With her leg tucked beneath her and with her nightgown already risen past mid-thigh, giving him a fee show of her naked pussy, Ryan's line of view was looking right between his mother's shapely thighs. Something she normally does when wearing a nightgown, she wasn't wearing panties. Aware that she was giving her son an in-between her knees view of her blond, trimmed pussy, she was wicked in exposing her naked cunt to her son. The first time deliberately flashing her son her pussy, she may have given him accidental up-skirt views of her panties or up-nightgown, quick flashes of her naked pussy but she never gave him such a prolonged view of her cunt.
Acting as if and pretending that she didn't know that she was flashing him her naked pussy, she saw him looking, staring between her legs, and leering at her exposed cunt. As much as it sexually excited her to flash her son, it sexually excited her even more to know that he was staring and was sexually interested. As if he wasn't her son but just a young man she picked up and invited home, she suddenly felt a familiar wetness between her thighs. When she caught him staring, her nipples erected. When she caught him staring, he looked away obviously embarrassed that he was caught seeing so much of his naked mother.
Undoubtedly by his huge erection, early mornings were his horniest times and his mother was doing everything that she could to make him even hornier and more sexually uncomfortable. In the way that he obviously stared at her exposed pussy, she stared at his engorged prick. In the way that he leered at the impressions her naked breasts and nipples made through her nearly see-through nightgown, she leered at his erection. With her a single, working Mom, it had been quite a while since she had sex. It had been a long time since she had seen a prick, held a prick, stroked a prick, sucked a prick, and fucked a prick.
With his cock exposed through the thin sheet as much as her breasts were exposed through her sheer nightgown, little did he know that she could see as much of him as he could see of her. Little did he know that he was making her horny, too. Little did he know that she'd have sex with him if he dared to make a pass. In the way that she was sexually frustrated by not having a man in her life, to her benefit, she knew that he had been sexually frustrated since he broke up with his longtime girlfriend, his fuck buddy, Sarah, several months ago.
* * * * *
"I'm awake now, Mother," he said with a laugh.
He rubbed his eyes as if he was dreaming at all that he was seeing of her through her sexy and nearly see-through nightgown. No longer looking away nor removing his eyes from her, he stared at the tops of his mother's abundant breasts, at her long line of exposed, sexy cleavage, and at the impressions her erect nipples made in her nightgown. Then, continuing to stare, he stared down again at his mother's exposed, glistening wet pussy. In the way that he stared at his mother's exposed cunt, she stared at her son's nearly naked prick.
"Good morning, Mom," he said talking more to her naked pussy and what he could see of her nearly naked tits than he was to her. "How are you today?"
Seemingly, he was nervous by all that he was seeing of his mother's beautiful, nearly naked body. He rubbed his eyes again as his obvious pretense for him to look longer at what she was showing him, and without him being caught staring. Awkward at least and incestuous at best, she was his mother after all and he was her son.
For her to sexually tease her son was incestuous just as for him to sexually lust over her was incestuous, too. It was one thing to sexually fantasize having sex with her but for him to want his mother in a sexually inappropriate way was forbidden. With her playing in the Devil's playground, she was tempting him to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and have sex with her. It was one thing to look but for him to stare and to want to have sex with his mother was something that would never happen.
Besides, unless he was from a background of sexual abuse or lived in an area where incest was more normal and accepted than not, what son would sexually lust over his mother? Just because Ryan incestuously lusted over his mother and perhaps even masturbated over her while imagining her naked and having sex with her, may not mean that he'd ever have sex with his mother. It was one thing to entertain the forbidden, lustful thoughts of having incestuous sex with his mother but it was quite something else to go through with having incestuous sex with his mother.
Besides, unless she was from a background of sexual abuse or lived in an area where incest was more normal and accepted than not, what mother would deliberately flash her son bits and pieces of her nude body? Just because Susan flashed her son most of her naked breasts and her naked pussy doesn't mean that she'd have incestuous sex with him, or would she? Even worse than a mother flashing her son, it was one thing for a mother to flash her son but it was quite something else for a mother to have sex with her son.
Even if she wanted to have sex with him, for her to want to have sex with Ryan was something that would never happen. The fact that she was his mother and he was her son counteracted and nullified any incestuous thoughts that they may harbor to have illicitly forbidden sex. Yet, how convenient would it be to have sex with Ryan while his sister was at school or at work? How hot would that be to have a live-in fuck buddy, even if he was her son and she was his mother?
Yet, she'd never have sex with her son. Most times, it was enough to erotically titillate, sensually tickle, and sexually tease one another. Most times it was enough to flash and lust over one another without having incestuous sex with one another. Most times, masturbation curbed whatever forbidden desires and lascivious thoughts of inappropriate sex they may have had but not this time. This time, with her taking this incestuous, sexual teasing to the next level, was different.
By the look of shame on his face, he obviously felt guilty for sexually staring at his mother's nearly naked breasts and naked cunt. Assuredly never believing that his mother would deliberately flash him her tits and/or her pussy, especially her pussy, he obviously blamed himself for his incestuously thoughts and not her for flashing him. Only, as much as he couldn't stop himself from staring at all that his mother was showing, he couldn't control himself from developing a harder and bigger erection by all that he was seeing of her.
* * * * *
If only he knew that his mother was deliberately flashing him, what would he say? What would he think? What would he do? If only he knew his mother was as interested in his cock as he was in her pussy, what would he say? What would he think? What would he do? If only he knew his mother would willingly masturbate him, suck him, and/or fuck him, then would he make an incestuous, sexual pass at his mother? Would he willingly have incestuous sex with his mother if she was willing to have incestuous sex with him?
At the right time and in the right place, if only in this moment he knew that his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, what would he say? What would he think? What would he do?
Obviously, in the way that he stared at her with loved mixed with sexual lust, he thought of his mother as innocent as he thought of himself as an incestuously perverted. Obviously, he thought his mother was blameless in her accidentally flashing him while he thought that he was wicked in his incestuous lust for her by staring at all that she was showing and all that he was seeing. Obviously, he felt shamelessly guilty for sexually and incestuously not only staring all that he could see of his mother's nearly naked tits and all that he could see of her naked pussy but for also wanting to have sex with his mother?
Never blaming their mothers for flashing their sons, what sons would think any less of their mothers in thinking that they were incestuous whores? Blaming themselves for their incestuous lust, what sons would think any less of their mothers that their Moms sexually wanted them in the way that they sexually wanted their mothers? What sons would think any less of their mothers in knowing that their Moms had a sexual life before they were born? What sons would even suspect that their mothers were just as sexual, as horny, and masturbated as much as they did? What sons would think that their mothers masturbated themselves never mind sucked cocks?
No doubt thinking that his mother was inadvertently flashing him her nearly naked tits and especially her naked pussy, wouldn't he be surprised, shocked even to know that his mother was deliberately flashing him her nearly naked tits and her naked pussy? Wouldn't he be surprised, shocked even to know that his mother suddenly sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her? Wouldn't he be surprised, shocked even to know that his mother was without shame, embarrassment, guilt, and/or remorse for her son to see her naked? Pussy for picket sign, wouldn't he be surprised, shocked even to know that his mother would willingly give her son sex for him to agree to demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day?
With her soon to be demonstrating naked against the deplorably unfair treatment of women, she obviously didn't care how much she showed her son of her shapely, naked body and how much he saw of her shapely, naked body. Yet, with her soon to be demonstrating naked against the deplorably unfair treatment of women, she was being counterproductive in what she was instilling in her son by flashing him her nearly naked tits and her naked pussy. In the way that women have tempted men with sex since Adam and Eve, using her sexual charms, she was sexually abusing her role as Ryan's mother.
In the hopes of getting him to demonstrated naked with her, she was willing to sacrifice her shapely, naked body to enlist her son's help by even giving him incestuous sex, if that's what she had to do. In the hopes of getting him to demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day, with his opinion of a man's point of view important to her Nude Day demonstration, she needed him to help her to make her Nude Day statement. Yet, what she was teaching her son by flashing him her shapely naked body, something that he should never see, was that all women, including his mother, perhaps especially his mother, were whores, incestuous whores, willing to trade sex for favors.
'God, I don't believe I'm doing this. I don't believe I'm in my son's bedroom wearing this sheer, sexy nightgown. I can't believe I'm flashing my son my nearly naked breasts and my naked pussy. I can't believe that I'm such an incestuous whore. I can't believe I'm incestuously lusting over my son's erection,' she thought while staring at his throbbing and pulsating prick and while he stared at what he could see of her breasts and her nipples, as well as her naked pussy.
* * * * *
With Susan already going down that rabbit hole of sexual depravity by deliberately flashing her son her naked pussy and her nearly naked breasts, she was obviously willing to do anything to enlist his help. Prostituting herself in exchange for his cooperation to picket with her while demonstrating naked, obviously unable to help herself, Ryan was in a no-win situation with his mother. Damn if he made a pass at her, he'd be damn if he sexually rejected his mother too. Seemingly, all he could do was to stare. Obviously, he was leaving it up to her to make the next sexually incestuous move.
Yet, no matter how guilty he felt for staring and for what he was sexually and inappropriately thinking, as soon as his mother left his room, he'd obviously be masturbating himself over seeing his mother's naked pussy and most of her big tits. No matter how guilty he felt for staring and for what he was sexually, inappropriately thinking, as soon as his mother left his room, he'd obviously be masturbating himself over the thoughts of his mother naked and having sex with her. No matter how guilty he felt for staring and for what he was sexually and inappropriately thinking, he'd be kicking himself later if he didn't make a sexual pass at his mother now.
With her in his room practically naked and with her staring at his sheet covered cock as much as he was staring at her sheer nightgown clad body, it was obviously up to him to make the next sexual move. If he wasn't sexually attracted to his mother before, after seeing her in this sexy, sheer, short, and low-cut nightgown, judging him by his throbbing and pulsating erection, then he was obviously sexually attracted to her now. Only, with him never thinking bad of his mother, he obviously gave her the benefit of doubt that she could be an incestuous whore as much as he was now an incestuous pervert.
Was she deliberately flashing him her naked pussy and what he could see of her tits or was she accidentally flashing him? Was she in his room wearing what she was wearing in hopes he'd give her sex? Nonetheless, whether she was deliberately or accidentally flashing him, what did it matter? What mattered was that he was seeing more of his mother's sexy, shapely body than he had ever seen before.
With her nightgown practically see-through, he was seeing his mother's tits and her erect nipples as if she was sitting on her bed topless. In the way that she was sitting on his bed facing him with her leg beneath her thigh and her knees spread wide open, he was seeing his mother's blonde, trimmed pussy. He had an uninterrupted view of his mother's cunt. With his erect cock tenting his thin sheet, he obviously knew that his mother could nearly see as much of his stiff prick as he could see of her naked cunt.
No doubt, as soon as his mother left his room, he'd be stroking himself over the imagined thoughts of licking his mother's pussy and fingering her cunt while fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples. No doubt, as soon as his mother left his room, he'd be stroking himself and ejaculating his cum in his hand as if cumming in his mother's pussy while imagining making love to his mother before fucking her. No doubt, as soon as his mother left his room, he'd be stroking himself and ejaculating his cum in his hand as if cumming in his mother's mouth while imagining his mother sucking his cock.
As much as he obviously enjoyed seeing all that she showed him and all that he saw of her through her sheer, sexy nightgown, no doubt he couldn't wait for her to leave his room so that he could masturbate. Giving him much to masturbate over, what son doesn't imagine their mother, especially their MILF of a mother wearing her sexiest, sheerest, shortest, and lowest cut nightgown without the modesty of a robe? What son doesn't imagine their mother, especially their MILF of a mother, who has a sexy, shapely body, dressed only in her bra and panties? What son doesn't imagine their mother, especially their busty mother, topless and wearing only her sheer, bikini panties?
What son doesn't imagine their mother, especially their MILF of a mother, who has a body like a stripper, naked, willing, and ready to have incestuous sex? What son doesn't imagine what it would be like to have sex with their mother, especially their MILF of a mother? What son cursed with incestuous thoughts, doesn't think of their mother, especially their MILF of a mother, naked and making love to them before fucking them? What son cursed with incestuous thoughts, doesn't think of their mother, especially their MILF of a mother, stroking their cock while sucking their cock? What son doesn't imagine giving their mother a sexual orgasm with their fingers, tongue, and cock before giving their mother a cum bath?
* * * * *
"How am I today?" She looked at him as if he had just awakened her and interrupted her from a sexual fantasy that she was having with him as her main character. "I'm fine, Ryan, thank you for asking but I'm worried about you," she said lightly resting her motherly hand on his sheet covered right thigh. Her fingertips were only inches away from touching his erect prick. "You were limping so badly yesterday. How's your leg? Is it any better?"
Probably just a pulled muscle, Ryan hurt his right thigh doing one too many squats after doing sprints while running as fast as he could. Only, by her continual stare of what tented his sheet, she seemingly was more concerned with his middle leg than she was concerned about his right leg. If she dared to want to massage his sore leg, she more wanted to stroke his middle leg. With his erection beckoning her in the way that her naked pussy beckoned him, she'd gladly masturbate her son if only he'd demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day.
"It's still sore," said Ryan. "The heating pad helped a little but now it aches like a bad toothache," he said grimacing.
Susan smiled at her son while staring at him. Difficult for her not to stare, she did her best not to look at the huge impression his cock made through the sheet but she couldn't help herself from staring. His cock was so big. His prick was so hard. With it been years since she had a cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, he was making her horny. If he wasn't her son but a guest staying in her home, she would have already sexually attacked him.
In the way that he, no doubt, wondered what she looked without her nightgown, she wondered what his cock looked like without the sheet. Suddenly feeling more than horny but sexually deranged, she wondered what his erect prick felt like in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. As if his stiff prick was a huge snake, a Cobra wanting to break free, she watched his cock pulsating and throbbing beneath the sheet. As if she was a snake charmer beckoning the snake to respond, she was mesmerized by her son's engorged prick.
In the way that he could see the complete outline of her breasts through her sheer nightgown, she could see the complete outline of his cock through the thin sheet. In the way that he could see the impressions that her areolas and her erect nipples made through her nightgown, she could see the dark shadow that his pubic hair made through his sheet. With his eyes darting down from the impressions her big nipples made in her low-cut nightgown to her flashing him her naked pussy, he did his best to make eye contact with his mother's big, beautiful, blue eyes. Nonetheless, in the way that she couldn't help herself from staring at his erection, he obviously couldn't help from staring at all that he could see of her tits and pussy.
Not yet crossing the imaginary line of incest, if they were both guilty of anything, they were both guilty of looking and staring. Seemingly ready to cross the imaginary line of incest, if they were guilty of anything, they were both guilty of enjoying all that they were seeing. The lull before the incestuous, sexual storm, if they were guilty of anything, they were both guilty of harboring incestuous lust for one another. Yet, looking and staring was one thing but a son having sex with his mother and a mother having sex with her son, a forbidden line they should never cross, was something else entirely.



"I have the perfect remedy to help make your thigh feel better," said Susan with a sexually devious smile. "By taking your mind off your pain, you'll be walking around without limping in no time."
In one, fast, fluid motion, as if removing the sheet from a valuable work of art, she removed the sheet from her son. In one, quick pull, as if a magician removing a tablecloth from a table without breaking a glass or disturbing a dish, she removed the sheet from her son's naked body. Before Ryan could even react to cover his nakedness, as if his prick was taking a bow to his mother, his erect cock greeted her with a spring and a throb.
In the way that his mother was nearly naked in front of him, he was totally naked in front of his mother. Returning the sexual favor, in the way that he had been staring at his mother's naked cunt, she stared at her son's naked prick. If it wasn't forbidden enough that she had been flashing him her naked pussy, she couldn't believe she was seeing Ryan's erect, naked cock. She couldn't wait to tell her sister, Elizabeth, what she had done for the sake of enticing her son to join their Nude Day naked demonstration.
"Mom," said Ryan. "How could you? Gees," he said covering his erect prick with his hand. "What the Hell? Oh, my God! I don't believe you did that. I can't believe you saw my prick. I'm so embarrassed Mom. I'm so very embarrassed."
To be continued...
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Enticing him to demonstrate naked with her, his naked sister, his naked aunt, and his naked cousin on Nude Day, Susan has incestuous sex with her son, Ryan.
Continued from Chapter 02:
What son doesn't imagine their mother, especially their MILF of a mother, who has a body like a stripper, naked, willing, and ready to have incestuous sex? What son doesn't imagine what it would be like to have sex with their mother, especially their MILF of a mother? What son cursed with incestuous thoughts and masturbating himself over his mother, doesn't think of their mother, especially their MILF of a mother, naked and making love to them before fucking them? What son cursed with incestuous thoughts, doesn't think of their mother, especially their MILF of a mother, stroking their cock while sucking their cock? What son doesn't imagine giving their mother a sexual orgasm with their fingers, tongue, and cock before giving their mother a cum bath?
* * * * *
"How am I today?" She looked at him as if he had just awakened her and interrupted her from a sexual fantasy that she was having with him as her main character. "I'm fine, Ryan, thank you for asking but I'm worried about you," she said lightly resting her motherly hand on his sheet covered right thigh. Her fingertips were only inches away from touching his erect prick. "You were limping so badly yesterday. How's your leg? Is it any better?"
Probably just a pulled muscle, Ryan hurt his right thigh doing one too many squats after doing sprints while running short distances as fast as he could. Only, by her continual stare of what tented his sheet, she seemingly was more concerned with his middle leg than she was concerned about his right leg. If she dared to want to massage his sore leg, she more wanted to stroke his middle leg. Cock for picket sign, with his erection beckoning her in the way that her naked pussy beckoned him, she'd gladly masturbate her son if only he'd demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day.
"It's still sore," said Ryan. "The heating pad helped a little but now it aches like a bad toothache," he said grimacing.
Susan smiled at her son while staring at him and while continuing to expose her naked pussy to him. Difficult for her not to stare, she did her best not to look at the huge impression his cock made through the sheet but she couldn't help herself from staring. His cock was so big. His prick was so hard. With it years since she had a cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, he was making her horny. If he wasn't her son but a guest staying in her home, she would have already sexually attacked him.
In the way that he, no doubt, wondered what she looked without her nightgown, she wondered what his cock looked like without the sheet. Suddenly feeling more than horny but sexually deranged, she wondered what his erect prick felt like in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. As if his stiff prick was a huge snake, a Cobra wanting to break free, she watched his cock pulsating and throbbing beneath the sheet. As if she was a snake charmer beckoning the snake to respond, she was mesmerized by the sexy albeit incestuous sight of her son's engorged prick.
In the way that he could see the complete outline of her breasts through her sheer nightgown, she could see the complete outline of his cock through the thin sheet. In the way that he could see the impressions that her areolas and her erect nipples made through her nightgown, she could see the dark shadow that his pubic hair made through his sheet. With his eyes darting down from the impressions her big nipples made in her low-cut nightgown to her flashing him her naked pussy, he did his best to make eye contact with his mother's big, beautiful, blue eyes.
Nonetheless, in the way that she couldn't help herself from staring at his erection, he obviously couldn't help from staring at all that he could see of her tits and pussy. He stared at what he could see of her naked breasts beneath her share nightgown as if he had never seen breasts before. These were his mother's breasts and he had never seen them before until now. He stared at his mother's naked, blonde, trimmed pussy as if he had never seen a pussy before. Again, this was his mother's pussy and he had never seen his mother's cunt before.
Not yet crossing the imaginary line of incest, if they were both guilty of anything, they were both guilty of looking and staring. Seemingly ready to cross the imaginary line of incest, if they were guilty of anything, they were both guilty of enjoying all that they were seeing. The lull before the incestuous, sexual storm, if they were guilty of anything, they were both guilty of harboring incestuous lust for one another. Yet, looking and staring was one thing but a son having sex with his mother and a mother having sex with her son, a forbidden line they should never cross, was something else entirely.
"I have the perfect remedy to help make your thigh feel better," said Susan with a sexually devious smile. "By taking your mind off your pain, you'll be walking around without limping in no time."
In one, fast, fluid motion, as if she was a museum director removing the sheet from a valuable work of art, she removed the sheet from her son. In one, quick pull, as if she was a magician removing a tablecloth from a table without breaking a glass or disturbing a dish, she removed the sheet from her son's naked body. Before Ryan could even react to cover his nakedness, as if his prick was taking a bow to his mother, his erect cock greeted her with a spring and a throb. Ryan was naked. Susan's son was naked. Her adult son was naked in front of his mother.
Now, in the way that his mother was nearly naked in front of him, he was totally naked in front of his mother. Susan returned the sexual favor of sexually staring at her son in the way that he had been sexually staring at her. In the way that he had been staring at his mother's naked, glistening pussy, she stared at her son's naked, erect prick. If it wasn't forbidden enough that she had been flashing him her naked pussy, she couldn't believe she was seeing Ryan's erect, naked cock. She couldn't wait to tell her sister, Elizabeth, what she had done for the sake of enticing her son to join their Nude Day naked demonstration.
"Mom," said Ryan. "How could you? Gees," he said covering his erect prick with his hand. "What the Hell? Oh, my God! I don't believe you did that. I can't believe you saw my prick. I'm so embarrassed Mom. I'm so very embarrassed."
Chapter 03:
In the way that he was staring at his mother's exposed pussy and at the impressions her erect nipples made in her sheer, thin nightgown, she stared at her son's naked, erect cock, his pubic hair, and his hairy testicles. As if she had never seen a naked, erect prick before, and she had never seen her son's naked, erect prick, she stared at Ryan's naked, erect prick. As if trying to memorized what his naked, erect cock looked like before he covered it with his hand, she stared at his engorged prick in the way that he stared at what he could see of her big tits. She stared at his naked, erect cock in the way that he stared at her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy.
Like mother, like son, obviously, they were both sexually attracted to one another. Like mother, like son, as much as she was an exhibitionist, he was a voyeur. Now, with their roles reversed with him exposing his erect cock to his mother, he was the exhibitionist in the way that she was the voyeur. Yet, it didn't matter who was showing what the other was sexually forbidden to see of one another, they were not only both showing but also they were both sexually staring.
"Oh, for Heaven's sake, Ryan," said Susan downplaying her sexual excitement. "Don't be silly. Don't be so shy. Don't be such a prude. If you should feel anything, you should feel proud that you have such a big, beautiful prick," said Susan with a dirty laugh. "It isn't as if I'm going to have sex with you. Besides, I'm your mother."
Still covering his penis with his hand, he looked as his mother with as much shock mixed with sexual excitement as he looked at her with embarrassment.
"Mom," he said and was all that he could say while looking away from her embarrassed.
Susan stared at her son with as much motherly concern for his injury as she stared at him with sexual excitement for the huge erection that she had exposed to her horny and incestuous eyes by pulling his sheet from his naked body. If it wasn't bad enough that she continued flashing her son her naked pussy and much of her naked breasts, she couldn't believe she exposed his erect prick by removing the sheet. If it wasn't enough that she, as his mother, was in his bedroom wearing what little she was wearing, her son was naked.
'What next,' she thought? Sex? Did she dare give her son sex? Would he return the incestuous favor and give her sex too,' she wondered with the sexual anticipation of a sister having sex with her brother instead of a mother about to have sex with her son?
"This isn't the first time I've seen your penis. I've seen you naked plenty of times before when changing your dirty diapers and giving you baths," said Susan with another laugh while trying to act disinterested in her son's nakedness. "Now move your hand away, Ryan. It's in the way," she said taking his hand by his wrist and moving it to his stomach to expose his naked prick to her horny eyes again.
Susan stared at her son's naked prick in the way that he stared at her naked pussy. She stared at her son's erect cock in the way that he stared at her glistening pussy. If she wasn't wet before from exposing herself to her son, she was even wetter now from seeing her son's naked body. Thinking that she was here just to flash him, now she wanted sex, forbidden, dirty, nasty, incestuous sex.
As if he was a horny customer in a massage room in Bangkok and she was a whore about to give him a Thai massage, her son was naked with a huge erection. Ryan looked away in embarrassment from his mother while she stared at his prick with sexual excitement. If exposing her nearly naked body to her son didn't make her horny enough, seeing his naked, erect prick added to her horniness and increased her sexual excitement and frustration. If seeing much of her naked breasts and the continual flashes of her naked pussy didn't make him horny enough, exposing his naked, erect prick to his mother added to his horniness and increased his sexual excitement and frustration too.
'Like mother, like son,' she thought while staring at her son's naked, erect cock in the way that he stared at her naked, wet pussy.
Now returning the favor of her horniness with his, and with his throbbing and pulsating, erect prick exposed to her, she was obviously making him hornier than he was before when she first entered his room. In the way that he stared at her, he obviously couldn't stop himself from leering at her exposed pussy and all that she was showing him of her nearly naked breasts. Naked tits and pussy for naked cock and testicles, just as Susan flashed her son her naked pussy and nearly naked tits, her son flashed his mother his exposed, naked cock and balls.
He couldn't stop from staring at all that she was showing in the way that she couldn't stop herself from staring at his naked, erect prick. Only, with exhibitionism developing more with age, Ryan was as shy as his mother was bold. He looked as embarrassed as he looked sexually excited to have his 46-year-old mother seeing him naked and with an erection. He looked as embarrassed as he looked sexually excited to see his mother staring at his erection. He looked as embarrassed as he looked sexually excited to see his mother's blonde, trimmed, naked pussy and most of her nearly naked breasts.
As if complimenting her by growing bigger and harder, Ryan had an enormous erection from his mother seeing his naked, erect cock. As if complimenting her by nodding its approval, an involuntary reaction, his cock throbbed and pulsated to his mother's nearly naked body. He obviously enjoyed seeing as much of his naked mother as she obviously enjoyed seeing her naked son's prick. As awkward and incestuously forbidden as this exhibitionism and voyeurism was sexually exciting, with one or the other needing a shove to cross the incestuous line, they both teetered before crossing the incestuous line.
* * * * *
"Mom?"
He suddenly had a panicked look on his face when she grabbed his bottle of lube from the top of her dresser. With this the lube that he used to masturbate himself, he looked at her with as much fear and curiosity as he looked at her with sexual excitement and incestuous lust. Was she going to masturbate him? Was she going to stroke his erect prick?
"Relax, Ryan," she said.
He looked from her to look at the bottle of lube before looking back at her again.
"What are you doing with that bottle of lotion?"
As if she was preparing her hands with lube to masturbate her son, Susan unscrewed the top of the bottle, poured some in her hands, and rubbed her hands together.
"I'm going to give your thigh a deep, tissue massage to relax that muscle," said Susan. "I used to do that with your father whenever he hurt his back or his shoulder."
He stared down at her hand while watching her squirt lotion on his naked thigh.
"That's cold," he said.
She rubbed in the lotion in the way that a deep tissue massage therapist would work to loosen a tense muscle. With her hand so very close to his exposed prick and with the side of his testicle and his erect prick rubbing against the side of his mother's hand, she rubbed his thigh in the way that he no doubt wished she'd rub his cock. With him obviously feeling as sexually aroused as he was horny, and in the way that he was staring at her hand, no doubt, he wished his mother would give him a hand job.
Only, needing two to play that incestuous game, what kind of son would want his mother to masturbate him? Even more incestuously outrageous than that, what kind of mother would willingly masturbate her son? With her hand so close to her son's erect, naked prick, yet so very far away from the other side of the incestuous line, their sexual excitement heated even higher. Obviously, in the way that he was staring at his mother's hand massaging his naked thigh his sexual anticipation of her giving him a hand job was palatable. Obviously, in the way that Susan was staring at her son's erect, naked prick, her wanting to give her son a hand job was wickedly forbidden.
Would she rub the head of his cock with her fingertips or just rub his sore thigh with her fingers? Would she take his stiff prick in her hand and stroke him or would she leave them both sexually frustrated? In the way that Ryan looked at his mother's hand, he obviously hoped that she'd masturbate him. In the way that Susan looked at her son's cock, she obviously had thoughts of stroking his stiff prick.
"It will be warm in a moment," she said rubbing and kneading his thigh.
As if she was molding clay for a class in sculpting, making dough from scratch, or mixing hamburger to make meatloaf, she attacked his thigh with both hands. Rubbing his thigh muscles deep, she took her sweet time massaging her son's naked thigh in the way that he, no doubt, would love to take his sweet time when massaging her naked breasts. Then, when she leaned over him to massage him, the movement of her large, C cup, small D cup, breasts made their appearance known by moving forward and filling out her nightgown top.
As if her breasts had a mind of their own, they looked as if they were ready to spill out of her nightgown top and voluntarily expose themselves to his horny eyes. With her not shy nor embarrassed, as if she wasn't aware her breasts were as exposed, she gave him a great down-nightgown view of her big tits. With the top of her nightgown spilling open as if she was wearing a loose peasant blouse without a bra, he could nearly see her naked areolas and her nipples. So near and yet so far, he stared with incestuous, sexual lust as if he wanted to touch her tits, feel her tits, fondle her tits, and grope her tits while fingering her nipples and sucking her big tits.
Every time she moved, as if teasing him by jiggling them and shaking them, her breasts moved with her too. While rubbing his thigh, the side of her hand and fingertips touched his public hair, the base of his cock, and his testicles. If his cock wasn't as erect as it was and sticking straight up as it did, if his prick had been flaccid, she would have inadvertently or deliberately touched his flaccid prick by now. Only, his cock wasn't flaccid, it was raging. In the way that he stared at his mother's nearly naked, big breasts, she stared at her son's naked, big cock.
"Mom, good God. Mom," he said in a sexually excited whisper. "What are you doing?"
She stopped rubbing his thigh to look at him with concern.
"Pardon?" She looked at him as if she was clueless. She looked at him as if she was a dumb blonde when she was no dummy. She knew exactly what she was doing in sexually teasing her son. "I'm massaging your thigh to loosen the muscle," she said with the innocence that only a mother can have with them both so nakedly exposed.
He looked troubled. He looked upset. He looked sexually excited.
"It's just that—" he said not finishing his thought.
She looked at him with motherly concern.
"What? What's wrong?" She innocently asked what was wrong as if she didn't already know what was wrong. "Am I hurting you? Do you want me to stop massaging your leg? Do you want me to drive you to see a doctor, a sports medicine specialist for an X-ray?"
As if it pained him to be naked in front of his mother while she was nearly naked in front of him too, Ryan looked at his mother with incestuous horniness and sexual frustration. He looked at her with as much guilt, shyness, and remorse as he looked at her with incestuous, sexual lust and as she looked at him with incestuous, sexual lust. At this very moment with his erect prick aching for her soothing and sexually exciting, motherly touch, it seemingly didn't matter that he was her son and she was his mother. Obviously, his thigh was no longer hurting him but his cock was throbbing for her warm, motherly hand.
"Hurting me? No, you're not hurting me, just the opposite," he said looking up at her with pleading eyes begging her to stop or not to stop. "You're, um, making me, um—"
She stared at her son while waiting for him to finish his thought and when he didn't, she spoke again.
"I'm making you what, Ryan? What am I making you?" She knew exactly what she was making him. She was making him horny. She was making him insane with sexual excitement. She was making him sexually want his mother in the way that he had never sexually wanted her before. "Tell me," she said. "I'm sorry but I don't understand what I'm making you?"
She looked at her son with the innocence of a mother looking at her son, albeit her naked son. Only, she knew exactly what she was making him. She was making him sexually aroused. She was making him horny. She was making him sexually frustrated. Teasing him by flashing him her naked pussy and her nearly naked breasts as if daring him to cross the incestuous line by touching her and feeling her, she was driving him sexually insane. She was sexually teasing him now to control him and to make him do whatever she wanted him to do later, namely demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day.
"You're making me sexually aroused. You're making me so horny," he said in a sexually excited whisper. "You're making me so sexually frustrated, Mom. I'm so sexually frustrated," with quivering voice. "It's difficult for me when you're touching me while I'm naked," he said.



She laughed a melodious laugh.
"Oh, that," she said while waving a unflustered hand. "I should have known. You've been tense and in a foul mood ever since you broke up with Sarah. You need to go out and get laid, Ryan, but for now," she said pausing in rubbing his thigh to look up at him with a sexy look and a naughty smile. "I can help you with your horniness, your sexual excitement, and your frustration," she said wrapping her long fingers around his erect cock and slowly stroking him.
* * * * *
He looked down at his mother's hand wrapped around his stiff prick before staring up at his mother with his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth gaping open. His mother was holding his cock. Obviously, in the way that he was staring down at her hand wrapped around his stiff prick, he couldn't believe his mother was holding his cock while slowly stroking his cock. Obviously, in the way that he was staring up at her, he couldn't believe that his mother volunteered to help him with his horniness, his sexual excitement, and his frustration.
"Mom? Oh, my God. Mom," he said looking from her hand to look at her before staring down at her hand again. As if she was his girlfriend, his lover, or his wife instead of his mother, she stroked his engorged prick. "Mom! What in the Hell are you doing?"
He watched his mother fondle the head of his stiff prick between her fingertips before she slowly and lovingly stroked his cock again. Ignoring his feeble protest, she stroked him a little faster and a little harder while removing her stare from his naked prick to give him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"What does I look like I'm doing?" She laughed. "I'm masturbating you. I'm giving my son a hand job," she said this time with a dirty laugh. "I'm taking your mind off your right leg by massaging your middle leg," she said. She gave him another sexy smile and another naughty look before she said the magic words that every son of a MILF of a mother would love to hear. "I'm going to make you cum, Ryan. You tell me. It's your choice. Would you like to cum all over my hand or would you like to cum all over my naked breasts?"
He stared at his mother as if he was dreaming and had imagined what she had said. He stared at her as if he was having a sexual fantasy of his mother masturbating him while he was masturbating himself instead of watching her masturbating him. He stared at her as if she was insane. He stared at her and then stared down at his erect prick before he stared up at her again. While watching her stroking him faster and harder, he stared at her sexy, long line of exposed cleavage before he stared at her exposed, naked pussy again.
With a face full of shock mixed with sexual excitement, he watched his mother stroking his erect prick. Never had he heard her use such inappropriate, sexual language before. Always imagining her stroking his stiff prick, never did he believe that she'd ever be masturbating him. His sexual fantasy come true, never did he ever think that his mother would invite him to cum on her hand or on her naked tits.
"Mom," he said and was all that he could say. "Mom," he said again but this time with more sexual excitement in his voice. "Oh, my God, Mom. Mom. Don't stop. Please don't stop. That feels so good. I don't believe this. I can't believe my mother is giving me a hand job," he said as shocked as he was sexually excited.
As if she was making sausage, he watched his mother's hand slowly move up and down and up and down while stroking his prick. He stared at the way his mother lovingly looked at him and his erect prick while he sexually looked at her and while she lovingly stroked him. Obviously, no one had ever given him a hand job like this before and in the way that his mother was giving him a hand job now. Obviously, she seemed to be enjoying masturbating him as much as he was enjoying his mother masturbating him.
His longtime, sexual fantasy finally realized, always imagining his mother stroking his prick, he stared at his mother masturbating him as if he was seeing her masturbating him in a dream or in a sexual fantasy. In the way that she was staring at his prick while lovingly stroking him was the way that he obviously imagined his mother staring at his prick while stroking him. He couldn't count how many sexual fantasies he had over his mother giving him a hand job. His sexual dream come true, he was finally realizing his sexual fantasy now.
"Gees, Ryan, you act as if I never had an erect prick in my hand before," said Susan with a sexy laugh. "I had a sex life before you were born and after you were born, too. If anything, with me no longer having a man in my life, I dare say that I'm just as horny, just as sexually aroused, and just as sexually frustrated as you are," said Susan.
She continued slowly and lovingly stroking her son's erect prick. When not staring at his mother's big tits jiggling and wigging as if they were about to fall out of her nightgown top, he stared at his mother's hand moving up and down. When not staring at the big impressions her erect nipples made in her sheer nightgown, he stared at his mother's hand stroking his erect prick. When not staring at his mother's exposed, blonde, trimmed, naked pussy, he stared at his big, engorged prick in his mother's warm, soft hand.
"Mom, this is so wrong. We shouldn't be doing this," he said, no doubt, shocking himself that he was protesting her giving him a hand job.
She made a face, rolled her eyes, and sighed.
"Nonsense," she said. "With your sister working and you home alone with me, what we do behind your closed, bedroom door is no one's business. Until you find another girlfriend, my relaxing you by helping you to release your sexual tension will be our little secret," she said. "As long as you don't mind me giving you a hand job, I don't mind giving you a hand job. Besides, it's just a hand job, Ryan. It's no big deal. I even gave my pimple faced, Prom date a hand job nearly 30-years ago," she said with a sexy laugh. "Before I married your father, I gave nearly all of my dates hand jobs and blowjobs."
In the way he looked at her, she obviously shocked him when she said she gave nearly all of her dates hand jobs and blowjobs. No doubt, he'd love for his mother to give him a blowjob in addition to her giving him a hand job. He stared at his cock in his mother's hand while watching her stroking him before he stared at her big tits jiggling and bouncing up and down with the movement of her hand. Obviously, in the way that he was staring at his mother's nearly exposed breasts, he'd love to touch them. He'd love to feel them. He'd love to fondle them before sucking them.
"Good God, Mom. If you continue to stroke me like that, you're going to make me cum," he said breathlessly as if asking her permission to cum. "I swear to God, Mom, that I'm going to cum."
She smiled. If it wasn't enough that he was naked and had an erection in front of his mother, she was stroking his erect prick. If it wasn't enough that Susan was flashing him her naked pussy and most of her naked breasts, she was masturbating her son, Ryan. If it wasn't enough that she was masturbating him, she invited him to cum on her hand or all over her naked breasts. No longer in danger of crossing the imaginary, incestuous line, they had already obliterated the imaginary, incestuous line.
Determined to make her son cum, his mother was stroked him harder and faster. Determined to make him cum, she was determined to control her son in making him do anything she wanted by stroking his prick until he ejaculated all over her hand and/or across her naked breasts. In the way that he stared at her hand, obviously, Ryan couldn't believe his mother was stroking him. In the way that he stared up at her, obviously, he couldn't believe his mother was masturbating him. In the way that he was the most sexually excited he had ever been, obviously, he couldn't believe he was about to cum in front of his mother and because of his mother.
* * * * *
Then, if it wasn't enough that she was masturbating her son and relaxing him by trying to make him cum, something that he no doubt wanted to do, she reached her hand inside her nightgown. Shocking him even more, she removed her breasts. Not ashamed nor embarrassed to show her son her naked breasts, if it wasn't enough that she continued flashing him her naked pussy while masturbating her son, Susan now showed him her naked tits.
As if retrieving a diamond necklace that had slipped from her neck and fallen in her blouse, she reached inside her nightgown with her left hand. First one and then the other, she pulled out her breasts with her left hand while continuing to stroke her son with her right hand. Obviously as shocked as he was sexually excited Ryan stared from his mother's hand to stare up at her naked breasts before staring down at her glistening wet pussy. As if his eyes were bouncing ping pong balls, he stared up and down before staring up and down again.
As soon as she removed her big tits from her nightgown, Ryan stared at his mother's big, naked boobs as if he had never seen naked breasts before. These weren't just anyone's tits. These were his mother's tits. In the way that he stared at her naked tits, it obviously sexually excited him to see his mother's naked breasts. Only removing his eyes from his mother's naked tits to watch her stroking his naked prick, he stared at the shape and the size of her breasts while staring at her pink areolas and erect nipples.
"That's the whole idea behind me masturbating you, Ryan, for you to cum," she said with a laugh. "Ejaculating will take your mind of your sore thigh. You have such a big, hard cock. I love stroking your prick, Ryan," she said while giving him a motherly smile. "Cum, Ryan. Cum," she said stroking him harder and faster. "Cum Ryan. Cum for your mother. Cum all over Mommy's big tits. Shoot your big load of warm oozy cum on your mother's naked breasts."
He only removed his eyes from his mother's naked breasts to watch her stroking him.
"Oh, Mom," said Ryan getting more sexually excited. "Oh, Mom. I don't believe this. That feels so good. You're giving me the best hand job that I ever had in my life," he said breathing through his mouth instead of through his nose. "You're going to make me cum, Mom. You're going to make me shoot my load."
She smiled at his sexual excitement.
"Cum for your mother, Ryan. Cum. I want you to cum for me. I want to watch you cum. I want to watch you shoot your load," she said with a loving smile. "You may cum all over my hand or all over my naked tits if you'd like."
He looked at his mother in the way that he used to look at his girlfriend, Sarah. He looked at his mother as if she was his lover instead of his mother. He looked at his mother as if he was in love with his mother in a way that a son should never be in love with his mother.
"Oh, Mom," was all that he could say.
She looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at him and smiling.
"Go ahead and feel my tits. Feel my tits, Ryan. Fondling my naked breasts should help you to cum faster. I like having my nipples fingered," she said staring down at his hand feeling her tits. "Feel my tits, Ryan. Finger my nipples, while I stroke your big prick faster and harder. I love having my nipples fingered. Pull them, turn them, twist them, pinch them, and squeeze my nipples while fondling my breasts."
Ryan reached out his horny hands to touch, feel, and fondle his mother's big tits while fingering her erect nipples. Pulling them, turning them, twisting them, squeezing them, and pinching them, Ryan continued fingering his mother's erect nipples. He felt her breasts, fondled her breasts, and squeezed her breasts while fingering her nipples and while she continued masturbating him.
"Oh, my God, Mom, you have amazing breasts, so soft, yet so firm, and so shapely. You have better tits than Sarah's small breasts. You have the best tits I've ever felt in my hand," he said while watching his mother stroking him.
"Thank you, Ryan," she said while stroking her son's prick faster and harder.
Ryan continued feeling his mother's breasts while fingering her nipples as she continued stroking his prick.
"That feels so good what you're doing, Mom. Please, don't stop. Stroke me harder, Mom. Stroke me faster. Just don't stop. Make me cum, Mom. Make me cum. I want to cum for you," he said. "I want you to see me cum. I want you to watch me cum. I want to cum all over your big, naked tits, Mom. I want to shoot my load all over your naked breasts."
She smiled at her son's obvious sexual excitement. She was glad that she could make him not only so sexually excited but also so happy. She did her motherly duty, albeit by giving him sex, in taking his mind off of his sore thigh. Now, she just needed him to do a her favor by agreeing to demonstrate Nude Day with her, his naked sister, his naked aunt, and his naked cousin.
* * * * *
"I'm glad that I can help make you feel better, Ryan," she said pausing to pull out more of her breasts. She arched her back and stuck out her naked chest to give him more of a target once she ejaculated him. "I'm glad that I can relax you by giving you pleasure. Cum Ryan, cum. Cum all over Mommy's big tits."
Then, as if she changed her mind and was going to stop masturbating him, she stopped stroking him to stare up at him before asking him a question.
"Mom. What? What's wrong? Why did you stop stroking me? I was on the verge of cumming," he said with disappointment mixed with sexual frustration. "Did you hear something?" Ryan gave his mother a look of panic. "Is Christine home?"
Susan gave him that same sexy smile and that same naughty look that she gave him when she wrapped her long fingers around his stiff prick. Then, she asked him her question, a question that a mother should never ask her son but a question that she already knew the answer. What man, even if that man was her son, would say no to what she was about to ask him?
* * * * *
"Would you like me to blow you, Ryan? I can suck your cock if you'd like. I don't mind doing that for you. I'm a little out of practice. It's been years since I had a prick, especially one as big as your cock, in my mouth but I'd like to blow you, Ryan, I would," she said. "I'd blow you. I'd suck your cock if you'd like. I'd love to suck my son's prick."
With his hazel eyes bulging out of his head again, Ryan looked at his mother as shocked as he looked at her before when she wrapped her fingers around his erect penis and started stroking him. No doubt not wanting to miss her blowing him, he pushed back his long, brown hair that fell in front of his eyes from his mother stroking his prick faster and harder. Unable to answer her, he looked at her speechless.
In the way that he looked at his mother with shock and renewed sexual excitement, he obviously couldn't believe that she asked him if she wanted him to blow him. Obviously, he couldn't believe that she'd willingly suck his prick. With one thing leading to another, he obviously couldn't believe that he was having sex with his mother.
'Duh,' he thought. 'Of course, I'd like for my mother to suck my cock. I'd like nothing better than for my mother to blow me.'
He looked at his mother with shock when she came in his room and turned on his bedroom light to exposed her nearly naked body to him. He looked at her with sexual excitement when she exposed her naked pussy to him. He looked at her with disbelief when she took his stiff prick in her warm hand and started stroking him. He looked at her with incestuous lust when she removed her breasts from her nightgown.
Now, with him just a pawn in her game of incest, he looked at his mother with as much shame and embarrassment as he looked at her with incestuous, sexual excitement. She asked if he wanted her to blow him. She asked if he wanted her to suck his cock. As if he was suddenly unable to speak, as if this whole thing was a dream or a sexual fantasy, he finally composed himself enough to answer her.
"You'd blow me? Really, Mom? Seriously Mom? Are you kidding me? You'd blow me? I can't believe you'd suck my cock? Oh, Mom," he said lovingly with a long pause before speaking again. "As long as having sex will be our little secret, yes, I'd really like for you to blow me. I'd love to watch you suck my prick, Mom. I'd love to see my hard, hairy prick in your beautiful mouth with you staring up at me with your big, blue eyes."
Susan shrugged as if blowing her son was no big deal, even though it obviously was for the both of them.
"Sure? Why not? I'll blow you. You're my son and I love you," she said. "I'll do anything for you, anything, even suck your cock," she said while hoping that her son would do anything for her, specifically demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day.
He continued feeling his mother's tits and fingering her nipples while she continued stroking his prick. Pulling them, turning them, twisting them, squeezing them, and pinching them, he had his wicked sexual way with his mother's erect nipples. Fondling the head of his engorged prick while she stroked her son faster and harder, she was having her wicked sexual way with her son's big dick. Before taking him in her mouth, getting him ready to quickly cum once she started sucking him, she stroked him harder and faster. Then, he asked her the question that no son should ever ask his mother.
"May I cum in your mouth, Mom?"
When he looked down at her with hopefulness mixed with the obvious sexual anticipation of cumming in his mother's mouth while sliding a slow finger across her full lips, she laughed her melodious laugh again.
"Of course, you may cum in my mouth," she said with a laugh. "It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth, Ryan," said his mother while leaning her head down in readiness to take her son's stiff prick in her mouth. "I'd love for you to cum in my mouth."
Susan impaled her mouth with her son's cock. Blowing him, she was sucking her son's cock while stroking his big prick. Ryan continued fingering his mother's nipples and fondling her big tits while she continued sucking and stroking him. Obviously excited that she'd allow him to cum in her mouth, he stared at her blowing him before he asked her his next question.
"And will you swallow my cum, too, Mom?"
She laughed with her mouthful of her son's engorged prick. She kissed his cock, licked his cock, and stared up at him. Then, she removed his stiff prick from her mouth to laugh again before speaking.
"Of course, I'll swallow you," she said temporarily removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "Such a waste of good, natural protein, I don't spit out cum, Ryan. Of course, I'll swallow your cum."
Susan stopped stroking her son in readiness to take him in her mouth just as her son interrupted her blowjob again.
"And after you blow me, Mom," he said staring down at her with hopefulness. "May I masturbate you, too?"
She gave him a naughty look with a sexy smile.
"Masturbate me? Sure. You may masturbate me. I'd like that," she said. "I'd like for you to finger fuck my pussy while rubbing my clit with one hand while feeling my tits and fingering my nipples with your other hand. I'd love for you to suck my nipples too," she said pausing to stare up at him.
He smiled down at his mother with love and incestuous lust.
"Just as you're about to make me cum, I'd like to make you cum too," he said.
She smiled up at him with love and incestuous lust.
"Maybe after I suck your cock, you cum in my mouth, and after I swallow your cum, you'd want to lick my pussy while fingering my pussy before fucking my pussy," she said giving her son a big, sexually excited smile. "Would you like that Ryan? Would you like to eat Mommy? Would you like to make love to your mother? Would you like to fuck me, Ryan?"



Obviously, by the sexually excited look on Ryan's face, he enjoyed his mother talking dirty to him. As if giving him sexy, pillow talk, she talked to him as if she was his girlfriend, his wife, and/or his lover instead of his mother. She was so sexy. She was so beautiful. She was giving him everything he sexually fantasized his mother giving him while he masturbated himself when thinking of his mother naked and having sex with her. She was giving him everything he sexually fantasized his mother giving him but never seriously thought that she ever would.
* * * * *
Susan leaned over her son and kissed his cock while licking his cock. She stared up at him with her big, blue eyes while slowing sliding his erect prick across her full, red lips. Then, while he watched her mesmerized with great, sexual anticipation, she took his engorged penis in her mouth. She was blowing her son again. His mother was blowing him. He couldn't believe that his mother was blowing him. Something that a mother should never do and was forbidden to do, Susan was giving her son, Ryan, oral sex.
Stroking him faster while stroking him harder and deeper, she sucked her son while masturbating him. Susan was sucking his cock as if he was her boyfriend, her husband, or her lover instead of his loving mother. Without shame, embarrassment, or remorse, she was blowing her son. Willing to do anything for the sake of her son, and seemingly willing to do anything to elicit his help in demonstrating naked with them, she was giving him sex. She was sucking his prick. Obviously, fully committed to demonstrating naked on Nude Day for the sake of better and fair treatment of women, she was even willing to suck her son's cock for him to agree to demonstrate naked with her.
"Oh, my God, Mom. Oh, my God. Suck my cock, Mom. Suck my cock," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head. "Blow me, Mom. Blow me. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I need to cum. I need to cum in your mouth. I need to watch you swallow my cum," he said moving her blonde hair from her face so that he could see his cock buried in his mother's mouth. "I can't believe this is happening. I can't believe you're blowing me. I can't believe you're sucking my cock. This is unbelievable."
Susan stroked her son faster and harder while sucking him deeper. She made all the slurping cock sucking sounds that men love to hear when their being blown. She acted as if she loved sucking his cock as much as he loved her sucking his cock. With her head bobbing up and down, she was giving him a one Hell of a blowjob. She quickly removed his prick from her mouth again to speak.
"Cum Ryan, Cum. Cum for Mommy. Cum in my mouth, Ryan. I need to swallow my son's cum," she said.
She returned his prick in her mouth and continued stroking him while sucking him. Ryan humped his mother's mouth while fucking her face. He gently held her head with two hands while fucking his mother's mouth. She sucked her son as if there was no tomorrow and as if he was the last man standing on Earth.
"Oh, Mom. Oh, my God, Mom. That feels so incredibly good. Please don't stop. You're going to make me cum. Don't stop. You're such an incredible cocksucker," he said talking dirty to his mother. "Yes, I'd love to masturbate your pussy before eating your cunt. I'd love to make love to you before fucking you. I can't wait to suck your big tits. Blow me, Mom. Blow me," he said putting a heavier hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head while humping her mouth and fucking her face. "I can't wait to cum in your beautiful mouth, Mom. I can't wait to watch you swallow my cum. I can't wait to make you cum too."
Susan continued sucking her son while stroking her son. Then, as if changing her mind about blowing him, she abruptly stopped stroking him. She abruptly stopped sucking him. She stopped blowing him to look at him as if there was something wrong. She removed his penis from her mouth to speak while fondling the head of his erect prick with her fingertips.
"Just one thing before you cum, Ryan," said Susan after removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "I need to ask a favor."
* * * * *
Ryan looked at his mother as if she was crazy when she stopped stroking him. He looked at her as if she was crazy when she stopped her sucking him. He looked at her with shocked disappointment as if she wasn't going to finish the job, wasn't going to give him a blowjob, wasn't going to allow him to cum in her mouth, and wasn't going to swallow his cum.
Obviously now, if he wanted anything, he wanted to cum in his mother's mouth. If he wanted anything, he obviously wanted to continue watching his MILF of a mother sucking him while she stared up at him with her big, blue, beautiful eyes. If he obviously wanted anything, he wanted to watch his mother swallow his cum. Even if she didn't finish blowing him, for the remainder of his life, he'd be masturbating over the remembered image of his cock buried in his mother's mouth and his mother blowing him.
"Huh? What? A favor? Yeah, sure, anything, Mom. Anything. Just ask," he said. "You know that I'd do anything for you, especially now with you blowing me, allowing me to cum in your mouth, and with you agreeing to swallow my cum," he said with a dirty laugh.
She continued slowly stroking her son while kissing his cock and licking his cock as she stared up at him.
"I need your help with our Nude Day demonstration."
He looked at his mother as if she was nuts.
"Huh? What? My help? With what? A Nude Day demonstration? What Nude Day demonstration? You need my help with our Nude Day demonstration? He emphasized the word our. What do you mean by our? You said our help. Who do you mean by our?"
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Me, your sister, your aunt, and your cousin are all demonstrating naked on Nude Day and we need a man to demonstrate naked with us," she said.
* * * * *
It was bad enough that she wanted him to demonstrate Nude Day naked in public but she wanted him to demonstrate naked with the female members of his family. He looked at her more shocked that she wanted him to demonstration Nude Day naked with his naked mother, his naked sister, his naked aunt, and his naked cousin than he did when she offered to blow him. In the way that he stared at her with disbelief mixed with skepticism, he obviously wondered if her giving him sex was just about eliciting his help in demonstrating Nude Day naked.
By the questioning look on his face, he obviously wondered about his mother's sexually, incestuous motives. Was that why she came to his room dressed like a whore instead of dressed like his loving, innocent mother? Was that why she continually flashed him her naked pussy? Was that why she pulled the sheet from his naked body and stared at his erect prick in the way that he stated at her blonde, trimmed cunt? Was that why she masturbated him? Was that why she exposed her naked breasts to him and invited him to cum on them? Was that why she blew him?
He looked at her confused. He looked at her as if he had been used. He looked at her with hurt and disappointment. Going over everything in his head again, was that why she sexually teased him and enticed him by wearing this sexy nightgown? Was that why she continually flashed him her naked pussy? Was that why she stroked his cock? Was that why she exposed her naked breasts to him and invited him to cum on her hand or all over her tits? Was that why she volunteered to blow him? Was that why she said that he could cum in her mouth and she'd swallow his cum?
Just for the sake of a naked, Nude Day demonstration, how dare she sexually tease and excite him? Just for the sake of a naked, Nude Day demonstration, how could she stroke his cock and suck his cock? Just for the sake of a naked, Nude Day demonstration, how could she give him sex? Obviously by the hurt look on his face, he felt so used.
"What? Naked? Me? You want me to demonstrate naked on Nude Day with you, Christine, aunt Elizabeth, and cousin Julie? You want all of us demonstrating naked together?"
He looked at her as if she was nuts while she gave him another sexy smile and naughty look.
"Yes. You'll get to see your sister, your aunt, your cousin, and me naked," she said giving him the eye. "Wouldn't you like to see me, your sister, your aunt, and your cousin all naked? Please say yes, Ryan. We really need your help," she said slowly stroking his erect prick while kissing his cock and licking his cock. "Please tell me that you'll do it? Please? Pretty please? Will you demonstrate Nude Day naked with us on Nude Day?"
Not even having to think about it, he immediately gave her his answer.
"Me naked with you, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin in front of the whole world? God no. The press will be there. They'll splash our pictures all over the newspaper and all over the televised, news broadcasts. I can't do that," he said moving from his bed to disappear in his bathroom. "Oh, my God, Mom. Oh, my God," he said from behind his closed bathroom door. "Is that what this was all about with you exposing yourself to me before giving me sex?"
He berated and lambasted his mother as if she was nuts while she looked at his closed bathroom door with rejection.
"Please, Ryan. Please. We need your help. We need a man to show that men believe in our cause too," she said. "For the record, me coming to your room wasn't about giving you sex for you to agree to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day. I wore that sexy nightgown to tease you and to flash you in the hopes that you'd willingly volunteer. Then, with one thing leading to another, the sex just happened. I'm not sorry nor guilty that it did. If anything, it was a beautiful way of us coming closer together," she said.
Ryan opened the bathroom door to look at her as if she was speaking a foreign language. Still naked and standing before his mother with a huge erection, she stared at his cock. He looked at her as if he didn't understand anything that she was saying. He looked at her and at her exposed, naked breasts as if she had lost her mind. He looked at her and at her exposed, naked pussy before telling her no again.
"I can't be seen naked in public with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and/or my cousin. What will people think? They'll think we're all having incestuous sex. They'll think we're having an incestuous orgy. They'll think that I'm an incestuous pervert and that you're all incestuous whores. That's what they'll think," he said.
To be continued...
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Four beautiful and sexy women demonstrate instead of celebrate Nude Day by getting naked.
Feminists Susan, her daughter, Christine, Susan's sister, Elizabeth, and Elizabeth's daughter, Julie, plan a Nude Day demonstration instead of a Nude Day celebration on Nude Day, July 14th.
Continued from Chapter 03:
By sucking his cock and giving her son a blowjob, Susan has immoral and immodest, incestuous sex with her son.
Susan leaned over her son and kissed his cock while licking his cock. She stared up at him with her big, blue eyes while slowing sliding his erect prick across her full, red lips. Then, while he watched her mesmerized with great, sexual anticipation, she took his engorged penis in her mouth. She was blowing her son again. His mother was blowing him. He couldn't believe that his mother was blowing him. Something that a mother should never do and was forbidden to do, Susan was giving her son, Ryan, oral sex.
Stroking him faster while stroking him harder and deeper, she sucked her son while masturbating him. Susan was sucking his cock as if he was her boyfriend, her husband, or her lover instead of her son and her his loving mother. Without shame, embarrassment, or remorse, she was blowing her son. Willing to do anything for the sake of her son, and seemingly willing to do anything to elicit his help in demonstrating naked with them, she was giving him sex. She was sucking his prick. Obviously, fully committed to demonstrating naked on Nude Day for the sake of better and fairer treatment of women, she was even willing to suck her son's cock for him to agree to demonstrate naked with her.
"Oh, my God, Mom. Oh, my God. Suck my cock, Mom. Suck my cock," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head. "Blow me, Mom. Blow me. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I need to cum. I need to cum in your mouth. I need to watch you swallow my cum," he said moving her blonde hair from her face so that he could see his cock buried in his mother's mouth. "I can't believe this is happening. I can't believe you're blowing me. I can't believe you're sucking my cock. This is unbelievable."
Susan stroked her son faster and harder while sucking him deeper. She made all the slurping cock sucking sounds that men love to hear when their being blown. She acted as if she loved sucking his cock as much as he loved her sucking his cock. With her head bobbing up and down, she was giving him a one Hell of a blowjob. She quickly removed his prick from her mouth again to speak.
"Cum Ryan, Cum. Cum for Mommy. Cum in my mouth, Ryan. I need to swallow my son's cum," she said.
She returned his prick to her mouth and continued stroking him while sucking him. Ryan humped his mother's mouth while fucking her face. He gently held her head with two hands while fucking his mother's mouth. She sucked her son as if there was no tomorrow and as if he was the last man standing on Earth.
"Oh, Mom. Oh, my God, Mom. That feels so incredibly good. Please don't stop. You're going to make me cum. Don't stop. You're such an incredible cocksucker," he said talking dirty to his mother. "Yes, I'd love to masturbate your pussy before eating your cunt. I'd love to make love to you before fucking you. I can't wait to suck your big tits. Blow me, Mom. Blow me," he said putting a heavier hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head while humping her mouth and fucking her face. "I can't wait to cum in your beautiful mouth, Mom. I can't wait to watch you swallow my cum. I can't wait to make you cum too."
Susan continued sucking her son while stroking her son. Then, as if changing her mind about blowing him, she abruptly stopped stroking him. She abruptly stopped sucking him. She stopped blowing him to look at him as if there was something wrong. She removed his penis from her mouth to speak while fondling the head of his erect prick with her fingertips.
"Just one thing before you cum, Ryan," said Susan after removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "I need to ask a favor."
* * * * *
Ryan looked at his mother as if she was crazy when she stopped stroking him. He looked at her as if she was crazy when she stopped her sucking him. He looked at her with shocked disappointment as if she wasn't going to finish the job, wasn't going to give him a blowjob, wasn't going to allow him to cum in her mouth, and wasn't going to swallow his cum.
Obviously now, if he wanted anything, he wanted to cum in his mother's mouth. If he wanted anything, he obviously wanted to continue watching his MILF of a mother sucking him while she stared up at him with her big, blue, beautiful eyes. If he obviously wanted anything, he wanted to watch his mother swallow his cum. Even if she didn't finish blowing him, for the remainder of his life, he'd be masturbating over the remembered image of his cock buried in his mother's mouth and his mother blowing him.
"Huh? What? A favor? Yeah, sure, anything, Mom. Anything. Just ask," he said. "You know that I'd do anything for you, especially now with you blowing me, allowing me to cum in your mouth, and with you agreeing to swallow my cum," he said with a dirty laugh.
She continued slowly stroking her son while kissing his cock and licking his cock as she stared up at him.
"I need your help with our Nude Day demonstration."
He looked at his mother as if she was nuts.
"Huh? What? My help? With what? A Nude Day demonstration? What Nude Day demonstration? You need my help with our Nude Day demonstration? He emphasized the word our. What do you mean by our? You said our help. Who do you mean by our?"
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Me, your sister, your aunt, and your cousin are all demonstrating naked on Nude Day and we need a man to demonstrate naked with us," she said.
* * * * *
It was bad enough that she wanted him to demonstrate Nude Day naked in public but she wanted him to demonstrate naked with the female members of his family. He looked at her more shocked that she wanted him to demonstration Nude Day naked with his naked mother, his naked sister, his naked aunt, and his naked cousin than he did when she offered to blow him. In the way that he stared at her with disbelief mixed with skepticism, he obviously wondered if her giving him sex was just about eliciting his help in demonstrating Nude Day naked.
By the questioning look on his face, he obviously wondered about his mother's sexually, incestuous motives. Was that why she came to his room dressed like a whore instead of dressed like his loving, innocent mother? Was that why she continually flashed him her naked pussy? Was that why she pulled the sheet from his naked body and stared at his erect prick in the way that he stated at her blonde, trimmed cunt? Was that why she masturbated him? Was that why she exposed her naked breasts to him and invited him to cum on them? Was that why she blew him?
He looked at her confused. He looked at her as if he had been used. He looked at her with hurt and disappointment. Going over everything in his head again, was that why she sexually teased him and enticed him by wearing this sexy nightgown? Was that why she continually flashed him her naked pussy? Was that why she stroked his cock? Was that why she exposed her naked breasts to him and invited him to cum on her hand or all over her tits? Was that why she volunteered to blow him? Was that why she said that he could cum in her mouth and she'd swallow his cum?
Just for the sake of a naked, Nude Day demonstration, how dare she sexually tease and excite him? Just for the sake of a naked, Nude Day demonstration, how could she stroke his cock and suck his cock? Just for the sake of a naked, Nude Day demonstration, how could she give him sex? Obviously by the hurt look on his face, he felt so used.
"What? Naked? Me? You want me to demonstrate naked on Nude Day with you, Christine, aunt Elizabeth, and cousin Julie? You want all of us demonstrating naked together?"
He looked at her as if she was nuts while she gave him another sexy smile and naughty look.
"Yes. You'll get to see your sister, your aunt, your cousin, and me naked," she said giving him the eye. "Wouldn't you like to see me, your sister, your aunt, and your cousin all naked? Please say yes, Ryan. We really need your help," she said slowly stroking his erect prick while kissing his cock and licking his cock. "Please tell me that you'll do it? Please? Pretty please? Will you demonstrate Nude Day naked with us on Nude Day?"
Not even having to think about it, he immediately gave her his answer.
"Me naked with you, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin in front of the whole world? God no. The press will be there. They'll splash our pictures all over the newspaper and all over the televised, news broadcasts. I can't do that," he said moving from his bed to disappear in his bathroom. "Oh, my God, Mom. Oh, my God," he said from behind his closed bathroom door. "Is that what this was all about with you exposing yourself to me before giving me sex?"
He berated and lambasted his mother as if she was nuts while she looked at his closed bathroom door with rejection.
"Please, Ryan. Please. We need your help. We need a man to show that men believe in our cause too," she said. "For the record, me coming to your room wasn't about giving you sex for you to agree to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day. I wore that sexy nightgown to tease you and to flash you in the hopes that you'd willingly volunteer. Then, with one thing leading to another, the sex just happened. I'm not sorry nor guilty that it did. If anything, it was a beautiful way of us coming closer together," she said.
Ryan opened the bathroom door to look at her as if she was speaking a foreign language. Still naked and standing before his mother with a huge erection, she stared at his cock. He looked at her as if he didn't understand anything that she was saying. He looked at her and at her exposed, naked breasts as if she had lost her mind. He looked at her and at her exposed, naked pussy before telling her no again.
"I can't be seen naked in public with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and/or my cousin. What will people think? They'll think we're all having incestuous sex. They'll think we're having an incestuous orgy. They'll think that I'm an incestuous pervert and that you're all incestuous whores. That's what they'll think," he said.
Chapter 04:
Susan laments to her sister that she failed to persuade her son, Ryan, to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day.
"Well, I tried to get Ryan interested in demonstrating naked with us on Nude Day but he flatly refused," said Susan with disappointment to her sister, Elizabeth, on the phone.
Suddenly feeling guilty of being the incestuous whore that she was, she didn't tell her little sister how she tried to get her son to agree to protest naked on Nude Day. She didn't tell her little sister how she tried to seduce her son by giving him incestuous sex. She didn't tell her little sister that she sucked her son's cock while flashing him her naked pussy and allowing him to feel her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
"That's too bad," said Liz. "If only for our personal safety, it would have been nice to have a man demonstrating with us. Yet, I can't believe you asked your son," said Liz with a dirty laugh. "Isn't that incestuous?"
Susan laughed in the receiver.
"With him not having an incestuous bone in his perfect body, he would have made the perfect choice to demonstrate naked with us. That's why I thought of him," she said.
Susan waited for her sister to respond before speaking. Knowing her sister in the way that she did, if she told her that she gave her son sex, she'd no doubt press her for all the dirty details. Even after telling her everything, she'd interrogate her for more of the sexual facts. She'd want to know everything, right from the start. Moreover, she'd want to have sex with Ryan too.
"Oh, my God, Susan. Of all the men on the planet, I can't believe you asked Ryan, your own son, to demonstrate naked with us," she said with a dirty laugh. "As much as I'd like for him to see my naked body, and as much as I'd love to see my nephew's naked prick, but that's just wrong. That's just nasty. That's so incestuous, Susan, but I love it. That's so sexually exciting that you're making me wet," said Elizabeth with another dirty laugh. "So, tell me, what did he say?"
As if she was disgusted by how her sexual seduction failed, Susan sighed heavily into the receiver of the phone. Even though she was sexually excited by showing her son her naked pussy and tits, she was disappointed that he said no. Even though she stroked his cock and sucked his cock, she couldn't help but feel rejected before he ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum. Moreover, as he had agreed that he would, she was looking forward to him masturbating her and eating her pussy. As he had agreed that he would, she was looking forward to her son making love to her before fucking her.
"He said no. He said if he's seen naked with us, people will think that we're all having incestuous sex," she said with a nervous laugh. "He said people will think we're having an incestuous orgy. I only wish," said Susan laughing.
Elizabeth returned her sister's laugh.
"You and me both," said Liz. "It's been more than three, long, sexually frustrating years since I had sex."
Susan sighed her sexual frustration.
"Isn't that ridiculous for him to say that people would think that we're having incestuous orgies? It's just a Nude Day demonstration with us demonstrating Nude Day naked," said Susan. "What's the big deal? What does it matter that we're all related and naked together? Besides, unless someone sees him that he knows, most people won't even know that we're all blood related."
Elizabeth laughed with her sister.
"An incestuous orgy? That's funny. Actually, the thought of an incestuous orgy with Ryan as the star makes me horny enough to masturbate myself," said Liz without obvious shame, guilt, or remorse. "Forgive me for saying this Susan, but your son is hot. He's a real stud. I'd do him," she said with a dirty laugh. "He can plow my grassy mound any day of the week and any hour of the day," she said with a dirty laugh. "If he wasn't my nephew, I'd fuck him and suck him. If he wasn't my nephew, I'd allow him to cum in my mouth and I'd swallow his cum."
Susan laughed.
"Hey, that's my son and your nephew that you're talking about. You've always been such a whore, Liz," said Susan while laughing. "Now, you make me wish that you had a son for me to fuck and suck too. How awesome would that be for us to have an incestuous foursome with our sons? Now, that Ryan mentioned orgy, I'd love to have an sexual orgy with him too."
Elizabeth laughed with her sister too.
"I can't believe you call me a whore, after you asked Ryan to get naked with us on Nude Day," said Liz laughing. "Besides, it takes one whore to know another whore," said Elizabeth with another laugh. "So, tell me, how did you ask Ryan to demonstrate naked with us?"
Obviously feeling guilty and ashamed that she not only exposed her naked body to her son but also she had sex with him, Susan paused before asking her sister to clarify her question.
"What do you mean how did I ask him? I asked him to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day and he said no. What does it matter how I asked him," said Susan getting defensive?
Susan exhaled her frustration in not getting her son's help. After exposing much of her naked body to him, after stroking his cock, and sucking his cock, she thought that he'd demonstrate naked with them for sure. She couldn't believe she went through all that exhibitionistic flashing just to be rejected. She couldn't believe she gave her son sex for him to say no now. She felt so rejected. She felt like such a whore.
"Something tells me that you're not telling me everything," said Liz. "What did you say when asking him for his help to demonstrate with us naked on Nude Day? Sorry, I just like saying demonstrating with us naked on Nude Day while imagining seeing Ryan naked and him seeing me naked. Be still my heart," said Elizabeth with a dirty laugh. "I wish I could have gotten naked with my nephew."
* * * * *
Susan remained quiet for a moment. Not feeling embarrassed before, she suddenly felt embarrassed now. She felt ashamed that she continually flashed her son her naked pussy and exposed her naked breasts to him. How dare she? What's wrong with her for her to do that? Now, she felt like such an incestuous whore that she exposed herself to her son, masturbated him, and blew him while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples. She did everything but fuck him and she would have done that too, had he not disappeared in his bathroom.
"What did I say?" She paused again. "With a picture worth a thousand words, I didn't say anything when I entered his room and turned on his light," she said with a dirty laugh. Having second thoughts about telling her sister all that she did to elicit her son's help, she paused before continuing her confession. "Easing him into the idea of getting naked, I entered his bedroom wearing my shortest, sheerest, lowest cut, and sexiest nightgown without a robe. You know the one. The pale blue nightie that I bought from Fredericks of Hollywood."
Susan nervously laughed while remembering when she first entered her son's room, turned on the light, and saw that he had a huge erection.
"Oh, no you didn't. Oh, my God. No way," said Elizabeth. "I can't believe you wore that piece of nothing in front of Ryan. That nightgown shows everything as if you're not wearing anything at all. Saran wrap would cover more," said Liz while laughing. "His eyes must have popped out of his head seeing his mother's nearly naked body."
She returned her sister's nervous laugh with her own nervous laugh while remembering how she felt when she first entered his room and turned on his light. She was so nervous. She felt so nakedly exposed. She still couldn't believe that she flashed her son her naked pussy and showed him her naked breasts while inviting him to cum all over them. She did everything but invite him to give her a cum bath.
"Oh, yes I did, and that's not all I did," said Susan laughing.
Susan remembered deliberately flashing her son her naked cunt.
"What do you mean that's not all you did?" Elizabeth paused while no doubt imagining all that her sister sexually did with Ryan. "What else did you do? Tell me and don't leave out anything."
Not ashamed before when in her son's bedroom practically naked, she felt shame now that as she confessed her inappropriate sexual behavior to her sister.
* * * * *
"When I sat on his bed," she paused while remembering what she did, what she showed her son, and what he saw of her. "I sat with my leg beneath me and my knees spread apart. I knew I was flashing him my naked pussy just as I knew that I was flashing him my cleavage and the tops of my breasts. As soon as I saw him staring up my nightgown at my cunt, my nipples erected and he stared even more at the impressions my erect nipples made through my sheer nightgown," said Susan.
Elizabeth sighed heavily in the receiver as if she was sexually excited hearing all that her sister did with her son.
"Oh, my God," said Liz. "Oh, my God."
Susan paused while recalling her son's reaction to seeing his mother's naked pussy.
"As if his eyes were bouncing ping pong balls, I watched his eyes dart down from staring at my naked pussy to stare up at my nightgown clad, erect nipples. Up and down, he stared from my cunt to my tits. He made me feel so sexy. He made me so wet," she said.



As if she was touching herself and already masturbating herself, Elizabeth fell quiet while breathing her sexual excitement through the telephone receiver.
"Then, what happened," said Liz in a breathy and sexually excited voice. "Is that when you asked him to demonstrate naked with us and he said no?"
They talked as if they were giving one another blow-by-blow pillow talk. Susan laughed at her sister. She obviously knew that she was sexually exciting her sister by telling her all that happened with her son. Not having to see her to know her reaction and what she was doing, she obviously knew that Liz was rubbing her clit while fingering her nipples.
"No. That came later," said Susan with a pause. "When I walked in his room, Liz, he had a huge erection, his morning wood. In the way that he couldn't stop staring at what he could see of me through my nightgown, I couldn't stop staring at all that I could see of him through his sheet. I couldn't believe the size of his cock for it to tent his sheet in the way that it did. I couldn't wait to see his big prick. I couldn't wait to touch his stiff prick. I couldn't wait to wrap my fingers around his big, erect dick and stroke him," she said pausing again.
When Susan didn't volunteer any more information, Elizabeth pressed her to tell her more.
"Don't stop there, big sister. Tell me what happened next and don't leave out anything. Tell me. I want to know. Did you see his naked prick without the sheet covering it? Did you touch his naked prick? Did you stroke his naked prick? Tell me," she said. "Did you give Ryan a hand job? Did you masturbate your son? I bet you sucked his cock, didn't you?"
* * * * *
Susan took an emotion filled breath of sexual frustration while remembering pulling the sheet from her son's naked body. She couldn't believe she exposed her son's naked erection to her horny eyes. She couldn't believe she saw Ryan's erect cock.
Obviously, as much as she wanted to give him sex, he wanted her to give him sex too. Obviously, as much as she wanted him to cum, he not only wanted to give her a sexual orgasm but also he wanted to cum too. They both would have had sexual orgasms had she not pressured him to demonstrate naked on Nude Day. Now she wished she had never asked him to protest with them on Nude Day. Now she wished she had waited to ask him after he fucked her.
If only she had waited until after they had sex, perhaps he would have agreed to demonstrate naked with them. If only she had waited until after he had ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum, perhaps he would have said yes. If only she had waited until after he made love to her and fucked her, she wouldn't even care that he didn't want to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day.
"As if I was pulling a sheet from a piece of furniture that I had stored in the attic, in one quick fluid, pull, I pulled the sheet from his naked body. Oh, my God, Elizabeth, you wouldn't believe your eyes. He had such a big penis. I stared at his stiff prick in the way that he had been staring at my nightgown clad tits and my naked pussy," said Susan.
Susan paused to hear Liz's reaction.
"Oh, my God," said Liz. "I can't believe you sexually molested your son."
Liz exhaled her sexual excitement in the phone.
"As soon as I saw his big, monster of a dick, I couldn't wait to touch it, stroke it, suck it, and fuck it. As soon as I saw his erect cock, I wanted that monster in my hand, in my mouth, and buried deep in my pussy. As if I had just peed myself, as soon as I saw his erect prick, I got so horny and so wet, Liz."
Both women fell silent before Elizabeth spoke again.
* * * * *
"Oh, my God, Susan. Be honest. Tell me the truth. You didn't do any of those things, did you? You're just sexually teasing me to get me going. Even if you said you did, I wouldn't believe you. Still, just for saying those things, you're such a pig," said her sister laughing. "Just for saying those things and for playing in the Devil's incestuous playground, you're going to Hell."
Susan laughed with her sister.
"At least I'll have company in Hell because if I'm going to Hell, then you're going to Hell too for the things that you've done," she said while still laughing. "Actually, I don't care if you believe me or not but I did do all of those things. I came to his room practically naked in my sheer, sexy nightgown. I flashed him my naked pussy while sitting on his bed, and I pulled the sheet from his naked body. I saw his stiff prick. I saw my son's erect cock."
Both women laughed before Elizabeth spoke again.
"Oh, my God, Susan. Oh, my God, I wish I was there. I wish that was me pulling the sheet from Ryan's naked body," said Elizabeth again. "You saw Ryan's cock? I can't believe you saw your son's erect prick. Tell me, I need to know. Does he have a nice cock? How big is it? What does his prick look like? Is it long? Is it wide? When you pulled the sheet from him, was his prick throbbing and pulsating for the hoped-for touch of your hand, his mother's hand?"
Susan laughed again at her sister's obvious sexual excitement. In the way that Susan hadn't had sex in years, her sister hadn't had sex since she divorced her second husband three, long, sexually frustrating years ago. Both women were as horny as they were sexually frustrated. Both women would have given any man sex, even if that man was their son or their nephew.
"I'm not going to tell you about my son's cock, Liz. You're just going to have to imagine it," said Susan laughing. "You're just as nasty as I am. You're as much of an incestuous whore as I am."
Elizabeth returned her sister's laugh with her embarrassed, little laugh.
"Then, tell me what happened next and don't leave out anything," said Elizabeth.
Susan giggled a dirty, little laugh.
* * * * *
"You're going to love this," she Susan laughing again. "I pulled out that soothing crème that I used on my ex-husband's back and shoulder to use on Ryan's thigh, and the one that Ryan now uses to lube his cock to masturbate himself. He hurt his thigh doing squats and sprints. Nothing serious, just a pulled muscle but I used my giving him a deep, tissue, thigh massage as my pretense to see his naked prick," said Susan with a dirty laugh unbefitting of a mother talking about her son's cock.
Elizabeth was already breathing heavily in the phone now as if she was masturbating herself.
"Oh, my God, Susan, oh, my God, you're such a slut. You're such an incestuous whore," said Elizabeth. "Tell me and be honest," she said with a nervous laugh. "Did you deliberately touch his cock with your hand while massaging his thigh and while making your touches appear accidental?"
Susan laughed with her sister.
"I know you won't believe me but let me tell you," said Susan with another dirty laugh. "I did more than just touch his cock. As my pretense of taking his mind off his pain, I wrapped my fingers around his stiff prick and stroked him," said Susan with another dirty laugh. "I did. I really did. I stroked my son. I masturbated Ryan. Stroking him hard and fast enough to make him cum, I masturbated my son."
As if she had just returned home from jogging around the neighborhood, Elizabeth was still breathing heavily in the phone again as if she was still masturbating herself while imagining masturbating Ryan.
"Fuck you. You did not. I don't believe you. I know your game. You're lying again just to get me going. God you're such an asshole," said Elizabeth pausing before speaking again. "You masturbated Ryan? You expect me to believe that you masturbated your son? You gave him a hand job? You expect me to believe that you wrapped your hand around Ryan's prick and stroked your son's cock? No frigging way. No frigging way. I don't believe you," said Liz pausing. "Tell me, then," she said pausing as if she was imagining his cumming. "Did he cum?"
Susan laughed again.
"I do expect you to believe me and I did give Ryan a hand job, and no he didn't cum," said Susan with another laugh. "Actually, I did more than just masturbate him," she said with another dirty laugh. "As my way of sexually teasing him for him to demonstrate naked with us, along with exposing my naked pussy to him, I exposed my naked tits to him. I showed him my tits. I took my tits out of my nightgown and encouraged him to cum on my tits."
As if she was about to have an orgasm, Elizabeth was breathing heavily in the phone again. Obviously with her sister giving her explicit sexual detail as if giving her pillow talk about all that she sexually did with her son, she was deliberately or inadvertently sexually arousing her sister. Obviously with Elizabeth masturbating herself, she was getting close to having a sexual orgasm. No doubt, something that she'd love to do with her nephew, she was getting ready to cum from hearing about her sister having sex with her son. She was getting ready to cum while no doubt imagining herself stroking Ryan's stiff prick having sex with her nephew.
"Then, while he felt my tits and fingered my nipples, you know how much I love having my nipples fingers, I was so sexually aroused that I blew him," said Susan. "I sucked his cock, Elizabeth. Really, I did."
Susan exhaled heavily in the phone as if she was remembering Ryan's big dick in her mouth. She sighed her sexual frustration in the phone while wishing she had waited until he had ejaculated his cum in her mouth. If only she had waited to ask him to join their Nude Day demonstration, she would have loved to experience her son ejaculating his cum in her mouth and swallowing his cum. If only she had waited to ask him to join their Nude Day demonstration, she would have loved to experience her son making sweet love to her before fucking her and really pounding her pussy. Now, she was just as sexually frustrated, even more sexually frustrated, than she was before she tried to sexually and incestuously seduce her son.
"You blew Ryan? You expect me to believe that? You sucked his cock? You really expect me to believe you? No frigging way," said Elizabeth. "You expect me to believe that you you're your son oral sex? Liar. You're such a liar. I don't believe you. I don't believe you blew your son. I don't believe you sucked his cock. I don't believe anything that you say."
Susan laughed at her sister's obvious, sexual frustration. "Shocking the shit out of him, while continuing to stroke his prick, I took his prick in my mouth. I did. I swear on our mother's grave that I did. I sucked my son's cock, Elizabeth," said Susan. "I gave Ryan a frigging blowjob. I did. I really did. I blew my son."
Obviously by the phone shaking and in the way that she was breathing in the receiver, Elizabeth was masturbating herself over the incestuous, sexual conversation that she was having with her sister having sex with her son, her nephew. Obviously, by the phone shaking, Liz was rubbing her clit while fingering her nipples. Obviously, while masturbating herself, Liz was imagining sucking her nephew's big prick in the way that Ryan's mother, her big sister, had sucked her son's big dick.
"Fuck you. You're such a liar. You make it sound as if it really happened. You're just saying that you had sex with Ryan to get me going. I don't believe you, Susan," said Elizabeth. "God, you're such a good liar and a wicked whore, Susan. If I thought I was a whore, you're worse, you're an incestuous whore," she said with a laugh.
Susan returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"Call me what you want, Liz, as long as you call me a cocksucker, and incestuous cocksucker," said Susan with a loud laugh.
Elizabeth revealed her disbelief along with her sexual frustration by obviously continuing to masturbate herself.
"I don't believe that you sucked your son's cock. I don't believe you gave Ryan a blowjob. Even you aren't that much of a degenerate whore to have incestuous sex with your own son," said Elizabeth. "You'd never give Ryan a blowjob but I would," said Elizabeth laughing out loud. "I'd not only suck his cock but I'd allow him to cum in my mouth, too, and I'd swallow his cum."
Susan returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"Believe it. It's all true. I really did suck his prick. Besides, it takes one incestuous whore to know another incestuous whore," said Susan. "In the way that you did on his 21st birthday party, you'd expose your tits to my son again if you could. With you an exhibitionist, you'd allow him to see you naked, if you could. With you as big of a whore as I am, you'd give Ryan a hand job if you could. As you just admitted, you'd suck my son's cock if you could. As you just admitted, you'd allow him to cum in your mouth and you'd swallow his cum. I know you, little sister, you'd even make love to him before fucking him," said Susan.
Both women fell quiet until Elizabeth spoke again.
"So? Just as you had sex with your son, I'd have sex with my nephew," said Elizabeth laughing. "Tell me and be honest," said Liz to her sister. "Does he have a big prick? What was it like wrapping your fingers around his cock and stroking him? Were you more sexually excited because he was your son? What was it like blowing Ryan? Did he cum? Did he cum on your hand, all over your tits, or in your mouth?"
Susan suddenly felt sadly rejected that she was unable to get her son to cum anywhere, not even on her hand.
"Jesus, Liz, slow down," said Susan laughing. "You don't allow me to answer one question before you're asking another question. Yes, he has a big dick. I told you he did. And no, he didn't cum on my hand, all over my tits, or in my mouth. He didn't cum," she said.
Both women fell quiet again.
"He didn't cum? Seriously? With you stroking his prick and sucking his prick, I can't believe he didn't cum. Don't take this the wrong way, Susan, but if I ever had the chance to stroke Ryan's prick and suck Ryan's prick, he'd definitely cum. As I said before, I'd allow him to cum in my mouth and I'd swallow his cum," said Liz. "He's so frigging handsome. He's so frigging hot. I'd definitely have sex with my nephew. Tell me and be honest. Tell me the truth. Did you make love to him? Did you fuck your son, Susan?"
Susan sighed.
"Slow down, Liz. Slow down. Obviously, you're as much of an incestuous whore as I am," said Susan laughing. "I wish he made love to me. I wish he fucked me. We didn't even make out. He didn't even French kiss me," said Susan with sad dejection.
"I don't understand," said Liz. "It sounded like everything was going so well and as you had planned. What happened?"
Susan sighed her sexual frustration heavily in the phone.
"I made the mistake of removing his cock from my mouth when he was the most sexually excited to ask him to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day. I mean, that was why I was in his room. That was why I had sexually teased him and flashed him my naked pussy," she said with a loud sigh. "I figured with him ready to cum that he'd agree to anything. I should have waited to ask him until after he ejaculated his cum in my mouth. I should have waited to ask him until after I swallowed his cum," said Susan. "I should have waited until after he made love to me and fucked me."
As if she was imagining blowing Ryan, him cumming in her mouth, and her swallowing his cum, Elizabeth fell silent again while obviously continuing to masturbate herself. She pressured her sister for more sexual details.
"And then what happened? Tell me and don't leave anything out," she said breathlessly. "I want to know everything," said Liz. "Tell me."
Susan sighed again.
"That was that. That's all of it. Over as quickly as it began, he got up out of bed and went in the bathroom. When he left me there feeling rejected, embarrassed, ashamed, guilty, and remorseful, I returned to my room," said Susan. "At that moment, I really did feel like an incestuous whore. At that moment, I was so horny and sexually frustrated that I would have raped my own son."
Susan sighed her sexual frustration loudly in the phone.
"You should have waited until after he ejaculated his cum in your mouth. You should have waited until after you swallowed his cum. You should have waited until after he fucked you. Maybe, then, he would have felt guilty and obligated enough after you blew him to demonstrate naked with us," said Liz. "Maybe then, he would have done whatever you wanted him to do. Maybe then, he'd agree to have sex with me too," said Liz with a loud, sad sigh.
Susan returned her sister's loud, sad sigh with her own loud, sad sigh.
"Maybe you're right. I should have waited until he ejaculated his cum in my mouth and after he fucked me. Not good for my ego, I still can't believe he turned me down after I gave him sex and while I was still blowing him," said Susan with sadness. "He rejected me after I removed his cock from my mouth to ask him to demonstrate naked with us just as he was about to cum. I should have waited."
Susan sighed her sexual frustration heavily in the phone again.
"Wow," said Elizabeth. "I still can't believe you flashed him your naked pussy. I still can't believe you exposed your naked breasts to him. I still can't believe you saw his cock. I still can't believe you stroked his erect prick. I still can't believe you blew Ryan. I wish that was me having my wicked, sexual way with your son," said Elizabeth. "I wish it was me, Susan. I wish it was me."
Elizabeth sighed her sexual excitement in the phone again while Susan returned her sister's sigh with her own sexually frustrated sigh. As if they were two elderly men sitting on a park bench and reflecting their lives while feeding the pigeons, when one sighed the other sighed and when one laughed the other laughed.
"Had he agreed to demonstrate naked with us, I swear, I would have fucked him right then and there after I sucked him. I was that horny, Liz. He made me so wet," said Susan. "I still can't believe my son made me so horny. I still can't believe my own son made me wet, so very wet. I still can't believe that I had sex with my own son. God, what's wrong with me? What kind of mother am I to do that?"
Susan and her sister fell quiet.
"You're a horny mother. You're a sexually frustrated mother," said Liz with a dirty laugh. She paused as if she was thinking of what she was about to say next. "Maybe there's something that I can do to help," said Elizabeth treading dangerously uncharted ground. "Now that you broke the ice and broke his incestuous cherry by having sex with him, maybe if I gave him sex too, I could change his mind to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day."
With no pause or loud sigh to show Susan's sexual frustration and disappointment in not completely having sex with her son, Susan let out her outrage.
"Fuck you, Liz. Fuck you," said Susan with a dirty laugh. "You don't care about our naked, Nude Day demonstration as much as you care about having sex with Ryan. You just want to fuck and suck my son in the way that I still want to do now," said Susan with a laugh. "You're just as bad, horny, and sexually frustrated as I am. You're as much of an incestuous whore as I am. Who knows, maybe he'll sexually want you more than he does me."
Susan laughed a sad laugh while Liz returned her sister's laugh with a sexually excited one.
"If I can help in whatever small way that I can for the cause, big sister, I'm willing to sacrifice my hands, my mouth, my pussy, and my naked body on our behalf," said Liz with a dirty laugh. "When Ryan comes over to clean my pool, I'll make him an offer he can't refuse."
To be continued...
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Elizabeth, Susan's sister, has incestuous sex with her nephew, Ryan, in hopes of persuading him to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day.
Continued from Chapter 04:
"You're going to love this," said Susan laughing again. "I pulled out that brand of soothing crème that I used on my ex-husband's back and shoulder to use on Ryan's thigh. My son now buys the same crème to use when lubing his cock to masturbate himself."
Elizabeth laughed out loud.
"Now that's a sexy image you've given me, imagining my nephew lubing his cock to masturbate himself," said Elizabeth.
Susan laughed with her sister.
"You're such a pig, Liz. Anyway, Ryan hurt his thigh doing squats and sprints. Nothing serious, just a pulled muscle but I used my giving his sore thigh a deep, tissue as my pretense to see his naked prick," said Susan with a dirty laugh and unbefitting of a mother talking about her son's cock.
Elizabeth was already breathing heavily in the phone now as if she was masturbating herself.
"Oh, my God, Susan, oh, my God, you're such a slut. You're such an incestuous whore," said Elizabeth. "Tell me and be honest," she said with a nervous laugh. "Did you deliberately touch his cock with your hand while massaging his thigh and while making your touches appear accidental?"
Susan laughed with her sister.
"I know you won't believe me but let me tell you," said Susan with another dirty laugh. "I did more than just touch his cock, and my touches were more deliberate than they were accidental. As my pretense of taking his mind off his pain, I wrapped my fingers around his stiff prick and stroked him," said Susan with another dirty laugh. "I did. I really did. I stroked my son. I masturbated Ryan. Stroking him hard and fast enough to make him cum, I masturbated my son."
As if she had just returned home from jogging around the neighborhood, Elizabeth was breathing heavily in the phone again as if she was masturbating herself while imagining masturbating Ryan.
"Fuck you. You did not masturbate Ryan. You did not stroke his cock. I don't believe you. I know your game. You're lying again just to get me going. God you're such an asshole," said Elizabeth pausing before speaking again.
Susan laughed nervously and sexually excitedly while remembering her hand around her son's cock when stroking him and masturbating him.
"I did. I wrapped my fingers around Ryan's stiff prick and stroked him. I masturbated my son," she said.
Now both women were breathing heavier in the phone as if they were masturbating themselves.
"You masturbated Ryan? You expect me to believe that you masturbated your son? You gave him a hand job? You expect me to believe that you wrapped your hand around Ryan's prick and stroked your son's cock? No frigging way. No frigging way. I don't believe you," said Liz pausing. "Tell me, then," she said pausing as if she was imagining him cumming and ejaculating his cum on his mother's hand, across her naked breasts, in her mouth, or all over her pretty face. "Did he cum?"
Susan laughed again.
"I do expect you to believe me and I did give Ryan a hand job, and no he didn't cum," said Susan with another laugh, but this time a sad laugh. "Actually, I did more than just masturbate him," she said with another dirty laugh. "As my way of sexually teasing him for him to agree to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day, along with exposing my naked pussy to him, I exposed my naked breasts to him. In the way that I continually flashed him my naked pussy, I flashed my son my naked breasts. I showed him my breasts, Liz. I took my tits out of my nightgown and encouraged him to cum on my tits."
As if she was about to have an orgasm, Elizabeth was breathing heavily in the phone again. Obviously with Susan giving her explicit, sexual details of her having sex with her son, as if giving her sexy pillow talk about all that she sexually did with Ryan, she was deliberately or inadvertently sexually arousing her sister. Obviously, with Elizabeth masturbating herself, she was getting close to having a sexual orgasm. No doubt, something that she'd love to do with her nephew, she was getting ready to cum from hearing about her sister having sex with her son. She was getting ready to cum while no doubt imagining herself stroking Ryan's stiff prick and having sex with her nephew.
"Then, while he felt my tits and fingered my nipples, you know how much I love having my nipples fingers, I was so sexually aroused that I blew him," said Susan. "I sucked his cock, Elizabeth. Really, I did. I blew my son."
Susan exhaled heavily in the phone as if she was remembering Ryan's big dick in her mouth. She sighed her sexual frustration in the phone while wishing she had waited until he had ejaculated his cum in her mouth. It was her fault for being too eager to ask for her son's help with her Nude Day demonstration. It was her fault for becoming too sexually aroused to think that her son would agree to demonstrate naked with her, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin.
If only she had waited to ask him to join their Nude Day demonstration, she would have loved to experience her son ejaculating his cum in her mouth and swallowing his cum. If only she had waited to ask him to join their Nude Day demonstration, she would have loved to experience her son making sweet, passionate love to her before fucking her and pounding her pussy hard and fast. If only she had waited to ask him to join their Nude Day demonstration, she would have loved to have demonstrated with her son naked. Now, she was just as sexually frustrated, even more sexually frustrated than she was before she tried to sexually and incestuously seduce her son.
"You blew Ryan? Fuck you, Susan. Fuck you," said Liz verbalizing her sexual frustration. "You expect me to believe that you blew your son? You sucked his cock? You really expect me to believe you? No frigging way," said Elizabeth. "You expect me to believe that you gave Ryan oral sex? Liar. You're such a liar. I don't believe you. I don't believe you blew your son. I don't believe you sucked his cock. I don't believe anything that you say, Susan," said Liz.
Susan laughed at her sister's obvious, sexual frustration. "Shocking the shit out of him, while continuing to stroke his prick, I took his prick in my mouth. I did. I swear on our mother's grave that I did. I sucked my son's cock, Elizabeth," said Susan. "I gave Ryan a frigging blowjob. I did. I really did. I blew my son. I sucked his big dick."
Obviously by the phone shaking and in the way that she was breathing in the receiver, Elizabeth was masturbating herself over the incestuous, sexual conversation that she was having with her sister about having sex with her son, Liz's nephew. Obviously, by the phone shaking, masturbating herself, Liz was rubbing her clit while fingering her nipples. Obviously, while masturbating herself, Liz was imagining sucking her nephew's big prick in the way that Ryan's mother, Susan, her big sister, had shockingly confessed that she had sucked her son's big dick.
"Fuck you. You're such a liar. You make it sound as if it really happened. You're just saying that you had sex with Ryan to get me going. I don't believe you, Susan. I don't believe you," said Elizabeth. "God, you're such a good liar and a wicked whore, Susan. If I thought I was a whore, you're worse, you're an incestuous whore," she said with a laugh.
Susan returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"Call me what you want, Liz, as long as you call me a cocksucker, an incestuous cocksucker. I don't mind because it's the truth. I blew my son. I sucked Ryan's cock," said Susan with a loud laugh.
Elizabeth revealed her sexual excitement along with her sexual frustration by obviously continuing to masturbate herself.
"I don't believe that you sucked your son's cock. I don't believe you gave Ryan a blowjob. Even you aren't that much of a degenerate whore to have incestuous sex with your own son," said Elizabeth. "You'd never give Ryan a blowjob but I would," said Elizabeth laughing out loud. "I'd not only suck his cock but I'd allow him to cum in my mouth, too, and I'd swallow his cum. Then, I'd allow him to make love to me before fucking me. I'd allow him to make me is sexy, cum slut of a dirty, incestuous bitch," said Liz.
Susan returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"Believe it. It's all true. I really did suck his prick. Besides, it takes one incestuous whore to know another incestuous whore," said Susan.
Susan laughed at her sister.
"What do you mean by calling me an incestuous whore when you're the incestuous whore. You're the one who confessed that you had sex with your son," said Liz.
Liz returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"In the way that you did on his 21st birthday party, you'd expose your tits to my son again if you could. With you an exhibitionist, you'd allow him to see you naked, if you could. With you as big of a whore as I am, you'd give Ryan a hand job if you could. As you just admitted, you'd suck my son's cock if you could. As you just admitted, you'd allow him to cum in your mouth and you'd swallow his cum. I know you, little sister, as you just admitted yourself, you'd even make love to him before fucking him," said Susan.
Both women fell quiet until Elizabeth spoke again.
"So? Just as you had sex with your son, I'd have sex with my nephew," said Elizabeth laughing. "Tell me and be honest," said Liz to her sister. "Did you really masturbate him? Did you really blow, Ryan? Does he have a big prick? What was it like wrapping your fingers around his cock and stroking him? Were you more sexually excited because he was your son? What was it like blowing Ryan? Did he cum? Did he cum on your hand, all over your tits, or in your mouth?"
Susan suddenly felt sadly rejected that she was unable to get her son to cum anywhere, not even on her hand.
"Jesus, Liz, slow down," said Susan laughing. "You don't allow me to answer one question before you're asking another question. Yes, he has a big dick. I told you he did. And no, he didn't cum on my hand, all over my tits, or in my mouth. He didn't cum," she said.
Both women fell quiet again.
"He didn't cum? Seriously? With you stroking his prick and sucking his prick, I can't believe he didn't cum. Don't take this the wrong way, Susan, but if I ever had the chance to stroke Ryan's prick and suck Ryan's prick, he'd definitely cum. As I said before, I'd allow him to cum in my mouth and I'd swallow his cum. Forget about him wearing a condom, I'd even allow him to cum in my pussy," said Liz. "He's so frigging handsome. He's so frigging hot. I'd definitely have sex with my nephew. Tell me and be honest. Tell me the truth. Did you make love to him? Did you fuck your son, Susan? What is he like in bed?"
Susan sighed.
"Slow down, Liz. Slow down. Obviously, you're as much of an incestuous whore as I am," said Susan laughing. "I wish he had made love to me. I wish he had fucked me. We didn't even make out. He didn't even French kiss me," said Susan with sad dejection. "I wish I could have sex with him again. I want to have sex with him again."
Susan sighed again, this time even louder.
"I don't understand," said Liz. "It sounded like everything was going so well and as you had planned. What happened?"
Susan sighed her sexual frustration heavily in the phone.
"I made the mistake of removing his cock from my mouth when he was the most sexually excited to ask him to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day. I mean, that was why I was in his room. That was why I had sexually teased him and flashed him my naked pussy," she said with a loud sigh. "I figured with him ready to cum in my mouth that he'd agree to anything. I should have waited to ask him until after he ejaculated his cum in my mouth. I should have waited to ask him until after I swallowed his cum," said Susan. "I should have waited until after he made love to me and fucked me."
Do doubt, as if she was imagining blowing Ryan, him cumming in her mouth, and her swallowing his cum, Elizabeth fell silent again while obviously continuing to masturbate herself. Then, as if reinvigorated from masturbating herself, she pressured her sister for more sexual details.
"And then what happened? Tell me and don't leave anything out," she said breathlessly. "I want to know everything," said Liz. "Tell me."
Susan sighed again.
"That was that. That's all of it. Over as quickly as it began, he got up out of bed and went in the bathroom. When he left me there feeling rejected, embarrassed, ashamed, guilty, and remorseful, I returned to my room," said Susan. "At that moment, I really did feel like an incestuous whore. At that moment, I was so horny and sexually frustrated that I would have raped my own son had he given me the chance."
Susan sighed her sexual frustration loudly in the phone.
"You should have waited until after he ejaculated his cum in your mouth. You should have waited until after you swallowed his cum. You should have waited until after he fucked you. Maybe, then, he would have felt guilty and obligated enough after you blew him to demonstrate naked with us," said Liz. "Maybe then, he would have done whatever you wanted him to do. Maybe then, he'd agree to have sex with me too," said Liz with a loud, sad sigh.
Susan returned her sister's loud, sad sigh with her own loud, sad sigh.
"Maybe you're right. I should have waited until he ejaculated his cum in my mouth and after he fucked me. Not good for my ego, I still can't believe he turned me down after I gave him sex and while I was still blowing him," said Susan with sadness. "He rejected me after I removed his cock from my mouth to ask him to demonstrate naked with us just as he was about to cum. I should have waited."
Susan sighed her sexual frustration heavily in the phone again.
"Wow," said Elizabeth. "I still can't believe you flashed him your naked pussy. I still can't believe you exposed your naked breasts to him. I still can't believe you saw his cock. I still can't believe you stroked his erect prick. I still can't believe you blew Ryan. I wish that was me having my wicked, sexual way with your son," said Elizabeth. "I wish it was me, Susan. I wish it was me."
Elizabeth sighed her sexual excitement in the phone again while Susan returned her sister's sigh with her own sexually frustrated sigh. As if they were two elderly men sitting on a park bench and reflecting on their lives while feeding the pigeons, when one sighed the other sighed and when one laughed the other laughed.
"Had he agreed to demonstrate naked with us, I swear, I would have fucked him right then and there after I sucked him. I was that horny, Liz. He made me so wet," said Susan. "I still can't believe my son made me horny, so very horny. I still can't believe my own son made me wet, so very wet. I still can't believe that I had sex with my own son. God, what's wrong with me? What kind of mother am I to have incestuous sex with her son?"
Susan and her sister fell quiet.
"A single mom, you're a horny mother. You're a sexually frustrated mother," said Liz with a dirty laugh. She paused as if she was having second thoughts of what she was about to say next. "Maybe there's something that I can do to help," said Elizabeth treading dangerous, uncharted ground. "Now that you broke the ice and broke his incestuous cherry by having sex with him, maybe if I gave him sex too, I could change his mind to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day."
With no pause or loud sigh to show Susan's sexual frustration and disappointment in not completely having sex with her son, Susan let out her outrage.
"Fuck you, Liz. Fuck you," said Susan with a dirty laugh. "You don't care about our naked, Nude Day demonstration as much as you care about having sex with Ryan. You just want to fuck and suck my son in the way that I still want to do now," said Susan with a laugh. "You're just as bad, horny, and sexually frustrated as I am. You're as much of an incestuous whore as I am. Who knows, maybe he'll sexually want you more than he does me?"
Susan laughed a sad laugh while Liz returned her sister's laugh with a sexually excited one.
"If I can help in whatever small way that I can for the cause, big sister, I'm willing to sacrifice my hands, my mouth, my pussy, and my naked body on our behalf," said Liz with a dirty laugh. "When Ryan comes over to clean my pool, I'll make him an offer he can't refuse."
Chapter 05:
That afternoon with Ryan scheduled to clean his aunt's pool, there waiting and ready to deliberately give her nephew an unexpected, free flashing show of her big, naked breasts, Elizabeth tanned out back topless. Naked from the waist down, she had her big, shapely breasts nakedly exposed. With her not embarrassed or ashamed, she was only wearing her bikini bottoms. Pretending that she forgot her nephew was visiting, she pretended that she had fallen asleep after having one too many martinis. Pretending that she was a little tipsy, she pretended that she was unaware that her nephew was there watching her while staring at her exposed, naked breasts.
After seeing his mother nearly naked, how many men wished they were Ryan? After his MILF of a mother gave him incestuous sex, not only stroking his cock but also sucking his cock, how many young men wished they could have sex with their mothers? Now, after seeing his MILF of an aunt's naked breasts, how many young men wished they could have seen their aunt's naked tits? In the way that his aunt was about to solicit her nephew for sex, and in the way that his mother had solicited her son for sex, how many young men wished they could have had sex with their aunts?
Before you continue reading this story, put yourself in Ryan's shoes. Imagine that you're Ryan. Imagine that Susan is your mother. Imagine your mother enters your bedroom and snaps on your bedroom light while wearing her sexiest, sheerest, shortest, and lowest cut nightgown. Are you there yet?
Now, imagine your mother pulling the sheet from your naked body while knowing that you're not only in bed naked but also that you're in bed with a huge erection. While sitting on your bed and with her angling her body with her leg beneath her and her knees parted, imagine your mother flashing you her naked cunt before stroking your erect cock. While inviting you to touch them, feel them, and finger her nipples, imagine your mother exposing her naked breasts to you before sucking you. Now, imagine yourself in the same incestuous, sexual situation with your mother's younger sister, your aunt.
* * * * *
'He's here,' she thought when she heard his car pull in the driveway.
She closed her eyes as soon as she heard her backyard gate open and close. Like mother, like aunt, she was already wet from the sexual anticipation of her nephew seeing her big, naked breasts. Like mother, like aunt, she was about to give her nephew incestuous sex in the way that Ryan's mother gave him incestuous sex.
'Show time, literally and figuratively' she thought while laughing to herself.
Determined to give her nephew a sexy show of her naked breasts, when she heard Ryan enter the backyard, that was her cue to give her nephew something to see of her that he'd never forget. As if she was sleeping and sexually fantasizing of flashing Ryan in her sleep, instead of just flashing him her tits, she moved her hand between her bikini clad legs. She slowly fingered her pussy as if she was masturbating herself through her bikini bottoms in her sleep. If his mother wasn't incestuously wicked enough for entering his bedroom while wearing her sexiest, sheerest, shortest, and lowest cut nightgown and turning on his light, his aunt was even more wicked in her sexual desire for him.



Breathing through her mouth with her lips sexily parted and with her eyes closed, she felt her breasts and fingered her nipples with one hand while fingering her bikini bottom, clad cunt with her other hand. With her nipples erecting big and hard, she was hoping to give her nephew an erection for his cock to erect as big and as hard as she was already wet. Giving him a masturbation show that he'd never forget, no doubt she hoped that he'd give her a masturbation show too. In the way that his mother masturbated her son, his aunt would love to masturbate her nephew. At the very least, she'd love to watch him masturbate himself while watching her masturbate herself.
'I hope he touches my breasts, feels my breasts, and fondles my breasts while fingering my nipples. I'd like nothing more than for him to pull, turn, twist, pinch, and squeeze my nipples while having his wicked sexual way with my big, naked tits,' she thought. 'I'd like nothing more for him to assist me with his finger, with his tongue, and or with his cock in helping me to have a sexual orgasm. I'd even settle for him just fingering my nipples while I stroked his cock.'
Being that he was there to clean her pool, Ryan was appropriately dressed in just his bathing suit. Only, what wasn't sexually appropriate was that when he saw his aunt topless and fingering herself, he immediately had an erection. In the way that he had an erection for his mother beneath his sheet when in bed, he had an erection for his aunt in his bathing suit while standing in her backyard and staring down at her naked breasts. Nearly naked but for her bikini bottoms, deliberately exposing her naked breasts to her nephew, she was topless. There before his horny eyes were his aunt's big, naked, natural tits, her round areolas, and her erect nipples.
"Wow," he whispered to himself while staring at his aunt's naked tits.
In the way that he was mesmerized by his mother's naked pussy, he was mesmerized by his aunt's naked breasts. In the way that he was hypnotized watching his mother masturbate him, he was hypnotized watching his aunt masturbate herself. As if he was a peeper, an intruder, or a rapist, he stood there motionlessly without making a sound while watching his aunt, Elizabeth, masturbate herself through her bikini bottoms. He stood there as if he was hypnotized while watching her pull, turn, twist, squeeze, and pinch her erect nipples. He fingered the head of his already swollen cock through his bathing suit while watching his aunt masturbate herself.
"Oh, my God," he whispered under his breath. "I don't believe this. I don't believe what I'm seeing. I just love her big tits."
If only judging him by the way that he was fondling the head of his cock, he was obviously tempted to pull out his engorged prick and stroke himself while watching his aunt rubbing herself. After being sexually intimate with his mother's naked breasts, if only judging him by his leering stare and by his erection, it was obviously sexually exciting for him to see his aunt's naked breasts too. No doubt, after being sexually intimate with his mother's naked breasts, he wanted to be sexually intimate with his aunt's naked breasts too. In the way that his mother had big, shapely, natural breasts, his aunt had big, shapely, natural breasts too.
Staring at his aunt's naked breasts, if only for comparison sake, they were quite exquisite in shape and in size. They both had large C cup, small D cup breasts, with big nipples. In the way that he had always wanted to see his mother's big tits, he had always wanted to see his aunt's big tits too. Now, as luck or coincidence would have it, within a span of just a few hours, from last night to this morning, he not only saw his mother's naked breasts for the first time but also he saw his aunt's naked breasts for the first time too.
In the way that he thought his mother was a morally modest and innocent woman, he thought the same way about his aunt. He was too sexually excited to realize that in the way that his mother had tried to seduce him earlier before, his aunt was trying to seduce him now, too. Until she had asked him, he didn't realize his mother was trying to get him to agree to demonstrate with them on Nude Day by giving him sex. Nor did he realize that his aunt was trying to get him to agree to demonstrate with them on Nude Day by giving him sex too. Serendipitously, he just thought that he was at the right place, at the right time.
Only, just as it was with his mother, it was with his aunt too. Seemingly by their flashing him and sexually teasing him, the two women were more focused on having sex with Ryan than they were with convincing him to demonstrate with them naked. Obviously using their Nude Day demonstration as their excuse to seduce Ryan, he obviously had no idea that not only was his mother but also his aunt were incestuous whores. Every young, horny man's sexual fantasy to have sex with not only his MILF of a mother but also his MILF of an aunt, only Ryan wasn't like any young, horny man. He obviously wasn't into incest.
As if he was living out his sexual fantasy, if nothing more than fodder to masturbate himself over later, he couldn't stop staring at his aunt's big, naked breasts. Just as he couldn't even count how many times he had masturbated over imagining his mother topless, he couldn't even count how many times he had masturbated over imagining his aunt topless. Now, here she was in the naked flesh, not only topless in front of him but also fingering her nipples while fingering her pussy through her bikini bottom.
"I don't believe this," he mumbled under his breath. "This is unbelievable. I can't believe what I'm seeing."
In the way that he stared at all that his mother showed and all that he saw of his mother, he stared at all that his aunt showed and all that he saw of his aunt. By the shocked look on his face, if it wasn't enough that his aunt was topless, she was masturbating herself. By the shocked look on his face, it was obvious that he couldn't believe that his Aunt Elizabeth was topless and masturbating herself.
By the huge, impression his cock made in his bathing suit, it was obvious that he was sexually aroused. By the sexually excited look on his face, with him suddenly breathing through his mouth instead of through his nose, in the way that he had sex with his mother, it was obvious that he wanted to have sex with his aunt too. Only, in the way that he rejected his mother at the last minute before he ejaculated in her mouth, would he sexually reject his aunt in the same way? Granted, she wasn't his mother but she was his aunt and they were still blood related. Whatever sexual desires they had would be deemed forbidden, sexually inappropriate, and incestuous.
* * * * *
Things literally came to a head when he dropped his pool cleaning pole. The metal pole crashed to the concrete patio with a metallic racket as if a band member clapped symbols together to start the orchestral action.
"Oh, my God," said Elizabeth when she heard his pole drop.
She popped open her eyes to see her nephew standing over her with an erection. In the way that he had watched his aunt fingering her naked nipples with one hand and fingering her bikini clad pussy with her other hand, she watched her nephew finger his erect prick through his bathing suit. Cock for pussy, while he had stared down at her naked breasts and watched her masturbating herself, she stared at his bathing suit clad erection and watched him playing with himself, too.
"Hi, Aunt Liz. Sorry," he said caught staring at her naked breasts while touching himself in the way that she was touching herself. "I didn't mean to awaken you. You were sleeping," he said moving his hand away from his swollen, bathing suit clad prick.
As if she was a virgin sunbathing topless on a nude beach and a young man invaded her privacy by ogling her, she moved her hand away from her pussy and moved both hands to cover her naked breasts. Only, she was no virgin. If she was anything, she was an exhibitionist who would show her naked body to anyone at any time. If she was anything, in the way that Ryan's mother was too, Aunt Elizabeth was an incestuous whore.
"My God, Ryan. My God. What are you doing here? How long have you been standing here watching me? Oh, my God," she said feigning her embarrassment while still covering her naked breasts with her hands. "I'm so embarrassed for you to see me topless. I'm so embarrassed for you to have seen my naked breasts. I'm so embarrassed to have been touching myself in my sleep," she said feigning her embarrassment.
Seriously, if she was sleeping, how would she know that she was touching herself in her sleep? If she was anything, she wasn't embarrassed, she was sexually excited. Obviously thrilled that he caught his aunt topless and touching herself, he smiled at his good sexual fortune and at his sexy, MILF of an aunt.
"Don't worry Auntie. I didn't see anything but your naked breasts," he said with a dirty laugh. "Today is pool cleaning day," he said. "I just got here," he said. "Don't be embarrassed. It's no big deal. I've seen you topless before. I can come back tomorrow, if you'd like," he said.
She looked at him with curiosity.
"You're here now. You may as well clean the pool today." Then, she looked at her with curiosity. "You saw me topless? I don't remember you seeing me topless. When did you see me topless?"
He shrugged.
"You removed your top at our last, drunken pool party, my 21st birthday. You rubbed your naked tits in my face. You told me to feel your tits, finger your nipples, and suck your nipples and I did, that is before my mother pulled you away and pushed you in the pool," he said with a laugh.
Obviously by his erection, he was lying about seeing his aunt topless again was no big deal. Obviously, seeing her naked breasts was a big deal for any horny, testosterone filled young man. As if his erect cock was the litmus test to his incestuous, sexual arousal, his stiff prick told his aunt that he had been there longer while watching her touching herself. In the way that he stared at her naked breasts, she stared at the huge bulge that tented his bathing suit. It was obvious, in the way that he was staring at her and she was staring at him, the same way he had stared at his mother, that they both wanted sex, incestuous sex.
"Oh, that. That's right. I forgot about your 21st birthday party. I was so drunk, too drunk to remember. I don't remember exposing my naked breasts to you," she said lying. "I don't remember sticking my naked breasts in your face and inviting you to feel my tits and finger and suck my nipples," she said lying again while laughing.
He gave her a big, shit eating grin.
"Well, you did," he said. "My Mom was pissed that you removed your top and stuck your tits in my face," he said with a laugh.
She looked at him as if she was innocent. She looked at him as if he had taken sexual advantage of his drunken aunt when she was the one who had taken sexual advantage of her innocent nephew.
"Tell me and be honest. Did you like it when I stuck my naked breasts in your face," she said with a dirty laugh while looking at him seductively? As if she was curling his pubic hair with her fingers, she curled her hair with her fingers while smiling up at him. "Tell me and be honest. Did you obey your aunt? Did you feel my tits, finger my nipples, and suck my nipples?"
He smiled as if replaying the memory in his horny mind of his aunt rubbing her naked breasts in his face.
"Are you kidding me? I most definitely obeyed you," he said with a dirty laugh. "I loved not only seeing your naked tits but also touching and feeling your naked tits, especially when you stuck them in my face and invited me to touch them, feel them, and suck them." He stared at his aunt's naked breasts as if he was experiencing a flashback to his 21st birthday party. "I would have done more had my mother not been there to push you in the pool," he said with a sexually excited laugh. "So," he said talking more to her naked breasts than he was to her. "Do you want me to clean your pool or should I come back tomorrow?"
She gave him a feigned, drunken smile as if she was drunk enough to rub her tits in his face again.
"Today is Friday, pool cleaning day. I forgot," she said still covering her naked breasts with her hands before reaching for her bikini top. Then, as if having second thoughts about her nudity and her lack of modesty, shame, and embarrassment, she shaded her eyes to look up at her nephew before tossing her bikini top back on the chair beside her. "Being that you've already seen my tits, you don't mind if I remain topless, do you? I love being topless."
As if she was Pamela Anderson posing topless, she arched her back to puff out her big breasts even more, a move that made her big tits look even bigger.
"As long as you don't mind me ogling your naked breasts, I don't mind you remaining topless," he said with a dirty laugh.
* * * * *
Not embarrassed, ashamed, or showing any remorse by being topless in front of her nephew, as if she was a naked Mrs. Robinson trying to seduce her neighbor's son, Benjamin Braddock, in The Graduate, she blushed with her own aggressive forwardness. In the way that her sister, Susan, had tried to seduce her son to elicit his help with their Nude Day demonstration, Elizabeth obviously felt confident that she could succeed where her sister failed. All she needed to do to get Ryan to agree to strip naked on Nude Day was for her to get his cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. As she had already confessed to her sister, Liz felt confident that all she needed to do to win Ryan over was to give him enough sex, incestuous sex to make him cum.
"Your mother told me that you refused to demonstrate naked with us on Nude day. That's a pity. That would have been fun," said Liz. "Why is that? Why would you be embarrassed to be seen naked with your naked mother, your naked sister, your naked aunt, and your naked cousin? Any normal man would jump at the chance to be naked with his naked mother, his naked sister, his naked aunt, and his naked cousin," she said with another dirty laugh.
He stared at his aunt's naked breasts and erect nipples in the way that he had stared at his mother's naked breasts and erect nipples. He stared at his aunt's naked breasts and erect nipples in the way that she stared at the erection that tented his swim trunks. Sexually teasing him, having no shame and/or modesty, she continued fingering her erect nipples in front of him without embarrassment. Then, giving him a masturbation show, she reached her other hand down to finger her pussy through her bikini bottoms. Obviously, she needed something to report back to Susan after her sister confessed that she had sex with her son.
"I can't demonstrate Nude Day with the four of you. I'd be embarrassed to be seen naked with my naked mother, my naked aunt, my naked sister, and my naked cousin," he said. "People would think we were having incestuous sex," he said with a nervous laugh as if he was thinking about having incestuous sex with his aunt, his mother, his sister, and his cousin. "People would think we were having an incestuous orgy."
Elizabeth laughed loudly.
"Incestuous sex? An incestuous orgy? Is that what you think? Don't be silly," she paused to stare up at him before staring down at his cock, "...unless that's what you want. Do you want to experience an incestuous orgy with your mother, your sister, your aunt, and your cousin," she said giving him the eye? "You could always just have sex with me," she continued while continuing to masturbate herself. "You don't mind if I touch myself in front of you while you watch, do you?"
His face flushed with embarrassment when she invited him to have sex with her. His jaw dropped when she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look while she continued touching herself. By the way that he continued staring and leering at her, he obviously couldn't believe that his aunt was masturbating herself in front of him. In the way that he was staring at her fingering her nipples and fingering her pussy again through her bikini bottoms, he obviously couldn't believe what he was seeing. He was obviously as sexually excited as he was horny.
"Aunt Liz, you're making me uncomfortable," he said covering his erect prick with his hand.
As if embarrassed, he looked away from her masturbating herself.
"Uncomfortable?" She laughed a melodious laugh. "How am I making you uncomfortable, Ryan?"
As if she didn't know what she was doing, she gave him a sexy smile.
"In the way that you're fingering your nipples and touching your pussy through your bathing suit, you're making me horny. You're making me sexually frustrated," he said. "You're making me so very sexually excited."
She laughed.
"What's the big deal? It's only sex, Ryan. Maybe you have a guilty conscious because you sexually fantasize having an incestuous sex with your mother, your aunt, your sister, and your cousin. Maybe you feel guilty because you want to have an incestuous orgy with all of us. Maybe you feel guilty because you want to have sex with me," said Liz with another loud and dirty laugh. "Maybe that's why you won't demonstrated with his naked. Maybe you're afraid that you'd have an erection. Maybe you fear that you'd want to have sex with us in public."
He removed his stare from his aunt's naked breasts to make eye contact with her before staring down at her tits again while watching her finger her pussy through her bikini bottoms.
"No, that's not it. Yeah, I've thought about each of you naked while having sex with each of you and while masturbating myself but I never would. It's one thing to sexually fantasize about doing something and quite another thing to go through with it," he said. "Having sex with you, my mother, my sister, or with my cousin is wrong."
Liz made a face at his modest innocence.
"Why then?" Liz looked at her nephew with as much confusion as she looked at him with sexual arousal. "Why won't you demonstrate with us?"
He shrugged his answer.
"I'd be embarrassed for anyone that I know to see me naked with my naked mother, my naked aunt, my naked sister, and my naked cousin," he said. "Besides, it's not the same for a man as it is for a woman. If I saw you all naked, you may be secretly sexually excited but I'd have an obvious erection. I'd be arrested for public nudity in front of shocked and offended women and you'd be applauded, lusted over, and cheered for being naked in front of adoring men."
She nodded her head in agreement with him.
"That's true," she said looking down at her naked breasts before looking up at him. "Do you feel embarrassed, shocked, or offended that I'm topless in front of you?"
As if looking to see what he could see, she looked down at her breasts again before looking back up at him. She continued pulling, turning, twisting, pinching, and squeezing her nipples with one hand and rubbing her pussy through her bikini bottoms with her other hand.
"Embarrassed? Shocked? Offended? No," he said.
She laughed a melodious laugh.
"So, it doesn't embarrass, shock, or offend you to see my naked tits while I touch myself? Let me ask you this then," she said continuing to sexually tease him by questioning him. "Does it sexually excite you to watch me fingering my nipples and fingering my pussy through my bikini bottoms in front of you?"
As if she was a Hollywood starlet posing for her nude scene, she inhaled a big breath to puff out her chest while arching her back again. Then, she looked down at her naked breasts again before looking up at him. Obviously, she took sexual pleasure in her nephew seeing her naked breasts. Obviously, it sexually excited her to touch herself in front of him. Continuing to sexually tease him, she rubbed her clit faster through her bikini bottoms while staring up at her nephew.



"No," he said. "It doesn't offend me to watch you touching yourself and masturbating yourself. If anything, it sexually excites me to see your naked breasts and to watch you finger your pussy through your bathing suit."
Never removing his horny eyes from her big, naked tits, he stared at his aunt's naked breasts while watching her finger her pussy through her bikini bottoms. He continued watching her feeling her naked breasts while fingering her nipples. Obviously, he took great sexual pleasure in seeing his aunt's big tits. Obviously, he took great sexual pleasure in watching her masturbate herself through her bikini bottom.
"Tell me and be honest. What do you think of my tits?" She looked down at her breasts before looking up at her nephew. Then, as if serving her breasts up to him, she cupped her big tits in her palms and raised them. "Do you like my tits? Do you think my breasts are big and as shapely as your mother's big, shapely breasts?"
She gave him a naughty look while running her fingers over her nipples.
"You have amazing breasts, Auntie, so big and so shapely. You have breasts just like my mother's breasts," he said staring at his aunt's tits. "Your nipples are really big too."
She gave him a sexy smile.
"Being that your mother isn't here to push me in the pool, you may touch them, Ryan, and feel them if you'd like. Go ahead, Ryan. Don't be shy. I don't mind you feeling my tits. Just like your mother, I love having my nipples fingered too," she said. "I love having my nipples pulled, turned, twisted, pinched, and squeezed. Finger my nipples, Ryan, while feeling my tits. Make me cum. Give your aunt a sexual orgasm."
Not one to miss an opportunity to touch and feel his aunt's big tits, he reached his horny hands down to fondle his aunt's naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. While he felt and fondled her big tits, she reached her hand up to feel and fondle his cock through his bathing suit. In the way that he had sexually touched and felt his mother, he was sexually touching and feeling his aunt. In the way that his mother had sexually touched, felt, stroked, and sucked his naked cock, his aunt was sexually touching and feeling his erection through his bathing suit.
"I don't mind you looking and even touching," she said. "If your mother hasn't told you already, I'm an exhibitionist. I love removing my clothes and going nude in public. I love going to nude beaches. Comfortable naked, I love being naked. Most times, I'd rather be naked then dressed," she said tucking her thumbs in her bikini bottoms and removing them. She asked him her questions too late and after she was already naked. "You don't mind if I get naked, Ryan, do you? You don't mind if I expose my naked pussy to you, do you? Just as it sexually excited me to show you my tits, it sexually excites me to show you my pussy."
Her trimmed blonde, pubic hair was matted down from her tight bathing suit bottoms and, while staring up at him, she fluffed her pussy hair up with her fingers as if she was fluffing the hair on her head. As soon as she lifted her legs and parted them open to expose more of herself to her nephew, as if inviting Ryan to finger her cunt too, her pussy slit parted open as if they were the gates to Heaven. Then, as if he wasn't shocked enough by seeing his aunt's naked tits and now her naked pussy, she started rubbing her naked clit with her index finger before burying her middle finger knuckle deep in her cunt.
She continued giving her nephew a masturbation show by feeling her tits while fingering her nipples with one hand and masturbating her pussy with her other hand. Showing him a lot of inner pussy pink, in the way that his mother's pussy was glistening wet, his aunt's pussy was glistening wet too. In the way that he had an erection and was sexually excited, obviously, his aunt was sexually excited too.
"Would you like a taste?" She held her fingers up to him. "Taste me, Ryan. Lick my fingers," she said.
* * * * *
Aunt Elizabeth offers Ryan incestuous sex in the way that his mother, Susan, offered him incestuous sex to demonstrate naked on Nude Day.
When his aunt offered her nephew her fingers to lick her vaginal secretions from them, he shook his head no. Instead of giving her fingers to him, taking one in her mouth before taking the other and then taking both fingers in her mouth, she licked her fingers clean herself while giving him a sexy look. Obviously trying to make him sexually insane, she enjoyed sexually teasing her nephew.
"Too bad," she said. "I taste good, really good. In the way that you refused to lick my fingers, I'd never refuse to lick your cock," she said staring again at the bulge his erect prick made in his bathing suit. "Unlike your mother, if I sucked your cock, I'd make you cum."
In the way that he stared at his naked mother, he stared at his naked aunt. In the way that he stared at his mother's exposed tits and pussy, he stared at his aunt's exposed tits and pussy. In the way that he never removed his eyes from his naked mother, he never removed his eyes from his naked aunt. In the way that his mother had flashed him and sexually teased him, his aunt flashed him and sexually teased him too. Obviously, in the way that he was tempted to have incestuous sex with his mother, he was tempted to have incestuous sex with his aunt.
Obviously, in the way that he was staring and leering at his aunt, Ryan couldn't believe all that he was seeing of her. After masturbating over the naked thoughts of her for years, he was finally seeing his aunt naked. Shocking as much as it was sexually exciting when seeing something so very forbidden, in the way that he continued staring at her naked body, he obviously couldn't believe that he was seeing his aunt naked.
"Naked, naked, naked, my aunt is naked. I can't believe my aunt is naked," mumbled Ryan under his breath and too softly for his aunt to hear.
His sexual fantasy come true, he stared at his naked aunt with his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth gaping open. He stared at his aunt's round areolas, her erect nipples, and her blonde, trimmed pussy in the way that he stared at his mother's round areolas, her erect nipples, and her blonde, trimmed pussy. He stared at his aunt's parted pussy lips, her visible swollen clit, and her glistening, pink pussy in the way that he stared at his mother's naked pussy. He stared at his aunt's naked pussy as if he had never seen a woman's naked, cunt before.
As if he was dreaming while continuing his sexual fantasy, by the shocked expression on his face, he obviously couldn't believe he had seen his nearly naked mother and was now seeing his naked aunt. What was once his sexual fantasy was now his sexual reality. In the way that he could have incestuous sex with his mother, he could have incestuous sex with his aunt too. Impossible for him to wrap his head around the two most important women in his life sexually seducing him, he was stunned.
"Naked, naked, naked,' he softly mumbled as if praying or chanting to himself. "My aunt Elizabeth, my mother's sister, my cousin Julie's mother, is naked. First my mother and now my aunt, this is unbelievable. I'll be masturbating over this for the rest of my life," he said talking to himself as if he was crazy.
Not shy, embarrassed, or remorseful, he couldn't believe that these women willingly stripped off their clothes. He couldn't believe these two women, first his mother and now his aunt, willingly and voluntarily showed him their naked tits and pussies. He couldn't believe these women would willingly and voluntarily give him incestuous sex. In the way that he had always incestuously lusted over his mother, he had always incestuously lusted over his aunt too. Now, if only he dared and if only he'd take them up on their incestuous, sexual offer, here they both were ready to have sex with him.
"Sex, sex, sex," he mumbled as if chanting. "In the way that I always wanted to have sex with my mother, I always wanted to have sex with my aunt," he said as if silently praying.
Just as it was more exciting that he had seen his mother nearly naked instead of seeing a stranger nearly naked, it was more exciting that he was seeing his aunt naked than someone else, anyone else naked. This was his aunt, his mother's sister. This was cousin Julie's mother that he was seeing naked. It was just as sexually exciting seeing his nearly naked mother as it was to see his naked aunt. It was more sexually exciting to see his nearly naked mother and his naked aunt to see anyone that he could imagine wanting to see naked, including movie stars and celebrities.
"Oh, my God, Auntie. You have such a beautiful body, as beautiful as my mother's body. With your toned tummy and long, shapely legs, you could be identical twins," he said.
She smiled him a naughty look.
"Join the party, Ryan," she said in a sexy voice as if she was suddenly transformed into Lauren Bacall. "Don't be shy. Get naked with me, Ryan. Show me your cock," she said emphasizing the word cock as if she was Bette Davis saying the word cock.
She slid a slow tongue across her full lips while staring at the bulge in his bathing suit before staring up at him. She stared at the bulge his stiff prick made in his bathing suit as much as he stared at his aunt's naked tits and naked pussy. Obviously, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
"Get naked?"
He looked at her as if she was crazy. He looked at her with as much embarrassment as he looked at her with sexual excitement. He looked at her in the way that he looked at his mother when she asked him to demonstrate with them on Nude Day. He looked at her as if he wanted to get naked in front of his aunt but was afraid to remove his bathing suit to show her his naked cock in the way that she was showing him her naked pussy.
"Show me your cock, Ryan. Your mother told me that you have a big one. I want to see your prick. Show me. Show me your prick. I want to see your cock," she said staring at the huge impression his cock made in his swim suit.
"No, I can't do that," he said.
He involuntarily covered his big bulge with his hand while shaking his head as if he needed that extra bit of head movement to stop himself from removing his bathing suit in front of his aunt. Even though he obviously wanted to strip himself naked, just as showing his engorged prick to his mother was expressly forbidden, showing his erect cock to his aunt was expressly forbidden too. In the way that his mother stripped him naked by pulling off his sheet, he couldn't believe his aunt wanted him to strip naked by removing his bathing suit.
Then, as if she was a dog who wanted his bone, she pulled at the leg of his bathing trunks. As if she was a dog with his pull toy, she grabbed at the leg of his bathing suit and wouldn't let go. As if she was the man and he was the woman, obviously, she was intent on stripping him naked. Not taking no for an answer, his aunt Elizabeth was intent on seeing his naked prick.
"No one is home. It's just us and with this high fence. The neighbors can't see what we're doing."
He looked at her as if she was as crazy as his mother. He looked at her with obvious embarrassment mixed with second thoughts. He looked at her as if he was thinking about getting naked and wanted to get naked. He looked at his aunt with sexual excitement mixed with incestuous lust. He looked at his aunt as if she was Eve tempting him with the apple and he was Adam. In the way that Adam couldn't say no to Eve, he couldn't say not to his aunt.
"Gee, I don't know Auntie Liz," said Ryan. "You're my aunt and I'm your nephew. It isn't like you're Mrs. Campbell always flashing me her tits and always asking me to show her my cock. We're blood related. Showing you my cock is incestuous."
She laughed a loud laugh.
"Mrs. Campbell? Our neighbor, Mrs. Campbell?"
Elizabeth looked at her nephew stunned.
"Yes, Mrs. Campbell," he said with a dirty laugh while remembering Mrs. Campbell in her sexy nightgown, wearing just as towel, topless, and naked.
A demur, short, and obese, going to church every Sunday librarian, she obviously never suspected that Mrs. Campbell was an exhibitionist. She never thought that Mrs. Campbell would be sexually interested in Ryan. In the way that Liz and her sister Susan were whores, incestuous whores, she obviously never suspected that Mrs. Campbell was a whore too. What are the odds of having three, wicked whores living in the same, quiet neighborhood.
"She flashed you her breasts? Saintly Mrs. Campbell flashed you her tits?"
As if recalling Mrs. Campbell's naked breasts, he laughed a sexually excited smile.
"Every time I go over there, she exposes her big, saggy, naked breasts to me," he said.
In the way that he was forbidden to see his mother's nearly naked body and now his aunt's naked body, he was forbidden to see his topless and naked neighbor's body too. With three women giving him naked memories to remember, he'll never forget their naked images for the rest of his life. Yet, not totally convinced that their neighbor flashed her nephew, his aunt looked at him with suspicion if he was telling her the truth or making up falsehoods about their neighbor.
"Wait. Just so I understand. She asked to see your cock? Mrs. Campbell asked to see your naked prick?"
He rolled his eyes and sighed as if he was bored when, instead he was sexually excited discussing Mrs. Campbell flashing him to his naked aunt.
"Every time I go to her house, she sexually attacks me. Every time I go over there, she gropes me and asks to see my naked prick," he said nodding his head. "Every time I go over there, she tries to kiss me while putting my hands on her naked ass and breasts."
His aunt bit her lip while looking at him with as much interest as she looked at him with sexual excitement. In the way that Mrs. Campbell wickedly and sexually attacked her nephew, Elizabeth obviously had the same thoughts. Instead of showing her compassion to her nephew of him having to endure the sexual assault of their neighbor, she no doubt wanted to do the same. Different for a man than it is for a woman. Where women are forbidden to be sexually assaulted, especially by older, perverted men, men are fair game when sexually assaulted by older, horny women.
"And, tell me, did you show her your cock?" Aunt Liz looked down at Ryan's bulge before looking up at him. "Did you flash her your prick?"
He gave his aunt a sexy smile.
"I did, after she offered me a $20 tip over the agreed price to clean her pool," he said with a dirty laugh.
Elizabeth looked at her nephew stunned. She looked at her nephew with sexual excitement. Obviously, she wanted to see what Mrs. Campbell saw.
"Oh, my God, I never knew that she was such a whore," said Elizabeth with a laugh.
Elizabeth looked at her nephew with disbelief and with even more sexual excitement now than she looked at him before.
"She flashes me all the time," said Ryan. "Every time I go to her house to mow her lawn, she's either wearing a sexy nightgown or just a towel. Every time I go to her house to clean her pool, she's out by the pool topless or naked. She flashes me her naked ass, her naked pussy, and/or her naked tits all the time. Whether she's wearing a sheer, sexy nightgown in front of me or just a towel that suddenly falls, always making her flashing appear accidental, I think she wants to have sex with me," he said with a laugh.
Elizabeth made a questioning face.
"Duh, Ryan? You think?" Elizabeth laughed. "Of course, she wants to have sex with you," said Elizabeth with another laugh. "And why haven't you given her what she wants? Being that you showed her your cock, why haven't you taken the next step?" She looked at her nephew with curiosity mixed with sexual excitement. "Why haven't you given her sex?"
Again, Elizabeth looked at her nephew with a face full of curiosity mixed with sexual excitement.
"Oh, my God. I'd never do that. She's married," said Ryan. "I'd never do that to Mr. Campbell. He's a nice man. Besides, Mrs. Campbell is old, she's like 50-years-old."
Liz nodded her head obviously glad that she was no longer married and wasn't as old as Mrs. Campbell. She continued staring at the bulge that tented her nephew's bathing suit in the way that Ryan continued staring at his aunt's naked body.
"Let's play a game or roleplay. Pretend that I'm Mrs. Campbell. Show me what you showed her. I dare you to remove your bathing suit. I double dare you," she said. "You've been double dared, Ryan. Chicken. C'mon, it's so hot out. Let's go for a naked swim in the pool," she said giving him a sexy grin. "We can play Marco Polo in the way that it was meant to be played," she said with a dirty laugh. "Marco Polo," she said grabbing his stiff prick through his bathing suit.
As if looking to see if anyone could see, he looked around the backyard before he stared back at his aunt's naked tits and naked pussy.
"Okay," he said pulling down and removing his bathing suit.
* * * * *
Immediately, in the way that it did with his mother, his erect prick sprang to attention as if it was on a spring. As if picking her for sex, his stiff dick pointed to his aunt as if she was the chosen one.
"Oh, my God. Now that's a big cock," said Aunt Liz. "Nice cock, Ryan. Nice cock. I always wanted to see your erect prick, especially after your mother told me that she blew you while you felt her tits and fingered her nipples," said Liz. She looked down at her breasts while watching him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples before looking up at him with incestuous lust in her big, blue eyes. "I swear to God, Ryan, if you continue feeling my tits and fingering my nipples in the way that you are now, I'll blow you too," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'll suck your cock while stroking you hard and fast enough to make you cum in my mouth."
First, he looked shocked that his mother told his aunt that she blew him. Then, he looked shocked again when his aunt volunteered to blow him and would allow him to cum in her mouth if he continued feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. As if ready and willing for his aunt to suck him, he took a step closer to her. Obviously hoping that his aunt would blow him in the way that his mother sucked his cock, as if daring her to suck his cock, he continued feeling her tits while fingering her nipples.
"Oh, my God, Aunt Liz. Oh, my God. What's gotten into you? First my mother had sex with me and now you want to have sex with me too," he said taunting her and teasing her in the way she had been taunting him and teasing him. "You really wouldn't blow me, would you? You can't sexually tease me like that," he said with a pause. "To be honest, Auntie Liz, I'd love for you to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said while sliding a slow, purposeful finger across her full lips.
He looked down at his erect prick before he looked up at his aunt sliding a slow tongue across her full lips again in the way that he just slid a slow finger across her full lips. She sat up in her chair and turned to face her nephew with as much forbidden, sexual lust on her face as he had on his face. His aunt looked at him in the same way that his ex-girlfriend and his mother looked at him before they took his stiff prick in their mouths.
"Yes, I would most definitely blow you, Ryan. I'd absolutely suck your cock," she said staring at his erect dick before looking up at him for permission. "May I touch your penis, Ryan? May I hold it in my hand? May I stroke your big prick? I'd love to suck your cock, Ryan," said Aunt Liz. "Would you like me to blow you? Let me suck your cock, Ryan. I'm so horny. I'm so sexually frustrated. I haven't had sex in years. I would really love to blow you," she said. "It's been years since I've had a dick in my mouth."



Not waiting for him to answer, she erected her posture more, sat up higher in her chair again, leaned forward, and reached out her hand. While staring up at him, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around her nephew's swollen cock in the way that his mother wrapped her long, manicured fingers around her son's stiff prick. As soon as she held his stiff prick in her hand, she stroked his erect cock. In the way Ryan's mother gave him a hand job, his aunt was giving him a hand job too.
"Oh, my God, Auntie. Oh, my God. Don't stop. Please don't stop. That's feels so good," he said. "Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. May I cum? I need to cum. After breaking up with my girlfriend, Sarah, and not having sex, then after my mother failed to make me cum, I'm so horny. I'm so sexually frustrated. Make me cum, Auntie. Make me cum, Auntie. Make me cum," he said with sexual excitement and lustful desire for his aunt that he still harbored for his mother
He watched his aunt stroking him harder and faster before he reached out his horny hand to feel his aunt's big tits while fingering her erect nipples again.
"Stroking your cock doesn't feel as good as it would feel if you stuck that monster in my mouth before fucking my cunt," she said laughing. "After I make you harder with my mouth, Ryan, make love to me. Fuck your aunt in the way that your mother wanted you to fuck her. Stick that big, hard prick in my warm, wet pussy," she said stroking him faster and stroking him harder before leaning forward to take his big prick in her mouth. "Give me an orgasm with your cock."
With his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth gaping open again, he stood in front of his aunt while watching her stroking his erect cock harder and faster. Then, as if she was his girlfriend or his mother, his aunt leaned forward to take his hard dick in her mouth. Ryan stared down at his aunt while watching her suck his cock
"Oh, my God, Auntie. Oh, my God. I can't believe you're blowing me," he said. "You're going to make me cum, Auntie Liz. You're going to make me cum. I need to cum in your mouth, Auntie Liz."
She stroked him harder. She stroked him faster.
"Cum, Ryan. Cum. Cum in my mouth," she said leaning forward to take more of him in her mouth.
In the way his mother had just done last night, his aunt was blowing him this morning. In the way that he stared at his mother when she took his prick in her mouth, he stared at his aunt with her mouth full of his big dick while she stared up at him with her blue eyes. In the way that he stared down at his aunt in shock, he obviously couldn't believe that his Aunt Liz was sucking him.
Yet, alas and unfortunately, as soon as she told him to cum and as soon as she took him in her mouth and started sucking him, he stiffened his posture and his resolve. As if awakening him from his sexual fantasy of having his aunt blow him, he pulled away from her. In the way that he looked at his mother as if she was sexually and incestuously insane, he looked at his aunt as if she was sexually and incestuously insane too.
In the way that he looked at his mother as if she had lost her mind to incest, he looked at his Aunt Elizabeth as if she had lost her mind to incest. He looked at her as if she was an incestuous whore trying to bring him down to her level. He looked at her in the way that he looked at Mrs. Campbell when she flashed him her tits and asked to see his prick. Obviously, all of these women were trying to make him do what he didn't want to do. They were trying to make him give them sex.
"No. Wait. Stop! I can't do this, Auntie. I'm sorry but I can't do this. I can't have sex with you. I just can't. That would be incest for you to blow me and for me to cum in your mouth," he said. "That would be wrong. That would be nasty. I need to leave," said Ryan literally running from his aunt's backyard. "I have to go."
To be continued...
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Four beautiful and sexy women demonstrate instead of celebrate Nude Day by getting naked.
Feminists Susan, her daughter, Christine, Susan's sister, Elizabeth, and Elizabeth's daughter, Julie, plan a Nude Day demonstration instead of a Nude Day celebration on Nude Day, July 14th.
Continued from Chapter 05:
"Let's play a game of roleplay. Pretend that I'm Mrs. Campbell," said Aunt Elizabeth to her nephew Ryan. "Show me what you showed her. I dare you to remove your bathing suit. I double dare you," she said. "You've been double dared, Ryan. Chicken. C'mon, it's so hot out. Let's go for a naked swim in the pool," she said giving him a sexy smile and a naughty look. "We can play Marco Polo in the way that it was meant to be played," she said with a dirty laugh. "Marco...Polo," she said grabbing his stiff prick through his bathing suit.
As if looking to see if anyone could see, he looked around the backyard before he stared back at his aunt's naked tits and naked pussy. His aunt was naked. He couldn't believe his MILF of an aunt was naked. If it wasn't enough that he saw his nearly naked mother, now he was seeing his naked aunt.
"Okay," he said pulling down and removing his bathing suit.
Immediately, in the way that it did with his mother, his erect prick sprang to attention as if it was on a spring. As if picking her for sex, his stiff dick pointed to his aunt as if she was the chosen one.
"Oh, my God. Now that's a big cock," said Aunt Liz. "Nice cock, Ryan. Nice cock. I always wanted to see your erect prick, especially after your mother told me that she blew you while you felt her tits and fingered her nipples," said Liz. She looked down at her breasts while watching him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples before looking up at him with incestuous lust in her big, blue eyes. "I swear to God, Ryan, if you continue feeling my tits and fingering my nipples in the way that you are now, I'll blow you too," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'll suck your cock while stroking you hard and fast enough to make you cum in my mouth."
First, he looked shocked that his mother told his aunt that she blew him. Then, he looked sexually excited when his aunt volunteered to blow him and would allow him to cum in her mouth if he continued feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. As if ready and willing for his aunt to suck him, he took a step closer to her. Obviously hoping that his aunt would blow him in the way that his mother sucked his cock, his erect prick was mere inches from his aunt's willing mouth. As if daring her to suck his cock, he continued feeling her tits while fingering, pulling, turning, twisting, squeezing, and pinching her nipples.
"Oh, my God, Aunt Liz. Oh, my God. What's gotten into you? First my mother had sex with me and now you want to have sex with me too," he said taunting her and teasing her in the way she had been taunting him and teasing him. He stared down at her with as much sexual excitement as he stared down at her with incestuous lust. "You really wouldn't blow me, would you, Auntie Liz? You can't sexually tease me like that," he said with a pause. "To be honest, Auntie Liz, I'd love for you to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said while sliding a slow, purposeful finger across her full lips.
He looked down at his erect prick before he looked up at his aunt sliding a slow tongue across her full lips again in the way that he just slid a slow finger across her full lips. He took his cock in hand and lifted it as if he was serving it up to her mouth. She sat up in her chair and turned to face her nephew with as much forbidden, sexual lust on her face as he had on his face. His aunt looked at him in the same way that his ex-girlfriend and his mother looked at him before they took his stiff prick in their mouths.
"Yes, I would most definitely blow you, Ryan. I'd absolutely suck your cock," she said staring at his erect dick before looking up at him as if for permission. "May I touch your penis, Ryan? May I hold it in my hand? May I stroke your big prick? I'd love to suck your cock, Ryan," said Aunt Liz.
As if her questions were rhetorical and didn't need answers, it obviously sexually excited Ryan to answer his aunt's rhetorical questions.
"Yes, you may touch my penis. You may hold it in your hand. You may stroke my big prick. I'd love for you to suck my cock," he said as if he was already hypnotized by his aunt's words and mesmerized by his aunt's stare.
Elizabeth smiled up at her nephew as if he was her boyfriend, her husband, and/or her lover.
"Would you like me to blow you? Let me suck your cock, Ryan," she said continuing to sexually tease him by prolonging his sexual excitement. "I'm so horny. I'm so sexually frustrated. I haven't had sex in years. I would really love to blow you," she said as if begging him to stick his stiff dick in her mouth. "It's been years since I've had a dick in my mouth."
Not waiting for him to answer, she erected her posture more, sat up higher in her chair again, leaned forward, and reached out her hand. While staring up at him, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around her nephew's swollen cock in the way that his mother wrapped her long, manicured fingers around her son's stiff prick. As soon as she held his stiff prick in her hand, she stroked his erect cock. In the way that Ryan's mother gave him a hand job, his aunt was giving him a hand job too. Always sexually fantasizing about receiving hand jobs from his mother and his aunt while masturbating himself, he never really believed that he ever would.
"Oh, my God, Auntie. Oh, my God. Don't stop. Please don't stop. That's feels so good," he said. "Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. May I cum? I need to cum. After breaking up with my girlfriend, Sarah, and not having sex, then after my mother failed to make me cum, I'm so horny. I'm so sexually frustrated. Make me cum, Auntie. Make me cum, Auntie. Make me cum," he said with sexual excitement and lustful desire for his aunt that he still harbored for his mother
He watched his aunt stroking him harder and faster before he reached out his horny hand to feel his aunt's big tits while fingering her erect nipples again.
"Stroking your cock doesn't feel as good as it would feel if you stuck that monster in my mouth before fucking my cunt," she said laughing. "Stroking your cock doesn't feel as good as it would if I sucked your prick. After I make you harder with my mouth, Ryan, make love to me. Fuck your aunt in the way that your mother wanted you to fuck her. Stick that big, hard prick in my warm, wet pussy," she said stroking him faster and stroking him harder before leaning forward to take his big prick in her mouth. "Give me an orgasm with your cock."
With his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth gaping open again, he stood in front of his aunt while watching her stroke his erect prick harder and faster. Then, as if she was his girlfriend or his mother, his aunt leaned forward to take his hard dick in her mouth. Ryan stared down at his aunt while watching her suck his cock
"Oh, my God, Auntie. Oh, my God. I can't believe you're blowing me," he said. "You're going to make me cum, Auntie Liz. You're going to make me cum. I need to cum in your mouth, Auntie Liz," he said putting a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head while humping her mouth and fucking her face.
She stroked him harder. She stroked him faster.
"Cum, Ryan. Cum. Cum in my mouth," she said leaning forward to take more of him in her mouth.
In the way his mother had just done last night, his aunt was blowing him this morning. In the way that he stared at his mother when she took his prick in her mouth, he stared at his aunt with her mouth full of his big dick while she stared up at him with her blue eyes. In the way that he stared down at his aunt in shock, he obviously couldn't believe that his Aunt Liz was sucking him.
Yet, alas and unfortunately, as soon as she told him to cum and as soon as she took him in her mouth and started sucking him, he stiffened his posture and his resolve. As if awakening him from his sexual fantasy of having his aunt blow him, he pulled away from her. In the way that he looked at his mother as if she was sexually and incestuously insane, he looked at his aunt as if she was sexually and incestuously insane too.
In the way that he looked at his mother as if she had lost her mind to incest, he looked at his Aunt Elizabeth as if she had lost her mind to incest too. He looked at her as if she was an incestuous whore trying to bring him down to her level. He looked at her in the way that he looked at Mrs. Campbell when she flashed him her tits and asked to see his prick. Obviously, all of these women were trying to make him do what he didn't want to do. They were trying to make him give them sex. They were all tempting him to play in the Devil's incestuous playground.
"No. Wait. Stop! I can't do this, Auntie. I'm sorry but I can't do this. I can't have sex with you. I just can't. That would be incest for you to blow me and for me to cum in your mouth," he said. "That would be wrong. That would be nasty. I need to leave," said Ryan literally running from his aunt's backyard. "I have to go."
Chapter 06:
Elizabeth confessed to her big sister, Susan, that even after giving her nephew sex, she failed to persuade Ryan to demonstrate naked with them on Nude Day. In the way that he turned his mother down for sex when she had his cock in her mouth, he turned his aunt down for sex when she had his dick buried in her mouth. The ultimate, sexual insult,neither women had ever been rejected for sex, especially while they were giving a blowjob.
"I did what I could," lamented Elizabeth with sadness to her sister, Susan, over the phone. "He's a tough nut to crack. What man would turn down a blowjob while I was blowing him?"
Liz obviously seemed just as embarrassed to confess that Ryan sexually rejected her, as Susan was embarrassed to confess to her sister that her son sexually rejected her. In the way that commiserated with one another, obviously both women thought there was something wrong with them for not being able to entice Ryan to have incestuous sex with them. Yet, maybe there was something good about Ryan for not falling for their incestuous, sexual trap. Maybe he had more morals than either his mother or aunt did.
Obviously, even though Susan was ready and willing to give her son incestuous sex and her sister was ready and willing to give her nephew incestuous sex, Ryan wanted no part in having an incestuous, sexual relationship with either of them. Even though they exposed all that he ever hoped to see of their sexy and shapely bodies, he was still able to somehow say no. Even though they touched him, felt him, stroked him, and sucked him, he was still able to say no to incestuous sex. Even though he was tempted to do so, he wanted no part in having sex with his MILF of a mother and/or with his MILF of an aunt.
Obviously, ejaculating his cum in his mother's or in his aunt's mouth was the incestuous line that he didn't want to nor couldn't cross. Once he ejaculated his cum in his mother and/or in his aunt, he could never take that back. What was done was done, he'd be forever lost to incestuous sex. He'd forever be deemed an incestuous pervert in the way that his mother and aunt would forever be deemed incestuous whores.
* * * * *
How many young men his age would have that kind of self-control to refuse having sex with their mothers and/or with their aunts when their erect cocks were buried in their mouths? These were beautiful, sexy women, women that he had masturbated over them for years while imagining them naked and having sex with them. Even more than that, with one his MILF of a mother and the other his MILF of an aunt, having incestuous sex with them is every young man's dream. There's nothing more sexually exciting and incestuously forbidden than to have sex with a mother and/or with an aunt who are as sexy, as shapely, and as beautiful as they are.
Yet, Ryan was still able to say no to incestuous sex. Both woman believed that they could get Ryan to agree to protest with them naked by tempting him and encouraging him with sex. Both women not only believed that they could get Ryan to protest naked with them but also they believed that he would scratch their sexual itches at the same time. Both Susan and Elizabeth thought that Ryan could satisfy their horniness and their sexual frustration by sexually using him for sex, albeit incestuous sex. Now that they're incestuous, sexual plan failed, Elizabeth sighed her frustration, sexual and otherwise while on the phone with her sister.
"Pretending that I was sleeping and a little tipsy, I was topless and touching myself when Ryan entered my backyard," said Elizabeth with a wicked, little laugh.
Susan returned her sister's laugh.
"Oh, my God, what a tease," said Susan. "You're such a slut, Liz. What happened when he saw you your naked breasts?"
Elizabeth returned her sister's laugh.
"I didn't have to open my eyes to know that he was staring at my naked breasts. Even with my eyes closed, I could feel the heat of his horny stare on my big tits. Then, after persuading him to get naked with me, what happened to you, happened to me too. Just as I took his erect prick in my mouth and started sucking his cock while stroking him harder and faster, he bolted," she said with a sad laugh. "I could have gotten him to cum. I couldn't believe that he wouldn't even allow me to finish blowing him. I would have allowed him to cum in my mouth and I would have swallowed his cum," said Liz.
With Susan obviously saddened while remembering her son sexually rejecting her and Elizabeth obviously saddened while remembering Ryan sexually rejecting her too, as if discussing their dates that went bad, both women fell silent. If it wasn't enough that they were frustrated in not getting Ryan to agree to protest with them, they were sexually frustrated too in him rejecting them for sex. Obviously, a first time for everything, albeit incestuously convolutedly, with both women sexy, shapely, and beautiful, neither woman had ever been rejected for sex by any man.
Yet, this was different. This was sex with a blood related relative. This was sex with Susan's son and this was sex with Elizabeth's nephew. Forbidden by the church, the state, and by most of the moral majority of a modern, and modest society, this was forbidden, illegal, and incestuous sex. No doubt, with his mother nearly naked and his aunt naked, Ryan was hypnotized as if in temporarily in a trance of incestuous lust. Then, when he regained his wits and called attention to what they were doing incestuously by sexually rejecting them, both women felt as ashamed, guilty, and remorseful as much as they felt like incestuous whores. He was the good one and they were the bad ones.
"That's too bad. With Christine never home and Ryan always home, I would have enjoyed having sex, albeit incestuous relationship with my son," said Susan.
As if she had just broken up with a new boyfriend, Susan sighed heavily in the phone.
"We tried," said Elizabeth with sadness.
Elizabeth returned her sister's sigh with her sigh.
"With him rejecting our incestuous, sexual overtures, my son is a better man than I thought he was. I guess I did a good job in raising him to respect women, especially his mother and his aunt," said Susan. "It's just too bad because I really need to get laid and I thought that Ryan was my sexual Godsend."
Susan sighed her sexual frustration again in the phone. Just as she wished her son had made love to her, she wished her son had fucked her, really fucked her hard and pounded her body with his beautiful body until she exploded with a sexual orgasm. At the very least, she wished her son had made out with her and French kissed her while touching and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother.
In the way that she wished he had allowed her to finish sucking his cock and had ejaculated his cum in her mouth, she wished that Ryan had fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. Wishing he had put a heavy hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and humped her mouth and fucked her face, she wished he had ejaculated his cum in her mouth and allowed her to swallow his cum. She wished he had given her a cum bath all over her face, in her hair, and across her big tits.
Not stopping there, she wished he had given her a sexual orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. She wished he had made love to her before fucking her. She wished her son had become her stay at home lover instead of just her son. She imagined all the fun they could have had together while naked and in bed, in the shower, the kitchen, and in the living room.
Instead of having sex with him just the one time, she was hoping to have sex with her son all the time. With her daughter, working and going to school, the perfect opportunity for them to have sex in private and behind closed doors, Christine was seldom home. With Ryan not yet finding a job after graduating college, they could have had some real, mother and son, sexy, sexual fun.
"For him to control himself from having sex with not only his mother but also with his aunt, for him to sexually reject the both of us, he's a saint, Susan. Saint Ryan," said Liz. "Tell me, what horny, young man would turn down his MILF of a mother for sex? Tell me, what young man who was filled with testosterone would turn down his MILF of an aunt for sex? Your son is one of a kind. I can see now why you asked him to protest naked with us," said Liz. "He'd never disrespect us by making a sexual pass at us in public as he didn't even do in private."
* * * * *
With one ear listening to her sister and one eye watching her daughter, Susan turned to acknowledge Christine when she walked in the living room and interrupted her mother's telephone conversation with her sister. Obviously having overheard part of their conversation, she asked the question needed for them to include her in their diabolical plan to sexually seduce her brother. Seemingly, as much as Susan and her sister were sexually and incestuously game to do whatever they could to elicit Ryan's cooperation, even by giving him incestuous sex, his sister obviously was game to give her brother incestuous sex too. Obviously, the power of sexual seduction runs deep in this family of incestuous whores.
"What's wrong, mother?"
Christine, who was obviously eavesdropping on her mother's phone conversation, seemed as interested as Elizabeth was when Susan told her that she had sex with her son. Obviously, like mother, like aunt, and now like daughter, Christine was seemingly interested in having sex with Ryan too. Obviously, with one not any better than the other, a coven of sexually lustful, horny, and frustrated women, mother, aunt, and daughter were all incestuous whores.
Susan looked at her daughter while wondering if she'd volunteer to have sex with Ryan too. Maybe, her son would prefer having sex with his sister than with his mother or with his aunt. Maybe a woman closer to his age, albeit an incestuous woman his age, namely his sister, was what Susan needed to convince her son to demonstrate naked with them on Nude Day. Where Susan and Elizabeth were unable to get Ryan to cum, perhaps Christine could get her brother to cum. Comfortable using her daughter in the way that she used her son, it was worth a try for all of them to get what they wanted from Ryan, his cooperation in demonstrating naked and giving them incestuous sex.
"We've been trying to persuade Ryan to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day," said Susan with a shrug and an embarrassed, little laugh.



As if Christine was Julia Sawalha as Saffron, and Susan was Jennifer Saunders as Edina, and Elizabeth was Joanna Lumley as Patsy in Absolutely Fabulous, obviously knowing the incestuous whores that her mother and aunt were, Christine made a disapproving face. Nonetheless, she looked at her mother with as much disapproval as she looked at her with sexual excitement. Obviously, Susan's daughter suspected what they were doing. Obviously, Susan's daughter was willing to be included in their diabolical plan to sexually seduce her brother and have incestuous sex with him.
"Ryan? Seriously? You asked Ryan, your son, to protest naked with us?" As if she was the mother instead of the daughter, Christine fell silent while giving her mother a disapproving stare. "And, pray tell, how were you and Aunt Liz trying to persuade my brother to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day?"
Blushing her shame, Susan laughed an embarrassed laugh.
"By giving him sex," said Susan with a nervous, little laugh while suddenly looking uncomfortable that she confessed her incestuous, sexual behavior for her son to her daughter.
Christine rolled her eyes and sighed heavily.
"Oh, Mother. What's wrong with you? How could you sexually seduce your own son?" She paused before asking her mother her next question. "And did Aunt Elizabeth gave Ryan sex too?"
Susan looked at her daughter with obvious shame, embarrassment, and remorse. What mother gives her son sex? What mother closes her eyes to allowing her sister to give her nephew sex too? Shame on the both of them for trying to sexually seduce, poor, dear, sweet, innocent Ryan.
"Yes, but not totally," said Susan.
Christine looked at her mother with shame mixed with confusion.
"What do you mean, not totally? Either you had sex with your son, my brother, or you didn't," said Christine while looking at her mother with outrage.
Susan smiled an embarrassed little smile at her daughter.
"Ryan didn't cum. He bolted as soon as your aunt took Ryan in her mouth. Just as he didn't cum with me, he didn't cum with her either. Apparently, your brother is not into incest. Apparently, your brother is a better and a more moral man than either of us thought he was."
In the way that her mother and her aunt had looked at Ryan, not allowing this opportunity to escape her, Christine gave her mother a sexy look and a naughty smile. She mindlessly curled her hair with her fingers with a devious grin before slowly sliding a slow tongue across her full lips. Obviously, if reading her thoughts by her body language, Christine was considering having sex with her brother for him to agree to protest with them naked. Obviously, if reading her thoughts by her body language, in the way that her mother and aunt already had, Christine was willing to give her brother sex, incestuous sex, too.
"Maybe I can persuade Ryan to demonstrate naked with us by giving him sex. Maybe I can get him to cum," said Christine with a naughty look and a sexy smile. "Maybe once his cock is in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy, my sexual charms will be too hard for him to resist and to reject. All for the cause of the fairer treatment of women, just as I'd willingly stroke my brother's prick, I'd willingly suck his prick and fuck his prick too, if that's what it took for him to agree to protest naked with us."
Susan looked at her daughter with as much sexual excitement as she looked at her with disbelief.
"You know that you having sex with your brother is something that I'd never ask you to do, Christine," said Susan falling silent while looking at her daughter as if she was their savior. "Would you really be willing to stroke your brother's prick, suck your brother's prick, and even fuck your brother's prick if need be? Would you really be willing to have incestuous sex with your brother to help our cause?"
As if having sex with her brother was an honor instead of something so nasty, Christine smiled broadly as if she already had her brother's stiff prick in her hand, in her mouth, or in her pussy.
"Yes, I would," said Christine. "Of course, I would. I'm committed to the cause. I'd do anything to help, even have sex with my brother," she said nodding her head as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to convince her mother that she was serious about giving her brother sex. "Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today. Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today," said Christine raising her arm over her head.
Susan joined in the protest slogan with her daughter.
"Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today. Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today," said Susan.
Elizabeth heard Christine and Susan chanting the Nude Day slogan.
"What's going on over there? Have you already started the Nude Day demonstration without me?"
Obviously, like mother, like daughter, Susan smiled proudly at her daughter while explaining to her sister.
"Christine overheard our phone conversation and just agreed to give her brother sex," said Susan over the phone to her sister.
Susan smiled and gave her daughter the thumbs up sign.
"That's great," said Liz. "Maybe she'll succeed where we failed."
Christine returned her mother's thumbs up sign.
"I'd stroke my brother's cock. No big deal. It's just a hand job," she said with a shrug. "I'd even suck my brother's cock. It's just a blowjob. Besides, I've sucked worse. If a hand job and a blowjob is what it takes for him to join our Nude Day demonstration, I'd even fuck Ryan, as long as he wore a condom. Although I'm on the pill, with the pill not guaranteed one-hundred-percent that I won't get pregnant, I don't want to take the chance of my brother making me pregnant," said Christine.
Susan returned her attention back to the conversation she was having with her sister.
"Christine said that she'd try to persuade her brother to demonstrate with us by giving him sex," said Susan to her sister over the phone. "Whatever it takes. She said that she'd stroke him, suck him, and even fuck him, as long as he wears a condom, for him to agree to demonstrate with us."
Susan gave her daughter a proud, motherly smile along with another thumbs up sign.
"That's great," said Elizabeth with obvious resentment while still smarting from Ryan sexually rejecting her. "Anything is worth a try. Perhaps, he'd much rather have sex with a woman closer to his age, albeit his sister, than to have sex with his MILF of a mother and/or his MILF of an aunt," said Elizabeth with a dirty laugh.
* * * * *
Susan's daughter, Christine, has sex with her brother, Ryan in the hopes of persuading him to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day.
The next day, while Ryan was in the shower, 25-year-old, Christine entered her 23-year-old brother's bathroom. The perfect opportunity to see her brother naked, only she suddenly wasn't as ready to have sex with her brother as she thought she was and as she agreed to her mother and to her aunt to do yesterday. Now, seemingly all talk and no action, when the chips were down and the pressure was on, she balked at having incestuous sex with Ryan. Being glib about it before, she felt the heavy weight of her immoral, immodest, and forbidden decision to have incestuous sex with her brother now.
What she was about to do was wrong. What she was about to do was nasty. What she was about to do was incestuous. Other than her mother and aunt knowing what she did for the cause, if anyone else was to know that she had incestuous sex with her brother, she'd be so embarrassed. If anyone was to know that she had incestuous sex with her brother, she'd be a social outcast. She'd be a disgrace and would be deemed an incestuous whore in the way that her mother and aunt would be incestuous whores if anyone was to know that they had sex with Ryan too.
Other than her mother and her aunt, of course, none of her friends and/or relatives would understand her having sex with her brother. Just as she'd be hard pressed to explain why she had sex with her brother, she'd be hard pressed to have a normal relationship with a man with that kind of guilt hanging over her head. With everyone in town possibly finding out that she had sex with Ryan, her reputation would be ruined. No doubt, having forbidden sex with her brother would be the end of her teaching career.
Mentally preparing herself to do what she told her mother and aunt that she'd do, she slowly and nervously unbuttoned her blouse while listening to the water running in her brother's shower. For the sake of enlisting the help of a man in their Nude Day protest, she couldn't believe she was about to strip herself naked for her brother. Even more horrifying than being naked in front of her brother while he was naked in front of her, she couldn't believe she was about to give her brother sex.
This was it. This was really it. Something she never thought she'd ever do, she was about to have incestuous sex with her brother. She was about to stroke, suck, and fuck her brother in his shower.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," she said for no one to hear. "I can't believe I'm stripping myself naked."
* * * * *
She removed her blouse, and as if stalling for time, she folded it and placed it on a chair in her brother's bedroom. Standing there in her sexy, low-cut bra, this was the first time she stood in her brother's bedroom without wearing a blouse. Then, not wasting any more time with her indecision, best she just do it and get it over with, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt before removing that too. Again, taking the time to fold it, she placed that beside her folded blouse on her brother's chair.
Now back to taking her sweet, unhurried time, she stood in her brother's bedroom in her panties and bra while Ryan was in his shower naked. As if they were a couple, boyfriend and girlfriend, or husband and wife, she was about to surprise her brother by stepping in his shower naked. He was naked and she'd naked too. What kind of sister would allow her brother to see her naked? What kind of sister would want to see her brother naked? Having second thoughts, she was as nervous and afraid as she was sexually excited.
'Naked, naked, naked, Ryan was in his shower naked,' she thought. 'Naked, naked, naked, she was about to get naked, too. Naked, naked, naked,' she wondered if her mother was naked before her brother's horny, incestuous eyes. 'Naked, naked, naked,' she didn't have to wonder about her aunt getting naked in front of Ryan. She knew that her aunt stripped herself naked in front of Ryan.
With her Aunt Elizabeth an exhibitionist, she'd readily remove her clothes anywhere and anytime in front of anyone. Obviously with her aunt giving her brother sex, her Aunt Elizabeth was an incestuous whore. Obviously, with her mother giving her brother sex, her mother was an incestuous whore too. Obviously, with her ready to give her brother sex, like her mother and her aunt, Christine was an incestuous whore too. If she didn't succeed in getting Ryan to cum, with it her cousin, Julie's turn to try, no doubt, her cousin Julie was an incestuous whore too. Joining the club, all the women in this family were incestuous whores.
While having second thoughts about going through with getting naked and having sex with her brother, she caught her image in her brother's mirror. Looking at herself as if she was able to see her conscience in the mirror, she questioned her morality and her modesty. As if she was already standing in front of the mirror naked, she stared at herself long and hard. She looked at herself in his mirror and as if she was wearing nothing but Nathanial Hawthorne's scarlet, red letter on her forehead. How could she give her brother incestuous sex? Why would she give her brother incestuous sex? What's wrong with her to do that?
'Whore! I'm such a whore,' she thought.
She suddenly felt like the incestuous whore that her mother and aunt must feel like after they gave her brother sex, incestuous sex and were summarily rejected. Only, knowing her mother and her aunt as she does, her mother may feel guilty about giving her brother sex but her aunt wouldn't feel guilty about having sex with her nephew. If her aunt felt anything after having sex with Ryan, she'd feel sexually satisfied.
Then she thought, what if Ryan is not into incest as much as his mother, his aunt, and obviously, she is into incest? In the way that he sexually rejected his mother and his aunt, what if he sexually rejected her, his sister too? How embarrassing would that be to stand in the shower naked with her naked brother after he asked her to leave? If she continued going forward with this insane act of incest and give her brother forbidden sex, no turning back, she'd be scarred with that guilt for the rest of her life. Their close brother and sister relationship would never be the same.
Oddly, albeit normally enough, she had never given Ryan more than a hug and a kiss on the cheek on his birthday, on her birthday, on Valentine's Day, on Christmas, and a peck on the lips on New Year's Eve. Now feeling the rush of having forbidden, incestuous sex with her brother, she was prepared to go much further than giving him a kiss on the cheek or a peck on the lips. She was prepared to invade his privacy by entering his bathroom and his shower to see him naked. She was prepared to invade his privacy by entering his bathroom and his shower to show her brother her naked body.
"Naked, naked, naked, I can't believe I'm stripping myself naked and to avail my naked body for my brother's sexual pleasure," she said while still looking in his mirror.
If that wasn't enough, ready to show him her big, naked breasts, her round, naked ass, her blonde, trimmed pussy, and the rest of her shapely naked body, she was ready to have incestuous sex with her brother. Ready to do whatever it takes for her brother to agree to protest naked with them, she was ready to stroke his cock. She was ready to suck his cock. She was ready for him to cum in her mouth and to swallow his cum. She was ready to make love to him before fucking him. Willing to sexually do it all, there was literally and figuratively nothing she wouldn't sexually do for her brother.
'I can't believe I'm doing this,' she thought while continuing to talk to herself in her brother's mirror. "This is crazy."
Not thinking about the forbidden and illegal ramifications of having incestuous sex with her brother before, she thought about that now. Would she dare strip herself naked and cross the incestuous line by walking in her brother's bathroom naked? Would she dare step in her brother's shower naked? Would she dare show him her naked body while she saw his naked body? Would she dare offer him incestuous sex under the pretense of getting him to agree to protest naked with them on Nude Day?
It was one thing for her to allow her brother to see her naked and to see her brother naked but it was something else to give him sex? Would she dare give her brother incestuous sex? Would she dare take her brother's stiff prick in her hand and fondle the head of his cock while stroking his shaft? Would she dare move to her knees and willingly take her brother's cock in her mouth and voluntarily suck him?
While staring up at him with her big, blue eyes, would she allow him to cum in her mouth while he felt her naked breasts and fingered her nipples? As if he was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, would she swallow her brother's cum? If it wasn't enough that she was ready to suck her brother's cock, would she go as far as to bend at the waist in front of him and allow him to fuck her doggie style. It was one thing to do all of this with her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, but it was quite another thing to do this with her brother.
Never had she ever seen his flaccid cock and now she was about to see his erect prick. How dare she even want to see her brother naked? Nonetheless, determined to do it, she was prepared to take his prick in her hand and stroke him to an erection. What's a hand job between brother and sister? Not stopping there, she was prepared to move to her knees and take her brother's cock in her mouth and suck it. What's a blowjob between brother and sister? Taking one for the team, she was prepared to fuck her brother for him to agree to protest naked with them on Nude Day.
She was as nervous as she was sexually excited. Never had Ryan seen much more of her than a down-blouse peek of her cleavage and bra, and now she was about to show him her big, naked, natural breasts, her naked areolas, and her naked erect nipples. Never had he seen much more of her than an up-skirt view of her panties and now she was about to show him her blonde, trimmed pussy, and her shapely ass. How dare she even think about exposing her naked body to her brother? What's wrong with her for agreeing to do go through with this just to get him to protest naked with them on Nude Day?
While still staring at herself in her brother's bedroom mirror as if his mirror was him watching her undress, she reached behind herself to unhook her bra. Preoccupied in thought with her bra straps suspended from her shoulders, she wondered what his reaction would be to seeing her naked breasts. In the way that her mother, her aunt, and her cousin all had big, natural, and shapely breasts, she had big, natural, and shapely breasts too.
Then, without further ado, as if Ryan was standing there before her, she removed her bra. Now topless while still looking at herself in the mirror, she imagined herself being her brother while seeing her naked breasts for the first time. Shapelier and not as big and/or as saggy as her Mom's and aunt's breasts, sitting higher on her chest, where they had a large C or a small D cup, she and her cousin Julie had perfect C cup breasts.
As much as she wondered what his reaction would be to seeing her naked breasts, she wondered what his reaction was to seeing their mother's naked breasts. She wondered what his reaction was to seeing their aunt's naked body. With her brother seeing three sets of forbidden breasts in three days, even if he didn't complete having sex with their mother and aunt, after seeing her naked too, whether he gave her sex or not, he now had plenty to masturbate over.
Only, instead of allowing him to flee and to masturbate over her later, as she imagined he did over his mother and aunt, she was determined to give her brother sex. Whether he ejaculated his cum on her hand, across her naked breasts, in her mouth, all over her face, or in her pussy, she was determined to get Ryan to cum. Sex, sex, sex, she was determined to have sex with her brother.
As if an insult, women took it personally when a man wasn't sexually excited enough with them to cum. How dare he not cum after his mother and his aunt not only showed him their naked bodies but also gave him sex? If she was going through all this trouble of stripping herself naked and stepping in his shower naked, with Christine ready to give her brother incestuous sex, he had better cum.
* * * * *
As if she was reluctantly stripping for a naked prison search, she slowly slid down her panties and stepped out of them. Christine was now naked. Naked, naked, naked, she was naked. Suddenly she was cold. Suddenly she was nervous. Suddenly she was horny. She was sexually aroused.
Now forgetting about what was sexually inappropriate, what was incest, and what was forbidden, she was determined to do whatever she needed to do to have her brother agree to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day. She was not only determined to have sex with her brother but also she was determined to get him to cum. Preferably, she wanted Ryan to cum in her mouth before cumming in her cunt. She hoped that her brother wanted her as much as she now sexually wanted him.



'This is it,' she thought. 'This is really it. For the better treatment and better pay for all women, for the sake of getting him to demonstrate with us, I'm going to have sex with my brother. If I must trample the rules of morality to make better conditions for women by having incestuous sex with my brother, I'm willing to do just that,' she thought. 'Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today. Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today,' she said silently.
With water in his eyes and in his ears, Ryan was too busy rinsing the soap from his naked body to see or to hear his sister enter his bathroom and open his shower door. When he opened his eyes, looking as if he was imagining his sister naked, Christine stood in the shower naked with her brother. Obviously, by the shocked look on his face, he couldn't believe that his sister was in his shower naked. Obviously, by the shocked look on his face, he couldn't believe that he was seeing his sister naked. Obviously, by the shocked look on his face, he couldn't believe that his sister was seeing him naked.
"Christine! Oh, my God! You're naked," he said staring at her naked big breasts and her blonde, naked pussy. With the gene pool strong in their family, Christine looked like a younger version of her mother, Susan, and her aunt, Elizabeth. "What are you doing in here?"
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"After Mom and Aunt Elizabeth were unable to persuade you to volunteer for our Nude Day demonstration by giving you sex, I thought that I'd try and convince you by giving you sex," she said. "I figured that if you couldn't go through with having sex with either of them that maybe you'd like to have sex with me."
As if she was beneath a waterfall in Hawaii, she stepped closer to her brother, moved to her knees, and took his erect prick in her hand to stroke him before taking his stiff cock in her mouth to suck him. Not wasting time with small talk, Christine was blowing her brother. Not taking no for an answer, determined to make him ejaculate his cum in her mouth and/or all over her face, hair, and naked breasts, Christine was sucking Ryan's cock.
"Oh, my God, Christine. Oh, my God. You can't do this. This is wrong. This is forbidden. This is incest," he said. "Yet, this feels too fucking good to be wrong," he said while humping his sister's mouth. "Don't stop, Christine. Please don't stop," he said putting a gentle hand behind his sister's pretty, blonde head. "Blow me, Christine. Suck my cock. I need to cum. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said.
He pulled her head closer while humping her mouth and fucking her face as if she was a whore he picked up in a barroom. In the way that his mother and his aunt had done, she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes while kissing his prick and licking his prick. He couldn't believe it. His sister, Christine, was sucking his prick. His big sister was blowing him.
"Shut up, Ryan and fondle my breasts. I like having my nipples fingered while sucking you," she said.
Like mother, like daughter, and like aunt, they obviously, all liked having their nipples fingered while sucking cock. Ryan obediently obeyed his sister by fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. He pulled them, turned them, twisted them, pinched them, and squeezed her nipples to her sexual delight. Stroking him faster, she sucked him deeper. Then, as if there was an alarm bell going off in his head, he pulled away from his sister, grabbed his towel, and disappeared in his bedroom.
"I can't do this. I just can't. This is wrong," he said running away yet again.
To be continued...
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Cousin Julie has sex with her cousin, Ryan, in the hope of persuading to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day.
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 06:
Susan's daughter, Christine, has sex with her brother, Ryan in the hopes of persuading him to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day.
She was as nervous as she was sexually excited. Never had Ryan seen much more of her than a down-blouse peek of her cleavage and bra, and now she was about to show him her big, naked, natural breasts, her naked areolas, and her naked, erect nipples. Never had he seen much more of her than an up-skirt view of her panties, her pussy slit, and her camel toe, and now she was about to show him her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy, and her round, firm, naked ass.
How dare she even think about exposing her naked body to her brother? This is her blood related brother and not her step-brother. This is her brother and not her boyfriend, her husband, or her lover. What's wrong with her for agreeing to go through with this just to get him to protest naked with them on Nude Day?
'Giving her brother sex for him to protest naked with them is just ludicrous. This whole thing is a stupid idea, just stupid. I have a good mind not to even protest,' she thought. 'Here I am protesting for women's rights and I'm relinquishing my rights by having incestuous sex with my brother. That doesn't make any sense.'
Christine was filled with foreboding and second thoughts. While still staring at herself in her brother's bedroom mirror as if his mirror was him watching her undress, she reached behind herself to unhook her bra. Preoccupied in thought while her bra straps were suspended from her shoulders, and with her already filled with shame, remorse, and embarrassment, she wondered what his reaction would be to seeing her naked breasts. In the way that her mother, her aunt, and her cousin all had big, natural, and shapely breasts, she had big, natural, and shapely breasts too. In the way that she heard her mother tell her aunt that her ex-husband had a big dick, she overheard her mother tell her aunt that Ryan had a big dick too.
'My brother has a big cock,' she thought. 'In the way my brother no doubt would love to see my big, naked breasts, I'd love to see his big, naked dick.'
Then, without further ado, as if Ryan was standing there before her waiting for her and expecting her to remove her bra, she removed her bra. Now topless while still looking at herself in the mirror, she imagined herself being her horny brother while seeing her naked breasts for the first time. Shapelier and not as big and/or as saggy as her Mom's and aunt's breasts, sitting higher up on her chest, where they had a large C or a small D cup breasts, she and her cousin Julie had perfect C cup breasts.
Proud of her breasts, Christine loved her big tits. If she was to take a personal inventory of all that she liked about herself, her big tits would be high on the list along with her natural, blonde hair and big, blue eyes. Glad that she was tall, as tall as her mother, her aunt, and her cousin, she loved her long shapely legs. If only by all the looks and whistles she received of the men who admired her from the back as much as they lusted over her from the front, she knew she had a great ass too.
No longer thinking about herself, Christine returned to the pressing issue at hand, having sex with her brother. As much as she wondered what Ryan's reaction would be to seeing her naked breasts, she wondered what his reaction was to seeing their mother's naked breasts. She wondered what his reaction was to not only seeing their aunt's naked breasts but also her naked body too. All the women in her family were genetically blessed with shapely figures.
With her brother seeing three sets of forbidden breasts in three days, even if he didn't complete having sex with their mother and aunt, after seeing her naked too, whether he gave her sex or not, he now had plenty to masturbate over. Only, instead of allowing him to flee and to masturbate over her later, as she imagined he did over his mother and aunt, she was determined to give her brother sex. Whether he ejaculated his cum on her hand, across her naked breasts, in her mouth, all over her face, or in her pussy, she was determined to get Ryan to cum.
'Sex, sex, sex, if only for the sake of our Nude Day demonstration, I'm determined to have sex with her brother. 'Cum, cum, cum, hoping to get my brother to do whatever I want him to do, I'm determined to get him to cum,' she thought.
As if an insult, women took it personally when a man wasn't sexually excited enough with them to cum. After all the trouble they go through with clothes, hair, perfume, makeup, and sexy lingerie, how dare he not cum after his mother and his aunt not only showed him their naked bodies but also gave him sex? If she was going through all this trouble of stripping herself naked and stepping in his shower naked, with Christine, his sexy sister, ready to give her brother incestuous sex, he had better cum.
'Cum Ryan, cum,' she imagined saying while stroking his cock. 'Cum Ryan, cum,' she imagined saying after removing his cock from her mouth while sucking his cock. 'Cum Ryan, cum,' she imagined saying while making love to her brother. 'Cum Ryan, cum,' she imagined saying while allowing him to fuck her, really fuck her hard and fast and while pounding her pussy.
* * * * *
As if she was reluctantly stripping herself naked for a naked prison search, she slowly slid down her panties and stepped out of them. Christine was naked now. Naked, naked, naked, she was naked. Turning one way before turning the other way, she looked at herself in her brother's bedroom mirror as if she was her brother seeing his sister's naked body.
Suddenly she was cold and quaking with sexual anticipation of having sex with Ryan. Suddenly she was nervous and afraid that he'd want to have sex with her or that he would reject her and not have sex with her. Sexually frustrated and horny enough to have sex with her brother, suddenly she was sexually frustrated and horny. With her nakedness adding to the lustful desire of what she was about to do, she was sexually aroused and ready to have sex with her brother.
Her nipples were already erect with the thought of her brother seeing them, fingering them, and sucking them. Her nipples were already erect with the thought of her brother pulling them, turning them, twisting them, pinching them, and squeezing her nipples. Her pussy was already wet with the thought of her brother not only seeing her cunt but also fingering her cunt. Her pussy was already wet with the thought of her brother licking her cunt. Her pussy was already wet with the thought of her brother sticking his big dick in her pussy and fucking her cunt.
Now forgetting about what was sexually inappropriate, what was incest, and what was forbidden, she was determined to do whatever she needed to do to have her brother agree to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day. She was not only determined to not only have sex with her brother but also she was determined to get him to cum. Preferably, she wanted Ryan to cum in her mouth before cumming in her cunt. She hoped that her brother wanted her as much as she now sexually wanted him.
'This is it,' she thought. 'This is really it. For the better treatment and better pay for all women, for the sake of getting him to demonstrate naked with us, I'm going to have sex with my brother. If I must trample the rules of morality to make better conditions for women by having incestuous sex with my brother, I'm willing to do just that,' she thought. 'What's the big deal? It's just sex.'
"Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today. Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today," she whispered her slogan while chanting it silently.
Not wanting her brother to get her pregnant, she took a condom with her in case he wanted to make love to her and/or fuck her. As if she was making the walk from her prison cell to her execution, she slowly walked from his bedroom to his bathroom. Before she turned his bathroom doorknob, she listened at the door with trepidation mixed with sexual excitement. Ready to take one for the team and for the sake of coercing Ryan to protest naked with them, she was ready to have sex with her brother.
"Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today. Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today," whispered silently to give her the courage she needed to turn his bathroom doorknob.
* * * * *
With water in his eyes and in his ears, Ryan was too busy rinsing the soap from his naked body to see or to hear his sister enter his bathroom. She placed the condom on the bathroom sink before silently opening his shower door. As if she was a stalker, she stared at her brother's naked body in the way that she hoped he'd stare at her naked body. As if she was a rapist, she lustfully wanted the sexual, albeit incestuous pleasure of her brother's naked body in the way that she hoped he'd want the sexual, albeit incestuous pleasure of his sister's naked body.
He was naked. Her brother was naked. As if a stalker, she stared at her brother's nakedness as if he was a celebrity and she had broken in his home, in his bathroom, and in his shower. As if she was a rapist, she stared at her brother's naked body before looking down to stare at his semi-erect cock. Indeed, he did have a big cock.
'I can't wait to see that hairy monster angry,' she thought.
Then, when he opened his eyes, looking as if he was imagining his sister naked, Christine stood in the shower naked with her brother. She was naked with her naked brother. Obviously, by the shocked look on his face, he couldn't believe that his sister was in his shower naked with him. Obviously, by the shocked look on his face, he couldn't believe that he was seeing his sister naked. Obviously, by the shocked look on his face, he couldn't believe that his sister was seeing him naked. Naked, naked, naked, brother and sister were both naked.
'There's no turning back now,' thought Christine. 'This is it. This is really it. I'm going to have sex with my brother. I'm going to have incestuous sex with Ryan.'
When her brother opened his eyes and focused his eyes on all that he could see of her, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Christine! Oh, my God! What are you doing here? You're naked," he said staring at her naked big breasts and her blonde, naked pussy. Up and down, his eyes bounced like ping pong balls looking from her big tits to her blonde pussy. With the gene pool strong in their family, Christine looked much like a younger version of her mother, Susan, and her aunt, Elizabeth. "You shouldn't be here. What are you doing here?"
As if she was his wife, his girlfriend, his significant other, and/or his lover instead of his sister, she gave him another sexy smile and another naughty look. She looked at him as if she was a stripper and a prostitute there for his birthday as his paid-in-advance gift. Only, she wasn't a stripper or a prostitute, she was his sister and this wasn't his birthday.
"After Mom and Aunt Elizabeth were unable to persuade you to volunteer for our Nude Day demonstration by giving you sex, I thought that I'd try and convince you by giving you sex," she said. "I figured that if you couldn't go through with having sex with either of them that, maybe, you'd like to have sex with me."
As if she was beneath a waterfall in Hawaii, she stepped closer to her brother, and pressed her naked body up against his naked body. Instead of giving him a peck on the lips, with the shower water doing nothing to cool their sexual arousal and their incestuous desire, she kissed her brother. As soon as she touched his lips with her lips, she parted his lips and French kissed him. Kissing and kissing one another, brother and sister were making out in the shower as if they were married.
Then, not wasting any more time with just kissing, she moved to her knees. Not stopping there and not wasting time with small talk, Christine leaned forward and took her brother's prick in her mouth. She wrapped her hand around his erect prick to stroke him while sucking him. She was blowing her brother. Christine was sucking Ryan's cock. She stared up at him with her pretty face and her big, blue eyes while fondling his cock with her fingertips, stroking his cock in her soft hand, and blowing him.
In the way that her mother did and her aunt had done, she was blowing her brother. Not taking no for an answer, determined to make him ejaculate his cum in her mouth and/or all over her face, hair, and naked breasts, Christine was sucking Ryan's big, erect prick. She stroked him faster and stroked him harder while sucking him deeper. Stroking him fast and hard, she swirled her tongue around his cock while cupping his testicles in her soft hand.
* * * * *
"Oh, my God, Christine. Oh, my God. You can't do this. You mustn't do this. This is wrong. This is forbidden. This is incest," he said running his fingers through her wet hair while staring down at her lovingly.
She stared up at her brother as if she was his lover instead of his sister.
"Cum Ryan, cum," she said briefly removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "Cum Ryan, cum. Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I need to swallow you. Cum Ryan, cum. Cum for me. Cum in my mouth."
Seemingly ready to pull away from his sister in the way that he pulled away from his mother and his aunt, this time he didn't. Even better than his mother or his aunt, Christine was giving him the best blowjob of his life. She was stroking and sucking his cock in the way that he never had anyone stroke and suck his cock.
"This feels too fucking good to be wrong," he said while humping his sister's mouth. "Don't stop sucking me, Christine. Please don't stop blowing me," he said putting a gentle hand behind his sister's pretty, blonde head. "Blow me, Christine. Suck my cock," he said really getting into it by fucking his sister's pretty face. "I need to cum. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said.
In the way that he did in his sexual fantasies of his sister giving him a blowjob, he pulled her head closer while humping her mouth and fucking her face as if she was a whore he picked up in a barroom. He couldn't believe his sister was in his shower with him naked. His sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe his sister was on her knees and sucking his prick.
In the way that his MILF of a mother and his MILF of an aunt had done, his sexy sister stared up at him with her big, blue eyes while kissing his prick and licking his prick. He couldn't believe it. He just couldn't believe it. His sister, Christine, was sucking his prick. His big sister was blowing him.
"Shut up and cum, Ryan. Fondle my breasts. I like having my nipples fingered while sucking you," she said. "Cum Ryan, cum. Cum in my mouth, all over my face, in my hair, and across my breasts, just cum. Cum Ryan, cum. Cum in my mouth."
Like mother, like daughter, and like aunt, they obviously, all liked having their nipples fingered while sucking cock. Like mother, like daughter, and like aunt, they all enjoyed sucking cock. Ryan obediently obeyed his sister by fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. He pulled them, turned them, twisted them, pinched them, and squeezed her nipples to her sexual delight. Stroking him faster, she sucked him deeper.
Then, as if there was an alarm bell going off in his head, as if he had awakened from his sexy dream, he pulled away from his big sister. In the way that he had stared down at his mother and his aunt, he stared down at his sister as if she had lost her mind. He stared down at her while he regained his senses. He grabbed his towel, left the shower, and disappeared in his bedroom. In the way that he sexually rejected his MILF of a mother, and in the way that he sexually rejected his MILF of an aunt, he rejected his sexy, big sister.
"I can't do this. I just can't. This is wrong. This is so wrong. This is incest. This is nasty," he said running away yet again. "I have to go. I have to get dressed."
Chapter 07:
Swimming naked while waiting for her cousin show up to clean the pool, Cousin Julie offers cousin Ryan incestuous sex with the hope that he'd demonstrate naked with them on Nude Day.
In the way that her mother, Liz, was sitting out topless while waiting for her nephew, Ryan, to show up to clean her pool, Julie was in the pool naked while waiting for her cousin to show up to clean the pool. Julie was ready to give her cousin a sexy show of her naked body while making her sexual intentions blatantly known. Their last-ditch effort to enlist Ryan's help, it was up to Julie now to convince her cousin to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day. With his mother, his aunt, and his sister all failing to get him to cum, it was up to Julie to get her cousin to cum.
In the way that his sister had encouraged him to cum, Julie hoped that she could encourage Ryan to cum. Where her mother, her aunt, and her cousin all failed to make Ryan cum, she felt confident that she could get her cousin to cum. Learning from their mistakes, she now knew all that she needed to do to make him ejaculate his load of warm, oozy cum in her hand in her mouth, all over her face and breasts, and/or in her pussy.
'Cum Ryan, cum,' she imagined saying to him while stroking him. 'Cum Ryan, cum,' she imagined saying while sucking him. 'Cum Ryan, cum,' she imagined saying while fucking him.
For the sake of their Nude Day demonstration, they all hoped that once Ryan ejaculated his cum on their hand, in their mouths, and/or in their pussies that he'd do anything they wanted. In the way that all four women had done with other men, men who weren't blood related, once they gave them what they wanted and once they gave them sex, they owned their asses. Once these women gave men hot, sexy sex, the men they dated and had sex with were at their beck and call.
Whether a booty call, casual lovers, or boyfriend and girlfriend, once these women gave men sex, most men were ready to have a sexual relationship. Other men who were hot for them, were ready to propose to them and marry them. No man had ever refused and rejected them from giving them sex in the way that Ryan was now. No man was unable to control himself from cumming on their hand, in their mouths, all over their face, hair, and breasts, and/or in their pussies. Only, Ryan was different from the other men. He was blood related.
As soon as Ryan pulled in the driveway, Julie came out of the house wearing nothing but her towel and her sexy smile. Ready to show her cousin all of her naked body, in the same way of his sister, he had never seen much more than an up-skirt view of her panties or a down-blouse peek of her cleavage and bra. Rather than meeting him at the door wearing only a towel and then dropping her towel at the most opportune time, she decided to wait in the pool naked for him to arrive.
'Naked, naked, naked, I can't believe I'm naked while waiting for Ryan to walk in the backyard,' though Julie. 'I can't believe I'm about to expose my naked body to my cousin. I wonder what he'll say. I wonder what he'll do. I'm hoping that he'll allow me to suck him. Where my mother, my aunt, and my cousin all failed, I'm hoping that he'll cum in my mouth. I'm hoping that he'll fuck me. I'm hoping that he'll cum in my pussy,' thought Julie while waiting for Ryan to appear.
Having never done anything like this before, she was so nervous about flashing her cousin her naked body now. Having never flashed any part of her semi-naked or naked body to anyone before, she couldn't believe she was about to flash her naked body to, of all people, her cousin. Who knows? Maybe after flashing Ryan, she'd want to flash other men. Maybe after flashing Ryan, opening up another sexual dimension of inappropriate, sexual behavior, she'd want to flash the pizza delivery man. She imagined answering the door wearing just a towel and as soon as he handed her the pizza her towel would fall.



She imagined going to the beach and accidentally on purpose losing her bikini top. Something that never sexually excited her before, it sexually excited her now to flash her big, naked breasts to a multitude of ogling men. Who knows? Maybe after flashing Ryan her naked body, she'd have the courage to go to a nude beach alone.
She imagined going to the mall and shopping in a store that still had curtains on the dressing room. She imagined changing with the curtain open enough for men to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. She imagined going to a shoe store to try on boots a size too small. Then, having to raise her foot and spread her knees while struggling to get the boot on, she imagined flashing the shoe store salesman her panties, that is if she even wore panties.
She imagined going to the waterpark and wearing her skimpiest bikini. Then, while sliding down the waterslide with her arms over her head, she imagined her bikini top moving up to her shoulders to exposed her naked breasts to all those men waiting at the bottom to see whatever they could see of her. She imagined going to Big Buck's Beef and Barbeque Bar and riding the mechanical bull while wearing a tube top and a short skirt with no panties. If she was ready to expose her naked body to her cousin, there'd be no telling who else she'd be ready to flash.
* * * * *
As if she was Ursula Andress as Honey Ryder in Ian Fleming's James Bond espionage movie, Dr. No, opposite Sean Connery, Julie tossed her towel on the chair and dove in the pool naked. Naked, naked, naked, Julie was naked. In addition to being naked, Julie was as horny as she was nervous. As sexually excited as she was that she was going to show her cousin her naked body, she was sexually excited that her cousin was going to see her naked body. With the sun reflecting off the water in the way of a mirror, all that Ryan could see of his naked cousin was her blonde, pretty head bobbing in the water in the way of a small, sexy buoy.
Taken by surprise when his mother entered his bedroom nearly naked while wearing her shortest, sheerest, lowest cut nightgown, his aunt took him by surprise when she was sunbathing in her backyard topless. Then, if that wasn't enough, his sister took him by surprise when she entered his bedroom, his bathroom, and his shower naked. In the way that he saw her naked, she saw him naked too.
His sister, Christine, was naked. He couldn't believe his big sister was naked and in his shower. In the way that his mother was nearly naked and his aunt was naked, his sister was naked too. Naked, naked, naked, what are the odds that in three days, he'd be seeing his nearly naked mother, his naked aunt, and his naked sister?
Now, here was Julie swimming in her pool naked. Not yet knowing if she was or not, as soon as he saw her head bobbing in the water, he couldn't help but wonder if she was naked too. Still not knowing if she was naked or not, he watched her swim closer to him. With the reflection of the sun on the water too bright, unable to see through the pool water, he couldn't tell what she was wearing, if she was wearing anything at all. From where he stood with the sun in his eyes, there was no way for him to know that his cousin, Julie, was naked, that is until she climbed the pool ladder and stood on the edge of the pool naked.
Then, when she neared the edge of the pool, expecting her to be naked in the way that his sister and his aunt were naked and his mother was nearly naked, staring at her in suspense, she grabbed hold of the ladder. Even though he had prepared himself to see his cousin Julie naked, shocking him, as soon as she started to climb the ladder, he saw that she wasn't wearing her bikini. He couldn't believe his eyes. In the way that his mother was nearly naked, his aunt was naked, and his sister was naked, his cousin was naked too.
As if she emerged from the pool in slow motion, first he saw the tops of her naked breasts. Then, he saw the top of her areolas before he saw her erect nipples. For her nipples to be as erect as his cock was already hard in his bathing suit, either she was cold or she was as sexually excited as he was. As if he was slowly printing her image with a 3D printer, he saw the shape and the size of her entire, naked breasts. He couldn't believe his eyes. Naked, naked, naked, cousin Julie was naked.
As if she was a swimsuit model without her swimsuit, in the way that his sister did too, she had the body of a goddess. In the way that he stared at his nearly naked mother, stared at his naked aunt, and stared at his naked sister, with his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth gaping open, he stared at his naked cousin. Naked, naked, naked, Julie was naked. Naked, naked, naked, he couldn't believe his sexy cousin, Julie, was naked.
"Oh, my God," he mumbled to himself. "My cousin is naked. Julie is naked."
* * * * *
As if she was Mila Kunis, Jessica Alba, or Jennifer Lawrence naked, Julie gave her cousin a wave along with a sexy smile and a naughty look. Slowly turning one way before slowly turning the other way, she gave him a sexy show of her naked body. Pretending to scratch her ankle, the culmination was when she turned completely around and bent at the waist to show him her naked ass and her naked pussy from behind. A sexy sight to behold and one that only her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband should ever see, he couldn't believe he was seeing his cousin's naked, beautiful body.
"What must we do to get you to demonstrate naked with us on Nude Day, Ryan," said Julie and confessing the real reason why she was naked. "Your mother thought by coming to your room nearly naked while wearing her sexiest nightgown and giving you sex would be enough for you to agree to do anything, even protest with us. Only, with your cock in her mouth and her ready and willing to allow you to cum in her mouth, you never finished having sex with her, did you? Why was that? With your mother blowing you, why weren't you sexually excited enough to cum in her mouth?"
Not shy or embarrassed that she was standing before her cousin naked, Julie pushed back her shoulders and stuck out her chest more while waiting for Ryan to respond. In the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister were incestuous whores by showing him their naked breasts, his cousin was obviously an incestuous whore by showing him her naked breasts too. In the way that his MILF of a mother, his MILF of an aunt, and his sexy sister solicited him to have incestuous sex with them, his sexy cousin was obviously soliciting him to have incestuous sex with her too.
"She's my mother," said Ryan while looking at his cousin shocked that she'd even mention him having sex with his mother, his aunt, and his sister. Nonetheless her personal question, she made his cock throb and pulsate by giving gave him a sexy, incestuous image of his hard, hairy cock in his mother's mouth while she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes. "How could I have sex with my mother? Why would I have sex with my Mom? That's just wrong. That's just nasty. That's so forbidden. That's so sexually inappropriate, not to mention illegal in most states and countries."
He paused to stare at all that his sexy cousin was showing and all that he was seeing of her naked body. Obviously, by Julie distracting him with her naked, beautiful body, he didn't believe anything that he had just said. Even though he recited what he said to his mother, his aunt, and his sister, and again to his cousin, he still had an incestuously lustful, sexually excited look on his face.
"Because you can have sex with your mother," she said as if having sex with one's mother was perfectly acceptable behavior.
Perhaps if he lived in a West Virginia mining town or in the backwoods hollows and hills of Kentucky, incestuous sex was acceptable there but incestuous sex wasn't acceptable in big, sophisticated cities. For his sake as much for his cousin's sake, he tried to explain why he wasn't able to have incestuous sex with his mother, his aunt, sister, and with her. Only, a fruitless cause, he was unable to remove his horny eyes from his cousin's big, naked tits and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy.
"She took me by surprise when she came to my room wearing that sexy, see-through nightgown and then stripped off my sheet. Suddenly, I was naked with a huge erection. Then, as if I was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, I couldn't believe she took me in her hand and started stroking me. My mother was masturbating me. If her masturbating me wasn't enough, I couldn't believe it when she took me in her mouth and started sucking me. My mother was blowing me. She wanted me to not only eat her pussy but also she wanted me to make love to her before fucking her," said Ryan. "My mother wanted me to have a sexual relationship with her."
Posing as if she was a men's magazine, swimsuit model without the swimsuit, she stood at the edge of the pool while holding onto the top of the pool ladder. Having already made her move and shown her sexual intent, as well as her naked body, she stood there as if waiting for him to make his move. Inviting him to take her and sexually use her in any way that he wanted, when he didn't she continued chastising him.
"If you were unable to have sex with your mother, you could have had sex with my mother. Without a doubt, my mother would have given you sex. She tempted you by allowing you to see her topless before removing her bikini bottoms to allow you to see her naked. Then, again, after my mother coerced you to strip naked by double daring you, and after she took you in her hand before taking you in her mouth, you bolted," said Julie while looking at her cousin with confusion. "What's wrong with you? I can understand you not wanting to have sex with your mother, but why wouldn't you want to have sex with your aunt?"
Ryan shrugged while staring at his naked cousin's, C cup breasts, her round areolas, her pink, erect nipples, and her blonde, trimmed, dripping wet pussy. With her still wet from the pool water, the sun made her skin glisten. In the way that his mother Susan could have been her younger sister, Elizabeth's identical twin, Julie could have been his sister Christine's identical twin too. With the women all having blonde hair, blue eyes, shapely bodies, and big tits, the gene pool in his family was very strong, very strong indeed.
"I don't know. Even though I wanted to have sex with my mother and with your mother, even though I was so tempted, I couldn't. I just couldn't. Whether it's my mother or my aunt, incest is incest," he said obviously looking as if he was the incestuously twisted one instead of his mother and his aunt. "Having sex with either of them would be incest. Having sex with either of them would be wrong, nasty, sexually inappropriate, forbidden, and illegal. I couldn't do that. I just couldn't do that," he said.
Julie nodded her head as if she understood why Ryan wouldn't have sex with his mother or with his aunt. Yet, not done making him explain away his distaste for incestuous sex for his MILF of a mother and his MILF of an aunt, there was still the matter of him not wanting to have sex with his sister and with her.
"I see," she said. "Then, what about you not having sex with your sister? You turned Christine down for sex too. In the way that I'm standing before you naked by my pool now, your sister stood before you naked in your shower," she said staring at the bulge that tented Ryan's bathing suit. "In the way that your mother, your aunt, and your sister all had your cock in their mouths, you rejected them before you ejaculated your incestuous lust for them in their willing mouths."
Ryan shrugged his indifference.
"She's my big sister. In the way that I couldn't have sex with my mother and/or with my aunt, I couldn't have sex with my big sister," he said. "I couldn't. I just couldn't."
As if she didn't believe that he possessed such sexual self-control, Julie made a smirking face at her cousin before she blurted out her sexually inappropriate question.
"What about me?" Julie stepped closer to him and pressed her naked body up against his bathing suit clad body. Then, in the way that his sister did in his shower, she put her arms around his neck. "Would you have sex with me?"
Not even waiting for his answer, she kissed him. In the way that Christine parted her brother's lips with her tongue, Julie parted her cousin's lips with her tongue.
"No," he said with his mouth but his eyes said yes.
In the way that his sister did, his cousin moved to her knees to take him in her hand through his bathing suit. His blood related, first cousin, Julie, was fondling his cock through his bathing suit before reaching her hand inside to stroke his cock. Then, pulling his bathing suit down to his thighs, she pulled out his stiff prick.
"Your big sister told me that she was sucking your cock. Then, just as you did with your mother and my mother, you did with her. You bolted from your bathroom as if you were a gay man instead of a heterosexual man," said Julie. She paused to stare up at him with her big, blue, beautiful eyes. "Don't you like women? Are you gay, Ryan? Is that why you refused to have sex with your mother, my mother, and your sister?"
Instead of questioning their sanity and their motives, Ryan looked at his cousin again as if there was really something wrong with him for him not having sex with either his mother, his aunt, and/or his sister.
"No, I'm not gay and yes, I more than like women. I love women," he said giving his cousin an angry look. "I don't know why I didn't have sex with my sister other than she's my sister. We're blood related. Just as I couldn't have sex with my mother nor my aunt, I couldn't have sex with her. That would be wrong for me to have sex with my own sister in the way that it would be wrong for me to have sex with my mother, with my aunt, or with you," said Ryan stumbling over the last word.
Obviously, in the way that he wanted to have sex with his mother, with his aunt, and with his sister, he wanted to have sex with his cousin too. Obviously, in the way that he leered at his mother's nearly naked body, his aunt's naked body, and his sister naked body, he leered at his cousin's naked body. Julie stood from her knees to step closer to her cousin, close enough that her naked breasts were firmly squished against his chest.
"How could you not have sex with me? I can't believe you won't have sex with me? Tell me, I'm curious to know. What would it take for you to have sex with your mother, your aunt, your sister, and/or with me," she asked?
In the way that her mother had done the day before, sexually teasing him, Julie slid a slow, practiced hand over her cousin's naked cock. Then, she took his hand and moved it to her naked breast. Not done there, she took his other hand and moved it to her shapely ass. In the way that she was feeling Ryan's erect, naked prick, Ryan was feeling Julie's naked breast and naked ass.
"Feel my tits, Ryan. Finger my nipples. I like having my nipples fingered," she said. "Feel my ass, Ryan. Squeeze my ass and slap my ass. I like having my ass slapped," she said.
Julie pushed Ryan's bathing suit all the way down and he stepped out of it. He stared down at his cousin's naked breasts in the way that he stared at his mother's naked breasts, his aunt's naked breasts, and his sister's naked breasts. His erect cock pointed at his cousin and poked her soft, toned belly as if she was the chosen one to make him cum. He stared down at his cousin's naked breasts in the way that she stared down at her cousin's naked cock. Then, he felt Julie's breasts and fingered her nipples while feeling her ass, squeezing her ass, and slapping her ass.
Seemingly, where his mother, his aunt, and his sister all sexually failed, Julie was succeeding in sexually seducing her cousin. Perhaps, because she was taking it slower was the reason why he didn't bolt. Instead of raping him, she took her time in seducing him. Instead of forcing him to have sex with her, she sexually aroused him enough that he'd want to break his rules against incest and have sex with his sexy cousin.
"You have breasts just like Christine's breasts," he said staring at his cousin's tits as if he had never seen tits before. "They look the same and feel the same. You have amazing tits, Julie," he said staring at his cousin's naked breasts while feeling her tits and fingering her erect nipples.
In the way that his Aunt Elizabeth, Julie's mother did, Julie wrapped her hand around her cousin's erect prick. In the way that his Aunt Elizabeth, Julie's mother did, Julie started to slowly stroke her cousin's cock. In the way that his sister, Christine did, his cousin moved to her knees again to take his prick in her hand before taking him in her mouth. She stared up at him with her big, bright, beautiful, blue eyes while fondling the head of his cock with her fingertips and while stroking him faster and harder.
"You have an amazing cock, Ryan. It's so big," she said. "Cum Ryan, cum. Cum for me. Cum on my hand. Cum all over my big, naked breasts. Cum in my mouth, if you'd like or give me a cum bath and cum all over my face, in my hair, and all over my tits," she said encouraging him to cum.
Then, in the way that his sister, his mother, and his aunt all did, his cousin took Ryan in her mouth. She was blowing him. His cousin, Julie, was sucking him. Just as all the woman in his family were blondes with blue eyes, big tits, and had shapely bodies, they were all experienced and talented cocksuckers. Julie was sucking his cock as if she loved sucking his cock. Making all the cock sucking sounds that all men love to hear when being blown, she made him believe that she loved sucking his cock as much as he loved her sucking his cock.
Sucking him deeper while stroking him faster and harder, Julie was determined to make her cousin cum in her mouth. In the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister all believed that they could make him cum, Julie believed that once Ryan ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum, he'd do whatever was her bidding. As if the four women were witches, hypnotizing him by their cock sucking skills, and as if giving him blowjobs were their magical, sexual spells, Ryan was successful thus far in breaking their spells. Then, just as he demonstrated the self-control to pull away from his mother, his aunt, and his sister, he pulled away from his cousin.
Not even bothering to clean the pool, he turned to go. Obviously, what the four women wanted from him, incestuous sex, was what he didn't want to give them. Not only didn't he want to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day but also he didn't want to have incestuous sex with any of them neither. Only, not this time. He wasn't leaving this time.
Just as he turned to leave, his mother, his sister, and his aunt all stood behind him naked. They were naked. As if these women were Amazon Women where they have their wicked, sexual way with the only man who happened by their deserted island, they were about to have their wicked, sexual way with Ryan. As if they were perverted men determined to gangrape a woman, they were determined to gangrape Ryan.
To be continued...
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Forget about protesting naked on Nude Day, Ryan has orgy like sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin.
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 07:
As if she didn't believe that he possessed such sexual self-control not to have ejaculated with his mother, his aunt, and his sister, Julie made a smirking face at her cousin before she blurted out her sexually inappropriate question.
"What about me?" Julie stepped closer to Ryan and pressed her naked body up against his bathing suit clad body. Then, in the way that his sexy sister did in his shower, she put her arms around his neck. "Tell me, Ryan, and be honest," she said giving him a sexy look that would have hardened the cock of even a man with erectile dysfunction. "Would you have sex with me?"
Not even waiting for his answer, something that an aggressive, older, horny woman would do, she kissed him. Yet, Julie wasn't an older, horny woman, she was his blood related cousin. In the way that Christine parted her brother's lips with her tongue, Julie parted her cousin's lips with her tongue too.
"No," he said with his eyes but his mouth said yes when he returned her wet kiss with his wet kiss. In the way that she was French kissing her cousin, he was French kissing her cousin too.
Yet, even though kissing was always a prelude to sex, unless with a prostitute who doesn't kiss their clients, not wasting time making out, in the way that his sister did, his cousin moved to her knees to take him in her hand through his bathing suit. In the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister felt his erection, his cousin was feeling his erection too. Obviously, in the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister all were enamored with his big prick, his cousin was enamored with his big prick too.
Obviously ready to blow him, his blood related, first cousin, Julie, was fondling his cock through his bathing suit before reaching her hand inside to stroke his cock. As if his stiff prick belonged there, in the way that his cock felt incredible in his mother's, his aunt's, and his sister's hand, his cock felt incredible in his cousin's hand too. Then, pulling his bathing suit down to his thighs and low enough to expose his semi-erect prick, Julie wrapped her hand around Ryan's stiff prick while fondling the head of his cock with her fingertips. Then, while on her knees and staring up at him, she slowly stroked her cousin's dick.
"Your big sister told me that she sucked your cock. Then, just as you did with your mother and with my mother, you did with her. You pulled away from them and ran away. Not allowing any of them to finish giving you a blowjob and not even cumming in their mouths, you bolted from your bathroom as if you were a gay man instead of a heterosexual man," said Julie. She paused to stare up at him with her big, blue, beautiful eyes. "What's wrong with you? What man refuses a blowjob from his mother, aunt, and sister? Don't you like women? Are you gay, Ryan? Is that why you refused to have sex with your mother, my mother, and your sister?"
Julie was so sexy. She was so pretty and even prettier when she smiled. In the way that his sister had such a sexy, shapely figure, Julie had a sexy, shapely figure too. No man in his right mind would sexually reject any of the four women for sex, not his MILF of a mother, not his MILF of an aunt, not his sexy sister, and surely not his sexy cousin.
Only, he was obviously confused. Having incestuous sex with any one of them took him by surprise. He never expected his mother to come to his room nearly naked and continually flash him her naked pussy and most of her naked breasts. He never suspected his aunt would be waiting for him topless before stripping herself naked. He never suspected his sister would walk in his shower naked, fall to her knees, and suck him, just as he never expected his cousin Julie to emerge from the pool naked to give him incestuous sex.
Yet, instead of questioning their sanity and their motives, Ryan looked at his cousin again as if there was really something wrong with him to sexually reject his mother, his aunt, and/or his sister. Why couldn't he have sex with his MILF of a mother? Why couldn't he have sex with his MILF of an aunt? Why couldn't he have sex with his sexy sister? And now why can't he have sex with his sexy cousin?
Even though he had always been sexually attracted to all of them, even though he masturbated himself while imagining all of them naked and having sex with them, now that they offered him sex, he refused? Why did he reject them? Even though he wants to have sex with his mother, his aunt, his sister, and his cousin, he can't. He just can't. One six letter, two syllable word gets in his way, incest. Having sex with any of them is incest. With him unable to cross the incestuous line, maybe there is something seriously wrong with him to not have sex with any of them.
Why, why, why, why were four questions that he was unable to answer to his satisfaction and/or to their satisfaction. Especially with her the one who offered him incestuous sex, why can't he have incestuous sex with his MILF of a mother? Especially with her the one who offered him incestuous sex, why can't he have incestuous sex with his MILF of an aunt. Especially with her the one who offered him incestuous sex, why can't he have incestuous sex with his sexy sister. Especially with her the one who offered him incestuous sex, why can't he have incestuous sex with his sexy cousin?
Just as what was wrong with him to not want to have sex with his mother, his aunt, his sister, and his cousin, what was wrong with them to offer him incestuous sex? Any man would jump at the chance to have sex with a mother and an aunt who looked like his mother and aunt. Any man would jump at the chance to have sex with a sister and a cousin who looked like his sister and cousin. He felt as bad not having sex with any of them as they must obviously feel by him sexually rejecting them.
* * * * *
"No, I'm not gay, and yes, I more than like women. I love women," he said giving his cousin an angry look. "I don't know why I didn't have sex with my sister other than she's my sister. We're blood related. Just as I couldn't have sex with my mother and couldn't have sex with my aunt, I couldn't have sex with my sister. That would be wrong for me to have sex with my own sister in the way that it would be wrong for me to have sex with my mother, with my aunt, and/or with you," said Ryan stumbling over the last word as if he was already rethinking what he had just said about not having sex with his sexy cousin.
Obviously, in the way that he wanted to have sex with his mother, with his aunt, and with his sister, he wanted to have sex with his cousin too. He couldn't count how many times he had masturbated over the thoughts of his cousin naked and having sex with her. Obviously, in the way that he leered at his mother's naked pussy, his aunt's naked breasts, and his sister naked body, he leered at his cousin's naked body too. They were all such beautiful woman and even more beautiful without their clothes.
Obviously, in the way that Ryan was leering at his sexy cousin, a sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't believe she was naked. Naked, naked, naked, his sexy cousin was standing before him naked without shame, embarrassment, or remorse. In the way that he had masturbated over his mother, his aunt, and his sister naked while imagining them naked and having sex with them, he had masturbated over the thoughts of his cousin naked and having sex with her too. Yet, now that Julie was standing before him naked, he couldn't have sex with her. He just couldn't.
Julie stood from her knees to step closer to her cousin, close enough that her naked breasts were firmly squished against his chest. In the way that his cousin's naked breasts were pressed against his chest, his erect prick was poking her soft belly. Not allowing him to make his escape and get away as he did with his mother, her mother, and his sister, she wrapped her soft hand around his hard prick. She fondled his cock in the way that he fondled his mother breasts, his aunt's breasts, his sister's breasts, and wanted to fondle her breasts too.
"How could you not have sex with me?" She was so sexy. She was so pretty. She was so ready to have sex with him. "I can't believe you won't have sex with me," said Julie in a sexually excited voice. "Tell me," she whispered her incestuous lust in his ear. "I'm curious to know. What would it take for you to have sex with your mother, your aunt, your sister, and/or with me," she asked? "Think about it. Imagine we were all here now and naked, would you run away again or would you have your sexual way with all of us in an incestuous orgy?"
He looked at his cousin as if she was crazy. He looked at his cousin with confusion mixed with sexual excitement. With her pressed so tightly up against him, he stared down at what he could see of his cousin's naked body. In the way that his mother had a body just like his aunt's body, his cousin had a body just like his sister's body. They were all such sexy bitches.
In the way that her mother had done the day before, sexually tease him, Julie was sexually teasing him now by slowly stroking his cock. Then, while continuing to stroke him, she took his hand and moved it to her naked breast. Not done yet, she took his other hand and moved it to her shapely ass. In the way that she was feeling, fondling, and stroking Ryan's erect, naked prick, Ryan was feeling Julie's naked breast and her naked ass. As if they were strangers, friends, boyfriend and girlfriend, or husband and wife, instead of blood related cousins, they were feeling up one another.
"Feel my tits, Ryan. Finger my nipples. I like having my nipples fingered," she said. "Feel my ass, Ryan. Squeeze my ass and slap my ass. I like having my ass slapped," she said.
Julie pushed Ryan's bathing suit all the way down from his thighs and he stepped out of it. He stared down at his cousin's naked breasts in the way that he stared at his mother's naked breasts, his aunt's naked breasts, and his sister's naked breasts. His erect cock pointed at his cousin and poked her soft, toned belly as if she was the chosen one to make him cum. He stared down at his cousin's naked breasts in the way that she stared down at her cousin's naked cock. Then, obeying her wishes, he felt Julie's breasts and fingered her nipples while feeling her ass, squeezing her ass, and slapping her ass.
Seemingly, where his mother, his aunt, and his sister all sexually failed, Julie was succeeding in sexually seducing her cousin. The only question was, would she get him to cum? Perhaps, because she was taking it slower was the reason why he didn't bolt. Instead of raping him, she took her time in seducing him. Instead of forcing him to have sex with her, she sexually aroused him enough that he'd want to break his rules against incest and have incestuous sex with his sexy, naked cousin.
"You have breasts just like Christine's breasts," he said staring down at his cousin's tits as if he had never seen tits before. "They look the same and feel the same. You have amazing tits, Julie," he said continuing to stare at his cousin's naked breasts while feeling her tits and fingering her erect nipples.
In the way that his Aunt Elizabeth, Julie's mother did, Julie kept her hand wrapped around her cousin's erect prick. In the way that his Aunt Elizabeth, Julie's mother did, Julie started to stroke her cousin's cock faster and harder. In the way that his sister, Christine did, his cousin moved to her knees again to take his stiff prick in her soft, experienced hand before taking him in her warm, wet mouth. In the way that Ryan's mother had done, Julie stared up at him with her big, bright, beautiful, blue eyes while fondling the head of his cock with her fingertips and while continuing to stroke him faster and harder.
"You have an amazing cock, Ryan. It's so big," she said in a sexually excited whisper. "Cum Ryan, cum. Cum for me. Cum on my hand. Cum all over my hand and all over my big, naked breasts," she said staring up at him. "Cum in my mouth if you'd like or give me a cum bath. Cum all over my face, in my hair, and all over my tits," said Julie encouraging him to cum.
Then, in the way that his sister, his mother, and his aunt all did, his cousin took Ryan in her mouth. She was blowing him. His cousin, Julie, was sucking him. Just as all the woman in his family were blondes with blue eyes, had big tits, and had shapely bodies, they were all experienced and talented cocksuckers. Julie was sucking his cock as if she loved sucking his cock. Making all the cock sucking sounds that all men love to hear when being blown, she made him believe that she loved sucking his cock as much as he loved her sucking his cock.
"Oh, my God, Julie. Oh, my God," he said putting a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head. Unable to contain his sexual excitement, he humped his cousin's mouth and fucked her face. "You're going to make me cum, Julie. You're going to make me cum. Just don't stop. Don't stop sucking me and stroking me. I need to cum. I want to cum."
Julie removed her cousin's cock from her mouth to speak. Instead of speaking, perhaps she should have continued sucking and stroking him. With him already showing his sexual excitement by humping her mouth, fucking her face, and asking her not to stop stroking him and sucking him, perhaps, she should have remained quiet. Yet, alas and unfortunately, as soon as she said the same words that his mother, his aunt, and his sister had said, she awakened him from his incestuous, sexual fantasy to plunge him back to reality.
What they were doing was wrong. What they were doing was forbidden. What they were doing was nasty and depraved. In the way that he had sex with his mother, his aunt, and his sister, he was having sex with his cousin. How could he? Why would she? Suddenly feeling ashamed, embarrassed, and remorseful, he felt like such a degenerate pervert.
"Cum Ryan, cum. Cum for me. Cum in my mouth. Cum all over my face, across my breasts, and in my hair. Cum Ryan, cum," said Julie. "Give me a cum bath."
Sucking him deeper while stroking him faster and harder, Julie was determined to make her cousin cum in her mouth. In the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister all believed that they could make him cum, Julie believe that she could make her cousin cum too. In the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister all believe that they could make him do whatever they wanted and needed him to do, Julie believed that once Ryan ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum, he'd do whatever was her bidding.
As if the four women were witches, they hypnotized him by their cock sucking skills. As if giving him blowjobs were their magical, sexual spells, Ryan was successful, thus far, in breaking their spells. Then, just as he demonstrated the self-control to pull away from his mother, his aunt, and his sister, he pulled away from his cousin. In the way that he looked at his cousin with obvious shock that she'd allow him to cum in her mouth and give her a cum bath, she looked at him with obvious shock that he'd sexually reject her. She looked at him with disbelief that he'd refuse her to finish giving him a blowjob.
Not even bothering to clean the pool, in the way that he left his aunt, he left his cousin. He turned to go. Obviously, what the four women wanted from him, incestuous sex, was what he didn't want to give them. Not only didn't he want to demonstrate with them naked on Nude Day but also he didn't want to have incestuous sex with any of them neither. Only, not this time. This time, he wasn't leaving.
Just as he turned to leave, his mother, his sister, and his aunt all stood behind him naked. They were naked. They were all naked. As if these women were Amazon Women where they have their wicked, sexual way with the only man who happened by their deserted island, they were about to have their wicked, sexual way with Ryan. As if they were perverted men determined to gangrape a woman, they were determined to gangrape Ryan.
Chapter 08:
If it wasn't difficult enough for Susan, Ryan's mother, to come to her son's room dressed in her shortest, sheerest, lowest cut, and sexiest nightgown, she turned on his bedroom light so that he could better see her. She stood before him as if she was naked while flashing her son her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. Having already looked at herself in the mirror before entering his bedroom, she knew that he could see the outline of her big breasts, the impressions of her erect nipples, and the darker shadow of her blonde, trimmed pussy. Without shame, embarrassment, or remorsefulness, she flashed her son as if he was a stranger, the plumber, or the pizza delivery man.
If it wasn't difficult enough for her sit on his bed with her knees parted while continually flashing him her naked, glistening wet pussy, she flashed him much of her big, naked breasts. If it wasn't difficult enough for her to sexually expose herself to her son, returning the favor, she pulled the sheet from his naked body to expose his naked erection to her. In the way that Ryan stared at his mother's naked pussy and her big tits, Susan stared at her son's erect prick. If incestuous, sexual exhibitionism and incestuous, sexual voyeurism wasn't enough between a mother and her son, Susan was ready and willing to take the next step across the imaginary, incestuous line and give her son incestuous sex.
"Would you like me to blow you, Ryan? I can suck your cock if you'd like," she said in her motherly way as if asking him if he wanted her to cook him breakfast. "I don't mind doing that for you. I'm a little out of practice. It's been years since I had a prick, especially one as big as your cock, in my mouth but I'd like to blow you, Ryan. I would suck your cock," she said curling her hair in her fingers while looking at him as if she was his girlfriend or lover instead of his mother. "I'd blow you. I'd suck your cock if you'd like. I'd love to suck my son's prick."
Difficult and confusing for him to be sexually solicited by his mother, Ryan wasn't Susan's boyfriend, her lover, her significant other, or her husband, he was her blood related son. Bad enough that she not only allowed him to see her nearly naked body but also she willingly and voluntarily wanted to give him forbidden, incestuous sex. Bad enough she was flashing him her naked pussy and her nearly naked breasts but a loving albeit misguided and perversely perverted mother giving her son sex, how dare she?
Why would she have sex with her son? For what purpose would she seduce her son by exposing her nearly naked body to him and by deliberately exposing his naked prick to her? All for the convoluted sake of demonstrating naked on Nude Day in the protest of women receiving equal rights and equal pay, what was wrong with her to do that? Obviously, she was willing to sexually do anything to enlist her son's help in protesting naked with her on Nude Day, even give him incestuous sex.
Not stopping her incestuous ways by only flashing her son, she wrapped her soft, motherly hand around her son's big dick and fondled his cock while stroking his prick and while staring up at him. Susan had her son's cock in her hand while continuing to flash him her naked pussy. Ryan's mother was masturbating her son while sexually exposing herself to him. Obviously wanting him to cum, she leaned down to suck her son while staring up at him with her big, blue eyes before she exposed her naked breasts to him.
"Cum Ryan, cum. Cum on my breasts. Cum on Mommy's tits," she said sexually teasing her son to shoot his warm, oozy load of cum all over her big tits. "Cum Ryan, cum. If you'd like, give me a cum bath. Cum all over my face, in my hair, and/or in my mouth," said his mother sexually enticing her son to give her a cum bath. "I'd like for you to cum in my mouth."



If it wasn't enough that she was exposing her naked pussy and naked tits to him and had exposed his naked, erect prick to her, if it wasn't enough she was stroking him while sucking him, she invited him to cum. She invited him to cum on her hand, across her naked breasts, all over her face, in her hair, and/or in her mouth. What mother would masturbate her son? What mother would suck her son? What mother would invite her son to give her a cum bath? What mother would invite her son to cum in her mouth? Obviously, Susan would. What son would oblige his mother by having incestuous sex with his mother? Obviously, Ryan wouldn't.
Willing to sexually do anything with and for her son, she was willing to allow him to not only see her naked pussy but also to see and feel her naked breasts while fingering her naked nipples. Willing to sexually do anything with and for her son, she was willing to stroke him while sucking him. Willing to sexually do anything with and for her son, she was willing to have him make love to her before fucking her hard and fast, and really pounding her pussy. All she asked in return was that he'd demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day. Alas, instead of agreeing to demonstrate, he refused.
* * * * *
Even though she was an exhibitionist and would remove her clothes for anyone at any time, it was difficult enough for Elizabeth, Ryan's aunt, to allow her nephew to see her topless before seeing her naked. This just wasn't the pizza delivery man that she deliberately dropped her towel to flash him her naked body or the hundreds of men that she flashed while walking naked on a nude beach, this was her blood related nephew. Her flashing Ryan her topless and naked body was sexually inappropriate. Her showing her nephew her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy was forbidden. Her exhibitionism was incestuous. How dare she?
"Show me your cock, Ryan," she said while staring at the bulge his erect prick made in his bathing suit in the way that he was staring at his aunt's naked breasts. In the way that his mother was hungry to see her son's erect prick, his aunt was eager to see her nephew's big dick. "Your mother told me that you have a big one. I want to see your prick," she said sliding a slow tongue over her full lips. "Show me. Show me your prick, Ryan. I want to see your cock," she said staring at the huge impression his cock made in his swim suit.
If wasn't sexually inappropriate enough for his topless aunt to continually flash him her naked breasts, she flashed him her naked ass and her naked pussy when she slid out of her bikini bottoms. If it wasn't sexually inappropriate enough for her to touch his cock and feel his cock through his bathing suit, she pulled down his bathing suit to expose his erection to her incestuous eyes. If that wasn't enough for her to see his cock, in the way his mother had already done, his mother's sister stroked his cock and sucked his cock. She gave him sex.
Aunt Elizabeth, gave her nephew, Ryan, sex in the way that his mother had given him sex. In the way that his mother wanted him to cum across her naked breasts, all over her face, and/or in her mouth, his aunt wanted him to cum too. She wrapped her hand around his cock to stroke him before she leaned forward to take him in her mouth to suck him. In the way that his mother blew him, his aunt was blowing him. By the look on his face, obviously, Ryan couldn't believe that his aunt was sucking his cock.
How dare she? Why would she? What was wrong with her to do that with her blood related nephew? Was his aunt giving Ryan sex as her way to get him to protest with them on Nude Day? Was his aunt using the Nude Day protest as her pretense to give Ryan sex? Perhaps, one had nothing to do with the other. Perhaps his aunt was as sexually attracted to her nephew as he was sexually attracted to his aunt.
Even though she was a slut and a whore who'd have sex with any man at any time, it wasn't any different for Elizabeth, Ryan's aunt, to give her nephew sex. Wrapping her soft hand tightly around his engorged prick, Aunt Elizabeth masturbated her nephew. While she was naked and he was naked too, she sucked her nephew's big dick while inviting him to not only touch and feel her breasts but also to finger her nipples. In the way that his mother had done, Aunt Elizabeth invited Ryan to cum on her hand, across her naked breasts, all over her face, and/or in her mouth.
Shame on them. Shame on his mother as well as his mother's sister. How dare they tempt Ryan to play in the Devil's incestuous playground. As if she was Eve and he was Adam being tempted him with forbidden fruit, what aunt would have sex with her nephew and invite him to cum? Obviously, Elizabeth would. What nephew would cum for his aunt? Obviously, Ryan wouldn't. Just as he refused to have sex with his mother, he refused to have incestuous sex with his mother's sister. He sexually rejected his aunt in the way that he had sexually rejected his mother.
Willing to sexually do anything with and for her nephew, she was willing to allow him to see her naked body, her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. Willing to sexually do anything with and for her nephew, she was willing to allow him to feel her naked breasts while pulling, turning, twisting, pinching, and squeezing her nipples. Willing to sexually do anything with and for her nephew, she was willing to stroke him while sucking him. Willing to do sexually anything with and for her nephew, she was willing to have him make love to her before fucking her hard and fast, and really pounding her pussy.
Not asking much at all, all she asked in return is that he'd reciprocate the incestuous sex that she was giving him. All that she asked in return is that he'd cum on her hand, across her breasts, all over her face, and/or in her mouth. All she asked in return was that he'd demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day. Alas, instead of agreeing to cum and to demonstrate Nude Day naked with them, he refused.
* * * * *
If it wasn't difficult enough for Christine, Ryan's big sister, to come to her brother's bedroom while she knew he was in his shower naked, she removed her clothes. Beyond incestuously forbidden, she stripped herself naked. While staring at herself in her brother's bedroom mirror, she unbuttoned and removed her blouse to reveal her white, sexy bra. She unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt to reveal her white, bikini panties. Then, standing in her brother's bedroom dressed in only her low-cut brassiere and bikini panties, she removed her bra before removing her panties. Naked now, just as she was ready to see her brother naked, she was ready to allow him to see her naked too.
She not only opened his bathroom door but also she opened his shower door too. She not only stepped in his bathroom naked but also she stepped inside her brother's shower naked too. Sexually inappropriate as it was sexually forbidden, little brother and big sister were both naked and standing in the shower together. If brother and sister standing naked together in the shower wasn't incestuous then what is? Naked, naked, naked, they were both not only naked but also they were both obviously sexually aroused.
Not wasting time with small talk, instead, making her incestuous, sexually intentions known, she kissed her brother while she wrapped her hand around his big dick and stroked him. Christine was stroking her brother's prick. She was masturbating her brother while sexually kissing him. In the way that his mother and aunt wanted to give Ryan sex, his sister wanted to give her brother sex too.
Then, if masturbating him wasn't enough, his sexy sister moved to her knees while staring up at her brother with her big, blue eyes as she continued stroking him. Not taking no for an answer, not allowing him to sexually reject her in the way that he sexually rejected her mother and her aunt, she leaned her head forward to take her brother in her mouth. Christine had her brother's cock in her mouth. She was sucking her brother. Obviously wanting him to cum in her mouth in the way that his aunt and mother wanted him to cum in their mouths too, she was blowing her brother.
* * * * *
"Maybe I can persuade Ryan to demonstrate naked with us by giving him sex," said Christine to her mother. "Maybe I can get him to cum," she said with a naughty look and a sexy smile. "Maybe once his cock is in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy, my sexual charms will be too hard for him to resist and to reject."
All for the cause of the fairer treatment of women, just as his mother and his aunt were willing to suck Ryan's prick, his sister was willing to suck his prick too. She willingly stroked her brother's prick. She willingly sucked her brother's prick. She'd willingly make love to and fuck her brother's prick too, if that's what it took for him to cum and to agree to protest with them naked. In the way that his mother and aunt would too, Christine would willingly do sexually anything with and for her brother.
In the way that his mother and aunt had invited him, Christine invited her brother to cum on her hand, across her naked breasts, all over her face, and/or in her mouth. She wanted Ryan to cum. As her mother and aunt figured, she figured that once Ryan ejaculated his cum in her mouth that he'd do anything that she wanted him to do. She figured that in the way that she'd be his sexy bitch, he'd be her sexual dog.
Yet, what sister would have sex with her brother? What sister would try to make her brother cum by stroking him and sucking him? What sister would want her brother to cum expressly for her? What sister would want to watch her brother cum? What sister would allow her brother to cum in her mouth? What sister would want to make love to her brother before fucking her brother? Obviously, Christine would. What brother would want to cum for his sister? Obviously, in the way that Ryan refused to have sex and cum for his mother and/or his aunt, he refused to cum for Christine.
Willing to sexually do anything with and for her brother, Christine was willing to not only allow him to see her naked body but also to have sex with her naked body. She allowed him to feel her naked breasts while fingering her nipples as she sucked his cock. Willing to sexually do anything with and for her brother, she was willing to stroke him while sucking him, anything to get him to cum. Willing to sexually do anything with and for her brother, she was even willing to have him make love to her before fucking her. In the way that his mother and aunt wanted Ryan to pound their pussies, Christine wanted Ryan to pound her pussy too.
Not really much to ask at all, all that she asked in return was that he'd reciprocate the sex she gave him. A more than fair trade, all she asked in return was that he'd cum. The only fly in the ointment other than having incestuous sex, all she asked in return was that he'd demonstrate naked with her on Nude Day. Alas, Ryan didn't reciprocate the sex that his sexy sister gave him. He couldn't or wouldn't cum. Instead of giving his sister incestuous sex, in the way that he rejected his mother and his aunt, he rejected his sister too. Instead of agreeing to demonstrate with her, he refused.
* * * * *
It was difficult enough for Julie, Ryan's sexy cousin, to strip herself naked and to swim in the pool naked while knowing that her cousin was coming any minute to clean the pool. In the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister gave him sex, albeit rejected sex, she was ready to give her cousin sex, hopefully welcomed sex. After Ryan sexually rejected his mother, his aunt, and his sister, his cousin was the last chance of not only getting Ryan to cum but also of getting him to agree to protest Nude Day naked with them.
He was supposed to clean the pool a couple of days ago but instead his aunt stripped herself naked and tried and failed to give him incestuous sex. In the way that he had already sexually rejected his mother, his sister, and his aunt, what if he rejected his cousin too? In the way that his mother, his sister, and his aunt were willing and ready to give Ryan incestuous sex for him to demonstrate naked with them on Nude Day, Julie was ready to give her cousin incestuous sex too. Seemingly an easy task for a sexy cousin to do, all she needed to do was to get her cousin to cum.
Gun shy after his mother, his aunt, and his sister all solicited him for sex, he no doubt wondered if his cousin was going to solicit him for sex too. Gun shy after his aunt was topless while sunning herself by the pool, he wondered if Cousin Julie was topless too. Not having to wonder very long if Cousin Julie was naked, as soon as he came in her backyard, she stepped out of the pool naked. Naked, naked, naked, Cousin Julie was naked. She was naked. Just as her mother was naked two days before, his cousin Julie was naked today. She willingly allowed her cousin to see her beautiful and sexy, naked body.
Showing him her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass, she was obviously incestuously, sexually excited about exposing her naked body to her cousin. In the way that he gawked at her and in the way that she stared at him, he obviously wanted to see her naked as much as she obviously wanted him to see her naked. In the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister all no doubt wondered, his cousin no doubt wondered if he'd stare at all that she was showing or if he'd look away. In the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister all no doubt wondered, his cousin no doubt wondered what he'd say.
More importantly, she no doubt wondered what he'd do when seeing her naked. Would he kiss her while touching her, feeling her, and fondling her? Would he take the next incestuous, sexual step by giving her sex in the way that he briefly had sex with his mother, his aunt, and his sister? Maybe in the way that he did with his mother, his aunt, and his sister, he'd run away. She had no idea but she was about to find out if he'd do anything differently with her.
Not leaving it up to him, she walked up to him and kissed him. She put his hand on her naked breasts and his other hand on her naked ass while she felt his erect cock through his bathing suit. Then, when she pulled down his bathing suit to expose her cousin's naked prick. In the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister had all done before, she wrapped her hand around his big dick and stroked him. In the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister had all done before, Julie was masturbating her cousin.
* * * * *
"You have an amazing cock, Ryan. It's so big," said Julie. "Cum Ryan, cum. Cum for me. Cum on my hand. Cum all over my big, naked breasts. Cum in my mouth if you'd like and/or give me a cum bath. Cum all over my face, in my hair, and all over my tits," she said encouraging him to cum.
Not stopping there, wanting him to succeed in having him cum where the others had failed, she moved to her knees to suck her cousin. Julie was blowing her cousin. If it wasn't enough that she had exposed her naked body to her cousin, if it wasn't enough that she had exposed his naked prick to her, and if it wasn't enough she was stroking him too, she was sucking Ryan's erect prick. Julie was blowing her cousin.
In the way that his mother, her mother, and his sister all invited him to cum, she invited Ryan to cum on her hand, across her naked breasts, all over her face, and/or in her mouth too. Most men's sexual fantasy come true, what blood related cousin would try and make her cousin cum by stroking him and sucking him? What blood related cousin would want her blood related cousin to cum on her hand, across her naked breasts, all over her face and hair, and/or in her mouth? What blood related cousin would dare give her cousin incestuous sex?
Obviously, in the way that his mother, his aunt, and his sister all wanted him to cum, Julie wanted Ryan to cum too. Only, sexually rejecting his cousin in the way that he sexually rejected his mother, his aunt, and his sister, obviously, just as Ryan refused to cum for his mother, his aunt, and his sister, he refused to cum for his cousin. Incest was incest. No matter if the sex was with his mother, his aunt, his sister, or his cousin, sex with any of his blood related relatives was forbidden, wrong, dirty, perversely perverted, and nasty.
Willing to sexually do anything with and for her cousin, Julie was willing to allow Ryan to not only see her naked pussy and naked ass but to see and feel her naked breasts and ass while fingering her naked nipples. Willing to sexually do anything with and for her cousin, Julie was more than willing to stroke him while sucking him. Willing to sexually do anything with and for her cousin, she was willing to have him make love to her before fucking her hard and fast, and really pounding her pussy.
Willing to do any sexual thing with and for her cousin, not very much to ask at all, all she asked in return was that he'd reciprocate her incestuous sex. Willing to suck her cousin dry, more than a fair trade, all she asked in return is for him to cum in her mouth and/or all over her face. Willing to have her cousin pound her pussy to give her a sexual orgasm, a sexual fantasy come true, all she asked in return was that he'd cum in her cunt. Ah, the obvious fly in the ointment besides giving her incestuous sex, all that she asked in return is that he'd demonstrate naked with her, his mother, his aunt, and his sister on Nude Day.
Alas, instead of agreeing to demonstrate naked with his mother, his aunt, his sister, and his cousin, he refused yet again. Leaving her sexually frustrated, he was ready to flee from his cousin in the way he fled from his mother and hid from her in his bathroom. He was ready to flee from his cousin in the way that he fled from his naked aunt in her backyard and left her sexually frustrated. He was ready to flee from his cousin in the way that he fled from his sister when he left his shower and his bathroom to leave her sexually frustrated too. Only, not so fast.
* * * * *
When Ryan refused to have sex with his mother, his aunt, his sister, and now his cousin, embarrassing them and humiliating the four women by sexually rejecting them, unbeknownst to him, they wanted payback. They wanted respect. They wanted the sex that they gave him reciprocated. They wanted revenge. They wanted satisfaction, sexual and otherwise.
In the way that he embarrassed and humiliated them before sexually rejecting them, they wanted to embarrass and humiliate him before sexually rejecting him too. Payback is a bitch, bastard, and they were ready to turn the incestuous, sexual tables on him. They were ready to offer him group sex, an incestuous orgy, as their way to get to him. In the way that he had done to them, once they got him sexually aroused enough, they'd stop giving him sex. Where they all wanted him to cum before, sexually teasing him and sexually enticing him now instead, they didn't want him to cum now. They just wanted to sexually frustrate him in the way that he had sexually frustrated them.
Coming up behind, his mother grabbed his arms by his wrists and held them securely behind his back while his aunt lifted him up by his ankles. As if he was a bride at a wedding reception, the two women carried him over to the oversized chaise lounge that was reclined all the way back and made up with pillows like a futon. What Ryan wasn't willing to give before, voluntarily, incestuous sex, prepared to force him to give them sex now, they were ready to force him to give them sex.
While still holding him by his wrists, Ryan's sister, Christine, tied her brother's arms beneath the chaise lounge. While still holding on to his ankles, Ryan's cousin, Julie tied his legs to the other end of the chaise lounge. Now secure, barely able to move but for his hips and his head, he was unable to run away as he had done with his mother, his aunt, his sister, and his cousin. Whether he wanted to give them sex or not, he was going to give him sex, even if it was against his will.



Being that this was his mother and his aunt, he didn't fight them. He didn't even resist them. Being that this was his sister and his cousin, he didn't fight them. He didn't even resist them. Instead of being afraid, albeit a little nervous, he thought what they were doing was a practical joke and was funny. Instead of struggling to break free, instead of being angry, he was laughing with glee.
Besides, what woman would try and rape a man? That's ridiculous. That's preposterous. That would never happen. Raping a man couldn't be done. What woman, even if that woman was his mother, his aunt, his sister, and/or his cousin, especially if that woman was his mother, his aunt, his sister, and/or his cousin, would force him to give them sex? Going along with their sexy, albeit incestuous fun, perhaps he was curious to see how far they'd go with having sex with him and even raping him against his will.
* * * * *
"Mom? What are you doing? Untie me," he said feebly struggling against his restraints. "Aunt Elizabeth, this has gone far enough. Untie me, please. Christine, untie my legs. Julie, untie my arms."
The four, naked woman, his mother, his aunt, his sister, and his cousin stared down at him in the way that any kidnapper would look at their captor. They stared down at him as if they were four, sexy pirates and he was their spoil. They stared down at him as if they were horny men that wouldn't take no for an answer and he was their sacrificial virgin. They looked down at him in the way that any man would stare and leer at any naked woman when they were about to have non-consensual sex.
"After you rejected me for sex, you owe me sex," said his mother pointing a stiff index finger at him. "I came to your room in my sexiest nightgown. I flashed you my naked pussy and my naked tits," she said almost in tears. "After I stroked your cock and sucked your cock, without giving me the sexual satisfaction of you cumming, you got up and left your bedroom to hide in your bathroom. Instead of having sex with me, you rejected me," said Susan. With him unable to get away this time, she spread her legs over the chaise lounge, moved over her son's face and was about to sit on him. "Whether you want to or not, you're going to give me sex now."
With the fun over and with this going too far, Ryan stared up at his mother horrified. His naked mother was about to sit on his face. His naked mother's glistening, wet pussy was only inches away from his mouth. She wanted him to eat her. She wanted him to lick her. In the way that she tried to get him to cum, obviously, she wanted him to give her a sexual orgasm.
"Mom? What are you doing? Stop! Don't do this. I can't give you sex. That's wrong. That's forbidden. That's incest. You're my mother and I'm your son. Besides, I'm not even hard," he said as if that was a valid excuse why he couldn't give his mother sex by eating her pussy.
Susan stared down at her son with a sexually excited look on her face before she looked back at her sister, Elizabeth.
"Stroke his prick and suck his cock before fucking his prick, Liz. Make Ryan hard with your hand and with your mouth before sticking his cock in your cunt while my son licks my pussy," said Susan. "After he eats my pussy, it will be your turn to sit on his face while I sit on my son's prick."
Susan moved further up to her son and when she was over his face, she squatted down on him. Ryan desperately tried to turn his head away from his mother's cunt, but she took his head with both hands as if she was the man receiving a blowjob and he was the woman giving her oral sex. Getting him ready for sex and to eat her, she rubbed her vaginal secretions all over her son's face. With her musky aroma supplanted in his nose, his mouth and nose were filled with his mother's cunt.
"Mom! Oh, my God! Mom! No! Stop! Please don't," he pleaded. "Mom," he pleaded with his mouth full of his mother's wet pussy.
In the way that she had impaled her mouth with her son's cock previously, she impaled his mouth with her pussy now. Rubbing her vaginal secretions all over her son's face again, he still refused to lick her until his aunt made him sexually excited enough with her hand and with her mouth for him to voluntarily lick his mother's cunt. Unable to stop his incestuous, sexual excitement, he licked and licked his mother's pussy while his aunt stroked and sucked his prick. Nibbling her clit with his lips while licking her bean, he stuck his tongue as far inside his mother as he could while lapping her.
"Ryan, oh, my God. Lick me. Eat Mommy's cunt. Make me cum, Ryan. Make me cum," said his mother.
Then, turning her body the other way with her back to her sister's back, Aunt Liz mounted her nephew's stiff prick. While Ryan licked his mother's pussy, Elizabeth bounced up and down on her nephew's erect dick as if she was riding a bucking bronco at Big Buck's Beef and Barbeque Bar. While Ryan ate his mother, Liz fucked her nephew. If having incestuous sex with one blood related relative wasn't forbidden enough, Ryan was having sex with two, blood related relatives at the same time.
"Fuck me, Ryan. Fuck me. Hump me harder. Hump me faster," said Liz. "Stick your big, hard cock deep in my warm, wet pussy."
Then, cumming nearly at the same time, as soon as Susan screamed her orgasm, Elizabeth screamed her orgasm too.
"I'm cumming," said Ryan's mother. "I'm cumming. Lick me faster, Ryan. Lick me harder. Oh, my God, Ryan. Oh, my God," said Susan collapsing on her son.
When she leaned forward, with his mother's big tits pressed against his face, he sucked and nibbled on her erect nipples. Pulling her nipples out more with his lips, he nibbled on his mother's nipples as if he was a baby breast feeding. Unable to get enough of his mother's big breasts, he continued sucking his mother's nipples, first one and then the other.
"I'm cumming," said Ryan's aunt. "I'm cumming. Hump me faster, Ryan. Hump me harder. Oh, my God, Ryan, Oh, my God, said Elizabeth collapsing the other way on her nephew.
When his aunt collapsed the other way on him, with her cunt opening even wider, he continued humping his aunt. He continued fucking his aunt in the way that he continued sucking his mother's tits. Not refusing either of them now, he gave them as much incestuous sex as they wanted and needed to feel sexually satisfied.
* * * * *
Not allowing Ryan to cum, sexually frustrating him in the way that he sexually frustrated them, they stopped when they felt that he was on the verge of cumming. His mother moved her naked breasts away from his mouth and his aunt extricated her pussy from his cock. Not allowing him to cum, they waited until he was ready for more. After his mother had an orgasm from her son eating her pussy and after his aunt had an orgasm from her nephew fucking her cunt, Susan and Elizabeth changed positions. Now with Elizabeth sitting on Ryan's face, Susan sat on her son's prick with her back to her sister.
"Oh, my God, Ryan," said his aunt from her nephew's tongue working overtime on her pussy.
Ryan licked his aunt's pussy in the way that he licked his mother's pussy. He nibbled on her clit in the way that he nibbled on his mother's clit. He flicked at her bean with his tongue in the way that he played with his mother's bean as if his tongue was his finger. He stuck his tongue as far as he could in his aunt's vaginal while lapping her vaginal juices with long, quick flicks of his tongue.
"Oh, my God, Ryan," said his mother removing his cock long enough to speak. She continued stroking and sucking her son's prick. "Oh, my God. I love your big, hard cock buried deep in my mouth. I can't get enough of sucking you." In the way that he humped and fucked his aunt harder and faster, he humped and fucked his mother's mouth harder and faster.
Obviously, Ryan wanted to cum but his mother and aunt wouldn't allow him to cum. Rejecting him in the way that he had reject him, they wanted to sexually frustrate him in the way that he had sexually frustrated them. As soon as they felt him getting too sexually excited, delaying their orgasms for him not to have one, they'd stop.
As if his body was an electrified sex machine, Ryan licked his aunt's cunt while fucking his mother's. Not allowing Ryan to cum, sexually frustrating him again, as soon as his aunt had an orgasm from her nephew eating her pussy and as soon as Susan had an orgasm from her son fucking her cunt, it would be Christine and Julie's turn.
"Ryan, oh, my God. Lick me. Eat Auntie's cunt. Make me cum, Ryan. Make me cum," said his aunt. "Lick my pussy faster. Lick my pussy harder."
Then, turning her body the other way with her back to her sister's back, Susan mounted her son's stiff prick in the way that her sister had mounted her nephew's stiff prick. While Ryan licked his aunt's pussy, his mother bounced up and down on her son's hard cock as if she was riding a bucking bronco at Big Buck's Beef and Barbeque Bar. While Ryan ate his aunt, his mother fucked her son. Once again, if having incestuous sex with one blood related relative wasn't enough, Ryan was having incestuous sex with two, blood related relatives at the same time.
"Fuck me, Ryan. Fuck me. Hump me harder. Hump me faster," said Ryan's mother. "Stick your big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy."
Then, nearly cumming at the same time again, as soon as Susan screamed her orgasm, Elizabeth screamed her orgasm too.
"I'm cumming," said Ryan's aunt. "I'm cumming. Lick me faster, Ryan. Lick me harder. Oh, my God, Ryan. Oh, my God," said Liz collapsing on her nephew.
When she did, with his aunt's big tits pressed against his face, he sucked and nibbled on her erect nipples. He sucked his aunt's nipples in the way that he sucked his mother's nipples. Sucking one before sucking the other, he pulled her nipples out more with his lips.
"I'm cumming," said Ryan's mother. "I'm cumming. Hump me faster, Ryan. Hump me harder. Oh, my God, Ryan, Oh, my God, said Susan collapsing the other way on her son.
The ever-obedient son, Ryan humped his mother faster. He humped his mother harder. He fucked his mother in the way that she obviously wanted and needed to be fucked. As if he was a fucking machine, he fucked his mother until she exploded with her second orgasm in the way that his aunt exploded with her second orgasm. * * * * *
Now it was his sister's and his cousin's turn. In the way that his mother and aunt had just done, Christine sat on her brother's face while her cousin Julie, sat on Ryan's prick. Overly sexually excited now, with the women sitting back to back, while Ryan licked his sister's pussy, he fucked his cousin's cunt. Licking his sister, he simultaneously humped Julie. Not allowing Ryan to cum, as soon as he was sexually excited enough to cum, they stopped. Sexually frustrating him, as soon as his sister had an orgasm from her brother eating her and as soon as his cousin had an orgasm from her cousin fucking her, Christine and Julie change positions.
"Lick me faster," said Christine. "Lick me harder. Stick your tongue in my cunt. Press down on my bean. Lick me, Ryan, me. Eat my pussy. Lick my cunt," said Christine.
Ryan continued eating his sister while humping his cousin.
"Fuck me harder, Ryan. Fuck me faster," said Julie. "Hump me, Ryan. Hump me. Stick that big, hard cock all the way up inside of me."
Ryan humped his cousin harder and faster. He fucked his cousin to give her what she needed and wanted, an orgasm.
"I'm cumming, Ryan," said Christine. "Don't stop licking me."
Ryan licked his sister faster and harder.
"I'm cumming, Ryan," said Julie. Don't stop humping me."
Ryan fucked his cousin harder and faster.
As soon as both women had an orgasm, they changed positions. Now Ryan ate his cousin's cunt while he fucked his sister's pussy. Licking Julie while humping his sister, as soon as his cousin had her second orgasm from her cousin eating her and as soon as his sister had her second orgasm from her brother fucking her, they dismounted him.
Ryan looked as sexually frustrated as his mother did when he hid in his bathroom. He looked as sexually frustrated as his aunt did when he fled her backyard. He looked as sexually frustrated as his sister did when he fled his bathroom. He looked as sexually frustrated as his cousin did when he fled her backyard too.
"Please, I beg you. I need to cum too. Please. You can't leave me like this. At least free my hand so that I may masturbate myself," pleaded Ryan.
Susan looked at her sister, her daughter, and her niece.
"We should make him cum," said his mother.
As if he was their sacrificial lamb on their incestuous, sexual altar, the four women knelt around him. Susan took her son's cock in her hand and stroked him while her sister sucked him. His sister took turns sticking her breast in her brother's mouth while his cousin took turns sticking her breast in his mouth too. Then, switching off with her mother, Christine took Ryan's prick in her hand to stroke him while Julie switched off with her mother and took Ryan's prick in her mouth to suck him. Susan took turns sticking her breast in her son's mouth while his aunt Elizabeth took turns sticking her breast in his mouth too.
In an epic explosion of Biblical proportions, Ryan exploded cum in his cousin's mouth and all over her face. Wanting her turn too, his sister grabbed his cock and her brother ejaculated cum in his sister's mouth and all over her face. Not to be denied, his aunt grabbed her nephew's cock and Ryan accommodated her by ejaculating more cum in her mouth and all over her face. Last but not least, his mother grabbed her son's prick and sucked him while stroking him. Stroking him faster and harder, she sucked him deeper. Then, in a volcanic eruption, Ryan exploded the last of his cum in his mother's mouth and all over her pretty face.
* * * * *
It was a seasonably hot, summer day with not a cloud in the sky. The sun was shining and the birds were singing. Crowds of people walked along the sidewalk on the busiest street in the city. Some stopped to gawk while others kept walking. Yet, whether they stopped or continued walking they all stared. Those who had cellphones and cameras took pictures. Some asked questions while others joined them, stripped off their clothes, picked up a picket sign, and protested along with them.
"Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today. Nude Day, Nude Day, what do you say? Better treatment of women today," was their chanting battle cry.
Carrying a picket sign, Ryan demonstrated Nude Day naked along with his naked mother, his naked aunt, his naked sister, and his naked cousin.
The End
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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Retired ex-champ steps out of retirement to fight one more fight for one more big payday.
Announcing in this corner...The Background. Ex-heavyweight boxing champion, Hank Johnson, steps out of retirement to fight the current, heavyweight boxing champion, George Williams in a title match of epic proportions. Bigger than thriller in Manilla with Muhammad Ali and Joe Frazier, bigger than George Foreman vs Ron Lyle, it was a bigger fight than the Rocky Marciano vs Joe Walcott fight.
The biggest heavyweight fight ever held at the old Boston Garden, now called the TD Garden. Newspapers, television, and radio had hyped this championship bout for months. Deemed the fight of the century, closed circuit televised sold out across the country and all over the world. An unprecedented heavyweight fight, there was much at stake. It was more than just a world heavyweight championship match. It was the old, experienced ex-champion against the young, cocky, continue to wanna be champ. Sylvester Stallone couldn't have written a better script for Rocky 8.
Even though he was the current champ, with him now facing the old champ, and with Hank Johnson one of the greatest boxers ever to lace on gloves, George Williams was deemed the underdog. Even though he was the current champion, especially those who remembered Hank Johnson's greatest fights and who were still fans of retired, ex-champ, considered George Williams the contender. Las Vegas had 3-1 odds that the ex-champion would beat the current champ in a first-round knockout.
Those who had watched the ex-champ fight before he retired wanted to watch him win just one more time for them. Betting on his experienced against the younger and faster champion, they hoped that Hank would give them just one more knockout. An unprecedented move at his age, they'd like nothing more than for the old man to reclaim the title bout again. With God Almighty in his corner, they all hoped that he had one more fight in him.
"Ding!"
By every judge's scorecard, after the eleventh round, it was a virtual tie. With neither boxer ever having gone the distance, neither fighter, Johnson or Williams, could knock out the other. There'd be no knockout tonight. There'd be no technical knockout tonight. This bout was going the distance. This bout was in the twelfth round, the last round. Just as those who bet on the ex-champ were poised to win a lot of money at 30 to 1 odds for a 12th round knockout, the bookies stood to lose a lot of money if their favorite, the current champion lost, to the ex-champ.
"Welcome back to the twelfth and final round," said the referee. "Touch gloves and...fight," he said stepping back.
The fighters touched gloves and the ex-champ ran out from his corner. Immediately, he backed up the current champ and put him against the ropes. Blow after blow, Johnson hit Williams with jabs and undercuts. Seemingly biding his time and waiting for the opportunity to get his punches in, playing rope-a-dope in the way of the old Muhammad Ali, the champ covered up his face and head with his upraised hands.
Ken, the ex-champ's trainer and manager, realized the change in the reversed choreography of the fight immediately. This wasn't what they had practiced. This wasn't what they had rehearsed. Now with Johnson fighting his own fight instead of fighting the fight that Ken had choreographed for him, Hank was going off script and was in dangerous territory.
Turning the tables, a flurry of unanswered punches thrown by the current champ, now moved the ex-champ, the current challenger, back against the ropes. A right combination, a peppering of left jabs, a huge right uppercut, and a devastating left roundhouse all found its mark. Johnson was in trouble and Williams was now ahead in points. At the very least, unless Johnson knocked out Williams, the current champ would win by a unanimous decision on points.
* * * * *
Now with his fighter taking punishing blows, Ken was ready to throw in the towel.
"Someone stop the fight," yelled Ken!
Ready to throw in the towel, Ken stood and yelled from below the ring, but his voice of mercy was lost in the wake of ten thousand drunken fans wanting blood and wanting either one of the boxers dead. As if in slow motion and replayed on the jumbo telethon screen everywhere in the arena, a hard left to the body buckled the challenger nearly in two.
'Wham!'
Then, another devastating right uppercut stood him back up.
'Bam!'
Finally, a left to the right temple leveled him.
'Slap!'
He was down. The ex-champ was down on the canvas for the first time in his boxing career.
"Whap! Bam! Slap!"
It was over in a second. It was over with three, quick punches.
This was the first time that either fighter hit the canvas. An unexpected turn of events, this wasn't supposed to happen. The old champ being knocked down was not in their rehearsed fight plan. It was shockingly apparent that the challenger had deterred from what was expected and what was practiced. It was understandable, after all.
A fighter who had always controlled all of his fights himself, playing it by ear, and reacting to how the fight progressed, Johnson wanted to win the fight on his own and not by some computer program administered by an electrical engineer. Instead of using their choreographed dance, that Ken knew was not the way that Hank learned how to box, Johnson was determined to fight his own fight, if only for one round, the last round. No doubt, for him to fight in this choreographed way, Hank figured that he was cheating.
He was a fighter, a champion, and not a dancer or a computer geek. Now instead of being the champ, he was the challenger trying to regain his title and not some computer geek. Instead of regaining his title belt, instead of being the heavyweight boxing champion again, he was down for the count.
The referee stood over the fallen fighter and using his right index finger as a pointer, he rhythmically counted loudly for all to hear.
"One... Two... Three... Four... Five... Six... Seven... Eight... Nine... Ten... You're out!"
As soon as the referee waved his arms spread out over the fallen fighter, the fight was over. It was over. It was all over. George Williams, the current champ won and Hank Johnson, the retired, ex-champ lost.
"Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!"
As if the bell was a premonition and as if Hank Johnson was a fallen firefighter answering the last call, the dinging bell hauntingly reverberated throughout the huge auditorium.
"Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!"
The bell rang again in the way of a judge's gavel while hoping to regain order and control of the huge crowd of fighting fans.
"Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!"
After three, quick punches, in one last round and one last fight, it was the end for Hank Johnson.
* * * * *
In seconds the crowd changed from a screaming mad mob to a quiet, worried group. Ken broke through security and was up on the apron staring down at the dead fighter. The referee summoned the doctor and kneeling over the fallen fighter with the fighter's corner people, the doctor shook his head with a look of grave concern. When the referee waved in the reverend, everyone knew the real outcome of the fight and that this was Hank's last fight. Everyone knew that this fighter would fight no more.
Along with the doctor, the reverend, and the corner people, Ken looked down at the loser lying motionlessly upon the canvas. The blood that had trickled from the dead boxer's mouth, nose, and ears stained his boxing gloves and pooled on the white canvas by his head. Upon recognizing Ken standing helplessly in the middle of the ring, the fighter's fans banged their chairs to the chorus of a chilling chant. Picking up the call and slowly gaining momentum throughout the arena, the angry crowd sang the murky music of their song.
"Murderer!" Boom! Boom! "Murderer!" Boom! Boom! "Murderer!" Boom! Boom!
Signaling the end of the drunken party with the same startling, stark effect, as if pulling the plug on the jukebox at a dance, the huge, powerful, house lights popped on and illuminated the giant hall. The darkness that hid his hurt gave way to the sobering man-made suns of reality and Ken stood helpless, and defenseless in the middle of the ring to answer the crowd's hasty conviction. Gradually growing louder and more defiantly defined, the sound erupted from the back of the hall like a tsunami wave speeding forward. It erupted in a discourteous discourse of determined chanting. It grew louder as it washed across the huge hall.
"Murderer!" Boom! Boom! "Murderer!" Boom! Boom! "Murderer!" Boom! Boom!
Spreading up to the balcony, the sound emerged from the right cluster of rear seats before exploding over the middle seats and across the left seats. Erupting in an echo of angry voices, the yells reverberated throughout the entire auditorium. The clamorous noise continued to wash over the crowd from the right to the left and back again, and from the front to the back and back again. In the manner and sound of a loud, tidal wave, the noise gathered boisterous accompaniment and out of control momentum as it passed over each row of fans. Ken was responsible for killing their champion.
"Murderer!" Boom! Boom! "Murderer!" Boom! Boom! "Murderer!" Boom! Boom!
Gradually, in the way of the sound of a ship's fog horn that slowly neared the shore closer and closer while growing louder and louder, the shuddering sound replaced the chair banging charge of a capital crime. The ruckus roar graduated to a continual, resounding, unified, loud and unrelenting voice. With their outraged aimed at those who stood in the ring, commonsense not only dictated but also demanded that they should duck for cover.
"Booooooooooooo! Boooooooooooooo! Boooooooooooooo!"
Someone threw a bottle, then another and another until a shower of broken glass bombarded the rows of floor seats and the canvas of the ring. While people ran for cover, EMT's hurriedly carried out the stretcher that cradled the wasted warrior. Security tried to take control of the rowdy group but to no avail. Fist fights erupted everywhere throughout the arena, until it appeared that the entire hall gave host to a hundred, impromptu mini, unscheduled fights.
More fans scurried for cover as more bottles were launch like flaming, glass arrows in a Crusades campaign. With dozens of people hit, injured, and bleeding, everyone in and around the ring ran for cover. Some didn't make it with bottles hitting their heads and knocking them unconscious.
Feeling responsible for yet the death of another fighter, anguishing over the loss of his friend, Ken remained the lone man standing in the middle of the squared circle as a target for the fight fans hatred of him. Showering him in a shimmering of shattered glass and sending him to the canvas floor in an unconscious pile of limp limbs, a brown beer bottle found its mark and broke against his right temple. Sleeping silently still, he lay remembering how it all began.
* * * * *
Ken sat forward in his chair and intently watched an old news segment about Hank Johnson, the retired, heavyweight boxing champion. Announcing his plans for a comeback, Johnson hoped if he won his fights that it would lead to an eventual title shot with the undefeated and recently crowned champion, George Williams. Even though Hank was older than George by nearly twenty years, there was something that Ken saw in the old, retired ex-champion that clued him in that he could beat the current, younger champion, should the two get together for a title fight.
He watched as the news report highlighted several of the ex-champ's most recent comeback fights. He continued watching as the news report highlighted several of his most famous, old fights. Already Johnson had compiled six consecutive wins with five by knockout and one by technical knockout when the challenger was injured enough that he no longer could fight. He wondered how the old warhorse did it. It wasn't easy to stay in shape at his age, nearly 50-years-old. It was an impossible feat to fight a challenger who was almost twenty-years younger.
He wondered why a 49-year-old, 6'4" tall, 265 pound, overweight, has-been would even consider such a ludicrous and impossible feat in trying to regain the heavyweight boxing title. Perhaps, wanting to see how far he could go, he needed the money. He settled back in his chair prepared to view some old fights of the ex-champ in his prime.
Tall and lanky thin, Hank was a marvel to watch and a master of the squared circle. A Cinderella story, retired at 35-years-old, old for a fighter, it had been nearly fifteen years since Hank Johnson won the World's Heavyweight Boxing Title and quit boxing to answer God's call. Forsaking the challenge for his title belt, he became a preacher and a minister to young, black men in trouble.
Underprivileged, uneducated, and destined to follow in his discouraged father's footsteps, Hank pulled himself up from out of the ghetto by stepping in a boxing ring. When the ex-champ was in his prime, he was fast, powerful, strong, skilled, and smart; the epitome of a boxer's boxer. Excitingly wonderful to watch him fight again, Ken felt saddened, nonetheless, to see the ex-champ tarnish the glorious memory his many fans had of him by undertaking such a fool-hardy comeback. He got up, stretched, and walked to the fridge for another beer.
'He must need the money. Definitely, money is why he decided to fight again,' he thought. 'Why else would he undertake something as suicidal and crazy as to step in a ring with someone faster, stronger, and nearly twenty-years younger?'
He remembered so many boxers who thought they had one last fight. He thought of the Great Joe Louis and Muhammad Ali in particular who ruined their health for that one, last, big payday. Time was the biggest defeater of boxers. Once the legs go, there's nothing left in the tank but to flay helplessly at a younger and in better shape opponent who was on his bicycle avoiding his desperate blows.
* * * * *
The next day, the sun from the unseasonably warm, March morning brought with it the first promise of Spring and Ken awoke feeling unusually rested. He felt encouraged that his idol, ten-years his senior had the audacity to laugh at age. When younger athletes retire and developed second careers as radio broadcasters, doing television commercials, and making guest appearances in situation comedies, Hank Johnson was issuing challenges to his sport, to others, and to himself. He marveled at his determination and fortitude. He was an example for the rest of us couch potatoes to emulate.
Determined to regain his physically fit body, in the way that Hank Johnson had, Ken replaced the beer with water and substituted fish, chicken, vegetables, and fruits, beef, fast foods, and sweets. He started a regular routine of push-ups, pull-ups, crunches, and skipping rope to increase his strength and stamina. He hated jogging, especially early in the morning before he had his coffee. He found that skipping rope was just as effective if not even more effective.
Resurrecting his speed and body bag, he worked to regain his power, timing, coordination, and speed. Lastly, to improve his strength and muscle tone, he exercised on alternating days with progressively weighted dumbbells. Hank Johnson served as Ken's inspiration and fueled his motivation that he could, indeed, be the manager of the next heavyweight boxing champion of the world.
With Hank his idol, Ken remained motivated for several weeks while continuing to increase his strength, overall physical fitness, and stamina. He noticeably turned a considerable amount of body fat of his 6'2", 210-pound frame into muscle. He joined a boxing gym and enthusiastically participated in some impromptu sparring matches. Now, with more energy and a confident outlook that showed upon his posture and in his stride, he felt better about himself. Proportionally redistributing his weight, friends, co-workers, and relatives favorably commented on his improved appearance. He wished he had found this inspiration ten years ago.
'I could have been a contender', he laughed while mimicking what so many boxers say.
* * * * *
When not working overtime around the clock on a rush contract, Ken worked 3 days a week, twelve hours a day, as a computer programmer of CAD-CAM, computer aided design and computer aided manufacturing. A graduate of MIT, the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, he had a master's degree in electrical engineering, robotics, and computer programming. His job description, better termed master, electronic engineer, referring to his occupation as a computer programmer was an exaggerated understatement. Using the latest rendition of graphic software, he was an electronic marvel working in Cambridge, Massachusetts while employed by Advance Robotic Engineering in a Virtual Reality environment, doing business as AREVR, Inc.
Specifically designing and redesigning robots to perform occupational functions too monotonous or too dangerous for humans, AREVR, Inc. developed robots for manufacturers. Using 3-D holographic aided, computer graphic software with state-of-the-art artificial intelligence that was the mainstay of virtual reality to help engineer the plans, AREVR, Inc. built working, robotic prototypes. Then, once perfected, they hired outside companies to manufacture and mass produce the robots from their specified prototype. If the government or NASA contracted them to design a specific robot, for reasons of national security, they would not subcontract out any of the work, but built it all in-house themselves.
Presently, AREVR had two such contracts in-house. NASA awarded them a contract for the development of a robot to gather rock and soil samples for the exploration of the planet Jupiter. The United States government, and the Defense Department in conjunction with the Pentagon, awarded them a contract to design a robotic arm for the installation of laser nozzles for the Star War Defense program that has since been scrubbed. Nonetheless, even when the contract ended, AREVR owned the technology. Able to use the technology elsewhere and for something else, they still learned from all that they designed.
Although defense contracts were financially lucrative, it was difficult working with the federal government. The GAO, General Accounting Offices, were slow to allocate funds, demanded special accounting of monies spent, were ambiguous with the project's requirements, and accessed fines for missed deadlines. Ken believed, because of national security issues, that the ambiguity was intentional because the government didn't want one company responsible for the development of an entire project. Nevertheless, due to duplication of effort by several competing companies, the extra measure of security meant over-budgeted spending, cost overruns, and delays.
Ken loved his job, but he wished that he could exercise more creativity by using many of the innovative technical aspects and science fiction components of his profession. He wished he were free to do research and development exclusively on designs that cluttered his head. Friends with several employees secretly working on special science fiction, elemental type projects, he'd give anything to be part of their team. He tried several times to transfer to the R & D department, but the competition for the limited openings was always too great and sometimes too political.
He spent his free time exercising, watching boxing videos, programming his personal computer, and constructing his personal robot, Better Artificial Robotic Technology, code named BART, and better named Bartholomew. Allowing his imagination to run free from the interference he felt at AREVR, building BART was fun because he was able to exert more creativity. He bought electronic equipment and component parts and conducted experiments in his home laboratory in the way that other men bought tools and busied themselves in their home workshops. Ken was determined to build the perfect robot, one that was more human than robotic and possessed enough artificial intelligence to learn from its mistakes.



Unfortunately, having already cut his hours in half, nonetheless with his irregular work schedule, exercising quickly became a chore. It was sometimes difficult to work out at five in the morning when often that was the only time of the day available. Besides, staying motivated was difficult without a having a training partner to push him. Home alone with late night television beckoning, ice cream in the freezer, and beer in the refrigerator, exercising was slipping down on the list of things that he must do.
Even though watching boxing videos and watching his favorite boxer, Hank Johnson, temporarily sparked his enthusiasm to put on sweats and pummel the bag, he became increasingly discontent with wasting his time exercising and disconnected with boxing in general. Weary from the routine of push up, pull ups, and crunches, he had a bad case of the doldrums. What if, he wondered, he was experiencing the effects of premature mid-life crisis or Spring fever or some combination of the both? He'd be 40-years-old on his next birthday at the end of July.
Tired of coming home to an empty house, he missed having someone with whom to share his life and the happenings of his day. His wife left him for another man at a time when he was building his career by working 16 hour days seven days a week. It was not surprising that they drifted apart, as it was obvious that he had no time for a wife or for children for that matter, and she wanted a husband as well as a man who had time for children.
Sometimes seemingly more than his wife and/or even his life, his job was everything to him. Ten years later, now that he's older and not working those kinds of grueling hours, he'd like to try again with a woman. Meeting someone to share his life would make his life more complete. Moreover, now not receiving enough satisfaction and mental stimulation from working at AREVR, he needed a change. He needed a new career. At the very least, he needed a girlfriend.
* * * * *
He wished there was one profession that combined his love for boxing with his need for staying in shape and with his fascination for robotics and computers. If such a job existed, working at that would be great, only, not knowing what that job was, he had yet to find it. No matter how much consideration he had given it, he was unable to find the ideal career situation, one that combined his computer and robotic vocation with his exercising and boxing avocation.
He pitied himself thinking about his failed marriage and subsequent divorce. He could feel the depression taking hold of him and he was helpless to stop it. Alone and lonely, as if getting cancer and with him having no way to stop it, he felt sadness and self-pity take hold of him in the way of a deadly disease. Always thinking negatively, needing to change his internal monologue, he needed to think more positively.
'Think positive thoughts,' he silently thought to himself while encouraging himself to chase the blues away. 'Think more positive than negative.'
Maybe, he should get a dog, a dog like Rocky had, a Bullmastiff named Butkus or a couple of turtles named cuff and link. In the way that Sylvester Stallone as Rocky Balboa named his goldfish Moby Dick, he could buy two goldfishes and name one Moby and the other Jaws. Only, he was gone for too many hours to have any kind of a pet. Besides, there was no one to walk the dog.
He could hire someone, a dogwalker slash housecleaner but the thought of someone going through his things in his house was disconcerting. As if he was a mad scientist, with his notes and formulas spread all over the living room, kitchen, and bedroom, he was overly protective about his privacy as well as his inventions and research. Then, there was his blackboard covered wall with mathematical scribbles as if he was Einstein or Stephen Hawking. He'd be devastated if someone erased on of his unproven thoughts.
Perhaps, things would have been different had he and Diana stayed together. Instead of having just the one child, maybe they would have had more children by now. Yet, the chance of reconciliation was nil after she confessed her sordid, extramarital love affair. Something that took him by surprise, he never thought his wife, the love of his life, would ever cheat on him. Yet with him gone 16 hours, 7 days a week, what did he expect?
The divorce felt so final when she moved to California. He didn't want the divorce nor did he fight it when she took her daughter out of state. He wanted to save the marriage, but with him seldom home, one can't carry the weight of a relationship meant for two.
The too high of a price that he paid, she had shouldered their relationship alone when he was working those hours while trying to build his career. He tried to make a go at it by cutting back his hours from seventy to sixty but that wasn't nearly enough. With work always on his mind, even when he was with her physically, he wasn't with her mentally. Now, that she's gone and with his career secure, he cut his hours from sixty, to fifty, and from fifty to thirty-six.
'No wonder why she left me,' he thought while laughing to himself. 'I'm hopeless.'
* * * * *
He threw himself into his work after the divorce trying to forget what a shambles his personal life was and it worked up to a point. It worked until he stopped working so hard and so many long hour days. From half of the equity proceeds received from the sale of the house, the overtime checks earned, and by not going out and spending his money foolishly, he had amassed a sizable savings. Now, he had plenty of money to do what he really wanted to do, continue working on BART while dabbing in boxing.
As a diversion from boredom, he invested in the stock market and acquired a modest portfolio of successful investments, mostly blue chip stocks with some high-risk ones too to give it a fun aspect. Mindful of black October and the crash of 1987, as well as the financial meltdown of 2007 and 2008, he curtailed his impulse to buy too many risky stocks. He used the programs that he developed on his home computer to chart blue chip and growth stocks against an algorithm he designed that helped him chart and pick stocks based upon the current events in the world. Turning into quite the financial analyst, his professors at MIT would have been proud of him.
He harbored no pretense of understanding commodities and was bored by low yield bonds. During his analysis of the sometimes too volatile market, he paid particular attention to the headlines in the daily news. He'd look for the current event tidbits that someone not as attuned to the market may have skipped over. Usually, unless one was psychic or born lucky, he knew that there were no hunches and that by the time he acted upon an instinct that he had, a million others were already all over it and dumping their stocks to buy that one.
Using the reverse of that premise, he rejected the favorable stocks, the hunches, and bought the ones that others dumped instead, usually at bargain prices. His strategy worked and although he was not wealthy by any means, he could be considered well off by many. His thinking of the obscure rather than the obvious gave him his advantage.
His way of analyzing stocks for potential investment was contrary to many brokerage houses. Yet, many brokers and their clients lost fortunes during the crash. Conversely, Ken's sense, flair, or talent, whatever one would call it, earned him a more than modest return on his investments during and continuing through those months and recessionary years after the market made its initial correction and subsequent adjustments later.
Notwithstanding, not socializing with anyone after his divorce, he found money wasn't a medicinal cure for loneliness. His married friends stopped inviting him to functions after he rejected their obvious overtures to fix him up with available women. After his divorce, his single friends didn't understand his sense of loss, his vulnerability, his inability to cope with his newfound freedom, and his reduced sense of responsibility. Besides, his daughter was three-thousand miles away from Boston, Massachusetts in sunny Las Angeles, California.
He forgot how to be happy after not having any fun for so long. Though it added to his loneliness, he couldn't resist strolling through FAO Schwartz's toy store on a Saturday morning to check out the new toys and to see the happy faces of the children playing. He always found something new to buy and send to his daughter. A momentary release of his sadness, being around children gave him a sense of what it would be like to be a father taking his daughter to the toy store. Only, even though he was ready this time to have someone in his life, he'd have to find a woman who wanted children.
* * * * *
He missed Elizabeth, his five-year-old daughter. Maybe, he could plan a vacation on the West Coast and spend some time with her, only he dreaded meeting her new husband, a lawyer. He thought of Liz's smiling face and he missed her laughter. Whenever he saw her in the photos that Diana sent, she looked so different than she did only a few months before. He remembered how she loved swinging on the swings, sliding down the slide, and digging in the sandbox at the park. A dull ache of remorse and loneliness consumed him. He had it all but he sacrificed it all for his work and his career.
Suddenly tired and giving in to the fatigue, he closed his eyes and fell asleep. Awakened from his sound sleep after eleven hours, he was late for work. He never slept eleven hours and couldn't believe it when he looked at the clock. Unable to remember when he had slept as much or been absent from work last, he called in ill. He remembered when Lizzie had contracted that high fever. He recalled the day spent waiting at the emergency room of Children's Hospital in Boston.
After seeing so very many sick children, he counted his blessings when realizing that he didn't have a complaint; he should have a complaint. He thought of all those people who couldn't walk or see, truly, he should have a problem. He was healthy and relatively happy. Other than a good woman, a dog, children, and a family, what more could he possibly want? For sure, a woman in his life would be nice, but it was difficult to meet the right woman, someone who doesn't have all the baggage of an ex-husband and children. In the way that some man was caring for his daughter, he didn't want to care for someone else's child.
He was glad that he had taken the day off and decided to make good use of it. As if seeing his old self for the first time in a long time, he looked at himself in the mirror. As if taking stock of himself and an inventory of his good and bad qualities, he was ready for a change.
'Today is the first day of my new life,' he thought. 'Today, I will take control of my life. I will replace negative thoughts with positive ones,' he thought. 'Continuing this internal dialogue of negativism is asinine. I'm young, wealthy, and attractive, I should be happier. There must be a woman out there with whom I can share my life and it's time that I found her.'
* * * * *
Suddenly, feeling the need to go shopping, other than food shopping, something he seldom did, it had been several months since he had bought anything. He had been too wrapped up with work to notice his clothes were as thin as rags from being worn and washed repeatedly. With him a typical nerd, and as forgetful as he was preoccupied when deep in thought, Diana, his ex-wife, took care of everything in the way that his mother had done for him before her.
Fortunately for him, Diana enjoyed shopping and so had done all the buying. Pissing against the wind, while he was trying to save money to invest money, she enjoyed spending money. Cheap with himself but not with her, the only time he received any new clothing was at birthdays and Christmas. Now with her gone, divorced from him, remarried to someone else, and living on the other side of the country, it was up to him to buy the things that he needed.
He remembered how Diana shopped at the mall for hours with her friends when she was depressed and always returned home feeling better and excited to show him what she had bought. He thought of the times she went shopping for hours without buying anything and recalled the times when she bought out the store only to return most of what she bought the next day. Unable to understand the lure that stores held over shoppers, especially over women and women with shoes, he dreaded shopping at the mall.
Aside from needing a whole new wardrobe of clothes, in the way that it did for his ex-wife, he hoped that this clothes shopping adventure would alleviate the boredom and depression that he was feeling. First things first, before buying clothes, tired or riding his bike around Cambridge and taking the mass transit everywhere else, he needed a car. With Diana always having a car, he didn't need a car. Only, even though he knew a lot about robots, he knew very little about cars. Yet, he knew the person who knew everything there was to know about cars.
From his two-bedroom condominium in Boston's Back Bay, the second bedroom that he used as his office, he went to breakfast at Barney's Bacon. A greasy spoon, it had good, inexpensive food with freshly brewed coffee. Unable to find a good cup of coffee anywhere, either it was too weak or bitter. Barney knew how to make a good cup of coffee. Instead of his coffee sitting on a burner for hours, with his coffee continually selling out, he made fresh coffee every few minutes.
Oblivious to his stares, with him taking the day off to decompress, he enjoyed watching other people rush to work, no doubt, in the way that other people had watched him rush to work. He never tired of watching the parade of humanity walk by the diner's windows. After breakfast, instead of taking a train and a bus out to the mall in Burlington or to Chestnut Hill, he headed for downtown, Boston's retail district that extended from Washington Street to Newbury Street. Even though he knew the stores would be more expensive there than at the mall, the quality of the custom merchandise was better on Newbury Street, a hop, skip, and a jump from where he lived.
Born at Boston City Hospital and growing up in the Italian section of the city, the North End, Ken loved Boston. Whenever traveling, he always looked forward to returning home and sleeping in his bed. A micro New York, what he loved most about Boston was the compactness of the city that allowed him to walk or ride his bike from anywhere to almost anywhere. Too overwhelmed by immense size of New York, and with the justification of knowing the area so well that it lent him a naïve sense of security, he felt relatively safe roaming Boston's narrow, city streets.
* * * * *
Each street held a special memory. Charter Street was where he lived so long ago, where he attended grammar school at the Elliot and junior high school at the Michelangelo, where he graduated with honor and excelled at math and science. He used to go sledding down the slippery brick slopes of the historic Copp's Hill Burial Grounds in the winter and stole fruit from the peddlers in the famous marketplace in the summer. Morning, noon, and night, the streets were always filled with crowds of people.
He hawked newspapers in the financial district when he was eleven and shined shoes in North Station's Boston Garden when he was thirteen. Through his teenage years, he worked as a busboy at many of Boston's finer restaurants and as a stock boy during the Christmas retail rush at every major department store. Always working, he learned the value of money early. Never wanting to be as poor as was his father, he wanted to own a house or a condo instead of having to rent.
Concealed by darkness in the North End's Slide Park with Maria, he had his first sexual experience on his fifteenth birthday. While hoping for an autograph, he recalled the hot summer days waiting outside Fenway Park to catch a glimpse of Red Sox ballplayers coming to and leaving the ballpark. While waiting outside of the park, he hoped to catch a homerun ball hit over the green monster by any player on either team. Recalling the fun times spent sailing on the Charles River, if he closed his eyes he could still hear the free concerts conducted by Boston Pops at the Hatch Shell on the Esplanade.
Young and impressionable, the political protests and peace demonstrations held on the Boston Common was a memory not easy to forget. Seeing and smelling the beautiful flowers while walking the quaint pathways of the Public Gardens made him feel privileged. The continual parade of wide-eyed tourists walking along Newbury Street made him smile at their obvious joy of visiting his beloved Boston.
The arrival of college students in August with their departure in May was a sight to behold. With cars double parked with their emergency lights flashing, a caravan of U-Haul vans filled every street. Students from around the world flocked to Boston to attend Harvard, MIT, Boston University, Boston College, Brandeis University, Northeastern University, University of Massachusetts, Bentley College, Babson College, Emerson College, Tufts University, Suffolk University, Wellesley College, Berklee College of Music, Curry College, Fisher College, Simmons College, and dozens of other universities and colleges that made Boston a college town.
Even though it was impossible to find a parking space, it was amazing to see a relatively small city bustling with so many young people. Every weekend, there was a party somewhere. With doors open as if the city was having a multi-block party, students when from door-to-door and dorm-to-dorm. Sex, drugs, and rock-and-roll was everywhere. Not only was Boston a college town but also it was a party town too.
* * * * *
Ken attended Massachusetts Institute of Technology ten years before the federal government started their school loan subsidy programs. Back when he attended MIT, a time just after Federal subsidized student loans really exploded, students either had to pay for the school themselves, have their employers pay, or win scholarships. Fortunately, Ken didn't have to worry about how to pay for college. He won a scholarship. He was gifted when it came to electronics, math, science, and computers.
When it came to electronics, math, science, and/or computers, there wasn't anything that he didn't know; subsequently there wasn't anything that anyone could teach him. He nearly ruined his health trying to maintain his perfect grade average, which required a short hospital stay until he fully recovered. When it became apparent to him that his way of learning didn't correlate to the institutes policy of giving grades, he dropped from college before the end of his junior year.
Even though he didn't need a college diploma, the feeling of failure festered in him for nearly twenty years. It didn't matter that he earned many times more than any classmate who would have graduated with him. It didn't matter that he was highly regarded in his job and respected in his industry. It had helped him to learn that he was in good company. Mark Zuckerberg, Bill Gates, and Paul Allen of Microsoft fame were college dropouts, as were Larry Ellison of Oracle, Steve Jobs of Apple Computer fame, and Michael Dell of Dell Computers, and Ted Turner, the creator of CNN.
Billionaire Oprah Winfrey dropped out of Tennessee State University. Famed writer, F. Scott Fitzgerald left Princeton University because of poor grades. Famed clothing designer, Ralph Lauren, only finished two semesters of college before joining the U. S. Army. College didn't work for their and his type of intellect. There wasn't anything to learn that he already didn't know or couldn't figure out for himself.
Never mind attending college, billionaire Richard Branson of Virgin Atlantic Airways, Virgin Records, and other Virgin brand names fame, dropped out of high school at 16-years-old. Other famous and successful people who dropped out of high school were Jay-Z, Al Pacino, Jim Carrey, Wolfgang Puck, Walt Disney, Coco Chanel, and Abraham Lincoln. Mega superstars, Madonna, Lady Gaga, Beyoncé, John Lennon, Tom Hanks, don't have college degrees either.



Finally, Ken reconciled with the fact that just because he didn't have a college degree didn't mean that he was a failure. He gave himself closure by thinking, 'So, I didn't graduate from college, we all can't be Dr. Wizard.' Only and indeed, he was Dr. Wizard. Helping him to be more positive, he took an inventory of his successes.
Taking inventory of his successes uplifted his spirits. He had a long list of professional accomplishments. Only, now he needed some personal accomplishments to round out his life. His anticipation for a new life wasn't allowing room for self-pity; that period in his life was over. Resurrecting himself for the first time in the two years since his divorce, finally, he took control back of his life. Finally, able to change his internal monologue, he embraced positive thinking.
* * * * *
The first thing that he did was to walk over to Newbury Street for a new hairstyle. He'd been wearing his hair the same way since he was a kid. He finally decided that his barber wasn't doing him any favors. Finally, going with the times, it was time he graduated from a barber to a hairstylist.
Newbury Street is Boston's version of Fifth and Seventh Avenues in New York or Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills. Especially when unable to find a parking spot, it sometimes seems that Newbury Street supports more hair salons than parking spaces. Newbury Street is infamously known as the double-parking capitol of Boston. So much so that there are an army of meter maids who patrol the street writing so many tickets that their fingers cramp and they have to run to their car for more ticket books.
Since, the street level storefront property is so very expensive to rent, most salons are on the second floor and above. All have large picture windows where they advertise for business. The closer you are to the first block the more expensive are the hair services. Ken walked a few blocks before deciding on a particular salon. A friendly and attractive girl of Italian heritage named Anna, cut and styled his hair consistent with today's latest hair fashion. It was amazing how just the right haircut could transform his looks. Looking totally different and better, his new hairstyle gave him an updated and fresh look.
Anna spent the ½ hour that it took to cut his hair while making friendly chatter. She touched his hand, arm, and shoulder as she talked, and rubbed her C cup breasts against his back and shoulder whenever she leaned in close to him. At one point, trying to cut a hard to cut pieces of hair, she stood between his legs to cut the front of his hair. Making him horny, he was so tempted to pull her closer and give her a big, wet kiss. Indeed, she was very attractive and he was slowly building the courage to ask her out when he noticed her wedding ring.
'She's married,' he thought. 'Why are all the good women married?'
He left 'Hair Flare' determined to find that elusive GQ look he had envied while flipping through men's magazines at the salon. Uncomfortable shopping at the upscale men's clothing stores of Louis and Zegna's, he walked over to Brooks' Brothers. Louis and Zegna's had valet parking and the curb outside their stores were lined with Bentley's, Rolls Royce's, Mercedes, BMW's, Porsche's, Lamborghini's, and Ferrari's.
The fine automobiles that conspicuously were parked out front made him feel a bit inadequate, since he didn't even own a car. Preferring to ride his bike, he didn't have time for a car, especially with the convenience of the rapid transit, trains, streetcars, and buses in and around Boston. Nonetheless, Brooks' Brothers had an ample abundance of wool, plaid, argyle, oxford, and high end cotton to make any yuppie feel welcome. He exercised his charge card limit with a new wardrobe of shirts, pants, sweaters, and shoes.
* * * * *
Now, properly coiffed and suitably attired, probably after experiencing the feelings of inadequacy in not owning a car, especially after having seen some exquisite automobiles, Ken decided to buy a car, but not just any car. He wanted something special, only he didn't know what that was, yet. Because of his proximity to the public transit that took him anywhere he needed to go, so long as it was in and around Boston, he hadn't felt the need to own a car. Yet, now, if he was to date someone seriously, he would need a car for those long drives to the White Mountains of New Hampshire or to the sandy beaches of Cape Cod.
Being a bit reclusive the past few years, discounted his reasons for needing a car. He really didn't go anywhere or visit anyone, but all that was about to change. Suddenly, disenchanted with work, his personal life finally took precedence over his professional life. He wanted a new Ken, different from the old Ken. Now, he couldn't wait to buy the reddest, fastest, and more attention-grabbing car affordable. Not this excited since the birth of this daughter, Elizabeth, he could not wait to buy his new car.
He pulled out his cell phone and dialed up his best friend, Jeff, a State Street lawyer. His childhood friend, he had known Jeffrey since grammar school. Growing up in the same North End neighborhood, only two streets away, Jeff was the brother he never had and he was the brother that Jeff never had. "Good morning, Parker, Palmer, Dunn & Associates, how may I direct your call?"
Having not spoken to her in some months, he recognized Jennifer's voice. She was their receptionist and looked like a dead ringer for Loni Anderson of WKRP in Cincinnati, who played Jennifer Marlow, when that situation comedy was popular in the late 70's and early 80's. As tall, blonde, busty, and beautiful as she was sexy, every lawyer in Boston knew who she was. When they weren't trying to bed her, they were trying to hire her away.
"Good morning, Jennifer, how are you today?"
After his divorce, when he was lonely, horny, sexually frustrated, a little drunk, and was unable to sleep, he spent a few restless nights masturbating over imagining Jennifer naked and having sex with her. Only, she wasn't his type. Although she had a lot on the ball in the way that Jennifer Marlowe did, he much preferred brainy women over beautiful women with a hot body. He'd much rather date a scientist with a Ph.D. than a receptionist who had an eye out for marriage while hoping to bag a rich lawyer. In the way that Sheldon, played by Jim Parsons, hooked up with Amy Farrah Fowler, played by Mayim Bialik, and Leonard, played by Johnny Glecki, hooked up with Penny, played by Kaley Cuoco, Ken would have chosen Amy over Penny.
"I'm fine, Ken and yourself?"
Now that he heard Jennifer's sweet voice again, he couldn't help but imagine her naked and her in bed with him. No doubt, with his hand around his erect cock, he'd be having a sexual fantasy of having sex with her tonight. No doubt, with his hand stroking his cock, he'd imagine her blowing him. No doubt, with him masturbating himself and with her big tits bouncing up and down and side-to-side, he'd imagine making sweet love to her before fucking her hard and fast.
"I'm very well, thank you. I took the day off and am playing hooky," said Ken while wishing he could play hooky with someone who looked like her.
Hoping she'd say something sexy and/or invite him to go with her somewhere, he waited to hear her response.
"Lucky you," said Jennifer with a sexy laugh. "I could use a day off to go shopping."
Wanting to end the conversation before he said something sexually in appropriate and made a fool of himself, he had the sudden urge to ask Jennifer to go shopping with him. A perfect lead-in, she was the one who mentioned shopping and he was the one who needed to go shopping and to buy everything, albeit without the help of his ex-wife, Diana.
"Is Jeffrey in?"
He heard her pressing computer keys to check his schedule.
"He's about to go in a meeting. Can I have him return your call?"
Disappointed, Ken was hoping that he wasn't busy. He was hoping that he could play hooky with him. He was hoping that he could at least talk to him about helping him to buy a car.
"Um, it's kind of important," he said with a pause. "Can you catch him before he's too busy to talk? Can you catch him before he goes in the meeting?"
Bad enough that he had to go shopping, it was worse if he had to shop alone.
"Just a minute. I'll try grabbing him before he goes in," said Jennifer. "Hold please."
Ken didn't have to wait very long. Jeffrey picked up the phone within a minute.
"Kenny!"
Ken was happy to talk to his friend. Maybe he could persuade him to take the rest of the day off. Something he had never done, even with his wife, it would be fun to go shopping with his friend.
"How are you doing, Jeff?"
Jeffrey sighed.
"Busy. A very litigious city, with everyone suing everyone, Boston must hold the record for the city with the most lawsuits. How are you doing?"
He could already tell that Jeffrey was too busy to leave work. Yet, worth a try, maybe he at least could meet him for lunch to give him some advice on buying a car.
"Good. Listen, I took the day off. If you can't leave early, how about lunch?"
Someone else was asking Jeffrey a question about a case while he was on the phone with Ken.
"Is there anything wrong, Ken?"
Knowing what he was about to say would get Jeffrey's attention, he paused dramatically.
"Wrong? No. There's nothing wrong," he paused again with trepidation while knowing his friend would react with jokes. "I, um, want to buy a car."
Hurting Ken's ear, Jeffrey laughed out loud in the phone.
"What? Huh? Are you kidding me? You? A car? What did you get a flat tire on your bicycle? You're kidding, right? In the way that you call me to chauffeur you around everywhere," said Jeffrey, "do you even know how to drive?"
Ken laughed with his friend.
"Yeah, very funny. I still have my license," Ken said with another laugh. "Although, now that I think about it, I could probably use a lesson or two. Moreover, I could probably build a better car than I could drive one."
Ken made Jeffrey laugh again.
"In the way that Tesla did, I'm sure you could build a better car but the car that you'd build would look more like a lunar landing vehicle than a car,' he said with another laugh. "Where are you?"
Jeffrey was talking by the reception desk because he could hear Jennifer's voice answering the phone in the background. As soon as he heard her voice, getting horny all over again, he imagined her in her sexy, low-cut bra and her bikini panties. He imagined her in her short, sheer, low-cut, sexy nightgown. He imagined her topless while imagining her big, naked, breasts.
Unable to stop the sexual images from flooding his head, he imagined her big C cup, naked breasts, her round areolas, and her erect nipples. He imagined her naked. He imagined her trimmed blonde pussy and her round, shapely ass. He imagined her in bed and having sex with him. He imagined the sounds she'd make and what she'd say while having a sexual orgasm. Only, even though she was beautiful and sexy, she wasn't his type.
"I'm at the corner of Berkeley and Newbury Streets."
Even though Ken knew exactly where he was, a habit hard to break when double and triple checking everything in his scientific experiments, he still looked up at the signs to make sure he was where he said he was.
"I have a meeting to make, but I can cut it short," said Jeff. He looked at his watched. "I'll meet you at Café 29 in half hour. Grab us a table."
Ken felt better knowing that if Jeff was unable to go shopping with him, at least he could help him buy a car. He thought about all the hot, sports cars that he could buy. He thought again about asking Jennifer to go shopping with him. It would be more fun shopping with her than shopping alone. It would be nice to have a woman's opinion when buying his clothes. He wondered if she'd go in the dressing room with him while he tried on his pants.
"Thanks, Jeff."
Ken was excited about enlisting his friend's help in buying a car.
"I'll see you in a bit, Ken."
* * * * *
Jeffrey had a passion for cars. In his spare time, he dabbled as a car broker. He was a car buff type of guy. He loved cars and knew everything there was to know about cars, which is why Ken called him first.
He worked as an exotic, sports car salesman to help pay his way through law school. Now, he sells his services for a nominal fee to those who know little about cars. He helps them with which cars to buy, with which options to add, and at what price to pay. He also picks up clients that way and helps the clients that he has who are looking to buy a car, especially after they won a big, legal settlement. Jeffrey's automotive expertise is a win/win situation for all.
In Jeffrey's case, discussing cars was a good way to break the ice with a woman. Moreover, some of these women were gearheads and enjoyed talking cars to someone in the know or in Jeffries case, in the business of buying and selling expensive, exotic cars. There was always someone who had an interesting tale that they were eager to tell about a car they once owned. Ever since he was a kid, he subscribed to every automotive publication and read them cover to cover.
Successful enough to afford any vehicle, Jeffrey owned several cars, but preferred driving his BMW, tanzanite blue, Alpina B6 coupe. He said that it was one of the best cars he had ever owned and he had owned them all, Porsches, Ferraris, Lamborghinis, and Corvettes. He said that he's too old for pure sports cars and wanted something more luxuries and something that would impress his clients at the same time, which is why he bought the BMW Alpina.
Prompt to meet Ken, they sat at a table with a view of Newbury Street. Even though Jeffrey's office was close enough to Newbury Street that he could have walked, he preferred driving his car. Somehow, he found a parking space in front of the restaurant. Instead of using quarters, he used Chuck E. Cheese tokens. After taking his nephew to Chuck E. Cheese, he inadvertently inserted a token instead of a quarter. He discovered quite by accident that Chuck E. Cheese tokens would not only give him two hours on the meter but also would jam the meter and stop it from moving.
Even though he could well afford to park his $140,000 car in any parking lot, he preferred sticking it to the city by using Chuck E. Cheese tokens to jam the meter. The two friends sat talking about cars with the same enthusiasm as they had when they talked about cars in high school. They named every exotic sports car from Japan to Germany to Italy and Jeff had something interesting and informative to say about each vehicle.
"After talking cars now for more than an hour," he said looking at his watch while sitting back in his chair, "I know the perfect car for you. I'm ready to make my recommendation."
Ken could hear the drumroll of suspense, as Jeff took a long sip of his beer while scanning the room for available foxes. Focusing upon a beautiful and sexy brunette sitting across from them at the bar, he smiled at her and she returned his smile while slowly crossing her long, shapely legs. Having built up the appropriate amount of suspense, as he always does with everything he says, he awaited Ken's reaction before speaking.
"Okay, Jeff. Jeff!" Ken hated playing games. He hated being in competition in trying to distract Jeffrey's attention away from the sultry woman. "So, which is it the BMW, the Porsche, or the Audi?"
'Knowing Jeff, surprising him and catching him off guard, he'd probably suggest that he'd buy a Corvette of a special version of the Mustang,' thought Ken.
Jeff turned to look at Ken and smiled his ever present self-confident, smug smile. He gave him the same smile that he gave the jury when talking to them as if they were all close friends instead of total strangers. With Jeffrey always so relaxed and Ken always so high-strung, he talked to him in the way that he talked to the jury as if they were sitting his living room having a beer or sipping coffee.
"None of those," Jeff answered quickly and looking away from Ken to look at the leggy woman again.
Enjoying another slow sip of his beer without removing his eyes from the gorgeous woman, he delayed answering Ken to further build the suspense.
"None of those?" Ken looked at his friend as if he was nuts or pulling his leg. He figured that Jeff was going to suggest that he'd buy another bicycle or a motor scooter. "What do you mean none of those?"
He hated it when Jeffrey acted so smugly smart.
"I know a guy," he said. He pulled a pen from his inside jacket pocket and wrote a phone number on the back of his business card. "Give him a call. You'll have to make an appointment, of course. Just tell him that I recommended him to you and he'll take care of the rest. Trust me. He will help you to pick the perfect car."
Jeffrey stood to leave.
"Hey," Ken looked at his friend was deserting him in his time of need. "Where you going?"
Jeffrey turned to give Ken a Cheshire cat smile.
"Where do you think, I'm going," he said with a laugh? "I have more pressing business with a brunette."
He turned from him to walked to the woman.
"Wait, tell me before you go," said Ken. "What kind of car?"
Jeffrey turned to Ken and smiled.
"Don't think small. Think big, very big. Don't think socially responsible. Forget everything I ever told you about fast cars and sportscars. Loose your carbon footprint conscious. Think angry Rottweiler instead of timid Chihuahua. Think sledgehammer instead of carving knife," said Jeffrey with a loud laugh. "Then call the guy on the card. His name is Jake."
Ken looked at his friend stunned as he approached the beautiful woman.
"Rottweiler? Sledgehammer? But I want a car, not a dog or a tool."
To be continued...
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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Revised, rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 01:
Successful enough to afford any vehicle, Jeffrey owned several cars, but preferred driving his BMW, tanzanite blue, Alpina B6 coupe. He said that it was one of the best cars he had ever owned and he had owned them all, Porsches, Ferraris, Lamborghinis, and Corvettes. He said that he's too old for pure sports cars and wanted something more luxuries and something that would impress his clients at the same time, which is why he bought the Alpina.
Jeff based his claims that the BMW Alpina B6, is not a true sports car because it has a backseat. The backseat is best suited for small children. With a horsepower claim of 600 and torque at 590, if the Alpina wasn't an all-out sports car, Ken didn't know what was. Even with its heavy 4,750 weight, nearly as much as a Bentley Super Speed, the car still manages a sportscar 0-60 time of 3.3 seconds.
Prompt to meet Ken, they sat at a table with a view of Newbury Street. Even though Jeffrey's office was close enough to Newbury Street that he could have walked to the restaurant, especially on such a nice, sunny, Spring day, he preferred driving his car. Somehow, gifted in that regard, as if God was always watching out for him and moving all obstacles from his path, he found a parking space in front of the restaurant.
Instead of using quarters, he used Chuck E. Cheese tokens. After taking his nephew to Chuck E. Cheese, a playground restaurant for kids, he inadvertently inserted a token instead of a quarter. He discovered quite by accident that Chuck E. Cheese tokens would not only fit the meter but also give him two hours on the meter. Further, the tokens jammed the meter and stop it from counting down his time. Even though he could well afford to park his $140,000 car in any parking lot, he preferred sticking it to the city by using Chuck E. Cheese tokens to jam the parking meter.
The two friends sat talking about cars with the same enthusiasm as they had when they talked about cars in high school. Nothing changed except they both could afford whatever automobile they desired now. Even though Ken was as wealthy as Jeffrey, if not more, he preferred negotiating the city streets on his custom made, recumbent bicycle. There they sat as if still teenagers naming every exotic sportscar from Japan to Germany to Italy and to America. Jeff always had something interesting, insightful, and informative to add about each vehicle.
"Now that we've been talking about cars for more than an hour," said Jeffrey with a pause and looking at his watch. He sat back in his chair and took a slow sip of his beer before looking up at Ken. "I know the perfect car for you," he said with a smile. "I'm ready to make my recommendation on which car you should buy."
Ken could hear the drumroll of suspense as Jeff took a longer sip of his beer while scanning the room for available foxes. Always distracted by long, leggy women, he was always looking to sexually score. He focused upon a beautiful and sexy brunette sitting across from them at the bar. He smiled at her and she returned his smile while slowly crossing her long, sexy, shapely legs. Having built up the appropriate amount of suspense, as he always does with everything he says and everything he does, in the way that he does in a courtroom with a jury, he awaited Ken's reaction before speaking.
"Okay, Jeff," said Ken. Jeff looked from his friend to look at the attractive woman. "Jeff!" Ken hated playing games. Impossible for him to compete with someone who looked like her, he hated being in competition in trying to dissuade Jeffrey's attention away from the sultry, sexy woman. "So, which is it the BMW, the Porsche, or the Audi? I'm dying to know," said Ken with the same enthusiasm he once shared with Jeff over expensive automobiles when they were kids growing up in the same neighborhood in Boston. "Jeff," said Ken grabbing his arm.
'Knowing Jeff, surprising him and catching him off guard, he'd probably suggest that he'd buy a Corvette or a special version of the Mustang, a GT 500', thought Ken. With Jeffrey a snob when it came to fine, fast automobiles, Ken supposed that his friend didn't think him sophisticated enough to drive a Ferrari, a Lamborghini, a Porsche, or a BMW Alpina B6.
Jeff turned to look at Ken and smiled his ever present self-confident, smug smile, something he never showed his clients but always showed his adversaries. Albeit without the smugness, he gave him the same smile that he gave the jury when talking to them as if they were all close friends instead of total strangers. With Jeffrey always so relaxed and Ken always so nervous, jittery, and high-strung, he talked to him in the way that he talked to the jury as if they were sitting his living room having a beer or sipping coffee. He talked to Ken as if he was someone on trial for murder and Jeffrey was his lawyer trying to calm him and assure him.
"None of those," Jeff answered quickly before looking away from Ken to watch the leggy woman slowly uncross and cross her legs again.
* * * * *
Sometimes, especially in the way that Jeff lavishly lived a lifestyle as if there was no tomorrow, he imagined Jeff as F. Scott Fitzgerald's Great Gatsby reincarnated in the 21st century as a successful lawyer instead of a bootlegger. As if he was an unnoticed fly on the wall, instead of his best friend from childhood, Ken imagined his role as that of the lowly Nick Carraway in Fitzgerald's novel. No matter what they had planned, Ken always took a backseat to the women, the trips, the adventures, and the lavish affairs and events in Jeffrey's life.
The epitome of an eternal bachelor, in the way that Ken did early in his life, he could never see his best friend getting married and having children. Unlike Ken who was always so careful, cautious, and never reckless, especially with his research and experiments, Jeff enjoyed living fast and easy on the edge of life. When he wasn't practicing law, he was attending cocktail parties and rubbing elbows with Boston's powerful, influential, and elite. Boston still had plenty of families with real, old monied wealth and political influence and power.
Because Jeffrey was so charismatic and good-looking, many of those Brahmin families hoped that he'd take a romantic interest in their debutante daughters. Some of these women, once elegantly beautiful, had long since passed their age of maturity, their prime, and/or had been divorced or tarnished with scandal in some way. It's not easy for an aristocratic woman of good social standings to meet an eligible, untethered, young man of good social standings, someone who wasn't after her wealth, her position, and/or her property. Those in that position of power and wealth were more looking to make a political, social connection than they were a marriage.
A term coined by Oliver Wendell Holmes, Sr. that he gave to the highest-ranking caste of wealthy, educated, elite members of Boston's social society of the 19th century, the undercurrent of old money, wealth, power, and influence still controls everything in this country. One may think that it's the politicians who have all the power and the influence but it's those with deep pockets behind the scenes who make the politicians dance to whatever music they want by financial supporting their campaigns. Those in office have learned the hard way not to give a deaf ear to those with vast amounts of money to contribute to their campaigns in exchange for continuing to support their causes and their personal agendas.
"Here's to dear, old Boston, the home of the bean and the cod, where the Lowells speak only to the Cabots, and the Cabots speak only to God," was a quote made in 1910 at a Holy Cross alumni dinner about Boston's blue bloods.
Unlike Ken, Jeff enjoyed living alone. He enjoyed living in his two-bedroom, luxury condo that overlooked Boston Harbor. He enjoyed coming and going as he pleased with apologies to no one. Then, there the exotic cars he bought, the expensive trips he took, and the lavish parties he attended and gave. A married man with children couldn't do any of those things. Burdened with responsibilities, a married man with children would have his wings clipped and his testicles confined to just one woman. In the way that Ken enjoyed being faithful to one woman, as if needing sex as his validation of being desired and wanted, Jeff needed a continual and a constant variety of women.
Nonetheless his faults, he was a good friend and a good man to know should Ken ever have trouble with the law and need a well-connected lawyer. As if Jeff was his mother, it was because of Jeff's constant nagging and continual urging that Ken returned to MIT to graduate and earn his Master's degree a year later. A waste of his time and his money, convolutedly, he only returned to school to please his friend. He only returned to school because he thought, perhaps, his life would be more like Jeff's life, charmed, privileged, and fortunate.
Only, his life wasn't anything like Jeff's life. Instead of feeling confident about the law and about his job as a lawyer, Ken was always filled with self-doubt and failure, especially when one of his experiments didn't work. Where Jeff always had his law books to reference to, Ken was continuing treading new ground with his robots, robotics, and artificial intelligence. As a trial lawyer, Jeffrey went where many had gone before him and, conversely, Ken was inventing things that had yet to be invented.
Yet, having a bachelor's and a master's degree from MIT opened doors that would have otherwise remained closed. Having an advanced degree from MIT allowed him access to the inner circles of those scholars who conducted research and experiments all day, every day. In the way that those few privileged who graduated from Harvard Business School were invited to join the inner circle, the exclusive, private, men's fraternities, and uppity, country clubs that dotted Boston and the world, Ken was invited to rub elbows with scientists and researchers. Moreover, those who passed out grants, no matter how giftedly smart he was, would never give a multi-million-dollar grant to a quitter and a college dropout.
* * * * *
Jeffrey enjoyed another slow sip of his beer without removing his eyes from the gorgeous woman. He delayed answering Ken to further build the suspense. Driving Ken crazy, Jeffrey stared at him in the way that he stared at those who challenged him in a court of law.
"None of those?" Ken looked at his friend as if he was nuts or pulling his leg. Now, forget about him suggesting that he buy a Corvette or a lowly Mustang, Ken figured that Jeff was going to suggest that he'd buy another bicycle or a motor scooter. Ken couldn't help but feel affronted by his friend. Even though they had known one another most of their lives, as if they now lived on opposite ends of the universe, Ken didn't understand Jeff in the way that Jeff didn't understand Ken. "What do you mean none of those?"
Ken hated it when Jeffrey acted so smugly smart. Even though Ken was a brilliant man, albeit in his career of robotic science, Jeffrey had a way of making anyone feel stupid. In the way that Jeff was a gifted lawyer who, no doubt, would be a judge one day, he could have been a psychiatrist. He had an innate ability to read people. A handy trait to have, he could instantly tell if someone was lying or telling the truth.
"I know a guy," he said turning to Ken and focusing his attention on him to calm his perceived injury. He pulled a pen from his inside jacket pocket and wrote a phone number on the back of his business card. "Give him a call. You'll have to make an appointment, of course. Just tell him that I recommended him to you and he'll take care of the rest. Trust me, gifted when it comes to automobiles in the way that you are with robotic science and I am with the law, he has a knack for matching cars with people. He will help you to pick the perfect car. He helped me pick the Alpina."
Jeffrey stood to leave.
"Hey," Ken looked at his friend as if he was his lawyer deserting him in his time of need. "Wait. Where you going?"
Jeffrey turned to give Ken a Cheshire cat smile, a smile that he hated and a smile that made him feel inferior to his friend. Then, he gave him a wink and a head nod in the direction of the woman.
"Where do you think I'm going?" He laughed. "Rather than sit here and talk to you, I have more pressing business with a long, legged brunette," he said laughing again.
Jeff turned from Ken to walk over to the woman.
"Wait, tell me before you go," said Ken. "Just tell me one thing. What kind of car are you recommending that I buy? What make, model, and year is it? What color is it?"
Jeffrey turned to Ken and smiled.
"I won't tell you the car but I'll give you some hints," said Jeff with a laugh. "Don't think small. Think big, very big. Don't think socially responsible. Think socially irresponsible. Forget everything I ever told you about fast cars and sportscars. Loose your carbon footprinted conscious, Ken. Think angry Rottweiler instead of timid Chihuahua. Think sledgehammer instead of carving knife," said Jeffrey with a loud laugh. "Then call the guy on the card. His name is Jake. He'll sell you the car that you don't even know you want until you drive it."
Ken looked at his friend stunned as Jeff left him to approach the beautiful woman.
"Rottweiler? Sledgehammer? But I want a car, not a dog or a tool," said Ken as he watched his friend work his magic on yet another woman.
Ken wondered how he did it. Maybe he told him that he was a rich, successful lawyer. Maybe he told them that he drove a $140,000 BMW Alpina B6. Maybe he told him that he owned an exclusive, multi-million-dollar condo overlooking Boston Harbor. Maybe he lied to them and told them that he was looking for a wife and they were the one. Maybe, in the way that he was so ungodly and uncannily, sexually successful with women, he told them all of the above.
Chapter 02:
After anxiously awaiting an answer on which car he recommended and not receiving one, disappointed that his friend left him for another woman, yet again, Ken watched Jeffrey work his magic with the leggy brunette. As if he was Casanova reincarnated, a natural born woman killer, Jeffery was a master in getting whatever he sexually wanted from a woman. Making his sexual intentions immediately known, his hand found her knee and rested there while playing with the hem of her skirt.
Slowly and gradually, as if already undressing her, not giving a care that he was in a public place of business, he raised her skirt higher and higher. When she didn't stop him from raising her skirt from her knee to her thigh, he raised her skirt even higher. Ken wondered how far Jeffrey would go. He wondered how far the woman would allow him to go. Instead of slapping him and voicing her outrage at his forwardness and aggressiveness, she giggled with delight.
As if she was a hooker that he had paid for her time in advance, she played along with his game of erotic seduction by uncrossing her legs and exposing more of herself for Jeffrey's sexual enticement and to Ken's leering, peeping eyes. Obviously, she was ready to sexually play with him as much as he was eager to sexually play with her. It was then that he saw a wide open legged flash of her shapely thighs and her bright, white panties. It was then that he watched Jeffrey placed his hand between her legs to touch her pussy through her panties, cup her pussy through her panties, and rub her pussy through her panties.
'Oh, my God,' thought Ken. 'Are you kidding me? I don't believe this. They're having sex right here in the restaurant.'
Happening so fast, the sexual seduction was all so sudden and all so unexpected. As if he was dreaming it, Jeffrey sexually molesting a woman in public that he had just met was all so surreal. As if Ken was having a sexual fantasy while awake, it was all so sexually exciting to watch his friend having sex with this woman. Not caring that he was watching, it was all so enticingly erotic watching his friend seduce this woman right in front of him.
'This is unbelievable. Within just a few minutes, he's already masturbating her through her panties. How does he do it? What's his secret? Why can't I get laid?'
* * * * *
They were talking, whispering really, and their mouths were so close that Ken thought that they were kissing. Mesmerized with watching his friend seduce yet another woman, Ken watched as Jeff's hand climbed higher and higher up on the outside of her clothes. He watched Jeffrey cup her breast through her blouse while deftly fingering her emerging nipple. While rubbing her pussy through her panties with one hand, he felt her breast and fingered her nipple through her blouse with his other hand.
'This is crazy,' thought Ken while starting to get an erection from watching his friend about to have sex with this woman right here and right now in a public restaurant.
With her legs spread and Jeff's hand buried in her panty clad cunt, he rubbed her pussy through her panties. Ken couldn't believe that Jeffrey was rubbing her pussy through her exposed panties. While feeling and fondled her blouse clad breast, he fingered her nipple through her blouse. By the huge impression her erect nipple made in her blouse, Ken could tell that she wasn't wearing a bra. As much as he couldn't believe that Jeff was rubbing her pussy, he couldn't believe that Jeffrey fingered her nipple through her blouse. Unable to look away, Ken continued watching as Jeffrey pulled the material of her panty to one side to find and finger her sweet wetness.
Then, something as sexually exciting as it was unexpected, the woman looked over at Ken to watch him watching her. Seemingly, she didn't care that Jeffrey was exploring her sexy, shapely body in a public restaurant nor that Ken was seeing her naked cunt. As if he was a gynecology intern instead of Jeff's best friend, Ken couldn't believe that he was seeing her glistening wet, pink pussy. Seemingly, she didn't care that Ken was watching Jeffrey masturbating her, leering at her exposed panties, and peeping at her brown, trimmed pussy. If anything, she appeared to enjoy putting on a sexy, public, sexual show for him.
He watched her lean into Jeffrey and whisper something in his ear. Obviously, she said something about him watching them because Jeff laughed before looking over at his friend and smiling. As if they were home alone or in a hotel room, instead of being at the end of the bar after most of the lunch crowd had already left, they continued sexually playing with one another. There were just a few stranglers at the other end of the restaurant. The bartender, who no doubt knew Jeffrey and was accustomed to his sexual fetish of having sex in public, went about his business of cleaning glasses and paid them no attention.
Ken figured, knowing Jeffrey as he did, that he did had sex with women in public regularly. Since his college days at his frat house, Jeffrey had always been into public sex. As much of a voyeur as he was an exhibitionist, he liked to be watched while having sex with women. In the way that Ken watched his best friend having sex with women then, he watched his best friend having sex with a woman again now.
While he teased her clit with his fingers, Ken watched as her hand moved higher up on his thigh until she kneaded the bulge that appeared in his pants with skillfully, experienced fingers. In the way that Jeff rubbed her pussy through her panties, she fingered Jeffrey's prick through his pants. Seemingly, as much as he wanted to have sex with her, she obviously wanted to have sex with him. Obviously, a perfect, sexual match, they both liked to be watched while having sex.



Deftly and silently, as if cracking a safe, Ken watched her unzip Jeff's pants, reach her hand inside, and pull out his already stiff prick. Jeffrey looked around, but with her hand under the bar, no one could see what they were doing but Ken. As if this was all preplanned for his sexual pleasure, Ken had the perfect vantage point and Jeffrey knew it. Too long since he had sex, unable to stop watching their sexual, public display, Ken was not only sexually aroused, he was now as horny as he was sexually frustrated.
Ken stared and watched as the sexy woman wrapped her long, manicured fingers around his best friend's cock and slowly and methodically stroked him with purposely intent of getting him to cum. In the way that she expertly stroked him, she had obviously stroked many cocks before. She played with his prick by fingering the head of his swollen prick first. Then, as if she was in love with him and he was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, she slowly and seductively masturbated him in the way that he had slowly and seductively masturbated her. Then, without regard to anyone else who could be watching their sexual show, as if inviting him to join them, she turned to look at Ken watching her jerking off his friend.
'I wish that was me, instead of Jeff,' thought Ken. 'Whether masturbating me in public or in private, after watching this sexy, salacious, sexual show, I need to cum.'
As if watching a live sex show and indeed he was, better than any porn movie that he had ever watched, this was the most sexually arousing display that Ken had ever seen, and better than any porn movie that he had rented. If Jeffrey had told him about this, had he not seen it with his own eyes, he never would have believed him. Yet, now, after witnessing this live, public sex act in person, he'd believe anything that his best friend told him regarding his sexual liaisons. He only wished it was him with the woman instead of his friend. Only, in the way that Jeff could seduce a woman with his eyes, his voice, and his touch, Ken lacked the self-confidence to seduce any woman.
The only sexual tool that he had at his disposal was his mind. A powerful tool indeed, but the women who were attracted to him tied their hair in a bun and wore, thick rimmed glasses from reading all night instead of having sex all night. The only women who were attracted to him cared more about their academic accomplishments and their education than their sexuality. The only women who were attracted to him looked more like librarians and doctors than strippers and porn stars. Just once, he wished that he could get a woman as stunning and as sexy as the woman that Jeffrey was with now. Just once, he'd love to enthrall a woman with his cock instead of with his knowledge.
* * * * *
Out of his league, she was a good-looking and sexy woman. Jeffrey always got the best looking and sexiest women. How does he do it? Always, he finds the most beautiful women and gets them to do the most outrageous, sexual things in public, no less. What are the odds that so many women would agree to have sex with him in public, especially with a man they just met? Perhaps he was old fashioned but Ken thought that more men would agree to have sex in public than women. Perhaps, he was shy and modest but he could never have sex in public in the way that Jeff did.
He watched Jeff whisper something in her ear and she turned again to look at Ken while giggling. If it wasn't enough that she was so pretty and so sexy, she also had a very musical laugh. He imagined that she must have a good singing voice. Ken felt as if he was at a swingers', social dance watching two people who were privately, sexually active in the lifestyle suddenly become sexually active in public. Jealous of Jeffrey's sexual success with women, he envied him. He wished he was more like his friend. He wished he knew how to seduce women in the way that Jeffrey was so comfortably adept at bedding them.
Then, if what he was already doing wasn't sexually arousing enough, with just a subtle flip of his finger, as if he knew exactly what to do and when to do it, Jeffrey slid the strap of her blouse from her shoulder. As if a shroud unveiling a painting, a sculpture, or a valuable work of art, Ken watched her blouse strap slowly slide down her arm as if in slow motion. With her not wearing a bra, her red silk top slowly slid to expose her right, naked breast. Ken couldn't believe he was seeing her naked tit.
Too perfectly formed to be natural, her breast appeared real but surgically enhanced. Yet, whether her breast was natural or a surgical creation of what a plastic surgeon thought a woman's breast should look like, Ken still took sexual excitement in seeing her naked breast. When Jeff exposed her breast, instead of covering her nakedness with her hand and/or instead of sliding her blouse strap back over her shoulder, she remained partially topless to Ken's horny and admiring eyes. In the way that he was sexually excited in seeing what she was showing him, she seemed sexually aroused in showing him what he was seeing of her.
'I can't believe that Jeffrey exposed her naked breast. I can't believe she allowed him to expose her naked breast. I can't believe she allowed me to see her naked breast without covering herself. I can't believe I'm seeing her naked tit,' he thought while continuing to stare at her semi-nakedness as if he was a peeping pervert instead of Jeff's best friend.
Her breast a B/C cup was certainly big enough and was very shapely. Even though she appeared to be thirty-something instead of twenty-something, her breast didn't sag at all. Her breast was spectacularly beautiful. Her pink nipple was already erect and Jeffrey leaned his mouth to it and teased her nipple out more with his lips and tongue. Teasing him as much as she was teasing him by not covering her naked breast, Jeffrey looked back to see his friend's reaction to not only seeing her naked tit but also to seeing him sucking her naked tit.
He watched them as if he was watching the movie 9 ½ Weeks with Kim Basinger and Mickey Rourke about a woman who had an impersonal affair with a man she barely knew, and the sexy, sexual games they played. Enthralled watching the sexual interaction, Ken watched Jeffry take an ice cube from his water glass, insert it in his mouth, and lean forward to suck out her nipple. Squirming, quivering, and giggling, she seemingly was delighted with the touch of his icy cold lips, mouth, and tongue.
'I'd think she'd more prefer him take a sip of hot coffee instead of freezing her nipple with ice,' thought Ken. Now, eager to try that sexy trick on a woman, alas, he had no one who'd allow him to see her tits never mind suck her tits.
Transfixed on her experienced hand, Ken watched her stroke him faster and harder, again. Jeff leaned closer to her ear and whispered something to her again. Next, she reached her hand in her glass and pulled out a handful of ice cubes. She inserted the ice in her mouth before climbing down from her barstool and falling between Jeff's legs. She stroked him a few more times before taking his erect cock in her ice filled mouth.
'Oh, my God. Fuck me,' thought Ken. 'I can't believe they're doing this. I can't believe I'm witnessing this. I can't believe she's giving him a blowjob in a public place. This is so hot. I'll be masturbating over this tonight.'
The entire time she sucked him, as if she was telling him that he was next, she stared in Ken's direction with her big, brown eyes. Then, when she temporarily removed Jeff's cock from her mouth to add more red lipstick to her full lips, she turned to Ken and ran a slow tongue across her lips while blowing him a slow, sexy kiss. It was erotically arousing for Ken to watch his friend get an icy, cold blowjob from such a very, hot woman while Jeffrey knew that he was there watching them having sex.
'Fuck me,' thought Ken. 'Why does he always get the hot woman? How does he do it?'
Nonetheless them not caring that he was watching them having sex, obviously with Jeff wanting him to witness their sexual antics, he felt as if he was doing something naughty peeping on them. Even though they were the naughty ones having sex in such a public place and in front of him while knowing full well that he was watching, as well as making him feel horny, he felt uncomfortable watching such a public, sexual display of sexual depravity. Sexually frustrated that it wasn't him receiving the blowjob, he felt the horniest he had felt in a very long time.
As if he was the perverted one for watching and staring, he felt that there was something wrong with him for sexually living vicariously through his friend having sex with this gorgeous, sexy woman. As if watching a live porn show, Ken watched her head slowly bob up and down before bobbing faster and in rhythm with her hand. Giving him a real show, while she stared over at him, he watched her tongue flick in, out, and around Jeff's stiff prick. Then, as she licked and sucked his entire shaft while stroking him, deep throating him, as if it was a magic trick, his cock disappeared in her mouth all the way to the base.
'Lucky bastard,' thought Ken. 'They're making me so frigging horny.'
Her cock sucking skills made her cheek swell as much as his appreciation swelled in watching this impromptu, public blowjob. Her cheek moved in and out as she stroked Jeffrey while sucking him. Ken couldn't believe that his friend was getting a blowjob in such a public place. Having seen his friend getting a blowjob before, he knew he was about to cum when Jeff put a gentle hand to the back of her pretty head. He knew that Jeff was ready to cum when he saw him moving his hips.
Encouraging him to ejaculate his cum in her willingly mouth, she stroked him faster and harder while sucking him deeper as Jeff humped her mouth and fucked her face. Obviously, not done with her sexual show, she turned her head to stare at Ken as Jeff exploded his load of cum in her mouth and down her throat. Without spilling a drop, licking him clean, she took it all and swallowed it. Then, she dabbed her lips with her napkin and applied more lipstick to her full lips. Ken saw Jeffrey's cock covered in lipstick before it disappeared in his pants.
'Lipstick on the dipstick,' thought Ken. 'I wish that was my cock covered with her red lipstick,' he thought again.
Jeffrey gave her his business card wrapped inside several crisp, Ben Franklins and deep kissed her. Then, he walked back over to Ken after the woman left to beam him a sexually excited smile. Still reeling from the public, sexual display, Ken watched the woman leave as if she was leaving a store after shopping. Except for her beauty and sexy figure, she looked like any other affluent woman on Newbury Street. She had an incredible body and such a perfect ass.
Staring after her, Ken wondered if she was married. He wondered if her husband knew that she was cheating on him. He wondered if she had kids. He wondered if her children knew that Mommy was a cock sucking whore. Obviously, she was a close friend of Jeff's but now he wondered if she was a prostitute that Ken hired to sexually tease him.
"You sly dog," said Ken looking at his friend incredulously. "How'd you get her to do that?"
As if a public blowjob happened to him all the time, and obviously, it did, Jeff shrugged and made a face of disinterest as if receiving a blowjob in a restaurant was no big deal. Now Ken couldn't help but wonder if Jennifer, his sexy receptionist, gave him a blowjob in his private office. In the way that he'd love to receive a blowjob from the sexy, mystery woman at the bar, he'd love to receive a blowjob from sexy Jennifer too.
"Who Cindy?" He laughed. "We go way back," said Jeff waving goodbye to her as he watched walk by the window where he was sitting.
Ken turned in his chair to watch her walk down the street.
"She has such an incredible ass," said Ken turning to stare at her in the way that people rubberneck after a car accident.
Jeffrey laughed at his friend's obvious, sexual attraction to Cindy.
"She does have a great ass, Sport," said Jeff with a laugh.
As if he was his inferior instead of his equal, Ken hated when Jeffrey called him sport.
"She's so sexy. She so beautiful. She has such a great figure," said Ken watching her crossing Newbury Street to head down Berkeley Street towards Boylston Street.
Jeff laughed at Ken's obvious sexual fascination with Cindy.
"She's indebted to me after I helped her teenage son out of a legal jam that would have sent him to jail. Then, after losing touch with her, she was at a bachelor's party that I was at last month. She nearly did everyone in the room," he said with a dirty laugh. Jeffrey looked at his watch. "Well, I have to get back to the office, old chum. It was nice seeing you again Ken. Don't forget to call Jack. Trust me. You're in good hands, Sport," he said. "In the way of a father taking care of his son when buying his first car, he'll take care of you."
When Jeff stood up to leave again, Ken looked at his friend with panic. He was leaving again without telling him the make, model, and year of the car that he'd recommend Ken buy.
"Wait, you didn't tell me what kind of car," said Ken looking down at the business card that Jeff handed him with Jack's name and number penned on the back. "What's the make, model, and year of the car that you recommend I buy? Tell me. I can't take the suspense," said Ken with a nervous laugh.
Jeffrey laughed out loud.
"Sometimes, Ken, when unable to describe something with words, a picture is worth a thousand words," he said smugly while putting a hand on his shoulder and chuckling. "Trust me, Sport. It's better that it's a surprise. I don't want you to form an opinion and prejudge the car before you go see it and drive it. Besides, there's no way that I can describe this car to you and do it justice," he said with a laugh.
Ken made a bitter face. Every time he called him sport, he thought of Gatsby calling Nick sport.
"Seriously? You're not going to tell me the make, the model, and the year?"
Jeff gave his friend his best courtroom smile.
"If I told you the make, model, and year of the car, you'd never go look at it. So, keep an open mind and take it for a ride. I think you'll be surprised. It's one of my favorite cars of all time," he said nodding his head as if he knew that Ken needed that extra bit of affirmation.
Ken looked down at Jeffrey's business card again.
"Okay, I can do that. I like surprises as much as anyone, I guess," said Ken.
* * * * *
Just before Jeffrey left, having not witnessed the public, sexual display, a tall, buxom blonde parked herself on the barstool where Jeff had been sitting just as he was leaving the restaurant. She stole a look at Ken just before she sat with her back to him. On his way out, Jeff looked at the woman and Ken figured that he was going to solicit her for sex too. Only, instead of soliciting her for sex, instead, he walked to the bartender and handed him some denomination of folded currency and whispered something. The bartender smiled and immediately delivered a drink to the hot blonde. Wishing he was as confident with women, Ken watched Jeffrey's departure.
Daydreaming of the car that he imagined Jeff recommending, he stayed to finish his beer while envisioning himself driving a British, racing green, Jaguar convertible. He imagined the Jag having dark brown, leather seats. He also had a fondness for German cars, particularly M series BMW's, one of the best car in the world for the money. A friend of his and a co-worker at work had one. Of course, he'd get the sports package with the 18" wheels and the Recaro sport seats.
He imagined wearing a Jackie Stewart, flat cap. In the way that Raul Julia did as Franco in The Gumball Rally did while driving his red Ferrari, he imagined his white, silk scarf blowing behind his head in the breeze as he flew along the highway top down. He imagined feeling the wind cool the bite of the hot sun. He imagined stopping for a traffic light and a beautiful, blonde woman, much like the brunette woman sitting at the bar, seated in a non-descript car, a 6-cylinder Mustang, watching his approach from the other side of the street.
"Thank you," said the woman from the bar and adding the realism of dialogue to his daydream but interrupting his daydream of the beautiful blonde in the Mustang at the same time.
Ken looked up at her as if she was talking to someone else.
"Pardon? I'm sorry. Were you talking to me? I was daydreaming," he said staring in her big, blue eyes.
She raised her glass as if toasting him.
"For the drink," she said. "Thank you," she said again.
'So, that's why he said something to the bartender and handed him money,' thought Ken. 'Jeffrey, that sly dog, set me up with her on his way out of the restaurant.'
When she stood from her barstool to stand by his table, Ken smiled up at her. He couldn't believe she approached him. Now, he wondered if she was a prostitute in the way that other woman may have been. Only, even though he'd love nothing more than receiving a blowjob, especially from someone who looked like her, Ken would never have sex in a restaurant.
"My pleasure," he said. When she didn't leave, he stood and pulled out a chair. "Would you care to join me?"
She gave him a smile. If she wasn't pretty enough before, she was even prettier when she smiled.
'Even better looking than Cindy, she was such a knockout,' he thought.
She placed her drink on Ken's table.
"Yes, that would be nice," she said sitting down across from him as she slowly, almost seductively crossed her long, shapely legs in the way that the leggy brunette had done.
Ken returned her smile with his.
"Of course. My pleasure," he said.
In the way that Jeff had put his hand on Cindy's knee before lifting her short skirt to expose her white panties, he could never do that in a public place, especially with a woman he didn't even know and had just met. Even though it was sexually exciting to watch the public, sexual display, he had more respect for woman than to maul them in public. She made eye contact with him again as she did when she thanked him for the drink.
Something out of a Toni Morrison novel, she had the deepest, bluest eyes he had ever seen. They were so blue that he wondered if they were real or colored contacts. In the way that Pecola, the black girl from Lorain Ohio during the Great Depression, insanely imagined that she had blue eyes, in Morrison's The Bluest Eye, he understood why a girl exposed to racism would want blue eyes.
"I'm Roxanne, Roxanne Covelli," she said smiling and extending her hand to him.
He shook her hand as if he was meeting her for a business lunch instead of a date. It would be a bit presumptuous on his part to think that someone who looked like her would date him. Yet, here she was sitting across from him at his table. Maybe in the way that Cindy was a plant for Jeffrey, Roxanne was a plant for him. Obviously, an assumed name, seriously, how many women are named Roxanne? Perhaps a fabricated name from a Rod Stewart song, Roxanne sounded more like a stripper's name in the way of Veronica, Tiffany, and/or Crystal.
"Ken, Ken Lunderry" he said gently shaking her soft, warm hand while playing along with her.
After watching Jeffrey receiving a hand job from Cindy, he couldn't help but imagine Roxanne giving him a hand job too. He was unable to control his sexual emotions and inappropriate thoughts, especially with him already horny and sexually frustrated after watching his friend getting a blowjob. Melting his heart and inspiring another erection, she smiled again at him.
"I'm pleased to meet you, Ken Lunderry," she said shaking his hand, smiling, and making eye contact again. "That's an unusual name. Is Lunderry English?"



She surprised him by her insight and flattered him with her interest.
"Why yes, indeed, it is. Most people never guess the origin of the name," said Ken.
In the way that she looked at him and suddenly took interest in him, he couldn't help but feel that he was on a first date.
"Where did you grow up?"
He smiled at her with pride.
"Boston born and educated. I'm a proper Bostonian," he said raising his glass to take a sip.
She laughed.
"How does an Englishman find happiness in the Italian section of the city?" She giggled her question.
Ken smiled at her while remembering her mother who had passed a few years ago.
"My mother was Italian," he said. "First generation born in this country, her father immigrated from Italy when he was sixteen-year-old."
Something about her confidence and the ease of her manner confessed her intelligence. He had always been attracted to strong, intelligent women. He'd more easily fall in love with a woman who had a big brain and small breasts than with a woman who had a small brain and big tits.
"What about you? Where are you from?"
She put him at ease with her melodious giggle and it helped that she was so very pretty.
"South Boston," she said with a laugh and moving her open palmed hand to her shoulder in the way of a mini stop sign. "I know, I know, much like you, the only Englishman in an Italian neighborhood, I may be the only Italian in an Irish neighborhood. I may be the only woman who doesn't have red hair and freckles," she said with a melodious laugh.
Ken smiled at her sense of humor.
"Well, all the parts of the city have dramatically changed for the better. Actually, I live in the Back Bay now, instead of the North End. The old, territorial, neighborhood people have died off and their children can no longer afford Boston's price of admission," said Ken. "Most of them have moved away to Everett, Malden, Somerville, and Medford. Even Charlestown, once a safe haven of Irish, taken over by out of state and other country, foreign interlopers, has become as expensive as living on Boston's waterfront."
Ken thought of how much Boston had changed since he was a kid growing up in the city.
"I couldn't help but overhear you with your friend as he was leaving," she said. "Are you shopping for a new car?"
Ken was glad that Roxanne hadn't witnessed Jeff receiving a blowjob from Cindy. Yet, then again, perhaps Roxanne was a prostitute in the way that Cindy was a prostitute. Perhaps had she witnessed Jeff receiving a blowjob from Cindy that may have inspired her to give him a blowjob too. With housewives and grad students embracing paid sex for some easy money, if Roxanne was a hooker, she didn't look and act like any women of the night that he ever knew.
"Actually, I am shopping for a car. I haven't owned one in years. I live close to here. It's more convenient to walk, grab a cab, take the subway, or ride my bike than it is to endlessly drive in gridlock traffic looking for a place to park. Yet, now, especially if I want to travel and get out of the city, I need a car."
Roxanne nodded her head.
"Yeah, you can say that again. The traffic around here is bad. I had to park two blocks down and the meter was broken. I hope I don't get a ticket," she said.
Ken wondered if the broken meter was one of the meters that Jeffrey had jammed with Chuck E. Cheese tokens. Ken looked around the nearly empty restaurant. Well after the lunch hour, he wondered why she had stopped in for a drink at this particular time.
"Are you meeting someone?"
She shrugged her shoulders with sadness.
"I was supposed to meet a man that I met online but obviously, he's a no-show. He didn't even give me the courtesy of a call," she said checking her smartphone. "Maybe he spotted me from the window and didn't think that I was attractive enough to even bother meeting me," she said with a sad, little laugh.
Ken beamed her a happy smile.
"That's bad for you but good for me," said Ken with a laugh. "Otherwise, I never would have made your acquaintance. Actually, now that I take a closer look at you," he said as his excuse to stare at her longer. "Maybe when he saw you, he thought that you were too attractive for him and too good to believe."
Roxanne returned his smile with her smile.
"Thanks, you're sweet. I'll drink to that," said Roxanne.
Ken took a sip of his beer.
"Just for curiosity sake, what kind of car do you own?"
She smiled her pride. Obviously by the sudden enthusiasm that showed on her face, she loved her car. In the way that Jeffrey was a car buff, obviously, she was too.
"A Mustang. I drive a Mustang. I love Mustangs. This is my fourth one."
Ken nodded his admiration of her car choice.
"Is it a stick or an automatic?"
She made a face as if she had just swallowed a bug.
"It's a sacrilegious crime to buy a Mustang with an automatic," she said with a laugh. "I bought one with a 6 speed."
Ken smiled his admiration again.
"Nice." He looked closer at her. She was a good-looking woman, maybe around 35-years-old age, with a smoking hot body. Hard to believe, she was even better looking and hotter than Cindy. "Pardon my forwardness and it's okay for you to say no, but are you doing anything for the next few hours?"
Something he'd never ask of any woman, something that he couldn't even ask of Jennifer, Jeff's hot, sexy receptionist, he was about to ask of Roxanne. Obviously, Jeffrey had inspired him to be more forward. Suddenly, he felt like the lady killer that he wasn't. Only, sweating bullets that she'd reject him, he was nervous with anticipation while waiting for her response.
"A few hours?" She looked at him sideways before giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. "Why? Keeping in mind that I just met you, and don't know anything about you, other you're your name, what did you have in mind that would take a few hours?"
In the sexy way that she looked at him and in the naughty way that she smiled at him, he wondered if he suggested something other than what he was thinking if she'd go for it. Having not had sex since his ex-wife divorced him, he imagined her naked and having an orgasm in his bed. Only, when it came to meeting new women, especially when it came to sex, he was nothing like Jeffrey. No doubt, Jeffrey would have already propositioned her. No doubt, Jeffrey would have already had her back at his place naked and in bed.
"Well, my friend, Jeffrey, gave me the business card of a guy selling a car. He recommended this car, but wouldn't tell me the kind of car that it is. I have no idea of the make, the model, and/or the year of the car."
Ken looked down at the business card before looking up at her again.
"I see," she said with a smile of interest and curiosity.
Ken was quick to pick up on her interest and curiosity with a question.
"I'm really curious what car he recommended," he said pausing before asking his question. "If I can arrange to see the car now," he said looking up at her as if begging her while getting lost in her blue, beautiful eyes. "Would you care to take a ride with me to go see the car? He further qualified his question. "Being that you seem to be as much of a car buff as I am, I could use your help in deciding if I should buy the car or not. When it comes to making big purchases, I'm always so indecisive."
She beamed him a smile as if he had just asked her out on a date, and kind of, he did.
"Sure," she said. "Why not? Looking at cars is always fun."
They walked the two blocks down Newbury Street to where her car was parked just after Dartmouth Street. Not pegging her for that before but by make, model, and color of her car, he figured she was a bit on the wild side. She had an orange Mustang GT with black stripes and black, spinner wheels.
"Wow, when you said you owned a Mustang, I figured you owned the six cylinder version and not the hot, GT."
She laughed.
"There's no substitute for horsepower."
* * * * *
Ken called Jake on his cell phone en route to Cambridge where the car was stored. While waiting for Jake to answer the phone, soon to find out, Ken wondered again what the make, model, and year of the car that he had to sell him.
"Hello?"
Jake sounded like an older gentleman by the sound of his voice.
"Hello, Jake?"
Jake paused on the other end as if he was trying to recognize Ken's voice.
"Yeah? This is Jake. Who's this?"
Ken's first impression of Jake was that he sounded like an old curmudgeon.
"I'm Ken, Ken Lunderry. I'm a friend of Jeffrey's and—"
Ken was nervous that the man wouldn't know who Jeffrey was. He was nervous that the man wouldn't care that he was a friend of Jeffrey's. He was nervous that the man wouldn't have a car for him. Perhaps he never should have told Jeffrey that he was buying a car. Perhaps, he should have just gone to a Porsche or BMW dealership and bought whatever they had on the showroom floor on in their lot. Only, if he bought a car without his best friend's help, he'd not only insult him and hurt his feelings but also he'd never hear the end of it.
"Jeffrey! Any friend of Jeffrey's is a friend of mine. He's a fine lawyer. He's helped me out of several jams. How is he? I haven't seen him in a while?"
Ken felt relieved.
"Jeff is good. We just had lunch together and when I told him that I wanted to buy a new car, he recommended me to you. He said that you had the perfect car," said Ken.
Ken wondered again what car Jake had to sell him.
"Is Jeff still driving the Alpina B6 that I recommended for him?"
For this man to recommend the best car that Jeff ever had, he must know his cars.
"Yes," said Ken. "He's still driving his Alpina. He loves the car. He said that it's the best car he ever had, and if you know Jeffrey, he's owned them all," said Ken. "Which car do you have for me?"
The man laughed out loud.
"I have lots of cars for sale," said Jake. "Which one did Jeffrey suggest?"
Not wanting to spend too much money on a car but knowing Jeffrey as he did when it came to cars, he wondered if Jake was going to try and sell him a hot Ferrari, a sexy Maserati, or a fast Porsche.
"Actually, he didn't say which make, model, and year car. He only said that the car that he had in mind was a special one. For Jeff to say that the car is a special one must really mean that the car he had in mind is really special," said Ken while wondering what would be deemed a special car to Jeffrey.
The man laughed out loud.
"Oh, that one. The special one. I see. I know the exact car," said Jake with a laugh. "I know just the car that he wants you and expects you to buy. This was a car that he wanted to buy for himself. For him to be willing to sell this car to you, you must be a close friend," said Jake.
Ken laughed while wondering what the mystery was around the car deemed special.
"I am," said Ken. "We grew up in the same North End neighborhood. I've been friends with him since I was a child."
Jake returned Ken's laugh with his laugh.
"He's a sly rascal that one. This way, after you buy it, when you drive it, he'll ride in it too," said Jake with a pause. "So, when can you come to take it for a drive?"
As if he was the proud father, Ken hasn't been this excited since his robot BART took his first steps and said his first few words.
"Actually, I'm on my way to you now. I'm on Storrow Drive," said Ken passing MIT and Harvard before passing Boston University on his way to Cambridge.
Along the way to Jake's place of business, half a dozen exotic sports cars flashed through Ken's mind. Maybe the car suggested is an Aston Martin. That's an awesome car.
"Wonderful, I'll see you in a few minutes."
Jake hung up the phone before even telling Ken the make, model, and year of the car that Jeff suggested.
"Wait! What kind of car is it? Hello? Jake? Hello?"
To be continued...
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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Ken and Roxanne go to see the "special car" that Jeff recommended and that Jake has to sell.
Continued from Chapter 02:
When Roxanne thanked Ken for the drink that Jeffrey sent over to her before he left, he felt the need to make small talk in the way that his friend had done with Cindy. Especially now that he asked her to join him at his table, he felt pressured to make his move. Only, with her so very pretty and him lacking self-confidence, he already had deemed her out of his league. Nonetheless, even if it meant him making a fool of himself, using her as his way to get back in the dating game, he persevered.
"Are you meeting someone?"
She shrugged her shoulders with sadness.
"I was supposed to meet a man that I met online but obviously, he's a no-show," she said looking as embarrassed as she looked rejected. "Feeling a bit rejected and awkward in confessing this to you, a total stranger, he didn't even give me the courtesy of a call," she said checking her smartphone. "Maybe he spotted me from the window and didn't think that I was attractive enough to even bother meeting me," she said with a sad, little laugh.
Ken beamed her a happy smile.
"That's bad for him but good for me. His loss is my gain," said Ken with a laugh. "Otherwise, I never would have made your acquaintance. Actually, now that I take a closer look at you," he said as his excuse to stare at her longer. "Maybe when he saw you, he thought that you were too attractive for him and too good to believe."
Roxanne returned his smile with her smile.
"Thanks, I needed that. You're sweet. I'll drink to that," said Roxanne lifting her glass in toast to him. "Your kind words have made me feel better."
Ken took a sip of his beer.
"Just for curiosity sake, as part of my personal, car survey," he said with a laugh. "What kind of car do you own?"
She smiled her pride. Obviously by the sudden enthusiasm that showed on her face, she not only loved her car but obviously enjoyed talking about her car. In the way that Jeffrey was a car buff and in the way that he used to be a car buff, before he chose to ride a custom built, recumbent bike around town, obviously, she was too. What are the odds, he wondered, of meeting a beautiful woman who loved cars as much as he did?
"A Mustang. I drive a Mustang. I love Mustangs. This is my fourth one," she said. "As if I'm one with the car, I love how they feel and handle."
Ken nodded his admiration of her car choice.
"I like Mustangs too," said Ken. He assumed because she was a woman that she had the wimpy Mustang with a six-cylinder engine with an automatic transmission instead of the faster GT with the 5.0 V8 and the six-speed transmission. "Is it a stick or an automatic?"
Nearly choking on her drink, she made a face as if she had just swallowed a bug.
"An automatic? God, I'd never buy a car with an automatic. I'd be lulled to sleep when I put on the cruise control. Besides, it's a sacrilegious crime to buy a Mustang with an automatic," she said with a laugh. "Of course, I bought one with a 6 speed. A standard transmission gives you the feeling that you're actually driving the car instead of the car automatically driving you."
Ken smiled his admiration again.
"Nice," he said while smiling at her.
Catching more than his eye but his attention too, he looked more closely at her. A beautiful woman who loved cars was a hard woman to find. She was a very good-looking woman, maybe around 35-years-old age, with a smoking hot body. Hard to believe, she was even better looking and hotter than Cindy. Where Cindy had brown hair and brown eyes, Roxanne had blonde hair and blue eyes.
"Pardon my forwardness by my inappropriately personal question, and it's okay for you to say no but, um," he said pausing. In the way that he didn't feel confident about himself to ask Jennifer to go shopping with him, he feared rejection in asking Roxanne to accompany him to see that car that Jeffrey had recommended. He quelled his fear and, albeit beating around the bush, he asked her the question. "Are you doing anything for the next few hours?"
Something he'd never ask of any woman, something that he couldn't even ask of Jennifer, Jeff's hot, sexy receptionist, a woman he had known for years, he was about to ask of Roxanne. Obviously, Jeffrey had inspired him to be more forward with women. Obviously, after watching the sex show that Jeff and Cindy put on in public, Ken was still horny. Suddenly, inspired and encouraged to ask her such a forward question, he felt like the lady killer that he wasn't. Only, sweating bullets that she'd reject him after her blind date had rejected her, he was nervous with anticipation while waiting for her response.
"A few hours?" She laughed a melodious laugh. She looked at him sideways before giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. "Why? Keeping in mind that I just met you, and don't know anything about you, other than your name, what did you have in mind that would take a few hours?"
In the sexy way that she looked at him and in the naughty way that she smiled at him, now he wondered if he suggested something other than what he was thinking if she'd go along with it. Having not had sex since before his ex-wife divorced him, he imagined her walking around his condo in her sexy, low-cut bra and bikini panties while wearing one of his shirts unbuttoned. He imagined her big tits bouncing and swaying as she walked around his bedroom topless. Screaming out his name, he imagined her naked and having an orgasm in his bed from his mouth, his fingers, and his cock.
Only, when it came to meeting new women, especially when it came to a beautiful and sexy woman, and especially when trying to romance and solicit a woman for sex, he was nothing like Jeffrey. No doubt, Jeffrey would have already propositioned her. No doubt, Jeffrey would have already had her back at his place naked and in bed. No doubt, Jeffrey would already be having sex with her. No doubt, after making his sexual conquest with her, Jeffrey would have already moved on to some other woman.
"Well, my friend, Jeffrey, gave me the business card of a guy selling a car. He recommended a car, but wouldn't tell me the kind of car that it is. I have no idea of the make, the model, and/or the year of the car."
Ken looked down at the business card before looking up at her again.
"I see," she said with a smile of interest and curiosity.
Ken was quick to pick up on her interest and curiosity with a question.
"I'm really curious which car he recommended," he said pausing before asking his question. "If I can arrange to see the car now," he said looking up at her as if begging her while getting lost in her beautiful, blue eyes. "Would you take a ride with me to go see the car?" He further qualified his question. "Being that you seem to be as much of a car buff as I am, I could use your help in deciding if I should buy the car or not. When it comes to making big purchase decisions, I'm always so indecisive. Your opinion would really be of help."
She beamed him a smile as if he had just asked her out on a date, and kind of, he did.
"Sure," she said. "Why not? After being stood up, I have nothing better to do and looking at cars is always fun."
They walked the two blocks down Newbury Street to where her car was parked just after Dartmouth Street. Not pegging her for that before, but by the make, the model, and thecolor of her car, he figured she was a bit on the wild side now. She had an orange Mustang GT with black racing stripes that went the length of the trunk, the roof, and the hood. She also had black, spinner, aluminum wheels and black Recaro, racing seats. Her Mustang GT was just as hot as she was.
"Wow, when you said you owned a Mustang, I figured you owned the six-cylinder, automatic transmission version and not the hot, GT with a six-speed and Recaro seats," he said with a laugh. "I like the orange paint. It looks better than red."
She laughed while firing up the engine.
"Why? Because I'm a woman?" She laughed. "With the GT having 435 horsepower, there's no substitute for horsepower," she said with another laugh. "I love going fast," she said giving him a wink.
'Hmm, did she have a double meaning? Did she mean going fast in a car or going fast in a sexual relationship,' wondered Ken.
* * * * *
Eager to see the car in person, Ken called Jake on his cell phone enroute to Cambridge where the car was stored. While waiting for Jake to answer the phone, soon to find out which car Jeff recommended, Ken wondered again what the make, model, and year of the car was that he had to sell him. He couldn't wait to know. He couldn't wait to see the car. He knew that because Jake, a car broker, was selling the car and not a dealership, that the car would be a used car and not a new car. Nonetheless the age and the condition of the car, various cars flashed through his mind, BMW, Audi, Porsche, Ferrari, Lamborghini, and Jaguar.
"Hello?"
By the sound of his voice, Jake sounded like an older gentleman. By the gruff sound of his voice, he sounded like a smoker. By his impatient manner, bordering on rude, he sounded like a no nonsense type of guy.
"Hello, Jake?"
Jake paused on the other end as if he was trying to recognize Ken's voice.
"Yeah? This is Jake. Who's this?"
A bit short, abrupt actually, and a little crabby over the phone, Ken's first impression of Jake was that he sounded like an old curmudgeon, albeit a character. Now Ken was nervous that the man wouldn't know who Jeffrey was. He was nervous that the man wouldn't care that he was a friend of Jeffrey's. He was nervous that the man wouldn't have a car for him.
Perhaps he never should have told Jeffrey that he was buying a car. Perhaps, he should have just gone to a Porsche or BMW dealership and bought whatever they had on the showroom floor or in their lot. Only, if he bought a car without his best friend's help, he'd not only insult him and hurt his feelings but also he'd never hear the end of it.
"I'm Ken, Ken Lunderry. I'm a friend of Jeffrey's and—"
As soon as he said Jeffrey's name, as if mentioning the man's long, lost son, the man erupted in jubilance.
"Jeffrey! Any friend of Jeffrey's is a friend of mine," said Jake. "He's a good man and a fine lawyer. He's helped me out of several, legal jams. How is he? I haven't seen him in a while?"
Ken felt relieved that not only did Jake remember Jeffrey but also that he deemed his friend as his friend too.
"Jeff is doing well. We just had lunch together and when I told him that I wanted to buy a car, he recommended me to you. He said that you had the perfect car for me," said Ken.
Ken wondered again what car Jake had to sell him.
"Is Jeff still driving the Alpina B6 that I recommended that he buy?"
For this man to recommend the best car that Jeff ever owned, he must know his cars.
"Yes," said Ken. "He's still driving his Alpina. He loves the car. He said that it's the best car he ever owned, and if you know Jeffrey, he's owned them all," said Ken. "Which car do you have for me?"
The man laughed out loud.
"I have lots of cars for sale," said Jake. "Which one did Jeffrey suggest?"
Not wanting to spend too much money on a car but knowing Jeffrey as he did when it came to cars, he wondered if Jake was going to try and sell him a hot Ferrari, a sexy Maserati, or a fast Porsche.
"Actually, he didn't say which make, model, and year car. He only said that the car that he had in mind was a special one. For Jeff to say that the car was a special one must really must mean that the car he had in mind is really special," said Ken with a nervous laugh of expectation and anticipation while wondering what would be deemed a special car to Jeffrey.
The man laughed out loud.
"Oh, that one. The special one. I see. I know the exact car that he means," said Jake with a laugh. "I know just the car that he wants you and expects you to buy. Indeed, this is a special car for a special person. Not everyone can pull off driving this car around town. Had he had the room to store it, this was a car that he wanted to buy for himself. For him to be willing to sell this car to you, you must be a close friend," said Jake.
Ken laughed while wondering what the mystery was around the car deemed special. Now he was really curious.
"I am very close with Jeff," said Ken. "We grew up in the same North End neighborhood together. I've been friends with him since I was a kid."
Jake returned Ken's laugh with his laugh.
"He's a sly rascal that one. This way, after you buy the car that he wanted to buy, when you drive it, he'll ride in it too," said Jake with a pause. "So, when can you come to take it for a drive?"
As if he was the proud father, Ken hasn't been this excited since his robot BART took his first steps and said his first few words.
"Actually, I'm on my way to you now. I'm on Storrow Drive," said Ken passing MIT and Harvard, before passing Boston University, on his way to Cambridge.
Along the way to Jake's place of business, half a dozen exotic sports cars flashed through Ken's mind again.
'Maybe the car suggested is something as special as it is rare, an Aston Martin. That's an awesome car,' thought Ken. He sees more Porsches around town than he ever sees Aston Martins.
"Wonderful, I'll see you in a few minutes."
Jake hung up the phone before even telling Ken the make, model, and year of the car that Jeff suggested.
"Wait! What kind of car is it? Hello? Jake? Hello?"
Chapter 03:
Roxanne pulled up to a huge, old warehouse of a rundown building in East Cambridge that looked abandoned from the outside. A historic building built in the 19th century, it used to be a textile mill. With the railroad running behind the building and with easy access from the Charles River, to the Mystic River, and to the Boston Harbor, it was conveniently located to ship goods and receive supplies by rail or by ship in its day.
She parked her car in a gated lot and got out with Ken. From the outside, with no signage to advertise that they sold cars, it was non-descript, five, story, brick building that covered nearly most of the block. The first floor of the building, but for trucking docks, access bays, and staging areas for pickups and deliveries was empty and looked closed.
By a directory sign inside, a dozen, different offices of various companies were on the first floor. There was a fur storage facility that took the entire third floor, various carpentry and cabinetry shops occupied the fourth floor and more than a dozen different artist's studios were on the fifth floor. Once, inside, they took a huge, freight elevator to the second floor to Jake's Exclusive Automobiles that housed the entire second floor. The elevator was wide enough and long enough to fit a car as long and as wide as a Chrysler Imperial Limousine.
As soon as the elevator doors parted, they walked out onto an expansive, brightly lit warehouse filled with dozens of cars with some covered with car covers. From the inside, as if frozen in time, with the entire floor tiled with black, shiny linoleum, and all the walls painted with car murals. The ambience inside felt as if this wasn't the same large warehouse as the outside but more of a car museum. Jake stepped out of his office in the far, back corner and emerged from in between two parked cars, an Auburn and a Packard, both in pristine condition, and walked towards them.
"Ken?"
Ken smiled at the elderly man and held out his hand.
"Yes. I'm Ken and this is Roxanne," he said shaking hands with him and then turning to introduce her.
Roxanne stuck out her hand and Jake shook her hand too.
"I'm pleased to meet you. You have quite the hidden gem of a place here," said Roxanne. "You have lots of interesting automobiles. Do you give tours?"
Jake laughed.
"Tours? I guess I'm up to giving a tour but by appointment only and only if the party is interested in buying a car," said Jake taking her hand in both of his hands. "I can see that your taste for beauty is not limited to cars," he said to Ken while staring at Roxanne.
Apparently used to the unwanted and uninvited attention, Roxanne smiled without saying anything about them not being boyfriend and girlfriend.
"Thank you," he said as if he was her boyfriend and turning to give her an appropriate smile that he appreciated her beauty too.
A fleeting thought, he thought about saying that she wasn't his girlfriend, but why jinx it? Besides, when she didn't say that he wasn't her boyfriend, in the way that he was thinking of her as his new girlfriend, perhaps she was thinking of him as her new boyfriend. Maybe his sexual fantasy of thinking of her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked and having sex with him would soon become his reality.
'How hot would that be to have sex with someone who looked like her and who had her sexy body? I'd love to be her boyfriend,' thought Ken. 'A two-for-one type of day, wouldn't that be something to buy a car and be in a relationship with her too.'
Ken awakened from his daydream of seeing Roxanne naked, having sex with her, and them being in a boyfriend and girlfriend relationship to focus on Jake giving them a tour of his vast number of cars.
"Well, as Jeff may have told you, I cater to those looking for special cars," he said turning to Ken to give him a wink. "You won't find any Chevy Impalas, Ford Focuses, Toyota Camrys, or Honda Accords here," he said with a laugh. "I only carry the best of the best. I'm not interested in buying and selling any of the rest."
Obviously, impressed by Jake's eclectic collection of modern day sportscars cars mixed with antiques with a Pierced Arrow, a '39 Cadillac, a '63 Studebaker Avanti, '68 GTO, and a '70 Heavy Chevy SS, Ken looked from car to car. Something for everyone, if a customer couldn't find a special car here, then it wasn't available anywhere. He even had a DeLorean, a Pantera, and a Brinklin. Ken had never seen any of those cars in person.
"I can see that," said Ken.
He pointed from one section to another as he walked the length of the warehouse.
"I store Ferrari here, Lamborghini there, Maserati here, Mercedes here, Porsche there, Aston Martin here, BMW there, Corvette here, and Cadillac and Lincoln there," he said pointing from one side to the other side as he walked along. "Whenever I get them in, Rolls Royce, Bentley, and Maybach have their own section there but they sell quickly," he pointed to the far side of the garage. "Once in a while I'll get a Lotus, McLaren, Viper, or a Ford GT but that's rare and they sell fast too."
Finally, they reached the end where, at the far wall, as if the vehicle was part of a David Copperfield magic trick, was a car covered with a black car cover. Obviously drawn to it, Ken and Roxanne stared at the vehicle as if the car cover would automatically lift up and off. As if the automobile was covered with a shroud, it loomed as large as it was.
"What's that one? An old, Chrysler Imperial or Cadillac Eldorado? It's huge."
Ken turned to look at Jake and Jake beamed him a big smile.
"Ah, it's kismet," said Jake with a laugh. "Jeffrey was right. Without even having seen it, and with all the cars we passed along the way, some with car covers, it's funny that you should ask me about that particular car," he said. "I see that fate has delivered you to me and you to that car," he said pointing to the car as if he had not only designed it but also manufactured it too.
Ken looked from the car to look at Jake before staring back at the car again.
"Kismet? Fate? What do you mean?"
Jake laughed.
"That's your car," he said looking at Ken and beaming him a big, proud smile. "That's the car that Jeff recommended that you buy."



* * * * *
As if no longer hearing him, Ken looked at the car stunned before looking back at Jake. He looked at Jake as if he was joking.
"My car? Seriously? That's my special car? Are you kidding me?" He walked closer to it while looking at it as if it was a fire breathing dragon that was about to burn him. "It's so big. It's so long. It's so wide. What the Hell is it?" He walked toward it and then walked around it. "The car cover is nice," he said with a laugh. "It's nice and thick and feels more like fabric than plastic," he said feeling the car cover. "Does it come with the car?"
Jake nodded Ken a smile.
"Yes, the cover comes with the car. It was a factory, accessory option back when this car was new."
Ken ran his hand along the car cover as if trying to identify the car by the feel of it.
"It looks big enough to be an old, full-sized car from the '60's or a limo," said Roxanne. "Is it a limo?"
Ken laughed.
"Nah, it's too short for a limo." He turned to look at Jake. "Or is it? What is it? Is it a limo? It's not a limo, is it?"
Jake walked to the car in readiness to remove the car cover.
"That car is a very special one and a car that Jeff wanted to buy, had he had the room to garage it. It's a worthy, modern day, collectible classic and a real sleeper investment wise. With only about 9,400 Lincoln Town Cars made for 2011 and very few of those were Executive L models, it's a rare car that will surely increase in value, once the dust of depreciation settles," said Jake with pride. "This is the last of the factory limousines ever made. There are lots of stretch limos but unlike this car, they weren't made by Lincoln but by some specialty shop. Moreover, because it's black on black, it's a very desirable color for the limousine business."
Ken looked from his supposedly special car to look around at all the sportscars that filled the garage.
"Gee, I don't about this car," said Ken with his enthusiasm burst. "I really wasn't in the market for a limousine."
Obviously at a loss for words, Ken silently stared at the car as if he was psychically and magically trying to change it into something else. This was the car that Jeffrey recommended. This was the car that Jake recommended. Maybe they both know something that he doesn't know. Maybe they know his wants and needs better than he does. Perhaps he should defer to their car knowledge. Nonetheless, he wondered why they both recommended such a big car for him.
"You must admit, Ken. This is a special car," said Roxanne obviously liking what she was seeing. "Even though it's big and difficult to park, I like it."
"The Hummer of cars, it's a Bulldog of all modern-day cars," laughed Jake and barking like a Bulldog. "And I will guarantee you, unlike many of the other overrated and expensive Italian sportscars, such as the Lamborghini Countach and the Ferrari Testarossa; you may never see another car like this one. With very few of these cars made, this one is special," he said walking past Ken and pausing before ceremoniously pulling off part of the car cover slowly. "Are you ready to see your car?"
Ken watched Jake slowly and carefully removed the side section of car cover so as not to scratch the car. He tossed the car cover on the roof, trunk, and hood to give Ken a full side profile of the car.
"It is a Lincoln Town Car. I thought you were kidding," said Roxanne to Jake. "Awesome. For a car as big it's sexy, especially in black," she said.
Jake beamed with pride as if he had built the car himself.
"Actually, it's a 2011, Lincoln Town Car Executive L series, the last factory limousine made. The wheelbase is extended six inches giving you an extra six inches of leg room in the back. Automobile magazine in a piece entitled Requiem for a Heavyweight, called this car America's version of the Rolls Royce. With the automatic, self-leveling, air suspension in the back, it rides better than a three-hundred-thousand-dollar, Mercedes-Maybach S600 sedan," said Jake.
Ken walked around the car again while Roxanne stared at the oversized Lincoln with awe.
"Look at the rear doors, Ken. They're oversized," said Roxanne. "Custom made by the factory to get in and out of the car easier, the rear doors are wider than a standard Lincoln Town Car, Signature Series," she said looking at Ken and smiling. "For such a big car, you must admit with all of that chrome, that it's a strikingly beautiful car."
Ken looked at Roxanne when she said the Lincoln was strikingly beautiful. He wanted to tell her that she was strikingly beautiful too but suddenly at a loss for words, he wished he had Jeffrey's innate ability in seducing women. Instead of complimenting a woman he wished was his girlfriend instead of just an acquaintance, he continued circling the car as if he was a fighter in the ring assessing his opponent.
"I don't know. I just don't know," said Ken. "It's so long. It's so big. It's so black. Maybe, I should look at that blue BMW over there," he said taking a step back and looking away from this odd-looking, monstrous lump that was now partially hidden beneath the car cover. "I saw a nice two-door, three series with red leather that I'd be interested—"
Allowing the car cover to fall to the floor as if the Lincoln was the Devil's snake shedding its skin, Jake removed the rest of the car cover and bunched it up like an expelled parachute. The more of the car cover that he removed, the more of the giant, 18' automobile that he revealed. It was a long, black on black, factory, limousine, full-sized sedan. The more of the car that Jake exposed, the more that Roxanne stared at the car.
"It's beautiful," said Roxanne looking at Ken. "As much as I love my Mustang, had I known gas prices were going stabilize and not go through the roof, I may have bought a Lincoln Town Car myself instead. If only for the fact that Timothy Olyphant drives this car in Justified, this car would be worth owning," she said while laughing. "I should have bought a Lincoln instead of a Mustang. Only, this one is so fancy." She turned to look at Ken. "Oh, Ken, this is a special car indeed. This car is wonderful. You must buy it. You'd be crazy not to buy this before someone else does."
Jake nodded his head in agreement to Roxanne voluntary assessment of the car.
"It's not just any Town Car," said Jake. "This car is quieter and rides better than any other Lincoln including the MKZ and the new Continental. It may not outhandle or out brake a sportscar or most cars for that matter but it will carry all you need to carry for an extended vacation. Moreover, after a long interstate ride, you won't feel tired and be cranky."
Ken walked around the car and, something that men who don't know much about cars still do, looked as if he was about to kick the tires.
"What's so special about it?" Ken took another slow walk around the car. "It looks like any other Lincoln Town Car, albeit a little longer."
Jake smiled at Ken's lack of knowledge about a Lincoln Town Car.
"Well, for starters, as Roxanne pointed out, the rear doors are wider. As I mentioned before, the wheelbase is six inches longer. That extra six inches not only allows the car to ride smoother but also gives your passengers six inches more legroom in the rear seat," said Jake.
Roxanne nodded her agreement while opening the rear, passenger side door to look inside while Ken opened the driver's side, front door to peek inside too.
"That extra longer suspension and that extra bit of leg room that affords for a better ride is nice," said Roxanne giving Ken a sexy smile. "You could be comfortable enough to stretch out and have sex in the backseat," she said giving Ken the eye.
Ken looked from Jake to look at Roxanne and blushed before returning his focused attention back to Jake and changing the subject.
* * * * *
"What else makes this car different from other Lincoln Town Cars?"
Seemingly happy to expound the virtues of the 2011, Lincoln Town Car, Executive L model, when no one else liked the car enough to buy one, Jake continued bragging about his car as if it was the only car in his collection.
"Lincoln stopped making the self-leveling, automatic, rear suspension except for on this car. Because of the self-leveling rear suspension, it rides much better than the Signature Series that no longer comes with the self-leveling suspension," said Jake. "When the air suspension needs repair, some people swap out the air suspension for shocks but I don't recommend it. It won't ride like a Lincoln Town Car without the air suspension."
Ken looked at Jake with curiosity before asking him his question.
"Pardon my ignorance but what is a self-leveling suspension?"
As if he was a showcase model on the Price Is Right, Jake stepped closer to the car and turned to raise a hand to the rear quarter of the car.
"Every car will sag in the rear with passengers in the backseat and a load of luggage in the trunk. This car won't. The rear, air suspension will adjust and level itself automatically," said Jake.
Jake looked from Ken to look at Roxanne before focusing his attention back on Ken.
"That's a nice feature," said Roxanne as if encouraging Ken to buy the car. "With a car that automatically levels itself, you could definitely have sex in the backseat," she said again while giving Ken the eye again
Jake nodded his head in agreement while beaming Roxanne a big smile and giving Ken a wink.
"As long as you're not lead footed, don't stop hard, and go fast, especially off the line, this car will deliver 18 miles per gallon on regular 87 octane gas in the city and a whopping 27 miles per gallon on the highway, pretty good for a 4,600-pound car," said Jake. "That's pretty darn good for a car that's over 5,000 pounds with a full tank of gas and two passengers."
Ken looked at Jake amazed.
"Wow. That is really good gas mileage for such a heavy car. I didn't expect such a big car to get such good fuel mileage," said Ken. "I figured a car this size would get about twelves miles to the gallon."
Jake nodded his head.
"Those mileage numbers were true of cars from the 60's, 70's, and 80's. For a big car, it has a zero to sixty time of eight and a half seconds and a quarter mile time of just under seventeen seconds, that's really good for such a big car with such a small V8 engine. It has the same engine as the Ford Crown Victoria and Mercury Grand Marquis. It has the same engine as the older 4.6-liter Mustang GT before they came out with the 5.0 but detuned for better reliability. Other than a Toyota Avalon, even more reliable than a Lexus, there's not a more reliable used or new on the car on the market."
Ken nodded his head while formulating his next question.
"What makes this car different from the new Cadillac models or the new Lincoln Continental model?"
Jake smiled as if Ken had just asked him a loaded question.
"The most important difference is that this Lincoln Town Car is body on frame construction. They actually mount the body on a steel frame. All other cars manufactured today, but for those that make heavy SUV's and trucks, such as the Lincoln Navigator and the Cadillac Escalade are unibody construction, meaning that the body panels make up the frame," said Jake.
Ken nodded while listening to Jake lecture him on what made this used car a better car than many of the newer cars.
"I didn't know that," said Ken.
Now that he had an audience, Jake continued explain the differences of a body on frame car and a unibody construction car.
"The car manufacturers will tell you that the reason why they stopped making body on frame cars was because unibody cars are safer. The real reason they stopped making body on frame cars was because the unibody construction cars are cheaper to make. If you're in a crash with a unibody construction car, you'd have a better chance of totaling the car and injuring the driver and passengers than you will in a body on frame car. Fixing a fender on a body on frame car is much less expensive than trying to fix the frame by reestablishing crush zones in a unibody construction car," said Jake.
Roxanne interjected herself in the conversation.
"I heard that," said Roxanne. "I read that a lighter unibody construction car crashing in a heavier body on frame car will not only have more damage but also that the driver and passengers may have more injuries."
Jake nodded his head in agreement.
"That's a fact," said Jake. "Also, the last difference between the new Lincoln Continental and this Lincoln Town Car is a big difference. The new Lincoln is a front wheel or can be optioned as an all-wheel drive car. This car is a rear wheel drive car. Front wheel drive cars are twitchy compared to rear wheel drive cars. Granted, front wheel drive cars are better in the wet and snowy conditions but to fix that is to mount four snow tires on this car in the winter time," said Jake. "Most folks don't realize the huge difference that snow tires make over all-season tires."
Now with much to digest, showing his pressure to pull the trigger and buy the car that Jeff and Jake had both recommended, Ken pushed back his hair with both hands before rubbing his chin. He was never good at making big, financial decisions and expensive purchases. That's why he invited Roxanne along. Even though he just met her, being that she was as much of a car buff as was Jeffrey, he put a lot of stock in her opinion. Besides, she was good company and good to look at too. Moreover, if she was to be his future girlfriend, they'd be spending a lot of time together in this car alone.
"I agree. That's pretty quick for such a heavy car," said Ken opening the driver's side door to look inside again. "Only, it's so big. It's enormous really. Actually, now that I think about it, even though it's so big, at four-thousand-six-hundred pounds before fuel and passengers, it weighs one-hundred-fifty pounds less than Jeffrey's four-thousand-seven-hundred-fifty pound Alpina B6," said Ken with a laugh. "Only, his car has six-hundred horsepower and five-hundred-ninety pound feet of torque." Ken looked at Jake with curiosity. "How much horsepower and torque does this car have?"
As if he was a computer rattling off car facts and figures, Jake instantly answered Ken's question.
"This car has an adequate two-hundred-thirty-nine horsepower and two-hundred-eighty-seven pound feet of torque. It has 3.27 rear end ratio gears that will give it more than a gentle nudge off the line," said Jake. "Actually, if you step on the gas hard, the car will throw you back in your seat."
Ken stepped back to look at the car as if he was a car designer and had just released a new model.
"It's pretty fancy inside with the black leather and the wood trim," said Ken poking his head inside. "The seats look comfortable too and the front headrests, the biggest headrests I've ever seen on any car, are huge," he said sliding his hand over the leather seatback before sitting in the driver's seat. "So, dare I ask? How much for the car?"
* * * * *
Jake rubbed his chin in the way that Ken had rubbed his chin before.
"Well, normally, on a six-year-old car with mileage this low, barely 40,000 miles, and this clean, I'd ask at least eighteen-thousand dollars. The original, manufacturer's suggested, retail price was approximately fifty-five-thousand dollars. Since you're a friend of Jeffrey's and being that I'm eager to make more room for more cars, I'll sell this car to you for ten-thousand-dollars, which is about the trade-in price for this car. The going market rate for a car this clean with very low mileage is a low of sixteen thousand and a high of twenty-thousand."
"Ten-thousand dollars?" Ken looked at him. "That seems like more than a fair price for a six-year-old, low mileage luxury car."
Ready to continue his sales pitch, Jake smiled.
"This car is the last factory limousine. Once they're gone they're gone," he said. "When you go to sell it, because they last so long and routinely get three-hundred-thousand to five-hundred-thousand miles, you may be surprised that you may get more than you paid for it."
Ken walked around the car again to take a closer look at the exterior. He looked at the Lincoln from all four sides before opening all the doors and sitting in all the seats.
"What's wrong with the car?" He looked at Jake. "Is there anything wrong with it? Does everything, lights, wipers, windows, door locks, air bags, brakes, and air conditioning work?"
Ken sat in the rear driver's side seat and looked up at him again while waiting for him to answer his question.
"I won't sell a car unless it's in good working condition. There's nothing mechanically wrong with the car. Absolutely nothing," said Jake. "As you can see, the car has a new inspection sticker. It wouldn't pass inspection unless it was safe to drive."
Ken looked up at Jake again while feeling the softness of the leather seat.
"Are there any red lights on the dashboard or hidden surprises that will suddenly appear when driving it home?"
Ken stepped out of the car and closed the door with a reassuring thud.
"There are no red lights presently lit," said Jake. "I'll even give you a 90-day money back warranty if that will make you feel better about buying the car.
Ken looked at Roxanne.
"What do you think? Should I buy it?"
Roxanne gave Ken a sexy smile.
"What do I think? Should you buy it?" She laughed. "I love the car. It's a one-of-a-kind car and this is a chance of a lifetime. If I had the room to park it, I'd buy it myself," she said with a laugh. "Yes, I think you'd be nuts not to buy this car. It's a bargain, especially at that price and with that 90-day money back guarantee."
Nonetheless Jake's encouragement and Roxanne's seal of approval, Ken still seemed reluctant to pull the trigger.
"Jeff told me that you ride a bike," he said looking from Ken to open the trunk with a push of a button. "You can fit two bikes, your bike and the ladies bike in the trunk and still close it. Jeff told me that you build robots. You have room enough to easily transport whatever it is you're working on in the backseat," said Jake.
Ken nodded his head.
"With me now able to transport two bikes and all of my scientific equipment, instead of having to rent a van, buying this car makes more practical sense to me now," said Ken.
Ken was still stalling by walking around the car again for the fourth time.
"This car takes the attention away from my high-end automobiles. It gets more attention than some of my much more expensive cars. I need to get rid of it. I'm losing business because of it. Besides, there's a limited market for these cars, that's not the market that I want to build. Ten-thousand-dollars is more than a fair price. It's a bargain price," said Jake.
Ken looked at Roxanne again.
"What do you think? Tell me and be honest," said Ken to Roxanne.
He looked to Roxanne for support and when he saw her beaming back her smile, he knew her answer before she even said it.
"What do I think? I already told you what I think. I love the car, Kenny," she said flashing him a contagious smile. "It's so luxurious and it's such a bargain. Not to mention, with you needing to transport your bike and/or your robotic equipment without having to rent a van, it's a practical car for you."
He liked the fact that she was already calling him Kenny. Having just met, there was such a nice familiarity about the sound of that. Not normally the type of woman he was attracted to, tall, busty, and blonde. All of his women previously were as short as their tempers with hair as dark as their personalities. She seemed so enthusiastic and upbeat, not to mention that she was so very beautiful. Never had he met anyone like her before. Already, he was smitten with her.
"Can we take it for a test drive?"



Jake shook his head.
"I can't do that. I'm sorry. My insurance doesn't allow me to release any of these cars unless you buy it and have your own insurance in place. These are all special one-of-a-kind vehicles. I get lower insurance rates by not driving them out of the garage," said Jake.
Ken opened the door of the car and sat in the driver's seat again. He put his hand on the steering wheel.
"I like the feel of the steering wheel. It's nice and thick and the leather is soft. I like the Lincoln door sills with the Lincoln logo. That's a nice touch too," said Ken.
Jake opened the hood.
"The good stuff is the quality and the reliability of the car, two things that you don't see but will definitely feel over the years. As long as you maintain the car with regular oil changes and lube jobs, this car will easily go three-hundred-thousand, four-hundred-thousand miles and more."
With Ken still sitting in the driver's seat, Roxanne closed the driver's door and rested her elbows on the open driver's side window. Giving him a flash of her womanly endowments, she leaned inside the car as if reaching for something. Ken couldn't help but steal a down-blouse peek of her pink bra and abundant cleavage. She had big, shapely breasts and an amazing figure.
"Surprisingly, there's plenty of room in here and I liked the sound of the door when it closed. It sounded very solid," she said.
Roxanne walked around the car, opened the passenger side door, and got in beside Ken.
"As if I'm Christie Brinkley and you're Billy Joel in Uptown Girl, I'll have to buy you a chauffeur's cap so that you can chauffeur me around town," she said with a laugh.
Ken laughed too. He'd love nothing more than for her to be by his side riding shotgun while chauffeuring her around the town. He'd love nothing more for her to be his uptown and downtown girl.
"Okay, you sold me. I'm sold. I'll take it," he said sticking his hand out the driver's side window for Jake to shake.
Jake shook Ken's hand and walked around the other side of the car to kiss Roxanne's hand.
"Great. I just need your driver's license. Give me a few minutes," said Jake accepting Ken's driver's license. "I'll get the paperwork ready and I can have the car ready for you tomorrow."
Jake disappeared in his office while leaving Ken alone with Roxanne. With the both of the still sitting in the car, playing Devil's advocate, Roxanne looked at Ken.
"Are you sure you want to buy this car, Ken. I didn't want you to feel that I pressured you into buying his car," she said looking at him as if trying to read him.
He smiled at her compassion.
"Yes, I'm sure," he said.
She returned his smile with her smile.
"Being that you were wanting to buy a sportscar instead of an old man's dream car, why the sudden change? I figured you'd at least want to drive the Lincoln first," she said. "There's a dealership not far from here. They may not have the exact car but that may have a similar Lincoln Town Car, a Signature Series, that we can take out for a spin. Then, if you like how it drives and feels, you can return and buy this car."
Instead of just being strangers that had just met two hours ago, he gave her a smile as if he really was her boyfriend and she was his girlfriend.
"I've driven one before. I already know how it drives. The acceleration is anemic, the steering is loose, and the car is heavy. Yet, you don't know Jeffrey in the way that I do, especially when it comes to cars. If I don't buy the car that he recommended, he'd be annoyed with me. A younger version of Jake and with as much enthusiasm when it comes to cars as he has for women, he's as much of a car fanatic as he is a player. Besides, Jeffrey knows me as much as he knows cars and if he recommended this car for me to buy, then this the one that I should buy," said Ken.
She smiled at his logic.
"It sounds like you've already made your decision," she said obviously happy that he was buying the car.
Ken nodded his head in agreement.
"If I don't buy this car, every time I rent a van to transport my stuff, I'd never hear the end of it," said Ken with a laugh. "Besides, by delaying in agreeing to buy the car, Jake just knocked off eight-thousand-dollars from the price," said Ken with a laugh. "That's a ten-year-old, much higher mileage Lincoln Town Car Executive price for a six-year-old, low mileage, practically new car."
* * * * *
As if she was expecting him to make his move to kiss her, she returned his smile with a sexy look. Catching each other's glance, as this kiss was meant to be, in a magical moment, their lips touched with the charge of a plug joining a socket to flow electrical current. Sexually arousing them both, the kiss served as the key that unlocked their brains stuffed full of repressed, sexual desires and feelings of loneliness. Parting, they sat in the car in silence without speaking.
"That was delightful," said Ken.
She looked at him differently now. She looked at him as if he was her boyfriend. She looked at him as if she wanted to have sex with him or as if they had already had sex.
"I didn't expect that to happen," said Roxanne blushing. "Yet, that kiss was amazing."
Ken looked at her as if he had already overstepped their new friendship by kissing her and showing her how he romantically felt about her.
"Are you sorry that I kissed you?"
Ken fondled the contours of the steering wheel much like in the way that he wanted to fondle and explore the contours of her body.
"No," she said reaching to touch his forearm. "It was beautiful kiss. After my no-show date at the restaurant, this day turned out to be a special day."
Her kiss had turned him on and he was suddenly so very horny. With no one else there but them and Jake at the other end of the huge garage in his office readying the paperwork for Ken to sign, he leaned in to her across the console, pulled her closer. When he reached for her, it was then that he realized how truly big this car was.
Nonetheless, him negotiating the immense width of the car, with a gentle arm around her back, he kissed her again. This time, a sexual kiss, the kiss was much longer and more passionate. This time instead of just a peck, they French kissed. Lusting from his long, self-imposed abstention from sex, this time, his kiss was more searching and probing. He explored her mouth with his tongue and she returned his sexual passion with her sexual passion.
Then, while kissing her, he reached his hand down to her hip and squeezed her firm ass through her short skirt before lifting his hand higher and sliding it across her slender back. With her arms raised and around his neck, perhaps her subtle hint, she gave him free access to feel her ample breasts. Taking that as his cue, he moved his left hand to the front of her big tits and felt her entire right breast in his hand. Not stopping him by slapping his hand away, when he felt her nipple make an appearance with his touch and poke his palm through her bra, he fingered her nipple.
Then, in the way that Jeffrey had done with Cindy, and with him inspired and still horny after watching their public sex act, he placed his hand on her bare knee. Gradually, he moved it up her short skirt to her bare, shapely thigh. In his first few romantic moments with her, he was clumsy and prematurely physical. No doubt, sexually inspired by Ken with Cindy at the restaurant, when he reached between Roxanne's legs too soon to cup and finger her pussy through her panties, she pushed his hand away.
"Whew! Ken...Jesus," she said with a laugh. "Slow down cowboy," she said leaning back away from him and straightening her clothes. "If you drive as fast as you make out with women, then you're going to have an accident," she said with a laugh while fanning her face with her hand.
Fearful his aggressive behavior had spoiled things, he begged her forgiveness.
"I'm sorry," he said. "It's been a while for me, since before my divorce two years ago."
She gave him an understanding smile.
"It has for me, too, but we have the whole day ahead of us to get better acquainted, that is if you don't have other plans."
Surprised that she opened the door to turn their time together into more of an official date, a day long affair, he smiled.
"I'm yours for however long you want me," he said squeezing her soft hand.
To be continued...
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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Ken and Roxanne have the second of three dates in one day.
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 03:
As if she was expecting him to make his move to kiss her, she returned his smile with a sexy look. Catching each other's glance, as if this kiss was meant to be, in a magical moment, their lips touched with the charge of a plug inserted in a socket to flow electrical current. Sexually arousing them both, the kiss served as the initial key that unlocked their brains stuffed full of repressed, sexual desires and feelings of loneliness and sexual frustration. Parting from one another while looking at one another with calm surprise, they sat in the car in silence without speaking.
"That was a nice surprise," said Ken as truly in understatement as how he felt about kissing Roxanne for the first time.
As if she was already his girlfriend, she looked at him differently now. As if they were already in a romantic relationship, she looked at him as if he was her boyfriend. As if they were already sexually intimate, she looked at him as if he was her lover. As if it was love at first sight and they had already found one another's soulmate, she looked at him as if she wanted to have sex with him right then and right there in the car.
"I didn't expect that to happen," said Roxanne blushing while continuing to look at him with a sexy smile. "That kiss was amazing," she said as her understatement repeated to him.
Not wanting to screw things up by rushing things, Ken looked at her as if he had already overstepped their new friendship by kissing her too soon and showing her how he romantically felt about her. Already ready to apologize for what he thought was a misstep, he asked her his next question as if he was a schoolboy and she was his puppy love classmate.
"Are you sorry that I kissed you?"
Ken fondled the contours of the steering wheel much like in the way that he wanted to fondle and explore the contours of her sexy and shapely body.
"Sorry?" She gave him a loving smile. "No, I'm not sorry that you kissed me," she said with a little laugh while reaching to touch his forearm. "It was beautiful kiss," she said pausing to look at him as if he wasn't real and she was dreaming him. "That kiss moved me. I felt something. After my no-show date at the restaurant, thinking that I'd be alone and lonely for the rest of my sexually frustrated life," she said with a laugh. "This day has turned out to be a special day. I shall remember our first kiss forever."
Ken smiled at her in the way he smiled when one of his experiments was a success.
"I felt something too, something that I haven't felt in a very long time," he said touching her and fondling her hand as if he was touching and fondling her breast.
Other than feeling repressed emotions that had disappeared deep down inside, he felt his cock twitching. Her kiss had turned him on and, if he wasn't horny enough after watching Jeff with Cindy, he was suddenly so very horny. Wanting to take advantage of this opportunity, not wanting to let her go, he reached for her. With no one else there but them and with Jake at the other end of the huge garage in his office readying the paperwork for Ken to sign to buy the Lincoln, he leaned in to her across the console and pulled her closer. When he reached for her, it was then that he realized just how big this car truly was.
Nonetheless, him negotiating the immense width of the car, with a gentle arm around her back, he leaned closer to her and kissed her again. This time, a sexual kiss, the kiss was much longer and much more passionate than their first kiss. This time, instead of just a peck, he parted her lips with his tongue and they French kissed. Lusting from his long, self-imposed abstention from sex, this time, in the way that he wanted to search her mind and probe her soul, his kiss was more searching and probing. He explored her mouth with his tongue, and relinquishing her tongue to his, she returned his sexual passion with her sexual passion.
'Wow,' Ken thought after they separated from their second kiss that was even better than their first kiss.
Yet, not satisfied with just a kiss, while kissing her again, he reached his hand down to her hip and squeezed her firm ass through her short skirt before lifting his hand higher and sliding it across her slender back. Obviously trusting him to behave, with her arms raised around his neck, perhaps her subtle green light of a hint for him to touch and feel her, she obviously trusted him enough to give him free access to feel her ample breasts. Taking her body language of her unprotective breasts as his cue to touch and feel her big breasts through her blouse and her bra, he moved his left hand to the front of her big tits and felt her entire right breast in his hand.
Not stopping him by slapping his hand away, when he felt her nipple make an appearance with his touch and poke his palm through her brassiere, he fingered her nipple. Then, in the way that Jeffrey had done with Cindy, and with him sexually inspired and still horny after watching their public masturbation display and oral sex act, he placed his hand on her bare knee. Having already passed first base and having already rounded second base, he was heading for third base in hopes of heading for home to score.
Gradually, in the very way that Jeffrey did with Cindy, he moved his hand up her short skirt to her bare, shapely and naked thigh. Not used to being alone with a woman, especially in a parked car, his first few, romantic moments with her was clumsy and prematurely physical. No doubt, sexually inspired by Ken with Cindy at the restaurant, when he reached between Roxanne's legs too soon to cup and finger her pussy through her panties, she pushed his hand away. Obviously, she didn't mind him squeezing her ass, feeling her breasts, and even fingering her nipples through her clothes but she obviously wasn't ready for him to feel her pussy through her panties.
"Whew! Ken...Jesus," she said with a laugh while removing his hand from beneath her short skirt. As if she was a lineman on a football field, she pushed him back with a stiff arm to his chest. "Slow down cowboy. Take it easy," she said leaning back away from him and straightening her clothes. "What's the rush? If you drive as fast as you make out with women, then you're going to have an accident," she said with a laugh while fanning her face with her hand. "That's not to say that you didn't get me going," she said blushing. "You did. Whew!"
Fearful that his aggressive, premature, sexual behavior had spoiled things between them, he begged her forgiveness.
"I'm sorry. Please forgive me," he said. "It's been a while for me, since before my divorce two years ago."
She gave him an understanding smile.
"It has for me, too, but we have the whole day ahead of us to get better acquainted, that is if you don't have other plans," she said.
'The whole day? She wants to be with me the entire day? That's a good sign,' he thought.
Surprised that she opened the door to turn their time together into more of an official date, a day long sexual affair perhaps, he smiled. He'd love nothing more than to spend the whole day with Roxanne. She was so beautiful, so sexy, and was so much fun. With him not having a woman in his life other than the female scientists at the lab, he was thrilled to finally spend a day with such an attractive and sexually appealing woman.
"I'm not going anywhere," he said. "I'm yours for however long you want me," he said squeezing her soft hand.
Chapter 04:
They got out of the car and walked towards the office where Jake was. As if they were already boyfriend and girlfriend or sexually intimate lovers, he reached down and took her hand in his and when he did, she looked up and gave him a smile. Ken signed the paperwork and wrote his personal check for the car. They left the garage together still holding hands.
"I can't believe I bought a car. Out of all the sportscars that I've lusted over, I can't believe I bought that car, a factory Lincoln limousine," he said with a laugh once sitting beside her in her Mustang. "I only wish I could have driven out of there today. I would have loved to go for a long drive."
She patted his knee.
"With me sitting in the backseat and you chauffeuring me around, you'll have tomorrow and years to come to take me on as many drives as you'd like," she said giving him a sexy smile. "In the meantime, I can give you a ride home."
He looked at her as if she was hinting that she wanted to spend the rest of the day with him at his condo.
"Really? Thank you. I'd rather ride with you than have to walk home," he said with a little laugh.
He looked at her as shocked as he looked at her with sexual excitement. He couldn't believe he was with his beautiful woman from the restaurant. With her even more attractive than Jeffrey's receptionist Jennifer, he couldn't believe his good luck. Only, He had never been alone with a woman in his condo before. Moreover, never having any company, his condo was a cluttered mess.
"No problem. It will be my pleasure to drive you home," she said.
When she turned to smile at him, he gave her a sinister laugh.
"Aren't you afraid that I'll attack you?"
She gave him a sideways look and laughed.
"Nah, you look fairly normal to me, albeit a bit quirky, now since you're a Lincoln Town Car, Executive L limousine owner," she said teasing him.
He returned her laugh with his.
"Yeah, I know what you mean. I'll have to trade in my Ralph Lauren sweaters and Brooks Brothers corduroy pants for black suits, black ties, white shirts, and a chauffeur's cap," said Ken laughing.
She looked at him with curiosity.
"So, you didn't tell me," she said looking over at him before refocusing her attention on leaving the gated parking lot. "Where do you live?"
She started the car and pulled out in traffic.
"Not far from here. I live in the Back Bay part of Boston. I live on Beacon Street at the corner of Clarendon. There are visitor spaces in the garage below where you can park your car. I have a pass in my wallet that you can put on your windshield. Other than using it for Jeffrey to park, this will be the first time I'll be using my pass for a female visitor," he said with a smile.
She looked at him with furrowed brow.
"I see," she said with a laugh. "So," she paused to look at him. "I'm your first? You're a female, parking pass, giver virgin?"
He laughed.
"I never thought of it that way but I guess you are my first and I'm a female, parking pass, giver virgin," he said laughing too.
Driving by his direction, he watched Roxanne focus on her driving. Braking to downshift and accelerating to upshift, with her foot moving from clutch to brake to gas pedals, she skillfully maneuvered her way through traffic as if she was a race car driver driving through a busy downtown street in Brazil. With every movement of her shapely leg, he watched her skirt slowly inch higher up her sexy thigh until her short skirt was barely covering her panty clad pussy mound.
He was embarrassed by his teenage behavior in copping cheap feels of her skirt clad ass, her blouse and bra clad breasts, and her panty clad pussy. Yet, giving him something to masturbate over later should his time together with Roxanne not go as well as he hoped it would, he was happy that he had sexually explored her beautiful body. He slouched down in the passenger seat and sat quietly while enjoying the ride home and enjoying the view of her lovely leg.
As if he was feeling her again now, he relived the sensation of feeling her shapely body, her shapely ass, her big breasts, and her erect nipples. Definitely, she had C cup breasts and her erect nipples were big too. It's amazing what guys can tell from just one feel of a women's breast. When it comes to tits, able to feel tits with their hands, arms, elbows, shoulders, legs, and chests, all men are all tit experts.
"I feel I've known you for a long time," she said looking over at him. "Not on guard and careful what I say, your easy nature puts me at ease. I'm comfortable and feel more relaxed with you and I like that about you," she said looking over at him before watching the road again. "You don't have the bloated, bold, and boastful pretenses that other men that I've dated have."
He smiled over at her and squeezed her naked knee while wishing he could move his hand up her short skirt again to cup her pussy through her panties.
"Well, I like you, too. I enjoy your quick wit and your fun sense of humor," he said pleased that she thought well of him and didn't think that he was a pervert by feeling her up in the car. "If we're being honest, I must admit, though, I was intimidated by you at first."
She looked at him aghast.
"You intimidated? By me?" She looked at him as if he was teasing her. "You're kidding, right? Why would you feel intimated by me?"
He suddenly showed a face of sad dejection.
"Women who look like you aren't usually interested in men who look like me."
She looked at him as if he was nuts or was just begging for compliments.
"Seriously?" She laughed. "Have you looked in the mirror recently? You're quite good-looking, Ken." She turned to look at him again. "Someone needs a reality check and a dose of self-esteem."
He gave her a sad and vulnerable look.
"Well, I'm still smarting from being dumped in my last relationship, I guess. Mostly my fault, in trying to build my career, I worked too much and didn't give my wife enough attention."
Instead of smiling, as if told that she had a life-threatening illness, Roxanne had a serious look on her face.
"You were married before?"
'Oh, oh,' he thought.
Wondering if him being married before was a deal breaker and a game changer, he looked at her and when she didn't return his look, he responded.
"Yeah," he said.
Hoping that being married before wasn't a relationship ender before it even started, he looked down at her carpet as if he was watching an imaginary bug.
"How long were you married?"
He looked over at her again and she returned his look when they were stopped at a traffic light.
"Long enough to have a child and child support payments, but it's all good. Our divorce ended on friendly terms," he said while watching for her reaction to his confession of his last, long-term relationship.
Now, he wondered if she was married before.
"And you?" He looked at her. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was everything that he never knew he wanted I a woman. "Were you married before?"
Now she had his look of dejection.
"No, I've never been married and have only been in one long-term relationship after college," she said choosing not to tell him that her fiancé died. She paused before responding to him again. "I'm curious about your comment. Women who look like me aren't usually interested in men who look like you," she said looking over at him before focusing back on her driving. "By that comment I'm curious how you view me and, more importantly, how you view yourself?"
Growing increasingly uncomfortable with his sudden truth or dare disclosure, Ken shrugged his shoulders, looked out the window, and paused before answering.
"I don't know, maybe, I'm saying too much too soon. I think of you as an intelligent woman who possesses the confidence to know what she wants and has the beauty and the sexuality to get it," he said while thinking that she already has him wrapped around her finger.
As if she was a witch, she already had him under her spell. She laughed.
"Okay, so you think that I'm smart and pretty. That's a good start to begin a relationship. Now how do you view yourself?"
'Relationship,' he thought?
He liked the idea that she was the one to mention them beginning a relationship. Obviously by the way he was looking at her, was already enamored with her, and was sexually attracted to her, he'd love nothing more for her to be his new girlfriend.
"Uhm, well, I'm a guy who possesses more intellect than good looks. Maybe because I'm not confident enough, but I'm generally too shy to go after women who attract me. If I do happen to connect with a woman, my too serious nature and preoccupation over my job quickly turns them off. Basically, I'm a nerd in the body of an athlete," he said with a laugh.
She returned his laugh with her laugh.
"Well, maybe if I confess how I feel about you, then that will give you more confidence and allay your preconceived judgments to allow you to tell me how you feel about me," she said.
He nodded his agreement.
"Okay," he said. "I'm game."
She looked at him while reading him.
"First of all, being that you're not in the environment of a lab perhaps, I don't find you serious at all. I find you funny, but in a cerebrally refreshing sort of way. I like the fact that you're intelligent, are not a regular dumb and insensitive guy interested more in beer, sports, and getting laid. Obviously, in the way that most men are, you're not a player," she said.
She gave him an approving smile.
"You're right about that, with this my first date with a woman, if we dare call this a date, I'm not a player," he said with a laugh.
He returned her smile with his sincerity.
"Now, as far as physical appearance, the first time I saw you, I couldn't take my eyes off you," she turned and shot him a wink. "I thought you were a hunk. Easy on the eyes, you need to know that you are quite good looking."
He laughed out loud.
"Seriously? Me? A hunk? Wow, unbelievably all that time, I thought you were staring at my friend, Jeffrey," he said with a laugh.
She made a face as if she had just swallowed something sour.
"Jeffrey? Nah, he's not my type. Your friend appears too perfect and too polished. He doesn't look sincere or the type who would commit to a woman. Now he looks like a player," she said with a laugh while looking over at Ken. "He looks like a lawyer. Is he a lawyer?"
Ken laughed at her perception of his friend.
"He is a lawyer and a damn good one, I might add," said Ken.
They shared a laugh and then she became more serious again.
"In the short time that I have known you; I could immediately tell that you're different from most other men I meet," she said. "Except, when it comes to groping, then all you guys are alike," she said with a laugh. She turned and shot him a smile. "What is it about guys and tits? You guys revert to your senior prom days when in the backseat of a car with whichever girl has a big rack."
He laughed at her analogy.
"I'm sorry," he apologized again. "My horniness is hormonal. I'm halfway through a change of life phase. Obviously, I'm going through menopause," he said with a laugh. "Only, instead of buying a convertible sports car, I bought a Lincoln limousine," he said laughing again. "Besides, it may have something to do with my Mom not breast feeding me or my Mom breast feeding me. I'm not sure which," he said laughing. "Actually, I don't know a guy who doesn't love big, shapely breasts in the way that you obviously have."
She laughed out loud.
"Menopause, now that's funny. You're too young to go through menopause," she said shooting him a look. "How old are you, anyway?"
Raising his chin and putting his hand to his waist, he turned to the side to strike a pose as if he was doing a photo shoot for the GQ magazine.
"How old do I look?"
His pose was funny. His pose made him look foolish. His pose made him look as if he was doing a rum commercial while posing as a Captain Morgan impersonator instead of the GQ model look that he was going after.
"Thirty-five but in the way that you groped my breasts and went under my skirt and in between my legs, I'd guess that you were fifteen-years-old," she said with another laugh.



He gave her a big smile.
"Yes, you guess it exactly. I'm thirty-five-years-old," he said with a chuckle.
She made a smirking face.
"Yeah, sure, if you're admitting to thirty-five then it means you are older than that. Forty? Yeah, I'd guess that you're forty-years-old."
Obvious impressed with her guess, he nodded his head.
"I'll be forty in July."
Her smile made him think that they were born on the same day when they weren't.
"When in July?"
Expecting her to say that she was born on the same day, he looked at her with anticipation.
'Wouldn't that be weird if they were born the same day,' he thought.
"July 26th. I'm a Leo," he said. "And you? How old are you?"
She made a face as if he had groped her breast through her blouse and bra and cupped her pussy through her panties again.
"You're not supposed to ask women their age or weight," she said with a laugh. "Suffice to say that I'm younger than you are by several years."
He looked at her apologetically.
"I'm sorry for asking your age. That was rude of me. Instead, just tell me how much you weigh," he said with a laugh.
She returned his laugh with her laugh.
"Age, weight, and how many lovers they've had are three things that you should never ask a woman," said Roxanne.
Ken nodded his head in agreement.
"You're right. I apologize for asking your age and weight. So, if you don't mind me asking," he said laughing. "How many lovers have you had?"
She shot him a look along with her laugh.
"None of your business," she said.
He laughed with her.
"Tell me this then, what's your sign? No matter what circumstances you ask that question, it always sounds like a cheesy line that men give women in a dating bar," he said laughing.
Obviously proud to be an American and as if she was born on the Fourth of July instead of Flag Day, she looked at him with pride.
"Gemini, June 14th, Flag Day. I'm the sign that has dual personalities," she said with a laugh.
He gave her a smile.
"Oh, good, the sign of the twins. I get along well with that sun sign. My Mom was Gemini, June 4th. So, which personality am I seeing now?"
She gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Right now, I'm the horny, sexually frustrated, and lonely personality who can't believe she's so brazen to be driving a strange man home to his condo," she said with a chuckle. "Moreover, I can't believe I just admitted all of that to you."
Modestly shy and reminding him of himself, he found it endearing how she covered up her insights about herself with a joke. Being on the same wavelength allowed them to give one another an understanding look that served to save for unnecessary conversation. Moreover, this common ground of intellectual understanding would, no doubt, develop for a fast relationship. However, easy to misread someone when just meeting them, if either one missed a cue that may cause discord leading to a premature end of something that started out so uncommonly good.
"Seriously, your sensitivity is apparent and the outside package is rather good to look at, too," she said.
She patted his knee and rubbed his thigh lecherously in the way that he went up her short skirt to feel her naked thigh.
"Here I'm feeling guilty for copping a cheap feel of you and you're the one lusting over me," he said looking down at her hand on his thigh.
"Well, I have hormones, too, you know," she said removing her hand. "I'm sorry; but your tortoise shell glasses send me out of control," she said with a laugh.
He laughed too.
"Yeah, I'm blind," he said removing his glasses. "I need them for distances, matter of fact, if I saw you out on the street, especially if you were across the street, I wouldn't recognize you if I wasn't wearing my glasses. I've insulted a lot of my friends and even my family members who thought that I was snubbing them or avoiding them by not acknowledging them and saying hi," he said with a laugh.
She took the glasses from his hand, put them on, twisted the rear-view mirror toward her, and leaned over to see how she looked as she drove.
"My God, you are blind. These lenses are too blurry for me," she said laughing and handing him back the eyeglasses. "I'm surprised you're able to walk around without a cane and a Seeing Eye dog," she said with another laugh.
Instead of laughing with her, he made a face.
"Gees, God forbid," he said shaking his head. "I have enough problems with being mentally challenged without adding blindness to my list," he said with a seriousness and a straight face.
She made a disbelieving face at him, obviously not believing that he had any physical and/or mental abnormalities.
"Would you ever consider having that LASIK eye surgery done?"
He made a dismissive face.
"Nah, I can't even wear contacts. It grosses me out to think of someone touching my eyes," said Ken.
She gave him a smile.
"Well, your glasses make you look sexy," she said looking at him, now that he was wearing his glasses again.
Ken laughed.
"Oh, no, there you go with those hormones again. My mother warned about me about women like you," he said.
She laughed.
"I like you, Ken," she said. "You're funny and fun."
He returned her laugh with his laugh.
"I like you too. You're gorgeous and have big tits," he said raising his hands in front of himself and squeezing them as if he was squeezing her breasts.
He leaned into her and turned put his finger to her chin and slightly turned her head to kiss her.
"Careful," she said laughing and while kissing him. "You're going to make me have an accident."
He laughed his frustration at being stuck in traffic.
"Unless you take your foot off the brake, you'd have to go some to have an accident in this gridlock traffic," he said with a laugh.
* * * * *
Enjoying one another's company, the fifteen-minute ride through downtown traffic from Jake's Special Cars in Cambridge to Ken's condo on Beacon Street in the Back Bay felt shorter with the titillation of their sexy conversation. He motioned to her that his building was coming up on the right-hand side. It was a twelve story, brick building that overlooked Beacon and Clarendon Streets with the back of the building overlooking the grassy Esplanade and the quaint Charles River.
"That's it there, the tall brick building," he said with less pride than if he was living in one of the 19th century brownstones, or living life large overlooking the Boston Harbor in the way that Jeffrey was.
When Roxanne slowed to pull into the garage, she suddenly got quiet. He sensed her nervousness and awkwardness about going upstairs with him to his condo with someone she had just met and didn't know very well. He could tell that she wasn't the type of woman who picked up strange men at a restaurant and drove them home for a date and he was right. Never had she done this before. Yet, they obviously already had a magical connection between them that they both felt and were powerless to resist. He had a good feeling about her and about this fateful, wonderful day and she obviously did too.
She parked the car and they got out. Ken put his guest pass on her windshield. He took her hand again as if they were already boyfriend and girlfriend. They continued walking through the exclusive parking lot for the residents of the building.
"We can have a drink together. You can meander around the condo while I shave, shower, and change. Then, we can have a drink together before we go out for dinner and dancing," he said already having planned their first date.
She exhaled her awkwardness and nervousness in her obvious attempt to relax her nervousness. Then, she chuckled out a laugh.
"I'm relieved. Once, I got here, admittedly I was a bit nervous. I didn't want you to get the wrong impression of me and think that I'm easy. You're the first man who I've been so forward with and taken the lead. It's just," she said looking up at his hazel eyes. "I felt something and—"
While still walking through the parking lot toward the elevators, he put his arm around her waist.
"That's so weird because I felt something, too," he said pulling her closer, taking her in his arms, and kissing her.
Again, she returned his passion by allowing him to explore her mouth with his tongue. Even though she was tall, about 5'9" tall, she fit perfectly in his arms. She had a firm body and his cock reacted to the feeling of her pelvis firmly pressed against his. With his hand at the small of her back, he so wanted to reach down and cup her sweet ass again but, not wanting to prematurely ruin things by groping her again, he didn't dare. He had the entire evening to do that, if she allowed him to explore her shapely body again.
"Don't worry," he said breaking off their kiss and turning her towards the first set of elevator doors. "You're safe with me, kind of, not really, not at all," he said with a laugh.
She returned his laugh with her laugh.
"Good, I feel safe with you, kind of, not really, not at all. At first I thought you were taking me upstairs to ravish me," she said with a hopeful look.
He returned her hopefulness with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Later, we have the whole evening to ravish one another," he said with a laugh that made her laugh, too.
With both of them in good spirits, it appeared they were receptive to whatever was to happen next.
The building security was such that tenants and visitors could not reach the residential floors from the garage without having to sign in at the front desk. Forced to take an elevator from the garage to the lobby, a second elevator delivered them to the rest of the building. This second step of having to take another elevator gave the front desk personnel the opportunity of seeing and logging in who was coming and going in the building.
"I wanted to be up high enough to have a good view of the Charles River," he said pressing the 9th floor in the lobby elevator. I love the Charles. I use to play here as a kid and from my living room, I have the perfect view of the Boston Pops when they have the Fourth of July concert," he said.
She gave him an endearing smile.
"You must live in the rear of the building, then."
He nodded.
"Yes, the view from the rear is better than the view from the front and is worth the extra money. Besides, with car alarms, police and fire sirens, and drunken college parties all along Beacon Street, Boston can be a noisy place to live and living high up enough and in the back of the building insulates me somewhat from the disadvantages of disruptive city living," he said.
She looked around as if she was confused.
"Where are we in Boston? I'm confused," she said.
With him knowing Boston like the back of his hand, he explained where she was.
"Diagonally across from MIT and Harvard on the other side of the Charles River, my building sits squarely situation between Boston University, Emerson College and Fisher College. There are a dozen other colleges within only a few miles, Northeastern University and Boston College aren't far from here. Every night it seems there's a loud, drunken party somewhere but my triple pane glass insulates me from that noise, thank God," he said.
She smiled her acknowledgement of his explanation of where she was.
"Still, you're convenient to everything and can walk practically anywhere. Now that you have a supersized limo, you really don't even need a car," she said with a laugh.
He laughed too.
"Yeah, I know, but after not having a car for a few years and having to put up with the drunks, troublemakers, and homeless on the public transportation, I missed not having one. Now I can drive up to New Hampshire, Maine, and Vermont. Which reminds me, I bought a car. Hooray! I bought a Lincoln Town Car, Executive L, factory limousine," he said with a laugh.
She laughed too.
"You must promise to take me for a ride," she said as if she was already his girlfriend.
He squeezed her hand.
"Oh, you don't have to worry about that. I'll even let you drive the car. Hey, I've always wanted to do this?"
He smiled at her as if he had a sexy secret.
"Do what?"
As if he was spinning her while dancing, he turned her towards the security camera in the elevator.
"I've always wanted to give the security guards manning the cameras something to see."
He laughed.
"Security guards? Cameras? What do you mean?"
He waved to the camera.
"There," he said pointing a hidden security camera in the elevator.
With that, he pulled her to him, and kissed her. Now, they were really making out. He reached down and cupped her ass before lifting the back of her skirt up passed the tops of her thighs, up passed her hips, and all the way up to her lower back. Holding her and her raised skirt in place and in full view of the camera, he felt her round, firm ass through her panties.
"Ken! Oh, my God," she said laughing fluffing down her skirt as she turned away from the camera. "Kenny," she said laughing again.
As if they were randy teenagers, he laughed as much as she was laughing.
"Sorry, for embarrassing you," he said with a laugh. "I couldn't resist."
She continued laughing while smoothing down her skirt and keeping her face hidden to the camera by keeping her head down.
"Well, that was embarrassing. Thank you. I just hope I don't see my ass posted on the Internet," she said still straightening her clothes. Ken held the elevator doors open for her when they reached his floor. "I see that you are back to being a gentleman, again. Thank you," she said alighting from the elevator.
Obviously in good spirits, she laughed again even after his outlandish, exhibitionistic behavior of flashing security her white, bikini panties.
"I couldn't treat a lady any other way...most times," he said laughing.
He motioned his arm to the right of the corridor.
"Well, it's good fun to be lecherous sometimes," she said pinching his ass.
Directing her progress along the carpeted corridor, he motioned her to his condo, #910. He unlocked and opened his door and turned on the light to reveal a large living area. The middle of the room had an orange couch sitting upon a beige rug. Diagonally opposite the couch were two overstuffed, comfortable looking chairs. One was wide with a low-back with an orange and blue pattern and the other was a Queen Anne style chair of tufted brown leather with a matching ottoman.
Between the couch and the chairs was a coffee table covered with magazines, books, and papers that overflowed onto the floor. Against the wall and to the right of the front door was a desk with a personal computer, a laptop, and a printer. Giving the appearance its occupant had been interrupted from working on a project, the room was cluttered with paperwork and opened books.
To the left was the door leading to the bedroom and to the right of that was the kitchen. Small and efficient, but large enough to fit a table and two chairs, the kitchen was decorated with black granite countertops, dark cherry cabinetry, and stainless-steel appliances. Modern in appearance, it was darkly masculine. Separating the kitchen and living room and serving as the bar, a long, wide, granite counter space supported a stocked, wooden, wine race.
Parallel to the kitchen and in the corner of the room was an area full of exercise equipment. Out of character in a living space, but more in character with a bachelor pad, a heavy bag and speed bag were suspended from the ceiling. A small distance away was a weightlifting bench with an assortment of accessories and cast-iron plates. A treadmill was angled in the far corner and facing the outside view of the Charles River.
Next to the designated gym area and across from the front door was the best part of his condo, an entire wall of floor to ceiling, glass windows. Leading out from French doors and surrounded by windows, the entire windowed wall was a full-length balcony. Not readily noticeable, centered in front of the window treatments, a sound system stood perpendicular to the drapes and a huge, big screen television was perched on the wall across from the Queen Anne chair and in between the floor standing speakers.
Ken closed the front door, removed his jacket, and tossed it on a chair. He helped Roxanne off with her jacket and hung it on a hanger in the reception closet. She smelled so good. Clean and fresh, she smelled like someone advertising a scented body wash.
"What perfume are you wearing?"
She laughed.
"I'm not wearing any. That's just my natural scent," she said looking him in the eye and with a straight face.
He looked at her amazed.
"Seriously?"
She shook her
"You're such a goof," she said laughing. "I'm wearing Chanel."
He laughed at his stupidity.
"I like it. It's intoxicating like you," he said giving her an alluring smile.
She returned his smile with a sexy look.
"Thank you."
He escorted her to the cluttered living room.
"I vacuumed last month, I think," he said with a laugh. "Make yourself at home," he said with a wave of his hand. "What can I get you?"
She sat on the pumpkin orange couch.
"Um, white wine, Chablis, if you have some," she said.
He nodded his affirmation that he had Chablis wine.
"Chablis it is," he said. "Would you like ice in your wine?"
She looked at him in the way that she looked at him when he asked her if her Mustang was an automatic transmission.
"God no," she said with a laugh. "The only thing worse than putting ice in wine is putting ice in single malt scotch. Ice ruins the bouquet and the natural flavor of the wine. I don't know why so many women put ice in their wine, especially red, expensive wine," she said.
He walked to the wine rack, selected a bottle, opened it, and poured some in two glasses. He handed her a glass.
"I didn't know you were such a liquor and wine connoisseur. I never put ice in my single malt scotch or in my wine for that matter. I take my scotch straight up with just a splash of water. Cheers to something magical," he said beaming her a smile.
She returned his smile with her smile.
"Cheers to the beginning of something beautiful," she said with a warm smile.
He walked off towards the kitchen and busied himself readying a tray of cheese, crackers, carrots, celery and nuts.
"How about some music?"
He set the tray of hors d'oeuvres down on the coffee table, picked up the remote to the stereo, and handed it to her.
"What do you CD's do you have?"
He shrugged her an answer.
"Whatever is there. It's sometimes fun looking through all the CD's," he said pointing to a rack of CD's. "My collection is pretty eclectic."
She flipped through his collection of CD's, picked and pulled out a Celine Dion CD and put it in the player and an Adele CD to play next.
"Excuse me while I get ready for this evening," he said disappearing in the bathroom.
As if she already lived there, Roxanne meandered around the living room picking up clutter off the floor, and straightening books, filing magazines, and stacking papers, and CD's as she went.
"You can tell this guy lives alone," she said with a chuckle.
She sat on the couch listening to Celine. Then, when she heard the sound of the shower, she walked out on the balcony. She closed left the glass door to the balcony open so that she could still hear the stereo in the living room playing but closed the screen door behind her. It was relaxing standing there on the balcony with a glass of wine while listening to music and enjoying the view of the Charles River.
"Such a perfect location," she said. "It must be really something listening to the Boston Pops Orchestra play while watching the fireworks in the distance. If we're still together as a couple, I'm looking forward to the Fourth of July concert on the Esplanade."
* * * * *




It had been an unseasonably mild, spring day and the Esplanade was filled with people sunbathing along the Charles and trying to rush the season by squeezing in their activities in the late afternoon before darkness fell. With her gaze hypnotically transfixed on the dozens of docked sailboats bobbing with the roll of the water, a cool breeze from the quickly changing air chilled her. She wrapped her arms around herself with a shiver.
Permeating the air with a beating melody of clanging ropes chiming against metal masts without sails echoed an eerie song. She looked out to the paths that ran along the esplanade while watching the steady stream of bicyclists, joggers, and rollerbladers. She scanned the sun worshipers rushing the season and enjoying the warm, sunny day practically naked. She watched the sailboats and college rowing teams that dotted the Charles River meander their way back to shore before the close of the boat club.
"I hope he's for real," she said talking to herself. "It would be wonderful to finally meet someone special. It would be great to finally have a good, kind, sincere, and respectful man in my life. I'd love to fall in love again. I'd love to get married and have children."
She looked over the Charles River again to watch the late afternoon sun begin its slow descent in the horizon.
"Only, I must take care not to ruin this by being guarded to not allow myself to see him for who he truly is, a catch. I must take care not to ruin this by being desperate to not allow myself to see him for who he truly is, a cad. I need to find a normalcy somewhere in the middle and not be so judgmental as I sometimes can be," she said giving herself the lecture that she obviously needed to be open, vulnerable, and ready for love.
Having had only one serious relationship several years ago that ended abruptly when a drunk driver took the life of John, her fiancé, she was still grieving over the loss of him. Like all women still single at her age, she wanted to find someone to love. More desperate with each passing year, she wanted to get married, have children, buy a house, and raise a family. At thirty-five-years-old, she was running out of time to have a baby of her own.
She was tired of being pressured by her mother, by her married sister, by her married friends, and by all the married women in her life who wanted to know when she was getting married and having a baby. If the women who pressured her weren't enough, men wondered why someone who was as good looking as she obviously was, was still single. More than once she heard rumors that people thought there was something wrong with her or that she was lesbian. Only, she was as normal as any other woman being picky when wanting to find someone special, and she wasn't lesbian.
Perhaps if she told people that she was lesbian, even though she wasn't, they'd stop pressuring her long enough to mind their own business. Perhaps, if she told people to mind their own business, they'd leave her alone. Only, it was better if she just ignored them. It was better if she continued to allow them to vicariously live their lives as a single woman in the way that she sometimes vicariously lived her life as a married woman with children.
Suffice to say, she was lonely. She was horny. She was sexually frustrated. She wanted someone to love and someone to love her.
Tired of meeting the wrong type of guys, the guys who were only after one thing, she had wasted enough of her time in bars and didn't want any more one night stands. She had it with guys who didn't call her the next day and who couldn't commit. For a while, she had summoned the belief that she was better off alone but, when her loneliness and horniness reared its head, that didn't last very long.
To be continued...
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Mom & Son Celebrate Nude Day Naked
"Be careful what you wish for because with a high price to pay for every, sexual, incestuous thing that you wish to receive, you may get what you want."
A mother reluctantly agrees to strip herself naked and have sex with her son on Nude Day.
"Happy Birthday, Elizabeth," said her son John to his mother. "Happy Birthday, Mom."
Going out for the night on her birthday, she looked so pretty. She looked so sexy. She looked so hot. John wished he was going out with her. Only, where she was going, there were no men allowed.
Home from college for the summer before starting his junior year in September, today was a big day for 20-year-old John. Today was his mother's 40th birthday. John thought she'd be celebrating her birthday with him but she had already made plans with her friends to go to a CFNM strip club. It was going to be a late night waiting up for her to arrive home to wish her a happy birthday again. Rejecting having beer because beer made him sleepy, wanting to be awake to greet his mother, John drank black coffee instead.
Being that her friends were taking her out and the drinks were on them, he figured she'd be coming home a little tipsy. He had never seen his mother tipsy. Since she was going to an all-male strip club, he wondered if she'd be coming home horny too. He had never seen his mother horny. He wondered what she was like when drunk and horny.
'Drunk and horny, what better time than tonight to make a sexual move on my mother,' he thought?
Only, perish the thought. He didn't dare. He needed to live here until after he graduated from college in two years, found a job, and could afford his own place. He didn't want to make her feel uncomfortable in her own home by the incestuous lust that he felt for his mother. The last thing that he wanted was for his mother to think him an incestuous pervert and ask him to leave.
Yet, if nothing more than a sexual fantasy and with him sexually attracted to his MILF of a mother since his father left two-years ago when he was 18-years-old, innocent enough, he imagined giving his mother a birthday kiss. Not as innocent, forget about him just giving her a peck on the lips, he imagined giving his mother a deep, wet, birthday kiss. Crossing the incestuous line, he imagined giving his mother forty, French kisses with one for good luck.
Only, he had never given his mother more than a peck on her lips on her birthday, on his birthday, on Valentine's Day, on Christmas under the mistletoe, and on New Year's Eve. John yearned to French kiss his mother. He wished he could make out with his mother while feeling her sexy and shapely body through her clothes.
If she came home drunk, in addition to kissing her, he imagined giving his mother forty, birthday, naked ass whacks with one for good luck. Imagining taking sexual advantage of his mother, he imagined pulling her over his knee. He imagined lifting up her short skirt, pulling down her white, bikini panties, and slapping her naked ass forty times with one for good luck.
Maybe if she was drunk enough and horny enough, he'd not only kiss his mother, French kiss his mother but also slap her naked ass. Maybe if she was drunk enough and horny enough, she'd not only allow him to kiss her, French kiss her, but also allow him slap her naked ass forty time with one for good luck. The only thing better than French kissing his mother and slapping her naked ass was her allowing him to strip her naked. The only thing better than being allowed to strip his drunken, horny mother naked was her allowing him to have sex with her drunken, horny, and naked body.
'Wow! How hot would that be to take sexual advantage of my mother under the pretense that I was giving her forty, naked, ass whacks for her birthday,' he thought? 'In my dreams,' he thought. 'French kissing my mother and/or slapping her naked ass will never happen just as stripping my mother naked and having sex with her naked body would never happen neither.'
Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he'd love to help his mother to bed. Imagining her being too drunk to undress herself, he imagined undressing her. He imagined removing her blouse before removing her short skirt. He imagined removing her low-cut bra to expose her big, naked tits before removing her bikini panties to expose her round, firm, naked ass and her naked, black, trimmed pussy to his horny, incestuous eyes. He imagined stripping his mother naked. As his pretense and his valid excuse to strip his mother naked, the next morning, if she asked, he could tell her that he helped her on with her nightgown in the dark after she stripped herself naked.
'Yeah, that's good. That will work. Maybe she'd be too drunk to remember me undressing her, seeing her naked body, and touching and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother,' thought John.
Only instead of staying awake to greet his mother, John fell asleep dreaming of undressing her and having his wild, wicked, sexual way with her shapely and sexy, naked body. He fell asleep with thoughts of unbuttoning and removing her blouse, unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt, unhooking and removing her bra, and slowly sliding off her panties. As if he had really undressed his mother, stripped her naked, he dreamt of his mother naked. Visualizing her without her clothes, as if a premonition and as if she was standing in the living room naked, his dream felt so surreally real.
'I'd love nothing more than to strip my mother naked while French kissing her,' he thought.
Not stopping there with his sexual fantasy, after stripping his mother naked, he dreamt of having incestuous sex with his naked mother. Before undressing her, he dreamt of feeling his mother through her clothes while French kissing her and her feeling him through his clothes while French kissing him. Then, after undressing her, he imagined feeling her naked breasts and fingering her naked nipples. He dreamt of fingering his mother's warm, wet pussy.
Totally forbidden, yet so very sexually exciting, he imagined masturbating his mother. Totally incestuous, yet, again, so very sexually exciting, fingering her while licking her, he imagined eating his mother's pussy. With her returning the sexual favor, he imagined his mother stroking his cock while sucking his cock. If that wasn't enough, he imagined making love to his MILF of a mother before fucking her.
'Elizabeth, I love you. Happy birthday. I love you mom,' he imagined saying. 'I'd love to give my Mom multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock,' he thought. 'I'd love to know what she looks and sounds like when having multiple, sexual orgasms.'
* * * * *
The last thing that he remembered before falling asleep on the couch was finishing his third cup of coffee. The last thing he remembered before falling asleep was turning off the television. The last thing he remembered after falling asleep was being awakened by loud laughter coming from the front hall. He looked at his watch. It was after 2:00 am when he heard Diane's voice, his mother's best friend coming up the front stairs.
"How many strippers' cocks did you stroke, Liz," asked Diane?
He heard his mother laugh.
"I lost count, at least eight or ten. I don't remember," she said laughing again.
Diane returned his mother's laugh with her laugh.
"How many strippers' cocks, did you suck, Liz?"
He heard his mother laughing again before he heard his mother answer Diane's question.
"I don't know. I lost count of that too," said his mother slurring her words and laughing. "At least four, I think, maybe more. I only wished they had fucked me. I'm still so horny," she said slurring her words again. "I would have loved someone cumming in my pussy before cumming in my mouth," she said.
They were talking and laughing so obnoxiously loud.
'Wait. What? Did I hear Diane correctly or was I imagining her saying that? My mother stroked eight or ten strippers' cocks. My mother sucked four strippers' cocks, maybe more,' he thought while listening at the closed front door. 'My Mom is horny and wished that the strippers had fucked her,' he thought to himself. 'Did I hear her correctly when she said that she wished that the strippers had ejaculated their cum in her cunt and in her mouth? How hot is that to be alone with my drunk and horny mother?'
Always thinking of his mother as morally modest, John never thought that his mother gave blowjobs. Then, not believing his eyes, he saw his mother sucking her date, Ralph's prick, a few days ago in the backyard by the pool when she thought he was sleeping. Now, he suddenly had an image of his mother on her knees and blowing strippers. In the way that he watched his mother suck Ralph's cock from his bedroom window while masturbating himself, and in the way that he imagined his mother sucking the cocks of four or more strippers, he imagined his mother sucking his prick too.
Unable to stay awake much longer, John opened the front door to see Diane struggling to slowly help his mother up the stairs. As if she was in a catfight, with her blouse half unbuttoned and her skirt unzipped and on crooked, his mother's clothes were disheveled. She looked so perfect when she left the house and now she looked a frightful mess. Even her straight, black, perfectly coiffed hair, something she was so particular about, was sticking up in back as if the strippers had put their heavy hands to the back of her head while she sucked their cocks.
"Johnny! You're awake," said his mother with a big, drunken smile while staring up at him with her big, beautiful, brown eyes.
She greeted him as if she hadn't seen him in several months when it had only been several hours. As if he was her boyfriend, lover, or husband instead of her son, she threw her arms around his neck and pressed her torso tightly against his torso in a full body hug. Eager to leave, Diane deposited his mother at the front door and wave goodnight while heading down the stairs.
"I have to go. I'm late. Good night. Happy birthday, Liz. She's all yours," said Diane to John. "I have to get home. I still need to drive the babysitter home. Good night," said Diane already outside.
* * * * *
John helped his mother inside and as soon as he closed the front door, his mother pushed him against the door and kissed him. His mind was suddenly swirling with sexual, incestuous lust for his mother. His mother kissed him. Having never kissed him in that sexual way before, he couldn't believe his mother kissed him in that incestuous way now.
'Wow,' he thought while closing his eyes and returning her kiss with his kiss.
Then, as if she was still at the strip club and she had mistaken him for one of the strippers, she reached her horny hand down to feel his cock through his jeans. Groping him in the way that he always wanted her to grope him and in the way that he'd love to grope his mother, she was feeling his growing erection through his jeans. He couldn't believe his mother not only touched his prick but also felt and fondled his prick through his jeans. He only wished he was wearing his pajama bottoms without underwear instead of his jeans.
Yet, with her not nearly done sexually molesting her son, before he could move away from his mother, she had already parted his lips and French kissed him. His mother French kissed him. He couldn't believe his mother French kissed him.
'Holy hot Hell,' he thought. 'I'll be going to Hell if I have sex with my mother.'
Before he could move away from his mother, she had already unzipped him and taken his erect, naked prick out of his jeans. Before he could move away from his mother, she was stroking his big, hard, naked prick in her soft, warm, motherly hand. His mother was French kissing him while stroking his naked, erect cock. He couldn't believe his mother was French kissing him while stroking his naked, erect prick.
'Oh, my God. I don't believe this. She's going to make me cum,' he thought while his mother stroked him harder and faster. 'Am I still dreaming? My sexual fantasy come true, I can't believe my mother is French kissing me while stroking my cock,' he thought while in shock.
Kissing and kissing him while fondling the head of his growing, naked erection, she stopped making out with her son to tell him what she needed him to tell him by whispering her incestuous, sexual desires in his ear.
"Would you like me to suck your cock, John?" She looked at him in the way that his mother had never looked at him before. "I don't mind. I'd blow you, if you want me to blow you," she said continuing to stroke his cock. "You can even cum in my mouth and watch me swallow your cum," she said giving him a sexy smile and a drunken look while sliding a slow tongue across her full, red lips. "Would you like for Mommy to stroke you while blowing you?"
He was stunned, too stunned to answer his mother.
"Mom," was what he said. "Mom," was all that he could say. "Mom," he said nodding his head yes to her giving him a blowjob.
He watched her squirming as if she was a snake trying to crawl out of her skin.
"Before I suck you, Johnny, help me out of these clothes. I've been in these clothes all day," she said blowing in his ear before continuing to kiss him. She stopped kissing him again only to tell him what she wanted and needed him to do. "I need to get naked," she said while laughing. "Do your mother a favor and strip me naked, John," she said laughing again. "Then, after you strip me naked, I'll suck your prick."
'What? Seriously? My mother wants me to help her out of her clothes. She needs to get naked. She wants me to strip her naked,' he thought as if imagining what she said and what he heard. 'Oh, my God. She offered to blow me. She offered to suck my cock, allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth, and watch her swallow my cum. This is unbelievable. I can't believe this is happening.'
* * * * *
More than two-years later, home for good after having graduated college and looking for a job, John awakened with a raging erection. Nothing new there, his morning wood, he always awakened with an erection. Moreover, because of his MILF of a sexy mother, as if flaunting his cock, teasing his mother, and daring her to touch it, suck it, and fuck it, he always walked around her and the house with an erection. Yet, even though he was horny, sexually excited and sexually frustrated, as he was every day, today was different. Today was Nude Day. Other than Christmas and his birthday, Nude Day was his favorite holiday of the year.
Yet, despite the naked holiday, he didn't think of naked models protesting animal rights and the ban of fur. He didn't think of naked celebrities pushing some political agenda. Instead, he thought more of his mother naked while celebrating Nude Day with him naked too. Instead of sexually fantasizing over women he sexually knew from his past or wanted to sexually know in his future, his sexual thoughts were incestuous thoughts that were more focused on his MILF of a mother, Elizabeth, than on anyone else.
To John, Nude Day was synonymous with his mother stripping herself naked and seeing his mother without her clothes. He'd love nothing more than to celebrate the naked holiday naked with his naked mother. He'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked again in the way that he saw her naked more than two-years ago when she came home drunk from a CFNM strip party drunk and horny.
Today is the day for him and his mother to hopefully, with a little coercion on his part, get naked without shame, guilt, and/or remorse. Today, Nude Day, he hoped to see his mother naked again and hoped to show his naked mother his naked body too. He'd love to show his mother his naked prick again if only she'd agree to show him her naked ass, here naked tits, and her naked pussy.
With him not out of bed yet, he slowly stroked his erection while thinking of seeing his mother in her panties and bra again. He thought about seeing his mother topless again and naked again. He slowly stroked his erection while thinking of having sex with his naked mother again.
'If it's not enough to see my mother naked on Nude Day,' he thought, 'how hot would that be to have sex with my naked mother on Nude Day?'
It was more than two years ago when she celebrated her fortieth birthday by attending a CFNM, clothe female, nude male, strip club and when she came home drunk, horny, and vulnerable. It was more than two years ago when she kissed him, French kissed him, felt him through his clothes, and allowed him to return her long, wet kisses and strip her naked. Not stopping there, it was more than two years ago when they had mother and son incestuous sex.
Even now he still can't believe that she allowed him to French kiss her while he touched her, felt her, and fondled her through her clothes, and while she touched him, felt him, and fondled him through his clothes. More than that, she allowed him to undress her, strip her naked, and have his wild, wicked, sexual way with her sexy, shapely, and naked body. While continuing to masturbate himself, he remembered fingering her pussy while licking her pussy. Reciprocating the sex, she sucked and fucked his cock. It was more than two years ago when he made sweet love to his mother before he fucked his mother hard and fast, and pounded her pussy.
'I love you, Mommy,' he thought while stroking his prick a little faster and a little harder.
* * * * *
Alas, a sad day, it was more than two years ago since their Bullmastiff, Devil, died. Sad over the death of their beloved dog and perhaps coming together because of their grief over their beloved pet, they were both too broken up and too sad to get another dog. They'd never find another huge, friendly, and loyally loving dog like Devil. Weighing 160 pounds of muscle and thirty inches tall at the shoulder, one of a kind, he was a giant of his breed.
'I miss you, Devil,' he thought.
Yet, now, more than two years later, as if it never happened, as if he imagined it, dreamt it, or sexually fantasized it, he wondered if nudity and/or sex between them would ever happen again. As if nudity and sex between them never happened, sweeping their forbidden sexual desires beneath the carpet, in the way that they never discussed the death of Devil, they never discussed them having incestuous sex. If only just one more time, he'd love to see his mother naked again. If only just one more time, he'd love to have sex with his naked mother again.
Now that he was older, still masturbating himself over that one special night with his mother, he needed to know if his mother sexually wanted him as much as he still sexually wanted her. He needed to know if she'd allow him to strip her naked and have sex with her again when she was sober and wasn't drunk. He'd love nothing more than to touch and feel her through her clothes while French kissing her again. He'd love nothing more than to strip his mother naked again while sexually touching and feeling her everywhere a son should never sexually touch and feel his mother.
What better day than Nude Day to open that forbidden, Pandora's Box of taboo and incest? What better day than Nude Day to free that can of worms of Garden of Eden kind of sexual desire? What better day than Nude Day than to seduce his mother into stripping naked again and celebrating Nude Day naked? What better day than Nude Day to have incestuous sex with his mother again? If only she would, he would.
* * * * *
"It's going to be another hot one today, John," said Elizabeth to her son.
She turned her fan a notch higher while waving a magazine in front of her pretty face. With the top, two buttons of her blouse already unbuttoned, she abandoned her magazine to use both of her hands to flutter her blouse open and closed in trying to cool herself. As if following a forbidden road to Nirvana, John watched a bead of perspiration slowly slide from her long, swanlike neck down the tops her meaty breasts, follow her sexy cleavage, and disappear somewhere inside her sexy, low-cut bra.



'I wish I was that bead of perspiration wetting her big tits in the way that I'd love to wet them again with my tongue,' thought John.
Every time she fluttered open and closed her blouse, his growing erection pulsated and throbbed. Every time she fluttered open and closed her blouse, with her obviously oblivious to him looking, staring, and leering, John enjoyed his mother giving him sexy down-blouse views of her cleavage and bra. Every time she fluttered open and closed her blouse, he was tempted to stick his horny hand in his mother's blouse and feel her breasts through her sexy brassiere. Every time she fluttered open and closed her blouse, he was tempted to stick his horny hand down inside her bra to feel her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
'I love my mother's big tits,' he thought. 'I'd give anything to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them...again.'
Mesmerizing him with incestuous thoughts, he stared at his mother as if he had never seen a pretty woman before. He stared at his mother as if he had never seen her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked before. A sexy sight that hypnotized his attention, he loved his mother's big tits and the impressions that her erect nipples made through her bra and blouse. Aside from her pretty face, her long, sexy legs, and her shapely, round ass, her breasts were two more things that he loved about his MILF of a mother.
* * * * *
When she faced the fan and put her head up and back, her black, chin length, straight hair blew back to make her look as if she was riding in a convertible or was positioned on the back of a motorcycle. In the way that her hair blew back from the fan blowing her hair, she looked as if she was doing an ad for a famous stereo speaker company and her hair was being blown back by the sound. Melting him with her pretty face and shapely body, she was so hot, literally and figuratively. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. Only, forbidden fruit, she was his mother and he was her horny, sexually attracted son.
How dare he sexually lust over his mother? How dare he want to have sex with his mother? How dare he stare and leer at her while undressing her with his eyes? How dare he masturbate over his mother while imagining her naked and having sex with her naked body? Yet, no matter how much he scolded himself, he sexually and incestuously wanted her.
'I wish I could see my mother naked again,' he thought. 'Perhaps, Nude Day is my pretense to convince my mother to strip naked with me. Hopefully, once I cajole my mother to strip naked, maybe she'd have sex with me again. I wish I could have sex with my mother again,' he thought. 'I'd like nothing better than for her to blow me. I'd love nothing better than to cum in her beautiful mouth and watch her swallow my cum while I fondle her breasts and finger her nipples,' he thought while making himself even hornier and more sexually excited.
Instead of seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, or naked, he had to be content in watching his mother inadvertently sexually tease him by fluttering her blouse open and closed. Instead of seeing his mother topless again, he had to be content to masturbate himself while imagining her topless. Instead of having sex with his mother again, he had to masturbate himself over the memories of having his wild, wicked sexual way with his mother's naked body.
"It's been hot every day and today with the temperatures going to be over 90 for the third day in a row makes this an official heatwave," said John.
Sexually attracted to his mother since he turned 18-years-old, after his father left, he couldn't help but notice how pretty his mother was, especially with the fan blowing back her raven hair from her face. She reminded him of a taller, shapelier, sexier, and busty version of Natalie Portman. In the way that the fan blew her hair back away from her face, she looked as if she was a supermodel on a photoshoot.
When she closed her eyes to enjoy the breeze from the fan, he looked more closely at her. She looked hot, literally and figuratively. She didn't look her age. She looked younger. If he didn't know her age, he'd guess that she was 35-years-old instead of 42-years-old. If she wasn't his mother, he'd hit on her. If he wasn't her son, he'd try and have sex with her again. Alas, a fluke of a drunken, horny night, she'd never have sex with him ever again in the way that she did that one, wonderful time.
* * * * *
"Happy Nude Day," he imagined saying coming up behind her when she was standing in the kitchen.
With her rinsing dishes in the kitchen sink, he imagined standing behind her and pressing his body against his mother's short, skirt clad ass. He imagined massaging her shoulders before slowly sliding his hands down the front of her open blouse. Massaging the tops of her breasts, he imagined moving his fingertips further down inside of her sexy, low-cut bra. He imagined feeling his mother's naked breasts with both hands before fingering her nipples. If only she would, he wished he could have sex with his mother again.
He imagined reaching down to raise her short skirt up past her shapely hips and all the way to her waist. He imagined feeling his mother's round, firm ass through her thin, bikini panties. He imagined spanking his mother's ass before squeezing her ass. He imagined sticking his hand between her sexy thighs to finger her pussy through her panties. He imagined pulling down his mother's panties, leaning her forward, and squatting to lick her sexy ass. After licking her round, firm ass, he imagined fucking her warm, wet pussy.
"What would you like to do today, Johnny?"
Interrupting his sexual fantasy of feeling her breasts, fingering her nipples, feeling, spanking, squeezing, and licking her naked ass before fucking her naked pussy, she smiled at him while waiting for him to answer. With her even more beautiful when she smiled, she was so sexy. Unable to remove himself from his sexual fantasy to answer her, when he didn't respond in time, she made her own suggestion.
"Would you like to go to the beach?"
Elizabeth gave him that million-dollar smile again after asking him that loaded question, what would he like to do today? If she wasn't pretty before, she was so much prettier now when she smiled. He had a whole laundry list of what he'd love to sexually do with his mother today. Only, unfortunately and alas, what he'd want to sexually do with his mother, she wouldn't want to sexually do with him.
'What would I like to do today? Hmm, lemme think,' he thought. 'Being that it's Nude Day, I'd like to strip you naked, Mom, and have incestuous sex with your beautiful, naked body,' he thought while wishing he could say how he sexually felt to his mother.
Only, he didn't dare. Not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, someway and somehow, his incestuous agenda needed to be her sexual agenda. Somehow, and the only way that it would work was the way that it worked when she came home drunk and horny that night. His mother stripping naked and having sex with her son needed to be her idea. Instead of pressuring her to celebrate Nude Day naked and instead of coercing her for nudity and for sex, he needed to be a bystander. He needed to be the one going along for the incestuous ride.
What would he like to do today? He didn't even have to think what he wanted to do with his mother today. He already knew what he'd love to do with her. Forget about going to the beach today, much like every other day, he'd love to have sex with his mother. Today, much like every other day, he'd love to kiss her and make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. Today, like every other day, in the way he did that one fateful night, he'd love to strip her naked and have passionate, incestuous sex with his mother's naked body.
'Fuck me, Mom. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth again,' he thought of all that he said to her then was still what he wanted to say to her now. 'Fuck me, Mom. I need to pound your pussy again. Cum Mom, cum. I want to hear you and watch you having a sexual orgasm.'
* * * * *
He'd love to undress her and strip his mother naked. He'd love to touch, feel, and fondle every part of her beautiful, naked body while fingering and licking her pussy before making love to her and before fucking her cunt hard and fast. In the way that he had already done before, he'd love to give his mother sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. In the way that she had already done before, he'd love for his mother to give him sexual orgasms with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy.
He'd love for his mother to stroke his cock while sucking his cock after fucking his cock. Only, not wanting to ruin the good mother and son relationship that they enjoyed, he'd never tell his mother how he sexually felt about her and what he sexually wanted to do with her and to her. Instead, ready and waiting to follow her lead, willing to do anything with his mother, he feigned his indifference while imagining her naked again and screaming out his name in sexual passion.
"I don't know what I'd like to do today," he said with a shrug when he knew exactly what he wanted to do today, Nude Day.
Too preoccupied with his mother and son incestuous sexual fantasies to think about boring, non-sexual, summertime activities, such as going to the beach. Now if she wanted to go to a nude beach on Nude Day, he'd be all over that. If she wanted to go to the park with the rest of the crowd celebrating Nude Day topless, naked, and in various manner of undress, he'd love to do that too. He'd love mothing more than making a Nude Day memory with his MILF of a mother by having some naked fun in the sun together.
She gave him her sexy smile that melted his heart and hardened his cock. Her sexy smile made him wonder what she was thinking. Her sexy smile made him wonder if she was thinking what he was thinking. Like mother, like son, hoping they were on the same sexual page, he hoped his mother still sexually wanted him as much as he still sexually wanted her.
"If we left now, we'd beat the crowd," she said turning her head from the fan to look at him. "If we left now, we'd be home early before it got too hot. Then, later, we'd have time to play Scrabble and/or to watch a movie together later."
Forget about playing Scrabble, he'd rather cuddle on the couch with his mother while watching a movie. He'd rather hold her as if she was his girlfriend, his lover, or his wife instead of his mother. He'd rather wait until she pickled herself with gin and tonics followed with tequila chasers before touching her and feeling her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. He just hoped she was hot enough to wear her sexy, short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown without the modesty of wearing a robe. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to give him down-nightgown views of her big, naked breasts and up-nightgown peeks of her naked pussy.
'Show me your tits, Mom,' thought John. 'Show me your pussy, Mom,' he wished he had the courage to say to her. 'Being that today is Nude Day, Mom, if you show me your naked body, I'll show you my naked body,' he thought. 'If you sexually do me, I'll sexually do you.'
Only, just because it was Nude Day, it wasn't sex day. It was one thing for his mother to show him her naked body but something else entirely for her to allow him to have sex with her naked body. He knew that his mother didn't sexually want him in the way that he incestuously wanted her. He knew that one time that they had sex would never happen again. Still a lifetime of memories, he'd be masturbating over stripping his mother naked while making out with her. He'd be masturbating over his mother naked in bed with him and him having sex with her for the rest of his perverted life.
* * * * *
Forget about playing Scrabble and/or watching a movie, he thought about going to the beach with his mother on Nude Day. The image of his mother wearing her sexy, white bikini that became transparent, nearly see-through when wet, filled his mind with incestuous thoughts. Before seeing his mother naked, never had he seen so much of her beautiful body whenever she wore that white, sexy bikini after emerging from the water.
As if she was his version of Bo Derek in the movie 10 walking towards him from the shore, she was an 11 to him. Only, perhaps knowing that her bikini turned transparent, she never wore that white, sexy bikini in public. She only wore it to sun and swim in the backyard whenever she thought that he wasn't home to enjoy the salacious and nearly naked view of her. Obviously and alas, she knew her bathing suit was X-rated and not meant for his eyes to see.
Instead of looking at all the other bikini clad women his age walking the beach, he imagined staring at the impressions his mother's erect, brown nipples made in her wet, white, bikini bra. He imagined staring at the dark impression that her black patch of trimmed, pubic hair made in her wet, white, bikini bottom. If seeing that much of his mother's nearly naked body wasn't enough, he imagined even more. He imagined staring up at her camel toe and her pussy slit at eye level when she stood in front of him drying her hair with a towel as he sat on the warm sand.
'She's so sexy,' he thought. 'She's so frigging beautiful.'
He imagined staring up at her as if she was his woman, his girlfriend, and/or his lover instead of his mother. Taking her all in as if she was his personal, porn star, he imagined staring at her as if she was naked instead of wearing her white, transparent bikini. Imagining her sitting on her towel and with him not modestly covering his erection with his hand, he'd allow her to see the lust that he had for her by standing in front of her with his engorged prick tenting his bathing suit. In the way that he'd stared at her bikini clad, ass, tits, and pussy, he wondered if she'd stare at his bulging prick or look away.
With nothing more and better to look at than at his mother wearing her white, nearly transparent bikini, for sure, he enjoyed the view of his mother more than he enjoyed the view of the ocean. He more enjoyed eyeing his mother in her bikini than he enjoyed eyeing other women walking the beach in their bikinis. He'd rather be anywhere with his mother than with anyone anywhere else. If the beach was where she wanted to go, then the beach was where he'd take her. Only, he hoped that she'd wear her white, sexy bikini.
Already sexually excited as much as he was horny and sexually frustrated, he couldn't contain his incestuous lust for his mother while thinking of them together on the beach. A sexy sight to see, he imagined staring at her ass crack when she stood and turned to face the water. He imagined staring at the sexually exciting outline of the back of her pussy mound when she turned and bent at the waist in front of him to dry her legs with her towel. He imagined staring at the impressions her brown nipples made in her bikini top as well as her camel toe and pussy slit that was obviously evident in her bikini bottom.
Not stopping there, he imagined wearing his bathing suit, the one without the netting and the oversized legs, that allowed his erect cock to suddenly drop out and make a surprise appearance. In the way that he'd love for her to flash him her naked breasts, naked ass, and naked pussy, he'd love nothing more than to flash his mother his engorged, naked prick. In the way that he'd leer and stare at all that his mother was showing while wearing her barely-there bikini, he wondered if his mother would stare and leer at his naked prick.
'Oh, my God. I love my mother. I so want to see her naked again. I so want to have sex with her naked body again,' thought John while remembering his mother naked, horny, drunk, and vulnerable.
With her inviting him to join her at the beach, where else could he innocently stare at his mother's big breasts, her erect nipples, her pussy mound, and her ass crack through her nearly transparent bathing suit? Where else could he share his incestuous lust for her by allowing her to see the big, naked bulge of sexual excitement that he had for his mother when escaping from his bathing suit. Only, instead of going to a public beach, he'd much rather she'd accompany him to a private, nude beach.
'How hot would that be for me and everyone else to see my mother naked in public on Nude Day? How hot would that be for my mother and everyone else to see me naked in public on Nude Day? I can't think of a better way to celebrate Nude Day than to be naked with my naked mother on a nude beach,' he thought.
Something he never thought about before but assumed that she didn't know, he wondered if his mother knew her bathing suit turned as transparent as it did when wet. Unless looking at herself in a mirror when wet, how would she know that her bathing suit was so scandalously sexy or incestuously wicked depending upon how one viewed her wearing her bikini in front of her horny son? As if she was on the beach naked, how would she know that he and everyone else could see so very much of her ass, her tits, and her pussy?
'How hot would that be if my Mom was an exhibitionist in the way that I'm a voyeur. Only, she's not like that. Except for that one drunken night that I stripped her naked and had sex with her naked body, she's modestly shy and morally innocent when it comes to nudity and when it comes to sex, especially incestuous sex,' he thought.
There wasn't a pedestal high enough where John could position his mother while, of course, staring up at her bright, white panties beneath her short skirt or ogle her naked pussy up her short, sexy nightgown. There wasn't a level low enough where John could position his mother while, of course, staring down at her tops of her breasts, her cleavage, and bra or ogle her naked tits down her low-cut nightgown. Alas, if she refused to get naked today on Nude Day, he'd have to settle for up-skirt views of her panties, up-nightgown views of her pussy, down-blouse views of her cleavage and bra, and down-nightgown views of her naked tits.
With there no mirrors on the beach, she can't see herself in the way that he can see so much of her through her bikini. If she did know that her bathing suit turned transparent and practically see-through when wet, sexually teasing him, he wondered if his mother was deliberately flashing him bits and pieces of her beautiful and nearly naked body. If she did know her bathing suit turned transparent and practically see-through when wet, he wondered if his mother would dare wear her white bikini to the beach. Alas, maybe the reason why she only wore her white, sexy bikini in the backyard pool was because she does know that her swimsuit turns totally invisible.
'Nonetheless, whether she knew her white bikini was transparent or not, the delicious thought of my mother's exhibitionism sexually arouses me. How hot would that be if she was deliberately flashing me? In the way that she inadvertently or deliberately flashed me her tits, her ass, and her pussy, I'd love to deliberately flash her my erect prick,' he thought while imagining flashing his mother his prick. 'Tits for cock, I'd love to play a game of sexy exhibitionism and voyeurism with my mother.'
In the way that he couldn't help from staring at all that she was showing him and all that he was seeing of her, how could she not know that her bathing suit was the reason why he was staring? Perhaps, transparency is the reason why most women don't wear white bathing suits to a public beach. Then again, perhaps, transparency is the reason why some women wear white bathing suits to a public beach. From now on, he'll be on the lookout for women wearing white bathing suits.
Whether she knew or didn't know that she was flashing, maybe his mother knew her bathing suit became transparent when wet. Maybe she was deliberately flashing him views of her brown nipples, her patch of dark, trimmed, pubic hair, and her ass crack. Wouldn't that be hot if his mother was as much of an incestuous exhibitionist as he is an incestuous voyeur? Why not? Like mother like son, she's his mother after all. Maybe she's just as horny as he is. Maybe she sexually wants him as much as he sexually wants her.



'Nah, my Mom's not like that. She's not a slut or a whore. She's not an incestuous exhibitionist in the way that I'm an incestuous voyeur,' he thought. 'Besides, she's not into mother and son incestuous sex in the way that I am. Then, thinking about that time more than two-years-ago when she was sexually aroused, and when he had his wild, wicked, sexual way with her drunken, naked body, maybe she is like that. Hmm,' thought John while recalling that wonderful, sexual, and incestuous night, 'maybe she wasn't drunk while pretending to be drunk. Maybe she was just horny and as sexually hot for him as he was for her.'
He still masturbated over all that he saw of his mother, all that he did with his mother, and over all that she did with him during that one, credible, wild, drunken night. He only wished they could do it again and again while she was sober. Alas and unfortunately, difficult to get his mother drunk again, his mother wasn't drinking as much now as she was then, especially since that wild, incredible, sex-filled, drunken night.
Seemingly and unfortunately, the only time he could have his incestuous, sexual way with his mother's naked body was when she was drunk and horny after attending a CFNM strip show. Maybe he could get her drunk again. Maybe he could talk her into going to another CFNM strip show and reap the benefits of her horniness, her drunkenness, and her vulnerability when she returned home after the sexy, all male, striptease show. He only wished he could be a fly on the wall to watch how his mother sexually interacted with the strippers. He heard her girlfriends talking that his mother stroked their cocks and sucked their cocks. No wonder why she was horny.
'How hot would that be while waiting for my mother to return home drunk and horny to have sex with me? Then, again, maybe she wasn't drunk. Wow, wouldn't that be something if she wasn't drunk,' he thought. 'Maybe she was pretending to be drunk. Maybe, in the way that I thought that I was having my wild, wicked, sexual way with my mother's naked body, without me even realizing it, she was the one who had her wild, wicked, sexual way with my naked body. Maybe she sexually used me in the way that I thought that I was sexually using her. Wow,' he thought. 'I never thought of that until now.'
* * * * *
He decided to go to the beach with his mother while hoping she'd wear her white, sexy, nearly see-through bikini. After going for a swim and drying off with her towel, whether she wore her transparent bikini or not, he imagined her laying on her stomach while waiting for him to rub suntan lotion on her sexy back and shapely legs. He imagined her undoing the back of her bikini bra for him to rub suntan lotion on her naked back.
A perfect way for him to stare at her shapely ass without her seeing him leering, he loved staring between his mother's legs at the back of her bathing suit clad, pussy mound. With her very active and athletic, his mother had a well-formed back and attractive legs. She had legs like a gymnast from all the swimming she did and tennis she played. He loved touching his mother everywhere, anywhere, even if it was only the back of her legs and/or her back.
Something so erotically foolish albeit sexually exciting at the same time, he wished she had an extra pair of breasts on her back, back breasts. How convenient would that be if his mother had another set of tits, especially when slow dancing? How awesome would that be to cup her back breasts in his hands, feel her back tits, and finger her back nipples while slow dancing? If his mother had back breasts, he'd always be hugging her while feeling and fondling her back tits. Perhaps starting a new trend by implanting back breasts, plastic surgeons could open a whole new revenue stream.
'I love you, Mom,' he imagined saying while hugging his mother, his excuse to touch, feel, and fondle her back breasts while fingering her back nipples.
If women had back tits, depending from the angle and the distance, it would sometimes be difficult to see if they were coming or going. Not stopping there while imagining taking liberty with her imagined back breasts and back nipples, he imagined taking liberty with his mother's nearly naked body by rubbing suntan lotion on the sides of her exposed breasts. The last time he rubbed suntan lotion on the sides of her breasts, daring to move his fingers lower and more to the front of her, he nearly touched her nipples.
Alas, not having the courage to finger her nipples, and with her seemingly not stopping him from doing so, he stopped himself. Just mere millimeters away from fingering her nipples, he fingered her areolas with his fingertips instead. So close and yet so far, maybe this time if he summoned the nerve, he'd finger his mother's nipples. He'd love nothing more than to pull, turn, twist, squeeze, and pinch his mother nipples between his fingers. In the way that he'd love for his mother to finger his cock, he'd loved to finger his mother's nipples.
He loved it when she rested on her elbows and arched her back to look around the beach while her bikini top was undone and laying on her towel in front of her. Whenever she did that, he could nearly see most of the shape and the size of her naked breasts, her areolas, and sometimes even her nipples. Whenever she did that, he was tempted to tickle her or gently rub a feather across her back to make her think that a big bug was walking on her.
He imagined his mother jumping up from her towel without her bikini top. He imagined seeing his mother's big, naked, natural breasts bouncing up and down and swaying side-to-side as she tried to escape from the imaginary bug. He imagined his mother running around him screaming from her fear of bugs while topless and as everyone, including him, stared at his mother topless.
'How hot would that be to ogle my mother's naked tits at a public beach,' he thought.
* * * * *
While massaging his mother's sexy legs as if he was her lover instead of her son, he imagined her spreading her long, shapely legs a little for him to rub suntan lotion in between her lovely thighs. As if he was making love to her naked legs with his hand while slowly creaming them with his warm cum instead of cold, suntan lotion, he imagined her naked. He imagined his mother allowing him to touch, feel, and squeeze her bikini clad ass while fingering her pussy through her bikini bottom. He imagined touching and feeling his mother everywhere that a son never should touch and feel his mother and was forbidden to touch and feel his mother.
Not stopping there, he imagined slowly and seductively moving his hand all the way up the back of his mother's thighs and stopping when his fingertips barely touched and teased her pussy through her bikini bottom. He imagined resting his hand and squeezing her bikini clad ass as if she was his lover instead of his mother. While fingering her pussy through her bikini bottoms with his fingertips under the pretense that he was rubbing suntan lotion on her inner thighs, he imagined making his mother as wet as she made him hard. He imagined his mother becoming so wet and so horny that she'd allow him to masturbate her right there on a public beach.
'Sex on the beach,' he thought. 'I'd love to have sex with my MILF of a mother on a public beach,' he thought while knowing she'd never have sex with him, especially not on a public beach.
Every time he stared at his mother in that white, transparent bikini, he had an erection. Every time he stared at his mother's white, bikini clad ass, he had erection. Every time he stared at the impression his mother's pussy made in the back of her white, bikini bathing suit, he had an erection. Every time he rubbed suntan lotion on her back and copped cheap feels of the sides of her breasts, he had an erection. Whenever around his mother with her wearing her skimpy, transparent bikini, he had an erection. Whether she was fully dressed or in her sexy bikini, suffice to say that he always had an erection when around his mother.
In the way that he wanted to masturbate his mother and had masturbated his mother more than two-years ago, he wanted to masturbate his mother now. In the way that he wanted to masturbate his mother, he wanted his mother to masturbate him. In the way that he fingered and licked her pussy then, he'd love to finger and lick her pussy now. In the way that she stroked and sucked his cock then, he'd love her to stroke and suck his cock now.
Yet, he never caught her staring at the bulge his stiff dick made in his bathing suit in the way that his mother always caught him staring at all that she was showing him and all that he was seeing of her. In the way that he stared at his mother's tits and the impressions her nipples made in her sheer nightgown, she never stared at the bulge his cock made in his pajama bottoms. In the way that he stared at her up-skirt views of her panties and down-blouse peeks of her bra and cleavage, she never sexually stared at hm. He wished she sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her.
He wondered if his mother knew that he was sexually attracted to her. How could she not know that he was sexually attracted to her? He wondered if his mother knew she sexually aroused him. Again, with him having a big, hard erection whenever he was around her, how could she not know that she made him horny? He wondered if he made his mother as wet and sexually aroused as she made him hard and horny.
Something he may never know, he wondered if his mother deliberately flashed him. He wondered if he made his mother as horny as she made him. He wondered if his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. With his cock making a huge bulge in his bathing suit, how could she not know that he was not only sexually attracted to her but also sexually aroused? In the way that he stared at her and leered at her, how could she not know that he incestuously wanted her?
'I wish I could have sex on the beach with my mother,' thought John again. 'Yet, I'd never dare sexually touch her in the way that I wish she'd allow me to sexually touch her and in the way that I wished she'd sexually touch me,' he thought. 'Just once, I'd love to pretend that she was my girlfriend. Just once I wish my mother would think of me as her lover. Just once, I wish my mother would grope me in the way that I wish I could grope her,' he thought.
John imagined finding a private spot on the beach that was away from the maddening mob of beachgoers. He imagined making out with his mother and instead of calling her Mom, calling her Elizabeth or Liz. He imagined thinking of her as his much older girlfriend and her thinking of him as her much younger man. How hot would that be to pretend they were someone else, other than mother and son, while having sex on the beach?
'I wish I could feel her up when we're frolicking in the water,' thought John. 'I'd cup her pussy while she wrapped her fingers around my cock. I'd slowly slide my finger along her bathing suit clad pussy slit before pushing her bathing suit aside to rub her clit and deeply finger her naked pussy. I'd pull down her bikini top to touch, feel, and fondle her big tits while sucking her erect nipples.'
'With no one able to see what we're doing beneath the water, I wonder if she'd allow me to feel her big tits, squeeze her round ass, and cup her beautiful pussy through her bathing suit while we were submerged,' he thought. 'If nothing more than a new and exciting summertime, beach experience, I'd love to have sex with my mother while underwater. I'd love for my mother to have an orgasm while submerged in water up to her neck. I'd love nothing more than for my Mom to stick her hand down the front of my bathing suit and stroke my erect cock,' he thought. 'I'd love her to masturbate me again before sucking me again.'
* * * * *
With him daydreaming of having sex with his mother again and with her still waiting for him to respond to her idea of going to the beach, now was his perfect time to ask her what he really wanted to ask her. What did he have to lose? Either she'd say was yes or she'd say no.
Today, Nude Day, was the perfect day to see how far she'd sexually go with him in willingly and voluntarily stripping herself naked. With her sober, she wouldn't have the excuse of being drunk and not knowing what she sexually did. Who knows, maybe she'd surprise him? Maybe she'd want to do something sexually wild and forbiddingly crazy. Maybe, at the very least, she'd agree to go to a nude beach with him on Nude Day. How awesome would that be to celebrate the naked holiday while naked with his naked Mom?
'I love you, Mom,' he thought again while overwhelmed by her beauty and sexuality.
He looked at her as if she was a Goddess instead of his mother. He stared at her as if she was a movie star or a celebrity instead of his mother. He leered at her as if she was a beautiful, sexy, mature woman he had picked up at a bar and brought home for the evening to have hot sex.
"Since today is Nude Day, Mother..." he said while pausing to imagine his mother naked with nothing but a flower in her hair and a big smile on her face. Being that she was the one who brought up going to the beach, he made his pitch while hoping that she was thinking what he was thinking. "I thought we'd do something different," he said taking a chance while eagerly waiting for her to respond.
He gave her a sexy smile while gulping down his incestuous lust with the thought of seeing his mother naked again. He paused to allow her to digest that today was Nude Day but when he said Nude Day, instead of being as sexually excited as he was, she looked at him and made a disapproving face. Yet, still worth a try, unfortunately, already saddened, he now knew that she'd never strip herself naked in front of him again without her being drunk and horny.
Disappointment erased his incestuous lust for his mother. Now he knew that he'd never see anything more of his mother than up-skirt peeks of her panties and down-blouse views of her cleavage and bra. Now he knew that what happened more than two years ago was a lucky fluke and would no doubt never happen again. Now he knew that she was, indeed, drunk when they had incestuous mother and son sex. Now he knew that he'd never see his mother naked again. Yet, his consolation prize, he still saved the hope of seeing his mother in her transparent, white bikini at the clothe only beach instead of the nude beach or in the backyard sunning herself after swimming.
"Nude Day?"
She looked at him as if he was crazy. She looked at him as if there was something wrong with him. She made a disapproving face again while looking at him as if he was making up such a naked holiday as Nude Day. She made a telling face that told him that just as she'd never want him to see her naked. She made a sour face that told him that she didn't want to see him naked either.
'Oh, God,' he thought while confronting an uphill struggle of trying to convince her to go to a nude beach with him on Nude Day. 'Doesn't she remember that I already saw her naked? Doesn't she remember that she already saw me naked? Doesn't she remember us having forbidden, incestuous sex? Obviously, she was too drunk to remember us naked and having sex,' thought John. 'Then again, perhaps just playing me, maybe she wasn't drunk and maybe she does remember.'
John stared at his mother as if he was undressing her with his eyes. He stared at her as if she was standing before him in her bra and panties. He stared at her as if she was standing before him topless. Imagining her how he remembered her while masturbating himself, he stared at her as if she was naked. Then, not done there, he stared at her as if he was standing before his mother naked and with a huge erection. He stared at his mother as if they were already having incestuous sex.
"Yes, today, July 14th, is Nude Day," he said giving her a sexually excited smile. "As long as we confine ourselves to approved areas, such as public parks and beaches, today is the one day that everyone is legally allowed to be naked without fear of arrest for lewd and lascivious behavior and public indecency."
Alas, instead of looking at him with sexual excitement and forbidden, incestuous lust, she gave him a cold, dead, expressionless stare. In the same way that she looked at him when he had an accident with her car, she looked at him now. In the same way that she looked at him when he came home drunk at two in the morning, she looked at him now. Obviously and without a doubt, he'd have an uphill, impossible to navigate road in convincing his mother to strip off her clothes in celebration of Nude Day.
* * * * *
Yet, after years of sexually and incestuously lusting over his mother while masturbating over his mother, a day he'd never forget and would always remember, there was that one time on her fortieth birthday when she came home drunk. His mother was drunk. The first time seeing his mother drunk, he couldn't believe she was drunk.
"Mom? Are you okay?" He looked at her with as much concern as he looked at her with sexual excitement. His mother was drunk. Maybe this was his chance to touch her, feel her, fondle her, undress her, and have sex with her. "You're drunk," he remembered saying to her when she staggered in the house after being dropped off by her friends.
She looked at him as if she was seeing two of him. When she spoke, she slurred her words and when she walked, she stumbled. With her coming home so very late and so very drunk, he felt as if he was her father instead of her son and she was his drunken daughter instead of his mother.
Wild, incestuous, sexual thoughts flashed through his mind. He had the urge to put her over his knee, pull up her short skirt to expose her white, bikini panties, and spank his mother's panty clad ass for coming home late and coming home drunk. One of his sexual fantasies come true, he'd love nothing more than to pull down her panties and spank his mother's shapely, naked ass. In the way that she had humiliated him over the years, he had the urge to humiliate her too but, unbeknownst to him, she had something else in mind that was much better than just a naked spanking.
"So, what if I'm drunk?" She made a who the fuck are you face at him. "After watching all those hot men parading around me naked at the CFNM strip club, I'm not just drunk but horny too," she said. Giving him a sexy smile and a naughty look, she looked at him as if he was one of the strippers instead of her son. "Being that this may be my last hurrah, aren't I allowed to have some, hot, sexy fun on my fortieth birthday?"
Following behind her in the way that Devil used to do and as if he was her trained dog instead of her obedient son, when she walked in her bedroom, he followed her. As if she was his personal, porn star, he watched her brush her blue-black hair in the mirror and reapply her lipstick to her full lips. Then, not expecting her to do what he wanted to do with her, she caught him by surprise in a surreal sexual moment.
As if he was having a sexual fantasy while awake, she walked to him and pressed her drunken body up against his horny body. In a moment of pure sexual fantasy, she reached her hand down to fondle his cock through his jeans. His mother was groping his cock through his jeans in the way that he wanted to grope her big breasts though her blouse and bra and her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties. John couldn't believe his mother was touching his prick, albeit through his clothes.
Then, she kissed him. She parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him. His MILF of a mother French kissed him. He couldn't believe his mother French kissed him. He couldn't believe he was making out with his mother while she was feeling his erection through his jeans.



'I don't believe this,' he thought. 'This is unbelievable. This is my sexual fantasy come true.'
He stared at her as if she was someone else's mother. He stared at her as if she was a woman he had picked up at a bar and brought home. He stared at her as if this was her sexual fantasy come true as much as this was his sexual fantasy come true. Unable to take his eyes off her, he stared at her as if he wanted to continue kissing her, strip her naked, and have forbidden, incestuous sex with her naked body.
"Mom, you're drunk," he said.
Not pushing her away but holding her around her waist while wondering how far she'd willingly go with his illegal, incestuous affair between a mother and her son. She gave him a sexy smile while reaching around him with both her hands to grab his ass and hump him as if she was the man and he was the woman. His mother humped him. He couldn't believe his mother sexually humped him.
'Oh, my God,' he thought.
As if she was giving him a not so subtle hint for him to fuck her, his mother sexually humped him while cupping his ass in both her horny hands. In the way that he had always wanted to hump his mother, especially when she was bent at the waist doing her gardening, he couldn't believe his mother sexually humped him now. Wild with sexual excitement, he was tempted to push his mother back on her bed and strip off her clothes. In the way that she had just humped him, he wanted to hump her, albeit harder and faster while they were both naked.
'As if giving me a not so subtle hint to fuck her, I can't believe my mother humped me,' he thought.
Horny now, forget about spanking her naked ass, he was tempted to push her over on her bed, lift her short skirt, pull down her white, bikini panties, take out his cock, and hump her naked pussy. Only, even though he wanted to fuck his mother doggie style from behind, he didn't dare. She was his mother and he was her son. How awkward would that be the next morning? What would he possibly say to her then?
'How did you sleep Mom,' he imagined asking her the next morning?
He imagined her looking at him and giving him a sexy grin and a naughty look.
'I had a dream that you bent me over my bed, lifted up my skirt, pulled down my panties, and fucked me,' he imagined his mother replying.
Feeling as if he was the man, albeit the incestuous man who had sex with his mother, he imagined responding in kind to her.
'Thank you for last night, Mom,' he imagined saying while giving his mother a shit eating grin.
Instead she continued her sexual fantasy intertwined with his sexual fantasy.
"You didn't give me a birthday kiss," she said slurring her words. "You owe me forty birthday kisses and one for good luck," she said giving him a big, sexy smile. "I'm ready for my birthday kisses now," she said leaning towards him and puckering up her lips before she kissed him in the way that he imagined her kissing the male strippers.
Only, she didn't give him a motherly peck in the way that she always did before. Instead, she parted his lips with her tongue again. She kissed him with love, passion, and sexual desire. She kissed him in the way that his ex-girlfriend used to kiss him. His mother gave him another long, wet kiss. His mother French kissed him. John couldn't believe that his mother parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him. Giving her forty, French kisses, he couldn't believe he was making out with his mother.
'Fuck me,' he thought while staring at his mother with his eyes wide open and while kissing and kissing her. 'I don't frigging believe this. I can't believe my mother is French kissing me.'
As if he was her boyfriend instead of her son, his mother was kissing him. She was French kissing him. As if she was his lover instead of his mother, he was making out with her with sexual passion and incestuous desire. Not stopping him, he felt her big tits through her blouse, fingered her erect nipples through her bra, and squeezed her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties. His MILF of a mother allowed him to touch her and feel her where no son should ever touch and feel his mother. If allowing him to feel her sexy and shapely body wasn't enough, he couldn't believe his mother's tongue was buried in his mouth.
He couldn't believe his mother was French kissing him while she felt his growing erection through his jeans and underwear and while he felt her tits and ass through her clothes. Kissing and kissing each other, she acted more like a horny teenager than a mature woman. Acting more like a whore than his innocent and morally modest mother, she acted more like someone he picked up and brought home than she acted like his mother.
Continuing to make out with his mother, he acted more as if she his prom date or his ex-girlfriend than she was his mother. Treating her as the incestuous whore that he never knew that she was, he took sexually advantage of his drunk and horny mother. Not satisfied, never sexually satisfied, and always wanting more, he reached beneath her short skirt and squeezed her ass through her panties before cupping her pussy through her panties.
Not only was she drunk but also she was so horny, sexually frustrated, and vulnerable. Giving him the green light, she allowed him to continue touching her, feeling her, and fondling her through her clothes while kissing her. Continuing to consensually allow him to do whatever he wanted to do with her drunken body, she allowed him to undress her. She allowed him to strip her naked. If that still wasn't enough, she allowed him to have sex with her naked body. As horny as he was, she was as just horny as she was sexy and just as sexy as she was vulnerable.
* * * * *
As if it happened yesterday instead of more than two-years ago, he'd never forget that night as long as he lived. Stroking his cock nearly every day, he still masturbated over touching her and feeling her while making out with his mother. Rubbing his prick nearly every day, he still masturbated over fingering and licking her pussy and her stroking and sucking his cock. Fondling himself nearly every day, he still masturbated over making love to her before fucking her. Stroking, rubbing, and fondling his dick nearly every day, he still masturbated over hearing and watching his mother having sexual orgasms that he gave her with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
She was as drunk as she was horny. His mother was drunk and horny. She was so drunk and so horny. He had never seen his mother drunk and/or horny before. On that one, wonderful night, his incestuous fantasy come true, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. With just one time not nearly enough, if only just for one more time, he only wished that he could not only see his mother's naked body again but also have sex with this mother's naked body again.
Something he'd never forget and will always remember as if it happened last week or last month instead of more than two, long, sexually frustrating years ago, he undressed his mother. Nervous as all Hell, not only couldn't he believe that he was making out with his mother but also that she was making out with him too. Not only couldn't he believe that he was touching her, feeling her, and fondling her through her clothes but also that she was touching him, feeling him, and fondling him through his clothes too. Not only couldn't he believe that he undressed his mother but also he couldn't believe that she allowed him to strip her naked.
Not only couldn't he believe that she allowed him to strip her naked but also that she wanted him to strip naked. Only, he didn't have to strip her naked because she practically stripped herself naked. One slow button at a time while looking to see what each unbuttoned revealed, he unbuttoned and removed her blouse while kissing her. Having seldom seen anything of his mother's beautiful body before, he stared at her standing before him in her sexy, low-cut bra. Looking at him with as much sexual excitement as he was staring at her, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother in her bra.
He remembered touching her through her bra and fingering the impressions her nipples made when he fingered them through her brassiere as she stared down while watching him touching and feeling her. He loved his mother's big, bra clad breasts. Soft yet firm, her big, bra clad breasts felt so good in his horny hands. Just as he couldn't believe his mother allowed him to strip off her blouse. He couldn't believe that he was feeling his mother's breasts while fingering her nipples through her bra.
'Thank you, Jesus, for allowing me to sexually touch and feel my mother's bra clad breasts.'
Then, while waiting for her to stop him, rebuff him, and scold him for undressing her and taking advantage of her while she was drunk, he unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt while kissing her. He couldn't believe his mother allowed him to remove her blouse and now remove her skirt too. As if she was a woman he paid for the night, his mother stood before him in her sexy bra and bikini panties. In the way that her morals had fallen and were now uninhibited, he watched her short skirt slowly fall and her modesty abandon her.
'My mother is standing before me in her bra and panties. I can't believe I'm seeing my mother in her underwear,' he thought while being as shocked as he was sexually excited.
Then, not done there, as if her ass belonged to him, he felt, squeezed, and slapped her shapely ass through her panties. So shockingly forbidden, he not only couldn't believe he was slapping his mother's panty clad ass but also that she allowed him to slap her panty clad ass. After giving her forty, wet birthday kisses and one for good luck, he gave his mother's panty clad ass forty birthday slaps and one for good luck.
Yet, something that was as curious as it was odd, the harder that he slapped her panty clad ass, the harder that she wanted him to slap her panty clad ass. Never thinking that she enjoyed pain, he never figured his mother was enjoying her ass being slapped hard either. In the way that her ass should have hurt from him slapping her panty clad ass, his hand hurt from slapping her ass.
"Harder, John. Slap me harder. Harder. Slap my ass harder. Harder," she said and harder he slapped.
Still not done sexually using and abusing his mother, excited to sexually touch and feel her through her clothes where no son should ever sexually touch and feel his mother, he cupped his mother's pussy through her panties. He couldn't believe he had his mother's panty clad cunt in the palm of his hand. If it wasn't enough that he had felt her tits and fingered her nipples through her bra, he couldn't believe that he was feeling his mother's ass and pussy though her panties too. As if the Devil's incestuous playground was open with him stripping his mother down to her panties and bra, going along for the ride, he touched and felt her everywhere through her underwear.
'She has such an incredible body for a forty-year-old woman,' he remembered thinking. 'I love feeling her in my arms while she's dressed in only her panties and bra. I love feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her bra as much as I love feeling her ass and her pussy through her panties.'
He would have been satisfied making out with his mother. He would have been sexually satisfied removing her blouse and seeing her in her bra. He would have been sexually satisfied feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her bra. He would have been sexually satisfied removing her short skirt and seeing his mother in her panties. He would have been sexually satisfied spanking his mother's ass through her panties. He would have been sexually satisfied feeling her ass and pussy through her panties but his mother wanted him to do more. As if he was her lover instead of her son, his mother wanted him to sexually do everything.
"Touch me, John. Feel me. Spank me. Undress me. Strip off my clothes," she said as if she was his sexy girlfriend instead of his MILF of a mother.
* * * * *
Obviously not done undressing her, with her ready and willing for him to strip her naked, as if there was a drumroll of suspense going off in his head, he reached behind her to unhook her bra. With her not stopping him but encouraging him instead, he was unhooking his mother's brassiere. He couldn't believe he was unhooking his mother's brassiere. Something he thought that would never happen and that he'd never do, he couldn't believe he was about to remove his mother's brassiere. Something he thought that he'd never see and something he never thought that she'd never willingly and voluntarily show him, he couldn't believe he was about to see his mother's naked breasts.
'I can't believe I'm about to see my mother's naked tits. I don't believe this,' he remembered thinking. 'I'm about to see my mother's naked breasts. I'll be masturbating over this wonderful night for the rest of my perverted life.'
As if he was John Travolta as Vincent Vega in Pulp Fiction opening Marsellus Wallace's briefcase, played by Ving Rhames, and being stunned by what he was saw, he slowly and seductively removed his mother's bra. Perhaps because they were his mother's breasts and not some cheap slut who'd allow him to have his wild, wicked, sexual way with her topless body, he was more sexually excited than he had ever been. These were his mother's naked breasts. He couldn't believe he was about to see his mother's naked tits. He couldn't believe his mother was about to allow him to see her naked tits.
Removing one slow bra strap at a time from her shapely shoulders, he couldn't believe his eyes when he peeled her bra cups from her naked breasts. He couldn't believe he was seeing what he was seeing when he saw his mother's naked tits. Unable to stop himself from staring, he leered at his mother's naked breasts as if he had never seen naked tits before. He stared at his mother's naked breasts while summoning the courage to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them.
"Tell me and be honest," she said looking at him as if he was her boyfriend instead of her son. As if she was a Sport Illustrated bathing suit model, she posed seductively for her son. "What do you think of your mother's tits?"
She inhaled a big breath to puff out her naked chest more before turning one way and turning the other way. Modeling for him topless, she acted as if she was a topless model auditioning for a part in a fashion show. Posing for him, she acted as if she was an actress auditioning for a nude part in a movie. Continuing to pose topless for him, she acted as if she was an artist's topless model. She took as much pride in showing her son her naked breasts as much as he took pride in seeing his mother's naked tits. As if looking to see his reaction, she looked down at herself before looking at him.
"You have amazing breasts, Mother. They're so big, so round, so full, and so shapely," he said staring at her naked breasts as if he had never seen naked breasts before.
Then, the moment he had been waiting for, he gasped before holding his breath while she took his hand in her hand and pressed it to her chest. She placed his hand on one naked breast before she placed his other hand on her other naked breast. He was touching his mother's naked breasts. Afraid to dare move his hands to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples, he couldn't believe he was touching his mother's naked tits.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'Oh, my God. I don't believe this. I can't believe this. Pinch me. I'm dreaming. I'm touching my mother's naked tits.'
Something he thought he'd never be allowed to do, he was touching his mother's naked tits. Something he always masturbated over doing, he couldn't wait to masturbate over touching his mother's naked tits now. Even more unbelievable, she wanted him to touch, feel, and fondle her naked tits. She stared at him touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts in the way that he stared at her while touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts.
* * * * *
"Touch me, John," she said. "Feel my tits. It's okay. I want you to feel my tits. Don't be shy. Don't be afraid. This will be our little secret. No one will know what we do behind our closed, bedroom doors," she said. "Touch me, John, touch me while kissing me. Feel my breasts, fondle my breasts, finger my nipples, and suck my tits," she said.
There before his horny eyes was his mother's big, naked breasts. Just as he couldn't believe he was seeing her naked tits, he couldn't believe she was allowing him to touch, feel, fondle, and suck her naked breasts. Perhaps because she was his mother and he was biased but she had the best tits he had ever seen. She had tits way better than any of his ex-girlfriend's tits. Perhaps because they were his mother's tits and he was biased but she had breasts that were better than any Playboy Playmate in any Playboy magazine. If any woman could have exquisite tits, his mother had exquisite tits. As much as he loved his mother, he loved his mother's big, naked tits.
Suffice to say, quite the understatement, he couldn't get enough of his mother's tits. Suffice to say, again quite the understatement, he wanted to have sex with his mother. Now, in addition to touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking his mother's tits, he wanted to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. He wanted her to stroke his cock while sucking his cock. He wanted to make love to his mother before fucking his mother. He wanted to have sex with his mother every day, twice a day, morning and night.
So round, so full, and so shapely, with her having the breasts of a younger woman, her big breasts barely sagged at all. She had amazing breasts for a woman her age. Now, instead of just staring and leering at them, when she moved his hand to her naked breasts, he couldn't wait to really touch them. As she asked him to do so, he couldn't wait to feel and fondle them while kissing her and fingering her nipples. Just as he couldn't wait for his mother to suck his cock, he couldn't wait to suck his mother's erect nipples again and again.
Seemingly so surreal, as if in a dream or a sexual fantasy, his mother's naked breasts were right there before his horny, incestuous eyes. He remembered seeing them in the way that he had never seen them before, close up, and will never forget seeing the entire size and shape of her naked breasts. He saw her brown areolas and her brown nipples. These weren't just anyone's tits, these were his mother's tits. These weren't just anyone's areolas and nipples, these were his mother's areola's and nipples.
'I can't believe my eyes. This is unbelievable,' he thought while touching, feeling, and fondling his mother's naked breasts while fingering her nipples
Just as he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's naked breasts, he couldn't believe he was feeling, fondling, and sucking his mother's naked breasts. Just as he couldn't believe that he was seeing his mother's naked breasts while feeling, fondling, and sucking her tits, he couldn't believe she was allowing him to see, feel, fondle, and suck her big tits. With her giving him plenty of sexual fodder, he'd be masturbating over seeing, touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking his mother's big tits for as long as he shall live.
* * * * *
Still not done undressing her, he needed to further sexually violate his mother by removing her panties. It was one thing to remove her blouse, her short skirt, and her bra but it was quite another thing to remove her panties. It was one thing to see his mother in her sexy underwear but it was quite another thing to remove his mother's bra and panties to see his mother naked. If it wasn't enough that he had just seen his mother topless, he was about to see his mother naked.



If seeing her topless and naked wasn't nearly enough, she invited him, encourage him, and allowed him to have his wild, wicked, sexual way with her naked, fun bags. She wanted him to touch, feel, fondle, and suck her big tits. Not stopping there, he was about to strip off his mother's panties to see her naked ass and naked pussy. He wondered if she'd want him to have his wild, wicked sexual way with her naked ass and naked pussy in the way that he had his wild, wicked sexual way with her naked tits and nipples.
'Oh, my God,' he remembered thinking. 'I don't believe this is happening. I must be sexually fantasizing this while sleeping. I must be dreaming. This is the best day of my life,' he thought.
Remembering stripping his mother naked two long, sexually frustrating years ago as if he stripped her naked yesterday, he slowly slid his mother's panties down her shapely legs. As if he had never removed panties before, he removed his Mom's panties. Just as he couldn't believe his eyes when he saw his mother's naked breasts and her round, firm, naked ass, he couldn't believe his eyes when he saw his mother's black, trimmed pussy. This wasn't just anyone's naked ass and cunt, this was his mother's naked ass and cunt. John couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's naked ass and cunt.
"Slap my naked ass hard, John. Slap my ass hard. Slap my ass as hard as you can," she said.
In the way that he slapped his mother's ass through her panties, he slapped his mother's naked ass again and again. The more he slapped her naked ass the more she wanted him to slap her naked ass. The harder he slapped her naked ass, the harder she wanted him to slap her naked ass. If he lived a hundred years, he never would have thought that his mother enjoyed having her naked ass slapped as hard as he was slapping her naked ass.
After he stripped his mother naked, not wasting time with conversation, he had incestuous sex with her. Doing much more with his mother than just talking, he fingered her pussy before licking his mother's pussy. Fingering her while licking her, he gave her an orgasm with his mouth, his tongue, and his fingers. John ate his mother's cunt.
Then, mounting her while kissing her, French kissing her, he made love to his mother as if he was her boyfriend, lover, and/or husband instead of her son. Not stopping there, he fucked his mother as if he was one of the male strippers at the strip club and she was a drunken whore instead of his loving mother. If it wasn't enough that he made love to his mother, if it wasn't enough that his mother allowed him to make love to her and returned the sexual favor by making love to him, he fucked his mother. If it wasn't enough that he fucked his mother, returning his hard humps with her hard humps, she fucked him too.
Not done having sex with his mother yet, reciprocating the sexual favor of eating his mother's cunt, she stroked his erect prick while sucking his erect prick. His mother blew him. Not only did she blow him while stroking him but also she allowed him to cum in her mouth. He couldn't believe he ejaculated his warm, oozy cum in his mother's mouth. Not only did she allow him to cum in her mouth but also she swallowed his cum. As much as he couldn't believe his mother blew him and allowed him to cum in her mouth, he couldn't believe that she swallowed his cum too.
Finally, when she passed out sleeping, he put on her nightgown and left her bedroom for her to sleep. That night he dreamt of his mother kissing him. He dreamt of touching, feeling, and fondling his mother's body through her clothes and her feeling him through his clothes. He dreamt of stripping his mother naked and having incestuous sex with her naked body. Then, the next day, shocked as much as he was disappointed, as if the incestuous sex that they both enjoyed never happened, and obviously in her mind it never did, she never mentioned it.
* * * * *
'I saw my mother naked. I'll never forget stripping my mother naked,' he thought. 'I'll never forget and will always remember her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. I had sex with my mother,' he thought while remembering fingering her pussy and licking her pussy. 'I made love to my mother before fucking my mother. In the way that I made love to my mother and fucked her, my mother made love to me and fucked me.'
He'd never fingering her pussy. He'd never forget eating his mother's cunt. Just as he'd never forget making love to his mother and fucking his mother, he'd never forget his mother making love to him and fucking him. He never forget her sucking his cock, allowing him to cum in her mouth, and her swallowing his cum. His sexual fantasy come true, he had incestuous sex with his MILF of a mother.
A night so sexually forbidden, he remembered touching her and feeling her everywhere before licking and fingering her oh, so warm and oh so wet pussy. Much wetter than any of his ex-girlfriends, his mother was so wet. He thought of her stroking his cock before sucking his cock after he made love to her before fucking her. He'd never forget their night of wild, incestuous sex. As if he was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband instead of her son, he remembered how passionately she French kissed him. Without doubt, if only for that one magical night, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
'That was the best night of my life,' he thought. 'That was the best sex that I ever had.'
Yet, oddly enough, as if she had no memory of the sexy fun they had that night, she never mentioned him kissing her, French kissing her. As if she didn't come home drunk and horny that auspicious night, she never mentioned him touching and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. As if the incestuous sex between them never happened other than in his perverted mind, she never mentioned him undressing her and him stripping her naked.
She never mentioned him masturbating her naked pussy while she stroked his naked cock. She never mentioned him fingering and licking her pussy before she stroked and sucked his cock. She never mentioned him giving her an oral orgasm with his fingers and tongue just as she never mentioned her allowing him to cum in her mouth and her swallowing his cum. She never mentioned him making love to her pussy. She never mentioned him fucking her and pounding her cunt hard and very fast. She never mentioned the sexual orgasms that he gave her with his cock buried deep inside his mother.
As if it all never happened but in his overactive imagination, she never mentioned that she was sexually and incestuously intimate with her son. She never mentioned or acknowledged that she was just as sexually excited and just as horny as he was. She never mentioned or acknowledged that she sexually wanted him that one, drunken night, as much as he sexually wanted her every night. She never mentioned or acknowledged that they had mother and son, incestuous sex.
'Sex, we had incestuous sex. I not only saw my mother naked but also I had sex with her naked body,' he thought while remembering his mother naked as if he saw her naked yesterday instead of two, long years ago. 'I had sex with my mother and she had sex with me. I ate my mother's cunt and she blew me. I made slow, sweet love to my mother and she made slow, sweet love to me. I fucked my mother hard and fast and she fucked me hard and fast,' he thought while remembering all that they did on that wild, drunken night.
With him having sex with his mother a sexual fantasy before, as if they were having pillow talk now, his new sexual fantasy was to confront his mother to discuss what happened. While discussing all that they did, his new sexual fantasy was to have incestuous mother and son sex with her again. He was curious of her reaction to him undressing her. He was curious to her reaction to him seeing her in her bra and panties and topless. He was curious to her reaction the moment when he stripped her naked and saw her beautiful, naked body. As if it never happened, just as he'd never forget that night, she never mentioned or acknowledged that wonderful, drunken night.
Maybe she was embarrassed, yet it was odd that she never mentioned or even acknowledged their incestuous affair. As if having incestuous sex was something she wanted to forget when it was something that he always wanted to remember, he wanted to discuss that wonderful night and obviously, she didn't or perhaps she couldn't. As if he needed her private thoughts translated into pillow talk to have closure, he wanted to talk about them making out while touching and feeling one another everywhere. He wanted to discuss how she felt when he undressed her and stripped her naked. He wanted to discuss him masturbating and eating his mother's cunt before making love, fucking her, and her blowing him.
Enough of her playing her Miss Innocent and her Miss goody-two-shoes games, he wanted her to acknowledge that she not only sucked his prick but also allowed him to cum in her mouth and swallowed his cum. He wanted her to acknowledge and admit that she was as sexually excited as he was. He wanted her to acknowledge and admit that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. He wanted her to acknowledge and admit the sexual orgasms that he gave her with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock, just as he wanted to discuss her blowing him. He wanted her to acknowledge and admit that she fucked him as hard and as fast as he fucked her.
* * * * *
'I can't even count how many times I masturbated over the incestuous, remembered thoughts of making out with my mother, French kissing her, while feeling her through her clothes. I can't even count how many times I masturbated over the incestuous, remembered thoughts of seeing my mother in her sexy bra and panties. I can't even count how many times I masturbated over the incestuous, remembered thoughts of seeing my mother topless. I can't even count how many times I masturbated over the incestuous, remembered thoughts of stripping my mother naked and seeing her beautiful, naked body,' he thought.
'If only she'd acknowledge that I felt and saw her big tits, fingered and sucked her erect nipples, squeezed her shapely, naked ass, and fingered her trimmed, black, naked pussy, I wonder her reaction. Just as I want to know how she felt then and still feels now about us having sex, I'd love to talk about all that we did that wonderful night,' he thought. 'I'd like to talk about her blowing me and fucking me. I'd like to talk about the possibility of me seeing her naked again and us having sex again. With her having no excuses, how hot would that be to have sex with my MILF of a naked mother when she wasn't drunk?'
He turned off his thoughts about what happened between them. Now, as if he had never seen her naked, he stared at his mother as if she was standing before him naked. As if he had never had sex with her, he stared at her in the way that he always stared at her with lust and incestuous desire while wanting to have sex with her. Undressing her with his eyes, he imagined her in her bra and panties before imagining her topless. Continuing to undress her with his eyes, in the way that he always does when with her alone, he imagined his mother naked.
'I wish I could see my mother naked again,' he thought. 'I wish I could have sex with my mother again.'
He hoped that Nude Day was his perfect pretense for him to not only to see his mother naked but also for her to see him naked again too. He hoped that Nude Day was the one day of the year that it was permissible for them to not only be naked together but also to have incestuous sex. As much as he wanted to see his mother without her clothes, he wanted her to see him without his clothes too. As much as he wanted to have sex with his mother, giving her multiple orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock, he wanted to hear his mother having multiple orgasms while calling out his name.
"John. Oh, John," he imagined his mother calling out his name now in the way that she did before. "Lick me faster John. Fuck me harder. Mommy needs to cum. Make me cum, John."
In the way that she looked, flushed and with her mouth open, when she was having orgasm after orgasm, he'd never forget the sexually excited sound of her voice. Haunting him, he'd forever remember having sex with his mother. A memory that he'd always remember, he'd never forget his mother naked.
'Perhaps I'm walking on thin ice. Maybe I should just leave it alone. Maybe I should be happy that I saw her naked. Maybe I should be lucky we had sex that one incredible time,' he thought. 'Maybe she doesn't want to be reminded of what happened between us. Maybe, if I reminded her by throwing the incestuous, sexual affair we had in her face, she'd be embarrassed, ashamed, and guilty. Maybe in the way that I feel sexual excitement that I had sex with my mother, she'd feel remorseful that she had sex with her son. Maybe, not the reaction that I'd want, after I reminded her that we had sex, she may even ask me to leave her house,' he thought.
He stared at his mother in the way that he always stared at his mother, with lustful intentions and sexual desire. He stared at his mother as if he had never seen her without her clothes. He continued staring as his mother as if they never had sex. Yet, as if he was invisible, she didn't pay him the sexual attention that he paid her. She didn't look at him in the way that he looked at her. Just once, reciprocating the sexual interest that she had for him in the way that he continually showed the sexual interest that he had for her, he'd love to feel the heat of her sexual stare while she undressed him with her eyes.
'If only she'd acknowledge and admit that I not only stripped her naked but also masturbated her pussy, ate her cunt, and made love to her before fucking her, I'd like to know how she felt,' he thought. 'Maybe just a one-time thing, blaming it on the alcohol, on her being drunk, and on her horniness after attending a CFNM strip club, perhaps she'd rather ignore what happened by pretending that it never did. Maybe in the way that I'll never forget what happened, perhaps with her wanting to forget what happened, she no longer remembers what happened. Maybe, as simple as that, she was too drunk to remember us being naked together and having sex.'
He stared at his mother as if she was his lover instead of his MILF of a mother while continuing to remember what happened that night more than two years ago. He'd never forget that night. With him still masturbating over stripping her naked body, touching and feeling her everywhere, and having sex with her, how could he ever forget that beautiful night? How could he ever forget the sexual attention his mother showed him?
Unable to help himself and/or stop himself, he stared at his mother as if he was undressing her with his eyes again. He stared at his mother as if she stood before him in her sexy bra and bikini panties. He stared at his mother as if she was topless before he stripped her naked. In the way that he imagined his mother's big, naked, natural breasts, he imagined his mother's round, firm, naked ass, and her black, trimmed, beautiful, naked pussy. If only she'd allow him, he'd eat her cunt again. If only she'd allow him, he'd make sweet love to her before fucking her hard again.
'I wonder if she remembered that I put my cock in her hand. I wonder if she remembered her stroking me. Then, when she moved to her knees, I slowly slid my erect prick across her red, full lips before she took me in her mouth to suck me. I wonder if my mother remembered stroking me while blowing me as she stared up at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes while teasing my stiff prick with her tongue. I wonder if she remembered me ejaculating my load of warm, oozy cum in her warm, wet mouth and her swallowing my cum,' he thought. 'How could she not remember us having sex? How could she forget blowing me?'
The thoughts of remembering all that he saw of his mother's naked body and all that they sexually did was making him horny all over again. As if he had never seen his mother naked, he wanted to see her naked again. As if he had never had sex with his mother, he wanted to have sex with his mother again. What the Hell? This was Nude Day after all, what better day than this to strip themselves naked and celebrate the nude holiday by having incestuous sex.
'With her as sexually excited then as I am now, I wonder if she'd still be sexually excited or be embarrassed if I tried to talk to her about what happened that night,' he thought. 'I'd love nothing better than to know what she was thinking when we were sexually together. I wonder if she masturbates over that night in the way that I never stopped masturbating over that night. I wonder if she'd ever show me her beautiful, naked body again. I wonder if she'd ever have sex with me again,' he thought.
* * * * *
When he said that today was Nude Day, she looked at him as if waiting for the punchline of a joke. Obviously, with her sober and not horny, and with them no longer on the same incestuous page sexually, she looked at him as if she didn't understand his meaning. What was to understand? A simple justification for telling her that today was Nude Day, he wanted to see his mother naked again. He wanted her to see him naked again. With once not nearly enough, he wanted to have sex with his mother again. What was wrong with that?
"Nude Day?" While making another face of rejection of his idea of going naked to a nude beach, she looked at him as if he was joking about Nude Day too. "Nude Day?" She said again. "What do you mean by Nude Day? What's Nude Day? Is that a joke?" She looked at him sideways. "Are you pulling my leg? Is there really such a holiday as Nude Day?"
She laughed. Then, as if she just got the joke, when she looked at him with cynicism, he wondered if she was pulling his leg. She never heard of Nude Day? How could she not know what Nude Day was? With it splashed all over the daily news, the newspapers, and the Internet, how could she not know about Nude Day? If everyone wasn't naked on that one, nude holiday of the year, then they were gawking at naked people enjoying themselves in the sun. If everyone wasn't naked on that one, nude holiday, then they were using the naked holiday as their way to protest some animal rights protection cause or some political agenda.
"Nude Day is the one day of the year when everyone celebrates their bodies by getting naked, Mom," he said while imagining his mother without her clothes again and hoping that she'd take the not so subtle hint.
'I'd love to see my mother naked again,' he thought while undressing her with his eyes again. 'I'd love to have sex with my mother again,' he thought while thinking of fucking his mother before she sucked his cock.
She made another face of disbelief as if he was making up such a day as Nude Day. She made a face as if telling him that she'd never get naked in public, especially in front of him. She made a face as if she had already dismissed Nude Day, rejected getting naked, vetoed getting naked with him, and wasn't about to allow him to get naked in front of her.
In the way that he wanted to see his mother's naked body again, she obviously didn't want to see her son's naked body again. In the way that he wanted to have sex with his mother again, she obviously didn't want to have sex with her son again. In the way that he'd never forget seeing her naked and having sex with her naked body, perhaps she doesn't remember seeing him naked and having sex with his naked body.
"You're such a typical, horny son," she said giving him a cynical smile, a knowing look, and a nervous, little laugh. Obviously, she paused while not knowing if he was serious or not about celebrating Nude Day with her naked. Then, like mother like son, giving him a glimmer of hope with a brief sexually excited look, she paused to look at him as if she was undressing him with her eyes. "You're just trying to get your old mother to strip naked. You just want to see your old mother without her clothes," she said with another laugh.



'Fuck yeah. I definitely want to see my mother without her clothes,' he thought. 'Old? There was nothing old about her. If she was old, she was old fashioned in mind and in thought and not in the shapeliness and the sexuality of her beautiful body,' he thought.
Perhaps just wishful thinking, she looked at him as if she was thinking about getting naked in front of him in the way that he was thinking about her standing naked in front of him. Perhaps just his imagination, she looked at him as if she was imagining him getting naked in front of her in the way that he was thinking about standing naked in front of her. If only for a brief moment, she looked at him in the way that she looked at him before kissing him and feeling his erection through his jeans.
In that one lascivious look, he saw her glimpse of acknowledgement and admission as if she suddenly remembered what they did that fateful night two years ago. In that one lecherous look, looking at him without modesty and without shame, he saw his mother vulnerability as if she was standing before him without her clothes. Only, as quickly as she flashed her sexual excitement, she flashed her displeasure and disproval with him asking her to go to a nude beach with him on Nude Day.
"Yeah? So?" He acted nonchalant as if her being naked in front of her son and him being naked in front of his mother was no big deal. "What's wrong with a son wanting to see his mother without her clothes? There's nothing wrong with nudity, especially on Nude Day, the one day of year that's legally permissible and socially acceptable to be naked in public," he said nodding his head to reinforce the validity his statement.
As if she was a woman from school, from work, or a woman more his age, he couldn't believe he said what he said. What's wrong with a son wanting to see his mother without her clothes? He could spend thousands of dollars in therapy in seeking the answer to that loaded question. Only, instead of analyzing himself, he waited for her to answer. Besides, he was too sexually aroused to even ponder the thought that there was something mentally wrong with him for wanting to see his mother naked again and for wanting to have sex with her naked body again.
Not a good sign, she seemed surprised that he wanted to see his old mother naked. Only, she wasn't so old. At 42-years-old, she was only 20-years older than he was. At 42-years-old, she more looked as if she was 35-years-old. Not too much of a difference in age, at 22-years-old, he looked more like 27-years-old.
This wasn't as if it was the first time. More acceptable than forbidden, having already seen his mother naked once before he wanted to see his mother naked again. With her having already seen his naked body before, he wanted her to see him naked again. Having already had sex with his mother, he wanted to have sex with his mother again.
Using Nude Day as his excuse, he'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked again. Using Nude Day as his excuse, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to see him naked again. Using Nude Day as his excuse, he'd love nothing more than to have his wild, wicked, incestuous, sexual way with his mother's naked body again. Using Nude Day as his excuse, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to have her wild, wicked, incestuous, sexual way with his naked body again.
Yet, this time, instead of her being drunk, she'd be sober. This time, instead of her forgetting or pretending not to remember, they'd have sexy pillow talk before, during, and after they had sex. This time, instead there being more than a two-year lapse, hopefully and wishfully on his part, they'd have sex every day, twice a day, morning and night. How hot would that be to constantly and continually having sex with his MILF of a mother?
'I'd love to see my mother naked every day, twice a day, just as I'd love to have sex with my mother every day, twice a day,' he thought while imagining having sex with his naked mother.
He wondered if she'd allow him to do what he did to her naked body sober that she allowed him to do when she was under the influence of alcohol. Perhaps, as he suspected, her being drunk or pretending to being drunk was her excuse to allow him to strip her naked and have sex with him in the way that he had sex with her. He'd love to pound his mother's pussy again and give her an orgasm with his stiff prick. While he fondled her naked breasts, fingered her erect nipples, and she stared up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes, he'd love his mother to suck his cock again, cum in her mouth, and watch her swallow his cum.
'If only she'd have sex with me, I'd have sex with her,' he thought.
* * * * *
"Well, that will never happen, Mister," she said slowly shaking her head from side-to-side while poking a manicured finger in his chest. "You'll never see me naked," she said with a dirty laugh and looking at him as if she was embarrassed for him. "Even if there was such a naked holiday as Nude Day, that's just wrong for a mother to be seen naked with her naked son on a nude beach and in front of the whole world. That's so sexually inappropriate. That's just nasty. That's incestuous. What's wrong with you for even suggesting we go to a nude beach? What's wrong with you for even asking me to strip naked with you?"
As if he was the cunning wolf and she was the innocent sheep, he smiled at her as if he had pulled the wool over her eyes. He smiled at her as if he knew something that she didn't know. Either she was sexually teasing him, trying to play him, or she really didn't remember what happened between them more than two-years-ago. Something that he'd remember for the rest of his life, how could she not remember him seeing her naked and her seeing him naked? Something that he'd never forget, how could she remember them having sex?
'I'll never see you naked? Too late,' he thought while laughing to himself. 'Did she forget that she allowed him to strip her naked? Was she that drunk that she doesn't remember them both naked and having mother and son, incestuous sex? Not only have I already seen you naked, Mother, but also I had sex with your naked body,' he wanted to say while rubbing it in her face and shocking her. 'I gave you multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock,' he thought while remembering them having sex.
He stared at her looking as if she was a church going woman when she hadn't been to church in years. He stared at her in the way that every horny and sexually attracted son stared at his MILF of a sexually, forbidden mother. He stared at her as if he had never seen her naked and never had sex with her naked body. He stared at her as if she had never seen him naked and never had sex with his naked body. Only, he knew better than that and he suspected that she knew better too. Having already seen one another naked, they had sex.
'I've already seen you naked, Mom,' he wanted to say if only for her reaction. 'We had sex, Mom,' he wanted to say if only to see how she'd respond. 'I fingered and licked your pussy while rubbing your clit. I made sweet love to you. I fucked you hard and fast. I literally pounded your pussy until you screamed out my name in your sexual orgasm,' he thought while wondering how she'd handle him confessing that he had his wild, wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
Not done there, he wanted to jog his mother's memory by shocking her with the sexual truth of his inappropriate, sexual confession. He wanted her to not only remember him seeing her naked and her seeing him naked but also them having sex. No matter how drunk she was, how could she not remember him stripping her naked? No matter how drunk she was, how could she not remember him fingering and licking her pussy, making love to her before fucking her, and her sucking his cock, him cumming in her mouth, and her swallowing his cum?
'You blew me,' he thought while wanting to say. 'You sucked me dry, Mom, and swallowed my cum,' he wanted to say. 'We did everything that lovers do but that mothers and sons are forbidden to do and should never do,' he thought while becoming sexually aroused over the thoughts of having sex with his mother again. 'If he couldn't have sex with his mother again, at least he wanted to see her naked again,' he thought.
* * * * *
John nodded his head while imagining himself walking along a nude beach naked with his naked mother. He'd love to see all the heads of those horny, naked men turn to stare and leer at his naked mother. With her forty-two-years-old and looking much younger and with him twenty-two-years-old and looking much older, they more looked as if they could be boyfriend and girlfriend than mother and son. No one who didn't know them would ever suspect that she was his mother and he was her son. For sure, they'd be too busy staring at her shapely, naked body to believe that she was his mother.
'I love you, Mom,' he thought.
Suddenly, wanting to kiss her, French kiss her, he wanted to feel her through her clothes again while stripping her naked. Instead, biding his time before making his sexual move in seducing his mother, he had to wait for the right moment. Not wanting to pressure his mother by rushing things, he'd much rather that her stripping herself naked and having sex with her son be her idea instead of his. Not an easy play to make but it was the only move that would work.
"Nude Day started in New Zealand decades ago," he said feeling compelled to explain the premise behind Nude Day as if it was a historical event. "Today, July 14th, is Nude Day. Nude Day is now celebrated the world over," he said. "Some use Nude Day to protest fur or women's rights and others just enjoy the day being naked in the park or on the beach. Being naked in public is a freeing experience. You should try it, Mother," he said. "It could be fun."
He gave her a long, lascivious loving look while undressing her with his eyes. He stared at her as if she was already naked again. He stared at her as if they were already having sex again. Remembering how she looked and how she sounded in orgasmic, sexual pleasure, he stared at her while remembering her having multiple, sexual orgasms again.
"No," she said and that was all that she said.
She looked as uncomfortable by their nude beach conversation as he looked sexually excited their Nude Day conversation. She looked at him as if there was something wrong with him for wanting to see his mother without her clothes. She looked at him as he was nuts for wanting to expose his naked body to his mother. She looked at him with steadfastness that there'd be no way that she'd ever be nude in public with him, her son.
"C'mon, Mom. What do you say? What's the big deal? There's nothing wrong with nudity and being naked. Being that you've already suggested that we go to the beach, can we go to a nude beach in celebration of Nude Day instead? In the way that all the people will be gawking at us, we can gawk at all the people," he said while giving his mother an inviting smile.
Obviously not believing that there was such a day as Nude Day, she looked at him as if he was telling her a tall tale. She looked at him as if he was just trying to trick her into seeing her naked. She looked at him as if he was trying to trick her so that he could get naked in front of her. She looked at him as if there was something seriously wrong with him.
"What's the big deal? What do I say? There's nothing wrong with nudity and being naked?" She laughed while looking at him as if he was nuts. "A freeing experience being naked in public with your mother?" She looked at him as if he was crazy. "You mean an embarrassing and humiliating experience being naked in public with my son," she said with another laugh.
She rolled her eyes and sighed her frustration for the insistent, sexual pressure of her son just as he rolled his eyes and sighed his frustration with his mother not cooperating in shedding her clothes.
"Don't knock it until you've tried it," he said with a smug laugh. "Who knows, once you're naked in public, you may embrace nudity and become a nudist," said John.
"Embrace nudity? Become a nudist?" She made a sour face. "I don't think so." Then, she looked at him as if he was pulling her leg. "Other than you just making up Nude Day, the naked holiday, even if there was such a day, I still don't understand what Nude Day is just as I don't understand why you'd want to be naked with your naked mother."
He laughed while looking disbelievingly at his mother. Depending on the person and the circumstance, being naked was nothing more than a matter of opinion and a matter of perception. Just as a psychiatrist would have a number of reasons why a mother should never be naked in front of her son, he had a number of reasons why a mother should always be naked in front of her son. Just a psychiatrist would have a number of reason why a son should never be naked in front of his mother, he had a number of reason why a son should always be naked in front of his mother.
"I can't believe you've never heard of Nude Day, Mom," said John playing it cool while trying not to unduly pressure her. "People celebrate Nude Day every year by going to the beach, playing beach volleyball, jumping on a trampoline, playing twister, riding a bike, swimming, bungee jumping, sky diving, hiking, camping, and even doing yoga all while naked in public."
Elizabeth made a face of disbelief.
"Naked yoga? Oh, my God. I'd be so embarrassed to do naked yoga. If there was a man doing naked yoga behind me, he'd be staring up my naked ass and at the back and underside of my naked pussy," she said with a little, nervous laugh. "If there was a naked man doing naked yoga in front of me, I'd be staring at his hairy ass and his drooping, naked ball sack," she said with an expression of disgust.
He looked at her with excited, sexual anticipation. It sexually excited him to hear his mother say the words naked ass, naked pussy, and naked ball sack. It sexually excited him to imagine himself staring up his mother's naked ass and/or up her naked pussy while she did naked yoga in front of him naked and he did yoga behind her naked on Nude Day. It sexually excited him to imagine his mother staring up his naked ass and staring at his naked ball sack while he did naked yoga in front of her and she did naked yoga behind him.
"So, what do you say?" He gave her a sexy smile and a naughty look before asking her his sexually inappropriate question again. "Do you want to get naked with me? Do you want to go to a nude beach in celebration of Nude Day?"
She wrapped her long arms around her body as if she was suddenly cold. Reading her closed body language, she looked at him as if he had just inappropriately, sexually touched her. She looked at him as if he had lost his mind, and he had over wanting to see his mother naked and wanting to have sex with his naked mother. She looked at him as if he was a sexual pervert, and he was in wanting to go to a Nude beach naked with his naked mother.
"Certainly not. You're crazy to think that I'd ever get naked in front of you, my own son," she said raising her voice. "You've lost your mind. I'm taking you to see a shrink. I'd never go to a nude beach with you," she said wagging her index finger in his face. "Just as I wouldn't do any of those things naked with you, I wouldn't do any of those things naked and in front of you, my naked son. That's just gross. That's just nasty. That's so incestuous. That's so wrong, forbidden, and sexually inappropriate," she said shaking her head from side to side while obviously disappointed in him. "What's wrong with you, John?"
Then, she gave him a look that made him question if he really saw his mother naked and had sex with her or was just imagining it. Only, what they did on that magical night really did happen. She came home drunk and horny. In the way of a sailor away at sea for too long, she was all over him. While kissing him, French kissing him, she allowed him to touch and feel her everywhere through her clothes. While kissing him, French kissing him, she allowed him to strip her naked. While drunk, she allowed him to have sex with her naked body while she had sex with his naked body.
"I'm not crazy, Mother. I haven't lost my mind," he said. "I was just trying to get you in the spirit to celebrate Nude Day naked with me. That's all," he said with a shrug of disappointment while looking at her as if there was something wrong with her for not wanting to celebrate Nude Day naked with him.
She looked at him as if he was dropped on his head at birth or had one too many blows to the head when playing high school football. She looked at him as if she could no longer trust her son to sexually behave. She looked at him in the way that she'd look at any groper who'd dare inappropriately, sexually touch her on the subway.
"What's wrong with you? I'm your mother and you're my son. We're not supposed to see one another naked," she said. "Even if there is such a day as Nude Day, we can't celebrate that naked holiday together. That would be wrong. That would be forbidden. That would be incestuous. That would be gross. That would be nasty."
* * * * *
Sexually excited just to explain the concept behind the nude holiday to his mother, he imagined her getting in the spirit of Nude Day by stripping off her clothes in front of him to celebrate the naked holiday. Something he'd never forget, he suddenly had an image of seeing her in her sexy, low-cut bra and her bright, white bikini panties again. An image he'd always remember, with him never having seen anything better than that, he remembered seeing her topless. She had such fabulous breasts, so big, full, and shapely. He'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked again just as he'd love for his mother to see him naked again too.
He imagined seeing her naked C cup breasts, her darker brown areolas, and her lighter brown, erect nipples. He imagined seeing her black, trimmed pubic hair, and her round, shapely, naked ass. As if they were both fully dressed, he imagined her having a conversation with him or drinking coffee in the kitchen while they were both naked.
He'd love to be naked with his mother while she was naked with him. If only for one more time, he'd love to see his mother naked again. He'd love to have sex with his mother. If only for one more time, this time when she was sober and was fully aware of all that she was doing, he'd love to have incestuous sex with his mother again.
'I love you, Mommy,' he thought while imagining her without her clothes. 'I love you, Mom,' he thought while hugging her naked body and touching, feeling, and fondling her in all the forbidden places. 'Make love to me, Elizabeth,' he imagined saying to his mother as if she was his girlfriend, his lover, and/or his wife instead of his mother.
In the way that he looked at her with sexual excitement now, with her his mother and him her son, once she was naked, he wondered if she'd look at him with sexual excitement instead of with shame. Now that she was sober instead of drunk, he wondered if she'd look away in embarrassment and humiliation of seeing his naked prick or if she'd look at him with sexual interest. He wondered if she'd continue to pretend that he never saw her naked, that they didn't have sex, and that she'd return to her modest, moral self.
Or, maybe, once she was naked, she'd be sexually aroused and horny enough to want to have sex with him again. Maybe she'd have her wild, wicked, sexual way with him in the way she did and in the way that he did that with her on that wonderful, fateful night. Maybe from that moment forward, instead of living together as mother and son, they'd live together as lovers. How hot would that be to have his mother as his lover?
'Wow, my sexual fantasy come true yet again,' he thought. 'How hot would that be to see my mother naked again? How hot would that be for my mother to see me naked again, too, especially when she wasn't inebriated? How hot would that be to have sex with my mother again? How hot would that be to have a sexually, incestuous relationship with my mother where we could have sex every day, twice a day, morning and night. I'd love nothing more than to sleep in the same bed with my mother. As if I was married to her, I'd love to go to bed with her and wake up with her,' he thought.



With her sober now instead of drunk as she was two years ago, fearing that she'd never strip herself naked in front of him, if that was the only way to get her naked and have sex with her, he imagined getting his mother drunk. Otherwise, if he couldn't get her drunk, horny, and vulnerable, he'd be celebrating Nude Day without her. He'd be celebrating Nude Day alone with his bad self.
Hoping to encourage her to strip naked too, if she wouldn't undress, he had a sudden image of him stripping off his clothes and standing in front of his mother naked again. He had a sudden imagine of standing in front of his mother with a huge erection. He imagined stroking himself while his mother watched before moving her hand to his engorged prick. He imagined his mother giving him a forced hand job before moving to her knees to give him a consensual blowjob.
'Stroke me Mom. Masturbate me. Make me cum,' he imagined saying to his mother. 'Blow me, Mom. I need to cum in your mouth again,' he imagined saying to his mother while kissing her and feeling her through her clothes.
Alas, with her his mother and him her son, and with her sober instead of drunk, he wondered if she'd stare at his cock with sexual excitement or if she'd look away in embarrassment. Nonetheless, whether it was Nude Day or not, as much as he wanted her to expose herself to him, he wanted to expose himself to his mother. After knowing what she did when she was drunk and horny, he wanted to know what she'd do if he stripped off his clothes and stood before her naked when she was sober.
If only a sexual fantasy, one that will no doubt never happen again, he imagined her getting naked too. If only a sexual fantasy, one that will no doubt never happen again, he imagined his mother taking his naked prick in her hand to stroke him before falling to her knees to take him in her mouth to suck him. If only a sexual fantasy, one that will no doubt never happen again, he imagined eating his mother's pussy before making love to her cunt. He imagined fucking his mother hard and fast in the way that he did that night when he gave her orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock, and she screamed out his name in sexual pleasure.
"John! John! Oh, my God, John. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, John. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming, John," he remembered her saying when grabbing two handfuls of his hair and mashing his face in her warm, wet pussy. "You're going to make your mother cum again," he remembered her saying that then as if she was saying all that now. "Fuck me, John. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Slam your big, hard cock deep in my warm, wet cunt. Just don't stop pounding my pussy. John! Don't stop. Oh, my God, John. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming."
He still can't believe that he made out with his mother while touching her and feeling her everywhere. He still can't believe that he stripped his mother naked and saw, touched, and felt her naked body. He still can't believe that his mother blew him. She sucked his cock and allowed him to cum in her mouth before swallowing his cum. He still can't believe that his mother allowed him to make love to her and fuck her after he masturbated her and ate her beautiful, black pussy. His sexual fantasies come true and something that he'd be masturbating over for the rest of his life, he still can't believe that he had sex with his MILF of a mother.
'Wow. Double wow,' he thought. 'How hot would that be to make out with my mother while feeling her through her clothes again? How hot would that be to kiss her while slowly undressing her and touching and feeling her everywhere again? How hot would that be to strip her naked again? How hot would that be to have sex with my mother again, this time when she was sober and didn't have the excuse that she was drunk and didn't know what she was doing or didn't remember all that she did?'
He couldn't remove the thought of his mother standing before him naked from his mind. He couldn't remove the thought of him standing naked in front of his mother from his mind. He couldn't remove the thought of having sex with his mother again. He couldn't remove the thought of having a long-term, sexual relationship with his mother. He'd like nothing more than to be her lover as well as her son. He'd love nothing more than to bang his mother every day, twice a day, morning and night, and for her to suck his cock every day, twice a day, morning and night.
'How hot would that be to celebrate Nude Day by having Nude Day sex with my MILF of a mother when she's not drunk? How hot would that be to finger my mother's cunt while licking her cunt and reaching up to fondle her big breasts while fingering her erect nipples? How hot would that be to make love to her and fuck her again? How hot would that be for my mother to suck my cock and allow me to cum in her mouth again? Oh, my God,' he thought. 'I'm so sexually excited. I'm so horny. Mom, I love you and have to have you,' he thought while thinking of his mother naked and having sex with her naked body.
* * * * *
In the way that she was patient with him when explaining why they couldn't celebrate the nude holiday as naked mother with her naked son, he was patient with her in explaining the premise and concept of the naked holiday. Getting off on explaining Nude Day to his mother, he couldn't help himself from imagining his MILF of a mother naked while celebrating Nude Day with him naked on a nude beach. Then, later, after coming home from the beach, he couldn't help himself from imagining having passionate, incestuous sex with his sexy mother again in the way that he did more than two, long, sexually frustrating years ago.
"Nude Day is the one day where it's allowed for everyone to be naked together, Mom," he said nodding his head as if being naked with his mother was no big deal and an acceptable way of celebrating the nude holiday naked. "Whether an aunt with her nephew, a brother with his sister, a father with his daughter, or a mother and her son, everyone is socially allowed to be naked together on Nude Day," he said with a nonapologetic shrug of his broad shoulders.
While imagining his mother without her clothes, he nodded his head up and down while smiling as if he needed that extra bit of head movement to convince his mother that it was okay for them be naked together on a nude beach. He tried his best to make her believe that there was something wrong with her for her not wanting to get naked with him. He tried his best to make her believe that there was nothing wrong with him for wanting to get naked with her. He did everything he could think of doing to get his mother naked.
'I just want to see my mother naked again, if only for one more time,' he thought. 'I just want my mother to see me naked again, if only for one more time. 'I just want to have sex with my mother again, if only for one more time,' he thought while imagining having sex with his mother's naked body. 'I just want my mother to give me hot, incestuous, and consensual sex when sober instead of her being drunk.'
Nonetheless his feeble, failed attempt to get his mother naked, she still looked at him as if he was nuts. She still looked at him as if he was inventing this nude holiday just to see her naked. In the way that he stared at her as if she was already standing before him naked, she stared at him as if she had no intention of stripping herself naked in front of him. He didn't know what else to do to willingly get his mother to strip herself naked. He didn't know what else to do for her to voluntarily agree to have sex with him.
"Oh, is that so?"
Showing him no interest in getting naked in front of him, she showed him her disinterest in the Nude Day holiday. Instead, showing him her interest in wanting to end their conversation of being naked together on a nude beach, she looked as if she wanted to talk about something else, something other than getting naked on Nude Day. Forget about going to a public beach instead of a nude beach, now she showed no interest in leaving her house.
Only, having gone this far in imagining his mother stripping off her clothes in front of him, too sexually excited to give up, he wasn't about to end their naked, Nude Day discussion without her agreeing to get naked. Having gone this far in imagining him stripping off his clothes in front of his mother again, he wanted to continue the naked, Nude Day conversation of her getting naked with him too. As if he was in bed with his mother and having incestuous pillow talk about being naked, he wanted to explore more of them being naked together. Moreover, dying to know her reaction to them having sex, he wanted to discuss what happened between them more than two-years-ago.
* * * * *
"In honor of Nude Day, Mother, I thought we'd go to a nude beach," he said as if mentioning for the first time. As if it was normal for a naked mother to go to a nude beach with her naked son, he persisted in his persuasion to convince his mother to strip herself naked. "Free of our inhibitions, guilt, shame, and without remorse, wouldn't that be fun to spend the day naked together, Mom? A mother and son can't be any more open and honest than being naked together. I can't wait to parade you around the beach and make all the other men jealous," said John.
She looked at him as if he was crazy while he looked at her as if she was already naked. Undressing her with his eyes again, he wondered what color bra and panties she was wearing. His mother had lots of sexy lingerie and, as if she was a young, Japanese woman in Japan, she always wore matching underwear. Having gone through her lingerie drawer many times in preparation to masturbate himself over her, he knew that she had dozens of bras and panties in every color and shade. Adding to his fascination of her sexy underwear, many of her bras and panties even had decorations of tiny flowers, ribbons, or bows.
"A nude beach? Where on Earth did you ever get the idea that I'd go to a nude beach with you?" Then, in a moment of weakness, as if she was thinking about going to a nude beach with him, she paused while staring at him before saying her next statement. "I don't even know where there is a nude beach in this state," she said with a nervous, little laugh.
Ready to tell her where there was a nude beach, she interrupted him before he could tell her.
"And even if I knew where there was a nude beach, I'd never go to a nude beach with my son," she said shaking her head from side to side. "That's just wrong, John. Me seeing you naked and allowing you to see me naked is just immodestly immoral. It's incestuous. It's nasty. It's forbidden socially and legally."
'Was she just saying that to tease him and to get him to seduce her? He didn't know. Was she contemplating on going to a nude beach with him in celebration of Nude Day or not? Difficult to sometimes read her, especially with his horniness getting in the way of his commonsense and logic, he didn't know. He had no idea what she was thinking. Then, she gave him a clue to what she was thinking by the disapproving look on her face.
'Oh, oh', he thought. 'That's it. She'll never strip herself naked in front of me now. She'll never go to a nude beach with me.'
With the thought of her naked in front of him and him naked in front of her, in distastefulness to her modesty, morals, and decorum, she made a face as if she had just swallowed a bug. If he had to guess, he'd guess that going to a nude beach was out of the question. If had to hazard a guess, he'd guess that he wouldn't be celebrating Nude Day naked with his naked mother. If he had guess, he'd guess that he wouldn't be having sex with his mother. If he had to hazard a guess, he'd guess that he'd be staying home while masturbating again over the imagined thoughts of having sex with his naked mother.
"Yeah," he said still hoping that she'd be interested in going to a nude beach with him. "I'd have to look on the Internet to see where the closest nude beach is."
No longer thinking that he was joking, in the way that she stared at him, she obviously knew her son was serious about wanting to go to a nude beach with his mother on Nude Day. Whether out in public or at home, with him already showing her his cards, she obviously knew that he wanted to celebrate Nude Day with her naked. A naked son celebrating Nude Day with his naked mother was not only forbidden but sexually inappropriate. Obliterating the imaginary line of incest, the next step from being naked was having incestuous sex.
"I've never been to a nude beach in my life, John," she said with a pause before reiterating what she said before. "If I was to go to a nude beach, which I wouldn't, I'd never go to a nude beach with my son," she said with a nervous laugh. "Besides, I'd never walk around naked in front of all those horny men while they ogled my naked body. With everything jiggling and wiggling, I'm not a twenty-something-year-old woman any more. I'd be so embarrassed to be seen in public without my clothes," she said laughing again. "Besides, I have more class than that."
As if being naked in front of his mother and his mother being naked in front of him was no big deal, even though it was a huge deal for him, John rolled his eyes and sighed his frustration. As if being naked in front of his mother and his mother being naked in front of him was not only permissible but also acceptably and morally normal, especially on this one day of the year, Nude Day, John shrugged his broad shoulders. He figured the only way for his mother to agree to go to a nude beach with him was to make her feel wrong and guilty that she made such a big deal over nudity and over being naked in front of him.
* * * * *
"Why not? What's the big deal, Mother? I've seen you in your bikini lots of times before," he said with sexual excitement while thinking of her wearing her skimpy, revealing bikini. "I've seen you in your bra and panties lots of times before too," he said with more sexual excitement while remembering how hot his mother looked in her sexy, low-cut bra and tight, white, bikini panties. "I've even seen you topless and naked before," he said with a dirty laugh while gulping down his incestuous, sexual excitement for his topless mother along with the image of his naked mother.
In the same way that she looked at him before when first telling her about Nude Day and going to a nude beach, she stared at him now and as if he was insane. She stared at him as if he was a pervert. She stared at him as if she was confused by his fixation on wanting to see her without her clothes. Obviously, she didn't understand the obvious, sexual attraction that a horny son had for his MILF of a mother. Obviously, in the way that he wished she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, she didn't share his sexual interest and his desire to get naked in celebration of Nude Day.
"What's the big deal?" She looked at him as if there was something mentally wrong with him. "What's wrong with you? How dare you? I'm your mother and you're my son. We can't be seen in public naked together. God forbid someone we know sees us, people will talk."
Saying everything that he hoped would convince her to strip naked, he continued trying to persuade her to go with him to a nude beach with him. If only just the one time, he looked at his mother with hopefulness that she'd undress and celebrate the nude holiday naked with him. If nothing else, he'd love to rub suntan lotion all over her sexy, shapely, and naked body. If nothing else, he'd love to frolic in the salt water with his naked mother while touching her, groping her, and feeling her everywhere. Just as he'd love nothing more than for his mother to see him naked again, he'd love nothing more than to see his mother naked again too.
'Naked, naked, naked, I want to be naked with my mother. Sex, sex, sex, I want to have sex with my naked mother,' he thought over and again as if he was chanting his mantra by repeatedly thinking of his mother naked and having sex with her. 'Naked, naked, naked and sex, sex, sex,' he continued thinking as if psychically trying to change her mind.
"What difference would it make to see each other naked on a nude beach when we've already seen one another naked at home? We all have the same bodies under our clothes. Seriously. What's the big deal, Mom? Seen one naked woman and naked man, we've seen all naked women and naked men," he said as if his argument had any validity to it. "It isn't like we're going to have sex," he said while wishing he could have sex with his mother again and wanting to add the word again to the end of his sentence with aplomb.
She looked at him in the way that she looked at him when offering her a beer. She not only hated the taste of beer but also she hated the smell of beer. Gin and tonic with slices of lemon, lime, and a cherry was her drink of choice in the summertime and she drank martinis with three olives the rest of the year. If all else failed, determined to get her as drunk as she was the last time that he stripped her naked and they had sex, he'd be pouring her gin and tonics with double shots of gin today with shots of tequila.
"Wait. Pardon? I'm sorry. What did you just say? Back up," she said looking at her son with embarrassment. "I don't remember you ever seeing me in my bra and panties."
She looked at him with as much shock as she looked at him with confusion. Then, as if remembering and thinking of the times that he saw her in her bra and panties, she looked at him with embarrassment mixed with a twinge of sexual excitement.
"I did and I have Mother," he said with conviction.
In the way that he wanted to discuss stripping her naked and having sex with her naked body more than two-years ago, she looked at him as she wanted to discuss him seeing her in her bra and panties.
"When did you ever see me in my bra and panties?"
With her trying to preserve her modesty and her morality while hiding a modicum of sexual excitement, she looked as embarrassed as she looked sexually excited that her son obviously saw her in her bra and panties. As if she was cold, embarrassed, or denying him an imagined view of her lingerie clad body through her clothes, she wrapped her arms around her. She wrapped her arms around her body as if she was nearly nakedly exposed and standing before him in her sexy low-cut bra and bikini panties. She wrapped her arms around her as if she was trying to cover what little she could of her semi-nakedness, even though she was fully clothe.
"I've seen you in your bra and panties lots of times. Plenty of times," he said with a dirty laugh. "Duh, we live together, Mom. Just as you've seen me in my underwear, I've seen you in your underwear too," he said while thinking of all the times he saw his mother in her low-cut, sexy bra and matching bikini panties.
'I'd love nothing more than to see my mother in her bra and panties again,' he thought. 'If I can't see her naked, if she refuses to go to a nude beach in celebration of Nude day, perhaps I can persuade her to watch a movie and cuddle on the couch. I'd love to cuddle with her while she was dressed in just her bra and panties or while wearing her short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgown.'
As horny as he was sexually frustrated, he had the sudden urge to pull out his cock and stroke himself while imagining his mother standing in front of him in her sexy bra and bikini panties. Nonetheless his obvious sexual excitement, as if seemingly afraid to ask him her next question as much as she was perhaps seemingly afraid to know the answer to her next question, she looked at her son with trepidation. She looked at him as if she already knew the answer to her unasked question. Then, she looked at him with as much embarrassment and shame as she looked at him with sexual excitement and horniness. She looked at him as if she was treading uncharted ground.



"When did you ever see me topless? Tell me. I want to know," she said.
With her look not fooling him and with him knowing full well that she knew that he saw her topless more than once, she made a disbelieving face.
"A few times," said John.
Either she really didn't remember that he stripped her naked and they had sex or she was sexually teasing him. Yet, that wasn't the first time that he had seen his mother's bare breasts. He had seen his mother's naked tits three other times before seeing them a fourth time when he stripped her naked that drunken night.
"A few times? She looked at him as if he was lying. She looked at him as if he was making it up that he saw her naked breasts. "I don't remember you ever seeing my naked tits. Trust me. I'd know. I'd remember my son seeing my naked breasts," she said nodding her pretty head up and down as her self-assurance that he had never seen her naked breasts.
Leering at his sexy mother in the way that any incestuously, perverted man would leer at his sexy mother, John stared at the impressions her breasts made in her blouse and bra before giving his mother a sexy smile. So soft and yet so firm, his mother had gorgeous, shapely, full-sized breasts. She had big, natural, and shapely tits that any man would love to see, touch, feel, fondle, and suck. She had a shapely body and a big rack that any thirty-year-old woman would be proud to have.
"I've seen you topless a few times, Mother," he said again while watching for her reaction to him seeing her naked tits. "You have beautiful breasts with big, brown nipples and large, round areolas. Your breasts are so big and so shapely. For a woman your age, they barely sag at all. To be honest, Mother, you have the best tits that I've ever seen," he said with a big, shit eating grin.
As if she was standing before him topless, she looked at him shocked that he was able to describe her breasts in great and accurate detail until she looked at him as if she didn't believe him. Obviously embarrassed as well as sexually aroused, she blushed with his compliment that he was obviously fascinated with her naked tits. Then, as if she was as sexually excited as he was, while perhaps remembering him seeing her naked breasts, her jaw dropped and she stared at him in the way that he stared at her. As if thinking how to respond to his sexually inappropriate confession of seeing her naked tits, she fell silent as if thinking what to say next.
"I don't believe you," she said in denial. "You're lying," she said putting the onus of proof on him. "You've never seen me topless. You're just saying that you have to get me to go to a nude beach with you," she said. She put her hand on her hip while giving him a long, hard stare as if trying to remember if he did see her topless and when he could have possibly seen her naked tits. "Tell me. How did you happen to see my tits without me knowing? When did you see my naked breasts? Where, when, and how did you ever see me topless?"
Not even having to think about it, as if seeing her naked breasts happened yesterday and every day thereafter instead of more than two-years-ago, he had the memory of his mother's naked breasts forever etched in his horny, incestuous mind. Having masturbated over seeing, touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking her big tits, he still had a clear image of her naked breasts. He loved his mother's big breasts. He wasn't kidding when he said that his mother's tits were the best tits he had ever seen. Any plastic surgeon would be thrilled to use his mother as their topless model for their ideal, breast reconstruction surgery.
* * * * *
"A couple years ago, I surprised you by coming home early from college," he said gazing at her as if he was remembering her standing in her bedroom topless. "You were in your brightly, lit bedroom facing your mirror with your door wide open while giving yourself a breast exam and I was in the darkened hallway shocked by all that I was seeing of you. The first time seeing your naked tits, I was as surprised as I was sexually excited seeing your naked breasts. I couldn't stop staring. I'm not embarrassed to admit that I've masturbated over the remembered image of seeing your naked breasts, Mom."
She folded her arms across her breasts as if she was standing there topless and was covering her naked breasts from his incestuous stare.
"Eww, my God. I can't believe you saw my naked breasts. Even more unbelievable, I can't believe you masturbated over seeing my tits. What's wrong with you? That's as shocking as it is disturbing," she said pausing while looking at him as if he was lying. "I don't remember you seeing my tits," she said. "Even more disturbing, how could you ogle me, your own mother, in that sexually incestuous way? Again, even more disturbing, how could you masturbate yourself while sexually thinking of your mother? That's perverted and sick, John."
Not apologizing for peeping on her, instead enjoying the remembered image of her topless, he shrugged and stared at her as if she was still topless.
"Another time, you ran from your bedroom to the bathroom topless while I was in the living room watching TV. You didn't think that I saw you but I did," he said with a dirty laugh. "I masturbated over that too," he said as if he was proud of not only seeing his mother's naked breasts but also of masturbating over his topless mother.
As if he had deliberately invaded her privacy, she looked at her son horrified.
"I remember that," she said. "I thought you were taking a nap. I thought your eyes were closed. I thought I was safe to quickly run by you. I thought I could make it to the bathroom without you seeing me. I guess I didn't make it and I guess you did see me," she said with an embarrassed laugh. "Now that I know you saw my naked breasts, I'm embarrassed," she said with more sexual excitement than with embarrassment. "Now that I know you've been masturbating over me, I'm deeply disturbed by your inappropriate sexual and incestuous behavior."
As if he was the cat that ate the canary, he gave his mother a Cheshire cat smile.
"Then, there was the time that you were in the pool with that guy, Ralph, and he removed your bikini top," he said. "I saw your naked breasts from my bedroom window," he said looking from his mother's pretty face to look down at her bra and blouse cad breasts. "You thought I was sleeping but I wasn't," he said with a dirty laugh. "How could I sleep with all the drunken noise you two were making? I couldn't believe all that I was seeing," he said with a dirty laugh.
Magical memories that he'd never forget and endlessly masturbated over, he remembered catching his mother topless while standing in front of her mirror in her bedroom with her bedroom door open. Replaying it over again in his mind as if it happened yesterday instead of more than two years ago, she was giving herself a breast exam. She touched, felt, and squeezed her naked breasts in the way that he wished that he could touch, feel, and squeeze her naked breasts. She had such big, beautiful, and shapely tits.
With her not knowing that he was home early from college, the first time seeing her naked tits, he stood in the dark hall watching her examining her naked breasts. With her unable to see him standing outside of her brightly lit bedroom and to the side of her bedroom door in the dark, he touched himself through his jeans while watching his mother touch herself. He masturbated over that image of her naked breasts daily for months and still masturbates over imagining his mother standing in front of her mirror topless while examining her breasts even now.
Happening so fast but able to slow the image down as if watching her in slow motion, the second time seeing her naked tits, he watched his mother dash from her bedroom to the bathroom topless. With her just wearing her white, bikini panties, her big tits bounced up and down and swayed side-to-side as she ran. He always wondered if she deliberately flashed him. Even now, still not sure, after having sex with his mother's naked body, it no longer mattered if she deliberately flashed him her tits or not. He had already not only seen her tits up close but also he touched them, felt them, fondled them, and sucked them too.
Whether she flashed him deliberately or unintentionally, she inspired hours of him masturbating over seeing her big, bouncing, and swaying, naked breasts. With her making him so horny, even now, he was tempted to chase after her. He imagined catching her and pinning her up against the bathroom door and kissing her while feeling her naked breasts before reaching his hand down to cup his mother's pussy through her panties.
Not wanting to embarrass her by telling her what more he saw of her another time when he came home unexpectedly early from a no-show date, he caught his mother masturbating herself on her bed and in her bedroom. First, he heard her gasps of sexual pleasure and then he saw her naked body on her bed with her on her back. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. He couldn't believe she was masturbating herself. Ridiculous for him to even think that, he never figured that his mother masturbated. With her legs spread wide open and his mother in the middle of having an orgasm, he stood in the dark hall again while watching his mother masturbating herself.
'Oh, my God, my Mom is masturbating. I don't believe it,' he thought while watching the free show of her fingering her pussy and feeling her breasts. 'Now, he wondered if she knew he was there watching. Perhaps, she wanted him to catch her masturbating herself,' he thought. 'Perhaps, she heard him come home and quickly removed her clothes and spread her legs for him to watch her sexually pleasuring herself.'
As he did when he watched her give herself a breast exam, he watched his mother fingering her pussy while fondling her tits and fingering her nipples. He watched her pleasure herself with her vibrator before fucking her cunt with her dildo. Afraid to do so, he was so tempted to walk in her room to ask her if she needed a finger, a tongue, his hand, and/or his cock. As soon as she had her orgasm, he silently left the house through the backdoor. He waited a few minutes and, making a lot of noise while trudging up the stairs, he pretended that he was just coming home through the front door.
* * * * *
A time before they had sex, the last time that he saw his mother's naked breasts, John stood by his dark, bedroom window watching his mother having drunken fun in the pool with her date, Ralph. He remembered her date kissing her while pawing her and groping her in the pool in the way that he wished that he could kiss, paw, and grope his mother. As if he was feeling his mother's breasts through her bikini top instead of her date, he stroked himself while watching her date feeling her breasts through her bikini top.
'I don't believe this,' thought John while pulling out his prick in readiness to masturbate himself while watching his mother having sex with her date.
With her date sexually exciting his mother with deep, wet kisses, John watched him feeling his mother's breasts, ass, and pussy through her barely-there bikini. He watched him finger her nipples through her bikini top. He watched him stick his horny hand inside of her top to feel her big tits and stick his other horny hand down her bikini bottom to feel his mother's ass and finger her pussy. While John slowly stroked his cock, he watched his mother stroking her date's naked, erect prick. As if he was with his mother instead of her date, he imagined touching and feeling his mother everywhere while kissing her and while she stroked his cock.
Obviously by their sexual behavior, they both had a little too much to drink. Then, when her date pulled her bikini top up, over her head, and off, he couldn't believe his eyes. There they were again, his mother's big, naked boobs. He was seeing his mother's naked breasts yet again. Barely forty-feet away, her big, naked tits were right there before his horny eyes. In the way that he had vicariously imagined having sex with his mother while watching her date having real time sex with his mother, he masturbated himself while imagining his mother masturbating him.
'Way to go Ralph. Thanks for exposing my mother's naked breasts to me,' thought John while continuing to masturbate himself.
Just as he couldn't believe what he was seeing the first time he saw her tits when she was giving herself a breast exam, he couldn't believe that he was seeing his mother's naked breasts yet again. Just as he saw his mother's big, jiggling breasts when she ran by the living room to the bathroom naked, he imagined seeing them again when masturbating himself. Just as he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's naked body when she was masturbating herself on her bed when she thought she was alone, he masturbated himself again while watching her having sex with her date. John wished that was him with his mother instead of Ralph.
'I love my mother's big tits,' thought John.
John stroked himself harder and faster he watched Ralph feeling his mother's big, naked tits, and fingering her erect nipples. Then, if that wasn't enough, stroking himself harder and faster, he watched his mother sucking Ralph's prick. Something he never suspecting his mother of doing, sucking cock, his mother was giving her date a blowjob. He couldn't believe his eyes. Stroking himself harder and faster, he watched her date getting ready to fuck his mother. John came hard that night and masturbated again over all that he saw not only the next morning but for months later.
'I can't believe my mother is sucking his prick. I wish that was my prick in my mother's mouth,' thought John. 'With them both hot and heavy, if it's not enough my mother is giving him a blowjob, Ralph is getting ready to fuck her too. He's going to fuck my mother in the way that I wish that I could fuck my mother,' thought John.
With Ralph touching, feeling, and fondling his mother's naked tits, he imagined Ralph's hands were his hands. With Ralph pulling, turning, twisting, pinching, and squeezing his mother's naked nipples, he imagined Ralph's fingers were his fingers. Then, when Ralph leaned down to suck his mother's tits, while John stroked himself faster and harder, he imagined that he was sucking his mother's tits. He'd do anything for his mother to suck his cock in the way that she was sucking her date's prick.
Back then, before they had sex, he'd do anything to touch, feel, and fondle his mother's naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. Now that he had his wild, wicked, sexual way with his mother's naked body and had sex with his mother, he'd do anything to have sex with her again. If only she'd agree to strip naked for Nude Day, he'd agree to strip naked too. Perhaps, once she was naked, she'd agree to have sex with him too in the way that she had sex with him before.
Then, still watching his mother with her date while slowly masturbating himself, when they emerged from the pool with his mother still topless, Ralph reclined on the chaise lounge while his mother stroked his cock before sucking his cock again. Never thinking that his mother sucked cock, yet glad that she did, just as he never thought his mother masturbated, his mother was blowing Ralph. While masturbating himself, John imagined his mother was stroking and sucking his cock. He wished that was his stiff prick in his mother's mouth instead of Ralph's big dick in his mother's mouth.
Once she made her date hard enough with her hand and with her mouth, she removed her bikini bottoms and sat on his stiff prick. His mother was fucking her date. He watched Ralph fuck his mother while John imagined fucking his mother. With her returning Ralph's hard and fast humps with her hard and fast humps, wishing that he was fucking his mother, John watched his mother's big, naked tits bouncing up and down and swaying side-to-side.
'I don't believe this. I don't believe my mother is naked. I don't believe she's having intercourse with her date,' thought John while watching his mother having sex with Ralph.
Instead of making love to her in the way that he wished he could make love to his mother, Ralph was fucking his mother in the way that he wanted to fuck his mother. He was pounding his mother's pussy. John wished that was his big, hard cock in his mother's warm, wet cunt. Even now, more than two years later, he still masturbated over the sexy sight of watching his mother blow her and fuck her date. He'd love nothing more than to fuck his mother again in the way Ralph fucked her and in the way that he fucked her when she came home on her fortieth birthday from the clothe female, nude male strip club drunk and horny.
Even now, still unsure, he wondered if his mother was putting on a sexual show just for him. John couldn't help but wonder if his mother knew that he had already seen her topless and naked more than once. He couldn't help but wonder if his mother knew that he was watching her having sex with her date from his bedroom window. He couldn't help but wonder if his mother was sexually teasing him by exposing him to her promiscuous, sexual behavior by making enough drunken noise to awaken him.
He couldn't help but wonder if she knew he was there in the dark hall while watching her giving herself a breast exam. Then, after seeing her running to the bathroom topless when she knew that he was in the living room, he couldn't help but think that she purposely flashed him her naked breasts. He couldn't help but wonder if she knew he was there in the dark hall again while watching her masturbate herself. Now, he wondered if she was really drunk that night when he stripped his mother naked and had sex with her naked body or if she was just pretending to be drunk.
'How hot would that be if my mother was an incestuous exhibitionist as much as I'm an incestuous voyeur? How hot would that be if my mother was as much of an incestuous whore as I am an incestuous pervert,' he thought?
* * * * *
Before he had sex with his mother, in the way that Ralph had kissed and felt up his mother, John wished it was him kissing and feeling up his mother. Before his mother stroked and sucked his stiff prick, in the way that she stroked and sucked her date's cock, John wished his mother would stroke and suck his cock again now. Before his mother fucked him, in the way that his mother fucked her date, he wished his mother would fuck him again now too. Sometimes exchanging Ralph's image for his image, he masturbated over his mother having sex with Ralph while imagining his mother having sex with him.
As if an endless cycle of perversion, now that he had sex with his mother, he had masturbated over that numerous times too. Unable to stop masturbating over all that he had sexually seen of his mother's beautiful, naked body, he continued masturbating over those images constantly. When he wasn't masturbating over seeing his mother topless while she examined her naked breasts in her mirror, he masturbated over the sexy sight of her running to the bathroom topless.
'I love her big naked tits. Being that today is Nude Day, I hope that I can see my mother naked again,' he thought.
Always masturbating over the remembered sexual images of his naked mother, he masturbated over his mother masturbating herself. He masturbated over watching his mother on the patio naked with her date. He masturbated over her date having sordid sex with his mother in the way that he wished he could have incestuous sex with his mother. Then, after having sex with his mother, when he wasn't masturbating over his mother's naked breasts, he was masturbating over having sex with his mother.
"And pray tell," she said with the innocent attitude of a mother talking candidly with her adult son. Only, she acted as if he was lying. As if she didn't remember deliberately flashing him and/or didn't remember him seeing her naked when they were having sex when she supposedly came home drunk, she asked him her next question with self-assured confidence. "When did you ever see me naked?"



'How shall I count the ways,' he thought while laughing to himself?
While imagining his mother's naked body, John looked at his mother with sexual, incestuous lust as if she was standing before him naked now. When he wasn't undressing her with his eyes, he imagined her in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked. When he wasn't masturbating over the imagined and/or remembered images of his mother's naked body, he masturbated over having sex with his naked mother. He could have told her that he saw her naked and having sex with Ralph but it was enough that he told her that he saw her date remove her bikini top. No doubt, with them making so much drunken noise, she already knew that he watched her having sex with her date.
"I saw you naked a little more than two years ago on your fortieth birthday," he said dropping the big bomb.
Not wanting to embarrass her to tell her that he caught her masturbating herself or that he saw her having sex by the pool with Ralph, he was more curious if she remembered them having sex. After her fortieth birthday party when she came home from that CFNM strip club drunk and horny was when they had mother and son incestuous sex. After more than two years of her pretending her having sex with her son never happened, that was what he wanted to discuss now. He'd love nothing more than to talk about what happened between them that one, wonderful night.
"What? Pardon? I'm sorry. What do you mean you saw me naked on my fortieth birthday? How could you? I was out partying with my friends," she said with a laugh that told him that she not only didn't believe him but also that she didn't remember them being sexually intimate.
Obviously as embarrassed as she was sexually excited, she put her hand to the top of her blouse to close it and to deny him a peek an accidental and sexually inappropriate peek of any part of her breasts. Waiting for this moment for more than two, long, sexually frustrating years, he was ready to let her have it right between her big, beautiful, brown eyes. This was it. This was finally it. He was finally going to confront his mother over the incestuous sex they had. He was finally going to talk about what happened on that unbelievable night.
"You came home drunk and horny. Don't you remember? How could you forget? That was one night that I'll never forget and will always remember for the rest of my life," he said closing his eyes as if remembering. "I still masturbate over all that happened on that one, wonderful night," he said popping open his eyes to stare at his mother while watching for her reaction to what he had just confessed.
Telling her the truth, with him never forgetting any of it, he was surprised that she didn't remember any of it. Hoping to jog her memory, he was now ready to confess his incestuous, sexual transgressions with his MILF of a mother on that one wonderful, drunken, horny night. Just as he was more than curious of her reaction of him stripping her naked, he was more than curious of her reaction of them having sex.
He wondered if she thought of that night as much as he thought of that night. Now, that he knows she masturbates, he wondered if she masturbated over having sex with her son as much as he masturbated over having sex with his mother. He wondered if she was as drunk as she professed to be. He wondered if she remembered him undressing her and having sex with her or if her memory was as foggy as his memory was clear.
"Eww, John. Gross. How could you? I can't believe you masturbate over your own mother," she said. Then, she looked at him as if he was lying before asking him her question. "You saw me naked? No way," she said looking at him with as much shock as she looked at him with curiosity. "I'd remember you seeing me naked and I don't remember that," she said shaking her head no as if trying to shake away the memory of her son seeing her naked body.
He gave her a self-confident stare and smiled his best Cheshire cat smile at her again.
"I did mother. I saw you without your clothes," he said. "I saw you naked. I saw your naked tits, your naked ass, and your naked pussy," he said.
He nodded his head up and down as if he needed that extra bit of head movement for her to believe him. When he said that he saw her naked, she cringed. She cringed again when he said that he saw her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. Cringe, cringe, cringe, every time his mother cringed, his cock throbbed at the remembered images of his mother's naked tits, naked ass, and naked pussy.
"How did you see me naked?" She looked at him with indignation. "Did you put a hidden camera in my bedroom? Were you peeping on me while I was getting undressed for bed? Did you put a camera in the bathroom to watch me shower and/or bathe?" She looked at him as if he had violated her privacy. "Oh, my God. How could you? Why would you? How dare you? That's so disgusting. That's so invasive."
He made a face while shaking his head from side-to-side as if she had just insulted him. Obviously, she didn't believe him when he confessed that he saw her naked. Obviously, she didn't remember him seeing her without her clothes.
"No, of course not, Mother. I'd never invade your privacy by spying on you with a hidden camera or peep on you while you undressed, showered, or bathed," he said even though he had thought about buying a hidden camera for all of those invasive, sexual purposes.
He'd love nothing more to watch a live feed on his computer screen of his mother dressing, undressing, showering, bathing, and masturbating herself while he masturbated himself too. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. He loved his mother more than any son should love his mother.
Yet, as hot as it would be to watch her doing all of those sexy things on his private, personal computer screen, it would be even hotter to post the videos of her on the Internet for his friends to watch his naked mother too. Perhaps, if he videotaped his mother, his friends would videotape their mothers and/or their sisters, their aunts, and their cousins too. He'd love to swap videos of naked family members with one another.
'How hot would that be to start a naked mothers club,' he thought?
She looked at him unsure if she believed him or not. She looked at him upset that he may have invaded her privacy by installing spy cameras in her bedroom and bathroom. She looked at him shocked that he may have really seen her naked. Then, she looked at him with as much curiosity as he looked at her with sexual excitement. Obviously, by that look, his mother was sexually excited by the fact that he may be watching her dress, undress, bath, and masturbate herself.
"Then, if not with hidden cameras," she said with attitude as if she was right and he was wrong. "How did you see me naked?"
* * * * *
As if it was yesterday instead of more than two-years ago, he laughed while remembering the night that he not only saw his mother naked but also had sex with her. With all that they sexually did, he couldn't believe that she didn't remember him stripping her naked and them having sex. Not only did he see his mother naked, as if she was his girlfriend and/or lover instead of his mother but also he touched, felt, fondled, and had sex with his mother's naked body.
'Maybe she was too drunk to remember,' he thought. 'Maybe too embarrassed, she wanted to forget them having sex.'
Something he'd never forget, would always remember, and would continue to masturbate over for the rest of his life, he couldn't believe she didn't remember him stripping her naked and them having sex. How could she not remember him stripping her naked? How could she not remember them having sex? How could she forget him eating her, making love to her, and fucking her while giving her orgasms with his finger, his tongue, and his cock? How could she forget blowing him, him cumming in her mouth, her swallowing his cum? Unless she was faking her memory loss and/or being too drunk that night, how could his mother forget him seeing her naked and her having sex with her son?
'This is it. This is finally it,' he thought while excited about confronting his mother for her reaction to them having incestuous sex. 'If she really had no memory of their sexual intimacy, he hoped to jog her memory. Finally, I'm going to confront my mother and talk to her about all that happened on that wild, sexually exciting night of incestuous sex,' he thought.
He gave her a loving smile that only a son could give his mother, especially a son who had already seen his mother naked and had sex with her naked body. He couldn't wait to tell her what incestuously happened that night. He couldn't wait to know how she felt about all that they sexually did. He couldn't wait to discuss that wild, lustful night in minutest, sexual detail.
"You came home drunk and horny from the CFNM strip club that your friends took you to for your fortieth birthday. Do you remember? In the way that I overheard your friends telling you in the hall that you were all over the male strippers, stroking them and sucking their cocks, you were all over me touching me, feeling me, and kissing me," he said.
As if he was making it up and as if she didn't believe him, she looked at him stunned. She looked at him shocked that he'd repeat what her friends had said, that she was stroking and sucking the male strippers. She looked embarrassed obviously now that he knew his mother was a drunken, incestuous whore. She looked at him as if trying to remember him touching, feeling, fondling, and kissing her. She looked at him as if trying to remember her touching, feeling, fondling, and kissing him.
"Touching you? Feeling you? Kissing you?" She wrinkled her brow to make a disbelieving face. "I did no such thing. In your wet dreams, Johnny," she said with a laugh. "I don't think so. I'd never touch you, feel you, and kiss you in a sexual way. I'm your mother and you're my son."
He nodded his head up and down as his way to tell her that she did do just exactly that. Matter of fact, she did more than touch him, feel him, fondle him, and kiss him. She stroked him, sucked him, made love to him, and fucked him while allowing him to touch her, feel her, kiss her, finger her, lick her, make love to her, and fuck her too. Except for having anal sex, shocking but true, there was nothing that she didn't allow her son to sexually do with his mother and that she sexually did with her son.
"You did, Mom. You were all over me as if you were a sailor home on leave after being away at sea too long," he said with a dirty laugh.
She looked at him as if he was telling tall tales.
"I don't believe you," she said shaking her head while looking at him with contempt. "You're just inventing sexy, incestuous scenarios for my reaction to masturbate over later," she said. "If it isn't bad enough that you said such deplorable, dirty things about me having sex with male strippers, how dare you say such incestuous and inappropriate, sexual things about me groping and kissing you? What's wrong with you to say those dirty and vile things to me? How dare you?"
Seemingly not remembering that he saw her naked and they had sex, she looked at him as if he was making it all up. She looked at him as if he was lying. She looked at him as if he was sharing his sexual fantasy of having sex with her for him to masturbate over later. Then, in a moment of enlightenment, she looked at him with as much disbelief as she looked at him with sexual excitement. As if she was having a memory somewhere deep inside her brain, showing him a glimmer of sexual excitement, she obviously knew that he wasn't lying.
"You were so drunk, Mother. You were so horny, Mother. You were all over me as if I was one of the male strippers," he said with a laugh. He paused to watch for her reaction before saying what he couldn't wait to say. "With you not stopping me but, instead, encouraging me with your kisses and desperate sexual gropes, I had my wild, wicked sexual way with your naked body that night," he said nodding his head as if he needed that extra bit of head movement for her to believe him.
Obviously, by the stunned look on her face, not remembering being so drunk and so horny to sexually use and incestuously abuse her son, she looked at him horrified while he looked at her with sexual excitement. They both fell silent while looking at one another. Then, as if she was accepting what he said as the truth, she cross examined him in the way that Johnny Cochran cross examined Marsha Clark's star witnesses in the O. J. Simpson trial.
"I suppose you enjoyed the sexual attention that I paid you," she said with an attitude of motherly superiority while staring at him as if she was remembering her son enjoying her sexually touching him, groping him, and kissing him. "I suppose you enjoyed stripping me naked and seeing your mother naked," she said as if remembering him stripping her naked and staring at her naked body. "I supposed you enjoyed having sex with your naked mother," she said unable to hide her sexual excitement.
He laughed again.
"Are you kidding me? What son wouldn't enjoy being sexually mauled by his MILF of a mother? Look at you. You're gorgeous." He laughed. "As much as I enjoyed stripping you naked, I did enjoy seeing you naked and having sex with your naked body. Again, look at you. You're so sexy," he said. "A sexual fantasy of mine come true, I couldn't believe you kissed me while touching and feeling me everywhere that a mother should never touch and feel her son. I couldn't believe you allowed me to touch and feel you everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother while I returned your deep, wet kisses with my French kisses."
Now instead of looking at him certain that he was lying, she had a blankly confused stare on her face as if he may be telling the truth. She had a blankly confused look on her face as if she was trying to remember. She looked at him as if she was unsure if he was telling the truth or lying. She looked at him as if she was unsure if she should be embarrassed or sexually excited. Again, as if she was trying to remember, she looked at him with as much confusion as she looked at him with sudden flashes of sexual excitement.
"Let me get this straight. I kissed you, French kissed you, and you were returned my deep, wet kisses? Is that correct? Is that what happened in your mind or," she said after a pause and with sadness, "in reality?"
Obviously still not believing her son, she tried acting superior to him as if whatever they did that night didn't bother her. Yet, whether they had sex or not, with her looking more embarrassed by all that he said, it did obviously bother her that he said that she had sex with her son. Whatever happened or didn't happen that night, he had sexually aroused his mother by his inflammatory, provocative, and sexy, incestuous words.
"Of course, I returned your kisses. Why wouldn't I want to French kiss you? I love you, Mother," he said reaching for her hand. "Only, I love you in the way that a man loves a woman instead of in the way that a son should love his mother."
She pulled her hand away and flashed him a look of anger instead of a look of love.
"If you're not lying and if this is true, I can't believe you made out with me, your own mother? How dare you? How could you? Why would you? What's wrong with you? At least I had the excuse of being drunk. What was your excuse for taking sexual advantage of me?"
He smiled.
"Yes, of course I made out with you, Mother. Excuse? I didn't need an excuse to make out with you and/or to have sex with you. Look at you. You're drop, dead gorgeous. I'd have sex with you every day, twice a day, morning and night," he said. "Who in their right mind could resist someone who looked as sexy as you do? On a scale of ten, you're my eleven," he said.
As if she believed or as if she remembered that he saw her naked and they had sex, she suddenly had a sickened look on her face. Then, when he said that he'd have sex with her every day, twice a day, morning and night, she seemed flattered. Before she let go of his hand, a pleased, little smile with a twinkle in her eye that he said that she was his eleven on a scale of ten, made her blush. Instead of angering her as he did before when he confessed that he masturbated over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with her naked body, he made his mother blush with his compliment.
"Tell me and be honest," she said with trepidation as if she didn't hear him tell her and as if she didn't already know. Perhaps, she just wanted him to tell her again. Perhaps, his confession sexually aroused her. "Were you French kissing me?"
Unless she was getting off on talking about what happened, at the risk of repeating himself, he couldn't believe she was asking him for more, sexual details. In the way that it sexually excited him to French kiss his mother, perhaps it sexually excited her to know that she French kissed him. Maybe a way for her to remember, she wanted to discuss that incestuous night as much as he wanted to discuss that sexual night.
He smiled at her again with confident sincerity. He saw his mother naked. He had sex with his naked, MILF of a mother. What son wouldn't feel thrilled to not only see their MILF of a mother naked but also to have sex with her too?
"Yes, of course, I French kissed you," he said with a chuckle. "You started it, Mother. You parted my lips with your tongue and kissed me first. Then, when you stuck your tongue in my mouth, not allowing that sexual opportunity to pass, I returned your wet kisses with my French kisses. You blanked my mind with your wet kisses while you felt my erection through my jeans. If it wasn't enough that you French kissed me, I couldn't believe you were feeling the head of my prick through my jeans," he said.
She suddenly looked sickened. She suddenly looked sadden. She suddenly looked embarrassed. Then, she looked at him as if she remembered kissing and groping him. She looked at him as if she remembered him kissing and groping her. From looking sick, to sad, to embarrassed, she suddenly looked sexually excited.
"Oh, God. Oh, my God. I don't believe this. How dare you? How could you? Tell me the truth. Be honest. Were you feeling my breasts and fingering my nipples through my blouse and bra while kissing me?"
'Unless she was getting off on talking about all that they did, what kind of question is that,' he thought?
She stared at him as if trying to remember. Now he didn't know, he couldn't tell if she was trying to remember or sexually exciting him by goading him to tell her more of the sexual details of that one, beautiful night. Perhaps, as if they were having the pillow talk they never had, perhaps this erotic dialogue was a game his mother must play. Perhaps he needed to sexually arouse her again before she'd allow him to strip her naked and have sex with her naked body. Perhaps, she needed him to make all the sexual moves in sexually seducing her. Perhaps, she needed to play the innocent victim while he played the incestuous pervert.
"You're the one who initiated the sex, Mother," he said. "Sexually touch me as if I'm your lover instead of your mother, you said. Then, while looking down at my hands before looking up at me, you took my hands in your hands and placed them on your breasts," he said. "I like having my nipples fingered through my clothes, you said. Pull them, turn them, twist them, squeeze them, and pinch my nipples through my bra, you said. Fingering my nipples makes me hot and horny, you said," he said while watching for his mother's reaction to his sexually, inappropriate words.
Obviously jolting her memory, by saying that fingering her nipples made her hot and horny, her magic, sexual phrase, he said something that she obviously had said to her dates. As if she remembered more of what they did, when she told him that she liked having her nipples fingered, she looked at him with more sexual excitement than confusion. As if just his words were enough to sexually arouse her and to make her remember, when he said that she instructed him to pull, turn, twist, pinch, and squeeze her nipples through her bra, her eyes bulged out of her head.



As if she remembered them making out, her mouth fell open and he watched his mother breath through her opened mouth instead of breathing through her nose. As if she remembered him feeling her tits through her blouse while fingering her nipples through her bra, she looked more sexually excited than she looked embarrassed. As if she remembered him French kissing her, she looked at him with incestuous lust in the way that he always looked at her with incestuous lust.
"Oh, God. I can't believe this. That sounds like something that I'd say. I'm starting to remember now," she said pausing before speaking again. "I'm so embarrassed. I'm mortified. I'm humiliated that I obviously had incestuous sex with my son," she said putting her hand to her mouth while looking more sexually excited than she looked embarrassed, mortified, and/or humiliated.
She looked at him with hurt mixed with sexual excitement while he stared at his mother with incestuous lust.
"I'm telling you the truth, Mother," said John.
Seemingly unable to make up her mind, she looked at him horrified and sexually excited at the same time.
"I remember you sticking your hand up my short skirt and feeling my ass before rubbing and cupping my pussy through my panties," she said looking at him with anger. "I can't believe you did that to your own mother. How could you do that to your own mother? So very sexually inappropriate, how dare you take sexual advantage of me when I was drunk and unable to stop you. Touching me in that sexual way was so nasty. Feeling me in that incestuously way is forbidden."
He laughed before rolling his eyes and sighing.
"Again, Mother, I'm the victim and you were the predator. I'm the innocent one here. You're the one who initiated the sex between us. You're the one who forced your sexual way on me. Just as you placed my hands on your breasts and told me to finger your nipples, you're the one who took my hand and put it beneath your skirt. You wanted me to touch you, Mother. You wanted me to feel you. You wanted me to finger your pussy. You wanted me to masturbate your cunt," he said.
Breathing through her mouth again now instead of her nose, he was sexually arousing her again. As soon as he used the words masturbate and cunt in the same sentence, she literally swooned. She was obviously getting sexually excited by him telling her the sexual details of what happened between them. Now, as if she was imagining her son naked in the way that he was imagining his mother naked, she looked at him with an unbroken stare. She finally looked at him in the sexually way that he had been looking at her for years.
"And did you take sexual advantage of your mother while I was drunk and unable to stop you?" She looked at her son with shock mixed with sexual excitement. "Tell me the truth. Did you masturbate me? Be honest and don't lie. Did you finger my cunt? Did you give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers?"
He made a sour face as if insulted. He made a face of confusion as if he didn't hear or understand what she said. He heard what she said. He knew what she said but he just wanted to hear her say it again. Perhaps, if she said the words masturbate and cunt again, the image would jog her to remember more. Perhaps, if she said the words masturbate and cunt again, she'd be even more sexually excited.
"Pardon? I'm sorry. What did you just say? Did I what do what, Mother?"
She gulped down her uncomfortableness with the conversation. Lifting her chin in defiance, she swallowed her obvious sexual lust for her son. Nonetheless her trying to control her obvious sexual, incestuous excitement, she looked at him as if she was undressing him with her eyes in the way that he was always undressing her with his eyes. She looked at him as if he was standing before her naked in the way that he looked at her as if she was standing before him in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
"Tell me. I want to know," she said with her face flushing with embarrassment. "Did you finger my pussy? Did you play with your mother's cunt? Did you masturbate me? Did you give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers," she asked again? "Did I cum?"
* * * * *
Sexually exciting him even more, he couldn't believe his mother said the word cunt. As if she was his girlfriend and lover, he stared at his mother with renewed sexual excitement. He stared at his mother as if he wanted to kiss her, French kiss her again. He stared at his mother as if he wanted to strip her naked again and have incestuous sex with her again. He stared at his mother as if he wanted to masturbate her before eating her pussy, making love to her, and fucking her. He stared at his mother in the way that he stared at her while hoping she'd blow him.
In the way that she willingly albeit drunkenly did before, he'd love nothing more than for his mother to suck his cock and to cum in his mother's mouth again while watching her swallow his cum. Yet, before they even had sex, that is if they were going to have sex, with her sober and not drunk, he needed her to strip herself naked. He needed her to willingly and voluntarily remove her clothes. He needed her to want to have incestuous sex with him as much as he wanted to have incestuous sex with her. His perfect pretense to get naked with his mother, this was Nude Day after all.
"I did finger your pussy, Mother. I did play with your cunt," he said. "When you willingly and voluntarily removed your panties to show me your black, trimmed cunt, I rubbed your clit while fingering your pussy," he said purposely using the word cunt instead of pussy. "I masturbated you, Mother. While sticking my fingers deep inside of you and rubbing your clit, I gave you an orgasm with my fingers. I made you cum."
She stared at her son with shocked surprise while he stared at her with sexual lust. She stared at her son with embarrassed humiliation while he stared at his mother with incestuous, sexual excitement. She stared in his eyes while he stared at her blouse and bra clad breasts. She looked at him as if she didn't know what to say, what to do, and/or what to believe. After looking at him as if she was confused, then looking at him as if she remembered, she looked at him as if she was as sexually excited as he was now. She looked at him with horniness and vulnerability, and as if she was sexually his for the taking.
Only, not wanting to rush the sexual seduction of his mother, he bided his time. Besides, nearly as good as having incestuous sex with her, they were discussing what happened more than two-years ago on her fortieth birthday. Having an incestuously sexual conversation with his mother was nearly as much of a sexual fantasy as seeing her naked and having sex with her.
Having waiting too long to discuss all that happened that night, he wanted to know if she remembered him stripping and seeing her naked. He wanted to discuss how she felt about him touching, feeling, fondling, fingering, and licking her naked body. He wanted to know how she felt about seeing his naked body. He wanted to discuss how she felt about her touching, feeling, fondling, stroking, and sucking his naked body. He wanted to know if she remembered them having sex. He wanted to discuss how she felt about them having mother and son sex.
"You masturbated me, John, when I was drunk?" She looked at him with disgust. "How dare you take sexual advantage of me when I was helpless to resist? If it wasn't enough that you stripped me naked, I can't believe you masturbated your own mother. I can't believe you sexually used and abused me at my most vulnerable time by masturbating me and having incestuous sex with me," she said obviously feigning her outrage in her feeble attempt to hide her sexual excitement.
She looked at him as if she didn't trust him anymore. She looked at him in the way that young woman looked at him after he and his friends sexually violated her at a drunken frat party. Only, his wasn't some, young, drugged whore, this was his mother. Forget about her forgiving him about stripping her naked and having sex with her drunken body, John wanted to strip her naked and have sex with her body, albeit sober body, again.
"It wasn't as if I forced you, Mother. It wasn't as if you didn't enjoy me seeing you naked and touching you in a sexual way," he said as his defense.
She shot him a look as if he had just slapped her. She stared at him as if she wanted to slap him. A bittersweet moment, never had he seen his mother as angry after being so sexually satisfied as she was after they had sex on her fortieth birthday.
"What's wrong with you?" She waited for him to respond and when he didn't, she continued. "I can't believe you gave me an orgasm with your fingers? How could you? Why would you? I trusted you not to take sexual advantage of me," she said looking as if she was about to cry.
As her way to wrap him around her finger, he waited for her to cry some crocodile tears.
"I'm sorry, Mother," he said when he wasn't sorry at all for stripping his horny mother naked and having sex with her drunken body.
Instead of reacting to his apology by forgiving him, she played off his apology.
"Oh, my God. Why would you do that to me? You're my son and I'm your mother. I trusted you not to take sexual advantage of me. No matter what, I'm supposed to feel safe with you without having to worry about being sexually abused and incestuously violated. We can't have sex. We shouldn't have had sex. I'm your mother and you're my son."
He rolled his eyes and sighed again.
"It takes two, Mother. Perhaps, you don't remember but you took sexual advantage me too," he said with a sadistic grin. "You're the one who came home drunk and horny. You're the one who sexually kissed me. Then, after you allowed me to touch you, feel you, fondle you, undress you, you're the one who removed your own damn panties. You're the one who raised your short skirt to show me your naked pussy. You not only wanted me to see your naked cunt but also you moved my hand to your naked cunt, Mother. You're the one who wanted me to masturbate you," he said.
She looked at him as if he was a rapist instead of looking at him as her son.
"You could have stopped. You could have pushed me away. I was obviously too drunk to know what I was doing and you took sexual advantage of me," she said.
He gave his mother a smug, little smile.
"Drunk or sober, a stranger or your son, no man would ever push you away," he said with a little laugh. "Besides, being the obedient son that I am and being that you wanted me to masturbate you, unable to sexually resist you, I masturbated you. I rubbed your clit while finger fucking you, Mother," he said leaning to whisper his words in her ear with a dirty laugh. "I gave you an orgasm with my long, stiff fingers. I made you cum. I gave you what you wanted. I made you happy, Mother."
As if trying to remember, she fell silent for a while before asking him her next question. As if he was playing a sexy, truth or dare game with his mother, Johnny was enjoying their incestuous, sexual conversation. Only, he wondered if she had really forgotten all that happened or if she was playing him while sexually teasing him. He wondered if she was enjoying their incestuous, sexual conversation as much as he was enjoying their incestuous, sexual conversation.
Maybe she was never even drunk but was pretending to be. Maybe she was getting off on their sexy, sexual conversation as much as he was. Maybe, as their prelude to having sex again, she was just as sexually excited discussing what they did that night as he was. Maybe she wanted him as much as he wanted her. He didn't know. Unable to read his mother's mind, he had no idea.
If he'd like to do anything with his mother, he'd like to get his mother drunk again. He wondered if he got her drunk, if she'd allow him to strip her naked again. He wondered if he got her drunk and naked again, if she'd have sex with him again. Maybe the only time she can give him what he sexually wanted was when she was drunk and horny. Maybe she needed the pretense of alcohol to disguise herself as being a horny drunk instead of being an incestuous whore.
"Tell me the truth and please don't leave anything out," she said.
Suddenly she looked sad that she finally and obviously believed all that he said. Yet, there in the background, as she had that same look before, was a glimmer of sexual excitement. Obviously, his mother was as sexually excited as he was. Obviously, she was as sexually aroused that he stripped her naked and had incestuous sex with her naked body as he was. Obviously, with him wanting to strip her naked and have sex with her body again, perhaps she wanted that too. Yet, if he was reading her correctly, she needed to be forced. She wanted the onus of a mother having incestuous with her son to be on him and not on her.
"I'll tell you everything that happened that night, Mother," he said happy to tell all.
No longer the victim, she suddenly and obviously accepted her role as the predator. For her to switch her role so quickly, obviously, she had been sexually and incestuously lusting over him as much as he had been sexually and incestuously lusting over her. Obviously, his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Obviously, his mother remembered more than she pretended not to remember. Perhaps, his mother wasn't drunk at all.
"What else did I do, ask you to do, or made you do?"
It was obviously to him now that his mother was playing him. It was obviously to him now that she was getting off on their incestuous, sexual dialogue as much as he was. It was obvious to him now that his mother deliberately flashed him when she was giving herself a breast exam, gave him a show when she was masturbating himself, and knew that he could see her when she ran down the hall topless. It was obvious to him now that his mother knew that he was watching her having sex with Ralph. No doubt, she remembered him stripping her naked and having sex with her naked body too.
* * * * *
He looked at his mother with as much love as he looked at her sexual excitement, compassion, and understanding. This was it. This was really it. If he played his cards right and chose his words carefully, perhaps he could persuade his mother to strip off her clothes for Nude Day. Perhaps, once she was naked, he could have sex with her again. Only and obviously, even though she was the seductress, if only in her eyes, he had to be the seducer.
"You did nothing wrong, Mother," he said reaching out to touch her shoulder when he wanted to reach out to feel her blouse and bra clad breasts. "You did nothing that you wouldn't do with one of your boyfriends," he said with a dirty laugh. "If anything, you had some sexy fun with your son. If anything, I had an enjoyable, sexual time with my loving mother. If anything, regardless if it was forbidden, just as you showed me the emotional love that you have for me, I showed you the physical love that I have for you," he said with a dirty laugh. "I love you, Mom," he said giving her a pelvic to pelvic hug. "I love you, Mom."
She returned his hug before she stepped away from him. Then, she stared at him with anger in the way that he stared at her with sexual desire. She stared at him with hurt and confusion in the way that he stared at her with incestuous lust. Then, she did something out of character and totally unexpected. Whether out of anger, rage, and/or sexual frustration, she slapped him hard across his face.
"Oh, my God. I can't believe I did that," she said taking him in her arms and hugging him again. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, John. Please forgive me," she said. "I didn't mean to do that. I don't know what came over me."
He returned her hug while rubbing his face.
"It's okay, Mother. Don't worry about it. If anything, a small price to pay for the sexual pleasure you have given me, I guess I deserved that slap for taking sexual advantage of you when you were drunk," he said going along with her charade of her pretending to be drunk.
As if she was sorry, angry, ashamed, embarrassed, and/or sexually frustrated all at the same time, she started to cry. His mother was crying. He hated it when his mother cried. He tried his best to console her by telling her whatever she wanted to know.
"Just tell me. Tell me. I want to know. I need to know," she said. "Tell me all that I did. Tell me everything and don't leave anything out," she said. "Please tell me everything that happened that night."
Confused by her sincerity mixed with her sexual excitement, he wondered again if his mother was playing him. He wondered if she was getting off on their pillow talk as much as he was sexually aroused by confronting his mother. Eager to tell her everything they did in explicit, sexual details, he nodded his head in agreement. He had waited more than two, long, sexually frustrating years to confront his mother. He had waited more than two-years to talk about all that they sexually did.
"When we were making out and when I was feeling your breasts and fingering your nipples through your blouse and bra, you were really getting sexually excited," he said staring at the big impressions her tits made in her blouse. "It was you who initiated the sex. You couldn't stop kissing me, touching me, and feeling me. You were so sexually excited that you were fingering the head of my cock through my jeans," he said. "You were making me sexually crazy mother."
He paused while remembering all that he sexually did with his mother and all that she sexually did with him. As if she was feeling guilty, ashamed, and/or remorseful, she bit her lip while staring at her son. Then, unable to hide her true incestuous feelings, she looked at him with sexual excitement and forbidden lust in the way that she looked at him that night and in the way that he looked at her all the time.
"Oh, God, I remember touching you in that sexual way," she said. "You're right. I remember that now," she said covering her mouth with her hand while gasping at what she obviously was about to say next. "I remember feeling your penis through your jeans. I can't believe I did that to my own son."
He smiled glad that he and his mother were finally on the same, sexual page. Yet, he still couldn't tell if she was playing him or still feigning a memory loss and pretending her innocence from faking being drunk. Nonetheless, whether she was playing him or not, not letting her off the hook, he continued in detailing all that she sexually did with her and all that he sexually did with her. Chomping at the bit to talk to her about that night, he had been impatiently and eagerly waiting to confront his mother. Now, that they were talking about it, he didn't want to prematurely end their incestuous charged conversation.
* * * * *
"Then, as if you were my girlfriend and/or my lover instead of my mother, I couldn't believe it when you unzipped me and reached your hand inside my pants. I couldn't believe it when you pulled out my prick, wrapped your fingers around me, and stroked me. In the way that I had willingly and voluntarily masturbated you, you were willingly and voluntarily masturbating me," he said. "My sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't believe you had your soft hand tightly wrapped around my hard cock. I couldn't believe you were stroking me. I couldn't believe you were masturbating me."
She looked at her son stunned. She looked at him with embarrassment and shame. She looked at him with remorse mixed with a glimmer of sexual excitement.
"I did not masturbate you," she said raising her voice in feigned protest as if insulted when she was more sexually excited than upset. "I'd never do such a thing to my own son. You're lying. Just as I'd never allow you to masturbate me, I'd never masturbate you. You're making this all up so that you can masturbate yourself over all of these sordid, fictional details later," she said.



Knowing now that she was playing him, knowing now that she remembered all that she sexually did with him and all that he forbiddingly did with her, he gave her a sexually excited smile. Obviously, she wanted him to think of her as the innocent mother instead of as the incestuous whore. Obviously, she wanted him to think that he was the incestuous pervert and not her. Obviously, she wanted him to think that she didn't sexually want him as much as he sexually wanted her. Obviously, she wanted him to think that she was drunk, that he sexually took advantage of her, and that she didn't remember any of what happened until now.
"You did, Mom. You were giving me a hand job while French kissing me," he said. "Your hand was tightly wrapped around my erect prick while you stroked me faster and harder. Determined to make me cum in the way that I made you cum, you wanted me to cum. Cum, Johnny, cum, you said as you stroked me faster and harder," he said. "Cum, Johnny, cum. Cum for your mother," you said. "Cum for Mom. Cum all over Mommy's hand."
She looked at him with shock. She looked at him with shame. She looked at him with embarrassment filled with remorse. Then, unable to control her naughty smile and sexy look, she looked at him with sexual excitement as if she was remembering all that she did that fateful, drunken night. Giving him a glimmer of hope, that one look made him realized that he may have a chance of not only stripping his mother naked again but also having sex with her naked body again too.
"God. Oh, God. I'm so embarrassed," she said feigning her embarrassment. "I remember now. I remember holding your erect, naked penis in my hand. I remember stroking you and masturbating you. I do," she said. "Tell me, and don't spare me the details, what else did I do when I was drunk? I was so drunk, too drunk to know what I was doing, and obviously too drunk to remember," she said with sadness and abandoning her sexual excitement to give in to her rage.
While obviously now remembering the hand job that she had given her son, she looked at him with shame. While remembering the hand job that his mother had given him, he looked at her with sexual excitement. Obviously, something they both needed to do for closure, it was a positive thing that they were finally discussing what happened. It was better that they cleared the air by confronting the incestuous lust that they obviously harbored for one another.
"It's okay, Mom. Really it is. What's the big deal? You may deem this as incestuous sex but I more think of this as a mother showing the emotional, albeit sexual love she has for her son and a son showing the physical, albeit sexual love that he has for his mother," he said.
Reverting how she was before when he first told her that he had been sexually intimate with her naked body, she replaced her sexual excitement with anger.
"I blame you for not stopping me," she said stabbing his chest with her manicured, index finger. "This was all your fault," she said pushing her hand against his shoulder. "You took sexually advantage of me when I was the most vulnerable and when I was drunk."
She looked at him as if she wanted to slap him again.
"My fault?" Instead of looking at his mother with sexual excitement and lust, he looked at his mother with confusion and hurt. He looked at her as if she was insane. "How was any of that my fault?"
Instead of being angry with her in the way that she was obviously angry with him, he looked at her as if wanted to hold her and kiss her while feeling her through her clothes.
"I was so horny, too horny to sexually control myself. I was drunk, too drunk to stop it. Tell me. What else did I do? Tell me everything and don't leave anything out. I want to know all that I did with you," she said looking at him as she was about to cry again. "I need to know all that you did with me. I need to know all that we did sexually."
He looked as sexually excited as she looked stunned and confused while obviously trying to remember that wonderful night of incestuous sex. Still unsure if she was playing him or really was angry, it was impossibly difficult to read his mother. He had the sudden urge to push her back on the couch and strip her naked. He had the sudden urge to slap his mother in the way she had just slapped him and force her to have sex with him.
"Mom," he said pausing while remembering all that he did with his mother while hoping that his mother would finally remember all that she did with him. "Are you sure you want to know what else you did? Are you sure you want me to tell you everything?"
As if he was her doctor about to tell her that she had a terminal illness, staying strong, she straightened her posture, lifted her chin, and took a big breath while sticking out her chest.
"Yes. Please tell me all that happened," she said. "I need to know so that I can put it all behind me. I need to know so that we can continue living together as mother and son instead of incestuous lovers."
* * * * *
He looked at his mother with as much love as he looked at her with sexual excitement. As much as he wanted to continue living with her as mother and son, he wanted to continue their incestuous, sexual relationship. Now that he had seen her naked and she had seen him naked too, now that they already had sex, why couldn't they have sex again? He'd love nothing more than to live with his mother as her lover. She gave him the best sex he ever had.
"You slid to your knees and," he said with a pause. "You took me in your mouth, Mother. You blew me, Mom. As if you were my hired whore for the night, you sucked my cock while stroking my prick. You gave me the best blowjob I've ever had in my life," he said.
She fell back against the door jamb as if she was about to fall. Flabbergasted with her mouth hanging open, she looked at him aghast. She looked at him as if she was about to faint. She put one hand to the top of her breasts as if she was about to have a heart attack and moved her other hand to the back of the chair to steady herself. Obviously, by her shocked reaction, she didn't remember sucking her son's prick. Obviously, by her shocked reaction, she didn't remember having his big, hard cock in her warm, wet mouth. Obviously, by her shocked reaction, she had no idea that she blew her son.
"Tell me. I want to know. I need to know," she said raising her chin again. "When I was sucking you," she said with a pause. "Did you cum? God, oh, God. Did you cum in my mouth? Tell me that you didn't ejaculate your cum in my mouth," she said crying again. She raised her voice in anger before pausing again. "And if you did ejaculate your cum in my mouth, did I swallow your cum?"
He looked at her as if he was suddenly ashamed when he was more sexually excited remembering his mother blowing him, him cumming in her mouth, and her swallow his cum. In the shocked way that she looked at him mixed with a twinge of sexual excitement when he told her what she did sexually, he couldn't tell if she really didn't remember or if she was sexually teasing him. Whatever she was doing was working. He suddenly had a huge erection in telling his mother all that she sexually did when she was under the influence of alcohol. It's a good thing she got a ride and didn't drive home drunk that night.
"Yes," he said. "You wouldn't stop sucking me and stroking me until I ejaculated my cum in your mouth. You wanted me to cum in your mouth. You kept encouraging me to cum in your mouth. You said over and again, cum, John, cum. Cum in my mouth. Cum in Mommy's mouth. Mommy needs to taste you. Mommy needs to swallow you. Then, after I ejaculated in your mouth, licking me clean while continuing to stroke me and suck me, you swallowed all that I had to give. You gave me the best blowjob I ever had in my life, Mother," he said again.
Instead of being proud that she gave her son the best blowjob that he ever had I his young life, she hung her head in shame.
"I can't believe I blew you. I can't believe you took sexual advantage of me by allowing me to blow you. I can't believe I sucked my own son. I can't believe that I was so drunk and so horny to have sex with you," she said staring up at him. "I can't believe you ejaculated your cum in my mouth and I swallowed your cum. Oh, my God. Oh, my God!"
He looked at his mother apologetically and with sincerity.
"Sorry Mother," he said when he was anything but sorry.
If he was anything, he was happy that his mother allowed him to strip her naked. If he was anything, he was happy that his mother allowed him to have sex with her naked body. If he was anything, he was happy that his mother sucked his cock, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed his cum. As if she didn't want to hear any more of his apology, she waved his apology off with her hand. Then, she looked at him with hurt and anger.
"And what did you do to me besides kissing me, groping me, and masturbating me? Tell me. I need to know," she said pausing while staring at him. "If it wasn't enough that you masturbated me, did you give me oral sex too? Did you eat your mother's cunt? Did you lick your mother's pussy while fingering your mother's pussy? Did you make love to your mother with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock? Tell me the truth and be honest. Don't lie to me," she said raising her voice again. "Did you make love to me before fucking me? Did you fuck me? Did you fuck your mother? Did you pound my pussy until you gave me a sexual orgasm?"
Unable to hide his sexual excitement, getting off on the way his mother was talking to him, he stared at his mother as if they had just had sex. Unless he was misreading her, she looked at if she was getting off on this sexy, sexual talk as much as he was. Unless he was misreading her, she looked as if she was playing him while sexually arousing him and sexually arousing herself. Unless he was misreading her, he suspected that she remembered everything. The question was, would she allow him to strip her naked again, this time in celebration of Nude Day. The question was, fuck Nude Day, would she allow him to sexually do everything to her again.
Maybe she wasn't drunk but was just pretending to be drunk. Maybe instead of feeling guilty for sexually taking advantage of his drunken mother, she was the incestuous, conniving whore who sexually took advantage of her son while pretending to be drunk. Maybe instead of her being the victim, she was the predator. Maybe instead of him being the predator, he was the victim. Maybe, if he played his cards right, and allowed her to seduce him again, she'd allow him to strip her naked and have sex with him again.
"Yes, Mother, I gave you oral sex after you gave me oral sex. I ate your pussy and you sucked my cock. I licked your cunt and you blew me. While reaching up my horny hand to feel your naked breasts and finger your erect nipples, I licked your pussy while fingering your pussy, and I loved every second of it," he said. "I swallowed every drop of your vaginal secretions in the way that you swallowed every drop of my cum. I'd eat you again, if you'd allow me," he said swinging for the fences while giving her a sexually, forbidden look of lustful desire.
She stared at him with bulging eyes as if her brown eyes were going to pop out of their sockets.
"How could you have oral sex with me? I'm your mother and you're my son? That's wrong. That's nasty. That's incestuous," she said looking up to Heaven and anointing herself before bowing her head and mumbling a prayer of forgiveness. She stared up at him with anger instead of sexual excitement. "What's wrong with you to do that? I can't believe you did that. I can't believe you took sexual advantage of me when I was drunk."
Either she was playing him or either she loved having sex with him. If he had the opportunity to do it over, he'd have sex with his mother again. He'd touch her, feel her, kiss her, eat her, make love to her, and fuck her. He'd allow her to stroke his naked cock before sucking his naked prick and before fucking his mother hard and fast. He'd lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. He'd make her cum again. He'd give her orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
"Yes, I made love to you, and yes, I fucked you, Mother. I fucked you hard and I fucked you fast. I fucked you until you screamed my name in sexual passion and until we had an orgasm together and I ejaculated my cum in your cunt. You said that I was the best fuck you ever had, Mother," he said. "Without doubt, having sex with you, Mom, was the best sex that I ever had in my life with anyone," he said looking at his mother with love mixed with sexual excitement. "I'd have sex with you again, if only you'd allow me. I love you, Mom. I love you."
She put her hand to her stomach.
"I'm going to be sick. I can't believe you masturbated me. I can't believe I blew you. I can't believe you ate my pussy, made love to me, and fucked my cunt," she said. "I can't believe you gave me an orgasm with your fingers, your tongue, and with your cock." She looked at him as if trying to put all the puzzle pieces together to remember what happened. "And is that when you put me to bed and put on my nightgown?"
He nodded his head.
"Yes," he said. "With you already naked and passed out asleep, I didn't want you to wake up cold," he said.
She looked at him with a blank stare on her face.
"I still can't believe you saw me naked," she said as if talking to herself while wrapping her arms around herself as if she was suddenly cold and standing there still naked. "I can't believe you saw my naked ass, my naked tits, and my naked pussy. I only wished you had stopped there. I can't believe you had sex with my naked, drunken body," she looked at him as if he was a rapist. "How could you do that to me? Why would you do that to me? How could you do that to your own mother? What's wrong with you, Johnny?"
He shrugged.
"I love you, Mom. I've always been sexually attracted to you. Besides, you know how you get when you won't take no for an answer. You're the one who was so drunk and so horny that you attacked me and practically raped me. With you touching me, feeling me, and kissing me, I didn't have the self-control to say no to you," he said. "With you so sexy, so sexual, so beautiful, and so lovely, no man could say no to you, not even your own son, especially your son."
Now she looked at him with as much embarrassment and shame as she looked at him with sexual excitement.
"If it wasn't enough that you saw me naked, I can't believe we had sex," she said. "I can come to terms with you seeing me naked but I'm unable to wrap my head around us having sex. What we did is wrong. What we did is nasty. What we did is forbidden. What we did is incestuous. What we did is illegal in many states and countries."
As if she was standing before him naked and he was about to have sex with her naked body again, he smiled at her with as much love as he smiled at her with sexual excitement.
"I've always been sexually attracted to you, Mother," he said again offering her no apologies. "I've always sexually lusted over you. I've always masturbated over the thoughts of you naked and having sex with me. I've always wanted to have sex with you and then when you came home drunk that night and with you wanting to have sex with me too, I couldn't say no," he said.
She put her hand up as if the shield herself from his words.
"Stop," she said.
She looked at him as if he had raped her.
"If it's any consolation, you do have a beautiful body, Mother," he said with another dirty laugh. "You have a better body than many of the woman my age that I dated. If it's any consolation, you gave me the best sex I ever had in my life," he said.
She made a face as if he had just insulted her instead of complimented her.
"I can't take hearing anymore. Please stop," she said. "You won't be seeing this woman naked ever again and we'll never have sex again," she said with a dirty laugh. "What's done is done. We need to act as if this deplorable, sexual act that never happened and will never happen again."
* * * * *
Now he looked as if she had just slapped him across his face again for giving her what she so wanted compliments, attention, and sex.
"A deplorable, sexual act that never happened and that will never happen again? What the Hell is that about? Why not?"
'Being that he had already seen her naked and she had seen him naked, why couldn't they see one another naked again? Being that he already had sex with her naked body and she had sex with his naked body, why couldn't he have sex with her again?'
She rolled her eyes and sighed loudly.
"Why not? How can you even ask me that? I'll tell you why not," she said giving him a hard, cold stare? "Because I'm your mother and you're my son, that's why. Sex between a mother and son is forbidden. It's incest," she said. "What's wrong with you? Just as I won't allow you to see me naked ever again, we must never have sex ever again."
He looked at her with sexual lust while she looked at him with anger. Being that the horse was already out of the barn, John didn't see anything wrong with taking the horse for another ride.
"Being that we've already seen one another naked and being that we already had sex, why can't we go to a nude beach together in celebration of Nude Day," he asked? "What's the big deal?"
She shook her head as if he asked her to have sex with him again.
"Nude beach? Nude Day? What's wrong with you? We can't do that," she said. "People will talk. If anyone sees us naked together that I know or that you know, I'd be so embarrassed."
She looked at him as if he was a violent rapist instead of her loving son.
"I don't understand, Mother. It's Nude Day today, the one day of the year that we can legally celebrate the nude holiday by getting naked."
He looked at her as if she was punishing him instead of rewarding him for the beautiful sexual orgasms that he gave his mother.
"For us to be nude together at a public beach would not only be incestuous but also wrong on so many levels," she said.
He shrugged his shoulders while making a face as if he didn't care if anyone he knew or she knew saw him naked with his naked mother.
"It isn't as if we're going to have sex again mother. We'll just be celebrating Nude Day by getting naked," he said. "What's the big deal? What's wrong with having some naked fun at the beach?"
She shook her head no again.
"Well, you can go to a nude beach to celebrate Nude Day with someone else. You can get naked with someone else other than me," she said. "That travesty of inappropriate, sexual behavior will never happen again."
John gave his mother a loving smile.
"I would go to a nude beach to celebrate Nude Day with someone other than you if I could but I don't have a girlfriend," he said. "Besides, I'd rather be naked with you," he said giving her a sexily inviting smile.
As if they were at a stalemate, she looked at him without emotion. She looked at him as if she was thinking of an alternative activity other than them getting naked. She looked at him with motherly understanding and maternal support.
"Maybe there's something else that we can do today, other than getting naked and/or having sex," she said looking at him with patient understanding. "What else would you like to do other than going to a nude beach?"
Not wanting to drop the subject of celebrating Nude Day naked with his naked mother, and as if he had a eureka moment, he continued to pressure his mother to get naked.
"Instead of going out, what if we stayed home," he suggested. "We can still celebrate Nude Day by getting naked here but in the privacy of our own home," he said and would say anything to see his mother naked again.
Making a face as if she was in physical pain, she turned to him as if he had just stuck a pin in her.



"Get it through your mind, John, that I'm not going to get naked in front of you," she said. "You will never see my naked body ever again. Do you understand?"
He looked at her with as much disappointment as he looked at her with hurt.
"Why not?"
She looked at him with as much exasperation as she looked at him with sexual frustration.
"Because that's just nasty," she said. "That's just wrong. That's incestuous."
She left the living room for the safety and the privacy of her bedroom. Only, not done talking to her about them celebrating Nude Day naked, he followed her. Having waited more than two, long, sexually frustrating years to open Pandora's Box, he wasn't ready to close this can of worms. It was one thing to see his mother naked and have sex with her naked body when she was drunk, horny, and vulnerable but he wanted to see his mother naked and have sex with her naked body when she was sober. He wanted to see her naked and have sex with her again now.
* * * * *
Obviously not taking no for an answer, he persevered. Since they already discussed all that they sexually did, he felt more confidently comfortable to sexually solicit his mother by asking her to get naked with him in celebration of Nude Day. He suspected that she remembered getting naked with him before so why should it matter for her to get naked with him now? Without asking her for sex, which is what he really wanted, he said all that he could think to say to coerce her to strip herself naked with him.
"I'll get naked if you get naked," he said. 'I can't wait to see my mother naked again,' he thought while already undressing her with his eyes.
Taking the chance, a gutsy move on his part, he reached out his right hand to feel her left breast through her blouse and bra. After more than two years of sexual frustration, he was feeling his mother's tit again, albeit through her clothes. He not only couldn't believe that he was feeling his mother's breast through her clothes but also that she was allowing him to feel her breast through her clothes.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. I don't believe this. Is this really happening?'
Then, not stopping there, not sexually satisfied with just feeling her big breast through her blouse, as soon as her nipple made its impression known, he fingered her nipple through her bra. Knowing how much playing with his mother's nipples turned her on, he pulled, turned, twisted, pinched, and squeezed his mother's nipple with his fingertip through her clothes. Knowing how much fingering his mother's nipples sexually aroused her before, he was hoping to sexually arouse her again. He was hoping that she'd want him to finger her naked nipple before fingering her naked pussy.
A good sign, instead of resisting his sexual touch of her big breast, she surprised him when she didn't slap his hand away. She surprised him when she didn't take a step back and move out of his reach. She surprised him when she didn't push him away, slap him, and/or rebuke him. Instead, she stared down at his hand feeling her breast and his fingertips fingering her nipple through her clothes. If her allowing him to feel her tit and finger her nipple wasn't a telling sign enough that she sexually wanted him, then he didn't know what was. If him feeling her tit and fingering her nipple wasn't a telling sign that he sexually wanted her, then he didn't know what was.
Persevering in his sexual, incestuous desire to convince his mother to strip off her clothes in celebration of Nude Day, his best telling sign, he watched her brown eyes for her reaction. A look without emotion, a look that only a mother can give her son when admonishing him without words, instead of showing him her sexual arousal, she gave him a stone, cold stare. Continuing to make his sexual move in his hope of sexually arousing her, he reached his other hand to feel her other breast while fingering her other nipple.
Not only did she allow him to feel her both her big breasts through her clothes but also she allowed him to finger both her erect nipples through her clothes too. As if he wasn't sexually molesting his mother, she ignored his hands touching her, feeling her, and fingering her. Now that he was sexually feeling her breasts, now that she was allowing him to finger her nipples, he wished he had sexually felt her months ago.
'This was easy,' he thought.
He looked at her looking at him. As if he was pinning a corsage on her chest, she seemed oblivious to him sexually abusing her. With her not stopping him from touching her breasts and fingering her nipples in such a sexual way, he continued feeling his mother's tits while fingering his mother's nipples. He wondered if he was getting to her. A good sign that her nipples were already hard and erect, he wondered if, as she did before, he was sexually exciting her by fingering her nipples. She stared down at his hands feeling her breasts and his fingers fingering her nipples before looking up at him.
"If you want to walk around the house naked in front of me as your personal and private celebration of Nude Day feel free but I refuse to celebrate the Nude Day holiday with you by getting naked too," she said. "If it wasn't bad enough that you stripped me naked on my fortieth birthday, it was wrong that you took sexual advantage of my drunken, naked body by having sex with me. Just as it was wrong that you touched and felt my breasts, and fingered my nipples in a sexual way then, it's wrong that you're touching and feeling my breasts, and fingering my nipples now," she said staring down at his hand again.
Obviously, that was how she was going to play this silly, sexual game of forbidden desire. She was content to maintain that she was the victim and he was the brute. If she wanted to play that game of victim and predator, then he could play that game too. Being that he already had the reputation of a perverted son stripping his mother naked against her will, he decided to earn that reputation by stripping his mother naked against her will. Being that he already had the reputation of forcing his mother to have incestuous sex with him, he decided to earn that reputation by forcing his mother to have sex with him now.
He stepped closer to his mother, looked deeply in her big, brown, beautiful eyes and wrapped one arm around her shoulder and his other arm around her waist. Ready to have his wild, wicked, sexual way with her naked body in the way that he had his wild, wicked, sexual way with her naked body more than two-years ago, he was ready to strip her naked. Ready to have his wild, wicked, sexual way with her naked body, he was ready to force his mother to have sex with him. Ready to give her an orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock, he was ready to finger, lick, and fuck his mother.
"I love you, Mom," he said testing the incestuous water by giving her a peck on the lips. "I love you, Mom," he said again and giving her a longer kiss but without parting her lips with his tongue.
Surprising him, as if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her and as if he was some other man other than her son, she closed her eyes and returned his kiss with her kiss.
'Wow,' he thought while kissing his mother. 'That was easy.'
She kissed him as if he was her lover instead of her son.
"I love you, too, John," she said kissing him.
Continuing to make his sexual move on his mother, he kissed her again, this time while parting her lips. Not pulling away or pushing him away, she surprised him again when she relinquished her tongue to his. He was French kissing his mother and she was returning his French kiss with her deep, wet kiss. He couldn't believe he was French kissing his mother and she was French kissing him.
'Holy smokes,' he thought. 'This is unbelievable.'
Now that she wasn't drunk, horny, and vulnerable, he couldn't believe he was French kissing his mother. Even more unbelievable, he couldn't believe she was returning his French kisses. Kissing her again and again, he couldn't believe he was making out with his mother while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her clothes. Kissing him again and again, he couldn't believe she was allowing him to make out with her while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her clothes.
'Wow, I don't believe this,' he thought. 'Maybe she does sexually want me as much as I sexually want her. Maybe I don't have to force her to strip naked. Maybe she'd willingly strip naked in celebration of Nude Day. Maybe I don't have to force her to have sex. Maybe she'd allow me to have sex with her naked body.'
Then, while continuing to explore his mother's mouth with his tongue, exploring his mother's breasts with his hands, and continuing to finger her nipples with his fingers, he dropped his hand from her waist to her hips. Touching and squeezing her round, firm ass while feeling her breast and fingering her nipple with his other hand, she allowed him to feel her shapely backside through her short skirt and panties while kissing her. Testing the sexual, incestuous water, slapping her ass hard enough to make her jump, he slapped his mother's ass through her short skirt and bikini panties hard, as hard as he slapped her ass on her fortieth birthday.
If feeling her tits and fingering her nipples weren't enough, then slapping her ass as hard as he could should give her sexual motor a jumpstart in readiness to do whatever he desired with his mother. Unfortunately, when he tried moving his hand to the front of her and tried to move his hand beneath her short skirt to cup her pussy through her panties as he had done more than two-years ago, she resisted. As soon as he touched her panty clad pussy with his fingertips, she balked. She pushed him away, took a step back, and fluffed down her skirt.
'Oh, oh, too much too soon,' he thought. 'Not so fast. Slow down, John,' he scolded himself. 'Give her more time to adjust to us becoming lovers.'
* * * * *
Playing the oblivious son in the way she had so supremely played the innocent mother, he asked her his probing question.
"What's wrong, Mother?"
As if he had already stripped her naked and fingered her naked cunt, she looked at him horrified.
"What the Hell are you doing?" She looked at him as if he was insane and he was insane with incestuous, sexual lust for his mother. He sexually wanted her now in the way that he had sexually wanted her before. "I'm not going to have sex with you, Johnny," she said.
As if he was her little boy again, she called him Johnny. She never called him Johnny unless she was mad or annoyed with him. Tempted to do so, he was tempted to slap her across her face in the way that she slapped him across his face. Tempted to do so, he was tempted to strip her naked. Tempted to do so, he was tempted to grab a handful of his mother's hair and pull it hard enough to force her to her knees. Tempted to do so, he was tempted to hold her nose closed until she opened her mouth and impale her not so virginal mouth with his already erect prick.
Taking her up on her earlier invitation to strip himself naked and celebrate Nude Day alone without her and in the privacy of his house, in one liquid motion, he removed his tee shirt. Then, goading her, sexually teasing her, and testing her for her sexual reaction, ready to strip naked in front of his mother again, he reached his hand down to unbutton and unzip his jeans. He kicked off his sneakers and removed his socks before removing his jeans and his underwear. He was naked. John stood naked in front of his mother again in the way that he stood naked in front of her on her fortieth birthday.
Naked pussy for naked cock, naked ass for naked ass, and naked tits for naked testicles, he hoped his mother would take his not so subtle hint and strip herself naked too. He hoped for once to learn if, indeed, his mother was drunk on that fateful night more than two, long, sexually frustrating years ago when she came home horny and vulnerable. He hoped for once to learn if, indeed, his mother sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Having wasted more than two years in sexual and incestuous denial, he didn't want to waste any more time in not knowing what his mother was sexually thinking or incestuously wanted.
"Fine," he said making eye contact with his mother. "If you won't celebrate Nude Day with me, then I'll celebrate Nude Day by myself," he said moving his hands away from his naked body to allow her to better see his erect, naked prick.
As much as it sexually excited him to see his mother's naked body so long ago, it sexually excited him to think about seeing his mother's naked body now. As much as it sexually excited to feel her big breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her clothes then, it sexually excited him to feel her big breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her clothes now. As much as it sexually excited him to expose his erect, naked cock to his mother before, it sexually excited him to expose his erect, naked cock to his mother now.
In the way that he had just felt her up while French kissing her, he hoped that she'd return the favor and French kiss him while stroking his prick. Thinking that she'd look away, he was surprised when his mother stared down at his erection in the way that he had been staring at her breasts and at the impressions her erect nipples made through her blouse and bra. She looked up at his face again before staring down at his cock again.
Obviously, by the long, salacious stare she gave her son, especially the long, lingering look that she gave his erect, naked penis, she was interested in, hopefully, having sex with him again. He couldn't wait to give her the same long, salacious stare and long, lingering look that she gave him once she stripped herself naked. Not wasting any more time with small talk, begging, pleading, and/or arguing about her stripping naked or not stripping naked for Nude Day, she told him what she wanted without any further coercion from him.
* * * * *
"If I get naked with you..." she said pausing and making eye contact with him as if she was sexually seducing him with her sexy look. "Can we stop this immature foolishness and forget we ever had sex?"
Then, not even waiting for him to answer, out of the clear blue, she slowly and sexily began unbuttoning her blouse. As if he had never seen the tops of his mother's breasts, her long, line of cleavage, and her in her low-cut, sexy bra before, he stared. As if doing a sexy striptease, taking her slow, sweet time to allow him to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button, she exposed the tops of her breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut bra to his horny eyes.
"I'd agree to anything, Mother, to see you naked again," said John with unhidden sexual excitement and incestuous lust.
With her blouse half unbuttoned and with her not in a rush to remove her blouse and/or to strip herself naked, she took the time to unbutton the buttons on her cuffs while watching him staring at her.
"If I get naked with you now, we can never have this conversation again about you stripping me naked and having sex with my naked body," she said with warning while further sexually teasing him. As if he was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband instead of her son, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. "Going into this with my eyes wide open and my facilities free of alcohol, this will be my closure to you taking sexual advantage of me when I was drunk, horny, and vulnerable." She looked at him as if he was in big trouble. "This will be my turn to take sexual advantage of you."
'Bring it,' he thought. 'Use me and sexually abuse me,' he thought. 'In the way that I made you my sexy bitch of a whore back then, I dare you to make me your erotic bastard of a whoremaster now.'
As if she was stripping naked just for him, and she was, he watched her unbutton the rest of her blouse before he answered and agreed to her stipulation of her stripping herself naked. Obviously, even though her removing her clothes came with a condition, he knew that this was a sexy game that she needed to play to remain his innocent mother. By putting the onus on him, maintaining her status as the victim instead of the predator, she'd still be continuing to make him the perverted villain in her game of mother and son incestuous sex.
"Of course, Mother, whatever you want. I agree to anything and all of your conditions for you to strip off your clothes, for me to see you naked, and for me to have sex with your naked body again," he said.
Ready to cross the incestuous, forbidden line, even though he wanted to see his mother's sexy, shapely, and naked body, what he really wanted was sex, incestuous sex. Being that she was sober instead of drunk, he didn't want her to feel that he took sexual advantage of her, even though she was the one who took sexual advantage of him then as she still was now. Just as she wanted to have sex with him with her eyes, wide open, he wanted to have sex with his mother with his eyes wide open too.
He wanted to know, for once and for all, if she sexually wanted him as much as he wanted her. With her stripping herself naked, he needed to know if his mother was an incestuous exhibitionist in the way that he was an incestuous voyeur. He needed to know if his mother was an incestuous whore as much as he was an incestuous pervert. He wanted to be her incestuous whoremaster while she was his incestuous whore of a bitch.
* * * * *
Enjoying his mother's slow and voluntary striptease show, he stared at her while watching her slowly remove her blouse. She was removing her blouse in the way that he removed her blouse before. He couldn't believe she was removing her blouse again now. With her not drunk this time and with her undressing herself, she had no excuse of him stripping her naked.
Taking her sweet time in exposing the tops of her breasts, her long, line of sexy cleavage, and her bra clad breasts, she folded her blouse and placed it on her bed. Then, with her not done and/or sexually satisfied with just showing her son her bra clad breasts, John continued staring at his MILF of a mother while watching her unbutton and unzip her short skirt. As if watching her unzip her skirt in slow motion, his mother unzipped her skirt so deliberately slow that he could count the clicks of the zipper going down.
'Click, click, click, click, click...'
He stared as she exposed the side of her white, bikini panties to his horny and appreciative eyes.
'Oh, my God. She's really going to undress in front of me. I can't believe this. My MILF of a mother is really going to strip herself naked. This is so unbelievable. This is so sexually exciting.'
In the way that he stood before his mother naked, she stood before him in her sexy bra and matching bikini panties. For a 42-year-old woman, with her toned, flat stomach and long, shapely legs, she had a beautiful body. She looked more like a 35-year-old woman than a 42-year-old woman. He viewed her as more of his girlfriend, his mistress, his lover, or his wife, than he viewed her as his mother.
"Let's have a drink in honor of Nude Day," he said while nervously frozen in place and ready to watch his mother remove her brassiere.
Yet, not sexually satisfied in just seeing his mother naked again, instead, hoping to get his mother drunk and to have sex with her again, he was ready to make her a few gin and tonics with tequila chasers. If getting her drunk was what it took to have sex with her, he was ready to ply her with copious amounts of alcohol. If her needing the excuse of being drunk to have sex with him, that was okay with him too.
Obviously wanting to keep her wits about her, and obviously wanting to sexually take advantage of him in the way that he sexually took advantage of her, she shook her head no to having a drink. She surprised him by not wanting a drink. John feared that if his mother wasn't drunk, stripping herself naked was one thing, she'd never have sex with him. Only, unbeknownst to him, his mother had a whole another agenda of what she wanted to do with her son.



As if she was a stripper instead of his mother, she stared at her son while removing her bra. One slow, sexy bra strap at a time, she exposed the tops of her breasts to John's horny eyes. Then, as if there was a drumroll of suspense, she reached around herself to seductively unhook her bra. With her bra straps suspended from her shoulders, she held her naked breasts in place with her hand holding her bra cups.
Then, she removed her arm from her bra strap, first one and then the other, while still holding her bra cups in place with her hand. As if she was a whore of a hooker named Lizzie instead of his MILF of a mother named Elizabeth, she ever so slowly removed her bra cups, first one and then the other. After a long, sexually salacious minute, peeling off her bra cups as if peeling off paint, his mother was topless.
'Oh, my God. Finally, I'm seeing my mother's naked tits again. I love her shapely breasts, her brown areolas, and her erect nipples,' he thought while staring and leering at her big, naked tits.
With his mother topless, he was dying to see her naked. With his mother ready to strip herself naked, he wanted to have sex with her. Ready to make her a stiff drink, a double gin and tonic with a tequila chaser, to guarantee him having his wild, wicked sexual way with her naked body, when he turned to leave her bedroom to make her a drink, she stopped him.
"If you don't mind, I'd rather not drink," she said with a sexy smile. "I'd rather be clearheaded and sober instead of being drunk and out of control," she said giving him a naughty look.
If it wasn't enough that his mother stood before him in her bra and panties, now she stood before him topless. His mother was topless. Her naked breasts were only a few feet away from his horny hands. He couldn't believe he was finally seeing her naked tits again.
"No problem," he said. "We don't have to have a drink to celebrate Nude Day naked."
'Wow,' he thought. 'In the way that our conversation was turning sour about her going to a nude beach to celebrate Nude Day naked with me, I never thought I'd ever be seeing my mother topless again. I never thought I'd ever be seeing her naked breasts again.'
Continuing her slow and seductive striptease, next, if slowly and seductively removing her bra wasn't enough, she slowly and seductively removed her panties. As if there was strippers' music playing in the background, she ever so slowly slid her bright, white, bikini panties down her tummy, over her round buttocks, down past her black, trimmed pubic hair, and all the way down and off her long, shapely legs.
She was naked. His mother was naked. After seeing his MILF of a mother in her sexy bra and bikini panties before seeing her topless, he couldn't believe he was finally seeing his mother naked again.
'A sight for sore eyes. This is unbelievable. My beautiful, sexy mother is naked. I don't believe this,' he thought while staring at her as if he had never seen her naked before. 'I can't believe I'm seeing her naked ass, her naked pussy, and her naked breasts.'
He couldn't believe his eyes. He couldn't believe his mother was naked. His mother was naked. If it wasn't enough that he was seeing his mother's naked tits again, he was seeing her naked pussy and her naked ass again too.
"After getting drunk and forgetting what I did, I'd rather remain sober to remember all that I'm about to do," she said giving him a sexy smile with a salacious look.
When she told him that she'd rather remain sober to remember all that she was about to do, she said that in a sexy voice that made him think that his mother would be a natural at giving men phone sex.
'Fuck me,' he thought. 'This is unbelievable, totally outrageous. My mother wants to take sexually advantage of me in the way that I took sexual advantage of her,' he thought while laughing to himself. 'Bring it, Mommy. Give it your best shot. I can take whatever you sexually dish.'
He returned her sexy and naughty look with his sexy smile and naughty look.
"No problem, Mom. It's too early to have a drink anyway," he said while willing to say anything to see his mother naked again.
She stepped close enough to him to take hold of his erect, naked prick. She stepped close enough for him to feel her naked tits, fondle her naked breasts, and finger her erect nipples. She stepped close enough for him to slap her naked ass. She stepped close enough for him to finger her black, trimmed pussy while giving her a deep, wet kiss, and making out with his mother again. Then, as if it wasn't enough that she stripped herself naked as she did on her fortieth birthday, she surprised him with what she said next.
* * * * *
"If I have sex with you now..." she said with a pause while staring in his eyes as if she was making a pact and a verbal contract. "You can never mention me stripping myself naked and us having sex again? I mean it. Not only can you never tell anyone but also we mustn't even discuss this between ourselves," she said.
She wrapped her manicured fingers around his cock and slowly started stroking him.
"Mom," he said breathlessly. "Mom," was all that he could say. "Mom, yes, I promise. I'll never mention you stripping yourself naked and us having sex ever again to anyone, including between ourselves," he said willing to say and agree to anything she wanted at that point.
She stepped closer still and, now playing the part of the predator instead of the victim, parting his lips with her tongue, she kissed him while stroking his erect, naked prick.
"Being that we're both naked and I'm about to take your erect prick in my mouth, call me Elizabeth instead of Mom," she said whispering in his ear. "Happy Nude Day, John," she said moving to her knees to take his engorged prick in her mouth again.
He looked at her as if he was dreaming. He stared at her as if he was having a sexual fantasy. He leered at her as if she was someone else other than his mother. Yet, there was no one as beautiful, sexy, and shapely as his MILF of a Mom.
"Okay, Elizabeth," he said.
He stared down at her staring up at him. He watched her stroke his prick while sucking his prick. His sexual fantasy coming true again, he couldn't believe he was having sex with his naked mother on Nude Day.
'I don't believe this,' he thought. 'I can't believe this. My mother is blowing me,' he thought while staring down at her big, brown eyes staring up at him with her mouth stuffed with his prick. 'After all that going back and forth bullshit about her not celebrating Nude Day naked with me, I can't believe she willingly stripped herself naked. I can't believe she voluntarily is sucking my cock again,' he thought.
Stroking him, his mother was blowing him. Unable to wrap his mind around her giving him oral sex without her even being drunk, he couldn't believe his mother was on her knees and sucking his cock again. Now he wondered if his mother was as sober that naughty night as she was now. Even though he appreciated her sucking his prick while staring up at him, albeit not just wanting a blowjob, he wanted more. Not ready to cum just yet, he wanted to eat his mother's pussy. He wanted to make love to his mother before fucking her. He wanted to give her orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
He pulled his mother up to a standing position. Kissing her, French kissing her, he could taste himself on her tongue. It sexually aroused him to taste his prick in his mother's mouth. Now he couldn't wait to eat her pussy so that she could taste herself on his tongue too.
* * * * *
As if on their Honeymoon, he picked her up in his arms and carried her to her bed. In the way that he did when she was drunk and sleeping after he stripped her naked and they had sex, he gently placed her on the bed and moved beside her in the way that he did when putting in her nightgown. Only, once beside her, instead of putting on her nightgown, he kissed her while fingering her nipples and rubbing her clit. Once beside her, he was ready to have his wild, wicked, sexual way with his mother again.
"I love you, John," she said.
He stared at his mother as if she was his dream woman. He stared at his mother as if she was his soulmate. With her straight black hair, big brown eyes, and olive complexion, he stared at her as if she was Cleopatra and he was Mark Antony. He stared at her as if she was his Juliette and he was her Romeo.
'I can't believe this is happening again. I can't believe my mother stripped herself naked. I can't believe I'm having sex with my naked mother again,' he thought.
She returned his stare with as much sexual and incestuous lust as he was staring at her.
"I love you, Elizabeth," he said.
She was already so wet. She was wet enough for him to mount her. He couldn't wait to make love to his mother again. He couldn't wait to fuck his mother hard and fast and fast again in the way he fucked her on her 40th birthday. He couldn't wait to really pound his mother's pussy and really bang her cunt. He couldn't wait to give his mother an orgasm with his cock. He couldn't wait to cum in his mother's cunt before cumming in his mother's mouth and then giving her face, hair, and tits a cum bath.
He couldn't wait to do everything that a son should never sexually do with his mother. He couldn't wait to lick and finger her cunt in the way he had done before. He couldn't wait to give her an orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. Then, after he made love to her and fucked her, he couldn't wait to her to suck his cock again and cum in her mouth.
"Maybe next year we can go to the nude beach to celebrate Nude Day," she said laughing with glee. "Yet, for now..." she said dramatically pausing.
He gave her a big wide grin while imagining going to a nude beach with his mother.
"I'd like that, Mom. I'd love nothing more than to have sex with you in the water," he said kissing her while ready to climb on top of her.
* * * * *
Surprising him, she reached in her nightstand drawer and pulled out two scarves. As if he was her sexual slave and she was ready to have bondage and sadomasochism, dominant sex with her son, she tied his right wrist to the bedpost before tying his left wrist to her other bedpost. When she pulled her scarves tighter, too tight for him to escape, he looked at his mother with as much shock as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Mom? What's this? He smiled. "What are you doing? Now, this is a different side of you that I never knew you had," he said laughing.
His mother tied him to her bed. He couldn't believe his mother tied him to her bed. Instead of answering him, she reached beneath her bed and pulled out a paddle the size of a tennis racket but without the plastic netting. She turned his naked body to the left and on his side before paddling his ass hard.
'Whack!'
"No talking unless I tell you to speak," she said.
He looked at her stunned.
"That fucking hurt," he said.
She moved to the other side of the bed and was ready to turn both of his ass cheeks red. She moved his naked body to his right side to paddle his other ass cheek with her paddle.
'Whack!'
"I told you not to speak," she said in a demonic voice that he wouldn't have recognized if his mother wasn't standing in front of him speaking.
Still not learning his lesson, being the fool that he obviously was, he spoke again.
"Mom? What the fuck? That really hurt," he said.
Testing her dominance over him, she reached down between his legs and squeezed his testicles hard enough to make his eyes tear. Not daring to scream out in pain, having learned his lesson of pain and discipline now, he remained silent. She left him tied to the bed to open her bureau drawer to retrieve black, leather crotchless panties and a black, leather bra with open bra cups.
With her black hair tied back in a severe ponytail enough to give anyone a headache, Madam Elizabeth mounted her son. Instead of mounting his hard, erect cock and sliding his big dick in her warm, wet pussy, she mounted his head. His mother sat on her son's face. She lowered her naked, warm, wet pussy over his mouth. Rubbing her wet cunt all over his mother and face, his nose, mouth, and cheeks glistened with her vaginal secretions.
"Lick me, bitch. Eat your mother's cunt. Lick me harder. Lick me faster. Don't stop licking me until you make me cum," she said reaching behind him to pinch his nipples while rubbing her vaginal secretions all over her son's face again. "Trust me for what I say is true, if you don't make me cum, you'll have Hell to pay," she said reaching behind her again to pinch his nipples harder.
Licking her faster and licking her harder, John licked his mother as deep as his tongue would reach. He nibbled on her clit in between licking her pussy hole as fast and as hard as he could. Even though his tongue tired and his jaw hurt, afraid of her painful consequences, he didn't stop eating his mother's cunt until she screamed out her orgasm.
"John. I'm cumming. Oh, my God. Don't stop. Lick me faster. Lick me harder. Lick my pussy, John. Eat Mommy's cunt," she said.
Collapsing after her sexual, oral orgasm, Liz leaned forward to kiss her son with deep, wet kisses before she moved her pussy from his face. In the way that he tasted his cock on his mother's tongue, obviously sexually pleasing her when he did so, he regurgitated his saliva and filled his mother's mouth with her pussy juices. Then, mounting him again but this time mounting his cock, Liz reached down to take her son's prick in her hand before positioning his erect cock by her wet pussy.
In just a few gentle humps, with her son eventually humping her as much, as fast, and as hard as she was humping him, he was already deep inside his mother's cunt. John was making love to his mother. Elizabeth was making love to her son. As he did more than two years before, John was having sexual intercourse with his mother. As she did more than two-years ago, Elizabeth was having sexual intercourse with her son. He couldn't believe he was making love to his mother again. He couldn't believe his mother was making love to him.
Obviously not satisfied with him just making sweet, gently love to her, she humped him, banged him, and fucked her son as if she was riding the mechanical bull at Bob's Big, Beef Barbeque and Bull Mechanical Riding Bar. John returned his mother's hard humps with his hard humps and Liz returned her son's hard humps with her hard humps. Within just a few minutes, they were fucking one another in the way that they fucked one another more than two-years ago.
John was fucking his mother. He couldn't believe he was fucking his mother. Elizabeth was fucking her son. He couldn't believe his mother was fucking him as hard and as fast as he was fucking her. As if this all was a surreal dream, John couldn't believe that he was fucking his mother in the way that he had fucked her before. Within just a few minutes, with him not daring to cum too, she was having another sexual orgasm again.
"John! John! Oh, my God, John. I'm going to cum. Mommy's going to cum. Don't stop. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Fuck me, John. Fuck me. Oh, God," she said collapsing on him again after having another sexual orgasm.
* * * * *
Yet, if it wasn't enough that mother and son celebrated Nude Day naked, mother and son had incestuous sex on Nude Day. He celebrated the Nude holiday in the way that he had envisioned, fantasized, masturbated over celebrating Nude Day naked with his naked mother. Only, alas, unfortunately and tragically for John, no longer her son, unbeknownst to him, he was her prisoner.
"Mom? You can untie me now. Mom? My hands are falling asleep. Please untie me," he said.
Before she untied his wrists, she locked an electronic dog collar around his neck, the same dog collar that Devil, their deceased Bullmastiff wore. Pulling the collar tighter, she fastened it on the last hole, before locking it with a lock. With the property already electronically electrified to keep their dog from straying when he was alive, she planned on keeping her son from straying too. She made a bed for him in their finished basement and gave him enough chain for him to make it to the bathroom to pee, shit, shave, and shower.
The only day that he was allowed to go outside in the backyard was on Nude Day. The rest of the year, he stayed in the house, usually chained down the cellar and only brought upstairs to sexually service his mother. Over the next twelve, imprisoned months, Elizabeth didn't free her son until she attended a nude beach with him in celebration of Nude Day.
As if it was meant to be, John and Elizabeth met a naked man at the nude beach, Robert with his naked daughter, Julie. An immediate connection, with the four of them already having so very much in common, Elizabeth fell in love with Robert and John fell in love with Julie. With Nude Day their favorite holiday, the four of them celebrated Nude Day together every year at the nude beach.
No longer her sexual prisoner, once John was free of his mother, it didn't take him long to get his life back. He found a good job and married Julie after his mother married Robert. With no one knowing what goes on behind closed bedroom doors or down in the finished basements, their little, dirty, incestuous secret was safe between the four of them.
With the four of them still incestuously attracted to one another and in love with each other, they continued to keep their dirty, little secret between them. Just as John didn't tell anyone other than his wife that he had incestuous sex with his mother, his wife didn't tell anyone other than her husband that she had incestuous sex with her father. Just as his mother didn't tell anyone other than her husband that she had incestuous sex with her son, her husband didn't tell anyone other than his wife that he had incestuous sex with his daughter.
Yet, even though they were all happily married, they still celebrated Nude Day, the naked holiday together. During every Nude Day, naked holiday, the four of them had fond memories of the incestuous sex they had throughout the year. During every Nude Day, they attended a nude beach together.
Subscribing to the rule, "The family that has incestuous sex together, stays together."
Just as John continued having incestuous sex with his mother and his mother continued having incestuous sex with her son, Julie's father continued having incestuous sex with his daughter and his daughter continued having incestuous sex with her father.
THE END
This is a Nude Day contest story. As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 04:
It had been an unseasonably mild, spring day and the Esplanade was filled with people sunbathing along the Charles River and trying to rush the season by squeezing in their activities in the late afternoon before darkness fell. With her gaze hypnotically transfixed on the dozens of docked sailboats bobbing with the roll of the water, a cool spring breeze from the quickly changing air chilled her. She wrapped her arms around herself with a shiver.
Permeating the air with a beating melody of clanging ropes chiming against metal masts without sails echoed an eerily, sad song. She looked out to the paths that ran along the length and width of esplanade while watching the steady stream of bicyclists, joggers, and rollerbladers enjoying the good weather. She scanned the sun worshipers rushing the season and enjoying the warm, sunny day practically naked. She watched the sailboats and college rowing teams that dotted the Charles River meander their way back to shore before the close of the boat house and the boat club.
"I hope he's for real," she said talking to herself. "It would be wonderful to finally meet someone special. It would be great to finally have a good, kind, sincere, and respectful man in my life again. I'm ready to fall in love again. I'm ready to get married and have children."
She looked over the Charles River again to watch the late afternoon sun begin its slow descent in the horizon.
"Only, I must take care not to ruin this by being too guarded to not allow myself to see Ken for who he truly is, a catch. I must take care not to ruin this by being too desperate to not allow myself to see him for who he truly is, a cad. I need to keep an open mind an open heart. I need to find a normalcy somewhere in the middle and not be so judgmental as I sometimes can be," she said giving herself the lecture that she obviously needed to be open, vulnerable, and ready for love.
Having had only one serious relationship several years ago that ended abruptly when a drunk driver took the life of John, her fiancé, she was still grieving over the loss of him. Like all women still single at her age, she wanted to find someone to love. More desperate with each passing year, she wanted to get married, have children, buy a house, and raise a family. At thirty-five-years-old, she was running out of time to have a baby of her own.
She was tired of being pressured by her mother, by her married sister, by her married friends, and by all the married women in her life who wanted to know when she was getting married and having a baby. No matter where she was or where she went, she saw mothers pushing their baby carriages. If the women who pressured her weren't enough, men wondered why someone who was as good looking as she obviously was, was still single. More than once she heard rumors that people thought there was something wrong with her or that she was lesbian. Only, she was as normal as any other woman being picky when wanting to find the right man. She wasn't lesbian.
Perhaps, if she told people that she was lesbian, even though she wasn't, they'd stop pressuring her long enough to mind their own business. Perhaps, if she told people to mind their own business, they'd leave her alone. Only, it was better if she smiled at their well-meaning intentions and just ignored them. It was better if she continued to allow them to vicariously live their lives as a single woman in the way that she sometimes vicariously lived her life as a married woman with children. With the grass always looking greener on the other side of the fence, no one is ever satisfied with what they have. Everyone wants what someone else has.
Suffice to say, before she met Ken, desperate enough to join a dating site, she was lonely. She was horny. She was sexually frustrated. She wanted someone to love and someone to love her. She wanted to get married. She wanted a baby. She wanted a house and a family. She wanted everything that she didn't have now.
Tired of meeting the wrong type of guys, men who were only after one thing, she had wasted enough of her time in bars and didn't want any more one night stands. She had it with guys who didn't call her the next day and who couldn't commit to a long-term, serious, and faithful relationship. For a while, she had summoned the belief that she was better off alone but, when her loneliness and horniness reared its ugly head, that belief of living life alone didn't last very long.
Chapter 05:
With love at first sight in the air, Ken and Roxanne continue their unofficial, first date.
Ken hurriedly showered, shaved, and dressed. Convinced his change in attitude was responsible for his luck in meeting Roxanne, he could not believe how his life had improved in such a short time. If it wasn't enough that he bought a car, not just any car, but a Lincoln Town Car, Executive L model, he had a chance of bagging Roxanne as his girlfriend too.
Often overlooked, he realized an obvious, self-evident truth, which was, how can anyone like him, if he doesn't like himself? Wrapped up in the politics of his job with grants, funding, and responsible to always turn a profit in his department pressuring him, he had wasted too much time feeling like a failure and not liking himself. Now not allowing his job to define him, instead, concentrating more on the type of man he was, a good man, a kind man, and a sensitive man, he liked who he was, now.
Daydreaming of Roxanne's beauty, thinking of her long, blonde hair, her captivating blue eyes, and her red, soft lips, he thought of her shapely and sexy body. Mindlessly lathering his body and washing his genitals while thinking of her full, firm breasts, the curve of her round hips, and her long, shapely legs, he was getting an erection. After kissing her and feeling her ass and breasts before cupping her pussy through her panties, he was horny. It had been a long time since he had been with someone, too long, and he didn't want to blow this by acting too desperate and too needy. Not rushing things, he needed to take his time to romance her and seduce her.
He looked down and his cock was sticking straight out with the thoughts of bedding her and having passionate sex with her. A waste of his cum, something that he sometimes does in the shower, he didn't want to masturbate now, especially now that he had her in his life. If only just a sexual fantasy, he hoped that they might have sex later. Instead of masturbating himself now, he wanted to save himself for her.
At this point in his lonely life, tired of being a bachelor and coming home to an empty condo, even though he just met her, she could be his special someone. She could be someone he'd consider marrying. She could be someone he'd settle down with, buy a house, have children, and raise a family together. She could be his death do they part partner and the love of his life someone. Everything was on the table for someone who was as beautiful, intelligent, fun, funny, and witty.
Amazed by her keen insight and obvious intelligence, he smiled as he thought about her quick wit and fun sense of humor. With the same speed and sensation of the rush he felt when descending freely from the top of a waterslide at the waterpark, he was falling in love with her. His strong feelings and emotional attachment for her happened that fast. If there was such a thing as love at first sight, this was it, she was the one, and he was already in love.
"Rox, Roxie, Roxanne, Anne, Annie," he loved saying her name while thinking of all the variations and nicknames that he could call her while in bed and naked together. "Roxanne Lunderry, Mrs. Roxanne Lunderry," he said. "Oh, my God, this is crazy. I need to take a breath, relax, and calm down," he said talking to himself in the shower. "Slow down, Ken. Slow down. She may not feel the same way about you as you already feel about her. Don't you ruin things by rushing things."
Taking as much time selecting which cologne to dab on as he did shaving, he decided to liberally splash on inspired amounts of his favorite fragrance, the original, green bottled Polo. Finally, ready to see his new girlfriend and, hopefully, his future wife, he stepped out on the balcony where she was. In the way that he first saw her at the restaurant, she took his breath away. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was definitely out of his league. Yet, here she was with him.
He put his arm around her waist from behind and pressed his pelvis against her round, firm bottom. With him already wanting to have a deeper connection with her, the feel of her body made his cock react. As if he was already in bed naked with her, he imagined having sexual intercourse with her. He imagined making love to her slow and sweet before fucking her fast and hard, really pounding her pussy. As if this was meant to be, with his cock agreeing with his selection in a woman by throbbing and pulsating in his pants and against her fully clothed ass, she felt so good in his arms.
* * * * *
"Beautiful, isn't it?"
She laughed while turning her head to give him a sexy look.
"Which is beautiful?" She laughed. "The view from your balcony or your cock throbbing and pulsating against my ass?"
Embarrassed, but titillated that she called him on his bad, sexual behavior, Ken took a step back. He never met anyone like her. Not shy, ashamed, or sexually embarrassed, but boldly confident while still able to remain classy, witty, and funny, she was outspoken and sexy without being a whore. He liked that she wasn't afraid to play off him with sex innuendoes. All the women and some of the men that he knew weren't nearly as sexual as Roxanne. Too engrossed in their experiments and research, he doubted if any of them had a sexual life. Now that he hoped that he'd have a sexual relationship with her, he didn't want to be like them, cold, uninspired, and lonely.
"Sorry, I'll try and behave, but you are so beautiful and so sexy. This is the first that I've felt something this wonderful with a woman in a long time. Actually, you're the first woman who has been in my condo to enjoy the view," he said looking out over the esplanade and the Charles River. "With all the green against the water, the sailboats, and the colors, shapes, and textures of the buildings on the other side of the river in the background, the view looks more like a painting. It is spectacular this time of day?"
She turned around to face him. She gave him a serious look. As if she was reading his soul, and as if she was seeing who he truly was, a good man, the man, and her man, she looked deep in his hazel eyes with her blue eyes.
"Let's not burn and fizzle what we already have here like a shooting star, Ken. Let's take it slow and build on what we each obviously feel. I want to see where this goes. I feel a connection with you. Only, I don't want this if you're only looking for sex and to get laid." She looked him in the eyes again. "On the chance that I'll scare you away, I'm looking for something long term, Kenneth Lunderry. With my career always first and my personal life left simmering on the back burner, and with me not getting any younger, I'm looking for marriage. I'm looking to have children, buy a house, and a raise family before it's too late."
As if she was already his woman, as if he was already ready to propose, even though he had just met her, he gave her a warm smile while placing his hands on her waist.
"Fair enough, I have no problem with showing you how sincere I am and how I can commit. I'm looking for love, marriage, and children too. I'd love nothing more than to marry someone like you," he said getting down on one knee. "Roxanne Covelli," he said looking up at her. "Will you marry me, Kenneth Lunderry, and allow me be your husband, the father to your children, and the happiest man alive?"
She pushed her hand against his forehead.
"Don't be such a fool. Get up off your knee, you big goof," she said helping him up and putting her arms around his neck when he stood. "Yes, I'll marry you, but you're going to have to feed me first. I want to be wined and dined like a proper girlfriend before you enslave me to your brood of children." Then giving him a serious look, she pushed him away to wag a finger of warning in his face. "You gave me heart palpations. Don't you ever get down on your knee again unless you're serious about marrying me because I just may take you up on your offer," she said with a laugh.
They both started laughing over the foolishness of their antics and the fun they were having playing off one another. Reaching out, he pulled her closer, dropped his hands, and cupped her shapely ass through her short skirt. He reached up his right hand to stroke her blonde hair away from her face that glistened in the light and that the slightest breeze teased. He searched her blue eyes with a tender look. Slowly and tenderly, he slid his hand along the side of her face stopping at her cheek to caress her beauty. Then, he kissed her. It was a delicate and tender kiss before turning into a long and passionate one. He stopped when she didn't respond.
* * * * *
"What's wrong?"
As if rethinking what she was about to confess, she turned from him to look at the view.
"I'm afraid," she said turning again to look up at him. "I've been hurt before."
He placed his big hands on her shoulders and rubbed them in the way of slowly polishing something very valuable, a rare gemstone. Indeed, she had already grown valuable to him in such a short time. Paling in comparison, he couldn't think of any diamond, sapphire, ruby, or emerald that would be more valuable and beautiful to him than her.
"I've been hurt too, Roxanne. You are the only women I've been with since my divorce two years ago. I can't believe this is happening so fast. As if we were meant to be, you touch me deep inside. Yes, you are beautiful and obvious have a fabulous body, but it's more than just the outside appearance. It's who you are," he said touching the center of her chest with his index finger. "I love your intellect and your fun sense of humor. I love being with you. You excite me like I thought I could never be excited ever again. There is so much I don't know about you and I want to take the time to know you."
She looked at him with sadness while he looked at her with love.
"I know that we just met, but I've wasted so much time, Ken and—"
He put a finger to her lips.
"Don't. Don't ruin it," he whispered. "I know what you're going to say. I know what I feel is real and if you feel about me the way that I do about you, then let's not ruin it with a lot of analysis and negative thoughts. Let's think positive. Let's just enjoy the moment. Let's take this for what it is and let's build on that. We've already accomplished the two most difficult things when starting a relationship.
"And they are?"
He gave her a big smile.
"Well, the first thing is that we somehow found one another. Call it fate or kismet, but it was weird how I called Jeffrey and he asked me to meet him in that restaurant at the same time you were there. The second thing is that we're really connected. As if we've already been dating for months, we're comfortable with one another. Neither of us are playing head games and have any pretenses getting in the way of going forward in progressing this relationship."
She returned his smile with her smile.
"Yes, I agree with you. This has been a fabulous start to a new friendship and hopefully a long-lasting relationship," she said.
He made a face.
"I have plenty of friends," he said with a laugh. "I don't need any more friends. I need a lover, a partner in life, a wife, and the mother of my children," he said. "And I agree with you, I think we already have a fabulous start to something beautiful."
She touched his hand while looking up at him.
"Normally, it takes me dinner, a show, and a few drinks for me to allow a man to put his hand up my skirt and his fingers inside my panties." She looked at him smirking a smile. "Ken," she said pouting. "I'm serious. "I may tease you about sex but I'm not a whore," she said.
He moved his arms around her waist again to pull her close.
"I know that Rox," he said. "I'm glad that you're able to poke fun at sex, something that so many people can't even discuss. We're both on the same page with that."
She smiled.
"I like making fun at the ridiculous and sometimes, in the way that too many people are too serious about sex, it's ridiculous," she said. "It's just sex. It's not dirty or perverted by the physical expressions of love between two people. As much as it's a part of life, it's a beautiful part of life."
As if she didn't hear what he had said before but realized it now, she gave him a curious look.
"What?" Ken looked at her as if there was something wrong. "What's wrong?"
She smiled.
"You calling me Rox. It just occurred to me," she said with a laugh. "Everyone calls me Roxanne, Anne, or Annie. No one calls me Rox," she said. "I like that. From this moment on, Rox is your special name that no one else is allowed to use."
He returned her smile with his.
"Really?" He laughed. "Well, Rox. I like it when you call me Kenny. My Mom was the only one who called me Kenny. When you call me that it made me feel special to you." Then, as if he was thinking of a joke, he laughed. "From this moment on, you may call me Special K," he said with a laugh.
She laughed too.
"Like in the cereal, Special K?"
He laughed.
"No, as in Kryptonite, Superman's weakness," he said.
She laughed again.
"What if I just call you...Special," she said raising her hands to make quotation marks with her fingers and acting as if she was mentally challenged.
He laughed at her making fun on his Special K name.
"Why don't we stick with Kenny, Kenneth when your mad at me, and Ken when you're in bed naked with me and calling out my name in orgasmic bliss," he said with a laugh.
She gave him a smug look.
"You're getting a little ahead of yourself...Kenneth," she said laughing.
* * * * *
Ken sat in a chair on the balcony chair and pulled her down to him. She sat on his lap and he gently massaged her back with one hand while resting his other hand on her shapely, naked thigh. His hand rested inside her thigh and halfway inside and outside of her short skirt and she allowed him to touch, feel, and fondle her naked leg. If he moved his hand up only a few inches, he'd be fingering her pussy through her panties again. Yet, not wanting to rush his sexual seduction of her, he decided to take it slower.
"I feel something, too, Ken. I can't believe this is happening either. Is it love at first sight or is it two lonely people desperately trying to reestablish their lives after being hurt?" Obviously not expecting him to answer, she looked at him before speaking again. "I never believed in love at first sight, but now I do. Only, I'm afraid to fall in love. I don't want to be hurt, again."
She leaned to him and they kissed again. Then, they sat in silence holding one another. She rested her blonde, pretty head on his broad shoulder while they both looked out at the view. When they kissed, he moved his hand higher up her thigh. So close and yet so far to nirvana, he wanted to cup her panty clad pussy again. He wanted to finger her pussy through her panties. He wanted to push her panties aside and rub her clit while fingering her pussy. Only, he didn't dare. Not now. Not yet.
"Rox, isn't the possibility of finding true happiness with a special someone worth taking the risk of getting hurt? Besides, let's give it a chance. We only met a few hours ago and if we are already this far along in the relationship, we should be having a couple of kids by this time next week and celebrating our ten-year anniversary next month. I agree with what you said, let's take it slow," he said.



She nodded her head in agreement.
"Okay, Kenny, let's see what happens after we get some food. Only, let's go to my place first. I need to freshen up, too," she said.
She stood while waving her arms and feigned an exaggerated cough.
"Are you okay?" He looked at her as if she was about to faint. "What's wrong?"
She laughed.
"What is your cologne, Eau-de-Overwhelming?"
He laughed too.
"Sorry, I guess I put too much on. I never know how much is enough to apply. I'm not used to entertaining a woman," he said with a laugh.
He stood and stretched.
"Before we go, I'd like for you to meet someone." Roxanne gave him a surprised look of shock. "I wish you could see the look on your face," said Ken.
She shrugged him an answer.
"Well, what do you expect? Meet someone? What do you have a small child squirreled away in the closet or a dog under the bed? I thought there was no one here but us? Suddenly, I hear the music to Psycho and wonder if you're going to wheel in your dead mother sitting in a rocking chair from the bedroom," she said laughing.
He laughed too.
"You don't have to worry. Trust me. I'm no Norman Bates."
* * * * *
Ken pulled a remote from his pocket and Roxanne turned to the whirring sound and watched as a robotic, little man headed their way. Looking like a snowman encased in a silver garbage can, the mechanic man was cute in a metallic sort of way.
"Kenny, what's this? This is so awesome. Did you build it? Can he talk? May I touch it? How does it work? Does he have a name? What's his name? Is this what you do, I mean, your occupation? Do you build robots?"
"It's a robot," he said with a laugh. "Yes, I built it. No, he can't talk. Not yet. Yes, you may touch it. How it works is electronically complicated. Yes, he has a name. His name is Bartholomew, Bart for short. Yes, this is what I do for my work. I'm an electrical engineer. I build robots," he said with a laugh. "Whew. That's a lot of questions," he said laughing again.
She returned his laugh with her laugh.
"Sorry, but I've always been fascinated with robots. I built one with my brother's erector set and Legos when I was a kid, but nothing like this. I've always loved television shows and cartoons like Rhoda, My Living Doll, Rosie on The Jetsons, Data on Star Trek, K-9 from Doctor Who, R2D2 from Star Wars, Johnny 5 from Short Circuit, and Lost in Space that featured robots. Do you remember those TV shows?"
Ken shrugged while tinkering with Bart.
"I don't watch much television," he said with seriousness. "Between working and tinkering with my robot and my other inventions, I don't have the time to watch TV. This is the first day I've gone out shopping for clothes, and shopping for a girlfriend in a long time," he said with a laugh. "It's good that I bought a car. It's even better that I found a girlfriend, but not just any girlfriend. I found you. Now that I have a car, when I buy anything, like all the clothes that I bought today, I won't have to have them delivered," he said with a laugh.
She gave him a naughty look.
"And now that you have a girlfriend, you won't have to masturbate," she said with a laugh. "I can do that for you."
He looked at her with as much shock as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"It's always nice to have something to look forward to," he said with a smile.
She gave him a sexy smile and smiled with her confession.
"I'm a TV junkie," she said walking around Bart. "So, what can he do? Can he serve me a drink? Can he vacuum, do the grocery shopping, and do laundry? I'd want one if he could make my life easier by doing household chores," she said. "I hate doing housework and I see by the mess in your condo that you hate doing housework too," she said laughing.
She had a melodious laugh. Ken loved her laugh. Her laughed was so endearingly sexy. Yet, careful not to answer her question in electronic jargon, careful not to be condescending to her obvious intellect, he explained what Bart can do without going into great and boring detail.
"I've only programmed simple functions, such as, moving forward, backward, and side-to-side. I had him talking simple phrases but removed that until I can implant him with artificial intelligence. I want to make him sound more like Hal in 2001 Space Odyssey than the voice on a telephone answering machine," said Ken.
Roxanne gave her new boyfriend a smile.
"I loved that movie. Hal was the hero and the villain," she said.
Ken continued fiddling with BART.
"I hope to give it more human-like movements, but electronically transmitting those to be interpreted by computer circuits is more difficult and takes an artificial intelligence that he doesn't possess, yet and one that I'm unsure how to create for him to do what I want him to do."
Roxanne looked at her new boyfriend impressed.
"Wow! He's awesome, Kenny. So, what's the problem? You live practically across from the computer Mecca, the Massachusetts Institute of Technology. Go ask one of those geeky nerds to help and pay someone if you need to do that to save you the time to do other things, such as date me," she said with a laugh.
He returned her laugh with his.
"Yeah, well, I have already. Besides, I'm one of those geeky nerds. I hold a bachelor's and a master's degree in Electrical Engineering from MIT," he said with pride.
She looked at him again even more impressed.
"You did? You are? You do? Well, I'm impressed," she said laughing again. "So, what's the problem, then?"
As if he had a headache, he flattened back his hair with both hands in the way that he did when he was indecisive about buying the car.
"Well, the problem is my lack of knowledge of the anatomy, particularly the operation of joint movements. I can't seem to make his movements flow like that of a human. He looks too mechanical. I've been working on a computer, hologram graphic to overlay his image with that. I need to make him from something other than metal," he said with a laugh.
She stared at Bart with as much astonishment as she stared at the robot with curiosity.
"Cool," she said.
He smiled his thanks of her compliment.
"Also, I'm building a robot on a shoestring budget, while trying to keep the cost down with future mass production in mind. Imagine a robot in every home in the same way they envisioned personal computers forty years ago and in the way that you imagined a robot doing your daily, household chores."
Ken fiddled with Bart as Roxanne walked closer for a better look. She took a step back from the robot and put her hand to her chin.
"What about animation?"
She said it with such assured confidence that he looked at her with startled interest.
"Animation?" He looked at her with confusion albeit interest. "What do you mean by animation? Cartoons?"
As if he was being too quick to dismiss her idea of animation, she made a face when he said cartoons.
"Animators have developed computer programs that—"
Then, he looked at her as if she had insulted him. Impatient with her response, he looked at her as if she didn't understand what he was trying to do. Interrupting her, Ken voiced his offense.
"Do you mean cartoons," he asked again? He looked from her to look at BART before looking back at her. "This isn't a joke, Rox," he said. "Although he may look a bit odd, there's nothing funny about my robot," he said defending his mechanical friend.
She laughed at him taking umbrage over BART and defending him instead of siding with her.
"If ever we were to marry, after we've had an argument, I imagine you sleeping on the couch with your mechanical friend," she said with a laugh.
He returned her laugh with his.
"Now that's funny," he said.
As if she was going to lecture him, she stood in front of his blackboard what was filled with equations as if he was the next budding Einstein.
"No, similar, but not quite," she responded. "The premise is the same, but the methods are different. Animators are doing creative work with computer programs that I think you may find of interest. I have friends that are involved in special effects for a movie production company that you may find helpful," she said. "After their work is done, perhaps, they could take a look at BART. I'd be happy to arrange a meeting, a collaboration to share ideas. I'm sure they could help you as much as you could help them," she said.
Ken thought about her suggestion without answering. Instead of responding to her, he opened a panel in back to tinker with BART's circuits.
"The problem is, that those special effects robots cost millions of dollars and I'm trying to find a way to make this an affordable robot suitable for mass production and affordable for the average consumer to buy," he said.
* * * * *
They left Ken's condo, hopped on Storrow Drive to Route 93 North, and headed for Roxanne's apartment in Medford. She parked her car out front and passed through the gate of a freshly painted, white picket fence and continued along the cement path to the front entrance steps. A two-family house on a tree lined street in a quiet neighborhood, Roxanne occupied the second floor. In good condition, the yellow house with white trim was about 130-years-old and owned by Italian immigrants, Mario, Angela, and their four children.
"Why are we in Medford? I thought you lived in Southie?"
She gave him a smile.
"I did. I mean, I was born there and grew up there but I moved five miles north of Boston after college. I still think of myself as living in South Boston, even though I live here now and have for the last decade. Do you know what I mean?"
He laughed.
"Trust me. I do. I grew up in the North End and even though I live in Back Bay and have for the last 15-years, I still think of myself as a North Ender."
Just home from his construction job, Mario sat on the front steps sipping a beer and relaxing while waiting for his wife to prepare supper. Before setting the dinner table, Angela was on the back porch stretched out over her clothes line taking in and folding a freshly dried wash of laundry.
"Hello. How are you?" Mario greeted his tenant and her friend in broken English.
Roxanne smiled a wave in his direction.
"Good Mario, how are you?"
He shrugged, nodded his head, and smiled while eyeing Ken.
"This is my friend, Ken."
The two men shook hands.
"Beautiful day," Ken said to Mario.
Even though he had lived in America for the past 30-years, he had a limited grasp of English. Instead of answering Ken, Mario nodded, smiled, and returned to sipping his beer. Angela called him in for supper and yelled out the window in Italian for the children. Double stepping the stairway up, Ken followed behind Roxanne. She opened the front door to her six-room flat to reveal a spacious apartment with high ceilings, hardwood floors, an abundance of oversized windows, and plenty of woodwork to dust.
"This place is enormous. It's twice the size of my condo," he said. He looked at her as if she was hiding a brood of children. "Do you really need all this room?"
She shrugged her answer.
"I had a roommate, but she moved out when she married her boyfriend last year. Besides, this big apartment cost half of what I'd pay in Boston for a much smaller place. Yet, now that I'm alone, it's great living by myself with so much space. I can spread my possession out over the five rooms and the apartment never appears cluttered. I don't ever want another roommate," she said smiling at Ken. "Female, that is."
She laughed.
"This is fantastic!"
Ken walked around the reception hall while staring up at the ten-foot ceiling.
"What do you mean?"
He laughed an insane laugh as if he was crazy.
"Today is great! It's as if we're having six dates in one day. First, we had the introductory date at the restaurant. Then, we had a date while shopping for my car. Then, we had a date at my condo. Now, we are having a date at your apartment. Later tonight, when we go out to eat, drink, and dance, we'll have the official date. Finally, and hopefully climatically afterwards, we'll have our sixth day when we—"
Roxanne laughed her melodious laugh.
"Calm down, Ken. Remember your hormones. They're in overdrive now. You're going to hyperventilate," she said laughing at his excitement. "You really need to get out more." She escorted him to the living room. "Sit somewhere and I'll fix you a special drink."
She busied herself in the kitchen and returned with glasses containing a clear, fizzy liquid, garnished with a cherry and an orange slice and decorated with paper umbrellas. She handed him one.
"Is this my special drink in the way that my special car was a Lincoln Town Car Limousine Executive L?" He laughed. "What is this, a Shirley Temple?"
She returned his laugh with her laugh.
"Taste it."
He took a small sip before taking a bigger sip.
"It's delicious, but really sweet," he said trying to excavate the cherry with his straw. "I like it. What is it?"
He took another sip while looking up at her.
"They're vanilla cokes." She took a sip of the drink with her straw. "I love vanilla cokes and raspberry lime Ricky's. Unless you find an old soda fountain, you can't buy either anymore."
She smiled her affection for vanilla cokes.
"Don't Coke, Pepsi, and Dr. Pepper have vanilla cokes?"
She made a face as if he had insulted her.
"They don't taste nearly the same as these. It used to be that every corner drugstore used to serve vanilla cokes, sarsaparillas, and lime Ricky's from their soda fountains, but when have you seen a drugstore with a soda fountain last?"
She gave him a questioning look.
"Not for years. So, where'd you get these?"
She looked sad before responding to his question.
"My friend," she said sitting across from him and leaning forward in her chair and speaking with the excited fervor of a neighbor about to impart some juicy gossip over the backyard fence. "He bought a soda fountain. He installed it in his cellar and he keeps me supplied. In the summertime, he passes out ice cream cones to the kids and makes wild, alcoholic sundaes for us adults. Do you want to know what my favorite ice cream is?"
Ken looked at her with curiosity.
"What?"
She smiled as if she was already having her favorite ice cream.
"Black cherry spiked with rum. Oh, my God. It's so yummy," said Roxanne.
Obviously figuring that she was going to say chocolate, he looked at her surprised by her answer.
"Black cherry spiked with rum. Wow. A liquor spiked for adults only ice cream, that sounds interesting," said Ken.
She looked at him with curiosity.
"What's your favorite ice cream? And don't tell me vanilla. That's so boring."
He laughed at what he was going to say next.
"Vanilla," he said with a laugh, "but with jimmies, chocolate jimmies."
Compared to her favorite ice cream, his favorite ice cream was boring.
"Jimmies?" She smiled. "What are jimmies?"
He couldn't believe she never heard of jimmies.
"Some people call them sprinkles. They come in all colors but I like the chocolate jimmies the best," he said.
She shook her head obviously that his favorite ice cream was plain vanilla.
"Anyway, his specialty is coffee ice cream with Kahlua and vodka. He calls it his bold and cold Manhattan coffee. After eating two of those, you'll not only be fatter but also a little drunk. He's such a sweet man," she said nodding her head.
"Should I be jealous of the ice cream man who owns a soda fountain and keeps you supplied with your favorite beverage and ice cream?"
Ken laughed and Roxanne giggled as she blew bubbles in her drink with her straw. She looked up with a fretful smile.
"He lost his hands in Vietnam and didn't leave his house for three years after he came home. When he finally ventured out, his mechanical hands scared the kids. He sought help to learn how to live with his disability and that's why he bought the soda fountain. Now, rewarding the kids with kindness and generosity, and fattening up and intoxicating us adults, the kids accept him and are now quite fond of him. His name is Carmine, but they call him Buddy."
Ken looked at her with admiration by her sensitivity.
"Wow, I can't compete with that. I guess I'll be leaving as soon as I finish my vanilla coke to make way for Buddy," he said with a laugh.
She reached for tissue from the coffee table.
"I'm sorry," she said putting her drink down to wipe a tear from her eye and to blow her nose. "The Vietnam conflict, much like the Gulf War, and the Iraq and Afghanistan Wars on terrorism are all useless conflicts and their veterans were never appreciated for what they endured. So many have returned dead, broken, and forgotten, and have received little support for our government who sent them there in the first place."
Ken nodded his head in agreement.
"Yeah I had friends who were killed in the Iraq and Afghanistan Wars."
She gave him a sad look.
"We'll be the cause of our own destruction. We have enough nuclear weapons stockpiled to destroy the planet a thousand times over," she said. "It will be an accident, or an act of terrorism, and not a war that will be responsible for global annihilation. Life with so many things incomprehensibly intangible seems out of our control," said Roxanne.
As if mourning the dead, they sat there in silence for a minute.
"Well, you are quite the party girl, I must say." Impressed by her concern for humanity, but feeling uncomfortable with her doomsday prophecy, Ken watched as she stabbed at her cherry in her drink with her straw. "Before I'm totally depressed, how about a tour of the mansion?"
He stood ready to leave the living room for the dining room.
"Sure, but keep in mind that I wasn't expecting company." Instantly changing her mood from sullen to energetic, Roxanne jumped up from her chair. "I'm not much of a housekeeper. I find housekeeping boring. Besides, I don't have the time and when I do have the time, I don't have the inclination." She laughed. "I'm hoping you'll make a robot to do my housework for me."
He laughed at the neat condition of her apartment.
"Well, your apartment appears neat to me. If this is how it looks when you're not expecting company, I can't imagine what it looks like when you are."
Roxanne returned his laugh with her laugh.
"Well, unfortunately, Ken, if we use your place as the standard of cleanliness, then my place is spotless," she said with a laugh.
He laughed too.
"I'll have you know that the disarrayed condition of my condo is merely a reflection of my cluttered mind," said Ken with a shrug of his broad shoulders.
She picked up a piece of lint from the dining room carpet.
"If you see any dirty laundry, look up, and step over it," she said.
He laughed.
"That depends on the laundry. If I see any panties, I'm putting them in my pocket," he said.
She looked at him as if she had just swallowed a bug.
"Eww," she said with a laugh.
He laughed too.
"Just kidding," he said returning her laugh.
Following her in the way a perspective buyer follows a real estate agent, Ken took the dollar tour. Done in varying shades of blue, the living room rug was purplish blue, the draperies and window blinds were lighter shades of the same color, and the pastel wallpaper had pink and purple flowers on a pale blue background. Reproductions of Picasso inspired abstract paintings splashed with vibrant blues, purples, and reds that complemented the couch, loveseat, and armchair all done in a grayish-blue.
"I guess you like blue, huh?"
He looked at her pale blue blouse and navy-blue skirt.
"As you can see, I love blue. Blue is my favorite color," she said looking down at herself.
He looked at her with curious interest.
"So why didn't you buy a blue Mustang instead of an orange one?"



She shrugged him her answer.
"I fell in love with the orange color they had that year. Besides, just as you see a lot of white, black, and silver ones, you see a lot of blue Mustangs on dealers' lots and you don't see many orange ones. Orange is a special-order color and I had to wait eight weeks for them to build the car. Definitely, orange with black stripes is different and gets more attention than a blue one with white stripes or a white one with blue stripes."
Appreciative of her knowledge of cars, especially Mustangs, he gave her a sexy smile.
"Yeah, especially if they look inside and see a sexy, blonde bombshell driving it," he said with a chuckle.
She gave him a sexy smile.
"Thank you, Kenny," she said giving him a peck on the lips.
He pulled her closer and kisser her deeper.
"Whew! We still have the tour to finish and then I have to shower and change. At this rate, we'll never get out of here."
She pulled away from him.
"Is that so bad?"
He looked in her eyes as if he wanted to make love to her.
"Yeah, it is when you are hungry and don't have any food in the house," she said.
Ken patted his stomach to show her that he was hungry and could eat too. Only what he'd more like to eat wasn't food but her.
"Okay, you have a point there."
* * * * *
Across from the living room was the dining room. Boasting a floor-to-ceiling hutch built in the wall, its shelves held china, crystal, and collectible figurines. A cherry wood dining room table surrounded by six Queen Anne chairs stood upon an oriental rug of blue, beige, and rose. Though all the colors matched and/or complemented one another, the pattern of the wallpaper together with the rug gave the room a busy appearance, but not unlike you'd find in any old Victorian house of that period.
The kitchen was original and tired looking. If anyone invested the time and money to remodel the kitchen and bath, the house would have tremendous, investment, resale potential. With its porcelain over cast-iron, deep double sinks, and large dimensions housing a pantry containing room enough to stock supplies for a year, the kitchen could be transformed into a chef's dream. Contradicting the house's period, Roxanne installed the latest in appliances. Accustomed to efficient condo living, Ken had never seen a kitchen as big. Although he preferred modern to Victorian, he appreciated the charm and character of her apartment.
As in many older homes of the period, saving on plumbing costs, the kitchen was across from the only bathroom. An antique collector's paradise, the bathroom with its original pull-chair toilet, pedestal sink, and heavy cast iron tub, looked as if they were props from an old movie. Leading to the reception area, brightened by track lighting and decorated with gilded framed paintings, the hallway in front of the bathroom was long and narrow. The large foyer contained a bar, a roll top desk, bookcases, and an antique grandfather's clock.
"Did I ask you or have you told me already?" Eager to know, he looked at her with curiosity. "What do you do for a living?"
"I work as a commercial artist. I paint scenes that they make into billboards or logos for companies," she said.
Satisfied with the amount of living space available to him in his condo, Ken assessed that her apartment was easily twice as big. The rooms were so big that the furnishings didn't appear sufficient. After touring her apartment, he couldn't help wondering how much a commercial artist made. To afford this place and furnish it, as well as being able to buy a new car, she must be doing quite well.
"Well, what do you think?" She straightened an imagined crooked picture on the wall. "I received most of this furniture as hand-me-downs from my relatives."
He looked around her apartment in awe.
"I think that you could open a shelter and sleep twenty."
She shrugged.
"Unfortunately, I only have the one bathroom," she said laughing. "When this house was built, land was plentiful, families were bigger, and heat and related expenses were sufficiently inexpensive that consideration wasn't given to efficiency or cost. This place needs all new windows, central air, and there's no insulation in the walls. You should see my heating bill," she said with sadness.
He nodded his agreement.
"Except for needing some updating," he said while admiring the woodwork and knocking his knuckles against the plaster walls, "it's a solid and well-maintained house. They don't make them like this anymore. The quality of construction is apparent."
She delivered Ken back to the living room.
"Excuse me while I get ready," she said leaving him standing in the hall. "Do you need to use the bathroom before I shower?"
He shook his head no.
"No, I'm good," he said.
She escorted him back to the living room.
"Then, make yourself comfortable. There may be a basketball game on TV," said Roxanne.
She gave him a peck on the lips.
"Okay," he said positioning a pillow on the couch to make him more comfortable. "Usually too bored watching just one station, I enjoy flipping stations. It's a guy thing. Do you have a remote? Do you have cable?"
She laughed.
"Yes, here's the remote and yes, I have cable," she said handing him the remote control. She gave him another peck on the lips and left the living room.
Ken looked around the living room. He couldn't believe he was with Roxanne in her apartment.
'I can't believe all that has happened in one day. I have a new, albeit used car, and a hot girlfriend,' he thought to himself as soon as she left the room. 'Life is good. Life is definitely much better.'
He muted the TV to hear her bathwater running. He wondered what she looked like in her bra and panties. He wondered what she looked like topless. He couldn't help but wonder what she looked like naked.
He returned his attention to the TV. Repeatedly flipping through station after station, he finally stopped flipping when he saw an insert of the heavyweight boxing champion, George Williams was on the news. He turned up the sound and became caught up in the excitement of the sportscaster's report.
"Police today arrested heavyweight boxing champion, George Williams, charging him with felony assault with a deadly weapon, his fists."
The news station showed a video of the champ being helped in a police car and switched to show pictures of Hank Johnson, the former, retired, ex-champion, leaving the emergency room with his arm in a sling. Ken wondered what had happened.
"Ken," said Roxanne.
The news switched back to live coverage showing a crowd of people jostling the cameraman while the reporter tried interviewing an uncooperative Hank Johnson.
"I have Hank Johnson with me. Tell everyone what happened, Mr. Johnson. Why did George Williams hurt you?"
Ken couldn't believe that Williams and Johnson were in a physical altercation.
"Oh, please don't call me Mr. Johnson. That was my father's name. Call me Hank," said Hank with a laugh. "This," he raised his arm in a sling. "It's just a sprain."
The reporter stuck a microphone in his face.
"Okay, Hank—"
Roxanne stepped in the living room from the hall.
"Kenny!" Roxanne said louder.
The news coverage switched to show the Mayor and the boxing commissioner about to be interviewed by the commentator at an impromptu press conference.
"What are you views on oral sex?" Roxanne said loud enough for Ken to hear over the television.
He muted the TV and turned surprised to see Roxanne standing in the archway wrapped only in a towel.
"Oh, Roxanne, I, ah, um, I didn't know you were there. You wouldn't believe, I mean, I don't know what happened but, wait, what did you say? What about oral sex? Did you ask me for my views on oral sex?"
She turned to leave the living room.
"Obviously, you're having a good time with the television. I just wanted to tell you that I'll only be a few more minutes," she said about to leave the living room for her bedroom.
With both Williams and Johnson in attendance, the announcer came back on with the press conference.
"This could be the start of something big," he said. "This could be—"
Even with her naked body wrapped in only a towel, Roxanne seemed peeved that she couldn't get Ken's attention.
"Oh, okay. Sorry," he said waving a hand at her. "I could have sworn you said something about, never mind. It's just my dirty mind," he said returning his focused attention back to the TV.
Waving a hand of acknowledgment that she was leaving him to get dressed, Ken increased the volume and glued his eyes back to the television before Roxanne finished speaking.
"The Mayor voiced his displeasure against the bad behavior and public spectacle of the two professional athletes fighting in the street. Here ready to explain what action his commission would take against George Williams, the commissioner said—
Roxanne looked angry that he rebuffed her for the TV.
"Kenneth Lunderry!" Roxanne screamed above the volume of the television.
Just as Ken turned his head and looked over at her, Roxanne opened her towel and held it open for a brief second with two hands. With widened eyes of surprise, seeing her spectacular rounded breasts and her neatly trimmed patch of blonde, pubic hair, he continued staring even after she made a hasty exit from the room.
'Naked. Roxanne was naked. I just saw Roxanne's naked body,' he thought to himself.
Unable to her understand her flashing him her naked body, he continued to stare at the TV.
"Shit!"
He refocused on the television screen in time to see a commercial.
"Shit! Shit! Shit! I miss what happened. I have no idea what they said," he said mumbling to himself.
Envisioning her standing before him naked, he got up from the couch to see what she was up to, just as they came back from commercial. He was torn.
"Well, that was unbelievable," said the sports announcer. "I wonder if they'll be a rematch."
He looked at the TV stunned.
"What? What was unbelievable? God damn it! Fuck," he said flipping channels. "What happened?"
He flipped to other stations determined to find out what had happened. Every channel either had a commercial, a talk show, a cartoon or a weatherman giving a forecast.
"Great! I missed it. If I wanted to see the weather, they'd be showing the sports."
He turned the TV off and left the room walking to Roxanne's bedroom door. About to knock, she opened it and emerged fully dressed. She brushed by him on her way to the bathroom.
"Sorry, but you missed your chance," she said with a sexy laugh.
To be continued...
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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Please vote. This is a Halloween Contest story. Please give me the courtesy of your vote.
There are no characters under the age of 18-years-old in this story.
Mother, Sister, Aunt, and Cousin roleplay while dressed in their Halloween costumes Michael.
This story is about my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin wearing Halloween costumes while roleplaying being someone else for incestuous sex. This story is about sexy secrets of wearing a costume and roleplaying, specifically when wearing a Halloween costume and roleplaying. When wearing a costume while roleplaying fictional identities, people do crazy things. Shocking but true, when wearing a costume while roleplaying, even blood related relatives do crazy, incestuously, sexual things that they wouldn't ordinarily do when not wearing a costume and roleplaying.
This is the true story of what happened when my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin wore their Halloween costumes while I wore my Halloween costume. While I was in costume, I roleplayed that I wasn't related to them by blood. I roleplayed that I wasn't my mother's son, my sister's brother, my aunt's nephew, or my cousin's cousin. While they were in costume, my mother roleplayed that she wasn't my mother, my sister roleplayed that she wasn't my sister, my aunt roleplayed that she wasn't my aunt, and my cousin roleplayed that she wasn't my cousin.
* * *
Forbidden to do as her 22-year-old son, but tonight I wasn't my mother's son. I was her primary care physician. It was Tuesday night, my night to sleep with my 44-year-old mother dressed as her young doctor and with her dressed as my sexy, X-rated nurse.
"Nurse," I said putting on my statoscope. "Unzip your uniform so that I may listen to your heart."
Obediently obeying me, following her doctor's orders, I watched my mother with great sexual anticipation give me a sexy smile and a naughty look while she slowly and sexily unzipped her nurse's uniform. As if I was having a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe that I had such sexual control over my mother. I couldn't count how many times I masturbated over imagining seeing my mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. I couldn't count how many times I masturbated over imagining having sex with my mother. Tonight, not only was I going see my mother nearly naked, albeit for her nurse's Halloween costume but also, I was going to have sex with my MILF of a mother.
Even now, after having had sex with my MILF of a mother so very many times before, I was just as sexually excited as I was the first time that we had sex. Even now, while watching her unzip her sexy, X-rated nurse's costume, I was as sexually excited as the first time that I watched her unzip her sexy, X-rated nurse's costume. Even now, after having seen my mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, I was as sexually excited seeing her in her underwear as I was the first time seeing her in her underwear.
As if she was a stripper on stage doing a slow striptease, she slowly unzipped her nurse's Halloween costume. Sexually teasing me, every time she looked down at her exposed, bra clad breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage, she looked up at me to see my reaction to seeing her in her sexy, low-cut bra. I stared at her as if she was already topless. I stared at her as if she was already naked. This was my mother and not some whore that I picked up in a bar and asked home for the night.
"Yes, Doctor Michael," she obediently said.
As soon as my mother exposed her big, bra clad breasts and her long, sexy, line of cleavage, I put my ear tips of my statoscope in my ears and my non-chill, chest piece ring to her heart and listened. Not surprised that her heart was beating faster than normal, with her bra clad breasts exposed to my horny eyes, my mother's heart was beating as fast as my heart was beating. It was one thing seeing my mother's bra clad breasts but it was something else entirely having my hands and mouth so very close to her tits.
I wasn't concerned that she was overly excited. Being sexually excited was what I wanted her to be. Obviously, because she was as exposed to her son who was playing doctor and nurse with his mother was the reason for her racing heartbeat. Actually, by having sex with my mother, it was my goal to have her heart beating faster than it was.
"Your heart is okay albeit beating a little fast," I said with a dirty laugh. Not stopping there, I was ready to take full sexual advantage of my mother under the pretense that I was her primary care physician. "Now, remove your bra please, nurse, so that I may give your breasts a full examination," I said.
My favorite part as my mother's pretend doctor was giving her a breast exam. I couldn't wait to touch and feel my mother's big, naked tits. Not only did I love seeing my mother's big, shapely, natural, naked breasts but I also I loved feeling my mother's big, naked, shapely, natural breasts while examining her huge hooters. Always putting a big smile to my face, other than fingering and sucking her nipples, there's nothing sexier than seeing, touching, and feeling my mother's big, naked boobs.
Without having to remove her nurse's Halloween costume, a necessary ingredient to our lovemaking while roleplaying, my mother reached in front of her to unhook her front snapping brassiere. Teasing me in the way of a stripper on stage, she held her bra cups in place with both hands to make sure that I was watching before she opened her Heavenly gates. Every time I saw her naked breasts, as if seeing them for the first time, I always had the same reaction. I stared at the shape of her big, naked breasts, her areolas, and her nipples.
In the way that she exposed her naked breasts to me so very many times already while I examined her before we made love, she exposed her naked breasts to me again now. While I enjoyed pretending that I was really her doctor instead of her son, I watched her slowly peel away her bra cups to expose her naked, C cup breasts to my horny, non-medically trained eyes. It was always so very sexually exciting to see my mother's naked tits. It was even more sexually exciting that she wanted to show me her naked tits as much as I wanted to see her naked tits.
Pretending that my mother was my sexy X-rated nurse, I pretended to give her a medical, breast examination as if I was her primary care provider. First feeling one breast and then feeling the other breast before holding both breasts in my hot, horny hands, I felt her breasts, squeezed her breasts, and fondled her breasts. Cupping them in my hands as if weighing them, I had my wicked, sexual way with my mother's tits before fingering her hard, erect nipples.
One of my mother's favorite parts of having her breasts examined, her sexual picadillo, was exposing her naked breasts to me, of course, but also was when I fingered her nipples. As much as she loved having her nipples fingered, she loved it when I fingered her nipples. Obviously by her sexually excited reaction, her nipples were two of her erogenous zones and as soon as I fingered my mother's hard, erect nipples, she became so wet. As soon as I fingered my mother's hard, erect nipples, she was plenty wet enough and ready for me to mount her and make love to her before fucking her.
Driving her wild and making her so very horny, she loved it when I pulled, turned, twisted, squeezed, and pinched her nipples. She loved it when I leaned forward to take her nipples in my mouth and sucked one before sucking the other. As much as she loved having her nipples fingered, she loved having her nipples sucked. She loved it when I sucked her nipples. As if paying homage to them and worshipping them, she loved it when I gave her naked breasts, especially her nipples, my complete sexual attention under the guise of giving her breasts a complete, medical examination.
"I love your big tits, Mom," I said falling in and out of character.
I was glad that I could not only sexually accommodate my mother but also sexually excite her enough for her to not only want to have sex with me but also to cum. A long time coming, as if our incestuous relationship was meant to be, I was glad that I was sexually intimate with my mother. Even more important than my happiness and sexual satisfaction, my mother was glad that she was sexually intimate with me. Life doesn't get any better than this.
* * *
She smiled down at me and, as if I was still her baby, albeit a 22-year-old, grown man of a baby. Something that felt so reassuring and comforting, she placed a gentle hand to the back of my head whenever I sucked her tits. In the same way that I placed a gentle hand to the back of her head whenever she was blowing me before cumming in her motherly mouth, she placed a gentle hand to the back of my head whenever I sucked her hard, erect nipples.
Oddly enough, something that I never knew about my mother, she loved having her nipples fingered and her tits sucked. How would I know that unless I was sexually and incestuously intimate with my mother? Switching back and forth, fingering one and sucking one before fingering and sucking the other, she especially loved it whenever I had her nipple in my mouth while I fingered her other nipple.
In the same way that I loved it when she stared up at me when she sucked my cock, she loved it when I sucked her nipples while staring up at her. She pressed my mouth against her bosom as if she was nursing me. Just as she loved it when I complimented her on her big tits, she loved it when I gently bit her nipples.
"Suck my tits, Michael. Nibble my nipples while touching, feeling, and fondling my breasts," she said in a sexually lustful voice while obviously becoming more sexually excited enough to fall out of character. "Yeah, that's it. Pull, turn, and twist my nipples while squeezing my tits. Harder, Michael, harder. Squeeze my tits harder. Squeeze my breasts as hard as you can."
I sucked my mother's tits while nibbling and fingering her nipples. I felt her breasts while fondling her breasts. Squeezing her big tits as hard as I could, I had my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts. I loved my mother's big, firm, natural tits. I loved my mother's big, erect nipples.
"I love your big tits. I love how shapely and firm they are," I said squeezing her breasts while fondling her breasts. "I love your big nipples."
Then, when she stood to remove her panties but not her X-rated nurse's, Halloween costume, I stood to remove my pants and underwear but not my doctor's starched white, lab coat that displayed my nametag, Doctor Michael. My mother sat on her bed and reclined back to rest her head on her pillow before spreading her legs to show me her delicacy of delight, her bushy, brown pussy. With her already wet from me seeing, touching, feeling, fondling, and squeezing her naked breast while fingering her nipples and sucking her nipples, she stared at me while I stared at her glistening wet, pink pussy.
In the way that I had so very many times before, I mounted my mother as if she was my lover or my wife instead of my mother. As if I really was her doctor, my cock was a thermometer, and I was taking the temperature of her feverishly, warm pussy, she guided my cock inside of her. Once inside my mother, making a tighter connection, I humped her. Once all the way inside her, I made love to her. I kissed my mother while slowly humping her. She returned my humps with her humps. Mother and son as nurse and doctor were making love.
It didn't take me long to start fucking my mother instead of making love to my mother. Unlike her sister, my Aunt Patricia, my mother preferred fucking to making love anyway. Forget about making love, with her no longer an innocent, romantic, school girl but a mature MILF of a woman, being fucked hard and fast is what my mother wanted. Filled with incestuous lust for my mother, fucking my mother hard and fast was what I wanted too.
My mother, Christine, wanted me to fuck her. She really wanted me to bang her pussy. She loved hearing the sound of our skins slapping skin. She wanted me to slam my hard, slender body against her sexy, shapely body. She wanted me to give her an orgasm with my cock. She wanted to cum.
"I love fucking you, Nurse Christine," I said giving her a sexy smile.
She humped me harder and faster as soon as I complimented her.
"Fuck me, doctor. Make me cum," she said.
As if I was on death row and was having a last conjugal visit from my mother instead of my wife or girlfriend, as my last wish and expressly to fuck my mother, I humped my mother harder. I humped her faster. I reached beneath her to grab her shapely, naked ass with both hands as I used my erect prick like a piledriver. As if I was drilling the ground for oil to strike a bonanza, I drilled my mother's cunt for her to have a sexual orgasm.
As if physically showing her that I was really fucking her, she loved it when I banged the top of her head against her padded headboard. Continuing to hump her harder and hump her faster while making that same unmistakable slapping sound of skin on leather, I pounded her pussy as if I was pounding my fist in my baseball glove while making a permanent pocket. Only, my fist was my cock and my baseball glove was my mother's warm, wet, velvet glove of a pussy. Now, every time I wore my baseball glove to a ballgame to hopefully catch a foul ball, I'd be thinking of fucking my mother.
Never in my wildest dreams did I ever think that I'd be fucking my mother. If it wasn't for my whore of a cousin Emily, I'd never be fucking my mother, my aunt Patricia, and/or my sister, Donna. If it wasn't for my cousin, having sex with my mother, my sister, and my aunt only would have happened that one time on Halloween and never happened again. Yet, here I was fucking my mother. I couldn't believe I was fucking my mother and my mother was fucking me.
"Doctor, oh doctor. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Don't stop. Don't stop, Doctor Michael," said nurse Christine. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming, doctor. Your nurse is cumming, doctor. Your mother is cumming, Michael. Don't stop," she said holding me tighter while falling in and out of character. "Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder."
As if given a shot of testosterone, invigorated that my sexy, X-rated nurse Christine, my mother was cumming. I fucked her harder and I fucked her faster. I literally pounded her pussy into her pillow top mattress. Slamming my body into her sexy and shapely body, this was no slam-bam-thank-you-mam but an incestuous adventure into fucking my mother for the pure unbridled, incestuous pleasure of it.
"Cum Nurse Christine, cum. Cum mother, cum," I said. "I want to see you cum, Mom. I want to hear you cum."
Returning my hard and fast humps with her hard and fast humps, my mother fucked me as hard and as fast as I fucked her.
"Fuck me, doctor. Fuck me harder, Dr. Michael. Fuck me faster. Make me cum, Michael. Give your mother a sexual orgasm with your big, hard prick," she said and was all that she said before falling silent and collapsing in her bed with a sexual orgasm and in orgasmic afterglow.
* * *
It was Thursday night, my night to sleep with my sister, Donna, dressed as in my Halloween costume as Cinderella while I was dressed in my Halloween costume as Prince Charming. Being that this was her recurring sexual fantasy, my sister had half a dozen Cinderella costumes just as I had half a dozen Prince Charming costumes. Adding to the erotic illusion and the sexual fantasy, we never knew which costume the other would wear. All that we were assured of was that with her playing Cinderella and me playing Prince Charming, we'd be having sex and I'd be fucking my sister just as hard and just as fast as I fucked my mother.
"My Prince," said my sister when I entered her bedroom in my full Halloween costume as Prince Charming.
Even though it was no longer Halloween, our sex carried over after my mother, Christine, my sister, Donna, and my aunt, Patricia, heard me fucking my cousin, Emily. Not allowing me to have sexual intercourse with them before, willing only to give me a blowjob, after hearing Emily's reaction to me fucking her, they all wanted me to fuck them now. Except for my cousin, Emily, who wanted to do and experience every sexual thing, before Emily, they all had a convoluted definition that sucking my cock didn't constitute incestuous sex but fucking did.
Now that they saw and heard how happy my cousin was fucking me, they all wanted me to fuck them. Once I fucked one, the other wanted me to fuck her too. Going from one to the other, once I fucked them all, they all wanted me to fuck them again. Now, having sexual intercourse with my family was a weekly thing. With me having sexual intercourse four times a week, once with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, and with each of them having sexual intercourse once a week with me, we were all happy. A win/win for all, they got all the sex that they want and I got all the sex that I need.
"Cinderella," I said leaning down to French kiss my sister who was already sequestered in bed with her Cinderella gown spread out as if she was doing a photo shoot for a fantasy, fairytale, fashion magazine.
As soon as I kissed my sister, not to be denied her sexual fun too, she felt my cock through my Prince Charming costume pants. As soon as my sister felt my hardening dick and fondled the head of my prick with her fingertips, I felt her breasts through her costume and bra. I loved feeling my sister's tits as much as I loved feeling my mother's tits. It was as sexually exciting to French kiss my sister as it was feeling her big tits through the bodice of her gown and her bra.
"You already have an erection, my Prince," said my sister playing her role as Cinderella. "I can't wait to fuck you. I can't wait for you to slide your big, hard dick inside of me," she said whispering her sexual lust in my ear. "I can't wait for you to fuck my warm, wet cunt."
An important part of having sex with my sexy sister, Donna loved talking dirty. I smiled while lowering her top enough to see more of her breasts. She was so pretty, as pretty as my mother. A younger version of my mother, she was so sexy. As pretty as Cinderella, Snow White, and Rapunzel, my sister was such a babe.
Even though I sexually fantasized over having incestuous sex while masturbating myself, I never thought that I'd be having incestuous sex with my blood related relatives. Just as I never thought that I'd be having sex with my mother, I never thought I'd be having sex with my sister. It was outrageously exciting to go from having sex with my mother to having sex my sister just as it was outrageously sexually exciting going from having sex with my aunt to having sex with my cousin.
A man can't experience the full spectrum of having incestuous sex unless he can go from mother to daughter and back again while comparing the two. With me having two sets of mothers and daughters, I was in incestuous Heaven. Now believing that incest sex was the best sex, I don't think that I could return to having sex with a woman who wasn't related to me by blood.
"You always make me hard, Cinderella," I said remaining in character.
In the way that I fucked my mother Tuesday night, I couldn't wait to fuck my sister tonight.
"Fuck me, Prince Charming. Fuck me. I want to feel you inside me. Make me cum," said my sister. "Stick your big, hard cock in my warm, wet cunt. Give me a sexual orgasm with your cock."
Even though my sister was on the pill, not wanting to risk getting her pregnant, God forbid, in the way that I wore a condom with my mother, aunt, and cousin, I wore a condom with my sister. Even after all these times that I've been sexually intimate with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, it was still difficult for me to wrap my head around that I was having incestuous sex with my family. I was the luckiest son, brother, nephew, and cousin in the world.



If I was on the Jerry Springer show of old and broadcasted that I had regular, sexual intercourse with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin while in costume and roleplaying, no one would believe me. Yet, sometimes hard for even me to believe, these four, blood related women sexually wanted me as much as I wanted them. When they showed no guilt for allowing me to touch and their semi-naked bodies while they touched and felt my semi-naked body, why should I show guilt for making out with them? When they showed no remorse for fucking me, why should I show remorse for fucking them?
As long as we were all mature adults, and we were, and as long as the sex was consensual, and it was, what's the issue? It's just sex, albeit incestuous sex. As long as they were happy fucking me, I was happy fucking them too. Trust me, if I said it once, I said it a hundred times, life doesn't get any better than this.
* * *
As if sexually excited to see her panties for the first time, I lifted the front of my sister's costume to expose her bright, white bikini panties. A sexy sight to behold and one that I never tired of seeing through her panties, I loved seeing her pussy mound, her dark shadow of brown, trimmed, pubic hair, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. Every time I saw my sister in her panties, I couldn't wait to remove them. I couldn't wait to fuck her. I couldn't wait to hear her and watch her cum.
In the way that my mother, aunt, and cousin did, my sister had such an extraordinary body. I loved slowly sliding my hands along her smooth, shapely thighs and up across her toned, flat stomach before reaching down to tease her pussy slit with my fingertip through her panties. Even now, after we've had sex so very many times, it still mesmerized me to finger my sister's pussy through her panties. Just as I couldn't get enough of my sister's sexy and shapely body, I couldn't get enough of my sister's white, bikini panties.
"I love your pussy, Donna. I love how your pussy looks in your panties," I said impaling her pussy through her panties with my fingertip and rubbing her clit through her panties enough to make her squirm with sexual pleasure. "I love fingering your cunt, my sister's cunt through your panties," I said while knowing that she enjoyed hearing me talk dirty to her as much as she loved talking dirty to me. "As if they were both beckoning me to finger them, it sexually excites me to see your pussy slit and camel toe through your panties."
As if she was a little girl again instead of a 24-year-old woman, she laughed with glee when I talked dirty to her, especially when I complimented her pussy. Obviously, my sister loved her pussy as much as I loved her pussy. Making our sexual time together that much more special, my sister loved talking dirty. She got off on dirty talk.
After talking dirty to my sister, as if getting her in the mood, she gasped when I fingered her pussy through her panties again and looked at me with sexual excitement. Ready to be fucked, my sister wanted me to fuck her. Ready to fuck her, I was ready to fuck my sister. The best thing that ever happened to me was having incestuous sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin.
"Remove my panties, my Prince. I want to show you my pussy," she said. "I want you to see my glistening, wet cunt."
As if removing them for the first time, with every time removing her panties as exciting as the first time that I removed her panties, I removed my sister's panties to reveal her brown, trimmed pussy. This wasn't just any pussy. Oh, no. This was my sister's pussy, my big sister's pussy. Nearly as sacred as my mother's cunt, I was about to fuck my sister's cunt, yet again.
"I love your pussy, Cinderella. You have a beautiful pussy. You have the best pussy in the whole kingdom," I said continuing to roleplay to her sexual fantasy. "I can't wait to stick my princely prick in the pussy of my future princess."
She smiled her happiness with my compliment and with my roleplaying while staying in character.
"Fuck me, Prince. Fuck me in the way that you fucked our mother, our aunt, and our cousin. I want them to hear me cum in the way that I hear them cum," she said. "I want them to be jealous of you fucking me in the way that I'm jealous of you fucking them."
As if my Halloween costume was on fire, I removed my pants and underwear but left on my Prince Charming, military jacket and sash. Part of the allure of me fucking my sister and an important ingredient in her believing that she was Cinderella and I was Prince Charming, I needed to remain in costume and in character too. Sometimes, when the four of us get together, we pretend that our mother is the wicked stepmother, our cousin is the wicked stepsister, and our aunt is the fairy Godmother.
If it wasn't for my agreeing to roleplay their sexual fantasies while in costume, they never would have agreed to have sex with me. Had I not agreed to pretend with them, I never would have been lucky enough to have sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin. All part of the sexual fantasy, wearing Halloween costumes and roleplaying our characters was the only way that they would allow me to continue to have sex with them. I didn't mind wearing a costume and roleplaying while having sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin. I'd happily go with the flow as long as it meant getting laid.
Not wasting time with small talk or with anything to distract us from pretending we weren't who we pretended to be, I mounted my sister in the way that I mounted my mother. Not even wasting time fingering her pussy or licking her pussy, with her plenty wet enough, just as my mother wanted to be fucked, my sister wanted to be fucked too. She wanted sexual intercourse. Strangely enough, in the way that none of them considered blowing me and cumming in their mouths as having incestuous sex with them, seemingly there was something about fucking women that was more sexually intimate than fingering and/or eating their cunts.
Saving that sexual foreplay for later, fingering and/or licking her pussy could be done at any time, downstairs while watching TV, in the bathroom while they took their baths, or in my car while we parked in the mall parking lot. Tonight, was for fucking. Tonight, my sister wanted to be fucked. Tonight, my big sister wanted to get laid. Tonight, Donna wanted me, Prince Charming, her baby brother, to fuck her hard and fast. She wanted me to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
* * *
She guided my stiff prick inside her. She was already so very wet, slippery wet, and I had to hump her harder for my cock to slide in deeper and remain inside of her. She returned my hard humps with her hard humps and, off to the races, we were already fucking. I was fucking my sister in the way that I had fucked my mother and would soon be fucking my aunt and cousin again. Yet, tonight was my sister's night. Tonight, was her turn. She had been eagerly waiting for this night of sexual pleasure all week.
"I love you, Cinderella," I said smiling my love for her while remaining in character.
She returned my smile of love for her with her smile of love for me.
"I love you, too, Prince Charming," said.
Since this was what she wanted, I humped my sister harder. Since she wanted me to fuck her, I humped my sister faster. This was my sexy sister and not some make-believe fairytale character. This was my beloved, big sister and not some whore that I picked up at a club or brought home from a bar for sex.
"I love you, Donna," I said falling out of character to express my love for my sister.
She smiled at me as if I was indeed Prince Charming instead of her brother.
"I love you, too, Michael. Now, do your job and fuck me. Fuck your sister. Fuck Cinderella. Give me my sexual orgasm. Make me cum, my Prince. I want to cum. I need to cum. Fuck me, Prince Charming, fuck me," she said humping him as fast and as hard as I was humping her.
Where it ended last week, it began this week. I untied her bodice to expose her bra clad breasts. In the way that I unhooked my mother's front, snapping bra, I unhooked my sister's front, snapping bra. Front, snapping brassieres were necessary to get at my mother's, my sister's, my aunt's, and my cousin's tits without them having to remove their costumes to remove their bras. Even though they didn't have front snapping bras in Cinderella's day, removing their costumes would not only throw them out of character but also interrupt the illusion and ruin the sexual fantasy.
Sometimes making it even more sexually exciting, it was okay for us to fall in and out of character but not okay to be out of costume. Being out of costume would ruin who we portrayed to be. Being out of costume would just be me having nasty, illegal, and forbidden incestuous sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin. We all needed to remain in costume and in character while playing our roles to have consensual, incestuous sex without having the guilt and the remorse of having forbidden sex.
Staying in costume and in character, for the most part, allowed us to play our acting roles. As if we were actors on stage or on the big, silver screen while pretending that we really weren't having sex but just acting while roleplaying, we did things we'd never do when not in costume. In the way that Nicole Kidman had sex with Perry Wright played by Alexander Skarsgard in Big, Little Lies, I had sex with my sister.
'So, what? What's the big deal? The sex we have is consensual and we're all adults,' I thought. 'It's none of anyone's business what my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin does with me behind closed bedroom doors.'
I sucked my sister's tits while humping her. I felt and fondled her big breasts and fingered her nipples while fucking her. I slowed my humping to give my sister long, deep, wet kisses before returning to fucking her. Whereas, I wanted to make love to my sister, she didn't want to make love to me. All she wanted to do was to fuck me. Continuing to hump her harder and fuck her faster, I was determined to give her what she wanted, a sexual orgasm.
"I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop, my Prince. Fuck me harder with your royal rod. Fuck my faster with your princely prick. Oh, God. Oh, God. I'm cumming, Michael, I'm cumming," said Donna.
* * *
It was Saturday night. With both of us dressed in our Halloween costumes, it was my night to sleep with my aunt dressed as a TWA pilot, her Captain, while she was dressed as a TWA stewardess. Something that she looked forward to all week, my aunt loved having sex, making love, and fucking me. Something that I looked forward to all week, I loved having sex, making love, and fucking my aunt.
"Captain," she said swooning as soon as I walked in her bedroom. "My Captain."
Having already seen one another practically naked but for our Halloween costumes, and already having had my big dick in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy, I smiled at her formalness.
"Patricia," I said being overly familiar in not calling her Aunt Patricia.
Yet, why remain formally and respectfully polite of my aunt when I've already seen her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy beneath her costume? Tonight, she wasn't my aunt; she was my lover. Tonight, I wasn't her nephew; I was her young stud. Tonight, we weren't blood related relatives; we were lovers.
"Coffee, tea, or me," she said and was something she said every time we were alone together.
I never tired of hearing that line. Yet, not much of a choice, I liked my choices however. As if coffee, tea, or me was our signal, as soon as she said coffee, tea, or me, it was as if I needed to make a choice. Even though it was no contest and even though we both knew what I'd choose, as if I'd ever want coffee or tea over my aunt, it was my time to voice my choice. Yet, coffee, tea, or me, as if saying ready, set, go, was how she started our sexual time together.
I smiled at her again while stepping closer. I always smiled at my aunt. I couldn't help but smile while knowing that I was in her room to make love to her. She was more fun than my mother or my sister. She was so pretty. She was so sexy. She made me feel as if we were lovers instead of aunt and nephew. Even though she was twenty-years older than me, easily looking ten years younger, she looked so young.
"Being that I already had my coffee and don't like tea, I choose you," I said pointing at her while playing her sexy game. "I choose you over coffee and tea, even if I hadn't had my coffee and even if I liked tea," I said with a loving smile.
Not wasting time with any more teasing and/or small talk, I grabbed her around her waist and pulled her to me as if she was my woman and I was her man. As soon as I kissed her, instead of resisting me or struggling to move away because she was my aunt and I was her nephew, and what we were about to do we shouldn't be doing, she returned my kiss. Whenever I held my aunt in my arms, she reminded me of holding my mother. With them the same height, weight, and body type, she felt much the same in my arms.
They could have been identical twin sisters. They looked much alike, walked alike, talked alike, laughed alike, and felt alike when holding them and kissing them. Yet, when I was in bed with my aunt, she was much different than being in bed with my mother. Even though there was only two years difference in their ages, my aunt felt younger. She acted younger. Where my mother was set in her ways, my aunt was always ready to try new things. As if she truly enjoyed her sexual time with me, my aunt laughed more than my mother.
My favorite thing to do, I loved making out with my aunt while feeling her through her clothes. Something that ran in the family, in the way that my mother had an incredible ass, my sister and aunt had incredible asses too. As much I loved feeling my mother's and sister's ass through their costumes, I loved feeling aunt's ass through her costume too. As much as I loved feeling my mother's and sister's breasts through their costumes and bras, I loved feeling my aunt's breasts through her costume and bra too. For a mature woman, she still had such an incredible body. For a mature woman, she was a lot of sexy fun.
In the way that I felt that I was making out with a real TWA stewardess, she made me feel that I was a real TWA pilot. Until she was sitting on top of me while riding my prick, she made me feel that I was her captain and her superior and she was my subordinate. Strangely enough, I felt that I was more doing something inappropriately wrong making out with a co-worker than I felt that I was more doing something inappropriately wrong by making out with my aunt.
As long as we were dressed in our Halloween costumes to inspire our imaginations and encourage our sexual fantasies, we were both able to suspend our realities in the way we do when watching a movie. As long as we continued wearing our Halloween costumes while staying in character, we both believed that we were someone else and with someone else. As if we were an actor and actress on a stage playing a role in an adult video, sexual movie, once we assumed our new identities, it made no difference that we were blood related.
Hard to believe but true, as long as we stayed in costume and in character, I more believed that I was having sex with an airline stewardess than I believed that I was having sex with my aunt. Even though I knew that I was having sex with my aunt, able to live the sexual fantasy, I more believed that I was her captain than her nephew. Working both ways, my aunt more believed that I was her captain than she believed that I was her sister's son.
* * *
Ready to have sex with my MILF of an aunt, as if I was her boyfriend and she was my girlfriend and we were on a date, I unbuttoned her jacket while kissing her. As soon as I had her jacket unbuttoned, I stared at her large breasts before feeling her big tits through her blouse and bra. Whether feeling her ass or her tits, it was so very sexually exciting to feel my aunt through her clothes while kissing her. Different than kissing and/or feeling my mother or sister, I loved kissing my aunt as much as I loved feeling my aunt.
In the way that it was difficult to wrap my head around having incestuous sex with my mother and sister, it was difficult to wrap my head around having incestuous sex with my aunt. Yet, as long as we remained in costume and in character, neither of us seemed to mind. If anything, more than just having sex with a stranger, we were both sexually excited having sex with one another. Oddly enough, even though I've had sex with my mother many times, not sure why, but it felt more incestuous having sex with my mother than it did having sex with my aunt.
Whenever I was sexually intimate with my mother, I felt as if I was doing something that was illegally forbidden, albeit so very sexually exciting. Conversely, whenever I was sexually intimate with my aunt, even though she was my mother's sister and we were having incestuous sex, I more felt as if I was having sex with an older woman. I felt more that we were having a sexual relationship than we were having incestuous sex.
Different from my mother, with kissing an important part of our lovemaking, my aunt loved making out. She loved kissing me as much as I loved kissing her. If I had to rate her kissing skills, she was the best kisser by far, better than my mother, my sister, and better than any woman I ever kissed. More romantic with her kisses, whenever I kissed Aunt Patricia, as if I didn't know where I was and/or who I was with, she blanked my mind. Kissing my aunt was the closest thing that I ever came to imagining the peaceful experience of being in Heaven and making out with an angel.
French kissing her while feeling her through her clothes was so very sexually exciting. I loved touching and feeling her everywhere while knowing deep down that she was my aunt and not my stewardess. Still, roleplaying her demonstrative captain while she was my sexy stewardess was a sexual fantasy that I never tired of doing and one that I never could have imagined. These costumed roleplaying scenarios were all my mother's, sister's, aunt's, and cousin's sexual fantasies. Willing to play along for the sex, I went along while enjoying the incestuous ride.
Now that her jacket was unbuttoned, wanting to enjoy the show, as if unbuttoning her it for the first time, I slowly unbuttoned her blouse to reveal her white, C cup, front snapping bra. I was glad that my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin all wore front snapping bras. It was important to leave their Halloween costumes on to remain in character and roleplay while having sex. Not wanting to ruin the sexual fantasy of believing that we were someone else with someone else by being out of costume and out of character, we needed that deception to have forbidden sex with one another. Roleplaying was what we needed to do to continue the sexual fantasy.
As soon as I felt her big tits through her bra while kissing her, she felt my erection through my pants while kissing me. Obviously, my aunt enjoyed feeling my cock through my uniform pants as much as I enjoyed feeling her bra clad breasts beneath her stewardess uniform. I moved her to the bed so that we could get more comfortable. It was one thing to stand while kissing my aunt but something more sexually exciting to be lying beside her while kissing her. Now, with her lying beside me, we continuing making out as if we were horny teenagers.
Always as exciting as the first time seeing my aunt's naked breasts, I unhooked her front snapping bra. In the way that my mother and sister had shapely breasts, my aunt had shapely breasts too. In the way that I loved my mother's and sister's big tits, I loved my aunt's big tits, too. It was so sexually exciting to feel her naked tits while kissing her. In the way that my mother and sister loved having their nipples fingered, my aunt loved having her nipples fingered too. My sexual fantasy come true, I loved feeling my aunt's tits while fingering her nipples and kissing her.



Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, my favorite part was sucking her hard, erect nipples. As soon as I sucked her nipples, I moved my hand along her shapely thighs. As if I was stealing third base from second base when I already knew that I'd be heading home and scoring, I moved my hand all the way up between my aunt's legs. As sexually exciting as it was to feel her tits through her bra, it was even more sexually exciting to feel her pussy through her panties.
I loved my aunt's pussy. I love fingering and cupping her pussy through her panties. I loved eating her cunt as much as I loved fucking her cunt but tonight was for making love and not for having oral sex. Tonight, I was going to make love to my aunt as if she was my girlfriend, my lover, or my wife.
Pushing her panties aside with my finger, I impaled my aunt's pussy with my fingertip. I rubbed her clit and finger fucked my aunt while sucking her nipples. Already ready for me to mount her, she was already wet. I stood and removed my pilot's pants and briefs but, needing to stay in costume to continue my roleplay, I left everything else on except for my pilot's hat.
Part of her sexual fantasy was for her to believe that she was having sex with a real, TWA pilot, rather than with her nephew. Even though I pretended that it was, my sexual fantasy was not as much that I was having sex with a pretend TWA stewardess but that I was having incestuous sex with my aunt. Honestly, I didn't care who I needed to dress as, as long as I was having sex with my aunt. I couldn't count how many times I masturbated over my aunt while imagining her naked and having sex with me. Now, here she was nearly naked and having sex with me.
Truthfully, I preferred dressing as a pilot when pretending with my aunt than I did when pretending that I was Prince Charming with my sister. Pretending that I was a doctor with my mother was fun. My mother made for a sexy nurse. Yet, whatever it took to have sex with my mother, my sister, and now my aunt, I gladly did. If all it took for me to fuck my mother, my sister, and my aunt was to roleplay while being in costume, I was down with that.
* * *
Once that I was naked below the waist, I slowly removed my aunt's panties as if unveiling a work of art. She had such a firm and shapely ass. As much as I loved my mother's and sister's asses, I loved my aunt's ass even more. Different from my mother's cunt, my aunt shaved her pussy. She wasn't shaved the first time that I had sex with her but as if taking a lesson from her daughter, her pussy was shaved now. Her shaved pussy made her look more like a young virgin than it made her look like a mature, 42-year-old woman.
As soon as I mounted my aunt, she reached down for me. When she inserted me in her warm, wet pussy, I felt that having sexual intercourse with my mother's kid sister was meant to be. Again, different from the forbidden sensation that I received when having sex with my mother and/or my sister, I felt as if my cock belonged in my aunt's cunt. Odd for me to say and for me to feel that way but, if I could marry my aunt, I would.
I loved my aunt. I totally loved her. As much as I loved having sexual intercourse with my mother and my sister, for some reason, I loved having sexual intercourse with my aunt even more. In the way that I wished I could have sex with my mother, my sister, and my cousin every day, twice a day, I'd love to have sex with my aunt every day, twice a day.
I loved how she felt in my arms. I loved kissing her. I loved hearing her laugh. I loved looking in her big, brown eyes before kissing her. I loved making love to her instead of fucking her in the way that I fucked my mother and my sister. I loved how I felt being inside of her. I loved the faces she made and the sexy, sexual sounds she made when she had a sexual orgasm. I loved how she hugged me and held me as if I was her man and she was my woman.
Not just having sex with me but making me feel loved, wanted, needed, and desired, my aunt was definitely more loving than my mother and sister. She obviously loved me as much as I loved her. In the way that I sometimes imagined running away with my aunt, I never imagined running away with my mother, sister, or my cousin. Yet, the thought of running away with my aunt was as different as having weekly sex with my mother, sister, and cousin. Even though I loved my aunt, having to forsake my mother, sister, and cousin for my aunt, I couldn't leave them behind.
As soon as I started humping Patricia, she returned my humps. Different from my mother or sister, my aunt preferred making love first before fucking. Again, different from my mother, sister, or my cousin, after we made love and started fucking, my aunt enjoyed being on top. I loved her fucking me as much as I loved fucking her.
Not ashamed to admit it, as much as I loved fucking my aunt in the missionary position, I loved my aunt being on top too. I loved watching her big tits bouncing up and down and swaying side-to-side as she fucked me harder and faster and I fucked and humped her harder and faster. Then, once she was done riding me, I'd roll her over and fuck her in the missionary position again.
Even though I loved fucking her hard, fast, and deep, I preferred making love to her. Even though she loved fucking me hard, fast, and deep, she preferred making love to me. In the way that my mother, my sister, and my cousin would rather fuck, my aunt and I would rather make love. Seemingly, we had more of a love affair than we had an incestuous, sexual affair. Preferring to pretend that my aunt was my wife, I preferred pretending that we were married.
Fucking her faster, I fucked her harder. Fucking her harder, I fucked her deeper. I enjoyed being more in a synchronized rhythm with my aunt than I did with my mother, sister, and cousin. As if we were one, everything we did was on the same sexual page. It was as if she was thinking what I was thinking. It was as if we always wanted the same sexual thing at the same time that I wanted. Fucking her faster, I fucked her harder. Fucking her harder, I fucked her deeper. I continued fucking my aunt until she was ready to cum.
"Captain. O my Captain. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Captain. Your stewardess is cumming, Captain. Your aunt is cumming, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Fuck me deeper. Make me cum. Give me a sexual orgasm with your big, hard prick," she said and was all that she said before falling silent and collapsing in her bed in orgasmic afterglow.
* * *
It was Monday night, my turn to have sex with my cousin, Emily. Something that I looked forward to every week, I enjoyed having sex with my cousin as much as I enjoyed having sex with my mother, my sister, and my aunt. Totally different from having sex with my mother, my sister, and my aunt, my cousin Emily was outrageous. A self-professed whore, my cousin Emily was wild.
Making no apologies to no one, she loved being a whore. Making no apologies to no one, she enjoyed having sex with me as much as I enjoyed having sex with her. Emily didn't even need to wear a costume or to roleplay and/or to stay in character to have sex with me but she did, and following her lead, I did too. Better than my mother, my sister, and my aunt, Emily gave me the best fuck in my life.
In the way that my mother and aunt were MILFs and in the way that my sister was a sexy bitch, my cousin Emily was a dirty whore. Now I don't mean that she was a whore in a bad way but in a good way. Out in the open about her sexual promiscuity, not embarrassed or ashamed of who she was and how many men she fucked, her being a whore was what I liked about her and what she liked about herself. Where other women hide the fact that they're sluts, bimbos, and/or whores, that wasn't the case with my cousin Emily. It was freeing to have her whoredom out in the open.
Even though my sister was a whore too, my sister went out of her way to hide that she was a whore by acting embarrassed and morally modest while playing the eternal virgin. What invariably gave my sister away that she was a whore was that she loved talking dirty. Good girls don't talk dirty in the way that my sister loved talking dirty. Even though my mother and aunt were whores too, incestuous whores to boot, unlike my sister and cousin, when in public they behaved and acted like well-mannered ladies. No one would ever guess that they were whores, especially incestuous whores.
Again, different from my mother, my aunt, and my sister, there were no games and/or no pretenses with Emily. She knew she was a whore. She enjoyed being a whore. She was proud of being a whore. Again, different from my mother, my aunt, and my sister, my cousin Emily loved sex, the more the better. She loved fucking cocks as much as she loved sucking cocks.
Emily, God bless her heart, was the type of woman who'd have sex with almost anyone at any time. If her father was still in the picture, no doubt, she'd already be having sex with him. If she had a brother, she'd be having sex with him too. Fortunately for me, with me her cousin, she readily had sex with me.
'Thank you, Jesus,' I thought whenever having sex with my cousin.
Emily missed her calling. She should be working as a high-class call girl. She should be making money pleasuring men while having sex. I could see her working at one of those legal whorehouses in Vegas or in Reno, Nevada. I could see her spending her nights and weekends in an expensive hotel. Being that she had a great body, I could see her working as a stripper.
In the way that she knows what she wants and instinctively knows what her sexual partner wants too, she'd even make a good madam. Actually, I could see my cousin as a ball busting Dominatrix. She loved bossing men around while sexually teasing them before controlling them with sex. The perfect occupation for her, she'd love chaining men to a wall while whipping them. Obvious to me now, hot and cold as it was sweet and sour, as much as she loved men, she hated them too.
Actually, she was the one responsible for starting this weekly fuck fest with my mother, my sister, my aunt and me. Before my cousin Emily fucked me, my mother, my sister, and my aunt would only blow me. In the way that some women would rather suck a man on a first date than to French kiss him, for some convoluted reason, my mother, sister, and aunt believed that sexual intercourse was deemed incestuous sex while giving me a hand job and/or a blowjob wasn't. Making no sense, go figure.
Then, after they heard the good time that Emily had while being fucked by me, they wanted me to fuck them too. It took Emily to show them what they were missing by not allowing me to fuck them. It took my whore of a cousin, Emily, to show her mother, Patricia, her aunt, Christine, and her cousin, Donna, that since they already blew me and allowed me to cum in their mouths, they already had incestuous sex with me. Ergo, why not fuck me too?
Extrapolating that logic with the premise that they should fuck me, since they've already had my cock in their hands and mouths, and already had incestuous sex with me by allowing me to finger and/or lick their pussies, why not fuck me too? Now, with one thing leading to another thing, I have sexual intercourse with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin once a week, every week. Actually, if it was up to my cousin, I'd be having incestuous sex with her every day, multiple times a day. She gives nymphomania a new meaning. I wondered if I searched nymphomaniac online if I'd see a photo of my cousin.
Today, Monday, was my turn to be with Emily. Wednesday I'd be having sex with my mother, Friday with my sister, Sunday with my aunt, and then next Tuesday, I'd be having sex with Emily again. Even though I love having sex with my cousin, I'm not embarrassed to admit that sometimes she scares me. Too sexually aggressive, as if pressuring me to perform and pressuring me to give her a sexual orgasm, she makes me feel nervous. God forbid if I don't give her what she wants and needs, a sexual orgasm.
With my cousin more of a sexual and incestuous freak, unlike my mother, my sister, and my aunt, even though she didn't really need to be forced to have sex, she enjoyed being forced to have sex. I suspect that she'd enjoy being slapped around. Actually, it didn't take much to force her to have sex with me. She obviously wanted to fuck me as much as I wanted to fuck her. Yet, she obviously needed that sexual pressure to feel as if she was being taken sexually advantage of instead of being made to feel like the whore that she was.
Obviously, she wanted to feel what it was like to feel submissive and to submit to a man's will. To be honest, my cousin may be too much for me. In the way that my aunt enjoys making love, I prefer making love than fucking. Only, in the way that my mother and sister love to fuck and to be fucked, my cousin took fucking to an extreme level of sexual debauchery.
* * *
"Romeo," she said reaching for me as soon as I entered her bedroom dressed as Romeo, her lover.
I smiled at my cousin knowing that even though it was sexually exciting to fuck my mother, my sister, and my aunt, I'd be having the best sex with my cousin Emily tonight. Instead of going once or twice, this broad could go all night. She'd probably be her best at a bachelor's party while being stripped naked, slapped around, and gangbanged.
"Juliet," I said staying in character while playing my role as Romeo.
With her dressed as Shakespeare's Juliet, she was immorally and immodestly showing a lot of her big breasts to me, her blood related cousin. As if she was a barroom wench of old, her tits were practically spilling out of her blouse and bra. With her blouse perched on the sides of her shoulders instead of on top of her shoulders, she enjoyed exposing the tops of her big tits and her long, line of sexy cleavage. Even though her breasts were the same size as my mother's, sister's, and aunt's breasts, in the way that she wore her top and filled out her blouse, Emily's tits looked much bigger.
With me wearing my Romeo costume, I felt as foolish playing Romeo with my cousin dressed as Juliet as I did playing Prince Charming with my sister dressed as Cinderella. Yet, the reward of having sex with my cousin was worth the effort and embarrassment as being dressed as Romeo. In order for me to have sex with my cousin, I conceded by wearing this Halloween costume while roleplaying the part of Romeo. Once I was in bed with Emily and fucking her, it wouldn't matter if I was dressed as a clown or as a gorilla, as long as I was having sex with my cousin.
* * *
Instead of having to kiss her, my cousin kissed me. Accustomed to having to make all the sexual moves with my mother, my sister, and my aunt, as if she was the horny man, Emily made all the sexual moves with me. It was refreshing being with a whore. It was sexually exciting being with a woman who enjoyed sex as much as I did. Different than being with a prostitute who more wanted money than she wanted sex, my cousin more wanted sex than anything else.
"Take off your pants and fuck me," she said. "I need a good fuck. I'm so fucking horny listening to you fucking my aunt, my cousin, and my mother," she said fingering her already erect nipples through her blouse and bra. "I've been waiting all week for this."
As if she was my Dominatrix instead of my sexy, whore of a cousin, I immediately obeyed. Afraid to disappoint her, as if I was paying her for her time to have sex with me, she always made me feel pressured to perform. The last thing that I wanted to do was to disappoint my cousin when in bed with her. The last thing that I wanted to do was not to sexually satisfy her.
Forget about my sexual satisfaction, the last thing that I wanted to do was not to give my cousin a sexual orgasm with my cock. It was as important to me as it was obviously important to her for me to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. Fearing that she'd no longer wanted to have sexual intercourse if I didn't sexual please her and orgasmic pleasure her, I took more sexual care with her than I did with my mother, my sister, and/or my aunt. Obviously, someone as sexually experienced as my cousin was harder to sexually please.
I quickly removed my pants and underwear. I was proud to show my cousin that I already had an erection. Yet, something she always had done before, instead of taking me in her mouth, she took me in her hand and pulled me to her bed by my stiff prick. Once on the bed with me, she lifted her skirt to exposed her shaved pussy.
Like mother like daughter, my aunt Patricia, recently shaved her pussy to match her daughter's pussy. Now my cousin Emily and my aunt Patricia both had shaved pussies. If I had to choose, I preferred my sister's trimmed pussy to my mother's bushy pussy and to my aunt and cousin's shaved cunts. My mother and sister looked more like women with their bushy and trimmed pubic hair than they looked like little girls.
Yet, no matter. Once my prick was inside them, I couldn't tell if their pussies were bushy, trimmed, or shaved. The difference showed up when I was eating them. Instead of getting a mouthful of public hair when eating my mother and having to go through a tuft of pubic hair when licking my sister, my aunt's and cousin's pussies were as soft and as smooth as a suede.
The only time their shaved pussies bothered me was when they started to let it grow back. As if they were growing an itchy beard, I didn't like the feeling of rubbing my face against their prickly skin. If they were going to shave it, then keep it shaved or grow it back. My favorite was when they got a Brazilian wax. So smooth and so soft, I loved eating their pussies then.
Instead of my cousin allowing me to mount her, she mounted me. Usually wanting to be forced to have sex, tonight, she obviously wanted to be in control. Tonight, she obviously wanted to fuck me instead of being fucked. Tonight, she obviously wanted to sit on top of my cock while bouncing her big tits. Yet, whether she wanted me to force her to have sex or if she wanted to control us having sex, it was always something different whenever we had sex. In the way that it sometimes is with my mother, sister, and aunt, having sex with my cousin was never the boring same.
Seemingly, just as my mother and sister felt more comfortable fucking me when they knew what to expect, my aunt felt more comfortable making love to me instead of fucking me or just having sex for the sake of having sex. Emily was different. As if a game she played, she wanted to not only cum but also, she wanted to have a better orgasm each time. As if maintaining score by keeping track of the sensation of her sexual orgasms in her head, she somehow knew how to make each sexual orgasm not only last longer but also how to make them better.
It wouldn't surprise me if my cousin, an avid reader, read every book on sexual orgasms, such as Barbara Keeling's Super Sexual Orgasm and How to Make Love All Night. Just as she read the Woman's Book of Orgasm: A Guide to the Ultimate Sexual Pleasure by Tara Barker, she read Tantric Orgasm for Women by Diana Richardson. Part of her sexual library was Amy Cooper's, The Everything Orgasmic Book, Becoming Cliterate by Laurie B. Mintz, Female Ejaculation and the G-Spot: Not Your Mother's Orgasm Book. Yet, with Emily's mother, Patricia, as sexual as she was her daughter, the later book could be my aunt's book too.
My cousin rode me as if she was busting a wild horse. Then, turning the sexual table on her, I rolled her over and forced her arms to the bed by holding her firmly by her wrists. As if forcing her to fuck me, which I never had to do, I fucked her hard and fast. I fucked her as hard and as fast as I could. I continued fucking her until she was on the verge of having a sexual orgasm.



Whenever she complained that I was hurting her, my signal that I wasn't, I fucked her even harder and faster. With her returning my hard, fast humps, I fucked my cousin as hard and as fast as she wanted me to fuck her. Whereas, I was able to get my mother, my sister, and my aunt to cum within just a few minutes, my cousin wanted to have marathon sex. Most times, it took her an hour of hard fucking to cum. Sometimes it took her 2 hours of sweaty humping to finally get her to scream her sexual pleasure.
I don't know how she was able to do it but she withheld her orgasm. Even though fucking my cousin was enjoyable, it was exhausting. After half an hour of fucking her, I couldn't wait until she said that she was cumming. After an hour of fucking her, ready to give up, she finally showed signs of cumming.
'God help me. This woman is sexually insatiable,' I thought while continuing to hump her harder and faster.
Just when I was about to stop, she gave alive. As if melting in my arms, she was finally on the verge of cumming.
'Thank you, Jesus,' I thought.
As if we were making a baby, God forbid, she smiled up at me while I smiled down at her.
"Romeo. Oh, Romeo. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Stick your big prick deeper. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me."
Finally getting her off, I was glad that I'd have a week to recover from fucking Emily.
* * *
My name is Michael and I like wearing costumes, especially Halloween costumes. I was never keen on Halloween and/or on wearing costumes until something bizarre happened to me more than four-years-ago. Now, my favorite time of year, I love Halloween and enjoy dressing up in costume.
Yet, always confounding me, whenever I tried deciding which costume to wear for Halloween, I thought of all the costumes that people wear every day. Without any of us realizing it, not just on Halloween, so very many people are dressed in costume daily. Moreover, when hiding behind their costumes, as if their costumes are who they are and/or who they've become, most of us are unable to see past their costumes. Consequently, we have no idea who people are that we see and take for granted every day.
As if they're wearing masks, everyone who wears uniforms hides behind their costume. We think of them as who they portray to be while being disguised in costume. Some may think what people wear to work are not costumes but uniforms. Yet, whether calling it costumes or uniforms, in the way that what they're wearing changes their personalities, they are indeed wearing costumes. Most times, once we see their costume, as if they're wearing masks, we don't even take the time to look behind the uniform and to see the person. We judge them by who we think they are.
"Cop. Pig. Priest! Pervert. Child molester." We identify people by what they're wearing. As if constantly judging books by their covers, what people where gives us clues to who we think they are.
Accepted norms that are part of our everyday life, there are lots of uniforms that we may not deem are costumes. Businessmen, businesswomen, lawyers, politicians, and government officials wear suits as their costumes. Judges wear long, black robes. Police officers, firemen, and U. S. postal employees wear uniforms that could be perceived as costumes, especially when we dress up like them for Halloween. Priests and nuns wear elaborate costumes as part of their religious rites and rituals. Even though the Son of Jesus Christ wore only a long, off-white robe, God never wore such an elaborate costume as do the grandiose bishops, cardinals, and popes.
The military, the Army, Navy, Air Force, Marines, and Coast Guard are all resplendently dressed in uniforms that could be perceived as costumes. Doctors are dressed in their starched white, lab coats and the nurses wear sexy outfits and colorful scrubs. Repairmen, whether gas, electric, cable, home repair, or auto repair all have their own costumes that include a name patch to help identify one from the other. Then, there are the costumes that fast food workers must wear for McDonalds, Burger King, Wendy's, Kentucky Fried chicken, Subway, Dunkin Donuts, Starbucks, Pizza Hut, Panera Bread, Domino's Pizza, or Jack in the Box.
My point is, giving us false impressions as to who they are, as if they're in disguise, we're surrounded by people wearing costumes every day. Even brides, grooms, and members of their wedding party are all in costume. Those attending a funeral, usually dressed in all black, are in costume just as those dressed in their best clothes on Easter Sunday or marching in a parade are wearing costumes too. With so many people hiding behind what they wear, seemingly, every day is a masquerade party. Seemingly, every day is Halloween. Seemingly, everyone is hiding behind a mask.
Actors, actresses, singers, and dancers wear costumes to perform their roles on stage and on screen. There are even costume designers. Just as actors and actresses receive Oscars for their roles, costume designers receive Oscars for designing the best costumes. People wearing costumes are everywhere.
Costumes and uniforms are such an integral part of our everyday life that most times we don't even notice them. Imagine how different life would be if everyone walked around wearing the same clothes as they do in North Korea. What if men wore bathrobes over their pajamas and women wore bathrobes over their nightgowns in public, weather permitting, of course. How would we ever define and identify them then?
"911. What's your emergency?"
"I've been robbed," said the man on the phone.
"Can you describe who robbed you?"
"Yes, it was a man and a woman. The man was dressed in blue pajamas with a blue robe and the woman was dressed in a pink robe over a pink nightgown," said the man.
"Well that narrows it down," smirked the 911 operator.
Think about it. Other than a comedian preforming on stage, have you ever seen a clown without a costume? What's the first thing that a bank robber does? He wears a costume, otherwise known as a disguise. In the way that people hide themselves behind masks, whether real or imagined, they hide their real selves when wearing costumes.
Batman, Superman, Spider-man, Captain America, Iron Man, Supergirl, Wonder Woman, Daredevil, Aquaman, Hulk, the Green Arrow, and even the Lone Ranger all wore costumes as their disguise. Yet, who are these people behind their masks and beneath their uniforms, costumes, and disguises? Do we know? We don't know. We have no idea. Clark Kent couldn't be any different than his alter ego, Superman, just as Bruce Wayne couldn't be any different from his alter ego, Batman. People hide who they are by wearing costumes every day.
Interestingly enough, I've noticed that people will do the most bizarre things when in costume. Firemen run into burning buildings. Police officers chase criminals. Postal workers deliver mail no matter the weather. Judges judge and priests preach, seemingly everyone does what they love to do while wearing a costume.
As if it's not them and costumes are their excuses to do anything from robbing a bank, to acting like a clown, to saving people, to having sex, costumes are responsible for people's strange behaviors. As if hiding behind a costume is their justification, people do bizarre things while in costume. This story is about the latter, having sex, then it is about any of the former reasons why people wear costumes.
* * *
Halloween is the day officially designated for dress-up, make-believe, and for wearing a costume. Other than the uniforms that people wear to work, Halloween is the day that most people wear costumes. From children dressing in costume to collect candy to adults dressing in costumes to attend Halloween and masquerade parties. Then, there are those swingers' functions where swingers dress in costume to have sex with strangers. This is a Halloween story about costumes, specifically about Halloween costumes that my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin wore and the incestuous things they did when in costume.
This true story first took place four-years-ago when I was 22-years-old and living with my 44-year-old mother, Christine, and my 24-year-old sister, Donna. I was suddenly the man of the house after my father took off and never returned with a waitress he met while long-distance trucking in North Dakota. Shortly thereafter, my 42-year-old aunt, Patricia, and her 23-year-old daughter, Emily, moved in with us after my aunt divorced her husband for cheating on her.
More of a nightmare than it was a sexual fantasy, I lived in a three-bedroom house with four women and one bathroom. Hopefully, lucky for me, I thought that, maybe now, I could see something of my mother, my sister, my aunt, and/or my cousin that I was forbidden to see and shouldn't see. Unfortunately, unlucky for me, other than a few up-skirts flashes and down-blouses peeks, I hardly saw anything, no naked tits, no naked asses, and no naked pussies.
Fortunately, lucky for me, I had my own bedroom, my masturbation haven where I masturbated over imagining my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin naked and having sex with them. Unfortunately, unlucky for me, I always had to wait to use the bathroom. God help me, if it wasn't my mother hogging the bathroom, then my sister, my aunt, or my cousin were doing something in the bathroom with the door closed and locked.
"Please?" Knock, knock, knock. "C'mon." Knock, knock, knock. "I really have to pee."
Constantly horny, I'd be lying if I said that I never tried to see my mother, my sister, my aunt, and/or my cousin in their panties and bras, topless, or naked. If only for fodder for my masturbation sessions, I continually tried to see whatever I could see of any of them, all of them, every day. Sexually frustrated, I'd be lying if I said that I never deliberately exposed myself to my mother, my sister, my aunt, and/or my cousin. I flashed my penis to my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin many times while making my cock flashes appear accidental instead of deliberate.
"Oops, sorry. Please knock the next time," I said while standing in my room naked and expecting my mother, my sister, my aunt, or my cousin to open my bedroom door without knocking.
Planned in advance, I acted as if I didn't know my mother, my sister, my aunt, or my cousin would open my bedroom door without knocking while carrying up my folded load of laundry in time to catch me naked. Whether deliberately dropping my towel after showering or arranging for my flaccid or erect cock to appear from my pajama pee hole, I was always showing them what I wanted them to see of me. Masturbating over it all later, it was sexually exciting to flash my mother, sister, aunt, and cousin.
Something they never did and obviously would never do, I only wished they'd flash me. It was fun to see their surprised looks and their awkward reaction to seeing my exposed prick. Blessed and cursed with a household full of sexy women, even allowing them to catch me masturbating more than once, I was as much of an exhibitionist as I was a voyeur. I only wished that they were exhibitionists too.
I perversely and incestuously continued flashing them my flaccid and/or erect cock. Hoping that they'd return the favor and show me what I wanted to see of them and hopefully wanted me to see of them, they never flashed me any part of their beautiful, naked bodies. I masturbated every day, multiple times a day, over all that they saw of me and all that I imagined seeing of them. Other than seeing a few up-skirt flashes of their panties and down-blouse peeks of cleavage and bras, I was unsuccessful in seeing any part of the bodies of the women who lived with me.
As if they knew that I was peeping, spying, and looking to see what I could see of their sexy and shapely bodies, their built-in radar discouraged their exhibitionism and thwarted my voyeurism. Sexually frustrated while living with four sexy, beautiful women was any testosterone filled, young man's dream. A masturbating cum machine, I continually masturbated my sexual frustration every day, multiple times a day, while living with these four women. Always horny, I considered installing pinhole cameras in their bedrooms and in the bathroom but, making me feel too much like the incestuous pervert that I obviously was, I never did.
Ready to give up, it wasn't until I realized that something strange happened when I was wearing my Halloween costume and my mother, sister, aunt, and cousin were wearing their Halloween costumes too. Just as there's something mystical about Halloween and something magical about Halloween costumes, there's something so bizarrely sexual about wearing Halloween costumes on Halloween, too. I can't explain it and call me crazy but, from my personal experiences, even if they're blood related, especially if they're blood related, women become aggressively horny and overtly sexual when wearing Halloween costumes.
'Go figure,' I thought while scratching my head over all that happened to me over a four-year period when my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin were wearing their Halloween costumes.
* * *
The story first started with my mother four-years-ago and continued with my sister three-years-ago. Oddly enough, the same bizarre thing that happened with my mother and sister, happened again with my aunt two-years-ago and my cousin last year. The only explanation that I could think of why they'd have sex with me were their Halloween costumes. As if they were in disguise while pretending to be someone else, Halloween costumes were the key and the one common denominator to my incestuous, sexual successes with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin.
As tall as they were shapely back then, my Mom and aunt were MILFs and still are MILFs. They both have shoulder length, brown hair, beautiful, brown eyes, and C cup breasts. My sister and cousin looked much like younger versions of their mothers then as they still do now. If I had to pick which one I'd want to continue to have sex with, I'd have a difficult time choosing. I'd want to have sex with all four of them, something that I eventually did over four years while, you guess it, they were wearing their Halloween costume. This is an unbelievable but true story.
Four-years-ago, I overheard my mother, Christine, talking to her sister, Patricia. I was upstairs in the hall about to come downstairs but lingered where I was to listen to their conversation. My Mom was telling her sister that she was invited to and was attending a Halloween, costume party.
"I'm going to the party dressed as a sexy, X-rated nurse," said my mother to her sister with a laugh.
'A sexy, X-rated nurse? My Mom would make for a good, sexy, X-rated nurse,' I thought. 'I'd love to see my mother dressed as a sexy, X-rated nurse.'
Allowing my imagination to run away with me while my hand was stroking my stiff prick, I imagined my mother wearing a low-cut, short nurse's costume. I imagined my Mom as my sexy, X-rated nurse while giving me a sponge bath. I imagined my mother's big breasts practically spilling out of her uniform and her getting soap bubbles all over the tops of her big breasts and down her long, line of cleavage. I imagined pulling my mother in the bathtub with me. Getting her all wet, I imagined her getting me all clean.
"I always wanted to be a nurse," said my aunt but, as you know, I got pregnant with Emily and that interrupted my education plans.
Curious to see the nurse's costume that my mother chose to wear, I could only imagine the sexy, X-rated nurse's costume my mother would wear for her Halloween party. Allowing my imagination to run wild and get the better of me, it sexually excited me to think of my mother dressed as a sexy, X-rated nurse. Actually, nurses' uniforms aren't very sexy but short and low-cut nurses' Halloween costumes are very sexy.
'How hot would that be to see my Mom dressed as a sexy, X-rated nurse,' I thought? 'How hot to see something of my mother that I've always hoped to see but have never seen.'
Even though I wasn't invited to attend the Halloween party with my mother, just for laughs, on the slim chance that she'd invite me to attend the Halloween party with her, I dressed as a doctor to surprise her. All I needed to dress as a doctor was a long, starched white, lab coat, a name tag that read, Dr. Michael, that I made with my label maker, and a statoscope that I bought at the second-hand store. Hours before she was to leave for the Halloween party, my Mom was in her bedroom with her door closed as if she was having a private, dress rehearsal to see how she'd look in her X-rated nurse's costume.
'I'm so sexually excited to see my mother dressed as an X-rated nurse,' I thought to myself while standing outside of her bedroom door.
Listening at her bedroom door, I waited before barging in her room without knocking and appearing in her room dressed as a doctor. I was hoping to catch my mother in her panties and bra. I was hoping to catch her topless. I was hoping to catch her naked. Alas, she was already dressed in her sexy, X-rated, nurse's costume.
'How hot would that be to see my mother in her bra and panties?' I could only imagine. 'How hot would that be to see my mother topless? I'd love nothing more than to see her naked breasts. How hot would that be to see my mother naked? I'd love to not only see her naked breasts but also her naked pussy and her naked ass,' I thought before barging in her bedroom unannounced.
With my hand holding her bedroom door knob, I was so nervous. Listening again, I couldn't tell if she was dressing or undressing. I wondered what she was doing. I hoped she was standing there in her bra and panties. I'd love to see my mother in her panties and bra. I hoped she was standing there topless. I've love to see her big, naked breasts. I hoped she was standing there naked. I'd love to see my mother's naked ass, tits, and pussy.
"Nurse. Nurse. Where are you? I need your help," I said quickly opening her bedroom door without knocking and walking in her bedroom as if she was my wife and I was her husband. "Nurse. Nurse."
As soon as I saw her, she was a sexy, sexual vision. As soon as I saw her, she gave me an erection. As soon as I saw her, I imagined removing her nurse's costume and stripping my mother naked. As soon as I saw my Mom dressed as an X-rated nurse, I wanted to have sex with her.
I was hoping beyond hope to catch my mother dressing. I was hoping to see more of her than I've ever seen of her before. I was hoping that my sexual, incestuous fantasies would come true of seeing some part of my mother's naked body that I've never seen before. At the very least, I was hoping to see some part of my mother so that I could masturbate over whatever I saw later.
Unfortunately, denied seeing my mother's underwear clad, topless, or naked body, she was already wearing her nurse's, X-rated Halloween costume. Yet, her nurse's costume was low-cut enough to show her long, line of sexy cleavage and was short enough to show her shapely thighs. As soon as I saw her dressed in her X-rated, nurse's costume, I gave her a lustful look and a lascivious smile. As if reciprocating my sexual interest and something my modestly moral mother had never given me before, as soon as she saw me dressed in my doctor's costume, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Michael," she said with a laugh while giving me the eye as if I was her doctor and she was my nurse. "Where'd you get that costume?" She laughed while giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look again. "I love it. You look like a real doctor. You look like a young, handsome, soap opera doctor on General Hospital," she said giving me the once over again as if I was standing before her naked.
Undressing her with my horny eyes, I stared at my mother in the way that she stared at me. Showing more of her big breasts than I've ever seen before, her nurse's costume was indeed sexy. I stared at her long, line of sexy cleavage that commanded my attention of her partially unzipped uniform. With her short uniform stopping at mid-thigh, I stared at her long, shapely legs. As if she was a dark-haired version of "Hot Lips" Houlihan played by Loretta Swit in M*A*S*H, I felt my cock erecting its approval to how hot my mother looked dressed as a sexy, X-rated nurse.



"Thank you," I said returning her sexy smile with my sexy smile and her naughty look with my naughty look.
* * *
There was something different about my mother. In the way that my mother had never looked at me before, as if giving me the eye, she looked at me now as if I was her Halloween date instead of her son. It was then that I wondered if my mother was going to ask me to escort her to the Halloween party. I'd love to attend a Halloween party with my mother as her escort, especially with her dressed as a sexy, X-rated nurse.
I imagined her getting drunk enough to have my wicked, sexual way with her sexy, shapely body on the way home. I imagined parking somewhere secluded and romantic. I imagined kissing my mother, French kissing her and her returning my kisses while I felt her through her nurse's costume. I imagined unzipping her nurse's costume to expose her bra clad breasts and her white, bikini panties.
"You look hotter than Hot Lips Houlihan," I said while wishing that I could see her showering naked in the way that Hot Lips was deliberately exposed showering naked to the men at camp.
The only real chance of having sex with my mother, I figured that this was the extent of our exchange, that is until my mother spoke again.
"You make a good-looking doctor," she said looking me as if I was a stranger instead of her son. Then, adding to my horniness and encouraging my incestuous attraction to my mother by teasing me and giving me an erection, she said something that totally shocked me. "If you were my doctor," she said with a long and thoughtful pause as if she was rethinking what she was about to say. "I'd allow you to strip me naked," she said with another sexy smile and a wink while biting her lip.
I couldn't believe she said what she said. I'd love nothing more than to unzip and remove her nurse's costume before removing her bra and panties. As if I wasn't horny enough, now with the image of stripping my mother naked, I wanted to strip my mother naked. Preoccupied with the images of removing the clothes she normally wears, her blouse, her skirt, her bra, her panties, and stripping my mother naked, I laughed a nervous laugh before saying what I said.
"You make me wish I was your doctor," I said while wondering if she'd continue this sexy, pillow talking game.
'I'd love to strip you naked,' I thought and wishing that I had the nerve to say what I was thinking.
This was my mother and not some mature woman that I picked up on the street. Then, as if imagining her saying it, she said what I still can't believe she said. She said what I was thinking.
"If you were my doctor," she said giving me another naughty look along with a submissive smile, "I'd have sex with you." Then, she leaned up to me as if about to tell me a secret. "If you were my doctor, I'd blow you," she said in a whisper. "I'd suck your cock," she said looking up at me with her big, brown eyes as if she was waiting for me to kiss her.
'What? No way. I replayed everything through my mind as if I had recorded all that she said. 'If I was my mother's doctor, she'd allow me to strip her naked? If I was my mother's doctor, she'd have sex with me? If I was her doctor, she'd blow me? She'd suck my cock? Are you kidding me? Holy Hell,' I thought. 'What's come over my mother?'
Who is this woman? My mother never talked to me like that, especially not about sex, and especially not about having sex with me and giving me a blowjob. Now, I wish I had gone to medical school instead of graduating with a liberal arts degree. Maybe if I was a real, medical doctor with a degree in medicine, my mother would allow me to examine her naked body while having sex with her sexy, MILF of a figure. Maybe my mother would blow me. Maybe my mother would suck my cock.
Wishing that I was her doctor, she made me wish that I was her doctor instead of her son. Wishing that she would have sex with me, she made me wish that she'd invite me to the Halloween party. I'd love nothing more than to be with my mother while driving her home when she was drunk and I was horny. I'd love nothing more than to find out if my mother really would suck my cock. I'd love nothing more than to go parking with her under the false pretense that I was too drunk to drive.
'Let's park here, Mother,' I imagined saying. 'I'm too drunk to drive. Maybe if we made out, I'd feel better,' I imagined saying. 'Maybe if you continually French kissed, you'd dilute the alcohol with your saliva and I'd be sober enough to drive,' I imagined saying to my drunken mother and her believing me enough to continually French kiss me. 'Maybe if you blew me, Mom, in the way of sucking a snake bite, you'd suck out the alcohol by having me cum in your mouth,' I thought an even more ridiculous thought. I imagined unzipping myself and pulling out my stiff prick. 'Suck my cock, Mom. Blow me. Suck me sober.'
In the same way that I'd love to make out with my mother, I'd love for my mother to blow me. Suddenly, instead of feeling like her son, I felt as if I was playing an acting role as a doctor in an X-rated version of the General Hospital, soap opera. I was as horny as I was emboldened by what my mother had just said about me stripping her naked, having sex with her naked body, and her blowing me as if I was really her doctor.
Now I couldn't help but imagine her doctor stripping her naked. I couldn't help but imagine her doctor seeing, touching, and feeling her big tits. I couldn't help but imagine my mother in her doctor's examining room wearing nothing but a skimpy, revealing, backless hospital gown. I couldn't help but wonder if my mother already had sex with her doctor and already sucked his cock.
As if giving her an innocent hug, taking this opportunity to make my move, I walked behind her to wrap my arms around her slim waist. Then, as if I was soliciting her for sex, and I was, I pressed my growing erection against her shapely backside. I could feel my erection penetrating her ass crack through her Halloween costume and through her panties. As much as I could feel her shapely ass against me, I knew she could feel my hardening cock against her. Being that she was already sexually solicitous of me, I couldn't help but wonder if she was thinking what I was thinking.
'Does my mother want me to strip her naked? Does she want to have sex with me? Would she really suck my cock? As much as I'd love to see my mother naked, I'd love for her to suck my cock,' I thought.
I looked at my mother as if she wasn't my mother but a woman that I picked up at a bar and who brought me home to her house.
"You make a good-looking nurse, Mom," I said whispering in her ear while still holding her and hugging from behind.
My mother smelled and felt so good. I couldn't get enough of pressing my horny body against her shapely body.
"Thank you, Doctor Michael," she said continuing her roleplaying game of doctor and nurse.
Consumed by all she had said, overwhelmed with a sudden sexual attraction for my mother, I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to touch and feel her through her Halloween costume while kissing her. I wanted to strip her naked. I wanted to have sex with my mother. I wanted her to blow me. Hoping she'd allow me to strip her naked, have sex with her, and suck my cock, I continued pretending that I was her doctor instead of her son.
"Nurses wished they looked as beautiful, as shapely, and as sexy as you do in this nurse's costume," I said laying it on thick. "If you were my nurse, I'd love you to give me a sponge bath." Then, following her lead, I said what I'd never thought I'd say to my mother. "If you were my nurse, I'd strip you naked," I said pausing to watch her reaction to imagining me stripping her naked. Then, going for broke, I confessed what I sexually wanted to do to my mother. "If you were my nurse, I'd lick your pussy while fingering your pussy," I said.
As if I was a contestant on Groucho Marx's game show of old, You Bet Your Life, and said the magic word, swooning with my incestuous words, my mother melted in my arms. I waited for her to push me away. I waited for her to admonish me and even slap me across my face for saying what I said about wanting to lick and finger her pussy. Instead, she turned her head to look at me and smiled at my sexually inappropriate, lustful confession.
Just as I couldn't believe my mother said what she said, I couldn't believe that I reciprocated in kind and said what I said. How dare I talk like that to my mother? Yet, she didn't seem to mind me wanting to strip her naked and/or lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. If anything, she seemed sexually aroused.
Was she sexually teasing me? I couldn't tell. Was she soliciting me for incestuous sex? I didn't know. This was my mother and not some drunken, cougar of a whore that I picked up at a bar and who brought me home to her house.
"Thank you, Doctor," she said with a giggle and a wiggle of her shapely ass against my obvious erection.
In the way that she pressed and wiggled her shapely ass against my erection that tented my pants, when I grabbed and held her by the side of her hips, I could imagine fucking my mother doggie style. I'd love nothing more than to bend her over her bed, raise her nurse's costume, and pull down her panties and stick my stiff prick in her wet cunt. I'd love nothing more than to fuck my mother. I'd love nothing more than to hear and see my mother having a sexual orgasm.
* * *
Alone in the house with my mother while my sister, my aunt, and my cousin were still at work, this was it. This was my chance to see how far I could go with my mother. After what she said about what she'd do if I were her doctor, this was my engraved invitation, at the very least, to feel my mother through her Halloween costume. Perhaps, with me being a pretend doctor wearing a Halloween costume too, she'd allow me to strip her naked and have sex with her naked body. Maybe she'd even blow me.
'I'd love to feel her and touch her everywhere a son should never feel and touch his naked mother. I'd love to see my mother naked. I'd love to lick and finger her pussy,' I thought. 'I'd love to make love to her before fucking her hard and fast. I'd love to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock,' I thought. 'I'd love her to blow me.'
Pretending that I was a degenerate doctor and she was my naughty nurse, I took one, slow, sexual step at a time. Expecting her to stop me and while waiting for her to stop me, I moved my horny hands down and around my mother's shapely hips to see how far she'd allow me to touch and feel her shapely ass. Going where no son should ever go with his mother, I took a chance that she wanted me to touch and feel her through her Halloween costume as much as I wanted to touch and feel her through her sexy nurse's uniform.
What did I have to lose? Either she'd welcome my incestuous touches or she'd reject them. Maybe after she made the first sexual move in telling me that if I was her doctor she'd allow me to strip her naked, have sex with her, and blow me, that she was waiting for me to make the next incestuous move. If I didn't touch, feel, and grope my mother now, I'd surely regret not touching, feeling, and groping her later. If she rejected my incestuous advances, by touching, feeling, and groping whatever I could of her now, at least I'd have something to masturbate over later.
As if she was a woman other than my mother, daring myself to do so, I touched her ass. When she didn't stop me from touching her ass, I felt her ass. Then, when she didn't stop me from feeling her ass, I groped her ass as if I was a pervert on the subway. When she still didn't slap my hand away, I squeezed her ass and I slapped my mother's ass through her nurse's costume and panties. I couldn't believe that I was feeling, groping, squeezing, and slapping her shapely ass. I couldn't believe that she was allowing me to feel, grope, squeeze, and slap her shapely ass.
As if she was a sexy nurse instead of my morally, modest mother, I felt as if I was her depraved doctor sexually molesting her instead of her son sexually and inappropriately touching and feeling her. I couldn't believe that I had the audacity to have my wicked, sexual way with my mother's ass through her nurse's, Halloween costume. Shocked as much as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that my mother was allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her ass.
After having my inappropriate, sexual way with my mother's ass, I wondered if she'd allow me to have my inappropriate, sexual way with her breasts too. I'd love nothing more than to touch, feel, and fondle my mother's big tits through her Halloween costume. I'd love to finger her nipples through her bra.
Only, one step at a time, I didn't want to go too fast too soon. It was enough that I was having fun with my mother's ass. If I touched and felt her breasts too, she may reject me. She may put an end to my incestuous groping fun. It was one thing to touch and feel my mother's ass but sexually something else entirely to feel my mother's big tits too.
Having never touched my mother in such a sexually inappropriate way before, waiting and expecting her to do so, she surprised me when she didn't slap my groping hand away. Instead of discouraging my sexual touches, gropes, and feels, she encouraged my sexual touches, gropes, and feels. She obviously enjoyed being touched as much as I enjoyed touching her. Building up the courage to continue sexually assaulting my mother, I couldn't wait to touch and feel her big tits in the way that I was touching and feeling her firm ass.
As if I was fucking her from behind, she surprised me by encouraging me to touch and feel her even more by leaning forward and wiggling her ass to my touches, gropes, slaps, and squeezes. Obviously, my mother wanted me to continue feeling, groping, slapping and squeezing her ass through her sexy nurse's uniform as much as I wanted to feel, grope, slap, and squeeze her ass through her Halloween costume. My mother had such a firm, round, shapely ass. I loved feeling her sexy ass.
Encouraged to do so by her wiggling against my erection that tented my pants, I was tempted to move my horny hand under her costume to feel her panty clad ass and pussy. Encouraged to do so by her not stopping me by slapping my hand away, I was tempted to lift the back of her costume and push down her panties. If this was anyone else but my mother, we'd be having sex by now. Yet, this was my mother and I was making my sexual moves on uncharted ground.
I only wished I could touch and feel her breasts in the way that I was touching and feeling her ass. I love my mother's big tits. Yet, afraid to do so, I didn't want to prematurely spoil my fun. Tempted to reach around her, I'd love to unzip her uniform. I'd love to feel her big breasts and finger her emerging nipples through her bra. Only, not wanting to rush things and ruin my chances, I needed to take things slow.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. My mother is obviously enjoying my feeling, groping, squeezing, and slapping her ass through her nurse's costume. I wonder if she'd allow me to feel her tits too through her Halloween costume.'
Then, taking my chance by seizing my opportunity, I went for broke, I moved my hands in front of her while staring over her shoulder at her exposed cleavage and at the huge impressions her breasts made in her costume. Going with the flow to see how far she'd allow me to go after she allowed me to feel her ass, I summoned the courage to feel her breasts through her Halloween costume. Slowly and carefully, as if I was a pickpocket lifting a wallet, I reached around her and touched her breast ever so stealthily and ever so gently before squeezing her big tit, first one and then the other.
I felt, cupped, fondled, and squeezed one breast before I felt, cupped, fondled, and squeezed her other breast. I couldn't believe I was feeling my mother's breasts. I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to feel her breasts. In the way that I felt her ass, I felt her breasts. Moving my hands all over her big tits, I squeezed them, groped them, and fondled them.
When I felt her breasts, expecting her to slap my hand away from her tits in the way that I expected her to slap my hand away from her ass, she surprised me when she didn't. Moreover, I could tell by her breathing that my mother was as sexually excited as I was incestuously horny. After feeling her ass and now her breasts, I wondered what else she'd allow me to do. My imagination ran wild with all of the incestuous, sexual things that I'd love to do with my mother's beautiful body.
Expecting her to do so, I waited for her to put a stop to my incestuous groping. Then, when she didn't stop me, I continued feeling both her breasts with both my horny hands. As soon as her nipples made their appearances known by pushing against my palms, I felt her hard, erect nipples through her nurse's costume and bra with my fingertips. After feeling my mother's shapely ass through her Halloween costume, I couldn't believe I was feeling my mother's big tits while fingering her erect nipples, too.
* * *
'I don't believe this. I can't believe I'm feeling up my mother. I can't believe my mother is allowing me to touch and feel her in such a sexually inappropriate way,' I thought. 'I go from never having any sexual interaction with my mother to this. If it wasn't enough that she allowed me to touch, feel, grope, squeeze, and slap her ass, I can't believe she allowed me to feel her breasts while fingering her nipples through her nurse's costume and bra.'
Expecting her motherly admonishment, I expected her to slap my hand away from having my sexual way with her tits, in the way that I expected her to slap my hand away from having my sexual way with her ass. Only, in the way that she encouraged me to feel her ass by wiggling her ass against my erection, she encouraged me to feel her breasts by swaying as if she was dancing. Obviously aware that I was feeling her breasts in the way that she was obviously aware that I had felt her ass, she stared down at my hands feeling her big breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her costume and bra.
As if giving me not only her permission but also her approval to go where no son should ever go with his mother, she stared up at me and smiled. Obviously, my mother was aware what I was doing in feeling her ass and tits through her clothes. Obviously, my mother wanted me to feel her ass and tits through her Halloween costume as much as I wanted to feel her ass and tits through her sexy, X-rated nurses uniform.
Then, when I walked around her to face her, she turned the tables on me. If it wasn't enough that she allowed me to feel her ass and her tits, she surprised me by reaching her hand down and under my lab coat to grope my growing erection through my pants. My mother was feeling my cock through my pants. Something that I had always imagined her doing while masturbating over the sexual fantasy of having sex with my mother, I couldn't believe my mother was feeling my cock through my pants.
Sexually teasing me with her fingertips by fingering the head of my cock in the way that I sexually teased her by fingering her nipples through her costume and bra, she made me harder and hornier. As if taking hold of a cucumber in a supermarket, she took hold of my dick with her hand through my pants. She continued fondling my stiff prick through my pants. As if she was mapping my cock with her fingers, she traced the girth and the length of my erection.
In the way that I was feeling up my mother, my mother was feeling up me too. Even though she was my mother and I was her son, obviously what was good for the goose was good for the gander. As much as she obviously wanted me to touch and feel her and as much as I wanted her to touch and feel her, she obviously wanted to touch and feel me as much as I wanted her to touch and feel me.



'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'I never thought she'd allow me to feel her ass and feel her breasts while fingering her nipples. I never thought she'd reach down to feel my cock through my pants. Even though I masturbated over fantasizing having sex with my mother, I never thought she'd want to have sex with me.'
I looked at her while wondering why she allowed me to touch and feel her shapely ass and her big breasts now in the way that I always wanted to touch and feel her through her clothes before. I wondered why she suddenly had the sexual urge to feel my erection through my pants in the way that I always wanted her and imagined her feeling my erection through my pants. Unless she was just horny, with us pretending that we were someone else, the only thing different from before was that we were both dressed in Halloween costumes. As if we weren't who we were but someone else, my mother was my sexy nurse and I was her handsome, young doctor.
Perhaps, in the way that my sexual fantasy was feeling my mother through her clothes, maybe her sexual fantasy was me feeling her through her clothes. Perhaps, in the way that my sexual fantasy was my mother feeling my cock through my pants, maybe her sexual fantasy was feeling my cock through my pants. I could only hope and imagine that we were on the same sexually, incestuous page.
Perhaps, with her pretending that she was a nurse having sex with her doctor overruled the fact that we were mother and son. Perhaps, in the way that I didn't need any encouragement to have sex with my mother, she needed the encouragement of roleplaying her sexual fantasy while in costume to have sex with me. Perhaps, as if she was really a nurse instead of my mother, her Halloween costume was all the encouragement that she needed to allow me to touch and feel her while she touched and felt me.
* * *
"Mom," I said not knowing that else to say while accidentally calling her Mom instead of nurse.
The last thing that I wanted was to awaken her from her sexual fantasy. The last thing that I wanted was her to stop groping my cock through my pants in the way that I continued groping her ass and tits through her costume. Yet, instead of questioning her motives, I confessed what I was thinking while hoping to further inspire and encourage her sexual fantasy.
"Yes, Doctor," she said continuing to play her role as my sexy nurse instead of my MILF of a mother.
Glad that she was still in character, I was glad that I hadn't ruined her doctor and nurse roleplaying, sexual scenario.
"With you my nurse and me as your patient instead of your doctor, I always wanted to play patient and nurse with you. Now that I'm older, I'd love to play doctor and nurse with you," I said while waiting for her reaction to my sexual proposition.
As if she had a temperature and my cock was a thermometer, I'd love to stick my cock in my mother's mouth and take her temperature. I'd love to stick my prick in my mother's cunt and further explore the heat of her beautiful body. If only she'd suck me, I'd lick her. If only she allowed me to make love to her, I'd fuck her.
She gave me the same sexy smile and naughty look that she did when I first walked in her bedroom dressed as a doctor. While hoping to see what I shouldn't see of my mother, allowing me to feel her ass and her breasts through her clothes was much better than just seeing my mother in her panties and bra, topless, or naked. Just as I couldn't believe she allowed me to feel her ass and tits through her clothes, I couldn't believe that she groped my cock through my pants.
Maybe if our sexual foreplay continued, she'll allow me to see her naked body too. Maybe she wanted me to see her naked as much as I'd love to see her naked. Maybe if our doctor and nurse sexual scenario continued, she'd suck my cock. I'd love nothing more than for my MILF of a mother to give me a blowjob. I'd love nothing more than to cum in my Mom's mouth.
Then, if what she sexually said wasn't enough, if what she sexually allowed me to do wasn't enough, and if her groping my erection through my pants wasn't enough, she shocked the shit out of me when she kissed me. My mother kissed me not as her son but as if I was her boyfriend, her husband, or her lover. Something I had imagined her doing every time I masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with her, I couldn't believe my mother kissed me.
"Well," she said giving me her sexy smile. "Now is your chance to play doctor and nurse," she said surprising me yet again by encouraging me with not only her words but also with her actions and with her kiss.
When I returned her kiss with my kiss, she further surprised me by parting my lips with her tongue. My mother was kissing me. I couldn't believe my mother was kissing me. My mother stuck her tongue in my mouth. I couldn't believe my mother stuck her tongue in my mouth. My mother was French kissing me. A sexy dream come true that I thought of whenever masturbating myself while sexually fantasizing over having sex with my mother, hard to wrap my head around it, I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother was French kissing me.
"Mom," I said swooning by her French kiss while forgetting to call her nurse. "Mom," I said again and was all that I could say when she continued French kissing me again and again.
If it wasn't enough that I was already allowed to feel up my mother, I couldn't believe she was making out with me. I couldn't believe I was making out with my mother. Not allowing this sexual opportunity to get away from me, I took her French kisses as my green light to continue my unplanned and unexpected, sexual seduction of my mother. I couldn't wait to see how far she'd allow me to go in undressing her. Hoping that she'd allow me to strip her naked, I'd hope she'd allow me to have sex with her sexy and shapely naked body.
While waiting for her to end this madness and expecting her to stop me, I hoped she didn't notice me unzipping her Halloween costume until she was completely unzipped. I'd love nothing more than to see something of my mother that I've never seen before. I'd love nothing more than to see my MILF of a mother in her bra and panties. I'd love nothing better than to explore my mother's sexy and shapely body through her bra and panties with my horny hands.
* * *
Breaking the zippered chain, opening them one by one, I slowly unzipped the teeth of her nurse's uniform. Continuing to unzip her while staring down at what I could see of her, she stared down at all that I could see of her too. Obviously aware that I was unzipping her, seemingly as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited, she seemingly enjoyed being exposed. Obviously, she was just as sexually aroused showing me her underwear clad body as much as I was sexually excited seeing my MILF of a mother in her bra and panties.
When she didn't stop me from unzipping her nurse's costume, shocked that she didn't prevent me from exposing more of her cleavage, her low-cut bra, and her white, bikini panties, I unzipped her nurse's costume all the way down. With her standing there with her bra and panties exposed to my incestuously horny eyes, never had I seen as much of my mother as I was seeing now. I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to expose her beautiful, nearly naked, underwear clad body to my incestuously, horny eyes.
As if I was dreaming or imagining all that I was seeing while masturbating myself, I couldn't believe my eyes. Thinking that she'd stop me from staring at all that I could see of her, I waited for her to zip up her costume and deny me any more views of her low-cut bra and bikini panties. I waited for her to put a stop to me staring at all that I could see of her beautiful, nearly naked body. Thinking that she'd cover her nakedness with her arms and hands, thinking that she zip up her costume, when she didn't show any sexual inhibitions and/or motherly modesty, I was emboldened to do more.
Not wasting time making my next sexual move, in case she changed her mind, I moved my hands inside her costume and wrapped my arms around her naked waist. I pulled her closer and kissed her while reaching down to cup her firm, panty clad ass with both hands. Then, I reached my arm back around her to feel her tits through her bra with my left hand before reaching down with my right hand to cup my mother's pussy through her panties with my right hand.
'I can't believe I'm seeing my mother in her bra and panties. I can't believe I'm cupping my mother's pussy through her panties,' I thought.
As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe I was feeling my mother's body through her underwear. If she pushed me away now, after feeling her panty clad ass, her bra clad breasts, and panty clad pussy, at least I'd have plenty to masturbate over later. Yet, instead of telling me to stop, with her seemingly wanting me to touch and feel her as much as I wanted to touch and feel her, she wrapped her arms around my neck and continued kissing me.
'Oh, my God. This is so unbelievable,' I thought. 'My sexual fantasy come true, I don't believe this.'
Not stopping with kissing me, she felt my erect prick through my pants again. While she felt my erection through my clothes, in the way that I unzipped her uniform, she reached inside my lab coat and unzipped my pants. Just as I couldn't believe my mother allowed me to unzip her nurse's costume, I couldn't believe my mother unzipped my pants. Obviously, my mother wanted to touch my underwear clad cock as much as I wanted her to touch my underwear clad cock. Obviously, my mother wanted to feel me as much as I wanted to feel her.
'I'm shocked. I'm stunned. I can't wrap my head around this. I don't believe this. This is so unbelievable,' I thought. 'My mother wants to have her wicked, sexual way with my cock in the way that I want to have my wicked, sexual way with her ass, her tits, and her pussy.'
Still not stopping there, she seemingly was as incestuously horny as I was. I couldn't believe it when my mother reached her hand inside my pants to fondle my erect prick through my underwear. Even though I masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with my mother hundreds of times, never had I ever thought in my wildest, sexual fantasies that I'd be having incestuous sex with my mother. Never had I ever thought in my wildest, sexual fantasies that my mother would willingly, voluntarily, and consensually have incestuous sex with me.
* * *
Then, as if I was a real medical doctor giving my mother a breast exam, and as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I tucked my index finger beneath her bra. This was it, what I had been waiting for, hoping for, and fantasizing over while masturbating myself. The point of no return in crossing the incestuous line, while waiting for my mother to slap my hand away and waiting for her to stop me, I was about to expose her naked breasts to my horny eyes. I was finally about to see my mother's naked tits.
As if her bra was a magician's, magic curtain, ready to open Pandora's Box, I held my breath while lifting her bra and waiting to see what I had longed to see of my mother. As if her big breasts couldn't wait to see me, they flopped down in front of my horny eyes, first one and then the other. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's naked tits. They were so big and so shapely. She had such beautiful tits.
'Oh, my God,' I thought while filled with as much shock as I was consumed with sexual excitement. 'I'm seeing my mother's naked breasts. I can't believe I'm seeing my mother's naked tits. My sexual fantasy come true, her naked tits are right here before my horny eyes.'
As if I had never seen naked breasts before, I stared at her naked tits. Expecting her to pull down her bra any second, I leered at her areolas and at her nipples. As if committing the image of them to memory to masturbate over later, I ogled at the shape and the size of her natural breast and at every mole and freckle. Daring myself to touch them, I couldn't wait to touch them. Daring myself to feel them, I couldn't wait to feel them. Daring myself to finger her already erect nipples, I couldn't wait to finger her nipples. Daring myself to suck them, I couldn't wait to suck my mother's tits.
As if her nipples were high beamed headlights illuminating my horniness and sexual excitement, I felt my mother's tits with both hands. I was feeling my mother's naked breasts. I couldn't believe I was feeling my mother's naked breasts. I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to feel her naked tits. Not stopping there, I fingered her nipples, first one, then the other, and then both together as if I was playing a video game.
I pulled her nipples. I turned her nipples. I twisted her nipples. I pinched her nipples. I squeezed her nipples and I pulled her nipples out even more. Now, if she'd allow me the sexual pleasure, I couldn't wait to suck my mother's hard, erect nipples in the way that I couldn't wait for her to suck my hard, erect prick.
While waiting for her to stop me from having my wicked, sexual way with her tits, as shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe I was feeling my mother's naked breasts. As shocked as I was incestuously excited, I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to feel her naked breasts. While waiting for her to stop me, waiting for her to slap my horny hands away, as shocked as I was incestuously excited, I couldn't believe I was fingering my mother's hard, erect nipples. As shocked as I was sexually and incestuously excited, I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to not only feel her naked breasts but also finger her nipples.
Then, I tested the incestuous water by seeing how far she'd allow me to go. While continuing to feel her tits and finger her nipples with my left hand, I reached my right hand down to finger my mother's pussy through her panties again. If it wasn't enough that my mother allowed me to feel her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples, I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to feel her panty clad cunt again.
When she didn't stop me from sexually molesting her, I leaned down to suck her nipples, first one and then the other. While I felt her naked breasts, fingered her erect nipples, sucked her tits, and now fingered her pussy through her panties, she fingered my cock through my pants again. I couldn't believe I was sucking my mother's tits. I couldn't believe that I was having sex with my mother. I couldn't believe that my mother was allowing me to have sex with her. I couldn't believe my mother was having sex with me.
Going where no son should ever go with his mother, while waiting for her to stop me, I pushed her panty aside with my fingers. As if about to touch something so forbidden, so rare, so valuable, and so sacred, and indeed it was, I rubbed her clit while fingering her pussy. I couldn't believe I was fingering my mother's pussy while she continued fingering my cock through my underwear. As shocked as I was incestuously excited, I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to finger her pussy and have my wicked, sexual way with her wet, swollen cunt.
'This is unbelievable,' I thought while continuing to masturbate my mother. 'I can't believe this is happening.'
Showing her sexual excitement for me as much as I was unable to control my sexual excitement for her, she was as wet as I was hard. Obviously, as horny and as sexually frustrated as I was, and wanting this as much as I did, while masturbating my mother with my fingers, I had her moaning in no time. I continued feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples with one hand while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy with my other hand.
Unable to wrap my head around all that happened in such a short time, I couldn't believe I was masturbating my mother. I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to masturbate her. I couldn't believe I was having sex with my mother. I couldn't believe my mother was having sex with me. Hoping she'd allow me to go that far, I couldn't wait to lick her, make love to her, and fuck her. Praying that she would, I couldn't wait for her to blow me.
* * *
"Oh, doctor," said my mother as if I was her doctor instead of her son. "What are you doing to your nurse?" She laughed. "Just don't stop," she said in a lustful voice while whispering her sexual excitement in my ear. "I need to cum. I need you to give me a sexual orgasm, doctor. Rub my clit faster and harder while finger fucking my pussy deeper. Forget that I'm your mother, I need you to make me your dirty, whore of a nurse."
Having never heard my mother talk like that before, not wanting to release her from the doctor and nurse sexual, roleplaying scenario, I carefully measured my words. I played along with her while hoping that she'd allow me to give her a full and closer examination of her naked body. I'd love nothing more than to strip my mother naked. I'd love nothing better than to see my mother without her clothes. I'd love nothing better than to have sexual intercourse with my mother's naked body.
Only, I was still shocked by her sexual transformation. Was it all because she was wearing a nurse's Halloween costume and I was wearing a doctor's Halloween costume? Was it all because she was roleplaying a nurse instead of my mother and I was roleplaying a doctor instead of her son? If I knew that costumed roleplaying was the key to having sex with my mother, I would have dressed in costume while roleplaying years ago.
"I'm giving you the medical treatment that you need, nurse," I said staying in my role as her doctor. I was afraid to call her Mom, mother, or by name for fear of ruining her sexual fantasy. The last thing that I wanted to do was to jolt her back to reality. "Cum, nurse. Cum. That's your doctor's orders. Cum for your doctor."
Seemingly with her as horny as I was and, obviously, with her sexually wanting me as much as I incestuously wanted her, my mother reached her hand inside my underwear and fondled my naked prick. I couldn't believe my mother had my erect dick in her hand. After fondling my prick in my underwear and, when unable to stroke me because of the tightness of my briefs, she pulled out my cock.
She looked down at my naked prick in the way that I looked down at her naked tits. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe she pulled out my stiff prick. My mother was holding my naked penis in her hand while staring at it. Unable to wrap my brain around my mother holding my erect cock in her soft, motherly hand, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my swollen penis.
While waiting for her to make her next incestuously, sexual move, I stood motionless while wondering what she'd do next. Would she just hold my cock in her hand or would she fondle the head of my prick? Would she stroke my prick? Would she masturbate me in the way that I was masturbating her? Would she allow me cum all her hand? Would she move to her knees and take me in her mouth? Would she suck my prick? Would she allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth? I hoped for the latter instead of the former. I hoped my mother would suck my prick while stroking my prick and allow me to cum in her mouth.
Just as I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to masturbate her, I couldn't believe my mother was holding my cock in her hand. Then, as if she was waiting for me to stop her, which I never would, she slowly stroked my cock while I fingered her pussy. As if my prick was breakable, she ever so gently and lovingly stroked me. Never in a million years did I ever think that my mother would masturbate me while I masturbated her. Never in a million years did I ever think that my mother sexually wanted me as much as I incestuous wanted her.
Rubbing her clit faster and harder, I fingered her pussy deeper while leaning to take my mother's nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other. As soon as I finger fucked my mother deeper while sucking her nipples, as if I had just lit her fire, she grew even more sexually animated. As soon as I continued French kissing her while feeling her tits, fingering her nipples, and finger fucking her pussy, she seemed ready to cum.



Just as I had a difficult time trying to wrap my head around that I was masturbating my mother, I had a difficult time trying to wrap my head around that my mother was masturbating me. Well passed my knuckles, my fingers of my right hand were buried deep in her pussy while the fingers of my left hand were fingering her erect nipples and fondling her big breasts. My mother was ready to cum while continuing to stroke me faster and harder. I couldn't believe my mother was going to cum. I couldn't believe my mother was going to make me cum too.
"Oh, Michael," she said breaking form with the doctor and nurse sexual, roleplaying scenario. "What naughty, sexual things are you doing to your mother?"
Forgetting about her being my nurse and me being her doctor, I was overwhelmed with incestuous lust that I was now having sex with my mother. If it wasn't enough that I saw my mother's naked tits, I felt her naked tits while fingering her nipples. If it wasn't enough that I cupped my mother's pussy through her panties, now I was rubbing her clit while finger fucking her naked cunt. If it wasn't enough my mother felt my erection through my pants, she unzipped me, pulled out my cock, and was stroking me. If it wasn't enough that I was masturbating her, she was masturbating me.
"Cum, Mom, cum. I want to give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers," I said whispering my lustful desire in her ear. "Cum, Mom, cum. I want to see and hear you cum before I make love to you and then fuck you."
* * *
As if suddenly awakened from her sexual fantasy, no longer playing the roles of doctor and nurse, she was well aware of what we were doing. She looked at me with wide-eyed shock in the way that I looked at her with sexual excitement. She looked at me with red-faced shame in the way that I looked at her with incestuous lust. Hoping that I wasn't premature in confessing that I wanted to make love to her before fucking her, I hoped I hadn't ruined things between us. Fearing that she was going to stop me from continuing to masturbate her, I feared that she wouldn't even cum.
"You may masturbate me, Michael, but we mustn't make love. I'm sorry for giving you the wrong idea by encouraging you but you can't fuck me, Michael. I'm your mother. You can't fuck your mother. That would be wrong. That would be illegal. That would be nasty. That would be incest," she said obviously having her own definition of what constituted incest. "Yet, once you get me off," she said pausing to look in my eyes before kissing me. "I'll blow you," she said. "Okay? I'll suck your cock."
If it wasn't enough that I was masturbating my mother, I couldn't believe my mother willingly, voluntarily, and consensually agreed to blow me. After I masturbated her, she said that she'd suck my cock. I was beyond sexual excitement by the prospect of my mother taking me in her mouth and sucking me while stroking me. While fondling her naked breasts and fingering her nipples, I'd love nothing more than for my mother to blow me. I'd love nothing more than to cum in her mouth while watching her staring up at me with her big, brown eyes and watching her swallow my cum.
Obviously, my mother didn't think that my masturbating her and her blowing me was wrong, nasty, illegal, and incestuous. Now looking forward to a motherly blowjob, an understatement, I rubbed her pussy harder and faster while fucking her deeper with my fingers. I couldn't wait to give her a sexual orgasm. I couldn't wait for her to cum. Willing to give up making love to her before fucking her, I couldn't wait for her to take me in her mouth and suck me.
Yet, wanting to enjoy the sexual moment a little longer, the last thing that I wanted to do was to rush this. I wished that I had more time to spend having sex with my mother. Alas, running out of time, I had no choice. My sister, aunt, and cousin would be home from work soon.
"Cum, Mom, cum," I said eager for her to cum so that she could blow me before the rest of our family arrived home from work. "Cum, Mom, cum." I knew that once my everyone arrived home, my mother wouldn't blow me. She'd never suck my cock with everyone in the house. "Cum, Mom, cum," I said encouraging her to have her sexual orgasm so that I could have my sexual orgasm too.
In that unguarded moment, she looked at me as if she was my girlfriend instead of my mother. She kissed me as if I was her lover instead of her son. She looked at me and kissed me with as much sexual excitement as I looked at her and kissed her with incestuous lust. As if I was her long, lost baby, she held me tight while I continued rubbing and fingering her pussy. Obviously, she wanted to have a sexual orgasm as much as I wanted her to have a sexual orgasm.
"Michael! Oh, Michael. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Rub me harder. Rub me faster. Fuck me deeper with your finger," she said closing her eyes in sexual excitement with her mouth gaping open. "Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God, Michael. Oh, my God."
As if she fainted from the sexual excitement of me masturbating her, my mother fell back on her bed with her legs spread, her panties askew, and her glistening, wet pussy nakedly exposed. With my mother completely undone, her nurse's uniform was completely unzipped and her big tits were out of her bra. As if recording the sexual image of her to memory to continually masturbate over later, I stared at all that my mother was showing and all that I was seeing. This was my mother and not some mature woman that I picked up in a bar.
Not wanting to forget what my mother looked like nearly naked, I stared at my mother's brown, bushy pussy. I stared at her big, naked breasts, her dark pink, hard, erect nipples, and her light brown areolas. The first time seeing, touching, and feeling my mother's naked pussy and tits, I'd be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life. I so wanted to mount my mother, insert my stiff prick inside of her, and hump her. Wishing I could make love to her before fucking her, yet, not wanting to ruin things between us, I'd settle for her promised blowjob.
Instead of her blowing me, with me so sexually aroused, overwhelmed with incestuous lust for my mother's cunt, I fell between my mother's shapely legs. I finger her pussy while leaning down to lick her pussy. I was eating my mother's cunt. I couldn't believe I was eating my mother's cunt. I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to give her oral sex.
'I can't believe I'm eating my mother's cunt,' I thought to myself. 'I can't believe my mother is allowing me to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy.'
The more that I licked her and the deeper that I fingered her, the more she wiggled her ass on the bed. Even in my wildest, sexual fantasies of having incestuous sex with my mother, never had I imagined her being as sexually aroused from my licking her cunt. Licking her faster, I licked her harder. Licking and licking her while finger fucking her, once she had her orgasm, I couldn't wait to mount her. I couldn't wait to make love to her before fucking her. I couldn't wait for her to blow me after I fucked her.
"I love licking your pussy, Mom. I love eating your cunt," I said hoping not to turn her off by my sexual pillow talk but to sexually aroused her even more.
As if she was a man and I was a woman, she put her hands to the back of my head and pulled me forward. She mashed my face all over her warm, wet pussy. Drenched with my mother's vaginal secretions, I had my mother's juices in my mouth, up my nose, and all over my face. I continued licking her in the way that I couldn't wait for her to fuck me before sucking me.
"Oh, Michael. Michael. You're going to make me cum again. Michael. Michael," she said. "Don't stop. Please don't stop. Lick me faster. Rub my clit harder."
As soon as she stiffened her legs and stopped breathing for a few seconds, I knew she was silently cumming. Not only had I given my mother a sexual orgasm with my fingers but I gave her a sexual orgasm with my tongue. Now, I couldn't wait to give my mother a sexual orgasm with my cock. I couldn't wait to make love to my mother. I couldn't wait to fuck my mother. I couldn't wait for my mother to blow me. I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth.
I stood to remove my pants and underwear while wiping my face with a small hand towel. I couldn't believe I masturbated my mother. I couldn't believe I ate my mother. I couldn't believe I gave my mother multiple orgasms. I couldn't believe that I was about to make love to my mother and fuck my mother before she sucked my cock.
* * *
True to her word, as soon my mother had her second sexual orgasm, once she recovered from enjoying the afterglow of sex, she sat up in bed in front of me. While staring up at me with her big, brown eyes, she took my erect prick in her soft, motherly hand again and stroked my cock before taking me in her warm, wet mouth. My prick was in my mother's mouth. If it wasn't enough my prick was in my mother's hand, I couldn't believe my prick was in my mother's mouth.
Not believing what I was seeing, it was difficult for me to wrap my head around that my mother was blowing me. While my hard, hairy prick was in my mother's mouth, she continued staring up at me with her beautiful, brown eyes while stroking me and sucking me. I couldn't believe my mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe my mother was sucking my cock while stroking my cock. I couldn't believe my mother was giving me a loving, motherly blowjob, the best blowjob I ever had in my life.
"Oh, Mom. Mom. Suck my cock. Blow me, Mom. I need to cum," I said hoping she'd allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth.
Forgetting about making love to her before fucking her, I was enjoying her blowing me. She stared up at me with her beautiful, brown eyes while stroking me faster and sucking me deeper. Never in my wildest, sexual fantasies did I ever think that my mother would blow me. Yet, here she was sucking my prick as if she was some drunken whore that I picked up at a club.
"Cum, Michael, cum. Cum in Mommy's mouth. I need to taste you. I need to swallow you," she said. "Cum, Michael, cum," she said temporarily removing my prick from her mouth to speak. "I can't believe I'm sucking your cock but I can't help myself," she said with a dirty laugh. "I love sucking your prick, Michael," she said kissing my prick while licking my prick and before returning my prick to her mouth again. "In the way that you gave Mommy sexual pleasure, I want to give you sexual pleasure."
As soon as I put a gentle and loving hand behind my mother's brunette, pretty head, I humped her mouth and fucked her face. As soon as I humped her mouth and fucked her face harder, unable to stop myself and wishing that I could have made her blowjob last longer, I exploded a gush of warm, oozy cum in her mouth. I ejaculated my cum in my mother's mouth. I couldn't believe I ejaculated my, warm, oozy load of cum in my mother's beautiful mouth.
While continuing to stare up at me as if sexually teasing me, she swallowed me while licking me clean. Then, she stood to kiss me. She kissed me as if she was my lover instead of my mother and I was leaving for a tour of duty overseas. I couldn't believe I had sex with my mother. I couldn't believe she voluntarily, willingly, and consensually had sex with me. I couldn't believe my mother sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum.
Thinking that my mother was now my forbidden lover, I couldn't wait to strip her naked. I couldn't wait to mount her. I couldn't wait to make love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her hard and fast. I couldn't wait to have sex with her every day, twice a day. I couldn't wait to do every sexual thing that I always wanted to do with my mother.
I couldn't wait to make love to her in every room of the house and in every position that I could think of while fucking my mother harder and faster. I couldn't wait to cum in my mother's cunt in the way that she allowed me to cum in her mouth. I couldn't wait to give my mother a sexual orgasm with my cock. Only, shocking me yet again by pulling the plug to my sexual excitement, she surprised me with what she said next.
* * *
"We must never speak of this," she said. "As far as I'm concerned, this never happened. This was a once in a lifetime thing, Michael. We can never do this again," she said pointing her index finger at me as if accusing me of forcing her to have sex with me. "Never, Michael. Never. Never again. Do you hear me? Do you understand? What we did is wrong. What we did is nasty," she said scolding me as if this was all my fault. "What we did is forbidden. What we did is illegal. What we did is incest."
Thinking that she was sexually teasing me after incestuously exciting me with a blowjob, when I tried to kiss her, she turned her head and pushed me away. When I tried to fill her hand with my still, erect prick, she pulled her hand away. Then, when I groped her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples, she slapped me hard across the face.
My mother slapped me. I couldn't believe my mother slapped me. After getting me so sexually aroused, after sucking my cock, and after allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth, I was tempted to slap her back. I was tempted to push her back on the bed and fuck her. Only, she was my mother and not some drunken whore that I picked up in a bar.
After feeling so happy, so sexually aroused, and so incestuously satisfied, I felt so rejected. A fluky, one-time incestuous abnormality, my mother no longer sexually, wanted me. She didn't want to have sex with me ever again. This was the first and the last time that she'd be giving me a hand job. This was the first and the last time that she'd be giving me a blowjob. As soon as it began, it ended.
As shocked as I was when my mother allowed me to masturbate her and eat her cunt, I was shocked that she never wanted to have sex with me ever again. She'd never allow me to sexually touch her again while kissing her. She'd never allow me to strip her naked. Not that she ever did, but she'd never allow me to make love to her. Again, not that she ever did, but she'd never allow me to fuck her. Just once, before she pulled the incestuous, sexual plug, I would have loved to fuck my mother.
"Mom," I said filled with as much sexual excitement as I was filled with sexual frustration and disappointment. "Mom, please? Let me make love to you. I need to make love to you. Please allow me to fuck you. I need to fuck you, Mom. Please, Mom. Please? I want to give you a sexual orgasm with my cock in the way that you gave me a sexual orgasm with your mouth."
A strange request to ask a mother to make love to her son before fucking him, but I thought after I masturbated her, ate her, and she blew me that we were beyond being just mother and son. I thought we were lovers. Instead of allowing me to sexually touch her again, she pulled down her bra, straightened her panties, and zipped up her nurse's uniform. As quickly as it began it was over. As if the sex between us never happened, no longer playing her role as my nurse, she was my morally, modest mother.
"No, Michael. No. This never happened and will never happen again," she said. "Get out of my room so that I can finished getting ready for the Halloween party."
'What the fuck just happened?' I had no idea. 'What the fuck was that about? How can she expect me to act as if this never happened after she allowed me to masturbate her? How can she expect me to act as if this never happened after she blew me and allowed me to cum in her mouth?'
I felt so rejected. As strange as it was sexually exciting, yet not a total disappointment, as least I got to see my mother's big tits, feel her breasts, finger her nipples, and suck her nipples. At least I got to masturbate my mother while she stroked me. At least I ate her cunt. Something I'd be masturbating over for the rest of my life, at least I got her to blow me.
In the way that she already acted as if it never happened, as if it was nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe that I ejaculated my cum in my mother's mouth and she swallowed my cum. Perhaps, one day, she'd come around. Perhaps, one day, she'd change her mind about having sex with me. Perhaps, if I got her drunk, she'd allow me to make love to her before fucking her.
'So be it. It is what it is,' I thought. 'You're such a bitch, for sexually teasing me and incestuously leading me to think we were going to have a sexual relationship instead of a one-night stand. You're such a bitch for making me think that we'd be lovers and that you sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted you.'
I left her room bewildered. I couldn't believe all that happened would never happen again. The ever-obedient son, as if having sex never happened, I never kissed, touched, or spoke to my mother about what happened that Halloween four-years-ago. Yet, it was difficult living in the same house with a woman who I wanted sexually but couldn't have.
Every time I looked at her, I imagined her on her bed with her pussy and breasts nakedly exposed. Every time I looked at her, I imagined kissing her and feeling her naked breasts and fingering her nipples while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. Every time I looked at her I imagined masturbating and eating her cunt. Every time I looked at her, I imagined her sucking my cock while staring up at me. Every time I looked at her, I stared at her red, full lips while remembering cumming in her mouth.
* * *
I spent the next year masturbating over all that sexually and incestuously happened between my mother and I. Reliving it over again in my mind, I masturbated over French kissing her and her French kissing me. I masturbated over touching and feeling her through her nurse's costume. I masturbated over unzipping her Halloween costume, feeling her big tits, and fingering her erect nipples through her bra while reaching down to cup her pussy through her panties.
I masturbated over seeing my mother's naked breasts and seeing her naked pussy. I masturbated over masturbating my mother. I masturbated over seeing her naked breasts and naked pussy while rubbing her clit and sucking her nipples. I masturbated over masturbating my mother's pussy in the way that I masturbated over eating my mother's cunt.
If that wasn't enough to get me off, I masturbated over my mother feeling me through my pants, unzipping me, and holding my prick in her soft, motherly hand. I masturbated over her stroking me while sucking me as I humped her mouth and fucked her face while she stared up at me with her brown eyes. I masturbated over cumming in her mouth and her swallowing my cum. Suffice to say that I didn't stop masturbating over my MILF of a mother until my sexy sister told me the next year that she was dressing as Cinderella for a Halloween party that she was attending.
"Cinderella? Hmm. My sexy, big sister is dressing as Cinderella. She's wearing a costume,' I thought. 'Maybe what worked for my mother would work for my sister,' I thought. 'Maybe in the way that I had sex with my mother while in costume, in character, and roleplaying, my sister would have sex with me while in costume, in character, and roleplaying too.'
When I thought of my sister dressed as Cinderella, it was as if I had just awakened from my sexual fantasy of having sex with my mother to have a new sexual fantasy of having sex with my sister. I was just as sexually excited by the prospect of having sex with my sister as I was sexually excited by the thought of having sex with my mother. Maybe my big sister, Donna, was into costumed roleplaying too. In the way that I've always wanted to have sex with her, maybe my sister would want to have sex with me too. Worth the try, with everything to gain, what did I have to lose?



'Why not? Conveniently, we lived in the same house together. Neither of us were in a committed relationship. No doubt, my sister was just as lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated as I was,' I thought. 'Maybe she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Hopefully, like mother, like daughter, maybe she was into costumed roleplaying too.'
It was then that I wondered how much my sister was like my mother. Hopefully, when it comes to sex, especially when it comes to sex, like mother like daughter. Wanting to repeat the roleplaying phenomenon, I wondered if my sister would act as sexy and as sexual as my mother acted when wearing her Halloween costume. I wondered if my sister was into roleplaying in the way that my mother enjoyed roleplaying and pretending that we were both someone else while having sex with me when in costume. I wondered if my sexy sister would have sex with me this year in the way that my MILF of a mother had sex with me last year.
Being that my mother and sister are much alike, I wondered if what worked on my mother would work on my sister. Going for broke and with nothing to lose but the price of renting a Halloween costume, and seemingly with every incestuous thing to gain, I rented a Prince Charming costume to compliment her Cinderella costume. Ready to surprise her and hopefully sexually arouse her in the way that I sexually excited my mother, I dressed in costume when my sister was getting ready for her party in her bedroom with her door closed.
In the way that I had hoped to catch my mother but was unsuccessful with my attempt, I hoped to catch her dressing and hoped to see something of her sexy and shapely body that I shouldn't see of my sister. In the way that I hoped to see my mother in her bra and panties, I hoped to see my sister in her bra and panties too. I'd love nothing more than to see my sister, Donna, topless.
'How hot would that be to see my sister's naked tits,' I thought. 'I'd love to see her naked breasts. I'd love to see her naked. How hot would that be to see my sister naked? I'd love to see my sister without her clothes.'
In the way that I did with my mother, I did with my sister. By barging in her room, I hoped to catch her indisposed. Something I never did with my mother or my sister, I entered her bedroom without knocking. Instead of being erotically surprised to see her without her clothes, I was surprised to see her fully dressed in her Cinderella costume. With her looking better than I had imagined she'd look dressed as Cinderella, she was so beautiful. She was so sexy and I was so horny.
* * *
"My Prince," said Donna laughing as soon as I opened her bedroom door and she saw me dressed as Prince Charming. "Oh, my God. Where'd you get that costume? You look so handsome," she said giving me the eye. "You look so hot," she said staring at the bulge my cock made in my tight pants. "You look just like Prince Charming."
I reached out to take her gloved hand in mine. I kissed her hand in the way that I imagined kissing my sister's lips and in the way that I had already kissed my mother's lips. Unable to help myself from thinking incestuous thoughts, as soon as I touched my sister's gloved hand, I imagined her gloved hand wrapped around my cock in the way that my mother's hand was wrapped around my prick. I imagined her gloved hand stroking me. I imagined Donna's white, gloved hand masturbating me. I imagined cumming all over my big sister's white, gloved hand.
Instead of pushing me away and ordering me out of her room as she normally does, she gushed. As if aliens had replaced my sister with a cosmic clone, normally, my sister doesn't have the time of day for me but that night, she looked at me as if I was her date. She looked at me in the sexual way that my mother looked at me a year ago. I wondered if us wearing our Halloween costumes had something to do with her look of sexual interest.
Then, already ready to take the next, sexual step with my sister, I wondered if she was into roleplaying as much as our mother was. I wondered if she thought of us having sex was nothing more than a sexual fantasy than it was a reality should we go through with having sex in the way that my mother had sex with me. I wondered if just until reality ruined our sexual fantasy, if she'd be my Cinderella while allowing me to be her Prince Charming. I'd love to have sex with my sister in the way that I had sex with our mother.
"Cinderella," I said while already playing the role as her prince. Taking a big leap of faith while hoping she'd say yes, I took her gloved hand in mine again and asked her the question that I thought Prince Charming would ask her. "May I kiss you?"
As if I had said what she was thinking, she smiled an embarrassed smile. Was my sister wanting to kiss me in the way that I wanted to kiss her? Was my sister wanting to kiss me in the way that my mother wanted to kiss me? In the way that I had always wanted to kiss my mother, I had always wanted to kiss my sister too.
I'd love nothing more than to part my sister's lips with my tongue and French kiss her. I'd love nothing more than for my sister to part my lips with her tongue and French kiss me. I'd love nothing more than to make out with my sister while feeling her through her Halloween costume.
Yet, in the way that I was unsure with my mother, I was unsure with my sister too. The last thing that I wanted my sister to think of me as was an incestuous pervert. This was my blood related sister and not some woman I picked up at the mall. This wasn't a normal sexual attraction. I was hoping for an incestuous connection. I was hoping my sister, while dressed as Cinderella, even if only for a little while, would think of me as her Prince Charming.
In the way that I didn't know if my mother would allow me to kiss her while allowing me to feel her through her clothes, it was the same with my sister. I didn't know if my sister would allow me to kiss her while allowing me to feel her through her clothes. Even if she allowed me to kiss her, would she return my kiss? Even if she returned my kiss would she take the next sexual step and allow me to feel her through her clothes?
Unable to tell, I didn't know if my sister wanted to kiss me as much as I wanted to kiss her. Hoping she would, I didn't know if my sister wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Only, what did I have to lose? Even if she allowed me to kiss her, it was only a kiss, albeit a kiss between a brother and his sister.
A telling sign, I'd know more if she allowed me to part her lips with my tongue. I'd know more if she parted my lips with her tongue. I'd know more if she allowed me to grope her through her clothes in the way that my mother allowed me to grope her through her clothes while kissing her. Then, making the decision for me and as if daring me to kiss her, she surprised me with what she said next.
* * *
"Prince Charming would never ask my permission to kiss me. He'd just take me in his arms and kiss me," she said giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
She gave me the same expectant look of sexual anticipation that my mother gave me. She gave me a sexy look as if she expected me to kiss her and was anticipating my kiss. She gave me a naughty smile as if she wanted me to kiss her. She looked at me in the sexy way that my mother looked at me before we kissed. As if this kiss was fated, as if making out with each other was our destiny, I couldn't believe I was about to kiss my sister.
Taking that as her permission to kiss her, as if I was really her Prince Charming and she was really my Cinderella, I walked to my sister, looked deeply in her brown eyes, took her in my arms, and kissed her. I kissed my sister. Shocking even myself, I couldn't believe I kissed my big sister. Then, shocking me as much as I shocked myself, I couldn't believe my sister returned my kiss. My sexy sister was kissing me. My big sister was making out with me.
In the way that my mother parted my lips with her tongue, my sister surprised me by parting my lips with her tongue. In the way that my mother French kissed me the previous year, my sister French kissed me now. I couldn't believe my sister was French kissing me. In the way that I did with my mother, while hoping she wouldn't awaken from her costumed roleplaying, and as if this was our dress rehearsal, I didn't waste time just making out with my sister. Wanting more than just a kiss, I didn't want to miss an incestuous opportunity to have sex with my sexy sister.
I reached my horny hand down behind her and felt her ass through her Cinderella costume, slip, and panties with my left hand while feeling her big tits through her gown and bra with my right hand. I couldn't believe I was feeling my sister through her Halloween costume in the way that I felt my mother through her Halloween costume the previous year. Even more shocking, I couldn't believe my sister was allowing me to feel her through her Halloween costume. As if we were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of brother and sister, I couldn't believe I was feeling my sister's ass and tits while French kissing her.
In the way that I waited for my mother to stop me from kissing her while touching her, groping her, and feeling her, I waited for my sister to stop me from sexually molesting her. Expecting her to slap my horny hands away from her sexy and shapely body, when she didn't stop me, I continued kissing her while feeling her through her Cinderella costume. Then, in the way that my mother, Christine, shocked me by feeling me through my doctor's costume, my sister, Donna, shocked me when she reached her hand down to feel my growing erection through my Prince Charming costume.
'Wow! Holy Hell,' I thought. 'What is happening here?'
I couldn't believe my sister was feeling my growing erection through my costume. In the same way that my mother felt my cock through my doctor's costume the previous year, my sister was feeling my cock through my Prince Charming pants now. Encouraging me to touch and feel more of her while continuing to kiss her, her feeling my cock was my green light that she obviously wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
Like mother, like daughter, I couldn't believe that I was about to have sex with my sister in the way that I had sex with my mother. Like mother, like daughter, with her not wasting time with just kissing me, my sister unzipped me. If I wasn't shocked enough that my sister allowed me to kiss her while feeling her ass and her big breasts through her costume, she shocked me when she felt my prick through my pants and now unzipped me.
Then, when she stuck her hand in my pants to fondle my stiffening prick through my underwear, I stuck my hand down the top of her dress to feel her naked breasts beneath her gown and bra. In the way that I couldn't believe that I was feeling my mother's naked tits, I couldn't believe I was feeling my sister's naked tits. I couldn't believe I was feeling Donna's naked breasts while fingering her nipples. I couldn't believe she was allowing me to feel her naked breasts and finger her nipples while she continued feeling my cock through my pants.
Thinking that I'd ruin the Halloween costume spell of hopefully having sex with my sexy sister, I didn't dare ask her to remove her gown. I figured she needed her costume to stay in character while pretending that she was Cinderella instead of my sister. Instead of removing her costume, I lifted the back of her gown all the way up to her hips to feel her shapely ass through her panties. I couldn't believe I was feeling my sister's firm and shapely panty clad ass while exposing her white, bikini panties.
Then again, while waiting for her to stop me, when she pulled out my cock to stroke me, I moved my hand to the front of her to finger her pussy through her panties. I couldn't believe I was fingering my sister's pussy through her panties. I couldn't believe my sister had my cock in her hand and was stroking my prick. I couldn't believe I was having sex with my bitch of a big sister.
In the way that my mother had given me a hand job, my sister was giving me a hand job too. In the way that it was hard for me to wrap my head around my mother stroking me, it was hard for me to wrap my head around my sister stroking me. Yet, in the way that I had masturbated my mother and my mother had masturbated me, I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my sister and she was masturbating me. I just hoped she'd do more than just masturbating me while allowing me to do more than just masturbating her.
Unable to get over the shock of it all, I was totally stunned. I couldn't believe my sister was allowing me to feel her ass and finger her pussy through her panties with one hand while feeling her naked breasts and fingering her nipples with my other hand. Again, waiting for her to stop me in the way that I had waited for my mother to stop me, I pushed her panties aside in the way that I did with my mother's panties. As soon as I fingered her warm wetness, I was thrilled that she was already as wet as I was hard.
In the same way that I did with my mother, I rubbed my sister's clit and finger fucked her cunt with one hand and while continuing to feel her naked breasts and finger her hard, erect nipple with my other hand. I couldn't believe that I was finger fucking my sister. I couldn't believe I was feeling her naked breasts and fingering her nipples. It was one thing to get lucky with a woman I picked up on the street, but this was my sister.
I continued masturbating my sister in the same way that I masturbated my mother. My sister continued masturbating me in the same way that my mother had masturbated me. She was masturbating me in the same way that I was masturbating her. Hoping that by repeating what had happened with my mother with my sister that I'd understand this Halloween costume phenomenon, I was at a loss to explain it. In the way that I couldn't believe that I was having sex with my mother, I couldn't believe that I was having sex with my sister.
I couldn't help but wonder that if I masturbated her to a sexual orgasm if she'd suck me in the way that my mother blew me. Perhaps, unlike my mother, my sister would allow me to make love to her before fucking her. I'd love nothing more than to make love to my big sister. I'd love nothing more than to fuck my sexy sister hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock in the way that I was about to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers. I'd love nothing more than to have a long-term, sexual relationship with my sister.
'In the way that I wished my mother would have been, how hot would that be for my sister to be my forever lover,' I thought.
My sister was breathing harder. She was obviously very, sexually excited. She seemed ready to cum.
"Oh, Michael," she said falling out of her fantasy of thinking that I was her Prince Charming instead of her brother. "You're going to make me cum," she said as if teasing me and wanting me to make her cum. "If you continue masturbating me, Michael. I'm going to cum," she said in a sexually husky voice while whispering her incestuous lust in my ear. "Make me cum, Michael. Make me cum. Rub me faster. Rub me harder. Finger my pussy deeper," she said breathlessly.
In the same way that my mother stared in my brown eyes with her brown eyes, my sister stared in my brown eyes with her brown eyes. In the way that I couldn't get enough of my mother's MILF of a body, I couldn't get enough of my sister's sexy body. With me fucking her with my fingers deeper and rubbing her clit faster, I couldn't wait for her to cum. I couldn't wait to make love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her. After giving my sister a sexual orgasm with my fingers, I couldn't wait to pound my sister's pussy hard and fast until I gave her an orgasm with my cock.
"Cum, Donna, cum," I said. "I want you to cum. I want to hear you have a sexual orgasm. I want to watch you having a sexual orgasm. Cum, Donna, cum," I said again eager to make love to my sister before fucking her.
In the way that my mother was putty in my arms, my sister was putty in my arms too. As if she was swooning to my inappropriate sexual touches of feeling my sister's naked breasts, fingering her nipples, and finger fucking her naked pussy, she closed her eyes and put her head back. Seemingly, my sister, Donna, was enjoying being kissed, touched, felt, and fingered, as much as I was enjoying kissing, touching, feeling, and fingering her.
"Oh, Michael. Oh, Michael. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Rub me faster. Rub me harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Fuck me with your fingers, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck my cunt. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming," she said collapsing on her bed in the way my mother had done.
Like mother, like daughter, it didn't take my sister long to cum. Obviously, she was just as horny and sexually frustrated as I was. Ready to take the next step and go all the way, as soon as she had her sexual orgasm, I reached to pull down her panties but she stopped me. In the way that I wanted to make love to my mother before fucking her, I wanted to make love to my sister before fucking her too. Yet, not to be, after having masturbated my sister, seemingly all my sister would do after having her sexual orgasm was to kiss me and pet me.
"I need to be inside you, Donna," I said. "I need to make love to you. I need to fuck you hard and fast. I need to give you a sexual orgasm with my cock."
As if she had awakened from her sexual fantasy, she looked at me as if I was no longer Prince Charming but her stupid brother. She looked at me with more self-control than I had. She looked at me as if I was crazy for suggesting that we have sexual intercourse. Already, she looked at me as if the sex between us never happened even though it had just happened.
"No, Michael. No," she said shaking her head. "You can't make love to me. You can't fuck me," she said pausing while staring down at my erect prick.
I looked at her in the way that I had looked at my mother. I looked at her with love, lust, and sexual excitement. Then, I looked at her with disappointment and rejection. After having my wicked, sexual way with my sister's naked tits and nipples, and after finger fucking her pussy, I couldn't believe my sister wouldn't have sexual intercourse with me. I couldn't believe she wouldn't allow me to make love to her. I couldn't believe she wouldn't allow me to fuck her.
"I don't understand," I said looking at her as if she was nothing more than a cock tease. "Why not? Why can't I make love to you? Why can't I fuck you?"
I didn't understand what the difference was in her allowing me to kiss her, touch her, feel her, and masturbate her while she stroked me. In the way that my mother willingly blew me, I didn't understand why she wouldn't make love to me before fucking me then, in the way that my sister wouldn't make love to me before fucking me now. I was facing the same sexual conundrum and the same sexual impasse with my sister as I faced with my mother. As if I should know such things and respect such things, she made a face, rolled her eyes, and sighed. Then, she said what my mother had said.
* * *
"You masturbating me and me masturbating you is one thing but you making love to me and then fucking me is wrong. That's nasty," she said making a face as if she had just bitten into something sour. "Not only is that incest but also that's illegal. I'm sorry Michael but we can't have sexual intercourse. We're brother and sister. We're related by blood."
I looked at her with as much hurt as I looked at her with sexual frustration. Even though my sister willingly made out with me and allowed me to touch her, feel her, and masturbate her, she refused to make love to me and/or fuck me. I didn't understand. Just as my mother had a convoluted definition of incest, my sister had a convoluted definition of incest too.



"I'm so disappointed, Donna. I'm so sexually frustrated," I said. "I'm so horny." I looked at her with begging eyes. "Please let me make love to you. Please let me fuck you. Please let me give you another sexual orgasm, this time with my cock instead of my fingers."
Not daring to tell her that the same thing that happened with her, happened with our mother, I hoped that she'd reconsider and allow me to have sexual intercourse with her beautiful, naked body. She rolled her eyes again, sighed, and made a face of superiority before looking away in disgust. Then, she said what my mother had said when I wanted to make love to her and fuck her.
"Instead of you making love to me, instead of you fucking me, and instead of us having sexual intercourse," she said pausing as if she was reconsidering what she was going to say. She looked at me happy as if asking me if I wanted to go for ice cream, for a drink, or for a ride in the country. Then, she asked me what my mother had asked me. "What if I blew you? What if I sucked your cock? Would you like me to blow you? Would you like me to suck your cock, Michael? I don't mind doing that if you want me to," she said.
I looked at my sister in the same way that I had looked at my mother. I stared at my sister's lips while imagining my hard, hairy cock in her mouth. As if she was already blowing me, I imagined her stroking me while sucking me. In the way that I ejaculated my cum in my mother's mouth, I imagined ejaculating my cum in my sister's mouth. In the way that my mother swallowed my cum while staring up at me with her brown eyes, I imagined my sister swallowing my cum while staring up at me with her brown eyes too.
"Wait. You're willing to give me a blowjob instead of making love to me? Seriously? You'd really suck my cock?" I looked at her with feigned disbelieve, especially after my mother had said the same thing. "You'd rather suck me than to fuck me? Why?"
She shrugged while smiling and nodding her head.
"Sure. Why not? I can do that. I could suck your cock, if you'd like me to blow you," she said before adding the frosting to her sexual proposition of blowing me. "I'd even allow you to cum I my mouth," said giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile. Would you like that, Michael? Would you like to cum in my mouth?"
She stared in my brown eyes with her brown eyes while reaching out her hand to touch my cock and stroke my cock.
"Donna," was all that I could say.
Like mother, like daughter, she gave me the same sexy smile and naughty look that my mother had given me when asking me the same question.
"Would you like me to blow you? Would you like your big sister to suck you? Would you like to cum in my mouth, Michael? Would you like me to swallow your cum? Answer me Michael."
'Oh, my God, my sister was such a sexy bitch,' I thought. 'Indeed, like mother, like daughter. As if I'd say no, would I like her to blow me? Would I like her to suck me? Without a doubt. As if I'd reject her in the way that she rejected me by not making love to me and/or fucking me. Would I like to cum in her mouth? Duh? Fuck yeah. Of course.'
I couldn't believe that I was about to have sex with my sister in the way that I had sex with my mother. Obviously, not taking no for an answer, she asked me again if I wanted her to suck me. She asked me again if I wanted to cum in her mouth. As if asking me if I wanted a blowjob and wanted to ejaculate my cum in her beautiful mouth was as sexually exciting for her as it was for me, I couldn't believe my sister asked to blow me. I couldn't believe my sexy sister would willingly, voluntarily, and consensually suck my prick.
'I thought believe this,' I thought.
Too much to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe I made out with my sexy sister. I couldn't believe I felt her panty clad ass, felt her naked breasts, fingered her nipples, and fingered her pussy. I only wished I could have made love to her in the that I wanted to make love to my mother. I only wish I could have fucked my sister, Donna, in the way that I wanted to fuck my mother, Christine.
Actually, preferring a blowjob from my sister in the way that I preferred a blowjob from my mother, I acted as if I was disappointed about receiving a blowjob, when I wasn't. In the same way that I wanted my mother to blow me, I wanted my sister to suck me. Especially after cumming in my mother's mouth, I always wanted to cum in my sister's mouth too. If she wouldn't make love to me and if she wouldn't fuck me, I'd settled for a blowjob. I'd settle for cumming in her beautiful mouth.
"Okay," I said reaching out my horny hand to slide a slow finger across her red, full lips.
As soon as I touched my sister's lips with my finger, in the same way my mother had done, my sister took my finger in her mouth. While staring up at me with the same sexual lust that I stared down at her, she sucked my finger as if she was sucking my cock. Then, as if we had made a deal in the Devil's incestuous playground in Hell, assuming the position, Donna moved to her knees in front of me. It was uniquely strange staring down at the top of my sister's pretty head while she was poised on her knees in front of me.
Much different from the fairytale ending that I grew up reading as a child, I couldn't believe that my sister, Cinderella, was about to blow me, her brother, and her make-believe Prince Charming. I couldn't believe that my sister was about to suck my cock this Halloween in the way that my mother sucked my cock the previous Halloween. After having given my sister a sexual orgasm with my fingers, I couldn't believe she was about to give me a sexual orgasm with her hand and mouth.
A woman who always professed her hatred of me was now about to take my prick in her mouth. A woman who never had anything good to say about me was now about to allow me to cum in her mouth. I didn't understand why such a change in her dislike for me. Was it because we were both in our Halloween costumes while roleplaying our sexual fantasies? Or was she just horny and sexually frustrated, as horny and as sexually frustrated as I was?
* * *
Not wasting any time, my sister took me in her hand before she took me in her mouth. I stared down at her while she stared up at me. Something that I thought I'd never see, I stared at my hard, hairy prick filling her mouth and stretching her lips. In the way that I couldn't believe what I was seeing with my mother blowing me, I couldn't believe what I was seeing with my sister blowing me.
My sister was sucking my cock while stroking my cock. As if I was her boyfriend, her lover, her husband, or her significant other instead of her brother, my sister was giving me a blowjob. My sister wanted me and expected me to cum in her mouth. First with my mother and now with my sister, as if I was dreaming, I couldn't believe this was happening again.
I put a gentle hand behind the back of her pretty head to hump her mouth and fuck her face in the way that I humped my mother's mouth and fucked my mother's face. I couldn't believe my sister was blowing me. I couldn't believe my big sister was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe that I was about to cum in my sister's mouth in the way that I had ejaculated my cum in my mother's mouth. I was reliving my sexual fantasy, yet again.
"Cum Michael, cum," she said removing my erect cock from her beautiful mouth to speak. "I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said taking my cock in her mouth again to stroke me while sucking me. "Cum, Michael, cum."
As soon as she encouraged me with her words, with her hand, and with her mouth, in the way that I did with my mother, I did with my sister. Unable to help myself, wishing that I could have made her blowjob last longer, I exploded my cum in my sister's mouth.
"Donna. Oh, Donna. Don't stop. Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking me. I'm cumming, Donna. I'm cumming," I said filled with as much sexual desire for my sister as I still had for my mother.
After cumming in my sister's beautiful mouth, I was ready to take the next step. I was ready to make love to my sister before fucking her. I was ready to remove her panties, spread her legs and fill her cunt with my prick. I helped her to a standing position. Only, in the way that my mother did, when I tried to kiss my sister, she pushed me away.
"We must never speak of this," she said. "As far as I'm concerned, this never happened. This was a once in a lifetime thing, Michael. We can never do this again," she said just what my mother had said. "Never, Michael. Never. Never again. Do you hear me? Do you understand?"
I couldn't believe what she was saying. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. She repeated everything my mother had said. As if I was having sex with my mother, my sister took the same position on making love and fucking as my mother had. I couldn't believe my sexy sister was denying me her pussy in the way that my MILF of a mother denied me her pussy.
'I don't get it. I don't understand,' I thought. 'If she allowed me to masturbated her, if she blew me and allowed me to cum I her mouth, why won't she make love to me? Why won't she fuck me? What's the issue?'
Talking to my sister about making love to her and fucking her was just like talking to my mother about making love to her and fucking her. I couldn't believe it. I couldn't believe that first my mother and now my sister would willingly blow me, allow me to cum in their mouths, and swallow my cum but not have sexual intercourse with me. Not only couldn't I make love to my sister but also, I couldn't fuck her. What's the big deal? What's the difference? Incestuous sex is incestuous sex, isn't it? Wasn't the sex we just had incestuous?
"Okay, okay," I said not wanting her to rub anymore salt in my wound of sexual frustration.
I had already heard enough from my mother and now from my sister not to expect sex from either of them again. Obvious to me now, in the way that I'd never make love to my mother, I'd never make love to my mother and/or sister. Never would I fuck my mother and/or my sister. Never would my mother and/or sister blow me again. As quickly as this incestuous sex started, it was over.
Even though I took a step back away from her, she continued lambasting me as is she was the innocent victim in us already having incestuous sex and I was the pervert who forced himself on her. Even though I covered my ears with my hands, she continued to verbally attack. By slashing it to pieces with her tongue and with her words, she was ruining a beautiful thing. Obviously, just as I didn't see what was wrong with sex between a mother and her son, I didn't see what was wrong with sex between a sister and her brother.
"What we did is wrong," she said reiterating and clarifying herself. "What we did is forbidden. What we did is illegal. What we did is incest. What we did is nasty. Never will I ever have sex with you again, Michael. Do you hear me? Do you understand?"
In the way that she looked just like my mother when admonishing me, she sounded just like my mother when saying those hurtful things. As sexually excited as I was to make out with my sister, feel her tits, finger her nipples, and masturbate her pussy, I was confused. As much as I was sexually excited that my sister blew me and allowed me to cum in her mouth, I was sexually frustrated that she wouldn't allow me to make love to her and/or fuck her.
'What the fuck? I don't get it. I don't understand.'
* * *
Incestuously enough, in the way that I masturbated later over having had sex with my mother, I masturbated later over having had sex with my sister. When I wasn't masturbating over making out with my mother, feeling her tits, and fingering her nipples, I was masturbating over making out with my sister, feeling her tits, and fingering her nipples. When I wasn't masturbating over my mother masturbating me, blowing me, and cumming in her mouth, I was masturbating over my sister masturbating me, blowing me, and cumming in her mouth. When I wasn't masturbating over imagining making love to and fucking my mother, I was masturbating over imagining making love to and fucking my sister.
I continued to be as sexually aroused over the sexual thoughts of my mother and sister as I was horny and sexually frustrated. Thinking that the first time having incestuous sex with my mother and sister would be the hardest, I thought that the second time we had incestuous sex would be a cinch. With them both willingly crossing the incestuous line, I thought that they'd continue to cross the incestuous line.
'I don't get it. I don't understand why they wouldn't allow me to make love to them. I don't understand why they wouldn't allow me to fuck them. I don't understand why they wouldn't allow me to give them both a sexual orgasm with my cock in the way that I gave them sexual orgasms with my fingers,' I thought.
After my mother and sister opened Pandora's Box by having incestuous sex with me, I never thought they'd slam it closed never to have sexual relations with me again. If only I could make love to my mother and/or sister, I'd be happy. If only I could fuck my mother and/or sister just once, I'd be okay with them not having sex with me again.
Several months after having had sex with my sister, my aunt and cousin moved in to live with us after she divorced her husband. A bad economy, those who still had a job were working two part-time jobs with no benefits to pay the rent and buy food. Everything increased at a rapid pace except for salaries. With all five of us chipping in to support the one household, at least my mother still managed to keep a roof over our heads. Yet, five people living in a three-bedroom house was a bit crowded. One man living with four women with only one bathroom wasn't fun.
Then, as the next Halloween approached, I overheard my mother's sister, my aunt, Patricia, talking to her daughter, my cousin, Emily, that she was going to a Halloween party dressed as a TWA stewardess of old. In the way that my mother attended a Halloween party dressed as an X-rated nurse, and sister had gone to a Halloween party dressed as Cinderella, my aunt was attending a Halloween party dressed as a TWA stewardess. What was it with wearing Halloween costumes while pretending that they were someone else that obviously sexually titillated women?
'God, I love Halloween,' I thought. 'Admittedly, I never enjoyed wearing Halloween costumes before but I like loved wearing Halloween costumes now. Something that I never enjoyed, now I love playing dress up and make believe. Maybe in the way that I had sex with my mother and my sister while they wore their Halloween costumes and roleplayed, my aunt would have sex with me too while wearing her Halloween costume and roleplaying. How hot would that be to have sex with my aunt?'
* * *
In the way that my MILF of a mother and my sexy sister had already given me sex while wearing their Halloween costumes and roleplaying, I couldn't help but imagine my aunt giving me sex while wearing her Halloween costume and roleplaying. I couldn't help myself from imagining my aunt being as horny and as sexually frustrated as were my mother and my sister. Thinking that what worked for my mother and sister may work for my aunt, I was ready to sexually solicit my Aunt Patricia for incestuous sex.
In the way that I dressed as a doctor for my mother and dressed as Prince Charming for my sister, I rented a TWA pilot's uniform of old to surprise my aunt. When I looked at myself in the mirror, I looked just like an airline pilot. I looked like Leonardo DiCaprio in Catch Me If You Can when he dressed as a Pan American World Airways pilot. While dressed in her TWA stewardess costume, I wondered if my aunt would roleplay her being my stewardess and me being her captain.
In the same, unannounced way that I entered my mother's and my sister's bedroom, I entered my aunt's bedroom. In the same way that I was hoping to catch my mother and/or my sister dressing or undressing and catching them in their bras and panties, I was hoping to catch my aunt Patricia in her bra and panties. I imagined seeing my aunt topless. I'd love nothing more than to see her big tits. I imagined catching my aunt naked. I'd love to see her naked.
Sexually exciting myself, I imagined my aunt standing in front of her mirror naked. Just as I had imagined what my mother and sister looked like naked, I wondered what my aunt looked like without her clothes. I'd love to see her without her clothes. I love to see something of my aunt that I was forbidden to see. Even if I didn't have sex with my aunt in the way that I did with my mother and sister, I'd love to see my aunt naked.
'I'd love to see Auntie Patricia naked,' I thought while ready to barge in her bedroom without knocking.
I imagined my aunt standing in her bedroom without wearing any clothes. Giving me something more to masturbate over, in the way that I imagined my mother and my sister without their clothes, I imagined my aunt without her clothes too. Trying to discern if she was dressing or undressing, yet unable to hear what I was hoping to hear, I listened at her bedroom door before bursting in her room. Taking my chances by throwing caution to the wind and flinging open her bedroom door, I barged in my aunt's bedroom without knocking.
'Damn,' I thought, when I saw her already dressed as a TWA stewardess of old and standing in front of the full-length mirror while looking at herself. 'I must have just missed her getting dressed.
If only I had opened her door a few minutes earlier, I would have seen all that I hoped to see of my aunt's sexy and shapely body. I would have seen her in her panties and bra, topless, or naked. My aunt looked at me and burst out laughing. Obviously, especially when I laughed with her, she wasn't laughing at me but with me. Obviously, she appreciated my Halloween costume as much as I appreciated her Halloween costume.
"Captain," she said as soon as she saw me. Then, seemingly ripe for my sexual advances with her playing her role as stewardess and me playing my role as her captain, she put her hand to her hip and gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "Coffee, tea, or me, Captain?"
Oh, my God, a younger version of my mother, my aunt was so pretty. She was so sexy. I'd never kick this bitch out of bed for eating crackers. Not much of a choice, being that I already had my strong, black coffee and disliked weak tea, I was more than willing, eager actually, to give my aunt a try. Forget about a caffeinated beverage. My aunt was the addictive intoxicant that I wanted.
"You. I want you," I said giving her the eye while imagining unbuttoning the jacket of her stewardess costume in the way I unzipped my mother's nurse's costume and lifted the back of my sister's Cinderella gown. I imagined stripping off my aunt's stewardess uniform in my horny imagination. Only, with her costume an integral part of her roleplaying, sexual fantasy in having sex with me, I'd be unable to strip my aunt naked in the way that I was unable to strip my mother and sister naked. "I'd much rather have you than coffee or tea."
I looked at her as if I was really a pilot and her captain and she was really my stewardess and my obedient, subservient employee. Not wasting any time with small talk, in the way I already had done with my mother and sister, I stepped to my aunt, looked her in the eyes, took her in my arms, and kissed her. After having sexually kissed my mother and my sister, I couldn't believe that I was sexually kissing my aunt. With me figuring like mother, like sister, and like aunt, had I not kissed my mother and my sister, embolden with sexual passion, I may not have had the courage and the confidence to sexually kiss my aunt.
* * *
As brazen as I was sexually excited, a year later, I couldn't believe that I was making my sexual move on my aunt. As soon as our lips touched, in the way that my mother and my sister parted my lips with their tongues, my aunt parted my lips with her tongue. My MILF of an aunt was French kissing me. I couldn't believe my aunt was French kissing me. I couldn't believe I was French kissing my sexy aunt. I couldn't believe I was French kissing my mother's kid sister. Hard to wrap my head around what was happening, I couldn't believe I was French kissing my cousin Emily's mother.



As soon as my aunt parted my lips with her tongue, I felt her ass through her stewardess costume. When she didn't slap my hand away, I continued feeling my aunt's shapely behind. She had such a firm and shapely ass, as firm and as shapely as my mother's and my sister's asses. Then, when she continued French kissing me, I reached my hand around her to feel her big breasts through her blouse. My aunt's tits were just as big as and just as firm my mother's and sister's big tits. I couldn't believe I was not only making out with my aunt but also, I was feeling her ass and breasts through her clothes.
'This is unbelievable. I don't believe this,' I thought. 'What is it with wearing a Halloween costume?'
After my mother and my sister denied me the sexual pleasure of their pussies by not allowing me to make love to them before fucking them, I wondered if my aunt would grant me the sexual pleasure of her pussy. I wondered if my aunt would make love to me in the way that I wanted to make love to her sister and her niece. I wondered if my aunt would fuck me in the way that I wanted to fuck my mother and my sister. Then, cringing at the thought, I wondered if my aunt had the same, convoluted definition that my mother and sister had of what she considered was incest and what she deemed was incestuous sex.
If my aunt didn't surrender her pussy, I wondered if she'd stroke my cock while sucking my cock in the way that my mother and my sister had already stroked and sucked my stiff prick. I'd be lying if I said that I wouldn't enjoy my aunt blowing me. I'd love nothing more than to watch my aunt stare up at me with her brown eyes while sucking my prick. In the same way that I had already done with my mother and sister, I'd love nothing more than to cum in my aunt's mouth and watch her swallow my cum.
Yet, no matter if we made love, fucked, and/or if she blew me, I'd be happy making out with my aunt while touching and feeling her through her Halloween costume as I was happy making out with my mother and sister. As if I was really a pilot, it was sexually exciting feeling my aunt's ass and her breasts through her stewardess uniform while making out with her. As if I was really her captain, I'd love to give my aunt orders of a sexual nature.
My aunt had every bit as good of a body as my mother and sister did. I'd love nothing better than to get my mother and my aunt in bed together. How hot would that be to have a threesome with my mother and my aunt? Then, thinking of all the varieties of incestuous sex, I'd love to get my mother and sister in bed together. How hot would that be to have a threesome with my mother and my sister? I'd love to get my aunt and my sister in bed together. How hot would that be to have threesome with my aunt and my sister?
Going from one to the other, I'd be masturbating over having sex with my aunt in the way that I still masturbated over having sex with my mother and sister. Between masturbating over having sex with my mother, my sister, and now with my aunt, suffice to say, I'd always be masturbating. Only, hoping that she didn't subscribe to the same convoluted definition of incest, in the way that I would have loved to make love to my mother and sister, I hoped to make love to my aunt. In the way that I wished that I could have fucked my mother and sister, I hoped to fuck my aunt.
In the way that I felt my mother's and sister's asses through their Halloween costumes, I felt my aunt's ass through her Halloween costume too. In the way that I felt my mother's and my sister's breasts through their Halloween costumes, I felt my aunt's breasts through her Halloween costume too. Then, when she stared at me with her big, brown eyes and smiled was as if giving me the green light to continue sexually seducing her, she encouraged me to touch and feel more of her.
* * *
Not stopping her from touching and feeling me, when my aunt reached down to feel my growing erection through my pilot's costume in the way that my mother and sister had done, I unbuttoned her the jacket of her costume. In the way that my mother and sister felt my stiff prick, my aunt was feeling my erect cock through my pants. Sexually exciting me even more, she fondled the head of my dick with her fingertips. I couldn't believe my aunt was feeling me as much as I was feeling her. I couldn't believe my aunt sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her.
Not wasting time with unnecessary foreplay being that she was no doubt as wet as I was hard, I continued kissing my aunt while touching her breasts through her blouse and bra. I unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her front snapping bra to release her big, naked breasts. I felt her naked breasts and fingered her nipples with one hand while reaching beneath her flight attendant's uniform to finger her pussy through her panties with my other hand. Then, pushing her panty aside with my finger, I masturbated my aunt in the way that I had masturbated my mother and my sister.
With her already so very wet, I rubbed her clit while fingering her pussy deeper. Experienced after masturbating my mother and sister, it didn't take me long to get my aunt breathing heavy and moaning. Then, when she reached down, unzipped my pants, and pulled out my erection, we were already past the point of no return. In the way that I wanted to make love to and fuck my mother and sister, I hoped that I'd be making love to and fucking my aunt.
"Oh, Michael. Michael. Don't stop. You're going to make me cum," she said breathlessly while whispering her sexual lust for me in my ear. "Rub my clit harder, Michael. Rub my clit faster. Finger me deeper, Michael. Fuck my cunt with your long, stiff fingers. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me," she said. "Make me cum. Make me cum, Michael, and I'll make you cum too."
As soon as she said fuck me, I imagined making love to my aunt before fucking my aunt after masturbating her. As soon as she asked me to make her cum and said that she'd make me cum too, after making love to her pussy, I imagined fucking my aunt's cunt and giving her a sexual orgasm with my cock. In the way that I wished I could have made love to my mother and sister, now I hoped to make love to my aunt. In the way that I wished I could have fucked my mother and sister, now I hoped to fuck my aunt.
I imagined turning my aunt around, lifting her flight attendant's skirt, pulling down her panties, pushing her across her bed, and fucking her from behind like a dog. I imagined giving my aunt a sexual orgasm with my cock in the way that I was giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers. I imagined giving my aunt a sexual orgasm with my cock in the way that I wanted to give my mother and sister a sexual orgasm with my stiff prick.
"Cum Patricia, cum," I said. "As your pilot, I order you to cum. As your Captain, after I masturbate you, I order you to make love to me before fucking me."
As if I had said something wrong, she stiffened. In the same way that my mother and sister had looked at me, my aunt looked up at me as if I was nuts. She looked at me as if there was something wrong with me. She looked at me as if I had gone too far and expected too much. Now I assumed that my aunt had the same convoluted definition of incest that my mother and sister had.
"You can masturbate me, Michael but you can't make love to me. You can't fuck me," she said slowly shaking her head from side to side as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to convince me that she wouldn't fuck me.
Having already been down this road twice before first with my mother, then with my sister, and now with my aunt, expecting her to say what she said, I didn't even bother asking her why we couldn't have sexual intercourse.
"Okay," I said while expecting and waiting for her to say what I wanted to hear.
While continuing to masturbate her, I stared at her while she stared up at me. After having masturbated my mother and my sister, I could tell that my aunt was close to cumming. As if she was dizzy, she was unsteady on her feet. All I needed to do was to finger her nipples before sucking her nipples. All I needed to do was to continue rubbing her clit harder and faster while fucking her deeper with my finger. I needed to get her to cum for her to get me to cum too. Then, she said what I was hoping she'd say.
"Instead of making love to you and instead of fucking you, after you make me cum, what if I blew you? What if I sucked your cock," she said giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "Would you like that, Michael? Would you like Auntie Pat to blow you? Would you like me to suck your cock?"
When she reached down to cup my balls before taking my cock in her hand to stroke me harder and faster, I returned her sexy smile and naughty look with my sexy smile and naughty look.
"May I cum in your mouth, Aunt Patricia?"
I slid a slow finger across her full, red lips and, before answering me, she took my finger in her mouth to suck my finger as if she was already sucking my cock.
"Of course, you may cum in my mouth, Michael. It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth and if I didn't swallow your cum," she said while fondling the head of my stiff prick before stroking my dick. "I'd love for you to cum in my mouth."
* * *
Now that she offered to blow me, even though she refused to make love to me and/or fuck me, I continued masturbating my aunt. Rubbing her clit harder and faster, I finger fucked her deeper. While continuing to kiss her, I felt her big tits and fingered her erect nipples. I couldn't wait to for my aunt to cum all over my finger and hand so that she'd allow me to cum in her mouth.
"Michael. Michael. Don't stop. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. Oh, my God, Michael. Oh, my God," she said tensing her body, putting back her head, and dropping her shoulders as if she had been shot and was dead.
She rested against me before giving me a loving kiss. She kissed me as if she was my lover instead of my aunt. She kissed me as if I was her husband instead of her nephew. She kissed me as if she was grateful for giving her sex and giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers.
Then, in the way that my mother leaned forward on her bed and my sister fell to her knees, my aunt moved to her knees in preparation to suck my cock. In the way that it was sexually thrilling to see my sister on her knees in front of me, it was sexually thrilling to see my aunt on her knees in front of me. I couldn't believe my MILF of an aunt was about to blow me. I couldn't believe my mother's sister was about to suck my cock.
She took me in her hand and stared up at me while I stared down at her. Teasing me with her tongue, she kissed my prick while licking my prick as she slowly stroked my erection. Then, never removing her eyes from my eyes, she took me in her mouth. My aunt was blowing me. My mother's sister was sucking my cock. My cousin Emily's mother was giving me oral sex. I couldn't believe my aunt was giving me oral sex.
I stared down at my hard, hairy cock filling my aunt's mouth and stretching her lips. In the way that I couldn't believe what I was seeing when my mother and then my sister was blowing me, I couldn't believe what I was seeing with my aunt blowing me too. My Aunt Patricia had my prick in her mouth. As if she was continuing to roleplay in her sexual fantasy as an airline stewardess, my aunt was willingly, voluntarily, and consensually blowing me because as her pilot, I was her captain.
In the way that I did with my mother and did with my sister, I put a gentle hand to the back of my aunt's pretty head. Rocking my hips back and forth, I humped her mouth. Pressing her head closer while humping her harder, I fucked her face. Unable to wrap my head around my aunt giving me oral sex, even after my mother blew me and my sister blew me, I couldn't believe my aunt was sucking my prick too.
As if she was determined to get me to cum, she stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. In the way that my mother and sister had given me unbelievable blowjobs, as if she was an experienced call girl, my aunt was giving me an unbelievable blowjob too. If I had to choose who gave me the best blowjob, I'd be hard pressed to pick between the three. They were all incredible cocksuckers.
"Oh, my God, Aunt Patty. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. Don't stop. Please don't stop," I said while humping her mouth and fucking her face. "I need to cum in your beautiful mouth."
I soon as I said that I was going to cum, I did. Pushing her head forward with a heavy hand, I filled her mouth with the length of my prick and ejaculated my cum down her throat. Then, when she pushed me away to gasp her breath, unexpectedly and surprising the both of us, I shot a second load all over her face, in her hair, and across my tits. Something I hadn't done with my mother or sister, I gave my aunt a cum bath.
'Wow,' I thought. 'That was amazing. I gave my aunt a cum bath.'
"Geez, Michael," laughed my aunt. "That was a lot of cum," she said with a sexy laugh while wiping cum from her face with her fingers and licking her fingers clean. "What were you saving that for me?"
* * *
Ready to fuck my aunt, I pushed her back on her bed and mounted her. Not taking no for an answer, I was determined to have sexual intercourse with my aunt in the way that I couldn't have sexual intercourse with my mother or sister. Instead, sticking to her distorted immoral, convoluted code of what she deemed as incest, she rolled me off of her as if she was a wrestler on the mat. She stood from the bed with her big tits hanging out of her bra and exposed, her short skirt up to her waist, and her naked pussy exposed too.
As if recording her image to masturbate over later, I stared at all that I could see of my nearly naked aunt. I stared at my aunt's big naked tits, her erect nipples, and her round areolas. In the way that I stared at my mother's bushy pussy and my sister's trimmed cunt, I stared at my aunt's shaved pussy.
She wiped my cum from her face and dabbed at my cum in her hair with some tissues. She pulled down her skirt, moved her breasts inside of her bra, and buttoned her blouse. No longer undone, she looked as if we never had sex. She made me feel as if I had imagined the whole thing.
"I told you that you can't fuck me, Michael," she said scolding me in the way my mother scolded me. "Moreover, we must never speak of this," she said. "As far as I'm concerned, this never happened. This was a once in a lifetime thing, Michael. We can never do this again," she said.
When I stepped to her, she pushed me away.
'Here we go again,' I thought.
I gave her my best smile with my sexiest look.
"C'mon, don't be like that Aunt Patty. Let me make love to you. I need to fuck you. Please? I need to cum in your cunt," I said.
When I stepped closer, as if she was a running back and I was a tackle, she gave me a straight arm to my chest. Then, as if they had conspired together to write the same hurtful speech, she said what my mother and sister had said. Only, I knew what she said wasn't rehearsed; it was what they believed was incest and what they considered was having incestuous sex. Transgressions aside, they all had a weak moment while dressed in costume and roleplaying. Obviously, they were willing to do wild, sexy, incestuous things while wearing their Halloween costumes and pretending that they were someone else.
"Never, Michael. Never. Never again," said my aunt in the same way that my mother and sister said the same damn thing. "Do you hear me? Do you understand? We can never have sex again. What we did is wrong. What we did is nasty. What we did is forbidden. What we did is illegal. What we did is incest. Please get out of my room so that I may finish dressing."
'Fuck me,' I thought.
In the way that I wanted to make love to my mother, I wanted to make love to my sister and now to my aunt. In the way that I wanted to fuck my mother, I wanted to fuck my sister and now my aunt. As if I was my mother's doctor, my sister's Prince Charming, and my aunt's TWA pilot, even after they all blew me and allowed me to cum in their mouths, I was so very sexually frustrated. I wanted, no I needed to fuck my mother, my sister, and my aunt.
* * *
Yet again and incestuously enough, in the way that I masturbated over having sex with my mother, for the next year, I masturbated after over having sex with my sister and with my aunt. Now, a regular masturbating machine, when I wasn't masturbating over my having sex with my mother, I was masturbating over my having sex with my sister and aunt. Going from one to the other over and again, I had plenty to masturbate over while imagining having sex with my mother, my sister, and aunt again.
I masturbated over making out with my mother while feeling her through her sexy, nurse's costume. I masturbated over making out with my sister while feeling her through her Cinderella's costume. I masturbated over making out with my aunt while feeling her though her stewardess's costume. Just as I masturbated over seeing and feeling my mother's naked tits while fingering her nipples, I masturbated over seeing and feeling my sister's and my aunt's naked tits while fingering their nipples.
Just as I masturbated over my mother, my sister, and my aunt, I masturbated over my mother, my sister, and my aunt seeing my prick, touching my prick, and holding my prick. I masturbated over them stroking my prick while blowing me. I masturbated over them blowing me and allowing me to cum in their mouths. I masturbated over them swallowing my cum. I'd obviously be masturbating over having one-time sex with my mother, sister, and aunt for the rest of my life.
Not done there, I masturbated over watching and hearing them cum from me masturbating them. I masturbated over seeing and feeling their big tits while fingering their erect nipples. If that wasn't enough, I masturbated over the sexy sight of seeing my erect prick buried in their mouths while they all stared up at me with their big, brown, beautiful eyes. In the way that I masturbated over cumming in my mother's mouth and her swallowing my cum, I masturbated over cumming in my sister's and aunt's mouths and them swallowing my cum.
Yet, even though I had my wicked, sexual way with my mother, my sister, and my aunt, I didn't get to have sexual intercourse with any of them. I didn't get to make love nor fuck any of them. Blowjobs were sexually exciting and a big deal for me, I wanted to get laid. I wished that I could have sex with the three of them just one more time.
I not only wanted to make love to my mother, my sister, and my aunt but also, I wanted to fuck my mother, my sister, and my aunt. I didn't get to make slow, sweet love to them. I didn't get to fuck them hard and fast. I didn't get to give them a sexual orgasm with my cock in the way that I gave them a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my mother a sexual orgasm with my mouth. I didn't get to give their pussies a sexual orgasm in the way that they gave my cock a sexual orgasm with their mouths.
* * *
A year later, it was Halloween, my now favorite holiday, yet again. It was then that I heard my cousin Emily say to her friend on the phone that she was attending a Halloween party dressed as Juliet.
'Interesting, I thought. What's Juliet without Romeo?'
Was this my perfect opportunity to see if what worked for my mother three years ago, what worked for my sister two years ago, and worked for my aunt last year would work for my cousin this year?
'Oh, my God. I'm so sexually excited to see if my cousin would have sex with me in the way that my mother, my sister, and my aunt all had sex with me,' I thought.
Perhaps, in my knowing the whore that my cousin was, she'd have sex with me. I didn't know but it was surely worth a try. I'd love nothing more than to roleplay Romeo with my cousin Emily while we were in costume. I'd love nothing more than to have sex with my cousin, Emily, this year in the way that I had sex with her mother, my aunt, Patricia, last year. I'd love nothing more than to have sex with my Emily in the way that I had sexy with my sister, Donna, two-years ago, and had sex with my mother, Christine, three-years ago.



Taking the first step, I rented a Romeo costume and was ready barge in her bedroom without knocking. Hoping to catch my cousin in her bra and panties, topless, or naked, I hoped to see more of my cousin's sexy body than I had ever seen before. With the tights a bit small and a lot uncomfortable, they made my cock look really big. If I say so myself, I did look a lot like Romeo, albeit a modern-day version of Shakespeare's greatest, unrequited lover.
In the same way that I did with my mother, my sister, and my aunt, I stood by her closed bedroom door listening. Hoping to catch her dressing or undressing, I'd love nothing better than to see my whore of a cousin in her bra and panties, topless, or naked. In the way that I couldn't hear my mother, my sister, nor my aunt dressing or undressing through their bedroom doors, I couldn't hear my cousin.
Biding my time, as eager as I was to see my cousin dressed as Juliet, I was eager for my cousin to see me dressed as Romeo. I stood by her bedroom door ready to barge in without knocking. Turning the knob as quickly as I flung open her bedroom door, my cousin was sitting on her bed already dressed as Juliet.
'Fuck,' I thought disappointed that I missed her sexy, naked show of her hot body.
Nonetheless, she looked so beautiful. She looked so sexy. She was showing the entire tops of her big breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. If she was anyone but my blood related cousin, I'd be all over her. Yet, that didn't stop me from having sex with my mother, sister, and aunt, so why should being blood related to my cousin stop me from having sex with her? Only, intimidated by my cousin, she was always so sexually and inappropriately forward. In the way that my mother, sister, and aunt acted like virgins, my cousin acted like the whore that she was.
"Romeo. My Romeo," said my cousin Emily while laughing as soon as she saw me dressed as Romeo. "Wherefore art thou Romeo?" She reached out her hand as if she wanted me to take it.
Commanding my attention, my stares, and my leers, the Juliette costume that Emily was wearing showed the tops of her big, meaty breasts and a lot of jiggling cleavage. Her big tits were hanging so far out of her costume that if she leaned forward, as if they were melons in a bag being loaded from a shopping cart to a car trunk, they'd surely spill out of her bra and costume. While comparing her big tits to my mother's, sister's, and aunt's big tits, I'd love nothing more than to see my cousin's big, naked breasts.
'Oh, my God, my cousin has such big tits. Much sexier than my mother's X-rated nurse's costume, my sister's Cinderella costume, and my aunt's stewardess costume, my cousin is such a whore for wearing such a revealing costume,' I thought. 'I'd like nothing more than to touch Emily's big tits, see her big tits, feel her big tits, fondle her big tits, and suck her big tits.'
* * *
Even though my cousin played the morally modest virgin, she hasn't been a virgin since her cheerleading days when she had sex with practically the entire high school football team when she was 18-years-old. In the way that women talk about men, men talk about women. Being that my cousin has had sex with many of my friends, now that I was sexually successful with my mother, my sister, and my aunt, I felt confident that I'd be sexually successful with my cousin too. I couldn't imagine my cousin turning down an opportunity to have sex with me, especially while in costume and roleplaying while pretending to be someone else.
"Juliet," I said staring at all that my cousin was showing of her breasts. "Thouest has such big tits. Thouest has the best breasts in the kingdom."
She looked down at where I was staring.
"Even though you're my cousin, you're just like all men," she said making a face before sexually teasing me by looking down at her big tits again before looking up at me. "I bet you'd like to touch them," she said slowly moving her body from one side to the other. I bet you'd like to feel them," she said sliding her slow hands over her big tits. "I bet you'd like to see them. I bet you'd like to suck them," she said cupping her breasts in her palms and lifting them as if lifting them up to me.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My cousin is such a sexy bitch. I'd love nothing more than to feel my mouth with my cousin's big tits. I'd love nothing more than to fill her mouth with my stiff dick. I'd love nothing more than for my cousin to blow me while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. In the way that I did with my mother, my sister, and her mother, I'd love to cum in Emily's mouth and watch her swallow my cum.'
If I thought my mother, my sister, and my aunt were sexy and slutty, they all paled in comparison to my cousin. My cousin made them look like virgins. My cousin made them look like nuns. My cousin was such a whore but I was happy that she was.
"Thouest would love to see your tits, feel your tits, and sucketh your tits," I said doing my best in trying to act Shakespearean while remaining in character.
As if she had heard this line before and in every language, she made another face while folding her arms around her big tits.
"In your dreams pervert. You can't see my tits, feel my tits, or suck my tits. We're cousins. We're blood related. You can't see my naked breasts and I'm not about to show you my tits," she said shaking her head side-to-side.
Not about to take no for an answer, I reached out my finger and pulled down her top. With her already so nakedly exposed, with her showing everything but for her areolas and nipples, it didn't take much for me to bare her breasts. As if they were waiting to fall out, her big knockers fell out of her top and out of her bra. As if her top was a curtain and her big tits were taking a bow to give an encore, first one breast fell out and then the other.
"Wow, Emily. You have spectacular breasts. I loved your big tits," I said while staring at her naked breasts, her nipples, and her areolas.
"Michael," she said feigning her embarrassment and indignation yet without covering her nakedness with her hands or forearms.
Not waiting for her to put her breast back in her bra and top, I reached out both my horny hands and felt my cousin's tits. I couldn't believe that I was feeling my cousin's naked breasts. I couldn't believe my cousin was allowing me to feel her naked tits. I squeezed her tits and fondled her tits. Then, I fingered her already erect nipples.
"You have beautiful tits, Emily. Your breasts are so firm and so shapely," I said while continuing to feel her tits, squeeze her tits, and finger her nipples. "I love your big nipples," I said pulling, turning, twisting, pinching, and squeezing her nipples.
She looked down at my hands having my wicked, sexual way with her big breasts before looking up at me.
"Really?" She looked down at her naked breasts again before looking up at me. "Do you really think that I have beautiful breasts?"
Taking that as my green light, I continued feeling her breasts while fingering her nipples. For some inexplicable reason, I was having a better time feeling my cousin's tits than I had feeling my mother's, my sister's, and my aunt's big tits. Genetically the same, they basically had the same breasts. They're tits were the same size and all were just as shapely.
"Absolutely," I said. "You have the best breasts I've ever seen and felt."
Actually, her tits felt and looked just like my sister's tits. Her tits looked and felt much like my mother's and aunt's tits but didn't sag in the way that their breasts did, not that they're breasts sagged all that much. All the women in my family had phenomenal tits.
"I don't mind you seeing my tits and feeling my tits, just don't finger my nipples, Romeo," she said with a sexually excited look on her face.
'Too late,' I thought. 'I was already fingering her big nipples.'
Knowing that I was sexually getting to her as her nipples were as hard as they were erect, ignoring her request, I continued fingering her nipples while playing Mickey the dunce.
"Why not?"
As if I didn't know why she didn't want me fingering her nipples, she sighed and rolled her eyes.
"Because you'll get me all hot and bothered, silly. You'll get me sexually excited. You'll make me cum," she said. Then, she said what I was hoping she'd say. "You'd make me want to have sex with you."
I not only continued fingering her nipples but also, once again, I pulled, turned, twisted, pinched, and squeezed her nipples. I wanted to get my cousin all hot and bothered. I wanted to get her sexually excited. I wanted to see and hear Emily cum. No doubt, if I got her to cum just by seeing her tits, feeling her tits, and fingering her nipples, she'd make me cum too. I wanted to have sex with my cousin. I wanted my cousin to blow me. I wanted to cum in my cousin's mouth in the way that I ejaculated my cum in my mother's, sister's, and aunt's mouths.
"Don't you want to get all hot and bothered? Don't you want to get sexually excited? Don't you want to cum?" I lifted the front of her skirt to her waist to finger her pussy through her panties and was surprised to see that she wasn't wearing any panties. "You're not wearing any panties," I said staring at shaved pussy.
I couldn't believe my whore of a cousin wasn't wearing panties. Like mother, like daughter, my Aunt Patricia had a shaved cunt too. Not taking no for an answer, especially not from my whore of a cousin who wasn't even wearing panties, when she brushed my hand away from her nipples, I fingered her naked pussy. Instead of brushing my hand away from her shaved cunt, she stared down at my fingers rubbing her clit and finger fucking her.
"Duh," she said. "It's a period costume. The women didn't wear panties back then," she said.
With her not making a move to remove my fingers from her naked pussy and brush her skirt back down, I continued fingering her pussy while staring at her naked pussy and her naked tits. I rubbed her clit harder while fingering her pussy deeper. I was masturbating my cousin in the way that I had masturbated my mother, my sister, and my aunt.
"Don't you want to cum?" I asked her again while hoping she'd say yes. "I'd like to make you cum, Juliet. I'd like to hear you and watch you have a sexual orgasm. Pretend that I'm Romeo ready to lick and finger shaved pussy," I said.
Actually, Shakespeare's Juliet would, no doubt, have a bushy pussy. She looked at me with wide eyes. She looked at me with as much sexual excitement as I looked at her. Now, she looked at me as if she wanted me to lick and finger her shaved pussy. She looked at me as if she wanted to cum.
"I swear to God, Michael, if you eat me, I'll fuck you," she said as if daring me to eat her.
Then, as if she suddenly changed her mind, she pushed me away. She grabbed the hem of her skirt and fluffed it back down. Then, she stuffed her tits back in her bra and barely covered them with the bodice of her Juliet costume. As if she was Sophia Vergara playing Juliet, the tops of her abundant breasts and her long, deep line of sexy cleavage was still visible to my horny eyes.
Unlike my modest and moral mother, Christine, my sexy sister, Donna, and my MILF of an aunt, Patricia, I knew my whore of a cousin, Emily, liked to play sexy games. Having heard what she was like in bed from my friends who had sex with her, I knew she liked it rough. I knew she needed to be forced to be sexually aroused. She was the type of broad who enjoyed being tied to the bed and stripped naked.
Every one of my friends said the same thing. She liked being stripped naked. She liked being forced. Only, not about to strip my cousin naked, I didn't want to rip and ruin her Halloween costume. I didn't want to awaken her from her costume, roleplaying role by removing her costume.
Not about to force my cousin to have sex with me, I couldn't force my cousin to give me sex. That would be wrong. That would be nasty. That would be rape. Moreover, in the way that my mother, my sister, and my aunt were ready and willing for sex while dressed in their Halloween costumes and roleplaying, I knew my cousin was ready for sex too.
Taking control of the situation, I pushed my cousin back on the bed. As if she was helpless and couldn't get up, as soon as she fell backwards, her skirt raised up enough and her legs spread wide enough that I had a good view of her pussy again. Instead of giving her time to get up and situate herself, I moved between her legs and raised her skirt to her waist. With her not stopping me, she allowed me to finger her.
She was already very wet. While I continued rubbing her clit, my finger slid inside her pussy. I was finger fucking my cousin. I couldn't believe I was finger fucking my cousin. I couldn't believe my cousin was allowing me to finger fuck her. Fingering her faster while fingering her deeper with one finger and continuing to rub her clit with my other finger, I had her moving her ass around the bed as if she was a dog with an itch.
Hoping she'd keep her promise of fucking me, I moved my mouth to my cousin's pussy. When my mouth was a cunt hair away from her pussy slit, I flicked out my tongue to lick my cousin. As soon as I licked her cunt, she gasped. With her not stopping me, I continued fingering and licking Emily's pussy. I was licking my cousin's cunt. I couldn't believe I was licking my cousin's cunt. A woman I've known since I was a child, I was eating my cousin Emily.
I licked her faster. I licked her harder. I finger fucked her faster and I finger fucked her deeper while reaching up to feel her big breasts through her costume and bra. Giving me a hand, Emily immediately obeyed by removing her breasts from her bra and costume. I fingered her nipples as if they were radio knobs. Now, as she was before, she was as naked above the waist as she was below the waist.
I continued eating my cousin while feeling and fondling her breasts. I continued licking and harder and faster while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy with my right hand and reaching up with my left hand to finger her nipples. As I did with her nipples before, I pulled them, turned them, twisted them, pinched them, and squeezed them. In the way that I was having my wicked, sexual way with my cousin's pussy with my tongue, I had my wicked, sexual way with her tits and nipples with my hands and fingers.
"Michael! Michael! You're going to make me cum," she said grabbing me by my ears and then by my hair. "Oh, my God. Romeo! Romeo! My Romeo!"
In the way that my mother did when I was eating her, my cousin pulled my head closer to her cunt. Again, in the way that my mother had done, my cousin mashed my face all over her pussy. I had my cousin's vaginal secretions in my mouth, all over my face, and up my nose. Yet, undaunted, I continued licking her while fingering her. I knew once she had her orgasm, she'd give me one too.
"Cum, Juliet, cum," I said hoping she'd continue to play the role as Juliet. "Cum, Juliet, cum," I said again to take a breath and stop myself from getting lockjaw.
She pressed my face against her as if she was trying to make me impale her pussy with my tongue. Then, she closed her thighs around my head and humped my face. Obviously enjoying being eaten, my cousin was having a good, sexual time. In the way that I knew my mother was ready to cum when eating her, in the way that I knew my sister and aunt were ready to cum when masturbating them, I could tell my cousin was ready to cum.
"Romeo, oh Romeo, you're going to make me cum," she said with a giggle. Then, falling out of character again, I could tell that my cousin was on the brink of cumming. "Michael. Oh, Michael. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Lick me faster. Lick me harder," she said. "Make me cum, Michael. Make me cum. I swear, if you make me cum, I'll fuck you."
Inspired by her saying that she'd fuck me if I made her cum, I licked her faster. I licked her harder. I fingered her deeper while licking and licking her. Then, as soon as she collapsed in the bed as if she was dead, I stripped off my pants and underwear, put on a condom, and mounted my cousin. I was ready to fuck my cousin in the way that I wanted to fuck my mother, my sister, and my aunt.
She reached for me as if I was her boyfriend. She wrapped her arms around my neck as if I was her lover. She embraced me and wrapped her long legs around my waist as if I was her husband. My cousin was humping me as hard as I was fucking her. Forget about making love to me, my cousin was fucking me. I couldn't believe that my cousin Emily was fucking me.
As if I was Romeo reincarnated and as if my cousin Emily was Juliet and had she not poisoned herself, I humped her harder. I humped her faster. I humped her harder than she was humping me. I humped her faster than she could keep up with me.
As if I was fucking my mother, as if I was fucking my sister, as if I was fucking my aunt, and as if I was fucking every woman who ever said no to me fucking them, I fucked my cousin. I took my fucking out on her. Fucking and fucking her, ready to split my cousin in two, I fucked her as if I really was Romeo come alive and she was Juliet returning from the dead.
Forgetting where I was and who was in the house, her headboard was banging the wall and her bed legs were dancing on the floor. Her whole room was shaking. The entire house was shaking. I didn't care who heard me or who knew that I was fucking my cousin, Emily.
"Romeo! Oh, Romeo! Oh, my God, Romeo. I'm cumming," screamed Emily. "I'm cumming, Romeo. I'm cumming. Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Fuck me, Romeo. Fuck me. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me!"
I held onto my cousin with my naked ass in the air. As soon as she had her sexual orgasm, I slowly rolled off of her to catch my breath. I was exhausted. I was sweating. I needed to rest.
Then, hearing a noise behind me, when I turned around to look to see who else was in the room with us, I couldn't believe my eyes. Quickly gathering my wits about me, there at the end of my cousin's bed was my MILF of a mother, Christine, in costume and dressed as an X-rated nurse.
"There's a new doctor in the house, Doctor," she said giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
I looked from my mother to look at my sister, Donna, in costume and dressed as Cinderella. She gave me the same sexy smile and naughty look that my mother had given me.
"My Prince, I see you found my glass slipper. Only, instead of made of glass, your cock is made of steel," she said staring at my still erect prick covered with Emily's vaginal secretions.
Then, when I looked from my sister to look at my aunt, Patricia, with her in costume too, she was dressed as a TWA stewardess.
"O Captain! My Captain," she said giving me the sexy smile and naughty look that my mother and sister had just given me. "Your wish is my command. I'd love for you to fuck me in the way that you fucked my daughter. I'd love for you to make me cum with your cock."
I couldn't believe my mother, my aunt, and my sister had witnessed me having incestuous sex with my whore of a cousin, Emily. I couldn't believe my mother, my aunt, and my sister were all there in Emily's bedroom with us. I couldn't believe that my mother and sister wanted me to fuck them and my aunt Patricia wanted me to make love to her. From that night forward, every other night for me and once a week for them, we took turns dressing in costume and roleplaying.
Just as I fucked my cousin when I was dressed as Romeo and she was dressed as Juliet, I fucked my mother when I was dressed as her young, handsome doctor and she was dressed as my X-rated nurse. Just as I fucked my sister when I was dressed as her handsome Prince Charming and she was dressed as Cinderella, I fucked my aunt when I was dressed as a pilot, her Captain, and she was dressed as a TWA stewardess. Just as I made love to my aunt, I fucked her daughter over and again. Every week I had sexual intercourse with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin. Every week, I fucked and/or made love to all four women.



Just as I fucked my mother over and again, I fucked my sister. Just as I fucked my sister over and again, I made love to my aunt, and fucked my cousin. Keeping it all in the family, we continued to have sex with one another as if we were roleplaying some convoluted form of Charles Dickens Great Expectations. Just as I continually played Pip, my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin continually played the role of Miss Havisham forever trapped in Satis House. The one necessary ingredient to us having sex was that we must be in costume to have incestuous sex.
Please vote. This is a Halloween Contest story. Please give me the courtesy of your vote.
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*
Keeping it all in the family is the incestuous plot of this story. The adult family that has consensual sex together stays together. Sex between a brother and sister, and a mother and son, before stretching the definition of incest to include a brother-in-law sexually seducing his sister-in-law, a sister-in-law with her sister-in-law, and a son-in-law seducing his mother-in-law.
Author's Note: This is an incestuous, sexual encounter that really happened between a brother and sister, a mother and son, a sister-in-law with her brother-in-law, a sister-in-law with her sister-in-law, and a son-in-law with his mother-in-law. This is a true story. The names have been changed to protect the privacy and the true identities of those in the story.
* * *
As if daring him to do so, egging him on, something that was as sexually exciting to some as it was nasty to others, Mark's sinister, sister-in-law, Colleen, baited her husband, Alec, to seduce his sister, Claudia. Seemingly, she took some sort of sexual satisfaction in pitting one person against the other. Biding her time while waiting for the right opportunity to present itself, she watched Claudia swimming back and forth by her brother. As if sexually teasing him, while unknowingly exposing much of her naked body to him, Claudia was having fun swimming.
She didn't have a pool and every time she visited her brother's house she enjoyed going for a swim. With San Diego not as hot as the rest of southern California, it does get hot enough during the late summer months and the fall to enjoy the relief of a pool. She wished her husband would agree to a pool but his excuse was not having the time nor wanting the expense of the maintenance.
Obviously, being that Claudia didn't always get along with her sister-in-law, she'd rather spend her time visiting by swimming in their pool than sitting at the patio table listening to Colleen talking shit about everyone. Always needing to play her head games, this time she was getting in her husband's head by sexually tempting him to have sex with his sexy sister. Adding fuel to his incestuous fires, Colleen knew that in the way that he had always been sexually attracted to his mother, he had always been sexually attracted to his sister.
Obviously, even though she'd never admit it, rather than to face the rejection, it bothered Colleen that her husband sexually wanted his mother and his sister seemingly more than he sexually wanted her. Perhaps, if she wasn't such a conniving bitch, her husband would love her in the way that he loved his mother and his sister. Yet, unable to help herself, not a woman to be sexually rejected, she was always trying to get back at him for his incestuous, sexual selections.
While patiently waiting for her perfect opportunity for her husband to join his sister in the pool, Colleen could clearly see that Alec already had an erection in his bathing trunks. Obviously, he was sexually excited from watching the nearly naked, swimming show of his sibling. She swam back and forth in front of her brother while unaware of the wardrobe malfunction of her bathing suit.
"Look at your whore of a sister," said Colleen to her brother while glancing at Claudia's husband, Mark, to see his reaction to her calling his wife a whore. "With her breasts hanging out of her bathing suit and her nipples already erect, she's begging for you to touch her big tits. With much of her ass exposed, tempting you to do so, she obviously wants you to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and squeeze her ass. In the way that her bathing suit barely covers her pussy, she obviously wants you to finger her before fucking her," said Colleen.
Mark watched his wife swim by them.
"That bathing suit does leave nothing to the imagination," said Mark with a dirty laugh while eying his nearly naked wife. "Clearly, she literally is quite exposed. With her always so modest, I wonder if Claudia even knows how much she's unknowingly showing her brother."
Colleen looked at her husband and touched his bare leg before putting her hand on his bathing suit clad erection.
"Go on, Alec. Join your sister in the pool. Swim with her," she said squeezing his cock. "Do it. You have my permission to touch your sister and feel her," said Colleen.
Alec looked at his wife with shock.
"I do?" Alec looked at his wife with surprise. "You don't mind if I have some sexy fun with my sister?"
Colleen shook her head.
"Of course not. She's your sister and you're her loving brother," said Colleen. "What's wrong with that?"
Alec looked from his wife to look at his brother-in-law, Claudia's husband.
"Is it okay if I touch and feel Claudia?"
Mark gave his brother-in-law a smile.
"Be my guest. With her already showing you most of her naked body, I'm sure that's what she wants," said Mark with a disinterested shrug.
Alec seemingly couldn't believe that he had the permission of not only his wife but also of his brother-in-law to touch and feel Claudia.
"For her to expose herself in that sexy way, she obviously wants you to touch and feel her," said Colleen pausing to watch her husband's reaction to seeing his nearly naked sister. "Now is your chance. I dare you to put your erect cock in her hand. Maybe she'll stroke you. Maybe she'll give you a hand job. Wouldn't you like a hand job from your sister? I know you would," said Colleen.
Seemingly surprised that she was giving him her permission to sexually molest his sister, Alec looked from Colleen to stare at Claudia before returning his focused attention to his wife.
"No. I can't do that, not in front of Mark," he said. "I would if I was alone with her. I'd touch and feel Claudia everywhere. I'd even fuck her, I would," said Alec while looking at Mark's reaction to him wanting to fuck his sister.
Colleen laughed.
"Don't be silly. Mark won't mind you having some sexy fun with your sister. Besides, between the couple of drinks that she had and the marijuana laced brownies I made and she ate, she's obviously high enough not to realize she's as exposed. She wouldn't even know that you were touching her and feeling her. Go ahead, I dare you to fuck that little whore," said Colleen fondling the head of her husband's prick through his bathing suit.
Alec looked at his wife with as much hatred as he looked at Claudia with lust.
"Stop it, Colleen. I won't allow you to call my sister a whore," he said sticking up for his sister when her husband failed to stick up for his wife. "She's not a whore. She's a good woman."
* * *
Alec watched as his sexy sister swam by him in the pool again and again. Obviously, his wife was right. The first time seeing as much of his sister's nearly naked body, he could clearly see his sister's big, naked tits and her erect nipples. He could clearly see the full, roundness of her naked ass. He could clearly see her pussy.
As if inviting him to finger her, lick her, and fuck her, he stared at his sister's naked, bushy, brown pussy. The more that he saw of his sister the more sexually aroused he became. Now with his wife holding his cock in her hand while whispering her sexual suggestions in his ear of what he should do with his sister, he had quite the erection. As if begging him to join her, the last straw was when Claudia swam by him doing the backstroke with her tits and pussy completely out of her bathing suit and floating on top of the water.
"Oh, my God,' he said while watching his nearly naked sister swimming by him kicking her legs. "'I can't believe I'm seeing my sister's naked tits. I can't believe I'm seeing my sister's naked pussy," he said in a mumble as if talking to himself.
Giving him her approval and her blessing, obviously his wife wanted to watch him touch her, feel her, fondle her, and fuck his sister. Knowing full well that his wife was bi-sexual, perhaps, she'd vicariously gain some sort of sexual satisfaction out of watching him having his wicked, forbidden, sexual way with his sister. Perhaps, after he was done groping his sister and fucking his sister, getting her ready for Colleen to take over, she'd want to eat Claudia's pussy. Perhaps, hoping that she was high enough, she hoped that Claudia would return the sexual favor and eat her pussy too.
Never without a diabolical plan, Colleen enjoyed not only sexually exciting and sexually teasing those around her but also sexually humiliating those closest to her. She had a habit of pulling the rug out from under someone when they thought they were about to get what they wanted. This time it was her husband, Alec, and his sister, her sister-in-law, Claudia, who were at the center of her sexual scheme.
Obviously, her prize, after her husband had sex with his sister, was her having sex with Claudia's husband, Mark, her brother-in-law. Then, after she had sex with Mark, hopefully with Claudia high enough and sexually excited enough from Alec getting her ready and in the mood, she'd have sex with Claudia too. Obviously, as much as she wanted to eat Claudia's pussy, she wanted her sister-in-law to lick and finger her too. Seemingly, Colleen would have sex with anyone if it pleased her and/or moved her personal agenda forward.
"Watch this," she said leaning to whisper in Mark's ear as Alec eased himself in the pool to swim alongside his sister. "A long time coming, with incest the best, life doesn't get any better than this," she said turning to look at Mark. "With my husband about to grope your wife and have sex with his sister, that opens the door for us to have sex," she said giving him the eye. "That opens the door for me to have sex with Claudia too."
Mark watched Claudia's brother swim closer to his sister as if Alec was a shark and she was a helpless seal.
"Knowing her as I do, if she wasn't tipsy from drinking and high from eating your brownies, she'd never allow her brother to sexually touch her," said Mark. "If she's anything, she's a prude. Not only won't she give me oral sex but also, she won't allow me to give her oral sex," he said looking at Colleen as if expecting her to blow him. "Good luck in trying to allow you to give her oral sex and in trying to get her to give you oral sex."
When Mark turned and looked at Colleen with an expression of shock filled with sexual excitement that his wife may allow her brother to touch her, feel her, and possibly even have sex with her, she suggested the finale.
"Tell me and be honest," she said teasing Mark with a sexy look and a naughty smile. "Wouldn't you like to watch me eat your wife's pussy? Wouldn't you like to watch Claudia finger and lick my cunt?" Colleen let out a loud cackle. "Wouldn't you like to watch me make her my lesbian whore?"
* * *
Incest was hard for some to imagine. If it wasn't shocking enough that an adult, married brother would want to have sex with his adult, married sister, it was even more shocking that a wife would not only approve but also encourage her husband to solicit his sister for sex. Obviously, incestuously inspired by a brother's love for his sister, this was Colleen's sexual, master plan all along. She not only wanted to watch Alec groping Claudia before having sex with his sister but also, Colleen wanted to have sex with Claudia's husband, her brother-in-law, Mark, before she had sex with her sister-in-law.
The icing on the incestuous cake with Claudia's lesbian cherry on top, was Colleen fingering and licking Claudia's pussy in front of Mark and Alec. Obviously, she'd love to see their reaction to having lesbian sex with the stuck-up and morally superior Claudia. As her sexual finale, she'd obviously love nothing more than to get Claudia to finger and lick her pussy in front of Mark and Alec too. In the way that she wanted to give Claudia a sexual orgasm with her fingers and tongue, she wanted Claudia to give her a sexual orgasm with her fingers and tongue too.
What kind of wife is she that she'd not only approve of her husband having incestuous sex with his sister but also encourage her man to have sex with another woman? What kind of woman is she that she'd want to give Claudia oral sex in front of her husband and brother and want Claudia to give her oral sex in front of them too? What kind of world is this that incestuous, sexual, relationships reign supreme? Have they no shame? Seemingly, expanding forbidden sex to include sisters-in-law, brothers-in-law, and mothers-in-law, every man seemingly wanted to have sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, and/or his cousins before having sex with his in-laws too.
A sexually, incestuous conspiracy incubated between Colleen and Mark, Claudia's husband, mostly Colleen, as if planning a surprise party, they talked about their demonic, sexually incestuous plan in hushed whispers. They watched as Alec made his sexual move on his sister while they were innocently swimming in the pool. Seemingly, whether groping her and/or fucking her, Colleen enjoyed the sexual scenario of watching Alec having his wicked, sexual way with his sister.
Only, a small complication, Corrine, Claudia and Alec's mother, Colleen and Mark's mother-in-law, turned up unannounced and uninvited. Obviously, in the way that Colleen was too, Corrine was a woman not to be ignored. Adding fuel to the incestuous fires, years ago, Corrine had previously involved herself into this incestuous conclave by giving her son-in-law, Mark, a blowjob, before turning her sexual attention to her son, Alec.
She had always sexually teased and flashed her son but tonight, there was much mutually consensual, incestuous inspiration in the air. Tonight, not only would Alec hopefully have sex with his sister but also Colleen would hopefully have sex with her brother-in-law and her sister-in-law while Corrine had sex with her son and son-in-law. But for Claudia, with every family member complicit in their incestuous relationships with one another, there was no guilt, shame, or remorse. Claudia was the last holdout in Colleen's incestuous, sexual plan. Having drugged her with marijuana laced brownies, Colleen was obviously hoping to inoculate Claudia in their incestuous club by encouraging Alec to have sex with his sister.
"Trust me. Incest is the best," said Colleen to Mark. "As I said before and something that I've always said, the adult family that has consensual, incestuous sex together, stays together. The adult family that has consensual, incestuous sex is a happy family without being sexually frustrated by lusting over forbidden, sexual relationships," she said to Mark while waiting for him to agree. Why shouldn't mothers have sex with their sons, sisters have sex with their brothers, brothers-in-laws have sex with their sisters-in-laws, sisters-in-laws have sex with their sisters-in-laws, and mothers-in-laws have sex with their sons-in-laws?"
As if already hypnotized by his sexy sister-in-law, Mark nodded his head in agreement. Yet, aside from his brother-in-law wanting to have sex with his sister-in-law, if only Alec knew that his mother sexually wanted him as much as he wanted his sister, what would he say? What would he do? Would he fuck his mother in the way that he was determined to fuck his sister?
Obviously, this family seemed driven by incestuous thoughts, sexually inappropriate actions, and incestuous sex. This family felt it appropriate to not only have sex with their blood relatives but also to expand their ring of sexual debauchery by including their forbidden sex to their in-laws as well. With them already expanding their incestuous circle of lovers, it's a good thing that Mark, Colleen, Claudia, and Alec didn't have any more brothers and sisters living nearby. Alec and Claudia's sister, Maggie, was living safely on the other side of the country in South Carolina.
* * *
Colleen and Mark sat across from one another on the patio while watching Claudia and Alec having some innocent, albeit incestuous fun in the pool. Not bringing her bathing suit, part of Colleen's devious plan, she told Mark not to tell his wife that it was a pool party. Instead, Claudia borrowed a one-piece bathing suit from her sister-in-law, Colleen. After having recently lost some weight, Colleen purposely gave her sister-in-law a bathing suit that was even too big on her.
"Gees, Colleen, this suit is way too big. I'm hanging out everywhere. Everyone can see everything I own," said Claudia.
Claudia looked at herself in the mirror while turning one way before turning the other.
"Don't worry about it, Claudia. Who's going to see you? Your husband? Your brother? It's just the four of us. With you growing up with one and married to the other, you're not showing any more than what they'd already seen of you before," said Colleen.
Claudia continued looking at herself in the mirror.
"I don't know, Colleen. My tits are hanging out on top and my ass and pussy are exposed on the bottom," protested Claudia. "I suddenly feel like Venus or Aphrodite wearing an abbreviated toga that doesn't completely cover me. I feel like a Playboy Bunny at one of Hugh Hefner's Playboy mansion parties. I feel so naked. I feel so exposed."
As if she was a man looking at a naked woman, instead of a woman looking at her sister-in-law, Colleen stared at all that Claudia was showing. As if committing the images of her nearly naked sister-in-law to memory, she stared at Claudia's tits, areolas, and nipples. She stared at Claudia's nearly naked ass and she stared at her sister-in-law's exposed pussy.
"Don't be such a prude, Claudia. Besides, it's already dark outside and you'll be in the water. I won't turn on the pool light to spare your modesty and to give you the privacy that you obviously need when swimming. Then, as soon as you get out, I'll have a towel ready for you to wear. Trust me, no one will see anything of you that they shouldn't see."
With Claudia barely 5'2" tall and smaller boned, and Colleen a statuesque, model like, 5'8" tall and bigger boned, not how a bathing suit should fit, the bathing suit was not only loose in the crotch but also loose on top. Had Claudia been sitting on the patio with Colleen and Mark, with every move she made, she'd already be flashing her brother her big tits, her brown, bushy pussy, and her naked ass. Had she not been submerged in the pool water as soon as she walked outside, her brother would have already seen every part of her naked body.
* * *
"Marco," said Claudia.
Alec swam closer to the sound of his sister's voice while his sister swam further away. Leading him to the darker and deeper end of the pool, she seemingly wanted to be groped by her brother as much as her brother wanted to grope her. Only, her husband knew his wife better than that. If anything, she was a sexual prude, especially when it came to incestuous sex. If anything, their sister-in-law, Colleen, along with their mother, Corrine, were the real whores in the family. Perhaps the two drinks she consumed and the marijuana laced brownies she ate were adding to her uncharacteristic horniness.
"Polo," said Alec with his eyes closed and his hands reaching out to grab whatever he could feel of his sister.
Then, with Alec having one too many beers and horny to begin with, letting it all hang out in the way that his sister was, he removed his erection and his testicles from the netting of his bathing suit. Now, once he grabbed hold of his sister, he'd be rubbing his naked prick all over her thighs, her ass, her exposed pussy, and her belly. As if his sister was his sexual prize, once he grabbed hold of Claudia, his brotherly touches would immediately change from innocent fun to incestuous groping.
The tops and the sides of his sister's big tits spilled out of her top and were nearly nakedly exposed from her ill-fitting bathing suit. Especially with the water puffing out the extra material of her one-piece suit, at first, even after seeing so much of his naked sister, Alec made his innocent gropes appear accidental. With so much of her tits nakedly exposed, it was easy for him to take a handful of his sister's big breasts in his horny hands without her even noticing.



Easy to stealthily do so, it was easy for him to slide his hand inside of her bathing suit to cup her furry cunt and/or feel her firm, round, naked ass as she swam. Obviously, he was finally groping his sister in the way that he always wanted to touch and feel his sister. With her tipsy enough and high enough, seemingly she didn't notice her brother's inappropriate sexual touches nor did she feel his naked prick pushed against her thighs, her ass, her pussy, and her stomach.
If his groping happened anywhere other than in a pool, Claudia would have not only been embarrassed but also been mortified to be sexually assaulted and incestuously abused by her brother. Had they been anywhere else, her brother would never dare grope her in her brightly lit house or in his brightly lit house. Yet, with the gropes happening at night and in a darkened pool and with them both concealed beneath the water, no one could see their hands.
Besides, with the gropes happening so fast, and with her under the obvious influence of alcohol and marijuana, she was slow to react. Hard to believe but seemingly she didn't notice or respond to him feeling her tits, squeezing her ass, and/or cupping her pussy. With them both drinking and partaking in the marijuana laced brownies, she didn't have the self-awareness to recoil from his gropes in the way that she ordinarily would have brushed his horny hands away. Obviously, perhaps thinking that she wanted him to grope her, Alec was enjoying groping his sister.
With Claudia's ass and pussy hanging out of her bathing suit, the too big bathing suit made it easy for her brother to touch and feel her naked body while making his touches and feels appear accidental. With her tits practically hanging out of her bathing suit, touching them, feeling them, squeezing them, and fondling them, every time Alec hugged his sister, while sliding a slow hand across her hard, erect nipples, his hands were all over her breasts. Alec moved his horny hands from feeling his sister's big tits and touching her erect nipples to feeling her firm ass and sliding a slow hand inside her bathing suit and across her naked, bushy pussy.
While pretending that his touches and feels were accidental instead of deliberate, even though he obviously wanted to, he didn't dare finger his sister's emerging nipples. Not wanting to awaken her from her drug induced haze, he obviously wanted to pull, turn, and twist Claudia's nipples. Even though he obviously wanted to, enjoying how far Claudia allowed him to go with her, he didn't dare rub her exposed clit and/or finger her expose pussy.
Under the cover of darkness and concealed by the dark, pool water, he obviously wanted to masturbate his sister. Even though he wanted to, he didn't dare wrap Claudia's hand around his exposed, erect prick. He obviously wanted her to masturbate him in the way that he wanted to masturbate her. Obviously, in the way that he continued to grope her, he'd love for her to grope him too. Yet, taking one, slow step at a time, he had all night to sexually progress with his sister.
Obviously, after removing his erection from his bathing, he'd love to wrap his sister's manicured fingers around his growing erection. As if she was his wife or girlfriend instead of his sexy sister, he'd love to hump her hand while holding her hand in place and forcing her to masturbate him. He'd love for Claudia to stroke his engorged prick while he fingered her nipples and fingered her pussy. He'd love for his sister to masturbate him in the pool in the way that he'd love to masturbate her in the pool too.
Bidding his time and taking it slow, he was as drunk as he was horny. He'd love to stick both his hands in his sister's bathing suit, one hand to squeeze her tits and his other hand to squeeze her ass before fingering her pussy. In the way that he wanted to stick his horny hands in his sister's too big, bathing suit, he'd love to fill his sister's hand with his hard, erect cock before filling her mouth and her pussy.
How hot would that be for his sister to stroke his cock while he fingered her cunt? How hot would that be for his sister to suck him after he licked her? How hot would that be to make love to his sister before fucking his sister? He so wanted to have sex with his sister.
A long time coming, he had always been sexually attracted to his sister and this was his best chance to innocently feel up Claudia while making his touches and feels appear accidental. With his wife's approval and encouragement, and with his sister's husband watching, what better time to have sex with his sexy sister than now. Being that he already had an erection, he'd love to push her up against the dark, deep end of the pool and fuck her. Taking her from behind, he'd love to hump her like a dog.
* * *
Only, if it wasn't for their spouses spoiling their fun, their mother was always there to ruin their fun by jolting them back to reality. This time, with their spouses agreeable to him having sex with his sister, it was his mother who was there to stop him from doing something so forbidden. Why was she even there? No one had invited her? As if she was psychic and could pick up on their incestuous thoughts, she had a way of showing up at the worst times.
"Alec, stop groping your sister. That's disgusting. You're making a fool of yourself in front of your wife, in front of Claudia's husband, and in front of me," said Alec and Claudia's mother, Corrine, to her son.
No doubt, his mother was jealous that Alec was groping Claudia and not her. Obviously angered that his mother would publicly chastise him for groping his sister, by her voicing her protest, she called attention to Claudia that he was indeed groping her. As if she was in a spell after drinking alcohol and ingesting marijuana, his mother alerted his sister to what he was doing. Intruding on his good time, seemingly she was always around to ruin everything. Now, he couldn't have any sexy fun with his sister with his mother there, or could he?
Deemed to get even with her for warning Claudia, he swam to the side of the pool where Corrine was sitting on the edge and wading her feet in the pool water. As if reaching for her hand, he reached up, grabbed his mother by her arm, and pulled her in the pool. Just like that, in one fluid motion, getting her all wet, his mother was submerged in the water. He swam up behind her and wrapped his arms around her. Then, in the way that he had been groping his sister through her too big, borrowed bathing suit, proving to all that he was indeed an incestuous pervert, he groped his mother through her wet clothes.
"Alec! Stop. Oh, my God," said his mother feigning her outrage. Then, struggling to save her modesty by pushing down while he lifted up, her son lifted her blouse and bra to expose her naked breasts to her son-in-law and daughter-in-law. "No! Don't! Stop! Oh, my God! How dare you? Let go of me. Don't you dare expose me."
Getting her in a wrestling hold, a full Nelson, holding his mother in place and humiliating her and/or sexually exciting her further, he turned her to face her son-in-law, Mark, while showing him her naked breasts. He lifted his mother out of the water to her waist and held her there to ensure that Mark had a good, long look at her naked tits. Obviously, he had taken a few lessons from Colleen in how to embarrass those closest to him.
Then, not done only exposing his mother, with her now submerged again to her shoulders under the water, Alec groped his mother's naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Obviously, something he always wanted to do with his mother, with his other hand, he reached between her legs to finger her pussy through her panties. Had he not been drunk and had he not been angry that his mother ruined him groping his sister, he never would have sexually violated his mother in such a forceful way.
Pushing her panty aside with his finger, he further violated his mother where no son should dare touch his mother. He cupped his mother's brown, bushy pussy in his hand. Then, he rubbed her clit while finger fucking his mother. In the way that he couldn't wait to insert his fingers deep inside his sister's cunt, his fingers were inside of his mother's pussy. Not done with her yet, he wrapped her motherly fingers around his erect prick and held it there while humping her hand to give him a forced hand job. Crazed with incest, had he been out on the patio with his mother, he assuredly would have inserted his stiff prick in his mother's mouth.
"How do you like me now, Mother," he said while moving her hand back and forth for her to give him a forced hand job?
Corrine struggled to free herself from her son feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. She struggled to free herself from Alec rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. She struggled to free herself from her son forcing her to give him a hand job.
"Alec! Let go of me this instant," she said.
As if they had front row seats to a live sex act, Colleen and Mark watched their mother-in-law being physically manhandled and sexually assaulted by her son.
"This is getting better than I thought it would," said Colleen to Mark. "After Alec was all over his sister, he abandoned her to be all over his mother. We may have an incestuous threesome after all," she said with a laugh. "The five of us may all end up in the pool naked and having sex."
Not dressed for swimming, Corrine was wearing her clothes, a skirt, blouse, bra, and panties while floundering and threading water in the pool. Sitting on the back patio while watching all the drunken action, Mark watched as his mother-in-law's skirt float around her waist as if it was a wading aid or a floating device. With her brown overgrown pubic hair evident from the sides, her granny panties were totally exposed to everyone. As if she wasn't even wearing panties, her white, sheer panties showed the dark shadow of her forest of pubic hair and her ass crack.
Denying anyone from seeing more of her naked breasts, once Alec released her, she pulled her blouse and bra down. Yet, with her blouse now totally see through, her light brown areolas and nipples made their appearance through her blouse and bra. Obviously, not one to miss and incestuous opportunity, going from groping his tipsy and high sister, Alec groped his inebriated mother while Mark and Colleen enjoyed the groping show of family incest.
Then, when Claudia swam by, Alec abandoned his mother to join his sister to grope her again. Seemingly, just as her mother didn't seem to mind her son groping her through her clothes, Claudia didn't seem to mind her brother groping her through and under her bathing suit. Perhaps, she was too high to notice his desperate gropes, feels, and touches. Perhaps, this wasn't the first time that he had groped her. Perhaps, there was something about the warm pool water while hidden in the darkness of night that made groping one's blood relatives an acceptable thing to do.
* * *
As if he was someone else other than her husband she was someone else other than his sister, Collen watched her husband groping her sister-in-law in the pool before looking up at her brother-in-law with curiosity to ask him a question.
"Now that I see how they behave with one another, I wonder where you think they go when they say that they're going to the hardware store?"
Mark looked at his sister-in-law with confusion as if he didn't understand her question.
"Pardon? Sorry. I don't understand your question. What do you mean, where do I think they go? They go to the hardware store," said Mark with a nervous, little laugh. He looked at her as if she knew something that he didn't know. "Don't they? They always return with some sort of tool or supply that they needed to repair one thing or another." He looked at his wife being felt up by her brother in the pool before returning his attention to his sister-in-law. "What are you saying?"
As if thinking first of what she was about to say about her husband and his sister, Colleen took a slow, thoughtful sip of her cocktail.
"I know that they're both handy to have around the house but call me paranoid, with them having entire tool bins, tool boxes, and tools mounted on the walls, they couldn't possibly need that many tools or repair supplies," said Colleen. "Being that Alec has cheated on me before, and with him having no compunction about groping his mother, as we just witnessed, perhaps he feels safe cheating on me, this time, with his sister. Keeping it all in the family, it seems to me that over the past several years that they've made a lot of late night, sudden trips to the hardware store," said Colleen.
Obviously, having never considered the possibility of his wife cheating on him, especially with her brother in the way that he had already cheated on his wife with her mother, Mark looked at his sister-in-law. His wife wasn't like that. She wasn't a whore in the way that his sister-in-law was a whore. Claudia barely tolerated having sex with him, never mind having sex with her brother.
Yet, obviously thinking that there was some truth to Alec having sex with his sister, he looked from Colleen to watch Alec groping Claudia in the pool before looking at his mother-in-law wading in the pool in her wet clothes. Seeing was believing. Watching them frolicking in the pool while allowing Alec to grope her opened his eyes to all the sexy, incestuous fun they all could have. Surprising even himself, as shocking as it was hard to believe, yet he seemingly enjoyed the delicious thought that his wife was up to no good with her brother.
"What are you saying, Colleen?"
Even though he understood exactly what she was saying, with Colleen the instigator, he obviously needed to ask the question again for her to say more. Obviously, by her opening this can of worms, she knew something that he didn't know. Colleen gave Mark the look that she gives him when ready to start trouble by talking trash about people. She gave him the same sexy look and naughty smile she did when she was exposing herself and showing him some sexy part of her shapely body that he shouldn't be seeing of his sister-in-law.
"Maybe, instead of going to the hardware store," she said. Playing him while looking at Mark with a come-hither look as if she wanted to go parking with him too, "they go parking," said Colleen with a shrug. "Using the hardware store as their pretense to have sex, maybe they find someplace secluded to make out and to fuck, suck, and lick."
Mark looked from his sister-in-law to look at his wife. He watched her brother groping her tits before groping her ass. As if he was watching someone else, he looked at his wife with disbelief.
"Claudia's not like that. She doesn't like sex. She barely tolerates having sex with me," he said.
Colleen gave her brother-in-law a sexy smile.
"Maybe as he's doing in the pool now in front of both our eyes, he grabs Claudia's ass, feels her tits, and cups her pussy in the front seat of your car. Maybe, as brother and sister, they're closer than we think they are and should ever be," said Colleen giving Mark the eye.
Mark looked from his sister-in-law to look at his wife in the pool with her brother again. Had he not known that they were brother and sister, in the way that she allowed her brother to touch and feel her, they did seem more like boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife than they did brother and sister. Perhaps, Colleen was right. Perhaps, they were having a forbidden, incestuous, sexual affair.
On the flipside of the coin, perhaps, Colleen was jealous by all the attention that Alec was paying Claudia that he should be giving her. Perhaps, Colleen was jealous that her husband should be in the pool with his wife instead of being in the pool with his sister. Obviously, Mark reacted differently than Colleen to watching Alec groping his sister. Instead of acting jealous, Mark watched them with sexually excitement. Another man, even if that other man was her brother, especially if that other man was her brother, was touching and feeling his wife where no man should ever touch and feel his wife.
When she wasn't holding onto Alec while swimming, he was holding onto her while swimming. Seemingly innocent touching at first but now that Alec was drunk and Claudia was high, it did seem that there was a lot of touching and groping happening below the water, especially in the deep, dark end of the pool. With Claudia's hands disappearing under the water, Mark couldn't help but imagine Alec putting his sister's hand on his exposed prick. It sexually excited him to think of his wife touching her brother's cock and giving him an underwater hand job while he fingered her nipples and masturbated his sister.
"That would be hot for your husband to make out with my wife," confessed Mark while looking to Colleen for her reaction of an incestuous affair between brother and sister titillating him. He continued when she didn't voice her disapproval or her indignation. "I wouldn't mind watching Alec having his wicked, sexual way with his sister," admitted Mark looking at Colleen again while stunned that he admitted that. Obviously having second thoughts of what he had just said, he apologized. "Sorry, I don't know what I'm saying. Suddenly, the incestuous, sexual excitement took hold of me. I apologize if I offended your sensitivity."
Colleen laughed out loud. She made a face at Mark as if she thought him stupid. She removed the wool from his eyes with her next comment.
"Offend my sensitivity? I'm not from the 19th century nor am I made of glass. I'm a modern woman," she laughed. "After having been around the block a few times with a variety of men, I don't have any sensitivity. Just as I don't have a filter of what I take in my mouth, I don't filter what comes out of my mouth either," she said giving him a sexy smile and a wink.
He wondered what she meant when she said that she doesn't have a filter of what she takes in her mouth. Wondering if she'd be willing, he'd love to fill his sexy, sister-in-law's mouth with his cock. In the way that his wife refused to suck him, he wondered if Colleen would suck him. No doubt, if he was to wager a bet, she would. He'd love nothing more than to put a heavy hand behind Colleen's pretty head and hump her mouth and fuck her face. While feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples, he'd love nothing more than to cum in her beautiful mouth and watch her swallow his cum.
"Sorry. I beg your pardon, but I don't understand," said Mark.
As if ready to explain the birds and bees to him, she gave him a patient and understanding smile.
"Think about it Mark. When they're not going to the hardware store alone, they're going to the toolshed alone. Never one without the other, they're always together as they are always alone," said Colleen looking at her brother-in-law as if she was as sexually interested in him as much as he was sexually interested in her. "We never gave the time they spent together a second thought because they're brother and sister."
Colleen looked from Mark to stare at Alec and Claudia in the pool.
"Now that you mention it, whenever you come over, they disappear. I wonder if they suspect us of having sex with one another in the way that we suspect them of having sex," said Mark while looking at Colleen as if silently propositioning her.
"The perfect place to be alone, what do you think they do in the toolshed?" Adding fuel to the incestuous flames, Colleen shared her forbidden thoughts with her brother-in-law. "Perhaps, they do exactly what they're doing now in the pool that they do in the toolshed and that they do in your car under the pretense of driving to the hardware store. Perhaps, they grope one another while making out with one another."
Obviously, having never given any nefarious, incestuous thought to his wife running errands with her brother and working on projects in the toolshed with him, he wondered about that now. Obviously, with the groping that Alec was doing in the pool, that was the smoke to their incestuous fire. Now filled with sexually, salacious thoughts, he wondered if Claudia sucked her brother's cock in the way that his mother-in-law sucked his cock and in the way that he'd love for his sister-in-law to suck his cock too.



* * *
"What are you saying, Colleen?"
He asked her the same question over again. Obviously, with him not wanting to feel as if he was the only one perverted, he knew exactly what she was saying. Yet, he wanted and needed to hear her confess her incestuous thoughts.
Leaving her hand there, as if she was placating him, she reached out her hand to pat his hand with her hand. Mark looked down at her hand as if having never noticed her hand before. She had such long fingers and he couldn't help but imagine her long, manicured fingers wrapped around his cock while stroking him in the way that he imagined his wife was stroking her brother in the pool, in the toolshed, and in their parked car. He couldn't help but imagine his sister-in-law stroking him while sucking him in the way that he now imagined his wife stroking her brother while sucking him.
"What I'm saying is, Mark, if I wanted to be alone with you, I'd invent an errand in the way that Claudia and Alec are always needing to go to the hardware store alone," she said. "What I'm saying is if I wanted and needed the privacy to suck your cock, I'd take you out to the toolshed," she said staring at Mark for his reaction to her blowing him. "The toolshed and in a parked car would be the perfect place to suck your cock," she said giving him the eye. "I can only imagine how many times my husband has already ejaculated his lust for his sister in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy."
She gave him a hard, silent stare while seemingly waiting for him to come around to her enlightened way of thinking.
"Tell me," said Mark. He looked at her as if he couldn't believe that his wife would blow her brother but not him. "What are you thinking?"
Colleen fell pensive.
"I'm thinking that it was stupid of us not to notice their obvious sexual attraction to one another and their incestuous relationship until now. What I'm thinking is, I wonder how long this has been going on, possibly years," she said staring at Mark. "Now that I've been watching Alec with his sister, extrapolating my thoughts, I wonder if your children aren't your children but are his children."
Horrified by the thought that he may not have fathered his own children, Mark looked at his sister-in-law with horror before looking at Claudia having fun with her brother in the pool. Even worse than him not being his children's biological father was the fact that their children could be products of an incestuous relationship between Alec and his sister. As soon as he thought it, he calmed his fears by denying them. Assuring himself, he believed his children were his and not Alec's.
Nonetheless, even after Colleen verbalized his worst fears, as if imagining her with his hard, hairy cock stretching his sister-in-law's beautiful mouth, he looked at her with lust. As if lost in a sexual fantasy, he stared at Colleen's full, red lips before staring in her green eyes. Unable to help himself from looking, he stared down at the huge impressions that her huge, double D breasts made in her bra and blouse.
For sure, he'd love to get his sister-in-law in the pool and grope her in the way that her husband was groping his wife. He'd love to get his sister-in-law naked in the way that his sister was practically naked and in the way that he had stripped his mother-in-law naked years ago. He'd love to get his sister-in-law in the toolshed and/or in his parked car someplace romantic. He'd love to stick his prick in Colleen's hand, mouth, and pussy in the way that he now imagined her brother sticking his prick in his sister's hand, mouth, and pussy.
"I never thought of that," said Mark rejecting the idea. "I never even considered my children may not be my children but with them looking just like me, I know they're my kids and not his," said Mark. "Nevertheless, I never imagined my wife fucking and sucking her brother in the toolshed or parking somewhere secluded for them to make out and/or have sex." He shot Colleen a look while imagining her sucking his cock in the way that he now imagined his sister sucking her brother's prick. "Claudia isn't like that. She's not a slut and she's definitely not an incestuous whore," he said.
Sorry that he had said that, he wished that he hadn't said what he said for fear that he was calling Colleen a slut and an incestuous whore for even thinking that Claudia and Alec were incestuously intimate. Ignoring his comment, Colleen returned her focused attention to the pool. As if her breasts were his rudders, Alec was swimming around the pool while holding onto his sister's exposed breasts. As if his cock was what propelled his forward motion, he pressed his exposed, erect prick against his sister's exposed, naked ass. Ignoring her husband frolicking with his sister, she stared at her mother-in-law.
"Our mother-in-law doesn't seem to mind getting all wet," said Colleen obvious in her double entendre of Alec and Claudia's mother getting wet. "Seemingly, for an old broad, she gets wet a lot these days," she said looking at Mark. "I only wish that I was as sexually lucky as she seemingly has been," she said giving her brother-in-law the eye before giving him a sexy smile and another naughty look.
Able to see a lot of her MILF of a body, still sexy for an old broad, Mark stared at all he could see of his mother-in-law through her sopping wet clothes while wondering what his sister-in-law meant by that remark. Did she know that he had been sexually intimate with his mother-in-law? It was just the one time when she was drunk but how would she know? Did she know that he had stripped Corrine naked? Did she know that Corrine had sucked his cock?
Maybe, when she was drunk, Corrine told her that she sucked his cock after he stripped her naked. A heavy drinker, she was always drunk and whenever she was drunk, she was horny. Even worse than that, whenever she was drunk, she talked. Making light of a bad situation, doing his best to change the subject by focusing the incestuous, sexual attention on Alec instead of himself, he threw his mother-in-law under the bus.
"As she does every day, she had a lot to drink today. It wouldn't surprise me if she took her son out to the toolshed to suck his cock instead of Claudia," said Mark with a dirty laugh. "She does have a nice body for an old broad."
* * *
Sorry he had said that, why did he say that his mother-in-law had a nice body for an old broad? Unless he had seen her in her bra and panties, which he had, topless and/or naked, which he had too, how would he know that she had a nice body? As if catching him in a lie, Colleen shot her brother-in-law a questioning look. Obviously, revealing his sexual secret, she knew that something had happened between them.
"Pray tell, how would you know that our mother-in-law has a nice body?" She laughed. "Do you know something that I don't know?" Colleen stared at her brother-in-law with curiosity. "You do know something that I don't know, don't you? Pray tell, what dirty, little secret are you keeping about our slutty, drunken mother-in-law?"
Mark looked at his sister-in-law with embarrassment, shame, and remorse mixed with sexual excitement.
"Okay. There was this one time, years ago, when Claudia was away on a business trip and I invited Corrine to the house for dinner," said Mark. "With Claudia not very adventurous when it comes to sex, an understatement, and with her not there, I was horny. Back then, I was always horny and I needed some female companionship, even if it was only her mother," he said pausing. "Especially if it was her mother keeping me company," he said with a dirty laugh.
Colleen gave her brother-in-law a sexy look.
"Don't stop there before getting to the good part. This is getting juicy," she said.
Mark smiled an embarrassed smile at his sister-in-law.
"Having sex with mother-in-law had been my sexual fantasy. To be honest, I was hoping to get her drunk. Being that I had a hot tub back then, willing to get naked with her too, I was hoping to get her naked. I was hoping to have sex with her."
Colleen gave him a delicious smile as if he was about to tell her something really good.
"Did something happen? I know you. Tell me. What happened? Did you have sex with Claudia's mother? Did you fuck her? Did Corrine blow you?"
Mark nodded that he did have sex with her and that she did blow him. Then, he looked away to watch Alec feeling up Claudia while Corrine was still in the pool watching the forbidden, sexual interaction of her children. Sexually exciting to see, he watched Claudia's brother feeling his wife's nearly naked ass. He watched Alec take his sister by the wrist and move her hand beneath the water. Suspecting she was, he wondered if Claudia's was feeling her brother's exposed prick. As if thinking what to say and how to say it before saying it, he looked at his sister-in-law.
"Typically, that night, so many years ago but something I'll never forget, Corrine had too much to drink and was drunk. Typically, that night as I am every night, I was horny. Hoping at the very least to flash her my erect cock while in the hot tub and while she flashed me her ass, tits, and pussy, I was hoping to get her naked. I was hoping to grope her naked body in the hot tub while she groped me," said Mark. "I was hoping to make out with my mother-in-law."
Colleen looked at her brother-in-law with as much curiosity as she looked at him with lust.
"Please, don't stop there, tell me more," said Colleen turning in her chair to face her brother-in-law. "Tell me everything."
* * *
Making herself more comfortable, she leaned back in her chair and parted her knees more. Deliberately exposing her trimmed, brown pussy to her brother-in-law in the way that Claudia was exposing her bushy pussy to her brother, it was obviously that Colleen wasn't wearing panties beneath her loose shorts. He took Colleen exposing her pussy to him as a hint and as his opportunity to expose himself to her. Mark reciprocating her flashing by stealthily brushing his hand against his bathing suit to release his erect cock from the netting and to expose his prick to Colleen in the way that she was exposing her cunt to him.
He stared down at Colleen's pussy in the way that she stared at his exposed cock and testicles. He only wished her breasts were exposed in the way that her pussy was. Having never seen them before, he'd love to see her big tits now. Yet, she was wearing a bra and even though much of her bra was exposed beneath her loose blouse, seeing her bra clad breasts wasn't nearly as sexually exciting as seeing her naked breasts.
"If nothing else, after exposing myself to my mother-in-law, after she left and I was alone again with my bad self, I wanted fodder to masturbate over later. So, thinking nothing of it, I asked her to join me in the hot tub. If nothing else, even if she refused my invitation to get naked and go in the hot tub with me, embarrassed now to admit it, I wanted to expose myself to her," said Mark. "Hoping to tempt her into having sex, I wanted to show her my erect prick. If she wouldn't masturbate me, I thought about masturbating in front of her while she watched."
Colleen looked at her brother-in-law with as much surprise as she looked at him with sexual excitement.
"Oh, you dirty man," said Colleen with a laugh. "You flashed our mother-in-law your cock, didn't you? This is getting good, really good," she said with another laugh before giving him a look of sexual seduction. Sexually teasing him, she felt her breasts and nipples through her blouse and bra before touching herself beneath her shorts. "How come you never flashed me your cock? Maybe I'd like to see your cock too. Maybe I'd like to watch you masturbate yourself. Maybe I'd like to see you cum," she said with a laugh.
Not shy, embarrassed or ashamed after telling her brother-in-law that she'd like to watch him masturbate and cum, she stared at his exposed prick in the way that he continued to stare at her exposed pussy. While she stared at him with sexual seduction, he watched her finger her nipples through her blouse and bra in the way that she watched him fingering the head of his erect cock. Then, masturbating herself in front of him, she rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy as he slowly stroked himself in front of his sister-in-law. She looked at him with sexual excitement in the way that he looked at her with forbidden lust.
Tempted to walk over to her and stick his cock in her mouth in front of his wife, her husband, and his mother-in-law, Mark seemed surprised by his sister-in-law's sexual forwardness. He wished he had the courage to touch her and feel her. He wished he had the courage to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her blouse and bra. Instead, in the way that she continued staring at his exposed prick while she masturbated herself and he masturbated himself, he stared at her big tits before staring at her exposed pussy.
If he hadn't thought about flashing her his cock before, he was obviously flashing his cock to her now while masturbating. If she hadn't thought about flashing her pussy to him before, she was obviously flashing her pussy to him now while masturbating. She unbuttoned the top two buttons of her blouse to expose the tops of her meaty breasts, her long, line of sexy cleavage, and her while, lacy, low-cut bra. While wishing her hand was his hand, he watched her reach inside her bra to finger her nipple.
Only, how could he do more than just flash his prick to his sister-in-law with his wife, her husband, and his mother-in-law in the pool? For sure, if he was alone with Colleen, after she asked him why he never flashed her his cock, he'd be putting a gentle hand behind her pretty head and guiding his erect prick in her mouth. For sure, he'd be taking her out to the toolshed and stripping her naked. He'd be having his wicked, sexual way with her big tits before bending her over the workbench and fucking her hard and fast.
"She refused to go in the hot tub but she took her drink out with her while I stripped myself naked," he said changing the subject somewhat. "I'm not embarrassed to admit that I was sexually excited exposing myself to my mother-in-law and she wasn't embarrassed enough not to stare at all that I was showing. With her giving me the eye as if daring me to strip naked, I had an erection before even getting in the tub," he said. "In the way that I had imagined staring at her naked body, she stared at my naked body."
Colleen looked at him wide eyed.
"I never figured you for wanting to have sex with Claudia's mother," she said. "I always figured that you'd want to have sex with me. I always figured that you'd make a sexual move on me. I always imagined you touching me and feeling me through my clothes," she said touching and feeling her big tits through her bra and blouse. "I always imagined you stripping me naked and forcing yourself on me while I feigned my reluctance," she said laughing while continuing to finger her pussy as he continued to stroke his cock. "While masturbating myself, I'm not embarrassed to admit that I've often imagined blowing you."
Obviously not knowing what to say to Colleen confessing her sexual thoughts, he shrugged.
"Why not? What wouldn't I be attracted to Corrine? She's an attractive woman. She's an older version of Claudia but not quite as busty. And she doesn't look her age. Besides, this happened years ago. Even now, if I didn't know that she was 71-years-old, I'd think that she was 61-years-old," said Mark eying his sister-in-law masturbating herself. "I didn't say that I haven't thought about having sex with you. I've imagined having sex with you quite a lot, if you want to know the truth. I've imagined having my wicked, sexual way with your big tits."
Colleen stared at her brother-in-law with curiosity.
"Tell me. I'd like to know. Have you masturbated over the forbidden thoughts of touching me, feeling me, fondling me, and having sex with me?"
Mark looked at Colleen with sexual excitement.
"Yes," he said.
She rubbed her clit harder while fingering her pussy deeper.
"Have you masturbated over the forbidden thoughts of making love to me before fucking me?
He stroked himself faster.
"God, yes. I imagine making love to you all the time. I'd love nothing more than to French kiss you right now," he said.
She smiled while giving him a sexy look.
"Have you masturbated over the forbidden thoughts of licking and fingering my pussy before I sucked your cock?"
He looked at his sister-in-law wide eyed.
"As much as I'd love to lick you pussy, I'd love for you to suck my cock," he said.
She smiled her sexual excitement with his answer.
"Tell me. I want to know. Have you masturbated over cumming in my mouth and watching me swallow your cum while you feel my tits and finger my nipples?"
Teasing him and tempting him, she knew exactly what to say to sexually arouse him. At a loss, other than to continue to stroke his prick while watching her fingering her pussy, he didn't know what to say to the sexual imagery that she painted, Mark looked at his sister-in-law with his mouth open. Now that Claudia was having sex with her brother, he wanted to have sex with his sister-in-law.
"Oh, my God, Colleen. I'd love nothing better than to see you naked. I'd love nothing better than to have sex with your naked body. I'd love nothing more than to see your big, naked tits. It would be my sexual fantasy come true to finger your pussy while licking your pussy. It would be my sexual fantasy come true to make love to you before fucking you. I'd love nothing more than for you to blow me," he said. "I'd love nothing more than to cum in your beautiful mouth."
As if she was ready to suck him, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Well, maybe if you play your cards right, I can make all your sexual fantasies come true," said Colleen with a dirty laugh while pausing as if formulating her thoughts. She withdrew her finger from her cunt and with him watching her, she sucked her finger as if she was sucking his cock. "So, tell me, what happened with mother? Did the old, drunken broad blow you? Did she suck your cock? Did you cum in our mother-in-law's mouth? Did she swallow your cum while you felt her naked tits and fingered her nipples before fingering her cunt?"
* * *
Mark laughed nervously over his sister-in-law's interrogation.
"It was nothing like that but after she fell in the hot tub—"
Colleen looked at Mark with shock.
"What? Wait. Back up," said Colleen laughing. "Corrine fell in the hot tub? How did she fall in the hot tub?"
Mark shrugged his indifference.
"She was drunk. We've all been there," said Mark with a shrug. "She was sitting on the edge one second and when she leaned down to feel the water, she fell in head first."
Colleen looked at him with suspicion.
"I don't believe you. You're pulling my leg," said Colleen. "Hoping to get her naked, did you deliberately pull her in the hot tub when she refused to strip off her clothes?"
Mark made a face, crossed his heart and raised his right hand as if he was about to swear on the Bible.
"No, I did no such thing. I did not pull her in the hot tub. She was drunk. I kid you not. In the same way that Alec pulled her in the pool with her clothes, she fell in the hot tub," said Mark.
Colleen looked at her brother-in-law with shocked surprise.
"And what did you do when our mother-in-law fell in the hot tub then in the way that she fell in the pool now," said Colleen with a dirty laugh?
Instead of returning her laugh, Mark looked at his sister-in-law with shame and remorse.
"Sexually excited then but embarrassed to say now, I helped her out of the hot tub while I was still naked. I'm ashamed to admit that I sexually took advantage of her while she was drunk. While rubbing myself against her, I touched and felt her through her clothes where I always wanted to touch and feel my mother-in-law through her clothes," he said. "Then, if that wasn't enough, I stripped her naked on the back porch."



Colleen looked at her brother-in-law with as much sexually excitement as he looked at her.
"Oh, my God. I can't believe you stripped our mother-in-law naked," said Colleen. "Why did you feel the need to strip her naked?"
He laughed a nervous little laugh.
"I didn't want her to catch cold," he said laughing. "Actually, with her drunk and falling in the hot tub, I used that as my excuse to strip her naked."
Flashing him her approval with her bright, green eyes, Colleen looked at Mark stunned.
"Wow. That's unbelievable. If it wasn't enough that you flashed your naked prick to our mother-in-law, I can't believe you stripped her naked too," said Colleen staring at her brother-in-law with sexual interest mixed with curiosity. "Okay, so now that she's naked and you're naked too, what happened then? Did you fuck her?"
Mark made a face while shaking his head side-to-side.
"I wanted to fuck her but I didn't. Instead, I grabbed a towel and slowly, carefully, and thoroughly toweled her dry while paying specific attention to her naked breasts and her naked ass. Wishing I dared rub her naked pussy with my bare hand, I gently rubbed her naked pussy with the towel instead. I couldn't believe that I was rubbing my mother in between her legs with my towel. After I dried her, we hugged and I rubbed my erect cock against her soft belly," said Mark.
Colleen looked at her brother-in-law with as much shock as she looked at him with sexual excitement.
"Oh, my God, Mark. I had no idea that you were as sexually perverted as me," said Colleen with another dirty laugh. "I'd love for you to towel me dry," she said giving him a sexy smile and a wink while tossing back her shoulder length, dark brown hair.
He let out a nervous laugh.
"I was a little drunk and so very horny," he said. "I gave her one of my t-shirts to wear. Instead of giving her a long t-shirt, I gave her a short one," he said with a dirty laugh.
Colleen laughed.
"Remind me never to borrow a t-shirt from you when I'm naked," she said. "Actually, strike that. Remind me to borrow a t-shirt from you when I'm naked," she said laughing.
Mark returned Colleen's laugh with his laugh.
"To be honest, it was as sexually exciting seeing my mother-in-law's nipples making permanent impressions in my T-shirt as it was sexually exciting seeing her naked ass checks and her bushy, brown pussy peeking out from beneath my borrowed T-shirt. Every time she walked, stood, sat, leaned, stretched, or moved, she flashed me her naked ass and/or her naked pussy. Continually flashing her my cock, I returned the favor of her flashing me by staying naked too. Hoping that she'd masturbate me or blow me, I was curious what she'd do."
Colleen stared at her brother-in-law.
"You can't stop there," said Colleen. "Tell me. What happened next?"
Mark took a long sip of his beer.
"Well, I, um, sat her in front of my computer and recorded her with my computer video camera. I had her pull up her T-shirt so that I could record her naked breasts and store the photos on my computer. Just as I couldn't believe she allowed me to strip her naked, and touch her, feel her, and fondle her while toweling her dry, I couldn't believe she lifted the t-shirt to allow me to record her naked breasts," said Mark.
Obviously enjoying what happened between him and Corrine, Colleen looked at him with sexual excitement.
"Is that when she blew you?"
Mark reached out to touch his sister-in-law's lips and, when he did, she sucked his finger as if she was sucking his cock.
"Yes," said Mark. "When she felt my prick pressed against her neck, she turned to take me in her hand. She fondled my stiff prick while kissing and licking my stiff prick before she leaned forward and took me in her mouth. She stroked me faster while sucking me deeper. Claudia's mother is an experienced cocksucker and she gave me one Hell of a blowjob. I recorded her stroking my cock while sucking my cock. I recorded cumming in her mouth and her swallowing my cum."
Colleen looked down at where Mark was staring at her big double D tits.
"I bet you'd like to towel me dry while touching, feeling, and fondling me everywhere," she said with a dirty laugh. "I bet you'd love to rub your hard dick all over my soft belly," said Colleen slowly rubbing her stomach with her hands. "I bet you'd love to not only video my naked breasts but also have your wicked sexual way with my big tits," said Colleen lifting her loose blouse to the bottom of her bra. "I bet you'd love me to blow you."
Mark stared at his sister-in-law in the way that he had obviously stared at his mother-in-law.
"You're such a cock teasing bitch, Colleen," said Mark. "Yes, I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with your big tits. I'd love you to blow me. I'd love nothing more than to take you out to the toolshed for you to suck my cock. I'd love nothing more than to cum in your beautiful mouth."
Colleen moved her hand to her mouth and pushed her cheek in and out with her tongue as if she was blowing her brother-in-law.
"I figured as much," she said with a dirty laugh. "I knew you'd love for me to blow you. You'd love for me to stroke you and suck you while you felt my big tits and fingered my erect nipples," said Colleen. "You'd love to cum in my mouth in the way that my husband has, no doubt, ejaculated his incestuous lust in his sister's mouth."
Mark stared at his sister-in-law as if she was a cold beer on a hot day.
"You know I would," said Mark.
Colleen gave Mark a sexy look.
"I'll make a deal with you. Call this an experiment in incest," said Colleen.
* * *
In the way that he stared at all that he could see of his mother-in-law when she fell in the hot tub and then in the pool, Mark stared at all that he could see of his sister-in-law's bra through her sheer, loose blouse. He stared at her exposed brown, trimmed pussy in the way that she stared at his erect cock. Obviously, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her. Obviously, she wanted to blow him as much as he wanted her to blow him.
"I'm game," said Mark.
As if she was still sucking his finger, Colleen slid a slow tongue across her full, red lips.
"I'd like to see Claudia get down in the mud with us. I'd like her to get just as dirty as we are," she said. "Always on her high horse about everything, as if she's so self-righteously, goody-two-shoes, she's always been too morally modest. It's time we brought her down with the rest of us. It's time we treated her as the whore that she is."
Mark looked at her with confusion mixed with curiosity.
"What do you mean? How do you propose to bring her down with the rest of us? How do you propose to treat my wife like the whore that she is?"
Colleen smiled at her brother-in-law as if she had been waiting for this moment.
"If you help me to entice Alec to have sex with his sister before having sex with his mother, I'll let you bend me over the workbench in the toolshed and fuck me. I'll let you make love to me before fucking me. Then, after you fuck me, I'll suck your cock. Better than the blowjob you received from out mother-in-law, I'll give you the best blowjob you've ever had in your life. Something that Claudia would never do, I'll not only allow you to cum in my mouth but also, I'll swallow your cum," she said.
Mark looked at his sister-in-law with sexual excitement.
"And how do we do that? I know that Alec would willing have sex with his sister and his drunken mother, and no doubt his mother would have sex with him, but Claudia would never have sex with her brother," said Mark giving Colleen a long look. "And what do you get out of this?
Colleen smiled.
"With her already tipsy, high, and sexually aroused by him touching her and feeling her, if Alec can open Claudia's incestuous floodgates, I think she would have sex with her brother. Furthermore, I'd like to have sex with her too. I've always been sexually attracted to Claudia as much as I've been sexually attracted to you," she said fluffing back her brown hair with a toss of her head and a practiced wave of her hand. "I'd love nothing more than to have a threesome with you and your wife or a foursome with Alec," said Colleen.
With her confessing a lesbian attraction to his wife, Mark stared at his sister-in-law with renewed sexual excitement.
"With this uncharted ground for me, how do we go about this?"
Colleen gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Just follow my lead," she said standing to remove her blouse and shorts.
* * *
Mark stared at his sister-in-law standing before him in her sexy, low-cut bra and naked below the waist. As much as he stared at her huge, bra clad breasts, he stared at her naked brown, trimmed pussy. Then, when she turned and bent at the waist to fold her blouse and short and deposit them on the chair behind her, he stared at her shapely ass and the back of her naked pussy.
"I don't get it," said Mark looking at her with suspicion while removing his shirt and pants. "What do you get out of Alec having sex with Claudia?"
Colleen gave her brother-in-law a sexy smile while reaching behind her to remove her bra and reaching down to remove her panties. Mark stared at his sister-in-law's huge tits before looking down to stare at her brown, trimmed pussy and her shapely, round, naked ass. Mark continued staring at Colleen as if he had never seen a naked woman before.
"Oh, my God, Colleen. Your tits are amazing. Your breasts are so big and so shapely. You have beautiful breasts, the best tits I've ever seen. I love your big nipples," he said reaching his horny hand out to finger her nipple.
He removed his T-shirt and underwear to show his sister-in-law his engorged prick in the way that he exposed his erect cock to his mother-in-law. Both naked now, they touched and felt one another while Alec continued touching and feeling Claudia in the pool. Then, as if she was a spectator, in the way that Mark and Colleen were spectators while watching the sexy show that Alec and Claudia put on in the pool, Corrine stared at her naked son-in-law and her naked daughter-in-law.
Colleen reached out for Mark's hand and together, they jumped in the pool naked. As soon as Alec saw his wife and his brother-in-law jump in the pool naked, with Claudia distracted by the naked show of her husband and sister-in-law, Alec moved behind his sister. With her tipsy enough and high enough, he reached down to position his prick by his sister's pussy. In a quick hump and a hard push, he was inside of her. Humping her harder and humping her faster, he was fucking his sister. Then, moving her against the side of the pool, he made slow love to his sister before fucking her harder and faster.
As soon as Alec was fucking his sister, Mark grabbed Colleen. His hands were all over her big tits and her nipples were in his mouth. Then, spinning her around and pressing her against the side of the pool, she reached down to grab his erect cock to direct him inside of her. Humping her harder and humping her faster, Colleen returned Mark's hard and fast humps with her hard and fast humps. Brother and sister, and sister-in-law and brother-in-law, were fucking one another while Corrine watched.
As promised, when Claudia emerged from the pool, Colleen wrapped her in a towel. Then, unexpectedly, she moved in between her sister-in-law's knees. While staring up at her, Colleen fingered Claudia's pussy before leaning forward to lick her pussy. Not resisting her sister-in-law giving her oral sex, Claudia put her head back to enjoy Colleen giving her oral pleasure.
Taking the hint, Alec and Mark moved to each side of Claudia, while stroking one, she sucked the other. As soon as one man ejaculated his lust in her mouth, the other man ejaculated his lust in her mouth. Continuing to stroke them while sucking them, she wanted more.
"Give me a cum bath. Cum all over my face, in my hair, and all over my tits," said Claudia.
Continuing to suck them while stroking them, it didn't take long before Mark ejaculated his cum all over Claudia's face, in her hair, and across her breasts. Following his lead, Alec was next to give his sister a cum bath.
* * *
Too drunk to do anything about it, other than to voice her outrage, Corrine yelled at her son and at her son-in-law to stop their incestuous orgy.
"Oh, my God! How dare you? Stop this immediately. This is disgusting. This is disgraceful. This is incest. This is illegal. This is forbidden. I order to you to stop this instant," she said.
Alec and Mark helped Corrine from the pool and as soon as they did, they stripped her naked. As soon as she was naked, they touched and felt her everywhere a son should never touch and feel his mother and a son-in-law should never touch and feel his mother-in-law. Then, bending her forward, Alec fucked his mother from behind while Mark inserted his prick in her mouth. With one man humping her one way while the other man humped her the other way, they took turns fucking her pussy and humping her mouth.
THE END
There are no characters under the age of 18-years-old in this story.
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As if your vote is my applause, please vote. This is a Halloween Contest story. Please vote.
There are no characters under the age of 18-years-old in this story.
Author's Note: Even though this an erotic, sexual horror, Halloween story, the story doesn't show the erotic, sexual horror until the end of the story. Instead, the story begins with an R rated, love affair between Billy and his fiancé, Flora. Yet, this is, indeed, an erotic, sexual horror story of X-rated, sexual revenge when Billy's fiancé leaves him for his best friend, Joe.
*
"I'll fix them," said Billy. "I'll fix them both."
The cuckold and threesome sex that happened between Billy, Billy's best friend, and his fiancé in the beginning was necessary to show why Billy Hallow, aka Happy Halloween, felt sad, lonely, angry, rejected, and dejected. The cuckold and threesome sex in the beginning was necessary to show the reason for Billy's revenge that justified the erotic, sexual horror that happened to Flora and Joe at the end of the story. Suffice to say that Billy got even with Flora and Joe. Nonetheless, the erotic, sexual horror, this story has a happy ending.
"After all the sex, the fingering, the licking, the stroking, the sucking, the gangbangs, and even the homosexual sex, don't you just love a happy ending? If I say so myself, as the writer of this story, life doesn't get any better than this true and factual account of this story."
Warning: It isn't like I didn't tell you. I did. Please be forewarned. Continue to read at your own risk.
For those who do not like ass, tits, pussy, and cocks, mixed with horrific situations, this story contains graphic, explicit sex imbued with horrific scenes of revenge, mayhem, and terror. Being that it's impossible to read this story with your eyes closed while screaming, unless you're reading the Braille version of this story, anyone offended by graphic, explicit sex and acts of revenge, mayhem, and terror, should not read this story. If you're frightened easily and prone to nightmares, please do not read this story. If you read this story, you may not be able to sleep tonight. If your mother is still alive, after reading this story, I suggest that you sleep with her.
"Mommy? I can't sleep. May I sleep with you?"
Being that I warned you and told you not to read this story if you're easily frightened, the author may not be held liable if you cannot sleep. The author may not be held liable if you are prone to acts of violence and rage. The author may not be held liable if you become sexually aroused enough to plot, plan, and try this horrible, erotic, sexual revenge on someone who has wronged you by rejecting you. The author may not be held liable if you lose your mind. Please do not try this horrible, erotic, sexual revenge at home. It could be as sexually exciting as it could be dangerous.
* * * * *
'I'll fix you. You just wait and see. I'll get even. What comes around, goes around. I'll get my revenge,' thought Billy whenever he thought of Flora, his fiancé, having sex with his best friend, Joe.
No matter if it was night or day, his fiancé sleeping with his best friend took control of his thoughts.
'I'll fix you, whenever he thought of Flora sucking Joe, Joe cumming in her beautiful mouth, and his fiancé swallowing his cum. I'll fix you whenever he thought of Flora making love to Joe before fucking Joe. I'll fix the both of you,' he thought whenever he thought of Joe, absconding with Flora and Flora leaving without even a face-to-face goodbye.
Sorry that he introduced him, Billy was consumed by them both.
'You bitch. You backstabbing whore. Some fiancé you are,' he thought when thinking about Flora. 'You bastard. You backstabbing asshole,' he thought when thinking about Joe. 'Some friend you are.'
As is always the case in life, sometimes, things happen for a reason. Most times we don't know why things happen or even understand why they did until we discover the reasons much later. Sometimes we never know or understand why life unfolds in the way that it has. Yet, sometimes, tragedy becomes triumph. Triumphant in his scheme of revenge, that was the way it was for Billy Hallow, aka Happy Halloween, when he played out his horrific revenge on Flora and Joe.
Had the things that happened in Billy's personal life not happened, he never would have seized the opportunity that he suddenly and unexpectedly had before him to take his revenge. Had the things that happened in Billy's personal life not happened, he never would have built an adult, XXX-rated, fantasy fun house. Indeed, what comes around goes around and Billy got even with his fiancé, Flora, and his best friend, Joe. This is the story of that horrible revenge.
"My fair warning, consider yourself forewarned. I don't want to say that I told you so."
Best you use the restroom now before reading this story so as not to pee yourself in fright. Best you have a drink, a stiff one, before you read this story. Those people with high blood pressure and/or a heart condition shouldn't read this story.
For the rest of you, best you strap yourself in your chair. Best you have something to bite down on, something that won't hurt your teeth, in case you need to scream without disturbing the neighborhood. Seriously, no one likes a screamer, especially in the middle of the night. Perhaps, if you are prone to dizziness and predispose to fainting, do not read this story until there is someone else in the room with you to revive you.
* * * * *
"Revenge is a dish best served cold," said Billy quoting author Tracie Howard.
Yet, had his fiancé never left him for his best friend, Billy never would have left his home in New York for his new home in Kansas. He never would have turned a rundown farm into an XXX-rated, sexual, fantasy fun house and a virtual reality, hands-on, porn show theatre for likeminded adults. Had Flora married him, Billy's life would have been much worse than much better. Now, he understood the reason why things were as they are now. Now he understood why he had to go through such pain, sorrow, and suffering to plot and plan his revenge for him to come out happy on the other side.
'Ah, life is good,' thought Billy. 'Life is really good now that I not only got rid of the both of them but also that I got even with the both of them.'
Billy loved Flora, his fiancé, an understatement. The love of his life, his soulmate, and his best friend, other than Joe, she was his world, and she loved him as much as he loved her, or so he thought. When they weren't going places and doing things, they were having sex. Seemingly, they were always having sex. Important for them to have sexual orgasms, sex played a big role in their loving relationship. With them both sometimes not getting enough sleep and/or missing meals to have sex, sometimes sex was seemingly as important as eating and sleeping.
"I love you, Flora," said Billy with stars in his eyes and while looking at her as if she was the most beautiful and sexiest woman in the world. "Together forever," he said hugging her and kissing her while reaching his hand down to squeeze her ass.
Flora smiled her love at her fiancée's sentiment.
"I love you too, Billy. Together forever," she said returning his hug and kiss with her hug and kiss while reaching her hand down to squeeze his cock.
He continued kissing her while feeling her big, naked breasts and fingering her hard, erect nipples with one hand, and while fingering her already wet pussy with his other hand. She returned his kiss while fondling and stroking his engorged prick to a harder erection. Ready for him to make love to her, she spread her legs wide and allowed him to mount her while the two of them continued kissing, touching, and feeling one another. With them both so much in love, everything between them was so perfect. Just a matter of a few months, they couldn't wait to be married.
"I love your big tits, Flora. They're so shapely," said Billy. "They so soft and yet so firm at the same time."
She smiled before leaning to him as if ready to tell him a secret by whispering in his ear.
"I love your big cock, Billy," said Flora. "Your prick is always so hard. I love sucking it as much as I love fucking it."
* * * * *
Only, this time was different than any other time that they made love. This time, for the first time, with Billy's sexual fantasy coming true, Flora obviously wanted something more than just having sex with Billy. This time, for the first time, without suppressing her feelings and her secret, sexual desires, she openly and honestly confessed what she was thinking and how she was feeling. This time, for the first time, something that Billy didn't even know she secretly concealed, until after he put a ring on her finger and they were planning their wedding, Flora was finally ready to share her secret, sexual fantasies with him.
A demurely, shy and virginal woman, Flora intimated that Billy was not only her true love but also her first lover. Obviously, before Billy, she had sexual intercourse before but not with someone she loved. Without going as far as calling herself a virgin, she blushed over some of his sexually, off-color jokes.
As if she was a woman from the 19th century catapulted to the 21st century, she made faces at some of the movies that he enjoyed, especially when there was nudity and couples having sex. Sex, sex, and more sex, without going as far as calling him a sex fiend or a pervert, seemingly everything was about sex with Billy. It was one thing for him to constantly and continually have sex with her but it was something else entirely for him to lust over other beautiful, naked women while watching them having sex in a movie when with her.
A morally, modest woman, she played the part of a virgin even though, admittedly, she wasn't and was something that he could testify to with all the sexual intercourse they've had. Yet, not wanting to offend her by trespassing on her piety and questioning her morals and virtues, at the very least and a big deal for him, he was glad that she sucked cock, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed. What more would any man want from his fiancé and soon-to-be wife other than to receive regular blowjobs?
'Life doesn't get any better than this,' he thought while feeling her naked tits and fingering her erect nipples just before she took him in mouth to suck his prick again.
"At the expense of offending you, meaning this only as a compliment, of course, Flora, but you're such a great cocksucker," said Billy while sliding a slow finger over her red, full lips. "I can't wait to watch you blow me again while staring up at me with your big, beautiful, blue eyes. I can't wait to see my hard, hairy prick stretching your beautiful mouth. I can't wait to put a gentle hand behind your red, pretty head and cum in your mouth again and watch you swallow my cum while I fondle your big tits and finger your erect nipples," said Billy.
Obviously taking what he said as a compliment, she smiled while taking his erect prick in her hand and fondling him as she slowly stroked him.
"Thank you, Billy. I do love sucking your prick," she said giving him a sexy smile. "I accept and take you calling me a great cocksucker as a compliment for a blowjob well done. It gratifies me when I can sexually excite you enough for you to ejaculate your cum in my mouth," she said giving him a naughty look and a sexy smile before taking him in her mouth again.
* * * * *
Yet, alas, sometimes, bordering on the sexual behavior of a whore, his personal whore, Billy wished that Flora was more provocatively daring by being more sexually inappropriate. As if she was a librarian, a defrocked and an excommunicated nun, or a Lady from Downton Abbey, too easily offended, she was sometimes such a sexually and morally modest prude. He imagined all the sexy, fun things that they could do if only she'd relax her sexual inhibitions, her hard to live by morals, and her high standards of lady like behavior. In the way that he always went with the flow, sexual and otherwise, he wished his beloved fiancé would go with the flow too by embracing their sexuality to include others.
Perhaps, and at the very least, if only she'd agree to go to a nude beach with him, he'd love to have some sexy fun by showing other men her beautiful, sexy and shapely, naked body. Again, at the very least, he wished she'd flash truckers on the highway her tits and tollbooth collectors her panties on the way to the nude beach. Even more sexually exciting, he wished she'd answer the door to accept a pizza delivery while only wearing a towel that dropped at the most opportune time. Alas, just as she'd never agree to go to a nude beach, she'd never flash truckers her tits, tollbooth collectors her panties, or answer the door just wearing a towel that suddenly and deliberately fell.
'Wow,' he thought. 'How hot would that be to watch her exposing her beautiful, naked body to unsuspecting men? I'd love to see the sexually excited look on men's faces when seeing her big tits, her erect nipples, her red, trimmed pussy, and her shapely, round ass.'
Testing the sexually inappropriate waters, he looked at her while wondering how she'd react to what he was about say. With nothing to lose but her respect, hoping that he didn't lose her love and that she'd want to break up with him, he suggested the things that would make him happy. He suggested what he hoped she'd embrace instead of reject.
"We should go to a nude beach," said Billy looking at Flora for her reaction. When she didn't show any reaction, he continued. "On the drive there, I'd love to watch you flash your naked tits to truckers on the highway and your panties to the tollbooth collectors. Encouraged by and sexually excited by her silence and by her not reacting to his outrageous sexual requests, he continued. "I'd love for you to answer the door for the pizza delivery man while wearing just a towel. I'd love you to drop your towel when—" he said.
As if she was a Salem witch on trial for witchcraft, she blushed with anger and mortification. Red faced with outrage, she looked at him with shame and embarrassment. She looked at him as if he was nuts. With her bright, blue eyes flashing and her brilliant orange hair looking as if it was suddenly on fire, she rolled her eyes and shook her red, pretty head before letting out a big sigh.
Obviously, he had overstepped his sexual boundaries with his fiancé. Obviously, there was no way that she'd go to a nude beach, flash truckers her tits, tollbooth collectors her panties, or drop her towel in front of a pizza delivery man. Obviously, he had gone too far in his sexual requests and in expecting her to act just as sexually perverted as he was. Now, he hoped he hadn't ruined things between them.
"Nude beach? Seriously Billy, oh my God. How dare you? Flashing my tits to truckers and my panties to tollbooth collectors? Are you drunk? Are you high? Are you on drugs? Exposing my naked body to a pizza delivery man? Are you kidding me? Why would you want to show my naked body to other men?" She looked at him as if he was insane. "Next, you'll be asking me to have sex with someone while you watch."
Staring at him with hurt mixed with anger, she looked closer at him obviously to see if he was drunk or on drugs.
"I'm sorry, Flora, I just thought that—"
Looking at him as if he had bad breath or body odor, she looked at him as if he smelled funny.
"Billy, what's gotten into you? Why would you want strange men to see me naked? Why would you want to see me disrespected in such a nasty, sexual way? I'd be so embarrassed for anyone but you to see me without my clothes," she said while obviously not understand his motives.
Not knowing what to say in his defense, Billy shrugged and dropped his head in shame. She stared at him as if she was his mother and had caught him sniffing her panties while masturbating. She looked at him as if she caught him shooting an up-skirt video of her panties.
"I'm sorry," he said. "I just thought that we could spice things up a bit and have some sexy fun by—"
She looked at him as if she was his mother and he was her perverted son.
"Spice things up a bit? Do we need to spice things up a bit to have some sexy fun?" She looked at him with hurt. "Are you no longer happy with me? Do I bore you, Billy? Don't I sexually excite you?"
Being careful what he said, measuring his words so as not to further offend her and ruin things between them, he apologized.
"I'm sorry. I just thought—"
She stared at him as if she was a teacher and he was her disobedient student.
"You thought what? That I'm a whore? Is that what you thought? How dare you?" She shot him an icy stare as if he was a perverted man who just groped her on a crowded subway. "I'm not a whore, Billy. Only a whore would do what you want me to do." She paused while staring at him. "Is that what you want, a wife who's a whore? Is that what you want, Billy? Instead of me being your loyal and faithful, morally modest woman, you want me to be a whore?"
When Billy took her hand in his, she pulled her hand away.
"No, of course not. You're not a whore and I don't want a wife who's a whore. I just thought that we could have some sexy fun and juicy pillow talk while—"
As if she needed that extra bit of head movement to convince him that she was no whore, Flora slowly shook her head from side-to-side.
"I'd never go to a nude beach," she said making a sour face while stabbing his chest with her manicured, index finger. "I'd be so embarrassed for anyone that I know but for you to see me naked. I'd never flash my breasts to truckers on the highway just as I'd never flash my panties to tollbooth collectors. I'd never answer the door wearing just a towel that accidentally and suddenly fell," she said making another sour face. "They'd think me an exhibitionist and that I was deliberately flashing them. They'd think me a whore. Is that what you want, Billy? You want people to think that you're married to a whore?"
Tempted to say yes, he'd love to have some sexy fun with her at the mall. He'd love her to flash the shoe salesman her panties while trying on shoes. While wearing a short skirt, he'd loved her to bend at the waist on the pretense of fixing her shoe while going up an escalator with men standing behind her and staring up at the back of her panties. He'd love her to try on clothes in a curtained dressing room without closing the curtain all the way. He'd love to watch those bored men who were no longer bored and waiting outside the dressing room for their wives or girlfriends watch his fiancé undressing to try on clothes.
'Wow,' he thought. 'How hot would that be to watch other men watching her undress?'
As if a child looking to his mother to buy him a toy in the toy store, Billy looked at Flora with voyeuristic, sexual hopefulness for her anticipated exhibitionism.
"I guess going to the mall to have some sexy, flashing fun is out of the question," said Billy with disappointment.
She gave him a jaundiced eye while looking at him with curiosity.
"Pardon? Sexy flashing fun?" She gave him a look of inquisitiveness. "What do you mean by flashing fun?"
He looked at her with sexual excitement while giving her a sexy smile before giving her a naughty look.
"What if you wore a short skirt and exposed your panties to the shoe salesman while trying on boots a size too small?" He paused to watch her reaction of him suggesting that she deliberately expose her panties to the shoe store salesman. When she showed no reaction, he continued. "What if while wearing your short skirt, you bent at the waist pretending to fix your shoe knowing that there were men standing behind you on the escalator?" Again, when she didn't respond in kind and remained silent, he continued. "What if you tried on clothes in the dressing room without closing the curtain all the way so that those men waiting outside—"



Flora looked at him aghast. She looked at him as if he was her brother wanting to see her naked. She looked at him as if he was the pervert that she never knew he was. She looked at him as if there was something seriously wrong with him. She looked at him with vehemence that she'd never do any of those things that he suggested that she'd do.
"Billy! What the fuck? How dare you? Oh, my God. I'd don't believe that you're not only asking me to do such sexually, nasty things but also are expecting me to expose myself to strangers. Just as I'd never expose my panties to a shoe salesman or to men behind me while bending forward on an escalator, I'd never undress without closing the dressing room curtain all the way," said Flora.
Embarrassment replace his sexual excitement. He felt like such a degenerate. Obviously, insulting his fiancé by asking her to do such despicable sexual things, he felt as if he lost her respect.
"I'm sorry, Flora, I just thought that—"
She looked at him with shocked outrage.
"You thought what, that I'm a whore? You thought wrong. What kind of woman do you think I am, Billy? I'm not a whore." She looked at him as if there was something wrong with him. "In the way that you're obviously a voyeur, sorry, but I'm not an exhibitionist. Other than you, oly you, I'd never show anyone what they shouldn't see of my naked body."
Wishing that she would expose herself in public but if not exposing herself in public, he'd love for her to expose herself in private. He'd love her to flash her tits and/or panties to his best friend, Joe. Yet, not wanting to jeopardize his love relationship with her, he'd never ask her to do what she'd never would want to sexually do.
'I'd love Joe to see Flora's big, naked tits. I'd love Joe to see Flora naked,' he thought while now afraid to voice what he was thinking after being shot down twice. 'I'd love Joe to watch us having sex. I'd love to watch Joe having sex with Flora. Wow! How hot would that be to watch Flora sucking Joe and Joe fucking Flora?'
Afraid of making himself look like the pervert that he obviously was, this time he kept his thoughts to himself whenever he thought about her flashing herself in public. He kept his thoughts to himself whenever he thought about her flashing herself in private and flashing her naked body to Joe. He kept his thoughts to himself whenever he masturbated over Joe seeing Flora topless and/or naked. He kept his thoughts to himself whenever sexually fantasizing her having sex with Joe while he watched. Needing to respect her more and embrace her morals and inhibitions as his own, his fiancé wasn't the whore that he wished and needed her to be.
* * * * *
Yet, even though he loved Flora and even though he was happy with her enough to want to marry her and start a family with her, it sexually excited him to think of Flora stripping herself naked in front of Joe. Forget about watching her stripping herself naked in front of Joe, he'd never dare mention that he'd like Joe to watch them having sex. Forget about Joe watching them having sex, he'd never dare mention that he'd like to watch Joe having sex with her. Something that would never happen, he'd never dare ask her if she'd have a threesome with him and Joe.
'I wish I had the balls to ask Flora if she'd have a threesome with Joe,' he thought with sexual anticipation. 'Only, just as she'd never flash anyone, she'd never strip herself naked in front of Joe. Moreover, she'd never have sex with Joe,' he thought. 'She'd never allow him to touch her, feel her, finger her, lick her, and make love to her before fucking her. She'd never touch him, feel him, stroke him, suck him, and make love to him before fucking him,' he thought with disappointment.
Suppressing his sexual fantasies whenever he was with his lover, he kept his cuckold thoughts to himself. Yet, tempted to confess his sexual desires to his fiancé especially when they were having sexual pillow talk before, during, and/or after they had sex, he wondered if he could sway her to his way of thinking. He wondered if she'd be more sexually willing to expose herself and/or to have sex with his best friend, if she had a little too much to drink.
If nothing else, it would be sexually arousing to see the look on Joe's face when he saw Flora in her sexy, low-cut bra and white, bikini panties. He'd love Joe to see her topless. He'd love Joe to see her big, naked, shapely tits and erect nipples. He'd love Joe to see her red, trimmed, naked pussy and/or her shapely, naked ass. He'd love for Joe to see Flora naked.
'How hot would that be for Joe to see Flora in her bra and panties and/or topless? How hot would that be for Joe to see Flora naked?'
He was proud that he had someone as beautiful, as shapely, and as sexy as Flora in his life. The last thing that he wanted to do was to ruin things between them by suggesting that Joe play a sexual role in their relationship. Only, unable to help himself, as if the Devil was tempting him with demonic, inappropriate sexual lust, he was tempted to play in the Devil's playground. At the very least, something so very sexually excited, he'd love Joe to see Flora naked. He wanted Joe's opinion of Flora's naked body after seeing her naked.
As much as he wanted Joe to see her naked, knowing that Joe had a big cock, bigger than his average prick, he wanted Flora to see Joe naked too. As much as he wanted Joe to watch him having sex with his fiancé, he wanted to watch Joe having sex with Flora too. He'd love nothing better than to watch his fiancé fucking and sucking his best friend.
'How hot would that be to see the look on Flora's face when seeing Joe's big prick? How hot would that be to invite Joe in their bedroom to watch them having sex? As much as he'd love Joe to watch him fucking Flora and him cumming in her mouth, he'd love to watch Joe fucking Flora and him cumming in her mouth too. How hot would that be to watch Joe having sex with Flora?'
* * * * *
Then, surprising him, as if he was saying the words and not her, it floored him when Flora confessed what she was thinking. As if she had read his mind, he couldn't believe she voiced all that he imagined her doing. As if he was dreaming and sexually fantasizing this conversation, he couldn't believe his ears. Even though it was her talking, he was shocked by all that she said. It was one thing for him to think such sexually dirty and nasty things about his fiancé but to hear Flora say such sexually dirty and nasty things was as shocking as it was sexually exciting.
"Since you've been talking about me exposing myself," she said pausing as if rethinking what she was about to say. "I was thinking."
Billy looked at her with as much curiosity as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"What? Tell me," said Billy eager to hear what his fiancé was going to say and what she was thinking. "What were you going to say? What were you thinking?"
Flora bit her lip while fidgeting with the button on her blouse. Then, as if telling him a secret that she didn't dare voice aloud, she leaned up to his ear and whispered all that she was thinking and all that he no doubt wanted to hear.
"If it's okay with you," she said pausing as if embarrassed by what she was about to confess. "I'd like Joe to see me in my bra and panties," she said pausing again. "I'd like Joe to see me topless," she said staring in his eyes while watching his reaction. "I'd like Joe to see me naked. I'd like him to see my big, natural tits, my red, trimmed pussy, and my round, firm ass," whispered Flora in Billy's ear while they were having pillow talk as they continued making love.
With Billy suddenly the happiest man in the world, he looked at Flora as if he was dreaming.
"Sure, that would be okay with me. I can ask Joe if he'd like to see you naked," said Billy playing it cool while trying to suppress his sexual excitement.
She paused as if she was rethinking again what she was about to confess.
"If it's okay with you, I'd like him to watch us make love. I'd like him to watch us having sex. I'd like him to watch me sucking your cock and you cumming in my mouth," she said biting her lip with obviously nervousness while staring up at her fiancée to see his reaction. "Being that you told me that he has a big cock, if you don't mind, I'd like to see his big prick."
Taking one slow, sexual step at a time, not wanting to pressure her, he didn't question her. He didn't ask her what else she'd willingly and voluntarily want to do. In addition to just seeing his naked prick, he wondered if she'd want to touch his naked prick? He wondered if she'd want to stroke his prick while sucking his prick? He wondered if she'd agree to make love to him before fucking him? He wondered if she'd allow Joe to watch them having sex in the way that he'd love to watch Joe having sex with her? He wondered if she'd agree to having a threesome? Instead of interrogating her, he looked at her in disbelief.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'I don't believe Flora wants Joe to see her naked. I don't believe that she wants him to watch us having sex. I don't believe she wants him to watch her sucking my prick and cumming in her mouth. I don't believe she wants to see Joe's big prick. Who is this woman and what has she done with my beloved Flora?'
A new wrinkle in their love relationship, Flora mentioned her sexual attraction for Joe. Billy couldn't believe what he was hearing. He looked at Flora with as much confusion as he looked at her with sexual excitement. He stopped humping her to see if she was serious about her wanting Joe to see her naked. He stopped humping her to see if she was serious about inviting his friend in their bedroom to watch them having sex. Commanding their sexual pillow talk over the next several weeks, all they talked about was making Joe part of their sexual relationship.
Obviously, by the sexually excited look on her face, she wanted his friend to see her naked as much as he wanted his friend to see her naked. She obviously wanted to see Joe naked as much as she wanted Joe to see her naked. Obviously, by the horny look in her eyes, she wanted his friend to watch them making love and to watch her sucking Billy's prick as much as he wanted his friend to watch them making love and to watch her sucking his prick.
With them now both on the same, sexual page, it was up to Billy to invite Joe in their bedroom. It was up to Billy to present his sexual, cuckolding proposition to Joe. It was up to Joe to accept wanting to see Flora naked or reject the idea of watching them having sex.
Yet, seriously, unless he was gay or a religious fanatic, what man would turn down the invitation to see his best friend's, hot, sexy girlfriend naked? What man would turn down being invited in his best friend's bedroom to watch him making love to his sexy, shapely girlfriend as he masturbated himself. What man would not want to show his cock to someone as beautiful and as sexy as Flora? What man wouldn't want to have sex with her?
Joe was much like any, horny man who had a sexual attraction to Flora. Yet, always aware that Joe was sexually attracted to his fiancé, Billy was surprised to learn that Flora was sexually attracted to his best friend. Thinking that they were having some innocent, sexual fun, he didn't know that he was playing with fire. He had no idea that Flora would leave him for Joe. If he knew what he knows now, he never would have pressured Flora to expose herself to Joe. If he knew what he knows now, he never would have invited Joe in his bedroom.
"Okay," said Joe while playing it cool when Billy invited him see Flora naked and to watch them having sex. "As much as I'd love to see Flora naked, I'd love her to see me naked too. I'd love to watch you two having sex. I'd love to watch Flora sucking your prick and you cumming in her mouth. That would be so hot."
* * * * *
With Joe in their bedroom and seated in a chair across from their bed, with her not acting shy, forced, or reluctant, Flora put on a sexy, striptease show by slowly stripping herself naked. As if she was alone in the bedroom and she was getting ready for bed while imagining stripping on stage, she was ready to undress in front of Joe before getting in bed naked with Billy. In the way that she had done with Billy the first time they had sex, she did with Joe. She sexually teased Joe now in the way that she had sexually teased Billy before.
Not rushing her slow striptease show but, instead, enjoying every second of her nakedness, she pushed back her long, lush, beautiful, red hair over her shoulders and behind her back to unbutton her blouse. She unbuttoned her blouse one, slow button at a time while looking down at what she could see of herself before looking up at Joe to see his reaction to seeing more than he had ever seen of her before. Exposing the tops of her meaty breasts, her low-cut bra, and her long, line of sexy cleavage, she left her blouse unbuttoned while walking around her bedroom before removing it.
Then, while standing in front of him and staring up at Billy's best friend, she slowly removed her blouse to expose her bra clad, C cup breasts not only to Billy's horny eyes but also to Joe's horny eyes too. Not stopping there, she unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt to expose her white, bikini panties that showed her pussy slit, her camel toe, her pussy mound, and her shapely thighs to Joe. Standing before Billy's best friend and in view of Billy, sexually teasing them while stripping herself naked, Flora paraded around the room in her bra and panties.
She acted as if neither man was even there. She took her sweet time in folding her clothes, brushing her hair, and fixing her makeup before standing in front of Joe again, this time to remove her bra. As if there was a drum roll heralding Flora removing her sexy brassiere, Billy stared at Flora while waiting for her to expose her naked breasts as much as Joe started at Billy's fiancé waiting to see her naked breasts.
'I can't believe this,' thought Billy. 'My sexual fantasy come true, this is unbelievable. I can't believe Flora is really going to show Joe her tits. I can't believe she's really going to strip herself naked. This is so sexually exciting. I can't wait to talk to Flora about this later to know what she was thinking when removing her clothes. I can't wait to talk to Joe about this later to know what he was thinking while watching Flora undressing.'
Teasing Joe in the way she had teased Billy the first time she showed him her tits, she removed one, slow bra strap at a time before reaching around her to unhook her bra. Then, holding her bra cups in place with her hands, she danced in front of Joe as if she was redheaded Jessica Chastain but with bigger tits, and he was a customer ready to stick dollar bills in her panties. While staring at Billy's best friend as if they were the only ones in the room and Billy wasn't even there, she slowly and sexily removed one bra cup before removing the other.
'I'll be masturbating over this day for years,' thought Billy. 'I can't believe Flora agreed to show Joe her naked breasts.'
Obviously, proud of her big tits, she had natural and shapely, C cup breasts dotted with sexy freckles. Continuing to sexually tease him, she leaned forward in front of Joe. She teased him with her naked tits as if daring him to touch her, feel her, and fondle her. She shook her breasts in his face as if she was an exotic dancer.
Obviously afraid to touch them but no doubt wanting to feel them, fondle them, and suck them, Joe stared at Flora's naked breasts as if he had never seen naked breasts before. Not done with just shaking her tits in his face, she moved closer to him. Then, as if daring him to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them, she stuck her tits in his face. Literally smothering him with her big, breasts, Flora leaned forward and rubbed her naked breasts all over Joe's sexually excited face.
Then, continuing with her sexy, striptease show, in one fluid motion, as if her panties were on fire, she pushed her panties down and off to expose her trimmed, red pussy and her round, naked ass to the two best friends. Still not done with her sexy striptease show, she turned and bent at the waist to show Joe her shapely ass and the back of her red, glistening pussy to her fiancée's best friend. Flora shook her ass in front of Joe's leering eyes as if daring him to touch her ass, feel her ass, squeeze her ass, slap her ass, and finger her wet, naked pussy.
In the way that she sexually teased him with her naked breasts, she sexually teased him with her naked ass and naked pussy. In the way that she seemingly dared him to touch, feel, fondle, and suck her naked breasts, she dared him to touch, feel her naked ass and cunt. Moving her body so close to his face, she dared him to finger and lick her pussy. With her naked ass and pussy just a tongue lick away, she dared him to sniff her cunt.
'Oh, my God. This is unbelievable,' thought Billy. 'More than I ever imagined she'd do, how far is she willing to go with Joe?'
Not modest or shy in front of his friend, Billy stripped himself naked before getting in bed with his fiancé. He was as sexually excited that Joe was seeing Flora naked and watching him having sex with her, as Flora was obviously sexually excited allowing Joe to see her naked while watching her having sex with Billy. The first time inviting Joe in their bedroom, this was the first time that Joe had seen as much of Flora's beautiful, sexy, shapely, and naked body. Obviously, going beyond the hope that Billy wished her to be, and going beyond the border of being a swinging whore, Flora obviously wasn't the prude that she pretended she was.
* * * * *
Kissing one another while touching and feeling one another, Billy and Flora started out slow. Moving in the sixty-nine position while looking over at Joe for his reaction, Billy licked and fingered Flora until she was wet enough and she stroked and sucked him until he was hard enough to make love to her. With his pants already down to his ankles, Joe already had his big, erect prick in his hand and was masturbating himself to their sexy show. Then, when Billy mounted her, she looked over at Joe to see if he was watching. Catching his eye to sexually tease him, she slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips while staring at his naked, erect prick.
Then, spreading her legs wide for her lover as she had done so many times before, Flora returned Billy's fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Humping Billy as hard and fast as he was humping her, Flora moved Billy around to mount him. Instead of making love to her fiancée, she was fucking him. While staring over at Joe, she sat on Billy's stomach and bounced herself on Billy's erect prick as if she was riding a bull in a rodeo. Her big breasts swayed, bounced, and jiggled until Billy harnessed them, held them, and fondled them with his big hands while fingering her nipples with his long fingers.
Pulling them, turning them, twisting them, pinching them, and squeezing them, he continued fingering her nipples while leaning up to suck her big tits. Then, with the both of them turning to look at Joe, she leaned down with Billy to fill his mouth with her breasts, first one and then the other. Billy put an arm around Flora's back and rolled her over. Now he was on top of her and in control of their lovemaking. Humping her harder, he humped her faster. Humping her harder and faster, he was fucking her in the way that he'd love to watch Joe fucking Flora and obviously in the way that Joe would love to fuck Billy's fiancé.
Then, slowly sliding himself in and out of her warm, wet pussy, Billy made love to her again before fucking her again. Holding on to her lover while obviously enjoying the ride, Flora wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his back while making love to him. Something they've done many times before they were engaged, they've been making love for two years, since the first day they met. Never had Billy been with a woman who was as sexually passionate. Now, that she agreed to broaden her sexuality by including Joe in their lovemaking, Billy couldn't be any happier.



Humping her harder and humping her faster, no longer making love, a piledriving fucking machine, Billy was fucking his fiancé in the way that he had never fucked her before. As if sexually inspired by Joe watching, humping him harder and humping him faster, Flora returned Billy's hard, fast humps with her hard, fast humps. Obviously sexually excited that Joe was there watching them having sex, Billy and Flora played to their audience of one as Joe stroked himself while watching them having sex.
"Billy! Oh, Billy! Oh, my God, Billy. I'm going to cum. I'm cumming, Billy. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Billy! Oh, Billy! Billy," said Flora looking over at Joe to give him a sexy smile and a naughty look before collapsing in bed. "Oh, Billy. That was wonderful," she said.
Instead of enjoying the afterglow of sex, she moved halfway down the bed to take Billy's cock in her mouth. While Billy was on his back with his eyes closed and enjoying Flora's blowjob, she turned her naked body to face Joe. As if her fingers were Joe's fingers, while staring at Joe, she fingered her nipples while kissing and licking Billy's cock as if she was kissing and licking Joe's cock. Then, stroking her fiancée while sucking him, it didn't take Billy long to cum in her mouth and shoot a second load all over her face, in her beautiful, red hair, and across her big, naked breasts.
"Sorry, Flora. I didn't mean to give you a cum bath. I couldn't help myself. It just happened," he said with a dirty laugh.
Flora stared over at Joe with Billy's cum dripping from her hair, face, and breasts.
"That's okay, Billy," she said laughing while wiping cum from her face and hair with her fingers and licking her fingers clean of Billy's sexual lust while continuing to stare over at Joe's exposed, big prick.
As soon as Billy ejaculated his cum in Flora's mouth and all over her face, Joe ejaculated his cum in a tissue. Invited in their bedroom to watch, Joe had masturbated himself in a chair across from the bed while watching them having sex and as Flora and Billy both enjoyed their sexual orgasms. Now, with his foot in their bedroom door, it was an easy transition from Joe watching Billy having sex with Flora to Joe having sex with her while Billy watched. Then, after Joe had sex with Flora while Billy watched, the next progressive step was a threesome, which they did on several occasions.
Unfortunately, something that sometimes happens, a few months later, Flora left Billy for Joe. When Billy came home from work, her clothes were gone, her things were gone, and she was gone too. Left with nothing but the memories of her, she left him a note. The least she could have done was to give him fair warning. Not fair and not right, the least she could have done was to discuss her leaving him for Joe before she left.
"I'm sorry Billy but I love Joe. I'm leaving you for him. Flora," she wrote and was all that she wrote.
Brokenhearted, Billy was crushed. He didn't know why but he saved Flora's note but he did. He folded the paper small enough to fit in his wallet. Now, nearly a year later, never opening it to read it again, but as if a constant reminder of the pain, the hurt, the suffering sorrow, and the rejection he felt, he still carried Flora's note everywhere he went. With nothing left for him here, after his grandfather died and left him his farm, Billy moved away.
"If I had to do it all over again, I never would have allowed my best friend in my bedroom to see Flora naked and to watch us having sex," said Billy talking to himself for no one to hear. "All Flora's idea even though I wanted it too, I thought I was doing something sexually exciting for her. I had no idea that she'd dump me for him. I not only lost my fiancé but also, I lost my best friend. I hope they're happy together, wherever they are," said Billy reliving his sexual nightmare in his head for the last time.
Billy was so sad to lose his fiancé. He was so sad to lose his best friend. He was angry that Flora left him. He was angry that his best friend burned him in that way. Having known him since childhood, he was angry that Joe would dare do that to him for a woman and over a woman. Alone and depressed, he threw himself into his work by building more fun houses.
* * * * *
I'm Billy Hallow but since a kid, maybe because I was born on Halloween, maybe because my last name seemed like an abbreviation for Halloween, and maybe because I was always happy and smiling, everyone called me Happy Halloween. Even my Mom and Dad called me Happy Halloween. That nickname stuck with me as if it was my real name.
Going with the flow as I've always had a habit of doing, being that I wanted it too, I went with the flow when my fiancé wanted to invite Joe in our bedroom. Not just one way, unfortunately, getting what I wished for, I wanted Joe to participate in our lovemaking too. Yet, I never thought that I'd lose not only my fiancé but also my best friend. When I left the state, and left my fiancé and my best friend behind, ready to start a new life and ready to forget but not to forgive, I legally changed my name from William Hallow to Happy Halloween. Now, I'm legally Happy Halloween.
Sort of like being named Kris Kringle or named after some famous celebrity, Bono, Hammer, or Jay-Z, as if expecting me to have a pumpkin for a head, I enjoy seeing the surprised looks on people's faces when I introduce myself. Truth be told, Happy Halloween sounded much more interesting than Billy Hallow, especially in the line of work that I do. Happy Halloween would have made a good name for a magician, a dare devil act, or a horror show, movie star. Instead of performing magic, doing dare devil acts, or making horror films, ever since I was a child, I've been an enthusiast of fun houses. I love fun houses.
Creating fun houses is what I do for a living. Fortunately for me, my vocation is my avocation. I design fun houses for amusement parks. In the way that most folks don't notice fun houses until they're inside one, I see fun houses everywhere. Then, once I'm inside a fun house, privy to all the innerworkings, I see all that they don't see and would never notice.
Whenever I come across an old building, I see what other people don't see and can't see. I see a potential fun house. More than just making leasehold improvements with new interior floors, new walls, new ceilings, new fixtures, and a bit of paint, I see much more than that. I see all the possibilities of changing the interior as much as I see in changing the exterior too. In the same way that I did by changing my name, I love making changes to old buildings to repurpose them as fun house. The more dilapidated a building is, the more that I enjoy making something fun out of nothing.
My latest project started when I inherited my grandfather's, old farm located just outside of the city. It wasn't much of anything but he had more than 100 acres of prime real estate with water rights, electricity, phone, cable, and access roads to the highway. The farm had been in my family and handed down from father to son for six generations and stopped with my grandfather. They didn't have any sons, just daughters. Skipping a generation, my grandfather left the farm to me with the hopes that I'd work the farm.
'Good luck with that idea, Grandpa,' I thought. 'I may be a lot of things but I'm no farmer. I'm more of a city boy than a country boy.'
I don't like digging in the dirt and I don't like bugs. Farming is hard work. From sunrise to sunset, I definitely don't have the aptitude or the call for farming. Then, when I saw my grandfather's farm, after having not seen it in years, it was in total disrepair. The fields were overgrown, the fences needed mending, the farmhouse was in ruin, and all the animals were gone. It wasn't much of a farm. It was more of an open lot of land with old, falling down buildings on it.
* * * * *
As soon as I saw the barn, I couldn't help but remember a poem that I read on Literotica written by the late, great BostonFictionWriter, who suddenly died when he drove his Ferrari off a winding mountain road. The poem reminded me of what I do for amusement parks. With fun houses as much of an amusement park as the Big Top is to a circus, lucky in that regard, I love doing what I do.
"The circus is coming to town, hurray! The circus is coming to town, today! P.T. Barnum and Bailey, too, They brought with them an entire zoo.
The procession paraded by the crowd, Pink and blue elephants trumpeted loud, Dancers, jugglers, acrobats, and clowns, Lions, tigers, bears, and calliope sounds.
Carnival booths and amusement rides, Lots of excitement with three rings inside, Flying trapeze and narrow high wire, My favorite is the ring of fire.
Fat lady, strongman, and midget side shows, I can't wait until Saturday to go. Popcorn, taffy, cotton candy, and pop, I hope get front row seats in the Big Top."
Then, my saving grace and the focus of my excitement, when I saw my grandpa's old barn, where others would cringe and want to tear it down, I was excited by the prospect of refurbishing it, remodeling it, and repurposing it. Where some would see this old structure as nothing more than an old, rundown barn, I saw something spectacular. There before my eyes, I saw the building of a fun house in the making. Not contracted to build this fun house for someone else, this was my fun house to make.
As if I was Picasso ready to paint on a fresh piece of canvas, the exterior walls of the barn were my clean slate. An interesting concept and a real challenge, as if I was having a vision, I imagined all the possibilities of making an old barn into a modern fun house. Instead of seeing fields of weeds, I saw fields of dreams. I imagined his land coming alive with parked cars and people instead of with farm animals and crops. Instead of crops to plant and harvest, instead of hard work the whole day long, and instead of caring for a barn full of animals, I saw money, lots and lots of money.
Towards the end of his life, it was just a dilapidated barn on a huge plot of overgrown and uncared-for land when my Grandpa Henry owned. Yet, it was much more than a dilapidated barn on overgrown and uncared-for land to me. Glad that he didn't, he talked about razing the barn but he never did. Now, instead of tearing it down, I wanted to not only keep it but also save it and preserve it. Expanding on the barn to make it more than twice the size, I had a vision of all that this barn could be.
Located in the middle of nowhere, it was several miles outside the city limits of Kansas City, Kansas. In the way that Foxwoods and Mohegan Sun Casinos were located in the middle of nowhere when they first opened in Mashantucket and Uncasville, Connecticut, I imagined making a fun house in the middle of nowhere. Being that it was in the middle of America, Kansas City, Kansas, and was conveniently located to every city in the country. Not far from here to there and to anywhere, I imagined people driving from miles around to come to my fun house.
"Are we there yet?" I imagined children saying while being excited to go to my fun house. "Are we there yet?"
Being that I now owned so much land, I owned about 5 million, square feet, more than 100 acres. A mere fraction of the size of Disney World's 25,000 acres, half the size of Foxwoods 200 acres, and about the size of Hershey Park in Hershey, Pennsylvania, I had plenty of room to grow. Having a clear vision, I could already envision exactly what I needed to do.
Clearing the fields and then plowing over them, I'd cover everything with asphalt and concrete. I had plenty enough room to build a huge parking lot for visitors to park, a hotel for them to stay, and a restaurant for them to eat. I even envisioned building a mini mall for them to shop and a gas station to buy gas and repair cars. Suffice to say that I was excited by the opportunity of making my Grandpa's farm a small, fun house town.
With nothing and no one stopping me, after my fiancé left me for my best friend, and after changing my name, I moved west. Remodeling his old farmhouse enough for habitation, I lived in my grandfather's farmhouse while construction began on my property to build my fun house. Realizing my dream of finally owning my own fun house, looking forward to the adventure, I already knew that this would be the best fun house that I ever built.
* * * * *
As fun as amusement parks were, fun houses were more special and dearer to my heart. Ever since I was a child, I loved walking through fun houses as much as I loved building them. Yet, this fun house would be different. Able to design it and construct it however I wanted to design and construct it, this was my fun house. I would own this fun house. Instead of being paid to build a fun house for someone else, I was building this fun house for myself. This would be my first and my very own fun house.
A simpler time back then, a time before computer video games, when fun houses were the rage in the 40's, 50's, and 60's, fun houses were G-rated and a place for parents to take their children. Being that it was easier to scare and delight children, fun houses were geared more for children than they were for adults. Yet, unable to control my sexual perversions, all my fun houses included one, special, secret, sexy, feature for adults. Every fun house I constructed for amusement parks housed powerful, jet fans at the entrances and exits.
"Why? To blow up skirts and dresses, of course, and to expose women's panties to admiring men. A fun house wouldn't be a fun house without giant fans exposing women's panties to men."
Depending on the fabric, the weight of the material, and the length of women's skirts or dresses, the fans were used to shoot a sudden, powerful gust of air up women's skirts and dresses. Enough to make their pussies tingle with sexual delight, the jet fans blew short skirts and even long dresses up to their waists, their chests, their shoulders and, sometimes, even over their heads. Oddly enough, something that astonished even me, the huge, jet fans were favorites with women as much as they were with men.
'Wow,' I thought. 'I never figured what women would want their panties exposed as much as men would love seeing their exposed panties.'
Surprisingly enough, with some women expecting the blast of air while enjoying being exposed to men watching their panties being exposed, some women wore thongs beneath their short skirts and dresses instead of panties. Shockingly enough, with their husbands or boyfriends daring them to be bold, taking their exhibitionism a step further, naked beneath their short skirts and/or dresses, some women didn't wear panties. Some women, who delighted in being exposed by the jet fans lifting their skirts and dresses, returned to my fun house over and again.
"Wow! Look at that woman. She's wearing a thong," said one man to another man standing outside of the fun house while watching women enter and leave as the powerful fans flashed men all that they hoped to see of women. "She has such a nice ass."
The man stared as if he was observing a moment of silence while watching the fan blow up women's skirts and dresses to expose their panties and sometimes more. He stared as if he had never seen what women wore or don't wear beneath their short skirts and long dresses. From tall ones to short ones, from thin ones to obese ones, from young ones to old ones, and from sexy ones to not so shapely ones, there were so many women and so much of them to see.
"What about that woman? Look at her. She's not wearing panties," said the second man to the first man while watching all the up-skirt, X-rated action of women entering and exiting the fun house. "Look at her naked ass. Look at her naked pussy."
The men stared at all that they could see of the women's naked asses and exposed pussies.
"Wow. I'd love to tap that ass. She does have a nice ass," said the first man. "And she does have a beautiful pussy."
The second man nodded his head in agreement.
"I'd love to lick her bushy pussy before fucking her cunt."
* * * * *
Something that shocked even me, some women seemingly enjoyed showing their panties, their thong clad asses, their naked assess, and their naked pussies as much as men enjoyed seeing their panties, their thong clad asses, their naked asses, and their naked pussies. Thinking that all women were innocent virgins and all men were dirty dogs, I never suspected that there were as many women who were exhibitionists as there were men who were voyeurs. I never suspected that there were as many whores as there were whoremongers. Obviously, women enjoyed exposing themselves as much as men enjoyed seeing all that women were showing.
'These fans are as much of a big success as they are a big draw,' I thought while watching woman after woman being exposed to a multitude of men.
The women who laughed with feigned embarrassment were seemingly erotically, aroused with glee while being exposed to men they didn't know waiting outside of my fun houses. I supposed, figuring that they'd never see these men again, what harm would it be to flash strange men their panties? Then, taking their exhibitionism a step further, what harm would it be to flash them their naked asses and/or their naked pussies.
As much as the women pretended to be shocked and embarrassed that they were exposed, the men stared with sexual excitement at all they could see of women they didn't know. As if it was a game that they both enjoyed playing, many of the women who played their role as being sexually assaulted and embarrassed by the fans flashing their panties continually returned wearing shorter skirts to be flashed again. Erotic, sexual entertainment, the men returned to the fun house to stand outside to watch the jet fans flashing women.
'I don't believe this,' I thought while watching both men and women being so entertained by mere, albeit powerful jet fans.
Those women who weren't expecting their skirts and dresses to blow up to their chests, unsuccessfully tried their best to save their modesty by pushing down their skirts and dresses with their hands as quickly as they could. Those women who had previously visited my fun houses and who knew what would happen when they entered and exited my fun houses, either tightly held their skirts and dresses or raised their arms over their heads. Just as there were women who didn't want to expose what they were wearing beneath their skirts and dresses, there were women who wanted to show men what they were wearing or not wearing beneath their skirts and dresses.
In the way that some women ride rollercoasters wearing low-cut tops or tube tops without wearing bras while deliberately exposing their naked breasts to unsuspecting men, some women used my fun houses to deliberately expose their panties, naked asses, and naked pussies. Knowing full well that they'd be exposed entering and exiting the fun house, some women wore their sexiest panties, garters, and nylons while others wore nothing beneath their short skirts and long dresses. Some women allowed the jet fans to deliberately expose themselves to men when entering and leaving fun houses by not pushing down their skirts and dresses. With jet fans part of the delight of fun houses, exhibitionistic women added eroticism to the sexy fun of fun houses.
Yet, even when women were truly embarrassed to show their underwear, there was little that they could do to preserve their modesty. Especially when they weren't expecting a blast of jet air, as if trying to maintain one's modesty in a hurricane, jet fans were too powerful for women to overcome. No matter how quickly and how tightly they held down their skirts and dresses, as if trying to capture a parachute after landing on a windy day, the light material would blow up to their waists anyway. Unless they tightly held the front, back, and sides of their skirts and dresses while squatting down, the fans were too powerful for them to overcome and avoid being exposed.



The only way for women not to expose what men shouldn't see of them while entering and/or leaving one of my fun houses was to wear slacks or jeans. Yet, some women wanted to have some sexy fun too. Most women who entered the fun house, especially those women who knew what would happen when entering and exiting a fun house, wore short, flared skirts and revealing dresses. Very few women wore pants or jeans. Obviously, there were as many women who wanted to show as there were men who wanted to see.
The jet fans were a big surprise for those women not expecting to be exposed to men and a big hit for those men who were happy to see all that they shouldn't see of women. In the way that men stared up at passing rollercoasters while hoping to see women flashing their naked breasts, men lined up in front of the fun house hoping to see panties, thongs, naked asses, and naked pussies. In the way that men crowded around the bottom of a waterslide hoping to see bikini tops raised to women's shoulders and their naked breasts exposed, men crowded around the entrances and exits of fun houses hoping to see women's panties.
With the entrance to the right and the exit to the left, both doors were in the full line of view of men standing in the middle while waiting outside the fun house to see all that they shouldn't see of women. Especially after all the creativity that I put in designing my fun houses, with my fun houses full of surprises with mirrors, secret doors, slides, and moving floors, I never knew that jet fans would be such a money-making phenomenon. I never knew that jet fans that gave a few seconds of erotic entertainment would trump all the other more, expensive attractions inside of the fun house.
Even though fun houses were filled with black lights and scary sights hidden by darkness, people leaving the fun house talked more about the fan exposing women's panties than they talked about anything else. Even though scary things popped out everywhere from out of nowhere, women talked more about their panties being exposed and the men talked more about seeing panties than they talked about what happened in the fun house. Oddly enough, a win/win for both sexes, the women enjoyed having their panties exposed as much as the men enjoyed seeing their exposed panties.
"I should build a fun house with jet fans in every room. I should build a fun house that constantly and continually exposed women to men. I should make a sexy, XXX-rated fun house,' I thought. 'Only, with all of my fun houses built with children in mind, who would come to such a sexy, X-rated fun house?'
* * * * *
Alas and unfortunately, the only fly in the ointment was building a fun house on my grandfather's land that was located just outside the city limits. An area uncontrolled by the city's bylaws and ordinances, the area had recently been taken over by biker bars, gay bars, trashy strip clubs, drunks, XXX-rated movie theatres, tattoo parlors, pornography stores, hookers, whores, and whorehouses. A fun house built here wouldn't be an appropriate place to take children.
The city wanted to control the seedy elements by moving them away from schools, churches, and those residents who didn't subscribe to such nefarious thoughts, sexually salacious activities, and who didn't frequent the sex industry establishments. Now stuck with all this unused land, I feared that if I built a fun house here, no one would come. I feared that building a fun house that catered to children would not be a thriving success but a financial failure.
'Woe is me,' I thought. 'What am I going to do now?'
Literally betting the farm that I'd be successful in my fun house adventure, I decided to go with the flow and with the lay of the land instead of fighting what was already there by reinventing the wheel. Instead of building a fun house for children, something I had always done, I decided to build a fun house for adults, something I had never done. In keeping with the other successful, sexual businesses that catered to adults without competing with them, I decided to build an XXX-rated fun house. I built Happy Halloween's, an adult, XXX-rated, fantasy, sexual inspired fun house.
Keeping the faith in the way that Kevin Costner did as Ray Kinsella in Field of Dreams, already having a captive audience, I believed that if I built an adult, XXX-rated, sexual fantasy fun house, that people would come. Besides, where better to build an adult, XXX-rated, sexual, fantasy fun house than in an area that was already thriving with adult, XXX-rated businesses? This story is about my XXX-rated, adult, sexually fantasy fun house that opened for business on my birthday, October 31st, Halloween.
* * * * *
My way to keep out the bums, the peepers, the drunks, the troublemakers, the riff-raff, and those looking to get something for free, I charged one-hundred-dollars for patrons just to get in the door. Being that the legal drinking age in Kansas was 21-years-old, not that I served alcohol, I didn't, but I used that age as my guideline. Checking ID's at the door, no one under 21-years-old was allowed entry to my adult, XXX-rated, fun house.
The last thing that I wanted was a bunch of immature teenagers causing trouble and ruining a good time for everyone else. Besides, the entrance fee was enough to keep those looking for trouble at bay. For much less than one-hundred-dollars, as long as they were over 21-years-old, they could get into a strip club rather than to start drunken trouble in my fun house.
Once inside the heated, open, double door entrance, viewable to those standing outside of the fun house, women had to walk over a grating that housed a powerful, jet fan. I purposely heated the entrance and exit to discourage women from wearing their coats and jackets. I didn't want their outerwear to impede those who wanted to view their underwear. Then, once leaving the open, double door exit, viewable again to those standing outside of the fun house, women had to walk over another grate that housed the second, jet fan.
A big hit for women as well as for men, women were made to expose their panties coming and going. No contest for cotton or short, polyester skirts and short, flared dresses, the jet fans were plenty powerful enough to blow the heaviest denim skirts and dresses up to women's chests. Those women who dared wear flared skirts and light dresses, as if they were flags flying in the wind, had trouble maintaining their modesty. Their skirts and dresses danced high in the air and remained up in the way of a kite caught in the wind.
Festooned with lights and adorned with flags in the way of a circus big top, the exterior of the fun house was decorated with colorful graphics advertising what was within. The interior of the fun house was a confusing maze of columns, doors, walls, and rooms. The fun house was alive with sight, sounds, music, and lights. Purposely designed to confuse, delight, and shock people, using black lights instead of white lights, none of the rooms were brightly lit.
As I do with all my fun houses, I designed my fun houses to ensure that there wasn't anything for anyone to stumble over or bump into in the dark that would hurt them. All my floors are carpeted and all my walls are padded. With nothing in the way to cause injury, my goal was for everyone to have a safe, fun, and sexy time.
As if choosing from a menu at McDonalds, there was an ala carte directory that named and described the function and the additional prices of each room. Included in the price of admission, the main room and the biggest room was a typical fun house with mirrors, slides, moving floors and walls, and scary things popping out of the walls, floors, and ceilings. Included in the price of admission, part of the main room was the Walls of Mirrors Room.
Surrounded by mirrors, the Walls of Mirrors Room had mirrors on all four walls, on the ceiling, and even on the floor. A fun house wouldn't be a fun house without mirrors, especially in the way that their mirrors allowed men to have up skirt peeks under women's skirts and dresses and have down blouse views inside of women's low-cut tops. Only, these mirrors didn't show what people looked like short, tall, fat, or thin. These mirrors were special. These mirrors were X-ray, XXX-rated mirrors. They showed what people looked like not only in their clothes but also in their underwear before showing what people looked like naked.
'I love seeing naked women,' I thought while watching women entering the Wall of Mirrors Room from the cameras in my private office.
As if receiving harmless doses of radiation from TSA machines at an airport, computerized body scanners photographed anyone standing in front of the mirrors in 360-degree, 3D images. Once the mirrors scanned whomever stood before them, it was easy for the computer to generate the scanned images of individuals without their clothes. The mirrors in this Walls of Mirrors Room showed what the observer looked like in their underwear from front to back and top to bottom before morphing the images to show what they looked like naked.
The images morphed to slowly remove their clothes as if they were doing a revealing, computerized striptease right before their eyes. Everyone stared at all they were showing to others and at all they were seeing of one another. A phenomenon of unexpected exhibitionism and voyeurism, curiously, no one was embarrassed enough to cover themselves. Obviously, with everyone there for the same reason to show what they looked like without their clothes and to see what others looked like without their clothes, the Walls of Mirrors Room was the mainstay and the featured attraction of this adult, XXX-rated fun house.
Being that my computer recorded images of everyone naked, patrons could purchase a series of photos of themselves and of others slowly being stripped naked. A real moneymaker, more than one son bought photos of his naked mother, his naked sister, his naked aunt, or his naked cousin. More than one father bought photos of his naked daughter, his naked sister, his naked sister-in-law, and/or his naked mother-in-law. More than one pervert bought photos of every naked person who happened to be in the room with him at the time. Men bought as many photos as they could afford, especially when those photos included nuns visiting the Walls of Mirrors Room.
With other people in the Walls of Mirrors Room stripped naked before their eyes too, the patrons not only got to see what they looked like naked but also, they got to see what everyone else looked like naked too. This XXX-rated fun house, especially the Walls of Mirrors Room, more embarrassing than sexually exciting for some, may not be a good place to take someone on a first date. Then again, a real ice breaker, this XXX-rated fun house, especially the Walls of Mirrors Room, may be the perfect place to take someone on a first date.
"Wow, you really have big tits, Donna," said John staring at all that he was seeing of his date's naked breasts for the first time.
Donna made a face while staring at all that she was seeing of her date.
"And you really have a tiny dick," said Donna while staring down at the diminutive size of her date's naked cock compared to the other men's naked, cocks around her.
* * * * *
The Walls of Mirrors Room may not be the appropriate place to come with your friends, your neighbors, your co-workers, and/or the members of your religious congregation. How embarrassing would that be to see your friends, your neighbors, your co-workers, and/or the members of your religious congregation naked? How embarrassing would that be for your friends, your neighbors, your co-workers, and/or the members of your religious congregation to see you naked too?
Then again, for those who are exhibitionists as much as they are voyeurs, the Walls of Mirrors Room may be the perfect place to come with your friends, your neighbors, your co-workers, and/or the members of your religious congregation. How sexually exciting would that be to see your friends, your neighbors, your co-workers, and/or the members of your religious congregation naked? How sexually exciting would that be for your friends, your neighbors, your co-workers, and/or the members of your religious congregation to see you naked too?
The Walls of Mirrors Room may not be the appropriate place to come with your mother, your father, your sister, your brother, your mother-in-law, your father-in-law, your sister-in-law, and/or your brother-in-law. How embarrassing would that be to see your mother, your father, your sister, your brother, your mother-in-law, your father-in-law, your sister-in-law, and/or your brother-in-law naked? How embarrassing would that be for your mother, your father, your sister, your brother, your mother-in-law, your father-in-law, your sister-in-law, and/or your brother-in-law to see you naked too?
Then again, for those who are exhibitionists as much as they are voyeurs, the Walls of Mirrors Room may be the perfect place to come with your mother, your father, your sister, your brother, your mother-in-law, your father-in-law, your sister-in-law, and/or your brother-in-law. How sexually exciting would that be to see your mother, your father, your sister, your brother, your mother-in-law, your father-in-law, your sister-in-law, and/or your brother-in-law naked? How sexually exciting would that be for your mother, your father, your sister, your brother, your mother-in-law, your father-in-law, your sister-in-law, and/or your brother-in-law to see you naked too?
With one thing leading to another thing, the Walls of Mirrors Room may be the perfect way to begin a sexual relationship with your friends, your neighbors, your co-workers, and/or with members of your church congregation. The Walls of Mirrors Room may be the perfect way to cross the imaginary line of incest by seeing what you should never see of your mother, your father, your sister, your brother, your mother-in-law, your father-in-law, your sister-in-law, and/or your brother-in-law? The Walls of Mirrors Room may be the ideal way to begin an incestuous relationship by showing your mother, your father, your sister, your brother, your mother-in-law, your father-in-law, your sister-in-law, and/or your brother-in-law what they should never see of you.
* * * * *
Not included in the price of admission was the Heterosexual Groping Room. For an additional fifty-dollars for men and free for women, the Heterosexual Groping Room, a room designated for groping, was the perfect place to be consensually groped by strangers and to legally grope strangers. In addition to a Heterosexual Groping Room specifically for heterosexual men and heterosexual women, I built a Gay Groping Room just for gay men and had plans to build a Lesbian Groping Room for lesbian women.
Relaxing their sexual inhibitions, I discovered that people willingly, voluntarily, and consensually do more in the dark then they would if the rooms were luminously lit. Besides, what better way to grope someone if, just as you don't know who you were groping, they don't know who was groping them? All a customer had to do was to stand in one place while waiting to be groped and/or to grope, or to walk forward, or to walk to the side until someone found you to grope and/or you found someone to grope.
Totally dark in the way of a movie theatre suddenly losing power, just as you couldn't see anyone standing in front of you, they couldn't see you standing in front of them. As a matter of safety, everyone who entered the groping rooms were required to wear goggles to avoid being poked in the eyes and to prevent poking anyone in the eyes. Everyone who entered the groping rooms were also required to wear padded bicycle helmets to avoid bumping heads. The sexually exciting fun of the groping rooms was to reach out and grope someone while they reached out and groped you.
What was good about the Groping Room was that it was always so crowded that it was impossible to fall to the floor and be trampled. If anyone was to fall, they'd fall against someone while being groped. In the way that the Walls of Mirrors Room was a big hit, the Groping Room was also a big hit as well.
Men groped women as well as women groped men. Being that it was impossible to see who was groping whom, men deliberately or inadvertently groped other men while women deliberately or inadvertently groped other women. Reach out and touch someone took on new meanings in the groping rooms. To say the least, it was sexually arousing to touch and feel so very many people in one place and at one time.
The Heterosexual and Gay Groping Rooms were places to experience the sexual fantasy of groping by reaching out to grope strangers. Just as customers didn't know who they were groping and who groped them, no one knew who they were groping and who groped them. How hot would that be for men to reach out their hands to feel strange women's tits, asses, and pussies? How hot would that be for women to reach out their hands to feel a multitude of strange men's cocks and asses? How hot would that be for gay men to group one another?
Some customers even stripped themselves naked in the dark and didn't dress until the lights illuminated them. The Heterosexual and Gay Groping Rooms were two of the main attractions and big hits of my fun house. Unless someone experienced the groping rooms for themselves, no one would ever know what went on inside the groping rooms. Reaching out to feel and touch someone without even knowing what they look like was a unique experience. Of course, even in the dark, much can be told by touch, such as, height, weight, and breasts, ass, and cock size.
As if a woman was sitting in an XXX-rated, heterosexual, movie theatre while waiting to be sexually manhandled and physically assaulted, the Heterosexual Groping Room was a big hit in my fun house. As if a man was sitting in an XXX-rated, gay movie theatre while waiting to be sexually manhandled and physically assaulted, the Gay Groping Room was as big of a hit as was the Heterosexual Groping Room. Evidentially, the groping rooms were the secret, sexual fantasy of many men and women.
Whether they were heterosexual or gay, seemingly everyone enjoyed being groped as much as they enjoyed groping others. Just as people imagined being groped by someone, apparently, people wanted to be groped and/or to grope others. Different from being groped by a pervert on a crowded subway, people who entered the groping rooms of my fun house paid to grope and/or to be groped. Those who entered the groping rooms willingly, voluntarily, and consensually wanted to grope and/or be groped.
Ideally, those wanting to be groped were encouraged to wear loose clothing. All part of the groping, fun experience of being groped and groping others, whether male or female, gropers lifted tops, pulled up bras, lifted skirts, and pulled down pants, panties, and briefs. Male gropers moved their hands beneath tops and bras to feel women's naked breasts. Female gropers unzipped men's pants, reached their hands in their underwear, and pulled out their cocks. Ideally, those who wanted to be groped were encouraged not to wear any underwear.
In the same way that men groped women, women groped men. With women more sexually liberated to do whatever they wanted to do in the dark, pulling down their zippers, their pants, and their underwear to expose men's erect pricks were all part of the groping experience. With men more sexually liberated to do whatever they wanted to do in the dark, lifting skirts, tops, and bras, and pulling down panties to expose women's naked bodies were all part of the groping experience. Even though sexual acts were discouraged in the Groping Room, with the room totally dark, who would know if a man masturbated and/or fucked a woman or a woman masturbated and/or sucked a man?



* * * * *
For an additional one-hundred-dollars, in tandem with the Groping Rooms, were the Heterosexual Orgy and the Gay, Orgy Rooms. Those who wanted to have sex in the Orgy Room paid the one-hundred-dollar admission price in addition to the additional one-hundred-dollar price to experience the Orgy Room. As a way to encourage more women to participate in the Heterosexual, Orgy Room, women were admitted free of charge. Those who just wanted to watch others having sex paid only an additional fifty-dollar fee for the pleasure of watching swingers through a two-way, mirrored glass.
Much cheaper than buying overprice champagne at a strip club, there was the Private, Sex Rooms. Whether a man with a woman, two men, two women, two men and one woman, two women and one man, or two couples, the Private, Sex Rooms gave customers privacy to have sex. Instead of going to a hotel or motel, patrons paid a fifty-dollar per person charge by the hour to rent a room. Again, in the way of the Orgy Room, those who just wanted to watch others having sex paid only an additional fifty-dollar fee for the pleasure. Those who wanted privacy and didn't want to be watched pulled their curtain closed.
At a fifty-dollar additional cost, free for women, was the Bondage and Discipline Room. Whether being tied, teased, slapped, spanked, and/or beaten, those who wanted to play out their sexual BDSM fantasies with strangers were encouraged do to so in the Bondage and Discipline Room. Whether you wanted to dominate someone or be dominated by someone, the Bondage and Discipline Room was for those expressed purposes.
Again, free for women and fifty-dollars for men, the Fetish Room went from innocently worshiping someone's feet, to peeking up their skirts at panties or down the blouses of women to steal peeks of their cleavage, their bras, and/or their tits. As long as they confined their urination and excrements to the Fetish Room bathroom and cleaned up their messes afterwards, urinating on someone and shit play was a big favorite of the Fetish Room too. From gloryholes to spying through holes in the wall, the Fetish Room encompassed every, sexual peccadillo that could be imagined.
The fetish room housed the panty and shoe museum with panties and shoes worn by celebrities. From Marilyn Monroe's panties to Dolly Parton's high heel shoes, to Sophia Loren's and Jayne Mansfield's brassieres, to Dorothy's red, ruby slippers, they were all there. From John Wayne's cowboy boots, to David Beckham's briefs, to O. J. Simpson's Bruno Magli's shoes, they were there too.
* * * * *
Once Happy Halloween had his fun house ready for business, not forgetting or forgiving, seeking his ultimate revenge, he searched the Internet looking for the whereabouts of Flora and Joe. He discovered by stumbling over their wedding gift registry that they were living in Chicago and were soon engaged to be married. Serving his revenge cold, he sent Flora and Joe an engraved invitation to his fun house. He withheld the information that his fun house was an XXX-rated, fantasy fun house for adult, sexual pleasure.
Swearing that bygones should be bygones, Flora and Joe invited Happy to their wedding. Being that Happy wasn't so happy that they both played him dirty, not eager to watch them getting married, he declined their gracious wedding invitation by telling them that he was too busy with his fun house. As his wedding gift to them, however, Happy was happy when they graciously accepted his offer for an all-expense, paid trip to Kansas to stay at his hotel, eat at his restaurant, and agreed to visit his fun house during their honeymoon.
Ready to receive Flora and Joe, Happy videotaped Flora's entrance into his fun house. As soon as she walked over the jet fan, her short, light skirt, raised to her shoulders. Unable to grab it fast enough to push it down, instead of continuing to walk away from the jet fan, she remained there as if a deer caught in headlights or as if she was Marilyn Monroe in The Seven Year Itch. If Happy didn't know Flora better, he'd think that she wanted to flash her panties. Yet, instead of being the exhibitionist that she was when she stripped herself naked for Joe, she genuinely looked embarrassed being as exposed.
With more surprises in store, Happy arranged to have some new friends that he had made while doing business in the XXX-rated side of town to warmly albeit sexually greet them. Closing his fun house to the public for the day, he invited a group of his biker friends from the 69 chapter of bikers along with a group of gay men that he had befriended from the organization of Men Who Love Men Club. Once inside his fun house, by moving walls and locking doors, an easy thing to stealthily and remotely do in a fun house, he separated Flora from Joe.
"Joe? Joe? Where are you?"
Now, totally isolated from Joe, Flora roamed the fun house alone while not knowing where Joe was. With her the only heterosexual woman in the room and in the entire fun house, Flora found herself in the Walls of Mirrors Room with a dozen, horny bikers. Just as she was embarrassed that so many men were seeing the computer slowly strip her naked, she was embarrassed seeing so many men being stripped naked too. With apologies to no one and entering at their own risk, Happy had managed to make a NFNM room, a naked female and naked male room for the expressed purposes of seeing everyone who entered the room naked.
"Oh, my God. How is he doing that? I'm in my bra and panties. I don't believe this. I'm so embarrassed. I'm topless," she said cupping her breasts in her hands. "Oh, my God. I'm naked," she said moving against a wall but to no avail with every wall, the ceiling, and the floor a mirror. "Fuck! All these men are seeing my naked ass, tits, and pussy. All these men are seeing me naked."
* * * * *
Meanwhile, Joe roamed the other side of the fun house looking for Flora while she looked for Joe.
"Flora? Flora? Where are you?"
By stealthily moving walls and remotely locking doors, totally isolated from Flora, Joe continued roaming the fun house not know where Flora was. The only heterosexual man in the room, Joe found himself in the Walls of Mirrors Room with a dozen, horny, gay men. Just as he was embarrassed that so many men were seeing the computer slowly strip him naked, he was uncomfortable seeing so many naked men too.
"What the fuck? How is he doing that? Holy shit, how is he stripping me naked?"
Eager to leave the Walls of Mirrors Room, with lighted arrows pointing the way, Flora was directed to the totally pitch-black Heterosexual, Groping Room. The only woman in the room with a dozen, horny bikers, Flora was mercilessly groped and forced to grope them. While stripping her nearly naked, bikers forced her to touch their naked, erect cocks while they touched her ass, her tits, and her pussy through her clothes and inside of her clothes.
Touching, feeling, fondling, and groping her everywhere that she now only allowed her newly wedded husband to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her, two dozen, biker hands sexually assaulted her. After Happy told his biker friends what Flora had done to him, they were more than willing to seek their revenge on Flora's sexy and shapely body. As if she was a rag doll, the dozen bikers passed Flora from one horny man to the next horny man.
"Get away from me. Oh, my God. Stop! Don't touch me. How dare you? Let go of my hand. Oh, my God. Stop! Eww. Gross. I can't believe you put your prick in my hand. That's so disgusting," she said trying to pull her hands away from so very many, perverted men. "Let go of my hand. That's so gross."
Eager to leave the Walls of Mirrors Room, with lighted arrows pointing the way, Joe was directed to the totally pitch-black Gay, Groping Room. The only heterosexual man in the room with a dozen, horny, gay men, Joe was mercilessly groped and forced to grope them. Touching, feeling, fondling, and groping him everywhere that he now only allowed his newly wedded wife to touch, feel, fondle, and grope him, two dozen, gay hands sexually assaulted him. After Happy told his gay friends what Joe had done to him, they were more than willing to seek their revenge on Joe's manly and macho body.
"Hey! Take your hands off me. Let me go. Get the fuck away from me," said Joe fruitlessly struggling. "Oh, my God, someone just stuck their erect, naked prick in my hand. That's so gross. That's so disgusting."
From the Heterosexual, Groping Room, to the frying pan, and to the fire, Flora was directed to the Heterosexual, Orgy Room. Stripping her naked and gangbanging her, a dozen bikers forced themselves on her and inside of her. A dozen, horny bikers ejaculated their cum in her pussy, in her mouth, in her ass, and all over her face and in her beautiful, red hair. As if she was a Japanese woman enjoying a bukkake cum fest, her face, her hair, and her naked body were covered with warm, slimy ectoplasm. Good thing she was on birth control because if she wasn't pregnant from Joe fucking her before, she'd be pregnant from a dozen bikers fucking her now.
"Stop! You're tearing my clothes. Oh, my God. Get off me. Stop! Don't. Don't you dare cum on my face. Don't you dare stick your cock in my mouth. Let me go. Stop. You're hurting me. Jesus. I've been fucked in every hole over and again," said Flora.
From the Gay, Groping Room, to the frying pan, and to the fire, Joe was directed to the Gay, Orgy Room. Stripping him naked and gangbanging him, a dozen gay men forced themselves on him. As if he was a prisoner trapped in a men's shower, they forced their erect cocks in his hands, in his mouth, and up his ass. They ejaculated their cum in his mouth, all over his face, in his ass, and all over his naked body. As if he was a gay, Japanese man enjoying a gay, bukkake fest, Joe was covered with warm, slimy ectoplasm in the way that Flora was covered with warm, slimy ectoplasm too.
"Hey! Get your prick away from me. Stop. Oh, my God. What the fuck? I just blew someone. Jesus! Someone just fucked me in the ass," said Joe. "Oh, my God, there's another man fucking my ass and another man sticking his erect, naked prick in my mouth."
* * * * *
Perhaps, because they were in the Wizard of Oz part of Kansas, something unexpected happened. As if setting her true, spirit free, enjoying sucking and fucking a multitude of men, with her feet in the air and her legs spread while having multiple orgasms, having never been gangbanged before, Flora totally enjoyed being gangbanged now. As if she was a whore working in a mining camp for Al Swearengin in Deadwood, she loved being gangbanged hard and fast, the harder and the faster the better. In the way that she didn't know she was a whore before, she realized that she was now.
Joe on the other hand, didn't have as good of a time as Flora was having. He kicked, he punched, he struggled but all to no avail. Overwhelmed by a tag team of gay men, he was set upon by a dozen gay men eager to have their wicked, sexual way with his virginal, heterosexual body. Then, maybe because he was in the Wizard of Oz part of Kansas too, as if he was wearing red, ruby slippers, something magical happened.
Totally enjoying himself sucking off a multitude of men, Joe totally enjoyed being fucked in the ass by a gang of gay men. In the way that he didn't know that he was a gay man before, the same way that Flora didn't know she was a whore before, he realized that he was a gay man now. Cancelling their wedding, Flora stayed in Kansas to work at a whorehouse and Joe stayed in Kansas to join the Men Who Love Men Club.
Don't you love a story with a happy ending? I love a story with a happy ending. Happy Halloween.
As if your vote is my applause, please vote. This is a Halloween Contest story. Please vote.
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Why I write my stories, by Susan Jill Parker. Suffice to say, I'm different than you.
No surprise there, just as you're different than me, I'm different than you. We're not nearly the same person. I'm not writing that I'm special or better than you. I'm just different than you. Being that we're different people with different experiences, it's impossible for us to be the same or to think the same.
Not only do we have big differences in appearance, age, culture, tradition, religion, opinions, and beliefs but also, we have subtle differences in our personalities, sense of humors, and how we think about things too. Different good or different bad, what does it matter? Definitely not the same person, we're just different. That's all. Just as I'm not like you, you're not like me.
In as much as we're all basically and equally the same, we're all basically and equally different. Just as you're not like me and I'm not like you, with no one like anyone else, no one is exactly same. Yet, even though we're all different animals, we are all much alike in many regards. Unable to help ourselves, stuck with one another and locked by our natural born genetics, we're all human.
Admittedly, just as you see things differently than me, I see things differently than you. Sometimes, I see the things that you don't see and, because of that, I have a story to show. No doubt, I feel things differently than you do too. I sometimes may feel what you don't feel and, because of that, I have a story to write.
Being that too many people don't take the time to listen, I hear the things that you don't hear, can't hear, don't want to hear, or don't have the time to hear and, because of that, I have a story to share. Being that too many people don't understand or even ask the pertinent questions needed to ask to comprehend the issues, inquisitive by nature, perhaps I may have that advantage over you too. Nevertheless, because of my inquisitiveness, I have yet another story to write. Those are the three senses that continually inspire my stories, sights, sounds, and feelings. Those are the three senses that make me different than you.
Just as I seemingly always have a unique story to write, to tell, to show, and to share, we all have unique stories to write, to tell, to show, and to share. With that truth in mind, tell me. I'm curious. I really want to know. I promise not to tell anyone your story, that is unless you want me to write your story for others to read. What's your story? Think about it. Take your time to reflect. Being that there's no one else like you, even you have a unique story to tell that's different than anyone else's story.
Now that you've taken the time to think about it. I'll ask you again. What's your story? No matter if you believe that you're good or bad, or that you're interesting or boring, tell me, why are you the way that you are? What and/or who made you who you are? Think about it. Your story may surprise you as well as it may interest others.
"So...what's your story?"
What was that one defining moment that changed the direction of your life for the worse or the better? Don't say that there wasn't one defining moment when you know that there were many defining moments that defined you and that made you who you are today. Just as we all have more than a few tricks up our sleeves, we all have at least one defining moment. I've had several and assuredly will have many more before I meet my maker.
* * * * *
"Oh, hello. It's you. You could have knocked me over with a feather. I didn't even know that you even existed and here you are standing before me," said Susan while surprised by who greeted her at her final destination.
Susan feigned a smile when she'd rather just flee.
"As you can see, I do exist, Susan," said the Devil.
Accepting her fate, hoping to cool their relationship instead of heating it up, she hoped to make Satan her friend.
"This is embarrassing," she said pulling her blouse lower to flash the demon more of her long line of sexy cleavage. "I thought my maker was God and not the Prince of Darkness. No wonder I write erotica, especially incest. Now I understand why I slum in the Devil's playground when writing my stories of mother and son incestuous sex. Go figure."
Satan nodded Susan a smile.
"Incest stories are my favorite type of literature, especially mother and son incest," said the Devil. "I'm honored to have you, my favorite author, as one of my guests."
Susan gave Lucifer a curious look.
"Thank you," said Susan. "By the way...just wondering but in the way that Dante Alighieri wrote about the nine levels of Hell in Dante's Inferno and with the ninth level a special Hell reserved for Popes—"
Lucifer gave Susan a heated look.
"Yes? I hate Dante. He was one who got away," interrupted Satan. "Don't waste my time. What's your question? What's your point?"
Afraid to ask her question but needing to know the answer to make her feel better being in Hell, she persevered.
"Do you have a special level of Hell for Catholic Priests who sexually abused children, Harvey Weinstein, Bill Cosby, OJ Simpson, and President Trump?"
The Evil One smiled.
"Yes, of course. We've made special arrangements and have appropriate accommodations for them in anticipation of their eternal stay," laughed the Devil.
* * * * *
In the same way that we all have a unique story to tell, we all have a unique, sexual fantasy to share. With no two sexual fantasies quite the same, what's your sexual fantasy? Don't feel shy or be embarrassed. Tell me. I'd really like to know your sexual fantasy. Unless you'd like me to write your sexual fantasies in a story, I promise not to tell anyone what your sexual fantasies are.
Don't be ashamed to admit that you have sexual fantasies. It's quite normal to have dreams, desires, and fantasies, sexual or otherwise. Being that we all have sexual fantasies, we all have secrets. Just as it's quite normal to have dreams, desires, and fantasies, it's quite normal to keep secrets. Tell me. I'd like to know. Unless you want me to write your secrets in a story, I promise not to tell anyone your dreams, desires, sexual fantasies, and/or secrets. So, tell me. What's your secrets?
We all have done things that have made us feel happy, sad, proud, embarrassed, ashamed, and/or even perverted. Looking back now, I can clearly see that what I did in my youth then is no big deal in my adulthood now. What I did while growing up was normal behavior and a rite of passage to becoming an adult. I made lots of mistakes and made plenty of errors in judgments. I wouldn't be who I am today had I not gone through all of that, all of this, and everything else that I'm going through now that I went through in my years of maturation.
Unlike many other writers who force themselves to write in the way that they force themselves to poop when they're constipated, I only write when inspired. Forcing oneself to write without inspiration is much like taking a shit but on paper instead of in a toilet. When writing uninspired thoughts, whatever words written not only have no meaning but also fall flat on the page. They're literally and figuratively shit. Trust me, no one wants to read a shitty story. I know because I've written lots of those shitting stories while competing in the yearlong and now defunct, Literotica's Survivor contest, the writer who writes the most stories in the most categories wins.
"Yet, something I couldn't say before, I can say now. To quote the late, great comedian Flip Wilson, 'The Devil made me do it.' Now every time I write another mother and son incest story, being that mother and son incest stories are the Devil's favorite literature, I can say without reservation that the Devil made me do it."
I won the Survivor contest three times, finished in second place three times, and placed in third three times. No other writer has won, finished, and placed as many times in that contest. Not just by the number of stories posted but also by the number of words written, I'm one of the most prolific writers on the site.
Having written stories under 14 different names for the past ten-years, including writing stories under my real name, Susan Jill Parker as SusanJillParker, I've written more than 2,000 stories and poems of more than 10 million words that have amassed more than 350 million hits. I wish I had a penny for every hit. That's quite a lot of hits by any measure. I've won more than twice the contest money than another other writer on Literotica. Presently, with more than 80,000 writers on the site, I'm the 18th most favored writer.
My story, I Love You, Mommy, written under my WmForrester name, was one of the most read story in all of 2010. Presently, with just under 2 million hits, slipping back from a high of #59, it's now #73 on the all-time 250 most read lists. I had two other stories on the all-time most read list written under BostonFictionWriter, one of my other names, Stripping My Mother-in-law Naked, and Sex with my Sister-in-law Sarah. I deleted them both from the site to publish them as e-Books. Matter of fact, I deleted more than 350 stories from my BostonFictionWriter account because people were stealing my stories to post them as e-Books on Amazon.
I only write when I'm in the mood to write, which is every day. With inspired writing the best writing, it took me years to leave my window of inspiration open more than just a few minutes. Now, I can open it at will and leave it open for as long as I want. Unlike other writers who routinely do, I never stare at a blank page while wondering what to write. Most times, I have the story already written in my head. Sometimes, I have the whole story and can't type fast enough to write it all down in time before I forget some of it and/or before I lose the inspiration to continue writing it with inspired writing.
Whenever I get stuck what to write, which is rare, I take my story to bed with me. Just before I put my head on my pillow and close my eyes, I think of my story. Without consciously thinking about the story, I surrender the story to my subconscious. I allow my brain to percolate my story during the night. Then, when I awaken, with the story fresh and in my mind, I can't type fast enough.
Being that I have the most inspiration early in the morning, I write at the same time every day, from 4:30 am until 11:30 am. I only write in the morning. Too tired and/or too preoccupied by then, I can't write in the afternoons or at night. When I was working full-time, I used to write late at night, 7:00 pm until midnight, but I stopped when I heard voices. Being that I lived in an old house, built in 1884, I thought the house was haunted until I realized that it was my characters talking to me and whispering their thoughts in my ears. I wish I knew then what I know now, I would have been a better writer.
* * * * *
When writing, I sit in a comfortable chair, my favorite chair, a Herman Miller Aeron C chair. I also have a Herman Miller Embody chair but I prefer writing in the Aeron. Neither chair comes with a headrest but the Aeron had an option to buy a headrest that matched the chair from an outside vendor. Now, the Aeron has a huge, adjustable headrest that allows me to lean back and read and reflect on what I've written when not writing. Of course, both chairs have lumbar support and adjustable arms along with a multitude of adjustments to make the chair comfortable for anyone, tall, short, obese, or thin.
My only vice, other than writing every day, I'm addicted to coffee. I can't write without drinking Starbucks, French Roast coffee, black with no sugar. I can't write without sitting across from a window, a room with a view to serve as a distraction to clear my head. I also have an adjustable, rocking foot rest under my desk for increased comfort. Then, there are my gadgets and toys that I keep on my desk that keeps me amused so that I don't get bored. I'm easily bored.
Needing to stretch my legs and clear my head, I take a break every hour or so to use the toilet or to get something to eat, a chunky peanut butter, cinnamon graham cracker and another cup of coffee. Oddly, enough in the walk from my chair to the bathroom, I always think of something more to write that I had forgotten or hadn't considered before. For some reason, whether taking a shower or going to the toilet, the bathroom is my incubator for inspired thoughts.
I have two Dell XPS Special Edition desktop computers. Plenty powerful enough for word processing, they both are 512GB, solid state towers with 16GB ram and a 4.2ghz processing speed. I also have two giant sized monitors on a huge L-shaped desk. I use one computer for answering e-mails and researching my stories on Google and the other computer to write my stories. I never go on the Internet with my story computer for obvious reasons. I use the latest Word, 2016 Office, and, every few minutes, save everything not only to my hard drive but also to my flash drive too.
Compared to the old computers, 286's, 386's, 486's, and Pentiums, these new computers are fast. What used to take several minutes to boot up then, only takes 15 seconds to boot up the computer now. I remember the old days when I was first learning how to use a computer. Thanks mostly to Microsoft, Apple, and Dell, we've come so far in such a short period of time. With everything needing to be saved on a floppy disk, the computer needed to boot up with a floppy disk. Needing to know DOS to instruct the computer with commands to do anything, computing is so much better and is much easier now than it was back then.
I remember the days when I could only write with pen in a composition notebook. From there, I could only write when typing on my Smith Corona typewriter. With it's too light of a touch, I never liked the IBM Selectric typewriter. Besides, with them so very costly, who could afford them other than a Fortune 500 business? I prefer pounding the keys and if they still made them, I would have purchased a manual typewriter instead of an electric one back then. Now, unable to write without my computer, Microsoft Word is a Godsend.
* * * * *
I don't take a day off or take a vacation from writing because I don't feel that writing is a job. To me, writing isn't work but enjoyment. Besides, I feel that I'm running out of time to write all that I want and need to write before I die. It's not that I'm old but I'm realistic.
Giving my life to God, with most things out of my control, my next story may be my last story. Who knows? Here today and gone tomorrow. My next story may be my best story but before I can write that, I have to write so many others. One of the lucky ones, at least I'm finally doing what I love to do. I write stories. Yet, instead of being a short story writer, I'm more of a novelist. I've written more than sixty novel length works.
Because I'm a novelist, I could never write screenplays. I've had a couple of courses in Screenplay writing. I enjoyed the courses and did well in them but writing screenplays are mostly writing 120 pages of dialogue, a page for each minute of the movie, and little else. Yet, whether a writer, a reader, and/or love going to the movies, I recommend taking a course in screenplay writing. It's fun reading the book and then watching the movie while comparing one to the other to see what the director does with what the writer wrote.
What I didn't like about screenwriting is that, once the screenplay is written, the rest of the story is left up to the interpretation of the director and/or the actors. Instead of giving up control of what I've written, I prefer maintaining control of all that I wrote. I prefer writing everything, the plot, the background, the character development, the dialogue, the tension, the description, and the imagery. I prefer writing the whole story, a story that can't be left to anyone's interpretation and changed from the book once written.
Oddly enough the only book that I know that was translated word by word to the movie was the Age of Innocence by Edith Wharton and directed by Martin Scorsese. Interestingly enough, the only book that I know that was written after the movie was The Piano, by Jane Campion, who also directed the movie. Nonetheless, writers and directors must work hand and hand because we wouldn't have one without the other.
Back in the day of Charles Dickens, with him publishing his stories a chapter at a time in the newspaper as a serial series, readers couldn't wait to read his next chapter. In the way that movie stars and pop idols are revered today in the 21st century, Dickens was the closest thing to a pop star back then in the 19th century. More than 150-years later, many of his stories were made into movies while other writers were forgotten.
Examples of movies made from the works of Charles Dickens were The Death of Poor Joe 1901, Scrooge or Marley's Ghost 1901, The Adventures of Mr. Pickwick 1921, Rich Man's Folly 1931, David Copperfield 1935, Great Expectation 1946, Oliver Twist 1948, Scrooge 1951 The Pickwick Papers 1952, Mr. Magoo's Christmas Carol 1962, Oliver 1968, The Odd Curiosity Shop 1975, The Stingiest Man in Town 1978, An American Christmas Carol 1979, A Tale of Two Cities1980, Mickey's Christmas Carol 1983, Little Dorrit 1987, The Adventures of Oliver Twist 1987, Hard Times 1988, Scrooged 1988, Oliver & Company 1988, The Muppet Christmas Carol 1992, Ms. Scrooge 1997, A Diva's Christmas Carol 2000, The Life and Adventures of Nicholas Nickelby 2001, Christmas Carol: The Movie 2001, Nicholas Nickleby 2002, Twist 2003, Boy Called Twist 2004, A Christmas Carol 2009, The Mystery of Edwin Drood 2014, and Fitoor 2016.
Thirty-two movies were made from the works of Charles Dickens. The only living writer who had more movies made from his work is Stephen King who had at least 70 movie credits to his name. Just as we wouldn't have movies if we didn't have books, nonetheless the hard, dedicated, and creative work of writers, the directors and actors receive all the credit and the bulk of the money. Unless a writer has creative control in the way of JK Rowling and Stephen King have, writers are ignored, overlooked, unappreciated, and underpaid. We wouldn't have Oscars if it wasn't for writers starting the whole process of writing stories for the silver screen.
I bet you don't know who had the most movies adaptations made from their stories. I'll give you a hint. It wasn't JK Rowling, Charles Dickens, or Stephen King. Give up? The list of the most movie inspired writers is below.
The authors most adapted for the big screen, those given more than 100 IMBd credits on the internet movie database were: William Shakespeare 831, Anton Chekhov 320, Charles Dickens 300, Alexandre Dumas 243, Edgar Allen Poe 240, Robert Louis Stevenson 225, Arthur Conan Doyle 220, Hans Christian Anderson 217, Edgar Wallace 214, The Brothers Grimm 212, Moliere 208, O. Henry 201, Oscar Wilde 181, Fyodor Dostoevsky 177, Leo Tolstoy 154, Victor Hugo 150, Jules Verne 143, Stephen King 127, Agatha Christie 126, L. Frank Baum 124, Mark Twain 121, Somerset Maugham 121, Noel Coward 101, and Miguel de Cervantes 101.
* * * * *
Why do I write? I mostly write for myself and if someone enjoys reading what I write, then that's a bonus. Moreover, I write because I must write. I write because it makes me feel good. I write to clear my mind of my thoughts. I write because I must write to remember all that I shouldn't forget. Writing is cathartic. Writing is therapeutic.
I write because of all the physical, emotional, and sexual abuse I suffered. Being that I'm a survivor of incest, writing is my lifelong therapy. Writing is what I do to heal myself for me to make sense of all the horrific abuse I suffered. Yet, even though I've had years of therapy, as if I'm cursed to write incestuous sex stories, here I am writing erotica on a porn site.



"Go figure."
Writing is my calm before my storm of anger, hurt, and rage. Writing is my way to write all those things that I perceive as beautiful, interesting, and/or wrong. Writing is how I think through things and process all the thoughts that collect, accumulate, and take up precious space in my mind. Writing not only makes me feel relaxed and at peace with myself but also writing makes me feel normal. Just as I can't imagine a day without breathing, I can't imagine a day without writing. Just as talking, drawing pictures on a wall, sculpting form and shapes, or paintings on canvas, writing is my form of communication.
Writing is the quiet time that I need to quell the constant ringing in my ears. Something that I'll have for the rest of my life, the ringing is from my ex-husband hitting me while cupping and quickly clapping his hands over both my ears. Slapping my ears at the same exact time, that cause a damaging amount of explosive air pressure and did permanent damage to my hearing.
As long as I shall live, I'll never forget that stinging and ringing feeling. As if a knife pierced my brain, that was so very painful. Luckily, I don't need perfect hearing to hear the things that I need to hear to write my stories. I hear them in my head.
Early on, my life started with a severe speech impediment. I couldn't speak a word. It took me several minutes to utter a single sound. An emotional problem and not a physical one, I had years of speech therapy and none of it helped. I was doomed to live silently and quietly without talking. Gradually, over the years, as my memories of the traumatic events faded and were replaced by better things and more positive experiences, I slowly regained my ability to speak.
Sadly, what was much worse than having a severe speech impediment was how people treated me when having a severe speech impediment. People my age made fun of me. I was constantly and continually teased, ridiculed, laughed at, humiliated, and called names. Preferring to stay to myself, rather than to be made fun of, I had few friends. The adults looked at me as if there was something wrong with me. Some would raise their voices when talking to me as if I couldn't hear them while others looked at me as if I was mentally challenged and couldn't understand them no matter how loud they talked.
Instead of hanging around with the other kids, I went for long walks alone. Fortunately for me, able to walk anywhere from anywhere, I lived in the North End of Boston, the Italian section of the city. My haunting ground was the Boston Commons, the Public Gardens, the Charles River Esplanade, Commonwealth Avenue, and Newbury Street. I used to routinely walk to the Boston Garden or Fenway Park. With Newbury Street crowded with people and lined with shops and boutiques, every day was a celebration of sights and sounds. Every day inspired me to write.
Boston has a history of famous writers who lived in Back Bay and/or on Beacon Hill. Whenever I walked around Boston, I imagined Nathanial Hawthorne, Herman Melville, Ralph Waldo Emerson, Henry David Thoreau, Edgar Allen Poe, Robert Frost, and Louisa May Alcott, Sylvia Plath. Oddly enough, a dream job come true, I ended up working on Newbury Street, first for a furrier as his controller and then for an exclusive modeling agency as her business manager. I met my ex-husband on the corner of Berkley and Newbury Street during the Red Sox World Series parade. He was a Boston cop pulling detail duty as many of the Boston police did that day.
A time before special needs education, because I was unable to verbally communicate, my teachers stuck me in the back of the room. It wasn't until I was given an IQ test and received the second highest score in the school that my teachers gave me special attention. The kid who earned the highest score in the IQ test earned a 4-year scholarship to Harvard University. Alas, later in life, my emotional battles got the better of me and I dropped out of school at 16-years-old and left home to live with a friend at 17-years-old.
Without taking classes in preparation of taking the GED test, it was several years later that I earned my GED, general equivalency degree, by walking in a GED testing site and taking the test. I scored in the top 99%. Having missed the boat with college, paying my way through school while working full-time, I attended night school at Northeastern University in Boston.
Rubbing elbows and receiving educational instruction from the most educated minds in Boston, most all of my professors had Ph. D degrees. My creative writer teachers all had MFA degrees. Suffice to say, I had great professors and teachers.
When most drop out and don't finish night school to earn their degrees, it took me 5, long years of hard work. By going to school through the summer while taking a full course load, four semesters and 16 courses a year, I finished. I graduated suma cum laude with my bachelor's degree in English with Creative Writing and English Literature minors. Most nights I wouldn't arrive home until after 10 pm and had to awaken by 6 am to get ready for work the next morning.
Glad that it was over but prouder of myself for sticking with it, my education was something that no one would take from me. Oddly enough, I always thought that I needed a college degree to be a writer. I didn't. I thought that a college education would make me a better writer. It didn't. Other than term papers, I didn't write a damn thing in college. All I did was read, at least a book a day, sometimes two books a day, just keep up with the program and the course load.
* * * * *
Always reading when I wasn't writing, it was reading what others had written that made me a better writer. I was reading college level literature when I was in junior high school. From an early age, I was a student of the classics, Hemingway, Fitzgerald, James, Woolf, Wharton, Faulkner, Wilde, Morrison, Steinbeck, Twain, Dickens, Vonnegut, Melville, Hawthorne, Salinger, Poe, Lee, King, Chandler, Walker, Capote, Emerson, and others. Without doubt, reading as well as writing made me a better writer.
Virginia Woolf was the first writer to use stream of consciousness as a narrative device. Able to write a multitude of thoughts and feeling which passed through the mind of the reader, used much in the way of interior monologue, streams of consciousness allowed me to take the reader inside the head of my characters. By not having to explain all that I wrote, streams of consciousness as well as interior monologue allowed me to write stories with less narrative and dialogue. Whereas streams of consciousness are better used in first person and best used for a psychological novel, interior monologue is best suited for third person and character development.
Unless I pursued my education and earned a Master of Fine Arts degree in Creative Writing, it was then that I decided that no one can teach anyone how to write. All that teachers can teach are English grammar and the mechanics of writing. Something that someone is born to do, either you can write or you can't write. Either you want to write or you don't. Writing takes hard work and discipline. It means giving up friends and family to shut yourself out the world to write while alone with your bad self.
Working to earn an MFA degree would have taken me into the real mechanics that writers use to write their stories. A Master of Fine Arts degree would have helped me to interpret stories better and easier. I would have learned not just the terminology of creative writing but all the hidden techniques and stylistic secrets that writers employ and readers never notice. Having an MFA degree was necessary for me not only to be a better writer but also to teach writing to others. Only, the last thing that I wanted to be was a teacher. The last thing that I wanted to do was to stand at the head of a room in front of a class of bored students.
* * * * *
Part of what made me who I am, some of my defining moments, was from my pain and suffering that I endured from being emotionally, physically, and sexually abused. My uncle forced me to give him oral sex because I was blonde, pretty, and had big, blue eyes. I remember him slapping me across my face if I didn't stare up at him as I stroked him and sucked him while looking as if I was enjoying it. Not the only one to sexually abuse me, my piano teacher sexually abused me for five years. Burning me with cigarettes, my cousin, berated me, beat me, tortured me, raped me, and then tried to murder me by drowning me in an icy pond in February.
Even now, so very many years later, never have I ever been as cold. Even today, so very many years later, my fingertips and toes still tingle as if they're still warming after being frostbitten. I thought I was going to die until I saw Mother Mary not floating but hovering beside me under the water. She was dry and I was soaking wet. Mother Mary was my patron saint. I still wear a medallion of Mother Mary around my neck and I silently prayed to her every night and every day whenever I needed help or comfort.
"It will be okay," she said as soon as I saw her and was all that she said.
As soon as she said that, I remember relaxing. Having made my peace with God, I was ready to die. Yet, I remember it as if it was yesterday, as soon as she said that it will be okay, I stopped struggling and relaxed. As soon as she said that it will be okay, my cousin's hand reached down for me and pulled me up to safety.
As if being born again, I was ready to surrender to the suffocation of the water. Yet, once pulled to the surface and feeling alive again, as if being punched in the ribs, that first big breath of air was painful and was like nothing I've ever felt. With everything so still and so quiet when I was drowning, it felt as if I was dead and buried in a coffin before being delivered in the middle of a New Year's Eve crowd in Times Square. Ready to walk into the bright light, yet, as soon as I thought that I don't want to die, I didn't die.
Sadly, once my cousin pulled me to safety, it was then that I discovered that I couldn't utter a word, not even a single sound. Yet, surprisingly enough, not being able to speak turned out to be a blessing. Instead of talking, I observantly watched and I patiently listened.
The funny thing about talking, I missed a lot from the sound of my own voice interrupting my thoughts. Now that I was mutely quiet, I could clearly hear what this one and what that one said. Most of what I heard was nonsense but other times, I heard some interesting things. I still use the conversations that I heard then in my stories and as character development now.
Not surprisingly, I'm a character writer. Having quietly studied people by watching their interactions while listening to them talking, I enjoy writing about people. Oddly enough, I still silently watch and listen to people interact with one another. It doesn't take much to inspire me to write, a word, phrase, the look in someone's eye, a trait, a characteristic, or even a smile.
When writing about someone, when trying to capture them, and when I'm developing a character that suddenly comes to life is when I know that I did my job in my developing their character. Then, once they stand behind my chair to whisper in my ear is when I listen to my characters. They tell me what they need to tell me for me to write their story. It's then that I turn the keyboard over to my characters to allow them to write their own story.
Instead of only writing what I know, it's because of developing characters that I'm able to write about anything and about anyone. I routinely write in most categories on the Literotica site. Being that I write custom and personalized stories for fans for a small fee, most of those fans who want me to write a story for them, want me to write an incest story, specifically a mother and son incest story.
"The Devil made me do it."
With incest and incestuous stories the biggest attraction on the site, most fans want me to write a story about them with their mothers, their sisters, their aunts, their cousins, their mothers-in-law, or their sisters-in-law. Many fans want me to write a story about them meeting me and us having sex. Being that I'm a survivor of incestuous abuse after my four brothers gang raped me, and my uncle and cousin sexually abused me, I'm able to write what I know. Being that I was forced to experience it first hand, incest is what I know and what I write the best.
Yet, once I develop my characters, going against writing what I know, I don't need to know the finer points of anything to write about it. I don't need to know the inherent, personal details of anyone to write about them. Between my development of characters, my creative mind, and my imaginary musings, it is then that I can write about anything because my characters do that for me. With my developed characters experienced in this subject or in that occupation, they tell me what to write. While they whisper what to write in my ears, it's a story of teamwork effort.
I've always had a multitude of people standing behind me and looking over my shoulder while reading as I write. Constantly, they change my story for me to put in their thoughts. Continually, they whisper in my ears to write this or that. At least when I die, I won't be alone. I'll have all those characters that I invented coming along with me.
"I'm going to need a bigger coffin and a bigger plot to fit all my characters that are coming with me. How much for a pyramid?"
* * * * *
The emotional, physical, and sexual abuse that I suffered growing up was much worse than the abuse that I suffered when married. Able to endure anything, once someone has suffered such horrific emotional, physical, and/or sexual abuse, there is nothing more that anyone can possibly do to them to hurt them and harm them, other than to torture them and kill them. Had I not experienced as much abuse back then, I never would have survived the abuse from my angry and drunken ex-husband later. He was a man who needed psychological therapy but refused the help. Whenever he came home drunk, which was seemingly all the time, my ex-husband beat me for three years, the length of our abusive marriage.
He knew that I wanted children and we fucked like rabbits night and day trying to get me pregnant. With my mother having five children and being fertile enough to have had several abortions before she was married, I didn't understand why I couldn't get pregnant. Obviously, there was something wrong with him but he refused to be tested. It wasn't until after we signed our divorce papers that he confessed that he didn't want children and had a vasectomy just before we were married. If I had a gun, I would have shot him dead.
An ex-Army Ranger, he served two tours of duty in Afghanistan and two tours of duty in Iraq. A bat shit crazy, mother-fucker, seemingly not caring if he lived or died, and because of that, he was a very dangerous man. Born to it and good at it, he wanted to make a career out of fighting and killing. After being wounded several times, the last time that he was wounded was severe enough for the Army to ship him home for good for rehabilitation.
Able to fluently speak a multitude of different languages and dialects, with him having an ear for it, and with him working in conjunction with the CIA, he wanted to stay in the Middle East and never return home. Wishing I had never met him, I wish he had stayed in the Middle East. Wanting to be a career mercenary soldier, he wanted to work for a private contractor that is until he was severely hurt, nearly died.
"A missionary soldier is where the big money is," he said. "When flying home on a military, cargo plane and not having to deal with TSA or with customs, with no one checking my bags, I can smuggle anything into the country, including money, especially money."
A 5th degree black belt in judo, he was proficient in jujitsu, kickboxing, and aikido. He could do more with one finger than most men could do with their fists. He was the guy who trained Green Berets, Rangers, and Navy Seals how to fight in close, hand-to-hand combat. With every fight a life or death combat, those men didn't fight to win. Kill or be killed, they fought to kill or severely maim.
I saw him in action once when he took on five men. Minding our own business, when he knew it was going to turn ugly, he got up to leave. Then, when one of the men said something about me and actually touched my ass, something out of the movie Equalizer, before the man could pull his hand away, his arm was broken.
The fight scene looked like something from a Jason Borne movie scene but only in fast forward motion. I never saw anyone throw punches and kicks as fast and as deadly accurate. Over in seconds and as quickly as it started, the fight was won as quickly as he could punch, kick, and put down five men. They didn't stand a chance. They had no idea who they were messing with when they started trouble with him over me. When only fighting one man, as if he was an MMA fighter, once he got them in a hold, and once he got them down on the ground, the fight was over.
One would think that someone like him, an ex-Army Ranger of honor, wouldn't hit a woman. Yet, he knew how to hit me without leaving a mark. He knew how to hit me to inflict the most pain. He knew how to hit me so that I wouldn't bleed or bruise as evidence to show the police that I had been beaten.
With no one to call to protect me, not even my brothers, who raped me, I couldn't call the police when he was the police. Brothers in arms, they stood by one another and protected one another and he was one of them. Assuredly, to his defense, it was deemed my fault for upsetting him. Besides, he was the one who trained the police how to fight. He was their teacher. He was their master. He was their sensei
Much later in his career, he was the one putting his life on the line by working undercover as a big, bad biker dude. Playing the role as if he was born on a Harley, no one knew or even suspected that he was a cop and working undercover for the Boston Police. He'd be dead if they suspected. Perfect for that sort of dangerous detail, he enjoyed living on the edge.
He did some things, some very bad things, that he felt compelled to tell me whenever he was drunk, which seemingly was all the time when he wasn't working. Afraid that I'd turn him in, he threatened to kill me if I ever left him. He knew, as his wife, that I couldn't testify against him. Yet, I had to leave him. I figured that I'd die if I stayed with him. The last straw was when he shoved me down a flight of cellar stairs and left me there for dead, unconscious and bleeding, while he was out partying with his friends.
He coerced me to participate in the swinging lifestyle and we did that for two years. He stopped when I received more sexual attention than he did. No woman wanted to be with an angry and violent drunk and he was always drunk, angry, and/or violent. We stopped when he called me a whore even though he was the one who forced me to have sex with other men. Yet, if nothing else, swinging help me to write erotica. What I haven't done, I've either seen it done or have written about doing it.
* * * * *
Just as my much older, four brothers were all bad men, my ex-husband was a bad cop. Back in the late 70's and early 80's, when I was still a child, my brothers worked as collectors, enforcers, and leg breakers for the mob. They were who they called when the boss had a problem with someone. Contract killers, they were the fixers who took care of things. From shooting, knifing, dismembering, burning, and killing, there was nothing violent that they didn't do or wouldn't do.
My eldest brother Freddie, baptized as Federico, the smallest and the meanest of the four, was 6'2" and 230 pounds. Then, there were the twins, affable and always laughing, Vito and Guido, were 6'6" tall and weighed 260 pounds. Even I sometimes had difficulty telling them apart. The baby was Big Louie. He stood 6'9" and admitted to weighing 320 pounds but we all knew that, with the scale only going up to 320 pounds, he weighed closer to 360. Literally, the big, bad bogeymen, these were men that you wouldn't want to meet in a dark alley.



My mother was as shapely and sexy as she was beautiful. Born with natural blonde hair and big, blue eyes, she was 5'10" tall, with D cup breasts. Tall for a woman back when she was young, she told everyone that she was a model. With her good looks, shapely body, and height, with no one doubting her, everyone believed that she was a model. Yet, the only modeling she ever did was stripping off her clothes while dancing around a pole.
At 5'9", I was the shrimp of the family. I probably would have been taller had my mother not smoked through her pregnancy. Perhaps, I would have been taller, had I not been born 7 weeks premature due to my mother's terrible diet that consisted of gin, vodka, and cigarettes instead of nutritious food and healthy water. When my mother wasn't drunk, she was out of her mind on drugs. Seemingly a rite of passage back then in the '80's, when she wasn't smoking weed, she was doing cocaine.
When not working as a stripper, she worked as a prostitute. She had my brothers to fall back on whenever someone got violent with her, refused to pay her, or when she was in a jam with her bookie or her pimp. Something out of Animal Kingdom with Ellen Barkin as Janine 'Smurf' Cody having incestuous sex with her sons, because my mother continued to have sex with my brothers, she had them all wrapped around her finger. With no questions asked and no complaints protested, as if they were her soldiers, they did whatever she asked them to do.
She had sex with all four of my brothers, long before I was even born. The sex between them continued for years. With my four brothers much older than me and with me an accident of birth, I've always suspected that one of my four brothers was my father. I don't think my mother would have kept me otherwise. She would have aborted me in the way that she aborted her other pregnancies. Even though it was out in the open with her having sex with my four brothers, incest was a topic that no one discussed or wanted to discuss.
Even though she was a drunk, a drug abuser, and a terrible eater, obviously having genetically superior genes, she always looked ten years younger than her age. Even when in her sixties, she looked as if she was in her late forties or early fifties. Especially by looking at her slim and shapely figure, something she maintained by eating less and drinking more, she still looked sexually appealing.
Later in life, she dyed her beautiful, blonde hair, shoe polish black to get away from her bookie and her pimp. She left town to live with my four brothers in Detroit. With me the outcast of my dysfunctional family, I've never met any of my sisters-in-laws or my nieces and nephews.
Sadly, and not fairly, it's as if my brothers blamed me for them sexually abusing me. No doubt, they didn't want their wives to know the emotional, physical, and sexual abusers that they were. Obviously, they didn't want their wives to know that they all gangraped me. Obviously, they didn't want their wives to know that they had sex with my mother for years. Obviously, they didn't want their children to know that their grandmother was a stripper, a prostitute, and an incestuous whore. No doubt, they didn't want their children to know that their daddies were leg breakers and murders who once worked for the mob.
Secrets. Everyone has secrets just as everyone has sexual fantasies along with a unique story to tell. Now that you know my story, let me ask you once again. What's your story? I'd really like to know.
THE END
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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A tempting offer to see what she'd do in the curves, niece begs her uncle to take her for a spin around the block. She asks her uncle to not only teach her how to drive but also for his help in making her a woman.
I'm Mark, a 51-year-old man and uncle to my 18-year-old niece, Kristen. Seeing her and reconnecting with her again after having not seen her in several years, I wished I could take her for a joyride not just around the block but around the country and even around the world. Having not seen her since she was an immature, obnoxious teenager, she had turned into a beautiful and sexy, young woman. With her orange, red hair and freckles making her look goofy as a little girl, she had matured into a beautiful, sexy redhead. She still had those big, beautiful, green eyes.
Not too hard to envision, I imagined absconding with my niece. I imagined packing a bag, taking her by her hand, and leaving everything and everyone behind. I'd love to just go away with her. I'd love to be with her night and day, especially nights.
I'd love nothing more than to eat breakfast, lunch, and dinner together while staying in cheap motels and seeing all of America and the rest of the world. While traveling with her, I'd love nothing more than to not only sleep in the same room with my niece but also to sleep in the same bed. How hot would that be to sleep with my niece and wake up with her the next morning? Surely, with one thing leading another, and with me perhaps going through something but, I'd love to have sex with a woman who looks like my niece.
Too good to be true, but I'd love to make some unforgettable, sexual memories with my niece by my side, in my car, and naked while in my bed. Something that I'd never forget for the rest of my life, Kristen could make me the happiest man in the world. Alas, as if that would ever happen, running away with her was nothing more than a pipe dream and my deepest and darkest, sexual fantasy. As if that would ever happen, having sex with my niece was nothing more than a sexual fantasy that I masturbated over when horny.
Nonetheless my sexual fantasy come true, how hot would that be to pretend that my oh, so beautiful, oh, so young, and my oh, so sexy niece was my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover? Yet, because of our more than 30-year difference in age, with me more than three times her age, most folks would think that I was her father. Most folks would think that she was my daughter instead of thinking that I was her boyfriend and she was my lover.
Yet, adding to our forbidden, incestuous union, how shocking would that be for a father to be sleeping in the same room and in the same bed with his daughter? How shocking would that be to have sex with my blood related niece? The maid who made up our motel room would be right in her assessment of me and in thinking the worst of us.
"The man in 2B is sleeping with and having sex with his daughter," I imagined the maid telling the motel manager. As proud as I'd be to have a sexual relationship with someone as young, as sexy, and as beautiful, I'd be a legend in my own mind being able to have sex with such a woman as beautiful as my niece.
Yet, forget about having sex with my niece, even if I focused on her request to just take her out driving, it wasn't just driving lessons that I wanted to give my niece, Kristen. Obviously, it wasn't just driving lessons that she needed and that she wanted. Oh, no. As it turned out, we both wanted much more than that.
Obviously, for me to cross the incestuous line with my niece and to go beyond the point of no return by opening Pandora's Box, a place where no man should go with his brother-in-law's daughter, I was obviously going through something. Yet, not caring if I was going through my second childhood, never had I been as sexually attracted to and sexually excited by any woman my age, younger, or older, as I was with my niece.
'God, I wish I could kiss her. I wish I could French kiss her. I wish I could make out with her while feeling her sexy and shapely body through her clothes. I wish I could strip her naked. I wish I could stick my prick in her beautiful mouth,' I thought every time I saw her. 'I wish I could fuck her pussy after I fucked her mouth and fucked her ass. I wish I could not only make her my lover but also my woman.'
There was something so special about her that made me wildly horny and that made my cock hard with sexual desire. In addition to her being beautiful and sexy, she was so young, so energetic, so enthusiastic, so funny, so open, and so free. I wasn't anything like her when I was eighteen-years-old. In the way that I still am now, albeit much older, I was such an immature nerd. With incestuous sex illegal as it is immoral, yet, how could anything that felt so good and so natural be so bad?
Not acting my age whenever I was with her, she made me feel young again. As if we were both the same age, she made me feel as if I was 18-years-old again. She made me want to take her in his arms, hold her, confess my undying love for her, and kiss her before stripping off her clothes and having hot, incestuous sex with her naked body. If there was one woman that I'd love to see naked, it was my niece, Kristen.
Now, that I had reconnected with my niece again, I never wanted to let her go. Something even more forbidden than having sex with my mother-in-law and/or my three sisters-in-law, which I had, I wished I could have sex with my niece. Adding to the illicit and illegality of having incestuous sex with my niece, the fact that she was so young, too young, made our incestuous union even more sexually forbidden as if made it more sexually exciting.
'How hot would that be to have hot sex with a woman more than thirty-years younger than me? How hot would that be to have incestuous sex with my niece? I'd love nothing more than to see Kristen naked,' I thought. 'I'd love nothing more than to fuck her mouth before fucking her red, furry pussy, and before fucking her beautiful ass.'
* * * * *
A reluctant teacher at first, but with Kristen an enthusiastic student, more than eager to learn, and more than willing to shed her sexual innocence, she obviously wanted me to teach her as much as I wanted to teach her. Over several weeks, I gave her life lessons on not only how to drive a car well enough to pass her driving test but also on how to become a sexy, sensual, and sexual woman. My sexual protégé, taking her under my wing, so to speak, I gave her lessons in not only how to sexually tease a man but also on how to sexually pleasure and please a man.
Something that slowly evolved over our alone time together, I gave her lessons in sex, albeit in forbidden oral, vaginal, and anal, incestuous sex. Over the course of several weeks, I fucked my niece in all three of her holes, her mouth, her pussy, and her ass. Even though, as any man would, from the first day that I reconnected with her again, I wished I could have hot sex with my sexy niece. My sexual dream come true, I couldn't believe when we finally came together as one.
Believing that it was nothing more than wishful thinking, I never thought she'd ever agree to have sex with me but she did. Even though I masturbated over the thoughts of having sex with Kristen, I never thought that she'd voluntarily, willingly, consensually, and sexually want me in the way that I incestuously wanted her. Yet, obviously to me now that we've had sex so very many times, she wanted me in the way that I wanted her.
'I'm so happy,' I thought the first time that I kissed Kristen. 'I can't believe she allowed me to kiss her. I can't believe she returned my kiss with her kiss. I can't believe she allowed me to feel her through her clothes while kissing me.'
'I'm so happy,' I thought the first time we had sex. I can't believe we had sex. I can't believe she allowed me to have my wicked, sexual, and incestuous way with her beautiful body,' I thought the first time that she sucked my cock and the first time that I made love to her before fucking her.
My sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't believe that my beautiful, sexy niece was my incestuous lover. Yet, I realized that just as there was something wrong with me to have sex with my niece, there was obviously something wrong with my niece to want to have sex with me, her uncle. Not too difficult to discern, after I had sex with Claudia's mother, Corrine, my mother-in-law, years ago, I realized that I had married into a fucked-up, incestuous family. Then after my wife's brother, Alec, divorced my sister-in-law, Marilyn, Kristen's mother, crossing the line before she moved away and disappeared from my life, I had sex with her too.
First my mother-in-law and then my sister-in-law, I felt as if I needed a scorecard. If that wasn't enough, I had sex with my brother-in-law's sister, my wife's sister, Maggie, before having sex with Alec's second wife, Colleen, who was actually his first wife. He divorced her to marry Marilyn, then, divorced Marilyn to marry Colleen again. Now, in the way that Alec continued to have sex with my wife, his sister, Claudia, Alec's wife, Colleen, continued to have sex with me.
'Just as I'm sometimes confused by the sexual memories of Marilyn and Maggie, even I'm sometimes confused by the sexual memories of Claudia, Colleen, and Corrine. Sometimes, I wished they had different names like Debbie, Fiona, Kathy, Linda, and Rachel,' I thought while laughing over the sexual and titillating alliteration of Marilyn, Maggie, Claudia, Colleen, and Corrine.
Actually, I'm not blaming my brother-in-law, not one bit. I'm just stating the facts. I wouldn't have had sex with Colleen, Alec's wife, and with Corrine, Alec's, Maggie's, and Claudia's mother, again, if he wasn't busy having sex with my wife, Claudia, his sister, in the deep, dark end of the pool. Then, after Alec had sex with my wife, after his sister stroked him, sucked him, and fucked her brother, and after he fingered her, licked her, and fucked his sister, Claudia, had lesbian sex with her sister-in-law, Colleen, an admitted bi-sexual.
'Wow, suddenly feeling as if I was an actor on Dynasty or Dallas, I do need a scorecard,' I thought.
If that still wasn't enough, after eating Colleen's marijuana laced brownies, admittedly we both had too much to drink that night, Alec and I double teamed and gangbanged his mother, Corrine. The nerve of Corrine sexually interfering with her son and son-in-law, we attacked her when she tried to stop us from having sex with Colleen and Claudia. Even though Corrine feigned her resistance, with her enjoying being forced, she wanted us to give her forced sex as much as we wanted to give her incestuous sex.
"Stop that this instant," she said yelling at her daughter, Claudia, and her daughter-in-law, Colleen when they were eating each other's pussies in front of her. Perhaps she was jealous that they weren't eating her pussy. "What's wrong with you two? How dare you? If it wasn't nasty enough that you had sex with your sister, Alec, I can't believe your wife is having sex with your sister too," she said. "That's so disgusting. That's so wrong on so many levels."
'God that was fun,' I thought while remembering stripping Corrine naked and bending her forward one way for her to blow me before I bent her over again the other way to fuck her. 'Maybe we could do that again sometime...Mom.'
It was then that Alec grabbed his mother from the front and I grabbed her from behind. Practically tearing them off of her, we removed her blouse, her skirt, her bra, and her panties. We stripped Corrine naked. Admittedly, she didn't have a bad body for a seventy-one-year-old woman.
Yet, more than that, she had a big mouth that I couldn't wait to stuff shut with my engorged prick. Always with something to say, something to complain about, and needing to voice her bossy opinions, I couldn't wait to shoot my warm, oozy load of cum in my mother-in-law's more than willing mouth and down her throat. For an old broad, she gave me a great blowjob. For an old broad, she was a great cocksucker. I loved my mother-in-law so much more when she had my dick in her mouth.
"Stop! Hey! What are you doing? Let go of me. Don't! Oh, my God! Stop! You're ripping my clothes," said Corrine feigning her protests while putting up a feigned fight. "Stop! You're hurting me."
Only, with her enjoying to be forced, we knew she sexually wanted us as much as we incestuously wanted her. We both knew that the only way that Corrine would have sex with her son and with her son-in-law was if we stripped her naked. We both knew that they only way that Corrine would consensually have sex with Alec and me is if we forced her.
"Relax Mom and enjoy it," said Alec with an evil smile while sticking his erect cock in his mother's warm, wet pussy and humping her hard and fast.
If she didn't enjoy being stripped naked, touched, and felt, then why were her nipples as erect as they were. If she didn't want to be fucked, then why was she wet. When I started removing her bra, she turned to me in feigned fright. Only, not stopping us from stripping her naked, even after she was naked, as if she wanted us to see her naked body, she didn't cover her nakedness with her hands and/or forearms. Instead, she stood there with pride as if proud to show her son and her son-in-law her sexy, naked body.
"Mark! No! Don't you dare remove my bra. How dare you undress me? Alec! Don't! Don't you dare remove my panties," said Corrine. "Oh, my God. How could you do this to your mother?"
As if we were on a mission, Alec and I continued stripping Corrine naked.
"I love touching and feeling you where I was never allowed to touch and feel you, Mom," said Alec.
We both stared at Corrine's naked body. If it wasn't weird enough that an adult mother was naked in front of her adult son, it was even weirder that my mother-in-law was naked in front of me, her son-in-law. It was weird that she really wasn't fighting us. It was weird that she wanted to have sex with us as much as we wanted to have sex with her. This was such a fucked-up family but I was so happy being part of it.
"I'm naked," she said as if in shock. "Oh, my God! I can't believe I'm naked. How dare you strip me naked? I'm so very embarrassed," she said lying.
If she was anything, as she demonstrated by her nipples being erect and her pussy being sopping wet, she was so very sexually excited. She was ready to be sexually penetrated. She was ready to give us oral, vaginal, and even anal sex.
Grabbing her from behind and around the waist, Alec put a heavy hand to the back of his mother's elderly head. Bending her forward, he fucked his mother's pussy from behind while I humped my mother-in-law's mouth and fucked her face with my cock from the front. Then, after we both ejaculated our incestuous lust inside of Corrine's pussy and mouth, we switched off. Now, I fucked Corrine's pussy from behind while Alec forced his mother to blow him while Colleen and Claudia were busy having lesbian sex and eating one another's pussy.
"Oh, Claudia," said Colleen while fingering her pussy before leaning down to eat her pussy. Paying us no never mind, my wife and my sister-in-law were doing their own sexually nasty things to one another's naked bodies. "I always wanted to taste you. I always wanted to lick you. I always wanted to eat you," said Colleen. "I can't wait to give you an oral orgasm so that you may give me an oral orgasm, too," she said.
Claudia watched her sister-in-law finger her pussy while licking her pussy. Colleen reached up with her other hand to fondle Claudia' breasts and finger her nipples while Claudia reached down to feel and fondle Colleen's big tits and finger her erect nipples. In the way that I always knew that Colleen was bi-sexual, I never knew that my wife was bi-sexual too.
"Even though I'm enjoying you fingering me and licking me," said Claudia denying that she was. "I'm not lesbian."
In the way they were going at one another, they could have fooled me.
'Yeah sure,' I thought while watching them having lesbian sex with one another.
If it looks like a duck and quack's like a duck, then it's a duck. If you're allowing a woman to eat your pussy before you eat her pussy, you're a lesbian. In the way that she was enjoying her sister-in-law giving her oral sex before she went down on her sister-in-law to give her an oral orgasm, my wife could have fooled me that she wasn't lesbian or, at the very least, bi-sexual. Colleen laughed out loud by Claudia claiming that she wasn't lesbian.
"I'm not lesbian either," laughed Colleen. "Enjoying the best of both worlds, I'm bi-sexual," she said fingering Claudia deeper while licking her clit harder and faster.
Colleen fingered and ate Claudia's pussy, then as soon as Claudia had her orgasm, switching off, Claudia fingered and ate Colleen's pussy. As if we were all playing our version of Caligula, it was something out of a porn movie. Between a brother having sex with his sister and his mother, a brother-in-law having sex with his sister-in-law, a son-in-law having sex with his mother-in-law, and a sister-in-law having sex with her sister-in-law, this pool party turned into an incestuous orgy. Something out of a porn movie, I couldn't have made this all up if it wasn't all true.
* * * * *
"Uncle Mark," said Kristen tossing back her long, lush orangish, red hair while staring up at me with her greenish, brown eyes that were much brighter than hazel. "Would you take me out to practice my driving? Please? I have no one else to ask," said Kristen, my 18-year-old niece. "As if they don't want me to get my license, don't want me to drive, and don't want me to borrow their cars, everyone is so busy and too busy to help me get my license," she said making a sad, spoiled face.
Actually, it sexually excited me when she looked at me with a sad face and with her pouty, whiskey lips. While undressing her with my horny eyes, I stared at her as if she was in her bra and panties. I stared at her as if she was topless. I stared at her as if she was already naked. I stared at her as if I had never seen a young, sexy, and beautiful woman before. Only, more than young sexy, and beautiful, something that sexually attracted me even more, she was forbidden. Marilyn's and Alec's daughter, she was my off-limits niece.
'You can borrow my car anytime you'd like, as long as you take me with you, and as long as we go parking,' I thought while wishing I could say that to my niece without her thinking me a pervert.
I'd love nothing more than to go parking with my niece. I imagined pulling over somewhere private. I imagined kissing my niece and making out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I imagined my niece giving me a hand job before giving me a blowjob in the front seat. I imagined climbing in the backseat with Kristen, stripping her naked, and fucking her pussy before fucking her ass.
'Wow. If only I could, I would,' I thought. 'Only, there's no way she'd allow me to kiss her never mind touch her, feel her, and strip her naked before having sex, especially anal sex, with her naked body.'
Suddenly, reminding me of Colleen, her stepmother, I looked at my niece with a feeling of Déjà vu. Interestingly but not surprisingly, she made the same face that Alec's wife Colleen used on him to get whatever she wanted while cock teasing him. Now Kristen made the same face on me that Colleen made to wrap her husband, her brother-in-law, and any man that she wanted and needed something from around her conniving, little finger. Obviously like stepmother, like stepdaughter, Kristen was a whore in training.
Colleen was Alec's first wife who he divorced after he caught her with a mouth full of pussy while having a lesbian affair with their neighbor. A convoluted relationship, his second wife was Marilyn, Kristen's birthmother, who he divorced several years later to remarry Colleen again. That was when I lost contact with Kristen when her mother left San Diego for Sacramento. Now that she was older and able to make her own decisions and rekindle whichever relationships she wanted, she was back in our lives.



Yet, by remarrying Colleen, it was as if Alec had given her carte blanche to have sex with any man or any woman. By remarrying Colleen, as if having unfinished business, it was as if Alec wanted to continue where they had ended their relationship. It was as if by remarrying Colleen, he now had license to have sex with his mother and his sister. By remarrying Colleen, he gave her license to have sex with other men and women, even with her sister-in-law, my wife, Claudia, and her brother-in-law, me.
'She reminds me of her stepmother,' I thought while comparing Kristen to Colleen. 'I only wish Kristen had her stepmother's big tits.'
With Kristen obviously so much more like her stepmother than her real mother, again like stepmother, like stepdaughter, Kristen was already growing into a devious, scheming, and conniving woman. Now, I wasn't sure if I was teaching her about the birds and the bees or if she was playing me and using me just to teach her how to drive. Instead of being the good woman that her birthmother Marilyn was or that Alec and Claudia's sister, Maggie, was, Kristen was becoming the conniving bitch that her stepmother Colleen had always been.
With Marilyn and Maggie morally modest women, Colleen was a whore while Claudia was now an incestuous, little whore with bi-sexual tendencies. Now, it made sense to me why Claudia seldom had sex with me and never gave me oral sex. Obviously, she'd rather have sex with her brother Alec. She'd rather suck his cock. She'd rather having sex with her sister-in-law, Colleen. While fingering and licking her pussy, she'd rather give her oral sex than to give me oral sex.
For Colleen to get what she wanted from men, smiling a lot while acting interested in all that they said, she had no compunction about showing her sexy and shapely, naked body to any man or to any woman. She wasn't shy about showing her long line of sexy cleavage, her low-cut bra, or even her naked, double D, natural breasts in down-blouse views. With her seldom wearing panties, she wasn't shy about flashing her long, sexy legs, her shapely thighs, and even her naked, brown, trimmed pussy in up-skirt peeks. With her able to get the sexual attention of any man, she was such a sexy tease.
Suffice to say, in the way that Alec had turned his sister and his mother into incestuous whores by continuing to have sex with them, his wife, Colleen, was a whore for any man or for any woman. An expert at getting what she wanted, she used sex to get whatever she needed from men and now from women too. Moreover, she wasn't just a cockteaser. Oh, no. She was a cocksucker, a cheating whore, and a bi-sexual, pussy licking lesbian.
She'd stroke, suck, and fuck any man, and even make out with, finger, and lick any woman, to get whatever it was she wanted and needed. Unfortunately, and obviously, Kristen used her stepmother as her role model to sexually tease me, her naïve, stars in his eyes, uncle. Fortunately, Kristen was intent on being the whore that her stepmother was. In that regard, I was more than willing to help her become the whore that she wanted to be, albeit the incestuous whore that I hoped she'd become by having incestuous sex with me.
To my benefit and from my experience with her stepmother, now that I knew how to play Colleen, I hoped that I knew how to play Kristen too. Nonetheless my experience and knowledge of her stepmother's sexual antics, with my niece not nearly as sexually seductive as her stepmother, this was Kristen, my 18-year-old, innocent niece. Where Colleen was a whore, Kristen was a virgin. Where Colleen was the queen of sexual manipulation, Kristen was as sweet and kind as she was loving and nice.
As easy as it was for me to have sex with forty-something-year-old Colleen, should anyone discover our sexual affair, I'd have a difficult time justifying having sex with my 18-year-old niece, even if that was what this was all about. How could I logically explain my sexual attraction for my 18-year-old niece? How dare I even ponder the perversely perverted thoughts of having sex with her? Maybe this wasn't even about having sex with his Kristen. Maybe, after she had taken years of cock teasing lessons from her stepmother, this was nothing more than her flashing me some of her shapely thighs to get what she wanted, driving lessons from me.
Yet, I'd be disappointment, an understatement, and sexually frustrated, another understatement, if my niece didn't want sex from me. While wondering what she'd dare to do next, I was enthralled as much as I was mesmerized and hypnotized watching my niece play me. In the way that her stepmother had played me at the last pool party they had when I had sex in the pool with Colleen while Alec had sex with his sister, my wife, Claudia, Kristen was now seemingly doing the same. As if she was still a little girl instead of an 18-year-old woman, obviously sexually teasing me by exposing herself to me, Kristen mindlessly played with the hem of her short skirt.
'Oh, my God,' I thought while staring at all that she was showing and not showing at the same time. 'Lift your skirt just a little bit higher. Show me your panties, Kristen. I'd love to see your panty clad pussy,' I thought.
Perhaps, playing with the hem of her skirt was a sexual move she had practiced in her bedroom while standing in front of her mirror. She obviously knew just how high she could raise her short skirt without flashing me her panties. Perhaps, this was her way of sexually teasing a man with her virginal pussy in the way that her stepmother teased men with her big, naked tits.
Without a doubt, it was so much more erotic to see the tops of her oh, so young and firm thighs without seeing her panties. Teasing me by tempting me with the anticipated view of her panties, I'd love to see her panty clad, pussy mound, her panty clad, camel toe, her panty clad, pussy slit, and the darker shadow of her red, pubic hair. Teasing me by tempting me with a view of her imagined, naked pussy, in the way that some women don't wear panties, I wondered if she was even wearing panties.
How hot would that be to see my niece's exposed, red cunt? Now I wondered again if she was even wearing panties. While imagining seeing her naked cunt, I wondered if she was bushy, shaved, or trimmed. No matter if her pussy was bushy, shaved, or trimmed I'd love to lick her while fingering her before fucking her. I'd love to give her sexual orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, and my cock before she gave me sexual orgasms with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy. After giving her oral sex with my mouth and vaginal sex with my cock, I'd love to give her anal sex too. I'd love to fuck her shapely, round, virginal ass.
Especially with her mindlessly or deliberately sexually teasing me, I couldn't believe this was Marilyn and Alec's daughter, a baby that I held in my arms that seemed like just yesterday. While wondering and not sure if she was sexually teasing me so that I'd give her driving lessons, I watched my niece unknowingly or, perhaps, deliberately expose her shapely thighs to me. Wishing she'd deliberately or mindlessly lift her skirt higher, if she lifted her skirt any higher, she'd be flashing me her panties. If she lifted her skirt any higher, I'd have a sneak peek of her panty clad crotch, her panty clad, pussy slit, her panty clad, camel toe, and her panty clad, pussy mound.
'I'd love to see my niece's panties,' I thought. 'I'd love for her to mindlessly and obliviously raise her short skirt all the way up to her waist. In the way that I'd love to deliberately expose my cock to her, I'd love for my niece to deliberately expose her pussy to me.'
* * * * *
Never sexually attracted to my niece before, never even thinking of her in a sexual way before, now that she was 18-years-old and of legal age, I sexually thought about her now. Now that she was of legal age, I imagined what she looked like naked. I imagined what she looked like and sounded like when having a sexual orgasm. I masturbated while imagining having sex with her naked body. I masturbated while imagining cumming in Kristen's mouth, pussy, and ass.
With her intelligence and maturity, she looked and acted more like a 23-year-old woman than she looked and acted like an 18-year-old teenager. After seeing her in the flesh again after all these years, and especially with her nearly flashing me her panties, I was assuredly sexually attracted to her now. I never thought I'd be sexually lusting over my niece in the way that I had always sexually lusted over her grandmother, her mother, her aunt, and now her stepmother.
'What's wrong with me for wanting to have sex with every female in my family,' I thought?
Mesmerized by her actions and hypnotized by her good looks while waiting to see a flash of her panties, it was difficult for me to remove the image from my mind of her playing with the hem of her short skirt. I couldn't help but wonder what color panties she was wearing. In the immoral and immodest way that some of the young women are today, I couldn't help but wonder if she was even wearing panties. When thinking of her not wearing panties beneath her short skirt, I wondered again if her red pubic hair was bushy, trimmed, or shaved. I'd love nothing more than to eat my niece's pussy before fucking Kristen's cunt.
My niece may not have the largest breasts, wishing she had the huge, double D breasts of her stepmother Colleen, but she was much prettier than Colleen. Instead of having double D breasts, she had the modest, B cup breasts of her mother, Marilyn, and her aunts Maggie and Claudia. Yet, Kristen had what they didn't have. She had an incredible ass.
She had a beautiful, round, and shapely ass. She had an ass like Eva Mendes' ass. She had Beyoncé's ass. She had the ass of a sexy black woman but in a white woman's body. Wondering where her ass even came from, with no one in our family having her ass, few women black or white had Kristen's sensational ass.
She had the kind of ass that I wanted to bite. She had the kind of ass that I'd like to lick and fuck. She had the shapely, round, and firm ass that any young woman would love to have but that few have. She had the shapely, round, and firm ass that any young man would love to touch, feel, squeeze, and slap. She had the shapely, round, and firm ass that any man, young or old, would surely love to fuck. In the way that a quarter bounced on my Army barracks bunk when I made my bed in the service, if I hit her ass with a coin, it would surely bounce.
'Wow! What an ass? She has such an incredible ass,' I thought. 'Definitely, I'd hit that ass,' I thought whenever my niece walked by me wearing tight jeans or a short skirt.
Not really into windblown skirts, but she was the type of woman that I'd love to see walking in front of me while wearing a short skirt on a windy day. I'd love to be behind her as she rode an escalator high enough for me to have an up-skirt view of her panties. Thinking how I could get her to flash me her panties, I had a good mind to offer to drive her to the mall and buy her a pair of boots.
I'd love to watch her spreading her knees and raising her legs when trying to fit her foot in a pair of boots while exposing up-skirt flashes of her panty clad pussy. I imagined helping her fit her foot in the boot. I imagined holding her ankle and raising her leg wider and higher on the pretense of helping her to fit her boot while exposing her panties to me and to any other, unsuspecting man looking. She made me wish that I was a shoe salesman on my knees in front of her and fitting her foot with shoes while staring up her short skirt at her panties.
'Wow. I'd love to see my niece's panties. I'd love to see her panty clad pussy,' I thought.
She made me wish that I had mirrors on the top of my shoes. I wished I was holding my cellphone low enough in my hand to video up my niece's short skirt when she wasn't looking. Tempted to do so, I had a good mind to move to my knee on the false pretense of tying my shoe while staring up at what I could see of Kristen between her legs. Only, I wasn't wearing shoes with laces. I was wearing slip-on loafers.
Admittedly, always sexually attracted to women my age, a little younger, or a little older, I was never sexually attracted to such a much younger woman before as I was sexually attracted to a much younger woman now. Admittedly, never sexually attracted to my niece before, I was sexually attracted to my niece now. Yet, she was so young. With her 18-years-old and with me 51-years-old, I was more than three times her age. Unless I had money, lots of money, someone as young as her would never be sexually interested in an old man like me. I couldn't help from feeling like the incestuous, degenerate that I was.
'After having had sex with her grandmother, her mother, her aunt, and now her stepmother, what's wrong with me to want to have sex with my niece too? Must I have sex with every female member of my family? Why am I cursed to only want to have improper sex, forbidden sex, illegal sex, and incestuous sex?'
I had always been sexually attracted to my mother-in-law, my wife Claudia's, my brother-in-law Alec's, and my sister-in-law Maggie's mother. I finally had sex with when she was drunk and after she fell in my hot tub when Claudia was away on business. Hoping she'd join me in the hot tub, I was already naked and waiting for her to strip off her clothes when she declined my invitation.
Fortunately for me, when she reached down to feel the water, she got dizzy and fell in the hot tub. On the pretense of helping to dry her clothes, I stripped my MILF of a mother-in-law naked. Then, while drying her with my towel, I touched her everywhere, especially her tits, her ass, and her pussy. With her having too much to drink and with the both of us horny from my stripping her naked, she blew me.
I had always been sexually attracted to Kristen's mother, Marilyn, who I had sex with after she divorced Kristen's father, Alec. Not stopping there, I had always been sexually attracted to my sister-in-law, Maggie, Alec and Claudia's sister, who I had sex with too. I had always been sexually attracted to Kristen's stepmother, Colleen, who I had sex with while her husband, Alec, was having sex with his sister, my wife, Claudia, in deep, dark end of their pool.
Now, continuing to keep it all in the family, even though she was a conniving bitch, I was still sexually attracted to Kristen's stepmother, Colleen, in the way that I was now sexually attracted to my niece. Yet, being sexually attracted to someone so very young was a new wrinkle in my incestuous, sexual attractions. I was as sexually attracted to Kristen as I was to my mother-in-law, Corrine, my sisters-in-law Marilyn and Maggie, as much as I was sexually attracted to Colleen, Kristen's stepmom.
* * * * *
In a story that SusanJillParker wrote to chronicle my incestuous and forbidden sexual escapades, An Experiment in Incest, I had sex with my sister-in-law Colleen at a pool party after her husband had sex with his sister, Claudia, my wife. Yet, even more forbidden than stripping my mother-in-law, Corrine, naked and having sex with her, and then having sex with my sisters-in-law, Marilyn, Maggie, and Colleen, Alec had incestuous sex with his sister and his mother. Even more shockingly forbidden than that, Corrine had lesbian sex with Claudia, her sister-in-law while Alec and I had sex with Corrine, Alec's mother and my mother-in-law. Living within such a family of sexual wickedness, depravity, and debauchery, no wonder I was sexually attracted to my niece.
Yet, wondering where driving Kristen around alone would lead, I wondered where all of this would end. If I made a sexual pass at my niece, would she rebuff me or reject me. Would she agree to have sex with me or would she hate me for even asking? Thinking and hoping that I'd get lucky with my niece, seemingly, the only sex I had these days was either forbidden sex or incestuous sex. Had I already not had sex with Claudia's mother and my three sisters-in-law, I'd never even consider having sex with my niece. Yet, after having had sex with four family members, I was game for anything, even soliciting my 18-year-old niece for incestuous sex.
Having had sex with Corrine, my mother-in-law, years ago, then Marilyn and Maggie, my ex-sisters-in-law, and now with Colleen, my current sister-in-law, going beyond perversely deranged, how forbidden would it be for me to have sex with Kristen? Yet, my saving grace was that my wife Claudia, Alec's sister, keeping it all in the family, was still having incestuous sex with her brother. With them both handy, on the pretense of going to the hardware store together or going out to the toolshed to work on a project, instead, they were having sex. Alec loved his sister in the way that I loved my mother-in-law and sisters-in-law, and now my niece.
'Obviously,' I thought while thinking of Claudia having sex with her brother. 'What was good for the goose was good for the gander.'
As long as I didn't make an issue of Alec having sex with his sister, and as long as I didn't make an issue of my wife, Claudia, having sex with her brother, who cares what I do? For sure, I wouldn't be doing any worse than what any of them have already done. After I had sex with my mother-in-law and three sisters-in-law, seemingly no one would mind me having sex with my niece, if that's what this was even about. Even though the sex was incestuously forbidden, Kristen was an adult of legal age and, something that I'd never force her to do, the sex would have to be consensual.
Yet, premature in my suspicions, perhaps I was reading my niece wrong. Perhaps she didn't want sex from me and just wanted driving lessons. Perhaps, she was just sexually teasing me in the way that her stepmother, Colleen, continued to sexually tease me, especially when she wanted something or needed me to do something for her.
Having never pondered the thought before, yet with Kristen so young and so forbidden, I wondered if I was going through something, my second youth. She was so young, too young but she was so pretty, so very pretty, and so sexy. I hadn't seen my niece in a few years and I couldn't believe how she developed from an immature, spoiled teenager to a beautiful and sexy, albeit spoiled, 18-year-old, woman of legal age. Truly and admittedly, after years of feeling sad, tired, and depressed, she made not only feel so young but so alive.
After Alec divorced Marilyn, Kristen's mother, something I had always wanted to do, I cheated on my wife, Claudia, and had sex with Alec's ex-wife, before having sex with my other sisters-in-law, Maggie, his current wife, Colleen, Kristen's stepmother. Perhaps, because I was unhappy, seemingly I was experiencing an endless period of forbidden, sexual passion and a seemingly endless procession of having sex with my in-laws. After I had stripped my mother-in-law, Corrine, naked, when she fell in my hot tub while drunk and wearing her clothes, she gave me a blowjob.
With me always so horny back then, after my wife refused to give me oral sex, I was surprised that Claudia's mother was more than willing to blow me. Corrine, Marilyn, Maggie, and Colleen were all more than eager to suck my cock and even allow me to ejaculate my cum in their willing mouths. Especially Colleen, who gave him the best blowjobs, she was the most sexual of the four women. Perhaps, I had married the wrong women. Perhaps, I should have married Claudia's mother, Corrine, or one of my sisters-in-laws, Marilyn, Maggie, or Colleen, especially Colleen, instead of marrying Claudia.
Years later, after Alec divorced Marilyn, I had a brief summertime, sexual fling with her and later had sex with my other sister-in-law, Maggie. Then, while at a pool party, with Alec feeling up his tipsy sister in the dark, deep end of the pool, I had sex with Kristen's stepmother, Colleen. Once that incestuous line of having sex with my in-laws was crossed, bi-sexual Colleen had sex with Claudia. Then, not done there, in a night that I'd never forget, while double teaming her and gangbanging her, fucking her mouth and fucking her pussy, I had sex with my mother-in-law, Corrine, and Alec had sex with his mother.



* * * * *
"Why don't you ask your father to take you driving?" After all that happened in the past, to be honest, unable to trust myself being alone with her, I was afraid to be in a car alone with my niece. After having had sex with her grandmother, her mother, her aunt, and her stepmother, even though I was eager to have sex with Kristen too, I was reticent to add my virginal niece to my list of forbidden, sexual victims. "I'm sure Alec would love to take you driving," I said.
Looking as if she was about to cry, Kristen looked at me with pleading eyes. She looked at me in the way that Colleen looked at me when she wanted something and/or needed me to do something. I only wished that Kristen had her stepmother's double D breasts. If she had Colleen's big tits, there'd be no way in Hell that I'd be saying no to her. Unable to help myself, I like women with big tits. Yet, my niece did have that incredibly, sensational, and one-of-a-kind ass. She had an ass that made me want to have anal sex with her. She had the kind of ass that made me do whatever she asked me to do.
'I'd love to lick Kristen's ass before fucking her ass,' I thought. 'I'd love to bend her over my knees, lift her short skirt, pull down her panties, and while touching her ass, squeezing her ass, and slapping her ass. I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked ass.'
I imagined my niece teasing me with her sexy ass in the way that her stepmother teased me with her big tits. I stared at my niece while imagining seeing her naked ass, touching her naked ass, feeling her naked ass, squeezing her naked ass, and slapping her naked ass. I stared at my niece while imagining fucking her ass. I imagined her wanting me to fuck her ass as much as I wanted to fuck her ass.
"Please, Uncle Mark. Please? When I complained to my stepmother that no one would take me driving, Aunt Claudia overheard my conversation and suggested that I ask you. Please? Every time I ask my Dad, my stepmom ruins our plans by giving him something to do. I hate my stepmother. I hate Colleen. I wish my Dad never divorced my mom," said Kristen stomping her foot as if she was about to take a tantrum.
As I suspected, Kristen had an inappropriate, sexual crush on her father. Obviously knowing what Alec was capable of after he had sex with his sister, Claudia, and his mother, Corrine, Colleen, did her best not to him alone with his daughter for fear of him having sex with her too. With Alec continuing to have sex with his sister, in the way that Colleen continued to have sex with me and with my wife, for that matter, she obviously figured that Alec would no doubt have sex with his daughter too. Instead, frustrated in her attempts to get her father's attention, sexual or otherwise, rejected after following him around as if a puppy, Kristen had recently cast her sexual eye on me.
If only she wasn't so young, I'd love to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. If only she wasn't my blood-related niece, in the way that I did with her grandmother, her mother, her aunt, and her stepmother, I'd love to strip her naked. I'd love to stick my stiff prick in her beautiful, virginal mouth and fuck her face before fucking her pussy and her ass. If only she wasn't so incestuously forbidden, I'd take her in my arms, kiss her, and have sex with her.
Alas, something I never had before when having sex with Kristen's grandmother, Corrine, her mother, Marilyn, her aunt, Maggie, and her stepmother, Colleen, I was having a guilty conscious now over imagining having sex with Kristen. No doubt, because she was so young, I couldn't help but feel that I was taking sexual advantage of her. In the way that Colleen took sexual advantage of me and of everyone, I didn't want to be like her. I couldn't help but feel like an incestuous predator in wanting to have sex with my niece.
"Okay," I said. "It would be my pleasure to help with your driver's training," literally and figuratively I thought.
Being the pervert that I had suddenly become, I hoped that driving lessons wasn't all that she wanted. I hoped she'd want to have some sexy, exhibitionist fun. I wondered if she'd willingly to flash truckers her naked tits while driving on the highway and tollbooth attendants her panties when stopped to pay a toll. Actually, to be honest, I hoped that she wanted and expected more from me than to just take her driving. Hoping beyond hope, I hoped she'd allow me to give her sex. I'd love nothing more than to train my virginal niece on how to be an incestuous whore.
'Wow, how hot would that be for Kristen to be my whore and my sexy bitch,' I thought?
Nonetheless my sexual self-control, I imagined bending my niece over the hood of my car. I imagined lifting her short skirt, pulling down her white, bikini panties, and fucking her in the way that I fucked her mother, her aunt, and her stepmother. Then, instead of just fucking her pussy, a good way not to impregnate her with my illegitimate child, I imagined fucking her ass while she was still bent over my car.
With my mind already running away with having incestuous sex with Kristen, I hoped that I could trust myself being alone with her when giving her driving lessons. Already, without even getting in the car, I had forbidden and inappropriate, sexual thoughts of having sex with my niece. Playing with fire, with Kristen more like her stepmother than her mother, even though she was still a virgin, a whore in training, I knew she was working on becoming a whore. Hopefully adding me to her sexual resume, she was using me for her sexual experience.
"Can we go now, Uncle Mark? Please?"
Wishing that she'd call me Mark instead of Uncle Mark, Kristen looked at me with wide eyes while pressuring me to drop whatever I was doing to take her out driving now. How could I say no to someone who looked like her? Why would I not want to be alone with her in my car? Maybe, in the way that she was obviously so sexually attracted to her father, she'd surprise me and give me the incestuous sex that she'd no doubt love to give him.
"Sure," I said as if I was hypnotized by her beauty and mesmerized by her tight, round ass.
My cock throbbed with the thoughts of parking somewhere desolate with my niece. My prick pulsated while imagining making out with her. I imagined feeling her through her clothes while kissing her, French kissing her. I imagined undressing her and stripping her naked in the way that I stripped her grandmother, her mother, her aunt, and her stepmother all naked. I imagined having sexual intercourse with Kristen. I imagined my niece on her knees and sucking my cock with me ejaculating my incestuous lust in her young, beautiful, virginal mouth. I imagined having anal sex with her.
"Thank you, Uncle Mark. Thank you," she said. "I really appreciate you helping me."
I looked at her and gave her a devious smile while she returned my smile with her sexy, albeit innocent look. I wondered if she'd thank me after I ejaculated my cum in her mouth. I wondered if she'd thank me after I gave her sexual orgasms with my fingers, my mouth and my cock. I wondered if she'd thank me after I fucked her pussy before fucking her ass.
'Hmm, you're welcome,' I thought.
I wonder how much she appreciated me helping her. I wonder if she appreciated me taking her driving enough to give me sex. In the way that I'm helping her with her driving problem, her need to pass her driving test to get her license, I wonder if she'd help me with my sexual problem, incestuous horniness. If she did help me out with my need to have sex with her beautiful body, I'd definitely thank her for giving me sex in the way that she just thanked me for taking her driving.
'Thank you, Kristen,' I imagined saying after ejaculating a load of cum in her beautiful mouth and all over her face and naked breasts.
I imagined her still on her knees and smiling up at me.
"You're welcome Uncle Mark. It was my pleasure to blow you," I imagined my sweet niece saying.
While imagining that she was my sexy girlfriend or my forbidden young lover instead of my niece, I stared as she walked closer to me and kissed me on the cheek. The feel of her soft lips on my cheek made my cock swell. From her innocent kiss on my cheek, I imagined parting her lips and French kissing her. Tempted to turn my head for her to kiss me on the lips, not wanting to move too soon and too fast, I thought better of it.
The last thing that I wanted to do was to frighten her. The last thing that I wanted her to think was that I was a letch which, of course, I was. With her so close to me, I could smell her bath gel mixed with her shampoo and perfume. I wondered if she felt and tasted as good as she smelled. I wondered what she looked like naked before, during, and after taking a shower. I wondered what she sounded like when having a sexual orgasm. I wondered if she ever had a sexual orgasm. I wondered if she masturbated herself in the way that I'm always masturbating myself.
"Fuck me, Uncle Mark. Fuck me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Make me cum, Uncle Mark. Make me cum," I imagined her saying while having sex with me and as I gave her a sexual orgasm.
'Perhaps after I help you, you can help me with a very hard problem that I'll surely have after being alone with you,' I thought while imagining my niece stroking my prick before sucking my prick and fucking my prick.
* * * * *
Every week for five weeks, I took her driving. Every week for five weeks, she wore tight, painted on jeans and a loose sweatshirt that slid off her sexy shoulders to reveal her sexy white, blue, black, or pink bra strap. Every week for five weeks, sexually exciting to be sitting in a car alone with my niece, every time she leaned forward, I peered down her sweatshirt to ogle her cleavage and bra.
Back and forth, up and down, and all around, we endlessly drove around the city before driving on the highway. We even practiced parallel parking on a side street. With her no longer needing me to take her driving, she was ready to pass her driving test. Only, I didn't want her to leave, not yet. Enjoying our alone time together, talking about this, that, and everything, this was a memory that I had with my niece that I'd never forget.
This was it. The fifth and last time that I'd be taking my niece driving on the road. This was the last time that I'd be alone with her in my car. As if I was breaking up with my too young girlfriend, I was feeling sad.
It was an unseasonably warm day and, even though the car was air conditioned, wanting to be comfortable in a hot car, I decided to wear loose shorts instead of wearing jeans. Besides, if we dared to park somewhere, in the way that she was wearing a low-cut blouse and a short skirt that gave me easy access to her tits and pussy, I wanted to give her easy access to my prick. If I chickened out and didn't make a pass at my niece, at the very least, I wanted to flash her my cock in the way she had been flashing me her low-cut bra and sexy cleavage for weeks. If I dared to flash her my prick, at least I'd have masturbation material for later.
After flirting with her and sexually teasing Kristen for five, long weeks, now or never, I needed to make my incestuous, sexual move. Even after driving alone with her for five, long weeks, I didn't know if my flirting and sexual teasing was well received or rejected. It was difficult to read a woman who was more than a third my age.
Then, when I saw her leaving her house for the last driving lesson, as shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my eyes. As if she was leaving for a date, she surprised me when she left her house wearing a short skirt and a low-cut top. Her hair was fixed and her makeup was perfectly applied. Was this all for me or was she going on a date after our driving lesson?
Staring at her long legs and her shapely thighs as she walked closer to the car, never had I seen as much of my niece as I was seeing now. She looked so beautiful. She looked so sexy. I couldn't wait to get her in the car alone. I couldn't wait to get her to drive someplace secluded. My perfect opportunity, I couldn't wait to finally make my sexual move.
I handed her my car keys and, as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife, or lovers, we walked out to the car together. Hoping for an up-skirt view beneath her short skirt, I held the car door open for her and watched as she made herself comfortable in the driver's seat of my car. With her skirt so short, hoping to see her panties, as soon as she sat in the car, her short skirt climbed nearly to the top of her thighs.
If I squatted down, leaned forward, and turned to her, I could probably see her panties or, if she wasn't wearing panties, her naked pussy. Tempted to take a peek, yet not wanting to be too obvious in my voyeurism, I controlled myself to behave and got in the car beside her. The last thing that I wanted to do was to ruin my chances of having sex with her by making her feel uncomfortable and/or pressured. Immediately, she inserted the key in the ignition.
'I can't believe she's not fixing her skirt,' I thought. 'If her skirt climbed another two inches higher, I'd be seeing her panties. She made me wish that I was the brake, gas, and clutch pedals. She made me wish that I had the foresight to install a hidden camera under the dashboard and aimed directly between her legs.'
I controlled myself from staring at her naked, shapely thighs by staring up at her pretty face and her bright, green eyes. She had the kind of eyes that changed color to what she was wearing. If she was wearing brown, her eyes were browner, if she was wearing blue, her eyes were bluer, but if she was wearing green, as she was today with her green, low-cut blouse, her eyes were greener.
"Wait," I said. Something that I said every time she got in the car and something that she always forgot to do. Too busy checking her cell phone, she was already preoccupied and distracted. I reached over and took her phone from her. "I'll hold this for you. You mustn't text while driving. Now, before you start the car, fasten your seatbelt and then check your rearview mirrors to make sure that there's no one behind you."
When she leaned to the left to reach for her seatbelt, her right ass cheek moved off the seat cushion and her skirt was short enough to expose herself. Making my cock throb, I saw a quick flash of the side of her white panties. Stunned that I was seeing my niece's panties, I was tempted to put my left hand beneath her ass on the pretense that I was killing a spider before she sat on it and it bit her. Before I could react to put my hand palm up to feel her panty clad ass, she moved too quickly back in position.
At least I knew she was wearing panties. It would have been not only more convenient but also more sexually suggestive if she wasn't wearing panties. Yet, with her wearing a short skirt, that was a plus and a vote of confidence that she wanted to show me what I hoped to see. She reached for the seatbelt and pulled, then pulling harder, she pulled harder again and again.
"I can't. It's stuck," she said pulling at the buckle before turning to me for help. "I think it's broken."
I reached over her, relaxed the tension, and fastened her seatbelt. Flustered and sexually frustrated, it was hard not to touch her and difficult to control myself from feeling her. With my horny hand so very close to her body, tempted to stick my hand down the top of her low-cut blouse, I was tempted to grope her breasts through her bra. Instead, of cupping her breasts while fingering her nipples, feeling her tits with my arm instead, I purposefully and deliberately slid a slow forearm across her blouse and bra clad breasts. I wondered if my arm excited her nipples in the way that touching her with my forearm erected my cock.
While wishing that I was doing more than just fastening her seatbelt, I reached down to fasten her seatbelt buckle by her right thigh. I wished I was fingering her pussy through her panties. Instead, grabbing the material of her short skirt and stealthily pulling it up higher with my fingertips, I made sure that I hiked up her short skirt even higher than it was before with my horny hand. Now with the bottom of her skirt in line with the bottom of her panties, her panty clad pussy was nearly visible to my horny eyes.
I was glad that my car had a standard transmission because every time she widened her knees to depressed the clutch with her left foot, her skirt would no doubt climb even higher. Hoping she didn't notice that she was exposed enough to pull down her skirt, I couldn't wait to see more of my sexy niece. Glad that my niece was now a more experienced driver, I'd be looking more between her sexy and shapely legs than I'd be looking at the road.
Only, with this our fifth and last lesson, now or never, I was out of time. If only I could take her out a few times more but with her driving test scheduled for next week, this was it. I needed to make my sexual move on my niece. I needed to know if she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
I needed to somehow devise a plan for her to think that having sex with me was as much her idea as it was my idea. In the way that she was sexually attracted to her father, Alec, I hoped she was sexually attracted to me too. Just sitting beside her and breathing the same air made me dizzy with sexual delight and unmitigated horniness.
Pretending to look out the driver's side window as my niece was driving, with the hem of her short skirt now up to her crotch, I could clearly see the bottom of her white panties. Every time she widened her knees and moved her left foot higher to depressed the clutch, her short skirt moved higher too. I could clearly see her camel toe, her pussy slit, her pussy mound, and the darker patch of her red, pubic hair through her white, sheer panties. With the view of my niece's panties making me so horny, I was tempted to reach my left hand over and finger her pussy through her panties as she drove.
'Oh, my God, she's such a sexy bitch,' I thought. 'If only I could just kiss her, I'd die a happy man.'
Not daring to touch her, at the very least, I didn't want to distract her. At the very most, I didn't want her to have an accident. No doubt, too much too soon, figuring that she'd reject my sexual advances, I didn't want Kristen to think that her uncle was a pervert, even though I was.
Daring myself to make my sexual move, I was so nervous. For sure, the last thing that I wanted to do was to ruin the slow, sexual seduction of my niece. I'd rather bide my time and wait for the right moment. Who knows? Maybe she'd surprise me by making the first sexually, incestuous move. Yet, I didn't have any more time. After today, the reason for her getting her driver's license, with her going off to college, who knows when I'd see her again?
* * * * *
'I can't believe I'm seeing Kristen's panties,' I thought while staring down at all that she was showing and at all that I was seeing. Unable to think of anything else, I was distracted thinking of her panties. 'Now that I'm seeing my niece's white panties, I wish I could finger her through her panties. I wish I could lick her through her panties. I wish I could push her panties aside and rub her clit while fingering her warm, wet pussy,' I thought while driving with her. 'I wish I could get her in the backseat and remove her panties.'
Instead, of making a premature, sexual pass at my niece, while waiting and expecting her to pull down her short skirt lower, I enjoyed an uninterrupted view of her shapely thighs and white panties. Then, when she didn't pull her skirt lower to deny me an up-skirt view of her exposed panties, I wondered if she knew she was exposed and was deliberately flashing me. Perhaps, taking lessons from her stepmother, perhaps she was unaware that she was flashing me her panties. Perhaps, she was purposely flashing me her panties. Perhaps, she didn't care that she was showing me her panties and that I was seeing her panties.



Perhaps, in the way that her stepmother and grandmother were, she was an exhibitionist too. My favorite type of woman, I'd love for Kristen to be an exhibitionist. How hot would that be to take her to a nude beach or to go shopping with her at the mall while she exposed herself to unsuspecting men? Maybe she'd give the men waiting outside the dressing room for their wives or girlfriends a free show by not pulling the dressing room curtain all the way closed. I could only imagine all the sexy fun that I'd love to have flashing with my sexy niece.
Daring myself to do so, being that this was my last chance alone with her, I so wanted to expose my prick to her in the way that she was exposing her panties to me. Being that two can play this game of voyeurism and exhibitionism, when she stopped at a stop sign and turned to look out her driver's, side window for oncoming traffic, I released my naked cock from my underwear. Feeling so nakedly expose, I was so nervous. I felt like such a pervert.
Being that I've gone this far, I went all the way. Making sure my prick was visible, with nothing subtle about my exhibitionism, I hiked up the leg of my shorts. Now, in the way that her panty clad crotched peeked out the bottom of her short skirt, the head of my cock peeked out of the leg of my shorts. If she dared to looked over, she'd see my stiff prick. If nothing else happened, I'd be masturbating over exposing myself to my niece. I'd be masturbating over Kristen seeing my erect, naked prick for years to come.
In the way that her panties were exposed to me, with my legs spread wide apart and clearly in her line of view, my erection hugged my right, inner thigh as if it was a snake emerging from my underwear. If she dared look over at me in the way that I was eyeballing her, the head of my naked prick was clearly visible and conspicuously exposed to her. I never imagined that I'd flash my niece my naked erection but here I was horny enough to do just that. No doubt, had my niece not flashed me an up-skirt peek of her panties and down-blouse views of her bra and cleavage, I never would have had the horniness to flash her my naked prick.
In the way that her stepmother routinely flashed me her panties and bra, and naked tits and pussy, I couldn't believe that I was flashing Kristen my erect, naked prick. Knowing that she was a virgin, I wondered if she had ever seen a penis before. I wondered if she had ever touched a penis and held one in her hand. With the young women today thinking nothing of giving hand jobs and/or blowjobs to save their virginity, I wondered if she ever stroked a cock and/or sucked a cock before. Then, when she turned to look out the passenger side window, sexually exciting me even more, while I pretended to pay her no never mind, I saw her glance down at my exposed prick.
'Oh, my God. She saw it. She saw my prick. Kristen saw my prick. Oh, my God. I'm so sexually excited that my niece saw my prick,' I thought. 'Now what? What do I do now?'
Wondering if she'd take the hint and touch me, I'd love to stroke myself in front of her. I'd love to masturbate myself and cum for her while she watched. I'd love for her to wrap her soft hand around my stiff prick and stroke me. I'd love for us to park somewhere secluded for her to take me in her mouth.
Not only did she obviously know that I was exposed but also, she was evidentially interested enough to look at my erect penis. In the way that I couldn't believe my niece was unintentionally or deliberately exposing her panties to me, I was deliberately exposing my cock to her. Obviously and finally, these driving lessons were more fun than I thought they would be.
With no one to stop us and/or with no one to give us disapproving looks, maybe this would be a game of voyeurism and exhibitionism that we'd play every time we got in the car together. Alas, with this the last driving lesson, now or never, this was it. This was my last chance to make a sexual pass at my niece. This was my last chance to know if my niece would allow me to kiss her while touching her and feeling her through her clothes.
* * * * *
Every time she depressed the clutch, I watched her short skirt climb higher. Every time her short skirt climbed higher, my cock grew harder and bigger. Whether she flashed me deliberately or unknowingly, but every time she depressed the clutch and flashed me more of her panties, my cock throbbed and pulsated. Every time I adjusted my position in the passenger seat, slouching myself down more while leaning more towards her, I exposed more of my hard, erect cock to my niece.
Every time she fixed her hair, she glanced down at my exposed prick. Every time she talked to me, she turned her head and looked down at my cock before looking up at me. Every time she turned to look out the passenger side window, I watched her eyes dart down and stare at what I so wanted her to see. Obviously, pussy for cock, she was as interested in my exposed prick as much as I was interested in her exposed panties.
Hoping for the ridiculous as much as I hoped for the sublime, I hoped that my niece would mistake my cock for the gearshift lever and wrap her manicured fingers around my stiff prick. In the way that her grandmother, Corrine, her mother, Marilyn, her aunt Maggie, and her stepmother, Colleen all stroked my prick before sucking and fucking my prick, I'd love for Kristen to stroke, suck, and fuck my prick too. I hoped to make my virginal niece as much of an incestuous whore as were her grandmother, mother, aunt, and stepmother my sexy bitches.
"That's enough driving for today," I said after driving around with her for an hour. Wanting to get her alone somewhere, anywhere, I was so horny. I wanted to do more with my cock than just showing her my prick. "I know an isolated place where no one will bother us and where we can practice parallel parking."
'Parallel parking my ass,' I thought. The only parallel parking what I wanted to do was to park my cock in her hand, in her mouth, in her pussy, and in her ass.
I had her drive to an isolated spot, a huge open lot that was once a parking lot for an abandoned mall. We parked around back where no one could see us. After having seen so much of her panties and her panty clad pussy, I was so sexually excited. Willing to risk it all, I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to touch her. I wanted to feel her through her clothes while she kissed, touched, and felt me too. After having exposed so very much of my naked, erect prick to her, I was ready to have sex with my niece if only she'd agree to have sex with me. A big gamble, it was a risk that I was willing to take.
With her from another generation, unable to read her body language or her mind, I wondered what she was thinking. I wondered if she was as sexually excited seeing my engorged prick as I was seeing her panty clad pussy. I wondered if she'd give me sex in the way that I wish I could give her sex. I wondered if she'd voluntarily, willingly, and consensually stroke my cock while I finger her pussy, felt her tits, and fingered her nipples. I wished I could have sex with my niece.
Yet, in the way that I wasn't nervous soliciting her grandmother, her mother, her aunt, and her stepmother for sex, I was nervous when about to solicit Kristen for forbidden sex. This was my niece. This was my 18-year-old, virginal niece. Without a doubt, for me to dare to have sex with a woman so young, the sex would have to be consensual. The last thing that I wanted to do was to force myself on her. The last thing that I wanted to do was to scare her, scar her, and ruin her for other men.
Being that we were alone and with no one in sight, I'd love to make out with my niece. As if I was her boyfriend or her lover, I'd love to French kiss her. I'd love to feel her body through her clothes while making out with her with the hope that she'd feel my exposed prick while returning my kisses and making out with me. Only, before I could make the first incestuous, sexual move, other than exposing my prick to her and her exposing her panties to me, she surprised me when she made all the incestuous, sexual moves.
* * * * *
"Uncle Mark?"
Concentrating on her face and on her eyes instead of on her exposed crotch, I looked at her as if I had love and kindness on my troubled mind instead of sex.
"Yes, Kristen. What is it?"
When she looked at me with as much nervousness as she looked at me with obvious embarrassment, I figured the gig was up. I figured that she was going to tell me that I was exposed. I figured that she was going to tell me that she was uncomfortable with me exposing my prick to her. Suddenly, I was embarrassed. Suddenly, I felt like the pervert that I was. I just hoped she didn't tell her father and/or her stepmother that I had deliberately exposed my prick to her.
'How embarrassing would that be for my wife to know that I wanted to have sex with our niece?'
The last thing that I'd want Corrine to know was after having had sex with her and my three sisters-in-law that I made a sexual pass at her granddaughter. The last thing that I wanted my wife to know was that I was perverted enough to expose myself to our 18-year-old niece. Yet, kettle black, she should talk after not only having incestuous sex with her brother but also after having lesbian sex with her sister-in-law. Being that this whole family was fucked-up sexually and incestuously, hoping that she was as sexually perverted as I was, why wouldn't Kristen be any different?
"Would you help me with something else?" She looked at me with pleading eyes that melted my heart and hardened my cock. Again, she gave me the same look that Colleen gave me when she wanted and/or needed something from me. I figured she wanted me to accompany her on the day of her driving test. I figured she was going to ask to use my car to take the test. "I have no one else to ask. I was hoping to ask my father but, as if Colleen suspected that I was up to something devious, she never left me alone with my Dad to even ask," she said.
As if she was my girlfriend, and I wished she was, I gave her another warm and loving smile. As if she was my lover, and I wished she was, I took her hand in my hand. I gently massaged her hand as if I was massaging her breasts or her incredibly spectacular ass. Obviously off the hook for exposing myself to her, I felt so relieved that what she needed to say wasn't anything about me flashing her my hard, erect cock. Obviously, with her continuing to steal peeks at my prick in the way that I continued to steal peeks at her panties, she wanted to see my cock as much as I wanted to show her my cock.
"I'll happily do whatever you ask. Your wish is my command. Tell me what you'd like me to do," I said with a smile while hoping that what she wanted to ask me was to give her incestuous sex.
'How hot would that be for my niece to sexually want me as much as I wanted her? How hot would that be for my niece to make the first, sexually, incestuous move? How hot would that be to have sex with my niece' I thought?
Hoping for the best but expecting the worst, not wanting her to know that I knew that I was exposed, I made no move to cover my naked prick. My last hurrah, I'd be masturbating over flashing my niece my prick for the rest my perverted life. With this my last chance to make my sexual move on my niece, I was too afraid. I was too nervous. Fearing her rebuffing me, I didn't want to be rejected. I didn't want my niece to know that I was an incestuous pervert.
Then, a good sign, as if she was a little girl in the schoolyard playing with her dress, instead of an 18-year-old, sexually attractive woman, she bit her lip while playing with the hem of her skirt again. This time, she raised her skirt even higher than she had raised it before. When she raised the hem of her skirt to her waist, I had a clear view of most of her white, bikini panties.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Are you kidding me? Does she know what she'd doing? Does she know what she's doing to me?'
Either she was nervous enough not to know that she was flashing me her panty clad pussy or she was deliberately flashing me her panty clad pussy. Figuring the latter instead of the former, I figured that she was exposing her panties to me in the way that I had been exposing my cock to her. I hoped that she wanted sex as much as I wanted sex.
'Oh, my God,' I thought again. 'I can't believe I'm seeing my niece's white panties. If it's not enough that I'm flashing her my naked prick, I can't believe she's flashing me her panty clad pussy.'
Unable to remove my eyes from the sight of her virginal, panty covered cunt, I stared down at my niece's exposed panties. As if a game of voyeurism and exhibitionism that we both played, I couldn't remember ever being as sexually excited as I was now. The only woman who had sexually aroused me as much as Kristen was her stepmother, Colleen, when she teased me by flashing me down-blouse views of her naked, D cup breasts, and up-skirt views of her naked, brown, trimmed pussy.
"Would you do me a big favor, Uncle Mark?" She stared at me with pleading eyes as if I'd refuse her anything. "Please? Pretty please?"
Again, she looked at me with nervousness while I looked at her with sexual lust. While trying to comfort her and trying not to stare, daring myself to do so, I let go of her hand and put my hand on her naked thigh while smiling at her again. As if her thigh was plugged into a wall outlet, the current that I received from merely touching her upper leg was something that I'd never forget and would always remember. I wondered if my hand was the first hand to touch her soft yet firm thigh. I couldn't believe my horny hand was only inches from Nirvana and from her panty clad pussy.
"I said that I would. I'd be happy to help you in any way that I can," I said. "What would you like me to do? Tell me."
When she let go of the hem of her skirt, her skirt fell and billowed around my hand as if my fingers were beneath a forbidden shroud that hid something so pricelessly valuable. My hand was still on her shapely thigh but now beneath her skirt. As if my hand was a spider slowly crawling towards its prey, ever so slowly, I moved my hand higher up her soft, firm thigh. Gradually and stealthily, I continued moving my hand higher until my fingertips were in contact with the elastic of her panties.
While lightly massaging her shapely leg, I squeezed her thigh while gently rubbing her inner thigh in the way that I wished I could squeeze her naked ass and rub her naked pussy. Hoping she'd get the hint, I touched and fondled her naked thigh in the way that I wished she'd touch and fondle my naked prick. As soon as I fondled her thigh, with my prick conspicuously bobbing up and down, my cock throbbed and pulsated the sexual pleasure that I was receiving from touching my niece's naked leg.
"I know this is going to sound lame, and it's okay if you say no," she said looking at me with sad eyes.
I looked at her concerned that she may have a medical issue.
"Yes? What is it, Kristen? There's no need to embarrassed. Whatever it is, we'll face it together. Whatever it is, I'm here to help," I said.
* * * * *
She took a big breath and closed her eyes before opening them again to look at me with expectancy. I watched her glance down at my bobbing, throbbing, and pulsating cock before staring up at me. As if her eyes were two emeralds flashing me their jeweled brilliance, she filled me with lust. In the way she had such a beautiful body and such a shapely ass, she had beautiful eyes.
"This may sound crazy," she said pausing while staring up at me. "Would you teach me how to kiss?"
She looked at me with embarrassment while I looked at her with shock hiding my sexual excitement.
'Kiss? What? My hot, sexy niece wants me to teach her how to kiss? Someone pinch me because I must be dreaming. Someone splash cold water on my face to awaken me from my sexual fantasy,' I thought. 'Am I to be the first one to kiss this beautiful virgin?'
Doing my best in trying to hide it, I looked at her with sexual lust. I looked at her as if she was my patient who had sexual issues and I was her perverted sex therapist. I couldn't believe that, by asking me to teach her to kiss that she was giving permission to kiss her. Still not believing what she asked, unable to wrap my head around making out with my niece, I asked her to repeat her question.
"I'm sorry. Pardon? I think I must have misheard you." I looked at her with disbelief while thinking that I imagined her saying what I wished she'd say. "You want me to do what?"
She smiled her awkwardness.
"Would you teach me how to kiss, Uncle Mark? The women at school talk about all that they've done with young men and I've never even kissed a man," she said. "I don't know how."
I looked at me niece to see if she was teasing me and/or kidding me. I looked at my niece as if I was about to faint. Teaching my niece how to kiss would be a sexy dream that I'd be having if I was sleeping while dreaming of kissing Kristen. This would be a sexual fantasy that I'd be masturbating over while imagining having sex with my niece.
"Sure," I said while trying to remain cool. "I can help you with that. It would be my pleasure to teach you how to kiss," I said as my greatest understatement.
I leaned into her as if about to whisper in her ear to tell her a secret. I moved closer to my niece and when I did, my testicles fell out of my underwear along with even more of my erect prick and dangled out from the bottom of my shorts. Now, totally uncovered, my penis and testicles were completely exposed to her curious eyes in the way that her panty clad pussy was completely exposed to my horny eyes. Not wanting her to know that I was aware that I was as exposed as I was and as exposed as she was, feeling embarrassed, I moved my arm down to cover my throbbing and pulsating cock.
In the way that my cock throbbed as if it was a wild bronco rearing on its hind legs, my sexually incestuous and forbidden lust for my niece embarrassed even me. If I was a teenage boy instead of a grown man, I already would have prematurely ejaculated. Then, as if I had never kissed a woman before, I leaned closer to my niece and kissed her on her lips. Obviously more sexually excited than she was shy, she returned my kiss with her kiss. Then, when I broke off the kiss, she said something even more shocking.
* * * * *
"No, I mean, a real kiss," she said looking at me with disappointment. "If you don't mind, Uncle Mark, would you French kiss me? I've never been French kissed. I've never had a man's tongue in my mouth and I'd like to know what it feels like to be kissed like that."
I stared at her as if I had imagined her asking me to French kiss her. Only, I wasn't imagining it. She asked me to French kiss her. She wanted to feel my tongue in her mouth.
'Oh, my God. Is she kidding me? I don't believe this. Is she sexually teasing me and playing me in the way that her stepmother routinely teases me and plays me? My niece wants me to teach her to kiss. She wants me to French kiss her. Kristen wants me to stick my tongue in her mouth,' I thought. 'Wow!'
My cock throbbed with the sexual thought of French kissing my niece. I moved even closer to her, so close that I could smell her body wash lotion, her shampoo, and her perfume. I put my arm around her shoulders and, when I kissed her this time, I parted her lips with my tongue.
I couldn't believe I was kissing my niece. I couldn't believe I was French kissing Kristen. I couldn't believe she was returning my kiss and French kissing me. Then, when I broke off the kiss and pulled away from her, as if she was able to read my mind, she said something that shocked me even more.
"If you don't mind, kiss me again. If you don't mind, touch me while kissing me, Uncle Mark. As if I'm your date instead of your niece, touch me while French kissing me. I'd like to know what it feels like for you to feel my breasts through my blouse and finger my nipples through my bra," she said putting my hand on her breast. "Please?"



As if I was an 18-year-old boy with her at the movies, I looked at her as if she was kidding. As if I was her prom date instead of her uncle, I looked at her as if I couldn't believe what she had just asked me to do. I looked at her with as much sexual passion as she looked at me with sexual innocence.
'My sexual fantasy come true, I don't believe this. I can't believe my niece wants me to feel her tits and finger her nipples through her clothes while French kissing her,' I thought. 'If I wasn't so sexually attracted to my niece, if I hadn't already had sex with her grandmother, her mother, her aunt, and her stepmother, I'd never have sex with her.'
Either she didn't know what she was asking me to do or she was playing me. More believing the latter than the former, what did it matter if she was playing me or not? She gave me permission to kiss her, French kiss her while feeling her tits through her blouse and fingering her nipples through her bra. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my niece while about to feel her through her clothes.
"Okay, I can do that," I said while acting nonchalant about making out with my niece while feeling up my niece.
I leaned in to kiss her again while, this time, touching, feeling, and cupping her breasts through her blouse and bra. Then, as soon as her nipples made their hard and erect impressions known, I fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra. When we broke off our kiss, she rested her head on my chest.
Surprised that I didn't, I so was tempted to put a gentle hand to the back of Kristen's pretty head to see if she'd take the hint and take me in her hand before taking me in her mouth but I didn't dare. At least, not yet. With my erect cock completely exposed and throbbing and bobbing up and down, I knew that she was staring at my exposed, naked prick. I couldn't believe my niece was as interested in my cock as I was interested in her panty clad pussy.
Then, when she leaned her head on my chest, the top of her blouse fell open. I played with the top of her chest as if checking her for moles. Slowly and deliberately, I moved my horny down lower until my fingertips were inside of her low-cut bra. My horny hand was so very close to her naked breasts. Yet, feeling like the pervert that I was, I was afraid to touch my niece in such a sexual way. Then, with her not done surprising me and shocking me, she invited me to touch her.
"It's okay Uncle Mark. You may feel my naked tits. Please feel my naked breasts. I want you to feel my naked tits. Please?" She looked up at me with expectant, sexual anticipation. "I want you to touch me. I want you to finger my naked nipples. I want to know what it feels like for a man to feel my naked breasts and finger my naked nipples," she said practically begging me to grope her while kissing her.
I peered down at her exposed breasts and the tops of her visible nipples. I reached my horny hand down lower to touch her where she wanted me to touch her and feel her and where no uncle should touch and feel his niece. Afraid to dare touch her naked tits and finger her naked nipples, I held her left breast in the palm of my hand without moving my hand before holding her right breast in the same way. Then, when her nipples pushed against my hand, I fingered her naked nipples, first one and then the other, while continuing to kiss her, French kiss her.
I couldn't believe I was making out with my niece. I couldn't believe I was feeling Kristen's naked tits while fingering her naked nipples. I couldn't believe she asked me to feel her tits and finger her nipples while French kissing her. I'd be masturbating over the memory of this day for the rest of my life. I couldn't imagine this day getting any better than this but then it did.
"Oh, my God, Kristen. You have such a beautiful body," I said.
She smiled up at me and lightly kissed me on the lips before asking him her next sexually inappropriate question.
* * * * *
"May I touch you, Uncle Mark," she said briefly lifting her head before staring down at my erect, exposed cock again. "I've never touched a penis before," she said.
Filled with too much sexual excitement to answer her, I stared at her staring at me. Then, I stared at where she was staring. She was staring at my naked cock in the way that I had stared at her naked breasts. She was showing as much sexual interest, sexual curiosity, and sexual excitement staring at my engorged prick as I showed staring at her naked breasts and nipples.
"I don't know Kristen. I don't want to get you in trouble," I said while hoping that she wouldn't listen to my feigned protest.
She smiled up at me.
'What? What was I saying? Did I just tell her that she shouldn't touch my prick? Am I crazy? What in the Hell is wrong with me?'
Fortunately for me, she wasn't going to take no for an answer.
"It will be our little secret. I won't tell anyone. I promise," she said looking up at me before staring down at my hard prick. "Please Uncle Mark?"
Something that I'll remember for as long as I shall live, before I could even answer her, she reached her soft hand down and wrapped her fingers around my stiff prick. Without even having to move her hand on my prick, without even having to force Kristen to touch me, obviously something that she consensually wanted to do, my niece was holding my cock in her hand. I couldn't believe my erect prick was in Kristen's hot, soft, oh so young hand.
"Oh, my God, Kristen. I can't believe we're doing this," I said shocked as I was sexually excited.
As if she was playing me in the way that he stepmother Colleen was always playing me, she looked up at me and smiled again. It was then that I wondered if she had held other cocks in her hand or if my prick was the first dick she ever held. Maybe in the way that her grandmother, her mother, her aunt, my wife, and her stepmother were all incestuous whores, perhaps Kristen was in training to beome an incestuous whore too.
Nothing more than a state of mind that goes along with their sexual beliefs and lack of modesty, morals, and inhibitions, many virgins give hand jobs and even blowjobs to save their virginity. Especially after a first date before saying goodbye forever, many virgins would rather give a hand job and/or even a blowjob than to French kiss someone that they were physically attracted too. Wanting to save themselves for that one special person on their wedding night, they don't think there's anything wrong with giving hand jobs and blowjobs. Virgins who give hand jobs and blowjobs can still be whores.
Hoping beyond my wildest dreams that my niece subscribed to giving hand jobs and blowjobs to save her virginity, I hoped that Kristen would give me a hand job. I'd love nothing more than for her to stroke my cock. I hoped that she'd want to suck my cock as much as I wanted her to suck my prick. I'd love nothing more than for her to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in her virginal mouth.
"It's so hard and yet feels so silky soft. Tell me, Uncle Mark," she said staring up at me with my engorged prick in her hand. "What do I do now?"
I moved my hand down to her hand and slowly moved it back and forth.
"Like that," I said. "Just like that."
Copying my motion, my niece slowly moved her hand back and forth with my hand. Kristen was giving me a hand job. She was stroking my prick. Something that I never thought would ever happen while giving her driving lessons, I couldn't believe my niece was masturbating me.
"Touch me, Uncle Mark while I stroke you," she said.
I gave my niece a sexually excited smile.
"Okay," I said while annoyed with myself that she had to ask me to touch her when there was nothing more than I wanted to do than to touch her and feel her.
Immediately I moved my hand back inside of her blouse and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her naked nipples.
"No, not there," she looked up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "Touch me in my private place," she said lifting her skirt higher and parting her knees more.
She took him me by my wrist and put my hand on her panty clad pussy.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'This just continues to get better.'
I fingered my niece through her panties, while she slowly stroked my cock. I couldn't believe I was fingering my niece through her panties while she stroked my naked prick. I couldn't believe that we were masturbating one another. Then, when I moved her panty aside with my index finger to explore her warm wetness, she gasped and looked up at me with as much sexual desire as I looked down at her.
"Do you like that, Kristen?" She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look while nodding her head. I couldn't help myself from asking her my obvious question. "Does that feel good?"
She nodded her head again.
"Yes, Uncle Mark. I like that very much," she said. "That feels very nice." She closed her eyes and put back her head and remained silent for a long moment until she addressed me again. "Uncle Mark?"
I kissed her on her lips.
"Yes, Kristen. What is it?"
With her still holding my cock in her hand while still continuing to slowly stroke me, she looked up at me before staring down at my erect prick again. Then, she looked up at me with a sexually excited smile. As if she was about to do something very naughty that would add her to Santa's bad, very bad albeit very good list, she gave me a naughty look.
"If you don't mind," she pausing to stare at my cock again before looking up at me again.
Wishing she'd blow me, I didn't dare ask her. I didn't want to pressure her. Instead, hoping she'd take the hint, I ran a slow finger across her red, full lips in the way that I ran a slow finger across her grandmother's lips, her mother's lips, her aunt's lips, her stepmother's lips, and now Kristen's lips.
In the way that Corrine, Marilyn, Maggie, and Colleen all took my finger in their mouths and sucked my finger as if they were sucking my cock, Kristen took my finger in her mouth and sucked my finger as if she was sucking my cock. Obviously, in the way that her stepmother was, judging her cock sucking skills by how she sucked my finger, unless she had experience sucking cock before, Kristen was a natural born cocksucker. I could only imagine what it would feel like to have my stiff prick buried in her beautiful, virginal mouth.
'Oh, my God,' I thought when she started sucking my finger. 'Are you kidding me?'
As if she already had my prick in her mouth, I couldn't believe what I was seeing. My cock throbbed and pulsated in her warm, soft hand while she sucked my finger. I only wished it was my erect prick in her mouth instead of my finger.
"What is it, Kristen? What would you going to say?"
* * * * *
She smiled up at me with as much sexual excitement as I smiled down at her with incestuous horniness. With us both on the same, sexual page, she was obviously as sexually excited holding my stiff prick while stroking my erect prick as I was feeling her naked tits, fingering her naked nipples, and fingering her pussy through her panties. Obviously, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
"If you don't mind, Uncle Mark, may I take you in my mouth? I never had a penis in my mouth before," she said staring up at me as if asking me if I'd buy her a popsicle. "If it's okay with you, I'd like to blow you," she said whispering the last phrase of her sentence as if she was saying something so naughty and obscene. "Before I head off the college, I'd like to know what it's like to suck someone."
My sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't believe my niece just asked if she could blow me. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough that my niece wanted to take me in her mouth, she wanted to blow me. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough that Kristen wanted to suck my cock, she asked my permission if she could suck my cock.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'I can't believe this. Am I on Candid Camera? Where's the camera? Where's Peter Funt?'
I looked at her stunned. I looked at her shocked. I looked at her with my sexual excitement than I ever looked at her stepmother when she was flashing me her naked, D cup breasts.
"Sure. Okay," I said while playing it cool. "I'd love for you to blow me. I'd love for you to suck my prick, Kristen."
I watched her slouch down and lean forward in her seat. As if she had given a blowjob in a car before, she turned to face me so that I could see my cock buried in her mouth. I put a gentle hand to her back so that she wouldn't fall off my lap. Then, I watched as she unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her front snapping bra to expose her B cup, naked breasts to me. Her pink nipples were and her areolas matched her nipples. In the way she had freckles on her face, arms, legs, and shoulders, she had freckles on her chest too.
"I thought you may like to fondle my tits and finger my nipples while I sucked you, Uncle Mark," she said.
I ran my fingers through her thick, lust, long, red hair. She had such beautiful orangish, red hair. With her big green eyes and freckles, she looked as if she had just got off the boat from Ireland. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy, and if only for a few hours, she was all mine.
"Call me Mark. Especially with my prick about to be in your mouth, it sounds like we're doing something wrong instead of doing something beautiful when you call me uncle," I said.
She smiled.
"Okay, Mark," she said.
She kissed my cock and licked my prick while staring up at me with her beautiful green eyes. Then, with her definitely having done this before, even though she said that she never had a prick in her hand, assuredly with my cock not the first prick she's ever sucked, she took me in her mouth. Not even having to put my hand behind her beautiful, red head, my niece was voluntarily, willingly, and consensually blowing me. Sexually teasing me with her beautiful green eyes and her experienced tongue, she was sucking my cock while staring up at me.
I felt her breasts and fingered her nipples while she continued stroking me and sucking me. Feeling too good to be true, not wanting to cum in Kristen's mouth, not yet, I wanted to make love to her first. Not caring that I wasn't wearing a condom and not knowing if she was on birth control, I wanted to fuck her. As if staking my claim and telling the world that this virginal piece of ass was mine, I wanted to cum in her young, tight, beautiful pussy. I wanted to be the first to have my prick inside of my niece's cunt.
"Let's get in back. I need to make love to you," I said. "I need to fuck you."
Waiting for her to say no, waiting for her to refuse to give me her cherry, she seemed as eager and as sexually excited for me to fuck her as I was sexually excited to fuck her.
"Okay," she said removing her panties and climbing over the front seat while I went out the passenger front door to duck inside the rear passenger door.
Once we were both in the backseat, we kissed again. Never have I kissed a woman as much as I was kissing my niece. Then, with my legs too long and in the way, I bent my knees to move on top of her as she reached down to guide my cock inside her. I gasped as soon as my prick found her warm wetness. Slowly sliding inside her tight, wet pussy, I was having sexual intercourse with my niece.
"Oh, my God," I said as my prick slowly slid inside her pussy.
She was so wet. She was so warm. She was so tight. I couldn't believe I was making love to my niece, Marilyn's daughter, Maggie's niece, Colleen's stepdaughter, and Corrine's granddaughter.
Gradually humping her harder, I humped her faster. She returned my hard, fast humps with her hard, fast humps. Now no longer making love, we were fucking. I was fucking my niece. Fucking her harder and fucking her faster, as if my car was humping her too, I fucked her hard enough to make the back of the car bounce up and down.
Between her kissing me, allowing me to feel her tits and finger her nipples, and fingering her pussy, I was already the most sexually excited I've ever been. Between me flashing her my prick, her holding and stroking my prick before sucking my prick, and now fucking my prick, for someone who was a professed virgin, Kristen was an incredible lover. More sexually excited than when I had sex with her grandmother, her mother, her aunt, and her stepmother, there was something special about Kristen. If I could flee to Bali with her, I would.
* * * * *
As if it was meant to be, it didn't take me long to cum in her pussy. I couldn't believe I ejaculated my cum in my niece. I couldn't believe she allowed me to shoot my warm, oozy load inside of her cunt. It was then that I was shaken from my sexual fantasy with the thoughts of my unadulterated reality.
'What if I just made her pregnant? What if she's pregnant with my baby? What will I do then? What will she do then? Will she have the baby, have an abortion, or give it up for adoption? What if she tells everyone that I made her pregnant? What if she tells the police that, instead of us having consensual sex, that I forced her and raped her? Oh, my God. What have I done?'
Now that I had my fun, I thought of the price that I'd have to pay for the rest of my miserably perverted life if she was pregnant and accused me of raping her. On the positive side, at least she was done with high school. Yet, if she was pregnant with my child, have I ruined her from going off to college? Have I ruined her to have a life of her own with a young man she loves? Have I ruined her from getting married and having children? What have I done?
Yet, as much as I cared about all of those things, making her pregnant, what she'd do with the baby, and how she'd go on with her life, I didn't care. I cared more about having sex with my niece. I cared more about myself than I did about her. I cared more about cumming in her pussy. To be honest, I'd marry her, if she'd have me. I'd run away with her and go somewhere that no one knows us and somewhere that no one can find us.
I watched as she wiped herself with some tissues. Then, obviously not done having sex with me, she teased me with her ass. When I moved to lay back, she sat on my face. My niece's wet, warm, red pussy filled my mouth. Licking her while fingering her, I was eating my niece's cunt. With her in an uncomfortable position in the tight confines of the car, she moved off me. Instead of getting dressed, with her naked ass in the air, she moved to her knees.
"Fuck me, Mark. Stick your prick in my ass," she said turning around to look at me with all the sexual desire that I looked at her with incestuous lust. "I want to know what it feels like to have anal sex. I want to know what it feels like for you to fuck me in my ass. I want to have anal sex. I want to do everything with you."
I looked at Kristen as if I was dreaming.
'Oh, my God,' I thought.
Anal sex was something that Claudia would never allow me to do in all the years that we were married. Anal sex was something I didn't do with her grandmother, her mother, her aunt, or even her stepmother. Now, I suddenly wanted to have anal sex with my niece in the way that I always wanted to have anal sex with my wife.
With her sexually teasing me with her shapely ass, I wanted to fuck Kristen in her ass. Only, if her pussy was tight, something that I couldn't even imagine, her ass would be even tighter. The last thing that I wanted to do was to hurt her. The last thing that I wanted to do was to make anal sex so painfully unpleasant and uncomfortable that she'd never want to do have anal sex with me again.
Not wanting to fuck a dry hole, I licked her ass and rubbed her sopping wet pussy with my hand. I transferred some of her vaginal secretions to her anus. Continuing to lick her, with her squirming in sexual delight, I tossed my niece's salad. Licking her and licking her, I made her ass as wet as I had made her pussy.



Yet, instead of forcing my stiff prick all the way inside of her, I teased her asshole with the head of my cock while fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples. Slowly and gradually, I slid my prick a little deep inside of her. As soon as she felt pain and/or was uncomfortable, I stopped. As soon as she squirmed and/or grimaced, I stopped. Only and obviously, not wanting to disappoint her, she wanted me to have anal sex as much as I wanted to have anal sex.
"I think that's enough for today," I said while afraid that I was hurting her.
She turned to me with a face full of disappointment.
"No, please don't stop. I want you to fuck me in the ass. This is something we should have done instead of having you fucking me and cumming in my pussy. Hopefully, I won't get pregnant. Now, the next time we have sex, by me blowing you and having anal sex with you, there's no way that you could make me pregnant," she said.
Excited by the prospect, she was already planning on having sex with me again. As if what she said to me was something I'd say to her, she made sense. With her encouragement and permission, I continued easing my erect prick deeper in her ass hole. Helping me slide my cock in deeper, she wiggled her ass while slowly and gently humping me. Once inside, I slowly moved back and forth. I was humping my niece's ass. I was fucking Kristen's ass hole. Something I always wanted to do with my wife, I was having anal sex with my niece.
To be honest, something that I never felt with Claudia, Corrine, Marilyn, Maggie, or with Colleen, I felt fear. I was afraid that I was going too far too fast. Enough that she blew me and I fucked her, I wasn't ready for anal sex, not with her, not with my niece. With her so young and so innocent, I didn't want to despoil more than I already had. Yet, being that my prick was already deep inside of her ass, this was something I'd do again.
"Oh, Uncle Mark," she said. "As much as that's a little painfully uncomfortable, it feels good too. "Hump me harder. Fuck me faster."
* * * * *
Avoiding her after that wonderful day, I didn't see Kristen again until she returned home for the holidays from college. As much as I was sexually excited to reconnect with her, I was embarrassed to see her again. I saw her naked and she saw me naked. She had stroked my cock, sucked my cock, and fucked my cock. In addition to having vaginal sex, we had anal sex too.
Even though we already had sex, I couldn't help but feel that she was off-limits. She was my blood related niece and I was her blood related uncle. Compared to her, I felt so lecherously old. Compared to her beauty and innocence, I felt so incestuously perverted.
Yet, I still sexually wanted her and wondered if she still sexually wanted me. I wondered if she found a boyfriend in college. I wondered if she had sex with anyone else. I wondered if she'd have sex with me again. I didn't have to wonder for long when, even though she already had her license, she asked me to give her another driving lesson.
THE END
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.



        

  
    On the Run & in Hiding with Stepmom
  
  On the Run & in Hiding with Stepmom

        Hiding out, stepmother and stepson take the money and run.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/on-the-run-and-in-hiding-with-stepmom

Title: On the Run & in Hiding with Stepmom

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Hiding out, stepmother and stepson take the money and run.

Tags: walpole state prison, charlestown massachusetts, mafia hit man, stepmother has sex with stepson, stepson fucks his stepmother, brinks armored car, brinks robbery, stepson has sex with stepmother, step son eats his stepmother, stepmom gives stepson a hand job and a blowjob




This is a Winter Holidays 2017 contest story. As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
There are no underage characters in this story. All characters portrayed are over the age of 18-years-old.
On the Run & in Hiding with Stepmom
Stepmother and stepson do an unthinkable thing. They take the money and run.
This isn't your typical stepmother and stepson story of pornography with sex, sex, and more sex. This is my erotic literature version with character development, dialogue, imagery, description, plot, and tension, as well as sex, of why a stepmother would have sex with her stepson. As we all know, stepsons don't need a reason to want to have sex with their stepmothers. Stepmothers have long been surrogate mothers and unwilling victims of their stepsons' sexual attention.
Especially if a stepmother is tall, sexy, shapely, and beautiful, as Emma is in this story, and especially if the father is no longer in the picture, she's ripe for the sexual seduction and/or groping of her stepson. Yet, it takes a little more for a woman to cross the line of what is deemed incestuous sex between a stepmother and her stepson. Most women need to be romanced. Most women just don't want sex. It takes longer to get women in the mood. Yet, if only men would take the time, women would give men more sex than they could handle.
I apologize for the long introduction but this is my writing style. If you don't like this introduction you may skip it and continue to read the rest the story. If you don't like my writing style and/or don't like me, then don't read my story. That's your choice.
Author's Warning:
Dear Reader,
If you're reading this warning, then consider yourself warned. This story is rated XXX, the highest, sexually explicit rating under Literotica's incest, story guidelines.
For those who enjoy reading incest stories, trust me, an incestuous story doesn't get any better than this story. This is one for the books. A true story that really happened, this is an incestuous story between a stepmother and her stepson that you'll remember for the rest of your life.
For those who don't believe that this is and XXX rated story, after you're done reading this story and after you're done masturbating yourself, consider me saying, "Duh? I told you so." If you are offended by XXX rated stories and/or by incest, please read another story.
For those who are sensitive to inappropriate, sexual situations, and/or incestuous sex, I must confess and am embarrassed to report that there is graphic, explicit, and shockingly inappropriate, albeit consensual sex between a 24-year-old stepson and his 38-year-old stepmother. Albeit not blood related, they still live in the same household and under the same roof, thereby deeming whatever sexual relationship they have as incestuous.
For those who don't approve of this sort of incestuous story, being that it's impossible to continue to read the story with your eyes closed, perhaps you could enlist someone to read the story to you. Perhaps, instead of reading the story yourself, you could ask your mother, your sister, your mother-in-law, your sister-in-law, or ideally, your stepmother to read the story to you while you masturbate yourself.
Taking it as a personal compliment that you thoroughly enjoyed reading my story, I encourage you to masturbate yourself and hopefully cum while reading my story. Then, using your other hand, your clean hand, of course, as if your vote is my applause, all that I ask in return for your masturbation pleasure in reading my story is the support of your vote. Please vote and please add me to your list of favorite authors.
Being that this is a Winter Holidays contest story, please vote. Please give me the support of your vote.
SusanJillParker
* * * * *
Shall we begin reading my story that I wrote expressly for your reading enjoyment and sexual pleasure?
"Are you ready? Here we go."
Imagine this scene with me, if you will. It's Christmas Eve, the night before Christmas and it's cold, frosty cold, and windy. Feeling like it's going to snow, it's the kind of damp, bone chilling cold, that penetrates your soul. It's the kind of cold that makes you reject cold beer for a bowl of hot, beef stew.
To make the weather worse, depending on who you are and where you are, it just started snowing. Everyone's dream but for those who have to go to work the next day, Christmas Day, it's going to be a white Christmas. The children are going to awaken to presents beneath the Christmas tree and snow to try out their new sleds.
You're on your way home from last-minute Christmas shopping but then stop to run an errand. As soon as you pull in the driveway, with everything so eerily quiet, you sense there's something not right. As if seeing a ghost or feeling the heaviness of evil in the air, the hairs on your arms stand, and you know that there's something so tragically wrong. You look around and there in the distance, your worst fears are materialized.
Think about it, what would you do if you happened upon a crime scene where everyone was dead, and no one saw you? No one knew that you were even there. What would you do? Would you call the police? Or not wanting to get involved, as most people wouldn't want to be involved to be questioned, interrogated, and accused of a crime while having to testify against others in court, would you leave without calling the police? Or, feeling guilty while thinking that there may have been someone who survived, was still alive, and clinging to life, would you leave and then anonymously call the police?
"Think about it. It's your call and it's your decision to make. What would you do?"
'Tick tock, tick tock...'
"No rush and no pressure but I need a decision. Hurry, before the police come, what would you do?"
Now wait. Hold on. Let's spice this up a bit and sweeten the pot by adding a new dimension to the crime scene, shall we?
"Are you ready?"
What if there was unprotected and unsecured money just waiting for someone to claim it, scoop it up, take it, and leave with it. With your financial problems solved in one fell swoop, imagine all the things you could buy and all the bills you could pay. Without anyone ever knowing that you were ever there and without anyone knowing that you took the money, be honest, tell me the truth, would you take the money and run?
"Yeah, baby. Free money. Now we're talkin'. Right? Money is everyone's inspiration, motivation, and temptation. C'mon, take it. It's free. It's free money. I dare you to take the money. I double dare you to take the money. Once you claim the money and once you walk away with it in the darkness of night, it's no longer someone else's money. It's now your money. You're rich."
Those who were here to rob the money as well as those who were here to protect the money are all dead. With no one knowing you were here and that you took the money, no one will ever know that it was you who took the money. There's no witnesses to you just helping yourself to the money. If you need justification in taking the money, think of taking the money as a public service...your act of selflessness against littering. There. Do you feel better about taking the money now that you cleaned the area of all of that dirty money?
Being that we're back to the same, original question, now, what would you do? Would you call the police? Would you leave without calling the police and without taking the money? Would you take the money, leave, and then call the police? Or, as I would do, something that I dare write is what most people would do, why wouldn't you just take the money and run?
"Think about it. It's your call and it's your decision to make. What would you do? Trust me, any priest will listen to your confession and tell you that God will forgive you for taking the money, especially when you generously and anonymously donated one-hundred-thousand-dollars to the church."
...and you were thinking about not taking the money, weren't you? That would have been dumb, wouldn't it? I knew you weren't that stupid.
"Thank you for your generous donation. For you penance, say 10 Hail Mary's," said the priest who was already on the phone with the Bishop.
'Tick tock, tick tock...'
"No rush and no pressure but I need a decision. Hurry, before the police arrive, what would you do?"
Now, wait a minute. Hold on. Allow me to be more specific. Instead of just a little money, what if there was a lot of money? What if there was more money than you had ever seen in your miserable, credit card indebted, hardworking, and never getting ahead life while driving a 13-year-old, shit box of a car that needed tires? With you about to lose your underwater, second mortgaged house that you can no longer afford to continue to pay the blood sucking bank, why wouldn't you take the money and run?
"Yeah, now we're talkin'. Think about it. Now, what would you do? Would you take the money and run? I would. Without a doubt and without a second thought, I definitely would take the money and run."
However, not so fast. Keep in mind, of course, that a million dollars in one-hundred-dollar bills weighs 22-pounds. Twenty-two pounds may not sound like a lot to carry, especially when you lug way more than that carrying in groceries for your three, hungry kids after working your two, crappy, part-time jobs that don't have any benefits. In the scheme of things, twenty-two pounds is nothing. A box of produce that you unpack at the supermarket where you work weighs more than that.
Yet, what if there were mega millions of dollars, lottery type of money. What if there were 100's, 50's, 20's, 10's, 5's, and 1's all in cash, just waiting for you to pick it up, take it, and bring it home? What if there was enough money to change your life...forever? Now, what would you do? Seriously. Especially if there was no one there to see you taking the money, wouldn't you take the money and run? I would and you should too.
Only, you'd need a car, of course, a big car. With all that money, you'd need a pickup truck, a Lincoln Navigator, or a Lincoln Town Car, the extended wheelbase version that has 7 more inches of legroom in back, of course. You'd need something to put the money in too. A brief case or a duffle bag would hardly be big enough to fit all that money. You'd need not just one but two huge steamer trunks on wheels to fit and transport that kind of very, heavy money.
With this getting a little more complicated, now what would you do? Would you take the money? Would you take the money or would you leave the money for, perhaps, someone else to take the money? Think about it. Just between me, you, and the lamppost, with no one else ever knowing that you were even there and that you took the money, what would you do?
No pressure and no rush but what would you do? What would you do? Hurry. What would you do?
'Tick tock, tick tock...'
"Again, no rush and no pressure but I need a decision. The cops are coming soon. What would you do? Tell me, what would you do? For God's sakes, don't quibble. With this an opportunity of a lifetime, what the fuck would you do?"
Now, just for some much-needed pressured motivation, think about this. Forget about Bill Cosby, Harvey Weinstein, James Toback, and Kevin Spacey, just as they have their own problems, you have your own problems too, don't you? What if your whole life was about to turn to shit after the sexual relationship you've been having with your mother, your sister, your daughter, your mother-in-law, your sister-in-law, your wife's best friend, and/or your next-door neighbor was about to be exposed? What if you needed money, lots of money, to leave the country and move to Cuba, a country without an extradition treaty, to lay low while on a beach while drinking pina coladas and flirting with beautiful, bikini clad women?
As my friendly warning to you, the least that I can do is to give you my words of caution, don't drink the water. Have your drinks made with bottled water, never drink or brush your teeth with tap water, and don't leave any unattended valuables in your room. Just as the police won't protect you, the military won't come to your aid either. This isn't the United States. You're all alone and on your own in Cuba...Gringo.
Perhaps, a better hiding spot to lay low until all of this blows over is somewhere in the middle of America. Have you ever been to Kansas? Between the cattle and the corn, I'm sure you could find a desolate farmhouse to hide all of that money. Kansas is a beautiful state. Kansas has a lot to offer someone's who's rich. Kansas is the backdrop of the Wizard of Oz and where Dorothy used to live with Toto while wearing her ruby slippers.
"I wish I was back in Kansas. I wish I was back in Kansas," she said as she clicked her slippers together. "I wish I was back in Kansas."
Well, now, here you are, your wish has come true. You're in Kansas. Yeah, Kansas may be a better place to lay low than Cuba, especially with all that money. At least you're still in the good ol' USA and can still drink the water. Moreover, the residents of Kansas, Kansans, as they're called, speak your language, English. Now, who wants some barbeque?
"Now, what would you do? Why wouldn't you take the money and run...to live in Kansas? Think about it. What would you do?"
Hey asshole, what's your problem? Why the indecision? Are you kidding me? Your life is shit. You have a junk box of an old car. You're about to lose your house and can no longer afford to pay your mortgage. You're about to lose your job because your boss is an asshole who hates you. Your mother, daughter, mother-in-law, sister-in-law, wife's best friend, and your next-door neighbor are all out to get their pound of flesh after you told them that they were the only one and that you loved them. Take the frigging money.
Wishing you were dead or wishing you could get a divorce to marry Vanna White, Sofia Vergara, or Jennifer Lopez, your wife grew fat, old, and ugly. Your children don't appreciate all that you've sacrificed and done for them. In the way that 34-year-old Justin frigging Verlander just married 25-year-old supermodel, Kate Upton, you don't have a woman in your life who's tall, blonde, beautiful, and blue-eyed with 36D cup, natural breasts. Do you? You don't have a beautiful woman who loves you and who's willing to have sex with you. Do you? Why? Because you don't have any frigging money, that's why.
"Duh?"
Yeah, think about that while you're thinking about not taking the money. Just think about that. All of that could change with money, a lot of money. With all that money, even you, you ugly son-of-a-bitch could have a beautiful, sexy, and shapely broad on your arm, a woman with a big frigging brain in her head to help you and guide you through life.
"Well, hello, Mr. Moneybags, even though you're short, fat, and ugly, for some obscure reason, I find your very attractive. I'm Susan. Susan Jill Parker. What's your name? And...how much money in cash did you say you had?"
See? What did I tell you? Money is the magic elixir. Money allows you to get any woman you want. You still don't believe me? Allow me to prove it to you.
Think of Donald Trump with Melania. I know. It makes my skin crawl too. If that's not disgusting enough, think of Billy Joel with supermodel Christie Brinkley, Ric Ocasek of the Cars with supermodel Paulina, and Mick Jagger with supermodel Jerry Hall. Wait. There's more.
Think of Seal with supermodel Heidi Klum, Heidi frigging Klum, and Rod Stewart with any woman, never mind all of the beautiful women that he's bedded. Think of Gene Simmons of Kiss with Shannon Tweed. Are you kidding me? What in the Hell did Shannon Tweed see in Gene Simmons? Come close to the screen so that I don't have to yell.
"Money! Shannon Tweed knew that Gene Simmons was mega-rich. That's why she married his cheating ass."
Larry frigging King has been married 7 frigging times to 7 beautiful women. Ugly, skinny, suspender and eyeglass wearing Larry King. Are you kidding me? Give me a break. Why? Because he has money. He's loaded. Didn't you see him sitting front row center at the World Series in $6,000 seats next to Mary Hart?
"Money! It's all about money. The more money you have the more women you'll have."
Simon frigging Cowell has had sex with more than two-thousand women because he's worth more than five-hundred-million-dollars. Disgusting. Ugly Howard Sterns, scary Steven Segal, and Frankenstein look-a-like, Quentin Tarantino, are chick magnets because they have money. Gross. Think of billionaire J. Howard Marshall with Anna Nicole Smith. Think of Hugh Hefner with all of those Playboy Playmates. Think of Harvey Weinstein and/or Bill Cosby with any woman beautiful, ugly, forced, or sleeping.
"See? It's all about the money. What did I tell you? Forget about being a player, you need money just to get in the game."
Now, let's paint the real picture why you should take the money and run, shall we? Your wife is about to find out that you've been having incestuous sex with your mother, your sister, and your daughter. Your wife is about to find out that you've been having a forbidden, sexual affair with your mother-in-law and your sister-in-law. Your wife is about to find out that you've been having an inappropriate, sexual relationship with her best friend and your next-door neighbor. If identifying you as a pervert, an incestuous pervert, isn't enough than I don't know what is.
"Now, what would you do? Would you take the money and run? Think about it. What would you do? This the chance to get away from your short, fat, ugly shrew of a wife. This your chance to hook up with someone as tall, sexy, young, and beautiful as Kate Upton. This is your chance to run away with Susan Jill Parker and move to Kansas."
'Tick tock, tick tock...'
"No rush and no pressure but I need a decision. What would you do?"
The true story below is about what 38-year-old Emma Capizzi and her 24-year-old stepson, Anthony, did when confronted by that very situation.
* * * * *
On the Run & in Hiding with Stepmom
It was Christmas Eve, and not how someone would spend their Christmas Eve, five, very bad and desperately, dangerous men were locked, loaded, and staying quiet while hiding behind huge mounds of gravel in the dark. Not exactly knowing when they'd come but knowing that they'd soon appear, Billy Sullivan, his brother Ritchie, his cousin Sean Connelly, and their best, childhood friends Brian O'Hara and Micky Coyle were waiting for the Brink's armored truck to arrive. Living just a mile away, all five men were from the public housing projects in Charlestown, Massachusetts, the armored car robbery capital of America.
Just as they were aware that the police and the FBI would immediately identify who to look for, they knew the police and the FBI would come looking for them with a search warrant. Yet, by the time the police and FBI discovered and examined the crime scene before searching the projects for them as their prime suspects, they'd be gone, long gone. They'd be out of the country and living life large in Cuba.
"Buenos dias. Good morning. Buenas tardes. Good afternoon. Buenas noches. Good evening," said Brian while practicing his Spanish with is best friends, Sean and Micky.
With Cuba still not a friend of America, especially with President Trump in office, the United States had no extradition treaty with Cuba. Cuba would not return any American fugitives. Safe from being returned to the US, they had a seemingly perfect plan. After robbing the Brink's armored car, they weren't sticking around and waiting to be arrested. A smart move on their part, they were going to take the money and run.
Once taking the Brink's' employees by surprise, a simple in and out, and hit and run robbery, they weren't expecting any trouble. They weren't expecting any gunplay but, just in case, a precaution on their part, armed and dangerous, all five men were prepared for any situation should things go sideways. Ready to take innocent lives than to lose their own lives, they were ready if gunplay happened. Willing to do anything for the money, rather kill than to be killed, they had no problem with killing anyone who got in their way. There weren't going to be any heroes, not today.



"Oh, no. No way. They'll be no heroes today," said Ritchie putting a bullet in the chamber and taking his gun off safety.
They knew the one, biggest weakness of the armed, armored car security job, no man would risk his life to protect someone else's, insured money for a measly thirteen-dollars an hour. Yeah, sure, there was always the lone, gung-ho, ex-military Brink's guard who hoped to have his name splashed across the front page as a hero while hoping to receive a reward. Yet, easy to spot, and not putting up with any heroes today, they'd identify and take care of him first. He'd be first to go down, not in a blaze of glory or in a hail of bullets, but with a single bullet to the head.
"Stay low and be quiet. I'll keep watch. The rest of you stay hidden out of sight," said Billy.
Ritchie pulled his hat down over his ears, stuck his hands in his pockets, and shivered from sitting quietly still behind a huge mound of gravel that, at least, protected him from the wind.
"It's fucking cold out here and it's starting to snow. I can't see my hand in front of my face, it's so frigging dark," said Ritchie who sounded more like Bunchy Donovan in Ray Donovan played by Dash Mihok.
Billy, acting more like Ray Donovan in Ray Donovan played by Live Schreiber, glared back at his always complaining and never satisfied, younger brother.
"Quiet. We'll be plenty warm enough once we're in Cuba," he said looking from his brother to keep a lookout over the landscape. "I see headlights in the distance," said Billy. "Someone is coming."
Until the heat cooled, they already had a good hideout spot to lay low in the D Street housing projects on West Broadway in South Boston, another mostly Irish section of the city. Unless someone tipped off the cops that they were hiding there, or unless SWAT was mounting a drug sting, filled with hardened criminals, no one comes there, not even the police. From there, with them pretending to be fishermen, they had arranged for their cousin's fishing boat to take them to Cuba where they'd live like kings.
With their thoughts already filled with booze, sex, naked, Cuban women, and legalized prostitution, they couldn't wait for this to be over. Eventually, from there, after having new identities made, they'd make their way to Ireland. With plenty enough money to buy whatever they'd want, they'd buy a farm to live out the rest of their lives in obscurity while married with children.
* * * * *
Brian, Sean, and Micky were already practicing their Spanish.
"Micky," whispered Brian. "How do you say blowjob in Cuban?"
Micky, the multi-linguist of the bunch, stifled a laugh.
"You mean, Spanish. Much like saying that we speak American instead of English, they speak Spanish and not Cuban," said Micky laughing at his friend.
Ritchie looked at Micky embarrassed by his stupidity.
"Duh? You're right," said Ritchie. "I'm so dumb."
Micky explained how to say blowjob in Spanish.
"Blowjob is a worldwide language no matter where you're from, who you're with, or where you are. Much like the translation for wanting to fuck a woman, blowjob is a universal sign. You just stare at her while moving your hand to your mouth and moving your hand back and forth while pushing your cheek in an out with your tongue. Like this," said Micky demonstrating his universal hand and tongue blowjob sign. "If you wanna fuck, you just give the woman a sexy look while moving your hips back and forth as if you're already fucking her," whispered Micky. "It's that simple."
Distracted from his lookout post, Billy turned with impatient frustration to look at his stupid brother and their just as stupid friends.
"Shh! Quiet. Shut the fuck up. They're coming," said Billy.
A good plan, especially after a few beers, yet a plan that was seemingly perfect was sometimes no better than a pipedream. The five, lifelong friends and convicted criminals were experienced enough to know that no plan was foolproof. When it's least expected, with nothing easy, and with there always the unexpected, unforeseen, and unplanned complication, something always goes wrong.
All they wanted was the money and for no one to get hurt, especially during the Christmas holiday. All they wanted was to take the money and run. Yet, they never expected that one of the Brink's employees was a 35-year, retired veteran of the Boston Police Department. They had no way of knowing that he was a veteran of the Vietnam war, a war hero, and a decorated sharpshooter.
Yet, getting it from both sides, from the cops and from the Irish mob, they had planned robbing Brink's without paying Patrick O'Halloran his just due respect by giving him a cut of the money. Giving them a new chance for a better life, ready to leave the country, they just wanted to take the money and run. While hoping to clear a million-dollars each, being that it was monies collected from Christmas shoppers on the last day before the close of business, the vast amount of money they'd steal blinded them from thinking the worst.
They didn't think that they'd lose their lives during the robbery or later, after being hunted by the FBI, and/or the Irish mob. They never thought that they may have to spend the rest of their lives in prison for first degree murder during an armed robbery. They didn't even think that they'd have to kill anyone who got in their way. All they thought about was all of that money. They more thought of all the things they could buy and all the fun they could have than the price that they'd have to ultimately pay.
* * * * *
Tomorrow was Christmas and John, a 65-year-old, retired, 35-year veteran of the Boston Police Department was working his last week for Brink's Armored Car Services. Not officially leaving the employment of the company until January 2, 2018, he'd be paid not only for the Christmas holiday but also for New Year's Day. Moreover, by staying for just another week more, he'd earn his three-week vacation. He had already decided to take that money and run.
Even though they planned and saved, retirement wasn't easy for them. With his healthcare expenses for his wife, Mary, escalating out of reach of what he could afford, he took the Brink's job seven-years ago to bridge the gap between his 35-year pension and his wife's paltry, Social Security. As a retired police officer in Massachusetts, John was ineligible from receiving Social Security benefits but being that his wife worked and paid into the system, she was allowed to collect. Now, finally, with her cancer in remission and his mortgage and cars paid, he was safe, debt free, and to finally ready retire.
Finally, in the Spring, when the weather was warmer, he could hookup his trailer to his truck and travel. There was so much of the country that he always wanted to see but never had the time. His goal was to see all forty-eight, continental, United States. He already had a map of all the campsites where they could safely and comfortably stay. With Mary unwilling to rough it and sleep under the stars in a sleeping bag, with her running around the house screaming whenever she saw a spider, she had a deadly fear of spiders. He needed a campsite that had electricity for her hair dryer, to charge her cellphone, and running water with shower facilities.
The part-time job with Brink's didn't pay much but it included additional healthcare benefits that overlapped his healthcare benefits. Besides, the job kept him busy. Instead of falling into a deep depression and drinking, as many of the other, retired police officers have done, and instead of wanting to swallow his gun, the job kept him not only sane but also sharp. The job allowed him to continue to use his training, his experience, and all of his related skills that he had learned over his long, successful career as a Boston policeman.
The younger men looked up to him because he had been a real cop instead of a wannabe police officer. Many of the younger men at work, most of them veterans of Iraq and/or Afghanistan, already on the list, waited for their names to be called after having taken the police exam for different cities, towns, and counties. John considered himself lucky to have had such a long, law enforcement career without being shot or having to shoot anyone. Other than at the firing range, he never had to draw and fire his gun. Instead, with his inherent people skills, he could talk anyone down from a ledge.
"Hand me the gun and we'll talk about it over a cup of coffee," he had a way of people trusting him. "I know what you're going through. Been there and having come out on the other side, I've gone through that at your age."
Yet, as soon as the man surrendered his gun, he was arrested. Nonetheless, true to his word, John visited the man in jail to bring him a cup of coffee. They talked about all that led up to that fateful day where they crossed paths. One of the good guys, he not only worked to serve and protect the public abut also, he cared about people.
As a beat cop, he was a beloved member of his community and a Deacon in his church. He knew most every resident of Dorchester and Roxbury by name, where he was stationed for twenty-five-years of his thirty-five-years with the force. A marksman in the Army, he still went to the gun range regularly to practice and, hitting the bullseye every time, he was a deadly shot, and one of the best shots on the force.
Retired as a sergeant with 75% of his salary as his pension, the men at work affectionately called him. "Sarge." When they weren't calling him, "Sarge," they called him "Father John." As if he was their priest, any one of them could talk to him about anything and somehow, he always had the answer.
* * * * *
It was their last run of the day and, with all the banks already closed for the Christmas holiday, this last, Brink's truck arriving late had been delayed by holiday traffic. Some stores still remained open and would stay open for 24-hours. Brink's wouldn't be collecting their receipts until after the holiday.
They were dropping off their shipment of collections in Charlestown. Brink's had a secret hideaway, a secured building behind Boston Sand & Gravel. Within walking distance of the FBI repair facility, where the Feds repaired their fleet of cars. They brought confiscated motor vehicles there to repair and/or to get them ready to sell at auction. With armored cars entering and exiting and with undercover FBI cars coming and going, the Brink's location, as well as the FBI garage, was no secret to Charlestown residents.
A stone structure and a stark, cold contrast to the scenic Boston Harbor, as if a monument to crime and to criminals, looking more like a prison than a garage, the grey building was comprised of walls without windows. After seeing the parking lot filled with Ford Crown Victoria's and dark colored SUVs, John suspected what the building was. After seeing suited men and woman coming and going, a stone's throw from the Charlestown police station, it didn't take John long to figure out this is where the FBI maintained their fleet.
Between the FBI lot, the Brink's building, and with the police station right across the street, this was a secured location. With security cameras everywhere, John felt as safe here as he did when stationed in a police station. Yet, the in the way that the world is today with crime, criminals, and terrorists, no one is safe anywhere.
Even Arnold Schwarzenegger in Terminator when he said to the desk sergeant, "I'll be back," breached a police station. John knew that if men were desperate enough to gamble their lives for money, with no telling what frantic men would do, he needed to stay vigilant and ready for anything. Now with lone wolf terrorists killing innocents in the streets of every city in America and around the world, and with everyone who wants one carrying an automatic weapon, truly no one was safe anywhere, not even in church.
Whatever the Brink's employees collected today would be transferred to the secured Brink's vault until the day after Christmas when everything opened again. Until then, with everyone on their way home to families to enjoy Christmas, it wouldn't be business as usual until next week. No one wanted their holidays ruined by criminals. No one wanted to be dragged into work to investigate yet another stupid, endless crime until after New Year's.
Between the FBI garage, the Brink's building, and the police station, there were surveillance cameras everywhere that monitored the area seven days a week, 24-hours a day. Yet, with this the day before Christmas, not expecting to be robbed, except for a few skeleton workers, most everyone had already gone home early to enjoy the holiday. Seemingly sometimes, expecting everyone to be home with their families, including law enforcement, Christmas was a free pass for criminals to practice their illegal craft without being chased and caught by police.
Along with the police, unless they were specifically tipped off and/or notified, the FBI wouldn't be looking at the camera feed footage until after the Christmas holiday. Whatever happened today wouldn't be reported until after the holiday. No one wanted their Christmas ruined by armored car robbers, especially these armored car robbers, and especially when the police not only already knew who to arrest but also where to find them.
Yet, once the victims were discovered, with the crime scene littered with dead bodies, and with most of the money gone, an all-out man hunt, the Brink's parking lot would be crawling with Boston cops and the FBI. Just as with a bank robbery, there was a lot at stake with an armored car robbery. Sending a strong message to those who'd think they could rob an armored car, whoever did this needed to be caught, convicted, and put away. Only, this crime wasn't engineered by a man but by a woman, a tall, sexy, and shapely, beautiful, Italian woman, named Emma, Emma Capizzi, the wife of Mafia hitman, Fatal Frankie.
* * * * *
Charlie, a forty-something-year-old man lived alone with his mother, never married, and had no children. He had a small dog naked Dunkin', named after Dunkin' Donuts, and was the driver of the Brink's truck. Where some men have a weakness for women, for drinking, for gambling, and/or for smoking cigars, Charlie loved donuts. Eating donuts every day, he always had a box of donuts on the front seat with him in the truck. A bit overweight, not hired to chase anyone on foot, he didn't need to be in shape to drive the armored vehicle.
His job was to stay with the truck and always remain inside the locked vehicle. His orders instructed him to do just that, to remain inside the locked truck and, happy to obey orders, with his thermos full of coffee and his box of donuts by his side, he never disobeyed his orders. He always stayed in the locked truck. No matter what happened outside the bulletproof truck, when he wasn't driving the truck, until he parked the armored car at the Brink's secured location, his job was to stay inside the locked truck.
Twenty-six-year-old, Vincent, street name, Vinegar Vinnie, was named that because his favorite restaurant was the Olive Garden. Never eating anything but Italian food, when not eating spaghetti with meatball, ravioli, manicotti, or lasagna, his favorite food was pizza. Any time he'd take his girlfriend, Gina, out to eat, they ate at the Olive Garden or bought takeout pizza at Regina's Pizzeria in Boston's North End. Sometimes called Vincent Vega instead of Vinegar Vinnie, with his cool manner and the way that he shuffled when he walked, everyone remarked how Vinnie reminded them of Vincent Vega in Pulp Fiction, played by John Travolta.
Serving his country with honor, thanking him for his service, and recently honorably discharged from the Marine Corps, Vinnie hoped to be a Boston Police Officer one day. Having done well in the test, he placed high on the list and was waiting and expecting to be called to train at the Boston Police Academy soon. Especially with John being a retired Boston police officer and a wealth of information, and with his recommendation, Vinnie constantly and continually asked him questions about the force and what it was like being on the job.
Vinnie was the money man. He picked up the deposits, carried the bags of money, and delivered them to the truck. Young, strong, and in shape, and able to carry heavy bags of money, he escorted the money out of the malls and stores and to the truck with his gun drawn. Always vigilant, if anything, with his safety off and his finger on the trigger, Vinnie was too quick on the trigger.
He loved guns, collected guns, and, costing him a week's salary, was especially proud of his Glock 9 mm. Due to his immaturity, quick to react without thinking things through, if anyone was liable to shoot anyone, it was Vinnie. In the way that John had never drawn his gun, in the way that it was part of Vinnie's job to have his gun drawn when escorting money, seemingly he was itching to shoot someone. John didn't dare tell him that he'd never make a good cop. Nonetheless, his quick trigger finger, trying to make a good impression, he took his armored car job very seriously.
"This is where they filmed the movie, The Town, with Ben Affleck," said Vinnie pointing to Boston Sand & Gravel while nodding his head as if that was his first time saying it. "This is where they also filmed the Equalizer with Denzel Washington. I loved that movie," he said and something that he said every day.
Not the brightest bulb and obviously taken with movie stars, he loved taking his girlfriend to the movies. He said the same, exact thing every day they left and pulled in to the Brink's facility. Actually Charlestown, the Irish section of the city, as they were familiarly identified as such in the movie as The Town, were known for their armored car robberies. Brink's was based in Charlestown with their old facility just across the Charlestown bridge, in the North End of Boston, the Italian section of the city, where the famed Brink's robbery of the '50's happened.
* * * * *
An inside job, unable to pull off the robbery without the help of the driver, Charlie, as soon as the gate opened, obviously thinking that the truck was stuck, all three men alighted from the vehicle. Unable to push such a heavy vehicle, they usually dug around the tire and put something in front and/or in back of the rear wheels to rock it free. The road was unpaved and littered with deep potholes from thirty-plus-ton dump trucks hauling their heavy loads of gravel and rocks to and from Boston Sand & Gravel.
With the armored vehicle so heavy, weighing 55,000 pounds, 27 and a half tons, as much as a small humpback whale or a Chinook, cargo helicopter, the truck was always getting stuck in one place or another. Obviously, thinking their delay routine, John and Vinnie weren't expecting anything to happen. The only clue that something was up, leaving his truck unattended and unsecured, was when Charlie turned off the engine and alighted from the truck with them.
John looked at Charlie with a face filled with disbelief and shock. As if leaving his post while on watch, he had never seen Charlie out of the truck unless he was inside the Brink's facility. As if he was done for the day and was going home, leaving his unsecured and unprotected truck parked there, oddly and suspiciously enough, he had his thermos of coffee and his box of donuts with him.
"What are you doing out of the truck, Charlie?"
With his police training second nature and his police alarm going off in his head, John looked at the driver with suspicion. Charlie never got out of the truck until he had delivered the truck inside the secured, Brink's building. Obviously not taking any chances, John flung open double, rear doors of the armored vehicle. Reaching inside, he immediately grabbed the shotgun from the side of the truck and used the body of the armored vehicle as cover to shield him. With them sitting ducks in the light and with whomever was out there hidden by the dark of night, as if he was on reconnaissance patrol in the jungle of Vietnam again, he scanned the area with experienced, police trained eyes.



Then, as if fired from a sniper's rifle from a distance in the dark, a bullet from out of nowhere hit Charlie in the head. Not taking the chance of being identified, cutting loose ends, Billy immediately shot Charlie. Charlie had arranged to park the truck over the gate rail so that the gate couldn't close. If the gate closed, the truck would have continued inside the secured building and the money would have been lost to them.
All that Billy needed to do to win Charlie's friendship, trust, and cooperation was to introduce him to his childhood friend, sexy Maureen Shea, who had big, natural, Irish milkmaid, D cup breasts. After allowing Charlie to grope her big tits and finger her erect nipples through her blouse and bra while kissing her, and with Billy buying them beers, he'd do anything for his new, Irish friends, even leave his truck unattended. Unless they took the time to force open the gate and shoot their way in the building, the money would be lost. Besides, with not enough time for that, Brink's would have alerted the police.
Long before she was married and had kids, Billy Sullivan had once dated Maureen Shea. Back when they were 18-year-old teenagers, he had become quite fond and quite sexually intimate with Maureen's huge tits. They had a brief romantic affair until he fell in love with Kathleen Kennedy who dumped him to leave for college. Leaving him and her old life behind, she never returned to Charlestown after graduating and getting married to a financial adviser.
Somehow feeling responsible for her and continuing to watch over her, especially after her drunken husband left her and her two children for someone else, Billy continued helping Maureen out with a few dollars. Once in a while, when he was drunk and horny, nothing serious, they'd have sex. He promised her a big bonus after the robbery if she was nice to Charlie. A big, intimidating man, at 6'5" and 240 pounds, even though Billy didn't take any shit from anyone, he had a kind and generous heart. His 6'3" brother Ritchie was too dumb to plan the robbery so everything was left up to Billy, even getting Charlie as their inside man.
The armed armor car robbers needed to somehow hit the truck before it was moved inside the Brink's garage and Charlie was their inside man. A tragic end for such an affable, albeit naïvely dumb man, not even having the time to pull his gun, spilling his box of uneaten donuts, Charlie was dead before he hit the ground. By shooting Charlie, not telling the rest of his crew that he was going to terminate him, Billy surprised Ritchie, Sean, Brian, and Micky. From that moment forward, all Hell broke loose.
* * * * *
"They killed Charlie. They killed my friend," yelled Vinnie. "Take that you motherfuckers."
Immediately, Vinnie returned a barrage of gunfire but with everything so dark, he was shooting at nothing but imaginary shadows. John stayed low to the ground. He turned his cap around, as if he was a SWAT cop or a sniper again back in Vietnam shooting at little men in black pajamas. He crawled beneath the back of the Brink's truck and used that for cover. Obviously, he figured that it was armored car robbers shooting at them and not snipers. Unless a bullet ricocheted, whoever was shooting at them would have to be a crack shot to hit him from his secured position beneath the armored truck and behind a double wheeled axle.
"Hold your fire until you see something," ordered John. "Don't waste your bullets. You may need them later."
Taking patient aim when he saw movement of dark shadows against the snow-covered gravel in the distance, Vinnie shot and killed one man, Brian O'Hara, before Sean Connelly returned fire and shot and killed him. Now all alone to defend his life more than the money, armed with a shotgun, John returned fire and shot and killed two more of the robbers, Sean Connelly and Micky Coyle. Not giving up their claim on the money, two more men, Ritchie and Billy Sullivan, came out of the shadows and advanced for him. With his Glock in his right hand, he pulled his backup gun from his boot and held that in his left hand while waiting for them to move closer.
"Come on, you bastards. Just a little closer. Steady," said John talking to himself while taking aim. "Wait."
Not waiting for them to shoot first, as soon as they were close enough, he shot and killed Ritchie, Billy's brother, and wounded Billy before the last surviving robber shot and killed him. Not even making it to the truck to claim the stolen loot, Billy collapsed and died from his fatal gunshot wound. Had John's bullet hit Billy an inch more to the left, Billy's heart would have exploded, the gunfight would have been over, and John would have survived as the hero that he was.
Yet, over as soon as it began, with five robbers and two Brink's employees firing a couple dozen bullets, all eight men were dead. As the white, Christmas snow silently fell to the ground to cover the crime scene in a blanket of white, eight families would be forever touched by this tragedy. Silent night, deadly night, such an eerie sound on such a deadly night. As if knelling the bells for multiple funerals instead of ringing out Christmas, church bells could be heard in the distance and in readiness for Christmas Eve Mass.
Obviously, a call from his worried mother, Charlie's cellphone played Jingle Bells from somewhere in his jacket pocket. They always opened gifts on Christmas Eve, and obviously, sensing something was wrong for her to call her son while he was working, it was getting late. Several cars drove by on their way home from last-minute Christmas shopping at the shopping malls while oblivious to the crime scene.
* * * * *
Thirty-eight-year-old Emma Capizzi and her twenty-four-year-old stepson, Anthony, lived in the North End of Boston in an exclusive condo that overlooked the Boston Harbor. They were taken care of after Emma's husband, known as Fatal Frankie, a Mafia hitman, went to Walpole State Prison, now known as Massachusetts Correctional Institute, MCI -- Cedar Junction for double consecutive life sentences. After keeping him out of jail, Emma and her stepson were given special treatment by the mob for Frankie not ratting on and criminally implicating his boss, Don Vito, in the first-degree murders, as well as dozens of other crimes.
As future investments and to be used as safehouses, the Don bought several waterfront condos for low six figures each before they were even built, after he heard that urban renewal had plans to rehabilitate Boston Harbor. Now, twenty years later, the cheapest condos were selling in excess of two-million-dollars with some of the larger ones selling as high as ten-million-dollars. In addition to free rent, when Frankie first went inside, Don Vito supplied Anthony with a then brand new, 2011 Lincoln Town Car, and Emma, with a brand new, 2011 Lincoln Navigator.
"Don't worry your pretty head 'bout nothin'," said Don Vito in broken English as if he was just off the boat from Sicily or doing his impression of Marlon Brando as The Godfather, even though he was born in Boston. "As if I'm your surrogate husband, I take care of everythin' for you," he said giving Emma a kiss on each cheek while reaching his hand around her to feel, squeeze, grope, and pat her firm and shapely, Italian ass.
At 5'9" tall, as tall as Sophia Loren but more beautiful, Emma had long, lush, blue-black hair, olive skin, dark brown, expressive eyes, and a sexy body enhanced with C cup, shapely breasts. A rare, Italian beauty, where most Sicilian women were short and fat, Emma was tall and shapely thin. Only, she wasn't Sicilian. She wasn't from southern Italy. An American citizen who was born in Boston, her family all hailed from northern Italy. An issue with his family, nine years after Anthony was born, 40-year-old Frankie divorced his Sicilian wife to marry sexy, 23-year-old, Emma.
Anthony, a good looking, young man, looked nothing like his father. With his blue-black hair, olive complexion, and his big brown eyes, he looked more like his stepmother than he did his biological mother. A throwback to another generation, he looked like the younger brother of famed actor, Raoul Bova, best known for his roles in Alien vs. Predator and the movie, the Tourist.
"Frankie," said his mother, Maria, in broken English while talking with her hands after he first introduced Emma to her.
Even though she lived in the United States much longer than she lived in Italy, she still spoke in broken English. Rather than learn the language to speak in English, she spoke in fluent Italian any chance she had. With her father, brother, and husband all having mistresses, goo-mahs or padronas as they were affectionately called, she was accustomed to Italian men having women on the side. It was no big deal to be having sex with a young and pretty whore while still supporting their wife and children.
"Ma? What? I love her," said Frankie knowing what his mother was going to say before she even said it.
He looked at his mother with impertinent impatience. Obviously, with this a never-ending issue, he didn't want to listen to his mother disrespecting his wife, yet, again. He didn't want to listen to his mother defending his ex-wife while not accepting his current wife.
"She's so younga, too younga for you, Frankie," she said pinching his cheek. "You divorca Angela, the mama of your children, to marry thisa whore? Why? Who is thisa whore? Anda why marry her when you coulda just maka her your goo-mah?" She waved her hand in the air. "Ah, stupido. You maka no sense."
No doubt, with her husband already incarcerated for six years and put away for good with no chance of parole, Don Vito would be visiting Emma for some sexual payback of his generosity soon. No doubt, they'd be taken care of until they no longer needed to be taken care of and until they really needed to be taken care of, if you know what I mean. Once Don Vito no longer needed Frankie's silence, after he was tragically killed in prison, but not before he had his wicked, sexual way with Emma, he'd end his relationship with Frankie's wife and son.
Eventually, both Emma and Anthony would be swimming with the fishes somewhere off the Boston Harbor and at the bottom of the deep Atlantic Ocean. Only, something that she knew that Don Vito didn't know, not a stupid and/or naïve woman, she suspected his plans. Having lived this life of crime long enough after being married to Frankie for fifteen years, she knew what Don Vito had to do to keep himself out of prison.
* * * * *
Like so many other last-minute shoppers, Emma and Anthony were on the way home from the North Shore shopping mall in Peabody after doing some last-minute Christmas shopping. As if a mirage on the horizon, Emma spotted the huge, lighted sign that advertised Boston Sand & Gravel. It was then she had an idea to pick up some free stones for her garden.
With the gates left wide open and never locked, the security guard, no doubt, had already gone home to celebrate the Christmas holiday. Besides, with snow in the forecast, who in their right mind would be out looking to steal some dirt and rocks? No matter, who cared if they did? Unless they were filling a dump truck, dirt and rocks were relatively cheap. Moreover, everyone knew who owned Boston Sand & Gravel, just as everyone knew whatever construction project being done had to be approved by Don Vito. Unless it was one of their own, no one in their right mind would dare steal from the Mafia, even if it was only rocks and dirt.
"Turn in here, Anthony," said Emma.
Her stepson made a face but immediately obeyed his stepmother.
"Ma? What do you want here? This is Boston Sand & Gravel," said Anthony raising his hands in a shrug while looking at her as if she was nuts. "There's nothin' here but dirt and rocks."
Always following her lead, obviously Anthony knew that his stepmother had a nose for spotting merchandise that had just fallen off the truck.
"It will only take a minute," said Emma with a warm smile that made her stepson never say no to her and want to do anything to please her.
Never paying retail for anything, instead using her five-finger discount, most of the expensive, designer clothes she owned were shoplifted from high-end stores on Newbury Street. As if she was prettier and sexier version of Letty, played by Michelle Dockery, in Good Behavior, a master of disguises with wigs, makeup, and clothes, she was a talented thief, pickpocket, and shoplifter. Yet, this time, and obviously thinking that there was nothing of value worth stealing, Anthony looked at her as if she was mistaken in wanting to stop here.
"I just wanna go home and relax," said Anthony.
She squeezed his arm while looking deeply in his eyes as if she was about to lean to him an kiss him. A look that he hadn't yet learned to resist, casting him under her sexy, sexual spell, whenever she looked at him in that way, he'd do anything for her. In the way that his father was contracted to kill people to support his family, Anthony would kill anyone to protect his stepmother from harm. In the way that his father loved his wife, especially in the way that he was looking at her now, it was plain to see that Anthony loved Emma too.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. His stepmother was such a MILF. Just as he'd do anything to kiss her, French kiss her, he'd do anything to see her in her bra and panties. He'd love to see her wearing one of her sexy, sheer, short, and low-cut nightgowns without the modesty of a robe just as he'd love to see her topless and/or naked.
Anthony stared down at his stepmother's hand while, no doubt, wishing that she'd squeeze his cock instead of his arm. Masturbating over her every chance he had, he'd love nothing more than to see his MILF of a stepmother without her clothes. Now that his father was put away and out of the picture for good, he'd love nothing more than to have sex with his sexy stepmother. In the way that his father made her his woman, his wife, his bitch, and his sexy, sexual slave, Anthony would love to make Emma his woman, his wife, his bitch, and his sexy, sexual slave.
"I need stones for my rooftop garden. Why pay for them when I can get them here for free now? There's no one here. They're all gone home for the holiday," said Emma with a shrug as if stealing stones from Don Vita's place of business was no big deal. "Pull in here. We'll just make a quick stop. There's a shovel and a bucket in the trunk. One bucketful should be enough and all that I need."
A typical Mafia wife, with her condo filled with stolen merchandise from TV's, to laptop computers, to Smartphones, to microwave ovens, and coffeemakers, Emma was always looking for something for nothing while selling hot merchandise on the side. Selling to only those she knew and to only those she trusted, she sold stolen goods to her neighbors and friends. Christmastime with everyone looking to buy gifts for cheap, even taking orders for those looking for something special, was her busiest time of the year.
* * * * *
Yet, always aware of her surroundings, just as she was no one's fool, she was no one's victim. Before alighting from the car, as if she was a paid assassin surveying the scene for witnesses or complications, seeing something out of the ordinary, she saw the opened Brink's gate and the Brink's truck with the back doors wide open. Accustomed to what a crime scene looked like and felt like, with her having seen enough of them, in the way that John grabbed for the shotgun, Emma sensed that there was something wrong.
Then, when she scanned the immediate area, it was as if a scene from out of No Country for Old Men when Josh Brolin as Llewelyn Moss stumbled over a drug deal gone bad in the desert. Staring at them while watching for any signs of life, Emma saw eight, dead bodies strewn everywhere and lightly covered with the snow that continued falling while her son, Anthony, was oblivious to it all. With everything so ghostly quiet, the lull before the storm of police sirens, flashing lights, and the bright spotlights from noisy helicopters, this was it.
Serendipitous serendipity, as if she won the lottery, lucky for her, she was at the right place and at the right time. It was now that she needed to make a split decision that would change the rest of her life forever or prematurely end it. A life or death situation, her decision to make, it was now or never. What does she do?
Having little time to waste in her indecision before the police arrived, her decision to take the money would spare her and her stepson from certain death at the order of Don Vito. Her decision to take the money would set her free with plenty of money to live out the rest of their lives in hiding. As if she'd be entering the Witness Protection Plan with Anthony, if she took the money and ran now, at least no one, not even the FBI would know that she took the money and where she was hiding. Moreover, if she took the money, free from being under the murderous thumb of Don Vito, she'd be set for life.
Either she takes the money and runs now or be doomed to tragically die later at the hands of a contract put on their heads by the Mafia. If she decided to take the money, she didn't have much time before the police arrived on the scene. She needed to make a decision now. If she was going to take the money, she needed to do that now.
Instead of taking the money, an idea that she immediately dismissed, does she call the police to report the robbery and be questioned for hours at the police station? With her husband a known, incarcerated criminal, a murdering hitman, and a member still in good standing with the Mob, no doubt, they'd suspect her of being somehow connected to the robbery. No one, especially with her ties to the mob, coincidentally stumbles upon a Brink's robbery gone bad, but she did.
Does she beat it the Hell out of there or does she take the money and run? With her only witness her son, she could trust him not to talk. Anthony was as loyal to her as her husband was loyal to Don Vito. Yet, with her having no such loyalty to a mob boss who'd want to see her, her husband, and her son all dead, again priding herself in her ability to survive, just as she was no one's fool, she was nobody's victim. Not a difficult decision but an easy choice to make, with her street savvy and not stupid but cunningly smart, she decided to take the money and make a run for it.
* * * * *
"Ma? What? What are you doin'?" Anthony stared at his stepmother frozen in place while she stared at the unguarded Brink's truck in readiness to make her split decision. "Are you gonna get the rocks or not," asked Anthony while still oblivious to the crime scene?
Emma looked from the Brink's truck to look at her son.
"Screw the rocks. Free money, Anthony. Free money," she said with an excited smile as if it was a miracle that their lives would now spared. She looked at her stepson. "Are you carrying?"
He made a face as if saying, duh?
"With all the enemies that Dad made, I'm always packing a gun," he said.
Obviously pleased that he was armed, just in case someone was still alive, she smiled.
"Drive the car around to the back of the Brink's truck and parallel to it with your trunk open," said Emma pointing him where to go. "But before you do, turn off your headlights, keep the engine running, get out of the car, and remove both license plates. Hurry. Then, get your father's hooded, hunting jacket from the trunk and a flashlight."
Obviously, not noticing it before, he hadn't even noticed the abandoned Brink's truck until his stepmother made him aware of it by pointing to it. Oblivious to him before, with dead bodies scattered everywhere, he obviously noticed the crime scene now. He looked from one dead man to the next dead man before staring at the unguarded truck and before looking as his stepmother again.



"Holy shit," he said. "Ma? Are you sure? We could be arrested for accessories after the fact," he said knowing the law as well as any prosecuting attorney or any criminal, defense lawyer.
Anthony looked from the truck to look at his stepmother before looking back at the truck again.
"Go! Drive," she ordered. "Hurry. Before the police come," she said raising her voice in excited but controlled panic. "After getting your father's hooded jacket, when you get out of the car again, get out with the hood over your head. Keep your head down and stoop as if you're shorter than you are. Whatever you do, don't look up at the cameras."
Anthony turned off his headlights, removed his license plates, and popped the trunk to get his father's jacket and a flashlight. He put on the jacket and pulled the hood over his head. He kept his trunk lid open and parked his black, Lincoln Town Car, the extended wheelbase version, behind and to the side the Brink's truck. Using the truck and his open trunk as his cover, with the truck blocking the view of the cameras, he pulled up parallel to the Brink's truck with his trunk in line with the back doors and on the far side of the cameras.
Just as she instructed her stepson to do, Emma covered her head with the hood of her coat before they both alighted from the car to peer in the back of the truck. Not looking up at the cameras, following the advice that she told her stepson, she kept her head down and stooped a little while walking to the truck. She peered in the truck with her son. As if she had just won a supermarket sweepstakes and were able to pile in as much food in her shopping cart as she could pile in bags of cash in their Lincoln, they hurried as if they were on a 3-minute clock.
* * * * *
"Ma, there's bags and bags of money in here," he said with glee. "There's so much money. There's a lot of bags and lots of money."
He stepped in the back of the truck. With them both already wearing gloves due to the cold weather, they were free from leaving any fingerprints as evidence to their identities.
"Duh, Anthony? It's a Brink's truck. What do you think would be in there, fish? Stop wasting time and hurry. Get the key. One of the guards has a key to the locked gate in the back of the truck. That's where the big money is. I wouldn't even bother with anything towards the front of the truck," said Emma as if she had robbed a Brink's truck before. "In comparison, the rest of the money is all chump change, mostly donation monies they collect from churches."
Anthony hoped down from the back of the truck and checked Vinnie's belt before he found the key in John's shirt pocket.
"I got it," he said hoping back in the truck.
He opened the locked gate where they kept the bags of their largest depositors, BJ's Wholesale, Costco, Target, T. J. Maxx, Sam's Club, and Wal-Mart.
"Take only the bags of cash. Forget the coin and receipts. You can tell one from the other by the feel and the weight of the bags. The receipts are in the waterproof, leather bags. Leave those. Take only the cash," she said again as if she had robbed a Brink's trunk before.
No doubt, with them leaving bags of lessor amounts of cash, and with them hitting the locked part of the truck that separated the larger bags of cash, the police and FBI would obviously know that this was a professional job. With everyone murdered and with there no witnesses, the police and FBI would obviously know that this was an inside job and/or a double cross. They'd never be suspecting and/or looking at a hitman's wife and his son as armored car robbers. They last people they'd accuse is a stepmother and her stepson. They'd never be looking for a woman for this horrific robbery.
As if he was Santa Claus giving money to the homeless, Anthony tossed bag after bag of money out of the truck while his stepmother loaded the bags in the backseat and in the trunk of his huge car. Working as a team, by not taking the coin, because the interior and the trunk of the car was so huge and with the self-leveling rear air suspense keeping the car level, they were able to take most of the bags of cash. They would have taken more but not wanting to be greedy and get caught, they made good their getaway before the police came.
They drove straight home and, from their private elevator that opened to their condo, they made several trips back and forth with a two-wheeler covered with a blanket. Thinking that they were transporting Christmas gifts, no one who saw them thought anything of a two-wheeler covered with a blanket. Once inside, as if they were sandbagging the wall in preparation of a flood, they stacked the bags and bags of money against the far wall in the living room.
"I wonder how much money there is," said Anthony turning on the TV and flipping for the news. "There's nothing on TV about the robbery. Obviously, the incident hadn't been reported yet."
Tying up loose ends and leaving nothing to chance, Emma tossed her son his car keys.
"Your car is hot. If not now, it will be soon. Get rid of it. Once the FBI analyzes the video and does tire tread analysis, something that will lead them right to us, they'll be looking for your car. With the car in the name of one of Don Vito's businesses, they won't immediately trace it back to us but eventually they will. Get rid of it now while we still have chance and still have the time," said Emma.
Even though he loved his car, Anthony nodded his head without argument.
"Okay, Ma," he said.
As if telling him that he was a good son without words, she gave him a warm smile.
"I'll buy you a new car later, a new Lincoln Continental. In the meantime, drive it to the underground garage in the Boston Common, conceal your face with your hand when going through the entrance. They have cameras there. Then, vacuum the backseat and the trunk, take whatever possessions there are that will identify you as the driver, wipe off your fingerprints, then cover it with your car cover. Buying us some valuable time, I'll report it stolen later," she said. "With so many cars entering and leaving, it will be weeks before they discover it parked there."
As if he was a Mafia soldier and his stepmother was a mob boss, Dona Emma instead of Don Vito, he seldom questioned his stepmother. Privy to all of his father's secrets, she was as much of a professional criminal as he was. Yet, being that she was never even suspected, caught, arrested, prosecuted, and incarcerated, perhaps she was the mastermind in this family and not her hitman of a husband who followed orders without question and who didn't plan his own jobs.
Trusting her completely, Anthony obediently obeyed his stepmother to the last detail as any good Mafia soldier would unquestioningly obey their Don. He knew that she did everything for a reason and with his best interest in mind. Just as she was his stepmother and he loved her, he was her stepson and she loved him. Together, with her the brains and him the brawn, they were an invincible and diabolical team.
"It will be weeks more before they tow it to Boston's impound lot and weeks more before they discover it there. Unless Don Vito rats us out, which I doubt that he will, and tells the Feds that he gave us the car, I doubt they'll ever come looking for us. No matter if they do or not, we'll be long gone by then," she said as if she was an expert at this sort of criminal activity, and obviously she was. "If anything, he'll be glad to be free of financially taking care of us."
Anthony turned to leave in readiness to dump his beloved car.
"Okay, Ma," he said. "I'll be right back."
She stopped his departure with more words of warning.
"Return here by subway. Do not take a cab. Do you understand? Do not take a cab," she said pointing her manicured finger at her son. "Taking a taxi is the best way to ruin your alibi. The last thing we want is a record of where and what time the cab picked you up and the time it delivered you home."
He nodded his head to show her that he understood.
"Got it. No cab," he said as he left to get rid of his beloved car.
* * * * *
By the time that Anthony returned home, Emma had opened every bag, unwrapped and counted all the money, and stored them in two, huge steamer trunks that she used on her Alaskan cruise with her husband years ago. Making sure the bills weren't consecutively numbered, not taking any chances, and tying up all the loose ends, the empty, bank bags were already burning in the fireplace along with the bank wrappers that wrapped the money. She even had time to relax and unwind with a glass of wine before Anthony returned home.
With Christmas music playing in the background, a warm fire heating the condo, and the lighted Christmas tree twinkling in the corner of the room, no one would suspect them of being armored truck robbers. Yet, with their names, perhaps, soon to be added to the FBI's most wanted list, they were just as bad as those from Charlestown who tried to rob the armored truck. Emma took a big breath along with her sigh of relief while staring at her two, huge, steamer trunks filled with money.
Not including the weight of the steamer trunks, each trunk was filled with one's, five's, ten's, fifty's, and hundred's. With a million in hundreds weighing twenty-two pounds and with her having four-million, four hundred, forty-five-thousand dollars and change, she figured there were several hundred pounds of cash. Fortunately, saving them a tremendous amount of weight to lug around, there were more larger bills than there were smaller bills. Otherwise, had there been more smaller bills than big bills, she would have burned the singles, fives, and tens in the fireplace and only lugged around the larger bills, the twenties, fifties, and hundreds.
"Now what do we do, Ma?" As if she was his sexy Dominatrix, Anthony looked at his stepmother with for direction, guidance, and leadership with perplexity. "How do we get out of the country?"
As if she was his girlfriend and he was her illicit lover, as if they already had sex, and as if she had already planned this caper months in advance instead of stumbling over it, she gave him a sexy smile.
"We don't leave the country. We stay here somewhere. I just don't know where yet. They'll be expecting us to do just that, to leave the country, and I don't want to give them any help in finding us. No planes, no trains, no buses, no cellphones, no credit cards, and no debit cards. We pay for everything in cash, even a cup of coffee and a newspaper. We'll buy some burner phones that we can use to make calls. You cannot call your girlfriend, your friends, or any relatives," she said pointing her manicured index finger at him. "Do you understand?"
He nodded his head.
"Yes, I understand."
As if they were CIA spies who were just exposed and burned, disappearing without a trace, she gave him the reasons that he needed to understand the importance of staying silently and invisibly off the grid.
"As far as everyone is to know, we no longer exist. We're dead. We're ghosts. We make a habit of using landlines instead of cellphones whenever we can and only talk to those that we must. We don't talk about anything when in an enclosed area, even in the car. Whenever we need to talk, we go for a walk outside, in the way that Don Vito does when he needed to talk in private without running the risk of being recorded by the FBI. Capisce?"
Anthony nodded his head again.
"I understand," he said.
She gave him a look of warning.
"We use nothing that the FBI can trace to our new location. We never mention the robbery or anything that happened that night. If we need to discuss anything sensitive, we talk in code and/or whisper in each other's ears."
Anthony nodded his head again to let his stepmother know that he understood.
"Okay," he said. Already following her rule of silence, one, two-syllable word was all that he said.
She looked at her stepson as if she was thinking of something while planning something else.
"Do you have a clean gun? Something that can't be traced back to you? I need something small enough and light enough to fit and carry in my purse without it being obvious that I'm carrying a concealed weapon," said Emma.
Anthony left the living room and returned from his room carrying a Ruger LCRx, lightweight, carry, revolver, a .38 special. Not touching the gun with his bare hands, a student of his father, he was wearing gloves.
"It's never been fired. I've been keeping it clean and at the ready. As you can see, the serial numbers were removed," he said showing her the side of the gun. "This was the last gun that Dad brought home before being arrested," said Anthony handing the gun to his stepmother. "I kept it just in case it came in handy. I hid it so that the cops didn't find it in their search of our old house."
Before accepting the gun from her son, she put on her blue, leather gloves. Emma took the gun, checked to see if it was loaded, turned off the safety, and put it in her purse. Being that the steamer trunks were on wheels, she no longer needed the two-wheeler. Instead of using her cell phone, she picked up the land line receiver to call someone. Not mentioning him by name and not telling him who she was, the man on the other end of the line knew who she was by the number she called.
"I need to go fast. I need to leave here," she said lying. She gave him the code word, "here" for needing to leave the country. "I need everything, the whole package for a party of two," she said to the man on the other end of the phone as if she was ordering a turkey, Christmas dinner instead of new, fake identities for her and her stepson.
"When? Today. I need them today. I need them now. I'll pay extra. Whatever your price is I'll pay you double and in cash," she said. "How much? That's a bit steep, isn't it? Okay, okay. Yeah, yeah, I get it. It's Christmas. Merry Christmas to you too. I'll be there in fifteen," said Emma hanging up the phone and turning to Anthony. "Let's load the trunks in the Navigator," she said.
* * * * *
The man, a swarthy type, in the way that Anthony couldn't help himself from staring at his stepmother, the forger eyed Emma up and down as if she was standing before him naked. Now that her husband was in jail and unable to come to her rescue or to her defense, she was fair game for every sleaze ball who wanted to have sex with her. Except for the photos that he now took of them, he already had the ID's ready for them. As if this was his Christmas bonus for such a quick turnaround, he looked eager to receive his exorbitant payment and, perhaps, even more.
"Why don't you have your stepson wait outside? I need to talk to you about somethin'," he said giving her a look of lustful horniness.
She nodded to her stepson to step outside while the man gave her the eye. Knowing what he wanted, she gave him a sexy smile. Then when he looked down to add their photos to their ID's, she looked at him with disdain. She looked at him as if he was dreaming and thinking that she'd have sex with him. There was no way that this creep was touching her.
If she refused Don Vito's sexual advances, why would she embrace his sexual advances? He was nothing but a forger. He was nothing but a loose end. He was someone who could point the mob and/or the FBI in her direction as to where and how to find her by her new identification. If he was anything, he was a dead man.
"What? What do you want? Make it fast. I need to go," said Emma knowing exactly what he wanted.
He smiled and reached out to grab and grope her big breast before reaching around her to feel and squeeze her shapely ass. She stared down at his fingers fingering her already erect nipples through her blouse and bra. To say that she was horny and sexually frustrated was a gross understatement. To say that she'd have sex with practically anyone, including her stepson, especially her stepson, would be another gross understatement. Only, she didn't have time for this shit. She didn't have time for, yet, another man who wanted to fuck her and/or who wanted her to blow him.
Making him feel confidently comfortably and unsuspectingly relaxed, she smiled at him while allowing him to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and grope her. Then, unbuckling, unbuttoning, and unzipping his pants, he reached inside his underwear and pulled out his already erect prick. While staring at her, as if she'd be interested enough to watch him masturbate himself, he stroked himself to an even harder erection. He stared at her with sexual excitement and with forbidden lust, as if she was already naked, on her knees, and ready to suck his cock.
"This won't take long. I'll give you a hefty discount, a special, one-time price, if you're sexually nice to me," he said reaching out to push down on her shoulder.
Running out of time, she feared that her husband's ID man may have already alerted Don Vito or the FBI for whatever reward there may be. Not taking any chances, as soon as he made the ID's and handed them to her, she opened her purse with her gloved hand. What was he thinking? With her morally and criminally no better than him, she was the wife of Fatal Frankie, a dangerous and deadly hitman. She reached inside her purse as if to pay him and showed him two stacks of one-hundred-dollar bills before retrieving her gun.
As if having taken lessons from her Mafia hitman of a husband, as soon as she drew her gun, she shot the man twice, execution style, once in the chest and the second shot in the head. She grabbed his laptop, removed his paper file from his desk, and took the security camera memory chip. As if she was Michael Corleone in The Godfather and in the Italian restaurant after he shot Barzini played by Richard Conte and Captain McCluskey played by Sterling Hayden, she dropped the gun and left.
"Let's go," said Emma when going outside to Anthony. She handed him his new identification. "Memorize everything that's there, social security number, new address, date of birth, and your new name, James Rogers, and I'm Julie Rogers. We're husband and wife. In case we're stopped by police, you need to recite everything fluently, as if you were born with his name and social security number. This is our marriage certificate, birth certificates, drivers' licenses, and passports," she said handing him the folder. "With this our new life, everything is in there."
* * * * *
Taking turns with the driving, switching off every two hours, Emma drove their Lincoln Navigator west until she reached Jackson, Kansas, on the eastern part of the state. With no one looking for her son, she dropped him off at a used car lot and instructed him to buy a vehicle big enough to fit their steamer trunks. Disappearing in with the scenery, he bought a used, dodge minivan. Then abandoning their Lincoln Navigator at a busy, 24-hour, strip mall and away from the watchful eye of security cameras, they continued driving west.
From there, they could have driven north into Canada or south to Mexico. Instead, they drove for nearly two-hundred miles more west until they reached Wichita, the western part of the state, where they rented a room in a clean looking motel that had a restaurant attached to it. Tomorrow, they'd enlist the help of a real estate agent to rent a house. Being that no one would be looking for them in the middle of nowhere and in the middle of Kansas, the last thing that they wanted to do was to alert the IRS by flashing some cash and buying a house.
"I need a room for my husband and me, one with a king-sized bed if you have it," she said handing the clerk her money before he handed her the key. "We'll be here for a few nights until I can find a house in town to rent."
As if he was Norman Bates from the Bates Motel heading to his room to sleep with his mother, Norma Bates, Anthony looked at his stepmother with sexual excitement when she received the key and headed for the motel room. Walking with her in silence, especially if there was anyone within earshot of them, he stared at her as if she was already in her bra and panties. He continued staring at her as if she was already in one of her sexy nightgowns and showing him the tops of her meaty, jiggling breasts, and her long line of sexy cleavage. Instead of looking at her as if she was fully dressed and paying her the respect that any stepson should pay his stepmother, he stared at her as if she was topless or naked.



"One bed?" He gave her a lustful stare as if he already had undressed her with his eyes. He looked at her as if she was already standing in front of him naked. He looked at her as if they were already in bed naked together and having forbidden, incestuous sex. "You rented a room with only one bed?" Trying to act cool, perhaps he should have remained quiet and not asked her the question, but he looked at her as much hopefulness as he looked at her with sexual lust. "Are we going to sleep in the same bed?"
As if he was already staring at his naked stepmother with his horny eyes, he looked at her incredulously. He looked at her with as much horniness as he looked at her with sexual excitement and erotic anticipation. He had always sexually fantasized over having sex with his MILF of a stepmother. When he wasn't masturbating over imagining having sex with her, he was masturbating over seeing her in her sexy, low-cut bra and bikini panties, in one of her sexy and revealing nightgowns, or topless, and/or naked.
"Don't get any ideas, Anthony," she said making a disapproving face when he reached out to feel her breast and grope her ass. "I shot and killed the last man who groped me in that sexually inappropriate way," she said staring down at his hand before slapping his horny, hand away from her sexy and shapely body.
Hoping to quell his incestuous horniness, she looked at him with patient understanding.
"Sorry that I got the wrong idea," he said apologizing but obviously not meaning it.
She gave him the loving smile that a stepmother would give her stepson.
"I got one room with a king-sized bed. You sleep on your side of the bed and I'll sleep on my side of the bed. With a king-sized bed equal to two XL twin beds, the bed is plenty wide enough for the both of us to be comfortable in our own spaces," she said.
As if he was expecting more than just sleeping, he gave her a sexy smile and a naughty look. He looked at her in the way that Don Vito looked at her. He looked at her in the way that the forger looked at her. He looked at her in the way that every Mafioso man looked at her fifteen-years-ago when her then, 40-year-old her husband, Fatal Frankie, introduced her as his new, 23-year-old wife.
"Just so that you know and won't be shocked, I sleep naked," he said.
Emma rolled her eyes and sighed.
"You may sleep however you like as long as you stay on your side of the bed. Besides, you forgot that I do your laundry. I know that you don't sleep naked. I know that you sleep in your pajama bottoms," she said with a snicker.
He looked at her with horny, hopefulness.
"With Dad away for good and never getting out, I don't see why we can't have a little sexy, Christmas holiday fun," he said putting his arm around her back and reaching around her to feel the side of her breast with his long fingers. "With me away from my girlfriend and you away from your husband, you must be just as horny and just as sexually frustrated as I am."
She shrugged his arm off of her and stepped away from him. As if she wasn't his stepmother but a stranger, she scolded him with her cold, detached stare. When he continued staring at her with sexual disbelief and horniness, she offered him her explanation.
"Anthony, listen to me," she said. "I didn't get one room with one bed to have sex with you. In case anyone asks, we need to make it appear that we're a married couple and not a mother and son or, in our case, a stepmother with her stepson. The last thing that we want is to draw attention to ourselves by anyone suspecting that a stepmother is sleeping in the same room and in the same bed with her stepson."
She left Anthony in the room to watch their money while she went looking for another car. She bought another used car. Not happy with the minivan, she traded in the minivan and bought an innocuously looking, dark blue, Ford Crown Victoria that looked like an undercover police car. In that way, with the police allowing her to pass through any roadblocks while thinking they were cops in that innocuous looking car, she figured she'd travel without the police even noticing and/or suspecting her of a crime.
* * * * *
Later that night, when they were getting ready for bed, Anthony looked at Emma with sexual excitement while she looked at him with the warning of a stepmother disapproving of the anticipated, potential and inappropriate sexual behavior of her stepson. They both separately showered and changed in the bathroom before getting in bed. Anthony was wearing his usual uniform; a t-shirt and pajama bottoms and Emma wore one of her sexy nightgowns. Short, sheer, low-cut, and revealing, sexy nightgowns were the only nightgowns she wore, even now, with her husband in prison and with her sleeping in the same bed with her stepson.
After a busy day filled with criminal excitement, while Emma was soundly sleeping and, as if he was a rapist, a sexual predator, or an intruder, Anthony gradually, silently, and stealthily moved closer to her. While staring at her in the dark and obviously listening to the regular sound of her breathing to make sure that she was sleeping, inch by inch, he continued to ever so slowly move closer to her. Afraid to dare touch his stepmother in a forbidden, sexual way, as if trying to discern if she was really sleeping, he listened again to her breathing and continued staring at her in the dark while she slept.
Then, as if opening a sealed envelope without the recipient knowing that it had been opened, he lifted the covers to peer at his stepmother's nightgown clad, shapely ass. With her nightgown already hiked up to the bottom of her ass cheeks, as if he was picking someone's pocket, he gently took the hem of her nightgown between his thumb and index finger. As if he was a burglar trying to steal her family jewels, he ever so gently and ever so slowly lifted the back of her nightgown higher.
Taking his time to lift her nightgown without her noticing, as if she was standing on an escalator in front of him and he was lifting her short skirt, he lifted his stepmother's nightgown even higher. Then, leaving it there in that inappropriate and sexually exposed position, he lifted her nightgown all the way up to her waist to expose her shapely, naked ass to his horny eyes. Then, obviously unable to see in the dark, he used the light from his cellphone to see something beneath the covers that he had never seen before and shouldn't see now. He peeked under the covers to stare at his stepmother's beautiful, naked ass.
Not stopping there, taking the chance of ruining their close stepson and stepmother relationship, while watching to see if she'd awaken, he lightly touched the side of her hip before softly feeling his stepmother's naked ass. When she didn't awaken and didn't even stir, he felt her ass, fondled her ass, and squeezed her ass. No doubt, he wished he could slap her ass before fucking her ass.
With no one there to stop him, he already went beyond the boundaries of what was sexually inappropriate. Then, with his naked, erect cock sticking straight out of his pajama bottoms, as if he was her husband and she was his wife, he moved closer to her. Silently moving closer and closer as if he was a snake ready to eat his prey, he moved right up against her. He moved close enough to spoon his stepmother with his exposed, naked penis while she slept.
With her obviously still sleeping and with her not moving away from him sexually abusing her, he waited for her to move away. When she didn't move away from him, when she didn't even stir, practically impaling her naked ass with his erect cock, he planted his stiff prick between his stepmother's shapely, naked, ass cheeks. He rubbed himself against her as if he was a dirty dog humping her leg. He continued slowly dry humping his stepmother's naked ass as if she was awake and had given him her permission to hump her naked ass.
If his father knew that he was getting ready to have sex with his stepmother, with him famous for the hot and deadly temper that he had, he obviously wouldn't care that Anthony was his son. Without regrets and/or guilt, he'd shoot his son dead for sexually violating his wife. Only, safe from the murderous retribution of his father's jealousy, as if he was the head of this Mafia family now, Emma was his spoils.
Then, when she still didn't awaken, Anthony reached around her to grope and feel her big tits through her nightgown while she slept and while he continued rubbing his naked, erect cock up against her naked ass. Seemingly, no longer caring if he awakened her or not, incestuously horny enough not to care, he stuck his horny hand inside the top of his stepmother's low-cut nightgown. Cupping them in his horny hand, he felt and fondled her big tits, first one and then the other. Then, hoping to get her sexually aroused enough for her to want to have sex with him, he fingered her already erect nipples.
Going for broke by gambling everything on this one, daring, sexual move, he pulled her nipples. He turned her nipples. He twisted her nipples. He squeezed her nipples and he pinched her nipples. Having his sexually incestuous way with his stepmother's nipples, as soon as he started forcibly fingering her erect nipples, with her obviously becoming sexually aroused, Emma awakened.
Awakened from a sound sleep while rubbing her eyes and yawning, she looked at him as if she was dreaming. She stared at him as if she was still sleeping. She looked at him as if she was in shock. She looked at him as if she didn't know who he was and where she was. Then, when she realized that she was in a motel room in Wichita, Kansas, and her stepson had been inappropriately, sexually groping her, she looked at him with shame, embarrassment, and outrage.
"Anthony! Hell no! Oh, my God!" Emma's eyes opened wide as if he had just stuck his prick inside of her. She evicted his hand from inside the top of her nightgown and pulled the covers up to her chin. "What the fuck are you doing? How dare you sexually molest me while I'm sleeping. What in the Hell is wrong with you? I'm your stepmother and you're my stepson. I'm not some whore you paid for the night."
She pushed him away.
"Ma?" He shrugged off her embarrassment with his lack of shame. "What's the big deal? It's just sex. Besides, it's Christmas. Being that we didn't take the time to celebrate Christmas with us driving more than sixteen-hundred-miles from Boston, Massachusetts to Wichita, Kanas, Merry Christmas, Mom." As if he was begging her for sex in the way he used to beg her for an ice cream whenever the ice cream truck was out front, he stared at her pathetically. "I thought we could celebrate Christmas now with you giving me a little step-motherly love for Christmas and as my personal Christmas gift from you instead of from Santa."
She looked at him as if he was nuts. She looked at him as if he was up to no good. She looked at him as if she could no longer trust her own stepson. He was a man after all and all men, even her own stepson, especially her stepson, only wanted one thing, sex and preferably a blowjob. With her having another split decision to make, either she relented her morals and gave him what he so wanted, incestuous sex or, not wanting him to make a scene, he could ruin everything by jeopardizing their plans of escape.
Being that she was now Dona Emma, the head of this family, she needed to keep him close. She needed him to keep him happy. She needed to sexually satisfy him. As if he was her employee instead of her stepson, having already come so far and with so much to lose over a few moments of desperate, sweaty sex, the last thing that she wanted was a disgruntled employee.
"Must I ban you from the bed and have you sleep in a chair or on the floor," she said.
He looked at her with panic. He looked at her with shame mixed with sexual excitement, sexual frustration, and horniness. Obviously, the last thing he wanted was to be forced to sleep in a chair or on the floor. The last thing he wanted was to be banned from his stepmother's bed. The last thing he wanted was to be banned from sleeping with her in the same bed while spooning her and groping her as she slept.
"Sorry Mom but I'm so very horny," he said as if that was a valid excuse for his inappropriate behavior and sexually molesting his stepmother. "I have such a huge erection for you," he said pushing his covers down to look at and pull out his exposed prick while obviously hoping that she'd look at his naked, erect cock too.
Obviously, not sincere with his apology, when she didn't stare down at his prick, he exposed his erect prick to her again while holding his cock in his hand and waving it at her. As if hinting for her to stroke him, he slowly stroked himself. Obviously, something that Anthony, no doubt, thought he'd ever do, in the way that he was staring at her, he seemingly couldn't believe that he was masturbating himself in front of his stepmother.
"With your father away for six, sexually frustrating years, and for good, I'm horny too but you don't see me groping you," she said. "There are limits and inappropriate incestuous, sexual lines we should never cross. You're my stepson and I'm your stepmother. We can't have sex. We can't," she said as if trying to convince herself that they shouldn't have sex. "We mustn't have sex," she said as if she was already reconsidering her moral code of a stepmother having sex with her stepson.
Nonetheless, her sexual self-control, she stared down at her stepson's hard, erect prick in shocked, sexual excitement before staring back up at him. Other than when the forger exposed his prick to her, she hadn't seen a hard cock in six, long years and here she was seeing two stiff pricks within 24-hours. In the way that she stared at Anthony's engorged cock, he stared at what he could see of her big breasts and the impressions that her hard, erect nipples made in the thin, sheer material of her sexy nightgown.
"A holiday tradition, I always have sex with my girlfriend on Christmas," he said with sadness as if she had died. With all intents and purposes, with them having to sever connections with everyone they knew, she may as well be dead. "Now that my girlfriend isn't here, being that you're now my lawfully, wedded wife, to love, to honor, and to obey," he said while pausing to stare at his stepmother with a victorious smile and as if she was already naked. "I need to have sex with you...wifey," he said with a shrewd laugh.
She made a face as if she had just swallowed a bug or eaten something bad.
"You having sex with me? In your dreams. Get a grip, Anthony. Just as I'm not going to have sex with you, you're not going to have sex with me," she said. "I'm still married to your father," she said holding up her wedding ring. "Besides, I'm still you're stepmother and you're still my stepson. Even though we're not blood related, being that we lived in the same household, under the same roof, and now share the same room, having sex would be incestuous."
He sighed and rolled his eyes.
"Dad's in jail. He ain't never getting out and I'm here now with you. After all that happened, I'm so tense, too tense to sleep. I can't sleep," he said pausing to put the back of his sorrowful hand to his forehead before looking at her with inappropriate.
She leaned forward to reach for her nightstand drawer.
"I have sleeping pills," she said.
He made a face while shaking his head.
"If you're not going to have sex with me, if you're not going to allow me to fuck you, then what if you gave me a hand job to relax me," he said taking her by her wrist and moving her hand to his throbbing and pulsating cock? "There's nothing wrong with a stepmother giving her stepson a hand job, is there? I mean, hand jobs don't really count as sex, do they?"
When he put it that way and put her hand on his stiff prick, she didn't pull her hand away. Instead of pulling her hand away in shocked shame and in embarrassment, already giving him her nonverbal, affirmative answer that she'd be willing to masturbate him, she not only left her hand there but also, she wrapped her fingers around his stiff prick. Seemingly, as if he was dreaming or sexually fantasizing her holding his prick, he stared down at his stepmother holding his erect cock in her hand before staring up at her beautiful face and in her dark, brown eyes.
"Will you go to sleep if I masturbate you?"
He gave her a sexy smile of self-satisfaction when she stared down at his engorged penis again. Anthony watched his stepmother fondle the head of his cock with her fingertips before she wrapped her hand around him again and slowly and lovingly stroked him. As it so happened with her not having had sex since her husband was incarcerated, she was just a horny as her stepson if not hornier. With her still a young and very attractive woman, it had been six long, sexually frustrating years since she had a cock in her hand, in her pussy, and/or in her mouth.
"Yes, I always sleep after I cum," he said.
She made another sour face as if the thought of him cumming because of her stroking him was something so very disturbingly disgusting. Yet, needing him to stay loyal to her, the last thing she wanted was to make an enemy of him. If all it took to make him happy was to give him a hand job, she could do that. Just as he said, with her only giving him a hand job, it wouldn't be as if they really had sex.
"Then get something from the bathroom to wipe yourself because, other than on my hand, you're not cumming anywhere else on me," she said relenting to masturbate her stepson. "I can't believe I'm going to do this. I can't believe I'm going to masturbate my stepson," she said as soon as he left the bed for the bathroom. "This is so wrong, Anthony. This is so gross," she said as he approached her.
* * * * *
As if he was running a relay race from the bed to the bathroom and back, Anthony returned carrying a small, hand towel in record breaking time. Then, before getting in bed, while staring lustfully at his stepmother, he removed his t-shirt and his pajama bottoms as if he was a CFNM stripper doing a slow striptease for her benefit. He stood by Emma's side of the bed to expose his naked, erect cock, his testicles, and his tight ass to her. Obviously, with her wanting to stroke his prick as much as he wanted her to stroke his prick, she pushed the covers down nearly to her crotch and made room for him to sit beside her.
As if he was her lover instead of her stepson, he moved closer to his stepmother again before sitting up against her. Just wanting to get it over with, as if she was doing her weekly, wifely duty, a motherly chore, or wanting to have sex with her husband, instead of performing a sexual act for her stepson, she took his prick in her hand. Not wasting time with pleasantries, small talk, and/or kissing, immediately she started stroking him.
Stroking him a little harder while firmly gripping his cock tighter, she stroked him a little faster. Only, no use, even with his stepmother's hand firmly around his stiff prick while stroking him harder and faster, he was losing his erection. The faster and harder she stroked him, the softer he was getting. As if she was no longer any good at giving a hand job, she stared at his cock before looking up at him.
"What's wrong?"
He looked at her with embarrassment mixed with sexual excitement.
"I can't," he said looking at Emma with shame.
She looked at him as if he was kidding. Instead of looking at him as with relief that she didn't have to masturbate him, looking at him as if she was offended, she looked at him as if he was rejecting her. With her just getting into masturbating him and with her never having been sexually rejected by anyone before, she looked at him with hurt and sexual frustration. Obviously, now that she was masturbating her stepson, she wanted to continue masturbating him until he ejaculated his cum all over her motherly hand.



"You can't? Are you kidding me?" She looked at him as if he had just insulted her. "What do you mean, you can't? Your father always cums from my hand jobs," she said looking disappointed. "He loves my hand jobs. He told me that I give the best hand jobs."
He stared at the tops of her exposed breasts, her long line of cleavage, and the impressions her erect nipples made in her nightgown before staring up at her pretty face. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. She was such a MILF. Yet, with her his stepmother and Fatal Frankie's wife, she was so forbidden.
Obviously, expecting and wanting more, Anthony didn't want just a mere hand job. He wanted a blowjob. No doubt, he wanted to cum in his stepmother's mouth. Then, after she sucked his cock and swallowed his cum, something he was especially and specifically forbidden to do, he obviously wanted to fuck his stepmother. He obviously wanted to fuck Emma hard and fast. In the way that he, no doubt, wanted to cum inside of her mouth and her pussy, he wanted to give her sexual orgasms too with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock.
"I need to feel your breasts and finger your nipples while you stroke me to maintain my erection," he said. "Sorry, Mom, but I can't cum without feeling your tits," he said feigning his shame and embarrassment while obviously finding it sexually exciting to call her Mom while she continued stroking his prick.
Looking more sexually excited than she looked embarrassed, feigning her displeasure in being relegated and forced to have sex with her stepson, Emma sighed and rolled her eyes. If it wasn't bad enough that she was stroking her stepson's cock, now he wanted to feel her tits and finger her nipples. Give him his way and he wants more. What would he want to do next, suck her nipples?
Actually, with her nipples her erogenous zone, in the sexually aroused way that she was now, she wouldn't mind him sucking her nipples. Only, she couldn't have him suck her nipples. She'd become just as sexually aroused with him sucking her nipples as he is with her stroking his stiff prick. She needed to remind herself that he was her stepson and she was his stepmother. She needed to remind herself, that until she divorced Frankie or he was murdered in prison by a contract put on him by Don Vito, he was still her husband.
"Okay, you can feel my tits but not my nipples. I don't want you fingering my nipples," she said relenting and allowing him to not only see her naked breasts but also to touch, feel, and fondle her naked tits. "You mustn't finger my nipples. Do you understand? I mean it Anthony. You mustn't finger my nipples."
He gave her a look of disappointment mixed with curiosity.
"Why not?" He made a face of dissatisfaction. "Why can't I finger your nipples?"
She looked at him with impatience.
"Because my nipples are two of my erogenous zones," she said covering her nightgown clad breasts with her hands as if she was protecting her nipples from him. "It's bad enough that I'm giving you a hand job but you'll make me sexually aroused if you finger my nipples and I don't want to be sexually excited while stroking my stepson's prick," she said. "That's just wrong. That's just disgusting. That's just nasty."
He nodded his agreement to her explanation.
"Okay. I understand. I'll just feel your tits and fondle your tits without fingering your nipples while you stroke my prick and masturbate me," he said. "I can't wait to cum, Mom," he said. "I need to cum." He stared at her lips while obviously wishing that he had the nerve to kiss her. "Thank you for masturbating me, Mom. Merry Christmas," he said giving her a peck on the lips.
She returned his peck with her peck. Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in her head and she was a stripper on stage instead of his stepmother in bed with her stepson, she lowered her nightgown straps and removed her breasts from her nightgown. As if to give him a better look at her big tits, she sat up in bed before returning her hand to his hard cock.
Having never seen his stepmother's naked tits before, Anthony stared at them as if he had never seen any woman's naked tits before. Then, he touched them and felt them as he continued staring at them. While he touched, felt, squeezed, fondled, and stared at her breasts, gripping his stiff prick tighter, she stroked his cock harder and faster. Not wanting him to reject her again, she was determined to get her stepson to cum so that she could return to sleep.
Alas, not satisfied with just feeling her tits, he stealthily felt her nipples, first one and then the other. Not satisfied with just stealthily and slowly sliding the palm of his hand across her erect nipples, when her nipples erected even more, he pulled them out with his fingertips, first one and then the other, to erect them even more. Between her stroking him and him fingering her nipples, the more he fingered her nipples, the harder his cock became. Obviously, he enjoyed and grew more sexually aroused fingering her nipples just as much as she grew more sexually aroused while enjoying him fingering her nipples.
Only, feeling guilty cheating on her husband with his son, she was uncomfortable that she wanted to have forbidden sex with Anthony as much as he obviously wanted to have incestuous sex with his stepmother. Every time he fingered her nipples, he sexually excited her even more. Every time he pulled, turned, twisted, pinch, and squeezed her nipples, she became wetter. Between her stroking his big, hard prick and him fingering her hard, erect nipples, she was getting so sexually excited, too sexually excited.
"Anthony. Oh, my God," said Emma breathlessly as if he had just depressed her sexual on switch. "What the fuck are you doing? Don't. Please don't do that. Stop. Please stop doing that. I beg you not to finger my nipples. Jesus Christ. Oh, my God, that's so gross. You're making me all wet," she said squirming in bed. "You shouldn't be fingering my nipples," she said weakly protesting and not emphatically complaining as she had resisted him groping her before. "I specifically asked you not to finger my nipples."
Obviously realizing that his stepmother was enjoying her nipples being fingered as much as he enjoyed fingering them, he didn't take no for an answer. Since he had already gone this far with his stepmother, he went a little further. He reached his other hand down beneath the covers, moved it beneath her nightgown and in between his stepmother's shapely thighs to cup Emma's black, trimmed pussy in his hand. In the way that she was masturbating him while determined to make him cum, he was now masturbating her while determined to make her cum too.
"Let me masturbate you while you masturbate me," he said lifting her nightgown higher to expose her naked pussy to his horny eyes. The first time seeing his stepmother's naked tits, this was the first time seeing Emma's naked pussy. "Then, we both can cum at the same time."
She gasped her sexual excitement and swallowed her sexual unwillingness as soon as he touched her warm wetness with his fingers. His stepmother was already so very wet. Then, when he rubbed her clit with his finger and penetrated her warm, wetness deeper with his other finger, she was his for the taking.
At first, she pushed him away but when he continued masturbating her and finger fucked her by sticking his finger deep inside her, she relented. Obviously enjoying being touched by her stepson in that incestuous and inappropriate, sexual way, she agreed to have him masturbate her. Embracing the logic that masturbating one another wasn't really like having sex, she consented and agreed to have inappropriate, incestuous sex with her stepson.
"Okay," she said. "Only, you must stop when I tell you to stop. I mean it," she said. "You can masturbate me, but you can't fuck me. No way. Absolutely not. That would be wrong. That would be nasty," she said mildly protesting as if expecting him to and wanting him to fuck her.
Not answering her and not making any promises that he couldn't keep, Anthony fingered his mother's pussy while fingering and sucking her nipples as she continued stroking his prick.
"Sorry but it's not working," he said again.
She looked at him as if he was nuts.
"Not working? Are you kidding me?" She looked at him breathlessly as if he was nuts. If it wasn't enough that he saw her naked breasts, felt her naked tits, and fingered and sucked her nipples, now he was masturbating her pussy while she continued stroking his cock. "What do you mean it's not working? It's working fine for me," she said with a naughty laugh. "With you just about to give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers, I was just about to cum when you stopped."
He shrugged.
"Sorry but I need more sexual stimulation," he said.
She looked at him with as much sexual lust as he looked at her with incestuous lust.
"More sexual stimulation? What do you mean more sexual stimulation?"
She looked at him as if he was crazy. She looked at him staring at her before getting the hint. Obviously, just like every other man, he wanted a blowjob. Obviously, just like every other man, he wanted her to suck his prick. Even if she agreed to blow him, no doubt, next he'd be asking to cum in her mouth. Then, even if she agreed to blow him and allowed him to cum in her mouth, he'd want to fuck her. He'd want to cum in her pussy too.
"Sorry, but I need more sexual stimulation," he said slowly sliding his long index finger across her full, red lips.
She could smell her vaginal secretions on his finger. She now knew what he wanted. A blowjob is exactly what he wanted. He wanted her to suck him. This was what this whole charade was about from the beginning. While imagining Anthony's cock buried in her mouth, Emma looked at her stepson with horror mixed with sexual excitement.
Playing his game, she couldn't resist teasing him. If she was going to blow him, she wanted him to cum sooner than later. Instead of denying him what he so wanted, she took his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking his stiff prick. She pushed his finger from her mouth to speak. She looked at him with as much sexual horniness as he looked at her with incestuous lust.
"Do you want me to take you in my mouth? Do you want me to blow you? Is that what you mean by needing more sexual stimulation? You want me to blow you? Is that it? Is that what you want?"
She continued slowly stroking his prick while fondling the head of his penis in between her fingers. Before giving in to him, she looked at her stepson with attitude while he stared at her with sexual lust. Looking as if he was embarrassed, he nodded his head.
"Yes," he said in a soft voice.
Emma looked at her stepson with as much forbidden, sexual excitement as he looked at her with lustful, sexual desire. She was about to blow her stepson. A boy she had raised since he was 9-years-old, she was about to take her stepson's, 24-year-old prick in her mouth.
"Okay, I'll blow you. I'll suck your cock for a little bit," she said. Then, as if she was reciting from the book, 'Go the Fuck to Sleep,' by Adam Mansbach and illustrated by Ricardo Cortes, she asked the question. "After I blow you, after I suck your cock, will you finally go the fuck to sleep?"
Anthony smiled victoriously.
"Yeah. That will work," he said. "Once I cum in your mouth, I'll be plenty relaxed."
As if he had successfully played her in her agreeing to blow him, she gave him a look of suspicion. Then, when he admitted that he wanted and expected to cum in her mouth, she gave him a look of horror mixed with embarrassment and shame. With her still married to his father, there was no way that any man, not even her stepson, especially not her stepson, was cumming in her mouth.
"Cum in my mouth?" She shook her head from side-to-side as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to convince her stepson that he wouldn't be cumming in her mouth. "No way. I'll blow you but you're not cumming in my mouth. You must promise not to cum in my mouth," she said. "I mean it, Anthony. You can't cum in my mouth," said Emma.
Anthony looked at his stepmother with as much disappointment as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Why not?"
She made a face of disbelief as if he was kidding.
"Why not? How could you even ask me that? How dare you insult my sensibilities by even asking me that question. I'm your stepmother and not your whore of a girlfriend. You're my stepson and not some man who picked me up in a bar," she said.
He shrugged his indifference.
"I don't know what the big deal is, Mom. It's just a blowjob," he said. "I'm sure you sucked plenty of pricks before you married Dad," he said as if hoped she'd confess the details of her sexual past.
As if she was trying to explain the facts of life to him, she patiently explained her displeasure with him wanting her to blow him and him wanting to cum in her mouth. For sure, she didn't mind stroking her son. Admittedly, she enjoyed masturbating him. For sure, she wouldn't even mind sucking her son. Admittedly, in the way she enjoyed sucking the stiff pricks of strippers at her 30th birthday party at the CFNM strip club, she'd enjoyed sucking her stepson's prick too.
Yet, married to Fatal Frankie back then, in the way that she refused to allow any stripper to cum in her mouth, she wasn't about to allow her stepson to cum in her mouth either. Besides, her sucking strippers' cocks was her husband's horny, cuckolding idea. As long as she told him all the dirty, sexual details of all that she and her girlfriends did at the strip club during pillow talk while they had sex, he was okay with her giving partial blowjobs to strippers.
"I don't mind stroking you and even sucking you as you feel my tits and suck and finger my nipples while fingering my pussy, but you mustn't cum in my mouth," she said again. "Bad enough that I agreed to masturbate you and allowed you to masturbate me, and now agreed to blow you but that would be so gross for a stepson to cum in his stepmother's mouth."
Even she didn't believe her weak protest about not wanting Anthony to cum in her mouth. No doubt, in the horny and sexually frustrated way that she now felt, if she reached that point of no return in her blowjob, she'd probably want him to ejaculate his cum in her mouth. She'd want to swallow his cum. After all, he was a good-looking man, much better looking than his father. And with him having all of the inherent personality traits of his father, it was as if she was shacking up with a younger and a better version of Fatal Frankie.
"Okay, okay. I promise not to cum in your mouth," he said. "Don't worry. I'll pull out when I'm ready to cum."
He smiled as if he was a priest, Father Anthony, and she was his nun, Sister Emma.
* * * * *
Emma slid halfway down the bed to take her stepson's prick in her hand again before taking him in her mouth. As if she was making love to her husband instead of her stepson, she kissed his cock and licked his cock while stroking his stiff prick and staring up at him. With her a very talented cocksucker, giving him a wonderful blowjob, she stroked him faster while sucking him deeper. She made all the cock sucking sounds that a man loves to hear as a sign that the woman is enjoying sucking his prick as much as he's enjoying her sucking his prick.
Having not given a blowjob in more than six, long, sexually frustrating years, she obviously enjoyed sucking her stepson's prick as much as he was obviously enjoying his stepmother sucking his prick. She continued stroking him faster while sucking him deeper and while cupping his balls. In addition to moving her hand up and down and all around, as if giving him an interactive video of a blowjob, she moved her head up and down and all around too. With her big tits bouncing and jiggling while keeping time with her bobbing head, she was really getting into sucking Anthony's cock.
"Let me know when you're ready to cum so that I can remove you from my mouth," she said temporarily removing his prick from her mouth to speak. "I don't want you cumming in my mouth. I mean it, Anthony," she said staring up at him. "I don't want you cumming in my mouth," she said again when he gave her no reaction to asking him to not cum in her mouth. "After I remove you from my mouth, you may cum on my tits."
He ran a slow hand through her beautiful, lush, black hair. He stared down at her while she stared up at him with his hard, erect cock in her mouth. She continued sucking him while he continued feeling her tits and fingering her nipples.
Gradually getting more sexually excited, he humped her mouth and fucked her face as if she was his whore of a girlfriend instead of his beautiful MILF of a stepmother. With Emma getting as sexually excited as her stepson, she obviously enjoyed blowing Anthony. She sucked him deeper while stroking him faster and while making all those cock sucking sounds that were obviously sexually exciting him even more.
"Okay," he said. "I'm ready to cum, Mom."
Only as soon he was ready to cum, instead of pulling his cock out of her mouth and cumming on her tits, he put a heavy hand behind his stepmother's head. Holding her mouth in place while she struggled to remove his prick from her mouth with her tongue and while pushing her hands against his muscular chest, he exploded a huge gush of warm, oozy cum in her mouth. Surprising her with the volume of cum that he ejaculated, rather than spit it out of her mouth and make a mess, she swallowed his cum before licking him clean. Apparently, while pretending that she was, she wasn't as angry as she professed to be by him cumming in her mouth.
"How dare you? You asshole," she said playing her role as the indignant, sexually abused stepmother. "How dare you treat me like a whore? How dare you put a heavy hand to the back of my head and hold my mouth there?" She punched him hard enough in the shoulder for him to rub his shoulder. "I told you to tell me when you were ready to cum. I asked you not to cum in my mouth," she said. "God, I don't believe you. How could you disrespect me in such a nasty, sexual way? I feel so used. I feel so sexually abused. I feel like such an incestuous whore."
Anthony shrugged.
"Sorry, Mom. I couldn't help it," he said with a sardonic smile. "You gave me one Hell of a blowjob. That was unbelievable. For an old broad, you're quite the talented cocksucker," he said with a laugh.
She gave him a hard stare.
"Fuck you," she said punching him in his shoulder again.
* * * * *
"Ow," he said rubbing his shoulder again. "You punch like a man."
She stared at him staring at her.
"Now that you had your fun with me, it's my turn to have some sexy, sexual fun with you. Now that you got me all hot and bothered, you need to do something for me," she said giving him the eye. "It's my turn to cum."
He looked at his stepmother while obviously willing to do anything she asked.
"Anything. Just tell me what you want me to do," he said. "Your wish is my command," he said with a dirty laugh.
She kicked off the covers and removed her nightgown. If she wasn't horny before, now that she was naked in front of her stepson, she was horny now. She stared at him with a look that was filled sexual desire in the way that he stared at her with a look that was consumed by incestuous lust.
"Eat me. Lick my pussy while fingering my pussy. I need to cum too," she said. "With your father in jail for the last six years, wearing out my dildo and vibrator, it hasn't been easy for me to stay faithful and to go without sex. I'm still a young and vibrant woman. I need sex. I need a hard cock. In the way that I gave you an oral orgasm, I need you to give me one too."
In the way that she lowered herself down to Anthony's genitals, Anthony lowered himself down to Emma's naked pussy.



"Oh, my God, Mom. I can't believe I'm eating you," said Anthony fingering his stepmother while licking her cunt. "You have such a beautiful pussy. I love your black, trimmed cunt," he said fingering faster and licking her harder with as much sexual excitement she was showing him when she was sucking his cock.
Licking and licking her while rubbing and rubbing her, he was determined to make her cum in his mouth in the way that he ejaculated his cum in her mouth. Like father, like son, seemingly enjoying the dirty talk, she smiled down at her stepson while spreading her legs more and lifting her pussy lips wider with her fingers. She ran her long, manicured fingers through his thick, black hair, as if she was his lover instead of his stepmother and he was her lover instead of her stepson. Then, she returned his dirty talk with her dirty talk.
"Eat me, Anthony. Finger fuck me. Lick me. Lick my pussy. Lick your stepmother. Eat your stepmother's cunt," she said. "Make me cum. I need to cum. I need to cum in your mouth in the way you ejaculated your cum in my mouth, I need to cum in your mouth too. Rub me harder. Harder. Rub me faster. Faster. Finger me deeper. Deeper. Lick me faster, Anthony. Faster. Lick me harder. Harder. Make me cum, Anthony. Make me cum," she said with sexual excitement.
Anthony licked Emma while fingering her. Licking and rubbing her harder, he licked and rubbed her faster, while reaching up to fondle her big breasts and finger her erect nipples. In the way that she made cock sucking sounds for him, he made pussy eating sounds for her. He made all the pussy eating sounds that she loved hearing to make her believe that he was enjoying eating her pussy as much as she was enjoying him eating her pussy.
"Uma, uma, uma," he said while licking her. "Uma, uma, uma," he continued saying while eating his stepmother's cunt. "Uma, uma, uma."
Holding his head in between her hands in the way that he put a heavy hand to the back of her head, she rubbed his face all over her totally wet pussy. He had the vaginal secretions of his MILF of a stepmother in his mouth, up his nose, and all over his cheeks and chin. He was drenched with her pussy juices as much as she was sopping wet. Holding his head in place in the way that he held her head in place, she pressed her hand to the back of her stepson's head.
Then, as if ready to be injected with a needle or about to get a tattoo, as if she was in physical pain instead of in sexual pleasure, holding her chin up and her head back, Emma tightened her legs. She arched her back and stiffened her entire body. Obviously, she was on the verge of cumming. In the way she had sexually excited Anthony with her hand and her mouth enough to make him cum, he had sexually excited her enough with his fingers and his tongue to make her cum too.
"Anthony! Anthony! Oh, my God, Anthony. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Don't stop licking me. Please don't stop. Don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming," she said collapsing with the afterglow from her sexual orgasm. "Oh, my God, that was fucking unbelievable. That was the best sex I've ever had."
Then, as soon as she had her sexual orgasm, Anthony made his move. Not waiting for her to enjoy the afterglow of sex and not waiting for her to say no to deny him what he really wanted, ready to fuck his stepmother, he mounted her. Instead of rejecting him by pushing him off of her, with her still as horny as he obviously was still horny, she reached down for him. She wrapped her motherly hand around his big dick and inserted his stiff prick inside of her warm, wet, and tight pussy.
Obviously, she wanted her stepson to fuck her as much as he wanted to fuck his stepmother. Obviously, she wanted Anthony to give her another sexual orgasm with his cock in the way that he had just given her a sexual orgasm with his fingers and tongue. Obviously, she needed to feel his big, hard prick inside of her as much as he needed her to feel his stepmother's warm, wet pussy.
Humping her hard and humping her fast, instead of making love to his stepmother he was fucking her. With one as horny and as sexually frustrated as the other, with both of them needing to cum again, she returned his hard, fast humps with her hard, fast humps. They were fucking as if they were just married and on their Honeymoon. As if she was his whore and he as her pimp, they were fucking like dirty dogs in a back alley instead a stepmother and stepson coming together in a motel room.
"Oh, my God, Anthony. Oh, my God. Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me, Anthony. Fuck me. Fuck me. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. I'm going to cum," she said wrapping her arms around his neck and her long legs around his back. "I don't believe this. This is unbelievable. This is so wonderful. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. As if my floodgates are finally open again, I'm cumming. I'm cumming again. I don't believe I'm cumming again. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming."
Within just a few minutes, after having just ejaculated his cum in her mouth, he ejaculated his lust inside of her pussy while she had her second, sexual orgasm. With her unable to conceive children, he was safe from getting her pregnant. With the both of them sweating and breathing hard, they cuddled against one another while finally enjoying the afterglow of sex.
"Merry Christmas, Emma," said Anthony no longer feeling the need to call her Ma, Mom, or Mother.
With them living as husband and wife, he now felt as if she really was his wife.
"Merry Christmas, Anthony, my love," she said.
Then, she kissed him. As soon as she kissed him, he parted her lips. As soon as he parted her lips and buried his tongue in her mouth, she returned his French kisses with her French kisses. Kissing and kissing one another, they touched, felt, and fondled one another where a stepson should never touch, feel, and fondle his stepmother and where a stepmother should never touch, feel, and fondle her stepson. Emma couldn't believe she not only stroked her stepson, blew him, and fucked him, but now she was French kissing him too.
With him full of stamina, energy, and testosterone, Anthony mounted Emma again. This time, instead of fucking her, he slowly made love to her. As if she was his girlfriend, his lover, or his wife instead of his stepmother, he slowly humped her while French kissing her. Humping her slow, humping her deep, and lovingly humping her, she returned his loving humps with her loving humps while they French kissed one another. They made love ever night and every morning that they were there at the motel. Then, once they found a house to rent, they had forbidden, incestuous sex every day.
The last anyone had seen of Emma and Anthony, they were living in Oklahoma before moving to North Dakota and Wyoming before moving to Seattle, and then San Francisco, and before ending up in New Mexico. Always moving around, by the time anyone got wind of their trail, be it the FBI or the Mafia, that is if they were even looking for them, they were gone. Yet, oddly enough, no one suspected Emma of being the criminal mastermind that she was. The Brink's robbery and murders were just another unsolved crime.
Just as the FBI never figured Emma and Frankie for being Brink's armored car robbers, and never suspected her for the robbery, no longer having to support her, Don Vito was glad she was gone. With Frankie off the hook and serving his time in prison, Don Vito called upon him whenever he needed someone to feel the long arm of the Mafia while imprisoned. Just as they never found the money, they never found Emma and Anthony. They lived a happy life as Mr. and Mrs. Rogers while Fatal Frankie rotted in jail.
THE END
This is a Winter Holidays 2017 contest story. As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
There are no underage characters in this story. All characters portrayed are over the age of 18-years-old.
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Michael and Ashley are surprised by how little they received in cash gifts from their wedding.
To pay for their expensively elaborate, Valentine's Day wedding, a groom offered vendors sex with his bride as payment in full for services rendered.
Absolutely gorgeous, as if she was a model on the cover of Brides magazine carrying a bouquet of white roses, Ashley looked beautiful in her fifteen-hundred-dollar, white, wedding gown. Adhering to the Valentine's Day theme, Michael wore a black tuxedo with tails, a top hat, and a red rose in his lapel. With them both tall and good looking, they made for a stunning couple.
In celebration of their wedding day, forever memorializing their anniversary on this day of love, they had chosen this day, Valentine's Day, as their wedding day. Ashley slowly walked down the aisle followed by her maid of honor and four bridesmaids all wearing red gowns and holding red, rose bouquets. Michael's best man and four groomsmen, all attired in black tuxedoes, had red roses in their lapels. The church and the hall, being that it was Valentine's Day, the day of roses and of love, were decorated with dozens of beautiful red and white roses.
Then, at the reception, with a choice of roast beef or seafood, at eighty-dollars a plate, they drank the two bottles of wine their caterer provided at each table to their one-hundred guests. They danced the night away stopping only to eat and to greet friends and relatives, while posing for pictures and video recordings. A beautiful wedding, it was a memorable affair made even more memorable when the bride and groom were unable to pay for it.
* * * * *
Now that the wedding was over in a blur of invited guests, Michael was finally alone with his new bride, Ashley, in their hotel room before heading out to Marcos Island, Florida for their honeymoon. They booked a suite for five nights, at six-hundred-dollars a night, at Marco Beach Ocean Resort, costing them three-thousand-dollars. Yet, before they left for their honeymoon, there were a few things that they needed take care of first. They needed to pay the wedding planner, the florist, the invitations printer, the band leader, the photographer, the videographer, the hall owner, the limousine service operator, and caterer for providing the food, the liquor, and the services of their staff.
As if they had just robbed a bank or held up a liquor store, with their wedding money in the middle of the bed between them, they sat on the bed after counting the money they received as gifts for their wedding. Surprised by how little money there was, hoping they made an error in math, they counted it three times. Each time they counted it, they counted the same, small amount. Expecting to receive more than enough money to at least pay for their wedding and to pay everyone they owed, sadly and disappointingly, there wasn't enough money to cover the cost of their wedding.
"What are we going to do, Michael?" Ashley held the money in her hands, a little more than five-thousand-dollars in cash that they received as wedding gifts. She looked to her husband as if he had all the answers and would know what to do. "With just the caterer costing eight-thousand-dollars and the open bar bill another fifteen-hundred-dollars, we can't even pay for our wedding with the little bit of money we received, not even close," said Ashley.
She looked at her husband as if she was going to cry. Then, she looked at her husband with resolve, as if she had already made her decision to cancel their honeymoon. An event that was nearly as important as the wedding and the wedding reception, they had no choice but to cancel their honeymoon. At least they could save some money doing that by not spending any more money they don't have and couldn't afford to spend.
"I'm sorry, Ashley, but don't worry about it. I'll think of something," he said.
He looked at her with hopefulness while she looked at him with sadness.
"As starters, we'll have to cancel our honeymoon," said Ashley already seeming disillusioned that they couldn't afford to have a honeymoon. "We can't afford to go now. Already in debt before the wedding and in more debt now after the wedding, we can't spend any more money that we can't afford to spend. We can't be in any more debt than we already are."
With this Valentine's day night also his wedding night, Michael looked at his bride with sadness instead of happiness. An understatement, receiving this little in cash gifts caught them by surprise. Instead of giving them money, seemingly getting rid of gifts that others had received for their weddings but didn't want, some of their friends gave them useless and duplicate gifts that they didn't want and couldn't use either. They received two toasters, a blender, an iron, three fondue sets, a punch bowl set, and four crystal vases. What they needed and wanted for their wedding was money instead of wedding gifts that they'd never use and would no doubt give away to someone else.
"Don't worry, Ash, I'll figure something out," said Michael again while confidentially assured that he would think of something. "I'm glad we only made a reservation for the hotel and didn't put down a deposit as they had asked us to do. With all of our credit cards maxed out, I couldn't put down a deposit even if I wanted to put down a deposit," he said with a sad, little laugh.
She looked at her new husband with love, trust, faith, and hope that he'd think of something to fix their financial setback and start their marriage off right. Now that she enjoyed her fantasy of having been a beautiful bride on her romantic, Valentine's Day wedding, reality raised its ugly head. She realized her new life being no different from her old life. Married only for several hours, instead of basking in the glow of happiness of a new bride, she imagined her misery as a tired housewife and a working mother saddled with children while her husband cheated on her. She imagined financially struggling throughout their entire marriage.
Going from her highest point of happiness to her lowest point of sadness, while still wearing her wedding dress, she stood outside on the hotel balcony to get some air. Already feeling depressed and trapped in a marriage she felt was doomed from the start, she couldn't breathe. In the way she stared down at the ground below, perhaps, she was considering taking a swan dive from their balcony twenty stories up to the hotel swimming pool below. Only, with her having everything to live for, with her being so young, so beautiful, and so sexy, she wouldn't do that. With her having everything to live for, a handsome husband, and both of them ready to start a family, she'd never do that.
"To have and to hold from this day forward, for better for worse, for richer for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, until death do us part," said Ashley as if reciting her wedding vows again.
Having money enough for a down payment to buy a house was more important to her than honeymooning at an expensive, waterfront resort in Florida. Being that she was no virgin with them already having had sex dozens of times, maybe even hundreds of times, she felt as if she already had her honeymoon long before they were married. Besides, sexually active since she was 18-years-old, in the way that her mother, Anne, and her big sister, Julie, were promiscuous whores, Ashley was a promiscuous whore too.
She was as sexually promiscuous as was Michael in his youth. Back then, before they were married, just as there wasn't a pussy that he wouldn't finger, lick, and fuck, there wasn't a cock that she wouldn't stroke, suck, and/or fuck. Long before meeting and dating Michael, having lost her virginity in the backseat of a sixties era, muscle car. Back then, she had too many boyfriends to count and, with her happy to oblige, all of them not only wanted sex but also expected sex. Literally and figuratively, she was the head cheerleader on the football team.
The perfect, albeit odd couple, with her a whore and her then boyfriend a whoremonger, she was the steady girlfriend of a college quarterback who enjoyed bragging about his sexual conquests to anyone who'd listen. From there, she continued sowing her wild oats by attending wild, drunken, frat parties and spring break orgies of immoral, immodest, and shameful sex. She had numerous, sexual relationships in college before even meeting, being engaged to, and marrying Michael.
Yet, with all of that sexual activity then, and with her wanting to be a faithful wife now, once married, taking her marriage vows seriously, that was it for her whoring around. Once she met Michael and fell in love, she was done with empty sex. She was done with one-night stands, wild, drunken parties, orgies, and gangbangs. Always the party girl, if she didn't have another drink for the rest of her life, after her wedding reception toast of champagne, she'd be happy. Alcohol always led to her undoing and to her having sex.
Yet, sadly and realistically, just as their parents started their married lives together with nothing, not that they're poor now, they didn't want to repeat their cycle of arguing and fighting over money. Ashley's mother, Anne, didn't have any money until she divorced her father and got the house, along with everything else to allow him to live in sin with his oh, so young and sexy, secretary. Michael's mother, Katherine, didn't have any money until his father died and left her with substantial, life, insurance policy.
At least wanting to have enough for a down payment to buy a house, Ashley and Michael were determined to start their marriage with more than with less. Alas and unfortunately, their high hopes, unrealistic expectations, and big dreams clouded their reality. Yet, not all their fault, it was the economy, stupid, that got in their way. It was the top 1% having it all and the other 99% left to split what little was left. All the good paying, full-time, manufacturing jobs with benefits were long gone overseas. What was left was low paying, part-time, service jobs with no benefits, no security, no union protection, and no retirement.
* * * * *
"With most couples giving us a paltry one-hundred-dollars at an eighty-dollars a plate wedding reception, losing sixty-dollars a couple, most invited guests didn't even pay enough to cover the cost of their food. Just married and we're already mired in even more debt, Michael," said Ashley. "Trusting us that we would, we promised everyone that we'd pay them after the wedding. Now, unless we spend every last dollar we have, including the money that we saved from our house fund for the down payment of our house, we can't pay everyone. There goes our dream of buying a house," said Ashley falling in more of a deep funk.
With Valentine's Day, her wedding day, supposed to be one of the happiest days of her life, instead, she was so sad. Michael held his bride's hand in his and stared down at the six-thousand-dollar, 2-carat, engagement ring he bought her and that he'd be paying over time for the next two years. Perhaps, if he had already paid for the ring, he'd think about pawning it. Yet, he couldn't do that to her; he couldn't pawn her engagement ring. What kind of husband would he be to pawn his wife's engagement ring on their wedding day? Besides, if he did, he'd only receive a fraction of what it's worth while still having to pay the balance.
He could sell his car and/or her car too but, how would they get to work? Besides, still paying the bank on car loans, they couldn't sell their cars. He tried to think of anything he had of value. He could sell his beloved baseball card collection or his diecast car collection? Perhaps, he could sell one of his guns. The only real thing he had of value wasn't a thing at all but a person, his beautiful wife, Ashley, and she definitely wasn't for sale.
While trying to think of a way out of this dire, financial situation, he stared in her big, blue eyes with love, compassion, and understanding. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. With him the man and the provider, he felt worse than she did. He felt as if he had already not only disappointed her but also had failed her. Surely, there was some way that they could come up with the money to bridge the gap of what they received and what they owed without having to spend every dollar they had saved for the down payment on their house. Lucky for them, her mother paid for her wedding gown, otherwise, they'd owe that too.
Even though he had only worked there for a few months, he wondered if he could ask for a raise at work. Instead of receiving a few hundred-dollars as he did last year, he wondered how much his Christmas bonus would be this year after working there for a full year, but that was ten months away. He'd have to look at the posting board to see if there were any upcoming promotions that he could apply for now and hope to get. Lastly, he could always leave this job for a higher paying one. Yet, this wasn't a good economy to leave one job while hoping to get a better one.
"Even though our elected representatives say differently by pointing at the low unemployment numbers, it's still a bad economy, Ashley," he said as if thinking out loud without completing the thought that allowed him to come to that conclusion. "It's only the rich who get richer."
Not entirely wrong, but simplistic in his understanding of the economy, he blamed everything on the politicians for not doing anything about jobs continuing to go overseas for the past forty-years. Ever since Nixon froze wages with the '73 oil embargo, he blamed the politicians for keeping the wages stagnant while inflation spiraled out of control. With roads and bridges in disrepair all over the country, he blamed the politicians for not funding infrastructure for road and bridge repair. Yet, seemingly, it was always better and more lucrative to fight someone else's oil war than to spend a trillion dollars at home that would create jobs and a better middleclass economy.
"You're right, Michael but the economy and job creation are things that are out of our control," she said seemingly becoming increasing depressed.
As if he was giving a lecture on the state of the economy and as if she was his audience, he lamented the same complaints he had made over and again before. "We can only change what we control."
With her sadness contagious, he looked at her with hopelessness in the way she looked at him with unhappiness.
"Unless working for a dot-com startup or at an IT company like Apple, Google, Facebook, or Microsoft, high paying jobs with benefits are a thing of the past. With the unions busted, most of the high paying manufacturing jobs are gone overseas to China. With lots of folks still out of work or working at low paying, part-time jobs without benefits, no one has any money to part with at a wedding," said Michael.
Ashley looked hopelessly at her husband with tears in her eyes.
"I only wish we had thought about that before," said Ashley. "Expenses that I ignored and should have realized, it was my fault for having such an expensive wedding. I could have conserved more," she said. "We could have had a nice wedding by inviting half the guests and we didn't have to have an open bar. Yet, somethings, such as the photographer, the videographer, the printer, the hall, the limousine service, and the band are fixed costs. No matter how many guests we invited, they'd still charge the same."
He smiled at her and leaned to her to give her a kiss.
"With this day, Valentine's Day and our wedding day, every woman should have at least one special day in her life. With us having to work for the rest of our lives, every woman should have her dream wedding," he said. "I don't regret a thing. I'm glad you had your one, special day. So what if we're in debt? Don't worry. I'll think of something," said Michael playing his role as her in charge and in control husband.
Ashley continued looking at Michael with sadness while he looked at her with determined resolve.
"Naively expecting more from the generosity of friends and family, we're further in debt than we were before we were married," she said with sadness. "I thought that things would be better after we married. I didn't think they'd be worse."
He gave her a supportive smile and a loving kiss on the lips.
"Don't worry. As long as you're willing to help," he said giving her a sly smile. "I have an idea how we can pay for our wedding and keep the money we already have for a down payment on a house," said Michael giving his new bride a look of foreboding.
* * * * *
He gave her the same forbidden look now that he gave her when he asked her if she'd participate in the swinging lifestyle with him two years before they were married. Tired of having empty sex, once she found Michael, she didn't want to give her body to other men. Not wanting to have sex with others in the first place, coerced by her peers and pressured by her friends, she lost her virginity at 18-years-old. Once she lost her virginity, from there, she went to the dark side and became a whore.
Yet, even though she refused to try swinging, Michael wouldn't take no for an answer. He saw her as more of the whore that he wanted and needed her to be than the king, loving, and caring woman that she was. Instead of swinging, she wanted to get married, buy a house, and raise a family. Afraid of losing him, he pressured her and coerced her to give her body to other men. Unable to stop once she started, different for men than it is for women, having sex with strangers was oftentimes more disgusting than it was sexually exciting.
He was relentless in his want and need to live the swinging lifestyle with her by his side. After pressuring her and coercing her to try swinging with him, she finally conceded and reluctantly agreed to have sex with other couples. She finally conceded and reluctantly agreed to have sex with other men while he watched and masturbated himself. She finally conceded and reluctantly agreed to allow him to have sex with other women while she cringed. She finally conceded and reluctantly agreed to have sex with other women, while he watched and masturbated himself.
With no end to the amount of sex that Michael needed and wanted to have with women and that he needed and wanted her to have with men, sometimes, she had sex with two men while he had sex with two women. Sometimes, they had an orgy with three and four other couples. Going as far as to have her give a circle jerk, with her kneeling in the middle of four to six men, he enjoyed watching her stroking and sucking the erect pricks of a circle of men. He enjoyed watching men cumming in her mouth.
She even had a bukkake fest where a dozen men, ejaculated their cum in her mouth, all over her face, in her hair, and across her big, naked breasts. Literally and figuratively, they truly gave her quite the cum bath. She drew the line at his request and refused to have men pee on her and in her mouth. There was absolutely no way that she was going to degrade herself in that disgusting way.
"Are you crazy, Michael? That's so gross. That's so disgusting. Have you absolutely no respect for me? If it wasn't enough that I agreed to have a circle jerk and a bukkake fest while you watched and masturbated yourself but I'm not going to have men pee on me and pee in my mouth," she said looking at him as if there was something seriously wrong with him. "What is wrong with you? Next, you'll be asking me to do scat and shit play. That's just gross, Michael, and you're disgusting," said Ashley refusing to participate in the swinging lifestyle any more.
After participating in the swinging lifestyle for two years, but for pee play and shit play, there wasn't anything that she hadn't sexually done or seen sexually done. Embarrassed before over sexually perverse things that no longer embarrassed her now, proud of being a whore, sexually enlightened, if nothing else, swinging opened her eyes to a new sexual reality and identity. Nonetheless her swinging adventures, with her now wanting her husband to be the only man in her life, she insisted they stop swinging before getting married, and they did.



Just as she no longer wanted to share her body with other men, she didn't want her husband sharing his body with other women. Tired of all the dirty, sexual, pillow talk about having sex with other people, she wanted him to concentrate his pillow talk on having sex with her exclusively. Now, that she was his wife and he was her husband, just as she had hoped to start their marriage with money, she wanted to start their marriage with self-respect, honesty, faithfulness, and openness, too. She wanted a house, to have children, and to raise a family.
Tired of attending swingers' dances, going to house parties, and answering online, swingers' ads, she wanted to have a normal life as his faithful, loving wife. With sex playing too big of a role in their lives, she no longer wanted to stroke, suck, and fuck men that she had just met and barely knew. She no longer wanted him fingering, licking, and fucking women he had just met and barely knew. Not into women in the way that Michael enjoyed watching her having sex with women, if she didn't finger and/or lick another pussy for the rest of her life, that would be fine with her.
* * * * *
Ashley, a tall, beautiful, natural blonde, college educated woman with big, blue eyes, big breasts, and a sexy and shapely body, made all her bridesmaids jealous, including her big sister, her maid of honor. With no one knowing or even suspecting what goes on behind closed, bedroom doors, if only her friends and family knew that she was a whore and an ex-swinger instead of a blushing bride, wouldn't they be surprised? With her having sucked too many cocks to count and with her being fucked in her mouth and in her pussy dozens of times by dozens of different men, if anyone shouldn't be dressed in virginal white, it was she.
With her matching her bridesmaids if she had chosen not to wear white, a more appropriate wedding gown color would have been red or black. Yet, determined to leave her college whoredom days and swinging sex behind, the only man in her life and in her bed now was her husband. Having no regrets, no embarrassment, no shame, and no guilt, just as her promiscuous, college days were behind her, her licentious, swinging days were behind her too. No longer a wicked whore, she was a married woman and a respectable wife and soon to be the moral and modest mother to their children, too.
Obviously giving him the benefit of the doubt, she had faith enough in her new husband to trust him to do right by her. Yet, the blatant reality of needing to pay for their Valentine's Day wedding, a wedding they couldn't afford, was not a good way to start their marriage. Between their student loan debt, credit card debt, and car payments, just as they continued and couldn't get out from under in their old, single life, they were starting their married life even more indebted to banks.
Naively immature on their part, they assumed the generosity of their invited guests to bail them out of their financial situation. They thought that they'd receive enough money to at least pay for their exorbitantly, extravagant wedding. Actually, compared to the average, $27,000 cost of a wedding, their $19,000 wedding wasn't as exorbitant and as extravagant as they thought it was.
No matter the cost of their wedding, pipe dreaming, in addition to paying for the wedding, they hoped they'd receive enough money to pay for their honeymoon too. In her wildest dream and unrealistic imaginings, Ashley hoped they'd net enough money from the wedding to even have a down payment for a house. With none of that happening, now they were stuck with how to pay for their wedding expenses.
Fortunately, before the wedding, their parents, aunts, uncles, grandparents, and close family friends had kicked in enough money before the wedding to match the money they received from their one-hundred invited guests. Still, even with that money combined, they were still short nine-thousand-three-hundred and fifty-dollars to pay for the rest of their wedding expenses. Even then, by taking the money from their house savings fund, they'd still be financially starting out on the wrong foot. They naively thought that the first year of marriage, with the anticipated money they thought they'd receive from their wedding, would be easier than more difficult.
"With my dream to own a house and have money enough to furnish it, I'll do anything to start our marriage debt free. Anything, I'd do anything, Michael, anything to start our marriage without having to spend every penny that we've saved and received as gifts from our wedding," said Ashley giving her husband a long, wet kiss. "I'd do anything for us to have enough money left over to put a down payment on our dream house."
Kissing her long and kissing her deep, he returned her passion with his passion. Only, with Michael taking her literally, she didn't realize what she was saying when she said that she'd do anything, anything to start their marriage debt free. With him turning everything she said sexual, she didn't realize what she was agreeing to when she said that she'd do anything, anything for them to have money enough left over to buy their dream house. Already imagining her doing sexually anything, he wondered how far she'd willingly and consensually go in her promise to do sexually anything to help pay off their wedding debts while keeping the money they already had now in conjunction with their savings.
"Hold that thought, Ash," said Michael looking at his new bride with trepidation mixed with sexual anticipation. With an ulterior motive in mind, he obviously had the perfect plan. "Just so that there's no misunderstanding later, are you truly willing to do anything, anything at all, for us to start our marriage debt free? Are you truly willing to do anything, anything at all, for us to have the money we have now combined with the money we received from the wedding. Are you willing to do anything, anything at all, for us to have a down payment for our house and to buy the furniture we need to furnish it?"
Knowing him all too well, she looked at him with suspicion albeit with a resolute willingness to start their marriage debt free and with their savings intact. Obviously knowing him well enough to know what he was thinking, she looked at him with dread and consternation before looking at him with sexual excitement. At the very least, better sex than crime, she hoped that whatever he was thinking was more sexual than criminal. Only, the last thing she vehemently wanted to do was to trade sexual favors for money in payment of their wedding debts.
"Sorry, knowing you as I do," she said with a dirty laugh. "I should have qualified my statement." She took a breath and furrowed her brow to give him a look of seriousness. "As long as I don't have to rob a bank, sell drugs, or murder anyone for money, then, yes, I'll do anything that's legal. I'll do anything that won't land me in jail. I'll do anything that will help us begin our new life together with money."
Glad that she didn't say anything about not having sex with anyone, he gave her his cat that ate the canary look. Always a step ahead of her, he was already imagining her having sex with nine men, the wedding planner, the florist, the invitations printer, the band leader, the photographer, the videographer, the hall owner, the limousine owner, and the caterer. Bartering sex to pay their wedding expenses, with her having sex with as nearly many men at a swingers' dance or a swingers' house party, what difference would it be for her to have sex with a multitude of men now?
"Then, if you're serious about doing anything to keep what little money we have, I have an idea," said Michael running his fingers through his thick, lush, brown hair, something he always did when thinking.
Ashley stared into her husband's thoughtful, brown eyes with her beautiful, blue eyes.
"Anything. I'll do anything, Michael, anything," she said again, this time sexually teasing him while sliding a slow tongue across her full lips. Obviously, suspecting what he was thinking and already in tune with him, no doubt, she was thinking what he was thinking. Obviously, with her having already done that and more at college frat parties, at spring breaks, and in the swinging lifestyle, she was willing to do whatever her husband sexually wanted her to do. "After vowing to love, honor, and obey you, just tell me what you want me to do."
Only, dreading the consequences of having sex with more men that she barely knew, if she had her druthers, the last thing that she wanted to do was to have sex with anyone other than her husband. Now that she was happily married, it was one thing to be a swinging girlfriend but, the last thing that she wanted to do was to be a whore of a wife. Leaving her sexual promiscuity in the past, she wanted to start her life anew. If that was what he was thinking, she cringed at the thoughts of sucking and fucking the cocks of all of those men who they owed money.
* * * * *
Michael suggested what he hoped would satisfy their wedding debts and solve their financial problems. With sex on the table now and with them both not yet on the same, sexual page, he hoped that whatever sexual proposition that he proposed, as his doting and faithful wife, she'd follow. Ready to suggest that she prostitute herself and barter sex in exchange for what they owed, he made a list of their wedding debts. With her already willing and eager to do anything to help, and with her an experienced cocksucker and cockfucker, her hand, her mouth, her pussy, her beautiful face, and her sexy and shapely body were her moneymakers.
To arrange and to take care of all the details of the wedding, he owed the wedding planner twelve-hundred-dollars. To decorate the church and the reception hall with flowers, along with the bouquets for his wife, her bridesmaids, her mother, and his mother, and the boutonnieres, he owed the florist fifteen-hundred-dollars. He owed the printer eight-hundred-dollars for one-hundred announcement cards, invitations, envelopes, and RSVP cards. He owed the bandleader fifteen-hundred-dollars for the three-piece band to play for four hours at their reception.
Not stopping there and just getting started, he owed the photographer eighteen-hundred-dollars for taking hundreds of pictures and the videographer eight-hundred-dollars for shooting hours of video. He owed the caterer nine-thousand-five-hundred-dollars, eight-thousand dollars for the food and the serving staff provided, and fifteen-hundred-dollars for the open, bar bill. He owed the hall owner fifteen-hundred-dollars to rent the hall. Lastly, he owed the limousine service seven-hundred-and-fifty-dollars to rent two limos for three hours to drive the bride, the groom, and the wedding party from her house to the church and from the church to the reception hall.
With their wedding costing a carefully budgeted and modestly, below average of nineteen-thousand-three-hundred and fifty-dollars, even if they paid everyone, from what they received as wedding gifts, they'd still be short nine-thousand-three-hundred-and fifty-dollars. Then, after they paid for their honeymoon, they'd be in the hole twelve-thousand-three-hundred and fifty-dollars. Even though they had their twenty-thousand-dollar joint savings account earmarked for a down payment on a modest house, the last thing they wanted to do, they didn't want to touch their house fund.
Hoping the wedding would give them a bigger stake to buy a bigger house and to buy furniture to furnish it, unrealistic about how much they'd receive, they were already in a deep, financial hole. Now, in jeopardy of not even being approved for a mortgage, unable to afford it, the honeymoon was off. With Valentine's Day combined with her wedding day promising to be the best day of her life, this was one of the worst days of Ashley's 24-year-old life.
"It's just a thought," said Michael playing it cool while hoping that it was something that she'd willingly and consensually agree to do. Yet, with them just married, she may not entertain the idea of exchanging sexual favors to men she barely knew in lieu of payment. With her a promiscuous whore when he met her and with her reluctantly agreeing to participate in the swinging lifestyle with him two years before they were engaged, he felt confident that he could persuade her to agree to his sexual plan. "You can say no if you find my suggestion abhorring but..." he paused dramatically for effect.
As if already knowing what he was going to suggest, Ashley looked at her husband with suffering sorrow. On this day of hearts, flowers, and love, not just their wedding day but also Valentine's Day, she hoped that he wasn't going to suggest that she prostitute herself to pay off their debts. Tired of stroking, sucking, and fucking men she barely knew, the last thing she wanted was for more men to cum in her mouth, in her pussy, and all over her face, hair, and naked breasts.
"What Michael? What? Finish your thought. What's your idea? What were you going to suggest? Don't worry, I won't think less of you if your suggestion is for me to have sex with these men to pay off our debts," she said with an innocent laugh while seemingly joking as if that was his imagined suggestion.
Obviously, she was making a joke but, hitting the nail on the head, little did she know that he was serious about her using her hands, her mouth, and her pussy to satisfy their wedding debts. Having sex with these men was exactly what he wanted his newly, wedded bride to do. With her his lawfully wedded wife and the love of his life, how dare he expect her to have sex with a multitude of men again?
Why would he dare propose her to have sex with these men? How could he emotionally scar her by physically using and sexually abusing her in that deplorable way? What's wrong with him to entertain the idea and to even suggest that as an option to satisfy their wedding debts? Has he so little respect for her for him to prostitute her in this disgraceful way? What kind of man did she marry?
Obviously, he wanted to pimp her out to have sex with all the men who they owed money. Hoping they'd forgive their debt or at least agree to lower their amount owed in exchange for Ashley giving them sex, he wanted her to have sex with every man they owed money to in payment of their wedding expenses. No longer feeling like a newly, wedded bride, feeling emotionally, physically, and sexually used and abused, she felt like a whore again. Maybe, now that she was married to Michael, her lot in life was to continue to be his whore instead of his wife.
* * * * *
As he always did when he wanted her to do something that she didn't want to do, before coming out with it and telling what he wanted, he started by complimenting her. He wanted her to feel good about herself by complimenting her on her beauty and her sexuality before he told he what he really wanted and needed her to do. Obviously easy for her to read him now, reverting to his old ways already, he wanted men to sexually use her while he watched and masturbated himself.
Even though she was newly, married to him and vowed to love and honor him, he wanted even more men to cum inside of her and on her. He wanted more men to see her naked. He wanted more men to touch and feel her everywhere that only her husband should touch and feel her. He wanted more men to emotionally, physically, and sexually violate her by expecting her to stroke them, suck them, and fuck them. He wanted more men to have sex with her naked body. How dare he?
"As if you were dessert after their banquet feast, I couldn't help but notice how every man and some women were looking at you, lustfully staring at you, actually. I saw how all the men wished they were marrying you and, no doubt, wanted to have sex you. With you looking so stunningly beautiful in your wedding gown, every man and some women in the room wished that you were their woman instead of mine," said Michael.
Ashley gave her husband a loving smile and a long, wet kiss.
"Thank you, Honey, for saying that. You always say the right thing at the right time to make me feel beautiful and special," she said. Only, with what he was about to suggest, with her ready to vomit over his dastardly, sexual suggestion, her having sex with other men wouldn't make her feel so special after all. "So, finish your thought. Tell me. I'm curious to know. What was your suggestion on how we could start our marriage free of our wedding expenses while keeping the money we've already saved?"
Michael looked at Ashley with love before looking at her as if he was her demanding pimp and she was his obedient whore. He stared at her mouth and her shapely body as if she was a pile of money. He stared at her beautiful face and her sexy body as if she was his most valuable moneymaker. He stared at his wife in the way that he imagined the nine men they owed money to would soon be staring at her naked physique. Whenever he stared at her, in the way that he imagined the nine men staring at her, he thought of sex. He thought of Ashley stroking, sucking, and fucking cock while he watched and masturbated himself.
"Well," he said pausing to look at his wife's pretty face, her abundant breasts, her slim waistline, and her shapely ass. "Just a thought and something that you need to agree to, but what if we paid them in another, unconventional way?"
With him beating around the bush and not coming to the point, unlike him to be so evasive when it came to sex, she looked at him with confusion.
"Paid them in another unconventional way? What do you mean paid them in another unconventional way? Do you mean bartering? That's the only other unconventional way that I know."
Perhaps, suspecting what he was about to say, she made a face as if she had bitten into something sour.
"Yes," he said with a dirty laugh. "Bartering would be one way to put what I'm about to suggest."
He gave her an encouraging smile in the hope of enlisting her sexual indulgence and voluntary cooperation.
"Only, with neither of us knowing a trade, with neither of us handy with tools, and with the both of us working in offices, other than my secretarial skills and your accounting skills, we don't have anything to barter," she said. "We don't have anything that anyone would want," she said so naively and innocently.
Obviously pretending to miss his point, no doubt, already knowing what he was going to suggest, she toyed with him and made him squirm with awkwardness while she considered his suggestion. Obviously, she wanted him to say what he wanted and not just imply what he was thinking. If that was what he was going to suggest, how dare he suggest his new bride use her body for sex to pay their debts? Obviously, not much of a stretch for her to think that, especially with him coercing her into swinging, she knew that his suggestion was for her to have sex with these men to satisfy their wedding debts.
With him unsure if she'd agree to have sex with these men to satisfy their wedding debts, perhaps, now that they were married, she wouldn't want to have sex with them or anyone but him. From her promiscuous college days and from the swinging whore she had been when having sex with both men and women, now that she was married, she suddenly turned into a moral and modest wife. Nonetheless, with her playing her silly game of denial, he smiled a patient smile while hoping to enlist her sexual cooperation.
"Experienced secretarial skills are not the only acquired skills you have to barter," he said with a dirty laugh. "You have many other talents." He stared at her big tits before sliding a slow finger over her full lips. "Accomplished with your hands, your mouth, and your pussy, you have your beautiful body to offer them in return for them forgiving our debt. With no man able to turn you down, you could barter sex as payment for what we owe."



Showing the full spectrum of emotions on her face, Ashley looked at Michael with injury mixed with horror that suddenly morphed from shame and embarrassment to sexual excitement. If she was an actress, she'd be nominated for the Academy Award for acting in a starring role. Obviously, once a whore always a whore, yet, things were different now. They were married and she wanted to start a new life living as husband and wife instead of degenerate swingers.
No matter and nonetheless, even though they were married, even though they just got married, he was giving her the green light to have sex with more men. Why would he do that? Why would he want that? How could he do that to her again? How dare he? Willing to offer the men his wife, this was his plan on how they could keep the money they already had saved to buy a house. She looked at him as if he was nuts before she looked at him with submissiveness and as if she was considering his plan.
"Michael," she said giving him a hard, cold stare. "You'd actually want me to prostitute myself to satisfy our wedding debts? Is that your suggestion? Is that your plan for me to whore myself?"
She looked at him with hurt and shame while he looked at her with sexual excitement and eager anticipation.
"A way to save what little money we received from our wedding, I'd more call it more of a mutual, business arrangement than prostitution," he said spinning the definition of his plan for his own diabolical use.
He nodded his head as if he needed that extra bit of head movement to convince her that her having sex with nine men to forgive their debts wasn't the same as having sex for money. With her a whore before he started dating her and with her a swinger before they were engaged, he didn't understand her reluctance to use her hands, her mouth, and her body to satisfy their wedding debts. A win/win for them both, it was just sex. Something that she willingly gave away for free before was something she could earn some money doing for the mutual benefit of them both now.
* * * * *
"Just so that I understand, you'd actually want more men to see me, your lawfully and newly, wedded wife, naked? You'd actually want more men to touch and squeeze my naked ass. You'd actually want more men to see, touch, feel, fondle, and suck my tits?"
With her saying all the sexual things that he enjoyed hearing, he looked at her with sexual excitement instead of looking at her with shame.
"Yes," he said.
She looked at him with disappointment before a glimmer of sexual excitement flashed across her face to confess how she truly felt.
"You'd really want me to stroke and suck their cocks?" She paused to look at him. "You'd really want nine men to not only cum in my mouth but also all over my face?" Again, she paused to look at him. "You're okay with men not only seeing my naked pussy but also fingering, licking, and fucking my cunt?" He returned her questioning look with his sexually excited look. "As if I was a barroom whore instead of your wife, you don't mind the idea of men using my naked body for sex in payment of our wedding debts?"
Instead of looking up at her with shame, he looked at her with desperation mixed with sexual excitement.
"Ash—"
She interrupted whatever he was going to say in hopes of convincing her to go along with his plan by her continuing to voice her repulsiveness with his idea.
"You don't have a problem with me having sex with these men in payment of our wedding debts? Is that it? Is that your plan?" She stared at him waiting for him to respond and when he didn't, she continued. "In the way that you did when you forced me to participate in the swinging lifestyle, now that we're married, are you really going to whore me out for money now?"
She looked at him with anger. She looked at him with hurt. She looked at him with rage.
"Ash—" he said before she interrupted him again.
"No, Michael. No. I won't do it. I'm your wife. I'm not the whore that you obviously think that I am and you want me to continue to be."
He gave her the same hopeful and embarrassed smile that he gave her when he asked if she'd participate in the swinging lifestyle with him and she refused, not once but three times. He used his charm and guile on her then that he was using on her now. He gave her his boyish smile and used his handsome looks to wrap her around his finger. In the way that women used men for thousands of years, he had the ability to use her. She couldn't help herself from submitting to his will. She loved him and would do anything for him, even having sex with other men.
"Why not?" He shrugged her his permission. "It's nothing you haven't done before but now on a lessor level with only nine men instead of with dozens of swingers. We've done worse with more people," he said with a dirty laugh. "Think of having sex with these men as a win/win for us. Think of you having sex with these men as your first hurdle to jump over in the first year of our marriage. Think of this not as a chore but a challenge and as your sacrifice for the betterment of our future," he said. Then, he said what he knew would get her to agree. "Think of the house we'll buy."
Her lifelong dream to get married, buy a house, and raise a family, all of that was within her reach. Only, for her to accomplish that, she had to return to her old ways. She had to have sex with men she wasn't even sexually attracted to or cared about. She remained quiet as if in thoughtful silence while looking at her husband and, perhaps, considering his proposal. Then, she voiced how she really felt about him.
"God, you're such an asshole, Michael," she said making an angry face. "Now that we're married, it's different than it was before. When we were dating, even though I was a reluctant participant, I admit that swinging was fun," she said. "Yet, now, since we made it official and tied the knot, with me your one and only, marriage is forever. I'm faithfully yours and you're faithfully mine," she said. "Even though this is all your idea, if I agreed to do this, I can't help but feel that you'd throw it up in my face one day. In the heat of one of our arguments, I can imagine you calling me a whore."
Michael looked at his wife with love, understanding, and compassion.
"Even if you had sex with others as a way for us to be free of having to pay our wedding expenses, I'd never love you less just as I'd never use any of your extramarital relationships against you. If anything, I'd love you more," said Michael. "You're my wife and I love you, Ash. I'd never call you a whore. I'd owe you a great debt of gratitude for using your body in saving us from financial ruin."
As if he was a used car salesman or a financial investor hoping to scam her money in a Ponzi scheme, hiding his despicable deception, he smiled at her with love.
"A win/win? A hurdle? My sacrifice for the betterment of our future? Give me a break, Michael," she said looking at him as if there was something wrong with him. "Until you pressured me and coerced me into swinging, having sex with others in an open relationship was something I never thought I'd enjoy. I'm glad that I had those sexual experiences with a multitude of men and some women. Yet, now that I'm married, with my morals and modesty returning, I'm ambiguous about sharing my marriage bed with other men," she said looking at him. "For one thing, I wouldn't want you to hold this over my head throughout our entire marriage."
He looked at her while making a frown.
"Ashley, I swear to God," he said holding up his right hand and crossing his heart with his other hand as if he was swearing on a Bible. "I'd hold nothing that you did for us to have a better and brighter, financial future against you and over your head. We're in this together," he said taking her hand in his as if he was about to propose again. "If anything, for you to agree to make such a sexual sacrifice, you'll always be in my debt."
With him obviously playing her and wanting to sexually use her again more for his benefit than for their benefit, used to his manipulative games, Ashley made a face of disbelief.
"We're in this together, are we?" She made a sour face as if she was about to vomit. "With me stripped naked and stroking, sucking, and fucking nine men, I don't see how we're in this together. I see this more as a win for you than for me," said Ashley. "I see this as a win/win way out for you."
He nodded her his encouragement.
"Don't worry your pretty head about anything, Ash. I'll be there with you in the room watching while the men have sex with you," he said giving his new bride a sincere smile of support.
She returned his smile of support with her smile of cynicism.
"In the room watching me having sex with nine men? Ha," she laughed. "Being that you like to watch, that's so convenient for you to watch nine men enjoying themselves while having their wicked, sexual way with my naked body as you watch and masturbate yourself. How special is that for you?"
He shrugged.
"You surely can't deny me having a little fun, too," he said with a dirty laugh. When she didn't respond, he solicited her help to her complaint by voicing his frustration. "Then, if not you using your body, what else do you suggest that we do to dig ourselves out of this financial hole?"
* * * * *
Not having to think long or very hard, she offered her immediate suggestion.
"Your idea about bartering sex to help pay for our wedding is a good one but what's good for the gander is good for the goose," she said giving him a sly smile and a dirty laugh. She gave him a sinister stare. "Including your mother, your sister, my mother, and my sister, I saw how every woman and some men in the room stared at you while wishing that you were marrying them," she said. "Including your mother, your sister, my mother, and my sister, I saw how every woman and some men stared at you as if they wanted to have sex with you."
He looked at her with confusion.
"So? What's the big deal? I'm used to people staring at me in the way that people always stare at you? What do you mean? What are you saying?" He paused while waiting for her to answer but when she didn't immediately explain herself, he continued. "Ashley, if that's your concern, now that we're married, I don't want to have sex with anyone but you," said Michael with sincerity.
She gave him the same smug smile that he had given her when he wanted her to be a swinger and when he wanted her to barter sex for their wedding expenses. If she didn't know her husband any better, she'd believe him when he said that he didn't want to have sex with anyone but her. Yet, having already seen him in action when they were swinging, he'd have sex with anyone, anytime, and anywhere. In the way that she was a whore who'd stroke, suck, and fuck any man's dick, her husband was a whore monger who'd finger, lick, and fuck any woman's pussy.
"In the way that you'd have something over my head to embarrass me, blackmail me, and/or give to a divorce attorney as ammunition in our divorce, I'd like to have something to hang over your head too. I'd like to have something to embarrass you, blackmail you, and/or to give to a divorce attorney as ammunition in the unfortunate incident of our divorce, should it ever come to that," said Ashley.
He nodded his head in agreement.
"That's understandable, fair, and something that makes perfect sense to me. Even though we completely trust one another now, we don't know how we'd feel in ten or twenty-years from now," said Michael. "If you're willing to have sex with these men for them to forgive our debts, I'll do anything you suggest to put your mind at ease and to make you feel comfortable about going through with my bartering sex for money plan," said Michael. "So, what do you propose in return?"
Now as if she was the cat that just swallowed the canary, she smiled and returned his sexual solution with her sexual resolution.
"I'll agree to stroke, suck, and fuck anyone you'd like me to stroke, suck, and fuck as payment of our wedding debts," she said pausing with dramatic effect while staring at her husband. "As long as you seduce and have incestuous sex with..." she paused to give him a big, self-satisfied smile. "You mother," said Ashley.
Michael looked at his wife stunned and in shock.
"My mother?" He looked at her as if she had lost her mind. "Are you serious? You can't be serious. You really want me to seduce and have incestuous sex with my mother?"
She smiled at his shock. Yet, not allowing him to get off that easily, with her having to sexually satisfy nine men, she wasn't done with him. For her husband to carry an equal load and share the responsibility of their mutual debt, she needed and wanted him to do more. As if she was enjoying this as much as he was obviously enjoying the thought of her having sex with nine men while he watched and masturbated himself, she gave him another big smile.
"And your sister. In addition to you seducing and having incestuous sex with your mother, I want you to seduce and have incestuous sex with your sister, too," said Ashley.
Again, he looked at her stunned and in shock.
"My sister? Are you serious? You can't be serious?" Again, he looked at her as if she had gone mad. He looked at her as if she was joking. "You really want me to seduce and have incestuous sex with not only my mother but also with my sister? I don't believe what I'm hearing. I can't believe what you're saying."
Again, not done with him yet, she gave him another smug smile. She answered his question by returning his incestuous shock with more of her inappropriate, sexual suggestions. She paused to give him another self-satisfied smile.
"And with my mother and sister," said Ashley giving her husband a victoriously smile. "I not only want you to seduce and have incestuous sex with your mother and with your sister but also, I want you to have inappropriate and forbidden sex with my mother and sister too."
Michael looked at his wife stunned. Not showing her his sexual excitement, he pretended that her wanting him to have sex with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister was repugnant when it would be incestuously enjoyable and sexually pleasurable. He'd love nothing more than to have sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister but how?
"You actually want me to have sex with my mother and sister, and with your mother and sister? Are you serious, Ash? You can't be serious? You're joking, right?" Michael looked at his wife with as much confusion as he looked at her with sexual excitement. "And, pray tell, how would I even do that? How would I get all four women to agree to have sex with me? Why would they all agree to have sex with me?"
As if she already knew how he could sexually seduce the four women, she smiled at his ignorance.
"With the both of us seducing them together, we'll plot and we'll plan. We'll think of a way for you to seduce all four women," she said.
In the way that he had pressured and coerced her to have swinging sex, she was returning the favor by pressuring and coercing him to have incestuous sex with his mother and sister and inappropriate sex with her mother and sister. Yet, different in the sense that she was a reluctant victim, she obviously knew that he'd love to have sex with his MILF of a mother, his sexy sister, her MILF of a mother, and her sexy sister. Already excited about being pressured and coerced to have sex with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister, he hid his sexual excitement from his wife.
Now that he made a deal with his wife to have sex with all of those men that they owed money, he couldn't wait to keep his end of the bargain by seducing his mother and sister, and her mother and sister. If only his wife knew that having sex with the four women in his family would be more of a pleasure than a chore, she'd come up with an alternative suggestion. Perhaps, instead, she'd suggest an impossible task of him having sex with the wives of the nine men that she was about to sexually proposition.
* * * * *
"It's not that I don't trust you, I do," said Ashley. "Yet, when it comes to sex and all things sexual, you're not to be trusted," she said with a dirty laugh.
He gave her an odd look.
"What do you mean by that, Ash? I've been nothing but forthcoming with you," he said with a dirty laugh. "I've never did anything behind your back or cheated on you with anyone outside of the swinging lifestyle," he said looking at her as if he was offended.
She returned his feigned, hurt look with her victorious smile.
"You cumming is exactly what I mean," she looked at him with venom. "Do you remember the first time I blew you?"
He smiled while nodding his head.
"Do I remember? How could I forget the best blowjob I ever received? I'll remember that blowjob the rest of my life," he said. "That was wonderful. That was glorious. By far and with no comparison, you gave me the best blowjob of my life," he said.
She made a face showing that she didn't have the same good memory about her sucking his cock as he had when she sucked his cock.
"Yeah, well, you said you'd tell me when you were ready to cum. Being that I was almost a virgin at the time, kind of, not really, actually not at all," she said with a dirty laugh. "Yet, it was my first time having sex with you so that made me a virgin with you," she said laughing. "You were the first man I ever sucked," she said pausing, "that day," she said with another dirty laugh. "You promised that you wouldn't cum in my mouth but you did."
He nodded his head in shame.
"I remember that now. Sorry," he said. "I couldn't help myself."
She made a face at his lame excuse.
"Instead of pulling your prick from my mouth when you were ready to cum, holding my head in place, you put a heavy hand to the back of my head while humping my mouth and fucking my face. Then, you wouldn't let me go until I swallowed your load," she said with a face full of hurt and anger. "God, you had so much cum. Never had I sucked anyone who had so much cum."
He patted her head as if she was his loyal dog instead of his loving wife.
"Sorry, Ash," he said rubbing her ear as if he was rubbing his dog's ear, "I was so sexually excited. I couldn't believe someone who looked like you was sucking my cock. Oh, my God. You gave me the best blowjob I ever had," he said. "If your mother and sister suck cock like you, I'll be a happy man," he said with a dirty laugh.
She rolled her eyes and sighed before giving him her look of spiteful revenge.
"Therefore, as your sign of good faith that you won't renege on our agreement," she said with a pause. "I want you to have sex with your mother, your sister, my mother, and my sister first, before I have sex with the group of nine men to satisfy our wedding debt," said Ashley. "So, being that they'll all be expecting payment and looking for their money, you had get busy having sex with your mother, your sister, my mother, and my sister."
She called his bluff that he wouldn't hold her having sex with the men they owed money to against her and wouldn't throw it up in her face later. As her protective safeguard, he had to show her that he was sincere by first having sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister. Now, a reason for him to have sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, he couldn't wait to have sex with the four women.
"Okay," he said. "I agree to have sex with my mother, my sister, your mother, and your sister before you have sex with the men that we owe but how do you suggest that I get them to have sex with me?"
She gave him another cat that just ate the canary smile.
"Men are such dopes when it comes to women," she said. "I happen to know that your mother and sister, as well as my mother and sister are sexually attracted to you. With women more whores than men think we are, women talk about sex more than you think we do," she said with a dirty laugh. "Leave it to me to arrange your sexual seductions. I'll arrange everything."
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As part of his cooperation in bartering sex for payment of their wedding expenses, Ashley demands that Michael have sex with his mother first before she has sex with the nine men that they owe money.
Continued from Chapter 01:
"Therefore, as your sign of good faith that you won't renege on our agreement," she said with a pause. "I want you to have sex with your mother, your sister, my mother, and my sister first, before I have sex with the group of nine men to satisfy our wedding debt," said Ashley. "So, being that they'll all be expecting payment and looking for their money, you had get busy having sex with your mother, your sister, my mother, and my sister."
She called his bluff that he wouldn't hold her having sex with the men they owed money to against her and wouldn't throw it up in her face later. As her protective safeguard, he had to show her that he was sincere by first having sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister. Now, a reason for him to have sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, he couldn't wait to have sex with the four women.
"Okay," he said. "I agree to have sex with my mother, my sister, your mother, and your sister before you have sex with the men that we owe but how do you suggest that I get them to have sex with me?"
She gave him another cat that just ate the canary smile.
"Men are such dopes when it comes to women," she said. "I happen to know that your mother and sister, as well as my mother and sister are sexually attracted to you. With women more whores than men think we are, women talk about sex more than you think we do," she said with a dirty laugh. "Leave it to me to arrange your sexual seductions. I'll arrange everything."
Chapter 02:
The next night, the night after their wedding and the night after Valentine's Day, with their honeymoon cancelled or at least postponed, until they could save some money, Ashley went to Michael's house for dinner. Their first dinner as a married couple with her husband's mother, Katherine, Ashley's mother-in-law was happy to cook for them. His mother had divorced her husband years ago and seemed content to live alone with her son, Michael, and her daughter, Christine. Yet now, with her son married and her daughter playing the field and dating lots of men, it would only be a matter of time before she'd be married too and his mother would be alone.
Ashley helped Michael concoct a plan to sexually and incestuously seduce his mother. Being that his mother enjoyed drinking wine, their plan was to get Katherine drunk enough to loosen her modesty, her morals, and her inhibitions. Ashley had a heavy hand when pouring the wine before, during, and after dinner. After drinking only two glasses of wine, his mother was already a little tipsy. Then, when she consumed her third glass wine while working on her fourth glass of wine, she was a little drunk. That's when Ashley put her sexual seduction plan in motion.
"Mom? I almost forgot. For being so helpful during the wedding, I bought you a gift," said Ashley handing Katherine a giftwrapped box.
Katherine looked at Ashley as surprised as she looked shocked.
"A gift? You didn't have to do that Ashley. I was happy to help my son's wife, my new daughter-in-law, and my favorite daughter-in-law," she said with a laugh. "My only daughter-in-law," she said slurring her words with a chuckle while smiling at Ashley. "I have to get used to calling you my daughter-in-law."
She looked down at the box while fingering the pretty ribbon and fancy bow.
"Open it," said Ashley. "I hope it fits."
Katherine unwrapped the gift and opened the box. She removed a sexy, sheer, low-cut, short nightgown that promised to show every naked curve of her MILF of a sexy body.
"Oh, my," said Michael's mother. "It's so beautiful. It's so sexy," she said sliding her hand beneath the revealing material. "It's so sheer," she said with a dirty laugh. "Thank you, but I don't have anyone to wear this for after my no-good, son of a bitch, bastard of a husband divorced me for his teenage, whore of secretary, a woman with fake boobs, fake teeth, and fake hair," said Katherine with anger.
Michael patted his mother's hand.
"Take a breath mother. Relax. Have another sip of wine. Calm yourself," he said. "Even though it's understandable that you'll never forgive them but you need to finally forget them and move on with your life. It's been ten years."
Katherine took a breath before taking another sip of her wine and before looking at her sexy nightgown again. She looked from her nightgown to smile at her new daughter-in-law before looking back at her nightgown. Then, she looked from her nightgown to give her son a sexy smile and a naughty look before looking back at her nightgown again.
"It's so beautiful," she said looking as if she was going to cry. "It's so sexy. It's so sheer," she said again while holding the nightgown up to the light and looking at her new nightgown as if imagining herself wearing it. "This is something I've always admired but would never buy for myself."
She held the nightgown up to her while smiling at her new daughter-in-law. Then, she ran her hand beneath it again and seemed shocked by how transparent it was while smiling at her son. Nonetheless the sheerness of the nightgown, as if she was a young girl with her prom dress, she seemed pleased to own such a beautiful and sexy nightgown.
"Go try it on to see how it fits," said Ashley. As soon as Katherine left the table and disappeared in her bedroom, with her job in helping her husband sexually seduce his mother set, Ashley got up to leave. "Tell your mother that I got called into work and had to go. Have fun with your mother," she said giving her husband a kiss, a wink, and a dirty laugh. "I can't wait for you to tell me all the sexy details later tonight."
* * * * *
Several minutes later, when Katherine opened her bedroom door and stuck out her head, obviously expecting to see her daughter-in-law, her son was waiting for his mother's sexy and revealing, nightgown, fashion show. Michael had his dining room chair turned towards his mother's bedroom to watch his mother walk towards him in her sheer nightgown. He couldn't wait to see how much he could see of his mother. Ready to make his incestuous moves on his mother, once she was in her sexy nightgown, he wondered if she was drunk enough, horny enough, and lonely enough to give him sex.
"Well? Let me see how it looks on you, Mother," said Michael. "Ashley asked me to tell her how the nightgown fits. I can't wait to see how sexy you look wearing it," said Michael giving his mother a sexy smile.
She made a sour face while shaking her head from side-to-side as if she was a shy, little girl instead of his MILF of a mother.
"I'm sorry, Michael, but I can't do that," she said shaking her head again. "This nightgown is much too revealing. You'd see way too much of me," she said with a nervous, little laugh. She looked down at herself while still standing behind her bedroom door before looking up at her son. "You'd see more than I want you to see and I'd be so embarrassed to show you what you should never see of your mother. You'd see all of me," she said with a sexy giggle.
Michael made a face as if insulted.
"Oh, come on, Mother. It's just a nightgown," he said. "I've seen you in your nightgowns before."
Katherine scanned the living room with her eyes from behind her bedroom door.
"Where's Ashley? I thought she wanted to see me in the nightgown," she said with obvious disappointment mixed with sexually excitement that her son was eager to see her in such a revealing nightgown.
Michael gave his mother a sexy smile. With his wife not there and his mother more than a little tipsy, he hoped that she'd show him more of her MILF of a body now that they were alone. With his wife not there and his mother more than a little tipsy, maybe she'd make the first incestuous, sexual move. Maybe, he hoped, they'd have sex.
"She was called into work," he said. "She told me to thank you for a nice dinner and to say that she'll call you tomorrow to ask how you liked the nightgown," said Michael. "Come out in the light where I can see you. I want to see your beautiful nightgown, Mother. I want to see how it fits. I want to tell Ashley about your beautiful nightgown later tonight."
No doubt, due to her copious consumption of wine before, during, and after dinner, she overcame her shyness and modesty with her drunkenness. Swallowing her sexual inhibitions and casting her modesty aside, as if she was a shy lingerie model, she took a nervous step out of her bedroom. Perhaps, because Ashley wasn't there to voice her disapproval of her mother-in-law posing nearly naked in front of her son, she seemed more willing to expose her nakedness to her son. A game they both seemingly enjoyed playing, Michael smiled and stared at all that he could see of his mother while Katherine appeared nervously embarrassed over all that her son was seeing of her.
Michael knew that once she was in the light, with her nightgown so revealingly sheer, he'd see his mother as if she was naked. Indeed, as if she was naked and as if she was modeling the nightgown for a hoped-for role in one of Harvey Weinstein's movies, Katherine gingerly stepped further out of her bedroom. With the nightgown showing way too much of her naked body, obviously knowing that she was nakedly exposed, she covered the outline of her breasts and the impressions of her erect nipples with her forearm. Then, obviously, feeling naked, she covered the darker shadow of her exposed pubic hair with her hand.
As if she was his new bride instead of his mother, and this was their Honeymoon and the first time her husband seeing his wife in such a sexy, revealing nightgown, she stared at her son while he stared at his mother. Obviously, just as Katherine seemed sexually titillated that her son was seeing so very much of her nearly, naked body, Michael was incestuously excited to see so much of his mother's nearly, naked body. Obviously, now that he was alone with his inebriated and nearly, naked mother, with her appearing as willing and as horny as he was, mother and son were about to cross the incestuous line.
"Oh, Michael, I'm so embarrassed," she said obviously feigning her embarrassment while taking another step closer to her son.
Still a dozen feet away, she took another step closer. Had she not had nearly four glasses of wine, she'd never show herself to her son while wearing such a short, sexy, sheer, and revealing nightgown without covering her nakedness beneath a plush, terrycloth bathrobe. Had Ashley still been there, his mother never would have so brazenly exposed herself to her son. Then, when she walked closer and stood in the light, with Michael able to see the naked outline of his mother's beautiful body, she looked as if she was naked.
"Mom! That looks incredible on you. You look so beautiful," he said. As if she was a Victoria Secrets model but without the wings, Michael stared at all that he was seeing of his mother's sexy and shapely body. "You look so sexy."
As if she was naked and, basically, she was, she looked at her son with embarrassment mixed with sexual excitement. Denying Michael a clear view of the shape and outline of her naked breasts, the impressions of her erect nipples, and the darker shadow of her exposed pubic hair, Katherine continued morally and modestly covering her naked self with her hand and forearm. As if she was Lot's wife, Edith, frozen in place after being turned into a pillar of salt from Genesis 19:26, Sodom and Gomorrah destroyed, Katherine stood completely still. As if she was in shock and he was in awe, she stared at her son in the way that he stared at his mother.
Sexually inappropriate to show her son her naked body, he was equally as incestuously forbidden to see his mother's naked body. Yet, there she was posing and there he was leering. Judging by the sexually aroused look on her face, she obviously enjoyed the sexual attention that her son continued paying her by ogling all that he could see of her. They both continued staring at one another as if she was hypnotized and he was mesmerized. They continued staring at one another in silence and in sexual lust before she spoke again.
"I'm embarrassed for you to see me in something so sheer," she said obviously feigning her embarrassment while looking down at herself and before looking up at her son with lust. "I should have left my underwear on," she said with a nervous laugh. "If I knew it was only you without Ashley being here as our moral chaperone, I would have worn this over my bra and panties. You can see everything," she said with a nervous, little laugh while looking down at herself again before looking up at him.
She looked at her son as if wanting him and waiting for him to tell her that he, indeed, could see everything of his mother. Instead, now that he was married, showing her that he was above and beyond being sexually attracted to his mother, Michael made a face as if she had insulted him. He pretended that it was no big deal to see his nearly, naked mother. He acted as if he wasn't sexually attracted to her in the way that she was obviously sexually attracted to him.
"Oh, Mother. Your nightgown would have looked ridiculous over your bra and panties. Besides, what's the big deal? It's nothing that I haven't seen of you before," he said with a dirty laugh.
With her facial expressions confessing her true feelings, she looked at her son with as much sexual excitement as she looked at him with curiosity.
"Nothing that you haven't seen of me before?" She looked at him aghast. "What do you mean, it's nothing that you haven't see of me before?"
As if he was about to attack her, grope her, rape her, and have his wicked, sexual way with his mother's beautiful body, he leered at his inebriated mother. He continued staring at all that he could see of her nearly, naked body while she continued staring at her son as if watching for his reaction to all that he could see of her. While waiting for one or the other to make the next incestuous moved, they continued staring at one another.
* * * * *
"I've seen you in many of your sexy nightgowns without the modesty of a robe before," he said pausing to look at her as if she was naked. "With the light shining through your sheer nightgown to make you appear as if you're naked, I've seen you standing in the dark kitchen with the refrigerator door open. Again, with the light shining through your sheer nightgown to make you appear as if you're naked, I've seen you in the dark living room standing in front of the TV. As if you weren't wearing anything at all, I've seen you when the morning light illuminates your sheer nightgown as you open the drapes in your bedroom and in the living room," said Michael.
Obviously, by her shocked look of surprise, never suspecting that she had exposed her nearly, naked body to her son before, Katherine looked as ashamed as she looked embarrassed. Again, with her facial expressions morphing to reveal her true feelings, she looked as mortified as she suddenly looked sexually excited. Obviously by her own unthinking and unaware immoral immodesty when wearing her sheer nightgowns without the modesty of a bathrobe while in front of her son, his mother's mouth fell open by whatever sexual thoughts that she was obviously thinking.
If he didn't know any better, with his mother standing before him in a sexy, sheer nightgown now, he'd think that she was an exhibitionist. If he didn't know any better, even with her covering the outline and the shape of her breasts with her forearm and the shadow of her pubic hair with her hand, he'd think that she wanted him to see all that she was showing. With him an incestuous voyeur, how hot would that be if his mother was a sexual exhibitionist?
"What could you possibly see of me?" She made a face as if she thought he was lying. She made a face as if she didn't believe him. As if she was playing a sexy game of truth of dare, she asked him to tell her all that he imagined seeing of her. "I was wearing my nightgown in a dark room. Surely, what you saw was what you imagined seeing," she said with some satisfaction.
As if he had hidden pinhole cameras in his mother's bedroom and/or bathroom to spy on her dressing and/or undressing, Michael gave his mother a knowing look while she looked at him embarrassed, albeit sexually aroused.
"Apparently, Mother, you were unaware that when you stand in a darkened room in front of the refrigerator, the TV, or a bay window, the light illuminates you and shines through your nightgown as if you're standing there naked?" He paused to watch her reaction to his confession of seeing her as if she was naked. "I've already seen everything you own dozens of times," he said with a dirty laugh and a smug smile while adding to her obvious, sexual excitement. "There's not an inch of your naked body that I haven't already seen. If I was an artist, I could paint your nude form from memory."
With her nightgown so very transparent, as if she was wearing colored cellophane or nothing at all, obviously knowing that he could see all of her, she continued covering her breasts with her forearm and her pussy with her hand. Instead of returning to her room to change out of her nightgown, it was as if she wanted him to see her nearly, naked body. Michael wondered what his mother was thinking. He wondered how he could persuade her to remove her arm from her breasts and her hand from her pussy. He'd love to see all of his mother through her sheer nightgown.
"That's so shocking, Michael," she said obviously embarrassed and sexually excited at the same time by her son's incestuous, voyeuristic confession of all that he had seen of his mother.
He made a face and shrugged as if seeing his naked mother was no big deal.
"Oh, mother, what's the big deal? We're both consenting adults," he said giving her a reassuring smile.
She looked at him while biting her lip as if she wanted to say something but thought better of it before deciding just to blurt it. Obviously, it was the wine giving her the courage to say what she was about to say to her son. Obviously, it was the wine giving her the courage to show her son as much as he was hoping to see of her beautiful body.
"I suppose you masturbated over all that you imagined seeing of me when I stood in front of the fridge, the TV, and the bay windows. I supposed you had a good, sexual time ogling my nearly, naked body at my expense," she said.
He gave his mother a dirty smile and a naughty look before confessing his incestuous lust for her.
"I did, Mother," he said pausing as if thinking how very many times he masturbated while imagining his mother naked and having sex with her naked body. "I can't even count how many times that I masturbated over seeing your naked tits, your naked ass, and your naked pussy," he said without shame or embarrassment.
As if he had just stripped her naked, he stared at her with incestuous lust while she stared at him in shock.
"Oh, my," she said with her mouth falling open again in obvious sexual arousal.
Yet, not done with telling his mother all that he had already seen of her, and with him telling her what he had already seen of her obviously sexually arousing her, he hoped that she'd show him more of herself now. He hoped that he could sexually aroused her enough for her to lower her forearm from her breasts and her hand from her pussy. He hoped that he could that he could make her horny enough for her to give him incestuous sex.
* * * * *
"I've seen you in your bra and panties, Mother," he said pausing to watch her reaction to him saying that he had seen her in her bra and panties. "I've seen you topless," he said pausing again to watch her reaction to him admitting to having seen her naked breasts. "Matter of fact, I've seen you naked numerous times," he said with a sexually excited smile as if he was remembering and replaying in his mind all that he had seen of his sexy, naked mother.



As if they were already in bed naked together and he was giving her sexy, pillow talk, he not only confessed all that he had seen of his mother but also, he confessed that he had masturbated over all that he had seen of her. As if trying to process all that he had said, she looked at him with shocked confusion through her alcohol, glazed eyes before looking at him with a glimmer of sexual excitement. He wondered, again, what she was thinking. He wondered if he was making his mother as wet and sexually excited with his voyeuristic, sexual confession as he was making himself hard and horny by confessing all that he had seen of his mother.
He wished she'd move her forearm down for him to see the shape and the outline of her naked breasts, her brown areolas, and her pink nipples. He wished she'd remove her hand for him to see the dark shadow of her brown, trimmed, pubic hair. He wondered again if his mother was as sexually excited as he was. He wondered again if her nipples were erect and her pussy was as wet as his cock was hard.
Nonetheless, his incestuous, sexual confession, she looked at him as if she didn't believe him. She looked at him as if he was making up that he had seen her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. She gave him a look that he had never seen on his mother's face before. She looked at him as if she wanted to show him all that he told her that he had already seen of her. Only, he wasn't lying. He had already seen his mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked many times.
"When did you see me in my bra and panties?" She paused as if trying to remember when he may have seen her in her bra and panties. "When did you ever see me topless?" She paused again as if trying to remember when he may have seen her naked breasts. "Oh, my God, I don't remember you seeing me naked." She paused again as if trying to remember through her alcohol induced haze when her son may have seen her naked. "I surely would have remembered you seeing me naked, Michael," she said with certainty and embarrassment mixed with another glimmer of sexual excitement that involuntarily flashed across her face.
Michael made a face as if his mother thought that he was lying about seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. He couldn't tell if she didn't believe him, couldn't remember exposing herself to him, or if she was playing a sexy game to get him to recount all that he saw of her. Something he'd never forget and would always remember for the rest of his life, his favorite sexual thing to do was masturbating over his mother whenever seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
"We lived together, Mom," he said with a shrug and a smug smile. "After Dad left and you started drinking, you weren't as careful with your modesty. Whenever you drank, you relaxed your sexual inhibitions," he said with a dirty laugh.
She looked at him as if he had just slapped her across her face.
"Oh, my God," she said in an embarrassed whisper.
He smiled while enjoying the moment of telling his mother all that he had seen of her.
"Usually just from your bedroom to the bathroom or from the bathroom to your bedroom, you walked around the house in your underwear many times," he said pausing to watch her reaction. "You dressed and undressed with your bedroom door open plenty of times too," he said and again pausing to watch her reaction. "Moreover, when you were drunk and fell asleep on the couch, I carried you to bed," he said staring at her as if he was undressing her again now. "I undressed you and put you to bed more than once."
Katherine looked at her son with shock as if trying to remember him seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. She looked at him with embarrassment as if trying to remember her being drunk enough to fall asleep on the couch and for him to carry her to bed. She looked at him as if trying to remember him undressing her. As if she was standing before him naked now instead of wearing a sexy nightgown, she looked at him with shame and embarrassment as much as he looked at her with sexual excitement and incestuous lust.
"Pray tell," she said with attitude as if she, perhaps, suspected that her son may have sexually violated her.
Instead of looking at him with shame and embarrassment, she looked at him as if she was taunting him and teasing him to give her all the sexy details in sexual, pillow talk. Then, as if rethinking what she was about to say while biting her lip, she paused while Michael stared at his mother as if he was enjoying seeing her a little drunk and a lot vulnerable. Something else she'd never say unless she had been drinking and was a little drunk, she pried him for forbidden, sexual information.
"Pray tell, what, Mother," he asked with a laugh while waiting for his mother to ask her question?
Doubling down, she asked him the questions that he couldn't wait to give her the answers.
* * * * *
"Tell me, I want to know," she said pausing to look at him in the way that he was leering at her. "When I was drunk and/or sleeping, what did you do when you were undressing me?"
She paused while staring at him as if she was, perhaps, imagining him groping her and/or having sex with her naked body.
"What did I do?" He laughed while knowing exactly what he had done. "What do you mean, what did I do?"
Playing Mickey the Dunce, he knew exactly what his mother meant. He'd rather have her ask the question. He wanted to hear her verbalized her sexual suspicions that he felt her, groped her, and/or had sex with her drunken and sleeping body.
"Tell me. I want to know. Did you just stare at my naked body or did you touch me, feel me, and grope me too?"
She stared at him with embarrassment mixed with anger albeit infused with sexual excitement.
"Mom," he said.
Even though he was sexually excited that they were having this incestuously arousing, sexual conversation, he suddenly felt ashamed and embarrassed for all that he did to his mother while she was drunk and sleeping.
"Tell me. I want to know," she said again while pressuring him for more information. "Did you have sex with me? Did you have sex with your sleeping, drunken mother, Michael," she said raising her voice as if scolding him?
Again, she looked at him with shame and embarrassment mixed with sexual excitement. Knowing that his mother, his sister, and his wife were all whores, he gave her a sexy smile. Obviously, with her unable to conceal her sexual lust for him, she was sexually playing him as much as he was incestuously playing her. With her obviously sexually excited over wanting to hear the details of him carrying her to bed and undressing her, he suspected that he'd be having incestuous sex with his mother.
"I may have slid my hand across your naked breast," he said with a shrug and a laugh. "Being that you were drunk, sleeping, and naked, Mother, I may have felt your naked breasts, felt your naked ass, fingered your naked nipples, and fingered your naked pussy. Being that I was a little drunk too, I may have put my naked penis in your hand and forced you to stroke me by moving your hand with my hand. I may have slowly slid my cock along your sleeping lips," he said. "What son wouldn't do that to his beautiful, sleeping, and drunken mother when he had the chance," he said without apology or shame?
Katherine's mouth fell open with as much shock as it fell open with sexual excitement.
"Michael! Oh, my God. How could you sexually violate me? Why would you touch me, feel me, and finger me when I was the most vulnerable, drunk and sleeping? I'm your mother. You practically raped me," she said. Then, she looked at him as if he was kidding. "Bad enough you put your erect penis in my hand but I can't believe you slid your penis across my lips," she said. "You'd never do anything like that to me," she said before giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile as if hoping he would again now. "Would you?"
He looked at her and returned her naughty smile with his naughty smile.
"Sorry but I would and I did, Mother," he said with a dirty laugh. "I touched and felt your naked, drunken, and sleeping body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother's naked, drunken, and sleeping body."
As if trying to remember all that he had admitted that he had done, she looked confused. She looked at him with embarrassment and shame before sexual excitement took hold of her emotions and her facial expression again. In the forbidden look she gave her son, obviously, she was sexually aroused. Obviously, she was horny. Obviously, she was sexually frustrated. Obviously, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
"I only wish I could remember," she said with a dirty laugh and as if talking to herself. Perhaps, goading him and daring him to touch and feel her again, right here and right now, she said what she was obviously thinking and what he so wanted to hear. "If I hadn't been sleeping," she said pausing.
He looked at his mother while waiting for her to finish her thought. Then, when she didn't say what she was thinking, he asked her.
"If you hadn't been sleeping, what mother? What were you going to say?"
She looked at him as if rethinking what she was about to say before blurting it out anyway.
"Had I been awake, when you slowly slid your penis across my lips," she said pausing again. Then, again, as if talking to herself, she said what she was thinking. "I may have taken you in my mouth," she said in a whisper and as if she was still talking to herself. "I may have blown you. I may have sucked you and allowed you to cum in my mouth."
* * * * *
He was shocked by what his mother just said. Had she been awake when he slowly slid his penis across her lips, she may have taken him in her mouth. Had she been awake, she may have blown him. He couldn't believe it when she said, had she been awake, she may have sucked his prick and allowed him to cum in her mouth. Always hoping that she did and sexually fantasizing she did while masturbating himself, he never really thought that his mother sucked cock. He never imagined her giving his father a blowjob. He was as shocked as he was sexually excited that she had been thinking about blowing him.
Now that he had her where he wanted her, the rest was up to him. Making his incestuous move, Michael walked to his mother. He looked in her brown eyes with his brown eyes, took her in his arms, and did something that he always wanted to do. He kissed her. He kissed his mother. He gave her a real kiss and not just a peck that he gave her on her birthday, Christmas, New Year's Eve, and on Valentine's Day.
Surprising him, obviously with her not to be outdone, she returned his kiss with her kiss. She parted his lips in the way that he fantasized doing to her lips when masturbating himself as an 18-year-old teenager. Now, that he was a 24-year-old, just married man, he couldn't believe his mother was French kissing him. He couldn't believe that he was French kissing his mother in the way that he had French kissed his newly, wedded wife at their wedding reception.
"With you giving me the perfect opportunity to do so and with me always sexually attracted to you, why wouldn't I touch you, feel you, and finger you while undressing you, Mother? Aside from you being my mother, you're a beautiful and sexy woman," he said sliding a slow hand across his mother's nearly naked, nightgown clad ass. "I've always been sexually attracted to you," he said squeezing her ass through her nightgown.
When she didn't stop him from groping her, he continued feeling her ass and squeezing her ass through her nightgown. For a 48-year-old, mature woman, she had a nice, shapely, round, and firm ass. With most women her age already given up on men, his mother still had a sexy figure. With most women her age indulging themselves by overeating, he hoped his mother would overindulge herself by having incestuous sex with him. He'd love nothing better than to have incestuous sex with his mother.
"I had no idea I had been flashing you my naked body," she said as if she didn't know that he could see her naked body through her sheer and practically see-through nightgowns. "I don't remember you carrying me to bed, undressing me, and touching and feeling me where no son should ever touch and feel their mother," she said with a sexy laugh and with sexual excitement that she was unable to hide from him.
She looked at him with sexual frustration in the way that he looked at her with incestuous horniness. With one waiting for the other to make their incestuously, sexual move, they stared at one another as if they were virginal teenagers. It was one thing to kiss and grope a mature, sexy woman while she was wearing her sheer nightgown but it was another thing to kiss and grope his mother. With them being mother and son, delaying their sexual seduction, seemingly made for an awkward moment.
"Before seeing as much of you as I have, I can't tell you how many times I masturbated over imagining seeing you in your bra and panties, topless, and naked while imagining having sex with your beautiful body," said Michael. "I've always fantasized about seeing you naked. I've always fantasized about making love to your naked body."
With them both treading uncharted, incestuous ground, she returned his sexy look and naughty smile with her sexy look and naughty smile.
"Oh, Michael, I swear, if you weren't my son, with me drunk and horny enough to do so, I'd have sex with your right here and right now," she said. Obviously playing him and daring him to sexually touch her and feel her, she stared at him with sexual lust while he stared at her with incestuous horniness. "I'd make love to you before fucking you," she said standing on her toes to whisper her incestuous words in his ear. "If you weren't my son," she said slurring her words, "I'd suck your cock and allow you to cum in my mouth."
Perhaps, not even knowing what she was saying, the alcohol that obviously flooded her brain loosened her tongue and removed her sexual inhibitions. Taking her dare, Michael ran a slow hand across her breast while she stared down at his hand. As if he was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover instead of her son, he felt his mother's big breast through her thin nightgown. He stopped fondling her breast to finger her already erect nipple. Then, pulling, turning, twisting, pinching, and squeezing her nipple through her nightgown, he felt her other breast and nipple while French kissing his mother again.
"I've always loved your big tits, Mother," he said feeling her breasts and fondling her breasts while fingering her nipples through her nightgown.
Then, with him having no shame and with her having no modesty and or sexual inhibitions, he put a finger at the top of her nightgown. When she didn't stop him from doing so, he pulled her low-cut nightgown open and peered inside to stare his mother's naked tits. Not stopping there, again, when she didn't stop him, he stuck his hand inside her nightgown to feel and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect, naked nipples.
"Oh, Michael," she said swooning to him touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts and while fingering, pulling, turning, twisting, pinching, and squeezing her naked nipples.
He kissed her again while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples.
"My being your son shouldn't stop us from being sexually intimate," he said staring at his mother with incestuous lust. "We're consenting adults who love one another. What difference should if make if we're mother and son?"
When she didn't answer him and when she didn't resist his incestuous touches and his sexual seduction, he took his mother by her hand. When she didn't stop him, he took her to her bedroom. Once in her bedroom, he French kissed her again. Then, he reached his horny hand down to the hem of her nightgown and, in one fluid move, he removed his mother's nightgown before stripping himself naked.
* * * * *
"Oh, my God, Michael," she said in a delayed reaction while taking her a moment to realize that she was naked. "I'm naked. You stripped me naked," she said staring down at herself. She feebly covered her naked breasts with her forearm and her naked pussy with her hand again. "We shouldn't be doing this? I'm your mother and you're my son," she said.
Yet, not stopping him, he removed her forearm from her naked breasts and her hand from her naked pussy. As if sexually excited that she was naked in front of her son, she erected her posture and pushed her shoulders back. She took a deep breath while pushing out her chest as if she was about to face a firing squad.
Then, as if she was proud of her naked breasts and happy to expose her topless and naked self to her son, she no longer made a move to conceal her nakedness from him. Now, instead of looking embarrassed and ashamed, she looked at her son with sexual lust and erotic passion in the way that he stared at her with incestuous horniness and lustful desire. He rolled his eyes and sighed.
"If we're anything, Mother, we're a man and a woman who love one another. Besides, this is something that I should have done years ago," he said kissing her again. "I should have given you what you so wanted and what you so needed when Dad left."
She looked at him with curiosity.
"And what's that?" She looked at him confused. "What should you have given me when Dad left?"
He smiled while reaching a hand behind her to feel her naked ass and his other hand in front of her to feel her naked breast.
"I should have given you sex. I should have given you a Happy Valentine's Day, Mom, years ago. I'm here for you now. Incestuous sex is my belated Valentine's Day gift to you. Happy Valentine's Day, Mom," he said leaning in to kiss her again.
She looked at him with as much horror as she looked at him with sexual excitement.
"Michael," she said giving his chest a straight arm and turning her lips away from him. "We shouldn't be doing this. This is wrong. This is incest. This is nasty. This is illegal," she said giving all the reasons but obviously not believing any of them.
Michael smiled at his mother in the way that he smiled at his wife when he proposed that he wanted her to participate in the swinging lifestyle. He smiled at his mother in the way that he smiled at his wife when he told her that he wanted her to have sex with other men and women. Michael smiled at his mother in the way that he smiled at his wife when he proposed that she needed to have sex with all the men that they owed money to satisfy their wedding debts.
"You need to get laid, Mom. You need to make love. You need me to give you a good fucking. I need to give you multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock," he said with a dirty laugh. "I should have given you hot, incestuous sex as soon as I turned eighteen," he said kissing her again and again.
Instead of stopping him from kissing her, instead of denying him her lips and her tongue, she swooned. She returned his French kisses with her French kisses. She returned his incestuous passion with her sexual passion. Then, not stopping there, she reached down to take his erection in her hand. His mother wrapped her fingers around his cock and held his erect prick in his hand while he felt her big tits with his hands and fingered her erect nipples with his fingers.
'Oh, my God! I can't believe I'm making out with my MILF of a mother,' he thought. 'I can't believe she's returning my French kisses with her French kisses. I can't believe she allowed me to feel her ass, fondle her tits, and finger her nipples. I can't believe she's holding my naked prick in her soft, motherly hand.'
Putty in his arms, he watched his mother swoon while breathing through her mouth instead of through her nose. Obviously, he had sexually excited her enough for her to want to want to sexually excite him. Obviously, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.



"Oh, Michael, I've been so lonely, so horny, and so sexually frustrated. Now, that I'm a little drunk, I don't have the self-control to resist you from having your wicked, sexual way with my naked body," she said as if daring him again to touch her and feel her where no son should ever touch and feel their naked mother. "Do with me what you must," she said as if she was a damsel in distress and he as an evil villain, Bill Cosby or Harvey Weinstein, ready to rape her already naked body.
She leaned her head back and threw her arms out to her side as if she was being nailed to a cross. When she leaned back in his arms like that, with her nipples erect and pushing through her thin nightgown, leaving two, big, wet spots, Michael leaned forward and sucked his mother's nipples through her nightgown. As if he was a pirate who had taken a sexy wench, he was ready to have his wicked, incestuous, sexual way with his MILF of a mother.
Surprising her, as soon as he sucked her tits, first one and then the other, she squirmed. She regained her posture by standing up straight again but not her composure. Instead, she put a hand behind her son's head and pushed his mouth to her breast. Obviously, his mother wanted him to suck her nipples. Then, when he nibbled her nipple and reached his other hand down to finger her already wet pussy, her mouth fell open with sexual excitement.
"I'm going to make love to you, Mother, and then, I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to fuck you hard and I'm going to fuck you fast. I'm not going to stop humping you and fucking you until you scream my name and cum," he said.
She stared in his eyes and smiled her approval at her son wanting to make love to her before fucking her. Obviously, she needed to get laid. Obviously, she wanted a good fuck. Obviously, what she wanted and needed was her son's big, hard cock. Obviously, judging her by what she said next, what she wanted and needed was to have multiple, sexual orgasms.
"Before you make love to me," she said as if embarrassed. She leaned forward to whisper in his ear. Eat my pussy, Michael. Finger my cunt while licking my cunt. It's been so very long since I've had oral sex. Make me cum, Michael. Make me cum with your tongue. I need to cum in your mouth, my son's mouth," she said breathlessly. "If you make me cum with your tongue and fingers, I'll make you cum with my hand and mouth," she said.
* * * * *
As if she was delicately breakable, Michael gently pushed his mother back on her bed. While kissing her, French kissing her, he touched and felt his mother everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. Obviously, with her wanting to have some sexual fun herself, Katherine put her hand on her son's naked cock. As soon as she held her son's erect prick in her hand again, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers tighter around his stiff prick and slowly stroked him.
'My mother is stroking my cock. I can't believe my mother is giving me a hand job,' thought Michael.
Then, when he moved higher up on the bed, she moved lower down on her bed. Something he never thought his mother would ever do, she took him in her mouth. His mother was sucking his erect prick while stroking his erect prick. He couldn't believe his mother was blowing him.
'Oh, my God,' thought Michael. 'My sexual fantasy come true, I can't believe my mother is stroking me while sucking me. I can't believe my mother is blowing me. I can't wait to cum in her beautiful mouth. Not yet,' he thought while trying to think of something else, anything else not to prematurely cum in his mother's mouth. 'I need to eat my mother's cunt first. I need to lick and finger her pussy. I need to make her cum,' he thought. 'Then, I need to make slow love to her before fucking her fast and fucking her hard.'
Michael stared down at her with his brown eyes while she stared up at him with her brown eyes and with his hard, hairy, erect prick in his mother's beautiful mouth.
"Oh, Mom. That feels so good. Suck me, Mom. Blow me," said Michael to his mother. "My prick belongs in your mouth."
She gave him a stern look while removing his cock from her mouth to speak.
"Please don't call me Mom while I have your prick in my mouth," she said with a dirty laugh. "As if I'm your girlfriend, your wife, or your lover, call me Katherine."
She took his prick in her mouth again and sucked her son while stroking him.
"Okay, Katherine," he said. "Suck my cock, Katherine. Blow me," he said.
While she sucked his prick, he felt her big tits and fingered her erect nipples. Then, he removed his cock from her mouth. Not wanting to cum just yet, he moved between her legs. As if he was a gynecologist doing a gynecological exam, his mother raised her legs and spread her knees. He couldn't believe his mother was exposing her naked cunt to him. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's brown, trimmed and glistening wet, pink pussy.
In the way she stroked his cock, he fingered his mother's pussy. In the way that she sucked his prick, he licked his mother's pussy. He couldn't believe he was eating his mother's cunt. Something he never thought would ever happen, he couldn't believe she was allowing him to have oral sex with her.
"Oh, Michael. Michael. That feels so good. Please don't stop licking me. Please, don't stop fingering me. Please don't stop. You're getting me so very sexually aroused," she said squirming all over the bed while breathing heavily through her open mouth. "You're making me so wet."
Michael continued licking his mother's pussy while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her cunt with his other finger. In the way that women make cock sucking, slurping sounds to make men think that they're enjoying sucking their cocks as much as the men are enjoying having their cocks sucked, Michael made pussy licking sounds. He wanted his mother to know that he enjoyed eating her cunt as much as she obviously enjoyed her son licking her pussy.
"Uma, uma, uma," he said while licking his mother. "Uma, uma, uma. Cum, Katherine, cum. Cum in my mouth. Cum, Katherine, cum. Uma, uma, uma," he said.
He licked her faster. He licked her harder. He fingered her deeper. He rubbed her clit faster and harder while fingering her pussy deeper.
"Uma, uma, uma. Uma, uma, uma," he exhaled his hot breath on his mother's set cunt. "Uma, uma, uma. Uma, uma, uma. Cum, Mom, cum. Cum in my mouth, Mother."
As soon as he called her Mom and Mother instead of Katherine, she became even more sexually excited. She grabbed two handfuls of his hair and mashed his face in her sopping wet pussy. She rubbed her face all over her cunt. He has his mother's vaginal secretions all over his face. Then, with her not having had oral sex or any sexual contact with a man in a decade, it didn't take her long to cum.
Obviously, she was so horny. Obviously, she was so sexually frustrated. Obviously, she was so ready. Obviously, she was so sexually excited that her son was fingering her, licking her, and ready to make her cum by giving her oral sex. Obviously, with her not stopping him from eating her but encouraging her instead, she was as sexually attracted to her son as he was incestuously attracted to his mother.
"Michael, oh, Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming. Michael, I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. Don't stop. Please, don't stop. Lick me faster. Rub me harder. Just don't stop licking me. Please don't stop fingering me," she said. "I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming."
With his tongue licking her as if it was motorized and with his finger fucking her as if it was his surrogate cock, he rubbed his mother's clit harder while pressing on her bean.
"Cum, Katherine, cum," he said. "Cum, Mom, cum."
Once again, as soon as he called her Mom, she stiffened her legs and tightened her body before screaming out his name in sexual pleasure.
"Michael! Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. I can't believe how happy you've made me," she said. "Oh, God, that feels so fucking good, so fucking good."
* * * * *
Then, as if deflated, she fell silent. As soon as she had an orgasm from her son giving her oral sex, not even allowing her to bask in the afterglow of having a sexual orgasm, he mounted her. Something he thought he'd never do, especially after getting married, he couldn't believe he mounted his mother. He couldn't believe his mother allowed him to mount her. He couldn't believe he was about to make love with his mother.
Instead of rejecting him by pushing him away, she reached down for him to slide his dick inside of her. Obviously, she wanted him to make love to her as much as he wanted to make love to her. Obviously, she was as eager to fuck her son as much as he was eager to fuck his mother.
He gently humped his mother to slowly slide his stiff prick deeper inside of her. Then, he humped her a little faster and a little harder. As soon as he humped her a little harder and a little faster, she returned his harder and faster humps with her harder and faster humps. Building their rhythm, as if they were the couple who just got married and were on their honeymoon, he made sweet, slow love to his mother before he fucked his mother fast and hard.
Fucking his mother faster, he fucked his mother harder. Fucking his mother harder, he fucked his mother deeper. He fucked his mother as fast, as hard, and as deep as he fucked his wife. Something he had always imagined doing when masturbating, he couldn't believe he was fucking his mother and she was fucking him. It was one thing for him to fantasize fucking his mother while masturbating but it was something else to really fuck his mother.
She returned his fast, hard, and deep humps with her fast, hard, and deep humps. Again, another thing he imagined while masturbating, he still couldn't believe his mother was fucking him. He couldn't believe that his mother sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her. Determined to get her to cum a second time, literally pounding her pussy in the mattress, he wanted to give his mother the fucking of her life. He wanted his mother to be happy instead of being so sad. In the way that he had given her a sexual orgasm with his fingers and tongue, he wanted to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock.
"Oh, Michael. Michael. Don't stop. Hump me harder. Hump me faster. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck your mother," she said collapsing in bed as if she had been shot. She stayed like that with the both panting and sweating until she spoke again. "Good God, Michael. Good God. That was unbelievable. That was so unbelievable," she said kissing him. "That was the best sex I ever had in my life."
As soon as she had her second orgasm, again, instead of enjoying the afterglow of sex, she was ready to return the sexual favor. Not wasting any precious time, she moved her mouth down to her son's erect prick in the way that he moved his mouth down to his mother's wet cunt. Obviously, with her daughter out on a date, she could be home any minute. Stroking him while sucking him, she was determined to get him to cum in her mouth. Katherine wanted her son to cum in her mouth as much as Michael wanted to cum in his mother's mouth. She stroked him harder and faster while sucking him deeper.
"Cum, Michael. Cum. Cum in my mouth. It's okay," she said temporarily moving his cock from her mouth to speak. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste your cum. I want to swallow your cum. Cum, Michael, cum. Cum in Mommy's mouth," she said.
Especially with her encouragement, and with her stroking him harder and faster, it didn't take him long to orally accommodate his mother. He ejaculated a huge load of his cum in his mother's mouth, cum that he was saving for his wife. Instead of spitting him out, she not only swallowed him but also, she licked him clean. His mother obviously sexually enjoyed stroking and sucking her son's prick as much as he incestuously enjoyed fingering and licking his mother's cunt and as much as he enjoyed his mother blowing him. Obviously, his mother enjoyed her son making love and fucking her as much as he enjoyed making love and fucking his mother.
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter 02:
Then, as if deflated, she fell silent. As soon as she had an orgasm from her son giving her oral sex, not even allowing her to bask in the afterglow of having a sexual orgasm, he mounted her. Something he thought he'd never do, especially after getting married, he couldn't believe he mounted his mother. He couldn't believe his mother allowed him to mount her. He couldn't believe he was about to make love with his mother.
Instead of rejecting him by pushing him away, she reached down for him to slide his dick inside of her. Obviously, she wanted him to make love to her as much as he wanted to make love to her. Obviously, she was as eager to fuck her son as much as he was eager to fuck his mother.
He gently humped his mother to slowly slide his stiff prick deeper inside of her. Then, he humped her a little faster and a little harder. As soon as he humped her a little harder and a little faster, she returned his harder and faster humps with her harder and faster humps. Building their rhythm, as if they were the couple who just got married and were on their honeymoon, he made sweet, slow love to his mother before he fucked his mother fast and hard.
Fucking his mother faster, he fucked his mother harder. Fucking his mother harder, he fucked his mother deeper. He fucked his mother as fast, as hard, and as deep as he fucked his wife. Something he had always imagined doing when masturbating, he couldn't believe he was fucking his mother and she was fucking him. It was one thing for him to fantasize fucking his mother while masturbating but it was something else to really fuck his mother.
She returned his fast, hard, and deep humps with her fast, hard, and deep humps. Again, another thing he imagined while masturbating, he still couldn't believe his mother was fucking him. He couldn't believe that his mother sexually wanted him as much as he incestuously wanted her. Determined to get her to cum a second time, literally pounding her pussy in the mattress, he wanted to give his mother the fucking of her life. He wanted his mother to be happy instead of being so sad. In the way that he had given her a sexual orgasm with his fingers and tongue, he wanted to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock.
"Oh, Michael. Michael. Don't stop. Hump me harder. Hump me faster. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck your mother," she said collapsing in bed as if she had been shot. She stayed like that with the both panting and sweating until she spoke again. "Good God, Michael. Good God. That was unbelievable. That was so unbelievable," she said kissing him. "That was the best sex I ever had in my life."
As soon as she had her second orgasm, again, instead of enjoying the afterglow of sex, she was ready to return the sexual favor. Not wasting any precious time, she moved her mouth down to her son's erect prick in the way that he moved his mouth down to his mother's wet cunt. Obviously, with her daughter out on a date, she could be home any minute. Stroking him while sucking him, she was determined to get him to cum in her mouth. Katherine wanted her son to cum in her mouth as much as Michael wanted to cum in his mother's mouth. She stroked him harder and faster while sucking him deeper.
"Cum, Michael. Cum. Cum in my mouth. It's okay," she said temporarily moving his cock from her mouth to speak. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste your cum. I want to swallow your cum. Cum, Michael, cum. Cum in Mommy's mouth," she said.
Especially with her encouragement, and with her stroking him harder and faster, it didn't take him long to orally accommodate his mother. He ejaculated a huge load of his cum in his mother's mouth, cum that he was saving for his wife. Instead of spitting him out, she not only swallowed him but also, she licked him clean. His mother obviously sexually enjoyed stroking and sucking her son's prick as much as he incestuously enjoyed fingering and licking his mother's cunt and as much as he enjoyed his mother blowing him. Obviously, his mother enjoyed her son making love and fucking her as much as he enjoyed making love and fucking his mother.
Chapter 03:
The next day, two days after Valentine's Day and two days after their wedding day, with no time to waste, now that he had sex with his mother, Katherine, Ashley was busy arranging for him to have sex with his sister, Christine. Michael was on a tight time table. The creditors were calling for their money but Ashley wouldn't arrange to barter sex with them in exchange for them forgiving their wedding expenses until Michael satisfied his end of the bargain. She wouldn't agree to have sex with any of them until he had sex with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister.
"As my gift to you, Christine," said Ashley to Michael's sister. "For helping with the wedding, in repayment of your kindness, I wanted to spoil you with a day of luxury. I bought you special bath oils, lotions, and cremes for you to take a luxurious bath," said Ashley handing her sister-in-law a giftwrapped basket of toiletries. "Then, when you've finished luxuriating yourself, I'm going to give you a full body, massage," said Ashley to her new sister-in-law.
Christine smiled while blushing before chucking over what she was obviously going to say next.
"If only you were a man or if only we were both lesbian, Ashley," she said with a sigh. "I'd more enjoy you giving me a full body, naked massage," she said with a giggle. "I'm embarrassed to admit and I hope you won't take this the wrong way," said Christine with a pause. "I wish it was Michael offering me a full body massage, instead of you. I'd more prefer him giving me a full body, naked massage, one with a happy ending," she said with a dirty laugh.
Ashley waved her hand at her sister-in-law.
"No offense taken. Michael is a very handsome man. All my friends envy me. I'm sure they wished that he'd give them a full body, naked massage too, one with a happy ending," she Ashley with a dirty laugh.
Christine smiled at her sister-in-law.
"Yet, I won't insult you by not accepting your gift and wonderful offer for a massage. I can't wait to take a luxurious bath and receive a full body massage, too," said Christine.
Fortunately for Michael, the women in this family, Ashley, his wife, Katherine, his mother, Christine, his sister, Anne, Ashley's mother, and Julie, her sister, were all whores. Doubting it before but assured of it now, after already having sexual success with his mother, he knew that all four women were sexually attracted to him by the way they looked at him and flirted with him. Especially with Ashley's help, now that his confidence was boosted by seducing his mother, it wouldn't be hard for him to seduce his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law too. Then, Ashley would so her part by having sex with all of their creditors in exchange for full payment of their wedding expenses.
Ashley readied Christine's bath and as if she was a handmaiden or her maid in waiting. She helped her sister-in-law off with her bathrobe and helped her in the tub. Then, when Christine finished luxuriating in her bath, Ashley helped dry her and assisted in helping her on with her bathrobe. She led Michael's sister inside her bedroom and helped her off with her bathrobe again.
Something that men would never do with other men, women routinely did with other women. They see one another in their panties and bra, topless, and/or naked. They don't think twice about going in a dressing room together and seeing another woman indisposed and/or without their clothes. Whenever they're out and about on the town or in a restaurant, they even go to the bathroom together. Again, unless they were gay, something a man would never do with another man, pee together or help towel dry him after taking a shower, women always did with other women.
Christine climbed on the massage table, a table that Ashley brought with her and setup. She was naked. Then, leaving her naked, Ashley left the room. She didn't even cover her sister-in-law's naked body with a towel. She left the room once her sister-in-law was naked so that Michael could take her place.
* * * * *
Before leaving Christine alone, Ashley dimmed the lights to their lowest setting and put on some soft, relaxing music. Then, she squirted warm oil on Christine's shoulders, back, and legs. Making their transition seamless with Ashley leaving as Michael entered, he rubbed and kneaded his sister' naked body. As if he was a professionally trained and licensed massage therapist, Michael continued rubbing the warm oils all over his naked sister's shoulders, her arms, her back, and her legs.
Even in the dim light, as if he was peeping on her while she was sunbathing in the nude, he could see her round, firm, naked ass. Yet, this wasn't just any woman. This was his sexy sister, Christine. He wondered what her reaction would be to her brother massaging her naked body. Either she'd be angry or sexually excited. He hoped for the latter rather than the former.
The first time seeing his big sister naked, he couldn't wait until she turned to lay on her back. In the way that he saw his mother's naked tits, ass, and pussy, he couldn't wait to see his sister's naked tits, ass, and pussy. He'd love to compare his sister's naked body to his mother's naked body. Again, he wondered what his sister's reaction to him seeing her without her clothes would be. He wondered if she'd be shocked, embarrassed, angry, or sexually excited.
After having sex with his naked mother, he couldn't believe he was massaging his naked sister while hoping to have sex with her too. Something he always masturbated over, he always wanted to see his MILF of a mother naked and to have sex with her naked body. Something he always masturbated over, he always wanted to see his sexy sister naked and to have sex with her naked body, too. Now, here saw both women naked within a day, he couldn't believe that he was on the precipice of having sex with his sexy sister today tonight in the way that he had sex with his naked mother last night.
While pretending that he was Ashley, and with Christine lying on her stomach with her face hidden in the face cradle of the massage table, Michael continued massaging his naked sister. Kneading her and rubbing her, he massaged her back. Kneading her and rubbing her, he massaged her shoulders and arms. Kneading her and rubbing her, he massaged her thighs and calves before massaging her naked ass.
Slowly turning her massage more sexual, he paid close attention to his sister's naked and shapely ass. This wasn't Ashley's naked ass or some stranger's naked ass, this was his sister's naked ass. He massaged Christine's naked ass as if he was making love to her naked ass with his hands and with his fingers. As if her naked ass was her erogenous zone in the way of her nipples and her clit, he massaged his sister's naked ass as if he was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover instead of her brother.
Then, not stopping there, immorally and immodestly, he pushed against her ankles for her to open her legs. As if peeping at her through a keyhole, he stared at what he could see of his sister's brown, trimmed pussy and her moist, pussy lips from behind. Obviously, his barely masked, erotic touches were making his sister sexually aroused. In the way he had seen his mother's naked ass and naked cunt, he couldn't believe he was seeing his sister's naked ass and naked cunt. Able to make any man happy with their sexy and shapely, they both had beautiful asses.
After greasing his hands and her legs with more warm oil, he made his move. As if he was prepared to masturbate her, he massaged the inside of her thighs. Taking his time and making his touches more deliberate by slowly moving his hands higher and higher, he sexually teased her and, no doubt, made her pussy glistening wet. Continuing to promise to touch his sister where no brother should ever touch his sister, he ever so slowly moved his hands nearly all the way up to her naked pussy. He stopped when the sides of his hands brushed her brown, pubic hair and teased the lips of her naked pussy.
Not wanting to just massage his naked, big sister, he wanted to sexually excite her. He wanted to make her wet. He wanted to make her sexually want him as much as he sexually wanted her. He wanted to make her as wet as he was hard. By touching, feeling, and massaging her naked body, he wanted to make her as horny for him as he was horny for her. He wanted to make this not just a relaxing massage but a sexual massage.
By not touching his sister's naked vagina but acting as if he was going to, he wanted to drive her crazy with sexual lust. When he moved his hands down and slowly move them up all the way until he barely brushed the back of his hand against her trimmed, pubic hair, he sexually teased her. He wanted to drive her crazy with as much sexual desire for him as he had horniness for her.
When he had his sister squirming in sexual anticipation with the obvious thoughts that her sister-in-law was going to, perhaps, give her a massage with a happy ending, he wondered if she was thinking of him. In the way that he thinks about his sister naked and having sex with her when masturbating himself, he wondered if she thinks of him naked and having sex with her when she masturbates herself. Even though she wasn't lesbian, perhaps, with him making her horny enough, he wondered if his sister was thinking about his wife masturbating her.
* * * * *
"Oh, Ashley, something that I never noticed before, but for a woman, you have such big, strong hands," said Christine. "You're giving me a wonderful massage. The best massage I ever had. Michael is lucky to have someone like you," she said while Michael massaged his naked sister.
She quietly relaxed while listening to the soft music before she said something that he never expected her to say and couldn't believe she said.
"I only wish you were Michael," she said with a soulful sigh. "I hope you don't mind me saying this but in the horny way I am now," she said with a pause as if rethinking what she was about to confess. "If my brother was here now, I'd ask him to masturbate me," she said with a dirty laugh.
'Oh, my God,' thought Michael while he felt his cock hardening. 'He wondered if his sister was hinting that his wife masturbate her. Then, consumed with the thoughts of rubbing his sister's clit while fingering her wet pussy, he imagined masturbating his sister. 'I'd love nothing more than to masturbate my sexy, naked sister,' he thought.
Then, not stopping there, as if she was alone in her bedroom and talking to herself while masturbating herself, 26-year-old Christine continued her incestuous confession of all that she wished her 24-year-old, baby brother would do to her naked body.
"I'd ask him to finger fuck my pussy with his long, stiff fingers while rubbing my clit, feeling my breasts, and fingering my nipples," she said as if she was hypnotized and talking while in a trance. "If my brother was here now, I'd ask him to masturbate me," she said, perhaps hinting for Ashley to finger fuck her pussy, rub her clit, feel her breasts, finger her nipples, and masturbate her. "Sorry if I offended you, but massages always make me horny," said Christine.
Unable to answer his sister, not wanting her to know it was him instead of Ashley massaging her, if only his sister knew that her brother was there massaging her naked body instead of her sister-in-law, he wondered what she'd do. If his sister knew that it was him massaging her naked body, he wondered if she'd allow him to masturbate her too. He'd love nothing more than to feel his sister's big tits and finger her erect nipples with one hand while rubbing her clit while finger fucking her pussy with his other hand.
If only his sister knew that it was him instead of Ashely touching, feeling, fondling, rubbing, and squeezing her naked ass, again, Michael wondered what she'd say to him seeing her in the nude. He wondered what his sister would do with him seeing her without her clothes. He wondered if his sister would have sex with him in the way that he'd love to have sex with her.
Now that he saw the back of his naked sister, he couldn't wait to see the front of his naked sister. In the way that he saw his mother's big, naked tits and her naked, brown, trimmed pussy, he couldn't wait to see his sister's big, naked tits and her brown, trimmed, naked pussy. If only Christine knew that Michael hoped to do more than just massage her naked body, he'd love nothing more than to masturbate her naked pussy, too.
Now that she was there naked, he'd love to have sex with her naked body in the way that he had sex with his mother's naked body and hoped to have sex with his mother-in-law's and sister-in-law's naked bodies too. Yet, biding his time, as if he was a professional massage therapist instead of her horny and incestuously perverted brother, Michael continued his full body, naked massage of his sister. He touched and felt her naked body in the way that he always had wanted to touch and feel her naked body. He touched and felt his sister's naked body where no brother should ever touch and feel his sister's naked body.
While wondering if she was sexually thinking of him in the way that he was sexually thinking of her, he continued rubbing her and kneading her while paying special attention to her naked ass. He couldn't believe that he was seeing his sister's naked ass and the back of her naked pussy but also, he couldn't believe he was massaging his sister's naked ass. He couldn't believe his wife not only arranged for him to sexually seduce his mother but also arranged for him to sexually seduce his sister too. He couldn't even imagine what she'd concoct for him to sexually seduce his mother-in-law and sister-in-law.
'Wow,' he thought. 'This is unbelievable. Thanks to Ashley, I can't believe that I had incestuous sex with my MILF of a mother yesterday and am on the verge of having incestuous sex with my sexy sister today.'
While hoping she'd continue to keep her eyes closed, he couldn't wait until she rolled over on her back. He couldn't wait to see the rest of his sister's naked body. He couldn't wait to see her big, naked breasts, her erect, pink nipples and the front of her brown, trimmed pussy. He couldn't wait to touch her tits, feel her tits, fondle her tits, and finger her nipples.
As if he was a Japanese massage therapist sexually abusing a young, beautiful woman, he couldn't wait to have his wicked, sexual way with his sister's, big, natural breasts. He couldn't wait cup his sister's naked pussy and finger her naked cunt. Hoping that she'd let him, curious what she looked like and sounded like when cumming, he couldn't wait to masturbate his sister. Hoping that she'd return the favor while wishing that she would, he couldn't wait for his sister to masturbate him.
* * * * *
"Speaking of Michael," said Christine with her face still buried in the cradle and her eyes staring down at the floor. "Now that you're my new sister-in-law and you two are married, I hope you don't take this the wrong way but I don't mind telling you that," said Christine with a pause as if she was too embarrassed to continue. "I've always had an unnatural, and immoral, incestuous crush on my baby brother," she said pausing again. "If only he knew that I sexually wanted him, wouldn't he be shocked?
Michael continued massaging his naked sister. He couldn't believe all that Christine was confessing to who she thought was his wife. He couldn't believe that not only Christine wished he was there to masturbate her but also, he couldn't believe that his sister had an incestuous crush on him in the way that he had always had incestuous lust for his sister. Ashley was right. Not only was his mother sexually attracted to him but also his sister was sexually attracted to him too. Now he wondered if she was right again when she told him that her mother and sister were inappropriately, sexually attracted to him too.



'Oh, my God. I don't believe this,' he thought while wishing he dared to finger his sister's naked pussy. 'If I didn't hear my sister confess her sexual attraction to me, I'd never believe it.'
He continued massaging his sister's naked body while wondering what it would feel like to kiss his sister, French kiss her in the way that he French kissed his mother. He wondered what it would feel like to make slow, sweet love to her. He wondered what it would feel like to have his cock buried in her warm, wet pussy while kissing her and making love to her while humping her. He wondered what it would feel like to fuck his sister, really fuck her, in the way that he fucked his mother. With her big tits bouncing and swaying, he wondered what it would feel like for his sister to fuck him.
While she held and fondled his naked prick in her soft, warm hand with her fingertips and slowly stroked his prick, he wondered what it would feel like to impale his sister's mouth with his stiff prick. In the way that he'd love to masturbate his sister, he'd love for her to give him a hand job before giving him a blowjob. He'd love to cum in his sister's beautiful mouth while watching her staring up at him with her big, brown eyes as she swallowed a load of his warm, oozy cum. He wondered if she sucked cock as well as his mother sucked cock.
"Just between us Ashley, now that we're not only sisters-in-law but friends, feeling that I can tell you anything, but don't you dare tell him," said Christine with a dirty laugh. "I'd be so embarrassed if he knew. I don't mind telling you that if Michael wasn't my brother, I would have already stroked him, sucked him, allowed him to cum in my mouth, made love to him, and fucked him long ago. If he wasn't my brother, we'd be illicit and degenerate lovers. If he wasn't my brother, I'd marry him," she said pausing as if reflecting. "I love my brother. I really love him but in the forbidden way that a sister should never love her brother."
Michael couldn't believe all that his sister was saying. He couldn't believe all that he was hearing. He couldn't believe his sister would have had sex with him had he not been her brother. Now, that she was naked and he was massaging her naked body, he wondered if he could sexually excite her enough to agree to have incestuous sex with him. Since she was already naked, obviously sexually aroused and in the mood, he wondered if his sister would have sex with him now.
'This is so unbelievable. Ashley was right. I don't believe this. Both my mother and now my sister sexually want me and have always sexually wanted me,' he thought while continuing to massage his naked sister.
Hoping to sexually arouse her even more and hoping to make her just as horny as he was, Michael continued massaging his naked sister as if he was Ashley massaging her naked sister-in-law. Obviously relaxed and sexually aroused enough to find the courage to continue her incestuous confession about her brother to his new wife, Christine unwittingly unburdened herself to her incestuously, perverted brother. She purged all of her incestuous, forbidden sexual secrets that she harbored for Michael as if Ashley was her priest or her psychiatrist instead of her sister-in-law and now her new massage therapist.
'If only she knew it was me massaging her naked body instead of my wife, what would she do? What would she say,' he thought?
While waiting for Christine to speak again and hopefully dig herself in a deeper hole of incestuous self-deprivation, Michael continued massaging his sister's naked ass. He continued massaging her naked thighs while moving his hands higher. He continued brushing the back of his hands up against his sister's naked, wet pussy.
"I'm so horny," she said. "I envy you being sexually intimate with my brother. No offense, Ashley, but if my brother was here now and giving me a full body, naked massage, unable to sexually help myself, I'd want him to masturbate me. Then, I'd stroke his cock. I'd suck his cock and allow him to cum in my mouth while he touched and felt me everywhere," she said breathlessly and with sexual excitement. "Then, after I sucked him, I'd make love to him before fucking him," she confessed. "Sorry if I offended you but getting a massage always sexually arouses me."
Without opening her eyes, with her obviously totally relaxed, horny, and sexually vulnerable, Christine changed her position from lying on her stomach to lying on her back. She spread her legs as if she was lying on the warm sand of a nude beach. Michael stared at his naked sister. She looked so beautiful. She looked so sexy. He couldn't wait to touch her naked tits and finger her naked pussy in the way he had been massaging her naked ass.
After she made her incestuous, sexual confession about her brother, ready to confront his sister, Michael moved from behind the table to face his sister. Her eyes were still closed as if she was in a trance or was sleeping. Before daring to touch her where a brother should never touch his naked sister, he stared at his naked sister. He stared at her big, naked, natural breasts and her naked, brown, trimmed pussy in the way that he stared at his mother's big, naked, natural breasts and her naked brown, trimmed pussy.
After already receiving her unwitting invitation to have incestuous sex with her, not waiting for her permission, and unable to control his incestuous lust for his big sister, he felt Christine's big tits and fingered her already erect nipples. Hoping that she didn't open her eyes just yet, he watched to see if she'd open her eyes. Still not opening her eyes and with him not stopping there, she squirmed when he pulled, turned, twisted, pinched, and squeezed her hard, erect nipples between his fingers. She didn't even open her eyes when he leaned down to suck her big tits, first one and then the other.
'Maybe she's sleeping,' thought Michael. 'How hot is that to have sex with my sleeping, naked sister?'
While, perhaps, sexually fantasizing it was him fingering her nipples and sucking her tits, he wondered if she thought it was Ashley having sex with her naked body. Again, not stopping there, with her eyes still closed, and her legs still spread, as if hoping and expecting Ashley to masturbate her, he fingered his sister's already wet pussy. Now, daring her to open her eyes, he masturbated his sister's cunt with one hand while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples with his other hand. He rubbed her clit while finger fucking his sister.
Then, as if she hoped, expected, or suddenly knew that it was her brother masturbating her instead of her sister-in-law, Christine popped open her big, brown eyes. She stared at her brother with shock mixed sexual lust in the way that he stared at his sexy, naked sister with pleasure and incestuous horniness. Staring at him as if she was sexually fantasizing him or erotically dreaming him, she continued staring at her brother while he continued masturbating his sister.
Even though she was naked for the first time in front of her brother, she made no move to conceal her nakedness with her forearm and/or her hand. Moreover, not stopping him from sexually touching her in such an incestuously intimate way, she squirmed and breathe her sexual excitement though her opened mouth instead of through her nose. As if she wanted him to touch her, feel her, and masturbated her, and obviously she did, she moved her body to his sexual touches. She allowed her brother to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
* * * * *
"Michael," she said. "Oh, my God," she said with feigned embarrassment. "What are you doing? When you started masturbating me and leaned down to suck my nipples, I thought it was you. What are you doing here? I'm naked. You're seeing me naked. I'm so embarrassed," she said while not making any attempt to conceal her nakedness with her hands and/or forearms in the way that their mother feebly did.
Taking her all in, drinking her as if her sexy and shapely image was liquid, as if guzzling a cold beer on a hot day, he continued staring at his sister's nakedness. In the way that he did with his mother, as if recording his sister's naked image to masturbate over later, he stared at her naked breasts and her naked pussy. A younger version of his beautiful mother, they both had fabulously curvy bodies.
"This was Ashley's idea. I'm your Valentine's Day gift for helping us with the wedding," he said with a dirty laugh. "She said that you wouldn't mind if I stood in for her and gave you a massage."
She looked at her brother with wickedness and foreboding. She looked at her brother as if she was the minx and he was the innocent virgin. Only, neither one was innocent just as neither one was a virgin. As much as he was an incestuous pervert, obvious now, his sister was an incestuous whore.
"I'm so embarrassed," she said again while feigning her embarrassment and still making no attempt to conceal her nakedness with her hands and/or forearm from her brother's incestuously horny eyes. "You touched and felt me everywhere. Now, you're masturbating me," she said with sexual excitement while pushing her pussy harder against his fingers. "You're making me so sexually aroused," she said not stopping him from sexually pleasuring her. "You're making me so horny, Michael, but we shouldn't be doing this. You're my brother and I'm your sister," she said while giving him a forbidden look.
As if he was a cat that just swallowed a canary, he returned his sister's forbidden look with his an incestuously, lewd smile. He rubbed her clit faster. He fingered her pussy deeper. He pulled, turned, twisted, pinched, and squeezed her hard, erect nipples before sucking her naked tits.
"As much as it sexually aroused you to receive a full body, naked massage, I dare say that it sexually aroused me even more to see and to massage my naked sister," said Michael with another dirty laugh. "My giving you a naked, full body massage was Ashley's idea as our belated, thank you and Valentine's Day gift to you," he said again. With her not stopping him from doing so by covering herself, he continued staring at his naked sister while feeling her big tits, fingering her erect nipples, and fingering her wet pussy. "You have such a beautiful, sexy, and shapely body Christine. I love your big tits."
Leaving her brown, trimmed, naked pussy exposed, summoning up a bit of modesty, Christine reluctantly covered her naked breasts with her hands.
"Oh, Michael, I'm so embarrassed," she said again, obviously lying. "Were you privy to all that I said about wanting to having sex with you. Did you hear me confess that I was incestuously attracted to you, my own brother? Did you hear me admit that I'd stroke your cock, suck your cock, allow you to cum in my mouth, and fuck your cock," she said without shame or embarrassment.
He smiled at his sister as if she was his girlfriend, his wife, or his lover, instead of him being her brother.
"I did hear all that you said," he said with a sexually seductive smile. "Again, a belated, thank you and a Happy Valentine's Day to you, Sis. I'm part of your gift to you for helping with the wedding," he said undressing while his sister watched. He stared at her in the way that his sister stared at him. "Tell me. I'd like to know," he said removing his tee-shirt, pants, and underwear. "Now, that I'm naked, would you really stroke my cock, suck my cock, and fuck my cock while I touched and felt you everywhere? Would you really make love to me before fucking me?"
With his erect prick sticking straight out as if it was a tightly sprung, diving board. Michael incestuously stared at his naked sister in the way that she sexually stared at her naked brother. He stared at her naked breasts and naked pussy in the way that she stared at his erect, naked cock. With both sister and brother naked, especially after she confessed her sexual lust for him in the way that he showed his incestuous horniness for her, what was to happen next was inevitable.
"Are you kidding me?" She laughed. "After hearing me confess my sexual attraction to you, how can you even ask me that question?" She laughed again. "As you have already seen, touched, and felt my naked body, you bet I'd stroke and suck your cock. I'd definitely make love to you before fucking you, Michael," said Christine staring up at him with her big, beautiful, brown eyes. "After breaking up with Robert, I've been so horny. Then, when watching you marry Ashley, I wished you were marrying me," she said with an envious laugh.
When Michael moved closer to the table and closer to his naked sister's mouth, Christine reached out her hand for his stiff prick. In the way that his mother did yesterday, his sister did today. She wrapped her long, manicured fingers around his erect cock and fondled the head of his engorged prick with her fingertips. Then, like mother like daughter, she slowly stroked him. Teasing him with her hand, she continued stroking her brother before taking him in her mouth while staring up at him. Stroking him faster, she sucked him deeper. While he masturbated her, felt her tits, and fingered her nipples, she blew him.
"That's it. Blow me, Christine. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," said Michael while feeling his naked, big sister everywhere a brother should never feel his naked, big sister.
He stared down at his sister staring up at him with his hard, hairy dick in her mouth. Humping her mouth, he fucked her face. In the way that he ejaculated his cum in his mother's willing mouth, he couldn't wait to ejaculate his cum in his sister's willing mouth.
'I can't believe I'm seeing my big sister naked. I can't believe I'm massaging and masturbating my naked sister while touching and feeling her everywhere. I can't believe my big sister is blowing me. I can't believe Christine is sucking my cock,' he thought. 'After having sex with my mother, I can't believe I'm having sex with my sister.'
Christine removed his engorged prick from her mouth to speak.
* * * * *
"Before you cum in my mouth, Michael, make love to me," she said kissing his cock while licking his prick. "I need to feel you inside of me," said Christine staring up at him while teasing him with her eyes, her hand, her mouth, and her tongue. "Then, after you make love to me fuck me. Fuck your sister, Michael," said Christine sitting up on the massage table to kiss her brother as he leaned down to meet her lips with his. "I need to know what it feels to have my brother's cock inside of my cunt," she said whispering her sexual attraction for her brother in his ear.
While kissing her, French kissing her, Michael lifted Christine from the massage table and carried his naked sister in his arms to her bed. In the way that he carried placed his naked mother on her bed, he carried and placed his naked sister on her bed too. He gently placed her on her bed as if she was something breakable and pricelessly valuable.
Continuing to kiss one another, when he finally broke off her kiss, he moved between his sister's naked legs to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. In the way he did with his mother, he did with his sister. He licked her clit while rubbing her clit as he finger fucked his sister's cunt with his long fingers. With his sister admittedly already sexually attracted to her brother and admittedly so very horny from him giving her a full body, naked massage, it didn't take her long to cum.
"Oh, Michael. Oh, Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. Please don't stop. Please don't stop. Right there. Right there. That's it. That's it. Rub me harder. Lick me faster. Make me cum, Michael. Make me cum," said Christine. "Oh, my God, Michael. Oh, my God. That feels so good."
Michael continued licking and fingering his sister while reaching up his other hand to fondle her big tits and finger her erect nipples. He pulled her nipples. He turned her nipples and he twisted, pinched, and squeezed her nipples. She was so wet. She was so horny. As if he was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover instead of her brother, she screamed out her oral orgasm.
"Michael! Michael! I'm cumming! I'm cumming," she said grabbing the side of his head with both hands. Rubbing his face all over her sopping wet cunt, she pulled her smashed his face in her warm pussy. "I don't believe this. This is so unbelievable. I can't believe you're eating my pussy. I can't believe my brother is eating my cunt. I can't believe I'm about to cum in my brother's mouth," she said while enjoying him licking her and fingering her.
She tightened her whole body as if she was Linda Blair as Regan being levitated in The Exorcist before collapsing on her bed in a heap. Like mother, like daughter, wanting more and not settling for less, not wasting time to bask in the afterglow of sex, in the way his mother reached out for her son, his sister reached out for her brother. He mounted her and when he did, she reached between his legs for his cock and inserted his erection in her warm, wet pussy. In the way that he had made love to his mother, he was making love to his sister.
As shocking as it was incestuously exciting, he couldn't believe his erect prick was buried in his sister's cunt. He couldn't believe he was about to make love to his sister. Kissing her and kissing her while slowly humping himself deeper inside of her, he made sweet, slow love to his sister in the way that he made sweet, slow love to his mother. As if she was his wife, his girlfriend, or his lover instead of his sister, as if he was a barbarian and she was his whore, he continued making love to her before fucking her.
He fucked his sister hard and he fucked his sister fast. Fucking her harder, he fucked her faster. Fucking her harder and faster, he fucked her deeper. As if piledriving her naked body in her mattress, he pounded his sister's pussy. Then, much like mother, like daughter, as soon as he gave her an orgasm with his cock, she was determined to give her brother and orgasm with her mouth.
* * * * *
In the way that his mother took his erect prick in her hand before taking him in her mouth, his sister took his erect prick in her hand before taking him in her mouth again. Stroking him faster, she stroked him harder while sucking him deeper. As if she was Debbie Does Dallas instead of Christine blowing her brother, his sister was determined to make him cum in her mouth. Giving her brother as good of a blowjob as his mother gave him, if not even better, obviously great cocksuckers run in his family.
"Oh, my God, Christine. Fuck me. This is too fast and too soon. I'm going to cum, Christine. I'm going to cum," said Michael while humping his sister's willing mouth and fucking her beautiful face. "Suck my cock, Christine. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I need to watch you swallow my cum," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head.
As soon as he said that he was going to cum, obviously wanting him to cum, she stroked him faster and sucked him harder. As soon as he said that he was going to cum, he wanted to cum. He humped his sister's mouth while she stroked him. He fucked his sister's face while she sucked him. She was as determine for him to cum in her willing mouth as he was determined to cum in his sister's mouth. In the way he did with his mother, he did with his sister. He pushed a heavier hand to the back of his sister's head to impale his cock deeper in her mouth.
"Cum, Michael. Cum in my mouth," she said temporarily removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste your cum. I want to swallow your cum."
As if she was his newly wedded wife instead of his sexy sister, and as if she was his MILF of a mother instead of his forbidden sister, Michael exploded a huge volume of cum in his sister's mouth. She stared up at him smiling while swallowing his load. Then, licking him clean, she moved up to him and kissed him. Making out with him, he continued feeling her big tits while fingering her nipples. Making out with her, he masturbated her again before mounting her and fucking her again.
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Bartering Sex with Bride as Payment, Ch. 04
As part of his cooperation in bartering sex for payment of their wedding expenses, Ashley demanded that Michael have sex with her mother, his mother-in-law, Anne, first before she has sex with the men they owe money.
Continued from Chapter 03:
In the way that his mother took his erect prick in her hand before taking him in her mouth, his sister took his erect prick in her hand before taking him in her mouth again. Stroking him faster, she stroked him harder while sucking him deeper. As if she was Debbie Does Dallas instead of Christine blowing her brother, his sister was determined to make him cum in her mouth. Giving her brother as good of a blowjob as his mother gave him, if not even better, obviously great cocksuckers run in his family.
"Oh, my God, Christine. Fuck me. This is too fast and too soon. I'm going to cum, Christine. I'm going to cum," said Michael while humping his sister's willing mouth and fucking her beautiful face. "Suck my cock, Christine. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I need to watch you swallow my cum," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head.
As soon as he said that he was going to cum, obviously wanting him to cum, she stroked him faster and sucked him harder. As soon as he said that he was going to cum, he wanted to cum. He humped his sister's mouth while she stroked him. He fucked his sister's face while she sucked him. She was as determine for him to cum in her willing mouth as he was determined to cum in his sister's mouth. In the way he did with his mother, he did with his sister. He pushed a heavier hand to the back of his sister's head to impale his cock deeper in her mouth.
"Cum, Michael. Cum in my mouth," she said temporarily removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste your cum. I want to swallow your cum."
As if she was his newly wedded wife instead of his sexy sister, and as if she was his MILF of a mother instead of his forbidden sister, Michael exploded a huge volume of cum in his sister's mouth. She stared up at him smiling while swallowing his load. Then, licking him clean, she moved up to him and kissed him. Making out with him, he continued feeling her big tits while fingering her nipples. Making out with her, he masturbated her again before mounting her and fucking her again.
Chapter 04:
After having sex with his mother and his sister, he had two down and two more to go, his mother-in-law and his sister-in-law. Yet, before trying to seduce Ashley's sister, his sister-in-law, Julie, next on his list of forbidden seduction was his Ashley's mother, his mother-in-law, Anne. With good looks running in their family, Ashley's mother was just as sexy and good looking as were both of her daughters.
A good start, in the way that they looked, smiled at him, and flirted with him, he already knew that they were both sexually attracted to him. In the way that they continually immorally and immodestly flashed him up-skirt peeks of their panties and down-blouse views of their cleavages and bras, he already knew that they were both sexually attracted to him. Yet, even with Ashley's help and his assurance that they were both whores, Michael didn't know how he'd convince his mother-in-law and his sister-in-law to have sex with him, too.
It was one thing for his drunken mother, Katherine, to have sex with him but his mother-in-law, Anne, was a different story. It was one thing for his horny sister, Christine, to have incestuous sex with him but his sister-in-law, Julie, was a different story too. It was one thing for Ashely to help him to seduce his mother and his sister but, even with his wife's help, it was another thing for him to seduce her mother and her sister. Sure, he'd love to have sex with them too but he had no idea how to go about bedding them without Ashley's inside help.
In the way that he had to twist Ashley's arm to have sex with the men they owed money to, no one needed to twist his arm for him to have sex with his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law. An understatement, it would be his sexual pleasure to seduce all four women. Only, wanting and fantasizing about having sex with someone and actually having sex with someone are two different things. Viewing it as his greatest sexual challenge, even more daunting than seducing his mother and sister, unable to beguile them on his own, he relied on his wife to tell him how to sexually seduce her mother and sister.
It was definitely up to Ashley to tell him what to do and how to seduce her mother and her sister. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, the first step in the process of his plan of inappropriate seduction of his mother-in-law, Ashley filled him in on all the personal details of her mother's personal, private, sexual life. Something he didn't know and would never have suspected, a morning person and something she routinely did while taking a shower, with her lonely and without a man after her husband unexpectedly died, Ashley's mother, Anne, masturbated herself in the shower.
'Wow, I'd love to watch her masturbating herself in the shower,' thought Michael. 'How hot would that be to watch my MILF of a mother-in-law fondling her naked breasts, pulling, turning, twisting, pinching, and squeezing her erect nipples while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy? Wishing I could be a fly on the wall or watch her through the lens of a hidden camera, I'd love nothing more than to offer my horny mother-in-law my finger, my tongue, and/or my cock,' he thought.
It sexually excited Michael to imagine his MILF of a mother-in-law masturbating herself in the shower. Seemingly, she was just as horny, just as sexually frustrated, and just as sexually unfulfilled as were his mother and sister. Willing and eager to help give Anne multiple orgasms, he was ready to volunteer his fingers, his tongue, and his prick to his mother-in-law.
* * * * *
"The best time to sexually seduce my mother is in the morning," said Ashley. "She's a morning person. The early morning is when she's most in the mood for sex. She's her horniest in the morning," said Ashley nodding her head. "I used to hear her and my father going at it all the time. Then, after my Dad died, I used to hear her softly moaning sometimes in her bed or in her shower while she masturbated herself," said Ashley.
Just as he never knew that his mother and his sister were so sexual, he never knew his mother-in-law was so sexual too. Just as he never suspected that his mother and sister were whores, he never suspected that his mother-in-law and sister-in-law were whores too. Yet, whether Anne was a whore or not, she was Asley's mother, his mother-in-law, and deserved respect. In the way that he had incestuous sex with his mother and his sister, he hoped to have inappropriate sex with his mother-in-law and sister-in-law.
"When most women her age have already given up on sex, your father was a lucky man to have been married to such a sexy, sensuous, and sexual woman, a woman who enjoyed having sex," said Michael. "In the way that you are too, she's so beautiful. She so sexy and she's so shapely. The fact that she still wants and needs sex and is attracted to younger men is a bonus."
Ashley nodded her head and smiled in agreement with her husband.
"Unfortunately, as sexually exciting as it was, it was a sad thing too. My Mom's constant need for sex may have contributed to my father having a heart attack," she said with a sad smile. "In the way that I sometimes acted like a nympho, with me going from one man to another man when we participated in the swinging lifestyle, I suspect that my mother and sister were sometimes nymphos too."
Michael returned her sad smile with his sad smile.
"I'm sorry, Ash. I wish I could have met your father," said Michael while secretly glad that he wasn't around from preventing him to have sex with his widow.
Ashley held back a tear while sadness took control of her emotions and facial expression.
"It's okay. It happened a long time ago," she said obviously still missing her Dad.
* * * * *
She reached in her purse and pulled out a key.
"Here's the key to my mother's house. A slave to her routine, she takes her shower at the same time every day and masturbates herself in the shower every day too. The best way to sexually seduce her is to surprise her when she's in the shower naked and masturbating herself and while she's already sexually excited," said Ashley.
Michael stared down at Anne's house key before staring up at his wife.
"I don't know about this Ashley. By trusting your information about seducing your mother, I'm taking a big chance and a big leap of faith," said Michael.
As if he had nothing to worry about, Ashley gave her husband a reassuring smile.
"Trust me, I know, whenever I'm in the shower horny and masturbating myself, if a man barged in on me, I'd have sex with him," she said with a dirty laugh. "If you walk in on my mother, especially if you're naked too, trust me, she'll welcome your sexual advances instead of screaming rape."
Michael looked at his wife as if she was nuts before he looked at her with sexual excitement. Sexually encouraged, pressured by his wife to have sex with her mother, he was about to surprise his mother-in-law in her shower when she was naked and masturbating. His wife wanted him to open Anne's shower door and step inside her shower naked with her naked mother. Before Ashley would agree to have sex with nine men as bartering payment for their wedding expenses, she wanted him to not only have sex with his mother and sister, which he did, but also to have sex with her mother and sister, which he was planning to do too.
'Good God,' he thought when imagining seeing his mother-in-law's naked body and her seeing his naked body too. 'That's her plan, for me to appear naked in her shower? It sounds like a risky proposition to me,' he thought. 'I can't believe she wants me to have sex with her mother. In the way that I was ready to have sex with my mother and my sister, I can't believe I'm ready to have sex with my mother-in-law.'
Fear laced his sexual excitement. He looked at his wife with confusion and curiosity mixed with sexual anticipation. Having much to risk in ruining future family relations, either him trying to seduce his mother-in-law would work or would tragically blow up in both of their faces.
"Won't I frighten her? Won't she scream if I walk in on her while she's naked and taking a shower, especially if I'm naked too?" Sexual anticipation controlled his emotions and he looked at his wife with fear mixed with sexual excitement. "Won't she think that I'm there to rape her?" When Ashley didn't respond, he continued talking in panic mode. "What if she has a gun? She may have a gun? What if she shoots me? She may shoot me," said Michael nervously while thinking of the worst possible scenario.
Ashley laughed and made a face.
"My mother doesn't have a gun. She doesn't own a gun. She hates guns. My father had a gun collection and she sold all of his guns when he died," said Ashley. "The last person to be a proud member of the NRA is my mother. If she joined any organization it would be a sexual one, Adult Friend Finder, perhaps," said Ashley with a dirty laugh.
Michael stared at his wife while she stared at him.
"Still gun or not gun," said Michael. "What if she doesn't want to have sex with me for the simple reason that I'm her son-in-law just recently married to her daughter? What if she rejects me and screams for me to leave? What if she thinks that her daughter married a perverted rapist?" He looked at her hoping for more assurance. "How do you know she'll welcome my inappropriate, sexual advances?"
* * * * *
Ashley sighed. Then, she rolled her eyes and smiled at her husband.
"Just before we were married, one night when we lost the power, my mother, my sister, and I lit some candles and sat in the living room drinking wine. The topic of our conversation was you. They wanted to know everything about you," said Ashley with a sexy laugh. "You were all we talked about for the three, solid hours before we regained power. Both my mother and sister are intrigued by you and wanted to know every, sexual detail about you," she said with a laugh.
Michael looked at his wife as if she was joking.
"Me? Seriously? Your MILF of a mother and your sexy sister were discussing me? What do you mean, they wanted to know every, sexual detail? What did they ask? What exactly did they want to know? What did you tell them? Did you tell them anything sexually revealing about me?"
Ashley laughed.
"What didn't that ask? What didn't they want to know?" Ashley laughed again. "As if they were talking about a CFNM stripper instead of you, what they said after the wine loosened their tongues and erased their sexual inhibitions was shocking," said Ashley with another laugh. "In the way that I am too, they're both such whores."
Michael looked at his wife with sexual curiosity charged with sexual excitement.
"Tell me. I want to know what they asked. I want to know what you said," said Michael. "Now, I'm starting to feel a little less nervous about walking in on your mother."
* * * * *
Ashley gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Don't ever tell them what they told me but my mother and my sister acted like the whores that they are," she said laughing. "They acted as if they wanted to have sex with you. If you were there with us that night in the dark, with us all a little drunk, they probably would have kissed you, touched you, and felt you while allowing you to kiss them, touch them, and feel them. If you were there with us that night in the dark with us, they both would have gotten you alone and sucked before fucking you," she said with a dirty laugh.
Michael looked at his wife with shock intensified with sexual excitement.
"Wow," said Michael. "I had no idea that they're both whores. They're always so nice, polite, and respectful when around me."
She shrugged and made a face.
"Like mother like daughters," she said. "They even asked me what your cock was like. How long it was and how thick it was? They asked me if you were good in bed and what sounds you made when cumming," she said with a dirty laugh. "Both my mother and sisters are whores like me. Trust me, I know. There's no way my mother won't have sex with you. While horny and masturbating herself, my mother would welcome any naked man in her shower, especially if that naked man was you."
Ashley smiled at her husband's shock.
"Wow," said Michael. "I don't believe it. I don't believe you. Are you kidding me? I can't believe they asked you about my cock. Even more shocking than that, I can't believe I'm ready to invade your mother's shower while naked."
Ashley nodded her head.
"Granted she was a little drunk and didn't realize what she was admitting to but my mother confessed that if she had met you before me, she'd do you," said Ashley. "My sister chimed in and said that if she met you before me, she'd be the one marrying you. They both said that if they were stuck on a desert island and could pick one man to be with, they'd pick you. Just as in the way that your mother and your sister are sexually attracted to you, my mother and my sister are sexually attracted to you too, Michael," said Ashley encouraging her husband to make his sexual move on her mother.
Michael looked down at his mother-in-law's house key.
"Geez, I don't know Ashley," he said. "What if she doesn't want to have sex with me? What if she screams rape? What if instead of being sexually excited, she's embarrassed, mortified, and humiliated. What if she starts crying? What if she's angry that I not only caught her naked but also caught her masturbating herself? What if she never talks to me again because I saw her naked while masturbating and because I exposed my naked body to her?"
Ashley made a face before laughing out loud.
"Rape? Trust me, Michael. My Mom is as big of a whore as I am, maybe even more of a whore. Who do you think I get my love of cocks, my love of sucking, and my love of fucking? You'd be the one in sexual danger and not her," said Ashley with a dirty laugh.
Knowing how much his wife love sucking and fucking his hard, erect prick, Michael gave her a smile and a kiss on the lips.
"Okay," said Michael becoming even more sexually excited by the possibility of having sex with his mother-in-law.
Ashley returned his smile with her smile and his kiss with her kiss.
"I'll tell her that you're coming over to pick up something that I left behind. I'll tell her that you'll be there at 8 am and, instead, you show up at 7 am," said Ashley. "She'll be in the shower then. If you showed up at 8 am instead of 7 am, she'd probably greet you at the door in her sexy, sheer nightgown. She'd probably be the one trying to seduce you instead of you trying to seduce her," said Ashley with a laugh.
* * * * *
Promptly at 7 am, feeling as if he was a burglar, an intruder, or a rapist, Michael used the key that his wife had given him to unlock his mother-in-law's front door. He couldn't believe that he had the boldness to stealthily enter his mother-in-law's house. As if he was a virgin and this was his first time having sex, he was as nervous as he was sexually excited.
He was hopefully going to have sex with his mother-in-law. He couldn't believe he was going to proposition her for sex by walking in her bathroom, stripping himself naked, opening her shower door, and walking inside. As if it was happening in real time when he was downstairs and she was upstairs, he visualized all that he was about to do.
As soon as he closed and locked the front door behind him, he stood quietly in the reception hall listening. A faint sound in such a big house, he heard the shower running in the master bathroom. He imagined his mother-in-law naked in the shower. As if she was already standing before him naked, he imagined her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. Not done with his wild imaginings, he imagined Anne masturbating herself.
'My mother-in-law is in the shower. She's naked,' he thought while continuing to listen. Then, as soon as he started climbing the stairs to the second floor, he heard her moaning with sexual pleasure. Now, he knew for sure that she was masturbating. No doubt, with her thinking that she was alone, her moans grew louder until she was moaning very loudly. 'Anne is masturbating herself. My God, I can't believe my mother-in-law is masturbating herself.'
He imagined his mother-in-law feeling her big tits in the shower. He imagined her fingering her nipples. He imagined her rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy with her fingers before fucking herself with her dildo. Now, that he heard her moaning, he imagined her cumming. He imagined Ashley's mother giving herself a sexual orgasm.
Not hard to imagine Anne's sexy and shapely, naked body, with her having given him so many up-skirt peeks of her panties and down-blouse views of her cleavage and bra, he imagined his mother-in-law naked. Already having an image of Anne's naked body in his mind by using his wife as his template, he imagined Ashley's mother without her clothes. He imagined her big, naked tits, her shapely, round, naked ass, her long, naked legs, and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy.
Then, allowing his imagination to take him further, he played out what he hoped would transpire in his mind. Visualizing the entire sexy scenario before it happened, he imagined walking in her bathroom, stripping off his clothes, and surprising her by opening her shower door. While continuing to visualize it all, with her not resisting him but welcoming his inappropriate, sexual advances, he imagined having sex with his mother-in-law. He imagined having sex with Ashley's mother in the way that he had sex with his mother and his sister.



He imagined her allowing him to touch and feel her where no son-in-law should ever touch and feel their mother-in-law. He imagined her touching and feeling him where no mother-in-law should touch and feel her son-in-law. He imagined French kissing Ashley's mother and Anne returning his passionate, French kisses. He imagined bending her forward and fucking her doggie style right there in her shower. He imagined her moving to her knees and sucking his big, hard, hairy prick. He imagined cumming in his mother-in-law's mouth in the same way that he ejaculated in his mother's mouth and sister's mouth.
'Wow,' he thought. 'I'm so nervous. I can't believe I'm doing this. I can't believe I'm in Anne's house and ready to enter her bathroom. After having sex with my mother and sister, how hot would it be to have sex with my mother-in-law, too? The family that has sex together stays together,' he thought while summoning the brazen courage to continue climbing her stairs.
* * * * *
Careful not to alert or frighten her by squeaking a step before he was closer to her bathroom, ready to surprise her, he continued up the stairs as if a burglar or a rapist. Already planning his strategy, once inside her bathroom he imagined seeing Anne naked form silhouetted through the fogged-up glass door. He imagined opening her shower door while she was naked in her shower and still masturbating herself with her eyes closed. As if he was already in her shower, he continued his sexual visualization of having sex with his mother-in-law. Just as he couldn't wait for her to see him naked, he couldn't wait to see Ashley's mother naked.
He imagined quickly stripping himself naked and walking in her shower with her. Playing it all out over again in his mind as if rehearsing his sexual seduction, he imagined taking his naked mother-in-law in his arms and kissing her, French kissing her. While passionately kissing her, he imagined touching and feeling his mother-in-law everywhere a son-in-law should never touch and feel his mother-in-law. He imagined touching and feeling Ashley's mother everywhere he touched and felt his mother and sister. He imagined her touching him everywhere he hoped she'd touch him and everywhere his mother and sister touched him.
"Hello? Mom?" He called out to her. Obviously liking it when he called her Mom, she told him to call her Mom instead of Anne when he was first engaged to her daughter. Perhaps, she wished she had a son. If she had a son, he wondered if she'd have sex with him in the way that his mother had sex with him. "Where are you?"
He knew exactly where she was. She was in her shower naked. Washing her naked body after masturbating her naked body, his mother-in-law was naked and just waiting for him to see her naked body. Positioning himself in front of her closed, bathroom door, he waited just outside while waiting and listening for the sound of her feminine voice. As if they were triplet sisters born from the same egg, she sounded so much like Ashley in the way that Julie did too that it was sometimes difficult to tell one voice from the other.
In the way that he sexually fantasized Ashley's sister naked and having sex with her, he couldn't count how man times he sexually fantasized over his wife's mother and having sex with her too. He wondered who had the best body, the best ass and the best tits, his wife, her mother, or her sister. He wondered who was the best in bed, his wife, her mother, or her sister. He wondered who was the best cocksucker, his wife, her mother, or her sister. Perhaps, if Ashley's mother and sister agreed to have sex with him, he'd finally know the answers to all of his questions.
"Michael? Is that you?"
As if expecting him, she didn't sound surprised. Perhaps, Ashley warned her that he was coming. Only, why would she do that? Obviously, in the way that she didn't want his mother and sister to know that he was there to seduce them, she didn't her mother and sister to know that he was there to seduce them, too.
'Maybe Ashley was right. Maybe her mother would welcome any naked man in her shower, especially if that naked man was me,' he thought.
"Yes," he said while waiting and listening.
Maybe she's embarrassed that he caught her in the shower. Maybe she's embarrassed that he may have heard her moaning. Maybe she's embarrassed that he may have heard her masturbating herself. As if he was a pizza delivery man, how hot would that be if his mother-in-law walked out of her bathroom wearing just a towel and dropped her towel at the most opportune moment? How hot would that be to see his mother-in-law lounging around her house while wearing a sheer, sexy nightgown, one that left little to the imagination.
"You're early. I wasn't expecting you so soon," she said. She sounded sexually excited. He wondered if he interrupted her while she was masturbating or if she had just finished. "I'm in the shower," she said as if her head was under water and she was washing her hair. "How did you get in?" She laughed. "Did I leave the front door unlocked again?"
Suddenly nervous and having second thoughts over what he was about to do, he was about to open her bathroom door and walk in on his naked mother-in-law. As if he was a perverted rapist, he couldn't believe that he was ready to do this. He was about to see Ashley's MILF of a mother naked. Brazenly aggressive, depending on her reaction to him seeing her without her clothes, he was ready to strip off his clothes. He was ready to expose himself to his mother-in-law.
Boldly going where no son-in-law should ever go with his mother-in-law, depending on her reaction to seeing him naked, he was ready to open her shower door and step inside her shower. Depending on her reaction to him seeing her naked and him seeing her naked, taking a chance by risking it all, he was ready to have sex with her. He was ready to fuck her pussy. He hoped she was ready to suck his cock. He'd love nothing more than to cum in Anne's beautiful mouth while she stared up at him with her blue eyes.
"To save you the trip of coming all the way downstairs, Ashley gave me a key to the front door," he said talking to her through her bathroom door. "She said that you'd probably already be in the shower."
He waited and listened for his mother-in-law's voice again.
"I'm in here," she said.
* * * * *
Pretending that she said 'come in here instead of saying I'm in here,' Michael opened the bathroom door and closed it behind him. When he turned to the left, he saw his mother-in-law's naked form through the fogged glass, shower door. She was naked. His mother-in-law was naked.
Able to see everything of his naked mother-in-law, albeit through the clouded haze of steamed glass, he couldn't believe that he was really doing this. There before his horny eyes was the steamy silhouette of Ashley's naked mother. As if he was dreaming this or sexually fantasizing this while masturbating himself, he couldn't believe he was seeing his mother-in-law naked. In the way that he'd be masturbating himself forever over seeing his mother and sister naked and having sex with their naked bodies, he'd be masturbating over seeing the outline of his naked mother-in-law for the rest of his life.
Even in his wildest sexual fantasies while masturbating himself over the imagined image of Ashley's MILF of a mother naked, he never imagined he'd be standing in her bathroom and ready to open her shower door while she was naked. It was one thing seeing her steamy silhouette from outside her glass shower door but quite another thing being inside her shower naked with her. Depending to her reaction to him being in her bathroom while she was naked and showering, he was ready to take the next step.
"Michael! Oh, my God." She looked at him through fogged up glass with horror before her look changed to sexual excitement. "What are you doing? I'm taking a shower," she said with a laugh while covering her nakedness with her hands and forearm. "I'm naked," she said as if he didn't know.
With her not saying, 'get out,' seemingly encouraging him and not prohibiting him from seeing more of her naked body, he smiled a sly smile while staring at all that he could see of her.
"Sorry," he said. "I must have misheard you. I thought you said, come in here," he said with a mischievous laugh.
She returned his mischievous laugh with her nervous laugh while Michael continued staring at all that he could see of his naked mother-in-law through the steamed-up shower door.
"No. I didn't say come in here," she said with nervous laugh. "I said, I'm in here."
With them staring at one another, there was a long moment of silence where he wondered what she'd do next and what he should do next. Should he keep her company and talk to her while she's showering? Should he leave her bathroom or should he undress? As if she was a ghostly vision of loveliness, he stared at his naked mother-in-law with lustful desire while she stared at him in surprised shock and sexual excitement. In the way that she continued looking at him with forbidden, sexual excitement, he figured that he should undress.
"I'm sorry. I must have misheard you," he said. "Well, there's only one way to soothe your embarrassment. I'll get naked too," he said stripping off his clothes. "Being that I've already seen so much of you, I'll show you all of me," he said removing his shirt, shoes, pants, tee shirt, underwear, and socks.
Quietly watching him undress, Anne silently stared at her son-in-law in the way that he stared at his mother-in-law. As if she was watching an X-rated video in sexually excited silence, she never removed her eyes from his naked body. She looked at him with as much shock as she looked at him with sexual excitement. With her not turning away and encouraging him to undress, she was obviously enjoying her son-in-law's naked, striptease show.
"Oh, my God, Michael. You're naked," she said with a quivering voice. "Michael, my God, what are you doing? I'm so embarrassed," she said obviously feigning her embarrassment in the way that his mother and sister feigned their embarrassment too.
'Whores don't get embarrassed,' he thought. 'Whores get exactly what they want and what they deserve.'
* * * * *
Then, if he didn't surprise her enough by walking in her bathroom and stripping off his clothes, he surprised her even more when he opened her shower door and stepped inside her shower. Standing as if frozen in place, with her facing her shower and her back turned to him, he stared at his mother-in-law's shapely round, naked ass in the same way that she turned her head to stare at her naked son-in-law. If it wasn't enough that he couldn't believe that he was seeing, Ashley's mother naked, tits and pussy for cock and balls, he couldn't believe that he was exposing his naked body to his mother-in-law.
He couldn't wait to touch her. He couldn't wait to feel her. He couldn't wait to fondle Ashley's beautiful mother everywhere that a son-in-law should never fondle his mother-in-law. In the way that he groped his naked mother and his naked sister, he couldn't wait to grope his naked mother-in-law. He retrieved her wet washcloth from the shelf and asked her permission before touching her, feeling her, fondling her, and groping her.
"May I wash your back?"
Further shocking her, as if he had just slapped her across her face or groped her big, natural breasts, she turned her head to look at him with anger before she looked at him with sexually depravity. She laughed and removed her forearm from her naked breasts and her hand from her naked pussy.
"Wash my back?" She laughed again while turning off the shower and turning to face him. "I'd much rather you wash my front than my back," she said pushing back her shoulders and pushing out her breasts.
As if he was having a sexy dream or a sexual fantasy, she stepped closer to him, moved her arms around his naked waist, and rubbed her big, naked, natural breasts up against his naked chest. Already giving him her permission to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body, she reached around him to feel and squeeze his naked ass. In the way that he couldn't wait to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her, she was already touching, feeling, fondling, and groping him.
"You have such a beautiful body, Mother," he said.
She laughed again.
"I know that I asked you to call me Mom or Mother but with the both of us standing in my shower naked, please call me Anne, instead of mother. Mother sounds too incestuous," she said with another laugh. "Mother sounds as if I'm doing something illegal when I'm only doing something forbidden," she said with another laugh.
He stared in her blue eyes in the way that she stared in his brown eyes.
"Okay, Anne," he said.
She stared down at his chest and moved her hands slowly across his naked chest while running her fingers through his wet, chest hair.
"I'm not embarrassed to tell you that I've masturbated over imagining seeing you naked and having sex with you," she said standing on her toes and leaning forward to whisper in his ear as if telling him a secret. "I bet you never thought you'd have such a friendly mother-in-law," she said reaching her right hand down to cup his testicles. "You never thought that I was such a whore and that you'd have a mother-in-law for a whore," she said with a dirty laugh while wrapping her manicured fingers around his erect prick. "Welcome to our family."
He leaned down and kissed her. Going one further by taking the lead, she returned his kiss with her kiss by parting his lips and taking a tighter hold of his erect cock in her horny and obviously sexually frustrated hand. As soon as she held his cock, he held her breast, first one then the other. Then while kissing her, reaching behind her, he felt her mature, naked ass. He couldn't believe he was feeling his mother-in-law's naked breasts and ass. She had such a sweet ass, as sweet as his mother's ass.
* * * * *
Then, when he saw her dildo on the shelf in the shower, perfect timing on his part, after hearing her moaning, he figured she had just finished masturbating before he walked in her bathroom. Not a huge presumption to make, he figured she was just as horny as he was sexually excited. In the way that she looked at him naked, the same way that he stared at her naked, he figured that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
As if she was his naked wife instead of his naked wife's mother, he continued feeling her big tits while fingering erect nipples with one hand and while reaching down to continue to feel and squeeze her shapely ass with his other hand. Then, touching her where no son-in-law should ever touch his mother-in-law, he cupped her pussy in the way that she was cupping his testicles. When he slid his finger along her pussy slit and parted her lips, not surprised, she was already wet.
Taking her already being wet and ready for sex, he inserted his finger in the pussy of Ashley's mother. Slowly but forcefully rubbing her clit with his index finger, he finger fucked her with his other finger. He was masturbating his mother-in-law. He couldn't believe he was masturbating his mother-in-law. He couldn't believe he had his fingers in her cunt.
With all three women as beautiful as they were sexy and shapely, the gene pool in both families was phenomenal. As soon as she was as wet as he was hard, in the way he did in his sexual visualization, he turned her around and bent her forward. Obviously knowing what he wanted and was about to do, she assumed the position. Instead of making love to her, he fucked her. He fucked Ashley and Julie's mother in the same way that he fucked his mother, Katherine, his sister, Christine, and hoped to fuck his sister-in-law, Julie.
He inserted his cock in his mother-in-law's already warm, wet pussy. Not stopping him, she not only allowed him to fuck her but also, she enthusiastically welcomed his cock by returning his hard humps with her hard humps. Slowly humping her before humping her faster, he made love to her while fucking her from behind. Humping her slow and sweet before humping her hard and fast, he alternated the two styles of sexual intercourse. Then, forget about making love to her, he fucked her. As if she was his whore instead of his mother-in-law, he fucked her hard and he fucked her fast. He fucked Ashley's mother while he held onto her big tits and fingered her erect nipples.
As soon as she had her orgasm from him giving her sexual intercourse from behind, she turned and kissed him. Parting his lips with her tongue, she kissed her son-in-law as if he was her boyfriend, her lover, or her date instead of her daughter's husband. She made out with Michael in the way he had fantasized her making out with him whenever he masturbated over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with her.
Not wanting to cum in her pussy, he wanted to save his cum for his mother-in-law's beautiful mouth. As if he was her husband instead of her son-in-law, she cupped his balls while fondling his prick. Then, stroking his erection, and just how he had already envisioned, she moved to her knees in the shower and took Michael in her mouth. Teasing him with her tongue, Anne was blowing her son-in-law while staring up at him with her big, blue eyes. In the way that his wife, Ashley, his mother, Katherine, and his sister, Christine, all sucked him, his mother-in-law, Anne, was sucking him too.
With her a very talented cocksucker and perhaps, because she hadn't had a cock in her mouth in a very, long time, it didn't take him long to cum. He put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head and humped her mouth while he fucked her face. She stroked him faster while sucking him deeper as he humped her harder and faster. He couldn't believe his wife's mother was blowing him. He couldn't believe he was on the verge of ejaculating his cum in her mouth.
Then, when she tightened her lips around his big prick, she obviously wanted him to cum in her mouth as much as he wanted to cum in her mouth. When she didn't spit out his load, while still staring up at him and smiling, she obviously wanted to swallow his cum as much as he wanted her to swallow his cum. She obviously wanted to blow him as much as he wanted her to suck him.
After he ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she swallowed, he helped his mother-in-law dry her wet, naked body before she helped him dry his wet, naked body. Then, not ending their love making there in the shower, in the way that he took his mother and carried his sister, Anne took him by his hand to her bedroom and to her bed. Being more aggressive than his mother and sister, she pushed him on her bed and mounted him. Then, she reached behind her to stuff his big, erect prick in her warm, wet pussy.
Bouncing her naked body up and down on his naked cock, she made love to her son-in-law before he rolled her over and fucked his mother-in-law with great sexual passion again. Literally pounding her pussy, Michael fucked his mother-in-law in the way that he fucked his wife, his mother, and his sister. Fucking her faster, he fucked her harder. Not stopping or slowing his fucking of Ashley's mother, he continued fucking her until she screamed her sexual orgasm.
Then, not allowing her to have all the fun and do all the work, he rolled her over. He was fucking his mother-in-law in the way that she was fucking him. Fucking her harder, he fucked her faster. As if he was a piledriving machine, he pounded her pussy hard and deep. As if he was taking her on an amusement ride, she wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. She returned his hard, fast humps with her hard and fast humps.
"Michael! Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. That feels so good. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me deeper. Fuck me, Michael, fuck me. Fuck your mother-in-law," she said returning his hard and fast humps with her hard and fast humps. "Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck me as if I'm your wife. Fuck me as if I'm your lover. Fuck me as if I'm your mother. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me."



Harder and faster, deeper and with more passion, he continued pounding Ashley's mother's pussy. He continued fucking her cunt. As if he was in a fucking contest, as sexually excited fucking his mother-in-law as he was fucking his mother and sister, if there was a trophy for fucking, he surely would have won.
"Cum, Anne, cum. I want to hear you cum. I want to watch your face when you're cumming. Cum, Anne, cum. Cum, mother, cum," he said.
As soon as he called her mother instead of Anne, she exploded with sexual passion.
"Michael. Michael. I'm cumming. I'm almost there. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me deeper. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me," said Anne.
Michael fucked Ashley's mother faster. He fucked his mother-in-law harder. He fucked Anne deeper. Determine to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock, he buried his stiff prick deep inside of her warm, wet pussy over and again. Unlike his screaming mother and his screaming sister, Anne had a quiet orgasm. As soon as she relaxed herself, he moved beside her to hold her, hug her, and spoon her while she enjoyed the afterglow of sex.
To be continued...
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As part of his cooperation in bartering sex for payment of their wedding expenses, Ashley demanded that Michael have sex with his sister-in-law, her sister, Julie, first before she has sex with the men they owe money.
Continued from Chapter 04:
Then, when he saw her dildo on the shelf in the shower, perfect timing on his part, after hearing her moaning, he figured she had just finished masturbating before he walked in her bathroom. Not a huge presumption to make, he figured she was just as horny as he was sexually excited. In the way that she looked at his naked body, the same way that he stared at her naked body, he figured that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
As if she was his naked wife instead of his naked wife's mother, he continued feeling her big tits while fingering erect nipples with one hand and while reaching down to continue to feel and squeeze her shapely ass with his other hand. Then, touching her where no son-in-law should ever dare touch his mother-in-law, he cupped her pussy in the way that she was cupping his testicles. When he slowly albeit purposefully slid his finger along her pussy slit and parted the swollen lips of her vagina, not surprised, she was already wet.
With her already wet and ready for sex, he inserted his stiff, long finger in the pussy of Ashley's mother. Slowly but forcefully rubbing her clit with his index finger, he finger fucked her with his other finger. He was masturbating his mother-in-law. He couldn't believe he was masturbating his wife's mother. He couldn't believe he had his fingers in the cunt of Ashely's mother.
With all three women as beautiful as they were sexy and shapely, the gene pool in both families was phenomenal. As soon as she was as wet as he was hard, in the way he did in his sexual visualization, he turned her around and bent her forward. Obviously knowing what he wanted and was about to do, she assumed the position. Instead of making love to her, he fucked her. He fucked Ashley and Julie's mother in the same way that he fucked his mother, Katherine, his sister, Christine, and hoped to fuck his sister-in-law, Julie next.
He inserted his cock in his mother-in-law's already warm, wet pussy. Not stopping him, she not only allowed him to fuck her but also, she enthusiastically welcomed his cock by returning his hard humps with her hard humps. Slowly humping her before humping her faster, he made love to her while fucking her from behind. Humping her slow and sweet before humping her hard and fast, he alternated the two styles of sexual intercourse. Then, forget about making love to her, he fucked her. As if she was his whore instead of his mother-in-law, he fucked her hard and he fucked her fast. He fucked Ashley's mother while he held onto her big tits and fingered her erect nipples.
As soon as she had her orgasm from him giving her sexual intercourse from behind, she turned and kissed him. Parting his lips with her tongue, she kissed her son-in-law as if he was her boyfriend, her lover, or her date instead of her daughter's husband. She made out with Michael in the way he had fantasized her making out with him whenever he masturbated over the thoughts of her naked and having sex with her.
Not wanting to cum in her pussy, he wanted to save his cum for his mother-in-law's beautiful mouth. As if he was her husband instead of her son-in-law, she cupped his balls while fondling his prick. Then, stroking his erection, and just how he had already envisioned, she moved to her knees in the shower and took Michael in her mouth. Teasing him with her tongue, Anne was blowing her son-in-law while staring up at him with her big, blue eyes. In the way that his wife, Ashley, his mother, Katherine, and his sister, Christine, all sucked him, his mother-in-law, Anne, was sucking him too.
With her a very talented cocksucker and perhaps, because she hadn't had a cock in her mouth in a very, long time, it didn't take him long to cum. He put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head and humped her mouth and fucked her face. She stroked him faster while sucking him deeper as he humped her harder and faster. He couldn't believe his wife's mother was blowing him. He couldn't believe he was on the verge of ejaculating his cum in her mouth.
Then, when she tightened her lips around his big prick, she obviously wanted him to cum in her mouth as much as he wanted to cum in her mouth. When she didn't spit out his load, while still staring up at him and smiling, she obviously wanted to swallow his cum as much as he wanted her to swallow his cum. She obviously wanted to blow him as much as he wanted her to suck him.
After he ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she swallowed, he helped his mother-in-law dry her wet, naked body before she helped him dry his wet, naked body. Then, not ending their love making there in the shower, in the way that he took his mother and carried his sister, Anne took him by his hand to her bedroom and to her bed. Being more aggressive than his mother and sister, she pushed him on her bed and mounted him. Then, she reached behind her to stuff his big, erect prick in her warm, wet pussy.
Bouncing her naked body up and down on his naked cock, she made love to her son-in-law before he rolled her over and fucked his mother-in-law with great sexual passion again. Literally pounding her pussy, Michael fucked his mother-in-law in the way that he fucked his wife, his mother, and his sister. Fucking her faster, he fucked her harder. Not stopping or slowing his fucking of Ashley's mother, he continued fucking her until she screamed her sexual orgasm.
Then, not allowing her to have all the fun and do all the work, he rolled her over. He was fucking his mother-in-law in the way that she was fucking him. Fucking her harder, he fucked her faster. As if he was a piledriving machine, he pounded her pussy hard and deep. As if he was taking her on an amusement ride, she wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. She returned his hard, fast humps with her hard and fast humps.
"Michael! Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. That feels so good. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me deeper. Fuck me, Michael, fuck me. Fuck your mother-in-law," she said returning his hard and fast humps with her hard and fast humps. "Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck me as if I'm your wife. Fuck me as if I'm your lover. Fuck me as if I'm your mother. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me."
Harder and faster, deeper and with more passion, he continued pounding Ashley's mother's pussy. He continued fucking her cunt. As if he was in a fucking contest, as sexually excited fucking his mother-in-law as he was fucking his mother and sister, if there was a trophy for fucking, he surely would have won.
"Cum, Anne, cum. I want to hear you cum. I want to watch your face when you're cumming. Cum, Anne, cum. Cum, mother, cum," he said.
As soon as he called her mother instead of Anne, she exploded with sexual passion.
"Michael. Michael. I'm cumming. I'm almost there. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me deeper. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me," said Anne.
Michael fucked Ashley's mother faster. He fucked his mother-in-law harder. He fucked Anne deeper. Determine to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock, he buried his stiff prick deep inside of her warm, wet pussy over and again. Unlike his screaming mother and his screaming sister, Anne had a quiet orgasm. As soon as she relaxed herself, he moved beside her to hold her, hug her, and spoon her while she enjoyed the afterglow of sex.
Chapter 05:
After having sexually seduced his mother, Katherine, his sister, Christine, and Ashley's mother, his mother-in-law, Anne, last, but not least to sexually seduce was Ashley's sister, his sister-in-law, Julie. While Anne was at work, Ashley told Michael to use the key to her mother's house to unlock the front door again. With mother and daughter on different work schedules, Julie didn't have to be at work until later in the day.
Their different work schedules gave Michael the privacy that he needed to have sex with Ashley's sister without his mother-in-law knowing that he had sex with her daughter. Not that it mattered, it didn't. No doubt, just as his mother and his sister discussed him having sex with them, his mother-in-law and sister-in-law would, no doubt, discuss him having sex with them too.
Unlike other families where the son didn't get along with his mother or the brother didn't get along with his sister, Michael loved them both. Unlike other families where the groom didn't get along with his mother-in-law and/or his sister-in-law, Michael loved them both. As convoluted as it may be, perhaps, connected by physical, emotional, and sexual intimacy, the families that have incestuous, inappropriate, and forbidden sex together, albeit consensual sex, remain together.
A bizarre turn of events, the night of his wedding, Valentine's Day night, supposedly his honeymoon night, he was having incestuous sex with his MILF of a mother, Katherine. The night after his wedding night, and the night after Valentine's Day night, he was having sex with his sexy sister, Christine. Two nights after his wedding night, and two nights after Valentine's Day night, he was having sex with his MILF of a mother-in-law, Anne. Now, tonight, three nights after his wedding night, and three nights after Valentine's Day night, he was about to have sex with his sexy sister-in-law, Julie.
'This is unbelievable. I can't make up this stuff. If I read this in a story, I'd never believe it. If it wasn't enough that I got sexually lucky with my mother, I got sexually lucky with my sister. Then, if it wasn't enough that I got sexually lucky with my mother-in-law, I'm hoping to get sexually lucky with my sister-in-law, too,' thought Michael.
* * * * *
Ashley told her husband that her sister's routine every morning was to use the sauna. She was always trying to lose weight, not that she was overweight but she wasn't as shapely thin as her baby sister. Once in the sauna, usually taking a 15-minute powernap, with her a heavy sleeper, if a bomb went off in the house, she wouldn't hear it. Just as she wouldn't hear a bomb, she hopefully wouldn't hear Michael unlock her front door and quietly climb the stairs to her sauna.
Once in the house, as he did with Anne, he did with Julie. He waited and silently listened. Hearing nothing, no footsteps and no movement, he figured that Julie was already in the sauna, perhaps, even napping. He imagined his wife's big sister naked in the sauna. As if he was a voyeuristic peeper, and he was, he imagined seeing his naked sister-in-law through the little door window of the sauna. With his heart racing and his pulse beating faster, he couldn't wait to see Ashley's sexy sister naked.
'I don't believe I'm doing this,' he thought.
As if he was an intruder, a burglar, or a rapist, in the way that he did with her mother, Anne, Michael quietly walked upstairs for Julie. Then, peeking through the small, sauna window while ducking so that she wouldn't see him peeping, he saw the dim light in the sauna and saw that Julie was lying on her back and on her towel naked. Julie was naked. His sister-in-law was naked while napping. He stayed motionlessly and quietly while staring at her naked body.
He stared at what he could see of her big breasts and her erect nipples through the dim light of the sauna. He stared at the side of her exposed hip, the side of her shapely thigh, and the side of her long leg. He stared at what he could see of her blonde, trimmed, tuft of pubic hair that peeked out over the side of her thigh. Naked, his wife's big sister was naked.
'This is it,' he thought. 'In the way that I walked in on my mother-in-law while she was in her shower, not chickening out now that I've come this far, I must walk in on my sister-in-law while she's in her sauna,' he thought.
As sexually excited as he was when seeing his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law naked, he was sexually excited when seeing his sister-in-law naked too. Ready to expose his naked body to her, he couldn't wait to show his wife's sister his cock in the way that he showed his wife's mother his cock. He quickly stripped off his clothes and grabbed a clean towel from the linen closet, wrapped it around his waist, and, taking a breath for courage, he opened the sauna door. As if he lived there and it was permissible for him to be there, as if he was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover, he walked in on Julie's in her sauna.
No longer nervous as he was with his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law, especially after all that his wife told him about her sister being a whore, he figured that his sister-in-law would welcome his sexual advances. He figured his sister-in-law would want to have sex with him in the way that his mother, his sister, and her mother all wanted to have sex with him. Perhaps, she was dreaming of a naked man while she was napping. From all that his wife told him about her sister, perhaps, she was dreaming of him naked.
'Well, here I am, Julie,' he thought opening the sauna door and ready to remove his towel.
Taking another breath for courage, he opened the sauna door, walked inside, and as soon as she opened her eyes, he removed his towel. With her not surprised, perhaps her mother or his wife told her that he'd be coming for her too. He watched Julie look from his face to look down to his cock. She stared at his erect prick in the same way that his mother, his sister, and her mother did. Not embarrassed, ashamed, or frightened, she removed her stare from his erect prick to give him a welcoming smile.
"Michael. It's so nice to see you, all of you," she said with a dirty laugh and a sexy smile while giving him a naughty look before staring down at his cock again.
He returned her sexy smile and naughty look with his sexy smile and naughty look.
'Wow,' he thought. 'A good sign, instead of screaming for me to leave, she welcomed my surprise, naked appearance.'
He stared at her naked body in the way that he stared at her mother's naked body and in the way that she stared at his naked body.
"You don't mind if I take a sauna with you, do you?"
Startling her awake as soon as he opened the sauna door, obviously thinking that she was home alone, she looked at him with unblinking eyes. Clearly, not expecting to see anyone, especially her brother-in-law, Christine looked at him with shock. First, she seemed mad that he was there until she realized that not only was Michael naked but also, he was seeing her naked too. She was naked in front of her brother-in-law and he was naked in front of her. Now, with her looking at him as if he was suddenly willingly and consensually sexually available, her apparent sexual excitement consumed her.
"Michael, although I'm glad that you're here," she said glancing down at his erect prick again, "but why are you here?" Perhaps feeling uncomfortably embarrassed, she stood to cover her nakedness with her towel. "What are you doing here? Why are you in my sauna? Even more importantly than that," she said with a laugh, "how did you get in my house?"
Staring at her until she foolishly covered herself with her towel, in the way that he had stared at his mother's nakedness, his sister's nakedness, and his mother-in-law's nakedness, he stared at his sister-in-law's nakedness too. Feigning her morality and her modesty, there was nothing moral and modest about his wife's sister. He gave Julie a smile over all that he had already seen of her naked body and all that he was continuing to see of her now. In the sexually excited way that she continued staring at him, he continued staring at her with lustful desire.
* * * * *
"For being your sister's Maid of Honor and for helping her so much with the wedding, Ashley told me to tell you that I'm your gift. She told me that you take a sauna every morning and that you wouldn't mind if I shared your sauna naked with you. She said that in the way that you wouldn't mind seeing me naked, you wouldn't mind me seeing you naked too," he said with a nervous, little laugh. "She gave me her house key to unlock your front door."
Clearly, not believing him, she looked at him as if he was lying. She looked at him with as much curiosity as she looked at him with sexual excitement. With him having just married her sister, she looked at him as if he was trying to deceive her by playing her just so that he could have sex with her. Perceptibly, unless it was nothing more than a formula for a sexual affair, why would her sister want her newly, wedded husband to see her sister naked and to share her sauna with her husband while he was naked, too?
"What? I'm sorry but I don't understand. Lemme get this straight. My sister said that you could take a sauna with me while knowing that I'd be in the sauna naked?"
Julie looked at him as if he was nuts.
"Yes," said Michael timidly while wondering if she was going to reject him and ask him to leave.
Unlike her mother who didn't question him as her naked surprise while she was in her shower naked, Julie gave him the third degree while she was wrapped in her towel and he was naked.
"Are you serious?" She looked at him as if she thought that he was lying. "Did my sister really say that?" She looked at him disbelievingly. "Why would she say that? I don't get it," said Julie sitting down on the bench while wrapped in her towel. "I don't understand," she said staring down at his erect prick again. In the way that his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law all were, Julie seemed enamored with his naked cock. "Tell me, honestly, Michael, why are you really here?"
Michael smiled at his sister-in-law again.
"I'm telling the truth," said Michael remaining standing while still naked. He raised his right hand as if swearing on a Bible. "She said you wouldn't mind being naked in the sauna with me, as long as I was naked too," he said placing his towel beside her on the bench. "May I sit?"
She nodded her head.
"Please. Sit," she said.
In the way that he had stared at her naked body before she wrapped her towel around herself, she stared at his naked body now. In the way that his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and now his sister-in-law all stared at his naked cock, Julie stared at his naked cock, too. In a long moment of silence, as if she was thinking what to do next, she seemed preoccupied while staring at her brother-in-law's naked prick.
Evidentially, being that they were all such whores, all the women in his family loved cock. Evidentially, being that they all had sex with him in the way that Julie was about to have sex with him now, all the women in his family loved his cock. Evidentially, in the way that they all stared and salivated over his naked prick, all the women in his family were just as sexually attracted to him as he was to them.
As if inviting her to do so by his confession and by his erection, as if she was doing a slow, striptease, she stared in his eyes while she unhurriedly removed her towel. She purposely, deliberately, and sexually excitedly exposed her naked breasts to him. In the way that he was naked, his sister-in-law was naked again, now too. In the way he had stared at his naked mother, his naked sister, and his naked mother-in-law, he stared at his naked sister-in-law, too. Once again, as if it was the first time she had seen a naked man and the first time he had seen a naked woman, they remained silently staring at one another, until Julie spoke again.
"Well, I guess if my sister doesn't mind us being naked together, I don't mind us being naked together," she said with a shrug. Julie moved her naked body closer to her naked brother-in-law to seductively rest her hand on his naked, right thigh while staring up at him with her big, blue eyes. As soon as Michael felt the warmth of his sister-in-law's hand on his thigh, as if waving at her, his cock throbbed and grew harder. She gave him another sexy look and a naughty smile. "Tell me. I'm curious to know. What else did my sister say that she wouldn't mind us doing?"



* * * * *
Not waiting for him to respond, as if she already knew the answer to her question, she touched his naked prick with her manicured fingertips while staring in Michael's eyes before staring down at his erect prick again. Then, in the way that his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law all did, his sister-in-law wrapped her fingers around his erection. If it wasn't enough that he had seen his sexy sister-in-law naked and she had seen him naked too, he couldn't believe Julie was holding his stiff prick in her warm hand.
As if his prick was her dildo, she continued holding his naked cock in her hand while fondling the head of his engorged prick with her fingertips. She stared at him with sexual desire in the way that he stared at her with lustful horniness. Having already crossed the sexually inappropriate line, it was obvious to both that they were on the precipice of having forbidden sex. In the way that a son-in-law should never have sex with his mother-in-law, a brother-in-law should never have sex with his sister-in-law. Yet, with him given his wife's permission, this was all Ashley's idea.
"Julie," said Michael feigning his surprise. "Oh, my God," he said with pretend shock. "What are you doing?"
As if he didn't know what she was doing, he knew exactly what she was doing. Even though he was recently married to her sister, he was there to have sex with his sister-in-law in the way that he had sex with her mother the day before. What Julie was doing when wrapping her fingers around his cock was what he hoped and wanted her to do. Even though they were both naked, and even though he entered her sauna knowing that she was naked too, he acted like the innocent one. He acted as if she was the one who was taking sexual advantage of him. Even though he was the sexual predator, he acted as if he was the sexual victim.
"I'm doing what you obviously hoped that I'd do and wanted me to do," she said with a sexy laugh while slowly stroking him and staring down at him before looking up at him. "Being that my sister, no doubt, already told you that I always get horny in the sauna, I don't mind touching you if you don't mind me touching you," she said with a pause. "And if you don't mind touching me," she said.
Teasing him with her hand, her fingers, and with her eyes, she put his right hand on her right breast. Immediately, Michael moved his right hand from her right breast to feel her left breast before moving his hand back to feel her right breast again. Staring at the shape, the size, and at her areolas and nipples, he stared at Julie's naked tits as if he had never seen naked tits before. He stared at his sister-in-law's naked tits as if he was comparing them to her mother's naked tits and her sister's naked tits. He stared at Julie's tits as if he was comparing them to his mother's naked tits and his sister's naked tits.
"You have beautiful breasts, Julie. I love your breasts," he said. "They're so firm and so shapely."
She smiled at his compliment while inhaling a big breath of air and sticking out her chest as if inviting him to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them.
"I'm glad you love my breasts. I love my breasts too," she said looking down at his hand feeling her breasts while his fingers fingered her nipples.
He looked up to smile at her before looking down to pull, turn, twist, squeeze, and pinch her nipples.
"I love your big nipples, too," he said.
Returning the sexual favor of him touching and feeling her by her touching and feeling him, she stared down at his erect prick. Unable to wrap his head around all that happened in just five days, Michael couldn't believe he was naked and in the sauna with his naked sister-in-law. He couldn't believe he was feeling her tits and fingering her nipples in the way that she was feeling his cock in her hand and fondling the head of his prick with her fingertips. Then, when she started stroking him, he thought he was going to prematurely cum.
"Do you like that? Do you like me stroking your prick, Michael? Do you enjoy feeling my tits and fingering my nipples?" She smiled up at him while sexually teasing him. "Does what we're doing now feel good?"
Obviously already knowing the answers to her sexual questions, not waiting for him to reply, she continued stroking him before she moved to her knees and moved between his legs. Then, taking his erect prick firmer in her hand, she stroked him. Teasing him with her lips, her tongue, and her eyes, she lowered her mouth down to his prick to kiss his stiff cock while licking his stiff cock. Then, while staring up at him with her blue eyes, she took his stiff cock in her mouth.
'I can't believe Julie is blowing me,' thought Michael staring down at her with his hard, hairy prick in her mouth.
* * * * *
Something as forbidden as it was sexually exciting, his sister-in-law was sucking his cock. In the way that his wife loved to do, and in the way that his mother, his sister, and her mother had already done, his sexy sister-in-law was blowing him. He couldn't believe Ashley's big sister was sucking his cock.
"Oh, Julie. That feels so good," he said touching her blonde hair as if he was petting a dog.
Julie stared up at him with her big, blue eyes in the way that her mother stared up at him with her big, blue eyes while blowing him. She stared up at him in the way that his mother and his sister stared up at him with their big, brown eyes while blowing him. He couldn't believe that Julie was sucking his cock while stroking his cock. As if she was his newly, wedded wife instead of his sister-in-law, she continued stroking him while sucking him. Michael watched Julie stroke him. He watched her suck him. He couldn't wait to ejaculate his cum in her beautiful mouth.
As if she was Linda Lovelace in Deep Throat and he was Harry Reems, he watched Ashley's sister fill her mouth with the entirety of his engorged prick. He put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and in the way that he had done with his mother, his sister, and her mother, he did with her. Humping her beautiful mouth with his hips, he fucked her face. In the way that he had already ejaculated his cum in his mother's willing mouth, in his sister's willing mouth, and in his mother-in-law's willing mouth, he couldn't wait to ejaculate his cum in his sister-in-law's willing mouth.
Something he'd never forget and would always remember, having so, very much to masturbate over, whenever he masturbated now, he'd be masturbating over seeing his naked mother while imagining having sex with his naked mother. He'd be masturbating over seeing his naked sister while imagining having sex with his naked sister. He'd be masturbating over seeing his naked mother-in-law while imagining having sex with his naked mother-in-law. Now, he'd be masturbating over seeing his naked sister-in-law while imagining having sex with his naked sister-in-law.
"Julie," he said acting as surprised as he was sexually excited. "I don't believe this. This is so unbelievable. I never thought I'd be having sex with you, my wife's big sister, my sexy sister-in-law. I never thought you'd ever suck my cock."
When she smiled up at him with her blue eyes, he stared down at her with his brown eyes. As if he was sexually fantasizing it, he couldn't believe he was seeing Ashley's big sister naked and she was sucking his prick. As if he was dreaming it, he couldn't believe that he had seen his mother, his sister, and her mother all naked. In the way that Julie was blowing him now, he couldn't believe that his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law all blew him too. He couldn't believe that he not only made love to them all but also fucked them all too. He couldn't wait to make love to Julie before fucking her.
With him nearly done with his side of the bargain, as she promised she would, he couldn't wait for Ashley to have sex with the nine men that they owed money to for their wedding expenses. With her reluctant to have sex with more men, once she stopped being a swinger, fortunately for him, his side of the bargain was much better than her side of the bargain. In the way that he always sexually lusted over his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister, his wife never sexually lusted over any of the nine men that she promised to seduce.
He continued watching Julie sucking him while she teased him his cock with her hand and mouth. Removing him from her mouth, she teased him with her tongue while giving him a sexy smile. She kissed his cock and licked his cock before she returned to sucking his prick again. A huge understatement, Michael was pleased that every woman in his family were great cocksuckers. Even though his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and now his sister-in-law gave him great head, able to compare them all, his wife, Ashley, was still the best cocksucker.
"Is this what you want, Michael?" Just as he was close to cumming in her mouth, she abruptly removed his cock from her mouth again, this time for her to speak instead of to tease him. "Is this why you're here, to have sex with me?" She moved from her knees to stand. "Make love to me, Michael. Fuck me. Being that we always shared everything, I'm sure my sister won't mind me sharing you, too."
* * * * *
As if she was his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, or a whore that he paid to have sex with for an hour, taking him to bed, Julie took Michael by the hand and led her to her bedroom. She turned on her shower and pulled him inside with her to rinse off their sweat from being in the sauna. Then, in the way that he pushed her mother up against the wet, tile shower wall and kissed her, she pushed him up against her wet, tile, shower wall and kissed him. His sister-in-law was French kissing him in the same sexual way that his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law all sexually kissed him.
'I don't believe this,' thought Michael. 'If I read this in a story, I'd never believe that a man could get so sexually lucky with his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and now his sister-in-law.'
Kissing him and kissing him, Julie was obviously ready to have deep, penetrating sex with her brother-in-law. In the way that he already had sexual intercourse with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister, he was about to have sexual intercourse with his sister-in-law now. In the way that he fucked his wife, Ashely, his mother, Katherine, his sister, Christine, and her mother, Anne, he was ready to fuck his wife's sister, Julie.
He thought that once he was married, that would be an end to his swinging days and his free-spirited sex life. Even though he knew his wife was a whore and was happy that she was, until he came up with the idea of bartering sex with his wife for money, he had no idea that he had married into a family of whores. Yet, in the way that he had coerced his wife to participate in the swinging lifestyle, he felt guilty that he had pressured her to have sex with nine more men she barely knew.
Perhaps, Ashley thought she was pulling a fast one over him when she suggested that he have sex with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister before she had sex with the nine men as compensation for their wedding expenses. If only she knew that he wanted nothing more than to have sex with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister, she would have suggested something else. Now, he couldn't wait to watch Ashley having sex with nine men. He couldn't wait to watch his wife sucking and fucking their wedding debts away while being sexually used and abused by nine men.
In the way that he did with her mother and routinely did with his girlfriend, who was now his wife, he turned his sister-in-law around, bent her forward, and inserted himself in her already wet pussy. He slid and humped himself deeper inside her. Humping her while reaching down and around her to cup her big tits in the palms of his hands and finger her nipples with his fingers, she was just as sexually excited as he was. He fucked Julie right there in the shower and in the same way that he fucked her mother in her shower just the day before.
"Oh, Michael," said Julie. "It's too bad you didn't marry me instead of my sister. It's too bad you married the wrong woman," she said with a dirty laugh. "I could have made you a good wife. I would have made you very, sexually happy," she said.
Michael squeezed her tits before reaching behind her to squeeze and lightly slap her shapely ass. He humped her harder while squeezing and slapping her ass harder. Since she seemed to enjoy her ass being slapped, he slapped her ass even harder while fucking her.
"This is only a one-time thing, Julie. Maybe, one day, Ashley will fill you in on the details as to why I'm really here," he said expanding the mystery of why he was having sex with his wife's sister.
She pulled away from him, turned off the shower water, and grabbed her towel.
"I don't care why you're here, Michael," she said with attitude. "I'm just glad that you are," she said giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile before giving him a deep, wet kiss. "A one-time thing?" She gave him a disbelieving look. "This doesn't have to be a one-time thing," she said drying herself. "Now that we had sex, why not have sex again? We could continue having sex all the time. Besides, there's no way that you'll not want to make love to me and fuck me again. There's no way you wouldn't want me to suck your cock and cum in my mouth while feeling my tits and fingering my nipples."
Michael grabbed his towel and dried himself too.
"Even though your offer to continue to have sex with you is very enticing, I'm afraid not, Julie. I'm married to your sister. I love her," he said. "The last thing that I want to do is to hurt her by continuing to have a sexual relationship with her big sister."
'Besides,' he thought. 'The last thing that I want is to lose Ashley by making my wife's sister pregnant.'
She gave him a curious look while probably wondering why he was really there with her.
"Since you're married to my sister, just married to her, and if you love her, as you say you do, then I won't ask why are you're here. I accept this as my lucky, sexual day," she said with a dirty laugh. "As long as you don't mind me telling my sister that we had sex," she said with a pause while waiting for him to voice his possible disapproval. "I'll ask my sister that question later when I talk to her," she said sitting on the bed. "I'll just accept this for what it is while enjoying the moment of this one-time thing, as you put it."
He nodded his head while smiling down at her.
"I can explain and one day, I will," he said with compassion. The last thing that he wanted to do was to hurt his sister-in-law's feelings by making her feel sexually used, even though she was used by her sister and by him. "No doubt, it will be something we'll all have a good laugh over one day. Even though I have no problem with you telling Ashley that we had sex, nonetheless, Ashley should be the one giving you the reason why I'm here."
She held up her hand and put her manicured finger to his lips to stop him from talking.
"Don't talk. Never mind. Forget about that for now. Let's just make the best of this one-time thing. Make love to me, Michael, instead of just giving me a quickie as you did in the shower. Then, after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me. I want you to slam your cock inside me. I want you to pound my pussy hard enough and long enough to give me an orgasm with your cock. I want you to make me cum," she said kissing him passionately.
* * * * *
He touched the side of her face before sliding a slow finger across her full, red lips and when he did, she took his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking his erect prick.
"Okay. I can do that. I'd be happy to do that for you," he said removing his finger from her mouth to kiss her deep, kiss her long, and kiss her hard and with sexual passion.
She gave him a smile as if she was his prisoner and he was his captor. He didn't have to be psychic to know what she wanted and what she wanted was for him to give her oral sex. Like daughter, like mother, in the way that he did with his mother, his sister, and her mother, she wanted him to give her oral sex too. She wanted him to eat her pussy before he fucked her cunt. She wanted him to finger her while licking her. She wanted him to give her a sexual orgasm with his fingers and his tongue.
"Yet, before you do that, I want you to give me a sexual orgasm with your finger and your mouth. I want you to eat me, Michael. I want you to lick my cunt. I want to feel what my sister has felt all these years. I want you to do me as if you're doing her," said Julie.
Julie looked at Michael as if she was his new bride instead of her sister. She looked at him with love in the way that he looked at her with lust. She looked at him in the way that his mother, his sister, and her mother all looked at him before he lowered himself down between their legs.
"I can do that," said Michael with a sexy smile. "I'd be happy to do that for my sexy sister-in-law."
Not stopping there, as if giving him precise instructions, she told him exactly what she wanted him to sexually do to her pussy.
"I want you to finger my pussy while sticking your tongue in my hole, Michael. I want you to lap my cunt hard and fast while rubbing my clit hard and fast too. As if I'm your wife and you're my husband, I want you to eat me in the way that you eat my sister. Then, after you make me cum with your fingers and your tongue, and after you make me cum again with your cock while fucking me, I'll give you the best, damn blowjob you've ever had in your life."
'She'd have to go some to beat Ashley's blowjobs,' thought Michael. 'Still, he was game. He was more than ready to eat his sister-in-law's pussy. He'd do anything for Julie to suck his cock again.'
Perhaps, because they were in the swinging lifestyle for two years before they were married, Ashley was a real pro at sucking cock. Even before he met her, she was a cock sucking whore and a total cum slut. Confessing all that she had done in the past, she was a very popular coed who had plenty of sexual relationships in college. For sure, his wife had sucked lots of cocks. Yet, once she kept her end of their bargain and had sex with nine more men, that part of her life was over.
'That part of her life was over,' he thought with a dirty laugh, 'that is, unless they needed something else to barter her having sex with men in exchange for goods, services, and money.'
* * * * *
In the way he had done with his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and now his sister-in-law, Michael moved between Julie's shapely legs. As if she was his wife instead of his sister-in-law and he was her husband instead of her brother-in-law, he licked her while fingering her. Wishing Ashley was there to watch him eating her sister, he imagined his wife being proud of his oral sex expertise. Becoming quite expert at eating pussy, Michael had Julie squirming around her bed in no time.
In the way that he enjoyed putting a hand behind a woman's head when she was sucking his cock, she seemingly enjoyed putting a hand behind his head while he was licking her pussy. Holding her hand there to hold his head in place, exactly where she wanted his mouth, then grabbing the side of his head with two hands, she mashed his face in her wet pussy. In the way that his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law all did, his sister-in-law wiped her sopping wet cunt all over his face.
As if his face was a sanitary pad, he was literally covered with his sister-in-law's vaginal secretions. He had her pussy juices everywhere, up his nose, on his chin, and on his cheeks. In the way that he had mashed the faces of dozens of women while humping their mouths, fucking their faces, and forcing them to deep throat him, she continued mashing his face in her pussy. As if he was fucking her with his tongue and his nose, he could barely breath.



Licking and licking her, he rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy. He couldn't wait to make love to Ashley's sister. He couldn't wait to make love to his sister-in-law. In the way that he was lucky to have sex with his mother and his sister, he was lucky to not only have had sex with Ashley but also with her mother and now her sister. If he was comparing one to the other, his mother, sister, her mother, and her sister, hands down and by far, Ashley was the best in bed. Now that he had seen their naked bodies and had sex with them all, he never wanted to have sex with anyone but his wife.
"Oh, Michael. Michael. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Michael. Right there. That's it. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. That feels so good, Michael. Lick me faster. Rub me harder. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming," she said.
As soon as he had given her an oral orgasm, she reached down for him. Michael wiped his face with some tissues on her nightstand before mounting her. As soon as he mounted Ashley's sister, she reached between his legs for him and inserted his stiff cock in her pussy. Sliding his prick in Julie, he was making love to his wife's sister. He was making love to his sister-in-law. If having sex with one of Anne's daughters and with Anne wasn't enough, he couldn't believe he was having sex with his mother-in-law's other daughter.
Slowly humping her while kissing and kissing her, French kissing her, he made love to his sister-in-law. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, he fucked Julie. He fucked Ashley's sister hard and he fucked her fast. In the way he had done with his wife, her mother, his mother, and his sister, he pounded Julie's pussy in the mattress. With her already sexually excited from him eating her, she was on the verge of cumming again.
Humping her faster, he humped her harder. Humping her harder, he humped her deeper. Harder, faster, and deeper, he fucked his sister-in-law in the way that he fucked his wife, his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law. Now, that he nearly completed his side of the bargain, he couldn't wait for Ashley to complete her side of the bargain. He couldn't wait to watch his wife having sex with nine men while he watched and masturbated himself.
"Michael. Oh, Michael. Hump me harder. Harder. Hump me faster. Faster. Hump deeper. Deeper. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me," said Julie. "Give me all of your big, hard cock. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me."
* * * * *
As if he had killed her, she collapsed in her bed. She was breathing hard and her face was flushed. Obviously, an understatement, she enjoyed having sex with him as much as he enjoyed having sex with her.
Not taking a break, as soon as Julie had her sexual orgasm, she was ready to give Michael his sexual orgasm. She devoured his cock as if she was a starving animal. She blew him as if she had been in jail and without a man for the last ten years. She stroked him and sucked him as if she was a professional cocksucker or a professional whore, a prostitute.
Perhaps, wanting to prove her point that he had married the wrong sister, she would have given him the best blowjob he ever had in his life but Ashley held that title. No one could suck cock in the way that Ashley sucked cock. His wife was the best cocksucker. Yet, it was still sexually exciting to compare having sex with his mother to having sex with his sister just as it was sexually exciting to compare having sex with his mother-in-law and to having sex with his sister-in-law.
"Oh, Julie," he said. "You're going to make me cum. Stroke me faster, Julie. Suck me deeper. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head. "Suck me, Julie. Suck me."
In the way that he had done with every woman who had sucked him, he humped her mouth. He fucked her face. By pulling her head down and forward when humping her mouth and fucking her face, he impaled his cock deeper. Deep throating him, Julie took all of him without choking or gagging. Obviously, she had done this type of cock sucking before. Obviously, she enjoyed sucking his prick as much as he was enjoying having his prick sucked.
"Cum, Michael, cum," she said removing his stiff prick from her mouth to speak. "Cum in my mouth. I want to taste your cum. I want to swallow your cum," she said continuing to suck him and stroke him.
He stared down at her staring up at him. As if he was dreaming his sister-in-law blowing him or sexually fantasizing Julie sucking him, he touched the side of his cock and her lips. He couldn't believe that not only his mother and sister blew him but also his mother-in-law and sister-in-law blew him too. What he thought was an impossible task when Ashley first proposed it, was easier than he thought it would be. What he thought would be a sexually exciting task to have sex with these four women was even more sexually exciting than he imagined it would be. Now, he couldn't wait for Ashley to fulfill her promise by having sex with nine men.
"Julie! Oh, my God, Julie. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking me," he said pressing the back of her head against his engorged prick. "I'm cumming, Julie. I'm cumming," he said exploding a volume of cum in Julie's mouth.
Enjoying his sister-in-law's blowjob, a memory he'd never forget and would always remember, he prolonged cumming for as long as he could. Yet, as soon as he said that he was cumming, he did. He ejaculated a mouthful of cum in Julie's willing mouth in the way that he did with his wife, his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law. Not only did she swallow every drop but she licked him clean while staring up at him. Then, she gave him a deep wet kiss that was so deep and so wet that he could taste himself on her.
To be continued...
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After Michael had sex with his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law, he was done with his end of the bargain. Now, it was up to Ashley to keep her end of the bargain by having sex with the nine men they owed for their wedding.
Continued from Chapter 05:
As if he had killed her, she collapsed in her bed. She was breathing hard and her face was flushed. Obviously, an understatement, she enjoyed having sex with him as much as he enjoyed having sex with her.
Not taking a break, as soon as Julie had her sexual orgasm, she was ready to give Michael his sexual orgasm. She devoured his cock as if she was a starving animal. She blew him as if she had been in jail and without a man for the last ten years. She stroked him and sucked him as if she was a professional cocksucker or a professional whore, a prostitute.
Perhaps, wanting to prove her point that he had married the wrong sister, she would have given him the best blowjob he ever had in his life but Ashley held that title. No one could suck cock in the way that Ashley sucked cock. His wife was the best cocksucker. Yet, it was still sexually exciting to compare having sex with his mother to having sex with his sister just as it was sexually exciting to compare having sex with his mother-in-law and to having sex with his sister-in-law.
"Oh, Julie," he said. "You're going to make me cum. Stroke me faster, Julie. Suck me deeper. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head. "Suck me, Julie. Suck me."
In the way that he had done with every woman who had sucked him, he humped her mouth. He fucked her face. By pulling her head down and forward when humping her mouth and fucking her face, he impaled his cock deeper. Deep throating him, Julie took all of him without choking or gagging. Obviously, she had done this type of cock sucking before. Obviously, she enjoyed sucking his prick as much as he was enjoying having his prick sucked.
"Cum, Michael, cum," she said removing his stiff prick from her mouth to speak. "Cum in my mouth. I want to taste your cum. I want to swallow your cum," she said continuing to suck him and stroke him.
He stared down at her staring up at him. As if he was dreaming his sister-in-law blowing him or sexually fantasizing Julie sucking him, he touched the side of his cock and her lips. He couldn't believe that not only his mother and sister blew him but also his mother-in-law and sister-in-law blew him too. What he thought was an impossible task when Ashley first proposed it, was easier than he thought it would be. What he thought would be a sexually exciting task to have sex with these four women was even more sexually exciting than he imagined it would be. Now, he couldn't wait for Ashley to fulfill her promise by having sex with nine men.
"Julie! Oh, my God, Julie. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking me," he said pressing the back of her head against his engorged prick. "I'm cumming, Julie. I'm cumming," he said exploding a volume of cum in Julie's mouth.
Enjoying his sister-in-law's blowjob, a memory he'd never forget and would always remember, he prolonged cumming for as long as he could. Yet, as soon as he said that he was cumming, he did. He ejaculated a mouthful of cum in Julie's willing mouth in the way that he did with his wife, his mother, his sister, and his mother-in-law. Not only did she swallow every drop but she licked him clean while staring up at him. Then, she gave him a deep wet kiss that was so deep and so wet that he could taste himself on her.
Chapter 06:
After Michael had sex with his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law, he was done with his end of the bargain. Now, it was up to Ashley, his wife, to keep her end of the bargain and barter sex with the nine men that they owed money to satisfy their wedding debts. In exchange for forgiving her all that they owed, she needed to have sex with the wedding planner, the florist, the invitation printer, the band leader, the photographer, the videographer, the hall owner, the limousine provider, and the caterer.
A win/win sexual scenario more for him than for her, not only would his wedding debts be paid in full but also, one of his favorite things to do, he'd be watching his wife having sex with nine men on nine different days. He couldn't wait to watch his wife sucking and fucking the wedding planner, the florist, the invitations printer, the band leader, the photographer, the videographer, the hall owner, the limousine provider, and the caterer. He couldn't wait to watch the wedding planner, the florist, the invitations printer, the band leader, the photographer, the videographer, the hall owner, the limousine provider, and the caterer having sex with her.
'As if it's a remake of our old, swinging days, I can't wait to watch Ashley in sexual action again,' he thought while thinking of her having sex with all of those men. 'I can't wait for the men to see my wife naked while touching and feeling her everywhere that only I should be allowed to touch and feel her.'
Suddenly, with a tinge of jealousy and possessiveness, he had second thoughts about his beautiful and sexy wife having sex with men that she barely knew and that she wasn't sexually interested in them enough to have sex with them. She was no longer his girlfriend but his wife. He felt guilty that he was asking her to break and disregard her wedding vows that she took not even a week ago.
Yet, with his cuckolding desires stronger than his guilt for what he expected his wife to do, as soon as he had the second thoughts, he dismissed them. With her already having been used and sexually abused by dozens of men in the swinging lifestyle, as soon as he felt possessive of her, he dismissed those feelings too. Nearly as much as he wanted to have sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, he wanted his wife to have sex with the nine men.
Nonetheless his sexual perversion in wanting to watch his wife having sex again with men, he thought how lucky he was to be married to someone who was looked like Ashley and who did his sexual bidding. Obviously, even though he pressured her, for her to participate in the swinging lifestyle with him, she enjoyed having sex with other men as much as he enjoyed having sex with other women. Granted they were married now and even though her swinging days were over for her, they weren't over for him. He was lucky to have lived out his sexual fantasies by having sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister.
Moreover, with his conscience unfettered from guilt, he no longer had to hide his incestuous lust and his inappropriate sexual desire from his wife for his mother and sister, and her mother and sister. Soon to be surprised that he seduced them all, he was lucky that having sex with the women of their families was all her idea, albeit one that backfired on her. Furthermore, with his conscience free from remorse, he was lucky that Ashley helped him in sexually seducing his mother and sister, and her mother and sister. Now with his sexual desire for his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister out in the open, he knew that he'd be having sex with them all again.
'As if we never left the swinging lifestyle, life doesn't get any better than this,' thought Michael. 'I can't wait to watch Ashley fulfill her end of our sexual agreement. I can't wait to have sex with my mother and sister, and her mother and sister again.'
* * * * *
Michael left Julie, his sister-in-law's bed, to return home to Ashley. Sparing her the sexy details until he finished having sex with them all, he couldn't wait to tell his wife all the sexy specifics of having sex with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister. As if reliving the incestuous and inappropriate sex that he had with their female relatives, and in the way that he did with her when in the swinging lifestyle, he couldn't wait to share the sexy details with his wife.
Until he was done having sex with the four women, the last thing he wanted to do was to make her think that he enjoyed having sex with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister. Fearing that she may have a change of heart and not go through with her end of the bargain, especially if she thought he enjoyed it, the last thing he wanted to do was to anger her by making her jealous. With him always in sexual control of his wife, he needed her to stay the course for her to go through with her end of the bargain.
"Well, I did it, Ashley," said Michael. "Just as you had planned it, I orchestrated it," he said with a pause while watching her reaction. "I had sex with my mother."
He paused again before continuing while watching for his newly married wife's reaction to him having incestuous sex with his mother. Even though they had agreed that she'd have sex with the nine men that they owed money to, as his sign of good faith, he had to have sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister. Should they ever divorce, she wanted to have something over him in the way that he'd have over her. She smiled at her husband as if he was telling her that he caught a big fish while fishing instead of having incestuous sex with his own mother.
"Tell me all about it," she said showing some, small sign of sexual interest.
He smiled at his wife as if he was not only sexually excited by having sex with his MILF of a mother but also proud that he sexually seduced his MILF of a mother. As if reliving having sex with her, he was happy to tell his wife all that happened between him and his mother, Katherine. To say that it sexually excited him to recount to his ex-swinger of a wife all that happened when having incestuous sex with his Mom was an understatement. Hoping to titillate a sexual response from her, as if having pillow talk, he couldn't wait to tell her every, incestuous detail.
"As soon as you left, surprised you weren't there, as if she was shy, embarrassed, and/or ashamed, she timidly walked out of her bedroom. Her nightgown was so sheer and she looked so sexy wearing it while modeling it for me," said Michael with a sexually twisted smile. "As soon as she stood in the light, something I never thought I'd ever see of my mother again, it was as if she was standing before me naked again."
As if she misheard him, Ashley looked at her husband with shocked surprise.
"Again? What? Wait. Back up," she looked at him as if he was even more perverted than she thought he was. "What do you mean when you said 'something I never thought I'd ever see of my mother again, it was as if she was standing before me naked again." Ashley looked at her husband as if trying to read him to see if he was lying or embellishing on what really happened. "You saw your mother naked before tonight? When did you see your mother naked?"
He gave her a smug, unembarrassed smile.
"Lots of times," he laughed. "After my Dad left, my Mom drank more than she should and ever had. Sometimes, when she fell asleep drunk on the couch, I'd carry her to bed. Then, I'd undress her, put on her nightgown, and put her to bed," he said innocently. "Other times, as if she forgot to close her bedroom door or wanted me to see what I should never see of her, she inadvertently or deliberately left her bedroom door wide open while dressing or undressing."
He looked at his wife with sexual excitement as if he was seeing his mother naked again. He looked at his wife as if he was seeing his mother dressing or undressing now in his mind. He looked at his wife with as much lustful, sexual desire as he looked at his mother with forbiddingness while Ashley looked at her husband seemingly stunned by his incestuous confession.
"Wow. Just as I never pegged my mother-in-law for a drunk, I never pegged her for an exhibitionist," she said. "Undressing and dressing with her bedroom door open, what mother does that? Why would she do that?"
Michael shrugged.
"I guess she wanted me to see what a son should never see of his mother," he said. "Sometimes, while I was in her room and sitting on her bed, she'd start dressing or undressing in front of me."
Ashley nodded her head as if satisfied by his answer. Naively fooled by her husband, she looked at him as if he was the innocent victim. She looked at him as if he was used by his mother's incestuous exhibitionism and not the other way around. If anyone was using anyone, he had constantly and continually used his mother for his incestuous voyeurism.
"I mean, I knew she drank but I didn't know that she drank enough for you to have to undress her and put her to bed," said Ashley staring at him as if she was wondering what else she didn't know about him. "Besides, knowing her horny son is in the house, what mother forgets to close her bedroom door while dressing and undressing? I really don't want to know all the incestuous details but I assume you had sex with her then in the way that you had sex with her now."
He shook his head to show his innocence by having restrained himself from having sex with his mother until his wife suggested that he have sex with his mother.
"I never had sex with my mother until the other day," he said. "It was enough to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked while she dressed and undressed. It was enough to return to my room after watching her dress and undress to masturbate over imagining having sex with my naked mother."
Not telling his wife that not only did he stripped his mother naked whenever she was drunk and sleeping but also that he groped her naked body while forcing her to grope him. If only his wife knew that he touched and felt his mother everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother, especially his drunken and sleeping mother, she may not approve. Apparently believing him, Ashley nodded her head while still looking at her husband sideways.
"I apologize for the interruption. Please continue with what happened between you and your mother," she said. "With me always thinking that she was such a modestly, moral lady, I'm curious to know what happened next."
* * * * *
Even though she loved her husband, even though they were just married a few days ago, as if he already had a chink in his armor, she looked at him differently now than she looked at him before. It was one thing for them to be in the swinging lifestyle together, but it more disturbing for him to have incestuous sex with his mother. Granted, with her wanting to have something over him in the way that he'd have something over her, it was her idea for him to have sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister. Yet, she obviously didn't think he'd be successful in seducing the four women.
"When she walked out of her bedroom, had she not had the modesty enough to put her forearm across her breasts and her hand over her pubic hair, I would have seen everything of my mother," continued Michael. "An incestuous, sexual fantasy come true, I would have seen the shape of her big tits, the size of her erect nipples, and her areolas. As if imagining her naked, I would have seen the dark shadow of her brown, pubic hair. With the nightgown you gave her practically see-through, I would have seen my mother as if she wasn't even wearing a nightgown," he said with a perverted laugh.
In the way that she did after he coerced her and practically forced her, dragged her kicking and screaming to try swinging, she smiled nervously at her husband's perverseness. Perhaps, dreading to have sex with nine men, she was nervous because, now that he successfully did what she demanded him to do, she obviously knew that it was her turn to complete her end of the bargain. In the same way that Ashley was more than reluctant to try swinging, now that they were married, Michael knew that his wife didn't want to have sex with any other man but him.
Yet, a deal was a deal and, just because he got the better end of the bargain, he couldn't wait to watch his wife in sexual action again. If only she knew that him having sex his mother and sister, and her mother and sister wasn't the sacrifice for him as if was for her to have sex with nine men, she'd probably end this ridiculous bartering sex as payment charade. Yet, in the way that he pressured her and tricked her into doing sexual things that she didn't want to do before they were married, he continued his sexual selfishness now.
"I don't mean sexually but how was she after you had sex with her? Was she okay? Was she reluctant or willing to have sex with you, too, her son? You didn't force yourself on her by taking advantage of her because she was drunk, did you?" She looked at her husband with disappointment and with shame as she would if he were a rapist. "Was she receptive to you touching her, feeling her, kissing her, and having your wicked, incestuous, sexual way with her naked body?"
As if she had just made a joke, Michael laughed loudly.
"Force myself on her? My mother? Receptive? Are you kidding me?" He laughed a dirty laugh out loud again. "As wet as I was hard and with her nipples so erect that they promised to burst thought the thin material of her nightgown, she was so horny. With her not having a man in her life since my father left her for his young secretary, she was so very sexually frustrated that she practically raped me. Once we started touching and kissing one another, as if she had waited for me to make the first, sexual move, she couldn't wait for me to make all the other, incestuous moves. My mother couldn't wait to have sex with me," said Michael with pride.
Again, Ashley looked at her husband with disappointment and with shame.
"I see," she said while not showing him any emotion to her reaction.
If only by the shocked look on her face, she clearly didn't think that he'd go through with having sex with his mother. She was his mother after all and not some whore that he picked up in a bar and brought home to fuck while cheating on his wife behind her back. Especially since they were just married, her husband having sex with his mother was not only forbidden, frowned upon, and illegal but also disgusting, a disgrace and a travesty to their marriage.
Yet, even when she stared at her husband with distain, instead of looking at him as if he did something wrong, he seemed proud to add his mother as another one of his sexual conquests. How dare he? How could any son have sex with their mother and smile at their wife with pride while confessing all of the incestuous details without showing any remorse or guilt? What's wrong with him? Even though she should have known that Michael was perverted by wanting to share her naked body with other men in the swinging lifestyle, apparently, Ashley didn't know that the man that she married was an incestuous degenerate too.
While the memory of having incestuous sex with his mother played through his mind like a looping video, Michael couldn't hide his sexual excitement of having had sex with his mother from his wife. Yet, not understanding her disgust, he was taken back by the look she gave him. Even though she was the one who suggested that he have sex with his mother for her to have something over him should they divorce, she looked as if she was sickened by him having sex with his mother. Nonetheless her look of disappointment and shame, he continued to tell his wife all the sexual details of having sex with his mother.
"In the incestuous way that I was touching her and feeling her through her barely there nightgown, she was sexually touching me and feeling me through my clothes, too. In the way that I was groping her ass and fondling her breasts through her nightgown, she was groping and fondling my cock through my pants, too," he said. "In the way that I was passionately kissing her, she was returning my passionate kisses with her passionate kisses. Obviously, my mother wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her."



Even though she acted interested in all he had to say and even though she was the one who suggested that he have sex with his mother, Ashley seemed disinterested as she seemed disappointed. She seemed uncomfortable listening to her husband telling her all that sexually and incestuously happened between him and his mother. Obviously, never thinking that he'd be successful in sexually seducing his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, she had no one to blame but herself for suggesting such an outrageous sexual challenge.
A stupid move on her part, she should have known better. Even though she knew the four women were sexually attracted to him, she was the one who suggested that he have sex with their immediate, female, family members. With it being one thing to lust over someone and another thing to actually have sex with them, she obviously thought that he'd never succeed in seducing the four women and she wouldn't have to have sex with the nine men.
"I see," she said.
In the way that she did when he went on about the women who sucked and fucked him and who he licked and fucked in the swinging lifestyle, she stared down at the floor while he stared up at her. Nonetheless, oblivious to her uncomfortableness, not stopping there, even with her seemingly done wanting to know any more about him having sex with his mother, he continued telling her all the abhorrent, incestuous details. As usual, his sexual needs in confessing sexual things that she didn't want to hear were more important than her feelings in seemingly not wanting to know every perverted detail of his abhorrent, sexual behavior.
"In the way that I was fingering and licking her, she was stroking and sucking me. In the way that I made love to her before fucking her with sexual passion, she made love to me and fucked me with sexual passion too," said Michael. "Obviously with her being without a man for the past ten years, as if I did her a favor, she obviously needed to get laid," said Michael with a dirty laugh. "Moreover, perhaps because she was having sex with her son, seemingly that made it even more sexually exciting."
By the sickened look on her face, that he had sex with his mother, seemingly there was no end to his sexual debauchery. Obviously worried about satisfying her end of the bargain by having sex with nine men, seemingly preoccupied, she nodded her disinterest in him having sex with his mother. For a man who professed his love for this woman enough to marry her, he seemed uncaring of her feelings. In the way that he forced her into swinging before they were married, he was forcing her to do sexual things that she didn't want to do now that they were married.
If Michael was like this after one week of marriage, what would he be like after one year, two years, five years, and ten years of marriage? Would he pressure her to return to the swinging lifestyle? Was his idea of a good marriage masturbating himself while watching his wife suck and fuck a multitude of men and even forced to have sex with women? Was his idea of a good marriage to continue having sex with his mother and sister, her mother and sister, and then tell her all the dirty, disgusting, and disgraceful details?
If she wasn't trapped to do his sexual bidding before she married him by swinging, she was certainly trapped to do his sexual bidding now by continuing his forced sexual decadence. Her only hope of breaking free of his sexual depravity was to have children. Yet, no doubt, once she was pregnant and not as sexually willing, he'd probably cheat on her. At the very least, he now had his mother and sister, and her mother and sister willing to have sex with him again.
* * * * *
"Now that you told me about you having incestuous sex with your mother, tell me about you having incestuous sex with your sister," said Ashley changing the subject.
She seemingly showed more interest in knowing what sexually happened with his sister than what sexually happened with his mother.
"To say the least and suffice to say," said Michael smiling. "I love my sister. I really love my sister," he said with a dirty laugh.
Ashley ignored her husband's repulsive comments. As if wanting to get it over with, she asked him probing questions about sex with his sister in a rapid, machine gun pace.
"How did Christine take you rubbing and massaging her naked body?" She laughed a nervous, little laugh. "Was she surprised that it was you and not me in the room with her? Was she embarrassed that you saw, touched, and felt her naked body? How did she react when she saw you? Did she scream and cover her nakedness in the way that your mother did with her forearm and hand? Did she reject or welcome your sexual touches? Was she sexually excited that you were seeing her naked or did you have to force her to have sex with you?"
Michael smiled his sexual delight in having had sex with his sister in the way that he smiled his incestuous joy in having had sex with his mother.
"At first, she didn't know it was me in the room with her massaging her back, her legs, and her buttocks," he said with a dirty laugh. "Then, as soon as I started masturbating her, no doubt, she figured that it wouldn't be you rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy," he said with another dirty laugh. "Trust me, with my sister as big of a whore as my mother, your mother, your sister, and you," he said with an evil laugh, "I didn't have to force my sister to have sex with me."
Ashley smiled at his insult in him calling her a whore while nodding her head. Admittedly, as were his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, she was a whore too. She was always surrounded by horny men throughout college and wherever she worked eager to have sex with her.
"She'd be right to suspect that it was you masturbating her and not me," said Ashley returning her husband's dirty laugh. "Even though I've had sex with women in the swinging lifestyle, as you surely know by now, I'm no lesbian and I'd never have sex with my sister in the way that you obviously had sex with your sister and with my sister. I much prefer having sex with men than I do having sex with women. Yet, now that I'm married, if it was up to me, I'd never have sex with anyone but—"
Cutting her off from stating that she'd never have sex with anyone but him, Michael smiled while returning his wife's head nod.
"Nonetheless, her suspecting that it was me massaging her naked body, especially once I started masturbating her, she was surprised that it was me, of course. Before she even opened her eyes, in the way that her body stiffened, the back of her pussy glistened with moistness, and her breathing changed, I could tell that she knew it was me," said Michael.
Ashley nodded her pretty head.
"After having had sex with so very many men, and in the way that your sister has had sex with a variety of men too, I could certainly tell a man's touch from a woman's touch," said Ashley with certainty. "Women masturbate women slower and with more feeling whereas men masturbate women as if in a race and can't wait to finish so that the women can masturbate them," she said with a laugh.
Michael nodded his head in agreement before continuing telling his wife all the incestuous details of having sex with his sexy sister.
"Yet, even after she opened her eyes, playing along with our sexy ruse, she wasn't embarrassed that I was seeing her naked. Easy to read my own sister, if she was anything, she seemed sexually aroused that I was seeing her naked." He looked at his wife to judge her reaction before continuing. "Not stopping me from having my wicked, sexual, and incestuous way with her naked body, she obviously wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her," said Michael becoming more sexually aroused.
Noticeably upset with him for not only having incestuous sex with his mother but also for having incestuous sex with his sister, she avoided making eye contact with him. She seemed as disappointed with him as she seemed disgusted by him. Yet, she was as much to blame for suggesting that he have sex with his mother and sister as he was for having sex with his mother and sister.
"I see," said Ashley with sadness.
With him focused more on himself than on her, believing that she was sexually aroused by telling her about the details of his incestuous, sexual exploits with his mother and sister, he missed her signals of disappointed disgust. He continued telling her about his perverted, sexual antics in having sex with his mother and sister as if she was one of his swinging buddies instead of his wife. Instead of sexually exciting her, embarrassing her at the very least and disgusting her at the best, he unintentionally rubbed what he had incestuously and sexually done with his mother and his sister in her face.
"She enjoyed me touching and feeling her where a brother should never touch and feel his sister," he said with a dirty laugh. "Returning the sexual favor, she enjoyed touching me and feeling me where a sister should never touch and feel her brother," he said with yet another dirty laugh. "In the way that my mother obviously wanted to have sex with me, my sister obviously wanted to have sex with me too. The family that has consensual, incestuous sex together, stays together," he said with an annoying laugh."
Again, she showed him her face full of disinterest, displeasure, disappointment, and disgust. Perhaps, preoccupied about keeping her end of the bargain, she clearly was worried about having to have sex with nine men that she barely knew and didn't want to have sex with in exchange for them forgiving their wedding debts. Nonetheless her asking him about his sister, she looked seemingly distracted while listening to him share his incestuous, sexual exploits that he had with his sister in the way that she looked when he shared his incestuous, sexual exploits that he had with his mother. Sadly, he was oblivious to her feelings in the way that she was connected to his feelings.
She nodded her indifference in him telling her about having sex with his sister in the way that she nodded her indifference in him telling her about having sex with his mother. In the way she did when he forced her into swinging, she hid her true feelings of hurt, embarrassment, and shame. Not being honest with him, she continued to hide how she truly felt about her husband being perverted enough to have incestuous sex with his mother and his sister. She continued acting proud and happy that he had taken one for the team, especially with him expecting her to do the same.
If only she knew he hadn't taken anything for the team, what would she say? If only she knew that whatever he did, especially sexually, was always for himself, what would she think? If only she knew that he wanted nothing more than to have sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, she'd be kicking herself for falling in his trap. In the way that she allowed him to manipulate her to participate in the swinging lifestyle, with her never happy about it especially in the way that he was, he was leading her to sexually stray again.
"Just as I'm glad that you had sex with your mother, I'm glad that you had sex with your sister," she said lying and giving Michael a forced smile. Obviously, in the way that she continued looking at him with disgust, disdain, and disinterest, she wasn't pleased that he had sex with his mother or with his sister. "They've both been so uptight lately. They both needed to get laid. I hope you gave them both multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock," said Ashley obviously trying to act interested in her husband's incestuous affairs by prying him for more information.
Michael gave her a wide smile.
"I did. I made them both very sexually happy," he said giving his wife a shit eating grin. "I gave them both two sexual orgasms each, one with my tongue and fingers and a second one with my cock," he said smiling widely.
Ashley looked at her husband with sadness. She looked at him with obvious trepidation and consternation. With her looking so very nervous, especially after hearing of her husband's successful, sexual albeit incestuous exploits, she was obviously worried over what she needed and had to do to keep her end of the bargain and to satisfy their wedding debts. Putting an end to this fiasco, other than bartering sex for their wedding debts, perhaps, she hoped they'd think of an alternative way to pay what they owed for their wedding. With the odds stacked against him, she obviously never figured that her husband would sexually seduce the four women of their family.
Married now, she told him that she wanted to start a family with him. Obviously, once she quit swinging and once she said 'I do,' she changed. If only by the look on her face, with his telling her about having sex with his mother and his sister disgusting her, she obviously wasn't the swinger that he once coerced her to be. Even though she was a whore in the way that his mother and sister, and her mother and sister were whores, judging by how she looked at her husband now, perhaps, she no longer wanted to be a whore.
* * * * *
"And my mother?" Ashley looked at her husband with dread and embarrassment. "How was she when you opened her bathroom door? Did she cover her nakedness with her forearm and hand in the way that your mother did?" She paused with obvious trepidation. "Was she as receptive as your mother and sister were to having sex with you?" She laughed. "You must have shocked the shit out of her by walking in her bathroom while she was taking a shower and, perhaps, masturbating herself," said Ashley.
Michael gave her a smug smile.
"To say the least, she was a tad shocked, especially when I opened her bathroom door," he said.
Ashley rattled off her questions about her mother in the way that she did when questioning him about his mother and sister.
"Did she scream? Did she resist you? Did she reject you? Did she tell you to get out of her bathroom? Was she embarrassed that you were seeing her naked form through her steamy bathroom, shower door? Did she think you were there to rape her? Was she masturbating herself when you entered her bathroom?"
Michael gave his wife a self-effusive smile and self-satisfied look of sexual excitement.
"No, your Mom didn't scream and she didn't think that I was there to rape her," she said shaking his head and making a face before laughing. "Evidentially masturbating herself, I heard her moaning when I first entered her house. She must have just finished pleasuring herself. Forgive me for saying so, and no offense to your mother or to you, but your Mom was the biggest whore of the four women," he said with a dirty laugh. "As soon as I walked in her shower naked, she was all over me," said Michael with a shit eating grin. "When I asked to wash her back, she turned to face me and said that she'd rather that I wash her front."
Ashley laughed.
"That sounds like my mother. She's always been so horny for you. I swear, with her always sexually attracted to younger men, if I didn't marry you, she would have proposed to you," said Ashley with another laugh while finally getting more involved in her husband's sexual affairs. "My mother is where we both got her genes and promiscuous behavior from that made me believe, and as I always suspected, that my mother was a bigger whore than I and/or my sister ever were."
While continuing to remember having sex with his mother, his sister, and now her mother, Michael nodded his head with the sexual memories of all three women. Replaying the sexual events over again in his mind, no doubt, if he could have sex with them all again, he would. Not that he would ever cheat on his wife after participating in the swinging lifestyle for two years, yet whenever he felt the need to stray, now he had his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister for sex. Why not?
"After we had sex in her shower and dried ourselves, she led me to her bedroom. Your mother had sex with me there too. In the way that I fucked her doggie style in her shower up against the wet, tile wall, she fucked me in the missionary position in her bedroom and on her bed. She's a very sexy, sexual, and sensual woman," said Michael.
As if thinking about him having sex with his mother, his sister, and her mother, as if he had a contagious disease, Ashley quietly looked at her husband with disdain.
* * * * *
"And what about my sister?" She said with sarcasm while using his own words against him. She seemed hurt by the thought of him having sex with her sister. "Was Julie as sexy, sexual, and as sensual as was my mother?"
If it wasn't enough that he had sex with his mother and his sister, Ashley looked at Michael as if jealous that he had sex with not only her mother but also with her sister. Sadly, at the time when she suggested that he have sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, perhaps, she didn't think that he'd be successful in seducing them. Perhaps, out of respect for her, she thought that none of the women would have sex with him. Even more than that, perhaps, she didn't think that him having sex with the four women of their family would upset her as much as it obviously had.
"Your sexy sister was more than willing to have sex with me," said Michael with a dirty laugh. "She loved sucking my cock. Like mother like daughter, and like you, your sister is a very sexy, sexual, and sensuous woman too. Like mother like daughter, and like you, you're all great cocksuckers. Julie loved giving as much as she loved receiving. She loved giving me sex as much as I loved giving her sex," said Michael.
When he called his wife a great cocksucker, seemingly taking that more of an insult than a compliment, Ashley smiled a sad smile.
"I'm glad you had a good, sexual time with your family and with my family," she said sardonically. Cutting him short, she looked as if she was already deep in thought and didn't want to discuss him having sex with her sister anymore. "I'm actually surprised that you sexually seduced them all without any resistance," she said as if talking to herself.
Now that he had kept his end of their diabolical bargain, it was her turn to step up and be the whore that she no longer wanted to be. No doubt, in the distant way she had been acting, it was obviously that she didn't want to have sex in exchange for her wedding debts. Shades of being a wench in the 18th century and in service to the king, perhaps, she was tired of having sex with men she didn't love and didn't even know use her for sex.
Something that he didn't take as seriously as she clearly did, once Michael put his ring on her finger, she was his for life. Unfortunately, she couldn't say the same thing about him. With him having already cheated on her with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, he was excitedly intent on watching her cheat on him by having sex with nine men. His sexual cheated excited himself more than it did her. As if he was still participating in the swinging lifestyle, he'd never change.
Michael walked to his wife to give her a deep, wet kiss. She returned his deep, wet kiss with her deep, wet kiss. He held her and hugged her. Even though he, no doubt, hurt her by having sex with his mother and sister and her mother and sister, she obviously still loved him. Yet, with him always coercing her and controlling her with swinging sex and now, with incestuous and inappropriately forbidden sex, even she had her limits.
"I married into the right family, a family filled with whores but, now, the only woman I want to have sex with is with you, Ash," said Michael.
She looked at her husband as if she was about to burst into tears.
"I feel the same way, Michael. The only man I want to have sex with is you," she said suddenly looking sad. "I wish I didn't have to have sex with any of these nine men. I'm dreading showing them my naked body. I'm dreading them touching me, feeling me, fingering me, licking me, making love to me, and fucking me. I'm dreading touching them, feeling them, stroking them, sucking them, making love to them, and fucking them. I'm dreading them thinking me a whore," she said looking at her husband with sadness. "I wish there was another way."



Michael hugged his wife while comforting his wife.
"The only other way is to pay them what we owe them with money we don't have," he said with a shrug and saying next what he knew would make her go along with the plan. "Unless we spend our entire house fund, the only way for us to buy a house is to keep the money that we have by you forsaking your hands, your mouth, and your naked body to these men," said Michael. "The only way for them to forgive their professional services is for to sexually service them."
* * * * *
Interestingly enough, he may not have ever had sex with his mother and sister and her mother and sister had he not suggested the idea that she barter sex to pay for their wedding expenses. Then, as if she had read his mind, as his part of the diabolical bargain that they conspired to make, he couldn't believe it when she suggested that he have sex with his mother and sister and her mother and sister. Only, where he was eager to have sex with his relatives, she was nervously reluctant to have sex with nine strangers. Obviously, she didn't think that he'd successfully complete his side of the bargain for her to be required to complete her side of the bargain too.
Now that he gave Ashley some of the details of his sexual exploits with their family members, all Michael could think about was having sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister. He still couldn't believe he had incestuous sex with his mother. He still couldn't believe he touched and felt her through her nightgown while French kissing her before stripping her naked. A flood of memories of him fingering her, licking her, making love to her, and fucking his mother's pussy consumed him. More memories of her stroking him, sucking him, making love to him, and fucking him filled his incestuous brain with sexual lust for his mother.
When he wasn't thinking of having sex with his mother, he was thinking of having sex with his sister. As if it was all a dream or a sexual fantasy, just as he still couldn't believe that he saw his mother naked again, he still couldn't believe he saw his sister naked for the first time. He couldn't believe that he rubbed, massaged, and masturbated his sister's naked body before she opened her eyes and realized or admitted to herself that it was him and not Ashley. In the way that his mother did too, he still couldn't believe that his big sister wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
Now preoccupied with incestuous thoughts of having sex with his sister in the way he was with his mother, he remembered how he fingered and licked his her and she stroked and sucked him. Something he thought he'd never do, he made love to his sister and she made love to him. Something he thought would never happen, he fucked his sister and she fucked him. Something he'd always remember, just as he ejaculated cum in his mother's mouth, he ejaculated cum not only in his sister's mouth but also in his mother-in-law's and sister-in-law's mouths too. Something he'd never forget, he'd be masturbating over having sex with his mother and sister and her mother and sister for the rest of his life.
'Wow. Oh, my God. I still can't believe I had sex with not only my mother and sister but also with Ashley's mother and sister,' he thought.
As if it was all a dream or a sexual fantasy, he was still in shock over all that happened in the past four days. Four days ago, on Valentine's Day, he was married. Then, that night, his wedding night, after they cancelled their honeymoon, he had sex with is mother, Katherine. The next night, he had sex with his sister, Christine. The following night, he had sex with his mother-in-law, Anne. Then, the night after that, he had sex with his sister-in-law, Julie. Something he hadn't done since his single days, he had sex with four, different women in four nights. He had incestuous sex with two women and inappropriate sex with two other women.
'Wow, what a rollercoaster ride of incestuous and inappropriate sex,' he thought. 'In my own perverse way, I'm just as bad, if not worse than Harvey Weinstein and Bill Cosby. The only difference is they had forced sex with strangers and I had consensual sex with relatives. Still, with me an ex-swinger, having sex with my relatives, and willing to pimp out my wife in exchange for forgiving our debts, our sexual appetites for beautiful, sexy women are much the same.'
In the way that he made love to and fucked his mother and his sister, he made love to and fucked his mother-in-law and sister-in-law too. He not only ate his mother's and sister's pussies but also, he ate his mother-in-law's and sister-in-law's pussy too. Yet, the memory that stuck out in his mind and the memory that he'd masturbate over the most was that of his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law all sucking his cock. Just as he couldn't believe that they all willingly blew him, he couldn't believe that they all allowed him to ejaculate his cum in their willing mouths and they all swallowed his cum.
'Wow,' he thought. 'Whores. They're all such whores. I still can't believe that I had sex with them all. Yet, if they're all whores, then what am I? I'm a normal, horny, testosterone filled, young man,' he thought while laughing to himself.
* * * * *
He replayed it all through his mind over and again. Similar in what they all said when having sex and similar in the noises they all made when cumming, it was quite enlightening to have had sex with his mother, Katherine, his sister, Christine, his mother-in-law, Anne, and his sister-in-law, Julie. Without a doubt, he'd be masturbating over having sex with his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and now his sister-in-law, until the day he died. Never would he wonder what Katherine, Christine, Anne, and Julie looked like naked. He already knew. Never would he wonder what they did and sounded like when having sex. Again, he already knew that, too.
If ever he told any of his friends that he had sex with his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law, they'd never believe him. If ever he told any of his friends that his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law all wanted to have sex with him, they'd never believe him. If they did believe him, they'd think they were all whores and they'd want to have sex with them too. Yet, too embarrassed to tell anyone what he did with anyone, especially with the women of his family, it was none of anyone's business what he sexually did behind closed, bedroom doors.
If he ever told his friends that his wife suggested that he have sex with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister, they'd never believe him. They'd never believe that his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law all willingly and consensually agreed to have sex with him. They'd think that he was lying. They'd think that he was living out his sexual fantasies by telling them and lying to them that he had sex with the four of them.
Moreover, they'd never believe that it was his idea for Ashley to have sex with the wedding planner, the florist, the printer, the band leader, the photographer, the videographer, the hall owner, the limousine owner, and the caterer. They'd never believe that she'd willingly and consensually agree to have sex with nine men to satisfy their wedding debts. Yet, with sex no big deal to them in the way that it was a big deal to others, they'd never believe that he was in the swinging lifestyle with Ashley for two years before they were married either.
If ever he told his friends that they were ex-swingers, wanting to get with her too, they'd look at Ashley as if she was a whore. No doubt, they'd want to have sex with her, too. Just as if ever he told his friends that he had incestuous sex with his mother and sister, and had inappropriate sex with his mother-in-law and sister-in-law, they'd think that they were whores too. No doubt, they'd sexually want to get with his mother, sister, her mother, and her sister too.
Yet, even though somethings remain sexually the same, other things change with maturity. Married to her now, even though he wanted her to have sex with nine men while he watched and masturbated himself, she was his whore and no one else's whore. Once they moved past this mutually agreed upon arrangement to satisfy their wedding debts, from hereon in, never having sex with anyone else, they'd be a happily married couple. Until death do they part, they'd be forever faithful to one another and would never invite anyone else in their bed.
After he had sex with the four women of their immediate families, Ashley voluntarily and consensually agreed to have sex with nine men. To be honest, he was surprised that his mother and sister, and her mother and sister were more than willing to have sex with him. A daunting project, Michael hoped that by pimping out his wife to have sex with their creditors that they'd agree to have sex with Ashley as payment for their services. To be honest, even though she's beautiful and sexy, with money more important to some men than sex, he'd be surprised if all nine men agreed to have sex with his wife in exchange for forgiving their debts.
Yet, unless a man was homosexual or not right in the head, who wouldn't want to have sex with his wife? She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. Reminding him of Faith Hill in her prime but with larger breasts, she was the most beautiful and the sexiest woman that he ever knew. Most men would never agree for anyone to have sex with their wives, but he wasn't like most men.
To be continued...
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Now that Michael kept his end of the bargain, it was Ashley's turn to keep her end of the bargain.
Continued from chapter 06:
He replayed it all through his mind over and again. Similar in what they all said when having sex and similar in the noises they all made when cumming, it was quite enlightening to have had sex with his mother, Katherine, his sister, Christine, his mother-in-law, Anne, and his sister-in-law, Julie. Without a doubt, he'd be masturbating over having sex with his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and now his sister-in-law, until the day he died. Never would he wonder what Katherine, Christine, Anne, and Julie looked like naked. He already knew. Never would he wonder what they did and sounded like when having sex. Again, he already knew that, too.
If ever he told any of his friends that he had sex with his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law, they'd never believe him. If ever he told any of his friends that his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law all wanted to have sex with him, they'd never believe him. If they did believe him, they'd think they were all whores and they'd want to have sex with them too. Yet, too embarrassed to tell anyone what he did with anyone, especially with the women of his family, it was none of anyone's business what he sexually did behind closed, bedroom doors.
If he ever told his friends that his wife suggested that he have sex with his mother, his sister, her mother, and her sister, they'd never believe him. They'd never believe that his mother, his sister, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law all willingly and consensually agreed to have sex with him. They'd think that he was lying. They'd think that he was living out his sexual fantasies by telling them and lying to them that he had sex with the four of them.
Moreover, they'd never believe that it was his idea for Ashley to have sex with the wedding planner, the florist, the printer, the band leader, the photographer, the videographer, the hall owner, the limousine owner, and the caterer. They'd never believe that she'd willingly and consensually agreed to have sex with nine men to satisfy their wedding debts. Yet, with sex no big deal to them in the way that it was a big deal to others, they'd never believe that he was in the swinging lifestyle with Ashley for two years before they were married either.
If ever he told his friends that they were ex-swingers, wanting to get with her too, they'd look at Ashley as if she was a whore. No doubt, they'd want to have sex with her, too. Just as if ever he told his friends that he had incestuous sex with his mother and sister, and had inappropriate sex with his mother-in-law and sister-in-law, they'd think that they were whores too. No doubt, they'd sexually want to get with his mother, sister, her mother, and her sister too.
Yet, even though somethings remain sexually the same, other things change with maturity. Married to her now, even though he wanted her to have sex with nine men while he watched and masturbated himself, she was his whore and no one else's whore. Once they moved past this mutually agreed upon arrangement to satisfy their wedding debts, from hereon in, never having sex with anyone else, they'd be a happily married couple. Until death do they part, they'd be forever faithful to one another and would never invite anyone else in their bed.
After he had sex with the four women of their immediate families, Ashley voluntarily and consensually agreed to have sex with nine men. To be honest, he was surprised that his mother and sister, and her mother and sister were more than willing to have sex with him. A daunting project, Michael hoped that by pimping out his wife to have sex with their creditors that they'd agree to have sex with Ashley as payment for their services. To be honest, even though she's beautiful and sexy, with money more important to some men than sex, he'd be surprised if all nine men agreed to have sex with his wife in exchange for forgiving their debts.
Yet, unless a man was homosexual or not right in the head, who wouldn't want to have sex with his wife? She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. Reminding him of Faith Hill in her prime but with larger breasts, she was the most beautiful and the sexiest woman that he ever knew. Most men would never agree for anyone to have sex with their wives, but he wasn't like most men.
Chapter 07:
Treading uncharted ground, he was about to do something that was as illegal as it was immoral. He was about to prostitute his wife, his new, lawfully wedded bride for money. Michael was sexually using his new bride by abusing her wifely duties and her good nature in forcing her to satisfy their wedding debts with sex. In the way that he pressured her to participate in the swinging lifestyle before they were married and coerced to suck and fuck a multitude of men's cocks, he was daring to do the same thing now that they were just married.
Why would he do such a thing? Why would he want to sexually share his wife, a woman he just married? How could he do such a thing? How dare he do such a thing? Oh, the shame of it all. What he was about to do was such a reprehensible thing for a newly wedded husband to do to his newly, wedded bride, the woman that he supposedly loved until death do they part. No husband has the right to use his wife as a cum slut for the sexual pleasure of other men for money.
'So much for marriage vows,' thought Michael while laughing. 'I'm not even married a week and I've already had sex with my mother and my sister, and her mother and her sister. The family that has consensual, incestuous, and inappropriate sex stays together,' he thought while laughing to himself again.
Now that he fulfilled his end of the bartering bargain, it was Ashley's turn to fulfill her end of the bartering bargain. While he sat in the room watching nine men separately have their wicked, sexual way with his wife on nine different day, he couldn't wait for the next part of his bartering scheme to begin. He couldn't wait to see the sexually excited looks on the faces of the men once they stripped his beautiful wife naked and allowed them all to touch, feel, and fondle his sexy wife everywhere.
'Being married isn't as bad as I thought it would be,' he thought. 'I'm not even married a week and I'm pimping out my wife. Lucky for me my wife is a whore,' he thought while laughing to himself again. 'Lucky for me that Ashley loves sucking cock as much as she loves fucking cock. Lucky for me that I'm a degenerate pervert who loves watching my woman having sex with other men,' he said with a dirty laugh.
Only, expecting her to be the same and to never change, Ashley wasn't the whore that he made her out to be. Especially, now that she was married, no longer a whore, in love with her husband and willing to do anything for him, she was a good woman. Loyal and faithful, she truly loved, obeyed, and catered to her husband. If only he'd give her the chance without expecting her to prostitute herself, she'd not only make him a good wife but also their children a good mother.
Albeit her reluctance, the last thing that he wanted her to be was a good wife. He wanted her to be a bad wife, a very bad wife but in a good, sexual way. Now that he had sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, he wanted her to have sex with more men while he watched and masturbated himself. Instead of her being his loving wife, he wanted her to be his promiscuous whore. As if he was the Devil and she was his to command, satisfying his sexual whimsy, he wanted her to do every sexually nasty thing that his libido desired.
Albeit his constant coercion, the last thing that she obviously wanted was to have sex with more men. The last thing she wanted was to prostitute herself for money but with her wedding debts weighing heavily over their heads and with her wanting to help, what else was she to do? With too many men already having that sexual pleasure, the last thing she wanted was for any man but her husband to see her naked. Again, with too many men already having that sexual pleasure, the last thing she wanted to do was to have sex with more men, especially when bartering sex for money.
* * * * *
Even though she reluctantly volunteered to help him seduce his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, as she did with everything else, a slave to his perversity, she did whatever he wanted her to do. Obviously not thinking that he had a chance in seducing them, she was as hurt as she was disappointed in him that he had succeeded in having incestuous sex with his mother and sister, and inappropriate sex with her mother and sister. Sure, she loved sex but if she had her druthers, especially now that she was married to the love of her life, she'd never have sex with anyone other than with Michael again.
'Woe is the ways of the sexually wicked,' he thought while laughing behind her back and at his wife's expense.
He couldn't wait to watch nine, more men strip his wife naked while touching and feeling her everywhere. He couldn't wait to watch nine, more men kiss her while fondling her naked, breasts, fingering her naked nipples, squeezing her naked ass, and masturbating her naked pussy. He couldn't wait to watch nine, more men hump his wife's mouth, fuck her face, and cum in her mouth. He couldn't wait to watch nine, more men mount his wife and make love to her before fucking her hard and fast. If her whoredom in the swinging lifestyle wasn't enough sexual excitement for him, after she took her vows to honor and obey, he couldn't wait to watch Ashley having sex with nine, more men.
If only she knew that he was secretly laughing at her behind her back, she'd really be hurt. She'd really be upset. If only she knew that she did him a favor by demanding that he have sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, before she had sex with the nine men they owed money, wouldn't she be surprised? Other than watching her having sex with nine, more men, there was nothing more that he wanted to do than to have sex with his mother, Katherine, his sister, Christine, her mother, Anne, and her sister, Julie again.
'If it wasn't enough that I saw them all naked, I still can't believe that I had incestuous sex with my mother and sister, in inappropriate sex with my mother-in-law and sister-in-law. I still can't believe that my mother, my sister, my mother-in-law, and my sister-in-law all not only blew me but also allowed me to cum in their mouths and swallowed my cum,' he thought.
If only Ashley knew that he spent years masturbating while imagining his mother and his sister naked and having sex with their naked bodies, what would she say? From the time he was an 18-year-old teenager and man of the house, he masturbated while imagining his mother and his sister stroking his cock before sucking his cock and fucking his cock. Now that he had sex with them, he couldn't wait to have sex with them again.
If only his wife knew that from the first day that he met her mother and her sister, he imagined them naked and having sex with their naked bodies, what would she think of him then? Before he had sex with them, masturbating over them doing just that, he'd love nothing more than for her mother and sister to stroke, suck, and fuck his prick. Now that he had inappropriate sex with them, he couldn't wait to have forbidden sex with them again.
The bartering scheme that he proposed worked more for him more than it did for his wife. Not only did it allow him to have incestuous sex with his mother and sister but also it allowed him to have inappropriate sex with her mother and sister too. Even more than having incestuous sex with his mother and his sister, and having inappropriate sex with her mother and her sister, his wife gave him her blessings to have forbidden sex with all four women.
What kept him from totally losing his mind to incestuous thoughts was when his mother fell asleep drunk on the couch and he touched and felt her through her clothes. Then, when she didn't awaken from him touching her and feeling her, he carried her to bed before stripping her naked. Before putting on her nightgown, he touched and felt his naked mother everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother.
Even going further in taking sexual advantage of his drunk and sleeping mother, he put his erect cock in her hand and humped her hand for her to give him a forced hand job. Forcing her to give him a sleeping blowjob, he even slid his erect prick slowly across his mother's sleeping lips before forcing his cock in her partially opened mouth. If he didn't think she'd awaken, he would have fucked her too.
* * * * *
Bad enough that he wanted to have incestuous sex with his mother, and sister and forbidden sex with his mother-in-law and sister-in-law, but what kept his sexual appetite in check was when participating in the swinging lifestyle before they were married. Now that they were married, what kept his sexual appetite in check was having incestuous sex with his mother and sister, and inappropriate sex with her mother and sister. What kept his sexual appetite in check was the thoughts of his beautiful, sexy, and shapely whore of a wife having sex with nine, more men in exchange for them forgiving their wedding debts.
'Once a cheater, always a cheater. Once a swinger, always a swinger. And once a pervert always a pervert,' he thought with the arrogant attitude, negativity, and disrespect towards woman equal to only that of Harvey Weinstein, Bill Cosby, and Donald Trump.
If it wasn't enough that he was already taking advantage of her good nature now, what would he do later when he was disenchanted with being married to her. Would he pimp her out again? Would he continue to cheat on her with his mother and his sister and with her mother and her sister? Or would he expand his cheating ways by having sex with the wives of their neighbors, the wives of his friends, and with the women she deemed were her best and closest friends?
Michael wouldn't have pondered doing such a dastardly and despicable thing of having sex with their female family members had Ashley not voluntarily and consensually, albeit reluctantly agreed to having sex with the nine men that they owed money. He never would have pondered doing such a dastardly and despicable thing of having sex with his mother and sister, and with her mother and sister had she not wanted something to hold over him. In the way that he'd use her having sex with nine men to pay their wedding debts against her, she wanted something to use against him in the event that they should ever divorce.
Yet, nonetheless her willingness to go along with him, her motivation for him having sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister was different than his motivation to have sex with their female relatives. She suggested that because she obviously thought that he'd never sexually seduce them, and he used her suggestion as her permission to have sex with their female relatives. Her motivation for going along with him and having sex with nine men was different than his motivation for wanting his wife to have sex with nine men. She wanted to buy a house and he just want to watch his wife sucking and fucking nine men while he watched and masturbated.
After what little money they received from their wedding, they thought they'd receive more than enough to pay for their wedding and have money left over for a honeymoon. Now with them in a financial hole, she clearly didn't want to spend what little money that they had saved for their house down payment to pay for their wedding debts. With him coercing her to use sex instead of money, by using her hands, her mouth, and her pussy instead of their savings, she no doubt hoped to keep the money they had saved. Convolutedly and perversely, in addition to wanting to save their money, he hoped to satisfy his sexual fantasies of his wife having cuckold sex, yet, again.
Much different than from his wife's motivation, he wanted to watch nine, more men strip his newly married bride naked. He wanted to watch nine, more men touching and feeling his wife everywhere that only he should be touching and feeling his wife. If his sexually outrageous, single, swinging days weren't enough, now that they were married, he wanted to watch Ashley in sexual action again. He wanted to watch his wife stroking, sucking, and fucking nine, more men in exchange for them forgiving their wedding debts. A good plan in theory, yet if only he knew the toll that having sex with nine, more men would take on her, perhaps, he'd think twice about prostituting his wife.
In the way that Michael coerced Ashley to participate in the swinging lifestyle before they were married, he coerced her to have sex with nine, more men to pay for their wedding expenses now. Not right and not fair, he was such a selfishly, self-centered cad. It was one thing for her to have sex with other men when they were both single and swinging in the swinging lifestyle, that was fun, albeit more fun for him than for her. Clearly, he didn't care about anything or anyone but himself.
Now that they were married, she obviously thought that her sexually promiscuous days were over but he thought otherwise. Now that they were married, instead of cherishing her all to himself, he encouraged her to dishonor her wedding vows and shame herself by bartering sex for the money they owed. Not all a bed of roses, now that they were married, fearing the worst, Michael feared that he may regret his decision to coerce his wife to have sex with other men in payment of their wedding debts. Somehow and someway, he feared that pimping out his wife would return to haunt him.
Even though he suspected that he was asking her to do something she may forgive but never forget, apparently, he didn't care. No doubt, with the nine men thinking her a whore to go along with her husband's devious plan, money was more important to him now than the reputation and the feelings of his wife. If he's doing something like this now that they were just married, what would he do later after they were married for few years?
Ashely's only saving grace was that all of the wedding debts for the wedding planner, the florist, the invitations printer, the band leader, the photographer, the videographer, the hall owner, the limousine provider, and the caterer were all in Michael's name. Should anything happen to her husband, she wouldn't have to have sex with any of these men. Should anything happen to her husband, with the debts only in his name before they were married, legally, she wouldn't have to honor his debts. She'd be debt free. Not only that, but she'd inherit a sizable life insurance policy that he had taken out with her as the beneficiary just before they married.
She'd never kill him for money, of course, she loved him. Yet, if it bothered her enough that he wanted her to continue in the swinging lifestyle while he continued having sex with his mother and sister, and her mother and sister, she could annul the marriage now before it was too late. Only, just as she'd never kill him for his life insurance, she'd never declare their marriage as invalid. Nonetheless, if he was going to act like this throughout the rest of their marriage, especially with all the money that he already owed for the wedding, maybe she'd be wise to ponder leaving him now before they had children.
* * * * *
"These are the rules," said Michael.
He talked to each man separately and privately.
"Okay," said each man ready to agree to Michael's convoluted and outrageous rules.
All eight men, but for the caterer, initially agreed to abide and adhere to whatever rules that Michael invented for the chance of having sex with Ashley. Who wouldn't? Seriously, in the way that Ashley looked like a much younger, prettier, and shapelier version of the country singer, Faith Hill, married to Tim McGraw, what man wouldn't want to have sex with her? Stunningly beautiful, one-in-a-million, she was drop dead gorgeous.



She was so sexy. She was so shapely. A woman that men only see in the pages of men's adult, X-rated magazines, she was every man's and some woman's sexual fantasy. Yet, even more than her stunning appearance, after having participated in the swinging lifestyle for two years, and with her a whore before that, she was as sexually proficient with her hands as she was with her mouth and her pussy. Even though his mother and sister, and her mother and sister were great cocksuckers and good fucks in bed, Ashley was better. Better than all the rest, she was the best sexual partner that he ever had.
Michael took each man aside to talk to them privately at their place of business, the wedding planner, the florist, the invitations printer, the band leader, the photographer, the videographer, the man who owned the hall, and the limousine provider. He discussed his plan with all but the caterer. With the caterer never there and always busy catering other weddings and social functions, and with him not yet returning his calls, he had a difficult time getting a hold of him. In exchange for Michael's payment, except for the caterer, of course, who he hadn't talked to yet, the eight, other men all agreed to barter their wedding services for sex with Ashley.
With one look at Ashley, why wouldn't they give up their monetary payment to spend some quality, sexual, alone time with his newly, wedded bride? She was lovely. A rare beauty and extraordinarily sexy, with no man able to refuse her sexual charms, she was more than any man could imagine when seeing her naked and having sex with her. At 24-years-old, Ashley looked more like the Faith Hill of old than Faith Hill looked now at 50-years-old. The only obvious differences between the two women were age, of course, Ashley's much larger breasts, and his wife's natural, blonde hair instead of Faith Hill's dyed, blonde tresses.
Except for the caterer, not very difficult to convince any of the men to trade money for sex, Michael had hoped that they'd all agree to forgo their debts to have sex with Ashley and, immediately, and they all did. Yet, before giving each man an appointment when they could have sex with his bride, he wanted to take each man aside to talk to them in depth and in private about the terms of his hoped-for agreement. If they all agreed to have sex with his wife instead of him having to pay them what he owed, he wanted to explain the rules before they had sex. Furthermore, he needed them to give him a signed receipt for payment in full before they stripped his wife naked and had sex with her.
His biggest issue, of course, was that he wanted to save his wife's reputation by not wanting the men to know that more than one man was having sex with his newly, wedded bride. He talked to the each of the men alone to elaborate the rules of them having sex with his wife. Ashley knew, of course, that she was having sex with the 9 men to pay off their wedding debts. Yet, Michael wanted to not only protect his wife's safety but also her reputation by pretending that she was totally unaware of their secret deal of bartering their wedding services for sex with his wife.
Something not so easy to do but, being that they were all his unsecured debts, Michael wanted the men to think that Ashley knew nothing about her husband's diabolical, sexual, cuckolding plan and that this was all his idea. By stripping her naked himself, blindfolding her, and tying her to the bed, he wanted the men to think that this was a sexy, sexual game that he regularly played with his wife. The only one he had trouble getting a hold of and the one they owed the most money to was, of course, the caterer. Having left messages for him, and with him not returning his calls, he was always busy working somewhere.
* * * * *
"When you have sex with my wife, she'll be naked, bound, blindfolded, and tied to her bed," said Michael to each of the men separately. "You mustn't untie her. You mustn't remove her blindfold. You must wear a condom when penetrating her vagina but it's okay for you not to wear a condom when she's blowing you and it's okay for you to cum in her mouth," said Michael. "Okay?"
As if happy to forgo their money for the chance to have sex with Ashley, every man looked at Michael with erotic anticipation and sexual excitement.
"I understand," said the wedding planner.
"I understand, said the florist.
"I understand, said the invitations printer.
"I understand," said the band leader.
"I understand," said the photographer.
"I understand," said the videographer.
"I understand," said the hall owner.
"I understand," said the limousine provider.
When going over the rules with each man, Michael said the same thing to each man privately and each man said the same thing back to him. Each man seemingly understood Michael's terms for the opportunity to have sex with Ashley. Being that the caterer was the one that he owed the most money to, Michael only wished he could meet with the caterer to have him agree to having sex with Ashley instead of being paid his money.
No doubt, with the disproportionate amount of money owed to the caterer, he'd probably want to have sex with his wife numerous times. Perhaps, he'd want a portion in cash and the remaining balance in sex. Yet, Michael wouldn't know what the man wanted or would agree to until he talked to the man in person.
"I agree," said the wedding planner.
"I agree," said the florist.
"I agree," said the invitations printer.
"I agree," said the bandleader.
"I agree," said the photographer.
"I agree," said the videographer.
"I agree," said the hall owner.
"I agree," said the limousine provider.
With eight men initially agreeing to having sex with Ashley in exchange for forgiving their wedding debts, and with only one more man to go, the caterer, Michael continued explaining his terms and conditions with the others. As if stating a verbal contract, he expounded and expanded on the constraints of them having sex with his wife. He wanted to make sure that there were no misunderstandings.
Before even having sex with her, he required them to give him a paid in full receipt in advance of having sex with his wife. Not wanting any of the men to make his wife pregnant, he required them to use a condom when fucking her. With a deal a deal and an agreement and agreement, the last thing that Michael wanted was to leave any of these men sexually unsatisfied after having sex with Ashley for them to want their payment in full.
* * * * *
"When with her, you cannot talk, laugh, cough, or sneeze. You can't wear cologne. I need her to think that she's having sex with me and not with a stranger. Also, being that she finds anal sex dirty and disgusting, anal sex is expressly forbidden," said Michael slowly shaking his head from side-to-side as if he needed that extra bit of head movement to get his point across. "When you're having sex with my wife, I'll be in the room watching," he said saying the same thing to each man privately. "Lastly, before having sex with my wife, you must give me a paid-in-full receipt to forgive my debt."
Unfortunately, with the men holding all the cards, even though they all initially agreed to exchange their professional services for Ashley's sexual services in lieu of payment, but for the caterer yet, none of them agreed to pay to play by his rules. Willing to pay to play but they wanted pay to play by their own rules. Every man had their own sexual fantasies and/or their own ideas of what they wanted to do with Michael's wife. Every man wanted more than just to have sex with Ashley.
With Michael thinking that he held the trump card with Ashley's willingness to have sex with these men, no man agreed to all of his terms and conditions. Each man had their own terms and conditions that they wanted Michael to agree to in advance before giving him a paid in full receipt. Quite the conundrum, either Michael agreed to their terms and conditions and convinced Ashley to agree to their terms and conditions or they wouldn't agree to accept having sex with Ashley as their payment.
"I agree to forgo payment of my wedding planning services to have sex with Ashley if...," said Anthony, the wedding planner with a perversely perverted smile.
He paused as if thinking what more he wanted to do with Michael's wife than just to have sex with her.
"If? If what," asked Michael? Obviously not happy with him, he gave the man a stern stare.
Playing his trump card, the wedding planner smiled at Michael as if he had just won an imaginary game.
"Forget about her being tied to the bed and blindfolded, I agree to forgo my debt, if I can kiss her, touch her, feel her, and fondle her everywhere through her clothes before stripping your wife naked myself. Then, something that I always wanted to do," he said with an embarrassed, little laugh. "As if planning my own sexual reception, I want her to lay on her back on a banquet table. I want to cover her with food and eat off of her naked body before having sex with her," he said while giving Michael a degenerate smile.
Anthony was a tall and obese man, who Michael thought was gay. Apparently, for him to agree to have sex with Ashley in exchange for his services, he wasn't gay. For him to want to eat food off of Ashley's naked body, he was consumed with food as he was with sex. Something that Michael thought the caterer may suggest instead of the wedding planner, combining the two, eating food off of his naked wife while having sex, evidentially, Anthony liked food as much as he enjoyed having sex.
With him clearly having an appetite for both, Anthony obviously wanted to satisfy both his carnal pleasures, sex mixed with food. Thinking he had heard, seen, or done everything sexual when in the swinging lifestyle, Michael couldn't believe that Anthony wanted to eat food off the body of his naked wife while having sex with her. Yet, with her having done worse as a swinger, he hoped that Ashley would agree to Anthony's terms and conditions of being literally and figuratively eaten.
'Wow,' he thought. 'That's fucked up. Eating food off of a naked woman, I don't know if Ashley will go for that one,' thought Michael while hoping that she would.
When thinking of the twelve-hundred-dollars that they owed Anthony for planning their wedding, with money worth more to him than Ashley's sensitivities, Michael looked at the wedding planner and smiled. Now that he thought more about it, combining gluttony with sexual debauchery may be interesting to watch. Maybe instead of always watching her figure by dieting, Ashley would have something to eat too while being fucked by Anthony.
"Whatever floats your boat is fine with us," he said before even checking with Ashley and asking her permission for her naked body to be used as a banquet table. "You'll supply the food and the napkins, of course?"
Anthony smiled his sexual excitement at Michael.
"Yes. Even though I love sushi, the risk of getting Salmonella poisoning when eating sushi from Ashley's warm, naked body is not safe. Instead, she'll mostly be adorned with fruits and vegetables, and decorated with cakes, pies, pastries, candy, honey, chocolate, assorted jams, dips, and sauces," said Anthony. "She'll be a very high calorie and sweet tasting dessert," he said with a loud, happy laugh.
Michael shrugged his indifference.
'Wow,' thought Michael. 'And I thought that I was fucked up for wanting to have incestuous sex with my mother and my sister, and for wanting to have inappropriate sex with my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law. At least I drew the line in not eating food off of their naked bodies,' he thought while laughing to himself. 'Other than having incestuous sex and inappropriate sex, and other than wanting to watch Ashley having sex with 9 men while I masturbate myself, I don't have any kinks,' with him obviously thinking that he was normal.
Comparatively speaking, when comparing himself to the sexual wants, needs, and desires of some of these men, maybe he was more normal than he thought he was. For sure, discounting his cuckold desires while being an object of derision, more men would love to watch their wife having sex with another man than to want to eat food off of a woman's naked body. Michael gave Anthony an understanding smile as if he had made a normal request in wanting to eat food off of Ashley's naked body while she was on her back and on a banquet table.
"Okay. Sure. If that's what it will take for you to forgive your debt, you eating food off my naked wife while having sex with her is fine with me," said Michael. "I'd just have to check with Ashley to make sure that your request is okay with her. I'll get back to you tonight."
Forgoing the blindfold and being tied to their bed, he just needed to convince Ashley to allow the wedding planner to touch and feel her everywhere through her clothes before stripping her naked. He needed her to agree to lay on her back naked on a banquet table while being covered with food and literally and figuratively being eaten by Anthony. Since there was twelve-hundred-dollars on the line, she should agree to such a sexually twisted request. They had done some kinky things in their swinging days but this figuratively and literally would take the cake.
* * * * *
Now, after having saved twelve-hundred-dollars by bartering Anthony's wedding planning services in exchange for him stripping Ashley naked and eating food from her naked body, their outstanding debt was down from nineteen-thousand-three-hundred-fifty-dollars to eighteen-thousand-one-hundred-fifty dollars. Next on the bartering list was Stephen, the Florist with a fifteen-hundred-dollar debt owed. He provided the flowers for the church, the reception hall, the floral bouquets for the bride, their mothers, the wedding party, and the buttoneers for the groomsmen.
'That's a lot of money for flowers,' thought Michael. 'Unlike the discounted flowers that I buy Ashley for Valentine's Day, for her birthdays, and for our anniversaries, he must have charged me full price.'
Michael sat across from Stephen while thinking that he had been gouged for wedding flowers. Able to digest the huge floral bill, as long as Stephen agreed to accept having sex with Ashley as payment instead of money, he'd be happy. Yet, in the way that he thought that Anthony, the wedding planner was gay, he suspected the Stephen, the florist may be gay too.
"Got it," said Stephen after Michael explained the rules in the same way that he explained the rules to Anthony.
A sensitive and unmarried man, albeit definitely a perverted man, Stephen lived a quiet life in suburbia with his mother, his sister, and their three cats. Something not unusual for him to think after he had incestuous sex with his mother and sister, Michael wondered if Stephen was having incestuous sex with his mother and sister. Surprised and glad that he immediately agreed to having sex with Ashley in lieu of payment, in the way that he suspected that Anthony was gay and glad that he wasn't, Michael suspected that Stephen may be gay too. After all, he was a florist.
Only, in the way that Anthony wanted to change the rules, Stephen wanted to change the rules too. If it wasn't enough that he was offering his beautiful, sexy, and shapely wife for their sexual pleasure, they all seemingly had their own perverted agendas as to what they wanted to do with his wife's naked body. One would think that such ordinary looking men would jump at the opportunity of having sex with Ashley without having terms and conditions of their own.
"Great," said Michael thinking that he was done with the negotiations after having explained the rules to Stephen in the way that he did with Anthony.
Stephen gave Michael a shy, albeit deviant smile.
"Only, if you don't mind, I'd like to make a couple of changes to your terms and conditions of my own before agreeing," said Stephen.
Michael looked at him as if he was a high-priced attorney negotiating a contract and Stephen was a high profile, celebrity client.
"Pardon? I'm sorry. Changes?" Michael looked at him with irritation mixed with confusion and infused with curiosity. "What kind of changes?"
As if he was a pervert who was about to admit his personal, private, and secret perversion, Stephen smiled nervously at Michael.
"Instead of Ashley being blindfolded and me not allowed to talk to her, I'd much rather she look at me and talk to me while I kissed her and felt her through her clothes. I'd like to know what she's thinking and feeling when I fondle her breasts, squeeze her ass, and finger her pussy through her clothes. Then, I'd much rather slowly undress her before stripping her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere," said Stephen. "Again, I'd like to know what she's thinking and feeling while I'm exploring her naked body with my hands, my mouth, and my cock."
Not surprised by his request, actually, a normal request that any man would make, Michael looked at Stephen with satisfied relief that he didn't want to do something more perverse with his wife.
"That's fine," said Michael. "I don't see a problem with your request. We can agree to that."
Yet, not quite done, Stephen had another request to add to his terms in conditions for him to forgive his wedding debt.
"Then, once she's naked, in honor of Valentine's Day, since I'm a florist, I'd want to decorate the room, the bed, and her naked body with rose pedals before having sex with her," he said.
With the florist looking as if he was the incestuous type, Michael wondered if Stephen had already talked his mother and his sister into allowing him to decorate their naked bodies with rose pedals. In the way that Michael was obviously the incestuous type to have had sex with his mother and sister, and being one to recognize one, Stephen looked the type who'd have sex with his mother and sister.
"Okay. Being that your request is a romantic one and with Ashley the romantic type too, as long as there are no thorns, I don't think she'll mind you covering her naked body with rose pedals," said Michael with an understanding smile.
'Better that she be covered with rose pedals than being covered with slimy and greasy food,' thought Michael after Anthony's naked, banquet table request.
Obviously pleased and sexually satisfied that he could add his change to their agreement, Stephen smiled at Michael.
"In the way that Thora Birch as Jane Burnham was decorated with rose pedals in American Beauty, if only for an hour or two, I'd love for Ashley to be my American Beauty. Simply divine," said Stephen with a sexually excited laugh. "I love the fragrance of roses when decorating a beautiful, naked woman."
Michael shrugged. Obviously, he had decorated naked women with rose pedals before. Unfortunately, the only way that any of these men were going to agree to forgive their wedding debts in exchange for having sex with his wife was for Michael to agree to allow these men to have their own perverted terms and conditions. If it wasn't enough that Michael offered his wife for them to have their wicked, sexual way with Ashley's naked body, they wanted more than that. Understandably but frustratingly, clearly, they wanted to use his wife to satisfy their own sexual perversions for them to forgo the money.
"Okay, I agree to your terms and conditions but two rules that you must agree and adhere to is that you must wear a condom before having sexual intercourse with Ashley. Also, you must agree that I'm in the bedroom with you while watching you having sex with my wife," said Michael. "You must agree to both of my conditions. Lastly, one more thing before having sex with my wife, you must give me a paid in full receipt."
Stephen gave Michael a sexually excited smile.
"I agree," said Stephen. "Just as I have no problem wearing a condom, I have no problem with you being in the room when I'm having sex with your lovely wife and giving you a paid in full receipt," he said. "Only, I'd rather not wear a condom when she's giving me oral sex," said Stephen. "And I must be allowed to cum in her beautiful mouth."



Michael nodded and shook Stephen's hand.
"Agreed," said Michael. "Ashley blowing you without you wearing a condom and you cumming in her mouth is not a problem."
* * * * *
Now after having saved fifteen-hundred-dollars by bartering Stephen's floral services for sex with Ashley, their outstanding debt was down from eighteen-thousand-one-hundred-fifty-dollars to sixteen-thousand-six-hundred-fifty dollars. Next on his bartering list was Mark, the wedding invitations printer. They owed him eight-hundred-dollars for printing the invitations and the RSVP cards.
"Got it," said Mark after Michael read him the rules. "I agree."
He was a hairy, heavyset man. With his skin a greyish color, as if he drank the dye or inhaled the toner, his skin looked as if was indelibly stained with ink. With him having so very much hair all over his body, he looked dirty, even though he wasn't.
"Great," said Michael.
With the negotiations seemingly over, glad that he wasn't adding his own terms and conditions to the agreement, Michael smiled.
"Only...," said Mark with a thoughtful and delayed pause as if he was thinking of what else he wanted to do with Ashley than just having sex with her.
Michael looked at the man with intolerance and impatience while rolling his eyes and sighing loudly.
'Here we go again,' thought Michael. 'How dare someone who looks like him have terms and conditions? Any man, especially one so heavyset and hairy would love to have sex with my wife. This is getting out of hand,' thought Michael. 'Doesn't anyone just want straight sex anymore? Is everyone on the planet perverted?'
"What?" Being abrupt with him, Michael looked at him with attitude. "Only what?"
Michael viewed the man with irritation while wondering what his sexual peccadillo was.
'Someone who looks like him should feel honored and privileged to have sex with someone who looked like my wife,' thought Michael. 'How dare he have any terms and conditions to their agreement? Who in the Hell does he think he is Brad Pitt? George Clooney? Donald Trump?'
"There's something that I always wanted to do with my wife's naked body but she wouldn't allow me to do and is the one thing that I'd like to do with your wife's naked body," said Mark nervously while fidgeting with his fingers.
Michael couldn't even imagine what the invitations printer wanted to do with Ashley's naked body. Maybe he wants to spank her? Maybe he wants to dress her up in his mother's clothes and call her Mommy. Maybe he wants her to be his dominatrix. Maybe he wants his wife to spank him. With sexual proclivities as diverse as people, Michael had no idea what the man had in mind. Now that Mark piqued his curiosity, he was eager to know.
"What? What would you like to do to my wife's naked body that your wife won't allow you to do to her naked body?"
Again, Michael looked at him with impatience but this time mixed with exasperation. He looked at the man as if he was mad. He could only imagine what he wanted to do to Ashley's naked body that his wife wouldn't allow him to sexually do to her naked body. Then, as if embarrassed, Mark gave Michael a timid smile.
"I collect stamp imprints," said Mark. "If it's okay with you and your wife, I'd like to stamp Ashley's beautiful, naked body with colorful, stamp imprints. Then, with her naked except for my stamp imprints, I'd like to photograph my artwork," said Mark.
'Is that it? Is that all,' wondered Michael.
He looked at the man puzzled while wondering what else he wanted to do with Ashley's naked, stamp imprinted body.
"I see," said Michael while waiting for the hook.
Surely, he wanted something more than to just stamp and photograph his wife's naked body. He looked at the man in the way that he looked at Anthony and Stephen. Obviously relieved that Mark was agreeing to exchange sex for money, he wondered what else Mark had in mind. Maybe he wanted to photograph her in a public place. Perhaps, he wanted to embarrass her or even humiliate her in public. Whatever else he wanted to do with Ashley, Michael was eager to know what more the man had in mind.
"Even though your wife is very sexy and beautiful, I don't want to have sex with her," he said waving his hands as if he was trying to stop a car. "Happily married for 35-years, I can't cheat on my wife but if you don't mind, for me to forgive you of your debt, all that I'd like to do is to stamp her," he said. "Even better than having sex, stamping and photographing Ashley would mean the world to me."
Thinking he had heard everything with Anthony wanting to eat food from Ashley's naked body and Stephen wanting to cover his wife with rose pedals wasn't odd enough, Michael looked at the man as if he was nuts. Instead of having sex with his wife's beautiful, naked body, Mark wanted to stamp his wife and then photograph her stamped, naked body. He wanted to tattoo Ashley with colorful stamp imprints before photographing her.
"I don't think Ashley would want her body stamped with ink," said Michael slowly shaking his head from side-to-side.
Ready just to pay the man, he waited for him to respond.
"You needn't worry about that," said Mark giving Michael a wry smile. The ink is not indelible. It washes off with warm water and soap. It's much like the ink stamps used at clubs and concerts," said Mark. "It's not permanent."
Michael shrugged.
"Okay. That sounds harmless enough. I don't think Ashley will have a problem with you stamping her and photographing her naked, ink imprinted body as long as you don't photograph her face and as long as you don't stamp her face, her neck, or her hands," said Michael. "She never removes her engagement ring and someone may recognize her from that. Nevertheless, even if the ink is not indelible and washes off, she's still must go out in public and to work without having to worry that she missed washing off a spot."
Mark nodded his head and shook Michael's hand.
"I agree not to stamp and/or photograph Ashley's face, neck, and hands," said Mark.
* * * * *
Now after saving eight-hundred-dollars by bartering Mark's invitation printing services in exchange to allow him to stamp Ashley's naked body, their outstanding debt was down from sixteen-thousand-six-hundred-fifty-dollars to fifteen-thousand-eight-hundred-fifty dollars. Next on his bartering list was Daniel, the band leader. They owed him eight-hundred-dollars.
"I agree to barter my services for the services of your wife," said Daniel immediately after Michael made his proposal. Michael was pleased that the band leader seemed amenable to his sexual arrangement for payment in lieu of money. "Only," said Daniel in the same way Anthony, Stephen, and Mark said only.
Michael looked at the man as if he was insane. An older and homely man, there was no way someone who was as old and as ugly as him could ever have sex with someone who was as young, as pretty, and as sexy as Ashley. Instead of just agreeing to Michael's terms and conditions by having sex with his wife in exchange for their debt, Daniel had terms and conditions of his own, too.
"Only? Seriously?" Michael rolled his eyes and sighed heavily. "Only, what?"
He made a sour face at the man as if he was about to vomit. He knew that Ashley wouldn't be happy taking his old, wrinkled, and grey-haired cock in her hand never mind in her mouth and/or in her pussy. Once she had seen his wrinkled face up close, she may not want to have sex with him at all. He was the least physically attractive of the eight men. No doubt, once Ashley got a closeup look at him, Michael may have to rescind his offer of sex for money and pay the man what he owed him.
"I agree to forego payment if Ashley agrees not only to dance with me but also teach me how to dance," said Daniel. "Being that I'm a bandleader, born with two left feet, it's awkward that I never learned how to dance. Now, that I'm older, I'm too embarrassed to learn. Even though I have plenty of rhythm, much like a fish out of water, sometimes I feel as if I'm a lifeguard who can't swim," he said laughing at his own joke.
Michael smiled at the man.
"I'm sure that Ashley would certainly agree to not only teach how to dance but also would dance with you too," said Michael. "And what about sex?"
Daniel shook his head from quickly side-to-side as if he was say no to a dealer at a blackjack table.
"Sex?" He laughed. "I wouldn't want to have sex with your wife. She's so young and I wouldn't know what to do with her," he said with another laugh. "Yet, I would like to kiss her, French kiss her, and feel her through her clothes while dancing with her, if that's permissible to you and acceptable to her. I've always wanted to do that with a young, beautiful woman," he said. "Even though your wife is beautiful and sexy, I'm not sexually attracted to her. I have plenty of women my age, widows mostly, propositioning me when I'm playing. With all of them wanting me to take them dancing, I just need to learn how to dance," he said.
Michael shook hands with the man while happy that another wedding expense was soon to be forgiven.
* * * * *
Now after saving fifteen-hundred-dollars by bartering Daniel's musical services in exchange for Ashley teaching him how to dance, their outstanding debt was down from sixteen-thousand-six-hundred-fifty-dollars to fifteen-thousand-eight-hundred-fifty dollars. Next on his bartering list with an eighteen-hundred-dollar debt owed was Frank, the photographer. After Michael read him the rules, much like all the other men, Frank agreed to disagree with the terms and conditions by wanting to add his own terms and conditions. Not totally agreeing to the rules, the photographer had his own idea of what he wanted to do with Ashley.
"With models very expensive and difficult to find a model worth shooting, I'd like to shoot Ashley in the nude," said Frank. "I'm not only a photographer but also I'm a painter and a sculptor. I'd want to paint and sculpt her. A full day of shooting, modeling, and posing will more than cover your bill."
Michael nodded him a smile.
"You may shoot Ashley, as long as you don't publish the photos showing her face. I don't care if you shoot her naked body nor do I care if you paint and sculpt her, as long as no one knows that it's her," said Michael. "Perhaps, you could disguise her by changing her facial features and/or her hair and eye color."
Frank nodded his agreement while shaking Michael's hand.
"That's fair as I'm more interested in her naked body than I am in her face," he said. "Whatever photos I shoot and paintings and sculptures that I make of her will be only for my private use. Using them expressly for my own personal use, no one will see them. I have no plans to show your naked wife to anyone," he said.
Satisfied that another deal was struck, Michael smiled at Frank.
'Wow, that was easy,' thought Michael.
"Agreed," said Michael shaking his hand.
* * * * *
Now after saving eighteen-hundred-dollars by bartering Frank's photography services for allowing him photograph, paint, and sculpt Ashley in the nude, their outstanding debt was down from fourteen-thousand-three-hundred-fifty-dollars to twelve-thousand-five-hundred-fifty dollars. Five down with only four more to go, next on his bartering list was Greg, the videographer. They owed him eight-hundred-dollars.
"I'll agree to eat the bill if Ashley stars in my video," said Greg the videographer.
Disbelieving that this bartering thing could be so easy, Michael looked at him with resistance and suspicion. Surely, as did all the others, he had his own terms and conditions too.
'Video? What kind of video,' he wondered.
"Video? I don't know about that. I don't think Ashley would want to be nakedly exposed in a video," said Michael shaking his head. "What kind of video, a porn video? That sounds like a cheap tradeoff, eight-hundred-dollars for her to appear naked in a porn video."
Greg laughed.
"I assure you that it's not that kind of video," he said with a chuckle. "She'll be fully dressed. I'd like to use her to advertise my video services," he said. "She's quite extraordinary looking and I could never afford to pay for a model who looked like her. You should see some of the models the modeling agency has sent me. They're not worth twenty-five-dollars an hour, never mind the one-hundred-fifty-dollars an hour they charge with a three-hour minimum and a twenty-five-percent booking fee."
Going better than expected, Michael was happy that another man didn't want to have sex with his wife. He wished he had done this before when buying the engagement ring or something else that they needed. Actually, they needed furniture for their hoped-for, new house. Perhaps, he could negotiate Ashley's naked body and sexual services for a discount on furniture. Perhaps, he could negotiate Ashley's naked body and sexual services the next time they bought a car, took a vacation, or with the realtor when they're ready to buy their forever home.
'Wow,' thought Michael. 'Pimping out my wife is a great idea. Extrapolating on that idea, I wonder if my mother, my sister, my mother-in-law, and my sister-in-law would be agreeable to me pimping them out in exchange for goods and services that they needed too,' he thought. 'Being that they're all whores, they just may go for the idea of me prostituting them, too.'
He hoped he was being more of an enterprising businessman and an entrepreneur than he was being a despicable son, brother, son-in-law, and brother-in-law. I could charge them a twenty-five percent fee for my services and they keep seventy-five percent. We could make a small fortune bartering sex for money and for goods and services.
"Agreed," said Michael shaking hands with Greg while still pondering the idea of pimping out the rest of the females of his family in bartering sex in exchange for merchandise. "In exchange for you forgiving our debt, my wife will appear in your video to advertise your video production services."
* * * * *
Now, after saving eight-hundred-dollars by bartering Greg's videography services for shooting a video advertisement video with Ashley as the star, their outstanding wedding debt was down from twelve-thousand-five-hundred-fifty-dollars to eleven-thousand-seven-hundred-fifty dollars. Next on his bartering list was Larry, the owner of the hall they rented. They owed him fifteen-hundred-dollars. Unfortunately, not as easy to placate as some of the other men, with him looking as if he was a Mafia hitman, no doubt much to Ashley's displeasure, Larry wanted to have sex with his wife.
"I'd be happy to barter sexual services in payment of your bill but instead of agreeing to and adhering to all of your terms and conditions, this is what I want. I want to have sex with Ashley in my hall while she's dressed in her wedding gown," said Larry.
Larry looked at Michael with hopeful, sexual anticipation.
"Okay," said Michael thinking that was an odd request.
Michael smiled at the man while waiting for the punchline.
"Nothing kinky, just straight sex. I bend her over a banquet table, lift up her wedding gown, pull down her panties, and fuck her pussy from behind. Then, I'd want her to move to her knees in front of me and blow me while I feel her tits, finger her nipples, and allow me to call her Faith. I've always had a thing for Faith Hill. I love Faith Hill. She looks a lot like her when she was younger but with bigger tits," said Larry.
Obviously, a fan of Faith Hill as much as he was of his wife, Michael was happy that his wife would be forced to have sex with yet another man while he watched and masturbated himself.
'Actually, he agreed with Larry. Ashley did look a lot like Faith Hill used to look like when she was younger,' he thought.
Glad for his wife that they didn't all want to have sex with Ashley, he wished all the men were as easy as Mark, the wedding invitations printer, Daniel, the band leader, Frank, the photographer, and Greg, the videographer. Yet, disappointed that only Anthony, Stephen, and Larry wanted to have sex with his wife while he watched, he smiled and stuck out his hand to accept the Hall owner's terms and conditions.
"We have a deal," said Michael shaking Larry's hand. "But you must wear a condom when fucking my wife."
Larry smiled.
"Of course," said Larry, "but not when she blows me. Right? And, something that my wife refuses to do, she must allow me to cum in her mouth and swallow my cum without spitting."
Michael smiled at the man.
"It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if my wife didn't allow you to cum in her mouth and swallow your cum," said Michael.
* * * * *
Now after saving fifteen-hundred-dollars more by bartering the rent for Larry's hall by allowing him to have sex with Ashley, their outstanding debt was down from eleven-thousand-seven-hundred-fifty-dollars to ten-thousand-two-hundred-fifty dollars. Next on his bartering list was Bill, the owner of the limousines that they rented. They owed him seven-hundred-fifty-dollars.
"Thank you for your bartering offer of having sex with your wife but I'm a happily married man with five children. Even though your wife is stunningly beautiful, I don't want to have sex with Ashley but I would like her to star in a commercial for my limousine service. The price for too skinny, too chubby, not very pretty, or sexy and shapely models for a four-hour photo shoot is astronomical. Moreover, I'd never find a better looking, shapelier, and sexier model than your wife. If I can shoot her to advertise my services, then that's a fair trade," he said.
Michael shook his hand.
'That was easy,' thought Michael.
"We have a deal," said Michael.
* * * * *
Now after saving seven-hundred-fifty-dollars by bartering Bill's services for an advertisement with Ashley, their outstanding debt was down from ten-thousand-two-hundred-fifty-dollars to nine-thousand-five-hundred- dollars. Next on his bartering list was Sam, the caterer. They owed him nine-thousand-five-hundred-dollars, eight-thousand-dollars for the food and his staff and fifteen-hundred-dollar for the open bar bill.
Trying for days, unable to get a hold of him, having never met the man in person and with him not answering his messages, Michael decided to go to his place of business and confront him there in person. Being that he owed the man so very much money, wanting to get out in front of it, he figured the man would want part of his payment in cash and hopefully, part in having sex with his wife. Instead of parting with any of his cash, perhaps, he'd want to have sex with Ashley numerous times, over a period of several weeks. Michael would be willing to do that for him to forgive the entirety of their debt.
'What the Hell? It's only sex,' thought Michael. 'Ashley will just have to buck up and take one for our team. I'm sure she's done much worse than just sucking and fucking one man numerous times while in the swinging lifestyle.'
Michael entered the catering business, Big Sam's Caterer.
"Hi," said Michael. "I'm looking for Sam, Big Sam," he said to a woman who emerged from the kitchen.
She was a very tall and a very wide woman who more looked like she'd be a guard in a woman's prison or a head nurse in an insane asylum than working in the kitchen of a caterer. As wide as she was tall, the woman was as wide as a wall and as tall as a support beam. Making a laughable difference is this woman was Sam's wife, he figured Sam would be a bald, short, and obese man that someone humorously nicknamed Big Sam.
He wondered if the name of the woman who greeted him was Bertha, Big Bertha married to Big Sam. She looked like someone who'd be named Bertha, Big Bertha,' thought Michael while laughing to himself at her expense.
Easily, the woman dwarfed him by six inches and more than one-hundred pounds. If he was to hazard a guess, he'd guess this woman was 6'7" or taller and easily weigh 350 pounds or more. With Michael not a small man, this woman could bench press him. He wondered if they had sumo wrestling for women in Japan because this woman would be a natural. With no woman able to beat her, he imagined her winning the Women's Sumo Wrestling championship of the world.



He imagined her wearing a New England Patriot's uniform and playing center for Bill Belichick with Brady as her quarterback. He imagined Brady reluctantly sticking his hands between her legs and accidentally brushing against her pussy while reaching for the ball. No doubt, if any man dared brush his hand against her pussy or dared to feel her super big breasts, she'd body slam him before crushing him by standing on him. A giant of a woman, she was obviously filled with more testosterone than with estrogen. Taking a wild guess, it was obvious to him that this woman didn't like men.
When Michael held out his hand and looked up at her, the woman smiled at him and held out her hand.
"I'm Sam, Samantha actually. My friends call me Sam," she said giving him another smile. "And you are?"
Michael looked at her with as much perplexity as he looked at her with curiosity. Leaning over him, blocking out any light, and engulfing him in a dark shadow, he felt small. Casting a shadow over his head, the woman had the biggest breasts he had ever seen. Should it rain, he could shelter himself beneath her bra clad breasts and not get wet.
Having never seen breasts so monstrously large, he wondered what size bra she wore. Big enough to wear as a hat, he wondered how big her bra cup was. He wondered what her over the shoulder boulder holder looked like when not supporting her tits. He wondered what her naked tits looked like and felt like when she was topless. Forget about double D, easily, this woman was a quadruple D, a G cup, or even larger. She could probably smother someone with her tits.
'Oh, fuck,' he thought. 'What do I do now? Unless she's lesbian, she'd never exchange sex with Ashley for money.'
"Michael," he said sheepishly. "My name is Michael. I'm pleased to finally meet you. I've been leaving you messages but I guess you've been busy."
She shook his hand with an iron grip and pumped his arm as if she was milking a cow or getting water from a well. As if she was wearing a catcher's mitt, her hand enveloped his hand. Never had he seen a hand as big on any man never mind on a woman.
"I remember you now," she said with a big smile. "We just did your wedding. You didn't see me but I saw you from the kitchen. I never forget a pretty face and a good body," she said with a sexy laugh while giving him a wink.
Michael figured she was talking about Ashley.
'Thank God,' he thought. 'Perhaps, this woman is lesbian after all. Being that Ashley has had lesbian sex before, while I watched, even though she's not lesbian and doesn't like going down on women, that's too bad. There's nine-thousand-five-hundred-dollars at stake for her to finger and lick this woman's pussy while feeling her huge breasts and fingering her nipples,' he thought while smiling at Sam. 'If only for curiosity sake, I'd love to watch my wife having sex with this monstrous woman. With her giant body and immense breasts, I can't imagine the size of her naked pussy and ass.'
"Nice to finally meet you in person, Sam," said Michael shaking her hand.
He wondered if she was married. He wondered if her husband was a bigger giant than she was. He imagined how big their children must be. Then, something out of character and something he didn't expect, as if she was coming on to him and flirting with him, Samantha gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Come here, you," she said grabbing him around his neck, pulling him to her, and pressing his face against her giant breasts. Practically smothering him she rubbed her big tits all over his face. As shocked as he was repulsed, he couldn't breathe. "You're so cute, too cute," she said letting go of him. "Now, what can I do for you?" She gave him the eye as if they were in a dating bar and he was available.
'Wow! What a hug? No one has been hugged until they've been hugged by Big Sam with their face squished by her giant tits,' he thought.
He imagined her in a circus sideshow giving hugs for a dollar with a line of men going out the tent and around the block and with men returning back for another hug. With no where to put his arms when she hugged him, too wide for him to grope her ass, not that he'd want to grope that giant ass but he'd was curious about her giant tits. Only, afraid of her hurting him, he'd love to grope her giant breasts. No doubt, the diameter of a watch face and as big as the nipple on a baby's bottle, he couldn't imagine how big her nipples would be when she was sexually aroused.
'Maybe she's into threesomes,' he thought when she hugged him. 'Well, being that we've had a plenty of threesomes when we were swinging, I'd be willing to accommodate her if that's what it takes for her to forgive our debt. Only, she's so tall and so wide that she'd be like having sex with a man instead of a woman,' he thought. 'I hope she doesn't want a threesome. I hope she'd rather have lesbian sex with my wife.'
Trying to play her and sexually entice her, when she batted her long, eyelashes at him, he returned her hairy eyeball with his sexy smile.
"It's about your bill. I was wondering if we could come to terms other than paying you in cash. I was hoping we could come up with another type of accommodation to satisfy your bill," said Michael returning her sexy smile, her naughty look, and her wink with his sexy smile, naughty look, and wink.
Once again, obviously flirting with him, she returned his sexy smile, his naughty look, and his wink with her sexy smile, naughty look, and wink.
"What did you have in mind, sweetie," she said reaching around him to grab his ass before reaching in front of him to cup his testicles through his pants.
Michael smiled while taking a step back from her.
'Fuck! Oh, my God. Having been groped by women before, I haven't been groped until Big Sam groped me. She does want a threesome,' he thought.
"If you remember my wife, she's very beautiful, sexy, and sexually willing," he said giving her another wink. "Perhaps, we could come to an arrangement for partial payment or full payment of your bill by Ashley having sex with you," said Michael.
Sam made a face as if he had just insulted her.
"Sex with a woman? Me?" She made a frown. "What do you think I am, lesbian?" She laughed out loud. "I don't swing that way but I'd be willing to work something out to have sex with you. You are very good looking and so cute. Come here," she said hugging him hard again while mashing her pillow sized tits in his face.
Unable to stop himself, with no place to put his horny hands, trying to keep her from smothering him, Michael pushed his hands against her big breasts while trying to get air to breathe. The firmest tits he had ever felt, her bra felt like she was wearing a bulletproof vest. He felt as if he was feeling two inflated airbags.
"Sorry," he said. "Sorry. I didn't mean to touch you your breasts," he said. "I'm so embarrassed."
She laughed.
"That's okay, honey. I don't mind you copping a cheap feel of my tits..." she said with a boisterous laugh while grabbing both his hands and putting them on her tits. Then, when she finally let go of him, she looked him up and down while taking a step forward and grabbing his cock and testicles through his pants again. "...As long as I can cop a cheap feel of you too," she said.
He took a step back but to no avail when she reached out her long arms and big hands to pull him forward.
"Oh, my God," he said when she grabbed his cock again through his pants.
Then, shocking the shit out of him, she unzipped her white uniform to show him her long, valley sized line of cleavage, the tops of her meaty breasts, and her huge white bra that had bra cups bigger than the bumpers of a '59 Cadillac. Michael stared at her bra clad breasts as if he had never seen a woman's bra clad breasts before. Instead of tits, they stuck out as if they were weapons positioned on a knight's suit of armor and poised to impale someone to her chest.
"I'll tell you what, if you agree to come with me to my cabin in Maine for the weekend, we may be able to work something that's sexually agreeable to me. I'm sure that I can find a way for you to satisfy your entire bill as well as other things on my sexual agenda, bucket list," she said with a dirty laugh.
Alas and unfortunately, unbeknownst to Michael, Samantha was a Dominatrix, a big Dominatrix, literally and figuratively. Heavily into bondage, discipline, and submission, she even had her own dungeon. Sadly, never heard from again, hunters in the area around her cabin tell of hearing the screams of a man in obvious pain.
Being that the wedding debts weren't her wedding debts but were all in Michael's name, Ashley never had sex with or exchanged her services to any of the eight men. Instead, she used the money she had already saved for a down payment on a house. Five, long years later, after Michael was declared missing and legally dead, she received the proceeds from his life insurance policy. Then, annulling their marriage and eventually forgetting about Michael, she found a good man and married him where they lived happily ever after.
Don't you just love a happy ending? I love happy endings.
THE END
Please vote. As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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Please vote. This is a Valentine's Day contest story. As if your vote is my applause, please give me the courtesy of your vote.
*
Befuddled and in love, Harley doesn't know what to buy Maybell for Valentine's Day.
"Hint, Harley, buy Maybell her first handgun. Trust me. She'll love you for buying her a handgun and will give you hot sex," said Clem, Harley's best friend.
This story is about 19-year-old Harley buying his beloved, 19-year-old Maybell, the love of his life, her first handgun on Valentine's Day. Instead of buying her flowers and candy on Valentine's Day, Harley hit the jackpot when he bought Maybell her first handgun. Instead of buying her perfume and jewelry on the day of love, romance, and sex, he bought her a box of .38 caliber bullets and a Smith and Wesson, blue steel, snub nose .38, five-shot revolver.
When she opened her gun, she ripped through the wrapping paper in the way of a child at Christmas. When she saw the gun, as if Harley had bought her a diamond ring and was ready to propose, she looked so happy. Who knew Maybell loved guns? Maybell didn't even know she loved guns until Harley bought her first handgun. Then, two months later at their senior prom, because he bought her a handgun, she allowed him to strip her naked and have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body in the backseat of his car.
* * * * *
Author's Warning:
This is a pro-gun rights, Valentine's Day, romantic story about love, sex, guns, and ammunition. If you don't like guns and disagree with the right of Americans to bear arms, then don't read this story. On the other hand, if you think of yourself as part of a well-regulated militia that is necessary to the security of a free state, then this story is for you. If you like guns and agree with the second amendment of our United States Constitution, "the right of people to keep and bear arms, shall not be infringed," then you're going to enjoy this story.
This story is not only about love, sex, guns, and ammunition but about a woman's right to bear arms in protection of herself, her home, her family, and her personal possessions. For those who are bleeding heart liberals, those who don't believe in second amendments rights, and those who hate guns, please read another story. For those who are soft on crime and even softer on criminals then, sorry, this story is not for you.
"It's not the gun. It's the shooter. It's not guns that kill people, people kill people," is the common retort to those liberals who want more regulatory control, permits, fees, and licensing on law abiding citizens who own guns, especially handguns.
How dare they? Who the Hell do they think that are, the minority trying to push their political agenda on the majority? How stupid and shortsighted can they be? My only explanation to their argument is that they're the next victims of violent crimes. I wonder if they'd still want more gun control if an armed and dangerous shooter barged through their front door and shot them and/or their loved ones, God forbid.
"The Bible teaches us to love thy neighbor. The Bible teaches us to turn the other cheek and to forgive and forget."
With me holding my Walther PK380 pistol, I don't think I'll be loving my neighbor of forgiving and forgetting when my crazy, next door neighbor is pointing a gun at me. My slogan would more be, shoot thy neighbor before he or she shoots me. Under the law, especially when I live out in the boonies and am too far away for the police to respond in time, I have the right to defend myself and my family from danger, especially mortal danger. I have the right to protect my property and my personal possessions from being destroyed and/or stolen.
"Get off my lawn!"
The late, great Charlton Heston who played Moses and Ben Hur fame, was the honorary president of the National Rifle Association, the NRA, from 1998 to 2003. He was quoted as saying, "You can have my gun when you pry it from my cold, dead hands." He also said, "There are no 'good guns.' There are no 'bad guns.' Any gun in the hands of a bad man is a bad thing. Any gun in the hands of a decent person is no threat to anybody, except bad people."
Seriously, how can anyone disagree with what Heston was quoting as saying? Why would anyone argue against the above logic with their convoluted and twisted lunacy to ban guns, especially handguns, and put themselves and their loved ones at risk, in harm's way, and at jeopardy of being shot by mad men and criminals? The second amendment gives us the inalienable right to self-defense and to protect ourselves and our family from those who want to hurt, maim, and kill us. We have the inalienable right to protect ourselves, our family, our property, and our personal possessions from those who have no fear and no respect for the law. If we can't have guns, the criminals will be the only ones with guns.
"God bless America and I thank our founding fathers for the second amendment."
* * * * *
Author's Note: 1
Millions of women own firearms not as much for shooting, as men do, but for personal protection. You might call owning a firearm a women's right to choose whether she's willing to be beaten, raped, and/or murdered or if she'd rather protect herself by shooting her intended violent assaulter, rapist, and/or murderer. When you put that in those terms, there's not much wiggle room for indecision, especially when the shoe is on the other foot and you're the one being violently assaulted, raped, and/or murdered.
Since this romantic, love story is about a country man and a country woman, below are several gun slogans that pertain to this story and to countrywomen in particular.
The way to a country woman's heart and sexual favor is by not only buying her a subscription to Guns & Ammo magazine but also (duh?) by buying her guns and ammo.
Country girls ain't afraid to love a man. They ain't afraid to shoot one neither. Furthermore, country girls don't retreat, they reload.
"Ready. Aim. Fire!"
Redneck tips 117: Never do a country girl wrong. Even if she doesn't have a gun, her kinfolk will.
There's nothing like the sound of racking a shotgun before saying, "Get off my lawn!" Yet, it may be a much better self-defense strategy not to make any noise, especially the sound of racking a shotgun. Racking a shotgun will cause the homeowner to lose the tactical advantage of the element of surprise with the intruder now knowing where he or she is in the house. Personally, I wouldn't rack a shotgun until I was ready to pull the trigger and fire.
Redneck tips 141: Teach your daughter to shoot because a restraining order is just a piece of paper and a woman holding a gun is a real deterrent.
Girls, especially country girls, like guns too. Some girls like diamonds and pretty rings. Country girls like camo and shootin' things. Country girls love a big Glock. (My personal favorite, lol).
You can't beat a woman who shoots (figuratively and literally). Talk about an equalizer, nothing levels the playing field between a 230-pound man and a 120-pound woman like a Smith and Wesson.
A gun is like a woman, it's all in how you hold her. Breathe. Squeeze. Ready. Aim. Fire!
You can tell a lot about a country woman's mood just by her hands. For instance, if she's holding a gun and pointing the barrel of the gun at you, she's probably angry and you'd better run. Only, you can't outrun a bullet that travels 2,500 feet in a second, about 1,700 miles per hour.
"Now, that's fast, wicked fast, faster than a speeding bullet, Superman fast."
I dream women will one day have the same rights as guns. Yeah, I shoot like a girl but can hit the target like any man. Want a lesson? Go stand in front of the bullseye and I'll show you (lol).
You are wrong if you think that I'm not fast on the draw. I can load my gun with bullets much quicker than I can load my washer & dryer with clothes or my dishwasher with dishes.
Gun safety rules for countrymen. Don't piss off a country woman holding a gun.
Yes. I'm a girl and I love guns. I'm a pistol packing, freedom loving, and gun toting woman.
Girls hunt too. Let's give a gun salute to all the women who shoot.
Lessons in womanhood. You are only helpless while your nail polish is wet. Even then, you still can pull a trigger if you had to shoot someone in self-defense.
Women must not depend upon the protection of a man, but must be taught to protect themselves. Women for gun rights. Girls just wanna have guns too.
Author's note: 2
Not your typical Valentine's Day story, this story is about love, sex, guns, and ammunition as well it's about a woman with big tits who enjoys having hot sex, making love and fucking, and giving blowjobs. If you enjoy any of those four things, love, sex, guns, and ammunition, then you're going to love this story. As a bonus, if you enjoy reading about a tall, beautiful, blue-eyed, blonde woman with big tits having sex and giving blowjobs, then you're really going to enjoy reading this story.
"Shall we begin?"
...And now for my romantic, Valentine's Day contest, love story. LOVE, SEX, GUNS, and Ammunition. Don't forget to vote. As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
* * * * *
LOVE, SEX, GUNS, and Ammunition
With Maybell not a typical city woman but a tomboyish, country woman, flowers and candy on Valentine's just won't cut it. A modern-day version of Elly May Clampett of the Beverly Hillbillies fame, played by the late Donna Douglas, blonde and blue-eyed Maybell needed more than roses and chocolates to put her in a romantic mood. In the way that sex and alcohol go together with horny men, she needed not only love but also, she seemingly needed guns and ammunition for her to be sexually aroused enough to have hot sex with Harley, her childhood sweetheart.
Seriously, even better than a woman who loves hikin', huntin', fishin', and drinkin' beer, how can anyone not love a woman who not only loves sex but also loves guns? Life doesn't get any better than that. As far as Harley was concerned, the love of his life, Maybell was his ideal woman.
The perfect woman for any man who loved guns, Maybell loved guns as much as she loved Harley and as much as she loved sex. In the way that ammunition went with guns, as far as she was concerned, blowjobs went with guns too. Every time Harley bought her a gun, she'd suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth. Just as food was the way to his heart, and sexy clothes was the way to seduce most other women, guns and ammunition were the way to jumpstart Maybell's libido and put her in a romantic and sexual mood.
"Happy Valentine's Day," said Harley and giving Maybell a kiss on the cheek. "Will you be my Valentine?"
Apparently unaware that it was Valentine's Day, she looked at him surprised. Where most women look forward to Valentine's Day all year, apparently by her surprised look, Maybell didn't know that today was Valentine's day. Clearly to her, Valentine's Day was just another day in the country.
"Valentine's Day?"
A horny 19-year-old teenager, instead of just kissing her on the cheek, he wanted to kiss her on the mouth. While holding her around the waist, and slowly slipping his horny hand down to feel her shapely ass, he wanted to kiss her full, red lips. Having known Maybell all of his life, more than anything, Harley wanted to have hot, Valentine's Day sex with her.
Instead of just kissing her full, red lips, he wanted to stick his tongue in her mouth while sticking his hand down her shirt and inside of her bra to fondle her big tits and finger her erect nipples. Instead of just sticking his tongue in her mouth and his hand down her shirt, imagining her on her knees, he wanted to stick his stiff prick in her mouth while putting a gentle hand behind her pretty, blonde head and hump her mouth. He'd love nothing more than to watch Maybell sucking him with his hard, hairy prick in her mouth while she stared up at him with her beautiful, blue eyes.
As her Valentine's Day gift to him and his sexual fantasy come true, he'd love to cum in Maybell's beautiful mouth and watch her swallow his cum. Yet, instead of just receiving a quickie blowjob, he wanted much more than that. He wanted to make love to Maybell before fucking her. Ready to be her man, at just 19-years-old, he wanted to make her his woman.
With his intentions honorable, he wanted to marry her and spend the rest of his life with her. Before leaving her to serve his country in the United States Army, in case he didn't return, he wanted her to have his baby. He hoped that by giving her a gun on Valentine's Day and as his Valentine's Day gift that she'd allow him to strip her naked and have sex with him when they went parking after their senior prom.
* * * * *
"Yes, Valentine's Day. Duh," he said with a laugh. "Today is Valentine's Day, the day of love, flowers, and candy," he said while knowing that the last thing she'd want for Valentine's Day was flowers and candy. I bought you a couple of things for the occasion, something you need and don't have," he said handing her one of her Valentine's Day gifts wrapped in camouflaged, hunting paper instead of wrapped in Valentine's Day hearts and flowers paper.
Harley knew Maybell well. With her as much of a hunter with her rifle and shotgun as he was, he knew that she'd more appreciate a Valentine's Day gift wrapped in camouflaged, hunting paper than she would a gift wrapped in hearts and flowers paper. Thinking of his beloved on this day of love, romance, and hopefully sex, he hoped she'd like what he bought her enough to kiss him, really kiss him, French kiss him. Obviously embarrassed that she didn't have a gift for him, she gushed and turned red.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Harley. You caught me by surprise. I didn't know that today was Valentine's Day. Sorry but I didn't buy you anything for Valentine's Day but I do have something good for you to eat," she said.
She pulled out a homemade, chocolate chip muffin wrapped in a napkin from her knapsack and handed it to him. Not the kind of woman who'd ever carry a pocketbook, she always wore her knapsack. Interestingly enough with her having supersized breasts, her knapsack made her tits look even bigger. By separating her breasts from the front of her deltoids, the straps of the knapsack made her chest look even fuller than it already was.
She was always bringing him food, feeding him, and giving him homemade sweets and treats. He accepted her muffin and took a bite. The food and water she carried in her knapsack made her an ideal hiking companion. Able to get away from it all, he loved going for long walks with her while holding her hand.
"This is good. Real good, Maybell. I don't know if you're a better baker or a better cook," said Harley eating his muffin. "You sure know the way to a man's heart by filling his belly," he said with a laugh while staring at the huge impressions that her giant breasts made when puffing out her winter coat."
Maybell watched her childhood friend eat the muffin that she made for him. She seemingly enjoyed making food for Harley in the way that he enjoyed eating her food and buying her gifts. As if they were meant for one another, they were best friends long before Harley hoped they'd be lovers. Only and again, much like Elly May Clampett, quite the tomboy, Maybell would much rather rassle than to kiss and/or to make love.
"What's this," she said holding his gift in the palm of her hand as if she was weighing a catfish she just caught? "It's heavy." She shook the box. "It's sounds like marbles," she said looking at him. "Did you buy me marbles for Valentine's Day, Harley?" She laughed. "Some people think that I lost my marbles by me dressing the way that I do," she said laughing again while looking down at her brother's hand-me-down flannel shirt, overalls, and boots. Is that why you bought me marbles, Harley, to replace the marbles that you think I lost?"
With them having known one another since they were children and with them both just 19-years-old, and with her a virgin, he needed to take things slow and bide his time. Best friends now and hopefully soon to become lovers later, after taking her to the senior prom in May, he needed to be patient with her. Hopefully setting the sexual stage by buying her first handgun, he knew that she'd come around and sexually want him one day as much as he sexually wanted her now.
"Open it," he said.
Harley smiled while knowing that she'd more like this gift than she would candy, jewelry, perfume, flowers, a sexy nightgown, or something purdy to wear. She shook the box again while looking at him with curiosity mixed with excitement. As soon as she removed the gift wrap, she looked at him confused.
"A box of bullets?" She laughed. "You bought me a box of bullets for Valentine's day?" She showed her displeasure by the expression on her face. "These .38 bullets won't fit my Winchester rifle, Harley. My rifle takes a .308," she said with disappointment while slowly shaking her head. "Especially with us owning the same rifle, I'd think you'd know that."
Harley smiled.
"Now open this gift," he said handing her a second gift.
She opened the gift with the excitement of a child as if it was Christmas Day instead of Valentine's Day.
"Oh, Harley. Oh, my God. It's a handgun. You bought me my first handgun. I don't believe this. Thank you. Thank you so very much. No longer must I lug my rifle around when going to the outhouse or walking through the woods," she said. "Thank you," she said again and finally giving him what he wanted for Valentine's Day, their first kiss, a real kiss on the lips.
Tempted to part her lips with his tongue, but not wanting to push his luck too fast and too soon, he didn't try to French kiss her but he did return her kiss with his kiss. Nothing more than a peck, they had kissed plenty of times before, on her birthday, on his birthday, on Christmas, on New Year's Eve, and even on Valentine's Day but nothing like this. Even though he didn't have the courage to part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her, this was their longest kiss by far.
"It's a Smith and Wesson, blue steel, snub nose .38, five shot revolver. Those bullets will fit that gun," he said with pride.
If only he knew then what he knows now about Maybell, they may not have been apart for twenty-years. Guns and ammunition was what sexually aroused her enough for her to allow him to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples while she sucked his cock and allowed him to cum in her mouth. Guns and ammunition was what sexually aroused her enough for her to allow him to strip her naked and make love to her before fucking her. Guns and ammunition was the love drug and the sexual aphrodisiac that she needed for her to give him not just oral love but also hot sex.
That was then and this was now.
* * * * *
It was an unusually, warm, fall day. The sun was shining and the birds were singing. It was a day like every other day but a day that Harley would never forget. Seemingly, days that he'd always remember, every day that he was with his beloved Maybell was a memorable day.
Just as the last day that he was with her nearly twenty-years ago was a memorable day, today, when finally with her again, was just as memorable of a day too. Now five months later after finally reconnecting with his childhood sweetheart, the love of his life, Maybell, after nearly two decades apart, today was a very special day. Other than the day of their disastrous high school, senior prom when they were 19-year-old teenagers, today was their first, real romantic day together. The day of love, sex, guns, and ammunition instead of love, sex, flowers, and candy, nearly twenty-years later, today was months before Valentine's Day again.
With Harley living in a small town, he had known Maybell all of his life. When he wasn't with Maybell, he was with his best friend, Clem. Growing up with the three of them hanging around together, they were all in the same class in grade school nearly thirty-years ago. Before asking her to the senior prom, holding hands while walking and talking, Harley briefly dated Maybell.



Yet as they matured to become adults, Harley wanted to see the world before settling down, getting married, and having children. Before he returned home from serving two tours of duty in the army, one in in Iraq and a second one in Afghanistan, he went one way and Maybell went the other. He traveled the world and she disappeared in the backwoods and in one of the small, rising valley of hills and hollers with creeks in the middle that all looked the same.
Unless he knew where he was and where he was going, easy to get lost and turned around in those woods overgrown with fallen trees, he didn't dare venture out alone unless he hired one of the locals as a guide. Moreover, the people who lived there, who made their living making moonshine, meth, and/or grew marijuana to use and sell, didn't take kindly to strangers poking around in their woods, even if it was someone who was born and raised there. There were plenty of other illegal activities that the residents of the hills and hollers didn't want their neighbors or the authorities to know about.
Never knowing exactly where she lived, somewhere out yonder in one of the deep, uncharted, hilly hollers, he lost track of her in the way that she lost track of him too. Then, when he returned to hunting and fishing in the woods where she obviously lived, as if it was kismet, he unknowingly stumbled over her. Actually, totally unexpected, albeit a much hoped-for reunion on his part, it was she who found him. In the same way that he'd never forget the last day they were together, he'd never forget that first day they found one another again.
* * * * *
A capable and self-sufficient woman, a pioneer woman in modern day times, Maybell didn't need a man telling her what to do, when to do it, and what not to do. She lived with her big brother after her drunken Daddy killed his fool self when he crashed his pickup truck in a tree. A few days later, after her Daddy's funeral, abandoning her to fend for herself, her big brother ran off with the carnival.
Not needing much to survive and never seeking the company, companionship, and/or love of any man, she lived on her own and lived off the land. With too much to do and too busy for such foolish distractions, she didn't own a car, have a phone, a computer, or even a TV. As if living back in the 20th century instead of changing with the times of the 21st century, all she had was her, small, handheld, and battery operated, transistor radio.
She rode her horse, Dolly, whenever it was too far to walk. She carried only what would fit in her knapsack, saddlebags, bedroll, and what would hang off her saddle horn and the sides of her horse as she rode. Having turned into a recluse, a backwoods, mountain woman, she only came to town a few times a year to buy supplies and ammunition.
She sold her handmade rugs, baskets, healing lotions, magic potions, and custom wares that she made and that were all made from nature and what she found in the forest. She used what little money from her sales to buy the things that she need, couldn't grow, or make herself. In the way that they did in the 19th century, Buck, the owner of the general store, would apply the money she earned from what she sold to the townsfolks, to what she needed to buy for herself.
Beholdin' to no one, especially to no man, she never bought anything on credit. She never bought anything she couldn't afford to pay cash to buy. Burying what little money she had in a coffee can by a tree, she didn't trust banks and hated bankers. Thinking of them as flimflam men and/or snake oil salesmen, she never bought anything from traveling salesmen who hauled their pitiful lives on the back of their wagons.
With absence making the heart grow fonder an understatement, Harley oftentimes wondered about Maybell in the same way that Deputy Marshall, Raylan Givens, played by Timothy Olyphant, wondered about Ava Crowder, played by Joelle Carter, in Justified. Obviously, just as Raylan loved Ava, Harley loved Maybell. After having not seen her in nearly twenty-years, no matter what she looked like now or how she changed from when he knew her then, he still loved her. In love with the person inside, instead of the person outside, except for her big tits, of course, he always loved her and would always love her forever and a day.
Waking up and going to sleep while wondering, he always wondered about Maybell. There wasn't a day that he didn't wonder about her, where she was, who she was with, and what was she doing? Especially on those long, lonely, and cold, winter nights when he imagined her topless and running towards him through the heather in the way of an Irish Spring, soap commercial of old, he wondered whatever happened to her. He wondered why they weren't together now in the way that they both wanted to be together then.
Unable to help himself from thinking of her in such a sexual way, she had such enormously, firm and shapely breasts. She had the biggest, natural breasts he had ever seen, touched, felt, fondled, and sucked. With her jumbo breasts defining her slender frame and shapely figure, she had gigantic tits with nipples the size of the nipples on a baby's bottle. As much as he loved Maybell for her long blonde, lush, pretty hair, her big, blue eyes, and her beautiful face, he loved her big tits.
While overseas and fighting for his life, he found pleasure in imagining her naked breasts bouncing, swaying, and jiggling as she ran towards him to greet him and welcome him home. Whenever he was horny, he took sexual comfort in imagining Maybell's naked breasts. He stroked his cock to a bigger erection while remembering the last night they were together. He masturbated himself while imagining finally having his wicked sexual way with her beautiful, naked body. With Maybell's huge breasts the heated, sexual topic of their horny, 19-year-old sexual conversations with his best friend, Clem, they always wondered who'd be first to cop a cheap feel of her gargantuan tits.
With them all a year behind the other kids in school, Harley, Clem, and Maybell started school a year late instead of a year early. Another lifetime ago, nearly twenty-years ago, the last time he saw her and his best friend, Clem, was when they were all 19-years-old. Just before they graduated high school, Harley took Maybell to their senior prom. With her going off to college in the fall and him having already joined the United States Army, the only steady and legal job available in the county, they swore they'd write to one another and would marry one day soon.
* * * * *
Sadly, tragically, and upsettingly, no doubt, because of what happened when they were last together on prom night, she didn't show up for her high school graduation to receive her diploma. The last time he saw her was that fateful night of their senior prom. As if the ground ate her up and swallowed her whole, she disappeared somewhere in those hilly hollers as if she had never even existed. Even though he searched for her and jeopardized his life, limb, and safety by trampling and trespassing through nearly every hill and holler, he didn't find her.
"Maybell! Maybell! Maybell," yelled Harley and hearing nothing in return but his own echo. Missing his best friend, he went from seeing her and being with her every day since grade school to not seeing her at all. "Maybell! Maybell! Where are you? Maybell! Maybell!"
Drawing attention to himself and putting his safety and life at risk, sensing it and feeling it, he could tell he was being watched. There was a small army of mountain men hiding behind trees and rocks with guns in protection of their kinfolks, their properties, their illegal livelihoods, and what little they had. They didn't take kindly to strangers looking for their womenfolk and with him gone for nearly twenty-years, no matter if he was born there and/or grew up there, he was a stranger to them now.
Much like he was back then, doing whatever he needed to do to survive before he joined the army, many of the men were unemployed since they closed the mine and the only factory in town relocated to Mexico. Then, after he left, with him not even having her address, nor even her photo to take with him to remember her by, he wrote her letters daily. Having just her name, county, city, state, and zip code, he sent them to her Post Office in care of her.
Even though he never received a letter from her in return, never discouraged and finding comfort in writing her anyway, while wondering if she was dead, he continued writing. He wrote her as if he was her lover, her steady boyfriend, her significant other, or her husband, instead of her best friend. The more love letters he wrote her, imagining her reading them but unable to answer them, the more sexually brazen he became. With his love letters unanswered and, perhaps, not even delivered, sadly, he never heard from her again.
That was then and this was now. After traveling here and working there, while saving a good sum of money, he never stopped thinking of her. Tired of the complexity of city life and the pressured hustle of urban living, missing the sights, the sounds, and the smells of the country, he returned home to his roots. Now, that he was back home for good, he hoped to reconnect with his beloved his childhood sweetheart. Ready to settle down, get married, and have children, the one he wanted and hoped that she still wanted him was Maybell.
As if they were somehow psychically connected, as soon as he stepped on land where they last were together and where they walked while holding hands, he could sense her. As if she was there walking with him and beside him while holding his hand, he could feel her. He could hear her voice and her laugh, and he smiled while imagining that she was there with him. He knew she was here, somewhere nearby. Perhaps, she was watching him in the way that the mountain men were watching him. Perhaps, in the way she may look like a stranger to him now, he may look like a stranger to her too.
He didn't have to be a psychic or a wizard to know that she was here. He knew she was out there somewhere close by and was hopefully thinking of him in the way that he never stopped thinking of her. He knew she was out there somewhere and hopefully looking for him in the way that he never stopped looking for her before he left and now that he had returned. He wondered if she wondered about him in the way that he always wondered about her. He wondered if she still loved him in the way that he still loved her and would always love her.
Hoping she wasn't dead but just hiding from him, perhaps, what he was sensing was her ghostly spirit. Perhaps, dead and buried somewhere in these woods, he wondered if she was still alive. He prayed to God that she was still alive. He prayed to God that she still wanted to make a life with him in the way that he still wanted to make a life with her.
'Maybell,' he thought while scanning the hilly, tree lined landscape. As if psychically calling her and beckoning her to come forward and show herself to him, he closed his eyes and concentrated on her being while focusing on her name. 'Maybell... Maybell... Maybell... Where are you, Maybell? Maybell... Maybell... Maybell...'
He concentrated on her image. He thought long and hard while trying to summon her physical being from deep in the woods or her spirit from the unknown beyond and from the dead.
'Maybell... Maybell... Maybell...' he thought while visualizing her then and envisioning her in the way he imagined she'd look like now.
* * * * *
As if it happened last night instead of nearly two decades ago, Harley recalled the last night he was with Maybell. Filled with uncontrollable lust, he was ready to take sexual advantage of her virginal innocence by having sex with her beautiful, busty, and naked body. He was so horny for her and so ready to have sex with her. He wanted her in the way that he never wanted any woman, not even the abundantly busty Christina Hendrick's of Mad Men and of Hap and Leonard fame.
A much bustier and prettier version of Christina Hendricks, where Christina was a triple D, an F cup, Maybell was a quadruple D, a G cup. Where Christina was a dyed redhead and born a blonde, Maybell was a natural blonde who never dyed her hair. Where Christina was buxom, except for her big tits that demanded men's attention of her sexy body, Maybell was shapely thin. Where Christina was 5'7" tall, Maybell was 5'10" tall. Hooked on her for life, Harley loved her in the way that he never loved any woman and would never love any other woman. If he couldn't have Maybell, then done with women, he didn't want anyone.
Finally, on prom night, knowing he was about to get lucky after the prom, he was so sexually excited to finally be alone with her. Instead of looking at her as one of his best friends, he viewed her as if she was his potential, steady girlfriend, his lover, and even his wife. His dream come true to be sexually intimate with her before marrying her, normally just walking with her while holding her hand and talking would be enough for him before today but not tonight.
Tonight, he wanted more than just walking with her and talking to her. Tonight, he wanted more than just her hand. Tonight, wanting to be sexually intimate with her naked, round ass, her naked, blonde pussy, and her naked, giant breasts, he wanted the entirety of her naked body. He wanted all of her in the way that a man sexually wanted a woman. After making her so happy by buying her first handgun on Valentine's Day, two months later, he was ready to make her his woman now.
After the prom was over, as soon as he parked his car in a desolate spot and looked in her blue eyes with his hazel eyes, their first French kiss, they kissed with open mouths and with exploring tongues. As if in a dream and with it happening so fast, too fast, he couldn't remember if she kissed him, he kissed her, or if they kissed each other together and at the same time. He just remembered kissing her and kissing her, French kissing her.
He remembered the feel of her soft, sweet, full lips against his lips and the sensation of her tongue probing his mouth. Even though the car radio was off, as if he had died and gone to Heaven, he remembered hearing Heavenly music playing when he kissed her. Kissing and kissing her, he never kissed any woman as much and as passionately as he kissed Maybell that night.
While continuing to kiss her, taking the long-awaited risk and ready to be rejected, he touched her and felt her everywhere through her clothes where he had always imagined and sexually fantasized touching and feeling her. More than just a dream or a sexual fantasy but his hoped-for reality, with her allowing him to touch her and feel her wherever he wanted to touch and feel her, he couldn't wait to have sex with her. He reached his horny hand behind her to feel her shapely ass through her prom dress and panties.
Then, while continuing to French kiss her, when she didn't stop him from feeling and squeezing her butt, he moved his hand to the front of her to feel her big breasts. He felt one of her tits through her dress and bra before feeling her other tit. When she didn't stop him from feeling her tits through her dress and bra, he reached between her legs to feel her shapely thighs before reaching his hand higher to feel her panty clad pussy. Having his sexual way with her through her clothes while continuing to kiss her, he fingered her pussy though her panties while fingering her emerging nipples through her dress and bra.
Having imagined her plenty times enough without her clothes while masturbating himself, he couldn't wait to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. He couldn't wait to touch and feel her naked body in the way that he was touching and feeling her fully clothe body through her clothes now. He couldn't wait to make love to her. He couldn't wait to fuck her. He couldn't wait for her to stroke his cock while sucking his cock.
Hoping to do everything he dreamt and sexually fantasized doing with her, he couldn't wait for her to take his stiff prick in her warm hand and stroke him while he felt her enormous, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. He couldn't wait to watch her take his hard dick in her beautiful mouth and stroke him while sucking him as she stared up at him with her big, blue eyes. In the way that he couldn't wait to cum in her pussy and fill her womb with his child, he couldn't wait to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow him too.
He needed something to remember her by and to masturbate over before going in the army and disappearing overseas. Perhaps, never returning home alive and returning home in a flag draped coffin instead, he wanted to take the memory of the sexual pleasure of her beautiful, naked body with him on this last night with her. Ready to marry her as soon as he returned home from basic training, wanting her to have his love child to remember him by until he returned and in case he didn't return, he didn't care if he made her pregnant. He loved her. He truly loved her and wanted to live the rest of his life with her.
"I love you, Maybell. I've always loved you. I'll always love you," he said kissing her long and hard. "I can't wait to marry you. I want you to have my baby."
She returned his passionate kisses with her passionate kisses. Obviously, just as she wanted to marry him, she wanted to have his baby too. Just as he wanted to spend the rest of his life with her, she wanted to spend the rest of her life with him too.
"I love you, too, Harley. I've always loved you and will always love you. I'll write you every day and will wait for you to return," she said. "Now, stop talking and make love to me. I want to have your baby."
* * * * *
Always enthralled, mesmerized, and hypnotized by the immense size and shape of Maybell's humungous, natural breasts, he couldn't wait to finally see them, touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck her big, naked tits. Now that he finally had her alone in the backseat of his car, he couldn't wait to remove her clothes. Hopefully allowing him to strip her naked, he couldn't wait to remove her dress and her bra before removing her panties. Something he always imagined seeing, touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking whenever he masturbated himself, he couldn't wait to finally see her naked breasts.
Something that literally and figuratively made her stand out from the rest of the too thin and small breasted women, whenever he was with her, he couldn't help himself from staring at her breasts. Her big tits protruded out from beneath her clothes like hidden, sexual weapons. Her big tits were the first part of her beautiful body that he saw when she rounded a corner. With her bras not padded in the way other women always wore padded bras, whenever she was cold or sexually excited, her hard, erect nipples pushed out her clothes in the way that his erection bulged out his pants.
Whenever he saw the hard, erect impressions of her huge nipples, his lips automatically and involuntarily rounded in the way of a fish looking for fish food. Now that he knew that she was as sexually interested in him as he was sexually interested in her, he couldn't wait to take her to their prom. He couldn't wait to finally be alone with her. He couldn't wait to tell her that he loved her, wanted to marry her, and wanted her to have his baby.
He couldn't wait to kiss her, French kiss her. He couldn't wait to touch and feel her through her clothes while kissing her. He couldn't wait to undress her. He couldn't wait to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. He couldn't wait for her to see him naked too. He couldn't wait for her to touch his cock, stroke his cock, and suck his cock before fucking his cock. He couldn't wait to see how far she'd allow him to go before she stopped him and rebuked him.



'Look at the size of her tits,' he thought while unable to stop himself from staring at the huge impressions her breasts made in her navy blue, prom dress. 'My God, she has such big tits and she's showing a lot of cleavage, more cleavage than I've ever seen her show when wearing her flannel shirt and overalls. I can't wait to see her naked tits. I can't wait to touch her naked tits. I can't wait to feel her naked tits. I can't wait to fondle her naked tits. I can't wait to suck her naked tits,' he thought while staring at her long, line of sexy cleavage.
Then, while kissing her, she allowed him to unzip the back of her dress and lower the straps of her gown. As soon as her dress slid down to the top of her huge bra, he saw the tops of her meaty breasts and the long line of her cleavage that disappeared in her brassiere like a mountainous, ski slope. Not wasting time staring, while continuing to kiss her, he pushed her dress down past her bra and down to her shapely hips. Then, as if he was the one chosen and the one who was meant to be sexually intimate with her and her big tits, he felt her firm breasts through her massive, white bra, first one and then the other.
As soon as he touched her bra clad breasts, felt her tits, squeezed her tits, and fondled her breasts through her bra, her hard, erect nipples made their presence known by pushing against the palm of his hand. Continuing to kiss her, he made her squirm in her seat by fingering her nipples through her white brassiere. Pulling them, turning them, twisting them, pinching them, and squeezing her big nipples between his thumb and index finger, he continued fingering her hard, erect nipples through her bra while French kissing her. Always wanting to see her massive, naked breasts, finally, as if it was meant to be that night, he saw her huge, naked tits.
He couldn't wait to remove her bra. He couldn't wait to see her tits. He couldn't believe he was about to finally see Maybell's immense breasts. Then, before even seeing her naked breasts but just seeing her exposed, white bra and her long line of sexy cleavage, as if he was having a religious experience, he stared at her bra clad breasts as if worshipping a false idol.
Since seeing Jennifer Marlowe played by Loni Anderson on WKRP in Cincinnati, never had he seen such a giant brassiere. Never had he seen such giant, bra clad breasts. Never had he seen such a long line of sexy cleavage. He couldn't wait to see her naked tits without her bra increasing his lustful desire, his sexual frustration, and his utter horniness.
'Oh, my God. Look at the size of her bra. Look at that long line of sexy cleavage. She has the biggest bra and the longest line of cleavage I've ever seen,' he thought. 'I can't wait to see all that's inside her bra. I can't wait to see her tits. I can't wait to see her areolas and her nipples. I can't wait to see, touch, feel, fondle, and suck Maybell's big tits.'
* * * * *
As if she was wearing a parody on bras for the theatrics of the Harvard Hasty Pudding Club, the biggest bra he had ever seen needed to hold the biggest breasts that he would soon hopefully see. Her tits were so big on her tall, slender and shapely frame that people who didn't know her looked at her as if she was a stripper who had breast implants. Yet, all natural and with her blessed by God or cursed by the Devil to carry such a back breaking, heavy and conspicuous, sexual overload, those breasts were as real and as she was kind, honest, loving, and sincere.
He could only imagine the strain on her back that her big tits caused. Maybe that's why she always wore a knapsack. By adding weight to her back to counteract the added weight on her front, with her so top heavy, perhaps, a knapsack helped maintain her balance and kept her from falling forward.
As if there was a drumroll going off in his head, holding his breath while waiting for her to stop him, he stealthily reached behind her to unhook her bra with nervous fingers. Unable to unhook her with just one hand, especially in the dark and especially with her wearing such a tight, big bra, he conspicuously reached behind her with both hands while turning her. Instead of having just one or two hooks, or even three hooks, she had five hooks. He had never seen a bra with five hooks before.
With her big brassiere having everything but a lock and a combination, her bra looked like what he imagined a chastity belt looked like. She wore an underwire bra that supported her big tits as if her bra was a suspension bridge and her tits were heavy bridge abutments. He was as enamored with her big bra as he was with her exposed cleavage. Now that he saw her big white bra, the tops of her meaty breasts, and her long line of exposed, sexy cleavage, he couldn't wait to see her big, naked tits.
While waiting for her to stop him, he expected her to slap his horny hands away from him daring to remove her brassiere. With her not stopping him, as soon as he removed her bra, and after stripping himself naked too, he removed her panties. Ready to have sex with her, his childhood sweetheart and the woman of his dreams, he was ready to make love to her before fucking her. He was ready to give her his baby. Hopefully, after he pleasured her with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock, she'd give him a blowjob too.
Alas, his only fatal mistake, disrespecting her, by daring to have sex with her before marrying her, he failed to treat her like the virginal lady she was by putting a ring on her finger first. Accustomed to having free sex with slutty girls from the city, Maybell was a modestly, moral girl from the country. Ready to have sex with her naked body nonetheless, before even proposing to her to assure her that his sexual intentions were honorable, he not only had her dress and her bra off but also, he had panties off, too. Just as he was naked, Maybell was naked too.
It took him a long moment to wrap his head around the fact that his beloved Maybell was naked. The first time seeing any part of her naked body, he couldn't believe that the love of his life was naked. Moreover, the first time her seeing any part of his naked body, he was naked with her too. Staring at her as if she was made of gold and encrusted with diamonds, he stared at her as if he had never seen a naked woman before. He lusted over her more than he lusted over the red Mustang that he passed by at the dealership every day before he broke down and finally bought the car.
'What a woman. What an absolutely gorgeous woman. She's so beautiful,' he thought. 'She's so sexy. I love her blonde, naked pussy. I love her shapely, naked ass. I love her big, naked tits. I love her naked body.'
Already well past the point of no return, he rounded the bases. Rounding first base by kissing her, rounding second base by her returning his kisses, and rounding third base by touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes, he was heading for home with an in the park homerun after having stripped her naked. She was naked. The first time seeing her without her clothes or even in her bathing suit, his beloved Maybell was naked. He was finally not only seeing her naked breasts but also, he was seeing her entire naked body too. He was not only seeing her naked body but also, he was having sex with her naked body.
* * * * *
Kissing and kissing her while touching her, feeling her, and fondling her beautiful, naked body everywhere, he made out with her as if they were on their honeymoon instead of celebrating their senior, prom night. The first time seeing her eye popping, naked breasts, her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy, and her round, firm, naked ass, he couldn't get enough of her beautiful, naked body, especially her big, naked tits. He loved her big tits. Instead of just staring at them, he couldn't wait to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and lick her naked body everywhere that a horny man should never touch, feel, fondle, and lick a naked, virginal woman before marrying them.
Finally, getting her alone without her Daddy looming over him or her big brother chaperoning her and bodyguarding her, he passionately kissed her in the way that she passionately kissed him. They kissed one another as if they loved one another, and obviously they did. No words could define the sexual excitement and the lust filled love that they felt for one another at that moment. Not even having to say the words, even though they already verbally expressed their love for one another, in the way that she returned his kisses, he knew that she loved him as much as he loved her.
Feeling and fondling her naked breasts, he was finally sucking her hard, erect nipples while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy. As wet as he was hard, she was so wet and he was so hard. They were so ready to make love. Ready to slide his hard, erect prick deep inside her and make love to her before humping her harder and humping her faster, he needed to fuck her. With her pussy sopping wet and her nipples hard and erect, she was obviously as sexually aroused as he was sexually excited.
Not allowing him to have all the fun, with him naked too, her fingers were tightly wrapped around his engorged dick. Strangely curious, she expertly stroked his prick. In the way that she fondled the head of his cock with her fingertips and stroked his erect prick with long, fast strokes, he suspected that his prick wasn't the first prick that she masturbated. Sexually teasing him with her fingers and with her hand, she was a real pro at maintaining his erection while gradually increasing his sexual excitement.
Suddenly possessively jealous, with her more sexually experienced than he thought she was, he wondered if she had masturbated their best friend, Clem. He wondered if she had already made out with him. He wondered if he had already seen, touched, felt, fondled, and sucked her massive, naked breasts. He wondered if she had dated Clem behind his back before she dated him. Yet, now that he was alone with her, what did anything she sexually did in her past matter? He had sexually done plenty of things in his past too. All that mattered was that he was alone and naked with her now.
Then, not stopping with just giving him a hand job, shocking him by her willingness and readiness to give him his wildest, sexual fantasy, she was ready to give him more. She was ready to voluntarily give him oral sex. Something he couldn't believe he was seeing, she slid her naked body halfway down his naked body while sexily staring up at him and teasing him with her hand, her eyes, and her mouth. While lowering her mouth, as if his cock was her vanilla ice cream cone, she kissed his chest and stomach before kissing his cock and licking his stiff prick.
He stared down at her staring up at him. Sexually teasing him with her eyes, she was smiling up at him with the tip of his cock in her mouth. As if he was fantasizing this, his beloved Maybell was getting ready to suck his dick before making love to him and fucking him. In the way that he had her big tits in his horny hands and erect nipples in his loving mouth, more than he ever expected would sexually happen, he couldn't believe that she had his erect cock in her virginal mouth. He couldn't believe his childhood sweetheart was about to blow him. He couldn't believe the love of his life was ready to suck his cock.
With the moonlight illuminating them as if they were actors preforming a live sex act on stage, she stared up at him with her blue eyes while he stared down at her with his hazel eyes. Even in the moonlit dark, he could see her pretty face and her bright, blue eyes. Even in the moonlit dark, he could see that she was about to take his hard, hairy dick in her beautiful, virginal mouth.
Then, as if she had given someone oral sex before, she took him in her mouth. In the way that he had her big tits in his mouth, Maybell had his stiff prick in her mouth. Definitely, as soon as she took him in her mouth, not dabbling with inexperience, with her so adept with her hand, skilled with her tongue, and experienced with her mouth, obviously, his cock wasn't the first cock she had sucked. Definitely, with her obviously no virgin, she must have sucked Clem's cock before sucking his cock.
The memory of the feel of her wet tongue continuingly moving around his cock and her warm mouth was something he'd always remember and would never forget. Even those professional whores that he paid overseas to blow him when in the army, never had anyone lovingly sucked his prick in the way that Maybell had lovingly sucked his prick. Even now that he was older and had more sexual experiences with having sex with a multitude of women around the world, at just 19-years-old, she had given him the best blowjob he would ever have in his life.
"Suck my cock, Maybell. Blow me," he said putting a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head. "I need to cum in your mouth. I'd love to watch you swallow my cum," he said while hoping she'd allow him to ejaculate in her mouth and swallow his cum.
Ready to cum in her mouth, he humped her mouth and fucked her face while she sucked him deeper and stroked him faster before she temporarily removed his cock from her mouth to speak.
"Cum Harley. Cum," she said staring up at him, stroking him faster, and sucking him deeper. She removed his prick from her mouth again to speak. "Your reward for buying me my first handgun for Valentine's Day, I want you to cum in my mouth as much as I want you to cum in my pussy too," she said. "Give me a baby, Harley. I want your baby."
* * * * *
Yet, taking the good with the bad, that night wasn't all good, a gross understatement. Something he'd never forget, as if it happened last night instead of on the night of their prom so very long ago, her daddy and big brother caught him with her naked and in the cramped backseat of his red Mustang. With Maybell afraid to tell them, they didn't even know they were dating. They didn't even know he had taken her to their senior prom.
"Daddy! I found her and she's naked," yelled her brother Billy Bob. "Maybell! We've been lookin' everywhere for you."
Nearly tearing it off the hingers, her brother yanked open his car door.
"I see that and I see that they're havin' sex. Get him the Hell outta there," said Darryl, Maybell's father.
Suddenly, as if he was raping her and forcing her to blow him against her will, it was pandemonium when her big brother flung open his unlocked car door. Not allowing him to explain that he loved her and was ready to marry her, he dragged him out of his car naked by his ankles. Pushing him to the ground, Maybell's father and brother kicked him, stomped him, and beat him. Surprised that he only had minor cuts, scraps, and bruises, and not any broken bones, naked, bleeding, and barely conscious, they left him for dead.
Without even giving her a chance to get dressed, they didn't allow her to put on her bra, her panties, or even her dress. Leaving all of her clothes behind in his car including her shoes, with her father leading the way, her brother dragged her home barefoot and naked by her hair. Embarrassed for her, unable to help her, he felt her shame and her sorrow as if it was his own. Maybell the woman that Harley loved was crying and naked in front of her father and brother.
The last time that he saw her, with her never to be heard from again, her father and brother dragged her through the woods, up the side of the mountain, and all the way home. He wished he could have helped her. He wished he could have saved her from them. He wished he could find where they lived so that he could give them the undeserved beating that they gave him. He wished he could fill them with the shame and embarrassment that they made Maybell feel. Only, in the way that she was made to feel helpless, he was helpless to even find them.
A night that he'd always remember and would never forget for as long as he shall live, Harley couldn't stop wondering about that night. In the way that they surprised him and beat him, he didn't have a chance to fight for her. Never forgetting what happened, a disturbing image for him to see and a more painful experience for Maybell to endure, the memory of Maybell naked in front of her Daddy and big brother haunted him.
In the way that they manhandled her, pushed her, and dragged her home by her hair, they weren't even shocked to see her naked. It was as if they had seen, groped, and had sex with her naked body plenty of times before. In the way they treated her as if she was their property instead of her being their daughter and sister, was if they owned her naked body. In the way that they beat him, he was surprised that they didn't kill him.
It was as if her father was jealous that he was about to have sex with his daughter. As if she was his property, it was as if she was her father's wife instead of his daughter. It was as if her brother was jealous that he was about to have sex with his sister. As if she was his property too, it was as if she was her brother's wife instead of his sister.
Obviously jealous of him possessing her and afraid of him taking her away, ready to make love to her, and fuck her, as if she belonged to no man but only to them, they saw them both naked. They saw him feeling her big naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. They saw her with her hand stroking him. They saw her with his cock in her mouth.
Before they pulled him out of his car naked, they saw Maybell sucking his prick. Her father and her brother saw her blowing him. Catching them just in time, he was about to make love to her. If only they had come later than sooner, hoping to impregnate her with his baby, he was about to fuck her.
* * * * *
After her mother died, Maybell was their indentured servant. With her doing everything that her mother did before she died, the cooking, the cleaning, the laundry, paying the bills, running all the errands, caring for the animals, and even chopping wood, she was their submissive and obedient slave. Now, too disturbing to even imagine, he wondered if they were having sex with her too. With fathers sleeping with their daughters and brothers having sex with their sisters a common thing, there were plenty of incestuous relationships happening in the uncharted hills of the backwoods of the deserted country.
Now that he was back in the same holler, his safe, sheltered valley between the mountains that remained in the past and away from technologies of the rest of the world, he wondered if she still lived here too. When they were just two, rambunctious, fun loving, and innocent teenagers, he remembered them running, laughing, and playing together in the orchards, pastures, and meadows. As they matured to young adults, more friends than lovers, yet unable to keep their hands off of one another, they were always innocently kissing, hugging, holding, touching, feeling, and groping one another albeit not in a sexual way.
Having fought a courageous battle, her mother finally succumbed to cancer after nearly a year of suffering. Not even allowing her to graduate with her class, her father immediately removed her from school to help with the chores. Prom night, that fateful and frightening night, seemingly gone from his life forever, was the last time he ever saw her. Evidentially her father and brother feared that he'd marry her, take off with her, and leave them without a woman to cater to their wants, needs, and, perhaps, even to their forbidden and incestuously sexual desires.
'I wonder what happened to her,' he thought. 'I wonder if she still lives 'round here somewhere. I wonder if she's married with children. Maybe, she moved away,' he thought. 'Maybe her father and brother worked her to death. Maybe, the reason why I feel her and sense her is 'cause she's dead and buried in an unmarked grave somewhere in these hills and hollers.'



He paused to imagine how different his life would have been had he married his childhood sweetheart. Yet, even back then, never in step with the other girls, she was always an odd duck. Behaving more like a man than acting like a woman, a real tomboy, she enjoyed doing all the things that men loved to do. She loved to hunt, fish, and, the best shot in the county, she sure could shoot a handgun, rifle, or shotgun.
As tall as a man albeit as slender and shapely as a woman, strong as an ox and never afraid of hard work, she loved chopping wood, splitting logs, and caring for the animals. Definitely, as if they created their character after her, indeed, she was his very own version of Elly May Clampett. With her a real conundrum, he was as sexually attracted to her because she was a beautiful and shapely woman as he was emotionally attracted to her because they shared the same interests. She loved the great outdoors. She loved roping, riding, hiking, hunting, fishing, and shooting as much as he did.
When all the girls wore pretty dresses to school and fixed their hair with ribbons, seemingly proud that her brother's britches, shirts, and shoes fit her, Maybell wore her brother's hand-me-down shirts, overalls and boots. Understanding why she wore them, not wanting to call unwanted sexual attention to herself, her brother's plaid, thick shirts and overalls hid her huge breasts more than they'd be hidden if she wore blouses and dresses. As if ashamed of her good looks and her supersized breasts, she wore oversized clothes that hid her sexy, shapely body and her big tits.
She wore her long, blonde hair tightly braided and hid most of her beautiful hair beneath her wide brimmed hat. The first time ever seeing her in a dress was prom night. Taking his breath away, the first time seeing her wearing makeup and with her long, hair down, she was stunningly beautiful. If he thought that he loved her before, he loved her even more then.
'How cool would it be to see Maybell again? I wonder if she looks the same,' thought Harley. 'With her big breasts a dead giveaway, I wonder if she'd recognize me in the way that I'd never forget her and would always recognize her. I wonder if she wonders about me in the way that I've never stopped wondering about her.'
He couldn't help but imagine kissing her again while feeling her through her clothes. He couldn't help but imagine undressing her. He couldn't help but imagine touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking her big, naked tits again in the way that he did on prom night. He couldn't help but imagine her taking his erect prick in her mouth while staring up at him as he stared down at her. He couldn't help but imagine making love to her, fucking her, and finally having sex with her naked body as he nearly did that fateful night.
* * * * *
Before joining the army, Harley always hunted on the other side of the forest and fished on the other side of the lake. This time, wanting to try something new by exploring, he made his way around to the far side of the lake. Giving him a renewed perspective, it was good to see the lush countryside from the other side and from a different angle. Besides, hoping beyond hope, after extensively exploring the other side of the lake looking for her, he sensed that she lived somewhere around here. Unless she moved away or died, with them always psychically connected, after he couldn't find Maybell, he hoped that she'd somehow find him.
With his camper parked behind him and with him ready to do some fishing, he pulled up a lawn chair, pulled out his fishing rod, baited his hook, cast out his line, and waited to catch some catfish for supper. Then, suddenly tired and deciding to take a nap, enjoying the warm and sunny, fall day, he closed his eyes and relaxed. Just as he started dozing, a noise behind him startled him awake enough for him to turn in his chair. This was bear country and the woods were infested with snakes, mostly two legged ones as well as the ones that slithered on their bellies.
Figuring it was a deer, a lone wolf, or a hungry bear, he had his can of rocks at the ready to scare off any animal or reptile that it was. If his can of rocks failed to work, as a last resort and within reach, his rifle leaned against the tree stump next to him. More of a hunter than he was a fisherman, he hated killing anything that he didn't eat. The last thing he wanted to do was to maim a creature. He'd have to track it down and put it out of its misery.
If the noise was from a man who lived in these woods, his shotgun was on the rack behind the front seat in the truck. Armed and dangerous, there were lots of angry men in these woods and they all had guns. Just as he didn't want to be caught unsuspectingly by surprise, they didn't like strangers. He imagined that there were lots of bodies buried in these woods. He just hoped that Maybell wasn't one of them and his wouldn't be another one of them.
When he turned, instead of seeing a deer, a wolf, a bear, a snake, or an angry, armed mountain man that he thought he'd surely see, he saw the image of a tall, beautiful, and shapely, albeit a buxom woman. With the warm, fall sun to her back illuminating her and shining brightly in his eyes, she looked like a plus sized angel without wings delivered from Heaven expressly just for him. With her long, braided, blonde hair and enormous breasts, she was his version of Elly May Clampett in the flesh, albeit a bit thicker in the hips, in the waist, and, of course, with much bigger tits.
'Maybell,' he thought. 'Maybell? Could she be his beloved Maybell?'
Even though she didn't look the way she looked nearly twenty-years ago, it had to be her. Who else could she be? Surely, he didn't look the way that he looked twenty-years ago either. Nonetheless what she looked like now, when he looked at her, he looked at her as if she was his true love. Still not sure if it was her, enjoying the sexual fantasy of her being Maybell in the flesh nevertheless, he looked at her as if she was his beloved Maybell.
Having just been startled awake from his nap, he imagined that he was seeing things. Maybe he was hallucinating. Perhaps, after her father and brother killed her and buried her in the forest, this was her ghost. Maybe there was no one and nothing there but his imagination. Maybe he was still sleeping and dreaming that she was here.
Yet, even though he wasn't sure, he somehow knew it was her. It had to be her but with her bone thin, shapely, and sexy when he saw her last, hard to be sure that she was his beloved Maybell, she had packed on a lot of weight. Yet, when he looked up at her face, with the sun still in his eyes, unless he was imagining her, as far as he was concerned, she looked as pretty as he remembered she was nearly twenty-years ago.
* * * * *
"You ain't gonna catch any fish like that Mister. Your hook is too close to the shore," she said pointing to his line before pointing out yonder. "You need to cast your line out further and beyond them there rocks. Much deeper there, that's where all the fish are," she said nodding her head. She laughed in the way that she'd laugh at a city slicker and as she was if making fun of him. She laughed in the way that he remembered Maybell laughing. Looking sad whenever they were apart, she was always laughing when they were together. "The fish are smarter than you," she said with another laugh.
When she stood out from the sun and moved in the shade, she looked more familiar. Her voice was reminiscent of someone he once knew long ago. With twenty-years a long time without seeing someone, unable to place her face, he knew for sure that they met before.
'Was this her,' he thought? 'Was this Maybell? Could she be her? Is this how she looks now? He wasn't sure,' he thought straining his eyes while staring at her. 'Surely with her wearing a flannel shirt and overalls covering her big tits, a knapsack on her back, and a wide brimmed hat covering her blonde, pretty hair, it had to be her. Who else would have such big tits? Who else would be unafraid to walk through these God forsaken woods alone? Who else would be unafraid to approach a strange man while alone in the woods?'
Her skin once so fair, her cheeks were once so rosy. Now, her face was tanned and lined by the severe weather of being out in the hot sun, the harsh wind, the freezing cold, and living her life out in the open and in the woods. She had the weathered complexion of a race car driver or a construction worker. Instead of happy and smiling in the way she always did, she looked sad and angry. She looked as if she had lost her best friend or her dog had just died.
In the way that Tony Soprano of the Soprano's imagined beautiful and sexy Isabella, played by Maria Grazia Cucinotta, temporarily living next door in Dr. Cusamano's house, he looked at her as if he had imagined her. Perhaps, she was nothing more than a ghostly image and haunting illusion. Yet, in the way that Tony was taking Lithium and Prozac cocktails mixed with alcohol to have such realistic hallucinations, Harley didn't take any drugs. Not a big drinker, when he drank, unless drinking with a friend, he only drank a beer or two.
Even 'round here, especially 'round here, plenty of men lived in the woods. Nonetheless, it's not normal to see a woman, especially a busty and beautiful woman out alone in the woods. Yet, if she wasn't Maybell, then who else could she be? Unless she had a sister, which she didn't, it had to be her. Hard to tell for sure, he wanted to believe that it was her. Hoping beyond hope that he finally found his beloved Maybell, now that he found her, if this indeed was her, he'd never let her go again.
Ready for bear, she had the butt end of a handgun protruding from her breast pocket. If he wasn't mistaken, it looked like the same Smith & Wesson, snub nose .38 handgun that he bought her for Valentine's Day nearly twenty-years ago. As if ready to skin a bear, she had a large hunting knife in a sheath on her hip, and was carrying a rifle in her right hand. She more looked like Annie Oakley or Calamity Jane than she looked like Elly May Clampett or his beloved Maybell. With her having matured into a fierce, knife carrying and gun totting woman, she certainly wasn't the kind, sweet, loving, shy, and timid teenager that he once knew.
"What are you doing out alone in the woods," he asked if only to hear her voice again?
Instead of looking at her as if she was, indeed, his beloved Maybell, Harley looked at her as if he was imagining her. Needing to awaken himself if he was sleeping and imagining her, he needed to know if he was still sleeping, dreaming, and hallucinating her or if this was really her. With Maybell a good cook and an even better baker, perhaps emotionally eating from the physical, emotional, and/or sexual abuse that she may have suffered from her father and brother explained her weight gain.
"I ain't never been afraid to be alone in these woods, Mister," she said with a hearty laugh. She looked around the woods as if surveying the area. She looked around the woods as if she owned the forest. "I know these woods. I live up yonder, in that there cabin peekin' out over the ridge through that narrow clearing," she said pointing to a small house, nearly hidden by trees, and perched high on a hill in the distance.
Unable to readily and clearly see it, he looked up at the house as if he was looking at a mirage.
"Oh," he said not knowing what else to say.
She surveyed her land with a 180 degree look as if she was proud of owning it.
"This is my land and my lake," she said slowly moving her arm around her land before pocketing her hand. She stuck out her chest even more than it was protruding before as if she was proud of her property before looking down at him with a stern stare. "You're trespassin' Mister. You're on my property."
Harley looked at her surprised that she owned all of this land. From her house and all the way down here and all the way around the lake had to be more than 100 acres. He was even more impressed that she owned the lake too. A beautiful lake it was stocked with fish.
"Sorry," said Harley standing and quickly packing up his things. "I didn't know. I didn't see any signs posted or a fence. I'll leave," he said not wanting to go and not wanting to leave her again.
With her demeaner gruff, her disposition brusque, and with her armed and dangerous, instead of filling him with love, she filled him with fear. No longer living here, he was deemed a stranger now. Then, as if he was her long, lost kin, staring at him in the way that he had been staring at her, she looked at him long and hard.
"You look familiar but it's hard to imagine you without your full beard. Did you always have a beard?" She stared more closely at him. "Do I know you?" She stared at him as if trying to remember and then remembering. "I do know you. I know you," she said after a thoughtful pause and a look of recognition that brightened her face. "You're Harley, Clem's friend, and my old friend," she said with an excited, little smile. "We went to the senior prom together. D'ya remember? Surely, other than our long walks while holding hands and talking, our one and only, real date, you must remember that nightmare," she said with a laugh.
In the way that she had changed, he had changed too. No longer the skinny, pimple, faced kid, he had grown into a man and had a full beard instead of being clean shaven. Taking another, longer look at her, this time, Harley looked closer at her face than he stared her huge breasts. Now he was sure that it was her. It had to be her.
"Maybell?"
She laughed and tucked a thumb in the top strap of her overalls and gave him a big, welcome home smile.
"Tell me the truth, Harley, and be honest, d'ya know anyone else with tits as big as these," she said cupping her left breast in her left hand and raising it as if offering her big tit to him? Then, proving without a doubt that it was her, she smiled before answering his question with her question. "You hungry?"
She asked him the same question and in the same way that she had always asked him if he was hungry. Harley smiled at what she used to say whenever they were out walking while holding hands and talking.
"I could eat," said Harley saying the same thing that he said when he was a 19-year-old teenager.
With her always having a homemade snack in her knapsack, he replied to her in the same way that he replied to her when he was teenager. With her a good cook and even a better baker, with her always having food at the ready, giving him snacks and treats from her knapsack whenever they were out hiking, she always fed him. It was then that he realized that, even though she had put on quite a bit of weight, albeit muscled weight, he still loved her now as much as he loved her before. He loved her as much as he loved her good food, loving spirit, and her kind heart.
"Bless your heart," she said. "Follow me home and I'll fix you somethin' good to eat," she said turning and quickly walking away while Harley loaded his chair, fishing rod, and rifle in the back of his camper.
With her a fast walker, she clearly knew these woods like the back of her hand. Not wanting to straggle, he'd never find his way there and back to his truck if she got too far ahead and he got turned around and lost. With plenty of fallen trees, holes, ditches, ruts, cliffs, animal snares, and bear traps, and with the terrain all looking the same, he couldn't imagine walking these woods alone while lost and in the dark. Yet, more afraid of having a repeat of the last time that he was with her, he asked the question.
* * * * *
"Do you still live with your Daddy and brother?"
She put her hand to the hilt of her knife and turned her head to give him a self-satisfied smile.
"Daddy?" She laughed before turning to him. "A sad coincidence, after I found boxes of your unopened letters beneath the floorboards in his bedroom, Daddy met with a sudden and untimely death when he was drunk and crashed his truck in a tree," she said with a smug smile. She paused as if reconsidering her confession. "Leaking brake fluid all the way down the hill, the police said that he must have cut his brake lines when he ran over a rock before hitting the tree," she said while smiling and showing no other sign of emotion.
He nodded his head while knowing the no good, foul mouth, drunken bastard her father was.
"Sorry for your loss," he said not knowing what else to say.
She laughed out loud and looked at him over her shoulder as if he was kidding.
"Sorry for my loss? What loss? He was no loss. Don't be sorry for my loss. I'm not. If anything, I'm happy to have gotten rid of him," she said as if she deliberately cut his brake lines and killed him. "Good riddance," she said spitting on the ground as if she was spitting the foul taste of him from her mouth.
Afraid to ask his next question, he asked anyway.
"And your brother? How is—"
She continued walking while talking and without turning to look at him.
"My brother? I ain't got no brother. He ain't no kin of mine, no more. I don't know how he is or where he is nor do I care how he is or where he is," she said walking while talking.
Then, she laughed out loud as if remembering her brother's abrupt departure.
"I see," said Harley as if understanding more than he imagined she suspected that he knew.
She stopped at the top of the hill as they neared her house and she turned to face him. From the top of the hill, she could see and survey all of her land. From the top of the hill, he could see the entire lake and his camper. Hard to see her house from the bottom of the hill unless knowing exactly where to look, she must have seen him fishing and trespassing on her land.
"Makin' a good, life and death decision, my brother decided to leave with the carnival," she said pausing as if deciding if she should tell him anymore of the story or not. "I racked and stuck the business end of my shotgun in his mouth when he was snoring while sleeping. After I threatened to blow his head off and bury his dead, headless body in the woods for all the bad and unmentionable things he and my Daddy had done to me, he was motivated to leave," she said.
She didn't have to verbalize all that he imagined her Daddy and brother did to her. With her no virgin then, able to tell from her sexual experience when they were about to have sex nearly two decades ago, he suspected he already knew. Mistakenly thinking that she had given their best friend, Clem, a hand job before she gave him a hand job, he could tell that his cock wasn't the first cock she stroked. Again, mistakenly thinking that she had given Clem a blowjob before she gave him a blowjob, he could tell that his cock wasn't the first cock she sucked. Only, now he knew that it wasn't Clem that she had stroked, sucked, and sexually serviced.
If her father wasn't already dead and her brother wasn't already gone, he'd kill them both for all that he imagined they did to her. As far as he was concerned, she didn't have to talk about any of it unless she wanted to talk about it. From now on, he'd be there to protect her from harm, not that she needed him or anyone to protect her from harm. She seemed to be a formidable force. With her having lived out here on her own and alone, surviving and thriving in this lush, vast wilderness of hills and hollers, she was clearly more than capable of protecting herself.
* * * * *
Harley stepped on her small, front porch and when she opened her front door, making him feel at home, Maybell invited him inside with a wave of her hand, a nod of her head, and a warm smile.
"Have a seat," she said pointing to her dining room chair. "I'll be back with our lunch in a few minutes," she said walking to her small kitchen. "I wasn't expectin' company but I always have plenty of leftovers.'



Expecting her to heat up the leftover food in a microwave, she didn't have a microwave. Instead she heated the food in a pan on the stove.
"Aren't you afraid to live here alone in the middle of nowhere?"
Harley watched her heating their lunch. She turned to him and laughed.
"You still mistakenly assume that I'm like most women. Anyone entering my house uninvited would be an intruder's fatal mistake," said Maybell with a laugh. "Armed with my snub nose .38, my rifle, and my hunting knife, over before it even started, just as it wouldn't be a fair fight, it wouldn't be much of a fight."
He watched her standing over the stove instead of heating the food in a microwave oven.
"You don't have a microwave?"
With the cabin basically one big room, but for the bedroom and bathroom, they could see one another her from wherever there were in the cabin.
"Microwave? I saw one of them once. My neighbor has one but they dry out the food. I'd rather heat food the old fashion way, in a pan on the stove or in my oven. Besides, I read in a magazine that microwaves can cause cancer," she said with a shrug. "If'n I had known about microwaves causin' cancer before, I would have bought a microwave oven for my Daddy and brother to use," she said with a laugh. "They both deserved to die a slow, painful death from cancer for all that they did to me," she said without emotion.
Not surprised that she was still angry with her father and brother, he was shocked to hear that microwave ovens may cause cancer. He'd throw his oven in the trash but he microwaved everything. If it wasn't for his microwave oven, he'd have nothing to eat. Now, with Maybell hopefully back in his life, he'd have plenty to eat.
"I didn't know that about microwave ovens," he said. "Yet, now that I think about it, unless your oven is leaking microwaves and you're standing too close to it, they're relatively safe. You're right about microwave ovens drying out food though," he thought while remembering all the pizza that he heated in a microwave oven that didn't taste nearly the same as when it was delivered fresh from the pizzeria.
They talked pleasantries about the area, about the weather, and about people they once knew as she made their lunch. A tiny house, barely five or six-hundred-square-feet, he looked around the compact cabin while waiting for her to return to the table with the food. Plenty big enough for her, the cabin would be tight for two people. Yet, with her already cooking for him, he could live here with her, if she'd allow him. With her owning all of this land, she had plenty of room to add an extension to her house. She returned with two plates of steaming, hot food and left again to return with two, big glasses of water.
"I hope you're hungry," she said.
He smiled and touched her hand.
"I am," he said. "Thank you for feeding me, yet again," said Harley with a laugh.
She smiled at him as if they were never apart.
"I have plenty for you to take home some leftovers to heat up in your microwave oven," she said with a laugh.
Afraid to ask what he was eating, she cooked him meat that was tender, flavorful, and spicy. He imagined it was a forest creature, a snake, rabbit, squirrel, or God knows what he just ate but whatever it was, it tasted good. After not catching any catfish to fry for lunch, he was hungry enough to eat anything. A good cook before, she was an even better cook now.
As soon as he was done eating, they relaxed on her couch in an area that she deemed her living room and discussed what they did for the past twenty-years. He drank a glass of her homemade cider that was laced with something stronger than just, aged apples. He wondered if she made her own moonshine and had added a splash of homemade whiskey or rum to his drink.
'Is she trying to get me drunk enough to have sex? Is she trying to take sexual advantage of me in the way that I took sexual advantage of her so long ago? I hope she is,' he thought while laughing to himself. 'In the way that I wanted to have sex with her twenty-years ago, I still want to have sex with her now.'
Yet, she didn't have to get him drunk to have sex with her. Still seeing her in the way that he saw her before she aged and gained weight, he still wanted her in a sexual way. She wasn't obese by any means, just sturdy. If she was anything, instead of her being so skinny with big tits, she was more voluptuous with her rounded ass and monster breasts. No matter what she looked like now or back then, he loved her and would always love her. Unable to help himself, with her big tits such a focus of his sexual attention, a long time since he had seen her without her clothes, he wondered about her big, naked breasts again.
'I'd love to see, touch, feel, fondle, and suck her big tits again,' he thought while staring at the huge impressions her breasts made in her flannel shirt and overalls. 'I'd love to kiss her in the way that I kissed her before. I'd love nothing more than to make love to her before finally fucking her.'
As if they were newly dating boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife married for a long time, she turned to him and gave him a warm smile. Weird that she didn't have a television to break the uncomfortable lulls in conversation and long moments of silence, yet when he was with her, the last thing that he wanted was to be distracted by a TV. After twenty-years apart, he was glad that they were having some uninterrupted time alone.
Even though she had easily gained fifty or sixty pounds that was proportionally spread over her tall and muscular frame, she was still a beautiful woman with a classic, pretty face. Adding to her beauty as far as he was concerned, she still had that beautiful, lush, blonde hair, those big, blue, expressive eyes, and those proudly enormous, natural, and shapely breasts. Unable to stop himself from wondering, he wondered what she looked like in her bra and panties. He wondered what she looked like topless. He wondered what she looked like naked.
As if he was imagining her sitting beside him topless on her couch as she was in the backseat of his too small Mustang, in the way that he stared at her then, he stared at her now. After looking for her for so long and unable to find her, he couldn't believe that he was sitting beside her now. Recollecting the last time that he saw her, he imagined her after he had stripped off her dress and removed her bra and her panties. His favorite, sexual memory to have, he imagined her naked and staring up at him while she sucked his cock.
He wondered if she had been dating anyone and/or seeing someone he knew from town. Other than him, her father, and her brother, feeling a tad possessively jealous, he wondered who else had seen her topless and/or naked. In the way that he had a dozen sexual relationships over twenty years, especially when stationed overseas in the army, while wondering about his competition, he wondered how many lovers she had in that time. Yet, none of his business, none of that mattered now that he was with her again. A new beginning, now that her Daddy and brother were gone, that was all in the past.
"Now that I found you again, maybe we can go out sometime to a movie or to a nice restaurant," he said while hoping she'd say yes to them having a new beginning to their delayed love relationship. "Making it more romantic, something I never bought you, I could buy you flowers and candy."
She made a face that wrinkled her brow. She looked at him as if he was nuts.
"Flowers and candy?" She laughed. "Are you asking me out on a date, Harley?"
He smiled lovingly at her.
"Yes, I am," he said. "With prom night our only date and with the both of us knowing how that turned out," he said with a sad laugh. "I thought I'd try and make up for that by taking you somewhere to do whatever you'd like to do, bowling, shooting pool, or playing miniature golf."
She laughed out loud.
"Me bowling, shooting pool, or playing miniature golf?" She laughed again. "If you're wantin' to know what I like doin', I enjoy romantic walks to the gun store," said with a laugh. "If you're itchin' to take me out, I'd much rather go on a date to a shooting range than to a nice restaurant. I'd much rather you buy me a box of shotgun shells for my 12-gauge and a box of .38 caliber bullets for my .38, instead of you buying me flowers and candy," said Maybell turning to look at him.
He smiled and nodded his head.
"We can do that, go to a gun range, if you'd like," he said eager to do anything that she wanted to do for them to continue their love affair. "And I can do that, take you to a gun store and buy you shotgun shells and bullets instead of buying you flowers and candy."
She laughed again as if laughing at him instead of laughing with him.
"Just 'cause I'm a woman, Harley, doesn't mean that I don't enjoy ropin', ridin', hikin', drinkin', huntin', fishin, and shootin', especially shootin'," said Maybell. "We can do all of those things or any one of those things anytime," she said. "That's up to you if you wanna take me out to do somethin' like that."
Harley nodded his head while digesting all that she said. Thinking of her as a desirable, sexual woman, he had forgotten what a tomboy she was. Mistakenly thinking that she'd blossom into a beautiful woman by now, a real lady, she was even more masculine now than she was ever feminine before.
Fortunately for him, she wasn't masculine in a lesbian sort of way but she was attracted to activities that more interested men than women. Yet, that was okay with him. Harley loved that about her. Glad that she didn't chew tobacco, with her enjoying hiking, hunting, fishing, shooting, and drinking, dating her would be like dating his best friend, Clem, but with tits, big tits.
Unable to stop himself from imagining making out with her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere in the way that he did on their prom night, he wondered if she was married, divorced, or separated. He wondered if she had ever been married or had been in a serious, long-term relationship. He wondered if she had any kids. Now that he was alone with her in her house and now that she fed him, yet, again, he wondered what chance he had of continuing where they left off and if...
* * * * *
"Wanna fuck," she asked as is asking him if he was hungry? Clearly not ashamed nor embarrassed of her sexual desires, she looked at him as if waiting for him to answer her question. When he didn't answer her, couldn't answer her, too busy choking, she continued. "Don't know if you still wanna fuck me but I still wanna fuck you," she said staring at him in the way that he stared at her.
Unaccustomed to a woman who was as outspoken and telling him what she wanted and expected of him, he spit out a mouthful of cider and choked on the rest. Unable to catch his breath to answer her salacious, sexual question, he coughed until he was blue in the face. Finally, getting control of himself, after she patted him on the back while laughing at him, he looked at her to see if she was serious about wanting to have sex with him.
"Sorry, I apologize. Please forgive my dirty mind but I think I misheard you. I thought you asked me if I wanna fuck," he said hoping that was what she asked while hoping that he wasn't embarrassing himself and offending her.
He looked at her as if he was still a 19-year-old teenager instead of a 38-year-old man. He looked at her as if she was a 19-year-old virgin, instead of a self-sufficient, 38-year-old woman who built and own her own house, owned acres of land, and even owned a lake. He stared at her in the way that she stared at him. Obviously by her asking him if he wanted to fuck, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
'Duh? That's a dumb question,' he thought. 'Of course, I want to fuck you.'
Encouraging his horny thoughts of her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, of course, he wanted to fuck her. Since their unforgettably sexual, albeit violent, prom night, he wanted to fuck her then as he still wanted to fuck her now. Now that she asked him if he wanted to fuck, he couldn't wait to be sexually intimate with her naked body. He couldn't wait to be sexually intimate with her big breasts while feeling them through her huge bra. He couldn't wait to see, touch, feel, and suck her naked breasts again. In the way that she was naked in his car on prom night, he couldn't wait to see his beloved Maybell naked again now.
Further making her sexual intentions known, while he watched her in sexual awe, without even answering him, she removed the straps of her overalls, unbuttoned them, and stood as they fell to her feet. As if she was already his woman for him to sexually take, she stepped out of them and walked away from him and towards her bedroom, the only room that had a door other than the bathroom. The long tails of her shirt covered most of what he could see, hoped to see, and wanted to see of her white panties, her shapely panty clad ass, and her thick, muscular thighs. Even with her having gained all of that weight, she still had shapely legs.
Obviously, in the way she sexily turned to look at him, she was expecting him to follow her. Obviously, she wanted him in her bedroom and on her bed. Obviously, answering her own question by her removing her overalls, she wanted to fuck. Obviously, she wanted to fuck him as much as he wanted to fuck her. In the way that he did too, she wanted to sexually continue where they sexually left off when her Daddy and brother pulled him from his car naked, beat him, and left him for dead.
"You didn't mishear me," she said turning to look over her shoulder at him. She gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips. She had the same red, full lips that she had the first time he kissed her so long ago. Maybe because he loved her but she gave him the best kisses he ever had from anyone. "I did ask you if you wanna fuck and I ain't gonna ask you again if you wanna fuck me and embarrass myself if'n you don't wanna fuck me."
Sexually teasing him, she turned to face him and allowed him to watch as she slowly unbuttoned her flannel shirt. One slow button at a time, with each button she unbuttoned, she looked down at what she could see of herself before looking up at him to watch his reaction to seeing so much of her. Slow and sexy, she unbuttoned her shirt as if she was a stripper on stage doing a slow striptease.
After spending years wondering about her and masturbating over the sexual fantasy of having sex with her, as if watching her in his dream, he couldn't believe his beloved Maybell was undressing herself in front of him. He couldn't believe that he was about to see her giant, bra clad breasts again. He couldn't believe his beloved Maybell asked him if he wanted to fuck. He couldn't believe they were going to have sex.
"Maybell," he said as if calling her in his sleep.
Maybell was all that he said while watching her undress. Continuing to stare at her as if he was imagining her, never removing his eyes from her and with her holding his horniness for her captive, he was unable to answer her question. As if she had cast a spell over him, unable to even formulate a thought that wasn't about her giant breasts and he lost his ability to speak. As if having a sexual fantasy, he stared at her in silence while watching her unbuttoning her shirt.
Then, once her shirt was unbuttoned and dangling wide open, he stared at her huge, white bra and her rounded, torpedo like, bra clad tits. He stared at the tops of her meaty breasts and at her exposed long line of sexy cleavage. As if she was cold or sexually excited, he stared at the huge impressions her nipples already made in her bra. He couldn't believe he was finally seeing Maybell again in her bra in the light in the way that he saw her in her bra in his darkened car so very long ago.
Even though he was enamored with her big tits and even though he had always been enamored with her big boobs, unlike other women whose only claim to fame was having big jugs, Maybell was more than just her breasts. She was a natural blonde with big, blue eyes and a beautiful face. She was tall, and with him 6'2" tall, she was nearly as tall as him. He figured she was 5'10" tall. Before he shot up and grew when he was 13-years-old, she towered over him and their friend Clem. When putting all of her physical attributes together, she was beautiful.
Yet, even though she was, indeed, still a beautiful woman, as far as he was concerned, Maybell was more than the sum of her parts. What some men would call her purdy and shapely, even with the added weight, he still thought she was beautiful and sexy. What he always liked about her was that she always said what she was thinking. He always knew where he stood with Maybell. She was as outspoken, stubborn, thickheaded, and opinionated as any man.
"We have unfinished business you and I," she said looking at him as if she was haggling the terms of a business contract instead of soliciting him for sex. "I did ask if you still wanted to fuck me in the way that you were eager to fuck me almost twenty-years ago and in the way that I still wanna fuck you now," she said staring at him with lust in the way that he was staring at her with horniness.
He gave her a sexually excited smile.
"Are you kidding me? Of course, I want to fuck you," he said. "Only, more than that, much more than just fucking you," he said pausing to give her a loving look. "I want to make love to you before fucking you. I want to do everything to your beautiful, naked body that I never had the chance to do that fateful night," he said while wondering if she still wanted him to impregnate her with his child too.
She removed her shirt and let it fall to the wooden floor in the way that he imagined her removing her bra and allowing that to fall to the floor too. Dressed only in her white panties and full-sized, white bra, he stared at the button like impressions that her nipples made in her bra. He stared at the shadow her blonde, pubic hair made in her underwear. He stared at the impression her pussy slit and camel toe made in her sheer underwear too. Sexually teasing him, she turned and disappeared in her bedroom in the way that she disappeared that night with her father marching behind her and her brother dragging her home naked by her hair.
In all the years he had known her, that was the first time that he heard her cry. Unable to get up off the ground, there was nothing that he could do but to watch her father and brother take the love of his life home naked with them. With her already naked, he always wondered what happened when they got her home. He always wondered what they did to her. If they were here now, he'd shoot them both dead for all that he imagined that they did to her against her will.
"Fuck me or make love to me, as long as you give me sex," she said with a shrug. "As long as you make me cum, you may call it whatever you want," she said with a laugh. "It makes no nevermind to me what you do to my naked body as long as I can do the same to your naked body," she said laughing again.
He stared at her panty clad ass as she walked away. As if her ass cheeks were doing a slow samba, she had a nice, big, round ass. As curvaceous as Christina Hendricks from Mad Men, with her looking as if they weighed about the same but with her taller, she had a much more mature ass than she had when she was a thin teenager. With somethings never changing and somethings always remaining the same, she still had those same enormous breasts. Now, in the way that he couldn't wait to feel her big tits through her bra, he couldn't wait to feel her big ass through her panties.
* * * * *
Now that he was given a second chance at love and sex and who knows what more, he stood to follow her. Not allowing another opportunity to pass him by to have sex with the woman he loved, had always loved, and will always love, Harley entered her bedroom with trepidation mixed with sexual anticipation. When he entered her bedroom, as if she was a blonde, busty, sex bomb, she was already on her bed and still in her underwear.



With no modern-day sexpot her equal, she looked as voluptuous as Marilyn Monroe or Jayne Mansfield and looked as sexy as Mamie Van Doren. Only, she was more than that, much more than that. She was more than tits, ass, and pussy. She was more than a sexy smile and a naughty look. In the way that she thought about things and enjoyed doing all the activities and sports that he loved to do, she was his equal. In addition to soon to be his lover, she was his best friend. In the way that he had already lived twenty-years of his life without her, he couldn't imagine living another minute without her.
'This is it,' he thought. 'This is finally it. I'm finally going to have sex with Maybell. Then what,' he wondered with worry? 'Will she invite me to live here with her, move to town and live with me, or will she disappear again in the way that she disappeared before? With the steep terrain all looking the same, I'd never find her again in these hilly hollers.'
He stared at her in the way that she stared at him. Only, with her stating what she wanted, as if she was the man and he was the woman, clearly, she only wanted to fuck him but he still wanted to marry her and live the rest of his life with her. If he was to hazard a guess, with her so settled in her life and accustomed to living alone, she may not want a long-term relationship. With her acting more like the man and him feeling more like the woman in whatever this relationship was, having sex with her may be a one-time thing.
'In the way that most men do, what if she subscribes to the 4F philosophy of dating? Now that she found me, she may just want to feel me, fuck me, and forget about me,' he thought.
Clearly, in the way that he needed her in his life, she didn't need him or any man in her life. Clearly, she had already proven that over the past twenty-years. Clearly, already set in her ways, seemingly wanting and needing nothing, she had already carved out a good life for herself. Clearly, she didn't love him in the way that he loved her and would always love her.
Yet, accepting this for whatever it was, he wasn't about to turn her down for sex. At the very least, he'd be putting his sexual fantasies aside for the chance to have sex with her. At the very most, he'd finally know what it was like to have sex with his childhood sweetheart, the love of his life.
He couldn't wait to remove her bra and panties and strip her naked. He couldn't wait to touch and feel her naked body everywhere he had always imagined doing. He couldn't wait to make love to her. He couldn't wait to fuck her. He couldn't wait to finger and lick her pussy. He couldn't wait to give her multiple orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
He couldn't wait for her to stroke him. He couldn't wait for her to blow him while staring up at him with those beautiful, blue eyes. He couldn't wait to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow his cum. He couldn't wait to cum in her pussy and give her the baby she always wanted.
"Maybell, I've thought of this day for twenty-years," said Harley.
He looked at her as if he was an infatuated school girl and she was his much older English professor. Even though they were both the same age, she looked at things differently than he did. Expecting nothing from no one, not even him, she looked at life more realistically. Blinded by the love he felt for her, she had a wisdom and maturity about her that he didn't possess. Perhaps, after living in the city, he had become naïve in his expectations about her and about country living.
He watched her from the doorway as if she was his dream. He stared at her trying to understand why she never looked for him in the way that he looked for her. As if it wasn't as big of a deal to her to have sex with him as he was making it out to be to have sex with her, she made an impatient face. Then, as if splashing his face with cold water, she awakened him from his sexual fantasy of having sex with her while he stared at her lying on her bed in her bra and panties.
"Well, I hope it ain't gonna take another twenty-years for you to get off them clothes, Harley," she said with a laugh. "I'm still in my underwear because I'm waitin' for you to undress me in the way that you stripped me neked in the backseat of your car. I hope you're better at unhookin' my bra now than you was then," she said laughing.
As if his clothes were on fire, he stripped out of his sweatshirt, shoes, socks, jeans, and shirt. Now, with him in his tee-shirt and briefs and her in her bra and panties, as if they were still on their prom night, as soon as he moved beside her on her bed, they kissed. In the way that they did nearly twenty-years ago, they made out with one another. In the way that he heard ethereal music in his head while kissing her then, he heard angelic music in his head again now.
He kissed her in the passionate and loving way that he had never kissed another woman since the last time that he kissed her. Not wanting to remove her bra and panties just yet, he wanted to feel and squeeze her ass, feel and fondle her tits, and cup and rub her pussy through her underwear while kissing her. He wanted to finger her nipples through her bra while sliding his finger along her pussy slit and pressing down on her clit through her panties. While fondling her bra clad breasts with one hand, he wanted to have his wicked, sexual way with her round, firm, and shapely panty clad ass with his other hand.
While kissing her, having struggled to unhook her bra only once before and now an expert at unhooking her, as if he already knew the secret combination to her massive five, hook brassiere, he reached around her with one hand. As if he was Houdini setting her tits free from the confinement of her brassiere, he had her bra unhooked in record time. Not wanting to remove her bra just yet, he wanted to enjoy the erotic sensation of feeling her big tits through her unhooked bra first.
He continued fondling her breasts through her unhooked bra while watching the bottoms of her boobs peeking out at him from beneath her bra. Even after having sex with all the women he had sex with, she had the biggest tits he had ever seen. Yet, even though they were big, they were still shapely and firm. He wondered if her tits would still be that way when she was 58-years-old or if they'd sag down to her waist. No mater, firm or flabby, giving her a sexual dimension that most other women didn't have, in the way that she obviously loved his big cock, he loved Maybell's big tits.
Then, done feeling her breasts through her bra, he removed her bra straps from her shoulders, first one and then the other before he slowly peeled away her bra cups from her massive breasts. As if a drumroll in his head added suspense while removing her bra, finally able to see behind the curtain in the way that Dorothy saw the Wizard in the Wizard of Oz, he was ready to see Maybell's naked breasts. Then, as if revealing the eighth wonder of the world, he stared at Maybell's huge tits.
Once her removed her big brassiere, he stared at her pink areolas and her pinker, erect nipples. Once her bra was off, unable to stop himself from staring, as if hypnotized and mesmerized by her naked breasts as he was before, he stared at her naked tits as if he had never seen naked tits before. He stared at her naked tits as if he had never seen her naked tits before. Once her bra was off, he stared at her naked, shapely breasts. Once her bra was off he stared at her perfectly rounded, pink areolas and her even pinker, erect nipples.
As if her naked breasts were lit with a spotlight, he stared at her naked tits in the way that Vincent Vega played by John Travolta in Pulp Fiction stared in Marsellus Wallace's briefcase played by Ving Rhames.
"Vincent? We happy," asked Jules Winnfield played by Samuel L. Jackson when John Travolta opened Marsellus' briefcase?
Vincent stared in the briefcase in total awe in the way that Harley stared at Maybell's naked breasts with complete sexual excitement.
"We're good," said Vincent taking one last, long look while still staring in the open briefcase before closing it in the way that Harley looked longingly at Maybell's naked breasts.
A sight to behold, any heterosexual man who says that he doesn't like big, firm, and shapely tits is either lying or crazy. All men like tall, blue-eyed, and shapely, natural blondes with big tits, the bigger the better. Having loved her forever, Maybell was finally allowing him to show his love for her by having sex with him.
* * * * *
Now that Harley had Maybell's naked breasts in front of him, in the way that John Travolta as Vincent Vega was good, indeed, Harley was good, very good.
'I can't believe how big her tits are,' he thought while continuing to stare at them and while still unable to wrap his head around the shapely size of her big tits. 'She has the biggest tits I've ever seen, I can't wait to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them,' he thought.
As if afraid to touch them, as if respecting her breasts, it took him a minute to react to seeing her naked tits before he touched them, felt them, fondled them, and sucked them. Then, in the way that he did in the backseat of his car so long ago, he was all over her naked breasts. Touching them, feeling them, groping them, fondling them, kissing them, and sucking them while fingering her big and erect nipples, she allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked tits.
Not allowing him to have all the fun, she groped his prick and cupped his testicles through his briefs now in the way that she groped his prick and cupped his testicles through his briefs in his car then. Then, when she removed his t-shirt and underwear, he removed her panties. Now they were both naked again in the way they were naked years before.
Finally returning the favor of the blowjob she gave him then, in the way that she took him in her mouth and sucked his cock in the backseat of his car, he was eager to eat her pussy now. Finger licking good, he couldn't wait to finger her while licking her. After kissing her and getting familiar with her firm, naked breasts again, he moved between her strong thighs to finger and lick her naked pussy. Not wasting any more time with foreplay, with them both already sexually aroused enough, he penetrated her with his tongue and finger.
As if he was a champion pussy eater in the way that he remembered her being a great cocksucker, something that he had wanted to do then, he finally did now. While rubbing her clit, finger fucking her pussy, and lapping her vaginal secretions, he had her squirming around her bed in no time. Continuing to rub her and finger her with his right hand while licking her, he reached up with his left hand to fondle and squeeze her tits while fingering her nipples.
"Uma, uma, uma," he said adding sound effects to eating her. "Uma, uma, uma," he said while licking her. "Uma, uma, uma," he said licking her faster, rubbing her clit harder, and finger fucking her deeper. "Uma, uma, uma. Uma, uma, uma. Uma, uma, uma."
His face was buried between her muscular thighs now in the way that he hadn't had the chance to bury his face between her thin and shapely thighs then. Continuing to lick and finger her, he reached his hands beneath her naked ass and lifted her pussy to his mouth. As lost in the sexual lust of eating her pussy as he was when she sucked his cock, he wanted her to cum in his mouth now in the way that she wanted him to cum in her mouth then. He was determined to give her an oral, sexual orgasm with his mouth, his tongue, and his fingers.
"Uma, uma, uma. Uma, uma, uma," he said verbalizing his lust for her and voicing his sexually excitement to allow him to breathe while licking her pussy. "Uma, uma, uma."
Then, again, as if she was the man and he was the woman, in the way that he put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head when she was blowing him then, she put a heavy hand behind his head now. Pressing his head forward, she mashed his face in her drenched pussy. As if his face was her personal sponge, she rubbed her sopping wet cunt all over his face.
As if she had sprayed her pussy with a musky scent, eau de pussy perfume, her vaginal secretions were all over his face and in his beard. Smelling of sex, he was saturated with her womanly aroma. Immersed with eating her, licking her faster rubbing her clit harder, he was intent in making her cum. As much as he wanted to watch her having an oral, sexual orgasm, he wanted to hear her cum.
"Harley. Oh, Harley. My God, Harley. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop eating me. Don't stop rubbing me. Rub me harder. Lick me faster. Finger me deeper. Eat me, Harley. Eat me. Eat my cunt," she said.
Obediently obeying her, while continuing to fondle her breasts with his left hand and finger her erect nipples, he rubbed her clit harder, licked her clit faster, and fingered her pussy deeper with his right hand. Faster, harder, and deeper. Faster, harder, and deeper. He was determined to get her to cum. Having been denied the erotic pleasure of seeing and hearing her cum before, he wanted to bear witness to giving her a sexual orgasm now.
"Uma, uma, uma. Uma, uma, uma," he said. "Uma, uma, uma. Uma, uma, uma."
With her arching her back and stiffening her legs as if in readiness to cum, she seemingly enjoyed talking dirty to him as much as he enjoyed hearing her talking dirty to him.
"You're going to make me cum. I'm going to cum, Harley," she said falling silent and closing her eyes as if she was in a coma. "I'm going to cum," she said popping open her eyes as if he had stuck her with a pin. "I'm cumming, Harley. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop licking me. Please don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming. Oh, God, Harley. Oh, God. Eat my cunt. Eat me, lick me, finger me Harley."
With her obviously not having had sex in a while, as soon as she said she was cumming, she did. He wiped his face and beard on his tee-shirt and moved up to meet her lips. He kissed her as deep and as hard as she kissed him. Judging the passion of her kisses by the way that she kissed him, he kissed her in the same way that she obviously wanted to be kissed. Even though she acted coolly detached, he had no doubt that in the way that he loved her, she loved him too.
* * * * *
Not having to wonder very long if she was going to blow him again, instead of relaxing and enjoying the afterglow of sex, she eased her naked body down his naked body while staring up at him with those eyes. As if paying oral homage to her man, she slid her mouth down his naked body in the way she slid her mouth down his naked body in the backseat of his car so very long ago. After lovingly kissing his lips, she lovingly kissing his chest before she lovingly kissed his stomach. Then, taking his erect cock in her hand, she continued staring up at him while he stared down at her.
Even though she was quite the tomboy, she was a real sexy bitch when she wanted to be a woman instead of acting like a man. As if his prick was her dildo, she fondled the head of his penis with her fingertips while slowly stroking him with her strong hand. Teasing him with her eyes, her fingers, and her hand, she kissed his cock while licking his cock, as if they never stopped having sex, she took his throbbing penis to her lips to kiss it and lick it before she took him in her mouth to suck it.
Continuing to slowly stroke him, she lovingly sucked him while staring up at him with her beautiful, blue eyes. A job interrupted and a job she never got to finish, blowing him while stroking him, his beloved Maybell was finally sucking his dick again. As if Christina Hendricks or Elly May Clampett was blowing him, Maybell stroked and sucked him to a harder erection while he reached his hand down to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples. Then, abandoning her blowjob yet again, she removed him from her mouth to move up to him before speaking.
"Make love to me, Harley," she said with sexual excitement while obviously saving the rest of his blowjob for later. "Longing for the feel of you forever, I want to feel you inside me," she said in a lustful whisper. "I need you to fuck me. In the way that you made me cum with your soft tongue and stiff fingers, I need you to make me cum with your hard cock. Then, after you make love to me, fuck me, and give me an orgasm, I'll blow you again."
Ready to mount her, when she didn't say anything about protection, he didn't ask her about protection. In the way that he wanted to fill her womb with his child then, he still wanted to make her pregnant with his baby now. Maybe she was on the pill. After all that he imagined her father and brother had done to her, beat her and only God knows what else, maybe she couldn't bear children. Maybe, in the way that she wanted him to fuck her and give her a baby then, she wanted him to make her pregnant now, too.
Instead of allowing him to mount her, sitting upright on him, she mounted him. As if she was ready to ride her horse, Dolly, she was clearly ready to ride him. As if he was her bitch and she was his sexy Dominatrix, she was in charge of his body more than he was in control of her body. She reached between her legs, stuck his stiff cock in her pussy, and, as if she was sitting on a dildo, she eased her slick pussy down.
Once his prick was deeply seated inside her, she leaned forward, took his wrists in her hands and raised his arms over his head. Then, yet again, as if she was the man and he was the woman, she kissed him while humping him. She let go of his arms for him to reach up his hands and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples. Obviously, she enjoyed him feeling her tits and fingering her nipples as much as he enjoyed feeling her tits and fingering her nipples.
As if he had never felt her big tits before, all over them with both of his horny hands, he felt and fondled her huge tits again now. Having his wicked, sexual way with her big breasts and her erect nipples, he pulled them, turned them, twisted them, pinched them, and squeezed her big nipples. The more that he fingered her nipples the more sexually aroused she became. Obviously, her nipples were two of her erogenous zones.
Bouncing on him while humping him, her tits jiggled, shook, and wiggled with her every movement. He humped her as hard as she humped him while having his wicked, sexual way with her enormous breasts and the depth of her warm, wet pussy. Then, having enough of her making love to him, ready to fuck her, he rolled her over and mounted her in the missionary position. Taking back control of her naked body, he was ready to give her what she wanted and what he needed to give her now that he was unable to give her then.
Filled with twenty-years of sexual frustration and passionate love, he fucked her hard and he fucked her fast. He humped her in the way that he yearned to hump her for so very long. Continuing to fuck her, really fuck her, he humped her faster and he humped her harder. Continuing to fuck her, with him having his wicked, sexual way with her naked body, especially her with pussy. Harley fucked his beloved Maybell in the way that he had imagined fucking her in his sexual fantasies and in his dreams and in the way that she wanted to be fucked now.
Only, in the way that she had an orgasm nearly right away when he was eating her, he was ready to cum right away when fucking her. Forcing himself to think of something else, anything else, he thought of his friend Clem. He needed to visit him. He hadn't taken the time to visit him yet, since he had been home. No doubt, he'd be sitting on his porch whittling, something he always did while talking and thinking. Unfortunately, thinking of Clem made him think of Maybell. Lucky for him, instead of squirting his cum prematurely inside of her, she was ready to cum too.



"Harley. Oh, my God, Harley. I can't believe I'm ready to cum again. I'm cumming Harley. I'm cumming," she said breathlessly. "Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Don't stop fucking me," she said.
Holding back, unable to fuck her faster and harder without cumming himself, he delayed ejaculating his seed inside her while he continued slowly humping her. Biding his time while waiting for her to catch up to him in her sexual arousal, he wanted them to cum together. Hoping they'd cum together, something he always wanted to sexually experience with her, he delayed his orgasmic pleasure for her sexual satisfaction.
"Cum, Maybell, cum," he said whispering in her ear. "Cum all over my cock so that I can cream the inside of your pussy. Cum, Maybell, cum," he said leaning down to whisper in her ear. "Let's cum together."
As soon as he told him to cum, she did. As soon as she had her orgasm, he had his orgasm too. He couldn't believe he ejaculated his cum in Maybell's pussy. The first time they had sexual intercourse with one another, they had an orgasm together. Something that most married couples never experience or take years to accomplish, they enjoyed cumming together the first time they made love and fucked.
* * * * *
Then, after sucking him, making love to him, and fucking him, not done with him, not even taking the time to relax to enjoy the afterglow of sex, Maybell moved her body halfway down his body. Ready to suck him again, kissing his chest and stomach as she lowered herself, she took him in her hand again before taking him in her mouth. She was sucking him again in the way that she sucked him on prom night and the way that she had just sucked him before he made love to her and fucked her. She removed his prick from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Harley. Cum. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow your load. I want to give you as much sexual pleasure as you've given me," she said staring up at him.
Taking him in her mouth again, as if she was Linda Lovelace playing herself in Deep Throat, she stroked him faster while sucking him deeper. Stroking him harder and sucking him faster while sucking him deeper, she was obviously determined to give him an oral, sexual orgasm in the way that he had given her an oral, sexual orgasm. In the way that she put a heavy hand to the back of his head and mashed his face in her wet pussy, he put a gentle hand to the back of her head. He humped her mouth before fucking her face.
"Oh, Maybell. That feels so good. Meaning it as a compliment instead of as insult," he said with a dirty laugh. "You're such a great cocksucker. You're giving me the best blowjob I ever had," he said.
Suddenly, he felt guilty about comparing her blowjob to other blowjobs he received in the past from the women he had sex with all over the world. Yet, she was beyond comparison to any woman he had sex. More than just sex, he loved her. More than sexually being with her for two hours, he wanted to be with her for the rest of his life. Much more than just sex, he wanted to hold her, hug her, kiss her, spoon her, and hump her while in bed with her or going for long walks through the forest.
A sight he had imagined seeing while masturbating himself, she stared up at him with those bright, blue, expressive eyes while smiling up at him with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth. While she sucked his prick, he reached down to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples again. As soon as he felt her breasts and played with her nipples, he was ready to cum. Obviously sensing his sexual excitement, she encouraged him to cum.
"Cum, Harley, cum. Cum in my mouth. Cum. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to swallow your cum. Cum, Harley, cum," she said taking his prick in and out of her mouth to speak while stroking him faster and harder while sucking him deeper.
She continued stroking him harder and faster. Clearly determined to make him cum in her mouth, deep throating him, she sucked him deeper. A long time coming, he couldn't wait to ejaculate his cum in her beautiful mouth. Her sucking his prick and allowing him to cum in her mouth was hopefully her way of claiming him as her man. As if tattooing the inside of her mouth with his cum, his cumming in her mouth was his way of claiming her as his woman.
"Maybell. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Maybell. Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking me," he said breathlessly. "Oh, my God, Maybell. Oh, my God."
Ready to ejaculate his cum in her mouth, he couldn't wait to watch her swallow his cum. Pressing on the back of her head harder, he humped her mouth until he unloaded his sexual lust for her in her mouth. Not done sucking him, as if she was enjoying the sexual pleasure of blowing him, she sucked him dry and licked him clean before moving up to him to cuddle.
Consumed with sexual excitement for the woman of his dreams, he couldn't believe that Maybell had finally blown him. Difficult for him to wrap his head around, after having not seen her for twenty-years, not a dream nor a sexual fantasy, she had really sucked his dick. He couldn't believe he had ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she had swallowed his load. In the way that he wanted to cum in her mouth since prom night when they were both 19-years-old, she obviously had wanted him to cum in her mouth too.
* * * * *
Holding her and never wanting to let her go, he kissed her while touching and feeling her naked body. He could taste himself on her lips and it made him sexually excited that she not only finally blew him but also, she allowed him to cum in her mouth and swallowed his cum. She rested her head on his chest and fondled his naked prick between her fingers while finally enjoying the afterglow of sex. Respecting her wishes whatever they were and her privacy whatever that may be, he asked her the question that he needed to ask her. Hoping she'd say yes, he needed to know if he had a future with her or not.
"May I see you again?"
When she moved away from him and stood from her bed without answering him, he already knew the answer to his question. As if this was the last time he'd see her naked or fully dressed, he stared at her while watching her getting dressed. Not even turning her head to look at him and not responding to his question by verbalizing him an answer, she slowly shook her head no.
As if she had just stabbed him in his heart, he looked at her shocked and hurt in the way that he looked at her father and brother when they were beating him. In the way that her father and brother had done to him, he looked at her as if she had just punched him in the face, kicked him in the head, and stomped on his balls. He didn't understand why she didn't want to see him again when they were so good together. Maybe she didn't need him in her life in the way that he needed her in his life. Maybe she didn't love him in the way that he had always loved her and would always love her.
"I don't want to start somethin' that I can't put my mind, my back, and my shoulder to," she said obviously feeling that she owed him an explanation and somewhat explaining her reason for not wanting to see him again.
He felt like an old tree stump that she wanted to remove and knew that she couldn't remove it alone, so why bother? Once again, as if he was the woman and she was the man, emotionally drained, he felt sexually used and abused. In the way that she obviously only wanted sex, a one-time thing, he wanted more. He wanted it all.
More than just wanting to have sex with her, he wanted her. He loved her. He wanted to marry her and raise a family with her. He wanted to be with her for the rest of their lives. In the way that he lost her for twenty-years, he didn't want to lose her again.
"I don't understand," he said. "I love you, Maybell. I've always loved you," he said putting himself out there and exposing his vulnerability to her. "Now that I'm with you again, and now that we had sex, I'll always love you and will never stop thinking of you."
She turned to look at him while buttoning her blouse.
"Like I said and I don't like repeatin' myself. I don't want to start somethin' that I can't finish, Harley," she said. "Since we already started somethin' we never finished twenty-years ago, I figured I owed you sex after what my Daddy and brother did to you. Yet, comfortable in my life and in my routine, I like livin' alone," she said looking around her small cabin that she built by herself and with her own two hands. "Too late for us, I'm too set in my ways to have a man in my life now, even if that man is you," she said.
As if trying to find a needle in the proverbial haystack, he stared at her in the way that he stared at the vast forest when searching for her and unable to find her.
"Now that I found you, Maybell, I don't want to lose you again," he said with grim realization that she may not want him in the way that he wanted her. "I love you," he said again.
Waiting for her to pat his head, scratch his ear, or rub his belly, she sat on her bed next to him and rubbed his back as if he was her dog. In a way he was her dog. In love with her most of his life, a loyal companion, he'd do anything for her. Even if she pushed him away and told him never to return, he'd reluctantly go while watching her from a safe place and from behind a tree in the forest. Only, if it ever came to that with him spying on her, she'd know that he was there skulking around and watching her just as he psychically knew she was out there somewhere watching him.
"Don't worry, Harley. I'll find you if and when I want to have sex again," she said with a chuckle while cheapening what they had.
As if on a rollercoaster ride, his emotions went from high when she was blowing him to low when she rejected him. Brokenhearted, he looked at her with sad eyes. He looked at her knowing that he was losing her again. Unable to think of anything more to say, he reiterated his thoughts.
"I want more than just sex, Maybell," he said. "I want you."
She returned his sad look with her empty look. Obviously, unable to love anyone, not even herself, her father and brother did a real job on her. Not taking pride in her appearance enough to dress like a woman, if she was his wife, he'd want her to look the way she did at her prom. Yet, sexy clothes and high heel shoes wasn't who she was. Truth be told, if she was his woman, he wouldn't change anything about her. He loved her just the way she was.
"In the meantime, you go on with your life and I'll go on with my life," she said. "Just as I hope you hold no claims on me, I hold no claims on you. You're free to see or marry anyone else other than me. And if one day we come together for a night of sexual pleasure, that's okay with me," she said.
* * * * *
Maybell was right. As the weeks and months passed, she found Harley whenever she wanted him or needed him. If this was what worked for her, he was happy to be in her life. He was happy to continue to have sex with her and, since Harley loved tits, especially big tits, the bigger the better, and especially her big tits, he continued to be sexually intimate with her monster breasts whenever she gave him the chance. Always rewarding him with food, a good homecooked meal with leftovers to take home with him, his dessert was sex.
From late September to early February, he spent his free time with her as if he was her boyfriend. There for her birthday, Thanksgivings, Christmas Eve and Christmas, New Year's, and now with Valentine's Day quickly approaching, Harley spent the last five months ready at Maybell's beck and call. Never saying no or that he was too busy to see her and sexually be with her, whenever she came for him, he went. Her way of showing him that she loved him by reaching out to find him was different from the way that he yearned to show her how much he loved her by marrying her and giving her his baby.
She was still young enough to have a child or two. Yet, after the physical, emotional, and sexual abuse she may have suffered from her father and her brother, she made it clear to him that she didn't want to get hitched or to have youngins. Now that he had her in his life, he didn't want to rock the boat and lose her again by arguing over something he couldn't change. Instead, willing to continue their convoluted, love relationship on her terms, happy to be in her life, he accepted her for who she was without burdening her with what he wanted.
What he wanted was to marry her. What he wanted was to have a baby with her. What he wanted was to spend the rest of his life with her. What he wanted, she seemingly didn't want. Clearly, she was happy with her life the way that it was. Clearly, she was happy with the way that things were between them. When they were together, he was as happy as she was. When they were together, it was as if they were always together and never apart.
In the way that she walked him up her mountain, showing him the way home, she walked him down her mountain. She delivered him back to his truck before sunset and kissed him goodnight but not goodbye. She had a twenty-minute walk back up the rocky path to her house before it got dark. Obviously having made this trip many times before, as long as she had her handgun, her rifle, and her knife, which she was never without, she wasn't afraid of walking alone through the dark forest.
"I'd like to see you, again, Maybell," he said to her back as she was walking away.
She turned to give him a smile.
"Don't worry, Harley. You will," she said disappearing in the woods.
* * * * *
Stuck in his plight to win Maybell back, in the way that she once wanted to marry him and have his baby, he still wanted to marry her and give her his child. Harley decided that it was time to see his old friend, Clem. In the way that he hadn't seen Maybell in nearly twenty-years, he hadn't seen Clem in nearly twenty-years. With the three of them hanging out together since they were children, Clem knew Maybell as well as Harley knew her.
They were all very close. He used to make bets with Clem on who'd be first to feel Maybell's big tits. The topic of their horny, testosterone filled, teenage discussions, whenever Maybell wasn't around, all they talked about was her big tits. When they weren't talking about her huge breasts, they were masturbating themselves while sexually fantasizing of seeing, touching, feeling, fondling, and sucking her enormous breasts.
At the very least, perhaps, Harley hoped that Clem could give him some advice on what to buy her for Valentine's Day. Perhaps, Clem could suggest a gift that may impress her enough in the way that he made her happy when he bought her a Smith and Wesson, snub nose .38 on Valentine's Day nearly twenty-years ago, to change her mind. Perhaps, Clem could suggest a gift to make Maybell change her mind about marrying him. Only, he didn't know what to buy her to turn her head around again.
In the way that she wanted to marry him and have his baby then, he'd be willing to do or buy her anything for her to marry him and have his baby now. In the way that he lived for the past twenty-years longing and lusting over her, now that he reconnected with her again, he didn't want to go another minute of his life without her. The love of his life and his childhood sweetheart, he didn't want to lose her.
If he thought he loved her before, after having intimate, sexual relations with her, he loved her even more now. If he thought he loved her before, after she did a slow striptease and invited him to join her in her bedroom, he couldn't stop thinking about her. He couldn't stop thinking about her naked and him giving her multiple, sexual orgasms. He couldn't stop thinking of her staring up at him while she sucked his cock. If only she wanted him in the way that he wanted her, he'd be a happy man. If only she loved him in the way that he loved her, he'd marry her.
Now that he had his wicked, sexual way with her naked body, he wanted to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body again. Now that he fingered and licked her pussy, he wanted to eat her pussy again. Now that they made love and fucked, he wanted to make love and fuck her again. Now that he made her cum with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock, he wanted to make her cum again with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. Now that she blew him, allowed to cum in her beautiful mouth, and swallowed his cum, he wanted her to blow him again.
* * * * *
Harley pulled up to Clem's house in his Dodge Ram, 3500, Cummin's diesel truck with his camper on the back. A noisy truck with thunderous, albeit legal exhausts, he could be heard coming from a mile away. As if he had never left his porch in twenty-years, Clem sat on the porch of his house whittling when Harley pulled up to his house and climbed out of his camper.
Not even looking up to acknowledge his old, best friend, even when apart for nearly twenty-years, that was the kind of solid relationship they always had then and obviously still had now. As if Clem already knew who it was calling on him, paying him no nevermind, he didn't look up from his whittling. Harley smiled when seeing his old friend sitting there whittling.
'How ya doin', Clem," asked Harley from a distance?
Clem didn't seem surprised to see Harley, even though he had returned to town five months earlier and hadn't been to see him yet.
"I heard you were back in town," said Clem without looking up from his block of wood to look at Harley. "It took you long enough to come see me."
With Clem still living in the same house and doing the same thing, whittling, Harley continued smiling at his old friend as if he never left and had seen him yesterday instead of in twenty-years ago. In the way that he his head was down, his back was bent, and his fingers were curled over a block of wood, Harley could see his friend haunting the place after he died. If anyone made a statue of Clem, as if he was 'The Thinker' instead of the whittler, this is the position that they'd cast the statue.
"I've been busy," said Harley with a little laugh. "How y'all doin?"
Clem continued whittling still without looking up to acknowledge his friend.
"I'm doin' alright. I'm still kickin'," said Clem without emotion while concentrating more on his whittling than on Harley. "Any day above ground is better than any day below ground," he said spitting out some tobacco juice on the soil. "You been to see Maybell?"
Harley smiled while imagining Maybell's big, naked breasts, her round, shapely ass, and her blonde, trimmed pussy. Even though he had showered, as if her sweet scent was locked in his memory, he could still smell her musky, womanly aroma. As if he had dined in a five-star hotel and drank an expensively rare wine, he could still taste her vaginal secretions in his mouth. As if she was now part of his DNA, he had a clear memory of her as if she was standing beside him naked now.
"I have," said Harley while recollecting becoming intimately familiar with her big tits again, eating her pussy, making love to her, fucking her, making her cum, and her blowing him.
As if it was sunny instead of overcast, a habit he always had when talking to his much taller friend, Clem shaded his eyes to look up at his friend.
"How'd you find her? With her infrequently comin' to town, I seldom see her anymore," said Clem with a sad laugh as if missing her in the way that Harley had missed his old friend. "With all these hills, hollers, and forests of trees all lookin' the same, even though I was born here and lived here all my life, unless I had dawgs trackin' her, I'd never find where she lived," said Clem. "A hard woman to find, she's way out there in the boonies somewhere on the other side of the lake and atop of a mountain somewhere. I don't rightly know where."
Harley smiled at his friend whittling. He was always whittling, he whittled ever since he was a kid. He wondered what he was making now that he hadn't already made hundreds of times before. It looked like a whistle, maybe a duck whistle. In the same way that Maybell sold her homemade and handmade wares, everything that Clem made he sold in town at Buck's General Store. With only the one general store in town, and with Maybell selling her homemade wares there too, he was surprised that Clem didn't run into Maybell more often.



"She found me," said Harley with a laugh. "Of all the places in the county to be, I was on her land," he said with another laugh. "Coming out of nowhere and disappearing again in thin air, as if she's a ghost and was never there, she knows these woods better than anyone."
Clem nodded his head while continuing to whittle.
"I figured she'd find you," said Clem. "She said years back that if you ever returned to town, she owed you somethin'." Clem looked up to smile at his friend. "By her nature of never bein' obliged to anyone, I figured it wasn't money that she owed you but somethin' else," he said with a dirty laugh while looking up at Harley again but this time with a big grin. "Did you get what she owed you?"
Just as Harley suspected that Clem knew what Maybell owed him, he was uncomfortable talking about the sex that he had with their mutual best friend. Just as Clem was like a brother, Maybell was like a sister but, now, she was a sister with sexual benefits. Harley smiled at his friend who was already back to paying his piece of wood more attention than he paid him.
"Oh, yeah," said Harley with a shit eating grin. "She gave me what she needed to give me and what I needed her to give me. Then, I gave her what I needed to give her and what she wanted me to give her," said Harley with a laugh while imagining Maybell naked and having sex with her naked body.
Figuring that he did know, he wondered if Clem knew that he was talking about with him giving Maybell multiple sexual orgasms and her giving him multiple sexual orgasms too. He fell quiet while watching his friend whittling as if he was thinking of having sex with Maybell again.
"That's good," said Clem. "I'm glad that you two could get together again," he said with a pause and another dirty laugh, "to talk."
Harley smiled down at Clem. The image of Maybell staring up at him with her bright, blue eyes while she stroked him and sucked him was a memory that he'd never forget and would remember for the rest of his life. The memory of her riding him as if she was riding her horse, Dolly, with her big tits hanging in his face was something that he could sexually experience with her every day. He loved reaching up to feel her tits while fingering her nipples as she fucked him.
"I gots me a problem that I thought you could help me with," said Harley falling back on his backwoods dialect that he had when talking to Clem as a kid.
* * * * *
Clem looked up at his friend without missing a nick of whittling his wood before looking back down again.
"A problem? Even when you were a kid, you were always havin' one problem or another problem," said Clem with a snicker and a shrug. "What's your problem now?" He laughed. "I'll be glad to help if I can."
Clem removed his handkerchief from his pocket and blew his nose. Finally, paying more attention to his friend than to his whittling, he pocketed his handkerchief, pocketed his knife, put down his block of wood, and looked up at Harley.
"It's the same thing for me every holiday. Birthdays, Christmases, and Valentine's Days are always a problem," said Harley walking closer to his friend. "You know me. Happy to stay home after work to watch sports, I'm not much for goin' to malls. I'm not much of a shopper. I hate shoppin'. I never have any idea what to buy as a gift."
Oddly enough, Maybell was the same way. Where most women love shopping, going to the mall, and buying things they don't need, especially shoes, Maybell would rather go to a hardware store or to a gun shop. Maybell would rather wear a flannel shirt, overalls, and work boots than daring to wear something sexy, a low-cut blouse, a short skirt, and high heel shoes. Clem looked up at his friend and smiled.
"A gift? You fixin' to buy me some flowers and box of chocolates for Valentine's Day, Harley? Bless your heart. Well, don't worry about what to buy me none," said Clem waving an unconcerned hand at his friend. "A case of beer is a good 'nough present for me unless you're hankerin' to buy me one of them 12-year-old bottles of single, malt scotch," said Clem with a laugh. "That would be a right nice Valentine's Day gesture to give your best friend that you haven't see in twenty-years," said Clem spitting out more tobacco.
As if he was choking, Harley made a pretense of a laugh that came out more like a cough.
"Nah, nothin' like that," said Harley waving a hand of ridiculousness at his friend. "I don't swing that way. My problem is with Maybell. Now with Valentine's Day nearly here, I don't knows what the Hell to buy her for Valentine's Day. The last thing she'd want is candy and flowers," said Harley.
Clem laughed.
"Maybell is definitely not the candy and flower type of woman," said Clem laughing while shaking his head.
Harley scratched his beard as if scratching his beard helped him to think.
"I want to buy her somethin' to impress her," said Harley falling in and out of the backwoods diction when talking to his old, childhood friend. "Bein' that you know Maybell as well as I do, I thought you could give me some suggestions," said Harley as if curiously inspired enough to ask his next question. "What did you buy Priscilla for Valentine's Day?"
Clem stopped his whittling to stare up at his friend.
"I haven't bought 'Cilla nothin' yet but, knowin' her, with her bein' from the city, born, raised, and college educated, she'd want somethin' fancy and somethin' special. She'd want somethin' from out of one of those women's lingerie catalogs, Fredericks of Hollywood or that other one," she Clem looking up as if trying to remember the other name of the women's underwear catalog. "So that I don't buy her the wrong thing, I leave that up to her to buy whatever she wants. She orders it and I pays for it," he said with a laugh and a shrug.
Harley looked at his friend before hazarding his guess.
"Victoria's Secrets," said Harley.
Clem smiled and nodded his head.
"Yeah, that's the one. That's the catalog that she really likes. As if she's a horny man lookin' at women in their underwear, she always has her nose buried in that catalogue. She's easy 'nough to buy for as long as whatever I buy her is sexy and/or purdy," said Clem with a shrug of his shoulders. "She's happy with anythin' I get her as long as it's silk, satin, sparkly shiny, soft, or smells nice."
Knowing that Maybell wouldn't want anything that's silk, satin, sparkly shiny, soft, of smells nice, Harley made a face as if he was in pain and needed to go to the bathroom.
"My Maybell isn't a princess like your Priscilla," said Harley while slowly shaking his head side-to-side as if he needed that extra bit of head movement to make his point. "She's not into jewelry, perfume, or sexy clothes. Don't get me wrong. Priscilla is purdy and always looks nice," said Harley. "Yet, if I bought Maybell anything purdy or sexy, she'd think that I was smitten with some Hollywood actress and wanted to dress her to look like one of them. Besides, unless she's in her bra and panties, her nightgown, or neked, I've never seen her in anything but overalls."
Clem laughed.
"She's been wearin' her brother's britches, shirts, and boots since she was a kid," said Clem. "Now, don't take me wrong. I mean no offense, Harley, but with Maybell's long, blonde, braided hair and her enormous tits, she reminds me of a cross between Tugboat Annie and a plus size Elly May Clampett. After packin' on all of that weight, granted with most if it muscle weight from all the hard work she's done, she's voluptuously purdy in a manly sort of way," said Clem laughing. "Puttin' a dress on Maybell is like puttin' lipstick on a pig," said Clem with another laugh.
Both men looked down at the ground.
"Thank you, I think," said Harley making an unhappy face. "Although, I don't appreciate you comparing Maybell to a pig."
Obviously, Harley wasn't sure if he should take his friend's comment as a compliment or as an insult about Maybell looking like a cross between Tugboat Annie and a plus size, version of Elly May Clampett. He didn't appreciate Clem saying that Maybell was purdy but in a manly sort of way. Granted, she was manly in how she dressed, walked, and talked, and in how she liked drinking, hunting, fishing, and shooting, but not when it came to sex. Laughing to himself, Harley now understood why Clem said that. Laughing to himself, if only Clem knew the woman that Maybell was beneath those men's clothes, wouldn't he be surprised?
"I meant no offense," said Clem looking up at his friend. "Maybell is my dear, childhood friend. I love her to death. With her having never invited me to her house, I only wish I could see more of her. She hides out in that cabin she built on top of a mountain somewhere way out there."
Harley nodded his confusion at his friend while still troubled by Clem saying that Maybell looked like a cross between Tug Boat Annie and Elly May Clampett.
"Tugboat Annie?" Harley laughed. "My Dad loved that show. Now, I'm not sure about her lookin' like Tugboat Annie but I can see your point in her lookin' like a taller, plus sized version of Elly May Clampett but with much bigger tits."
Harley kicked at the dirt.
"Sorry, Harley. I take that back. Maybell doesn't look like Tug Boat Annie," said Clem. "She's much purdier than Tug Boat Annie. Tug Boat Annie was old and fat. Maybe is hardly old and hardly fat. She's still young, purdy, and sexy."
Harley kicked at the dirt again.
"In the way that Priscilla is purdy to you, Maybell is plenty purdy to me. Even with her weighing a few extra pounds, her weight is in all the right places and adds to her curves. You're used to your tall and skinny wife than you are to a woman with a shapely ass and big tits," said Harley. "In the way that I see Maybell, she more looks like a taller, bustier, prettier, and younger of Christina Hendricks than she does Tug Boat Annie. I'd never kick her outta bed for eating crackers, that's for sure," said Harley with a laugh.
* * * * *
With them having a secret language of head nods, Clem nodded his head as if agreeing with Harley. He returned to whittling before asking Harley his next question.
"You're right. With 'Cilla the only woman in my life, I've never been sexually attracted to a woman with more meat on her bones, a woman with a shapely ass and big tits. Yet, when I was a horny teenager, in the way that you once were too, I was surely curious about Maybell's big tits back then," said Clem with a laugh. "Tell me, if I'm not being too personal," said Clem. "I'm curious. What did you buy Maybell for Christmas?"
Clem squinted up at his friend with curiosity while Harley smiled down at Clem with pride. With him knowing Maybell as well as Harley knew Maybell but not in a sexual way, of course, Clem looked at his friend with interest.
"In the way that I bought her a Smith and Wesson .38 and a box of .38 bullets for her Valentine's Day when she was 19-years-old, I bought her a Glock model 17 and a couple boxes of 9 mm bullets for Christmas. She seemed really happy with that," said Harley with the pride of a proud member in good standing of the National Rifle Association.
Harley nodded his head up and down in the way of a bobblehead doll.
"Yep. That's a good gun to buy," said Clem. "I'd buy one if I could afford it, only I'd but the Glock 20."
Harley looked at his friend with confusion.
"Glock 20? What's the difference between a Glock 17 and a Glock 20?"
Thinking that a Glock was a Glock, he didn't realize that they were different types of Glocks.
"A Glock 20 is a better handgun for hunting. Basically, a Glock 20 is a .45 caliber handgun and a Glock 17 is a .40 caliber handgun. A Glock 20 takes a 10 mm, 200-gram bullet instead of the 9 mm, 115-gram bullet that a Glock 17 takes. A Glock 20 is powerful enough to drop a bear. Always wantin' one, I don't have one in my gun collection, too expensive for my budget," said Clem. "I'd have to whittle a thousand duck whistles to afford that gun."
Harley nodded his head in agreement with his old friend.
"After serving ten years in the army, more used to holding a rifle than a handgun, I grab more for my rifle than I do for my handguns," said Harley.
Obviously enjoying talking about guns, Clem looked up at his old friend and smiled.
"A comfortable gun and good enough for me, I still have my old .45, my rifle, and my trusty scattergun." Clem paused before asking his next question. "Other than her seemingly happy with the handgun, what was her reaction to you buying her another handgun?"
Harley smiled as if happy to share Maybell's joy in receiving a Glock 9 mm for Christmas.
"Her reaction?" Harley laughed. "She was so happy that I bought her a Glock for Christmas that she went down on me and took me in her mouth that night. She's blown me before but that was only the second time that she allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed my load. The first time was when I reconnected with her last fall. Wow! I was shocked. I couldn't believe my Maybell not only blew me but also allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed my cum."
Clem nodded his head in the way that he always nodded his head to show Harley that he was listening while he whittled.
"She's a fine, strong, and outspoken woman. You should be proud to have someone like her in your life. I'd probably blow you too, if you bought me a Glock," said Clem nodding his head.
Harley made a face.
"Suffice to say that I won't be buying you a Glock any time soon, Clem," said Harley with a laugh. "I agree with you about Maybell being a fine, strong, and outspoken woman though."
Harley smiled at his friend.
"She's a bit heavy in the waist and wide in the hips for my taste, and has a weathered face that only you and her mother could love," said Clem with a laugh while looking up at his friend. "But, in a drawdown, I'd want her coverin' my back, especially when exposed and out in the open in those woods. When she's riled up and with her a crack shot and as good with a knife as she is with a gun, she'd put the fear of God in any man or woman."
Harley gave his friend a smile of pride.
"Thank you, Clem. That was nice of you to say about my Maybell," said Harley. "Her face may be a bit weathered and she may be a little bigger in the waist and wider in the hips than she used to be, but when I look at her, especially when she's neked, I see her as if she's still nineteen-years-old."
Clem smiled up at his friend.
"Yep, yes sir. I'd rather have someone like her pointin' a shotgun on any varmints that came a callin' for me than to be beholdin' to one of those fancy women who sit on the porch wearing purdy dresses, talkin' nonsense, and drinking mint julips all day," said Clem. "If ever any of those women were in a jam, all they'd do is cry and scream. That's my idea of nothin', said Clem. "Maybell would know what to do in any fix."
Harley nodded his agreement to his friend.
"I know what you mean," said Harley.
Clem returned his agreement with Harley with another nod of his head.
"As far as I'm concerned, women who don't like to get their hands dirty or their hair and clothes messy, aren't any woman worth knowin'. All they do is talk, laugh, flirt, and look sexy and purdy. When need be, even though she cleans up real nice, at least my 'Cilla will get down and dirty in the mud with the rest of us," said Clem.
Returning one another's head nods, Harley nodded his head in the way that Clem nodded his head.
"I know Maybell may be not much to look at to some compared to an empty headed 20-year-old, sex Goddess but at night and in the dark, what does it matter what she looks like? It more matters what she feels like with the lights out. When she's neked, she's all woman to me," he said looking at Clem as if waiting for him to respond with a wisecrack. "Besides, when I look in her eyes, I don't see her in the way that she looks now but in the way that she looked before," said Harley.
Clem nodded his head again in agreement to his friend.
"I know what you mean and I understand why you're smitten with Maybell. She's a good woman," said Clem. "You're lucky to have her. There's been plenty of men who made a play for her. In the way that Clint Eastwood did in Gran Torino tellin' them to get off his lawn, I heard she turned them all away by pointin' the business end of a shotgun at them and tellin' them to get off her land," said Clem with a laugh.
Proud of the woman that Maybell was, Harley looked at his friend with pride.
"That sounds like my Maybell," said Harley.
Clem returned Harley's head nod with his own head nod before pulling out his knife and picking up his block of wood to continue his whittling.
"The men she dated in the past never took the time to learn to know her in the way that you did. All that too many men see of her are those big tits. Not ready and willin' to take someone like her on, all that too many men wanted were just her huge breasts and not the rest of the woman behind those giant melons. All most men wanted from her was a blowjob," said Clem.
Harley smiled at his friend while knowing what a great cocksucker Maybell was.
"With her homecooked food filling my belly, her big, naked breasts filling my mouth, her round, naked ass fillin' my hands, and my cock fillin' her mouth, she's all the woman I needs. A real keeper, she's a great cook and even a better baker. She makes the best fried chicken, catfish, apple pie, and chocolate chip muffins I ever ate. Besides, she likes doin' all the things that I like doin', hikin', huntin', fishin', shootin', drinkin', and talkin' shit about some of the town folks," said Harley. "With other women dim in her bright light, life with her doesn't get any better than that."
Clem nodded his agreement.
"With her cakes and pies taking the blue ribbon at the county fair every year, I don't think there's a better cook or baker in the county than Maybell. You sure won't go hungry with her in the kitchen," said Clem.
Harley nodded his head in agreement.
"More important than any of that and all of that, she makes me laugh. She's down to earth, has loads of common sense, and sees things and knows stuff about people that I'd never see or know. She makes me happy," said Harley. "What should have been twenty-years ago is hopefully happening again now. I'm grateful and thankful to God for havin' her in my life again. I just need you to suggest what to buy her as a Valentine's gift," said Harley asking for Clem's help again.
Clem nodded his head in agreement again, this time without looking up from his whittling.
"You found a good woman, Harley. Make sure you don't do somethin' to make her angry. I wouldn't want someone like her angry at me," said Clem pointing the sharp end of his knife at him. "I don't mean anything by it but I'm just sayin'," said Clem with a knowing laugh. "You may suddenly be without brakes on your truck in the way her Daddy was or you may be eager to leave with the carnival in the way that her brother suddenly had a mind to do," said Clem with a laugh.
Harley smiled his pride that Maybell was the woman in his life.
"I love her, Clem. I really do. I'd marry her right now, if she'd have me. I'd love to have a couple of youngins with her and a dawg, a Coonhound named Blue or Zeke, to go huntin'. Only she don't wanna get married or have kids," said Harley while waiting for Clem to respond. He continued when he didn't answer. "Needin' somethin' special to change her mind about marryin' me, I want to buy her somethin' special for Valentine's Day. Only, I don't have a clue what to buy her."
* * * * *
Clem smiled at his friend.
"Well," said Clem stopping his whittling again to rub his chin. "In the way that I found 'Cilla, it sounds like you found someone special to love and cherish," said Clem. "And you should buy your woman somethin' special for Valentine's Day. You obviously know her better than anyone. You must know what she's partial to when buying something for herself. Buy her what she likes. You can't go wrong with that," said Clem nodding his head. "Instead of thinkin' of her as an estrogen filled woman with enormous breasts, think of her as a testosterone filled man with big balls," said Clem with a laugh.



Harley nodded his head in agreement.
"With what you said in mind, being that she's not big on fancy things, I'd thought I'd buy her a couple boxes of 12-gauge shells for her shotgun and 9 mm bullets for her Glock. As you know, they're not cheap. Then, I was thinkin'," said Harley with a pause before falling silent.
Clem stopped whittling to look up at his friend.
"Okay. I'll bite," said Clem. "What were you thinkin'?"
Harley kicked at the dirt as if he was embarrassed to say what he was thinking.
"Being that she already has lots of guns and unless she carries a gun in her purse, which she never carries purses, 'cause she hates pocketbooks, I thought about buying her an over the shoulder holster," said Harley. Then, as if struggling again to tell his friend what he was thinking, he kicked at the dirt again. "I figured that if I bought her two over the shoulder holsters, that, um, well, you know, that, um, maybe—"
Clem made an impatient face.
"Spit it out, Harley. We've been friends too long for you to feel uncomfortable sayin' anythin' to me, especially about Maybell," said Clem. "We've all known one another too long to feel uncomfortable about talkin' about anythin'."
Harley stared down at the ground again before staring up at his friend.
"Well, knowin' Maybell the way that I do, I thought if I bought her two of those, you know, um, over the shoulder holsters, in the way that she wears those over the shoulder boulder holsters for her breasts—"
Clem repressed a laugh.
"Bras, Harley. D'ya mean a bra? They're called bras, Harley, and Maybell has the biggest boulders and the biggest over the shoulder boulder holders in the county," said Clem letting go of his laugh. "Even though I've never seen her in her bra or even in a bathin' suit for that matter, I used to imagine her in her bra and topless when I was a horny teenager fantasizin' about Maybell's tits while masturbating myself before knowing 'Cilla."
Harley made an uncomfortable face with Clem talking about Maybell's tits. He shuffled his feet again while kicking at more dirt.
"Yeah, well, I know and I remember you goin' on about Maybell's tits in the way that I used to do too. Yet, now that I'm with her, in the way that you'd be uncomfortable talkin' about Priscilla's bra and naked breasts with me, I'm uncomfortable about talkin' about Maybell's bra and naked tits with you," said Harley.
Harley talked to his friend as if he was Hap Collins, played by James Purefoy, and Clem was Leonard Pine, played by Michael Kenneth Williams, in Hap and Leonard, and Maybell was big breasted Trudy Fawst, played Christina Hendricks.
Clem laughed out loud.
"Don't know why you'd be uncomfortable talkin' 'bout Maybell's tits now when that's all we discussed before I found my 'Cilla. Our main topic of conversation back then was wondering what Maybell's tits looked like and felt like, and bettin' on who we thought would be first to touch them, feel them, and see them," said Clem with a laugh. "Just as you surely did back then, I can't count how many times that I masturbated myself over imagining having my sexual way with Maybell's big boobs."
Harley made a face at his friend and quickly changed the subject.
"Anyways, being that I'd give her a couple boxes of 12-gauge shotgun shells and a couple boxes of 9 mm bullets along with the over the shoulder holsters on Valentine's Day..." he said pausing. "What do you think my chances are that she'd wear them shoulder holsters to bed, without the handguns, of course, and without wearing anything else, not even a nightie. I'd sure like Maybell to wear those shoulder holsters and nothin' else."
Clem laughed.
"Holy Hell, Harley. Now that you've given me quite the sexual image of Maybell wearing nothin' but shoulder holsters, I'll be takin' that with me to bed with me tonight when with 'Cilla," said Clem with a dirty laugh. "Based on her reaction when you bought her the 9 mm Glock, I'm sure she'd have a similar reaction when you bought a more shotgun shells, 9 mm and .38 caliber bullets, and her over the shoulder holsters for her guns."
Harley nodded his head in agreeance with his friend.
"Those shoulder holsters have a strap that goes around her ribs and under her breasts. Instead of her big tits sagging a little like they do when she doesn't wear a bra, shoulder holsters would give her tits the support that she obviously needs," said Harley cupping and lifting his breasts as if he had tits.
Clem laughed at his friend.
"Stop it, Harley. You're makin' me horny by giving me the image of Maybell's neked breasts. I only wish Priscilla had tits half as big as Maybell's big boobs," said Clem. "Hot damn, you're one lucky man."
Harley smiled at his friend.
"I'd sure like to have my wicked, sexual way with her big, neked breasts again. In the way that she allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her beautiful mouth when we reconnected last fall and again at Christmas when she blew me, I'd love for her to blow me again too." Harley paused as if thinking. "Call me crazy but there's somethin' sexy about a woman wearing shoulder holsters and nothin' else to bed," said Harley with a dirty laugh. "I saw that once, a cartoon in Guns & Ammo Magazine."
Clem looked up to smile at his friend.
"You're not crazy. You're just in love. Give it a try," said Clem. "What do you have to lose? It's worth a shot. You know what she likes and you hit a homerun on Christmas by buying her a 9 mm Glock," said Clem. "Being that she doesn't lug a pocketbook around, she'd probably appreciate the shoulder holsters."
As if he was thinking, Clem paused to make eye contact with his friend. Harley stared at Clem waiting for him to finish his thought.
"What?" Harley looked at his old friend. "What are you thinking?"
Clem rubbed his chin again as if he was pondering his thoughts.
"Being that you already bought her the handgun for Christmas and are buyin' her two shoulder holsters for Valentine's Day, if Maybell was my woman, I'd buy her another Glock. Instead of buyin' her a second Glock 17, as long as you can afford it, I'd buy her a Glock 20," said Clem pausing to look up at his friend. "If I was hopin' to get lucky with her big tits and with her mouth in the way you did last fall, again at Christmas, and hope to get lucky again, I'd even buy her a little somethin' special for her Glocks."
Harley looked at Clem with interest.
"Somethin' special for her Glocks? What do you mean? Other than buying her another Glock, a couple boxes 12-gauge shotgun shells, 9 mm bullets for her Glock 17, 10 mm bullets for her Glock 20, and two shoulder holsters, what else is there to buy for a Glock?"
Clem smiled at his friend.
"There's lots of accessories you could buy her for her Glocks. You could buy her a couple extra Glock magazines, one for the Glock 17 and another for the Glock 20. You could buy her one of those of them red dot, laser sights and a silencer like those Navy Seals mount on their handguns," said Clem. "Those are real cool and are legal in most states. I'm sure she'd like that enough to show you her oral appreciation, if you know what I mean," said Clem.
He laughed while moving his hand back and forth in front of his mouth and pushing his cheek out with his tongue as if giving a blowjob.
"Hot damn, Clem. Those are some real nice Valentine's Day gift suggestions," said Harley excited to make his woman happy by buying her gun accessories.
Clem looked at his friend and smiled.
"You could even buy her one of them night vision scopes."
Harley's eyes opened wide.
"Holy Hell, Clem," said Harley removing his hat from his head and slapping it against his leg. "I never thought of buying her anything like that. Buying a couple boxes of shotgun shells, 9 mm and 10 mm bullets, a second Glock, extra magazines, shoulder holsters, a red, laser sight, a silencer, and a night vision scope, Valentine's Day doesn't get any better than that," said Harley.
Clem smiled at his friend.
"Yes sir. If you want love and sex with Maybell, with her being the type of manly woman that she is, then you need to buy her more guns and ammunition," said Clem with a dirty laugh. "In the way that guns and ammunition excite most men, you may have found the way to Maybell's heart, mouth, and pussy."
Harley laughed too.
"Better than showing up at her door with flowers, candy, perfume, and a sexy nightgown, if I showed up at her door with another Glock and accessories for both of her Glocks, she'd love it. Giving her plenty of gifts to open, she'd definitely allow me to have my wicked, sexual way with her big tits while wearing her shoulder holsters and nothin' else," said Harley. "She'd definitely take me in her mouth again. She'd definitely blow me, allow me to cum in her mouth, and swallow my cum."
Clem returned to his whittling.
"I hope you have a nice Valentine's Day night with Maybell. Let me know if you get lucky," said Clem with a dirty laugh.
* * * * *
Harley bought a second Glock for his beloved Maybell for Valentine's Day, a Glock model 20 and a couple boxes of 10 mm bullets. In addition to buying her a second Glock, he bought her a couple boxes each of 12-gauge shotgun shells, 9 mm bullets for her Glock 17, and .38 caliber bullets for her Smith and Wesson. Excited to hopefully see her wearing them, he bought her two over the leather, shoulder holsters that had straps that wrapped around her ribs and rested under and supported her giant breasts.
Going along with Clem's suggestions, he bought her two, red laser sights for both of her Glocks, a silencer, extra magazines for her Glocks and, should she be out in the woods after dark, he bought her a night vision scope. Ready for bear, he was prepared to overwhelm Maybell with everything she'd hopefully ever want for her guns and for Valentine's Day. Yet, for obvious sexual reasons, he was more excited about giving her two over the shoulder holsters than he was about all of the other gifts that he was giving her.
As he had always done before, instead of wrapping her gifts in fancy gift wrap or in Valentine's Day paper with hearts and roses, Harley wrapped Maybell's gifts in camouflaged, hunting paper. He knew that she'd appreciate the camouflaged paper more than the hearts and roses paper. Instead of having to trudge up the side of the mountain carrying his heavy gifts, he was glad that she showed him another way to reach the other side of her cabin by driving up a winding country road.
Taking a chance that she'd even be home but with her not having a cellphone or a computer, he had no way to reach her. Glad that she was home, as soon as he knocked on her door, she opened it. She looked at him shocked that he was holding a box filled with gifts. Inviting him inside as soon as she opened her door, he kissed her on the lips and she returned his kiss.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Maybell," he said putting her box of gifts down on the dining room table.
Excited that she may be pleased enough to give him the Valentine's Day gift that he wanted, intimacy with her big tits, hot sex with her blonde, trimmed pussy, and a blowjob with her beautiful mouth, he couldn't wait for her to open her gifts. He couldn't wait to see the look on her face when opening each gift. He couldn't wait for him to give him hot sex in the way that she gave him hot sex at Christmas when he gave her a Glock handgun, a box of shotgun shells, and a box of 9 mm bullets.
"What's all this?"
She looked from her pile of gifts to look at him before looking at the pile of gifts again.
"Your Valentine's Day gifts," he said. "I'm doing my best to woo you," he said with a laugh.
She looked at him and made a face.
"Woo me?" She made another face. "You already have me, you big dummy," she said. "You hungry?"
He smiled.
"I could eat but after you open your gifts," he said figuring that she'd satisfy his sexual lust for her before she filled his belly. "Open this one first," he said handing her a gift.
She accepted the gift from him and sat at her dining room table to open it.
"It's heavy," she said weighing in her hand as if she was weighing a fish she caught. "What is it?"
He smiled.
"Open it," he said.
She opened her gift and as soon as she saw the box, she knew what it was.
"Oh, my God. Oh no you didn't. Harley? You bought me another Glock and extra magazines. Oh, wow! Thank you," she said. "I love my other Glock but now having two Glocks, it's time to retire my .38," she said.
She kissed him and he returned his kiss.
"This Glock is a Glock 20 and takes 10 mm bullets. It's more powerful than the Glock 17 that I bought you for Christmas," he said. "This gun will drop a grizzly," he said reiterating all that Clem had said.
She looked at her new gun impressed.
"Thank you, Harley," said Maybell giving him another and longer kiss.
He handed her another gift.
"Open this one next," he said.
She looked at him with embarrassment.
"I didn't buy you anything for Valentine's Day, Harley. Actually, I forgot that it was Valentine's Day," she said. "I did make you a nice meal and baked you an apple pie. I was comin' to town to get you later."
He gave her a smile.
"Other than wishing you'd allow me to buy you a cellphone and/or a computer, the only Valentine's gift that I want is to have sex with you," he said. "The only Valentine that I want is you naked and on your bed," he said with a dirty laugh. "The only Valentine's gift that I want is to be sexually intimate with your big tits."
Rolling her eyes and sighing while ignoring him wanting to buy her a cellphone and/or a computer, she opened her next gift.
"The last thing I need is a computer and/or a cellphone," she said opening her gift. "What's this?"
He pulled one out of the box and mounted it on her Glock to show her.
"They're red dot sights." He lit up the wall with a red dot. "See? "You'll never miss your target with this attached to your guns."
She looked at him astonished.
"I've never seen anything like that," she said as if she was sexually excited as she was when the first time seeing his naked prick.
He handed her another gift.
"Open this one next," he said.
She shook the wrapped boxes.
"It sounds like bullets to me," she said with a laugh. "Lemme guess, shotgun shells 9 mm bullets, .38 caliber bullets, and 10 mm bullets?" She unwrapped the gift. "Thank you, Harley," she said giving him another kiss. "You can't go wrong buying a country girl bullets," she said with a laugh.
He returned her kiss with his kiss before handing her yet another wrapped gift.
"Oh, my God, Harley. You went overboard. You bought me more for Valentine's Day than you did for my birthday or for Christmas combine," she said while laughing with glee.
He handed her another gift and she opened her gift.
"A night vision scope? You bought me a night vision scope? I can't wait to try it out with my red dot sights. Thank you, Harley," she said kissing him again.
He handed her yet another gift.
"You're welcome," he said.
She unwrapped the gift as if she was a little girl at Christmas. Wanting to spoil her, he figured that her Daddy and brother never bought her anything and he'd be right.
"What's this?" She removed the item from the box?
He took it from her hand and attached it to the Glock.
"It's a silencer. They're legal in this state and in 41 other states. Now, you can shoot your gun without disturbing anyone. The Navy Seals use them on their Glocks too," he said.
She looked at him amazed.
"You bought me everything that I could possibly want," she said giving him another kiss.
He smiled at her while handing her the last gift.
"I save the best gift for last," he said with a dirty laugh. "This gift is as much for you as it is for me," he said giving her a wide smile. "I hope you like it. I hope you'll wear it."
She looked at him surprised.
"With what that gun cost, I would have figured that the Glock or the night vision scope were the best gifts," she said.
She stared down at her new gun while holding it in her hand. She stared at the boxes of shotgun shells, 9 and 10 mm bullets, at the .38 caliber bullets, the extra magazines, at her red dot sights, night vision scope, and at her silencer. As if she was staring at a sexy nightgown, a dozen, red roses, perfume, jewelry, and a box of candy, she was happy. She opened her last gift.
"Somethings are more valuable than money," he said with a dirty laugh.
"Shoulder holsters, two of them, one for each Glock. I'll be armed and dangerous now," she said laughing. "I've never had a shoulder holster."
Harley looked at her with sexually excitement mixed with embarrassment.
"Actually, the holsters are as much for you as they are for me," he said again with another dirty laugh.
She looked at him with curiosity.
"How's that?"
He gave her a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"As your Valentine's gift to me, I was hoping you'd wear them to bed tonight, without the guns, of course, with nothing else, just the holsters," he said watching for her response.
She returned his sexy smile and naughty look with her sexy smile and naughty look.
"Oh, Harley, you know just what a girl wants. I'd love to wear my holsters to bed for you while wearing nothing else," she said. "While you have your wicked, sexual way with my big tits, I can't wait to take you in my mouth again in the way that I did on Christmas," she said. "I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth. After you make love to me, fuck me, and give me sexual orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock, I can't wait to give you a sexual orgasm with my mouth. I can't wait to swallow your cum," she said giving him a deep, wet kiss.
* * * * *
Finally, finding a man who not only appreciated her as a human being instead of a tall, beautiful, blue-eyed, natural blonde woman with big tits, giving her space to come around, Harley understood Maybell. She was so happy with her Valentine's gifts that she asked him to move in with her. Pregnant on her 39th birthday, they married and added an extension to her house just before she had her babies, fraternal twins, a boy they named Brody and a girl they named Daisy. They bought a Coonhound and because the way that his hips moved when he walked, they named him Elvis.
THE END
Please vote. This is a Valentine's Day contest story. As if your vote is my applause, please give me the courtesy of your vote.
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As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
*
There's no one here but us. Tell me. Do you wish you were rich? If you're not already rich, do you wonder why you're not rich? Why "them" and not "you"?
Listed below are SusanJillParker's miscellaneous ramblings of things that are not right and/or not fair with the biggest issue being money. MONEY. M-O-N-E-Y. Money, greed, power, and influence. The sad truth is that things between the haves and the have nots will not get better but will continue to worsen.
Author's warning:
If you're a frustrated person permanently imbedded in the middle class, someone who has a bad heart and/or high blood pressure, do not read this story. If you're an angry person who is imbued in your lowly status, prone to bouts of anger and fits of violent rage, and who has access to a firearm, do not read this story. Instead, read some of my less angry stories, especially the mother and son incest stories, those will excite you sexually instead of upset you angrily. Fan favorites are Bag Lady & the Retired Marine, Mother Sleeps with Son on Nude Day, Young Woman with Older Man, or my latest Valentine's contest story, LOVE, SEX, GUNS, and Ammunition.
Don't forget to vote and, if you haven't already, don't forget to add me to your list of favorite authors. Now for my story.
Do You Wish You Were Rich?
Sometimes, I'm so angry that I want to stick my head out the window and scream, as Peter Finch did as Howard Beale in the movie, Network.
"I'm mad as Hell, and I'm not going to take this anymore!"
Even though it may make me feel better to blow off some steam and let out my anger and my frustration, what good would it do? Living in a quiet neighborhood of Mennonites, while caring for an elderly Mennonite woman, I'd be deemed a lunatic by her friends and our neighbors. Already an outcast because I'm a tall, busty, blue-eyed blonde of English, Italian, and Czechoslovakian descent and not Mennonite, I'd be shunned and shamed by the other Mennonites, and/or arrested for disturbing the peace.
Calling undue attention to myself, I'd be even more of an outcast in a society where we all conform and go about our business quietly, obediently, and without complaint. I worked hard all my life. I worked full-time while attending night school and earning a college education at Northeastern University in Boston. No longer wanting to work doing accounting, I thought graduating magna cum laude with a BS degree in English with Creative Writing and English Literature minors would insure that I'd have a job in my chosen field.
I thought wrong. Not long after I graduated, the recession hit and I was just another out of work white collar worker. Struggling to get by, and never finding another good paying, full-time job with benefits, I'm angry that I'm poor and not rich. Aren't you angry that you're poor and not rich? Honestly, wouldn't you rather be rich than poor?
"Who wouldn't? Right?"
Surely, in the way that you work so very hard, you deserve to be rich. Think about it. Why "them" and not "you"? What did "they" do to deserve to be rich?
"Have they worked harder then you? No."
What did "you" do wrong not to be blessed with enormous wealth?
"Nothing."
How dare you be treated less than the person that you are because you don't have money? Oxymoronically, with money the root of so much evil when you don't have money, money is the root of so much good when you do have money. Those of us who have barely enough money for ourselves will never know what it's like to help someone in need. Yet, even with our limited resources, we still give to charities, our church, the Salvation Army kettle at Christmas, telethons, and whatever spare change we have in our pockets to help feed the homeless.
Sad to write this but with this my reality too, like most of us, you'd be lucky to earn a million-dollars in your forty-year, working career. A million-dollars. Wow. How a million-dollars that sounds like so much money can be deemed so little money when divided over forty-years? No longer do we think of a millionaire as being rich. Billionaires are the ones who now rule the world.
Jeff Bezos, the CEO and founder of Amazon, now deemed the richest man in the world ahead of Bill Gates of Microsoft fame, earned $6 billion dollars in just twenty-minutes last April when his stock jumped. Bill Gates makes $386 every second, $23,150 every minute, $1.38 million every hour, $33.3 million every day, and $12.154 billion each year that he's alive. Now compare that to what you earn in an hour, a week, and a year.
"Calm down. Relax. Don't get angry. Take a breath. It's just money. Besides, just as there's much more to life than money, there's much more of this story to read."
Bill Gates earning $12 billion dollars a year is money, real money. Yet, why him and not you? Why him and not me? It's not fair. It's not right. What about you? What about me? Hello? We'd all like to have some money too," I said suddenly feeling like Oliver Twist in Charles Dickens' novel Oliver Twist.
Born to a wealthy family, receiving the best education, the best career and/or employment opportunities, and the best of everything, seemingly "they" got all the lucky breaks and "you" and "I" didn't. Suspiciously obvious that they got so much while you got so little makes one wonder if "they" made a deal with the Devil? If "they" did make a deal with the Devil, can "anyone" make that deal? Can "you" make a deal with the Devil. At the expense of burning in Hell for all of eternity, if you could make a deal with the Devil, would you make a deal with the Devil if it meant that you could live the rest of your life without wanting for anything?
Imagine all that you'd buy. Imagine all that you'd do. Imagine the places you'd travel to and the things you'd see. Imagine wanting for and having to wait nothing. Imagine having everything at your immediate reach. New car? No problem. Which one? What color? New house? What style? How many square feet? How many bedrooms and bathrooms? Is a three-car garage big enough? You pick where you'd like to live. Imagine being able to afford season football tickets and tickets to the Super Bowl.
"More beer and give me the good beer this time, the American beer, and not the imported beer from Germany," said Jack to his man servant, Jeeves.
Jeeves tapped his heels together and bowed his head deeply as if he was serving the Emperor of Japan instead of Jack, a big, jackpot, lottery winner.
"Yes, my Lord. Right away my Lord," said Jeeves who was instructed to call his employer my Lord even though he didn't earn the title, wasn't born into the title, or had inherited that title.
Jeeves, real name, Larry but changed by Jack, disappeared for a moment and returned with a champagne bucket full of ice, cold Samuel Adams Utopias beer. With an alcohol volume of 28%, five times that of most beers, illegal in 12 states, and tasting more like a fine liquor, with the sweetness of a cognac or strong port than beer, Samuel Adams Utopias beer sells for $200 a bottle. Best enjoyed one ounce at a time instead of guzzling the whole bottle, it's served in a gold bottle that more looks like an expensive, handmade, antique flask.
'I wonder what that tastes like,' I thought. 'If that's $200 a bottle, I wonder how for a sip?'
I unbuttoned the top two buttons of my blouse, walked in a high-end bar, and leaned forward over the bar to expose my long line of sexy cleavage before giving the bartender my sexiest smile.
"Bartender. Give me a bottle of Samuel Adams Utopias beer. Don't bother opening the bottle. I can't afford it. I just want to look at it and hold it in my hand while licking the outside of the bottle," I said before the bouncer asked me to leave.
* * * * *
Speaking of the Devil, surely, Tom Brady, quarterback of the New England Patriots, made a deal with the Devil to be born so tall, so handsome, so healthy, and so successful. He must have made a deal with the Devil for him to be the GOAT, the greatest of all time. Arguably better than Joe Montana, every time he steps on the field, he breaks another record, wins another game, and earns another Super Bowl ring.
'Brady...Brady...Brady,' I chanted to myself every time I thought of Tom Terrific.
"What the fuck? Are you kidding me? When does my team get to play in the Super Bowl? Lucky bastard. He's such a lucky bastard," said Bob, a Pittsburgh Steelers' fan at the bar to no one while crying in his beer that his beloved Steelers were beaten by the Jaguars and were one and done in the playoffs.
Steve, from Boston, wearing a Brady shirt, a New England Patriot's jacket and Super Bowl LI hat, gave Bob a pat on the back.
"Better luck next year, Bob," said Steve leaving the bar laughing. "Loser," he said under his breath but loud enough for Bob to hear.
Bob turned to Steve filled with disappointment, anger, and rage.
"Shut the fuck up! Fuck you, Steve! Fuck Boston. Fuck the New England Patriots. Fuck Brady. Fuck Belichick, fuck Kraft, and fuck Gisele," yelled Bob long after Steve left the bar.
Moreover, not just successful in his career but successful in love and in marriage, Brady must have made a deal with the Devil to be married to such a beautiful, sexy, and super-rich, supermodel, Gisele. He dumped Bridget Moynahan, an ex-model, and now actress Erin Reagan on Blue Bloods. They had a son, Benjamin Brady.
Yet, why him and not you? What did "you" do wrong in your life to live in such poverty and despair while "he" lives in such greatness and splendor? Go ahead, I'll give you a minute while you look at your obese wife and before looking at a fashion photo of nearly naked Gisele with her hair blowing back in the wind.
"I rest my case."
Seriously, in the way that Warren Beatty starred in the remake of Heaven Can Wait in 1978, as Joe Pendleton, the star quarterback of the Los Angeles Rams, don't you wish you were Tom Brady. Yeah, sure, you hate the man. So, what? Yet, if you made a deal with the Devil and was reincarnated as Tom Brady in the way that Warren Beatty was reincarnated as Joe Pendleton, you'd jump at the chance to win more Super Bowl rings while having sex with Gisele.
"Gisele get on your knees and kiss my Super Bowl rings while sucking my prick," said Tom Brady to his supermodel wife. "I'm thinking about wearing my sixth Super Bowl ring on my cock. What do you think?"
Gisele looked up at her handsome husband and made a face.
"I think the diamonds would chip my teeth, Tommy," she said.
Gisele kissed her husband's Super Bowl rings before taking his erect cock in hand and before taking his stiff prick in her mouth.
"Let's play that ex-boyfriend game again. While blowing me, pretend that I'm one of your exes, Kelly Slater, Josh Hartnett, Chris Evans, Leonardo DiCaprio (boy, he gets around), Ricardo Mansur, Rodrigo Santoro, Scott Barnhill, or Paulo Roberto Diniz, Jr," said Tom. "Let's go with Leonardo this time."
Her favorite game to play, Gisele stared up at her husband and smiled while sucking his prick.
"Yes, Tommy. Anything for you," said Gisele playing the role of the submissive wife while pretending that she was blowing Leonardo DiCaprio again. "As long as you pretend that I'm one of your exes too," she said removing his dick tattooed with a Patriots logo and his jersey number 12 to speak. "Which ex-lover would you want me to be, Bridget Moynahan, Tara Reid, Layla Roberts, or Meghan Vasconcellos."
Tom Brady smiled at his wife as if smiling at his receiver catching a 50-yard pass for a touchdown. Something he always does in the locker room that has transcended in his love life with Gisele, he slapped her ass before giving her a high five.
"The only lover that I want to imagine blowing me is you, Gisele," said Tom always saying the right thing to his woman.
Whether you like Tom Brady and Gisele or not, just as you secretly wish you were Tom Brady, I secretly wish I was Gisele Bundchen. The last of the supermodels, I can't imagine being as rich and as successful.
"It's not fair. It's not right. Why does Brady have everything and you have nothing? Why does Gisele have everything and I have nothing?"
* * * * *
At one time or another, except for those who are already rich, we all wish we were rich. Am I right? Don't we? Don't you? I wish that I was rich all the time, at least once a week. Especially every time I go to Wal-Mart and must mingle with the masses, I wish I was rich enough to hire someone to do my food shopping. Yet, if I was rich, I wouldn't be buying food at Wal-Mart, that's for sure.
"Hey! Fuck off, pervert," said Susan to a man who grabbed her big breast in a Wal-Mart aisle as he passed by her.
She eyed the man running away before heading to checkout to wait in line. As if trying to move the line faster, the woman behind her bumped Susan's ass with her cart, not once, not twice, but three times.
"Hey! You bump my ass with that carriage one more time and I'm gonna deck you lady," said Susan to the impatient, obese, and ugly woman in line behind her.
Now that the world is so complex and so crazy with everyone running around in circles just trying to keep up, don't you wish you were rich, rich enough to disappear from all of the lunacy and hide somewhere safe, exclusive, and luxurious? Think about it, if you had the money to relocate anywhere in the country, where would you go? Which state would you live? Do you have a particular state in mind or would you travel the country in one of those million-dollar, recreational vehicles? Maybe you'd leave the country. Think about it, if you had the money to live in any country in the world, which country would you live?
C'mon, be honest. There's no one here, just me and you and I won't tell anyone which state or which country you picked to live if you were rich. Based on the ignorance of the poverty in your choice of countries, I won't embarrass you by telling anyone that your dream countries are South Africa, Jamaica, Brazil, or Venezuela. Taking my life in my hands, I'd never live in any of those countries. They're not only poor countries but also crime infested countries. You'd be safer living on the south side of Chicago.
"Get down! It's a drive by shooting! He has a gun!"
Seriously though, you can't tell me that you never wished you were rich. Imagine doing anything you wanted to do whenever you wanted to do it. Imagine traveling anywhere on a private jet or on a huge, luxury yacht any time without having to wait in line to go through security to board. Imagine going anywhere in the world you wanted to go whenever you wanted to go.
"Wow. Now, that's being rich."
Imagine buying anything you wanted. Imagine living life large. I imagine living life like a king. Imagine being chauffeured in a thirteen-million-dollar, Rolls-Royce Sweptail. Imagine owning a Hatteras 100 RP, $4.2 million dollar, one-hundred-two-foot yacht or something bigger, more luxurious, and more expensive. Imagine being surrounded by beautiful, young, naked women ready to cater to your every perverse sexual whim and erotic desire.
"Now we're talking."
Imagine being surrounded by women ready to give you your sexual fantasy. Imagine being able to have sex with a different woman every day. Imagine these women wanting to have sex with you as much as you want to have sex with them.
"May I suck your dick, again, Master," asked Connie, a 24-year-old, dark hair, sexy and shapely, Italian beauty?
Staring sexily in his eyes, Connie slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips while moving to her knees beside Jack. Sexually teasing him, he stared at her as he watched her remove her top and her low-cut brassiere to expose her naked and perfectly shaped, C cup breasts with big, erect nipples. Then, while staring up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes, she unzipped him and pulled out his prick in preparation to suck him, her multi-millionaire master.
"Not right now, Connie. Sorry but it's Jessica's turn to blow me," said Jack, a multi-million-dollar, lottery, jackpot winner. "Then after Jessica blow's me, it's Diane's turn to blow me, and then Mary. Sorry," said Jack again while flipping through the full pages of his little, black book, "You're not scheduled to blow me until next Tuesday. I have a couple of Russian whores arriving this weekend and they have dibs on sucking and fucking my cock before you."
Seriously, with grandma Rose or Uncle Harold not dying anytime soon to bequeath you your inheritance, at the very least, don't you wish you could win the lottery? Imagine what you'd do with the multi-million-dollar, jackpot prize. Oh, my God. If only it was your turn to win the big one, just imagine how your life would change when winning all of that money.
Think about it. Don't limit yourself to only buying a big house and a new car, allow your imagination to go wild. What would you do if you won the lottery? Would you leave your wife, disown your children, leave all your pain-in-the-ass relatives and needy friends behind, and live the good life, la Vida Loca, while surrounding yourself with whores like Jack? Or would you do the decent, moral, and right thing, albeit the stupid thing, and share your wealth with your family, relatives, and friends?
'I never should have told them that I won the lottery. I should have disappeared in the night,' thought Jack. 'I should have left my wife and kids behind and moved to Vegas, Aspen, or Monaco,' thought Jack while watching his wife redecorating their new, big, house with draperies, expensive furniture, and overpriced artwork.
Jack made an angry face behind his wife's back while she was busy talking with her interior decorator, Todd, a gay man wearing a pale, blue suit and a multi-colored bowtie.
"I love the color of the new drapes, Honey, and that couch looks very comfortable," said Jack. "That original painting of a Campbell's tomato soup can by Andy Warhol is very intriguing."
He gave his wife, Audrey, a smile and the thumbs up sign to the interior decorator while wishing he was dead or that she suddenly died.
'I could have had a penthouse bachelor's pad and a new, red Ferrari,' thought Jack while smiling again at his wife. 'I could have had sex with a different a woman every night. I could have been a player and a multi-million-dollar playboy. I could have kept all of my lottery winnings to myself instead of watching my fat, ugly wife spending all my money. I could have been happy instead of being so tense, miserable, sexually frustrated, and sad.'
* * * * *
Now that I'm writing about the lottery, why do "they" make it so impossibly difficult for anyone to win ten-thousand-dollars, five-thousand-dollars, one-thousand-dollars, one-hundred-dollars, or even five-dollars? Is it that "they" don't want anyone to win small amounts that will take away from the big jackpots? Perhaps, the lottery commission and the people who work there make more money when dragging out the jackpot week after week? If any other company, but the lottery commission advertised a million-dollar jackpot and gave the winner four-hundred-thousand-dollars after taking the one-time payout and after taxes, they'd go to jail for false advertising and fraud.
What would I do if I won the lottery? I'd take the one-time payment, then I sue their asses for false advertising and fraud. As far as I'm concerned it should be illegal to say that you'll win one amount and then receive a much smaller amount. How is that even legal? Am I right? Yet, most lottery winners are happy with what they've won, even if they were cheated out of winning more by the lottery making false promises and misleading claims.
Who can legally advertise without being sued that you'll win one amount and then give you a different amount when you win? No one else can do that without going to jail for false advertising and fraud? Yeah, sure there are disclaimers in fine print somewhere. Yet, what the lottery hypes is not the amount you'll will receive as a one-time payout after taxes but the amount of the fictitious jackpot. Has nothing changed since flimflam men sold snake oil from the back of their wagons claiming that their magic potions cured everything but drunkenness after you drank the thing?



"What are you drinking," asked Barbara, Norman's wife?
Norman looked at his wife as if it was none of her business what he was drinking.
"If you must know," said Norman defensively while giving her a haughty look. "I'm drinking my medicine, Barbara. I'm drinking a magic elixir that cures everything," said Norman while hiccupping and showing unsteadiness on his feet.
Barbara made a face of disbelief.
"Magic elixir?" She laughed. "Did you get that from the snake oil salesman who sold you those losing lottery tickets?" She sniffed the bottle. "Medicine my ass. This is alcohol and you're drunk. More money down the drain. If it's not bad enough that you waste money playing a lottery that you'll never win, you waste your money on this rotgut, moonshine poison."
Norman smiled at his wife.
"If I don't play the lottery, I'll never win the lottery. And when I drink my medicine, by the time I finish the bottle, I no longer hear your voice and see your face," he said with a laugh. "It's worth every penny, poof, when you suddenly and magically disappear."
Moreover, when states are making money hand over fist because of lottery monies received from losing lottery players, why do they dare charge taxes on your winnings? That's not right. That's just wrong. With the state always with their hand in your pocket and out to grab what little, extra money you have, and with you betting money that has already been taxed, it smells like double taxation to me. Granted you may deduct your losses but with the new tax laws, unless you won big on the lottery and/or had a heart and kidney transplant, you'd be better off taking the standard deduction than itemizing your deductions.
"Let's hear from you? How many thousands of dollars do you think you lost over the years while hoping to win the lottery jackpot and scratching lottery scratch tickets? You'd be better off rolling the dice in Vegas. At least you'd get to see a show while ogling the waitresses flashing you their asses and tits."
While we're discussing the lottery, who gets these lottery jobs anyway? Have you ever seen an ad in the local paper for a lottery job? Are their employees all politically appointed and influentially connected? Or does the lottery commission only hire relatives and friends of employees before giving them new, company cars to drive?
"It's not fair. It's not right."
* * * * *
Speaking of new cars... Even though a car salesman will tell you the opposite, buying a new car from the dealer's lot is more expensive than special ordering the car from the manufacturer and waiting the eight weeks to receive it. Did you know that? How many knew that? Let's see a show of hands. No one.
"Hmm."
I bet you didn't know that you can special-order a new car from the manufacturer. I bet you didn't know that special ordering a car from the manufacturer will not cost you more but less. Well, you're not alone. Instead of special ordering a car, more than ninety-five percent of new car buyers trust their new car salesman enough to buy whatever car they have on their lot and in stock.
"Do you have it in...blue," said the customer knowing very little about the car he was buying and giving the salesman his only criteria in buying a new car?"
The salesman smiled with dollar signs in his eyes.
"I do have this particular model in blue. Tell me, how much can you afford as a monthly payment?"
Never tell the salesman your monthly payment number because when you do, all negotiations end.
Back to special ordering a car from the factory. Most cars can be ordered from the factory through the dealership. It generally takes six to eight weeks for the factory to make your special-order car and deliver it to the dealer. If it cost less to get the color and the options that you want on a new car, why wouldn't you order a new car from the factory instead of buying a new car from the dealer's lot?
Why is special ordering the car from the factory cheaper? Because as soon as a dealer books a car into inventory, he adds insurance costs and finance fees that he must pay the manufacturer each month that the car sits unsold on his lot. Those insurance costs and finance fees are prorated and added to the price of the car and charged to you, the customer.
Second, by special ordering a car, you can pick the color that you want. Why is that important? Most cars that sit on a dealer's lot are white, silver, grey, blue, or black. If you want yellow, orange, red, green, or any other unusual color, that's a special-order car. Moreover, any additional accessories that make the car go faster, last longer, and/or make it more fun to drive are not available on dealers' lot cars. Furthermore, all of those options that add to the enjoyment of driving the car are mere pennies on the dollar to buy from the manufacturer than to add by the dealer after taking delivery of your new car.
Some car manufacturers such as Audi, BMW, Mercedes-Benz, Porsche, and Volvo offer special European travel and delivery deals when special ordering a car. Moreover, a United States Audi, BMW, Mercedes-Benz, Porsche, or Volvo dealer will begrudgingly you give you a four or five percent discount when ordering a new car. Yet, when special ordering the same car from the manufacturer and waiting two to four months to receive your new car to arrive, the manufacturer will give the customer a seven to eleven percent discount off their sticker price. That's well worth the wait, don't you think?
They will also pay your airfare there, give you one night free at a hotel, and give you a tour of their factory. When in Europe, before the car is shipped to your local dealer, you get to drive your new car with two-weeks of free insurance provided by the manufacturer. When you're finished touring Europe, they'll ship your car to the United States. Shipping, of course, the same price, no matter if you buy the car from the dealer or the manufacturer is always extra, and not part of discounts, and added on after your negotiated price.
If you really want to save money when buying a car, instead of buying a new car, buy a used car. A two-year-old, low mileage, used car will save you thousands of dollars in purchase price, taxes, and insurance. Yet, buyer beware. I wouldn't buy any used car that was in an accident, had exceptionally high mileage, had an altered or rebuilt title, or was in a flood.
Then, there are those who prefer leasing a car. Car leases are more deemed for businesses than they are for individuals. In my opinion, I wouldn't lease a car unless I owned a business and could write off the entire amount of the lease as a business expense.
In the way "they" do with new car leases, "they" do with drug commercials. The car manufacturers and dealers flash their disclaimers on the screen too fast to read and in dull, hard to read, small print to protect their asses. As it is with new car leases, it is with prescription drugs. Just as there are more penalties with leasing a new car, there are too many dangerous side effects with taking a drug. Car manufacturers and pharmaceutical companies should be upfront and honest without lying to the public about new cars leases and/or the side effects of prescription drugs sold.
"It's not right. It's not fair."
As far as I'm concerned in regards to new car leases, a true car lease are those leases advertised from car manufacturers and not from car dealerships and/or banks. A true car lease requires no money down and not the thousands of dollars down that banks and car dealerships require. A true car lease has a much smaller monthly payment than the payment you'd have if buying a car to own and if leasing a car from a dealership or a bank.
* * * * *
Before getting ahead of ourselves, while we're on the subject of lotteries, contests, and grand prize scams, here's another sore point that makes me angry. Even though they advertise that the winner of the America's Got Talent contest will receive a one-million-dollar grand prize, did you know that the winner of America's Got Talent doesn't receive the one-million-dollar grand prize? I guess you never read the fine print that briefly appears in dull, hard to read print at the bottom of the TV screen.
Technically, if AGT winners want to impatiently accept forty, twenty-five-thousand-dollar, financial annuity, yearly payments over forty-frigging-years, yes, they'll technically receive one-million-dollars before taxes. Yet, even then, whatever expenses the contestants have incurred are deducted from their winnings. Moreover, that's not what AGT advertises and hypes. They advertise and hype a one-million-dollar grand prize to the winner even though winners don't receive the one-million-dollar grand prize when they win.
"Are you kidding me? Give me a break? How is that possible? Why is that legal? Talk about greed, fraud, false advertising, and deception. Talk about using and abusing naïve contestants. That's bullshit. That's not right and that's not fair."
Instead, of having to wait forty-frigging-years for their winnings, most people take the one-time payment and after taxes, even then, hardly not the million-dollar prize advertised, they're lucky to receive four-hundred-thousand-dollars. Not nearly enough money to be deemed a millionaire, that's hardly enough to be deemed rich. That's barely enough to buy a house, a new car, take a vacation, and set aside some money for a rainy day.
As far as I'm concerned, that's false advertising. That's fraud. While Simon and his cohorts and co-conspirators, Heidi Klum, Mel B., and Howie Mandel are making multi-million-dollar salaries while sitting on the asses and insulting talented contestants, contestants make nothing.
"Now that you're a millionaire, what will you do with your one-million-dollar, grand prize?"
Tyra Banks asks the same annoying question of every performer, the singer, the dancer, the juggler, the comedian, or the ventriloquist as I yell at the TV screen that the prize is twenty-five-thousand-dollars over forty-years and not one-million-dollars now. Does she really believe that the winners are instant millionaires? Did she not take the time to read the fine print of the contest prize and the contracts written by a dozen lawyers in favor of America's Got Talent? Or is she that dumb?
Actually, with her net worth estimated at nearly one-hundred-million-dollars, we know that Tyra Banks is not a stupid woman. Harvard Business School even allowed her to attend classes as part of an Owner/President Management extension program but she's hardly a Harvard graduate, even though she sometimes acts like she is. Something more to enhance her image and feed her ego than to add to her professional qualifications, she received a certificate from Harvard and not a degree.
"Well, Tyra, in the way that you're a multi-millionaire for standing still and looking sexy, pretty, and smiling while showing most of your big, natural breasts and being photographed, I'm no millionaire," said the amateur comedian vying to win the contest. "If by chance I live forty more years to receive all of the prize money that I supposedly won, in the meantime, I'll live off the twenty-five-thousand-dollars given to me yearly, before taxes, to pay for my rent and buy food."
Moreover, signing their rights away by signing a contract that is not written for them but for America's Got Talent producers, AGT reserves the right that their winning prize offer can be withdrawn at any time and the prize money not paid.
"What? Are you kidding me? How's that? That's not right. That's not fair."
How can AGT falsely advertise that the winner will receive one-million-dollars when the winner only receives twenty-five-thousand dollars a year over forty years less expenses. Then, whenever they deem necessary, how can they decide to no longer pay the winner their measly, twenty-five-thousand-dollar yearly payments before taxes. How greedy and deceiving can they be? Do they even pay these people for appearing and competing in the talent show?
"Mom," said the winner of America's Got Talent excitedly! "I received mail from AGT. It must be my first twenty-five-thousand-check for winning America's Got Talent. Oh, my God," said the ventriloquist dejectedly and depressingly after she opened her mail.
Mother looked at her child horrified.
"What? What's wrong baby?"
The winner of the contest looked up at her mother with tears in her eyes.
"It says that they rescinded my prize because Simon used my prize money to buy a new Rolls Royce for himself."
Are you kidding me? If this wasn't true, I'd never believe it. After all the concern that the panel of judges showed for these poor souls bearing their hearts out to America, how dare they not pay the prize money? After all the money that AGT makes from running this contest, how dare they be allowed to rescind their prize money offer?
"That's not right. That's not fair."
* * * * *
Some of us wish to be rich more than others while others are happy with their lot in life without having the complications of fame, fortune, and wealth. Some of us still believe that being rich is not in material possessions but in the way that Jimmy Stewart was characterized in 'It's a Wonderful Life,' and being surrounded by a loving family and supportive friends. Some of us believe that they're already rich by living a good life, having a good job, owning a nice house, believing in God, attending church regularly, having money in the bank, and enjoying good health.
"Seriously. Are you kidding me? What a crock of shit? Who are these people, cult members? How can all these Bible thumpers be so naïve and so stupid. I'd rather be rich than to be surrounded by a loving family and supportive friends. In the words of the late, great Howard Hughes, who needs family and friends? I can buy all of them later with money. Give me money. MONEY! Show me the MONEY!"
After preaching the Bible and preaching what their congregation should and shouldn't do, the hypocritical Evangelicals had an about face recently when retreating from their moral high ground. Instead of lambasting President Trump for all of his lies, his insulting tweets, his comments about grabbing pussies, and his abhorrent sexual behavior, instead of shunning him from him having sexual affairs with prostitutes and porn stars, they're embracing him. Seemingly, all that the Evangelicals care about is what President Trump can do for them while not giving a care to what he had done in the past and continues to do in the present. After all of their holier than thou, moral posturing, all they really care about is MONEY.
In the way that Cuba Gooding, Jr. said as Rod Tidwell, "Show me the money," in Jerry Maguire with Tom Cruise as Jerry Maguire, I'd love to see some money. Show me the money. Let's see some green. Put your money where your mouth is and show me the Benjamins. That's right. Stack those 100's high on my table.
Alas, with life hardly a bowl of cherries, as Peggy Lee sung the song written by Jerry Leiber and Mike Stoller, 'Is That All There Is?' Literally and figuratively, is that all there is? If that's all there is, then, let's go dancing.
"Dancing? Who can dance at a time like this? Fuck going dancing. If you're not showing me the money, then I'm going home. Bye. See ya later. I have better things to do than to have sex with your flabby ass for free."
Are we all supposed to be satisfied with our lot in life and accept our fate when we weren't lucky enough to be born with a silver spoon in our mouths? When we're stuck at the bottom of the ladder, can't reach the next rung up, and with no one there to give us a handout or a leg up, what are we supposed to do? Without money and the opportunity to make money, continuing for generations, most of us are doomed to live in poverty all of our lives.
Most of us believe that we're middle class. Because we have a job, a roof over our heads, and food to eat, most of us are naively comfortable and submissively go along with the status quo. Rather than planning for our future, ergo retirement, we relax in front of the TV or play video games on the computer. Most of us are happy with that average middleclass designation. Yet, compared to the rich, with them able to buy and sell us at any time, we're nothing and nobody. Collateral damage to whatever laws and political policies our legislators make, we're expendable.
After working so hard to make our way up the ladder of success, all that it takes for us to go back to the end of the line of life and languish at the poverty level is a setback slide from a serious illness. All it takes to go back to square one is a severe accident or merely losing our job. All it takes to ruin our lives is divorce or, God forbid, a death of a spouse or the loss of a child.
Few of us can scrape together a thousand dollars for an unplanned for emergency. Our lives are so fragile financially that most of us, but for the rich, live day-by-day, hand-to-mouth, and paycheck-to-paycheck. In a blink of an eye, after precariously teetering on financial ruin year-after-year, we can have the rug literally pulled out from under us at any time.
"That's not right. That's not fair."
Alas and disappointingly, perhaps, Jack Nicholson as Melvin Udall in As Good as It Gets, was correct in his assessment of life. When leaving his psychiatrist's office, what he said to those in the waiting room was as shocking as it was prophetically true. An angry man, he was made angrier by the reality of his difficulties in controlling his habitual and compulsive life of idiosyncrasies, eccentricities, and odd quirks.
"What if this is as good as it gets," asked Jack to a waiting room filled with mentally troubled patients?
Sadly, what if he's right in his assessment of life. What if this is as good as it gets? Are you happy with that? Can you live with that? Are you satisfied with your life in the way that it is now? Have you complacently settled not to achieve more than what you already have? What if this is as good as it gets and your life never gets any better than this? If that forced to swallow reality is not depressing enough, then I don't know what is more depressing other than knowing that you're going to die.
"If that's all there is, then, let's keep dancing and have a ball. Yet, sadly and unfortunately, if that's all there is and this is as good as it gets is not good for everyone. Unless you're living the good life, then what's the sense of living when we can't afford to go dancing because we don't have the money and have to work the next day?"
For those mentally troubled people waiting see the doctor, a real reality check, by the looks on their faces was as if Melvin Udall had splashed cold water in their faces and/or had given them electric shock therapy. Were they crazy enough to believe that their lives would be any better without money? We all need money not only to survive and live but to experience all that living life has to offer. Seriously, who wants to go on living life if that's all that there is and if this is as good as it gets?
Alas, if only those who subscribed to the notion that they're already rich without money realized that only the good die young, perhaps they'd change their tune. If only they realized that only the good die young, perhaps they'd do something wrong, bad, and/or illegal after realizing that...according to Billy Joel's song, Only the Good Die Young, that, indeed, only, the good die young. Being that only the good die young, now we know why our politicians and clergy live such a long and happy life.
"Hear me Oh, Lord. Here my prayers... Tell me, I can take it. Is that all there is? Be honest, is this as good as it gets? Please, I need to know, will I die young if I'm good, too good? Since you're here now, can you tell me who's going to win the Super Bowl...and what's point the spread? You wouldn't have this week's lottery numbers, would you? God? Are you still there? Hello? Amen."



Perhaps, those who don't wish they were rich have a good, full-time job with benefits and married the right woman or man. Perhaps, because they're blessed with children that are healthy and happy, live in a safe neighborhood, and own a beautiful house, they believe that they're rich already. Good luck to them. I'm glad that their glass is always half, fucking full and their rose-colored glasses are permanently etched to their frigging faces. Yet, what about the rest of us? And more importantly, what about you, and what about me?
"Is that all there is? Is this as good as it gets? Am I going to die if I'm good, too good? Fuck! Fuck me."
* * * * *
Normally I don't talk to homeless people, I just drop a few coins in their cup and continue walking. Yet, today, I stopped to talk to a homeless man living in a cardboard box beneath a bridge. A shortcut that I take to get to the other side of the street, I use it to not have to run across the street while dodging oncoming cars.
I've seen him there before, the poor bastard. He looked harmless enough and I felt suddenly sorry for him. Having been homeless once in my life after losing everything in the great, 100-year, Susquehanna River flood of 9/11/11, there go I before God. I wished someone had taken the time to show me the kindness then that I was showing him now. I wished someone had bought me a cup of coffee and a sandwich with no strings attached instead of wanting to see and feel my tits while expecting me to give them a hand job and/or a blowjob.
"What do you think?" As if he was an oracle of knowledge and was my equal instead of a homeless man, I looked at him esoterically with respect. "Think about it. I'd like to know what you think," I said trying to get his attention.
I wondered how anyone could live under a bridge in a cardboard box. I wondered if he thought that this was all that there was and that this was as good as it gets. As if he was sleeping, he had his eyes closed and I waited until he looked at me and acknowledged me before asking him my next question. Finally, as if I had interrupted him in deep thought or serious meditation, he looked at me and smiled as if he knew me.
"What do I think about what," he asked?
I returned his smile with my smile.
"Tell me and be honest. Don't you wish you were rich? Wouldn't having lots of money solve most, if not all of your problems? Much like the rest of us living hand-to-mouth and week-to-week, and who don't have anything but our paychecks, while hoping to win the lottery, don't you wish you were rich?"
Not a typical homeless man, he looked at me in the way that a psychiatrist would look at a patient. Showing his intelligence, he looked at me as if he was reading me. Then, he looked at me as if he recognized me. He looked at me again as if he knew me. It was then that he beamed me a wider smile. Not embarrassed or ashamed, he smiled as if he was living in a high-rise condo instead of living in a cardboard box on a urine and shit stained, rat, and roach infested conduit under a bridge.
'Why on Earth was this man smiling with the deplorable living conditions that he was experiencing,' I thought while returning his smile. He made me feel as if I was the deplorable one. 'How dare he be happy enough to smile while living in a fucking, cardboard box? With him looking at me as if he knew all the answers, perhaps, I could learn something from him,' I thought.
"Nope," he said giving me a toothless smile. "I'm already rich, and I'm happy where I am in life." He looked around before looking back at me and quoting Bill Belichick of the New England Patriots. "It is what it is," he said as if that was supposed to mean something to me before expanding on his brief, five-word response. "I'm experiencing my life as it was meant to be. This cardboard box is my karma tapping me on the shoulder and kicking me in the butt. I have no one else to blame for the ruination of my life but me," he said with resignation and realization.
Happy? It is what it is? Unless he was a child playing make-believe in a refrigerator box, how can anyone be happy living in a cardboard box under a bridge? Unable to understand his look of satisfaction and his realization of his own reality, his being happy didn't make any sense to me.
I guess, perhaps, especially in his case, happiness was more of a state of mind than his reality. Seriously, how can anyone be happy being in his dismal, homeless predicament and living in a cardboard box? Obviously, he was insane. Nonetheless, I preserved in my pursuit of knowledge to learn why he was happy enough to be satisfied with his existence.
"C'mon, be honest. Don't give me that bullshit that you're happy living just the way things are and just the way that you do. For God sakes, are you kidding me? What's wrong with you? You live in a cardboard box under a bridge for Christ's sake. How can you, a homeless man, possibly be happy with your life?"
He looked at me and smiled again. This time, as if he was the one feeling sorry for me, he gave me an understanding nod and another smile. With his look, he made me feel that I was the one to be pitied. Then, stripping me naked with his look and seeing right through me as if I had no heart and no soul, he made me feel like the disadvantaged one and the homeless one. Then, as if he was Tom Hanks in frigging Forrest Gump saying that life is like a box of chocolates, 'You never know that you're gonna get,' he said something metaphysical and transcendental that really annoyed me.
"Happy is what happy does," said the man living in the cardboard box with a shrug and smiling as if he had already won the lottery. "I'm happy living here and doing nothing while you go off to work. I don't need much more than a few dollars a day to buy something to eat and drink at McDonalds where I use their restroom to relieve myself and to bathe in their sink."
I stared at him more confused than before I ask him the question.
"Happy is what happy does? What does that even mean," I asked?
I looked at him as if he was a street philosopher standing on a soapbox in the Boston Common instead of a homeless man living in a box under a bridge.
'Is he happy doing whatever he's doing because he's alive? Is his sole purpose in life to breathe and to want and expect so little? Is that it? Is that what happy is what happy does means? How can he be happy with having so little when others have so much?'
I looked at the man as if he was drunk on cheap wine. Then, as if giving me a lecture, he pontificated his point as if he was my teacher and I was his student.
"When Thomas Jefferson wrote the Declaration of Independence for the United States, he proclaimed the unalienable rights to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. He did not guarantee happiness to the citizens nor did he mean to hold happiness as the greatest value," said box man. "Happy is what happy does," he said annoyingly again with another shrug. "I'm happy doing nothing but living."
Yet, now that he spoke more while pontificating his point of happiness, as if he was lecturing in front of a college, philosophy class, I recognized his voice, his mannerisms, and his demeanor.
* * * * *
"Professor? Professor Richards? Is that you?" I couldn't believe my old professor was living in a cardboard box. "What are you doing living in a cardboard box? After teaching at Northeastern University, last I heard, you were teaching philosophy and doing phenomenological research at Harvard University," I said.
'The bigger they are, the harder they fall,' I thought. 'When he was pulling down more than two-hundred-forty-thousand-dollars a year as a tenured professor, how could he go so low?'
Last I heard, Professor Richards was living in a big, beautiful house on Brattle Street in Cambridge, Massachusetts, a few blocks from Harvard Yard in Harvard Square and across the street from Cambridge Common. Driving a new BMW 530i, married to a sexy blonde with fake tits, and having 2.2 children, I thought he was living the good life. I thought he was living life large. I thought he was happy teaching at Harvard.
With him a tenured, Harvard University professor, and a published author, set for life, I thought he had it made. I thought he had it all. If he's happy now, then what was he before? Miserable? How can he go from being so professionally and socially high in life to being so pathetically and socially low and still be happy? Perhaps, confusing happiness with insanity, he must be crazy.
"Oh, that," he said without shame or remorse while waving a hand of utter nonsense. "Spending what money I had on lawyers to defend me, I lost everything in a civil lawsuit. I lost my job, my tenure, my wife, my children, and everything when an 18-year-old coed reported me for inappropriately touching her, fondling her, stripping her naked, and having sex with her sleeping and drunken body. Something that other professors have routinely done with their students thousands of times, I had no idea that she was the dean's daughter," said the professor. "Just my luck. Who knew?"
I looked at him shocked that he had lost it all for a mere moment of sexual pleasure with the naked body of a coed.
"Back to wishing that you were rich, Professor, being that you're homeless and truly have nothing, wouldn't you like to buy anything you want at any time? Close your eyes, Professor, and play along with me. Now imagine, if you will, what it would be like to afford your heart's desire. Tell me what would you, as a homeless man, would buy?"
Instead of closing his eyes, he stared at me dumbfounded while smiling like an idiot.
"Nothing," he said with a shrug. "I want for nothing. I wouldn't buy anything, not a damn thing. I have everything I want and need with me in this cardboard box," he said.
Now, I was the one looking at him dumbfounded. Perhaps, he didn't understand my question. Perhaps, after living out in the street and out in the cold, he needed a bit of imagery to spark his imagination. Indeed, perhaps, he was crazy.
"Imagine if you will, Professor, being rich and able to buy houses, cars, clothes, jewelry, and take trips. Imagine giving to the poor by playing Santa Claus every year in paying off someone's layaway at Toys R Us," I said while imagining that I was rich too and paying off layaways for some poor family with a lot of children. "If you were rich, you could donate enough money to feed the homeless at Thanksgiving and Christmas, and donate more to help them throughout the year. You could donate to the Animal Rescue League to save homeless dogs and cats."
Only catching one word about him being entitled, he mumbled something unintelligible.
"...entitled."
I looked at him as if he was, indeed, mad. He'd have to be mad to live on the street in a cardboard box. He had to be mad to think that he had everything he wanted and needed in his cardboard shelter. The smartest and academically most successful man I ever knew was at his lowest point in life. What else could he possibly say to redeem himself and save himself from the embarrassment and shame of running into me, one of his students, other than saying that he was happy?
'There go I or any of us by the grace of God,' I thought.
"Pardon, Professor? Entitled? Sorry but I don't understand. What's that, Professor? There's nothing you want or need? Being that you live in a cardboard box, you have nowhere to put whatever it is you'd buy with your wealth, is that it? Further, you don't want to go anywhere but here?" I laughed. "If you were rich, you could buy a bigger cardboard box, one with two stories, a basement, and a three-car garage to store all the shit you bought because you're rich," I said with a smug laugh.
He shook his head from side-to-side while giving me a stern look. Obviously, annoyed with me, he didn't think what I said was funny.
"Nah, as long as I still have my Social Security check, I like being poor, disenfranchised, and one of the entitled," he said with a sad laugh while repeating what he had said before that I didn't catch. "Being homeless gives me a sense of freedom to roam while dragging my box behind me and to live wherever I want. Moreover, it makes me feel special to be entitled to my Social Security check, even though it's barely enough to keep me in food," he said as if he was William H. Macy as Frank Gallagher in Shameless.
I looked at him as if he was mad and obviously, he was.
"That's as convoluted as it is pathetic, Professor," I said while not understanding his logic that justified his smile and his belief that happy is what happy does.
He shrugged as if he didn't care what I thought of him and obviously, he didn't care what I thought of him.
"I can't imagine affording rent and a car on what little that Social Security gives me," he said with resignation. "Yet, my public, self-serving servants, the rich politicians, feel that I'm entitled to be old, disenfranchised, and poor while being dependent upon my government for my monthly stipend. Being that's what they want me to be, entitled, I guess I am entitled enough not to complain."
* * * * *
I looked at him as if he was nuts. Obviously, he was nuts. He had to be crazy to prefer living in a cardboard box under a bridge instead of wishing he was rich. Other than televangelist Joel and Victoria Osteen, who wouldn't want to be rich? Scratch that. On second thought with them living the good life in a ten-million-dollar house, thanks to Jesus (give me a break), they're both very rich.
Okay, other than Catholic Priests, Bishops, Cardinals, or the Pope who vowed to take an oath of poverty...um, scratch that too. It's the nuns who vowed to take an oath of poverty. The men in the Catholic Church are all very rich and live like kings. Have you seen the handmade clothes they wear and the custom-made, thronelike chairs where they sit? Oath of poverty my ass. While I can't even afford to buy a car, they all drive new cars and the Pope is driven around in a bulletproof Pope-mobile.
Okay, other than our politicians, our public servants, sworn to help us instead of harming us and instead of helping themselves, hold on, wait one second, they're all rich too. They don't help us or anyone but themselves and those who donate millions of dollars to the reelection, campaign, war chest. Never mind. None of them wish they're rich because they all already are rich.
Okay, except for my dear, homeless professor, I was out of examples of people who are happy not being rich. Seemingly, he was the only one happy not being rich. Unless I took my life in my hands and surveyed people who lived in the projects, the ghetto, those who shopped at Wal-Mart, or those in line buying lottery tickets, I couldn't find anyone who didn't want to be rich. Everyone I thought of who wouldn't want to be rich were already rich. Everyone I watched acting on TV, reading the news, giving the weather, giving commentary on sports shows, or doing commercials all had more money than I'd ever have in my life.
Then, I thought of the monks living in monasteries on mountaintops dressed in long robes and deeply pensive in thought while contemplating life and the mysteries of the universe. Surely, these men who have nothing but a long, wool robe, wooden beads, a cross, and flipflops, are not only happy being poor but also content living without women. Albeit, there are some monks who are allowed to marry and have children. Only, upon further investigation, monks, whether living on top of a mountain or in the valley, own acres lands and live in beautiful houses.
'No frigging way! Are you kidding me?'
Much like the monks in Vina, California, the men at Abbey of New Clairvaux make wine on their 580 acres. They own vineyards where they make and sell their own wine. Much like the Trappists monks at St. Joseph's Abbey in Spencer, Massachusetts, they own factories where they make their own jelly. If anything, monks aren't poor, they're rich. No wonder why monks don't wish they were rich. They already are rich.
"Jesus."
Surely, the one group who doesn't care about money, too busy chanting are the Hare Krishna's. Only, now that I think about it, they own a four-story brownstone on Boston's Commonwealth Avenue. With their house on the first block of the street, 72 Commonwealth Ave., the most expensive part of the avenue, a block away from the Boston Public Garden, their house is worth close to twenty-million-dollars.
"Wouldn't you like to travel, Professor," I asked while returning my attention back to my old professor? "Wouldn't you like to go anywhere at any time you want?" Unable to hear what he said, I walked closer and leaned in while intently listening. "Pardon? What's that, Professor? Sorry but I didn't understand your mumbling," I said.
He looked up at me and smiled another toothless smile.
"Travel? After 9/11, with all the inconveniences of long lines and invasive security, I'd never fly again," he said with authority and determined resolve. "I don't like TSA patting me down, going through my luggage, actually, my paper bag, and throwing out my booze and my nail clippers," he said holding up his nail clippers.
I was surprised by the size of his nail clippers when he pulled them out of his cardboard box to show me them. I took a step back in fear while hoping that he didn't stab me with them.
"The biggest nail clippers I've ever seen, those are wicked big nail clippers, Professor. Perhaps, other than Jim Bowie of the Alamo fame, who clips their nails with a Bowie knife? Sorry but I'm siding with the TSA on this one. I don't blame them for wanting to confiscate your Bowie knife, I mean, nail clippers," I said keeping my distance while preparing to run away from him screaming.
* * * * *
For fear that my old professor may stab me to death, I left him to address the others reading this essay and to specifically talk to you. Yes, you. I see you back there reading this essay. You may not think that I see you but I do. I see you counting your pocket change. You wish you were rich, don't you or at least had enough money to buy a cup of coffee and a burger?
"Seriously? Tell the truth. Don't you wish you were rich?"
Wouldn't you like to never work at a boring, tiring, and mundane job every day for 8 hours a day for the rest of your life until you retire? Wouldn't you love it if you never had to work another day in your life and never had to contend with bumper-to-bumper traffic? Wouldn't love to sleep late and go to bed late instead of early to sleep and early to rise? Wouldn't you love to have money enough to do whatever you wanted, whenever you wanted to do it?
"Pardon? I'm sorry. I didn't hear what you said. What was that?"
As if I was hearing things, as if God and the angels were speaking to me directly but all at once, a crowd of voices responded to my question.
"We like our jobs. We love our jobs," they all said. "We wouldn't know what to do with ourselves if we weren't working. Our jobs give us an identity. Working gives up a purpose. Working for a living is what we do. Working gives us the break we need from out significant others and spouses to recoup our energy. Otherwise, we'd go mad while not knowing what else to do."
Oh, my God. I don't believe what I'm hearing. I thought everyone wanted to be rich. I thought everyone wanted the good life without having to work for a living. Obviously, these people have been brainwashed into thinking that they're nothing and no one without their jobs. Obviously, unlike the rest of us working two part-time jobs without benefits, they must be working at full-time jobs with healthcare benefits, a good pay, and a retirement plan for them to love their jobs.
"Really? You like your jobs? You love your jobs? Then, why are you reading my essay? Obviously, you're lying while pretending that you wouldn't want to be rich and would no longer have to work for a living." I looked at them in the way that I looked at the professor. "If you're not going to be honest and admit that you wish you were rich, please leave so that the rest of us can enjoy the fantasy of being rich."



Then, as if someone stabbed me in the heart, I heard a voice in my head.
"Money isn't everything," said someone from the back of the crowd. "We don't need money to be happy. We're happy not being rich."
Oh, my God. What's wrong with these people? Everyone wants to be rich. Everyone wants the good life. Except for these people, these troublemakers, and these obvious cult members, no one wants to work for a living.
"How dare you not wish you were rich? Unless you're a bouncer at a strip club, a thieving politician, a lying lobbyist, a conniving lawyer, or Omarosa Manigault who used to work at a no-show job in the Trump administration, no one likes their job. No one wants to work for a living. Security! Remove these people. Remove the ones that are happy not being rich and allow the others, those who wish they were rich, to stay."
Then, extrapolating my own point, I wondered how do rich people get rich anyway? Some who are born rich inherit their wealth while others work hard to achieve their wealth. Some think out of the box and invent something that we all need and are willing to pay dearly to own. Some steal their wealth or do illegal things to financially enrich themselves. Some just get lucky and win the lottery jackpot.
For those who do not have wealth and who live hand-to-mouth, paycheck-to paycheck, and week-to-week, most of us, and those of us who have a job, actually, two part-time jobs with no benefits, we envy those that have wealth as lucky and undeserving. For those of us who are on Social Security, a fixed income and entitled, as the politicians like to call us, we don't feel very entitled. If we feel anything, we feel poor, disenfranchised, and helpless. For those of us who don't own our own home, and who are alone and on our own, we're one step, one fall, or one major illness away from being homeless and living in a cardboard box under a bridge.
* * * * *
Aside from those thinking out-of-the-box inventers, creative entrepreneurs, self-made, bootstrap millionaires, and dot.com success billionaires, there are the white collar, criminal elements in our society. There are those who become stockbrokers, investment accountants, lawyers, lobbyists, and politicians. They lie, cheat, deceive, steal, and spin everything they do and say. Suffice to say that not all stockbrokers, investment accountants, lawyers, lobbyists, and politicians are thieves but without naming names and pointing fingers, we all know the ones who are.
Even if stockbrokers, investment accountants, lawyers, lobbyists, and politicians aren't thieving sacks of shit, they help legislate personal benefits for themselves that we don't have and wish we had. Instead of politicians serving the public, a public servant my ass, they put their personal agendas ahead of our own. Talk about collusion and a rigged system, with their votes up for bid, they pass legislation for those who donate the most to their campaign chests.
By gambling with home mortgages and your 401K's, suffice to say that it was the stockbrokers, insurance companies, trading houses, and investment banks that crashed the stock market in 2008. Yet, none of those identified as being responsible for the crash went to jail. All those who reaped hundreds of millions of dollars by stealing your homes, your savings, and your 401K's not only got away with it but also got to keep your money. Even more than that, Secretary of the Treasury, Henry Paulson was there to bail out those banks, insurance companies, and trading businesses who lost big so that they didn't lose a dime. They got to keep their ill-gotten monies.
Instead of losing big they won big. Banks, brokers, and mortgage companies got to foreclose on your house and then resell it. If that wasn't enough, they all received millions of dollars from the government to make them all whole again. Where was your bail out? Did you receive a bail out? Did the Secretary of the Treasury, Henry Paulson personally help you in the way that he personally helped his mega-rich friends?
Can this happen again? President Obama passed laws to ensure that this never happened again but Trump and the Republican controlled house and senate passed laws to remove those regulations that protect you and serve them. Will this crash of the stock market happen again? Absolutely? Will you lose your house, your savings, and your 401K's? Probably. Not to worry. The banks, insurance companies, investment houses, and mortgage brokers won't lose a dime and their officers won't serve a day of time while you'll be living in a box under the bridge.
"That was generous of the Koch brothers to give speaker Ryan a $500,000 political donation to his campaign chest for his help in passing the new tax laws. I wonder how many millions of dollars they gave the rest of our public servants for helping and enabling them from paying their fair share of taxes. Now, if you think the new lifetime tax plan for the rich was passed to help the middle class, think again. How stupid do they think we all are? Actually, we all are pretty stupid to allow them to get away with it, and we'd continue to be stupid if we don't vote them all out of office."
Just curious. What happens to the monies given to political campaigns when politicians leave office? Do they get to keep all of that money that's left in their political, campaign chests for their own personal use? What happened to all the more than $100 million donations that were given at Trumps inauguration? Just as no one accounted for the TARP money, troubled asset relief program, that the Secretary of the Treasury Henry Paulson gave to banks, brokerage houses, and insurance companies, where was your TARP money to bail out your underwater mortgage? Did you get any TARP money? Where was your bail out?
* * * * *
Let's discuss benefits. What benefits do you receive with your minimum wage job? Anything? Our senators and representatives have the best healthcare in the world. If that's not lopsided enough, politicians fight and vote to deny the people they represent to have any healthcare never mind good healthcare. Why is that? Instead of trying to make us all healthy, they're doing their best to hurt us, harm us, and even kill us by not giving us the healthcare benefits that we deserve, should have, must have, need, and that they have always had.
What's wrong with this country? Greed and money. What's wrong with us for voting them back in office and allowing them to continue to use, abuse us, and steal from us by passing laws that enable the rich and hurt the poor? Our ignorance and complacency are what our elected officials use to their advantage.
We need to take a stand in the way that we did in the 18th century with the Boston Tea Party, no taxation without representation. Yet, we'd rather eat, drink beer, and watch football than to call and write our legislators or march on Washington. Those who complain the most don't even get out to vote. Instead of standing to salute our flag when they play our national anthem, in defiance to how so few have ruined the quality of life for so many, we all should be kneeling.
In the way that our political system of injustice is that favors the rich over the poor, most of us, the majority of us, essentially have no representation. The ones who have the ear of our politicians are the big, corporate donors and their lobbyists, and not us. They're the ones who receive all the power, the influence, the money, and the legislation written in their favor while we, the people who stupidly and ignorantly voted them in office again, receive nothing but the contempt of our elected officials.
Answer me this. Why do you think our presidents live so very long, much longer than the average poor person or middleclass person lives? Do you think that presidents were born with superior, genetic genes? Or would you more believe that because our presidents, senators, representatives, and supreme court judges have the best healthcare in the world, the healthcare that we all should have too, is the reason why they live to be healthy and relatively happy, old men and women?
I dare say that the reason our presidents live to be old and relatively healthy and happy men is because of the latter reason than the former reason. It's not the genetically superior genes that they have but it's the superior healthcare and the accumulated illegally gained monies that we don't have. Moreover, a real luxury, our beloved politicians, our so called public servants, don't have to make appointments at their local HMO. The doctors go to them.
"How about that?"
How much does that cost for a doctor to make house calls to our (ahem) public servants and who pays for that? I do, you do, we all do but them. They don't pay a penny. Their primary care physicians make expensive house calls to their offices and/or to their homes. Think about that while you're sitting in a hospital emergency room waiting for hours to be seen by a doctor. Unless you were born in the 50's or 60's, when was the last time that your doctor made a house call? Instead of having to sit and wait in a waiting room full of sick people, how convenient would that be for the doctor to come to you?
* * * * *
I remember the days when I wished I was a movie star who won an Oscar or to became a scientist to help find the cure to cancer. Now that we're on the subject of curing diseases, speaking of cancer, why haven't we found the cure to that dreaded disease, especially with the billions of dollars that we've all already spent on "so-called research"? What about diabetes? How come we can't cure that either? What's the problem? What's the issue? People are still suffering. People are still dying.
Forgive me for insulting your intelligence by writing the obvious but most of our questions, especially medical questions, can be answered with one, five letter, two syllable word, MONEY. I suspect that we can cure cancer, diabetes, and most every other dreaded, deadly disease. I propose that we don't cure these diseases because there's too much money in not curing diseases but in continuing to medicate them with expensive prescription drugs. One just has to turn on their television to see all the drug commercials that have replaced cigarette commercials, hard liquor commercials, food commercials, and car commercials.
Yet, prescription drugs, especially overdoses and those unnecessary drugs that react with other drugs, are quickly being proven to be deadlier than tobacco use and/or alcohol consumption. Because of our health maintenance organizations HMO's, started by the legislation passed and signed by President Nixon, and wanted by pharmaceutical companies, and pill pushing doctors, America has become a country of prescription drug addicts. Why cure diseases when our doctors can sell us magic pills and medicines that we have no idea what's in them and what side effects they have? Leave the cures for the rich but for the rest of us, take a pill.
Instead of helping to cure us, our doctors dope us. Instead of curing us, our doctors push pills. They're pill pushers. They're medically educated, trained, professional, drug dealers. Why aren't they in jail for selling drugs? They should be in jail for selling drugs along with the executives of the pharmaceutical companies and our politicians for not enacting prescription drug laws to protect us from pharmaceutical companies, insurance companies, and doctors. Alas, they won't protect us. There's too much MONEY in medicating us.
In the way that our doctors push so very many pills, I wonder if they receive a commission from the pharmaceutical companies. I wouldn't be surprised if they did. I bet they do. I bet they're given free trips and cash awards, along with tickets to sporting and cultural events. Why else would pharmaceutical companies need good looking men and women employed as their pharmaceutical representatives? Have you ever seen some of theses people? They look like models. It wouldn't surprise me if they even had contests. The doctor who sells the most pills in a month receives four, Super Bowl tickets.
Answer me this. Why haven't "they" stopped the opioid epidemic? MONEY. There's more money in pushing pills for relieving the pain, imagined or real, than there is in curing the pain. I dare say without doubt of being wrong that we don't need all the medication that we're taking. Think about it. Did your parents and/or grandparents ever take a pill other than an aspirin or a laxative? If you ask me, it all started with Lawrence Welk hyping Geritol to the senior citizen crowd.
"Ana one ana two," said Lawrence Welk setting the rhythm.
Jack Lalanne spoke the gospel when he said back in the 50's before good nutrition and health food was prevalent, "Don't eat what man produces. Eat natural. Eat more fruits and vegetables. If it tastes good, throw it out. Don't eat it. It's poison. It will make you fat and will eventually kill you."
Now, too many of us eat shit and dine on fast foods. Too many of us are obese, unhealthy, and don't exercise. Too many of us are dying too young, not from smoking tobacco or drinking hard liquor but from eating fast foods, taking prescription drugs, and not walking. Except for Governor Christie and Donald Trump, when was the last time you saw an overweight politician? Think about it. They eat better than we do. They dine for free in the lunchrooms on Capitol Hill, one for the Senate and another for the House. Furthermore, while we must pay for gym memberships, they have free access to fully equipped gyms.
Are you kidding me? They've got to be kidding. Give me a break. They eat breakfast, lunch, and dinner every day for free on our dime. Now that should be a crime. And they begrudge our children fat laden, unhealthy, school lunch programs. How dare they?
Even more than that, their lobbyists give them free vacation trips disguised as political junkets. Seriously, who goes to Vegas, Cancun, or takes a Mediterranean cruise as a political junket? How dare they? If it's not enough that these self-serving politicians are robbing our country blind, they get lots of benefits and perks that aren't available to the rest of us.
Every time they chair a committee, not only do they receive more power and influence but also, they receive a bigger budget. Their budgets aren't audited in the way that our taxes are. The expenses of their budgets are loosely accounted for and yet, are more ways for our politicians to steal from us. I'm tired of our public servants having everything while we have nothing.
* * * * *
Speaking of car commercials, while I'm on the subject of things that piss me off, why are car manufacturers advertising cars that the average American and that I can't afford? Seriously, how many people can afford a Mercedes, BMW, or a Range Rover? I can't. Can you? So, why are they advertising those high-end cars instead of Chevy's and Fords? MONEY.
With our colleges having more money in their college endowment funds than some countries have in their treasuries, it's time we made college tuitions free. It's time we provided free universal preschool and daycare. Instead of giving our money to thieving politicians, it's time we repaired our crumbling infrastructure, roads, bridges, tunnels, sewers, electrical, and gas. Instead of ruining our environment, our air, and our water by oil pipelines, drilling offshore, allowing mines to pollute the rivers, and factories to pollute the air, we need to support the EPA. Instead of turning our backs on them while giving aid to overseas countries that are not part of America, we need to rebuild Puerto Rico.
Why do you think when you take your car to an auto mechanic that instead of diagnosing your problem instantly, they must go through a long and expensive process of elimination? MONEY. Even if you drive in with your muffler scraping the ground, instead of just repairing your muffler, they must put it on the lift to check your brakes and everything else too. Mechanics make money on parts and labor charges. The longer they hold your car hostage, the more money they make.
"The smell you noticed was from a dead mouse. The part we replaced, an air freshener, was two dollars but the labor to find the issue came to one-hundred-forty dollars. With forty dollars for the tow and with eighty dollars in storage fees, your total today is two-hundred-sixty-two dollars. We threw in a second air freshener for free."
I give up. I'm resigning myself to being poor, helpless, and disenfranchised. My only salvation is that I know how to write and can at least pen my disapproval as I have done in this essay. Now it's your turn to turn off the TV, push your beer aside, and do something about all that's wrong with this country and with your life.
Pick up the phone and call your legislator. Pick up a pen and write him or her. Turn on your computer and send them all scathing e-mails. In the way that you need to vote these criminals out of office, you need to vote five for this essay.
"Are you with me?" Now go to your window, open it, stick out your head, and voice your approval to your neighbors, friends, and to our elected officials. "I'm mad as Hell, and I'm not going to take this anymore!"
THE END
As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
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Please vote. This is an April Fool's Day contest story. Please vote.
As if your vote is my applause, all that I ask is that you vote. Please vote.
*
The premise of the story is a mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother give William conversion and reparation therapy to hopefully, and convolutedly, convert him from being homosexual to being heterosexual by giving him incestuous sex.
'Ha! Ha! April fools'! Ha! Ha! The jokes on you. I'm not gay. I'm straight,' thought William while imagining telling his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother that he pretended to be gay and go along with their ruse of them giving him conversion and reparation therapy just to have sex with them.
With the joke on them, thinking that they'd stop him from turning gay by giving him incestuous sex, even though he wasn't gay to begin with, he couldn't wait to tell them that he wasn't gay. He couldn't wait to say, "Ha! Ha! April Fools'! I'm not gay." He couldn't wait to see their reactions and the looks on their faces after having incestuous sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother.
Obviously, William's family thought that he was gay. His mother, Mary, thought he was gay. His sister, Christine, thought he was gay. His aunt, Rose, thought he was gay. His cousin, Nancy, thought he was gay. His grandmother, Edna, thought he was gay. They all thought he preferred having sex with men than having sex with women. Once finding out that he wasn't gay, he wondered what they'd say. He wondered what they'd do.
Only, they were all wrong. William loved women, especially women with big tits and especially women who were related to him by blood. He wasn't gay. He was straight. If he was anything, he was sexually attracted to them all. If he was anything, he was an incestuous pervert.
Expecting to change William's sexual orientation, they read books on sexual conversion with the hope of giving him successful reparation therapy to change him and to save him from himself. Since men are born homosexual, even though they all knew that they could never change a man from being gay to being straight, they had a plan to allow them to have incestuous sex with him. Even though they all knew that they could never change a man from being gay to being straight, while enjoying the pretense of saving him, they hoped to have incestuous, sexual fun with him while trying.
As the premise of his April Fools' Day joke, going with the flow while enjoying them all giving him incestuous sex, William embraced the ruse that he was gay. He pretended to be homosexual in order to have incestuous, heterosexual sex with his MILF of a mother, his sexy sister, his MILF of an aunt, his slutty, female cousin, and his endearing, albeit still sexy grandmother. Seriously, who could blame him for sexually taking advantage of his female relatives who were all intent on taking sexual advantage of him? This is the story of William playing an April Fools' Day joke on his family of horny and sexually frustrated women.
Author's Warning:
First of all, for those who haven't read any of my more than 2,500 stories that I posted under 14 different names including my own name, Susan Jill Parker, I don't write pornography. I write erotica. So as not to be disappointed, even though there is plenty of incestuous, sexual content in this story, if you're looking for pure porn, this story is not for you. Instead of just sex, this story has a plot, character development, dialogue, tension, description, imagery, realism, and suspense. Instead of having two nameless and undeveloped characters having sex and nothing but sex, I write real stories that have substance and believability.
Furthermore, as told to me personally and in confidence by William, an April Fools' joke that he played on his female relatives more than twenty-years ago, this is a true story. It's only now that so much time has passed that I can tell his story. This story contains actual, graphic, incestuous sex between a mother and her son, a sister and her brother, an aunt and her nephew, a female cousin with her male cousin, and a grandmother with her grandson. As shocking for some as it's sexually exciting for others, for those who are turned off reading about incest, this story is not for you.
If you don't enjoy reading stories about graphic incestuous sex, please don't read this story. Please read another story. For those who don't believe that incest between two, consenting adults is best, please don't read this story. Please read another story. Yet, for those who enjoy reading a true, incestuous story, this story is for you. This story has hot sex between a mother and her son, a sister and her brother, an aunt and her nephew, a female cousin and her male cousin, and a grandmother and her grandson. After you read this April Fools' Day contest story, please vote.
However, as my personal warning and out of serious concern for your health and personal safety, for those who have a bad heart, asthma, who are already on oxygen, and/or who cannot get too sexually excited, please don't read this story. Please read one of my non-sexual essays instead. The last thing that I want on my conscience is the death of you from reading one of my erotic story. Since every fan is important to me, I'd be devastated by the voting loss of you. Besides, seriously, after my last incestuous story, On the Run & in Hiding with Stepmom, was responsible for 12 sudden deaths, how many funerals can I attend?
Concerned for your sexual satisfaction, for those who love to masturbate while reading my stories, trust me, you're going to love this story. Get your lube and tissue ready now. I take you masturbating and cumming from reading my story as a great compliment. As matter of fact, print out my photo and, while pretending that you're giving me a cum bath, cum all over my face and breasts. Trust me, reading erotica doesn't get any better than that. Enjoy but don't forget to vote with your other hand, your clean hand.
For those who love reading stories about sex between a son and his mother, a brother and his sister, a nephew and his aunt, a male cousin and his female cousin, and grandson and his grandmother, then you're going love this story. Suffice to write, as if I was writing a personal story just for you, I dare wrote this story with you in mind. A simple request being that it took me so very long to write this more than 42,000-word story, all I ask in return is your vote.
Now without further ado, my story, Fooling Mom, Sis, Aunt, Cousin, and Gran.
* * * * *
Fooling Mom, Sis, Aunt, Cousin, and Gran
No matter what shockingly distasteful and/or disgraceful of a joke you play on someone, as long as you can laugh and say, "April Fools'," immediately after, there's no foul. You're safe and are literally and summarily forgiven no matter what you do. The premise of this story is just that. This is an April Fools' Day story that really happened to William more than twenty-years ago. He hired me to write his story for you to read.
"William, say hi to your new fans."
"Hello."
Now, go ahead. Get comfortable. Slip off your shoes, take off your pants, and put your feet up. Pour yourself a cup of coffee or a drink as this is a very long, but true story. Are you ready?
Trust me. This is a good story. Have I ever lied to you? Okay. Here we go.
Actually, now that I think about it, this story is best read while you're in the company of your mother, your sister, your aunt, your cousin, and/or your grandmother. If you know what I mean (wink, wink). I'm sure they'll enjoy hearing you read this story to them as much as you'll enjoy reading this story. Trust me, reading a professionally written, incestuous story is the best way for you to sexually seduce your mother, your sister, your aunt, your cousin, and/or your grandmother.
Moreover, who knows, perhaps, after reading this story to them, they'll be as sexually aroused as you. Perhaps, while reading this story, they may find the sexual need to masturbate you and/or blow you. Perhaps, after reading this story, you'll want me to write the story of what sexually and incestuous happened after you finished reading this story to them.
* * * * *
As long as you say, "April Fools' Day," immediately after, this is your day, the one and only day of the year, to do whatever you've always, sexually imagined doing. Take a moment to think about that and what you'd sexually do on April Fools' Day. This is the one day of the year to grope and/or French kiss your mother, your sister, you aunt, your female cousin, and/or your grandmother. This is the one day of the year to barge in your mother's, sister's, aunt's, cousin's, and/or grandmother's bedrooms while they're dressing or undressing and yell, "April Fools!" This is the one day of the year to barge in the bathroom while they're bathing.
Now hold that thought. Let's not rush by this imagery of making out with your female relatives and/or seeing them in their panties and bra, topless, or naked. Imagine French kissing your mother, your sister, your aunt, your cousin, and/or your grandmother while feeling them and groping them through their clothes. How hot would that be to touch, feel, and kiss them in such an incestuously, sexual way? Now, imagine barging in your mother's, sister's, aunt's, cousin's, and/or grandmother's bedrooms while they were dressing or undressing. Imagine barging in their bathrooms while they're bathing or showering. If that's not fodder enough to masturbate over, then I don't know what is.
With your hand around your prick while stroking yourself to an erection, imagine doing just that, kissing your female relatives while groping them through their clothes. Imagine seeing your mother, your sister, your aunt, your cousin, and/or your grandmother in their panties and bra. Imagine seeing your mother, your sister, your aunt, your cousin, and/or your grandmother topless and/or naked.
Wow! Think about that. Just think about that. How hot is that? What would they do if you barged in on them while they were dressing or undressing? What would they do if you barged in on them while they were bathing? Would they scream? Would they cover their nakedness with their hands and forearms or would they stand there with their arms by their sides while allowing you to see everything?
"Hey, this is your sexual fantasy. You can have them do whatever you imagine while you're masturbating yourself as you read my story. You can even have your mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and/or grandmother have sex with you as they did with William in this story. You can have all of them or any of them masturbate you, blow you, and/or fuck you while you're reading this story."
Wow! Now, be honest. Tell me. Do you have the nerve to burst in their bedrooms without knocking? Could you? Would you? Do you dare? I dare you to barge in on your mother, your sister, your aunt, your cousin, and/or your grandmother while they're dressing or undressing. After all, it's April Fools' Day, the one day of the year that you can literally get away with sexually anything. Instead of yelling at you, they'll think it's funny and will just laugh.
"Ha! Ha! You got us. You saw our naked tits. You saw our naked asses. You saw our naked pussies. You saw all of us naked. Ha! Ha! April Fools'. Only, as our April Fools' Day joke to you, I wouldn't drink or eat anything that we prepare for you for the next several days," said your mother, your sister, your aunt, your female cousin, and your grandmother.
* * * * *
Not rocket science to catch someone naked, all you have to do is to stand by their bedroom door, listen, and wait for the most opportune moment to turn the doorknob and burst through the door. When it sounds like they've removed most if not all of their clothes, rush inside as if you have something very important to tell them. While they're standing there in the panties and bra, topless, or naked, rush in as if you have something to say that can't wait until after their fully dressed. If it will make them feel more comfortable with you standing there ogling them, cover your eyes with your splayed, fingered hand.
"Don't worry. I have my eyes covered with my splayed, fingered hand. I can't see anything, not much, just a little, actually I can see everything. My God, you have such big tits."
Do it! Don't be afraid. Just do it. They're expecting you to do it. This isn't just any story. This is an April Fools' Day contest story.
Trust me, as much as you want to see them in their underwear, topless, and/or naked, they want you to see them in their underwear, topless, and/or naked. Besides, your excuse and free pass, it's April Fools' Day. So, I dare you, no, I double dare you to barge in on your mother's, sister's, aunt's, cousin's, and/or grandmother's bedrooms while they're dressing or undressing and say, April Fools'! I dare you, no, I double dare you to barge in on your mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and/or grandmother while they're showering or bathing.
"Do it! Just do it!"
Trust me. You won't get in trouble. You'll just have some sexy fun, lots of laughs, and plenty of fodder to masturbate over later. As long as you say, "April Fools' Day," immediately after barging in everyone's bedrooms to catch them without their clothes, while staring at their semi-naked or naked bodies, this is your special day, April Fools' Day. As long as you say, "April Fools'," immediately after barging in on them while they're showering or taking a bath to catch them naked, they won't get mad. They'll laugh.
This is the one and only day of the year to barge in on your MILF of a mother, your sexy sister, your MILF of an aunt, your slutty cousin, and/or your endearing, albeit still sexy grandmother while they're dressing, undressing, showering, or bathing. C'mon, you've been waiting for this day all year. Trust me, they want you to see them in their underwear, topless, or naked as much as you want to see them in their underwear, topless, or naked.
Go ahead. Don't be afraid. Open that bedroom door to see your mother removing her nightgown and naked. Open that bathroom door to see your sister in the bathtub. Open that shower door to see your naked aunt showering. Open that bedroom door to watch your cousin masturbating herself. Pull back that shower curtain to see your elderly grandmother without her clothes.
"Do it. Just do it. April Fools! They not only want you to do it but they're expecting you to do it. They want you to see them without their clothes as much as you want to see them without their clothes."
* * * * *
A day set aside for practical jokers, seemingly, any and all sexually inappropriate jokes are funny as long as it's April Fools' Day and as long as you say the magic words, "April Fools!" Right? Am I right? With that in mind, let's take your April Fools' Day jokes to another level and to an extreme, shall we? Are you with me? Let's go.
Keep in mind that these April Fools' Day jokes can be played on anyone other than your mother, your sister, your aunt, your cousin, and/or your grandmother. Feel free to play these April Fools' Day jokes on your wife's best friend, your sister's best friend, your Mom's best friend, your mother-in-law, your sister-in-law, your friends' wives and girlfriends, and/or your female co-workers. Granted being that the best friends of your relatives and friends, your female in-laws, and/or your coworkers are not blood related but barging in on them while they're dressing or undressing is still sexy fun. What works for blood related, female relatives works for other non-related females, too.
"Ha! Ha! April Fools' Day! I caught you in your bra and panties. I caught you topless. I caught you naked."
Wow! How do you like me now that I've helped you to have some real, sexy fun on April Fools' Day! How do you like me now that I double dared you to barge in on your mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and/or grandmother while they're dressing, undressing, or bathing?
Now, bear with me, if you will. Imagine sexually doing something that you've always wanted to do. Imagine sexually doing something that you've masturbated over while fantasizing yourself doing. Imagine touching, feeling, groping, squeezing, fondling, and spanking your MILF of a mother's shapely ass through her skirt and panties while she's standing at the sink doing dishes. Imagine reaching around your mom to feel her breasts through her blouse and her bra.
"Be still my heart. Do I dare touch my mother's ass in such a sexually, inappropriate way? As long as I say, April Fools', Susan Jill Parker said this is okay for me to do. Since she's never lied to me, I trust her to tell me the truth."
With her hands full of wet, dirty dishes, even though she can't turn around to slap you, trust me, it's okay to grope your mother's ass. Seriously, your Mom has a nice, big, round, and firm ass. Today is April Fools' Day. You have a free pass to do whatever you sexually want to do with anyone, even with your mother, as long as you say, "April Fools'!"
Go ahead. Grope your mother's ass. I dare you. I double dare you to feel her ass through her skirt and panties. No balls. Chicken. Seriously, as long as you say, "April Fools', you won't get in any trouble. As long as you say, "April Fools," you can get away with murder. Nice, huh? Your mother has a wicked nice, shapely, and sexy ass. You've always wanted to touch, feel, grope, and fondle her ass. Well, today is your day to do just that.
Wait. We're not quite done with just groping her ass through her clothes. Why stop there? Now imagine lifting the back of her skirt to expose her shapely, white, bikini, panty clad ass while touching, feeling, groping, squeezing, fondling, and spanking her ass through her panties. Wow! There it is, your mother's shapely, panty clad ass. There's it is, you're finally seeing your mother's panty clad ass. I bet you can't wait to masturbate over this later.
Actually, why wait? Do it now. Trust me. You won't get in trouble. Unzip your pants, pull out your prick, and masturbate yourself now in front of your mother. I double dare you to cum all over your mother's white panties. Trust me, as any normal and sexually enlightened woman would, she'll take you cumming on her panty clad ass as a compliment.
"Go ahead. Do it. Just do it. I dare you to masturbate in front of your mother. I dare you to cum all over your mother's exposed, white panties. I double dare you. Trust me, as long as you say, "April Fools," you won't get in trouble. As long as you say, "April Fools' Day," you can do any sexually, incestuous thing you'd like to do with not only your mother but also with your sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother."
Wait. We're still not done. Now, with her hands full of wet, dirty dishes and her skirt raised to her back, imagine pulling down your Mom's panties and taking a selfie of your face against her naked ass. Wow! Oh, my God! Do you dare? If it wasn't enough exposing your mom's panties while groping her, let's expose her naked ass too. Seriously, wouldn't you love to see your Mom's naked ass? Wouldn't you love to have a photo of your Mom's naked ass to masturbate over later when alone in your room or in the shower?
Trust me. Since it's April Fools' Day, and as a horny son who's sexually attracted to his mother, this is your God given right and a rite of passage to sexually molest your mother. If you're nice to your mother today, maybe she'll even allow you to post that photo of her naked ass on the Internet. Just as all of your friends would love to see your mother's naked ass, wouldn't you love to show all of your friends your mother's naked ass posted on the Internet?
"Wow! Seriously, April Fools' Day doesn't get any better than that, does it? Are you having fun yet?"
Now, of course, your mother may give you a surprised, albeit feigned embarrassed reaction to you groping her ass, lifting the back of her dress, and pulling down her panties. Don't worry about it. She's trying to preserve her reputation as your morally, modest mother. Yet, don't worry about her reaction. With today April Fools' Day, you're protected from harm. Yet, I'm sure your mother will have a few, choice words to say about you sexually molesting her.



"Oh, my God! How dare you feel my ass through my skirt and panties? How dare you lift my skirt to expose my panties? How dare you pull my panties down to expose my naked ass? How dare you take a selfie of you with my naked ass. I'm your mother and you're my son. What's wrong with you? What you did is wrong, nasty, and incestuous."
Now, still not done sexually molesting your mother, imagine pulling your cock out of your pants and not only exposing your erect prick to your mother but also pulling her hand by her wrist and wrapping her fingers around your hard, hairy cock. Trust me. After your father left her for a much younger woman, with her feeling rejected, unattractive, and sexually undesirable, your mother will not only appreciate the sexual attention but also will enjoy the incestuous kindness as much if not more than you.
"Stroke me, Mom. Being that today is April Fools' Day, give me a hand job."
Now, if she strokes you and masturbates you without resistance and without complaint, put a gentle hand to her shoulder. Give her a subtle hint to move to her knees in front of you. If she moves to her knees, as much as you want your mother to blow you, she wants to suck you. Take your erect prick and slowly slide it across your mother's lips until she takes your penis in her mouth while you feel her tits and finger her nipples through her blouse and bra.
"Wow! And you thought April Fools' Day was just going to be another boring day."
Yet, not every man will receive a hand job and/or a blowjob from their mother. As if your prick was on fire and she had just burnt her hand, no doubt, instead of stroking your cock and/or sucking your cock, some mothers may pull their hands away. Yet, don't take that as an answer. Be a little forceful with her. Pull her hair, slap her across her face, and strip her naked. Trust me, if you've gotten this far with her, she sexually wants you as much as you sexually want her. Besides, she knows the rules of April Fools'. She's well aware what day today is.
"Stop that this instant. How dare you expose yourself to me? How dare you put my hand on your penis? How dare you pull my hair, slap me across my face, and strip off my clothes? What's wrong with you?"
Now, all you have to do is to give her a big smile and say the magic words.
"Ha! Ha! I got you. April Fools' Day, Mom! Now, get on your knees and blow me while stroking me. Suck my cock, Mom. I need to cum in your mouth while you stare up at me."
If she won't blow you, being that not all women suck cock, especially their son's prick, maybe she'd fuck you. While the back of her skirt is still lifted over her ass and her panties are around her ankles, bend her forward and insert yourself in your mother's warm, wet pussy. Lift her blouse and bra. Touch, feel, and fondle her naked tits while fingering her nipples as you hump her. Hump her harder. Hump her faster. Fuck your mother. Fuck her. After ejaculating your cum in your mother's pussy, in her mouth, and/or all over her face, hair, and naked breasts, don't forget to say the magic words.
"April Fools', Mom."
Hopefully, she'll take this as the joke that it was intended to be. Hopefully, she won't press rape charges against you. If she does have you arrested and charged with rape, hopefully, she'll visit you in prison and will speak kindly on your behalf during your parole board hearing. Hopefully, she'll forgive you for fucking her and/or for forcing her to blow you.
"I'm sorry, Mom," you say apologizing to your mother once finally released from prison.
She smiles and give you a hug while you reach around her and down to grope her ass through her skirt and panties.
"It's okay, son. I understand. It wasn't your fault. It was April Fools' Day, after all."
When she doesn't move your hand away from groping her ass through her skirt, reach up and grope her breasts through her blouse and bra.
"So, Mom, being that you understand that it wasn't my fault and since you've forgiven me, may I have sex with you again on next April Fools' Day?"
You stare down at her with sexual excitement and lustful anticipation while she stares up at you with motherly love.
"Sure, why not? Being that you've already fucked me and I blew you, let's make every day April Fools' Day."
* * * * *
Now that you've imagined sexually assaulting your MILF of a mother, imagine sexually assaulting your sexy sister. I know. You've always been sexually attracted to your busty and sexy sister, haven't you? You've always wanted to have incestuous sex with your sister, haven't you? You've always wanted to put your stiff prick in your sister's hand, and bury your hard cock in her mouth, and/or in her pussy, haven't you?
Well, today is your lucky day. Today is the day to sexually molest your sister. Since today is April Fools' Day, today is your day. In the way you had sex you're your mother, you can have sex with your sister without recourse, too. After all, today is April Fools' Day. As long as you say the magic words immediately after having sex with your sister, you're good to go.
"April Fools', sis."
Just imagine the scene, with her arms raised over her head with a hairdryer in one hand and a hairbrush in her other hand, imagine barging in on your sister when she's in the bathroom fixing her hair. Imagine pulling down your sister's top to expose her big, naked, shapely, and natural breasts while she's fussing with her hair. Can you see your sister's tits? They're so big. They're so shapely. I bet you can't wait to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them. Yet, why wait? As long as you say the magic words, "April Fools'", you're good to go.
"April Fools' Sis!"
Wow!
Now, while holding your sister's arms behind her back with one hand as if she's your hostage or your prisoner, imagine groping your sister's naked breasts and fingering her nipples. As you did with your mother's naked ass, do with your sister's naked tits. Imagine taking a selfie in the mirror of you standing with your topless sister while sucking her tits, first one and then the other. Incestuous sex doesn't get any better than this.
"Oh, my God! Let me go! How dare you grope my naked breasts! Pervert! Mom!"
Protecting her modesty and morality, no doubt, your sister enjoyed the sexual attention you paid her as much as you did. Besides, you have the perfect excuse. Duh? Today is April Fools' Day.
'Wow! Seriously, April Fools' Day doesn't get any better than that, does it?'
Now in the way that you did with your mother, do the same thing with your sister. Pull out your cock and stick it in your sister's hand. Trust me, with her a cock sucking whore, she'll love it. Trust me, if she takes your cock in her hand, she'll take your cock in her mouth.
In the way you did with your mother, put a heavy hand to your sister's shoulder and push her down to her knees. Now, grab a handful of her hair and pull for her to open her mouth with a scream. In order to shut her the fuck up, stick your hard, hairy prick in her mouth and hump her mouth while fucking her face. Don't forget to say the magic words after cumming in your sister's mouth.
"Ha! Ha! I got you. April Fools', Sis!"
* * * * *
Why stop with just sexually assaulting your mother and your sister? Even though this is a true story, yet, since we're only imagining doing this, let's imagine sexually assaulting your MILF of an aunt, your slutty, female cousin, and your endearing, albeit still sexy grandmother, shall we? Why not? With you having nothing to lose and with you not even getting in trouble, since today is April Fools' Day, you have the perfect excuse for all of your inappropriate, sexual acts.
"April Fools'! Ha! Ha! It's April Fools' Day."
Look at your MILF of an aunt. Just look at her walking around you in that sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgown without having modesty enough to wear a robe. You can clearly see everything, her ass crack, the shape and size of her big breasts, the impressions of her nipples and areolas, and the shadow of her brown, trimmed pussy.
"She's such a whore, isn't she?"
She's not only asking for it but she's begging for it. Seriously, Dude, give her what she wants. She wants you to touch her, feel her, and grope her. She wants you to fuck her. Obviously, she wants to blow you too. In the way that your MILF of a mother and sexy sister sucked your cock, your MILF of an aunt wants to suck your cock too. Your lucky day, with today April Fools' Day, your aunt will get her sexual wish.
Now, imagine sneaking up behind your aunt and lifting her nightgown up, all the way up, and over her head to expose her naked body. If that's not enough, with her arms raised up with her nightgown, imagine tying your aunt's nightgown in a big knot over her head. Look at her, something you've always wanted to see, your MILF of an aunt is naked. Now, with her standing there naked, jumping around, and trying to get away from your horny hands, imagine touching, feeling, and groping your aunt's naked body everywhere a nephew should never touch, feel, and grope his aunt.
Now, in the way that you did with your mother and sister, pull out your prick. Only, this time force your aunt to her knees and cut a hole where her mouth is but be careful not to cut her face. Now stick your dick in her open, screaming mouth to shut her the fuck up. Put a heavy hand to the back of her head and move her head back and forth for her to blow you. Trust me, after you ejaculate a mouthful of cum in her mouth and she swallows your cum, once you're released from jail for rape years later, you'll both laugh about this later.
Now that your aunt is already naked, bend her forward and fuck her like the dirty dog that she is. Hump your aunt. Fuck her. This is your mother's sister, your cousin's mother, and your grandmother's daughter. Give her all the incestuous lust that you've always wanted to give her. In the way that you ejaculated your cum in your mother's and sister's mouth, ejaculate your cum in your aunt's mouth, too. In the way you ejaculated your cum in your mother's cunt, ejaculate your cum in your aunt's cunt, too. Make her your bitch.
In the way that your aunt obviously enjoyed being stripped naked, groped, and sexually assaulted as much as you enjoyed stripping her naked, groping her, and sexually assaulting her, trust me, once you're released from prison, she'll thank you later. Before being arrested and charged with rape, you may have to sleep with your eyes open for a few nights but the inconvenience was worth it. Trust me. You have no worries as today is April Fools' Day.
Only, with her preserving her sexual reputation, she doesn't want you to think that she's the incestuous whore that you know she is. Yet, with her walking around you in that sexy nightgown while sexually teasing you and flashing you, she wanted to be fucked. She was literally begging you to take her and make her your bitch. Besides, with this all innocent fun, it is April Fools' Day after all.
Wow! April Fools' Day doesn't get any better than that, does it?
"Ha! Ha! The jokes on you. April Fools' Day, Auntie! April Fools'!"
Wow! After giving you so very many sexual suggestions of what to do on April Fools' Day, as my public service gift to you, aren't you glad you're reading this story? Reading this story while thinking of your Mom, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother is almost better than masturbating in your room while staring at the poster of Melania and Ivanka Trump naked while having lesbian sex. All that I ask in return is that you vote for this April Fools' Day contest story. As if your vote is my applause, please vote.
* * * * *
Now, still not quite done just yet, there's still your slutty cousin and your still sexy grandmother. Now, imagine sneaking up behind your slutty cousin and pulling off her towel to expose her naked body as she emerged from the bathroom after taking a shower. With her naked, screaming, and struggling to get away, while holding her, imagine touching, feeling, groping, and fondling your naked cousin everywhere a male cousin should never touch, feel, grope, and fondle his naked, female cousin. Now, imagine taking a selfie of you standing beside your screaming, swearing, and struggling, naked cousin while holding her in place.
'Wow! Seriously, April Fools' Day doesn't get any better than that.'
"Smile! Say cheese! This one is for posting on the Internet. April Fools' Day, Cuz!"
Now, in the way that you sexually assaulted your mother, sister, and aunt, lean your cousin forward and fuck her like the dirty, whore that she is. Go ahead. Don't be shy. Fuck your cousin like the bitch of a dog that she is. Again, after you're released from prison for rape, and your illegitimate and incestuous baby has grown to an adult, she'll not only forgive you but also will thank you later...maybe.
Now, seriously, why stop there after sexually assaulting your mother, your sister, your aunt, and your cousin? Why not sexually assault your sexy grandmother too? With her not having had sex in years, since your grandfather died of a heart attack while getting a blowjob in the VIP lounge of a strip club, I'm sure she'd love some sexual attention from you. Even though she acts like she wouldn't, I'm sure she'd love to feel your hard and hairy, naked cock while you feel her big and saggy, naked breasts.
"Wow! I know, the smell of Ben-Gay is overwhelming, yet, trust me, it's worth it. Once you get past the smell and get used to the pungent odor of your arthritic grandmother you'll be okay. Shh. Be quiet when sneaking in her bedroom. You don't want to unduly frighten her. She may think that one of her dead relatives is coming to take her away."
Quietly and carefully, imagine climbing in bed naked beside your sleeping grandmother. While she's turned the other way, imagine slowly, carefully, and stealthily lifting the back of her nightgown to expose her naked, wrinkled ass and to rub your erect naked prick against your grandmother's shapely, naked ass while spooning her. Now, imagine reaching around her to stick your horny hand down her nightgown top to feel, fondle, and grope her big, naked breasts while fingering her hard nipples to erection.
'Wow! April Fools' Day doesn't get any better than that, does it? Aren't you glad you're reading this story?'
Then, playing the innocent virgin, as expected and in the way that your mother, sister, aunt, and cousin did, your grandmother voices her sexual outrage. She's got to be kidding. With you in bed with her naked, she wants this as much as you do. If anything, you're doing your grandmother a favor by giving her incestuous sex.
"Hey! What the Hell are you doing? Oh, my God, William! How dare you grope me! What's wrong with you? What's gotten into you? I'm your grandmother and you're my grandson."
Now that you're already in bed with your sexy and shapely grandmother, why not give her what she wants? Even though she'd never say it, she wants you to fuck her. She wants you to take her from behind as you did with your whore of a cousin. Go ahead. Squeeze her ass with one hand while squeezing her big tits with your other hand.
"Don't worry Grandma. I'm here to give you what you want. I'm here to fuck you in the way that you deserve to be fucked. I'm here to give you a sexual orgasm with my cock."
Now slowly and gently ease your cock in your grandmother's cunt from behind. She hasn't had sexual intercourse in so long that she feels like a virgin. See? Look at that. She's already wet, the old whore. Go ahead. Fuck her. Fuck your grandmother. Don't worry. As long as you say the magic words, immediately after, you're safe from her reproach. With today April Fools' Day, you have a valid excuse. Trust me, with today April Fools' Day they're all expecting to be sexually assaulted by you.
"April Fools' Day, Grandma!"
Yet, even though this story is nothing like the above, let's hold that thought while extrapolating on a different, elaborate, albeit still incestuous April Fools' Day joke, shall we? Don't forget, worth the reminder, as long as you laugh and say, "April Fools' Day," you're good to go. In the way that, you know who, grabs pussies every day, any man can have sex with any women on April Fools' Day. It's in the constitution, the second amendment, I think, under we have the right to bear arms, we have the right to use our erections on April Fools' Day.
"Hey, you can't argue with our founding fathers now, don't be afraid to have incestuous sex with your female relatives. It's April Fools' Day."
You may have sex with your MILF of a mother, your sexy sister, your MILF of an aunt, your slutty, female cousin, and/or your endearing, albeit still sexy grandmother. April Fools' Day is the one day of the year that incestuous sex between two consenting adults is not only acceptable but also expected. Moreover, as long as you say the magic words, "April Fools', you may sexually assault any female, not just blood relatives. Today, you're allowed to sexually assault female friends of the family, in-laws, co-workers, and even members of your congregation.
"Ha! Ha! April Fools'!"
* * * * *
Now, let's start the real story April Fools' story, Fooling Mom, Sis, Aunt, Cousin, and Gran, shall we?
By sticking to their preconceived notions, this story is about William, a handsome 20-year-old man who used April Fools' Day and his mother's, sister's, aunt's, cousin's, and grandmother's preconceived notions that he's gay to trick them into having incestuous sex with him. Willing to voluntarily give him sex as their hoped-for conversion and reparation therapy, the burning question is, is William gay or is he straight? With his five, female relatives determined to change his sexual orientation by giving him incestuous sex, believing that William is gay was their reason and justification to have sex with him.
"Seriously, how hot is that? Seriously, don't you wish you were him? Don't you wish your mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and/or grandmother would give you incestuous sex?"
Listening to them through the vent in his large room over the three-car garage that overlooked the great room in the main house, William was hurt that his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and even his grandmother would all think him a homosexual. Yet, armed with a sexually devious plan, with April Fools' Day quickly approaching, and with the April Fools' Day joke on them, he used their preconceived notions to his incestuous, sexual advantage. With them all ready and willing to give him incestuous sex as their convoluted way to save him from being gay, he decided to get even with them for them thinking that he was gay.
"Cock and testicles for tits and pussy."
Since they already thought that he was gay, William played an elaborate, albeit incestuous, April Fools' Day joke on his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother. By not only allowing them to continue thinking that he was gay but also by pretending that he was gay, he hoped to seek his revenge by having inappropriate and forbidden, incestuous sex with all of them. Base upon their not so private conversations and the books he found lying around the house, he knew they were going to use conversion and reparation therapy on him as their justifiable excuse to have incestuous sex with him.
'How dare they,' he thought while laughing to himself? 'I can't wait. I'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with my MILF of a mother, my sexy sister, my MILF of an aunt, my slutty cousin, and my still sexy grandmother.'
Besides with them all horny, sexually frustrated, and looking for an excuse to have sex with him under the pretense that they were not only helping him but also saving him, his April Fools' Day joke was a win/win for all. Even though they'd never admit it, they wanted to have forbidden sex with him as much as he wanted to have inappropriate sex with them. His mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother sexually lusted and masturbated over him as much as he sexually lusted and masturbated over them.



* * * * *
"I can't believe they all think that I'm gay. If I didn't an ulterior motive in mind, I'd be insulted," said William while alone in his room and for no one to hear. "If only they knew that I'm not only straight but also sexually attracted to them all, what would they say then?"
Horny now while thinking of his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother naked, he removed his prick from his pajama bottoms and started masturbating himself while imagining having sex with them.
"I'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with my MILF of a mother, Mary," he said while stroking his prick.
He imagined his mother stroking his cock while sucking his prick as he fondled her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples. He imagined his mother blowing him. He imagined cumming in his mother's mouth and her swallowing his cum.
"I'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with my sexy sister, Christine," he said continuing to stroke his cock.
He imagined his sister stripping herself naked in front of him. He imagined her kissing him, French kissing him. He imagined her mounting him and making sweet love to him. He imagined cumming in his sister's, wet, warm pussy.
"I'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with my mother's sister, my MILF of an aunt, Rose," he said stroking his cock faster.
He imagined seeing his aunt naked. He imagined his aunt seeing him naked. He imagined his aunt on her knees while stroking his cock and sucking his prick. He imagined cumming in his aunt's mouth and her swallowing his cum in the way that he ejaculated his cum in his mother's mouth and she swallowed his cum. Then, giving his aunt a sexy, surprise cum bath, when his aunt pulled his cock from her willing mouth, he imagined ejaculating a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her big, naked tits.
"I'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with my aunt Rose's daughter, my slutty cousin, Nancy," he said stroking his cock harder and faster.
He imagined fucking his cousin hard and faster in the way that she fucked her entire college football team, including the coaches. He imagined fucking his cousin in the way she fucked so many young men at drunken frat parties. He imagined pounding his cousin's experienced pussy in the way that dozens of men pounded her pussy during spring break.
"I'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with my endearing and still sexy, Grandmother Edna," he said just before cumming hard in a wad of tissue.
He imagined his grandmother, Edna, coming to his room wearing a sexy, see-through nightgown. He imagined her inviting him to feel her big tits while fingering her erect nipples as she fondled and stroked his cock. He imagined his grandmother blowing him in the way that his mother and his aunt, her daughters, Mary and Rose, blew him. He imagined cumming in his grandmother's mouth in the way that he ejaculated his cum in his mother's and aunt's mouths.
'Wow,' he thought. 'Since April Fools' Day is nearly here, and with them all willing to give me incestuous sex as their reparation therapy, I can't wait to help make this sexual fantasy my incestuous reality.'
* * * * *
A sensitive boy with a domineering, 46-year-old MILF of a mother, Mary, and a bossy, 24-year-old, sexy sister, Christine, after his father suddenly died in a work-related accident, 20-year-old William grew up in a house filled with women. Helping out with the household expenses, his mother's sister, his 44-year-old, MILF of an aunt, Rose, and his 22-year-old slutty, cousin, Nancy, moved in with them after his uncle, his aunt's husband, Nancy's Dad, left her for a much younger woman. Then, when his 73-year-old grandfather suddenly and unexpectedly died, plenty room enough for one more, Mary and Rose's mother, William's, Christine's, and Nancy's 68-year-old, endearing albeit still sexy grandmother, Edna, moved in with them too.
Fortunately for them and for him, they lived in a large, old, rambling five-bedroom, four and one half-bathroom house five miles north of Boston. Built in 1880, Mary and her husband, Joe, inherited the old, 19th century house from Joe's grandfather, Charlie, who had nine children. With all of them now living out of state and owning homes of their own, none of Charlie's children wanted to take on the old, family homestead because of the rundown condition of the house. Joe, who worked in the home repair business, accepted the house as his pet project. Worth the effort and investment of cash, he remortgaged the house to make all of the necessary and much needed repairs.
Doing much of the work himself, he modernized the house to 21st century standards. He installed a new roof, thermal windows, much needed insulation, a new furnace, front and back doors, central air conditioning, recessed lighting, granite counter tops, subway tile backsplash, and stainless-steel appliances. He redid the kitchen and upgraded the four and a half bathrooms with new plumbing, floors, sinks, toilets, and tiles. The only things he kept original to the house, after refinishing them, were the original, mahogany woodwork, the crown moldings, the pocket doors, the glass doorknobs, and the hardwood floors. Now, a showplace, the house was as modern and updated as it was oozing with charm and character.
It had always been Joe and Mary's plan to have lots of children, at least five, to fill such a big house but Joe tragically died in a work-related accident shortly after William was born. Fortunately, for them all, Joe had the forethought to take out a large, life insurance policy. The money allowed Mary to keep the house while working downtown as a full-charge bookkeeper. Her daughter Christine worked at a café on Newbury Street as a waitress, and William worked as a barista for a coffeehouse on Beacon Street in the Back Bay of Boston.
Aunt Rose worked as a saleswoman in a dress shop in Brookline and cousin Nancy worked at the perfume and cosmetic counter in Macy's department store on Washington Street in downtown Boston. With them all contributing their fair share to cover household expenses, Grandma Edna did most of the cooking, baking, laundry, and housekeeping. She stayed at home, and lived off of her and her deceased husband's Social Security. Between the five women and one man, there was plenty of money to maintain the house and pay all the bills. A close-knit family, who needed men when they had one another and when they all had William to sexually share?
Yet and alas, even though they all had jobs, a place to live, and food to eat, as opposed to William who was sexually thrilled to be living with five sexy, shapely, and attractive women, none of the women were happy. None of the women were sexually satisfied. Imbued with an undercurrent of hurt, horniness, and sexual frustration beneath their surface of smiles, politeness, and pleasantness, with none of the women having a man in their lives, all five women were angry and sexually unfulfilled.
Mary dated after Joe died and Rose dated after her husband left her but, no longer naïve, vulnerable, and trusting, nothing ever came of their relationships with men. Even though both women experienced different circumstances of anxiety filled separation with Joe dying and Rose's husband leaving her, whether justified or not, both women had feelings of abandonment. Even though they were all tall, shapely slim, and very attractive women, after entertaining the idea of looking up old flames that ended badly, grandma Edna wasn't interested in dating another man either after her husband died. Since the three women, Mary, Rose, and Edna were comfortably content living without a man but for William, they were all still open to finding love.
Christine and Nancy weren't successful in maintaining long-term relationships either. Going through men in the way of eating appetizers at a Chinese restaurant luncheon buffet, they weren't able to find anyone that interested them enough to want to continue dating them. Disenchanted and seemingly swearing off men, with men not wanting to commit, and with married men pretending that they were single, all five women had unsuccessful relationships with philandering and/or needy men still living at home with their mothers.
Five women without a man, and one man with five women, when they weren't masturbating in the bathtub or while alone in their rooms, they all turned their sexual attention to William. Like a moth drawn to a flame, without them even realizing what they were sexually and forbiddingly doing, they all focused their horniness and sexual frustration on him. Unaccustomed to having five, attractive women lavish him with their undivided sexual attention, feeling a bit like Hugh Hefner, William felt as if he was living with five, busty, Playboy playmates in his version of the Playboy mansion.
His attractive mother, sexy sister, good looking aunt, slutty cousin, and charming grandmother doted on him. Instructing him and coaching him on how to treat a woman, they used him as if molding him into what they perceived was their perfect man. They worked to make him the man that they'd all want to date, have sex with, fall in love with, and marry. The only wrinkle in their creation of him as their perfect man was that not only was he related to them by blood but also, they erroneously perceived that William was gay.
* * * * *
Spying on them by monitoring their conversations, William pressed his ear to his open vent while listening to their very personal and what they believed were their very private conversations.
"Do you think William is gay?"
As if hoping that he wasn't gay so that she could have sex with her nephew, Rose looked at her sister while waiting for her to respond.
"Gay? My William, gay? Certainly not. Why would you say that?" Mary fell silent while giving her sister a hard, hurt stare. "Now that you mention it, and now that I think about it, having never considered that he was, I don't know," she said frowning while looking as if she had never pondered the thought of her son being homosexual. "I don't think my son is gay, but I have no idea. On the surface, and in the way that I couldn't tell a lesbian woman if I fell over her, what does a gay man look like?"
As if she already knew that he was gay, now that her sister confronted her with her hidden suspicion, Mary had obviously hidden the truth by not accepting that her son may be gay.
"Mom," said Christine, William's sexy sister, while nodding her head as if she was expert at identifying gay men. "I'm sorry to say this but I think William is gay. He's never been out on a date with a woman or with a man. What twenty-year-old, testosterone filled, horny man doesn't date? Perhaps, still in the closet, I wouldn't be surprised if he's still a virgin," she said nodding her head again with solemness.
Nancy, William's slutty cousin and Rose's daughter, rolled her eyes and sighed while acting bored and disinterested with the conversation by checking her manicure. By far, with her the biggest whore in the family, a cheerleader in college who slept with the entire football team, including the coaches, she had the most sexual experience with men. A regular at frat house, drunken, sex filled orgies, she was the queen of spring break, naked parties.
"Trust me. He's gay. Even though I love my cousin to death, I'm sorry to say that William is gay. My gaydar goes off every time I'm around him," said Nancy rolling her big, brown eyes again while concentrating more on her nails than on the conversation.
As if she had just insulted her by insulting her son and calling him gay, clearly unable to accept that William may be gay, Mary gave her niece a dirty look.
"Tell me. I'd like to know. How can you be so sure," she said before attacking her niece? "In the way that we all know that you're a whore, why do you think my William is homosexual, Nancy?"
Mary looked at her niece with as much anxiety, anger, and hurt as she looked at her with the realization that her son may sexually prefer men to women. Apparently assured in the belief that her cousin was gay, Nancy laughed while ignoring her aunt's verbal attack by calling her the whore that she obviously was. As if she was explaining the birds and the bees to her aunt, giving proof to her stated claim that William was gay, she voiced credible evidence to her suspicions.
"Look at the style, colors, and cut of his clothes. Gay. He dresses like a gay man. He reads poetry and sketches muscular men in speedos. Gay. He keeps his room cleaner than any of our rooms. Gay. He does his own laundry, helps with the housework, and irons his shirts and pants. Gay. He works as a barista. Gay," said Nancy punctuating her words by dotting the air with her manicured fingernail. "No doubt about it, my cousin, your son, is gay, Aunt Mary," said Nancy with authority. "If William isn't gay, then I'm a lesbian," she said laughing. "Trust me. I love stroking, sucking, and fucking cocks too much to switch to fingering and licking pussies."
* * * * *
The gentlemanly thing to do, William forsook his bedroom for their comfort and privacy. By vacating the main house for the large, studio room above the three-car garage, he graciously allowed each woman to have her own bedroom. Besides, more for him than for them, too crowded in the main house with women constantly talking and/or getting ready to go out, and hogging the bathrooms, since it had a half bath, he took over the loft space above the garage. When he needed to shower, he'd use one of the bathrooms in the main house after they left for work. What he liked about his room was that by opening his vent, he could surreptitiously listen to their private conversations.
Moreover, with the skylights allowing the natural light to shine in from both sides of the room, this was the perfect space for him to sketch, draw, and paint. Besides, away from the chatter of five, talkative women, unless he wanted company, he could better concentrate on his studies here than being in the main house where he was constantly interrupted, sexually teased, and/or questioned about his sexual orientation. Furthermore, since his room was equipped with a television and cable, he could watch whatever sports shows and/or movies he wanted to watch in peace.
No doubt, based on their accusatory conversations, they all were of the opinion that William was gay because of how fastidious he was with his clothes and his personal appearance. Including his own mother, they all obviously thought that he preferred having sex with men than with women. Only, he wasn't gay. He was straight. If he was going to have sex with anyone, he'd have sex with a woman. Further, not having sex with just any woman, if he was going to have sex with any woman, he'd prefer having sex with his MILF of a mother, his sexy sister, his MILF of an aunt, his slutty cousin, and/or his endearing albeit still sexy grandmother.
Taking it upon themselves to accept him as their personal challenge, all five women made William their sexual mission to save him from himself in having sex with men by being ready to allow him to have sex with them. Taking a stand against men rejecting women to have sex with other men, if they could save such a good-looking, young man from himself, they'd take that as their personal victory to their sexuality, beauty, desirability, determination, and resolve. Instead of telling them that he wasn't gay, believing that it was a good April Fool's joke to play, hopefully to his sexual advantage, he went along with the charade.
Willing to do whatever they sexually needed to do to not lose him to homosexuality, if giving him incestuous sex was what it took to keep him straight, Mary was prepared to have sex with her son. Something as forbidden as it was sexually exciting, committing her naked body to him, his mother was ready to stroke and even suck her son's prick while he felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. Going along with having incestuous sex with him as her way in converting him from being gay to being straight, she was ready to have him cum in her mouth and even swallow his cum.
In the way that she erroneously perceived that William wanted to have gay sex with men, as her way to save him, his mother hoped that he'd want to have incestuous sex with her instead. Yet, it wasn't just sex, albeit incestuous sex, it was more than that. A win/win for them both, while she'd willingly do her sexual best to convert him, hopefully, he'd do his sexual best to ease her horniness and erase her sexual frustration. Moreover, she wanted grandchildren and, unless he adopted children with his gay partner, she'd be denied that birthright pleasure.
Besides, adoption wasn't nearly the same as natural born children. Unless he put his sperm in a surrogate mother, his children would never be his children but someone else's children. That's not to say that she wouldn't love his adopted children but she'd more love him to feel the joy of having his own children. With adoption the next best thing, she'd more love to have grandchildren that looked like him and that genetically reminded her of him when he was a baby a child, and a young man.
Ready to do something drastic to change his sexual orientation, if that's what it took to convert him, his sister, Christine, was ready to have sex with her brother, too. Ready to strip herself naked and surrender her naked body to him, if she could save him from having sex with men by making love to him, then she was ready to do that. As if baptizing him by giving him heterosexual sex, albeit incestuous sex, apparently hoping to kiss the need out of him to save him from sexually seeking out men, she was prepared to do whatever it took to save her brother from himself.
Wanting to do her part in helping to save William too, Aunt Rose was also ready to have sex with her nephew if that would change his feelings about sexually wanting men instead of women. Doing her part in helping her sister's son, she was obviously sexually excited about helping to convert him while having incestuous sex with him. Without doubt, Rose looked forward to showing him how to sexually pleasure a woman with the hope that he'd reject his sexual attraction for men. She truly believed that when she was done having sex with him, he'd never want to have sex with a man.
In the way that her mother was ready to have sex with her nephew, his cousin, Nancy, was ready to fuck him if that's what it took to save William from himself. Ready to allow him to pound her pussy, perhaps, if he fucked her pussy hard and fast enough, he'd never want to fuck a man in the ass in the way that he could fuck a woman in her pussy. Committing herself to helping him by giving her sexy, albeit slutty, naked body to her cousin, Nancy was prepared to allow him to touch and feel her everywhere he needed to touch and feel her. Clearly, she was certain that she could turn him heterosexual by giving him hot, incestuous sex.
Even his grandmother, Edna, held the belief that she could change her grandson from going to the dark side with her sexual attention. Only having had sex with her deceased husband, she was ready to have sex with her grandson if that's what it took to change him from being gay. Instead of William stroking and sucking a man's penis, she was prepared to allow him to finger and lick her pussy. Willing to take him in her mouth, even allow him to cum in her mouth, she was prepared to stroke and suck her grandson's cock. She'd willingly allow him to make love to her and fuck her if that's what it took for him not to turn gay.
In the way that her daughter, her sister, her niece, and even her mother were all willing to sexually do, Mary was ready to willingly allow her son to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body. As it was for his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother, having sex with him was obviously as much for him as it was for them. They all believed that they could save him from having homosexual sex with men by allowing him to have heterosexual sex, albeit incestuous sex, with them.



As if incestuous sex was their excuse and their justification for a sexual intervention to change his sexual orientation, they were all committed in sexually doing whatever it took to keep him from taking the wrong, sexual path. With all five women as horny as they were sexually frustrated, saving William from turning gay was not only their excuse for having incestuous sex with him but also their justification too. Naively unbeknownst to them, in the way that they were all willing to have sex with him, the only fly in the ointment was that William wasn't gay and would love to have incestuous sex with all them.
'Duh?'
Of course, he'd love to have sex with all of them. A testosterone filled, horny, young, heterosexual man, he wasn't gay. If he was anything, he was an incestuous pervert. He'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with his MILF of a mother. He'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with his sexy sister. He'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with his MILF of an aunt. He'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with his slutty cousin. He'd love nothing more than to have sex with his sexual, salacious grandmother.
In the way that his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother wanted to have incestuous sex with him, he wanted to have incestuous sex with them, too. A win/win for them all, by removing the guilt, the shame, and the remorse, his devious, April Fool's plan would only work if they thought that he was gay. His devious, April Fool's plan would only work if they thought that they were saving him from turning gay. Yet, if only they knew that he wanted to have sex with them as much as they wanted to have sex with him, he wondered that they'd say.
If they really wanted to help him, instead of having sex with him, they could set him up with a prostitute, a sex therapist, or a priest. Yet, they truly believed that five, female, blood related relatives having incestuous sex with him would have more of a sexual impact than him having sex with a stranger who worked as a hooker, a therapist, or for God. Besides, who better would know his sexual wants and needs than his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother? If they couldn't convert him from turning gay, then no one could.
* * * * *
Based on their preconceived, albeit incorrect notion that William was gay, they were all ready and willing to have sex with him to hopefully change his sexual orientation. Secure in their ill-conceived viewpoint that homosexuality was wrong, against God and the church, and a mental disorder, Mary hoped that they all could do their sexual part in helping to change William's sexual orientation with conversion and reparation therapy. Obviously, being that there were sex therapists, and sex therapy worked, who better to be his sex therapists and give him sex therapy than his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother.
If all that it took was to give him sex, albeit incestuous sex, they were all willing to help do their part in converting him. Having read about the process, Mary bought Joseph Nicolosi's books, Reparative Therapy of Male Homosexuality, and Healing Homosexuality. Passing the books around, they all read the books and, as if giving him electric shock therapy, were now ready to tryout their own version of conversion and reparative therapy on poor William by giving him incestuous sex therapy.
Using their womanly guiles, their own interpretation of the therapeutic process, and by having sex with them, they were determined to change his sexual orientation from him wanting to have sex with men to him wanting to have sex with women. Something so absurd as giving him incestuous sex, seemingly made convoluted sense to them. Besides, even if they were unsuccessful in sexing the gay out of him, at least they'd all have sex with him. If they couldn't cure him, he'd cure their horniness and sexual frustration by giving them sex.
Besides, how could something that sounded so right be so wrong? Yet, nothing more than their excuse to have sex with poor William, if only he knew what they were planning wouldn't he be shocked? Yet, having eavesdropped on their not so private conversations, he did know what they were planning and he was shocked that they were going to give him incestuous sex. Moreover, with him not gay, and sexually attracted to all of them, he was more than willing to have sex with them. If he was anything, he was as sexually excited to have sex with them as much as they were sexually excited to have sex with him.
Using the four principles of Conversion and Reparative Therapy, 1. Disclosing versus imposing by allowing William to make up his own mind while not imposing their own views and opinions. 2. Encouraging inquiry by allowing him to ask whatever questions he may have about homosexuality that may relate to his sexuality and hopefully to his newfound heterosexuality. 3. Resolving past traumas, perhaps losing his father, the male influence in his life, at such a young age was why he was sexually drawn to men. 4. Lastly, education that will allow William to be informed about homosexuality versus heterosexuality while allowing him to make his own informed decisions and choices.
Only, with none of the women professionals in the field, amateurs at best with good intentions, albeit with ulterior motives, taking William under their sexual wing, they took their conversion and reparative therapy to the next level and to the extreme. Moreover, unbeknownst to them but convinced that he was, William wasn't gay but heterosexual. With him a fox in a henhouse and happy to play the gay man to have incestuous sex with his horny and sexually frustrated, female relatives, he was surrounded by five, sexy and attractive women. If pretending that he was gay was what it took to have sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother, then he could do that.
Already sexually attracted to his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and even his grandmother, he didn't need much encouragement to have sex with any of them and/or with all of them. He couldn't count how many times he had masturbated himself over imagining his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother naked while having sex with their naked bodies. With all of them sexually attracted to William, and with them amenable to having incestuous sex with him to supposedly save him from being gay, it was a win/win for them all.
Using William as their sexual surrogate, and his gayness as their excuse, and their justification for having sex with him, he'd help them with their horniness and sexual frustration and they'd save him from turning gay. Using them in the way they were apparently hoping to use him, he was ready to give them what they wanted and they were ready to give him what they hoped he needed to save him from turning gay. Preventing them from having guilty consciences and feeling perverted and nasty for having incestuous sex, it wouldn't work if they knew that he was straight. Their charade wouldn't work if they didn't believe that they were helping him and saving him from himself.
* * * * *
Slowly starting the sexual process to convert his sexual orientation from homosexual to heterosexual, they were all eagerly ready to try. Before giving him incestuous sex, their last, desperate resort, they sexually teased him to hopefully change him into being heterosexual. Starting off slow, they flashed him deliberate down-blouse peeps of their bras and cleavage, and deliberate down-nightgown glances of their naked breasts. They flashed him up-skirt views of their panties, and up-nightgown peeks of their naked pussies. While pressing his face between their big breasts, they hugged him, kissed him, and allowed his horny, roaming hands to touch them, feel them, and grope them.
Not stopping there, all five women routinely walked around him in their sheerest, lowest-cut, and shortest nightgowns without the modesty of wearing a robe. They immodestly and immorally showed him the outline shape of their breasts, the impressions of their erect nipples, the shadow of their brown, trimmed pubic hair, and the outline of their asses and ass cracks. If that wasn't enough to entice a homosexual man to turn heterosexual, they appeared before him in their low-cut bras and bikini panties. When they still didn't get his undivided attention, unmercifully, sexually teasing him, they appeared before him topless and/or even naked. When they weren't flashing him their naked breasts, they were flashing him their naked asses and naked pussies.
Any horny, young man's sexual fantasies come true, drastic measures for drastic times, his MILF of a mother, Mary, undressed in front of him while readying herself for bed. His MILF of an aunt, Rose, removed her nightgown in front of him and dressed in front of him too. William's sexy sister, Christine, and his slutty cousin, Nancy, painted their toenails in front of him while sitting in the living room wearing only their briefest, bikini panties and their sexiest, low-cut bras, or their nightgowns without the modesty of wearing panties. Showing no embarrassment or shame, his grandmother emerged from taking her shower with nothing but a towel on her head.
Looking more like a whorehouse than a family house, as if giving him straight, sexual, shock therapy, William was surrounded by semi-naked and naked women day and night. When he wasn't seeing his mother's ass, tits, and pussy, he was seeing his sister's, aunt's, cousin's, and grandmother's ass, tits, and pussy. When William wasn't masturbating over them in the privacy of his room, they were masturbating over him while taking a bath.
Joining in on the exhibitionistic fun, William walked around them in his briefs and even naked too. In the way that all five women had shapely, C cup breasts, taking after his father, William had a big cock that grew much bigger and harder when he was sexually excited. Only, not wanting to prematurely ruin and end the fun he was having by seeing his semi-naked and naked, female relatives, he had to take care not to get an erection when exposing himself to them. Thinking of baseball instead of thinking of his mother's, sister's, aunts, cousin's and grandmother's naked tits, asses, and pussies, when not masturbating in his room, he took lots of cold showers.
Recalling what they all looked like from memory, while wishing he could have sex with them all, William already had a collection of semi-naked and naked sketches of his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother. He sketched pictures of them in their sheer, sexy, and virtually see-through nightgowns. He sketched pictures of them in their panties and bras. He sketched pictures of them topless and naked. Then, when any of them came to his room to visit him, continuing the charade that he was gay, he hid their pictures and replaced them with sketches of muscular men wearing speedos.
Viewing him as special and different, they viewed him as their personal challenge to convert him. All five women treated him with respect because he insisted on being formally called William, instead of being informally called Bill, Billy, Will, or Willie. Continuing his charade of being gay, he was uncharacteristically neat and orderly. Born a Virgo, something that few twenty-year-old men did, William kept his room neat and clean, did his own laundry, and pitched in with the vacuuming and housework. Instead of hanging out with the guys, he preferred hanging out with the women. Instead of playing sports, he preferred playing the piano, drawing, sketching, painting, and reading poetry.
A handsome man, health conscious with his diet, and exercising regularly, he didn't smoke or drink. Hoping one day to become a famous artist, he attended the Massachusetts College of Art and Design. Learning from the masters, he spent what free time he had available visiting the Museum of Fine Arts in Boston. When not working, playing the piano, and reading poetry, he spent his free time sketching, drawing, and painting. He loved form, function, and fashion and sketched women in dresses and muscular men showing all of their bulges while wearing nothing more than a speedo.
Deciding to forgo his prom because he was too shy to ask anyone to go with him, William had never been on a date. Happy to be a virgin, with dating unimportant to him, he didn't have the time, the money, or the inclination to waste dating. Saving dating for later, still young and with him having plenty of time to find someone, he was saving himself for that special someone that he had yet to find.
With him always able to entertain himself, happy to be alone in his room, he had his five, female relatives to keep him company whenever he felt lonely or just wanted to talk, play a game, or watch a movie. Whenever he was horny, his relatives cured his horniness with their sexual teasing and exhibitionism. Whenever he was horny, while alone in his room, he masturbated over imagining his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother naked and having sex with them. He was always sure to cum whenever masturbating himself over all of them.
On paper and on the surface, a good son, a good brother, a good nephew, a good cousin, and a good grandson, he seemed too good to be true. On paper and on the surface, just as his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother thought that he was gay, he appeared to be gay even though he wasn't. Yet, he was as diabolical as were his female relatives to make them think that he was gay. He was incestuously ready to use them in the way they were willing to sexually use him.
Instead of sneaking around while hoping to have sex with this one or that one, with them all cloaked in skullduggery, they were all ready to have sex with him. Allowing it to play itself out, with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother all suspecting that he was gay, he was eager to see where this would lead and whenever it led, he'd willingly follow. With his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother willing to give him incestuous sex, as part of his April Fool's joke, he was ready to give them incestuous sex, too.
'Ha! Ha! April Fools'! I'm not gay, I'm straight,' he imagined saying on April Fools' Day.
* * * * *
Now that the consensus of her family thought that William was gay, no longer sweeping it under the rug but having to confront it, accept it, or change it, Mary finally believed that her son was gay. Clearly, while hoping to be the one responsible for changing his sexual orientation from homosexual to heterosexual, William's mother was first to put her conversion and reparation therapy plan to work. She'd do anything for her son, even have sex with him, if that's what it took to set him straight, literally and figuratively.
She wasn't ashamed or embarrassed to use her body as her son's litmus test to identify his sexual orientation. She sexually teased him while watching his reaction to see if he was a normal, testosterone filled, horny, heterosexual, young man or a disinterested homosexual man more interested in his mother than in heterosexual sex. Taking her sexual teasing a step further, she incestuously enticed him when sitting across from him with her skirt and/or nightgown raised to midthighs, and her knees deliberately parted just enough to flash him her panties or her naked pussy. Her horniness, sexual frustration, and physical attraction to William allowed her to go further with her son than she had gone with any man.
She flashed him what she wanted him to see and hoped that he wanted to see too. She flashed him up-skirts peeks of her white panties and/or up-nightgown glimpses of her brown, trimmed pussy. While leaning over him to serve him food or pour him coffee, she deliberately gave him prolonged down-blouse views of her low-cut bra, her long, sexy line of cleavage, and down-nightgown peeps of her naked breasts, her areolas, and her nipples. Watchful of his eyes as much of his reaction, she was mindful if he looked and stared or if he looked away.
Showing no shame, remorse, or embarrassment, Mary walked around her son practically naked. As if she wasn't even there, he pretended to act disinterested in seeing as much of his mother's naked body. Perceiving him as gay and disinterested in seeing any forbidden part of his mother's sexy and shapely body, she deemed it okay to expose herself to him under the pretense of saving him from turning gay. While hoping to sexually tease him into turning straight, she was willing to do any, sexual thing for her son.
The first to attempt to sexually seduce him, she was determined to change him from being gay to turning straight by giving him incestuous sex. In the way that he was perverted enough to have sex with his mother, and with her horny enough, she was sexually frustrated enough to have sex with her son under the guise that she was saving him. In the way that Mary couldn't wait to get her son alone, William couldn't wait to get his mother alone too.
Saturday night and with them both not working tomorrow, her plan to hopefully get him in the heterosexual, albeit incestuous mood, was to watch a sexy mother and son incest movie with her son. Sexually teasing him and incestuously enticing him, as if daring him to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and make a sexual pass at her, she'd wear her sexiest nightgown. Judging his sexual orientation by if he was sexually aroused enough to have an erection while watching the movie with his mother showing as much of her nearly naked body, she needed to know if he was gay or straight.
Without even having the conversation, she could have asked him straight out if he was gay, but she didn't. If he was gay, with her trying to sexually seduce a gay man, and if he rejected her sexual advances, she'd feel foolish trying to sexually seduce him. Yet, if he was gay and welcomed her sexual advances, then she'd feel proud for saving her son from being gay.
Then again, there was the possibility that he wasn't gay, would welcome her sexual advances, and give her incestuous sex. Either way, whether he was gay or straight, she hoped to have sex with her son. She'd either save him from homosexuality by giving him incestuous sex or have heterosexual, albeit incestuous sex with her son and save herself from her horniness and sexual frustration. Either way it was a win/win for her. Yet, then again, even if he wasn't gay, with the forbiddance of incest getting in the way, he still may sexually reject her because she's his mother and he's her son. One way or the other, she'd definitely find out tonight.
"What do I have to lose," she asked her sister?
After telling Rose that she was going to sexually seduce her son with reparation and conversion therapy in the hopes of changing him, she convolutedly thought that giving her son incestuous sex was enough to make him heterosexual. Even though the books they read on reparation and conversion therapy said nothing about incestuous sex as a cure, all that they got out if it was that it meant that they must give William incestuous sex for it to work. All they got out of reading about reparation and conversion therapy was that it justified them having sex with William under the pretense that they were saving him from himself.
Yet, maybe, if he willingly had sex with his mother in the way that she'd eagerly have sex with her son, that may be enough to change him from being gay to being straight. Perhaps, if he had sex with a woman, especially with his mother, was all that he needed to forsake being gay and embrace heterosexuality instead of embracing homosexuality. With what she incorrectly determined from reading about conversion and reparation therapy, she felt confident that she could stop him from turning gay with incestuous sex. With him possibly still a virgin, perhaps, if she was first to give him sex instead of a man being first to give him sex, that may work.



Worth the try, if she was the first woman to allow him to feel her tits while fingering her nipples, hopefully, that may be enough to curb his homosexual desires and stop him from turning gay. She was willing to go all the way. If she was first woman to suck his cock while he felt her tits, fingered her nipples, and allowed him to cum in her mouth, hopefully, that may be enough to cure his desire for the need of him blowing a man. A win/win for both, being that she was horny and sexually frustrated anyway, she'd happily blow him any time and as often as he wanted to save her son from himself.
* * * * *
Totally exposed, as if she was a whore working in Al Swearengen's whorehouse in Deadwood, South Dakota, Mary climbed the stairs to her son's loft over the garage wearing nothing more than a nearly transparent, sexy, low-cut, short nightgown. As if she was climbing the stairs to the guillotine, perhaps feeling too nakedly exposed, instead of climbing the stairs to her son's room, clearly, she was filled with as much trepidation as she was filled with sexual excitement. Could she go through with it? Would she go through with it? Did she dare have incestuous sex with her son?
This was it. There was no turning back now. She was about to have sex with her son. With her practically naked, there was no other way to help him and to convert him than to have incestuous sex with him. As soon as she entered his room, once seeing his nearly naked mother, he'd surmise why she was there. Yet, as much as having sex with her son was forbidden and nasty, the mere thoughts of having sex with her son was sexually exciting. Truth be told, in the way that he couldn't wait to have sex with his mother, she couldn't wait to have sex with her son.
In the hopes of saving her son from turning gay, she was willing to give him sex. Yet, more than just sex between a man and a woman, she was ready to give him forbidden sex between a mother and her son. She was ready to allow him to not only see her naked breasts but also to fondle her naked breasts while fingering her nipples. She was ready to stroke his cock and even suck his cock if that's what it took for him not to turn gay. Ready to allow her son to cum in her mouth, she'd even swallow his cum to hopefully dissuade him from having oral sex with a man.
"Why have oral sex with a man when he could have oral sex with me any time he wanted? I'd stroke his cock and suck his cock as many times as it takes for him not to turn gay," she said while ready to go to his room.
Leaving nothing to the imagination, William wouldn't have to imagine what his mother looked like naked. In one quick glance or a prolonged, continual stare, he'd see all that she wanted him to see of her nearly naked, sexy body and all that he wanted to see of her shapely, naked body. Going along with the group, it was one thing to flash him her semi-naked and/or naked body when the others were around, but it was something else entirely to attempt to sexually seduce her son while alone with him in his room.
How dare she? How could she? What would he think of her if he's gay? What would he think of her if he's straight? Yet, as horny as she was sexually frustrated, as much having sex with her son was for him, it was for her too. She needed to suck his cock while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples as much as he hopefully needed a blowjob.
With her walking around him in her sheer, sexy nightgowns, in her panties and bras, topless, and even naked, never had she shown her son as much of her sexy and shapely body as she had shown him these past, few weeks. Continuing to show no modesty, morals, remorse, and/or shame, never had he seen as much of his mother's, beautiful, naked body. Then, playing her game of voyeurism with his game of voyeurism, he returned the sexually, incestuous favor of her exhibitionism with his exhibitionism.
While careful not to have an erection, exposing his cock to them all, he walked around his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother in his briefs and even naked. In the way that they showed him their naked asses, their naked tits, and their naked pussies, he showed them his long, flaccid prick and his cum filled testicles. In the way that they sexually teased him and incestuously enticed him, he sexually teased them and incestuously enticed them too.
While he pretended to act disinterested in seeing so much of their semi-naked and naked bodies, they all stared at his big, limp dick. In the way that he tried not to stare at all that they were showing, as if they were all hungry for it, they never removed their eyes from his flaccid cock. Obviously, they sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted them.
Seemingly, by sexually ignoring them, he had sexually aroused the five women by flashing them his cock as much as they had sexually aroused him by flashing him their semi-naked and naked bodies. Seemingly, he had sexually aroused his mother enough by flashing her his naked cock to entice her to sexually seduce him under the guise that she was saving him from turning gay. Putting aside her modesty, her shame, her morality, and her remorse, she seemingly didn't care that she was his mother, that he was her son, and they were blood related. She seemingly didn't care that sex between them was forbidden.
No doubt, she'd look uncomfortably embarrassed by being alone with him in his room while practically naked. No doubt, instead of feeling like his mother, she'd feel like a whore. Clearly, she'd be unable to help from feeling like a whore that she was while wearing such a revealing nightgown in front of her son. Yet, if showing him her nearly naked body was what it took for him not to turn gay, she'd happily give him sex.
With her nightgown so short and so sheer, whether flashing him her tits or her pussy, she wouldn't be able to move without showing him some, forbidden part of her voluptuous body. Continually flashing her naked pussy and/or flashing him her naked breasts, she seemingly didn't care what he saw of her. Seemingly determined to convert him and change his sexual orientation, she seemingly was determined to seduce him. Saving him from himself, she was obviously willing to suck his cock and even allow him to cum in her mouth while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples.
With her married to a loving man before he suddenly died, something she thought she'd never be, horny and sexually frustrated, clearly, she was horny and sexually frustrated now. Something she thought she'd never do, have sex with her son, undoubtedly by her standing outside his front door while wearing this virtually transparent nightgown, she was obviously ready to have sex with him now. Hoping he'd offer her a drink, no doubt, she needed a drink to do what she was about to do. She took a big breath of fortitude and resolve to summon the courage to knock at his front door.
* * * * *
Her hands were sweating. Her pulse was racing. Her heart was beating out of her chest. In anticipation of her seducing her son and of them having sex, her nipples were erect and she already felt a familiar wetness between her thighs. With William looking so very much like his father, she hadn't had that kind of sexual reaction for a man in a long while. Ready to do whatever she needed to do to help her son, she knocked on his front door.
"Hello? William?" She knocked again. "Are you home? It's Mommy," she said as if he wouldn't recognize her voice and know who she was.
Besides, having eavesdropped in on their conversation, knowing she was coming to him tonight, he was already expecting her. Obviously knowing he was home with his car parked in the driveway, when he wasn't working or attending class, he was always home. Not waiting for his response inviting her inside, she opened his unlocked front door without knocking and closed his door behind her. In the way she shriveled her posture, instead of sticking out her chest as she usually did, as soon as she stepped in his brightly lit room, she obviously felt naked.
'Mommy,' he thought when she referred to herself as Mommy instead of as his mother.
Evoking the image of her being his mommy instead of his mother, he imagined being in bed with her and sucking her big tits. As if he was still a little boy, he imagined sleeping in the same bed with his mother. He imagined cuddling and spooning his mother while touching and feeling her everywhere a son should never touch and feel his mother through her nightgown. William opened his front door in readiness to greet his mother.
"Hello Mother. Nice to see you," said William as if he was Norman Bates, played by Freddie Highmore, and his mother was Norma Bates, played by Vera Farmiga, in the Bates Motel. "Wow! That's some sexy nightgown," he said.
Instead of saying nice to see you, he wanted to say, nice to see all of you but he didn't dare say that and risk making his mother feel uncomfortable enough to cover her nakedness from him. He wondered if his mother would really give him incestuous sex. He'd love nothing more than for his mother to suck his stiff prick while he felt her big tits and fingered her erect nipples.
Not missing an opportunity to ogle his mother, he took advantage of his compliment to stare at all that he could see of his nearly naked mother. Yet, not wanting to be caught leering, he looked away while trying his best not to stare long and hard enough to make him sexually excited enough to get an erection. Instead of looking at her as he'd look at his mother, he looked at her as if he was a customer and she was a whore in a whorehouse, a stripper on stage, or a prostitute he paid for the night.
"Thank you," she said beaming him a smile before looking down at herself as if looking to see what he could see of her.
Difficult for him not to stare at all that she was showing, yet not wanting to ruin his gay image, he tried not to stare at all that he was seeing of his MILF of a mother through her sheer, sexy nightgown. Instead, he stared at her pretty face while making contact with her big, brown eyes. Then, when she broke eye contact and looked away, he stared at all that he could see of his mother. Even though he had seen his mother topless and naked over these past few weeks, it was even more sexually arousing to see her wearing something so sheer and so sexy.
Noticing all that she was showing through the sheerness of her nightgown, while enjoying the free show, when she wasn't looking, he glanced at the size and shape of her naked breasts. Difficult not to stare, he glanced at the big impressions his mother's nipples made in her sheer nightgown. Again, difficult not to stare, he glanced at what he could see through her nightgown of her dark patch of trimmed, brown, pubic hair. Obviously, by her erect nipples, either she was cold or she sexually aroused and horny. Knowing that his mother was sexually frustrated, he assumed the latter over the former.
He loved tits, especially big tits and especially his mother's tits. Genetically similar in shape and in size, his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother all had big, C cup breasts. He couldn't count how many times he had masturbated over the thoughts of seeing his mother's, sister's, aunt's, cousin's, and grandmother's tits. Now, overloaded with sexually, incestuous images of their bras, cleavages, naked breasts, areolas, and nipples, he had seen all that he had sexually fantasized and imagined seeing of his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother while masturbating himself.
As if modeling her sexy nightgown by prolonging her exhibitionism of her nearly naked body, knowing that he could see all that he wanted to see, instead of sitting, she stood in front of the bright light of his living room. The light that passed through her nightgown illuminated her naked silhouette enough to make her appear as if she was standing before him naked. Leaving nothing to his horny imagination, the light made her nightgown virtually see-through. He could clearly see his mother's naked tits, ass, and pussy.
Then, as if she was Sharon Stone flashing her naked pussy in Basic Instinct, she continued to sexually tease him. In the fluid motion of sitting on his couch, she made herself comfortable with her knees parted wide enough with her nightgown raised thigh high enough to continually flash him her naked pussy. His mother was flashing him her naked pussy, yet, again. Not done sexually teasing him and incestuously enticing him, leaning forward, she flashed him a down-nightgown view of her naked breasts. In the way that she was flashing him her naked pussy and naked tits, he couldn't wait to flash her his naked prick.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'If it wasn't enough that she stood in the light to show me her naked silhouette, by just sitting on the couch, she not only flashed me her naked pussy but also she flashed me her naked breasts too. As soon as my mother leaves, I'll be masturbating over seeing so much of her naked body. As soon as my mother leaves, I'll be masturbating over imagining having sex with her.'
He averted his eyes by staring at all that he could see of his mother through her sheer nightgown. He smiled at her while she smiled at him. Unable to help himself but careful not to give himself an erection, he imagined having incestuous sex with his mother's sexy and shapely body.
"I thought we'd watch a movie together," she said.
Paying never mind to his furtive stares while acting as if she wasn't as nakedly exposed as she was. Acting as if she wasn't aware of him looking and staring at all that he could see of her nearly naked body, as if playing a sexy game, the more that he looked and stared, the more that she deliberately showed. Obviously, as much as she knew she was showing, she knew that he was looking.
As soon as she sat on his couch, not careful how she sat, she gave him another quick flash of her naked, brown, trimmed pussy and her already glistening pussy slit. Then, in feigned modesty, when leaning forward to reach beneath her to pull the hem of her nightgown down, she lifted the front of her nightgown high enough and long enough to show him an uninterrupted view of her cunt. In the way that he couldn't wait to flash her his cock, his mother deliberately flashed him her cunt again.
'I can't believe all that I'm seeing of my naked mother,' he thought. 'I can't believe she flashed me her naked pussy again. I can't believe I saw my mother's cunt. I can't believe I saw my mother's naked breasts.'
Then, as if her nightgown was pasted to her nipples, looking like a bar wench from the 18th century, her breasts looked as if they'd spill out of her nightgown top when she leaned forward. Obviously, aware that he was looking at her sexually salacious show of exhibitionism, she pretended that she was unaware of flashing him her naked pussy and much as she pretended that she was unaware of flashing him her naked tits. Trying not to stare, he tried as best he could not to ogle his mother. Acting like the gay son that she thought he was, he pretended that he wasn't aware at all that his mother was showing.
Yet, whichever way she moved, obviously and deliberately flashing her son, Mary continued flashing William her naked pussy and/or her naked tits. With her looking embarrassed when she first walked in her room while standing in the bright light, she no longer looked embarrassed now. Now, she looked as if she was becoming sexually aroused while flashing him. Now, she looked as if she was ready to have sex with him.
'I can't believe my mother just flashed me her naked pussy again,' he thought while still amazed by all that he was seeing of his nearly naked mother. 'I can't believe I just saw my mother's cunt. I can't believe I'm seeing so much of the tops of her naked breasts, the impressions of her erect nipples, and her long, line of sexy cleavage. After she leaves, I can't wait to masturbate later over all that I saw of my mother. I can't wait to masturbate over the thought of her blowing me while I feel her naked tits and finger her nipples.'
Still not done sexually teasing her son by flashing him her cunt and most of her naked breasts, she leaned forward again to adjust her nightgown. In feigned modesty, as she did with the hem of her nightgown, while staring down at herself as if to see what he could see of her, she did with the top of her nightgown. Pulling the top of her nightgown forward and open, as if the thin material was stuck to her breasts, she deliberately showed him a prolonged, down-nightgown view of her big, naked, natural breasts.
'Wow,' he thought. 'I love my mother's big tits. I only wish I could touch them, feel them, and suck them while she stroked my erect prick.'
She looked up in time to watch his eyes dart from looking at her exposed cunt to look at her nearly naked breasts before he looked at the movies she held in her hand. William not only saw his mother's naked pussy but also, he saw her naked tits. Something he had imagined seeing and masturbated over seeing of his mother since he turned 18-years-old, just as he had seen before with her recently walking around him topless and naked, he was seeing her nearly naked now. In the way that she was exposing herself to him, and in the way that he had exposed himself to her before, he couldn't wait to expose himself to her again.
'I can't wait to show my mother my cock,' he thought while trying not to become sexually excited enough to have an erection. 'I'm curious to see if she looks, stares, or looks away.'
Yet, by being sexually aggressive, the last thing he wanted to do was to ruin his gay image by trying to sexually seduce his mother. The last thing he wanted his mother to know was that she had sexually excited him enough by flashing him for him to have an erection. The last thing he wanted his mother to know was that he was straight and not gay. Even though he was, the last thing he wanted his mother to know was that he was sexually attracted to his mother.
* * * * *
"What do you have for movies?"
When she looked down at her movies that she held in her hand, not wanting her to catch him looking, looking from one to the other, he continued staring at his mother's exposed pussy and most of her exposed breasts. Showing no modesty or shame while leaving her nightgown top askew enough to expose her tits and her knees parted enough for him to see her cunt, he couldn't believe he was seeing so very much of his mother's nearly naked body. He couldn't believe his mother was deliberately flashing him and exposing herself to him. Biding his time, in the way that she was exposing herself to him, he couldn't wait to expose himself to her.
'Pussy and tits for cock and balls,' he thought while thinking about incestuously flashing his mother in the way that she was sexually flashing him.
Having seen the books on conversion and reparation therapy laying around the house, obviously sexually teasing him and incestuously enticing him was her way of hoping to convert him and save him from turning gay. He suspected that she was there to seduce him in the hope of changing him from something that he wasn't to something she wanted him to be. He suspected that she was there to give him what he had imagined her giving him whenever he masturbated himself while fantasizing of his mother naked and having sex with her. He suspected that she was hopefully there to give him incestuous sex.
While she stared down at her movies, he stared at all that he could see of his nearly naked mother. Concentrating on baseball instead of his mother's naked pussy and naked tits, he didn't want to become sexually aroused enough to have an erection. He didn't want her to know that she had sexually excited him by flashing him. He watched her look from one movie to the other movie before she looked up at him to answer his question.



"I have Murmur of the Heart or Spanking the Monkey," she said holding the movies up to him as if she didn't know what the movies were about while maintaining a straight face.
He laughed.
"Murmur of the Heart? Spanking the Monkey?" He laughed again. "Those are mother and son sexually, forbidden movies Mother," he said. "Those movies are about a mother and son having incestuous sex.
She acted surprised as if she didn't know that the movies were about forbidden, sexual lust between a mother and her son. Ruining her sexual seduction, she obviously hoped that by watching the incestuous movies with her that she'd finally know if he was gay or straight. She obviously hoped that while watching the incestuous movies with her that he'd become sexually aroused enough to possibly have sex with her.
"They are?" She looked up at him before looking back down at the movies. "Oh, my. I had no idea," she said. "I thought Murmur of the heart was a love story and Spanking the Monkey was a comedy. That explains why the man at the video store looked at me funny," she said feigning an embarrassed laugh.
Playing him, if she wasn't trying to sexually seduce him by watching incestuous movies together, she was trying to sexually arouse him by flashing him while wearing her skimpiest and sexiest nightgown. Pretending not to play her game of incestuous teasing and sexual seduction, ignoring her by not staring at all that she was showing and all that he was seeing, he walked to his makeshift bar. He thought of baseball again while trying to control himself from getting sexually excited enough to get an erection.
"Instead of watching a movie, Mom, we can have a drink and talk. With us both always working, we seldom see one another anymore," he said while thinking of all that he had already seen of his mother's sexy, shapely, and nearly naked body.
He had never seen as much of his mother as he had seen of her, her sister, his sister, his cousin, and his grandmother these past few weeks. Not stupid, especially after overhearing their not so private conversations and especially with the books of conversion and reparation therapy lying around the house, he knew what they were doing. He knew they all thought that he was gay and were willing to do whatever it took to make him more interested in women than in men. He was happy to give them what they needed, a hard cock, as long as they gave him what he wanted, incestuous sex.
"Okay," she said. "I'd like that. Instead of watching a movie, I'd like to have a drink and talk."
She gave him a sexy smile while he gave her a nervous, albeit a sexually excited look. With him struggling not to have an erection over all that his mother was showing him of her nearly naked body, she'd never believe that he was gay if he was sexually aroused enough to have an erection. In the way that he had always been sexually attracted to his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and even his grandmother, for some inexplicably sexual reason, he sexually lusted over his mother the most.
"What would you like to drink, Mom?"
'I'd love nothing more than to get my mother drunk,' he thought. 'I'd love nothing more than to touch, feel, and grope my mother's drunken body. I'd love nothing more than for my mother to pass out and fall asleep on my couch while I have sex with her sleeping, drunken body,' he thought.
Only, with his mother intent on giving him incestuous sex, he didn't have to get her drunk to have sex with her. He didn't have to get her drunk to feel her breasts while fingering her nipples. She didn't have to fall asleep on his couch for him to put his cock in her hand or slide his prick across her lips. She'd willingly stroke his cock while sucking his cock and allowing him to feel her big, naked tits and finger her erect nipples.
* * * * *
Sexually excited from his mother teasing him and flashing him, something he'd never do, yet unable to control his perverted, sexual thoughts, he imagined pulling out his cock, masturbating himself, cumming in his mother's drink, and watching her drink his cum. With him not wearing any underwear, never wearing underwear beneath his pajama bottoms, when he turned to face her, he watched her smile at him while staring down at the big bulge that his flaccid cock made in his pajamas. With her continually showing him her naked tits and pussy, biding his time while waiting for the right moment, he couldn't wait to show her his naked prick.
In the way that his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother all had big tits, he had a big dick. In the way that he loved their big tits, they obviously all loved his big dick. In the way that their naked breasts swayed from side-to-side, jiggled, and sometimes bounced up-and-down, every time he walked, his loose cock swung from side-to-side in the way of an elephant's trunk. He had such a big dick that seemingly, in the way that his sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother had a difficult time too, his mother had a difficult time trying to stop herself from staring at all that he was showing.
'I wonder if my mother would like to watch me spank my monkey. Maybe that's why she chose that movie, Spanking the Monkey,' he thought. 'Maybe she'd want to spank my monkey for me while I felt her big tits and fingered her erect nipples.'
He wondered how far his mother was willing to go in giving him conversion and reparation therapy. He wondered if she'd have incestuous sex with him in the way that he'd love to have incestuous sex with her. He'd love nothing more than to make love to his mother before fucking her. He'd love nothing more than to eat her cunt before she sucked his prick. He'd love nothing more than to make love to his mother before fucking his mother.
'I'd love nothing more than to cum for my mother while she watched,' he thought. 'I'd love nothing more than for my mother to take me in her hand and stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. I'd love for my Mom to blow me, allow me to cum in her mouth, and swallow my cum,' he thought. 'I'd love to give my mother a cum bath. Bathing her in my cum, I'd love to cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her big, naked breasts.'
Quickly becoming too sexually excited, he stopped himself from thinking of his mother blowing him, allowing him to cum in her mouth, swallowing his cum, and letting him give her a cum bath. After seeing his mother in her sexy nightgown, seeing her naked pussy and her naked tits, and from imagining having sex with her, the last thing that he wanted was an erection. Yet, instead of her just sexually teasing him, he'd love to have sex with his mother.
Later, after she left, he'd masturbate himself over all that he saw of her. Later, after she left, he'd play with himself while sexually fantasizing that they had sex. Later, after she left, he'd imagine her allowing him to fondle her naked breasts and finger her nipples while she stroked his prick. Later, after she left, while stroking himself, he'd pretend that she blew him and allowed him to ejaculate his cum in her mouth before letting him give her a cum bath.
Beyond horny and sexually frustrated now, he was tempted to strip himself naked before stripping her naked. He was tempted to sexually give her what she obviously needed while allowing her to give him what he incestuously wanted. Yet, not wanting to prematurely ruin the image of being gay, with him still needing to have sex with his sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother, he had to leave all of the sexual moves up to her. Biding his time, he hoped that she'd touch him, stroke him, and suck him, so that he could finger her, lick her, and fuck her.
With no one to blame but herself, she, along with her daughter, sister, niece, and mother were the ones who had the preconceived, albeit erroneous notions that he was gay. Moreover, they were the ones who thought that they could change his sexual orientation by giving him incestuous sex. By her coming to his room wearing her sexy and skimpy nightgown, she was the first one to make her move. She was clearly determined to change him from the homosexual man that she thought he was to a heterosexual man that she wanted him to be by giving him incestuous sex. He couldn't wait to have sex with his mother.
* * * * *
"White wine," she said. William poured two glasses of wine and handed one to his mother. "I'm cold," she said staring down at the impressions her erect nipples made in her thin nightgown before staring up at him, obviously to see if he noticed that she wasn't cold but sexually aroused. "Do you have a blanket? I didn't realize until in your brightly lit living room that I'm so nakedly exposed," she said with a little laugh while feigning her embarrassment and her false modesty by moving her forearm across her nearly naked breasts.
He pulled out a blanket from his closet and put it over her lap.
"How's that? It's colder here than in the house. Are you warm enough now? I have a space heater, if you're still cold," he said staring at the impressions her nipples made in her nightgown while she fussed with the blanket.
She smiled up at him after taking another sip of her wine.
"I'm warm enough now, thank you. We can share the blanket, William," she said pausing to look up at her son to give him a sexy look and a naughty smile while lifting the blanket for him to get in. "Rather than wasting electricity on a space heater, we can cuddle," she said giving him another sexy smile and a naughty look.
He sat beside her and pulled his half of the blanket over his lap.
"Sure. I'd like that, Mother," he said while imagining cuddling with his mother while groping her. "I'd love to cuddle you."
If they were lying down, he'd love to spoon her. If they were lying down, he'd love to reach around her and feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples while pressing his erect cock against her shapely ass. If they were lying down, he'd love to eat his mother's cunt. If they were lying down, he'd love to hump her cunt before sliding his erect cock in his mother's wet pussy. After making love to his mother, he'd love to fuck his mother hard and fast. After fucking his mother, he'd love for her to blow him.
Then, when she snuggled up against him, he put his arm around her shoulders while she leaned into him and rested her hand on his thigh mere inches from his pajama clad cock. Then, when she changed her position to get more comfortable, she moved her forearm on his lap and on his pajama clad cock. Desperately thinking of baseball, specifically the World Series, he couldn't believe his mother's forearm was in contact with his pajama clad cock.
If she dared move her arm, something he didn't want but unable to stop himself from getting one, she'd give him an erection. Chatting about this and that, they finished the bottle of wine. Then, seemingly falling asleep, his mother slumped down with her head resting in his lap. He was so tempted to pull his cock from his pajama pee hole and rest it against the back of his mother's neck.
* * * * *
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'If it's not enough that my mother's forearm was on my pajama clad prick, now the back of her head is in my lap and resting against my cock. I only wish she was facing the other way. Instead of her neck pushing against my cock, I wish her lips were pressing against my prick. Yet, it's a good thing she's turned the other way. After my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother gave me so many flashes of their semi-naked and naked bodies, I'd be unable to stop myself from impaling my mother's mouth with my naked, erect prick.'
Adding to his sexual excitement that he worked so hard to stop by thinking of baseball, if it wasn't enough that she had flashed him her naked pussy, now he had a clear view down the top of her low-cut nightgown. Not only could he clearly see the shape and the size of her large breasts but also, he could see her brown areolas and her brown, erect nipples too. Unsure what to do with his hand, wishing he dared stick his hand down her nightgown top to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples, instead he rested his hand on the top of her meaty breasts.
'I'd love nothing more than to have sex with my sleeping mother,' he thought. 'I wish I had the nerve to touch her and feel her while she's sleeping. While sliding my erect prick against her sleeping lips, I'd love her to take me in her mouth. I'd love her to give me a sleeping blowjob. I'd love to cum in her mouth while she's sleeping.'
Then, as if she read his mind about him impaling her mouth with his cock and giving him a sleeping blowjob, she turned the other way to face him. Changing her position, as if making herself more comfortable in her sleep, moving her head from facing outward, she turned her body towards him to face inward. Now, his sexual fantasy come true, her mouth was mere inches from his bulging cock. He stared at his mother's lips while imagining her blowing him. He stared at his mother's lips while imagining pulling out his cock from his pajamas.
Yet, even more sexually exciting and incestuously revealing, when she turned more to him again, the movement of her head pulled on his pajamas. As if breaking out and escaping from the imprisonment of his pajamas, his cock escaped from the pee hole of his pajama bottoms. Even with him thinking of baseball, as soon as his cock made its surprise appearance, standing rigidly tall, he had a huge erection. Unable to control his incestuous lust for his mother, his cock stood at attention as if it was a cobra ready to strike her mouth and impale her lips.
'Oh, shit. With me pretending that I'm gay, this could be a problem,' he thought. 'If my mother opens her eyes now, she'll see my erection. If my mother opens her eyes know, she'll know that I'm sexually attracted to her and incestuous aroused by her. There's no way that I can put my cock back inside my pajamas without waking her. In the way that she deliberately flashed me her naked pussy and naked tits, she may think that I'm deliberately flashing her my prick. Now, no longer a mystery, she may suspect I'm straight and not gay.'
Nonetheless, now or never, he had to make his move before she awakened. Hopefully without awakening her, he was ready to somehow put his stiff prick away before she saw that she had sexually aroused him enough for him to have an erection. Then, something he never expected her to do, shocking him while sexually exciting him at the same time, she took his prick in her hand and wrapped her fingers around him.
As if he was dreaming it, he stared down at his mother in wide-eyed amazement of her holding his stiff prick in her soft hand. With her eyes still closed as if she was dreaming, his mother wrapped her manicured fingers around his penis. As if she had fallen asleep while masturbating herself and was still holding her dildo in her hand, she was holding his hard dick in her soft, warm hand while still sleeping. Unable to believe what he was seeing, he couldn't believe his mother was holding his prick in her hand.
'Fuck me,' he thought. 'I don't believe this. My incestuous, sexual fantasy come true, I can't believe my mother is holding my cock in her hand. I'll be masturbating over this night for the rest of my life. I'm so tempted to move her hand up and down for her to give me a sleeping hand job.'
With her face so very close to his stiff prick, his cock was a cunt hair length from his mother's lips. Had she not been holding his stiff prick in her hand, he'd be tempted to slowly slide his erect cock across her red, full lips while hoping that she'd part her lips in her sleep and take him in her mouth. He'd love nothing more than for her to give him a sleeping blowjob. How hot would that be for his mother to suck his cock in her sleep?
Concentrating as hard as he could on baseball, he tried his best not to get an erection. Yet, now, with her fondling the head of his flaccid prick with her fingertips in her sleep, his prick grew bigger and harder. Even more telling than him having an erection, his prick throbbed in her hand. The tighter she held his cock and the more she fondled the head of his stiff prick, in the way his heart was beating faster, his cock pulsated in her hot, warm, motherly hand.
'I only wish I could stick my prick in my mother's mouth,' he thought. 'I'd love my mother to take me in her mouth and suck me while she slept. With her soundly sleeping and, perhaps, dreaming of blowing me or someone else, I'd love to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow my cum while I fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples.' While willing it to happen, he made his sexual wish. 'Suck my cock, Mom. Suck it. Blow me,' he thought.
* * * * *
"Oh, my," she said as soon as she suddenly opened her eyes. Without letting go of his erect prick, she stared at his cock as if she had never seen an erect cock before or as if she had never seen his stiff prick before. She stared at his naked prick in the way that he had been staring at her naked pussy and naked breasts. "I must have fallen asleep," she said yawning as if she was about to take his penis in her mouth.
While imagining his prick buried in his mother's mouth and her sucking him while staring up at him with her brown eyes, he stared down at his mother's opened mouth before staring at her full, red lips. As soon as she leaves, he'll be masturbating over his mother holding his naked prick in her hand. As soon as she leaves, he'll be masturbating over his mother staring at his erect prick. As soon as she leaves, he'll be masturbating over the imagined thought of his mother blowing him and him cumming in her mouth.
'Blow me, Mom. Blow me,' he thought while willing her to give him oral sex. 'Take me in your mouth. Suck my cock, Mom. Suck it while stroking it.'
Trying his best to hide his sexual excitement from his mother, he gave her a warm smile.
"I saw that you were sleeping and tried not to move to awaken you," he said. "I figured with all that you do that you were tired and needed the rest."
She continued fondling the top of his prick with her fingertips while staring at his prick in the way that he continued staring down her opened nightgown top at her tits.
"I was dreaming about your father and now I know why," she said with a dirty laugh. As if his erect prick was her worry stone or her dildo, she continued holding him while fondling him. "Do you mind me touching you in this way?" She looked up at his hazel eyes with her brown eyes while fondling the side of his stiff prick with her fingertips. "It's been such a long time since I've held a penis in my hand."
While trying not to throb his cock and/or pulsate his prick, but with his stiff dick having a mind of its own, his penis pulsated and throbbed in his mother's hand. He looked at his mother embarrassed and smiled. Continuing to out him as straight instead of gay, his cock grew bigger and harder. This was his mother and not some woman he picked up in a bar and brought home for the night.
"No, not at all, Mother. It's no big deal. It's innocent enough," he said with a shrug as if he was okay with her holding his prick. "You were sleeping while having a dream," he said. He watched his mother fondling his stiff prick while she ever so slowly stroked him to a harder erection. "If anything, you holding me in that way is comforting, Mother," he said lying.
Maintaining that he was gay, he stared at his sketches of muscular men wearing speedos while his mother held his erect prick. He wanted her to think that he was sexually excited more from staring at his nearly naked sketches of men than he was from her holding his erect prick in her hand. Only, with her still holding his cock in her hand while fondling the head of his prick, while staring at his dick in his mother's hand and at her lips, it was difficult not to become even more sexually aroused.



He couldn't stop himself from imagining her stroking him while he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples. He couldn't stop himself from imagining her sucking him while stroking him. He could stop himself from imagining cumming for his mother. He couldn't stop himself from imagining cumming all over her hand, in her mouth, and all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts.
Ignoring the stiff elephant in the room, his mother holding his erect penis wasn't comforting him but sexually exciting him. As if sexually teasing him and/or heterosexually testing him, she continued fondling his cock while slowly stroking his prick. His mother was giving him a slow hand job. If it wasn't enough that his mother was holding his prick in her hand, he couldn't believe that she was giving him a slow hand job.
In the way that he continued staring down her open nightgown at her naked breasts, her areolas, and her nipples, she stared down at his cock in her hand before staring up at him. Then, looking back down at his cock in her hand, she looked at his hand poised at the tops of her nearly exposed breasts before looking up at him again. As if she was thinking what he was thinking, and as if they were on the same sexually, incestuous page, she smiled with what she was obviously going to say next.
* * * * *
"You may touch me too, if you'd like," she said looking down at her nightgown clad breasts. "If you don't mind, I'd like you to touch, feel, and fondle my breasts," she said moving his hand to her breast. "It's been a long while since I felt the loving, sexual touch of a man."
As if he couldn't believe what he was hearing, he stared at his mother before staring at the hard and erect impressions that he nipples made in her nightgown. If it wasn't enough that she was holding his prick while fondling the head of his cock, he couldn't believe she invited him to touch, feel, and fondle her breasts. He couldn't believe she put his hand on her tit. He couldn't believe she wanted him to touch, feel, and fondle her breasts in the way that he had always wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her big tits.
In the way that he was unable to wrap his head around his mother holding his prick, he was unable to wrap his head around his mother wanting him to feel her tits. In the way that he was unable to wrap his head around his mother flashing him her naked pussy and naked tits, he was unable to wrap his head around his mother holding his naked prick. In the way that he was unable to wrap his head around his mother fondling his cock while slowly stroking his prick, he was unable to wrap his head around his mother inviting him to touch, feel, and fondle her tits.
'She moved my hand to her breasts. She wants me to touch her tits. She wants me to feel her tits. She wants me to fondle her tits. I can't believe my mother invited me to have my wicked, sexual way with her tits,' he thought while gently feeling her tits through her nightgown as if her breasts delicate items to cherish and/or were breakable.
As if he was a doctor giving his mother a breast exam, William slowly moved his hand over his mother's breasts through her thin nightgown, first one and then the other. In the way that he continued to have an erection as soon as she touched his cock, as soon as he touched her breasts, without even squeezing or fondling them, her erect nipples pushed against his that his hand. As soon as he touched her breasts, continuing to throb and pulsate, his erection grew bigger and harder while her nipples grew harder and erected more.
Unable to stop his cock from pulsating, as soon as he felt her nipples pushing against the palm of his hand, as if his prick was his beating heart, his cock throbbed in his mother's hand. He wondered if she'd give him a hand job. He wondered if she'd take him in her mouth. He wondered if she'd blow him.
"You have big tits, Mom," he said compelled to say the obvious. "They're so soft and yet so firm. You have beautiful breasts. They're so shapely."
She looked up at him with questioning eyes.
"And you have a big dick," she said with a dirty laugh while continuing to stare at his prick. "Tell me. I'm curious," she said looking down at his hand feeling her tits before looking up at him again while prying him for sexual information. "Are my breasts the first breasts you've ever felt?"
Embarrassed to admit, he nodded his head.
"Yes," he said while showing his embarrassment. "I'm a bit behind when it comes to the opposite sex," he said with a nervous, little laugh. "I'm more comfortable with men than I am with women," he said adding to the illusion that he was gay. "I've always been nervously shy around women."
Taking advantage of her son by allowing him to feel her tits through her nightgown while she held and fondled his naked prick, she removed her arms from her nightgown straps and pulled her nightgown down to expose her naked breasts. As if looking to see what he could see, she looked down at her naked breasts before staring up at him. Then, she felt her tits and fingered her nipples in the way that she obviously wanted him to feel her tits and finger her nipples.
"I don't mind if you feeling my naked tits and fingering my nipples, William," she said. "I'm enjoying you feeling my naked breasts while fingering my naked nipples. It's been so long since anyone touched me in that sexually, familiar way. I've been so lonely lately and have missed the loving, sexual touch of a man. Don't be afraid to touch me and feel me," she said moving his hand over her naked breasts.
With her not having to ask him twice, William felt his mother's naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. He fondled her naked breasts while squeezing her big tits. Then, concentrating more on her nipples than her breasts, he fingered her nipples as if he was changing the time on his watch by turning his watch stem. He pulled them, turned them, twisted them, pinched them, and squeezed his mother's nipples to her obvious sexual delight.
Obviously sexually arousing her, the more he fingered her nipples, as if she was masturbating herself by her rubbing her thighs together, the more she squirmed. The more that he fingered her nipples, the more that she fondled and stroked his prick. The more that she fondled the head of his prick with her fingertips and stroked his cock, the bigger and harder he grew. Then, adding to his sexual excitement, his mother said something that was as shocking as it was sexually exciting.
* * * * *
"Tell me. I'm curious to know," she said looking up at him with sexually expectant eyes. "Did you ever have a hand job," she asked?
In his feeble attempt to hide his sexual excitement from his mother, he purposely stared up at his sketches of nearly naked muscular men wearing speedos before looking down at her. Then, as if he had already imagined her saying what she had just said when masturbating himself, he stared at his mother wide-eyed while she looked up at him with a sexy smile and giving him a naughty look. Spanking his monkey, he couldn't help himself from imagining his mother giving him a motherly hand job. He couldn't help himself from imagining cumming for his mother.
'Is she asking me if he ever had a hand job or is she asking me if I want her to give him a hand job?' He couldn't tell. He didn't know. He stared at his mother's naked breasts while he continued feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. 'As much as I'd love my mother to give me a hand job, I'd much rather my mother give me a blowjob. Yet, if a hand job is all that she's offering and willing to give me, I'd settle for that,' he thought while staring at his cock in his mother's hand.
Unsure what she meant by her question, perhaps it was just an innocent question. He still couldn't tell and he still didn't know. Giving him mixed signals, he always had a difficult time reading her. Making it much more difficult to know what she was asking him, this was his mother and not some whore he picked up from a bar and invited home, not that he ever picked up anyone to invite home. Embarrassed while sexually excited by the thought that his mother was offering to give him a hand job, he gave her an uncomfortable, albeit a sexually excited smile.
"I've masturbated myself, if that's what you mean, Mom," he said embarrassed to admit to his mother that he masturbated while hoping that she'd give him more clarification.
She returned his uncomfortable smile with her loving smile.
"No," she said continuing to slowly stroke him while staring down at his erect cock before staring back up at him. "I mean, other than you masturbating yourself, has anyone given you a hand job?"
As if imagining one of them giving him a hand job, he stared up at his sketches of nearly naked men before staring down at his mother. As if imagining her giving him his first, hand job, he'd love for his mother to lovingly stroke his cock harder and faster. Spanking his monkey, he'd love for his mother to give him a hand job. He'd love to cum for his mother while continuing to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples.
A bit of a stretch, expecting her to blow him and allow him to cum in her mouth, if she wouldn't blow him and if he couldn't cum in his mother's mouth, he'd love to cum all over his mother's hand. Even better than her giving him a hand job, instead of her blowing him, he'd love to give his mother a cum bath. He always sexually fantasized of not only cumming in his mother's mouth but all over her face, in her hair, across her big, naked breasts, and all over her hand.
He wondered if she'd not only masturbate him but also allow him to give her a cum bath. He'd love to see his mother's eyes, nose, and lips dripping with his cum. He'd love to watch his mother wipe his cum from her face, her hair, and her naked breasts. He'd love to watch his mother lick his cum from her lips.
'Wow,' he thought while imagining ejaculating a huge volume of warm cum all over his mother's pretty face and across her big breasts.
"No," he said looking down at her hopefully, expectedly, and with great sexual anticipation of her giving him his first, hand job while giving his mother a cum bath. "No one has ever masturbated me."
She squeezed his cock while stroking his prick a little faster. Holding his prick tighter in her hand, she stroked him harder. She stopped stroking him to finger the head of his cock before reaching her hand down to cup his testicles. In the way that he gently fondled her naked breasts, caressing them while careful not to rupture him, she gently fondled his naked balls. If he thought it was sexually exciting to see and feel his mother holding his erect prick in her hand, it was even more sexually exciting to see and feel his mother holding his testicles in her hand. Then, she said what he hoped to hear.
"Would you like me to give you a hand job? I could do that for you. You work so very hard and you've been so tense lately," she said staring up at him. "I don't mind doing that for you, William. I don't mind giving you, my beautiful son, his first hand job," she said pausing while starting to slowly stoke his cock. "Do you think you could cum for your mother?"
He looked at her with as much shock as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"Mom," he said and was all that he said while imagining his mother masturbating him.
He didn't have to imagine his mother masturbating for long. She stared up at him before staring back down at his erect prick. As if she was his girlfriend, his wife, or his significant other, his mother started to stroke his erect prick harder and faster.
"It's been a long time since I've held a cock in my hand, stroked a prick, and given anyone a hand job," she said as if she was talking to her sister instead of confessing to her son. She continued staring down at his erect prick while stroking his erect prick before staring up at him again. "If you'd like me to and if you don't mind, I'd like to give you a hand job," she said. "I'd love to watch you become sexually excited enough to cum. I'd like to watch you cum all over my hand."
He stared down at his stiff dick buried in his mother's hand.
'What did she say? If I'd like her to give me a hand job and if I don't mind her giving me a hand job, she'd give me a hand job? She wouldn't mind giving me a hand job? Is that what she said? Is she kidding me? My mother wants to masturbate me. She wants to jerk me off. My mother wants to give me a hand job? My mother would love to watch me cum. Better and more than I expected, I can't believe this is happening,' he thought. 'I can't believe I'm about to cum for my mother.'
As shocked as he was sexually excited, he stared at his mother's hand slowly stroking him and at her fingertips fondling the head of his engorged prick. His mother was giving him a hand job. His mother was masturbating him. He couldn't believe his eyes. As if his cock belonged there, he couldn't believe how good his stiff prick felt in her hand.
"Okay," he said playing the innocent one. "Sure, I'd like that, Mother. As long as you're willing to masturbate me, I'd like for you to masturbate me. I'd like to cum for you, Mother."
Mary stroked her son. She stroked him faster while stroking him harder. She leaned up on her elbow to stroke him harder and faster. Stroking him as if determined to make him cum, she continued masturbating him faster and harder. Then, perhaps, with nowhere for his cum to go but all over her nightgown, her face, across her naked breasts, and her hand, she asked him her next shocking yet sexually exciting question.
* * * * *
"Have you ever had a blowjob?"
This time with his mouth gapping open, William looked at his mother wild-eyed again. Something he always sexually fantasized over while masturbating himself, he sexually fantasized now. He imagined his mother taking his stiff prick in her beautiful mouth to suck him while stroking him. He imagined his mother staring up at him with her big, brown eyes while blowing him. He imagined putting a gentle hand behind his mother's brunette, pretty head and ejaculating his cum in her willing mouth.
"No," he said gulping out the answer while imagining what she'd say next.
When she tightened her grip on his prick while stroking him a little faster, he imagined her again leaning down to take him in her mouth. Again, he couldn't help from imagining his hard, hairy cock in his mother's mouth while she stared up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes. Again, he couldn't help but imagine putting a gentle hand behind his mother's brunette, pretty head and humping her mouth and fucking her face. Again, he couldn't help from imagining cumming in his mother's mouth and her swallowing his cum.
"Our little secret, just between you and me. No one else needs to know," she said looking up at him to give him a sexy smile and a wink while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips. "I'll blow you, if you want," she said sexually teasing him while looking down at his erect prick again and while continually stroking him before looking back up at him. "I'd like to suck your penis, William. It's been so long since I've had a cock in my mouth. You may even cum in my mouth, if you'd like," she said timidly while continuing to stroke him before staring up at him again.
He stared at her in shock while continuing to feel her tits and finger her nipples.
"Okay," he said. "Sure. I've love for you to give me a blowjob, Mom. I'd love to cum in your mouth and watch you swallow my cum, Mother."
Clearly, not waiting for him to change his mind, as if he was her boyfriend, husband, significant other, or a man she picked up in a bar, Mary took her son's cock in her mouth and stroked him while sucking him. William put a gentle hand behind his mother's brunette, pretty head while humping her mouth and fucking her face. Stroking him faster while sucking him deeper, it didn't take him long to ejaculate a load of cum in his mother's beautiful mouth. As if his prick was a volcano erupting hot lava, he continued ejaculating a second load of warm cum in his mother's willing mouth.
* * * * *
While William was still in his room over the garage, his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother were having a Sunday morning, coffee clutch to discuss what Mary did or didn't do with her son last night. All in on it, each woman was eagerly waiting her turn to have incestuous sex with William on the pretense of saving him from homosexuality. Since Mary was first to have sex with her son, the rest of the women were all jealous that Mary already had sex with William first.
Temporarily putting their jealousy aside, they were all obviously eager to know the incestuous details of a mother having sex with her son. Did she have sex with her son or not? Did he have sex with his mother or not? While undoubtedly hoping that she'd have the answer that they all wanted and were anxiously waiting to hear, they all wanted to know once and for all if William was gay or straight. The curious response to the burning question was the answer they needed to hear. Was William gay or was he straight?
The quandary was, if he wasn't gay, with their excuse and justification to have sex with him as their way to save him from turning gay removed, would they still have incestuous sex with him? It was one thing to have incestuous sex with him an in attempt to save him from turning gay but it was something else entirely to have incestuous sex with him when they knew that he wasn't gay but straight. Rather than being a family of caring women helping their son, their brother, their nephew, their cousin, and their grandson, they'd be deemed a family of incestuous perverts.
For him to have sex with his MILF of a mother, his sexy sister, his MILF of an aunt, his slutty cousin, and his still sexy grandmother, they'd all be deemed no better than him. When learning that he wasn't gay but straight, they'd all be deemed incestuous whores to have sex with William. No doubt, to justify them all having sex with him, at the very least, they all hoped that he had gay thoughts.
If he was merely thinking of having homosexual sex with men instead of thinking of having heterosexual sex with women, just the mere thoughts of gay sex gave them the justification to have sex with him. In their hopes of nipping his gay sexual behavior in the bud, by using conversion and reparation therapy, that alone would warrant them having incestuous sex with him. Him having gay thoughts would give them the excuse and the justification they needed to have incestuous sex with him as their loving way to save him from himself.
Still reeling from having sex with his MILF of a mother while listening to the women, William couldn't believe his mother stroked his cock while allowing him to feel her naked breasts and fondle her nipples. If that wasn't enough, he couldn't believe she stroked his prick while sucking his prick. He couldn't believe she not only blew him but also allowed him to cum in her mouth and swallowed his cum. Too much to process in his 20-year-old brain, he was eager to listen to what they all had to say about his mother having sex with him.
Assuredly, if he was gay, under the false pretense of helping him and saving him, they all could justify having sex with him as their way to convert him to being heterosexual and by giving him conversion therapy. If he was gay, they'd all do their sexual best to convert him. Willing to stroke him, suck him, and fuck him, his family of horny and sexually frustrated women would sexually do anything for William under the guise and false pretenses that they were helping him by converting him. With them all hoping that he was gay, or at least had homosexual thoughts, sadly, if he wasn't gay, how else could they justify having incestuous sex with him?



Yet, something they obviously didn't know, if he was gay, unless he was bi-sexual, he'd never have sex with any of them. Unless he felt gay shame while still refusing to accept that he was gay, he'd never have sex with a woman. Yet, if he refused to accept that he was gay, while still hiding in the closet, one could understand a gay man having heterosexual sex with a woman. Nonetheless and notwithstanding a gay man not having heterosexual sex, for a multitude of reasons, there are lots of gay men happily married to straight women.
Yet, if he, indeed, had sex with his mother, then him having sex with her would give them the proof that they didn't want to hear that he was wasn't gay. Yet, if he, indeed, didn't have sex with her, then him not having sex with his mother would encourage them all to try harder while using their womanly, sexual guiles mixed with what they learned about conversion and reparation therapy on him. They were all intelligent enough to clearly knew that conversion and reparation therapy didn't work. Yet, whether it worked or not, conversion and reparation therapy was their excuse to have sex with William without being accused of having incestuous sex.
* * * * *
"So...what happened?" Obviously curious about the sexual details, Rose looked at her sister in the way she looked at her when asking her about her Honeymoon 25-years ago. Tell us all the sexy details," said Rose with a dirty laugh. "Did you seduce William or did he reject you? Was he receptive to you sexually seducing him? Did you have incestuous sex with him or did he rebuff your sexually advances? Tell us, we're all curious to know, is he gay or is he straight?"
Enjoying the moment by delaying her response, Mary looked from her sister to look at the rest of the women while smiling affectionately and nodding her head.
"Actually, even if you didn't have sex with him, that doesn't necessarily mean that he's gay. That may mean that he's not into having incestuous sex with his mother," said Mary's daughter with a little laugh before pausing as if rethinking what she was going to say next. "Perhaps, instead of having incestuous sex with his mother, he'd prefer having incestuous sex with his sister," said Christine while beaming a wide and unembarrassed smile. "If it will save him from turning gay, I'd let him make love to me," said Christine wrapping her arms around herself as if her arms were William's arms.
Keeping them all in suspense, while looking from one to the other, Mary smiled and took a sip of her coffee before giving them all the sexy details of a mother having incestuous sex with her son.
"I blew him," she said with a shrug of her shoulders. Coming right out with it and without shame, remorse, or embarrassment while taking another sip of her coffee, "I sucked his cock, allowed him to cum in my mouth, and swallowed his cum."
She looked from her daughter to look at her sister before looking at her niece, and her mother. As if she was proud of giving her son oral sex, she said that she blew him with a sense of self-satisfaction and motherly pride. She said she sucked his cock as if she had taken him shopping and bought him new clothes. She said she gave her son oral sex as if it was her motherly duty and responsibility to not only suck her son's cock but also to allow him to cum in her mouth and swallow his cum.
"You blew him? Get out." Rose looked at her sister with as much shock as she looked at her with sexual excitement and jealousy. "You sucked William's cock? You did not. I don't believe you."
Then, looking from her sister to look at her daughter, niece, and mother again, she told them more of what they all wanted to hear.
"While he felt my tits and fingered my nipples, I stroked his cock and sucked his cock. By the way, we're all in luck, he likes tits, especially big tits, the bigger the better," she said with a dirty laugh and a proud smile. "Then, while stroking him faster, harder, and sucking him deeper, I not only allowed him to cum in my mouth but also I swallowed his cum."
Mary smiled again with pride while looking from Rose to Christine to Nancy and to Edna.
"Oh, my God. Way to go, Mom," said Christine slapping her mother a high five and laughing. "As one cocksucker to another who's willing to have incestuous sex as our small, unselfish way of helping poor William from turning gay, you make me proud."
Mary's mother looked at her daughter with confusion.
"So, lemme see if I understand. He's not gay yet he had heterosexual sex with you," said Grandma Edna in a statement instead of asking in a question. "Is that right? Is that it? Are we all done here? Is that all there is? Now that there's no reason to have incestuous sex with William under the guise of giving him conversion and reparation therapy from keeping him from turning gay."
Obviously trying to continue the ruse, Mary gave her mother a happy smile.
"Actually, Mother, being that he had an erection that grew harder and bigger the more that I stroked him and the more that he felt my breasts and fingered my nipples, I would think that he wasn't gay," said mother Mary to her mother. "He has a big cock by the way, a prick just like his father but bigger and harder," she said all dreamy eyed. "You should see his erect prick when he's sexually aroused. Oh, my God, it was so long and wide that I wasn't sure I could fit that monster in my mouth but I did," she said with a dirty laugh while slapping her daughter, Christine, another high five.
Mary's niece, Nancy, seemingly not sure if she should believe her aunt or not, made a face of disbelief. By far, Nancy was the most sexually experienced in the group. If anyone was the whore in the family, it was Nancy. Whenever she was horny enough and/or drunk enough, she'd have sex with any man.
"You blew him?" She made a face. "You sucked your son's cock, allowed him to cum in your mouth, and swallowed his cum while he fondled your breasts and fingered your nipples," said Nancy repeating what her aunt had just said. "Is that what you're saying? Is that what you expect us all to believe?"
Mary looked at her niece and laughed.
"Yes, that's what I'm saying. You should know by now that I don't lie, Nancy. I sucked my son's cock. I did and he ejaculated his cum in my mouth," said Mary.
Nancy gave her aunt a questioning look.
"Then, me then, how did you do it? I want to know all of the incestuous, sexual details," said Nancy laughing as if her aunt blowing her son was a joke.
As if she was reliving the moment in her mind she batted her eyelashes. Obviously, embarrassed in front of the group of women, as if she was detailing all that she did during a CFNM striptease party, her face flushed.
"While we were talking and drinking wine, I pretended to fall asleep in his lap. When I changed my position to get more comfortable, his prick escaped from the pee hole in his pajama bottoms. Only inches from my mouth, his erect cock stared me in the face," she said with a shrug and a laugh. "What else could I do but to reach for it and take it in my hand to stroke him before taking it in my mouth to suck him?"
Mary shrugged her shoulders again while nodding her head affirmatively with satisfaction as if she needed that extra bit of head movement for her niece to believe her.
"Tell me this then. I'm curious to know," said Nancy as if she was an attorney for the prosecution. "Were the sketches he drew of men in speedos where he could see them from where you were blowing him?"
Mary looked at her niece with confusion.
"Yeah. They were. So? Why?"
Nancy gave her aunt a self-satisfied smile.
"Because maybe while you were stroking his cock and sucking his cock, he was thinking of one of his nearly naked, sketched men blowing him," said Nancy. "I rest my case," she said throwing up her hands while looking from her aunt to look at her mother, her cousin, and her grandmother. "With my gaydar still flashing red every time I'm around him, I still say he's gay. No doubt about it, he's gay," she said punctuating the air and her sentence with her manicured fingernail.
Apparently, never considering William imagining one of the men that he sketched blowing him instead of his mother, Mary looked at her niece with shocked surprise.
"I never thought of that," said Mary. "As far as I saw, his focused attention was on my hand, my naked breasts, and my mouth. Even though I noticed him looking up at the sketches, I didn't see him staring at his sketches. Yet, he could have been staring at the sketches while I pretended to sleep and while I was sucking his cock."
Christine looked from her mother to look at her aunt before looking at her cousin and grandmother.
"I'll go to him tonight. Trust me. I'll find out for sure if he's gay or straight," said William's sister with determined, sexual resolve.
Edna made a disbelieving face at her granddaughter.
"Pray tell, how will you find out for sure if he's straight or gay?"
Christine smiled at her grandmother while patting her elderly hand.
"I'd kiss him, French kiss him. Trust me, I can tell by his kiss if he's gay or not. If he's gay, I'll continue to French kiss him until I turn him straight," she said with a dirty laugh. "If he's gay, I'll make love to him in the way that no man can make love to him and in the way that only a straight man can make love to a heterosexual woman," said Christine nodding her head as if agreeing with herself.
Only, unbeknownst to the women, William was listening. With his room over the garage sharing a wall with the 18' ceiled, family room, he could hear everything they said. All he needed to do to listen to whatever the women were saying was to open the vent at the bottom of his shared wall in his room, get down on the floor, and put his ear to the vent. As if he was an FBI agent spying on them and monitoring the conversations of his family, in the way that he knew his mother's plan to have sex with him last night, he already of knew his sister's plan to seduce him tonight.
"So, tonight my sister is coming to my room for sex. That's great. Just as I've always wanted to have sex with my mother, I've always wanted to have sex with my sister, too," said William to himself while closing his vent. "Assuredly, as much for her as it is for me, tonight, my sister's plan is to kiss the gay out of me while making love to me. That should be fun," he said with a sexually excited laugh.
* * * * *
The next night, in the way that her mother did the night before, William's sister, Christine, climbed the outside stairs to his room over the three-car garage. In the way that his mother was nearly naked, his sister wore her sexiest, sheerest, lowest cut, and shortest nightgown without the modesty of wearing a robe. Naked underneath, she was unashamed and unembarrassed to show her brother her nearly naked body. In the way that her mother's nightgown left little to the imagination of her nearly naked body, his sister's nightgown left nothing to the imagination of her nearly naked body also.
Showing him more than he had ever seen of his sister these past few weeks, but for her nearly transparent nightgown, Christine essentially stood naked before her brother. It was one thing for her to be naked in the house with the rest of the woman but it was something else entirely to be nearly naked while alone with her brother in his room. With not even her pubic hair getting in the way of her brother seeing her nude body, shaving her pussy especially for him, she was totally shaved.
"Knock, knock," she said opening his unlocked, front door without waiting for him to invite her inside.
She closed the door behind her while smiling at her brother sitting on his bed. Returning her smile, William looked up from where he was sitting on his bed reading and smiled up at his sister. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. From his low vantage point, he could see up the front of his sister's short nightgown. While she stared at the bulge his flaccid cock made in his pajama bottoms, he stared at her shave pussy and at the erect impressions her nipples made in her nightgown. After having sex with their mother, he wondered how different it would be to have sex with his sister.
Yet, as soon as she stepped inside his room and closed the door behind her, as the light did with his mother's nightgown, it did with his sister's nightgown too. As if his living room light was a spotlight of incestuous, sexual delight, his bright, living room light lit her up as if she was naked. His bright, living room light passed through her nightgown and lit up the naked silhouette of her body as if she was a sexually salacious stripper ready to perform on stage.
Careful not to get too sexually aroused, the last thing he wanted was an erection from seeing his sister's shaved, naked pussy. He smiled at all that he could see of his nearly naked sister while staring at her as if he wanted to paint her in the nude. He stared at her as if remembering every sexy curve of her nearly naked body to paint her naked from memory later. As soon as she left, he'd be masturbating over seeing his sister's cunt.
In the way he tried his best not to stare at his MILF mother, he tried his best not to stare at his sexy and nearly naked sister. In the way that he thought about baseball as his way of not getting an erection with his mother, he thought of baseball in his feeble attempt not to get an erection with his sister. Yet, as he had an erection with his mother, he'd no doubt have an erection with his sister. With all that his sister was showing him of her shapely body, it wouldn't be long before he had a throbbing, pulsating, big, and hard cock.
"Wow, Christine! That's some sexy nightgown," he said staring at all that he could see of her through her sheer nightgown. He stared at the shape and the outline of her breasts. He stared at the dark shadow of her brown, trimmed pussy. "You have the perfect body to wear that. It looks so good on you."
Now that he returned her sexual advance by staring after she appeared before her brother in such a revealing nightgown, she continued sexually teasing him. As if she was an erotic dancer on stage, shocking him, she twirled around and, when she did, the hem of her nightgown lifted high enough to flash him her shaved pussy and her naked, shapely ass. From the low vantage point of where he was sitting, he continued to have the perfect up-nightgown view of his naked sister. In the way he stared at her naked pussy, when she twirled herself around in front of him, he stared at her naked ass too.
"Do you like it? It's new," she said holding up her hem as if she was a 3-year-old girl instead of a 24-year-old woman. "I bought it just for you," she said giving him a sexy smile and a wink.
With her holding the hem of her nightgown in her hand, whether she knew it or not, whether she was deliberately flashing him or unintentionally flashing him, she gave him an uninterrupted view of her shaved, naked pussy. Not one to turn down a free look, William continued staring at all that he could see of his sexy sister's shave, naked cunt. Not wanting her to think him straight, continuing the ruse that he was gay, he collected himself. Embarrassed as much for himself as he was for her, he turned his head away to look at his sketches of men wearing speedos that he had prominently displayed.
Aware that his sister was paying him an incestuous, sexual visit tonight, he hid his nude sketches of his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother and replaced them with the sketches of men in speedos instead. When he wasn't staring at his nearly naked sister, he stared at his nearly naked sketches of muscular men wearing speedos. Wanting her to think him gay, he was eager for her to attempt to turn him straight by her kiss when making love to him.
"I do like your nightgown. It's very sexy. It's very revealing," he said with a dirty laugh. Then, saying something that no brother should ever say to his sister, he talked to her as if she was his girlfriend, his wife, or his significant other instead of his blood related sister. "My God, you have an incredible ass, Christine," he said with a dirty laugh while continuing to stare at all that he could see of his sexy sister. "I didn't know you had a shaved pussy. I've never see one before," he said staring while not knowing what else to say but to address the naked elephant in the room.
Not that Christine was elephant like by any stretch of the imagination, more of a dancer, an ice skater, and/or a swimmer, she had an exquisitely, shapely body. She had the body that his mother, aunt, and grandmother all once had in their youth and that her cousin now had too. When he said that she had an incredible ass, not allowing that sexual compliment to go unanswered, as if she was a French Dancer doing the Can-can, she turned, bent forward, raised her nightgown, and flashed him an extended view of her naked ass.
Then, continuing her sexual seduction of her baby brother, she walked closer to where he was sitting on his bed. She was close enough that he could smell the musky aroma of her already moist pussy. She looked down at him with sexual suggestion while he stared up at her with horniness and incestuous lust. Then, in the way that his mother was forward enough and sexually aggressive enough to ask him if he wanted a hand job and a blowjob, she asked her brother her own shocking, sexually incestuous question.
"Being that you, admittedly, have never seen a shaved pussy before, would you like to see my shave pussy close-up, William?"
Even though he had already seen a good flash of her naked ass, when she twirled, he saw her naked pussy again when she held the hem of her raised nightgown as if she was a little girl. Even though he had already seen a good flash of her naked ass when she twirled and again when she bent at the waist, raised her nightgown and flashed him, he looked at her aghast with sexually excited surprise. In the way that his mother exposed her naked breasts to him, he'd love nothing more than to have a close-up view of his sister's shaved pussy.
"Your pussy? Gees, Christine. I don't know. You're my sister," he said feigning his embarrassment and modesty.
Truth be told, he'd love to see his sister's, shaved pussy close-up. Even more than that, he'd love to finger, lick, and fuck his sister's shave, naked pussy if she allowed him to do that too. Ignoring his feigned resistance, she shrugged, rolled her eyes, and sighed as if flashing her brother her naked cunt was no big deal. She flashed her brother her shaved, naked pussy as if it was the right thing to do, especially under the circumstances of giving him her convoluted version of conversion and reparation therapy.
"I don't mind showing you my pussy, William," she said putting her finger to her lips. "Shh," she laughed. "Our little secret, I won't tell if you don't tell," she said with a little laugh.
As if rethinking what she was going to say next, she bit her lip while pausing to stare down at the big bulge her brother's flaccid cock made in his pajama bottoms.
"Okay. Sure," he said smiling. "I'd love to see your naked, shave pussy up-close, Christine."
In the same way that his mother did the night before, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look before giving him her sexy, albeit incestuous sexual suggestion. As if they were playing doctor and he was her patient and she was his sexy nurse, he knew that she was ready to do more than to just show him her pussy. In the way that his mother was, his sister was there to have sex with him.
"I'll show my pussy, if you show me your cock. Pussy for cock," she said with a dirty laugh while leaning forward and reaching her hand down to touch and feel his flaccid penis him through his pajama bottoms. "Show me your prick, William. I want to see it. As much as I'd like to show you my pussy and, hopefully, as much as you'd like to see my pussy, I'd like to see your cock," she said.



She stared down at his bulging cock while he stared at what he could see of his sister's big breasts and shaved pussy through her sheer nightgown.
"Gees, Christine, I don't know," he said hiding his sexual excitement in showing his sister his cock by feigning his embarrassment.
Already committed to showing her brother her naked cunt, Christine lifted the hem of her nightgown higher to sexually tease him while showing him her shaved pussy.
"Show me your cock, William. Not only would I love to see it but also," she said biting her lip again. "I'd like to touch it, feel it, and stroke it," she said moving closer to him while sliding a slow tongue across her, red, full lips. "Touch me," she said. "I don't mind. You may touch me if you'd like. Touch my cunt, William."
Then, when he didn't touch her pussy after she lifted her nightgown to her waist to expose her naked pussy to her brother, and after she invited him to touch her pussy, she lifted her nightgown higher. When he still didn't touch her after she invited him to touch her and after lifting her nightgown higher, she took him by the hand and placed his fingers on her shaved cunt. Obviously, as much as she wanted to see, touch, feel, and stroke her brother's cock, she wanted her brother to finger her pussy.
With Christine guiding his finger, she forced him to slide a slow finger along her pussy slit. Not quite done, she forced her brother to touch and feel his sister where no brother should ever touch and feel his sister. Still not stopping there while he took advantage of the free show, she pressed down on his finger to part her pussy lips. Then, pressing down harder, she forced him to insert his finger inside her. She was already wet.
"Your pussy is the first pussy I ever touched and fingered, Christine," he said staring up at her before staring back down at is sister's, shaved, naked cunt. It's so soft. It's so smooth," he said. "You're so wet," he said looking up at his sister with incestuous lust and sexual desire.
Taking the next incestuous step to sexually seduce her brother, she pressed down harder on his finger enough to insert him deeper inside of her. She pressed his finger deeper while holding his finger with her fingers. Showing him where to touch her with her fingers over his fingers, she rubbed his finger against her clit faster and harder. Squirming from the sexual excitement of her brother finger fucking her, she forced her brother to finger fuck her. Keeping his finger there by pressing down harder on his hand and his fingers, she was forcing her brother to masturbate her.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'I can't believe my sister flashed me her naked pussy. I can't believe she inserted my finger in her cunt. I can't believe she's allowing me to finger fuck her and masturbate her.'
He stared up at her while she stared down at him.
"Oh, William, you're making me so wet," she said closing her eyes while breathing through her mouth. "You're making me so hot and so horny."
Feigning his embarrassment and shame, he pulled his hand away.
"I don't think we should be doing this, Christine," he said. "This is wrong. This is nasty. This is incest. I'm your brother and you're my sister."
Not taking no for an answer, she reached her hands down and in one fluid motion, she removed her nightgown. She was naked. As if she was his girlfriend, his wife, or his significant other instead of his sister, Christine was naked in front of her brother.
* * * * *
"Do what, William? What are we doing? We haven't done anything to be ashamed of or to regret...yet," she said with a sexy laugh. "Now that I've shown you my naked body, I want to see your prick," she said leaning forward to pull at his waistband. "Show me your cock, William. Show me. I want to see it. In the way that you touched my pussy and fingered my cunt, I want to touch your prick, feel your prick, and stroke your prick. In the way that you showed our mother your cock last night, I want to see your prick tonight."
Ready to show her his prick, when he lifted his buttocks from his bed, obviously not waiting for and/or allowing him to change his mind, she pulled his pajamas down to his ankles. Except for his tee shirt, in the way that his sister was naked, he was naked too. As if she was his girlfriend, wife, or significant other instead of his sister, William was naked in front of his sister.
Sexually excited that he was naked in front of his sexy sister in the way that he was naked in front of his mother, even though it was sexually exciting to be naked in front of his sister, it was different. For some perverse reason, not that he wasn't sexually excited but he was more sexually excited being naked in front of his mother than he was being naked in front of his sister. Nonetheless his sexual excitement, by thinking about baseball again, not wanting his sister to think that she sexually aroused him by showing him her naked body, he tried his best not to get an erection.
"You're making me feel uncomfortable, Christine," he said feigning his embarrassment again.
She shrugged and sat next to him on his bed and helped him remove his tee shirt. Naked now, William was naked with his sister.
"Why are you feeling uncomfortable? I just wanted to spend some quality, alone time with my baby brother," she said running her fingers through his chest hair before moving her fingers lower to play with his pubic hair.
Then, continuing to sexually touch her naked brother, she wrapped her hand and manicured fingers around his prick in the way that his mother had done. She stared down at his flaccid prick while sexually touching him in the way that she forced him to sexually touch her. Then, while fondling the head of his cock, something his mother didn't do, she stared up at his eyes, leaned to him, closed her eyes, and kissed him. Continuing to kiss her brother, she parted his lips with her tongue.
'Holy Hell,' he thought. 'That's some kiss. I can't believe my sister just French kissed me. Wow! That's the best kiss I've ever had.'
Continuing to give him long, wet kisses, Christine parted his lips and French kissed her brother again and again. As if they were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of brother and sister, they were making out with one another. She kissed him with incestuous passion and he returned her incestuous passion with his incestuous passion. She kissed him while fondling and slowly stroking his prick. With her breasts resting on his chest, as if she was ready to mount him, she kissed him while pressing her naked body against his naked body.
Then, unable to resist her kisses, when he returned her passionate kisses with his passionate kisses, she continued kissing him harder, longer, and deeper. Unable to help himself, no matter how much baseball flashed through his horny mind, he already had an erection. As soon as his cock hardened and grew bigger, she wrapped her hand around her brother and stroked him to an ever bigger and harder erection. As soon as cock grew as big and as hard as it needed to be, as if she was the man and he was the woman, ready to make love to him, his sister pushed him back on the bed and mounted him.
"Christine," he said, as if he didn't know what she was doing. "My God. What are you doing?"
She continued kissing him, while reaching down between her legs to insert her brother's erection inside of her. As soon as his stiff prick slid in his sister's warm wetness, he gasped. As soon as he impaled his sister with his prick, he stared at his sister wide-eyed. As soon as his prick was seated inside her, she slowly and lovingly humped him harder and faster while pushing his prick deeper.
"Make love to me, William," she said breathlessly. "I need to feel you deep inside of me."
As if she was his girlfriend, his wife, or his significant other instead of his sister, she humped him while sliding his cock inside of her deeper. Not taking no for an answer, she forced him to make love to her. Then, when he returned her humps with his humps, he rolled her over and mounted her.
"Is this what you want, Christine? Is this what you want?" He humped her harder and he humped her faster. "Do you want me to make love to you or do you want me to fuck you," he said while continuing to hump her harder and faster? "Maybe instead of making love to you, I should fuck you," he said.
Obviously, whether he was gay or straight, William was no virgin. In the way that he had always been sexually attracted to his mother, he had always been sexually attracted to his sister. She fluttered her eyelashes while breathing through her mouth. Then, wrapping her arms around his neck, she wrapped her legs around his waist too. She returned his hard and fast humps with her hard and fast humps.
"Yes, William, God yes. Make love to me first," she said again while giving him another deep, wet kiss. "Then, after you make love to me, fuck me."
After only a few lovemaking humps, instead of making love to her and fucking her in the missionary position, he removed his prick from inside of his sister to turn her around. Continuing the pretense that he was a gay man instead of a straight man, as if she was his blowup doll instead of his sister, he lifted her to move her in his desired position. Now, with her on her knees and her ass in the air, as if she was a man instead of a woman and he was fucking her in the ass instead of her pussy, he fucked her cunt doggie style from behind.
Humping her as if they were dogs in heat, he humped her as if they were gay men having anal sex instead of having vaginal intercourse. Not wanting to cum in his sister's pussy and make her pregnant, even though she was on the pill, just in case, he pulled out his cock and ejaculated a huge load of cum all over his sister's, naked ass. In the way that he had incestuous sex with his mother last night, he had sex with incestuous sex with his sister tonight.
'Wow,' he thought while out of breath and sweating. 'I fucked my sister. If it wasn't enough that my mother sucked my cock, I can't believe I fucked my sister. This is unbelievable. I love this conversion and reparation therapy,' he thought while laughing to himself.
Only, instead of looking happily that they had sex, she looked sad.
"I should go," she said looking troubled and confused. Not staying to bask in the afterglow of sex, she looked at him with disappointment instead of with sexual excitement. Obviously with him staring at his sketches of men wearing speedos while having sex with his sexy sister, she failed to discern if he was straight or gay. "I have to get up early for work," she said making an excuse while putting on her nightgown and while still looking perturbed. "Good night," she said giving him a long, wet kiss.
* * * * *
As soon as his sister left his room, William opened his vent, moved to the floor, and pressed ear to his wall to listen. In the way that his sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother were gathered to hear his mother's sexual report, his mother, aunt, cousin, and grandmother were gathered to hear his sister's incestuous confession. Firing one question after another question, the women interrogated Christine as if she was a Russian spy and they were the FBI. Listening to the five women was nearly as sexually exciting as having sex with his mother and his sister.
"Tell us. We can't wait to know. What happened with you and your brother?"
Nancy looked at her cousin with curiosity mixed with sexual excitement.
"Did you have sex?"
Mary looked at her daughter with motherly concern.
"Did he have an erection?"
Aunt Rose stared at her niece while waiting for her to answer.
"Is he gay?"
Grandma Edna seemed just as interested in William's sexual orientation as were the rest of the family.
"Yes, he had an erection," she said to her Aunt Rose. "Yes, I had sex with him," she said to her mother. "I started by sexually exciting him by flashing him my naked, shaved pussy and ass," she said with a sexy laugh. "Then, I French kissed him while making love to him. After a short while, instead of me making love to him, he mounted me. Then, instead of making love to me, he fucked me."
Rose looked at her niece with sexual frustration while grandma Edna looked at her granddaughter with confusion.
"I'd fuck him," said cousin Nancy with a sexually excited look on her face.
Christine nodded her head in agreement with her cousin.
"I thought he was going to fuck me missionary style. Only and instead, he lifted me up and moved me to my knees with my ass in the air. Instead of fucking me missionary style, he fucked me doggie style. While staring at his sketches of men wearing only speedos, he fucked me as if he was having anal sex with another man," she said with disappointment. "Instead of making me feel sexually special, he made me feel like the incestuous whore that I am," she said with sadness.
Aunt Rose made an angry face.
"This is ridiculous. We need to get to the bottom of this once and for all. We're not getting anywhere fast with our conversion and reparation therapy," said Aunt Rose. "Tomorrow night," she said pointing her manicured finger from her niece to her sister, to her daughter, and to her mother. "I'll find out for sure if William prefers men to women. And if he does prefer men to women, I'll give him such hot sex that he'll never sexually look at another man."
With his ear pressed to his vent, William listened to all that his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother were saying.
"If it's not enough that my MILF of a mother and sexy sister gave me incestuous sex, now my MILF of an aunt wants to give me incestuous sex too," said William to himself for no one to hear. "I really hit the jackpot with my April Fool's joke of pretending that I'm gay."
* * * * *
The next night, Aunt Rose climbed the same stairs that her niece climbed the night before and her sister climbed the night before that. Ready to have sex with her nephew, her sister's son, a man she had known since he was a baby, she was as nervous as she was sexually excited. How could she do such a thing? Why would she do such a thing? Yet, as if she was on a quest, a sexual mission, it was her turn to discover the answer to two simple questions. Was William gay or was he straight, and if he was gay, could she make him straight by giving him incestuous sex?
Instead of coming right out and asking him if he was gay, his family of frustrated females all used the ruse of helping him to reject homosexuality and convert to heterosexuality as their justification to sexually seduce him. Obviously not wanting to end their sexy fun, under the pretense that they were saving him from himself, they all wanted their turn to have sex with William. They all used the ruse of sexually seducing him to ease their horniness and erase their sexual frustration.
In the same way that Mary and Christine wore their sexiest nightgowns, Aunt Rose wore her sexiest nightgown too. With him a good-looking man with a big cock, the only rooster in a house full of horny hens, William gave them all the more reason to feel sexy, sexually wanted, and romantically desired. He gave them the hope that they were not only going to be the one to uncover the truth but also that they were going to be the one to have hot and steamy incestuous sex with him. With all five women as horny as they were sexually frustrated, this sexual pursuit to know if he was gay or straight was seemingly more for them than it was for him.
Yet, if only they knew the truth about William, that he wasn't gay, what would that say? What would they do? Would that knowledge change anything? Would they still try to seduce him? Would they still want to have incestuous sex with him?
With none of them having a steady lover and having steady, regular sex, William was just as horny and just as sexually frustrated as they were. Moreover, and more importantly, he was just as sexually attracted to all of them as they were all sexually attracted to him. As his private April Fool's joke, he was playing them for sex as much as they were ridiculously justifying having sex with him as their way to change his sexual orientation. Other than their incestuous, sexual attraction to one another, the only thing they had in common was they all wanted to have a sexual orgasm.
Expecting her to come, and while waiting for her to arrive, William stepped from his bathroom wearing only a towel after having just taken a shower. But for a rectangular square of white, terrycloth tied around his waist, he was as naked as his aunt. In the way that his aunt was obviously ready to expose her nearly naked body to him by wearing such a sexy nightgown, he was ready to expose his naked body to her by wearing only a towel.
After his mother blew him and his sister made love to him before he fucked her, he wondered what his aunt was here to do. Ready to play her sexy game but with his eyes wide open after hearing her not so private conversation, he wondered how she'd go about sexually seduction him. In the way that she was clearly, sexually aroused for his reaction to seeing her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy, he was just as incestuously excited to see his aunt naked. Moreover, in the way that she was obviously interested in seeing his erect cock, he couldn't wait to show his aunt his stiff prick.
"Oh, Aunt Rose. This is such a surprise. I wasn't expecting you on a weeknight," said William. She was already in his room and standing by his bed when he emerged from the bathroom. "Just let me return to the bathroom to get dressed," he said.
She waved a hand of her lack of concern that he wasn't dressed. Obviously, if anything, she was happy that he wasn't dressed. Obviously, with him just wearing a towel, she didn't want him to get dressed. As if she was Avon calling, a female politician going door-to-door with a petition, or a real estate agent wanting to list and sell his house, and he was a sexy, handsome customer, no doubt, she wanted him to stay just the way he was.
"Oh, don't bother getting dressed, William. I'm only here for a minute. I just wanted to ask you a question," she said.
Unable to stop herself from staring at the big bulge behind his towel while he stared at all that he could see of his aunt through her sheer, revealing nightgown. A telling sign, in the same way that his mother had done two nights ago, she involuntarily slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips. As if she was in a trance, she stared at his bulging prick that pushed out his towel in the way that he stared at her erect nipples that made hard impressions in her thin, sheer nightgown. Obviously, in the way that her sister had blown her son, his aunt wanted to suck her nephew.
William smiled at his aunt while already knowing the reason why she was in his room was more than to ask him just a question. In the way that his mother and sister were there for sex, he knew that his aunt was there for sex too. In the way that he had always been incestuously attracted to his mother and sister, he had always been sexually attracted to his aunt too. Instead of coming right out and asking him if he was gay or straight, it was as if they were having a competition with him as their sexual prize.
She was ready to seduce her nephew to know the answer to everyone's burning questions. Was William gay? Moreover, if he was gay, could they convert him to being straight by giving him incestuous sex? In the way that he couldn't wait to have incestuous sex with his mother and his sister, he couldn't wait to have incestuous sex with his aunt.
"What's your question?"
He smiled at his aunt while staring at the impressions that her erect nipples made in her nightgown. In the way that his mother, sister, cousin, and grandmother all had big tits, his aunt had big tits too. With her nightgown not as see-through as his mother's and sister's nightgowns, he stared at her in the way that he stared at his mother and sister while trying to see all that he could see and hoped to see of her, nonetheless. A very attractive woman, she was a younger version of his mother and an older version of her daughter, Nancy.



If it's not enough that he had sex with his mother and had sex with his sister too, he was about to have sex with his aunt. With nothing better than having mother and daughter sex, other than having sex with identical twins, after having sex with his aunt Rose, and while comparing the two, he couldn't wait to have sex with his cousin Nancy. He wondered if his mother or his aunt were better in bed. He wondered if his sister or his cousin was better in bed. No doubt, with Nancy the most sexually experienced, she'd be the best in bed. While wondering if that would happen too, he was sexually excited about having sex with his grandmother.
'I wonder if she's wearing panties,' he thought while unable to tell. 'In the way that my sister was wet, I wondered if my aunt is already wet too. In the way that my mother is an incestuous whore, I wonder if my aunt is an incestuous whore too. For sure, the apples don't fall very far from this family tree,' he thought while laughing to himself. 'I only wish I had another sister, another aunt, and another female cousin living with me. If they all gave me sex, other than to go to work, I'd never have leave the house.'
Nonetheless her sexual forwardness and her incestuous aggressiveness, she appeared nervous, more nervous than his mother and/or his sister. Nonetheless her nervousness in the way that his mother and sister stared at the big bulge his flaccid cock made in his pajama bottoms, his aunt stared at this big bulge hidden behind his towel. Not even careful about catching her staring, in the way that she obviously couldn't wait to see his cock, he couldn't wait to show his aunt his prick. There was something so very sexually exciting to exposing himself to his female relatives.
"Even though I've been dieting and have lost a few pounds," she said patting her tummy, "I was hoping you could show me the proper way to do sit-ups," she said. "I'd like to tone my abs in readiness for the summer. I don't want to look my age when wearing my bikini," she said with a laugh while staring down again at the bulge his cock made behind his towel before staring up at him.
He smiled at his aunt while knowing that she'd like nothing more than to get him down on the floor. Showing her all that she obviously wanted to see, with his legs spread wide open, William moved to the floor while flashing his aunt his naked prick and his hairy testicles. Showing no modesty, shame, or embarrassment, not even adjusting his towel while giving her a sexy, naked show of his prick, he demonstrated how to do sit-ups to his aunt. With him still only wearing a towel, each time he did a sit-up his towel climbed higher until his naked prick and hairy testicles were completely and continually exposed to his aunt.
With her already breathing through her mouth and with her eyes bulging out of her head, he had already sexually aroused her. Yet, not wanting to get an erection just yet, he thought about baseball again. The last thing that he wanted was for his aunt to think that she had sexually excited him enough to give him an erection. The last thing he wanted his aunt to think was that he was straight instead of gay. The last thing he wanted was to prematurely end his incestuous fun before having sex with his cousin and his grandmother.
Yet, with him sitting on the floor and her standing over him, he answered his own question about wondering if she was wearing panties. From his low vantage point, he could clearly see that his aunt wasn't wearing panties. He had the perfect up-nightgown view of her naked, brown, trimmed pussy. Three for three, in the way that he saw his mother's and sister's pussy, he was seeing his aunt's cunt too.
He wondered if she was wet. He wondered if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. He wondered if his aunt would willingly have incestuous sex with him in the way that his mother and sister had incestuous sex with him. With her looking more nervous than his mother or his sister, he wondered if his aunt as slutty enough to go through with giving him sex. Yet, hopefully, like mother like daughter, perhaps his aunt was a big of a whore as was his cousin.
Nonetheless her asking him to show her how to do a sit up, he'd love to show her how to do a push up. He imagined pushing himself up and down while his cock was buried in his aunt's cunt. Up and down and up and down, he'd love to fuck his aunt. He'd love to fuck his mother's sister and his cousin's mother. As if he was living in West Virginia or in the hills of Kentucky or Tennessee, how hot would that be to have incestuous sex with every woman in his family?
"Get down on the floor and do some sit-ups with me," he said.
He knew that as soon as she moved to the floor she'd be exposing her pussy to him in the way that he had exposed her cock to her. Instead of just seeing her pubic hair, he'd love to see the inside of his aunt's pink pussy. He'd love to see her glistening cunt to know if she was already wet for him in the way that his mother and sister were already wet for him.
In the way that it was impossible for him to get down on the floor without exposing himself to his aunt, it was impossible for her to move to the floor without flashing her nephew her naked pussy. While he stared at his aunt in anticipation of the sexy, naked show of voyeurism, Aunt Rose moved to the floor while flashing William her naked cunt. Only, compounding her flashing him by sexually teasing him, instead of moving beside him, she moved opposite him with her feet at his head and her head at his feet. Just as she had the perfect view of his cock up his towel, he had the perfect view of her pussy up her nightgown.
'Pussy for cock,' he thought. 'One flash warrants the other.'
In the way that she continually stared at his exposed prick, he continually stared at her exposed cunt. His aunt's cunt. He couldn't believe he was seeing his aunt's cunt after seeing his mother's cunt and his sister's cunt. Now, he couldn't wait to see his cousin's cunt and his grandmother's cunt. In the way that he exposed his prick to his mother, his sister, and now his aunt, he couldn't wait to expose his prick to his cousin and his grandmother.
* * * * *
Then, every time she did a sit-up, with her nightgown rising higher, she flashed him her naked cunt in the way that he flashed her his naked cock. Every time he sat up from the floor, he had a view of her naked pussy and every time she sat up from the floor, she had a view of his naked prick. After a while, just as his cock and testicles were continually on display to his aunt, his aunt's pussy was constantly on view to him. Cock for pussy and pussy for cock, they both sexually teased one another with flashes of exhibitionism and voyeurism.
Adding to her exhibitionism, after doing several sit-ups, her nightgown straps fell from her shoulders to show her nephew most of the tops of her ample breasts. William stared at what he could see of his aunt's big, naked breasts in the way that he stared at his mother's and sister's naked tits. Not making any move to preserve her modesty by putting her nightgown straps back over her shoulders and/or to pull her nightgown down, she was showing her nephew as much of her tits as she was showing him her pussy.
"Thank you for showing me the correct sit-up form," she said while pretending to struggle getting up from the floor.
While giving his aunt another view of his naked, prick, William stood and reach out his hand to help his aunt up to a standing position. Only, instead of reaching for his outstretched hand, she reached for his towel. Pulling his towel off as soon as she made it to her knees, William's semi-erect cock was level with his aunt's mouth. In the way that he had been staring at his aunt's naked cunt, she stared at his semi-erect prick. Now, in the way that he stared at his aunt's mouth and inviting, red, full lips, she continued staring at his naked cock.
From his standing position, as if she wasn't wearing anything, he could clearly see all the way down the top of her nightgown. From his standing position, he could not only see her cleavage but also, he could clearly see the size and the shape of her naked breasts. From his standing position, he could clearly see her areolas and nipples. From his standing position, with her stomach toned and his aunt shapely slender, he could clearly see all the way down her nightgown to the top of her brown, trimmed pubic hair.
'Wow,' he thought while staring down at his aunt. 'In the way that I saw my mother's and sister's naked bodies, I'm seeing my aunt's naked body, too.'
Not moving to a standing position, she remained on her knees while staring at his prick.
"Oops. Sorry. This is embarrassing," said Aunt Rose while not being embarrassed at all. "Oh, my, William. You have such a big cock," she said staring at his prick and not removing her eyes from his big dick. Then, she looked up at him with a sexually excited smile. "Would you mind if I touched it? Not waiting for him to answer her first question, she asked him her second question. "May I hold it in my hand? It's been such a long time since I touched and held a man's cock in my hand."
Again, without waiting for him to respond, he stared down at his aunt already touching and holding his cock in her hot, horny hand before he could give her his permission.
"Aunt Rose," was what he said and all that he could say while watching his aunt holding his half flaccid and half erect cock in her hand.
She smiled while staring up at him.
"It's been such a long time since I've held a prick in my hand. You don't mind if I fondle you and stroke you a little, do you, William?"
Again, not waiting for him to respond, she fondled the head of his cock while stroking his growing prick. In the way that his mother and sister did, she looked up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes. Even though he was thinking of baseball, he was unable to stop himself from getting an erection. Even though he continued thinking of baseball, his erect cock throbbed and pulsated in his aunt's incestuously, horny hand.
"That feels so good, Auntie Rose," said William.
Never thinking that his mother or sister would ever stroke his prick, he couldn't believe his aunt was stroking his prick. He stared down at his aunt's fingertips fondling the head of his cock while her warm hand stroked his prick.
"I hope you don't think me a whore but, would it be okay if I took you in my mouth?" She looked up at him to give him a sexy smile and a naughty look while sliding her tongue across her red, full lips again before staring down at his erect prick. "Our sexy, little secret, I won't tell if you don't tell," she said staring up at him again before staring down at his cock. "I haven't blown anyone in such a long time," she said stroking him faster while not even attempting to hide her lustful desire that she had in wanting to suck her nephew's cock.
Again, before he could answer her, she already had his cock in her mouth. Before he could answer her, she was already sucking him. Stroking him while sucking him, she seemingly was determined to make her nephew cum in her mouth in the way that his mother was determined to have her son cum in her mouth too.
Then, in the way that his mother had done, she removed her arms from her nightgown straps and pushed her nightgown down to her waist and all the way down to her knees. Now, in the way that William was naked, his Aunt Rose was naked too. In the way that his mother and sister had given him sex, his Aunt Rose was giving him sex too.
"Auntie Rose," said William. "Oh, my God, Auntie Rose. That feels so good," he said staring down at his aunt with his hard, hairy cock in her mouth while she stared up at him kissing, licking, and sucking his stiff prick.
She temporarily removed his cock from her mouth to speak.
"Touch my breasts, William. I like having my nipples fingered while I'm sucking your cock," she said.
William reached down to fondle his aunt's breasts while fingering her nipples. She continued stroking his prick while sucking his prick. Stroking him faster, she sucked him deeper while he continued to fondle her big breasts and finger her erect nipples. In the way he did with his mother, he did with his aunt. He squeezed her C cup breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
"Cum, William, cum," she said temporarily removing his prick from her mouth to speak. "Cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. Cum in Auntie Rose's mouth. Then, after you cum in my mouth and I swallow your cum, save some cum to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts," she said sliding her nightgown all the way down to the floor. "Give me a cum bath, William. I want you to give me a cum bath," she said. "I want you to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts," she said again. "I want to bathe in your beautiful cum."
As if she was a man blowing him, while he stared at his sketches of muscular men wearing nothing by speedos, William put a gentle hand behind his aunt's brunette, pretty head. In the way that he humped his mother's mouth and fucked his sister's pussy, he humped his aunt's mouth and fucked her face. He couldn't believe that all three women had given him incestuous sex. He couldn't believe that his slutty cousin and still sexy grandmother were ready to give him sex too.
"Oh, Auntie. Auntie. I'm cumming. I'm cumming Auntie Rose," he said exploding a volume of cum in her mouth as soon as he said that he was cumming. "Oh, my God, Auntie. Oh, my God. That was an incredible blowjob. You're such a great cocksucker."
Only, making sure that she saw him staring, instead of looking down at her sucking him and swallowing him, as Christine said he had done when having sex with her, he stared at the sketches of men wearing speedos. Then, as soon as she removed his cock from her mouth, catching her by surprise, he exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. Seemingly disappointed that he was more interested in his sketched men wearing speedos instead of her naked body, Rose watched her nephew continue to stare at his nearly naked sketches of nearly nude men. Before standing to leave, she wiped his cum from her face, her hair, and her breasts with his towel.
* * * * *
As soon as Rose entered the main house, Mary, her sister, Christine, her niece, Nancy, her daughter, and Edna, her mother were all there waiting to hear what she sexual did or didn't do with her nephew.
"Well? What happened between you and William?" Mary looked at her sister. "Did you have sex with my son?"
As if she was the cat that ate the canary instead of the aunt who sucked her nephew's cock, Rose smiled a warm, sexually satisfied smile at her sister.
"Is my brother gay or straight?"
Christine looked at her aunt with curiosity.
"Tell us, Mom," said her daughter Nancy. "We all want to know. What happened?"
Edna laughed.
"Other than to expose your nearly naked body to him, you weren't gone long enough for anything to happen," said Mary's and Rose's mother.
Rose looked from her sister, Mary, to at her niece, Christine, before looking at her daughter Nancy and before making a face at her mother, Edna. Taking a breath, she smiled while keeping them in sexual suspense. She looked down at her hands as if she was imagining fondling and stroking William's cock.
"When I entered his room, he was just getting out of the shower," she said smiling at the four women with a forbidden look on her face. "He emerged from his bathroom only wearing a towel. My God, he has such a beautiful body. Only, instead of staring at his arms, his shoulders, his chest, and his legs, I couldn't stop staring at the big bulge he had behind that towel," she said with a dirty laugh. "He wanted to get dressed but I told him not to bother. I told him that I just needed to ask him a question and would only be there a minute."
She looked from her sister to look at her niece before looking at her daughter and mother.
"Yeah? So?" Nancy looked at her mother with impatience. "What happened Mom?
Rose left the room to pour herself some coffee.
"Wait. Before I continue, I need a cup of coffee. Anyone else what anything in the kitchen while I'm out here," said Rose poking her head back in the living room.
Mary rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Just tell us what happened, Rose. We all want to know," said Mary when her sister entered the living room with her coffee.
She returned with her coffee and sat in the middle of the group. She took a sip of her coffee before speaking.
"I asked him to show me how to do proper sit-ups," she said with a dirty laugh. "I couldn't believe it when he got down on the floor while flashing me his big, flaccid dick and started doing sit-ups to show me how to do them."
Nancy looked at her mother shocked.
"Oh, no you didn't, Mother," said her Nancy with a dirty laugh. "You're as big of a whore as I am."
Rose nodded her head while smiling at her daughter.
"Oh, yes, I did, and no one is as big of a whore as you are," she to her daughter said with a dirty laugh while making an unproud face.
Nancy made a face at her mother.
"Thank you. I take that as a compliment. I like being a whore," she said with a laugh. "It's something that I'm good at. Matter of fact, if they gave college degrees for whoredom, I'd have a PhD.," said Nancy laughing.
Rose made a face at her daughter before taking another sip of her coffee and before speaking again.
"Every time he sat up, his towel climbed higher until his penis and testicles were completely and continually exposed. Returning the favor of him exposing himself to me, I exposed myself to him. While flashing him my naked pussy as I lowered myself, I got down on the floor and started doing sit-ups with him," said Rose.
Mary looked at her sister and smiled. In the way that she had exposed much of her naked body to her son, her sister had exposed much of her naked body to her nephew.
"Who's the whore now, Mom?"
Nancy looked at her mother and laughed.
"That's not all. With my feet by his head, every time I sat up, I flashed him my pussy and every time he sat up, he flashed me his cock. Then, when the straps of my nightgown fell from my shoulders to expose most of my breasts, not fixing them but leaving them like that, I continued doing sit-ups. He was seeing as much of my naked tits as he was seeing of my naked pussy."
In the way that he daughter had just done, Edna rolled her eyes and sighed as if she was already bored with the lameness of her daughter's incestuous, sexual seduction of her grandson.
"So, what? Big deal. You flashed him your naked pussy and most of your naked breasts while he flashed you his naked prick. Then what happened? Anything? Or Was that it? Was that all there was to you seducing him? Did you have sex with him or did you just flash him naked your cunt while he flashed you his naked cock?"
Rose looked at her mother to make another face before looking at the rest of the women.
"When he reached out his hand to help me stand, instead of reaching for his hand, I reached for his towel and pulled it off while pretending it was an accident," she said with a dirty laugh. "With me on my knees and his semi-erect cock right there and level with my lips, I took him in my hand and stroked him before taking him in my mouth to suck him. I blew him. I sucked my nephew's cock," said Rose.
The four women looked at Rose with sexual excitement.
"Good for you, Mom. Way to go," said Nancy slapping her mother a high five. "Obviously blowjobs and cocksuckers run in our family," said Nancy laughing.
Rose looked from one woman to the other.
"Just as it didn't take him long to get an erection, it didn't take him long to cum. As soon as he ejaculated his cum in my mouth, surprising me, when I pulled his cock out of my mouth, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts," said Rose. "Oh, my God, there was cum everywhere. He had so much cum. William gave me quite the cum bath. I was completely covered."



Christine looked at her aunt with as much curiosity as she looked at her with confusion.
"Well, so what's the verdict? Is my brother straight or his he gay? Based on you giving him a blowjob, his cumming in your mouth, and giving you a cum bath, I'd say that he was straight instead of gay," said Christine. "Wouldn't you? Am I right?"
Rose halfheartedly nodded her head in agreeance.
"I'd definitely say that he was straight except for the fact that as I was blowing him, he was staring at those damn sketches of muscular men wearing speedos. To be honest, I couldn't tell if he was thinking of me blowing him or if he was thinking of one of them blowing him," said Rose with a shrug. "Had he not been staring at those sketches, I'd definitely think he was straight. Now, I'm not sure. I don't know if he's straight or gay. Perhaps, he's bi-sexual," said Rose with another shrug.
All four women rolled their eyes and sighed.
"It's my turn tomorrow," said Nancy. "In the way that you three barely gave him sex, I'm not going to blow him as Aunt Mary did and as you did Mom. I'm not going to make love to him as you did, Cousin Christine. I'm going to fuck him. I'm going to pound his cock while he pounds my pussy. Trust me, I'll know once and for all if he's gay or straight," said Nancy.
* * * * *
The next night, determined to get her cousin to talk and confess if he's gay or straight, Nancy went to William's room. Not as shy as her aunt Mary, not as loving as her cousin Christine, or not as sexually backward as her mother, Rose, an understatement, Nancy was a whore. Not even bothering to wear a sheer, sexy nightgown, getting right to sexual business, Nancy walked outside naked and climbed the outside, garage stairs to William's room naked. In view of the neighbors or whomever else was watching, a car driving by or someone out walking their dog, lacking all essence of morality, she had no modesty or shame.
With her naked body in his face as soon as he opened his front door, her version of shock therapy, cousin Nancy was naked. As if she was a naked hooker arranged as his birthday gift, his slutty cousin knocked at his door naked. While waiting for him to answer his door, she fingered her nipples with one hand to a full erection while fingering her pussy with her other hand. She continued sexually fingering herself until she was as wet as she hoped her cousin would be hard to see her naked, sexy, and shapely body.
Then, when he opened his door, with his eyes bugging out of his head and before he could even speak, she wiped her vaginal secretions across his lips with her moist finger. With there no doubt about her sexual message, she reached her other hand down to fondle his flaccid cock through his pajama bottoms. If left up to Nancy, she'd have sex with her cousin right there and in view of everyone and in front of anyone watching.
"I'm here to fuck you, cousin," she said getting right to the point. As if she was a ballerina, she stood up on her toes to give him a long, wet kiss while putting his hand on her naked breast. Then, after already making a public spectacle of herself, pressing a heavy hand against his chest, she pushed him inside his room. "Get undressed and fuck me," she ordered. "I'm horny and my pussy is already wet for you. I want your cock. Fuck me, William. Fuck your cousin."
Obediently obeying his demonstrative and commanding cousin as if she was his dominatrix instead of his cousin, William stripped naked under her watchful eye. As soon as he was naked, she kissed him deep and kissed him hard again. Parting his lips with her tongue, as if they were glued together, she pressed her naked body against his naked body. While kissing him, she reached her experienced hand down to cup his testicles before wrapping her long, manicured fingers around his flaccid prick to stroke his cock to an erection. Just as his testicles weren't the first testicles she cupped, a gross understatement, his cock wasn't the first cock she stroked, that's for sure.
As soon as he started getting an erection from his cousin's skillful hand job, a place where she was comfortable, she moved to her knees and took him in her mouth. Just as his cock wasn't the first cock she stroked, another huge understatement, his cock wasn't the first cock she sucked. As if this was what she wanted to do with her life, Nancy was proud to be a whore, albeit an incestuous whore now that she was about to have sex with her cousin. Stroking him faster while sucking him deeper, as soon as he was hard, she removed him from her mouth, stood, and pushed him back on his bed.
Then, mounting him, in the way that his sister Christine did two nights before, she reached down between her legs to insert his erect cock in her warm, wet pussy. True to her word, instead of making love to him, she fucked him. As if she was a stranger instead of a blood, related relative, she fucked her cousin. As if she was the man and he was the woman, she fucked him hard and she fucked him fast. As if she was the man and he was the woman, once he had an erection, she was in control of fucking him.
As if he was her personal amusement ride at an XXX-rated amusement park, she bounced up and down on her cousin. As skilled at fucking as she was skilled at sucking, she grinded her pussy against him while he grinded his cock against her. Humping him faster and humping him harder, he returned her fast, hard humps with his fast, hard humps.
Then, returning her sexual favor, rolling her over, as if he was a sailor at sea too long or an ex-convict just released from prison, he fucked his cousin faster and harder. Yet, with Nancy regaining sexual control again, not playing his gay game by allowing him to move her to her knees to fuck her doggie style from behind, she continued fucking him in the missionary position. Having learned from the mistakes of her aunt, her cousin, and her mother, as soon as he looked up at his sketches of nearly naked men, she turned his head towards her to look at her.
"Don't look at them. Look at me. Look at me when you fuck me," she said. "Instead of staring at sketches of men wearing speedos, concentrate on me, your naked cousin, and on nothing else. I'm your woman now and you're my man, bitch," she said slapping him hard across his face when he turned to look at the sketches again.
Forget about kissing him, feeling him, touching him, sucking him, and/or making love to him, Nancy fucked him. She fucked her cousin as if she was a woman released from prison after a long confinement. She fucked her cousin as if he was the last man on Earth. She fucked him hard and she fucked him fast. She humped him as hard and as fast as he humped her. Determined to have him cum in her pussy, no doubt, she'd love nothing better than for them both to cum at the same time.
"Oh, my God, Nancy. I don't believe this. I can't believe you're fucking me. I can't believe I'm fucking you," said William. "This is so unbelievable," he said breathlessly while humping harder and humping her faster. "You're such an amazing fuck."
She pushed hard on his naked ass while wrapping her long legs around his back and before sticking her long, manicured finger in his asshole. Yet, obviously not wanting him to cum just yet, she slowed her fucking to give him her instructions. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his head forward to whisper in his ear.
"No talking, just fucking. Fuck me, William. Fuck me, cousin. Cum in my pussy. Don't worry, I'm not the pill. Now fuck me hard and fuck me fast. Harder. Faster. Pound my pussy. Fuck me as if you've never fucked a woman before. Fuck me as if I'm your whore instead of your cousin. Fuck me as if you've paid me a thousand-dollars an hour for the pleasure of fucking my cunt," she said.
Obediently obeying her as if she was his demanding Dominatrix instead of his cousin, William continued fucking his cousin harder and faster. Humping her as hard as she humped him, he pounded her pussy while she pounded his cock. Fucking faster and fucking harder, seemingly they were both determined to cum together. Fucking her harder and fucking her faster, a real nymphomaniac, he never fucked any woman like her before.
"Oh, Nancy. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Nancy," said William.
She pinched slapped his ass hard before pinching his ass and before twisting his nipple.
"Don't you dare cum until I tell you to cum, bitch. That's right. You're no longer my cousin. You're my bitch," she said. "You cum when I tell you to cum," she said grabbing him by the throat and squeezing before grabbing him by the testicle and squeezing to delay him from cumming. "If you cum before me, you'll have Hell to pay," she said slapping him across his face again.
She continued humping him while he continued humping her. He continued fucking her while she continued fucking him. He pounded her pussy as hard as she pounded his cock. Then, with them both breathing hard and sweating, giving him her orders, she told him what he wanted to hear.
"Now. Cum now, William. Cum. Fill my cunt with your cum. Fuck your cousin harder and faster, William. I'm ready to cum," she said. "Cum William, cum. Cum in my cunt."
He humped her harder and humped her faster before ejaculating all that he had inside of his cousin.
"Nancy! Oh, Nancy! Fuck me. This is unbelievable. This is the best fuck I've ever had. I'm cumming, Nancy. I'm cumming," he said.
As if she was a marsupial and he was carrying her, she wrapped her arms around his neck tighter while wrapping her legs around his waist tighter.
"William! Oh, my God, William. Fuck me. I'm cumming too. Don't stop. Don't stop. Don't you dare stop. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster," she said screaming her sexual orgasm. "Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck! Oh, my God, William. Oh, my God," she said relaxing her grip on him.
They stayed like that for a long moment until they separated. Out of breath and sweating they stayed like that until she got up out of bed, went into his bathroom, and showered. When she emerged from his bathroom, he was still breathing hard and sweating.
Without even saying goodbye or kissing him goodbye, as if dropping a microphone on stage after being done with her performance, she opened his door and left without even closing his door. Wearing nothing but two of his bath towels, one towel wrapped around her body and another towel wrapped around her hair, she walked out of his room, down his stairs, and to her front door practically naked. She was eager to tell the rest of the women what had happened.
* * * * *
After Nancy put on a nightgown and dried her hair, she sat in a chair in the living room ready to tell everyone all that happened with her cousin.
"I fucked William in the way that he had never been fucked before and he fucked me in the way that I had never been fucked before," she said to her mother, her aunt, her cousin, and her grandmother. In the way that he fucked me, I'd be surprised if he was gay. Yet," she said pausing while falling silent.
Rose looked at her daughter with curiosity.
"Yet, what?"
Mary looked at her niece with as much curiosity as her mother looked at her.
"Tell me. I need to know. Do you think my William is gay?"
Mary looked from Nancy to look at the rest of the group of women.
"If I was judging him by the hardness of his cock and in the way that he fucked me, I'd say that he was straight and not gay. Yet, he continued staring at those damn men wearing speedos while having sex with me. He made me wonder if he was imagining fucking them in the ass while he fucked me in my pussy. I even had to turn his head to pay me the attention that he should pay me when having sex with me," said Nancy. "Even though he gave me hot sex, based on him seemingly fascinated by his sketches of nearly naked men in speedos, I'd say that he was gay or bi-sexual."
Christine nodded her head in agreement.
"In the way that he was obviously thinking of fucking men in the ass when he was fucking me, no doubt, he was thinking of fucking them in the ass while he was pounding your pussy," said Christine.
William's mother nodded her head with worry.
"We have our work cut out for us," said Mary. "Willing to do whatever it takes to save my son from turning gay, I'll suck his cock as many times as it takes for him to forget about blowing men."
Rose nodded her head too.
"Me too," said Rose. "Whatever it takes. I'll continue to blow William, too."
Christine gave her family the thumbs up.
"Well, I'm ready to make out with him and love to him as many times as it takes," she said. "I'll do my part in persuading him to prefer kissing me and making love to women instead of kissing and making love with men."
Nancy agreed.
"It's going to take more than one time fucking him to switch him from being gay to being straight. I'll continue to surrender my naked body to my cousin until he prefers fucking women instead of fucking men," said his cousin nodding her head with certainty while looking around the room. "I'll fuck him hard and I'll fuck him fast. I'll fuck him as many times as it takes."
Grandma Edna sighed loudly while rolling her eyes and shaking her head.
"What a crock of shit! Fuck this," said Grandma Edna leaning forward in her chair. "Even though you all act like whores, incestuous whores at that, and even though I've only had sex with one man in my life, my husband, compared to me, you women are a bunch of amateurs. I'm done with hearing what you're going to do when you all failed miserably to not only change him but also to even identify if he's even gay. Tomorrow night, I'll find out if he's gay or not," she said pointing her finger from her daughters to her granddaughters.
Mary made a face at her mother.
"Oh, really, Mother. Other than coming out and asking him if he's gay or straight, how do you propose to do that when we were all unable to tell if he's gay or straight?"
Grandma looked at her daughter and laughed.
"My secret, sexual surprise, I plan on giving him what no man or no woman has ever given him before," said Edna.
While confidently nodding her head with positivity, Edna looked from her daughter, Mary, to look at her daughter, Rose, before looking at granddaughters, Christine and Nancy.
"And what is that mother? What will you give your grandson that no man or woman has given him," said Rose with a laugh of disbelief. "What will you sexually give him that we haven't already sexually given him?
Smugly confident, Granma Edna looked from Mary to look at Rose before looking at Christine and Nancy. As if she was a Cheshire cat, she smiled at her daughters and her granddaughters. Then, opening her mouth and reaching her fingers inside, she removed her dentures.
"Forget about sucking his prick, I'm going to gum his prick. I plan on giving my grandson a gum job. Trust me, I can elicit a confession from any man by gumming his cock instead of merely sucking his cock," she said with a dirty laugh. "There's something about gumming a cock that makes all men talk. I'll have him spilling the beans about his sexuality in no time. Trust me, and if he's gay, with me gumming his prick instead of merely sucking his prick, he won't be gay for long."
With William listening by his open vent he heard everything.
"If it wasn't enough that my mother, sister, aunt, and cousin gave me incestuous sex, I can't believe my grandmother is going to pay me a sexual visit too. I can't believe she's going to give me a gum job. If that's as good as she says it is, after my mother and aunt sucked my cock, I can't wait for my grandmother to gum my cock. I can't wait to cum in my grandmother's mouth. I can't wait to watch her swallow my cum while she stares up at me with her kind, brown eyes.
* * * * *
The next night, Grandma wore her sexiest and skimpiest nightgown, a pale, pink, totally see-through nightgown that not only showed the shape and the size of her big and somewhat saggy breasts but also showed her brown areolas and her big and already erect nipples. Compared to her daughters, Mary and Rose, her breasts sagged but not terribly. At 68-years-old, she was relatively young. Yet, compared to her granddaughters, Christine and Nancy, Edna's breasts sagged a lot.
Nonetheless her somewhat saggy breasts, a tall and pretty woman, in the way that Lauren Bacall always looked attractive, there was something sexy about Granny wearing something so totally transparent while ready to give her grandson a gum job. Granny reminded William of Mrs. Robinson played by the late, Anne Bancroft, in The Graduate opposite Benjamin Braddock played by Dustin Hoffman. With her still sexy and having a shapely body for an old broad, and with big tits running in his family, she certainly had big tits too.
Adding to his sexual excitement of seeing his grandmother's nearly naked, still sexy, and still shapely body, this was his grandmother and not some, old whore he picked up a street corner and invited home. In the same way that her daughters and granddaughters did, albeit a little slower and more carefully, ready to give her grandson sex, Edna climbed the stairs to William's loft. In the way that his mother, sister, aunt, and cousin all were ready to give him incestuous sex to hopefully convert him from being gay to straight, Grandma was willing to gum her grandson.
"William? It's grandma," she said knocking on his front door as if he didn't know who it was. "William? Are you home?"
With his grandmother seemingly determined to come in, William opened his door wearing his standard uniform, a tee shirt, pajama bottoms without underwear, and slippers. Never having one before and looking forward to having one now over the thoughts of his grandmother gumming his cock, he already had a semi-erection while imagining his grandmother giving him a gum job. He'd love nothing more than to cum in his grandmother's mouth while she gummed his prick and while he fondled her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
His grandmother was wearing her standard uniform of late too, a low-cut, short, and virtually see-through nightgown. After he smiled her his hello, as if he was the spider and she was the fly, he invited her inside in the way that he welcomed his mother, sister, aunt, and cousin. He couldn't wait to see, feel, and fondle her big tits while turning, twisting, and pulling her erect nipples. He couldn't wait for his grandmother to gum his cock while she stroked him. He couldn't wait to cum in his grandmother's mouth.
As soon as she entered his studio apartment, she was illuminated by the bright light of his living room in the way that his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin were all illuminated as if strippers onstage. Unable to help himself, he stared down at the huge impressions her naked breasts made in her nightgown before staring down at the dark shadow of her brown, furry muff. For an old broad, she had a wicked good body. Always walking, she looked good for her age.
Yet, when he saw the dark shadow of her hair pussy, he couldn't believe he was seeing his grandmother's cunt. His grandmother's cunt, unable to wrap his head around the vision of his nearly naked grandmother, he couldn't believe he was seeing his grandmother's nearly naked cunt. In the incestuous way that he stared at all that his MILF of a mother, his sexy sister, his MILF of an aunt, and his slutty cousin, he stared at his still sexy grandmother. In the way that his mother, sister, aunt, and cousin exposed themselves to him, he couldn't wait to expose himself to his grandmother.
"Grandma. You caught me by surprise. It's always so nice to see you. Come in," he said feigning his surprise while continuing to stare at the impressions her big, erect nipples made in her nightgown. In the way that the dark shadow her bushy, pubic hair made in her nightgown, and the impressions of her already erect nipples, he stared at all that he could see of her naked ass when she walked by him too. "That's a beautiful nightgown, Grandma," he said using his compliment to stare at his nearly naked grandmother longer and harder.



She gave him a sexy smile before looking down at herself as if to see what he could see of her.
"You don't think that it's too revealing," she said sexually teasing him by pulling the nightgown tighter to her body to make it even more transparently revealing that it was before.
As if looking to see what he could see of her nearly naked body, she looked down at herself before looking up at him with a sexy smile. If he wasn't seeing enough of his grandmother's nearly naked body before, with her pulling the sheer material tighter against her naked, elderly body, now he had a clear view of the size and shape of her big, albeit sagging breasts. As if she was naked instead of wearing a nightgown, he could clearly see her brown areolas and her brown, erect nipples. If it wasn't enough seeing most of her naked breasts, he could clearly see her bushy, pubic hair, and even her pussy slit and camel toe, too.
"Oh, Grandma, you have such big, beautiful breasts," he said as if he was the Big, Bad Wolf.
She smiled at her grandson before staring down at her big tits and before staring back up at him.
"Do you like big tits?" She looked down at her big breasts again before looking up at him. "Do you like my big tits?"
He smiled at his grandmother when she gave him a naughty look.
"I love big tits and I certainly love your big tits, grandma. The bigger the better. I love my mom's big tits. I love my sister's big tits. I love my aunt's big tits. I love my cousin's big tits. And I especially love your big tits, grandma," he said staring at his grandmother's tits. "Your tits are bigger than them all."
While pulling her nightgown tighter across her body, as if she was receiving sexual pleasure from exposing her nearly naked breasts to him, she looked down at where he was staring again before staring up at him again.
"You may touch them, if you'd like William," she said giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. "I wouldn't mind you feeling my tits while fingering my nipples. I'd rather enjoy you feeling my tits while fingering my nipples," she said looking up at him. "Having never been sexually touched by any man other than your grandfather, I haven't been touched and felt by a man since your grandfather passed."
Not needing her to twist his arm or to ask him twice, William reached out both of his horny hands to feel his grandmother's tits. In the way that he couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's, sister's, aunt's, and cousin's tits, he couldn't believe he was feeling his grandmother's tits. He felt one of her tits before feeling the other one of her tits. Then, making good on her invitation to finger her nipples, he fingered her nipples. Making them more erect, he pulled and turned her nipples through her sexy nightgown.
"Your nipples are so big, Grandma," he said pulling and squeezing her nipples through her nightgown. "You have bigger nipples than my Mom, my Aunt Rose, my sister, and my cousin." He continued feeling her tits while fingering her nipples through her sexy nightgown. "I love your big tits, grandma."
Leaving two, big wet spots on her nightgown, he leaned down and sucked his grandmother's nipples through her nightgown, first one and then the other. As if she was his baby and she was nursing him, he continued sucking his grandmother's nipples through her thin nightgown. He continued feeling his grandmother's tits, fingering her nipples, and sucking her nipples while she reached her hand down to fondle his cock through his pajama bottoms.
"You have a nice, big prick, William. You have a bigger prick than your grandfather. You don't mind me touching you in this sexual way, do you? Your prick is only the second prick that I've ever felt in my life. I'm quite enjoying touching and feeling your penis through your pajama bottoms."
Knowing she was there to give him a gum job, William smiled.
"Would you like to see my prick, Grandma? I don't mind showing you my prick if you'd like to see it," he said.
She stared up at her grandson before staring down at the big bulge his flaccid cock made in his pajama bottoms.
"Being that your grandfather's prick is the only prick I've ever seen, held in my hand, took in my mouth, and humped in my pussy, I'd love to see your cock, William," said Grandma Edna.
William pushed down his pajama bottoms to his ankles and stepped out of them. As if grabbing a cucumber at the vegetable stand, immediately, Grandma Edna wrapped her horny, wrinkled hand around his prick. Not shy, ashamed, or embarrassed, in the way that his mother and aunt did, his grandmother fondled the head of his cock while slowly stroking the shaft of his prick. Obviously, Grandma Edna enjoyed holding and stroking her grandson's prick.
'This is all so surreal. If it wasn't enough that I had incestuous sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, now I'm having incestuous sex with my grandmother. I can't believe I'm living in a family of incestuous whores. I can't believe I'm feeling, fondling, and sucking my grandmother's tits through her nightgown while she's holding, feeling, fondling, and stroking my naked prick,' he thought.
Instead of falling to her knees in the way that his mother and aunt did when blowing him, his grandmother pushed him back on his bed. In the way that his sister pushed him back on his bed to make love to him and his cousin pushed him back on his bed to fuck him, his grandmother pushed him back on his bed to suck him. Then, she did something that would have been shocking had he not overheard her conversation about giving him a gum job.
Not embarrassed to be seen without her teeth and not shy about taking him in her mouth, she removed her dentures, wrapped them in a tissue, and put them on his nightstand. Then, in the way that his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin all smiled at him, his grandmother smiled at him but without her teeth. Obviously proud of her gums and excited about giving her grandson a gum job, she was ready to gum his cock hard enough and long enough for him to cum in her mouth. Something he always sexually fantasized doing and masturbated over experiencing, he couldn't believe he was about to cum in his grandmother's mouth.
'I don't believe this,' he thought. 'I'm about to have sex with my grandmother. My grandmother is about to gum my cock. I'm about to cum in my grandmother's mouth. If it wasn't sexually exciting to have sex with my mother, my aunt, my sister, and my cousin, I'm about to have sex with my grandmother too.'
Before climbing on the bed with her grandson, she removed her nightgown. Having now seen three generations of the women of his family naked, his mother and aunt, his sister and cousin, and now his grandmother, William stared at her as if she was his naked, elderly angel. He stared at his naked grandmother as if he had never seen a naked woman before. He stared at her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and all that he could see of her naked ass. With her having a body as good as Helen Mirren, the Academy Award winner for her role in The Queen as Elizabeth II, if he didn't know that his grandmother was 68-years-old, he'd think that she was 48-years-old.
For an old broad, she still had an amazing figure. For an old broad, she sexually excited him as much as his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin had all sexually excited him when seeing them naked. Now that he had seen all of his female relatives naked, he could attest to the fact that the gene pool in his family is amazing. He couldn't wait to have sex with his grandmother.
"I'm going to give you something that I've never given anyone before except for your grandfather. I'm going to give you a gum job. The reason why your grandfather never strayed, as the late, great Paul Newman said about his wife, Joanne Woodward, why go out for hamburgers when I have steak at home?" She laughed. "Your grandfather loved my gum jobs while feeling my tits and fingering my nipples. He loved cumming in my mouth and watching me swallow his cum."
Grandma Edna stroked William's cock to an erection before leaning forward to take him in her mouth. Instead of taking it easy on his cock because of her teeth, as if her gums were the warm, meaty, palms of her hands, with her not having any teeth, she could apply more, direct pressure on his swollen cock with her gums. Gumming him and gumming him, Grandma Edna gave her grandson a gum job.
"Oh, Grandma. Oh, grandma. Oh, my God, Grandma. Your gum job is way better than a blowjob. Oh, Grandma. Oh, my God, Grandma. Oh, my God. Gum my cock. Gum my prick," he said putting a gentle hand behind his grandmother's silver haired head. "Don't stop gumming me. Please don't stop gumming me."
He pushed her had forward while impaling her mouth deeper. He humped her mouth while fucking her face. With Edna gumming him and gumming him, it wouldn't take him very long to cum in her elderly, willing mouth. Only, before he did, as if her gums were her truth serum that she needed for him to confess the truth, she asked her question.
"Tell me, William," she said temporarily removing his cock from her mouth to speak. "With everyone wondering, everyone wants to know." She looked at him straight in the eye. "Are you straight or are you gay?"
William laughed.
"Neither straight or gay, what I am is a virgin, Grandma. I've had some gay thoughts just as I've had heterosexual thoughts but I'm not gay. At least, I don't think I'm gay. If anything, I'm straight, I think. If anything, I'm confused. Yet, what I know is I love big, breasted women. I love tits, the bigger the better," he said with a dirty laugh while groping his grandmother's big tits. "With everyone thinking that I'm gay, I appreciate everyone coming to my rescue to help me. Since tomorrow is April Fool's Day, I going to tell them all the truth," he said with sadness.
Seemingly happy with his confession, she returned his prick to her mouth and gummed her grandson while stroking him. Stroking him faster, she gummed him harder and deeper him deeper. Not taking very long, with a gum job much quicker than a regular blowjob, he ejaculated a huge load of cum in his grandmother's mouth. She swallowed every drop and licked him clean while continue the stroke the last drop of cum out of his cock.
* * * * *
The next day, with only Grandma knowing that her grandson was straight and not gay, she waited for her grandson to tell everyone what he believed he was. William walked in the main house wearing a bathrobe with nothing underneath. His plan was to tell everyone that having sex with them was his April Fool's joke.
Suddenly, he had second thoughts. Why ruin a good thing? Why spoil all the fun for not only him but also for everyone? Under the ridiculous pretense that they were giving him conversion and reparation therapy by giving him incestuous sex as their justification to save him from turning gay, with everyone happy, why not continue? Why not continue having sex with his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother? Why not give them all what they really want, sexual orgasms.
"Everyone. Everyone. Attention please. Gather around. I have an announcement to make," he said waiting for his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, and his grandmother to take their seats as if he was making his eviction nominations on Big Brother. He removed his bathrobe to show them a huge erection. "I'd like to thank everyone for helping me and for keeping me from seeking out men for sex and turning gay but, as if I'm a sex addict addicted to cock, I'm going to need more help. For me not to turn gay, I'm going to need more conversion and reparation therapy. I'm going to need the five of you to give me more incestuous sex."
Now, with William confessing that he was straight but pretending to have gay thoughts, his mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother were even more determined to save him from turning gay. Posting a schedule on the refrigerator, they took turns having sex with him. William had sex every day with either his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, or his grandmother. What began as an April Fools' joke ended as an alternative, sexual lifestyle. He and his family of females lived happily ever after while having incestuous sex.
THE END
Please vote. This is an April Fool's Day contest story. Please vote.
As if your vote is my applause, all that I ask is that you vote, please vote.
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Two men rolled into one, an Angel and the Devil, Susan wanted a good man but a bad man, a very bad man too.
Sorry but good guys need not apply. Good guys aren't man enough to sexually satisfy Susan Jill Parker. Having been around the block with a few dozen men while dating and when in the swinging lifestyle with her ex-husband, when it comes to men, she knows what she wants and what she needs.
Good guys may know how to treat a lady with respect, sweet talk, and polite manners but they don't know how to treat a woman with sexual abuse by slapping her around before having rough sex with her. Bad men may not know how to treat a lady with respect, sweet talk, and polite manners but they sure know how to treat a whore. Suffice to say, Susan Jill Parker, if I say so myself, is, indeed, a whore.
Proud to be a whore, she's a whore. Not taking any shit from any man, unless she wanted to be spanked and face fucked, she enjoys being a whore. Forget the games and sexual teasing, she takes what she wants and, in the process, she gets what she deserves. Bad men, very bad men, understand that concept about women who are whores. It's the good men that make the mistake of putting whores up on pedestals.
"Get on your knees, Bitch, and suck my cock," said Bob, Susan's husband before becoming her ex-husband.
When she refused to obey, he spun her around as if she was a ballerina, a ballroom dancer, or a square dancer. He purposefully turned her back to his best friend, Mike, sitting on the couch watching their sexual antics. Accustomed to Bob flashing his wife to his friends but, unbeknownst to Mike, this sexual scenario was especially arranged personally for him. Susan was Mike's birthday gift.
"Happy birthday, Mike," said Bob while smiling widely at his friend and giving him a wink.
Then, as if grabbing her in a wrestling hold, a reverse headlock, with her head tucked in his arm behind him and her ass facing Mike, Bob leaned Susan forward. From Mike's low vantage point sitting on the couch, undoubtedly, he had a good upskirt view of Susan's white panties. As if he was one of one of Alex's minions played by Malcolm McDowell in Stanley Kubrick's Clockwork Orange, Bob lifted his wife's short skirt to expose her white, bikini panties to his friend. Not stopping there, he reached his long arm forward, pulled down her panties, and walloped her shapely, naked ass hard, three times.
'Whack! Whack! Whack!'
With her naked ass practically in his best friend's face, Bob kept Susan in that position while Mike reached out his hand to touch, feel, fondle, squeeze, and slap her naked ass. Taking advantage of the sexual situation, he slid a slow, purposeful finger along her warm and already wet pussy before inserting his finger inside her to fingerfuck her. Not only was Mike sexually attracted to Susan but also, he had a fetish for spanking. He loved spanking whores, especially bad whores, very bad whores.
All for his benefit anyway, it didn't matter that Mike was there watching Bob nakedly expose his wife while sexually assaulting her and physically abusing her. All part of his birthday gift, it was okay that his best friend was ogling Susan's naked ass and the back of her naked pussy. It was already mutually agreed upon when Mike pulled out his erect prick and stroked himself while watching Bob sexually assault and abuse his whore of a wife because she'd be sucking his cock next. Only, other than wishing him happy birthday, Bob hadn't told Mike that Susan was his surprise birthday gift. He'd tell him after she sucked and fucked him.
# # #
This sexy scene was all part of a sexy game they secretly played to spice up their sex lives. With Susan an exhibitionist and Bob a voyeur, he had stripped his wife naked in front of his friends before when she refused to play strip poker with them. He had stripped her naked before when she refused to serve them beer while topless during their weekly poker games. After his poker buddies left, with them all seeing her naked and allowed to grope her, Bob and Susan would be having hot pillow before, during, and after they had wild sex.
"Did you see your friends staring at my naked tits," whispered Susan to her husband while stroking him?
She stroked him faster and harder while he felt her big breasts and fingered her nipples.
"I thought they were going to have heart attacks and die when I stripped off your blouse and removed your bra. They loved your big tits, Susan," said Bob.
While allowing his friends to feel her and fondle her, he had stripped her naked many times before and even pushed her in the pool naked when she refused to play Marco Polo with them. He had stripped her naked before when she refused to have sex with one of his friends. Finally allowing his four friends to gangbang his wife, he watched his wife feebly resist while his friends had their wicked, sexual way with her naked body. Expecting her to obey him "until death do they part," he was her husband and she was his wife after all.
"There you are boys. She's all yours. Have fun with her," said Bob opening his bedroom door wide for them to see Susan naked and tied to her bed.
All part of a sexy game they played, Susan feebly struggled against her ties.
"You're an asshole, Bob," yelled Susan.
One by one his four friends had their sexual way with Susan's beautiful, naked body while Bob sat in the corner of the room watching his friends having sex with his wife while masturbating himself.
# # #
That was then and this was now. Now it was his Mike turn to have his wicked, sexual way with Susan. Now it was Mike's turn to fuck Bob's whore of a wife.
"Get on your knees, Bitch, and suck my cock," said Bob, Susan's husband before becoming her ex-husband.
Still refusing to move to her knees to suck her husband's prick, Bob grabbed a big handful of her long, blonde hair and pulled her down to where she needed to be to suck him. When she refused to open her mouth and take him inside, he pulled her hair harder and, as soon as she screamed, he filled her mouth with his erect prick. Not letting go, he held her head in place with a heavy hand while humping her mouth and fucking her face until he ejaculated and until she swallowed. As much as he enjoyed sexually abusing his wife, she loved being sexually abused.
Then, as if tossing a bag of trash in the dumpster, he pushed her towards Mike. Eager for sloppy seconds, Mike looked to his best friend as if asking his permission to have sex with his wife. The best man at their wedding, Mike had wanted to have sex with Susan since the first day he met her more than three-years ago. Unbeknownst to Mike, with Susan a whore, she was as sexually attracted to her husband's best friend as he was sexually attracted to her. They already had sexy pillow talk over her having sex with his best friend before coming up with this sexy plan of her being his birthday gift.
When Bob smiled and nodded his okay, Mike kissed Susan. He forced his tongue in her mouth while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples through her clothes and before removing her blouse and bra. As if he was forcing her, part of the sexy game, part of Mike's sexual fantasy, and all part of his birthday gift, Susan struggled and feebly resisted to save her modesty and her morals by trying to keep him from removing her clothes.
"No. Don't. Stop," she said slapping him while pushing him away. "Oh, my God. Mike! What the Hell are you doing? How dare you remove my blouse? How dare you remove my bra? How dare you feel my naked tits and finger my nipples," she said all for the sake of sexually exciting her husband. "What the Hell is wrong with you? Let go of me. Bob! Help," said Susan. "Help me!"
Not having to slap her or force her, when Susan took his cock in her hand before taking his stiff prick in her mouth, he fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples while she blew him. Susan sucked her husband's best friend while her husband watched. Now, with her already naked, Mike forced her back on the rug, mounted her, and inserted his erect prick inside of her. Mike continued kissing her and felt her naked breasts. Then, stripping himself naked, he pushed her back and mounted her. He made love to Susan before fucking her, while Bob watched and masturbated himself.
"Happy Birthday, Mike, Susan is our birthday gift to you," said Bob.
# # #
Wanting the best of both worlds, tired of sacrificing one for the other, an enigma, Susan searched for a good man who's a bad man too. Not an easy combination to find, she wanted a man who'd treat her like a lady in public but like a whore in the bedroom. She wanted a man who knew what he wanted, when he wanted it, and a man who was willing to take it. She wanted a man who wouldn't take no for an answer. She wanted a kind and gentle man in public but a bad man who'd strip her naked and take her against her will in private.
"Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. I need to cum. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me," screamed Susan while Bob pounded her pussy in the mattress after Mike left.
Unable to find a man who's a good man in public but also a bad man in bed. Having gone through men like water in search for a bad man, a very bad man, perhaps such a man doesn't exist. While you're here reading this story, let me ask you a question.
"Are you that man? Are you a man's man, a manly man, and a macho man who knows how to put a strong woman in her place while making her come back for more?"
Yet, in this instance, a first time for everything, whoever said that good guys come in last was wrong, dead wrong. Even though this story is expressly written for bad men, very bad men who are good men when it comes to loving and caring for their women, my heart roots for the good guys. Instead of a bad man, a very bad man, Susan wanted a good man but with bad, very bad sexual intentions.
Something that most women would never allow, she needed a man who'd strip her naked and expose her to his friends. She needed a man who'd allow her to have sex with his friends while he watched and masturbated himself. She needed a man who enjoyed her talking dirty in bed while telling him all that she wanted to sexually do with him, with his friends, and/or his male relatives. She wanted a swinging man who wasn't possessively jealous of her need to have sex with others while he watched and/or participated.
Fortunately for the not so sexually appealing men, not all beautiful women are sexually attracted to beautiful men. Unlike men who are hypnotized by a pretty face and mesmerized by a shapely body, women tend to see what the man is beneath the surface. They see the real man behind the illusion of good looks and a hard body.
Unlike men who want big tits and shapely asses, women don't need or necessarily want all of the glitter of a pretty face and muscles. They want the gold that's buried beneath the surface and that resides deep within his heart. The saying that he has a heart of gold was said for a reason. Yet, sometimes it takes a while to mine it and to bring the shine of his gold to the surface. As most men have a hard time being expressively vulnerable enough to expose who they really sexually are, sometimes it takes a tragedy or a breakup for the real man to move to the surface and reveal himself.
As you can determine from the above, men want what they see and feel on the surface. Conversely, women more want what they can emotionally feel on the inside. Yet, as much as men want and expect to have sex, women want and expect to have sexual orgasms. Men just want to cum but women want it all. Women want to see, feel, and hear fireworks. Where men only need a pretty face and a sexy body to attract their attention, women need and want more. Most men need more than just a handsome face and a hard body to attract a beautiful and sexy woman.
For men to attract the most beautiful and sexiest women, instead of and/or in addition to, they need intangible qualities. They need to be special in not just looks but also in feelings, emotions, honesty, and fidelity. Once the lights are out, the woman is left with the real man. If the real man is nothing more than an illusion of himself and an empty shell, what she saw in the light of day won't translate through the darkness of night. There's nothing left of him to love.
How many men have asked the same question when seeing a beautiful woman with a homely man? What does she see in him? What does he have that I don't have. Obviously, for her to be with him instead of being with me, he must have money. He must be rich. Yet, they'd be wrong.
# # #
Billy Joel, singer, piano player, and songwriter, won the love of supermodel Christie Brinkley. It wasn't as much as what he looked like, it was more what he wrote about. Ric Ocasek, the lead singer and front man for Cars, won the affections of supermodel Paulina Porizkova. He won her not from his Ichabod Crane looks but from his music. Rod Stewart won the hearts and the loves of three beauties, Penny Lancaster, Alana Stewart, and Rachel Hunter not for his looks but for his songs.
After having admitted to having sex with more than 4,000 young, admiring groupies, Gene Simmons, the lead singer of Kiss, finally grew up and married Shannon Tweed. He nearly lost her several times with his immature and perverse infidelities. No woman wants a man she can't trust. Unless they're swingers in the swinging lifestyle, no woman wants a man who sexually desires other women over her, especially women who they can't complete with, women who are much younger than her.
David Bowie won Iman, and Mick Jagger won his wives, Bianca and Jerry Hall. Jagger had countless female admirers including Marianne Faithful, Carly Simon, Linda Ronstadt, model Janice Dickinson, and Carla Bruni, the president of France's current wife. He bedded women despite of his decrepit looks and despite his not so sexy body. Instead, he won women based on who he was inside. What more can I write to prove my point of what women want in men?
Whereas women must be beautiful to attract a man, men don't have to be handsome to attract a woman. Just look at the above and below collection of men and then look at all the beautiful women they bedded. Fidel Castro slept with 35,000 women and Wilt Chamberlain bedded 20,000 women. Most basketball players don't score 20,000 points in their careers, never mind women. When did Wilt find the time to play basketball?
Unable to beat them off with a stick, Warren Beatty supposedly slept with 12,775 women. Okay, in his day, he was a hunk but he's not typical. Ric Flair, professional wrestler, claims he had sex with 10,000 women. Unless he's counting all the time he wrestled with women in bed, when did he have the time to wrestle? Leonardo DiCaprio claims he slept with 9,125 women, most of them models. Obviously attracted to big breast women, he had a particular fondness for Victoria Secret's models. Obviously attracted to angels, in addition to having a fascination for their big tits, I guess he loved their wings too.
Seriously, have you ever met a model in person and tried to have a conversation with one? Having worked for a famous modeling agency in Boston as their business manager, I came in contact with more than 2,000 male and female models. Even though when you see someone so beautiful or so handsome all you do is stare, what they say about God not giving someone everything is especially true about God giving models beauty but not giving most of them brains.
Charlie Sheen claims he bedded 5,000 women. Gene Simmons and Mick Jagger are tied with 4,000. Jack Nicholson, Simon Cowell, Dennis Rodman, and Dustin Diamond (Dustin Diamond? Screech of Saved by the Bell fame. Eww) all claim they slept with 2,000 women. Hmm...I wonder if they all slept with the same 2,000 women. I truly feel bad for the women.
Yet, think about it, whether it was 12,775 women, 10,000 women, 4,000 women, or 2,000 women, that's a lot of women. When the average woman has four sexual partners in her lifetime and the average male has seven sexual partners in his lifetime, it's not normal to have sex with thousands of people. With them so very distracted and scattered, when did they have time to do anything else but to have sex? Moreover, why would men want to have so very many empty, sexual relationships that complicated their lives and cluttered their minds?
Hugh Hefner, the man who we'd think would lead the pack of empty, sexual relationships, slept with 1,000 women as has Russell Brand. George Clooney, John Mayer, and Derek Jeter slept with so very many women that they lost count. Most men keep count of their sexual affairs, but most women don't. Despite being married to the same woman for 59-years, Tom Jones claims that he had sex with 250 women every year, which would add up to 14,750 women during his marriage. His hit songs, It's Not Unusual, She's A Lady, and What's New Pussycat suddenly take on new meaning.
# # #
Suffice to say that all the men listed above are bad men, incorrigible men, and perverted men. There must be something seriously wrong with men having the sexual need to have sex with so very many women. Yet, with my Mom a stripper, a prostitute, and an all-around whore, if she kept count of all the men she sucked and fucked, she'd be in the thousands of satisfied customers too. Dedicated as she was frugal, instead of renting a room, she took her work home with her. There was always some naked man in our house day and night.
Fortunately for men, not all women are nice girls. Fortunately, for nice girls, not all men are bad men. Yet, taking one to know one, truth be known most women are whores, especially when with the right man. Instead of bragging about and broadcasting their sexual affairs in public, women hide their sexual promiscuity better than men do.
Just as men have bedded thousands of women, there are women who have had sex with hundreds of men. Only, whereas men count making out with and feeling a woman through her clothes as having sex with her, even though stroking a cock and sucking a cock are considered having sex, many women only count sexual intercourse as having sex. Some women would rather stroke a man and/or suck a man than to give him a long, wet, passionate kiss good night. For many women, believe it or not, hand jobs and blowjobs are less personal than French kissing.
Indeed, if women counted all of their make out sessions, hand jobs, and blowjobs they gave men over the years, they'd be right up there with the men who have had the most sex with women. If women counted all the times that men felt their breasts and fingered their nipples through their clothes in the way that men count that as having sex, they'd be deemed whores. If women counted all the times they allowed men to finger their pussies and masturbate their pussies while sucking their naked tits, they'd be just as perversely perverted as men.
"Instead of giving you a good night kiss, instead of having sexual intercourse, what if I gave you a hand job and/or a blowjob instead," asked Mary? "Would you like that," she asked feeling his growing erection through his pants while he felt her tits and fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra?
'A hand job? A blowjob,' thought Joe. 'Wow!'
"Sure. Okay, Mary. I'd love a blowjob," said Joe.
The last time she'd be seeing him, Mary didn't like her blind date. A good way to get rid of him, she'd rather stroke his cock or even suck his cock than to kiss him, especially French kiss him. She'd rather he cum all over her hand or even in her mouth than for him to stick his tongue in her mouth while feeling her naked tits and fingering her naked pussy.
# # #
As surprising as it may be shocking, at the top of the slut list, believe it or not, was Nancy Reagan, President Reagan's wife. With Ronald Reagan as much of a man whore as were Presidents Kennedy, Clinton, and Trump, they were a good match. Something that wasn't as expected then as it is now, Nancy was particularly fond of giving blowjobs to get acting jobs. From producers, to directors, to agents, or to fellow actors, she'd give anyone a blowjob if it meant her getting a role in a movie.



Hard to believe and sad but true, most women back then didn't suck cock. Yet, Nancy Reagan did. Most women back then, even if they had oral sex with a man, would never allow him to cum in their mouths. Again, Nancy Reagan did. Yet, unlike their male counterparts, women don't keep count of their lovers. Begging the question, one would be curious to know not only how many sexual affairs President Trump has had but also how many lovers Melania Trump has had too.
Listed below are some of the whores of Hollywood. Some of the more obvious Hollywood whores, of course, are Kim Kardashian, Paris Hilton, Lindsay Lohan, Britney Spears, Rihanna, Taylor Swift, Scarlett Johansson, Mary-Kate Olsen, Nicki Minaj, Kate Hudson, and Christina Aguilera. Then, there are the swinging lifestyle whores, Rachael Ray, Julia Louis-Dreyfus, Shirley MacLaine, Sharon Stone, Eva Longoria, Dolly Parton, Angelina Jolie, Halle Berry, Jada Pinkett Smith, Demi Moore, Megan Fox, and Rita Wilson. Then, are the longtime whores Pamela Anderson, Madonna, Jessica Biel, Julianne Moore, Mariah Carey, Pink, and the biggest whores of them all, Jennifer Lopez and Gwyneth Paltrow.
"Ah, I feel better getting all of that off my chest. I'm tired of these famous women judging me and making me feel like a whore then they're the real whores. They'd suck and fuck anyone for a movie role or for more fame and fortune."
Yet, if men can be whoremongers, why can't women be whores? So, what? What's the big deal? Why the double standard? Why are women made to feel guilty for wanting to have as much sex as men? Why must women hide their sexual wants, needs, and desires from men when men flaunt their sexual desires for women? When it comes to women wanting to have some sexual fun, why must men be so lopsidedly judgmental by calling them whores? Kettle black, how dare they?
"Whore! Dirty whore!"
As long as one is careful not to catch and transmit sexual diseases and/or have an unwanted pregnancy, what's wrong with sex? What's wrong with having sex with a multitude of people, male or female, heterosexual or homosexual? There are far worse things that people can do other than making love and having sex.
Sex is as normal as it's natural. As long as you don't force yourself on someone, as long as no means no, and as long as the sex is consensual between adults, even incestuous sex can be good. There's no greater love than the love that a son has for his MILF of a mother, that a daughter has for her hunk of a father, or that a sister and brother share.
"I love you, Mommy."
"Goodnight, Billie Bob."
"I love you, Daddy."
"Goodnight, Becky Sue."
"I love you, Billie Bob."
"I love you, Becky Sue."
# # #
Unable to resist, Susan was attracted to bad men. Over the years, she had known more than her share of them. Leg breakers and enforcers for the mob, her four, much older, stepbrothers were all bad men, very bad men. Her mother, a stripper, a prostitute, and an all-around whore, who had incestuous sex with all four of her sons before Susan was even born, only associated with and had sex with bad men, very bad men. Even Susan's ex-husband Bob, a Boston Police Officer turned undercover cop, was a bad man. He'd have to be a bad man to infiltrate a motorcycle gang and live to tell about it.
An ex-Army Ranger who served two tours of duty in Afghanistan and Iraq, Robert wanted to make a career of it. Until he was severely injured and shipped home, he had his sights on working as a mercenary and as a Black Ops operative for a defense contractor hired by the Pentagon. Because of that disappointment in his life's plan, he was angry. He started drinking.
The only time she saw him in action was when a man sexually assaulted her in a bar as she was leaving the ladies room. While his four friends cheered, he grabbed her by her arm, spun her around, and kissed her. Then, exposing her to everyone looking, he lifted her short skirt to grope her panty clad ass with one hand while pulling down her top to expose and fondle her naked breasts and finger her nipples with his other hand. Coming to her rescue as if her husband was Matt Damon as Jason Bourne, immediately and reactionarily without thinking, he took control of the situation before it escalated.
Unbeknownst to the five men, they sexually assaulted the wrong woman. Bob could do more with his fingers and feet than most men could do with their fists. By the time the man pulled his arm away from his wife's ass, Bob had broken it. Then, when four of his friends tried to help their friend, with the fight lasting only a minute, the four men lay sprawled out on the barroom floor unconscious and/or bleeding. As if he was a heavyweight MMA champion, happening all in a blur, she had never seen as many punches and kicks hitting their target as fast.
Right from the start, Bob had no intention of marrying anyone but when he met Susan, shit happened and he fell in love with her and married her. A bad man, a very bad man, a match made in Hell instead of in Heaven, just as she never should have married him, he never should have married her. Sadly, an understatement, not the perfect marriage and, to say the least, with him not the perfect husband, he beat her and abused her, especially whenever he came home drunk which seemingly towards the end was every night.
After having been casually introduced to him by her brother, they happened to unexpectedly meet again on the corner of Newbury and Boylston Streets during one of the Patriots Super Bowl parades. Out on her lunch hour, she was working at a modeling agency and he was working the crowd as a uniformed police officer when she caught her heel in a sewer grate and he helped her free her leg. With one thing leading to another, they had lunch together, dinner the next night, and sex that evening. Just as he was a bad man, a very bad man, she was a bad woman, a very bad woman.
# # #
A fifth-degree black belt in Judo, who trained ex-Navy Seals, ex-Green Berets, ex-Army Rangers, and ex-Delta Force men in advanced hand-to-hand combat on kill or be killed fighting techniques, he knew how and where to hit her without leaving a mark. He trained the best of the best. He trained those men who were done with their military service but who wanted to return to fight the enemy or to make some fast cash as private, corporate security. Since he couldn't return because of his injuries, well paid for his expertise, he was glad that he could help train others with the skills they'd need to stay alive.
Initially introduced to him by her baby stepbrother, Big Louie, a 6'9", 360-pound behemoth of a man, Robert was friends with her 6'6" 260-pound, identical twin stepbrothers, Vito and Guido. If her eldest stepbrother, Freddie, her smallest brother at 6'3" and 230 pounds, had known that her husband beat her, he would have killed him. A real psychopath, Freddie was the meanest and toughest of her four stepbrothers. He had no compunction about killing anyone who disrespected him or his family, and especially his kid stepsister.
A whirlwind romance, she fell in love with and married Bob, her soon to be ex-husband. With him a Boston police officer, she thought he was a nice man and a good guy. Obviously, her decision to date a nice man and to marry a good guy didn't last very long. Returning to how disjointedly violent her life used to be, convolutedly and subconsciously, she was sexually attracted to the meanest son-of-a-bitch she could find.
In the beginning, their marriage was good and she was happy. A sexual fetish she had and still has, she loved being taken by him. As long as he didn't hurt her, as long as he respected and obeyed their made in advance code word to stop, she loved being forced. An exhibitionist, she loved being stripped naked. She even enjoyed him exposing her to his drunken, on-the-job friends. She loved being disciplined and dominated by a domineering man who knew what he sexually wanted and how to get what he sexually wanted from a willing and submissive woman who knew what she wanted too.
The rough sex they had turned her on and gave her multiple orgasmic nights. Then, when the sex grew rougher, with him suffering from untreated, Post-Traumatic Stress Syndrome, and he purposely hurting her while ignoring their secret, code word, she knew it was her time to leave him. After only three, violent years of marriage, she knew that if she stayed with him, he'd kill her. If he killed her, her stepbrother Freddie would kill him. She'd be dead, Bob would be dead, and Freddie would be in jail for life.
The last straw was when he shoved her down the cellar stars while she was carrying laundry after she talked back to him. She remembered falling but she didn't remember hitting her head on the cellar floor. She laid there like that for hours before getting her wits about her.
"Bitch," she remembered him saying before pushing a size 13 shoe against her shapely ass when she stood at the top of the stairs.
With dirty laundry flying everywhere, head over heels, she toppled down the entire flight of cellar stairs. She was lucky that he hadn't killed her. Yet, bleeding and unconscious, not checking on her to know if she was dead, alive, or severely injured, he left her there to suffer and/or to die. He closed the cellar door, turned off the light, and went to work. By the time he came home drunk hours later, she had packed her bags and, without leaving a note, saying goodbye, or expecting another empty apology, she was gone to live with her whore of a mother in Pennsylvania.
Over and again, long before she made the worst mistake of her life by marrying her ex-husband, cursed to be with the wrong man, she made the same mistakes with men. With her history repeating itself as if she was stuck in a Twilight Zone time warp with Rod Serling, she sure knew how to pick them. All the men she ever dated were brutes, criminals, felons, ex-cons, and men who had no idea how to treat a woman but they sure knew how to make love to and fuck a woman.
Perhaps because they had been in prison, as if this was their last, sexually intimate experience, they fucked her with wild abandon as if she was a bitch in heat and they were dirty dogs. Yet and alas, even though none of her friends had her wildly satisfying sex life, not everything was about sex. After seeing all of her friends happily married with children, envying them, she decided that she'd like to have a normal life with a good husband, a big house, and two children, a boy and a girl. She decided that she deserved better than being physically, emotionally, and sexually abused by men.
Yet, alas, instead of marrying a good man, she chose to marry a bad man. She married Bob. Perhaps, had she married a different sort of man, her life would have been different than it was now. Perhaps, she'd live in a nice house with a loving husband and two loving children. Perhaps, she'd be attending PTA meetings and driving her children to sporting activities instead of continuing to have sex with men who didn't respect her and who certainly didn't love her.
'Maybe it's time I dated a nice guy instead of a loser,' she thought before leaving Boston for Pennsylvania. 'Yet, where are all the nice guys? I'll never find my Mr. Right in a bar.'
# # #
The only life she knew since a child, she suddenly tired of being bullied, battered, beaten, and abused. John, a customer from the coffeeshop who sat at the same table every morning doing the crossword puzzle in ink in the newspaper always spoke to her. A bit shy and nerdy looking with horn-rimmed glasses, a suit, a white shirt, and a lackluster necktie, he found the courage to ask her out once but she declined his kind offer to dinner and a movie.
Perhaps, he or someone like him would have been the start of her having a normal relationship with a nice, good, kind, and caring man. Yet, interestingly enough, consciously or subconsciously rejecting that way of life, she turned him down for a date. She had never been with a man who didn't have muscles as big as his attitude and John looked as if she could take him in a fight. Nonetheless, tired of the lunacy and the endless drama, she was willing to look in a different direction to find the man of her dreams and to find love.
That morning, instead of allowing her long, lush, blonde hair to flow loosely over her shoulders ala Lady Godiva, instead of looking as if she had just been fucked all night, she tied her hair back with a ribbon. Something her mother never did but all the other moms did for the girls in her class, she never had anyone fix her hair, buy her new clothes, or make sure she ate breakfast. When all of the other girls in her class had new clothes for Easter, gifts for their birthdays, and presents under the tree for Christmas, she didn't.
Instead of being well adjusted and happy, she was angry. She learned to fight early after being teased and bullied for wearing her brothers' hand-me-down clothes to school. With her nearly 5'10" tall, taller than most of the other girls in her class, even they learned not to bully her and make fun of her, yet, they still dissed and demised her behind her back.
Instead of wearing tight jeans and a low-cut top, her usual uniform, she wore a short skirt, a respectable blouse, and high heels. Instead of looking like a whore, she looked more like a business woman. If she was carrying a for sale sign, she'd look like a realtor. If she was applying for a job, in the way that she was dressed and in the understated, hot way that she looked, she'd get it. Only, after quitting her job at the modeling agency, she already had a job as a novelist and a writer who wrote short stories for online fans.
"I don't look like myself. I look like someone else," she said to herself in the mirror while laughing. "Impossible to hide my big tits, I look like Loni Anderson playing Jennifer Marlowe from WKRP on her way to work," she said laughing.
She turned one way before turning the other to look at her shapely backside in her full-length mirror. Whether from the front, the back, or the side, Susan didn't have a bad side. With every side her good side, every side was as entertaining as it was distracting. Every side gave men something to see, stare at, and ogle while imagining her naked and having sex with her. Even when she was naked, especially when she was naked, every man's sexual fantasy and wet dream come true, she was the spectacle of sex and femininity.
# # #
As soon as she entered the coffeeshop, as if he was already psychically connected to her, John looked up from his crossword puzzle with an adoring gaze to say hi. With wide eyes and wildly smiling, he looked like a puppy waiting to be adopted. 'Pick me, pick me,' his face had that expectant look of hope that Susan would pick him for a date. With him not as attractive as the men she dated and certainly not as manly, he looked pathetic.
'He makes me feel as if I'm scraping the bottom of the barrel in looking for someone to love me and marry me,' she thought.
Instead of being taken, her preferred way of being sexually seduced by a man, a bad man, he looked at her lovingly and longingly as if she was his dream woman and his long, lost love. Never attracted to a weak man like that before, if only for her personal salvation and survival, making an internal mind switch, she needed to be attracted to such a man now. In the way that all of those beautiful women were sexually attracted to homely, rock musicians, she needed to encourage her sexual attraction for someone like him. Other than trouble, heartbreak, arrest, and murder, there was no future in dating bad men.
Yet, something that all men did, whether good or bad, John had a habit of doing too. Whether they were young men, old men, single men, married men, or divorced men, they all stared at her face before lowering their line of vision to stare down at the impressions her D cup breasts made in her blouse. Perhaps, from their mothers not breast feeding them or breast feeding them, only Sigmund Freud knows which for sure, most men love big tits.
Whether they were aware that they were staring, leering, or ogling, with their mouths suddenly shaped like goldfish looking for food, involuntarily, their lips parted as if they were ready to and longing to suck her tits while fingering her nipples. John was no different. Obviously, attracted to a big, breasted woman, he stared at her breasts as if he had never seen a woman with big tits before.
"Hi Susan," he said briefly looking up at her face before looking back down at her tits.
He talked to her tits before smiling and looking up at her again with a hopeful stare before glancing down at her bra and blouse clad breast again. He stared at her blouse and bra clad breasts as if he was dazed, hypnotized, and mesmerized by the sight of her big tits. Obviously, he was a breast man. Obviously, he was sexually attracted to her in the way that she wasn't sexually attracted to him.
'There, right there,' she thought. 'Like every other man, his lips just parted. Oh, my God. Why me? I feel like a nurse maid. I feel like an English milkmaid. I feel as if I'm sitting here topless. He makes me feel that my only worthy quality are my big tits.'
Yet, changing her modus of operandi, instead of giving him a casual nod before looking away and continuing to walk to the counter to order her usual, she stopped at his table.
"Hi, John," she said giving him a sexy smile. "How are you today?"
Instead of just saying a casual hello, as if she had said that she loved him and wanted to have sex with him, his face lit up with hope. As if he had any chance at all with her, he blushed with the sexual anticipation, no doubt, from his dirty thoughts. As soon as he finished choking on his coffee, he answered her.
"Good. I'm good," he said wiping his mouth with his napkin. "Other than Susan, I don't think I know your name. I'm John, John Good."
She gave him a smile while shaking his hand as if meeting him for the first time when they had casually known one another for months. With Good his last name, and with him seemingly a good man, was he a message from God that he was the good guy she was looking to find? Was he the man who'd change her life? Was this kismet? After ignoring him for months, was she meant to be with him?
"I'm Susan, Susan Jill Parker," she said while trying out her imagined new name as Susan Good or Susan Jill Good.
'Susan Good,' she thought. 'I like it. It's good to be Susan.'
# # #
Small talk was something that Susan didn't do nor was she good at doing. Always getting right to the point, she had a habit of speaking her mind and putting people in their place. She didn't like people enough, especially women, to waste her time idling gossiping with them. She had more male friends than she had female friends. Never having many friends, even when she was younger, even now, she'd rather be alone to read a book, play the piano, or to write a story.
Yet, she was different when in the company of a man, especially a bad man. More talkative, as if daring him to hit on her, she flirted with him and sexually teased him. Once she turned on her sex appeal, no man could resist her womanly charms. Yet, men, especially bad men, thought more of her as a good, sexual time whore than as a wife and as the mother to their children.
Every sexual relationship she had with a man was a volatile one. Once they were in an intimate, sexual relationship, as if daring him to hit her, she never knew when to stop talking, complaining, and berating him until a backhand found it's mark. Even then, never backing away from a fight, she always had the last word or the last punch, kick, or slap.
"Asshole! Fuck you!"
Brutally honest, from her beautiful face, to her long, naturally blonde, lush hair, to her big, bright, blue eyes, to her big breasts, to her shapely ass and legs, and to her statuesque height, there was nothing subtle about her. Just as she was the life of the party, and would never be ignored, she was hard to miss even in a crowd. More than her good looks were her big mouth and her sharp tongue.



An intelligently confident woman, she always had something to say. Men either loved her quick wit or, not getting the humor behind it, hated her sharp tongue. Whether it was something her lover said or something he did, he'd have to answer to her. Acutely articulate, as if she was a criminologist or a reporter, she could sum up a situation in a sentence. Able to slice someone with her words and leave them bleeding, they'd leave her scratching their heads while wondering if she complimented them or insulted them.
Instead of rushing out the door to hang out with his drinking buddies, he'd have to explain his actions to her first. While some would call her high maintenance, she thought of herself as an active participant in a relationship. Yet, most men balked at her probing questions and evaded answering them. Most men didn't want her to know what they were doing, who they were doing it with, and where they were going. Most men were as distant in the relationship as she was actively and intimately involved.
Men, especially bad men, weren't used to the questioning interest of a woman in their personal and private lives. They balked at the honesty that she brought to a relationship. They hesitated at the give and take dialogued that she needed to stay connected to her man. The only time most bad man wanted her to open her mouth was to blow them. When she wasn't sucking their cocks, they needed her to shut the fuck up and stop talking.
"Shut up! Shut the Hell up! Just stop talking. What do you care where I go, what I do, and what time I come home. I'll come home when I'm ready to come home. I'll come home when I come home," men said to her when she asked where they were going, what they were doing, who they were going out with, and when they'd be home.
The most talking she did was to sass back her man before he slapped her and to tell him off after he beat her. The only talking she enjoyed doing, her preferred talking was pillow talk while naked before, during, and after having sex. Always giving men instructions as if they never had sex with a woman before, she always had a lot to say in bed. She especially loved dirty talk. Important before, during, and after sex, she loved talking dirty to her man while naked.
"Kiss me, Baby. Feel my tits. I love having my tits felt. Squeeze them. Harder. Squeeze them harder. I like having my tits squeezed hard. Now, finger my nipples. Pull them, turn them, twist them, pinch them, and bite them. Yeah, that's right. Oh, baby, you're going to make me cum just from fingering my nipples and before you even stick that hard, hairy dick inside me," she enjoyed saying to every man she was with for the night. "I can't wait to suck your cock. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth."
# # #
Looking at her as if this was his big chance and as if she was the one, John closed his newspaper, smiled widely, and stood.
"Won't you join me?"
She wanted to roll her eyes and sigh her dissatisfaction. She wished her was bigger, taller, and more muscular. She wished he was better looking. Instead of joining him, she wanted to run away from him screaming. She wanted to blurt out how she truly felt that she'd rather swallow worms than to join him for coffee but she didn't. Instead she reluctantly nodded her agreement to join him for coffee.
Yet, before even joining him, she was already bored to death. While trying to summon the motivation to join him, as if embarrassed to be seen with him, she looked around the café at all the people to see if anyone was looking. Of course, with her a sexy sight to see, every man and some women stared at Susan. As if they wished they could sexually be with her, no matter where she went, people always stared at her.
Instead of wondering what she was going to say to him, she wondered what he was like in bed. Unable to suppress the thought, she wondered if he had a big dick. Obviously, with him enamored with her huge breasts, she already knew that he liked big tits. She wondered what else he liked about her and/or about women in general. She wondered if he liked eating pussy. Right behind sucking cock and fucking, having her pussy fingered and/or licked were two of her favorite, sexual things to do.
"Sure. That would be nice," she said feigning her interest in him.
He already had her chair pulled out for her to sit across from him. He gave her an infectious smile as if she was his special and expensive, unopened gift at Christmas. No doubt, he couldn't wait to unwrap her. No doubt, he had already masturbated over the lustful thoughts of sexually being with her. No doubt, just like all men, he couldn't wait to kiss her while feeling her tits through her blouse and bra and her ass through her short skirt and panties. No doubt, his sexual fantasy come true, he couldn't wait to strip her naked and have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
"What can I get you, your usual?"
He gave her an invading stare as if reading her and as if he knew her more than she knew him and obviously, he did.
'My usual? Now, that's a little creepy. He knows what I have every morning when I don't have a clue what he has every morning,' she thought to herself.
"Yes," she said smiling while pleased yet disturbed that she didn't have to tell him what it was she wanted. "My usual."
'I wonder if he's like that in bed,' she thought while trying to inspire her sexual interest in him. 'Instead of jumping on me and pounding my pussy into the mattress, I imagine him asking me what I'd sexually like to do. Yet, instead of playing footsie, instead of being politely cordial in bed, I'd rather be taken. I'd rather talk dirty. Instead of being sexually seduced, not even minding being slapped around a little, I'd rather be forced. Instead of being sexually teased, I'd rather he forcibly stripped me naked. I'd rather he'd fuck me hard and fast than to make love slow and gently,' she thought.
He left her for the counter. While he was there at the counter waiting for his order, as if pinching himself, he turned to look as if to see if she was still there or if someone else was hitting on her. He seemed excitedly impatient to return to their table. If anything, with him already showing her his attentiveness, he made her feel special. Quickly, he returned with a large, black, French roast coffee and a small bagel with cream cheese for her and with another cup of regular coffee for himself.
"This is all that I have in the morning, two cups of coffee. I should eat breakfast I know, but I don't have much of an appetite until lunch," he said seeming nervous. As if he was hot when the coffeeshop was air conditioned, she noticed a bead of perspiration on his brow. "I have a slow metabolism. I'll never be fat. I'll always be thin," he said as if apologizing for not buying any food to eat along with her.
As if she was his doctor or therapist, trying to calm him and relax him, she reached out her hand and put her hand on the back of his hand. Instantly, he looked from her hand to look up at her pretty face. He stared at her as if he was stripping her undressing her with his eyes and imagining her naked. As if making sure that he wasn't dreaming, he looked down at her hand again before looking up at her big breasts.
Then, as if imagining her topless instead of naked, he leered at her blouse and bra clad breasts, as if he was undressing her with is eyes again. Catching himself and turning red with embarrassment, he pulled his hand away to sip his coffee. Obviously, uncomfortable with his premature, sexual lust for her and her unreciprocated sexual desire for him, he focused his attention more on drinking his hot coffee than he did on staring at her big tits. Instead of looking up at her, he stared down at his coffee as if his fresh, ground roasted coffee held all the secrets to his future with her.
"Relax. It's just me. You know me. I'm Susan," she said with a laugh. "You see me here nearly every morning. You've seen me around the neighborhood. You've even asked me to dinner and to a movie," she said. Now she felt guilty for not accepting his gracious invitation for a date. She gave him another sexy smile but this time she gave him a naughty look. She paused while staring in his beady, brown eyes with her big, blue eyes with what she was about to say. "If the offer still stands, I'd like to take you up on dinner and movie," she said.
As if she had just shocked him with a taser or as if he had just won the lottery, he looked at her amazed. He looked at her as if he was dreaming. He looked at her as if he had imagined what she had just said. He looked at her as if he couldn't believe what she had just said.
"A movie? Dinner? Really? With me? Sure. Yeah. I'd like that. Which movie would you like to see," he said already opening his newspaper to the movie section?
"It doesn't matter," she said with a shrug. "You decide."
# # #
Once seated inside the theatre, she had no intention of watching the movie anyway. With her dirty mind always in the gutter, her mind was elsewhere other than on the big, silver screen. After divorcing her husband and with her not having had sex in a while, her mind was more on his erect, naked prick than on the movie. Her mind was on sexually teasing him and shocking him by groping his dick through his pants. She imagined unzipping him, pulling out his cock, and stroking him while sucking him.
Something she had done many times with many men before, she was prepared to do with him. She imagined him sitting there intently watching the movie while trying to build up the courage to put his arm around her shoulders. Instead of waiting for him to make his meek, romantic move of intimacy, she was ready to make the first, sexual move. Instead of waiting for him to feel her big tits through her blouse and finger her nipples through her bra, she was ready to reach her hand over and feel his cock through his pants. Not wasting time with formalities, instead of waiting for him to kiss her, she'd be sexually inspired to blow him.
She wondered what his reaction would be to her putting her hand on his flaccid dick through his pants. She wondered what his reaction would be to her continuing her sexual assault of him in the way that he'd undoubtedly love to sexually grope her. While stupidly watching the movie, she wondered what he'd say when she stealthily and mindlessly fingered the head of his prick with her manicured fingertips. She wondered what he'd do when she held his growing erection through his pants in her hand.
Returning the sexual favor, as if she was a woman sitting alone in an XXX-rated porn theatre while waiting to be groped, she wondered if he'd feel her big tits and finger her nipples through her blouse and bra. In the way that many men have done, she wondered if he'd unbutton her blouse and feel her tits and finger her nipples through her bra. She wondered if he'd stick his horny hand inside her brassiere to feel her naked tits and finger her erect nipples.
In the way she imagined feeling his cock through his pants, she wondered if he'd stick his hand all the way up her short skirt and finger her pussy through her panties. She'd love for him to masturbate her while she masturbated him as they pretended to watch the movie. In the way that she imagined stroking his prick, she'd love for him to push her panties aside and insert his finger deep in her warm wetness. In the way that she'd love to cum, she'd love for him to cum too.
As soon as he had an erection, she'd unzip him, reach her hand in his pants and down his underwear, and pulled out his stiff prick. She'd stroke him while staring up at him and smiling. Hoping to shock him, she wondered what he'd say. She wondered what he'd do. She wondered if he'd have his wicked, sexual way with her body in the way that she was suddenly horny enough to have her wicked, sexual way with his body.
Then, after taking him in her hand and making him hard, as if she was picking up popcorn that she had dropped on the floor, she'd leaned forward and take him in her mouth to suck him. She'd continue blowing him while stroking him until he ejaculated his cum in her mouth. So as not to make a mess, while giving him the best blowjob of his life and while still stroking him, after swallowing him, she'd suck him dry and lick him clean.
"You pick. You decide which movie. It doesn't matter to me," she said. "Instead, why not decide when we get there. I prefer seeing a movie that's not too crowded. I hate having someone sitting in front of me, behind me, and on both sides of me," she said giving him a sexy smile while touching his hand in the way that she imagined touching his cock. "I need my privacy," she said giving him a sexy smile, a naughty look, and a wink.
He closed his newspaper, folded it, and creased it as if saving it to read later.
"Sure," he said smiling. "Okay. I can pick you up around eight?"
She looked at him ready to give him her address.
"I live at—" she said before he interrupted her.
He waved a hand as if what she was about to say was not necessary.
"Don't bother telling me your address. I already know where you live," he said with a little smile.
As if he had just thrown a glass of ice water in her face, she looked at him shocked surprise.
'What the Hell? He knows where I live. What did he follow me home? Has he been watching me? Has he been spying on me? Has he been stalking me? Maybe this wasn't a good idea after all. Maybe he peeps on me while watching me undress. Maybe, instead of him being a nice man, he's a perverted man. Maybe I should continue to date bad men instead of nice men,' she thought.
# # #
John picked her up in his car, a brand new, ruby red, Mustang GT.
'Even if he's not cool, at least he has a cool car,' she thought. 'My kind of car, I love Mustangs, especially GT's.'
Already growing fond of him, getting used to the idea of dating him, having sex with him, perhaps, even moving in with him, now that she knows he has a new, Mustang GT, she wouldn't mind driving his car. She always loved Mustangs, especially Mustang GT's. Only, she wished his car was a six-speed manual instead of the ten-speed automatic. No serious car aficionado would buy a Mustang with an automatic transmission.
"It's a loaner," he said seemingly as proud of the Mustang as she was in awe of it.
With all of her stepbrothers working for Ford in Detroit before Susan was born and before her mother uprooted her family and moved to Boston, they all had Mustangs. Seemingly, a lifetime ago, Susan was born in Boston. Yet, not knowing who her birth father was, no doubt, some John her mother fucked, she wondered how different her life would have been had she had a father. Who knows? Maybe in the way she had sex with all four of her stepbrothers, she'd have sex with her father too.
"This is my kind of car. I love this car," she said.
As if embarrassed to tell her, he told her the truth.
"My Ford Focus is in the shop being serviced. The salesman spent twenty-minutes trying to convince me to buy this car. Now, that I'm driving it, I love it. I just might buy it," he said looking at Susan as if asking her approval while obviously hoping to redeem himself for owning a Ford Focus instead of a Mustang GT. "What do you think?"
She nodded her head in agreement.
"It's a hot car and if you have any hope of having me as your hot girlfriend, you should buy it," she said with a shrug, a nod, a wink, and a laugh while blurting out what she was thinking. "I wouldn't be caught dead driving around in a Ford Focus," she said under her breath. "Yet, if you buy it, even though the automatic is as fast as the manual, you should buy the manual instead of the automatic. It's sacrilegious to own a Mustang GT with an automatic transmission," she said cringing while thinking if he was going to buy one, she'd talk him into buying a manual instead of an automatic.
He looked at her with embarrassment and shame.
"I don't know how to drive a car with a manual transmission," he said.
She waved her hand as if it was no big deal.
"Don't worry about that. I can teach you. You'll be driving around like a professional within a few minutes," she said with a laugh.
He looked at her with hopefulness.
"Would you come with me?"
She looked at him with suspicion.
"Come with you?" Instead of thinking of going somewhere with him, she thought of masturbating one another and cumming together. "What do you mean, come with you? Come with you where?"
He gave her a happy smile, the same smile that he had on his face when seeing her every morning but that quickly dissipated when she ignored him.
"To help me buy the car. I'm not very good at buying things. Instead of haggling, I pay whatever they ask," he said. "Salesmen make me nervous."
She smiled while patting his hand.
"Sure, we'll buy the car together. Yet, instead of trading in your Focus to the dealership and getting less for it, you need to privately sell that to someone," she said already guiding him. "You'll get more money off of the manufacturer's suggested price on a clean deal without a trade-in reducing your discount."
He looked at her as if she was already his girlfriend.
"Okay," he said giving her a thankful smile. "Whatever you say."
'Hmm,' she thought. 'Whatever I say? I need to change his way of thinking. I need to train him how to be more demonstratively domineering.'
"Moreover, instead of buying a car off the dealer's lot, you should order the car. Even though the salesman will tell you differently, ordering the car cost less than buying it off the dealers' lot. Dealer cars have manufacturer's finance fees added to their price. It takes about eight weeks for Ford to build the car of your dreams to your specifications. That way, you can order the car in the color and with the options you want," she said.
He looked at her as excited that she'd go with him to help him buy a car as much as he looked excited about buying a new car.
"What color would you buy?"
She smiled.
"Even though they brought back the Bullitt Mustang in Steve McQueen green, I'd buy an orange GT Premium," she said. "I prefer orange Mustangs over red. Everyone buys red, white, silver, or black because those are the only colors that the dealerships carry. You can't get a really good color unless you order the car."
# # #
He came around to the passenger side of the car to open her door and close it. Knowing full well what he hoped and wanted to see, when she got in his car with her short skirt already hiked up nearly up to her crotch, she flashed him her bright white, bikini panties. While flashing him her pussy mound, her pussy slit, and her camel toe, giving him a good, long, in between her legs look, she took her sweet time easing her left leg and then her right leg in the car.
As if he had never seen an up-skirt peek or a woman's panties before, his jaw dropped and he stared at her as if she was naked. Not pulling her skirt down, she knew that he could clearly see the tops of her shapely thighs and the bottom of her panties peeking out at him as he drove. Not shy, embarrassed, or ashamed, she rode to the movie theatre like that while flashing him her panty clad pussy.
Knowing that her low-cut blouse would fall open with her and give him a good down-blouse view of her cleavage, the tops of her breasts, and her sexy, low-cut bra, she leaned towards him while he drove. With her an exhibitionist and him, obviously, a voyeur, when he wasn't ogling her panties, he stared down her top whenever the road ahead was clear. Seemingly, they made a good match.
Continuing to prove that he was a good man, if he was a bad man, he'd already have his hand buried between her legs. If he was a bad man, he'd already have his finger rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her naked, warm, wet cunt inside her panties. If he was a bad man, fuck the movie, he'd be driving her to a cheap motel, stripping her naked, and fucking her. If he was a bad man, he'd soon have his cock in her mouth while humping her mouth and fucking her face.



Alas, he wasn't a bad man. He was a good man. He was a man who'd be thrilled to have someone like her in his life. Yet, was he enough man for her, that was the question? Perhaps, she could teach him and train him how to be bad. Perhaps, she could show him how to take her and force her how to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body. Perhaps, he'd enjoy stripping her naked, spanking her, and exposing her to his friends. Perhaps, what Susan needed was to train a good man on how to be a bad man.
First things first. She couldn't wait to stroke his cock and suck his cock while they pretended to watch the movie. She couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth and swallow his cum. She couldn't wait to make him her bitch in sexual training.
Then, after the movie, she'd accept his invitation home and have him strip her naked. She'd allow him to have his wicked, sexual way with her big, naked breasts. She'd show him how to take her and force her to fuck him. She'd show him how to lick and finger her cunt. While talking dirty to him, she expected him to give her multiple, sexual orgasms, in the way she planned to give him the same. Finally, she found a good man, a very good man, that she'd soon train into being a bad man, a very bad man.
THE END
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The Making of a Porn Star, Ch. 01
It was many years ago, when I made my first porn movie.
Author's Note:
This is a true autobiographical story about me making my first, porn film. Everything in this story is written how it happened. Some of the characters names have been changed to protect their identities.
# # #
Desperate for money, not proud of what I had already done and what more that I had to do to earn it, I looked back at the time when I made my first, porn movie. My sexy secret to keep, not even considering the blow to my reputation at the time, the porn films that I made would survive me, always be out there, and would follow me for the rest of my life. As men had a knack of doing, out of the blue, as if I had become their unforgettable, sexual fantasy, someone always recognized me.
"Have we met," he asked stared at me while trying to recall my face. "Sorry, but I never forget a face," he said staring down at the impressions that my breasts made in my low-cut blouse. "You look so very familiar," said an employer at a job interview, a stranger on the street, someone at a wedding, a funeral, or a birthday celebration with them all talking to my tits.
I swore that I'd never follow in my mother, Natalie's, footsteps by making sex my career but here I am making porn movies and writing erotica. Go figure. Such is life.
'Sex, sex, sex, unable to escape my violent and abusive past, overwhelming me and controlling me, my life had become all about sex,' I thought whenever pitying my plight.
As their 18th special birthday gift to me, long after my four, much older, drunken brothers stripped me naked and had their wicked, sexual way with my nude body, I made porn films to earn a living. Long before being coerced to participate in the swinging lifestyle with my ex-husband, and long before writing erotica on Literotica, somehow, I survived my violently, tragic background. Finally, happy with who I had become, I had grown proud to be a whore. With nothing that I haven't sexually done, if I haven't done it, I've thought about doing it, and/or have written about doing it.
Yet, even though I was determined not to follow in my mother's footsteps, I did. Instead of becoming a stripper, a prostitute, and an all-around whore, easy money acting while playing a sexy role, I made adult movies while attending college. Like mother, like daughter.
Graduating magna cum laude from Northeastern University in Boston, I earned my bachelor's degree in English with Creative writing and English Literature as my dual minors. A long shot, I hoped that making blue movies would be a stepping stone to becoming a real actress and making mainstream movies. Alas, it didn't happen for me in the way that it happened for others.
# # #
"Ready on the set! Ready on the set," said the assistant to the assistant director!
Those not part of the movie, invited guests, family, friends, and onlookers, scurried away to take their places in the dark background, out of view of the camera, and away from the action. Totally dark, except for where they shot the movie on the set, with all doors closed and all windows blocked, the camera crew made sure that no unnecessary light filtered through to ruin their shots. Unless the support crew were in front of the camera and were part of the cast being filmed, it was difficult for anyone to see their hands in front of their faces.
"Quiet on the set," yelled the assistant director looking from left to right before looking straight ahead! "Quiet on the set," he yelled again! "Quiet on the set!"
Quickly going from everyone talking and moving about, suddenly, no one talked and no one moved. Totally quiet, there wasn't a sound. As if there was no one there other than the dozens of people gathered behind the scenes and positioned in the dark background, and as if the studio was totally empty, everything and everyone were so surreally still and eerily silent.
"Take twenty-one, scene one. Sexy Realtor Showing Houses," said the clapboard loader stepping forward and clapping the clapboard before stepping back and disappearing in the shadows along with everyone else.
Before rolling three cameras, checking for and looking at last second details, the director looked at his star, Susan, and at his other three actors, John, Joe, and Jim who were already in position and ready to play their parts.
"And action," said the director pointing his finger as if it was a loaded handgun.
The camera zoomed in for closeup shots of Susan, John, Joe, and Jim.
# # #
Fade in: The shooting of the movie, Sexy Realtor Showing Houses, begins.
Free to roam the house, John and Joe looked in every room while Jim stayed with me. Then, daring himself to do so, as if ready to ask me a question about the house, putting myself at ease, John innocently walked up to me, his real estate agent, with a big, friendly smile. I returned his smile with my smile.
Clearly excited about the house, hopefully, he was ready to make an offer on the property. Then, quickly changing his demeanor, suddenly making me feel uncomfortably afraid by his creepy look, staring at me as if I was naked, he leered at me. Nothing new, in the attractive and sexually appealing way that I looked, I get that a lot.
No matter where I went, between my tall stature, over six feet tall with my high heels, my naturally blonde hair, my sexy and shapely figure, and my natural, D cup breasts, men never removed their eyes from me. As if envisioning me without my clothes, and as if I stood before them naked, having gotten used to it, men always stared at me while undressing me with their eyes. I couldn't remember when a man talked to me as a woman instead of as an object. I couldn't remember when a man didn't talk to my tits.
"Tell me about the house, Susan," said John not making eye contact with my big, blue eyes but instead talking to my blouse and bra clad breasts.
Something that men were unable to help themselves from doing, as if my nipples were my eyes, men always talked to my tits. Embarrassingly annoying at first blush, I'm used to it now. Men and some women always stared at what they could see of my erect nipples through my clothes. Yet, going to the next immoral level, instead of just staring at me, John leered at me.
Honestly, with me one in a million, and, immodestly, quite the sight to behold, if I say so myself, who could blame him for staring and for undressing me with his eyes? Not embarrassed to admit it, with me sexily dressed for the role, I was catnip to men. Every man I met, whether married or single, wanted me to suck them and/or fuck them. Having grown accustomed to men staring at me, between teachers, classmates, friends, neighbors, relatives, and people on the street, it's been like that for me all of my life.
Never trying to hide my beauty, my sexy and shapely body, and/or my sexuality, with my hair just so, my face always on, and the clothes that I wore flattering my body, an understatement, I was so very pretty. Not ashamed to admit that either, I was so sexy. I was what most men and some women wanted. No doubt, imagining themselves with me, they all imagined me being their trophy wife. They all imagined seeing see me naked and being in bed with them while having sex with them.
Not trying to hide what he wanted, John continued staring down at the impressions that my huge, D cup breasts and my erect nipples made in my bra and blouse. Again, who would blame him? As if I was a porn star, and I was, or a headline stripper, which I wasn't, with me having the height and the same big breasted figure as my mother, indeed, if I say so myself, I was so shapely. Indeed, I was proud of my figure.
# # #
Out in the country, somewhere, and in the middle of nowhere, alone with nature and with three horny, men, the houses were spread more than two miles apart. Totally alone and isolated, surrounded by acres of land and a forest of mature trees, there was no one within shouting distance. As their realtor, I was showing John, his friend, Joe, and my coworker, Jim, a house in a desolate neighborhood.
I took all of the precautions for my own safety. I had mace at the ready in my purse and 911 on my speed dial. I told my staff where I was going and who I was going with. I did everything right. I even brought someone with me, Jim, a young, handsome man from my real estate office, who answered phones and ran all of the errands.
In the way that he looked at me and adored me from afar, clearly, Jim was sexually attracted to me, too. Happy to tag along, whenever he thought that I wasn't looking, he stared at my big, blouse and bra clad breasts and at my shapely behind, as much as John and Joe stared at them. Especially whenever I wore a tight top or form fitting, button blouse, as I was wearing that day, my big breasts were always the center of men's attention and sexual fantasies.
No secret there, most men and some women, for that matter, are sexually attracted to big breasted women. They can't help themselves from looking, staring, and gawking. As if I'm standing in front of them topless, they seemed hypnotized by my big breasts and mesmerized by my erect nipples.
Still, aside from me being the center of their routine, sexual attention and their boring erotic fantasies, with me picking up on it, there was something not right. More than just staring at me, there was something wrong with the way that all three men leered at me. Uncomfortable with me driving three, horny men to the middle of nowhere, nonetheless, having done this many times before with hundreds of people that I had just met, I persevered. This was my job. Besides, Jim was my trusted and loyal coworker there to keep me safe and protect me from harm.
Eager to sell the property, a house that had been on the market for a while, against my better judgement, nonetheless, I had a foreboding feeling of doom. Ignoring my gut and playing the role of the professional realtor, I drove the men to show them the property. Keenly aware and sexually savvy, I had heard of other realtors being violently attacked, stripped naked, and sexually assaulted but I never thought that that would ever happen to me. Besides, armed with a canister of mace in my purse and accompanied by another employee, the men wouldn't dare try anything stupid.
Besides, easily identified by their automobile registration, they left their car parked out front of the office. Unbeknownst to me, it was a stolen car. After they did their dirty deed, they'd be stealing my car and driving away from the crime scene before stealing another car from someone else. I should have been more suspicious of them wearing blue, hospital gloves but with this the age of COVID, afraid to touch anything for fear infection, in addition to wearing masks, many people wore gloves, too.
Something that I never imagined that they'd do, yet, as they did with other, female realtors, they'd be leaving me behind naked and tied to a pole. Something that I hadn't suspected, Jim was in on it, too. Playing the willing victim, an elaborate plan, he was the mastermind who had led them men to me under the guise of being their realtor. Other than the fingerprints they left behind after removing their gloves to sexually assault me, which they would surely wipe clean before leaving the crime scene, no one would ever know who they were or where they went.
# # #
Then, as if it occurred in a blur, shocking me and angering me, it all happened so fast, too fast for me to react and to stop it. Taking me by surprise, with my blouse buttons flying everywhere, John ripped open my powder blue, silk blouse to expose the tops of my abundant breasts, my long, sexy line of cleavage, and my low-cut, white brassiere. With his mouth gaping open and his eyes bugging out of his head, Jim stared at all the he could clearly see of my bra clad breasts.
I was so embarrassed. Continuing to catch me off guard, I never expected that this would ever happen to me. Too stunned to move, with one, quick, flick of his stiff, index finger, John moved his finger beneath the front of my bra. Then, in one, fast, fluid motion, seemingly, expert at lifting women's brassieres, he lifted the front of my big, white, four, hook brassiere to expose my huge, D cup, naked breasts to their horny eyes.
Totally useless in coming to my aid, enamored with all that he was seeing of my big tits, Jim stared at my naked breasts as if he never seen a woman's naked breasts before. Slow to react, as if it all happened in slow motion and as if I was removed from my body and watching someone else being undressed, I watched my breasts fall from my bra. Clearly cold instead of sexually excited, as if enticing them to finger my nipples and suck my nipples, my big nipples were already fully erect.
Virtually topless, my naked breasts were totally exposed to two men that I had just met and to my young, innocent and impressionable coworker. Violently violated, never have I been as humiliated. Controlling me and holding me in place by clenching the front of my upraised brassiere, John held my bra above my exposed breasts and nearly up to my shoulders while he and Joe ogled, touched, and felt my naked tits.
"What do you think of her tits, Jim," asked John turning me to him while walking me closer to him? "She sure has big and shapely breasts, doesn't she?"
Still holding the front of my bra with one hand, he held one of my naked breasts in the palm of his other horny hand. Then, raising my breast up for Jim to see closeup, he fingered my nipple. While letting out a diabolical laugh and squeezing my big tit in his hand, he pulled, turned, and twisted my big nipple.
Never in a million years did I think that Jim would ever see my naked breasts. As if he was staring at his mother's naked tits or his sister's naked tits, Jim continued staring at my naked tits, my symmetrical areolas, and my erect nipples with his mouth gaping open. With him so very young, barely twenty-one-years old, possibly, other than what he had seen online, my naked breasts may have been the first naked breasts that he had ever seen up close and in person.
"Susan has beautiful breasts," said Jim turning red and with his eyes bugging out of his head. "I love her big tits."
John laughed and invited Jim to touch and feel my naked breasts, too.
"Don't be shy. This is your chance, Jim. In the way that you're staring at them and haven't removed your eyes from them, I know that you want to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and grope them. Go ahead and touch and feel her tits," said John to Jim. "Susan won't mind. She'll even allow you to suck her nipples. Would you like to suck Susan's nipples, Jim? You won't mind, if Jim feels your tits and sucks your nipples, will you, Susan," said John while staring up at me and laughing?
As embarrassed as I was sexually aroused from him feeling my tit and fingering my nipple, I looked at Jim with shock before I looked down at myself with shame. I felt so humiliated that my coworker saw me topless. I was angry that John had not only ruined my beautiful, silk blouse but also, he bared my naked breasts to their horny eyes. Bad enough that John and Joe saw my naked breasts but Jim saw them, too. With me his superior, how would I ever face him in the office again?
With me nearly old enough to be his mother and with him nearly young enough to be my son, I cringed when Jim reached his horny and all too willing hand out to feel, fondle, and grope my naked tits. Then, an involuntary reaction, I screamed when he pulled, turned, twisted, and sucked my nipples. As if I was an Asian woman being violently and sexually molested by strangers on a train in Japan, I folded my body in half while quickly stepping back and trying to move away from him.
"How dare you," I asked while directing my anger at John instead of at Jim?
I yelled while cowering and trying to cover my nakedness with my forearms and hands.
"Get away from me! Get out! Go! Leave! Find your own way back. Just go before I call the police, have you both arrested, and thrown in jail!"
Clearly frightening him, Jim stepped back to give me some space. Yet, never removing his horny eyes from my naked breasts, he still continued staring at my big tits. No doubt, something that he'd never forget for the rest of his life and something that he'd be telling his friends, he'd be masturbating over seeing me topless later and forever when he's home alone tonight.
Clearly horny, Jim reached his hand down and felt his growing erection through his pants while staring at all that he was seeing of my breasts. With him fondling his erection through his pants, no doubt, he was thinking about me stroking him, sucking him, and fucking him. Then, unable to control himself, surprising me, instead of helping to put a stop to this, Jim voiced his sexually, inappropriate thoughts.
"I'd love for you to stroke my cock, Susan," he said reaching out to pull, put, and hold my hand on his bulging prick through his pants. "I'd love for you to suck my prick. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said tracing my red, full lips with the finger of his other hand and sticking his finger in my mouth.
I pulled my hand away from his erection. Then, with Joe holding my arms, I evicted Jim's finger from my mouth by violently shaking my head while biting down on it. Yet, giving me goosebumps and turning my stomach at the same time, I couldn't believe that Jim wanted me to blow him. I couldn't believe that he wanted me to suck his cock and cum in my mouth. Then, shocking me, with him such a nice and respectful, young man, Jim did something that not only made my skin crawl but also that sexually aroused me.
"I'd love to fuck you, Susan," said Jim talking to my tits while reaching his hand beneath the front of my short skirt and lifting it to cup my panty clad pussy in the palm of his hand. He ran a slow and purposeful finger along my pussy slit. Then, pushing my panties aside with his finger and illegally raping me, he rubbed my clit before penetrating me with his index finger. "I'd love to stick my big, hard prick in your warm, wet pussy."
By pushing against Joe, I pulled away from Jim. Hard for me to believe, my coworker was just as bad as John and Joe were. He fingerfucked me. I couldn't believe that he fingerfucked me. It was one thing trying to fight off two strangers, but I thought that Jim was my friend. I trusted him.
Thinking that he was young and innocent, if it wasn't enough that he was sexually attracted to me, I never thought he'd sexually assault me and rape me with his finger. I never thought that he wanted to fuck me, me to suck him, and cum in my mouth. Even when I was home along, horny, and masturbating myself, I never thought of Jim as my forbidden lover. I never imagined him feeling my tits, fingering my nipples, and fingerfucking my pussy.
# # #
Yet, not stopping with just exposing my breasts, John stepped closer to me to touch, feel, fondle, and grope my naked breasts again while pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples. Much like Jim, as if John had never seen naked breasts before, he was all over my big tits with his horny hands while, I screamed, squirmed, and fought my assaulters with flailing arms while trying to get away. Able to pull away from Joe, yet, not allowing me to flee, John continued groping my breasts and fingering my nipples while his friend helped hold me in place again.
"Oh, my God. Stop. Are you crazy? How dare you," I asked while pulling away from his friend to quickly pull down my brassiere and cover my exposed breasts? "Don't do this," I pleaded. "Please don't do this."
Covering my nakedness as best as I could, unable to wrestle my bra away from John's hands, I held my blouse closed and in place with both hands. Backstepping towards the front door while trying to reach for my purse with my mace and car keys, I struggled to get away from the three men. Only, they were too strong and too fast for me. Not to be denied, they were too determined to have their violently, wicked, sexual way with me.



"Get away from me," I yelled at John again. I slapped him, punched him, and kicked him while stepping back to avoid him as all three men approached. "What's wrong with you? This is wrong. This isn't right."
Joe and Jim watched John having his way with me while they waited their turns. Standing behind me and blocking me from bolting out the front door with my purse and car keys, Joe lifted the back of my short, navy, blue skirt to expose my white, bikini panties and shapely, naked ass cheeks. While I struggled to break free, he held my skirt in place above my waist with one hand and pulled down my panties with his other hand.
While John continued feeling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples, Joe felt, squeezed, pinched, and slapped my firm, round, naked ass. Not stopping there, he reached down between the back of my legs. As if he had done this before, and assuredly, he had, he slid a slow, experienced hand along my already moist, blonde, trimmed pussy. Getting me ready to penetrate me for sexual intercourse and to fuck me, he rubbed my clit and fingerfucked my pussy while I squirmed and tried to break free from him. If I wasn't humiliated enough before, I was mortified, now.
# # #
Yet, at this point, between John feeling my naked tits, Jim fingerfucking my wet pussy, and Joe exposing my naked ass, I'd be lying if I didn't say that I wanted to be fucked and fucked hard. Yet, I was afraid. Horrified, I was so very afraid.
Nonetheless, surprising even myself, a fine line to cross, I'd be lying if I didn't admit that they had made me sexually aroused and horny. I'd be lying if I didn't admit that I wanted them to give me a sexual orgasm with their fingers, with their tongues, and with their cocks. Even though I was as horrified as I was humiliated, I'd be lying if I didn't admit that I wanted sex.
At one time or another and, seemingly, with this my time, all women want to be taken. All women want to be stripped naked and touched and felt everywhere. All women want men not to take no for an answer. When the mood is right, all women want men to stick their erect pricks in their mouths and put a heavy hand behind their heads while humping their mouths and fucking their faces. All women want to be pushed back on the bed, mounted, and fucked hard enough and long enough to have a sexual orgasm.
"Please don't. Please stop. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Please, I beg you not to do this. This isn't right," I said not as loud and not as vehemently as I had pleaded before. "This is wrong. This is so wrong. Don't. Please stop. Get away from me right now and I won't report you to the police," I said pushing John away while secretly hoping that he'd ignore my pleas and eat my pussy before forcing me to suck him and fuck me.
Not taking no for an answer, while continuing to strip me naked, the three men continued touching and feeling me everywhere. Pulling at it and ripping it even more, tearing it to shreds, they unceremoniously removed my blouse. Then, not even bothering to unhook my bra, pulling it up and over my head, they removed my bra. As if I was sunning myself at the beach, in my backyard, or playing Marco Polo in my pool with some horny men, or celebrating my drunken birthday at a CFNM strip club, I was topless.
Finally, with my panties already down around her ankles, they removed my short skirt and kicked away my panties while they quickly stripped themselves out of their clothes. I was naked and the three men were naked, too. As if I was sunning myself on a nude beach in Mexico, expecting room service, or answering the front door for pizza delivery, I was as horny and ready for sex as I was totally naked.
Instead of coming to my rescue, the young man who was supposed to be my protector gave in to his sexual lust. Shocked to see his erect prick sticking straight out, I couldn't believe it when Jim stripped himself naked, too. No denying what all three men wanted, with their throbbing and pulsating pricks fully erect and at the ready, they all wanted sex. They wanted to eat me and fuck me, and they wanted me to stroke them and suck them.
# # #
Now that they were all naked, and with their no furniture in the house, they pushed me back on the carpeted floor of the living room. John grabbed me by my ankles and spread my legs. Then, as if he was my husband, my boyfriend, my lover, or my date, he moved his face between my shapely thighs. Exhausted from fighting and clearly sexually aroused, with me no longer struggling to get away, he fingered and licked my clit while fingerfucking my blonde, trimmed pussy.
Not to be denied the sexual pleasure of my mouth, Joe sat on my shoulders and forced his hard, erect cock in my mouth. While waiting his turn, assuredly, never expecting to see me without my clothes, Jim stared at his boss's beautiful, naked body. He reached his hand down to stroke his engorged prick and started masturbating himself while watching John eat my pussy and me suck Joe's prick.
Refusing to blow him, every time he stuck his cock in my mouth, I continually turned my head away. I refused to open my mouth to take his erect prick inside. Seemingly, with me willing for John to eat my pussy, I was unwilling to suck Joe's cock. Determined to get me to open my mouth, he pulled my long, blonde, hair hard to forced me to open my mouth.
As soon as I opened my mouth to scream, he impaled my mouth and filled it with his stiff prick. Then, he lifted my head from the carpet and cradled my head in his hands. As if using a portable blowjob machine, he humped my mouth and fucked my face until he exploded a load of cum in my mouth and all over my face.
As soon as Joe ejaculated in my mouth and moved off of me, with me screaming in defiance, Jim squatted over me. He stuck his prick in my mouth and ejaculated a load of his cum in my mouth, on my face, and all over my naked breasts. With one man still eating my pussy, I had just blown two men.
Then, changing places, Joe moved between my shapely thighs and fingered my pussy while licking my cunt. In the way that Joe had just done, John sat on my shoulders. He wiped Joe and Jim's cum from my face and from my breasts with my panties. Odd of me to be thinking about that now, I wondered if the police could get a sample of their DNA from my panties.
Yet, instead of forcing me to suck him, after I was forced to blow Joe and Jim, I was ready to blow John. After Joe ejaculated in my mouth and all over my face, and after Jim ejaculated in my mouth, on my face, and all over my naked breasts, I was more than willing to suck John's cock. Beyond being sexually aroused, John had the biggest cock. Embarrassed to admit, I was eager to blow him.
Especially after he had already fingered and licked my pussy to nearly give me a sexual orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue, eager to return the sexual pleasure that he had given me, I consensually sucked John. No longer putting up a struggle, I wanted them to take me. I wanted them to eat me and fuck me. I wanted to stroke them and suck them. I wanted them all to give me another cum bath.
Besides, unable to help myself, I love sucking cock. Sucking cock is my specialty. Sucking cock is my sexually favorite thing to do. I love controlling a man with my hand and with my mouth. Taking it as a compliment for a blowjob well done, I loved it when a man ejaculated his cum in my mouth, all over my face, and across my naked breasts. Covered in cum while rubbing it all over my naked body, loaded with protein, it makes for the best, natural skin cream.
Not stopping with sucking him, determined to make him cum in my mouth and all over my face, I continued stroking John faster and harder while sucking him deeper. Then, when I watched him put his head back and close his eyes, I knew he was ready to cum. Prepared for him to cum in my mouth, I continued sucking him deeper while stroking him faster and harder.
Finally, with Joe still licking and fingering my pussy, John exploded a huge load of cum in my mouth. With me totally sexually aroused and horny, enjoying the sensation of sucking and stroking his prick, not wanting to stop and not wanting this blowjob to ever end, I continued sucking him and stroking him. As soon as I removed his cock from my lips, surprising me, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts.
Fade Out: Until tomorrow.
# # #
"Cut! That's the money shot," yelled the director. "That's a wrap. I'll see you all tomorrow morning for the start of scene two. Memorize your lines," he said. "Good job playing the innocent realtor, Susan. You're a natural. Those sex scenes looked so realistic. The camera loves you and if I may say, you are quite the talented cocksucker," said the director pinching my naked ass.
Surprising me, I jumped when he sexually touched, felt, and squeezed my naked ass.
"Thank you," I said giving him my sexiest smile.
Then, he whispered his sexual lust in my ear.
"Maybe later, you could come to my trailer and suck my cock, too. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth, Susan. I'd love to watch you swallow my cum," he said sliding a slow finger across my red, full lips in the way that Jim had done.
I blushed, I swooned. Indeed, I love sucking cock. It's a huge compliment to be called a cocksucker by a man that I'm sexually interested in fucking and sucking. Hoping that he'd have me star in another movie, definitely, I'd blow the director any time he wanted me to blow him. Dependent upon him to shoot my good side and keep me in better light, I'd suck the cinematographer, too. He's cute. Moreover, guaranteeing him giving me more lines and better scenes, I'd even suck the writer.
"Thank you," I said blushing. "My mother, Natalie, taught me all that I know," I said with a sexy laugh. "She was quite the cocksucker, too," I said with another sexy laugh. "Sucking cocks and having their cocks sucked runs in my family.
I paused as if rethinking what I was about to say before confessing my past.
"After coming home from dancing around a pole while stripping off her clothes, my mother routinely blew all four of my much older brothers," I said with a sad, little laugh. "As much as they loved my mother sucking their cocks, my mother loved sucking their pricks, too. She was such a whore," I said with a laugh.
# # #
Penetrating the darkness as if it was sunrise, the crew turned on all of the lights. Assistants covered John, Joe, Jim's and my naked bodies with robes. Before I disappeared in my trailer to showered and dressed, I looked up at John, Joe and Jim to give them all high-fives as they were leaving after finishing the scene.
Having rehearsed our lines and shooting scenes since early this morning, it was late and we were all tired. Normally, we'd go out for a drink but, with this my first money shot, the realism of the scene had drained me. Having just met them to make this movie, I was still tingling from having sucked Joe's and John's cocks and from John and Joe eating her pussy, and from Jim cumming in my mouth and giving me a cum bath. Totally horny now, I needed to get laid. I needed to cum. At the very least, I needed to masturbate myself.
"You are quite the pussy licker, John," I said. "I was on the verge of having a sexual orgasm had you not switched places with Joe. Normally, I'd finish what we started later in your trailer but, I'll take a raincheck. I'd love for you to eat my pussy again. I'd love to suck your cock again but I'm too tired."
While still wiping gobs of cum from my face and my hair with a towel, I turned my attention to Joe.
"That was quite the cum bath you gave me, Joe. What were you saving up cum all week for this one scene," I asked laughing?
Joe gave me a big, horny smile.
"You bring out the best in me, Susan. I've been looking forward to you blowing me. I couldn't wait to cum in your mouth and all over your pretty face," said Joe with a laugh.
Then, I turned to Jim.
"Maybe next time they'll write a scene where I fuck you and suck you longer," I said to him.
Jim gave Susan a sexy smile.
"We don't need a scene to do that, Susan," said Jim giving her a wink and a sexy smile. "I'm ready anytime you are."
# # #
Day Two: Shooting Scene Two of Sexy Realtor Showing Houses
"Ready on the set! Ready on the set," said the assistant to the assistant director!
Those not part of the movie scurried to take their places in the dark background.
"Quiet on the set," said the assistant director! "Quiet on the set!"
Once again, quickly going from everyone talking and moving about, suddenly, no one talked and no one moved. There wasn't a sound. Everything and everyone were so surreally still and eerily quiet.
"Take one, scene two," said the clapboard loader stepping forward and clapping the clapboard. "Sexy Realtor Showing Houses."
Determined to make scene two even better and sexually hotter than scene one, while paying mindful attention to the budget, the director checked for and looked at last second details. As he did in scene one, the director looked again at his star, Susan, and at his other three actors, John, Joe, and Jim who were already in position.
"And action," said the director.
Once again, the sex scene started with John and Joe continuing to have gangbang sex with me as Jim watched and masturbated himself. John was first to mount me and fuck me. Once he ejaculated his cum in his condom, it was Joe's turn. As if I was really a realtor being sexual assaulted, the scene seemed all too believable.
"Oh, Susan, you have such a beautiful pussy. I can't wait to give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue," said Joe while eating me again.
He rubbed my clit and licked my pussy. He reached up his horny hands to feel and fondle my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples. Already sitting on my shoulders with his big prick in my mouth, John was ready to receive another blowjob from me. Having memorized his lines, he said his lines, too.
"Suck my cock, Susan. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," said my co-star, John while kneeling over me as Joe gave her oral sex.
This time there were some extra lines of dialogue penned it to develop the characters more. The camera zoomed in closer ready to capture all of the sexual action. This time Jim was included in the sexual action and eventually had sex with me. Going in for sloppy thirds, Jim fucked me after John and Joe fucked me.
To be continued...
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The Making of a Porn Star, Ch. 02
Desperate for money, Susan made porn films to earn a living.
Continued from Chapter 01:
Day Two: Shooting Scene Two of Sexy Realtor Showing Houses
"Ready on the set! Ready on the set," said the assistant to the assistant director!
Those not part of the movie scurried to take their places in the dark background.
"Quiet on the set," said the assistant director! "Quiet on the set!"
Once again, quickly going from everyone talking and moving about, suddenly, no one talked and no one moved. There wasn't a sound. Everything and everyone were so surreally still and eerily quiet.
"Take one, scene two," said the clapboard loader stepping forward and clapping the clapboard. "Sexy Realtor Showing Houses."
Determined to make scene two even better and sexually hotter than scene one, while paying mindful attention to the budget, the director checked for and looked at last second details. As he did in scene one, he looked again at his star, Susan, and at his other three actors, John, Joe, and Jim who were already in position.
"And action," said the director.
Once again, the pornographic, sex scene started with John and Joe continuing to have gangbang sex with me as Jim watched and masturbated himself. John was first to mount me and fuck me. Then, once done fucking me and had ejaculated his cum in his condom, it was Joe's turn to mount me and fuck me.
Sexually aroused and with me getting into the scene, the scene seemed all too believable. Instead of acting in a porn film, I felt as if I was really a realtor being sexually assaulted, stripped naked, and forced to have sex with three men while showing a house. Because the sex was really happening, I had to take regular breaks to breath, to compose myself, and to tell myself that this wasn't real.
# # #
"Oh, Susan, you have such a beautiful pussy. I can't wait to give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue," said Joe while eating me again after fucking me.
He rubbed my clit and licked my pussy. He reached up his horny hands to feel and fondle my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples. Already sitting on my shoulders with his big, hard prick in my mouth while humping my mouth and fucking my face, John was ready to cum in my mouth and all over my face again. Having memorized his lines, he said his lines.
"Suck my cock, Susan. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," said my co-star, John while practically sitting on my face as Joe fingered my pussy while licking my pussy. It was so sexually exciting to blow one man while the second man ate me.
The writer had penned in some extra lines of dialogue develop the characters more. The camera zoomed in closer ready to capture all of the sexual action. This time, Jim was included in the sexual action and had sex with me, too. The writer added Jim fucking me and me blowing him in the script. Going in for sloppy thirds, while wearing a condom, Jim fucked me after John and Joe fucked me. Then, removing the condom, while I sucked him and stroked him, I allowed him to cum in my mouth and all over my face, too.
Making more money by sucking three cocks and allowing them to all cum in my mouth and all over my face, I sucked Jim's cock after I sucked John and Joe's cocks. In the way that I allowed John and Joe to cum in my mouth and all over my face, I allowed Jim to cum in my mouth and all over my face, too. As if I was a Japanese woman at a bukkake fest, I was covered with the cum of three men.
Fortunately, for me, one of my favorite sexual things to do, I loved sucking cock. Showing me that it was a blowjob well done, I love it when a man cums in my mouth and then ejaculates a second load all over my face. Only, other than when prostituting myself, I never knew that I could earn money doing that.
# # #
Chapter 02:
The backstory, circa 2000
Twenty-years ago, with me desperate for money, living alone after my whore of a mother and my three, much older, criminal brothers before they all moved back to Detroit from Boston, I needed a job. I needed money. It was a difficult time for employment. After shipping our manufacturing jobs to China and around the world, closing our factories and busting our unions, good paying, full-time, manufacturing jobs were replaced with low paying, part-time, service jobs with no benefits.
"Welcome to Burger King. How may I help you," asked a man in his forties earning minimum wage with no health insurance and no benefits after being displaced from his job 60K job as a machinist with health insurance and benefits?
Similar to the dilemma that my mother, Natalie, faced forty-years ago, limited in her options and opportunities, she told everyone that she worked as a model. The only modeling that she did was removing her clothes while dancing around a pole. When she wasn't stripping, sex for money, she prostituted herself and sold her body for cash. A lucrative business for the a beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman, she earned enough money to raise five children, keep a roof over our heads, food on the table, and to put some money aside for emergencies.
Natalie, a very pretty, 5'10", natural blonde with big, blue eyes and natural D cup breasts, had a sexy and shapely body. She dyed her beautiful, natural, blonde hair shoe polish black to get away from her pimp and her bookie. Disappearing right under their noses, owing them both tens of thousands of dollars each, she was gone in the night and without a trace.
Natalie's four sons easily could have handled the situation by taking care of her pimp and her bookie. Yet, wanting to save them from going to jail again, easier to disappear than to hospitalize or kill her bookie and her pimp, she decided to return to Detroit with her sons. Her sons worked as leg breakers and enforcers for the mob. Known to the police, they all had criminal records as long as their violent reputations. Had they been arrested for, yet, another crime, they'd be doing hard time without the possibility of parole.
Natalie's eldest son, Freddie, at 6'3" and weighing 240 pounds, was the smallest of her four boys. Then, there were the identical twins, Vito and Guido, at 6'6" tall and weighing 260 pounds. She named the boys from her Italian and Czechoslovakian side of her family. A ground shaker and fear maker, they were all dwarfed by Big Louie, the baby of the family. He was as big and nearly as strong as The Mountain, Queen Cersei Lancaster's personal bodyguard in the Games of Thrones. At 6'9" tall, Big Louie admitted to weighing 350 pounds even though he weighed well over 400 pounds.
Not unusual for a prostitute to have children by different men, Natalie had 5 children by four different men. Normally, most prostitutes, hookers, whores, and especially strippers, aborted their pregnancies. Rather than abort any of them, with her having a motherly love for babies, she continued working while stripping and prostituting herself when pregnant. With her always working, she allowed her children to raise themselves as best as they could.
Something for everyone, she satisfied a secret, sexual niche for those men who enjoyed watching pregnant women stripping off their clothes and/or having sex with them. A specialty thing, oddly enough, she earned more money stripping and having sex with her pregnant body than she did stripping and having sex with her sexy and shapely body. Sucking the milk from her big tits as if the men were her babies, men enjoyed her enormous, milk filled breasts, grown even bigger by her being pregnant. They paid a premium price when she was lactating and breast feeding them.
Ten years after she thought she was done having babies, my mother had a girl on July 26, 1972, that she named Susan. Taking after her, as if I was her clone, at 5'9 ½" tall, I was a natural blonde with big, blue eyes, and natural, D cup breasts. With Natalie always looking 10-years younger, making myself look 10-years older, many men mistook us for sisters instead of for mother and daughter.
Hoping that I would follow in her footsteps, my mother was eager to show me the art of stripping and the ropes of having sex for money. Continuing the legacy, how hot would that be to watch mother and daughter stripping together on stage? She knew that she'd earn a premium price for men having mother and daughter sex. Yet, instead of debasing and disgracing myself, I attended college to earn my degree in English with dual minors in English Literature and Creative Writing.
# # #
The Background of a Porn Star
Same stuff, different day, the misery endlessly continued. Hopelessly paralyzed after having given up on himself and on life, my husband, Steve, went to bed drunk again and awakened drinking. Suffice to write, he was always drinking. He was always drunk. Yet, even when drinking the night before rollcall and the start of his shift, somehow, he never missed a day of work.
An expert in self-defense and hand-to-hand combat, knowing all of the pressure points, he knew where and how to hit me without leaving a mark. Fortunately, for me, never hitting me with a closed fist, he only slapped me when he had been drinking. Unfortunately for me, with him drunk nearly every day, he beat me regularly. The last straw was when I was carrying his laundry and he shoved me down the cellar stairs head first for mouthing off at him. Knocked unconscious and bleeding, he left me there me for dead and went to work.
He always profusely and sincerely apologized. He always told me that he would never hit me again. He always told me that he'd stop drinking. Yet, he never quit drinking and he'd hit me again and again.
With the wall of blue protecting him from charges being filed, Steve worked as Boston, undercover cop. As if he harbored a death wish and, no doubt, he did, heroically fearless and unafraid, he always worked alone and without the safety net of having a partner. A partner would make him appear vulnerably suspicious that he was an undercover cop to those who he needed to establish a criminal association.
From drug dealers to motorcycle gangs to serial rapists and mass murderers, he handled the worst of the worst crimes and interacted daily with the worst of the worst criminals. His fellow officers called him The Ghost of Retribution and The Shadow of Doom. Able to hide in plain sight, with him having a special talent of not being seen, no one saw or heard him coming. No stranger to danger, whether with his feet, his fists, knives, guns, chairs, sticks, batons, or any weapon, ready to kill or be killed, he was always ready for a fight.
An ex-Army Ranger who served two tours of duty in Iraq and in Afghanistan, he had seen and done some shit. Yet, wanting to make a career of being a mercenary soldier because of the money, an improvised explosive device, an IED, ended that dream. Between the pain that he still suffered from his injuries and his disappointment in not being able to stay in country and work as a mercenary soldier, he took his pain, misery, and anger out on me.
Before being injured and shipped home, he trained Green Berets, Navy Seals, Army Rangers, and Delta Force special operatives, the art of hand-to-hand combat. Whenever possible, they met to hone their fighting skills. Steve had a 5th degree black belt in Judo and without even lifting his arm, as if they were nothing more than a pesky fly, he could level an opponent with devastating injury with the flick of his calloused thumb. Never knowing it to look at him, he was one scary dude. Having done some jobs for him on the side, Big Louie introduced him to me.
"Susan, this is my friend, Steve. Steve, this is my sister, Susan. I wanted you two to meet. I know that you two could become friends."
# # #
The onetime that I saw my husband in action was when a man sexually assaulted me as we were leaving a bar. He held me in place by the back of my short skirt and raised my skirt to enough to expose my white, bikini panties and my nearly, naked ass cheeks to his friends. Struggling to get away, he groped my firm and shapely ass. With me squirming away and swatting at his hand, he cupped my cunt and fingered the back of my pussy though my panties.
With them all laughing and having a drunken, good time, the men thought it was funny. If that wasn't enough reason to provoke a violet response from my husband, the man's other friend fondled my breasts and fingered my nipples through my blouse and bra. Instead of turning to help me, not wanting to ruin his plan by interfering, biding his time to hatch his plan of violent retribution. Instead, wanting to remove me from the ensuing storm, my husband waited for me to break free and catch up with him.
There were five of them. All tall and burly men, all well over 200 pounds and taller than 6' tall, each man was bigger and meaner than the other. In shape and at his fighting weight, Steve was only 160 pounds and 5'8" tall. In the way of Keith Urban and Nicole Kidman or Crissy Teigen with John Legend, when I wore spiked high heels and with my hair up, at 6'1" tall, I towered over him.
Interesting enough, had I been out and escorted by one of my big brothers, Freddie, Guido, Vito, or Big Louie, especially Big Louie, with their reputations preceding them, no one would have dared touch me. Besides, even though they were all convicted felons and not legally allowed to possess handguns, with them having a multitude of enemies, my brothers never left the house unless they were packing unregistered and unnumbered heat. Yet, because of Steve's smaller size, the men underestimated him as their adversary. They had no idea who he was and the devastating, physical injuries that he could cause.
Yet, my husband didn't have to see what happened behind him to know what they did to me. He could tell from their laughter and from my short, quick scream that the men had sexually assaulted me. As if he had eyes in the back of his head, and indeed, he did, somehow, he knew that the men had lifted my skirt, fondled my ass, and fingered my pussy through my panties. He somehow knew that they had groped my breasts and fingered my nipples, too.
"Wait for me outside and call an ambulance," whispered Steve to me as soon as I caught up with him. He gave me a kiss while giving my shapely ass a squeeze. "Kill the lights before you leave. The light switch is to the left of the front door."
Preferring to fight in the dark, he had already memorized where everything was and, more importantly, where the men were. Accustomed to fighting in low light conditions, with them never seeing him coming, he used darkness to his advantage and as his cover. Suspecting what was about to happen, I obediently obeyed my husband, waited outside, and called for an ambulance.
With him right behind me, but instead of leaving the bar, as soon as I turned off the lights, Steve locked the front door. As if he was Matt Damon as Jason Bourn in Bourn Identity or Denzel Washington as Robert McCall in the Equalizer, the fight lasted not much more than a minute. With every man knocked unconscious, bleeding, and/or having broken bones, indeed, they needed an ambulance but they needed five ambulances instead of just the one. As if he was ghostly invisible, without anyone seeing him and/or able to identify him, he unlocked the front door and left.
# # #
Not straying very far from her old life, even after moving home to Detroit, my mother, nasty Natty, had returned to what she used to do and was good at doing. She returned to stripping and prostitution. A tall and strikingly beautiful woman who never looked her age, every man who saw her wanted to bed her. Every man who saw her was willing to pay her for the sexual privilege of sticking his erect prick in her hand, in her mouth, in her pussy, and/or in her ass.
"Suck my prick, Natalie. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth and all over your pretty face," said one of her clients.
Years later, retired from stripping and prostituting herself, she returned to live in Hershey, Pennsylvania, a safe and friendly resort town. It was a time after I divorced my abusive husband after only being married to him for three, short, miserable and abusive years. Not wanting me to leave him, fearing that I'd report him, he threatened to kill me because of all of the criminal things that I knew that he had done as an undercover, police officer.
Something that I didn't want to do but had little choice, in June of 2011, I moved in with my mother in her basement apartment what was situated right across from the Susquehanna River. Then, three years to the day, on September 11, 2011, Pennsylvania experienced a historic, 100-year flood. With everything underwater and everyone flooded out, the flood devastated all who lived and worked in the area.
From Hershey Park and the Hershey Zoo, to fast food restaurants, to the shopping mall, to parked cars, and to apartment buildings that were situated too close to the river, everything was underwater. Unable to rescue them, instead of having them needlessly suffer, they were forced to shoot some of the bigger animals that were trapped underwater. With all those who lived in the area now out of a home and out of a job, it was a great loss, a huge financial devastation, and a horrendous, personal tragedy for everyone.
With flood waters filled with raw sewage, river fish, and oil, and that reached as high as the second floor, my mother and I lost everything. Unable to salvage anything, we weren't allowed to enter the premises until the flood waters receded and until after the building inspector inspected our building. Forced to live in a shelter, I ate my meals at a mission. My mother, who never spent a night in the homeless shelter and never ate a meal at the mission, typical of her, took off with a man from FEMA.
Then, five months later, in February of 2012, a priest hooked me up with Hannah, an elderly Mennonite woman who volunteered at the mission serving food. She invited me to live in her spare bedroom. Shortly thereafter, when Hannah could no longer care for herself, my position changed from that of a squatter to a home healthcare provider. Then, when the pandemic hit, we sheltered in place for more than a year. We had whatever we needed delivered and didn't leave the house until after we were finally vaccinated.
# # #
The Making of a Porn Star
Desperate again for a job and to afford my own place to live, no longer wanting to live with and/or care for Hannah, I searched online and scanned the help wanted in the newspaper for work. Not wanting to settle, I needed a job that paid more than minimum wage to support myself in a more comfortable lifestyle. Finally finding a job of interest, a job that appealed to my sexual libido and my artistic curiosity, I answered an ad in the local newspaper. Easy enough to overlook, it was just a small, three-line ad with an address.
"Actresses needed for adult films," I said while reading the ad out loud. "Must be attractive and with weight in proportion to height. Must be comfortable naked and having sex on camera. Experience not necessary, will train."
I laughed after reading the last line of the ad.
"Experience not necessary will train? What does that mean? With sex a natural thing to do, how can someone train me to have sex," I said laughing? "I don't need someone to train me to have sex. I already have plenty of experience in having sex."
'I imagined during the interview process what they meant by training me to have sex. Obviously, I'd have to have sex with the director, the producer, the cameraman, and the actors to get the job,' I thought with a shrug. 'Perhaps, nothing more than covering their asses and avoiding a sexual abuse lawsuit, clearly, that's what they meant by will train.'
# # #
My first impression, something I had never thought about doing, I was excited about the prospect of making porn movies. Divorced from my husband months ago, I was sexually frustrated and horny now. As if I had returned to the swinging lifestyle again, something that most women would never do, I was sexually excited by the thought of having random sex with strangers again. I've met some of the best people by having one-time sex with them.



With me an exhibitionist and an ex-swinger in the swinging lifestyle with my ex-husband, it wouldn't bother me to parade around naked while having sex in front of others as they watched me and filmed me on camera. Oddly, enough, my husband was the one who coerced me to try swinging. One of his sexual fantasies was to watch me having sex with two men. His sexual fantasy was to watch me stroke them, suck them, and fuck them. Another of his sexual fantasies was to watch me having sex with a woman.
Then, when I received much more sexual attention from both men and from women than him, he no longer wanted to swing. He wanted to quit swinging. Enraged that he couldn't get it up because of his drinking, he called me a whore. Having nothing to do with me, other than he was jealous from all of the sexual attention that I received, that was why he wanted to quit the swinging lifestyle.
"Whore," he yelled verbally lashing out at me! "You're just like your mother. You're nothing but a disgusting whore. How dare you have sex with two men," he said? "How could you eat another woman's pussy? What's wrong with you? Have you no shame?"
It didn't matter that swinging was all his idea. It didn't matter than he coerced me and pressured me to swing with other couples. It didn't matter that he wanted me to have sex with two men while he watched. It didn't matter that he wanted me to have sex with a woman while he watched. He was just angry that his flaccid penis wouldn't allow him to participate. Otherwise, he'd be going through women two at a time.
# # #
Worth the shot, what did I have to lose? No harm in seeing what it was all about, it was just an interview. Seemingly, the perfect job for me, it was just sex. Maybe I'd learn something about the adult film business to take with me on my next job interview.
'Interestingly enough, I always wanted to be an actress,' I thought while imagining seeing my name in lights.
The Oscars of porn, I imagined flying to Las Vegas to accept my AVN award. I imagined winning the award for the best actress and/or for the best sex scene. I imagined going to an AVN show and signing autographed photos for money.
I imagined walking the red carpet for the Adult Video News, the AVN awards, for making adult pornographic videos. I imagined staying in character and playing my role as a porn star. I imagined going to the award show after parties, meeting more people, making contacts, and having sex with more porn stars.
With my big breasts nearly falling out of my sexy dress, I imagined wearing a long, red, low-cut gown with a slit all the way up to my crotch. As if I was Britney Spears, Lindsay Lohan, or Paris Hilton, I imagined not wearing panties and flashing my blonde, trimmed, naked pussy every time I took a step to walk. Maybe starting off as a porn star will be my transition to acting in the movies,' I excitedly thought.
Becoming one of them, I imagined rubbing elbows and/or acting with famous actors and actresses. I imagined having an agent and a publicist. I imagine having a fan club and earning money by making online posts. I imagined receiving offers to do other things, such as making paid appearances and making commercials.
'Mainstream movies pay a whole hell of a lot more than porn films,' I thought to myself. 'Opening the door from going from one to the other, I'd love to act in a movie that wasn't just about sex. I'd love to mingle and intimately get to know Hollywood celebrities. I'd love for people to see me as a real actress instead of as a naked body willing to have sex with anyone and at any time.'
# # #
A sexy and shapely woman, an understatement, I enjoy having sex. Who doesn't enjoy having sex? Sex made me forget my problems while basking in the pure pleasure sexually connecting with another human being on a deeper and more personal level. Something so very sexually exciting, I enjoy making out while being touched, felt, and stripped naked. As long as the man takes the time to give me a sexual orgasm before and/or after I give him one, as long as it was good sex, and he didn't hurt me, I love having sex.
Moreover, with me a good-looking woman, another understatement, with a body to match, and with me tall enough, I had earned a little money modeling on the runway. Playing my role as a high fashion model, except for not wearing clothes and having sex, wouldn't be much different than playing my role as a porn star. With both careers all about sex, a natural transition to make, if I could play the part of being a fashion model, I could play the part of being a porn star.
The job that I applied for was one that was in my purview. I always wanted to try acting. Perhaps, making an adult film was my foot in the door and my way to learn the art of acting. Many porn stars had become mainstream actors and actresses from making porn movies.
Just to name a few of the more famous porn stars who became movie stars, Ron Jeremy, David Duchovny, John Sizemore, Dustin Diamond, Jenna Jameson, Traci Lord, Angelique Pettyjohn, Sibel Kekilli, Cameron Diaz, Jackie Chan, and Sylvester Stallone. Perhaps, with my pretty face and killer body broadcasting and advertising me out there, that exposure, excuse the pun, may lead to other more lucrative opportunities. If I couldn't enter by the front door to become a mainstream movie star, I was willing to enter by the backdoor. Again, excuse the pun.
After I made a name for myself making porn movies, I imagined a famous movie director discovering me. I imagined playing a serious acting role in a real movie. I imagined a rich man taking an interest in me and flying me around the world in his private plane or going for an ocean cruise aboard his luxury yacht. I imagined buying a big house and owning an expensive car. I imagined being rich and/or famous. If I had to choose between fame and fortune, no comparison, I'd rather be rich than famous.
Even though I was comfortable being naked, I didn't know how I'd feel about being naked in front of other actors and a film crew while they watched me and filmed me having sex. Having had a threesome with two men and lesbian sex with a woman only once before, having never been gangbanged, I didn't know how I'd feel about being gangbanged. Other than finding a rich man to marry, my only other options were taking after my mother and prostituting myself and/or slowly stripping off my clothes while sexually and seductively dancing to music around a pole.
Making porn films seemed a legally better and a safer alternative. With me having a pretty face and a sexy and shapely body, making porn films seemed to be my best and logical choice. Instead of illegal prostitution, legally stroking, sucking, and fucking cocks, and/or allowing actors to legally finger, lick, and fuck my pussy for money under the guise of making a porn movie seemed like something that I could do.
Further, I read about the money shot. Directors paid their actresses a substantial bonus if they allowed the men to cum in her mouths and/or all over her faces. With me having already done that countless times before for free, I'd willingly do that for bonus money in a porn film. Truth be told, with me already onboard and with the right attitude, I didn't consider it a blowjob unless the man ejaculated in my mouth, all over my face, and across my naked breasts.
'Oh, my God, Mr. Johncock, you gave me quite the cum bath,' I imagined saying to my co-star. 'After ejaculating a load of cum in my mouth, and a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts, you're a virtual cum machine.
I imagined wiping cum from my face with my hand and then sucking the cum from my fingers while seductively staring up at my lover as if he was my God.
# # #
Nervous about going for the interview, not knowing what to expect and how it would playout, daring myself to do so, I called the number and made an appointment for an interview. Instead of going someplace shady on the seedy side of town, which I suspected I would, I was surprised to go downtown and to the top floor of a high-rise building. As if he had just moved in or was just moving out, the space was empty.
As soon as I exited the elevator, there was a paper sign posted on the wall opposite me that read, Blue Film Productions with an arrow directing me to the right. Overwhelmed by such a big empty space, the furniture looked so small in the far distant corner. As if they could only afford to lease one hundred square feet of office space in this mega wide-open space, the area resembled a parking garage but with wall-to-wall windows. The office was a long walk away from the elevator and to the distant corner of the building.
The four walls had floor to ceiling, tinted glass windows. The office overlooked the entire city. To the left, the west, was the harbor and to the right, the east, was the airport. To the north and to the south, the rest of the city lay open and before me. The tallest building in the city, with no other buildings blocking the view, making me wish that I lived there, it boasted quite the spectacular, panorama view. If I lived here, I'd never tire of this view.
Except for a desk, two chairs, one in front of the desk and another chair behind the desk, a phone, a desktop computer, a 35mm, digital camera, and a convertible couch were all bunched together in the far, distant corner. There wasn't much else on the entire floor. A two-drawer filing cabinet resided next to the desk with a stack of papers on top of it. Behind the desk, perched on a small dormitory sized refrigerator was a coffeemaker and a toaster. Obviously, the man not only worked here but also, he lived here, too.
# # #
A middle-aged, unshaven, and disheveled man dressed in wrinkled clothes and mussed hair as if he had been, indeed, living there and sleeping on the couch in his clothes sat behind the desk drinking coffee. With my high heels loudly echoing my arrival as soon as I started walking from the elevator towards him, immediately commanding his attention, he perked up and looked to see who was coming. Clearly, announcing my arrival, by just hearing the musical beat of my high heel shoes against the bare concrete, seemingly, he didn't have to see me to know that I was beautiful.
Never removing his eyes from me, he watched me walk closer to him from the distance. Seemingly spellbound and intently staring at me, he put his coffee down and studied me before picking up his camera to film me, record me, and photograph me. As if I was already making a porn movie and he was the director shooting a scene, he followed me with the lens of his camera.
Thinking of surprising him, I debated if I should sexually tease him by giving him my sexiest walk. Nothing he hadn't seen before and/or, no doubt, expected to see now, I debated if I should lift my short skirt to my waist to flash him my white, bikini panties and my panty clad pussy. Tempted to sexually tease him, with him continuing to photograph me, I debated if I should expose my big, naked breasts to him. Instead, figuring that plenty of other women have already done that, controlling myself, I walked towards him like a lady.
I walked towards him normally without flashing him and/or without exposing any part of my sexy and shapely body. As if already enthralled with me, he continued videoing me walking closer. The closer that I walked to him, no doubt, the better I that looked. Never removing his eyes from my approach, he continued filming me with his camera.
"Stop," he commanded with his right hand raised while still examining at me through his camera.
Then, he peered over his camera at me as I neared and stopped. Obediently obeying him, while awaiting his next instruction, I did whatever he asked me to do. Playing my submissive role, while knowing full well that men love women who do that, I allowed him to be the dominant one.
"Now, turn and walk back the other way but slowly," he said while videoing me walking away from him. "Okay. Stop. Now, as if you're a sexy model walking the runway, turn and walk to me again but, this time, slowly and sexily," he said as if he was the director of a movie. "Give me your sexiest walk. Show me what you have. And action," he said putting his hand down to point his finger at me!
Walking with one foot in front of the other, giving him what he wanted to see, I walked towards him as if I was a model on a runway. Giving him my sexiest walk, I walked to him as if I was his sexual fantasy in a dream. Showing him my every curve, I moved my breasts and hips in sections. As I slowly and sexily walked closer toward him, he sung the lyrics from the song, the 'Girl from Ipanema.' Clearly, taken with me, I made quite the impression.
"Tall and tan and young and lovely,
The girl from Ipanema goes walking
And when she passes,
Each one she passes goes, "Aaaha..."
# # #
The first and only time meeting one another, that was my one and only interview. Him watching me walking towards him through his camera while videoing me, filming me, and photographing me, and me walking away from him while videoing me, filming me, and photographing me before walking back towards him. Not even asking the question, seemingly, he didn't care if I had any acting experience or acting ability.
With someone who looked like me, one in a million, certainly, there was no need for me to memorize and/or read a script. Clearly, he didn't want me for my acting ability, he wanted me for how I'd look on camera. Just as the evidence that his camera loved me, no doubt, the audience would love me, too.
He told me that he had interviewed hundreds of women over several weeks, mostly dyed blondes with fake tits, and bad attitudes, and not one of the women had what I had. Inexplicable and unexplainable, he told me that I had the "It," factor, whatever that was. He told me that I was the woman that he had been seeking to find for his latest, adult movie. Without doubt and without having to search any further, I was the star of his next movie. I was his Brianna.
"Please sit," he said coming around the desk to pull out my chair while eyeing my big breasts, my long, shapely legs, and my curvy backside.
Surprised that he didn't invite me to sit next to him on the couch or sit in his lap, he invited me to sit on the chair in front of his desk. Obviously, with me fidgeting with my fingers, and crossing and uncrossing my long, shapely legs, I was nervous. Not confidently relaxed but, fortunately for me, with my lack of confidence not working against me, he liked that about me. With so many beautiful women full of themselves, a beautiful woman who doesn't know that she's beautiful is a positive in this business.
In the way that I was so nervously unsettled, he told me that I reminded him of the song, 'She Doesn't Know She's Beautiful,' by Sammy Kershaw. With me unfamiliar with the song, he started singing the lyrics.
"We go out to a party somewhere
The moment we walk in the door
People stop and everybody stares
She don't know what they're staring for
She don't know she's beautiful (never crossed her mind)
She don't know she's beautiful (no she's not that kind)
She don't know she's beautiful
Though time and time I told her so."
# # #
"Say something," he said as I walked towards him. "Give me some sound. I need to hear your voice. I need to know what you sound like. I need to record you."
Not knowing what to say, suddenly at a loss for words, I said my name and why I was there.
"My name is Susan and I'm here for the actress job to make adult films," I said. Hoping that my dire financial straits would help me to get the job, I added more about my situation. "Desperate for work, and willing to do nearly anything but murder someone, I need the money," I said with a sad, little laugh.
Still watching me through his lens, ready for my closeup, while continuing to record me, as if I was Gloria Swanson as Norma Desmond in Sunset Boulevard and he was Cecil B. Demille, he asked me another question.
"Have you ever acted before?"
Not having had any practical acting experience, I suddenly looked uncomfortably panicked while thinking that I was going to lose this job before even getting it.
"I did some acting in school plays in high school," I said uncrossing and recrossing my legs again. "But I'm a huge TV series fan and a big movie buff."
Suddenly interested in what I had to say, he put the camera down, took a sip of his coffee, and, with a gesture of his hand, invited me to continue.
"What's your three favorite movies," he asked?
Without even having to think about it, I named three of my favorite movies.
"Quentin Tarantino's Pulp Fiction with John Travolta, Samuel L Jackson, and Bruce Willis. Scorsese's Good Fellas with Ray Liotta, Robert De Nero, Joe Pesci, and Lorraine Bracco. Spielberg's Schindler's List with Liam Neesom, Ben Kingsley, and Ralph Fiennes. Heat as an honorable mention with Robert De Niro, Al Pacino, Val Kilmer, and Ashley Judd," I said. "There are dozens more, of course, but those were the first four that came to mind."
He nodded his head and smiled as if agreeing with her choices.
"What's your three favorite TV series," he asked?
Again, I answered without even thinking.
"Sopranos, Games of Thrones, and The Wire with Breaking Bad and John Wick as honorable mentions," I said seemingly satisfied with my answer. "Then, of course, there's Billions, Ray Donovan, Succession, Suits, Deadwood, Justified, and The Big Bang Theory," I said with a sexy laugh. "I'm a TV junkie and a homebody. I'd rather watch TV than to go out to a club."
Again, he smiled.
"Interesting choices. I figured you more for a romantic who watched Hallmark movies but all of your movie and many of your TV series choices are violent ones," he said.
I laughed.
"I have my brothers to blame for that. They're all violent criminals," I said. "When not busting heads and breaking legs, they love watching violent movies."
# # #
As if silently analyzing me, he stared at me without speaking.
"You're very beautiful," he said. "You're not only beautiful but also, you're very sexy and shapely. Moreover, you have a brain in your pretty head. Adding to your sexual appeal, you also have a pleasing and seductively, sexy voice."
I gave him an embarrassed smile.
"Thank you," I said while not knowing what else to say.
He lowered his head to look at the pictures that he took with his camera while still talking but talking to his chest.
"Other than your limited experience in front of a camera, I don't find anything wrong with you. Yet, don't worry about your inexperience. We can train you," he said with a curious look as if he was already planning something. "It's more important how you react to the camera. Porn stars are more known for their sexy bodies and for their good looks than for their acting ability," he said with a laugh.
I blushed while thinking that this is where he'd ask me to undress and give him sex under the guise of him training me. I wondered how many other women that he had trained with that line but never hired them to make a porn movie. Perhaps, his add was nothing more than a ruse to have sex with beautiful and sexy women.
"Thank you," I said again while taking a big breath of courage.
Believing that showing him my naked body was inevitable, I was ready to unbutton my low-cut blouse and stand to unbutton and unzip my short skirt. Assuring myself that I had no choice, I was ready to remove my bra to show him my D cup breasts and remove my panties to show him my shapely, naked ass and my blonde, trimmed pussy. Unembarrassed and unashamed, I wanted him to see me naked. I needed this job and if showing him my naked body was how I'd get it, I was good with that.
Yet, surprising me, instead, of asking me to stand, strip naked, and have sex with him, as if he could see right through me and read my mind, he quelled my fears.



"Unlike other unscrupulous, movie producers," he said waving a hand of disinterest. "I won't ask you to remove your clothes. Nor will I expect you to have sex with me. Maintaining my integrity and my professionalism, I prefer keeping my distance and not socially mingling with the talent," he said.
He looked at me as if I was his daughter.
"Besides, I'm sure that you'll have your hands full saying no to the cast and to the actors who'd love to have sex with you," he said with a dirty laugh
He gave me a fatherly smile.
"You'll have a hard enough job acting and playing your role than having to deal with me, too. The last thing that I want to do is to trouble your mind with the worry of stripping naked and having sex with me," he said giving me another smile. "Other than whatever you do in your private life, the only time you'll have to strip naked and have sex is when on camera."
As if I was a painting to be studied and analyzed, he paused to stare up at me again. Impossible not to stare at me, if I say so myself, I was exquisitely and uncommonly beautiful. With me tall and shapely thin, I could have been a runway model. Yet, no doubt, going from a limousine to a mansion, a rare sighting, no one ever sees someone as beautiful out and about. The most beautiful women are all hidden away and protected by old, white, rich men before being whisked away in limousines, private planes, and yachts.
"I learn more about my actresses by taking some candid photos and just having a conversation. I learn more about my actresses when they're not nervous but relaxed. I learn more about my actresses by how they react in unexpected situations," he paused to take another slow sip of his coffee. "Do you have any issues with getting naked on the set and having sex with men and women that you don't know, may not be sexually attracted to, and/or have just met?"
I shrugged my shoulders and let out a little laugh.
"It's just a job," I said with another shrug. "I've done worse in my life than getting naked and having random sex. Besides, willing to do nearly anything but kill someone or hurt someone, I really need the job. I really need the money," I said again, this time with a nervous, little laugh, as my reminder to him that I needed this job and the money.
# # #
Then, the phone rang.
"Pardon me. I need to take this. Hello. Yes," he said answering the phone.
He smiled at me.
"We're ready for you," said a voice loud enough for me to hear from a distance over the phone.
He returned the phone to the cradle and stood to leave.
"Excuse me for a moment while I quickly run downstairs to confer with my assistant," he said leaving me alone.
# # #
As soon as he stood to leave, not gone for more than a minute, the lights went out. Totally dark, while trying to stay calm, I sat there in a quiet panic. Then, hearing footsteps from a distance, I turned to see who was coming behind me. I couldn't see my hand in front of my face. Then, adjusting to the total darkness by the light coming through the tinted windows, I was able to see much more than I could see before. I watched three men dressed all in black and wearing ski masks slowly approach me from out of nowhere.
Ready to put up a fight, prepared to defend myself, I removed my high heels and stood at the ready. Making myself a smaller target, as if a boxer in a ring, I stood sideways with my fists raised and my chin down. With all that my ex-husband and four, violent brothers taught me about defending myself, far from helpless, I was no creampuff. I knew how to throw a punch and where to hit and kick to cause the most damage.
Then, taking me by surprise, they ran at me. They split up to come at me in three different directions. Before I could lash out with a punch or with a kick, they grabbed me. Staying out of range of my feet, one man grabbed me and held my arms behind my back.
"Stop! Let go of me. Who are you? What do you want?"
Not answering me, as if it was my prom night all over again, the two men not holding me, touched and felt me everywhere through my clothes. They felt as if they had twelve hands instead of four. Then, not stopping with just touching me and feeling me, the tallest man ripped open my blouse. Before I could even stop him, before I could even scream, he lifted my bra up and over my breasts. Suddenly topless, my naked breasts were exposed to their eyes.
While I struggled to get away, he touched and felt my tits while pulling, turning, and twisting my already erect nipples. Then, not even bothering to unbutton and/or unzip my skirt, the smallest man violently pulled down my skirt to expose my white, bikini panties. While the first man still had his violent, sexual way with my naked breasts, the second man cupped my pussy through my panties with one hand while feeling and squeezing my panty clad ass with his other hand.
Then, in one, quick, downward motion, as he was depantsing me, he pulled down my panties. Except for my torn blouse and raised bra, I was naked. The two men not holding me quickly removed their clothes and approached me with huge erections at the ready. As if they were wild animals, removing my blouse and my bra, they continued stripping me naked.
"After you fuck us and we cum in your pussy, you're going to suck us and allow us to cum in your mouth and all over your face," said the first man.
One man put a heavy hand to my shoulder. He was ready to push me to the dirty ground, mount me, and fuck me before sticking their erect pricks in my mouth for me to suck them. Helplessly submissive, there was nothing that I could do but to allow them to have their wicked, sexual way with my naked body. I closed my eyes ready to take what was coming to me.
I wished my brothers were here. I wish my ex-husband would come to my rescue. Suddenly, feeling so alone, I felt like a victim.
"Cut," said a loud voice in the distance! "That's a wrap for Woman in a Parking Garage!"
When I looked to the voice, the lights turned on and there was an entire film crew with three cameramen filming surrounding us.
To be continued...
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If I Allowed You to do Anything, #1
to me and with me, what would you do, asked Mary of her adult son, Seth?
Mother and her adult son have first-time, incestuous sex.
"If I allowed you to do anything to me and with me, what would you do," asked Mary of her adult son, Seth?
Curious what he'd say, she looked at him with a face filled with sexual arousal and erotic anticipation while he looked at his mother stunned that she'd ask him such a sexually loaded question. Then, as if imagining all that he wanted to do to his mother's naked body, he looked at her with incestuous lust and sexual excitement. His longtime, sexual fantasy, and by her invitation, at last, this was his chance to do whatever he sexually wanted to his MILF of a mother.
Only, what if she didn't mean sexually? What if she meant something innocent that a normal mother and son could do together? What if she meant something else? What if she meant playing a game, cooking a favorite meal, or picking a movie to watch? Suddenly, he was embarrassed for having such sexual thoughts and for thinking less of his mother that she'd have sex with him. Just because he's perverted to want to have sex with her, how dare he think that she'd want to have sex with him. How dare he disrespect his mother?
# # #
"Happy fucking 49th Birthday to me," said Mary with dread and with the impending doom of yet another birthday quickly approaching her.
She remembered when it was her 30th birthday and her friends took her to a CFNM striptease show. She remembered having sex with one of the strippers. Where did the time go? Where did her life go? Next year, she'll be 50-years-old.
With her life passing her by, she wasn't getting any younger. With her having regrets of things that she sexually wanted to do but would never do, she was closer to 50-years-old than she was to forty-years-old. Instead of celebrating her birthday with a birthday cake and with birthday gifts that she didn't want and/or didn't need, she wanted to do something forbidden and fun. She wanted to do something sexually daring and erotically exciting. She wanted to put aside all mother and son conventions, especially sexual ones.
She finally wanted to do what she had always wanted to do ever since her son, Seth, turned 18-years-old, seven-years-ago. She wanted to have incestuous sex with him. The perfect time to have sex with him, with them sheltering in place, working from home, and not entertaining friends and family because of COVID, no one would ever know what they did behind closed, bedroom doors.
With this all her idea, as her birthday gift to herself from her son, she wanted him to have sex with her. Not all one way, as much as he'd, no doubt, want to have sex with her, she wanted to have sex with her son, too. After masturbating herself with her fingers and fucking herself with her dildo over and again, the pandemic had gotten to her. Afraid to go out and socialize, feeling as if she was under house arrest, she had been sheltering in place for months.
# # #
This is a true story that Mary asked me to write about her finally having incestuous sex with her son, Seth. In celebration of her 49th birthday, as her birthday gift to herself and to her son, surprising him and shocking herself, she wanted him to sexually seduce her. She wanted to have consensual sex with him. She wanted him to sexually do to her all that she knew that he had imagined doing to her when masturbating himself.
Something that a mother should never do with her son, she wanted to stroke his cock and suck his cock. She wanted him to cum in her mouth and give her a cum bath, too. She wanted him to cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. Not stopping with just a mere blowjob, she wanted to make slow, sweet love to him before fucking him fast and hard.
She's heard him in his room masturbating and calling her name when cumming. She knew that he sexually wanted her as much as she sexually wanted him. What do they have to lose? What's the big deal? It's just sex, albeit forbidden sex, with a mother who loves her son and a son who loves his mother.
If only for one day, for her birthday, if not for the rest of the month, the rest of the year, and/or for the rest of their lives, Mary wanted Seth to be her lover instead of her son. She wanted him to do every sexy, loving, dirty, and nasty, sexual thing that he had ever imagined doing to her naked body. While kissing her, French kissing her, and making out with her, she wanted him to touch and feel her everywhere through her clothes where a son should never touch and feel his mother.
With her awakening feeling especially, wickedly naughty, sexually frustrated, and horny, she wanted him to slowly and seductively undress her while making out with her. Not stopping there but continuing to cross the incestuous line that no mother should ever cross with her son, she wanted him to ever so slowly strip her naked. She wanted to show her naked body to her son. She wanted him to see her naked.
She wanted him to unbutton her blouse one, slow button at a time while looking to see what each button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. She wanted him to reach his horny hand inside of her blouse to feel her big breasts through her bra. Then, unbuttoning the next button and the rest of her buttons of her blouse, she wanted her son to see her in her sexy, low-cut bra. She wanted Seth to see his mother's bra clad breasts.
She wanted him to kiss her while he felt her big tits and fingered her erect nipples through her bra. While hoping to sexually entice him to do more than just look and touch, she wanted to give her son an up-close view of the tops of her ample breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. Wanting him to see her naked breasts, her areolas, and her erect nipples, she wanted him to see what his mother looked like topless. She wanted him to see her naked tits.
She wanted him to finally sexually touch her, feel her, fondle her, and grope her naked breasts. She couldn't wait to see the sexually excited look on his face when he finally saw her naked breasts and felt her big tits. She wanted him to turn, twist, pull, and suck her erect nipples. Giving him the sexual pleasure that she knew that he wanted and that she wanted, too, as if her breasts were his breasts, she wanted him to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked tits.
Then, allowing him to unbutton, unzip, and remove her short skirt, with her proud of her revealing underwear, she wanted him to see what she looked like in her sexy panties. With him always staring at her panties whenever she deliberately gave him up-skirt peeks of her panties, she wanted to give him a prolonged and uninterrupted view of her panty clad body. After showing him what she looked like in her sheer and nearly see-through panties, she wanted him to touch and feel her panty clad ass and cup and finger her panty clad pussy.
With them both filled with sexual anticipation, with his eyes widening and his cock hardening, while staring at him to see his surprised and sexually excited to seeing her naked ass and her naked pussy, she imagined ever so slowly and sexily removing her panties in front of him. She not only wanted him to see her naked ass and her naked pussy but also, she wanted him to see her naked, totally naked. Daring him to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and grope her, she wanted to give him close-up views of her naked ass and her naked pussy.
Having only given him quick glimpses before, she wanted to show him all that she knew that he hoped and wanted to see of her naked body. She wanted him to feel her naked ass, squeeze her naked ass, and slap her naked ass. She wanted him to finger her pussy, rub her clit, and fingerfuck his mother's naked cunt. As if he was her gynecologist instead of her son, she wanted to give him close-up, in between her legs view of her naked pussy.
# # #
With her a professional photographer, accustomed photographing sexy topless and/or naked brides who wanted to surprise their newly, wedded husbands with sexy photos of themselves, this time, she wanted her son to play the naughty photographer. Turning the camera on herself, and with him seeing her through the lens of her camera naked instead of the other way around, she wanted Seth to photograph her in all manner of undress. Rather not knowing if he would or not, or did or not, she wanted him to show his friends and whomever else he wanted her topless and naked pictures.
'And this is a photo that I took of my mother topless,' she imagined him saying with pride to his friends. 'Doesn't she have beautiful breasts?' She imagined him looking from his friends to look at the photo of her naked breasts. 'I love my mother's, big tits.'
If only for this one time if not forever, while imagining him posting nude photos of her on the internet without her permission and without her knowing, she willingly and consensually wanted him to photograph her topless and nude body. She imagined thousands of horny men masturbating over and again of her naked images. She imagined men that she didn't know and would never meet sexually wanting her. She imagined some men that she knew recognizing her, her doctor, her dentist, her employer, her co-workers, her mechanic, her friends, her neighbors, and/or her relatives and seeing her topless and naked.
'Hey, come and look at this,' she imagined one of his friends saying to another one of friends. 'Isn't that your mother? Isn't that Mary?'
She imagined his friend leaning forward to look closer at her nude, internet photos.
'I don't know but it sure looks like her. Look at her big, naked tits. She really does have a shapely and sexy body,' Mary imagined him saying while viewing her nude photos.
Capturing his MILF of a mother on film and giving him more to masturbate over later, something that she was proud about, she wanted to show her son her sexy and shapely, naked body. She couldn't wait for him to see her naked. Something she'd always have when she's old and gray, and something he'd always have when masturbating himself, she couldn't wait for him to photograph her topless and naked.
"Not bad for a 49-year-old woman, if I say so myself," she said looking at herself naked in her full-length mirror while turning one way, turning the other way, and turning back again.
Her last sexual hurrah before growing older and less sexually desirable and with her breasts soon sagging down to her waist, suddenly, she wanted the sexual approval of more men. Suddenly, not just her son but she needed men to sexually notice her and sexually want her, especially when they couldn't have her. Deliberately sexually teasing men while making her flashes appear accidental, she wanted men to lust and masturbate over her.
With her unbuttoned housecoat blowing open in the wind while walking outside to retrieve the newspaper, she had the urge to deliberately flash someone while making her naked flash appear unintentional. She had the urge to flash the trashmen, the mailman, and/or the unsuspecting man walking his dog. Something she had never done before; she had the urge to open her front door topless, naked, or wrapped only in a towel that suddenly fell to her feet to flash the pizza delivery man her nude body.
'Oops. Sorry. I'm so embarrassed. Please avert your eyes. Please don't look at my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass,' she imagined saying while slow to pick up the towel and cover herself.
While pretending that she was unaware of them staring at all they could see of her, she had the urge to sun herself in the backyard topless and/or naked. Wondering what their reactions would be to seeing her topless and/or naked, she had the urge to flash her neighbors, the landscaper, and/or the pool man her topless and/or naked body. Again, pretending that she was unaware that they were there watching her, she had the urge to fondle her naked breasts, finger her erect nipples, and masturbate herself in front of them while they watched and masturbated themselves with her.
# # #
Returning her thoughts more to her son, sexually excited by the thought of him seeing her topless and naked, she wanted him to see her topless and naked. Then, giving him her permission with a sexy look, taking the next incestuous step, she wanted him to lovingly touch and sensuously feel her nude body. Submitting her unclothe body to his sexual desire and incestuous lust, she wanted him to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body. She wanted him to do all that he had ever sexually imagined doing to his mother.
Again, not nearly done, she wanted him to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, with his tongue, and with his cock. She wanted him to make love to her before fucking her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock. With Mary as sexually frustrated as Seth was horny, she wanted him to do everything that a son should never sexually do to and with his mother but that he had always imagined doing to her and with her when masturbating himself.
With him always looking to see whatever he could see of her; always undressing her with his eyes, she knew that he had imagined and masturbated over seeing her in her low-cut bra and sexy, bikini panties. She knew that he had imagined and masturbated over seeing her topless and touching and feeling her naked tits. She knew that he had imagined and masturbated over seeing her naked and touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. She knew that he had imagined and masturbated over having incestuous sex with her, over her blowing him, and cumming in her mouth.
Such a waste of cum, she knew that he masturbated over her night and day while imagining seeing her without her clothes and having sex with her. With her wanting him in her bed now and forever, by giving him what he sexually wanted, incestuous sex with his mother, sex with her son is what she wanted for her birthday. Incestuous sex is, perhaps and hopefully, what they both wanted for the rest of their lives.
She masturbated herself while imagining her son having incestuous sex with her naked body. Once naked, wanting him to eat her, she wanted him to finger her pussy, rub her clit, and fingerfuck her pussy while licking her pussy. She wanted him to make sweet and slow love to her before fucking her hard enough and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock. With her horny just thinking about it, Mary wanted Seth to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, with his tongue, and with his cock.
With her no shrinking violet when it came to sex, Mary loved sex. One of her favorite things to do was sucking cock. She loved sucking cock. She loved controlling a man with her hand and with her mouth. She took it as a huge compliment for a blowjob well done when a man exploded his cum in her mouth and ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. As much as she loved when a man ejaculated in her mouth, she loved receiving facials and cum baths, too.
Without taking it the wrong way but as the compliment that it was meant to give, she's been told that she's a great and talented cocksucker. She harbored no compunctions and no illusions about wanting to stroke Seth's cock while sucking his prick. She's always wanted to masturbate and/or blow her son. She always wanted him to cum all over her hand, across her naked breasts, in her mouth, and/or all over her face. She's always wanted to swallow his cum and allow him to give her a cum bath.
A two-way street, if he gave her whatever she sexually wanted, she'd give him whatever he sexually wanted. On her knees while staring up at him with her big, blue eyes, as she imagined him fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples, she imagined stroking and sucking her son. She'd not only allow him to cum in her mouth but also, she'd allow him to give her a cum bath and cum all over her face and across her naked breasts.
Reveling in her son's cum, not wasting any of it, she'd wipe his ejaculation with her fingertips from her face and breasts, and lick them clean with her tongue. Instead of playing the sexually submissive, embarrassed, and ashamed mother, with this her birthday, she decided to play the aggressively, sexually forward mother. Finally, being true to herself, she decided to show her son the incestuous whore that she really is.
With him always staring at her while looking to see whatever he could see of her, she decided to call his bluff. This was his chance to not only see what he's always wanted to see of her naked body but also to touch and feel whatever he wanted to see, touch, and feel of her naked body, too. Moreover, with this her birthday, this was finally her chance to have orgasmic sex with her son.
Curious to see how he'd react, what he'd do, or not do, with the onus of wanting to have incestuous sex with his mother on him, she decided to play the incestuous whore that she was by teasing and tempting him. Getting right to the point, instead of sexually teasing him by flashing him her white, bikini panties in up-skirt peeks as she routinely does, while making her flashes appear unintentionally accidental, she decided to deliberately flash him her panties.
Sitting like a truck driver instead of a lady, she hiked up her short skirt and spread her knees while pretending to read a magazine. She deliberately wanted to show him all that he's been yearning to see and had imagined seeing while masturbating himself. Sexually teasing him and giving him more to masturbate over, she deliberately gave him a prolonged view of her bright, white, bikini panties.
Determined to sexually expose herself to him, she wanted him to see her pussy slit, her pussy mound, her camel toe, and the patch of brown, trimmed pubic hair through her panties. With her pretending to intently read her magazine, she didn't have to look up at him to know that he was burning a hole right through her panties while trying and hoping to see what he could see of her naked pussy. Clearly, he loved seeing his mother's panty clad pussy. Something that she'd masturbate over later, she loved exposing herself to her son.
She continued sexually teasing him and erotically enticing him by parading around him while wearing her shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest cut nightgowns. She felt so sexy and horny when exposing herself to her son. Instead of flashing him her naked pussy in up-nightgown peeks, while making her flashes appear accidental, she deliberately flashed him her naked cunt.
With her pussy already glistening wet from touching herself before entering the living room, she wanted to give him plenty to see and masturbate over later. Something as forbidden as it is sacred, she willingly and consensually showed him her naked cunt, his mother's cunt. As if he had never seen a naked pussy before, she watched his eyes dart down to stare at her naked pussy.
With that just the beginning, not stopping there, while knowing that he'd stand there in the darkened hall to watch her impromptu striptease show, she decided to seductively dress and undress with her bedroom door wide open. Whenever he stood in her doorway to watch her dress and undress, he fondled his growing erection through his pajama bottoms. Acting oblivious to his forbidden lust, she pretended that she didn't notice him watching her.
Then, when readying herself for bed, she slowly and seductively removed her blouse, her skirt, her bra, and her panties. When dressing in the morning, pretending that she didn't know that he was there watching her, she removed her nightgown and paraded around her bedroom naked while brushing her hair and/or applying her makeup. The first time giving him prolonged views of her naked body, he returned the favor by walking around her with his flaccid and erect prick hanging out of his pee hole in his pajama bottoms. When serving her coffee, his naked prick nearly impaled her mouth.



She continued sexually teasing him. Claiming that she needed to leave the bathroom door ajar because of the buildup of foggy steam, she showered and bathed in the bathtub with her bathroom door open enough for him to see her naked. She told him that, unless she left the bathroom door open, that the bathroom was too hot otherwise.
When she showered, with them only having the one bathroom, he pretended that he had to pee so that he could watch her in the mirror showering. Killing two birds with one stone, not only did he see her naked body in the fogless shower but also, she saw his naked cock while he peed in the toilet. When she took a bath, brazen enough to do so, he pulled up a seat to talk to her while washing her back and dropping the soap to reach down to feel for it.
"Oops. Sorry, Mom," he said moving the back of his hand between her legs and brushing by her naked pussy while feeling for the soap. "I dropped the soap again."
# # #
All of her sexual teasing and erotic enticing culminated in her asking him one, simple question. Curious what he'd say, she asked him what she needed to know and, clearly, what he wanted to hear. By asking him her sexually loaded question was her way for her to break the sexual ice between them and release the incestuous tension. Her incestuous question told him that sex between them, between mother and son, was not only okay but also was hopefully expected. She asked him what he'd do if he could do any, sexual thing to her body.
"If I allowed you to do any one thing to my body," she said pausing to watch his reaction. "What would you do?"
'What? I don't believe this,' clearly by the sexually excited look on his face, he thought. 'My mother asked if she allowed me to do sexually anything that I wanted to her body, what would I do?'
He stared at his mother as if she was already naked. He stared at his mother as if he was already having sex with her. As if he had never thought about it when, indeed, he had, now that she was giving him her permission to have sex with her, he paused to think what he'd do to and with his mother's body. This was his mother and not some whore. Clearly, she wanted to have sex wit him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
'What would I do if I could do sexually any one thing to and with my mother? Definitely, I'd have her remove her clothes in front of me. Or, maybe, if she allowed me, I'd slowly remove her clothes while touching and feeling her everywhere. I've always wanted to see my mother in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked up-close,' he thought.
In the way of a boy in a toy store, he thought of what else he'd do with his consensually, sexually agreeable mother. There was so much that he wanted to sexually do with her and to her that it was impossible to pick only one thing. Not leaving out, sexually anything, he wanted to do everything.
'If I could only do one thing with my mother, without doubt, I'd have her blow me,' he thought while imagining his stiff prick in his mother's mouth. 'I'd have her stroke my cock while sucking my prick. I've always wanted my mother to blow me while I felt her naked tits and fingered her erect nipples. I've always wanted to stare down at her with my erect cock in her mouth while she stared up at me with her big, blue eyes. I've always wanted to cum in her mouth.'
Not stopping there, he continued thinking of all that he'd sexually do to and with his mother.
'Then, I'd want her to fuck me,' he thought. 'I've always wanted to fuck my mother. I've always wanted to take her from behind, bend her over the table, and fuck her hard and fast enough for her to cum. I'd love nothing more than to cum in my mother's warm and wet pussy,' he thought.
# # #
Seth stared at his mother while imagining doing all sorts of forbidden things to her beautiful body and all of them sexual. Unsure if he heard her right and if he interpreted her meaning, he looked at her with confusion. He looked at her with sexual anticipation while imagining what she sexually meant and if she meant that she wanted to have sex with him.
Something that he always wanted to see, he looked at his mother as if she was already naked. Something that he always wanted to do, he always wanted to touch and feel his mother's naked body. While hoping that she was, he wondered if she was asking him to have sex with her. Playing it safe, he decided to ask her.
"Sorry but I don't understand your question, Mother," said Seth looking at his mother with curiosity while gulping down his sexual lust. "I don't know what you mean by allowing me to do whatever I want to your body. What do you mean by anything, Mother?"
When she didn't answer him, he continued.
"Do you mean," he gulped down his sexual excitement, "sexually anything? Do you mean sex? Do you mean that you're giving me your permission to have sex with your naked body?"
Clearly, in the way that he looked at her with shock and sexual excitement, no doubt, a dozen, sexually, forbidden thoughts ran through his horny head. Seth eyed at his mother as if he had just imagined her asking what she had just asked. Obviously, he imagined doing to her what he had always imagined doing to her when masturbating himself and while imagining his mother naked and having sex with him.
In the way that he stared at her, something that he routinely did, he imagined undressing her with his eyes. He imagined her removing her blouse and skirt. He imagined seeing her in her bra and panties. Then, he imagined her removing her bra and seeing her topless. He imagined seeing his mother's big, naked breasts. Then, not stopping there, he imagined his mother naked. He imagined her as if she was sitting before him without her clothes. He'd love to see her big, C cup, naked breasts. He'd love to see her brown, trimmed pussy and her firm and shapely ass.
Taking the next sexual step while wondering if that's what she meant, he imagined touching and feeling his naked mother. He imagined having sex with her. He imagined her screaming his name while he gave her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
'Happy birthday, Mother,' he thought while making her cum again and again.
Without doubt, if he could sexually do anything to his MILF of a mother, he'd love to slowly strip her naked. He couldn't count how many times that he masturbated over imagining removing her blouse, her bra, her skirt, and her panties. Then, once she was naked, he'd touch and feel her everywhere that he hasn't been allowed to touch and feel her.
He'd make out with her. He always wanted to make out with his mother. He'd French kiss her while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. He always wanted to French kiss his mother while touching and feeling her everywhere. Getting way ahead of himself, with his sexual imagination running wild, he waited for his mother to respond and to clarify her meaning before imagining any more of his sexual fantasies.
# # #
Tossing back her dyed, red hair with a flip of her pretty head, she answered his question with a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I'm asking you what you would do. You tell me what you'd do to me if you could do anything to my naked body," she said looking at him with sexual arousal.
Afraid to ask the question and confront the elephant in the room, but needing her to clarify what she meant by anything, he summoned the courage to ask his mother what she meant. Wouldn't that be something if he could see his mother naked? Wouldn't take be something if he could touch and feel her naked body anywhere and everywhere? Wouldn't that be something if he could have sex with his mother? Yet, if she allowed him to have sex with her, not sure what he'd do first but having sex with his mother would be his sexual fantasy come true.
"Do you mean sexually, Mother," he asked gulping down his sexual excitement. He looked at her as if he didn't believe what she had asked and what he had heard. "Do you mean sex," he asked again when she didn't immediately answer?
Obviously, not making her sexual intentions clear, Mary smiled at her son again.
"I know that by all of the mother and son videos that you watch that incestuous sex, namely mother and son sex, is what you want. I don't have to be physic to know that you want to have sex with me," she said giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. "I've heard you masturbating in your room while calling my name, no doubt, while imagining me naked and having sex with me. I'm just wondering, as our way of breaking the ice, if you could do just one, sexual thing to me, anything that you have always wanted to do to my body, what would you do?"
# # #
"Not wanting to rush anything, I'd want to take my time," said Seth. "I'd want to make out with you while feeling you through your clothes. I'd want to feel your big breasts and finger your nipples through your blouse and bra. Then, I'd want to feel your ass and your pussy through your panties."
Something that he obviously thought that he'd never be allowed to do, he paused as if overwhelmed by the imagined, sexual excitement of making out with his mother. He paused while imagining feeling her breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her blouse and bra. Clearly sexually excited, he paused as if imagining feeling his mother's shapely ass through her short skirt and fingering her pussy through her panties.
The candid, sexual discussion that they had was just as exciting as his perception of them having sex with his mother. Then, she added fuel to his incestuous fire. She said what he never expected her to say and what he never expected to hear.
"Show me," she said. "Go ahead. I dare you. I double dare you," she said with a laugh. "I give you my permission to make out with me while feeling me through my clothes."
To be continued...
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If I Allowed You to do Anything, #2
to me and with me, what would you do, asked Mary of her adult son, Seth?
Mother and her adult son have first-time, incestuous sex.
Author's Note:
This is a true story that Mary asked me to write about her finally having incestuous sex with her son, Seth. In celebration of her 49th birthday, as her birthday gift to herself and a long overdue sexual gift to her son, surprising him and shocking herself, she wanted him to sexually seduce her. Even though she asked him what he'd do if she allowed him to do anything to her, she wanted him to take the lead by making the first sexual move.
Feeling as if her sexual attractiveness was waning, as a last hurrah, before turning fifty and having the big 50th birthday a year from now, she wanted to have consensual sex with him. She wanted him to sexually do to her all that she knew that he had imagined doing to her when masturbating himself. Ready to consensually agree to do whatever he wanted to do to her naked body, she was prepared to give him a sexual fantasy that he'd never forget.
"If I allowed you to do anything to me and with me, what would you do," asked Mary of her adult son, Seth, as if she didn't know what he sexually wanted to do to her and with her naked body?
She wanted him to tell her what he wanted. She wanted to hear him voice his sexual lust for her motherly body in great detail. Aside from the obvious of him wanting her to suck his cock and cum in her mouth, she was curious to know what else he'd do if he could. Aside from her son wanting to strip her naked and fuck her, she wondered what else was on his sexual laundry list. She wanted to know how he'd react to her question and how he'd go about getting what he sexually wanted from his mother.
After this pandemic is over, with them able to go out and enjoy life again, the perfect place to flash, she wondered if he'd take her to the mall for her to satisfy her need of exposing herself. Something she always wanted to do but something that she'd never do alone for fear of being followed, molested, and/or even raped, she'd love to flash truckers her naked breasts on the highway and tollbooth takers her naked pussy. She imagined giving the shoe store salesman a show of her bikini panties by struggling to try on boots a size too small.
If they found a dressing room that still had curtains, not closing the curtain all the way, she imagined entertaining the men waiting for their wives and girlfriends by giving them a show of her dressing and dressing. She imagined riding the escalator while wearing a short skirt and flashing her panties to those men standing behind her by bending at the waist under the pretense of fixing her shoe. If he already didn't know before, she wondered what her son's reaction would be to knowing that his mother was not only a whore but also an exhibitionist.
# # #
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 01:
"If I allowed you to do anything to me and with me, what would you do," asked Mary of her adult son, Seth, as if she didn't know what he sexually wanted to do to her and with her naked body?
Lighting me up with her big, blue eyes, she tossed back her dyed, red hair with a flip of her pretty head. So sexy, I love it when she flipped her hair back like that. My mother surprised me with her sexual question. Not waiting for me to respond, she answered my question with a sexually loaded, naughty smile. She was such a tease.
"Tell me," she said with a pause for dramatic effect. She repeated her question when I didn't immediately respond. "What would you do if you could do anything to me," asked Mary of her son?
He looked at her as if she had just pinched him awake.
"What do you mean, Mother," asked Seth? When she didn't answer him, clearly leaving her question up to his interpretation, he asked her again. "I don't understand what you mean. Do you mean, sexually," he asked looking at her stunned? "Do you mean sex," he asked again gulping down his sexual excitement when she didn't explain what she meant?
Sexually teasing him, erotically enticing him, and daring him to tell her all that she already knew what he wanted to do to her naked body, she gave him another sexy look.
"I'm asking you what you'd do," she said looking at him with naughtiness in the way that a mother should never look at her son. "You tell me. What would you do to me if I consensually allowed you to do anything..." she said pausing while, no doubt, imagining her horny son having his wicked, sexual way with her naked body?
Then, making solid eye contact with him again, while making sure that he got her meaning, she cupped her breasts in her hands through her clothes while staring down at herself before looking up at him.
"To my naked body," she said looking at him with sexual arousal while shocking him by the explanation of her question.
Lost in her sexual fantasy of having sex with her son, with her already making the first incestuous move by asking him the question, dare she make all of the rest of the incestuous moves? Dare she strip herself naked in front of him to show her son her naked body? Dare she strip herself naked to show him that she was serious about allowing him to do anything to her and/or with her? Dare she allow him to touch and feel her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother?
As if she was his whore instead of his mother, still able to rescind her offer of sex and tell him that she was joking, dare she finally surrender her naked body to my son's lustful, sexual desires? Dare she finally have incestuous sex with him? After crossing the incestuous line by asking him something so forbidden, a point of no return, if they continued, they'd forever have a memory of having incestuous sex for the rest of their lives.
# # #
Afraid to ask the question and confront the elephant in the room, but needing his mother to clarify what she meant by allowing him to do anything, Seth stared at his mother as he always does. Undressing with his eyes, instead of her standing before him in her low-cut blouse and short skirt, he stared at her as if she was standing before him in her sexy bra and bikini panties. He stared at her as if she was topless. He stared at her as if she was naked. He stared at her as if he was already imagining having sex with her.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. She was his dream woman. Whenever he married, he hoped to marry someone who looked just like his mother. Impossible to find her clone, but he'd love to find a woman who talked like her, looked like her, and laughed like her.
More than ready to have sex with her, yet, not believing that she'd ever have sex with him, he summoned the courage to ask her what she meant by allowing him to do anything to her naked body. Finally, a longtime coming, after all of these years of flashing, flirting, and sexually teasing, this was it. This was really it. Mary had just solicited her son to have incestuous sex with her. She was consensually willing to have sex with her son.
'Already lost in his sexual fantasy of having sex with his mother, wouldn't that be something if he could see her naked,' he thought? 'Wouldn't that be something if he could touch and feel her naked body everywhere? Wouldn't that be something if he could have sex with his MILF of a mother? Yet, if she allowed him to have sex with her, not sure what he'd do first but having sex with her would be his longtime, sexual fantasy come true.'
Needing to know, he had to ask her. He hoped that she wasn't just teasing him again. He hoped that she wasn't asking her sexual questions rhetorically with no intention of ever having sex with him. He hoped that she'd have sex with him in the way that he had always imagined having sex with her. Finally, his sexual fantasy come true; he'd love to have sex with his mother.
"Do you mean sexually, Mother," he asked ignoring the obvious answer while gulping down his sexual excitement again?
Strangely enough and catching him off guard, even though she asked him what he'd do to her naked body if I could, he couldn't help wonder if she was kidding. Whether saying sexually inappropriate things and/or flashing him, she was always sexually teasing him. Not wanting to make a fool of himself and ruin things by being too eager to have sex with his mother, he needed her to clarify what she meant. He looked at her with disbelief after she asked him what he'd do to and with her naked body.
"Do you mean sex," he asked again while voicing the forbidden and hoping that she did mean sex when she didn't immediately answer him?
Obviously, and perhaps, deliberately, not making her sexual intentions clear, threading new, sexual ground in the exploration of their sexual attraction to one another, Mary smiled at Seth while nodding her head. As if they could read one another's thoughts, and with them able to talk about anything, they knew one another well enough that they didn't have to play games, even though she enjoyed playing sexy games of tickle and tease. Something that she didn't have to ask, as much as he knew what she sexually wanted, she knew what he sexually wanted, too.
He's seen her panties in up-skirt and her naked pussy in up-nightgown views. He's seen her bra and cleavage in down-blouse and her naked breasts in down-nightgown views. With her always sexually teasing him by dressing and undressing with her bedroom door wide open, while pretending she didn't know that he was watching, he's seen flashes of her panty and bra clad, topless, and naked body. With her allowing him to wash her back and reach for the dropped soap, he's popped enough bubbles to see her naked breasts while brushing the back of his horny hand by her naked pussy.
To be honest, unable to hide the truth, no surprise there, he wanted her to blow him. A longtime, sexual fantasy of his while masturbating himself, he wanted to watch his mother take him in her soft, warm hand before taking him in her motherly mouth. He wanted to watch his mother suck his cock. Something so forbidden, yet, something so sexually exciting, he needed to cum in her mouth, his mother's mouth.
Then, surprising her, he wanted to see her reaction to him exploding a second load of cum all over her face, in her red hair, and across her naked breasts. Wanting to memorize it so that he could masturbate over it later, he wanted to see his mother literally dripping with cum. With her such a romantic, she, on the other hand, no doubt, wanted him to finger and eat her pussy before making passionate love to her. If she was serious about allowing him to sexually do anything to her, eating her, he'd do that to her and more, too.
# # #
"I know that by all of the mother and son videos that you watch that incestuous sex, namely mother and son sex, is what you want," she said giving him a naughty smile with motherly look of intuition. "No surprise there, I know that you masturbate over them while imagining me naked having sex with you. I know that you'd have incestuous sex with me, if you could."
She paused to look at her son before giving him another sexy smile.
"Well, now this is your chance, Seth," said Mary looking at her son as if he was naked in the way that he always looked at her as if she was naked.
As if he was feeling up his mother, she slid her slow hands down her body while stopping at every curve to feel herself where he'd love to feel her. Then, as if she was readying herself to blow him, teasing him with her pink tongue, she slowly and seductively moved her tongue across her red, full lips. She looked at him as if they were already lovers instead of mother and son.
If he was a professional writer, instead of a horny, young man who wanted to bed his mother, he'd love to write an erotic story about them having incestuous sex. Instead of depending on his twisted imagination, he hoped that she'd give him something more to write about. He'd love to make a video of her to post online of her stripping herself naked and having sex with him. He'd love for other men to see what he sees in his sexy and shapely, beautiful mother. No man could resist her sexual charms, especially not him, her son.
"In the way that you look at me while undressing me with your eyes, I don't have to be physic to know that you imagine seeing me in my sexy bra and panties," she said with sexual arousal. "I know that you'd love to see topless and touch, feel, and suck my naked breasts. While touching me and feeling me everywhere, I know that you'd love to have your wicked, sexual way with all of my naked body," she said looking down at her big breasts before looking up at her son.
She took a seat across from him and as if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she slowly uncrossed and crossed her legs while deliberately flashing her son her bright, white bikini panties. She uncrossed and crossed her legs slow enough and often enough to flash him her pussy mound, her camel toe, and the dark, brown shadow of her pubic hair. Distracting him from his thoughts, without doubt, all that he could think about now was moving between her shapely legs, removing her panties, and fingering his mother while licking her pussy.
"I know that you'd love to see my brown, trimmed pussy and my naked, shapely ass. I know that you wish that you could see me naked. I know that you want to have sex with me," she said giving her son a sexy look and a naughty smile while shocking him that she knew what all that he sexually wanted to do to her and with her.
Indeed, in the way that he always did, he stared at his mother as if he was undressing her with his eyes again. He stared at her as if she was in her sexy lingerie, topless, and/or naked. In the way that he stared at her, clearly, he imagined having sex with her.
Yet, not lopsided and all one way, in the way that he stared at her, she stared at him, too. He didn't have to be a physic to know what she was thinking. Obviously, by all that she was saying and was sexually confessing, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
# # #
"I've heard you masturbating in your room while calling my name," she said with a little laugh. "You shake the whole house in the way that you pound your cock with your hand when imagining me naked and having sex with me."
With them both finally on the same, sexual page, as if she was his soon-to-be lover, she paused to look at him through different eyes. She looked at him as if he was an available and attractive man instead of her son. In the way that she now looked at him was the way that he always looked at her. She looked at him as if she wanted to have her wicked, sexual way with his naked body, in the way that he wanted to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
"I'm just wondering," she said giving him a thoughtful pause and a soulful look before continuing. "As our way of breaking the ice," she said looking at him with unhidden, sexual arousal and brutal honesty. "Tell me. I'm curious to know," she said leaning forward in her chair and deliberately parting her knees enough for him to see a prolonged view of her bright, white, bikini panties again.
She looked at him with sexual anticipation and he looked at her with obvious horniness. He had a difficult time making eye contact and looking up at his mother when her panty clad pussy distracted him. Something that he always wanted to do and masturbated over doing, he couldn't help from imagining his face buried between his mother's shapely legs. He couldn't help from imagining him removing her panties and fingering her pussy while licking her naked cunt.
"If I allowed you to do sexually anything to me that you have always wanted to do to my naked body," she said with another long, thoughtful pause after repeating her question. With her knees still parted, she sat in her chair to feel her breast through her blouse and bra while staring at her son while he continued undressing her with his eyes. "Tell me in great detail. I need to know. What would you do sexually to me if you could anything that you wanted?"
# # #
Clearly, as if this was her foreplay, his mother needed him to sexually excite her with his words by confessing his sexual intentions. He paused to think of all that he'd sexually do with his mother's naked body. Not wanting to overwhelm her with his perversely, perverted thoughts, he had an entire laundry list of things that he sexually wanted to do to and with his mother.
Only, not wanting to rush his decision, with her consensually agreeing to having incestuous sex with him, this was his long, awaited chance to have sex with his mother. Instead of attacking her and scaring her by sexually molesting her, wanting to take his time, he needed to play it cool. In order to see how far she'd willingly go in having sex with him, he needed her to take the lead. Instead of him leading the way, he needed to follow her sexual signals.
In order to avoid the guilt, the shame, and the embarrassment, they both wanted to make it seem as if it wasn't their idea to have incestuous sex. Not wanting to appear forced or coerced, when it came to having guilt free forbidden sex, it's better to follow than to lead. Only, other than her asking such a provocative question about what he'd do if he could do anything to her naked body, they both seemed reluctant to make the first move.
Playing into her hands in order to sexually arouse her first, even though she was seemingly willing to have sex with him, he needed her to continue sexually seducing him. Instead of being overtly, sexually aggressive, he needed to treat his mother with respect. He needed to treat her like a lady and not like an incestuous whore that she surely was for her consensually be willing to have sex with her son.
Clearly, he was unaware of his mother's sexual past. He had no idea about her college day orgies during spring break. He had no idea that before she was pregnant with him, never married, she had a myriad of lovers. Other than her flashing him while she made her flashes appear unintentional, he had no idea that she had been deliberately flashing him. He had no idea that his mother was not only a whore but also an exhibitionist.
Threading a fine line, he'd sexually ruin things between them if I held a mirror up to her and didn't play her game. He needed to act as if having sex with her was normal behavior and something that every son does with their mothers. As if they were strangers instead of mother and son, he needed to maintain the erotic fantasy of them having mutual, forbidden sex.
With him already, more than halfway there, and with her serving him up her invitation to have sex with him on a silver platter, this was his chance to finally see his mother naked. This was his chance to finally touch and feel her naked body everywhere. This was finally his chance to have long, awaited incestuous sex with his mother. This was finally his chance to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. This was finally his chance to have her stroke his cock and suck his cock. This was finally his chance to make love to her before fucking her.
Fulfilling her need for verbal foreplay, he told her in great, sexual detail, all that she wanted to her. The more that he confessed what he'd sexually do to and with his mother, the more sexually aroused she became. In the way that his erotic confessions clearly, sexually aroused her, her reaction to them sexually excited him, too. As if narrating their sexual time together before it even happened, he told her all that she wanted to know. He didn't have to be a physic to know that he was making his mother wet.
"Not wanting to rush my sexual time with you, I'd want to take my time," he said as if he was already imagining having sex with his mother and, indeed, he was.



As if he was imagining his erect prick in her mouth, he stared at his mother's lips. Then, taking the risk that she'd slap his hand away, he stood and reached out his horny hand to slide a slow finger across her red, full lips. Then, pulling her lip forward, he stuck his finger in his mother's mouth.
"As if we a man and a woman out on a date, instead of mother and son, I'd want to kiss you," he said.
Again, instead of rejecting him, surprising him, clearly, with him saying the right things and pushing all of her sexual buttons, she licked his finger before accepting his finger in her mouth. She sucked his finger while staring up at him as if she was already sucking his cock. Obviously, she wanted him to know that she wanted to blow him as much as he wanted her to suck him. In the way that she continued sucking his finger, never did he think that having his finger sucked could be so sexually sensual and erotically arousing.
"Then, I'd want to make out with you and French kiss you," he said staring at her as if he was already making out with her.
Not wanting to miss his chance to kiss his mother, seizing the opportunity of her sexual invitation, he lifted his mother from her chair and leaned in to kiss her. The first time French kissing her, he parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her. Instead of her pulling away and rejecting him, she returned his French kiss with her deep, wet kiss.
# # #
"Tell me," she said as soon as they broke off their kiss. "What else would you do if you could do anything to me other than just French kissing me?"
His obvious answer, while watching her nipples become fully erect through her clothes, he stared down at his mother's big tits.
"I'd want to feel your breasts and finger your nipples through your blouse and bra," he said continuing to stare at the bulbous impressions that her big tits and erect nipples made through her bra and in her blouse. "While continuing to make out with you, I'd want to pull, turn, and twist your nipples through your clothes to make them fully erect."
As if giving him her permission, she looked down at her breasts before looking up at him with sexual anticipation.
"Show me," she said looking down at herself again and taking a big breath to stick her chest out even more before looking up at him again. "If that's what you want, then, do it. I give you my permission to feel my tits and finger my nipples through my clothes."
Sexually teasing him, she lifted her blouse covered and bra clad breasts in the palm of her hands as if offering them to him. As if daring him to touch and feel them, she stared into hi brown eyes with her blue eyes. Then, continuing to tease him while staring up at him, she slid slow hands across her breasts and stopped to finger her nipples.
As if he was dreaming this and/or sexual fantasizing this, he reached out his horny hand to feel and cup his mother's breasts through her blouse and bra, first one and then, the other. He couldn't believe that he was finally feeling his mother's breasts, albeit through her clothes. Again, something that he's always wanted to do and masturbated over imagining doing, he couldn't believe that his mother allowed him to feel her tits.
Then, when her nipples made their impressions known, he fingered her nipples. Feeling like big buttons between his thumb and index fingers, as soon as her nipples erected enough to show through her bra and shirt, he pulled them, turned them, and twisted them through her clothes until they fully erected themselves. He continued feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while kissing her, French kissing her.
"Now what," she asked egging him on to tell her what more that he'd sexually do? "Other than making out with me, French kissing me, feeling my tits, and fingering my nipples through my blouse and bra," she said smoothing out her blouse where he had wrinkled it with his horny hands. "What else would you do, if I allowed you to do anything to me?"
Sexually teasing him and daring him to do more, she gave him a sexy, come hither look. Clearly, she wanted him to do more as much as he wanted to do more. No ands, buts, ifs, and/or maybes, it was obvious that his mother wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
"Then, something that I've always imagined doing, I'd feel your shapely ass through your skirt and finger your pussy through your panties," he said looking at her dreamy eyed as if he was already feeling her ass and fingering her pussy.
Obviously, he hoped that she'd allow him to feel her ass through her clothes but he didn't know if she'd allow him to finger her pussy through her panties. With him unaware that his mother was a whore, something that he thought that he'd never be allowed to do, overwhelmed by the sexual excitement of making out with his mother, he paused. While waiting to see her reaction to him having his wicked, sexual way with her beautiful body, he paused after feeling her breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her blouse and bra.
Clearly sexually excited, before continuing, he paused again as if imagining feeling his mother's shapely ass through her short skirt and fingering her pussy through her panties. He couldn't believe that his MILF of a mother had allowed him to feel her through her clothes while making out with her. Better than any sexual fantasy that he could have imagined, his mother had made him hard and horny.
# # #
The candid, sexual discussion that they had was just as sexually exciting as her perception of him having sex with her. Then, she added fuel to his incestuous fire. She said what he never expected her to say but always imagined hearing her say. She said what he never expected to hear coming from my mother's lips. This was my mother and not some whore that he picked up and invited home to fuck and suck him.
"Show me," she said looking down at herself while slowly sliding her hands over her every curve. "Go ahead. I dare you. I double dare you," she said with a loud laugh while continuing to sexually tease me and entice me. "I give you my permission to feel my ass through my short skirt and finger my pussy though my panties."
With her standing in front of him, he took a few steps forward to stand closer to her. While continuing to kiss his mother, he reached around her with his horny hand to feel her shapely ass through my short skirt. He squeezed her ass, pinched her ass, and slapped her ass.
Then, as if he was a masher on a subway in Japan, while looking down at what he could see, he reached beneath her short skirt to cup her panty clad pussy. Hard for him to wrap his head around, he couldn't believe that he was cupping his mother's cunt in the palm of his horny hand, albeit through her panties. He couldn't believe that his mother was allowing him to finger her pussy through her panties.
So that he didn't unnecessarily wrinkle her skirt, exposing her panty clad ass and panty clad pussy to him, unembarrassed and unashamed, giving him clear access, she hiked up her skirt to her waist. Then, as if daring him to pull down her panties and fuck her, she turned and bent forward in front of him to show him her panty clad ass. Accommodating her, he felt her ass through her panties before sliding a slow hand between her legs to cup and feel her panty clad pussy.
Then, when she turned to face him, making his bold move, to his mother's obvious delight, he stuck his hand inside of his mother's underwear. As if he owned her cunt, he had a whole handful of her pussy. He fingered her brown, trimmed pubic hair before squeezing her naked pussy in his horny hand.
Then, while hoping that she didn't change her mind and slap his hand away, he parted her pussy lips with his finger. He penetrated her pussy with his fingertips and slowly and gently rubbed her clit. As if his finger was his erect cock, again, something that he never suspected that he'd be allowed to do, he fingerfucked his mother with his long, stiff finger.
Masturbating her, he continued rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy. He masturbated his mother. He couldn't believe that he had masturbated his mother. He couldn't believe that his mother had allowed him to masturbate her. Another one of my sexual fantasies come true, he had sexually pleasured his mother with his fingers.
"Seth. Seth. Oh, my God, Seth. Don't stop rubbing me. Don't stop fingerfucking me. Rub me harder. Fingerfuck me deeper. You're going to make me cum. You're going to make Mommy cum," she said.
Finally, his longtime sexual fantasy, with her collapsing on her bed in sexual bliss while enjoying the afterglow of having sex with her son, he got to watch and hear his mother cumming.
# # #
Chapter 02:
"Now that you kissed me, French kissed me, made out with me, and felt my breasts and fingered my nipples through my clothes," she said with a sexually aroused paused. "Now that you felt my ass through my skirt and fingered my pussy through my panties," she said looking at her son with her face full of incestuous lust. "Now that you rubbed my clit, fingerfucked me, masturbated your mother, and made me cum with your fingers, what else would you do with me if you could," she asked with a sexy, little laugh?"
Clearly, a sexy game that she loved playing, she dared her son to do more. One by one, she checked off the sexual things from his laundry list of all that he had imagined doing with his mother while masturbating himself. Again, with him as horny as she was sexually aroused, he looked at her as if he was undressing her with his eyes again. With her still playing her sexy game of tickle and tease, she moved closer to him, stood on her toes, and, as if she had a secret, whispered in his ear.
"Tell me. Now, that you've done this much, what else would you do to me and with me if you could?" Throbbing his cock and pulsating his prick, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. "Now that you masturbated your mother, would you dare eat your mother's pussy? Would you dare lick my cunt? Would you dare make love to your mother's pussy," she asked as if daring him to do so. "Would you dare fuck my cunt?"
With her looking at him with sexual anticipation as if daring him to eat her and fuck her, clearly, she wanted her son to eat her and fuck her. Knowing that they weren't nearly done having forbidden sex, he gave his mother a big smile. He still had an entire list of sexual of thing that he wanted to do with and to his mother.
"What would I do, if I could?" He gave his mother a sexy look while imagining what he'd do next. "Something that I've always imagined doing, Mother, I'd slowly strip you naked while touching you and feeling you everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother," he said feeling her big tits through her blouse and bra again.
"I'd love to see you in your bra and panties," he said. He pulled open the top of her blouse with his fingertip to expose her long line of cleavage and her sexy, low-cut brassiere while lifting the front of her short skirt to expose her bright, white bikini panties again. "I'd love to see you topless. I'd love to see your naked tits," he said feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra again. "I'd love to see you naked, Mother, totally naked and vulnerable to my every sexual whim," he said reaching around her to feel her ass.
She returned his big smile with her sexy smile. She continued smiling at him while sticking out her chest again to sexually tease and erotically entice him with her big tits and erect nipples. Never getting enough of feeling his mother's breasts through her clothes, when he reached out his horny hands to feel her big tits, somehow expecting that she would, she didn't stop him. Once again, she allowed me to feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her blouse and bra.
# # #
"Well, what are you waiting for, an invitation," she said with a dirty laugh? She looked down at herself again before looking up at him. "Consider this your official invitation. Undress me," she said after putting on a fresh pair of panties. "I dare you to strip me naked. I want you to see what I look like without my clothes. I want you to see your mother naked. Then, I want you to sexually touch me and erotically feel me everywhere that you always imagined touching me and feeling me when masturbating yourself," she said.
Not wasting any more time in thinking about and/or imagining undressing her, as if she was a priceless worth of art, as if she was his very own Venus by Botticelli, he slowly began undressing his mother. He was as nervous as he was sexually excited to not only undress his mother but also to finally see her naked. With her consensually allowing him to undress her and giving him permission to touch and feel her naked body everywhere, he couldn't wait to not only see her naked body but also to finally touch and feel his naked mother.
This was it. This was finally it. He was not only going to strip his mother naked but also, he was going to continue having sex with her.
In the way that he had imagined it while masturbating himself, he unbuttoned the first button of her blouse while feeling her breasts and squeezing her tits. Then, as if he was a peeper while she was sleeping, he peeked inside of her blouse to see what he could see of the tops of her breasts, her sexy, low-cut bra, and her long line of cleavage. Taking his sweet time, as if she was his newly wedded bride on their Honeymoon, he never felt as sexually special as she made me feel now.
He continued slowly unbuttoning her blouse, his mother's blouse, while continuing to feel her breasts and finger her erect nipples through her bra. Then, after unbuttoning all of the buttons on her blouse, when she stood to remove it, he felt her ass through her short skirt again. Not stopping there, in the way that she had done before, he lifted her skirt to her waist and, once again, explored her pussy through her panties with his experienced fingers.
Again, as if I owned her cunt, his mother's cunt, he cupped her pussy through her panties in the palm of his hand and squeezed. He suspected that no man had ever squeezed her pussy in such a demonstrative way. Then, sliding a slow hand along the underside of her panties, he continued sliding his hand between her legs. Then, as I had done before, he stuck his hand inside of her panties. He rubbed her clit and fingerfucked her pussy again. Allowing him to do whatever he wanted to do to his mother, he unzipped, unbuttoned, and pulled down her short skirt.
Dressed in only her bra and panties, after giving him a long look of what she looked like in her sexy underwear, they adjoined to her bedroom. After having so very much verbal and physical foreplay, with her dripping wet and him rock hard, it was time for them to have deeply penetrating sex, incestuous sex. As much as he couldn't wait to eat his mother, he couldn't wait to make love to her and fuck her.
Not stopping there with so very much to sexually do with her, he couldn't wait for her to stroke his cock, suck his cock, and fuck his cock. In the forbidden way that he wanted to have sex with his mother, she wanted to have incestuous sex with her son. She led him by his hand to her bedroom and to her bed.
# # #
As soon as we entered her bedroom, he turned on her bedroom light. Not waiting for her to change her mind and be denied her naked body, he pushed her back on the bed. So weird to be with his mother on her bed, he's never been in bed with his mother before. With her willing to allow him to do any sexual thing to her, he reached around her to unhook her bra. He couldn't wait to see, touch, and feel her naked breasts.
Taking his time, he ever so slowly removed her bra straps, first one and then the other. Then, as if unwrapping an expensive Christmas gift, he ever so slowly and ever so gently removed her bra. Finally, there they were, his mother's big, naked breasts. He couldn't believe that he was seeing his mother's naked tits.
All over her big tits, he touched them, felt them, fondled them, groped them, and sucked them. These were his mother's tits and he couldn't get enough of them. Glad that his mother is busty, he loved her shapely breasts. While kissing her, French kissing her, he continued feeling her breasts while pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples.
Then, wanting to memorize the image of her naked to masturbate over later, especially should this be his one-and-only-time having sex with his mother, he stripped off her panties again. She was naked. His mother was naked. Finally, he was seeing his naked mother up close. As if his clothes were on fire, he stripped out of his clothes. Now, he was naked with his naked mother.
She stared at his erect, naked cock, in the way that he stared at her brown, trimmed pussy. Surprising her, instead of mounting her to fuck her, he moved between her shapely, naked thighs. With him poised to finger her, lick her, and eat his mother again, while he stared up at her, she stared down at him. He rubbed her clit and fingerfucked her pussy while licking her cunt, his mother's cunt. Something that he longed to do; he couldn't believe that he was eating his mother. Lapping her entire pussy, he concentrated on her clit. Rubbing it faster while licking it harder, he was determined to give her another sexual orgasm with his fingers and tongue.
With him fingering her, licking her, and eating her, before fucking her, he couldn't wait for her to return the sexual favor. While hoping she would, he couldn't wait for her to stroke his cock and suck his cock. Again, while hoping she would, he couldn't wait to cum in his mother's mouth. Perhaps, it was too much to ask and too much to expect but he couldn't wait to explode a second load of cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. As if he sexually owned his mother, he couldn't wait to give her a cum bath.
"Oh, Seth. Seth," she said squirming while gently humping his mouth with her hips. "You're going to make me cum. You're going to make Mommy cum. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Fingerfuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Seth. I'm cumming," said his mother, Mary.
# # #
As soon as she had another sexual orgasm, she collapsed on her bed while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, not disappointing him, without him even having to ask her or remind her, while playing with his hard prick with her fingertips, she rested for several minutes before she popped up in bed to give him the look that he was waiting and hoping to see. As if there was a drumroll going off in his head, he watched and waited to see what she'd do. She turned to him and looked at him in the way that no decent mother should ever look at her sexually perverted son.
"I don't have to ask you what else you want," she said with a laugh while reaching out her fingers to finger the head of his naked, erect prick again.
Then, while kissing, licking, and sucking his body everywhere, she eased her body down and took him in her hand. She wrapped her soft and warm, motherly hand and her long, thin, manicured fingers around my stiff prick while seductively staring up at him. As if she had never seen a naked prick before, she continued staring at his cock while kissing and licking his prick. Making solid eye contact, she slowly stroked him while continuing to stare up at him with her big, blue eyes before taking him in her mouth.
As if I was dreaming it or sexually fantasizing it while masturbating himself, his mother was blowing him. She was sucking his cock. In the way that he was so very sexually excited, it didn't take him long to cum. Instead of pulling his cock from her mouth, she not only allowed him to cum in her mouth but she swallowed whatever cum he gave her. Then, while she continued lovingly stroking him and sucking him, as soon as she removed his stiff prick from her lips, he exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face.



Based on her surprised reaction, startling her, not expecting there to be as much cum as there was, there was so much cum. A longtime coming, forgive the pun, he really gave his mother quite the cum bath. She had cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. As if she was the star at a bukkake fest, she had cum dripping from hair, her eyebrows, her lips, her nose, and her chin.
"Oh, my God, Seth. We're you saving that just for me," she asked with a laugh while wiping cum from her face and her breasts with her fingertips and sucking the cum from them before wiping herself with a hand towel.
Then, it was his turn to rest while enjoying the afterglow of sex. He wrapped his arm around his mother's shoulder with my hand in constant contact with her naked breasts. Unable to get enough of her big, naked tits, he loved his mother's tits. All it took for him to regenerate himself and develop another erection was to feel her tits while fingering her erect nipples. As soon as he had a throbbing and pulsating erection, he mounted his mother.
Instead of rejecting him, she reached her hand down to ease his cock inside of her. She was so warm and so very wet. As soon as his cock moved deeper in her pussy, he was surrounded by her wet warmth. He gently humped her while continuing to kiss her, French kiss her. With her returning his gentle humps with her gentle humps, soon their humps grew faster and harder. Now, they were fucking, really fucking. Holding back as long as he could, he wanted his mother to have another sexual orgasm, this time with his cock.
"Seth. Seth. Fuck me faster. Hump me harder. Just, don't stop. Please don't stop fucking your mother," she said.
He humped her faster. He humped her harder. Really pounding her pussy and piledriving her, he humped her as fast and as hard as he could. She returned his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. The harder and faster that he fucked her, the harder and faster that she fucked him.
"Seth, I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Seth. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm almost there," she said. "I'm almost there."
Really fucking her, he really fucked his mother in the way that he had always wanted to fuck her and in the way that he had never fucked any other woman. As soon as she stiffened her legs and arched her back, he knew that she was cumming. Then, when she collapsed in her bed again, he finally let himself go. Surprising himself, not thinking that he had any more cum left, he exploded a load of cum in his mother's pussy.
From that point forward, he slept with his mother in her bed. They fucked nearly every morning and made love nearly every night. When she wasn't stroking him, he was fingering her. When she wasn't sucking me, he was licking her. Their forbidden, sexual arrangement continued for nearly two years.
Then, once they had our vaccinations, they went out in the world. It didn't take long for them to not only meet someone but also to marry them. Keeping their secret sacred, they never told their spouses or anyone that they were once lovers.
# # #
So, tell me. I really want to know. What would you do if your mother allowed you to do any, sexual thing that you wanted to do to her naked body? Think about it and be honest. Would you have sex with your mother if she consensually agreed and willingly wanted to have sex with you?
Would you kiss her, French kiss her? While making out with her, would you touch and feel her through her clothes. Be honest. Tell the truth. If your mother allowed you to strip her naked, would you undress her while touching her and feeling her naked body everywhere? Then, what would you do? Tell me. I really want to know.
Think about it. Would you dare finger and lick her pussy, your mother's pussy? Would you make love to her? Would you make love to your mother? Would you fuck her? Would you fuck your mother? Would give your mother multiple, sexual orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock?
Not all one-sided, what about her? Would your mother stroke your cock? Would she suck your cock? Would she allow you to ejaculate a load of cum in her mouth and a second load of cum all over her face and across her naked breasts? Would your mother allow you to give her a cum bath?
Tell me. Think about it and be honest. Would you want to make sweet, slow, and romantic love to your mother? Would you want to fuck her? Would you really want to fuck your mother? Would you fuck your mother hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with your cock? Tell me what would you do? Would you give your mother multiple orgasms and make her your lover?
I hope you enjoyed this true story. If you've read this story, please vote for this story. If you haven't already, please add me, SusanJillParker, to your favorite authors' list.
THE END
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The Games that Mother and Son Play
to have incestuous sex without the shame, the embarrassment, the guilt, and the remorse.
Fully awake, albeit with their eyes closed, and totally aware of what they're doing, mother and son have consensual sex while pretending to be sleeping. Without even discussing it, they devised a way to have incestuous sex without the shame, the embarrassment, the guilt, and the remorse. They had willing sex while pretending to be asleep.
They took turns sexually pleasuring one another. When one pretended to be sleeping, the other had sex with their feigned sleeping body. Tom gave his mother multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock while Fiona pretended that she was sleeping while enjoying every minute of it. She gave her son sexual orgasms with her hands, with her mouth, and with her pussy while he pretended to be asleep.
Never talking about it, acknowledging it, or discussing it, they pretended that sex between them never happened. They pretended that they never saw one another naked. Fiona pretended that she had never stroked her son, sucked her son, and/or made love to her son. Tom pretended that he had never masturbated his mother, licked his mother, and/or fucked his mother.
# # #
Author's Note 1:
This is a true story that Tom asked me to write about him having sex with his mother while she pretended that she was sleeping. Then, returning the sexual favor, Fiona had sex with her son while he pretended that he was sleeping. After sexually teasing one another for years, they finally found a way to have incestuous sex without them feeling bad about themselves. After sexually lusting over one another for years, they finally devised a way to have forbidden sex without all of the shame, the embarrassment, the guilt, and the remorse.
# # #
Author's Note 2:
Even though they feigned that they were sleeping, sex between mother and son was not only consensual but also willingly welcomed. It takes two to have mother and son sex, a horny son and a willing and sexually frustrated mother. Yet, finding a unique way to deal with their shame, their embarrassment, their guilt, and their remorse of having willing and consensual, incestuous sex, ingeniously, they had sex in their sleep while pretending to be sleeping. Taking turns having sex with one another's sleeping bodies, mother and son had sex while continuing to pretend that they were sleeping.
Something that seemingly happens all the time, maybe someone could sexually molest someone in their sleep and against their will but, sorry, two sleeping people don't have sex. Unless they're drunk, drugged, or hypnotized having sex in their sleep is as ridiculous as it's insane. Sorry, nice try but, again, sleeping people don't have sex unless, of course, they're not sleeping and agree in advance to have sex while pretending to be asleep.
And if somehow, they did have sex, without their knowledge while sleeping, how dare they? Having sex with someone without their consent and without their expressed permission, is wrong. Having sex against someone's will, especially when they're sleeping, is as criminal as it's nasty.
Yet, in this case, Fiona welcomed her son's sexual advances while she pretended to be sleeping. Tom was eager to have sex with his mother while he pretended to be asleep. Indeed, they had consensual sex while they pretended to be sleeping. A win/win for both, mother and son incestuous sex doesn't get any better than that.
To avoid the shame, the embarrassment, the guilt, and the remorse, mother and son devised a plan that sexually benefitted them both to willingly have consensual sex while pretending to be sleeping. While having sex with one another, both mother and son were wide awake, albeit with their eyes closed while pretending to be asleep. Acting unaware that they didn't know what the other was doing while pretending to be sleeping was the best of both worlds.
This way, they could have incestuous sex without all of the repercussions. An ingenious plan but one that only worked when both parties cooperated with the each other, they both had to be willing and agreeable to having sleeping sex and, indeed, they were. The sex between mother and her son was not forced but consensual. They were both not only willing to have pretend, sleeping sex with one another but also, they welcomed and wanted to have sex with each other, albeit while pretending to be asleep.
I apologize in advance for the redundancy in this story but for it to be accepted by Literotica and not rejected, I had to be crystal clear that both parties were not sleeping but wide awake when having incestuous sex. I needed to clearly show that the sex was not forced but willing, consensual, and welcomed. This was a mutual, agreed upon sexual plan devised by both mother and son to have sex with one another without having any of the adverse repercussions.
# # #
Author's Warning:
Having sex with someone when they're sleeping, drunk, drugged, hypnotized, or otherwise incapacitated is wrong. It's nasty. It's perverted. And most times deemed rape, it's illegal. Unless both parties agree in advance to having sex, no one should ever have sleeping sex. Do not try this at home unless you have the consent of your mother and/or her son to have sleeping sex.
# # #
"Mom?"
Tom gave his mother a big smile.
"Yes, Tommy," she said returning his smile with her smile. "What is it?"
Undressing her with his eyes while staring at her big breasts and the impressions that her nipples made through her thin blouse and low-cut bra, he looked at her as she was naked.
"May I have sex with you?"
Fiona looked at her son as if he had lost his mind.
"Pardon," she asked with a pause? "Did I hear you correctly? You're asking my permission to have sex with me," she said looking at her son with disgust while shaking her head, no? "You can't have sex with me."
A fleeting flash of sexual arousal came across her face to betray her true feelings.
"Why not?"
Truth be told, in the way that Tom wanted to have incestuous sex with his mother, she wanted to have forbidden sex with her son.
"Because I'm your mother. Sex between us is not only forbidden but also it's incestuous," she said.
Tom wished that there was a way that he could have sex with his mother.
"What if we had sex while we were sleeping," asked Tom?
His mother laughed.
"Don't be ridiculous, you can't have sex in your sleep." Then, an idea came to her that was the answer to all of her sexual fantasies. "Instead, we can take turns having sex while pretending that we're sleeping. Then, you can have sex with me while I pretend that I'm sleeping and I can have sex with you while you pretend that you're sleeping," said Fiona. "Only, not to ruin it, for this to work, you must never mention pretend sex again."
Tom looked at his mother with lust and sexual excitement.
"That would work. I can pretend that we're not having pretend sex," said Tom with a dirty laugh. He looked at his mother with sexual anticipation. "Shall we try that tonight," he asked with a yawn? "I'm so very tired. Let's go to bed now."
Fiona laughed.
"It's too early. We haven't even eaten supper," she said laughing again. "We'll try having sex while pretending to be sleeping at our regular bedtime hour. Okay?"
# # #
From that point forward, Tom and Fiona had consensual, incestuous sex while they pretended to be sleeping. Under the guise and protection of feigning their sleep, they fucked and sucked every morning and made love and licked every night. In this true story, the sex was not only consensual but also welcomed.
Their way of hiding what they did behind closed, bedroom doors was by not openly acknowledging what they did when in bed together the night before. This story is about a mother and son pretending to be asleep when having consensual sex. Instead of having forced, sleeping sex, they had wide awake consensual sex while pretending to be sleeping. Their creatively, unique way of avoiding the guilt, the shame, the embarrassment, and the remorse of having incestuous sex, mother and son willingly and consensually had sex with one another while pretending to be sleeping.
# # #
The Games that Mother and Son Play
to have incestuous sex without the shame, the embarrassment, the guilt, and the remorse.
"How was the sex, Mom," asked her son, Tom, breaking protocol while joking around and sexually teasing his mother? "Was it good for you," he asked with a little chuckle?
Instead of agreeing with her son, Fiona stayed in character and played her role as the morally innocent mother. She acted as if her son was lying or making up mother and son sexual scenarios from his overactive, sexual imagination. Instead of playing along with him and confessing to him that the sex was good and all that she hoped it would be, she looked at her son confused as if not remembering them having sex.
"What? Sex? Whatever do you mean?"
She continuing to play their devised, little game that allowed them to have forbidden sex without all of the other sexual repercussions. She continued to stay in character as her role of the mother pretending to be asleep while her son had his wicked sexual way with her sleeping body. She looked at her son stunned while he looked at her with sexual lust. Not going along with his sexual teasing, she'd much rather pretend that they didn't have sex.
"We had sex? I don't remember us having sex. I was sleeping and you must have been dreaming of us having sex," said his mother with a little laugh. "You need to get your mind out of the gutter and stop staring at me as if you're undressing me with your eyes, Tommy. You need to stop staring at me as if I'm naked. You're making me feel uncomfortable," she said folding her arms across her big breasts while scolding him.
Tom gave his mother a shit eating grin and a sly look.
"Well, now that you mention it, the details of us having sex are fuzzy," he said with a little laugh. "I guess I was sleeping, too, while dreaming of me having sex with you, Mother," said her son.
Tommy looked at his mother with hopeful expectation and sexual anticipation while continuing to sexually tease her and Fiona looked at her son as if he was her husband, her boyfriend, or her sleeping lover.
"Then, maybe, we should have sex when we're wide awake," he said pausing to reach out to touch, squeeze, and feel her naked breast through her nightgown. "Maybe we should have sex now," he said with a little laugh.
Acting sexually abused, his mother slapped her son's hand away. She looked at her son with feigned shock that he would dare to touch and feel her naked breast through her nightgown. With her continuing to stay in character, she looked at him with feigned embarrassment that he would even dare suggest that they have sex. After all, she was his mother and he was her son. Sex between them was not only wrong but also nasty.
"How dare you? Please don't touch me in that sexual way. What's wrong with you? I'd never have sex with my own son unless," she said with a long, thoughtful pause. "I was sleeping," she said unable to hide her forbidden, sexual lust for her son behind a sexy grin.
Tom gave his mother a naughty look and a sexy smile.
"Well," said Tommy yawning. Then, shocking her and sexually arousing her, he did something that she never expected him to do. He pulled his erect prick from his pajama bottoms and waved it in front of her. "I'm tired. I'm so very tired. I could go to bed right now," said her son while stroking himself in front of his mother.
She stared down at his erect cock. Then, giving in to her carnal desire, she wrapped her soft and warm hand around his engorged prick. She looked from his swollen prick to look up at her son to give him a knowing look with a sexy laugh.
"Actually, now that you mention it, I'm tired, too," said Fiona with a feigned yawn while letting go of his prick. "Let's take a nap, shall we? It's your turn to pretend to be asleep and it's my turn to have my wicked, sexual way with your beautiful, naked body."
While walking towards her bedroom, she reached around him to pinch his ass and reached in front of him to fondle the head of his cock.
"I can't wait to suck your cock, Tom. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth and all over my face while I pretend that I'm sleeping," said Fiona with a sexy laugh.
# # #
As ridiculously shocking as this may sound on the surface, this is a true story that Tom asked me to write about what happened between him and his single mother, Fiona, in, of all places, in their feigned sleep. Believe it or not, seemingly hard for anyone to believe but a true story, they willingly had consensual sex while they pretended to be asleep. The newest rage of mothers and sons when having guilt free sex, they experienced the latest phenomenon. They had feigned, sleeping, and consensual sex that mutually and sexually benefitted them both.
Actually, to clarify, truth be told, Tom wasn't sleeping when he had sex with his mother and his mother wasn't sleeping either when she had sex with her son. She was wide awake while pretending that she was asleep when allowing her son to have his wicked, sexual way with her nightgown clad body. Instead of being fast asleep, she knew what he was doing when he stuck his erect cock in what he pretended to believe was his mother's sleeping mouth. The sex that they had was not only willing but also consensual.
His MILF of a mother slowly stroked him and sucked him while feigning that she was asleep. Stroking him faster and harder, she allowed her son to cum in her mouth and all over her face. Seemingly shocked when she awakened, she pretended that was surprised and unaware that she had sleeping sex with her son.
With mother playing the innocent victim, she placed the onus of blame on her son. Instead of admitting her role as an incestuous whore, Fiona allowed Tom to do whatever he wanted to her feigned, sleeping body. She allowed him to touch her, feel her, fondle her, grope her, and do whatever other sexual things to her that a son should never do to and with his mother.
Something that most mothers would never do, allow their sons to have sex with their sleeping bodies, but that more mothers are doing now. She was submissively compliant in her willingness to have feigned, sleeping sex with her son. Then, returning the forbidden, sexual favor, under the guise that he was sleeping, she did sexual things to and with her son that a mother should never do to and with her son. She stroked him, sucked him, and fucked him while he pretended that he was sleeping.
# # #
"Let's see a show of hands. Be honest. Tell me the truth. I really want to know. If your mother pretended that she was sleeping but, actually, was wide awake, and you knew that she wanted to have consensual sex with you, would you have feigned, sleeping sex with her?"
While she pretended that she was asleep and acted as if she was unaware what you were sexually doing to her, would you strip her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere? With her willing and the sex consensual, if you could, would you have sleeping sex, albeit feigned, sleeping sex with your mother? Then, if you pretended that you were sleeping, would you allow your mother to have sleeping sex, albeit feigned, sleeping sex with you, too?
Think about it. How hot is that? The best of both worlds, not only can you have guilt free sex with your mother but also, she can have guilt free sex with you, too.
Wow. Holy smokes. Think about it. That opens up an entire, guiltfree way to have mother and son forbidden sex without all of the nasty ramifications.
"Look at that. I never expected that. That's shocking. Isn't that interesting? More mothers have their hands raised than their sons. Clearly, while pretending that they're sleeping, more mothers want to have sleeping sex with their sons than sons want to have sleeping sex with their mothers. Go figure. What are the odds of discovering a guiltfree way of enjoying incestuous sex? Who knew?"
# # #
The above is a foolproof way to have incestuous sex. Without the shame, the embarrassment, the guilt, and/or the remorse, actually, this simple, sleeping sex technique would work not only with your mother but also with your sister, your aunt, your cousin, and/or your grandmother, too. As long as both parties are in agreement and are willing to have sleeping, consensual sex, you could even have sleeping sex with your mother-in-law, sister-in-law, neighbor, co-worker, housekeeper, or with someone you just met.
"Wow!"
"Psst, you wanna take a nap," asked Tom of his mother's best friend, Diane. "We can take turns having consensual sex with one another while pretending that we're sleeping."
His mother's best friend gave Tom a sexy look with a naughty smile.
"Sure," she said. "I am kind of tired. You won't try anything while I'm sleeping, will you," she asked with a dirty laugh?
He returned her laugh with his laugh.
"Only, if you promise not to blow me while I'm pretending to be sleeping," he said laughing.
# # #
Now tell me. As long as the sex was consensual, would you have feigned, sleeping sex if you could? Well, that's more like it. Everyone has their hands raised now. I knew you perverts would have pretend, sleeping sex with your mothers and allow your mothers to have pretend sleeping sex with you as long as the sex with mutually consensual, there's nothing wrong with that. As long as both parties are agreeable to having sex, whatever you do behind closed, bedrooms doors are none of anyone's business.
"Your honor, I've never cheated on my wife. I've never been unfaithful to her. I've never had awake sex with anyone but with her," said her husband with a pause to clarify so as not to perjure himself. "I've had sleeping sex with dozens of women, of course, but that wasn't my fault. I'm innocent. I was sleeping and they were sleeping, too, kind of, a little bit, well, not really," he said with an innocent shrug. "To be honest, we were wide awake while pretending to be asleep."
The judge banged his gavel.
"Well, I can't convict someone for having feigned, albeit consensual sleeping sex. Case dismissed."
# # #
As their excuse to justify and cover their forbidden sex, this story is what a mother and her son incestuously did in their feigned sleep. Unembarrassed and unashamed, they both did what they needed to do to satisfy their sexual lust for one another. By using one another's naked bodies, they both did what they needed to do to satisfy their horniness and soothe their sexual frustration. A son seemingly had feigned, sleeping sex with his mother and a mother had feigned sleeping sex with her son. With them both pretending to be asleep, the sex was consensual.
On the surface, totally innocent, with her having the only TV in the house in her bedroom, Fiona invited her son to watch TV with her in her bed. After sharing their nightly bottle of wine, before leaving his mother's bedroom for his bedroom, sometimes, they fell asleep and shamefully, albeit innocently, slept together all night. Then, no longer asking him to return to his bedroom, no longer embarrassed and/or ashamed to sleep in the same bed with one another, mother and son continued sleeping together every night.
Only, they didn't have sex. Afraid to cross the imaginary, incestuous line, they never had forbidden sex. Perhaps, he wanted to have sex with his mother but, with her morals getting in the way of her morality, she didn't want to have sex with her son. Perhaps, she wanted to have sex with her son but, for one reason or another, he didn't want to have sex with his mother.
Alas, if only there was a way to have sex with her without all of the guilt, the shame, the embarrassment, and remorse, he'd love to have sex with his mother. Unfortunately, unless she pretended that she didn't know what she was doing to him and what he was doing to her, she'd never cross the line and have sex with her son. Seemingly, with men dogs and women inherently good, incestuous sex is much different for a woman than it is for a man.



A big step forward on the way to having forbidden sex, no longer feeling awkward sleeping together, after a while, they couldn't sleep without sleeping with one another. Then, one night, shocking but true, under the guise that they were sleeping, mother and son had incestuous, while they pretended to be sleeping. From there they had feigned sleeping sex every morning and every night. He licked and fingered her while she stroked and sucked him. She made love to him while he fucked her in their feigned sleep.
# # #
Instead of moving in with a friend, a bit bizarre for a 25-year-old man to move back home to live with his 48-year-old mother, but Tom moving home was to their mutual, financial benefit. Even though it was tough times for everyone all around, willing to financially help her, he didn't want anyone to know that he was back living with his mother. Thinking of him as a Mamma's boy instead of who he really was, a motherfucker, no woman would have anything to do with him if she knew that he was still living at home with his mother.
"Wait. What? I'm sorry. I beg your pardon. Say again? You what? You live with your mother," asked a woman that he was trying to persuade to date him? "Are you having sex with her, too?"
If only she knew that, indeed, he was having sex with his MILF of a mother, she'd never consider dating him. Too quick to judge, clearly, she never had feigned, sleeping sex with her brothers or with her father. Yet, if she was horny enough and sexually attracted enough to her male relatives, no doubt, she'd be having feigned, sleeping sex, too.
Yet, as if it was meant to be, the perfect time and the right circumstances coming together not only financially but also sexually too, his mother needed him and he needed her. After losing her roommate, she needed his financial help to pay her mortgage and her monthly bills. After breaking up with his girlfriend, and with them sharing the rent and monthly expenses, not yet ready to look for another roommate/lover, he couldn't afford to rent a place on his own. Nevertheless, feeling like a loser, it was weird moving back home and to his old room.
Fortunately, with no neighbors living close enough by to know what they were doing behind, closed bedroom doors, and to judge them, isolated and private, it was good moving back to the country again. Besides, other than to sleep, he was seldom in his bedroom. As if they were having a slumber party every night, instead, he hung out with his mother in her bedroom while watching movies, talking, and drinking wine. They reconnected in a way that they had never connected before. For the first time, able to tell her anything, he felt so close to his mother.
Yet, with her sexy nightgowns nearly transparent, he stared at his mother as if she was naked and for all intents and purposes, she was practically naked. While getting in bed and out of bed, with the bedroom light and TV on, she deliberately or unintentionally flashed him her naked ass and her naked pussy. With her leaning forward while drinking her wine and talking to him, she flashed him down nightgown views of her naked tits.
# # #
Besides, nearly better than the sleeping sex that had, his Mom's master bedroom was twice the size of his spare bedroom. She had a king-sized bed and a 75", 4K TV with cable, Amazon TV, and Netflix. He only had a twin bed and no TV. Surprising him with her invitation, while hoping that she would, she invited him to watch TV with her while they leisurely lounged in her bed. When in bed with his MILF of a mother, life doesn't get any better than that.
Something he had never done before but something that he could get used to doing, he had never watched TV in bed. Different from how it felt when he lived with her before, seeing her on a more equal level, even though they didn't have sex, he felt closer to her. Surprisingly, when imagining that she was his lover instead of his mother, he felt more like her boyfriend than her son. No secret there, truth be told, if he could have forbidden sex with his mother, he would. Only, she wasn't like that. She'd never have incestuous sex with him.
As strange as it was sexually exciting, having never been in bed with his mother before, he loved hanging out with her in bed. Unlike his old bed, her bed was so comfortable that sometimes, especially after drinking wine, they'd fall asleep. With his horny hands so close to her nightgown clad tits and his itchy fingers mere inches away from her pantiless pussy, he couldn't believe that he was sleeping with his mother in her bed.
Then, taking their bedtime routine to the next level, something they never did before, keeping one another warm, she allowed him to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her. Unable to help himself, as soon as he held her in his arms, he became sexually excited and developed a huge erection. Something he never imagined doing but always wanted to do, she allowed him to slide his slow and careful hands all over her shapely figure. With her smelling like peaches after taking her nightly bath, her warm body was so soft and, yet, so very firm.
With her jet-black hair and bright blue eyes, and with her looking like a combination of both, she had the body of Angelina Jolie and the face of Meghan Fox. To say that his mother was beautiful would be no exaggeration. With her always having her pick of men, after a while, tired of men lying, cheating, and not committing, tired of being fucked over, she'd rather live her life unencumbered and alone. Officially now, lucky him and lucky her, with her the only woman in his life, he was the only man in my mother's life.
# # #
Having ulterior motives, as soon as he wrapped his arm around his mother and pulled her to him, as if that was his secret combination to seeing what he shouldn't see of her, her nightgown top opened. Surprising and sexually exciting him, unexpectedly, from his higher vantage point, he could clearly see down her nightgown top. Making him horny, he could clearly see her long, sexy line of cleavage and the tops of her naked breasts, and sometimes, depending on the angle and how she moved, he could even see her big, erect nipples.
With her wearing such a sheer and revealing, sexy nightgown, he wondered if she was deliberately flashing him. By deliberately exposing bits and pieces of her naked body and nearly naked body, he wondered if she was deliberately, sexually teasing him. He wondered if his mother wanted him to see all that he wanted to see of her nearly naked body. He wondered if she wanted him to touch and feel all that he was seeing of her. He wondered if she was as sexually attracted to him as he was to her.
Daring himself to do so, but controlling himself from doing so, he wanted to stick his horny hand down his mother's open, nightgown top. He wanted to touch her tits, feel her tits, and fondle her tits while fingering her erect nipples. Something that he imagined doing when masturbating himself, he wished he could suck her tits while fingering her pussy. Yet, not wanting to prematurely ruin things and not wanting her to ban him from sleeping with her in her bed, he stopped himself from sexually molesting his mother.
Instead of sexually assaulting her, comforting one another, he innocently massaged her back and shoulders and she lovingly rested her head on his chest. With her hand on his stomach poised mere inches from his pajama clad erection, he imagined her touching him, fondling him, and stroking him. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, unable to help himself from developing one, he always had an erection when in bed with his mother. Especially when holding her and especially with her head on my chest and her hand on my stomach, it wasn't hard for him to imagine her masturbating and/or blowing him.
'Suck my cock, Mother. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth,' he imagined saying to her when alone in his bedroom and masturbating himself over the thoughts of his mother naked and her having sex with him.
Alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, with her morally modest and not a whore in the way that he was a pervert, something that would never happen, he had to accept that he'd never have sex with his mother. Nothing more than his overactive, sexual imagination, his mother would never have sex with him. She wasn't like that. She was a lady. She wasn't an incestuous slut. Even if he was the last man left on Earth, she'd never have sex with her own, flesh and blood, sexually perverted son.
# # #
Assuredly, something that would never happen, imagining his mother naked and having sex with her was nothing more than a sexual fantasy that he enjoyed masturbating over. Admittedly, he'd love to feel and fondle her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples as she masturbated him and sucked him. His sexual fantasy come true; he'd love to cum in his mother's mouth. Decorated with gobs and strings of cum after cumming all over her face, he'd love to give her a cum bath.
'Oh, Tommy. That was so very much cum. You gave me quite the cum bath. Were you saving that especially for me,' he imagined his mother saying while laughing? He imagined watching her wiping away cum with her fingers and then taking her fingers in her mouth to suck the cum from them.
Hoping to sexually entice her to touch him, with her head still on his chest and her hand still on his stomach, mere inches away from my prick, he didn't try to hide his erection with his hand or with the blanket. He wanted her to see his swollen penis. He wanted her to see how big and how hard his cock was for her. He wanted her to know that she had sexually excited him. In the way that he had imagined while hoping to tempt her, he wanted her to imagine his stiff dick in her hand, in her mouth, and/or in her pussy.
Making his erection even more noticeable in the dark, he always wore a t-shire and pajama bottoms without underwear to bed. Hoping she'd take the hint; he hoped that she'd reach out and touch his cock, fondle his dick, and stroke his prick. Sexually teasing her while giving her more evidence of his erection, he deliberately throbbed and pulsated his penis while hoping to make his erect prick pop out of his pajama pee hole. Then, once his naked cock was exposed, he'd turn to spoon her and press his erect prick against her nightgown clad, pantiless ass crack.
Biding his time, waiting until her breathing became regular and he was certain that she was asleep, he stealthily, slowly, and carefully lifted the back of her nightgown to expose her naked ass. Only, with her positioned under the covers and too dark for him to see what he had exposed without a light, he gently and stealthily touched and felt her naked ass. Then, sliding a slow hand along the back of her pussy while praying that she didn't awaken, he pressed his erect prick against his mother's naked ass and pussy while pretending that he was fucking her.
# # #
Honestly, he never thought about having sex with his mother before but, especially with him sometimes sleeping in her bed, he thought about having sex with her now. With her always wearing a short, sheer, and low-cut, sexy nightgown to bed, able to see more of my mother's body than he had ever seen before, she made him horny. Regularly masturbating over his mother while imagining her naked and having sex with her, he wondered if she masturbated over imagining him naked and having sex with him, too.
He imagined making out with her. He imagined kissing her and French kissing while touching and feeling her everywhere. He imagined masturbating her. He imagined rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy. He imagined feeling her big tits and sucking her erect nipples. Then, he imagined doing what no son should ever do to his mother. He imagined eating her. He imagined spreading and lifting her legs to rest on his back and shoulders while fingering her and licking her.
Then, not done with just eating his mother's cunt, he imagined mounting her and making slow and sweet love to her. Determined to make her cum, he imagined really pounding her pussy. He imagined fucking her hard and fast enough for her to have a sexual orgasm with his cock. He imagined her cumming loudly and violently.
'Oh, Tommy. Tommy! Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. You're going to make me cum, Tommy. You're going to make Mommy cum,' he imagined her saying. 'Fuck me. Fuck me, Tommy. Fuck me.'
Perhaps, justifying it in his mind but the thought of having sex between a mother and her son seemed normal. Wishing she would, how hot would that be for his mother to sexually want him as much as he sexually wanted her? In the way that he'd love for his mother to catch him masturbating and see his naked, erect cock, he'd love to catch her masturbating and see her naked, wet pussy, too. He'd love to catch her with her fingers buried in her pussy, her tits out, and her fingers pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
'Do you need some help, Mother,' he imagined asking while catching her masturbating herself? 'May I offer you my finger, my cock, and/or my tongue?'
Something that he never imagined before, hard for him to imagine his mother masturbating, he imagined that now. He wondered if she masturbated. She must masturbate. Everyone masturbates. He routinely masturbated himself while imagining her naked and having sex with him. She must masturbate over something or someone, too. Surely, men aren't the only ones who masturbate. Women must masturbate, too.
If she did masturbate, he wondered what she masturbated over. In the way that he masturbated over her, he wondered if she masturbated over him. What was she thinking about when masturbating herself? While imagining the sexually aroused expression on her face, he wondered what she looked like when she was sexually aroused. He wondered what she sounded like when having a sexual orgasm and cumming.
# # #
Giving him something more to masturbate over later, with him a voyeur, even if the woman is his mother, especially if the woman is his mother, he stealthily tried to see what he shouldn't see of her sexy and shapely body. He loved seeing down-nightgown views of her naked breasts and up-nightgown peeks of her naked ass and pussy. While trying not to make him seem perverted, he tried to imagine discreet ways to see all that he shouldn't see of his mother.
Waiting for her to stop him and her to ask him to leave but when she didn't, as soon as she climbed in the tub, with her his captive audience, he sat with her and talked to her as she took a bath. Wishing that he could wash her tits, her pussy, and her ass, instead of only her back, like the good son that he was, albeit with a sexual agenda, he volunteered to wash her back. Controlling himself from doing so, not wanting to prematurely ruin things between them, he was tempted to wash her breasts, her pussy, and her ass.
He deliberately popped enough bubbles around her to see much of her naked tits, her areolas, her nipples, and her trimmed, black bush. Then, making it appear accidental, he deliberately dropped the soap a few times. When searching for the soap, he brushed the back of his hand against her naked pussy while reaching between her legs for he the soap.
"Oops, sorry Mom. The soap is so slippery. Oops, there it goes again," he said while deliberately dropping the soap again and again as his excuse to touch his mother's naked pussy.
A good way to see what he shouldn't see of her, with her very ticklish, before they turned off the light and the TV, he tickled her. Laughing while kicking her feet and legs up in the air, he watched her nightgown climb high enough to expose what he wanted to see of his mother's naked body. With her not wearing panties to bed, he watched her nightgown hem climb high enough for him to see her black, trimmed, pubic hair.
Then, continuing to tickle her, when she turned while trying to get away from him, he saw her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy. Continuing to tickle her, he watched the hem of her nightgown climb nearly to her waist and to the top of her pubic hair. With her rolling around the bed while trying to get away from him, he watched her naked breasts nearly fall out of her nightgown top. Able to control himself, he was so tempted to feel her naked ass, cup her naked pussy, fondle her naked breasts, and finger her erect nipples.
As if he was seeing something so very forbidden, and indeed, he was, as if he was having a religious experience, he stared at his mother's naked pussy as if I had never seen a naked pussy before. His mother's cunt. He couldn't believe that he was seeing his mother's naked cunt.
Then, when she leaned forward and to the side laughing, she gave him quick down-nightgown views of her cleavage and the tops of her naked breasts. He so wanted to stick his horny hand down his mother's nightgown top to grope and fondle her C cup breasts. While wishing that he could see them, touch them, feel them, grope them, and suck them, she had such shapely breasts. He loved my mother's tits.
# # #
Taking it slow, with them both clearly horny and sexually frustrated, other than masturbating themselves when alone in their rooms, and with them sheltering in place because of the pandemic, neither of them have recently had sex. Then, thinking the unthinkable, nothing more than a forbidden, sexual fantasy, he wondered if he could sexually seduce his mother. Thinking about it more while treading dangerous ground, he wondered how he could sexually seduce her.
He wondered how he could have forbidden sex with her without her throwing him out of her house. He wondered if there was a way that they both were comfortable having sex. Yet, realistically, even though he'd have no problem having sex with his mother, how could a mother possibly be comfortable having sex with her son?
Continuing to ponder having forbidden sex with his mother, he wondered if she was sexually attracted to him as much as he was sexually attracted to her. He wondered if she'd have sex with him as much as he'd willingly have sex with her. He'd love to have sex with his mother but would she have sex with him? An oxymoron and diametrically opposed, mothers don't have sex with their sons, do they? It's the sons who want to have sex with their mothers.
Yet, if nothing else, how hot would that be to see his mother naked? How hot would that be to see her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy? As if he was her boyfriend, her husband, or her lover instead of her son, how hot would that be to touch and feel her naked body everywhere? How hot would that be to have sex with his mother as if he owned her naked body? How hot would that be to finger her, lick her, make love to her, and/or fuck her any time that he wanted to have sex?
Now, that he decided to sexually seduce his mother, making his subtle, sexual moves, whenever he held her, testing the sexual water, he deliberately positioned his hand to touch and feel the side of her firm breast through her nightgown. Something that he had always wanted to see but had never seen, he'd love to see his mother's naked breasts up close. Daring himself to do so, he deliberately held her, with his fingertips nearly touching her erect nipple. Yet, something that he knew she'd never allow him to do, he so wanted to touch her nipples, finger her nipples, and suck her nipples.
When not trying to see and/or feel her naked breasts, he left his hand on the top of her firm and shapely thigh. While wondering if she'd brush his hand away, he wondered if she was conscious of what he was not so innocently doing. He mindlessly played with the hem of her nightgown while gradually raising it higher until he raised her nightgown to the top of her pubic hair. Wishing that he could see what he had exposed, wishing that he could see his mother's naked pussy again, but with the TV and light off and with her sleeping, it was too dark.



He waited until he was certain that she was asleep. With the hem of her nightgown still raised to the top of her public hair and with her naked pussy exposed to his horny fingers, he moved his hand lower until his fingertips touched her black, pubic hair. Should she not be sleeping or should she abruptly awaken, fearing that he'd make his sexual intentions known, she'd catch him playing with her pubic hair with the tips of his fingertips. He'd be so embarrassed for his mother to know that he had sexually molested her in her sleep.
Then, daring myself to do so, taking a chance, with her still sleeping, he reached around her and cupped her pussy in the palm of my hand. He never thought that he'd be holding his mother's naked cunt. Something that he's always imagined doing whenever masturbating himself over imagining having sex with her, he couldn't believe that he was holding his mother's naked cunt in the palm of his horny hand. He only wished that she'd hold his erect, naked cock in her warm, soft hand in the way that he was cupping her naked pussy.
Not stopping with cupping her naked pussy, again, daring himself to do so, he cupped her breast in his hand through her nightgown. As soon as he cupped her big tit, her nipple hardened and erected. Daring myself to do so while hoping that he didn't awaken her, he carefully and gently fingered her nipple between his thumb and index finger through her nightgown. Not wanting to chance awakening her, he so wanted to stick his horny hand down her nightgown top to feel her naked tits but he didn't.
# # #
With her still sleeping and not stopping him, still cupping his mother's cunt in the palm of his horny hand, he ever so gently fingered her pussy. Stealthily probing his mother's cunt deeper, while careful not to awaken her, he rubbed her clit and ever so gently fingerfucked her pussy. Something that he had always wanted to do and had imagined doing, he was masturbating his mother. He couldn't believe that he was masturbating her.
Then, not caring if he awakened her, having gone this far already and past the point of no return, he rubbed her clit faster and harder while fingerfucking her pussy deeper. Not stopping there, he stuck his hand down her open nightgown top and felt her naked breasts while fingering her nipples. Then, another thing that he had always wanted to do, while still fingering her pussy with his right hand, he pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples with the fingers of his left hand.
Something he thought that he'd never do, hard for him to wrap his head around, he was masturbating his mother. He couldn't believe that he was masturbating her and that she was allowing him to masturbate her. He continued rubbing her clit while fingerfucking her pussy. Determined to make her cum, he was determined to give her a sexual orgasm with his fingers.
She was so wet. She was so very wet. She was slippery wet. With her still sleeping, as if she was dreaming of someone else masturbating her, she softly moaned in her sleep. Clearly, he had gotten to his mother. Glad that he could sexually pleasure her, albeit in her sleep, he hoped she'd return the favor and masturbate him, albeit in his sleep, too.
Then, when they turned the other way, with her hand on his stomach several inches above his erection, she spooned him. As if he was her baby instead of her grown son, the warmth of her hand and of her body felt so good and so comforting up against him. He waited to hear her breathing in the way that she does when she's deeply sleeping.
Pretending as if it had fallen out of his pajama pee hole on its own, he stealthily and deliberately removed his erect cock from his pajama pee hole. Encouraging her to touch him, while hoping that she would, he throbbed and pulsated his prick in the dark. Taking a chance while hoping that she wouldn't awaken and move her hand away, he ever so gradually moved himself higher up in bed. He continued to reposition himself higher until his erect cock touched her warm hand.
Not all one way, with his mother leaving her hand on his toned and flat stomach, in the way that he moved his hand closer to her nipple, he moved his exposed prick closer to her hand. Ever so slightly and ever so slowly, he stealthily continued moving himself higher up the bed until the tips of her long fingers touched his erect, naked cock. Then, as if as if daring her to touch him, as soon as he continued throbbing his prick, reaching out in her sleep, she touched and fondled the head of his naked cock with her fingertips.
'My mother touched my hard cock. I can't believe she touched my erection with her fingertips,' he thought. 'I can't believe that she fondled my naked cock in her sleep.'
With her not pulling her hand away, he couldn't believe his mother had touched his naked dick with her fingertips. He couldn't believe that his mother had fingered the head of his naked prick and was continuing to fondle the head of his stiff prick. In the way that he had masturbated her pussy and rubbed her clit when she was sleeping, she fingered his prick while he pretended to be sleeping. He wondered if she was still sleeping. He wondered if she'd masturbate him while she was sleeping and/or while she thought that he was sleeping.
Unable to tell if she was sleeping or not, perhaps, she was sleeping. Honestly, with it so very dark in her bedroom, he had no idea if she was sleeping or not. If she was sleeping, perhaps, she thought that he was sleeping, too. Perhaps, she wasn't sleeping and thought that he'd never know that she had fingered and fondled the head of his exposed, erect, naked prick. If she was sleeping, perhaps, she didn't know that he had already masturbated her, felt her naked breasts, and fingered her erect nipples.
Daring himself to do so, he was tempted to put his mother's hand on his throbbing and pulsating prick. Daring himself to do so, he was tempted to wrap her long fingers around his hard dick. Daring himself to do so, if he wrapped his mother's thin fingers around his thick cock, he'd allow her to give me a hand job by humping her hand in his feigned sleep.
Only, what if he awakened her? What if she wasn't even sleeping? How embarrassing would that be for his mother to know that she gave him a forced, sleeping hand job. Then, he thought that if she wasn't sleeping but thought that he was sleeping would she stroke his erect prick in the way that he rubbed and fingerfucked her pussy in her sleep? In the way that he masturbated his mother in her sleep, would she masturbate him in his sleep?
Then, taking the decision out of his hands, not having to do any of that, he couldn't believe it when she loosely wrapped her fingers around his cock. His mother held his erect dick in her hand. He couldn't believe she held his cock and fondled the head of his cock in her sleep. Then, as if giving a hand job was an unconscious habit, she started stroking him ever so slowly. His mother was giving her son a sleeping hand job.
# # #
With her head still resting on his chest, he continued slowly and stealthily moving himself higher up on her bed. She had a collection of pillows behind his head and by removing one of the pillows, he had plenty of room to move higher. Again, daring himself to do so, he continued moving higher until her mouth was level with his erect prick. With him so sexually excited with what he was about to do, he could feel her warm breath on his cock. Then, listening to her breathing, he assured himself that she was sleeping.
Gently and ever so slowly, he slid her head from his chest to his stomach. He continued gently repositioning her head until his stiff prick touched her lips. His sexual fantasy come true; his cock was pressed up against his mother's lips. With her lips already parted open in her sleep, he slowly eased his cock past her lips and inside of his mother's mouth. Then, as if she was dreaming, when she opened her mouth to accept more, with her still sleeping or pretending to be asleep, she had taken half of the length of his prick in her mouth.
Again, she wrapped her hand around his cock and continued slowly stroking him in her sleeping hand. Then, sexually exciting him, she kissed and licked the head of his prick in her sleep. Finally, when she wrapped her lips tighter around his erect dick, she sucked his cock in her slumber. His mother was blowing him.
Careful not to awaken her, he ever so gently humped her mouth. Another one of his mother and son fantasies come true, he couldn't believe his cock was buried in his mother's mouth. He couldn't believe that he was humping her face. He couldn't believe that his mother was sucking his prick.
Unable to control himself, no longer caring if he awakened her, with his mother's blowjob feeling so good, he humped her mouth a little faster and a little harder. Then, unable to hold back any longer, with a gentle hand behind her dyed, red, pretty head, he exploded a load or cum in his mother's mouth. Finally, slowly and carefully, surprising even himself, as soon as he removed his prick from her mouth, he involuntarily exploded a second load of cum all over her face and everywhere.
'Oh, fuck. What do I do now,' he thought? 'How do I explain cum all over my mother's face and all over her nightgown? She'll know that I forced her to blow me while she was sleeping. She'll know that I forced her to suck my cock. She'll know that I not only ejaculated in her mouth but all over her face. She'll know that I gave her a cum bath. How could I do that to my mother? What the Hell is wrong with me? I'm such a pervert to take sexual advantage of her while she's sleeping?'
# # #
Clearly and no doubt, with her feeling cum dripping from and sliding down her face, his mother awakened with a start. Not knowing what to say or do, he pretended that he was still sleeping. He kept his eyes closed while trying to think of a plausible explanation why there was cum in his mother's mouth, all over her face, and across her nightgown, but no explanation came to mind. Unless he forced his mother to blow him while she was sleeping, how would he ever explain cum in her mouth and all over her face?
Then, when she turned on the light, continuing to feign that he was still asleep, he slit his eyes open enough to see her. His mother had gobs of cum all over her face, in her hair, across her neck, and all over the top of her nightgown. Literally, there was cum decorating her everywhere. Such a despicable mess, he not only had ejaculated in his mother's mouth but also all over her face and all over her pillow, too. With no way to explain this, he had to come clean and confess that he had her blow him in her sleep.
He had given his MILF of a mother a cum bath. Fearing that she'd not only kick him out of her bed but also evict him from her house, he was ready to pay the price of forcing his mother to suck his cock in her sleep. While hoping for the best, that she enjoyed blowing him, he expected the worst that she was angry that he took sexual advantage of her in her sleep.
Then, mesmerizing him, with his eyes closed and her thinking that he was still sleeping, he watched her remove her nightgown in front of him and toss it to the floor. She was naked. His mother was naked. Finally, he was seeing his mother's naked tits and erect nipples up close. After masturbating what he imagined she looked like naked for years, he couldn't believe that he was finally seeing his mother naked.
He stared at his mother's naked breasts and what he could see of the rest of her naked body while she wiped cum from her beautiful face and hair with a hand towel. As if her nipples were staring at him and daring him to pull them, turn them, and twist them, he continued staring at her erect nipples. Not bad for a 48-year-old woman, she had such shapely tits that hardly sagged at all.
Something that he'd remember and masturbate over for the rest of his life, he still couldn't believe that his mother blew him. He couldn't believe that his mother had stroked his cock while sucking his cock. If that wasn't enough, hard to wrap his head around it, he still couldn't believe that he ejaculated cum in his mother's mouth and all over her face. Then, adding to his sexual excitement, he couldn't believe that his mother was naked in bed beside him.
# # #
"Tommy! Oh, my God, Tommy. Wakeup," said Fiona looking at her son with panic.
He stared at his naked mother while pretending that he didn't know what had happened. She looked down at herself. Cum was everywhere, all over her and all over her pillow. She had cum dripping from her hair, her nose, her chin, and from her naked breasts. Never in his life had he ejaculated as much cum as he ejaculated all over his mother.
"What? What's wrong, Mother," he innocently asked while continuing to stare at her naked breasts?
She looked at him with embarrassment, shame, guilt, and remorse. With a lot to feel guilty and embarrassed about, she had blown her son. She had stroked and sucked his prick until he ejaculated in her mouth, all over her face, and everywhere. What kind of mother is she? What mother gives her son oral sex and allows him to give her a cum bath?
"Please forgive me. I'm so very sorry. I had no idea what I was doing. I was sleeping," she said. "Clearly, I was uncontrollably horny and I blew you in my sleep. What in the Hell was I thinking? I'm so very embarrassed, Tommy."
She looked down at herself still covered in cum.
"Look at me. I have cum all over me. Obviously, not aware of what I was doing, I sucked you in my sleep. I can't believe that I blew you, my own son, in my sleep. I can't believe that I forced you to cum in my mouth. While continuing to stroke you and suck you, I forced you to cum all over my face and all over my nightgown," she said. "I'm so sorry. I'm so very sorry."
She continued looking down at herself wiping cum from herself with her hand towel while he still enjoyed the view of her naked breasts and her beautiful and shapely body.
"I'm so embarrassed, Tommy. I'm so very embarrassed," she said apologizing again. "I'm so very sorry to have taken sexual advantage of you in your sleep. Please don't leave me. Please forgive me. What can I do for you to forgive me," she asked? "I'll do anything, anything at all for you to not leave me," she said giving him a naughty and lustful look.
With this his opportunity to have sex with his mother, he gave her a sly grin while removing the blankets from her half naked body. As if he had never seen a naked woman before, he stared at her black, trimmed, naked pussy while reaching his hand down to toy with her pubic hair with his fingertips. As if trying to remember her every naked curve to masturbate over later, he continued staring at his naked mother.
Then, with her not stopping him, he reached out his hand to touch and feel her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Touching them, feeling them, groping them, and squeezing them while leaning forward to suck her erect nipples, he was all over her big tits.
"Allow me to return the oral sex favor, Mother. My way of saying thank you for the blowjob and saving you from your guilt, embarrassment, and shame of having incestuous sex with me. Allow me to finger you while licking you. Then, after I give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, allow me to make slow love to you before fucking you fast and hard. Since I've already ejaculated in your mouth," he said sliding a slow finger across her red, full lips. "Please allow me to cum in your pussy, too," he said fingerfucking her with his other hand.
# # #
From that moment forward, every night and every morning, they both had pretend, sleeping sex. With his mother pretending to be sleeping, he fingered and licked her and with him pretending to be sleeping, she stroked and sucked him. She made love to him and he fucked her feigned, sleeping body.
They continued sleeping with one another. Saving them from the guilt, the shame, the embarrassment, and the remorse of having mother and son incestuous sex, whenever they had sex, they pretended that they were sleeping. Never talking about it or discussing it, they pretended that neither one of them had any idea what the other did in their sleep.
Maintaining their proper mother and son decorum, they didn't walk around naked in front of one another. She still allowed him to sit with her when she bathed and he continued popping bubbles and deliberately dropping the soap to feel her naked pussy with the back of his horny hand. Only, this time, wiping her everywhere while feeling her naked breasts and shapely ass, she allowed him to help her out of the tub and dry her with her towel.
While making her flashes appear accidental instead of deliberate, continuing to sexual tease him, his mother started regularly flashing him. Something new and something that they never did before, getting them both in the mood for pretend, sleeping sex later, she flashed him regular up-skirt views of her panties and constant up-nightgown views of her naked pussy. She flashed him regular down-blouse peeks of her low-cut bra and continual peeks of her long line of cleavage and down-nightgown peeks of her naked tits.
He never thought that they could have sex while sleeping but he's a believer in having sex while sleeping now. As long as they agreed to have sex while pretending to be sleeping, as long as they agreed to have sex and the sex was consensual, he can't wait to try this on his other relatives. He'd love to have sleeping sex with his aunt and with his cousin. His mother was eager to try this sleeping sex technique on her brother, on her male friends, and on her co-workers, too.
THE END
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Topless Mom Shows her Tits
Something that she was too reluctant and too embarrassed to do, Kelly showed her naked breasts to not only her 20-year-old son, Adam, but also, she showed her naked breasts to her son's three friends, Sean, Patrick, and Brian.
# # #
Author's Note:
I write erotica. I don't write porn. I don't write stroke stories. I write real stories. Instead of writing stories that no one would believe, I write true stories that are based on fact and on things that really happened. I write stories that have a beginning, a middle, and an ending. I write real stories that have plot, tension, imagery, description, character development, and dialogue. Instead of writing about two talking heads having sex, unlike some writers on this site, I actually name and describe my characters.
I write sexually embellished, true stories for fans who have a story to share with readers of what really happened between them and their mothers, sisters, aunts, cousins, grandmothers, stepmothers, mothers-in-law, and/or sisters-in-law. This is, yet, another true story that 46-year-old, single mother, Kelly asked me to write about what sexually happened between her and her 19-year-old Adam. Even though he was sexually attracted to his mother, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he never expected her to be sexually attracted to him. This is her story of how it happened between her and her son.
# # #
An Emma Stone lookalike but with big tits, unbeknownst to Adam, Kelly, Adam's MILF of a mother, was a closet exhibitionist long before she married her ex-husband. Where they met and eventually married, a lifetime ago before kids, they were in the swinging lifestyle together. Remembering and sometimes missing those days as if it was yesterday, with all the carefree sex they had, what she thought was all in her past, her exhibitionist side reared its head again when her son became of age.
Something that she thought she'd never do again, Kelly, a 46-year-old, single mother, willingly and consensually posed topless for her son. After some cajoling, pleading, conniving, and convincing, she eventually even agreed to topless pose for her son's childhood friends, Sean, Patrick, and Brian, too. Unbelievably, she not only showed her son her naked, D cup breasts but also, she showed his three, horny friends her naked tits, too.
As long as he promised not to post her photos to online porn sites, she even allowed him to take sexy photos of her topless while posing. With her never shy about exposing her naked body, especially her big tits, it was by no stretch of his imagination for her to allow her son to photograph her topless. Now that she exposed herself and allowed her son and his friends to photograph her topless, it didn't take much convincing for Kelly to join her son's secret, photographic, voyeur's club.
Something that she was unaware and shocked that they did, yet like mother, like son, Adam and his friends photographed topless and naked women. Having a thing for big, naked, and shapely breasts, the four, young men, loved women's tits, especially big tits. They all shared a sexually exited fondness for big, natural breasts, breasts bigger than a C cup. Most times with their permission and sometimes not, they posted the sexy, secret photos of topless and naked women to online, porn sites. From there, it didn't take much convincing for Kelly to join her son's secret, photographic, voyeur's club.
Even though she was a busty and pretty redhead, with big, blue, expressive eyes, after gaining a few pounds from childbirth, she no longer had the sexy and shapely body she once had. Yet, who does? Nevertheless, compared to the mothers of his friends, she was not only the sexiest of the four women but also the shapeliest, and with the biggest tits, too.
Still a beautiful woman in her forties, in the way of Heidi Klum, Jenny McCarthy, Sofia Vergara, and Kate Beckinsale, most women don't attain their real beauty until they are in the forties. Most men and some women who saw her wanted to have sex with her. Most men and some women who saw her wanted to make her their own. With her bra clad breasts so proudly displayed behind her blouse and bra, they all wanted to see her naked tits. They all wanted to see, feel, and suck her big tits.
# # #
As if she was a sexy lingerie model instead of how he knew her as his morally modest mother, she stood before her son in her short, sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgown without having the modesty to wear a robe. Something that most mothers would never do, assuring her that he wouldn't post her topless photos to an online, porn site, Kelly allowed Adam to photograph her naked breasts. A long time since she had done anything like that, with him her son and not some random swinger, titillating her, she felt as embarrassed and uncomfortable as much as she felt sexually aroused and horny.
Not allowing his nearly, topless mother to go unnoticed, continuing to undress her with his horny eyes, stripping her naked, Adam stared all that he could see of her breasts through her nightgown. He stared at her as if she was already topless. He stared at what he could already see of the shape and the size of his mother's breasts through her nearly transparent nightgown. He stared at all that he could see of his nearly, naked mother as if she was already naked.
Had she not caught her son naked and masturbating that morning and secretly stayed to watch him cum, seeing his erect cock in exchange for seeing her naked tits, she never would have allowed him to see and photograph her topless. He asked her what any normal, red-blooded, testosterone filled son would ask his MILF of a mother when standing before him in such a sexually revealing nightgown. Well aware that she not only saw him naked but also watched him masturbating himself and cumming, how could she not agree to his incestuous request of wanting to see her naked breasts?
With his big prick still fresh in her mind, after having watched him stroke his erect, naked cock harder and faster, cock for tits, how could she say no to her son wanting to see her naked tits? It was just her tits. With her sunbathing topless outback and going to nude beaches, she loved showing her big breasts to unsuspecting men. When she was in the swinging lifestyle, with her walking around house parties topless and or naked, plenty of men and women had not only already seen her big, naked breasts but also had seen her shapely, naked ass and her red, trimmed pussy, too.
As if it wasn't shocking enough for him to ask the question, it was even more shocking for her to comply and show him all that he wanted to see of his topless mother. Seriously. Think about it. How many mothers would readily and sexually accommodate their horny sons by voluntarily showing them their naked tits when merely asked? Nonetheless, with Kelly about to show Adam all that he wanted to see of his topless mother, it was as if she was in a hypnotic trance. While she imagined all of the sexy, sexual scenarios, it took a long moment for this question to register.
"May I see them, Mother," he asked with sexual anticipation?
As if she was already topless, he stared at all that he could see of her naked breasts through her sheer and sexy, low-cut, and sexually revealing nightgown. She looked at him as if he was asking her to see what she bought at the grocery store. Sexually teasing him while wanting him to come out and ask her what she wanted to hear and what he wanted to see, she looked at him with feigned confusion.
Instead of looking at him as her son, she looked at him as if he was just another man who was sexually attracted to her big breasts and who wanted to see, touch, and feel her big tits. With all men the same, even her son, they seemed hypnotized by her big breasts. In the way that men stared at Christina Hendricks' 36F size breasts in Mad Men, they stared at Kelly's big breasts.
"Pardon? You want to see what," she asked him as if she didn't know what he wanted to see?
She acted as if he was asking her to change the TV channel? She looked at him as if she was his innocent mother instead of being the exhibitionist, swinging whore that she was.
"I'm sorry. What do you want to see?"
As if she was already standing before him topless, he stared at all that he could already see of his mother's breasts through her nearly transparent nightgown.
"May I see your naked breasts, Mother," he asked while continuing to stare at what he could see of her emerging, erect nipples?
# # #
'No different from any other man, her son wants to see my naked tits,' she thought with sexual arousal. 'He wants to see me topless. Seemingly clueless to not know that about her son, even though she was once a swinger, she never thought that her son would want to see her naked breasts. Yet, with her sexually teasing him by parading around him in her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns without having the modesty to wear a robe over them, and with him a horny, young man, she should have known better,' she thought.
Surprising even herself with her sexual aggressiveness towards her son, so very sexually arousing, not only couldn't she believe that he wanted to see her naked breasts but also that she wanted to show him her naked breasts. Her son had, indeed, become a man. Unable to think of anything else, she was sexually aroused to see her son's reaction to seeing her naked breasts. Kelly was eager to show Adam all that he wanted to see of her big tits. As much as he wanted him to see her naked breasts, she wanted to show him her naked breasts.
Allowing her sexual imagination to run wild when showing him her naked breasts, she wondered if he'd reach out and touch her tits. She wondered if he'd reach out and feel and fondle her tits. No matter how old he was, with him always her baby, she wondered if he'd suck her tits. In the way that she wished she could have reached out to touch his cock, stroke his cock, suck his cock, and fuck his cock, she hoped that he'd want to do more than just stare her naked tits.
'Thinking of him as a boy instead of as a man, I never thought that I'd willingly want to show my son my naked breasts,' she thought. Something a mother shouldn't show her son, not only can't I believe that he wanted me to show him my naked tits but also, I can't believe that I'm ready to show him my naked breasts. Then, again, never crossing the imaginary, incestuous line, I never sexually lusted over my son until I watched him playing with himself, hearing him wanting to see me naked and cum in my mouth, and watching him cum.'
Before showing him all that he wanted to see of her, filled with the sexual anticipation of showing her son her naked breasts, Kelly could feel her nipples erecting. Still sexually aroused from seeing his naked prick and watching him playing with himself and cumming, she felt a familiar wetness between her legs. Just by her son asking to see her naked breasts added to her horniness and sexual frustration. No doubt, it would only be a matter time before she'd be having incestuous sex with her son and he'd be having forbidden sex with his mother.
Yet, happy to accommodate her son's request to see her naked tits, as if she was a stripper on stage with an audience of one, she sexily stared at him while slowly removing one, nightgown strap before slowly removing the other nightgown strap. With him staring and not adverting his horny eyes, and with her nightgown straps no longer supporting her heavy breasts, already he could see more of his mother's big tits than he had ever seen before. He could see the tops of her meaty breasts and the top portion of her long, sexy line of cleavage.
As if he had never seen a woman's naked tits before she accommodated his voyeurism by slowly and seductively lowering the bodice of her nightgown. As nervous as he was clearly sexually excited, Kelly finally revealed her naked breasts to her son. Adam stared at all that he could see of his mother's naked tits.
With him and his friends having sexual fetishes for women's breasts, who's breasts better to see than his mother's big tits. With the mothers of his friends, Sean, Patrick, and Brian all having modest, B cup breasts, his mother had Irish, milkmaid breasts with round, symmetrical areolas and big nipples. Indeed, especially for a woman her age, his mother had magnificent breasts that barely sagged at all.
Not only did she allow her son to see her naked breasts but also when he asked to touch them, feel them, fondle them, grope them, and suck her nipples, surprisingly, she agreed. She happily obliged his breast fixation by allowing her son to touch, feel, fondle, grope, and suck her naked breasts. Who better to want to see a woman's naked tits than to see his mother's naked tits? Who better to want to show her naked tits to a man than a mother showing her naked tits to her son?
While staring down at his mother's breasts and her erect nipples, Adam touched and felt his mother's naked tits. His chance of a lifetime, he fondled her tits and groped her tits. Then, as if he was her baby and he was, he leaned forward and sucked her left breast before sucking her right breast while she ran her fingers through his dark, brown hair.
# # #
Then, with her still standing in her bedroom topless, he reached for his camera. Not only did he want topless photos of his mother for his own private collection, but he wanted to show his friends pictures of his mother topless. They'd never believe the size and the shape of her naked breasts unless they saw them. They'd never believe that she allowed him to not only see, touch, feel, and suck her naked tits but also photograph them, too, unless they saw the pictures.
"May I photograph your naked breasts, Mom," he asked while never removing his eyes from her naked breasts?
She gave him a sexy smile. In the way that he masturbated over photos of topless and naked women, she imagined her son masturbating over photos of her naked breasts later in his room. She imagined having a sexually, incestuous relationship with her son. She imagined sucking his cock and after allowing him to cum in her mouth, she imagined him cumming all over her face. She imagined allowing him to give her a cum bath. After he fingered her pussy while licking her pussy, she imagined making love to her son before fucking him.
"You may photograph my naked breasts as long as you promise not to post them to those nasty, porn sites online," she said covering her tits with her hands while waiting for her son to agree to her terms. "I don't want someone I know seeing me topless."
He moved his camera to his eye to view his mother through the viewfinder.
"Don't worry, Mother. I promise not to post your photos online but," he said lying and pausing while looking at his mother with sexual excitement. "May I show my friends your naked breasts? They're not going to believe how big and shapely your breasts are and how sexy you look topless."
As embarrassed as she was sexually aroused, she gave her son a naughty look and a sexy smile.
"Yes. You may show your friends my naked breasts as long as you don't photograph my face," she said with a shy smile. "I'd rather they not know my identity. I'd rather they not know that your mother is an incestuous, exhibitionist," she said with a sexy laugh. "With their mothers so very modesty prudish, I'd rather them not think of me as a whore."
He raised his camera to his eye again.
"I promise not to photograph your face, Mother," he said shooting photo after photo of his mother's naked breasts mixed with some sneaky shots of her face along with her naked breasts.
She turned one way before turning the other way. Then, she leaned forward at the waist to show her son the full size of her naked breasts. Allowing him to continue photographing her while posing, she raised her arms over her head while turning one way before turning the other. Then, sexually teasing him, she cupped her naked breasts in her hands and raised them as if offering them him to touch, feel, fondle, and suck. Continuing to sexually tease him while staring up at him, she pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples between her fingers.
True be told, Kelly never thought about having forbidden sex with Adam until she saw him naked and caught him masturbating himself. She never thought of having sex with her son until she heard him say that he wished he could see her topless and naked. Making her sexually dizzy, she couldn't believe it when she heard him say that he wanted her to blow him and heard him confess that he wanted to cum in her mouth.
Now, consumed by his big dick, all she could think about was holding his erect prick, stroking his erect prick, sucking his erect prick, and fucking his erect prick. Never had she pondered the thought of stripping herself naked and having sex with her son until now. Never had she thought of blowing her son and him cumming in her mouth until now. In the way that he wanted to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts, she wanted to suck his cock. Now, she was ready to have forbidden sex with him.
# # #
Totally innocent, it all started when Adam, arrived home from college for the summer ready to start his junior year in September. A good son who doesn't smoke, drink, or take drugs, his single mother, Kelly, is proud of him for keeping his nose clean, not being distracted by loose, college coeds, and buckling down on his studies. Alas, sad to say, not everything was as it seemed. Something that she was stunned to discover, surprising her and shocking her, unbeknownst to his morally, modest mother, Adam is a member of a secret, photographic, voyeur's club with his friends.
Yet, they both harbored secrets. She wasn't so modestly moral and he wasn't as morally good as she thought he was. Giving credence to what she believed, that her son was overly horny, that would explain why he was always on his computer. That would explain why he was always in his room masturbating. As if undressing her with his eyes, that would explain why he was always staring at her, especially at her blouse and bra clad breasts.
Clearly filled with excess testosterone, his sexual behavior was normal. What man his age isn't horny? When he wasn't alone in his room masturbating himself, he was always walking around the house with an erection that tented his pajama bottoms without underwear. Parading himself around her, as if sexually teasing her with his erect cock, it was as if he wanted his mother to see how big his cock was. Yet, after catching him masturbating, she already knew how big his cock was. After hearing all that he wanted to sexually do to her, she wanted to sexually do the same to him.
Whenever he leaned over her to pour her more coffee, she could see the side of his exposed, erect prick through the opening of his pajama pee hole. Whenever he hugged her and/or kissed her good morning, practically impaling her, he pressed his hard cock against her soft body. In the way that he, no doubt, hoped that her big breasts would fall out of the top of her nightgown whenever she leaned over him to serve him food, she hoped that his throbbing and pulsating cock would make a surprise appearance and pop out of his pajama bottoms.
In the way that he constantly and continually stared at her nightgown clad breasts, unable to help herself, she stared at his huge, pajama clad cock. Suffice to write, he made her so horny. Difficult for her to sexually control herself, he made her so wet. In the way that he tried not to catch him staring at her tits, she tried not to catch her staring at his erection. Clearly, in the way that he made her sexually frustrated, she made him horny.
Returning the favor of his exhibitionism with her exhibitionism, she returned the favor of his voyeurism with her voyeurism. Instead of wearing a robe over her short, sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgowns, she showed her son all that he clearly wanted to see of his mother's nearly, naked body. Now that she knew that he wanted to see her naked tits, she made sure that he not only saw her naked tits through her sexy nightgown but also her naked pussy and her naked ass.



When she stood in front of her refrigerator with the refrigerator door open and without turning on the kitchen light, he could see her as if she was naked. When she stood in front of the TV without the living room light on, again, he could see through her nightgown as if she was naked. When she opened the drapes, with the bright sunlight streaming through the living room window and lighting her up, yet again, he could see her as if she was naked. As if she had no idea that one, sexy thing would lead to another sexy thing, she played the sexually innocent mother.
Yet, surprising her, with her not sexually attracted to her son before, she was sexually attracted to him now. She had no idea that she wanted to have incestuous sex with her son as much as he wanted to have forbidden sex with his mother. She couldn't wait to show him all that he wanted to see.
Shocking her, yet making her feel as sexually aroused as the information made her feel uncomfortable, Adam and his friends, Sean, Patrick, and Brian, photographed women without their clothes. Most times they photographed them with their consent but sometimes without their consent. Then, they posted their topless and naked photos to the Internet, mainly on X-rated, porn sites.
# # #
How does she know this? She walked in on her son when he was talking to his friends on his computer while viewing topless and naked, sexy photos of women that they photographed, exchanged, downloaded, and posted online. As creepy as it was disturbingly invasive for those women they photographed and posted their sexy pictures online without their permission, Kelly was surprised that her son was as perverted as she was sexually promiscuous in her youth.
If only Adam knew that his mother was once a whore, she wondered what he'd say. If only he knew that she allowed dozens of men to strip her naked and touch and feel her naked body everywhere, maybe he'd want to strip her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere, too. With him never suspecting that his mother was a swinger and a whore, if only he knew that she fucked and sucked dozens of men, maybe he'd want his mother to fuck and suck him, too.
Feeling as sexy as she suddenly felt invaded, with him having a sexual fetish for photographing topless and naked women, she wondered if her son had secretly photographed her, too. While wondering if he had already seen her topless and/or naked, she searched her house for hidden cameras and peepholes. Trying to think back, wondering if she left her bedroom door open while dressing or undressing, not remembering if she had or hadn't, she wondered if he had ever photographed her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
Unable to hide his sexually attraction to his mother, she knew he has a thing for women's breasts, the bigger, the better because he's always staring at what he can see of her big breasts. Unable to hide them, her breasts have always been as much of a problem as they've been her assets. Beacons of sexual lust, as if she's already topless, her big tits attract men's attention wherever she goes. Especially those men who in a sexless marriage and are married to small breasted women, most, horny men love women with big tits.
In her younger days, as a twenty-year-old woman, before she was married, became a swinger, and had Adam, she already had quite the sexual past. She's had men, strangers, actually walk up to her and offer her money to see, touch, feel, fondle suck, and cum all over her big breasts. Most men she declined but, daring herself to do so, one well-heeled man she allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with her topless body.
For the first time she not only felt like such a whore but she felt like a prostitute. She couldn't have done all that he wanted her to do if she didn't need the money. Besides, someone she'd never see again, no doubt, with him married with children, he wouldn't want to bump into her again, too.
# # #
"I'll give you one-hundred-dollars if you show me your tits," said a man, a stranger, an older gentleman in his 40's, years ago on the street.
He stared at her as if wondering if she was going to show him her tits. In the same way that Adam stares at her big breasts now, he stared at her blouse and bra clad breasts as if she was already topless. Never removing his horny eyes from her big tits, it was as if he had never seen a woman with big tits before.
Perhaps, it was a combination of things. Maybe, because she was so pretty. Maybe, he preferred redheads. Maybe, because he could tell that she'd be a willing sexual victim was why he sexually seduced her for money.
"Money first," said Kelly giving him a sexy smile while holding out her hand.
Needing the money and with her already not a virgin, she'd willing do sexually anything for a few dollars. With her already a talented cocksucker, she'd even suck his cock for a price. She loved sucking cock. She loved it when a man ejaculated his sexual excitement in her mouth and all over her face.
He pulled out a wad of hundred-dollar-bills and handed her one. Walking around the corner to a darkened doorway in a deserted alley, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse while he watched her ready to expose her big, white bra. Then, staring up at him with her big, blue eyes, while giving him a sexy smile, she lifted her bra to expose her naked breasts. Her big, naked tits fell from their lacy perch. Holding her bra in place above her naked breasts, Kelly flashed the stranger her tits.
In the way that most men do, he stared at her naked tits as if he had never seen a woman's naked tits before. Accommodating his sexual lust for her naked tits, she turned one way before turning to pose the other way. Not nearly done accosting her for money, he pulled another, one-hundred-dollar-bill from his wad of cash.
"I'll give you another, one-hundred-dollars if you allow me to touch and feel your tits while fingering your nipples," he said.
She shook her head and made a negative face.
"It will cost you two-hundred to touch and feel my naked tits while fingering my erect nipples," she said.
Again, he stared at her naked breasts as if he had never seen naked breasts before. She held out her hand while waiting for him to pay her. Then, when he gave her the money, she stuck out her naked chest and allowed him to touch and feel her big, naked breasts while fingering her already erect nipples. As if this was his first time touching and feeling a woman's naked breasts, or as if he was confined to prison for years, his horny hands were all over her big tits.
Again, wanting her to do more and with him willing to pay her for the sexual pleasure, he reached in his pocket and pulled out his wad of money again ready to hand her more money.
"I'll give you one-hundred-dollars if you allow me to suck your nipples," he said.
She shook her head again while making another face.
"It will cost you two-hundred to suck my nipples," she said.
Again, she held out her hand and again, he gave her another, two-hundred-dollars. Not nearly sexually enough and wanting more of her big, naked tits, he reached in his pocket again to pull out his wad of cash. He counted out Benjamins as if he was ready to rain down money on a stripper on stage.
"I'll give you five-hundred-dollars if you suck my cock and allow me to cum in your mouth while feeling your naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting your erect nipples," he said.
She shook her head no again while making, yet, another face.
"It will cost you a thousand-dollars for me to suck your cock and allow you to cum in my mouth," she said.
Again, prostituting herself for some quick cash, she held out her hand for the money.
"In addition to the thousand dollars, I'll give you another grand if you allow me to shoot a second load of cum all over your pretty face, in your red hair, and across your naked breasts," he said counting out another thousand-dollars and handing her the money.
With this her first, paid, sexually encounter, if this was today instead of years ago, it would have cost him much more than twenty-five-hundred-dollars to so all that he wanted to do to her mouth and her beautiful body. A whore in the making, Kelly was unable to resist earning two-thousand-five-hundred-dollars for sex. For money, and a fair exchanged, she allowed him to see her tits, feel her tits, suck her tits, blow him, cum in her mouth, and give her a cum bath by cumming all over her face and across her naked breasts.
# # #
Accustomed to the sexual attention her big breasts gave her, the first things they see when she enters a room are her big breasts. Staring at her big tits as if they had never seen a woman with big breasts before, men undress her with their eyes and stare at her as if she standing before them topless. Routinely and rudely, while continuing to stare, they talk to her breasts instead of making eye contact and talking to her.
Asking for trouble, God forbid she should wear something formfitting, low-cut, and/or more revealing. With them continually staring at her tits, at the shape, the size, and her long, sexy line of cleavage, seemingly, her big breasts are all that they see. Her big tits are even more impressive looking and attention getting when she wears her bikini on the beach. With her jogging along the sand, keeping time with her steps, her big tits bounce up and down and side to side.
# # #
It all started when Kelly walked in on her son, Adam. As she always does, respecting his privacy when carrying up his laundry, she knocked before entering his bedroom. Then, when she didn't receive a response, while struggling to hold his laundry without dropping it all over the floor, she opened his bedroom door. Judging him by what he was wearing or, in his case, not wearing, with him wearing nothing but his headphones, clearly, he didn't hear her knock.
Never expecting to see what she saw, shocked, Adam was sitting at his desk chair in front of his computer naked, totally naked. The first time seeing her son's penis as a grown man, she hadn't seen her son naked since she stopped changing his diapers and giving him baths. With him unaware that his mother was in his room, behind him and to the side of him, out of range of his peripheral vision, she couldn't help herself from staring at his naked prick. Her son had a huge cock made to look even bigger because he had an erection.
Much bigger than his father's erect prick, Adam's erect cock was long and thick. With a cock that big, no doubt, he has made some women very happy with that enormous appendage. If she wasn't shocked enough seeing her son naked, she looked from his erect penis to look at his computer screen. Not believing her eyes, he was viewing dozens of photos of topless and naked women. She never thought that her son viewed porn. In the way that she's a whore, like mother, like son, she never thought of him being a pervert but she thought of him being perverted now.
Embarrassed and ashamed, suddenly, she felt naked seeing so very many topless and naked women. He continued staring at semi-naked and naked photos of women. Embarrassed for them when seeing what he shouldn't see of their partially naked and nude bodies, she recognized a few of the photos of his female friends topless and naked. Obviously, he and his friends had convinced their female friends to pose topless and naked. She didn't recognize most of the women. She wondered if they gave them their permission to post their photos online.
Then, shocking her as much as he sexually aroused her, with Kelly still standing in Adam's bedroom unnoticed, as soon as he disconnected from his friends and stopped talking, he started stroking himself. Her son was masturbating himself to the photos of the topless and naked women in front of her, his mother. As embarrassed as she was sexually aroused, ready to bolt from his bedroom but deciding to stay, she couldn't stop looking. Quite the sexy sight to see, she couldn't stop staring at her son stroking his big cock faster and harder.
# # #
Instead of looking away, instead of immediately leaving his room, and silently closing his bedroom door behind her as she should have, she stayed to watch him masturbate himself. Hypnotized by the surprised sight of his naked prick, she couldn't believe that she was seeing her son naked. Further shocking her, with him not knowing that she was in his room, she couldn't believe that he was stroking his naked prick in his hand in front of her. Unable to stop staring, Kelly was mesmerized watching Adam masturbate himself.
As stunned as much as she was sexually aroused, she couldn't leave. She couldn't believe her eyes. All that she could do was stare. While wishing that was her hand instead of his hand, Adam continued stroking his erect, naked cock faster and harder.
Wanting to stay to watch, compelled to stay and watch her son masturbate himself, with her already sexually frustrated, seeing his naked prick and watching him playing with himself made her so very horny. Other than with her fingers, her vibrator, and her dildo, it had been a long while since she had sex. It had been a long while since she had an erect, naked cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. No doubt, shocking him if she did, she was so tempted to remove her nightgown, walk to him, and take hold of her son's erect dick.
Something a mother should never see, and something a mother shouldn't be observed seeing when staring at her son's naked prick and watching him stroking himself, she couldn't stop staring. Quite a sexy sight to see, she's never seen her son naked. She's never seen his erect prick as a grown man. Moreover, having never viewed naked photos on a porn site before, a first time for everything, she had never watched a man masturbating himself before.
Men masturbate themselves much differently than women masturbate men. Where women take their time fondling and fingering their cocks before even stroking their pricks, as if determined to cum, men stroke themselves harder and faster. She'd be afraid of hurting a man if she stroked him as fast and as hard as her son stroked himself.
An unexpected, sexual surprise, Adam has a huge prick, at least eight inches long and thick. His cock is much bigger than his father's six-inch, flaccid dick. One of the reasons why she divorced her ex was because he'd rather drink than try to sexually satisfy her in bed. Something sexually wicked for a mother to do but as long as he was unaware that she was in his bedroom behind him, to the side of him, and out of sight of his peripheral vision, she hoped to watch him cum.
With her right breast more sexually sensitive than her left breast, she loosened her bathrobe ties to feel her breast and finger her nipple through her nightgown. Something that she's never done and would never do but suddenly, with him making her so very horny and so very wet, she had the wicked, sexual urge to expose her naked breasts to her son. Never wanting to do this before, she wanted to show him her naked tits now. She wanted him to see her naked breasts.
In the way that he was masturbating in front of her, daring herself to lift the front of her nightgown and expose her red, trimmed pussy to him, she had the urge to masturbate herself in front of my son. In the way that she was seeing his naked penis, she wanted him to see her big, naked breasts and her red, naked pussy. In the way that she was watching him stroke himself, she suddenly wanted to stroke his prick. An incestuous thought so wickedly forbidden, she had the urge to suck his cock. Desperate for sex, she wanted him to suck her tits while fucking her.
# # #
"Mom," he blurted awakening her from her sexual trance and nearly making his mother jump out of her skin.
Suspecting that he saw her and/or heard her standing behind him feeling her breast through her nightgown while fingering her erect nipple, he startled her. He made her nervous enough to flee his room. Yet, standing her ground, brazenly, she didn't. Secretly, she wanted him to know that she was there watching him. She wanted him to see her standing there. She wanted him to know that she had seen his naked dick and had watched him masturbating.
'Did he know that I was there watching him playing with himself? Is that why he called, Mom,' she wondered? 'Yet, I don't care. I wanted him to know that I was there watching him masturbate himself. I wanted him to see me watching him stroking his big prick.'
When she looked at him, his eyes were still closed and his head was tilted back. Clearly, he had no idea that his mother was there watching his masturbation show. Yet, having second thoughts about him knowing that she was there watching him, fearing that he'd catch her watching him pleasuring himself, wanting to bolt from his room, but thinking better of it, nevertheless, she stayed to watch.
"Mom, I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Mom. I'm cumming," he said. "Oh, Mom. I wish you were here to see me cumming."
She froze while not knowing what to do. Her son wanted her to see him cumming. Should she stay or should she leave? Now, determined more than ever to stay, she wanted to watch her son shoot his load of cum all over himself.
'Did he say that he was cumming for her benefit or with him unaware that she was there in his room watching him stroking his cock, did he say that he was cumming for his benefit,' she wondered? 'Maybe, Mom, I'm cumming was something that he always said whenever he's masturbating himself and cumming. In the way that she'll forever now think of him, she wondered, when masturbating himself, if he thought of her naked and having sex with her.'
Then, further, sexually shocking her, he said something that she never expected him to say. Suddenly, she imagined her son seeing her naked and having sex with her naked body. She imagined him masturbating her while eating her. She imagined him humping her mouth, fucking her face, and cumming in her mouth. She imagined him cumming all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. She imagined him making love to her before fucking her.
"I wish I could cum in your mouth, Mother. I wish I could cum all over your pretty face, in your red hair, and all over your huge, naked breasts," he said while stroking himself faster and harder. "I wish I could touch, feel, and see your naked tits while fingering and sucking your erect nipples. I wish I could see you naked. I wish I could fuck you, Mom."
As soon as he said that he wished that he could fuck her, she watched him shoot a huge load of cum all over his stomach and chest. Beyond being sexually aroused and horny, something that she thought that she'd never want to do, she wanted to have sex with her son. She wanted to stroke him, suck him, and fuck him. She wanted him to finger her, lick her, and fuck her, too. She wanted to give him his every, sexual fantasy.
'Oh, my God. I'm breathless. I'm dizzy with sexual arousal. Adam wants me to blow him. He wants me, his mother, to suck his cock. My son wants to cum in my mouth. He wants to give me a cum bath,' she thought while becoming even more sexually excited.
After watching him cum, she had to quickly and quietly leave his room before he saw her and before she did something that she'd regret. Only, now, after watching Adam's sexually revealing masturbation show, she needed some sexual relief. She needed to return to her bedroom to masturbate herself.
Just as she was leaving his room, he turned his head to look at her and she turned her head to take one, last look at him. In that brief moment, they locked eyes. Leaving her laundry basket behind as evidence that she was there, he knew that his MILF of a mother had seen him naked.
No doubt, he knew that she had seen him masturbating himself and heard him cumming. Obviously, he knew that she had heard him say that he wanted to cum in her mouth, his mother's mouth, and give her a cum bath. He knew that she knew that he not only wanted to see her naked breasts but also that he wanted to see his mother's naked ass and pussy, too. With her there to hear his sexual confession, he knew that she knew that he wanted to fuck her. Adam wanted to have sex with his mother and now, Kelly wanted to have sex with her son.



Kelly retired to her bedroom while thinking of her son stroking his big cock. She imagined his stiff prick in her hand before she imagined his hard dick in her mouth and in her pussy. She imagined him cumming in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. With her suddenly feeling so very horny, it had been a while since she had sex. Never thinking of having sex with her son before, but after hearing him confess his incestuous, sexual desire for her, she thought about having sex with him now.
# # #
Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass her by, she returned to her son's bedroom. With him still having a huge erection, he was still naked. She took him by his hand and led him to her bedroom. Once there and with him standing in front of her bed, with a stiff hand to his chest, she pushed him back on her bed. Then, shocking him, she stripped off her nightgown, and mounted him.
"I want you to have your wicked, sexual way with my naked body. Fuck me, Adam. Fuck your mother. Then, after you fuck me, I want you to eat me. After you give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue, I want to blow you. I want to suck your cock. I not only want you to cum in my mouth but I want you to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts."
They continued living like that mother having sex with her son and son having sex with his mother. Once they crossed the imaginary line of having incestuous sex, with no one knowing what they did behind closed, bedroom doors, there was nothing and no one to stop them. After having regular sex with his mother, suddenly sexually sophisticated, no longer horny and sexually unsatisfied, he fell in love with a woman. After having regular sex with her son, always smiling and in a good mood, no longer being negative and lonely, she fell in love with a man.
Even though they were both in committed relationships, they continued having mother and son sex. Whenever Adam felt sad, lonely, and/or angry, his mother's sexual love was able to soothe him. Whenever she felt vulnerable, unconfident, or self-conscious, her son's sexual love was able to reinforce how sexy, pretty, and important that she was to him.
THE END
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Natalie, an understanding, compassionate, and sexually permissive grandmother finally convinced her whore of a daughter, Susan, to spread her legs and allow her 21-year-old son, Chris, to impregnate her.
# # #
Something that my mother wanted more than anything, she wanted a baby, specifically, a baby girl. I gave my mother, Susan, what she wanted. I gave her the greatest gift of all, the gift of life. With a 50/50 chance that she'd have a girl, and with the God of odds working with us, I gave her a baby, a baby girl.
Creating new life by giving birth to a daughter, I couldn't think of a better gift to give my mother than that. Not all one way however, she wanted me to impregnant her as much as I wanted to have sex with my mother. Something that I had always wanted to do, impregnating my mother meant that I'd be having sex, lots of sex, with her. I'd be making love to her and fucking my mother as my excuse to have sex with her and in my attempts to impregnate her.
During the process of making her pregnant, I'd be seeing her naked, totally naked while making out with her and touching her and feeling her everywhere. In order to get her ready for sex, I'd be sexually arousing her with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I'd be making my mother's pussy plenty wet enough to accept my stiff prick.
In addition to making love to her, I'd be fucking her. I always wanted to make love to my mother. I always wanted to fuck her. I can't count the number of times that I masturbated myself while imagining my mother naked and having sex with me. I can't count how many times I masturbated over imagining climbing on her naked body and making love to her missionary style. It made my cock hard to think of bending her over the sofa, lifting her dress to her waist, pulling down her panties and fucking her hard and fast enough for her to have a sexual orgasm,
Part of the love making process, my mother would gladly stroke and suck my cock to make me hard enough for me to give her a baby. Moreover, with my grandmother in on the plan of me making my mother pregnant, encouraging her to have sex with me, inevitably, I'd be having sex with my incestuous, whore of grandmother, too. I'd be seeing my grandmother naked while she stroked me and sucked me and while I made love to her and fucked her, too.
Killing two birds with one stone, with having sex with my grandmother a bonus, allowing me to have sexual intercourse with my mother satisfied my sexual desire for her and allowed me to give her the baby she had always wanted. Hoping that I could impregnate my mother, Susan not only willingly had sex with me, her son, but also not to be excluded, my grandmother, Natalie, had consensual sex with me, too. Keeping it all in the family, when my mother wasn't having forbidden sex with me, my grandmother was having incestuous sex with me.
Seriously, why waste time looking for sexual partners in a bar, men with questionable and/or inferior genes, when all that Susan, Natalie, and Chris needed and wanted were already there in their home? We had one another. Mother had her son, son had his mother, grandmother had her grandson, and grandson had his grandmother. As if they were all swingers and, indeed, they were, it was the perfect, sexual scenario for them to constantly and continually have sex with one another under the guise of making Susan pregnant.
'Life doesn't get any better than this. When I'm not cumming in my mother's pussy, I'm cumming in my grandmother's mouth,' thought Chris.
I have two sexually permissible women willing to fuck and suck me anytime and anywhere, and they have one, horny, young man ready to have sex with them, night and day, whenever they wanted to have sex. As the excuse of making my mother pregnant, especially when she was ovulating, giving her a baby gave us reason to go at one another like animals in heat. With us consensually and willingly having sex with one another, we had all that we needed to satisfy our every sexual need and wanton, erotic desire.
"Make love to me, Chris," said Susan to her son. "Cum in my pussy and give me your baby."
When I wasn't having sex with my mother, I was having sex with my grandmother.
"How does it feel to cum in your mother's pussy one day and to cum in your grandmother's mouth the next day," asked my grandmother?
# # #
Author's Note:
This is not your ordinary incest story; no indeed, far from it, it is not. This is a true story of erotic romance, sensuous passion, and forbidden sex. Instead of an incestuous story being only about sex, this is a mother and son, grandmother and grandson triangular, love story. If you enjoy reading incest stories, incestuous sex doesn't get any better than this.
Chris asked me to write his story about the incestuous, sexual relationship that he had with his MILF of a mother, Susan, and the forbidden, sexual affair that he had with his GILF of a grandmother, Natalie, too. A uniquely different story, keeping it all in the family, I dare write that not many sons not only have sex with their mothers but also have sex with their grandmothers, too. Further, not many mothers want their sons to make them pregnant with their bastard child. Trust me, with reality better than fiction, I couldn't make this up if it wasn't all true.
# # #
'Sexually attracted to them both, unable to get sexually enough of one or the other, I'm a lucky man to have a MILF of a mother and a GILF of a grandmother who look the way they do,' thought Chris. 'With her always ready for sex, my 38-year-old mother is so sexy, so shapely, and so pretty. With her taking after her mother as if they're sisters instead of mother and daughter, my 58-year-old grandmother is so sexy, shapely, pretty, and always ready for sex, too,' I thought while masturbating myself again over my mother and my grandmother.
Always masturbating, when I wasn't masturbating over imagining my mother naked and having sex with her, I masturbated over imagining my grandmother naked and having sex with her, too. Always horny, a time before I saw my mother naked, I would have done anything to see my mother naked. A time before I was having sex with her, I would have done anything to have sex with my mother. Before I finally saw my grandmother naked and had sex with her, I would have done anything to see my grandmother naked and have sex with her, too.
With them flashing me bits and pieces of themselves, recalling all that I saw of my mother and grandmother when masturbating, whether deliberately or unintentionally, they continually flashed me up-skirt peeks of their panties. When not flashing their panties, they flashed me their naked pussies in up-nightgown peeks. When not flashing me their panties or their naked pussies, they flashed me their long line of sexy cleavage and their low-cut bras in down-blouse views. Always seeing something that I shouldn't see, when not flashing me their bra clad breasts, they flashed me their naked breasts in down-nightgown views.
'If only they'd let me, I'd have sex with one or the other or both,' thought Chris before he had sex with them and while masturbating again over imagining his mother and his grandmother naked and having forbidden sex with them. 'Yet, unbeknownst to me, a shocking surprise, I was unaware that my mother and my grandmother both wanted to have forbidden sex with me as much as I wanted to have incestuous sex with them. Unfortunately, before we reached the good part of having sex, constantly and continually sexually teasing one another, we had to play our silly games of voyeurism and exhibitionism.'
# # #
Convolutely, my mother not only wanted to have sex with me but also, she wanted me to give her a baby. If I did impregnate my mother and she had my baby, I'd be the baby's father and step-brother. Whether accidentally or deliberately, I wondered how many sons impregnated their mothers. I wondered how many mothers wanted their sons to give them a baby. I wondered how many grandsons had sex with their grandmothers. I wondered how many grandmothers encouraged their daughters to have sex with their sons.
Getting my attention, sexually distracting me every time they crossed and uncrossed their shapely legs, I looked from my mother to my grandmother both seated in the living room across from me. In the way of Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, while pretending to sit like morally, modest ladies, they seductively crossed and uncrossed their shapely legs slow enough to flash me their panties. Then, when wearing their nightgowns without having the modesty to wear robes over them and panties under them, they sat with their knees parted enough for me to see their naked pussies.
When standing over me to serve me coffee or food in their low-cut tops, they deliberately leaned longer and lower than necessary. They gave me down-blouse views of their bra clad breasts and down-nightgown views of their naked tits. After seeing their naked breasts and nipples, giving me plenty to masturbate over later, I imagined my mother and grandmother topless and/or naked. With breasts and nipples, especially big breasts and erect nipples, my favorite parts of women's bodies, I loved seeing my mother's and my grandmother's big, naked tits and erect nipples.
They acted as if they didn't know and were totally unaware that they were deliberately giving me up-skirt peeks of their bright white, bikini panties and up-nightgown peeks of their trimmed, naked pussies, too. When they weren't giving me down-blouse views of their long lines of sexy cleavages and low-cut bras, they gave me down-nightgown views of their big, shapely, naked breasts, symmetrical areolas, and erect nipples. As if they were deliberately, sexually teasing me and trying to sexually seduce me, never have I seen as much of my mother's and my grandmother's nearly naked bodies as I was seeing now.
'Blessed with superior genes, and with the both of them looking ten-years-younger than their ages, they're both so pretty,' I thought while ogling them. 'Two MILFs that I wished I could fuck, they're both so sexy. Only, nothing more than my sexual fantasy, my mother would never allow me to have sex with her and I'd surely never be lucky enough to have sex with my grandmother. Perhaps, with me not their sexual fantasy, unfortunately, they'd never have sex with me. Yet, I'd give anything for them to blow me and allow me to cum in their beautiful mouths.'
I looked from my mother to my grandmother and back again at my mother. They looked so much alike. Mother and daughter could have done one of those soap commercials that boasted and compared how much alike mother and daughter looked. I wondered what it would feel like to not only have sex with my mother but also to have sex with her mother, too. I enjoyed masturbating myself while imagining my mother and grandmother in bed with me naked and ready for sex. I'd love nothing more than to have threesome with my mother and grandmother.
# # #
'With them both having big tits, big nipples, and round, firm asses, they're both so shapely and so sexy,' I thought while admiring their lovely bodies and undressing them with my eyes as if they were already naked. 'I wish I could touch their naked tits, feel their naked tits, fondle their naked tits, and pull, turn, twist, and suck their erect nipples. I wish I could stick my erect cock in their pussies to fuck them and in their mouths for them to suck me. I'd love to cum in both their mouths.'
Much taller than average women, with Susan 5'9" tall and Natalie 5'10" tall, and with the both of them over 6' tall with heels, I was glad that I was 6'2" tall.
'They're both so tall,' I thought while studying them.
Undressing them with my eyes, I stared at their bra clad breasts through their clothes as if they were topless. They both had such big tits. They both had such big nipples that poked out against their bras and blouses. Eager to touch, feel, and suck their breasts, I loved their big tits.
'They're both so busty,' I thought while staring at the impressions that my mother's big tits made in her blouse before staring at the impressions that my grandmother's big tits made in her blouse. 'I'd do anything to feel up my mother and my grandmother while making out with them. I'd do anything to ever so slowly undress them, strip them naked, and have my wicked, sexual way with their beautiful, naked bodies. While they're naked, I'd love to photograph them to show my friends what my mother and grandmother look like naked.'
By just looking at them, actually, staring at them, and undressing them with my eyes, I'm getting an erection. Wishing I could see them naked; I wish I could fuck one or the other or both. The more that they deliberately, or unintentionally, and seductively flashed me their panties, pussies, and naked tits, my cock throbbed and pulsated with wanton sexual lust and desire. After an entire morning of watching them flashing me their bras, their naked tits, their panty clad pussies, and their naked cunts, I'm horny and ready for sex with my mother and/or with my grandmother.
I'd love nothing better than to stick my prick in both of their mouths. I'd love nothing better than to have my mother and/or my grandmother stroke my cock while sucking my prick. My longtime sexual fantasy is to not only cum in my mother's mouth but also to cum in my grandmother's mouth, too. Not done there, I'd love to give them both cum baths. Alas, nothing more than another reoccurring sexual fantasy, yet making me so very sexually excited, I imagined cumming all over their faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts.
While masturbating myself, I imagined cum dripping from my mother's hair, from her eyebrows, from her nose, from her chin, and from her breasts. Again, while masturbating myself, I imagined cum dripping from my grandmother's hair, from her eyebrows, from her nose, from her chin, and from her breasts. I'd love nothing more than to make them both my sexy cum sluts.
# # #
'They look so much alike,' I thought while continuing to ogle them. 'They could be sisters instead of mother and daughter. I love them both. I only wish I could see them naked while touching them and feeling them everywhere while having sex with them both. I wish I could have sex with them.'
Only, sexually frustratingly, with sex between us never going to happen, I loved my mother not in the way that a son should love his mother. Sexually attracted to her, I loved her in the way that a man loved a woman. In the way that I stared at her and sexually lusted over her, unable to hide my sexual feelings for her, it was no secret that I wanted to have sex with my MILF of a mother.
It was no secret that I wanted to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. It was no secret that I wanted to masturbate my mother. I wanted to give her multiple orgasms with my fingers my tongue, and my cock. It was no secret that I wanted to make love to her. It was no secret that I wanted to fuck my mother. Wishing I could cum in her mouth, it was no secret that I wanted her to blow me.
'After you eat my pussy and give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and tongue, I'll stroke your cock while sucking your cock. Swallowing your cum while sexually staring up at you, I'll allow you to cum in my mouth. Would you like that? Would you like to cum in Mommy's mouth? Then, I'll allow you to give me a cum bath. Would you like that? Would you like to give your mother a cum bath,' I imagined my mother asking me?
The same held true for my grandmother. Again, sexually attracted to her, with sex between us never going to happen, I loved my grandmother not in the way that a grandson should love his grandmother. I loved my grandmother in the way that a man sexually loved a woman.
In the way that I masturbated over imagining my mother naked and her having sex with me, I masturbated over my grandmother naked and her having sex with me, too. In the way that I stared at my mother and sexually lusted over her, I stared at my grandmother and sexually lusted over her, too. It was no secret that I wanted to have sex with my GILF of a grandmother. It was no secret that I wanted to make love to my grandmother before fucking her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
'Chris. Oh, my God. Don't stop. Hump me harder. Hump me faster. I'm going to cum. Grandma's going to cum,' I imagined my grandmother saying while I masturbated over imagining fucking her harder and faster.
In the way that I stared at my mother's mouth and at her full, red lips, while imagining cumming in her mouth, I stared at my grandmother's mouth and at her red, full lips while imagining cumming in her mouth. It was no secret that I wanted my grandmother to blow me and give them both cum baths, too. Unfortunately, in the way that my mother would never have sex with me, my grandmother would never have sex with me either.
'How dare I sexually think about my mother and my grandmother being naked and having sex with me? This was my mother and my grandmother and not some barroom whores that I brought home for the night. Still, it was sexually exciting to think that they would,' I thought.
Obviously, thinking that they were modestly, moral women, I was unaware that both my mother and my grandmother were whores, incestuous whores who would willingly and consensually have sex with me. Unbeknownst to me, with them both having quite the sexual past, they were women who were ready to take care of all of my sexual wants, needs, and desires. In the way that I had sexually lusted over my mother and my grandmother, they had sexually lusted over me. After taking a leave from college, this was my chance to have forbidden sex with my mother and my grandmother.
# # #
Something so forbidden to imagine but that gave me fodder to masturbate over every day and every night, I masturbated over imagining my mother and/or my grandmother naked while having sex with me. I imagined my mother and/or my grandmother stroking my cock, sucking my cock, and fucking my cock. I imagined fingering and licking my mother's and my grandmother's pussies. I imagined giving them sexual orgasms not only with my fingers but also with my tongue. I imagined cumming in their mouths, in their pussies, all over their faces, and across their naked breasts. I imagined giving them cum baths.
Again, while masturbating, I imagined making out with my mother and/or with my grandmother. French kissing them while touching and feeling them everywhere through their clothes, I imagined slowly undressing them and stripping them naked. Then, while touching and feeling their naked bodies where a son and a grandson should never touch and feel his mother's and his grandmother's naked bodies, I imagined having incestuous sex with my mother and my grandmother. I imagined masturbating them, rubbing their clits, fingerfucking their pussies, and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples while watching and hearing them cum.
'Oh, Chris, don't stop. Please, don't stop. Rub my clit faster, fingerfuck my pussy deeper. I'm cumming Chris. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming,' I imagined my mother saying while I masturbated her naked body and as I stroked my cock harder and faster while imagining my mother naked and having sex with her.
Then, not denying my grandmother my sexual services, I imagined making out with her while slowly undressing her. I imagined stripping my grandmother naked. I imagined masturbating my grandmother, too, while I masturbated myself over imagining seeing my grandmother naked and having sex with her, too.
'Oh, Chris. Don't stop. Please, don't stop. That feels so good. Granny needs to have a sexual orgasm. Granny needs to cum. Suck my tits while fingerfucking my pussy. Squeeze my tits and bite my nipples while rubbing my clit faster and harder.'
I stroked my cock harder and faster to what I imagined my grandmother saying while I imagined her naked and having sex with her. While continuing to masturbate myself, I imagined making slow and passionate love to my mother. While making out with her, I imagined humping her slow, deep, and hard. Making her my sexual slave and my submissive bitch, I imagined making my grandmother cum with my cock. Then, fucking her faster and fucking her harder, giving her multiple orgasms, I imagined making her cum again, too.



'Chris! Chris! Don't stop. Please, don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming, Chris. I'm cumming,' I imagined my grandmother saying when fucking her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my stiff prick.
# # #
My mother and grandmother were in the living room talking while I was upstairs on the second-floor landing spying on them and listening to all that they were saying. Sexually shocking me as much as they sexually excited me, I overheard my mother talking about her sexually submitting herself to me. Shocking me and filling me with sexual anticipation, my MILF of a mother finally wanted to have sex with me. Wanting to hear more, I remained silent while crouched on the floor by the upstairs banister that overlooked the living room.
"I've been thinking about Chris," said my mother tossing back her long, blonde hair with a flip of her pretty head while fingering with her coffee mug as if she was fingering her pussy.
As if my mother was a horse, I loved how she tossed back her hair with a flip of her head. That was so sexy. That was so hot.
"What were you thinking about Chris," asked my grandmother while brushing back her dyed, shoe polish black hair with her hand?
As if afraid to say it, my mother looked up at her mother while biting her lip.
"Thinking that you were crazy for even suggesting such a disgusting thing, you've been encouraging me to have sex with my son. You've been encouraging me to allow him to make love to him and to cum in my pussy. You've been encouraging me to use him to make me pregnant. You've been encouraging me to have him give me a baby," said my mother with obvious, sexual reservations. Susan looked to her mother, Natalie, to convince her to not only have sex with me but also to allow me to impregnate her.
As if I was dreaming while imagining all of this, as if someone else was talking, I couldn't believe what I was overhearing. I couldn't believe what they were saying. All my grandmother's idea to convince my mother to have sex with me, my mother now wanted to have incestuous sex with me. She wanted me to make love to her. She wanted me to cum in her pussy. Before it was too late and she couldn't have children anymore, she wanted me to give her a baby.
"I'm glad that you're taking my advice. A win/win for you both, having Chris impregnate you makes the most sense," said my grandmother. "You both get what you always wanted. He gets to have sex with your naked body and you finally get to have your baby," said my grandmother.
Something hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that my grandmother encouraged my mother to have sex with me. I couldn't believe that my mother told my grandmother that she wanted to have sex with me. I couldn't believe that my mother relented in allowing me to make love to her to make her pregnant. If that wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that my grandmother encouraged her to use me to give her a baby. My sexual fantasy finally coming true, I imagined cumming in my mother's pussy and making her pregnant.
Once I saw my mother naked and had sex with her naked body, I hoped that this was more than me just giving her a baby. I hoped my mother would continue having sex with me after she was pregnant and after she had the baby. I hoped that my mother would blow me, allow me to cum in her mouth, and allow me to give her a cum bath, too.
I imagined cumming in my mother's mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. Then, taking my incestuous, sexual lust to an extreme, I imagined not only fucking my mother but also fucking my grandmother, too. Not sexually satisfied with her just fucking me, I imagined my grandmother blowing me, too. I imagined her allowing me to cum in her GILF of a mouth.
While listening to them talking, with them sexually exciting me, glad that I had some tissues in my pocket, I pulled out my cock and started masturbating myself right there. With her permission of making her pregnant and with my grandmother behind this whole thing, I imagined making slow and passionate love to my mother and to my grandmother. Every day and every night, while imagining sleeping with them in their beds, I masturbated over imagining my mother and/or my grandmother naked while having sex with me.
I imagined my mother and/or my grandmother stroking my cock, sucking my cock, and fucking my cock. I imagined fingering and licking my mother's and my grandmother's pussies. I imagined giving them multiple sexual orgasms not only with my fingers but also with my tongue. I imagined making them my sexual slaves and my sexy bitches.
# # #
Not the typical romance story, giving real impact to a mother and son story, if I could, I'd marry my mother. Giving real impact to a grandmother and grandson story, if I could, I'd marry my grandmother. Again, wishing that I could sleep in the same bed with them, if I could, I'd live together with the both of them in sexual bliss. Only, other than my mother using me to give her a baby and my grandmother encouraging my mother to have sex with me, they'd never have sex with me in the way that I wished I could have sex with them.
"I love you, Mother," I said every morning and, with eyes wide opened.
I kissed her on her lips every night while wishing I could make out with her and feel her through her clothes. Clearly, with her now wanting to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with my mother, my mother returned my kiss with her kiss. Even though we kissed without tongues, our kisses grew longer and more passionate every night.
"I love you, too, Chris," said my mother with a sexy smile and a naughty look enough to sexually excite me and harden my cock.
Not favoring one over the other, horny for both, with eyes wide opened, I turned to my grandmother.
"I love you, Grandmother," I said kissing my grandmother on the lips every morning and kissing her on her lips again every night.
My grandmother returned my kiss with her kiss. With my grandmother encouraging my mother to have sex with me, clearly, my grandmother was a bigger whore than my mother. As if I was her lover rather than her grandson, instead of just giving me a quick peck on the lips good morning and a quick peck on the lips good night, she French kissed me good morning and good night.
"I love you, too, Chris," said my grandmother before parting my lips with her tongue to give me a deep, wet kiss.
Something my mother had yet to do, my grandmother loved French kissing me. Not stopping with just giving me deep, wet kisses, she allowed me to reach around her to feel her firm and shapely ass and even lift the back of her nightgown to feel her naked ass. Not stopping there, she allowed me to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown and even allowed me to stick my hand down her open nightgown top to feel and fondle her naked breasts.
# # #
'I only wish I could have sex with them both,' I thought. 'I wish that I could make love to them. I'd love to make slow and sweet, passionate love to my mother and to my grandmother. While wishing that I could make them both pregnant with my child, I wish I could fuck them. Fucking them hard and fucking them fast, I'd love to fuck them both,' thought Chris. 'I'd love to hear them scream my name while having sexual orgasms. I'd love to cum in both of their pussies and in their mouths.'
I imagined my mother wanting to make love to me as much as I wanted to make love to her. I imagined making out with my mother while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I imagined undressing her and stripping her naked. I imagined making slow, sweet love to her. Then, having sex with her night and day, every day, making love to her at night and fucking her in the morning, I imagined making my mother my whore, my bitch, and my sexual slave.
'Chris! Chris! Oh, my God. Don't stop. Please don't stop,' I imagined my mother saying while I imagined her naked and having sex with me as I stroked myself harder and faster.
I imagined fucking my mother, Susan. I imagined giving her multiple sexual orgasms with my cock. I imagined fucking my mother hard and fast enough for her to scream my name. I imagined her begging me to fuck her again and again.
'Chris! Chris! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder,' I imagined my mother saying. 'Don't stop. Please don't stop. You're going to make me cum.'
I imagined my grandmother wanting to make love to me as much as my mother wanted to make love to me and as much as I wanted to make love to her, too. I imagined making out with my grandmother while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. In the way that I imagined doing with my mother, I imagined stripping my grandmother naked, too. I imagined making love to her every night and fucking her ever morning. Having sex with her night and day, every day, I imagined making my grandmother my whore, my bitch, and my sexual slave too.
'Chris! Chris! Oh, my God, Chris. Don't stop. Please don't stop,' I imagined my grandmother saying. "Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Make me cum, Chris. Make me cum. Granny needs to cum."
I imagined fucking my grandmother, in the same way that I fucked my mother. I imagined giving her a sexual orgasm with my cock. I imagined fucking Grandma Natalie hard and fast enough for her to scream my name in the way that her daughter, my mother Susan did.
'Chris! Chris! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder,' I imagined my grandmother saying. 'Don't stop. Please, don't stop. That feels so good. You're going to make me cum.'
# # #
More than just sex, with me feeling as horny as I felt sexually frustrated, I imagined making love to not only my mother but also to my grandmother, too. Yet, with sex a big part of romance and being in love, I thought about and masturbated over not only having sex with my mother but also with my grandmother, too. I'd love to make out with them both or one at a time while touching them and feeling them everywhere through their clothes. I'd love to slowly undress them before stripping them naked.
'Nothing more than just a sexual fantasy, I'd love to rub my mother's clit while fingerfucking her pussy. Then, something so forbidden to do, I'd love to eat my mother's pussy. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue,' thought Chris while continuing to masturbate himself. 'I'd love to hear and watch her cum.'
I imagined my mother wrapping her arms around my neck and her legs around my back.
'Don't stop, Chris. Lick me faster. Lick me harder. Rub my clit harder while nibbling my clit. Fingerfuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Chris. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming,' I imagined my mother saying while I ate her pussy.
If it wasn't enough that I wanted to make forbidden love to my mother but also, I wanted to make incestuous love to my grandmother, too. Not sexually satisfied with one, with them both such sexy bitches, I wanted to have sex with them both. Wishing I could have a threesome, I'd love to watch them finger and eat one another's pussies.
'Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love to rub my grandmother's clit while fingerfucking her pussy. Then, something so forbidden to do, I'd love to eat my grandmother's pussy. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue,' thought Chris. 'I'd love to hear and watch her cum.'
Then, I thought of what I'd wanted my mother and my grandmother to sexually do for me.
'Again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love for my mother and/or my grandmother to stroke my cock and suck my cock. I'd love for them both to blow me while I felt their big tits and fingered their erect nipples,' I thought. 'I'd love to put a gentle hand behind their pretty heads and hump their mouths and fuck their faces. I'd love to cum in their mouths. I'd love to watch them swallow my cum.'
Not stopping there, I continued imagining my sexual fantasies for my mother and my grandmother.
'After cumming in their mouths, I'd love to shoot a second load of cum all over their faces and across their naked breasts. I'd love to give them both cum baths. I'd love to watch their hair, eyebrows, noses, chins, and tits dripping with cum. How sexually exciting it would be to sexually own someone by giving them multiple cum baths after they suck my cock.'
Something that I routinely did every morning and every night, I masturbated over making love to my mother and to my grandmother. Something so forbidden that any young, horny man would do, I masturbated over my mother while imagining her in her low-cut bra and bikini panties, in her sheer nightgown, topless, and/or naked. Something incestuous that, again, any young, horny man would do, I masturbated over my grandmother while imagining her in her full-sized brassiere and her granny panties, in her low-cut nightgown, topless, and/or naked.
'If only they knew that I'm sexually attracted to them and wanted to have sex with them, I wondered what they'd say. Would they welcome my sexual advances or would they reject me and call me a pervert? I wondered if they're as horny and as sexually frustrated as I am. I wondered if they're as sexually attracted to me as I'm sexually attracted to them. I wondered if they'd have consensual sex with me in the way that I'd willingly love to have incestuous sex with them.'
While fondling my erect prick, I imagined having forbidden sex with his mother and/or grandmother again. I imagined making out with them while feeling them through their clothes before stripping them naked. I imagined them stroking me and sucking me before fucking me. I imagined giving them both multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
'Unashamed to admit it, not only have I masturbated over imagining my mother naked and having sex with her but I've masturbated over my grandmother naked while imagining having sex with her, too. Again, unembarrassed to admit, if I knew they wouldn't reject me, I'd put the sexual moves on both my mother and on my grandmother. If I made the first move by kissing them, French kissing them, while feeling their tits and asses through their clothes, I wonder if my mother and/or my grandmother would willingly have sex with me.'
Yet, again, a reoccurring, sexual fantasy, in the way that they paraded around me in their sexy nightgowns without having the modesty to wear a robe, I imagined having sexual relations with my mother and/or grandmother. I thought about the same sexy, sexual scenario every time I masturbated myself. I imagined making out with them both while touching and feeling them through their clothes. Then, I imagined slowly undressing them and stripping them naked while touching and feeling their naked bodies everywhere that a son and a grandson should never touch and feel his mother and/or grandmother.
Again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy and fodder for my masturbation sessions, they'd never have sex with me in the way that I wish I could have sex with them. While wondering what their reactions would be to seeing my naked, erect prick, curious to know if they'd look, stare, or look away, I was tempted to expose my naked cock to my mother and to my grandmother. Curious to know if they'd reach out their hand and stroke me or fall to their knees and suck me, I was tempted to masturbate myself in front of my mother and my grandmother.
# # #
Dressed in her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown, Susan sat diagonally across from her mother with her arms and chin on her upraised knees. She looked sad. Always looking to see what he could see of his mother and/or grandmother, from where he was standing in the dark on the second-floor balcony, albeit at a distance, Chris could see his mother's blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. Then, when she leaned forward, he could see her long, sexy line of cleavage, the tops of her naked breasts, and sometimes even her nipples down her open nightgown top.
"Why the long face? What's wrong," asked Natalie?
Susan looked as if she was going to cry.
"I always wanted to have another baby, a girl. Then, when I discovered that John was cheating on me, that was the end of our marriage and that dream," she said. "Now, with me 38-years-old, by the time I find someone to date, marry, and have a baby with I'll be too old to give birth," she said.
Natalie gave her daughter a compassionate smile.
"You know, just a thought," said Natalie with a long pause as if rethinking what she was about to suggest. "You could have a baby with Chris. He'd gladly fuck you. In the way that he stares at you with sexually lust in his heart while undressing you with his eyes, it wouldn't take much to sexually entice him to have sex with you. Then, for you to have your baby, all you'd have to do is to fuck your son and allow him to cum in your pussy."
Susan made a disapproving face while shaking her head and shrugging her sexy shoulder with her negative response.
"Don't be ridiculous, Mother. That's outrageous. I'd never have sex with my son, never mind allow him to make me pregnant. What's wrong with you to even think that? What's wrong with you to even say that. That's gross. That's so gross. I can't do that. I can't have sex with Chris. I can't allow him to make me pregnant. That's wrong, that's so wrong."
Natalie returned her daughter's shrug with her shrug.
"Just a thought," said Natalie. "It's just a thought," she said with another long pause. "If it was me and if I wanted to have a baby as much as you want a baby, and if I could still give birth, I'd have sex with my grandson. I'd make love to him before fucking him. I'd definitely have him cum in my pussy. What's the big deal? It's just sex," she said with a shrug. "You've fucked worse than that on a drunken, Saturday night and during spring break when you were in college," she said with a laugh.
Susan mindlessly fondled her breasts and fingered her emerging nipple through her nightgown.
"Oh, Mother. You made me sexually aroused. Now, you have me thinking about having sex with Chris. You have me thinking about making love to him and allowing him to fuck me while cumming in my pussy," said Susan with a look of sexual arousal. "How can I do that? I can't do that," she said looking to her mother for encouragement to convince her to have sex with her son.
Natalie leaned forward in her chair and following her daughter's lead, she fondled her breast while fingering her emerging nipples through her nightgown. Clearly, she was horny, too. No doubt, Natalie was thinking about having sex with Chris, too. Susan removed her naked breasts from her nightgown and fondled her big tits in front of her mother. Natalie followed suit and removed her big breasts from her nightgown to fondle her big breasts in front of her daughter, too. Unaware that Chris was spying on them in the dark, they both gave him quite the show of their naked tits.
'I'd love to watch my mother have sex with my grandmother,' thought Chris while watching his mother and his grandmother fondle their naked breasts and pull, turn, and twist their erect nipples. 'Alas,' he thought. 'They're not sexually interested in other women and sexually interested in one another in the way that I'm sexually interested in them. They both loved men. Clearly, they'd rather suck than lick, they prefer cocks to pussies.'
"If it makes you feel any better, especially if I wanted a baby as much as you want a baby and was still young enough to have one, I'd have sex with him too," said Natalie with a dirty laugh. "I'd have no problem fucking and sucking my grandson. A fair trade, in the way that he stares at me as if he'd love to strip me naked, I'd gladly give him what he wanted to get what I wanted," said Natalie.
As if her hands were Chris's hands, she closed her eyes and put her head back while continuing to fondle her breasts and finger her nipples.



"I'd definitely be fucking him for him to give me a baby," said Natalie popping open her eyes to look at her daughter. "In the meantime, now that I can no longer have children, I'd just fuck him for the sexual pleasure of it," she said with a dirty laugh. "I don't know about you but, in the way that I love sucking cock and with me such a good cocksucker, I'd love to blow my grandson and allow him to cum in my mouth."
Forget about blowing her son, Susan looked at her mother as if she was pondering the possibility of having sex with Chris. She looked as if she was pondering the reality of using her son's sperm to impregnant her. What did it matter? With them living alone and not associating with their neighbors, no one would ever know that the three of them had sex with one another. No one would know that he was the father of his mother's baby.
"With us living in the desolate part of town, no would even know that you were pregnant, never mind by your own son," said Natalie. Then, with a big smile widening her diabolical lips, she said the magic words. "I dare you to have sex with Chris," she said with a sexy smile. "I double dare you to fuck your son and allow him to cum in your pussy," she said.
Susan returned her mother's smile with her smile.
"Oh, mother, you know that I can never turn down a dare, especially a double dare," she said giving her mother a smile. "Besides, I know your game. Me having sex with my son would open the door and give you an excuse to have sex with your grandson, too. As much as I'd love to stroke him, suck him, and fuck him, I know that you'd love to stroke him, suck him, and fuck him, too. You're as much of an incestuous whore as I am. We're both incestuous whores."
'Oh, my God,' thought Chris while continuing to eavesdrop on their conversation. 'My grandmother wants my mother to have sex with me and give me a baby. My grandmother wants to have sex with me, too.'
If I hadn't heard it with my own ears, I'd never believe it. Hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that they were talking about having sex with me. I couldn't believe what they were saying.
'Not only is my mother thinking about having sex with me but also, she's thinking about having me make her pregnant. If that's not unbelievable enough, my grandmother would willingly have sex with me, too. They both want to fuck me. They both want to suck my cock and allow me to cum in their mouths.'
# # #
It all started when my grandfather died suddenly and, shortly thereafter, my mother divorced my father. Never thinking about having sex with my mother and/or with my grandmother before, now with me the only man left in the family, I thought about it then. I took a leave of absence from college to help my mother and my grandmother emotionally make it through their tragedies.
Making financial sense, instead of my mother living alone in her house, she sold her house and moved in with her mother, my grandmother. With us all living together under one roof and with me always so horny, I had ulterior, sexual motives to live with my mother and my grandmother. Nothing more than fodder for my masturbation sessions, I hoped to see something sexually revealing of my mother and of my grandmother that I shouldn't see.
My grandfather loved, big, old Victorian houses and bought this one-hundred-forty-year house at a bargain price when the bank foreclosed on the owner. Only, with him having plans to renovate it, he didn't live long enough to experience his dream. The house was in disrepair from the previous owner. With cracked windows, missing doors, and holes in the walls, the house was a voyeur's dream. As long as I hid in the dark shadows of the huge house and didn't make a sound, I could not only watch my mother dress and undress but also, I could watch my grandmother dress and undress, too.
Only, unbeknownst to me, what I thought was a lucky break in seeing my mother and my grandmother in all manner of undress, their nudity was deliberately prearranged by them. Sexually teasing and enticing me, they deliberately flashed me. They wanted me to see their nearly naked and naked bodies as much as I wanted to see their nearly naked and naked bodies. Giving me what they knew I wanted, striptease shows of their beautiful naked bodies, they sexually seduced me as much as I hoped to sexually seduce them.
I couldn't count how many times I saw my mother and my grandmother in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked. They pretended that they didn't know that I was there watching them dress and undress but, seemingly, somehow, they knew, as if they could sense me watching them, they always knew. Nevertheless, giving me sexy striptease shows, continuing to sexually tease and entice me, they slowly and seductively undressed and stripped themselves naked while totally aware that I was watching them undress.
Returning the sexual favor, I walked around the house with my semi-erect cock tenting my pajama bottoms and my flaccid prick dangling out of my pajama bottoms. Shocking me, with them both staring at my naked prick, clearly, they wanted to see my naked cock as much as I wanted to show them my naked prick. Moreover, they wanted me to see their naked tits, asses, and pussies as much as I wanted to see their naked tits, asses, and pussies. In the way that I wanted to reach out and touch them, I hoped they wanted to reach out and touch me, too.
# # #
After overhearing my mother and grandmother discuss using me to make my mother pregnant, things quickly came to a head. Enticing me to touch them and feel them, with neither of them having any modesty or shame, they both walked around me in their panties and bras, in their sheer and sexy nightgowns, topless, and even naked. Following their lead, I walked around them naked, too. I even allowed them to catch me masturbating. Yet, instead of them being embarrassed and leaving my room, they stayed to watch me masturbate myself. They stayed to watch me cum.
"Do you need a hand," asked my mother when walking in on me stroking my cock?
I looked at her as if I was dreaming. I'd love nothing more than for my mother to stroke my cock. When masturbating myself, I always imagined my mother giving me a hand job. I'd love nothing more than to cum all over her soft, warm hand.
"You'd do that for me? You'd masturbate me?"
She shrugged and gave me a sexy laugh.
"Sure, why not? I've sexually done worse in my life than to masturbate my own son," said my mother.
I looked at my mother with hopeful anticipation. Yet, after hearing her talking about making love to me and having me cum in her pussy, I was bold enough to dare ask her something that I had always wanted to do. While she stroked my prick, I stared down at her nightgown clad breasts.
"May I fondle your naked breasts while fingering your nipples," I asked?
Shocking me and surprising me, she reached inside of her nightgown and pulled out her breasts, first one and then the other. As if I had never seen and felt naked breasts before, I was all over my mother's big tits. I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples while, determined to make me cum, she stroked my erect prick harder and faster. My mother was masturbating me. I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother was giving me a hand job.
Over the next several months, I slept in my mother's bed. Confessing that she wanted me to make her pregnant, we made love every morning and every night. It didn't take me long to impregnate my mother. All the while she was pregnant, I continued having sexual intercourse with my mother and my grandmother, too. When not fucking them, they were blowing me.
Then, after my mother delivered her baby, a healthy, baby girl, that we named, Julia, we lived together as a family. My grandmother was different. When she caught me masturbating, instead of leaving my room, she sat next to me on my bed. Without even asking my permission, she took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. Allowing me to cum in her mouth and all over her face, my grandmother blew me. She sucked my cock while I felt and fondled her big tits and fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown.
"Life doesn't get any better than this I thought while sitting in a hot tub naked with my mother and my grandmother."
THE END
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My Friend, My Lover, My Sister
Unexpectedly surprising even, themselves, long overdue, brother and sister have a warm and loving, albeit a shocking incestuous, sexual reunion.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that 25-year-old, Tyler asked me to write about him having incestuous sex with his beautiful and sexy, 26-year-old, big sister, Sarah. A long time developing, sexually teasing one another since they were 18-years-old, this is more of a love story than it is an incestuous, sex story.
Irish twins born eleven months apart, brother and sister not only come together to have forbidden sex but also, a new twist, a surprise revelation, a shocking turn of events, and an added bonus with a happy ending, they fall in love. Sister falls in love with her brother and brother falls in love with his sister.
"I love you, Sarah," said Tyler giving his sister a hug and a peck on the lips every morning and every night.
As if they were a married couple instead of brother and sister, Sarah returned her brother's hug and innocent kiss with her hug and innocent kiss. Yet, even though they didn't part one another's lips with their tongues, their innocent kisses grew longer and more passionate every time they kissed. It would only be a matter of time before they'd be making out with one another. It would only be a matter of time before brother and sister would be having sex. It was inevitable that Tyler would be stripping his sister naked and fucking her while she sucked him.
With their sexual attraction starting when they were 18-years-old, with them having grown so very close to one another, with one not wanting to live without the other ever again, they moved to where no one knew them. Shockingly and incestuously, they lived happily ever after not as brother and sister but as husband and wife. They bought a house in a quiet neighborhood and lived the suburban lifestyle of a normal, married couple without children.
Not daring to have children because of the possibility of severe birth defects, they didn't need children to make them happy or to make their lives complete. They had one another to do that. All they needed were each other. All they needed was incestuous sex and plenty of it.
"I love you, Sarah," said Tyler looking into his sister's big blue, expressively bright eyes.
Sarah smiled warmly at her brother. She loved him as if he was her lover instead of her brother. She loved him as if they were married and were husband and wife.
"I love you, Tyler," said Sarah looking deeply into her brother's brown eyes.
# # #
Maybe later, they could adopt a baby boy and/or a baby girl. With them having known each other since birth, knowing everything about one another, they were inseparably closer than most married couples. A uniquely different living arrangement, where other couples never know if they're going to make it as a married couple, Tyler and Sarah knew from the time that they were 18-years-old that their living together would work. From their first French kiss they knew that they'd have no difficulty living together as lovers while pretending to be married.
Just before I joined the Marines and my sister went off to college, our sexual attraction started, bloomed, and blossomed when I was 18-years-old and my sister was 19-years-old. Yet, sister and brother falling in love was nothing new and wasn't the whole story. I'm here to write about all that happened in between, especially the sex, lots and lots of sex.
Shocking but true, Sarah willingly and consensually had forbidden sex with her 18-year-old, baby brother while Tyler willingly and consensually had incestuous sex with his 19-year-old, big sister. Sister and brother constantly and continually sexually went at one another as if they're two animals in heat. They never tired of licking, sucking, and fucking one another.
"Suck my cock, Sarah. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. Then, I need to shoot a second load of cum all over your face, in your beautiful, lush, blonde hair, and across your big, shapely breasts," said Tyler sliding a slow finger across his sister's red, full lips.
Sarah laughed at her brother's horny impatience for him to be sexually satisfied by her. Not shy about telling Tyler what she sexually wanted, a typical man, he sexually thought of himself first instead of his sister. Yet, with them blood related, she was just as horny, if not more so, than he was. Willing and ready to have as much sex as he wanted, she could go all day and all-night sucking him and fucking him while he licked her and made love to her.
"I'll gladly blow you, Tyler," she said giving him a sexy smile and a naughty look. "After you eat my pussy and fuck me. I'll gladly allow you to give me a cum bath," said Sarah a strong woman who knew what she sexually wanted from her brother. "I'll gladly allow you to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts but after you give me multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock."
Doing everything that newly wedded, married couples do, 19-year-old Sarah made love to her 18-year-old brother every night and Tyler fucked his sister every morning. Yet, much like any other married couple, their lives were more about spending time together, talking, laughing, doing things, and going places then just having sex. Together forever and not needing anyone else, they were ready to live life to the fullest with one another.
# # #
"When I think back," said Tyler while fondling his sister's big tits through her blouse and bra. "Destined to be with one another for the rest of our lives, from the time that I was 18 and you were 19, our sexual relationship was long overdue."
He paused to give his sexy sister a French kiss while she returned his French kiss with her deep, wet kiss. Then, as they grew older, the sexual attraction ended and the sex abruptly stopped. Now, that Tyler was 25-years-old and Sarah was 26-years-old, they tried to rekindle their sexual relationship.
"From the time we were young adults, with all of dirty talking, the sexy joking, the tickling, the innuendoes, and that led up to this, we had a long history of sexually teasing one another," said Tyler. "With you constantly flashing me while pretending that your flashes were accidental, I had already seen more of her shapely body than most husbands see of their wives. I had seen more of your sexy body than boyfriends see of their girlfriends, and, definitely, brothers see of their sisters."
I remember reaching around to feel my sister's shapely ass through her short skirt while she reached her horny hand down to fondle his growing erection through my pants. Never noticing her before, never liking girls before and with me more into sports, suddenly, from the time that I was a horny 18-year-old and my sister was a sexy 19-year-old, I couldn't help but sexually notice my sister. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy and she was so shapely.
We lived in a house that only had one bathroom without a lock on the door. With neither one of us knocking before opening the bathroom door, we never had any privacy. From the time that I was 18-years-old and with my sister was 19-years-old, suddenly sexually teasing me, I can't count how many times I saw her in her sexy nightgowns, in her panties and bra, topless, and even naked.
The sexy games we used to play, I thought of those times when she pretended to be embarrassed when she wanted me to see as much of her semi-naked and naked body as I wanted to see.
"Tyler! Oh, my God, Tyler. How dare you? Don't you ever knock. Get out and close the bathroom door behind you. I'm naked," said Sarah.
Not turning away from her brother but facing him, she didn't cower or cover her naked breasts with her forearms or her naked pussy with her hand. She stood defiantly facing him with her arms by her side. Clearly, with her hoping that he'd open the bathroom door without knocking, she deliberately flashed him her naked body. She wanted him to see her naked as much as he wanted to see her naked.
"I can't believe you saw me naked. I'm so very embarrassed," she said while feigning her embarrassment and while still not even covering her nakedness with a towel.
Returning her feigned, seemingly, unintentional exhibitionism with my deliberate exhibitionism, I can't count how many times she saw me in my pajamas, in my underwear, and naked. Having matured from a horny, testosterone filled, young man, with me constantly masturbating, sometimes deliberately wanting her to catch me, I can't count how many times she caught me masturbating. I can't count how many times she saw my naked, erect prick. I can't count how many times she caught me cumming. I can't count how many times I flashed her my naked prick while making my flashes appear unintentional.
"Sarah! Oh, my God. You caught me masturbating. Please don't look at my naked cock. I'm so embarrassed," said Tyler feigning his embarrassment in the way that his sister feigned her embarrassment when he purposefully walked in on her saw her without her clothes when she was in the bathroom naked.
# # #
Sometimes, when knowing that she was about to barge in my room without knocking, I'd quickly strip myself naked, don my headphones, close my eyes, and say all of the sexual things that a brother should never say to his sister. I wanted her to hear how much I sexually wanted her. I wanted her to know that I wanted to fuck her. I wanted her to see me masturbating over imagining her naked and having sex with me. I wanted her to know that if she took the first step for us to have forbidden sex, I'd take all of the next steps.
"Oh, Sarah, I wish I could make out with you while touching you and feeling you everywhere through your clothes. I'd love to feel and fondle your big breasts through your blouse and bra. I'd love to squeeze your shapely ass through your short skirt. I'd love to finger your blonde, trimmed pussy through your panties."
Giving my sister a real masturbation show, with my sister surprisingly masturbating with me, I stroked myself faster while she rubbed her clit harder and fingerfucked herself deeper.
"I wish I could slowly undress you. I'd love to strip you naked," I said while continuing to stroke my stiff prick and fully aware that my sister was standing in my bedroom watching me masturbate myself over her while she continued masturbating herself over me.
Then, when I opened my eyes a crack barely enough to see if she was still there, I saw her standing by my closet door with her head back and her eyes closed. She was feeling her tits and fingering her erect nipples through her short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown. With her not wearing panties, exposing her naked pussy, I watched her lift the front of her nightgown to stick her hand beneath her nightgown to finger her clit. Obviously, with us both on the same sexual page, clearly sexually aroused, she masturbated herself to me masturbating myself.
"I wish I could masturbate you before eating you," I said encouraged that my words were continuing to sexually arouse her. Instead of bolting out of my bedroom door in embarrassment and shame that I was masturbating over her, she stayed. "I'd love to rub your clit while fingerfucking your pussy. Wishing I could give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue, I'd love to lick your pussy long and hard enough to make you cum in my mouth and all over my face," I said loud enough for her to hear.
Really going at herself now, as I was, too, she was close to cumming. I was tempted to stop stroking myself to offer her my finger, my tongue, and/or my cock. Yet, not wanting to prematurely ruin things by rushing things, I enjoyed giving Sarah masturbation shows while she continued giving me masturbation shows, too. It was sexually exciting that my sister was sexually aroused watching me masturbating and cumming over the thoughts of her naked and having incestuous sex with me as I was sexually excited watching her masturbating over me.
"I wish I could make love to you before fucking you. I'd love to fuck you, Sarah. I wish you'd stroke my cock, suck my cock, and allow me to cum in your beautiful mouth. Then, not done cumming, as soon as you removed my stiff prick from my lips, I imagined cumming all over your pretty face and across your naked breasts. I'd love nothing more than to give you a cum bath, Sarah," I said while knowing that she was still in my room watching me stroking my prick while listening.
As soon as I started cumming all over my stomach and chest, not wanting me to catch her in my room, clearly, not wanting me to know that she stayed to watch me masturbate myself and cum, she made a quick, silent retreat. Yet, it was sexually gratifying to know that she stayed to watch me cum. She not only stayed to watch me cum but also, she masturbated herself with me. All that I said about having sex with her had sexually aroused her enough for her to not only stay to watch me cum but also to masturbate herself with me.
'Wow,' I thought. 'My sister saw me masturbating. She stayed to watch me stroking my prick. She even masturbated herself with me. She stayed to watch me cum,' I thought every time I masturbated myself while replaying her masturbating herself over and again in my mind. 'My sister saw me cumming while knowing that I was cumming over imagining her naked and her having sex with me.'
Never sexually thinking of my sister before, I was sexually thinking of her now.
'That's so hot,' I thought. 'Me masturbating myself while telling my sister all that I want to do to her naked body. If that wasn't enough, my sister masturbating with me while staying in my room to watch me stroke my prick and cum over the thoughts of having sex with her. I loved watching her rub her clit and fingerfuck her pussy. I loved watching her fondling her breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown.'
# # #
For the next several years, we were apart more than we were together. With my sister going off to an out of state college, getting married and divorced, and me joining the Marines, we only saw one another when I was on leave and when she was home from school. Now, done with all of that, after putting our brief sexual past behind us, with her graduating college and me completing my tour of duty, we'd be seeing more of one another, again.
With us never really acting on our incestuous desires, I wondered if things would return to me sexually horny for my sister and my sister sexually lusting over me. I wondered if we'd continue playing our childish sexual games of her flashing me her semi-naked and naked body while feigning her embarrassment. I wondered if I'd continue to allow her to catch me masturbating while confessing all that I wanted to do with her and to her. Instead of waiting for me to sexual seduce her, I wondered if she'd finally make the first move and sexually seduce me.
Before boarding the plane, while waiting for my flight, during the long flight home, and even while deplaning, with her always on my mind, something that I always do, I thought of my sister, Sarah. I missed her and I couldn't wait to see her again. It's been a little more than a year since we saw one another. To be honest, daring myself to do so, I didn't know if I could control myself from kissing her, French kissing her, while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes.
Yet, this time, especially after my sister sent me some sexually explicit photos of her in her low-cut and sheer nightgowns, topless, and even naked, I thought of her differently. I thought of her not as a brother would think of his sister. I thought of how a man would think of his girlfriend, lover, or wife. Now, whenever I thought of her, I thought of her sexually. I thought of her as my blood related, little whore. Unable to remove my mind from the incestuous gutter, I thought of her large C cup or small D cup tits.
Perhaps, because I had been at war, expecting the worst, I thought I'd be coming home in a body bag. Every day I thought was my last day on Earth. Every day I thought that I wouldn't come out of there alive. Every day, I thought that I'd never see Sarah again. I swore that if I made it home alive, making my move to have sex with my sister, I'd tell her again and confess how I truly, sexually felt about her.
After seeing so very many of my buddies gunned down or blown to bits, I thought that I was going to die. Now, with all of that death, devastation, and destruction behind me, whenever I thought about my sister, longing for her and sexually desiring her, I thought of her sexually. Not how a brother should think of his sister, I thought of her naked. Fearing that she'd think that I was perverted for wanting to have sex with her, I thought of all of the missed opportunities to have a romantic, albeit forbidden, sexual affair with her.
# # #
'I should have told her how I sexually felt about her before I left. Yet, now that I was coming home, I'll definitely tell her how I feel about her now,' I thought.
"I love you, Sarah," I whispered to myself while on the plane. "I want to have sex with you. I can't wait to fuck you."
I couldn't count how many times I masturbated over the photos of my topless and naked sister. Even now, staring at her sexy photos while flying home, I had an erection. I couldn't wait to see her in person again. I couldn't wait to see if she still sexually felt about me in the way that I still sexually felt about her.
I wondered how she'd react to me seeing photos of her without her clothes. Proud that she was my sister, I showed her topless and naked photos to all of my Marine buddies. Yet, awkwardly embarrassed that she sent me naked photos of herself, I told all of my friends that she was my girlfriend and my sexy fiancée, instead of telling them that she was my sister.
"Psst, you wanna see naked photos of my fiancée?"
No one ever said no. After showing me her topless and naked body, something so forbidden for me to do before, but something that she may agree to do now. I wondered if she'd allow me to kiss her, French kiss her. I wondered if she'd allow me to touch and feel her through her clothes while kissing her. I wondered if she'd finally allow me to have sex with her.
I wondered if she'd allow me to make out with her while touching her and feeling her everywhere that a brother should never feel his sister and a sister should never allow her brother to feel her through her clothes. Alas, even though I knew that it was nothing more than a sexual fantasy, it was hot to imagine to think that she would. It was hot to imagine finally having consensual, incestuous sex with my big sister. I'd love nothing more than to pound my sister's pussy and hump her mouth with my erect prick.
I thought of her not as a brother would think of his sister but as a man would think of his woman. When I thought of her sexually, the hornier that I became. Now, that she was divorced and free from that oaf, in the way that he had sex with my sexy sister, I thought of my sister naked and her having sex with me. Stunned over seeing her topless and naked photos, yet, happy that she sent them to me, something she'd never do if she thought that I wasn't coming home alive from war, I couldn't believe my sister sent me such sexually revealing photos of herself.
Not since I was a horny teenager had I sexually thought of my sister in the way that I was sexually thinking about her now. War and death changes someone when they think that they're going to die and won't be coming home to see their loved ones. Several times, pinned down under barrage of enemy fire, and caught in bad ways, I thought I was going to die in the desert of Iraq or Afghanistan. Yet, leaving there without a wound or so much as a scratch, not my time to go, I was one of the lucky ones.



# # #
Now that I'm home, whether well received, reciprocated, or not, determined to have sex with my sister, I was determined to confess my sexual feelings of love and devotion to Sarah. I was hoping to finish what she started by her sexually teasing me with her sexy nearly naked and naked photos. I was hoping to finally have a meaningful, incestuous, sexual relationship with my sister.
I was hoping to finally fuck my sister. I was hoping that she'd want to make love to me. Wanting to masturbate her and lick her pussy, I hoped to give my sister multiple sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I hoped she'd blow me and allow me cum in her mouth. I hoped she'd allow me to give her a cum bath. I'd love nothing more than to cum all over my sister.
Unfortunately, and alas, seriously doubting that she did, I hoped that she sexually felt the same way about me as I sexually felt about her. Yet, something I feared would never happen, nothing more than my sexual fantasy, I feared that she wouldn't want me as her forbidden lover.
Nevertheless, my unfounded fears, I continued thinking of kissing her, French kissing her. I continued imagining feeling her big, naked tits, and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. I continued imagining squeezing her round ass through her short skirt and fingering her pussy through her panties. I continued imagining having sex with my sister.
Hoping she didn't regret sending them, perhaps, embarrassed that she sent them, I figured that she sent me those sexy photos of herself because she thought that I was going to die. Yet, nonetheless, now that I've seen her without her clothes again, now that she opened the door to us having sex, I imagined touching and feeling my sister everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his sister through her clothes. I imagined her touching and feeling me through my clothes where a sister should never touch and feel her brother through his clothes.
Not stopping there, with me having plenty of time to imagine my incestuous fantasy, I thought of slowly undressing her while making out with her. I imagined unbuttoning her blouse and feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra. I imagined lifting her big, white brasserie and exposing her naked breasts to my horny eyes. With my sister giving me her permission to do so, I imagined feeling her big, naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
Not done having forbidden, sexual thoughts for my sister, I thought of moving my hand beneath her short skirt and rubbing her clit through her panties. Then, pushing her panties aside and probing her wet pussy with my long, stiff finger, I imagined fingerfucking her pussy, my sister's pussy. Curious what she looked like when sexually aroused and what she sounded like when cumming, I thought of masturbating her before eating her. Then, I thought about making slow and sweet love to her before fucking her hard and fast enough for her to have a sexual orgasm with my cock.
'Oh, Tyler, don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming,' I imagined my sister saying when my cock was buried in her pussy. 'Hump me harder. Fuck me faster. Fuck me, Tyler. Fuck me.'
Still not done having my sexual way with my sister, I imagined stripping her naked. I imagined bending over the couch and fucking her. I imagined pushing her back on the kitchen table and fucking her there, too, along with having sex with her in every room of the house. I thought of Sarah willingly and consensually sucking my cock, allowing me to cum in her sexy mouth, and all over her beautiful face.
'Oh, Sarah. I love you. I love your beautiful body. I love your big tits, your firm ass, and your tight pussy,' I imagined saying while making love to my sister.
This was my sexy sister and not some barroom whore. Yet, I imagined her wrapping her arms around my neck and her legs around my back. I imagined giving my sister sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I imagined her calling my name while in sexual ecstasy and while I had my wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
'Tyler. Oh, my God, Tyler. You're going to make me cum again. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Tyler. I'm cumming,' I imagined her saying when we were having sex.
Consuming my thoughts with my detailed, visualization of having sex with her, she was all that I could think about. I wondered if thinking about having sex with my sister was a premonition of what was to happen. I wondered if she sexually thought of me in the way that I sexually thought of her. I wondered if she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her. Taking two to have sex, brother and sister, we both needed to want to have sex with one another for our incestuous relationship to work.
# # #
Finally coming home for good, I did my duty and served my country. I was done putting my life in harm's way and slaving 24/7 for the military and for the politicians of the United State government. With her always happy to see me arrive home and sad to see me leave, this was a long overseas deployment, 13-months, away from the only woman that I truly loved, my sister.
Other than reading her letters and masturbating over her topless and naked pictures that I didn't even have to ask her to send, this was the longest I've been away from Sarah and gone without seeing her. Always thinking about her as if she was my girlfriend, my lover, or my wife, I know that it was wrong to think of her in sexual way, but I really missed my sister. I missed seeing her pretty face, hearing the sweet sound of her voice, and hearing the musical sound of her laughter. I really sexually wanted my sister.
Whether she exposed herself to me unintentional or deliberately, I missed her flashing me up-skirt peeks of her bright, white, bikini panties. Sexually exciting me every time, I loved seeing flashes of her sheer panties and the shadow of her blonde patch of pubic hair. With her sitting across from me and leaning forward with her knees parted just enough for me to see all that I wanted to see, I missed seeing down-blouse flashes of her long, sexy line of cleavage and her low-cut bra. I missed seeing the shape and the size of her nearly naked tits through her sheer nightgowns.
I missed her sexually teasing me and enticing me to look, to stare, and to leer while daring me to touch her and feel her. I missed her sex filled innuendoes. Nothing more than a peck on the lips, but I missed pressing myself up against her and kissing her good morning every morning and kissing her good night every night. I missed the fragrance of her perfume.
Not normal to feel this way about a blood relative but I missed my sister. I really missed her. I couldn't wait to see her again. I couldn't wait to know if she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her.
Every time I left her, if only by the looks that we gave one another, an unfinished feeling after being forced to sever our emotional and sexual attachment, I always felt that we left something unsaid. Yet, whatever it was that we didn't say, I knew that I didn't want to say goodbye to my sister. I loved seeing her every day and missed not seeing her for months. I loved being with her.
I loved having her by my side with her whispering and laughing in my ear. I missed my sister. I really missed seeing her every morning and every night. I missed her sexually teasing me. Whether deliberately or unintentionally exposing herself to me, I missed her flashing me her panties, her bra, her naked tits, and her naked pussy.
Granted, a lot has happened in our lives in 13 months. Not knowing if I'd ever return home safe, while wondering how I'd die and expecting to die prematurely, every day I wondered if this was the day that I'd die. A reality check, as awkwardly embarrassing as it may be but, I wouldn't want to die without telling my sister how I truly felt about her. Wishing I could have sex with her, I didn't want to die without telling her that I loved her, truly loved her, not as a brother loves his sister but as a man loves a woman.
'I love you, Sarah. I really love you,' I imagined confessing while holding her hands in my hands and kissing them while looking deeply in her big, blue eyes.
I wished I could admit that to her without her thinking of me as an incestuous pervert. I wondered what her reaction would be if I confessed that I loved her, truly loved her, and wanted to have sex with her. Suddenly feeling so alone, perhaps, my strong, sexual connection to my sister, the only real family that I had left, had something to do with my father recently dying from COVIDs and my mother confined to a nursing home.
Nonetheless, freeing myself from beating myself up about it, I wanted and needed to know if she felt the same way about me as I felt about her. I wished I could tell her that I wanted to have sex with her. I wished I could make out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes before slowly stripping her naked and making sweet love to her. I wished I could tell her that I wanted to fuck her and wanted her to blow me.
I'd love to watch her fondling the head of my prick while I felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. I'd love to watch her lean down to take me in her mouth. I'd love to watch her sucking my cock while staring up at me with her blue eyes. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy that I constantly masturbated over, I'd love to cum in Sarah's mouth and all over her pretty face.
'Yet, how dare I? What's wrong with me? She's my sister, my best friend, and not my lover and some barroom whore that I picked up and brought home for the night' I thought?
Beating myself up for being in love with my sister, even though I knew it was wrong and my sexually feelings were misplaced, I couldn't help myself. I love Sarah. I really love her and I want to have forbidden sex with her. Hoping that she'd want to fuck me, too, I couldn't wait to fuck my sister. I couldn't wait to pound her pussy long enough and hard enough for us both to cum at the same time.
'How many brothers imagine their sisters naked,' I wondered? 'How many brothers imagine making out with their sisters while touching them and feeling them through their clothes? How many brothers imagine stripping their sisters naked and making love to them before fucking them? How many brothers imagine their sisters sucking their cocks? How many brothers masturbate over cumming in their sisters' mouths and all over their faces? I feared that if I told her all that I sexually wanted to do to her that she'd think of me as a deranged monster.'
# # #
She married a man that I disliked because of the disrespectful way that he treated her. A cad and a bully, I begged her not to marry him. Then, with her finally seeing him for the brute that he was, with their marriage not lasting even a year, she divorced him. Glad that she was rid of him and was single again, with him totally out of her life, I was glad that they didn't have kids to complicate our lives.
Yet, this homecoming was totally different from previous homecomings. This time, I was home for good. With my service finished, done with the Marines, I was free from that long-term commitment. Instead of Sarah greeting me with our parents, this time, sadly, and yet, sexually excitingly, she was alone. It was just the two of us now looking after one another. No doubt and unfortunately, with me looking into our non-existent, sexual relationship more than it was, nonetheless, I hoped that this was the beginning of a good thing.
Picking her from out of a crowd, immediately spotting her, Sarah was the first one I saw. When we saw one another at the airport terminal, overcome with emotion, I never smiled as long, as wide, and as hard as I was smiling now. Shocked by what she was wearing, sexually distracted by her sexy attire, she was wearing a low-cut, sheer, sexy top and a very short skirt. Forget about her leaning forward to give me a down-blouse view of her bra, I could clearly see her entire brasserie through her sheer and nearly see-through shirt.
Then, with her skirt plenty short enough, as if her skirt was a belt, forget about her bending at the waist, when she merely leaned forward, I could see the bottom of her panties. As soon as she put her arms around my neck, able to surmise their reactions by the stares of the onlookers, her short skirt lifted to expose her panty clad ass and pussy. I was torn by staring at what I could already see of her big, bra clad breasts and her long, sexy, and shapely legs. Seeing her panties, too, was an extra, voyeuristic bonus.
I dropped my bags by my side, wrapped my arms around her waist, picked her up, and spun her around as if I was on skates. I was unaware that with one hand holding her back and my other hand at the top of the back of her naked thigh, I had inadvertently lifted her short skirt nearly to her waist. Giving them plenty to see, I exposed my sister's white, bikini panties to the crowd.
Then, when I let go of her, and allowed her to slowly slide down to the floor, with her pressed against my body, as if she wasn't even wearing a skirt, her short skirt continued to climb higher than her waist. With her panties totally exposed, my hand slid across her panties and I was rewarded with a whole handful of my sister's panty clad ass. Unable to resist, one of my sexual fantasies coming true, I took the liberty of feeling, fondling, and squeezing my sister's panty clad ass.
Yet, surprising me, instead of being embarrassed and ashamed, clearly, exposing my sister's panties to the crowd obviously sexually aroused her because, as soon as I put her down, she kissed me. Instead of brushing my hand away from feeling her, panty clad ass, Sarah continued kissing me. With her short skirt still bunched up around her waist and my horny hand holding her skirt there, her panties were still exposed to everyone staring.
When she finally brushed down her skirt, as if she wanted me to see her panties, touch her panties, and feel her panty clad ass, she gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile. She was as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited. I saw and touched my sister's panties. I felt her panty clad ass. Having never seen her panties that up-close before, I couldn't believe that I saw my sister's panties along with a crowd of staring, leering, and gawking onlookers.
In addition to exposing my sister's panties, seemingly unconcerned that her panties were exposed, I couldn't believe my big sister kissed me. Only, surprising me, not giving me just a peck on the cheek or a peck on the lips as she usually does, parting my lips with her tongue, she French kissed me. My sister stuck her tongue in my mouth and French kissed me. Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, something so very unexpected, as if we were lovers instead of brother and sister, I couldn't believe my sister gave me a deep, wet kiss.
Did she French kiss me because she was sexually aroused that I exposed her panties to a crowd of admiring men or did she kiss me because she missed me? Perhaps, it was a combination of both. Holding her in my arms while kissing her was something that I had masturbated over for months. As if she belonged there, never wanting to let go, she felt so good in my arms. Nonetheless, I was not only sexually excited that I saw my sister's panties but also that she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me.
I stared at her wide-eyed stunned. Then, when I saw that her eyes were closed, not wanting this opportunity to make out with my sister to pass me by, I submitted to her and closed my eyes, too. I returned her wet kiss with my French kiss. Something that I never thought would ever happen, I made out with my big sister, and not all one way, she made out with me, her kid brother. Seemingly, she wanted to make out with me as much as I wanted to make out with her.
# # #
In that moment, instead of being brother and sister, it was as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, lovers, or husband and wife. I couldn't believe it. Overwhelmed with horniness and sexual lust, instead of taking a step back, and breaking off the kiss, I continued kissing her and she continued kissing me. Feeling the warm, softness of her shapely body pressed against me, I couldn't get enough of her lips.
Maybe because we had been through so much in the course of a year, with me having so very many harrowing, life and death situations, I thought that I was going to die. I thought that I'd never return home to my beloved sister. I thought that I'd never see her again. Then, with our father dying, our mother in a nursing home, Sarah finalizing her divorce, and with me returning home from war, there for one another, we both needed some loving affection and special attention.
To be honest, a longtime building, I always wanted to not only kiss my sister but also make out with her as much as she seemingly wanted to kiss and make out with me. Yet, shocked that she continued kissing me, while holding her, unable to control myself, I slowly slid my hand down to her shapely backside. Something I thought I'd never do; an involuntary habit on my part when making out with a woman, I touched and felt my sister's ass again. When she didn't stop me from being so sexually familiar with her shapely body, I squeezed and groped her ass through her short skirt.
Sarah always had a nice ass. Something I pretended not to notice; my friends had a habit of commenting on the shapeliness of her tight, little derriere. Firm and shapely round from jogging, ice skating, and swimming, my sister has quite the in-shape body. Yet, as much as I surprised myself from impulsively groping her ass through her short skirt, she surprised me by allowing me to not only squeeze her ass but also to continue to fondle her ass. She continued French kissing me and I returned her French kisses with my deep, wet kisses.
Clearly, she enjoyed me feeling her ass as much as I enjoyed groping her ass. With her not stopping me nor rejecting my horny hand, I turned her away from the crowd of passengers and moved her to a nearby doorway. Then, curious to know how far she'd allow me to go, I lifted the back of her short skirt and felt her beautiful ass through her panties again. Honestly, I couldn't get enough of my sister's panty clad ass.
Something that I had already masturbated over doing, I couldn't believe that I was feeling my sister's ass through her panties. Difficult for me to wrap my mind around, I couldn't believe that my sister was allowing me to feel and squeeze her ass through her panties. Again, hard to believe, as much as I couldn't believe that my sister allowed me to touch, feel, squeeze, and grope her panty clad ass, I couldn't believe that I was squeezing and groping her ass through her panties. This was my beloved sister and not some whore.
Then, something that I only imagined in my wet dreams, going for broke, rounding first base and continuing to second base, a natural progression, my sister allowed me to feel her C cup breasts through her top. As if we were the only two people in the terminal and, basically, we were after the crowd quickly cleared, my sister allowed me to continue kissing her while having my wicked, sexual way with her beautiful body through her clothes. Giving me an instant erection, I continued feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra. Her breasts felt as firm as her ass.
'After feeling my sister's panty clad ass, I couldn't believe that I'm finally feeling my sister's tits,' I thought. 'Clearly, my sister missed me as much as I missed her. Clearly, she was eager for me to touch and feel her as much as I couldn't wait to touch her and feel her. Obviously, she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her.'
Again, wondering how far she'd allow me to go, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in the back of my head, I moved my horny hand beneath the backside of the top. Waiting for her to slap my hand away and pull away from me, when my fingers touched the back of her bra and she still didn't stop me, I moved my hand to the front of her. While still continuing to make out with her, I groped one of her C sized breasts through her bra before groping the other.



'I'm feeling my sister's tits through her bra. I can't believe I'm finally feeling my sister's tits,' I thought.
Daring myself to lift her bra and expose her big, naked breasts, instead I stuck my hand inside of her low-cut bra and fingered her erect nipples. Shocked that my sister allowed me to kiss her, French kiss her, and allowed me to feel her ass through her panties, I couldn't believe she allowed me to feel her naked tits and finger her erect nipples, too. I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Only, I wished I could see them. I wished I could suck them.
Not all one way, surprising me, I felt my sister's hand ever so slowly slide down the front of my pants. An unexpected, sexually pleasure, she touched and squeezed my growing erection. She felt my cock through my pants while fingering the head of my erection. Something as sexually exciting as it was shocking, clearly, my sister wanted my hard cock as much as I wanted her wet pussy.
# # #
While continuing to kiss her, French kiss my sister, I moved my horny hand to the front of her. Waiting for her and expecting her to slap my hand away, within the privacy of the doorway, I raised the hem her short skirt to her waist and held in place with my hand. When Sarah made no attempt to stop me or pull down her skirt, I cupped her pussy through her panties. Something that I had never expected to do, but always wanted to do, I couldn't believe that I had a whole handful of my sister's cunt in my horny hand.
Again, expecting her to stop me, when she didn't, sexually teasing her, pressing down on her clit to her sexual pleasure, I slid a slow and experienced finger along her panty clad, pussy slit. With her still not slapping my hand away, continuing to give me deep, wet, passionate kisses, instead, I pushed her panties aside with my finger and rubbed her naked clit. She was already wet, so very wet. My sister was already as wet with sexual desire for me as I was already hard with horniness for her.
I continued rubbing her clit while sexually teasing her vagina opening with the tip of my finger. Again, expecting her to stop me from fingerfucking her and tell me that I was going too far, when she still didn't stop me, I masturbated her. I masturbated my sister. A long-time sexual fantasy come true; I couldn't believe that I was masturbating her.
While continuing to kiss her, French kiss her, I penetrated her pussy with my long, stiff finger. Moving my finger in and out and all around her wet pussy, I fingerfucked my big sister while continuing to masturbate her. With her breathing through her mouth, clearly, making her so very hot, Sarah enjoyed me playing with her pussy, as much as I enjoyed playing with my sister's pussy.
With the doorway deep enough and dark enough, and with us concealed in the shadows, I hoped my sister would move to her knees, unzip me, and pull out my erect cock. I'd love for my sister to fondle the head of my cock while I fondled her breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her clothes. I'd love for my sister to stroke me before taking me in her beautiful mouth. I'd love for Sarah to blow me. My long-time sexual fantasy coming true, I'd love for my sexy sister to stroke my prick while sucking my prick.
I'd love to watch her staring up at me with her blue eyes with my big dick buried in her sweet mouth while I stared down at her. I'd love to feel and fondle her big, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. While alone in my bunk in a foreign country, and staring at my sister's pictures, I can't count how many times I masturbated over imagining putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, humping her mouth, fucking her face, and cumming in my sister's mouth.
'Sarah, don't stop,' I imagined saying to my sexy sister. 'Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. I'm cumming, Sarah. I'm cumming.'
I imagined her reaction to me giving her a more than a mouthful of warm cum.
'Oh, Tyler,' I imagined Sarah saying while laughing and while wiping cum dripping from her lips and her chin with her manicured fingers. 'That was quite a mouthful. Were you saving that for me,' I imagined her looking up at me and laughing?
With one another all that we have left, making her totally mine, by giving her my cock and her accepting my erect prick, I'd love to lay claim to my sister's naked body. Imagining her blowing me, I'd love to cum not only in her mouth but also imagining her fucking me, I'd love to cum in her pussy, too. While watching her reaction to me decorating her face with cum, I'd love to cum all over my sister's pretty face, in her long, lush, blonde hair, and across her big, naked breasts. I'd love to show my sexual lust for my sister by giving her a cum bath.
If only my mother knew that I was horny for my big sister and that we were having sex, I wondered what she'd think. I wondered what she'd say. No doubt, she wouldn't understand us having sex just as she wouldn't be accepting of us not only making love but also falling in love.
'Stop that, Tyler! Get away from her. Sarah! Put on your clothes this instant,' I imagined my mother saying and not approving of our brother and sister, incestuous sexual union. 'How dare you have sex? What's wrong with you both? That's so wrong. That's so forbidden.'
# # #
No doubt, knowing that I'd be masturbating over her, I didn't even have to ask her to send me graphically, explicit pictures of her in her bra and panties, in her revealing bikini, and in her sexy, short, and sheer nightgowns. Surprising me, she voluntarily sent me sexy photos of her nearly naked and naked body. What I couldn't see of my sister's naked body from the photos, I surely could imagine. Knowing full well what I'd use them for, I wondered if she took such sexually salacious photos of herself and voluntarily sent them to me without thinking.
Perhaps, going too far, I was tempted to ask her for photos of her in herself in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. Yet, too ashamed and embarrassed to do so, I never had to ask her for those photos. Surprising me, without even having to ask, as if reading my mind, I was shocked when Sarah sent me photos of herself in her underwear, in her sexy bikini, and in her sheer and revealing nightgowns. Not stopping there, not believing that she sent these, she sent me sexually explicit photos of herself topless and naked.
Perhaps, one night when she had been drinking and/or was horny, she took pictures of herself in her bra and panties, in her bikini, in her sexy nightgowns, topless, and naked, and dared herself to send me them to me. More than I thought I'd ever see of my sexy sister; I couldn't believe I was seeing Sarah in her revealing lingerie. I couldn't believe I was seeing my sister's naked breasts, her erect nipples, her trimmed, blonde pussy, and her naked ass. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, I couldn't believe I was seeing Sarah's naked body.
Too many to count, I couldn't count how many times I masturbated over those photos. With her not done exposing herself to me, her last X-rated photo was taken of her naked and bent at the waist to show me her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy. I was so tempted to reciprocate and send her a photo of my naked, erect cock but, with my sister not a whore, I never did. Still, now that my sister exposed her naked body to me, I masturbated over imagining exposing my naked body to my sister.
'Suck my cock, Sarah. Blow me. I need to cum in your pretty mouth,' I imagined saying to her while sliding a slow finger across her red, full lips and continuing to masturbate myself while imagining having sex with her. 'I love to have sex with my sister,' I thought while staring at her sexy photos.
One night when we're drinking wine while watching a movie, I imagined asking her a question that I always wanted to ask.
'If you could do sexually anything to me, what would you do,' I thought?
I imagined my sister unzipping me and reaching her soft, warm hand in my pants to pull my cock. Then, I imagined her fondling the tip of my cock with her fingertips before stroking me. I imagined her leaning down to take me in her mouth to suck me before fucking me. Then, after I ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth, I imagined her asking me the same question.
'If you could sexually do anything to me, what would you do,' I imagined her asking me?
I imagined touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes while making out with her. I imagined stripping her naked and photographing her to show her naked body to all of my horny friends. I imagined eating her pussy before fucking her. Exposing herself to our neighbors, I imagined asking her to undress in front of her bedroom window with the light on and the shades not drawn.
I imagined asking her to flash truckers her naked breasts on the highway on the way to the mall. Giving bored husbands and impatient boyfriends a show of her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body, I imagined going to the mall with her and watching her undress without pulling the dressing room curtains all the way closed. I imagined going to a nude beach with her. I imagined going to an XXX-rated movie with her and allowing me to touch and feel her. I imagined joining the swinging lifestyle with her. I imagined running away with her and living together as husband and wife.
Even though I wished I had the courage to tell her what I sexually wanted and to ask her what she sexually wanted, I never did. Yet, I always wondered how she'd react if I asked her for some topless and naked photos of her beautiful body and was totally shocked when she voluntarily sent me photos of her topless and naked without me even having to ask her. In hindsight, with the possibility of me dying overseas and coming home in a body bag, what would it matter if she showed me her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy?
# # #
As if it had never happened, with us both embarrassed, we didn't speak of what happened at the airport on the ride home. Nonetheless, after masturbating my sister, after she allowed me to make out with her while touching and feeling her nearly naked body everywhere, I looked at her differently that I had before. Hoping for the forbidden, once home, I hoped we'd continue where we stopped. Thinking of her as my lover instead of my sister, I'd love to have sex with my sister's naked body while making out with her before making love to her and before fucking her.
It wasn't until that night after we finished with supper that she surprised me, shocked me, actually. With me sitting on the couch ready to watch a movie with her, I had opened a bottle of wine. Fortunately for me while hoping to take sexual advantage of my sister, Sarah becomes tipsy after drinking only two glasses of wine. At the very least, not expecting her to allow me to make love to her and fuck her, I hoped that she'd continue making out with me while allowing me to touch and feel her everywhere through her clothes.
A long-time sexual fantasy, I'd love to slowly undress my sister. After feeling her breasts through her blouse, I imagine unbuttoning and removing her blouse. After fingering her erect nipples through her bra, I imagined unhooking and removing her bra. Touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and sucking them, I imagined having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts.
Only, my sister wasn't like that. She wasn't a whore. She was a modestly moral woman. No doubt, sending me those sexy photos put her out of her comfort zone. For sure, even after fooling around at the airport, she'd never allow me to have sex with her. Clearly, with us missing one another and with her thinking that I'd never make it home alive, no doubt, never to be repeated again, what happened at the airport was just a fluke. Just like what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas, what happened at the airport remained at the airport.
Yet, not stopping there, again, while imagining what I'd do to her sexy body if I could, I'd love to strip her naked while feeling her shapely ass, fondling her naked breasts, and fingerfucking her naked pussy again. Yet, not all one way, I'd love my sister to fondle the head of my naked prick through my clothes. Then, unzipping me and pulling out my prick, I imagined Sarah wrapping her soft, warm fingers around my stiff prick and stroking my naked, erect cock. I imagined her moving to her knees to take me in her mouth.
Again, sexually excited over the prospect of my sexy sister sucking my prick, my sexual dream come true; I'd love my sexy sister to blow me. I'd love for her to suck my cock. I'd love to put a gentle hand behind my sister's pretty head and hump her mouth and fuck her face while I felt and fondled her big naked tits and pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples.
I'd love to shoot a load of cum in Sarah's willing mouth. Then, with her continuing to stroke me and suck me, I imagined ejaculating a second load of cum all over my sister's pretty face. Something that I seriously doubted would ever happen, nonetheless, sexually exciting for me to think that it would, I imagined Sarah allowing me to give her a cum bath after blowing me.
# # #
Obviously, wanting to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her, she surprised me when she entered the living room wearing a virtually see-through, short, and low-cut, sexy nightgown. As if she stood before me topless, I could clearly see the shape and the size of her big tits. I could clearly see her erect nipples and her symmetrical areolas. As if she stood before me naked, I could clearly see her naked pussy and, when she turned, her naked ass.
Unable to help myself from staring, I stared down at all that I could see of her blonde, trimmed pussy and her shapely ass through her sheer nightgown. Then, when she turned and bent at the waist to select a movie, I stared at what I could see of her naked breasts in a down-nightgown view. With her short nightgown climbing higher as she bent lower to expose much of her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy to me, I stared at all that I could see of my sister's naked ass and naked pussy.
When she sat beside me on the couch, I already had a throbbing erection that tented my pajama bottoms. Traversing unfamiliar ground, I felt as if I was on a date with my sister. Hoping that she wanted to continue where we left off, and hoping she was ready for sex by what she was wearing or not wearing, I couldn't wait to hold her. I couldn't wait to kiss her and make out with her again. I couldn't wait to touch and feel my sister through her sexually revealing nightgown.
"I'm cold," she said.
I laughed to myself.
'Duh, you're not wearing any clothes,' I wanted to say but didn't want to ruin it by having her put on a bathrobe.
Instead, I covered her with a small blanket. While covering her lap with the blanket, deliberately exposing her naked pussy, I made sure that the blanket raised the hem of her nightgown nearly to her waist and exposed her naked pussy to my horny eyes and hand. Ready for some sexy fun with Sarah, with my cock already pulsating in anticipation to her touching my erect prick, I was wearing pajama bottoms without underwear. As it always did, making its presence known, I knew that my emerging erection would pop out of my pee hole sometime during the night.
Hoping to get her back in the sexual mood where we left off, I started the movie that my sister selected. Her favorite movie, she selected a most romantic movie, The Notebook with Ryan Gosling and Rachel McAdams. Yet, after seeing my sister in such a sexy and revealing nightgown, I dare say that she was already in the mood for romance and sex. Making the blanket move as if it was alive, my cock throbbed in anticipation of my sister's warm, soft hand touching, feeling, stroking, and my erect cock.
Hoping to get her tipsy enough to relax her sexual inhibitions, I poured her a glass of wine. Then, with her already admitting that she was cold, I put my arm around her and pulled her closer. As soon as she leaned toward me, knowing that it would, the top of her nightgown fell wide open. I stared down her nightgown top at all that I could see of her naked breasts. Sarah had such big and shapely breasts and I loved her big tits.
"That's such a sexy nightgown," I said still staring at all that I could see of her naked tits.
She looked up at me and smiled before looking down at where I was looking. Instead of pulling her top closed, she left it open. Clearly, she wanted me to see her naked breasts as much as I wanted to see her naked breasts. Accommodating her exhibitionistic desire to expose herself, I looked, I stared, and I leered at all that I could see of my sister's naked tits and erect nipples.
"Sexy nightgown my ass," she said laughing while staring down where I was staring again before looking up at me. "Pervert. You're just staring at all that you can see of my naked breasts," she said with a sexy laugh and without her possessing modesty enough to close her nightgown top. "While undressing me with your eyes, you're always looking at me as if I'm naked."
I laughed with her.
'You are naked, I wanted to say, but I didn't what to call the unnecessary attention that she was, indeed naked.'
"Sorry. I'm embarrassed," I said taking a breath for courage. "You caught staring down your nightgown top at your breasts but, unable to help myself from looking, you have magnificent tits, Sis," I said pausing again to watch her reaction to me telling her that she had magnificent tits.
When she showed no sign of being angry or embarrassed, I continued. Instead, she blushed with my compliment. Daring myself to do so and to tell her how I sexually felt about her, I continued confessing my sexual feelings to her.
"I can't wait to touch your tits. I can't wait to feel them. I can't wait to fondle them while kissing you," I said. "I can't wait to suck your nipples while fingering your pussy."
She looked up at me while making a face. She inhaled a big breath and pushed out her chest. Then, exhaling her breath, she rolled her eyes and sighed.
"So," she asked with a laugh? "What are you waiting for an invitation," she said pushing the blanket from her lap down and off to expose her naked pussy? "Why do you think I'm wearing such a revealing nightgown? Why do you think I'm sitting beside you practically naked? Duh? This is your invitation dummy."
I leaned in to kiss her and as soon as I did, she parted my lips with her tongue again. Forget the movie, we were making out. I touched and felt my sister's beautiful body everywhere through her nightgown while she fondled the head of my growing erection through my pajama bottoms.
As soon as I felt her nearly naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples, she parted her knees to give me access to her warm, wet pussy. Then, as soon as I fingered her pussy, my sister stuck her hand down my pajama bottoms. She wrapped her warm, soft hand around my erect cock and slowly stroked me. Unable to count how many times I imagined this happened while masturbating myself, my sister was masturbating me.
Not wasting time with mere foreplay, she leaned down and rested her head in my lap. As if my erect prick belonged there, she took me in her mouth. Licking my stiff prick while sucking my cock, my sister was blowing me. A long-time coming, something that I always masturbated over her doing, I couldn't believe my sister was giving me a blowjob. I couldn't believe that Sarah was sucking my prick.
"Suck my cock, Sarah. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said while running my fingers through her thick, lush, and long, blonde hair.
She stopped and removed my prick from her mouth.
"After you eat me and give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and your tongue, I'll blow you and will allow you to cum not only in my mouth but all over my face," she said. "I love sucking cock. I love receiving cum baths as much as I love swallowing cum."



# # #
After that night of sex, we never stopped having sex. We made love every morning and I fucked her every night. Nearly every time we had sex, I ate her pussy and she sucked my cock. Giving her what we both wanted, I ejaculated in her mouth and all over her face.
Then, obvious that we wanted to stay together and never be apart from one another, we sold the house. We packed out belongings and moved to where no one knew us. Living across the street from you, we moved to your neighborhood. Giving us a fresh start, we bought a house and we lived together as husband and wife instead of as brother and sister.
"I love you, Sarah," I said giving her a passionate French kiss.
She returned my French kiss with her deep, wet kiss.
"I love you, Tyler."
THE END
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Riley, my Daughter's Sexy Nanny
Cheating on his wife, Jessica, scandalously, right behind her back and virtually in front of her eyes, Michael had sex in their house and in their living room, with Riley, their daughter's, sexy nanny.
# # #
Author's Note:
Instead of imagining having sex with their mothers, their sisters, their aunts, their cousins, and/or their grandmothers, many men look at what's readily available closer to home. First, they look who's conveniently living in their house with them. Seemingly ripe for the taking, instead of incestuous sex, many men's sexual fantasies are imagining having sex with their maids, their house cleaners, their neighbors, their stepmothers, their mothers-in-law, their sisters-in-law, their wife's best friends, and/or their nannies. This story is about Michael having sex with his nanny, Riley.
Yet, vastly different in looks, dispositions, and personalities, not all nannies are created equal. Some nannies are sexually desirable. Instead of being short, overweight, and not understanding English well, some nannies are tall, beautiful, shapely, and sexy.
Moreover, able to hide their sexual history from the mistress of the house, some nannies living in their house are ready and willing to have sex with anyone, especially with the man of the house. Ready to exchange their lives, some nannies with ulterior motives are looking to steal a man from his wife. They'd not only have a much better place to live and a better car to drive but also, they'd have an instant family.
Interestingly enough, some men who can't imagine having forbidden sex with their mothers, sexually lust over their stepmothers, their mothers-in-law, their aunts, and/or their mother's best friends. Some men who can't imagine having incestuous sex with their sisters, sexually lust over their sisters-in-law, their cousins, and/or their sisters' best friends. Yet, all men are in agreement that nannies, especially beautiful and sexy nannies, are fair, sexual game. No man would turn down a young, beautiful nanny for sex, especially when he thinks that his wife would never know that he cheated on her with their nanny.
# # #
"There's a nice-looking father and daughter," said a reporter interviewing passersby on the street. When he spotted Michael and Riley holding hands while walking, talking, and laughing, he stopped them. "You two look like you're happy to be alive. What are your names?"
Michael and Riley looked at one another and laughed.
"I'm Michael," said Michael seemingly happy that he was with the love of his life, his daughter's nanny, Riley.
The reporter looked from Michael to look at Riley. Unable to remove his eyes from her, he stared at her beauty and at her sexuality. She not only had a pretty face but also, she had the body to match.
"And what's your name," the reporter asked Riley?
Clearly aware that the reporter was smitten with her, while making direct, eye contact with him, Riley gave the reporter a sexy, come hither look.
"I'm Riley," said Riley twirling her long, brown hair with her fingers while still sexually teasing him with her eyes.
He returned her sexy look with his look. Undressing her with his eyes, immediately, sexually attracted to her, the reporter looked as if wanted to have passionate sex with Riley right there on the sidewalk. A sexy diva, she had a way of doing that to men. Moreover, with her giving him the eye, she looked as if she'd be agreeable to having sex with him.
Why not? She was single and always looking for fun especially with married men. Knowing that they'd never tell their wives their dirty, little secret, that they were having sex with their nanny, she felt safer with a married man than with a single man her age.
"Is this your daughter," asked the reporter looking from Michael to look at Riley and holding his gaze there with her? "She's pretty," he said to Michael. "You're so very pretty," he said to Riley.
Michael gave the reporter a dirty look while Riley, biting her lip before moving a slow, tongue across her lips, sexually teased him. Enjoying the attention that he paid her, she gave him a sexy look and a naughty look. Seemingly, a real whore, she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. She couldn't keep her legs closed and/or her mouth shut to be sexually faithful to any man.
"Oh, she's not my daughter. She's my daughter's Nanny," said Michael with seemingly some reluctance and uncomfortable embarrassment.
Obviously, Michael felt guilty for having an extramarital, sexual affair with his daughter's nanny but Riley didn't. She laughed. Brazenly bold, she seemingly didn't care what people thought of her and/or what she sexually did.
"I'm his lover," she said squeezing his arm while leaning up to him to kiss him on his lips.
# # #
This is a true and unbelievable story as told to me by Michael about Riley, his nanny. Some men have all the luck. A story that commonly happens with horny, married men, he wanted me to write about what happened when his wife, Jessica, hired Riley as their daughter's Nanny and she moved in to live with them.
A song written by Travis Tritt, T.R.O.U.B.L.E, trouble applies here to define Riley. With her immodestly immoral and having no shame, she was trouble for any man, especially to a married man. Only, a man wouldn't be married very long if he was fooling around with Riley.
He was as proud as he was sexually excited that he was having sex with a woman so young, so beautiful, and so sexy. Wanting the world to know should he divorce his wife, he wanted me to write about their sexual affair. Just the names have changed but the facts remain the same and all are all true.
This story is hot. Close your eyes for a second. Now, imagine that you're Michael and Riley is not only your daughter's nanny but also your lover. Trust me, you wouldn't be reading this story if Riley was in your bed with you naked and stroking, sucking, and fucking you right now. She's so beautiful, sexy, and shapely that you wouldn't even care if she ate crackers in bed and dropped cracker crumbs all over the bed.
I'd take it as a huge compliment if you pulled out your pricks and masturbated yourselves while reading my story. So, get your bottle of lube and have a box of tissues ready because you're going to need them. Go ahead. I dare you to masturbate yourself while imagining having sex with Riley. I double dare you. A match made in Heaven, she's so hot and you're so horny.
Pretend that your mother-in-law is visiting your wife for the weekend and is sitting across from you in her short, sheer, and sexy nightgown in the darkened living room while watching TV, can't see what you're doing. When she's not flashing you her tits, she's flashing you her naked pussy. Pretend that she can't see you stroking your prick and she doesn't know that you're masturbating yourself even though she does.
Pretend that your sister-in-law is visiting your wife with her mother and is sitting beside you. Pretend that has no idea what you're doing with your hand beneath your blanket while your wife is sleeping even though she knows that you're masturbating yourself over your sexy in-laws. Now, to raise the sexual heat even higher, pretend that you have a nanny who looks like Riley. This is where the story begins.
# # #
Riley, my Daughter's Sexy Nanny.
"I need to hire a nanny for Rachel," said my wife, Jessica.
She looked at me as if double checking to see if I'd agree that she needed help and that she needed to hire a nanny. She looked at me as if she was asking my permission to hire some live-in help. Something she had thought about and we had discussed for months, was now our reality. Ready to pull the trigger, my wife was finally serious about hiring live-in help. She was serious about hiring a nanny.
Fearing the invasive ramifications of having someone living with us, I'd no longer have the privacy that I so dearly treasured. Unable to walk around my house in my underwear and/or naked, and/or masturbate on the couch in the living room while watching X-rated movies after my wife retired to bed as I generally do, I had reservations if this living arrangement would work for me. Something that I didn't relish and was difficult for me to fathom, I'll be sharing my house with a stranger.
A private person, I was uncomfortable with someone that I didn't know living in my house and getting a glimpse behind my curtain, so to speak. Not the cleanest people, cluttered with messes, our house is always messy with mostly toys, dirty dishes, magazines, unvacuumed rugs, and strewn clothes. Still, having to be on my best behavior, with no more loud burping and smelly farting, I feared that I couldn't be myself in my own home when sharing my house with a stranger.
Nevertheless, clearly, from the time she returned to work five-years-ago, on her bucket list, hiring a nanny was something my wife had always wanted to do. With her working full-time and me working from home, with us both employed, now that we could finally afford it, she needed more help than I could provide. I had much more important things to do than to attend to the redundantly boring, daily, household chores of cooking, cleaning, and doing laundry. It was a Godsend that there were people out there who would do all of our household chores and babysit our daughter for money.
As if making a wish before blowing out the candles on my birthday cake, my idea of dusting is blowing off the dust. My idea of doing laundry is waiting until I can't see over of the pile of dirty clothes and then jamming as many clothes as I can in the washing machine. My idea of doing dishes is using paper plates. My idea of cooking is ordering takeout food or microwaving everything. It's a good thing that we have a Rumba to do the vacuuming, otherwise, that would never get done.
# # #
I hate having to stop to do laundry, vacuum, and interrupt my day to do food shopping and run errands. It would be a blessing to hire someone to do all of the menial things that I hate to do and that my wife is no longer able to do. Yet, the reality of someone, another woman, living in my house and sharing my private spaces with us, in a word, would be invasively weird. With me home alone with her, I'd feel compelled to talk to her to make her feel comfortably welcome in my home instead of ignoring her while she worked.
I hoped she'd hire someone that I could relate to and get along with. If Jessica hired an illegal alien, I couldn't imagine trying to hold a conversation with someone who didn't speak the language. With me joking around about everyone and everything, as if living with Sheldon Cooper from Big Bang, I couldn't relate to someone who didn't understand the finer points of sarcasm.
"So, what's the weather like in El Salvador," I imagined asking her while having little or no interest in the weather in El Salvador?
Expecting her to offer me a discount on drugs, I imagined her being from Columbia. Should I dare grope her big, Columbian breasts while she was working, I imagined her ready to kill me in my sleep. Not expecting her to answer me, but ignoring me while pretending that she didn't understand English, I needed to ask the question anyway.
"So, just curious, in addition to laundering clothes, do you know how to launder money, too?"
I imagined her holding a letter opener and looking at me as if she wanted to stab me in my heart with it for exposing my erect, naked prick to her. To be honest, I imagine not having a clue as to what she was thinking. Nevertheless, pushing my luck, and as my way to make meaningless conversation, I asked her another insensitive question.
"So, is everyone living in Bogota a drug dealer and/or a murderer?"
Again, pretending not to understand, I imagined her not answering me. I imagined catching her naked when barging in her bedroom without knocking. I imagined seeing her big, naked breasts, her black, hairy pussy, and her big, fat ass. Instead of her telling my wife that I exposed my cock to her and deliberately saw her naked when barging in her bedroom without knocking, I imagined her putting rat poison in my food.
"Exactly where is Guadeloupe?"
# # #
"It's too much work for me to cook, clean, do laundry, and drive Rachel to school, pick her up after school, and take her to her afterschool activities while working full-time," said my wife.
Knowing better not to speak when my wife was in a mood, biding my time, I waited until she finished talking and calmed down. Finally, she looked at me as if expecting me to tell her to hire someone. Thinking that this was my turn to speak, she interrupted me by taking the floor again to voice more of her complaints.
"I can't continue to do it all. It can't be done. There's just no way. I'm already at my breaking point. I'm stretched way too thin. How many times can I miss work because Rachel doesn't feel well? How many times can I arrive at work late or ask to leave work early because of doctor or dentist appointments before I'm fired?"
I understood my wife's dilemma, I did. I really did. Moreover, with me not wanting to do the menial chores, I agreed with her. How could I not? Clearly, she was overwhelmed and overworked.
With us both too busy earning money to pay our bills, put food on the table, and put something aside for vacation trips and for our daughter's college education, the time had come to hire professional help. Yet, a real budget buster, hired help doesn't come cheap. With us not rolling in dough, whomever we hired, would take a big chunk out of our weekly budget.
# # #
With me not wanting anything to do with interviewing and hiring a nanny, my wife was in charge of interviewing and in control of hiring her. To be honest, after reading about so very many celebrity men having sexual affairs with their nannies, fearing that I'd be tempted to hit on her and/or to expose myself to her, I was reticent to hire someone. Allowing me to stay out of divorce court by not being tempted to solicit the nanny for sex, I hoped she'd hire a fat, sexless, older woman, one with a mustache and moles all over her face.
Nevertheless, my apprehension, I already imagined the sexy fun I could have with the nanny while my wife was at work and I was home alone with her. Hoping beyond hope, I hoped she'd hire a young, beautiful, tall, blonde with big tits and a nice ass. Surprising me, stunning me, shocking me, and getting my wish, my wife hired Riley, a dead ringer for Kate Beckinsale, albeit a bit shorter but with bigger tits. Riley was beautiful, sexy, and shapely. I couldn't have hired a better nanny if I was doing the interviewing and hiring a nanny myself.
Instead of Riley being 5'7" like her lookalike doppelganger, Kate Beckinsale, she was 5'4" tall. Yet, what she lacked in height, she made up for in other places, if you know what I mean. She had a rounder and firmer ass that, no doubt, Kate Beckinsale wished she had, and she had much bigger breasts, at least a large C cup or a small D cup instead of Kate's modest B cup breasts. Moreover, looking as if she was Kate Beckinsale's identical, twin sister, the woman had a beautiful face to go with her spectacular body. To say that I was happy with my wife's selection would be an understatement.
Before I met Riley, I imagined my wife hiring a middle-aged, overweight woman, someone who spoke little English, as my daughter's nanny. I imagined her hiring someone who'd agree with her and who'd always disagree with me. I imagined her hiring someone who was more loyal to her than to me. Against it in the beginning, a big expense, but when I took one look at Riley, with her giving me plenty to masturbate over, I was able to justify the added expense. An understatement, I was happy that my wife hired her as my daughter's nanny.
Riley was so young. She was so sexy. She was so pretty and so shapely. She was every man's dream woman and, hoping to hit it off with her and get to know her better, she quickly became my sexual, fantasy woman and my homebound friend. Masturbating over her night and day while imagining her naked and having extramarital, sex with me, I've never masturbated over anyone, including Jessica's mother and/or her sister, as much as I masturbated over Riley.
# # #
With me a dirty, old man, I'm not embarrassed to admit that I went to bed thinking of Riley and awakened excited to see her and to engage her in conversation the next day. Every morning, after my wife left for work, I took my leisurely time in the bathroom masturbating over imagining Riley naked and having sex with me. Then, a pleasure to watch her, while pretending to read the newspaper, I drank my coffee and ate my breakfast while watching her work.
Just watching her bending, stretching, stooping, and leaning gave me an erection. I saw enough of her shapely, panty clad ass in up-skirts peeks and her bra clad breasts and her long, line of cleavage in down-blouse views to imagine the rest. She gave me plenty of exhibitionistic fodder to masturbate over later. When I wasn't masturbating over imagining Riley topless and/or naked, I masturbated over imagining her having forbidden sex with me.
'Riley, Riley, Riley, I love you, Riley,' I imagined saying while holding her in my arms and kissing her, French kissing her, and while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes.
I imagined slowly undressing her and stripping her naked. I imagine eating her pussy and her wiping my face with her wet, naked cunt. I imagined pushing her back on my bed and mounting her, making love to her before fucking her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. I imagined sticking my erect cock in her mouth to suck me. I imagined cumming in her mouth and all over her pretty face.
'Where have you been all of my life? I only wish that I was twenty-years younger or you were twenty-years older,' I thought while continuing to masturbate myself over imagining Riley naked and her having sex with me. 'She's the most beautiful woman that I know. I still can't believe that my wife hired her to stay at home with me while caring for our daughter and doing the daily chores.'
Yet, someone who looked like her would never have sex with someone who looked like me. It would never happen. Old enough to be her father, a balding, middle-aged, white man, indeed I did, I looked like someone's father. Already past my prime and continuing to quickly age while losing my looks, I imagined her having an Adonis of a young and virile boyfriend. Imagining him being the jealous type, I imagined her boyfriend prepared to beat she shit out of me should I dare make a sexually, inappropriate pass at Riley while she worked in my house.
Nonetheless, I was content enough having her there in my house every day, especially after she took my daughter to school. Alone with her without my wife there to interfere was the best time of my day. Trying not to stare and leer, she was easy on the eyes and good to look at while watching her working. If I was rich, billionaire rich, I'd leave my wife, whisk Riley away on my private yacht or plane, and ask her to marry me.
While watching her doing her daily chores, unable to help myself from wondering, staring, and leering, not hard to imagine, again, I wondered what she looked like without her clothes. Able to clearly imagine her in her sexy lingerie, I wondered what she really looked like in her bra and panties. I wondered what she really looked like topless. I wondered what she really looked like naked. Not daring to even ask her for fear that she'd tell my wife, I only wished she'd agree to work in my house in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked.
Continuing to wonder about her, I wondered what she was like in bed. I wondered if she liked sucking cock and, if she did, if she swallowed. With her such a sexy bitch, I wondered if she was submissive or aggressive during sex. Preferring a woman to be submissive but, sometimes, an aggressive woman can be fun, too, I wondered if Riley enjoyed taking sexual control.



# # #
Yet, seriously, are you kidding me? I couldn't believe that my wife hired someone who looked like her. What was she thinking? The best of both women, Riley had the face of a model and the body of a porn star. Much better looking than my wife, without even having to see her naked, I knew that Riley had a much better body, too.
Why would my wife hire someone who looked like her? If I was to hire someone myself, I couldn't have hired a nanny more beautiful and with a better body than Riley. Moreover, to keep me out of trouble and out of divorce court, I never would have hired a nanny who was more beautiful and sexier than my wife.
I wondered why she settled to work as a nanny when she could have worked at anything that gave her not only fame but also fortune. Instead of working as a lowly nanny, she could have been an actress staring in a movie. She could have worked as a headline stripper dancing around a pole while removing her clothes to music for fistfuls of tips instead of earning her living as my daughter's caregiver. Yet, to say that I was sexually attracted to Riley was an understatement. I now understand why so very men get in trouble with their wives when sexually seducing their nannies.
With all of the sexual scenarios that happen with men and their children's nannies, I still couldn't believe my wife hired her. Seriously, again, what was she thinking? Did she blindly trust that I wouldn't be tempted to try and have sex with my daughter's nanny whenever my wife wasn't around and when I was home alone with Riley? Something that happened all of the time, has she not heard of the middle-age crisis and the 7-year-itch, even though we've been married much longer than 7-years? Maybe, she was hoping that I'd have sex with Riley to give her grounds for a divorce.
I thought of Jeremy Kyle with Vicky Burton, Jude Law with Daisy Wright, Ethan Hawke with Ryan Shawhughes, Ben Affleck with Christine Ouzounian, Gavin Rossdale and Mindy Mann, Arnold Schwarzenegger and Mildred 'Patty' Baena. When they could have had sex with anyone, these men gave up some of the hottest women on the planet to have sex with, in most cases, average looking nannies. Why would Jeremy Kyle cheat on Carla Germain, Gavin Rosedale cheat on Gwen Stefani, Ben Affleck cheat on Jennifer Garner, Arnold Schwarzenegger cheat on Maria Shriver, Ethan Hawke cheat on Uma Thurman, and Jude Law cheat on Sienna Miller?
# # #
Not shy, shocking me but with her from a younger sexually uninhabited, generation, Riley was brazenly, immorally immodest. Especially when she was around me without my wife there, flirting with me and talking dirty to me with her words filled with double meanings, seemingly, she innocently blurted out what she was thinking. Acting naïve, as if she was unaware of her meaning, what she blurted out were usually her unfiltered, sexual thoughts. I wondered if she was deliberately, sexually teasing me or if she was totally unaware that she was sexually teasing me.
"Just curious," she said staring at me with her big, blue eyes. "Have you ever had sex with a younger woman?" Biting her lip while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips, she uncrossed and crossed her legs again while deliberately flashing me her bright, white, bikini panties. Only, unless I was mistaken, she wasn't wearing panties. Then, she asked. "Have you ever had sex with a woman as young as me?"
I laughed out loud.
"Seriously. Are you kidding me," I asked while laughing again? "I've had sex with lots of women your age and even younger than you," I said nodding my head to show her that I was serious.
She looked at me while making a face of disbelief.
"You have? I don't believe you. Who and when?"
I laughed out loud again.
"When I was 18-years-old, I had sex with lots of 18-year-old women," I said with another laugh.
Now, her turn to laugh out loud, she laughed out loud, too.
"That's funny," she said. "Yet, you know that I mean. Have you had sex with younger women now?"
I looked at her as if she was seated across from me naked.
"I'm married," I said with a shrug. "I've never cheated on my wife," I said until now when I cheat on her with you, I wanted to say but didn't dare.
# # #
While wondering if she was sexually teasing me by flashing me, she was sitting across from me in the living room with her knees parted wide enough for me to see that, indeed, she wasn't wearing panties. With the sun showering bright sunlight through the living room, bay window as if it was a spotlight aimed between her shapely thighs, I could clearly see her shaved, naked pussy, her pussy slit, and her camel toe. Then, when she saw me staring at what I shouldn't be staring at, with her face turning a bright red, unlike her, she looked embarrassed.
"Oops, this is so embarrassing. I'm not wearing panties," she said with a sexy laugh while squirming in her seat while calling attention to the fact that she wasn't wearing panties. As if she finally found her morals and modesty, she closed her knees, and crossed her legs to deny me anymore looks at her naked pussy.
Shocking me and sexually exciting me, as if she was sitting alone, I watched her lift the hem of her short skirt high enough and nearly up to her waist to doublecheck that she wasn't wearing panties. She looked down at her naked pussy before looking up at me. Whether deliberately or unintentionally, she exposed her naked pussy to me again. A voyeur's, sexual fantasy view, I couldn't believe that I saw Riley's naked pussy.
"I forgot to put on a pair of panties this morning. Please don't look at my naked pussy," she said with a sexy laugh when she saw me staring at all that she was showing. "I'm so embarrassed. I must have been flashing you my naked pussy the whole time that I was sitting across from you. Excuse me while I go and put on my panties," she said getting up from her chair and disappearing in her room.
I followed her with my eyes and watched her walk in her room. Not closing her bedroom door, I watched her turn her back to me while lifting her short skirt to her waist and holding it there while putting on her panties. I saw her shapely, naked ass. Riley had such a beautiful ass. As if her ass was created by a plastic surgeon, she had a perfect ass. She had an ass that any woman would love to have.
I watched pull her panties up while wiggling her naked ass in her white, bikini panties before turning to face me to expose her bald, naked pussy to my horny eyes. I saw Riley's naked pussy. If it wasn't enough that I saw her naked ass, I couldn't believe that I saw her naked pussy, too. She deliberately flashed me her naked ass and shaved, naked pussy. I couldn't believe all that I had seen of her beautiful, naked body. Clearly, she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her.
'I saw Riley's naked ass. I saw her bald, naked pussy,' I thought. 'With me a breast man, I wondered if she'd remove her blouse and bra and flash me her naked tits. Now, that I was thinking about her naked breasts while imagining what they looked like, I couldn't wait to see her naked tits.'
With her not done sexually teasing me, while pulling her panties up to her waist, she looked up at me to give me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Obviously, giving me a deliberate show of her panty clad ass and pussy, with her seemingly not caring that I was looking, staring, and leering, she was fully aware of me watching her getting dressed. My kind of nanny, she had intentionally exposed herself to me.
Clearly, sexually teasing me by flashing me her naked ass, her naked pussy, and her panty clad ass and pussy she wanted me to see her naked ass and her naked pussy, and her panty clad ass and pussy. Playing her game of exhibitionism with my voyeurism, I continued staring at all that she was showing and all that I could see of her beautiful, naked and lingerie clad body. Now, wanting to return the favor of her nudity with my nudity, somehow and someway, biding my time, I couldn't wait to expose myself to her. I'd love to show her my erect, naked prick.
Whenever my wife and daughter weren't around, with her seated across from me, whether deliberately or unintentionally, Riley continued flashing me her bright, white, bikini panties in up-skirt peeks and her low-cut, sexy bra and cleavage in down-blouse views. When she wasn't wearing short skirts, she wore skin tight short shorts, or form fitting, ass and pussy defining, yoga pants. Now, I love yoga pants, they're so sexy, especially those women who have the body to wear them.
I loved how her yoga pants made Riley's ass look so very round, shapely, and defined. Whenever she wore her skin tight yoga pants or her skin tight short shorts, revealing every crack, crevice as if she was naked, I could see every curve and crease of her exquisite ass. Wishing I could peel off her short shorts or yoga pants with my teeth, I envied her boyfriend whoever he was. If she was my woman, I'd be touching, feeling, groping, spanking, and licking her naked ass constantly and continually.
Yet, if I had to choose between the two, I like short skirts better. Why? Because whether intentional or accidental, whenever she slowly and seductively crossed her legs, Riley had a habit of flashing me her bright, white bikini panties. I can't count how many times I've already seen her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and the dark, brown patch of trimmed, pubic hair. Yet, to me, for some reason, especially when she bent at the waist to flash me her panty clad ass, it was hotter to see the back of her bright, white bikini panties than to see her naked pussy.
# # #
Hoping to get her in the sexual mood, I put on my copy of The Secretary with James Spader and Maggie Gyllenhaal. An unexpected reaction, she squirmed in her seat when James Spader as Mr. Grey stepped behind Maggie Gyllenhaal and raised the back of her short skirt too her waist. Then, he not only masturbated on her pantyhose but also, he spanked her pantyhose clad ass, too.
'Wow,' I thought!
I never tire of watching this sexy scene.
"Oh, my God. With her leaning forward with her ass in the air, I can't believe he's standing behind her masturbating himself. I can't believe he's cumming all over the back of her pantyhose," she said fanning herself. She looked up at me and said something that I never expected her to say. "I'm so wet right now," she said as if she was alone and talking to herself. "I'm so very wet," she said as if she was inviting me to feel how wet her panties were.
Then, as if we were a Japanese couple watching porn together, she did something totally unexpected. I watched her lift the front of her short skirt and position her hand between her shapely thighs. Then, she moved her hand between her legs to cup her pussy through her panties. Masturbating herself, she was rubbing her clit through her panties.
'Oh, my God. Is she really going to masturbate herself in front of me,' I thought while staring and hoping that she would?
As if I wasn't even there sitting beside her, as if she was alone with her bad self, she started to masturbate herself. As if she was my Japanese mother and we were watching a porn movie together, with her breathing through her mouth, she was becoming sexually aroused. Then, as if she was suddenly embarrassed that I was looking and watching her playing with herself, she closed her thighs on her hand. Then, when I looked away, she opened her thighs and slowly rubbed her clit through her panties again.
'I can't believe she's playing with her pussy. I can't believe Riley is masturbating herself,' I thought. 'Such a shame, too bad she put on her panties. Perhaps, if she wasn't wearing panties, she'd be fingerfucking herself. I'm so tempted to ask her if she needed my finger, my hand, and/or my tongue. I was so tempted to pull out my erect prick and stroke myself in front of her. I wondered if she'd take me in her soft, warm hand and stroke me. I'd love to masturbate her while she masturbated me.'
# # #
"This movie is so hot," said Riley looking briefly from the movie to look at me. "Where did you find it? I'm dripping wet," she said looking over at me again, this time with her cupped pussy in the palm of her hand while watching Maggie Gyllenhaal receive a spanking from James Spader. "I'll definitely be having sex tonight," she said looking at me.
She continued watching the movie with her hand beneath her short skirt and holding her panty clad pussy.
"I love being spanked," she said looking over at me again while biting her lower lip.
She looked over at me as if hinting that she wanted me put her over my knee, lift her skirt, pull down her panties, and spank her. Then, she said exactly what I was thinking.
"It's so hot to have someone take me over their knee, lift the back of my skirt, pull down my panties, and spank my naked ass hard," she said while continuing to rub her pussy through her panties.
As if waiting for me to respond, she looked up at me to give me a sexy smile. Perhaps, she was waiting for me to ask her if she wanted me to spank her. Then, giving me a naughty look, as if rethinking what she was about to say, she paused.
"Have you ever spanked a woman?"
I thought of all the women I've ever been sexually intimate with. Even the women who enjoyed rough sex, yet, no one wanted me to spank them. Thinking about spanking Riley now, I'd love to spank her naked ass. Come to think of it, if she was agreeable to me spanking her, I'd love to spank my mother-in-law's naked ass. She's always deliberately sexually teasing me by flashing me her naked pussy in up-nightgown peeks and her naked breasts in down-nightgown views.
"Maybe if I do something that displeases you, you could spank me," she said pausing as if she was reconsidering what she was about to say or what she could do to make me want to spank her. "I love it when a man lifts my skirt, pulls down my panties, takes me over his knees, and wallops my naked ass hard, really hard," she said again as if hinting that was what she wanted me to do.
I couldn't believe what she said. I couldn't believe what I had just heard. I hardly knew this woman. I squirmed in my seat while trying to unnoticeable adjust my erection with my fingers.
Not having to ask me twice, she wanted me to spank her. She wanted me to put her over my knee, lift the back of her short skirt to her waist, expose her naked ass, and slap her naked ass red. Only, I didn't dare. I wished I was her boyfriend and/or her lover instead of her married employer.
'Spank her? Who wouldn't want to spank her perfect, naked ass? I'd love to lift her skirt, pull down her panties, and wallop her naked ass hard, really hard,' I thought while imagining giving Riley a good spanking if for no other good reason than her unmercifully, sexually teasing me.
Then, I wondered what more she likes to do.
'Does she enjoy being slapped across her face? I can do that. I'd love to grab her by her long, brown hair, slap her across her face, pull her to her knees, and stick my prick in her mouth.'
I imagined her topless and on her knees in front of me. I imagined her staring up at me before staring at my naked, erect prick. I imagined taking me in her soft, warm hand to stroke me.
'Blow me. Suck my prick, bitch. Blow me,' I imagined saying to her. 'I need to cum in your mouth. I need to cum all over your face."
# # #
With Riley helping around the house with the household chores, the cooking, the cleaning, the laundry, the errands, and the grocery shopping, she did more than just babysit our daughter. With her a big help, quickly becoming part of our family, an understatement, worth every penny of the weekly expense, we didn't mind having her around. Besides, with me already infatuated with her, I liked having a sexy woman who was half my age around the house while wearing her short shorts, yoga pants, a short skirt, and/or a low-cut top, if you know what I mean, another understatement.
With her always leaning, stooping, bending, and stretching, I couldn't help but leer at all that I was seeing and what more I was imagining by staring at her shapely ass when wearing her short shorts and/or her form fitting, yoga pants. Having always been attracted to women's butts, Riley had a phenomenal ass. No doubt, her swimming, ice skating, ballet, and gymnastics showed up in her well-formed posterior.
When I wasn't staring at her short skirt, clad ass or her tight fitting, yoga pants that defined her ass, I stared up her short skirt at her panties. When I wasn't trying to see her panties, I was looking down her blouse at her long, sexy line of cleavage and her low-cut bra while hoping to see more of her tits. I wondered if she knew she was showing as much as I was seeing. I wondered if she was deliberately, sexually teasing me and wanted me to see her shapely, short and yoga pants clad ass, her panties, and/or her cleavage.
Now that she was free from doing chores, with her always horny, my wife had the energy to want to have sex again. Yet, sadly, unbelievably, and shockingly, I no longer wanted to have sex with her. I wanted to have sex with Riley. Every time I was in bed with my wife, Jessica, not fair to her, I imagined being in bed with Riley. Creeping in my mind when I least expected it, totally enamored with her, I couldn't get my mind off of Riley.
'Riley. Riley. Riley. I want to fuck you. I want to eat you. I want to cum in your sexy mouth and all over your beautiful face.'
My every wakening moment was thinking about Riley naked and having sex with me. I wondered if she thought about me in the way that I thought about her. I wondered if she masturbated over me in the way that I masturbate over her.
I imagined her wearing a sexy, low-cut, sheer nightgown that left nothing to the imagination. Whenever I saw my wife in her panties and bra, topless, and naked, I imagined seeing Riley in her panties and bra, topless, and naked. Whenever my wife was in bed with me ready and willing for consensual sex, I imagined Riley in bed with me and ready and willing for consensual sex.
When fondling Jessica's B cup, naked breasts, pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her nipples, I imagined fondling Riley's C cup, naked breasts, pulling turning, and twisting her nipples, and sucking them. When fingering and licking Jessica's hairy pussy, I imagined being positioned between Riley's shapely legs and eating her shaved, naked pussy.
Whenever my wife stroked and sucked my cock, I imagined Riley masturbating me before blowing me. When cumming in Jessica's mouth, I imagined cumming in Riley's mouth. When making love to my wife, I imagined making love to Riley. When fucking Jessica, I imagined fucking Riley. I couldn't stop imagining Riley naked and having sex with her.
Riley, Riley, Riley, all that I thought of was imagining seeing her in her sexy lingerie, topless, naked, and having sex with her. Giving me something to masturbate over, from the first day that I met her, I masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with me. I wondered what she looked like topless and/or naked. I wondered what she was like in bed. I wondered what she sounded like and looked like when having a sexual orgasm. Yet, I had to be careful with her around Jessica for my wife not to see the sexual attraction that I had for Riley.
# # #
Then, I did it. Testing the sexual waters, I blurted out what I was thinking when sitting on the couch and masturbating in the dark. I heard her come downstairs. I knew she was sitting in the dark kitchen having her tea.
"Oh, Riley," I said while slowly stroking my prick. "I wish I could make out with you while touching you and feeling you everywhere through your clothes," I said stroking myself faster. "I wish I could strip you naked," I said stroking myself harder. "I wish I could make love to you before fucking you."



I pretended that I didn't know that Riley was sitting in the kitchen in the dark. An awkward moment, while hoping she heard me, I waited for Riley's reaction to my wanting to have sex with her. Instead of calling for my wife for sex, I called for Riley for sex.
With nothing to lose but everything to gain, I figured that if she wanted me to give her sex, she'd come in the living room. If she didn't want to have sex with me, then, she'd ignore me and return to her room. Nonetheless, holding my horny breath, I was curious what she'd say and/do.
"Oh, Riley. Suck my cock. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said while hoping that she'd take the not-so-subtle hint. "Come to the living room, sit beside me on the couch, and take me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me."
# # #
As if on cue, Riley poked her head in the living room to look up at me. Masturbating myself with my eyes closed while still pretending that I didn't know she was there, I continued stroking my prick. With her still watching me, I decided to really give her a show. I switched hands and masturbated myself with my left hand so that she could have a better view of my naked prick. Curious to see her reaction, wanting her to know what I was thinking, I added dialogue to my masturbation show.
"I'd love to see you naked, Riley. I'd love to lift your short skirt, pull down your bikini panties, and spank your naked ass. I'd love to finger your pussy while licking your pussy. I'd love to masturbate you while eating you," I said. "I'd love to give you a sexual orgasm with my tongue and my fingers."
With her not making a move to leave, I continued with my X-rated dialogue, hopefully, for the benefit of my daughter's nanny. I was so sexually excited. I couldn't believe that I was not only talking dirty to Riley but also masturbating myself in front of her.
"I wish I could stick my prick in your mouth. I'd love for you to blow me. I'd love to not only cum in your mouth but all over your face, too," I said.
Then, making her presence known, she stepped in the living room. She sat beside me on the couch and took my erect prick in her hand. Riley was holding my prick in her hand. I couldn't believe she was holding my cock in her soft and warm hand.
She fondled the head of my prick with her manicured fingers before she wrapped her fingers around my erect cock. Then, she slowly stroked me. Continuing to stroke me, she stroked me faster and harder. I couldn't believe that my beautiful and sexy Riley was giving me a hand job.
"I'd love to blow you. I'd love to suck your cock, Michael. I'd not only love you to cum in my mouth but all over my face and across my naked breasts," she said removing her nightgown straps and allowing the bodice of her nightgown to fall to her lap.
I watched her as she felt and fondled her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples through her bra. Then, she lifted her bra to expose her naked breasts to my horny eyes. She looked up at me as if inviting me to touch her breasts and fondle her tits.
"Touch me, Michael. Feel my tits. Finger my nipples. I love having my nipples pulled, turned, and twisted," she said.
Not having to ask me twice, I was all over her big tits with my horny hands. Then, giving her a not-so-subtle hint, I put a gentle hand to the back of her head and gentle pushed her head forward. Taking the hint, she moved her head to my lap and took my erect prick to my lap.
'Riley has my prick in her mouth. She's blowing me. She's sucking my cock,' I thought while watching her and continuing to fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
"Suck it, Riley. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said.
Instead of turning me down, Riley was really blowing me. Really going at it, as if she wanted to blow me as much as I wanted her to blow me, she was really sucking my cock while stroking my prick. Stroking me harder, stroking me faster, and sucking me deeper, she was determined for me to cum in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. Seemingly, she wanted me to give her a cum bath as much as I wanted to give her a cum bath.
# # #
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My sexual fantasy come true this is crazy. I'm having sex with Riley. She's blowing me. She wants me to cum in her mouth.'
Not wasting time, as if my clothes were on fire, I pulled my shirt up, over my head, and off. Then, while staring over at Riley, and waiting for and expecting her to reject me, I was naked, totally naked. To say that I already had a huge erection would be an understatement. While my wife was soundly sleeping and had no idea that I was having sex with our nanny, I couldn't believe that Riley was willing and ready to have sex with me.
I stared at her standing in her underwear as much as she stared at me standing before her naked. As if she had never seen an erect, naked prick before, she continued staring at my naked cock. Then, sexually teasing me, as if she was a stripper on stage, she slowly and seductively removed her bra straps and unhooked the back of her bra.
She removed her bra while holding her bra cups in place with her hands before tossing her bra to the floor. Holding my breath while hearing an imagined drumroll, and again, as if Riley was a stripper on stage, I watched her remove her bra cups from her breasts and toss her big, white brasserie on the couch.
Riley was topless. I couldn't believe that she was topless. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked tits, her symmetrical areolas, and her erect nipples. Squeezed into her bra, her naked breasts looked more like a D cup than they did a C cup. She had big tits with huge, erect nipples. Clearly, she was already as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited.
She continued blowing me while stroking my cock faster and harder. No longer able to hold back, I ejaculated in her mouth. As soon as she released my prick from her soft lips, I ejaculated a second load all over her face.
I only hoped my wife didn't awaken before Riley finished blowing me. I need to experience the sexually satisfied feeling of cumming in her mouth. I needed to cum all over her face, too. I just hoped to God that my wife remained sleeping until we finished having sex and, fortunately, she did.
# # #
I not only had extramarital sex with Riley whenever my wife wasn't home but something so deplorable, I cheated on my wife with the nanny. I just hoped to God that my wife never caught us having sex. I hoped to God that she never even suspected that we were having sex. I prayed to God that she never found out about us sucking, licking, and fucking.
If she knew that we were having sex, she'd divorce me. I'd be embarrassed for my wife to know that I was having sex with a woman half her age. How can she compete with that? Clearly, she can't. Nonetheless, the best thing my wife ever did was to not only hire a nanny but also to hire Riley as our live-in nanny.
THE END
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My Mother-in-law is a Swinger, Ch 1
Unbeknownst to her daughter, Andi, and to her son-in-law, James, exhibitionist mother-in-law, Jackie, is not only a whore but also, she's a swinger, too.
The last place that I expected to run into her, I never expected to see my forty-something-year-old mother-in-law, Jackie, at a swinger's, social dance. I should talk. My wife and I were there, too. Yet, this was our first swinger social and we had yet to hook up with another couple.
My wife and I spotted her mother sitting in the far corner of the room topless and with another couple. I couldn't believe my eyes. I not only couldn't believe she was there at a swingers' dance but also, I couldn't believe she was topless. My mother-in-law had her naked breasts on display for everyone to see. Clearly, she had been here before.
Hard to wrap my head around it, as if I was imagining it, if it wasn't enough that I was seeing my wife's MILF of a mother at a swingers' social dance, I was seeing her topless. I was seeing her naked tits. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked tits. She has spectacular boobs.
My MILF of a mother-in-law was topless. I couldn't believe she was topless. I was finally seeing her big, naked tits. One of my long-time, sexual fantasies coming true, something that I've always wanted to see, I've endlessly masturbated over imagining seeing my mother-in-law's naked breasts. I couldn't believe I was seeing her naked breasts at, of all places, a swingers', social dance.
'My God, she has such big tits,' I thought. 'Jackie has such huge breasts with big nipples.'
As if I had never seen a woman's naked breasts before, I continued staring at Jackie's naked breasts. Yet, these weren't just anyone's breasts. The best breasts I have ever seen, these were my MILF of a mother-in-law's breasts.
'Not sexually satisfied with just seeing her big tits, I'd love to touch her tits. I'd love to feel her tits. I'd love to fondle her tits. I'd love to suck her tits while turning, twisting, and pulling her big, erect nipples,' I thought while continuing to stare at her naked breasts.
# # #
Looking here, there, and everywhere, there were so many good-looking, sexy, and scantily dressed people milling around at the swingers' dance that I didn't immediately notice my mother-in-law at first. Finally, after scanning the whole room for a second time, I noticed a good-looking, blonde, topless woman with enormous breasts sitting in the far corner of the room with another couple. I didn't recognize the other couple sitting with her but I sure as heck recognized my mother-in-law.
Yet, of course, when I saw how big the topless woman's breasts were, I thought of my mother-in-law and her enormous breasts. Why wouldn't I? She has big tits, really big tits, and I've always wanted to see her big, naked breasts. Imagining my mother-in-law's face on the woman, it was then that I realized that, indeed, she was my mother-in-law.
Then, when I saw that the woman was, indeed, Jackie, my wife, Andi's mother, I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law was at a swingers', social dance. Hard for me to believe, even more than that, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my MILF of a mother-in-law topless. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked tits.
Since the day that I married her daughter and her mother rubbed her big breasts against me while dancing with me at our wedding, I was hooked. I was committed. I've always wanted to not only see Jackie's big tits but also, I wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her big tits while sucking her nipples. Who wouldn't? The biggest bra clad breasts I've ever seen, she had a magnificent set of knockers. I wondered what her tits looked like without her dress and her bra.
Not needing the sign that I wish I had whenever around my mother-in-law, 'Show Me You Tits.' I didn't need to flash a sign to see Jackie's tits. Without even needing to ask, they were right there in all of their naked glory.
Wishing I had my cellphone with me to take candid photos of my topless mother-in-law but with no cameras allowed inside, I had to count on my memory. Unable to remove my eyes from her naked breasts, I looked, I stared, and I leered at my topless mother-in-law. I couldn't get enough of seeing her big, naked tits. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing the biggest, naked breasts that I've ever seen, I was seeing my mother-in-law's tits. These were Jackie's breasts.
'My God, she has such big tits,' I thought. 'Dwarfing the other women and putting them and their breasts to shame, her breasts are massive and even bigger than I thought they'd be.'
# # #
As if her breasts were an attraction at a circus and were a sideshow spectacle, men who were attracted to big breasted women and who never saw such big, naked tits, all stared at her monstrous, naked breasts. No doubt, with them all wanting to touch them, feel them, and fondle her gigantic breasts while sucking her big, erect nipples, the men at the dance walked closer to gather around her. Attracting a crowd, men stared at Jackie's enormous breasts as if they had never seen naked tits before.
Even though my wife, Andi, has big boobs, a D cup, they're overshadowed by her mother's huge boobs, an F cup. Whenever they're out together, stealing all of the sexual attention from my wife, as if Andi was flat chested, men stared at her mother's huge breasts instead of her big breasts. Normally, it's an oddity to see a woman with such big tits. Much like everyone else in the huge room, I couldn't stop staring a Jackie's enormous breasts.
I've never seen a woman with giant, F cup breasts with symmetrical areolas, and huge nipples up close and in person. Clueless about women's breast cup sizes, I wouldn't have known that my mother-in-law had F cup breasts had my wife not told me. I always thought that double D was the biggest women's breasts. Much like every other guy, when it comes to tits, instead of stating cup sizes, we define women's breasts as really tiny tits, small tits, average tits, big tits, and really big tits.
Now, with her, literally, spending two years sexually teasing me and erotically enticing me, in the same way of the other men, as if seeing her naked breasts was my unexpected invitation, I couldn't wait to get closer. I couldn't wait to introduce myself to her swinging friends. I couldn't wait to get my wife's mother alone and make out with her while touching her big tits and feeling her enormous breasts.
This was my golden opportunity to finally have my wicked, sexual way with my mother-in-law's big tits. Only, previously engaged, she was busy with another swinging couple, and I was there with my wife.
# # #
Author's Notes:
This is a true story that James asked me to write for him about his wife, Andi, and his mother-in-law, Jackie. In order to protect and keep their real identities secret, everything is factual but their names. Just in case you personally know the characters in this story, James asked me not to use their real, first names. With her not wanting people coming to her door and asking for sex, Jackie already received plenty enough attention and offers for sex without her advertising that she's an exhibitionist whore and a swinger to the world.
Think about it. Do you know who your neighbors all are? With this such a small world, for all you know, Andi and/or Jackie could be living next-door to you or across the street from you. With Andi's mother an exhibitionistic whore, you may have already seen Jackie undressing in front of her bedroom window with the shade up and the light on. Giving them an exhibitionist show of her topless and/or naked body, she loved flashing and teasing her unsuspecting neighbors out walking their four, legged friends late at night.
She loved answering her front door topless or only wearing a towel that always suddenly fell. Sexually exciting the pizza delivery man into giving her free pizza, she loved flashing the UPS man, the FedEx man, the Amazon man, and her mailman. Flashing them too, she did the same to her electrician, her plumber, and her handy man.
You may have already seen Andi's big breasted mother swimming backstroke laps while topless in her pool. A real MILF, with breasts as big as Christina Hendricks and Sofia Vergara's, as written before, she has huge F cup tits. With all of us accustomed to seeing A, B, C, D, and double D cup breasts, it's difficult to describe how big F cup breasts are unless you've seen them up-close and personal for yourself. Other than sunbathing topless and in the nude while teasing the landscapers and the pool men, her favorite swimming pool game is Marco Polo.
A real whore, she loves being felt up when swimming, laughing, and splashing in her pool. Further, she loves touching, feeling, and stroking men's naked cocks as much as they love touching, feeling, and fondling her big, naked tits. Now, I bet you wish that she was your next-door neighbor or living across the street from you. I bet you wish that she'd invite you to join her in her backyard, topless activities. No doubt, I bet you'd love to play Marco Polo with my mother-in-law while feeling her tits and fingering her erect nipples.
"Marco Polo. Marco Polo."
I imagined using her huge breasts as floatation devices. I imagined hanging onto her big breasts while swimming around the pool. With my hands hidden below the waterline, I imagined having your wicked, sexual way with her huge, naked breasts.
# # #
My MILF Mother-in-law is a Swinger
With me wearing my headphones while watching porn, my wife, Andi, came upstairs, burst open my bedroom door without knocking, and unexpectedly caught me watching porn again. When I finally noticed her, surprised that she was there standing behind me, I never heard her enter my room. Even though she knows that I watch porn daily, and even though we discussed my proclivity for X-rated pictures and videos of topless and naked woman, I'm still embarrassed. Feeling like a pervert, and as if feeling as I'm being judged, I'm uncomfortable watching porn when my wife is with me in my room.
I feel creepy watching porn especially when my wife is standing behind me or sitting beside me at my desk. Unable to help how I feel, I feel as if I'm doing something wrong when looking at dirty pictures and watching sexy videos. I feel as if I'm cheating on my wife by lusting over other topless and naked women. The closest thing to having adulterated sex with them while masturbating over them sends the untrue message that I'm not sexually satisfied with my wife.
Yet, having watched porn for years before I was married, watching porn is as habitual as having my first, morning cup of black coffee. I've been watching porn ever since I bought my first computer and hooked it up to the Internet. Watching porn has become my daily ritual and something that I can't do without. With her knowing that I watch porn at this hour, she should have respected my privacy by knocking on my door first and waiting until I invited her to enter.
"I don't have to ask what you're doing," said Andi with a dirty laugh. "Your morning habit, you're watching porn. Then, you disappear in the bathroom and masturbate yourself," she said while running her fingers through my hair.
Making me hot, she reached her hand inside of my pajama top and played with my chest hairs while fingering and erecting my nipples with her long, thin fingers.
"Instead of jerking yourself off over someone else, you should be having sex with me," she said. She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "I'd let you eat my pussy any time of the day," she said with a sexy laugh while lifting her nightgown to her waist to flash me her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy. "I love it when you masturbate me," she said rubbing her clit. "In the way that I love giving you blowjobs, I love having you eat my pussy."
I watched her slide a slow, practiced hand along her pussy slit. Then, while parting her pussy lips, she penetrated her pussy with her fingers. Not stopping there, I watched her continue to rub her clit. She fingerfucked her pussy while looking at the photos of topless and naked women. Making herself horny, my wife was masturbating herself to my porn. Naively thinking that women don't masturbate as much as men, if I hadn't seen her masturbating, I never would have believed it.
"I don't know why you need to hide in the bathroom to masturbate yourself when you could masturbate yourself right here while sitting in front of your computer. There's no one here but you and me to see you," she said removing her hand from her pussy and pulling down and her straightening her nightgown. "Unless my mother spends the night, there's no one else here to see you playing with yourself. Besides, my whore of a mother would love to watch you stroking your prick. Knowing her, she'd love to watch you cum," said Andi with a dirty laugh.
# # #
I closed the site, turned off my computer, and turned in my chair to face my wife. Feeling awkwardly uncomfortable, I looked up at her ready to apologize. Disrespecting her by watching porn, I felt like such a degenerate. What's wrong with me? Why am I still watching porn when I have such a hot and sexy wife who has tits nearly as big as her mother's tits?
She was right. Instead of masturbating myself, I could have sex with her. No longer feeling special, I felt average. Embarrassed, I felt ashamed. For me to watch porn every day while sexually lusting over other women and masturbating over them, I felt as if I had no control over my sexual appetite. I felt as if I was disrespecting my wife by sexually lusting over other women.
'How does that make my wife feel with me looking at, sexually lusting and masturbating over other women,' I wondered? 'She'd be wrong if she thought that I didn't love her. I did love her. She'd be wrong if she thought that I didn't think she was pretty enough and/or sexy enough to hold my sexual interest. She most definitely is. I'm just a normal guy who likes looking at other women in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked. What's so wrong with that?'
"Sorry. I hope you're not angry that I watch porn. Trust me. It's no negative reflection on you," I said. "These women have nothing on you, albeit, some have bigger tits, and you know how I feel about women with big tits," I said with a dirty laugh. "If anything. Comparing you to them, makes me appreciate you more," I said giving her a line of bullshit.
She turned on my computer and looked at my computer screen to see a bevy of topless and naked women. Most of the women were giving men blowjobs. Many of the other women were leaning over something while having sexual intercourse from behind. Other women were posing while flashing their topless and naked bodies to unsuspecting men.
'Sometimes, I wished my wife was more like her mother,' I thought. 'All the things that she'd never do, I'd love to watch her flashing her big tits to unsuspecting men. I'd love to watch her flash her panties or her naked pussy. I'd love to take her to a nude beach. I'd love to watch her having sex with one of my friends.'
"It's nothing more than a habit, a morning ritual," I said with a shrug. "I can't help myself from watching porn. A typical guy, I like looking at topless and naked women, especially topless and naked celebrities."
Understanding my inherent need to watch porn, and no doubt, masturbate over it, Andi pulled up a chair to sit beside me. Things between us couldn't be better. Things between us were good, very good. Always on the same page, and always getting along, a perfect match, we were both highly, sexual people. To say that we both loved having sex would be a huge understatement.
# # #
Instead of being in the habit of watching porn, I could be a degenerate gambler. I could be a drunk. I could be a druggie hooked on drugs. Or, like so very many other people, I could be addicted to over-the-counter non-prescription drugs.
Instead of just looking at lingerie clad, topless, and naked women, I could be a cheater. Instead, with me just being a voyeur, I was content at looking and not touching. If I sexually wanted to touch anyone, with us only married less than 2-years, I had my wife to shower all of my sexual affection on her.
Unlike many of my friends, I could be having sex with other women behind my wife's back but I wasn't. I'd never do that. I wouldn't dare cheat on the one woman that I so dearly loved for fear that she'd cheat on me and/or leave me. A harmless voyeuristic activity, I just enjoyed viewing topless and naked women on my computer and masturbating over them. With me constantly horny, what's wrong with that? I'm not hurting anyone.
Notwithstanding, clearly curious to see the types of women that sexually excited me, Andi watched me flipping through pages and pages of porn of dozens and dozens of topless and naked women. There were so many topless and naked women of all sizes, shapes, races, and ages. What has this world become or, now that it's all out in the open with the Internet. Has our Puritan society and moral values always been like this? Or have we been invaded by exhibitionists and voyeurs who see nothing wrong with being topless and naked to show others their topless and naked bodies?
Have women always been such exhibitionistic whores and always ready to show? Have men always been such horny, whoremongers always ready to look? With most women exhibitionists and most men voyeurs, it's good that women like to show what men like to see. Only, when it's your mother exposing her topless self at a swingers' party, that was as equally disturbing for Andi to see as it was sexually exciting for me to see my big breasted, mother-in-law topless.
'I can't believe my mother-in-law is at a swingers', social dance. I can't believe she's a swinger. I can't believe she's sitting there topless for everyone to see her naked breasts,' I thought as soon as I saw and recognized Jackie sitting topless in the far corner of the big room with her swinger friends. 'Something that I've always wanted to see since I married her daughter, I can't believe I'm finally seeing my mother-in-law's big, naked tits,' I thought.
# # #
"So, tell me, and don't be embarrassed," said Andi. "There's nothing to be embarrassed about. You can tell me anything. With us best friends before we married and still best friends after we married, there's nothing that you can say and/or do that would make me think less of you," she said choosing her words carefully. She paused to look up at me as if she was thinking how to phrase and/or rephrase her words only to say how she truly felt first. "I love you and will always love you."
Again, as if rethinking what she was about to say, she paused again while looking up at me to watch my reaction to her next question.
"Tell me, I'm curious to know, if you could sexually do anything with anyone, dead or alive, a celebrity, a relative, or a stranger, who would it be and what would you sexually do with them," asked Andi giving me another sexy look. "Tell me everything and don't leave any sexy, sexual detail out," she said with a sexy, little laugh.
I looked at my wife with embarrassment and shame mixed with sexual excitement and horniness. Clearly, in addition to thinking about my topless mother-in-law flashing her enormous breasts at a swingers', social dance, I thought of what I'd do with my sexual fantasy woman, whoever she was. I mean, I've always known who my sexual fantasy woman is but not wanting to admit it in public especially to my wife, of all people, my sexual fantasy woman is someone she'd never expect. Then, seemingly lost in thought, when I didn't immediately answer her, with her curious to know, she asked me her question again.
"Don't be embarrassed," she said again. "Tell me. I'd really like to know. What's your biggest sexual fantasy? Who do you masturbate over? Is it a neighbor? Someone we both know? A relative? One of my friends, possibly? A co-worker or a celebrity? Other than me, your wife, who makes your cock hard enough for you to want to stroke your prick and cum while masturbating yourself over her?"



Clearly uncomfortably embarrassed admitting my sexual fantasies to my wife, with us married barely two-years, I shouldn't have any sexual fantasies that doesn't include her, but I did. I shouldn't be sexually lusting over any other woman, but I was. She should be my everything but, unfortunately, sexually, much like most couples, she wasn't. Instead, with me always horny, I felt the need to watch and masturbate over porn every day, sometimes multiple times a day.
Again, with me always horny, and with my wife the only woman that I ever had sex with, I wanted more. With her the only woman that I've intimately known, secretly, I wanted to experience other women. Especially now that I've seen her mother topless and was made aware that my mother-in-law is a swinging whore, as long as my wife is by my side and agreeable to us having sex with others, I'd like to experience the swinging lifestyle, too. I'd like to attend a swingers', social dance with Andi to see what swingers do.
# # #
Yet, not believing that Andi would understand my sexual attraction to my secret, sexual fantasy woman, reluctant to continue my sexual, attraction confession to my wife, I took her hand in my hand and kissed it. I looked into her big, bright blue eyes and, while wishing I was kissing my sexual fantasy woman, I leaned into her to give her a passionate kiss on the lips.
"You know that I love you," I said continuing to look deeply in her eyes. "Right?"
Andi smiled up at me while nodding her pretty head.
"Of course," she said. "I know that you love me with all of your heart and as much as I love you. Yet, you watching porn and masturbating yourself has more to do with you than with me," she said with an understanding shrug. "Nonetheless, even though you won't admit it, you sexually lusting over other women takes something away from me with me knowing that you're not totally happy and sexually satisfied with me."
I gave Andi another kiss on the lips and she returned my kiss with her kiss.
"You're the love of my life. I don't sexually and romantically want anyone else but you," I said.
I paused to look at my wife to gage her reaction to what I had just said and what more I was about to admit. I paused again while wondering if I should tell Andi who I was sexually attracted enough to make me want to masturbate over imagining her naked and having sex with me. She was my wife and I was her husband, still nearly newlyweds, I shouldn't want any other woman than her.
"If I tell you who I'm sexually attracted to and who I masturbate over, please don't be angry. After I confess what my biggest sexual fantasy is and who turns me on enough to masturbate over them, I'd love to have your honest opinion," I said.
# # #
Andi looked at me with trepidation before letting out a nervous, little laugh.
"As long as your sexual fantasy doesn't include farm animals, gay men, non-consensual sex, forced sex, and/or rape, I'm good with anything and everything else that you sexually imagine happening," she said with a dirty laugh. "Absolutely nothing else is sexually off-limits."
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
'Seriously? Anything and everything else that I can sexually imagine? Nothing is sexually off-limits,' I thought?
I paused to ponder all of the sexual ramifications of a relationship with anything and everything that I can sexually imagine. I paused to ponder what a relationship with nothing sexually off-limits. The sexual floodgates opened with all of the erotic possibilities filling my horny mind.
'Does this mean that she wants to be a swinger like her mother? Does this mean that she's agreeable to having sex with others? Does that mean me having sex with one of her girlfriends or with one of my co-workers? Does that mean her having sex with one of my friends or one of her coworkers while I watch and masturbate myself over them having sex. Does that mean, her having lesbian sex with another woman or incestuous sex with one of her relatives? What she said by saying anything and everything else added a world of sexual possibilities.'
"I assure you my sexual fantasies have no farm animals, gay men, or forced sex in them," I said to my wife with a smug laugh.
Then, I thought more about who I'm was sexually attracted to and who I masturbate over. I feared that if I told her, she may be disappointed in me. Yet, ready to confess and tell her who it was who sexually excited me, while hoping that she'd understand, I looked at Andi with sadly tortured eyes.
# # #
"No. I can't. I just can't," I said changing my mind about telling her who my sexual fantasy woman was. "I know you all too well. You won't understand my sexual attraction to her," I said. "You won't understand that at all. You'll be angry. You'll think me a pervert. You'll think that I'm already cheating on you and am already having sex with her."
She laughed.
"Well, after suspensefully building up your sexual fantasy and the secret identity of your mystery woman, you must tell me now," she said with a laugh. "I need to know. I must know who it is," she said.
She laughed a sexually, diabolical laugh.
"As long as it's not Kim Kardashian or any of the other Kardashian sluts for that matter, I hate those nasty whores. With them all over exposed, literally and figuratively, they've always in the press. Other than any of those nasty bitches, I'm good with whatever and whoever you say is your biggest, sexual fantasy," she said with a little shrug. "I'd like to know who you think is sexy."
I looked at my wife while debating if I should tell her who my sexual fantasy woman was. I wondered if she'd understand. I wondered what she'd say. I wondered if she'd be angry with me.
"Is it Katy Perry? I love Katy Perry. She's pretty. She's so sexy. Or maybe it's Britney Spears. Britney Spears is a whore bug she has a hot body from all of that dancing. Or maybe it's J. Lo. She's another whore but she still looks good for her age. So, tell me who it is. Knowing how much you like big breasted women, maybe it's Christina Hendricks or Sofia Vergara. They both have enormous F cup breasts," said Andi. "Neither one is a whore, at least, I don't think they are."
Feeling safe telling her and trusting her with her knowing who my sexual fantasy woman was, she encouraged me to tell her my deepest, sexual secrets by rubbing my back.
"Why would I be angry? There's nothing that you can say that will make me angry. I love you," she said giving me another kiss. "So, tell me and don't hold back. What's your biggest, sexual fantasy? What do you sexually fantasize about when you're horny? Who do you think about naked and having sex with her when masturbating yourself?"
# # #
While hoping that she'd understand and not be angry, I looked at my wife with love.
"Your mother," I blurted out while painfully confessing and thinking about her mother's enormous, naked breasts.
Andi looked at me with confusion. Not understanding that her mother was my sexual fascination, she asked me again.
"My mother? What about my mother," she asked?
I let out a nervous, little laugh.
"Your mother is my sexual fantasy woman. I sexually fantasize over your mother. I masturbate over her every day, sometimes multiple times a day," I said. "Injecting her and replacing you, I even think about her when we're having sex."
I paused before continuing to study her reaction to my admitting that I think of her mother when we're having sex.
"I love her, I do, but not nearly as much as I love you and not in the same romantic way that I love you. Yet, there's something about your mother that makes me horny. There's nothing more that I'd want to do than to have sex with your mother," I said. "I wish I could see, touch, feel, fondle, grope, and suck her big tits."
While pausing to replay it all through my mind, I thought about all that I'd wanted to do with her mother.
"I'd love for her to stroke me. I'd love for her to blow me. I'd love for your mother to suck my cock while I fondled her big tits and fingered her erect nipples. I'd love to cum in your mother's mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts,' I said while imagining Jackie blowing me and cumming in her mouth, all over her face, and across her big, naked breasts.
Allowing my sexual fantasy to play across my horny mind, I imagined having my wicked, sexual way with my mother-in-law and with her big, naked breasts.
"That's not all. I'd love to eat your mother's pussy. I'd love to fingerfuck her pussy while rubbing her clit and licking her. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. I'd love to watch and hear her cum. I'd love to fuck your mother. I'd love to fuck her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock, too. I'd love to cum in your mother's pussy, too."
Expecting her to be angry, and expecting her to not understand my sexual attraction to her mother, I stared at my wife while waiting for her violent reaction. I wondered how she felt about me wanting to fuck her mother. I wondered how she felt about me wanting her mother to blow me. With all of the women in the world, I wondered how she felt about me wanting to have sex with Jackie. When she didn't show any reaction to the identity of my sexual fantasy woman, I continued with my sexual attraction confession about her mother to my wife.
"From the first day that I met her, I've always been sexually attracted to her," I said looking at my wife apologetically. "You know how I feel about big, breasted, older women and she certainly has big tits that are even bigger, firmer, and raised up higher after her breast enhancement surgery."
Not giving me her opinion one way or the other, not judging me and/or my sexual attraction to her mother, Andi remained silent while allowing me to talk. I wondered what she was thinking. I wondered if she'd stab me to death while I was sleeping or pour poison in my coffee when I wasn't looking. Hoping that she'd listen and understand my sexual attraction to her mother without murdering me, I decided to give her more background to justify my sexual attraction to Jackie.
"The first time I met your mother, she was recently divorced from your father. She had just had her breast enhancement surgery to make her big breasts higher, firmer, and look bigger than they already did," I said holding my hands out in front of my chest to imitate the sheer size of her mother's massive breasts. "Unable to drive home, I stayed over and slept in the guest bedroom because I had too much to drink. Do you remember that?"
Clearly remembering the night that I slept over in the guest bedroom, my wife nodded her head.
"All day, staring at them and leering at them, I couldn't take my eyes off of your mother's big tits. Before falling asleep while slowly stroking myself, I wished that I could see your mother's big, naked tits. I wished she'd blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth and all over her naked breasts. I so wanted to fuck your mother," I confessed and admitted to my wife.
Then, I told her what else happened that night.
"Falling asleep stroking myself, I was naked and sleeping on my back beneath the covers. Then, sometime during the night with you soundly asleep in your room, my wish came true. I vaguely remember your mother coming in my room to check on me," I said while watching the reaction of my wife.
Embarrassed to tell her what happened with her mother, I took a big breath to give me the courage to continue. Thinking that she may be angry. Thinking that she'd think it was my fault, I hoped she wouldn't blame me for her mother being sexually attracted to me. I hoped she wouldn't blame me for her mother being a whore.
"Maybe I was dreaming or imagining it, but I remember your mother removed the covers from me. I opened my eyes a crack, enough to see. As if she had never seen a naked man before, she stood over me staring at my naked body. Then, surprising me and shocking me, she took my flaccid penis in her hand and slowly stroked me before she leaned forward to take me in her mouth to briefly suck me."
I looked at my wife while remembering her mother with my erect prick in her mouth.
"Your mother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock. I swear, with me so sexually excited, had I not been drinking, I would have put a gentle hand behind your mother's head and humped her mouth and fucked her face. Had I not been so out of it, I would have ejaculated in your mother's mouth," I said. "I wish I wasn't drunk and/or sleeping. I would have enjoyed your mother's impromptu blowjob more," I said with a dirty laugh.
Andi smirked and laughed, too.
"Trust me. You weren't dreaming or imagining things. That sounds like something that my mother would do," said Andi with a dirty laugh. "By the way that she looks at you, undresses you with her eyes, and sexily dresses when around you, she's always been sexually attracted to you, too."
Clearly aware that her mother was an exhibitionist whore, Andi looked at me with sexual arousal. Maybe she was thinking of her sexual fantasy, too. Maybe her sexual fantasy included her mother, too.
"If you gave her the chance, she'd allow you to strip her naked and have sex with her naked body. She'd allow you to make out with her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a son-in-law should never touch and feel his mother-in-law. She'd definitely fuck you," she said nodding her head. "Without a doubt, she'd suck your cock and allow you to cum in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. My mother is such a wicked whore."
Feeling as if I needed to explain my sexual attraction to her mother, I continued with my sexual, attraction confession.
"Since the first time that I met your mother, I was been taken by her enormous breasts. I can't help it; you know that I'm a breast man and I love your big tits as much as I love your mother's big tits. Then, when she had her breast enhancement surgery to raise her breasts, I wanted to see them. I wanted to touch them. I wanted to feel them. I wanted to fondle them and suck them," I said while imagining my mother-in-law's naked breasts.
# # #
As if it was yesterday, I remembered the first time that her mother flashed me her nearly naked, nightgown clad body.
"Remembering back, it started the next morning with your mother making breakfast while wearing her sheer and sexy, short, low-cut nightgown without having the modesty to wear a robe over it," I said pausing. "You were still sleeping while your mother was giving me a nearly naked show of her beautiful body and her enormous breasts. With my cock throbbing, pulsating, and tenting my pajama bottoms, she gave me such a huge erection that I thought my erect prick would pop out of my pajama pee hole. Hoping that it would, I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my erect, naked prick."
Andi laughed.
"Again, that sounds like something my mother would do," she said. "She's always been an exhibitionist and such a flirt. If you pulled out your cock, she probably would have stroked you before falling to her knees to suck you. She definitely would have blown you and allowed you to cum in her mouth."
Allowing the vision of my mother-in-law in her sexy and sheer nightgown to replay across my horny mind, I paused to collect my thoughts before continuing. Now, wishing I had exposed my naked prick to my mother-in-law, as Andi said, I wondered if she would have stroked me before sucking me. My biggest sexual fantasy was to cum in my mother-in-law's mouth while fondling her naked breasts.
"I could see through her skimpy nightgown as if she was naked. Then, when she opened the refrigerator door without turning on the kitchen light and stood in front of the open door, the light lit her up as if she was a stripper on stage. I could clearly see her naked breasts and her naked pussy, and when she turned and bent at the waist, I could see her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy, too," I said becoming even more sexually excited after seeing so very much of my nearly naked mother-in-law.
Andi laughed again.
"Again, that's something my mother has deliberately done with the plumber, the electrician, and now with you," she said. "My mother is an exhibitionist. She loves exposing herself to unsuspecting men. She loves flashing not only her naked tits but also her naked ass and her naked pussy."
# # #
Looking as if I was reconsidering telling my wife what else happened, I finally confessed everything that happened between me and her mother.
"Your mother kissed me on our wedding day," I said.
Andi shrugged.
"So? Your father and your brother kissed me on our wedding day, too," she said with an unconcerned shrug.
I put my head down in embarrassment as if ashamed to tell her the rest.
"Instead of giving me a welcoming peck on the lips, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. She gave me a long, wet kiss and unable to help myself, I returned her French kiss with my long, wet kiss. That's not all," I said.
I paused to remember what more happened.
"I remembered when she saw me staring at her huge, bra clad breasts, she put my hands on her bra clad breasts and invited me to touch them and feel them. Not having to give me a second invitation, I was all over her bra clad breasts. I felt them, squeezed them, and fondled them through her clothes."
Expecting her to stop me. Expecting her to slap my hand and push me away. When she didn't, I continued feeling her big breasts through her clothes.
"You can touch them and feel them now that we're family," she said encouraging me to sexually molest her. "Go ahead. Don't be shy. Feel my tits. I dare you to feel my tits," she said putting her shoulders back and sticking out her chest more. "I like having my tits felt," she said. "If there weren't all these people around, I'd lift my bra and show them to you. Maybe, later sometime when we're alone, I'll show you my naked tits," she said shocking me.
Andi looked at me.
"So did you?"
James gave his wife a confused look.
"Did I what?"
She laughed.
"Did you touch and feel my mother's breasts through her dress and bra," she asked?
I laughed.
"Duh? You bet I did. I did more than that. When she pulled open her top, I stuck my hand inside the top of her dress and inside of her bra. I felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples while she kissed me again," I said.
# # #
"Now that I told you my sexual fantasy and who I masturbate over, what's your sexual fantasy and who do you masturbate over," I asked my wife?
Not even having to think about her sexual fantasy and who turned her on, ready to confess, Andi looked at me and smiled.
"Women are different than men in their sexual fantasies. Instead of masturbating over anyone in particular, I masturbate more over the sexual actions of someone," said Andi. "I masturbate over my pussy being fingered and licked. Now, don't get angry if I tell you what my sexual fantasy is," she said. "You must understand that it's something that I may never do. It's just a sexual fantasy. It's just my erotic desire, my masturbation dream, and nothing more."
I laughed.
"If you didn't get angry that I'm sexually attracted to and masturbate over your mother, then I won't get angry whoever it is that you're sexually attracted to and whatever or whoever you masturbate over," I said.
As if she was going to masturbate herself again, Andi fondled her big breasts through her blouse and bra while confessing her sexual fantasy to me.
"Instead of sexually fantasizing over having sex with a man, I sexually fantasize over having sex with a woman," she said.
She paused while looking at me to see my reaction to her sexual fantasy?
'Sex with a woman? My wife wants to have lesbian sex with a woman,' I thought. 'Shocked, I couldn't believe it. Clearly, Andi is bi-sexual. Only, in the way that I wouldn't want her to watch me having sex with another woman, I'd love to watch her having sex with another man and/or with another woman. Immediately, I imagined all of the sexual possibilities of us having threesome sex, me with Andi and another woman. Wow!'



Then, she floored me with what she said next.
"I'd like to have sex with Christine. She's so sexy. She's so hot," she said while continuing to feel her big breasts through her clothes.
'Christine? I looked at my wife with shock again. Not only did she want to have sex with another woman instead of a man but also, she wanted to have sex with Christine, her sister-in-law, her brother's wife. Now that I thought about it, I'd love to watch my wife having lesbian sex with my sister-in-law. Not stopping there, I'd love to have sex with Christine, too.'
Too much to digest, my wife having lesbian sex is more than I ever could have imagined.
"Unable to help myself, I think about Christine exposing her naked ass, her naked breasts, and her naked pussy to me," said Andi. "Instead of looking away, enjoying the naked view, I imagine staring at her. I imagine making out with her, French kissing her, while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. I imagine her making lesbian love to me. I imagine her fingering and licking my pussy. I imagined her pounding my pussy fast and hard enough with her dildo to give me a sexual orgasm," she said.
In the way that Andi sat quietly without judgement when I shared my sexual fantasy with her, I remained quiet while she shared her sexual fantasy with me.
# # #
"Yet, in addition to having lesbian sex with Christine, my biggest sexual fantasy is being taken. Whether it's a man or a woman, I'd love to be pushed back on my bed and have a him or her kiss me while touching me and feeling me everywhere through my clothes," she said closing her eyes and putting her head back as if she was imagining being taken. "Then, as if my clothes were on fire, I imagined my clothes being ripped from my body. I imagine being stripped naked," she said pausing as if she was imagining being stripped naked.
She closed her eyes and put her head back again as if she was reliving her sexual fantasy in her mind. Then, she opened her eyes and continued to tell me her sexual fantasy.
"I imagine him sticking his big dick in my mouth or her sticking her warm, wet pussy in my mouth. I imagine having my mouth humped and my face fucked. I imagine him or her cumming in my mouth, all over my face, and across my naked breasts," she said.
'Clearly, never thinking that my wife had a sexual fantasy and that she would have such a violent one, I looked at her stunned. She practically wanted to be raped. I wondered if being taken was a common sexual fantasy for women. Then, wanting to give my wife her sexual fantasy, I looked at her with sexual excitement. I'd love to invite one of my friends and/or my sister-in-law to sexually take my wife while I watched,' I thought.
"Wow," I said. "What if," I asked pausing?
She looked at me with curiosity.
"What if what," she asked with sexual excitement?
I gave her a shit eating grin.
"What if I could arrange for you to experience your sexual fantasy, would you give me my sexual fantasy?"
She made a face as if she had swallowed something sour.
"You mean, you want me to arrange for you to have sex with my mother," she asked while looking at me as if I was deranged? "Is that it? Is that what you want? You want to have your wicked, sexual way with my mother?"
Barely able to control myself, I looked at Andi with sexual excitement. Tempted to pull out my prick and stroke myself while imagining having sex with my mother-in-law, the possibility of me having sex with Jackie was real. The possibility of Andi having sex with Christine was as real, too.
"Yes," I said. "As long as the sex is consensual, I'd love to see your mother naked. I'd love to touch and feel her everywhere. I'd love to suck on her big tits and eat her pussy before making love to her and fucking her," I said. "Then, while fondling her giant breasts, I'd love to stick my stiff prick in her mouth and hump her mouth and fuck her face until I ejaculated a load of cum not only in her mouth but also all over her face."
I waited for her to digest all that I said before continuing.
"Whether it's a man, a woman, or both, you choose. I'd invite one of my friends or one of your friends over the house to give you your sexual fantasy. You pick who you'd want to have sex with and I'll arrange it while I watch," I said.
She looked a little uncomfortable that I wanted to watch her having sex with one of my friends, one of her friends, or one of my co-workers.
'Yet, I'd allow her to watch me having sex with her mother if she wanted to watch me making love to her and fucking her. Actually, I'd like for my wife to watch her mother giving me a blowjob,' I thought.
To be continued...
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My Mother-in-law is a Swinger Ch.02
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 1
"Now that I told you my sexual fantasy of who I masturbate over, who I want to have sex with, and how I truly sexually feel about your mother," I said looking at her to see her reaction to all that I confessed.
Just talking about Jackie while imagining her naked and having sex with me without even mentioning her name sexually excited me. Yet, now that I revealed my sexual fantasy to her, as if she already didn't know, I was curious about her sexual fantasy. I wondered if she still sexually fantasized over Bradley Cooper, Ryan Reynolds, Jude Law, or Leonardo DiCaprio.
"Tell me. I'm curious to know. What's your sexual fantasy and who do you masturbate over," I asked?
Not even having to think about her sexual fantasies and who turned her on enough for her to play with herself, ready to confess all her sexual secrets to me, Andi looked at me and gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. With us starting out our marriage without any secrets, it's great that we openly and honestly talked about our sexual fantasies when discussing sex whether in bed or in our living room. With sex a taboo in too many marriages, we were both glad that we could talk about our sexual feelings, fantasies, and desires.
# # #
"Women are different than men in their sexual fantasies," said Andi giving me some much-needed sexual insight of the differences between men and women.
Choosing her words carefully, she paused as if rethinking what she was going to say next.
"Instead of masturbating over just anyone, I masturbate more over the sexual actions of someone," said Andi. "Instead of masturbating over a particular person, I masturbate over the imagined thoughts of my pussy being fingered and licked," she said.
Pontificating her point by flashing me her pussy, she lifted the hem of her nightgown and cupped her naked pussy in the palm of her hand. She slid a slow finger along her pussy slit. While watching the sexual actions of my wife and still thinking of her mother naked and her having sex with me, Andi was making me so hot. Then, licking her finger, she parted her pussy lips and inserted her finger inside to slowly rub her clit.
"Now, don't get angry after I tell you what my sexual fantasy is," she said breathlessly as if she was thinking about her sexual fantasy while becoming sexually aroused now. "You must understand that it's something that I may never do or experience. It's just a sexual fantasy and nothing more. It's just my personal and private, sexual fantasy."
I laughed.
"Trust me. With me having sexual fantasies about Heidi Klum, Sofia Vergara, and Jennifer Lopez daily, I understand the imaginative, nature of sexual fantasies completely. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I can't count how many times I imagined them naked and having sex with me."
"Besides, if you didn't get angry that I'm sexually attracted to and masturbate over your mother, then why would I get angry whoever it is that you're sexually attracted to and whatever or whoever you masturbate over," I said with a shrug?
I waited for her to voice her disapproval that I wanted to have incestuous sex with her mother and when she didn't, I continued.
"It's no big deal. It's just sex. It's just a sexual fantasy. Everyone has sexual fantasies. It's just masturbation. Everyone masturbates. It's just our fantasy lovers. It isn't like we're cheating on one another with real people," I said with a laugh. "If we ever met them in real life, I'm sure we'd be disappointed in the way they look, talk, or think and would no longer be sexually attracted to them."
As if I wasn't even there, already caught up in her sexual fantasy, Andi mindlessly fondled her big breasts through her nightgown while confessing her sexual fantasy to me. As soon as her big nipples erected enough for me to see them through her sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgown, she fingered them. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, first one, then, the other, she fingered both of her nipples together.
# # #
Interesting insight of how women masturbate themselves, she fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples differently than I do. Instead of groping herself in the way that I grope her, she was more lovingly gentle with her breasts. Watching her fondling her breasts and fingering her erect nipples made me hot and horny. I loved my wife's big tits, especially her erect nipples, and watching them fingered, even by her, especially by her made me hot and horny.
Watching her playing with herself gave me an instant erection. I was tempted to take out my cock, stroke myself, and masturbate with her. I was tempted to take her nipples in my mouth and suck them. I was tempted to slowly slide my cock across her red, full lips before sticking my prick in her mouth to have her blow me. Yet, instead of abandoning my conversation of finding out what her sexual fantasy was to have sex with my wife, I controlled myself. Instead, I concentrated more on our conversation.
"Instead of sexually fantasizing over having sex with a man," she said.
Biting her lip, she looked at me with shame and embarrassment. She looked at me as if she feared that I may judge her, which I wouldn't.
"I sexually fantasize over having sex with a woman," she said pausing to watch my reaction to what she had just said.
"What? Huh? A woman? No way."
'My wife sexually fantasies over having sex with a woman. Seriously? Are you kidding me? I don't believe that she masturbates herself while imagining having sex with a woman,' I thought. 'How hot is that?'
"It's true. One of my sexual fantasies is to have sex with a woman," she said nodding her head while looking at me. Yet, I sexually fantasy over her giving me sex rather than me giving her sex. I sexually fantasize over her having her wicked, sexual way with my naked body. I sexually fantasize over the thoughts of her masturbating me, eating me, and fucking me with her dildo."
She paused again while looking at me to see my reaction to her admitted, lesbian, sexual fantasy?
'Sex with a woman? My wife wants to have lesbian sex with a woman,' I thought. 'I'd love to see that. Shocked, that her sexual fantasy was having sex with a woman instead of a man, I couldn't believe it. Now, I wondered, maybe in college and/or on spring break, if she ever had sex with a woman. Something I didn't know and never would have figured, clearly, for her to want to have sex with a woman, Andi is bi-sexual.'
# # #
Then, if what she said about wanting to have sex with a woman wasn't enough, she floored me with what she said next.
"I'd like to have sex with Christine," she said biting her lip again. "She's so sexy. She's so hot," she said while swooning and continuing to feel her big breasts through her nightgown. "I'd love her to eat me."
'Christine,' I thought? 'Oh, my God. Of all the women on the planet, she wants to have lesbian sex with her brother's wife. I'd love to have sex with Christine, too.'
I looked at my wife with shock again.
'Not only did she want to have sex with another woman instead of a man but also, she wanted to have sex with Christine, her sister-in-law, her brother's wife. Wow! Stunned, I couldn't believe it.
With them always going here, there, and everywhere alone, I wondered if anything had already sexually happened between Christine and Andi.
# # #
'I never knew she was sexually attracted to Christine,' I thought. 'Now, pondering it again, I wondered if anything sexually happened between them when they disappeared behind a department store, dressing room curtain. With my bedroom door closed for their privacy, I thought about all the times that they changed into their bathing suits or removed their bathing suits in front of one another in my bedroom while talking and laughing.'
'Now, that I thought about it again, I'd love to have sex with Christine, too. A good-looking woman with a great body, she's such a sexy bitch. Even more than that, I'd love to watch my wife having lesbian sex with my sister-in-law. Maybe we could have a threesome. How hot would that be to have sex with my brother-in-law's wife? Who knows, maybe he'd have sex with his sister while I had sex with Christine.'
"Unable to help myself, with her having already seen me in my bra and panties, topless, and naked, I've seen her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked many times, too. Thinking nothing of it then, now I think about Christine exposing her naked ass, her naked breasts, and her naked pussy to me," said Andi while continuing to elaborate on her sexual fantasy. "Instead of looking away, enjoying the naked view of her, I stared at her while sexually wanting her and lusting over her," she said pausing while the naked images of my sister-in-law, undoubtedly, played through her mind.
As if she was ready to masturbate herself, I watched her touch and feel her breasts with one hand through her nightgown while fingering her pussy beneath her nightgown.
"Unable to help myself, I imagine making out with her, French kissing her, while touching and feeling her sexy body everywhere through her clothes. I imagine her making lesbian love to me. I imagine her fingering me, licking me, rubbing my clit, and fingerfucking my pussy. I imagined her pounding my pussy fast and hard enough with her dildo to give me a sexual orgasm during sexual intercourse," she said.
In the way that Andi sat quietly without judgement when I shared my sexual fantasy with her, not wanting her to prematurely end telling me about her sexual fantasies, I remained quiet while she shared her sexual fantasies with me. Still in shock, I couldn't believe she wanted to have sex with a woman. I couldn't believe that she wanted to have sex with Christine.
# # #
"Yet, in addition to having lesbian sex with Christine, my biggest, sexual fantasy is being taken," she said swooning and fluttering her eyelashes as if she sexually fantasizing about being taken and was going to faint. "Whether it's a man or a woman, I'd love for him or her to have his or her wicked, sexual way with my naked body. I'd love to be pushed back on my bed and have him or her kiss me while touching me and feeling me everywhere through my clothes," she said.
Perhaps, while reliving her sexual fantasy in her mind, as if imagining being kissed, touched, and felt through her clothes, she remained silent for a long minute.
"Then, as if my clothes were on fire, I imagined my clothes being ripped from my body. I imagine being helplessly vulnerable. I imagine being stripped naked," she said pausing as if she was imagining being taken and stripped naked. "I imagine him or her having their wicked, sexual way with my naked body."
She closed her eyes again and put her head back as if she was reliving her sexual fantasy in her mind. Then, she gave me more detailed information about her sexual fantasy that I asked to have. She made me hot and horny with what more that she confessed.
"I imagine him sticking his big, erect dick in my mouth or her sticking her warm, wet pussy in my mouth. I imagine having my mouth humped and my face fucked. I imagine him or her cumming in my mouth, all over my face, and across my naked breasts," she said.
'Clearly, never thinking that my wife had sexual fantasies and that she would have such violent ones, I looked at her stunned. Then, wanting to give Andi her sexual fantasy, I looked at her with sexual excitement. I'd love to invite one of my friends and/or my sister-in-law to sexually take my wife while I watched,' I thought.
# # #
"Wow," I said. "What if," I asked deliberately pausing for effect while imagining Andi having extramarital sex with one of my friends or lesbian sex with one of her friends?
She looked at me with curiosity.
"What if what," she asked with sexual excitement?
I gave her a shit eating grin.
"What if I could arrange for you to experience your sexual fantasy," I said pausing again for her to digest what I had just said and what more that I was about to say. "Would you give me my sexual fantasy?"
She made a face as if she had swallowed something soar.
"You mean, you want me to arrange for you to have sex with my mother," she asked while making a face?
I looked at her and smile.
"Yes," I said with unhidden sexual excitement.
She made another face.
"That's a big ask, James. I wouldn't even know how to approach my mother without looking like an incestuous whore and a sexually perverted daughter."
She gave me a long, hard look as if she was envisioning me naked with her naked mother. She continued giving me a long, hard look as if she was envisioning me having sex with her mother. She continued staring at me with disbelief as if she was imagining her mother blowing me and me fucking her.
"What if she says, no," she asked? "Or worse. What if she said, yes?"
While thinking of having sex with my naked mother-in-law, I looked at Andi with sexual excitement.
# # #
"We won't know what she'd say until you ask," I said. Then, I added, "As long as the sex is consensual, I'd love to see your mother naked. I'd love to touch and feel her naked body everywhere. While pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, I'd love to suck on her big tits. I'd love to rub her clit and fingerfuck her pussy while licking her warm, wet cunt. I'd love to eat her pussy before making love to her pussy and fucking her," I said.
Not wanting to overwhelm her with my perverted, sexual thoughts for her mother, I waited for her to digest all that I said before continuing.
"Whether it's a man, a woman, or both, you choose. I could invite one of my friends or one of your friends over the house to give you your sexual fantasy. You pick who you'd want to have sex with while I watch," I said.
She looked a little uncomfortable that I wanted to watch her having sex with one of my friends or with one of her friends.
'Yet, I'd allow her to watch me having sex with her mother if she wanted to watch me making love to her and fucking her. I'd love for my wife to watch her mother giving me a blowjob while I fondled her big tits and fingered her erect nipples,' I thought.
Now lost in thought of Jackie blowing me, I continued imagining more details of my sexual fantasy of having sex with my whore of a mother-in-law.
'I've always wanted her mother to suck my cock while I fondled her big tits. I've always wanted my wife to watch me hump Jackie's mouth and fuck Jackie's face before ejaculating a load of cum in her mouth, in her hair, and all over her face. While she stared up at me with my erect prick in her mouth, I've always wanted to cum in my mother-in-law's mouth. Then, cumming all over her face and in her hair, I've always wanted to give my mother-in-law a cum bath.'
# # #
Chapter 2:
"So, let me get this straight," said Andi. "You want me to give you permission to experience your sexual fantasy by having sex with my mother. Is that it?"
I smiled nervously at Andi.
"Yes," I said.
She made a face as if me wanting to have sex with her mother was disgusting.
"Seriously? Is that what you really want? You want to see my mother naked? You want to have your wicked, sexual way with my mother. You want to have sex with my mother?"
Clearly, not understanding that I could have a sexual fantasy over her mother, she looked at me with confusion and disgust. Standing my ground, I returned her stare with my stare.
"I've always wanted to have sex with your mother," I said.
When she stared at me, instead of feeling embarrassed or ashamed, I gave her a hopeful smile. My sexual dream come true, I really wanted to see Jackie naked. I really wanted to have sex with her.
"My one and only sexual fantasy, other than seeing Heidi Klum, Sofia Vergara, and Jennifer Lopez naked and having sex with them, has always been to see your mother naked and have sex with her," I said.
Sexually excited that I may finally have the chance to have sex with her mother, I hoped my wife would allow me to have my sexual fantasy.
# # #
Yet, belaboring the point of having a sexual fantasy, something that I'm unable to control, Andi continued with her cross examination as if waiting for me to justify and convince her why I wanted to have sex with her mother. Andi paused.
"So, let me get this straight," she said falling silent again. "If I allow you to have sex with my mother, depending if she'd wanted to have sex with you, you'd allow me to have sex with Christine, as if I need your permission," she said with a laugh and a shrug. She paused while pondering the thought of her having sex with Christine and me having sex with her mother. "Tell me this then. Wouldn't that make us swingers?"
I let out a dirty, little laugh.
"I guess that would," I said. "Yet, I never thought about us swinging. I just wanted to have sex with your mother," I said with an innocent shrug.
Andi laughed.
"You never thought about swinging? Bullshit," she said with another laugh, this time a longer and louder laugh. "Liar."
She reached around me to pull out a folded, swingers' magazine from my back pocket. She laughed again while opening the magazine.
'Oh, oh. Busted,' I thought.
"If you never thought about swinging, then, what's this, James?"
I looked at my wife with embarrassed shame.
"Oh, I forgot," thinking fast. "It's something that I wanted to show you. It's a classified want ad magazine where swingers look for other swingers. I just happened to see it today. I never knew there was even such a magazine. I brought it home because it advertised the swingers' social dances that they have all over the country and all over the world."
Hoping that she'd agree to attend one of the dances, I looked at her with expectant, sexual anticipation.
"Dipping our toes in the swinging lifestyle before becoming totally submerged, I thought we go to one of their dances to see what they're like."
Andi read the ad.
"For $30 a couple, $50 for single men, and free for single women, they have a buffet, a bar, and a DJ. We can eat, drink, and dance while mingling with swingers," said Andi. She looked up at me and smiled. "Our sex life doesn't get any better than that," she said with a laugh. She looked up at me to give me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "I'm game to attend a swingers' social dance, if you are."
# # #
Andi had her hair, her makeup, and her nails professionally done. Looking the best that I have ever seen her look, she looked amazing. She bought a new outfit, something tight, low-cut, and revealing for the swingers' dance. I bought a pair of pants a size to small, one that showed all my bulges.
Advertised that the dance started at 8 pm, most of the swingers didn't arrive until after 9 pm. Then, another crowd of swingers arrived after 10 pm. After 11 pm, with no one manning the door, those who came late, entered for free.
With this my first swingers' dance, I was nervous. I started drinking too much, too fast, and too soon. Then, once I realized that I was getting drunk, I stopped drinking and ate some food. The last thing that I wanted was, should I get lucky and have swinging sex with someone, was not be able to have an erection because I had too much to drink.
To be continued...
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My Mother-in-law is a Swinger Ch.03
Andi is surprised, an understatement, shocked and stunned is more the descriptive term, to see her mother at a swingers' social dance. On the other hand, a total understatement, James is sexually excited, an understatement, beside himself with horniness and lustful passion, to see his mother-in-law at a swingers' social dance sitting topless with another couple. The first time seeing his mother-in-law's huge, naked tits up close and for a prolonged period of time, he couldn't stop staring, ogling, and leering at her huge knockers.
# # #
Reread, Reviewed, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 02:
Yet, something that I'm unable to control, making me feel perverted for my sexual attractions and erotic desires for other women, especially my mother-in-law, my wife belabored the point of me having sexual fantasies. What's wrong with having sexual fantasies? We all have sexual fantasies. There's nothing wrong with imagining another woman in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, and having sex with her. Imagining have sex with someone else isn't considered cheating, is it?
Sexually frustrating me, while looking at me sideways, as if there's something wrong with me, Andi continued with her cross examination as if wanting me to convince her why I wanted to have sex with her mother. Waiting for me to state my case for my sexual attraction to my mother-in-law, she looked at me as if I was mentally deranged. As if I could control my sexual impulses, seemingly, she wanted me to justify why I wanted to have sex with her mother.
'I don't know. I just do. Your mother has enormous breasts and I love big tits, the bigger the better,' I thought but wouldn't dare say that to my double D cup, busty wife.
In all honesty, who wouldn't be sexually attracted to her mother? Who wouldn't want to have sex with her? If any woman was a mother that I would love to fuck, Andi's mother, Jackie, was a mother that I would love to fuck. Jackie was a real MILF. Yet, making me feel self-conscious and guilty, she paused while looking at me and as if trying to read me with her mind.
'What's so hard to understand? I have a thing for tits, especially big tits,' I thought while sexually lusting over her mother's big tits. 'Perhaps, because my mother didn't breast feed me as baby is the reason why I'm attracted to big breasts. No matter, I love big breasted women and her mother, Jackie, has the biggest, bra clad breasts that I've ever seen.'
I can see the military using my mother-in-law's monstrous tits as weapons and using her as a military spy. Her huge breasts are the first things that I see when she entered a room or rounded a corner. Every time I saw her mother, I just wanted to snuggle up to her and cuddle against her big breasts. Unable to get enough of her and her big tits, I just wanted to hug her and squeeze her big breasts against my muscular chest. Controlling myself, I just wanted to reach out and feel and fondle her tits while fingering her emerging nipples.
I can't imagine what it would be like to be in bed with Jackie. I imagined pressing my pajama clad cock against her nightgown clad ass while spooning her. With my horny hand around her waist, I imagined holding her and hugging her with her big breasts resting on my forearm.
I imagined her allowing me to innocently rest my horny hand on her giant tits. Then, as soon as she had fallen asleep was my time to have my wicked, sexual way with her nightgown clad tits. Reaching my horny hand inside of her nightgown, I imagined feeling and fondling her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
# # #
"So, let me get this straight," said Andi falling silent again while digesting the fact of us attending a swingers', social dance, perhaps, before joining the swinging lifestyle. "If I allow you to have sex with my mother, depending if she wanted to have sex with you, you'd allow me to have sex with Christine, depending if she wanted to have sex with me." She looked at me while trying to read my mind again. "Is that it? Is that what want? You want to have sex with my mother while I have sex with Christine."
Suddenly thinking it funny, she laughed out loud at the absurdity of inviting other people into our matrimonial bed. As if she was unable to believe that this could be her reality, she shook her head at the mere thought of us swinging. It was then, and only then, that I imagined having sex with other women in addition to my mother-in-law. I imagined having a threesome with my wife and my sister-in-law Christine. Then, there's some neighbors, co-workers, and some of my wife's friends that I'd love to bang. How hot would that be?
"As if I needed your permission to have sex with my sister-in-law," she said as if talking to herself and letting out another sexy laugh with a disrespectful shrug.
Able to read her face to guess what she was thinking, seemingly, something so incomprehensible to her before was a real possibility now. She paused while, no doubt, pondering the thought of her having sex with Christine and me having sex with her mother. Clearly, the thought of her being sexually intimate with her sister-in-law sexually aroused her as much as the thought of me having sex with her mother as well as a bevy of other swinging women sexually excited me.
'This could be the beginning of something beautiful,' I thought.
She gave me a serious look.
"Answer me this then. With me having sex with my sister-in-law and you having sex with my mother, wouldn't that make us swingers?"
As if answering her own question, she let out a dirty, little laugh. Yet, going into this with our eyes wide open, she wanted me to label it and put a name on it. Should things go sideways, she wanted me to take responsibility for our extramarital excursions. Making no mistake and having no regrets by saying later that we didn't realize what we were doing, she wanted me to define it.
"I guess that would," I said. "Yet, I never thought about us swinging. I never thought of us as swingers. I just wanted to have sex with your mother and not necessarily with other women," I said with an innocent shrug.
'Even though, after having sex with her mother, I would welcome the chance to have sex with other women I still didn't deem myself as swinger. Even though I was getting plenty of sex from my wife, with a lot of beautiful and sexy women who are ready and willing, I'd defined myself more as horny and sexually frustrated.'
Andi laughed.
"You never thought about swinging? Bullshit," she said with another laugh, this time she let out a much longer and louder laugh. "Liar."
She reached around me to pull out a folded, swingers' magazine from my back pocket. She hit me on my shoulder with my magazine. Then, she laughed again while opening the magazine and perusing the ads and photos.
'Oh, oh. Busted,' I thought. 'Shit. I forgot I had that with me. What do I say now?'
She looked at me as if she was a store detective who caught me stealing in a department store.
"If you never thought about swinging, then, what's this, James? Why do you have this swingers' magazine with you in your back pocket if you never thought about swinging? All you guys are the same. You're all pigs and horn balls."
I looked at my wife with embarrassed shame. I didn't know what to say. Thinking quick, I made my excuses why I'd be in possession of a swingers' magazine.
"Oh, I forgot," finally thinking fast enough to save me. "It's something that I wanted to show you. It's a classified want ad magazine where swingers look for other swingers. I just happened to see it today. I never knew there was even such a magazine. I brought it home because it advertised the swingers' social dances that they have all over the country and all over the world."
Hoping that she'd agree to attend one of the swingers' dances, I looked at her with sexual excitement and expectant, erotic anticipation. Not the jealous or the possessive type, I'd love to watch my wife having sex with another man. I'd love to watch her blowing him and him cumming in her mouth and all over her face. Even more sexually exciting, I'd love to watch her having lesbian sex with a woman. How hot would that be to watch her making out with and making love to a woman?
"Dipping our toes in the swinging lifestyle before becoming totally submerged up to our necks, so as we don't drown from our sexual mistakes, I thought we go to one of their dances to see what they're like."
Andi read the ad with as much interest as she read the ad with sexual arousal.
"For $30 a couple, $50 for single men, and free for single women, they have a buffet, a bar, and a DJ. We can eat, drink, and dance while mingling with swingers," said Andi. She looked up at me and smiled. "Our sex life doesn't get any better than that," she said with a laugh while playfully hitting my shoulder with the magazine again. She looked up at me to give me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "It's now or never, before I change my mind, I'm game to attend a swingers' social dance, if you are."
# # #
Andi had her hair, her makeup, and her nails professionally done. Looking the best that I have ever seen her look, even better than when she stood at the altar as my bride, she looked amazing. She bought a new outfit, something tight, low-cut, and revealing for the swingers' dance. I bought a pair of pants a size to small, one that showed all my bulges.
Advertised that the dance started at 8 pm, most of the swingers didn't arrive until after 9 pm. Then, another crowd of swingers arrived after 10 pm. After 11 pm, with no one no longer manning the door, and with them closing the doors at midnight, those who came that late, entered for free. After midnight, you either went home or moved your swinger party to the room of another couple.
With this my first swingers' dance, I was nervous. I started drinking too much, too fast, and too soon. Then, once I realized that I was getting drunk, catching myself in time, I stopped drinking and ate some food. The last thing that I wanted was, should I get lucky and have swinging sex with someone, would be unable to get an erection because I had too much to drink.
# # #
My MILF of a Mother-in-law is a Swinger, Chapter 03:
Easing into swinging with other couples by swinging with Andi's mother, Jackie, and her sister-in-law, Christine, Andi is not ready to jump into swinging with both feet, even though James is raring to go.
# # #
There were a little more than three-hundred people at the dance, all shapes, ages, and sizes. It was hard to fathom that many people were into the swinging lifestyle. I counted one-hundred-twenty couples, thirty single men, and fifty single women. Flaunting themselves, with them all dressed like whores, every woman was wearing a sexually revealing outfit.
Provocatively dressed on the street but certainly not there. All of the women's clothes were short, sheer, low-cut, tight, and sexy. Some wore bras and almost no one wore panties. When they weren't flashing their naked asses, they were flashing their naked tits and/or their naked pussies.
With Halloween signs posted on every wall, there was already talk of the upcoming Halloween swingers' dance and people were excite to decide which costumes to wear. Something that surprised James, Andi showed interest in attending the Halloween dance. What you may not sexually do in street clothes, you may do while in costume. Taking on another role and/or identity, depending on the couple, there's no telling how far Andi and James would sexually go.
Yet, unfortunately, and alas, in this age of COVID, reminiscent of the era of AIDs, different times with different rules, some people wore masks while others obeyed social distancing. Those who were already sexually intimate with one another partied without their masks. They sheltered with themselves and within their exclusive group of swingers without risking their health and straying to meet other swingers.
Every man scanned the room while checking out the women and every woman scanned the room while checking out the men. With sex so easy to find, other than with COVID spoiling the swingers' party, this wasn't the time to be shy nor aggressive. Encouraged by the hotel management not to roam the hotel and disturb other guests who weren't swingers, all the swingers' rooms were intentionally confined to the same two floors of the hotel.
With such a captive audience of swingers, one just needed to introduce themselves, make some light conversation, have a drink, dance, and invite them back to their hotel room or wait to be invited back to their hotel room for sex. The only rule that swingers had was that no means no. No one needed to be embarrassed by declining an invitation. If you didn't hit it off and/or weren't sexually attracted to someone, there was always another couple waiting for you to find them.
# # #
Getting the lay of the land, I looked left, I looked right, I looked straight ahead, and I looked behind me. All the while, better than waiting in line to enter Disney World's Magic Kingdom, I watched people lining up to pay their entrance fee to get inside the swingers' dance. Then, hard to miss her, as if she had a light shining over her head, wore Devils horns, or was adorned with an angelic halo, depending how one viewed a topless woman, I saw her.
Looking vaguely familiar, even from a distance, I spotted a topless woman with huge breasts sitting in the far corner of the huge banquet like room with another couple. The woman sitting next to her was topless, too. She had huge breasts, too, but not as big as the first woman. As if they were two whores on Bourbon Street in New Orleans, they used their huge, naked breasts to attract men and other couples. Then, as if I was imagining it, dreaming it, or sexually fantasizing it, I recognized one of the women. She was Andi's mother, my mother-in-law, Jackie.
"Jackie," I mumbled out loud while talking to myself. "I can't believe I'm finally seeing your naked tits."
Still in shock, unable to wrap my head around it, my wife's mother was at a swingers' party. Showing her tits to the world, she's sitting there with another woman and they're both topless. I couldn't believe my eyes. They both had the biggest tits I had ever seen. The woman sitting next to my mother-in-law had tits that were as big as Christina Hendricks or Sofia Vergara's big tits. While my mother-in-law's tits riveled, Amber Rose's enormous breasts.
As if I was imagining it, dreaming it, or sexually fantasizing it, publicly advertising her naked breasts, I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother-in-law was not only at a swingers' dance but also was topless. I couldn't believe that I was seeing Andi's mother without her blouse and bra. A sexy vision that I always hoped to see, wanted to see, and masturbated over seeing, I'll be masturbating over this day and seeing Jackie's naked tits for the rest of my life.'
Then, looking again and staring at her face instead of staring at her humongous breasts, unsure before, I was certain now that she was my wife's mother. Even though she was at quite the distance across the far corner of a huge, crowded room, indeed, making no mistake in her identity, I recognized the woman. She was Andi's mother, Jackie, my mother-in-law and she was topless. I still couldn't believe that I was finally seeing Jackie's big, naked breasts.
'Oh, my God! I can't believe that I'm finally seeing Jackie's naked breasts,' I thought to myself.
# # #
My mother-in-law, Jackie was not only at a swingers', social dance but also, she was sitting there with her tits out. She was sitting there topless. I couldn't believe my eyes. Taking a good, long look, having always wanted to see her giant, naked breasts, I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my mother-in-law's enormous, naked tits. I motioned to Andi to look at what I was seeing.
"That's my mother," she said with shocked disbelief. "What is she doing?"
She looked embarrassed. In the way that a mother would confront her daughter should she see her topless at a party, Andi looked uncomfortable confronting her mother about her semi-naked attire.
"I can't believe my mother is at a swingers' dance," she said looking at me with hurt and confusion. "If it's not enough that she's at a swingers' dance, I can't believe she's topless. I can't believe she's flashing her naked breasts to everyone," she said slowly walking towards her mother with me following close behind.
# # #
We stayed to talk while I continued ogling my mother-in-law's naked breasts. I'll be dreaming about and masturbating over her naked tits tonight. Jackie introduced us to her swinger friends and they invited us back to their room to party. Of course, they would. My busty wife was hot. As much as I wanted to have sex with her mother, everyone wanted to have sex with her daughter.
With Andi clearly uncomfortable swinging with her mother and me more than willing to join in the sexy fun and to finally have sex with Jackie, we gave our apologies and returned to our room for the night. Difficult to assimilate, if being at a swingers' dance wasn't enough, her mother was topless. Yet, totally, sexually excited, we had the best sex we ever had with one another. Encouraging her and daring her, I challenged my wife to walk around the hotel topless, too. Notwithstanding, not ready for the swinging scene, we were still newly married.
Instead, now that we knew that Jackie was a swinger, Andi confessed my sexual attraction to her mother. She told her that I wanted to have incestuous sex with her. She told her that I wanted to see, fondle, and touch her naked body. She told her that I wanted to make love to her before fucking her. She told her that I wanted her to stroke me, suck me, and allow me to not only cum in her mouth but all over her face and across her naked tits, too.
Andi also told her mother about her sexual attraction to Christine. As luck would have it, Jackie and Christine were already swinging lovers. They already had sex numerous times before her husband's back. She was eager to match her daughter with her sister-in-law.
"When I was having sex with Christine, she mentioned that she'd love to have sex with you," said Jackie to her daughter. "Now that I know that James wants to have sex with me, I'd be happy to sexually accommodate him," she said with a sexy laugh. "Maybe, we could even have a foursome."
Jackie arranged for Andi to have sex with Christine while I had sex with my mother-in-law. Then, the next time we all got together; we had a foursome. I had sex with Christine and with Andi's mother. Jackie had sex with her daughter and with Christine.
"Eat my pussy. That's right. Lick your mother's cunt. Then, after you eat me, I'll eat you and Christine can eat us both," said Jackie to her daughter.
# # #
If it wasn't enough that I made out with my mother-in-law while feeling her everywhere through her clothes, she slowly allowed me to strip her naked. If it wasn't enough that I finally saw my mother-in-law naked, she allowed me to touch and feel her naked body everywhere that a son-in-law should never touch and feel his naked mother-in-law. Then, once she was naked, I finally had sex with her.
Making myself comfortable between her shapely thighs, I rubbed her clit and licked her clit while fingerfucking her pussy with my index finger. Then, with her squirming around the bed with sexual arousal, I reached up to feel and fondle her big tits while continuing to eat her pussy. Then, continuing to sexually arousing her further, I pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples while she grabbed my head with two hands and mashed my face in her soaking, wet pussy.
Rubbing my face from side to side and up and down, I was soaked with her vaginal secretions. Something I'd never forget and would always remember, I had her scent in my mouth, in my nose, and in my eyes but I loved it. I had fantasized eating my mother-in-law's cunt while masturbating myself and finally, sexually pleasuring her with my fingers and with my tongue was no longer a fantasy but our reality.



I made love to Jackie before fucking her hard and fast. I fucked her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. Giving her multiple orgasms, I couldn't get enough of my mother-in-law's beautiful body.
"Oh, James. James. Don't stop. I'm cumming again. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster," she said moving her head back while stiffening her legs and arching her back.
# # #
With us in the same room but on different beds, I watched Andi having her wicked, sexual, lesbian way with Christine, her brother's ex-wife. Going at one another, they were gentler with one another than men would be. Instead of banging one another, they made love. Masturbating one another and eating one another, and giving one another multiple, sexual orgasms, towards the end of their love making session, they fucked one another with a big, black dildo.
Finally, it was my turn to have sex with Christine while Jackie had sex with her daughter. Now I finally knew why Andi's brother, Anthony, divorced his wife. Even though she was bi-sexual, she preferred women more than men. I had no idea why she married Andi's brother. Moreover, now that she was a swinger, not wanting to sexually share his wife with anyone, with him as jealous as he was possessive, he didn't approve of his ex-wife's promiscuous lifestyle.
Yet, never have I been as sexually excited to have sex with my sister-in-law as I was that night. Even surpassing my Honeymoon, never had I ever had more sex in one night. As if I was still a teenager, I ejaculated three times.
If it wasn't enough that I was having sex with MILF of a mother-in-law, now I was having sex with my sister-in-law. Then, as a side benefit, as if we had just discovered sex, my wife couldn't get enough sex. She fucked me every morning and sucked me every night. With my wife giving me her blessing to have sex with another woman, and with her ready to join the swinging lifestyle, she was looking forward to attending the swingers' Halloween party.
'Life doesn't get any better than this,' I thought while looking down at Jackie and Christine taking turns sucking my cock.
"Oh, my God. I'm going to cum again. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. I need to cum in both of your beautiful mouths."
THE END
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I Love my Son More than I Should
A longtime coming, a loving mother finally has incestuous sex with her adult son.
# # #
Now, this is important. Before you read this, take out the photos that you have of your mother. Take out the photos of her in the kitchen making pasta, the photos of her driving her car, and the photos of her in her asleep in her bedroom.
Don't forget the photos that you took with your cellphone. The photos of her bathing, the photos of her dressing, and the photos of her undressing. If you have them, take out the photos of her in her bra and panties, of her topless, and again, if you have them, the photos of her naked.
Now, take out the good photos, the really good photos, the X-rated photos of your mother. You know the ones. Take out the photos that you masturbate over and the photos that you've already shared with your friends.
Take out the photos of her having sex with your father. Take out the photos that you stealthily snuck of her on her knees while sucking her neighbor's cock. Take out the photos of that you took when you hid behind a tree across the street from your house. Take out the photos of her undressing by her bedroom window with the bedroom light on and the shades not drawn.
"And here is a photo of my mother naked," said Kyle staring down at the photo. "I just love her big tits, don't you," asked Kyle of his friends, Jim, Anthony, and Mark while holding the naked photo of his mother with pride. "Now, during a drunken, Saturday night party with the neighbors, here is a video of my mother giving our neighbor a blowjob and him cumming in her mouth. This is another video of him giving her a cum bath, and cumming all over her face."
# # #
With her exposing herself to the pool man, the landscapers, and to the backyard neighbors, take out the photos of her topless while sunning in the backyard that you took from your bedroom window. Look how big her nipples are from lying out in the hot sun. Wouldn't you love to feel and fondle your mother's tits while pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples? While she's lying there topless unembarrassed and unashamed, wouldn't you love to put your erect prick in her mouth and hump her mouth while fucking her face?
"Mom, if you don't mind, suck my cock. Blow me while I fondle your big breasts. Stroke me harder and stroke me faster, I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," said Kyle to his topless mother.
Now, take out the photos of your mother swimming naked in the pool when she thought you weren't home and you were spying on her from the backdoor. For a 59-year-old woman who doesn't look her age and looks ten years younger, she takes your breath away, doesn't she? Isn't she lovely?
When she's on her back doing the backstroke, you can clearly see her naked, trimmed, dirty blonde pussy. Be honest. Tell the truth. While touching her and feeling her everywhere through her itty, bitty bikini, wouldn't you love to play Marco Polo with your MILF of a mother?
"Marco," called Kyle with his eyes closed and his outstretched arms sticking straight out and ready to feel his mother's big, bikini top breasts.
Not wanting him to catch her, playing hard to get, while sexually teasing him, Ann swam away from her son.
"Polo," answer his mother from a distance before submerging herself under the water.
Finally finding her, the first thing that Kyle did, he touched and felt his mother's breasts through her bikini top. Holding her tight in his arms, he spun her around in the water and cupped both of her D cup breasts in his big hands. Then, when feeling her nipples, emerging, he fingered her nipples.
He was so tempted to lift her bikini top to expose her naked breasts but he didn't dare. Temporarily not stopping him, she allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with her big, bikini top breasts. Then, playing hard to get again, when she tried swimming away, he grabbed her by the back of her bikini bottoms.
He tucked his horny hand inside the waistband of her bikini bottom. With her continuing to swim away from him, he pulled at the back of her bikini bottoms down to expose her white, naked ass and the back of her naked pussy as she swam away. If it wasn't enough that he felt and fondled his mother's bikini clad breasts, he saw his mother's naked ass and the back of her naked pussy.
# # #
Her turn to find him, hoping to give her an erotic surprise, he removed his cock from his bathing suit. Then, turning his back to his mother, he stroked himself until her had a big, hard erection. Instead of swimming away from her, allowing her to quickly find him, he knew the first thing that she'd touch was his hard, erect prick. Clearly, like mother like son, his mother liked touching his naked cock as much as he loved feeling her naked tits.
"Marco," said Ann with her eyes closed and her hands positioned beneath the water while ready to touch something hard and feel something big.
"Polo," said Kyle while ready for his mother to take his stiff prick in her soft, warm hand.
Not having to force her to hold his still prick in her motherly hand, she led him around the pool by his cock. Now allowing this opportunity to pass him by, he reached around her and lifted her bikini top to her shoulders. When, she tried pulling her top down to save her modesty, he removed her bikini top. Now, with his mother having her wicked, sexual way with his naked prick he had his wicked, sexual way with his mother's naked tits.
# # #
Now that I have your attention, take out the photos of your mother sitting across from you with her knees parted just enough for her to flash you her bright, white bikini panties in up-skirt peeks. Take out the photos of her flashing you her low-cut bra and her long, sexy line of cleavage in down-blouse views. Take out the photos that you took with your cellphone of her parading around the house in her bra and panties or in her short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgowns, again, when she pretended that she didn't know you were home.
Now wait until she goes to work when you're alone, then, search through her lingerie drawer for more sexy photos. Take out photos of your mother's tits when she was topless and more photos that your mother has hidden of her naked. Take out photos of her naked ass and her naked pussy when you spied on her and photographed her with your cellphone of her dressing or undressing from behind your car in the driveway.
Are you ready to read this? Are you ready to masturbate yourself? Grab a box of tissues and a bottle of gel. Are you ready to cum while imagining your mother in her sexy lingerie, in her sheer nightgown, topless, and/or naked? Move closer to your computer screen. Now, this is important and I don't want anyone else looking over your shoulder to read what I've written.
All mothers, especially your mother, and especially the fat, ugly, horny and sexually frustrated mothers, are all incestuous whores. Did you know that? All mothers, especially your mother, are sexually attracted to their sons. I dare say, if given the chance, they'd have sex with their sons and, indeed, your mother would have incestuous sex with you.
Still don't believe me? Think about it. Why are you reading these erotic stories? You're horny. You want to masturbate. You need to cum. Well, guess what? Your mother reads these stories, too. She's horny, too. She masturbates, too. She needs to cum, too.
Think about it because it all makes sense. With her responsible for you being alive, if you're horny, then, your mother is horny, too. If you want to flash your erect prick to your mother, then, she wants to flash her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy to her son, too. If you want to masturbate yourself, then, your mother wants to masturbate herself, too. We're all only human. If you want to have sex with your mother, then, she wants to have sex with you, too.
# # #
"Fuck me, Mommy. Fuck me," said Kyle humping his mother harder and faster. "Then, after you fuck me, I need you to blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," said her son while sliding a slow finger across her red, full lips. She took his finger in her mouth and, sexually teasing him, sucked his finger as if she was sucking his cock.
Still don't believe me that your mother is an incestuous whore? Then, let's put your mother to the dick test, shall we? While your mother is having her morning coffee and reading her newspaper, walk in the kitchen while wearing pajama bottoms without underwear. Now, before your mother looks up from her newspaper to look at you, remove your flaccid cock from your pajama pee hole and allow it to dangle in front of her eyes. That's right. I dare you, no I double dare you, to expose your flaccid, naked prick to your mother.
Curious what she'd do when spotting your naked prick, her reaction to her seeing your naked cock would be telling. Acting as if you're unaware that your flaccid dick is exposed, walk closer to your mother while offering her more coffee and a donut, a crème filled cruller, perhaps. Giving her a good look of your naked prick, get closer to your mother and lean over her while pouring her coffee. Now, with your exposed prick nearly touching the side of her face, your cock is within reach of her horny hand and/or her hungry mouth.
Now, what she does in the next few minutes is critically crucial in judging what kind of incestuous whore your mother is. Does she look at your dangling prick? Does she stare at your dangling prick? Does she leer at your dangling prick? Or does she look away in embarrassment, disgust, and shame? Or encouraging you to do more, does she reach out and poke your prick with her manicured fingertips and/or does she wrap her long fingers around your cock and hold you in her soft, warm hand.
"Oh, Kyle. You've grown into such a fine, young man. You make mommy so proud," said your mother while slowly stroking your cock and looking up at you before taking you in her mouth to suck you. "My favorite desert, I'd love to have a crème filled cruller," she said with a dirty laugh while continuing to stroke your cock and suck your cock.
Don't be shy. This is your chance. With your mother not shy about holding, stroking your cock, and sucking your cock, stick your horny hand down inside of your mother's nightgown. She wants you to touch her naked tits and feel her naked tits. She wants you to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
Not stopping there, she wants to show you her naked breasts but she's unable to do so until you make the first move. She needs you to make the first move so that she doesn't feel like an incestuous whore, even though she surely is. Remove her nightgown straps, reach your horny hand inside, and pull out your mother's huge, D cup breasts.
"I love your big tits, Mom. You have such shapely breasts," said Kyle while leaning down to suck his mother's tits as she continued stroking his prick.
# # #
A telling sign, the incestuous whores that mothers are would not only allow their sons to kiss them but also French kiss them, while touching them and feeling them everywhere through their clothes. They'd never allow their sons to strip them naked and masturbate them while fingering, licking, and eating their pussies if, indeed, they weren't whores, incestuous whore. They'd never make love to them before fucking them.
Not stopping there, God forbid, they'd never stroke their sons' cocks. If mothers weren't whores, they'd never suck their sons' cocks. They'd never allow their sons to cum in their mouths, all over their faces, and across their naked breasts. Allowing them to cum in their pussies, they'd never make love to their sons and fuck their sons' cocks, too.
"I love you, Mommy," said Kyle to his mother, Ann, when he had his big, erect dick buried deep in her mouth. "I especially love your big tits," said Kyle while squeezing his mother breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
With a heavy hand behind his mother's pretty, dirty, blonde head, Kyle shot a load of cum in his mother's mouth. Then, as soon as she removed his prick from her mouth, relieving the pressure of her sucking him, he exploded a second load of cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. After licking herself clean, while laughing from receiving a cum bath from her son, she responded in kind as soon as she swallowed all that he gave her.
"I love you, too, Kyle. I especially love your big prick," she said. "Making me feel loved and sexually desirable, I love sucking your cock. I love blowing you. I love it when you cum in my mouth and all over my face."
Unable to help myself, unable to control myself, having become a sexual whore for my son's prick, I'm lost within the lunacy of incestuous sex. A lonely and vulnerable mother, Ann, dared herself to do the forbidden by having incestuous sex with her son, Kyle. Encouraged by her best friend, Marsha, she's determined to have sex with her son.
# # #
This story is a true mother's confession as told to me by Ann to write about her son Kyle. All this is true, totally true. Not even the names have been changed to protect their identities. If you know a mother named, Ann, who has a son named, Kyle, they could be the mother and son in this story. Yet, any mother, since all mothers are deemed incestuous whores, especially mothers who have adult sons, and especially your mother, could be guilty of having sex with their sons behind closed, bedroom doors.
"I'm embarrassed and ashamed of my lustful desire for my son," said Ann to her best friend, Marsha, over the phone. "It's not right. It's not normal. It's immoral. I shouldn't be sexually lusting over my son. I'm his mother," she said. Then, she paused as if talking to herself and said in a soft voice. "I'm nothing but a nasty, cocksucking whore. What's wrong with me to want to have sex with my son?"
The only friend that she could talk to and confide in because she went through the same sexual attraction with her son, Marty, and had sex with him last year, Marsha encouraged Ann to have sex with Kyle.
"What's the big deal, Ann," asked Marsha seemingly with a shrug? "Granted it's incestuous sex, but it's just sex. Trust me, the best sex of your life, if you're going to have sex with anyone, instead of blowing your next-door neighbor, you should have incestuous sex with your son," said Marsha.
Marsha paused while waiting for Ann to respond and when she didn't, she continued.
"Be honest. Tell me the truth. I bet you'd love to suck Kyle's cock. I bet you'd love him to cum in your mouth and all over your face after he ate your pussy. I know that I would," said Marsha. "He's a hunk. He's a real man, a man's man, a manly man, and a macho man, he's so hot."
Ann continued remaining silent while thinking of what Marsha had just said. Unable to help herself, she thought of Kyle naked. She thought of her son's big, erect, naked cock. She thought of herself naked with her son. She thought of her son fingering her warm, wet pussy and her erect nipples. She thought about stroking her son, sucking her son, and fucking her son. She thought of him cumming in her mouth and all over her face.
"Should he kiss me, part my lips with his tongue and stick his tongue in deep in my mouth, I'm wicked enough to return his kiss with my deep, wet kiss," she said.
She swooned over the thought of Kyle kissing her and her kissing him.
"To be honest. I'm ready to make out with him. If he'd dared to kiss me, I'd return his kisses with my kisses," she said closing her eyes. Then, popping open her eyes, she imagined the worst that her son may think of her. "So that he doesn't think me a perverted, old whore, needing to know if we're on the same page sexually, you may not agree with me, Marsha but I need him to make the first move."
# # #
As if thinking about having sex with her son, she paused again before continuing her phone incestuous, confession, conversation with Marsha.
"The last thing that I want to do is to pressure him, coerce him, and encourage him to have sex with me, said his sexually, frustrated mother. "That would be so wrong. That would be so nasty. Him having sex with me needs to be his decision and not mine. He needs to be the one who takes me. He needs to be the one who pushes me back on my bed, strips me naked, and fucks me hard and fast enough for me to have a sexual orgasm with his cock."
Ann paused while still swooning over imagining Kyle kissing her, French kissing her, taking her, stripping her naked, and fucking her. Yet, nothing more than her sexual fantasy, Kyle never did much more than stare at his mother whenever she was in the mood to sexually tease him and sexually entice him by flashing him. Whenever she flashed him her white, bikini panties in up-skirt peeks, her naked pussy in up-nightgown peeks, her bra and sexy long, line of sexy cleavage in down-blouse views, or her naked breasts in down-nightgown views, all he did was stare, leer, and ogle her.
While wishing that he would, he never acted on her flashing him. Not daring to sexually molest his mother, he never reached out to touch her breast through her blouse and bra. He never reached out his horny hand to feel her skirt and panty clad ass.
Unlike other men who are always hitting on her and groping her, with her constantly and continually flashing him her panties, he never dared to cup her pussy through her panties while sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit. With her continually flashing him, he never dared to take her up on her sexual suggestions that they have sex. Wishing he'd do more and make the first sexual move on his mother, all he ever did was look and stare.
"Should he touch me, feel me through my clothes while making out with me, and dare to undress me while stripping me naked, unable to resist, putty in his big hands, I'd be too weak to say no. Wishing that he'd take me and strip me naked, I'm quivering by the mere thought of us naked and him having sex with my naked body. I'm wet by the mere thought of him having a hard, throbbing erection for me," she said. "I can't wait for him to stick his cock in my mouth and in my pussy."
Yet, again, her favorite, sexual fantasy to imagine, she sexually fantasized over her son stripping her naked, pushing her back on her bed, and taking her.
"Seemingly, whatever he wanted to do to my sexy and shapely, naked body is fine with me. I'd have no problem being his nasty bitch," said Ann to Marsha with a dirty laugh. "Having already been a wicked whore for many men, I'd love to be my son's whore."
She paused again while imagining herself naked and having sex with her son.
"Without doing anything but to imagine him having sex with me, I already feel like such a whore, an incestuous whore to not only sexually want my son but also, to willingly and consensually want to allow him to have sex with my naked body. What's wrong with me," asked Ann of her friend?
When Marsha didn't answer, Ann continued.
# # #
"What kind of mother yearns to sexually give herself to her son? With one no better than the other, what kind of son can't wait to have sex with his mother? Are we both perverted?"
Marsha laughed loudly over the phone.
"Just as every mother consciously or sub-consciously wants to have sex with her son, every son consciously or sub-consciously wants to have sex with his mother. Other than you being horny and lonely, there's nothing wrong with you," said her friend.
Marsha paused as if she was sexually fantasizing of having sex with Kyle.
"To be honest, if Kyle was my son, I'd be trying to sexually seduce him, too. If he was my son, I'd sexually and unmercifully tease him by continuing to flash him my semi-naked and naked body," she said with a dirty laugh. "If he was my son, not caring if he thought me a whore, I'd be making the first move. I'd be stroking him, sucking him, and fucking him. I'd be the one stripping him naked, pushing him back on the bed, and mounting him," said Marsha with a sexual aroused laugh.



Then, as if she was horny and, in the mood, to expand on all that she'd do if Kyle was her son, Marsha added sexual details.
"If Kyle was my son, I'd flash him my panties in up-skirt peaks and my deep line of sexy cleavage in down-blouse views. I'd flash him my naked pussy in up-nightgown peaks and my naked tits in down-nightgown views. I'd kiss him, French kiss him, while allowing him to touch me and feel me through my clothes. I'd make out with him. I'd allow him to finger me, masturbate me, eat me, make love to me, and fuck me," said Marsha with a sexy laugh of all that she'd do with Kyle if he was her son.
A bad, sexual influence on Ann, Marsha encouraged her and told her that there was nothing wrong with flashing her son and sexually seducing him. There was a long pause in their conversation as if Ann was thinking about flashing Kyle her panties, her cleavage, her naked pussy, and her naked tits. Yet, instead of voicing what she was going to do, she continued to remain silent as if she was thinking about Kyle having sex with her.
No secret there, every time she thought of Kyle, she became horny. Every time she thought of her son, she thought of having sex with him and him having sex with her. As much as she'd love him to cum in her pussy, she'd love him to cum in her mouth and all over her face, too.
"If he was my son, after dinner and after a few drinks, while watching a movie, I'd stroke him, suck him, and fuck him," encouraged Marsha and daring Ann to have sex with her son.
Yet, even though she thought about having sex with her son, even though she thought of masturbating him and him masturbating her, eating her, making love to her, and fucking her, she'd never have sex with her son. She couldn't. She just wouldn't.
# # #
"Already going too far in our mother and son relationship by encouraging him to sexually seduce me, it's my fault that I turned our relationship from a loving family one to a romantic, sexual one," said Ann. "To be honest, I'd not only allow him to kiss me but also, I'd allow him to French kiss me. I'd not only allow him to part my lips with his tongue but also not stopping him from making out with me, I returned his French kiss with my deep, wet kiss," she said while imagining her son French kissing her.
She paused again as if imagining Kyle kissing her, French kissing her.
"With me feeling like such a slut and not caring, I'd allow him to make out with me while touching me and feeling me everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother through her clothes," she said feeling her breasts through her clothes as if her hand were her son's hand.
She lifted her short skirt and stuck her hand between her legs. Tracing her pussy slit with her finger, she fingered her pussy through her panties. Then, pushing her panties aside, she inserted her manicured index finger in her pussy.
She masturbated herself while talking to her friend on the phone. Something that a man would do, not missing a step in her phone conversation, she fingerfucked her pussy while rubbing her clit. While imagining having sex with her son, something she'd never confess to anyone else, she continued her incestuous, sexual confession to her friend, Marsha.
# # #
"Oh, my God, ready to submit to him, if ever he touched me in a sexually forbidden way, he'd sexually arouse me with his touches and his kisses. He'd make me so horny, horny enough to want more, and to make me want to fuck him," she said while playing through her mind all that she imagined happening.
Clearly sexual aroused, she was breathless on the phone talking to her friend.
"If him kissing me, French kissing me, making out with me and feeling me through my clothes wasn't enough, I'd allowed my son to undress me. I'd allowed him to ever so slowly strip me naked. Shocking even myself, I'd allowed him to not only see my naked body but also touch and feel my naked body," said Ann while touching and feeling herself through her clothes again.
She continued feeling and fondling her big breasts through her blouse while fingering her erect nipples through her bra.
"If only he'd make the first move, I'd allow him to touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples. I'd allow him to rub my clit while fingerfucking my pussy. I'd allow my son to masturbate me, his mother," she confessed. "I'd allow him to watch me and hear me cum."
Then, having second thoughts, denying her sexual feelings for her son, she went from one extreme to the other extreme.
"Yet, I'm such a dirty whore. I'm a shameless disgrace. How dare I want to have sex with my son? What's wrong with me to want my son to not only see me naked, touch and feel my naked body but also to masturbate me," said Ann. "I'm such an incestuous slut."
# # #
Oh, the shame of wanting to have incestuous sex with my son, how can I do that? Should we decide to have sex, such an emotionally traumatic thing to do, remembering every day, multiple times a day, every touch and every feel, how can I live with that? How dare I even think of being such an incestuous whore? What's wrong with me for having the forbidden thoughts of taking sexual advantage of my adult son," she asked her mostly rhetorical questions of herself and no one else?
Berating herself, with her having no other sounding board other than talking to her friend, Marsha, clearly, Ann was feeling guilty about her forbidden, sexual thoughts of having sex with Kyle.
"This is my son and not some man that I picked up at a bar, allowed him to take me home, and invited him inside to fuck me. Should he ever marry, how would I face his wife, his mother-in-law, and my grandchildren? I'd be embarrassed for them to find out that I sucked my son and fucked my son. I'd be embarrassed for them to know that I allowed him to cum in my mouth and in my pussy," she said.
She paused to remember her history of sexual abuse. Never just one abuser, she had eight abusers. Her piano teacher, her uncle, her cousin, her four, much older brothers, and her violently abusive, ex-husband.
Not caring that she was an 18-year-old virgin, they all raped her. They all striped her naked. They all forced her to stroke them, suck them, and fuck them.
"In hindsight, thinking about my checkered past, maybe, it's all not my fault," she said to Marsha while pausing to remember what sexually happened to her so very long ago. "Because I was sexually abused, too, sometimes difficult to differentiate one from the other, maybe I'm the victim and not the abuser. Perhaps, with me unable to say no, I'm an innocent pawn in my son's sexual seduction of me.
Ann paused to remember all the men who wouldn't take no for an answer. Ripping off her clothes, she paused to remember all the men who stripped her naked. She paused to remember all the men who mounted her and/or took her from behind. She paused to remember all the men who raped her. She paused to remember all the men who forced their erect pricks in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy. Painful to remember, she paused to remember all the men who forced her to stroke their cocks, suck their cocks, and fuck their cocks.
"Perhaps, him having sex with me is just a continuation of my sexual, abuse cycle. Taken advantage of no less than eight times by eight different men, continuing in my role as a victim, maybe, my son is the abuser and I'm his victim. Maybe, with me always so nice and vulnerable, maybe I'm doomed to always be the victim."
Ann thought more about her being the victim rather than her being the abuser.
"Yet, I wonder what's wrong with him. When Kyle could have any girl that he sexually wanted, why would he want to have sex with his mother? Why would my 30-year-old son want to have sex with his 59-year-old mother? That makes no sense to me at all," said Ann. "Why wouldn't my son want to have sex with a woman his own age?"
She paused as if thinking of her son being a sexual abuser. She paused as if trying to answer her own rhetorical questions. After his father died, with her catering to him and spoiling him, it would make sense that she'd spawn another, sexual abuser.
"Yet, making no sense to me, why would my son want to strip me naked? Why would he want to make love to me and then fuck me? Why would he want to finger my pussy and lick my pussy? Why would he want me to stroke him, suck him, and cum in my mouth while blowing him? What's wrong with him to sexually seduce me? What's wrong with my son to want to have sex with his mother?"
# # #
I Love My Son More Than I Should the Ending
Something that goes without saying and something that was expected of me as a mother, I've always loved my son, Kyle, in the way that a mother should love her son. With that said and with him my only child, doting on him and coddling him, I admit that I spoiled him, especially after his father, my husband, died in a traffic accident. Unable to help myself, reminding me so much of him, he looked so very much like his father.
With his father's body buried in the ground, I allowed him to sleep in my bed since the time he turned 20-years-old and I was 49-years-old. Thinking that he'd behave himself and stay on his side of the bed, he didn't. I keenly remember him taking sexual advantage of me nearly every night while I was sleeping. Wishing he'd take sexual advantage of me while I was awake, he never did.
With me never wearing panties to bed, waiting until I was sleeping, he'd lift the back of my short nightgown over my naked ass. Then, spooning me, he'd grind his erect cock against my ass and against my pussy. With me as horny as I was sexually frustrated from not having had sex in a while, it didn't take long for me to be wet, soaking wet.
When he thought that I wouldn't awaken, taking sexual advantage of his mother's cunt, he slipped his prick inside of my warm, wet pussy. Instead of fucking me, he made love to me. Not wanting to awaken me, instead of humping fast and hard, he humped me slow and easy. He buried the full length of his 9" cock deep inside of me while fondling my breasts and fingering my nipples through my sheer nightgown.
Again, waiting until I was sleeping or, in my case, pretending to be asleep, he'd move up the bed until his cock was level with my mouth. Enticing me to part my lips and open my mouth, he'd slowly slide his erect cock along my red, full lips. Then, inserting himself inside my mouth, he'd force me to suck him. My son would force me to blow him.
Delicate with his humps, the last thing that he wanted to do was to awaken me. Taking him in my mouth, I pretended that I was sleeping while I licked his cock and sucked his prick. It didn't take him long to cum and when he did, he ejaculated his cum in my mouth. Destroying the evidence that he forced me to blow him, I swallowed his cum.
# # #
Without having all the rough edges, he looked like a younger version, albeit a kinder and sexier version of his father. He was a much better and gentler lover than my husband. It's like my son kept all the good qualities about my husband and got rid of the bad ones. Yet, what he had that my husband didn't have was a big cock. He was blessed with a full 9" appendage. I saw it in full bloom whenever I caught him masturbating and whenever he stuck that monster in my mouth while I was sleeping, or pretending to be asleep.
Carrying up his laundry and opening his bedroom door without knocking, while hoping to catch him masturbating and see his erect prick again, with his eyes closed and headphones on, I stayed to watch him cumming. With him not knowing that I was there watching him playing with himself, at the very least, seeing his erect prick and him cumming gave me more to masturbate over later. I only wished he was cumming on me and/or inside of me.
'Who knew my son is so well endowed? My God, Kyle has such a big cock,' I thought to myself while staring at his exposed prick longer than I should have stared as his mother. Never knowing that I preferred a man with a big prick, I loved my son enormous cock.
# # #
Yet, now that he's older, thirty-years-old, and still living at home, I look at him differently. I no longer look at him as I did when he was a boy. I look at him as if he's a man, my man. I look at him sexily. Sexually attracted to him, unashamed and unembarrassed to admit my sexual attraction to my son, I look at him more as a sexual partner and as a lover than as my son. Every time I see his erection bulging out his jeans, he makes my nipples hard and my pussy wet.
Unable to quell my incestuous thoughts and/or extinguish my sexual desires, so wrong for a mother to do, I go to bed dreaming of him naked and him having sex with me. Nonetheless, my second thoughts, I finally took Marsha's advice to have awake sex with my son. On the surface, you may think me an incestuous whore but there's more to my sexual attraction to my son than that.
I'm unashamed and unembarrassed that I dream of stroking my son's cock, sucking my son's cock, and fucking my son's cock. Yet, the bottom line, I love my son and would do anything for him, even have incestuous sex with him while I'm awake or while I'm sleeping. Something that I have no control over, I awaken horny for him and for the physical touch of him. If only he'd make the first move, I'd make all the rest of the sexual moves.
While waiting for him to make the first, sexual move, if he showed any sexual interest in me at all, I'd be all over him. I'd sexually seduce him. Something that I yearned to do since his father died years ago, I'd stroke him, suck him, make love to him, and fuck him. As if born again, I'd bathe myself in his cum. Yet, with him still sleeping in my bed, sleeping sex is better than no sex.
Sexually teasing him, yet, as far as I'm willing to go, I wear my sexiest nightgowns in front of him without having the modesty to wear a robe over them. Having tested it in my full-length mirror, I know that he can clearly see my naked ass, my naked tits, and even my naked pussy, and usually, that's enough for me. Again, while sexually teasing him as if I'm Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, I flash him up-skirt peeks of my panties and down-blouse views of my long, sexy line of cleavage and my big, naked breasts.
While knowing that he's there watching me, and fingering the head of his growing erection through his pants or pajama bottoms, I pretend that I don't know he's there watching me dress and undress. Hoping that he'd step in my room and touch me and feel me, I routinely dress and undress in front of him with my bedroom door wide open. Giving him plenty of sexual fodder to see and to masturbate over, while hoping he'd see and regret all that he's missing, I wanted him to see me with my clothes. I wanted him to see me topless and naked.
Hoping that he'd take a peek, under the excuse that it was too hot and too steamy with the bathroom door closed, I leave the bathroom door open enough for him to see me showering and bathing naked. If he dared enter the bathroom while I was in the bathtub to ask if I wanted him to wash my back, I'd have him wash more than my back. I'd have him wash my dirty tits. I'd have him scrub my filthy pussy. I'd have him wash my naked, shapely ass. I'd have him wash me everywhere as I sucked his cock while sitting in the bathtub.
# # #
Later that night, before we retired for bed and had sleeping sex, while sitting together on the sofa and drinking wine, curious to see what he'd do, I leaned into his shoulder and cuddled with him while watching a movie. Pretending that I was inebriated after consuming two glasses of wine, I moved my hand to bulge of his pajama clad prick and left it there. Immediately, his cock throbbed and pulsated beneath the warmth of my motherly hand while continuing to grow significantly bigger and harder. Not taking very long, while hoping his cock would burst out of his pajama pee hole, he was getting quite the erection.
Hoping that he'd return the sexual favor of me touching him with him touching me, I hoped that he'd put his arm around me with his hand and fingers in contact with the side of my nightgown clad, naked breast. I so wanted him to touch, feel, and fondle my breasts through my nightgown. With me leaning forward to get my wine, I flashed him my naked tits down my opened nightgown top. Waiting for him to take me, I wished he'd stick his hand inside and pull, turn, and twist my nipples.
Not stopping there, masturbating me, I'd love him to suck my nipples while fingering my pussy and rubbing my clit. Not wanting to be too obvious in my wicked, sexual intentions, I covered my lap with a throw blanket. Only, when covering my lap with the throw blanket, I made sure that as I put the blanket across my lap that I raised the hem of my nightgown all the way to my waist. Then, when I got up to go in the kitchen or to the bathroom, I'd deliberately flash him my naked ass and my waxed, bald, naked pussy.
Hopefully, while cuddling beside me, he'd discover that my naked pussy was exposed when he put his hand on my upper thigh. Hoping he'd move his hand higher, my sexual fantasy coming true, I imagined him rubbing my clit while fingerfucking my pussy. I imagined him feeling and fondling my big breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples. I imagined myself cumming while screaming out his name.
'Kyle. Kyle. Don't stop. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming. Rub my clit harder. Fingerfuck my pussy deeper. Squeeze my tits while fingering my nipples,' I imagine saying when he finally got around to masturbating me. 'I'm cumming, Kyle. I'm cumming.'
# # #
Only, with him thinking that I was drunk from drinking two glasses of wine, when he lifted the back of my nightgown to expose my naked as in bed, instead of gently making love to me, he fucked. He rammed his prick in my cunt. Humping me harder and humping me faster, Kyle was finally giving me what I wanted.
Taking me by taking what he wanted, he continued slamming his cock inside of me. Then, turning me around, he mounted me and made love to me while making out with me. Finally, he pushed on my shoulders for me to move down the bed. Then, sticking his prick in my mouth, he forced me to blow him. This time, holding my head with two hands, he humped my mouth and fucked my face.
# # #
Sometimes, when I'm really horny and/or sexually frustrated, in the same way that he's allowed me to catch him masturbating, I allowed him to catch me masturbating, too. I allowed him to watch me fondling my big, naked tits and finger my erect nipples. With my eyes closed and the hum of my vibrator masking whatever noises there are in the background, I pretended that I didn't hear him enter my bedroom without knocking and that I didn't know that he was in my bedroom while watching me masturbating myself.
The true incestuous whore that I am, I allowed him to hear me and watch me cum. Only, wanting so much, sexually more, he needed to make the first move. He needed to take the sexual control. He needed to sexually seduce his mother. He needed to strip off my nightgown and stick his erect cock in my mouth before sticking his stiff prick in my pussy.
Hoping to entice him to masturbate me, I decided to take my sexual teasing to an extreme. When I knew he was there in my bedroom watching me playing with myself and pleasuring myself, my way to let him know that I was masturbating over him, I added specific, sexual dialogue to my masturbation sessions. Honestly, if this didn't get him to have sex with me and fuck me, I don't know what would.
'Oh, the games we play for sex,' I thought while grateful for our sexual games. 'With us not wanting the other to know that we were having sex, we both continued to pretend that we weren't sexually intimate when we were. Never talking about it or discussing it, he continued fucking me and I continued I sucking him.'



"Oh, Kyle. I wish I could see you naked," I said while continuing to masturbate myself. I wish I could see your erect prick. I wish I could stroke you, suck you, make love to you, and fuck you fast and hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock," I said while continuing to pretend that I was alone.
Knowing this would get him going, I said the magic, sexual words.
"I need you to cum in my mouth. I need you to cum all over my face. I need you to give Mommy a cum bath. I need you to cum in my pussy," while hoping that he'd ejaculate his load in my mouth and all over my face.
With my eyes still closed, I listened to the silence of him motionlessly standing there in my room watching me masturbating. Then, sexually arousing me, as if the sound of his zipper echoed through my bedroom, I clearly heard him unzip himself and pull out his cock. I knew he was in my room slowly stroking himself while watching me fondle my big, naked breasts, finger my erect nipples, rub my swollen clit, and fingerfuck my wet pussy. If only he'd step over to me and make his presence known by touching me, I'd suck his cock and allow him to cum in my mouth.
Tired of waiting for him to make his sexual move, and tired of playing this pretend and sleeping game of sex, I opened my eyes and sat up in bed. I moved to him to him while I was still on my knees. I took his hard erect cock in my hand and stroked before I took his stiff prick in my mouth and sucked him. With him not stopping me, allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with his big prick, I continued sucking his cock while stroking his cock. A long time coming, I couldn't believe that I was finally blowing my son.
Then, finally taking sexual control, he lifted me up and kissed me, French kissed me. He carried me over to my bed and as if I was a pile of dirty laundry, he tossed me on my mattress. As if his clothes were on fire, he removed his t-shit, his sneakers, and his pants. He was naked. Then, mounting me, he was all over my big tits while kissing me.
I spread open my legs and inserted the head of swollen cock in my pussy. As if I was on fire, I felt his big dick slide into my wet, warm pussy. My son was making love to me. Then, humping me harder and humping me faster, Kyle was fucking me. He was finally fucking his mother.
We had sexual intercourse every morning and making sure that he got a good night's sleep after a hard day at work, I sucked him and allowed him to cum in my mouth every night. We were incestuous lovers for the next five years until he found someone to marry and I found someone to share the rest of my life with, too. Our little, dirty secret, we kept our incestuous affair to ourselves. Yet, every birthday, on my birthday and on his birthday, we managed to slip away to suck, lick, and fuck.
"Happy Birthday, Mom," said Kyle on my birthday while slamming his cock in my pussy.
I humped him as hard and as fast as he humped me.
"Happy Birthday, Kyle," I said while fucking my son on his birthday.
THE END
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My Aunt Kelly's Naked Photos
Dating back over twenty-years, nephew finds a wealth of naked photos of his aunt, Kelly. Patrick sexually seduces his aunt with the help and incestuous advice of Susan Jill Parker.
# # #
It was a huge room with fifty couples. There were dozens of beds positioned all around the room against the walls with some beds gathered in the middle of the room. Unembarrassed, unashamed, and without morals or modesty, everyone was naked, totally naked.
There were swingers in all shapes and sizes. Some were paired off as if they were alone while having sex in their bedroom but with someone else's spouse. Others were grouped in threesomes, foursomes, and orgies with as many as half a dozen couples in one bed. Then, there were the voyeurs, the gawkers, and those who were content in just watching while masturbating themselves and/or masturbating one another.
Unbeknownst to me, my aunt, Kelly, and my uncle, Brian, were there. I had no idea they were swingers. Even more disturbing than that, my mother and father were there, too. They've been swinging with my aunt and uncle for years before branching out to have extramarital sex with their friends, their neighbors, and their co-workers. Then, finally making it official, they attended swinger dances, get togethers, outings, cruisers, and parties. God only knows how many people they sucked, licked, and fucked.
# # #
"Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster," I overheard my mother say when she was upstairs with my uncle and they thought that I wasn't home.
That was my first clue that they were swingers when I thought they were just having an affair. I thought my mother was cheating on my father and my uncle was cheating on my aunt. Then, I heard my aunt's voice in the next room.
"I want to suck your cock, Brian," said my Aunt Kelly to my father. "I need to suck it. I need you to cum in my mouth, all over my face, and across my naked breasts. I need you to give me a cum bath."
If I wasn't shocked enough that my mother was having sex with my uncle, I was even more shocked that my father was having sex with my aunt. I had no idea that my aunt sucked cock. Yet, both my mother and aunt were degenerate, incestuous cocksuckers. It was of no surprise when I found out that they were all swingers.
Putting it out of my mind, a disturbing memory that I was eager to forget, what 18-year-old boy would understand group sex, swingers, and swinging. Just as I had no idea that my aunt and uncle were swingers, I had no idea that my parents were swingers, too. Yet, that was then and this was now.
# # #
Author's Note:
This story is written for Patrick about his redheaded and big breasted, MILF of an aunt, Aunt Kelly. Sexually attracted to her, he's always wanted to make out with her while feeling her everywhere through her clothes. He's always wanted to take his slow, sweet time with her. Kissing and kissing her, he imagined French kissing her. Slowly undressing her, he imagined unbuttoning her blouse and looking to see what the next unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button.
Finally removing her blouse, he imagined her standing before him in her big, white, D cup, low-cut, sexy bra. He imagined staring at her bra clad breasts before reaching out to touch and feel the tops of her meaty breasts while sliding a slow finger down the length of her long line of sexy cleavage. While masturbating himself, he imagined feeling her big breasts through her bra while fingering her emerging nipples.
He couldn't wait to see his aunt's naked tits but not wanting to rush things, as if she was a valuable work of art or an expensive Christmas gift his to unwrap, he wanted to take his sweet time undressing her. A lasting, longtime memory to make, he wanted to remember the first time he removed his aunt's bra and saw her naked breasts for the rest of his life. Something that he'd always masturbate over, the first time finally seeing her naked tits would be a memory that he'd relive every time he masturbated himself.
'I can't believe I'm seeing my aunt's naked tits,' he imagined saying the first time seeing her naked breasts while stroking himself. 'I can't believe I'm touching, feeling, squeezing, and fondling her naked breasts while pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples. 'For a 48-year-old woman, she has shapely breasts that hardly sag at all.'
While kissing her, French kissing her, he imagined unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt. Allowing her to stand, he imagined watching her skirt slowly and sexily fall to her feet to reveal her bright white, bikini panties. He stared at his aunt's camel toe, her pussy slit, and her pussy mound before reaching out his horny hand to cup his aunt's cunt through her panties. Then, sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit, he imagined pushing her panty aside and rubbing her clit while fingerfucking his aunt's wet, warm pussy.
A long time coming, he couldn't wait to strip his sexy aunt naked and have his wicked, incestuous sexual way with her. Tired of masturbating himself over imagining his aunt naked and having sex with him, he enlisted the help of Susan Jill Parker, the mistress of incestuous seduction, on how to sexually seduce his aunt.
"Tell her how pretty she is," said Susan. "Don't be afraid to tell her how sexy she is. Tell her that she is the most beautiful and sexiest woman you know. Then, ask her if you can kiss her, French kiss her. Trust me, if she allows you to part her lips and stick your tongue in her mouth, then she'll allow you to touch and feel her everywhere through her clothes."
# # #
With Aunt Kelly's sexy and shapely body, my aunt doesn't realize that she's a MILF. Yet, how could someone who looks like her not know how beautiful she is? How could someone with a body like her body not know how sexy she is? Looking ten-years younger than her 48-year-old age, she's a MILF who I'd love to fuck or does that make her an AILF, an aunt that I'd love to fuck.
Unembarrassed to admit, she's my aunt and I'd love to see her naked, totally naked while fondling her naked body. Unashamed to confess, she's my aunt and I want to fuck her hard and fast to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. Unapologetic in my incestuous, sexual lust for her, she's my aunt and I not only want to cum in her mouth but also, I want to cum all over her face, and in her pussy, too. Unrepentant, she's my aunt and I want to make slow love to her every night and fuck her hard and fast her every morning.
Alas, sexually lusting over my aunt, my mother's younger sister, sexually frustrating, I'll never see her in her bra and panties. I'll never see her in a short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns without her having the modesty to wear a robe over them. Something that I always wanted to see; I'll never see her topless. I'll never see her big, D cup, naked breasts. I'll never see her naked.
Sadly, and sexually frustratingly, I'll never see her round, shapely ass and her trimmed patch of red, pubic hair. Other than my sexual fantasies of her, I'll never see my aunt without her clothes. Sad to say that I'll never see my Aunt Kelly naked, I masturbate every night and every morning over imagining my aunt naked while having incestuous sex with me.
Then, when I least expected it, shocked, stunned, and sexually excited, going back over 20-years, I found an entire photographic collection, an entire history of photos of my aunt in the attic. A look back in time of pictures of her from her early twenties to her early forties, including spring break, naked, party photos. As if I had grown up with her, I found a virtual, visual, X-rated history of my aunt in all manner of undress. I saw dozens of pictures of her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked.
'Oh, my God. Look at this. I don't believe this,' I thought while slowly going through each photograph of my aunt.
She had photographs of her in her short, sheer, and low-cut, sexy nightgowns without having the modesty to wear a robe. As if she was a lingerie model, she had photographs of her in her pastel, bikini panties and in her low-cut bras. My favorite photos, of course, were the ones of her topless and naked. I couldn't wait to peruse those photos at my leisure and masturbate over them later. Finally, I saw her naked tits, ass, and pussy. Never had I thought I'd ever see my aunt topless and naked in the way that I was seeing her now.
Never expecting to find anything like this, it was a real treasure trove of sexy, X-rated photos of my aunt. No doubt, it must have been my uncle who took these photos when he was still alive. May God rest his soul. Barely remembering them, he died along with my mother and father in a horrific car accident when I was young. My aunt raised me and I lived with her until I recently found my own place and moved out.
Interestingly enough, until I saw these photos, I never thought of my aunt having a sex life. I never thought of her masturbating herself and cumming. I never thought of her sexually teasing my uncle and flashing him and other men while wearing these sexy outfits. I never thought of her having sex with anyone but with my uncle. Yet, after seeing so very many topless and naked photos of my aunt, I wondered if she was a swinger. I wondered if her and my uncle were in the swinging lifestyle and having open, extramarital sex with other couples.
With them not having any children to raise, clearly, they were swingers. Yet, something so sexually exciting to think about now, I never thought of my aunt fucking and sucking anyone but my uncle. Even then, I never thought of them having sex with one another but, clearly, they did. Clearly, sex was an important part of their relationship. Obviously, judging her by all of these erotic pictures, if only these pictures could talk, judging her by the stories that she had to tell, she had lived quite the sex life.
After the deaths of my parents and my uncle, too much to take in, I erased the memory of my mother having sex with my uncle and my aunt having sex with my father. No longer caring about their extramarital affairs, chalking it all up to a bad dream, I put it all out of my mind until I found these pictures. Finally, seeing photos of my naked mother with my naked uncle and my naked aunt with my naked father, and my naked parents with my naked neighbors, all made sense. They were swingers. They were all swingers.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story about 24-year-old Patrick and his 48-year-old aunt, Kelly. Even the names haven't been changed. Think about it. Maybe, you know them. Maybe, they live next-door to you or across the street from you. Maybe, they're your co-workers. Maybe, you've seen them on the street holding hands or kissing, a young man with an older woman.
Patrick not only loves his aunt but also twisted but true, he's in love with his aunt. No shocking surprise there, especially after seeing so very many topless and naked photos of his aunt, he wanted to have sex with her. Not only did he want her to blow him but also, he wanted to cum in her mouth and all over her face. Not only did he want to give her a cum bath but also, he wanted to fuck her hard and fast, too.
He masturbated himself while sexually fantasizing of making out with her and slowly stripping her naked. He sexually fantasized of touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a nephew should never touch and feel his aunt. Sadly, and sexually frustratingly, something that would never happen, he sexually fantasized of his aunt stroking his cock, sucking his cock, and fucking his cock.
After fingering, licking, and eating her pussy, giving her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers and with his tongue, he sexually fantasized of making love to her before fucking her hard and fast. Again, with his aunt a MILF, who wouldn't want to have sex with her? Who wouldn't want to fuck her? Who wouldn't want her to suck their cocks? Who wouldn't want to cum in her mouth while fondling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples?
After seeing so very many topless and naked photos of her, as if on a mission, it was his sexual fantasy to see her naked in person and have incestuous sex with her naked body. Aside from making love to her and fucking her, there's nothing more that he wanted than for her to blow him. He'd love to cum in her mouth, all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, red hair, and across her big, naked breasts. He'd love nothing more than to give his aunt a cum bath. He'd love to watch his cum dripping from his aunt's face, hair, and breasts.
# # #
My special thanks to SusanJillParker. I wouldn't have this story if it wasn't for her. She told me what to do and what to say to sexually seduce my aunt. With me not a player and not very sophisticated sexually, I had no idea what to say to women, especially to my aunt, to get her clothes off and to get her in bed. Yet, with Susan knowing what women wanted, she made a nerve-racking experience easy. If it wasn't for Susan, I never would have had sex with my aunt.
Unfortunately, sexually adventurous before, bordering on being a wicked whore, and doing a complete 180 turnaround, my aunt has grown uncomfortable with nudity. Turning into somewhat of a prude, with her fun-loving, sexual life extinguished from her eyes after her husband, my uncle died, she's a changed woman. Not knowing what to do, not wanting to offend her and make her feel pressured and/or uncomfortable, I'd be embarrassed, ashamed, and too nervous to try and sexually seduce my aunt on my own. Something so disgustingly forbidden, I don't think she'd appreciate me wanting to have sex with her.
I never thought that I could sexually seduce my aunt, until Susan told me that my aunt may be lonely, sexually vulnerable, and ready for sex. Yet, too high of a mountain for me to climb alone, having sex with my MILF of an aunt is still my longtime, sexual fantasy. A real dilemma, I had no idea what to say to my aunt to make her voluntarily and consensually remove her clothes and want to have incestuous sex with me.
She's my aunt and I'm her blood, related nephew. Trying to have sex with my aunt was a wide, illicit line to cross that Susan helped me to negotiate. If it wasn't for Susan's advice and guidance, I'd still be sexually lusting over my aunt while masturbating myself night and day while imagining her naked and having sex with me.
What would my Aunt Kelly think of me if I put the sexual moves on her? Would she think me insane? Would she think me an incestuous pervert? She'd never want to have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with her. For a woman who has had a multitude of satisfying, sexual partners and still could have any man she wanted, why would she want to have sex with her sexually, perverted nephew? Fortunately for me, opening the door for my sexual advances, ripe and ready for sex, my aunt was lonely, sexually frustrated, and horny.
After moving out and getting my own place, giving up hope, I never thought it possible to get my aunt naked and in bed but everything that Susan told me to say to my aunt to sexually seduce her worked. Putty in my hands, not that I was trying to fool her, deceive her, and/or trick her but thinking that I was sincere, talking to her from my heart, and not acting like a pervert, my aunt believed everything I said. With my Aunt Kelly giving me the best sex of my young life, thank you again, Susan, for helping me sexually seduce my aunt.
# # #
My Aunt Kelly's Naked Photos
It all started one rainy day. Bored out of my mind, repaying my aunt's kindness by doing her a favor, I decided to clean out her attic while, at the same time, looking for my old collection of baseball cards. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, I never expected to find what I found.
Literally, I found hundreds of photos of my aunt in her one-piece bathing suits, in her itty-bitty, teeny-weenie bikinis, in her sexy, sheer, and low-cut nightgowns, in her bras and panties, topless, and naked. I was stunned. I couldn't believe my eyes. I was finally seeing all that I wanted to see of my aunt. I'll be masturbating over these photos for the rest of my life.
'I can't believe I'm seeing photos of my aunt's, naked, D cup breasts. I love her big, naked tits. I wish I could touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them. I can't believe I'm seeing her trimmed, red patch of pubic hair and her round, shapely, naked ass,' I thought as I perused hundreds of nearly naked and naked photos of my aunt. 'I'd love to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I'd love to fuck her.'
I found cardboard boxes of photograph albums, a visual history, of my 48-year-old aunt in her sexy nightgowns, in her panties and bra, topless, and naked. More than twenty-years of sexy photos, from the time she was in her early twenties, to the time that she was in her early forties. My aunt had hundreds of X-rated photographs of herself in all manner of undress.
She had sexy photos from her college days. She had sexually revealing photos of her at spring break and of her Honeymoon. She had vacation photos, lots of bedroom photos, and even swinging sex photos.
Obviously, forgetting that they were hidden in cardboard boxes that contained more than a dozen photograph albums in the attic, I was privy to her entire, secret, collection of private, sexy photos. Then, again, maybe she didn't forget the photos were there. Maybe she wanted me to find them. Maybe she wanted me to see them.
As if I was a horny teenager again, never have I masturbated over my aunt as much as I masturbated over her photos now. Never have I cum as much and as hard as I was cumming now. Never have I thought that I'd ever see my aunt in her sexy nightgowns and in her sexy lingerie.
To be honest, I never thought that I'd ever see my MILF of an aunt topless. I never thought that I'd see her naked tits. I never thought that I'd ever see her naked, totally naked. I never thought that I'd see her naked ass and her naked pussy.
Again, as shocking as it was sexually exciting, this was my aunt and not some whore. Only, now that I've seen so very many nearly naked, topless, and naked photos of her, even though she appeared happily married, I wondered if my aunt was a whore, my uncle's whore. Seriously, unless they're exhibitionists and/or swingers, who has so many nearly naked and naked photos of themselves?
# # #
My aunt has big, natural tits, 36 D cup breasts. Even now with nothing sagging, she has shapely breasts with big nipples that show through her blouses and bras. In most of her photos, shaving off her curly red, pubic hair, she had a shaved pussy. I prefer a trimmed pussy to a shaved one.
Maybe, that's the look that some men want but a shaved pussy made her look too much like a young woman. I prefer a mature, older woman to a young, immature woman. She always had, and still has, a round and shapely ass. I love my aunt's perfect, tight, little ass as much as I love her big tits.
After I found her sexy cheesecake photos in the attic, my sexual attraction to her continued and escalated when my aunt, Kelly, asked me to troubleshoot her computer. She said that it freezes from time to time for no apparent reason. With me no longer living with her and using her computer on a daily basis, the first thing I thought of, of course, was that she had a virus. She's always on the Internet and is not always as careful as she should be when opening unfamiliar sites and/or unknown emails.
Not taking the chance, I installed new virus protection software to hopefully clean up whatever issues she had. Then, I scanned her entire hard drive. Alone with her computer, unable to help myself, not thinking that I'd find anything of sexual interest anyway, I looked around her computer files. I hoped to see if she had any new, sexy photos of herself in the way that I found all of those old photos of her in the attic.



Sure enough, not to be disappointed, as shocked as much as I was sexually excited, I could not believe my luck. I found another hidden cache of sexy photos, albeit more recent photos topless and naked photos of my aunt in all sorts of provocative poses. For a forty-eight-year-old woman, she looked hot. Seemingly, women get more beautiful as they age. Why is that?
I thought of all of the sexy and shapely women over forty who still look good. Jennifer Lopez, Gabrielle Union, Jennifer Aniston, Selma Hyatt, Cindy Crawford, Elizabeth Hurley, Shakira, Beyonce, Nicole Kidman, Jane Seymour, Sofia Vergara, Charlize Theron, Cameron Diaz, Eva Mendes, Christie Brinkley, Elle Macpherson, Heidi Klum, and Kate Beckinsale, I rest my case. I continued perusing my aunt's sexy photos.
'Oh, wow. I don't believe this,' I thought. 'Here's one of her with her sitting down with her legs over her head and her legs spread wide open. I can't believe I'm seeing the inside of my aunt's naked, pink pussy."
Never having seen any more of my aunt than her bra straps and her long, line of sexy cleavage, I saw my MILF of an aunt in sexually revealing clothes, topless, and naked. Even now at 48-years-old, she has such a hot body. Grateful for these X-rated pictures, now, I had more new photos to masturbate over. Wishing I had the real thing, my aunt's naked body in my bed with me, yet, still I was sexually excited that I was finally seeing all that I ever wanted to see of my naked MILF of an aunt.
My sexual fantasy that I hoped would come true one day, I'd love to make out with my aunt, French kiss her, while slowly stripping her naked. After removing her blouse and bra, I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering and pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her big, erect nipples. After removing her short skirt and panties, I'd love to finger her pussy while masturbating and eating her pussy. Then, I'd love to make love to her before fucking her.
Actually, I'd love to touch and feel her naked body everywhere that a nephew should never touch and feel his naked aunt. Not stopping there, after making love to her, I'd love to fuck her. I'd love to fuck my aunt hard and fast enough for her to cum. After giving her multiple, sexual orgasms, I'd love for her to make me cum with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy.
# # #
I perused the new cache of my aunt's naked photos. I couldn't believe my eyes when I saw fairly recent photos of her topless. I saw her D cup, naked, shapely tits, her symmetrical areolas, and her big, erect nipples. Then, I saw photos of her naked. I saw my aunt totally naked. I saw her round and shapely naked ass. I saw photos of her red, trimmed pussy and photos of her shaved, bald, naked pussy. If I didn't know how old my aunt really was, I'd guess that she was in her thirties. She looked that good.
'Wishing I could rub her clit while fingerfucking her pussy, I'd love to masturbate my aunt while licking her cunt,' I thought. 'Giving her multiple orgasms in a night of sexual pleasure, I'd not only love to make her cum with not only my cock but also with my fingers and my tongue. Then, hoping she'd return the sexual favor by blowing me. I'd love to cum in her mouth and, giving her a cum bath, I'd love to cum all over her pretty face.'
Looking ten-years younger than her soon to be AARP age, for a 48-year-old woman, with not many women her age looking as good without their clothes, she still looked good, really good. She was hot, really hot, especially when she was topless and/or naked. Looking better than my friends short and fat mothers and aunts, she was the best-looking mature woman in my circle of friends. I couldn't wait to show my friends my new collection nearly naked, topless, and naked photos that I found of my aunt.
Then, I wondered how my aunt would react if she knew that I had seen all of her X-rated photos. I wondered how she'd react after I told her that I showed all of my friends her topless and naked photos. I wondered how she'd react after I told her that I posted her photos online for everyone to see all of that I was seeing.
I wondered how she'd react if I told her that I wanted to have sex with her. I wondered how she'd react if I told her that I masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with me every morning and every night. I wondered how she'd react if I told her that I wanted to fuck her and cum in her mouth as well as in her pussy.
I imagined men I knew, and men that I didn't know, and had never met masturbating over seeing my aunt's sexy, naked photos online. Suspecting that my aunt was an exhibitionist, not a very wide leap to make, I wondered if she was a swinger. If she was a swinger, I wondered if she'd swing with me. I'd love to go swinging with my aunt. I'd love to watch her having sex with other men and women, while she had sex with me, too.
As evidence that she may be a swinger, I found photos of her skinny dipping naked in her pool in front of her backyard neighbors. I saw photos of her lying out in the backyard topless and naked while the landscapers and the pool men worked around her. I saw photos of her topless and naked at a nude beach. I found a video of her on a secluded beach while half a dozen naked men gathered around her and stroked their cocks to her masturbating her pussy. I found photos of her driving topless in her convertible.
'If I didn't already love my aunt, I definitely would love her now. If I wasn't already sexually attracted to my aunt, I'd definitely would be sexually attracted to her now. Without pause or hesitation, I'd, absolutely, do her if I had the chance,' I thought while waiting for my aunt to leave the house to go food shopping so that I could masturbate over her naked pictures again.
After she closed and locked her front door and left for the market, I printed out her cache of topless and naked photos. I stuck them in my knapsack and turned off her computer. I couldn't believe that I finally saw all that I wanted to see of my MILF of an aunt. Next, I went through her lingerie drawer to see if she bought any new bras and panties. Not buying them for anyone but for herself, she was always buying bras and panties. Buying sexy bras and panties were here weakness. She had dozens of bras and about a hundred different styles and colors of panties.
# # #
That night, after seeing my aunt topless and naked and masturbating over her, I retrieved her naked photos from my knapsack and I masturbated over her again. I masturbated over her photos the next morning and every night and morning thereafter. Still sexually excited over my topless and naked aunt, I wondered if she knew that I had seen her topless and naked photos when cleaning out her attic and looking through her computer files. Perhaps, hoping that I'd take the next incestuous step, I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me her naked body by asking me to fix her computer.
'Maybe, she wanted me to see her naked photos,' I thought. 'Maybe, she's the one who's sexually seducing me. Maybe, she's as horny for me as I am for her. Maybe, she sexually lusts over imagining me naked in the way that I sexually lust over wanting to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and have sex with her naked body. Maybe, she wants me to eat her as much as I want her to blow me.'
After emailing Susan and telling her all that happened with me finding hundreds of topless and naked photos of my aunt, she advised me what to do.
"It was no accident that you found so very many topless and naked photos of your aunt. I dare say that she planted the photos there in a place where you would surely find them. Now, it's your turn to return her nakedness with your nakedness," she wrote.
Daring myself to do so, had it not been for Susan guiding me, I did something that I ordinarily would never do. Clearly out of my mind with sexual desire and incestuous lust for my aunt at the time, I set up my camera, pulled down my pants, and stroked myself. Then, just as I was about to cum, I took a 15-second video of me stroking my prick and cumming.
I sent a copy of the video to Susan and another copy of my naked video to my aunt. Clearly, returning the favor of her nakedness with my nakedness, I deliberately exposed my naked, erect cock to my aunt. I wanted her to see my erect, naked cock after I saw her naked ass, her naked pussy, and her naked tits. Daring myself to do so, I wanted her to see me stroking myself. I wanted her to see me cumming, cumming for her.
Then, covering my tracks, I pretended that I had sent the video to the wrong person. Again, daring myself to do so, I sent the video to my aunt with a message to let her know that I had inadvertently sent her the video unintentionally. I wanted her to know that sending her this naked video of my erect prick was by accident and not my fault.
"You remind me so much of my Aunt Kelly. She's very beautiful, sexy, and shapely. I've always wanted to have sex with her. Now, thinking of you Heather, after last night," I wrote before sending my X-rated video to my aunt. "I can't wait or you to blow me again. I love watching you stroke my cock before sucking my cock and before fucking my cock. I can't wait to cum in your beautiful mouth again while feeling your big tits and fingering your erect nipples. I can't wait to cum in your pussy again while fucking you."
I wondered how my aunt would react to me telling her that I was always sexually attracted to her and wanted to have sex with her. I wondered how she'd react to seeing my naked video. I wondered what she'd think of my cock. I wondered if seeing me playing with myself would sexually arouse her. I wondered if seeing me cumming would make her want to masturbate herself and cum, too. I wondered if seeing me stroking myself and cumming would make her want to stroke and suck me. I didn't have to wonder for very long because she answered me immediately.
# # #
"Patrick, Honey, you inadvertently sent me a video of you masturbating," my aunt wrote in her email (lol). "Thank you. You made my day, but I think you meant to send this video to Heather, whoever she is."
'My aunt saw my video of my naked prick,' I thought. 'She thanked me for sending her the video instead of sending it to Heather.
"Nice cock by the way (lol),' she wrote in her second email that was delayed as if she was thinking if she should send this or not. 'A prick much bigger than your uncle's prick, you certainly have a big prick. It was sexually arousing to not only see your cock but also to see you cumming. I had no idea that you had such a big dick and could squirt so much cum."
Sexually excited that I sent my aunt a video of my naked prick, of me masturbating, and of me cumming, I was more sexually excited by her reaction to seeing my naked prick. Obviously, she enjoyed seeing my naked prick. Moreover, it seemed to sexually aroused her to see me masturbating myself and cumming.
'Instead of her being angry, instead of her being offended, and instead of her being embarrassed, she thanked me for sending her the X-rated video,' I thought with sexually excitement. 'My aunt wrote that I had a nice cock. She wrote that I had a big prick, much bigger than my uncle's prick,' I thought. 'Wow.'
I immediately thought of the one person who I owed a debt of gratitude for helping me to sexually seduce my aunt.
'Thank you, Susan Jill Parker, for helping me sexually seduce my aunt and for giving me the courage to send her a naked video of me masturbating myself and of me cumming,' I thought.
A huge gamble to take that could have backfired on me, I was glad that I sent my aunt my naked video. Horny now that I flashed myself to my aunt, I continued thinking of my Aunt Kelly's reaction to seeing my naked prick and to seeing me cumming. As shocked as I was sexually excited, unsure what reaction she'd have to seeing my erect prick cumming, I was glad that I exposed myself to my aunt.
I only wished I had shown her my naked, erect prick years ago. I only wished that I had shown her my prick in person and masturbated myself in front of her. I would have loved to cum all over her hair, face, and clothes. I wondered what her reaction would have been if I had ejaculated all over her.
'As soon as I'm off the computer, I couldn't wait to masturbate over my aunt seeing my naked prick. I couldn't wait to masturbate over my aunt seeing me cumming. I showed my aunt my naked, erect prick. Something that I always wanted to do, I couldn't believe that I showed my aunt my naked prick,' I thought. 'I couldn't believe that I masturbated for my aunt. I couldn't believe her positive reaction to seeing my naked cock and to seeing me cumming.'
Blatantly daring myself to do so, as shocked as I was in disbelief, I couldn't believe that I dared myself to do that. If it wasn't for Susan guiding me and telling me what to say and do, I never would have gotten this far with my aunt. I'd still be lusting over her from afar with her not knowing how I sexually felt about her.
'My aunt saw my cock. She watched the video of me masturbating myself. She watched me cumming. She thanked me for sending her the video of my erect, naked cock and wrote that I had a big prick,' I thought. 'Oh, my God.'
# # #
Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, I needed to write her back. So that she doesn't think that I'm an incestuous pervert, even though I am, I needed to apologize to my aunt for sending her that video by mistake. Yet, not wanting to go backwards by apologizing to her for sending her my video and ruin my chances of sexually seducing her, I wanted to go forward. I wanted to progress with my sexual seduction of her. I wanted to have sex with my aunt and not ruin my chances by being such an apologetic wimp.
"What do I say, Susan? What do I say? Tell me what to say and what to do. With me so close to my sexual fantasy of having sex with my Aunt Kelly, I don't want to blow this now. I need to see my aunt naked. I need to have sex with her."
I played the fool while making my aunt believe that I sent her my X-rated video of me masturbating my naked cock and cumming was unintentional.
"Stay calm," wrote Susan. "Apologize to her. Tell her that you're embarrassed."
I sent an email to my aunt based on Susan's instruction.
"Oh, my God, auntie. I'm so embarrassed. I can't believe I sent you a video of my erect, naked cock. I can't believe I sent you a video of me masturbating. I can't believe I sent you a video of me cumming," I wrote while becoming sexually excited from just writing the words naked cock, masturbating, and cumming. "I'm so embarrassed. I'm so humiliated. Please forgive me, Aunt Kelly. Please destroy that video, wipe it from your mind, and forget that I ever sent it."
As if she was sitting there waiting for my reply, immediately, she wrote back.
"It's okay," she said with a laugh. "Your penis is not the first, the only penis, and the last penis that I'll ever see," she wrote. "There's no need to apologize. Everyone masturbates. It's normal to masturbate. I'm just glad you sent this to me instead of someone else (lol)."
While sexually encouraging me, she made me feel better about deliberately sending her my masturbation video.
"I have no plans to destroy the video. It's too hot to destroy," she said with another laugh, this time a dirty laugh. "I plan on showing your video to all of my friends," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'm proud of my nephew's big cock."
She paused as if thinking about how bad it would have been had I sent my video to someone else.
"Actually, if you had sent this to your grandmother, she would have had a heart attack. With her born again and suddenly finding religion, I think she still believes that she's a virgin," she said with a laugh. "If you inadvertently sent this to the mother of your ex-girlfriend, real prudes, they'd report you to the police, have you arrested, and press charges. I'm just glad that you sent the video to me."
Again, daring myself to do so, capitalizing on my aunt seeing me naked, masturbating, and cumming, I didn't want this opportunity to possibly have sex with my aunt to pass me by. I wanted to send her more pictures of me naked, masturbating myself, and cumming. With Susan coaching me what to say and what to do, everything that she told me to say and do was what I needed to say and do. Yet, out of my comfort zone, I felt as if my head was about to explode with consternation.
With incest a fine line to cross albeit that I was willing to cross, I didn't know if my aunt was willing to cross the incestuous line with me, too, by having forbidden sex with me. Yet, she admitted that she's glad that I sent the video to her instead of to my grandmother and my ex-girlfriend's mother. I only wished that I was there with her to see her reaction to seeing me naked and masturbating myself. If I was there with her while exposing myself to my aunt, I wonder if she would have helped masturbate me.
# # #
"I've been taking photography classes and we just started doing nudes," I said lying while using that as my coverup excuse of me sending her a photo of my cock.
Then, holding my breath in anticipation that she'd say yes, while daring myself to do so, I responded to her by offering to show her more naked photos of me.
"I have more photos of me naked," I said with a nervous laugh. "Especially after I've already inadvertently shown you my naked, erect prick, I wouldn't mind showing you the rest of my naked photos, that is, if you'd like to see them," I wrote.
I couldn't believe that I asked my aunt if she wanted to see more naked photos of me. With her possibly humoring me before, taking a huge leap of faith across the incestuous line, this was a serious, sexual seduction now. I was determined to see my aunt topless and/or naked. I was determined to have sex with her. Wishing my aunt would reciprocate by sending me a topless or naked photo of her, too, perhaps, even one of her masturbating, afraid of offending her by pressuring her by asking her, I didn't dare ask her to send me photos.
Yet, surprising me, I couldn't believe it when she immediately wrote back and wrote that she'd love to see more naked photos of me without my clothes. Not wanting to sexually disappoint my aunt, I quickly went through my photos of me naked. I pulled out the best ones with me having the biggest erection and another one of me cumming. This is it. Now or never. Taking a big breath for courage, I pushed the send button to send her more naked photos of me.
"These nude photos of me are more artistic than they are pornographic," I said lying through my teeth.
I sent my aunt a dozen more naked photos of me in all manner of naked poses.
"Thank you for the naked photos," she immediately wrote back. "I especially liked the one of you cumming. Do you have any more of those?" Then, she said something that floored me. "Watching you cum makes me so hot," she wrote with a long pause as if rethinking what she was going to say next. She shocked me with what she wrote next. "I imagine you cumming in my mouth, all over my face, across my naked breasts, and in my pussy," said my aunt.
Shocked as much as I was sexually excited, as if we were on the same sexual page, I couldn't believe what my aunt had written back and wrote all that I was thinking.
'Cumming? She especially likes the photos of me cumming. She wants to know if I have more photos of me cumming. A woman as horny and as sexually frustrated as I am, she imagines me cumming in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. I'm finally sexually seducing my aunt.'
I paused while taking a moment to digest all that my aunt had written in her emails.
'Instead of sending her a video of me cumming, I wished I could cum for my aunt in person,' I thought. 'I'd love to unzip myself, pull out my cock in front of her, and masturbate myself while she watched. I'd love to cum all over her warm and soft hand. With a gentle hand behind her red, pretty head, I'd love to cum in her mouth, my Aunt Kelly's mouth. I'd love to cum all over her big, naked tits. I'd love to cum all over her face and in her beautiful, lush, red hair,' I thought.



Wanting to keep this sexual correspondence going, I needed to respond to her again. Yet, before I did, I asked SusanJillParker what to write. Feeling as if I was walking on a tightrope, one false email could be disastrous.
"Watching you cum was sexually arousing for your Aunt Kelly. Ask her why seeing you cum was so sexually exciting," wrote Susan.
I took Susan's advice when responding to my aunt.
"Tell me, Auntie, what did you specifically like about me cumming," I asked?
Not even having to think about formulating her response, she wrote back immediately.
"Seriously? Seeing my nephew's erect cock and masturbating himself was so erotically arousing. Then, seeing you cumming made me hot and horny," she wrote back. "It's been a long time since I've had a cum bath," she wrote with a laugh.
She paused and I gave her time to collect her thoughts. I was still hoping that she'd reciprocate my nudity with her nudity and send me a photo of her naked tits, her naked pussy, and her naked ass.
"After the death of your uncle and after breaking up with my boyfriend, with me no longer having a man in my life, I haven't had sex in a while," she confessed. "I'm so lonely. I'm so horny. I'm so sexually frustrated," she wrote.
Then, she wrote something that shocked me as much as it sexually excited me.
"I'm unembarrassed to tell you that I'll be masturbating over your naked photos tonight," she wrote. "Thank you for sending me those nude photos of yourself. I'll be imagining your hard, erect, naked cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy."
'Oh, wow! Seriously? My aunt will be masturbating over me tonight while imagining my hard, naked cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy.'
Instead of responding to what she wrote in another, return email, I wanted to hear her voice. Ready to have phone sex with my aunt, I picked up my phone and called her.
"Hello?"
I paused before answering her while wondering what she was wearing.
"Hello, Auntie," I said.
She laughed in the phone.
"Thank you for making the day of a mature woman. After seeing your naked prick, don't call me Auntie. Call me Kelly," she said laughing again. "I'm unembarrassed and unashamed to tell you that you have a nice, big prick. If you're willing and don't feel uncomfortably guilty about crossing the incestuous line, I'd love to have sex with you sometime."
'Oh, my God. Seriously? Are you kidding me? My aunt sexually solicited me. My aunt wants to have sex with me sometime,' I thought. 'My aunt wants me to call me Kelly as if she's my girlfriend instead of my aunt.'
"Tell me, I'm curious to know, what will you think about when masturbating over seeing my naked prick and over me cumming," I wrote?
She laughed out loud.
"I hope you're not offended but after seeing your big prick, I'd love to stroke your prick, suck your prick, and fuck your prick. I'd love for you to not only cum in my mouth but also all over my face, across my naked breasts, and in my pussy, too. I'd love for you to give me a cum bath."
# # #
There was a long, uncomfortable silence on the phone when she paused before asking me her next question.
"I'm curious to know. Do you masturbate over me?"
'Do I masturbate over her? Is the Pope Catholic?'
I couldn't count how many times I masturbated over my aunt while imagining cumming in her mouth, all over her face, in her red hair, and across her naked breasts.
"Sexually attracted to you, I've always masturbated over imagining you naked and having incestuous sex with you, Kelly," I confessed with an uncomfortable laugh.
Returning my laugh with her laugh, she laughed, too.
Encouraged by Susan to ask my aunt the question, I took another big breath for courage before asking my aunt what I needed to ask her.
"What do you masturbate about," I asked?
Not having to wait for her response, she responded immediately.
"I masturbate over the thought of me taking you in my hand to stroke you before taking you in my mouth to suck you and before taking you in my pussy to fuck you," she said without shame or guilt.
No doubt for my benefit, she made her masturbation session more personal. After taking the phone conversation to the next level, she had already said more than I hoped to hear her say.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My aunt masturbates while thinking of stroking me, sucking me, and fucking me. Clearly, my aunt wants to have sex with me as much as I want to have sex with her.'
"What do you think about when masturbating over me," my aunt asked?
I pulled out my cock and slowly stroked myself.
"I'm masturbating over you right now. I'm masturbating over the thoughts of you naked. I'm masturbating over the sexual fantasy of you blowing me. I'm masturbating over you stroking my prick while sucking my prick. I masturbating over the sexually excited thought of cumming in your mouth. I'm masturbating over the thought of cumming all over your face, in your beautiful, lush red hair, and across your big, naked breasts. I'd masturbating over the thought of giving you a cum bath," I said while stroking myself faster and harder.
She let out a sexy laugh.
"I'd love to stroke you," said my aunt surprising me. "I'd love to blow you," said my aunt shocking me. "I'd love to suck your cock. I'd love for you to cum in my mouth, all over my face, and across my naked breasts. I'd love for you to give me a cum bath," she said again.
'Oh, my God. I don't believe this. My sexual fantasy finally coming true, 48-year-old MILF of an aunt wants to stroke my cock. She wants to blow me. She wants to suck my cock. She wants me to cum in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts." I couldn't believe what I was hearing as much as I couldn't believe all that she was saying. 'She wants me to give her a cum bath.'
# # #
Taking the next step in phone sex, I asked her what every man asks a woman when their having phone sex with a woman.
"So, what are you wearing now?"
She shocked me and sexually excited me with what she said.
"Nothing. I'm not wearing anything," she said. "I'm naked, totally naked. I'm lying here fondling my breasts, fingering my nipples, rubbing my clit, and fingerfucking my pussy while imagining having incestuous sex with you," she said with a sexy laugh and a long pause.
Then, after seemingly thinking of what she was going to say next, she offered her invitation.
"Why don't you come over and you can see for yourself that I'm not lying and that, indeed, I am naked," she said with another sexy laugh. "I bet you'd love to see your aunt naked."
Not even having to ask her, before I could even get the words out of my mouth to ask her, my aunt sent me a photo of her naked. I saw her naked breasts. I saw her shaved naked pussy. I saw her round, shapely ass. I saw my aunt naked, totally naked.
"Patrick. Come over now and fuck your aunt. I'll be waiting for you. I'm so hot. Fuck me, Patrick. Fuck me. Make your aunt your sexy bitch. Make your aunt your incestuous whore," she said.
# # #
I drove to my aunt's house. She greeted me at the front door. Thinking that I'd see her without her clothes, she wasn't naked. She was wearing her uniform of choice, a button blouse and a short skirt.
Undressing her with my eyes, I stared at her sexy and shapely body. I stared at the huge impressions that her big breasts made in her blouse. I stared at her narrow waist and what I could see of her shapely legs. I continued staring at her while imagining her naked tits, her naked pussy, and her naked ass.
Instead of waiting for me to make the first move, taking a step forward, she pressed her beautiful body against mine. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. Then, surprising me, she parted my lips with her tongue. My aunt French kissed me. I returned her French kiss with my deep wet kiss. As if I was dreaming this or sexually fantasizing this, my aunt was making out with me right there on her door step.
"Come inside before the neighbors see," she said pulling me by my arm in her house. "The street has eyes and people talk," she said with a sexy laugh.
Once inside, ruining my sexual fantasy by rushing it, yet, I didn't care when she started undressing herself. Finally, I was going to see my aunt without her clothes. Finally, I was going to see my aunt naked. Finally, I was going to see my aunt's naked tits, her naked pussy, and her naked ass.
Something that I had always wanted to do, while she seductively stared up at me, I watched her slowly and sexily unbutton and remove her blouse. Then, reaching around behind her, I watched her unhook her big, white brassiere. As if there was a drumroll going through my horny mind, in less than a minute, my aunt was topless. In less than a minute I was seeing her naked tits. As soon as she started undressing, I had a massive erection.
Stunned, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my aunt's naked breasts. Her nipples were already erect and begging to be fingered and sucked. Her tits were as big as they were shapely. She had beautiful breasts. With nothing sagging and everything in place, she had breasts of a thirty-year-old woman instead of a nearly fifty-year-old woman.
Next, she reached down and unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. Allowing it to fall to her feet, the only article of clothing she had left were her white, bikini panties. As if they were on fire, she quickly removed her panties. My aunt was naked.
"Well, don't just standing there gawking, take off your clothes," she said with a laugh. "I can't wait to see your naked prick. I can't wait to hold your cock in my hand while stroking you. I can't wait to suck you after I fuck you," she said with a serious look of sexual arousal and erotic passion.
# # #
As soon as I stripped naked, she cupped my testicle and took my cock in her hand. She slowly stroked me while staring up at me as I felt and fondled her naked breasts while pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples. Then, not wasting time with foreplay, she moved to her knees and took me in her mouth. My MILF of an aunt was blowing me. My mother's younger sister was sucking my cock.
Stroking me harder and stroking me faster while sucking me deeper, it didn't take me long to cum. I ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth. Then, as soon as she released the pressure of my cock from her lips, I surprised her by ejaculating a second load of cum all over her face, in her beautiful, red hair, and across her D cup, naked breasts. I gave my aunt a cum bath. Something that I had masturbated doing, I couldn't believe that I finally gave my aunt a cum bath.
I picked her up in my arms and carried her to her bedroom. With one quick hand, I removed the bedspread from the bed and positioned her on her bed. I moved between her shapely legs and she cooperated by opening her legs wide. Licking her pussy while fingering her pussy, I ate my aunt's pussy while reaching up to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples.
Not allowing me to finish, not allowing me to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue, she reached down for me. I moved up to her and kissed her, French kissed her. While making out with my aunt, she reached down between my legs for my cock. Then, inserting me inside of her wet and warm pussy, we made love. Soon our passionate slow humping turned to fucking. I was really humping my aunt. Giving her the fucking of her life, I lost count how many sexual orgasms she had.
I moved in with my aunt. We made love every morning and we fucked all night. Never have I been as sexually satisfied with any woman as I was with my 48-year-old aunt. She knew how to use her pussy as much as I knew how to use my cock.
THE END
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Mother & Son Share a Motel Room Bed
With no other rooms available, Susan, a mother traveling with her adoring, adult son, Jeff, successfully registered for the last room, a small, interior room with only one bed, no couch, and no window in a motel.
What were they thinking? How would this work? Where would they sleep? How would they sleep? Can mother and son sleep in the same bed without having sex?
While knowing full well what may happen, would mother dare sleep in the same bed with her son? With him lusting over his mother and masturbating over her while wishing he could have sex with her, would son dare sleep in the same bed with his mother? I dare say that if Susan and Jeff shared a bed, they wouldn't be doing much sleeping. No doubt, with them both sexually attracted to one another, they'd be having sex, incestuous sex.
Clearly, they weren't thinking? Or, maybe, they were thinking. Maybe, with no one knowing what they do behind closed, motel room doors, they were thinking about having mother and son sex? Whether Susan initiated the sex or Jeff initiated the sex, clearly, the perfect scenario, tonight was the night for mother and son sex.
Having never even seen her without her clothes before, maybe, Susan was thinking about allowing her son to finally see her in her panties and bra, in her sheer and sexy nightgown, topless, and/or naked. Maybe, she was thinking of him fingering her pussy, rubbing her clit, and masturbating her while eating her. Maybe, she was thinking of her adult son giving her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. Maybe, she was thinking of making love to him before fucking him.
Maybe, Jeff was thinking about allowing his MILF of a mother to finally see him naked, too. Maybe, he was thinking of deliberately allowing his mother to catch him masturbating. Maybe, he was thinking of allowing her to catch him and, hopefully, watch him cumming. He's always wanted to expose his erect, naked prick to his mother.
Something that a mother should never do, maybe, he was thinking of her stroking his cock while sucking his cock. Something that a son shouldn't do, maybe, he was thinking of cumming in her mouth, his mother's mouth, and all over her face and across her naked breasts. Maybe he was thinking of giving his mother a cum bath. Maybe, he was thinking of making love to his mother before fucking her hard and fast enough for her to cum again.
# # #
'Jeff. Jeff,' he imagined his mother saying. 'I'm cumming son, I'm cumming. Hump me harder. Hump me faster. I'm cumming, Jeff. Mommy is cumming,' he imagined his mother saying while returning his hard and fast humps with her hard and fast humps.
In hindsight, when she registered for her room, Susan could have asked for a couch moved into their room. She could have asked for a cot put beside her bed. Or, maybe, Susan was thinking that she didn't want Jeff sleeping on a couch or on a cot.
Maybe, with her having waiting this long to have sex with her son, that was what she was thinking. Incestuous sex was what she wanted. With this her long awaited opportunity to have forbidden sex with her son, maybe, she wanted him to sleep with her in her bed. Mother and son sleeping in the same bed, how hot is that?
Maybe, finally surrendering to their sexual lust and their carnal urges, they wanted to have sex, consensual, incestuous sex. This was perfect time for Jeff to have illicit sex with his mother and for Susan to have illicit sex with her son. Seriously, how perfect is this? Unless they confessed to someone that they had forbidden sex, no one would ever know what they did behind a closed, motel room door.
A delicate balance of an illegal, sexual proposition, it was up to the both of them to ease into the sex without one scaring the other into not wanting to have sex. Certainly, one didn't want to pressure the other. Of course, one didn't want to force the other.
Finally coming together for sex, their sexual union must be consensual. Finally having sex needed to willingly agreed on by both. There's nothing as sexually satisfying while having willing and consensual sex with your mother, especially with your MILF of a mother. There's nothing as sexually satisfying as a horny and sexually frustrated mother having sex with her big dick son.
# # #
Author's Note:
This story was written for 28-year-old Jeff about his recent, sexual events with his MILF of a mother, Susan. Mother and son sexual events don't normally go together but, this time, invariably, they do. A longtime, sexually fantasy of his come true, he was forced to sleep with his 48-year-old mother in their motel, room bed. Actually, forced may not be the right word.
With no one twisting his arm and/or putting a gun to his head to sleep with his mother, truth be told, experiencing one of his longtime sexual fantasies, he always wanted to sleep in the same bed with his mother. Who wouldn't want to sleep in the same bed with their mother when having a mother who looked like her? Who wouldn't want to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her? Who would want to touch and feel her through and beneath her nightgown when she finally fell asleep?
With her horny and sexually frustrated, ripe for the taking, who wouldn't want to have sex with him when he was so young, so good-looking, and had such a big cock? Only, much like walking a tightrope while balancing their mother and son relationship, they hoped they wouldn't ruin their close relationship by having incestuous sex. Alas, damn if they do and damn if they don't, they wouldn't know the ramifications of their forbidden, sexual actions until they had sex.
Shocking but true, disturbing for those not into incestuous sex but sexually exciting for those who always wanted to have sex with their mothers, the events of this story are all true. Even the names are the same. Wanting his close circle of friends to know what happened by reading what happened when he had incestuous sex with his mother, laid bare, Jeff didn't want to change and/or embellish a thing, not even their names.
Jeff wanted to use his real, first name and his mother's real, first name because, wanting to make them jealous, he wanted his friends to read his story with shock, awe, and with sexual excitement. Without having to tell his friends, and with them not believing him anyway, when they read his story, he wanted his friends to know that he really did have forbidden sex with his MILF of a mother. Without a doubt, after reading his true story, they'd believe him then. With them all wishing they had a mother who looked like her, they'd know that he had illicit sex with his mother.
# # #
"If it's true what he wrote in that story," said Bob, Jeff's friend. "I can't believe her had sex with his mother."
Mike read Jeff's story with shock and with sexual excitement.
"I can't believe he saw her naked. I've always wanted to see Jeff's mother naked," said Mike. "She has one Hell of a body."
Jim nodded his head in agreement with his four, best friends.
"I'd love to have sex with Jeff's mother," said Jim. "She has such big tits. I'd love to see her naked tits, touch her naked tits, feel her naked tits, fondle her naked tits, and suck her naked tits. In case you don't know this about me, I love big, naked tits," he said with a dirty laugh.
Steve read the story while fondling the head of his cock through his pants.
"I always sexually fantasized of her blowing me. I love her blonde hair, her blue eyes, and her full, red lips. I'd love to cum in his mother's mouth and all over her beautiful face," said Steve. "It's always been my sexual fantasy to give Jeff's mother a cum bath."
# # #
Unless there was this true story attached to his claim of sleeping with his mother that outlined all the events and sexual details of how it all happened, when it happened, and what exactly happened, his four friends would never believe him. Instead of telling his friends in his own words and with them not believing him anyway, and with them thinking that he had fabricated the whole story of having sex with his mother, he wanted to tell the story in his mother's words, too. Other than his friends asking her point blank if they had sex, this story would serve as his proof that he did, indeed, have sex with his mother.
As long as he could watch them having sex with his mother, perhaps, if they played their cards right, as long as his mother was consensually willing, he'd allow them to all have sex with her, too. How hot would that be to watch his friends having their wicked, sexual way with his mother's hot body? How hot would that be to watch his mother having forbidden sex with his friends?
He'd love to watch his friends making out with his mother while slowly undressing her. He'd love to watch his friends strip his mother down to her bra and panties, topless, and then, naked. He'd love to watch his friends touching and feeling his mother's naked body everywhere that his friends should never touch and feel his mother. One of a time, part of a threesome, or part of a gangbang, as long as his mother was willing, he'd love to watch his friends having forbidden sex with his mother.
Jeff would love to watch his friends making out with his mother. He'd love to watch his friends masturbate and eat his mother's pussy before making love to her and before fucking her. He'd love to watch his mother stroke their cocks, suck their cocks, and fuck their cocks. As if she's the star at a bukkake fest, he'd love to watch his friends cum in his mother's mouth, all over her face, in her beautiful, long, blonde hair, and all across her big, naked breasts. He'd love to watch his friends give his mother a cum bath.
It's no secret that his friends, Bob, Mike, Jim, and Steve have all secretly, sexually lusted over his mother in the same way that Jeff openly, sexually lusted over her. They all wished they had a MILF of a sexy and shapely mother who looked like her. They've all admitted to sexually fantasizing over her and masturbating over her while imagining her naked and her having sex with them.
If given the chance, they'd all have sex with his mother, Susan. No secret that they'd all love to make love to her before fucking her. They'd all love for her to stroke their cocks, suck their cocks, and allow them to cum in her mouth, before fucking their cocks. If only she'd dare say the word, they'd all gangbang her. With her a willing and consensual victim, with his mother a wicked whore, his friends would love to gangbang her and, no doubt, she'd love for them to gangbang her, too.
# # #
Mother & Son Share a Motel Room Bed
As his proof that he, indeed, did have incestuous sex with his mother, this is the story that Jeff wrote for his friends to read.
"It was raining, pouring, and all the roads were flooded or soon to be flooded. Soon to be made impassable, flood waters were already licking at the underside of bridges. The wind was howling and blowing everything not nailed down across the highway," said Susan to her best friend, Brianna. "Because of nearing zero visibility, driving was nearly impossible."
Susan rubbed her arms as if she suddenly had the chills. She shivered as if she was outside in the storm again. She closed her eyes as if she was imagining having Jeff's cock in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy.
"Hitting cars and damaging cars with loose debris, it wasn't safe to be on the road. There were accidents everywhere from cars left abandoned on the road. Police advised that everyone stay off the roads unless it was an absolute emergency but few heeded their warning. The idiots that people are, they all wanted to witness the storm first hand. They all wanted to watch the waves break over the seawall. Stubbornly thinking that nothing bad would happen to them, no one was going to tell them what to do," said Susan recounting all that happened to Briana.
Brianna listened to her friend while looking at her with wide eyed horror.
"With little warning, Hurricane Ida turned and headed right for us," said Susan. "The hurricane force was upon us in a flash. Every overpass had cars pulled over under it. The rain was so heavy that the wipers couldn't keep up with clearing the water from the windshield. Then, it started getting foggy, dangerously foggy. Our only chance of survival, we needed to get off the highway."
Susan inhaled a big breath.
"Rather than risk our lives and our safety, we got off on the next exit. With them having less wind, the side roads were much better driving than on the highway. With the rain not coming down on the side roads as hard, and the wipers able to clear the windshield, at least we could see," she said.
Then, as if reliving seeing the motel sign again, she smiled a smile of relief.
"We looked up and were greeted by a big, motel sign poised high on a hill in the near distance. Hoping to get a room there, with us parked on a hill and the flood waters running away from us downhill, at least our car wouldn't be submerged underwater after we parked. A room for the night was just what we needed and was exactly where we were headed," she said.
Brianna smiled a knowing smile at her best friend.
"Just so I understand," said Brianna with sexually arousal. Clearly, figuring they had sex, she knew that Susan was a sexually attracted her son as much as her son was sexually attracted to his mother. "You stayed with your son in a motel room," she asked with a dirty laugh? "Tell me that you didn't have sex with him," she said with another dirty laugh. "Tell me all that happened. I want to know."
Susan returned Brianna's her dirty laugh with her own dirty laugh.
"I can't tell you that because we did have sex," she said confessed to Brianna.
Susan continued the story where she left off.
"Hoping there was a room left unoccupied, Jeff got the bags out of the trunk while I rushed inside to register at the front desk. Before more people had the same idea to get out of the rain and get a room for the night as we did, we hoped there was a room left. Anything to stay out of the rain and stay dry, if they allowed us, having slept in an airport terminal before, just to get out of the elements, we'd even sleep in the motel lobby," said Susan with another nod.
# # #
Then, when the room clerk told me that the room had only one bed, my mind was spinning with incestuous, sexual thoughts.
"Seriously? You're kidding? There's only one bed in the room? You don't have another room? I'm traveling with my son. We can't sleep in the same bed," said Susan to the hotel clerk.
The desk clerk gave her a disinterested shrug and an uncaring, little smile. It had been a long day and would be a hard night for everyone. They were busy. As far as he was concerned, she should consider herself lucky to even get a room for the night. Anyone coming in now for a room would be turned away.
"We can give your son a cot or move a couch in the room for him to sleep on," said the desk clerk. "Will that work?"
As if she had just bit a lemon, Susan made a sour face.
"No, that won't do. That's okay. Never mind. I guess if we both sleep in our clothes, that will be fine," she said while imagining shocking her son by sleeping in her sheer, short, low-cut, and sexy nightgown.
# # #
Susan rushed outside to tell her son the good news.
"This is our lucky night," said Susan while walking back towards me with a big smile and holding the room key in her hand. "Can you believe our luck? We got the last room. The last room, Jeff," she said jiggling the room key in her hand as if it was a prize that she won. "I'm so happy to have a bed to sleep tonight. I can't believe we got the last room."
She gave her son a big, motherly smile.
"And in this kind of stormy weather, indeed tonight was our lucky night," she said, no doubt, while thinking about having sex with her son. The wind was picking up to hurricane force and there were rumors of a tornado. The last place we wanted to be was outside and unprotected from the elements in this deadly storm," she said nodding her head to her son.
Jeff returned his mother's smile with his smile.
"That's great," I said beaming my mother a smile. "I heard once the storm passes, tomorrow is going to be a beautiful day with highs in the low 70's and with lots of sunshine," I said raising my voice for her to hear me over the wind.
Once inside the lobby, finally feeling safe, we were so happy that we got a room. I put the suitcases down to hug my mother. One of my favorite things to do, I loved hugging her. As if she belonged there, she felt so good in my arms.
Not daring to go any lower, yet, suddenly, as if she was my wife, my girlfriend, or my over instead of my mother, taking bold liberty with my mother's shapely body, I moved my hand a little lower. As if I was her ballroom dance partner, I rested my horny hand at the top of her shapely hips. My long fingers were in contact with her shapely ass. Something that I always wanted to do; I was actually feeling my mother's shapely ass with my fingertips.
I only wished I had the nerve to drop my hand down lower to cup her firm ass while kissing her, French kissing her. I'd love nothing more than to touch and feel my mother where a son should never touch and feel his mother through her clothes while hugging and kissing her. Just once, instead of her squishing her big breasts against my muscular chest, I'd love to cop a cheap feel of her big tits. Having my wicked, sexual way with her nipples, I'd love to pull, turn, and twist her emerging, erect nipples through her blouse and bra.
# # #
Blessed with the same genetic makeup of porn star, when it came to her sexy and shapely body, my MILF of a mother had one Hell of a figure. She had huge, F cup breasts, the same size as Christina Hendricks and Sofia Vergara's gigantic breasts. In the way of Kim Kardashian but with her much taller, her narrow waist curved out to define her firm and shapely ass. My mother was one sexy and shapely woman for sure. In total agreement with my friends, I'd love to strip my mother naked and have incestuous sex with her naked body.
Although it hasn't happened yet, giving me plenty to masturbate over, it's always been my sexual fantasy and my sexual mission to catch my mother dressing and/or undressing. I'd love to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked but, with my mother so very morally modest, as if she was a born-again Christian, that will never happen. She even wears a robe over her long, flannel nightgowns. The best that I can do is to masturbate myself while imagining her topless and/or naked and while imagining her having incestuous sex with me.
Then, surprising me, with her so grateful to have a room for the night, the last room at that, something that she never does, my mother wrapped her arms around me and returned my hug with her full body hug. Surprising me again, as if I were her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover, my mother kissed me on the lips. I couldn't believe she kissed me on the lips. Surprising me, I was so tempted to part her lips with her tongue. I so wanted to French kiss my mother while feeling her big tits through her blouse and bra.
As soon as my mother pressed her warm, firm, and shapely body tightly against me and with her big tits squished against my chest again, I developed an erection. Embarrassed for her to know that I was sexually excited by her merely hugging me and kissing, I wondered if she could feel my erect cock throbbing and pulsating against her tummy. Then, she leaned in closer to me to whisper in my ear.
"I'm sorry to say that you're not going to be happy with the room," she said.
Already disappointed in anticipation of a disastrous night, prematurely ruining my joy in getting the last room, I took a step back.
"Why not? Is it infested with bedbugs and roaches?"



She shook her head no.
"Is it next to the elevator?"
She shook her head no.
"Is it close to the ice machine?"
Again, she shook her head no.
"Is it on the first floor by the front door," I asked?
Once again, she shook her head no.
"Then, why wouldn't I be happy with the room," I asked wondering what she meant by that? "Safe for the night, with us out of the wind and the rain, it's a room."
She laughed a nervous laugh and with a motherly hand, she pushed against my chest.
"It doesn't have bed bugs and/or roaches. It's not near the elevator nor the ice machine. It's nowhere near the front door. It's on the third floor but," she said with a long and thoughtful pause.
I looked at my mother while wondering why I wouldn't be happy with the room.
"Why mother? Why wouldn't I be happy with the room," I asked?
A brief look of sexual arousal that flashed across her face told me what she was really thinking.
"It only has one bed," she said making solid eye contact with me while looking embarrassed and turning red as another look of sexual arousal flashed across her face again. "They have one other room behind the registration desk but that's for staff only when required to take a break."
# # #
'One bed? What was she thinking? Was she thinking what I was thinking? My sexual fantasy come true; I'd love to sleep in the same bed with my mother. Maybe, my mother would love to sleep I the same bed with me,' I thought. 'I'd love to have sex with my mother. Maybe, my mother would love to have sex with me, too.'
Allowing my sexual imagination to run wild, I imagined what it would be like to sleep in the same bed with my mother. I imagined what it would be like to see her naked. I wondered what it would be like to have sex with her.
'I'd love to hold her, hug her, spoon her, and cop cheap feels of her hot body as soon as she fell asleep,' I thought. 'I'd love to finally feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples while she lay sleeping. Something that I wished I could do but would never do, I'd love to slowly slide my erect, naked prick across my mother's lips while she's sleeping. I imagined her parting her lips with my fingers and sliding my cock in her mouth. I'd love to stick my cock in my mother's mouth.'
While wondering what she'd do, I wondered if she'd allow me to stick my prick in her mouth. Maybe, she'd reject me with push of her tongue and scream while pushing me away. I imagined my mother awakening with my dick in her mouth. I imagine her struggling to remove my prick from her mouth. Yet, with a heavy hand behind my mother's blonde, pretty head, I imagined humping her mouth and fucking her face.
'Stay calm, mother,' I imagined saying to her. 'It will be over soon. I'm almost ready to cum,' I imagined saying.
Then, I imagined ejaculating a huge load of cum in my mother's mouth and ejaculating a second load all over her face after she forced my cock from her mouth with her tongue.
'Oh, my God, Jeff. Oh, my God. How dare you? You forced me to blow you in my sleep,' I imagined my mother saying.
I imagined my mother whipping cum from her face and her hair with a facecloth.
'You ejaculated a huge load of cum in my mouth and all over my face," I imagined my mother saying. "You literally gave me a cum bath. Why would you do that? How could you do that? I'm so ashamed. I'm so embarrassed,' I imagined my mother saying while scolding me.
Yet, it didn't matter what I imagined she'd say. I imagined her blowing me in my sleep. I imagined cumming in her mouth and all over her face. I imagined giving my mother a cum bath.
# # #
'When we opened the door of the room, just as my mother said that it did, the room had a single bed. Without giving it a second thought, I imagined sleeping next to my mother. I imagine us squeezing in together and practically on top of one another while sleeping. I imagined cuddling with my mother, holding her, hugging her, and spooning her during the night to keep us warm,' I thought. 'I imagined feeling her big breasts through her nightgown and reaching beneath her nightgown to finger her naked pussy while she slept.'
"That's okay," I said trying to hide my sexual excitement that I may be sleeping in the same bed with my mother. "It must have a couch. I'll take the couch and you take the bed," I said suddenly disappointed that I wouldn't be sleeping in bed with my mother but sleeping on the couch instead.
Primarily used for the motel manager when forced to stay overnight, the room was as big as an oversized closet. It didn't even have a couch. It had a chair, an uncomfortable chair. I imagined sleeping on the floor while my mother slept in the bed. I imagined roaches walking all over me as I slept.
"The room is very small. It doesn't have a couch, just a chair," she said.
I looked at her with confusion.
"If we called down to the front desk, couldn't they give us a couch or a cot," I asked?
She shook her head no.
"I asked that but with families all sharing the same room, they've already passed out all of their available couches and cots," she said lying to me.
My mother hadn't asked about moving a cot or a couch in our room. Ready to sleep in the same bed as me, she was happy with the sleeping accommodations. Ready to stroke me, suck me, and fuck me while I fingered her licked her, and made love to her, she was happy with the sleeping arrangements.
Unable to hide her sexual arousal, my mother gave me a nervous, little smile. It was then that I wanted to take her in my arms and kiss her, French kiss her. I wanted to slowly remove her clothes. I wanted to strip my mother naked. I wanted to push her back on the bed and have my wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
"We can share the bed," said my mother shocking me as much as she sexually excited me. She raised her chin and showed a brave face as if the last thing that she wanted to do was to share a bed with me.
Then, thinking that she meant that we'd take turns sleeping in the bed, she surprised me when she said that we can sleep in the bed together and at the same time.
"It will be okay, Jeff. It's only for one night," she said looking up at me with her big, blue eyes. "At least it's a full-sized bed. Turning our backs to one another, you stay on your side and I'll stay on my side. Okay," she asked? "It will be okay. At least we'll be warm and dry," she said with a shrug while offering me a motherly smile.
A good plan while it lasted only the heater was broken. The room was freezing and we had no hot water. Yet, still better than being outside in the rain and the wind, at least we had a roof over our heads.
"Tomorrow because of the deplorable conditions, I'll get the motel manager to comp us the room or at least give us a huge discount," said my mother.
# # #
First to use the bathroom, my mother emerged from the bathroom wearing a short, low-cut, sheer, and a very sexy nightgown without wearing a robe. I was shocked. I couldn't stop staring. I couldn't believe it. I could feel my eyes bugging out of my head.
Never had I seen as much of my mother's sexy and shapely body until she emerged from the bathroom in such a sheer and sexy nightgown without wearing a robe. Daring myself to hug her and hold her, yet, afraid to touch her for fear that I may touch something that I shouldn't touch, all that I could do was to stare. I could see as much as her nearly naked body as if she was, indeed, standing before me naked.
'Oh, my God. I could clearly see the shape and the size of my mother's huge tits as if she's topless. I clearly could even see her areolas and her erect nipples,' I thought while staring at my mother's nearly naked breasts. 'Daring myself to have my wicked, sexual way with her nightgown clad, nearly, naked breasts, I love my mother's big tits. I wished I could touch them. I wished I could feel them. I wished I could fondle them. I wished I could suck them.'
Not like her to expose so much of herself to me, stunned as much as I was sexually excited, never removing my eyes from all that I could see of my mother's nearly, naked tits, all I could do was stare. Able to see so much of her naked tits, when masturbating over all that I'm seeing of her naked pussy, and her naked ass, it was much easier for me to undress her with my eyes without overworking my imagination. With her wearing something as revealing and as sexy as that nightgown, I only wished I could sleep with her.
Difficult to confine them, I imagined her big tits falling out of her nightgown top during the night. Exposing her naked ass and her naked pussy, I imagined the hem of her nightgown climbing up and over her hips and all the way up to her waist. As soon as she turned on the light and climbed from bed to pee, I imagined her exposing her shapely ass and her blonde, trimmed pussy to my horny eyes.
I couldn't help but stare at her. I couldn't help myself from stripping her naked with my eyes. Imagining sleeping with her in the same bed, I couldn't help myself from imagining touching and feeling her through her nightgown as soon as she fell asleep. I couldn't help from imagining her naked and having sex with her naked body.
"I grabbed the wrong suitcase," she said lying again while looking down at herself feigned embarrassment. She looked up at me staring at her. "Please stop staring at me as if I'm naked," she scolded. "You're making me feel uncomfortable."
Only, I couldn't stop staring at all that I could see of my mother. Then, making it worse, whether deliberately or unintentionally, she pulled the nightgown tighter around her, and when she did that, I could see her as if she was standing there naked. I could clearly see the shape and the size of her naked breasts. I could clearly see her erect nipples. I could see her pussy so clearly that I could count her blonde, trimmed, pussy hairs.
"This is my date night suitcase that I had planned to bring with me after I divorced from your father," she said looking as embarrassed as she looked ashamed in having to admit that. "Yet, I've never used it. Forget about having an overnight date, I haven't had a single date since divorcing your father," she said with a sad, little shrug.
When I stared down at all that I could see if my mother's beautiful and nearly, naked body, she blushed and looked down at herself. Trying to memorize all that I was seeing, her sexy nightgown was so sheer that I could clearly see everything. Clearly as embarrassed as she felt self-conscious, she covered her breasts with her folded forearms and covered her pussy with her hand. Too late, I had already seen all that I needed to see of my mother to masturbate over her later.
# # #
"Be honest," she said looking down at herself again before looking up at me with embarrassment and shamed mixed with a glimmer of sexual arousal.
As if she was unaware that bright would make matters worse, she turned on the overhead light and, standing in front of it, she turned on another lamp.
"What can you see? Can you see anything? Can you see through my nightgown? Tell me. I want to know. I won't be mad. Can you see through this nightgown," she asked again while pulling the nightgown tighter around her body?
Obviously, sexually teasing me, I stared at my mother as if she stood before me naked. As if she was a model on stage, she slowly turned one way before turning the other way and before slowly turning completely around to bend at the waist. When she did that, when she pulled her nightgown tighter across her body, and turned around before bending at the waist, I didn't have to undress her with my eyes. I didn't have to imagine what she'd look naked. I could clearly see her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy.
"Mom. Oh, my God, Mom," I said shocked and with quivering voice. "I can see through your nightgown as if you're standing before me naked. I can clearly see everything that you own," I said staring. "You're so beautiful. You look so sexy. You look so hot," I said while fondling the head of my cock through my pajama bottoms.
Embarrassed for my mother to see me touching myself, my erect prick tented my pajama bottoms. Suddenly, as I willed it to happen, my cock popped out of my pajama, pee hole. My mother stared down at my erect, naked prick as if she had never seen and erect, naked prick before. She continued staring at my prick in the way that I continued staring at all that I could see of her naked ass, her naked pussy, and her naked tits.
I pretended not to notice that I was nakedly exposed. I enjoyed exposing myself to my mother. I'd always wanted to flash her my erect, naked prick. I couldn't wait to masturbate over her seeing my naked, erect prick later. Another one of my sexual fantasies come true, I enjoyed her staring at me for once instead of me staring at her. I only wished that I had the balls to masturbate myself in front of my mother. I'd love for her to watch me cum.
I only wished she'd step forward and wrap her soft and warm, motherly hand around my erect, naked prick and stroke me. I only wished she'd move to her knees and take me in her hand before taking me in her mouth and suck me while staring up at me. I'd love nothing more than to hump my mother's beautiful mouth while fucking her pretty face. I only wished, she'd invite me to sleep with her in her bed and fuck me. I'd love nothing more than to have incestuous sex with my MILF of a mother.
"Turn off the overhead light, please," she said. "I feel naked with it shining on me," she said folding her arms across her nearly, naked nightgown clad breasts.
She looked down at herself again.
"This nightgown is embarrassingly sheer. I can't believe you saw so very much of my naked body. I'm so embarrassed. I feel naked. Please stop staring at me," she said moving her hand down to cover her nearly, naked pussy.
Unable to help myself, committing it all to memory, I continued staring at my nearly, naked mother.
"Please stop staring at my naked breasts and at my naked pussy. I feel as if you're undressing me with your eyes. Please turn off the overhead light and the desk light," she said again. "The nightlight should be plenty enough for us to see," she said.
Obediently obeying my mother, I turned off the overhead light in favor of the nightlight after having one long, last look at my mother's nearly, naked body. Committing her nakedness to memory, I'll be masturbating over her tonight, tomorrow morning, and for the rest of my life. Definitely, I'll be cumming for my mother. I was glad that I had the nerve to expose my naked prick to my mother. Yet, wanting more, I'd love for her to catch me masturbating myself. I'd love for her to catch me cumming.
'Oh, Mother,' I imagined saying. 'I'm so embarrassed. You caught me masturbating myself. You saw my erect, naked prick. You caught me cumming while thinking of you naked and having sex with you. Please forgive me," I imagined saying to my mother. 'Please stop staring at my erect, naked prick. You're embarrassing me,' I imagined saying to my mother.
# # #
After that harrowing drive, ready for bed, we were both exhausted. Yet, it was cold enough in the room that we could nearly see our breath. I knew our plan of staying apart and sleeping on our side of the bed would be short-lived. We'd definitely be holding one another to keep warm. With my cock still sticking straight out of my pajama pee hole, I jumped out of bed to look for another blanket.
"I found an extra blanket in the closet," I said covering the bed with it.
I quickly climbed back in bed. Diving under the covers, I pulled the blanket up to my neck. My mother was shivering and I was shivering, too. Then, my mother shocked me by saying what I hoped she'd say but thought she'd never say.
"Hold me," said my mother. "I'm so cold that I'm shivering. If we hold one another, our body heat and his extra blanket should be enough to keep us warm."
Glad that it was dark in the room, even though she had already not only seen my erection but also my erect, naked cock, I'd still be embarrassed for my mother to know that I had a huge erection because of her. I held my mother while pressing my naked cock against her beautiful body. I rubbed my erect, naked prick up against my mother. I hope to impale my mother with my engorged dick as soon as she lay sleeping.
I put my arm around my mother's shoulders, pulled her to me, and held her with my naked prick still pressed against her. The first time holding my mother with the both of us in lying down in bed, not allowing this rare, one-of-a-kind opportunities to pass me by, while daring myself to do so, I reached down to stroke my prick to a harder and bigger erection. With her wearing a short nightgown, the hem of her nightgown was already above her hips and nearly up to her waist. When I peeked beneath the covers, I saw her naked ass and pussy.
Tempted to turn on the light and kick off the covers, I'd finally see my mother's naked ass and her naked pussy. Only, I didn't dare. I couldn't embarrass her like that. It was plenty enough that she had flashed me her nearly, naked body through such a sheer and sexy nightgown. It was plenty enough that I had flashed her my naked prick. Ruining things by rushing things, I'd rather wait to allow things to progress naturally and normally.
Facing away from me, she turned on her side. Temped to lift the covers to see my mother naked, I wished I had a flashlight. Then, when she moved her naked ass closer to me until my erection was pressed against the crack of my mother's naked ass, I wondered if she knew her nightgown was askew. I wondered if she knew her ass was nakedly exposed. I wondered if she could feel my naked prick pressed against her ass and ready to fuck the back of her pussy.
Yet, how could she not know that her nightgown was bunched around her waist and naked ass was exposed when my erect prick was pressed against her ass? Immediately, I had the sexual sensation of what it would feel like to fuck my mother from behind. With us in the middle of a heatwave before the rains of Ida hit, not thinking that I'd need my flannel ones, I packed lightweight, cotton, pajama bottoms.
I didn't even think to pack a pajama top. With it so cold in the room, instead sleeping in my t-shirt, I slept in my sweatshirt. I was tempted to offer my mother one of my sweatshirts, but I was hoping to see her naked breasts during the night. With her so busty and her nightgown so low-cut, I hoped that her big tits would fall out of her nightgown top. While waiting for her to fall asleep, touching them and fondling them while fingering her erect nipples, I couldn't wait to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits.
# # #
Not knowing what to do with my other arm, not wanting to prematurely ruin things by touching her where I shouldn't touch her, I left my arm resting on my leg. Then, surprising me, my mother pulled my arm by my wrist and wrapped it around her waist. With my arm positioned beneath her enormous breasts, her big tits rested on my forearm.
Men are able to feel tits with any and every part of our bodies. With the weight of her big tits resting on my forearm, I could easily tell that they felt so firm. They felt so heavy. If I dared turn my hand the other way, I'd be cupping her big tit in the palm of my horny hand.
'Maybe, that's what she wanted. Maybe, she wanted me to cup her nightgown clad breasts. Difficult to read my mother, I was unsure if she was deliberately trying to sexually seduce me or innocently moving my arm around her because she was cold. Yet, she did stare at my erect, naked cock and she did wear this virtually, see-through nightgown in front of me.
With me so very sexually excited with her enormous breasts resting on my forearm, unable to help myself, my naked prick throbbed and pulsated against her naked ass. I knew my mother knew that I had an erection. How could she not know? I knew that she could feel my erect cock throbbing and pulsating against her naked ass. How could she not feel my throbbing prick? Yet, instead of moving away, instead of telling me to tuck my cock back in my pajamas, she not only stayed where she was but she pressed her naked ass closer to my cock.



Clearly, my mother was enjoying my naked cock humping her naked ass. Daring myself to do so, taking a chance that my mother wouldn't slap my hand away, I turned my arm and opened my hand. My hand was now cupping my mother's huge breast. Too big to fit in my hand, I left my hand open. Yet, I so wanted to close my hand around her breast to feel and fondle her big tit. I so wanted to finger my mother's erect nipple. Yet, I was sexually satisfied feeling the heaviness and the firmness of her big breasts.
Ever so slowly and ever so gradually, I closed my hand around my mother's enormous breast. I was holding her big, nightgown clad tit in the palm of my hand. Ever so gently, I fondled her breast and when I felt her nipple make its appearance known, I felt that too with my fingertips. While my mother lay sleeping, I had my wicked, sexual way with her nearly naked breast and her erect nipple.
If I was to judge my mother from her rhythmic breathing, she had fallen asleep. My chance to have my wicked, sexual way with my mother's nearly, naked body, I used my other hand to position my cock by her pussy. Immediately, I felt a warm wetness on the head of my prick. My mother was wet. My mother was sexually aroused. Maybe, from her seeing my naked prick and feeling it pressed against her naked ass, clearly, she was as horny and ready for sex as I was.
Ever so carefully, I softly humped my mother from behind. Feeling the sensation of her warm wetness, I could feel my cock gradually ease into her pussy. Not much more than the tip of the head of my cock was inside my mother but not wanting to awaken her, I didn't want to ruin things before they even started. Then, surprising me, my mother scooted backwards and forcefully humped me. She humped me hard enough to slide my cock halfway inside of her cunt. I couldn't believe it. My cock was buried in my mother's pussy. I was nearly fucking my mother.
Not daring to move, I so wanted to hump my mother. I so wanted to fuck her deeper and harder. I so wanted to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. With us having a sexual orgasm at the same time, I so wanted to cum inside of my mother's pussy.
Ever so slowly and ever so gently, I gradually humped my mother. Then, humping her harder and humping her faster, whether she was wide awake or sleeping, she returned my humps with her humps. Now, the entire length of my cock was deeply buried inside of my mother's cunt. Hoping she'd hump me again, I hoped she'd fuck me in her sleep.
# # #
Now or never, not wanting to regret not trying, while the full length of my cock was still inside of my mother, I slowly moved my horny hand inside the top of her nightgown. My fingertips felt the tops of her meaty breasts. Slowly moving my hand lower, I felt my mother's naked tits. I cupped her naked breast in my hand, first one and then the other. They were so big. They were so firm.
Again, surprising me, her naked breasts were so big. Again, shocking me, her naked breasts were so firm. Her naked breasts were so heavy. I felt her erect nipple. I fingered, turned, twisted, and pulled her erect nipples. I wished I could suck them. Not letting go, I cupped her naked breasts in my horny hand as if I owned her big tits. As if I was her husband, her boyfriend, and/or her lover instead of her horny and sexually perverted son, I wished I could sleep with my nearly, naked mother for the rest of my life.
Then, surprising me, as if making love to my cock with her hips, my mother moved her hips from side to side. Then, she moved them to and fro. I was making love to my mother or more accurately, my mother was making love to me in her sleep. She was slowly fucking me in her sleep.
Capitalizing on this turn of sexual events, I slowly, carefully, and stealthily unbuttoned the top of my mother's nightgown. With only two buttons to unbutton, it was easy. Then, once her nightgown was unbuttoned, I pushed her nightgown top to the sides and removed her naked breasts from her nightgown. She was topless. My mother was topless.
Not stopping there, with her nightgown already above her waist and her naked pussy exposed along with her naked ass, I reached down and cupped my mother's naked pussy in the palm of my hand. I slowly and gently moved my finger along her pussy slit. As soon as I did, her pussy lips parted and my finger slid inside. She was wet, my mother was so very wet. She was sexually aroused. She was so very sexually aroused.
I gently rubbed her clit while carefully fingerfucking her pussy. I was masturbating my mother in her sleep. Something that I've masturbated over doing in my sexual fantasy of having sex with my mother, I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my mother. Then, shocking me and sexually exciting me, she startled me when she moaned. Obviously, she was enjoying me masturbating her. Surprising me, she turned to me and when she did, embarrassed that she caught me masturbating her, I removed my fingers from her pussy.
# # #
"You've gone this far. You may as well go the rest of the way," she said with a dirty laugh while making direct eye contact with me in the dark. "Don't stop now. Move on top of me and make love to me. I need to feel your cock inside of me, Jason. While kissing me, French kissing me, I need you to make love to me. Then, I need you to fuck me. I need you to fuck your mother. I need you to fuck me hard enough and fast enough for me to cum with you."
I removed the blankets, turned on the nightlight, and mounted my mother. She reached her hand down to position my cock in by her pussy. Then, she humped me and, with her so very wet, I slid inside. I returned her hump with my hump. Building up a rhythm, soon my cock was buried inside of her. I was making love to my mother. I couldn't believe that I was making love to her.
With her leading the way and making all of the sexual moves, she humped me harder. She humped me faster. I returned her hard and fast humps with my hard and fast humps. Now, instead of making love to her, I was fucking her. I was fucking my mother and my mother was fucking me.
With me not very sexually experienced, it didn't take me long to cum. Contributing to my premature ejaculation was my sexual excitement of making love to and fucking my mother. I tried to not cum. Thinking of baseball, I tried to hold back.
"Mom. My God, Mom. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. I can't help myself but I'm going to cum," I said. "I'm sorry, Mom. I'm so sorry."
Instead of pushing me away, instead of rejecting me, and instead of stopping me from cumming inside of her pussy, she held me tighter and hugged me harder.
"Cum, Jeff, cum. I want you to cum in your mother," she said. "Cum in my pussy. I want you to cum in my pussy. I want you to cum inside of me."
Trying desperately not to cum, with it feeling so incredibly good, I wanted to continue fucking my mother. Yet, with my mother encouraging me to cum inside of her pussy, I had no choice but to shoot my load. The, taking charge of me cumming, she stuck her finger in my ass and as soon as she did, I unloaded. I ejaculated a huge load of cum in my mother's cunt.
# # #
Clearly, my mother wasn't done with me, yet. She wanted more. She climbed out of bed, turned on the bright, overhead light, and removed her nightgown. She was naked. My MILF of a mother was naked. I couldn't believe my eyes. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my mother's naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy.
I kicked off the covers. I wanted my mother to see my naked, erect prick, too. She stared at me in the way that I stared at her. As if my cock was her dildo, she climbed back in bed and wrapped her fingers around my engorged prick. She slowly stroked me while staring up at me. My MILF of a mother was giving me a hand job. Then, not stopping there, she eased herself halfway down the bed and took me in her mouth.
My mother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe my mother had my prick buried in her mouth. She stared up at me while stroking and sucking my cock. As if daring me to cum in her mouth, she stroked me harder. She stroked me faster. She sucked me deeper.
"Mom. Mom. Oh, my God, Mom. I'm going to cum again," I said giving her fair warning and a chance for her to remove my prick from her mouth and pull away but she didn't. Continuing to stroke me faster and harder while sucking me deeper, clearly, my mother wanted me to cum in her mouth.
# # #
With everything changed and nothing the same, once we made it home, I slept in my mother's bed every night. We made love every night and fucked every morning. When we weren't making love and fucking, she was stroking me and sucking me and I was masturbating her and eating her.
The best thing that I ever did was to have incestuous sex with my mother. Together forever, we couldn't be happier. Who knows, maybe, she'd agree to participate in the swinging lifestyle. I'd love to watch my mother suck and fuck other men while I licked and fucked other women.
After allowing her to read this story, maybe, my mother will agree to have sex with my friends while I watch. How hot would that be to watch my mother sucking and fucking my four friends. Maybe, she'd agree to a gangbang. I'd love to watch my four friends gangbang my mother.
Not hard to convince her, eventually my mother had sex with my four friends one at a time while I watched. Then, surprising me, she wanted them to gangbang her. After she had sex with all of my friends and after they gangbanged her, she surprised me by wanting to participate in the swinging lifestyle. Now, with us a couple as mother and son, we have sex with other couples and with other mother and son couples.
THE END
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First Time Sex with my MILF Mother
Seth digs down deep to find the courage to sexually seduce his MILF of a mother, Mary.
Author's Note:
This Seth's incestuous seduction all started. Not knowing what to do and how to begin, Seth turned to Susan Jill Parker for advice on how to seduce his mother. She told him what to do and what to say for her to have sex with him.
"It's as simple as exposing your erect, naked cock to your mother will get the ball rolling," said Susan.
Only, just as his mother had never exposed herself to him, even though he wished that she would, he had never exposed himself to his mother. Taking a deep breath, he dug down deep to find the courage to expose himself while hoping to have forbidden sex with his MILF of a mother. Something that so many men wished they could do or could have done with their own mothers, this is a true story of how Seth had satisfying, incestuous sex with his mother, Mary, for the first time.
# # #
Hoping to get my mother in the mood for sex, taking a giant leap of faith, after a relaxing evening of watching a mother and son sexual movie with her, I'm hoping to sexually seduce my mother, Mary. After watching a movie where a son has sex with his mother and a mother has sex with her son, I'm hoping she'll be horny enough to allow me to give her a massage. I imagined sneaking cheap feels of the sides of her naked breasts and her erect nipples while I'm innocently massaging her naked back.
Never having the courage to even try to have sex with my mother, having sex with her is my longtime, sexual fantasy. First of all, I'd love to see my mother naked. I'd love to touch and feel her everywhere while making out with her. I'd love to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I'd love to make love to her before fucking her. Only, usure how to go about it, playing it all out in my mind but with some missing gaps, instead of leaving it all to fate and playing everything by ear, I decided to ask Susan Jill Parker for help.
In my feeble attempt to give my mother a subliminal, sexual suggestion, I rented the movie Spanking the Monkey. The movie is about a son who cares for and helps his mother after she had broken her leg. Having never seen anything of my mother's naked body before, even though I'd love to see something of my mother's beautiful, naked, body now, I never saw her in her bikini panties and her low-cut bra. With her modestly moral and always wearing a robe over them, I never saw her in one of her short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgowns, topless, and/or naked.
Always wishing I could see her big, naked tits and her erect nipples, I never saw my mother topless. Daring myself to burst in the bathroom when she's showering or bathing, or burst in her bedroom without knocking when she's dressing or undressing, I never saw my mother naked. I'd give anything to catch her dressing or undressing when she's naked. I'd do anything to see my mother's naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy.
Yet, always masturbating myself, I masturbated over imagining my mother naked and her having sex with me dozens of times. Something that I do every morning and every evening, I couldn't count how many times I had masturbated over my mother. Unable to put a number on it, I couldn't count how many times I had cum for my mother during my sexual fantasies.
Just once, with my stiff prick buried in her sweet mouth, I wished I could see my mother staring up at me with her big, blue eyes while stroking my cock and sucking my cock. My longtime sexual fantasy has always been for my MILF of a mother to give me a blowjob. Wishing that I could, I'd love to cum in my mother's beautiful mouth and all over her pretty face. As if a dog leaving his scent, while imagining cum dripping from her short, red hair, her lips, her nose, her chin, and her naked breasts, I'd love to give my mother a cum bath.
'Oh, Seth,' I imagine her saying while wiping cum from her face, hair, and tits. 'Where did all of that cum come from," I imagined my mother asking? 'Your father never ejaculated that much cum in my mouth and all over my face,' I imagined her saying with a sexy laugh.
In the movie, while helping his mother to shower, Jeremy turned his head away with his eyes closed. While trying his best not to touch and/or feel some part of his mother's naked body that shouldn't touch or feel, truth be told, he'd love to touch and feel his naked mother's ass, pussy, and tits. In the movie, with her divorce from his father and with him the only one there to help her, he not only helped her to shower but also, Jeremy helped his mother to dress and undress, too.
Then, when she had her eyes closed while shampooing her hair, he peeked at her naked body. Unable to help himself from peeking, he looked to see all that he wanted to see of his naked mother while she had her back turned to him with her head under the water. A daily and nightly routine, when he wasn't massaging his naked cock, he massaged her leg all the way up to her upper thigh. Inevitably, while massaging her thigh higher and massaging more than just her thigh but her pussy, too, one thing led to another thing and mother and son eventually had sex.
# # #
My unique way to test my mother's willingness to have sex with me, it all started when I followed Susan Jill Parker's instruction of seduction and deliberately flashed my mother, my erect, naked prick. I was as nervous as I was embarrassed and sexually excited. Flashing her my prick would be a telling sign if she was interested in having sex with me or not. Curious what her reaction would be to seeing my erect, naked prick, in the way that I wished she'd expose her naked tits, ass, and pussy to me, I've always wanted to expose my erect, naked cock to my mother.
As she does every morning but this morning was different. Ripe for the taking, as if drugged, my mother was sitting at the kitchen table half asleep while having her morning coffee and mindlessly perusing the newspaper. Getting myself a cup of coffee, I had my back turned to my mother. While nervously thinking of flashing my mother my naked cock and masturbating afterwards, I stealthily stroked myself to a nice erection.
Wearing only a t-shirt and my pajama bottoms without underwear, sporting my morning wood, I already had an erection in sexual anticipation of what I was about to do. Encouraged by SusanJillParker, daring myself to go through with it, I was so nervous. To be honest, I was more sexually excited than I was embarrassed or nervous. When she saw my prick, I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away.
'This is it. This is really it. I need to do this. So that Susan doesn't think that I'm chicken, I need to flash my mother my naked cock. I need to show her my naked prick. I need to know, for once and for all, if she's as sexually interested in me as I'm sexually interested in her.
So that I could report back to Susan, I was determined to go through with it and flash my mother my naked prick. Yet, if nothing else, giving me more fodder to masturbate over later, having made up my mind to do it, I was resolute in exposing myself to my MILF of a mother. Honestly, I couldn't wait for her to see my naked prick. I couldn't wait to see her the reaction on her pretty face to seeing my erect, naked prick.
# # #
My mother was wearing her favorite, bright, red nightgown without having the modesty to wear a robe over it. Under the bright light of the kitchen, I could clearly see the shape and the size of her C cup breasts. As if they were on command or by remote control, as soon as my mother noticed my engorged prick, I watched her nipples fully erect themselves.
With her nipples a telling sign, unless she was cold, clearly, my mother was as sexually aroused as much as I was sexually excited. My mother, Mary, had big nipples that I've always wished I could finger, pull, turn, twist, and suck. As soon as I watched her erect nipples push the thin material of her nightgown forward, my lips pursed in the way of a goldfish looking for food or a baby wanting his bottle.
I continually added more to my wish list of all that I sexually wish I could do with my mother. I'd love to feel her through her nightgown while making out with her. I'd love to slowly undress my mother and strip her naked.
I'd not only love to see my mother's naked tits, ass, and pussy but also, I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Not stopping there, I'd love to masturbate my mother. Then, after I licked and fingered her pussy, I'd love to make love to her before fucking her hard and fast enough for her to have a sexual orgasm with my cock.
'Fuck me, Seth. Fuck me. Please don't stop. I beg you not to stop. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. I'm cumming, Seth. I'm cumming,' I imagined my mother saying while I fucked her.
# # #
Now, not knowing what to expect, at the very least if not the very most, I was determined to finally flash my mother my naked, erect prick. Curious if she'd look, stare, or look away, beyond hope, a longshot, I hoped she'd reach out, wrap her soft, warm hand around my big, hard prick, and touch it before stroking it. I hoped she'd take me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. My longtime sexually fantasy, I hoped my mother would blow me. I've always wanted to cum in her beautiful mouth while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
With my back still turned to her and my mother paying me no nevermind, I reached my horny hand inside my pajama pee hole and pulled out my erect prick. This is it. This is really it. Making Susan proud, I was going to do it. I was going to flash my mother my naked cock. After all of these years of being sexually attracted to her and sexually lusting over her, I was finally going to do it. I was going to expose myself to my mother. I couldn't wait to see her reaction to her seeing my cock.
Only and alas, no such luck. Instead, of her reaching out her hand to stroke me, she didn't even look up at my big dick. Ensconced in her newspaper, she didn't even acknowledge that I was there. As if I was invisible, I couldn't believe it. She didn't even notice my naked prick.
Not expecting this reaction, maybe, she did notice my naked cock but is no longer interested in sex. Or, perhaps, she's still interested in sex but not with her son. I just wanted to see my mother look at my cock. I'm proud of my prick and wanted to show my mother what her and my father were responsible for making.
Encouraged by Susan daring me and double daring me to flash my mother my cock, summoning the balls to do it, I walked to my mother with my prick sticking straight out of my pajama pee hole. My erect cock was my beacon of lustful, sexual desire pointing at my mother. Still, unbelievably and disappointingly, even though I stood directly in front of her, never removing her eyes from her stupid newspaper, she still didn't notice my exposed prick.
'How could she not notice my engorged, big dick,' I thought while temped to dance around in front of her with my prick bobbing up and down and side to side?
Then, when I leaned over her to pour her more coffee, leaning in longer and leaning in lower than I should, the head of my cock was in her face and practically touching her cheek. While wishing she would, desperate to do so, if she dared turn her head and yawn, I would have buried my cock in my mother's mouth. Eager for her motherly lips and mouth, with me already so very horny, with a heavy hand to the back of her red head, I would have forced my mother to blow me.
'Suck it, Mom,' I imagined saying with my heavy hand to the back of her red, pretty head pushing her head forward while sticking my prick deeper in her mouth. 'Stroke me while blowing me. I need to cum in your motherly mouth. Then, when you remove my prick from your mouth and release the tension of your lips, I need to ejaculate a second load of cum all over your pretty face and across your red lace, nightgown clad tits.'
Only, a sexually exciting idea when I first thought of it, but I'd never force my mother to blow me. I could never force my sexual intentions on my mother. I loved my mother. I wanted her to want to suck my prick and not force her to suck my dick. I wanted her to want me to cum in her mouth. I wanted her to want to swallow my cum. I wanted her to blow me more than just this one time. I wanted her to have sex with me every day for the rest of our lives. Consensual sex is always the best sex.
A sexual fantasy that I hoped would come true, I still imagined sticking my cock in my mother's mouth. I imagined putting a gentle hand to the back of her redhead and humping her mouth while fucking her face. Something that I always wondered what it would feel like, I imagined my sweet, MILF of a mother blowing me. I imagined my mother, Mary, sucking my cock. Not needing cream for her coffee, I imagined creaming her mouth and cumming in her mouth.
While wondering if my mother sucked cock, I always wanted her to stroke me while blowing me. Suffice to write, I've always wanted to cum in my mother's mouth, all over her pretty face, in her lush, red hair, and across her nightgown clad breasts. Again, I wondered what it felt like for my mother to blow me as I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, taking a chance that she'd reject me, it was time to see how far I could sexually get with my mother. This could be my sexual dream or this could be my erotic nightmare. I needed to know if my mother sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her. I needed to know if my mother would willingly have sex with me in the way that I'd willingly have sex with her.
I needed to know if she'd allow me to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I'd love to eat my mother. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. I needed to know if she'd make love to me. I needed to know if she'd allow me to fuck her and cum in her pussy. I needed to know if she'd blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth.
# # #
This was it. This was really it. Going for it, now or never, I was finally going to make a sexual pass at my mother. Dared to do so, double dared to do so, and encouraged by Susan Jill Parker to do so, she helped me along by telling me what to say and what to do to sexually seduce my mother. Then, when I had second thoughts about exposing myself to my mother, with her daring me, double daring me, she convinced me to finally try and sexually seduce my mother.
"More coffee, Mother," I asked while leaning forward longer and leaning forward lower while calling her attention to my exposed, naked cock for my mother to, hopefully, look up from her newspaper?
'Look up, Mom. Look up. Look at my cock. Reach out and touch it. Reach out, wrap your hand around it, and stroke it. Then, take me in your mouth and suck it,' I thought while trying to implant sexual thoughts in my mother's brain. 'Suck my cock, mother. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth.'
Without even looking up from her newspaper to acknowledge me or even to say good morning to me, as if I was a waitress at a diner instead of her son, she unconsciously slid her coffee cup over to me. Seemingly not awake yet, my mother was a slow riser. Then, as soon as I poured her coffee, she looked up at me and smiled. Then, she saw my erect, naked cock sticking out of my pajama bottom pee hole.
'My mother saw my naked prick. I can't believe my mother saw my erect, naked dick,' I thought while watching her staring at my exposed cock.
Worth the gamble, when she finally noticed my exposed prick, even though she tried not to show it, her reaction was shocked surprise. Never removing her eyes from it, I watched her do a double take as her eyes widened and bulged out of her head. Making their erect impressions known, my mother was sexually aroused by the sight of my naked dick. Wide awake now, no doubt, she was surprised by the immense, thick size of my 8" prick. Clearly, my mother was enamored with my naked prick.
Instead of turning away in shame and in embarrassment, as if she had never seen an erect, naked prick before, she stared at my swollen member with sexual arousal. Not removing her eyes from my exposed penis, as if she was thinking about blowing me, my mother involuntarily slid a slow tongue over her red, full lips. A good sign, clearly, never thinking of my mother as a cocksucker but hoping that she was, indeed, it was clear that my mother sucked cock. Obviously, my mother wanted to suck my cock.
# # #
Once she noticed my exposed prick, never removing her eyes from it, I couldn't believe my mother was staring at my naked cock in the way that I stare at whatever I can see of her long, line of sexy cleavage. Only, not as simple as that, she was my mother and I was her son. She wasn't some whore that I picked up at the bar and brought home for the night. As wrong as it was for me to flash my mother my naked prick, it was wrong for my mother to continue to stare at my exposed dick.
To be honest, even though I was sexually excited flashing my mother my naked cock, I felt as guilty as I felt uncomfortable exposing myself to my mother. Instead of treating her like the incestuous whore that I hoped she was, I needed to treat her with respect. Not wanting to pressure her and not expecting too much, I needed to go slow. I needed her to want to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Instead of having to expose myself to her, I wished she'd expose herself to me.
Playing the part of the innocent victim, not an easy thing to do, I pretended not to notice that my cock was sticking straight out of my pajama bottoms. Instead, as if my dick had a mind of its own, calling even more attention to it, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my penis. I wanted my mother to see my penis moving while imagining what it would feel like for this big and hard monster to be buried inside of her warm and wet pussy.
Then, when I did finally pretend to notice my prick, I made a big deal out of accidentally flashing my mother my cock. Feigning my embarrassment and humiliation, I did my best to look mortified and horrified. I only wished it was my mother flashing me instead of me having to flash her. I'd love for her to flash me her naked tits, her naked pussy, and/or her naked ass.
"Oh, my God, Mom. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," I said calling further attention to my exposed penis by staring down at it. "I can't believe I flashed you, my prick. Please forgive me. I'm so very embarrassed," I said standing there with my coffee cup in one hand and the coffee pot in my other hand. "Please avert your eyes. Please don't look at my cock, Mother. Erase it from your mind. Pretend you had never seen it."
Clearly, enjoying my little wardrobe malfunction and my embarrassment, she laughed.
"Don't worry about it, Seth," she said waving an unconcerned hand. "Your cock isn't the first cock I've seen," she said with another laugh while continuing to stare at my naked prick.
As if I was a CFNM stripper on stage, my mother continued staring at my erect, naked prick as if she had never seen and erect, naked prick before.
# # #
Better than I had hoped, I couldn't believe my mother continued staring at my naked prick. Then, surprising me, I couldn't believe what she said next. Sexually shocking me, my mother made me feel proud of my big dick.
"Not to further embarrass you but I must say though that your prick is certainly the biggest prick I've ever seen. Your prick is much longer and thicker than your father's puny, little dick," she said looking up at me and smiling. "You should be proud of that monster and not embarrassed."
Then, she said something that floored me.



"If I had a camera with me, I'd photograph it to show to my sister and to all of my friends," she said with a dirty laugh while looking back down at my naked prick. "You're going to make some woman very happy one day."
While wishing I had a camera or my cellphone with me, I'd love for my mother to photograph my cock and show her sister, my Aunt Debbie, my erect, naked prick. I'd have no qualms for my mother to show a photo of my cock to all of her friends. Now, I couldn't help myself from imagining having sex with not only my mother but also with my aunt. I couldn't help myself from imagining having sex with one of her hot and sexy friends.
Taking my time sticking my prick back in my pajama bottoms, sexually teasing her and enticing her, I wanted to give my mother a good, long last look of my naked cock. I wanted her to sexually want my prick as much as I already sexually wanted her pussy. It sexually excited me to flash my mother my naked prick while making my flash appear unintentional and/or accidental.
I couldn't wait to masturbate over my mother not only seeing my naked cock but also staring at my naked cock. Perhaps, while she was sitting in the living room, walking up to her naked, I couldn't wait to allow my mother to photograph my naked prick later. I couldn't wait for her to show my aunt and/or her friends the picture of my erect, naked cock. No doubt, recalling what happened over and again, I'll be masturbating over exposing my naked cock to not only my mother but also, hopefully, to my aunt and to her friends for the rest of my life.
Turning away from her, I put the coffee pot and my cup down before turning back to her and corralling my errant cock. With her still staring at my prick, never removing her eyes from it, while hoping she'd make a grab for it, I slowly and reluctantly pushed it back in my pajama bottoms. As if I was smuggling something through airport security, still having an erection, my stiff dick tented my pajama bottoms. Under the sexual heat of my mother's continued stare, while still hoping she'd reach out and touch it, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my cock.
Now, knowing that my mother was, indeed, interested in my prick, I was hoping for more. At the very least, I was hoping she'd take my erect prick in her soft, warm, motherly hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. Alas, she stood to use the bathroom and I returned to my room to masturbate. While knowing that it would never happen, with her respecting my privacy and my space, nonetheless, I hoped my mother would barge in my room without knocking and catch me stroking my prick. I'd love for her to catch me cumming.
# # #
That night, after I cooked her dinner, wanting to get her relaxed, I opened a bottle of wine. Only taking two glasses for my mother to get tipsy, I was hoping to touch and feel my mother where a son should never touch and feel his mother and where I've never touched and felt my mother. I placed a throw blanket over my mother's lap while making sure that I raised the hem of her short skirt all the way up to her waist with it. Now, with her panties totally exposed, when she stood to walk to the bathroom to pee, she'd flash me her panties.
I put my arm around my mother's shoulders. Her skin was so soft. Feeling good to snuggle against my mother, we cuddled on the couch while watching Spanking the Monkey. Wishing I could make out with her, I so wanted to kiss her, French kiss her. We watched the main character in the movie, Ray, stealthily peek at his mother, Susan's naked body while taking a shower and while helping her not to fall. That scene made me want to peek in on my mother bathing or taking a shower. I'd love to see her naked.
Making herself more comfortable, my mother slouched down with her head on my chest and, her mouth only mere inches away from my pajama clad cock. I was tempted to remove my cock from my pajama pee hole again and gently push her head down. I'd love to stick my erect prick in my mother's mouth. I'd love for her to blow me. I wish I could cum in my mother's mouth.
Wishing she'd raise her hand just a little higher, her hand rested on my upper thigh. Wanting to get her attention, while hoping that she'd unconsciously touch it, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my prick. As if there was something alive in my pajama bottoms, I wanted her to see my cock moving. Hoping she'd remove my stiff prick from my pajama pee hole, I wished my mother would stroke my prick while sucking my prick.
Towards the end of the movie, stunned while wondering if she realized what she was doing, not moving it, my mother rested her soft, warm hand on my throbbing and pulsating prick. I was sexually excited with her resting her hand on my erect prick and I could see that my mother was, too. As if it belonged there, her motherly hand felt so good on my erect prick. In the way that I'd love to leave my hand on her naked pussy or on her naked breast, I couldn't believe my mother had her hand on my nearly, naked pajama clad cock.
After watching this mother and son sexual movie, I hoped my mother would deliberately touch me. Hopefully, she was as horny as I was. Hopefully, with me thinking about having sex with her, she was thinking about having sex with me, too. Hopefully, we were thinking the same thing, mother and son sex. Hopefully, my mother wanted me to strip her naked and give her sex. After watching Jeremy Davies, as Ray, massaging his mother, Alberta Watson, as Susan, a bold move on my part, I asked my mother for a massage.
"My back hurts, Mom," I said stretching while grimacing. "I feel so tense. Can you give me a massage, please?"
She turned off the movie and turned on the overhead light while I removed my t-shirt. My mother pushed the blanket from her lap and with her skirt nearly bunched up to her waist, she continued to flash me her bright, white, sheer, bikini panties. I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy mound and I stared at her patch of red pubic hair that I could clearly see through her panties. Never had I seen as much of my mother's pussy.
Making no move to cover herself, showing no modesty, she left her skirt askew. Clearly, exposing myself to me in the way that I had exposed myself to her, she wanted me to see her exposed panties. Clearly, she wanted me to see all that I could see of her pussy through her sheer panties in the way that I wanted her to see all that I wanted her to see of my cock. In the way that she stared at my cock earlier, I stared at her bright, white panties.
'Wow,' I thought. 'I don't know which is more sexually exciting, flashing my mother my naked cock or seeing my mother's panties. Either way, I'll be masturbating over both later tonight.'
"Get on your stomach and I'll massage your back," she said ordering me while slapping my ass through my pajama bottoms.
In the way that I wished I could lift up the back of her short skirt, pull down her panties, and give my mother's naked ass a spanking, I'd allow her to give me a spanking, too. With my mother suddenly bossing me around, I liked it when my mother ordered me to do things, especially sexual things. As if she was my Dominatrix instead of my mother, it was sexually hot for her to order me to remove my clothes and/or to get in a sexual position, hopefully, to be touched, felt, fondled, and groped,' I thought.
# # #
When she finished massaging my back, hoping she'd say yes, and not taking no for an answer, I asked her if I could give her a massage. I wished I could give her a full body, naked massage like the one that Bryan Brown gave Mimi Rogers in the movie, Full Body Massage. Expecting her to say no, she surprised me and said yes.
Only, that's not all. Figuring that she was going to the bathroom to pee, she stood from the couch and excused herself. When she returned, she carried her massage oils and was wearing a new, short, sheer, nearly transparent, low-cut, red, sexy nightgown. With red my mother's favorite color, she has lots of red clothes. Even her kitchen utensils are red. Her coffee pot and toaster are red, too. Then, of course, there's her car. That's red also.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'In the brightness of the overhead, living room light, I can not only see her panties right through her nightgown but also I can clearly see the size and the shape of her C cup breasts. I can clearly see her pink areolas and her erect nipples, too. I can clearly see my mother's tits as if she was topless.'
I was unable to stop staring at all that I could see of her naked tits in the way that my mother was unable to stop staring at my naked prick. Giving myself more fodder to masturbate over later, I continued staring at all that I could see of my mother's beautiful body through that sheer nightgown. I'd give anything to not only see her naked tits but also to touch them, feel them, fondle them, grope them, and suck them. I loved my mother's tits. From what I've recently seen of my mother's breasts, she has spectacular breasts.
# # #
She removed her nightgown straps and turned away from me to deny me from seeing her naked breasts. Then, with her back still turned from me, she pushed the bodice of her nightgown down to her waist, and laid face down on the couch. Not wanting to get massage oils on her nightgown, I pushed the back of her nightgown further down while exposing the tops and the sides of her ample breasts at the same time. I could nearly see the sides of her naked tits, part of her naked areolas, and a glimpse of erect nipples.
"It's okay. Don't be shy. As long as you don't mind seeing your mother's panties, you have my permission to go beneath my nightgown to massage my legs," she said while raising her nightgown all the way up her back.
My mother exposed the back of her bright, white, bikini panties to my horny eyes. I could clearly see the shape and the size of her shapely ass. I could clearly see her ass crack. While wishing that I could touch, feel, grope, and massage her panty clad ass, I continually stared at my mother's exposed panties in the way that I stared at her exposed tits through her nightgown.
Now, with her nightgown raised high enough, I could clearly see the sides of her naked breasts. I covered her back with massage oils while massaging her shapely back and rubbing the oils in deeper.
Then, taking sexual liberties with my mother's nearly, naked body, while massaging her back, and with her not stopping me, I massaged the sides of her naked breasts. In between massaging her back, her thighs, and the sides of her exposed naked breasts, I stealthily fingered her nipples.
Barely fitting in my horny hands, her breasts felt so big. Her breasts felt so firm. When she didn't stop me from stealthily touching her nipples with my fingers, I continued fingering her nipples. I pulled her nipples. I turned her nipples. I twisted her nipples. With her suddenly squirming to my sexual touches, I continued pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Clearly, my MILF of a mother was sexually aroused.
Wanting to give her a sexual orgasm with my sexual touches, not expecting her to do that, she surprised me when she started moaning. Clearly, from my fingering my nipples, my mother was sexually aroused. Able to smell the musky aroma of her pussy, she was dripping wet.
I so wanted to remove her panties. I so wanted to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I so wanted to masturbate my mother. I so wanted to make love to my mother. I so wanted to fuck her. I so wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
Now or never, while thinking of Susan Jill Parker double daring me, double daring myself to do so, it was then that I stuck my horny hand between my mother's shapely legs and cupped her wet pussy through her panties. Then, going for broke, all or nothing, I pushed her panties aside with my fingers and rubbed her clit while fingerfucking her pussy. Seemingly embarrassed that I was masturbating her, sexually enjoying it for a while, she surprised me when she slapped my hand away, pushed her nightgown down, and stood up from the coach.
Obviously, my mother was embarrassed that I had sexually aroused her. She was embarrassed that she was about to have a sexual orgasm. Perhaps, she was uncomfortable having incestuous sex with her son in the way that I've always wanted to have incestuous sex with my mother.
"I'm tired. I'm going to bed," she said seemingly almost angry that she allowed me to have my sexual way with her naked pussy.
'Proud of myself, I masturbated my mother,' I thought. 'Had she not stopped me, I would have given her a sexual orgasm. Had she not left the living room for her bedroom, I would have stripped her naked and mounted her. I would have finally seen my mother naked. I would have made sweet, slow love to her before fucking her fast and hard.'
# # #
Not turning to look back, she walked to her bedroom and closed her bedroom door behind her. She seemed angry. Was she angry for me giving her what she so wanted and needed, a sexual orgasm? Or, maybe, she felt embarrassed and ashamed having sex with her son in the way that I didn't feel embarrassed or ashamed having sex with my mother. If I felt anything, I felt sexually excited for having forbidden sex with my mom.
I sat on the couch in the living room stunned while replaying all that I was allowed to do to my mother's nearly, naked body. I was still sexually frustrated and horny. Not knowing what to do, hoping my mother would at least give me a hand job, I had a huge erection. After my mother allowed me to give her a massage and feel her big tits while fingering her erect nipples, especially when she started moaning, thinking that I was going to get lucky, I thought I was going to have sex with her.
Tempted to masturbate myself, only I didn't want this night to end, especially not like that with me playing with myself. I looked down the hall at my mother's bedroom. Unlike her to leave her bedroom light on, I waited for my mother to turn off her bedroom light but she didn't. Especially after she said she was tired, I wondered why she was still awake. Maybe, she was watching TV. I walked to her bedroom door to listen. Hearing a familiar hum, my mother was using her vibrator to masturbate herself.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Between the movie, me massaging her, fingering her nipples, and masturbating her pussy, I must have gotten to her. I had sexually aroused my mother. If I was anyone else, she would have had sex with me. If I wasn't her son, no doubt, she would have stroked me, sucked me, and fucked me.'
Having never seen my mother masturbate herself before, I wondered if she was masturbating herself now. Double daring myself, I dared myself to open her bedroom door. Now or never, I silently turned her bedroom doorknob, slowly opened her bedroom door, and silently walked inside. She had removed her panties and she was lying on her back with her eyes closed and her knees spread wide open.
Glad that her bedroom light was still on, I stared at my mother's naked pussy as if I had never seen a naked pussy before. Her red, pubic hair was trimmed in a shape of a heart and I wondered if she did that for me. My mother was showing me a lot of pink.
Staring at my mother's naked body in the way that she had stared at my naked prick, her nightgown was lowered to her waist and her big tits were nakedly exposed. The hem of her nightgown was raised to her waist. Not knowing where to stare, I stared from her naked tits to her naked pussy and back again. Never had I seen as much of my mother's body as I was seeing now. I'll be masturbating over this night for the rest of my life.
I saw her red, naked pussy. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's red, naked pussy. As if I had never seen a naked pussy before, all that I could do was stare. I watched my mother rubbing her clit with her vibrator while fingerfucking her pussy with her big, black dildo. On the verge of cumming, she was ready to have a sexual orgasm in front of me while I watched.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. I only wish Seth was here. I only wish I had Seth's cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy," she said. "Why I abruptly left the living room, I'll never know. I guess I felt as ashamed as I felt embarrassed having sex with my son."
With her not having to ask twice, walking closer to her, I allowed my pajama bottoms to fall to the floor. I was naked. Now, we were both naked and ready for mother and son sex.
Clueless that I was there watching her masturbate herself, she still had no idea that I was standing beside her bed in her bedroom. She had no idea that I was there until I sat on her bed and moved my naked body beside her naked body. With one hand on her naked breast and my other hand cupping my naked pussy, I literally shocked my mother.
# # #
"Seth! Oh, my God. What are you doing? You shouldn't be in my bedroom. You shouldn't be seeing me naked. You shouldn't be touching and feeling me in such a sexual way," she said feebly protesting while staring down at my horny hand. "I'm so embarrassed. I'm so very embarrassed. We can't do this. We can't have sex. It's wrong. It's nasty. It's legally forbidden for a mother and son to have sex."
Not answering her, ignoring her sexual outrage, I leaned to her and kissed her. When I parted her lips with my tongue, instead of pushing me away and rejecting my sexual advances, forgetting about the legality of it all, she returned my French kiss with her deep, wet kiss. Seemingly what was wrong and nasty before was loving and beautiful now. I was making out with my mother. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my mother while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere.
I continued feeling and fondling her big, C cup breasts. I continued pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples before leaning to take her nipples in my mouth. I couldn't believe that I was, finally, sucking my mother's nipples, first one and then the other.
I continued cupping her soaking wet naked pussy while rubbing her clit and fingerfucking my mother. I was masturbating my mother again. This time not slapping my hand away, she allowed me to continue masturbate her. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my mother.
"Make love to me, Baby. I need to feel you inside of me," she said in a sexually aroused voice.
I mounted her. I couldn't believe that I was on top of my mother. As soon as she felt my stiff prick between her legs, she reached her hand down to insert my erect prick in her soaking wet pussy. Her naked pussy was so very wet and so very warm. I felt as if my cock belonged there.
"I love you, Mommy," I said while making love to my mother and slowly humping her.
She returned my slow humps with her slow humps.
"I love you, Seth."
Humping her faster and humping her harder, soon we were fucking. I couldn't believe that I was fucking my mother and she was fucking me. Fucking her harder and fucking her faster, she arched her back and stiffened her legs while having a sexual orgasm.
"Seth! Seth! I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. Don't stop. Please, don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. If you give me a sexual orgasm with your cock, I'll suck your prick. I'll not only blow you but also, I'll allow you to cum in my mouth, all over my face, and across my naked tits, too," she said.
# # #
Enjoying the afterglow of sex, my mother rested. Then, moving halfway down my body, she took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. Something that I always fantasized her doing while masturbating myself, my mother stroked me while blowing me. She was sucking my cock. Looking down at her with my prick buried in her mouth while she looked up at me with her big, blue, beautiful eyes, I couldn't believe my mother was finally blowing me.



Again, something that I always wanted her to do, it didn't take me long to cum. I ejaculated a load of cum in my mother's mouth. Saving some cum, as soon as soon as she removed the tension of her lips from my prick, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over my mother's face, in her short, red hair, and across her naked breasts. Once again, something else that I've always wanted to do; I gave my mother quite the cum bath.
"Oh, Seth," said my mother. "Where did all of that cum come from? Where you saving your cum up for me. You soaked me with your cum," she said laughing. "You gave me quite the cum bath."
From that day forward, even inviting her sister to join us in one of our love making sessions, we made love every night and fucked every morning. She stroked and sucked my cock whenever she wasn't making love to me or fucking me. Finally, with Susan Jill Parker daring me and double daring me to do so, I bought my mother an engagement ring. Down on one knee, I asked my mother a question that a son should never ask his mother.
"Mom? Will you marry me?"
THE END
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Aunt Forced Me to Masturbate, Ch 01
Introducing the free Blowjob diet. The Blowjob diet is a new fad diet invented by SusanJillParker and endorsed by Marie Osmond and Gwen Stefani. Sucking cock and swallowing cum is guaranteed to make you lose weight. Sucking cock and swallowing cum will not only make you slimmer but also healthier, too.
What do you have to lose? Suck cock and swallow cum for a day and see how much weight you'll lose. Get your energizing protein today by sucking pricks.
# # #
Forty-six-year-old aunt, sexually abuses and dominates her twenty-six-year-old nephew.
Author's Note:
This is a true story as told to me to write for Brian about his bi-sexual, Dominatrix, whore of an aunt, Maureen.
# # #
An unhealthy relationship, Brian is sexually attracted to his aunt in the way that a submissive man is sexually attracted to a Dominatrix. Only, what complicated matters is that this is his blood, related aunt and not some woman that he picked up in a bar and invited home. Mercilessly under her sexually control, he obeyed her every command and granted her every whimsical wish. Twenty-six-year-old Brian was willingly, sexually abused and consensually humiliated by his domineering and sadistic MILF of a forty-six-year-old Aunt Maureen.
Not caring if he was aware, unable to equate the two, Dominatrix verses sub, he seemed not to know nor care that he was her lowly sub. As long as he got to see his aunt without her clothes and have sex with her, that's all that mattered. Her willing pawn, Brian didn't care if she sexually abused him and humiliated him. He loved his aunt. He really loved her and hoped to have incestuous sex with her one day. His dream woman, not knowing of another woman like her, he wished that he could marry her.
"Wait! What? Hold up. Seriously? Are you kidding me? Stop! Not so fast! Let's read that again."
Instead of rushing through what I wrote, read the first, part of this story again before continuing to read the rest of my story. Now, after rereading the first part of this story before proceeding, think about what you just read. Think about a blowjob diet. Think about what it means for an adult male to be sexually abused, controlled, and sexually dominated by a woman, a lowly woman.
Imagine your overweight wife, lover, girlfriend, mother, mother-in-law, sister-in-law, neighbor, family friend, aunt, cousin, or grandmother intent on losing weight and willing to do anything to lose it, even suck your cock and swallow your cock.
"Wow!"
Thank SusanJillParker for inventing the Blowjob diet. It's up to you to convince every woman that you know that it works. It's up to you to convince every woman that you know that your only motivation for them to suck your cock and swallow your cum is your desire to help them lose weight.
# # #
Back to the story, Aunt Force Me to Masturbate.
How does that happen? What kind of man would willingly and consensually allow a woman to sexually abuse him, physically control him, and sexually dominate him? Brian is such a man. He was a man who was not only sexually attracted to his aunt but also who would do anything to see his aunt naked and have sex with her.
"A means to an end, what's wrong with that? There's nothing wrong with him willing to do anything to see his aunt without her clothes and to have sex with her."
Alas, had Brian known about the Blowjob diet, invented much later in this story, he would have had an easier time of sexually seducing his aunt. If Aunt Maureen knew that she'd lose weight blowing her nephew and swallowing his cum, she would have blown him every day, multiple times a day. Who knew that men's semen was a surefire cure to losing weight? You men may all thank me later after you convinced every woman you know to not only suck your cock but also swallow your cum.
# # #
A rare beauty, Aunt Maureen was a tall, 5'10" tall, beautiful, sexy, and a shapely thin, redheaded, blue-eyed, busty Dominatrix. The complete opposite, Brian was a lowly, ungrateful, and unworthy sub ready to kiss her feet and lick her toes. He'd literally would do anything to see his aunt naked and have incestuous sex with her. With Brian tolerating it without complaint, his MILF of an aunt sexually abused him, completely controlled him, and humiliated him in front of others.
How dare she take sexual advantage of her nephew? How dare he give her such control? As if she's spitting on him and kicking him by her hateful and spiteful attitude and hateful words, what's wrong with her for her to do that to a man who worshiped the ground that she walked on.
Yet, how did she sexually abuse him, you ask. Good question. I wonder how she sexually abused him. How did she sexually humiliate him, you ask that, too? Another good question. I wonder how she sexually humiliated him. You're really getting into this, aren't you? Let's find out, shall we?
Think about the physical, emotional, and sexual ramifications of a woman sexually abusing, controlling, and dominating a big, strong, muscular man. How can an adult male not only be dominated, controlled, and humiliated but also sexually abused by his aunt, a mean-spirited woman who shows her intolerance for men while showing her love for women? Let's be honest. Let's see a show of hands. Who here would want to be sexually abused, controlled, and dominated by a beautiful and sexy woman?
"Hmm. Aha. Well, that's surprising. That's as telling as it is interesting. Except for one, strange looking man seated in the back of the room who's busy masturbating himself, nearly everyone in the room had their hands raised. All the men and even some of the women, too, want to be sexually abused, controlled, and dominated by a beautiful and sexy woman. Go figure. Who knew? I guess it pays to be a tall, beautiful, sexy redhead."
# # #
Susan looked around the room full of men with a scattering of women seemingly patiently waiting their turn to be sexually abused, controlled, and sexually dominated by a strong-willed, sexually defiant woman.
"Perverts! You're all a bunch of perverts. Wimps! You're all a bunch of wimps," shouted Susan. "As if she's Elvira, mistress of the night, what's wrong with you men to allow a woman to treat you like that and disrespect you by talking to you like that and treating you like that? How dare she?"
Instead of making you feel like less of a man than you are, I dare say, turn the tables on her and let her know that you're the boss. Slap her across her face, strip Aunt Maureen naked, push her back on the bed, spread her legs, and mount her. Forget about making love to her, fuck her, really fuck her.
Fuck her hard and fuck her fast until you give her a sexual orgasm with your cock. Let her know that you're her superior. Let her know that if anyone is the Dom, you are the Dom. Trust me, once you do that, she'll be your bitch for life.
Why would Brian allow a lowly woman to sexually dominate him? He would and I'm ashamed of him for doing that. How dare he call himself a man. He's not a man. He's a mouse. In the way that he kowtows to a mere woman, he's pussy whipped.
"Shame on you," said Susan not grasping and/or understanding that some people are into S&M, dominance and submission. "And you who disrespectfully treat your man like that are not only whores but lesbians. You not only disrespect men but also, you hate men, too. Shame on you."
Now, depending on what the sexual humiliation is, who here wants to be sexually humiliated by a beautiful, sexy, and shapely MILF of a redheaded, busty woman? Judging by your upraised hands, everyone wanted to be sexually humiliated by a beautiful, sexy, and shapely MILF of woman. Actually, Brian doesn't have it bad at all. Maybe, he knows something about women that the rest of us don't know. Maybe the way to a woman's heart and to her pussy is to allow her to walk all over you.
"Sure. If it means that I can see you naked and have sex with you, I don't mind you kicking me hard in the balls. Seeing you without your clothes and fucking you is worth the pain," said Brian.
# # #
Brian's Aunt Maureen is not only domineering and controlling but also, she's a sadistic bitch. What does that even mean? First of all, how is she domineering and how is she sadistic? Does she force him to strip himself naked? Does she force him to dress up in women's clothes? Does she force him to masturbate himself and cum in front of her? Actually, she does all of the above and more.
"Bitch! You horrible bitch! How dare you treat your nephew in such a humiliating way."
Actually, she's not such a bitch. What she does and demands if not so horrible. What she does and demands could not only be sexually exciting but that could be erotically fun.
Moreover, think about it, welcoming the sexual anticipation and the sexually attention, no matter what the sexual attention was, perhaps, Brian willingly wanted to be sexually abused and controlled by his aunt. Not having to twist his arm or put a gun to his head, perhaps, allowing his Aunt Maureen to sexually dominate him was something that he willingly wanted her to do. It's a given that Brian would do anything to see is aunt naked and have sex with her.
"Take off your clothes. Strip yourself naked. Put on my panties and my bra. Now masturbate yourself. I want to watch you cum."
# # #
Let's see a show of hands again. Think of a woman that you're sexually attracted to and sexually lust over, any woman, a woman that you'd love to see naked, make love to, have sex with. Yes, of course, unless there's no other women that you're sexually attracted to, mothers are okay. How many men would gladly allow a woman to strip them naked, command them to dress up in women's clothes, and force them to masturbate and cum for her?
Seriously? You're kidding me. Let's be serious here. You're all dreaming. Heidi Klum, Sophia Vergara, Jennifer Lopez, Katie Perry, Christina Hendricks, and or Serena Williams would never have sex with any of you. Aim lower. Who? Oprah? Sorry but Oprah would never have sex with you either. She a lesbian.
Perhaps, more realistically is you having sex with mother, your sister, your aunt, your cousin, your grandmother, your wife's best friend, your mother-in-law, your sister-in-law, your neighbor, and/or a co-worker. Now, do you have a woman in mind who you'd allow to sexually abuse you and want to sexually dominate you? I'm willing to bet that you have more than one woman who you'd allow to physically, mentally, emotionally, and spiritually do anything to you as long as you can see her naked and have sex with her.
"Am I right?"
Let's be honest, truth be told, how many men would love to have a sexy, shapely, and a beautiful aunt who not only sexually abused them but also who sexually humiliated, controlled them, and sadistically dominated them, too? Granted. That depends what your aunt looks like and if she's a MILF in the way that Brian's aunt is a MILF. Moreover, that depends on how his aunt humiliated him, dominated him, controlled him, and how she was in bed.
So, how did Aunt Maureen sexually abuse, humiliate, and control Brian, you ask? Good question. Let's find out, shall we?
# # #
"Take off your clothes. Strip yourself naked, Brian. I want to see your naked cock," said Aunt Maureen. "I want to see how big your prick gets."
As if she had never seen a naked man before, Aunt Maureen stared at her nephew removing his clothes. Then, once he was naked, seemingly fascinated with his naked prick, she stared at his naked cock. Clearly, in the way that her nephew wanted to have incestuous sex with his aunt, she wanted to have incestuous sex with her nephew. Clearly, she wanted to stroke him, suck him, and fuck him. Clearly, he wanted to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. He wanted to make, sweet, slow love to her before fucking her hard and fast.
"Now, masturbate yourself," she said. "Stroke yourself. Go ahead. Don't be shy. I dare you to masturbate yourself in front of me while I watch. I double dare you to masturbate yourself. I want to watch you masturbate yourself. I want to watch you cum."
Aunt Maureen took a step back to watch Brian play with himself. She stared at him as if she was a horny man staring at a woman undressing. She stared at him as if he was a stripper that she hired for the night.
"Stroke yourself harder. Stroke yourself faster. Give yourself a big erection. Yeah, that's it. I want to see how big your prick gets. Take your hand away. Show me. Show me your prick. Now, continue stroking yourself again and don't stop. Stroke yourself harder. Stroke yourself faster. I want to watch you cum," said Aunt Maureen. "Cum Brian. Cum," said Aunt Maureen.
She watched him stroke himself faster. She watched him stroke himself harder. She continued watching him masturbate himself until he had a big and hard erection. She watched her nephew masturbating himself as if she had never seen a man masturbate himself before. She watched him cum as if she had never seen a man cum before.
# # #
"Well, that's not so bad. Actually, this is pretty good so far. So far, so very good. What do you think," asked Brian's aunt after asking him to strip himself naked and masturbate himself?
Susan envied the sexual control that Aunt Maureen had over her nephew. She wished she had sexual control over a man in the way that Maureen had sexual control over Brian. Only, she'd do much more than have him strip naked, wear her clothes, and masturbate himself. She'd have sex with him. She'd command him to give her multiple, sexual orgasms. She'd command him to eat her pussy and make love to her before fucking her hard and fast.
"Well, if forced to strip naked and masturbate is sexual abuse, then sign me up. My sex life doesn't get any better than that. I love stripping myself naked. I love masturbating myself," said Susan Jill Parker. "While rubbing my clit, fingerfucking my pussy, and pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples, I love giving myself a sexual orgasm with my fingers."
Clearly, not embarrassed or ashamed, Susan loved stripping herself naked in front of men, especially in front of men that she didn't know and had never met.
"I can't count the number of men who wanted to see my naked ass, my naked pussy, and my naked tits. Sexually accommodating them, I can't count the number of men that I stripped myself topless and naked in front of them. I can only imagine how Brian must sexually feel exposing his hard, erect, and naked cock to his MILF of an aunt," she said while wanting to strip naked and expose her naked body to Brian.
"An incestuous whore, Aunt Maureen wanted to see her nephew's naked prick. So what? Big deal. Call me a whore but if he was my nephew and had a prick that big, I'd love to see Brian's naked cock, too," said Susan.
Susan rubbed her breasts through her blouse and fingered her emerging nipples through her bra while thinking about stripping herself naked for Brian.
"I love it when a good-looking, sexy man flashes me his erect, naked prick. Then, I love it when he puts a gentle hand to my shoulder as his sexual, suggestive hint for me to move to my knees, and take him in my hand before taking him in my mouth. Once again, my sex life doesn't get any better than that."
"As if I'm Kim Kardashian, Paris Hilton, Pamela Anderson, Gwyneth Paltrow, Lindsay Lohan, or Nancy Reagan, a champion cocksucker, I love sucking cock," said Susan. "I love men cumming in my mouth, all over my face, in my blonde, lush hair, and across my naked tits. I love receiving a cum bath from a man, especially from a man that I hardly know."
Susan read over her own story, Aunt Forced Me to Masturbate.
"Brian's aunt, Maureen, wanted him to masturbate himself in front of her," said Susan. "She wanted to see his erect, naked prick. She wanted to watch him cum. Truth be told, that's something that I'd love to see and watch Brian do, too."
Susan looked at Aunt Maureen before looking at Brian.
"Truth be told, that's something that I'd love to be ordered to do, too. I'd love to masturbate in front of someone and allow them to watch me have a sexual orgasm and cum. How can that possibly be sexual abuse? That's too sexually exciting to be sexual abuse," said Susan.
# # #
Yet, the driving force behind my sadistically, humiliating experiences was my aunt's lesbian lover, Christine. She not only hated me for being born a man but also, she hated me for being sexually attracted to and sexually lusting over my Aunt Maureen. It's no secret that if I could have incestuous sex with my aunt, I would. It's no secret that I'd love for my aunt to suck my cock and fuck my cock. It's no secret that I'd love to not only cum in my aunt's mouth and all over her face but also in her pussy, too. I'd love to give my aunt a cum bath.
Alas and unfortunately for me, clearly, a changed woman, my aunt no longer liked men. She sexually preferred having sex with women than with men. A switch hitter and batting from the other side of the plate, she now loved women more than she loved men. Surrounded by women, a telling sign of her obvious sexual orientation, she only had female friends.
After seeing her going at it and watching her making out with her lesbian lover, Christine, no doubt about it, she's, indeed, a lesbian. Women can't make out like that unless they preferred the weaker sex. Too bad and very disappointing, especially with her sexy body and beautiful face, clearly, my aunt is a licker and not a sucker. Alas, by no fault of my own, with Christine blocking my sexual seduction of my aunt, I paid the price for being born a man. If I had been born a woman and was my aunt's niece instead of her nephew, I'd be having sex with her.
Most lesbian women will have nothing to sexually do with men. Unless they're a nurse, a doctor, a dental hygienist, or a nun, they'd never dare touch a man never mind touch a man's penis. Unless they're getting ready to remove it with a sharp pair of scissors or a knife, lesbian women would never take a man's cock in their hand to stroke him. Unless they're going to bite it off, they'd never take a man's prick in their mouths to suck him. Unless, their pussies were line with razor blades, they'd never take a man's cock in their pussies to fuck him.
"Yuck! Gross! God forbid. That's disgusting. That's so disgusting. I'd never masturbate a man. I'd never suck a man and allow him to cum in my mouth," said Aunt Maureen's lover, Christine. "I'd never fuck a man and allow him to cum in my pussy."
Unless they're a prostitute, the lowly wife of a powerful politician, the behind-the-scenes wife of a famous actor, a rock star, a sports athlete, or a very rich and/or influential man, many married women no longer have sex. Sad but true, done with all that, now that they've given birth to their children, whether married or single, many women would never willingly, consensually, and/or voluntarily take a cock in their mouths, in their pussies, and/or especially in their asses. Assuredly, not doing it for love, no better than a prostitute, something so totally true, I dare say that most married women have sex for the money.
Submissive and elegant, women on their knees in prayer are more deemed to live their lives alone in solitude while sequestered and cloistered behind the high walls of nunnery. If given their druthers, sadly and unbelievably, many women would never have sex with another man. Assuredly, they'd much rather have sex with women. Relatively happy without them, women don't need men in the way that men need women.
# # #
Unless they're incarcerated in prison, whether through conjugal sex, masturbation, or even homosexual sex, men will always find a way to have sex. Shocking but true, think about it, sex is much more important to men than it is to women. With there a multitude of men's magazines, more men are into looking at and masturbating over topless and naked photos of women, watching porn of women having sex with men and/or with women, and/or reading erotic literature than women.



More men attend strip clubs and XXX-rated movies than do women. Most offenders of sexual crimes are men. Those on the sexual offenders' list, an overwhelming majority, are men. Never hearing of a peeping Rose, nearly all peeping Tom's and rapists are men.
If given the chance, men would have sex every day and depending on the woman, perhaps, even multiple times a day. How many times have you heard the same negative refrain of not tonight? I have a headache. I have an ass ache. I'm taking a bath. I'm washing my hair. I'm doing laundry. I'm going shopping to spend your money. I'm too tired. I don't feel well. I'm not in the mood. I have my period.
"Am I right?"
Seemingly, women always have an excuse not to have sex. Is it any wonder why men seek out prostitutes, strippers, and women they pick up in bars to sexually satisfy themselves when their wives refuse to do their marital duty? Is it any wonder why men have sex with their wife's best friends, their neighbors, their co-workers, their babysitters, their nannies, their mothers-in-law, their sisters-in-law, their mothers, their sisters, their aunts, their cousins, and/or their grandmothers? Not all their fault, what's a man to do? Who can blame them for cheating when their own wives refuse to have sex with them?
"Nana, do me a favor and remove your dentures and give me a gum job while I fondle your big, naked breasts and pull, turn, and twist your erect nipples. I love it when you stroke me and suck my cock while I grope your big tits. I love cumming in your mouth and all over your face. I love giving you a cum bath, Nana."
Because they're both human, some people think that men and women are the same, but they're not. Far from it. We're not. Women are givers and men are takers. Men are killers and criminals, liars and cheaters. Men are closer to animals, wild animals, than are women. Think about it, seriously, except for money grubbing ex-wives, women are sugar and spice and everything nice. Men are whiskey and tobacco and everything mean.
Truly, most women are kind, loving, and good. Sadly, unfortunately, but understandably, what ruins women and men are money, sex, and food. When it comes to money, woman can be just as grubby and greedy as men. Especially when sex is off the table, money and food become the priorities.
Going out on a limb, I dare write that this country's obesity problem is because most people aren't having sex. Think about it, it's true. If men and women did more sucking, licking, and fucking, they'd do less shopping and eating.
A cure for all maladies, someone needs to come out with, are you ready for this? The Blowjob Diet. When women are losing weight giving blowjobs, it is then and only then that will women willingly, consensually, and voluntarily suck men's cocks, allow men to cum in their mouths, and swallow their cum.
"Am I right? You know I'm right. Women will do anything, even give blowjobs and swallow cum to lose weight."
# # #
"Well, I got my protein for today," said Heidi Klum. "I not only sucked my husband's cock and allowed him to cum in my mouth but also, I blew my boss, my neighbor, my father, my brother, my father-in-law, and my brother-in-law. I blew them all and allowed them all to cum in my mouth. Totally full and sexually satisfied at the same time, I'm not hungry or horny."
Kelly Clarkson wondered how all of these women were losing weight when she was continually gaining weight.
"I've already lost five pounds this week from just sucking cock," said an anonymous woman appearing on the Kelly Clarkson Show.
Kelly was shocked was the cure for losing weight.
"Think about it. Am I right? You know I'm right. Sucking cock and swallowing cum guarantees that women will lose weight. Trust me, if you tell a woman that, any woman, she'll blow you and will swallow your cum."
# # #
After reading this story, a young, horny man walked up to his mother naked. On the way to his mother, he stroked his cock to give him a big and hard erection. Then, with his mother reading the newspaper, he walked up to her, brushed the newspaper aside and tried to stick his prick in his mother's mouth.
"Son, what are you doing?"
He pointed to the article in today's newspaper about the blowjob diet. After his mother read the article, she took her son's cock in her hand to stroke him before taking his cock in her mouth to suck him. She didn't stop stroking him and sucking him until he ejaculated a huge load of cum in his mother's mouth and she swallowed all the cum that he had given her.
From what I can readily determine, with her suddenly gaining weight, Kelly Clarkson needs to give more blowjobs and swallow more cum. She's definitely not sucking enough cock. Conversely, Gwen Stefani needs to suck less cock and eat more food. She's too thin. She's wafer thin. She's so skinny. Am I right?
"Gwen, no more. Please stop. You've already blown me three times today. I'm not a young man anymore. I don't have any more cum to give you. You can blow me again tomorrow," said Blake Sheldon, Gwen Stefani's husband. "Okay?"
Just from their sheer size, we can tell which female celebrities love sucking cock and swallowing cum and which ones don't. Lindsay Lohan, Mary-Kate Olsen, Jenna Jameson, Courtney Love, Kate Moss, Kate Bosworth, Christina Ricci, Nicole Ritchie, Selene Dion Heidi Klum, Selma Blair, Victoria Beckham, Sarah Jessica Parker, and Ariana Grande suck a lot of cock. They are huge cocksuckers and cum swallowers. They have the skinny bodies to prove it.
Whether straight or lesbian, Crissy Metz, Gabourey Sidibe, Jessica Simpson, Queen Latifah, Kathleen Turner, Rosie O'Donnell, Oprah, Rachel Hunter, Rosanne Barr, Kathy Bates, and Rebel Wilson all need to suck more cock. Instead binging on food, the above women need to swallow more cum. They are all way too heavy.
# # #
"What's the real reason behind your weight loss," asked Kelly Clarkson of Marie Osmond.
Marie gave Kelly a dirty grin.
"Blowjobs. To be totally honest, Kelly, I love sucking cock. I'm such a big cocksucker that I can't get enough cum. I love it when men cum in my mouth. I love swallowing cum. Some days, I don't even eat food. I just suck cock and swallow cum," said Marie moving her hand to her mouth and moving it back and forth as if she was giving a blowjob.
Marie smiled at Kelly with a look of sexual arousal.
"If that's your secret to losing weight then, I need to suck more cock," confessed Kelly. "I haven't given a blowjob since I split with my husband. Instead, I've been eating more and packing on the weight. Truthfully, I was better able to maintain my weight when I was giving my husband regular blowjobs. Only, I never put the two together. Who knew that blowjobs were the latest diet fad and the surefire fix to losing weight?"
Marie gave Kelly a sad but understanding smile.
"I don't know what it is but I just love sucking my brother Donny's cock. He has a big dick and I can't get enough of his prick. He always shoots a huge load of cum in my mouth that gives me enough protein and energy for the day," said Marie while nodding her pretty head up and down and while feeling her silicon breasts through her blouse and bra.
# # #
Clearly, with my aunt married and divorced, even though she's bi-sexual now, there was a time when she preferred having sex with men. She gave birth to a daughter, my cousin, Colleen. Attending every wild, orgy like and drunken spring break party, stroking them, sucking them, and fucking them, she dated and had sex with countless numbers of men in college. Now, after running the gamut and doing a complete 180, she prefers having sex with women than with men.
"Go figure. Who knew?"
With that being written, my aunt wasn't totally vindictive in forcing me to strip myself naked and masturbate myself in front of a group of women and in front of my 22-year-old, sexy, redheaded cousin. She derived some bizarre sort of abnormal and amoral control of sexual pleasure from watching me strip myself naked and masturbate myself while she watched me stroke my naked, erect cock. Moreover, no doubt, she thought it sexually arousing watching me cum.
It was my domineering and sadistic Aunt Maureen's intention to sexually abused me and sexually humiliated me in front of a gathering of a few of her closest lesbian and bi-sexual friends. Hoping to embarrass me, she was intent on exposing me in front of her 22-year-old daughter, my cousin, Colleen. Thinking that I'd be embarrassed, humiliated, and mortified to show my naked, erect cock to a group of women that I had never met and didn't know, and to my cousin, it backfired on her.
Most men will willingly and consensually flash their naked cocks to any woman whether or not she's heterosexual, lesbian, or bi-sexual. In the way that most women are exhibitionists, most men are exhibitionists, too. Further upping the sexual excitement, most men are voyeurs, too. The joke was on her when I spent the entire night with a throbbing and pulsating erection. Truth be told, I couldn't wait to cum. I couldn't wait to cum in my aunt's mouth.
If it wasn't sexually exciting enough that my aunt saw me naked but my sexy, hot cousin saw me naked, too. Not quite done, after my aunt forced me to strip naked and exposed myself to her, to my cousin, and to a select few of her lesbian and bi-sexual friends, she wanted me to masturbate myself and cum in front of everyone. She thought I'd be embarrassed and humiliated but I wasn't. I was sexually excited for them to see my naked prick. I was sexually excited for them to watch me masturbate myself. I was sexually excited for them to watch me cum.
Truth be told, I not only loved exposing myself, masturbating myself, and cumming in front of three dozen women but also, I sexually enjoyed it. Think about it. Think about someone you're sexually attracted to. Think about someone who turns you on. Think about someone who you'd love to see without their clothes. Think about someone you'd love to see naked. Think about someone you'd love to have sex with. Yes, of course, I understand you wanting to see your mother naked and have sex with her. Go for it.
Other than your mother, do you have one or a couple of women in mind? Now, think about exposing your erect, naked cock to them. Think about masturbating in front of them and cumming for them. How hot is that? What man wouldn't want to do that?
Be honest. Tell the truth. How would you feel about flashing women you know and women you don't know and have never met, your naked prick? Would you and could you flash them your erect, naked erect cock? How would that make you feel?
Would you feel embarrassed, humiliated, and sexually ashamed or would you feel sexually excited? What if you were the only man in a room filled with hot, sexy, and shapely women and made to strip yourself naked, masturbate yourself, and cum? Now, how would you feel?
Would you feel more like a man than a pussy? No doubt, your aunt wanted you to be embarrassed but you're not embarrassed at all, are you? Instead, you're sexually excited and ready to have sex with anyone and with everyone.
To be continued...
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Aunt Forced Me to Masturbate, Ch 02
Alas and unfortunately, my forty-six-year-old aunt, doesn't subscribe to the blowjob diet because she preferred having sex with women than with men. A Dominatrix who no longer respects men, as if trying to teach him a lesson, she sexually abused and dominated her twenty-six-year-old nephew.
# # #
Aunt Forced me to Masturbate, Ch 02
Reread, Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 01:
Clearly, with my aunt married and divorced, even though she's bi-sexual now, there was a time when she preferred having sex with men than with women. She gave birth to a daughter, my cousin, Colleen. She attended every wild, orgy like and drunken, spring break party. Stroking them, sucking them, and fucking them, she dated and had sex with countless numbers of men in college. Now, after running the gamut and doing a complete 180, she preferred having sex with women than with men.
"Go figure. Who knew?"
With that being written, my aunt wasn't totally vindictive in forcing me to strip myself naked and masturbate myself in front of a group of women and in front of my 22-year-old, sexy, redheaded cousin. She derived some bizarre sort of abnormal and amoral control of sexual pleasure from watching me strip myself naked and masturbate myself while she watched me stroke my naked, erect cock. Moreover, no doubt, she thought it sexually arousing watching me cum.
It was my domineering and sadistic Aunt Maureen's intention to sexually abused me and sexually humiliated me in front of a gathering of a few of her closest lesbian and bi-sexual friends. Hoping to embarrass me, she was intent on exposing me in front of her 22-year-old daughter, my cousin, Colleen. Thinking that I'd be embarrassed, humiliated, and mortified to show my naked, erect cock to a group of women that I had never met and didn't know, and to my cousin, it backfired on her. I wasn't embarrassed, humiliated, nor mortified at all.
Instead, I was beyond being sexually excited. Unembarrassed and unashamed, most men would willingly, consensually, and deliberately flash their naked cocks to any woman whether or not they're heterosexual, lesbian, or bi-sexual. In the way that most women are sexy exhibitionists, most men are shameful exhibitionists. Further upping the sexual excitement, and adding to the eroticism of spying on women undressing, most men are voyeurs, too.
'Wow. Look at the tits on her.'
The joke was on her when I spent the entire night naked and with a throbbing and pulsating erection. Truth be told, I couldn't wait to expose my hard, erect, naked cock to every woman there. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself in front of the crowd of women. I couldn't wait to cum. If given the chance, I couldn't wait to cum in my aunt's mouth, all over her face, and across her naked tits. I couldn't wait to give my aunt what she deserved, a cum bath.
If it wasn't sexually exciting enough that my aunt saw me naked but my sexy, hot cousin saw me naked, too. Never believing this would ever happen, I couldn't believe it when my hot, sexy cousin stared at my naked prick. Not quite done, after my aunt forced me to strip naked and exposed myself to her, to my cousin, and to a select group of her lesbian and bi-sexual friends, she wanted me to masturbate myself and cum in front of everyone.
She thought I'd be embarrassed exposing myself and humiliated masturbating myself but I wasn't. I was sexually excited for them to see my naked prick. I was sexually excited for them to watch me masturbate myself. I was sexually excited for them to watch me cum.
'My aunt is just as sexually perverted as I am,' thought.
Truth be told, I not only loved exposing myself, masturbating myself, and cumming in front of three dozen women but also, I sexually enjoyed it. Think about it. Think about someone you're sexually attracted to. Think about someone who turns you on. Think about someone who you'd love to see without their clothes. Think about someone you'd love to see naked. Think about someone you'd love to have sex with. Can you see her in your mind's eye? Yes, of course, I understand you wanting to see your mother naked and have sex with her. We all do.
Well, what are you waiting for, an invitation? This is your chance to expose your naked prick to your mother. Tell me. What do you think your mother will do when seeing your naked prick? Will she look? Will she stare? Or will she look away? Or will she take you in her motherly hand before moving to her knees to take you in her mouth.
'Mom. Stroke me. That feels so good. Oh, my God, Mom. Blow me. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth.'
While hoping that your mother will take your erect, naked cock in her warm and soft hand before taking you in her beautiful mouth, this is your chance to expose your naked prick to your mother. This is your chance to masturbate yourself in front of her. This is your chance to see what she'll do. This is your chance to see if she'll look, stare, or look away. Go for it. What do you have to lose?
I dare you to expose yourself to your mother. I double dare you to masturbate yourself in front of her. Trust me. Your mother isn't as morally moral as you think she is. Don't kid yourself just because she's your mother, much like every woman, she's a bit of a whore. She'll not only stare at your hard, erect, and naked prick but also, she'll reach out to stroke your prick, too. She may even surprise you and take you in her mouth.
Other than your mother, do you have one or a couple of women in mind who you'd love them to see you naked? Now, that you're thinking of them, think about exposing your erect, naked cock to them. Can you? Would you? Do you dare? Think about masturbating in front of them and cumming for them. How hot is that? What man wouldn't want to do that?
Be honest. Tell the truth. How would you feel about flashing women you know and/or women you don't know and have never met, your naked prick? Would you and could you flash them your erect, naked erect cock to them? How would that make you feel exposing yourself in that perverted sort of way?
Would you feel embarrassed, humiliated, and sexually ashamed or would you feel sexually excited? Would you feel sexually excited enough to masturbate yourself? What if you were the only man in a room filled with hot, sexy, and shapely women and made to strip yourself naked, masturbate yourself, and cum? Now, how would you feel then, belittled or engorged?
After having been sexually dominated and abused by your aunt, with your erect cock leading the way, would you finally feel more like a man than a pussy? No doubt, your aunt wanted to embarrass you but you're not embarrassed at all, are you? Instead, you enjoy flashing your naked prick. You're sexually excited and ready to have sex with anyone and with everyone who wanted to have sex with you.
"Okay, ladies, and I use that word loosely. Now that I'm already naked, line up and strip yourselves naked. Those of you who want to blow me and want me to cum in their mouths, line up on this wall. Those of you who want to fuck me and want me to cum in your pussies, line up on this wall. Those who just want to stroke me, please leave. I don't have time to sexually accommodate you when I have all of these other women who want me to give them sex, real sex."
# # #
Aunt Forced Me to Masturbate, Chapter 02:
It all started very innocently when I volunteered to help my 46-year-old, Aunt Maureen paint her bedroom. Happy to do it, an excuse for me to be alone with her in her bedroom, I've always been sexually attracted to my aunt. With her long, lush, red hair, bright, blue eyes, and big D cup breasts, a real MILF, she's so pretty and she's so sexy. Even with me married, while wishing I could strip her naked and have incestuous sex with her, I'd still do anything for my aunt, even paint her bedroom for the chance to eventually have sex with her.
Hoping for some sexy conversation filled with flirty innuendos, unfortunately, when I showed up to paint, she received a call and had to leave for work. I was disappointed that she had to leave me for work. I was already there with my painting supplies, my ladder, my brushes, my paint, my drop cloth, my erection, and ready to paint. Now, with my sexual anticipation deflated, I felt my erection disappearing.
Nonetheless, hoping to surprise her when she came home, I started painting her bedroom by myself. It would have been easier if she was there to help do the trim. So very time consuming, I hate doing the trim. I don't mind painting the walls and the ceiling but painting the trim is harder to do. I don't have her patience, her steady hand, and her fastidious eye for detail.
Then, surprising me, shocking me, and sexually exciting me, she did something I that never expected her to do. She did something that I always wanted to see but never expected to see. As if I wasn't even there, as if she forgot that I was there, and as if I was invisible, she changed her clothes for work in front of me.
'Oh, my God. This is unbelievable. My aunt is undressing. I don't believe this is happening to me,' I thought. 'My aunt is stripping off her nightgown.'
I couldn't believe it. As if I was her husband, her boyfriend, and/or her lover, my aunt removed her nightgown in front of me. Not believing my eyes, as if happening in slow motion, first one and then the other, she removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders and her arms. Then, as if happening in slow motion, she wiggled her shapely figure and allowed the bodice of her nightgown to slowly and sexily fall to her waist. There they were, her big, naked breasts. I was seeing my aunt's naked tits.
'Wow! I can't believe I'm seeing my aunt's, naked tits. I can't believe I'm seeing her naked breasts. Her tits are so big. Her breasts are so shapely,' I thought.
She was topless. My aunt was topless. As if I was imagining them, her naked breasts were there in front of my horny eyes. Filling my horny brain and my big, brown eyes, they were so big and they were so shapely. For a 46-year-old woman, my aunt had amazing breasts. I loved her big, naked tits.
'I'll be masturbating myself over this wonderful day for the rest of my horny life,' I thought to myself.
Then, not done stripping herself naked, as if having a sexual fantasy of my aunt, as my prick grew bigger and harder, I watched her nightgown slowly and sexily fall to her feet to expose her red, trimmed pussy. Within seconds, she had stripped herself naked. Within seconds, I had a huge erection. Not believing what I was seeing, my aunt was naked. My aunt was totally naked.
'I can't believe that I was seeing my aunt without her clothes,' I thought while staring at her naked body. 'I'll be masturbating over seeing my aunt strip herself naked, tonight, tomorrow, and for the rest of my life,' I thought again while eager to masturbate myself.
# # #
Embarrassed as much as I was sexually excited, not knowing if I should stay, leave, or have sex with my aunt, all that I could do was stare. Shocked to see my aunt in her birthday suit, I stood on the ladder flabbergasted while staring down at her. Seemingly unembarrassed and unashamed, my aunt stripped herself naked, totally naked, in front of me. Unable to remove my eyes from my aunt's beautiful, naked body, as if it all happened in slow motion, I replayed watching her wiggle out of her nightgown to dress herself in her professional work clothes, a smart looking, business suit.
'Doesn't she know that I'm standing on the ladder staring down at her while ogling her naked body,' I thought while not knowing what to make of my aunt stripping herself naked in front of me? 'How could she not know that I can see her stripping herself naked,' I thought? 'Can't she see me staring down at her from my perch on the ladder? Doesn't she care that I'm seeing her without her clothes?'
First, before she even stripped herself naked, if that wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my aunt in her sheer and sexy nightgown without her having the modesty to wear a robe over it. The first time seeing her in such a sexually revealing nightgown, modestly moral, she always wears a robe over her sheer and sexy nightgowns. Then, when she lowered her nightgown straps, removed them from her arms, and allowed her bodice to fall to her waist to expose her naked D cup breasts, stunned, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my aunt topless.
'My aunt is topless. I'm seeing her big, naked breasts,' I thought to myself.
Finally, when she wiggled herself out of her nightgown, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my aunt naked. If it wasn't enough that I saw my aunt topless, I saw her naked, too. I not only saw her naked breasts but also, I saw her naked, shapely ass, and her red, trimmed pussy.
'My aunt is naked. I can't believe I'm seeing my aunt naked,' I thought.
I stared at her naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before.
'My aunt has such big, and shapely breasts,' I thought. 'I'd love to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and grope them with one hand while sucking her erect nipples and rubbing her clit and masturbating her pussy with my other hand. I'd love to masturbate my aunt,' I thought.
Lastly, when she allowed her nightgown to fall to her feet, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my aunt naked, totally naked. As shocked as much as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her without her clothes. Again, not removing my eyes from her naked body, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my aunt's naked, breasts, her shapely ass, and her red, trimmed pussy.
# # #
Trying to memorize this naked vision of my aunt so that I could masturbate over and again later, I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life. For a 46-year-old woman, looking ten-years younger, she has an unbelievable body. She looked like a celebrity. If Jenny had red hair and was taller, instead of blonde hair, she'd looked like Jenny McCarthy-Wahlberg.
With a body like that, Aunt Maureen could work as a stripper. She could be a stand-in double for some celebrity actress who was too modestly shy to do a nude scene. She could be a men's magazine model. She could show cars at the auto show. She could hookup with some billionaire and travel the world on his mega yacht or on his private plane.
# # #
I didn't know what to think. What was I to think? I didn't know what to do. What was I to do?
Difficult for me to believe that she would willingly and consensually strip herself naked in front of me, I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me. Maybe, she forgot that I was still there painting. That's nonsense. How could she forget that I was there painting? If she didn't see me, she could certainly smell the paint fumes. Deliberately stripping herself in front of me, she wanted me to see her naked.
Making excuses for her, I wondered if she was in a panicked rush because she didn't want to be late for work. Still, she could have undressed and dressed in the bathroom. Yet, a sexual memory that I'll have for the rest of my life, a huge understatement, I'm glad my aunt undressed in front of me. Something that I couldn't wait to do later in her bathroom and/or in her bedroom, I'll be masturbating over her stripping herself naked after she leaves for work.
Perhaps, sexually teasing me, I wondered if she didn't care that I was seeing her without her clothes. Perhaps, with her more into women that into men, unembarrassed and unashamed, it didn't matter to her if I saw her naked. Then, again, there's the other side of it. Perhaps, sexually seducing me, my aunt was waiting for me to make the next sexual move. Perhaps, hoping that I'd touch her and feel her naked body while kissing her, French kissing her, and making out with her, she was expecting me to have sex with her.
To be honest, shocked after watching my aunt strip herself naked in front of me, with me not very sexually experienced, even though I was recently married and had a wife, I didn't know what to do. While holding my breath, I was in voyeuristic, sexual anticipation, as if it all happened in slow motion. Careful not to mess her hair, instead of lifting her nightgown up, over her head, and off, with her nightgown pausing, as if paying respect at every curve, she allowed her nightgown to slowly and sexily fall to her feet.
Replaying it over again in my mind, as if I was imagining it, stepping out of her nightgown, I couldn't believe it when my Auntie Maureen removed her nightgown. Shocked, I couldn't believe my aunt was naked. Stunned, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. This is my aunt, my mother's younger sister and not some whore. Now, instead of sexually lusting over my mother, which I still do, I was sexually lusting over my aunt.
Seemingly acting, unembarrassed and unashamed, she was naked, totally naked. I saw my aunt's naked, shapely ass, her big, naked tits, her erect nipples, her symmetrical areolas, and her red patch of trimmed, pubic hair. Maybe my aunt was a nudist. If she was a nudist, not telling my wife where I was going, I'd love to accompany her to a nude beach. With their eyes bulging out of their heads, I'd love to see men drooling over her while we walked the beach one way and walked back the other way.
Maybe, my aunt is a swinger. I never thought of my aunt participating in the swinging lifestyle. Yet, if she was a swinger, without my wife knowing and, hopefully, never finding out, maybe I could accompany her to one of her swingers' dances or home parties. After I had sex with my aunt, I'd love to watch her having sex with a man, a woman, and/or another couple. How hot would that be to watch her having swinging sex?
# # #
Then, as if making sure that I saw her without her clothes, showing no shame, modesty, or embarrassment, she turned her naked body to face me while talking to me. Not making a move to cover her nakedness, standing there with her arms by her side, she didn't even bother to cover her naked breasts with her forearm. She didn't even bother to cover her naked pussy with her hand.
Normally, when talking to my aunt, as if hypnotized and mesmerized by them, when not staring at the shape and the sheer size of her huge, blouse and bra clad breasts, I stare at her bright, blue eyes. Today, unable to get enough of her, impossible not to stare, I stared at her naked tits. I stared at her naked pussy. I stared at her naked ass.
Yet, never expecting to see my aunt, my dream woman, without her clothes, she was naked, totally naked. Pinch me, I'm dreaming, I couldn't believe my aunt was naked. I couldn't believe she had stripped herself naked in front of me. Difficult to wrap my mind around what I was seeing, my MILF of an aunt was totally naked. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, something that I never expected to see but always imagined seeing when masturbating myself, I couldn't believe I was seeing my Aunt Maureen without her clothes.
'Oh, my God. I can't believe I'm seeing my aunt's big naked tits, her red, trimmed, naked pussy, and her shapely naked ass,' I thought while staring at her naked body and saying it over again in my mind. 'I'd paint every room of her house if I could watch her dress and undress every day while I was there painting. I've always sexually fantasized seeing my aunt naked while masturbating myself. Now, no longer having to imagine what she looks like without her clothes, stunned, my sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my Aunt Maureen naked now.'
Returning the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, temped to do so, I wondered how she'd feel if I stripped myself naked in front of her. Tempted to do so, I wondered what she'd do if I stood before her without my clothes. I wondered what she'd think of me if I turned to face her and without covering my erect, naked prick with my hand while talking to her.



Would she look at my naked cock? Would she stare at my naked cock? Would she reach out hand take me in her soft, warm hand before moving to her knees to take in her warm, wet mouth? Or, would she look at me with distain, before looking away, and ordering me out of her house?
Perhaps, nakedness is different for a woman than it is for a man but it's all the same to me. Whether she's naked in front of me or I'm naked in front of her, I've never been as sexually excited watching my aunt strip off her nightgown and strip herself naked as I was now. I've never been as sexually excited seeing my aunt without her clothes as I was now. While replaying removing her nightgown over and again in my mind, I couldn't wait to masturbate over this. I couldn't wait to expose my naked prick to her.
Now, deliberately wanting to expose my naked cock to her, I wanted her to see me naked. Curious how she'd react, while wondering what she'd think of my erect, naked prick, I couldn't wait until my aunt saw me without my clothes. Only, I didn't know how to go about undressing myself and stripping myself naked in front of my aunt without looking like a pervert. It's one thing for her to strip herself naked in front of me but it's something else entirely for me to strip myself naked in front of her. Free to walk around however she wanted; this is her house after all.
'Auntie, if you don't mind, now that you're naked, I'm going to get naked, too,' I imagined saying to my aunt. 'In the way that you just did in front of me, I'm going to remove all of my clothes in front of you, too. In the way that you stripped yourself naked, I going to strip myself naked. I don't want to get paint on my clothes,' I imagined saying as my excuse for undressing in front of my aunt.
Daring myself to do so, sexually excited to do so, I wanted to return the exhibitionistic favor and strip myself naked in front of my aunt. I wanted her to see me naked, too. In the way that I saw her naked, ass, tits, and pussy, I wanted to see my naked ass, prick, and testicles. In the way that she did with me, I wanted to turn to face her while talking to her and while undressing myself. Yet, fearing that she'd tell my mother, her big sister, and/or my wife, too much of a coward, sexually controlling myself, I didn't strip myself naked in front of my aunt.
As if I had never seen a naked woman before, while memorizing every detail of her beautiful and sexy, naked body, I couldn't stop staring at my naked aunt. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. She was everything that I'd want in an older woman. Only, and alas, I was married and my aunt was more sexually interested in women than she was sexually interested in men. Besides, we were blood related and sex between us would not only be forbidden but deemed as incest.
Nonetheless, I couldn't stop staring at her huge, naked, and shapely D cup breasts. I couldn't stop staring at her symmetrical areolas and her big, erect nipples. As bright as a red, warning light not to touch, I couldn't stop staring at her patch of red, trimmed, pubic hair. Then, when she turned and bent at the waist to finish dressing, I couldn't stop staring at her shapely, naked ass and the back of her glistening, moist pussy. The definition of a mother that I'd like to fuck, my aunt was definitely a MILF.
# # #
"So, what do you think of the color, Brian," my aunt asked while still naked and talking to me as if she was fully dressed? Hard not to stare at her big, naked breasts, I stared at her big, naked breasts. "The luck of the Irish, the same color as a shamrock, a four-leaf clover, and a Leprechaun, where most redheads like red or blue as their favorite color, green is my favorite color," she said. "I love all shades of green."
Dangling from her hand, as if it was an over-the-shoulder bolder holder, she held her big, white brassiere in one hand and a green, paint color sample in her other hand. She continued talking to me as if she was fully dressed before putting down the paint sample to put on her bra over her huge D cup breasts. I stared more at her naked tits than I stared at her paint chip.
Then, as if hypnotized, I stared at her bra that she held in her hand. Mesmerizing me, when she put on her bra, I stared at my aunt standing before me in just her big, white brasserie. Her breasts looked even bigger when confined in her bra. I wished I could touch them and feel them.
Her tits looked like weapons. They looked like personal torpedoes. Her bra cups look as if each one could hold a hand grenade along with her tits. She was a dangerous woman for any man who loved a big, breasted woman and, indeed, I was such a man.
"I think green is a calming color," she said stepping into her panties while still talking. She stared up at me while giving me one, long, last look of her red pussy. She slowly pulled her panties up and over her trimmed, red pubic hair and shapely, naked ass. As if I was a teenaged boy seeing a naked woman for the first time, my growing erection tented my pants. "What do you think," she asked looking up at me standing on the ladder and staring down at her?
If it wasn't enough seeing my aunt naked, I couldn't stop staring at her in her bra and panties. Truth be told, most women look better wearing clothes than when naked. Yet, an exception to every rule, my aunt definitely looked better naked. Actually, she looked good fully dressed, in her panties and bra, or naked. She was on sexy and shapely woman.
# # #
I'd love to accompany her to a nude beach just to watch the multitude of horny men staring at her gorgeous, naked body. No doubt, there'd be a line of men following us. I imagined my aunt giving them a sexy, naked, masturbation show. I imagined her finding a private place behind a sand dune, flattening out her blanket, and masturbating herself in front of them while surrounded by a crowd of men.
I imagined the men masturbating with her. I imagined her allowing the men to cum on her and give her a cum bath as if she was at a bukkake fest. I imagined the masturbating men cumming on her stomach, her legs, her chest, and all over her face. I imagined her opening her mouth to swallow their cum.
'What do I think? I think I want touch and feel you everywhere while making out with you,' I wanted to say but didn't. 'I think I want to have incestuous sex with your naked body. I think I want to make love to you before fucking you,' I thought to myself. 'I think I want you to blow me. I think I want you to suck my cock and allow me to cum in your mouth and all over your beautiful face. That's what I think, Aunt Maureen. That's what I think and wanted to say but didn't dare.'
Yet, thinking that I wanted to rape her, I didn't dare say that to my aunt for fear that I'd frighten her. Other than my wife, at 26-years-old, having only had sex with one woman, my wife of two years, I hadn't seen very many naked women but I was thrilled to see my 46-year-old aunt without her clothes. Never thinking that I'd ever see my aunt naked, I couldn't believe that I was seeing Aunt Maureen without her clothes.
Truth be told, glad that she was leaving for work and would be gone for the remainder of the day, not a total loss, my ulterior motive was to be alone with her stylish wardrobe of clothes. Actually, relieved, it removed the pressure from me making a sexual move on my aunt. With my aunt so very sexually experienced, I wouldn't know what to do and how to go about doing it. She worked in the fashion industry and had some beautiful things, all in my size.
After I finished painting, my plan was to spend the rest of the day trying on my aunt's beautiful and sexy clothes. I loved looking at, touching them, and feeling her clothes. Trying some of them on, and then going through her lingerie drawer to fondle her bras and panties, I felt as I died and went to crossdressing Heaven. Never did I ever think that I'd be alone with my aunt's wardrobe of clothes and her sexy underwear. Again, I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life.
# # #
As I've already written and attested to that my aunt has big tits, huge breasts. The same cup size as Katy Perry, Ivanka Trump, and Melania Trump, she takes a size 36 D cup bra and her daughter, my cousin, Colleen, has big tits, too. She takes a size 36 D cup bra also. I know because I rooted through their laundry basket when I used their bathroom while visiting their house.
A winning combination, two tall, and good-looking, big breasted, redheaded women, unable to help myself, I love my aunt as much as I love my cousin. Having always been sexually attracted to big breasted women, unable to help myself, I love women with big tits, the bigger the better. Wishing that I could see my cousin's naked tits in the way that I saw her mother's naked tits today, I love their big tits. The fact that my aunt and my cousin both have big tits is a sexual bonus in my physical and sexual attraction to them.
Only, while going through her lingerie drawer, at the very bottom under a pile of panties, I was surprised to find a stack of love letters with photos from her secret, lesbian lover, Christine. With my aunt the last woman who I'd suspect of being lesbian, I looked through the proof that she was, indeed, lesbian. Obviously taken by Christine, there were photos of my aunt's big tits, of her red pussy, and of her shapely naked ass. There were pictures of her in her bra and panties, in her sexy nightgowns, in her one-piece bathing suits, sexy bikinis, topless pictures, and pictures of her naked.
There were pictures of Christine's huge breasts, of her brown, trimmed pussy, and of her shapely, naked ass. There were pictures of Christine in her bra and panties, in her sexy nightgowns, in her bathing suits, topless, and naked. There were pictures of them both naked and kissing. Older than her by several years, Christine was 54 and married.
An amazon like woman, Christine was 6'2" tall and a 6'5' giant with heels. She had gigantic 40 double D size breasts. I'd love to rub my face between her naked tits. I'd love to fuck her cleavage and cum all over her breasts.
I'd love to have a threesome with my aunt and with her lesbian lover. It's too bad that she prefers women to men. I'd love to eat Christine's bushy pussy before making love to her bushy pussy and fucking her bushy pussy.
Not even caring that she was more than twice my age, just as I'm sure that she could make me sexually very happy. I could make a woman like her very sexually happy, too. Only, even with my aunt and with my cousin, and even though Christine is alluringly tempting, I'd never cheat on my wife. The closest that I'll ever come to having sex with my aunt, with my cousin, and with Christine is when masturbating myself while sexually fantasizing having sex with them. Only, alas, they'd never have sex with me.
Christine has a beautiful 24-year-old, daughter, Helen, named after her grandmother. Where most women her age dye their hair blonde, Helen didn't. Happy with her hair color, she left her hair brown. She has beautiful, dark brown, long, lush hair. After reading a few of the love letters, I was sexually excited while imagining my Aunt Maureen having lesbian sex with Christine.
'Wow,' I thought. 'My aunt is bi-sexual. She's a licker instead of a sucker. I wouldn't mind watching her having lesbian sex with Christine while I watched and masturbated myself. I wouldn't mind having a threesome with my aunt and with Christine,' I thought.
Who knew? I never would have thought that she was sexually attracted to women. Who knew? I never would have guessed that she had a longtime, lesbian lover.'
# # #
Done painting, I decided to wash my clothes before leaving. I didn't want to get paint on her furniture or on my car seat. Something that gave me an immediate erection, something that I always wanted to do with her there, I removed all of my clothes while pretending that my aunt was there watching me undress and strip naked. In the same way that my aunt was, I was naked, totally naked.
While wishing she was there to see me naked, I stripped myself naked in my aunt's house. As soon as I removed my clothes, I had a huge erection. As if I owned the place, as if I lived there, I walked around her house while naked. In the way that I saw her without her clothes, I only wished my aunt was there to see me without my clothes. I wondered how she'd react if she saw me naked.
While waiting for my clothes to be washed and dried, I walked around her bedroom naked went through her clothes. In the way of a dog leaving their scent, I rubbed my naked prick all over my aunt's beautiful clothes. Touching, feeling, and fondling her clothes, I imagined I was touching, feeling and fondling my aunt's clothe body. Even with my aunt not home, it was thrilling for me to walk around her house and especially her bedroom naked while touching and feeling her things.
I only wished my aunt was there to see me naked and to see my naked, erect cock. Again, while wondering what her reaction would be, I'd love for her to catch me lying on her bed, masturbating myself, and cumming. I'd love to cum all over her clothes but I'd never do that. If I was to cum anywhere, I'd love to cum all over my naked aunt. I'd love to cum all over her face, across her naked tits, and in her pussy. Alas, relegated to cumming in a tissue, all I managed to do was to sexually frustrate myself.
In the process of masturbating myself while wearing my aunt's pink, sexy robe, stroking myself faster and stroking myself harder, I was ready to cum. Not wanting to cum on her carpet or on her robe, I grabbed some tissues and pulled her robe back to expose the full length of my naked 8" prick. While pretending she was there on her bed watching me masturbate myself, I was so horny that I couldn't wait to cum while still in my aunt's bedroom.
Then, hearing a noise, I stopped stroking myself to listen. Not hearing the noise again, I was unable to tell from where the noise emanated. Then, when I turned to face the bedroom doorway and looked up, my aunt was standing in her bedroom staring at my erect, naked prick. I was as embarrassed and ashamed; I was sexually excited. If it wasn't enough that my aunt saw my naked, erect prick, she caught me masturbating while wearing her clothes.
'My aunt saw me naked. She caught me masturbating myself. My beautiful and sexy Aunt Maureen, saw my erect, naked prick. She caught me wearing her pink robe. This has quickly gone from the best day of my life to the worst day of my life. Never have I felt as embarrassed and ashamed as I felt now.'
# # #
She let out a dirty laugh.
"Don't let me stop you," said my aunt while staring at my erect, naked prick as if she had never seen an erect, naked prick before.
Not expecting her for a couple more hours, she was home early. I was so wrapped up on trying on her clothes, on reading her lesbian love letters, in looking at her lesbian, naked pictures, and on masturbating after seeing my aunt naked that I lost track of time. Embarrassed, I pulled her robe tighter around me to cover my naked prick.
"Take it off. Take off my robe. I don't want you stretching it," she said saying that as her excuse for me to strip myself naked.
Obediently obeying my aunt as if she was my Dominatrix, I removed her robe. I was naked. In the way that I had seen my aunt naked, my aunt was seeing me naked. As embarrassed as I was sexually excited, as if I had taken Viagra, which I didn't need to take, I still had a huge erection that refused to dissipate. Instead of covering myself with my hand, I just stood there totally exposed in the way that she stood before me totally exposed and naked while talking to me.
Clearly knowing that I was trying on her things and wearing her clothes, she gave me a curious look. No doubt, she wondered if I was gay or just a crossdresser. She looked at her clothes off their hangers and spread all over her bed. Beyond embarrassed, I was humiliated that my aunt knew that I had been trying on her clothes and was a crossdresser. No one knew that I enjoyed wearing women's clothes, especially women's panties under my pants.
No doubt, she was probably thinking that I was gay, too. Only, I wasn't gay. I loved women, especially women with big tits. Unless I was in prison and forced to blow another man, I'd never suck another man's prick. I'd never allow a man to cum in my mouth and/or fuck me in my ass.
# # #
"Please continue," she said with a dirty laugh. "Don't hide your cock from me. You should be proud of that big monster," she said with another dirty laugh. "I was enjoying watching you masturbate yourself. Now, hoping you won't deny me the sexual pleasure, if you'd be so sexually accommodating, I love to watch you cum," she said. "Cum Brian, cum. Cum for Auntie Maureen. I want to watch you ejaculate a load of cum," she said.
As if mocking me or, again, as if she was my Dominatrix, she was stern in her tone, almost angry. Telling me to continue to masturbate myself was more like an order than a request. Yet, somehow, as if she was, indeed, my Dominatrix, I knew that I needed to obediently obey her. To be honest, with me so submissive, I was afraid to disobey her. So as not to disappoint her and so as not to make her angry with me, I needed to continue masturbating myself. I needed to cum. I needed to cum for my Aunt Maureen.
Only, if I was going to cum, I'd love for her to take over and masturbate me. Instead of cumming in a handful of tissues, I wished I could cum in my aunt's mouth. I wanted to cum all over her pretty face. I wanted to ejaculate a load of cum across her big, naked breasts. As if a dog marking my territory and leaving my markings, wishing I could give my aunt a cum bath, I wanted to watch cum dripping from my aunt's hair, her nose, her chin, and her breasts.
"I'm curious to know. Were you masturbating over me? Were you masturbating over seeing me naked," she asked while fondling her big breasts through her blouse and bra? "Were you surprised that I stripped myself naked in front of you," she asked with a sexy laugh? "Were you sexually excited to see me without my clothes? Did I shock you by showing you my naked ass, my naked tits, and my naked pussy?"
Not even catching her breath, as if she had wondered about my answers all day, she asked me rapid fire questions. Not even looking at her, I hung my head in shame. Thinking that I'd be sexually excited for my aunt to catch me naked and masturbating myself, I felt embarrassed. I felt humiliated. I felt perverted, especially after she caught me wearing her clothes.
Not answering my aunt, I kept my thoughts to myself. If I was a man, a real man, a manly man, and a macho man I'd take my aunt in my arms and kiss her. If I was a man, when she had removed her clothes in front of me and was naked, I should have made my sexual move to seduce my aunt. I should have touched her and felt her everywhere while making out with her. I should have pushed her back on her bed and fucked her.
'Yes, I was masturbating over you,' I thought. 'Yes, I was masturbating over seeing you naked. Yes, I was surprised that you stripped yourself naked in front of me. Yes, I was sexually excited to see you without your clothes,' I thought. "I'm sorry that I didn't act on that but with you my aunt and with me married, I was nervous. Truthfully, I was afraid that you'd reject me. I was afraid you'd tell my wife and/or my mother that I was in your bedroom naked, wearing your clothes, and masturbating.'
More embarrassed that I was caught trying on her clothes than her catching me masturbating, I was humiliated. Yet, I was sexually excited that my aunt not only saw my naked prick but also that she caught me stroking my cock. Instead of looking away, she stared at my naked prick. I couldn't believe my bi-sexual aunt stared at my naked prick. Clearly, even though she had a sexual preference for women, she still liked men enough to stare at my naked dick.



If she wasn't so domineering and if I wasn't so submissive, I imagined putting a heavy hand to her shoulder, forcing her to her knees, and sticking my cock in her mouth. I'd love to see my aunt on her knees with my stiff prick in her mouth and staring up at me with her big, blue eyes. I'd love to watch her stroking me while sucking me. I'd love to defile my aunt by ejaculating gobs of cum all over her face.
"Yes," I said submissively. "I was masturbating myself over seeing you naked."
She laughed a loud, dirty laugh.
"Please finish. I want to watch you cum," she said handing me a couple of tissues.
She lifted the front of her short skirt and stuck her hand inside of her pink, bikini panties. I watched her rub her clit and finger her pussy with one hand while fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra with her other hand. My aunt was masturbating herself to me masturbating myself over her. While continuing to stroke myself faster and harder, not taking me very long to cum, I ejaculated a huge load of cum in the tissues.
# # #
Then, thinking the worst, that my aunt would use this against me, I feared she'd tell my wife or worse, my mother, that I was naked and masturbating over her in her bedroom. I feared that she'd tell my wife and/or my mother that I was trying on her clothes. How embarrassing is that? I could never live that down. I never wanted them or anyone to know that I was a crossdresser.
Bad enough that my aunt knows my sexual secret but how could I look my wife and/or my mother in the eye ever again? What nephew masturbated over his hot aunt while trying on and wearing her clothes? Feeling like a total degenerate, I felt like such a pervert. I was as embarrassed as I was ashamed.
"Please don't tell my wife," I said. "And please don't tell my mother. I'd be so embarrassed. I'd be so ashamed," I begged my aunt not to tell.
She laughed.
"I'll tell you what I'll do. Quid pro quo. I'll keep your secret if you do a couple of things for me," she said giving me a sly and sexy look.
I looked at my aunt with curiosity?
'What? Do a couple of things for her? Except for killing someone, I'd willingly and consensually do anything for my Aunt Maureen. I wondered what she wanted me to do.'
My mind turned more sexual than thinking of household chores that she may want me to do.
'Does she want me to give her sex? I can do that. I'd eagerly finger my aunt's pussy while licking her and fingerfucking her pussy. I'd gladly fuck my aunt. I'd even allow her to blow me. I'd love to cum in my aunt's mouth, all over her pretty face, and across her naked tits,' I thought. 'If there's anyone who I'd love to give a cum bath to, I'd love to give my aunt a cum bath.'
I imagined my aunt in my arms. I imagined kissing her, French kissing her. I imagined touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes while making out with her. I imagined slowly removing her clothes. I imagined stripping my aunt naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere.
'I'd love to touch and feel her naked body everywhere while making out with her,' I thought while imagining at my aunt naked. 'I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with her huge, naked breasts and her beautiful, naked body. I'd love to bend her over the couch, pull down her panties, and fuck her, really fuck her. I'd love to cum not only in her mouth but also in her pussy, too.'
# # #
Surprising me, she reached in her drawer and pulled out her vibrator.
"First, move to your knees on my bed and spread your ass cheeks with your hands," she said. "I'm going to fuck in your ass."
Not thrilled that my aunt was going to fuck me in my ass with her vibrator, hopefully, this would lead to something more sexually pleasurable later. Never expecting her to do something like this, she stuck her vibrator in my ass. Meant more for her pussy than my ass, there was little effect other than a tickling sensation from the vibrator.
Then, in real trouble, she reached in her drawer again and grabbed her big, black dildo. Without lubricating my ass with lotion, she jammed her dildo in my ass. It hurt like Hell and I turned my head in pain to look at my aunt horrified. By the sadistic look on her face, she seemed to enjoy fucking me in my ass with her dildo.
"Ow, auntie, that really hurt," I said.
She laughed a demonic laugh.
"That's for taking my clothes off their hangers," she said ramming her dildo in my ass again.
That's for tossing them on my bed," she said fucking me in the ass with her dildo again. "And that's for wrinkling my clothes," she said pushing and twisting her dildo deeper in my ass.
She stared at me as if she was Joan Crawford and I was her daughter, Christine Crawford in Mommy Dearest. Then, pulling her dildo from my ass, she cleaned it with her disinfectant spray and wiped it clean with some tissues. Now I knew what it felt like to be fucked in the ass. I hoped I never went to prison because I couldn't take a steady diet of having someone's erect cock being rammed in my ass.
# # #
"I'm having a small gathering Saturday night, a few of my friends and my daughter," she said looking down at her dildo and appearing as if she was talking to herself instead of looking at me and talking to me. "I want you to be our entertainment, our live, sexual entertainment," she said looking up at me to give me a dirty laugh.
'Sexual entertainment,' I thought. 'What did she mean by that? Did she want me to have sex with her, with my cousin, and with some of her closest friends?' I was confused. 'I could do that,' I thought. 'I'd be happy to do that. I'd love to not only have sex with my aunt but also with my cousin. Further, I imagined her closest friends being as hot if not hotter than her.'
"Sexual entertainment,' I thought again while wondering what I'd have to do to sexually entertain everyone? "What do you mean?"
'Am I finally going to have sex with my aunt and my cousin in front of everyone?'
"I don't understand," I said when she didn't answer me. "What do you want me to do?"
She laughed another dirty laugh.
"As if you're a stripper at a CFNM men's strip club, while dancing to music, I want you to strip yourself naked in front of all of us. Then, I want you to masturbate yourself," she said giving me a sexy laugh and a naughty look. "If you do that, and if you cum for us, I won't tell your wife or your mother, my big sister, about any of this," she said. "This will be our dirty, little secret."
'Oh, my God. My aunt wanted me to strip myself naked in front of my cousin and in front of a few of her closest friends,' I thought. 'She wanted me to masturbate myself. She wanted me to cum. I wonder if she expected me to have sex with them, too.'
I was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited. I couldn't wait for Saturday night.
To be continued...
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Aunt Forced Me to Masturbate, Ch 03
A one-man sexual orgy, Brian not only has sex with his aunt but also, he has sex with his cousin, his mother, his sister, his grandmother, his wife's best friend, his mother-in-law, and his twin sisters-in-law.
# # #
Reread, Revised, Rewritten and Continued from Chapter 02:
"I'm having a small gathering Saturday night, a few of my closest, female friends and my daughter," said Aunt Maureen.
Instead of looking up at me, as if she was suddenly embarrassed asking, she looked down at her dildo that she was still holding in her hand after fucking me up the ass with it. With her not making eye contact, she appeared as if she was talking to herself instead of talking to me. I wondered what she was thinking but I didn't have to wait long to know what it was troubling her and what would soon be troubling me.
"I want you to be our entertainment, our live, sexual entertainment," she said finally looking up at me and making eye contact.
She gave me a dirty laugh and a sexy look. That was when I knew that my diabolical aunt was up to no good.
'Sexual entertainment,' I thought. 'What does she mean by that? Does she want me to have sex with her, with my cousin, and with some of her closest, bi-sexual friends?'
Filled with sexual anticipation and sexual excitement, I was hopefully confused.
'I can do that,' I thought. 'I'd be happy to do that. It's the least that I could do for my aunt after being caught trying on her clothes. I'd love nothing more than to not only have sex with my aunt but also with my cousin and some of her friend, too. How hot would that be going from mother to daughter peppered with having sex with her friends. Then, I wondered what her friends looked like. I imagined her closest friends being as hot if not hotter than her.'
As if she was setting me up, she laughed at my hesitation and at my confusion.
"Sexual entertainment,' I thought again while wondering what I'd have to do to sexually entertain everyone? "What do you mean?"
'Am I finally going to have sex with my aunt and my cousin in front of everyone,' I thought again while hoping that I would?
"I don't understand," I said when she didn't answer me. "I don't know what you want me to do. What do you want me to do?" When she didn't answer again, I added my incentive for her to ask me what she wanted me to sexually do. "I'll do anything you ask me to do, Auntie. As long as I don't have to kill anyone," I said with a laugh. "Just tell me what you want me to do and I'll do it."
She laughed another dirty laugh.
"As if you're a stripper at a CFNM, clothe female and nude male, men's strip club, while dancing to music, I want you to strip yourself naked in front of all of us. I want everyone to see what I saw. I want you to show everyone your big, erect cock. Then, I want you to masturbate yourself," she said giving me a sexy laugh and a naughty look. "I want you to cum in front of everyone."
I looked at her shocked. I looked at her with sexual excitement. I looked at her with sexual anticipation while knowing that I'd not only love to strip myself naked but also masturbate myself in front of dozens of hot, albeit lesbian and bi-sexual women.
"If you do that for me, and if you cum for us, I won't tell your wife or your mother, my big sister, about any of this," she said. "Something that no one needs to know what we do behind closed, bedroom doors, you stripping yourself naked, masturbating yourself, and trying on my clothes, will be our dirty, little secret."
'Oh, my God. Hard to wrap my head around, I don't believe this. When my aunt caught me naked and masturbating myself, I thought she'd be angry. Instead, she was sexually aroused. Now, she wanted me to strip myself naked in front of her, in front of my hot cousin, and in front of a few of her closest friends,' I thought. 'Seemingly, with nothing sexually off limits, she wanted me to masturbate myself. She wanted me to cum. I wonder if she expected me to have sex with her, with her daughter, and with her friends, too.'
I was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited. As if I was a professional stripper, I couldn't wait to strip myself naked in front of a crowd of horny, drunken, and screaming women. As if I was a professional porn star, I couldn't wait to masturbate myself in front of them. As if I was a pervert deliberately exposing myself, masturbating myself, and ejaculating in front of them, I couldn't wait to cum. As long as my wife and my mother never discovered what I agreed to do for my aunt, I couldn't wait for Saturday night.
# # #
Chapter 03:
The night of my naked, striptease show, my aunt rented a small hall with a bar and a dance floor. There were about three dozen women including my aunt and my cousin all talking and laughing at the same time. A female DJ played loud music with colored lights flashing overheard. Women were dancing and making out with one another. No doubt, fitting right in with the crowd, with women groping her and kissing her, the DJ appeared to be a bi-sexual or lesbian, too.
With the drinks free for me, I had a couple of quick shots at the bar for courage. Then, ready to strip myself naked while hoping for some sexual action, I moved to the middle of the dance floor. I received a warm welcome as if I was a real stripper. The women clapped and yelled when I first arrived. Then, immediately becoming impatient while waiting for me to remove my clothes, they stomped their feet as I danced to the music.
"Take it off! Take it off! Strip yourself naked! We want to see your cock," they chanted and shouted over and again as if this was their striptease show mantra. "Show us your cock. We want to see your naked prick."
Oddly enough but backfiring on her, my aunt thought I'd be embarrassed removing my clothes in front of her, in front of my cousin, and in front of women I didn't know and had never met, but I wasn't. Instead of being embarrassed, I was sexually excited. She thought I'd be sexually humiliated stripping myself naked but, instead of being sexually humiliated, I wasn't. I was ready to masturbate myself. I was ready to cum.
I was ready to show my naked body to everyone. She thought I'd be mortified masturbating myself in front of three dozen women and cumming but, instead of being mortified, again, I was sexually excited. If I was anything, I was horny enough to remove my clothes. I was more than ready to strip myself naked, masturbate myself, and cum. As if this was my sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't wait to strip myself naked, masturbate myself, and cum.
Opposite to what my aunt believed; I was eager to remove my clothes. With me an exhibitionist, I've always wanted to strip naked to a roomful of women regardless if they were heterosexual, bi-sexual, or lesbian women. I couldn't wait to show them my erect, naked cock. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself in front of all of them. I couldn't wait to cum in front of everyone. Clearly, my aunt underestimated the horniness of a man and of me. Unlike most women, men have no modesty and no shame.
Hopefully, while masturbating myself, women would come up to me and sexually solicit me. Hopefully, women would wrap their soft, warm hands around my big, hard prick and stroke me. Hopefully, women would move to their knees in front of me and take me in their mouths. Forget about cumming in a tissue, I'd much rather cum in a woman's mouth, any woman's mouth while feeling and fondling her naked tits.
"Take it off! Take it off! Take it all off! Show us your prick," they all said in unison. "We want to see your cock. We want to watch you masturbate. We want to watch you cum."
# # #
Giving them a show, showing them my sixpack, I turned one way before turning the other way as I unbuttoned my shirt. Then, showing them my muscular, upper body, sexually teasing them, I opened one side of my shirt to show them one side of my chest before closing my shirt and opening the other side of my shirt to show them the other side of my chest. I couldn't wait to strip off my pants. I couldn't wait to strip off my underwear and show them my cock.
In the way that Terry Crews flexed and moved his pectoral muscles on AGT, America Has Talent, I moved mine, too. With me not a stripper, I had no idea what I was doing but they all seemed to enjoy my amateurish, striptease show. Just moving in place, I didn't even know how to dance but, fortunately, my lack of dancing moves didn't matter. They all just wanted to see my naked prick. They all just wanted to watch me masturbate myself and cum.
Ever so slowly and ever so sexily, I removed my shirt to the cheers, yells, and screams of the women. I waved my shirt over my head as if it was a flag and then tossed it to one of the women. They made me feel like a star. Clearly, accustomed to men with beer bellies, I have a flat and muscular stomach. Accustomed to men with average sized, soft cocks. I have a huge, hard prick.
Encouraging me to show them more of my body, there were more applause, more yells, more screams, and more whistles. Women are much more vocal than men when at a striptease show. As if trying to concentrate to memorize what they all looked naked, while imagining being sexually with them, most men will quietly stare at strippers removing their clothes.
Then, while turning one way before turning the other way, I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. After opening and closing the front of my pants to show them my underwear clad erection, I finally removed my pants to show them my muscular legs. Dressed only in my tight, white briefs, as if I hid a big, hard banana in my briefs, my huge erection was clearly evident through my underwear. Something that my aunt can attest to, suffice to write, I have a big cock that looks even bigger when confined in my tight, white briefs.
Wanting to take my revenge, I walked over to my aunt who was seated in front of me to give her a lap dance and a private, striptease show. As if she thought she was fixing me and getting her revenge by forcing me to dance, strip naked, and masturbate myself in front of everyone, she gave me a shit eating grin. Saddling her thighs with my legs as if I was mounting a horse, I stood in front of her while dancing and humping the air.
Then, in a flash, exposing my naked prick to her, I pulled down and removed of my underwear. As if my prick was a live snake about to strike, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my cock inches from her mouth for the benefit of my aunt. With my naked ass to the back of the crowd, I was naked in front of my aunt.
Wanting to show everyone my prick, while stroking myself, I turned to the crowd of women to show them my naked, erect cock before turning back to my aunt. As if she had never seen my naked prick, seemingly hypnotized by it, and mesmerized by the sheer size of it, she stared at my naked cock. Ready to fill her mouth with all of me, my naked prick was gyrating in front of her face and poised only inches from her mouth.
After she stripped naked in front of me in her bedroom, not missing this golden opportunity to seek my revenge, I had wanted to return the sexual favor and strip myself naked in front of her. Now that I was naked with a huge erection, I put a gentle hand behind her red, pretty head, pulled her head forward. Then, catching her by surprise, I pulled her hair hard. When she opened her mouth to scream in pain, I stuck my erect cock in my aunt's mouth.
Not resisting me, she willingly opened her mouth and eagerly took me inside to suck me. Something that I had always wanted her to do, I couldn't believe that my aunt was blowing me. I humped her mouth and fucked her face. My aunt sucked my prick to the loud cheering of the women. I couldn't believe my MILF of an aunt was sucking my prick.
My aunt blowing me was something I never believed she'd consensually do without me having to force her. Surprising me, giving her friends a sexy show, even though she was now more interested in women than in men, my aunt was giving me oral sex. As if she was a professional cocksucker, she was really sucking my cock. After hearing about some of the sexual exploits of my aunt in her younger days, she was, indeed, quite the cocksucker.
Not allowing her to change her mind and pull away, practically sticking my engorged dick down her throat, I humped my aunt's mouth faster and fucked her face harder for a few minutes. Taking pleasure in doing so, I literally chocked and gagged my aunt with my cock. Then, taking a step sideways, I did the same to my 22-year-old cousin, my aunt's daughter, Colleen.
I've always wanted to have sex with my cousin. Having my wicked, sexual way with her now, I stuck my erect prick in my cousin's mouth. Clearly wanting to blow me, like mother like daughter, she willingly and consensually took me in her mouth, too. Seemingly enjoying giving me a blowjob, more than her mother enjoyed sucking my cock, my cousin stroked my cock while enthusiastically sucking my prick.
'Just like her mother, a great cocksucker, my 22-year-old cousin was such a whore, an incestuous whore,' I thought. 'How can she be such a whore at her young age,' I thought. 'Yet lots of women her age and younger work as prostitutes and strippers.'
# # #
As soon as I removed my erect prick from my cousin's mouth, was when I noticed my wife, Elizabeth, sitting with my mother, Rose, my grandmother, Mary, my sister, Irene, and my wife's best friend, Brianna.
'Oh, my God. What the fuck? I'm busted. My bitch of a sadistic aunt must have told my wife that I'd be stripping naked and masturbating myself. She said that if I agreed to do this, strip myself naked, masturbate myself, and cum, she'd keep our dirty, little secret. She promised not to tell my wife and/or my mother that I was naked in her room and masturbating myself while trying on her clothes.'
Bad enough she invited my wife to watch me strip naked but also, she invited my mother, my grandmother, my sister, and my wife's best friend. How dare she? What's wrong with the woman? How could she do this to me? How could she go back on her promise that if I stripped naked and masturbated myself, she'd keep this between us as our dirty, little secret?'
Women that I had sexually lusted and masturbated over one time or another for years, going beyond what was right and what was normal, was I about to have my wicked, sexual way with all of them now? No turning back now, instead of being embarrassed that my wife was there with my mother, my grandmother, my sister, and my wife's best friend, I was sexually excited. While hoping they'd take me in their hands before taking me in their mouths, I wanted to show them all my naked, erect prick.
'Oh, my God, such a turn on, my mother, my grandmother, my sister, and my wife's best friend are all staring at my naked, erect cock, thanks to my Aunt Maureen,' I thought. 'Thank you, Auntie Maureen. Thank you,' I said to myself.
Not removing their eyes from my naked prick, my mother, my grandmother, my sister, and my wife's best friend, all continued staring at my naked prick as if they had never seen a naked prick before. Assuredly, except when I was a baby and my mother had changed my diapers, none them had seen my naked prick before. My mother had no idea the weapon my cock had become. Then, not done trying to humiliate me, looking to the adjoining table, shocking me and surprising me, my mother-in-law, Barbara, and with my wife's twin sisters, my sisters-in-law, Ailene and Ilene were there, too.
Suddenly, I felt as embarrassed as I felt perverted for my wife to see me doing a naked, striptease show. Never expecting my aunt to do this to me, to invite the entire female side of my family to watch me strip naked, every woman I knew and had masturbated over was seeing my naked, erect prick. Yet, again, surprising me and shocking me, my mother, my grandmother, my sister, my mother-in-law, my sisters-in-law, and my wife's best friend all seemed to enjoy my naked show. Except for my wife, instead of looking away in embarrassment, they all stared at my naked cock in sexual arousal.
Encouraging me to give them a private, striptease show, they all clapped, cheered, and whistled to me dancing and flashing my big, erect prick. If their excited actions were any indication, they all enjoyed seeing my naked cock as much as I enjoyed showing them my naked prick. I'll be masturbating over exposing myself to my mother, my grandmother, my sister, my mother-in-law, my sisters-in-law, and my wife's best friend for the rest of my life. Daring myself to do so, should I or shouldn't I sexually violate one or all of these women.
I wondered if they'd all take me in their hands before taking me in their mouths. In the way that I hoped they were, I wondered if all of the women in my family were whores, incestuous whores. Only one way to find out, putting myself within their reach, I needed to walk closer to them. Daring myself to sexually molest them, only, these weren't whores that I picked up at a CFNM striptease show or at a bar. These were all of the women in my life.
'Oh, what the Hell,' I thought? 'I've gone this far. What do I have to lose? I may as well find out which of these women would consensually have sex with me. I may as well have some real, sexual fun with all of them and go all the way.'
# # #
I walked over to my wife and, unexpectedly and suddenly looking embarrassed for me, making me feel ashamed and guilty, she turned her head away and waved me off. Refusing to even look at me, she stared down at her lap. Suddenly, instead of feeling sexy being naked in front of every woman I knew, I felt like a pervert. When everyone else seemed to enjoy my naked body, my wife made me feel perverted.
'Oh, oh. Instead of getting in the spirit of enjoying a CFNM striptease show, why is she acting like such a bitch? No doubt, I'll be paying for this later,' I thought. 'Clearly, she is angry with me.'
Not reaching out to touch my prick, stroke my prick, and/or suck my prick, my wife looked mortified and humiliated that I was naked in front of nearly every woman we knew.
Misreading her, I thought she was enjoying the naked show but I guess I was wrong. The difference between men and women, most men will have sex in public where most women would only have sex in private. Clearly, she was embarrassed that I was naked and, based on my continued throbbing and pulsating erection, I was sexually excited that I was naked.
Looking much like her big sister Maureen, my MILF of a mother, Rose, a youngish looking 50-years-old, stared at my erect, naked prick as if she had never seen an erect, naked prick before. Perhaps, because it was my naked prick, her son's naked prick, made her more sexually aroused. Shocking for some but true for others, I loved exposing myself to my mother especially with her seemingly enjoying my naked show.
With her encouraging me with her big, blue eyes, and while staring up at me, she slid a slow and deliberate tongue across her full, red lips. Taking a chance that she wouldn't reject me, I hoped that she wanted to have incestuous sex with me as much as I wanted to have incestuous sex with her. With nothing to lose and everything to gain, I dared myself to walk over to her. Curious what she'd do, and not believing that she'd do anything, I wondered if my mother would take me in her hand before taking me in her mouth.
My longtime sexual fantasy that I masturbated over for years, I've always wanted to see my mother naked. I've always wanted to have incestuous sex with her. Never expecting that she ever would, I'd love for my mother to blow me. I'd love my mother to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. I'd love to cum in my mother's mouth while fondling her big, naked tits and fingering her erect nipples. I'd love to cum all over my mother's pretty face and give her a cum bath.



Then, as if reading my mind, stunned as much as I was sexually excited, I watched my mother slowly and sexily unbuttoned her blouse and expose her big, while, low-cut brasserie to my horny eyes. Surprising me and shocking me, not done exposing herself to my horny eyes, while staring up at me, she lifted her sexy bra over her big, D cup breasts. For the first time, and with such a prolonged view, I was seeing my mother's naked breasts and her erect nipples up close.
'I can't believe I'm seeing my mother's naked tits,' I thought.
Never removing my horny eyes from them, I continued staring at my mother's naked tits. Again, I'll be masturbating over this moment for the rest of my life. Mesmerized, as if I had never seen a woman's naked breasts before, I was frozen while staring at my mother's naked tits. As if hypnotized while staring at her erect nipples, my mouth moved in the shape of me sucking her tits.
Again, shocking me and surprising me, not waiting for me to respond, she pulled me to her by my wrists and moved my hands to her naked tits. My dream come true, with my hands all over my mother's naked breasts. I felt her big tits while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. As if I had never felt naked tits before, I felt, fondled, and groped her naked tits while fingering her erect nipples.
Then, shocking me again while sexually accommodating me, she did what I never expected her to do. She leaned forward and kissed the head of my stiff pick. Then, she licked my prick while cupping my balls in her soft, warm hand. Again, never thinking that she would, but hoping that she would, while giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile, she opened her mouth and took me inside.
'My mother is blowing me. I can't believe my mother is blowing me,' I thought.
Sexually surprising me and sexually exciting me, she took me in her hand before leaning forward to take me in her mouth. As if I was dreaming while imagining this, I couldn't believe it when my mother took my cock in her hand to slowly and lovingly stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me.
My mother was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe my prick was in my mother's mouth. I couldn't believe my mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe my mother was sucking my cock. In front of everyone without a glimmer of embarrassment or shame, my mother was stroking my prick while sucking my prick. She slowly stroked me while staring at my swollen prick before staring up at me.
'Difficult to wrap my head around, my longtime, sexual fantasy come true, my mother was sucking my cock. She's blowing me. I can't believe my mother has my erect prick in her mouth. I can't believe my mother is stroking my prick while sucking my prick,' I thought while watching her and memorizing everything she had done and was doing. I'll be masturbating over my mother sucking my prick for the rest of my life,' I thought.
I stared down at my mother staring up at me. As if she was determined for me to cum in her mouth, she stroked me harder and stroked me faster while sucking me deeper. Not having to encourage her, coerce her, or force her, my mother was masturbating me while blowing me.
Clearly, she wanted me to cum in her mouth. No doubt, she wanted to swallow my cum. Then, while still staring up at me, again, hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe my mother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock.
As if she was a champion cocksucker, seemingly all of the women in my family loved sucking cock. With her head moving back and forth and side to side, giving me an interactive blowjob, clearly wanting me and expecting me to cum in her mouth, my mother was really sucking my cock. Judging by the sexually aroused look on her face, my mother was enjoying sucking my cock. Only, not ready to cum just yet, I still wanted to test the sexual waters of the other women to see if they'd willingly have sex with me, too.
Something that I always wanted to know what it was like; I couldn't believe my mother was sucking my cock. While sucking me deeper, she stroked me harder and faster as if she was encouraging me cum in her mouth. I'll definitely be paying my mother a sexual visit later after the show. When there's no one else around to judge us, I'll be stripping my mother naked, eating her pussy, masturbating her, making love to her, and fucking her. Then, after giving her multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock, I'll have her blow me and cum in her mouth.
# # #
Literally fighting over my hard, erect, naked prick, surprising me, next, my big sister, Irene, took me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. Somewhat of a sexual prude and always acting as if she hated me, I watched my big sister fondle the head of my cock before kneeling in front of me to take me in her mouth. Something so hard for me to believe, taking me in her mouth, I couldn't believe my big sister was stroking my prick while sucking my prick.
With her not wearing a bra, she allowed me to stick my horny hand down the front of her low-cut top to feel her big, naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. From the first time that I saw my sister in her sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgown, feeling her big tits was something I always wanted to do. While she continued sucking my prick, as hard it was to fathom that my sister was blowing me, I couldn't believe I was finally feeling my sister's tits.
I couldn't count how many times I masturbated over imagining seeing my sister's naked breasts and feeling her tits while pulling, twisting, and turning her big nipples. With big tits running in my family, as if she was an Irish milk maiden, my sister had big tits, too. I couldn't wait to see my sister's tits. I lifted her top to see her naked tits. In shock that Irene was allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her tits, I'll be masturbating over feeling my sister's tits and fingering her nipples for the rest of my life.
My sister's breasts were as firm as they were big. I loved touching, feeling, fondling, and groping her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. A memory I needed to make; with her not stopping me but encouraging me, hopefully not pushing my luck, I lifted my sister's top to expose her naked tits. In the way that my mother and my aunt had beautiful and shapely breasts, my sister had beautiful and shapely breasts, too.
As if I had never seen nor touched big, naked breasts, my horny hands were all over my sister's big tits. I touched them. I felt them. I fondled them and I groped them before leaning forward to suck her erect nipples.
Clearly enjoying the sexual attention that I paid to my sister's naked tits, as if wanting me to cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. Making me feel sexually special, she stared up at me with her big, brown eyes and with my dick in her mouth. Still not wanting to cum just yet, my chance of a lifetime to have sex with every woman I knew, I needed to give each woman a turn with my cock.
In the way that I'll be paying sexual visits to my mother later, I'll be paying sexual visits to my sister later, too. In the way that I couldn't wait to have sex with my mother, I couldn't wait to have sex with my sister. In the way that I couldn't wait to fuck my mother, I couldn't wait to fuck my sister. In the way that I wanted my mother to blow me and to cum in her mouth, I wanted my sister to blow me and to cum in her mouth, too.
Always wanting more, I wondered if I could have a threesome with my mother and my sister. How hot would that be to not only have forbidden sex with my mother but also to have incestuous sex with my sister, too? How hot would that be to have my wicked sexual way not only with my mother but also with my sister? While going from one to the other, I'd love for them both to be naked and in bed with me. I imagined them taking turns blowing me while I took turns eating their pussies.
Just as I've always wanted to have sex with my mother, I've always wanted to have sex with my sister, too. Who wouldn't? A younger version of my mother and my aunt, she was as pretty as she was shapely and sexy. Eager and sexually excited to get her alone and strip her naked, I touched and felt my big sister's fully clothed body everywhere.
Then, lifting the front of her skirt, and pushing her knees apart, I exposed her bright, white, bikini panties. While staring up at her, I stuck my horny hand between her shapely thighs and cupped her pussy through her panties. Holding her pussy in the palm of my hand as if I owned her, while waiting for her to stop me, I pushed her panties aside with my finger. I rubbed her clit while fingerfucking her pussy. I couldn't believe my sister wanted me to masturbate her as much as I wanted to masturbate her.
Then, with her seemingly just as horny as I was, I continued rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy. I masturbated my sister. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my sister. I couldn't believe my sister was allowing me to masturbate her.
"Brian. Oh, my God, Brian. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Fingerfuck me deeper. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Brian," said my sister falling into me as if she was suddenly shot. "I'm cumming."
As if she was drunk or drugged, my sister slumped forward while silently enjoying the afterglow of sex. Shocking even myself that I dared myself to masturbate my sister and give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers, from my mother and my sister, I moved to my elderly grandmother. While daring her to do so and not believing that she would, it was Nana's turn to have her wicked, sexual way with my naked cock.
# # #
Again, shocking me, instead of turning me away as my wife did, seemingly in her readiness to blow me, an encouraging move, my grandmother removed her dentures. She carefully put them in a napkin, folded it, and stuffed her dentures in her pocket. Then, never believing that my Nana would expose her naked breasts to me, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Then, without modesty or shame, she lifted her top and her big, white brasserie over her breasts to expose her naked tits to me.
'I can't believe I'm seeing my grandmother's naked breasts. Frozen, all that I could do was stare. They're so big. They're so shapely. I'd never think that these tits belonged to a seventy-something woman,' I thought.
I stared at my grandmother's tits as if I had never seen naked tits before. For a woman in her 70's her breasts looked incredible. Seemingly women's breasts don't age in the way that the rest of their bodies do. Shapely and not sagging much, they weren't as wrinkled as her face. She looked like she had the breasts of a 40-year-old woman. Like my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, my grandmother had big, milkmaid breasts.
When I froze, unable to do anything, my Nana took my hands and put them on her breasts. Seemingly, she wanted me to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked breasts as much as I wanted to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked breasts. She wanted me to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples as much as I wanted to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
Obviously, like grandmother, like mother, and like daughter, my granny was just as horny as was my mother and my sister. Accommodating her I touched, felt, groped, and fondled my grandmother's naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. Again, something that I always wanted to sexually experience, I'll be masturbating over seeing and having my wicked, sexual way with my grandmother's tits for the rest of my life.
Returning the sexual favor of me playing with her big tits, she wrapped her elderly fingers around my hard, erect cock. She ever so slowly and lovingly stroked my cock before leaning forward to take me in her mouth. Difficult for me to wrap my head around, in the way that my mother and my sister sucked my prick, my grandmother was sucking my cock.
I couldn't believe my grandmother, Nana, was giving me a gum job. Sexually shocking me, something that I never imagined my grandmother would do, she was blowing me while stroking me and while staring up at me with her elderly, brown eyes. Without any encouragement from me, my grandmother gave me a hand job. Again, without any encouragement from me, my grandmother gave me a gum job.
While my grandmother had a good sexual time with my erect, naked prick, I had a good, sexual time with my grandmother's naked tits. I continued watching her stroking my cock while sucking my cock as I continued fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. To her sexual delight, I continued pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
If it wasn't enough that I was touching, feeling, fondling, and groping my grandmother's naked tits, I couldn't believe that I was pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, too. I leaned down to take her nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other. Just like my mother's, sister's, and aunt's tits and erect nipples, my grandmother had huge breasts with big, erect nipples. While stroking me harder and stroking me faster, she stared up at me with my cock in her mouth as if daring me to cum in her mouth.
Seemingly, as my mother and sister both wanted me to do, my grandmother wanted me to cum in her mouth, too. I couldn't believe my grandmother wanted me to cum in her mouth. Yet, saving my ejaculation for later, I wasn't nearly done having sex with more women. Alas, so many women and so little cum. In the way that I'll be paying my mother and my sister sexual visits later, I'll be paying my grandmother sexual visits later, too.
In the way that I couldn't wait to make love to and fuck my mother and my sister, I couldn't wait to make love to and fuck my grandmother. I couldn't wait to cum in her pussy. With her still stroking me and gumming my cock, when I visited her at her house, and with us alone in private, I couldn't wait to put a gentle hand behind my grandmother's grey-haired head and cum in her mouth. I couldn't wait to have sex with my elderly grandmother.
'Suck it, Nana. Suck it. Suck my cock. Blow me. Stroke me harder. Stroke me faster. I can't wait to cum in your mouth,' I imagined saying while talking dirty to my grandmother when I visited her in her home.
# # #
Not wanting to cum just yet, next, I moved to my identical twin, sisters-in-law, Ailene and Ilene. Not sexually shy, modest, embarrassed, or ashamed, they moved to the floor in front of me. With neither one of them wearing panties, they lifted their short skirts to expose their naked asses and naked pussies to me. I never thought that I'd ever see my sisters-in-law naked ass and naked pussies, yet, there they were. Getting herself glistening wet and ready for me, Ailene spread her shapely legs while rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy.
Moving in position for me to mount her, my wife's sister wanted me to fuck her. My sister-in-law wanted me to stick my hard, erect cock in her warm, wet pussy. While my wife watched with shocked disbelief, I mounted Ailene, while Ilene positioned herself over Ailene's head for me to finger and lick her pussy. My first-time having sex with two women at the same time, for those who haven't tried it, I highly recommend it.
Humping her slowly and lovingly, I made love to Ailene. Then, humping her harder and humping her faster, giving all the women in attendance a show of my naked ass going up and down and my cock going in and out, I fucked my sister-in-law. Returning my humps with her humps, the harder and faster that I humped her, the harder and the faster that she humped me. My wife's sister was a much better lover than my wife.
Then, in the way that they shared everything as twins, they switched. I continued fucking Ailene while lifting my head to eat Ilene's pussy. Again, as if I had betrayed her by having sex with every woman we know, my wife stared at me with anger and with shocked disbelief. Seemingly, she couldn't believe that I actually had sex with her twin sisters, my sisters-in-law. She looked at me as if to say, how dare I? Yet, with her not giving me sex, what did she expect?
Next, I fucked my other sister-in-law, Ilene. With the women changing positions, I was on top of Ilene making love to her before fucking her. As her sister did when I was fucking Ailene, she spread her legs, squatted down, and lowered her naked pussy to my mouth.
In the way that I did with her twin sister, I fingered Ailene while licking her. Fingering her deeper while licking her clit harder and faster, I couldn't believe that I was eating my sisters'-in-laws pussy while fucking her sister. Never did I expect that I'd be having sex with two women at once. Never did I expect that I'd be having sex with my wife's twin sisters, my sisters-in-law.
# # #
Next was my beloved Brianna. My wife's best friend. I loved Brianna. I truly did. The love of my life, I've always had the sexual hots for her. Blonde, tall, and beautiful with big, blue, expressive eyes, she was so sexy. From the first time I met her at my wedding, I was in love.
My sexual fantasy come true, I stood in front of her slowly stroking my prick. Then, when she took my prick in her hand and started stroking me, I put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head. I leaned her forward and when she willingly opened her mouth, I stuck my prick in the mouth of my wife's best friend, Briana. Surprising me, instead of rejecting me, she started sucking my prick while stroking my prick. Blowing me in front of my wife, her best friend, Brianna was giving me a consensual blowjob.
Ready to do so, but before I shot my entire load of cum in her mouth, I removed my cock from her mouth. I fondled her modest, B cup, naked breasts while kissing her, French kissing her, and making out with her. In the way that I'll be revisiting my mother, my sister, my grandmother, my sisters-in-law, I'll definitely be revisiting Brianna later.
Stopping at each table, I continued making the rounds. If it wasn't enough that my mother, my sister, and my grandmother all blew me, I had fucked my wife's identical, twin sisters. Then, not stopping there, I had my wicked, sexual way with her best friend, Brianna, too.
Whenever a woman waved money at me, typically an older woman and typically a twenty-dollar bill, I allowed them to take me in their hands before taking me in their mouths. Refraining from cumming, I must have had twenty hand jobs and twenty blowjobs from twenty, different women. Revisiting with my aunt again, I stuck my prick in her mouth again. Only, this time, determine to cum in her mouth, I didn't remove my heavy hand from behind her redhead nor my erect cock from her mouth.
She pressed her hands against my stomach while trying to push me away. She was determined to stop me from cumming in her mouth. Yet, not taking no for an answer, wanting to teach her a lesson after all that she had done to me, I was determined to cum in my aunt's mouth.
Embarrassing her in front of her lesbian lover, I humped her mouth harder and fucked her face faster. I didn't stop humping and fucking my aunt's mouth until I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth. Then, as if I was a one-handed rapist, I ripped my aunt's blouse wide open.
With cum dripping from her mouth and leaking down the top of her chest, inside of her long, line of sexy cleavage, and all over her white brassiere, I pulled up her bra. As if I had never felt big tits before, my hands were all over her naked breasts. Then, when I finally allowed her to release my prick from her mouth, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips on my cock, I shot a second load of cum all over her face, in her red hair, and across her naked breasts.
Something that I always wanted to do and imagined doing when masturbating myself over imagining my Aunt Maureen naked and having sex with her, I gave my aunt quite the cum bath. I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face, in her lush, red hair, and across her naked breasts. Oddly, unexpectedly, and curious enough, my wife came over to console my aunt who was sobbing crocodile tears. Hugging her while stroking her hair, they suddenly started kissing. While Maureen's lesbian lover watched with jealously, my wife was making out with my aunt.



Touching and feeling one another's bodies while giving one another deep, wet kisses, they were French kissing. Something that I never knew and something that would explain why my wife wouldn't have sex with me, my wife was lesbian or, at the very least, bi-sexual. Seemingly, she wanted to have sex with my aunt as much as I wanted to have sex with my aunt. I wondered, if one day, we could have a threesome.
# # #
While my wife continued having a lesbian affair with my aunt, eating one another while masturbating one another and making out with one another, I visited with my mother. Welcoming me with open arms, something that I always wanted to happen but was surprised when it finally did, I had incestuous sex with my mother. A longtime, sexual fantasy coming true, as if she was my date, I slowly removed her clothes while making out with her and touching and feeling her naked body everywhere.
Continuing to kiss her, I unbuttoned and removed her blouse, one slow button at a time while looking to see what each unbutton revealed. Then, French kissing, I unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. My mother was dressed in only her panties and bra.
Before removing them, I felt her through her bra and panties. Taking my time undressing her, I slowly removed one bra strap before removing the other while feeling the tops of her ample breasts and sticking my horny hands inside of her bra to finger her erect nipples. Finally, with my mother not stopping me but encouraging me to continue undressing her by turning her back for me, I unhooked the back of her bra. I allowed her bra cups to stay in place while I felt my mother's big tits through her big, white brassiere.
Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I allowed one bra cup to fall to reveal her naked breast before allowing the other bra cup to fall. And there they were, my mother's naked tits. She was topless. My mother was topless. I couldn't believe that my mother was topless. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my mother's naked breasts.
Allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts, I was all over her big breasts. I felt them. I squeezed them. I fondled them while turning, twisting, and pulling her nipples. Then, I leaned forward to suck her nipples. I was finally sucking my mother's tits. I couldn't believe that I was sucking my mother's nipples.
With my mother dressed only in her white, bikini panties, I continued making out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere. I felt her shapely ass through her panties before reaching my horny hand between her legs to cup her pussy through her panties. I fingered her panty clad pussy before pushing her panties aside to feel her warm wetness. I rubbed her clit while fingerfucking my mother. I masturbated my mother. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating her.
# # #
"Brian. Oh, my God, Brian. That feels so good. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Rub my clit faster. Fingerfuck my pussy deeper, Brian. Fingerfuck your mother," she said. "Fingerfuck my pussy as if your finger is your cock."
I rubbed my mother's clit harder. I rubbed my mother's clit faster. I fingerfucked her pussy. With her squirming all over the bed, I fingerfucked my mother deeper.
"Don't stop, Brian. You're going to make Mommy cum. Mommy is cumming Brian. Mommy is cumming," said my mother while holding my head between her hands and rubbing my face all over her wet pussy. "Oh, Brian. Oh, my God Brian."
While I rubbed my face with a hand towel, she flopped back in bed to enjoy the afterglow of sex. Still enamored with her naked breasts, while holding one another, I felt her tits and fingered her nipples. We stayed like that for a while. Then, as if she was my whore instead of my mother, I mounted her. I mounted my mother.
She took my erect cock in her hand and directed it to her wet pussy. I humped her slow and gentle until my prick slid into my mother's cunt. I continued humping her until my prick was buried in her pussy.
I couldn't believe that I was making love to my mother. Humping her harder before humping her faster, I made slow and sweet love to her before fucking her harder and faster. Again, something I thought would never happen, I never thought that I'd ever fuck my mother. With her returning my hard and fast humps with her hard and fast humps, my mother was now my lover. Staying with her overnight, I made love to her all night and fucked her all morning and all the next day.
When we weren't making love and fucking, my mother was sucking my cock and I was eating her pussy while masturbating her pussy. My mother not only blew me but also, she allowed me to cum in her mouth. I watched my mother swallow my cum. She even allowed me to cum all over her face, in her red hair, and across her naked breasts. As if it was my badge of honor, my mother allowed me to give her a cum bath.
My longtime sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe that I not only saw my mother naked but also that I had sex with her naked body. Never had I felt as much sexual passion as I was feeling when fucking my mother. Never had I felt such sexual bliss as I did when my stiff prick was buried in my mother's pussy and in my mother's mouth. Sexually teasing me with her tongue and with her eyes, I love it how she stared up at me with my prick stretching her mouth.
# # #
Next on my incestuous, sexual list was my sister, Irene. Our sexual attraction was undeniable. Since she had already sucked my cock at the party and allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her big, naked tits, it was obvious that she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her. After having forbidden sex with my mother, I couldn't wait to have forbidden sex with my sister. With my MILF of a mother going all the way, I wondered how far my sexy sister allow me to go with her beautiful body.
Making her intentions immediately known, not bothering to play games, forget about foreplay that led up to sexy things, she greeted me at her front door naked. My big sister was naked, completely naked. I couldn't believe my sister stood unembarrassed and unashamed in her doorway without her clothes. Anyone walking by or driving by would see my sister's naked tits, naked ass, and naked pussy.
Having never seen my sister naked before, I stared at her as if I had never seen a naked woman. I stared at her D cup breasts. I stared at her red, trimmed pussy, and I stared at her shapely naked ass.
As if we were a young, married couple on our Honeymoon, we had sex in every room of her house. For the following week, when I wasn't making love and fucking my sister, she was sucking my cock and I was eating her pussy. Clearly, my sister was just as horny for me as I was horny for her.
Having sex with my sister was much different than having sex with my mother. Not shy about having sex in any position, my sister was more sexually aggressive than my mother. More vocal than my mother, my sister knew what she wanted. Had I not gone from having sex with my mother to having sex with my sister, I never would have known how completely different they are. Thus far, having sex with my sister was the best sex that I had in my life. Yet, I suspected that would change, once I had sex with Brianna, the real love of my life.
"Brian. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Really slam your cock in my pussy. If you give me another sexual orgasm with your cock, I'll do whatever you want me to sexually do to you. I'll open the front door for pizza delivery naked. I undress in front of my bedroom window with the light on and the shade up for everyone to see my naked body," she said.
Things that my mother would never do, my sister was already volunteering all that she was willing to do with me.
"I'll flash my naked breasts to truckers on the road. I'll change in a dressing room without pulling the curtain all the way and while pretending that I'm unaware that there are men waiting for their wives or girlfriends watching me undress. I'll sunbath in the backyard naked in front of the lawncare and pool men," she said.
Then, she got this sexually excited look on her face.
"I'll even go with you to one of those XXX-rated theatres. With you sitting far enough away but close enough to watch me, we can pretend that we that we're not together. Then, when men approach me to feel my tits, I'll let them lift my top and my bra. As long as they're not too weird, I'll stroke their cocks while sucking their cocks," she said getting sexually aroused with the thought of men groping her.
I imagined watching my sister being groped. I imagined watching her giving men hand jobs and blowjobs. I imagined men cumming all over her hand, her naked breasts, and even all over her pretty face.
"We can attend a nude beach together where I'll give men a naked, masturbation show while they masturbate and cum all over me while you watch. Finally, something that I always wanted to do, we can pretend we're a married couple and go to a swingers' dance. Wouldn't you like to watch your big sister having sex with another man, a woman, and/or couple," she asked with her face full of sexual arousal?
# # #
Not to be denied, I visited my grandmother next. A bit old fashion, as if she wanted me to romance her, she wanted to go slow. She enjoyed me kissing her and making out with her while touching her and feeling her through her clothes.
Then, as if her naked body was a special treat that a grandmother would give her grandson, she allowed me to slowly strip her naked while continuing to make out with her. Taking my time having sex with my grandmother, she wanted to savor me removing her dress, her brassiere, and her panties. Then, removing her teeth again, she gave me another gum job.
I imagined all the fun my grandmother would have with men who could still get and maintain and erection at a nursing home. Something she never was before, a prude actually, she was sexually insatiable. She wanted my cock as much as I wanted her pussy.
Instead of fucking, she preferred making love. Instead of bending her over the couch, lifting up the back of her dress, pulling down her granny panties, and fucking her from behind, she preferred the missionary position. She preferred making love while French kissing.
One thing that my grandmother loved me to do and that I loved doing, she loved having her naked breasts touched, felt, fondled, and groped. She loved it when I pulled, turned, twisted, and sucked her big nipples. She loved it when I ejaculated all over her big tits.
Another thing that my grandmother loved to do that I loved her to do, too, was having her suck my cock. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my grandmother topless and being allowed to have my wicked, sexual way with her big tits, something she never did for my grandfather, she did for me. After she removed her dentures, she loved taking my stiff prick in her mouth. While stroking me, she gummed my naked cock. Feeling the pressure of her gums was so very sexually exciting.
"Suck my cock, Grandma. Blow me. I need to cum in your mouth again," I said while putting a gentle hand behind my grandmother's elderly head.
Then, she said something that shocked me.
"Maybe, I could have sex with some of your friends," she said. "I have girlfriends who are widowed like me who'd love to suck and fuck men a third of their age."
Every one of my horny friends that I asked was not only game to have sex with my hot grandmother but also with her elderly, horny friends, too. A place that I call home, my grandmother's mouth was so warm. Her pussy was so soft. I loved making love to my grandmother as much as I loved her gumming my prick. As if we were all swingers, I spent the summer having sex with my grandmother and three of her friends while they had sex with me and three of my friends.
# # #
Continuing to make the sexual rounds, next, I visited my wife's sisters. Just because my wife no longer sexually wanted me didn't mean that her sisters, my sisters-in-law didn't sexually want me. As if turned out, with them both exceedingly horny and ready for sex, they both sexually wanted me.
A long-term sexual fantasy that I keep secret, to have sex with identical, twin sisters, after having sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my grandmother, I had sex with my sisters-in-law, Ailene and Ilene. None of my friends would believe me if I told them that I not only had sex with my mother but also, I had sex with my sister, my aunt, my grandmother, and now my sisters-in-law. They'd thinking that I was lying. They'd think that I was fabricating sexual stories to masturbate over later. Yet, it's all true.
Instead of getting me alone with a one-on-one, they wanted a threesome. Having never had sex with two women at the same time before, I was curious what that would be like. Actually, sexually shocking but true, they wanted to have sex with one another as much as they wanted to have sex with me.
Never did I think that having sex with my wife's identical, twin sisters would be this sexually exciting but it was. Now, with my wife not giving me sex but, instead, preferring to have lesbian sex with my aunt, I wondered if I had married the wrong sister. Yet, surprising me, my sisters-in-law, Ailene and Ilene, were just as bi-sexual as was my wife, Elizabeth.
In the way my sister had done, the twins welcomed me at their front door naked. A sexually shocking surprise, as if I was seeing double, they not only had the same faces but also, they had the same, exact bodies. It was sexually exciting to see them both standing before me in broad daylight, buck naked. The anticipation of having sex with my identical, twin sisters-in-law who swung both ways was weird but sexually exciting.
Stunned, with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth open, I didn't know where to look. Looking from four breasts, two pussies, and two asses, I was in swingers' paradise. If this was how it would be like in Heaven, I couldn't wait to die.
Continuing to look from one identical twin sister to the other identical twin sister and back again, while thinking that I'd have to write their names on their foreheads, they looked so identical that I'd have a difficult time telling them apart. I couldn't wait to strip myself naked and get in bed with them. Actually, I wished I was married to them.
When one had a headache or was too tired for sex, chances are the other sister would want to have sex. Yet, on the other hand, with them being identical twins, when one had a headache and wasn't in the mood for sex, chances are that the other one would have a headache and wouldn't be in the mood for sex. Then, again, if one wife wasn't enough, I couldn't imagine having to put up with two, moody women when they got their periods, especially if they got them at the same time.
'I'm going out,' I imagined saying to my two wives. 'I'll be back in a few days after your periods are over.'
Fortunately, they had a king-sized bed. I imagined that if they had threesomes all the time, that would explain why they needed such a big bed. I couldn't wait to get in bed with them. I couldn't wait to have sex with them.
# # #
Wondering how they'd go about having sex with one man, I didn't have to wonder very long. As soon as I climbed in bed, they scooted halfway down the bed and positioned themselves on either side of me. With Ailene taking my prick in her hand to stroke me while kissing my cock, licking my cock, and sucking my cock, Ilene cupped and sucked on my testicles. A full-service blowjob, never have I ever experienced a blowjob that was so sexually exciting.
Then, as if they were tag team wrestlers, they switched. Ilene took my cock in her soft, warm hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. Ailene cupped my testicles while sucking my testicles.
As soon as I was hard, with her back to my cock and to her sister, Ailene lowered herself over my face. Facing in the opposite direction, Ilene lowered herself over my prick. Never having imagined doing this, I ate Ailene's pussy while fucking Ilene's pussy. Now, this was something that I could definitely get used to doing on a regular basis.
Timing their orgasms to accommodate the other, as soon as they had a sexual orgasm, they switched positions. Now, I was eating Ilene's pussy while fucking Ailene. After having years of missionary sex and bending my wife over a couch and fucking her from behind, I now knew what I had been missing.
# # #
Taking me a while to find her but with her always right there under my nose, finally, the true love of my life, I had sex with Brianna. I always sexually fantasized about her while masturbating over the thought of seeing her naked and having sex with her. I've always wondered while it would feel like to hold her while staring in her big, blue eyes and kiss her. I've always wondered what it would be like to French kiss her.
I've always wondered what it would be like to touch her and feel her through her clothes while making out with her before stripping her naked. Yet, never cheating on my wife, I put those thoughts in the back of my mind. Then, after my wife, Elizabeth, moved in with my aunt, Maureen, our marriage was officially over. After finally having a sexual relationship with Brianna at the party, I moved in with her. A whirlwind romance, even though we had known one another for years, I divorced my wife to marry my wife's best friend.
Now, always playing music while singing, humming, whistling, and dancing, never did I think that I could be this exceedingly happy, but I was. Never did I think that I could be this sexually satisfied but I was. Denying my true feeling and sexual desires because I was married to my wife, now that I was done with my wife and free of her, I've always loved Brianna. I've always sexually lusted over her from afar.
Finally, now, with her all mine, I was married to her. Never wanting children before, now for the first time I wanted to have kids with Brianna. Never wanting to be with another woman, I never thought or masturbated over another woman. Brianna was always the woman that I wanted.
With us both on the same sexual page, never have I had as much sex as I had with Brianna. The only way that I could have had more sex was if I had married my twin, sisters-in-law but they would have killed me. Granted, I would have died happy, yet, I can't imagine being any happier than I was now being married to Brianna.
'Brianna. Brianna. Brianna. I love you Brianna,' I thought while scribbling her name over and again on a note pad.
Tall, nearly taller than me without her heels, she towered over my wife. Naturally blonde with bright, blue eyes, and beautiful with B cup breasts, she looked like a high fashion model. Whenever we were out, all eyes where upon her. Every man and some women stared at her as if wondering why someone who looked like her was with someone who looked like me. In agreement with them, I pinched myself every day to see if I was dreaming.
THE END
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My Mother's Son
A strong bond that can't be broken, in the way that I'll always be a Marine, I'll always be my mother's son. I'm not a Mama's boy by any means, I just love my mother. My problem is, and it's a problem that many men have, I love my mother too much. Sexually attracted to her, I love my mother in the way that a man loves a woman and not in the way that a son should love his mother. I continually masturbate myself over imagining my mother naked and having sex with her.
With the two inseparably intertwined, mother and son, sexual attraction and sex, and with my mother a MILF, and me always horny, it was inevitable that I'd be sexually attracted to her. It was inevitable we'd come together one day not as mother and son but as lovers. With so much time wasted, I'm only sorry that it took so long to experience my sexual fantasy and experience my mother sexually.
With a woman who looks like her and who has an amazing body like her, who wouldn't be sexually attracted to her? Who wouldn't want to strip her naked and make love to her? Who wouldn't want to fuck her? Who wouldn't want their mother to blow them, cum in her mouth, and cum all over her face? Who wouldn't want to give their mother a cum bath?
She's so pretty. Looking ten-years younger than her fifty-year-old age, she's as shapely as she's sexy. Moreover, she has big tits, D cup breasts. I don't know what it is about big breasts but, I love big breasted women, especially big breasted older women.
Compared to my mother, the young women of today are so immature whores whereas my mother has it all together. Age, beauty, maturity, wisdom, commonsense, and smarts, my mother, if I say so myself, is one hell of a woman. Unembarrassed and unashamed to write, when thinking about my mother I think of her as my wife. If I could marry her I would.
Yet, filled with forbidden lust, instead of just being deemed her son, I wanted to be my mother's lover. Wanting to thread on the dark side, with my mother leading the way, I wanted to experience the forbidden. I wanted to have incestuous sex with my mother. I wanted to strip my mother naked and touch and feel her naked body everywhere while making out with her.
Thinking of all of the incestuous sex possibilities, I wanted to see my mother topless and/or naked? I wanted to know what it would feel like to finger my mother's pussy and what it would taste like to lick her. I wanted to know what it would feel like to masturbate my mother. I wanted to know what it would feel like to make love to her. I wanted to know what it would feel like to fuck her, really fuck her and pound her pussy harder and faster. I wanted to watch her have a sexual orgasm. I wanted to hear her cum.
"John. Oh, my God, John. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Lick my clit faster. Fingerfuck me deeper. Squeeze my tits. Pull, turn, and twist my erect nipples. Give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and your tongue. Make me cum, John. Make me cum. Mommy needs to cum," she said.
# # #
Author's Note #1:
Confessing his sexual attraction to his mother, Tina, John asked me to write the story of him having first time sex with his mother. The sexual fantasy of so many men but not many men live out their forbidden, sexual fantasies of having incestuous sex with their mothers. Not many sons experience seeing their mothers naked, touching and feeling their naked bodies everywhere, making out with them, and having sex with their mothers.
Sad to write but most mothers aren't as sexually attracted to their sons as their sons are sexually attracted to their mothers. Yet, with the timing and the circumstances right, having sex with his mother was something that John dearly wanted and would never forget having for the rest of his life. Surprising him, unbeknownst to John, his mother, Tina, sexually wanted her son as much as he sexually wanted his mother.
Not an easy thing for him to confess, especially with him using his real, first name, surely, his friends and/or his family who may read his mother and son story, may recognize him. They may identify him and know who he is. With him not thinking that there was anything wrong with him having sex with his mother, they may not understand his sexual attraction to her. Thinking him an incestuous pervert, they may think less of him. They may not understand that under the right circumstances, mother and son sex is not only acceptable but also a beautiful thing.
Think about it. With her housing him, caring for him, nursing him, raising him, and feeding him, who better to give him sexual pleasure than his mother? Especially with her no longer having a man in her life, with him loving her and appreciating her, who better to give her multiple orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock than his mother. If he's going to cum for anyone, he should cum for his mother. He needs to show her how much he sexually and intimately cares for her.
His dirty, little secret, something that goes without writing, John has always been sexually attracted to his MILF of a mother, Tina. Unlike other sons who just wanted to peep on their mothers dressing and/or undressing while masturbating themselves, expose themselves to their mothers, and/or fuck their mothers, he's always wanted to make out with her while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Instead of just fucking his mother, respecting her more as a woman than as his live-in, personal whore, he wanted to make slow and sweet love to her.
"I love you, Mom," said John when alone in his room and masturbating himself.
He imagined his mother laying beside him while stroking his cock.
"I love you, too, John," he imagined his mother, Tina, saying as she stroked him faster and harder while determined to make her son cum.
# # #
Think about it. Just imagine this sexual scenario. What if your mother agreed for you to touch and feel her through her clothes while making out with her? How hot would that be? Could you make out with your mother while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes?
What if your mother agreed for you to slowly strip her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere? How hot would that be? Imagine it really happening. Could you dare to strip your mother naked and touch and feel your naked mother everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother?
Imagine your mother spreading her legs for you, allowing you to mount her, and allowing you to slide your erect, naked cock in her warm wet pussy. How hot would that be to make love slow and sweet love to your mother while making out with her? Then, humping her harder and humping her faster, imagine fucking your mother. Daring yourself to do so, could you make love to your mother? Double daring yourself to do so, could you fuck your mother?
"Mom, oh, Mom. That feels so good. I love being inside of you while French kissing you," said John. "I love reaching around you to hold your shapely ass as I hump you harder and faster. I love feeling your naked breasts and fingering your erect nipples while making love to you. I love fucking you, Mother. I love pounding your pussy hard and fast enough to give you a sexual orgasm with my cock."
Tina swooned over all of the sexual pillow talk and over the intense sexual pleasure that her son freely gave her.
"I've never made love with anyone until I made love with you, John, my son," said Tina. "You're the best."
Admit it. Let's see a show of hands. If your mother walked to your bedroom in the middle of the night while you were sleeping, and while wearing her sexiest, shortest, sheerest, and lowest-cut nightgown, and climbed in your bed, what would you do? Trust me, with no one knowing what you do behind closed, bedroom doors, I dare write that even if she was eating crackers, you wouldn't kick her out of your bed. You'd definitely have incestuous sex with your mother. You'd make her your bitch.
"Mom, what are you doing here," asked John surprised to see his mother in her bed?
She was wearing her sheerest and sexiest nightgown. He could clearly see her nearly, naked body even by the dimness of the nightlight. He saw the shape and the size of her naked breasts. He saw her patch of brown, trimmed, pubic hair. Tina gave her son a sexy smile and a naughty look. She looked at him in the way that a mother should never look at her son. She looked at him in the way that a woman his age who was ready and waiting for sex looked at him.
"I'm horny. I'm sexually frustrated," she said reaching down to feel her son's already erect prick through his pajama bottoms. She kissed him and parted his lips with her tongue. Then, she pushed back his hair to see her son's handsome face. "Make love to me," she said. "Make love to your mother. I promise that if you sexually make me feel good, I'll sexually make you feel good, too."
# # #
I dare write that if your nearly, naked mother climbed in bed with you, you'd make out with her while touching her and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother through her nightgown. Then, slowing stripping her naked, you'd remove her nightgown. You'd touch, feel, fondle, and grope her big tits. You'd pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples while rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy. Then, as if you were her husband, with her giving you her consensual permission, you'd mount your mother and make forbidden, slow and passionate love to her.
Think about it. What would you do if your mother agreed for you to make out with her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere? How many of you would dare to feel your mother through her clothes while kissing her, French kissing her?
Would anyone say no to making out with their mother while touching her and feeling her through her clothes? I dare write, unless she was fat and ugly, really fat and really ugly, no man would possess the sexual control to say no to having sex with his mother. As if a rite of passage, having sex with our mother was something that we were born to do.
"John, you awakened me," said Tina shocked to see her son. "What are you doing in my bedroom? It's the middle of the night," said Tina surprised to see her son standing next to her bed naked and with an erection.
Making sure she saw how big it was, John slowly stroked his prick while staring sexily at his mother.
"I'm here to show my love for you, Mother. Knowing that your horny and sexual frustrated, I'm here to give you multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I'm here to make you feel good. I'm here to make you cum, Mother," said John.
# # #
Not stopping with just making out with her while feeling her through her clothes, taking his time with his mother while looking at what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button, John had always wanted to slowly undress his mother. His longtime sexual fantasy come true; he had always wanted to see her topless and naked body. He had always wanted to remove her blouse, her short skirt, her bra, and her panties. He had always wanted to strip his mother naked. He had always wanted to touch and feel his naked mother everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother.
Think about it. Just imagine the sexual scenario of having consensual sex with your mother. How hot would that be to slowly and sexily undress your mother? How hot would that be to willingly and consensually strip your MILF of a mother naked? How hot would that be to touch and feel your mother's naked body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother's naked body?
Could you do strip your mother naked? Could you touch and feel her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother? I dare you to strip your mother naked. I double dare you to touch and feel your naked mother everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother.
"John, oh, my God, John. Now, look what you've done," said Tina looking down at her naked self. "You've stripped me naked. You've touched and felt me everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother. It's wrong for you to touch and feel your mother's naked body everywhere. What's wrong with you? You've made me so wet," she said while barely able to speak.
Something so forbidden for him to do and for his mother to do, as well, John had always wanted to have incestuous sex with his mother. Seemingly so, as unbelievable as it was true, her secret sexual fantasy, she had always wanted to have forbidden sex with her son. Admit it. Especially if your mother made it clear that she wanted to have sex with you, especially if no one knew what you did behind closed, bedroom doors, wouldn't you love to have sex with your mother?
Something he'd never say to his mother, yet, something he thought every time he masturbated himself while imagining his mother naked and having sex with her. He wondered how she'd react if he said any of the below to her. Shocking him, he'd be the happiest man in the world if she said yes, allowed him to strip her naked, and allow him to have forbidden sex with her naked body.
# # #
"Mom, if you don't mind, I need to see you topless. I need to see your naked tits," said John.
Tina looked at her son shocked but with a glimmer of sexual arousal that he wanted to see her topless. She gave her son a sexually aroused look that he wanted to see her naked tits. Living like a nun in a nunnery, no one had seen or touched her naked breasts since she divorced her husband years ago.
"John, you can't see my naked tits," she said with disappointment. "I'm your mother. I'd be embarrassed to show you my naked breasts," she said while overwhelmingly wanting to remove her nightgown to show her son her naked tits.
He gave his mother a dirty look and a sexy smile.
"Moreover, that's not all, Mother. Needing to satisfy my sexual fantasy and my perverse, incestuous lust for you, I need to fondle your naked breasts while fingering and sucking your erect nipples," he said. "Please Mother. I need to have my wicked, sexual way with your big, naked tits."
Tina put her hands to her breasts to deny her son from seeing her naked breasts through her sheer nightgown. Mindlessly, while seemingly imagining her son feeling her naked breasts, she felt her nightgown clad breasts through her nightgown with both hands. As if imagining her son fingering her erect nipples, with him staring at her fondling her breasts, she fingered her erect nipples in front of her son.
"What? You want to fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples? What's gotten into you, John? If you're horny, go to your room and masturbate," she said denying her son glimpses and touches of her naked body. "If you're that sexually frustrated, find a woman your own age and have sex with her. There are lots of young women out there with big tits who'd gladly allow you to have your sexual way with their naked breasts," she said.
He laughed at his mother telling him to masturbate himself to relieve his horniness for his mother. He looked at her as if what she told him to do in finding a woman to have sex was ridiculous. Not wanting any other woman, the only woman that he wanted to have sex with was his mother.
"Further, Mother, if it's okay with you, I need to see you naked while fingering your pussy and licking your pussy. I need to eat you. I need to give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue," said John. "Please mother, pretty please, I need to make love to you before fucking you. I need to give you multiple. sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock."
After not having sex in such a long time, Tina swooned over the thought of having sex, again, especially having sex with the love of her life, her son. Allowing him to strip her naked, she'd willingly and consensually allowed her son to have her wicked, sexual way with her naked body. Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he'd never say any of those things to his mother. Not wanting to ruin their close mother and son relationship, he didn't know how she'd receive them.
Again, reticent to sexually solicit her, thinking twice about it, not wanting to take the chance that he'd ruin the close relationship that he enjoyed with his mother, he feared upsetting her. He feared that she wouldn't understand his sexual attraction to her. Thinking that he'd rape her, he feared that she'd be afraid to be alone with him.
Would she sexually reject him or would she sexually welcome his sexual advances? There was only one way to find out. Whether she welcomed his sexual advances or not, he needed to sexually solicit his mother. He needed to know if she was as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her.
# # #
Author's Note #2
What is it about a son wanting and willing to have sex with his own mother? What is it about a mother wanting and willing to have sex with her own son? Think about it. Really think about it. Imagine this happening to you. How dare he? How dare she? How dare they? What is wrong with them to even entertain the idea of having mother and son incestuous sex. Tell me, be honest, I want to know. Would you have sex with your mother if she was willing to have sex with you?
Think about it. Seriously? What are the odds of mother and son sex ever happening? A mother and son consensually coming together for sex is something that may happen in a book, in a movie, or when they're drunk, drugged, or forced by intruders but other than that, it was nothing more than a sexual fantasy. Incestuous sex doesn't happen, or does it? What do you think? Is consensual, incestuous sex a reality or fiction.
Imagine if you will, being locked in a pitch-black room, a room so dark that you cannot see your hand in front of your face. Imagine being naked, totally naked and totally vulnerable. Then, imagine hearing a sound.
Preying on your worst fear, you're not alone. There's someone else in the room with you. Who can it be, you wonder? You can't see them but you can hear them. As if you can hear them breathing and or hear their heart beating, you can sense their presence. You inherently know that there's someone there in this pitch-black room with you.
"Hello? Who's there? Hello? Is there anyone there? I can hear you but I can't see you," said John.
Then, unnerving him, he heard the person moving closer to him. Closer and closer, finally they're within his reach. He reached out his hands and was surprised to feel naked breasts, two big, naked breasts.
Then, he felt a hand reach out and feel his naked cock, his naked, erect cock. As he fondled her big tits and pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples, he felt her wrap her fingers around his erect, naked prick. Masturbating him, he felt her slowly stroking him.
Wanting to get more of a mental image of her, while hoping she wasn't fat, he reached his horny hand around her to feel her firm and shapely, naked ass. As if she was a blind woman, sightless in the dark, and for all intents and purposes, virtually, she was blind, she reached up to feel his face. Fortunately for him, she was a woman and not a man. Fortunately for him, she was as naked as he was.
John is alone with a naked woman that he doesn't know, had never met, and can't see. Without even knowing what she looked like, if she was willing to have sex with him, seemingly, he 'd be willing to have sex with her. Seemingly, with her already allowing him to have his wicked, and consensual way with her naked breasts and her naked ass while she slowly stroked his erect cock, undoubtedly, she was already, willing to have sex with him.
# # #
"John," asked his mother, Tina, with a long, fearful pause? "Is that you?"
To say that he was sexually excited that his mother was naked and with him in the dark was a gross understatement. If he was anything, his sexual fantasy finally coming true, he was sexually excited that he was there with his naked mother. He couldn't believe that he felt her naked breasts, fingered her erect nipples, and felt her naked ass. He couldn't believe that she wrapped her hand around his stiff prick and stroked his cock.



"Mom? I'm so glad it's you. I can't believe it's you," he said while finding comfort in groping her naked tits and fingering her erect nipples again while she clearly found comfort in continuing to slowly stroke his naked, erect prick. Pressing her naked body against his naked body, he reached out to hold her and hug her. "What's happened," he asked while whispering in her ear? "Why is it so dark?"
Obviously feeling better that they were reunited and were together, albeit naked, she sighed a sigh of relief that she was with her son. Interestingly enough, what they wouldn't do in the light of day, they would freely do in the dark. Something she may not allow her son to do, she allowed him to feel her naked breasts, finger her naked nipples, and feel her naked ass. Something she may not do to her son in the light of day, she wrapped her soft, warm hand around her son's big, erect, naked prick and stroked him.
"We lost power. The whole block is out. It's completely dark outside. So that we don't hurt ourselves," she said. "We should go to bed," she said.
Then, she said something that sexually shocked him.
"Sleep with me in my bed tonight. Too dark to find a nightgown without tripping over something and falling, I'll sleep naked. You stay on your side and I'll stay on my side," she said.
With him not a fool, not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass him by, he willingly and immediately agreed to sleep with his naked mother in her bed. Yet, with a heavy sigh, he rejected her request to sleep on the other side of the bed and not touch her. He may never get another chance to hold his naked mother, cuddle his naked mother, and spoon his naked mother.
"Yes, I'll sleep with you, Mother, but instead of staying on my side of the bed, if you don't mind, I'd rather hold you. I'd rather cuddle you. I'd rather spoon you. So that I know you're safe, I'd rather be close to you," said John to his mother as his sexual excuse to fondle her tits, squeeze her ass, and finger her pussy as she slept.
# # #
Author's Note #3
Every day, John imagined stripping his mother naked, having incestuous sex with her, and cumming in her pussy. While masturbating himself, he imagined what she'd looked like naked. He imagined what it would feel like to touch and feel her naked body. He imaged what it would be like to have sex with his mother.
He imagined her stroking him and sucking him. He imagined cumming in his mother's mouth. Then, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips and removed his prick from her mouth, he imagined cumming all over her pretty face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. He imagined giving his MILF of a mother a cum bath.
If your mother is too embarrassed, too modest, and too ashamed to have sex with you, her son, try this. Especially if your mother is already sexual attracted to you, I guarantee you that this will work. Close all of the shades. Pull all of the curtains tightly together. As if you lost power, turn off all the lights. Especially after unplugging the TV, the microwave, and the coffeemaker, it's totally dark, isn't it?
Now, I dare you to strip yourself naked. I double dare you to remove all of your clothes. Now, have your mother do the same. Have her strip herself naked, too. You may have to convince her but if she trusts you, especially if she's already sexually attracted to you, she'll follow your lead. Feeling comfortable within the confines of a totally dark room, I assure you that your mother will strip herself naked.
"Mom. You must trust me. I need to try something," said John to his mother Tina. "Call it an experiment in sexuality and in human nature."
Unable to see him, it was too dark in the living room to see anything. Rather than argue or protest over undressing and getting naked, she did exactly what he wanted her to do. Protected by the darkness, she was seemingly as happy as she was sexually aroused to remove her clothes and strip herself naked while in the same room with her naked son.
# # #
"What do you want me to do, John?"
Hoping that his mother would go along with him, with nothing to lose, he told her what he wanted her to do.
"You must strip yourself naked, totally naked. For this to work, you must trust me. You must remove all of your clothes. You must remove your blouse, your skirt, your bra, and your panties," he said enjoying saying every article of his mother's clothing that he needed her to remove.
While knowing that she was already naked, Tina laughed a naughty laugh. She gave him a look of sexual arousal that he did not see and could not see in the dark. No doubt, not hard to imagine, she wondered if they were going to have sex.
"I don't understand," she said playing his game as the morally modest mother. "Why do you want me to strip myself naked. What are you going to do to me when I'm naked," she asked with sexual anticipation and trepidation?
He returned his mother's naughty laugh with his sexually excited laugh.
"We'll see what happens. I'm already naked, Mother," he said taking her by her wrist and putting her soft, warm hand on his erect, naked cock.
Something she may not have done in the light of day, immediately, she wrapped her soft, warm hand around her son's big, erect prick. She laughed.
"I'm already naked," said Tina taking her son's hand and putting it on her big, naked breast again.
# # #
Surprising him, instead of pulling her hand away, she wrapped her hand tighter around his stiff prick and slowly stroked him. John couldn't believe that his MILF of a mother was masturbating him. A sexy game that he loved playing, he was happy that his mother was willingly playing his game of mother and son sexual incest. While he fingered his mother's naked pussy, he couldn't believe that his mother was stroking his stiff prick harder and faster.
Not needing to be asked twice, obeying her son, his mother had already removed all of her clothes. Indeed, she was naked, totally naked. While safely hidden in the dark, seemingly, Tina liked this game. After he had moved his hand away before, she reached out and took her son by his wrist again and put his hand on her naked breast again. In the way that she felt the full length and hardness of his naked cock, he felt the firm, softness of his mother's naked breast.
Something they'd never ordinarily do with their lights on, mother and son had sex. She allowed her son to have incestuous sex with her. Putting a towel beneath her and reclining back on the couch, she spread her shapely thighs and allowed him to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. She allowed him to masturbate her while eating her. She allowed her son to give her a sexual orgasm with his fingers and his tongue.
"John. Oh, my God, John. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, John. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Lick my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. I'm cumming, John. Mommy is cumming," she said before resting back in the softness of the couch to enjoy her sexual orgasm.
Then, after enjoying the afterglow of sex, once she recovered from her son eating her, with him seated on the floor beside her, she allowed him to mount her and make slow and sweet, passionate love to her. After he made love to her, she allowed him to fuck her, really fuck her hard and fast. She allowed him to continue to pound her pussy until she had another sexual orgasm, this time from his cock.
"John. Oh, my God, John. I'm cumming. I'm cumming again. I don't believe this. This is so unbelievable. Don't stop fucking me. Please don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me, John, fuck me. Fuck your mother. I'm cumming, John. Mommy is cumming," she said before resting back on the couch again to enjoy her sexual orgasm and the afterglow of sex.
Returning the sexual favor, with it still so very dark in their house, too dark to see anything, she could have been having sex with anyone other than her son. She moved halfway down the bed. It was so very dark but she didn't need a light to know that she had her son's erect, naked prick in her hand. She held her son's erect cock tighter in her hand before taking his stiff prick in her mouth. Determined to make him cum in her mouth, needing to taste him, Tina stroked her son while sucking her son.
Not stopping there, she continued blowing him until he ejaculated a big load of cum in her willing mouth. She swallowed all that he gave her. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from his big dick and removed his cock from her mouth, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her brown hair, and across her big, naked breasts. Showing her the intense, incestuous, sexual lust that he had for his mother, John gave Tina quite the cum bath.
A typical night dreaming about having sex with his mother, he had the same reoccurring dream every night. He dreamt that they lost the power. A sexy game he imagined they played, he dreamt that they felt comfortable enough with them not being able to see one another in the dark to remain naked. Continuing his sexual fantasy, he dreamt that his mother agreed to have sex with him. He dreamt of fingering and licking his mother's pussy. He dreamt of making love to her before fucking her. He dreamt of his mother sucking his cock, cumming in her mouth, and all over her pretty face.
# # #
My Mother's Son
After redeployment and redeployment, with so many of my buddies wounded and dying around me, truthfully, I never thought I'd make it home alive. Yet, from the time I was 18-years-old, after 13-years being a Marine, with most of my time spent in the hot spots fighting someone else's war in the militarized zones of Iraq and Afghanistan, I'm finally out. I'm going home. I'm finally going home to my mother.
Still on active Marine reserve duty, until they call me back to report, I'm free from active military service and slave labor. I do one drill a month and two weeks during the summer. It's not so bad, I not only get paid but I keep my status as a Marine towards my eventual retirement and I'm away from the real fighting.
As the tattoo on my shoulder declares, Semper Fidelis, always faithful, once a Marine, I'll always be a Marine. I'll be a Marine until the day that I die. Highly decorated for bravery and with chest full of medals and ribbons that looked impressive when wearing my Marine Corps dress blues, I'm proud of having reached the rank of staff sergeant. If they allow me to be interred there, I hope to be buried in Alington National Cemetery one day when I die.
Thanks to God and my good luck, not even receiving a scratch or so much as a bug bite, I was finally on my way home. I was blessed to return home uninjured. Many of my buddies, especially those who were shot and/or were victims of an IED, an improvised, explosive device, and lived through it, faced emotional and psychological trauma for years. Some of them who lost limbs and were severely burned, and are still suffering in horrific pain, wished they were dead.
Yet, done taking risks with my life for the good of someone else, not pushing my luck, no longer young and dumb, I had a foreboding feeling that if I re-upped and redeployed again, I'd die. Nevertheless, wanting to keep my retirement in check, and keep my head in the game, I signed up for Marine Corps active-duty reserves. Compared to the misery that I've already suffered through while at war, being part of the Marine Corps reserves was a cake walk. I could do this in my sleep. I could take whatever they throw at me with no problem.
# # #
Not having much family, my mother, my sister, and me. With my mother divorced from him years ago, my adopted Dad was no longer in the picture. It's been like that since I was six-years-old. Much better that way, when not depending on my mother, I learned to depend on myself. Still, it would have been nice to have a father in my life.
I've always wished for an older brother instead of a younger sister. Hard to get along with her sometimes, I never bonded with my sister in the way that I bonded with my mother and in the way that I may have bonded with my brother, if had I had a brother. Yet, we were more than mother and son, we were friends, best friends. A day without my mother by my side is a day without sunshine, and while stationed overseas, I've gone too long without my sunshine in my life.
My mother was picking me up at the airport. Knowing how excited she'd be to see me; using this as her occasion to dress sexually, I knew she'd be dressed to the nines. I knew she'd have a hair done and her makeup professionally applied. No doubt, she'd be wearing her uniform of choice, my favorite outfit, a short skirt that showed off her shapely legs and a tight, low-cut, blouse that showed her abundance of sexy cleavage.
I couldn't wait to see my mother. I hadn't seen her in 14 long and excruciating months. Fourteen months is a long time when you're eating dirt, ducking bullets, and praying to God that you don't run over and IED, an incendiary, explosive device in Iraq and Afghanistan, both God forsaken places, and die.
The last place that I wanted to die was in the desert. The last thing that I wanted was to be brought home in a wooden coffin with a flag draped over my dead body. Not my preferred way to die, I wouldn't want my body blown to bits and intermingled with someone else's dead body pieces.
Tired of surviving on MRE's, meals ready to eat, in a bug infested desert, I was ready to eat real food. I looked forward to my mother's home cooking. I missed her beef stew, her home-made clam chowder, her spaghetti and meatballs, and her freshly baked, apple pie. I missed her chocolate chip cookies, too.
Interestingly enough, nothing more than a mindless sexual fantasy, with me always horny, I imagined smothering my mother's naked body in whipped cream and with cherries on her nipples and on her pussy. I'd gladly lick the whip cream from my mother and eat the cherries from my naked mother. Better than cake, she'd make for a great dessert.
Relieved that I no longer had to lug around ninety-pounds of gear, in my ALICE pack, all purpose, lightweight, individual carrying equipment, my backpack was filled with weapons, batteries, and body armor, et al. If I don't have to kill another giant, Camel spider, spiders the size of my fist, King Baboon Scorpions, huge and furry Tarantulas, poisonous, and Black Widow spiders, that will be okay with me. Too big to step on and get spider guts all over my boot, my preferential way of killing those monsters was shooting them or burning them alive with my torch lighter.
# # #
I was relieved that I wouldn't be seeing my kid sister today. I was glad to save that homecoming visit for another day. Having so much to tell her, I just wanted to be alone with my mother without my sister interrupting me and taking over our conversation.
Besides, knowing that she wouldn't be there, my sister worked for Microsoft on the other side the country in Redmond Washington. After graduating with high honors from MIT, the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, she's making a lot of money working with computers, something that she loved doing. Don't get me wrong. I love my sister. I really do. I just needed to talk to my mother in private. After not having seen my mother in so long, I needed to be alone with her.
Actually, glad that my sister wasn't there to interfere with my reunion with my mother, I missed my mother more than I missed my sister. I needed to talk to her without my sister interfering. Taking a giant leap of faith, while curious how she'd react to me confessing my sexual attraction to her, I needed to finally and openly confess my sexual feelings for her. Hoping beyond hope, hoping we'd return home and have sex, I hoped my mother was as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her.
Even though I've never done anything sexually forbidden with my mother, other than a few sexually inappropriate photos and sexually inappropriate emails, I've been having sexual thoughts for my mother that made me feel guilty, ashamed, and embarrassed. I've been having reoccurring dreams of us naked and sleeping in the same bed together. More than just idle thoughts, wanting to clear my mind, I swore that if I made it home alive that I'd tell my mother how I sexual felt about her. Hoping she'd want to have sex with me, I'd tell her that I wanted to have sex with her.
Starting long ago, my sexual attraction to my mother always started out with me being horny. Whenever I was sexually frustrated, my thoughts moved to thinking about my mother naked and having sex with me. Always wondering what she was wearing, I wondered what she looked like in her sexy, bikini panties and in her low-cut bra. I wondered what she looked like topless. I wondered what she looked like naked. I wondered what it would be like to have sex with my mother.
Something that I couldn't believe she agreed to do, my sexual attraction to my mother grew when I continually asked her and finally persuaded her to send me sexy photos of her shapely body. Starting out innocently, she sent me photos of her wearing a short skirt and a low-cut blouse. My mother has long, shapely legs and a long line of sexy cleavage.
Yet, surprising me, she unexpectedly sent me a photo of her fixing her shoe with her knees parted just enough for me to see an upskirt peek her panty clad crotch. Making me want to finger and lick her pussy, I continually masturbated over seeing an upskirt peek of her sheer, white panties, her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her dark patch of pubic hair. Then, with her leaning forward, she sent me an accompanying down-blouse photo of her long, line of sexy cleavage and her revealing, low-cut bra.
Having never seen anything of my mother before, it was so sexy to see my mother's sheer, white panties, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut, revealing bra now. I masturbated over those photos for months. For her to send me those photos, I wondered if she was as sexually attracted to me as much as I was sexually attracted to her. I wondered if she enjoyed sexually teasing me by exposing her panties and her bra to me. I wondered if she masturbated herself while imagining me looking at her sexy photos, masturbating myself, and cumming.
# # #
Escalating my sexual lust for my mother, knowing full well that I'd be masturbating over these photos, sexually teasing me, she sent me multiple photos of her in her short, sheer, low-cut and sexually revealing nightgowns. With those sexy nightgowns revealing as much of her sexy and shapely naked body that I hoped to see, I didn't have to imagine much to imagine what she'd look like naked. When that wasn't enough, seeing plenty enough of my mother's body for me to imagine the rest, she sent me photos of her in her low-cut bra and bikini panties.
Then, sexually shocking me, after having one too many glasses of wine, so she wrote, pretending that it was unintentional and apologizing profusely, she sent me a photo of her topless and another photo of her naked. I couldn't believe it. I was finally seeing my mother topless. I was finally seeing my mother naked.
'Oh, my God,' I thought while staring at my mother's topless and naked photos. 'My mother is topless. I'm finally seeing her big, naked breasts and erect nipples. My mother is naked. I'm finally seeing her brown, trimmed pussy, and her shapely, naked ass. I can't believe my mother sent me such sexually revealing photos.'
Thinking that we were all going to die anyway, I showed my buddies the photo of my mother flashing her panties and bra. I showed them the photo of my mother dressed in only her bra and panties. I showed them the photo of my mother topless. I showed them the photo of my mother's naked tits. Proud of my mother's beautiful body, I showed them the photo of my mother naked. I showed them my mother's shapely ass and her brown, trimmed pussy. No doubt, they'd all be masturbating over my MILF of a mother.



"This is your mother," said one of my buddies not believing that Tina was my mother. "She looks too young to be your mother."
He passed around the photos of my topless and naked mother.
"I wish I had a mother who looked like her. She's hot," said another one of my buddies.
They nearly burned holes in the photos staring at them.
"I wish I had a mother who sent me photos of her big, naked tits, her shapely ass, and her trimmed, naked pussy," said another one of my buddies.
They continued passing around her photos and asked to see them again and again.
"You're a lucky son to have a mother who looks like her," said another one of my buddies.
I shared my naked photos of my mother with all of my buddies and they shared their naked photos of their wives and girlfriends with me.
"Have you had sex with your mother," asked one of my buddies?
He looked from the photo to look up at me.
"If she was my mother, I'd have sex with her," he said. "I'd tap that ass."
I gave him a hopeful look.
"No. Not yet," I said. "With her opening the door by sending me such revealing photos, I plan on telling her how I sexually feel about her when I get home."
# # #
Whenever alone with my thoughts, I stared at my mother's naked photos while masturbating myself. I couldn't believe my eyes. I stared at my mother's big, D cup, naked breasts, her pink erect nipples, and her symmetrical, brown areolas. I stared at her brown, trimmed pubic hair. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. I stared at all that I could see of her pussy and her shapely, naked ass. A great morale builder, I masturbated over those two photos every night and every morning.
Too many times to count, I found comfort in masturbating over my mother's semi-naked, topless, and naked photos especially during those dark and dismal times when I thought I was going to die. I masturbated over my mother while imagining kissing her, French kissing her, and feeling her through her clothes. I masturbated over her while imagining stripping her naked and having incestuous sex with her. I imagined making slow and sweet love to mother before fucking her hard and fast.
I masturbated over the thoughts of my mother wrapping her warm and soft hand around my big and hard prick. I masturbated over my imagined thoughts of my mother blowing me. While stroking my cock faster and harder, I imagined her giving me oral sex. I masturbated over the imagined image of her sucking my cock while I fondled her naked breasts. I masturbated of me cumming in her mouth, all over her face, in her lush, brown hair, and across her naked breasts. I masturbated over the imagined thought of me giving my mother a cum bath.
I masturbated so very many times over imagining seeing my mother in her sexy bra and panties, in her sheer nightgowns, and topless and naked. I routinely masturbated over imagining having sex with my mother. I masturbated over imagining her blowing me and cumming in her mouth. I masturbated over feeling her naked breasts, squeezing her naked breasts, and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Now, I needed to know what it would really feel like to see her naked. I needed to know what it would feel like to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked body everywhere a son should never touch, feel, fondle, and grope his naked mother. I needed to know what it would feel like to have sex with her naked body. I needed to know if my mother would dare to have sex with me or not.
Once I'm home, I imagined my mother sexually teasing me by leaving her bedroom door open as she dressed and undressed. I imagined her allowing me to see her topless and naked. After taking a bath or a shower, I imagined her walking around the house in just a towel that suddenly dropped at the most inopportune time. I imagined blow drying her hair while topless and with the bathroom door wide open.
I imagined walking around the house wearing just a t-shirt and my pajama bottoms without underwear. I imagined my erect, naked prick making a surprise appearance from my pee hole while serving my mother coffee. I imagined her staring at my exposed cock in the way that I stared at her exposed breasts.
I imagined my mother barging in my bedroom without knocking and catching me masturbating myself. With my eyes closed while wearing headphones, I imagined my mother staying to watch me cum. I imagined her raising the hem of her nightgown to her waist and removing her naked breasts from the top of her nightgown to masturbate herself to me masturbating myself.
With her so happy to see me, with a gentle persuasion from me with a hand to her shoulder, I imagined my mother moving to her knees and sucking my cock. I imagined my mother allowing me to cum in her mouth, all over her pretty face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts, too. While she stared up at me with her big, brown eyes, I imagined watching my mother swallowing my cum.
Intent on telling my mother how I sexually felt about her, with nothing to lose and everything to gain, I wondered how she'd react. Wondering if she'd welcome my sexual advances, I wondered if she'd reject me or invite me to sleep with her in her bed and have sex with me. I hoped my mother would give me forbidden, incestuous sex. I'd love to sleep with my mother in her bed. At the very least, with me wearing pajama bottoms without underwear and her wearing a sexy nightgown, I'd love to hold her, cuddle her, and spoon her.
Then, as soon as she fell asleep, I imagined lifting the back of her nightgown to her waist to touch and feel her naked ass in the dark. I imagined removing my erect, naked cock from my pajama bottoms and rubbing my naked prick against my mother's naked ass. As she slept, I imagined reaching around her to feel her big tits through her nightgown while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Giving her a sexy, sexual dream to remember, I imagined sliding my erect prick inside of her wet pussy and fucking my mother in her sleep.
# # #
With her so happy to see me, with her grateful that I arrived home safe, sound, and alive, would she encourage me to have sex with her or would she reject my sexual advances? That was my unanswered question. That was the one thing that I needed to know. Was my mother as sexually attracted to me as I was clearly sexually attracted to her. After sending one another hot and steamy, sexy letters, I'd love nothing more than to do all of the things that we wrote in those letters. I'd love to have sex with my mother.
Tempted to send my mother a naked photo of my erect, naked cock, I controlled myself from embarrassing myself and embarrassing her. Needing the mother and son sex between us to be consensually willing, the last thing that I wanted to do was to pressure her to have incestuous sex with me. Then, one day when things were at their lowest and when I thought that I wouldn't survive another day, I sent my mother a photo of my naked, erect prick.
Not stopping there, hoping that I didn't embarrass my mother but sexually aroused her, I sent a video of me masturbating and cumming. I told her in the video that I was masturbating while imagining her naked and having sex with me. I told her, wishing that I could cum in her mouth and in her pussy, that I was cumming for her.
"This may be my last contact with you, Mother. I'm masturbating over imagining you naked and you having sex with me, Mother. I'm masturbating over you blowing me. I'm masturbating over cumming in your mouth. I'm masturbating over you making love to me before fucking me. After masturbating over imagining cumming in your mouth, I'm masturbating over cumming in your pussy after fucking you, too," I said in the video.
# # #
I wondered if she'd looked at my naked prick and/or stare at my naked prick. In the way that I masturbated over her topless and naked photos, I wondered if she masturbated over seeing my naked prick, masturbating myself, and cumming. I wondered if she thought what it would be like to stroke me. I wondered if she thought what it would be like to suck me and for me to cum in her mouth. I wondered if she thought what it would be like to fuck me, give her a sexual orgasm with my cock, and cum in her pussy.
"My God, John, you have such a huge prick. Your cock is much bigger than your father's cock. Your prick is the biggest prick I've ever seen. I don't know if I could fit my hand and/or my lips around it, but I'd love to try," she wrote. "I'm unembarrassed and unashamed to say this but, in the way that you love my big tits, I love your big prick."
Then, she told me what she was thinking.
"Not that I didn't appreciate it, but what possessed you to send me, your mother, a photo of your naked, erect cock? I must confess, in the way that you, no doubt, masturbated over my photos of me topless and naked, I'm unembarrassed and unashamed to admit that I masturbated over seeing your naked prick," she wrote. "I masturbated over imagining holding and stroking your naked in my hand. I masturbated over imagining taking your big prick in my mouth. I masturbated over you burying your cock in my pussy.
With us both now on the same page, I couldn't believe all that my mother confessed. Shocked as much as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that my mother masturbated over me in the way that I masturbated over her.
"To be honest, while hoping you don't think me a whore, an incestuous whore, I'd love to stroke your erect, naked prick in my hand, suck your erect, naked prick in my mouth, and have you cum in my mouth. I'd love to fuck your erect, naked prick and have you cum in my pussy," she wrote.
As if she had lost her mind and given herself to incest, I couldn't believe all that my mother wrote. Yet, writing me pornographic letters when I was overseas and thousands of miles away from her while thinking that I was going to die and she'd never see me again was one thing. The question was, should I survive my military ordeal, would she actually go through with all that she wrote and have incestuous sex with me?
'My mother masturbated over seeing my naked prick. I don't believe it,' I thought. 'She'd love to stroke my erect, naked prick in her hand. She'd love to suck my erect, naked prick in her mouth. She'd love for me to cum in her mouth. She'd love to fuck my erect, naked prick and cum in her pussy. She'd love to have sex with me. My MILF of a mother finally confessed her sexual attraction to me.'
"I'm embarrassed to confess what I was thinking when staring at your naked photo while masturbating myself," she wrote. "If you were here with me now, I'd have no control over what I'd sexually do to you. At the very least, I'd suck your cock and allow you to cum in my mouth, all over my face, and across my naked breasts. Then, I'd allow you to make love to me and fuck me."
# # #
As I exited the airport, I immediately spotted my son on the runway ramp. He looked so handsome in his Marine Corps uniform. As if he was the only man there, my eyes were fixated on him. Smiling ear to ear with me as excited to see him as he was excited to see me, I couldn't wait to hug him. I couldn't wrap my arms around him. I couldn't wait to hold him in my arms while kissing him on his cheek and his forehead.
Only, surprising myself, not knowing what came over me, as soon as I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him close to give him a full, body to body hug, I kissed him. As if I was his wife, his girlfriend, or his lover, instead of his mother, unable to stop myself, having no control over my emotions, bad enough that I gave him a full body hug, I kissed him. I kissed my son in the way that a mother should never kiss her son.
A romantic kiss, I kissed him squarely and fully on the lips. Something I've never done before; surprising myself, I couldn't believe that I kissed my son like that on his lips. Then, not stopping there, daring myself to do so, taking the sexual chance that he'd push my tongue out of his mouth with his tongue and push me away, I parted his lips with my tongue.
Not even thinking that there was anything wrong with kissing my son, I French kissed him. If that wasn't sexually exciting enough that I French kissed my son, I couldn't believe it when he returned my French kiss with his deep, wet kiss. Immediately, right there in the airport, we were making out. Glad that the crowd had dissipated, we found ourselves alone in the terminal.
I was French kissing my son while he returned my French kisses with his deep wet kisses. Only, under his sexual spell and a slave to his lustful desires, I wanted him to touch me. I needed him to touch me. I wanted him to feel me everywhere through my clothes.
If he wasn't going to touch me, then I'd touch him. Again, daring myself to take sexual liberties with my son's sexy, hard body, I allowed my hand to fall to his ass. Something I never did before but always wanted to do and dreamt of doing, especially after writing and reading our sexually inappropriate, steamy emails, I touched, felt, fondled, and groped my son's firm ass through his clothes.
If that wasn't sexually exciting enough that I was making out with my son, I couldn't believe he not only allowed me to French kiss him but also, he allowed me to feel his fully clothe buttocks. Then, going for broke, while still French kissing him, double daring myself to do so, I moved my right hand to the front of him and felt his growing erection through his pants. Confessing all that I sexually wanted to do to him, I couldn't believe that I felt my son's cock, albeit through his clothes.
As soon as I touched and felt his cock, his big prick throbbed and pulsated with the touch of my hand. Clearly, he was as sexually excited as I was sexually aroused. Tempted to unzip him right there at the airport, I was tempted to move to my knees, pull out his prick, and stick it in my mouth. While he unbuttoned my blouse and removed my breasts from my bra, I was tempted to blow my son and allow him to cum in my mouth.
Surprising me and sexually exciting me, when I reached my soft and warm hand to feel his throbbing erection through his pants, he reached beneath the front of my short skirt with his horny hand. Swooning when he touched the front of my bikini panties, I thought I was going to faint. Something that I always wanted him to do; he was finally doing now.
# # #
He cupped and fingered my pussy mound through my panties. I couldn't believe that my son was cupping and fingering my pussy mound through my panties. The warmth of his strong hand sent chills through my entire body. My pussy was already soaking wet with sexual desire for him.
Then, sliding a slow finger along my pussy slit, he fingered me through my panties. My son was fingering my pussy through my panties right there at the airport terminal. I couldn't believe that my son was fingering my pussy through my panties. He was masturbating me through my panties.
Not stopping there, something that I never expected him to do, he stuck his horny hand inside of my panties. Already so very wet, he fingered my clit. Then, a bold move that I was happy that he made, he fingerfucked my pussy. Rubbing my clit faster and harder while fingerfucking my pussy deeper, something that I never imagined him doing, my son was masturbating me in the way that I couldn't wait to masturbate him.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe John is rubbing my clit. I can't believe he's fingerfucking my pussy. I can't believe he's masturbating me, his own mother.'
"Get a room," said a someone passing by.
With plenty of hotel rooms surrounding the airport, a good way to be alone with my son without distractions, I thought of getting a room with him. I couldn't count how many times I masturbated over sleeping in the same bed with my son. I thought of making love to him before fucking him.
I thought about stroking his prick while sucking his prick. I thought about him fingering my pussy while licking my pussy. I imagined him feeling, fondling, and groping my naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples. I thought about making slow and sweet love to my son before fucking him hard and faster enough for him to give me a sexual orgasm with his stiff prick.
# # #
Once home, I started cooking supper. I needed to fatten him up. He was too thin.
We split a bottle of wine at dinner and he opened a second bottle when we finished the first bottle. Again, daring myself to do so, I excused myself to put on something more comfortable and he excused himself to put on his pajama bottoms. Instead of wearing a flannel nightgown or pajamas, I put on a short, sheer, and sexy, nearly see-through nightgown.
Having already looked at myself in my full-length mirror, I knew that he could clearly see the size and the shape of my big, naked breasts through my sheer nightgown. When staring long and hard enough, I knew he could see my nipples and my trimmed patch of brown pubic hair through my sheer nightgown. Then, when I turned the other way and leaned at the waist to fuss with the TV, I knew that he could clearly see that shape and the size of my naked ass.
Normally, I only needed two glasses of wine to make me feel good. Yet, I need third glass of wine to make me want to sexually seduce my son and a four glass of wine for me to actually go through with it. Having never worn this nightgown before, buying it especially for my son, I felt so wickedly sexy wearing it.
When I flopped down beside him, having practiced this move previously, the hem of my nightgown nearly raised up to my crotch. Another two inches higher and he'd be seeing my naked pussy. Not smoothing it down, I allowed my nightgown to stay like that. I even raised it another inch. I was hoping that my son would reach his hand beneath my nightgown to finger my pussy in the way that he reached beneath my skirt, stuck his hand in my panties, and masturbated me at the airport.
When he moved his arm around my shoulder, I cuddled against him. I put my hand on his chest before moving it down his stomach. Hoping he'd move my hand to his pajama clad cock; I deliberately left my other hand on his thigh and only inches away from his pajama clad prick. I couldn't wait to touch him again. I couldn't wait to stroke him. I couldn't wait to suck him. I couldn't wait to make love to him. I couldn't wait to fuck him.
# # #
"Mother," he said with a troubled look on his face.
I've seen this look before. I saw the look on his father's face when he asked me to marry him. I saw the look on his father's face again when I told him that I was pregnant with his son. I saw the same look on his father's face when he wanted and needed sex. Yet, this time, it was my son looking at me in the way that his father used to look at me. As if I could read his mind, he didn't have to ask me the question. I knew what he wanted.
"Don't ask it," I said putting my manicured finger to his lips. "I know what you're going to ask me and my answer is yes," I said. "It's been a long day. Let's go to bed," I said taking him by his hand and pulling him along behind me.
As soon as I entered my bedroom, I turned on my bedroom light. I wanted to see my son naked and I wanted him to see me naked, too. Leaving my bedroom light on, as if I was a stripper on stage seducing an audience member, I slowly and sexily removed my nightgown as he watched. Then, as if they were on fire, he quickly removed his pajama bottoms.
Finally naked, we were both naked. Pressing our naked bodies together, I hugged him and he hugged me. I reached down and squeezed his firm ass before reaching around him to wrap my hand around his erect cock. He reached up to fondle my naked breasts and finger my nipples. Then, we climbed in bed and turned off the light. For the first time, I slept with my son and he slept with his mother. For the first time, we had incestuous sex.



While making out with him, I made slow and sweet love to him and he made slow and sweet love to me. Then, I fucked him and he fucked me. I returned his hard fast humps with my hard and fast humps. After we fucked, I stroked and sucked his cock and allowed him to cum in my mouth. Finally tasting him, I swallowed the full load of my son's cum.
Then, he fingered and ate my pussy and allowed me to cum in his mouth. Every night thereafter as if we were a married couple instead of mother and son, we slept in the same bed. We made love at night and fucked every morning.
"I love you, John," I said giving my son a French kiss.
He returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss.
"I love you, Mom," he said
I laughed.
"Since I sucked you and fucked you, please don't call me Mom. Call me Tina," I said with a sexy laugh.
Obediently obeying me, he amended his statement.
"I love you, Tina."
THE END
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Wife Helps Husband Flash, Ch. 01
Wife helps hubby flash her mom, sister, & friend.
Author's Note:
This is a true story as told me by Paul to write for him about his wife Maryanne who is a compulsive shopper. Teaching her a lesson for racking up credit card debt after he just paid off her credit cards, as his payback, he enlisted her help to flash his naked, erect prick to her mother, her sister, and her best friend. With her no longer giving her husband sex, he made a deal with his wife to help him expose himself.
After racking up thousands of dollars in credit card debt and paying it off, Paul cut up all of her credit cards. Unbeknownst to him, Maryanne applied for new credit cards behind his back and had already charged another $15,000 in credit card debt. Once he discovered her hidden purchases, after paying off her credit card debt again, he cut up all of her new credit cards again and forbid her to apply for anymore credit cards.
"If you apply for another credit card, the bill is your responsibility. I'm done paying for your compulsive shopping debts," he said. "You don't even need most of this stuff. You have lots of clothes, most of it unworn and with the tags still on them. You have dozens of shoes. You only have two feet," he said. "I have five pair of shoes, my black, dress shoes, my brown, dress shoes, my sneakers, my work boots, and my winter boots."
Then, he thought of a plan where they both could enjoy their passions. Her passion was shopping and his passion was sex. Namely, with him an exhibitionist, he enjoyed exposing himself to unsuspecting women while making his exhibitionism look unintentional and/or accidental. He masturbated later while recalling their reactions to seeing his naked, erect prick.
"I'll tell you what. While allowing me to flash your mother, your sister, and or your best friend, if any one of them is willing to have sex with me, I'll allow you to apply for a new credit card. If two of them agree to have sex with me, I'll allow you to apply for two new credit cards. If all three of them agree to have sex with me, I'll allow you to apply for three new credit cards.
# # #
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Payback is a bitch. After charging shoes and clothing that she really didn't need, merchandise that Maryanne didn't tell him that she charged on three, new credit cards, her husband, Paul, retaliated against his wife. Having already paid her credit card debt once before, done paying off all of their credit card debt again, hiding her purchases from her husband, Paul didn't know that his wife had charged another $15,000 in new credit card debt.
"What's all this," I asked when I opened my wife's closet while looking for wrapping paper?
Stuffed in the back of the closet, I pulled out shopping bag after shopping bag filled with clothes and shoes. All of the tags were still on her new purchases. She had so many clothes and shoes that she could open her own clothing and shoe store. A tall brunette with big brown eyes, modest, B cup breasts, and a nice ass, seemingly, with her free to spend all of my money, this is the price I paid to have such an attractive wife.
"Where did you get all of this," I asked looking at her while wondering if she had stolen it? "How did you pay for all of these purchases," I asked looking from the shopping bags to look at my wife in shock and in anger? "They must have cost thousands of dollars."
Maryanne quickly stuffed her shopping bags back in the closet, turned off her closet light, and closed her closet door. Clearly, she was embarrassed by her shopping addiction and that her husband had discovered her secret stash of merchandise so soon. Driven to do so, she was ashamed that she bought so much clothing and shoes that she didn't need.
"I charged it," she said in a soft and fearful voice.
I made a face. Not understanding how she could buy so much merchandise, I looked at her as if she was lying. Lying came easy to her whenever she was trying to hide her compulsive shopping. Whether lying about the price or when she bought it, she was always lying about whatever she bought.
"You charged it? You don't have any credit cards. How could you charge anything after I cut up all of our credit cards," he asked?
Not looking up at her husband, clearly as uncomfortable as she was embarrassed and ashamed, she stared down at her feet. She could return it but happy with her purchases, she spent so much time carefully shopping that she seldom returned anything. Practically living in the dressing rooms of stores, whenever she went shopping, she was gone for hours.
"Because we had no credit card debt, I continued receiving credit card offers in the mail. Ignoring most of them, I applied for three of them," she said with a shrug. "I only applied for the really good ones. I only applied for the deferred interest ones with no payments until next year," she said with pride as if she was a shrewd business woman instead of a sucker.
# # #
Done paying off her credit card charges, Paul stared at his wife with anger.
"Give me the credit cards, all of them," he said. "Give them to me now."
She removed the credit cards from her wallet and handed them to him. So that she couldn't order any more merchandise online or over the phone, he cut them up in pieces too small to piece together. He was done paying for her compulsive spending for things that she didn't need, didn't even want, and that remained in the closet with the tags still attached.
"Once I pay these credit card bills, I don't want to see you make another purchase unless you're paying cash with your own money," he said.
She looked at her husband with fear.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I couldn't help myself. I have a hard time passing up bargains.
Paul looked at his wife with anger.
"Bargains? Your so-called bargains cost me thousands of dollars in interest each year," said Paul. "Your so-called bargains are no bargains at all. They're a total waste of my money."
Maryanne looked at her husband with sad eyes.
"I promise not to apply for another credit card," said Maryanne.
He laughed at his wife.
"Oh, no. You're not getting off that easy," he said. "I don't trust you not to buy anything else. You can't help yourself from spending my money," he said. "Compulsive shopping is your addiction."
She looked at her husband with foreboding.
"What do you mean by I'm not getting off that easy? What are you going to do? Are you going to divorce me over a few credit card bills," she asked with trepidation?
She wasn't getting it. A few credit card bills? He laughed again.
"A few credit card bills? You call thirty-thousand-dollars' worth of charges a few credit card bills?"
I looked at her standing before me so vulnerable and sad. Hard for me to deny her anything, I still couldn't believe that I was married to this beauty. The prettiest women that I knew except for her mother, her sister, and her best friend good looks run in their family.
"No, I won't divorce you. Yet, since I've paid for your weakness, not once but twice, it's your turn to help me with my weakness," I said.
Maryanne looked at me with confusion.
"Weakness? What weakness do you have? What's your weakness? You don't have any weaknesses," she said with a laugh. "You're a strong man who is always in self-control."
# # #
Seemingly, Maryanne had no idea what my weakness was. Only human, my weakness was the same, sexual weakness of many men. Sex and big breasted women were my weaknesses. Yet, in the way that they could never live out their sexual fantasies, this was my chance to experience my sexual fantasies. Ready to lower the boom on her pretty head, I gave my wife a sexually excited smile.
"In case you don't know," I said pausing to look at my wife. "I'm an exhibitionist. I enjoy exposing myself to unsuspecting women," I said. "Sexually exciting me, I enjoy seeing the looks on their faces of surprised women when they see my exposed, erect, naked prick. I enjoy shocking them as much as I, hopefully, enjoy sexually exciting them," I said.
Shocked, as if she was one of the women that I flashed my naked cock to, she looked at me with disdain. She looked at me while not fully understanding why I'd want to expose himself to complete strangers, women I had never met and women I didn't know. She heard of men flashing themselves but she never expected me to be one of those men.
"You do? That's gross. That's so gross," she said. "What's wrong with you? Why would you do that? How can you do that? That's so perverted," she said. "If you're not embarrassed for yourself, I'm embarrassed for you."
I shrugged.
"It stems from the sexual abuse that I suffered long ago," I said. "In case you don't know, exposing oneself is one of the side effects of being sexually abused. I find sexual pleasure in shocking women and masturbating later over them seeing my naked prick while I make my exhibitionism appear accidental and unintentional," I said.
Maryanne shook her head in disbelief.
"Let me ask you this. How would you feel if I enjoyed flashing myself to unsuspecting men? How would you feel if I exposed my naked breasts, my naked ass, and my naked pussy to unsuspecting men, men that I didn't know, and have never met," she asked?
I laughed.
"Actually, if you were an exhibitionist, that would be hot. I'd love to watch you flash upskirt peeks of your panties and down blouse view of your cleavage and bra. I'd love to watch you flash your naked ass, naked tits, and naked pussy to unsuspecting men. We could flash ourselves as a couple. We could flash one another. We could join the swinging lifestyle and become swingers," I said with a laugh.
She looked at me as if I had lost his mind.
"Exhibitionist? Flashing together? Swingers? I'd never flash any part of my naked body nor would I have sex with anyone but with you," she said.
# # #
Not having a clue that I enjoyed exposing myself to women, she looked at me bewildered. Yet, as long as I didn't tell her about it and/or shared the disturbing, sexual details with her, and as long as I wasn't arrested and added to the sexual offender's registry list, she was okay with me flashing his cock. If I was willing to allow her to charge more purchases, she'd allow me to have my fun living out his sexual fantasies of exhibitionism by flashing my erect, naked cock to unsuspecting women.
Seemingly, the last sexual thing that she wanted to do; truth be told, she'd much rather shop until she dropped than to have sex with me. Truth be told, obvious to me now, she liked me but she never loved me. She was never sexually attracted to me. With her too much of a sexual prude, I had married the wrong woman.
Like many women, she stayed with me because I had money. I had a good paying job, a nice house, a new car, and I bought her a new car, too. Paying for her credit cards purchases within reason, the problems started between us when she overspent her allowance and went overboard on her shopping expenses. With her shopping allowance three-thousand-dollars a year, even for her, thirty-thousand-dollars in merchandise in two shopping sprees was a lot of money.
"This is my proposition to you, I'll pay off your credit card debt again if you help me expose myself to your mother, to your sister, and to your best friend. I'm curious to see their reactions to seeing my erect, naked prick. Moreover, if you refuse to give me sex, maybe one of them would give me sex. In the way that I'd love to see your mother naked and have sex with her, I'd love to see your sister and your best friend naked and have sex with them, too."
With her eyes bulging out of her head, Maryanne looked at me as if there was something mentally wrong with him. As if she had just swallowed a bug or swallowed something sour, she made a bitter face. She'd never agree to help me and enable me to flash my naked prick, especially to her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend.
"Eww, Paul," she said. "My mother? Seriously? You want to show your naked cock to my mother, your mother-in-law? What's wrong with you? Why would you want to do that? With you confessing your exhibitionism and with me knowing that you enjoy flashing unsuspecting women, I wouldn't be surprised if you wanted to show your naked prick to my grandmother, my aunt, and to my cousins, too."
I gave his wife a sexually excited smile.
"Actually, I would love to show my erect, naked prick to your grandmother, to your aunt, to your cousins, and to any other woman that you can help me to flash," I said with a dirty laugh. "A sexual fantasy of mine, I'd love to flash your mother my hard, erect cock. I'd love to see her reaction. I'd love to know if she'd look, stare, or look away," I said. "I'd like to know if she'd be sexually aroused seeing my naked cock or embarrassed."
Still not believing that flashing was my weakness, she looked at me as if he was kidding her. Except for watching football and watching porn, drinking imported beer, aged, single malt scotch, and smoking Cuban cigars, she never thought that I had any weaknesses. Traits that they should have learned long before they were married, they were more interested in having sex until she no longer wanted to have sex with him. She'd much rather go shopping than to have sex with her husband.
"My mother, a morally modest woman. She would never look at your naked prick," she said shaking her head. "My mother is not a whore. She's a good woman," said Maryanne putting her mother up on a high, moral pedestal. "She'd be embarrassed. She'd look away and pretend she never even saw your naked cock."
I smiled at my wife while paying what she said about her mother being embarrassed and looking away no never mind. I knew better. After her inebriated mother allowed him to have my wicked, sexual way with her huge, naked tits at my wedding when dancing with, I had a different opinion of my mother-in-law than Maryanne had of her mother. Especially after she said some sexually revealing things about her past sexlife, I surmised that, indeed, her mother was as big of a whore as was her sister and her best friend.
Know ye by the company you keep but, in this case, Maryanne was clueless. She had no idea that her mother, her sister, and her best friend were all whores. With a little encouragement from me other than flashing them my cock, I hoped that one, two, or all three of them would agree to have sex with me. At the very least, with all three of them having something that Maryanne didn't have, huge breasts, I'd love to see their naked tits.
# # #
"Then, after flashing your mother, I'd want to flash your sister, too," I said.
Maryanne looked at me as if he had lost his mind.
"My sister? Seriously? Bad enough that you want to flash my mother, your mother-in-law, but you want to show your naked prick to my sister, your sister-in-law, too?
Making another face as if she had swallowed a bitter pill again, she looked at me as if I was crazy.
"Yes, I do. After flashing your mother, I'd love to flash your sister my hard, erect cock, too. In the way I'd want to see your mother's reaction to seeing my erect, naked prick, I'd love to see your sister's reaction to seeing my erect, naked prick. I'd love to know if she'd look, stare, or look away," I said.
I gave my wife a dirty, little laugh and a sexually naughty look.
"In the way that I've always been sexually attracted to your MILF of a mother, I've always been sexually attracted to your big sister, too. Your sister, Victoria, is a real MILF. She's so pretty. She's so sexy. She's so shapely. Sometimes, with you no longer giving me sex, sometimes I wonder if I married the wrong sister," he said.
'Or, with your mother so sexually willing, maybe, I should have married your mother,' I thought.
Not done telling Maryanne what more I wanted as my compensation for paying off her credit card charges, I smiled at my wife again.
"Also, I'd love to flash your best friend, Karen, my cock, too. Again, I'm curious to see her reaction. I'd like to know if she'd look, stare, or look away."
Maryanne was beside herself. She never thought that I was a pervert but clearly, I was. She didn't understand why I needed to expose myself to her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
"You've got to be kidding. "If flashing my mother and my sister isn't enough, now you want to flash Karen, my best friend, too. What's wrong with you? After flashing them, who else do you need to flash?"
I smiled at his my again. If I could, I'd love to expose myself to her grandmother, her aunt, and to her female cousins, too.
"Yes, I do," I said unashamed and unembarrassed. "In the way that I'd love to flash your mother and your sister, I'd love to flash Karen my naked prick, too. She's so pretty and, like your mother and your sister, she has big tits, too. I love big breasted women."
While wishing my wife had the same size breasts as her mother, her sister, and her best friend, I gave my wife a shit eating grin.
# # #
"Why don't you flash your own mother, your own sister, and your mother's best friend," asked Maryanne sarcastically while making a mocking face of me wanting to flash her mother, her sister, and her best friend.
I laughed. If only she knew that I had been flashing my erect, naked cock since I was 18-years-old, what would she say then? I can't count the number of women that I flashed while making my flashes appear accidental and/or unintentional.
"I've been flashing my mother, my sister, and my mother's friends since I turned 18-years-old," I said while watching for her reaction before continuing.
She made a face as if she was going to be ill.
"Hearing my mother or sister carrying up my laundry and barging in my bedroom without knocking, quickly stripping myself naked, I pretended that I was dressing or undressing. With my eyes closed and while wearing headphones, pretending that I didn't hear them enter my bedroom, I deliberately allowed them to catch me masturbating and cumming, too," I confessed. "With them both staring at my cock and remaining in my room to watch me masturbate and cum, they've both seen my naked, erect prick numerous times."
I laughed again at my wife naivete.
"I've flashed my aunts on both sides, all of my female cousins, and both my grandmothers. While making my flashes appear accidental, I've flashed every one of my sister's female friends. I've flashed neighbors, housecleaners, coworkers, and female students helping me to study. I've flashed any woman knocking on my front door. I've even flashed my female teachers helping me to do homework. Every woman that I know has seen my naked, erect prick," I said with a dirty laugh and a sexually excited look. "Some women have even given me sex."
Clearly having no idea that her husband was a sexual degenerate, Maryanne looked at her husband shocked.
"Stop! I don't want to hear any more of this. You're a sick bastard," she said turning her head away and putting up her hand as her way of telling him that she didn't want to hear anymore. "You need professional help. You need to have your head examined," she said.
He laughed again.
"I've had two-years of psychological therapy. I'm one of the lucky ones. Those who have a history of sexual abuse become alcoholics, drug addicts, commit suicide, or become sexual abusers themselves. The one-on-one psychological therapy and group therapy has helped me to break the cycle," I said.
While wishing I had married her mother, her sister, or her best friend, I stared up at my wife.
"Yet, something that I can't control, in the way that you can't control your compulsive shopping, I can't control my need to flash. Even after all of my psychological therapy, I still enjoy flashing unsuspecting women my naked, erect prick while making my flashes appear accidental," I said. "What's the big deal? I'm not hurting anyone. It's nothing that all of these women haven't already seen."



# # #
"Wait. Just so I understand what you want me to do. You want me to help you to expose yourself to my best friend, as well as to my mother and to my sister? Is that it? Is that all that I have to do for you to pay off my credit card debt? I just have to arrange for you to expose yourself to them? Nothing else? I don't even have to be there to embarrass myself by watching you expose yourself?"
Still, not understanding what I wanted her to do, she looked at me with confusion.
"Yes," I said with sexual excitement while ready to experience my sexual fantasies of flashing my mother-in-law, my sister-in-law, and my wife's best friend. "You don't have to be there to watch me flash my naked prick. Actually, I'd rather you not be there. Returning my exhibitionism with their exhibitionism, the women may flash me if you're not there to watch," I said. "I have a better chance of your mother, your sister, and/or your best friend offering me sex if you're not there."
I gave her another shit eating grin.
"Eww. That's gross. That's so gross. You want me to help you expose your cock to my mother, my sister, and my best friend. That's sick. That's disgusting," she said. "I can't do that. I refuse to do that," she said shaking her head from side to side.
I frowned at my wife's inability to understand my sexual needs.
"If you don't help me to flash myself, then, you can pay for these credit card bills yourself. I'm done paying your bills," I said.
Maryanne looked at me as if she was about to cry.
"Okay, okay. I'll do it but I don't understand what I have to do. Explain it to me. What must I do?"
As if embarrassed by what I wanted her to do, she looked at me with shame.
"I can't call them and invite them over," I said. "They'd never come for me. I need you to arrange for them to come over. They won't be suspicious if you invite them."
Then, as if she had an epiphany of what more I wanted of her mother, her sister, and her best friend, she added her reservations.
"I'll help you flash yourself to them but I won't help you to have sex with them. That's between you and them and something that I'd rather not know has happened," said Maryanne with a look of distastefulness.
Rather than to have sex with her husband, with her now off the hook, she'd leave the sex up to her mother, her sister, and/or her best friend. She'd much rather have my money than my cock. Knowing that the three women, even her mother, were sluts and always had a thing for Paul, after enabling him to flash himself, she'd be spending his money again soon.
# # #
"Invite your mother over. I'll serve her some wine. You know how she gets after only two glasses of wine," I said. "I'll take it from there."
I smiled at my wife while knowing that this was it. I was finally going to expose myself to my mother-in-law. I was finally going to flash Elaine my naked, erect cock. I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away. Moreover, if Maryanne gave us some privacy, possibly, left us alone to do some gardening, perhaps, I'd even have sex with her mother.
"Have her sit on the couch and we'll sit across from her in our chairs. I'll place a small video camera running behind me and aimed at your mother to capture her reaction to seeing my naked prick that we'd may ordinarily miss," he said. "Then, after she's been here for a few minutes, call our home phone with your cellphone and excuse yourself to take the call in the bedroom. Exposing myself to your mother will work better if I'm alone with her," he said.
Still not understanding my need to expose myself, she looked at me as if he was nuts. This was her mother that I wanted to flash. Yet, if flashing her mother, her sister, and her best friend, allowed her to keep her credit cards and go shopping again, she seemed okay with me flashing them.
Moreover, as long as I didn't share the details of flashing myself with her mother and/or with anyone else, she was willing to allow me my sexually fun. With her no longer sexually interested in me, she didn't seem care who I flashed my cock to and who saw my naked prick.
"I'll pretend that I just got out of the shower and will come out to the living room wearing my bathrobe with nothing underneath. While drinking a glass of wine, and with her seated across from me, I'll give her a constant and continual view of my naked cock. Sitting like a typical guy with my legs spread, I'll hike my robe up high enough and will part my knees open wide enough to expose my naked penis to your mother," said Paul.
I looked at my wife with sexual excitement and Maryanne looked at me husband with embarrassed shame.
"What do you think your mother's reaction will be? Will she look at my penis, stare at my penis, or will she look away," I said. I paused while imagining my mother-in-law taking me in her hand and stroking him. "Do you think that she'll reach out and touch my cock?"
Once again, seemingly a regular look that she had when he talked about flashing unsuspecting women, Maryanne made a face as if she had just eaten something bitter.
"You're dreaming. Don't expect much in exposing yourself to my mother. Knowing my mother, she'll be embarrassed that your exposed. She'll look away," she said. "You're dreaming if you think that my mother will stare at your naked prick."
Knowing full well that his mother-in-law was a whore, he was expecting more of a reaction that her looking at his naked prick and staring at his naked prick.
"Yet, with my mother not having a man in her life, then again, I wouldn't be surprised if she looked at your naked cock. With her horny and sexually frustrated, I wouldn't be surprised if she wanted to stroke your cock, suck your cock, and fuck your cock." Maryanne looked at her husband with distain. "I bet you'd love that, wouldn't you? I bet you'd love to have sex with my mother."
Paul gave his wife a sexually excited look while imagining exposing himself to his mother-in-law. He continued giving his wife a sexually excited look while imagining having sex with his MILF of a mother-in-law. Ever since his wedding, when he danced with his wife's mother and she allowed him to stick his horny hand down the top of her low-cut dress and grope her big, naked tits, he's always been sexually attracted to her.
# # #
I'll tell you what," I said pausing to watch the reaction on my wife's face.
After I admitted my sexual perversion to her, she continued looking at me with disdain.
"On the chance that your mother wanted to have sex with me after I flashed her, I'll allow you to apply for a new credit card and will pay, up to five-thousand-dollars, for whatever you charge the first month," I said. "After that, it's up to you to pay for your own, damn charges."
She made face as if she going to be ill.
"Seriously? Flashing my mother your naked prick isn't enough? Now, you want to have sex with her?" She made another face. "Why? What's wrong with you? Why would want to sex with my mother," she asked? "She's old. She's going to be fifty-years-old in January."
I laughed.
"She's not old. Fifty-years-old today is forty-years-old yesterday. She's in the prime of her sexual life," I said.
I paused to think about Maryanne's mother naked. I paused to think about her having sex with me. I paused to imagined fucking her and her sucking me. I paused to imagine cumming in my mother-in-law's mouth.
"Why wouldn't I want to have sex with your mother? She's pretty, she's sexy, she's shapely, and she's hot," I said laughing again. "Besides, you know how I feel about women with big tits and your mother has really big ones, a double D, bra cup," I said.
I confessed how I knew her bra size.
"The last time we visited your mother, I saw her bra in her laundry basket. Compared to your C cup bra, her bra cups are huge. I can only imagine her naked breasts," I said touching my growing erection through my pants. "I'd love to touch, feel, fondle, grope, and suck your mother's big tits."
Clearly, not understanding my sexual attraction to her mother, Maryanne shrugged, rolled her eyes, and sighed heavily.
"Then, on the chance that your sister wanted to have sex with me too, after I flashed her, I'll allow you to apply for a second, credit card and will pay for whatever you charge, up to five-thousand-dollars, the first month," I said.
After giving her credit card incentive to allow me to flash her mother and her sister, no longer caring if I flashed them, seemingly, getting used to the fact that I was a perverted exhibitionist, Maryanne gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"You may have more luck with my sister than with my mother. My sister Victoria is a slut," she said with a dirty laugh. "In the way that you talk about flashing your dick, my sister is always flashing her tits. Proud of her big tits, she'll show any man her naked breasts."
I nodded my head in hopefulness of her sister flashing me her naked breasts.
"Fortunately for your sister and unfortunately for you, your sister takes after your mother. She has huge tits, too," I said. "I love your sister's big tits. Hopefully, if she responds sexually favorably to my flash, she'll flash me her tits, too. I can't wait to see them, touch them, feel them, fondle them, grope them, and suck them."
Maryanne laughed.
"Tits for cock, I'm sure that when you flash my sister your cock, she'll flash you her tits," she said. "She loves flashing her tits. While having sex with you, she'll allow you to have your wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts."
Filled with sexual excitement for not only her mother but also for her sister, I smiled at my wife.
"Lastly, if your best friend wanted to have sex with me, too, after I flash her, I'll allow you to apply for a third, credit card," said. "If they all wanted to have sex with me, that's three, new credit cards that you can use to charge more merchandise," I said. "I'll pay for your first month of charges up to five-thousand-dollars. If you continue using those charge cards after that, the payments are on you. I'm done paying for your compulsive shopping and your credit card charges."
# # #
Having a difficult time wrapping her brain around her husband wanting to flash and have sex with her mother, her sister, and her best friend, Maryanne looked at her husband with horrified shock. If she didn't dislike him before, she hated him now. In the way that he didn't understand her compulsion for shopping, she didn't understand his compulsion to expose himself.
"Let me see if I understand this. Not only do you want to flash my mother, my sister, and my best friend your naked, erect cock but also, if they're willing, you want to have sex with them, too," she said.
I gave her a shit eating grin while smiling.
"I don't know if I like the idea of you having sex with my mother, my sister, and/or my best friend. I don't like the idea of you having sex with anyone but with me," she said. "Afterall, I'm your wife."
I laughed.
"Besides, none of them would have sex with you. They wouldn't do that to me," she said.
I laughed again.
"Well, I don't like the idea of you charging thirty-thousand-dollars' worth of merchandise that you don't need," I said. "Not to mention, when is the last time we had sex? You're the one who made it clear that you no longer wanted to have sex with me."
I stared at my wife while waiting for her to answer and when she didn't respond, I continued.
"At least I'm not going out and picking up women. Keeping it close to home, I'm only interested in having sex with your family and the friend of your family," I said. "I'm only interested in having sex with your mother, your sister, and your best friend, and no one else, unless your aunts, your cousins, and your grandmother wanted to have sex with me, too," I said with another laugh.
Clearly uncomfortable that she was no longer sexually attracted to her husband, avoiding making eye contact with him, Maryanne stared down at the carpet. Impossible not to, she tried not to think of him exposing himself to her mother, her sister, and her best friend. She tried not to think of him having sex with any one of them or all of them.
# # #
That night, promptly at 8:00 pm, Maryanne's mother, Elaine arrived. She was wearing his favorite outfit. An outfit that she looked good wearing, it was an outfit that I had masturbated myself while imagining removing it and stripping her naked. She wore a low-cut, button blouse that displayed her long, line of sexy cleavage and a short skirt that showed off her shapely legs. Not counting her shoes, my mother-in-law had on four articles of clothing, a blouse, a skirt, a bra, and panties. Elaine sat on the couch opposite her daughter.
Whenever she sat across from me, always trying to see Elaine's bright, white panties, I was rewarded many times and every time that she slowly and seductively crossed and uncrossed her long, shapely legs. Not knowing if it was accidental or deliberate, I couldn't count the number of times that I saw Elaine's panty clad crotch. I only wished she wasn't wearing panties. In the way that I'd love to show her my naked prick, I'd love to see her naked pussy.
Accustomed to me being comfortable in my own house, I entered the living room wearing a short robe fastened with a belt at the waist with nothing underneath. Whenever I moved, as long as she was looking, the robe parted open enough to flash my mother-in-law my naked cock. Then, making sure that she got a good, look at my exposed prick, I stood in front of Maryanne's mother while struggling to open the wine. By the time I opened the wine, my robe was partially open and my naked, erect prick was sticking straight out of my robe.
Then, when I leaned forward to pour Elaine a glass of wine, flashing her my naked prick, my robe parted wide open at the waist. With me standing directly in front of her while blocking my wife's view, and her mother seated in front of me, my naked prick was at my mother-in-law's mouth level. Giving her a good, long look of my naked cock, I deliberately leaned lower and long enough for her to see all that I wanted to show her and all that I hoped that she wanted to see.
"Sorry. I didn't know you were visiting," I said feigning my ignorance. "I just got out of the shower," I said lying. "I hope you don't mind my appearance, but I'm too hot to get dressed," I said.
Elaine laughed.
"That's okay," she said making direct eye contact with me to confess something sexually shocking that I never knew about Maryanne's mother. "When I'm home alone, I walk around my house and do my housework naked," she said giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
'My mother-in-law walked around her house naked," I thought while imagining Elaine topless. 'She does her housework naked," I thought while imagining Elaine vacuuming and dusting naked. 'I wondered what time she does her housework. I needed to visit her when she's doing her housework.'
Then, sexually teasing me, she said something that was daringly naughty and something I never expected my mother-in-law to say.
"To be honest, not only wouldn't I care if you walked in on me while I was naked and doing housework but also, I wouldn't care if you walked around me naked, too. Accustomed to going to nude beaches, nudity has never bothered me," she said with a shrug and a sexy smile.
Turning the sexual tables on me, she looked at me as she undressing me with her eyes.
"There's nothing to be embarrassed or ashamed about. It's just the human body. Whether fat, thin, young, or old, we all have asses, tits, pussies, and penises. Too many people make a big deal out of nudity," she said. "Something we all have seen hundreds if not thousands of times in person and in the movies, it's just a naked body."
Having never heard my wife's mother talk in such a sexually provocative way, I was shocked. Then, she floored me with what she said next.
"Leaving my sexually prude of a daughter home, maybe, we could go to a nude beach together sometime without the disapproving eyes of Maryanne," she said with a little laugh and a sudden look of sexual arousal.
'My mother-in-law invited me to her house when she's doing housework naked. She doesn't care if I walked around her naked, too,' I thought. 'She invited me to go to a nude beach with her sometime without my wife. I don't believe all that I'm hearing.'
As if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife, or lovers, I imagined my naked mother-in-law walking the length of a nude beach with me arm in arm or holding hands while talking. Then, turning around at the end of the beach to walk back the other way, I imagined all of the horny men ogling Maryanne's mother. I couldn't wait to take her up on her offer. I couldn't wait to make that happen.
'She wanted me to go to a nude beach with her and leave my wife home,' I thought becoming sexually excited. 'I imagine swimming naked with my mother-in-law. I imagined making love behind a sand dune before fucking her, really fucking her on the beach.'
"With me dressing and undressing in front of my bedroom window with the shades up and the lights on, I'm sure that I've given quite the sexy, naked, striptease show to some of my neighbors," she said with a noncaring shrug while letting out a dirty little laugh.
'Wait. What? She dresses and undresses in front of her bedroom window with the light on and the shades not drawn. I wondered what time she readied herself for bed. I needed to park outside of her house at night with my video camera.
Clearly, in the way that I'm a voyeur, my mother-in-law is an exhibitionist. Exposing themselves is something that we have in common,' I thought. 'Realizing it now, I should have married mother instead of daughter,' I thought.
Lost in my sexual fantasies of being married to Elaine, I imagined all of the fun we could on the drive to the shopping mall and at the shopping mall. I imagined my mother-in-law flashing her naked breasts to truckers on the highway. I imagined her flashing her panties or her naked pussy to toll collectors and/or to a shoe salesman when trying on boots one size too small. I imagined her struggling to make her foot fit in the boot while spreading her knees wide enough for him to see her panty clad crotch or her naked pussy.
Giving the men standing outside of the dressing room a show while waiting for their wives or their girlfriends, I imagined her trying on clothes while not closing the dressing room curtains all the way. I imagined Elaine slowly and sexily stripping down to her bra and panties. I imagined her removing her bra and standing in front of the partially open dressing room curtain topless. I imagined her removing her panties and standing in the dressing room naked.
I imagined her bending at the waist to fix her shoe while going up the escalator. I imagined her exposing her panty clad ass. I imagined her giving the men standing behind her a view of her nearly naked ass and the back of her nearly naked pussy.
I imagined her sitting at the food mart with her short skirt hiked up and her knees parted. I imagined her giving men sitting across from her and/or walking by her a view of her panty clad crotch. I imagined her leaning forward to give men walking by her a down blouse view of her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bra.
Without trying it on in the dressing room, I imagined her trying on a sweater a size too small out in the open on the store floor. While removing the too tight sweater, I imagined her lifting her blouse and her bra to expose her naked breast to some lucky guy watching her extricate herself. Jumping up and down while screaming, making a scene to attract more men to watch her striptease spectacle, I imagined her still struggling to remove her too tight sweater while topless.
'Wow,' I thought.
# # #
Suddenly, controlling myself from doing so, I was so tempted to remove my robe in front of Maryanne's mother. Maybe, she was joking or making it sound like it was nothing more than idle talk about her feelings on nudity but I wondered if I stood before her naked, if she'd look, stare, or look away. I wondered if I stood before her naked, if she'd stand before me naked, too. I wondered if she'd reach out and wrap her hand around my erect prick and stroke me. I wondered if she'd lean forward and suck me.



Elaine was busy in the kitchen fixing a plate of cheese, crackers, and other goodies. As no surprise to her daughter, Elaine looked away as if pretending that she didn't see my naked prick. Then, when Maryanne excused herself to take her pretend phone call in her bedroom, with me still exposing himself to my mother-in-law, sexually exciting me, she looked. Not looking away, she stared.
As if she had never seen a naked penis before, my mother-in-law not only looked at my naked cock but she stared at my naked prick. Then, sliding a slow tongue over her red, full lips, she stared up at me to make solid eye contact. I wondered. With her not removing her eyes from my exposing cock, did my mother-in-law want to stroke my prick? Did she want to suck my prick? Did she want to fuck my prick?
After discovering my wife is a shopaholic, something I thought I'd never do, I was tempted to give my wife my credit card and tell her to go shopping. As long as she left me alone with her mother, I wouldn't care how much she spent or how long it took. I just needed some alone time to have sex with her MILF of a mother.
With my wife in the other room and with me alone with her mother, after she told me that she wouldn't mind if I walked around her naked, I sat across from her with my robe wide open. Totally exposing myself to her, I continually showed her my naked, erect prick. I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my cock while she enjoyed the naked show of my swollen penis.
Daring myself to do so, playing with the head of my cock with my fingertips, I even slowly stroked myself in front of her while Elaine watched me. I so wanted to masturbate for her. I so wanted to walk over to her while stroking myself harder and faster. I so wanted to cum in her mouth and all over her face. While staring at my mother-in-law, I imagined cum dripping from her hair, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and her naked breasts. I'd love nothing more than to give Elaine a cum bath.
'Blow me,' Elaine. 'Suck my cock while stroking my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth,' I thought.
Daring myself to say it but not having the courage to say what I was thinking, I remained silent while staring at my sexually attractive mother-in-law. I wondered if I stood in front of her if she'd take me in her hand before leaning forward to take me in her mouth. I wondered if she'd blow me. I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth and all over her face. Imagining cumming all over Elaine's face again, I'd love to give my mother-in-law a cum bath.
# # #
Then, as if she was emulating and imitating Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she returned the favor of my exhibitionism with her exhibitionism. While flashing me her bright, white panties, she slowly and seductively uncrossed her legs one way while slowly and seductively crossing her legs the other way. In the way that I gave my mother-in-law a good, long look of my naked cock, Elaine gave me a good, long look of her panty clad crotch.
Tempted to fall to my knees and spread her knees wide, I saw her pussy slit, her camel toe, her pussy mound, and all that I could see of her brown, trimmed pubic hair through her sheer, white panties. I imagined licking and fingering her through her panties. I imagined pushing her panties aside to rub her naked clit. I imagined fingerfucking her. I imagined masturbating my mother-in-law while eating her.
'Something that Maryanne is not, my mother-in-law is such a tease. She's so sexy,' I thought. 'She's so very sexy.'
With all of the sexual attention that my mother-in-law paid my exposed, naked cock, she gave me an erection by continually staring at it. Before I allowed my robe to completely fall open and totally expose myself to her, my cock tented the front of my bathrobe open. Then, with my hands in my bathrobe pockets, pretending that I didn't know that I was exposed, I stood in front of Maryanne's mother talking to her with my robe completely parted and my naked cock totally visible.
I watched her eyes stare down at my naked prick. Elaine continued staring at my exposed, naked erection. With my cock feeling a bit like Pinocchio's nose, the more she stared at my naked prick, the more and longer that I continued flashing her. The more she stared at my exposed dick, the bigger and harder my cock grew. With her not removing her eyes from my cock, clearly, enjoying my naked, dick flashing show, I continued flashing my mother-in-law my erect, naked prick.
Having practiced the move before Elaine came over, I sat across from her with my robe hiked up high enough and my knees parted wide enough to give my mother-in-law a constant and continual view of my naked cock. At first, instead of making my flashes appear deliberate, I made my flashes appear unintentional and accidental, now, determine to continue flashing her my naked prick, I didn't care what she thought of me. With her continually staring at my naked prick in the way that most men talk to women's tits, every time she talked to me, instead of making eye contact with me, she talked to my exposed, naked cock.
# # #
Normally, instead of arriving at 8:00 pm, my mother-in-law arrived at 7:00 pm. She stayed until 9:00 pm and never consumed more than two glasses of wine. Yet, that night, she stayed until 11:00 pm and consumed four glasses of wine. With her clearly drunk enough, I volunteered to drive her home in her car and stay overnight. Too far to drive home at that hour of the night, instead, spending the night at my mother-in-law's house, she'd drive me home in the morning.
"I'll drive you home, Elaine. Just let me get dressed," I said while wishing I could walk out to the car naked and drive her home naked.
With my bedroom door directly across from where my mother-in-law was sitting in the living room, and with my wife's back turned to the door, clearly, Maryanne didn't want to see me exposing my naked prick to her mother. Sexually excited to strip myself naked in front of Elaine, I turned on my bedroom light in readiness to undress and strip myself naked. Then, in full frontal view of my mother-in-law, while pretending that I didn't know that she could see me, I removed my robe.
I was naked with my erect prick sticking straight out. I was naked in front of my wife's mother. Acting as if he was unaware that she could see me, I stood in plain view of my mother-in-law with my naked, erect prick pointing to her as if choosing her for sex. I only wished that my wife showed as much interest in my cock as her mother clearly did.
In the way that she continued to stare at my erect cock before, she continued staring at my erect cock now. Clearly, she wanted to see my naked prick as much as I wanted to show her my naked prick. Not shy, embarrassed, or ashamed, I stood in front of the open, bedroom door of my bedroom while practically getting dressed in the hall. Before pulling up my underwear and putting on my pants, I gave my mother-in-law one, last, long look of my naked prick.
Knowing that she was watching and enjoying my naked striptease show, while walking around my bedroom naked, I took my time finding and putting on my underwear. Then, with her staring at me in the way that I'd stare at her if she was dressing in front of me, I put on my jeans, t-shirt, and sneakers. Ready to drive her home, I escorted her to her car.
So that she wouldn't fall, with my horny hand tucked under her arm, I held her by the side of her bra clad breast. When she didn't slap my hand away, I cupped a whole handful of her big tit through her blouse and bra while escorting her to her car. Then, while raising the hem of her short skirt to exposed her white panties, with her not protesting, slapping my horny hand away, or pushing her skirt down, I exposed her panties when buckling her seatbelt. I held and cupped her breasts with both hands to fix her tangled shoulder belt.
# # #
Horrid of me to do so, the first time I felt my mother-in-law's big, bra clad breast was at my wedding when I danced with the mother of the bride. With her wearing a short jacket over her low-cut dress, and with her showing lots of sexy cleavage, and with her a little tipsy, I planted my hand beneath her jacket the entire time I danced with her. With her already inebriated, and with her not stopping me from copping cheap feels of her big tits, I felt Elaine's bra clad breasts through her dress and bra, first one and then the other.
I touched, felt, squeezed, fondled, and groped her big breasts while dancing with her. With her not slapping my hand away or saying anything to stop me from sexually assaulting her, I grew bolder when my horniness increased. Turning her back to the crowd, I felt her shapely ass through her dress and panties.
Wishing that Maryanne inherited her mother's enormous breasts, my mother-in-law had such big tits, at least a double, D cup. Showcasing and advertising her long, line of sexy cleavage, her tits looked even bigger in her sexy, low-cut, revealing dress. Then, when her nipples made their big, erect impressions known through her dress and through her bra, I fingered her nipples through her clothes. Wishing I could strip her topless right there on the dance floor, I so wanted to suck my mother-in-law's big breasts.
Finally, again, after I turned her back to the crowd, I seized the opportunity to feel Elaine's naked breasts. Daring myself to do so, with my wife dancing with my father, I stuck my horny hand down the front of her mother's low-cut dress. With her allowing me to have my sexual way with her big, naked tits, I held her naked breast, first one and then the other, in the palm of my hand while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
I couldn't believe that I was holding my mother-in-law's naked breast in the palm of my hand while fingering her erect nipple, first one and then the other. Her breasts were so big that they barely fit in my hand. With her sexually aroused and breathing heavily, I wished I was with her somewhere more private. Hoping to have sex with her one night, even though tonight was my honeymoon night, I hoped I'd get to do more than just feel her naked tits.
Hot to trot, my mother-in-law reached her sexually inappropriate hand to feel and fondle my erection through my pants while I continued feeling her naked tits and fingering her erect nipples. It wasn't until four-years later, after I continually flashed her my naked prick, that we finally had sex at her house. Yet, that was then and this is now.
# # #
Instead of going to bed, she wanted to stay up to talk. She poured another glass of wine for each of us. I sat on the couch and she excused herself to change into something more comfortable. Tempted to barge in her bedroom to see Maryanne's mother naked, I didn't have to do that. Clearly, she wanted me to see her naked as much as I wanted to see her naked.
As if she had practiced this move, after I undressed in front of her, repaying my favor of nudity with her favor of nudity, she undressed in front of me. I watched her reach for the bedroom light. Instead of closing her bedroom door and denying me a view of her naked body, she left her bedroom door open enough for me to watch her changing her clothes in the reflection of her full-length mirror.
Knowing that she was going to give me a striptease show, I watched my mother-in-law slowly and sexily unbutton her blouse. Then, as if she was a stripper on stage, with her head down while pretending that I wasn't there and/or couldn't see her changing, she turned to face me. Next, I watched her unbutton and unzipped her short skirt. I watched her parade around her bedroom dressed only in her white, bright, bikini panties and in her sexy, low-cut, white bra.
Then, turning to face me again as if I wasn't even there staring at her, she moved closer to her opened bedroom door. In my full line of sight while staring up at me, I watched Elaine reach around her to unhook her bra. Obviously, she wanted me to watch her remove her brassiere. Clearly, she wanted me to see her naked breasts. Then, removing her bra straps, first one and then the other, I watched her peel her bra cups from her giant, naked breasts, first one and then, the other.
'I can't believe my mother-in-law is stripping herself naked in front of me. I can't believe my mother-in-law is topless. I can't believe that I'm seeing her big, naked breasts,' I thought while enjoying her impromptu, striptease show.
I was seeing Elaine's naked tits. After masturbating over her and thinking of her naked breasts for years, I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing her naked tits. Next, I watched Maryanne's mother wiggle out of her panties. She was naked. My mother-in-law was naked. I stared at her naked tits, at her naked, trimmed, brown pussy, and her shapely, naked ass. For a fifty-year-old woman, she had an incredible body. I was tempted to divorce my wife to marry her mother.
# # #
Finally, she emerged from her bedroom wearing a sheer and sexy, short, light blue nightgown that was nearly transparent. Never had I seen as much of my mother-in-law's sexy and shapely body as I was seeing now. Under the bright light of the living room, I could clearly see the shape and the size of her huge, double, D cup breasts and her brown, trimmed pubic hair. Then, when she bent at the waist to fuss with the TV, I saw her shapely of naked ass as if she was naked.
As if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, instead of mother-in-law and son-in-law, she sat beside me on the couch. I put my arm around her shoulders. As soon as I did, with her resting her soft, warm hand on my stomach, she snuggled into me and we cuddled we talked while drinking our wine. Feeling the immense weight of her firm tits, her big, heavy breasts rested against my ribs.
Her hand rested on my jeans and her fingertips were in continually contact with the bulge of my erect prick. As if she was unaware what she was doing, she mindlessly fondled the head of my cock through my jeans with her manicured fingertips. Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, I felt the size and sheer weight of her big breast through her nightgown. With her not protesting, slapping my hand away, or wiggling her body away to stop me, I continued feeling and fondling Elaine's big tits.
Not wasting time groping her through her nightgown, my hand found its way inside of the top of her nightgown. As I did on my wedding day, I felt and massaged the top of her ample, naked breasts. As soon as I touched her big tits, her nipples erected. She had such big tits and such big nipples.
As if I was her boyfriend, her husband, or her lover, telling me what she wanted, she unzipped my pants and stuck her hand inside. She fondled my erect cock through my underwear. When she did that, using her fondling my cock as my sexual invitation to take more liberty with her nearly, naked body, I lowered my hand and cupped her huge breast, first one and then the other. While she fondled the head of my cock through my underwear, I fingered her erect nipples inside of her nightgown.
With her as drunk as she was tired, she slouched down lower until her head was in my lap. I unbuttoned my jeans and pulled them down with my underwear around my knees. She wrapped her hand around my cock and slowly stroked me. Hard to wrap my head around it, my mother was masturbating me.
As if my cock belonged in her hand, my stiff prick fit perfectly and felt so good in her soft, warm hand. Returning the sexual favor, I reached beneath her nightgown to cup her naked pussy. I rubbed her clit while fingering her pussy. Parting her pussy lips with my fingers, I fingerfucked my mother-in-law. I masturbated her while she masturbated me.
# # #
"Let's go to bed," she said taking me by the hand to her bedroom. "A longtime coming, I need to have sex with you. Since your wedding day to my daughter, I needed you to masturbate me while licking me. I needed you to make love to me. Then, I needed you to fuck me. If you give me multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your, I'll not only blow you but also, I'll allow you to cum in my mouth and all over my face," she said. "I'll allow you to give me a cum bath."
With us both on the same sexual page, I wished my wife was more like her mother. Once in her bedroom, she pushed me back on the bed. I removed my pants and underwear and she removed her nightgown. Well worth giving my wife back one of her credit cards, finally, we were naked. We were both naked. I was about to have sex with my wife's mother and Elaine was about to have sex with me, her horny son-in-law.
She spread her shapely legs and I made myself comfortable between them. I licked Elaine while rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy. With the sexual anticipation a long time coming, it didn't take her long to cum. As soon as she stiffened her legs and arched her back, she had a sexual orgasm from me eating her.
"Paul, don't stop licking me. Rub my clit harder. Lick my clit faster. Fingerfuck my pussy deeper. I'm cumming Paul. I'm cumming again. I'm cumming," she said falling silent to enjoy her afterglow of sex.
Then, not resting very long, she mounted me and reached down to position my cock inside of her already wet pussy. Gently humping one another, I made love to my mother-in-law and she made love to me. Then, humping her harder and humping her faster, I fucked her and she fucked me.
My wife, Maryanne was a very poor cocksucker. Instead of sucking it, she dabbled. Instead of taking it deep in her mouth, she kissed it, licked it, and stroked it. Clearly, my wife didn't enjoy blowing me. She hated it when I put a heavy hand to the back of her pretty head and ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth. A spitter instead of a swallower, she preferred me cumming on her tits instead of cumming in her mouth.
As she promised, while wondering if my mother-in-law was still going to suck my cock and allow to cum in her mouth and all over her pretty face, I didn't have to wonder for very long.
"I can't wait to suck you," she said. "It's been a long time since I've had a hard dick in my mouth," she said.
She moved halfway down the bed to take me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. Seemingly determined to make me cum in her mouth, nearly deep throating my entire prick, she stroked me faster and stroked me harder while sucking me deeper. Quite different from her daughter, Elaine was a talented cocksucker. She gave me the best blowjob that I ever had.
No longer able to hold back, I put a gentle hand behind my mother-in-law's brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth and fucked her face before ejaculating a load of cum in her mouth. Instead of spitting it out as my wife always did, she swallowed all that I gave her. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my prick, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts.
Oddly enough, having sex with Maryanne's mother made me think of having sex with my own mother. I've always been sexually attracted to my mother but other than flashing her my naked prick and allowing her to catch me masturbating and cumming, I never tried to sexually seduce my mother. I did spy and peep on her numerous times. I saw her in her bra and panties. I saw her topless. I saw her naked. When I wasn't masturbating over Elaine, I was masturbating over my mother. To say that I had a thing for older women would be an understatement.
With my prick still hard, not allowing this opportunity to fuck my mother-in-law to pass me by, I rolled her over and mounted her. She reached down between her legs and moved my prick inside of her. We humped one another harder and we humped one another faster. We were fucking. We were really fucking. I fucked my mother-in-law and she fucked me, her son-in-law.
Hoping that she'd want me to tell her all of the sexy details, I couldn't wait to tell my wife that her I had sex with her mother and she consensually and willingly had sex with me. I was happy to allow her to have a new credit card. Now, hoping to go from mother to daughter, I wondered if I'd have the same luck with her sister.
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Wife Helps Husband Flash, Ch. 02
Maryanne helped her husband, Paul, flash his naked, erect cock to his sister-in-law, her big sister, Victoria. Returning the favor of his exhibitionism with her exhibitionism, after Paul flashed his cock to her, Victoria flashed him her huge, naked breasts. Not stopping with just flashing him her big tits, she invited him to touch them, feel them, grope them, and finger her nipples while sucking her nipples. Then, with his wife hiding in her bedroom with her bedroom door closed, brother-in-law and sister-in-law had forbidden sex.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story as told me by Paul to write for him about his wife Maryanne who is a compulsive shopper and extravagant spender. Teaching her a lesson for racking up credit card debt after he just paid off her credit cards, as his payback, he enlisted her help to flash his erect, naked prick to her mother, to her sister, and to her best friend. With Maryanne no longer giving her husband sex, Paul made a deal with his wife to help him expose himself to her mother, Elaine, her sister, Victoria, and her best friend, Karen.
In the way that he had forbidden sex with his mother-in-law after exposing himself to her, he hoped that his sister-in-law and his wife's best friend would want to have sex with him, too. As soon as he exposed himself to her mother, Elaine, he had sex with her. He had the best sex with his wife's mother that he had in his life.
Hoping to have sex with her sex with his wife's sister after having sex with his wife's mother, Paul arranged for Maryanne to invite her big sister over. With them all cocksucking whores, his plan was to flash his sister-in-law, his wife's sister, Victoria, in the way that he had flashed his mother-in-law. He only wished that his wife was cocksucking whore, too. After his wife told him that her sister is a big whore who loved flashing her enormous breasts, he hoped that after he flashed Victoria his, erect, naked prick, that she'd flash him her supersized tits.
'Cock for tits, I'd love to see my sister-in-law's huge boobs,' thought Paul while daring himself take the chance of ruining whatever brother-in-law and sister-in-law relationship they had to flash Victoria.
Then, not stopping there, somehow and someway, he hoped to get her alone and have sex with his sister-in-law in the way that he had sex with her mother, his mother-in-law. How hot would that be to go from mother to daughter? Unless he had sex with his wife's best friend, Karen, too, his sexlife couldn't get any better than that. After having terrible sex with his wife and having hot sex with her mother, with the promise of having sex with Victoria, promising to be incredible and life altering, he couldn't wait to have sex with his wife's sister.
# # #
Reread, reviewed, rewritten and continued from Chapter 01:
"Let's go to bed, Paul," said my mother-in-law, Elaine, taking me by the hand to her bedroom.
'This is it,' I thought. 'This is really it. I'm finally going to have sex with my mother-in-law. My wife's mother is finally going to do what my wife won't do with me. I love this family. I really love this family,' I thought.
After waiting four, long, sexually frustrating years to get her alone to make out with her while stripping her naked, I couldn't believe I was finally going to have sex with Maryanne's mother, my MILF of a mother-in-law, Elaine. My sexual fantasy come true; I couldn't wait to have sex with her. I couldn't wait to remove her 38, double D, cup bra and have my wicked, sexual way with her enormous tits.
'Suffice to write,' thought Paul. 'I love big breasted women. The bigger the breasts and better and my mother-in-law sure has big tits.'
I stopped listening to my thoughts to listen to my mother-in-law's sexual wants and needs.
"A longtime coming, I need to have sex with you," she said as if reading my mind, while escorting me to her bedroom. "I've been waiting since your wedding day to my daughter when you stuck your horny hand under my jacket, down the top of my dress, and fondled my naked breasts while we were dancing," she said.
His mother-in-law looked up at him while giving him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Something I'll never forget, do you remember groping my naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples," she asked looking down at her breasts before looking up at me? "Or were you too drunk to remember all that we did that night, your wedding night to my daughter?"
I laughed.
"Do I remember? Seriously? Are you kidding me? How could I ever forget? Of course, I remember. Your big, naked breasts are unforgettable. One of the sexual highlights of my life, that's something that I'd never forget," he said looking at his mother-in-in her sheer and sexy nightgown as if he was undressing her with his eyes.
Not stopping with just looking, staring, and lusting over his sexy MILF of a mother-in-law, he reached out his horny hand to feel and grope Elaine's massive tits through her nightgown, first one and then the other.
"You have enormous, shapely breasts. While hoping for more than just groping your naked breasts, I've masturbated over feeling your big tits and fingering your erect nipples every morning and every night for four years," I confessed with a little laugh.
Elaine laughed, too.
"I'll be masturbating over having my wicked, sexual way with your naked tits and hopefully, the rest of your naked body, for the rest of my life. I'm sorry to say that I should have married you instead of your prude of a daughter. You're hot and she's not," he said with sadness.
She smiled at her son-in-law.
"Wouldn't that have been something if you cancelled your wedding to my daughter to marry me? Wouldn't that be something if I married a man nearly half my age. My friends would be so jealous," she said with a sexy laugh. "To be honest, had you asked me to marry you, I would have," she responded to his confession with her confession.
Elaine fell silent before confessing her horniness and her sexual frustration.
# # #
"A one-man type of woman, I haven't had sex since I divorced my husband years ago. Never thinking that you would, especially on your wedding day to my daughter, when I allowed you to grope my naked breasts, you were my perfect, sexual diversion. Not having a clue, I didn't know that you were as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to you," she said pausing to look up at me while biting her lip. "Forgive me. I hope you understand. I feel like such a whore telling you this but..." she said pausing again.
Sexually excited to finally bed my mother-in-law, I returned her look of fearful reluctance with my look of lust and sexual anticipation. I couldn't wait to strip her naked. I couldn't wait to see her topless. I couldn't wait to have my wicked, sexual way with her humongous breasts. Something so convoluted to think, again, I wished I had married my mother-in-law instead of my wife.
"Not to be too blatantly graphic but, something that I never confessed to my ex-husband that I wanted and expected him to do, I'm telling you now," she said looking up at me with her big, brown eyes. "I need you to masturbate me while licking me," she said pausing at her bedroom door to look up at me. "Even though I gave him plenty of blowjobs, my husband never gave me oral sex, not once, not ever."
Then, adding to her sexual bucket list, she told me what else she wanted me, expected me, needed me, and hoped that I'd do to her MILF of a naked body. Understanding her better, suddenly I felt bad for my mother-in-law. I understood what it's like to be trapped in a bad marriage and married to a person you thought you loved but don't love.
"I need you to make love to me," she said looking up at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes. "Then, I need you to fuck me, really fuck me. I need you to pound my pussy fast and hard with your manly body. Something my ex-husband never gave me, I need you to give me multiple, sexual orgasms. After giving me sexual orgasms with your fingers and your tongue, I need you to fuck me fast enough and hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock."
As if she was a virgin about to have sex for the first time, she looked at me with sexual arousal and erotic anticipation while I looked at her with forbidden lust and sexual excitement. Not looking her age and looking ten-years younger, she was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely.
Elaine was all the woman that I'd ever want in a wife. Yet, instead of being sexually satisfied while happily in love, I was miserably stuck with her daughter, Maryanne. Who knew that my mother-in-law was a better sexual match than my wife? Until I married her, I had no idea my wife was such a sexual prude.
"I've been so horny and sexually frustrated lately. If you give me multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock, I'll blow," she said with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "Also, something that Maryanne would never do, I'll allow you to cum in my mouth and all over my face," she said while looking at me as if she was saying something wickedly naughty."
Not stopping there, she sweetened her sexual offer.
"I'll allow you to give me a cum bath. Again, something that my prude of a daughter would never allow you to do, I'll allow you to do whatever you want to do to my naked body. I'll be your sexual slave and your whore for the night and any other night that you want me," she said standing on her toes to give me a long, wet kiss.
Hard to wrap my head around all that she said, I couldn't believe my mother-in-law not only wanted to have sex with me but also, she wanted me to give her multiple, sexual orgasms. She wanted me to eat her, masturbate her, make love to her, and fuck her. In return, she'd not only be my sexual slave, but also, she'd be my whore for the night and for any night that I wanted her thereafter.
With us both on the same sexual page, I only wished that my wife was sexually more like her mother. Hopefully, her sexy sister, Victoria, would be more like her mother, too. With my wife having modest B cup breasts, and her mother having Double D beasts equal to an E cup, Victoria's breasts were even bigger. She had enormous, F cup breasts.
# # #
Once in her bedroom, as if we were already lovers, she pushed me back on her bed. Quickly stripping myself naked as if my clothes were on fire, I removed my pants, my t-shirt, my sweatshirt, and my underwear. I was naked with a huge erection pointing up at my mother-in-law as if she was my chosen woman.
I couldn't believe that I was finally going to have sex with Maryanne's mother. I couldn't believe that I was finally going to see Elaine naked. My sexual fantasy come true, I lost count how many times I masturbated over my mother-in-law naked and having sex with me.
As if there was a drumroll going off in my head, and as if she was stripper on stage, sexually teasing me, I watched her slowly and seductively remove her nightgown one, slow nightgown strap at a time. Allowing her nightgown to slowly and seductively fall from her shoulders, to her waist, and to her feet, she was naked. My MILF of a mother-in-law was naked. I was finally seeing Elaine without her clothes.
I stared at her shapely, naked ass. I stared at her brown, trimmed, naked pussy. Fascinated by the immense size of them, I stared at her naked tits, her big erect nipples, and her symmetrical, brown areolas. The first time seeing her huge breasts, I couldn't believe how big they were. I couldn't believe how shapely they were. She had beautiful breasts for a fifty-year-old woman.
Well worth giving my wife back one of her credit cards, finally, we were both naked. I was in bed with my naked mother-in-law. I was about to have forbidden sex with my wife's mother, Elaine, and she was about to have sex with me, her horny son-in-law.
What turned out to be the worst time of my life when my wife told me about her credit card debt, turned out to be the best time of my life. Having sex with Elaine would be something that I'd remember and masturbate over for the rest of my life. Clearly, when I had my wicked, sexual way with my mother-in-law's tits on my wedding day should have told me that I didn't love my wife. I more loved her mother.
# # #
She spread her shapely legs and I made myself comfortable between them. A good sign that she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her, she was already wet. She was so very wet. The unmistakable smell of sex, the musky aroma of her wet pussy was intoxicating. I couldn't wait to rub her clit. I couldn't wait to fingerfuck her pussy. I couldn't wait to lick you. I couldn't wait to stick my tongue in my mother-in-law's cunt. Taking my sweet time, I stared at her naked cunt while still not believing that I was in bed with my wife's mother.
As if I was a sexual starved man, and I was, I lowered my head and devoured her pussy as if I was having my just desert after a full-course meal. Never believing that I'd ever be eating my mother-in-law's pussy, totally enjoying the sexual experience of giving my mother-in-law oral sex, I licked Elaine faster and harder while rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy. With the sexual anticipation a long time coming, it didn't take her long for her to cum. As soon as she stiffened her legs and arched her back, she had a sexual orgasm from me eating her.
"Paul, don't stop licking me," she said putting a motherly hand to the back of my head and running her manicured fingers through my hair while pushing my face forward and down. "Rub my clit harder. Lick my clit faster. Fingerfuck my pussy deeper. I'm cumming Paul. I'm cumming," she said falling silent to enjoy her afterglow of sex.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God," she said as if she was praying instead of having a sexual orgasm.
She took my head in between her hands, and if my face was a towel, she wiped my face all over her soaking wet pussy. Even long after I showered, still tasting her, I had the sexual fragrance of her all over my face, in my mouth, and up my nose. Then, not resting very long, she mounted me. I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law was on top of me naked and kissing me, French kissing me.
As if I was dreaming or sexually fantasizing it, sliding right in as if it belonged there, I felt her hand reach down to part her pussy lips and position my cock inside of her already wet pussy. Hard for me to wrap my head around, with Maryanne not taking care of her wifely duties, I was about to make love to her mother. I was about to make love to my MILF of mother-in-law. I was about to have forbidden sex with Maryanne and Victoria's mother, Elaine.
Gently and lovingly humping one another, I made love to my mother-in-law and she made love to me. Never did I think that making love to Maryanne's mother, while making out with her and touching and feeling her everywhere, would feel this good but it did. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. I fucked my mother-in-law and she fucked me.
She returned my hard, fast humps with her hard, fast humps. Elaine fucked me. No comparison, with Maryanne's mother more sexual than my wife, I enjoyed making love to Elaine more than I ever enjoyed making love to her daughter. I never knew that sex could feel this good. It took a fifty-year-old mother for me to see the writing on the wall.
# # #
My wife, Maryanne, was a very piss poor cocksucker. She really didn't suck cock at all. Seemingly, she didn't know how. Instead of sucking it, she dabbled and toyed with the head of my prick. Instead of taking it deep in her mouth, she kissed it, licked it, and stroked it. Wishing while wanting to cum in her mouth and all over her pretty face, all she did was to sexually tease me.
Clearly, something she did only to get money out of me, it was obvious to me that my wife didn't enjoy blowing me. Of all the women on the planet to marry, I had to marry one that doesn't suck cock. All very talented cocksuckers, I should have married her mother, Elaine, her sister, Victoria, or her best friend, Karen. They all would have sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and all over their faces. They all would have allowed me to give them cum baths.
While promising not to cum in her mouth, Maryanne hated it when I put a heavy hand to the back of her pretty head, forcefully held her head in place, and ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth. Yet, instead of keeping my promise, not wanting to cum on her naked tits, exacting my revenge for her spending so much of my money on needless clothes and shoes, I was determined to cum in her my wife's mouth. Tired of Maryanne denying me the best part of a blowjob, the best part of a blowjob is cumming in the woman's mouth.
God forbid I ejaculated all over my wife's face. She'd never tolerate that. She'd never forgive me for messing up her hair with spurts of cum. She'd be so angry with me if I dared give her cum bath. Yet, decorating women's faces and their naked breasts with cum is something that all men love to do. As if they're dogs leaving their marks, as if they own them, men love giving women cum baths.
"Suck my cock, Maryanne. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I need to watch you swallow my cum," I said while she tried pushing me away and hitting me.
A spitter instead of a swallower, she preferred me cumming on her modest, B cup, naked tits instead of cumming in her mouth and all over her face. She froze when I said that I needed to cum in her beautiful mouth. She froze when I said that I wanted to watch her swallow my cum.
Especially when knowing that my wife didn't want me to cum in her mouth, and after promising that I wouldn't cum in her mouth, I especially enjoyed cumming in her mouth. Payback's a bitch. After she had her spendthrift way with credit cards, putting my foot down, I showed her who was the boss by ejaculating a huge load of cum in her unwilling mouth and not letting her go until she swallowed.
# # #
Forcing her to swallow instead of spitting it out as she usually did, I held her head in place. Unable to resist cumming in my wife's unwilling mouth, sadly and sexually frustratingly, I married the wrong woman. I should have married her mother, her sister, or her best friend. They would have gladly and eagerly blown me while allowing me to cum in their mouths. They would have swallowed my cum. Something that Maryanne would never allow me to do, they even would have allowed me to give them cum baths.
It's not that they were whores, as my wife professed that they were, they weren't prudes in the way that my wife was a prude. There's a wide disparity between being a whore and a prude. Doing everything but for oral sex and sexual intercourse, touching, feeling, and masturbating one another, we had more sex before we were married than we did after we were married. Then, once we were married, becoming my virgin wife, her pussy playground closed.
As she promised, while wondering if my mother-in-law was still going to suck my cock and allow to cum in her mouth and all over her pretty face, I didn't have to wonder for very long. Not having to force her, bribe her, cajole her, or give her credit cards to spend my money, her mother was different. Her mother wanted to blow me. She wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow my cum. Wanting me to give her a cum bath, she wanted me to ejaculate a second load all over her face and across her naked breasts.
"I can't wait to suck you," she said. "It's been a long time since I've had a hard dick in my mouth," she said. "I miss making a man happy with not only my hand and my pussy, but also with my mouth. I miss the taste of cum," she said sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips. "I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth, Paul."



She moved halfway down the bed to take me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. Really getting into sucking my prick, unlike her daughter, my mother-in-law seemed to enjoy blowing me. Seemingly determined to make me cum in her mouth, nearly deep throating my entire prick, she stroked me faster and stroked me harder while sucking me deeper. Quite different from her daughter, Maryanne, Elaine was a talented and experienced cocksucker. Not bad for a fifty-year-old woman as opposed to my 25-year-old wife, she gave me the best blowjob that I ever had in my life.
No longer able to hold back, I put a gentle hand behind my mother-in-law's brunette, pretty head. Really getting into her sucking me, I humped her mouth and fucked her face before ejaculating a load of cum in her mouth. Instead of spitting it out and being angry with me for cumming in her mouth, as my wife always did, she swallowed all that I gave her. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my prick, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts.
Instead of hitting me and swearing at me that I ejaculated in her mouth and all over her face, instead of being angry that I gave her a cum bath, she laughed with glee while wiping cum all over her face. Oddly enough, having sex with Maryanne's mother made me think of having sex with my own mother. With not all of them sucking cock from that generation, I wondered if my mother, Rita, sucked cock. I wondered if she allowed my father to cum in her mouth. I wondered if she swallowed his cum.
I wondered what my mother looked like naked. Now that I had sex with my mother-in-law, a woman the same age as my mother, I wondered what it would feel like to have sex with my mother. I've always been sexually attracted to my mother but other than flashing her my naked prick and allowing her to catch me masturbating and cumming, I never tried to sexually seduce my mother.
Now, that I was having sex with my wife's mother, I thought about having sex with my mother. I've spied and peeped on her numerous times. I saw her in her bra and panties, topless, and nearly naked. When I wasn't masturbating over Elaine, I was masturbating over my mother. With them more maturely wise, to say that I had a thing for older women would be an understatement.
With my prick still hard, not allowing this opportunity to fuck my mother-in-law to pass me by, I rolled her over and mounted her. She reached down between her legs and moved my prick inside of her. Starting out slowly and lovingly, we continued humping one another faster and harder. We were fucking. We were really fucking one another. I fucked my mother-in-law and she fucked me, her son-in-law.
Hoping that she'd want me to tell her all of the sexy details, wanting to hurt her, I couldn't wait to tell my wife that her I had sex with her mother and she consensually and willingly had sex with me. I was happy to allow my wife to have a new credit card. She'd much rather go shopping than to have sex with me anyway. Now, hoping to go from mother to daughter, I wondered if I'd have the same, sexual luck with her sister.
# # #
Chapter 02:
After having sex with my wife's mother, my mother-in-law, Elaine, as promised, I allowed my wife, Maryanne, to apply for a new credit card. Keeping my promise to my wife after she agreed to help me flash her mother my erect, naked prick, I told her that I'd pay for the first month of her credit card charges, up to five-thousand-dollars if her mother had sex with me. Even though she refused to help me sexually seduce her mother, once I flashed Elaine my naked cock, with her mother a cocksucking whore, I knew that she'd want to do more than just stare at my naked prick.
A natural if abnormal and immoral transition, now, that I had sex with my wife's mother, making the rounds, I wanted to have sex with my wife's, big sister, Victoria. Comparing one to the other, a younger version of her mother, she was very pretty, as pretty as my wife, Maryanne, and as pretty as her mother, Elaine. She was very sexy and had a shapely body, too. She had a stripper/porn star body that complimented and enhanced her good looks. More importantly, my kind of women, she had huge, F cup breasts, breasts as big if not bigger than her mother's big tits.
'I love big tits,' I thought while recalling all of the fun that I had with Elaine's big tits. 'What was I thinking marrying a woman with B cup breasts? I'm so looking forward to seeing, touching, feeling, fondling, groping, and sucking Victoria's huge knockers. I hope she'd flash me her naked breasts. I hope she'd allow me to have sex with her beautiful, naked body.'
Maryanne made the call and invited her sister over for drinks. In the way that I needed to get her mother inebriated and alone, I didn't have to get her sister drunk. Somehow and some way, I needed to get her away from my wife. I needed to get her alone.
With Victoria always flashing her tits, like mother like daughter, with her sister a bigger whore than her mother, especially a much bigger whore than my wife, she'd be easier to sexually seduce. I knew that at the very least, if only by what she was wearing, if she didn't have sex with me, she'd flash me her tits. According to my wife, proud of her big tits, her sister loved flashing her tits.
As I did with my wife's mother, this time with my wife helping me to help make my flashing not as obvious, I did with my wife's sister. As much as I couldn't wait for Victoria to see my erect, naked prick, I couldn't wait to see her big, naked tits. I hoped that exposing my cock to her was temptation enough for her to flash me her giant breasts. I hoped that Victoria would want me to see her naked tits as much as I wanted to see her naked tits and as much as I wanted to see her mother's naked tits.
# # #
It was 9:00 pm when Victoria arrived. Early for her, she usually doesn't go out until after 10:00 pm and parties early into the next morning. Clearly, she's a night owl when I'm a morning person. An early riser, I still need my 7 hours' worth of sleep otherwise I get cranky and crabby and fall asleep in my chair while watching TV.
She was wearing my favorite kind of blouse, a low-cut one. Her blouse showed her long, sexy line of cleavage and most of the exposed sides her big breasts but for her areolas and nipples. Easy to imagine the shape and the size of the rest of her breasts, I stared at her as if she was topless. With her, obviously, sexually teasing me, never had I see as much of my sister-in-law's big tits as I was seeing now. Hopefully, with me burning a hole in her blouse while undressing her with my eyes, she'd show me her naked breasts.
She was wearing a short skirt that was even shorter than the skirt that her mother was wearing. Not seeing a panty line, I suspected that she wasn't wearing panties. The flashing outfit of a typical party girl, who allowed anyone to grope her, she attended dance clubs practically naked. Wishing I was a fly on the way, I'd love to see her having sex with someone. I'd love him or her to strip my sexy sister-in-law naked while I watched and masturbated myself.
As soon as she sat on the sofa, conscious of all that she was showing, with her knees cemented together, she put her hand in her lap to deny me from seeing her naked pussy. No matter. I was more interested in seeing her naked breasts than in seeing her naked pussy. Besides, I was more interested in flashing her my naked cock than in her flashing me her naked pussy. I couldn't wait to see her reaction to seeing my naked prick.
Eventually, as the night progressed, I knew she'd be removing her hand from her lap just as I knew she'd be parting her knees to expose her naked pussy to me. With her wearing a loose blouse, one that showed most of her bra clad breasts, in the way that she wasn't wearing panties, I wished she wasn't wearing a bra. I'd love to slip my horny hand inside of her blouse to feel her naked breasts.
# # #
As soon as I made my appearance in my short, sexually revealing bathroom, she stared at me in the way that I had been staring at her. With my partial erection immediately making its presence known, I knew she could tell that I wasn't wearing anything beneath my robe. In the way that I had stared at what I could see of her tits through her blouse and bra, she stared at all that she could see of my naked cock beneath my bathrobe.
As soon as I saw what she was wearing or not wearing, I couldn't wait to flash my sister-in-law my naked cock. As I already did with her mother, I couldn't wait to show her my erect, naked prick to Victoria. I wondered what her reaction would be when she saw my exposed dick. As did my mother-in-law, I hoped my sister-in-law would flash me her naked breasts.
"You'll have to forgive my husband, he just got out of the shower. He never gets dressed right away until after he cools down from taking a hot shower," she said with a shrug while laying it on thick.
Calling attention to what I was wearing or not wearing, Maryanne voiced her hatred for my bathrobe.
"I hate that bathrobe, Paul. I'm going to burn it when you're sleeping. It doesn't fit you right. It doesn't close all the way. When my mother was here, knowing how morally modest she is, you embarrassed her. You humiliated her. You mortified her. You continually exposed your naked, erect prick to her. I was so embarrassed for her to see so much of her son-in-law," she said laying it on thick.
'If only she knew that her mother is a cocksucking whore. If only she knew that my mother-in-law enjoyed seeing my naked prick as much as I enjoyed showing her my naked cock. If only my wife knew that I had sex with her mother. I gave Elaine multiple, sexual orgasms. Something that I should be doing with my wife, if only Maryanne knew that I stripped her mother naked. I fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. I made love to her. I fucked her.
Already flashing my sister-in-law, in the way that I flashed my mother-in-law, my erect, naked prick, my cock was already sticking straight out from my parted bathrobe. I watched Victoria's eyes look down at my expose prick before looking up at me. Then, with my cock throbbing and pulsating for the benefit of my sister-in-law, a good sign, I watched her stare at my exposed prick as if she had never seen a naked cock before.
"Jesus Paul," said Maryanne. "What's wrong with you? You're exposed. You're flashing my sister your naked prick," she said calling attention to my cock pointing at her sister. "You're embarrassing her," she said looking at her sister. "I'm sorry Victoria, you have to excuse my perverted husband."
I closed my robe and tied it tighter.
"Sorry," I said to Victoria.
She laughed with a shrug.
"Your cock isn't the first, naked cock I've seen. And I'm sure that it won't be the last one either," she said with a dirty laugh while staring at my tented bathrobe. "You do have a big cock," she said.
She slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips and gave me the sexually naughty look that confessed that she wanted to stroke my cock, suck my cock, and fuck my cock. Returning her sexy look with my sexy look, I smiled at my sister-in-law while staring at all the she was showing of her long line of sexy cleavage and the sides of her exposed breasts. Knowing she'd do so; I couldn't wait for my sister-in-law to flash me. I couldn't to see her naked tits.
'This is going to be one Hell of a night of flashing. Between me flashing my sister-in-law my naked prick and my sister-in-law flashing me her naked tits, life doesn't get any better than this,' I thought.
# # #
Not having to wait very long to see if my sister-in-law would flash me her enormous boobs, when she excused herself to use the bathroom, she returned without her bra. An obvious sign that she was planning to flash me her naked tits, one of the straps of her red bra dangled from her pocketbook. Without her bra confining them and keeping them in their place, especially when she turned to the side and leaned forward, I already could see even more of her naked breasts than I ever had before.
'Here we go. Showtime,' I thought. 'Victoria is going to flash me her tits. If only I could get her alone, I wonder if she'd have sex with me in the way that her mother had sex with me.
After knowing that my sister-in-law was getting ready to flash me her naked tits, as I did with MILF of a mother-in-law, I allowed my bathrobe to part nearly wide open. Giving Victoria a constant and continual show of my naked prick, instead of looking away, as if she had never seen a naked dick before, she stared at my naked cock. I hoped my sexy sister-in-law would return the flashing favor and flash me her huge, naked breasts. I'd not only love to see her big tits but I'd love to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and grope them while sucking her nipples.
To say that I'd love to see my sister-in-law's huge breast was an understatement. Unable to focus on anything else, even on her pretty face, it was difficult to look at anything else other than the huge impressions that Victoria's big tits made in her low-cut blouse. With her so shapely thin, the immense size of her breasts was made to look even bigger than what they were.
'God, she has such big tits,' I thought while staring at all that I could see of her naked breasts.
Even though they took nearly the same bra cup size, a E cup versus and F cup, Victoria's enormous breasts looked so very much bigger than her mother's gigantic breasts. Undoubtedly an F cup, was not nearly the same as and E cup. Victoria had the same cup size as Sofia Vergara and Christina Hendricks. Indeed, Victoria had sexy secrets of her own.
# # #
I didn't have to wait very long for her to flash me. She looked down at her breasts and then she looked up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look. While staring at my naked prick, she slid a slow tongue over her red, full lips. As soon as Maryanne left the room to use the bathroom, Victoria asked me the question that I hoped she'd ask me all night.
"You've been staring at them all night, Paul. Clearly, you like what you're seeing," she said smiling at me. She looked down at her breasts before looking up at me again. "Do you like my big tits," she asked and paused while I nodded my head as if I was a starving, homeless man? "Would you like to see them," she asked while sliding a slow hand over her breasts and stopping at her nipples to finger them. "Would you like to see my tits?"
Not having to ask me twice, before I could say yes, she asked me twice anyway, if I wanted to see her naked breasts.
"Seriously? Are you kidding me? I'd would love to see your naked breasts, Victoria. I love big breasted women. If your tits are anything like your mother's big tits, you must be so proud," I said.
She laughed.
"You saw my mother's naked breasts?"
Knowing full well that she knew that I saw Elaine's naked breasts, mother and daughter always talked and told one another everything.
# # #
"I wouldn't call having huge breasts prideful," she said with a laugh. "Trust me, they're a real handful. Most times they're a burden. Impossible to find a bra to fit me, I have my bras custom made at a cost of nearly three times that of a store-bought bra," she said
She cupped her breasts in her hands through her blouse and lifted them as if offering them to me.
"They're heavy and I must sleep on my back or on my side instead of on my stomach. Moreover, not just bras but it's impossible to find clothes that me fit correctly," she said. "The first part of my body that anyone sees, especially when rounding a corner, it's impossible to hide my big tits. Men are always whistling at me and commenting on the size of my big tits. Men always ask me if they're natural or surgical enhanced. Men always ask me if they can see them, touch them, and feel them."
As if I had never seen naked tits before, I watched Victoria slowly and sexily unbutton and remove her blouse. With her bra already removed and hidden in her pocketbook, she was immediately topless. As if her tits were the eighth and the nineth wonders of the world, my eyes bulged out of my head. My sister-in-law's breasts were even bigger and shapelier than her mother's gigantic breasts. Never have I ever seen breasts as big and as shapely as my sister-in-law's big and shapely breasts.
Again, as if offering them to me, sexually teasing me, she lifted her breasts higher and held them in the palms of her hands. Then, while sexily staring at me, she lifted her breasts to her mouth. She sucked one nipple before sucking the other nipple.
Twice the size of normal nipples, her nipples were so big. When my wife, Maryanne, went from the bathroom to the bedroom and closed her bedroom door, Victoria asked me her questions. Having seen her big sister expose her naked breasts many times before, clearly, Maryanne wanted no part in seeing her sister expose her naked breasts now.
# # # 
"Would you like to touch them," she asked while slowly sliding her hands across her naked breasts? "Would you like to feel them," she asked while continuing to sexually tease me by groping her own tits? "Would you like to grope and fondle my big tits while pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples? I love having my nipples fingered," said Victoria while fingering her erect nipples. "I love having my nipples sucked."
Not allowing this opportunity to touch and feel my sister-in-law's naked breasts to pass me by, I walked over to her on my knees. As soon as I had her big tits in my horny hands, not wasting a moment, I had them in my mouth. Definitely, I had married the wrong sister. I wished that I had married Victoria or even her mother. I would have loved to have a steady diet of breasts as big as Victoria's breasts and Elaine's breasts.
As if hypnotized by them, all that I could do was to stare at her naked breasts. After wondering what her tits felt like in my horny hands, I wondered no more. As if mesmerized by them, she looked so sexy topless. I reached out my horny hands to touch them, first one and then the other. They were as soft as they were firm. Not sagging at all, they were as shapely as they were big. Never have I seen better breasts then these.
With her big, naked tits whacking her in her face, I'd love to watch her jogging or doing Jumping Jacks topless. To harness her huge breasts, she sometimes wore a sports bra. She needed a custom, over the shoulder, big boulder holder for these giant breasts. Except when seeing topless photos of Sophia Vergara and Christina Hendricks, never have I seen breasts as big and as shapely as Victoria's huge tits.
After seeing her topless, a normal progression, I couldn't help but wonder what she looked like naked. Having already seen her mother topless and naked, I now had more of an idea what Victoria would look like without her clothes. With my wife still hiding out in her bedroom while watching TV, I still couldn't believe that I was seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling my sister-in-law's naked tits while I was flashing her my cock.
Until the possible reality of having sex with my wife's big sister became more than just a sexual fantasy, as I did with her mother, Elaine, I put the thoughts of bedding Victoria out of my head. Then, after she showed me her naked tits and invited me to touch and feel her naked breasts while sucking her nipples, my sexual fantasy became more of a reality. Obsessed with her and her big tits, all that I could think of was having sex with Victoria. Now, after seeing them, touching them, and sucking them, all that I could think of was Victoria's naked tits.
In the way that I held her topless and naked mother in my arms, I couldn't wait to hold her topless and naked daughter in my arms. In the way that I kissed and made out with her mother, I couldn't wait to kiss her and make out with Victoria. I couldn't wait to French kiss her. I couldn't wait to have my wicked, sexual way with her enormous breasts. I couldn't wait to touch and her beautiful, naked body everywhere. I couldn't wait to have sex with her. Something so sexually forbidden for me to do, I couldn't wait to have sex with my wife's sister.



Not knowing it then but, finally, fully aware of it now, I definitely married the wrong sister. Shocking but true, even if I had married Maryanne's mother, Elaine, I'd definitely would have had a much fuller and sexually satisfying sexlife than what I had now with my prude of a wife, Maryanne. Morally modest, sadly and sexually frustratingly, Maryanne was the definition of a prude. She had little interest in sex. Her interest was more in clothes, in shoes, in shopping, and in spending my money.
The complete opposite of her mother, her sister, and even her best friend, except for a brief glimpse, I've yet to see my wife topless or naked. As if embarrassed for me to see her topless, naked, or even in her panties and bra, she dresses and undresses in the bathroom or in the closet. As if she's a nun, she comes to bed wearing a long sleeve nightgown that's buttoned all the way to her neck and falls to her ankles.
# # #
With my wife ensconced in her bedroom and paying no never mind to me and/or her topless sister, I had sex with my sister-in-law in the living room. I kissed her while feeling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Removing her short skirt and panties after I removed my bathrobe, I had stripped her naked. We were both naked and sitting on the couch making out while my wife was still hiding out in her room.
Not waiting for me to make the first move, Victoria pushed me back on the couch and mounted me. She reached down between my legs with her hand to position my cock by her pussy lips. I couldn't believe that I was about to have extramarital sex with Victoria. I couldn't believe I was about to have forbidden sex with my wife's sister, my sister-in-law, Elaine's daughter.
'Wow! What a family,' I thought. 'First I had sex my wife's mother and now I'm having sex with my wife's sister. My life doesn't get any better than this.'
Gradually humping one another faster and humping one another harder, instead of making love, we were fucking. Victoria eagerly returned my fast and hard with her fast and hard humps. Clearly, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
Except for her MILF of a mother, never have I enjoyed having sex with anyone as much as I enjoyed having sex with Victoria. Not only was she pretty, as pretty as my wife, but she was sexy. She had what my wife didn't have, the willingness for me to see her topless and naked while having sex with me.
"Don't stop fucking me, Paul. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Slam your big prick in my pussy," she said while having a sexual orgasm.
Then, instead of taking time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, she slid off the couch to kneel beside me. She took my erect cock to stroke before taking my stiff prick in her mouth to suck me. My sexy sister-in-law not only blew me but she allowed me to cum in her mouth and all over her pretty face. Something that Maryanne hated to do; Victoria allowed me to give her a cum bath.
"I love you, Victoria," I said after decorating her with cum.
Shocking myself, I couldn't believe that I blurted out that I loved my sister-in-law. As surprised as I was shocked, she stopped humping me to look up at me as if I had splashed cold water in her face. She gave me a sexy look.
"I love you, too, Paul."
From that moment forward, our kisses were more than kisses. As if we were making love with every kiss, our kisses meant something. It meant the promise of a lifelong love affair with my wife's sister instead of with my wife.
To be continued...
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My Mother, My Daughter, and Me
Amber, sexually attracted to her father, teases and seduces her dad, Wes, who's sexually attracted to her as well.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that 18-year-old Amber asked me to write about her having incestuous sex with her 47-year-old father, Wes. Instead, hoping he'd take the hint, make next move, and have incestuous sex with her, she continued flashing him her totally, naked body until he finally got the hint and had incestuous sex with her. Fearful of having sex with his daughter, this was his daughter and not some whore. Then, knowing he wouldn't get in trouble, it took him a while to realize that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
Like grandmother, like granddaughter, they were cut from the same cloth. Amber was just like her grandmother, Karen, in her sexual desire of her father in the way that her grandmother was sexually attracted to her son. Just as Wes was doomed to have incestuous sex with his mother, with his daughter not taking no for an answer, only a matter of time, he was doomed to have sex with his daughter, too. In the way that her grandmother enjoyed controlling her son with exhibitionism and sex, Amber enjoyed controlling her father with exhibitionism and sex, too.
Hidden from everyone while hiding in the shadows, no one, not even her mother, knew about their father and daughter incestuous affair. With her not home, leaving them alone while traveling on business, it was inevitable that they'd be having sex. Their dirty, little secret, what they sexually did behind closed, bedroom doors was their business and none of anyone else's business. Starting innocently by flashing one another and masturbating over one another, their incestuous teasing continued and blossomed into them having a father and daughter, incestuous, sexual relationship.
My drunken, whore of a mother sexually abused me as an 18-year-old teenager. Too young and too sexually inexperienced to understand what was happening, instead of stopping it, I willingly and consensually went along with it. Back then, I was filled with testosterone and too dumb to realize that what my mother did in taking sexual advantage of me and sexually abusing me was wrong.
Instead, I masturbated every morning and every evening over my sexy mother exposing herself to me. Indeed, not thinking there was anything wrong with my mother flashing me her naked ass, her naked tits, and her pussy, I was too sexually excited to see my 46-year-old MILF of a mother in all manner of undress. Returning the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, not thinking there was anything wrong with flashing my mother my erect, naked cock, I was too sexually excited not to expose myself to her.
With her continually sexually teasing me by flashing me her nearly naked and naked body, three decades later, my daughter gave me plenty of sexual imagery to masturbate over, too. After taking her shower, Amber knew that I was there watching her drying her hair while topless. Then, with her bedroom door partially open, she laid across her bed wearing earplugs and reading while she was naked, totally naked. Alas, instead of seeking professional, psychiatric help, with me already possessing a history of sexual abuse, I continued the sexual abuse cycle by sexually abusing my 18-year-old daughter, Amber.
Not having to force her to strip naked, with my daughter willingly and consensually exposing herself to me, I returned the favor by exposing myself to her. Allowing her to catch me stroking my cock, I masturbated over the thoughts of my daughter naked and having sex with me. Shamefully perverted for a father to do that to his daughter, after she played soccer, I made her special, protein shakes. I ejaculated cum in her drink before serving it to her. I received a sick, sexual thrill watching my daughter guzzle the load of cum that I ejaculated in her drink.
# # #
Wes' story:
My sexual abuse started nearly, thirty-years ago with my thirty-six-year-old, MILF of a mother, Karen. A single mother with no man in her life, with us living out in the boonies and her working from home, she was content living alone with me. Back then, not part of the everyday dialogue, no one talked about sexual abuse in the way that they talk about it now. Yet, even today, they mostly discussed sexual abuse with how it related to women and not to men.
Like grandmother like granddaughter, in the way that my mother sexually abused me by sexually teasing and sexually seducing me, nearly, thirty-years later, my 18-year-old daughter, Amber, sexually abused me by sexually teasing and sexually seducing me. Seemingly, doomed to be sexually, albeit consensually abused by mother, I was doomed to be sexually, albeit consensually abused by my daughter.
'What is it with women sexually teasing men? Clearly, they derive sexual pleasure in exposing themselves to men while making their flashing appear unintentional and/or accidental. Between upskirt views of their panties and their naked pussies and down-blouse views of their cleavage, low-cut bras, and naked breasts, what is it with women exposing themselves to men? Always flaunting their sexy and shapely bodies, women are always showing men all that they hoped to see. Then, strangely enough, they shame and embarrass the men for looking.'
Not my fault. I was a victim. I was molded by my long history of sexual abuse, first by my mother, Karen, and then by my daughter, Amber. Is it any wonder why I'm addicted to sex? Sex, sex, sex, my entire existence is sex. When I'm not having sex, I'm thinking about having sex.
My sexual abuse started with my MILF of a mother, Karen, and continued with my 18-year-old daughter, Amber. Not breaking the cycle but continuing the cycle, I had no idea what sexual abuse was until it happened to me. I had no idea that I was their pawn in their game of sexual seduction. Naïvely, I thought that only women could be sexually abused but I was wrong. Naïvely, I thought that only women could be sexually seduced but I was so very wrong.
# # #
Ripe for my daughter, Amber, to sexually seduce me, my long history of sexual abuse started with my mother when I was 18-years-old. As if waiting for me to come of age, as soon as I turned 18, she started sexually teasing me by exposing her semi-naked body and naked body to me. With my mother a beautiful woman with a sexy and shapely figure, what man wouldn't look at his mother when she was flashing him her naked ass, her naked tits, and/or her naked pussy. What man wouldn't masturbate over seeing what he shouldn't be seeing of his sexy and shapely mother?
Suffice to write, continually walking around the house with an erection, I was as shocked as I was sexually excited to see my mother in all manner of undress. After she exposed her nearly naked and her naked body to me, it goes without saying that I've always been sexually attracted to my mother. Unable to stop myself from doing so, quickly becoming part of my daily routine, I masturbated over all that I saw of my mother every morning and every night. Always so horny, when I wasn't masturbating, I was thinking about masturbating.
She turned my head from a loving mother and son relationship to the dark, incestuous, side of forbidden sex. Having never wondered about such things before, she made me wonder what it would be like to have sex with my mother. The first women that I saw without her clothes, with her exposing herself to me every day, multiple times a day, she made her flashes appear accidental and unintentional instead of deliberate.
Feeling perverted and guilty, I berated myself for looking. How dare I sexually lust over my mother? What's wrong with me to want to have incestuous sex with her. As horny as I was sexually excited, I continually masturbated over seeing my mother in her sexy nightgowns, in her bra and panties, topless, and naked.
Deliberately flashing me, giving me a semi-naked and naked, daily show, even with me standing in her bedroom doorway watching her, she never closed her bedroom door when dressing or undressing. She wanted me to see what I shouldn't see of her. Every day, accustomed to seeing my mother in some manner of undress, I saw her numerous times in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. Finding any excuse to talk to her, and to delay my stay with her, I'd stand in her bedroom doorway talking to her while watching her dress and undress.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. She was my sexual fantasy and dream woman come true and rolled into one, fine looking woman. With me having fallen in romantic love with her, if I could have married my mother, I would have. If I could have impregnated her and had a child with her, I would have done that, too. I wished I could have spent the rest of my life with my mother. Yet, not to be. She had other plans that didn't include me.
# # #
Back then, with me 18-years-old and my mother 36-years-old, nearly thirty-years ago, she had such a beautiful body with big, D cup breasts and big nipples. She had a firm, shapely ass and a brown, bushy pussy. As if they were my trophies collected from her panties, I collected errant strands of her dark, brown, pubic hair that remained stuck inside of her panties.
She had so very many pairs of panties and I loved them all. I never wanted to wear my mother's panties, I'd much rather masturbate while holding and sniffing her panties. I'd rather cum in my mother's soiled panties while imagining that I was cumming in my mother's pussy.
She had all colors and all styles of panties. I even liked the word, panties. Panties, panties, panties. Just the mere thought of my mother's panties gave me an erection. My mother's panties sexually excited me enough to make me want to masturbate and cum while holding her panties and imagining her wearing them.
Something that I was fond of doing, I'd masturbate over imagining her naked and having sex with me while holding and sniffing her panties. While holding her soiled panties to my nose, I'd masturbate myself and ejaculate cum in her panties while imagining fingering my mother's pussy and licking her pussy. I loved my mother's panties. I loved the musky smell of my mother's pussy.
I can't count how many times I masturbated over seeing my mother's naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. Yet, as much as I loved seeing her topless and/or naked, she looked best when walking around me in her sexy bra and revealing panties. She was so sexy in her low-cut colorful bras and in her colorful, form fitting, bikini panties.
# # #
After a while, taking me time to get there, while flashing her my erect, naked cock, I returned the exhibitionistic favor of her nudity with my nudity. Daring myself to do so, I was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited showing my mother my naked prick. As if daring her to touch me, stroke me, suck me, and/or fuck me, I'd stand in her bedroom doorway in plain view of her while stroking my naked cock in front of her and while staring up at her.
With her staring at me and watching me masturbate myself, I lost count how many times I exposed myself to my mother. I lost count how many times I ejaculated for my mother. Instead of just exposing herself to me, I wished that she'd reach out and wrap her soft, warm hand around my naked prick. Instead of just sexually teasing me, I wished that she'd stroke me and masturbate me. Instead of just sexually seducing me, I wished she'd move to her knees and take me in her mouth. I so wanted to have sex with my mother.
Yet, unfortunately, her having sex with me wasn't her style. She just wanted to sexually tease me by sexually abusing me. She just wanted to continue to flash me her beautiful, naked body. Surely, she must have derived some sexual pleasure in flashing her semi-naked and naked body to me. In the way that I masturbated over her, she must have masturbated herself over me seeing all that I shouldn't see of my mother's ass, tits, and pussy.
No doubt, waiting for me to make my sexual move, I imagined that she wanted me to push her back on her bed, strip her naked, mount her, and fuck her. Yet, with me sexually inexperienced and with me having too much respect for my mother, I could never sexually force her to sexually do something that she didn't want to do. I was so naïve. Little did know that my mother wanted to stroke me, suck me, and fuck me. Little did I know that my mother was playing me.
"Be careful not to cum on the carpet, Wes," was the only thing she ever said to let me know that she not only saw my naked prick but also, she saw me masturbating myself. "Don't make a mess, please. Use a Kleenex to catch your cum."
# # #
Then, whenever she was drinking, which was nearly every night, she'd always fall asleep on her bed and in her sexy, low-cut, short, and nearly see-through nightgown. With her nightgown hem nearly bunched to the top of her pubic hairy, and with her not wearing panties, I received a nightly view of her naked, bushy pussy. With her nightgown straps half off, at least one of her naked breasts was always exposed. If it wasn't enough seeing my mother's naked ass and her naked pussy, I loved seeing her big, naked tits.
Daring myself to do so, I so wanted to move between my mother's shapely thighs. Taking in the musky fragrance of her naked cunt, I so wanted to finger her pussy while licking her cunt. I so wanted to rub her clit and fingerfuck her pussy. I so wanted to masturbate my mother. Something that I never heard or saw before, I so wanted hear and see my mother have a sexual orgasm brought on by my fingers and tongue. Controlling my mother with sex in the way that she controlled me with sex, I so wanted to give her a sexual orgasm.
Whether deliberate or unintentional, with me horny back then and filled with testosterone, my mother gave me plenty to masturbate over later. I lost count how many times I masturbated over seeing something of her beautiful, semi-naked and naked body that I shouldn't see of my mother. Every day, sometimes multiple times a day, she deliberately exposed some part of her naked body to me. Every day, taking the images of her naked body to bed with me, I'd masturbate while imagining her naked and her having sex with me.
'Oh, Mom, I want you. I want to make out with you while touching and feeling you everywhere through your clothes,' I thought while masturbating myself in my bed before going to sleep at night. 'I want to strip you naked. I want to touch and feel your beautiful, naked body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. I want to make sweet and slow love to you. I want to fuck you. I want you to blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth.'
Eventually, building the courage to sneak in her room, I'd stand beside her bed watching her sleep. Then, with the nightlight plenty bright enough for me to see all that I wanted to see of my nearly naked mother, I carefully removed some of the covers to see more of her naked body. Then, whenever she was drunk enough that she wouldn't know nor remember what I was doing or what I did, I started touching her and feeling her in her sleep.
Only, little did I know that she wasn't sleeping. She was pretending to be asleep. She was aware of every sexual thing that I did to her beautiful naked, body. She wanted me to touch her. She wanted me to feel her.
Eventually, I masturbated over her while she was sleeping, or in her case, pretended to be sleeping. Standing next to her bed, when I wasn't cumming on her naked tits, I ejaculated on her naked pussy, and/or even on her face.
Sometimes, when she was snoring with her mouth was open, I'd masturbate myself and when ready to cum, I'd lean over her and cum in her mouth. Daring myself to do so, I've even stuck my erect prick in her sleeping mouth. As if she was dreaming of giving someone a blowjob, my mother sucked me in her sleep. Yet, little did I know that my mother wasn't sleeping. She was wide awake while waiting for me and expecting me to cum all over her face and in her mouth. She loved giving me a sleeping blowjob.
# # #
I've taken my mother's hand, wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my erect, naked cock and, while rocking my hips back and forth, I've had her masturbate me while she's feigning that she's asleep. Unable to control myself, sexually excited over it, I've ejaculated in my mother's sleeping, open mouth several times while she pretended to be sleeping. Mounting her, with her dead to the world and not awakening because she was drunk and/or sleeping it off, while hoping to make her pregnant, I slid my cock inside of her and ejaculated in her pussy a few times, too.
Always wondering if my mother knew that I sexually abused her in her sleep, she never said anything to make me think that she knew. Yet, with the joke on me, I suspected she knew that I had sex with her in her sleep because she was always wet. Pretending she was the one being sexually seduced instead of her being the seducer, definitely, without doubt, my mother was wide awake when I was having my sexual way with her beautiful body.
Always lying on her back or on her stomach, while giving me easy access to her body, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Yet, this was my mother and not some woman that I picked up in a bar. For her sexual seduction to work, she needed to pretend that she was sleeping. She needed to pretend that she had no idea that I was sexually abusing her in her sleep. Otherwise, I wouldn't have the confidence to do all that I sexually did to my mother in her feigned sleep.
Further proof that my mother was wide awake and not sleeping, she was plenty wet enough for me to easily slip my cock inside of her naked pussy. With her nipples totally erect, indeed, I suspected that she was pretending that she was sleeping. Something that I wouldn't have done on my own without her encouragement, she wanted me to touch and feel her. Something I wouldn't have done without her sexually seducing me, just as she wanted to have sex with me, she wanted me to have sex with her.
With my dried cum all over her face, across her naked breasts, and/or in her naked pussy, as my proof that my mother was wide awake, she never admonished me for cumming on her or in her while she was sleeping. Whether deliberately or unintentionally, she sexually seduced me by allowing me to touch and feel her passed out, drunken naked body through her nightgown. With her continually flashing me, while waiting for me to make my sexual move, clearly, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
Every night she was drunk. Every night, I'd stealthily sneak in her bedroom and quietly climb in her bed to lay beside her while holding her and spooning her. Every night, as if an incestuous game we played, I'd masturbate while in my mother's bed and would ejaculate cum on some part of her sleeping body. I loved having incestuous sex with my mother without her knowing that I was having incestuous sex with her. Only, the surprise was on me. My mother knew all along what I was doing while she pretended to be asleep.
Then, lowering her nightgown straps and pushing down the bodice of her nightgown, I touched, felt, and fondled her big, naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. I lifted her nightgown to her waist to expose her bushy, naked, brown pussy while rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy as she slept. I'd lift her nightgown to the small of her back to expose her sexy naked ass. Then, while cuddling against her and spooning her, I'd rub my naked cock against my mother's shapely ass.
When I wasn't feeling her big tits, I was cupping her naked pussy, rubbing her clit, and squeezing her naked ass. When I wasn't masturbating cum on my mother, rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy, I was masturbating her. I liked to think that she was sleeping but now that I know better, the joke was on me. My mother pretended to be sleeping while I had my wicked, sexual way with her. Nonetheless, whether or not she was sleeping or was fully wide awake, my sexual fantasy come true, I enjoyed having sex with my mother.



Every night, after she spent the day exposing herself to me, serving her right, I sexually abused my mother. At least, I thought I was sexually abusing her. Every night, I masturbated over my mother and ejaculated cum on some part of her beautiful body. Every night, whether having her masturbate me, blow me, or fuck me as she pretended that she was asleep, I'd have incestuous sex with my mother. To be honest, working out well, I wouldn't have made a sexual move on my mother had she not pretended that she was sleeping.
# # #
Then, one day, confirming my worst fear that my mother wasn't sleeping, when I thought she was and when I was having sex with her sleeping body, she surprised me. She totally shocked me. Stunned, I looked at her while feeling so stupid. How could I not know she wasn't sleeping? Granted it was dark in her bedroom but how could I not know that she was wide awake?
I couldn't help but feel that I was the one outsmarted and sexually abused. My mother had been wide awake that whole time that I had been touching her, feeling her, and masturbating on her. With her such a great actress, she knew that I was having sex with her while she pretended to be sleeping. Yet, what did it matter? We both got what we sexually wanted from one another.
"Are you having a good time, Wes?"
Not knowing what she meant, I looked at my mother confused.
"Pardon me? I don't understand. What do you mean, mother, am I having a good time?"
She let out a sexy laugh.
"Are you having a good time standing over me while watching me sleep," she asked pausing to look at me.
I was nervous. I felt like such a fool. I ejaculated cum on her naked tits, all over my mother's face, and even in her mouth while I thought she was sleeping.
"Are you having a good time removing the covers to stare at my naked body," she asked knowing that I was there watching her sleep?
When she laughed out loud, I started to perspire. I was embarrassed. I felt like such a pervert sexually abusing my mother while I thought she was sleeping.
"Are you having a good time masturbating yourself and cumming on my naked tits, cumming on my naked pussy, cumming all over my face, and even ejaculating in my mouth," she asked with another sexy laugh?
# # #
Busted. Suddenly I felt like such a pervert peeping on my mother while she was sleeping or, in her case, pretending to be asleep. Thinking that she was clueless, my mother knew all that I was doing and all the I had sexually done to her beautiful naked and nearly naked body while she pretended to be sleeping. Yet, what did she expect I'd do? As horny as I was sexually attracted to her, I'm only human and she's so beautiful, sexy, and shapely. Besides, as if daring me to grope her, she had been sexually teasing me.
Then, she looked up at me with sexual arousal that made me realize that whatever I had sexually done to my mother while she was sleeping or pretended to be sleeping was okay with her. Seemingly, she had been waiting for me to make my sexual move. Seemingly, she wanted me to do all of those sexual things. A sexy, sexual game that she enjoyed playing, clearly, she was just as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her. Clearly, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
"Do you like sleeping with me in my bed," she asked while not done exposing me for the sexual pervert that I am?"
'Seriously? Are you kidding me? Do I like sleeping with you in your bed? Fuck yeah,' I wanted to say.'
She asked me more questions as if she was reliving it and getting off on it. Seemingly so, my mother enjoyed pillow talk. She enjoyed talking about sex. She loved talking dirty. She loved sexual inuendoes.
"Did you enjoy holding me and spooning me while rubbing your erect, naked cock against my naked ass," she asked? "Well, I did too," she said with another sexy laugh while not waiting for me to answer. "Although, I'm not into anal and am glad you didn't try and fuck me in my ass, I love it when you hold me, spoon me, and rub your erect cock against my naked ass," she said.
Then, while staring at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes, she said something that floored me.
"To tell you the truth, I only wished you had fucked me. I'd love for you to fuck me, Wes. I love for you to stick your erect cock in my pussy and make love to me before fucking me. I'd love for you to cum in my pussy," she said looking up at me with sexual arousal and incestuous lust.
She waited to watch my reaction before speaking again.
"Fuck your mother, Wes. Please fuck your mother," she said lifting the hem of her nightgown to expose her naked pussy. "I'm not too old to have a baby. I'd love for you to give me your baby. Give Mommy a baby, Wes."
Too young and too sexually inexperienced to understand what my mother was doing; I went along for the sexual ride. I mean, what 18-year-old man wouldn't sexually do whatever his MILF of a mother wanted him to sexually do? I loved seeing my mother in her sexy nightgowns. I loved seeing her in her bra and panties. I loved seeing her topless. I loved seeing her naked. I enjoyed masturbating myself over imagining my mother naked and having incestuous sex with me.
In my feeble attempt to give my mother a baby, I made love to her. Pounding her pussy night and day, I fucked her every night and every day. I'd lift up the back of her nightgown, push her over the back of the couch and fuck her right there in the living room. I'd push her back on the kitchen table and as if she was Jessica Lange with Jack Nicholson staring in James M. Cain's The Postman Always Rings twice, I fucked her right there on the kitchen table where we eat.
I fucked her in her car. I fucked her in the backyard in front of neighbors who could be watching us having sex. I fucked her in public. I fucked my mother wherever and whenever we wanted to fuck. Yet, to no avail, my mother was unable to get pregnant. Apparently, I'd be her only child. Sadly, she was at the age where she could no longer get pregnant.
# # #
My mother's sexual abuse didn't stop there. Instead of treating me like her son, she treated me like her sex toy and as if I was only there for her sexual pleasure. Never closing the bathroom door when taking a bath, totally exposing herself to my horny eyes, my mother reclined in the bathtub naked while taking a bubble bath. The first time seeing her naked in the bathtub, I was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited. I couldn't believe my eyes. There were her naked breasts and erect nipples floating just above the surface of the bath water like buoys.
Not knowing what to do, unable to take my eyes off of her, especially her naked breasts, I stood in the doorway of her opened bathroom door while staring at her naked body. Still hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother naked, totally naked. Finally, wanting to remain their longer, I took a step closer to talk to her. Instead of asking me to leave and instead of asking me to close the bathroom door behind me, surprising me and sexually exciting me, she invited me in to sit with her and talk.
I was rewarded with a continually view of my mother's big, naked breasts, her erect nipples, and the rest of her naked body. Keeping my mother company while she washed, I pulled up a stool and made small talk while staring at all that I could see of her beautiful, naked body. I talked to her every time she took a bubble bath.
She leaned forward and asked me to wash her back. Whenever she leaned forward like that, her big tits moved with her to expose even more of her shapely, naked breasts and her erect nipples to my horny eyes. Along with washing her back, not allowing this opportunity to pass me by, I washed her ribs, her stomach, and the sides of her naked breasts. Then, growing bolder as time passed, while washing her back, I'd reach around her and touch what I could feel of her erect nipples.
Not making my groping appear obvious, while washing her back, yet, to her sexual delight, eventually I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. When she didn't stop me from playing with her nipples, I continued fingering her erect nipples. I loved my mother's erect nipples as much as I loved her big tits. I couldn't wait to suck them.
I took my sweet time washing her back to allow more of the bubbles to pop and dissipate to see more of my mother's, naked body, especially her naked tits. I couldn't believe I was seeing my mother's beautiful, naked body. While hoping she wouldn't slap my hand away after washing her back and fingering her nipples, every time I bathe her, I'd wash her naked breasts, too. Touching them, feeling them, squeezing them, fondling them, and groping them, while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, my mother had the cleanest tits.
"Oops. Sorry. I dropped the soap again, Mom. Pardon my hand," I said while touching and feeling all that I could touch and feel of her naked ass and pussy.
I lost count how many times I deliberately dropped the soap. While searching for the slippery soap, I groped my mother's shapely ass. Then, moving my hand between her legs, with her feeling no pain from drinking one too many cocktails, on the pretense of searching for the soap, I'd cup her pussy.
Then, again, to my mother's sexual delight, after a while becoming bolder in sexually molesting my mother, I'd part her pussy lips with my finger. I'd rub her clit and fingerfuck her pussy. With her not stopping me, and with me wanting to give her a sexual orgasm, I masturbated my mother. Not stopping with just one sexual orgasm, while rubbing her clit faster and harder and fingerfucking her deeper, I gave her multiple, sexual orgasms with my long fingers.
Then, when it was time to get out of the tub, while touching and feeling her naked body where a son should never touch and feel his mother's naked body, I'd help her up and dry her with a huge, bath size towel. Making sure that she was completely dry, I took my time drying her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. After masturbating my mother inside the bathtub, I masturbated her again outside the bathtub. When I wasn't masturbating myself, I was masturbating my mother.
That was then and this was now. No longer an 18-year-old innocent, young man, I'm a forty-seven-year-old, horny man with an enduring history of sexual abuse and with a sexually salacious, eighteen-year-old daughter. With my mother retired, she moved to Boca Raton, Florida. The home of alligators and wealthy, old men. She has a captive audience to expose her sexy and shapely, naked body to while sexually teasing them to entice them to give her money. No doubt, with my mother having a captivated audience, she's flashing old, retired men upskirt peeks of her panties and down-blouse views of her naked breasts.
# # #
Amber's story:
Unbeknownst to me at the time, my father is a sexual pervert. He's addicted to sex in the way that other, normal men are addicted to beer and football. Come to discover, with us both on the same, sexual page, a sexual trait inherited from him, he's as sexually attracted to me as much I'm sexually attracted to him. Who knew? Now what?
Standing at 6'5" tall, my dad is my superhero. Taller than all of my friends' fathers, standing out in a crowd, head and shoulders above the rest, my dad is my superman. To quote Tina Turner, my dad is the best and better than all of the rest.
I love my dad. I love flashing him. I love sexually teasing my him. Unfortunately, I love him not in the way that a daughter should love her father. I love him more romantically and sexually rather than affectionately.
An incestuous surprise that sexually aroused me, I had no idea that my father wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with him. I had no idea that my father masturbated over making out with me while touching and feeling me everywhere through my clothes. Until I saw him with my own two eyes, I had no idea that he masturbated over me while holding and sniffing my soiled panties. Had I not been sexually attracted to my father, I'd be embarrassed.
'Eww. Gross,' I thought. 'I can't believe my dad is sniffing my panties. I can't believe he has my panties under my pillow. I've been looking for these panties and now I know where they all are. Actually, something that I'd love for him to do, I wouldn't be surprised if my dad wanted to lick my pussy while fingering my pussy.'
I imagined asking my dad for a favor.
'Daddy, after I suck you cock and allow you to cum in my mouth, would you do me a favor and eat my pussy before fucking my pussy. If you give me sexual orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock, I'll not only allow you to fuck me but also, I'll allow you to cum in my pussy,' I imagined saying to my dad.
# # #
Shocking but true, there's more, so very much more. I couldn't believe that my dad wanted to strip me naked while touching and feeling my naked body everywhere that a father should never touch and feel my naked body. As embarrassed as I was sexually aroused by the thought of my dad stripping me naked and touching and feeling my naked body everywhere, I couldn't believe my dad wanted to have incestuous sex with me. Coming out of the clear blue, where did that suddenly come from? Was it because I turned 18-years-old and am legal now?
Not only did he wanted to strip me naked but also, my father wanted to masturbate me. Again, I was shocked as I was sexually aroused that he wanted to rub my clit, fingerfuck my pussy, and lick my pussy. My Dad wanted to eat me. He wanted me to cum in his mouth. Suddenly, sexually aroused, I imagined flashing my dad my naked pussy. I imagined spreading my legs for him and allowing him to have his wicked, sexual way with my cunt.
Something that I never imagined that he wanted to do, taking his sexual time as if I was his new bride and we were on our Mormon Honeymoon in Arizona, he wanted to make slow and sweet, passionate love to me. Not only did he want me to blow him and cum in my mouth, but he wanted to fuck me and cum in my pussy, too. A shocking revelation, with him a typical Mormon ready to take his daughter as his teenage bride, with me only 18-years-old and not nearly ready to have a child, he wanted to give me his baby.
Hard to wrap my head around, my dad not only wanted to have incestuous sex with me but also, he wanted to give me his baby. How convoluted is that? If I had a child with my father that would make him my baby's dad and granddad. What would he be called? Dad or granddad?
So weird and so perversely perverted, I couldn't believe my father wanted to impregnate me. If I was pregnant with my father's baby, my mother would divorce him and throw me out of her house. Yet, with her crazy for babies, maybe she'd accept my baby as her own baby. Maybe, we'd live happily ever after as a typical Mormon family.
# # #
Blowing my mind while sexually arousing me, my dad not only wanted to have passionate sex with my naked body but also, he wanted to fuck me. My own father wanted to fuck me. Hard to wrap my head around having incestuous sex with my father, I couldn't believe that my dad wanted to fuck me. He wanted to pound my pussy with his erect cock.
Wrestling with it over again in my mind, I couldn't believe that my kind, sweet dad wanted to fuck me, his virginal, sexually, inexperienced, 18-year-old daughter. Okay, so I'm not sexually inexperienced and I'm not a virgin. I've stroked, sucked, and fucked men my age and a little older plenty of times before. Yet, this isn't some friend or stranger, this is my dad and my dad wanted to have forbidden sex with me.
If it wasn't enough that my dad wanted to fuck my pussy, he wanted to fuck me hard and fast enough for me to have a sexual orgasm from his cock. He wanted to give me multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, with his tongue, and with his cock. He wanted to see me and hear me cum.
I couldn't even imagine the extent of my father's sexual lust for me. He wanted me, he really sexually wanted me in the way that he once sexually wanted my mother. Yet, now that I knew that he sexually wanted me, I imagined all the sexy fun that I could have when sexually teasing him and sexually seducing him.
'Daddy! Daddy! Don't stop humping me. Please don't stop humping me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming Daddy. I'm cumming,' I imagined saying while my father gave me multiple, sexual orgasms with his cock.
# # #
Not nearly done, not only did he want to part my lips with his tongue and French kiss me but also, he wanted to stick his big, erect cock in my mouth. My kind, sweet, and loving father wanted me to blow him. He wanted me to stroke him while sucking him. He wanted to cum in my mouth, all over my face, and across my naked breasts. He wanted to watch me swallow his cum. Hard to believe, my own father wanted to give me, his innocent daughter, a cum bath.
What kind of father wanted his 18-year-old, baby girl to blow him? What kind of father wanted to cum in his daughter's mouth and all over her face? What kind of father wanted to give his daughter a cum bath? Other than living in the back woods of Kentucky, Tennessee, and/or West Virginia, what kind of father wanted to fuck his daughter? What kind of father wanted to impregnate his daughter with his child? Clearly, my father was a Mormon zealot and a sexual degenerate rolled into one.
'This is so fucked up but I like it,' I thought. 'It's as good as it is nasty to be sexually wanted by my own father. Now that I know he sexually wanted me, I plan on having a lot of fun sexually teasing him.'
With my mother working while traveling, and sometimes gone for days at a time, alone with my father, never afraid to be alone with him before, it all started when I delivered clean laundry upstairs to his bedroom. About to open his bedroom door and barge in his bedroom without knocking, something that I typically did while hoping to catch him naked, I heard him talking to himself as if he was having a conversation with me. He was saying dirty, nasty, and sexual things about me and about what he sexually wanted to do to me and with me.
No doubt, timing his interaction with me, I suspected that he was having this conversation with himself for my benefit. He wanted me to hear every, sexual thing that he wanted to do to my naked body. Further, I suspected that he knew that I was just outside of his bedroom door eavesdropping and could hear everything he said. No doubt, he heard the floor creak and saw the shadow of my feet under his bedroom door. Clearly, with him continuing his sexually, incestuous dialogue, he must have known that I could hear him.
How could he not know that I could hear him? Sexually excited, he was talking plenty loud enough for me to hear while stroking himself. How could he not know that I was standing outside of his bedroom door listening. I dare write that he was sexually teasing me as much as I was sexually seducing him whenever I flashed him my naked body. He wanted me to hear him. He wanted me to know that he was masturbating himself over me. He wanted me to know how much he sexually wanted me and all that he sexually wanted to do to me.
# # #
"I wish I could kiss you, Amber, in the way that a father should never kiss his daughter. I wish I could French kiss you while touching and feeling you everywhere through your clothes. I wish I could make out with you while undressing you. I wish I could slowly strip you naked while touching and feeling your naked body everywhere," I said loud enough for my daughter to me hear through my closed, bedroom door.
Knowing full well that Amber was standing just outside my bedroom door listening to my incestuous dialogue, I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. I was hoping she'd enter my bedroom just as I ejaculated a load of warm, oozy cum all over my stomach and chest. I'd love my daughter to know that I was cumming just for her and over her. I'd love my daughter to know that I was masturbating myself while imagining her naked and her having sex with me.



"I wish I could make love to you, Amber. I wish I could fuck you. I wish I could give you my baby," I said. "I wish I could rub your clit and fingerfuck your pussy to give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue while masturbating you. I'd love to eat your pussy, Amber. I'd love to hear and watch you cum."
She heard me confess that I wanted to kiss her, French kiss her while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. My daughter heard me confess that I wanted to undress her and slowly strip her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. She heard me tell her that I wanted to masturbate her. She heard me say that I wanted to eat her. She heard me say that I wanted to hear and watch her cum.
My longtime sexual fantasy, I wanted to move between Amber's shapely legs and eat my daughter's pussy while rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her. I wanted to make slow and sweet, passionate love to her. I wanted to fuck her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. I wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I wanted to impregnate her with my baby. As if I owned her body and mind, I wanted to ruin my daughter for all men but for me, her father.
# # #
As if she was a second story burglar, ever so stealthily, she quietly and slowly opened my bedroom door. Deliberately flashing her my erect, naked prick, I was naked and lying on my back on my bed with my eyes closed and wearing my headphones. I was stroking myself for my daughter's benefit while waiting for her to deliver my laundry. I knew she was there staring at me. Meanwhile my computer camera recorded her actions and saved it to my hard drive for me to review the sexy video of her watching me masturbate myself later.
When I reviewed the video of flashing my daughter my naked prick, seemingly, by the stunned look on her face, Amber couldn't believe what she was hearing and what she was seeing. Clearly, by the look on her face, she never expected me to want to have incestuous sex with her. Yet, indeed, I was sexually attracted to her in the same way that she was sexually attracted to me and in the same way that I was sexually attracted to my mother.
What are the odds of a son wanting to have incestuous sex with his mother and a mother wanting to have incestuous sex with her son? What are the odds of a father wanting to have incestuous sex with his daughter and his daughter wanting to have incestuous sex with her father? As convoluted as it was hotly forbidden, I couldn't wait to have sex with Amber.
It's one thing to spy on my daughter dressing and undressing. It's another thing to inappropriately touch and feel her through her clothes while holding her and hugging her. Yet, I wanted to do much more than that. I wanted to kiss her, French kiss her while making out with her. I wanted to strip her naked. I wanted it all. As if she was my wife instead of my daughter, I wanted to have a romantic love affair with her.
With my daughter as sexy, as shapely, and as beautiful as her grandmother, my mother, and as her mother, Claudia, I wanted to strip Amber naked. I wanted to touch and feel her beautiful, 18-year-old naked body everywhere that a father should never touch and feel his naked daughter. I wanted to have deep, penetrating sex with her. I wanted to make her my bitch. I wanted to make her my sexual slave.
I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to cum in her mouth as much as I wanted to cum in her pussy. Sexually dominating her, I wanted to make her pregnant. As if she was one of my young and innocent Mormon wives, I wanted to give my daughter my baby.
Something that sexually excited me to do, I stroked my erect, naked prick while sniffing her soiled panties when she opened my bedroom door. With my eyes closed and my headphones on, I pretended that I didn't know she was there. As if she wasn't there in my bedroom with me, which she was, I continued talking to her while stroking myself. Still pretending that she wasn't there watching me while continuing to pretend that I was alone, I wanted her to hear all that I had to say and all that I wanted to do to her beautiful, naked body.
With her 18-years-old, the perfect age to be sexually abused by an adult, now I knew why my mother was as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her and as I'm sexually attracted to my daughter now. Back then, just as my daughter's body is perfect now, my body was perfect then. Continuing the cycle of incestuous, sexual abuse, in the way that my mother wanted to have sex with my naked body, I wanted to have sex with my daughter's naked body.
"Amber, I want you. I want to strip you naked. I want to touch and feel your beautiful, naked body everywhere that a father should never touch and feel his daughter. I want you to blow me. I've love to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said while stroking myself faster and harder. "I want to cum all over your face, in your hair, and across your naked breasts. I want to give you a cum bath."
# # #
Determined to cum for my daughter, I continued stroking myself faster and harder. As shocked as she was sexually aroused, such a sexual surprise, seemingly, by the shocked expression on her face, she couldn't believe I was jerking off over her. I just hoped she'd stay to watch me cum. I knew she was watching me. Something that I intuitively knew about my daughter, I could feel her sexual desire for me as much as I had sexual lust for her.
"I need you to suck my cock, Amber. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I need to watch you swallow me, Daddy's cum."
She was still standing there by my closet while watching me masturbate myself. When I reviewed the video of her, she had a shocked, albeit sexually aroused look on her face. From her facial expression, she couldn't believe that I was not only imagining having sex with her but also that I was masturbating myself over her while sniffing her soiled panties. If she wasn't sexually attracted to me before, after watching me stroking my big, naked prick, I'd be willing to bet that she'd be sexually attracted to me now.
Something I never knew; cut from the same cloth, we were both on the same sexual page. We were both sexually attracted to one another. Something she never told me that I discovered later by reading her diary, my daughter dreamt of sucking my cock. She dreamt of me cumming in her mouth. She dreamt of me cumming all over her face. She dreamt of me giving her a cum bath. She dreamt of me giving her a baby.
'Wow,' I thought. 'I couldn't wait to fulfill all of my daughter's sexual fantasies.'
I wonder what I'd do if my daughter was pregnant. Yet, not too concerned, my wife wanted more children but Amber was the only child she could have. Just in case, I bought her a morning after pill. I'm sure that my daughter didn't want to get pregnant at 18-years-old. Only, I was wrong. Finding the pill six days later, she never took the pill. Unbeknownst to me, Amber wanted to be pregnant. She wanted to carry my baby.
# # #
Reading more of her diary, she dreamt of me stripping her naked and touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. She dreamt of me making slow, sweet love to her. She dreamt of me fucking her. She dreamt of me cumming in her cunt and giving her a baby.
'Wow,' I thought. 'Quite the revelation. I understand why a middle-aged man would want a woman more than half his age. Yet, what I don't understand is why a beautiful, sexy, and shapely, young woman want with an old man?'
Unable to resist touching herself while watching me stroking myself, she put her laundry basket down to feel her big breasts and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown. Obviously, I had gotten to my daughter. I had sexually excited her. While she continued to watch me stroke myself faster and harder, becoming even more sexually aroused, she raised her nightgown to her waist to rub her clit and fingerfuck her pussy. Clearly, tempted to walk over to my bed and stroke my erect, naked prick, she somehow resisted the urge.
If she was more sexually experienced, she'd walk over to me and sit on my face. No doubt, in the way that she'd love to suck my prick, as much as I'd love to eat her pussy, she'd love me to eat her pussy. Yet, now that she knew that I wanted to strip her naked while making out with her and having sex with her, she decided to continue to sexually tease me while sexually seducing me. She had quickly become my mistress of sexual seduction.
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed, sexually teasing me enough to give me an erection, normally she walked around me wearing her bikini panties and her low-cut, sexy bra. Never removing my eyes from my sexy, slut of a daughter, her tight-fitting panties flattered her shapely ass. Then, with them jiggling as she walked, as if she was a sexy siren in Homer's Odyssey beckoning me to look, stare, lust, touch, feel, fondle, and grope her bra clad breasts, her bra struggled to contain her C cup breasts.
After watching me stroking my erect, naked prick, she decided to take her sexually teasing to the next level. Something that I hadn't seen before, in the way that she was seeing me naked now, she allowed me to see her naked. After taking her shower, allowing the steam to escape from the bathroom, in the same way that my mother used to do with me, she opened her bathroom door. She knew that if I walked by the bathroom and positioned myself outside of the open, bathroom door that I could see her naked body through the reflection of the bathroom mirror.
'Like grandmother like granddaughter,' I thought. 'Amber is such an incestuous whore. She's such a sexual tease. Not having to be psychic, I knew that she's waiting for me to make the next sexual move. More than just a feeling but a certainty, I knew that she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. With her already flashing me her naked body, it was up to me to make the next, sexual move. It was up to me to tell her what I sexually wanted to do and what I wanted her to do.'
With her not done sexually teasing me by flashing me her beautiful, naked body, she walked from the bathroom to her bedroom naked. My daughter is naked. Without even so much as a towel wrapped around her beautiful body, I couldn't believe my daughter walked by me naked, totally naked.
Still not done sexually teasing me, she laid on her bed sideways while naked, completely naked. She left her bedroom door partially opened enough for me to see her when I walked by her bedroom. With her wearing earphones with her eyes closed, instead of just walking by her bedroom, I stood by her opened bedroom door and stared at my daughter's naked body.
'This is it. This is really it. I'm going to have sex with my daughter,' I thought while staring at her naked body. 'I'm going to lick her pussy while fingerfucking her pussy. I'm going to make love to her. I'm going to fuck Amber and cum in her cunt. Hopefully, I'll make my daughter pregnant. Hopefully, with my wife happy to help care for the child, I'll give my wife another baby.'
# # #
With my wife not home and me alone with my daughter, I pulled opened my bathrobe, pulled out my prick, and stroked myself while staring at Amber's trimmed, naked pussy and her shapely, C cup breasts. Just as she, no doubt, had hoped, she saw me standing outside of the bedroom exposing himself and stroking himself while staring at her naked body. As if I had never seen a naked woman before, I stood in her bedroom doorway staring at my naked daughter while fingering the head of my cock and stroking my prick.
With her flashing me, whether accidental or deliberate, I was determined to return the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism and flash her my naked prick in the way that she had flashed me her naked pussy and tits. Not waiting for her to answer, before she closed her bedroom door, I knocked on her bedroom door while pushing it wide open. As if she was a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car, she sat up in bed and turned her totally naked body to look at me.
I couldn't believe my eyes. She was still naked, totally naked. My 18-year-old daughter was naked. Unembarrassed and unashamed, Amber sat motionlessly naked before me, her horny, pervert of a father. Having never seen my daughter naked before, I stared at her naked body now.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. Having the figure that only an 18-year-old woman can have before she packed on the pounds, she had a phenomenal figure. She had the body that my wife used to have when I was dating her. I couldn't wait to touch and feel her naked body.
Taking her all in, I stared at what I could see of her round, shapely ass. I stared at her trimmed, brown pussy. I stared at her shapely breasts and her erect nipples. She had such great tits with big, erect nipples. I couldn't wait to feel her tits, squeeze her tits, fondle her tits, grope her tits, and suck her tits.
"Daddy, I'm getting dressed," she said.
Instead of turning away, she sat up in bed and turned more to face me head-on with her arms by her side. Wicked in sexual nature and in incestuous desire, instead of being modestly moral, making no move to cover her nakedness with her hands or with her forearms, she remained motionless while I stared at my daughter's nakedness. Clearly, she wanted me to see her naked body as much as I wanted to see her naked body.
# # #
Something she never did before but was doing now, after she took her shower, she laid across her bed naked while listening to music on her earbuds with her eyes closed. With her bedroom door partially open, it was as if she wanted me to see her naked. With her making the first, sexual move by remaining naked in her bedroom with her bedroom door partially open, it was as if she was waiting for me to make the next, sexual move. It was up to me to sexually seduce my daughter.
Hoping she didn't tell her mother; it wasn't until she exposed herself in this way for a couple of weeks that I finally made my move. Clearly, she was exposing herself for my sexual benefit. Sexually teasing me, she wanted me to see her naked. Overly horny one morning, when my wife wasn't home, I walked by my daughter's bedroom. Sure enough, while hoping it would be, I hoped she'd be there naked. Her door was partially open, her bedroom light was on, and she was laying across her bed naked.
'Oh, my God. My daughter is naked again with her bedroom door open enough for me to see her. She wanted me to see her naked,' I thought. 'She wanted me. She really wanted me. She wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.'
This time instead of only peeping in her room, instead of walking by her bedroom and masturbating myself over seeing my daughter naked, I pushed open her bedroom door. As soon as I did, she opened her eyes and sat up in bed. An act she needed to play, she tried covering her nakedness with her hands and with her forearm but I grabbed her hands and stopped her from covering herself.
"Don't worry, we're alone. Your mother isn't home," I said. "Don't be embarrassed. I'm naked, too, under my robe."
I opened my bathrobe for my daughter to see my naked prick. I sat next to her on her bed with my robe wide open. In the way that she was showing me her naked breasts and naked pussy to me, I exposed my naked cock and testicles to her. A wave of sexual excitement flashed before my eyes. Not only was I seeing my 18-year-old daughter completely naked but she was seeing me naked, too. She stared at my naked prick and testicles in the way that I stared at her naked breasts and pussy.
'This is it,' I thought. 'I'm finally going to have incestuous sex with my daughter.'
She looked up at me in the way that I looked down at her.
"There's no one here but us. Your Mom is gone and won't return until Tuesday," I said.
Hoping she wouldn't scream and/or slap my hand away, I gently laid my horny hand on her naked stomach. Wanting to touch and feel so much more of her beautiful body, I didn't want to rush her. The last thing that I wanted to do was to pressure my daughter to do something sexual that she may not want to do or be ready to do.
"I've been thinking about you a lot," I said. "I've been thinking about you not in the way that a father thinks about his daughter but in the way that a man thinks about a woman," I said. "I've been thinking about your beautiful body and your soft, warm, and wet pussy."
She acted surprised by all that I said but she wasn't shy about what she did next. She reached down and cupped my balls in her warm, soft hand. The feeling of my daughter touching me in such a sexual way sent chills down my spine. Only, instead of cupping my balls in her hand, I wished she'd wrap her manicured fingers around my semi-erect prick.
"I was wondering how much longer it would take for you to get the hint that I wanted to be with you sexually," she said while staring up at me with her big, brown eyes. "Finally," she laughed. "I had to continually parade around you naked for you to get the message. Even though I've been exposing my naked body to you for weeks, you finally came to my room."
With me not having a clue, my daughter had been deliberately flashing me. She wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. I couldn't believe it. I was finally going to fuck my daughter. I was finally going to cum in my pussy. Hopefully, I'd make her pregnant. Hopefully, she'd have my baby.
# # #
Amber continued cupping my balls in her left hand while wrapping her fingers around my growing cock with her right hand. As if this was her first-hand job, ever so slowly and ever so gently, as if she was afraid of breaking it, she stroked my naked prick. Yet, based on what I heard my daughter talking about to her best friend, Sammy, Samantha for short, and all that she had written in her diary, I knew this wasn't her first, hand job.
Even though my daughter was a virgin, I knew she had given men her age hand jobs and blowjobs before and even allowed them to cum in her mouth. With her as sexually promiscuous as was her grandmother, my mother, and as horny as I was, she was destined to become pregnant. Better for me to give her my baby than for some pimply faced young man to give her his child.
As soon as Amber started stroking my cock, I reached down and cupped her pussy. Something so surreal, if it wasn't enough that my daughter had my cock in her hand and was slowly stroking me, I had her naked pussy in my horny hand and was gently fingering her. Parting her pussy lips, she was already wet, so very wet. I rubbed her clit while fingerfucking her pussy and while careful not to break her hymen.
As soon as I started playing with her pussy, with her still stroking my erect prick, I leaned down and kissed my daughter. Something I had yearned to do since the first time I saw her lying across her bed naked, I parted her lips with my tongue. She returned my French kisses with her long, wet kisses. We were making out. Father and daughter were making out. Never expecting our sexual time together to progress so fast, I couldn't believe it.
'Wow,' I thought not believing this was happening. 'This is unbelievable. I'm really about to have sex with my daughter. I'm really about to fuck her.'
We made out for about twenty-minutes while I touched and felt Amber's naked body everywhere that a father should never touch and feel his naked daughter. My sexual fantasy come true, if it wasn't enough that I was seeing my daughter naked, she was making out with me while stroking me. Not wasting time with her making her next, sexual move, she moved on top of me.
Grinding on me, she rubbed her wet, naked pussy on the head of my erect cock. She continued moving my stiff prick closer to opening of her pussy. Then, when she lowered her hips, I felt her warm wetness. The head of my prick had slipped in her pussy and my cock was inside of my daughter. Clearly, with her masturbating with the round handle of her mother's hair brush, something that I didn't know until she told me and until I read about it in her diary, breaking her hymen, Amber was no longer a virgin.



As soon as she rested her weight on me, I watched her eyes roll back in her head. Clearly, she was enjoying making love to me as much as I was enjoying making love to her. Clearly wanting more, she started wiggling her pussy back and forth instead of up and down.
"Daddy, don't stop rubbing me. Please don't move your cock away. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Daddy," she said.
I obediently obeyed her and didn't remove my stiff prick from just outside of her pussy. I allowed her to continue grinding on my hard cock. The first time seeing a look of total, sexual arousal on my daughter's face, I couldn't believe that I had given her multiple orgasms without my prick without even being inside of her. Totally, different from my wife, Claudia, unless I was masturbating her while eating her, she seldom had an orgasm with my cock anymore.
Rubbing my cock harder and faster against her clit, she had three, sexual orgasms while teasing her pussy with the head of my cock. Tired of her just sexually teasing me, I wanted my daughter more than ever. I wanted to slam my cock inside of her and fuck her. I wanted to pound her pussy fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
I rolled her over on her back and mounted her. Starting out slow, I continued humping her faster and harder until I was fucking her. I was fucking my daughter. Different than fucking my wife, it felt so good to fuck my daughter. Her pussy was much tighter than my wife's pussy and her body was much firmer but softer at the same time, too.
Already getting ready to cum, not wanting to cum inside of my daughter, I pulled out of her and lifted myself off of her while she unsuccessfully tried to wrap her legs around me to keep me there. Changing my mind about making her pregnant, chickening out, afraid to cum inside of Amber, instead of ejaculating my load of cum inside of her pussy, I ejaculated all over her stomach and all over her pubic hair. Obviously, she wanted me to cum inside of her. Obviously, she wanted me to impregnate her. Shocking me, with her an only child, clearly, my daughter wanted my baby.
# # #
Sexually surprising me, my daughter invited her 19-year-old, best friend, Sammy, to sleep over. Obviously, Amber must have told Sammy what happened between us. I suspected that Sammy was the one who put my daughter up to all of this. In the way that she looked at me while undressing me with her eyes, it was obvious that Sammy had a sexual crush on me.
That night with my wife still not home and the three of us alone, I took my shower before they took their showers. With me in and out of the shower, and with them hogging the bathroom, I knew they'd be in there all night. I donned my bathrobe, the robe that never stayed closed. This time, instead of flashing my daughter my naked, erect prick, I was determined to flash Sammy my exposed, naked prick.
Indeed, suspecting that Sammy talked Amber into having sex with me, I was curious for her reaction to seeing my erect, naked prick. Who knows, in the way that I tempted my daughter to have incestuous sex with me by flashing her my cock while masturbating myself, maybe I'd tempt her best friend to have forbidden sex with me, too. I'd like nothing more than to stick my cock in Sammy's pussy before sticking my erect prick in her mouth. As much as I'd love to cum in Sammy's pussy, I'd love to cum in her mouth, too.
With my daughter watching TV in the living room, Sammy was in my daughter's bedroom. When I walked by, not expecting to see what I saw, my daughter's friend was lying across my daughter's bed naked, totally naked in the same way that Amber laid across her bed totally naked. Clearly, in the way that my daughter wanted to have sex with me, Sammy wanted to have sex with me, too.
Taking the hint this time, I pushed open my daughter's bedroom door and stood before Sammy. My erect, naked prick had parted my bathrobe and was sticking straight out as if pointing to her that she was next for sex. I stared at her naked, pierced breasts. I stared at her naked, waxed pussy. I stared at all that I could see of Sammy's beautiful, 19-year-old body while she stared at my erect, naked prick.
Pretending she had been sleeping, Sammy opened her eyes and acted surprised to see me. As soon as she saw me staring down at her nakedness, she feebly attempted to cover herself by moving her arm across her breasts and placing her hand on her exposed pussy. Much like my daughter, Sammy was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely.
"You're so beautiful," I said. "You have an incredible body," and she did.
Perfectly formed as if molded in clay, there's nothing like the bodies of 18-year-old and 19-year-old women. If it wasn't enough that I had sex with my 18-year-old daughter, I was about to have sex with her 19-year-old best friend. Sammy feigned a look of embarrassment when, instead, she was sexually aroused.
"Oh, my God. I thought I was home alone with Amber," said Sammy. "Please don't look at my naked breasts and my naked pussy," she said covering her naked breasts with her forearm and her naked pussy with her hand. "I'm so very embarrassed," she said clearly feigning her embarrassment while continuing to stare at my naked prick.
Instead of leaving my daughter's bedroom, I sat on my daughter's bed next to Sammy. I stayed to stare at Sammy's beautiful, naked body. Not wanting to leave her, I wanted to have sex with her. In the same way that I wanted to kiss my daughter, I wanted to kiss and make out with Sammy while touching and feeling her everywhere. In the same way that I wanted to fuck Amber, I wanted to fuck Sammy, too.
# # #
"Don't be embarrassed, Sammy," I said. "If it will make you feel better, I'll get naked, too," I said standing to remove my bathrobe to show her my semi-erect prick. "There. Does that make you feel better," I asked while sitting next to her again?
Surprising me, instead of standing to leave my daughter's bedroom, she sat up in bed, leaned forward and took me in her hand to slowly stroke me.
"Is this what you want," she said looking up at me with her big, beautiful, hazel eyes while sexually teasing me and calling my bluff? "Do you want me to suck your cock," she asked looking down at my prick while slowly stroking my prick before staring up at me? "Do you want to cum in my mouth," she asked while continuing to sexually tease me? "Do you want to see who gives you a better blow job, your daughter or me," she asked with a dirty laugh?
I looked down at her and put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head.
"Yes, I'd love for you to suck my cock, Sammy. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said. "I'd love to watch you swallow my cum."
Now, a regular, sexual occasion, every time my wife wasn't home and I was alone with my daughter and her best friend, we had sex.
Alas, having second thoughts about making one, the other, or both of them pregnant, in the way that I had given my daughter the morning after pill, I gave Sammy the morning after pill, too. Having second thoughts of them both getting pregnant at the same time, I felt relieved that they wouldn't having my baby now. Then, a shocking surprise, but six days later, not only did I find my daughter's morning after pill in her dresser drawer, I found Sammy's morning after pill in my daughter's dresser drawer, too.
All that I could think of was Amber pushing a carriage and Sammy pushing a carriage while proudly walking with my wife.
THE END
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Rob worked as a safety engineer for a major oil refinery in Texas.
Oil is big business everywhere, especially in Texas. With everything bigger in Texas, not surprisingly, Texas has the biggest and the most oil refineries in the United States. Surely, in the way that Jed Clampett of the Beverly Hillbillies struck it rich when finding oil on his land, I'm sure that many who live in Texas have similar stories of striking it rich after finding oil on their lands.
"Eureka! Oil! I'm rich," said a Texas resident finding oil while planting a tree in his backyard.
A huge stockpile amount, Texas has the most oil reserves in the United States by far. No other state comes close. Texas has three of the top four, biggest, oil refineries in the United States. North Dakota has the third largest oil refinery but is a far distant second to Texas for having the most oil reserves.
# # #
Author's Note:
Rob asked me to write this true story about his life as a more than 400-pound, fat man. Standing 6' tall, he was morbidly obese. If he didn't lose the excess weight, too much weight to carry around on his medium sized frame, assuredly, one day sooner than later, he was going to prematurely die of heart failure.
A wakeup call, this story is about a man determined to change his life after his friend prematurely died from drinking, smoking, and overeating. Because of his long hours at work, he made excuses that he didn't have the time nor the energy to exercise. During his time off, all he wanted to do was eat, sleep, play video games, and watch porn. The last thing that he wanted to do was to exercise. Even with him weighing so much, he didn't take losing weight seriously until he was in danger of not passing the company mandated, medical exam and losing his job.
A huge bonus, after finally finalizing the divorce from his wife, mostly from the stress and from not eating, a miracle, he lost 160 pounds. Instead of just losing weight, just as important as his weight loss, if not more important, he found Jodi, his true love when he least expected to find her. As is always the case, when he least expected it to happen, as if an arrow shot by Cupid struck him by surprise, love had a way of hitting the bullseye of his heart. An added bonus, unlike his small breasted ex-wife, Jodi had big tits, huge, double D, cup breasts.
'I love her big tits,' he said while watching her walk by him.
Determined to lose even more of the excess weight, where he never exercised before, he started exercising now and continued exercising, if not for himself, he exercised for Jodi. He cut his food intake way down. Still, having an occasional beer while watching a football game, he dramatically cut down on his drinking, too. The hardest thing for him to do, smoking since he was 18-years-old, after seeking the advice of his friends on how to do it, and after trying the patch and hypnosis, just like that, he stopped smoking, cold turkey.
# # #
Fat Man, Oil Refinery, and Big Tits
Rob is a man who appreciated big breasted women, an understatement. He loved women with big tits, especially petite white, women, and sexually aggressive, black women with big tits. Undressing them with his eyes while imagining them topless, as if they stood before him without their clothes, he couldn't help himself from staring at their big, bra, clad breasts through their clothes. There was just something about seeing a busty woman that got his motor running and gave him an erection.
'Wow, look at her. She has big tits, huge melons,' I thought to myself while passing by a woman on the street and seeing another woman in Wal-Mart who had big tits, too.
My life dramatically changed when I lost a significant amount of excess weight. A real-life changer, a revelation, never expecting such a reaction to peeling off the pounds, I was no longer invisible to women. I was suddenly popular with women. Going from over 400 pounds to 240 pounds, and eventually down to my goal weight of 180 pounds at my wedding, I looked sexy instead of scary.
I work long hours, 12 hours a day and seven days a week before getting a day off after three-weeks. I don't mind working the long hours. I look forward to staying busy.
Divorced and with no one in my life and with nothing better to do, at least I was earning a lot of overtime money. A blessing in disguise, working took my mind off of my loneliness, my depression, and my overall misery. Further, no longer wasting my hard-earned money on cigarettes and beer, I was saving my money to buy a house and a new car instead.
Besides, if I wasn't working, a total waste of time, I'd be watching porn or playing video games. Nevertheless, even though watching porn is unproductive time wasted, unable to help myself, I loved watching porn of big breasted, topless women. I loved seeing the big, naked breasts of mothers, sisters, daughters, aunts, cousins, grandmothers, mothers-in-law, sisters-in-law, friends, neighbors, and co-workers undressing and posing topless before the camera.
'Holy Hell. Look at the tits on her. She really has enormous breasts,' I thought while staring at a topless woman on his computer screen.
# # #
I loved seeing naked women on nude beaches. I love watching videos of men groping women on the subway, on a bus, on in an X-rated cinema. I loved watching videos of men peeping on women while they dressed, undressed, and showered. I loved watching oops videos where women suddenly lose their tops and were topless while riding a rollercoaster or sliding down a waterslide.
'Tits, especially big tits, I just loved tits,' I thought while watching porn videos of topless women.
Calling up women on Google's images, seemingly, every female actress has pictures posted of her naked breasts. Seemingly, women aren't as embarrassed exposing their naked breasts as men are sexually exciting seeing women's naked breasts. Thank God for the internet. I can't count how many breasts I've seen while surfing the world, wide web.
To me, there's nothing like a woman with big tits. In the way that they walk pose, and move, there's just something about a big breasted women that I love, especially when they jump up and down while jogging or skipping rope. Women are not as shapely and sexy unless they have big breasts.
One of my favorite kinds of videos, I loved watching two women with big tits catfighting and stripping one another topless. Sons, sons-in-law, nephews, brothers, and/or cousins spying on their relatives undressing was another one of my favorite porn videos. Whether to truckers on the highway or to pizza delivery men when dropping their towels, I love videos of women flashing their naked breasts to unsuspecting men.
With some men attracted to women's asses and other men attracted to women's legs, I had a thing for big tits. As long as they're not sagging down to their waists, I love big tits, the bigger the better. When not watching porn, I play video games.
Playing video games for hours, I own all of the incarnations of The Legend of Zelda, Super Mario, and Grand Theft Auto. Accustomed to playing the older games, too sci-fi for me, I don't care much for the newer video games.
I'm more attracted to petite women with giant breasts than I'm attracted to tall women with no tits. I love the Dolly Parton type of woman. Never having had sex with a black woman before, a bucket list that I yearned to do, and a sexual fantasy of mine, I'd love to have sex with a black woman, as long as she had big tits. With many white women paling in comparison when it comes to sex, I read that most black women were more sexual and were more willing to do sexual things that many white women wouldn't do. A real prude, my ex-wife was one such woman.
# # #
"Pardon," asked my ex-wife one day before we were divorced. She looked at me as if there was something wrong with me when I was do different from any other, normal guy who wanted sex?
Already copping a shocked attitude in response to my question, as if I had stripped her naked in front of my friends and ordered her to have sex with them, she looked at me as if I was crazy. To be honest, I would love to have stripped my ex-wife naked in front of my friends and watched her having sex with them. She looked at me as if I was perverted and maybe I was to think that she'd blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth.
I could count the times that I had sex with my wife on one hand since we were married several years ago. Always making excuses why she couldn't I didn't have sexual intercourse with me, until nearly a year after we were married. And when we finally had sex, as if she was embarrassed for me to see her without her clothes, we always had sex in the dark. I should have divorced her then.
Not very willing for sex, ready for sex, nor sexual, when it came to sex with my wife, as if we were strangers instead of husband and wife, sex was a taboo issue with her. Something that I wished I knew before we were married, my wife was a prude. Having never seen her topless or naked, she undressed in the bathroom and dressed in the closet. Instead of wearing sexy nightgowns, covered from neck to ankle, all of her nightgowns were long, flannel ones.
"You want me to do what? You want to stick your penis in my mouth," she asked while looking at me horrified? "You want me to blow you," she asked while taking a step back and shaking? "You want me to suck your dick," she asked while taking another step back and looking as if she was about to be sick?
She looked at me incredulously as if disbelieving what I asked her do.
"If my blowing you isn't enough, then, you want to ejaculate cum in my mouth and watch me swallow? How dare you ask me to do that? What's wrong with you to ask me to do that? I'm your wife and not some street whore."
She made a face as if she already had a mouthful of cum and was about to vomit instead of swallowing.
"Well, that will never happen," she said making another face as if swallowing something sour while shaking her head from side-to-side.
As if identifying me to the police as her rapist, she pointed a long, manicured finger at my face.
"You know that I don't suck cock. You knew that I didn't suck cock when you married me. And now that you're a morbidly obese, fat man, a monster of the man that I married, you expect me to blow you? How dare you ask me to do such a disgusting thing? I'll never get down on my knees in front of you and suck your prick."
Shaking her head from side-to-side again, she looked at me as if I had lost my mind.
"That's gross. That's so gross. That's disgusting. That's so disgusting. What's wrong with you to not only ask me to do that but also to expect me to do that? That's where you urinate," she said while looking as if she was going to be sick again.
# # #
We played the staring game. She stared at me without talking and I stared at her in silence. I wondered what she was thinking. Whatever she was thinking, she wasn't thinking good thoughts about me.
"That's what prostitutes get paid to do. I'm your loving wife. If you want a blowjob, hire a prostitute or go to a massage parlor. Just don't tell me about it," she said. "I don't want to know," she said with a shudder.
She looked at me with sadness while I looked at her with hurt.
"I'm your wife," she said again as if I needed to be reminded of making that mistake in marrying her. "I'm not some whore that you pick up on the street or in a bar. I'm not a woman that you bend over a pool table, lift my short skirt, pull down my panties, and fuck me in front of everyone. I'm not a woman that you put a heavy hand to my shoulder and another heavy hand to the back of my head and stick your dirty and germy cock in my mouth."
She looked at me as if there was something wrong with me when I was just a guy who wanted a blowjob from his wife. If there was anything wrong with anyone, it was her. I'm the normal one and she's the prude.
"I'm done discussing this. I'm not sticking that dirty thing in my mouth. And move your hand away from my ass," she said slapping my hand away from beneath her nightgown and from fingering her naked ass. She squirmed away from me. "That feels uncomfortably weird, I don't like you trying to fuck my ass with your finger. That's disgusting," she said making another face. "What's wrong with you? That's so gross."
# # #
Even with me living and working in Texas, having only gone there twice, once before it was renovated and again after it was renovated, I went to a strip club in Dallas called the Clubhouse. Some kind of clubhouse. Actually, this clubhouse was my kind of clubhouse. I've never been to a clubhouse like this before. There were naked strippers everywhere. Even the servers were naked, totally naked, and if you're reaching out to grope one of the stripper's tits or asses, you had better have a $20 tip in your other hand. Otherwise, a bouncer will show you the door.
With parking $10 and a $20 cover charge, drinks were $12 to $20 with, $20 tips to dancers, and $500 for a bottle of champagne with a two-bottle minimum, a night out at a strip club could be very expensive. The VIP room was even more expensive, much more expensive. Lap dances, of course, were extra but I never had a lap dance. Looking at me as if I was diseased, no stripper wanted to sit on my lap.
Yet, what made the parking, cover charge, and the expensive drinks palatable, Texas has totally nude strip clubs. I especially liked this particular strip club because it was high end, the atmosphere was dark enough not to be recognized, and the strippers were sexier and prettier than the women were at other less costlier clubs. Even though I didn't have any interaction with the strippers, with them all naked, they gave me plenty of fodder to masturbate over them later. I always left there rejuvenated and happy that I'm a horny man instead of feeling like a pervert sneaking in and out of a strip club.
Texas has a multitude of strip clubs, especially in the Houston and Dallas area, but Las Vegas has a lot more. Oddly enough, second behind Vegas was San Francisco. Unless they're gay and lesbian strip clubs, it was odd that San Francisco would have so many strip clubs. Surprisingly, Portland, Oregon is third with the number of strip clubs that they have per 1,000 residents. I would have figured that New York was higher up on that list.
Only, where other strip clubs may have lower cover charges and cheaper drinks, the Clubhouse was a classier club to attend. Now that it was under new management in 2019, everything was new and high end, especially the chairs. They were much more comfortable. With my pockets bursting with six-hundred-dollars in one-dollar bills, I was ready to have some sexy fun with some hot, naked women.
Going there as a fat man before I lost all of that weight, I liked everything about the Clubhouse except that the strippers paid me no never mind. Where they walked up to other men and asked them if they wanted a lap dance. As if I was invisible, the strippers walked by me and ignored me. Seemingly, in the way that my wife rejected me too, they rejected me because I was too fat. No woman wanted to be engulfed by a four-hundred-pound, sweaty, and heavily breathing, fat man, especially not my wife.
# # #
That was then and this was now. Now that I lost 160 pounds of my more than 400-pound girth, instead of avoiding me, something that women never did before, women are starting to notice me and look at me. Unaccustomed to the sexual attention that I suddenly received, they smiled at me, flirted with me, and sexually teased me, too. A whole new world opening up to me that I always imagined but never knew existed, finally taking a second look at me, seemingly, women liked what they saw.
Instead of seeing a fat, depressed, angry, and lonely man, they finally saw me for who I really am. They saw a kind, sweet, friendly, and gentle man with a big heart and a good sense of humor, too. Hopefully, they saw me as an attractive man and, someone not just wanting to be their friend, but they saw me as their potential lover. Now that women are noticing me, instead of hiding at work or hiding at home watching porn, masturbating, and playing video games, I'm out and about looking for women to love and women to love me.
Unhappy with the way that I looked in the mirror naked, I was tired of looking like the late, Orson Welles, famous for his 1938 radio broadcast of War of the Worlds, an adaption of H. G. Wells, War of the Worlds fame. I was tired of looking like the late, Marlon Brando of The Godfather fame, especially when they were both at their heaviest. Looking older than my age, perhaps because I seldom smiled, I was tired of looking as fat as the late, John Candy and as fat as John Goodman when they were at their heaviest. Unless he's rich, no woman wanted to be with an angry, fat man.
Now, that I lost all of that weight, with me lighter on my feet instead of trudging heavily around, I'm always smiling, joking, and laughing. Instead of looking older than my age, I look younger than my age. Now, I more look like the actor/comedian, Kevin James, or so I've been told that I do.
Instead of feeling unhappy about the way that I look, I'm proudly happy with my slimmed down appearance. Doubting that I could lose all of that excess weight, I'm as proud as I am happy with the new me. Moreover, judging by the sexual attention that I'm suddenly receiving from women, seemingly, they're happy with my appearance, too.
Having slimmed down to nearly half my size, I still have a way to go. Getting down to my final weight goal of 180-pounds, not so easy to do, I'd like to lose another 60-pounds. Yet, not downplaying my weight loss accomplishments, I haven't weighed 240 pounds since I played high school football as a linebacker. Abusing my body with food and too little exercise, after hearing about a much younger, overweight friend who died of a sudden heart attack, I'm a changed man.
'I don't want to prematurely die. I want to live longer,' I thought while looking at myself in the mirror. 'I'm too young to die. I have a lot of life left to live. I have a lot of myself to give to some woman, a busty woman, a woman with big tits.'
High on my agenda and at the top of my bucket list is finding a woman to share my life. Only, with me working so very many hours, 12-hours a day, 7 days a week, 84-hours most weeks, before I get a day off, I don't have the time to look for a woman. When I finally have a day off, too tired to go out to party, all that I want to do is to sleep. Never getting enough sleep, especially when working so many hours, sleep has been a necessary but an elusive luxury.
I don't have the time to date. I barely have the time to exercise. All the time I have is taken up by working, sleeping, and eating. With the stress of working long hours, and binge eating, is it any wonder why I gained so much weight? Add to that being alone, lonely, and depressed, with overeating plenty bad enough, I'm lucky I don't have a drinking problem, too.
# # #
Fortunately, for me, a real, sexual distraction, I work with three, sexy women, Jodi, Charlene, and Taylor, who consider me their friend. Friend? If they only knew what I was thinking when with them, undressing them with my eyes, they wouldn't consider me their friend. They'd think of me as a lecher.
If they only knew what I was thinking when not with them, masturbating over them while imagining them naked and having sex with me, they'd never think me as their friend. They'd think of me as a horny pervert who couldn't be trusted to be alone with them. Yet, with the three of them so beautiful, so sexy, so shapely, and so busty, I can't stop myself from staring at them.
Yet, hoping that we may share the same, sexual appetite, perhaps, one day, now that I appeal more to the opposite sex, they'll consider me more than just their friend. Maybe, they'll consider me as their potential lover. With me not having had sex in such a long time, I'd do any one of them, any two of them, or all three of them separately or at the same time.



They're all so beautiful. They're all so sexy. They're all so shapely. Most importantly and high on my sexually preferred list, they're all so busty. All three of the women have big tits. With me interviewing them before hiring them, and my co-workers joking with me about it, one would think that one of the job requirements were to have big breasts.
Even though I work long and sometimes, crazy hours, having learned my lesson after hearing about an old friend dying, I now watch what I eat and make time for exercise. Something that I never did before, I make use of the exercise equipment that they have in their employee gym. Because I never exercised before, the weight is literally falling away. I'm seeing muscle where flab used to be.
It's not really a gym. It's just a room with mirrors, a stationary bike, a treadmill, a heavy bag, a speed bag, tension resistance bands, and dumbbells lined up along the wall. With everyone working, there's seldom anyone in there exercising. That's fine by me. I really didn't want anyone watching me, a fat man, exercising.
Now, instead of making excuses that I don't have the time, the energy, or the inclination to exercise, and that a gym membership is too expensive, I no longer have any excuses. I have all that I need to help myself lose weight and keep it off right here and right now at work. Only, if I have an excuse not to exercise, it would be that I'm too tired.
With everyone working long hours and with our jobs so physical, few have the motivation and the extra energy to exercise. Just walking around this huge facility, as far as the eye can see, multiple times a day is tiring, if not exhausting. Whenever they're available and not parked while being charged, I'm glad we have electric carts to take us where we need to go. Although walking is good exercise, sometimes, I need to go where I need to be in a hurry.
More than just losing weight, instead of making me tired, it's hard for me to believe that exercise gives me more energy but it does. Exercise improves my mood, my appetite, and my digestive system. A bonus, working out gives me the stamina to work the long hours that I must work without becoming a disgruntled employee. Rather, saving up to buy and a new car, and hoping to pay cash for the car instead of credit, I look forward to earning the extra money with my overtime.
# # #
Some days while waiting around to be assigned by management as to what to do and where to go, we talk, joke around, and/or play cards. To be honest, a sexual fantasy of mine, albeit something that will never happen, I'd love to play strip poker with Jodi, Charlene, and/or Taylor. I'd love to see their big, naked tits, their round, naked asses, and their trimmed, naked pussies. Nothing other than giving me fodder to masturbate over them later, yet, if I suggested something as inappropriate as playing strip poker, they might report me to human resources.
Still, it's fun to imagine that they'd play strip poker with me. Hard to wrap my head around, even with my weight loss, I still think of myself as a 400-pound, fat man. It's funny how we are more critical when perceiving ourselves than how others perceive us. When I look in the mirror, especially when naked, I'm still not happy with my body. I still see a fat man. I still see room for improvement. I still see that I need to lose more weight.
Now, that I lost so much weight, instead of thinking of the women that I talk to and joke around with every day as co-workers, I think of them as potential girlfriends and/or as potential lovers. I think of them as fuck buddies or even as potential wives. Horny enough and ready to have a mutually, rewarding, long-term, sexual relationship, Jodi is one such woman. I can't count how many times I've masturbated over her in my motel room while imagining her topless and/or naked and having sex with me.
Jodi is a petite, 5'1" tall, attractive and sexy redhead with big, blue eyes. As pretty and as petite as Kay Adams on Good Morning Football or Ariana Grande, but unlike Kay and Ariana, she has huge breasts. She weighs a shapely 120 pounds. Some of her extra weight can be attributed to her huge, double D, cup breasts.
Sign me up, ready to propose, I'm a sucker for a woman with big tits. I love big breasted women, especially women who have really, big tits and, indeed, Jodi has really, big tits. After being married to a small breasted woman and a prude of a woman, for me to marry a woman, she must have big tits and be willing to allow me to see her without her clothes. Something that I didn't have with my ex-wife, she must be willing to have sex with me.
A bit older than me at 51-years-old to my 43-year-old age, Jodi certainly doesn't look her age. She looks good for her age, even without her makeup. I was floored when she told me how old she was. Thinking that she was younger than me, I thought she was 10-years younger. Once they put on their faces, I can never tell how old women are.
Yet, now that I'm older, age isn't as important to me as it once was. As long as we have a connection, age no longer matters. It's the connection that matters more. I'm not looking for a young woman to have my child. I'm looking for love, romance, and companionship to carry me through the rest of my life. Besides, I have a thing for older women that I never knew that I had.
Something that I haven't had a chance to act on but I will, one night, after work, when we were out drinking, Jodi whisper in my ear that if I wanted sex with no strings attached, she was okay with that. Something that hasn't happened to me in years, I was floored that she came onto me. As if waving a red flag in front of my eyes, I'd love to see, finger, lick, and fuck Jodi's bright, red pussy. Only, waiting for my next day off, not wanting to rush the sex, presently, I don't even have the time for sex.
Now, imagining that she does, something my ex-wife wouldn't do, I wonder if she sucks cock. And if she does suck cock, imagining that she would, again, something that my ex-wife wouldn't do, I wonder if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow. I'd not only love to cum in her mouth but also, I'd love to cum in her pussy, too. Yet, even more than her blowing me, I'd love to see, touch, feel, fondle, and grope her big tits while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Another thing that I haven't had the chance to act on, again, waiting for my day off, Jodi, Charlene, and Taylor confessed that they'd like me to take them to a strip club. Now, that would be fun. Instead of going to a strip club in Louisiana, where the women are only topless, they want me to take them to a strip club in Texas where the women are naked, totally naked, with not even a G-string. With Jodi just coming along for the ride, no doubt, with Charlene and Taylor bi-sexual, they'd love to see naked women as much as they'd love seeing naked men.
Only, like a pack of wolves attacking their prey, I can only imagine the reaction of the men at the strip club seeing three, sexy, and beautiful women walk in unescorted, but for me. No doubt, with them so busty and shapely, they'd mistake them for strippers. No one would ever think that they work at the oil refinery as part of my safety team instead of dancing around a pole as strippers while removing their clothes at a strip club.
# # #
A bit foreign to me, I'm surprised they'd want to see women strippers. If they were going to a strip club, I would have thought that they'd want to go to a CFNM, clothe female, naked male strip club. Barred from accompanying them, men aren't allowed in a male, strip club but women are not only welcome in a female strip club, they're encouraged to attend. Yet, with Charlene and Taylor bi-sexual, they seem more interested in seeing naked women than in seeing naked men.
Maybe, if they were horny enough from watching the strippers undress while dancing, they'd want me to give them sex. I'd love to get lucky with one, two, or all three of them. In the way that the strippers stripped for them, maybe Jodi, Charlene, and/or Taylor will strip for me, too. With them both having big tits, as big as Jodi's big tits, I'd love to see them topless. I'm love to see them naked. Yet, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love to have sex with all three of them.
Starting out slow, as if we're teenagers playing spin the bottle, I'd love nothing more than to play strip poker with all three of them. I'd love to watch them slowly undress while dancing to music. Even if I lost, with us all naked, I'd still win. As much as I'd like to see their big, naked tits, their shapely naked asses, and their trimmed pussies, I'd love to show them my erect, naked prick. With them all much more sexual than my wife, I think that I have a good chance of getting lucky with at least one of them if not all of them.
More importantly, with Jodi having a sense of humor that matches mine, we connect well when together. Where others don't see the humor in ordinary things, we talk about everything and laugh over nothing. Always having a good time, we laugh every time we're together. Knowing that going to a strip club to see naked women would, hopefully, make them horny. I'm looking forward to going to a strip club with them. Maybe, when we return back to the motel, after a few drinks, they'll ask me to strip for them.
Who knows? Maybe, when we return to our motel room, the women will be drunk enough and horny enough that they'll allow me to watch them strip naked and masturbate themselves. Maybe, they'll allow me to masturbate them. I'd love to masturbate them. Maybe, they'll even masturbate me, too. I'd love them to masturbate me. Maybe, if they're drunk enough and horny enough, something my ex-wife would never allow me to do, they'll suck my cock and allow me to cum in their mouths.
Wouldn't that be something if they were so horny that they'll willingly and consensually have sex with me. I'm sexually excited just imagining Jodi, Charlene, and Taylor in their bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. I'm sexually excited imagining Jodi, Charlene, and/or Taylor stroking my cock while sucking my cock while I fondle their big, naked tits and they allow me to cum in their mouths after I made love to them and fucked them.
# # #
After hooking up with Jodi, I'd love to hook up with Charlene. She's a 35-year-old black woman with a smoking, hot body. She's a flirt, but I don't think she's ever been with a white guy. I told her when we were out drinking that as a white man, I'd have her walking funny after I got through with having sex with her.
Walking as if she's a dancer, flaunting her round, firm ass, her muscular calves, and her long, shapely legs, she wears tight overalls that seem to be a size too small. Whenever she's not in the field working, as soon as she hits the cafeteria for a coffee break or for lunch, she unzips her overalls to expose her long, line of sexy cleavage and the sides of her big, round breasts. I'd definitely do her if I could. As if she's been riding bareback on a horse all day, I'd love to prove to her that I could make her walk funny.
With me always staring at all that I can see of her big tits, clearly, she knows that I'm enamored with her big tits. Having mentioned that I love big breasted women before in passing conversation, mesmerized by them and as if hypnotized by them, she's well aware that I love big tits. With me always staring at them, especially when her big, erect nipples make their presence known, and especially when she's showing off the size and shape of her breasts by unzipping her overalls, she's well aware that I love her big boobs.
I can't count how many times I've masturbated over imagining Charlene in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked and me having hot sex with her, smoking hot, black body. I can't count how many times I've masturbated over imagining seeing her naked tits, feeling her naked tits, fondling her naked tits, and sucking her big nipples. She's a beautiful, proud black woman with a beautiful body.
One day, when I was as horny as I was tired, Charlene caught me daydreaming while staring at all the I could see of her big tits from her partially, unzipped overalls. Daydreaming over having sex with her, I imagined touching her tits, feeling her tits, squeezing her tits, fondling her tits, groping her tits, and sucking her tits while pulling, turning, and twisting her big, black nipples. I imagined her stroking my cock while sucking my cock, before fucking my cock. I imagined my prick in her beautiful, black mouth while she blew me.
'Suck my cock, Charlene. I need to cum in your beautiful, black mouth. I need to watch you swallow all the cum that I have to give you before ejaculating a second load all over your face and across your naked breasts. I need to give you a cum bath, Charlene,' I imagined saying to her.
She looked down at where I was mindlessly staring before looking up at me. She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Clearly, she knew that I was staring at all that I could see of her big tits. She knew that I wondered what her naked breasts looked like and what they felt like in my horny hands. Obviously, proud of her big breasts, she knew that she had spectacular breasts. She inherently knew that I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with her big, naked knockers, who wouldn't?
"Do you like what you see, Rob," she asked while staring down at her partially exposed breasts? "I bet you'd love to feel my tits while fingering my nipples," she said sexually teasing me. "I bet you'd like to suck my tits."
Sexually teasing me, she cupped her breasts in both of her hands and lifted her bra clad breasts as if offering them to me to touch and feel. I watched her spellbound as she slowly slid her hands over her breasts while fingering her nipples through her overalls and her bra. In the way that she was feeling her fully clothe breasts, I wished I could feel her fully clothe breasts while making out with her. I wished I could see her naked tits.
"I bet you'd love me to suck your cock while you have your sexual way with my naked breasts," she said with a dirty laugh. "No matter what color they are, black, brown, yellow, red, or white, all men are the same," she said with another laugh. "Even though they say they prefer small breasts, especially when their wives or girlfriends have small breasts, all men love big tits."
# # #
The last friend that I'd love to hook up with is Taylor. A bit too young for me, she's a 28-year-old, black woman that's kind of thick in the hips, but not overly big. She's very pretty with beautiful skin and big, dark, haunting eyes. We've flirted before when we went out drinking.
"You can't hang out with me," she said with a laugh. "I'm bi-sexual. I enjoy having sex with women. I do love having threesomes, though. I enjoy having sex with a woman and a man at the same time," she said as if she was trying to shock me and/or sexually entice me.
Not shocked by much, I laughed.
"I share the sexual sentiment of Jerry Springer," I said with a laugh. "I love bi-sexual women. I love lesbians, especially if I can watch," I said with another laugh.
Not thinking me funny, Taylor shrugged and made a face.
"I don't want to give you a heart attack if ever we were to hook up, old man," she said. "Too hot to handle, I'd be too much woman for you," she said with a dirty laugh.
I'm not opposed to much. I'll try any sexual thing, once. I love eating pussy and ass. My ex-wife would barely let me go down on her, and freaked out when I touched her ass. She cringed when I stuck my finger and/or my tongue in her ass.
One of my favorite sexual things to do with a woman is tossing her salad while watching her having a sexual orgasm from my skilled tongue lapping her in between her ass cheeks. I love making my partner cum with my mouth, fingers, and tongue. I have an average size dick, but I've never had any complaints about it or about my tongue.
# # #
While working permanent, full-time at the oil refinery, I usually work 12-hour days, 7 days a week, and sometimes without a day off. If I get a day off, it's one day for every 13 days I work. Because I'm in safety, it's my responsibility to make sure that nobody catches anything on fire when they are welding and/or that nobody is exposed to toxic gasses in the area that they're working. The last thing that we want is an explosion. It's a big responsibility to keep everyone safe and one that I take very seriously.
Even though my work is important, and sometimes, with my job being the difference between life and death, believe it or not, sometimes, my work gets really boring. Whenever I'm on a job with the three, hot women, usually, we sit around talking, playing cards, and doing nothing while waiting for our instructions what to do and where to go. Literally, sometimes, we only work, maybe, 12 hours in the month we're there. The rest of the time, we sit in the office playing cards or just talking while waiting for something to happen and/or waiting for instructions from management.
A necessary expense rather than a production moneymaker, the company employs us to adhere to OSHA requirements and to make sure that all employees follow safety regulations. Leaving all safety issues up to us, the company doesn't' seem that serious about safety until a bad enough accident happens to close the plant. Then, with production stopped, it's all Hell fire and pointing fingers at who's to blame. I sometimes feel that we're nothing but window dressing to show OSHA that they're serious enough about safety to have a safety department and scapegoats should they need someone to blame for a plant shutdown.
On call to travel anywhere throughout the United States at a moment's notice, unless we're traveling out of state to another oil refinery where there's been an incident, we're rarely busy. It's a good job with lots of overtime and benefits that include employer paid, health insurance, life insurance, and disability. Yet, the job can quickly turn to Hell if there's a serious safety issue that, God forbid, suspends plant operation and/or closes the plant. The worst on-the-job things that may happen are an explosion and/or a fire with employees seriously injured or losses of life.
We work the graveyard shift, 6pm to 6am, other than the other employees working the graveyard shift, too, there aren't many people around where we are and when we are there. The good thing about working the graveyard shift, management is never around. We usually sit around talking, joking, and playing cards. That's how we got to know one another so well.
Saving time from traveling back and forth, we usually stay at a motel close to where we work. Whether we're working or waiting around doing nothing, with us a necessary evil that the company must pay to have in place, they own us. With us at their beckon call, at least they're paying us overtime to do nothing but wait.
This particular job was just outside of Houston, but we travel all over the United States. I just left a job in North Dakota where I didn't have a day off for 7 weeks. If I'm busy on a job, most of what I do is sit around, watch other people work, instructing them, and tell them if they're doing something wrong and/or if they're doing something that isn't safe. It's a rough lifestyle for anyone who is in a relationship or has younger children. The three ladies that I work with are all single with no children.
We're drug tested regularly because it can be a very dangerous job and we need to be alert at all times. When we do get some down time, we usually go out and have a few drinks to help decompress. Looking forward to going there, we've all talked about going to a strip club together, but it hasn't happened yet. Having never been to a strip club with women before, I'm looking forward to it. It should be fun. After drinking a little too much, I'm hoping they return to the motel horny. I'm hoping we have an orgy of sex.



I'm on the road at least 10 months of the year. I was in North Dakota for almost 2 months, and my last day there, I was told that they needed me to go to Shreveport, Louisiana as soon as I could get there. Only a 4-hour drive from where we were in west Texas, normally they supply us with a company car or have us rent one. In the middle of summer, it was so hot with biting mosquitoes the size of dragon flies, I would never live near a swamp. Then when I got there, they told me to stand by and wait for my instructions.
Paying me to sit around and wait, they paid for my room, my food, and other related expenses before I even started back working. I don't know anyone else who's here right now, but this could be a great time to have some hot, sexy fun with my three co-workers. I drove back to Texas from Louisiana the other night and went to a strip club. I went there, because it was all nude, and the ones in Louisiana are only topless. Even though I love seeing naked tits, I love seeing naked women more.
# # #
Oil refineries are one of the most dangerous places to work. Using your instincts and taking extra safety precautions can help avoid being involved in a life altering on-the-job, industrial accident. It's my job, as well as Jodi, Charlene, and Taylor's jobs to not only keep everyone safe by adhering to OSHA's strict rules and regulations but to the keep the refinery working without the work being halted and/or the refinery closed for a safety violation.
Refineries are very interesting places to work. With many processes to learn, there are lots of mechanical things to do. There are a wide variety of jobs within an oil refinery, from blue collar workers and operators to pipefitters, boilermakers, machinists, and electricians. Then, there's the engineering/technical workers that include chemical engineers, mechanical engineers, electrical engineers, civil engineers, draftspersons, control system technicians, and fire fighters. The three women and I are part of the refinery's safety team hired and put in place to keep everyone safe and the work from stopping.
Refineries are a 24/7 proposition. Nearly in the way of nuclear reactors, once shut down, plants take days to fully, start up again. The company's highest priority, and profitability is on a scale of continually making product. There is always pressure to keep plants running, and immediately get them started up after planned and unplanned shutdowns.
This means working nights, rotating shifts for operators, and unexpected call outs at all times of day or night, holidays included. Refineries don't shut down for holidays. Much like hospitals, police stations, fire departments, airports, train stations, electric, water, and gas companies, telecommunications, and the military, are all required to work during the holidays. Oil refineries, chemical plants, and nuclear plants are no different.
Especially with the potential for high impact injuries and fatalities, it's interesting to note that refineries have very good safety statistics for OSHA recordable injuries. So, people working at the refinery are taught to do everything the right way and the safe way. Employees understand, sometimes a life and death issue, that it's in their own best interest to follow the rules of safety.
Working at a refinery is full of on-the-job hazards that can maim and kill if adherence to safety regulations is not properly respected. Safety awareness if a full-time job. Yet, even with a close adherence to the safety rules. Every year, people are injured or die from oil refinery accidents. All that it sometimes takes is a slip, a fall, or a lack of concentration.
# # #
Yet, the advantages of working in the refining industry far outweigh the negatives. Because a refinery operates 24/7 a workforce is needed on-site at all times of the day and night. Because operations personnel spend half of their work schedule on the night shift, normal sleep schedules are disrupted. Unless someone is used to working odd hours, most never adjust to it. Even employees who normally work day jobs will find themselves working nights during unusual situations.
Unless one has an office job, all employees are required to work some holidays and rotating shifts. Even though they may not like it, families are forced to understand that many oil refinery employees, much like the other companies mentioned above, must work on Christmas. Not fair and not right, tensions rise when your shift ends but employees must remain after their replacement called in sick to spend the holiday with their family.
Refinery employees can expect to be outside a lot of the time, no matter what the weather conditions are. Refineries have a rough working environment. An operating plant is not for people who are intimidated or offended easily. Crude language and rude and bad behavior are commonplace, and because of that, sometimes, tensions run high. New employees either grow a thick skin or don't last very long.
Then, there's the financial uncertainty of working for an oil refinery. The refinery business can often be a boom or a bust of an economic proposition. During lean times, companies might reduce operations, lay off or furlough employees, and occasionally, temporarily close down altogether.
With maintaining a full staff is their priority, plant management will limit the freedom of scheduling entitled vacations. Vacation selection are done by seniority with new employees selecting their vacation time from the weeks of the year that no one else wanted. For factories to remain operational year-round, vacation times must be planned far in advance.
Frequent, random drug testing is part of the job. Those who used and/or abuse drugs, even recreationally, should stop taking drugs or should seek employment elsewhere. Too dangerous of a job to be high at work, oil refineries have a zero tolerance for employees who use drugs.
# # #
On one, typical night, we were sitting around doing nothing while waiting for management to dispatch us by telling us where to go and what to do for the rest of the week. Bored and horny, tired of watching TV, talking, and playing cards, Charlene shocked us by suggesting something that we could do to pass the time. With sexual lust in her eyes, she looked from me to look at Taylor. Then, as if she wanted to have sex with her, too, she looked at Jodi before looking back at me with face full of sexual arousal.
Having seen that look on her face before, I knew she was horny. Unfortunately, she wasn't horny for me. She was horny for Taylor. Clearly, she wanted to masturbate Taylor while eating her. Clearly, she wanted Taylor to masturbate her while eating her.
"Let's play strip poker, shall we," she asked with a dirty laugh while shuffling the deck of cards?
She shocked us that she wanted to play strip poker. She wanted to expose her naked self to everyone. Not dropping it when Jodi and Taylor balked at playing, she dared us to play.
"C'mon, I dare you to play strip poker. Don't be so modest. We already have a buzz on. It will be fun," she said with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
This is it. This is really it. I'm finally was going to see Jodi, Taylor, and Charlene topless and naked.
My sexual fantasy come true, something that I'd never dare to suggest for fear of being shot down and/or reported to human resources, I couldn't believe that Charlene suggested that we play strip poker. As if we were on the same sexual page, I couldn't believe that she wanted to play strip poker as much as I wanted to play strip poker. It's much different for a woman to suggest playing strip poker to a man than it is for a man to suggest playing strip poker with a woman.
When men suggest playing strip poker with female co-workers, he's guilty of inappropriate, sexual behavior. When women suggest playing strip poker with male co-workers, she's thought to be sexy. She's thought to be naughty. She's thought to be hot.
While staring at Charlene's, Taylor's, and Jodi's big, fully clothed breasts, having just thought about playing strip poker, she must have read my mind. Even though Jodi and Taylor didn't want to strip off their clothes in front of me, seemingly, Charlene wanted to strip herself naked for Taylor's sexual benefit. Literally, she dared them to play strip poker. Making them feel like wusses, she double dared them to play strip poker. Clearly, Charlene was eager to strip herself naked in front of all of us. Clearly, she was eager to watch Taylor strip herself naked, too.
"Oh, c'mon. I'm horny. Chicken! Chicken," she said with a laugh. "I double dare you to play strip poker. It will be fun," she said.
She looked from me to look at Jodi and Taylor before looking back at me.
"We don't have to do anything else but remove our clothes, that is," she said with a pause while laughing and looking at each of us. "Unless we wanted to do more than just remove our clothes," she said with a sexy laugh while looking over at Taylor. "We don't have to do anything sexual but undress," she said again but this time with a dirty laugh.
With me having a king-sized bed, we were sitting on my bed in my room talking. Whether deliberate or unintentional, with Jodi leaning forward while wearing a low-cut blouse, she was giving me a continual down blouse of her long, sexy line of cleavage and her sexy, low-cut bra. With me seeing the tops of her bra clad breasts, her long, sexy line of cleavage, and much of her low-cut bra, a room with a view doesn't get any better than that.
Something I've masturbated over since I hired her, I'd love to watch Jodi strip herself topless. I'd love to see her big, naked breasts. I'd love to watch Jodi strip herself naked. I love to see her round, shapely ass and her red, trimmed pussy.
"I'll play," I said raising my hand as if I was back in high school even though I had graduated college years ago.
With me already sexually excited, I could stare at all that I could see of Jodi's big tits all day, every day. With the tops of her bra cups overflowing with her huge breasts, looking as if they were going to fall out of her top, Jodi knew how to fill out her big brassiere. She had incredible breasts. Hoping that she'd lose at strip poker, I couldn't wait to see her big, naked tits. Even if she didn't allow me to touch and/or feel her naked breasts, just seeing them would give me plenty to masturbate over later.
With her legs crossed, Charlene gave me and Taylor, sitting across from her, the perfect up-skirt peek of her bright, white panties. Clearly, we could see her pussy slit, her camel toe, her pussy mound, and the dark shadow of her black, trimmed pussy through her sheer, white panties. Every time she moved to get more comfortable, Taylor alternated from showing me and Charlene her pink panties in up-skirt peeks to showing me her cleavage and her low-cut bra with down-blouse views.
I'd love to have sex with any one of them or all three of them one at a time or all of them at the same time. I couldn't wait to see them topless. I couldn't wait to see them naked. I couldn't wait for them to invite me to have sex with them.
"Okay, let's play," said Jodi looking up at me with a sexy look.
Hoping to make it unanimous, we all looked to Taylor to agree to playing strip poker.
"I'm game to strip naked if everyone else is," said Taylor with a shrug and a sexy laugh while looking at Charlene.
# # #
As I had hoped she would, Jodi was first to lose her hand and had to remove her blouse. As if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe that Jodi was about to remove her blouse to expose her bra clad breasts. As if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I watched her slowly unbutton each button of her blouse. Sexually teasing me, she stared down at herself to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before looking up at me with pride and sexual arousal.
As she unbuttoned each button, slowly parting her blouse to reveal her brassiere, clearly, Jodi was proud of her big tits. As she continued unbuttoning her blouse, I couldn't believe I was seeing Jodi's big, white bra. I couldn't believe I was seeing her long, sexy line of cleavage. I couldn't believe I was seeing her bra clad breasts. I couldn't believe that soon, she'd be sitting across from me in her sexy brassiere.
With her sexily staring up at me, in the way that Charlene was sexually staring up at Taylor, clearly, she was stripping for me in the way that Charlene would soon be stripping for Taylor. Continuing to sexually tease me, she took her sweet time removing her blouse to reveal her low-cut, sexy, white bra. Never had I ever seen a bra as big as Jodi's big brassiere. Instead of having one, two, or three hooks in back, her bra had five hooks in back that she asked me to help her unhook.
I felt bad for the teenager on prom night trying to hook a five-clasp brassiere on prom night more than twenty-years ago. Yet, well worth the struggle to remove her bra, a five clasper removed the element of surprise when trying to remove her bra. As if her bra had a combination, and as if experienced in removing such a huge brassiere, her bra was impossible to remove one-handed.
"Would you be a dear and help me," I imagined her asking me when it was time for her to remove her bra. I imagined her asked looking up at me while sexually teasing me and while partially turning her back to me?
'Would I be a dear in helping her to unhook her bra? She's got to be kidding me. It would be my sexual pleasure to unhook her bra,' I thought while imagining unhooking her bra. 'It would be my sexual pleasure to remove her bra straps from her shoulders and her bra cups from her naked breasts. It would be my sexual pleasure to have my wicked, sexual way with her big, naked tits.'
As if I had never unhooked a woman's bra before, I reached out with trembling fingers. I imagined her feigning her modesty while sexually teasing me. I imagined her holding her bra straps and bra cups in place while I unhooked her bra. Then, when she turned to face me, I couldn't believe my eyes.
As if her bra cups had two, big buttons, making their presence and her sexual horniness known, I imagined her big nipples were already fully erect. Wishing I could finger her nipples while sucking her nipples, but not wanting to prematurely ruin things, I waited for her invitation for me to touch and feel her naked breasts. As if I was already sucking her tits, I could feel my lips pursing themselves in the way of a gold fish when hungry for food.
# # #
Finally, when she removed her blouse, unable to take my eyes off of them, I saw her huge, bra cups and her long line of sexy cleavage. Immediately, filled with sexual lust for her, I could feel myself getting an erection. Hoping she'd invite me to touch and feel her big tits while making out with her, I couldn't wait to touch and feel her bra clad breasts. I couldn't wait for her to lose another hand at strip poker and be forced to remove her sexy, low-cut bra. I couldn't wait to see her big tits.
As if I was a testosterone filled teenager instead of a grown man, just by seeing her bra, I could tell that she had spectacular breasts. She had the kind of breasts that every small breasted woman wanted and would pay a plastic surgeon thousands of dollars to get. I couldn't wait to see them and, hopefully, touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them. I couldn't wait to suck her nipples while rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy.
A longtime coming of masturbating myself every day over imagining seeing and feeling Jodi's naked breasts, I couldn't wait for her to remove her bra. Hopefully, instead of just seeing her naked tits, I hoped she'd allow me to touch and feel her naked breasts while sucking and fingering her erect nipples, too. I couldn't wait to touch and feel her breasts while making out with her. I couldn't wait to finger and suck her nipples while she slowly stroked my prick.
She had such big tits, double D, cup breasts. Not bad for an older woman, albeit supported by her bra, her tits didn't look like they sagged at all. I couldn't stop staring at her bra clad breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and the round shapeliness of her huge breasts. It occurred to me that with each of us only wearing four articles of clothing, a blouse, a short skirt, bra and panties for the women and pants, shirt, t-shirt, and briefs for me, after playing only a few hands, we'd all be naked soon.
'I can't wait to be naked with Jodi,' I thought while imagining her without her clothes and her having sex with me.
After losing the next two hands, I had to strip down to my t-shirt and briefs. In the way that Jodi had sexually teased me, I slowly, sexually teased Jodi, Charlene, and Taylor. As if I was a male stripper at a CFNM strip club, I climbed off the bed and stood in front of them to give them a male stripper's show. I unbuttoned my pants and unzipped them before allowing them to fall to my ankles. Then, kicking them off, I turned one way before turning the other way to show them my huge erection that tented my white, cotton briefs.
As embarrassed as I was proud, as if I had a metal rod in my underwear, my huge erection tented my briefs. I watched Jodi involuntarily slide a slow tongue across her red, full lips. It was at that moment that I suspected that she sucked cock.
'Jodi is a cocksucker,' I thought. 'She loves sucking cock.'
I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth, all over her pretty face, and across her big, naked breasts. I wondered if she'd allow me to give her a cum bath. It was at that moment that I suspected that she wanted to suck my prick. It was at that moment that I so wanted to put a hand behind her red, haired, pretty head and cum in her mouth while fondling her naked breasts with my other hand.
Surprising me and sexually exciting me by making the first move, Jodi reached out to squeeze the head of my prick through my underwear while I reached out and felt her breasts through her bra, first one and then the other. Then, with my luck changing, with them each losing the next two hands, it was time for Charlene and Taylor to remove their blouses. With both of them having such big tits, I couldn't wait to see their bra clad breasts.
Only, more interested in one another than they were in me, it was clear that Charlene and Taylor were already lesbian lovers or would soon be lesbian lovers. Yet, I didn't care that they were more sexually interested in women than they were sexually interested in men. As long as I could watch them having sex, I was happy. I'd love to watch Charlene rub Taylor's clit while licking and fingerfucking her pussy. I'd love to watch Taylor eat Charlene's black cunt.
As if I had died and went to heaven, I was surrounded by three sets of bra clad breasts. I had tits in front of me and tits on both sides of me. I couldn't wait to watch them remove their bras. Life doesn't get any better than that unless, of course, they were all topless while allowing me to touch, feel, fondle, and suck their naked tits.
'What a night? What an unbelievable night? Living my sexual fantasy, I'll be masturbating over this for the rest of m life,' I thought.
I was surrounded by six, bra clad breasts. Six big tits. I couldn't wait to see their huge breasts without their bras. Hopefully, allowing me to my have wicked, sexual way with their naked tits, I couldn't wait to touch and feel their big tits. I couldn't wait to finger and suck erect their erect nipples while they stroked and sucked my cock. I couldn't wait to give them a cum bath and cum all over their pretty faces and across their big, naked breasts.
Whether they were bi-sexual or lesbian, once they're sitting on my bed topless, I wondered if they'd allow me to touch their tits and feel their naked tits. In the way that I'd love to fondle Jodi's naked breasts, I'd love to fondle Charlene's and Taylor's big, black, naked tits while fingering and sucking their erect, black nipples, too. As if I had never seen naked breasts before, I couldn't wait to see their naked breasts now.



A bit distracted, not knowing where to look, I looked from Jodi's bra clad breasts to Charlene's bra clad breasts and then to Taylor's bra clad breasts before looking at Jodi's bra clad breasts again. They all had big, shapely breasts with long lines of sexy cleavage. I had plenty of masturbation fodder to masturbate over later. I only wished I dared to pull out my stiff prick and masturbate myself in front of them. Yet, not wanting prematurely ruin the moment, instead, I'll allow them to continue taking the sexual lead.
# # #
I lost the next hand and had to remove my t-shirt. After having lost so very much weight, I was glad that I no longer had a blubber belly. Then, it was Taylor's turn to lose and, her choice, she had to remove her short skirt or her bra. I stared at her bra clad breasts while trying to implant the thought of which article of clothing she should remove, skirt or brassiere.
'Remove your bra, Taylor. Please remove your bra. Show me your naked tits. I'd love to see your big, black, naked breasts,' I thought over and again while subliminally trying to tell her what to do.
Surprising me, while she stared at Charlene, she slowly and sexily reached around her back, unhooked her bra, and removed her bra. In the way that there was an imagined drumroll going off in my head when Jodi removed her blouse, I imagined the same drumroll going off in my head and with the sexual anticipation of Taylor removing her sexy brassiere. As if I was dreaming or sexually fantasizing them, there they were, Taylor's big, naked, black breasts and her big, erect nipples.
As if she was a Playboy Playmate of the year, she had the best breasts that I have ever seen in my life. Her breasts were as big as they were perfectly shapely. She had duplicate breasts equal in size and in shape of Jenny McCarthy's beautiful breasts when she was a Playboy Playmate years ago. Perched high up and where they should be, her tits were as big as they were shapely and didn't sag at all. To say that I loved Taylor's big tits would be a huge understatement.
Then, Jodi lost the next hand and had to remove her bra. Again, only this time louder and longer, a drumroll of sexual anticipation filled my head with she sexual excitement of finally seeing Jodi's naked tits. As soon as she removed her big, white brassiere, she stared down at her big, naked tits before staring up at me. Then, she said something that was as sexually shocking as if was sexually exciting. As soon as she removed her bra, cupping her naked tits in both of her hands, while staring up at me, she invited me to touch and feel her naked tits.
"With you always staring at them, would you like to touch my tits? Would you like to feel my tits? Would you like to finger my nipples while sucking my nipples," she asked while looking at me with sexual arousal? "I know that I'd love for you to have your wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts, Rob."
Not having to ask me twice, I was all over her big tits, touching them, feeling them, and turning, and twisting her nipples before leaning forward to suck her nipples. My sexual dream come true; I couldn't believe that I was having my wicked, sexual way with Jodi's double D, cup breasts. Clearly, with her enjoying the sexual attention that I paid to her naked breasts, she put a loving hand to the back of my head and ran her fingers through my hair while I continued sucking her tits.
Charlene lost the next hand had to remove her bra, too. I stopped sucking Jodi's big tits to look up at Charlene's big, black, naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was surrounded by three pair of naked breasts. With Charlene the one who suggested playing strip poker, seemingly by the sexually aroused look on her face, she couldn't wait to strip herself topless. Instead of inviting me to touch and feel her naked breasts, no surprise there, she invited Taylor to touch and feel her tits. No matter, I was busy touching and feeling Jodi's naked breasts.
Taylor fondled Charlene's naked breasts while Charlene's fondled Taylor's naked tits and fingered her erect nipples. It was hot watching two topless women fondling one another's breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting one another's nipples. Then, when they started making out and French kissing one another while touching and feeling one another everywhere, it was only a matter of a few minutes before they'd be having sex. I couldn't wait to watch them eat one another's pussies.
With Taylor and Charlene making me hot and horny, I leaned over to Jodi and parted her lips with my tongue. While Charlene and Taylor made out, I made out with Jodi. I felt and fondled her big breasts while she fingered the head of my cock through my underwear. In the way that she showed me her naked tits, I couldn't wait to show her my erect, naked cock.
Then, when I lost again, I had to remove my briefs. With me sitting next to Jodi, she reached her hand over to fondle the head of my naked prick again, but this time, while slowly stroking me. Then, when she had to remove her panties on the next hand, I returned the sexual favor by rubbing her clit while fingerfucking her pussy. The best game of strip poker that I ever played; I couldn't believe that I was masturbating Jodi while she slowly masturbated me.
Then, not done sexually surprising me, Charlene pulled a big, black, curved dildo from her pocketbook. Pushing Taylor's panties aside, she fucked Taylor's pussy with Tyrone, the name she had given to her big, black dildo. Then, Taylor took Tyrone from Charlene's hand and pushing her panties aside, she fucked her with the dildo, too. Taylor retrieved a vibrator from her pocketbook. Taking turns masturbating one another, the took turns with the dildo and vibrator.
# # #
Finally, with everyone sexually satisfied, but not ending the game, Charlene and Taylor removed their short skirts and panties and fell back on my bed. Charlene positioned herself between Taylor's long and shapely legs. She licked her pussy while fingering her pussy. Even in the X-rated videos that I watched of lesbian sex, never had I ever seen two women going at one another in the way that Charlene and Taylor were having lesbian sex.
"Taylor, don't stop. I'm going to cum. Rub my clit harder. Fingerfuck my pussy deeper. I'm cumming, Taylor. I'm cumming," said Charlene.
Taylor arched her back and stiffened her legs as if she was about to cum.
"Rub my clit faster, Charlene. Finger my pussy deeper. Just don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming, Charlene. I'm cumming," said Taylor.
While I held Jodi and snuggled and cuddled with her, Taylor collapsed in the softness of my bed to enjoy the afterglow of sex.
# # #
So different from men licking and fingering women's pussies, instead playing around while hoping to hit the sexual orgasm bull's eye, women know exactly where to lick and how to finger one another to get one another off. Sexually excited from watching Charlene and Taylor having lesbian sex, ready to make love to her before humping her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my stiff prick, I mounted Jodi.
She reached down to take my cock in her hand. Directing my prick to her soaking wet pussy, my hard prick slid right in as if it belonged there. French kissing her while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples, I made love to her while making out with her. Had I known Jodi then, I would have married her instead of my cold and prude of a wife.
Then, not nearly done there, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked Jodi's red, haired pussy. Continuing to hump her harder and hump her faster, I didn't stop humping her until she had a sexual orgasm. If it wasn't enough that I saw and felt Jodi's naked tits, I couldn't believe that I made love to her and was now fucking her. My sexual fantasy come true; she was giving me the best sex that I ever had in my life. So different from having sex with my ex-wife, I never knew how happy I could sexual be until I had sex with Jodi.
Instead of cumming inside of her, I pulled out of her pussy and decorated her big tits with cum. As if owned her tits, in the way of a dog leaving his mark, I ejaculated all over her naked breasts. After we all rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex, with us still not done having sex, we had a mini-orgy. Touching and feeling one another while making out with one another, Taylor blew me and Charlene fucked me. With Taylor and Charlene lesbian or bi-sexual, I never expected them to have sex with me, but they did.
'I love lesbian women,' I thought while echoing the sexual spirit of Jerry Springer.
Then, double teaming her as if they were a wrestling tag team match, both Taylor and Charlene had sex with Jodi. To say that it was sexually exciting to watch Jodi having lesbian sex with two women was a gross understatement. While Taylor made out with Jodi and fondled her naked breasts, Charlene ate Jodi's pussy. Then, they switched. Charlene had her wicked, sexual way with Jodi's huge breasts while Taylor ate Jodi's pussy.
"Oh, my God, Taylor. You're going to make me cum," said Jodi. "Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming, Taylor. I'm cumming."
Now instead of just hanging out joking and talking, whenever we had a day off, we had orgy like sex. Eventually, Charlene and Taylor paired off and I stayed with Jodi. Not wanting to lose her, I finally found the woman of my sexual dreams.
'I'm so happy,' I thought. 'I'm so sexually satisfied.'
I didn't care that Jodi was eight-years older than me. At that moment, I thought of Blake Sheldon with Gwen Stefani. With him 45-years-old and Gwen 52-years-old, there was a similar age difference between them. He could have had any woman, a woman in her twenties or thirties but instead, he chose Gwen, a woman in her early fifties.
After losing another 60 pounds and successfully making my weight loss goal to 180 pounds, I married Jodi. No longer working at the oil refinery, we adopted two children, a boy and a girl. While working from home, we wrote a book on safety at working at the oil refinery and lived happily ever after.
THE END
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Home alone with my mother-in-law, wife's mother takes the place of her daughter as her husband's forbidden wife and incestuous lover.
As if exchanging one for the other, my mother-in-law, Mary, moved in with my wife and me. Totally innocent in the beginning, it soon became clear to me that my wife, Carol, had a different agenda. As if Carol had planned the whole thing in advance, not long after my mother-in-law moved in, surprisingly, not taking her mother with her, leaving her mother behind, my wife moved out.
Yet, an unexpected Godsend and a pure, sexual pleasure, I was glad that she left me. I was glad that she didn't take her mother with her. Who knew that living with my wife's mother would be better than living with my wife?
I love my mother-in-law. She's beautiful, sexy, and busty. Unlike my wife, a pleasure to be around, she's always smiling. She's always happy,' I thought while staring at the huge impressions that her big tits made in her blouse.
If I knew then that what I know now, that my wife is a cheating whore, I would have married her mother instead of my wife. With us having many things in common, especially sexual things, Mary is more like me. She is as loving as she is sexy and sexual. She's as kind as she's faithful. She'd never treat me with such disrespect and contempt in the way that her daughter had treated me.
Most importantly, Carol seldom gave me sex. That should have been a telling sign but I never thought she'd leave me. Conversely, Mary and I both love sex. As if horny we're teenagers again, we're crazy for one another. Eventually, more than a year later, we fucked every morning and made love every night.
We both enjoy pillow talk at night. Instead of just fucking, we loved foreplay. With the both of us exhibitionists, having harmless fun and making our flashes appear accidental, we both enjoy exposing ourselves to one another and to unsuspecting people. We loved watching the surprised looks on their faces when unexpectedly seeing something of us that they shouldn't see.
# # #
After living with my wife for three-years, I lived with her and her mother for a year. Then, after my wife left me, strangely enough, leaving her mother behind to live with me, my mother-in-law remained. Yet, a blessing in disguise, as if my sexual fantasy had come true, eventually sharing the same bed, I had forbidden sex with my wife's mother. I lived with my mother-in-law as if she was my wife and I was her husband.
Hard to fathom, after lots of sexual teasing, up-skirt and up-nightgown flashing, down-blouse and down-nightgown flashing, verbal innuendoes, and sexual foreplay, not happening right away, I eventually had forbidden sex with my wife's mother. Totally surprising me, the best sex I ever had, I continued living with my mother-in-law and continued having sex with her as if she was my wife instead of my wife's mother. Yet now, I'm feeling guilty for thinking about having sex with my mother-in-law.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'd love to kiss her, French kiss her. I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I'd love to slowly strip her naked while continuing to make out with her. I'd love to make love to her before fucking her.'
I dare write that having sex with my mother-in-law is unlike having sex with my mother. As many may think that it was, having sex with my wife's mother is not incest. At best, it's incestuous because we live under the same roof. In the way that sex with a mother and son would be deemed incest, sex between a mother-in-law with her son-in-law, albeit considered forbidden, is not considered incest because we're not blood related.
Yet, how free spirited and open minded, albeit taboo, would it be to have sex with my wife's mother? Having sex with my wife's mother is just as sexually hot as having sex with my own mother or stepmother. With none of us knowing what goes on behind closed, bedroom doors, I wonder if having forbidden sex with one's mother-in-law more common than I think?
# # #
Taking the next forbidden, sexual step, with me alone with my mother-in-law and no one there to monitor me or to pass judgement on me, this is the perfect opportunity to flash my mother-in-law my naked, erect cock while making my flashes appear accidental. While wondering if she'd look, stare, or look away, hoping for sex, I'd love to expose myself to my mother-in-law while trying to entice her to have sex with me.
I listened for her while wearing headphones with my eyes closed. Hearing my mother-in-law climbing the stairs while carrying up my laundry, and knowing she'd barge in my bedroom without knocking, I quickly stripped myself naked. I laid on my back on my bed and stroked myself to an erection.
'How many sons-in-law would strip themselves naked and stroke their cocks harder and faster to give themselves an erection in anticipation of their mother-in-law opening their bedroom door without knocking? How many sons-in-law would masturbate themselves in front of their mothers-in-law while acting unaware that she was in their bedroom staying to watch them cum,' I wondered? While hoping to see her topless and/or naked, how many sons-in-law would peep on their mothers-in-law while she's dressing, undressing, and/or bathing?
Larry peeped on his mother-in-law while dressing, undressing, and bathing. Giving himself plenty of fodder to masturbate over his mother-in-law stripping herself naked, he watched her remove her blouse to expose her bra clad breasts. He watched her remove her bra to expose her naked, D cup breasts. He watched her remove her short skirt to expose her bikini panties. He watched her remove her panties to expose her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy, and her shapely, naked ass.
Yet now that he knew that his mother-in-law was an exhibitionist, if he guessed that she had deliberately flashed him while undressing and pretending that she didn't notice him watching her undress, he'd be right. With him always peeping on her, and her pretending that she was unaware that he was watching her, she always sexually teased him by exposing her panty and bra clad, topless, and/or naked body to him. With one needing the other to fuel their sexual fantasies, exhibitionism doesn't work without voyeurism and vice versa.
# # #
At the age where employers don't want to pay experienced women top dollar, no longer able to afford her rent, my mother-in-law lost her job and had been unable to find another position that paid as well as her old job. Instead of living off of her savings, her only choices were to either move to a poorer and crime riddled neighborhood or move in with us. Losing some of her privacy and independence, it was sad that her life had already come to that, a parent becoming dependent upon her child for financial support and wellness care.
Yet even though my mother-in-law needed my financial support, she didn't need me or anyone to care for her. A strong and independent woman, she could take care of herself. Juggling many things at the same time, never had I met anyone as organized and as capable as my mother-in-law. Totally independent, after all, she was only 48-years-old. She wasn't close to being elderly and/or feeble.
My wife, on the other hand, quickly got a better and a higher paying job. Welcomed with open arms, because my wife, Carol, is a young, 24-years-old, tall, blonde, blue-eyed, busty, and beautiful whore, she had an easy time returning to working full-time. Something that I discovered much later, with my wife a cocksucking slut, typical of her to do, from her first week of returning to work, she had a sexual affair with her boss.
As if part of her daily, office duties, and expected, extra responsibilities, something she was good at doing as long as she wasn't doing it to me, she was stroking, sucking, and fucking her boss. What else is new? Nothing had changed with men sexually abusing women in the workplace. Allowing him to cum in her mouth as well as in her pussy, she acted as if she wanted him to make her pregnant. Only, Carol wasn't able to get pregnant. She was sterile.
# # #
'I can't believe she's having sex with her boss when she seldom had sex with me,' I thought while more hurt than I was angry. 'Actually, staying true to herself, I can believe she's having a sexual affair with her boss. She was a whore before I married her and she's still a whore now. Once a whore, always a whore. Fucking and sucking is all she knows how to do. Unfortunately, feeling sadly depressed, she'd rather stroke, suck, and fuck anyone than me.'
No doubt, stroking her boss' cock, sucking his cock and fucking his cock is how she got the job. Afterall stroking me, sucking me, and fucking me is how she got me to marry her. Then, as if turning off a faucet and turning the faucet in another direction before turning it back on, she stopped having sex with me.
In hindsight, able to clearly see who she is now, I made a dreadful mistake in marrying her. Swayed by her good looks, there were other women who would have made me a better wife. As if two worlds colliding, whores are for men to have sex with and not to marry. With me having my pick of women, I should have fucked her and married someone else, anyone else but her.
'My wife is such a cheating whore,' I thought. 'Foolishly thinking that she loved me, I was wrong. Instead, she played me and used me. Thinking that she'd remain faithful, I was wrong about that, too. Had I known that she'd leave me for her boss, I never would have married her. Glad that we didn't have a child to complicate our lives with visitation rights, this way, I never have to see her again.'
As soon as we were married, once the Honeymoon was over, just like that, she stopped giving me sex. When I wanted and needed sex, she always had an excuse why we couldn't have sex. She always had a headache, a backache, a stomachache, or an ass ache.
"Not tonight. I have a migraine and my head is killing me," she said denying me sex yet, again.
# # #
Yet, never too sick or too tired to go shopping for clothes and for shoes, she was always too tired and/or in too much pain to have sex. Either she wasn't in the mood or she had her period. What I thought was only a monthly thing was, seemingly, a weekly excuse.
A double slap in my face, if it wasn't bad enough that she seldom had sex with me, come to discover, she had sex every day at work with her boss. She looked like a fucked over whore when she came home. Her having sex with her boss explained why she looked like a call girl when she left the house for work and why she looked like a prostitute when she returned home.
With her hair perfectly coiffed, her makeup expertly applied, her fingernails expertly manicured, and with her perched on her high heels, she always had new clothes to wear. Her boss owned a woman's, designer clothing salon and he picked out whatever he wanted to wear and model that day. As if she was his personal and private model, as well as his fuck buddy, from shoes to coats, to gloves and hats, and everything in between, he supplied her with an unlimited wardrobe.
Something that she never allowed me to do, stripping her naked, I suspected that her boss literally dressed her after having sex with her, too. I would have loved to strip my wife naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. I would have loved to have slow and loving sex with her. Yet not to be. She didn't want to have sex with me. She'd rather have sex with her boss.
'It must be nice to have money. It must be nice to have sex with any woman you want, including someone else's wife,' I thought. 'With her out for clothes and shoes, and him out for sex, they deserve one another. With him a wife stealing asshole and her a whore, good luck with them remaining together.'
# # #
Rather than keeping her studio apartment, and with us having a spare bedroom, shortly before my wife left me for her boss, without even asking me, she invited her mother to move in with us. I should have known that Carol was planning something by asking her mother to move in with us. Yet, more than a fair exchange, in exchange for free rent, her mother helped her daughter with the cooking, the cleaning, the laundry, and running errands. Matter of fact, with her having her own way of doing things, rejecting my help and/or her daughter's help, Mary wanted to do everything herself.
Nevertheless, suspicious of her so readily moving her mother in, it was as if my wife knew that she'd be leaving me and offered me her mother in exchange. Honestly having no complaints, with me making out much better in the deal, Mary was a much better housewife and homemaker than my wife could ever be. Moreover, a bonus, with her easy on the eyes, too, she was a carbon copy of her daughter, albeit older and wiser.
Mary was tall and strikingly beautiful with blonde hair and big, blue eyes. With her 5'10", she had long, shapely legs, and D cup breasts compared to Carol's C cup breasts. I knew her mother's bra size by seeing her bra in the laundry basket.
What made Mary even more beautiful was her wonderful disposition. Always in a cheerful mood, she was always smiling. She was always happy and laughing. Conversely, her daughter was a miserable bitch. Never smiling, nothing that I ever did would make her happy.
To say that I missed her daughter would be saying that I didn't appreciate her mother. After having lived with her mother, I think I made out better in this deal. Thrilled and sexually excited to be with her every day, she was all the woman that I could ever want and more.
Instead of being sad that Carol left me, I was happy that Mary stayed.
The only thing that would make our relationship better is sex. Only, my mother-in-law would never have sex with me. She wasn't the whore that her daughter was.
'Glad that my wife left me and left her mother behind to stay, I'd never say that I missed her daughter. I loved my wife's mother more than I ever loved her daughter,' I thought. 'I'm a lucky man to have such a sexy, shapely, and beautiful woman as Mary in my life.'
# # #
Moreover, whether deliberate or unintentional, not that it mattered but my mother-in-law always gave me something to see. With her comfortable in her own home, rather, in my home, instead of sitting like a lady, she sat with her knees parted just enough to give me a constant and continual upskirt peek of her white, sheer, bikini panties. So sexually exciting, taking that to bed with me to masturbate myself over, I loved seeing a flash of Mary's bright, white, sheer, bikini panties. That was hot.
Only, hoping that my mother-in-law was an exhibitionist in the way that I was an exhibitionist, too, I wondered if she deliberately flashed me her panties or unintentionally flashed me her panties. I wondered if she was sexually teasing me. Perhaps, hoping that I'd make the next, sexual move, I wondered if she was hinting that she wanted to have sex with me.
Yet, as if we were old friends reunited, and with her comfortably relaxed, with us too busy talking and laughing, it was difficult to tell if her flashing me her panties was unintentional or deliberate. I liked thinking that she deliberately flashed me her panties. I liked thinking that she sexually teased me while sexually showing me something that I shouldn't see of her beautiful body.
Continually flashing me her panties and naked pussy in up-skirt and up-nightgown peeks, and her long, line of sexy cleaved, her low-cut bra, and her naked breasts in down-blouse and down-nightgown views, I liked thinking that my mother-in-law was an exhibitionist. I liked thinking that she was sexually attracted to me in the way that I was sexually attracted to her. I liked thinking that she was trying to sexual seduce me by deliberately flashing me. I like hoping that I'd eventually have forbidden sex with her.
Seeing something surreal and seeing something forbidden that I wasn't supposed to see, as shocking as it was sexually exciting, I was sexually excited seeing Mary's panties. It sexually aroused me seeing her panty clad crotch, her pussy mound, her pussy slit, her camel toe, and her darker patch of pubic hair that was visible through her sheer, white panties. Nonetheless, whether flashing me accidentally or deliberately, giving me something to masturbate over later, it was so sexually exciting seeing my mother-in-law's bikini panties.
Careful that Mary didn't catch me staring at what I shouldn't see of her panty clad pussy, not wanting her to think me perverted, wanting her to feel safe being alone with me, I only wished that she wasn't wearing panties. I was sexually excited seeing her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy. With her pussy glistening under the living room light, it sexually excited me to know that she was wet while deliberately or unintentionally flashed me.
'With her making me horny, I'd give anything to see my mother-in-law's naked pussy up close,' I thought. 'I'd give anything to finger her pussy through her panties while making out with her. I'd give anything to push her panties aside and rub her naked clit while fingerfucking her wet pussy. I'd give anything to remove her panties and lick her pussy while masturbating her and eating my wife's mother,' I thought. 'I'd give anything to make love to her before fucking her hard and fast enough to give a sexual orgasm from my cock.'
I wondered what it would feel like to French kiss her. I wondered what it would feel like to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. In the way that my wife's boss stripped Carol naked and dressed her every morning, I imagined stripping her mother, Mary, naked and, after having sex with her naked body, dressing her every morning, too.
'Alas, this is my wife's mother and not some whore,' I thought while berating myself. 'How dare I have sexual thoughts for my mother-in-law? What's wrong with me to imagine stripping her naked and having sex with her beautiful, naked body? Besides, I seriously doubt if she's sexually interested in me in the way that I'm sexually interested in her. She'd never have sex with me, her son-in-law.'
# # #
Nevertheless, I wondered what she was like in bed. I wondered if she enjoyed having dirty, sexy, pillow talk. I wondered what she looked like and sounded like when having a sexual orgasm. Something as forbidden as if was sexually exciting, while hoping she did, I wondered if Mary sucked cock. I'd love for my mother-in-law to stroke me while sucking me. I'd love to see her looking up at me with my erect prick in her mouth stretching her lips. I'd love to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow my cum.
Now, every time I looked at her pretty face and stared at her full, red lips, I imagined her with my dick buried in her mouth. I imagined her stroking me and sucking me while staring up at me. I imagined feeling and fondling her big, naked tits while fingering her erect nipples as she continued blowing me. I imagined cumming not only in her mouth but also all over her pretty face. As if I owned her, I liked the thought of sexually decorating my wife's mother with cum.
Something her daughter wouldn't allow me to do, I wondered if her mother would allow me to cum in her mouth. I wondered if she swallowed. Holding that thought while masturbating myself, I wondered if Mary would allow me to cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. Again, something her daughter wouldn't allow me to do, I wondered if my mother-in-law would allow me to give her a cum bath. In the way of a dog leaving his scent, I'd love to decorate my mother-in-law's pretty face and her beautiful body with gobs of cum.
'Larry, oh, my God, Larry. Don't stop rubbing me. Don't stop licking me. You're going to make me cum, Larry. You're going to make me cum,' I imagined Mary saying while holding my head with both hands and rubbing her vaginal secretions all over my face.



I imagined her biting her lip while turning her blonde, pretty head one way before turning her head the other way. I imagined her blonde hair falling in front of her eyes. I imagined her allowing me to fondle and grope her naked breasts. I imagined her allowing me reach up my horny hands to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples while I continued eating her pussy.
'Rub my clit faster, Larry. Rub my clit harder. Just don't stop rubbing my clit. Please don't stop,' I imagined her saying.
Obediently obeying her, I rubbed her clit faster. I rubbed her clit harder. I didn't stop rubbing her clit.
'Squeeze my tits, Larry. Squeeze my tits,' I imagined her saying. 'Squeeze them harder. Harder. I'm on the verge of cumming, Larry.'
Waiting for her to cum, I watched her become more sexually aroused.
'Finger me deeper. Fingerfuck my pussy, Larry, fingerfuck me,' I imagined her saying while instructing me what to do to make her cum. "I'm cumming, Larry. I'm cumming."
Something my wife never did with me, I enjoyed having her mother tell me what she needed and what she sexually wanted for me to make her cum. Now, I couldn't wait to watch her have a sexual orgasm. I couldn't wait to find out if she sucked cock and would blow me.
All worked up from imagining having sex with my mother-in-law, I couldn't wait to find out if she'd willingly have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. I'd love to strip her naked while making out with her. I'd love to fuck her. I'd love to fuck my mother-in-law.
# # #
Then, sexually exciting me, when she leaned forward to sip her coffee, the top of her nightgown drooped forward and fell wide open. Sexually shocking, I could feel my eyes bulging out of my head. The down-nightgown view of her naked breasts was something of my mother-in-law what I had never seen before. The first time seeing so much of her big, naked tits, I never saw as much of her naked breasts as I was seeing now.
I saw the entire shape and the full size of her huge, D cup, naked breasts. I saw her long, line of sexy cleavage, the tops of her naked breasts, and even her erect nipples. Something that I never expected to see, I saw my mother-in-law's naked breasts as if she was sitting in front of me topless. In the way that I wondered if she had flashed me her panties, I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me her naked breasts.
Again, after seeing her panties, her naked pussy, and now seeing most of her naked breasts, she gave me enough sexual fodder to masturbate over later while imagining her naked and having sex with her. As if she was deliberately sexually teasing me by deliberately exposing herself to me, something as forbidden as it was sexually arousing, I loved seeing what I shouldn't see of my mother-in-law's shapely and sexy body. If it wasn't enough that I saw her panties and her naked pussy, now I saw her naked breasts, too.
Having never seen more than her naked thigh before when she crossed and uncrossed her long, shapely legs, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her panties and her naked pussy now. Having never seen as much as her bra strap before, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked tits and even her erect nipples now. Something that I never had for my mother-in-law before, I had an erection for my wife's mother now. When thinking about Mary topless and/or naked, my stiff prick throbbed and pulsated at the thought of having forbidden sex with her.
Normally, she always wore a robe over her nightgowns but with the weather getting warmer, this time, she felt comfortable enough to walk around in front of me in just her sheer, low-cut, and short, sexy nightgowns. Then, when she stood in front of the refrigerator and opened the refrigerator door with the kitchen light off, I could see through her sheer nightgown as if she was standing before me naked. I enjoyed the same view of her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy when she walked in front of the bright light of the TV screen with the living room light off.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'As if she's walking through a TSA, X-ray machine, I wonder if she knows that I can see her as if she's naked.'
I stared at all that I could see of my mother-in-law while knowing that I'd be masturbating over her naked image tonight, tomorrow, and every day of my life.
'She's so lovely. She's so sexy,' I thought. 'Having just as good of a body as her 24-year-old daughter, if not even better, she has a fabulous body for a 48-year-old woman. Her breasts are just as big and just as shapely as Jenny McCarthy's big tits.'
Unafraid to admit it, not proud of it before but proud of it now, my wife's mother gave me an erection. Hoping she'd want me to return the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, ready to flash her my naked prick, something I've never done before, I stealthily unbuttoned the fly on my pajama bottoms. Then, while deliberately throbbing and pulsating my naked cock, I allowed the head of my stiff prick to make a surprise appearance and poke out from my pajama pee hole.
Sexually excited to do so albeit nervous to do so, something that I had never done to anyone before, I deliberately exposed myself to my mother-in-law. Wondering what her reaction would be to seeing my stiff, naked, prick, I wanted her to see my erect, naked cock. I wanted her to see my erection. I wanted her to know that she had sexually excited me by flashing me her panties, her pussy, and her breasts. I wanted her to know that I wanted to have forbidden sex with her.
While waiting for her to notice my errant cock, I pretended that I was unaware that my stiff prick had escaped from my pajama bottoms. I couldn't wait to see her reaction on her face to seeing my naked, erect prick. I hoped she'd take my stiff prick in her hand to stroke me before taking my erect cock in her mouth to suck me and before sliding my cock in her warm and wet cunt to fuck me.
# # #
"Would you like more coffee, Mary," I asked while innocently standing from my chair and turning sideways for her to notice the huge bulge that tented my pajama bottoms?
Without reacting to my inappropriate, sexual stare by closing her nightgown top, she looked up at me looking down the open top her nightgown and at what I still could see of her naked breasts. As if looking to see what I could see of her naked breasts, she looked down at her open nightgown top again before looking up at me again. Clearly, she knew that I was staring at all that I could see of her naked breasts.
Then, I watched her look where I hoped she'd look and where I wanted her to look. I knew that the head of my naked prick, my pubic hair, and part of my testicles were exposed. She stared at all that she could see of my erect prick. Exposing myself to my mother-in-law made me hot and do horny.
With me not closing the wide-open fly of my pajama bottoms and her not closing her nightgown top, she stared at what she could clearly see of my naked prick and I continued staring at her naked breasts. Not telling me that I was exposed, she continued staring at all that she could see of my exposed prick. She stared at my naked cock as if she had never seen a naked cock before.
Her continued stare made me hornier. Her continued stare gave me a bigger and harder erection. Her stare gave me the courage to do what I was about to do.
"Yes, I would love more coffee. Thank you," she said handing me her cup while continuing to stare at the head of my exposed, naked prick.
When she handed me her coffee cup, her hand was mere inches away from touching my pajama clad prick. Her hand was so close to my stiff prick that, filled with sexual anticipation of her inappropriately, sexually touching me, I thought she was going to reach out and touch my erect prick. Then, when she didn't, I so wanted to pull out my prick, take her by her wrist, and wrap her long, manicured fingers around my naked dick.
I imagined moving my hips back and forth for her to give me a forced hand job.
I wondered what it would feel like for my wife's mother to hold my naked prick in her soft and warm hand. I wondered what it would feel like for Mary to slowly stroke me while looking up at me. I wondered what it would feel like for my mother-in-law to give me a hand job.
Wishing I could cum in her mouth, I wondered what it would feel like for her to take me in her warm and wet mouth and suck me. I'd love for Mary to blow me. I wondered what it would feel like to make slow and sweet love to her before fucking her fast and hard.
# # #
Ready to expose myself, I walked to the kitchen to get her more coffee. I was as sexually excited as I was nervous with what I was about to do. Before I returned to the living room to completely expose myself, I removed my erect cock from my pajama bottoms. I stroked myself fast and hard for a bigger erection. My cock stuck straight out as if it was a pointed pointing straight at her.
'This is it. This is really it. I'm finally going to expose my naked prick to my mother-in-law. I'm going to show my erect cock to my wife's mother,' I thought as nervous as I was sexually excited.
I couldn't believe that I was really about to do this. I couldn't believe that I was about to expose my naked prick to my mother-in-law in the way she had been exposing me her panties, her naked pussy, and her naked breasts to me all night. I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my naked, erect prick. I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away. I wondered if she'd be disgusted or sexually aroused. I wondered if she'd tell my wife, her daughter, that I exposed myself to her.
'I can't believe I'm flashing Mary the head of my naked prick,' I thought. 'As if I was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover instead of her son-in-law, I can't believe I'm about to show my wife's mother my entire, naked prick. Yet, after she deliberately exposed her panty clad pussy, her naked pussy, and her naked breasts to me, what did she expect me to do? Wanting to return the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, she made me hot and horny.'
With my big dick totally exposed beneath the tray that I carried with our coffee cups and coffee pot, I walked back to the living room. Pretending that I was unaware that my naked prick was sticking straight out of my pajama bottoms beneath the tray, as if pointing at her, never have I had as big and as hard of an erection as I had now. As nervous as I was sexually excited, after putting the coffee cups down and moving the tray away, I leaned lower and longer than necessary to pour her more coffee to make sure that she saw my naked, erect prick.
Then, once getting her undivided attention, I stood straight up in front of her. Now, only inches away from her beautiful mouth, my naked prick was at her eye level. Knowing that she wouldn't, I hoped she'd reach out her hand and touch my cock while slowly stroking my cock. I hoped she'd take it in her mouth while stroking me and staring up at me.
As if she had never seen an erect, naked prick before, I watched her eyes go right to my exposed prick. After living with her for a year, the first time showing my mother-in-law my naked prick, not knowing what she'd do, I expected her to scream. I expected her to look away. I expected her to admonish me. I expected her to nervously laugh and tell me that I was exposed.
Instead, not doing any of the above, all she did was continue to stare at all that she could see and all that I was showing her of my naked cock. Again, returning the sexual favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, when she returned from using the bathroom, surprising me and sexually exciting me, she returned without wearing her panties. I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law had removed her panties. I couldn't believe that she was intent on flashing me her naked pussy instead of her panties in the way that I flashed her and continued to flash her my naked cock.
While trying not to allow her to catch me staring, I looked across the room at Mary. Assuming the position, she sat across from me in the way that she sat before with her knees parted enough for me to see up her nightgown. Only, this time, instead of flashing me her panties, she wasn't wearing panties. This time, she flashed me her naked pussy instead of her panty clad crotch. This time, as if I was a shoe salesman that she flashed at the mall, she flashed me her naked pussy.
'After seeing her naked tits and erect nipples, I can't believe I'm seeing my mother-in-law's naked pussy,' I thought. 'I saw my mother-in-law's glistening wet cunt. I can't believe I saw my mother-in-law's cunt.'
Now, sexually teasing one another, with me sitting across from her and flashing her my naked cock, she sat across from me while flashing me her naked pussy. Not done with her flashing me. Every time she leaned forward to sip her coffee, as if she had deliberately pulled her nightgown top down, forward, and more open, she gave me a clear nightgown view of her naked breasts and her erect nipples. While staring at her naked pussy and her naked tits, I could sit there all day staring at all that I could see of my sexy mother-in-law's beautiful body.
I only wished that I had the nerve to stroke my prick in front of her. With my naked cock already exposed, I so wanted to cum for my mother-in-law. I wanted her to watch me masturbate myself. While hoping she'd take my erect prick from my hand and stroke me, I wanted her to watch me cum. Wishing she'd take me in her mouth and suck me, I wanted to cum in her mouth and all over her face. I wanted to give my mother-in-law, Mary, a cum bath.
# # #
Something she never did before that she routinely did now, after exposing my naked prick, it was after a year of living together that she allowed me to see what I had hoped to see of her naked body. Always dressing and undressing with her bedroom door closed before, her bedroom door was now open enough for me to see her in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked. As if waiting for me to walk by and look, she always dressed and undressed with her bedroom light on.
Taking the next sexual step, acting innocent, I'd stand in front of her partially opened bedroom door and talk to her. As if she was putting on a topless and naked show for me, as if I had never seen a topless and/or naked woman before, I'd watch her dress and undress. Gradually, with her not stopping me, I pushed open her bedroom door a little more for a better view of her topless, semi-naked, and naked body.
After already having seen my mother-in-law naked numerous times, when she took her bath while complaining that the bathroom was too hot and steamy, she bathed with the bathroom door open enough for me to see her sitting in the tub. Again, I'd stand outside of the partially open bathroom door while talking to her. Gradually, without her noticing or cowering when she did notice, I gently pushed open the bathroom door for me to have a better view of her naked body.
Trying to build the nerve to ask her if I could wash her back, I'd love to wash her back while copping cheap feels of the sides of her naked breasts and stealthily fingering her erect nipples. I'd love to wash her back while deliberately dropping the soap and, while looking for the soap, feeling her naked ass and cupping and fingering her naked pussy. Yet, with us on the same, sexual page, she beat me to the punch.
"Larry, would you be a dear and wash my back," she asked turning more to me and looking up at me while giving me a great side view of her big, naked breasts? "Pull up a chair and talk to me. I'm bored. It's so boring laboriously bathing without having someone to talk to," she said.
I pulled up a chair, grabbed a washcloth, and washed my mother-in-law's beautiful back. Unembarrassed and unashamed, not covering her naked breasts with her hands or forearms, when she turned to me, she gave me a great head-on view of her naked breasts and her erect nipples. I deliberately dropped the soap a few times to feel her naked ass and brush by her naked pussy while pretending to look for the soap. Sexually satisfied with what she was allowing me to do, I wanted to wash her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy but I didn't dare ask.
Then, surprising me, when she was done bathing, she stood up while still standing in the bathtub. Standing immodestly, immorally, and without shame or embarrassment in front of me while totally exposed, my mother-in-law was naked, completely naked. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my wife's mother naked. Stunned, unable to stop staring, I stared at her big, naked breasts, her blonde, trimmed naked pussy, and what I could see of her shapely, naked ass.
"Would you be a dear and grab me a towel," she asked?
Slow to respond while enjoying the naked view of her beautiful body, instead of just grabbing a towel, I wrapped it around her shoulders. As if I was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover, I dried her naked body with the towel while touching her and feeling her everywhere through the towel. I rubbed her shapely, naked ass, her big, naked breasts, and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy.
# # #
Cooking, cleaning, doing laundry, running errands, and taking much better care of me than her daughter ever did, I should have married Carol's mother instead of Mary's daughter. Only at the pivotal point in our relationship, I wanted sex. I needed sex. Sexually lusting over her and horny for her, I wanted to have sex with my mother-in-law. Only, hoping she would, I couldn't tell if my wife's mother wanted to have sex with me.
With my wife leaving me for her boss and having sex with him, I was home alone with her mother while horny and sexually frustrated. Only, how dare I ask her for sex? She was my mother-in-law. As was doing already, she was doing plenty enough to help me by cooking, cleaning, doing laundry, and running errands without her giving me sex, too.
'With me feeling horny and sexually frustrated every day, do I dare put the make on my mother-in-law? Do I dare try and sexually seduce her? Do I dare have sex with my wife's mother,' I thought while imagining having forbidden sex with her.
'Why not? Having already exposed myself to her, maybe I could masturbate myself in front of her. With her already exposing herself to me, I still couldn't tell if her exhibitionism was deliberate or unintentional.'
Continuing to stare at her naked body while drying her, not wanting to force her to have sex with me, I was waiting for her to make the next sexual move. Yet, by asking me to wash her back and showing me her naked breasts, clearly, she had already made the next sexual. Moreover, by standing up in the bathtub naked and allowing me to dry her naked body everywhere that a son-in-law should never dry his mother-in-law, she made another sexual move. Only, afraid to ask her for sex for fear that she'd reject me, I continued sexually lusting over her.
'Suffice to write, I'd love to make love to her. I'd love to fuck her,' I thought while staring at her beautiful, naked body. 'While wondering if she sucked cock and would suck my cock, I'd love to stick my erect prick in her mouth and have her blow me. I'd love to cum in Mary's mouth and ejaculate a second load of cum all over her pretty face and across her big, naked breasts. I'd love to give my mother-in-law a cum bath.'
# # #
Something that was as twisted as it was sexually exciting, my sexual fantasy come true, I wondered if my wife's mother would have sex with me. Other than getting her drunk, not knowing how to sexually seduce my wife's mother, I waited for the right opportunity while playing it by ear. In the meantime, sexually frustrated, I masturbated while imagining Mary naked and her having sex with me.
The perfect time to put the moves on her was when we were sitting on the couch together while watching a movie in the darkened living room. I put on a movie, The Secretary, with James Spader and Maggie Gyllenhaal, that never failed to make my wife, Carol, horny. As if I was a teenager on my first date, I nervously put my arm around Mary's shoulders. Instead of slapping my hand away and moving away from me, I was surprised when she leaned into me and rested her hand on my chest. Seemingly, more comfortable for her, her hand slid down to my stomach.



With her hand mere inches away from my bulging, pajama clad prick, clearly, suddenly feeling awkward about cuddling one another, she moved away from me. Then, when we got to the sexual part of the movie, I watched Mary uncomfortably squirm. I wondered if the scene had sexually aroused her. I wondered if the scene had made her wet. Then, when I saw her nipples erecting themselves through her sheer nightgown, I knew the movie had done what I wanted it to do.
"Assume the position," ordered James Spader.
James Spader as Mr. Grey had Maggie Gyllenhaal as Lee Holloway lean over his desk with her feet apart. Teaching her a lesson for making too many typographical errors, he moved behind her, lifted her short skirt, and spanked her pantyhose, clad ass. The shocked, albeit sexually aroused look on Mary's face confessed what she was thinking.
"Oh, my," said Mary turning a bright red after a look of sexual arousal flashed across her face. "No matter how many typographical errors I made, I'd never allow my boss to do that to me," she said.
She looked up at me with another flash of sexual arousal that confessed how she really felt about being spanked in the office by her boss.
"I can't believe he lifted her skirt over her hips and spanked her pantyhose, clad ass. I'd be so embarrassed if my boss did that to me."
Yet, playing along with her boss' sexual abuse, Lee deliberately made even more and deliberate, typographical errors. Obviously, she wanted her boss to order her to assume the position. She wanted him to lift her short skirt and spank her. Knowing now why he was unable to keep a secretary, she actually looked forward to the sexual contact with Mr. Grey.
Then, later in the movie, when Mr. Grey had Lee lean over his desk again and assume the position, he lifted her skirt again. This time, making a bold, sexual move, he pulled down her pantyhose, unzipped himself and pulled out his prick, stroked himself, and masturbated all over her naked ass. Stunned but clearly, sexually aroused, Mary looked up at me shocked. Once again, a flash of sexual arousal reddened her face and confessed how she really felt about Lee's boss ejaculating on her naked ass.
"Oh, my. How dare he? That poor woman. I can't believe he did that to her," she said looking at me and looking back at the TV screen with a face full of disbelief as if what happened was true. "I can't believe he ejaculated all over her naked ass.'
She looked back at the TV again.
"I can't believe she allowed her boss to do that. I'd never allow my boss to lift my skirt, pull down my pantyhose, and masturbate on my naked ass. That's so disgusting. That's perversely perverted. What's wrong with him to do that? No wonder why he can't keep a secretary," she said.
Then, when she looked up at me so innocently vulnerable albeit with a face full of sexual arousal, I leaned down and kissed her on the lips. I kissed my mother-in-law. Finally, a longtime coming, I couldn't believe I kissed my wife's mother. Then, I took her by her wrist and put her hand on my bulging, pajama clad prick.
The first time kissing my mother-in-law on the lips, I couldn't believe it when she allowed me to part her lips with my tongue. I couldn't believe that I had French kissed my mother-in-law. Instead of pushing me away and pushing my tongue out of her mouth with her tongue, surprising me and sexually exciting me, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss. I couldn't believe she left her hand there.
Then, clearly feeling embarrassed that we shared our first intimate kiss and that I put her hand on my throbbing and pulsating cock, she pulled away from me again. With her still flashing me her panties, her naked pussy, and naked tits, and with me still flashing her my erect, naked cock, it wasn't until months later on her forty-nineth birthday that we finally had forbidden sex. As if she was a whore that I picked up on the street and brought home for sex, I fucked my willing mother-in-law and she fucked me, her willing son-in-law.
# # #
Her friends took her out to a CFNM strip club to celebrate her forty-nineth birthday. Coming home after 2 am in the morning, the designated driver waited outside while her two friends escorted her in the house. As if I was one of the strippers, her two best friends, Theresa and Connie, both drunk, surprising me but welcoming their sexual attention, were all over me.
Kissing me, touching me, feeling me, and groping me, they unzipped me and pulled out my stiff prick. As if they had done this before and obviously, they both moved to their knees and took turns stroking me and sucking me while my mother-in-law stared and watched with built up jealousy. The two women, who I didn't even know and had just met, stroked my cock while sucking my prick. Obviously, what they did with the strippers earlier they were doing with me now.
"Hey, get away from him," said my mother-in-law pushing them away while finally voicing her sexual claim on me. "He's mine. It's late. It's time for you to go home," she said pushing them out the front door. "Leave. Just leave. Go. Just go."
Only surprising me, never expecting her to do what she did, Mary picked up where her two friends left off. Assuming the blowjob position, she moved to her knees in front of me while staring seductively up at me. She took my hands in her hands and put my hands on her big, blouse and bra clad breasts.
Then, sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she took my erect cock in her hand before taking my stiff prick in her mouth. My mother-in-law was blowing me. Carol's mother was finally sucking my cock while stroking my prick faster and harder. No doubt, in the way that my wife had been sucking her boss, her mother was sucking me. In the way that she was stroking me faster and harder, she was determined to have me cum in her mouth.
Then, when we moved to the living room to get more comfortable, in the time it took to make her a drink, she was asleep. I couldn't believe she was fast asleep. Was she really sleeping or was she pretending to be asleep? What should I do now? Do I dare have my wicked, sexual way with her sleeping body?
# # #
Not allowing this opportunity to pass me by, I slowly and stealthily removed her clothes. I undressed my mother-in-law. My longtime sexual fantasy, I stripped her naked. Once naked, I touched and felt her everywhere that a son-in-law should never touch and feel his naked, mother-law. Then, as if I was her man and she was my woman, I scooped her up in my arms and carried to bed.
I removed my clothes as if they were on fire and then, I climbed in bed with my wife's mother. I held her naked body next to my naked body. I pressed my erect, naked cock against her ass crack with the head of my stiff prick parting her pussy lips.
Spooning her while cuddling her, my horny hands were all over her naked body.
Finally feeling her naked breasts, I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. I squeezed her naked ass before reaching behind her to finger her pussy. I rubbed her clit while fingerfucking her. Getting to her, with her not having sex in a very long time, Mary was moaning in her sleep.
I was masturbating my mother-in-law. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating Carol's mother. Clearly, with her not having had sex in a very long time, it didn't take her long to cum.
"Larry," she said popping open her eyes. "Oh, my God, Larry. What are you doing? You're masturbating me. I can't believe you're masturbating me. This is wrong, Larry. This is so wrong. Please stop. Don't. You're going to make me cum, Larry. Stop. Don't. Stop. Don't. Don't stop. Don't stop. Don't stop. You're going to make me cum. You're going to make me cum."
She closed her eyes and swooned while I continued masturbating her wet pussy. Seemingly, afraid that I would stop before she had a sexual orgasm, she popped open her eyes again. Something that I wished that her daughter, Carol, would have done with me, she instructed me on what to do to give her what she wanted, a sexual orgasm.
"Don't stop, Larry. Please don't stop," she said putting her hand on my hand. "Rub my clit harder. Rub my clit faster. Finger fuck my pussy deep," she said. "Masturbate me, Larry. Masturbate me. I need to cum," she said.
After she had her sexual orgasm, she rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, surprising me that she wasn't sleeping, she moved halfway down the bed. She took my still, stiff prick in her hand to stroke me before taking my erect cock in her mouth to suck me.
My mother-in-law was blowing me. Mary was sucking my cock. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, it was hard to wrap my head around that my wife's mother was sucking my prick while stroking my prick.
From that moment forward, sleeping in the same bed every night and awakening together every morning, fucking every morning and making love every night, we lived together as if we were husband and wife instead of mother-in-law and son-in-law.
THE END
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Boston Cop and the Homeless Woman
A Boston undercover cop comes to the rescue of a homeless woman in need of his help.
Author's Note:
This is the true story of how Susan Jill Parker met her ex-husband, Michael Joseph Sullivan, a Boston police, undercover, first grade, detective sergeant.
# # #
Minding my business while walking to the local pharmacy in plain clothes to buy items that I needed, I'm trained to always be on alert. A habit that I have, I'm always checking cars, memorizing license plates, and taking note of descriptions of any suspicious persons that I see. Not uncommon in any big city, between the police sirens, fire sirens, car burglar alarms, and beeping horns, a cacophony of noise, able to distinguish and isolate one from the other, I heard a woman scream for help. An emergency, her screams sounded, pleadingly desperate.
"Help! Stop! Don't! Don't you touch me! Get away from me! How dare you? Who do you think you are? Get the fuck away from me! Help! Police! Rape!"
Then, when she screamed rape, I knew this was serious and not another domestic issue. Impossible for me to ignore, coming from all directions, her loud cries for help echoed throughout the alleyway. With me only a couple of blocks away, I stood in front of the alley and peered down listening while trying to determine where the screams were coming from. With the sound of her loud screams bouncing off of brick buildings and echoing all around me, it was difficult to pinpoint their exact location.
"Help! Help! Please! Please help! Somebody help me," she screamed louder and longer. "Please! Someone call the police! Call 911! Call 911! Rape! Rape!"
There it was again. Sounding closer this time, I continued walking down the alley to investigate. Heading in the right direction, the closer I walked the louder her screams.
"Please! Someone help me. Call 911! Rape!"
Her screams were reminiscence of a time past. Whether young or old, stripped naked and forced to have sex against their wills, I thought of all the women who were brutally raped and murdered by the Taliban. I couldn't walk in a village without women hiding for fear of being raped again or murdered.
Something that stuck with me, I remembered Lara Logan. A television and radio journalist and war correspondent from South Africa who was stripped naked, brutally attacked, and raped multiple times by a mob of dozens of angry men in Cairo, Egypt. Gang raped, fucking her in her pussy and in her ass, forced to her knees and forced to blow them, they sodomized her with sticks and even a flag pole. Her security detail was only one man armed with a handgun. Overwhelmed, there was nothing that he could do but to watch in horror and hurry her out of there after the ordeal was over.
That wouldn't have happened on my watch. Stopping it before it even happened, crowd control and keeping angry mobs at bay was one of the specialties of the Navy SEALs. Reading the obvious signs, we would have gotten her safely out of there before it escalated to that extreme. She never would have gone through any of that physical and emotional trauma had I been there with my SEAL team.
# # #
Typical of people who don't want to get involved, as if they didn't hear her screams, the pedestrians around me ignored her cries for help and continue walking. Yet, if something as horrific happened to them, they'd be screaming for help, too. If someone attacked them and no one responded to help them and came to their rescue, they'd be angry. If what happened to this poor woman happened to them, and the police were slow to respond, they'd be the first ones to accuse the police of not doing their jobs.
Never without them, ready to take action and help her when no one else would, I pulled my SAP, weighted, black, leather gloves from my back pocket and put them on as I walked towards her cries for help. Any man, no matter how big, would take notice of a two-pound weighted uppercut delivered to his chin at full force and with the devastating speed of a martial artist and ex-MMA fighter. Most times, snapping their heads all the way backwards, it would only take one, perfectly placed punch to knock someone out and put them down on the ground unconscious.
The screams were coming from the alley that housed dozens of 180-year-olds, brick buildings behind Marlborough Street in Boston. No matter if rich people lived there in this 13-block part of the Back Bay, from Arlington Street to Massachusetts Avenue, there were always criminal activities happening in the alleys. No matter if they paid three-thousand-dollars or more a month for rent for a studio apartment, whether drugs, break-ins, stolen cars, robberies, or rapes, the alleys were the targets of criminals.
If that wasn't enough, the alleys were infested with rodents and roaches. You wouldn't want to be a homeless person in Boston. Yet, a real disgrace, with Boston the 8th richest city in America, nearly 6,200, one-percent of Boston's 670,000 population are homeless. From drunks to druggies and to mothers with children, with America the richest country in the world, no one should be left out in the cold, going hungry, and begging for food. Yet, the homeless people of Boston who slept in cardboard boxes in doorways, on the sidewalks, and on park benches graphically highlighted the problem.
# # #
As if on a military mission, using the element of surprise to my advantage, I quietly entered the alley one slow step at a time. Not knowing if they had a firearm, I hugged the wall and walked sideways to make myself a smaller and harder to hit target. Positioned out of sight and continuing to inch my way along, in case they had a gun, when I peered around the corner, I saw a woman surrounded by four men.
Not making a sound, I continued moving closer while remaining out of sight. None of them displayed a gun in their hand, had a gun tucked in their waistband, or showed a firearm bulging out and weighing down their pockets. I stopped to view her from a safe distance as I slowly and stealthily continued to move closer. Clearly, they were getting ready to strip her naked and gang rape her.
The men were physically abusing and sexually assaulting the woman. With her disheveled appearance and two shopping bags filled with her personal belonging, mostly clothes, by her feet, she looked like a homeless woman or loosely referred to as a bag lady. Not seeing me coming, continuing to stay low, and crouching down out of sight, I took my position behind a parked car. Wanting to know more about my enemy before planning my attack, the men were unaware that I was there watching them through the passenger side window while I continued to survey the situation.
I needed to be careful. Especially with four against one, a situation such as this could turn violently ugly really fast. They could take her as a hostage to make their escape. They could stab her to stop me from chasing after them and, to force me to stop to call an ambulance and wait with her for it to arrive while medically treating her.
# # #
Sometimes preventing a fight from even happening, I rolled up my sleeves to display my Navy SEALs tattoos. My shoulders, arms, and forearms were decorated with them. If a man recognized what they symbolized, usually, that was enough to stop him in his tracks. Yet, these men were too dumb to know who I was and what I was about. With special ops members, Green Beret, Delta Forces, Army Rangers, and Navy SEALs all having deadly reputations, no one wanted to tangle with a Navy SEAL, especially one who was trying to save a defenseless woman from being brutally, sexually assaulted.
Clearly, the woman feared the men but, giving her credit, seemingly fearless by her defensive posture, she was unafraid to defend herself and fight back. Maybe she had brothers and I suspected she did have brothers because someone had taught her how to fight. With her balanced on her feet, she definitely knew how to throw a punch and a kick to defend herself.
I don't know of too many women who knew how to throw a punch with force. I don't know of too many women who'd be ready to take on four men to defend themselves without trying to run away and falling apart crying. I don't know of too many men who'd be ready to take on four men but, having done that many times before in combat situations, I was ready and able to do just that again on her behalf now.
Using whatever there was around her, she tossed a heavy, metal, garbage can filled with trash and garbage at them hitting one of them in the legs and knocking him down. Strong to even lift the garbage can, one-handed no less, she was even stronger to toss it with some force. Yet, the potential of physical danger when fighting for your life will give anyone superhuman strength, strength they never knew they had until they needed it.
Keeping hold of the lid by the handle with her left hand, she used that as a shield to defend herself against their onslaught while waving an old, discarded, wet, dirty mop in her right hand. Hitting them in the face with the mop head whenever they neared, she did a good job of keeping them at bay. Then, tired of playing games and tired of being hit in the face with a wet, dirty mop, they attacked her full force.
When all four men attacked her from all four sides at once, her valiant, albeit brief battle of defense was over and, now or never, it was time for me to step in and save her. They grabbed her arms and, holding them behind her back, they touched and felt her everywhere through her clothes. Now, the only defensive weapon she had left was to scream. When one man tried to put his hand over her mouth to stop her from screaming, she bit his finger hard enough to draw blood and for him to scream in pain.
"Ow, you bitch," he said backhanding her across her face.
Not bothering to unbutton the buttons, he tore open her blouse to expose her big, white brassiere.
"Help! Someone help me! Get away from me! Let go of me! Call 911! Call 911! Someone call the police. Rape! Rape," she screamed!
# # #
Trained to put my emotions aside, to think first, and not blindly rush in a potentially dangerous situation, I considered all of my options first. Still assessing the situation, in the time that it took me to walk from the street to the alley where they were, not more than a minute or two, they pulled at her clothes. With her punching them and kicking them, they removed her blouse, lifted her bra over her naked breasts, and pulled down her pants to expose her white, bikini panties. Then, when they surrounded her, grabbed her, and held her arms, they pulled down her panties to expose her shapely, naked ass, and her blonde, bushy, naked pussy.
Clearly, with her already stripped naked, ready to take her against her will, as if she was there for their personal, sexual pleasure, they were ready to gang bang, rape her. With her long and shapely legs, and muscled calves, she looked as if she had been a runner. With me trained to notice everything, she was my kind of woman. No doubt, if ever she got free, she could easily outrun them. Ever since watching women competing in the Olympics, I've always had a thing for tall, athletic women competing against one another, and especially when competing against men.
Even with all that was happening, I couldn't help but notice that the woman was a tall, blonde, attractive woman in her thirties, with a shapely ass, and with big tits. Certainly, with her a diamond in the rough, I understood why they'd all wanted to have sex with her. Yet, forced sex was not only wrong but also illegal. Why a man would receive a thrill from forcing himself on a woman is beyond me. Yet, some men can't become sexually aroused unless they're forcefully stripping a woman naked and violently raping her.
What kind of man would I be if I didn't defend her modesty and her honor against four potential rapists? What kind of police officer would I be if I allowed them to do whatever they wanted to do to her and sexually take her against her will? She was someone's daughter, sister, mother, aunt, niece, cousin, and/or friend. How would I feel if she was related to me and I did nothing to help save her from a lifetime of horrific memories?
With my mind distracted by her potential beauty and sexy, albeit naked appearance, I could only imagine how good she'd look after she had a bath, wore some makeup, fixed her hair, and donned some clean clothes to wear. Yet, even in her disheveled appearance, I could tell that she was a real beauty beneath her dirt. She was a woman that I'd like to get to know. Planning my strategy to save her without having to work up a sweat and without having to call for backup, I eyed the four men to assess which one was the biggest threat.
If I called for backup, no ands, if, buts, or maybes, I'd have to arrest them and take them all to jail. If I arrested them, there'd be paperwork, lots of paperwork, and if there was paperwork, blowing my cover, I'd have to make court appearances. I didn't want to go through all of that hassle for these, four clowns.
Yet, that call wasn't always up to me. No doubt, she'd want them arrested and prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law. Yet, figuring by her appalling appearance that she homeless, with her not having a physical address to mail the court appearance summons, maybe, perhaps, she'd be happy with me giving them all a beating, knocking out their teeth, and breaking some bones. I could do that.
Just as no one should hit a woman, no one should strip a woman naked. No one should force a woman to have sex against her will. Of the mind of an eye for an eye, I know that I'd be happy teaching them lessons that they'd not soon forget by beating the crap out of all of them. Trust me, when I was finished with them, they'd never touch another woman against her will again.
# # #
Ready for action, but overkill in this case, in case of real trouble, I had my Glock 19 with 9 mm ammo in my holster and extra clips. I had my badge, my ID, and my permit to carry a concealed weapon, a small, high-capacity Smith and Wesson pistol in my ankle holster strapped to my right leg. I had my KA-BAR, bowie knife strapped to my left leg. On my way to the store to buy some supplies, always armed and dangerous, I'm always prepared.
I eyed the biggest one, a tall, black man as my obvious target. A big fella, he stood about 6'5" tall and weighed more than 300-pounds. With him clearly the leader, he looked like the biggest threat to me. With me at 6'2" tall and an in shape 240-pounds, he may think that he had the advantage with him so much bigger, but he met his match with me. I'd hit him so hard that his mother would feel it.
I figured if I knocked him on his ass, the other three, two, much smaller, Hispanic men, and a skinny, white guy, would scatter. Only, surprising me, taking defensive postures, I was wrong. Even after I decked their big man, ready for a fight, they all pulled knives from their pockets and were ready to attack me.
Nearly laughing out loud, with them bringing knives to a gunfight, I wasn't worried. Besides, by merely pressing a pressure point on the forearm, while avoiding the knife, trained to do so, taking a knife from the hands of untrained assailants is like taking candy from babies. Even if they had a gun, having done this many times before, I could easily distract them long enough to disarm them and take their weapon.
If you know how to do it and had practiced it a thousand times as I have by teaching others how to disarm an attacker, it only takes a second to disarm an assailant brandishing a weapon. Clearly, they had no idea who they were about to go up against. They're lucky I'm in a good mood and don't go full Navy SEAL on their asses. Only, killing four men in an alley would get me in a heap of trouble with my commanding officer. This wasn't the wild and violent streets of Baghdad. This was civilized Boston.
# # #
As a Boston, undercover cop, possessing a 5th degree, black belt in Judo and a third-degree black belt in Karate, I've trained the best of the best in deadly kill or be killed, hand-to-hand combat. Whether Green Berets, Army Rangers, Delta forces, or Navy Seals, I've trained them all. Now, when I'm not on the job as an undercover cop, I train Boston Police officers and SWAT on how to better defend themselves and to keep themselves safe from injury or death. As an undercover, Boston police detective, putting my martial arts skills to good use, I'm assigned to go after the worst of the worst in the most dangerous neighborhoods.
A detective sergeant first class, in the way of Hieronymus Bosch, not taking shit from anyone, constantly given dangerous duty, I'm assigned to go undercover where other officers won't go. I've faced murderers, motorcycle gangs, drug dealers, cartel members, and violent desperadoes with little more than my SAP gloves, my martial arts skills, my combat experience, and my brains. A surprise choke hold from behind after throwing someone to the ground hard has a way of not only knocking the wind out of them but also taking the fight out of them, too.
Yet, as if I had a death wish in the way of Mel Gibson as Martin Riggs in Lethal Weapon, I routinely go into dangerous and potentially deadly situations without backup. With my face covered and concealed as if I'm a Ninja warrior, whether by sea, by air, or by land, they send me in when a situation calls for a violent confrontation and without having me blowing my cover. Having served two tours of duty each as a Navy SEAL in Iraq and Afghanistan with top secret missions stateside in between, having done it all and going beyond the call of duty, I don't fear anyone, certainly not these four amateurs.
Losing count after a while, at last count, I had personally killed more than 100 men. Using my M4A1 assault rifle, my trusty SIG Saucer P226 pistol, my Ontario MK 3 knife, or my bare hands, I was trained to be a fighting machine and a lethal weapon. Besides, there were only four of them with none of them having an automatic weapon. As if I'm a reincarnation of Jason Bourne, they don't stand a chance against me. With them helping to keep my fighting skills sharp, I was looking forward to taking revenge for them humiliating the lady by stripping her naked against her will.
Seriously, just as the lady iterated in her screams, how dare they? Who do they think they are? What made them think that they could gang rape a woman in broad daylight in the back alley of a busy Boston Street?
# # #
Finally, before they mounted her and stuck their cocks in her pussy, in her mouth, and up her ass, seemingly coming from out of nowhere and taking them by surprise, I made my presence known. Emboldened, I blatantly announced myself when I calmly walked in the middle of them while keeping the woman behind me. The woman used my interruption to quickly pull her brassiere down over her naked breasts and pull up her panties and her pants to cover her naked pussy and naked ass.
Colorfully inked with lots of detail, I caught her staring at my Navy SEAL tattoos. Obviously, the right man for this job, she knew what they were, what they meant, and who I was. If it wasn't enough that I was a Boston detective, I was a Navy SEAL with mad, martial arts fighting skills.
Surprising me, no longer showing any fear, instead of taking the opportunity to run away, she remained there to, no doubt, see what I'd do and to be there should I need her help. Mesmerized by her good looks, one-in-a-million, the closer I got, the more beautiful she was. I liked playing the part of being her hero when there's been so little appreciation and respect for local, law enforcement lately.
With everyone armed with a gun nowadays, whether legally registered and licensed or not, no one talks or uses their fists to settle arguments anymore. They just pull out a gun, point, aim, and fire. Showing no concern for women or children, they don't care who they hurt or kill. They shower bullets into crowds of innocent pedestrians and shoot through windows of homes. With everyone angry whether in a restaurant, a café, a bar, a store, or on an airline, and with there more guns than there are people, it's no longer safe to be out and about anywhere in America.



"Get down! He has a gun," yelled someone in a Texas bar.
With nearly every customer armed and dangerous, with it not only legal to carry unregistered firearms and concealed weapons in Texas, nearly every customer pulled their guns and were ready to return fire.
# # #
"I'm lost. Can one of you help me," I asked verbally interacting with them while playing the part of a tourist when I grew up in nearby South Boston and knew Boston better than any cab driver?
Literally taking their temperature to see how dangerous they were by their demeanor, I looked from one man to look at the other.
"I'm trying to find Newbury Street. I turned down this alley thinking that this was a shortcut. I know it's around here somewhere. Just point me in the right direction and I'll be on my way," I said while observing which man I needed to watch as my biggest threat.
I've learned that it's not only the biggest men who are the most physical threats. Sometimes, it's the smallest men who feel that they have something to prove and are more violent to prove it. There may be a man who holds a grudge against the police, against, the military, and/or against the Navy SEALs. Especially when the odds are stacked against me and when I'm without backup, that's why I take my time assessing the danger of the situation.
As if he hated me because I was white, the big man looked at me with attitude. Yet, a mistake of underestimation on his part, clearly, not noticing my Navy SEALs tattoos, he didn't see me as a threat to him. With my hands clasped behind my back, perhaps, he would have felt differently about me had he seen my SAP gloves. Like the gloves that Ray Donovan wears when he's about to kick some ass, coming in handy when I'm trying to knock some sense in someone's head, I also have a baseball bat like his, too, in the trunk of my car.
"Lost? Say what? Get outta of here before you get hurt man," said the black man, the obvious spokesman for the group. "This is none of your damn business. Newbury Street is a couple of blocks over that way," he said aimlessly pointing in a vague direction. "Get lost. Beat it. Scram."
Intent on ruining their violent sexual party, I smiled while looking from one man to the other man. Then, while looking to my left, I saw the big man out of the corner of my eye make a threatening move towards me from my right. Clearly ready to jump me from behind and attack me, as he stepped closer, I turned to confront him. His mistake, he was within my reach and within my striking distance now.
"Let go of the lady," I said taking a threatening step forward and addressing them all.
Stopping him dead his tracks, when I turned to face him and showed him my concealed, weighted, gloved hands while knowing that the other three wouldn't interfere in his fight, he froze. When the big man laughed, the other three men laughed, too. Clearly, they had no respect for me or for anyone.
"Say, what? Let go of her," he said laughing. "Who the Hell are you to tell us to let go of her. We're not done with her, yet. The party has just started," he said with a booming laugh. "I've always wanted to gang bang a pretty, blonde, white woman with big tits," he said with another booming laugh. "You can have a turn with her, too, after we've finished with her. We'll give you sloppy fifths," he said laughing and causing them all to laugh, too.
Yet, all they accomplished was to make me angry. The last thing that anyone wanted to do is to make a Navy SEAL angry when he's about to fuck you up. Giving me even more determined motivation, I was ready to take my revenge for the helpless woman who couldn't take the revenge herself. I was ready to take my revenge for them touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I was ready to take my revenge for them stripping her naked against her will.
# # #
I don't know why I did it, I usually don't, perhaps from watching Denzel Washington in The Equalizer as Robert McCall, one too many times, I set my watch. I held my hidden kubaton in my left hand and with a lightning quick, fluid motion, catching him by surprise, I struck the big man square in his throat with deadly force. As he bent forward coughing, choking, and gasping in pain, not done with him yet, with him showing me his chin, I hit him with a devastating, right uppercut.
Done. All done. That was it for him. He fell backwards hard. No longer a threat, he was done. On the ground and on his back unconscious when the back of his head hit the pavement with a thud, the two Hispanic men turned and ran. As if he was trying to scare me, the skinny, white guy took a step forward to threaten me with his puny, little knife.
Laughing to myself, I suddenly thought of Crocodile Dundee when he pulled out his knife after being threatened by a man with a much smaller knife.
"What the Hell is that? That's not a knife. This is a knife," I said lifting my pant leg and pulling out my big, 12", razor sharp and shiny, tactical, Bowie knife."
Then, when I turned to confront him, grabbed his forearm, and pressed the pressure point, he dropped his knife, screamed in pain, turned, and bolted, too.
Over before it even started, I looked at my watch to stop the time. Denzel would have been proud of me. With just one jab of my kubaton and one devasting uppercut, it took all of five seconds to put the bully down and defuse the situation without having to call for backup, without having to arrest anyone, and without having to kill anyone. Moreover, all in a day's work, I didn't need to fill out any unnecessary paperwork, make a court appearance, and blow my cover.
"Are you okay, Miss," I said turning to face her.
As if brushing off their paw prints, she brushed off her clothes.
"Yes," she said rubbing her red cheek. "Except for where the man slapped me across my face, I'm okay."
# # #
I picked up her blouse from the ground, wiped off the dirt, and handed it to her. Get dressed," I said. "There's a diner just around the corner. Are you hungry? You look hungry. I'm hungry and I definitely can use a cup of coffee," I said. "I've worked up quite the appetite saving your ass. You're welcome," I said with a laugh. "Now, let's eat, shall we," I asked?
She laughed, too.
"Thank you," she said. "Thank God for you. You appeared out of nowhere just in time. After stripping me naked against my will, the four of them were about to have their wicked, sexual way with my naked body. Gross. That's so gross. Why are men so violent when it comes to sex?"
I shrugged.
"Men are animals. Men think that they can take what they want, when they want it, and that all women want the same thing," I said suddenly feeling guilty that I was a man and that I, too, was an animal.
With me from Boston, talking to her in my proper, Boston accent, the King's English, I talked to her in the way that James Spader as Raymond Reddington would have talked to Megan Boone as special agent Elizabeth Keen.
She smiled, put on her blouse, and pulled out a sweater from her bag to cover what the torn blouse that no longer covered of her big, white brassiere and her long, sexy line of cleavage.
"I haven't eaten today or yesterday," she confessed with shame while holding her stomach. "I could eat," she said with a grateful smile that I not only saved her from being savagely raped but also that I saved her from starvation and was going to feed her, too.
I entered the diner and took a table by the window. With one eye on her and my other eye on the sidewalk, I kept watch to see if the big man staggered out of the alley or to see if his friends had the stupidity to return. Relieved that it was over, none of them walked by the diner. Either he was still unconscious or they went the other way. A smart move on their part, clearly, his three friends were too cowardly to return.
# # #
"What's your name?"
She smiled again while lighting me up with bright, blue eyes. Fluttering my heart, her smile could light up a room. Pretty, even in her disheveled appearance, she was even prettier up close and especially when she smiled. I could only imagine what she'd look like if she was cleaned up. An instant attraction, there was something about her that made me continue to stare at her. Unable to stop myself from looking at her, love at first sight, I was already falling in love.
"Susan," she said. "Susan Jill Parker."
I laughed.
'A familiar sounding name, where have I heard that name before,' I wondered.
I stuck out my hand to shake her hand. I just wanted to touch her to make sure that I wasn't dreaming. She was so damned beautiful.
"I'm Mike, Michael Joseph Sullivan," I said feeling compelled to tell her my full name after she told he her full name. "Even though just your first name would have sufficed, do you always answer with all three names," I asked?
She laughed with a shrug.
"Do you know how many Susan Parkers there in the world? It's a common name. Adding the Jill sets me apart from the others and adds a bit more description to my identity," she said.
I nodded my head to show her that I understood.
"There are probably as many Susan Parkers are there are Michael Sullivans," I said with a laugh. "Sullivan is a common name, too, especially in Boston."
She laughed, too.
"Besides, Susan Jill Parker is my writing name. I'm known world-wide by that name. I write personalized erotica for fans for a small fee or at least I did when I had a computer and wasn't homeless," she said with a sad, little laugh.
# # #
I looked at her with curiosity. I looked at her with sexual lust. After seeing her stripped nearly naked, I looked at her with horniness and lustful, sexual desire. I sexually wanted her in the way that I had never sexually wanted any woman before.
"How does someone who looks like you become homeless," I asked while trying not to stare at the big impressions her huge breasts made in her sweater. "I'd imagine that there'd be many men who'd love for you to live with them. Granted, most men would have a sexual agenda but there must be some men out there who'd love to have someone like you in their lives and who'd take care of you with no strings attached."
'I know that I would,' I thought but didn't say.
She exhaled a big breath, rolled her eyes, and made a face.
"With me still single and unattached, I haven't found him yet," she said with a sad, little laugh and with a shrug. "Besides, sex for room and board. I've been there and have done that. No thank you," she said. "I'd rather be homeless. At least I'd have control of my life. I'd rather be panhandling on the streets than being a sexual slave for some fat, perverted, sweaty slob."
While wringing her hands, she said a truth of what all beautiful women must endure.
"The only thing that matters to them, most men would love to make out with me while feeling me through my clothes. As you witnessed today, most men would love to strip me naked. Most men would love to hump my mouth, fuck my pussy, and pound my ass because they think they own me for giving me a roof over my head and putting food on the table. No thank you," she said again. "I'll pass," she said shaking her head and waving her hands.
Then, as if she was thinking about the plight of her deplorable, little life, a look of sadness took hold of her face. She suddenly looked so sad. She looked as if she was about to cry. She looked as if her dog just died.
"After losing my job as a business manager for a famous modeling agency on Newbury Street, no longer able to afford my rent, the cost of living is too high in Boston to live there. A desperate move, yet, my only move, on June 9, 2011, I moved from my beloved Boston to live with my whore of a mother, Natty, Nasty Natty, in Hershey, Pa. God help me. That was a mistake," she said. "An ex-stripper and prostitute, my mother is still and will always be an all-around whore."
She fell silent again as if pausing in thought.
"Knowing Boston like the back of my hand, stuck in Hershey without a car, and with everything unfamiliar, I never knew where I was. Able to walk anywhere and everywhere in Boston, with everything spread out and far apart, I needed a car in Hershey. The mall in Harrisburg, where I knew I could find temporarily employment, was 25-miles away to the south. Finally, three months later, on September 11, 2011, we experienced the great, 100-year-flood. The Susquehanna surged more than 30' over its banks and flooded everything.
Seemingly embarrassed by the condition of them, making due without skin cream and/or nail polish, she played with her unmanicured fingers before folding her arms across her breasts and moved her hands beneath her arms to hide her hands. I felt for her. Someone like her always had her hair, nails, and clothes just so. It really must have been hard on her to be homeless and to live on the street like an animal.
"With us living in a basement apartment across the street from the river, before the flood waters receded, we had water up to the ceiling," she said with sadness. "McDonalds had flood waters over its roof and had to be demolished and rebuilt. The Hershey Zoo was underwater. Unable to save some of the biggest and heaviest of them, so that they wouldn't needlessly suffer, some of the animals had to be shot and removed after the flood waters receded."
She paused and fell silent as if reliving the flood.
"We lost everything. We weren't allowed back in the building until a month later after the flood water receded and the building inspector inspected the building and deemed it safe to enter. By then, sitting in a pool of home heating oil, swamp water, we couldn't salvage anything. Yet, typical of my mother, God love her, the whore that she is," she said slowly shaking her head. "Spreading her legs and opening her mouth, she befriended the FEMA inspector and moved in with him, while I lived in a shelter and ate my meals at a mission," she said.
Seemingly, always needing to do something with her fingers, I watched her play with her napkin.
'I thought of her fondling the head of my cock while I felt her big tits and fingered her erect nipples. I know that it was nasty of me to think that after all that she's been through but seeing her naked made me horny. Seeing her naked ass, naked tits, and naked pussy, made me want to have sex with her,' I thought while trying not to stare at the impressions of her big breasts.
"After befriending a woman at the shelter, in February of 2012, a kind, elderly, Mennonite woman who volunteered at the shelter offered me her spare bedroom. Eventually, my role turned from squatter to home healthcare worker when she was no longer able to care for herself. When she died, I had to make a decision where to go. Going back to what was familiar, I returned to the only place that I know, Boston."
Seemingly lost in thought, as if reliving the memory of the flood again, she paused.
"I used my last dollar to buy a bus ticket and returned to Boston. Unable to find a job and with the rents sky high, I was still homeless," she said. "Only, homeless in Boston was better for me than being homeless in Hershey. At least I knew where I was and where everything is. Besides the coffee cup donations were better," she said with a little laugh.
# # #
The waiter appeared at the table with menus.
"Do you need a minute to look over the menu or do you already know what you want," he asked looking from me to Susan and back to me?
She looked at me as if asking my permission to order what she wanted to eat. I nodded my head with a smile and a shrug.
"Go ahead," I said. "Order whatever you want," I said. "Whatever you don't eat, they'll box up for you to take with you. They don't have steak or lobster here but they make a good breakfast," I said with a laugh.
She handed the menu to the waiter.
"Breakfast. I want breakfast. I love breakfast. Breakfast is my favorite meal of the day," she said sitting back in her seat and smiling with the anticipated excitement of soon to be eating food.
Not even having to look at the menu, with her not having eaten in two days, I knew what she'd want to eat.
"Let's start with some pancakes and French toast with extra syrup, sausages, bacon, eggs, two, fruit salads, two orange juices, and lots of coffee," I said. "And a dozen of those donuts to take with us," I said pointing to the display of donuts on the counter.
# # #
"I'm not married," I said getting that out of the way in case she was wondering. "I've never been married and, presently, am not in a relationship. My work is my life. I live alone," I said with sadness. "Hoping to make me as miserable as my married friends are, my friends are always trying to fix me up with their friends and their relatives."
Curious how what I just volunteered would sit with her, I sat quietly while sipping my coffee and watching her eat in the way of a starving animal.
"I live like a Monk," I said while thinking of how Denzel Washington lived in Charlestown, Massachusetts as the Equalizer in The Equalizer 1.
I thought about my small apartment with no curtains on the windows, rugs on the floor, or pictures on the wall. It definitely needed a woman's touch to make it feel like a home. As if I was trying to duplicate how I lived in a military barracks, I succeeded. There was nothing frilly or fancy about my living arrangements.
Nothing in the apartment showed my personality. None of any furnishings in the apartment meant anything to me. Every piece of furniture was purchased from a second-hand store. Nothing fancy, I had a bed and a cot in the other room, a table and two chairs, a couch, a reclining chair, a couple of lamps, and a TV. The empty room, I used for storage.
Putting it all out there, after she made it clear how she felt about men putting a roof over her head and feeding her, nonetheless, I hoped she'd accept my offer to live with me, even if for only one night. I wasn't like other men who only wanted her for one thing. I wanted everything. I wanted a relationship.
I wasn't like other men who wouldn't treat her with respect. I've always had a soft spot for women, especially tall, blonde, busty, and good-looking women with big, blue eyes. I'd love her in the way that she's never been loved before. I'd take care of her as if she was not only my lover but also my best friend.
"I have a spare bedroom with a cot and a door with lock that I can give you for the night or for however long you need it. The bathroom has a lock on it, too. Getting you safely out of the elements, at the very least, you could take a shower and after, we can go shopping for some new clothes," I said.
No wanting to let her go, no telling if I'd ever see her again, I paused while hoping she'd say yes.
"All that I ask in return is that you make me breakfast," I said with a little laugh after she confessed that breakfast was her favorite meal of the day. "Always in rush, I never take the time to eat. I grab a cup of coffee and a donut on my way to work. Instead, having my breakfast in the car, I'd have breakfast with you."
With daily breakfast on the table, I hoped to temp her with food to come home with me. Yet, expecting her to balk and decline my offer, especially after she confessed about how she felt about men expecting sex. After offering her a roof over her head and food to eat, I was surprised when she readily accepted coming home with me.
"I'd like that. I could make you breakfast and whatever meal you wanted," she said with a smile. "Thank you for your kindness. Thank you for saving me. Thank you for breakfast and for your generous offer of giving me a place to live, if only for one night, and for offering to buy me some much-needed, new clothes. I'd love to get rid of these rags," she said looking down at her stained sweater and her torn blouse with her brassiere exposed.



# # #
Just then, the four men walked by the window and peered inside. Spotting us sitting at the table, not wanting an altercation in the diner, I stood to stop them from entering. Seeing them in the bright light of the day instead of the darkness of the alley, something that a typical detective would do, looking from one to the other, I took a moment to memorize all of their faces. If they started anything, I'd put a full description of them over my police radio.
Making sure they saw me, I stood and turned to face them while staring out the window. I pulled out my gold, police badge from inside my shirt and, proudly displayed it. With the shield hanging from around my neck, I pushed back my jacket to display my holstered gun. Susan grabbed a knife from the table and tightly held it in her hand.
"There's no need for that," I said taking the knife from her hand. "Don't worry. Trust me. I'll handle this," I said putting my hand on her hand and removing the knife from her hand.
I met them outside on the sidewalk and as soon as they saw my police badge and my holstered gun, perhaps fearing that I'd arrest them, they ran.
# # #
We ate our breakfast and talked as if we were old friends. We talked about everything and laughed over nothing. She knew more about me than anyone had known about me before, and I knew that she was more than just a pretty face with an incredible body. My kind of woman, she had a sharp brain in her head, too.
Making an instant connection, while wondering where she had been all my life, as if we were both in love at first sight, we hit it off immediately. As soon as we finished our meal, I invited her back to my place. I gave her a towel, an extra toothbrush, soap, a hand towel, and showed her where the bathroom was. Twenty-minutes later, clean and glowing, with her hair washed, blown dried, and in place, and with her wearing makeup, she emerged looking like a new person.
"My God. You're so beautiful," I said unable to control myself and blurting it out without thinking.
She smiled.
"Thank you," she said. "You're not so bad yourself," she said with a sexy laugh.
I grabbed my jacket that hid my holstered gun. Never leaving home without my gun, over the years of working undercover, I had made plenty of enemies who wanted me dead. Whether arresting them for crimes they had committed, beating them when they attacked me, or shooting them, when they pulled a gun, I was always careful when out and about.
"Are you ready to go shopping for clothes and whatever else you need. There's a CVS along the way. We can stop there first for you to buy whatever you need," I said.
She nodded.
"Yes. Thank you," she said. "As soon as I use the lady's room, we can go."
She stood, smiled, and gave me a hug.
"I can't believe how nice you are to me. It's been a long while since anyone has been nice to me," she said. "Normally, when people see me on the street, they hurry by me only pausing to put a coin in my empty coffee cup."
# # #
With my insisted, encouragement, she spent nearly, a thousand-dollars on new clothes, pants, sweaters, spring jacket, fall jacket, winter coat, shoes, boots, hat, gloves, and a scarf, and another one-hundred-dollars at CVS. She had nothing and needed everything. With me living like a hermit and seldom spending any money, I could well afford to buy her whatever she needed and wanted.
If she stayed with me, I'd even buy her a car. I loved seeing the look of happiness on her face. Clearly, no doubt, it had been a long time since she had been happy. And, with me finally finding the love of my life, it had been a long time since I had been happy, too.
Yet, making me feel as if I was her man, something as innocuously simple as that, it was all worth it when she took my arm. With that small, affectionate gesture of possessiveness, I imagined us walking down that aisle together after being married. Then, when she took my hand, she made me feel that I belonged to her and that she belonged to me. With her doing good for my soul and for my psyche, I haven't felt that way about someone in years.
Unaccustomed going shopping, it felt as if we had been shopping for hours when we were only gone from the house for two-hours. She dumped the contents of the bags on the kitchen table and took her time showing me all that she bought. I couldn't help but feel that I had known her for years. I had this overwhelming sensation to kiss her. Yet, not want to frighten her, I controlled my manly, sexual urges until she, hopefully, made the first move. After nearly being gang raped, not wanting to force her, she needed to make the first move.
Wishing that she'd model the clothes that she bought, I'd love to watch her strip down to her bra and panties. I'd love to hold her and kiss her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her underwear. She had such a beautiful body that I wished she bought a bikini bathing suit to model. Something that I'd never see except when she was stripped naked against her will, but wished that I could, I'd love to see her topless. I'd love to see her naked.
So shapely and so sexy, I wondered what it would feel like to have sex with her. Feeling horny now, I'd love to touch her and feel her through her clothes while making out with her. I'd love to strip her naked and touch and feel her naked body everywhere. I'd love to make love to her. I'd love to fuck her. I'd love to eat her pussy while masturbating her and have her stroke my cock while sucking my cock.
"Thank you for the clothes," she said surprising me with a body-to-body hug when she wrapped her arm around my neck, pulled me close, and kissed me.
She kissed me. I couldn't believe that she kissed me. After nearly being gang raped, any other woman would never kiss a man until they had years of psychological therapy, especially a man that they had just met. Yet, she wasn't like most women. Even though she was feminine on the outside, she was tough on the inside. A beautiful flower on the outside, she was a prickly cactus on the inside.
I returned her kiss with my kiss but with her making the first, sexual moves, she surprised me again when she parted my lips with her tongue. If it wasn't enough that she kissed me, she French kissed me. Susan French kissed me. I couldn't believe it.
Not wanting to prematurely rush things, afraid to touch her, I didn't want her to think that I was like all of the other men in her life. Standing frozen in place, even though I wanted to touch and feel her everywhere while making out with her, I kept my horny hands by my sides and to myself. Nonetheless, not having had sex for a while, she immediately gave me an erection. Horny now, I wished I could strip her naked and have sex with her. No doubt, she could feel my hard erection pressing against her soft tummy.
# # #
"It's late and I'm tired," she said yawning.
I yawned, too. Normally, I stay up late watching TV while cleaning my guns. Not tonight. Tonight, I couldn't wait to go to bed to dream about seeing her nearly naked and having sex with her.
"You take my bed and I'll take the cot," I said. "I don't mind sleeping on a cot. I slept on a cot for 12-years while I was in the SEALs. I'm used to sleeping on a cot," I said nodding my head up and down. "A cot was better than sleeping in a jungle or on bug infested sand," I said with a laugh.
I remembered all of the huge, creepy crawlers that walked all over me in the dark as I slept. Some of the spiders and scorpions were so big that I needed a gun to kill them. Boston was no different. Depending where you lived, Boston was infested with big, black cockroaches, mice, and rats.
When I offered her my bed and offered to sleep on the cot, she made a face as if I had insulted her. Assuredly, I wasn't trying to insult her, I was just trying to be nice. Honestly, I'd love for her to sleep in my bed but with me in it, too.
"Don't be silly," she said with an endearing, little laugh. "You're much bigger than me. You'd be more comfortable in your own bed. Accustomed to sleeping on a hard sidewalk, in a doorway, on a cardboard box, or in a bedbug infested bed at the shelter, I'll take the cot," she said with a sad, little laugh. "I don't mind. Really, I don't."
# # #
That night, too emotionally charged and sexually excited to sleep, with her just behind my bedroom wall, all that I could think of was Susan sleeping in the next room. Sexually exciting if she was, I wondered if she was thinking of me in the way that I was thinking of her. I wondered if she was masturbating herself over me in the way that I was masturbating myself over the thoughts of her topless and naked.
I wondered what she wore to bed. I wondered if she slept topless. I wondered if she slept naked. I wondered if she was wearing one of the sexy nightgowns that she bought today. I wondered if she was expecting me to make a sexual move on her and sexually seduce her.
Making myself horny now, I wrapped my hand around my half, erect cock and slowly stroked myself to a hard erection while thinking of her pretty face, her natural, blonde hair, and her big, blue eyes. I thought about her naked breasts and her erect nipples that I saw when her potential rapists lifted her bra up and over her huge, natural breasts. The best, naked breasts I had ever seen, at least a D cup, she had such shapely tits. Her breasts reminded me of Jenny McCarthy's big and shapely, naked, D cup breasts.
I thought about her shapely, naked ass and her bushy, blonde, naked pussy, when they pulled down her pants and her panties. I'd love to tap that. A real beauty, when other men see her, without even seeing her topless or naked, no wonder why men want to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. No wonder why men want to make love to her. No wonder why men want to fuck her. No wonder why men want to hump her mouth and fuck her face because I wished that I could do all of those things and more.
I wondered what it would feel like to sleep with her. I wondered what it would feel like to kiss her, French kiss her. I wondered what it would feel like to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I wondered what it would feel like to strip her naked slowly and sexily while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. I wondered what it would feel like to finger her pussy while licking her pussy and reaching up to fondle her big breasts and pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
I wondered what it would feel like for her to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. With a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head, I'd love to cum in her mouth. I'd love to see her staring up at me while swallowing my cum. Then, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips from my erect prick, I'd love to cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. Decorating her everywhere with gobs of cum, I'd love to give her a cum bath.
I wondered what it would feel like to make slow and sweet love to her while kissing her. I wonder what it would feel like to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. I'd love to cum in her pussy. I'd love to make her pregnant. I'd love to give her my baby. I'd love to give her multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. Never have I seen a woman as beautiful, as sexy, and as shapely as her.
# # #
Then, as if a bolt of lightning illuminated my memory, I remembered who she was. She said that she wrote erotica but that didn't make a connection with me. Had she said that she wrote stories for Literotica, I would have immediately remembered her. As if she was writing about her life, I remembered reading her story, Bag Lady & the Retired Marine. I remembered reading two other of her stories about a homeless woman, Collecting Cans & Bottles Topless, and another story about Collecting Bottles, Cans & Friends.
I remembered reading and masturbating over some of her other stories. I remembered reading Mom Strips Naked for Nude Day, Sex for Money Rent & Food, Susan's Saturday Night Sex, and Young Woman with Older Man. I couldn't believe, just like the way that she was in her stories, Susan Jill Parker was homeless. I couldn't believe that I had met the author of some of my hottest, sexual stories. Now, I couldn't wait to roleplay some of her stories with her.
I went to bed thinking about her stories and imagining making love to her. I imagine kissing her while slowly sliding my cock inside of her. Gently humping her, I imagined making slow and sweet love to her. Then, I imagined fucking her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
I imagined rubbing her clit while licking her pussy. I imagined finger fucking her cunt. I imagined giving her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I imagined what she sounded like and looked like when having a sexual orgasm. Nevertheless, I wondered what she sounded like and looked like when cumming.
'Michael. Oh, Michael. Don't stop. You're going to make me cum,' I imagined her saying when I was masturbating her pussy while licking her cunt.
I imagined her stroking my cock while sucking my prick. I imagined her staring up at me and smiling with my erect, naked cock stretching her lips and filling her mouth with all of me. I imagined cumming in her beautiful mouth. Then, as soon as she pulled my prick from her mouth, I imagined ejaculating a second load of cum all over her beautiful face and across her big, naked breasts. As if I owned her naked body, I imagined giving her a cum bath.
Then, when I looked up and in the dimness of my bedroom nightlight, Susan was standing in my bedroom doorway. As if she was Kelly Preston in her white, satin nightgown with Arnold Schwarzenegger in Twins, she was a vision of loveliness. Never expecting her to be there watching, as if dreaming it, imagining it, or sexually fantasizing it, I saw her standing in the doorway of my bedroom watching me touching myself, fondling myself, and slowly stroking myself.
Accustomed to sleeping with my bedroom door open, while wondering how long she had been there watching me, she had been watching me stroking my naked prick. I was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited. Yet, with her not leaving, I was glad that she saw my naked prick. I was glad that she stayed to watch me touch myself.
If I was determined to expose myself to her, I couldn't have planned this any better. After seeing her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy, only fair for her to have some sexy voyeur fun, I wanted her to see my naked, erect cock. Now, I wanted her to watch me masturbate myself. I wanted her to watch me cum.
# # #
She was wearing her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy, white, satin nightgown that she bought today. Never expecting to see her wearing that nightgown for me, thrilled that she was modeling it, I was sexually excited to see her wearing it now. What I couldn't see of her beautiful body through her nightgown, I could imagine the rest. Her nightgown accentuated the God given curves of her shapely and sexy body.
Making my cock pulsate and throb, not turning away, she continued staring at my naked prick. It sexually excited me that someone who looked like her was sexually interested in someone who looked like me. Not that I was a bad looking man but having taken too many blows to the face, I'm no male model. On a scale of one to ten, she's an eleven and I'm a seven, at best.
Yet, unsure why that is, but beautiful women routinely marry average looking men. Paulina Porizkova married Ric Ocasek of the Cars. Christie Brinkley married Billie Joel. Even though he was 25-years older than her, Katherine Zeta Jones married Michael Douglas.
Heidi Klum married Seal and Beyonce married Jay Z. Beth Ostrosky, a rare beauty married Howard Stern. Shapely and sexy Shannon Tweed married Gene Simmons. Gorgeous Rachel Hunter married average looking Rod Stewart, and sexy and busty Christina Hendricks married average looking Geoffrey Arend. Clearly looks don't matter to women as much as they matter to men.
"Are you awake," she asked while knowing that I was? Moving closer to me, she took a few steps in my bedroom?
Making me horny, she continued staring at my erect, naked prick as if she had never seen an erect, naked prick before.
"Yes, I'm awaked," I said.
While still staring at my cock, she smiled up at me while giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile before looking back down to stare at my naked prick.
"I wanted to thank you for all that you did for me today," she said ignoring the fact that I was nakedly exposed. "Making me feel safe and making me feel wanted, no one has ever shown me such courage and kindness."
Too sexually excited to be ashamed and/or embarrassed, I removed my hand from my naked prick for her to see my erect cock. Making no attempt to cover my erection, I deliberately exposed myself to her. With her staring at my stiff dick as if she had never seen a naked cock before, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my prick. Clearly, she wanted to see my naked cock as much as I wanted to show her my naked dick.
"You're welcome," I said.
She continued staring down at my naked body and at my exposed, naked, erect prick before looking up at me with another sexy smile and naughty look. I couldn't believe she was staring at my naked cock in the way that I stared at her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass earlier that day. Hard for me to believe that she would, I wondered if she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her. This wasn't just any woman, this was the world famous, Susan Jill Parker, the premier erotic writer on Literotica.
# # #
Then, she asked me a question that I'd never say no.
"May I sleep with you," she asked while playing with her hair with one hand and fingering her erect nipple through her nightgown with her other hand? "It's been a long while since I've been with a man," she said sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips while staring at my throbbing and pulsating prick.
As if I was dreaming this, I couldn't believe it. Susan asked if she could sleep with me. She said it's been a long time since she's been with a man. She hasn't removed her eyes from my exposed, naked, erect cock. She wanted to sleep with me. She wanted me. She wanted to have sex with me. She looked at my naked prick as if she wanted to suck my naked prick. I can't believe it.
'Afraid to ask her the question for fear that she'd reject me, does she just want to sleep or does she mean that she wanted to have sex with me, too,' I thought while wondering? Needing to know so that I didn't pressure her and/or force her to give me sex, I asked the question anyway.
"Do you mean that you just want to sleep beside me or that you want me to give you sex," I asked?
She looked at me while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips again.
"Sure. Of course. Sex is always on the table," she said with a sexy laugh and giving me another naughty look. "Before I was homeless, it's been a long while since I had sex. I want sex as much as you want sex," she said with a sexy, little laugh. "With you lying in bed playing with yourself, I imagine that you're just as horny as I am," she said with another laugh.
# # #
I patted the bed beside me and moved over to make room for her. I pulled the covers back and climbed beneath them. Surprising me, yet again, before getting into bed, she removed the nightgown straps from her shoulders and allowed her nightgown to slowly slide down the length of her shapely body to her feet. She was naked, totally naked. I couldn't believe she was exposing her naked breasts and all of her naked body to me. I couldn't believe that I was seeing Susan Jill Parker naked.
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, never expecting to see as much of her naked body, I couldn't believe she was naked. Susan, the woman of my recent sexual dreams and erotic, sexual fantasies was naked, completely naked. Unembarrassed and unashamed, with me controlling myself from turning on the light, she stood before me without wearing any clothes. Susan showed me her big, naked breasts, her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy, and when she turned, her shapely, naked ass.



Instead of having a bushy pussy, her pussy was freshly trimmed. I prefer a trimmed pussy to a forest of pubic hair. Her nipples were fully erect as if begging me to suck them. She climbed beneath the covers and moved her naked body beside me. Immediately, I felt the warmth of her naked body. She was as soft as she was firm.
As soon as she got in bed with me, as if she was my girlfriend, my lover, or my wife, she cuddled up against me. Afraid to make a move, not wanting to sexually pressure her to do something that she wasn't ready to do, I allowed her to make the next move herself. She took my arm and draped over her shoulders. Then, she took my hand by my wrist and placed it on her naked breast. She turned to me and kissed me again.
I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts, first one and then the other. Barely fitting in the palm of my big hand, she had such big and firm breasts. I pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples. I couldn't wait to suck her nipples while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy.
She parted my lips and French kissed me again and again while reaching down to take my semi-erection in her soft, warm hand. Slowly stroking me, it didn't take me very long to have full erection. Then, removing my hand from her breast, she took my hand and moved it to her naked pussy.
Finally, mounting me, she took my prick in her hand and moved it to her already wet pussy. With a gentle hump, I slid inside of her. I cupped her beautiful ass in the palms of my hand while humping her. Then, humping me a little faster and a little harder, while French kissing one another, we were making love.
Then, when I rolled her over and mounted her, it didn't take very long for our lovemaking to turn into fucking. I fucked her fast and I fucked her hard. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. With the both of us not having had sex in a very long time, it didn't take us very long to cum.
From that moment forward, never apart except when I was working, we were married three months later.
THE END
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Sleeping with my Mother, Chapter 01
Son sleeps in his mother's bed with his mother.
This is a true story that Roger asked me to write about what happened twenty-five-years-ago between him and his mother, Laura, when he was 24-years-old and his mother was 46-years-old.
Unlike many men, a sexual phenomenon now that was never like this before, many men sexually fantasize about having sex with their mothers. I've never wanted to have sex with my mother. I've never sexually lusted over her. I've never tried to see upskirt peeks of her panties and downblouse views of her bra and cleavage. I've never spied on her while she's dressing or undressing.
I never tried to see her in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked. In the way that some men are doing today, I've never placed a hidden camera in her bedroom to watch her masturbating or in her bathroom to catch her naked. I've never masturbated over her while imagining her naked and having sex with her.
I've never exposed myself to her while hoping that she'd return the forbidden favor of my exhibitionism with her exhibitionism and expose herself to me. I've never deliberately allowed her to catch me masturbating myself and cumming. I've never done any of those sexual things that I read about in mother and son, incestuous, porn stories. Having more respect for her than that, she's my mother and not some whore that I picked up in a bar and brought home for sex.
Yet here I am writing my true story of having a long-term, sexual affair with my mother that happened two-and-one-half, decades ago. It all started when my father left her for a much, younger woman, a woman half his age and young enough to be his daughter. With her traumatically traumatized with the end of their 25-marriage, after she lifted herself up from her self-pity and doldrums, my mother dramatically changed. Seeing the light and understanding the wrong of her ways, fortunately for me, she had a metamorphosis of a sexual transformation.
Not only did she change but everything changed. After my father left her, my mother was never the same. For good or for bad, a totally different woman, she changed from a boring housewife to a sexual sexpot. Her newfound hope for a new life and with a new man, she began her forbidden, incestuous relationship with not just anyone but with me, her son.
By being so modestly moral and such a sexual prude, blaming herself for my father leaving her, who could blame her for such a dramatic change? Nonetheless, my mother felt betrayed. She felt rejected. Had she capitulated to my father's sexual whims and erotic fantasies, perhaps, they still would have been together. Perhaps, they still would have been married. He'd have no reason to look elsewhere for sexual comfort and erotic excitement because he'd have everything he sexually needed from my mother at home.
After he abandoned her, staying home, hiding, and no longer seeing her friends, she stopped going out and doing all the things that she loved to do. Having never seen my mother cry, I saw her cry nearly every day. She was so sad. She was so depressed. She was so broken, and I'd do anything to help her. Anything.
Looking a bit like an older version of Kendall Jenner but with bigger breasts, my mother is a good-looking woman. She's tall, 5'10", and shapely thin with long, statuesque legs. She has C cup breasts and a round, firm, shapely ass. She has long, dark, brown hair and big, expressive, brown eyes. Always looking younger throughout the years, she looked ten-years younger than her 46-year-old age. With her looking 36-years-old instead of 46-years-old, clearly, that wasn't young enough for him. He wanted a 22-year-old child.
She diets and exercises to stay fit and in shape. She eats all the right foods and never eats junk foods. With her always walking and bike riding, she plays tennis and swims to maintain her sexy appearance and her shapely figure. With her long, well-formed legs, her slim waistline, and her flat, toned stomach, for a mature woman, she still looks fabulous in a bikini.
# # #
"Mom, what can I do to help you get out of this funk," I asked while not expecting her to answer and/or suggest what I should do to help her?
She shook her head and shrugged. She looked so sad. As if I was somehow responsible for my father leaving, which I wasn't at all, she made me feel so bad.
"What if we went away for the weekend, just the two of us? We can go anywhere you want and do whatever you'd like to do? We could go to White Mountains in New Hampshire, or the seacoast of Maine, or we can shop all those little stores that you love and that have handmade crafts in Vermont. It's beautiful there this time of year."
Looking at me as if she was about to cry, she looked at me with sad eyes. Never have I seen my mother in such despair. So messed up, she was totally broken. The first time seeing her like this, she didn't want to go anywhere or do anything. How dare my father hurt my mother? If my father was here with me now, I'd punch him in the nose for hurting her and for forsaking her for a 22-year-old child.
'What's wrong with him? How dare he leave her for a 22-year-old whore,' I asked myself without an answer? 'How could he throw away a 25-year marriage for a woman more than half his age? What do they even talk about? What do they have in common? Other than having sex, what do they do all day? He created and shared so many memories with my mother and now, just a blur, they're all gone,' I thought. 'Everything he built, he ruined.'
Other than wanting to be with a little girl instead of a mature woman, with my mother not talking about it, I had no idea what happened between them. Whatever it was, it was something bad enough to end their marriage. Obviously, he had been cheating on my mother with a younger woman for some time. That may have been plenty enough reason for her to feel used, abused, and betrayed.
'He's at the age where he may feel that he hasn't accomplished all that he wanted to accomplish. As many men do at that age, maybe he's going through the change of life. Maybe he's just going through a phase. If that was the case, he should have bought a red convertible and taken my mother with him on joyrides. He didn't have to have a sexual affair. A real slap in her face, he didn't have to leave her for a much younger woman,' I thought.
# # #
"I'm so lonely, Roger," she finally said confiding in me. "I've slept with your father for 25-years," said my mother finally opening up by continuing to confide in me. I hate sleeping alone. I can't get used to it. I haven't had a good night's sleep since your father left me," she said.
Then, she said the real reason why she was so sad.
"I miss feeling his arms around me, holding me, hugging me, cuddling with me, and spooning me," she said wrapping her arms around herself while looking so alone. "My life and my bed are so empty without him."
She started to cry again. This time, instead of crying to herself, she sobbed loudly. Other than just being there, I felt helpless to help her through this. What did I know about love, marriage, and relationships? I was a 24-year-old, single man who had never been in love with a woman, other than with my mother. I felt so bad for her but what could I do to help her? There was nothing that I could do.
"Waiting on him hand and foot to make his life easier, how could he do this to me? How could he cheat on me with a child, a woman even younger than you," she said? "What's wrong with him to do that? This would have been our 25th anniversary. I was planning a party, a sliver celebration, but that's ruined."
'What could I do about my mother feeling so sad and so lonely? Thinking about it again while trying to help her, there was little that I could do. Glad that I worked from home, other than staying with her and keeping her company, talking to her, and distracting her by watching movies, and playing board games, there wasn't much that I could do to help her through this.
Other than getting her a dog to sleep with her, what could I possibly do about her hating to sleep alone? Perish the thought, I thought about temporarily sleeping with her, but this was my mother. Not even daring to suggest it, squashing the thought as soon as I had it, I couldn't sleep with my mother. That's just wrong. That's just nasty. How could I possibly sleep in the same bed with my mother. Other than to give her my shoulder to cry on and encourage her to go out, literally, there was little that I could do to help her,' I thought.
# # #
Then, unnerving me, biting her lip, and looking at me sheepishly, she looked at me as if she wanted to ask me something. She looked at me as if afraid to ask me the question that she had on her mind and that I had thought about asking her but didn't for fear of being sexually inappropriate. Then, as if reading her mind and as if someone else had said it, I couldn't believe what I asked in answer to my mother's loneliness and her hating to sleep alone.
"What about me, Mom," I asked with a deafening pause?
She looked at me not understanding my meaning.
"What about you," she asked?
I looked at her long and hard before answering her. A real MILF, she was so beautiful. She was so vulnerable. She was so sexy. She was everything that I'd want in a woman. I'd love to find a woman who not only looked like my mother, I'd like to find a woman who walked like her, talked like her, and laughed like her. Surely, if I looked hard enough, I could find my mother's doppelganger and her younger clone.
"I could sleep with you, Mother," I said as if saying it in a daze. "I could hold you, hug you, cuddle with you, and spoon you until you fell asleep. Then, I'd return to my room and sleep in my own bed," I said.
'What? What did I just say? Did I really ask my mother that? How dare I? What's wrong with me?'
I paused to see her reaction to what I had just asked her to reflect on her face. "What do you think? Would that work for you? Would my sleeping with you in your bed help you to get a good night's sleep?"
Hoping she'd say no, the last thing that I wanted to do was to sleep with my mother in her bed. Yet instead of looking at me as if I was crazy for suggesting such a thing, she looked at me as if she had won the lottery. After seeing her so sad, I've never seen her so happy. Only, feeling the reality of what I volunteered to do now, I couldn't believe that I volunteered to sleep with my mother in her bed.
# # #
Trying to think of a way to get out of sleeping with my mother, I can't do that. What's wrong with me to even think that and suggest that? What grown man sleeps with his mother? What would my friends say if they knew that I was sleeping with my mother in her bed? What if she told our relatives and/or her friends that we were sleeping together in the same bed? How taboo is that? How embarrassing is that?
"Seriously? You'd do that for me? You'd sleep with your mother," she looked at me as if she was waiting for me to change my mind? "You'd hold me. You'd hug me. You'd cuddle with me and spoon me?"
She looked at me to beam me a wide smile.
"Oh, Roger. Thank you," she said hugging me. "Thank you."
No turning back now. Not wanting to disappoint her, now that I suggested that I'd sleep with her, I needed to follow through with sleeping with her in her bed. I returned her hug and gave her a nervous, albeit a loving smile.
"Of course, I would, Mother. I'd do anything to make you feel happy again. I'd do anything for you not to feel so sad," I said meaning it. "I'd do anything to help you get some sleep. Anything. Anything at all. All you need to do is to ask. Nothing is too much for you to ask of me to do, Mother. Nothing. I love you, Mother," I said leaning in to kiss on the cheek but when she turned her head as I leaned in to kiss her, I kissed me on the lips.
The first-time kissing my mother on the lips, I was tempted to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her. Fortunately, I controlled myself from giving my mother a romantic kiss. That would have ruined everything. With my father a pervert, I needn't follow in his footsteps and be a pervert, too. Just as my father was dating a woman 24-years younger than him, I'd be just as bad starting a sexual relationship with a woman who was 24-years older than me, especially if that woman was my mother.
# # #
That night, regretting that I volunteered to sleep with my mother, feeling awkward about sleeping with her, I put on pajama bottoms. Normally I sleep in the nude because I sleep hot and my room, for some unknown reason, is the hottest room in the house. Just as I didn't want to embarrass myself by climbing in bed naked to sleep with my mother, I didn't want to embarrass my mother by climbing in bed naked to sleep with her.
What would she think of me if I went to her bedroom naked? She'd think me mad. She'd think me sick. She'd think that I wanted her to give me sex. She'd think that I was taking advantage of my father not being there. She'd think me a pervert. I'd ruin all the good that I was doing by offering to sleep with her by showing up in her bedroom naked.
Giving myself the incestuous thought, something that I never considered before, I thought about doing now. I wondered what it would be like to sleep with my mother naked. Not dismissing the idea as ridiculous and perversely perverted as it sounded, I couldn't stop thinking about sleeping with my mother while naked. If I didn't wear pajamas to bed and slept in the nude, I wondered if she'd look, stare, look away, or order me from her room. With her not having had sex in a while, maybe, she'd surprise me and reach out and touch me.
Maybe, with her afraid to ask, she wanted to have sex with me. Yet a delicate balance, I didn't want her to think that I was pressuring her to have sex with me. Honestly, even if my mother wanted me to give her sex, I'd never have sex with her. I couldn't have sex with her. I just couldn't. That's a line that I'd never cross and something that I couldn't do. Yet if I'd never have sex with her, why did I even think about sleeping naked with my mother?
Gross. That's so gross. I could never allow my mother to deliberately see me naked. No doubt, with me being naked in front of my mother, I'd have an erection. I'd be so embarrassed for my mother to see my erect, naked prick. With me sporting an erection, easy enough to draw that conclusion, my mother would think that I wanted to have sex with her.
# # #
Normally with her wearing sweatshirt and sweatpants to bed, curious now, I wondered what my mother would wear to bed if she knew that I was going to sleep with her. Maybe, she'd wear a long flannel nightgown that buttoned from her neck to her ankles under her bathrobe to bed. Maybe, she'd surprise me and, like me, she'd be naked, too. Nah, just as I'd never be naked in front of my mother, my mother would never be naked in front of me.
Sorry, that I even mentioned it, dreading sleeping with my mother and sorry that I volunteered to sleep with her, I walked down the hall to her bedroom as if I was walking to my execution. Yet with her always making sacrifices for me, I felt good about doing something nice for her. She needed to get some much-needed sleep. She needed to get her old life back. She needed to heel herself and if I could help her do that, then I was happy to do it.
Then I thought, after not having had sex with my father since their divorce and with her, no doubt, horny and sexually frustrated, what if my mother was expecting me to give her sex? With me already ensconced in her bed, what if she was the one hoping that I'd give her sex? What if she wanted me to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes? What if she wanted me to strip her naked, have my wicked, sexual way with her naked body, and fuck her?
'Something that I never thought of before, I suddenly thought of my mother naked and wanting me to give her sex now. I thought of her wanting me to fuck her. Yet I could never fuck her. I could never fuck my mother. That's just wrong. That's just nasty,' I thought. 'I could never kiss her and make out with her while making love to her.'
What if during the night, with her half asleep, dreaming, and sexually aroused, she mistook me for my father and pulled my naked prick from my pajama bottoms, stroked me, sucked me, and fucked me. What would I do if she stripped herself naked and mounted me? Imagining her begging to be fucked, would I fuck her? Would I dare fuck my mother? Could I have forbidden sex with her? Could I have incestuous sex with my mother?
'Nah that would never happen. My mother isn't like that. She'd never want to have sex with me. She barely had sex with my father. Morally modest, my mother is a prude. No matter if she was sad, lonely, and horny, she'd never pressure me to have sex with her either.
With her feeling sad, rejected, and lonely, she just wanted to feel my warm body next to her while she slept. She just wanted to feel me holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her so that she could sleep,' I thought. 'She wanted to feel that she was loved instead of feeling rejected.'
Hoping she'd be asleep, so that I could avoid the uncomfortable situation of sleeping with my mother in her bed, ready to walk away and walk back to my room, I lightly knocked on her bedroom door.
# # #
"Come in," she immediately said.
'Shit,' I thought. 'She's awake.'
Expecting her to be sleeping, I had hoped she'd be asleep and had forgotten about my offer to sleep with her. Then, when I heard her voice, I figured she'd be sitting at her vanity table brushing her long, beautiful, brown hair, something she did every night before bed. Instead, as if waiting up for me, when I opened her bedroom door, she was already in bed and laying on top of the covers while waiting for me.
In the way that my father did every night, I suddenly had an erotic image of coming to her when she was in bed every night. My father was such lucky man. How could he dump her and ruin his 25-year-marriage? Unfortunately, he didn't know what he had in her to part with her for a woman more than half his age. Yet, suddenly, seeing her there waiting for me and smiling, I never felt as pressured, not for sex but to sleep in the same bed with my mother, as I felt now. Instead of feeling sexually excited, I felt weirdly grossed out.
Sexually surprising me, instead of her wearing sweatshirt and sweatpants to bed, she wore a sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown, one that I had never seen before, and didn't know she owned. With my mother morally modest, having never seen her in her nightgown without her wearing her robe over it, she always wore a bathrobe over her nightgowns. Yet, with her already in bed, albeit lying on top of the covers, never have I seen as much of my mother's nearly, naked body as I was seeing now.
No longer grossed out, sexually shocking me, I couldn't stop staring at all that I was seeing and all that she was showing. As if she had deliberately placed it there to sexually tease me and perhaps, even sexually seduce me, the hem of her nightgown was raised to her mid-thigh. My mother has such long and shapely legs and it was sexually exciting seeing them. I imagined her legs draped down my shoulders while I licked her pussy, fingered her cunt, and ate her.
If that wasn't enough to make me horny, her legs were parted open just enough that I could see a flash of her naked, brown, trimmed pussy. I couldn't believe my mother wasn't wearing panties to bed. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's naked pussy.
I had never seen my mother's naked pussy before, and I was shocked and sexually excited that I was seeing her pussy now. I would have thought that with her tossing and turning during the night, she'd wear pants and, at least, panties to bed. In the way that I slept naked in bed, but for her sheer and sexy nightgown, my mother was practically naked.



Seeing my mother's naked pussy made me want to remove my pajama bottoms to show her my naked cock. Not stopping there, I suddenly had the urge to masturbate in front of her. I wanted her to watch me cum.
'Do you like my cock, Mommy,' I imagined saying to my mother while stroking myself faster and harder.
Something that I never had the urge to do before, just before ejaculating my load, I suddenly had the urge to lean over her and cum all over her beautiful face. Only, I didn't think my mother would appreciate me cumming all over her face. She'd think that I was being gross when giving her a cum bath was sexy.
Now that I knew my mother wasn't wearing panties under her nightgown, I imagined her nightgown climbing higher during the night. Sexually exciting me, the thought pressing my pajama clad prick against her and spooning my mother's naked ass was a shocking revelation and a potential reality.
Never being sexually attracted to my mother before, I was sexually attracted to my mother now. A sexually excited twinge gave me an erection. Now, I couldn't wait to see my mother's shapely, naked ass. Now, I couldn't wait to show her my erect, naked prick.
Suddenly having forbidden and incestuous, sexual thoughts for my mother, I thought of lifting the back of her nightgown and touching, feeling, and squeezing her shapely, naked ass during the night while she lay sleeping. I imagined reaching around her to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown. Not stopping there, I imagined sticking my horny hand down her nightgown top to fondle her naked breasts.
Then, going beyond what was deemed sexually appropriate, with her nightgown bunched up around her waist, I imagined fingering her pussy, rubbing her clitoris, and finger fucking her as she slept during the night. My golden opportunity to have my wicked, sexual way with my mother's nightgown clad body, again, I imagined feeling her naked breasts through her nightgown while pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples as she slept. Something that I had never imagined doing before, I imagined masturbating my mother in her sleep now.
Still not done, again, something that I never imagined doing before, I imagined sliding my erect cock ever so slowly and ever so gently in her wet pussy from behind. Sexually deprived, while steadily humping her harder and faster, I imagined fucking my mother in her sleep. Then, climbing out of bed to stand beside her in the dark, totally wicked, I imagined slowly sliding my erect cock long her sleeping lips.
I imagined my mother parting her lips in her sleep and taking me in her mouth. I imagined my mother sucking me in her sleep while I slowly and gently humped her beautiful mouth. Never having imagined it before, I imagined my mother blowing me. I imagined cumming in her mouth.
# # #
'I wondered after having a couple glasses of wine and if she was half asleep, if she'd think she was sucking her husband instead of her son. Yet, chances are, one of the reasons my father left her, my mother doesn't suck cock,' I thought. 'With her a morally modest prude, it wouldn't surprise me if she had never given a blowjob. It wouldn't surprise me if she never had a cock in her mouth. Tempted by a young seductress who loved sucking cock and swallowing cum, that would explain why my father left her.'
Literally hurting my head to imagine my mother sucking my cock, I erased the image of her blowing me. I erased the image of seeing her naked pussy. I erased the image of all that I could see of my mother's naked breasts through her sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgown. I erased the image of seeing my mother's long line of sexy cleavage and the shape and size of her nearly naked breasts.
'What's wrong with me? Why am I suddenly having sexual thoughts for my mother when I never had sexual thoughts for her before? How dare I think of my mother in such a sexually, forbidden way? Have I suddenly turned into an incestuous pervert?'
I covered the bulge in my pajama bottoms with my hand so that my mother wouldn't see that she had sexually excited me. Then, when she slowly and seductively leaned forward to grab the covers while staring up at me, with my eyes bulging out of my head, her breasts nearly fell out of her nightgown top. I couldn't believe that I was seeing so much of my mother's nearly, naked tits. I stared at her long, line sexy clearly, the round fullness of her nearly, naked breasts, and what I could see of her erect nipples.
'Oh, my God. She has such beautiful and shapely breasts,' I thought. 'I would love to touch them. I would love to feel them. I would love to fondle them and suck them. I would love to fuck them with my cock and cum all over them.'
Hoping that her big tits would spill out the top of her low-cut nightgown, I continued staring at all that I could see of her nearly, naked breasts. Something I imagined that I'd never do, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I imagined picking her up out of bed, turning her upside down, and shaking her.
'Roger! What are you doing? Put me down this instant. Put me down,' I imagined her saying.
I imagined her nightgown bunched around her neck. I imagined seeing her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy. I imagined her laying on the carpeted floor and crying with embarrassment that I saw her naked body.
'Oh, Roger,' I imagined my mother saying. 'How could you do that to me. I'm so very embarrassed. I'm your mother and you shouldn't have seen me naked.'
I looked at my mother looking at me. Unless I was mistaken, she was as sexually interested in me as I was sexually interested in her. A total turn around, never has my mother given me such a sexy look and never have I returned my mother's look of sexual interest with my look of sexual interest.
'Seriously? Are you kidding me? What's wrong with me? Why am I suddenly so sexually attracted to my mother when I was never sexually attracted to her before? Yet, her fault for sexually teasing me. Whether accidentally or deliberately, if it wasn't enough that she flashed me up-nightgown peeks of her naked pussy and down nightgown views of her naked breasts, I've never seen as much of my mother's naked body as I'm seeing now.'
My cock responded to seeing more of her naked breasts than I had ever seen before by growing bigger and harder. Throbbing and pulsating, as if I had a small animal stuffed down my pajama bottoms, my erection made my sexual feelings known. The first time that this has ever happened, I had an erection of all that I was seeing of my mother's sexy, shapely, and nearly, naked body.
My erect prick continued throbbing and pulsating to all that I was seeing of her. Unsure if she was deliberately sexually teasing me or accidentally flashing me, I couldn't believe that my mother had sexually excited me enough for me to have an erection. I've never had an erection while sexually thinking of my mother. I never wanted to have forbidden sex with my mother in the way that I wanted to have incestuous sex with her now.
# # #
Now that I was sexually thinking of her, hoping she'd change her mind about wanting me to sleep with her, I didn't know if I could control myself from sexually touching her, feeling her, and trying to have sex with her. Not feeling good about suddenly wanting to sexually seduce my mother, I watched her climb under the covers. Something that I never expected to see, when my mother slowly and sexily lifted her long and shapely legs to move beneath the covers, I saw her naked pussy again.
'Oh, my God. I don't believe this. I don't believe that I just saw my mother's naked pussy,' I thought.
Then, when she spread her knees to move beneath the covers, she flashed me the entirety of her naked pussy. Whether she was flashing me accidentally or deliberately, I didn't know nor did I care. I just couldn't believe all that I was seeing of my mother. Hard to wrap my head around it, I saw my mother's brown, trimmed, naked pussy. Something I had never seen before and never expected to see now, I couldn't believe that I saw the entirety of her naked cunt.
Never wanting to have sex with her before, I wanted to have incestuous sex with her now. Suddenly, I felt like every other perverted man who wanted to have forbidden sex with his mother. With my cock suddenly tenting my pajama bottoms, I covered my bulging cock with my hand, hurriedly climbed in bed, and moved my legs beneath the covers. Staying on my side of the bed until my erection dissipated, my mother moved closer to me until she was practically on top of me.
As she moved closer, her nightgown moved higher with her. Moving nearly up to her waist, her naked ass and naked pussy were totally exposed. Her naked ass was pressed against me. As if deliberately, sexually enticing me, she wiggled her shapely, naked ass against my pajama clad cock. I so wanted to fuck my mother's ass but doubting she was in anal sex or any sex with me, I bided my time while allowing her to make all of the sexual moves.
As if was trying to fuck my mother in her ass, I could feel my erect, pajama clad prick part my mother's ass cheeks. I imagined slipping my erect prick in her warm, wet pussy from behind and humping her hard and humping her fast. I imagined fucking my mother. Curious what she sounded like and looked like when cumming, I imagined giving her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'If I didn't know any better, I'd think that my mother is sexually teasing me while trying to sexually seduce me.'
Then, awakening me from my sexual fantasy, my mother spoke.
# # #
"I thought you were going to hold me, hug me, cuddle me, and spoon me," she said with disappointment while wiggling her shapely, exposed, naked ass against my erect, pajama clad prick again.
With me so horny and so sexually excited, if she continued wiggling her naked ass while pressed against my pajama clad prick, I'd cum. No doubt, with her feeling something unexpectedly hard pressed against her, she turned her head to look at me. Then, she exposed her naked ass to my horny eyes when she lifted the covers to look down at my erect prick that still tented my pajama bottoms.
When she lifted the covers, I saw the entirety of her round and shapely, naked ass. I was embarrassed as much as I was sexually excited that I saw my mother's naked ass and that she knew that she had sexually excited me. Then, she asked me what I never expected her to ask me.
"Roger," she said looking up at me with wide eyed innocence mixed with sexual arousal. "Do you have an erection," she asked laughing while turning her head to me?
I was embarrassed that my mother had sexually excited me enough to give me an erection.
"Sorry, Mom. This is so embarrassing, but I never expected to see you in your nightgown. I figured you'd wear sweatshirt and sweatpants to bed," I said as my excuse.
Laying it all out there, if she didn't already know, I wanted my mother to know all that I saw of her beautiful, naked body and what she was sexually doing to me.
"Then, when you lifted and parted your legs to move beneath the covers, I saw your naked pussy. I never expected to ever see your naked pussy, Mom," I said looking up at her with sexual excitement. "I still can't believe that I saw my mother's naked pussy."
Breathing through her mouth, she looked at with her lips parted. Clearly, my mother had deliberately exposed her naked pussy to me. By wearing this sexy nightgown, not wearing sweatpants, and not wearing panties, it was her intention to flash me her naked pussy.
Then, when you leaned forward to reach for the covers, I watched your naked breasts nearly fall from your nightgown top. Just now when you lifted the covers, I saw your naked ass, too. I've practically seen you naked, Mother," with my sexual excitement showing on my face.
She laughed.
"So, you nearly saw me naked. What's the big deal," she asked with shrug? "You act as if you've never seen a naked woman before," she said. "So, you saw my naked pussy, most of my naked breasts, and my naked ass, I'm sure that I'm not the only naked woman you've ever seen in your life and assuredly won't be the last," she said with a dirty laugh.
I made a face.
"What I saw wasn't just anyone's naked pussy, naked tits, and naked ass. I saw your naked pussy, most of your naked tits, and your naked ass, Mother. I saw my mother's naked pussy, naked tits, and naked ass," I said feeling my face flush a bright red every time I said the words naked pussy, naked tits, and naked ass.
# # #
She shocked me by what she said next.
"Well, now that you've already seen what you shouldn't have seen of me, as a prelude to my request, I know where I'd like to go for the weekend," she said with a dirty laugh and without shame and/or embarrassment.
Thinking too much of my mother's naked pussy, naked tits, and ass, I forgot that I volunteered to take her away for the weekend.
"Where would you like to go, Mother," I asked? "Anywhere. I'll take you anywhere you want to go. You tell me and we'll go. New Hampshire, Maine, or Vermont."
She let out a sexy laugh and gave me a naughty look. With the bedroom light still on, every time she moved, she flashed me more of her naked breasts. Then, when she sat up in bed and leaned forward, finally free, her naked breasts fell from her nightgown top.
My mother was topless. I was seeing her naked breasts and her erect nipples. My mother had such big and beautiful breasts and it sexually excited me to continually see them without her making a move to cover them. I couldn't believe my mother was topless. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked breasts.
"Where I want to go is right here in Massachusetts about 80 miles south of Boston. I want to go to Cape Cod. I want you to take me somewhere your father always wanted to take me, but I was too embarrassed to go," she said flashing me another naughty look of her naked tits. "I feared that someone I knew would see me but now, I don't care who sees me. I want everyone to see me topless and naked," she said putting both of her hands in the air.
Cape Cod? I was unfamiliar with Cape Cod. Because of the huge volume of traffic, I always headed for the White Mountains instead of going to the cape.
Then, I thought more about what she said.
Too embarrassed to go. Feared that someone would see her? Now, she wanted everyone to see her topless and naked. I couldn't imagine where my father wanted to take my mother that she'd be too embarrassed to go,' I thought.
"Where would you like to go on Cape Cod, Mother," I asked? "Do you have particular town or beach? I'll take you anywhere you'd like to go."
When my mother caught me staring at her naked tits, show over, she gave me a sheepish, little grin and pulled her nightgown top up and over them.
"I want you to take me to a nude beach," she said with a little laugh.
# # #
'What? A nude beach? With my mother? I don't believe where she wanted me to take her. Unable to wrap my head around it, I couldn't believe it. My mother wanted me to take her to a nude beach. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that she wanted to go to a nude beach with me,' I thought.
"Seriously, Mother," I said looking at her as if she had suddenly lost her mind? "In case you don't realize what a nude beach is, we'd be nude. We'd be naked," I said reiterating the point about our mutual nudity in case she didn't understand.
She laughed.
"I've been around long before you, Roger. I know what a nude beach is," she said with another dirty laugh. "After losing your father because of my unwillingness to try new, sexual things, it's time that I stepped out of my prudish box. Before I get too old and lose the body that I have, it's time that I stepped out of my comfort zone and embraced my new sexuality and flashed my naked body."
My cock was as big and as hard as it ever was while imagining walking the nude beach naked with my naked mother by my side.
"When would you like to go, Mother," I asked?
Figuring she wouldn't have a date in mind but would arbitrarily say sometime next year, she surprised me by what she said.
"Unless you already have plans, we can go tomorrow," she said. "Let's go tomorrow. I'm eager to start my new, sexual life without your father's judgement making me feel guilty."
I looked at her while imagining her naked.
"Tomorrow," I said with a gulp? "Mother, are you sure?"
She laughed.
"Yes, I'm sure. As if you're my protector, knowing that you won't allow anyone to take sexual advantage of me. I feel comfortable with you knowing that you won't take sexual advantage of me either," she said.
# # #
Stunned, I couldn't believe my mother wanted me to take her to a nude beach tomorrow.
"Are you sure mother," I asked her again while expecting her to reconsider the ramifications of us being naked together? "Once we're there walking the beach naked, they'll be no turning back. You may regret your decision to go to a nude beach. I'll be seeing you completely naked, Mother," I said figuring that she'd change her mind.
She laughed and then what she said sexually excited me as much as it sexually surprised me.
"I know," she said looking up at me with a sexy grin and a naughty look. "I want you to see me naked," she said giving me another sexy smile and another naughty look.
Imagining her walking the length of the beach while walking beside me naked I looked at her as if she was already naked.
"Once I see you naked, I may want to touch you and feel you," I said pushing my luck by testing the water while hoping that she'd allow me to touch and feel her naked body.
She laughed.
"Once I see you naked, I may want to touch you and feel you, too," she said with another sexy grin and a naughty smile.
I looked at as if I was having a sexual fantasy and imagining this bizarre conversation.
'My mother wanted me to take her to a nude beach. She wanted me to see her naked,' I thought. 'I couldn't believe my mother wanted me to see her naked.'
"And I'd be naked, too, Mother," I said reminding her that I'd be naked. "You'd be seeing me naked, too."
She laughed again.
"I know. I understand the concept of a nude beach," she said with another laugh. "As much as I want you to see me naked, I want to see you naked, too," she said giving me another sexy grin and another naughty look.
'If it wasn't enough that my mother wanted me to see her naked, she wanted me to see her naked, too. As much as I couldn't believe that my mother wanted me to see her naked, I couldn't believe that she wanted to see me naked, too,' I thought.
I nodded my head.
"Okay. Tomorrow we'll go to a nude beach. I know the one you mentioned in Truro on Cape Cod. Having been there with my friends a few years ago, I must warn you, though, they'll be more men than there will be women. Many of the men will be gay. The other men will be old, fat men, and perverted. They'll follow us while ogling your naked body and may even masturbate in front of you while hoping that you'll have sex with them," I said.
She nodded her head and made a face.
"I know and that's okay. I'll have you there to protect me. Besides, I wouldn't have sex with anyone but with you."
She shocked me.
'What? What did my mother just say? She wouldn't have sex with anyone but with me? I couldn't believe it. My mother wanted to see me naked. She wanted to have sex with me, and with no one else but me,' I thought while growing even more sexually excited.
# # #
"It's about time that I did something fun," she said. She looked at me and asked, "What's wrong? Don't you want to go to a nude beach with your mother? It will be fun," she said with a yet another dirty laugh.
She looked at me in the way that my father must have looked at her.



"Don't you want to see me naked," she asked while cupping her naked breasts in her hands and lifting them as if offering me to touch them and suck them.
She fingered her nipples and then, surprising me yet again, she lifted her breasts to her mouth and sucked her nipples.
"Don't you want me to see you naked? When we submerge ourselves in the water, I'll allow you to touch and feel my naked body wherever you want," she said with a sexy laugh and a naughty look
I shrugged.
"It's not that, Mother. It's a big adjustment and a total turn around. You expect me to go from never even seeing your bra strap to seeing you totally naked," I said.
She laughed.
"Well, you told me that you'd do anything, anything to ease me through my sadness and help me to get some sleep. Besides, you told me that you have already seen my naked ass, my naked tits, and my naked pussy," she said with a dirty laugh. "Now that you've already seen all of my naked body, what's the big deal?"
She fell silent as if she was thinking.
"I'll tell you what, before we go to the trouble of going to a nude beach, let's get his naked business out of the way right now, shall we?
Then, never expecting her to say what she said next, she sexually shocked me.
"Show me your cock, Roger. I want to see your naked prick," she said. "Show Mommy your naked penis," she said with a dirty laugh.
Feeling pressured to show my mother my naked prick, calling my bluff and expecting me to expose myself to her, I looked at her horrified.
"I can't," I said shaking my head.
She made a face.
"You can't or you won't?" She looked at me as if she really wanted to see my naked prick and was disappointed that I refused to show her my naked cock. "Why not?"
I could feel myself turning red again.
"I have an erection," I said feeling myself turning a bright red again.
She laughed.
"That's even more reason why I'd want to see your naked prick. Show me. Show me your cock," she said. "I want to see my son's erection."
Now, as if I was the morally modest one, the sexual prude, and my mother was the pervert, I couldn't believe she asked to see my naked, erect prick. My mother wanted to see my naked prick. I couldn't believe it.
"I'll tell you what. If it will make you feel more comfortable with your nudity, I'll get naked if you get naked," she said flinging back the covers.
She sat up in bed, reached down to her hem and lifted her nightgown up and over her head. Just like that, she was naked. My mother was naked. The first time seeing her naked body, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother naked.
I stared at her beautiful, naked breasts. They were so full and shapely. I wanted to touch them. I wanted to feel them. I wanted to fondle them and suck them.
I stared at her pink, erect nipples. They were so big. I wanted to finger them. I wanted to pull, turn, and twist them.
I stared at her naked pussy. I wanted to finger her pussy while rubbing her clit. I wanted to finger fuck her pussy while masturbating her. I wanted to lick her pussy and give her sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I wanted to fuck her. For the first time, I wanted to fuck my mother.
I stared at all that I could see of the sides of her naked ass. After having already seen my mother's naked ass, she had a beautiful and perfectly shaped ass. She had a better ass and a better body than all of my friends' mothers. I wondered, if she'd allow me to photograph and video her while walking the nude beach. Not believing that I accompanied my mother to nude beach, making them all jealous, I'd love to show my friends what my mother looked like naked.
"Your turn," she said. "Take off your pajama bottoms and show me your prick. I want to see my son's cock."
# # #
Without standing, I slowly removed my pajama bottoms under the watchful eye of my mother while still in bed. Doing a double take, as soon as my naked dick was exposed, she watched my stiff prick spring to life. As if she had never seen a naked prick before, she stared at my naked cock with her mouth open. Then, surprising me, while wondering what she was doing or was about to do, she scooted down the bed for a closer look of my erect penis.
"My God, Roger. It's so big. Your prick is twice the size of your father's prick," she said looking up at me and staring back down at my erection again. "You have the biggest penis that I've ever seen."
In the way that she stared at my naked cock, again, as if she had never seen a naked cock before, she was embarrassing me.
"How big is it," she asked?
Embarrassed to tell her, I told her anyway.
"The last time I measured, it was 9 1/2", I said.
I couldn't believe the way that my mother was staring at it.
"May I touch it," she asked looking up at me?
'My mother not only stared at my erect, naked prick but also, she wanted to touch my erect, naked prick,' I thought.
"Yes," I said which was all that I could say.
She reached out her index finger and touched my prick with one, manicured finger. Then, surprising me, she took me in her warm, soft hand and wrapped her manicured fingers around my engorged penis. Ever so slowly and delicately, while staring up at me, as if my penis was going to break, she slowly stroked me. My mother was giving me a hand job. I couldn't believe my mother was giving me a slow hand job.
Not done shocking me, I couldn't believe what she asked me next. As if I had imagined her asking me the question, I couldn't believe what she asked. With all of this so surreal, I felt as if I was dreaming this.
"I'm embarrassed to say and, no doubt, one of the reasons why your father left me," she said pausing. "I've never given your father a blowjob. I've never sucked his cock. I've never had anyone's stiff prick in my mouth," she said looking up at me with shame. "I've never tasted cum."
I looked at her shocked. Nearly every woman today sucks cock. Every woman allows men to cum in their mouths. As much as most men are whore mongers, most women are whores.
'What? My mother has never had anyone's stiff prick in her mouth. She never gave my father a blowjob. She never sucked his prick. No wonder why he left her. Of course, it all makes sense. The first, young woman who blew him and allowed him to cum in her mouth was enough to turn his head and encouraged him to leave my mother,' I thought.
# # #
Then, what she said next stunned me.
"Something that a mother should never ask of her son but, may I take you in my mouth, Roger," she asked? "May I suck you? I'd like to know what it feels like to have a prick in my mouth. I'd like to know what it feels like to blow a man. I'd love to know what it feels like for a man to cum in my mouth. I'd like to know what cum tastes like," she said.
'What is happening,' I thought? 'After never saying anything that was sexually inappropriate, after never talking dirty to me, my mother wanted to take my erect prick in her mouth. She wanted to suck me. She wanted to blow me. She wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to taste my cum.'
I looked at her still staring at my throbbing prick.
"Please do, Mother," I said.
Before taking my prick in her mouth, she leaned forward to kiss my cock while licking. Then, taking me in her mouth while staring up at me, she was sucking me. My mother was blowing me while stroking me. Something that I never dreamed would ever happen, I couldn't believe she was giving me oral sex.
If only out of habit, I put a gentle hand to the back of my mother's, pretty head. I gently humped her mouth, and slowly fucked her face. Before she changed her mind about blowing me, holding her head in place, I was determined to cum in her beautiful mouth. Further, I was determined to cum all over her pretty face and across her big, naked breasts. I wanted to be the one to give my mother her first cum bath.
Not taking very long, disappointed that I didn't last longer, catching her off-guard by the look on her face, I exploded a huge load of cum in my mother's beautiful mouth. I attributed me cumming so fast was due to my mother's thick lips. She had beautiful, full lips of a fashion model who did lipstick commercials. She had blowjob lips. Instead of being thin lipped, she had the type of lips that I could really feel her sucking me.
Then, surprising her again, as soon as she released my prick from her lips, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. I literally gave my MILF of a mother a cum bath. Dripping from her eyebrows, her lips, her nose, her chin, and her breasts, my mother had cum dripping from everywhere.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Roger," she said while laughing and while wiping cum from her face and her breasts with a hand towel that she kept by the bed. "Where did all that cum come from? Your father never had that much cum when he ejaculated all over my hand. After gushing a volcano of cum in my mouth, you gushed a second gush of cum all over my face and across my naked tits," she said laughing while looking down at herself.
I stared down at her naked pussy.
"Now that you've given oral sex, may I return the favor," I asked?
She laughed.
"I thought you'd never ask," she said. "Yes, you may. Please eat me. Please eat your mother's pussy," she said while laughing. "I want to feel you licking and fingering my wet, cunt."
I scooted down the bed and made myself comfortable between my mother's shapely legs. I licked her while fingering her and while reaching up to feel and fondle her naked breasts. I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. In the way it didn't take me long to cum, it didn't take my mother long to cum either.
We rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, surprising me yet again, my mother mounted me. She reached down for my still erect prick to position it by her warm and wet pussy.
My mother gently and lovingly humped me while I gently and lovingly humped her. Then, humping her harder and humping her faster, our loved making turned to fucking. Something that I had never expected to happen when volunteering to sleep with my mother, I was fucking her and she was fucking me. Now, exploring more of our sexuality, I couldn't wait to take her to the nude beach tomorrow.
To be continued...
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Something that I never imagined she'd ask me to do, as shocking as it was sexually exciting, my 46-year-old mother, Laura, wanted me, her 24-year-old son, Roger, to take her to a nude beach.
'What? Seriously? My mother wanted me to take her to a nude beach,' I thought while stunned by her request.
When I offered to sleep with my mother in her bed to hold her, hug her, spoon her, and comfort her, it was a stretch of my overactive, sexual imagination to imagine that I'd ever see my mother naked. Then, surprising me, she wore a sexy, short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown to bed instead of sweatpants and a sweatshirt. I couldn't believe that I could nearly see my mother's entire naked body.
Then, from out of the clear blue, I couldn't believe it when she asked me to take her to a nude beach. My mother wanted to go to a nude beach with me. I'd be spending the better part of a day seeing my mother naked, and she'd be spending the better part of a day with seeing me naked, too.
"A nude beach?" I looked at her stunned. I couldn't believe she wanted me to take her to a nude beach. "Are you sure, Mom?"
As if she had ulterior motives and was planning something salaciously sexy, she gave me a sexy grin.
"Yes, I'm sure," she said showing me a look of sexual arousal as if she had ulterior motives. No doubt, if I took my mother to a nude beach, we'd be having sex. "I've been thinking about you taking me to a nude beach since your father walked out on me to be with that whore."
Feeling more than awkward going to a nude beach with my mother, I made a face of embarrassment. I couldn't believe my mother wanted to go to a nude beach with me. As much as I wanted to spend time with my naked mother, shocking me, I was uncomfortable with her request.
"I'm not sure if you know what a nude beach is, mother, but it's a beach where no one wears any clothes," I said with a sexually excited gulp. "Everyone on the beach and in the water are naked. I'll be seeing you naked and you'll be seeing me naked, too," I said making me hot and horny just thinking of seeing my mother naked and her seeing me naked, too. Just uttering the word naked in my mother's presence made me to strip myself naked and expose my naked cock to my mother.
She laughed and gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I know what a nude beach is, Roger," she said. Then, she said something that equally shocked me as her asking me to take her to a nude beach. "I want you to see me naked," she said giving me that sexy look again. Then, she looked at me as if she was undressing me with her eyes. "With your father the only man that I ever saw naked, I want to see you naked, too."
Doing a complete turnaround from prude to incestuous whore, my mother wanted me to see her naked. She wanted to see me naked, too. Something I never imagined happening when my father packed his things and left, I couldn't believe my mother wanted me to see her naked and wanted to see me naked, too. Something that I never imagined happening when I volunteered to sleep with my mother in her bed, I couldn't believe that not only was I going to see my mother naked but also, she was going to see me naked, too.
# # #
This is a true story of what happened between a mother and her son 25-years-ago. Roger was 24-years-old and his mother, Laura, was 46-year-old. Shocking him and sexually exciting him, if it wasn't enough that she asked him to sleep with her in her bed, she asked him to take her to a nude beach. Now, with him 49-years-old and him married with children, his mother is 71-years-old. A lifetime, sexual commitment, whenever the mood struck, mother and son still occasionally had sex.
He makes out with her while stripping her naked and touching her and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. He fingers her pussy while licking her pussy and she strokes him while sucking him. Then, she mounts him and they make slow, sweet, passionate love until their love making turned to fucking. He fucked his mother and she fucked him.
Roger has been fucking his mother for 25-years since his father left her for a young whore half his age. If Roger's wife knew that he had been having sex with his mother for two and a half decades, she'd divorce him. Not that would matter to his wife, sex between the two was more loving than it was incestuously sexual. An unusual incestuous, love story, he loved his mother and she loved her son.
"I love you, Mommy," said Roger passionately kissing his mother.
"I love you, Roger," said Laura Passionately kissing her son.
# # #
Sleeping with my Mother, Chapter 2
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 1
"It's about time that I did something fun," said Laura with enthusiasm. "I'm tired of being the mature adult. I'm tired of having to control my sexual urges. I'm tired of men having all the sexual fun," she said. "It's not fair," she said stomping her foot. "It's not fair being a woman in a man's world."
She looked at me if I wasn't one of the men that she referred to as having all the sexual fun when I surely wasn't. I was nothing like my father sleeping with a woman more than half his age. Instead, shocking me, she looked at me as if I was there for her sexual pleasure. Undressing me with her eyes, making me feel uncomfortable and embarrassing me, she said something that I never expected to hear from his mother's lips.
"Let's get naked, shall we?"
'What? My mother wanted us to get naked. With me in her bedroom and lying on her bed, there to comfort her so that she'd finally get some sleep, changing the sexual dynamics from loving to forbidden, my mother wanted to get naked. Shocking me and catching me by surprise, when I showed my uncomfortableness for her enthusiasm to get naked in front of me, my mother looked at me and asked.'
"What's wrong? Don't you want to go to a nude beach with your mother? Don't you want to see your mother naked," she asked with a dirty laugh while looking up at me with sexual arousal? "Are you embarrassed for me to see you without your clothes?"
Unable to answer her, I imagined her without her clothes. I remembered now what this was all about. She wanted me to take her to a nude beach. Thinking that she'd have some arbitrary date in mind, one day next summer perhaps, she wanted to go tomorrow, which was now today.
I forgot that I agreed to take my mother to a nude beach today. How could I forget such a thing? Yet, I really didn't believe that she'd really go through with it and want me to take her to a nude beach. I didn't think that she wanted me to see her naked and wanted me to see her naked.
"Don't you want me to see you naked," she asked again while sliding a slow tongue across her full lips? "C'mon, it will be fun," she said with a yet another dirty laugh. "Let's do something daring. Let's be sexually adventurous. I dare you to get naked with me. I double dare you to take me to a nude beach."
She looked at me in the way that my father must have looked at her when he asked her to go with him to a nude beach multiple times and she refused to go with him to a nude beach multiple times. Now, after my father left her for a woman more than half his age, seeing the error of her ways, no longer wanting to be deemed a sexual prude, she wanted to have some sexy, naked fun. She wanted to try new, and adventurous, sexual things with the new man in her life, and that new man was me, her son.
# # #
Not normal behavior, my mother, Laura, clarified her willingness to get naked in front of me. The first-time showing me her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy, she wanted me to realize that her nudity wasn't spiteful or vindictive to get back at my father but was willingly consensual. She wanted to get naked and she wanted me to get naked with her, too.
She wanted me to realize that her nudity was part of her embracing her new sexual lifestyle, a sexual lifestyle without embarrassment and shame. She wanted me to know that her new lifestyle not only included nudity but also sex. Whether I wanted to go along with her or not, either way, she was ready to go on her sexual journey without me and cross into whoredom alone. Fearing for her wellbeing, I couldn't allow her to go without me by her side protecting her.
Afraid for my mother's safety, I couldn't allow her to go on her sexual journey alone. Fearing that she'd be attacked, drugged, raped, kidnapped, and/or turned into a sexual slave, I needed to be by her side to protect her. Besides, if she was going to have sex with anyone, she was going to have sex with me, her admiring son. After all of this sexual teasing and erotic foreplay, enough of the sexual teasing, it was about time that we had sex, incestuous sex.
"Well, after your father left, and I was so depressed, you told me that you'd do anything, anything to ease me through my sadness, my suffering sorrow, my constant pain, and to help me to get some sleep," she said
Calling me on my promise to sleep with her but I never promised that I'd have sex with her.
"Do you remember saying that? Besides, you confessed that you've already seen my naked ass, my naked tits, and my naked pussy," she said with a dirty laugh and an unembarrassed shrug while staring at me.
Seemingly afraid that I wouldn't accompany her to a nude beach, when I was eager to go, she continued trying to convince me to take her to a nude beach.
"Since, you've already seen all of my naked body, what's the big deal about seeing me naked again now," she asked while giving me another naughty look?
Studying me, she fell silent as if she was thinking. If it wasn't enough that I agreed to sleep with her in her bed to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her, stuck between rock and a hard place, my mother wanted me to take her to a nude beach. She wanted me to see her without her clothes. She wanted to see me naked. No doubt, not stopping with just nudity, she wanted to have sex with me in front of a small gathering of horny and sexually perverted men on the beach.
Embarrassed yet, sexually excited for everyone to see my mother naked, I couldn't imagine walking along a nude beach with my naked mother. I couldn't imagine finding some private place to have sex without a crowd of men watching us. I couldn't imagine having incestuous sex with my mother, especially under the watchful eye of a small gathering of men standing around us while watching us having sex and masturbating themselves.
I couldn't imagine touching her and feeling her while making out with her. I couldn't imagine her touching me and feeling me while making out with me. She was my mother and not some whore. Yet, never have I been as sexually excited as I was now.
# # #
"I'll tell you what, before we go through the trouble of going to a nude beach, let's get his naked business out of the way right now, shall we?"
Then, never expecting her to say what she said next, she sexually shocked me.
"Since I've already shown you my naked body, my naked ass, my naked pussy, and my naked tits, show me your cock, Roger," she said with a look of sexual arousal. "I want to see your naked prick," she said. "Show Mommy your naked penis, Roger," she said with a dirty laugh. "Come on. Don't be shy. I want to see my baby's prick."
Feeling pressured to show my mother my naked prick, calling my bluff, and expecting me to expose myself to her, I looked at her horrified. I couldn't believe my mother wanted me to expose myself to her. I couldn't believe she asked to see and wanted to see what she shouldn't see of me, my naked cock. It was one thing to see my mother naked but it was something else for her to want to see me naked, too.
"I can't," I said shaking my head.
'It doesn't work that way,' I thought to myself. 'I just can't strip myself naked in front of my mother. I needed to be in the mood. I needed to be sexually excited. I needed to be horny enough to want to expose myself to my mother.
She made a face.
"You can't show me your prick or you won't show me your prick?"
She looked at me with disappointment that I refused to show her my naked prick. She looked at me as if she really wanted to see my naked cock. She looked at me in the way that I looked at her when hoping to see her naked ass, her naked tits, and/or her naked pussy. Something I thought that I'd never feel, my mother was embarrassing me while sexually exciting me at the same time.
"Why not?"
I could feel myself turning red again. Actually, and oddly enough, an immediate response, as soon as she asked to see my naked prick, I was in the mood to show her my naked cock. I wanted to expose myself to my mother. Sexually convoluted, as soon as she asked to see my naked cock, something that I've never had before from being sexually excited over my mother, I had an erection.
I wanted my mother to take my erect cock in her soft, warm hand and stroke me. I wanted her to take me in her warm mouth and suck me. I wanted her to take me in her wet pussy and fuck me.
"I have an erection," I said embarrassed and feeling like a pervert for suddenly being sexually attracted to my mother.
'How dare I be sexually attracted to her? What's wrong with me to be sexually attracted to my mother. Regardless that she asked to see my naked cock, how dare I want to expose my naked prick to my mother and show her my naked prick? What's wrong with me to want to expose my naked prick to her?
This is my mother and not some whore. I'm her son and not some player. It's one thing to sleep in the same bed with her to comfort her so that she'd finally get some sleep but it's another thing to see one another naked. We can't have sex, we just can't.
My mother stunned me and shocked me when she wanted to see my naked cock. I couldn't believe that she wanted to see my naked prick. I felt myself turning a bright, red again. My pulse raced and my heart beat faster over the anticipation of showing my mother what she had lovingly and longingly asked to see. With my father gone and never returning, as strange as it was sexually exciting, clearly, she looked to me to take his place.
She laughed. Her laugh got my attention how ridiculous I was being in not showing her my naked prick. Suddenly, as if our roles were reversed, I was the modest one. I was the sexual prude. Just as she had disappointed my father when refusing to give him sex, I was disappointing my mother by not agreeing to show her my naked prick and possibly give her sex.
"That's even more reason why I'd want to see your naked prick," she said laughing. "Show me. Show me your cock, Roger," she said. "I want to see my son's erection. I haven't seen a nicked penis since your father left me for that whore."
# # #
Now, with our roles reversed, as if I was the morally modest one, the sexual prude, and my mother was the pervert, I couldn't believe she asked to see my naked, erect prick. My mother wanted to see my naked cock. I couldn't believe it. I was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited to accommodate her and show her what she asked to see. Only, I was uncomfortable starting something that I may not be able to finish.
I feared what would happen next if I accommodated her by showing her my naked prick. Would she reach out and touch me? Would she fondle my prick while stroking me? Would she move to her knees, take me in her mouth, and stroke me while sucking me? Would she spread her shapely legs and make love to me before fucking me? Would my loving mother dare to have forbidden sex with me, her loving son?
Never have I ever thought about exposing myself to my mother. Never have I ever thought about deliberately showing her my naked prick. This is my mother and not my father's whore. How can I show her what she shouldn't see of me? Then, overwhelmed with horniness and sexual excitement, a complete, sexual turnaround, after she asked to see my naked prick, I was eager to show my mother my naked prick. Now, I wanted her to see my naked, erect cock.
"I'll tell you what," she said determined to see my naked dick. "If it will make you feel more comfortable with your nudity, I'll get naked if you get naked," she said flinging back the covers of her king-sized bed. "I'll show you my naked body if you show me your naked body," she said with a sexy laugh.
I couldn't believe my mother was about to get naked in front of me to encourage me to get naked in front of her, too. I watched her as she sat up in bed, reached down for the hem of her nightgown and, without a second thought, she lifted her nightgown up and over her head. Just like that, before I could say my mother is naked, my mother was naked.
Never expecting her to get naked when I agreed to sleep with her in her bed, I couldn't believe my eyes that my mother was naked. Hard for me to wrap my head around, my MILF of a mother was naked. The first time seeing her naked body up close, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother naked.
It's one thing to see a naked woman but it's something else entirely to see one's own mother naked. I never thought that innocently sleeping in my mother's bed to give her comfort and allow her to get a good night's sleep, would lead to her stripping herself naked in front of me. A reluctant pawn, I was only here to help her get some sleep. Clearly, it seemed that sleep wasn't want my mother wanted. She wanted was sex. She wanted me to fuck her.
# # #
With my eyes bugging out of my head, I stared at her beautiful naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before. Yet, these naked breasts weren't just anyone's naked breasts. These were my mother's naked breasts. As shocked as I was sexually excited to see her big, shapely, natural breasts, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's naked tits. I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother's naked breasts for the rest of my life.
'I can't believe I'm seeing my mother's tits,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's freely, willing, voluntarily, and consensually showing me her naked tits. Abandoning all of her sexual phobias, going from prude to slut, it's like she's turned into an incestuous whore overnight.'
Her breasts were so full and so shapely. For a mature woman, they hardly sagged at all. She had the breasts of a 36-year-old woman instead of a 46-year-old woman. Difficult to control myself from touching her big tits, I wanted to touch them. I wanted to feel them. I wanted to fondle them. I wanted to have my wicked, sexual way with my mother's big, naked tits while having incestuous sex with her.
I stared at her pink, erect nipples. As soon as I saw her naked, erect nipples, my mouth moved in the way of a goldfish looking for food. They were so big. I wanted to finger them. I wanted to pull them, turn them, and twist them. I wanted to suck them. As if I was her baby boy again suckling at her breasts, I wanted to suck my mother's nipples.
Something that I couldn't believe that I was seeing, I stared at her brown, trimmed, naked pussy. I wanted to finger her pussy while rubbing her clit. I wanted to finger fuck her pussy while masturbating her. I wanted to lick her pussy and give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers and my tongue.
Not stopping there, I wanted to make slow and sweet, passionate love to my mother. I wanted to fuck her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. For the first time in my life, never wanting to have sex with her before, I wanted to fuck my mother. I couldn't believe that I had capitulated to my mother's sexual desire. I couldn't believe that I wanted to have passionate sex with my mother.
I stared at all that I could see of the sides of her naked ass. After having already seen my mother's shapely, naked ass, she had a beautiful and perfectly formed ass. She had a better ass and a better body than all of my friends' mothers. Suddenly, making them all jealous and sexually wanting her, I wished that all of my friends could see my mother naked. Otherwise, they'd never believe that I not only saw her naked but also that I had sex with her, too.



I wondered, if she'd allow me to photograph and video her while walking along the nude beach. Not believing that she invited me to accompany her to nude beach, making them all jealous, I'd love to show my friends proof that I went to a nude beach with my MILF of a mother. Never believing how sexy and how shapely she is, I'd love to show them what my mother looked like naked.
# # #
"Don't you like seeing me naked," she asked while sexually teasing me by cupping her naked breasts in the palms of her hands.
She lifted them as if offering me to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them? Then, looking up at me and continuing to sexually tease me, she fingered her erect nipples while watching me staring at all that she was showing and all that she was sexually doing to her beautiful, naked body. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, she surprised me yet again.
She lifted her breasts to her mouth and sucked her nipples in the way that I wanted to suck her nipples. Never thinking that I'd ever see such a sexual display, while making my erect cock throb and pulsate, I watched my mother finger her nipples while sucking her nipples. My mother was sucking her nipples. I couldn't believe my mother was sucking her nipples while staring up at me and sexually teasing me.
She made me want to finger her nipples. She made me want to suck her nipples. She made me want to put my stiff prick in her warm, wet mouth and have her blow me. I'd love nothing more than to cum in my mother's mouth and all over her pretty face.
"Don't you like seeing Mommy naked, Roger," she asked me again while continuing to sexually tease me? "Don't you like my naked body?"
Making sure that I saw her entire breasts, as if she was a model posing naked for an artist, she slowly and seductively turned one way before turning the other way. I couldn't wait to touch my mother's tits. I couldn't to feel them and to fuck her long, sexy line of cleavage with my cock. I'd love to cum all over my mother's big, naked breasts. Promising me sex, she painted me an incestuous picture of what I could expect her to do with me on a nude beach.
"When we submerge ourselves in the water at the nude beach, I'll allow you to touch and feel my naked body wherever you want," she said with a sexy laugh and a naughty look. "I'll even allow you to fuck me in the water. Would you like that, Roger? Would you like to fuck your mother in the water? No one will know that we're having sex," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
I shrugged.
"It's not that, Mother, and yes, I'd love to touch, feel and fondle your naked body everywhere. I'd love to fuck you in the water, too. It's just a big adjustment and a total turn around. You expect me to go from never even seeing your bra strap to seeing you totally naked," I said. "I never expected to see you naked, mother. I just wanted to help you through your loneliness by sleeping with you so that you'd finally get some sleep."
She laughed.
"Well, you're seeing much more of me than just my bra strap now," she said with a dirty laugh. "Clearly, sleep is not what I wanted. Sex is what I needed," she said looking down at her naked breasts before looking up at me with embarrassment and a face full of sexual arousal. "Tell me," she said looking down at her naked tits again. "What do you think of my tits," she asked while fondling her naked breasts? "Do you like my naked tits?"
As if my mother loved her naked breasts, she stared down at her naked breasts again before staring up at me.
"I love my tits," she said staring down at her naked breasts again before looking up at me again. "I'm so glad that I have large breasts. I couldn't imagine only having an A cup or B cup breasts. A C cup is the perfect size breasts. They're not too big and they're not too small. They're just right.
Filling my eyes with her naked breasts, something that I'll never forget and will masturbate over for the rest of my life, while continually staring at her naked tits, I told her what I thought of her naked tits.
"I love your naked breasts. You have amazing breasts, mother," I said. "You have the best breasts I've ever seen. Your breasts rival any Playboy Playmate model half your age."
She looked down at her naked breasts again before looking up at me?
"Thank you, Roger. Touch them. I love the feel of a man's hand holding my breasts. Feel my naked tits. I want you to fondle them. I love having my tits touched and fondled," she said.
I touched my mother's tits. I felt her tits while fondling her breasts.
"Suck my tits, Roger. Suck Mommy's tits. I want you to suck my nipples. Suck my nipples, Roger. I love having my nipples sucked. Sucking my nipples makes me so wet," she said. "Go ahead. Don't be shy. Something I never expected to hear coming from my mother's lips, as if I was your girlfriend or your love instead of your mother, I want you to have your wicked, sexual way with my tits and nipples," she said.
Not having to ask me twice, I was all over my mother's naked breasts with my horny hands. Touching them, I felt them, and fondled them before leaning in to suck them. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my mother's naked breasts, I couldn't believe that she allowed me to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while sucking her erect nipples.
# # #
"Your turn," she said. "Take off your pajama bottoms and show me your prick. I want to see your cock. I want to see my son's erection."
Without standing, as embarrassed as I was sexually excited, obediently obeying my mother, I slowly slid my pajama bottoms down and removed them under her watchful eye while still in her bed. Doing a double take, as soon as my naked dick was exposed, she watched my stiff prick spring to life. As if she had never seen a naked prick before, she stared at my naked cock with her mouth gaping open.
With her mouth dangling open and her eyes bugging out of her head, I so wanted put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head and fill her opened mouth with my cock. I so wanted to hump her mouth and fuck her face before ejaculating a load of cum in her beautiful mouth. I wondered what she'd do if I stuck my erect prick in her mouth and forced her to blow me. Then, surprising me, while wondering what she was doing or was about to do, she scooted down the bed for a closer look of my erect penis.
"My God, Roger. It's so big. It's so long and it's so thick. Your cock would totally fill my pussy," she said with a dirty laugh. "Your erect prick is twice the size of your father's erect prick," she said looking up at me and staring back down at my erection again. "Other than some naked photos that I've seen of naked, black athletes, you have the biggest penis that I've ever seen."
In the way that she stared at my naked cock, again, as if she had never seen a naked cock before, she sexually excited me. I couldn't believe I had exposed myself to my mother. Instead of looking away, she continued staring at my throbbing cock.
"How big is it," she asked while knowing that all men measure their pricks, a source of honor and pride, especially when they have a big dick?
Embarrassed to tell her, I told her anyway.
"The last time I measured, it was 9 ½", I said.
I couldn't believe the way that my mother was staring at it. She stared at my naked cock in the way that I stared at her naked tits. Clearly, she wanted to do more than just look at it. She wanted to touch it, stroke it, and, hopefully suck it and fuck it. Then, she took the next sexual step by asking the question that I hoped she'd ask.
"May I touch it," she asked looking up at me?
'My mother not only stared at my erect, naked prick but also, she wanted to touch my erect, naked prick,' I thought.
"Yes," I said which was all that I could say.
As if it was going to bite her, she reached out her index finger and touched my prick with one, manicured finger. Then, surprising me, she took me in her soft, warm hand and wrapped her manicured fingers around my engorged penis while smiling at me and looking up at me. Ever so slowly and delicately, while staring up at me, as if my penis was going to break, she slowly stroked me.
Something that I never had expected her to do when I volunteered to sleep with her in her bed, my mother was giving me a hand job. I couldn't believe my mother was giving me a slow, hand job. Clearly, I was hoping to help my mother get some rest and she was hoping that I'd give her sex.
Not done shocking me, I couldn't believe what she said next. As if I had imagined her asking me the question, I couldn't believe what she asked next. With all of this so surreal, I felt as if I was dreaming this.
"I'm embarrassed to say and, no doubt, one of the reasons why your father left me," she said pausing while looking ashamed. "I've never given your father a blowjob. I've never sucked his cock. I've never had his prick in my mouth. Believe me or not, but I've never had anyone's stiff prick in my mouth," she said looking up at me with shame. "I've never tasted cum," she said slowly shaking her head.
I looked at her shocked. Nearly every woman that I know sucks cock. Nearly every woman that I know allows men to cum in their mouths. As much as most men are whore mongers, most women are whores. Nearly all women, one time or another, are cocksuckers.
'What? My mother has never had anyone's stiff prick in her mouth. I couldn't believe it. She never gave my father a blowjob. She never sucked his prick. No wonder why he left her. Of course, it all makes sense now. The first, young woman who blew him and allowed him to cum in her mouth was enough to turn his head and encouraged him to leave my mother,' I thought.
# # #
Then, what she said next stunned me.
"Something that a mother should never ask of her son but, may I take you in my mouth, Roger," she asked? "May I suck you? I'd like to know what it feels like to have an erect prick in my mouth. I'd like to know what it feels like to blow a man. I'd like to know what it feels like to stroke you while sucking you. I'd love to know what it feels like for a man to cum in my mouth. I'd like to know what cum tastes like," she said rattling off all that she wanted to do to my naked prick.
'What is happening? Am I dreaming,' I thought? 'After never saying anything that was sexually inappropriate to my mother, after never talking dirty to me, my mother wanted to take my erect prick in her mouth. She wanted to suck me. She wanted to blow me. She wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to taste my cum. I don't believe it. I just don't believe it.'
I looked at her still staring at my throbbing prick.
"Please do, Mother," I said. "Please take me in your mouth. Please suck me. Please blow me. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said tracing her full lips with my slow finger.
Before taking my prick in her mouth, she took my finger in her mouth and sucked my finger as if she was sucking my cock. She leaned forward to kiss my cock while licking my cock. I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother was kissing my naked cock while licking my cock.
Then, taking me in her mouth while staring up at me, she started sucking me as if she was a professional cocksucker. Continuing to stare up at me, my mother was blowing me while stroking me. Something that I never dreamed would ever happen, I couldn't believe she was giving me oral sex.
If only out of habit, I put a gentle hand to the back of my mother's, pretty head. I gently humped her mouth, and slowly fucked her face. Then, thinking fast, before she changed her mind about blowing me, holding her head in place, I humped her mouth faster. I humped her mouth harder. I needed to cum in my mother's mouth.
I was determined to cum in her beautiful mouth. Further, as soon as she released my stiff prick from her lips, I was determined to cum all over her pretty face and across her big, naked breasts. I couldn't wait to cum for my mother. I wanted to be the first man to give my mother her first cum bath.
Not taking very long, disappointed that I didn't last longer, catching her off-guard by the surprised look on her face, I exploded a huge load of cum in my mother's beautiful mouth. I attributed my cumming so fast was due to my mother's thick lips. She had beautiful, full lips of a fashion model who did lipstick commercials. She had blowjob lips. Instead of being thin lipped, she had the type of lips that I could really feel her sucking me.
Then, surprising her again, as soon as she released my prick from her lips, as I expected I would, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face and across her big, naked breasts. I literally gave my MILF of a mother a cum bath. Dripping from her eyebrows, her lips, her nose, her chin, and her breasts, my mother had cum dripping from everywhere.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Roger," she said while laughing and wiping cum from her face and her breasts with a hand towel that she kept by the bed. "Where did all that cum come from? Your father never had that much cum when he ejaculated all over my hand. After exploding a volcano of cum in my mouth, you ejaculated a second gush of cum all over my face, and across my naked tits," she said laughing while looking down at herself.
I stared down at her naked pussy. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's naked cunt. I couldn't wait to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. I couldn't wait to masturbate my mother. I couldn't wait to eat her. I couldn't wait to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers and with my tongue.
"Now that you've given oral sex, may I return the favor," I asked?
She laughed.
"I thought you'd never ask," she said. "Yes, you may. Please eat me. Please eat your mother's pussy, Roger," she said while laughing. "Make me cum. I need to cum. I want to feel you licking and fingering my wet, pussy."
I scooted down the bed and made myself comfortable between my mother's shapely legs. I licked her while fingering her and while reaching up to feel and fondle her naked breasts. I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples while eating my mother. In the way it didn't take me long to cum, it didn't take her long to cum either. Humping my mouth with her hips, she had an explosive, sexual orgasm.
"Roger! Oh, my God, Roger, please don't stop. I'm cumming. Mommy is coming. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming, Roger. I'm cumming," she said collapsing in the softness of her bed. "Eat me, Roger. Eat me. Eat my pussy. Eat your mother's cunt."
We rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, surprising me yet again, with her not nearly done having sex with my naked body, my mother mounted me. She reached down for my still erect prick to position it by her warm and wet pussy. Then, she inserted my erect cock in her warm, wet cunt.
My mother gently and lovingly humped me while I gently and lovingly humped her harder. Then, continuing to hump her faster and harder and humping her faster, our love making turned to fucking. Something that I had never expected to happen when volunteering to sleep with my mother, we were having sex. I was fucking her and she was fucking me. Now, ready for us to explore more of our sexuality, I couldn't wait to take her to the nude beach tomorrow.
# # #
Sleeping with my Mother, Chapter 2
Roger takes his mother to a nude beach
We parked the car in the beach parking lot. Not expecting there to be that many cars, the nude beach was an out of the way place on the Cape Cod, National Seashore in Truro, Massachusetts. Yet, a good day for the beach, there were dozens of parked cars, coming and going, too many to count.
Naked people were everywhere. Naked people were continually streaming by us. Mostly old, fat men, and plenty of gay men, many had bodies that you'd never want to see naked. As I had expected, there were very few women.
As if she had never seen a naked prick before, a real, sexual treat for her, my mother ogled all the naked cocks. No doubt after a steady diet of my father's prick for the past 25-years, chances are, his cock was the only naked prick that she ever saw. Yet, with my mother already grabbing all of the sexual attention, she was a genuine diamond here. A real, naked beauty, as soon as we alighted from the car and walked the length of the beach, a pack of men followed her wherever she went.
Something that I've never done before, a first time for everything, I was nervous walking with my mother on a nude beach. What if someone we know saw us? Talk about awkward, what would I say? What if someone we know recognized us? How embarrassing would that be walking naked with my naked mother on a nude beach? What would I say when I met them later on the street?
'Yeah, that was my mother,' I imagined saying. 'We always go to a nude beach together. Pardon? Have I had sex with my mother? No, certainty not. What are you crazy? Don't be ridiculous. Just because I've seen my mother naked, I'd never have sex with her. That's wrong. That's nasty. That's incestuous. That's forbidden."
No doubt protesting too much, they'd know by reading my lying face that I've been having incestuous sex with my mother and she had been having forbidden sex with me, her son.
"We're, um, nudists. Yeah, that's it. We love getting naked together,' I imagined saying in my feeble defense.
Yet, if we saw someone we knew, working both ways, perhaps, they'd be embarrassed, too. A place where many gay men meet, maybe they're where they shouldn't be. Maybe, they're a closet, gay man checking out other gay men. Maybe they are just a pervert hoping to see naked women. Yet, other than my mother, there weren't many naked women on this beach. The morbidly obese women weren't worth seeing.
I saw one woman who was walking with her adult daughter. With the mother in her 40's and the daughter in her 20's, they looked like twins. Instead of getting naked, they were a sheer, white, bathing suit that left nothing to the imagination. I could clearly see the outline, the shape, and the size of their naked breasts. I could see their brown, trimmed pussies and their ass cracks. Seeing them in the sexy and revealing bathing suits was more sexually exciting than seeing them naked.
# # #
"Let's undress in the car, shall we?" she asked. "Then, we can leave our valuables locked in the car and cover them beneath a blanket. All we need to take with us is a blanket, sunscreen, sunglasses, some water, and our naked selves," she said with a laugh.
A real erotic show, having never watched my mother undress, before I started stripping myself naked, not wanting to miss a thing, a rarity and a real sexual pleasure, I watched my mother undress. As if she was doing a striptease just for me, I watched her slowly and seductively unbutton her blouse and remove it. Sexually teasing me, while looking up at me, she unbuttoned one, slow button at a time while looking down to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button and looking up at me again.
For someone who was a prude, today she was my sexual seductress. She was my MILF of a naked mother. Once her blouse was unbuttoned, she slowly removed it to show me her big, white, lacy, and low-cut, sexy brassiere. I stared at my mother's long line of sexy cleavage and I stared at her bra before having the sexual confidence to reach out to feel her bra clad breasts through her bra.
"Don't be shy," she said with a sexy laugh. "Feel my tits through my bra. Go ahead," she said puffing out her chest. "I know you want to touch me," she said. "I want you to feel my tits."
Encouraged by my mother, I felt one, bra clad breast before feeling the other, bra clad breast. Barely fitting in the palms of my hands, her breasts were so big. Her breasts were soft yet firm.
Then, surely something that I'll masturbate over for the rest of my life, I watched her unbutton and unzip her short skirt and remove that, too. I never thought that I'd be sitting in the front seat of my car with my mother in her bra and panties. If only my father was here, he'd be pleased with my mother's sexual transformation. Sexier than seeing a naked woman, I love seeing a woman, especially my mother, in her bra and panties.



The men who walked by the car stared at my mother in her underwear. Who could blame them? If I was walking by a car and saw a woman as beautiful, as sexy, and as shapely as my mother sitting in the car in her bra and panties, I'd stare, too. I dare say that, even though my mother looked fantastic naked, she looked even better in her panties and bra.
Then, not shy, embarrassed, or ashamed, I watched her slowly and sexily remove her big, white brassiere. While looking over at me to make sure that I was watching. She lowered one bra strap before lowering the other. Then, leaning forward and reaching behind her, she unhooked her bra and allowed her bra to hang loose off her shoulders. Continuing to sexually tease me, she held her bra cups in place with her hands. Then, she slowly removed one bra cup before slowly removing the other bra cup.
She was topless. My MILF of a mother was topless. I couldn't believe my mother was sitting in the front seat of my car topless. Something else that my father always wanted her to do, my mother was finally topless in public and giving everyone a show of her naked tits. Whether old men or gay men, seemingly enjoying giving them a show of her naked breasts, she flashed her naked tits to all the men who passed by my car.
I watched as she lifted her shapely butt off the car seat to remove her panties. She was naked. My mother was sitting in my car naked. With all these people streaming by the car, mostly old, fat men, and gay men, no matter if they were straight or gay, they all looked at my naked mother. As if they had never seen a naked woman before, they all stared at all they could see of my naked mother. With her having fabulous breasts, they all stared at her naked tits.
# # #
"Your turn Roger. Get naked. Show all the gay men your big prick," she said with a dirty laugh. "It's a good thing you'll be walking with me, otherwise, they'd think that you were checking their packages out. With a cock that big," she said with a sexy laugh. "They'd think that you were gay, too."
Not having to ask me twice, going with the flow of being naked on a nude beach with my naked mother, I obediently obeyed my mother. Not shy or shamed, as if my clothes were on fire, I removed my shirt and my pants. Then, I removed my underwear.
I was naked, totally naked while sitting beside my naked mother in my hot car. Something that I never realized; it's one thing to be naked in public but it's freeing to be naked with your mother. Again, my father would have been proud. Uninhibited and unembarrassed, I couldn't believe that I was out in public naked and my mother was out in public and naked with me, too. Who would have thought just sleeping with my mother would lead to this.
Unlike many men who just wanted to fuck their mothers, I wanted to make love to my mother. Not interested in a slam bam, thank you ma'am, I wanted to spend time with her naked body. I always wanted to make out with her in my car while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes but it was way too hot to do that in the car. A first for everything, I never thought I'd sitting with my mother in my car with the both of us naked.
I sat with my her in the car for a few minutes before daring myself to venture outside without wearing any clothes. While we sat there watching the endless stream of naked people, there were a lot of strange looking people with odd looking bodies at the nude beach. If I had a body like some of these men, with not a discernible muscle on their whole body, with big beer bellies, and skinny legs and arms, and not a hair on their chest, I'd never go naked in public.
As we made fun of this one and we made fun of that one, she fondled my erect, naked prick, I fondled her big, naked tits, and pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. I couldn't believe that I was having my wicked, sexual way with my mother's naked tits and she was having her wicked, sexual way with my erect, naked prick. On the same sexual page, we seemingly both wanted the same sexual thing. She wanted to have forbidden sex with me as much as I wanted to have incestuous sex with her.
It was so sexually hot to not only see my mother's naked body but also for her to see my naked body, too. I was so hot to not only touch to feel my naked mother but also for her to touch and feel me, too. Never forgetting that I went to a nude beach with my MILF of a mother, I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life. I was glad that I brought my camera. I couldn't wait to show my friends topless and naked photos of my mother.
With a steady stream of men staring at us as they slowly walked by our car and gawked at our naked bodies, we ignored them. Then, we climbed out of the car, walked down to the beach, and spread our blanket on the soft, warm, white sand. I found some rocks and placed them on all four corners of the blanket so that our blanket wouldn't blow away. Then, we started slowly walking the length of the beach while a small crowd of admiring and horny men followed us.
Whether gay or straight, young or old, they all stared at my naked mother. Who wouldn't? She was beautiful. She was sexy and she was shapely. Yet, with her not having much competition, my mother had the best body on the beach, by far. Of course, the gay men, no doubt, wishing they could stroke it, suck it, and fuck it, stared at my oversized appendage.
# # #
I only saw nine other, naked women on the nude beach. Nearly every woman I saw was grossly overweight and with huge, naked breasts that hung down to their waists. I only saw one woman who wasn't morbidly obese. She was as tall as she was skinny and had no discernible tits, just nipples and was walking alone. Clearly, she was hoping that someone would pick her up. Yet, a paradise for gay and older men, the beach was crawling with horny men, old men.
With my mother the star of the nude beach, men followed us wherever we went.
"Let's sit here for a minute," she said stopping to sit behind a sand dune.
She looked up at me staring down at her. Never expecting her to ask me such a question, she asked me a question that floored me. If it wasn't enough that we went to a nude beach together and were both naked, I couldn't believe my mother was ready to do such a thing.
"Would you like to watch me masturbate myself? Your father always wanted me to masturbate myself on a nude beach while men watched me having a sexual orgasm, but I refused. I called him crazy. I called him a pervert. Now, giving you a sexy memory of me that you'd never forget, I'd like to do that for you. In the way that the thought of me masturbating myself in public would sexually excite you father, I figure the me masturbating in public would sexually excite you, too."
Without waiting for me to answer her, I watched her feeling her naked tits. I watched her fingering her erect nipples. I watched her rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. Indeed, for my sexual pleasure and for the sexual pleasure of others, my mother was finally masturbating herself in public on a nude beach.
# # #
It didn't take long for men to find us. Soon, surrounded by horny men, we had a small crowd of naked men watching my mother masturbate herself. Some men were stroking themselves to my mother finger fucking herself. Some men had already ejaculated in the soft, warm sand while watching my mother fondle her naked breasts, finger her erect nipples, rub her clit, and finger fuck her pussy.
One man, a good-looking man in his thirties, kneeled in front of my mother. With her not refusing his touch, he felt her naked tits and fingered her erect nipples. Surprising me, my mother reached out her hand and stroked his naked cock. Never expecting her to do such a thing, she masturbated him while he masturbated her.
I couldn't believe my mother was giving a stranger a hand job. I couldn't believe my mother was allowing a stranger to finger fuck her pussy. Then, when she leaned towards him, she took his stiff prick in her mouth while staring up at him and looking over at me. She was sucking him while stroking him. My mother was blowing him. No doubt, something else that my father wanted to watch her do, I couldn't believe that my prude, shy, and morally modest mother was giving this stranger a blowjob.
Going from a prude to a whore, I couldn't believe it. My mother was blowing a total stranger. Something she never did for my father; I couldn't believe she was giving a total stranger a blowjob. If only my father was here to watch her sexual display, he'd be as sexually excited as he'd be jealous. Watching her suck his prick made me want her to suck my prick, too.
Not stopping sucking him, seemingly determined for him to cum in her mouth, she stroked him faster. She stroked him harder. She sucked him deeper. Turning into quite the cocksucker, my mother gave him as good of a blowjob as she gave me. To be honest, I was proud of my mother for breaking out of her shell and finding her sexual self.
Clearly, with my mother so sexy, shapely, and beautiful, it didn't take him long to ejaculate in her mouth and all over her face. As soon as he did another man moved between her legs and fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. It didn't take my mother long to cum either. I watched the second stranger eat my mother's pussy while fingering her naked cunt. I couldn't believe she was allowing another total stranger to not only finger her pussy but also to lick her cunt.
"Oh, my God. Wait. Stop. What's your name?"
"Paul," he said.
"Okay, Paul," she said with a dirty laugh. "Please continue. Don't stop licking me, Paul. I'm cumming. Don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming, Paul. I'm cumming," she said while humping his mouth with her hips and running her fingers through his hair.
# # #
We walked to the water where my mother washed the cum from her body. Then, submerging herself, as promised, she allowed me to touch and feel her everywhere while fucking her. The first time fucking my mother and the first time fucking anyone in the water, a totally new, sexual experience, I fucked my mother in the water and she fucked me.
From there we walked the length of the beach and back to our towel. We rested there while watching humanity walked by us naked. The gay men stared at my naked cock and the old men stared at my mother's naked tits, naked ass, and naked pussy. The nude beach wasn't as fun not seeing naked women everywhere in the way that we saw naked men everywhere.
With the both of us having a good sexual time, I will never forget this day for the rest of my life. Then, shocking me, yet, again. My mother asked me something outrageous. She asked me the question that my father had asked her to do but she never wanted to participate in that type of lifestyle.
"Something that I've been thinking about and something that your father always wanted me to do, I'd like to swing with another couple. I'd like to know what it feels like to have sex with a woman after having sex with her man. Are you game?"
'Fuck yeah,' I thought.
Instead of calming my sexual excitement, she raised my sexual tension even higher. Not showing my horniness, I calmly answered my mother. If it wasn't enough that I was sleeping in my mother's bed, that we had incestuous sex, that I went to a nude beach with my mother, like father like son, I didn't want her to know that swinging was my sexual fantasy, too.
"Of course, mother. Whatever you'd like to do, I'll always be by your side."
I was glad that I liked to watch as much as I would, no doubt, enjoy participating in swinging sex with another compatible couple.
# # #
Swinging with my Mother
My mother wore an emerald green, long dress that was slit down to her navel and cut up nearly to her pussy. She wasn't wearing panties. She wasn't wearing a bra. Her only article of clothing was the emerald green dress.
She wore her high heels that made her 6'2" tall. When she walked, I could see her pussy. When she leaned, I could see her tits. She sat like lady until it was her time to flash. Dancing on the dance floor was certainly her time to flash her shaved pussy and to flash her C cup breasts.
Our first swingers' social dance, excited about participating in the swinging lifestyle, we arrived when the doors open at 8 pm sharp. Price of admittance was $50 a couple, $100 for single men, and unescorted women were free. There were very few people there. People didn't start arriving until 9 pm and more arrived at 10 pm. The final rush of people was at 11 pm, just before they closed the doors.
I didn't count the heads but there were about 400 couples, about 30 single men, and about 60 single women. Judging on the size of the banquet hall, including the staff, the security, the caterers, the bartenders, and the DJ, I'd guess that there were about 550 people there. With the music so loud, the place was jumping.
There was a bar and a free buffet at each end of the hall. Drinks were cheap enough, about half of what you'd pay in a bar. There was a DJ and, with the dance floor crowded, a lot of people danced. At 11 pm, they opened the orgy rooms. The entire top floor was devoted to swingers, and regular guests weren't allowed on that floor. You needed to show a stamp on the back of your hand.
We retired to the orgy room not to participate but to watch. Actually, most people watched. With everyone having their own private, hotel room parties, many swingers left their hotel room doors open while hoping to attract sex partners. The orgy rooms were outrageous. I've never seen as many people having sex. There were couples, threesomes, foursomes, and group sex. Oddly enough sex between two women was allowed by not sex between two men.
We sat a table with nine other couples and we didn't hit it off with any of them. Then, we spotted an older woman, Emma, with a younger man, Anthony. As it turned out, just like us, they were mother and son. Already, we had a lot in common. No doubt, because we were both mother and son, we had an instant connection.
We talked and danced all night. When we were dancing, we were talking, laughing, drinking, and having a good time. Then, Emma invited us back to her room. I had sex with Emma and Anthony and had sex with my mother. Then, with this her chance to do what her husband had always wanted to watch her do, my mother had sex with Emma while Anthony and I watched.
Emma and my mother made out as if they were high school cheerleaders at Prom night. They stripped one another naked. Emma ate my mother and my mother ate Emma while Anthony and I watched their mothers having lesbian sex.
Inseparable, we all became close friends. Traveling together, we took vacations together. Something about the swinging lifestyle that creates a lifetime bond, and something that's so true, one doesn't get to know someone until they've had sex with them.
THE END
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Exhibitionism and Voyeurism
Probably because he's good-looking, women are always flashing Jim.
Whether being flashed deliberately or unintentionally, this my personal history of being flashed by unsuspecting women. Then, returning the favor of their exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, this is my personal history of flashing unsuspecting women.
Every man's sexual fantasy, this is a true story that Jim asked me to write for him about his personal phenomena of women flashing him and him returning their favor of exhibitionism by flashing them. Pussy for cock, when they flash him, he flashes them.
# # #
Exhibitionism and Voyeurism
I'm curious to know if other men have had the same sexual experiences of being flashed by women. For more than fifty-years, from the age of 18-years-old to more than 60-years-old, women have flashed me. Always catching me by surprise, whether deliberately flashing me or unintentionally flashing me, I could never tell. Women have unique ways of flashing while making their flashes appear accidental.
They flashed me their panties in upskirt peeks. They flashed me their bras in downblouse views. They flashed me their naked breasts. They flashed me their naked pussies. They flashed me their naked asses. They flashed me their naked bodies. Something that I wished I had acted on; while making their flashes appear accidental, women were always flashing me one body part of another.
An exhibitionistic phenomenon, something that I always surprised me to see, women flashing me all started with my beautiful, redheaded, 21-year-old sister, Kathy, when I turned 18-years-old. She was the first woman to flash me her bright, white, bikini panties. Seemingly, 18, the age of consent, was my magic age of being flashed and of me deciding to return the favor of exhibitionism by flashing unsuspecting women. Women flashing me continued throughout my 20's, 30's, 40's, 50's, and 60's.
Women I didn't even know and have never met, I can't count how many women flashed me over those fifty-years. I wish I could remember all of their names, faces, and bodies. I'm not complaining. A woman unsuspectingly flashing me out of the clear blue was always a total surprise and a sexually pleasure. Call me naïve but I never thought that women did that sort of sexual teasing. I always thought that it was men flashing their cocks, and what many women don't want to see.
Yet, fortunately for me, sexually exciting being flashed, I've had a long history of being flashed. While making their flashing appear accidental, over the years, my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousins, and even my grandmother have all flashed me their panties, their bras, their naked breasts, their naked pussies, and their naked asses. Always catching me by surprise, I'm stunned to see something that I shouldn't see when someone flashed me.
Not having any idea, I never knew if they deliberately flashed me or unintentionally flashed me. I never knew if they sexually teased me or if they hoped that I'd make the next, sexual move and give them sex. I was so sexually naïve back then. I wished I knew then what I know now. I would have responded in kind and bedded more women.
'Nice tits. May I buy you a drink? How about you come home with me and you can show me the rest of your naked body,' I imagined saying to women who flashed me.
I imagined a woman slapping me across the face for being sexually inappropriate when she's the one who deliberately flashed me.
'Pervert,' I imagined her saying. 'Get away from me. How dare you?'
# # #
In hindsight, instead of just looking, I regretted not sexually doing more than just staring. Then, masturbating over all that I saw of them later, suffice to write I was always masturbating. A whole, new sexually exciting world, not stopping there, at one time or another, something I thought that I'd never see, even my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law flashed me, too. I just wonder how many women would have had sex with me had I made the next sexual move and called them on their flashing bluff.
'Now that you showed me your naked pussy, may I show you my naked cock,' I imagined saying to my mother-in-law after she caught the front of her nightgown in a drawer?
Seemingly oblivious that I was there watching her, I watched her lift her nightgown to her waist to free herself while flashing me her naked pussy. I couldn't believe that my wife's mother, whether deliberate or accidental, flashed me her naked cunt. As soon as I saw her naked pussy, I wanted to finger, lick, and masturbate her pussy.
I imagined my wife's mother staring down at my bulging erection that tented my pants. I imagined her watching me unzipping myself. Then, as if she had never seen a naked prick before, I imagined her staring at my swollen cock as I pulled it from my pants.
'Oh, Jimmy. You have such a nice penis,' I imagined my mother-in-law saying while taking it in her hand to slowly stroke me before moving to her knees to suck me.'
# # #
Literally, over the years, at one time or another, dozens of women flashed me. I wished I had kept a notebook of all the women who flashed me. Perhaps, thinking it was funny fun to flash me, shocking but true, I kid you not, while the photographer was shooting pictures, women even flashed me at my wedding.
Teasing me as if trying to get me to change my mind about marrying my wife, Emma, my wife's girlfriends, even her bridesmaids, deliberately flashed me their naked tits, their naked pussies, and their naked asses on my wedding day. Thinking it was funny to expose themselves to me, inviting me to photograph them, they lowered their tops to flash me their naked breasts. Again, inviting me to photograph them, they lifted their gowns to their waists to flash me their naked pussies. Then, turning and bending at the waist, they flashed me their naked asses.
Briefly having regrets about marrying my wife, I saw all of her girlfriends topless and naked. Something I never thought that I'd ever see, wishing that I had the nerve to touch them and feel them, I masturbated over seeing their topless and naked bodies every evening and every morning for years. I still masturbate over the memories of seeing the entire wedding party topless and naked. Instead of marrying my wife, wishing that I had married this one or that one, some of them had better bodies than my wife.
# # #
Again, not stopping there with just my relatives flashing me, my neighbors flashed me, too. While their husbands were at work, my neighbors would lie out in their backyard topless and sometimes even naked. Able to see them from my second-floor bedroom window, I stared at all that they were showing and all that I was seeing while masturbating myself.
I photographed them. I videoed them. I watched them with my binoculars. They knew that I was there watching them. Yet, deliberately exposing their topless and naked bodies to my horny eyes, my neighbors were such exhibitionist whores.
'Oh, my God. My neighbor is lying out back topless again. I love her big tits,' I thought while masturbating over her topless image.
Then, out of horniness and sexual frustration, unable to control myself, I returned the favor of their exhibitionism with my exhibitionism. Encouraged by them showing me their topless and naked bodies, I showed them my naked body and my erect, naked prick. Feeling so seductively wicked, I skinny dipped in my pool while they watched me from their back windows and from their back porch decks. From the distance of my backyard, while pretending that I didn't know that they were there watching me, I even masturbated myself in front of them while they watched.
If it wasn't enough that my relatives and neighbors flashed me, my co-workers flashed me at work, too. Perhaps, a different time back then, the age of free sex, seemingly every woman I knew wanted me to see them in their sexy underwear and to see them without their clothes. I can't count how many times I masturbated in the men's room after being flashed by my coworkers at work.
When sitting at their desks, as if daring me to look, stare, and/or leer, they sat with their skirts raised above their knees and nearly to their crotch with their knees parted and their panties exposed. While wearing low-cut blouses, with me standing over them, they leaned forward to flash me their bras, their long line of sexy cleavage, and all that I could see of their bra clad breasts. I can't count how many panties and bras that I saw of co-workers over the years. Suffice to write, I saw a lot.
Continuing to deliberately flash me at work, they bent at the waist in front of me to flash me the back of their panties. They squatted down in front of me with their knees spread enough to expose their panties when retrieving files. When they weren't flashing me their panties, they flashed me their bras, and their long, sexy lines of cleavage. When the boss is away, my co-workers played.
# # #
A memory that I'll never forget, when I was 23-years-old, one of the decorators of a famous department store was precariously standing on a ladder while stretching over her head to fix a display. Fearing that she'd fall and hurt herself, being the gentleman that I am, I held the ladder for her so that she wouldn't fall. I had no idea that she was deliberately flashing me until I looked up. Not expecting her to say what she said, making me aware that she was deliberately flashing me, she shocked me by what she said next.
"Oops. Please don't look up my short skirt, Jimmy," said Tina a 35-year-old single woman. When she told me not to look up, an automatic reflex, that made me look up. "I'm so embarrassed. I forgot to put on panties today," she said while literally lifting the hem of her short skirt to show me her blonde, trimmed pussy.
She looked down at me looking up at her while I looked up at what I could see of her naked ass and her naked pussy. I couldn't believe that she was deliberately giving me a crotch shot of her naked ass and pussy. Instead of just looking, I stared while she erased her embarrassment with laughter.
'After seeing the naked bridal party, this is something else that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life,' I thought.
"Thinking that I was going to be late, I was in a rush this morning and forgot to put on panties," she said. "You can't see anything, can you," she asked while deliberately raising the front of her hem to show me her naked pussy again?
I continued staring up at all that she was showing and all that I was seeing. I couldn't wait to return home so that I could masturbate over her naked ass and her naked pussy. With it so easy for women to flash men, I wished that there was a subtle way that I could flash her my naked, erect cock without making myself look like a pervert.
"I can see everything," I said with a laugh. "Especially when you lift the front of your skirt, I can see your naked pussy. If I may say so, Tina, you have a beautiful, round, and shapely ass," I said returning her laugh with my chuckle while continuing to stare at her naked ass and pussy before staring up at her.
She smiled down at me.
"Thank you, Jimmy," she said. "It's nice to know that you like my naked ass," she said with another laugh while shrugging and rolling her eyes. "It's nice to know that an older woman can still sexually attract a younger man by just flashing him all that he should never see of her under her short skirt when she forgot to wear underwear."
Not allowing this voyeuristic opportunity to get away from me, I stared up her skirt again to see what I could see of her naked pussy. A real treat, I couldn't believe that I was seeing Tina's naked ass and her naked pussy. With us the only two working before the store officially opened, if I didn't know any better, I'd say that she was deliberately flashing me.
"I can see that you're a natural blonde, too," I said with another, little laugh.
She returned my laugh with her laugh.
"I'm glad that I don't have to return to the hairdresser to redo my color every six weeks," she said. "As you can clearly see, indeed, I'm a natural blonde."
# # #
The flashing continued with my co-workers. When my car was being repaired, my co-worker, Gertrude, an older woman in her forties, offered to give me a ride home. As if it happened yesterday instead of forty-years ago, it was a hot day in the 90's and she had the air conditioning on full blast. She raised her short skirt while opening and closing her legs in front of the air conditioner vent while laughing. From where I was sitting in the front seat, I could see flashes of her white panties.
"Oh, this feels so good," she said. "I only wish I wasn't wearing panties," she said with another laugh while looking over at me seductively.
Not allowing this opportunity to pass me by, if I did, I'd regret it later in life and I was glad that I didn't. I reached my horny hand beneath her short, raised skirt and cupped her pussy through her panties. Surprising her, yet, with her not stopping me, she laughed louder and longer while allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her panty clad pussy.
Then, not stopping there, while she continued driving, hoping that she'd pull over, I unbuttoned her blouse and exposed her white, lacy brassiere and her long, line of sexy cleavage. She had big tits, D cup breasts. While she continued driving, while hoping that she wouldn't stop me, I lifted her bra to expose her naked breasts and her erect nipples. My horny hands were all over her big, naked tits. Feeling them and fondling them while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, I sexually molested my co-worker with her permission.
With her laughing with glee that I was having my wicked, sexual way with her panty clad pussy and her naked breasts, again, not stopping there, I leaned over to suck her big tit. Then, I unzipped my pants and pulled out my erect prick. I exposed my naked prick to my co-worker.
She looked down at my naked cock before looking up at me while continuing to drive. I took her right hand by her wrist, put it on my engorged prick, and wrapped her fingers around my cock. Surprising me, she started slowly stroking me. Gertrude, sexy my co-worker, and a woman old enough to be my mother, was giving me a slow hand job.
Seemingly embarrassed and ashamed, as a married woman, no doubt, regretting her sexual actions, she never offered me a ride home again. Disappointed, I was hoping she'd pull over and fuck me. I was hoping she'd suck me and allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth. Nonetheless, I had a good time seeing her panties, cupping her panty clad pussy, and seeing naked breasts while fondling them, too.
More older women flashed me than did women my age. With them seemingly sexually frustrated, I was a favorite of women who were twenty-years older than me. They deliberately loved flashing me their panties, their naked pussy, their low-cut bras, their naked breasts, and even their naked bodies. They loved flashing as much as I love them flashing me.
I can't count how many times my mother's sister, my aunt, Aileen, flashed me her panties, her naked breasts, and/or her naked pussy. Thinking it was funny to sexually tease me, she was always flashing me while laughing. When she stayed with us for a couple of weeks in the summer, every morning, she'd lift her short skirt to put on her nylon stockings. Before even putting on her panties, she'd lift her skirt higher to attached her garter belt.
Every morning, I saw my aunt's black, bushy pussy. Every morning and every evening, I'd masturbate over all that I saw of my aunt. Yet, in the way that my mother wouldn't allow me to make love to her and or fuck her, my aunt wouldn't give me sex. It was one thing to flash me but it was wrong to have incestuous sex with her nephew.
# # #
Again, if only to refresh my imperfect memory, I wished I had kept a diary of all the woman who had flashed me over the years. With names from Abby to Zoey, I'd have an entire encyclopedia of women flashing me their panties, their bras, and their naked breasts, their naked asses, and their naked pussies. Yet, thinking that all women were ladies and not exhibitionistic sluts, I could never tell if women were deliberately flashing me or having a wardrobe malfunction and accidentally flashing me. Sexually inexperienced, with me having a lot to learn about women, I was sexually naïve.
'August 11th, 1968, Dear Diary, whether unintentionally or on purpose, my sister flashed me her panties again,' I imagined writing.
'Sorry that I hadn't kept a diary, I wished I had kept a record of which women flashed me what and when,' I thought. 'How interesting would that be to read years later to see if a pattern emerged'.
Yet, young, dumb, and full of cum, I wasn't confident enough to act on anyone flashing me. I was too afraid they'd scream and/or tell someone. Giving me something to see and to masturbate over later, grateful for that, I was surprised when they singled me out and flashed me. I was happy that they flashed me. Maybe they continued flashing me because I didn't pressure them for sex. Instead of acting out on the women who flashed me by reaching out to touch them and to feel them, I looked, I stared, and I masturbated myself later.
If I knew then, what I know now, I would have been more like Warren Beatty in Shampoo. With them showing me that they were sexually interested in me by flashing me, I would have had sex with everyone all the time. With them flashing me all the time, I would have had sex with my sister, my mother, my aunt, my cousins, and even my grandmother. I would have had sex with my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law, too. I would have had sex with my neighbors and my co-workers, too. I would have had sex with practically every woman who flashed me.
Now, that I'm in my 60's, sadly, the flashing has subsided somewhat. Yet, with me looking ten-years-younger, women still occasionally flash me upskirt peeks of their panties, down-blouse views of their bras and cleavage, and peeks of their naked tits, their naked asses, and their naked pussies. Interesting enough, now, sexually teasing me, the younger women, women more than half my age, are flashing me while making their flashes appear accidental.
Having already been flashed by their mothers and their grandmothers, I enjoyed being flashed by their daughters and granddaughters, women more than half my age. They bend at the waist in front of me to tend to their babies in carriages. Especially with the wind blowing enough to raise the backs of their short skirts, they unintentionally or deliberately flash me the back of their panties. Those who don't wear panties flash me peeks of their naked asses and the backs of their naked pussies.
They squat down to pet their dogs with their knees parted enough for me to see what I'm hoping to see. A double flash, they flash me upskirt peeks of their panties and down blouses views of their low-cut bras, cleavages, and naked breasts. Those who don't wear panties flash me peeks of their naked pussies and those who don't wear bras flash me downblouse views of their naked tits.
# # #
Go figure. Admittedly, I've been told many times that I'm a handsome man but something so unexpected, for a long while there, nearly a flashing frenzy, the flashing had gotten out of hand. Temping me while sexually teasing me, everywhere I looked women flashed me their panties, their bras, their naked tits, their naked asses, and their naked pussies. I wondered if it will be like this when I'm in my 70's, retired, and confined to a nursing home.
To be honest, enjoying the voyeuristic fun, I hope the flashing never stopped. A voyeur, I feel honored being flashed. Yet, women don't flash just anyone. They flash those they are sexually attracted to. Fortunately, for me, they flash me.



"Nurse, please stop flashing me your bra clad breasts and your long, line of sexy cleavage. You're embarrassing me and I'm embarrassed for you," I said.
Clearly, deliberately flashing me, the nurse bent over me again to take my temperature with the top of her uniform unbuttoned enough to give me a downblouse view of her bra clad breasts.
"Plus, seeing so much of your beautiful breasts is giving me an erection."
The nurse laughed while leaning over me longer and lower. She looked down to see what she was flashing me of her bra clad breasts before looking up at me. Then, she looked down at my bulging cock that tented my pajama bottoms.
"Would like me to offer you some medical assistance?"
Unsure what she meant by medical assistance; I asked the question.
"Medical assistance? I don't know what you mean, Nurse Hilda," I said realizing that her name on her name tag was Hilda.
I can take care of that erection for you," she said with a sexy smile and a naughty look while moving her hand up and down. "I don't mind, really I don't. I've given lots of hand jobs to men who need to have their sperm tested but who can't cum to give me a sample of their sperm unless I masturbate them. Only, in your case, we don't need to save your sperm. Instead, I can suck you and swallow you," she said with a dirty laugh.
Only instead of stopping her flashing, sexually shocking me, the nurse lifted her skirt and flashed me her panties. Then, bending over in front of me, she pulled down her panties and flashed me her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy. A lifetime of being flashed by sexually frustrated and sexually aroused women, I couldn't believe a new era, a younger era, women more than half my age, were flashing me now. I'm not complaining. I'm just confused why so many women feel the need to show me their underwear clad and naked bodies.
# # #
Talk about being an unsuspecting victim of flashing, when a Catholic nun flashed me an up-habit peek of what she wore under her habit, I had no idea that she wore stockings and a garter belt without panties. Never expecting to see what this particular nun wore beneath her habit; I couldn't stop staring while genuflecting and anointing myself for a closer look. I wondered which priest was her fuck buddy.
"Bless you, Sister Mary Elizabeth, peace be with you and, thank you," I said staring at her naked pussy with her pubic hair trimmed in the shape of a crucifix. "God bless you, Sister. You made my day. You're doing God's work by flashing me your naked pussy."
She laughed a holy laugh. Then, she said something that made me realize that she had been deliberately flashing. She made me realize that even a Catholic nun wanted to have sex with me.
"If you meet me in the rectory before Father O'Malley returns, I'll show you my tramp stamp," she said.
'Tramp stamp? Sister Mary Elizabeth has a tramp stamp. I wondered what a Catholic Nun would have as a tramp stamp. Maybe, her tramp stamp has something to do with the Jesus or with the Pope,' I thought.
Eager to see Sister Mary Elizabeth's naked ass and her tramp stamp, I met her in the rectory. Not wasting any time with religious formalities, while staring up at me seductively, she raised her habit to her waist, turned, and bent forward. I stared at her round naked ass and the back of her naked pussy. Then, I read her tramp stamp.
'Kneeling is not just for praying.'
'Wow,' I thought. 'Kneeling is not just for praying? Clearly, Sister Mary Elizabeth sucks cock. She's a cocksucker. Way to go, Sister. I wondered if she sucked Father O'Malley's stiff prick. I'd love for this nun to kneel in front of me while giving my erect, naked cock her oral blessing. I'd love for Sister Mary Elizabeth to suck my cock,' I thought.
'In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, I take your blessed, erect cock in my mouth to suck,' I imagined her saying before blowing me.
I played ignorant.
"That's some tramp stamp, Sister Mary Elizabeth but what does it mean?"
She gave me her most holy smile while moving to her knees in front me. Showing me what her tramp stamp meant instead of telling me, she unzipped me and pulled out my cock. Then, she stroked me to a nice erection and before taking me in her mouth, she said a prayer with her head bowed.
"Dear Heavenly Father, thank you for the meal that I'm about to consume," she said.
She took me in her mouth and stroked me while blowing me. Giving her what she wanted, I ejaculate a mouthful of protein for the good sister to swallow. Then, while giving my praises to Jesus, I fucked Sister Mary Elizabeth hard and fast.
"Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God! Thank you, Jesus. Thank you, God," I said cumming in Sister Mary Elizabeth's pussy.
'It's a miracle,' I thought. 'After being blown by a Catholic Nun, I had sexual intercourse with a Catholic nun. I've experienced it all. I can die happy and peacefully go to Heaven or to Hell happy.'
# # #
'Who wants to go for ice cream,' I imagined asking the women at The Last Gasp, End of the Line nursing, retirement home?
If I'm still healthy when in my 70's and living the rest of my life in a nursing home, I imagined all the naked fun that I'd have with some of the more sexually, agreeable and physically able residents. After removing the three dead bodies from my trunk to redistribute the weight, my car automatically leveled itself. Able to fit four in the backseat and three in the front seat, I imagined loading seven elderly women in my shiny, black, Lincoln Town Car with the extended wheelbase, the last of the factory-made limousines, and taking them for ice cream.
I imagined playing strip poker with someone's elderly mother or grandmother. They'd be stripping themselves naked or I'd be stripping myself naked. Even if I lost, I'd win. There's nothing like having sex with elderly, horny women.
"I have three aces, Grandma Larsen. Sorry but the last time I checked," I said with dirty laugh. "Three asses beat two pair," I said. I stared at her bra clad breasts. Grandma Larsen certainly had big tits and I couldn't wait to see them. I couldn't wait to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them. "Take off your bra and show me your tits," I said staring at her bra clad breasts.
As if she was a stripper on stage, she slowly, sexily, and seductively removed one bra strap before removing the other. Then, she reached behind her to unhook her bra. While holding her bra cups in place, she removed one bra cup before removing the other. She was topless. Grandma Larsen was topless.
# # #
I imagined playing spin the bottle and making out with someone's widowed wife. I imagined having more sex in a nursing home than I ever had anywhere before. After not having sex in a while, I imagined the female residents in a nursing home being as sexually frustrated and sexually aggressive, as I was horny.
My turn to spin the bottle, the mouth of the bottle landed on Linda, another woman with big tits. In preparation of my long, wet kiss, making myself comfortable, I moved beside her to kiss her. Only, one kiss turned into another kiss, into us making out, and into me feeling her huge beasts through her clothes.
I felt her big tits. I fondled her big tits. Then, stripping off her clothes, I sucked her big, naked tits while making lover to her before fucking her and having sexual intercourse with her.
In hindsight, for one reason or for another, mainly because men are cheating assholes, many of these women didn't have men in their lives. Historically, women live longer than men. The ones who still had men in their lives were in bad marriages or troubled relationships and their men weren't worth a shit.
I figured that their flashing me had something to do with them being horny and sexually frustrated. Instead of starting a sexually relationship, possibly, one they couldn't finish, innocent sex, why not flash me their panties and bras, their naked breasts, asses, and pussies? We could still have some sexy fun with a little exhibitionism and voyeurism.
# # #
Having never seen as much as my sister's panties or bra strap before, now that I was of age, whenever our mother wasn't home, whether deliberately or unintentionally, Kathy started exposing herself to me. When sitting across from me, parting her knees open enough for me to see her white panties, she acted as if she didn't know that she was as exposed as she was. With her wearing short skirts back then, miniskirts, she gave me peeks between her legs of her bright, white, bikini panties. Every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs, she'd flash me her panties.
Something so innocent, while trying to read her face, I couldn't tell if she had flashed me her panties deliberately or accidentally. Then, whenever she flashed me while wearing sheer panties, I could see her camel toe, her pussy slit, her pussy mound, and whatever I could see of her darker patch of trimmed, red, pubic hair. For all intents and purposes, no matter if deliberate or unintentional flashed me, my sister continually flashed me her nearly, naked pussy.
Then, again, whenever our mother wasn't around, when sitting at the kitchen table, she'd lean over me longer and lower than necessary to show me something in a magazine. When she leaned like that, the top of her blouse opened with her. Her bra clad breasts were at my eye level.
She gave me down-blouse views of her low-cut bras and her long, sexy line of cleavage. Sometimes, depending on the style of her bra, I could see nearly the entire size and shape of her big, C cup breasts. Sometimes, I even saw her erect nipples begging to be sucked.
With me always masturbating myself, sometimes four and five times a day, my sister gave me plenty of peeks of her sexy and shapely body for me to masturbate over that night and the next morning. With her continuing to flash me, whether deliberately or accidentally, returning the sexual favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, I started deliberately flashing her. Again, whenever we were home alone and our mother wasn't around, I'd wear a short bathrobe without underwear.
Sitting across from her with my legs spread as if I was a drunken sailor, while reading a book, I'd pretend not to realize that I was exposed. I could feel her staring at all that I was deliberately showing and all that she could see of my exposed prick, testicles, and pubic hair. Never speaking of it, but a game we continued playing, she continued flashing me and I continued flashing her.
Again, whenever our mother wasn't home, always dressing and undressing with her bedroom door closed before, she started dressing and undressing with her bedroom door wide open. Even later in life, after she was married with children, when I visited her, she'd come out to the 8' high, back deck and stand by the railing while I looked up her sundress at her naked, brown, bushy pussy. With her knowing full well that she wasn't wearing panties, my sister deliberately flashed me her naked pussy.
Still sexually excited over flashing her 40-years later, my sister was the first woman that I ever flashed. Returning the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, knowing she was about to barge in my bedroom without knocking when carrying up my laundry, I started masturbating while naked and wearing headphone with my eyes closed. Pretending that I was unaware that she was there, I was surprised that she remained in my room while watching me masturbate myself. Then, raising the sexual excitement, I'd talk to myself as if I was talking to her.
"Oh, Kathy, I wish I could see you naked. I'd love to touch you and feel you through your clothes while making out with you. I'd love to slowly strip you naked while touching and feeling your naked body everywhere. I'd love to fondle and suck your big tits."
Not stopping there, I continued my verbal masturbation show.
"Oh, Kathy. I'd love to finger your pussy while licking your pussy. I'd love to masturbate you, Kathy. I wish you'd stroke my cock while sucking my cock. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth. I'd love to make love to my big sister. I'd love to fuck you. I'd love to give you, my baby," I said while stroking myself faster and harder."
When I opened my eyes a crack enough to see her but not enough for her to know that I was looking, she had her breasts out of the top of her nightgown. I watched her fondle her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. With her nightgown raised to her waist, I watched her rub her clitoris and finger fuck her red haired, naked pussy. I watched my sister masturbate herself while I masturbated myself.
# # #
If my sister flashing me wasn't enough, my mother, Maureen, started flashing me, too. Something that I always wanted to see, I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother was flashing me bits and pieces of her nearly, naked body. Whenever my sister wasn't around, especially if she was sleeping somewhere overnight, my mother wore her short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgowns.
The longer that I stared at her sheer nightgowns, the more that I could see of her nearly, naked body. I could clearly see the size and the shape of her naked D cup breasts, her patch of dark pubic hair, and her ass crack. Never had I seen as much of my mother's nearly, naked body as I was seeing now.
When she stood in front of the open refrigerator door with the kitchen light off, I could see her as if she was naked. When she walked in front of the TV with the living room light off, as if walking through a TSA, X-ray machine, again, I could see her as if she was naked. In the way that my sister continually flashed me, seemingly, unaware that she was flashing me, my mother continually flashed me, too. Whether their flashing was deliberate or accidental, when one wasn't flashing me, the other was flashing me.
It wasn't as if they were soliciting me for sex, they were just innocently flashing me. They just wanted to show me their semi-naked and naked bodies. As thrilling as it was for me to see all that I shouldn't see of their beautiful bodies, seemingly, it was thrilling for them to show me all that they wanted me to see of their semi-naked and naked bodies. Happy to oblige them, I loved looking at all that they were showing. Happy to play their game of exhibitionism and voyeurism, I wanted to show them my naked body, too.
In the way that my sister flashed me her panties when sitting across from me, my mother flashed me her naked pussy when sitting across from me. Every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs while wearing her short nightgown, my mother flashed me her naked pussy. Having never seen her naked pussy before, I can't count how many times I saw her naked pussy now.
In the way that my sister flashed me her low-cut bra and cleavage in down-blouse views, my mother flashed me her naked breasts and erect nipples in down-nightgown views. When I wasn't seeing my sister's panties, I was seeing my mother's naked pussy. When I wasn't seeing my sister's bra and cleavage, I was seeing my mother's naked breasts.
# # #
Taking her flashing to an extreme, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, my mother invited me in the bathroom while she sat in the bathtub naked and taking a bubble bath.
"Jimmy. Come sit with me and talk to me. I'm bored," she said.
Sexually excited about all that I hoped to see of my mother, I slowly opened the bathroom door. Not expecting to see all that I saw but hoping that I would, my MILF of a mother was naked and covered only by thousands of little, soap bubbles. I couldn't believe she wanted to talk to me while she wasn't wearing any clothes. With her acting totally innocent, I dare write that my mother deliberately flashed me her beautiful, naked body while sitting in the bathtub and taking a bubble bath.
"Be a dear and wash my back," she said.
She wanted me to wash her back. I couldn't believe my mother wanted me to wash her back. Only, taking advantage of her nakedness, I did much more than just wash her back. Before I even reached my hands in the soapy water to wash her, I stared at all that I could see of her naked breasts and what I could see of her naked pussy through the soapy water.
Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, this was my invited chance to grope my MILF of a mother. By her inviting me in the bathroom to wash her back, I surmised that she wanted me to grope her as much as I wanted to grope her. Not stopping with just washing her back, I stealthily and seductively copped cheap feels of the sides her big tits while washing her naked back.
As if I was a groper on the bus or on the subway, while feeling her naked breasts, I slowly slid my horny hand over her erect nipples. With her not stopping me, seemingly enjoying my groping her, she allowed me to explore more of her naked body. Reaching around her, I cupped her big tits in the palm of my hands while mindlessly talking to her.
# # #
I can't count how many times I dropped the soap. Taking my time retrieving the slippery bar of soap, I felt her naked ass and I briefly fingered her naked pussy, too. As more of the bubbles dissipated, if it wasn't enough that I was seeing my mother naked, I was sexually molesting her, too, with her consent, of course. I couldn't believe that I was briefly masturbating my mother.
Eventually, allowing me to take more sexual liberties with her naked body, while cupping her tits in my hands, my mother allowed me to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. As if masturbating her was a prerequisite of her taking a bath, she allowed me to masturbate her while she relaxed in the tub with her eyes closed. Taking my time and not rushing, while not disturbing her bath time nap, I rubbed her clitoris faster while fingering her pussy deeper. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my mother naked but also, I was masturbating her, too.
I couldn't believe my mother allowed me to masturbate her. Eventually, while masturbating my mother, she had a sexual orgasm. I couldn't believe that I made my mother cum. I couldn't believe that I gave my mother a sexual orgasm with my fingers. Yet even though I wished I could sleep with her, and even though she invited me to wash her back while she was naked in the bath tub, she never invited me to sleep with her in her bed.
Wishing that I could sleep with her, I so wanted to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked body. I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fuck my mother. I wanted her to blow me. Wanting to see her with my big dick buried in her mouth, I wanted my mother to suck my cock. I'd love nothing more than to cum in my mother's mouth and all over her pretty face.
Then, eventually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, when she asked me to get her a towel, unembarrassed and unashamed, she stood up in the bathtub totally naked. She allowed me to dry her naked body while touching and feeling her everywhere. Again, not stopping there, in the way that Mimi Rogers received a full body, naked massage, my mother allowed me to give her a full body, naked massage, too.
While massaging her thighs, after a while brushing by her naked pussy with my horny hand, I rubbed her clitoris. I slowly and gently finger fucked my mother's pussy. I masturbated my mother again. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my mother. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, I couldn't believe that she allowed me to masturbate her again.
Then, with me standing by her head, while I massaged her back, she lifted her head and pulled down my pants and underwear. Immediately, my cock sprang to life. While looking up at me, she took me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. My mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother was sucking my cock.
Yet, I still wanted to sleep with my mother. Perhaps, sleeping in bed with my mother was too much to ask. Seeing her naked, masturbating her, and having her blow me were all that she was willing to do. Making love to her and fucking her was something that she refused to do.



Still after flashing my mother, after her flashing me and me masturbating her, I wish I could have sex with her. I'd love for her to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. I'd love to cum in my mother's beautiful mouth.
# # #
Then, with our flashing escalating, whenever my sister wasn't home, returning the favor of my mother's exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, while taking my bath, I asked her to wash my back, too. Returning the favor of my sexual groping with her sexual groping, when dropping the soap, she brushed the back of her hand by my naked prick. Then, when it was time for her to dry me, as if I was her big baby, hinting that I wanted her to suck me, I'd stand in the bathtub totally naked with a big erection pointing at her mouth.
"Oh, my Jimmy," said my mother staring down at my erect, naked dick. "You have such a big and beautiful prick. Your cock is much bigger than your father's cock," she said the first time my mother saw my erect, naked penis up close.
She looked up at me to give me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I can take care of that for you," she said staring up at me again while slowly stroking my cock. "Would you like Mommy to masturbate you. I don't mind. Really, I don't," she said. "You can cum all over my hand and across my naked breasts, if you'd like."
I played with her long, brown hair while putting a gentle hand to the back of her head.
"If you don't mind, Mother, I'd rather you blow me. I'd love to watch you suck my cock again. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth and watch you swallow my cum," I said sliding a slow finger across her red, full lips.
As if taking my cock in her mouth, she took my finger in her mouth and sucked it. Not the first time my mother blew me, taking my cock in her soft and warm hand, she stared up at me smiling while slowly stroking my prick. She kissed the head of my prick and licked my prick while continuing to stare up at me. Then, something that I'd never forget for the rest of my life, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth again.
'My mother is blowing me,' I thought while never getting used to the idea of her sucking my prick. 'I can't believe my MILF of a mother is blowing me. I can't believe she's sucking my cock again. Clearly, she'd rather blow me than to fuck me.'
While staring up at me with her big, brown eyes, my mother had my erect prick in her mouth. My mother was sucking me. She was blowing me. Something that I had always sexually fantasized and masturbated over; I couldn't believe my mother was giving me oral sex again.
I couldn't wait to tell my friends that my mother blew me. I wondered if she'd have sex with any of my friends in the way that I'd love to have sex with some of her friends and in the way that I'd love to have sex with some of their mothers. How hot would that be if we started a mother and son incest club? Maybe the next time one of her friends is over the house, testing the sexual water, I'll stroke my cock to an erection and walk out of my room naked to see their reaction to seeing my naked, erect prick.
Pretending I didn't know that we have company, I'd expose my erect, naked prick to her friends to see what they'd do. Would they look? Would they stare? Would they reach out and touch me? Would they stroke me? Would they fall to their knees and suck me? Would they spread their legs and fuck me? I wouldn't know until I exposed myself to them. Who knows? Maybe, once I exposed myself to them, they'd expose themselves to me.
# # #
Just curious. Has anyone had similar flashing experiences? Has your sexy sister, MILF of a mother, aunt or cousin flashed you their panties, their naked breasts, or their naked body while making their flashes appear accidental?
Has your mother dared to undress in front of you or asked you to wash her back in the bathtub? Has you mother deliberately exposed herself to you by wearing a short, sheet, low-cut nightgown? Have you allowed your sister and/or your mother to catch you naked, masturbating, and cumming?
Have you had forbidden sex with your wife's best friends, your co-workers, and/or your next-door neighbors? Have you deliberately exposed yourself to your mother-in-law and/or your sister-in-law while hoping that they'd expose themselves to you? Have you spied on your mother-in-law or sister-in-law while hoping to see them topless and/or naked? While hoping to see someone naked, have you installed a hidden camera in the bathroom or the bedroom?
Who do you incestuously lust over it? Is it your sister, your mother, your aunt, your cousin, or your grandmother? Who do you think of naked and having sex with you when you're masturbating yourself?
While pretending that you thought that you were home alone, or pretending that you were drunk, would you dare walk out in a room full of women, whether relatives or friends of the family, while you're naked? Assuming you had the sexual desire to expose yourself to every woman you know, could you? Would you dare? Write me. I'd love to know.
THE END
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My Son, My Friend, My Secret Lover
A longtime coming, literally eighteen-years in the making, unembarrassed and unashamed, having no regrets, 39-year-old, Susan Jill Parker, finally had a romantic, sexual affair with her 18-year-old son, Mathew.
This is a true story that Mathew asked me to write about his mother, Susan Jill Parker.
# # #
Always struggling to keep a roof over our heads, food on the table, and clothes on our backs, my life as a single mother hasn't been an easy one. It's always been my son and me against the world. Yet, with no one to blame but myself, I'm still paying for the one mistake that I made when I was 18-years-old and that turned out to be a blessing in disguise.
After a night of partying with my friends at my high school graduation party nearly twenty-years-ago, a man I didn't know and had never met until that night, impregnated me when I was 18-years-old. Invading my graduation party, a group of stockbrokers that he was with at the next table, his co-workers from Merrill Lynch at the Boston Financial District, were celebrating the money they made that week. Flirting with me all night and finally dancing with me, he ordered champagne in celebration of my high school graduation.
I was flattered. Just as I never had the attention from a man old enough to be my father, I had never had champagne until that night. Accustomed to men saying sexually inappropriate things while groping me, touching me, and feeling me through my clothes, especially when slow dancing with me, he was nice. Instead of talking about sex and all things sexual, instead of asking to see my naked tits, he talked about what interested me. He talked about the epic poems of Milton's Paradise Lost and Dante's Inferno.
Difficult not to wonder, I always wondered if there was a Heaven and a Hell. I always wondered if there was life after death. Or in the words of the immortal Peggy Lee, "Is That All There Is? Is that all there is?" Are we all doomed to suffer this life and not expect anything better? It's better if you have money but most of us don't.
With him seeming so worldly, I wanted to get his take on Heaven and Hell, and life after death. I figured that a stockbroker, a man who talks for a living and who forecast the prices of stocks and who discusses past, future, and current events, would have a different perspective on things. Yet, as much as I didn't know if there was Heaven and Hell, and life after death, he didn't know either. The answers to those questions were anyone's guess.
I thought that we were discussing fine works of literature. I had no idea that he was secretly, sexually seducing me until it was too late when I was naked and he was on top of me, humping me, and cumming inside of me. Not grabby nor was he sexually inappropriate, he was so smooth. A time when most men had no class, when they'd lift your short skirt to see your panties should they catch you alone in an elevator or alone on the stairwell in a parking garage, I felt as if I was being romanced by Luke Perry, John Stamos, or Brad Pitt.
# # #
"My name is Grant, Grant Bentley," he said flashing me his million-dollar smile.
'Grant Bentley? What the Hell kind of name is that? He's definitely not from this neighborhood,' I thought. 'Judging him from his sparkling, monogramed, gold cufflinks, his Rolex watch, his expensive, silk suit, his perfect smile, and his Caribbean tan, he didn't have to tell me that he was rich, he looked rich.
Curious about him, I never knew anyone named Grant. With him owning a brand new, 1990 Rolls Royce, and Rolls Royce owning Bentley Motors Limited before being sold to Volkswagen and then to BMW years later, I wondered if his family had anything to do with Bentley automobiles. Not seeing a Rolls Royce every day, I wondered if his family had anything to do with Rolls Royce.'
"Susan, Susan Jill Parker," I said the first time using my entire name as my formal introduction and as my way to identify myself and hopefully impress him.
Only, unless I was naked and, on my knees, or in his bed, he was a man that no high school schoolgirl could impress. Yet, I was no longer in high school. I was a high school graduate. Besides, I wasn't just any schoolgirl. I was SusanJillParker.
Moreover, it wasn't my name that impressed him. It was my pretty face, my natural, blonde hair, my big, blue eyes, and my full, red lips. He looked at me as if I was his sexy desert after he had eaten a seven-course meal. It was my round, firm ass, my long, shapely legs, and my huge D cup breasts that not only captured his interest but also that held his interest.
He looked at me as if he was taking inventory. He looked at me as if he was summing up and assessing all of my body parts. I knew he was sexually enamored with my sexy and shapely body; all men are. Before Kim Kardashian was even born, men wanted women who looked like Christie Brinkley. They wanted tall, classy, blue-eyed blondes with big tits and killer bodies instead of a short, promiscuous whores with big asses.
# # #
When he wasn't staring in my big, blue eyes, he stared at the tops of my huge breasts, at my long, line of sexy cleavage, and down my low-cut blouse top. With my nipples making their presence known, he stared at the impressions my erect nipples made through my thin brassiere in my sheer top. Already sexually aroused, my nipples ached to be fingered and sucked.
Gravitating away from our friends, the best night of my life, we spent the night talking, drinking, laughing, and dancing. Totally flattered, I never had the focused attention of a man old enough to be my father. Having never known my father, adding to my romantic illusion, I imagined Grant Bentley being my dad. In the way that my four brothers were all sexually attracted and incestuously intimate with my mom, I imagined being sexually attracted and incestuously intimate with my dad.
'How hot would that be if my dad was a handsome millionaire? How hot would that be to have a father who could buy me anything at any time that I wanted it,' I thought? 'If only Grant Bentley was my father, I'd be so proud. If only Grant Bentley was my lover, I suck him every morning and make love to him every night.'
Only, with him at the other end of the spectrum, no doubt, he was just another perverted man who was more sexually attracted to an 18-year-old girl instead of to a woman his age. Clearly, if only by the way that he looked at me with unrequited lust, undressing me with his eyes, he imagined me naked and being my lover instead of my father. Nonetheless, I imagined kissing him, French kissing him while reaching down to feel his stiff prick through his pants. I imagined making out with him while allowing him to touch and feel me everywhere through my clothes.
Taking two to have sex and with me taking after my mother Natty, Nasty Natty, a skilled cocksucker, a huge understatement I loved stroking cock as much as I loved sucking cock. My compliment that I did a good job of sucking them, I loved it when men ejaculated cum in my mouth, all over my face, and gave me a cum bath. I imagined unzipping him, pulling out his stiff prick, and giving him a hand job before moving to my knees to give him a blowjob.
Something that I'm very skilled at doing, sucking cock, wouldn't he be surprised that someone my young age mastered the skill of cocksucking. I imagined stroking his prick while sucking his prick. I imagined him cumming in my mouth and all over my face. I imagined him giving me a cum bath. Making me feel loved and sexually wanted, I loved it when men ejaculated in my mouth and all over my face. I loved receiving cum baths.
# # #
It was late, well after midnight and he offered me a ride home. Instead of declining his offer to drive me home, taking a cab, or calling one of my brothers for a ride home, instead, when I saw his car, I couldn't say no to accepting his offer for a ride. He had a shiny new, 1990, gold, Rolls Royce, Silver Spur convertible.
'Wow! Look at this car,' I thought. 'It's beautiful. It's sexy. It's classy. Imagining arriving in this automobile in style for dinner, in Sidney Poitier's words in the movie, "Guess who's coming to dinner, Guess who's coming to dinner?"
Having never even seen one up close, I had never been in a Rolls Royce before. To be chauffeured home in a Rolls Royce was a dream come true and a chance of a lifetime. How could I say no to that? Who could say no to that? I couldn't.
When we drove by my house and continued going, I saw my mother, Natty, peeking out the living room window. She had her share of luxury transportation over the years. With her an ex-stripper, an ex-prostitute, and an all-around whore, she's been transported in limousines, private jets, and aboard yachts going from this exclusive, private party to that exclusive, private party.
Honestly, I was excited about being driven home in a Rolls Royce. I couldn't wait to tell my four, much older brothers, Freddie, the twins, Vito and Guido, and Big Louie, all car buffs, that I had a ride in a Rolls Royce, Silver Spur convertible. My mother had her four of her five children by four, different men. With her having sexual intercourse with my brothers before I was born, and with me an accident of birth, I suspected that one of my brothers was my father.
'How fucked up is that,' I thought?
# # #
Before I was born, they all worked for Ford in Detroit, where they're originally from before moving to Boston. Even though they were Mustang fanatics and all owned new Mustangs, they loved Rolls Royce's. Who doesn't? A handmade, one-of-a-kind automobile, what car buff wouldn't love to own a custom made, one-of-a-kind, Rolls Royce?
Suddenly, I felt like Daisy Buchanan in F. Scott Fitzgerald's novel, The Great Gatsby, being whisked away in such a fine, luxury, handmade motorcar. Giving me his undivided attention, he made me feel so special. He made me feel like a princess.
Something that I knew I'd never be, he made me feel rich. I felt like Michelle Dockery as Lady Mary Crawley in Downton Abbey. I felt like Cinderella and his Rolls Royce was my glass slipper. Not knowing anyone rich, I couldn't wait to tell my friends that the man that I met at my high school graduation party was rich.
# # #
Instead of going straight home, we stopped to look at the stars. Clearly, with me his star, he stared more at me than he looked up at the stars. Instead of just looking up at sparkling lights that were billions of miles away, he pointed out specific ones and told me their names. It was a magical, romantic night and, having never met anyone like him, I was enthralled with him.
Unfortunately, with me having had too much champagne to drink, I was drunk. I was his easy victim for him to do whatever he wanted to do to my naked, virginal body. What he wanted to do was to strip me naked and have sexual intercourse with me. What he wanted to do was to make love to me before fucking me.
Call it convoluted or wishful thinking but I continued thinking of him as my dad. No doubt, he continued thinking of me as his daughter. With him thirty-years older than me, I felt as if I was having incestuous sex with my father. Once again, no doubt, he felt that he was having incestuous sex with his daughter.
Whether imagined or real, father and daughter sex doesn't get much better than that. Wicked for me to admit but, totally enamored with him now, I'd have sex with him even if he was my dad. At the very least, I'd suck his cock. I'd give him a blowjob and allow him to cum in my mouth. Then, unable to help myself, I'd allow him to cum all over my face. I'd allow him to give me, his young whore, a cum bath.
"We'll be more comfortable in the backseat. I'll put the top down so that we can look at the stars," I remember him saying that as his excuse to get me in the backseat, to strip me naked, and to fuck me.
# # #
Once in the backseat, as if he was Dr. Jekyll turned into Mr. Hyde, he touched and felt me everywhere through my clothes while kissing me, French kissing me. Too drunk to resist, I allowed him to sexually do whatever he wanted to do to me. He moved his hand inside my blouse and felt my breasts through my bra. Then, he moved his other hand beneath my short skirt and cupped my pussy through my white, bikini panties and reached around me to feel my panty clad ass.
Not stopping there, he had one hand inside of my bra cupping my big, naked tit and fingering my erect nipple. His other hand was buried in my panties rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. He was masturbating me. Living out my sexual fantasy, my imagined dad was masturbating me. I couldn't believe my imagined dad was masturbating me.
Using me and sexually abusing me, he made me feel like such a slut and that made me feel so hot. If he had been anyone else, a man my age, I may have resisted him. Yet, there was something irresistible about him.
I wanted him to touch me. I wanted him to feel me. I allowed him to strip me naked. I wanted him to see me naked. I wanted him to make love to me. I wanted him to fuck me.
Nonetheless, having just met the man and allowing him to have his wicked, sexual way with my naked body, he made me feel powerless to stop him. Feeling how my mother must have felt when having sex for money, he made me feel like such a whore. Yet, ready to give myself to him, he made me so wet. Having never had sexual intercourse with anyone before, a virgin, but not wanting to be a virgin anymore, I wanted him to fuck me.
Something I've grown accustomed to with men my age, waiting for it, I expected him to unzip himself and pull out his prick. I expected him to put a heavy hand to the back of my blonde, pretty head and push my head down and forward. Having had men do that to me many times before, I expected him to stick his erect prick in my mouth and force me to blow him. I expected him to want to cum in my mouth and watch me swallow his cum.
When he didn't force me to suck him, I was surprised. I was drunk and I wouldn't have resisted giving him a hand job and/or a blowjob. Definitely, I would have blown him. I would have allowed him to cum in my mouth and watched me swallow his cum. Accustomed to giving hand jobs and blowjobs, all the men my age wanted me to suck them. All men my age wanted to cum in my mouth while they fondled my naked tits and pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples.
With us at men's mercy, it wasn't easy being a woman back then. Men had all of the power and control, sexual and otherwise while women were their willing and/or unwilling victims. Whether stripping us naked and/or forcing us to blow them, especially at the annual Christmas party, men were always groping us and forcing us to do sexual things that we weren't ready to do.
In the hands of a master lover, the men my age didn't know how to romance a woman. They didn't know how to sexually seduce a woman. They didn't know how to make love to a woman. Rushing the sex and not taking the time to get us sexually aroused, they were clueless to what women wanted and needed.
Uniquely different, instead of wanting me to blow him, he wanted to make love to me. Instead of cumming in my mouth, he wanted to fuck me and cum in my pussy. Instead of wanting me to suck him, he wanted to fuck me.
Unfortunately, I was too drunk to realize that he wasn't wearing a condom. Luckily, one of my friends knew his name and where he worked. Two weeks later, when I discovered that I was pregnant, I confronted him and told him that I was pregnant. Without even having to ask him, he willingly gave me money for an abortion.
# # #
I staggered in my front door with my blouse unbuttoned, my naked breasts dangling out of my front snapping bra, my skirt on backwards, my hair a mess, and my lipstick smeared. Obvious to my mother, who had been there plenty of times before, something my mother did all the time, she knew that I had sex with a man that I had just met. Like mother like daughter, I felt like such a whore.
Yet, a night to remember and one that I'd never forget, while making out with him, I remember allowing him to feel my big tits through my bra. I loved having my breasts felt while French kissing. Never having felt the touch of an older man, a man old enough to be my father, I allowed him to unbutton my blouse and grope me through my brassiere. Not nearly stopping there, I allowed him to unhook my front snapping bra and remove my breasts from my bra.
How could I forget? Yet, something I never wanted to remember. Only several months earlier, I had been with older men, four of them. I suddenly remembered my four brothers gang raping me on my 18th birthday for giving them lip.
'Happy birthday to me,' I thought while forced me to sexually endure them fucking me.
Ripping off my clothes, they stripped me naked. Never was I as embarrassed as I was with my four brothers seeing me naked, touching and feeling my naked body everywhere, and having their wicked way with my naked, virginal body. With none of them wearing condoms, with them all brutally fucking me and cumming inside of me, not that time of the month, I was fortunate that I wasn't pregnant. The last thing that I needed was to have a baby by one of my brothers.
Yet, this was different than being gang raped by my four, perverted brothers. With me so sexually aroused, I wanted to have sex with Grant. With sucking cock my specialty, I wanted to blow him. I wanted to suck his cock. I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I wanted him to cum all over my face and across my naked breasts. I wanted him to give me a cum bath.
Yet, it wasn't Grant that gave me what I wanted. It was my four brothers that sexually satisfied me. After stripping me naked and before fucking me, they forced me to blow them. They forced me to allow them to cum in my mouth. They forced me to swallow their cum.
As if he had never seen or felt a woman's naked breasts before, he was all over my big tits. A huge understatement, he loved my big tits. Touching them, feeling them, fondling them, groping them, and sucking them, he had his wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts. Yet, oddly enough, drunker than I thought I was, I never felt him go under my short skirt and remove my panties. I didn't know that he had removed my panties until I felt his stiff prick inside of my soaking wet pussy.
Slowly humping me, he made love to me. Then, humping me harder and humping me faster, as if he fucked me as if he was fucking his daughter. A new, sexual experience, submitting to him, I wrapped my arms around his neck and returned his hard and fast humps with my hard and fast humps. As if I was fucking my father, I fucked him. I fucked Grant Bentley.
Other than the time my brothers gang raped me, having never had sexual intercourse before I was assuredly having consensual, sexual intercourse now. Then, as if he was shot, he abruptly stopped humping me when he ejaculated load of cum inside of my pussy. I had no idea that he wasn't wearing a condom until I felt his cum running down my legs. I had no idea that this was the creation of my son, Mathew.
# # #
Even though I told him that I was 18-years-old and showed him my driver's license, with me always looking so much younger, he didn't believe me. Fearing that I was underage, when I wasn't, nonetheless, thinking twice about fucking me, he gave me ten-thousand-dollars not to report him to the police for rape. Then, when he disappeared like a thief in the night, I never heard from him or saw him again.
A year later and every year thereafter, he continued sending me ten-thousand-dollars. He sent me a stack of one-hundred, hundred-dollar-bills in a sack and sealed in a registered and insured envelope. With his donation supplementing my income, now, I had enough money to buy all that I needed for my baby.
Even though I thought about aborting my baby, I couldn't. With me a Catholic in good standing, I couldn't abort my baby nor could I put my baby up for adoption. It was wrong to murder my child as much as it was wrong to abandon my baby. I couldn't do it. I just couldn't do it. Already attached to my baby before my baby was even born, I loved my baby.



This was my baby. This was my flesh and blood. This was my child. When he gave me that much money without even having to ask him, I figured he was rich. Moreover, I figured that he was married. I figured he had children and I'd be right on all three accounts. He was rich and he was married with children. It was easier to give me money every year to avoid a scandal.
Instead of using the money to have an abortion, needing it for that, I kept the money for myself. I used the money to buy diapers, formula, baby clothes, a baby carriage, a stroller, and nursery furniture. I didn't tell Grant that I was keeping my baby. I don't know how he did but he found out anyway.
With him already knowing that I kept my baby, there was no need to tell him. Besides, I never saw him again. An older man who, no doubt, wanted to keep his reputation intact, he had a big job as senior vice-president at a major bank in Boston.
With me not staking any claim on him and him not staking any claim on me or on our child, having nothing to do with one another, except for him giving me a yearly, ten-thousand-dollar stipend, he was out of the picture anyway. Disappearing in the night, after confronting him at his office, I never saw him again. Instead, I stayed away from the fast life.
No more drinking and smoking. I watched my diet and exercised. Taking my vitamins, I did everything that my doctor required me to do to have a healthy baby. Other than his yearly envelope of ten-thousand-dollars in cash, already forgotten, there was no reminder of him.
I always wanted a baby but not this way. I was too young to have my own child. Wanting to live the American dream, I had hoped to eventually fall in love, marry, and have a baby. Yet, eager for that to happen, not even giving it a chance to happen, I never met Mr. Right. Instead, I met Mr. Wrong, a man out for a good time with his friends and who was only after one thing.
Yet, my mistake could have been so much worse. At least he had money to help me to support our child. At least he was willing and could afford to send me ten-thousand-dollars a year, every year to help me support our child.
Yet, not all bad, he served his purpose by giving me what I wanted without the emotionally entanglements. I had a baby with a man I didn't know and didn't even remember what he looked like after a night of drinking and after a night of unwed sex. Once I confronted him at his office, as if never happened, I never saw him again.
One of my friends knew where he worked and I went there with my friend. When I told him that I was pregnant, without having to even ask him, he voluntarily gave me more than enough money for an abortion. He wanted to keep me quiet. He didn't want me to cause him any problems. He didn't want me to tell his boss and/or his wife. Only, instead of aborting my baby, I used the money he gave me to help raise him.
# # #
Having a talent for writing, I accepted a job as a writer and editor. Then, instead of writing stories for someone else, I started writing stories for myself. I started my own self-publishing business and wrote erotica for fans who'd willingly pay me a small fee to have a custom, creative story to document their true stories or sexual fantasies.
I didn't make a lot of money but I made enough to pay the bills. Besides, working from home, a huge savings, I had no need for childcare and to pay a babysitter to watch Mathew. Instead, with my son night and day, I watched him grow into a fine, young man. The ten-thousand-dollars came in handy.
I used five-thousand-dollars of it to support ourselves and put the other five-thousand-dollars in a savings account for my son. I figured that when it came time for him to marry, he'd have more than enough money saved to buy a house. He'd have enough money to have a better life than I had becoming pregnant at 18-years-old.
Something we shared and had in common, oddly enough, we were both into roller derby and wrestling. We watched all of the roller derby and wrestling matches on TV. We both loved the women roller skaters and wrestlers because sometimes, their opponent would pull off their tops and expose their naked breasts to the fans. I couldn't help but imagine my son doing that to me. I'd love for him to remove my top and expose my naked breasts to him.
'How hot would that be for my son to pull off my top while we wrestled and/or roller skated,' I thought while imagining being topless in front of my son?
While wrestling with my son, making his touches and gropes seem accidental, I imagined him touching, feeling, fondling, and groping my naked tits. I imagined touching and feeling his erect cock through his pajama bottoms. I imagined his stiff prick emerging from his pajama pee hole and poking me in my ass. I imagined him on top of me and humping me as if I was his whore instead of his mother.
# # #
Then, as soon as he turned 18-years-old and I was 39-years-old, as if he had sexually matured overnight, he looked at me different. He looked at me with unbridled lust. Embarrassing me and making me feel sexually uncomfortable, he looked at me as if he was undressing me with his eyes.
Never imagining that my son would look at me in that incestuous, sexual way, he looked at me as if he imagined me naked and having sex with him. Instead of making me feel embarrassed and ashamed, he made me feel sexually aroused. I wanted him to see me without my clothes.
Always trying to catch me in my bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, he'd barge in my bedroom and open my bedroom door without knocking. I can't count how many times he caught me dressing and undressing. I can't count how many times he saw me in my bra and panties, topless, and even naked. I can't count how many times he caught me without my clothes. Knowing that he was coming down the hall and ready to barge in my bedroom without knocking, I can't count how many times I allowed him to see me in all manner of undress.
Clearly horny, he demonstrated the same, sexual behavior whenever his grandmother, Natty, visited. Whenever she stayed overnight, he'd barge in her bedroom without knocking. Only, with my mother a horny and despicable, incestuous whore, after having slept with all four of her sons, I knew that she'd sleep with her grandson, too.
Instead of covering her nakedness with her hands, with a towel, or with her nightgown, she'd stand before him totally exposed and talk to him as if she was fully dressed. In the way that he wanted to see her naked, she wanted him to see her naked. Wishing that I could be more like my mother without all of the guilt, shame, and remorse, my mother was such a whore.
Then, as if testing me and tempting me, as if I had wished it to happen and had been thinking about asking me, out of the clear blue, Mathew asked if he could wrestle me. Wrestle me? My son wanted to wrestle me. I don't believe this.
"Mom, may I wrestle you?"
'What? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Mathew wanted to wrestle me.'
Stunned, I couldn't believe that my son wanted to wrestle me. Unable to wrap my head around him wrestling me, my son asked to wrestle me. Instead of thinking that was an unusual request, with us both such big wrestling fans, I thought it normal that he'd want to wrestle his mother in the way that I wanted to wrestle my son. No doubt, with him wrestling me gave him an excuse to touch and feel me everywhere while making his touches and feels appear accidental.
# # #
He had been watching online videos of mothers and stepmothers wrestling their adult sons and stepsons. He had been watching adult sisters and adult stepsisters wrestle their adult brothers and stepbrothers. He had been watching fathers wrestling their adult daughters and adult stepdaughters.
No doubt, a video that he had masturbated over, one video showed the father stripping his adult, stepdaughter naked and having consensual sex with her. Clearly, he didn't want to wrestle me. He wanted to strip me naked and have sex with me.
Yet, I was sexually aroused while imagining my son wrestling me. I imagined him stripping me naked. I imagined him having sex with me. I imagined him sticking his stiff prick in my mother and forcing me to blow him. I imagined my son cumming in my mouth and all over my face.
A rite of passage, suddenly sexually excited at the thought of him wrestling me, no doubt, when wrestling me, he'd have an excuse to touch me, feel me, and explore my fully dressed body through my clothes. Unable to control myself, I was sexually aroused when thinking of my son groping me and, possibly, maybe even stripping me naked. Clearly, in the way that he was looking at me with lust, he had been thinking of wrestling me for some time.
Now, I was thinking about wrestling him, too. For the first time I thought about wrestling my son and touching him and groping him in the way that he clearly wanted to touch me and grope me. In the way that he'd want to feel my tits while making his touches appear accidental, I'd love to feel his cock while making my touches appear accidental.
# # #
It was the night before he was going away to college on a scholarship paid by his biological father. Seemingly, desperately horny, my son was insistent on wrestling me. I couldn't believe that he was intent on wrestling me. Stunned, I was floored. I was sexually aroused by the thought of him touching me and feeling me everywhere while imagining him stripping me naked.
I had never wrestled my son and, now, wrestling him was all that I could think about. Yet, like mother like daughter, call me an incestuous whore, a way for me to expose myself to him while he touched and felt me, I was eager to wrestle my son. I was sexually aroused to have that kind of intimate contact with his body.
I wanted him to touch me. I wanted him to feel me through my clothes. I wanted him to undress me. I wanted him to use me, abuse me, and have sex with me. I wanted him to strip me naked and have sex with my naked body.
'What? Wrestle me? My son wanted to wrestle me. I still couldn't believe it. I wondered if he just wanted an excuse to touch my tits, feel my tits, and fondle my tits while groping my tits. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I'd love for Mathew to touch, feel, grope, and fondle my big tits.
I wondered in the way that the women wrestlers had their bikini tops abruptly pulled off their bodies to expose their naked tits, if he wanted an excuse to remove my bikini top and expose my naked breasts. Only, I wasn't wearing a bikini. I was still in my nightgown. He made me want to go change and put on my bikini so that he could pull off my bikini top but I didn't.
# # #
Instead of changing, catching him by surprise, I grabbed him around his neck with my legs and put him in a leglock. Unfortunately for me but fortunately for him, not even realizing it, I was still in my short, sheer, low-cut nightgown without panties. Not realizing it until it was too late, his face was literally buried between my legs with his mouth pressed against my naked pussy. He had the perfect, up-close view of my naked pussy. His hot breath made me wet and erected my nipples.
'What was I thinking,' I thought? 'I'm a nasty whore like my mother. I just showed my son my naked pussy. Did I do that deliberately? Did I want him to see my naked cunt? Was I hoping that he'd masturbate me while eating me before fucking me?'
Yet, instead of being embarrassed and/or ashamed, an understatement, I was sexually aroused. My son saw my naked pussy. I couldn't believe that I flashed Mathew my naked cunt. In the way that so many men pulled my head down and forward to stick their erect pricks in my mouth and forced me to suck them, I pulled my son's head down and forward to nearly stick my naked pussy in his mouth.'
No turning back now, too late to change my mind, our impromptu wrestling match was on. I was as sexually turned on as he was sexually excited. We rolled around the floor before I noticed that my nightgown was hiked above my waist and my breasts had fallen out of the top of my nightgown.
Now, with my naked pussy, my naked breasts, and my naked ass totally exposed to my son, I was literally naked in front of him. Further sexually arousing me, the first time seeing his nearly, naked mother, as if he had never seen a naked woman before, I felt my son staring at all that he could see of my naked body. He stared at me with sexual lust. He stared at me with incestuous horniness.
He already had huge erection. Making me horny, I so wanted to touch his cock. I so wanted to stroke his cock. I so wanted to suck his cock. I so wanted to fuck his cock. Yet, this is my son and I'm his mother. What's wrong with me? How dare I want to have incestuous sex with my son?
It had been too long since I had sex with a man and too long since I gave a blowjob. Instead of covering myself, continuing to wrestle, I allowed him to have a good, long look of my naked ass, my naked tits, and my naked pussy. Totally sexually aroused, horny, and sexually frustrated, enjoying the sexual attention that he paid me, I wanted him to see me naked.
I remained like that with my legs around his neck and his face buried in my pussy. As if he had never seen naked tits, naked asses, and naked pussies before, he continued staring at all that I was showing and all that he was seeing. Never even thinking about exposing myself to him before, it made me sexually hot to expose myself to my son now. I was as wet as he was hard. Sexually teasing him, I deliberately brushed my hand by his erect cock a few times while he cupped my breasts and my naked pussy on the pretense that he was wrestling me.
I wanted him to sexually touch me. I wanted him to sexually feel me. I so wanted to pull his erect prick from his pajama bottoms and wrap my hand around his stiff prick and stroke him. I so wanted to blow my son. I wanted, no I needed him to cum in my mouth and all over my face. I wondered if he'd be surprised if I voluntarily and consensually gave him a blowjob and allowed him to cum in my mouth.
# # #
Then, in the way that I had him in a leglock, he reversed the wrestling hold and put me in a leglock. In the way that his head was trapped between my legs, now my head was trapped between his legs. Returning the favor of his wrestling hold with my wrestling hold, he tightened his leglock. He rubbed his face all over my wet pussy. In the way that his head had been buried between my legs, my head was now buried between his legs and, returning the favor, he rubbed his erect, pajama clad cock all over my face.
Then, when I opened my eyes, in the way that my naked pussy had been exposed to his horny eyes, his naked prick was exposed to my sexually frustrated eyes. With him totally, sexually excited, his erect naked prick was sticking straight out of his pajama bottoms. The first time seeing my son's erect cock, all that I could do was to stare. Unable to remove my eyes from his swollen dick, I couldn't believe how long and how thick his erect prick was.
Something a mother should never do with her son, I so wanted to touch his erect prick. I so wanted to stroke his cock. I so wanted to suck his erect prick. I so wanted to blow him and allow him to not only cum in my mouth but also all over my face. Like mother like daughter, my son had no idea that his mother and his grandmother were incestuous whores and talented cocksuckers.
Indeed, such a beautiful thing to behold, he had a beautiful cock. I couldn't wait to touch it. I couldn't wait to stroke it. I couldn't wait to take it in my mouth and suck it. I couldn't wait to take it in my pussy and fuck it.
'If it wasn't enough that he saw my naked tits, my naked pussy, and my naked ass, a first time for everything, I couldn't believe that I'm seeing my son's hard, naked prick,' I thought.
Hoping to make our own video, on the pretense of wrestling him, I needed to blow him. I needed to suck him. I needed him to cum in my mouth. I needed him to cum all over my face and give me a cum bath.
# # #
Not expecting him to do such a thing, he reached down, took his prick in his hand, and slowly slid his cock along my lips. As if hinting that he wanted me to take him in my mouth, he deliberately pressed and slid the head of his naked cock against and along my lips. With him going away to college on the other side of the country, this could be the last time that I'd see him in a long time. If I didn't blow him now, I'd regret it later should he not return home and decide to live out of state.
Submitting to him and giving him what he wanted, surprising even myself, when he put a gentle hand to the back of my head, I briefly opened my mouth. I kissed his cock and licked his cock but I didn't suck his cock. Other than giving hand jobs and blowjobs while allowing men to feel my naked breasts, I haven't had sex since I had sex with Mathew's father, Grant Bentley. Besides, not considering hand jobs and blowjobs as sex, my way of a goodnight's kiss, I had given plenty enough hand jobs and blowjobs over the years and stroking his cock while sucking his cock was no big deal.
Like mother like daughter, I was a good cocksucker, a great cocksucker, and I missed sucking cock. Truly, for one reason or another, the least that I could do, I felt as if I owed my son a blowjob. Now, determined to give him what he wanted; I couldn't wait to suck him. I couldn't wait for him to ejaculate his cum in my mouth.
Then, shocking even myself as much as I shocked him, with him still pressing and sliding his cock against and along my lips, I opened my mouth and took him inside. I couldn't believe that I had my son's stiff prick in my mouth. As soon as he released the leglock that he had on my neck, I wrapped my hand around his erect prick and stroked him while sucking him. Determined for him to cum in my mouth, the faster and harder that I stroked him, the more that he humped my mouth and fucked my face.
Clearly, he wanted to cum in my mouth as much as I wanted him to cum in my mouth. When his cock started throbbing and pulsating, I could tell that he was close to cumming. I could feel him getting ready to unload himself in my mouth. I couldn't wait for my son to ejaculate a load of cum in my horny and more than willing mouth.
With him not stopping there, the first time feeling my big, naked tits, I felt his horny hands all over my breasts. Touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and groping them, he pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples. Then, not yet giving him the chance to cum in my mouth, I reversed his wrestling hold. I put him in a leglock and now his face was in between my legs again. I could feel his warm breath. His mouth was up against my naked pussy.
In the way that I took him in my mouth, I felt him flick out his tongue and lick me. My son licked me. He licked my naked pussy. I couldn't believe that Mathew licked my pussy, his mother's cunt. Then, I felt his fingers rubbing my clit and fingerfucking my pussy. My son was masturbating me.
While masturbating me, he sent shivers all over my nearly body. My son was not only masturbating me but also, he was eating me. Not wanting him to stop, I wanted him to give me oral sex as much as I wanted to give him oral sex. I needed to have a sexual orgasm. I desperately needed to cum.
Yet, finally coming to our senses, we stopped wrestling. We were both embarrassed as we were sexually aroused. I pulled down my nightgown to deny him any more looks of my naked pussy and pulled up my nightgown to cover my naked breasts. He stuck his erect cock inside of his pajama bottoms to deny me any more looks of his naked prick.
"Sorry, Mother, I don't know what came over me. I'm so sorry. Please forgive me," he said.
# # #
Assuredly, accepting my son's apology, I was ready to stop, really, I was, but something came over me. Already missing having his cock in my mouth, embarrassed and ashamed to admit it, but I enjoyed sucking my son's prick too much to stop. Assuming the position and surprising him, I moved to my knees in front of him. I lowered the bodice of my nightgown to my waist to allow him to have his sexual way with my naked breasts again.



Then, I reached out my horny hand and fished his stiff prick from out of his pajama bottoms. I took him in my hand while staring up at him. I stroked his erect prick while he felt my naked breasts and fingered my erect nipples.
"If I don't blow you, now, Mathew," I said sexily looking up at him. "I'll regret not sucking your cock when I had the chance. I need to give you something to remember me by. I need to give you something for you to come home to," I said. "I hope you don't mind but I need you to cum in my mouth."
I looked up at him staring down at me. Sexually teasing him, I asked him a question that I already knew the answer. I just wanted to hear him say what he wanted me to do. Not expecting him to answer, while slowly stroking his erect prick, I asked the question anyway.
"Would you like Mommy to blow you," I asked him while staring up at him?
He looked at me as if he was realizing his sexual fantasy.
"Don't mind," he said with a laugh. "Oh, God, yes. Mom. Please blow me. Please suck my cock," he said. "I'd love to see you with my stiff prick buried in your beautiful mouth."
I continued sexually teasing him.
"Tell me the truth and be honest. Would you like to cum in your mother's mouth," I asked while stroking him faster?
He looked at me as if he was going to explode.
"I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth, Mother," he said tracing my red, full lips with his finger.
Driving him mad with sexual desire for me, I continued sexually teasing him.
"Would you like to cum all over my face and all over my naked breasts? Would you like to give your mother a cum bath?"
He looked at me with his mouth open.
"I love you, Mom," he said. "Yes, I'd love to cum all over your beautiful face and across your big, firm breasts. I'd love to give you a cum bath."
# # #
Not wasting any more time sexually teasing him, I gave my son the best, damn blowjob that I had given anyone. I allowed him to cum in my mouth. Then, when I released his prick from my lips, I allowed him to cum all over my face and across my naked breasts.
I not only allowed my son to cum in my mouth but also, I allowed him to give me a cum bath. With his cum dripping everywhere, from my lips, my nose, my chin, my eyebrows, and my breasts, I allowed him to give me the best cum bath that I ever had. As if he had been saving his cum for a year, I was literally covered in cum.
Not going away to spring break, instead, he returned home every vacation. He slept in my bed and we had sex. He made love to me and fucked me every morning and I sucked him every night. I allowed him to cum in my pussy every morning and he ejaculated in my mouth and all over my face every night. Every night, he gave me a cum bath.
Then, surprising me, returning my favor of oral sex with his favor of oral sex, he scooted down the bed. He spread my legs to expose my naked pussy to his horny eyes again. Then, he made himself comfortable between my shapely thighs. He fingered my pussy while licking my pussy. He didn't stop rubbing my clit and licking my cunt until I had a sexual orgasm.
Not stopping there, as soon as he was finished eating me and as soon as I had a sexual orgasm from his fingers and his tongue, I mounted him. I made love to him in the way that his father had made love to me. Then, I fucked him. I fucked him fast and I fucked him hard. I fucked my son and he fucked me, his mother.
# # #
Bursting at the seams to tell someone that I had incestuous sex with my son, I had to tell someone. I couldn't tell my friends that I had incestuous sex with Mathew. They wouldn't understand. They'd think me a nasty whore. The only person who I could tell was my mother, Natty, Nasty Natty. With her having incestuous, drunken sex with all four of her sons, my brothers, numerous times over the years, I knew she'd understand.
I entered the living room where my mother was reading the newspaper. Even now at her mature age, she was so pretty. She was so sexy. Except for her dyed black, natural blonde hair that she dyed to steal away from her pimp and her bookie, we looked so very much like. We both tall, had D cup breasts, and she still had our smoking hot figures.
"Mom," I said embarrassed and ashamed to admit my lack of self-control. I fidgeted with my fingers. "I had sex with Mathew. I blew him. I sucked his cock. He ejaculated in my mouth and gave me a cum bath. Then, he ate my pussy," I said.
Expecting more of a reaction from her, I should have known better. My mother was a real whore and nothing I could sexually say shocked her. Instead of voicing her outrage that I had sex with my son, instead of voicing her disapproval that I blew him and he ate me, with her having regular sex with all four of her sons, she shrugged.
"I knew that once you saw his erect, naked prick that you'd have sex with him," she said with a laugh. "He has quite the cock, doesn't he? He has a beautiful prick."
Then, she looked up at me and, even though I should have expected it coming from her, she surprised me by what she said next.
"Would you mind if I had sex with him, too? I'd love to stroke him. I'd love to suck him. I'd love for him to cum in my mouth and all over my face. I've love him to give me a cum bath. If it's okay with you, I'd love to fuck my grandson, she said."
I returned my mother's laugh with my laugh.
"Mathew would love to have sex with you, Mother," I said. "Maybe you could invite some of your ex-stripper friends over for an orgy. I'd love to have sex with Brianna again as much as I know that Mathew would love to have sex with her and with all of your ex-stripper friends, especially Maureen with her giant, F size breasts, too."
THE END
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Wrestling my Mother, Sister & Aunt
While eventually stripping his female relatives naked and having sex with them, Johnny mixed wrestling with incestuous sex.
Author's Note:
This is a true story that Johnny asked me to write about him wrestling his beloved mother, his sexy sister, and his MILF of an aunt. He was inspired by my story to have me write his own story after he read My Son, My Friend, My Secret Lover. As much as he enjoyed my story, My Son, My Friend, My Secret Lover, he couldn't believe how similar that Mathew's story was to his own, true story.
Hard to wrap his head around, he couldn't believe that someone else had the same sexual fantasy of wrestling their mother, their sister, and their aunt. His sexual fantasy come true, he'd love nothing more than to wrestle his beloved mother, his sexy slut of a sister, and his MILF of an aunt. This is Johnny's true story how his mother, his sister, and his aunt allowed him to live out his sexual fantasy by wrestling them and having incestuous sex with them.
# # #
Huge wrestling fans, instead of wrestling with my male friends, no fun in that, I had more fun wrestling women, especially the thought of wrestling my mother, my sister, and/or my aunt. While imagining touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and groping them, I particularly liked the idea of sexually wrestling my female relatives. Something I wouldn't know until I asked, I hoped they'd enjoy wrestling me as much as I imagined that I'd enjoy wrestling them.
Making my touches and feels seem innocently accidental, I loved to touch, feel, fondle, and grope my female relatives as much as I hoped they'd enjoyed touching, feeling, fondling, and groping me. Only, I wouldn't want them to think that I was deliberately touching them and feeling them. I'd want them to think that touching them and feeling them unintentional and part of wrestling them.
'How hot would that be to wrestle my mother,' I thought? 'How hot would that be to wrestle my big sister, Sophia? How hot would that be to wrestle my aunt, my mother's kid sister, my Aunt Emma? I imagined touching and feeling my mother, Gina, my sister, Sophia, and my aunt, Emma, through their clothes while wrestling them. I hoped they'd wanted to wrestle me while touching and feeling me through my clothes as much as I wanted to wrestle them while touching and feeling them through their clothes.'
# # #
It all began a few years ago when I was 22-years-old and my MILF of a mother, Regina, who preferred to be called Gina, was 44-years-old. One day, during the pandemic when we were all bored from not seeing our friends and from sheltering indoors, my mind turned to the favorite, fantasy thing that I hoped to do, wrestling my mother, my sister, and/or my aunt. Hoping beyond hope, afraid to even broach the subject and ask them, I wondered if they'd wrestle me.
'Wow,' I thought. 'How hot would that be to wrestle my mother, my sister, and/or my aunt while touching and feeling them through their clothes? While making my touches and feels seem so innocent and part of wrestling, I'd love to grope my mother, my sister, and my aunt through their clothes. Something I wouldn't know until I asked, the perfect way to pass the time while sheltering at home, I wondered if they'd wrestle me.'
My mother and I both loved watching women's roller derby and women's wrestling, especially when the women ripped off one another's bikini tops and flashed the crowd their naked tits. We also enjoyed watching videos of two inebriated women fighting in the street while stripping one another naked as a crowd of spectators watched. My favorite sexual fantasy to masturbate over, was to masturbate over wrestling my mother, my sister, and/or my aunt while stripping them naked and having incestuous sex with them.
I'd love to rip off their tops and have them flash me their naked breasts. If I could, I'd love to strip them naked, totally naked. I'd love them to strip me naked, too. There's something freeing and sexually naughty about being naked in front of your mother, your big sister, and your mature aunt while they're all naked in front of you, too.
Never believing that they'd agree to wrestle me but hoping that they would, as a lark and out of the clear blue, first, I'd ask my mother to wrestle me. Wondering what her reaction would be to my question, I wondered what she'd say. Then, thinking better of it, not wanting to offend my mother, embarrassed to ask her, I wondered if she'd think me weird, strange, and/or perverted.
While thinking more about wrestling my mother, my excuse to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and grope her, I'd love to wrestle her while hopefully feeling her D cup breasts. I'd love to touch, feel, and squeeze her shapely ass through her nightgown. I masturbated while imagining wrestling my mother and touching her and feeling her everywhere through her nightgown that a son should never touch and feel his mother.
Not stopping with just wrestling my mother, I masturbated myself while imagining wrestling my sister and while touching her and feeling her through her clothes. I continued masturbating over my sister while imagining undressing her and stripping her naked. I continued masturbating over my sister, Sophia, while imagining her mounting me, fucking me, and having incestuous sex with me.
I masturbated while imagining wrestling my aunt while touching her and feeling here through her clothes. I continued masturbating over my aunt while imagining undressing her, too. I continued masturbating over my aunt, Emma, while imagining stripping her naked and having incestuous sex with her, too. I'd love to strip them all naked, my mother, my sister, and my aunt. I'd love them to strip me naked, too. I'd love to have forbidden sex with them all under the pretense of wrestling.
# # #
'After imagining putting her in a leglock, how hot would that be to touch and feel my mother's nearly naked body through her nightgown while wrestling her,' I thought? 'How hot would that be to fondle her nearly naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples and feeling and squeezing her nightgown clad ass? How hot would that be to stick my horny hand down her nightgown top to feel her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples? How hot would that be to move my horny hand between my mother's shapely thighs and cup her panty clad pussy while tracing her pussy slit with my finger?'
Only and alas, too morally modest and too much of a lady for that, sadly and sexually frustratingly, my mother would never wrestle me, especially not in her short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgown. Still, a secret, sexual fantasy of mine, something to masturbate over when horny, I loved imagining wrestling my mother while she wore her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown. I loved the thought of my mother flashing me her nightgown clad, nearly naked body while we wrestled.
Then, I thought of wrestling my sexy slut of a sister. If I couldn't wrestle my mother, Gina, I'd love to wrestle my sister, Sophia. She's so pretty. She's so sexy. She's so shapely. My big sister has such big tits.
'How hot would that be to touch and feel my sister through her clothes under the pretense of innocently wrestling her? Hoping she wouldn't take exception to me sexually abusing her beautiful body, I wondered if she'd allow me to touch and feel her while wrestling her. I wondered if she'd touch and feel me on while wrestling me, too.'
Finally, I thought again of wrestling my mother's kid sister, my aunt, Emma. Again, if I couldn't wrestle my mother and if my sister refused to wrestle me, I'd love to wrestle my MILF of an aunt. In the way that I've been sexually attracted to my mother and to my sister, I've always been sexually attracted to my aunt, too. In the way that my aunt sexually looked at me as if undressing me with her eyes, I suspected that if my mother and sister didn't want to wrestle that my aunt would.
'How hot would that be to touch and feel my aunt through her clothes on the pretense of wrestling her? How hot for my aunt to touch and feel me through my clothes on the pretense of wrestling me? Something that I continued masturbating over, I wondered if my aunt would wrestle me. Only, one way to know, I needed to ask her if we could wrestle. She may surprise me. She may want to wrestle me as much as I'd love to wrestle her.'
My sexual fantasy come true, I was filled with sexually, inappropriate thoughts of wrestling my mother. I continued masturbating myself while imagining wrestling her. While making my touches and feels appear unintentional, I imagined touching her and feeling her where a son should never touch and feel his mother while wrestling her. With me already having an erection by the mere thought of wrestling my mother in her nightgown, I wondered if my sexual excitement would show when asking her if she'd wrestle me.
Torn by my sexual attraction for my mother, an unusual request to ask her, I debated if I should even ask her to wrestle me. Yet, not wanting to make things between us awkward and make her feel sexually uncomfortable, nevertheless, curious to know, I needed to know if she'd wrestle me. With us both huge wrestling fans, perhaps, she had already thought of wrestling me in the way that I now thought of wrestling her. Daring myself to do so, no harm done in asking, curious to know, at the very least, I needed to ask her the question.
# # #
"Mom," I asked while staring at all I could see of her beautiful, nearly naked body through her sheer and sexy nightgown?
As if deliberately, sexually teasing me, she always wore her sexiest nightgowns around the house and around me without having the modesty and/or the shame to wear a robe over them. I stared at all that I could see of my MILF of a mother through her sheer, sexy, short, and low-cut nightgown while imagining her naked and having sex with me. I stared at her long, sexy line of cleavage and at her long, beautiful, dark hair. When she stood, I stared at the shape of her round, firm ass. I stared at the patch of black, trimmed, pubic hair that showed through my mother's nightgown.
When she stood in the kitchen in front of the opened refrigerator door without turning on the overhead, kitchen light, the light from the refrigerator passed through her sheer nightgown and made her appear naked. As if she stood in front of a TSA X-ray, machine at the airport, again, when she suddenly walked by the television in a darkened living room, the light from the television passing through her thin nightgown made her appear naked. Lastly, when she opened the living room drapes in the morning and stood in front of the bay windows, the bright sunlight that shown through her sheer nightgown made her appear naked.
Whether by the light of the refrigerator, the television, or the morning sunlight, I loved imagining my mother standing naked in front of me. I lost count how many times I masturbated over imagining seeing my mother without her clothes. As my excuse to touch and feel her nearly naked body through her nightgown, I'd love to wrestle my mother.
# # #
"Yes, Sweetie. What is it?"
Not even turning her head to look at me, she continued reading her magazine. Something that I could never take back, did I dare open Pandora's Box, that sexually, inappropriate door and ask my mother the question? Knowing fully well what I was up to, what if she thought me weird or worse, perverted that I asked her to wrestle me?
'What son wrestles his mother,' I thought? 'An even more inappropriate, sexual question, what mother wrestles her son?'
Nonetheless, persevering and daring myself to ask my MILF of a mother the question, needing to know and curious for her answer, taking the bold step and a giant sexual step, I asked my mother what I was thinking.
"Would you wrestle me," I asked while innocently looking at her sitting across from me in her short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown?
'She looked so hot in her sexy nightgown. I wished I could kiss her and make out with her while touching and feeling her through her sexy nightgown. Forget about wrestling my mother, I wished I could have sex with her.'
Returning back to my original question, I imagined wrestling my mother.
'If she agreed to wrestle me, did she dare wrestle me while wearing her sexy nightgown,' I thought. 'That's the question. If she dared wrestle me in her nightgown, then, chances are that she'd want to have sex with me, too.'
I'd love to wrestle my mother while she wore such a sexually revealing nightgown. Alas, if she agreed to wrestle me, I seriously doubted she'd wrestle me while wearing her barely there nightgown. My mother's not an exhibitionist whore. Modestly moral, as if she's one of the sisters on Downton Abbey, she's a refined lady. I've never seen more than her bra strap and a few upskirt peeks of her white panties.
No doubt, if indeed she decided to wrestle me, to maintain her morals and her modesty, she'd change to her sweatshirt and sweatpants. Only, while flashing me her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy, I wished she'd wrestle me while wearing her sexy nightgown. I'd love to touch and feel every part of her naked, beautiful body that she flashed me while wrestling me.
# # #
With her sitting across from me in the living room, while wondering if she was deliberately exposing herself to me, her knees were parted open just enough that I could see that she wasn't wearing panties.
'My mother is not wearing panties. I can't believe she's not wearing panties. She's flashing me her naked pussy. I wonder if she's deliberately flashing me or unintentionally flashing me,' I thought.
The first time seeing a flash of my mother's naked pussy, I wondered again if she'd dared agree to wrestle me when wearing her sheer and sexy nightgown. I wondered if she dared wrestle me without changing into her sweatshirt and sweatpants. I'd love for my mother to continue flashing me in her sexy nightgown while wrestling me.
If she did wrestle me while wearing her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown, I'd see my all of mother's naked body. I'd see her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. If she dared to wrestle me while wearing her sexually revealing nightgown, I'd be touching and feeling my mother everywhere that I wanted to touch and feel her while making my touches and feels appear accidental.
Figuring that she'd say no to wrestling me but hoping that she'd say yes to wrestling me, I wondered what she'd say. Hoping she'd wrestle me, while visualizing her wrestling me, I wondered if she'd agree to wrestle me. I wondered if she'd think of me as an incestuous pervert hoping to cop cheap feels of her beautiful, nightgown clad body. Indeed, I'd definitely love to touch, feel, and fondle my mother's nightgown clad, nearly naked body on the pretense of wrestling her.
I stared at her long, shapely legs. She had such sexy legs. I'd love to feel my mother's legs, especially her naked, upper thighs, while wrestling her. Something that I hoped to do, while French kissing her and making out with her, I'd love to stick my horny hand between her thighs and cup her naked pussy while fingering her pussy slit.
Hoping beyond hope that she'd agree to wrestle me, my sexual fantasy come true, I knew she'd never wrestle me while wearing her revealing nightgown. If she did agree to wrestle me, sexually frustratingly, she'd want to put on pants and a sweatshirt. I knew that if she did wrestle me while still in her nightgown, I'd be seeing, touching, and feeling all that I hoped to see, touch, and feel of my mother's beautiful body.
Even if she didn't agree to wrestle me, I'd be masturbating over imagining my mother wrestling me while wearing her sexy nightgown and exposing her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy to me. I'd be masturbating over imagining touching and feeling my mother. I'd be masturbating over imagining stripping her naked and having sex with her naked body.
# # #
"What? Sorry. I beg your pardon," she asked while looking at me with a confused expression on her face? "Wrestle? Seriously?" She laughed. "You want to wrestle me? You want to wrestle your mother," she asked with another, little laugh while a glimmer of sexual arousal took hold of her face and erected her nipples through her sheer, thin nightgown?
My mother not only had big tits but also, she had big nipples, too. I'd love to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples while touching, feeling, and fondling her big tits. I'd love to suck her nipples while she stroked my cock.
Surprising me and sexually exciting me, if I wasn't mistaken in reading her facial expression, she seemed interested in wrestling me. I knew as soon as started thinking about wrestling my mother that I'd have an erection and I did. Hoping she'd wrestle me and hoping she'd wrestle me while wearing her sexy nightgown, I already had a throbbing erection with the thought of me touching and feeling her through her nightgown. My cock throbbed and pulsated with the thought of her touching my cock through my pajama bottoms.
Who wouldn't have an erection while imagining wrestling a mother who looked like her? She was beautiful. She was shapely and she was sexy. She was my best friend. Unashamed and unembarrassed to admit it, I'd marry her if I could.
I wished I could find the doppelganger of my mother. I'd love to find her clone. I'd love to find a woman who not only looked like her but also, talked like her, laughed like her, and walked like her.
With my cock continuing to throb and pulsate, I hoped that my erect penis would make its way out of my pajama pee hole. If my mother agreed to wrestle me, I hoped to expose my erect, naked cock to her. Hoping that it would happen, something she had never seen before since she changed my diaper as a baby, I couldn't wait for my mother to see my naked, erect prick.
I wondered if my cock emerged from my pajama pee hole what her reaction would be to seeing my naked prick. Would she look? Would she stare? Or would she look away in disgust that I exposed myself to her?
Maybe her seeing my naked prick would motivate her to wrestle me while touching and feeling my naked dick. Maybe, she'd surprise me and reach out and touch me. Maybe, she'd stroke me. Maybe, she'd moved to her knees and suck me. Maybe, she'd spread her legs and fuck me.
Depending on how she reacted to seeing my naked prick would give me clear evidence to how she'd feel about me touching her, feeling her, and groping her through her flimsy nightgown while wrestling her. I knew that if she wrestled me while wearing her nightgown that her big tits would eventually fall out of her top. I'd love to see my mother's naked tits. I'd love to finger her erect nipples. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her naked tits. She has such big and shapely breasts.
I knew that if she wrestled me in her nightgown that the hem of her nightgown would climb to her waist to expose her naked ass and her naked pussy to my horny eyes. Something I've never seen before; I'd love to see not only my mother's naked tits but also, I'd love to see her naked ass and her naked pussy, too. Then, once she exposed herself to me, I hoped she'd allow me to strip her naked on the pretense of wrestling her. As much as I hoped to see my mother's naked tits, I hoped to see her naked ass and her naked pussy, too.
# # #
I watched her look over at me. Wishing I could read her mind, I wondered what she was thinking. She eyed me with curiosity. Then, giving me an unexpected look, she eyed me with flash of sexual arousal. She eyed me as if she was suddenly interested in wrestling me. Clearly, I had piqued her interest in wrestling me.
"Okay," said my mother putting down her magazine and standing. "Let's go," she said giving me a devious smile. "Let's wrestle."



I not only couldn't believe that my mother agreed to wrestle me but also that she agreed to wrestle me while wearing her revealing nightgown. I was filled with sexual excitement that I'd not only be seeing all that I wanted to see of my mother's naked body but also that I'd be touching and feeling all that I wanted to touch and feel her naked body, too. I'd love to get her in a hold where I totally exposed her.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'My sexual fantasy come true; my MILF of a mother agreed to wrestle me. She agreed to wrestle me while wearing her sexy nightgown. While wrestling my mother, I'll be able to see, touch, and feel all of her naked body.'
"Let's see what you have in the way of wrestling moves," she said walking closer to me. "I dare you to get me down on the floor," she said pushing my shoulder. "I dare you to get me in a submission hold," she said pushing my other shoulder. "I dare you to pin me," she said with a sexy laugh.
I was surprised that my mother agreed to wrestle me especially while wearing her skimpy nightgown without having the modesty of, at least, wearing panties. Surprised that she didn't change into something more modestly suitable, and something less revealing, I was glad she didn't. Encouraged by her positive reaction to wrestling me especially while wearing her sexually revealing nightgown, I started wrestling my mother.
I was floored as much as I was sexually excited by my mother's challenge for me to get her down on the floor, to get her in a submission hold, and/or pin her. Not a serious wrestling match but just a for fun wrestling match, I wrestled my mother in my pajama bottoms without wearing underwear and she wrestled me in her short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgown without wearing panties. Depending on what I'd see of her sexy, naked body, while sexually imagining every naked scenario, I'll be masturbating over wrestling my mother in her revealing nightgown for the rest of my life.
# # #
While rolling around the on the carpeted floor wrestling her, with her big tits already nearly hanging out of the top of her nightgown, I hoped her naked breasts would completely fall out of her nightgown top. With me already having a throbbing and pulsating erection, I hoped my naked prick would slip out of my pajama pee hole. I'd love to see my mother's naked breasts as much as I'd love to flash her my naked cock. I'd love to touch and feel her naked tits as much as I'd love for her to touch and feel my naked cock.
"Let me know if I'm hurting you, Mother, and I'll stop," I said sensitive to not wanting to hurt my mother.
With her leaning forward and bent over me, the top of her nightgown fell completely open. As if I had never seen a woman's naked breasts before, I stared down her open nightgown top at my mother's long, line of sexy cleavage. Having never seen my mother's naked breasts before, I stared at all that I could see of the tops of her breasts. Able to see all the way down to her navel, I stared at her erect nipples pushing against her sexy nightgown.
Something I never saw before; I couldn't believe that I was seeing the total size and the complete shape of my mother's naked breasts. I couldn't believe I was seeing her areolas and her nipples, too. She not only had big tits but also, she had big, erect nipples, too. As much as I couldn't wait to touch and fondle her big, naked tits, I couldn't wait to pull, turn, twist, and suck her erect nipples.
Using wrestling as our excuse to touch and feel one another, unable to admit our incestuous, sexual attraction to one another, we both wanted to touch and feel one another. Clearly surprising me, she wanted me to touch and feel her as much as I wanted to touch and feel her. Clearly surprising me, she wanted to touch and feel my erect, pajama clad cock as much as I wanted her to feel my erect pajama clad prick.
Obvious to me now, something that sexually excited me more than anything else, even more than seeing her naked breasts, we both wanted to have incestuous sex with one another. I wanted to have forbidden sex with my mother as much as she clearly wanted to have forbidden sex with me, her son. Even more sexually exciting than having sex with a female celebrity, there's nothing more sexually exciting than the thought of having forbidden sex with my mother.
Pondering the possibility of having incestuous sex with my mother, I wondered what it would be like to have incestuous sex with her. I wondered what it would feel like for her to stroke me and take me in her mouth to suck me. I wondered what it would feel like to make love to her. I wondered what it would feel like to fuck my mother.
"Let me know if I'm hurting you, Johnny, and I'll stop," she said teasing me with a sexy laugh.
# # #
Wrestling my mother without being properly dressed was my excuse to expose myself to her. I couldn't wait for my erect, naked cock to pop out of my pajama pee hole and make its debut, surprise appearance. I couldn't wait for my mother to see my naked prick. I couldn't wait to flash her my naked dick.
Wondering what her reaction would be to seeing my naked prick, I couldn't wait to see her reaction to seeing my naked cock. With me already seeing her naked tits, and with her wrestling me in her nightgown was her excuse to expose herself to me. I couldn't wait to oblige her and expose myself to her. I couldn't wait to oblige her and see more of my mother's beautiful, naked body. I couldn't wait to see her naked ass and her naked pussy. I couldn't wait to see my mother's reaction to her exposing herself to me.
The more we wrestled, the more sexually excited we both became. The more we wrestled, the more that she exposed her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy to me and the more that I exposed my naked penis to her. The more we wrestled, the more that I touched and felt her where a son should never touch and feel his mother. The more we wrestled, the more that she touched and felt me where a mother should never touch and feel her son.
Just as it was difficult not to touch, feel, and grope my mother's naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy, it was difficult for her not to touch, feel, and grope my naked prick. While wrestling one another, she put my head in a leglock. My face was literally pressed against her naked pussy. Never have I been as sexually excited with my mother's naked pussy practically in my mouth as I was now.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'm seeing my mother's naked pussy. Her naked cunt is only a few inches from my horny eyes and my lustful mouth. If I dared stick out my tongue, I'd be licking my mother's cunt.'
She was wet, glistening wet. She was so very wet. I was tempted to touch her wet, naked pussy. I was tempted to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. I was tempted lick her naked cunt while finger fucking her wet pussy.
Under the bright, living room light, with her glistening pussy giving evidence to her sexual arousal, I could clearly see how sexually attracted she was to me. Something I never smelled before; I could smell the musky aroma of her sexual arousal. It took all the sexual control for me not to turn my head, lash out my tongue, and lick her.
It took all the sexual control for me not to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. Tempted to stick out my tongue and lick my mother's pussy, I was tempted to stick out my finger and fuck her. As much as I wanted her to suck me, I wanted to eat her.
Then, when I returned the favor and put my mother in a leglock, my exposed, naked prick was already out of my pajama pee hole. As if my penis had a mind of its own, my erect prick was pressed against her red, full lips. No longer wrestling my mother but sexually abusing her instead, I couldn't believe my naked cock was pressed against my mother's mouth.
Sexually teasing her, temping her, torturing her, and abusing her, while making the next sexual move, I took my cock in my hand and slowly slid the head of my prick along my mother's lips. Daring her to open her mouth and take my prick inside, I humped her mouth and fucked her face. Then, she finally took me in her hand to stroke me and opened her mouth to kiss my cock and lick my cock, she briefly took me inside of her mouth to suck my cock. Encouraged that she was about to blow me, I continued humping her mouth and fucking her face.
My mother switched her leglock again. Now with my mouth pressed against her wet pussy, taking the chance that she'd sexually allow me to eat her or push me away and scold me, I lashed out my tongue. I licked my mother's wet, naked pussy while rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her cunt. This was my mother's cunt. I couldn't believe I was masturbating my mother while eating her. I couldn't believe my mother allowed me to lick and finger fuck her pussy.
Sexually shocking me, instead of pushing me away, she took my head in between her hands and rubbed my face all over her wet pussy. Clearly, she wanted me to eat her as much as I wanted to eat her. I had her vaginal secretions everywhere. In my mouth, up my nose, and in my eyes, as if she had given me a pussy cum bath, I was covered with my mother's warm wetness.
In the way that my mother was blowing me, I was eating her. In the way that she was stroking me, I was finger fucking her. I continued rubbing her clit and probing her pussy deeper with my long, stiff finger. Getting ready to have a sexual orgasm, my mother was wiggling her nearly, naked body all over the carpeted floor.
Something that I'd remember forever and would masturbate over for the rest of my life, on the pretense of wrestling her, I was having incestuous sex with my mother and she was having forbidden sex with me. I knew it was only a matter of time before we'd be fucking. I couldn't wait to fuck her. I couldn't wait to fuck my mother.
# # #
Finally, no longer wrestling, my mother parted her long, shapely legs and moved on top of me. This was it. This was really it. I was about to fuck my mother and she was about to fuck me.
She reached down between her legs and took hold of my erect cock. She moved my stiff prick to her pussy lips and with a hump, I was inside of her. Something I had never imagined feeling before, I felt her warm, wetness consume me.
Sliding inside of her deeper, I continued humping her and she continued humping me. While kissing her, French kissing her, as if we were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, or lovers instead of mother and son, we were making love. Something so forbidden for us to do and something that I'll never forget for the rest of my life, I couldn't believe that I was finally making love to my mother and she was finally making love to me.
Then, with me taking sexual control, I rolled her over and mounted her. I mounted my mother. I couldn't believe I finally mounted her. As soon as I was on top of my mother, I humped her harder and I humped her faster. Instead of making love to my mother, I was fucking her. I was fucking my mother and not pushing me away and/or resisting me, she was fucking me.
I couldn't believe that I was fucking my mother and she was fucking me. Humping me as fast and as hard as I humped her, she was determined to make me cum inside of her. The harder and faster that I humped her, the sooner I knew I'd be cumming. I'd be cumming in my mother's wet, warm pussy. I couldn't wait to fill her pussy with my warm, oozy liquid. My sexual fantasy come true; I couldn't wait to cum in my mother's cunt.
Something even more forbidden than us having incestuous sex, I only wished I could give her my baby. I'd love to impregnate my mother. I'd love to raise our child with me as the father and her as the mother. I'd move somewhere no one knew us. I'd marry her. I'd marry my mother and live happily ever after.
"Johnny! Johnny! Oh, my God, Johnny. Please don't stop. Hump me harder. Hump me faster. I'm cumming, Johnny. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said. "Fuck me, Johnny. Fuck me. Fuck your mother."
Controlling myself from cumming too soon, we continued fucking harder and faster until she was on the verge of having a sexual orgasm.
"I love you, Mom," I said.
She laughed out loud.
"Don't call me Mom with your big dick buried inside of my pussy. Call me Gina," she said.
I fucked her harder and I fucked her faster.
"I love you, Gina," I said.
She gave me a long, wet kiss.
"I love you, too, Johnny," she said continuing to hump me harder and faster.
Then, when I felt her arch her back and stiffen legs, knowing that she was ready to cum, I unloaded all the cum I had in my balls in her pussy. The first time fucking my mother and the first time she was fucking her son, as if our sexual intercourse was meant to be, we had our sexual orgasms at the same time.
# # #
Then later that afternoon, we put on a wrestling show in front some of our female relatives. After watching all of the fun we had wrestling, as their not-so-subtle excuse to have sex with me, my sister and my aunt wanted to wrestle me, too. First, I wrestled my sister, Sophia and then, I wrestled my aunt, Emma. In the way that I touched and felt my mother, I touched and felt them both, and they touched and felt me. In the way that I saw their topless and naked bodies, they saw my naked prick.
'I can't believe that I not only exposed my cock to my naked mother but also that I exposed my cock to my naked sister and to my naked aunt,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I not only had forbidden sex with my mother but now I'm about to have incestuous sex with my sister and with my aunt.
After watching me wrestle our mother, the next morning, my big sister, Sophia, emerged from her bedroom in her bra and panties. The first time seeing my sister in her bra and panties, I was as shocked as I was sexually excited. I had never seen my sister in her sexy underwear before.
My sister had such a sexy and shapely body. As if she was a tall model on a runway, I watched her tits juggle as she walked. If it wasn't enough that I'd be masturbating over touching and feeling my naked mother while wrestling her and having incestuous sex with her, I'd be masturbating over seeing my sister in her sexy, low-cut bra, and sheer, bikini panties.
"Are you ready to wrestle me," she asked while giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile?
Taking a wrestling stance, she crotched with her arms in front of her ready to wrestle me.
Without even having to ask her, my sister wanted to wrestle me. She surprised me that she wanted to wrestle me. Yet, more than wrestling me, after my mother told her that I fucked her and she fucked me, she wanted to have sex with me. I laughed. With her ready to suck and fuck me, I couldn't believe my sexy, big sister wanted to have incestuous sex with me.
"I'd love nothing more than to wrestle you, Sophia," I said grabbing her in a headlock. "I hope you don't mind if I strip you naked while touching you and feeling you everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his naked sister," I said with a dirty laugh.
Then, catching me off guard, she reached for the only thing she could grab. Something not expecting her to do, she pulled my pajama bottoms down and exposed my naked, erect prick to her and to my mother who was watching us wrestle from her chair. Oddly enough, embarrassed as much as I was sexually excited, I immediately had an erection. I let go of my sister to pull up my pajama bottoms.
When I leaned to pull up my pajama bottoms, she grabbed me around my neck and put me in a headlock. Turnaround is fair play. I grabbed Sophia around her waist and pulled my sister's panties down to her ankles expose her naked ass and her naked pussy.
When she still didn't break off her headlock, I felt touch, felt, and squeezed her naked ass before sticking my hand between her shapely thighs to cup her naked pussy. I slid an experienced finger along her pussy slit and parted her pussy lips. Then, as if I was her boyfriend or her lover out on a date, I finger fucked my sister's cunt.
As soon as I parted her pussy lips, rubbed her clit, and finger fucked her, clearly feeling uncomfortable that her baby brother was masturbating her, she released her headlock and pushed me away. If it wasn't enough that I saw my sister naked, she saw me naked, too. If it wasn't enough that we saw one another naked, rubbing her clit while finger fucking her pussy, I briefly masturbated my sister.
Yet, surprising me, not wanting to wrestle me, forget about wrestling me, she wanted to have sex with me. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that my big sister wanted to have incestuous sex with me. My sister wanted to suck and fuck me. She wanted me to eat her pussy and fuck her cunt.
She didn't even bother to pull up her panties. Instead, she stepped out of them and kicked them to the side. Something that I never expected to see but was sexually excited to see, my sister was naked below the waist. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my big sister's naked pussy.
Then, she lifted her bra up and over her head. She was topless. Not only was I seeing my sister's naked ass and naked pussy but also, I was seeing her naked tits, too.
Then, not to be denied to have sex with me, her kid brother, she pulled my pajama bottoms down again to expose my erect, naked cock again. Following her lead, not pulling up my pajama bottoms, I kicked them to the side. I remained naked below the waist in front of my sister and mother.
Not stopping there, she pushed me back on the couch. As if she was going to fuck me, she mounted me. My sister mounted me as if she wanted to make love to me before fucking me. I couldn't believe my sister mounted me.
I kissed my sister. The first time kissing my sister on her lips, I parted her lips with my tongue and stuck my tongue in her mouth. I was French kissing my sister. Returning my French kissing with her long, wet kisses, she was French kissing me, too.
My erect naked cock was up against her wet pussy. Instead of releasing me, she reached down and took my cock in her hand and moved it to her pussy. With her gentle hump, my cock slid inside of my sister while my mother watched us making love. Another one of my sexual fantasies coming to fruition, I was making love to my sister. I couldn't believe that I was making love to her.
I returned my sister's humps with my humps. Soon, in deference to my mother, we were fucking. I couldn't believe that I was fucking my big sister and she was fucking me. Unembarrassed and unashamed, we were fucking while our mother watched.
After fucking my sister, if I could marry her, I would. I'd love to move to Utah, join the Mormon faith and marry no only my mother but also my sister, and perhaps, my MILF of an aunt, too. How hot would that be to impregnate all three of them? How hot would that be to give them all babies in my image to raise and love.
# # #
The very, next day, sexually arousing my aunt, my mother told my aunt, Emma, her sister, that she had wrestled me and blown me after I ate her pussy. She told my aunt that my sister and I made love and fucked one another, too. Eager to get in on the wrestling action, my aunt paid us a visit, specifically to see me, wrestle me, and, no doubt, to have sex with me. Something she's never done before; I was surprised that my aunt visited us in her sheer and sexy bathrobe. I had never seen my aunt in her bathrobe before.
As soon as I made my way downstairs, with her naked beneath her bathrobe, she turned to face me. She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile. As if she was a stripper on stage, she slowly and sexily removed the tie from her bathrobe. Then, she seductively slipped her bathrobe off of her shoulders, first one and then the other. My aunt, my mother's sister was naked. Something I hadn't seen before and never expected to see now, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my aunt's naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy.



My mother, my sister, and my aunt all had such beautiful bodies. They were so sexy. They were so shapely. All three had such big and shapely breasts.
I couldn't wait to touch my naked aunt. I couldn't wait to feel her naked body. I couldn't wait to not only wrestle her but also to have sex with her, too.
"I'm ready to wrestle," she said. She looked down at the bulge in my pajama bottoms. "C'mon, your turn. Get naked. We're wrestling nude, Greco-Roman, Olympic style. Show me your cock. I want to see your big prick that my big sister has bragged about," said my aunt. "After you exposed yourself to my sister and to my niece, I want you to expose yourself to me."
Obediently obeying my mother's sister, I pushed down my pajama bottoms and kicked them to the side. Then, I grabbed my aunt in a headlock and pushed her to the middle of the living room floor. Instead of pushing me away, she pushed me to the floor. Not wasting time with wrestling, she wrapped her legs around me and mounted me. With her unembarrassed and unashamed, I couldn't believe that my naked aunt was already on top of me and ready to fuck me.
Not even bothering to wrestle me, she wanted to have incestuous sex with me. My aunt wanted to fuck me. She reached down for my naked prick and moved it to her pussy. Then, with a hump, I was inside of my aunt's wet and warm pussy. She was fucking me in the way that I was fucking her. She was fucking me in the way that I had already fucked my mother and my sister.
Not even bothering to make love, we were fucking like two, wild animals. The harder and faster I humped her, the harder and faster she humped me. In the way that I gave my mother a sexual orgasm, not wanting to sexually disappoint her, I was determined to give my aunt a sexual orgasm, too.
Waiting for her to catch up to me, I controlled myself from humping her too fast, humping her too hard, and cumming too soon. In the way that I had a sexual orgasm with my mother, I wanted to have a sexual orgasm with my aunt. Then, when she arched her back and stiffened her legs, that was my visual clue that she was ready to cum.
"Johnny. Oh, my God, Johnny. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. Hump me harder. Hump me faster. I'm almost there. I'm nearly there," she said while returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. "Fuck me, Johnny. Fuck me. Fuck your aunt."
After we had our sexual orgasms together, we stayed like that while holding one another. Hugging and kissing, the first time kissing my aunt on her lips, in the way that I did with my mother and sister, I parted her lips with my tongue. I was French kissing my aunt and she was French kissing me.
No longer wrestling one another, we continued having sex with one another. While sleeping in my mother's bed, I continued having sex with my naked mother nearly every night and every morning. I had sex with my sister twice a week and had sex with my aunt once a week. I never knew that wrestling could be such sexy fun.
THE END
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Mother Deliberately Flashing Son
Something I never thought I'd ever see; whether it was unintentional or deliberate, my mother flashing me.
I never thought I'd see my mother in her short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns without having the modesty to wear a robe over them. Before I moved back home, with her morally modest, and denying me any glimpses of any part of her beautiful body, she always wore a robe over her sexy nightgowns. I never thought I'd see in her sheer, bikini panties and in her low-cut bra.
Unable to remove my eyes from her naked breasts, I never thought I'd see her topless. I never thought I'd see my mother's naked tits. Continuing to sexually tease me by flashing me, as surprised as I was sexually excited, something that was so sexually exciting, I never thought I'd see her naked.
'My mother is naked. I can't believe she's naked,' I thought while staring at all that I could see of her sexy and shapely body.
I never thought I'd see her naked ass, her naked tits, and/or her naked pussy. Yet, every day, while making her flashes appear unintentional, she showed me something new of her sexy and shapely body that I should never see. For a 48-year-old woman, my mother is hot.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that Robert asked me to write about his 48-year-old mother, Brianna. She sexually teased him by deliberately flashing him. Having never flashed him any part of her beautiful, naked body before, he was surprised that she flashed him all of her hot body now. As shocked as he was sexually excited, never had he seen as much of his mother's sexy and shapely body as he was seeing now.
Typically, it was a son deliberately flashing his mother his naked prick when allowing her to catch him masturbating himself and not a mother flashing her son her naked pussy when sitting across from him. Every time she slowly and seductively crossed and uncrossed her long, shapely legs when wearing her short nightgown without wearing panties, she flashed him her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy. Every time she leaned over him longer and lower than necessary to serve him coffee or food, she flashed him a low-cut, down nightgown view of her naked breasts and her erect nipples.
# # #
After losing my job, no longer able to afford my apartment, a dreaded financial situation, I moved back home to live with my mother. A single mother, she didn't marry my dad, whoever he was. I never met my biological father.
I don't think she even told him that she was pregnant. With her having lots of unprotected sex back then, between attending drunken dorm parties and attending wild, spring break events, perhaps, she was too drunk to know who the father of her baby was. Suffice to write, one wouldn't know by looking at her but my beautiful mother was a whore.
A typical story back then, she became pregnant after a night of partying with drugs and excessive drinking. Fortunately for me, a practicing Catholic, she didn't believe in abortion and didn't abort me, thank God. As an alternative to abortion, she could have given me up for adoption and I'm glad that she didn't.
Still, the mystery man in my life, I wondered about my father. I wondered who he was, what he looked like, and what he was like. Who knows? Maybe, he was rich. With my mother 5'11" and me 6'4" tall, he must have been tall, too.
A tough economy made worse with the pandemic with good paying jobs with benefits impossible to find, I felt like such a loser living at home with my mother. What grown man lives with their mother? Yet, not having much of a choice, I needed a place to live. I needed a place to store all of my stuff that I moved out of my apartment when moving. What choice did I have other than to move back home with my mother? Fortunately for me, with her tired of living alone, my mother welcomed me home with opened arms.
A big disadvantage to my social life, no longer having my own apartment, I no longer had a place to take women that I picked up at the club for sex. Suffice to write, having not had sex since I lost my apartment, I'm horny. Besides, with me still living at home with my mother, at 25-years-old, no woman would sexually want to be with me.
They'd think me weird, which I'm not. They'd think there was something wrong with me, which there isn't. They'd think me a Mama's boy, which I wasn't. I was just out of luck, out of a job, out of money, and have no place to live other than with my mother.
# # #
Yet, sexually surprising me as much as my mother sexually excited me, something different than when I lived with her before, there was something odd about how she was behaving. Something she always did before that she no longer did now; denying me a view of her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass, she always wore a robe over her sheer and sexy nightgowns. Now, as if no longer caring what I saw of her and how much I saw of her naked body, she acted as if she wanted me to see her topless and/or naked.
Immorally immodest, not having any modesty, shame, and/or morals, she walked around me wearing her shortest, sheerest, lowest cut, and sexiest nightgowns without wearing a robe. Never have I seen as much of my mother's beautiful and nearly naked body as I was seeing now. Every time I saw something of her that I shouldn't see, I had a throbbing and pulsating erection. Every time I had an erection when seeing as much of her nearly naked body through her sexy nightgown, I needed to masturbate myself while imagining my mother naked and having sex with me.
Suffice to write that always masturbating, I'd love to see my mother naked as much as I'd love to have sex with her. Yet, she's my mother. I can't have sex with my mother. That's just wrong. That's just nasty. That's something that her best friend, Susan Jill Parker, would do. If Susan had a son, she'd definitely have sex with him. She was a bigger whore than my mother.
In the way that she seemingly and deliberately flashed me, returning the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, I wanted to deliberately flash her, too. Every time she flashed me; I had the urge to flash my mother my cock. In the way that she flashed me her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy, I wanted to flash her my naked prick. I wondered what her reaction would be if I suddenly exposed myself to her.
'Would she look? Would she stare? Or would she look away in disgust and embarrassment,' I thought while wondering?
Now with my mother continually flashing me up nightgown peeks of her naked pussy and down nightgown views of her naked breasts, she made me horny. I've never masturbated as much over my mother flashing me since I was a horny, testosterone filled, teenager. Never wanting to have sex with my mother before, with me sexually frustrated, after seeing her nearly topless and nearly naked now, if she agreed to have sex with me, I'd have sex with her.
Definitely, I'd fuck my mother. Having never seen much more than my mother's bra strap before, I'm embarrassed as I'm sexually excited to see all that I'm seeing of her now. Yet, feeling incestuously perverted, I'm more embarrassed and sexually uncomfortable when she's given me an erection after flashing me something of her naked body or nearly naked body that I should never see.
What's worse, as if I'm a horny teenager, unable to help myself, I'm embarrassed to admit that whenever she flashes me, that night and the next morning, I masturbate over all that I saw of my mother. Admittedly again, masturbating night and day, and every day over my mother, with me horny and sexually frustrated, I've never masturbated as much as I'm masturbating now. With me masturbating with my eyes closed while watching porn and wearing headphones, and her barging in my bedroom without knocking, I'm surprised my mother hasn't caught me stroking my cock and cumming.
'What's wrong with me? This is my mother and not some whore. How dare I masturbate over my mother,' I thought.
What grown man masturbates over his mother? Get a life. Get a girlfriend. Yet, with me living with my mother, that curtailed my sexlife. Now, especially when she flashed me, all that I could think of was having incestuous sex with my mother.
Unable to help myself, I continued staring at all that I she was showing and all that I was seeing while masturbating myself every morning and every evening. I'd love to have sex with my mother. I'd love to strip her naked while making out with her.
'How dare I look, stare, and sexually lust over her? That's so wrong. That's so nasty,' I thought? 'What son sexually lusts over his mother?'
# # #
Again, embarrassed to admit, not sexually satisfied with seeing all that she's had already flashed me, I've been masturbating over imagining my mother naked and her having sex with me. Horny now, I haven't been with a woman since I lost my job and my apartment. I'm sad to admit that, wishing I could sleep in her king-sized bed with her, I'd have sex with my mother if I could.
If she refused to have sex with me, at the very least, while sleeping with her, I'd love to hold her, hug her, spoon her, and cuddle her while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her thin, sheer nightgown. Not stopping with holding her, hugging her, spooning her, and cuddling her, truth be told, I'd love to masturbate her while licking her pussy. Unashamed and unembarrassed to admit, I'd love to eat my mother's cunt.
Returning the sexual favor, I'd love her to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. A longtime sexual fantasy of mine, I'd love to cum in my mother's mouth. Again, not stopping there, I'd love to cum all over her pretty face, and across her naked breasts as she blows me while staring up at me. How hot would that be to give my mother a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue?
Something I never thought that I wanted to do, with her the center of attention of my sexual focus, I'd love to make out with my mother while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I'd love to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her. Definitely, I'd love to French kiss my mother while slowly and sexily stripping her naked. Again, not stopping there, I'd love to make slow and sweet, passionate love to her.
Then, I'd love to fuck her. I'd love to fuck my mother. I'd love to fuck her hard enough and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. I'd love to pound my mother's warm and wet pussy with my hard cock. I'd love to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and with my cock. I'd love to make her scream while calling out my name.
'Robert, oh my God, Robert. You're going to make me cum again. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming, Robert. Mommy is cumming,' I imagined my mother saying.
# # #
A real MILF, she's so beautiful. She's so shapely and she's so sexy. Yet, embarrassed to admit, what kind of perverted son would I be to want to have forbidden sex with my mother? What's wrong with me to want to have incestuous sex with her? I can't have sex with my mother, I just can't. Yet, now that I'm living with her again and now that she's flashing me, something she never did, if I didn't have sex with her, I'd regret not having sex with my mother for the rest of my life.
With her continuing to flash me, this is my golden opportunity to have sex with my mother. This is my once in a lifetime chance to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. This is my chance to slowly and lovingly strip her naked.
This is my chance to masturbate her while licking and fingering her pussy. This is my chance to have her blow me before fucking me. As if marking my territory in the way of a dog, this is my chance to live out my longtime sexual fantasy of cumming in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. As if showing her that I own her naked body, I'd love to give my mother a cum bath.
Yet, on second thought, how dare I want to fuck my mother? How dare I want my mother to blow me? How dare I want to cum in my mother's mouth? How dare I want to cum all over her pretty face and across her naked breasts? How dare I want to give my mother a cum bath? I'm her son and she's my mother. How dare I want to defile her by having forbidden sex with her?
It's one thing to want to fuck my mother but it's quite another thing to actually fuck her. Other than Norman Bates, the fictional character in the Bates Motel, what normal son has sex with his mother? Other than Jeremy Davies as Ray Aibelli and Alberta Watkins as Susan Aibelli, in Spanking the Monkey, what normal mother has forbidden sex with her son? Yet, keeping the incestuous secrets to themselves, I suspect that there are many mothers and sons who have had incestuous sex and who don't publicly discuss it.
'I fucked Robert after he masturbated me and ate my pussy. Then, I blew him. I did. I really did. I sucked his cock. I allowed him to not only cum in my mouth but also all over my face and across my naked breasts,' I imagined my mother saying to her kid sister Maureen when talking to her on the phone.
# # #
Hidden in the dark and with no one openly talking about it, rumors of mother and son incest are constant and continual.
"Look at them laughing and carrying on, they're probably having sex," said Maureen about Brianna and Robert to her friends. "No doubt, he's probably fucking her and she's probably sucking him."
Whispered and not bragged about, no one wanted to admit that mother and son incest is a rampant problem. I dare say that a bigger issue than anyone is willing to admit, there are as many horny and sexually desperate sons as there are lonely and sexually frustrated mothers. They'd have forbidden sex with one another if they could. Especially when alone 24/7 together, it's easier to cross the incestuous line when having a mother and son sexual relationship.
Your guess is as good as mine if mother and son sex is real or imagined. What do you think? Do you know any mothers and sons who you think are having incestuous sex? Who knows what goes on behind closed, bedroom doors? With everything different in the dark, there's more of a chance to have sexual intercourse when cuddling together to keep warm while watching a movie or while watching porn.
Finding sexual comfort wherever and whenever you can, especially on a cold winter's night after the power goes out, how better to keep yourself warm than to sleep with your mother in her bed? How better to ease your loneliness and sexual frustration than to sleep with your son? How better to temporarily forget your problems than by slipping your erect cock in your mother's soft hand, in her wet mouth, and in her warm and willing pussy?
'Mom. Suck my cock. Don't stop. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth,' imagined Robert saying while imagining putting a gentle hand behind his mother's blonde, pretty head.
Robert continued humping his mother's mouth and fucking her face while masturbating himself over the sexual fantasy of his mother finally blowing him. He stroked himself harder and faster while imagining cumming in her mouth.
'I need to cum all over your face and across your big, naked tits, mother. Suck me, Mom. Suck my cock. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder while sucking me deeper,' imagined Robert saying to his mother when finally receiving a blowjob from her.
Unable to tell, but suspecting that she was, I still wondered if my mother had deliberately flashed me or unintentionally flashed me. In the way that I always seem to be at the right place and at the right time, I can't help but think that she had been deliberately flashing me. Thinking that she may be horny, too, I can't help but think that she wanted me to see all that she's showing and all that I shouldn't be seeing of her sexy and shapely, beautiful body.
# # #
Tall, naturally blonde, and beautiful with big blue eyes and modest, albeit shapely, B cup breasts, a single mother, my mother fell on hard times after her modeling career stalled and failed. Something I didn't know, never suspected, and never would have guessed, to pay the bills, to pay for child care when working, and support me while growing up, she worked as a stripper. It wasn't until I found a hidden photo album in the bottom of her underwear drawer that I discovered photos of her in her secret profession that I knew her real story.
'What's this,' I thought to myself when I found a photo album hidden beneath her sexy bras and colorful panties?
I opened the photo album and was stunned. I couldn't believe my eyes. I never expected to see what I was seeing. The first time seeing my mother without her clothes, she was so sexy. She was so shapely. She was so damn beautiful. The photo album contained dozens of photos of my mother wearing sexually explicit outfits while seductively dancing around a pole. She even had photos of Nasty Natty, Susan Jill Parker's mother having sex in the VIP room.
'My mother was an ex-stripper. I can't believe my mother once worked as a stripper,' I thought. 'She removed her clothes for money. I can't believe she danced around a pole while stripping herself topless and naked. I never knew she was a stripper. I never suspected she was a whore.'
I saw photos of her in her sexy bras and panties. I saw photos of her topless and naked. Even now, looking ten-years younger, she looked 38-years-old instead of 48-years-old. When comparing her body now to her 28-year-old body then, the age she was when stripping, my mother still had one Hell of a body.
She had a better body than any of the younger women the I used to date. While wishing that I had a girlfriend who had a body like her body, I lost count of how many times I masturbated over seeing photos of my mother topless and naked. I loved seeing old photos of my mother and of her best friend, Nasty Natty, topless and naked.
# # #
Something else that I was shocked to discover, along with the X-rated photos that I found of her working as a stripper, I found a small red diary of all the dates with men that she had when working as a prostitute. My mother worked as a prostitute. I couldn't believe my mother was a hooker. My mother fucked and sucked cock for money.
Just as I never would have suspected and never would have guessed that my mother worked as a stripper, I never would suspected and never would have guessed that she worked as a prostitute, too. I couldn't believe my mother worked as a prostitute. Yet, the next naturally progressive step to take, stripper to prostitute, most strippers are prostitutes. Shocking but true, I now had a new understanding of my mother, now.
'I still can't believe my mother worked as a prostitute,' I thought. 'I can't believe she had sex for money. I wondered how many men she fucked and sucked.'
She had the dates and the first names of all of the Johns she had sex with. She recorded what she did and how much she charged. If it wasn't shocking enough that my mother worked as a stripper, it was even more outrageous to learn that she worked as a prostitute, too.
'Unable to wrap my head around my mother's secret, private life, I couldn't believe that my mother had sex with men for money. I couldn't believe that she sucked and fucked men for money. Feeling stupid all of this time, with me not able to see the signs, I thought my mother was an ex-model. Instead, she was a stripper and a hooker,' I thought while feeling shame, disappointment, and embarrassment for my mother. 'Again, hard to wrap my head around it, my mother gave hand jobs, blowjobs, and fucked men for money.'
Now that I know that she worked as a stripper and as a prostitute, I didn't feel as uncomfortable seeing all that she was showing and all that I shouldn't see of my mother. Now that I know that she worked as a stripper and as a prostitute, I wanted to see more of my mother. I wanted to see all that she was willing to deliberately flash me. Forget about flashing me accidentally, I now knew that she had been deliberately flashing me.



I figured that she wanted me to see her in her panties and bra, topless, and naked. I figured she was sexually teasing me but for what purpose, I didn't know. Perhaps, she wanted to have sex with me. In the way that she had sex with her Johns, perhaps, she wanted to fuck and suck me, her son, too.
In the way that I wanted to make love to my mother, perhaps, she wanted to make love to me, too. In the way that I wanted to fuck her, perhaps, she wanted to fuck me. In the way that I wanted to masturbate her pussy while licking her cunt, perhaps, she wanted to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. I'd love nothing more than to cum in my mother's mouth. Only time will tell.
'How hot would that be if my mother wanted to have sex with me,' I thought? 'How hot would that be if my mother wanted to willingly and consensually blow me? How hot would that be if my mother wanted me to cum in her mouth as much as I wanted to cum in her mouth?'
Now, instead of looking away, whenever she flashed me upskirt peeks of her panties or downblouse views of her long, line of sexy cleavage, the tops of her breasts, and her low-cut bra, I stared. Now, whenever she showed me her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and/or her naked ass, I looked, I stared, and I sexually lusted over her. Now, I looked forward to masturbating over all that I was seeing of my mother's beautiful body. I only wished that I could touch and feel her where a son should never touch and feel his mother.
# # #
I'd love nothing more than to see, touch, and feel my mother's naked tits. I'd love nothing more than to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples while sucking her erect nipples. I'd love nothing more than to finger her warm and wet pussy while rubbing her clit. I'd love nothing more than to see, feel, fondle, and squeeze her naked ass. I'd love nothing more than to grope my mother where a son should never grope his mother. I'd love nothing more than to sleep in her bed. I'd love to hold her, hug her, and spoon her as she slept.
Then, once she was asleep, I imagined stealthily lifting the back of her nightgown and feeling, squeezing, and fondling her naked ass while finger fucking the back of her naked pussy. I imagined masturbating my mother in her sleep. Then, while she slept, once she was wet enough, I imagined sticking my erect prick in the back of her pussy and fucking her. Finally, I imagined climbing out of bed to stand in front of my sleeping mother and slowly slide my erect cock across her red, full, and soft lips.
Parting her lips with my prick, I hoped she'd think that she was dreaming of blowing one of her Johns and take me in her mouth in her sleep. While gently humping her mouth so as not to awaken her, I hoped she'd blow me in her sleep. Again, while gently fucking her face so as not to awaken her, I hoped she'd suck my cock while she was sleeping. I'd love to receive a sleeping blowjob from my mother.
Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, even though it sexually excited me to think that I would and that I could have sex with my mother while she was sleeping, I had more respect for my mother than that. As much as I wanted to and wished that I could, I couldn't rape my mother her in her sleep. How could I dare do that? No matter if she was a stripper, a prostitute, and a whore, I'd never force her to have incestuous sex with me. I had more respect for her than that. She's my mother and I loved her.
# # #
Every time my mother sat across from me in her short, sexy nightgown, sexually teasing, she sat with her knees parted just enough for me to see that she wasn't wearing panties. Continuing to flash me, she sat with her knees parted just enough for me to see flashes of her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy. She made me wish that I could kneel in front of her and masturbate her pussy while licking her cunt. She made wish that I could give her multiple sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
I'd love to watch my mother having a sexual orgasm. Wondering what she looked like cumming, I'd love to watch my mother cumming. Wondering what she sounded like cumming, I'd love to hear my mother cumming.
'Cum mother, cum,' I imagined saying to my mother while fingering and licking her pussy. 'As much as I wanted my mother to blow me and cum in her mouth, I wanted to eat my mother while watching her cum,' I thought.
When serving me breakfast, lunch, and/or dinner, flashing me her naked breasts in down nightgown views, she leaned over me longer and lower than necessary. Unless she was going out to go food shopping or to the bank, she remained in her sexually revealing nightgowns all day. When she wasn't flashing me her naked pussy in up nightgown peeks, she flashed me her naked breasts in down nightgown views. Suffice to write, my mother was continually flashing me.
No longer bothering to close her bedroom door when dressing or undressing, I'd station myself in the doorway of her bedroom while watching her dress and or undress and talking to her. It was hot watching my mother strip herself down to her bra and panties before stripping herself naked. Then, when she took a bath, she'd invite me in the bathroom to talk to her while I washed her back.
Instead of just washing her back, I'd cop cheap feels of her naked breasts while washing the sides of her tits. Slowly sliding my palms over her nipples, I'd cup her tits while fondling and groping her naked breasts. I loved my mother's breasts. Even though her B cup breasts weren't very big, they were firm and shapely.
# # #
Now that I knew that my mother worked as a stripper, I kicked myself for waiting so long to sexually seduce her. Now that I knew that she worked as a prostitute, it was time for me to make my sexual move. Now that I knew that she was deliberately flashing me her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy, it was time for me to deliberately flash her my naked, erect prick. I couldn't wait for my mother to see my naked cock. I couldn't wait to see her reaction to seeing my naked prick.
Biding my time, I waited until she was sitting at the dining room table and mindlessly reading her newspaper while sipping her coffee. I stood behind her while staring down her low-cut nightgown top at her naked breasts and erect nipples. Sexually excited about her finally seeing my cock, I couldn't wait to expose myself to my mother. I couldn't wait to show her my naked prick. Again, not knowing how she'd respond, I wondered what her reaction would be.
Would she look? Would she stare? Or would she look away in disgust? Only one way to find out, I needed to flash my mother. I needed to expose myself to her in the way she had been exposing herself to me. I needed to show her my erect, naked prick.
"More coffee, Mother?"
Seemingly taking me for granted, she pushed out her coffee mug without even looking up at me from her newspaper. I took her coffee mug to the kitchen. Once in the kitchen, I pulled my cock from my pajama bottoms and stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Then, carrying a coffee mug in each hand, with my exposed, naked cock swaying from side to side, I walked with my erect prick sticking straight out of my pajama bottoms.
Practically shoving my naked cock in her face, I brazenly stood in front of my mother. If I wasn't so sexually excited, I'd be embarrassed. I was so nervous to finally flash my mother my naked prick.
Again, while waiting for her to look and notice my exposed prick, I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my erect, naked prick. Once again, I wondered, would she look? Would she stare? Or would she look away in disgust? About to find out, I wouldn't know her reaction until she saw my erect cock sticking out of my pajama bottoms.
Surprising me, noticing it immediately, the first time seeing my naked prick, my mother stared at my erect cock as if she had never seen an erect cock before. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I have a big cock, bigger than average. Last I measured, more than a mouthful, it was 9" and wide.
While I stood in front of my mother exposed, my upstairs neighbor, Christine, unexpectedly knocked at the backdoor. I was startled with indecision. As was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited that if Christine walked through the backdoor, she'd see my erect, naked prick.
'What do I do,' I thought. 'Do I dare leave my cock exposed while pretending that I didn't know my cock was sticking out of my pajama bottoms or do I put my prick away? As much as I'd love expose myself to my mother, I'd love to expose myself to my upstairs neighbor, Christine, too.
Yet, undiscouraged and not changing my mind to expose myself to my mother, two for one, this was my chance to expose myself to my sexy, upstairs neighbor, too. I dared myself to not only expose my naked cock to my mother but also to expose my naked prick to my upstairs neighbor, too. I couldn't wait to see their reactions to seeing my exposed, naked prick.
Again, in the way that I wondered if my mother would look, stare, or look away, I wondered if Christine would look, stare, or look away when seeing my naked, erect penis. I was so nervous. I was so sexually excited. Yet, even though I had misgivings about flashing my mother and my neighbor, undeterred, I was ready to sexually flash them both. I wanted them both to see my naked prick.
# # #
About my age, Christine was a short, pretty blonde with huge, double D cup breasts and a round and shapely ass. She was always giving me the eye and I was always staring at her impressions that her huge tits made in her blouse. I was always staring at her erect nipples that revealed themselves through her bra and her low-cut tops.
Ready to flash Christine my cock, as soon as I opened my backdoor, immediately noticing my naked prick, she stared down at my erect cock. Then, looking up at me, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. I've never been as sexually excited as I was exposing myself to not only my mother but also to Christine, too.
Clearly, Christine liked what she was seeing. Clearly, Christine was as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her. Now, I couldn't wait to flash my mother again. I couldn't wait for my MILF of a mother to see my erect, naked throbbing and pulsating prick.
"I smelled your coffee brewing and too lazy to make my own, I hoped that I could steal a cup," she said while staring down at my naked prick again.
I smiled at her.
"Sure. I have coffee to spare," I said. "I made a whole pot. Come in. My Mom is in the dining room. I'll grab you mug. How do you take it," I asked?
She walked ahead of me to the dining room while turning around to stare at my naked prick again. Acting as if I didn't know that my cock was exposed, I didn't dare look down where Christine was staring. Instead, I pretended that I was unaware that my erection was sticking straight out of my pajama pee hole.
"Just black," she said.
From the time she walked in through the backdoor, with my back turned to her, she unbuttoned the top two buttons of her blouse. I couldn't believe that Christine was ready to flash me the tops of her bra clad breasts while I flashed her my naked cock. From where I stood over her when I delivered her coffee, with her leaning forward, she gave me a great downblouse view of the tops of her breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and peeks of her erect nipples.
When leaning forward to set her coffee down in front of her, my exposed, erect, naked cock was mere inches away from her mouth. I wished I had the balls to put a gentle hand behind Christine's blonde, pretty head and stick my cock in her mouth in the same way that I'd love to stick my cock in my mother's mouth. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love to both to blow me.
I'd love to cum in both of their beautiful mouths. I'd love to cum all over their pretty faces. I'd love to not only give my mother a cum bath but also, I'd love to give Christine a cum bath, too.
Sexually excited that I not only exposed myself to my mother but also to our sexy neighbor, too, after I carried Christine's mug of coffee to the dining room, as if I was her butler, I stood beside her at attention. Not moving from my flashing spot, I wanted to give them both a good, long look of my naked prick. Not disappointing me, my mother and Christine stared at my exposed prick as if they had never seen an erect prick before. Never removing their eyes from my cock, they continued staring at my erect, naked, throbbing and pulsating cock.
# # #
My mother laughed while giving me a sexy look and a sexually seductive smile.
"Unless you're planning on having sex with us both, Robert, I suggest that you put your cock away," said my mother embarrassing me and pointing to my exposed prick. "It's hard for me to concentrate on my neighbor with your erect, naked prick staring at me while pointing to me as if your cock wants me to stroke it, suck it, and fuck it," she said with another laugh.
Feigning my shamed and embarrassment, I looked down to where she was pointing.
"Oh, my God. I'm so embarrassed, Mother. I'm so sorry, Christine. I had no idea that I was exposed," I said feigning my embarrassment. "Please don't look at my naked prick," I said calling even more attention to my exposed cock.
Christine and my mother laughed. I grabbed my erect cock and stuffed it in my pajama pee hole. Yet, my prick was so big and so hard that it looked at if I had a pole in my pajama bottoms.
"Don't put your penis away on my account," said Christine. "It's been a long time since I've seen a cock, stroked a cock, sucked a cock, and fucked a cock," she said while staring up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
My mother laughed again, too.
"That makes two of us. It's been a long time since I've had an erect prick in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy," said my mother while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
'Were they hinting that they wanted to stroke my cock, suck my cock, and fuck my cock? Were they hinting that they wanted to take my stiff prick in their hands before taking my engorged cock in their mouths, and in their pussies? Were they hinting that they wanted to have sex with me,' I thought while wondering?
Never expecting their sexual reactions to seeing my exposed cock, I was happy that I decided to flash them both. Never have I been as sexually excited flashing Christine my naked cock as I was sexually excited flashing my mother my naked prick. Now, in the way that I was hoping to have incestuous sex with my mother I was hoping to have forbidden sex with my neighbor.
In the way that I'd love to strip my mother naked and fuck her, I'd love to strip Christine naked and fuck her, too. I'd love to finally see Christine's huge breasts. I'd love to touch her big tits, feel her big tits, and fondle her big tits while turning, twisting, and pulling her big nipples. I couldn't wait to suck Christine's erect nipples.
# # #
"There's no need to ruin our fun by putting your stiff prick away. Leave it out to play," said my mother with a dirty laugh. "Clearly, with us both horny, and a long time since we've had an erect prick in our hands, in our mouths, and in our pussies, if you don't mind, Robert, we both want to see it, stroke it, suck it, and fuck it."
Sexually shocking me, after I put my cock away, my mother reached out her hand, fished through my pajama pee hole, wrapped her long, manicure fingers around my stiff prick and pulled out my erect cock. She slowly stroked me while staring up at me before leaning forward to take me in her mouth. My mother was blowing me. My MILF of a mother was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe that my mother was blowing me. I'll be masturbating over my mother blowing me for the rest of my life.
Then, not disappointing me, it was Christine's turn. Surprising me, she unbuttoned her blouse to expose her big, white brassiere to my horny eyes. Then, she stood from her chair and, while staring up at me, she knelt in front of me. As soon as my mother let go of my cock, Christine took me in her hand to slowly stroke me while leaning forward to suck me. Looking up at me with sexual seduction all over her face, I couldn't believe that Christine was sucking my cock, too.
Something that I wanted to do since the first day that I met her, I was all over her big, bra clad tits. I touched her huge breasts through her bra. I felt, fondled, groped, and squeezed her massive, double D breasts through her bra. Finally, as if unveiling a masterpiece work of art, with her not stopping me, I slowly lifted her bra and watched her giant breasts slowly spill out of her brassiere, first one and then the other.
'Oh, my God. She has such beautiful breasts,' I thought while staring at Christine's naked tits.
The best tits I had ever seen, they were magnificent. They were so big. They were so shapely. I could wait to touch them and feel them. I couldn't wait to pull, turn, and twist her big nipples while sucking her erect nipples.
"Take off your clothes," I said to our upstairs neighbor. "I want to see you naked. You too, mother. Get naked. Strip yourself naked. I want to see you naked, too."
Christine laughed.
"I'll strip myself naked if you strip yourself naked, too, Robert," said Christine.
# # #
Just as I said that, before they could obey me, remove their clothes, and strip themselves naked, the doorbell rang. My MILF of an Aunt Maureen, my mother's kid sister was unexpectedly at the front door. Three for one, not only was I sexually excited to expose my naked prick to my mother but also, I was sexually excited to expose my cock to our upstairs neighbor. Now, out of my mind with sexual excitement, I was beyond being sexually excited to expose my naked prick to my MILF of an aunt, too.
"What's happening here," asked my aunt while staring down at my naked prick before looking up at me and looking at my mother and my neighbor?
As if my aunt had never seen a naked prick, she continually stared at my erect cock. Not removing her eyes from my stiff prick, I could tell that she wanted to have sex with me, too. Beyond any sexual fantasy that I could imagine, I imagined my mother, my aunt, and Christine taking turns to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. How hot would that be to cum in all three of their mouths and all over their pretty faces.
My mother laughed. She looked from me to look at her sister. Then, my mother stared at my erect, naked prick again.
"Robert was just exposing himself to us," said my mother with a laugh. Unembarrassed and unashamed, she looked from my aunt to my neighbor and to me again. "You're welcome to stay, watch, touch, and suck, Maureen," said my mother to her sister. "With all of us as horny as we're sexually frustrated, I dare say that the sexy sexual fun is just beginning."
Not shy, ashamed, or embarrassed, I walked over to my aunt. Always masturbating over having sex with her in the way that I continually masturbated over my mother while imagining having sex with her, I was as sexually attracted to my aunt as I was to my mother. In the way that my mother took me in her warm, soft hand before Christine took me in her warm, soft hand, my aunt took me in her warm, soft hand, too. Sexually surprising me, she continued slowly stroking my prick while staring up at me.
"You have such a big, hard dick, Robert," said my aunt. She removed her gaze from staring at my big prick to look me in the eyes. "May I suck you," she asked while continuing to stare up at me? "It's been quite a while since I've had a cock in my mouth. I'd love to give you, my nephew a blowjob. I'd love you to cum in my mouth. Would you mind if Auntie Maureen sucked your big prick?"
Before I could even answer her, she moved to her knees, pushed back her long, red hair, took me in her mouth, and started stroking me while sucking me. Staring up at me with her big, blue eyes while stroking and sucking my prick, my aunt was blowing me. I couldn't believe my mother's sister was blowing me. My Aunt Maureen was sucking my prick. Once again, I'll be masturbating over my aunt blowing me for the rest of my life.



Clearly, wanting me to cum in her mouth, my aunt gave my mother a turn to suck me. Then, my mother gave Christine a turn to suck me. Taking turns blowing me, they stroked me faster. They stroked me harder.
Finally, when I was ready to cum, they all leaned in together. First, I ejaculated a bit of cum in my aunt's mouth. Then, I ejaculated another bit of cum in my neighbor's mouth. Finally, putting a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head, I exploded the rest of my cum in my mother's beautiful mouth.
Not done cumming, when my mother removed my prick from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over my mother's face. As if my cock was a fireman's house, I turned to cum all over Christine's face before cumming all over my aunt's face. Three for one, with them laughing with sexual glee, I gave them all cum baths.
What began as my mother, Brianna, deliberately flashing me, ended with my having incestuous sex with my MILF of a mother, my MILF of an aunt, Maureen, and having forbidden sex with our upstairs neighbor Christine. Never have I been as happy sheltering in place to remain safe from the pandemic. Now, when I wasn't having sex with my mother, I had sex with my aunt. When I wasn't having sex with my mother and/or my aunt, I had sex with Christine.
THE END
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Sex with my Sexy Sister, Samantha
Brother has incestuous sex with his sexy sister under their magic blanket.
Author's Note:
This is a true story that 27-year-old William asked me to write about him having sex with his sexy, kid sister, 24-year-old, Samantha.
# # #
Sharing the rent and the monthly expenses, my sister and I rented an apartment together. A good idea at the time, rather than renting two separate apartments, with us both working from home, saving money by splitting the costs, it made sense to rent an apartment together, and share all the related costs. The only downfall, difficult to entertain guests, we wouldn't have privacy to have overnight guests.
Not a problem in the beginning but then later, with us unable to go out and no longer able to date until we were vaccinated and safe from the pandemic, we were as horny as we were sexually frustrated. It's been a while since either one of us have had sex. In the way that a starving man watches people eating through the window of a restaurant, I stared at my sister, Samantha. Of course, I'd never have sex with her but the thought crossed my mind.
A step above living with my mother, nonetheless, it was weird to tell people that I lived with my sister. Now, don't get me wrong. I loved my sister, I really do. I'm proud of her, I really am.
Yet, in the way that I'm sexually attracted to my MILF of a big breasted mother, admittedly, I'm sexually attracted to my sister. I'm not embarrassed nor ashamed to admit that I've masturbated over my mother and my sister. I'm not embarrassed nor ashamed to admit that I've imagined both my mother and my sister naked and having sex with them many times when horny and masturbating myself.
'Oh, Mom,' I thought while masturbating myself. 'I wish I could see you naked. I wish I could strip you naked and fuck you. I wish I could give you, my baby.'
Then, switching gears while continuing to masturbate myself.
'Oh, Samantha,' I thought while stroking myself harder and faster. 'I wish I could see you naked. I wish I could strip you naked and fuck you. I wish I could give you, my baby.'
# # #
Yet, living with my sister as a mature adult was something that women that I wanted to date didn't want to hear. When I told them that I lived with my sister, they thought me weird. They thought me perverted. Even though we weren't having sex, indeed, they thought we were having sex. Quite embarrassing for them to think that of me in that incestuously perverted way, they thought that my sister was stroking me and sucking me and I was eating her and fucking her.
'How dare they,' I thought? 'What's wrong with them to think that I'd dare have forbidden sex with my blood related sister? What's wrong with people. They think the worst of everyone,' I thought.
"Pardon? What? I'm sorry. Did you say that you live with your sister," said a woman with a dirty laugh?
She was a woman that I was trying to pick up at the club, that is, until I told her that I lived with my sister. As if there was something wrong with me living with my sister, she gave me a curious look? Then she asked the same questions that they all ask when I tell people that I live with my sister.
"Are you having sex with your sister, too," she asked while laughing? "Every pervert's sexual fantasy, are you sleeping with your sister together in the same bed. Are you fucking your sister? Are you cumming in her pussy? Is she sucking your cock? Are you cumming in her mouth, too?"
# # #
She made a face as if she was disgusted with me and ashamed of my sister. She looked at me as if whatever I said, she wouldn't believe that I wasn't lying and having sex with my sister. Perhaps, something she always sexually yearned to do, if she was living with her brother, she'd have sex with him but I'd never have sex with my sister. That's wrong. That's nasty. I'd never have sex with my sister.
Even though I masturbated over the thought of imagining my sister naked and having sex with her, I wouldn't have sex with my sister. I looked at her as if she was crazy while not knowing that having sex with my sister would soon be my reality. Unashamed and unembarrassed to admit, I've always been sexually attracted to my sister. To be honest, I've sexually lusted over her for years. Even now, I continually masturbate over her while imagining her naked and having sex with me.
'So, what,' I thought? 'What's the big deal? All men masturbate over women they can't have and will never have.'
"Sex with my sister?" I made a face as if I had just eaten a bug or swallowed something sour. "Are you crazy? Certainly, not. We're just living together to save money. That's all," I said.
Yet, I felt that I needed to say more to convince her.
"She sleeps in the bedroom and I sleep on the couch in the living room. I'd never have sex with my sister nor have I ever wanted to have sex with her," I said lying while imagining having a threesome with her and my sister.
# # #
To be honest, I wished I had a girlfriend who looked like my sister or my mother. With them both tall, blonde, and blue-eyed, they had sexy and shapely bodies with 34, double D, cup breasts. They were just as smart as they were beautiful, too. Only, hands off and back away, don't touch, she's my kid sister. The same goes for my mother, too.
As is my mother, my sister is as morally modest as she is sexually shy. Always sitting like a lady whenever around me but after a while growing more loosely comfortable with one another, she no longer wore her robe that she always wore over her sexy, low-cut, sheer nightgowns. My mother was the same way. She always wore a robe over her sexy, low-cut, sheer nightgown.
Yet, now, after living together with my sister, she seemed less embarrassed to show me something of her hot, sexy, and shapely nearly, naked body that I shouldn't see. Instead of sitting with her knees cemented together, she started sitting across from me with her knees parted just enough to give me a view of her trimmed, naked pussy. Instead of always wearing a robe whenever around me, she walked around the apartment in her sexy nightgowns.
Now, with her not wearing panties beneath her nightgowns, every time she slowly and seductively crossed or uncrossed her legs, she flashed me her naked pussy. Something that I had never seen before but imagined seeing when masturbating myself, I was seeing now, my sister's naked pussy. Then, with her reading a magazine and concentrating on that, she spread her knees a little wider. Not only did I see a patch of her blonde, trimmed pubic hair but also, I saw her pussy slit, her camel toe, and her pussy mound.
'My sister's pussy,' I thought. 'Something that I had never seen before but always wanted to see, I couldn't believe that I'm seeing an up-nightgown view of my sister's blonde, trimmed pussy now. Something that I wouldn't do and would be embarrassed to do, when seeing her naked pussy, she made me want to flash her my naked cock. If I flashed her my naked prick, I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away.'
Every time I saw a flash of my sister's naked pussy, hard to quell the sexual urge, I wanted to masturbate her. I wanted to masturbate my sister. I wanted to lick her pussy while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her cunt. I wanted to eat my sister's cunt.
While masturbating her and/or eating her, I wanted to watch and hear her cum while screaming my name. I wanted to make slow, sweet, passionate love to her while French kissing her before fucking her. I wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I wanted to make my sister my sexy, obedient bitch. I wanted to make Samantha my sexual slave.
'William! William! Don't stop. Oh, my God, please don't stop licking my clit and finger fucking my pussy. You're going to make me cum,' I imagined her saying. 'You're going to make me cum, William. You're going to make me cum.'
# # #
Then, unlike my sister, a game she needed to play to quell her horniness, I imagined, as if I wasn't her brother but just some random guy, sexually shocking me, she started deliberately, sexually teased me. I couldn't believe my sister was deliberately, sexually teasing me. Never have I seen so much of my sister's nearly naked body.
Making me crazy with sexual desire by giving me a spectacular downblouse view of her naked breasts and erect nipples, she leaned over me longer and lower than necessary when serving me food or coffee. When showing me something in a magazine, with her leaning over me, with her looking at the magazine and me looking down her nightgown top, she gave me a great, down nightgown view of her naked breasts. I loved seeing the shape and the size of my sister's naked breasts. Giving more to masturbate over, I loved seeing her erect nipples.
Clearly, something that I never knew before, but was surmising now, like mother like daughter, my sister was a closet exhibitionist as was my mother, too. Timing their flashes while making their flashes appear accidental, they loved flashing me their big, naked breasts. While scratching my head, never knowing for sure, I wondered if their flash was deliberate or accidental. Yet, whether deliberate or accidental, no matter, giving me more to masturbate over, I'm appreciated being flashed. I wondered how many other unsuspecting men they had flashed their double D, naked breasts.
Yet, something a brother or a son shouldn't feel, to be honest, seeing more of my sister's and mother's hot body than I ever had seen before through their sheer and sexy, short and low-cut nightgowns made me horny. Especially, when they were dressed to go out, with their hair done and their makeup on, they looked so beautiful. They looked so sexy. I wanted to have sex with one, or the other, or with both of them.
Then, when imagining them in her bras and panties, topless, and/or naked, they gave me immediate erections. Curious about their reactions, they made me want to exposed myself to them. They made me want to masturbate myself in front of them while they watched me cum.
To be honest, I wished my sister and/or my mother were my girlfriends instead of just being my sister and/or mother. I wished I could have passionate sex with either of them or with both of them. I'd love to make out with them while slowly stripping them naked. I'd love for them to blow me. I'd love to cum in their warm, wet mouths. I'd love for them to fuck me. I'd love to cum in their warm, wet pussies. I'd love to give them both my baby.
# # #
Lucky for me, something I wondered if they did it deliberately, in the way that my mother used to do, obviously, learning this from her, my sister had a habit of not turning on the kitchen light at night. Instead, she'd opened the refrigerator door and used the light from the refrigerator to find whatever she was looking for. Only, seemingly unbeknownst to my sister as it was to my mother, the light from the refrigerator passing through her sheer nightgown in a darkened kitchen made her appear naked, totally naked.
I could clearly see her the entire outline and shape of her naked ass, the immense size of her naked breasts, her erect nipples, and even her naked pussy. Every time I saw my mother's or my sister's sexy and shapely body through their sexy and sheer nightgowns, giving me more to masturbate over them, I masturbated myself that night and the next morning. I masturbated over imagining them naked and having sex with me. I masturbated over them blowing me and me fucking them.
'Wow! My sister and my mother have unbelievable bodies. I wished I had a girlfriend who had a body like my sister's body and/or my mother's body. I wish I could touch and feel their naked bodies everywhere that a brother and son should never touch and feel his sister or his mother.
I wish I could slowly undress my sister and/or my mother. I wish I could strip the both of them naked while making out with them. I'd love to make out with my sister while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I'd love to make out with my mother while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes.
I wish I could have sex with my sister,' I thought while staring at all that I could see of my sister's nearly, naked body through her sheer nightgown. 'I wished I could have sex with my mother,' I thought while remembering all that I saw of my mother's nearly, naked body through her sheer and sexy nightgowns.
Seemingly following my mother's lead, my sister did the same thing with the television that she did with the refrigerator. As if the TV was a TSA X-ray machine at the airport, she had no idea all that I could see of her shapely and sexy body through her sheerly revealing nightgown. Whenever she crossed in front of the television or lingered in front of the TV while leaning over it in a darkened living room, I could see through her sheer nightgown as if she was naked.
Enjoying the nearly, naked view of my sister in the way that I did with my mother, I'll be masturbating over this later. Clearly, I could see her round, shapely ass. I could see her big, naked breasts. I could see her blonde, trimmed pussy. I could see my sister as if she wasn't wearing any clothes. Again, easy to imagine her naked, I could see my sister as if she was naked.
Every time they flashed me; I had the urge to flash them. In the way that my mother and sister flashed me their naked breasts and/or their naked asses and pussies, I wanted them to see my big, erect, naked cock. I wanted them to catch me masturbating. I wanted them to catch me cumming over me imagining them naked while having sex with me. Something I wished I could do; I'd love to cum in my sister's and/or in my mother's mouths while they sucked me. I'd love to cum all over my sister's and/or my mother's naked bodies while giving them cum baths.
# # #
With me sleeping on the couch in the living room, in the way that my mother used to do, my sister did, too. Every morning she gave me a show of her sexy and shapely body by pushing open the drapes and standing in front of the bay window to greet the day. Again, as if she was naked, the bright sunlight lit up and passed through her sheer nightgown to make her look as if she wasn't wearing a nightgown. As if she was naked, I could clearly see every curve and fold of her beautiful, nearly, naked body.
Something I've never done before with my sister that I always did over my mother, with Samantha making me horny, I started masturbating every morning and every night over her. I imagined her naked. I imagined her having sex with me. Feeling as guilty as I felt perverted, this was my sister and not some random whore. Bad enough that I masturbated over my mother and my sister but how dare I want to expose my naked prick to them? How dare I hoped they'd catch me masturbating and cumming over them?
Whenever I was alone in the apartment and masturbating, in the way that I did with my mother, I'd talk to my sister as if she was really there. Hoping that she'd catch me masturbating and hear all that I had to say about her, I'd tell her all the sexy, sexual things that I wanted to do to her beautiful, naked body. I'd confess my sexual attraction to her in the way that I confessed my sexual attraction to my mother. I'd tell her how much I wanted her to blow me and how much I wanted to fuck her.
"Oh, Samantha, I'd love to make out with you while touching you and feeling you everywhere through your clothes," I said while stroking my cock faster. "I'd love to slowly undress you, strip you naked, and fondle your naked body everywhere that a brother should never touch, feel, fondle his sister's naked body," I said while stroking myself faster and harder. "I'd love to masturbate you while licking your pussy and finger fucking you. I'd love to give you multiple sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock."
Wondering if she heard me, it sexually aroused me as much as if it sexually excited me to imagine my sister hearing me masturbate over her. It sexually thrilled me to imagined having incestuous sex with Samantha. Never really wanting to have sex with her before, with her flashing me up-nightgown peeks of her naked pussy and down-nightgown views of her naked breasts and erect nipples, I not only wanted to have sex with my sister now but also, I wanted to flash her my erect, naked prick.
With me living with her and with us together 24/7, she made me as horny as much as she made me sexually frustrated. With us unable to see our friends and have sex with our lovers, we were both as horny as we were sexually frustrated. As if I was a starving man, I stared at my sister as if her beautiful body was a seven-course meal. Her mind, her eyes, her hands, her mouth, her breasts, her ass, and her pussy were all separate, sexual courses that I'd love to experience.
"I wish I could make slow, passionate love to you," I said while imagining talking to my sister and stroking my cock harder and faster. "I wish I could fuck you hard and fast. I wish you'd stroke my stiff prick while sucking my hard dick before fucking my cock. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth and watch you swallow, Samantha," I said while imagining my sister giving me a blowjob. "Giving you a cum bath, I'd love ejaculate a second load of cum all over your pretty face and across your naked breasts."
# # #
With her inadvertently flashing me, and with me making my next sexual move, something I've never done before, I decided to deliberately flash my sister. I decided to flash my sexy sister my naked cock. In the same way that I flashed my mother, instead of walking around her in my pajama bottoms with underwear, I started walking around Samantha in just my underwear. Like mother like daughter, instead of looking away, she looked at my underwear clad prick. She stared at my bulging dick.
I wore my tight, Ralph Lauren briefs or my pajama bottoms without underwear in front of her. Whenever she unintentionally flashed me any part of her beautiful, naked body, while hoping to make her sexually aroused, I flashed her my nearly naked body, too. Now, whenever I had an erection while wearing my tight briefs, she could clearly see the entire outline of my underwear, clad cock.
Hoping that her seeing the outline of my underwear clad prick would make her horny, now, she could clearly see how long and how wide my prick was. Whenever I wore pajama bottoms without underwear, deliberately pulsating my prick to make it escape from my pee hole, occasionally my naked prick would make a surprise appearance and point to her as if she was the chosen one. In the way that she exposed her naked pussy and her naked breasts and erect nipples to me, it made me hot to expose my naked, erect cock to my sister.
One time, when I was leaning over her and showing her something in a magazine while pulsating my prick and hoping that it would escape from my pajama pee hole, my erect, naked prick, popped out of my pajama pee hole. Only inches away from my sister's beautiful mouth, I pretended not to be aware that I was nakedly exposed. Instead of looking at the magazine, my sister stared at my naked cock as if she had never seen a naked prick before. Involuntarily, she slid a slow tongue over her red, full lips.
"Jesus, William, oh, my God. What's wrong with you? Put that thing away," she said pushing it away from her face with the palm of her hand. "You almost stuck your prick in my mouth," she said with a face full of sexual arousal. "That's so gross. That's so nasty. How dare you flash your naked prick to your sister?"
'My sister touched my cock,' I thought with sexual excitement. 'I can't believe my sister touched, my naked, erect cock with the palm of her hand.'
Horny enough to do so, I was tempted to wrap he long, manicured fingers around my naked prick. I was tempted to put a heavy hand behind my sister's blonde, pretty head and impale her mouth with my prick. I'd love nothing more than for her to blow me. I'd love nothing more than to cum in my sister's mouth and all over her pretty face and big tits. I'd love nothing more than to give my sexy sister, Samantha, a cum bath.



# # #
A telling sign that she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her, whenever my prick was deliberately exposed, instead of looking away, she always looked at my naked prick. She literally stared at my erect, naked prick. The first time she said anything about seeing my naked cock, I was surprised when my sister pushed my erect cock away with the palm of her hand. Shocking me and sexually exciting me, she stared at my erect cock in the way that I stared at her naked pussy and at her naked breasts.
Daring myself to do so, she made me want to stick my big dick in her mouth and put a gentle hand behind her pretty head. She made me want to hump her mouth and fuck her face. She made me want to have her suck me while stroking me until I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth and watch her swallow. I'd love nothing more than for my sexy sister, Samantha, to give me a blowjob.
I'd love her to suck me while stroking me. I'd love nothing more than to cum in her beautiful mouth. I'd love nothing more than to give my sexy sister a cum bath and cum all over her face, in her hair, and all over her sexy and shapely body. I'd love to see my sister awash with my cum. I'd love to see her face and her naked breasts dripping with my cum.
'Oh, my God, William, I can't believe you ejaculated in my mouth," I imagined her saying while laughing with glee. 'You had so much cum. You gave me quite the cum bath. Look at me,' I imagined her looking down at herself while wiping my cum away with a hand towel. 'Bad enough you ejaculated in my mouth but now I have your cum everywhere, all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts,' I imagined my sister saying.
# # #
Because of the pandemic, sheltering in place, we spent a lot of time together alone at home. We played board games and card games, and watched movies, and even porn to pass the time. Every night, we split a bottle of wine. Not enough wine to get us drunk but plenty enough wine to make me feel good and make my sister feel a little tipsy. Making my sexual move, the wine was catalyst to me touching and feeling my sister's beautiful body through her nightgown and my sister allowing me to touch her and feel her.
Most times, unaware of my sexual touches, my sister didn't know that I was incestuously feeling her nearly, naked body through her sheer and sexy nightgown. Determined to finally touch her boobs, feel her tits, and fondle her breasts through her nightgown, I was so nervous. I was sexually excited with the sexual anticipation of finally touching and feeling my sister's big breasts. Yet, taking a chance that she'd allow me to touch her and feel her without screaming, slapping me, and looking for another place to live, while hoping that I didn't ruin our close relationship, with a leap of faith, I took a chance.
Totally innocent, at first, I made my touches and feels appear accidental. I wasn't embarrassed and/or ashamed to write that I cuddled on the couch with my sexy and shapely sister while watching movies and/or sometimes, even porn. I put my arm around her shoulders and, a positive sign that she wanted me to touch her and feel her as much as I wanted to touch and feel her, she rested her head and her hand on my chest.
Then, with me deliberately throbbing my pajama clad cock, with her hand and mouth only mere inches away from my erect, pajama clad prick, I wished she'd touch my cock in the way that I was touching her tits. Surely, she must have noticed my prick moving up and down and pulsating side to side. No doubt, she rested her head on my chest for a better look at my erect, pajama clad, throbbing prick.
With it chilly in our apartment and the both of us always cold, we snuggled beneath a large blanket to keep ourselves warm. We cuddled together every night while drinking wine and stealthily touching and serendipitously feeling one another under our blanket of sexual bliss. At first making our touches and feels accidental, the more we touched and felt one another, the more she allowed me to touch and feel her and the more we no longer disguised our touches and our feels.
We secretly called our blanket, the magic blanket, the blanket of truth, the blanket of sexual desire, and the blanket of shame should anyone find out what we did under our blanket when alone and after we had been drinking. Something we only did when we were covered beneath our blanket, I touched, felt, and fondled her nightgown clad breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Not complaining or pushing my hand away, she seemingly enjoyed me squeezing her breasts. Not all one way, she touched and fondled my pajama clad cock while I felt and fondled her big tits.
# # #
I loved my sister's enormous tits. They were so big. They were so firm. They were so shapely. She had such big nipples. Curiously odd, as long was I didn't remove the blanket, my sister allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her big tits while she had her wicked, sexual way with my pajama clad prick.
Consensually allowing me to sexually touch and feel her nearly naked breasts through her thin, sheer, and low-cut, sexy nightgown, pushing my luck, with the blanket concealing my sexual intentions, I reached between her legs beneath her short nightgown. I cupped her naked cunt in the palm of my hand, and then, not stopping there, I fingered my sister's wet pussy. As soon as I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy while masturbating her, she gasped with erotic delight and sexually arousal.
I couldn't believe I was masturbating my sister. I couldn't believe she was allowing me to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. Seemingly, she wanted me to masturbate her as much as I wanted to masturbate her. Eventually giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers, I had her squirming all over the couch while cumming.
"William. Oh, my God, William. You're going to make me cum. Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking my pussy. I'm cumming, William. I'm cumming."
Returning the sexual favor, I allowed my sister to have her wicked sexual way with my pajama clad cock. She felt and fondled my erect prick through my pajama bottoms. Then, sexually surprising me, while still concealed by the blanket, she stuck her hand in my pajama pee hole and pulled out my stiff prick. She wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my swollen member and slowly stroked me. My sister was masturbating me. Returning the sexual favor of me masturbating her, I couldn't believe my sister was masturbating me.
"Oh, my God, Samantha. Don't stop stroking me," I said with sexual excitement. "Stroke me harder. Stroke me faster. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. Quick, put your mouth on my cock so that I may cum in your beautiful mouth. I'd love to watch you swallow all that I have to give you."
Surprising me by her not continuing, she stopped stroking me to looked up at me as if I was crazy.
"I don't mind masturbating you, William, but I'm certainly not going to blow you," she said shaking her head from side to side while looking up at me as if I was crazy for even asking her to blow me. "You're my big brother and I'm your kid sister. You cumming in my mouth will never happen. You cumming in my mouth would be wrong. Me blowing you would be incestuous. Me sucking your prick would be nasty," she said while making a sour face as if she had just eaten something bad. "What's wrong with you?"
# # #
Alas, masturbation was as far as we'd consensually go. Moreover, in order to masturbate one another, strangely odd, we needed to be covered with the blanket. The blanket was our excuse that we really weren't having sex. Even though I masturbated her and gave her a sexual orgasm with my fingers, as far as we were concerned, we were just cuddling and weren't having sex.
Only, I wished that I could make slow and sweet love to my sister. I wished I could fuck her hard and fast. I'd love to fuck her. I'd love to fuck my sister.
Still not done, I'd love to masturbate her while eating her pussy. I'd love to stick my erect prick in her mouth. I'd love for her to stroke me while sucking me. I'd love to cum in my sister's beautiful mouth, all over her pretty face, and across her big, naked tits. I'd love to give my sister a cum bath.
Then, one day when my sister was out shopping, I got an idea. Going from bedpost to bedpost, I covered the top of her king-sized bed with the blanket of sexual excitement, the blanket of shame, and our blanket of regret. Giving the whole room a special lighting effect, adding a special ambiance to the room, the blanket covering the top of the bed looked so romantic.
As soon as she saw what I had done, she smiled. That night, surprising me, my unexpectedly sister invited me to her bedroom and to sleep with her in her bed. While under the protection of the blanket, as if she was a stripper on stage, she slowly and seductively stripped herself naked in front of me. Returning the favor of her nakedness with my nakedness, I stripped myself naked in front of her as if my clothes were on fire.
Not wasting time with talking and/or with light foreplay, when she sat on her bed and reclined back, daring myself to do so, I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. While staring up at her to see her reaction to me about to eat her, I fingered her pussy. Then, taking my sweet time, I lashed out my tongue and licked her pussy. Something I had yearned to do for years; I was eating my kid sister. I couldn't believe that I was finally eating my sister's cunt. I couldn't believe she was allowing me to give her oral sex.
Moving my hands beneath her naked ass, while squeezing her naked ass cheeks, I raised her torso to my lips. I licked her faster and I licked her deeper. Going by what she seemingly wanted me to do, I fingered her clit faster and harder while continuing to lick her pussy. Not stopping, I didn't stop licking her and fingering her until she had her first sexual orgasm.
'I got my sister off. I gave her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. Proud of myself, I was so happy for sexually satisfying my sister.'
Then, after she had her sexual orgasm with my fingers and from my tongue, she returned the favor of oral sex. She eased herself halfway down her bed and while staring up at me, she took my erect prick in her hand and slowly stroked me. Then, shocking me, she took my stiff prick in her mouth.
My sexy sister, Samantha, was sucking me. I couldn't believe my sister was sucking me while stroking me and while staring up at me. Giving me a beautiful blowjob, my sexy, sister Samantha was finally blowing me while seductively staring up at me.
Not allowing this opportunity to pass me by, I put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head and humped her mouth and fucked her face. Determined to cum in my sister's mouth, not stopping fucking her face, I continued humping her mouth. With her clearly wanting me to cum in her mouth as much as I wanted to cum in her mouth, she continued stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper.
Then, a long time coming of masturbating over my sister while imagining her naked and having sex with her, it happened. I exploded a load of cum in my sister's mouth and, gobbling it up, she swallowed all that I gave her. Yet, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips and withdrew my prick from her mouth, an involuntary move that I was unable to stop, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. With her pretty face dripping with my cum, I gave my sister quite the cum bath.
# # #
With the both of us sexually satisfied and still totally naked, we made out with one another and lightly touched one another while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Something I hoped we'd do every day, I hoped to make love to my sister every night and have oral sex with her every morning. Never imagining having incestuous sex with my sister, forget about my ex-girlfriends, Samantha was the best sexual partner that I ever had.
Surprising me and shocking my sister, when we heard a noise like the front door opening and closing, we lifted our heads from our pillows to look towards the open, bedroom door. Never expecting them to be in our apartment, there standing in the entrance were our parents. Not hearing them open the front door until they closed it, they must have used their key.
The first time seeing my erect, naked prick, my mother stared at my engorged cock. If I wasn't sexually excited enough, my mother seeing my naked prick put me over the edge. I've always wanted to expose myself to my mother. Finally, she was seeing all that I wanted her to see.
My father stared at my sister, his daughter's big, naked breasts. When not staring at her naked breasts, he stared at her naked blonde, trimmed pussy. As sexually excited as we were embarrassed and ashamed, we quickly covered out nakedness with the sheet.
"Don't bother," said my mother with a sexy laugh and pulling the sheet off of us. "Like mother, like daughter and like father like son."
My mother looked from me to Samantha and back again. Seemingly not shocked that we had sex, she seemed as if us having incestuous sex was expected. No doubt, in the way that my father stared at Samantha's naked body, he wished he could have sex with his daughter in the way that I had sex with my sister.
# # #
Never expecting what my mother said next was as shocking as it was sexually exciting.
"Your father and I just returned from a weekend of swinging." She looked from me to look at Samantha. "We've sexually seen it all and done it all. We had sex with another couple, we had a threesome, a foursome, and a group orgy. I lost count of how many men I sucked and fucked," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Something you didn't know, never suspected, and had no idea, your uptight, and modestly moral parents are swingers. Your mother is a whore and your father is a pervert," she said with a laugh. "We've been participating in the swinging lifestyle since you two moved out of our house three years ago. Branching out from having sex with our friends and neighbors, we joined a swingers' club and meet with swingers every weekend that we find online," said my mother.
# # #
In the way that I had always been sexually attracted to my mother, something else I didn't know, if only by the way she continued staring at my erect prick, my mother had always been sexually attracted to me, too. So weird. Go figure. I've always masturbated over my mother while imagining her naked and having sex with her. I've always imagined my mother blowing me and me cumming in her mouth, all over her face, and across her big, naked breasts.
Later, my mother confessed to me that she always masturbated over me while imagining me naked and having sex with me, too. Clearly, my mother sexually wanted to have sex with me as much as I sexually wanted with her. Something more that I didn't know, she always imagined me licking and fingering her pussy to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. Taking incestuous sex to the next level, she always imagined me making love to her before fucking her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
Something my father didn't know, in the way that my sister had always been sexually attracted to my father, something my sister didn't know, my father had always been sexually attracted to her. In the way that mother and son wanted to have incestuous sex with one another, father and daughter both wanted to have forbidden sex with one another, too. Now that their swinging lifestyle was out in the open, our mother and father both wanted to have swinging sex with their son and daughter in the way that we wanted to have illicit sex with our mother and father.
Without uttering a word of shame, my mother continued staring at my erect, naked cock while standing in front of me. Then, shocking me, she sexually and seductively unbuttoned and removed her blouse to reveal her big, white brassiere and her long, sexy line of cleavage. As if she was a stripper on stage, she slowly unzipped and unbuttoned her short skirt and allowed it to sexily slide to the floor. My mother was dressed in her low-cut bra and her white, sheer, bikini panties.
Next, while sexually staring up at me to make sure that I was watching her strip herself naked, she reached behind her and unhooked her big, white brassiere. She removed her bra straps from her shoulders, first one and then, the other. Then, sexually teasing me, she held her bra cups in place before slowly and sexily removing her bra. First, she removed one bra cup and before removing the other bra cup.
Standing proud with her arms by her sides and not making a move to cover her naked breasts with her hands or her forearms, she showed me her huge naked breasts and erect nipples. Next, slowly and seductively, she removed her panties to show me her brown, trimmed pussy and her round, naked ass. Turning one way before turning the other to make sure that I saw her entire, naked body, my mother was naked. I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother was naked.
A long time coming, I couldn't believe that I not only saw my MILF of a mother in her bra and panties but also, I saw her topless, too. If seeing her topless wasn't enough, I saw my mother naked. I saw her naked tits, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. Surprising me, my mother's breasts were even a little bigger than my sister's enormous breasts. For a 48-year-old woman, she had one Hell of a shapely body.
Following her lead, my father stripped out of his clothes as if they were on fire while staring at his daughter with sexual desire and horniness. In the way that I stared at my mother's naked breasts, naked pussy, and naked ass, my father stared at Samantha's huge, naked breasts, her blonde, trimmed pussy, and what he could see of her naked ass. Returning the exhibitionistic favor with her voyeurism, my sister stared at our father's erect, naked prick.
Unable to stop her involuntary reaction, she slid a slow tongue across her red full lips while continuing to stare at our father's naked cock. Obviously, in the way that my father wanted his daughter to blow him and allow him to cum in her mouth, she wanted to blow him. Clearly, she wanted him to cum in her mouth. Obviously, mother and father were intent on having sex with their adult children.
# # #
"Move over," said my mother to me and climbing in bed beside me.
Not wasting any time, my mother took my prick in her hand and slowly stroked me while staring down at my cock before staring up at me. Then, she kissed me. My mother kissed me. The first time kissing her on her lips, she sexually surprised me when she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. Giving me a long, wet kiss, my mother French kissed me. Continuing to French kiss me, I couldn't believe my mother was making out with me while stroking my naked cock.
Then, not shy about telling me what she sexually wanted, she took my hand in her hand and placed my hand on her enormous, naked breast. Obviously, she wanted me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked tits. Then, she moved my fingers on her erect nipples. Clearly, she wanted me to finger her nipples, too.
"I love having my nipples fingered," she said. "Turn them. Twist them. Pull them while squeezing my tits. I love having my tits squeezed," she said with sexual arousal flashing across her face. "Harder. Squeeze my breasts harder. Harder," she said.
She moved my other hand to her naked pussy. She was already wet. Dripping with horniness and incestuous, sexual desire, my mother's cunt was so very wet.
"Play with my pussy," she demanded as if she was my Dominatrix. "Masturbate me, William. Rub my clit and finger fuck your mother's cunt. Give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers. Make me cum. Make Mommy cum," she said. "Mommy needs to cum, William. Mommy needs to cum."



Obediently obeying my mother, while fondling and squeezing her naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. I gave her a sexual orgasm with my fingers. I masturbated my mother. I couldn't believe that I masturbated my mother. I couldn't believe that I made my mother cum.
Seemingly, still not sexual satisfied, my mother whispered what she wanted in my ear.
"Eat me, William. Eat your mother. Lick my pussy while fingering my pussy. Eat your mother's cunt," she said.
She looked up at me again to give me another sexy smile and a naughty look.
"If you give me a sexual orgasm with your tongue and your fingers, I'll suck your cock. I'll give you the best, damn blowjob of your life. I'll not only allow you to cum in my mouth but also, I'll allow you to cum all over my face and across my naked breasts. Wouldn't you like to give your mother a cum bath, William," she asked while looking up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look? "Wouldn't you like to see your mother dripping with your cum?"
Obediently obeying my mother again, I ate my mother. Rubbing her clit harder and faster, I finger fucked her pussy deeper. I licked her pussy while fingering her cunt. Giving her multiple, sexual orgasms, I gave her another sexual orgasm this time with my tongue and with my fingers.
Staying true to her word and not disappointing me, my mother moved halfway down the bed. While staring up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes, she took my naked, erect prick in her hand before taking me in her mouth. My mother was sucking my cock. She was blowing me while stroking. I couldn't believe my mother was blowing me. My mother was, indeed, giving me the best blowjob of my life.
It didn't take me long to cum in my mother's mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. I gave my mother a cum bath. With my cum dripping everywhere, from her mouth, her nose, her chin, and her hair, I couldn't believe I gave my mother a cum bath.
# # #
After watching my mother with me, my father approached my sister.
"Move over," said my father to my sister.
He climbed in bed with her and as soon as he did, as if he had never felt big tits before, his hands were all over his daughter's big tits. Kissing her while parting her lips with his tongue, he French kissed his Samantha over and again. Then, while continuing to make out with her, he reached his other hand down to cup her naked pussy. He rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. He masturbated my sister.
Not one to miss a sexual opportunity, my sister took my father's erect cock in her hand and slowly stroked him. Then, she moved halfway down the bed and took his stiff prick in her mouth to suck him. Really going to town sucking his engorged prick, I watched my sister give our father a blowjob.
"Fuck me, Daddy," said my sister. "I need to feel your cock inside of me. Fuck me hard and fast enough to give me a sexual orgasm. Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me."
Saving the remainder of her blowjob until later, my father mounted his daughter. He humped her pussy while fucking her cunt. It didn't take my sister very long to have a sexual orgasm.
"Daddy! Oh, my God, Daddy. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. Hump me harder, Daddy. Fuck me deeper. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum, Daddy."
Then, instead of cumming in her pussy, when my father was ready to cum, he removed his cock from her pussy. Clearly, not wanting him to cum on her naked breasts, my sister moved halfway down the bed and took him in her mouth again. She stroked him while sucking him until he exploded a load of cum in her mouth and a second load of cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. In the way that I gave my mother a cum bath, my father gave my sister a cum bath, too.
THE END
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My mother-in-law is an exhibitionist and a bit of a whore.
Author's Note:
This is a true story that 24-year-old Brian asked me to write for him about his 48-year-old, divorced, single, MILF of a mother-in-law, Maureen.
# # #
After my wife, Catherine, suddenly died in a car crash with a tree, she left her house to me, and to her mother. Instead of selling the house, splitting the proceeds, and going our separate ways, since we got along and enjoyed one another's company, we decided to try living together. Honestly, going through a rough patch with the death of Catherine, neither one of us wanted to be alone. We needed one another's shoulders for emotional support. With Maureen losing her daughter and me losing my wife, it was hard living without her.
To be honest, a gross understatement, when I married my wife, with us both so young and seemingly invincible, I never thought I'd be living without her. I thought we'd be married forever. Who knew? A strange arrangement, then again, I never thought I'd be living with her mother instead of continuing to live my life with my wife.
Yet, we needed time to think about what to do with the house and our living arrangements without making a mistake by making any rash decisions. Living together as roommates made more sense that both of us finding our separate places to live and paying rent. Besides, surprisingly, I was happier living with her mother than I ever was living with my wife.
With Maureen doing all of the cooking, the cleaning, the laundry, the food shopping, and running errands, and her not wanting or expecting my help from me, living with her was like living with my mother. I worked full-time from home to support us. In our spare time, we loved playing board games as much as we loved watching old movies. When not playing board games or watching movies, as if we were husband and wife or boyfriend and girlfriend, living a sedentary life, while holding hands, we went for long walks together.
Best friends, we talked about everything and laughed over nothing. I don't know how it happened but somehow it did. I was falling in love with my mother-in-law and she was falling in love with me. She loved shopping at the mall, and with her always wearing something sexually revealing, whether showing her long line of sexy cleavage of her bikini panties, I enjoyed going with her if only to see the looks on men's faces. No doubt, they all thought that she was my mother and not my roommate and, hopefully, my potential lover.
Something impossible to miss when first seeing her, with her turning lots of heads of both women and men, my mother-in-law, Maureen, has enormous breasts, huge tits. She has giant boobs. When hugging me while sexually teasing me, she loved pressing and rubbing her huge breasts up against my muscular chest while laughing.
Curious to know what size bra cups she took; I checked her brassiere in the laundry basket. She took a 32 F cup. A 32 F! A 32 F! Wow! I couldn't believe it. I never knew that there was a bra size that big. Duh? Stupid me. I always thought that double D was the largest cup size. Yet, thinking now of some of the black women that I saw, they have much bigger breasts than F cups. Many strippers have huge surgical, implanted breast sizes much bigger than F cups. Yet, natural F cup breasts were enormously big.
'Wow! Holy, Hell, an F cup is much bigger than a double D cup,' I thought. 'Something hard to wrap my mind around, she takes a 32 F. Giving me even more pause for thought, she takes the same bra cup size as Christina Hendricks and as Sofia Vergara.
My mother-in-law has gigantic, frigging boobs. With breasts my favorite part of a woman's body, I hit the sexual jackpot when living with my deceased wife's mother. By what she was wearing or not wearing, she sexually excited me every day by showing me her nearly, naked, nightgown clad breasts. With my wife moral modesty and with her not even showing her cleavage in down-blouse views, her mother was not morally modest. Not caring what she was showing to whoever, if she was anything she was immorally immodest.
Caught off guard by her huge breasts, I'm not ashamed or embarrassed to write that because of her giant breasts, I was sexually attracted to her from the first day I met her. Especially once I saw the size and the shape of her big tits from the front and from the sides, I've never seen tits that big and that shapely. Trying not to catch me staring, I was unable to stop staring at the huge impressions that her breasts made in her dress, in her tops, in her blouses, and especially in her sheer and sexy nightgowns.
A total understatement, I was more than enamored with my mother-in-law's huge breasts than I ever was sexually enamored with my wife's modest breasts, God rest her soul. If I was anything, I was hypnotized and mesmerized by Maureen's big tits. I'd love to watch her jogging or skipping rope. I'd love to see her do a head stand while wearing a crop top.
Especially when I had a thing for big breasted women, who wouldn't be sexually attracted to Maureen's giant breasts? Her tits were so big and so very shapely, she had wonderful breasts. Having never seen tits as big and as shapely as her tits, and with me an insatiable breast man, I couldn't stop staring at the size and the shape of her tits through her sexually revealing clothes.
Routinely undressing her with my eyes, I imagined her in her bra and panties. I imagined her topless. I imagined her naked. With my life not getting any better than that, I imagined touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. I'd give anything to have my wicked, sexual way with Maureen's huge breasts while making out with her and while slowly stripping her naked.
Biding my time while masturbating myself and imagining her topless and/or naked, I couldn't wait to somehow and someway see her naked breasts. If given the chance, I couldn't wait to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. I couldn't wait to immerse my face between my mother-in-law's giant breasts. If I had a choice on how I wanted to die, my preferred way to die would be for her to smother my face between her gargantuan tits. I'd die a happy man.
# # #
With the both of us a little drunk, when we danced at my wedding reception, turning her away from the crowd, she allowed me to stealthily touch, feel, and fondle her fully clothed breasts beneath her jacket. I couldn't believe that I was touching, feeling, and fondling my mother-in-law's fully clothed breasts. I couldn't believe that she was allowing me to sexually grope her big tits. Once she allowed me to fondle her breasts through her clothes, I knew that this was the start of our close friendship and our sexual relationship.
Sadly, feeling guilty for wanting to have sex with her mother, I never expected my wife to unexpectedly die so soon. Nonetheless, just married, something I dared myself to do, I couldn't believe that I had the audacity to feel my mother-in-law's breasts, albeit through her clothes, at my wedding reception. Having just met the woman, what's wrong with me to feel her breasts? What's wrong with her to allow me to feel her fully clothed breasts?
Shocking but true, with the both of us on the same, sexual page, and with me literally in breast heaven, I couldn't believe she allowed me to feel her huge tits through her clothes. Making me horny, wanting to stick my hand down the front of her dress to feel her naked tits and finger her erect nipples, to be honest, she made me wonder why I married her daughter instead marrying my wife's mother. Maureen was so much prettier, shapelier, and sexier than her daughter, Catherine.
With her long, red hair and big, blue eyes, and with her taller, shapelier, and better looking than her daughter in every way, I never thought I'd have someone who looked like her as a mother-in-law. I never thought I'd be living alone with someone who looked like her. With her big breasts not her only sexual asset, she had long, shapely legs and a firm, round, tight ass.
Yet, after my wife was killed in a car crash, as if it was kismet, we were stuck with one another. With the house in my wife's name, an investment she bought before we were married, she left the house to me and to her mother. Instead of selling the house, and splitting the money, we decided to live together. As if she was my newly married wife, my girlfriend, or my lover, I only wished that I could have slept in the same bed as Maureen. I'd love nothing more than to have passionate sex with her.
I imagined holding her, hugging her, cuddling with her, and spooning her while sleeping with her. I imagined lifting the back of her nightgown and feeling her naked ass as soon as she fell asleep. I imagined touching, feeling, fondling, and groping her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. Then, daring myself to masturbate her in her sleep, I imagined rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy while she was sleeping.
As soon as she was wet enough, I imagined slipping my erect cock in the back of her naked cunt. I imagined sliding my stiff prick inside of her and fucking my mother-in-law. I imagined giving her a sexual orgasm and watching her and hearing her cum. While she was still sleeping, I imagined getting out of bed to stand in front of her. I imagined sliding my erect cock slowly along her red, full lips while hoping that she'd open her mouth and take me inside.
While she dreamt of blowing someone, I hoped that she'd blow me. I'd love nothing more than to cum in my mother-in-law's mouth. I'd love to cum all over her face and give her a cum bath. With me still touching her, feeling her, and fondling her in her sleep, I imagined her waking up to catch me masturbating her.
'Oh, Brian, what are you doing? Oh, my God, you're going to make me cum. Don't stop. Please, don't stop,' I imagined her saying. "Rub my clit faster. Finger fuck me deeper."
A sexual fantasy of mine, I'd love to watch my mother-in-law having a sexual orgasm. I'd love to hear her cum. Knowing that I was sexually responsible for her sexual orgasm, I'd love to hear her call my name.
'Fuck me, Brian. Fuck me faster. Rub my clit harder. Just don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm almost there. I'm almost there,' I imagined her saying.
I imagined fucking her faster. I imagined rubbing her clit harder. I imagined not stopping until she had her sexual orgasm.
'Brian. Brian,' I imagined her screaming my name. 'I'm cumming. I'm cumming Brian. Oh, Brian. Oh, Brian. Oh, my God, Brian.'
# # #
Something I never knew and never would have guessed and/or suspected until I danced with her at my wedding, sexually shocking me, my mother-in-law confessed that she's an exhibitionist and a little bit of a whore. Something I wished her daughter was, an exhibitionist but she was morally modest. Something I wished her daughter was, a little bit of a whore, only she acted more like a virgin than a whore.
"I love flashing unsuspecting men my tits," she said. "It sexually excites me to see the shocked and sexually excited reactions on their faces," she said with a dirty laugh. "Unlike my miss goody-two-shoes daughter, I guess I'm a little bit of a whore," she said with another dirty laugh while looking up at me with her big, blue eyes.
I looked at her with shock mixed with sexual excitement. Again, I thought that I should have married Catherine's mother instead of marrying Catherine. Who knew that mother was a whole lot better than daughter? My life would have been so much more sexually exciting. My sexlife would have been so much more sexually satisfying.
'My mother-in-law is an exhibitionist. I can't believe my MILF of a mother-in-law is an exhibitionist. She loved exposing herself. She loved flashing her naked tits to unsuspecting men,' I thought. 'Well, I'm a man. When is she going to flash me her naked tits?'
Shocking men by sexually surprising them and teasing them, she loved flashing her F cup breasts to unsuspecting men. She loved having her big tits touched, felt, fondled, and groped. She loved having her nipples pulled, turned, and twisted. With me living with her, especially when it came to her big tits, when she told me her sexual fetish of exposing herself, I was more than happy to accommodate her every sexual desire.
'Use me. Abuse me,' I thought. 'Allow me to have my wicked sexual way with your big tits. I'd love to see your big tits. I'd love to touch, feel, fondle, and grope your big tits while sucking your nipples.'
Fortunately, for me, a great, sexual partnership, my mother-in-law is as much of an exhibitionist as I'm a voyeur. I loved seeing as much as she loved showing. Waiting with baited breath, while hoping that her flashing me was inevitable, I couldn't wait for her to flash me her supersized breasts.
Clearly proud of her big breasts, every blouse she owned was low-cut with a plunging neckline and sheerly transparent to show off her long, sexy line of cleavage. Again, every nightgown she owned was low-cut and sheerly transparent to show the shape and the sheer size of her big breasts. Sexually teasing me, she loved flashing me all that I shouldn't see of her naked breasts.
Modestly concealing her B cup breasts, in the way that my wife always wore robes over her nightgowns, my mother-in-law never concealed her F cup breasts by wearing robes over her sexy nightgowns. Instead, continuing to sexually tease me, walking around me with her naked tits nearly hanging out of her nightgown and nearly totally exposed, she wanted me to see her big tits. I only wished that I could do more than just look. Afraid to do so, not wanting to ruin things by prematurely groping her, I desperately wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her nightgown clad breasts.
Only, I didn't dare have my wicked, sexual way with her big, naked breasts. That would be wrong. That would be nasty. Unless we had been drinking, I couldn't continue to sexually abuse my mother-in-law by feeling her big tits through her clothes.
Even though she confessed that she was a little bit of a whore, she wasn't some whore that I picked up at a bar and invited home. She was my deceased wife's mother. Even though she confessed that she loved having her naked breasts touched, felt, and fondled, it was hard to sexually seduce my mother-in-law.
Yet, difficult to control my sexual impulses and my manly urges, it was hard to resist putting the sexual the moves on her. I wanted to have sex with my mother-in-law. I'd do anything to fuck her. I'd do anything for her to suck me.
A line that I shouldn't cross especially with us living under the same roof, again, even though I wanted to fuck her and wanted her to suck me, I didn't dare sexually solicit her for sex. It was bad enough that I already stealthily felt and fondled her naked tits through her nightgown while cuddling with her on the couch. It was bad enough that I stared at her fully clothed breasts while undressing her with my horny eyes.
I can't have sex with my mother-in-law. I just can't. Having sex with her would be wrong. Having sex with her would be nasty. With her 24-years older than me, twice my age, I dare write that starting a sexual relationship with Maureen, wouldn't end well.
# # #
Nevertheless, as if we were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, or lovers, every night after supper, we cuddled on the couch while watching a movie. In the way that she stealthily allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her big breasts through her dress and bra at my wedding, she allowed me to continue touching, feeling, and fondling her big breasts through her sexy nightgown now. Only, something I wished that she'd agree that I could do, she didn't want me to finger her nipples.
"I don't mind you touching and feeling my tits, Brian. To be honest, I love having my naked breasts touched and felt. Just don't finger my nipples," she said. "Okay," she asked while staring up at me?"
I looked down at her erect nipples before looking up at her. She had such big nipples and it was hard to resist fingering them, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them. I not only wanted to finger her nipples but also, I wanted to suck her nipples, too. Not stopping there, I'd love to masturbate her pussy while sucking her erect nipples.
"Why can't I finger your nipples," I asked while reaching inside of her nightgown to slide a slow hand across her erect nipples?
She let out a little laugh while rolling her eyes and sighing. Then, when I slid my horny hand across her erect nipples, she let out a sexually aroused gasp. Clearly, even though she asked me not to finger her nipples, she loved it when I touched her nipples. Clearly, she wanted me to finger her nipples.
"Because when you finger my nipples, you make me horny. When you pull, turn, and twist my nipples, you make me wet. I may do something that I'd regret," she said.
I looked at her to give her a sexy smile and a naughty look while taking her hint to pull, turn, and twist her nipples.
"What would you do that you'd regret doing, if I made you wet," I asked while pulling, turning, and twisting your nipples?
She laughed a sexy laugh before staring up at me with total sexual arousal. I was making my mother-in-law wet. I wondered what she'd do if I made her soaking wet. I could only imagine her sexually frustrated and horny. She was a sexual fireball.
"I'd suck your cock," she said sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips. "I'd allow you to cum in my mouth," she said. "I'd allow you to ejaculate a second load of cum all over my face and across my naked breasts. I'd allow you to give me a cum bath," she said while gently fondling the head of my cock through my pajama bottoms.
I let out a little laugh while shrugging.
"So," I laughed? "What's wrong with you sucking my cock, Maureen, and me cumming in your mouth," I asked? "What's wrong with me cumming all over your face and across your naked breasts? What's wrong with me giving you a cum bath," I innocently asked while removing my erect, naked cock from my pajama bottoms? "I'd love to not only cum in your mouth but I'd love to cum all over your naked breasts, too. I'd love to give you a cum bath."
I gave her a sexually excited smile while staring at her big, nightgown clad breasts.
"To be honest, Maureen, I'd love you to blow me," I said while slowly stroking myself. "I'd love to cum in your pretty mouth," I said tracing her lips by sliding a slow finger across her red, full lips. "I'd love to ejaculate all over your beautiful face and across your giant breasts." I felt and fondled her naked breasts through her sheer and nearly transparent, sexy nightgown again. "I'd love to cum all over you. I'd love to give you a cum bath."
She rolled her eyes and let out a sigh.
"Put it away, please," she said pushing my cock away with the palm of her hand. "I can't. I just can't. I'm your mother-in-law and you're my son-in-law. With us living together under the same roof, me blowing you would be incestuous," she said looking up at me as if she wanted to blow me. "Sorry, but I can't blow you. I can't suck your cock. I just can't. That would be wrong. That would be nasty."
# # #
As long as I didn't embarrass her by groping her and sticking my horny hand down her open nightgown top, she was okay with me touching and feeling her nearly naked breasts outside of her nightgown. A game we played, as long as I didn't make her feel uncomfortable by making her feel forced and pressured, she was okay with me touching her enormous tits. As long as I didn't make my touches and feels appear too sexually obvious, she was okay with me furtively feeling her breasts through her nightgown.
As long as I didn't grope her, as long as I treated her with respect, and didn't treat her for the whore that she was, she was okay with me copping cheap feels of her nightgown clad breasts. Seemingly, she enjoyed me touching, feeling, and fondling her nightgown clad breasts as much as I loved touching, feeling, and fondling her nightgown clad breasts. One of my favorite, sexual things to do, I loved feeling Maureen's naked breasts through her nightgown while watching a movie and cuddling with her.



A comfortable resting spot, she rested her warm, soft hand at the top of my pajama clad thigh. I only wished she'd move her hand a little more to the middle and rest her hand on my pajama clad cock. I'd love for her to fondle my pajama clad prick in the way that I was fondling her nightgown clad breasts. My cock throbbed and pulsated in anticipation of her touching and feeling my prick in the way that I was touching and feeling her tits. To write that I'd love to have sex with my mother-in-law was an understatement.
I'd love to make slow, sweet love to her. I'd love to pound her pussy hard and fast and fuck her. Really fucking her, I'd love to give her the fucking of her life. I'd love to finger and lick her pussy. I'd love to give her multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I'd love her to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. Unloading all that I had to give her, I'd love to cum in my mother-in-law's mouth.
Alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy that I continually masturbated over; I imagined her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked while having sex with her. Something as natural as it was forbidden, I imagined her stroking my prick, sucking my prick, and fucking my prick while I had my wicked, sexual way with her amazing, naked breasts. At the very least, I'd not only love to see her in her sexy underwear but I'd love to see her topless, too. I'd love to see, touch, and feel her naked breasts. I'd love to fondle her big nipples while sucking her erect nipples.
Trying to see her topless, while hoping to see her naked breasts, as if I had something important to tell her, I started deliberately barging in her bedroom without knocking. I hoped to see her dressing or undressing. I hoped to see her topless while putting on or taking off her bra. With nothing that I'd hoped more to see than Maureen's naked breasts, I hoped to see my mother-in-law's naked tits and/or her beautiful, naked body.
# # #
Then, one day, out of the clear blue, she surprised me by what she confessed.
"Something you should know, if you don't know already, and I'm sure that you already know by the sexually revealing clothes that I wear," she said pausing to make eye contact with me. "I'm an exhibitionist," she said giving me a shrug and a sexy look. "I love showing my naked breasts and my naked body to unsuspecting men," she said with sexual arousal flashing across her face. "I love seeing their surprised reactions to seeing my big, naked tits, my round, naked ass, and my trimmed, blonde, naked pussy," she said flooring me with her sexual confession of exhibitionism.
'I was stunned that she admitted that she was an exhibitionist. If she's an exhibitionist, if she loves showing her naked breasts, then why hasn't she shown me her big, naked tits,' I wondered. 'I'd love her to show me her naked tits. I'd love to see her naked breasts.'
Disappointed that Maureen hasn't shown me her naked breasts, I felt cheated. I felt that she wasn't sexually attracted to me enough to flash me her naked tits. I couldn't wait to see her big, naked tits, her shapely, naked ass, and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. As much as I'd love to see her topless, I'd love to see her naked, too.
'How do I respond to that,' I thought? 'What do I say to an exhibitionist that doesn't make me sound like the sexual pervert that I am? Yet, with her an admitted exhibitionist and me a practicing voyeur of women's sexy and shapely bodies, we're a match. We're the perfect couple. With me helping to flash her by lifting her skirt and/or pulling down her top, I imagined all the sexual fun we could have.'
Working together as a flashing tag team, it was then that I thought about helping her to flash. If I helped her flash my friends while making it appear accidental, maybe she'd help me flash her friends while making it appear unintentional. I started thinking of creative ways that I could flash her.
I could catch my umbrella under her skirt and raise her skirt to her waist while trying to free my umbrella. I could pretend that I had tripped and fell against her while reaching out to grab something to catch my balance and pulling her top down to her waist. I could invite my friends over when she's taking shower. In the way that she routinely walks around the house naked before her shower and after her shower, I wouldn't tell her that my friends were there.
When we played Marco Polo in the pool, I could remove her top and not give it back to her. Forcing her to emerge from the pool topless, I'd tickle her for her to accidentally flash everyone her naked tits. When she said something disrespectful to me, I could put her over my knee, pull down her panties, and spank her naked ass in front of my friends.
With her an exhibitionist who loves flashing her naked tits, I could ask her to serve my friends topless and/or even naked at our next poker party. I'd love to watch my drunken friends groping her naked breasts, fingering her naked pussy, and squeezing her naked ass. From that moment on, with them supplying all the beer and snacks, they'd always want to play poker at my house.
# # #
Not knowing what to say, needing her to tell me more, while thinking of all the ways that I could flash her, I remained silent. While, no doubt, waiting for me to make the next, sexual move, she remained silent while awaiting my response to her admitting to being an exhibitionist. When none came, she continued her exhibitionistic confession.
"I enjoy flashing my naked breasts to truckers on the highway," she said looking at me with sexual arousal. "I love it when they blow their horn at me. I'm sure that they call ahead to other truckers to tell them that I'm coming," she confessed.
She paused to see how I digested her flashing truckers.
"I enjoy leaning over the counters in department stores and in jewelry stores and seeing the reactions of the salesmen seeing my long, sexy line of cleavage and my low-cut bra. Sometimes, not wearing a bra, I flash them the entire shape and size of my naked breasts along with my erect nipples," she admitted while giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "I enjoy going out on windy days while wearing a short, flared skirt and flashing men my bikini panties."
Again, she looked up at me to see the reaction to her sexual confession.
"I love climbing a ladder and pretending that I don't know that I'm exposed. More than one man has volunteered to hold my ladder so I don't fall. I love it when they look up and see my exposed panties under my skirt," she said.
I looked at her while imagining holding a ladder for her and peering under her skirt at her exposed panties.
"I love exposing my panties and my naked pussy to the shoe salesman when shopping for boots a size too small. I lift my leg and spread my knees in my feeble attempt to squeeze my foot in a boot that doesn't fit me."
I looked at her while wishing that I was a shoe salesman.
"Before going up the escalator, I wait until there are men standing on the escalator a few steps behind me. Then, once going up the escalator, I bend at the waist on the pretense of fixing my shoe. I give them a flashing show of my panty clad ass and panty clad pussy," she said with sexual arousal.
I couldn't believe how much my mother-in-law has flashed herself. No wonder she allowed me to feel her fully clothed breasts while dancing with her at my wedding reception. Had I known she was an exhibitionist, she probably would have allowed me to stick my horny hand down the front of her breast to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples.
"I love climbing the long flight of stairs from the underground subway while wearing a short skirt. Whoever is climbing the stairs behind me has a clear view of my panty clad ass and my panty clad pussy," she said without embarrassment or shame.
From flashing truckers on the way to the mall, to flashing the shoe salesman, and to flashing on the escalator steps, I would guess that the mall is her favorite place to flash.
"I have some sexy fun sitting in the food court with my short skirt raised to my crotch and my knees spread. I watch men sitting across from me and peering over at my exposed panties," she said while clearly trying to sexually excite me.
Not done confessing all the ways that she continually flashed her naked breasts and her bikini panties, she continued.
"I love flashing myself to the husbands waiting for their wives and boyfriends waiting for their girlfriends outside of dressing rooms that still have curtains by not closing the curtain all the way when changing. No doubt, they think that I don't know that they're watching me undress. They think that I don't know that they can see me by the partially opened curtain and my topless and naked reflection in the dressing room mirrors."
Again, she looked at me to see my reaction to her confessing that she's an exhibitionist. Clearly, she was getting off on telling me her flashing secrets. She was sexually aroused by telling me how she flashed unsuspecting men.
"I have fun trying on a too tight sweater in a department store that doesn't have dressing rooms. The fun part is trying to remove the sweater without lifting my blouse and my bra while exposing my naked breasts. An artform, I have my flashing down perfectly so that I can expose my naked breasts while making my flash appear accidental."
She continued telling me more about how she flashed herself.
"I love sliding down a water slide in a bikini. When the rush of water raises my bikini top to expose my breasts, acting as if I don't know that I'm topless, I make no move to cover my naked breasts with my hands and/or to lower my bikini top."
I had no idea that my mother-in-law was such an exhibitionist. Over the years, she must have exposed herself to hundreds of men if not thousands of men.
# # #
"Sexually teasing them, I readily open the front door in my short, sheer nightgown to the pizza delivery man and to any man lucky enough to ring my doorbell," she said looking at me with a face full of sexual arousal. "I love surprising men with my unexpected nudity by greeting them in my bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. I love it when a man that I flashed reaches out to touch and feel me."
Once again, she waited for my reaction to her confessing opening her front door while wearing her sexy nightgown, in her bra and panties, topless, or even naked before continuing.
"I bend at the waist in front of them to flash them my naked ass with an up-nightgown view. I lean forward to give them a good, long, down-nightgown view of my naked breasts when searching through my pocketbook for the money to pay them," she said feeling her breasts through her nightgown.
While imagining my mother-in-law bending at the waist to flash the pizza delivery man her naked ass, I imagined her leaning forward to flash him her naked breasts, too. I'll be masturbating for over all that she said about her being an exhibitionist for the rest of my horny life. I'll be masturbating over her flashing her naked breasts to truckers on the highway.
"It makes me wet when they stare at the sheer size and shape of my breasts. I love flashing my naked tits," she said. "I love seeing their reaction to them seeing my big, erect nipples and my symmetrical areolas."
As if she was thinking about not telling me, she looked at me with reservation while biting her lip.
"I like it when men I don't know and have never met reach out and touch and feel me. That makes me so hot. That makes me so wet. Their touching me and feeling me makes me feel sexually wanted."
# # #
If it wasn't enough that she confessed that she was an exhibitionist and loved flashing her naked ass, her naked tits, her panties, and naked pussy, what she asked me next totally shocked me as much as it sexually excited me. This was my deceased wife's mother and not some random whore. Surprised that she'd take me in her confidence, I never expected her to confess such sexual things to me.
"If it's not too much trouble and if you're not too uncomfortably embarrassed with what I ask," she said with a pause. "Can you take me to a nude beach," she asked looking up at me in total innocence with her bright, blue eyes?
I was stunned. I couldn't believe what she wanted me to do. My mother-in-law wanted me to take her to a nude beach. I was finally going to see Maureen naked. I was finally going to see her huge, naked breasts.
"I've never been to a nude beach," she said. "A safe and legal way to expose myself without being arrested, and with you by my side as my bodyguard, I'd love to walk the beach naked. Something that I imagine would be fun, I've always wanted to go to a nude beach."
'What? My mother-in-law wanted me to take her to a nude beach,' I thought? 'Huh? Is she kidding? Seriously? Is she crazy? Has she lost her mind?'
I looked at her as if she was kidding. Then, undressing her with my eyes again, I looked at her while imagining seeing her topless and naked. I imagined her seeing me naked, too. I imagined us walking the length of the beach and turning around to walk the beach the other way while totally naked and holding hands.
Only, if someone that we know saw us walking along the nude beach, she may be embarrassed but I wouldn't be. We'd be seeing them naked, too. Maybe they shouldn't be walking naked on a nude beach alone. Maybe they're married and looking for a gay partner or a naked woman.
"Sure. I'd love to take you to a nude beach, Maureen," I said looking at her with confusion mixed with sexual excitement. "In case you don't realize it," I said with a sexually excited gulp. "Just so you know, we'd both be naked," I said while undressing her with my eyes.
She looked at me and laughed.
"I know what a nude beach is, Brian," she said with shrug and a sexy laugh. "Duh? Why do you think I want to go to a nude beach," she asked with a dirty laugh? "A safe way to expose myself, I want men to see me naked without me being arrested."
She looked at me staring at her while I continued undressing her with my eyes. As if we were walking on the nude beach and she was already naked, I had a huge erection. I imagined finally seeing my MILF of a mother-in-law without her clothes. I'd finally see her naked breasts. I thought of the dozens of men who'd see her without her clothes and seeing her giant breasts. I thought of her seeing me naked, too. In the way that I couldn't wait to see her naked, I couldn't wait for her to see me naked, too.
"You've been undressing me with your eyes since I moved in with you," she said with a dirty laugh while looking down at what I could see of her naked tits. "Let's get this out of the way, shall we?"
# # #
She stared up at me while watching for my sexual reaction to what I was about to see. Sexually exciting me and not believing what my horny eyes were seeing, she reached down for the hem of her nightgown while giving me a down nightgown view of her naked breasts. Then, shocking me, she looked up at me to see my reaction to what she was about to do. She lifted her nightgown up, over her head, and off.
She was naked. My mother-in-law was naked. My wife's mother stood before me totally nude and without her clothes. Standing before me as if she was fully dressed, I was shocked seeing Maureen totally naked. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing her gigantic, naked breasts.
There they were, her giant-sized breasts. Magnificent specimens of female anatomy, finally, I was seeing all that I imagined seeing of Maureen. Hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was seeing the mother of my wife's naked breasts. Unable to stop staring, I couldn't take my eyes off of her naked breasts. They were so big. They were so shapely. Never have I ever seen breasts as beautiful as her breasts.
"Now you. It's your turn to get naked. Show me what you have. Take off your pajama bottoms. I want to see your naked prick, Brian," she said. "Show me your cock. I need to see your stiff prick."
# # #
Once at the nude beach, there were very few women. Except for me, most all the men were gay men and/or old men. I was disappointed but my mother-in-law was in her naked glory. She was having a Hell of a time parading herself around the beach while naked. We nearly walked the whole length of the beach before we found a secluded spot behind a sand dune. Making sure that there was not a speck of sand on it, Maureen laid out her towel.
"Eat me," she said sexually surprising me. "Lick my pussy while fingering my cunt and reaching up to fondle my naked breasts and pull, turn, and twist my erect nipples," she ordered. "Give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue. I want men at the nude beach to watch you having oral sex with me."
I went from seeing only down nightgown views of her naked tits and up nightgown views of her naked pussy to her asking me to eat her. Something that I seldom did with my wife, she wasn't into oral sex. She didn't want me eating her as much as she didn't want to suck me. Clearly, wired in another way, her mother was sexually different. Again, I wished I had married mother instead of daughter. I wished I had married Maureen instead of Catherine.
Obediently obeying her, I couldn't believe my mother-in-law wanted me to lick her pussy while fingering her cunt. Assuming the position between her legs, I made myself comfortable in the warm, soft sand. Surprising me but sexually exciting her, immediately, we were surrounded by half a dozen men watching us. While I ate her pussy and reached up to feel her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, they stroked their naked cocks. When I looked up again, we were surrounded by a dozen, horny men masturbating themselves.
Then, when they were ready to cum, assuming that this was what she wanted them to do, they ejaculated cum all over her, in her blonde hair, across her naked breasts, and all over her pretty face. Something that I never expected to see, my wife's mother was covered with cum. Whenever she opened her mouth in anticipation of swallowing a load of cum, those with a good aim even ejaculated in her mouth.
A dozen men gave my mother-in-law a cum bath. As if she was at a bukkake fest, she had cum everywhere, in her hair, all over her face, all over her naked breasts, and all over her legs, stomach, and arms. Never had I seen as much cum dripping from her everywhere. I couldn't believe my mother-in-law enjoyed her cum bath. I was surprised that they didn't cum on me.
# # #
Opening the door for us to have incestuous sex, from that time forward, I slept in her bed with her. Every night, I held her, hugged her, cuddled her, and spooned her. Every night I made love to her and every morning she sucked me after I ate her. Never have I had as much sex with her daughter, Catherine, as I was having now with my wife's mother, Maureen, now.
As if we were a married couple, I did sexually more with my mother-in-law than I ever did with my wife. I was so happy and she was, too. Yet, full of surprises, she wasn't done sexually shocking me.
"If you're okay with it and as long as you're not possessively jealous, I'd love to fuck and suck a few of your friends," she said leaving me a loss for words.
I was sexually shocked. I was stunned. My MILF of a mother-in-law wanted to have sex with my friends.
"A few of your friends are really cute and, if you don't mind, I'd love to fuck and suck them."
I looked at her with sexually excitement. She instantly gave me an erection. I imagined some of my friends, John, Jim, Steve, Larry, and Dave having sex with her while I watched. I'd love to watch my mother-in-law fuck and suck my friends. I'd love to watch them eating her and fucking her, too.
"I want you to tie me to the bed naked and blindfolded and have your friends come in one at a time. I want to suck and fuck one before we do it all over again with another one of your friends. I want you to untie me so that I may clean myself up before you tie me to the bed again and call another one of your friends to come over to have sex with me," she said.



She looked at me to see my sexual reaction to allowing my friends to have sex with her.
"Then, if you're interested, I have several friends who'd love to suck and fuck you, too," she said giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. My friends Brianna, Mary, Joan, Gwen, and Carol would all love to have sex with you."
Not done with the sexual anticipation of having sex with others, she wasn't finished sexually shocking me.
"Something that I always wanted to try but my ex-husband wasn't into that sort of thing. As long as you're as game as I'm willing, I'd like to try swinging with another couple. I'd like to have swinging sex with a woman while you watch. Something I thought that I'd never want to do, and I'd like to be gang banged by four or five men, too," she said while fingering her erect nipple. "I'd love to pull a train," she said. "Choo, choo," she said with a naughty laugh and a sexy smile.
We spent the next two-years having sex with our friends and attending swingers' social dances. She had sex with my friends and I had sex with her friends. Then, when she turned fifty-years-old, as if turning off a water spigot, the only sex that she wanted to have was with me. Unless I could hook her up with Matt Damon and/or Tom Brady, she wasn't interested in having sex with any other man but with me.
THE END
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I Confessed to my Mom that I'm Gay
"Don't expect any grandchildren, unless I adopt them with my husband, mother," said David to his mother, Sharon.
Catching her by surprise, Sharon looked at her son as if he had lost his mind. First, he barged in her bedroom without knocking when she was naked, totally naked. Mortified, she held her arm and hand across her naked breasts and her other hand covering her naked pussy.
Then, seemingly shocking her, she looked at him confused when he mentioned husband instead of wife. Perhaps, he had been drinking. That would explain why he barged in her bedroom door without knocking first.
"Husband?" She looked at him with confusion and curiosity while making a face. "What do you mean, husband?"
David took a deep breath ready to confess his secret to his mother. For his secret, sexual plan to work, he needed to be convincing. For the sexual seduction of his mother, he needed her to believe that he was gay.
"I'm gay, mother. I'm gay," he said nodding his head in sadness.
# # #
Easy enough to do to fool them, determine to sexually seduce my MILF of mother and every other female that I know, I concocted a ruse and told all of the women in my family that I'm gay. First to know my sexual secret, I told my mother. Next, I told my sister, then, I told my mother's sister, and my aunt. Lastly, a huge disappointment for her not to have great grandchildren, I told my grandmother.
Oddly enough, they all had the same reaction. They all wanted to help me. In the way that my mother thought that she could change me and my sexual orientation by giving me incestuous sex, the rest of my female relatives all thought they could change my sexual orientation by giving me sex.
Accepting their help, wearing masks and careful not to catch the virus, I allowed them to stroke my cock, suck my cock, and fuck my cock. Thinking that they were doing a good thing, a public service, they thought that they were changing me from a gay man to a straight man. Working like a charm, never have I had as much sex as I had after telling everyone that I was gay. Saving me from myself, truly believing that they were saving me from being gay, they were all determined to save me from living my life as a gay man.
'I wondered if other gay men experienced this, too,' I thought. 'I wondered if they had sex with their mothers, sisters, aunts, and grandmothers after telling them that they're gay. Then, I figured, not believing that I was gay, with me a good-looking man, this was their excuse to have incestuous sex with me.'
After having incestuous sex with my mother, since it was offered, I had incestuous sex with my sister, my aunt, and my grandmother. Working like a charm, I wish I had thought of this ruse a long time ago. I wished I had told everyone that I was gay before. Never believing that I was gay, my mother was the only one who saw through my ruse, or so I thought. As soon as she took me in her mouth to suck me, and as soon as I developed an erection, she knew that I wasn't gay and that I was playing her.
# # #
When I told my 22-year-old sister, Diane, that I was gay, not even allowing me to finish telling her, she laughed in my face. Then, surprising me and sexually exciting me, the first time seeing my sister's big tits, she removed her top and her bra to expose her big D cup breasts to me. With her breasts just as big and just as shapely, my sister had breasts just like my mother's breasts.
'If it wasn't enough that I saw my mother's naked breasts, I can't believe I'm seeing my sister's naked tits,' I thought.
My sister showed me her naked breasts. I couldn't believe she removed her top and her bra to show me her big tits. Not done there, something that I never expected her to do, my sister assumed the blowjob position and moved to her knees. She unzipped my pants, pulled out my cock, and stroked me while staring up at me. Clearly, having done this before to other men, I couldn't believe my kid sister was about to do this to me.
No doubt thinking that she could suck the gay out of me, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth while stroking my stiff dick. My 22-year-old sister was blowing me. I couldn't believe my kid sister was sucking my cock while allowing me to fondle her naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Exactly in the way that I did with my MILF of a mother, I put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head and humped her mouth and fucked her face.
Determined for me to cum in my mouth, my sister didn't stop stroking me in the way that my mother had tried to do. She wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted me to swallow my cum. She continued sucking me until I exploded a load of cum in her mouth, my sister's mouth.
Continuing to suck me, she didn't stop blowing me until I ejaculated again. This time, removing me from her lips just before I ejaculated another load of cum in her mouth, I exploded cum all over my sister's face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. In the way that I gave my mother a cum bath, I gave my sister a cum bath, too.
'It's great pretending to be gay,' I thought after my sister exposed her naked breasts to me, allowed me to feel and fondle her big tits, blew me, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and give her a cum bath.
# # #
Then, when I told my aunt, Carol, that I was gay, she surprised me by immediately striping herself naked in front of me. As if I was experiencing my sexual fantasy in a dream, I couldn't believe my mother's sister was removing her clothes in front of me as if she was a stripper at my birthday party. My aunt had stripped herself naked. I couldn't believe that my mother's sister was naked. Shocking and hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my aunt without her clothes.
Big breasts run in my family and my 44-year-old aunt had breasts just as big and just as shapely as my mother's big and shapely breasts and my sister's big and shapely breasts. Not waiting for an invitation, I was all over my aunt's big tits. I touched them, felt them, fondled them, and fingered her nipples while sucking her erect nipples.
Now done removing her clothes and allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts, she took me by the hand and led me to her inner sanctum sanctimonious, her bedroom. The first time in my aunt's bedroom, I couldn't believe that I was standing in my aunt's bedroom beside my naked aunt. In the way that my mother and sister had given me incestuous sex, my aunt was about to give me forbidden sex.
"Well, what are you waiting for, David? Take off your clothes. Get undressed. Get naked," she said while watching me strip out of my clothes. "This is my duty as your aunt and as your anointed godmother," she said. "Don't be afraid. Trust me, you'll enjoy it. It won't hurt but I'm going to fuck the gay out of you."
Once naked, as if she my Dominatrix instead of my aunt, she pushed me back on her bed and made out with me while groping my erect prick before mounting me. Having never kissed my aunt on the lips before, she was kissing me, French kissing me. She reached her soft hand down between her shapely thighs, took my prick in her warm hand, and inserted my erect cock in her wet pussy. My aunt slowly humped me while sliding my dick deeper in her pussy.
I was having incestuous sex with my aunt, Carol. I couldn't believe I was having forbidden sex with her. I couldn't believe I was making out with her while making love to her. I couldn't believe I was fucking her. I was fucking my aunt and she was fucking me. I couldn't believe she returned my hard and fast humps with her hard and fast humps. Hard for me to wrap my head around, I still couldn't believe that my mother's sister was fucking me.
"You have an erection," she said whispering in my ear as if that was our little secret. "I knew you weren't gay," she said looking at me while laughing. "That's okay. Anytime you want to pretend that you're gay, you know where I live," she said with another laugh.
Then, humping me harder and humping me faster, my aunt continued fucking me and I continued fucking her. I couldn't believe my aunt was fucking me. I couldn't believe my mother's sister was giving me incestuous sex. I wished I had come out of the closet years ago and announced that I was gay while pretending that I was.
# # #
My grandmother invited me over to her house to talk over tea and biscuits. A good Catholic and a religious woman, my grandmother was modestly moral. She was a real lady. I never expected her to greet me at her front door while wearing a long, sheer, low-cut, sexy nightgown without wearing a robe over it. I didn't have to look long or hard to see all that I had masturbated over when imagining my grandmother naked and having sex with me.
I could clearly see everything. I saw her big, saggy breasts and her enormous, erect nipples. I saw a bushy forest of her grey pubic hair. Then, when she turned the other way, I saw the shape and size of her naked ass including her ass crack.
She had such big tits. Her breasts were bigger than my mother's big breasts, my sister's big tits, and my aunt's big breasts. Showing her advanced age, they nearly sagged down to her waist. She had the biggest nipples I ever saw. Forget the tea and biscuits; I couldn't wait to suck her nipples.
As soon as I entered her living room, as if she was a lecherous man in a nursing home, she was all over me. Never having kissed my grandmother on the lips before, she stuck her tongue in my mouth. Making out with me while feeling my growing erection through my pants, my grandmother was French kissing me. Then, sexually shocking me, my grandmother unceremoniously stripped off her nightgown. She was naked. My mother's mother was naked. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my grandmother naked.
"Take off your clothes. I want to see you naked. I haven't seen a hard body and a hard cock since my Honeymoon with your grandfather. Show me your cock. I want to see your erect prick," she said.
In the way that my mother and sister did, my grandmother moved to her knees. Then, she did something that my mother and sister didn't do. She removed her dentures and put them in a tissue. I have never seen my grandmother without her teeth. Something I didn't know; I didn't know that she wore dentures.
"Something you probably have never experienced, I'm going to give you a gum job," she said smiling up at me with her beady, brown eyes.
She took me in her wrinkled hand and fondled the head of my cock before stroking me to a big erection. My elderly grandmother was giving me a hand job. I couldn't believe Granny Flora was giving me a hand job. No doubt experienced giving hand jobs, my elderly grandmother was giving me a great hand job.
"Now don't be shy and don't hold back. When you're ready to cum, I want you to cum in my mouth. It's not a proper gum job unless you cum in my mouth and I swallow your cum," she said looking up at me.
Continuing to stroke me, she stroked me harder and faster.
"Then, I want you to cum again. I want you to cum all over my face and all over my naked breasts," she said leaning forward to take me in her mouth in the way that my mother and sister did. "I love rubbing cum all over my face and all over my breasts."
Humping her mouth and fucking her face, I couldn't wait to cum in my grandmother's mouth. I couldn't wait to cum all over her face and all over her naked tits. In the way that I gave my mother and sister cum baths, I couldn't wait to give my grandmother a cum bath, too. Three generations of cum baths, a gum job doesn't get any better than this.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that 24-year-old, David asked me to write about his 46-year-old, MILF of a mother, Sharon. By pretending that he was gay, he finally saw his mother naked. He finally saw her without her clothes. He had incestuous sex with his mother.
It all started one Saturday morning when David told his mother that he was gay in the hopes of entering her bedroom while she was dressing. Always masturbating over her while imagining her naked and having sex with her, he desperately wanted to see his mother without her clothes. Hoping to change his sexual orientation from a gay man to a straight man, he hoped his mother would offer him sex. Something ridiculous to do but something that women routinely did, he hoped his mother would suck and fuck the gay out of him in the hopes of changing his sexual orientation.
# # #
A real hottie, at 5'9" tall, Sharon was a beautiful brunette with long, brown hair, big, dark brown, beautiful eyes, and a shapely and sexy figure with D cup breasts. Sexually attracted to his mother, David masturbated over his mother every morning and every evening while imagining her naked and having sex with him. Infatuated with her big breasts, he wished he could see his mother topless. He wished he could see her naked.
Sadly, after divorcing her husband several years ago, not wanting to remarry, never wanting to remarry, sworn off men, Sharon had nothing to do with men. Living the life of a cloistered nun, she hasn't dated a man nor has she had sex with a man in years. She kept to herself while living with her son and working from home. A lonely life but a happy existence, they sheltered in place because of the pandemic.
With her sheltering in place with me, not able to go out and live a normal life, not seeing our friends, and/or having sex, we were as horny as we were sexually frustrated. Never looking at one another as an incestuous, sexual partner before, but after being home alone with one another 24/7, we eyed one another now for some sexual satisfaction. To say that I didn't want to have sex with my mother would be a lie. To say that I wouldn't want her to blow me and cum in her mouth would be an absurdity.
Of course, I wanted to have sex with my MILF of a mother. I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to finger her lick her pussy while giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
Look at her. Just look at my sexy and shapely mother. She's drop dead gorgeous. Who wouldn't want to have sex with a mother who looked like her? Who wouldn't want to strip her naked and make love to her before fucking her? Who wouldn't want to cum in her beautiful mouth, all over her face, and give her a cum bath?
# # #
Again, as I had written previously, it all started one, Saturday morning when I was so horny that I could no longer control myself from trying to see my mother in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked. Determined to see what I shouldn't see of her, I waited as she went in her bedroom to change from her nightgown and closed her bedroom door behind her.
Determine to catch her naked, I crept down the hall to listen at my mother's bedroom door. I heard the familiar sound of her dresser drawer opening and closing. I heard the distinctive rustle of her nightgown as she lifted it up and over her head and removed it from her naked body. This was it. This was the moment that I needed to make my move.
By barging in her bedroom without knocking, I hoped to catch her without her clothes. I hoped to see my mother topless and/or naked. Trying not to get an erection with the sexual anticipation of barging open her bedroom door and seeing my mother topless and/or naked, the last thing that I wanted was to develop an erection. With me pretending that I'm gay, the last thing that I wanted was my mother to know that I was sexually excited by seeing her topless and/or naked body.
With my ear glued to my mother's bedroom door, slowly counting 100 Mississippi's, I waited a few minutes outside her bedroom door while listening intently. While hoping that I had timed it right to catch her naked before she dressed, I gave her plenty enough time for her to strip herself naked. Then, sexually excited with what I was about to do and with what I was about to see, without knocking and without making a sound to alarm her that I was waiting there to barge in her bedroom, I burst open her bedroom door.
Something I never did before and knew better not to do, I did now. I disobeyed my mother. Instead of respecting her privacy, I brazenly barged in my mother's bedroom while she was changing. Something that I'll be masturbating about for the rest of my horny life, I saw her at her most embarrassing moment. Totally catching her by surprise, my mother was naked, totally naked. I saw my MILF of a mother naked. I couldn't believe that I saw her without her clothes.
As if in shocked disbelief, stunned by what I dared do, frozen, my mother stood before me naked as if she was a deer before headlights. As if I had never seen a naked woman before, I stared and I leered at her beautiful, naked body while trying not to get an erection. She was so lovely. She was so sexy. She was so shapely.
She was all the woman that I hoped to ever see naked. She was all the woman that I sexually wanted. My perfect woman, it's a shame that she was my mother. Yet, more sexually exciting than if she was someone else, I desperately wanted to have incestuous sex with my mother.
Hard for me to believe, I couldn't believe that I was standing in my mother's bedroom while she was naked. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my MILF of a mother naked. Unable to move, I stared at her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and all that I could see of her naked ass. I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother naked for the rest of my miserable life.
# # #
"David! Oh, my God. David. Get out! Get out of my bedroom! How dare you barge in my bedroom while I'm changing? I'm naked," said my mother while cowering and covering her big, naked breasts with her hand and forearm. "How dare you barge open my bedroom door without knocking? What's wrong with you? Get out!"
Still, something that I had never seen before and looked forward to seeing now, I could see plenty enough of her naked breasts including her big, erect nipples to know that she was topless. Even if only seeing them partially, I was finally seeing my mother's big, naked breasts. I was finally seeing glimpses of her erect nipples.
'My mother was topless. I can't believe I'm seeing her naked breasts. I can't believe I'm seeing her big, erect nipples. My mother is naked. I can't believe I'm seeing her naked pussy and all that I can see of her naked ass,' I thought while continuing to stare at all that I could see of my naked mother.
Hypnotized by my mother's naked body, I was mesmerized by her naked beauty. Never had I seen a woman, especially at her age of 44-years-old, as stunningly beautiful. She had as good of a body as Jenny McCarthy. Her naked breasts appeared as big as Sofia Vergara's and Christina Hendrick's big tits.
Backing away from me, but too late. I had already seen her naked breasts, her erect nipples, and her naked pussy. Slow to act in covering herself, never expecting me to enter her bedroom without knocking, she cowered and covered her naked breasts with her forearm and hand. She covered her naked pussy with her other hand. She tried denying me from seeing her without her clothes but I had already seen my mother naked.
'I saw my mother naked,' I thought. 'I can't believe I finally saw my mother without her clothes.'
Clearly, my mother was as embarrassed as she was mortified that I had seen her without her clothes. I had waited a long time to see my mother naked. A long time coming and something that, again, I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my mother naked. Even though my heart pounded with sexual excitement, in order to delay my erection, I put my sexually, incestuous thoughts elsewhere.
"David! How dare you open my bedroom door without knocking? Oh, my God! You know better than that. Shame on you. Shame on you," she said with shame. "Mortified, I'm so embarrassed."



Then, with me unable to remove my eyes from her nakedness, she knew that I had deliberately opened her bedroom door without knocking. She knew that I was hoping to see her without her clothes. She knew that I was hoping to see her naked. She knew that I wanted to have incestuous sex with her.
"You deliberately barged in my bedroom hoping to see me without my clothes. You deliberately burst open my bedroom door hoping to see me naked. I'm disappointed in your David for not respecting my privacy. Get out. Get out of my bedroom. Please leave. I'm so embarrassed. Get out! Please, leave so that I may finish dressing."
Only, I wasn't leaving. I was there to stay. My mother looked at me embarrassed. Then, revealing her true sexual feelings, I watched as her nipples grew hard and erect. Surprising me, something that she was clearly unable to control and conceal, a sexually aroused flash took hold of her face and widened her eyes with exhibitionistic excitement. Her surprised look of sexual arousal confessed her true sexual feeling that she was sexually excited that I was seeing her without her clothes.
Feigning her embarrassment and shame, clearly, my mother was unembarrassed and/or unashamed that I had seen her naked, totally naked. Oddly enough, instead, of being mortified, shocking me, she was sexually aroused. Fortunately for me, my mother was sexually excited that I was seeing her without her clothes. Seemingly, with her an exhibitionist, she wanted me to see her without her clothes. Seemingly, she wanted me to see her naked.
'What the Hell? I don't believe this. Instead of being embarrassed that I'm seeing her without her clothes, instead of feeling shame that I'm seeing her naked, my mother is sexually aroused. Go figure. Something I never would have suspected; my mother is sexually excited that I'm seeing her naked. Wishing that I could finger her nipples as proof that she's sexually aroused, her nipples are fully erect. Wishing that I could finger her pussy, I wonder if she's wet, too,' I thought.
# # #
Something unbeknownst to me and something that she had wanted to do for a long time, by reading what she wrote in her diary, my mother wanted to flash me her naked body for years. She wanted me to see her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. She wanted me to see her naked. By all that I read in her diary, while hoping that seeing her naked would entice me to sexually solicit her and have forbidden sex with her, she seemingly couldn't believe that I had finally seen her naked.
'Today, David barged in my bedroom while I was undressing,' wrote Sharon in her diary. 'Catching me by total surprise, I had just removed my nightgown when he barged open my bedroom door without knocking. Finally, with me enticing him to barge in my bedroom without knocking for years, he finally barged in my bedroom without knocking.
He finally saw me without my clothes. I couldn't believe he saw me naked. My son saw me without my clothes. I couldn't believe he finally saw me without my clothes. Yet, instead of being embarrassed, instead of feeling shame, I was sexually aroused that David saw me naked. He made my nipples so big and hard. He made my pussy so wet, so very wet.'
Later that day, she made another entry in her diary.
'To be honest and something that a mother should never admit, I was so horny and so sexually frustrated that I was tempted to remove my hand and forearm from my naked breasts and my other hand from my naked pussy. Daring myself to do so, I was so sexually aroused that I was tempted to deliberately flash him my naked body. Something that made me shiver with sexual anticipation, I wanted him to see me naked. Something that made me quiver with the exhibitionist thought, I wanted him to see me without my clothes.'
Finally, that night, she made a last entry in her diary for the day.
'Then, something that a mother should never want to do with her son, I was tempted to move to my knees in front of him. I was tempted to reach my hand inside his pajama pee hole. I was tempted to pull out his flaccid cock and stroke him to an erection while sucking him,' she wrote. 'After blowing my son and allowing him to cum in my mother, I was tempted to push him back on my bed and fuck him. I wish I could fuck my son.'
I was stunned after reading that. My mother wanted to suck me. She wanted to fuck me. Something I wish I had known before, I wasted years masturbating over my mother while imagining her naked and having sex with me when she wanted me to see her naked and have sex with me.
'I wanted to blow David. I wanted to suck my son's cock. I wanted him to cum in my mouth,' she wrote in her diary. 'I wanted him to cum all over my face. I wanted him to cum all over my naked body. Rubbing his cum all over my naked body as if it's an expensive body crème, I wanted David to give me a cum bath,' wrote Sharon in her diary.
# # #
"David! Oh, my God, I'm getting dressed," said my mother, Sharon.
Scolding me, she unconsciously lowered her forearm and hand as if she forgot that she was naked. She flashed me her naked tits. She flashed me her erect nipples.
"Why didn't you knock? You know that you're supposed to knock. You know that when my bedroom door is closed that you always knock first and wait for me to answer before entering my bedroom," she said.
Then, attempting to conceal her naked breasts as well as her sexual arousal, she looked at me with feigned anger. She pretended that she was outraged that I had seen her naked. She pretended that she was embarrassed and ashamed that I had seen her naked tits, her naked pussy, and what I could see of her naked ass.
"How dare you invade my privacy? Why didn't you respect my privacy? You saw me naked. I'm so embarrassed. I'm so ashamed. I'm so mortified," she said when she wasn't embarrassed, ashamed, nor mortified. "I can't believe you saw me without my clothes."
Drinking her all in with my lustful, sexual stare, the first time seeing my MILF of a mother without her clothes, I stared at my naked mother as if I had never seen a naked woman before. Not looking away, never removing my eyes from her beautiful body, I stared at all her sexy and shapely, naked form. I stared at all that I could see of her naked breasts, glimpses of her erect nipples, her naked pussy, and what I could see of her naked ass from the side.
'While wishing I could masturbate now, in front of my mother, I wanted her to watch me cum. I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother without her clothes tonight, tomorrow, and for the rest of my horny life,' I thought. 'I'll be cumming over my MILF of a mother while imagining her blowing me and allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth.'
After reading her diary, coming as a complete surprise, I was armed with the knowledge of how she truly, sexually felt about me. Now, I knew that she wanted to have forbidden sex with me as much as I wanted to have incestuous sex with her. Emboldened to catch my mother in a compromising position, one without her clothes, I was able to do that by barging in her bedroom without knocking. While making her nudity appear unintentional, I now knew that she deliberately wanted me to see her without her clothes as much as I wanted to see her naked.
After finding her diary tucked beneath her mattress, when she was downstairs and I was upstairs, I read her private, sexual thoughts about me. Had I not found and read her diary, I never would have known how she sexually felt about me. Had I not found and read her diary, I never would have barged in my mother's bedroom without knocking and without waiting for her to invite me in her bedroom. I knew now that she was just as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her.
An incestuous game changer, this changes everything. My mother wanted sex, even from me, especially from me. She wanted me to give her incestuous sex. Sexually frustrated and horny, she needed to get laid and with me the only man in the house, I was the one so chosen to do the dirty deed of having incestuous sex with her. Proud to be of help, and happy to do it, it was my duty as the man of the house to fuck my mother and to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my mouth, my fingers, and my cock.
'I wish I dared to expose my naked body to my son without him thinking less of me. I need to sexually tease him. I need to erotically entice him. I need to sexually excite him. I need to seductively seduce him without him thinking of me as an incestuous whore. I need to flash him my naked tits, my naked pussy, and my naked ass without him thinking of me any less of me,' she wrote in her diary.
The next evening, she wrote something even more sexually provocative in her diary again.
'Wondering that he'd think of my big tits, something that I wanted to do since he turned 18-years-old, I'd love to show him my big, naked breasts. I'd love for him to touch my tits, feel my tits, and fondle my tits while pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples. While making out with me, French kissing me, I'd love my son to touch and feel me everywhere a son should never touch and feel his mother.'
# # #
Alluding to having sex with me before, never has she written anything as sexually graphic and incestuously flammable as she wrote last night about having sex with me now. Not knowing that my mother was an exhibitionistic, sexual tease, an incestuous whore, I knew she was now. My top priority, after I read what she wrote, I knew what I must do.
Before my mother found a lover and no longer incestuously wanted me and/or sexually needed me, it was up to me to give my mother multiple sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. It was up to me to give her what she sexually wanted. It was up to me to have forbidden sex with her. It was up to me to stick my big dick in her mouth, put a hand behind her pretty head, and have her suck me. It was up to me to cum in her sweet mouth and all over her beautiful face.
It was now or never to have my wicked, sexual way with my MILF of a mother. It was now or never to touch her and feel her naked body everywhere while making out with her. It was now or never to give her oral sex while masturbating her with my fingers and my tongue. It was now or never to make slow, sweet love to her and give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. It was up to me to have incestuous sex with my mother and fuck her until she screamed my name.
'David! David! David! Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. Hump me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me, David. Fuck me,' I imagined my mother saying.
Oh, yeah. Definitely this was it. It was up to me to fuck my mother, and give her another sexual orgasm, this time with my prick. It was up to me to give my mother multiple, sexual orgasms. Not taking no for an answer, it was up to me to push her back on her bed and give us what we both so wanted, incestuous sex. First, I wanted to eat my mother's cunt. Then, I wanted to fuck her and now, after reading her diary, I knew that she wanted to fuck me, too.
'I need him to give me a sexual orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue,' she wrote in her diary.
Unbeknownst to either one of us, clearly, we were on the same sexual page.
'I'd love for him to finger my pussy while licking my pussy while reaching up to fondle my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples. I wish he'd make love to me before fucking me,' she wrote again last night, the latest entry in her diary. 'I need him to give me a sexual orgasm with his beautiful prick. I need my son to have incestuous sex with me.'
Rereading my mother's private, sexual thoughts was what put me over the edge. Rereading my mother's private, sexual thoughts made me crazy with incestuous desire for my MILF of mother. After rereading my mother's private diary, now, I knew what I must do. This was it. This was really it. Finally, this was my chance to have incestuous sex with my mother.
I must have sex with her. I must fuck my mother. Now that I know that she's as sexually frustrated as I'm horny, she's ripe for the taking. Now I know that she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her, I can't go wrong. She wanted me to have sex with her. She wanted me to fuck her.
'Seriously? Are you kidding? I don't believe it. I can't believe it. My mother wanted me to give her sex as much as I wanted to give her sex,' I thought. 'What are the odds of that? I thought that I was the only incestuous pervert in the family but clearly, my mother is one, too.'
After reading and rereading her diary, knowing that she wanted a forbidden, sexual relationship with me as much as I wanted an incestuous relationship with her, this was my chance to give us both what we wanted. Armed with that personal, sexual information, only, not nearly enough, I needed another excuse to perfect my plan of the sexual seduction of my mother. I needed her to think that I was the innocent one, the victim. I needed her to think that she was the wicked whore taking sexual advantage of me.
I needed her to believe that I wasn't interested in seeing her without her clothes, even though I was. I needed her to think that I could care less about seeing her naked, even though I couldn't wait to see her naked. I needed her to know that, even if she stripped naked in front of me and offered to be my incestuous whore and my sexual slave that I'd never have sex with her. Never would I lick and fuck my mother's warm, wet pussy. Never would I want her to stroke, suck, and fuck my hard, erect cock.
# # #
"Please forgive me, mother. I'm sorry for barging in on you but I have something important to tell you that couldn't wait. If I waited another second without confessing what it is that I need to tell you, I'll burst," I said being overly dramatic. "If I waited any longer to tell you, I may change my mind to confess what I wanted to confess, needed to tell you, and not tell you," I said.
My mother stared at me with curiosity. She had no idea what I needed to confess. Maybe I went through her panty drawer and masturbated on her panties again and now felt guilty about doing that. Maybe I spied on her dressing and undressing and now wanted to confess spying on my mother and seeing her without her clothes. With her always checking every likely hiding spot, maybe I successfully hid a camera in her bedroom or in her bathroom to see her naked.
Seemingly, the real reason for my sudden confession eluded her. With her curiosity piqued, she had no idea what I wanted to confess. Actually, embarrassed as much as she was sexually aroused about that, she knew that I had found her diary. Maybe that was it. Maybe I wanted to confess that not only had I found her diary but also that I had read her diary, too.
Finding her diary in a different spot beneath her mattress the next evening, she knew that I had found her diary. She knew that I had read her private, sexual thoughts about me. Yet, instead of being embarrassed that I read her diary, she was sexually aroused that I read all that she wrote about wanting to have sex with me. Something that made her nipples hard and erect, and her pussy wet, she knew that I now knew that she wanted to have sex with him as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
Sexually aroused by the sexual anticipation of what was about to happen, no doubt, taking the next sexual step after reading her diary, Sharon surmised that her adult son had deliberately burst in her bedroom while hoping to see her naked. She surmised that he wanted to have incestuous sex with her as much as she wanted to have forbidden sex with him. Undressing me with her eyes, in the way that she looked at me was the same sexual way that I stared at her.
After reading and rereading her diary, it was inevitable that we'd be having sex. After learning how she felt about me, it was inevitable that I'd be licking her pussy, fingering her cunt, masturbating her, making love to her, and fucking her. No longer able to hide her sexual attraction to me, it was inevitable that she'd be stroking me, sucking me, and fucking me. Finally, I was going to have sex with my MILF of a mother. Finally, I was going to give her multiple, sexual orgasms. Finally, I was going to cum in her mouth.
Seemingly, tempted to do so, daring herself to do so, she was ready to remove her hands and her forearm from her naked breasts to expose her naked tits to me. She had always wanted to show me her big tits and now this was her chance. Instead of only flashing me her naked breasts, she took flashing me her naked breasts a step further. She wanted to show me all that I wanted to see of her sexy and shapely, naked body.
# # #
After divorcing her husband and not being touched by another man in several years, Sharon was horny. She was sexually frustrated. She wanted to have sex. She needed to get laid. No secret there, she wanted and needed to have a sexual orgasm. With David the only man available to give her what she sexually wanted and needed, she wanted and needed her son to fuck her.
Taking two to play their sexy, sexual game, as much as he wanted to see his mother without her clothes, after reading her diary, he knew that she wanted him to see her without her clothes. Further, as much as he wanted to see his mother without her clothes, she wanted to see her son without his clothes, too. Like mother like son, they both wanted to see one another naked. As if it was sexually meant to be, they both were ready and poised to have sex, incestuous sex with one another.
Figuring that he had deliberately barged in her bedroom without knocking in the hopes of seeing her naked, something so forbidden and bizarre, she had always wondered what he'd do if he saw her without her clothes. Waiting for him to make his incestuous move, she wondered if seeing her naked was enough erotic enticement for her son to have sex with her. Masturbating herself over him seeing her naked, and having incestuous sex with her, she had wanted to flash her son for a long time but never had the nerve and/or the opportunity.
What kind of mother flashes her son her naked breasts? What kind of mother flashes her son her naked body? What kind of mother has sex with her son? What kind of mother strokes her son's prick, sucks his prick, and fucks his prick? Obviously, with her being an incestuous whore, she was, indeed, that kind of mother.
Finally, with him barging in her bedroom while she was naked, now was the time to flash him her naked body. This was it. This was finally it. This was the time to show him all that he wanted to see and all that she wanted him to see. Sharon was determined to flash David. She not only wanted him to see her without her clothes but also, she was determined for him to see her naked. She was determined to have illicit sex with her son.
Wondering again, she wondered what he'd do if he saw her naked. Sexually inspired to do so, she wondered if he'd touch, feel, and squeeze her naked ass. She wondered if he'd feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples while sucking her erect nipples. She wondered if he'd finger her naked pussy, rub her clit, and fingerfuck her cunt while masturbating her. She wondered in the way that she wished that she could have sex with him, perhaps he wanted to have sex with her. Only, she was his mother and he was her son.
How dare she? What's wrong with her to want to have sex with her son? She couldn't have illicit sex with him. How dare she even think of wanting to do that? Having sex with him would be wrong. Having sex with him would be nasty. Only, with her having limited, sexual opportunities, she needed to get laid and with them sheltering in place and no other man available to her, he was there standing in bedroom while she was naked.
She was naked and I stared at all that I could see of her. She was naked and clearly, I wanted to have sex with her. She was naked and I wasn't about to leave her bedroom and close her bedroom door behind me until I had sex with my mother. She was naked and I wanted to make love to her before fucking her. I wanted her to stroke me, suck me, and fuck me, too. I needed to cum in her beautiful mouth.



I had gone way beyond giving her the privacy she needed to change her clothes. Like father like son, as much of a voyeur as she was an exhibitionist, I liked watching. I wanted to watch my naked mother finish getting dressed. As much as I wanted to see my mother without her clothes, so very sexually erotic, I wanted to watch my mother put on her bra and panties. Now that she was standing before me naked, I wanted to touch and feel her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother.
# # #
"Okay, now that you have my full attention, tell me your confession so that I can finished getting dressed in privacy. Tell me what was so important that couldn't wait until I was decent. What did you want to confess that couldn't wait until I'm dressed," she asked while prolonging her son's impromptu visit? "Tell me what it is. Tell me," she said impatiently.
Feigning a troubled face with a morosely, sullen look, as if a great burden weighed heavily upon his head, he looked at his mother with consternation and sadness. He looked as if he was about to cry. Mashing his face between her D cup breasts, she was tempted to put her arm around his neck and pull him to her naked bosom to comfort him. If she pulled him to her, maybe he'd touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts? Maybe, she'd forget his sadness and suck her nipples.
"Don't expect any grandchildren, mother, unless I adopt them with my husband," said David to his mother, Sharon.
Sharon looked at her son as if he had been drinking.
"Husband?" She made a face as if she had swallowed something sour. "What are you talking about? What do you mean, husband," she asked with a loud laugh?
David took a deep breath. He was finally ready to confess his sexual secret to his mother. He needed her to know what deeply troubled him. Knowing she'd understand his sexual dilemma, as her womanly way to change his sexual orientation, he hoped she'd give him sex.
"I'm gay, mother. I'm gay," he said. "I prefer having sex with men than with women."
Knowing better, as if he was talking nonsense, she made another face as if she didn't believe him.
"You're not gay," she said waving a hand of disbelief. Then, as if double checking if he was as gay as he said he was, she looked at him again. "How do you know you're gay? Have you had sex with men? Have you stroked a prick? Have you sucked someone's cock? Have you allowed a man to fuck you in your ass? And if you have, did you enjoy any or all of the above?"
He shook his head no.
"I haven't had sex with anyone, mother. I'm innocent. I'm still a virgin," he admitted.
She let out a little laugh of relief.
"If you never had sex with anyone, if you're a virgin, then how do you know that you're gay?"
He shrugged.
"I just do. I have a feeling that I am," he said. Hinting for sex, this was where his ruse came to fruition. He paused before asking her for her help. "Just wondering, maybe you can help me to let me know if I'm gay or not," he said. "Surely, having come across gay men before, you must know of a way to tell if a man is gay or not."
# # #
Not having to ask her son what he meant by helping him to let him know if he's gay or not, she showed him that she was willing to help him by making a bold, exhibitionistic move. She removed her hand and her forearm from her naked breasts. She consensually showed him and willingly allowed him to see her big, naked breasts.
With her unable to conceal her sexual arousal, she stared at him staring at her naked breasts. Standing proud while topless, looking down at her naked breasts as if looking what he could see before looking up at him, she finally showed her son her naked tits. Then, she removed her other hand from her naked pussy. Unembarrassed and unashamed, she showed him her trimmed, blonde, naked pussy, too. Something that he never expected her to do, that is until he read and reread her diary, she allowed him to see her naked, totally naked.
His mother was naked. She was totally naked. He couldn't believe that his mother stood before him naked. Again, unembarrassed and unashamed, she stood tall before her son as if she was as proud of her naked body as much as she was sexually aroused for him to see her without her clothes. Clearly, she wanted him to see her without her clothes as much as he wanted to see his mother naked.
"Look at me," she said looking down at herself again before looking up at him. "Look at your naked mother," she said ordering him to look at her. "Tell me what do you think. Does seeing me naked do anything sexually for you," she asked? "Does seeing me naked make you sexually excited and give you an erection? Does seeing me naked make you want to have sex with me instead of with gay men? Does seeing me naked make you want to fuck your mother?"
He shook his head no again.
"Nothing," he said even though it took all the sexual control he had not to stare, not to touch, and not to develop an erection. "Sorry but it doesn't sexually excite me to see you without your clothes," he said lying.
Sexually teasing him, as her impromptu, gayness test, while sexily staring at her son, Sharon fondled her naked breasts and pulled, turned and twisted her erect nipples. Then, continuing to sexually tease him, she lifted her breasts to her mouth and sucked her nipples, first one and then, the other while staring at her son. Next, she reached her other hand down to cup her naked pussy. She parted her legs and rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy.
"What about now? Does it sexually excite you to watch your mother touch, feel, and masturbate herself? Does seeing me touch, feel, and masturbate myself make you want to touch, feel, and masturbate me? I bet you have an erection now," she said looking to see if he had a bulge in his pajama bottoms. "I bet you want to have sex with me. I bet you want to fuck your mother."
She looked down at herself yet again before looking up at him with a sexy smile and a naughty look while continuing to play with her pussy. Once again, lying to himself and lying to his mother, he shook his head no. Using all of the self-control that he possessed, he seemed disinterested in seeing his mother without her clothes. He seemed disinterested in having sex with her. He seemed disinterested in starting an incestuous, sexual relationship with his mother.
"No, nothing mother. I'm sorry but I don't feel a thing seeing you naked and watching you touch, feel, and masturbate yourself," he said with another shrug while lying through his teeth. "And I certainly don't have an erection," he said sliding his hand down his pajama bottoms to prove that he didn't have an erection. "I'm gay. I'm gay, mother. I told you that I'm gay."
As if she knew that this was a game that he had to play, as if she knew that he wasn't gay, she lovingly affectionately smiled at him.
"I know you're not gay," she said making a face of disbelief. "I have a surefire, foolproof way to know if you are gay or not," she said. Undressing him with her eyes, she looked at him as if he was already naked. "Remove your clothes. Take everything off. Strip yourself naked. Show me your cock," she said. "In the way that I showed you my naked pussy, I want to see your naked prick as your barometer to tell me if you're gay."
# # #
As if he was a stripper hired for her birthday, Sharon watched her son remove his clothes. She watched him strip himself naked. She stared at his naked, flaccid prick in the way that he stared at her naked tits and naked pussy. Unable to control herself, she slid an involuntary tongue across her red, full lips while staring at his flaccid prick. Clearly, his mother wanted to blow him. She wanted to suck his cock. She wanted her son to cum in her mouth.
"In the way that you're seeing my naked pussy, my naked ass, and my naked tits, I want to see your naked prick. After seeing me naked and watching me touch myself, feel myself, and masturbate myself, I need to see if you have an erection or not. Stroke yourself. Go ahead and masturbate in front of me."
In the way that Sharon was unembarrassed and unashamed to strip herself naked in front of her son, David was unashamed and unembarrassed to strip himself naked in front of his mother. A long time coming, he had always wanted to expose himself to her. He had always wanted to show her his naked cock as much as he wanted her to see his naked prick and as much as he wanted to see her naked pussy.
While wondering if she'd look, stare, or look away in disgust, he always wanted to flash his mother his flaccid or erect prick. He had always wanted to masturbate in front of his mother while she watched. Wondering if she'd watch, wondering if she'd be sexually aroused, he had always wanted to cum for and in front of his mother.
In the way that she masturbated in front of him, he desperately wanted to masturbate in front of her. He wanted to stroke his prick in front of his mother. He wanted to know if she'd watch him cum in sexual excitement or if she'd look away in disgust. Only, afraid he'd get an erection and cum, with him confessing that he's gay, he couldn't have an erection in front of his mother. He couldn't masturbate and ejaculate in front of her. That would ruin his whole scam. She'd never believe that he was gay then.
Nevertheless, he needed to know if his mother would take his prick in her soft, warm hand and stroke him to an erection. He needed to know if she'd move to her knees, take him in her mouth, and suck him. He needed to know if she'd allow him to not only cum in her mouth but also to cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. He needed to know if she'd turn her back to him, bend forward, spread her legs, and allow him to fuck her from behind.
He needed to know if his mother would allow him to give her a cum bath. After he ejaculated cum in her mouth, he needed to know if she'd push him back on her bed and make love to him before fucking him. In the way that he wanted to ejaculate cum in his mother's mouth, he wanted to ejaculate cum in his mother's pussy, too. Even though he read that she was sexually attracted to him and wanted to have sex with him in her diary, he needed to know if she really was as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her.
Not wanting to ruin his plan by getting an erection in front of his mother now, David thought of football. He thought of Tom Brady. Then, he thought of Brady's wife, Giselle, posing topless and naked as the last supermodel. Before becoming sexually excited and ruining his plan, he concentrated on the Superbowl and on the big, burly, black defensive linemen of the LA Chargers. He thought of the big, black offensive linemen of the Cincinnati Bengals. He thought of fully dressed men instead of thinking of naked women.
# # #
Surprising him and sexually exciting him but determined not to reveal his sexual excitement to his mother, sexually teasing him, Sharon stepped forward and reached down to take her son's flaccid prick in her hand. Something she had never dared to do before; she fondled the head of his naked prick while slowly stroking his shaft as she stared up at him. Then, something that he never expected her to do, she moved to her knees in front of him while staring up at him.
She took him in her hand again and leaned forward to take his soft prick in her mouth to suck him while stroking him and staring up at him. She stared up at her son while stroking and sucking his cock. Hoping to suck the gay out of him, she seemed determined for him to cum in her mouth.
'My mother is giving me a blowjob,' I thought. 'She's giving me a blowjob. I can't believe she's giving me a blowjob. I can't believe my MILF of a mother is sucking my cock,' I thought.
This was her surefire way to know if her son was gay or not. Daring him to get an erection while his flaccid prick was buried in her mouth, she'd finally know for sure if he was gay or lying about being sexually attracted to men. A mother's intuition, she didn't think her son was gay. Yet, needing to know for sure, with her wanting to suck his cock anyway, there was no harm in blowing him. After all, she had wanted to blow him for years. Now, if he had an erection while she sucked him, indeed, she'd know that he wasn't gay.
"If you get an erection while I'm blowing you, then I'll know you're not gay," she said with confidence that her son wasn't gay but straight.
Before taking his still flaccid prick in her mouth, she stared up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes while stroking him. Then, as soon as she leaned forward and took him in her hand to stroke him and in her mouth to suck him, as if she had pushed his sexual buttons, instantly, he had an erection. As she stroked him harder and faster while sucking him deeper, he developed a huge erection.
Not wanting his mother to prematurely stop sucking him, he put a heavy hand to the back of her pretty head. Not allowing her to pull away, as she tried to do once she determined that he wasn't gay, he humped her mouth while fucking her face. He wanted to cum in his mother's mouth. Not about to ruin his opportunity, he needed to cum all over her face.
"Blow me, mom. Don't stop blowing me. Don't stop sucking me. Suck my cock, mom. Stroke me harder. Stroke me faster. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said. "I need to watch you swallow my load. Then, I need to cum again. This time all over your face. I need to give you a cum bath, mother."
Seemingly, no longer wanting to blow her son, she pushed against his thighs to remove his engorged prick from her mouth. Too late, not stepping back or stepping away, he didn't want his mother to premature finish her blowjob. With him pushing hard on the back of her head to hold her in place while humping her mouth and fucking her face, he exploded a huge load of cum in his mother's mouth.
Then, when she finally removed his erect prick from her mouth and from the pressure of her red, full lips, he exploded a second load, an even bigger load of cum. He ejaculated all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. Proud of himself and finally sexually satisfied, he gave his MILF of a mother quite the cum bath.
# # #
"Oh, my God, David. How could you? You ejaculated your cum in my mouth. You ejaculated cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. You held my head in place and forced me to blow you. How dare you? You forced me to swallow you by pushing hard against the back of my head and not letting me go," she said while feigning her outrage.
Actually, as she had written in her diary long ago that she had always wanted to blow her son. She had always wanted to suck his cock. She had always wanted him to cum in her mouth and all over her face. A forbidden secret that she masturbated herself over when imagining her son naked and having sex with him, she had always wanted David to give her a cum bath.
She hit him on his chest while wiping his cum from her face. A long time coming, in the way that she had wanted to expose her naked body to her son ever since he turned 18-years-old, she had always wanted to suck his cock, too. She masturbated over stroking him while sucking him. With her husband no longer there to stop her from having illicit sex with her son, she masturbated over him cumming in her mouth and her swallowing his cum.
She continued wiping his cum from her face with a hand towel that she kept by her bed. So much cum, she had his cum everywhere, in her hair, across her naked breasts, and all over her pretty face. Literally covered with her son's cum, as if she was the star of a bukkake fest, indeed, David had given his mother quite the cum bath.
"You're not gay. I knew you weren't gay. You'd never get an erection and cum in my mouth like that from me blowing you if you were gay. You just pretended to be gay to see me naked," she said. "You just pretended to be gay to see if I'd have sex with you. You just pretended to be gay to see if I'd blow you," she said with feigned anger.
She punched him on his chest again.
"How dare you deceive me to see me without my clothes? How dare you trick me into sucking your cock? How dare you defile your mother by cumming in my mouth, your mother's mouth? How dare you cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts? How dare you give me a cum bath? How dare you barge in my bedroom to see me naked? What's wrong with you?"
Yet, what was wrong with her son was what was wrong with his mother, too. She wanted her son to see her naked as much as he wanted to see his mother naked. She wanted her son to see her without her clothes as much as he wanted to see her without her clothes. She wanted to see her son without his clothes as much as he wanted his mother to see him without his clothes.
She not only posed naked for him but also, she moved to her knees to stroke his cock while sucking his prick. Pretending that she no longer wanted to blow him, she allowed him to cum in her mouth and all over her face. Not wanting him to think of her as an incestuous whore, but that she was the sexual victim of his incestuous lust, she continued her verbal assault.
After invading my privacy by reading my diary, you pretended to be gay while hoping I'd give you sex," said his mother seemingly angry that her son tricked her. "Then, barging in my bedroom, I can't believe you saw me naked. I can't believe you saw me without my clothes."
Then, she looked at her son with feigned embarrassment, sadness, sorrow, and shame.
"In the hopes of proving that you're not gay, I can't believe I was gullible enough to blow you. I can't believe that you tricked me into sucking your cock. I can't believe I allowed you to cum in my mouth and forced me to swallow your cum by holding my head in place. I can't believe I allowed you to cum in my hair, all over my face, and across my naked breasts. I can't believe I allowed you to give me a cum bath. How dare you sexually use me and abuse me?"
She paused in her diatribe to stare at her son.
"Shame on you, David. Shame on you for making your mother your incestuous whore," she said.
# # #
Then, she got a diabolical look on her face.
"Since I've given you want you want, it's time for you to give me what I want. You need to eat me. You need to eat your mother's cunt and give me a sexual orgasm. Then, giving me multiple, sexual orgasms, you need to make love to me before fucking me hard and fast enough to give me another sexual orgasm, this time with your stiff prick," she ordered.
That was the beginning of something beautiful. Mother and son had incestuous sex night and day as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend, lovers, or husband and wife. No longer sleeping on the couch, she allowed him to sleep in her bed. She sucked him every morning and he fucked her every night.
THE END
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Incestuous Sex is All Around Us, #1
Vincent has sex with his MILF of a mother, Vivian, his sexy sister, Veronica, his whore of an aunt, Virginia, his big breasted grandmother, Viola, his MILF of a mother-in-law, Christine, and his sexy sister-in-law, Kathy.
Author's Note:
Vincent asked me to write this true, multi-chapter story about the incestuous, sexual relationships that happened between him and his mother, his aunt, his sister, his grandmother, and his forbidden sexual relationship with his mother-in-law and his sister-in-law.
# # #
Introduction:
I always read and heard about incestuous sex happening to others but eluding me, incestuous sex has never happened to me. Depending on who sexually solicited me, blessed with a bevy of good-looking, sexy, and shapely female, blood related relatives, I'd welcome the opportunity to have incestuous sex with any of them or all of them. How hot would that be to have forbidden, illicit sex?
When I think about having forbidden, illicit sex, it would be so sexually exciting to have sex with my MILF of a mother, my whore of an aunt, my sexy sister, and/or my busty grandmother. With good genes running in my family, they're all as beautiful as they are sexy and shapely. Definitely, without having to think twice, I'd have sex with any one of them or all of them. Only, unable to make the first sexual move, I was at a loss on how to sexually seduce them.
I suppose, if I really wanted to have sex with them, I could have made it happen by making my sexual feelings known. If I sexually solicited my mother, my sister, my aunt, and/or my grandmother and made the first, incestuous, sexual moves by touching them, feeling them, and/or groping them, perhaps, they would have had sex with me. Yet, in hindsight, in the way that all of my female relatives in my family are, seemingly, modestly moral, I never thought that any of them would ever want to have incestuous sex with me.
Boy, was I wrong, dead wrong. I had no idea that my mother, my aunt, my sister, and my grandmother were as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to them. I had no idea that they were all whores ready and willing to have sex with me. I wasted years nervously afraid to touch them and feel them when I could have stripped them all naked and had forbidden sex with them.
Yet, when I think of women, I think of them as good, lovingly wholesome, and totally innocent. When I think of men, I think of them as rude, crude, lewd, vulgar, perverted, and sexually abusive. Call me naïve but I never knew that women could be just as sexually nasty as men are sexually demented.
I didn't know that women wanted to talk dirty to me as much as I wanted to talk dirty to them. I didn't know that women wanted me to touch them, feel them, and kiss them as much as they wanted to touch me, feel me, and kiss me. I didn't know that women wanted to suck me as much as I wanted to lick them. I didn't know that women wanted to fuck me as much as I wanted to fuck them.
'Who knew,' I thought? 'I didn't get the email. It would be nice if there was a step-by-manual, much like Chilton's manual on automotive repair, on how to sexually seduce my female relatives but there isn't.'
Having never experienced incestuous and/or forbidden sex before, believe me or not, as soon as I turned 21-years-old, the sexual flood gates opened. I had a deluge of sexual offers from my mother, my aunt, my sister, and my grandmother. Then, when I married, I even had forbidden, sexual offers from my MILF of a mother-in-law, my horny, sister-in-law, and even some of my closest, family friends.
'Go figure,' I thought.
Mostly women in their forties, women more than twice my age, something that I never experienced before, older women were shamelessly hitting on me.
Enough to make my head spin and make me dizzy with sexual temptation, I couldn't believe how many women wanted to have sex with me. Admittedly, I'm a good-looking man with a big cock. Yet, is that enough to tempt a woman into wanting to bed me? Shouldn't it take more than that for a woman to strip herself naked and fall to her knees ready to suck me and allow me to cum in her mouth?
Whether friends of the family, neighbors, or co-workers, especially co-workers, I was surrounded by horny women. Seemingly every woman that I knew, especially older women and especially after having a few drinks, suddenly wanted to have sex with me. Great for my ego, as embarrassed as I was sexually excited, I never knew how many women wanted to get me naked and in bed.
After celebrating my twenty-first birthday, an immediate turn around, everything sexually changed for the good. No longer having to chase after women, women were flashing me their panties, their naked breasts, and sexually teasing me. Women were chasing after me.
'Go figure,' I thought while not understanding the sexual phenomenon.
I never thought that I'd be the focused, sexual attention of so very many good-looking and sexy women. Hard to say no, after sexually submitting to them, my life would never be the same. Fortunately for me, not making any of them pregnant, or I would have been trapped in a loveless marriage.
# # #
It all started when my friends took me to a strip club to celebrate my twenty-first birthday. My first time going to a strip club, as if this was my version of Heaven, I was in Heaven. With me having a thing for topless women, especially big, breasted women, and especially when they're dancing, I was overwhelmed by all of the topless strippers. I've never seen as many naked breasts of all sizes and erect nipples in my life.
Drinking and partying too much in celebration of my birthday, I staggered home through the backdoor drunk albeit sexually satisfied and totally happy. No longer a teenager, officially, I was now a man. I could drink whenever I wanted and as much as I wanted. I could go to a strip club anytime I was in the mood.
I couldn't wait to dream of big, naked breasts and erect nipples. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself over all of the topless women that I saw. Now I knew what I wanted to do for the rest of my life. I wanted to own and manage a strip club. I wanted topless and naked women doing me sexual favors while begging me to put them on stage.
'I'm sorry. I can't put you on stage,' I Imagined saying.
I imagined her looking at me with disappointment.
'Why not,' I imagined her responding? 'Aren't my tits big enough,' I imagined her saying while removing her top and bra and cupping her big tits in both hands to show me her big, naked breasts?
I stared at her big, naked breasts while fondling her huge tits and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
'How would that look for a mother stripping in front of her son,' I imagined saying to my mother who suddenly wanted to be a stripper because I bought a strip club?
'They'd say that it was hot for a mother to strip for her son,' I imagined my mother saying.
# # #
Smart enough and blessed with the common sense to know that I was too drunk to drive home, fortunately, I wasn't driving. My friends picked me up, drove me to the strip club, and drove me home. As I previously had written, having never been to a strip club before, too young to go to one but now that I'm 21-years-old, as long as I showed my ID, I was good to go.
A whole new world of strippers and sex, albeit pay as you play, opened up to me. I loved their sexually revealing costumes. I loved their sexual fantasies of who they pretended to be while dressing the part. I was overwhelmed with the possibility of not only dating strippers but also marrying one.
'And, tell me, what does your misses do for a living,' I imagined my friends, strangers, and co-workers asking me?
Proud to answer the question, I imagined smiling a sexually satisfied smile.
'She's a stripper,' I imagined telling everyone that my wife, Chrystal, Tiffany, Brandy, Candy, Lola, Cherry, Kitty, or Jade was a stripper. 'She loves stripping off her clothes while dancing around a pole for men who throw money at her. Then, later, with her a great, little cocksucker and good in bed, she loves sucking cock and fucking for money,' I imagined saying while shocking everyone that I told.'
I imagined everyone I told that my wife was a stripper looking at me with shock, that is, until I gave them her business card.
'She's available for private parties,' I imagined saying.
# # #
My friends took me to a private, gentleman's club, an exclusive place fashioned after a Playboy Club, for my birthday. All of the women, including the waitresses and bartenders, were topless. They paid for a stripper to give me a lap dance, and paid for another stripper to show me a good time in the private, VIP lounge.
My friends gave me the best birthday of my life. Yet, oddly and unbelievable enough, shocking me and taking me by surprise, I never expected what was to happen later. The real sexual fun didn't start until after I arrived home.
# # #
Incestuous Sex is all Around Us
Chapter 1:
Sex with my mother's 39-year-old, kid sister, my sexy, redheaded, aunt Virginia.
Something they do nearly every night with my aunt moving in and living with us, my mother was downstairs with her sister talking, laughing, drinking coffee, and smoking cigarettes. With them both chain smokers, interestingly enough, neither one of them drank alcohol. Coffee was their beverage of choice.
As soon as I entered the house through the backdoor, and walked through the hazy cloud of blue smoke, with them staying up late while waiting for me to come home, I had their full attention.
"Happy birthday, Vinnie," they both said in unison while staring at me as if I was naked.
Too drunk to acknowledge them, I raised my hand and waved. With it late, very late, after 2 am in the morning, I was unaccustomed to being up so late. Too tired to be social, I just wanted to go to bed. Ready to fall asleep where I stood, too much drinking and partying with strippers, I just needed this drunken, birthday, celebration party to end.
"How was the strip club," asked my mother?
Embarrassed to tell my mother that I had a lap dance and had sex, albeit protected sex with a stripper, I kept my answers short. I was ashamed for my mother to know that I was perverted enough to have paid sex with strippers. Next, I'll be hiring prostitutes to sexually pleasure me. Yet, something that all men go through before finding a woman to marry and have children, I knew that it was just a phase and a rite of passage that I must go through to explore my sexuality.
"It was good. It was fun," I said slurring my words. "Excuse me. I think I'm a little drunk," I said with a laugh, a burp, and a hiccup. "I need to go to bed. Good night."
# # #
In the way that she had always done, especially since I turned 18-years-old, my aunt stared at me while undressing me with her eyes. Clearly, she was horny. Clearly, she was sexually frustrated. Clearly, she was sexually attracted to me.
Embarrassing me, my aunt continued staring at as if I was naked. With her continued stare making me uncomfortable, as if she wanted to strip me naked and have incestuous sex with me, she continually stared at me in that sexually forbidden way. Only, with me too sexually inexperienced, I didn't know how to respond to sexually seduce my aunt.
Sexually teasing me, she stared at me in a way that made me want to have sex with her. I'd love to have sex with my redheaded aunt. I've love for her to blow me. I'd love to cum in her mouth. I'd love to strip her naked and fuck her.
Yet, to be honest, I was as sexually attracted to my aunt as I was sexually attracted to my mother and as they were both, seemingly, sexually attracted to me. Alas, as modest as I was shy, I was unable to make the first move. I didn't know how to go about bedding my aunt and/or my mother.
Yet, if they made the first move and offered me sex, I'd have to be nuts to turn them down. If they ever sexually solicited me, I'd wholeheartedly accept their sexual invitation. After having sex with a stripper, I'd definitely have sex with my mother and/or with my aunt.
Don't get me wrong. I love my aunt and I love my mother; I really do. They're both so pretty. They're both so sexy. They're both so shapely. Giving me countless erections, they motivate me to masturbate over them while imagining them naked and having sex with me. Sexually teasing me while sexually frustrating me, my aunt was always saying erotically provocative and sexually inappropriate things.
My mother always scolded her for talking dirty to me but I suspected that, wishing she could talk dirty to me, too, my mother enjoyed the dirty talk as much as I did as well. I suspected that, if my mother could talk dirty to me and say sexually provocative things without guilt and shame, she'd talk dirty to me, too. Never considering the thought before, difficult to believe that about my mother and my aunt now, I started to suspect that they were both whores, incestuous whores.
"Did you get lucky," asked my aunt?
She moved her hand up and down as if she was giving me a hand job. Then, she lifted her hand to her mouth and moved her hand back and forth as if she was giving me a blowjob. Graphically naughty, making sure that I got her meaning, while continuing to move her hand back and forth in front of her mouth, she pushed her cheek out and in with her tongue as if she had my erect cock in her mouth. My aunt was such a whore but I didn't care. Glad that she was, I truly loved her.
'With my aunt giving me an erection from watching her pretending to give a blowjob, she drove me sexually crazy,' I thought while wishing I could strip her naked and have incestuous sex with beautiful, naked body.
Only, with her way beyond me sexually, out of my league, I didn't have the nerve or the sexual experience to make that kind of sexual move on my aunt. Wishing I could make out with her while feeling her everywhere through her clothes, I've always wanted to French kiss my aunt. I've always wanted to slowly strip my aunt naked, totally naked. I've always wanted my aunt to blow me. While putting a gentle hand behind her pretty head, I wished I could cum in her mouth.
# # #
Yet, as if there was a full moon, something unexpectedly odd happened. Now that she was living in the same house with us, making me feel uncomfortable, my aunt was always trying to put the make on me. Hugging me, kissing me, and rubbing her shapely body up against me, she always flashed me and exposed herself to me.
Whether deliberately or unintentionally, she never buttoned a button by her crotch. With her wearing nude pantyhose instead of panties, whenever she put her hands in her pockets or sat while facing me, she parted and pulled her skirt wide open. She flashed me her patch of red, trimmed, pubic hair. Unable to remove my eyes from my aunt's naked pussy, instead of making a move to sexually seduce her, all that I could do was stare.
'I just saw my aunt's naked pussy. I can't believe I saw my aunt's naked pussy,' I thought while staring at all that I could see of her nearly, naked, pantyhose clad cunt.
After seeing her red patch of pubic hair, I'm unembarrassed to write that I masturbated over licking my aunt's pussy while fingering and masturbating her naked cunt. Definitely, if offered, I'd eat my aunt's pussy while masturbating her. I'd love nothing more than to rub her clit while finger fucking her pussy.
With her always leaning over me, and never wearing a bra, while filling my nose with her perfume, I saw every freckle on her naked tits. I saw her erect nipples. Even though her breasts were small compared to my mother's big breasts, I loved my aunt's shapely, B cup breasts.
Memorizing them, I saw the shape and the size of her modest, naked breasts, along with her erect nipples. I continually masturbated myself over my aunt while imagining her naked and having sex with me. I lost count of how many times she flashed me her naked breasts and her red, trimmed, pubic hair. Knowing full well what she was doing to me, while wondering if she'd make the next, sexual step and have sex with me, she was such a sexy, sexual tease.
Needing to go to bed before I couldn't make it up the stairs, I ignored her question. Barely acknowledging my mother and/or my aunt, after staggering in the house drunk, while holding onto the banister, I carefully and slowly walked upstairs as I was an 80-year-old man. As soon as I entered my room, forgetting to turn off the hall light, I closed my bedroom door. I stripped myself naked and went to bed. Making me dizzy, I needed the room to stop spinning.
Way beyond being tired, I needed to lay down. Hot from the alcohol, instead of climbing beneath the covers, I laid on top of the covers while naked until I cooled down. After feeling so hot, it felt good to strip naked. It finally felt good to be alone in my room and laying on my bed without clothes.
I thought of the sexy fun that I had with strippers. I replayed all that sexually happened tonight while I slowly stroked my naked prick to a nice erection. I only wished that my aunt and/or my mother were in my room with me. I'd love for them to see my naked prick. I'd love for them to stroke my naked cock. I'd love for them to suck me and allow me to cum in their mouths.
Only, nothing more than an incestuous fantasy, my mother and/or my aunt would never stroke my erect, naked prick. They'd definitely would never suck my erect prick. That would never happen.
They're both good women. They're not whores. Neither one of them would ever sexual and forbiddingly touch me. How dare I even think those nasty, sexual thoughts? What's wrong with me to want to expose myself to my loving mother and to my sexy aunt? What's wrong with me to want my mother and/or my aunt to stroke my prick while sucking my prick? What's wrong with me to want to cum in their mouths?
# # #
Then, something I never expected my aunt and/or mother to do, they waited for me to fall asleep. Talking, giggling, whispering, laughing, and shushing one another, while trying to be quiet, they hatched their devious, sexual plan. I knew something was up as I knew that they were up to no good.
With me a fast sleeper, usually falling asleep as soon as my head hits the pillow, but not tonight. Tonight, I was too wired. With my mind filled with topless strippers dancing around a pole, I was still horny.
They waited about 15 minutes before I heard them follow me upstairs.
'Something they've never done before, my mother and my aunt were coming upstairs together,' I thought.
Once I heard them coming upstairs, pretending that I was sound asleep, I knew they'd be coming in my room. With me naked, I didn't care. If I was anything, I was as sexually excited as I was horny. I wanted my mother and my aunt to see me naked. I wanted them to see my naked, erect cock.
After stroking myself to a modest erection, again, I wanted to them to see my naked, semi-erect prick. Hoping beyond hope, I hoped my aunt or my mother would take it upon themselves to barge in my room without knocking. I hoped that my mother and/or my aunt would fondle my naked prick and stroke my naked prick. I'd love my mother or my aunt to give me a hand job. In the way that my aunt was pretending to give a blowjob, I'd love for my aunt to give me a blowjob.
'How hot would that be if my mother and/or my aunt gave me a hand job,' I thought while continuing to stroke myself harder and faster before they opened my bedroom door. 'How hot would that be for my mother and/or my aunt to suck my cock and allow me to cum in their beautiful mouths?'
# # #
Already half asleep, invading my privacy, again, something they've never done before, my 39-year-old aunt and 43-year-old mother opened my bedroom door without knocking. Trying to be quiet so as not to awaken me, they barged in my bedroom while talking, laughing, giggling, whispering, and shushing one another. Then, when they saw that I was naked, as stunned as they were sexually aroused, they fell silent, totally silent, while staring at all that they were seeing of me.



'My mother and my aunt are seeing my naked prick. They both saw my erect cock,' I thought while sexually excited that I had finally exposed myself to them. 'I can't believe that I had the sexual audacity to expose my naked prick to my mother and to my aunt,' I thought.
Opening my eyes a crack, I watched them staring at my naked body as if they had never seen a naked man before. My mother and my aunt stared at my naked, erect prick as if they had never seen a naked prick before. Having always wanted to expose my naked cock to my mother and to my aunt, two for one, I couldn't believe that I was exposing my naked cock to both of them at the same time now. Something that I'll always remember and will never forget, I couldn't wait to masturbate over this later.
"He has a big dick," I heard my aunt whisper.
My mother laughed.
"If his father had a cock as big as my son's prick, maybe we'd still be married," she said with a dirty laugh.
While wondering what she was thinking, I could literally feel the heat of my aunt's forbidden stare. Then, surprising me, as if talking to herself, my aunt whispered what she was thinking. Albeit in whispers, she verbalized what she wished she could do to my naked body and specifically to my naked, erect prick.
"I wish I could stroke him," she whispered as if talking to herself. "I wish I could suck him. I'd love for Vinnie to cum in my mouth. I'd love to swallow his cum," whispered my aunt to my mother.
My mother looked at her sister my horrified. She looked at her sister as if she had suddenly lost her mind.
"Virginia, how dare you? What's wrong with you? That's my son you're talking about. That's your blood related nephew. You can't have sex with him. That's wrong. That's perverted. That's incestuous," whispered my mother. "That's nasty."
# # #
Even though it was dark in my bedroom, as if I was a male stripper on stage, the bright light from the hall illuminated me. My mother and my aunt could clearly see my naked body. They could clearly see my naked, erect prick. Sexually teasing them, as if my cock was a deadly snake, a cobra, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my dick. While trying to make my penis irresistible, I wished one of them would take the hint, take me in their hand and stroke me before taking me in their mouth to suck me.
Something that I habitually do before falling asleep, helping me to sleep, I masturbate myself. I was slowly stroking myself to a nice erection when I heard my mother and my aunt talking and laughing while walking up the stairs. Invading my privacy, I knew they'd be barging in my bedroom and entering my room without knocking. I knew they'd finally be seeing me naked. I knew they'd be staring at my erect, naked prick.
In sexual anticipation of them opening my bedroom door, I already had an erection. Saving myself and them the embarrassment, I could have covered myself with a sheet but I didn't do that. Having always wanted to expose myself to my mother and to my aunt, I wanted to show them what they both wanted to see. While hoping they'd do more than just look and stare, curious for their reactions, I couldn't wait for them to see my naked prick.
With me making the first incestuous move by stripping myself naked and them making the next incestuous move by barging in my bedroom without knocking, I wondered if they'd look, stare, or look away in disgust. Yet, sexually shocking me, as if I was dreaming it, I never expected my aunt to do what she did. With her showing her cards by making the first, incestuous move, indeed, my aunt Virginia is such a nasty whore.
After barging in my bedroom and opening my bedroom door without knocking, I couldn't believe they were both in my room when I was naked. Instead of immediately leaving my bedroom when they saw me without my clothes, they stood there staring. Then, sexually shocking me, something unexpected happened.
My aunt walked over to my bed, lifted her short, tight skirt to her waist so that she could kneel, exposed her red pantyhose pussy, and knelt beside my bed as if praying. Surprising me, she took my semi-erect prick in her soft hand to stroke slowly me before she took me in her warm mouth to suck me while stroking me faster. My mother watched her sister masturbating me.
I never knew how good a hand job felt until my aunt was giving me one. She had the perfect amount of pressure on my cock while stroking me harder and faster. I couldn't wait to cum for my aunt while my mother watched. Then, when she took me in her mouth, I lost my mind.
'My aunt is stroking my prick,' I thought. 'I can't believe my aunt is giving me a hand job. My aunt is sucking my prick,' I thought while enjoying my aunt's blowjob. 'I can't believe my aunt is giving me a blowjob. This is unbelievable. I'll be remembering this and masturbating over this for the rest of my life.'
Taking sexual advantage of me, something that I wished I could do to her, I couldn't believe my aunt was having sex with my drunken, half-asleep, naked body. I couldn't believe she was stroking my prick while sucking my prick. Something that I masturbated over while imagining my aunt naked and her having sex with me, she made my incestuous, sexual fantasy come true.'
# # #
"Virginia, what are you doing," protested my mother while watching her kid sister having her wicked, sexual way with my stiff prick? "Don't do that? Stop that. That's wrong. That's nasty," said my mother while making no move to stop her sister from having her sexual way with my stiff prick. "How dare you? What's wrong with you?"
Instead of pulling my aunt away, my mother stared at my naked prick while watching her sister stroke my cock and suck my cock. As if my mother wished it was her stroking my prick and sucking my prick, she continued watching her sister blow me. I watched my mother finger her nipples through her blouse and bra. Clearly, she was sexually aroused from watching her sister stroke me while sucking me. Then, returning to her senses, she attacked her sister again.
"Virginia! What's wrong with you? Stop that! Remove Vinnie's cock from your mouth at once," she whispered while feebly protesting.
Not obeying her sister, my aunt continued stroking my prick and sucking my cock. Answering the question that I always wondered, if she sucked cock, indeed, a good cocksucker, my cock wasn't the first cock she sucked. Ignoring my mother, seemingly, she was determined to make me cum in her mouth. Ignoring her sister, seemingly, she was determined to swallow my load.
Now knowing the whore my aunt was, with her attending spring break every year in college, it wouldn't surprise me if she hoped that I'd cum not only in her mouth but also all over her face. With her attending drunken, frat orgies, it wouldn't surprise me if she hoped that I'd give her a cum bath, too. Unable to tell if I was dreaming or if my aunt was really blowing me, too good to miss, I only wished that I was wide awake and sober.
"Oh, my God, Virginia. How dare you? What's wrong with you? That's disgusting. You're disgusting. That's my son. That's your nephew. I can't believe you're blowing my son. I can't believe you're sucking Vincent's cock. Stop that. Get out of there before you awaken him," whispered my mother in a restrained screech.
Opening my eyes just enough to watch my aunt giving me a blowjob, I couldn't believe my aunt was stroking my prick while sucking my prick. I couldn't believe my mother was there watching her sister having her wicked, sexual way with my naked body. If it wasn't enough that my aunt was blowing me, while mildly protesting, my mother watched as her sister blew me. I never thought my mother would watch me getting blown. Staring at my naked prick, my mother stared at her sister having sex with me as if she wanted to stroke my cock and suck my cock, too.
# # #
Sexually attracted to my aunt, she was a good-looking woman with B cup breasts, big, blue eyes, and beautiful, long, red hair. From stroking myself to an erection before my mother and aunt entered my room, and from my aunt stroking me and blowing me, I had a huge erection now. With me already horny from the strippers at the strip club, as if she was my whore instead of my aunt, surprising her that I was awake, I put a gentle hand behind my aunt's pretty, redhead. Impaling her mouth with my cock, nearly gagging on my stiff prick, I pushed her mouth forward.
Something that I seemingly, involuntarily did in my sleep, I humped her mouth and fucked her face. Still half asleep and drunk, to be honest, I really didn't know what I was doing. For all that I knew, I was dreaming.
With me an incorrigible breast man and having always wanted to feel my aunt's naked breasts, this was my chance to feel my aunt's naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. I stuck my horny hand down her low-cut top and inside of her bra. I felt and fondled her modest breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
While my aunt continued blowing me, I continued touching, feeling, squeezing, fondling, and groping her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. As much as I enjoyed having my cock stroked and sucked by my redheaded aunt, she seemed to enjoy having her naked tits fondled and her nipples fingered. Unable to tell if I was dreaming or if this was really happening, whether imagined or real, I enjoyed having incestuous sex with my aunt.
Still in shock that my aunt was stroking my stiff prick while sucking my engorged dick, whether imagined or real, it didn't take me very long to cum in her mouth. Then, when she released the pressure from my still erect prick from her lips, an involuntary reaction, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face and in her beautiful, red hair. With my mother still watching, I gave my aunt quite the cum bath. Awash in cum, I ejaculated all over my aunt's beautiful hair and all over her pretty face.
"It's your turn, Vivian," whispered my aunt to her sister with a sexy laugh. "It's your turn to stroke your son's prick and suck Vinnie's cock. I'm sure he was plenty of cum left to cum in your mouth and all over your face. I'm sure that he has plenty of cum left to give you a cum bath, too," whispered my aunt to my mother with a dirty laugh.
I watched my aunt wiping cum from her hair and face with a hand towel that I kept by my bed. I watched her stare at my semi-erect, naked cock before staring at her sister. I wondered if my mother would do what my aunt suggested she do. I wondered if my mother would stroke my prick and suck my erect cock. I wondered if my mother would allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth and all over her pretty face.
"Go ahead. I dare you to blow your son," said my aunt. "I double dare you to stroke his cock while sucking his prick. I triple dare you to allow him to cum in your mouth and swallow his cum."
Taking the high road, my mother voiced her outrage to my aunt in a controlled whisper.
"How dare you, Virginia? What's wrong with you? I'd never have sex with my son. I'd never suck his prick. I'd never allow him to cum in my mouth and I'd never swallow Vincent's cum," said my mother. "You frigging whore, what's wrong with you to have sex with your nephew?"
Yet, in deference to my mother's outrage, with her still staring at my erect prick, never removing her stare from my naked cock, I could clearly see that my mother was sexually aroused watching her sister having sex with me. She seemed sexually aroused watching her kid sister stroke me. She seemed sexually aroused watching Virginia blow me. She seemed sexually aroused watching me cum in my aunt's mouth and all over her face.
My aunt left my bedroom and my mother closed my bedroom door behind them. That night, unsure if my aunt really blew me or if I was having a drunken dream, I dreamt of my aunt stroking my prick and sucking my prick while my mother watched. One of my favorite dreams to masturbate over, I dreamt of cumming in my aunt's mouth and all over her face. I dreamt of fondling my aunt's B cup breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Then, I dreamt of my mother stroking me while I fondled her huge breasts and fingered her erect nipples. I dreamt of my mother blowing me. I dreamt of my mother sucking my cock in the way that her sister had sucked my prick. I dreamt of cumming in my mother's mouth and all over her pretty face. I dreamt of giving my mother a cum bath, too.
To be continued with chapter 2, My Mother Sucks my Cock...
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Incestuous Sex is All Around Us, #2
Vivian blows her son, Vincent, and allows him to cum in her mouth and all over her face.
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 1:
Sexually attracted to my Aunt Virginia, my mother's kid sister, she was a good-looking woman with modest B cup breasts, big, blue eyes, and beautiful, long, red hair. After hearing my mother and my aunt coming upstairs to my bedroom, I stroked myself to an erection before they had entered my room. In anticipation of them barging in my bedroom without knocking, with them thinking that I was drunk and sleeping, ready to surprise them, I already had a huge erection.
I was already horny from seeing topless strippers at the strip club in celebration of my 21st birthday. As if she was my whore instead of my aunt, as soon as my aunt surprised me by barging in my bedroom and stroking while sucking my cock, I surprised her that I was awake. When she started blowing me, with my mother watching her sister having sex with me, afraid that she'd stop, I put a gentle hand behind her pretty, redheaded head. Holding her in place by impaling her mouth with my cock, nearly gagging her my stiff prick, I pushed her mouth forward.
Something that I seemingly, involuntarily did in my sleep, I humped her mouth and fucked her face. Still half asleep and drunk, to be honest, even though I was determined to cum in my aunt's mouth, I really didn't know what I was doing. For all that I knew, perhaps, having sex with my Aunt Virginia hadn't really happened. Perhaps, I was having sex with my aunt in a drunken dream. After all, I dreamt of having sex with my aunt many times before while masturbating myself.
Confused and questioning myself, maybe, I hadn't had sex with her. Maybe, I had been dreaming. Maybe, I dreamt the whole thing. As if I was sleeping and whether or not I was dreaming, if it was a dream, with my dream seeming so real, I couldn't believe my aunt gave me a blowjob. My longtime sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe she sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her mouth.
With me an incorrigible breast man and having always wanted to feel my aunt's naked breasts, this was my chance to feel her naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. While she stroked and sucked me, I stuck my horny hand down her low-cut top and inside of her bra. I felt and fondled her modest breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Compared to my mother's D cup big tits, my aunt had B cup breasts. Nevertheless, the smaller size, her tits were firm and shapely. Fitting perfectly in the palms of my hand, she had nice, little tits.
While my aunt continued stroking me and sucking me, I continued touching, feeling, squeezing, fondling, and groping her naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. As much as I enjoyed having my cock stroked and sucked by my redheaded aunt, she seemingly enjoyed having her naked tits felt and fondled and her nipples fingered. With my mind in a fog from drinking excess alcohol and from lack of sleep, I was still unable to tell if I was dreaming or if this was really happening. Yet, whether imagined or real, I enjoyed having incestuous sex with my aunt.
Still in shock that my aunt was stroking my stiff prick while sucking my engorged dick, again, whether imagined or real, it didn't take me very long to cum in her mouth. Then, when she released the pressure of her lips that she had on my still erect prick, an involuntary reaction, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over my aunt's pretty face and throughout her beautiful, red hair. With my mother still watching, I gave my aunt quite the cum bath.
# # #
"It's your turn, Vivian," whispered my aunt to my mother, her sister, with a sexy laugh after he was done blowing me. "It's your turn to stroke your son's prick and suck Vinnie's cock. I'm sure he was plenty of cum left to cum in your mouth and all over your face. I'm sure he has plenty of cum left to give you a cum bath, too," whispered my aunt to my mother with a dirty laugh.
I watched my aunt wipe cum from her hair and her face with a hand towel that I kept by my bed. I watched her stare at my semi-erect, naked prick before staring at her sister. I wondered if my mother would do what my aunt suggested she do.
I couldn't believe my mother had watched her sister having sex with my drunken, sleeping body. I wondered if my mother would dare stroke my cock? I wondered if she'd dare suck my prick? I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth and all over her face? I wondered if she'd allow me to give her cum bath? Would my mother be sexually motivated enough after watching her sister having sex with me to have sex with me, too?
"Go ahead. I dare you to blow your son, Vivian," said my aunt when my mother hesitated even touching my cock. "I double dare you to stroke his cock while sucking his prick. I triple dare you to allow him to cum in your mouth and swallow his cum. I did all of those sexy things with my nephew, now it's your turn to do all of those sexy things with your son," she said while laughing.
Instead of getting down and dirty by stroking me and sucking me, my mother took the high road. Whether her anger was feigned or real, she voiced her outrage to my aunt in a controlled whisper. She seemed angry with her sister, perhaps because Virginia did what my mother had wanted to do with me but couldn't bring herself to do. She seemed angry because Virginia was the whore that my mother wanted to be but was unable to show that sexy side of her.
"How dare you, Virginia? What's wrong with you? I'd never have sex with my son," she whispered lying. "How dare you? I'd never suck his prick," she whispered while lying again. "I'd never allow him to cum in my mouth and I'd never swallow Vincent's cum," whispered my mother while spurting out more lies. "You frigging whore, what's wrong with you to have sex with your nephew?"
Yet, in deference to my mother's feigned outrage, with her still staring at my erect prick, never removing her eyes from my naked cock, I could clearly see that my mother was sexually aroused watching her sister having sex with me. As if my mother wanted to have sex with me, too, she seemed sexually aroused watching her kid sister stroke me. She seemed sexually aroused watching Virginia blow me. With her never removing her eyes from my aunt blowing me, she seemed sexually aroused watching me cum in my aunt's mouth and all over her face.
# # #
My aunt left my bedroom and my mother closed my bedroom door behind them. That night, still drunk and confused, I was unsure if my aunt really blew me or if I was having a drunken dream. Did my aunt really blow me or did I have a drunken dream of my aunt stroking my prick and sucking my prick while my mother watched. Unsure if it happened or not, I really didn't know. Racking my brain, I couldn't tell.
Actually, one of my favorite dreams and sexual fantasies that I masturbated over many times before, I dreamt of my aunt stroking me while sucking me. I dreamt of putting a heavy hand behind her pretty, redheaded head and humping her mouth and fucking her face. I dreamt of cumming in my aunt's mouth and all over her face. I dreamt of fondling my aunt's naked, B cup breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Another one of my favorite dreams to masturbate over, I dream of my mother stroking my cock while I fondle her huge D cup breasts and fingered her erect nipples. After my aunt dared my mother to blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth, I dreamt of my mother blowing me. I dreamt of my mother sucking my cock in the way that her sister had sucked my prick. I dreamt of cumming in my mother's mouth and all over her pretty face. I dreamt of giving my mother a cum bath, too.
'Only, now what? Where do I go from here? What happens next? What if I really had sex with my aunt? Was having incestuous sex with my aunt a one-time thing,' I thought? 'What do I do now that I had sex with her? Will she want to continue having sex with me? Will she ever want to have sex with me again? Will she allow me to continue have regular sex with her? To make sure that I wasn't dreaming when I thought that I was having sex with her, I'd love to have sex with her again.'
# # #
Chapter 2:
Shocking me and sexually exciting me, my mother sucks my cock and allows me to cum in her beautiful mouth.
The next morning after I showered, debating what I should do, I stood in the darkened hall in front of my mother's bedroom door while wearing just a towel. To be honest, I felt wickedly naughty to be standing in front of my mother's closed, bedroom while wearing just a towel and nothing else. In case I had dreamt of having sex with my aunt last night while dreaming of my mother watching, making sure she saw my naked prick, I wanted to flash my mother again. Now that I was wide awake and sober, I was curious to know her reaction to seeing my naked prick now.
'Would she look? Would she stare? Or would she look away in disgust,' I wondered?
Flashing her my naked, erect prick was the only way to know what my mother would do. Torn with doubt but motivated with sexual excitement, I debated if I should do what I was thinking about doing. I debated if I should do what I had dreamt of doing and had planned to do. I debated if I should do what I wanted to do with and to my MILF of a 43-year-old mother. Having second thoughts, a big sexual step, I debated if I should flash my mother my prick. I'd love to flash my mother my naked prick.
Whether I had dreamt it or not, I already had a throbbing and pulsating erection just thinking about doing what I was daring myself to do. In case I had dreamt it, after my mother stared at my naked prick while watching her sister stroke me and blow me, I was ready expose myself to my mother again. I was ready to allow my towel to drop in front of her. This time, without my aunt interfering and passing judgement on my mother, curious for her reaction, I was ready to expose my naked prick to my mother again.
'Oops, Mom, don't look at my naked cock.' I imagined saying when my towel fell.
Unable to pick up my towel, the perfect, sexual scenario, I imagined my towel falling when I was carrying something breakable with two hands.
'I'm so embarrassed,' I imagined saying to my mother.
I imagined feigning my embarrassment while my mother stared at my naked prick.
'Would you help me, please, mother? Pick up my towel and wrap it around me,' I imagined saying to her.
With her beautiful mouth a mere foot from my stiff prick, I imagined my mother squatting down in front of me while staring up at my cock. With her mouth level with my cock, I was tempted to put my hand around the back of my mother's pretty head. I imagined sticking my cock in her mouth, pulling her to me, and having her suck my prick. I imagined humping her mouth and fucking her face. I imagined cumming in my mother's beautiful mouth.
'Blow me, mother, blow me. Stroke my prick while sucking my prick,' I thought. 'Yet, do I dare sexually seduce my mother and have her blow me,' I thought? 'Do I dare cum in my mother's mouth?'
# # #
Clearer to me now, I was sure that I wasn't dreaming. My aunt really did stroke me. She really did blow me. She allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts while my mother watched. With incestuous sex all around me, my whole family are a bunch of perverts. Usually, it's the men who are sexually twisted but, in my family, it's the women.
'Wow,' I thought!
Something I had never done before but after my mother saw me naked and continued watching her sister stroking my cock and sucking my cock, I was sexually excited to expose my naked prick to her again. Never taking her eyes off my naked prick, she stared at my cock the entire time that her sister stroked and sucked me. Clearly, ripe for my sexual seduction, my mother wanted to have sex with me as much as her sister wanted to have sex with me. Definitely, after my aunt had sex with me, maybe my mother would have sex with me, too.
Waiting for the right moment when I hoped she was topless or naked, I stared at my mother's closed, bedroom door. I hoped that she was naked while dressing when I barged open her bedroom door without knocking. Taking a chance, I dared myself to open her bedroom door without knocking and barge in her bedroom. In the way that she and my aunt opened my bedroom door without knocking, and barged in my bedroom, returning the sexual favor, I was hoping to see my mother in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
'Wow, how hot would that be to catch my mother topless or naked? Only, doubting my memory again, what if none of this ever happened? What if I had dreamt the whole thing. What if my aunt never stroked me and blew me? What if my mother had never seen nor stared at my naked cock? What if it was all a dream concocted in my drunken and sexually perverted imagination?'
Not knowing what to do, nevertheless, daring myself to barge open her bedroom door, I paused while staring at my mother's closed, bedroom door. Overwhelmed with horniness and sexual excitement in hoping to see my mother without her clothes, I was as nervous as I was sexually excited. This two-inch-thick wooden door was stopping me from seeing all that I had hoped and wanted to see of my naked mother.
'Yet, regardless if it really did happen or if I dreamt it, truth be told, I'd love to see her big, naked breasts. I'd love to see my mother's tits,' I thought while imagining seeing my mother topless or naked as soon as I barged open her bedroom door. 'I'd love to see my mother's big, erect nipples. I'd love to see my mother topless and/or naked. I'd love to see her naked ass and her naked, black, trimmed pussy. I wondered what my mother's reaction would be to me seeing her without her clothes.'
Yet, wanting more than just seeing my mother's naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass, in the way that I had or imagined having had sex with her sister, I wanted to have sex with my mother, too. Comparing sisters, one against the other, I wanted to touch and feel my mother everywhere while making out with her. I wanted her to blow me. In the way that I ejaculated or imagined ejaculating in her sister's mouth, I wanted to ejaculate in my mother's mouth, too.
Not done there, I wanted to mount my naked mother and make love to her. Bending her forward and taking her from behind, I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fuck my mother hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. I wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, and my cock. I wanted to make my mother my whore. I wanted to make her my sexual slave and personal, cum slut.
# # #
An early riser, my mother had already been up for hours. She had already been downstairs making coffee and cooking breakfast for my aunt, Virginia, and my sister, Veronica. With her sticking to her morning routine, about that time, hearing her climbing the stairs when I was in the bathroom, I knew she had come upstairs to change.
I knew she'd be removing her nightgown. I knew she'd be in her bedroom topless and/or naked. Giving myself an erection, I imagined my mother topless and/or naked. I imagined having sex with my mother while she was topless or naked. Only, trying to time the exact moment when she stripped off her nightgown and was topless or naked was difficult to guess.
With my mother barging in my bedroom and seeing me naked, this was my chance to barge in my mother's bedroom and see her topless or naked,' I thought with sexual excitement. 'Filled with sexual excitement, I couldn't wait to see my mother topless. I couldn't wait to see her naked. I wondered what her reaction would be to me seeing her topless and/or naked? I wondered if she'd be embarrassed or if she'd be sexually aroused.
As nervous as I was sexually excited, I just hoped that I timed it right when quickly bursting open her bedroom door. This may be my only chance to see my mother without her clothes. If I failed, no doubt, locking her bedroom door thereafter, she'd be more careful in dressing and undressing whenever I was in the house.
Returning the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, this was my chance to not only see my mother topless and/or naked but also to expose myself to her. Debating if I should barge open her bedroom door or not, I was as nervous as I was sexually excited. This was my mother and not some whore. Even more sexually exciting exposing myself to my mother than my aunt, I needed to do this.
Thinking about backing out and not opening her bedroom door, yet, my sexual excitement won out. Not backing out now, I had to do this. I was determined to barge open her bedroom door. I was determined to see my mother without her clothes. In the way that I had sex with my aunt or dreamt having sex with her, I was determined to have sex with my mother.
'A longtime coming, I wanted to finally see my mother topless and/or naked. I wanted to finally see her big, naked tits,' I thought. 'I wanted to see her shapely, naked ass and her trimmed, black pussy. This was it. This was really it. I was going to do it. Hoping that I timed it right when she was naked, I was going to barge open her bedroom door without knocking.'
# # #
With my aunt and my sister downstairs talking and drinking coffee, I listened at my mother's bedroom door. A sure sign that she was about to get dressed, I heard her open her dresser drawer and then I heard her close her dresser drawer. Suddenly silent, while wondering what she was doing now, perhaps, she was looking in her mirror while brushing her long, black hair. I had no idea what she was doing. I could only imagine. I could only guess and I hoped I guessed right when I opened her bedroom door without knocking.
Then, I heard her open her dresser drawer again. I heard an unmistakable rustling sound. I listened to her removing her clothes from the dresser drawer that she was going to wear for the day. Then, I heard her closing her dresser drawer again.
Finally, when I heard the distinctive rustle of her nightgown being lifted up and over her head, returning the favor of her seeing me naked, daring myself to do so, I barged open her bedroom door without knocking. As if she was a deer caught in headlines, stunned, as shocked as she seemed embarrassed and humiliated, she stood frozen while staring at me. Clutching her nightgown in her hands, I was seeing my mother topless. I couldn't believe I was finally seeing her huge, naked tits and her big, erect nipples.
With her standing next to her bed in just in her sheer, white bikini panties, my mother was topless. She looked stunned while I looked mesmerized. The first time seeing my mother's big, naked breasts, I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing her huge tits.
I couldn't wait to touch her tits, feel her tits, fondle her tits, and grope her breasts. I couldn't wait to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. I couldn't wait to suck my mother's nipples while reaching around her to feel and squeeze her shapely, panty clad ass before reaching down between her legs to finger her panty clad pussy.
My mother seemed as shocked as she seemed embarrassed. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my mother's naked breasts. As if hypnotized, in the way that she stared at my naked, erect prick last night, whether or not imagined or real, I couldn't stop staring at my mother's naked breasts and at her sheer, bikini panties this morning.
Taking her all in as if I had never seen a topless woman in her panties before, in addition to staring at her naked breasts, I stared at her panty clad, pussy mound. I stared at what I could see of her naked pussy through her panties. I stared at what I could see of her camel toe. I stared at what I could see of her pussy slit. I stared at the dark shadow of her black patch of trimmed pubic hair that showed through her sheer panties. I stared at my mother's panty clad cunt.



Something that I wanted to do but would never do, I so wanted to pull down her panties. I so wanted to see my mother's naked pussy. I so wanted to rub her clit and finger fuck her cunt. I so wanted to fall to my knees and lick her pussy while masturbating her pussy. Determined to do so if given the chance, I wanted to eat my mother's cunt. I wanted to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
# # #
'Her tits are so big,' I thought while continuing to stare at them as if I had never seen naked breasts before. 'Not saggy at all, her breasts are so shapely. She has such big nipples,' I thought while continuing to stare at my mother's naked breasts.
Unable to remove my eyes from her naked breasts, the first time seeing her naked tits, I was frozen in place. Even after seeing all of those topless strippers, never had I seen breasts as big, as shapely, and as beautiful as my mother's naked breasts. Indeed, as sexy as Jenny McCarthy's breasts when she was Playboy Playmate more than twenty-years ago, my mother had the best breasts that I had ever seen.
Yet, as soon as she saw me staring at her naked breasts, with her sister not there to make her feel ashamed, embarrassed, and/or guilty, something she couldn't hide, a look of sexual arousal flashed across her pretty face. In an instant, her embarrassment changed from mortification to sexual arousal. Tossing her nightgown aside that she held in her hands away, seemingly, she enjoyed exposing her naked breasts and the rest of her naked body to me as much as I enjoyed seeing her naked breasts.
'Something that I never knew, in the way that my aunt is an exhibitionist whore, my mother is an exhibitionist whore, too,' I thought.
With my sister an exhibitionist whore, too, seemingly, exhibitionism must run in my family. They all loved flashing upskirt peeks of their panties and down-blouse views of their low-cut bras. They all loved flashing up-nightgown peeks of their naked pussies and down-nightgown views of their naked breasts.
With my MILF of a mother not making a move to cover her naked breasts with her hands and/or with her forearms, she showed no modesty or shame in me seeing her naked tits. Other than the topless strippers, never has a woman flashed me in the way that my mother had flashed me now. I couldn't believe my mother wasn't embarrassed for me to see her naked breasts. Instead, with her standing tall with her shoulders back and her chest puffed out, she seemed as proud as I was sexually excited to see her naked tits.
Judging her by her sexually aroused look, seemingly, my mother wanted me to see her naked tits as much as I wanted to see her naked tits and as much as I wanted to flash her my naked prick. Since I had never seen her naked breasts before, not making a move to leave my mother's bedroom now, I continued staring at my mother's D cup breasts. Oddly enough, not making a move to cover her naked breasts with her hands or with her forearms, instead, turning to face me with pride, my mother stood with her chin raised and her arms by her side.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, she deliberately showed me her naked breasts as if she wanted me to see her naked tits. Fortunately for me, in the way that my aunt was an incestuous whore, no doubt, my mother was an incestuous whore, too. When I thought that I'd be lucky to get a quick glimpse of my mother's naked breasts, she made sure that I received a prolonged, closeup look of her naked breasts.
# # #
"Vinnie, I'm getting dressed," said my mother calmly while looking down at her naked breasts before staring up at me as a look of sexual arousal flashed across her face again.
As if she was a topless model, she turned one way before turning the other way. She looked down at her naked tits as if she wanted to see what I was seeing. In the way that I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother's naked breasts, I wondered if my mother would be masturbating over me seeing her naked tits.
A step ahead of myself, I wondered if my mother masturbated. I wondered if she rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy and fingering her erect nipples. I wondered if she knew that I was standing outside her bedroom door waiting while listening before barging in her bedroom at the precise moment with the hopes of seeing her topless and/or naked.
'Everyone masturbates,' I thought. 'Definitely, my aunt and my mother both masturbate, too. I'm sure of it. Don't they? With me sometimes masturbating four and five times in a day, I wonder if women masturbate as much as men.'
Then, I remembered, buried beneath her panties in the far corner of her panty drawer, I found a purple, rabbit vibrator and a big, black dildo. My mother rubs her clit with her vibrator. She fucks her pussy with her giant dildo. Definitely my mother masturbates but what or who does she masturbate over? That's the question. Does she masturbate over the thought of having incestuous sex with me? I'd like to think that she does.
# # #
Instead of leaving my mother's bedroom, something that I dared myself to do, I turned and closed her bedroom door behind me and stepped in her room. Daring myself to do so, something that I never did before but always wanted to do, especially now, after she watched her sister stroking me and sucking me, I walked closer to her. Again, daring myself to do so, fearing that my mother would slap my hand away or scream for her sister and/or her daughter, I reached out my horny hand to touch, feel, and fondle my mother's naked breast.
'The first time touching my mother in such a sexual way, I couldn't believe that I was touching and feeling my mother's naked breast. Her breast felt so firm. Bigger than the palms of my hands, her breast were so big and felt so heavy,' I thought. 'I love my mother's big tits.'
Surprising me, when my mother didn't voice her protest or try to stop me from having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts, I touched, felt, and fondled her other naked breast while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Instead of stopping me from feeling her naked breasts and fingering her nipples, she stared down at my hand while watching me finger her erect nipples. Something that I had never done before but something that I had always wanted to do; I had my sexual way with my mother's naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
I couldn't believe that I was finally feeling my mother's naked tits and fingering her erect nipples. I couldn't believe she was willingly and consensually allowing me to feel her naked tits and finger her erect nipples. Then, with my mother not resisting, I took the next sexual step. I leaned forward and took her erect nipple in my mouth, first one and then the other.
I sucked my mother's nipples. I couldn't believe that I sucked my mother's erect nipples. Not stopping me, I couldn't believe my mother allowed me to suck her nipples. Oddly and sexually exciting enough, she seemingly wanted me to suck her nipples as much as I wanted to suck her nipples.
Instead of pushing me away, instead of slapping my face, and stopping me from sucking her tits, as if I was her lover or her boyfriend being breastfed, she put her hand behind my head and pulled me closer to her breasts. Then, surprising me, she ran her fingers through my hair while I sucked her nipples. Obviously, my mother enjoyed me fondling her naked breasts and sucking her erect nipples as much as I enjoyed fondling her breasts and sucking her nipples.
# # #
Then, my mother asked me a loaded question while still not making a move to get dressed.
"Vincent, I have a light out," she said looking up at the ceiling. "While you're here, would you be a dear and change the lightbulb. It's a little dark in here," she said.
Then, not quite done sexually abusing my mother, this was the perfect time to expose myself to her. I grabbed the stepladder from her closet. I knew that as soon as I stood on the top step of the ladder and reached my arms up to change the light that my towel would fall. With her facing me while holding the ladder for me so that I didn't fall, and with me making my exhibitionism seem accidental, the perfect plan, I'd expose my naked prick to my mother.
Sure enough, as soon as I reached up to change the light, my towel slowly fell to my feet. Unable to pull up my towel, with a lightbulb in one hand and the light fixture in the other, my hands were full. Instead of reaching out and grabbing the towel to stop if from falling, my mother watched my towel fall. Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, I was naked in front of my mother.
"Oh, my God, Mom. I'm so embarrassed. Please don't look at my naked prick."
Instead of looking away, she stared at my naked prick while letting out a little laugh.
"You forget that I'm your mother, Vincent. You forget that we live together. This may come as a shocked surprise to you but, with you always masturbating, I've seen your naked cock many times before over the years," she said with a dirty laugh.
With my mother still topless and not even bothering to cover herself with her robe, I stared down at my mother while she looked up at me. Then, she stared at my naked prick as if she had never seen a naked prick before. Her constant stare made my cock grow bigger and harder. My mother continued staring at my cock in the way that I continued staring at her naked tits. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my mother's naked breasts, she was seeing my naked penis.
"Please pull up my towel, mother," I said while feigning my embarrassment.
Instead of pulling up my towel and instead of not looking at my naked prick, my mother continued staring down at my naked cock. With her not removing her eyes from my naked dick, my mother continued staring at my naked cock in the way that I continued staring at her naked tits. Then, surprising me, in the way that I reached out to touch and feel my mother's naked breasts, she wrapped her manicured fingers around my naked prick.
Knowing what I wanted, my mother gave me what I wanted and more. While staring up at me and smiling, she gently stroked my prick to an erection. Stroking me faster and stroking me harder, my mother gave me quite the erection. My mother was masturbating me. I couldn't believe that she was masturbating me. Continuing to stroke my cock, she gave me motherly hand job.
'I can't believe my MILF of a mother gave me a hand job. I can't believe she stroked my erect prick,' I thought. 'I can't believe she stared at my prick as if she's never seen a naked prick before.'
Again, surprising me, instead of pulling her hand away from touching my naked prick, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my emerging erection tighter while stroking me faster and harder. I climbed down from the step ladder and put the light fixture and lightbulb on the table. I wondered if she'd do what her sister did last night. Giving her the universal blowjob hint, I put a gentle hand to her shoulder. Something that I never thought she'd do, immediately, taking the hint, my mother moved to her knees in front of me while still topless.
'My mother is going to blow me. I can't believe my mother is about to suck my prick,' I thought. 'I wonder if she'll allow me to cum in her mouth.'
I stared down at her while she stared up at me. My mother was poised to suck my cock. I couldn't believe my mother was in the position to blow me. I'll definitely be masturbating later over her stroking my prick and with her poised and ready to suck my prick.
'Stunned, I couldn't believe my beloved mother was about to blow me,' I thought. 'Something I never thought she'd do; I couldn't believe she's about to suck my cock.'
# # #
In the way that her sister, my Aunt Virginia, did last night, my mother did this morning. Surprising me, never thinking that my mother would blow me, proving me wrong, she leaned forward and took my erect prick in her hand before taking my erect cock in her mouth. Definitely, something I thought she'd never do; my mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe my mother was stroking my cock while sucking my cock.
"Suck it mother. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said while continuing to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples while leaving my hand behind her pretty head.
I humped her mouth and fucked her face while she stroked my prick with her right hand and cupped my testicles with her left hand. I never knew how good it would feel for my mother to feel, fondle, and cup my testicles in her soft, warm hand. She continued stroking my prick harder and faster while sucking my dick deeper.
With neither one of us stopping, while she continued sucking my cock, I continued fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples again. I couldn't wait to cum in my mother's mouth. My mother had such big, firm breasts and I couldn't get enough of them. In breast heaven, I truly loved her huge tits.
Again, my sexual fantasy come true, I'll be masturbating over finally seeing my mother's naked breasts, over fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples, and over her blowing me for the rest of my horny life. If that wasn't enough, I was shocked when my mother allowed me to suck her nipples. She has such big, hard nipples that felt so good against my lips and in my mouth. Never have I enjoyed sucking anyone's nipples as much as I enjoyed sucking my mother's big nipples.
I was already sexually excited from seeing naked strippers at my birthday party last night at the strip club. If that wasn't enough, I was still sexually excited from my Aunt Virginia seeing my naked prick, stroking my naked prick, and sucking my naked prick. If that still wasn't enough that my aunt had sucked me, I still couldn't believe that I ejaculated a load of warm, oozy cum in her mouth.
Cumming all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, long, red hair, I still couldn't believe that I gave my aunt a cum bath. Then, finally, sticking my horny hand down her top, I felt and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Even though her breasts were small compared to my mother's huge knockers, they were as firm as they were shapely. With my sister having big breasts and my grandmother having huge tits, even bigger than my mother's enormous tits, big breasts run in my family.
# # #
Then, seeing, touching, feeling, and continuing to fondle my mother's naked breasts while sucking her nipples, with her blowing me, it didn't take me long to cum in her mouth. I not only couldn't believe that my mother blew me but also that she allowed me to cum in her mouth, too. In the way that her sister did with relish, instead of spitting it out of her mouth, she even swallowed my cum. Hard to wrap my head around my mother blowing me, allowing me to cum in her mouth, and swallowing my cum, I couldn't believe it.
'Wow,' I thought! 'My MILF of a mother finally blew me. She finally sucked my cock. I'll definitely be masturbating over his tonight, tomorrow morning, and every day for the rest of my life.'
Something I thought my mother didn't do; I couldn't believe my mother sucked cock. I couldn't believe my mother sucked my cock. Hard to wrap my head around, my mother is a cocksucker. Not only is she a cocksucker, but also, she's a great cocksucker and a very, talented one, too. My mother has great, cocksucking skills.
Truth be told, sexually flooring me, flabbergasted, my mother was the best cocksucker. She must have sucked a lot of cocks to be that skilled in giving blowjobs. Better than the blowjob that I received from Heather on my prom night, a better blowjob that I receive from strippers, and from my aunt, she gave me the best blowjob that I ever had in my life. I couldn't believe that she not only allowed me to cum in her mouth but also, she allowed me to cum all over her face. Then, she even swallowed my cum.
'Mothers don't get any better than my mother. She's the perfect mother,' I thought. 'Not only is she a great cocksucker who's more than willing to suck my prick, allow me to cum in her mouth, and swallow but also, she has the best breasts.'
In the way that I did with my Aunt Virginia, I put a gentle hand behind my mother's black haired, pretty head again. I humped her mouth and fucked her face. It didn't take me long to explode a huge load of cum in her mouth. Expecting her to spit it out of her mouth, I couldn't believe it when she swallowed. Swallowing cum with gusto, she swallowed my full load of cum.
# # #
'My mother not only sucks cock but also, she swallows cum, too,' I thought. 'Blowing my mind, I can't believe my mother is such a great cocksucker.'
Clearly, running in the family, I couldn't believe she's an even better cocksucker than her sister, my aunt, Virginia. Now, I wondered if my sister, Veronica, sucked cock, too. Continuing to extrapolate, I wondered if my grandmother, Viola, also sucked cock. My mother must have learned how to suck cock from someone. Maybe, my grandmother taught my mother how to suck cock and my mother taught my sister how to suck cock.
Well, there's only one way to find out if my sister and my grandmother suck cock, I'll have to sexually seduce the both of them. Keeping it all in the family, after having sex with my aunt, Virginia, and my mother, Vivian, I'd love to have sex with my sister, Veronica, and even my grandmother, Viola. Comparing one to the other, I'd love nothing more than to see my sister and my grandmother topless and naked while on their knees blowing me.
Then, as I did with her sister, as soon as my mother released the pressure of her lips from my stiff prick to remove me from her mouth, I involuntarily ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face. Covered in warm, oozy cum, I had given my MILF of a mother a cum bath. I couldn't believe that I had given my mother a cum bath.
Never did I ever think that my mother would blow me. Never did I ever think that she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. Never did I ever think she'd swallow my cum. Never did I think that she'd allow me to give her a cum bath.
Something that I thought I'd never see, a sight to behold and a sight that I'll be masturbating over later, my mother had cum dripping from her hair, her nose, her mouth, and her chin. In the way that I gave her sister, Virginia, a cum bath, I gave my mother a cum bath, too. My mother looked as if she had attended a bukkake fest with a dozen men cumming all over her face and all over her naked breasts.
Again, in the way that I'll be masturbating for the rest of my life over my Aunt Virginia blowing me, I'll be masturbating the rest of my life over my mother blowing me, too. Something that I'll never forget and will always sexually, excitedly remember for the rest of my life, I'll be masturbating over the both of them blowing me. Blowjobs don't get any better than when my aunt and my mother suck my prick and allow me to cum in her mouths and all over her faces.
"Oh, my God, Vinnie. You caught me by surprise. I didn't know you were going to cum again," said my mother wiping cum from her face, her hair, and her naked breasts with a while laughing.
I watched her wiping cum from her topless body with a hand towel that she kept by the bed.
"You had so much cum, so very much cum. Where did all of this cum come from? Your father never had as much cum," she said while laughing.
# # #
The next night, I sat with my mother and my aunt while they talked, smoked, and drank coffee. Only, this night was different than all of the other nights. With my sister out of the house on a date, after taking a shower, I came downstairs in just my bathrobe with nothing on underneath. Instead of masturbating in the shower as I usually do, I saved myself for my mother and my aunt.
Determined to flash my mother and my aunt my naked prick again, I couldn't wait to show the both of them my erect, naked cock in the bright light of the kitchen instead of the dark light of my bedroom. Hoping they'd want cream for their coffee, I couldn't wait to not only expose my naked prick to them. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself in front of them. Taking my flashing to an extreme, wondering if they'd look, stare, or look away, I'd love them to watch stroke myself. I'd love them to watch me cum.



'Even though I just received a blowjob from my mother this morning and a blowjob from my aunt last night, I'd love for my mother and/or my aunt to blow me again,' I thought. 'How hot would that be to have daily, back-to-back blowjobs from my aunt and/or from my mother? How hot would that be to have sex without even having to leave home?
'I'd love for my mother and my aunt to take my erect, naked prick in their soft hands before taking my cock in their warm, wet mouths. I'd love to cum in their mouths again. Turning them both into my sex slaves and my cum sluts, I'd love to watch them swallow my cum again,' I thought.
As soon as I walked in the kitchen, with my aunt sitting at the kitchen table with her back to me, I leaned over her, kissed her on the cheek, and stuck both of my horny hands down her low-cut top and inside of her bra. I couldn't believe I was finally feeling my aunt's naked breasts in the way that I felt my mother's naked breasts.
Shocking me, I couldn't believe my aunt was allowing me to feel her naked tits without her screaming and pulling herself away. I couldn't believe that I was pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples in the way that I pulled, turned, and twisted my mother's erect nipples. With her making no move to stop me from sexually abusing her and her modest tits, I continued fondling her naked breasts.
With her not expecting me to stick my hands down inside of her low-cut blouse and down inside of her low-cut bra, I continued groping her breasts. An unexpected reaction to me groping my aunt, indeed, not expecting her reaction to me sexually abusing her, she laughed. She even sat back in her chair to give me better access to her breasts. Clearly, she loved having her naked breasts touched, felt, fondled, and groped.
Again, with her not making a move to stop me, I continued feeling and fondling my aunt's modest breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Even though her breasts were small compared to my mother's huge tits, no complaints there, they were firm and shapely. I love tits, no matter how big or small they are. Yet, these weren't just anyone's tits. These were my Aunt Virginia's tits. These were my mother's. 39-year-old, kid sister's tits.
# # #
"Vinnie! What do you think you're doing? Vinnie stop. Don't do that," said my mother as soon as she walked in the kitchen and saw me groping her sister's breasts. "Oh, my God. How dare you grope your aunt's breasts? What's wrong with you?"
Then, giving her the same sexual treatment, embarrassing her, whenever my mother squeezed by me, I reached up from my chair and groped her breasts through her blouse and bra in front of her sister. Not done groping my mother's breasts, the next time she squeezed by me to use the upstairs bathroom, before she could stop me, I stood and lifted her top and raised her bra to expose her naked breasts. Again, before she could wiggle away from me and stop me, I touched, felt, and fondled my mother's big, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
"Vinnie, stop! Oh, my God," said my mother as if she was Miss Innocent. "What's gotten into you? Stop that! That's disgusting! That's perverted! You're perverted! How dare you expose my breasts and fondle my breasts. I've never been so embarrassed," said my mother feigning her embarrassment. "I'm mortified."
Then, before she could pull away, I pulled her to me and sucked her erect nipples in front of her sister, first one and then, the other. Instead of pushing me away, in the way that she did before, my mother put a gentle hand behind my head and pulled me closer. My aunt stared at me sucking her sister's tits as if she wanted me to suck her tits. As shocked as she was sexually aroused, my aunt watched me having my wicked, sexual way with my mother's big, naked breasts.
Then, with coffee and diuretic and going through her like beer, while my mother was occupied upstairs again, with me sitting next to my aunt, I pushed my chair back and opened my bathrobe. I showed my aunt Virginia, my naked cock. With her staring down at my naked prick, I took my cock in my hand and slowly stroked myself to an erection. Giving myself a quick erection, as soon as my naked prick stuck straight out, I stood in front of my aunt.
She stared at my engorged prick before staring up at me. She knew what I wanted. I wanted my Aunt Virginia to blow me again. I wanted to cum in my aunt's mouth again. I wanted to cum all over her face again.
As if I owned these two bitches, my mother and my aunt, I wanted to leave my mark in their mouths and all over their faces in the way that a dog leaves his mark on a tree or a pole. I wanted to give her another cum bath tonight in the way that I gave her a cum bath last night and in the way that I gave my mother a cum bath this morning. I wanted to give them something sexual that they'd never forget.
"Suck my cock, Auntie Virginia. Give me a blowjob. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth again," I said while sliding a slow finger across her red, full lips. "I need to cum all over your beautiful face. I need to give you another cum bath."
# # #
With her not expecting me to do what I did, I leaned to her and touched her lips with my stiff prick. When she didn't open her mouth to take my stiff prick inside of her mouth, I pulled her long, red hair hard until she opened her mouth and took me inside. Then, as I did last night, holding her mouth in place, I put a heavy hand behind my aunt's pretty, redhead and humped her mouth while fucking her face.
Not removing my hand from behind my aunt's head even after my mother returned, I continued humping my aunt's mouth and my aunt continued blowing me. Determine to cum in her mouth, in the way that my mother watched my aunt suck my cock last night, she watched her sister suck my cock again tonight. After having sex with my mother and with my aunt again, never have I had as much sex in such a short time.
"Vinnie stop," said my mother. "Don't do that. How dare you sexually abuse my sister in front of me? That's disgusting. That's perverted," she said again. "She's your blood related aunt. You shouldn't be having sex with her. You should be ashamed of yourself. That's wrong. That's nasty."
I laughed while releasing the hold on my aunt's head.
"How dare I sexually abuse your sister in front of you," I asked my mother while laughing? "Your sister sexually abused me in front of you last night," I said with a dirty laugh.
I stood and walked closer to my mother.
"Your next mother," I said moving to my mother, pulling on her long, black hair hard, and sticking my cock in her mouth as soon as she screamed. "In the way that Virginia sucked my cock in front of you, you're going to suck my cock in front of your sister."
I humped my mother's mouth and fucked her face.
"Blow me, Mother. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I need to cum all over your face. I need to give you another cum bath," I said.
My aunt looked at her sister shocked.
"You already had sex with Vincent? You already blew your son? You already allowed him to cum in your mouth and all over your face? You already allowed him to give you a cum bath," said Virginia. "When did that happen? This morning?"
I smiled at my aunt.
"Yes, in the way that you blew me last night, my mother blew me this morning. You're my two bitches now. I own your asses," I said. "From now on, you'll give me sex whenever I want and as much as I want."
In the way that my mother watched my aunt blowing me, my aunt watched her sister blowing me. If I had to compare blowjobs, maybe because I was her son, but my mother was a better cocksucker than my aunt. Maybe, her blowjob seemed better because my mother had the extra sexually exciting benefit of having big tits. Maybe, her blowjob seemed better because her blowing me was even more incestuously forbidden because she was my mother.
# # #
From that point forward, I continued having incestuous sex with my mother and with my aunt. Every time my aunt visited; I stuck my horny hands down her low-cut tops. No longer wearing a bra, clearly, my aunt wanted me to grope her naked breasts as much as I wanted to feel and fondle her naked breasts. Adding to her sexual arousal, I pulled, turned, twisted, and sucked her erect, naked nipples. Offering no resistance whatsoever, my aunt wanted me to fondle her naked breasts, finger her erect nipples, and suck her erect nipples.
Every time my aunt visited, when I wasn't sticking my prick in her mouth, I was wrapping her fingers around my erect, naked cock and having her stroke me. Seemingly, she enjoyed sucking my prick as much as she enjoyed stroking my dick. All that I needed to do to persuade her to blow me was to stick my horny hands down her low-cut top and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples. She was a sucker for having her tits felt and her nipples fingered. I could give her a sexual orgasm just from fingering and sucking her erect nipples.
I continued to sexually use and abuse my mother in the same way that I sexually used and abused my aunt. When my mother wasn't stroking my prick while sucking my prick, my aunt was stroking me while blowing. Never have I had as many hand jobs. Never have I had as many blowjobs. Never expecting to not only have sex with my aunt but also with my mother, too, never had I had as much sex.
Like mother like sister, my mother loved having her breasts felt and fondled while I pulled, turned, twisted, and sucked her erect nipples. Same as her sister, she had a sexual orgasm from me just having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts and nipples. My aunt loved watching me grope my mother's naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples as much as my mother loved watching me grope her sister's naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. My mother loved watching her sister stroke me while sucking me as much as my aunt loved watching her sister stroke me while sucking me, too.
To be continued with chapter 3, Sex with my Sexy Sister, Veronica...
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Incestuous Sex is All Around Us, #3
Sex with my sexy, big sister, Veronica
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 2:
Something I thought I'd never be doing, having sex with my mother and with my aunt, from that point forward, I continued having incestuous sex with my mother and with my aunt. Every time my aunt visited, which was nearly every night, with her sitting at the dining room table, I walked up behind her, leaned over her, and stuck my horny hands down her low-cut tops. With her not making any move to stop me, I felt her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
No longer wearing a bra, clearly, my aunt not only expected me to fondle her naked breasts but also, she wanted me to grope her naked breasts as much as I wanted to feel her naked breasts. Adding to her sexual arousal, I pulled, turned, twisted, her erect, naked nipples. Offering no resistance whatsoever, my Aunt Virginia wanted me to fondle her naked breasts, finger her erect nipples, and even suck her erect nipples. When she turned to face me, giving her more of what she wanted, I sucked her erect nipples.
When I wasn't moving my horny hands down her low-cut tops and fondling her naked breasts, I was sticking my prick in her mouth and having her blow me. When I wasn't fondling her naked breasts or having her blow me, I was wrapping her fingers around my erect, naked cock and having her stroke me. Seemingly, she enjoyed sucking my prick as much as she enjoyed stroking my dick. All that I needed to do to persuade her to blow me was to stick my horny hands down her low-cut top and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Like her big sister, my mother, she was a sucker for having her tits felt, fondled, and groped, and her nipples fingered. Both my aunt and my mother loved having their breasts touched, felt fondled and squeezed while pulling, turning, and twisting their nipples. With their nipples so very sexually sensitive, in the way that I could give my mother a sexual orgasm by just fingering and sucking her nipples, I could give my aunt a sexual orgasm just from fingering and sucking her erect nipples, too.
I continued to sexually use and abuse my mother in the same way that I continued to sexually use and abuse my aunt. Why not? Not all one way, they wanted me to sexually use and abuse them as much as I wanted to sexually use and abuse them. They were just as sexually frustrated as I was horny.
When my mother wasn't stroking my prick while sucking my prick, my aunt was stroking my prick while sucking my prick. To this day, even after I was married, never have I had as many hand jobs. Never have I had as many blowjobs. Never expecting to not only have sex with my aunt but also with my mother, too, never had I had as much sex. They both expected me to give them sex as much as I wanted to give them sex.
Like mother like her sister, my mother loved having her breasts felt and fondled while I pulled, turned, twisted, and sucked her erect nipples. Same as her kid sister, she had sexual orgasms from me having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts and nipples. My aunt loved watching me grope my mother's naked breasts and finger her erect nipples as much as my mother loved watching me grope her sister's naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. My mother loved watching her sister stroke me while sucking me as much as my aunt loved watching her sister stroke me while sucking me, too.
# # #
Incestuous Sex is All Around Us, Chapter 3:
Sexually surprising him while giving her a back massage, Vincent has sex with his sexy, big sister, Veronica.
An innocent massage quickly turned from rubbing my sister's back to fucking her. When and where will it all end? All of my female relatives, my mother, my aunt, and now my sister want to have incestuous sex with me. Seemingly, as soon as I turned 21-years-old, I was fair game for sex. Coming at me from all sides, they weren't shy about showing their sexual passion for me. I wondered if my grandmother would have sex with me, too.
Sex with my sexy sister, Veronica
Taking after her mother and her aunt, I'm sorry to write but am sexually excited to write nonetheless, that my big sister is a whore. And now after she had sex with me, she'd an incestuous whore. In the way that I never expected to have sex with my aunt and/or with my mother, I never expected to have sex with my sister.
With us living up the street from the Coast Guard station in Boston and across the harbor in Charlestown from the old, defunct, navy yard, my sister had a thing for sailors. With Boston a major seaport city, the Boston Harbor was across the street from my house on Commercial Street. With just a quick walk across the North Washington Street bridge from the North End of Boston to Charlestown, she was surrounded by sailors from all over the world who just disembarked from their boats.
I never understood my sister's sexual attraction to sailors, but always with a new sailor on her arm, when she wasn't stroking them and sucking them, she was fucking them. Indeed, like mother like her daughter, and like aunt and like her niece, my sister was such a whore. A real cocksucker, my sister, seemingly, my sister will willingly and consensually have sex with any man in a sailor uniform.
# # #
Veronica, was very beautiful. If she was only a couple inches taller, she could have been a runway model or if she had acting talent, she could have been a movie star. Instead, she was a whore.
Naturally blonde and blue-eyed, at 5'9" tall with C cup breasts, having the body of a dancer, she had the perfect, proportional body of a porn star. If she was so endeared, she could have made a small fortune as a stripper removing her clothes while dancing around a pole. Guaranteed to put out, clearly, she loved sex as much as she was good at sex. Giving sailors what they wanted and needed, hand jobs, blowjobs, and fucking, very patriotic of her, she took care of the United States Navy before they had to return to sea for active duty.
Oddly enough, something my sister never did; with my aunt and mother both chain smokers, Veronica didn't drink nor smoke. If ever she drank, in the way that she sexually teased men and came on to sailors, she'd be gangbanged by the entire United States Navy. The one time she came home inebriated, she invited me to her bedroom. The inner sanctum sanctimonious, having never been in her bedroom before, I couldn't believe I was hanging out in my big, sister's bedroom while sitting on her bed.
"Can you do me a favor, Vinnie," she asked with a burp and a hiccup?
Shocked that she asked me for a favor, I looked at her disbelieving that she was asking me for my indulgence. The first time my sister asked me for a courtesy, my big sister never asked me for anything. Curious what the kindness she had in mind was, I had no idea what the favor was that she wanted.
With my mind stuck in the gutter, especially after having incestuous sex with my aunt and my mother, I imagined Veronica wanting to have incestuous sex with me. I imagined her favor being that she wanted to stroke my cock, suck my cock, and wanted me to cum in her mouth. Horny from her boyfriends' returning to sea, I imagined my big sister wanted me to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and masturbate her. I imagined my big sister wanting me to fuck her. Yet, nothing more than my active, sexual imagination, my beautiful, big sister would never have incestuous sex with me.
Yet, how dare I think that about her? She was my sister and, even though she was, indeed, a whore, I needed to have more respect for her than that. How dare I think of her in that sexually perverted sort of way? What's wrong with me to think less of my beautiful and sexy sister. She was the only sibling that I had. I loved my sister. I truly loved my sister. Yet, where I had never bonded with her before, perhaps, this was the time to bond with my sister now.
"I have a crick in my back," she said moving her shoulders up and down and side to side while rotating her head. "Would you be a dear and massage my back? I'm so tense and I felt a big knot," she said reaching behind her shoulders. "I can't quite reach it to massage it."
Never saying that to my sister but thinking it, no doubt, I imagined that Veronica had a backache from kneeling while sucking cock or leaning forward while being fucked from behind. If this wasn't my sister and just some other whore, in my book, with her asking me for a massage, massage was just a code word for sex. Yet, with us never that close, I doubted that my sister wanted me to give her sex. Sex was the last thing that my sister would ask me to give her.
Still, one chance in a million, with her still a little drunk from partying last night, I wondered what would happen if I made my play to sexually seduce her. I wondered if my sister would have sex with me in the way that my aunt and my mother had sex with me. Why not? I'd love to have sex with her. Only, I wondered if my sister would love to have sex with me.
No doubt about it, if I could have sex with my sister, I'd definitely have sex with her. With her good looks and sexy and shapely body, she was my dream woman. Whenever I find my true love, I hope she looks like my sister. I hope my future wife has my sister's, hot body and pretty face. Not even having to be naturally blonde, I hope they talk, laugh, and walk the same. Surely, there's someone for everyone and I hope to find my sister's clone.
# # #
With her having the sexual appetite of a sailor who's been away at sea too long, seemingly always ready for sex, much like our aunt, Virginia, my sister was always horny. Giving me an erection, Veronica always stared at me as if undressing me with her eyes. With her sailor boyfriends returning to active duty and stationed in the middle of the ocean somewhere throughout the world, I surmised that she was horny, lonely, and sexually frustrated.
In the way that I had an incestuous chance with my aunt and my mother, I wondered if I had an incestuous chance with my sister. I'd even join the navy if it meant having sex with my sister when I returned home on shore leave. Only, unable to swim, I get a bad case of sea sickness whenever out on a boat. The navy wasn't for me.
Yet, with my mother and my aunt, incestuous whores, and my sister having new boyfriends each week, why wouldn't I think that my 24-four-year-old sister wasn't an incestuous whore, too? Nevertheless, begging the question, while hoping that she'd willingly and consensually have incestuous sex with me, her horny brother, I couldn't help but wonder if my sister would agree to have forbidden sex with me.
'In the way that I continued having incestuous sex with my mother and my aunt, how hot would that be to have incestuous sex with my sister, too,' I thought. 'How hot would that be to slowly strip Veronica naked and touch and feel her naked body everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his sister while making out with her? I'd love to see my sister without her clothes. I'd love to see my sexy sister in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
How hot would that be for my sister to blow me? I'd love to cum in my sister's beautiful mouth. I'd love to cum all over her beautiful face, in her long, blonde hair, and all over her naked breasts. In the way that I gave my aunt and my mother cum baths, I'd love to give my sister a cum bath, too.
'Ideally, in the way that I continued fucking my mother and my aunt, I'd love to fuck my sister, too,' I thought. 'With her having fucked so very many sailors, she must be a good fuck,' I thought.
Now that I was in her room and sitting on her bed, I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fuck my sister. I wondered what it would feel like to slip my erect cock in my sister's wet pussy.
"Sure, I can give you a back massage," I said while staring at the big impressions that the bra clad, C cup breasts and her erect nipples made in her bra and blouse. "Take off your top so that I can get at your back," I said thinking that I could trick her into removing her top.
'My sister would never remove her blouse in front of me,' I thought. 'She'd never allow me to massage her back while she was sitting on her bed in her bra.'
While never expecting my sister to remove her blouse in front of me, I couldn't believe it when she started unbuttoning her blouse. As if my eyes were twin lasers, I stared at my sister unbuttoning her blouse. Surprising me and sexually exciting me, while staring up at me, she unbuttoned one, slow button at a time while looking down to see what each unbuttoned revealed before unbuttoning the next button. Seemingly, as if I was one of her navy lovers, my sister took sexual pleasure in sexually teasing me.
Never thinking that she'd remove her blouse, and with her blouse finally unbuttoned, she opened one side of her blouse before opening the other side of her blouse. While making a big, sexual production out of removing her blouse, finally, she removed her blouse and sat next to me in her short, mini-skirt and low-cut, sexually revealing brassiere. Having never seen my sister in her bra before, I couldn't believe I was seeing her in her sexually revealing brassiere now.
She wore one of those Wonder bras that raised her breasts higher to give her breasts more support and give her breasts a longer line of cleavage. Not that she needed more cleavage with her shapely, C cup breasts, she had a beautiful and sexy long, line of cleavage. Many women would pay plastic surgeons thousands of dollars to have cleavage like Veronica's naturally, endowed cleavage.
With me mesmerized by all that I could already see of her big and shapely breasts; I was hypnotized by her sexy cleavage. I imagined sticking my erect prick between her tits, fucking them, and cumming all over them. I couldn't help myself from staring at her long, sexy line of cleavage. I'll definitely will be masturbating over seeing my sister in her sexy brassiere tonight.
Whenever she moved, especially when she leaned forward, her bra leaned forward with her. Something that I never expected to see and something that held my focused attention, I could clearly see her erect nipples. Never thinking that I'd be in my sister's bedroom and sitting on her bed, I never thought I'd be seeing my sister's big, erect nipples.
Like mother like daughter, and like my aunt, my sister had big nipples in the way that my mother and my aunt had big nipples. Now that I'm seeing her exposed nipples, I'd love to fondle my sister's naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. I'd love to suck her erect nipples while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. In the way that I'd love my sister to stroke me and masturbate me, I'd love to finger fuck her. Yet, something that would never happen, I'd love to masturbate my sister.
# # #
"Get on your stomach," I ordered.
Obediently obeying me, the first time that my big sister did what I asked her to do without complaint and without an argument, she moved to her stomach. When she moved to her stomach from her back, her short skirt climbed higher. Her short skirt was high enough for her to deliberately or accidentally flash me her bright, white, sheer, bikini panties, again.
Something that I wasn't supposed to see, I loved seeing flashes of her bikini panties. Every time I saw a flash of my sister's panties, I wanted to eat her. I wanted to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I wanted to give my sister a sexual orgasm not only with my fingers but also with my tongue.
I wondered what Veronica looked like when cumming. I wondered what she sounded like when having a sexual orgasm. I wondered if she was loud or silent. I wondered if she talked dirty while having sex.
As if I had never seen panties before, I stared at my sister's panties. When I wasn't staring at her bra clad breasts, I stared at her panties. To be honest and call me crazy but I preferred seeing a woman in her bra and panties than seeing her topless and/or naked. Women looked better in their low-cut bras and in their sexy panties than they do when they're topless and/or naked.
A sight that I'll remember for the rest of my life, my sister looked so sexy in her bra and panties. Again, I'll be masturbating tonight over seeing my sister in her sexy bra and in her bikini panties. I'd love nothing more than to masturbate in front of my sister and cum all over her bra clad breasts. I'd love nothing more than for my sister to masturbate me and cum all over her naked tits.
While waiting for her to stop me, and expecting that she would, I unhooked her bra. When she didn't stop me from unhooking her bra, I slid her bra straps down and off of her shoulders. Then, surprising me, as if I was one of her many, navy boyfriends, my sister leaned up on her elbows and removed her bra and tossed it across her bed. Stunned, I couldn't believe my sister voluntarily removed her bra. I couldn't believe that Veronica was topless. I stared at her empty bra cups as if they were the molds of her naked breasts.
'Fuck drinking champagne from my sister's shoe, I'd much rather drink champagne from her brassiere,' I thought while staring at my sister's abandoned bra.
In the way that she was when sunning herself in the backyard and with me spying on her from my second floor, bedroom window, my sister was topless. I couldn't believe she was topless, albeit while lying on her stomach. Still, I could see the sides of her squished, naked breasts while imagining the rest of her naked breasts.
Doing my job to relax her knot, I massaged my sister's back while massaging the sides of her naked breasts, too. With my sister still a little drunk from last night's drinking, something she never did, she had a low tolerance for alcohol. A cheap drunk, one drink was enough to get her high. Two drinks were enough for her to strip herself naked, three drinks were plenty enough for her to suck and fuck someone's cock, and four drinks would make her sick.
Daring myself to do so, the first time feeling my sister's naked breast, I reached around her to cup her naked breasts in the palms of my horny hands while fingering her erect nipples. Again, expecting her to stop me, expecting her to slap my hand away, and order me out of her room, when she didn't, I continued feeling her naked tits. Sure enough, like mother like daughter, and like aunt and like niece, without even having to rub her clit or finger fuck her pussy, I gave my sister a sexual orgasm just by fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
"Oh, Vincent, you bad man," she said lifting herself up on her elbows to look back at me.
Embarrassed and ashamed that I had sexually molested my sister by copping a cheap feel of her naked breasts, I quickly removed my hand from her tits.
"Oh, don't stop doing what you were doing. That felt so good," she said looking back at me again. "You're making me so very wet. I love it when you fondle my breasts while fingering my nipples."
I returned my horny hands to my sister's naked breasts.
"Squeeze my tits, Vincent. Squeeze my tits. Squeeze them harder," she ordered. "Harder. Now, pull my nipples, turn my nipples, and twist my nipples. I'm cumming, Vincent. I'm cumming."
'Like mother like daughter and like aunt and like niece,' I thought. 'I couldn't believe that I gave my sister a sexual orgasm just by feeling her tits and fingering her nipples.'
She had such lovely breasts. Her breasts fit perfectly in the palms of my hands. As if they were giant, ripe tomatoes, they felt so soft and yet so firm.
I loved sliding my slow fingers across her erect nipples. I loved pulling, turning, and twisting my sister's big, erect nipples. Hoping beyond hope that my sister would allow me to continue having my wicked, sexual way with her tits and erect nipples, I couldn't wait to suck her nipples.



I couldn't wait to give her another sexual orgasm, this time with my cock. I couldn't wait to give her a cum bath and cum all over her naked breasts. Hoping that she'd blow me, I couldn't wait to cum in her beautiful mouth and all over her pretty face.
# # #
After seeing, touching, and feeling my sister's naked breasts and erect nipples, after giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers, from there, I went for the golden jackpot, her blonde, trimmed pussy. Having nothing to do with massaging her back, I wanted to give her a happy ending. I wanted to see, watch, and hear my sister cum again.
I massaged her long, firm, shapely legs. Slowly and deliberately moving my hand higher while raising her short, skirt higher with my hand, I exposed her white panties again. As much as I loved seeing her naked tits, I love seeing my sister's white panties.
In the way that my sister had a beautiful face, beautiful breasts, shapely legs, and a round, firm ass, I imagined her having a beautiful pussy, too. I couldn't stop staring at her panty clad cunt. I couldn't wait to see her naked pussy. I couldn't wait to finger her wet cunt. I'd love nothing more than to eat my sister's blonde, trimmed pussy.
Continuing to sexually abuse my sister on the pretense of massaging her sexy body, I slowly and deliberately moved my horny hand between the tops of her shapely thighs to gently and lovingly cup her panty clad pussy. As if it belonged there and as if I owned her cunt, my sexy sister's cunt, her panty clad pussy felt so good in the palm of my hand. Something I thought I'd never do unless my sister was sleeping or unconscious, I couldn't believe that I was cupping her panty clad pussy while she was wide awake.
Clearly as inebriated as she was horny, taking the sexual hint and with me not even having to ask her, Veronica unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt. I couldn't believe she removed her short skirt. In the way that I stared at her bra clad breasts, I stared at her panty clad pussy. I love seeing my sister in her sexy underwear. I loved seeing her in her panties.
Dressed only in her sheer, white, bikini panties, while massaging her back and her legs, sticking my horny hand down the back of her panties, I massaged her shapely, naked ass, too. Then, daring myself to do so, I moved my horny hand between my sister's legs and massaged her panty clad pussy again while sliding a slow and deliberate finger along her panty clad pussy slit. Then, going for the gold, with her not stopping me, pushing her panties aside, I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her blonde, trimmed pussy.
I masturbated my sister while she moaned her sexual arousal. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my sister. I couldn't believe that I was rubbing her clit while finger fucking her pussy. I couldn't believe that I gave my sister another sexual orgasm.
"Vincent. My God, Vincent. What are you doing to me? This is the best massage I've ever had," she said. "Don't stop. Please don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. I need to cum, Vincent. I need to cum."
As if the bed was an extension of her pussy, she squirmed all over her bed.
"You're going to make me cum again, Vincent. What are you doing to me? You're going to make me cum," she said. "I can't believe you're going to make me cum again."
I rubbed her clit faster and harder. I finger fucked her pussy deeper. I continued masturbating my big sister.
"Oh, my God. You're such a wonderful lover. I'm cumming, Vincent. I'm cumming again. Oh, my God. I'm cumming again," she said in a sexually aroused voice while falling silent after having her sexual orgasm.
# # #
Never expecting any of this to happen with of all women, my big sister, something that I had never dreamed of doing, I masturbated my sister. I couldn't believe that I had masturbated my sister. Even more sexually exciting, as shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my sister willingly and consensually allowed me to masturbate her. Already giving her multiple, sexual orgasm, but I wanted to give her another sexual orgasm with my fingers before giving her a sexual orgasm with my tongue. I rubbed her clit faster and I rubbed her clit harder while finger fucking her blonde pussy deeper.
With her on the verge of having, yet, another sexual orgasm, she didn't stop me from removing her panties. As if we were both on sexual fire, as soon as I removed her panties, with her naked now, I rubbed her clit faster. I rubbed her clit harder. As if she was my girlfriend, my lover, or my wife, my aunt, or my mother, I finger fucked my sister's pussy deeper. I masturbated her pussy as if owned her pussy.
"Oh, Vincent. Don't stop rubbing my clit. That feels so good. Don't stop finger fucking my pussy. I love your long, stiff fingers. You're going to make me cum, yet again," she said.
She fell silent again while stiffening her legs and arching her back.
"I'm cumming, Vincent. I'm cumming," she said while enjoying the afterglow of sex and while resting silently and comfortably in her soft, warm bed.
Not stopping there, while taking a chance that my sister wouldn't stop me, all part of my giving her a happy ending, I leaned forward and licked my sister's, sweet, wet pussy while fingering her beautiful, blonde cunt. I never thought that I'd ever be eating my sister. If it wasn't enough that I had masturbated my sister, but also, I was eating her, too.
I couldn't believe that I was licking my sister's pussy while finger fucking her pussy. Hard for me to wrap my head around after having sex with my aunt and with my mother, I couldn't believe that I was having sex with my sister, too. Thinking about the next, sexual progression, I wondered if my grandmother would have sex with me, too.
Again, not stopping there, daring myself to do so, after she had another sexual orgasm from me eating her, I turned her over and tossed my sister's salad. Not believing that I was really doing this with my sister, I stuck my tongue up her ass as far as it would go. I licked her asshole after licking her pussy. Thrilled that I was eating her ass, she squirmed all over the bed.
"Oh, my God, Vinnie, you dirty boy. That feels so good," she said. "I can't believe you're licking my ass. I can't believe you're tossing my salad."
Then, as soon as she had, yet, another sexual orgasm, she turned to her back to face me and to show me her beautiful, naked body. Finally, I was seeing my sister up-close and naked, totally naked. Proud of myself, I gave my sister a massage with a happy ending with multiple, sexual orgasms. Seemingly happy with herself, she seemed comfortable exposing her naked body to my horny eyes.
I continued fondling my sister's naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. I sucked her nipples while squeezing her tits as hard as I could. All it took for my sister to have yet; another sexual orgasm was for me to fondle her breasts and finger her erect nipples. With her having even better tits than my mother and/or my aunt, I loved my sister's tits. In the way that my aunt and my mother were cum sluts and my sexual slaves, my sister was my cum slut and sexual slave, too.
"Vincent. Oh, my God, Vincent. Don't stop. Please don't stop. You have magical fingers and a talented tongue. You're going to make me cum, again. I'm cumming, Vincent. I'm cumming," said my sister while stiffening her legs and arching her back again before falling silent after she had her third, sexual orgasm.
Glad that my sister was multi-orgasmic, I lost count how many orgasms I gave her. Six? Seven? I lost count how many times she cummed. Clearly, I had wanted to have sex with my sexy sister as much as she wanted to have sex with me.
# # #
With her resting on her back while enjoying the afterglow of sex, I stared at my sister as if I had never seen a naked woman before. My sister was naked, totally naked. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my big sister naked. My sexual fantasy come true; I couldn't believe Veronica was naked. I stared at my naked sister. I couldn't stop staring at her naked breast and her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy, and all that I could see of her shapely, naked ass.
"I love you, Veronica," I said.
She surprised me when she returned the same sentiment.
"I love you, too, Vincent," she said kissing me on the lips, parting my lips with her tongue, and French kissing me.
We made out while I felt her big tits and fingered her wet pussy. She returned my French kisses with her long, wet kisses. Maintaining my erection, she continued to slowly fondle my cock through my pants while kissing me.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. I only hoped that when I marry, I marry a woman who looks, walks, talks, and laughs just like her. I'd love to find my sister's, sexual clone. Not thinking of it before but thinking of it now, I'd love to give my sister my baby. Especially, if she was a girl, she'd be such a beautiful child.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, clearly proud of her beautiful body, especially her naked breasts. Not covering herself with a sheet or a blanket, she continued showing me her naked, C cup breasts and her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy. I'll be masturbating over my naked sister for the rest of my life. With her not all one way, it was my turn to receive some sexual gratification from my sister.
She reached up her hand to fondle the head of my cock through my pants. Skilled at sexually pleasuring men, her fingers felt so good on the head of my stiff prick. Then, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she unzipped me. My sister reached her soft hand inside of my underwear and pulled out my stiff prick. I couldn't believe my sister pulled out my stiff prick. I couldn't believe she was holding my naked, erect cock in her warm hand.
She took my prick in her soft, warm hand and stroked me. In the way that my aunt and my mother had done, my twenty-four-year-old sister was giving me a hand job. Even though I had masturbated my sister, even though I ate her pussy, and tossed her salad, I couldn't believe that Veronica was masturbating me.
'Stunned and hard to wrap my head around, as if I was one of her sailor boyfriends, my sister stroked my naked cock,' I thought. 'Like mother like daughter, and like aunt and like niece, I couldn't believe my sister is stroking my naked cock,' I thought. 'I can't believe my sister is giving me a hand job.'
Then, not stopping with just a hand job, she moved halfway down the bed and in the way that our mother and our aunt did before her. Not stopping there, my sister wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my erect dick tighter. She stroked me and continued stroking me faster and harder until I had a full erection.
Then, surprising me again, while staring up at me and sexually teasing me with her big, blue eyes, she leaned forward and kissed my cock while licking my prick. Then, shocking me, while still staring up at me and still sexually teasing me with her eyes, she took my erect cock in her mouth. My sister, Veronica, was blowing me. I couldn't believe my sister was blowing me. Never thinking that my sister would ever suck my cock, I couldn't believe my sister was sucking my cock.
No doubt, in the way that she had blown so very many sailors, I couldn't believe my sister was blowing me. With her a very talented cocksucker, my sister was as good of a cocksucker as our mother. Clearly, cocksuckers ran in our family. Now, I wondered if my grandmother sucked cock, too. After receiving blowjobs from my aunt, my mother, and now my sister, keeping it all in the family, I'd love to receive a blowjob from my sixty-eight-year-old grandmother, too.
In the way that I exploded cum in my aunt's mouth and in my mother's mouth, I exploded cum in my sister's mouth, too. Then, when she released the pressure of her red, full lips from my erect prick, I exploded a second load of cum all over my sister's pretty face, in her beautiful, blonde hair, and across her naked breasts. In the way that I gave my aunt and my mother a cum baths, I gave my sister a cum bath, too.
# # #
Sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, Veronica removed a condom from her nightstand, unwrapped it, and put it on my erect prick. My sister wanted to have sexual intercourse with me. She wanted me to make love to her. She wanted me to fuck her. Something that I had always wanted to do, I couldn't believe that I was about to fuck my sister.
"I'm still horny, Vincent. I want you to have sexual intercourse with me. I need you to have sexual intercourse with me," she said.
She looked up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes.
"Please make love to me, Vincent," begged my sister with her not having to beg me. "Then, after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me," she said. "Please fuck me, Vincent. I want you to fuck me fast and hard to give me another sexual orgasm, this time with your cock. I need you to pound my pussy, really pound my pussy with your hard cock."
Never looking at me in that way before, she looked at me with sexual seduction, now. My big sister was sexually submitting her naked body to me for me to do whatever I wanted to do to her beautiful, naked body. In the way that I never thought I'd be having forbidden sex with my aunt and incestuous sex with my mother, I never thought I'd be having sexual intercourse with my big sister. Now, in the way that I was about to fuck my sister, I wanted to strip my grandmother naked and fuck her, too.
# # #
'What is going on here? I can't believe this. Incestuous sex is all around me. Seemingly, as soon as I turned 21-years-old, all of my sexy, female relatives wanted to have incestuous sex with me,' I thought.
"Make love to me. Then, fuck me," she said again as if I didn't hear her the first time. In the way that you gave me sexual orgasm with your fingers, I want you to give me another sexual orgasm with your cock," she said.
She paused to French kiss me, again.
"I'm yours to use and sexually abuse. Use me, Vincent. Abuse me," she said. "Fuck me, Vincent. Fuck me. Fuck me hard and fuck me fast. Pound my pussy with your big, hard cock."
# # #
With her not having to ask me twice, I stripped myself naked and mounted my sexy sister. While making out with Veronica and French kissing her, as if I was one of her sailor boyfriends, I made slow and sweet love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her.
I fucked my sister. I couldn't believe that I had fucked my sister. I couldn't believe that my sister allowed me to fuck her. With her returning my fast and hard humps, I couldn't believe that my sexy sister had fucked me.
Only wishing that I could have made love to her and fucked her without the condom, I would have loved to have impregnated my sister. Still, it was really sexually exciting having sexual intercourse with my sister. Yet, the last thing that I wanted to do was to make my sister pregnant. Now that I had sexual intercourse with her, comparing all three, I wanted to have sexual intercourse with my mother and with my aunt, too.
As soon as I gave her a sexual orgasm with my cock, quite the nymphomaniac she still wasn't done with me. Veronica was still horny. I couldn't believe that Veronica was still horny. She wanted me to lick her pussy while fingering her cunt. In the way that my sister blew me, she wanted me to eat her, again.
"I'm still horny," she said. "Eat me, Vincent. Eat my cunt. Lick my pussy while finger fucking my pussy," she said. "Give me another sexual orgasm with your tongue and with your fingers," she said.
I made myself comfortable between my sister's shapely thighs. I fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. With her already sexually aroused, it didn't take her very long to cum.
"Vincent. Oh, my God, Vincent. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop finger fucking me. You're going to make me cum. You're going to make me cum," she said as if daring me to make her cum. "With you taking your time with me to give me multiple orgasms, you are the best lover that I've ever had."
To be continued with Chapter 4, Sex with my Busty Grandmother, Viola...
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Saving my Wife by Gangbanging Her
Drastic measures for drastic times, a deliberate and dramatic change of events to save their marriage, this is Joan's and Terry's true Story of love, sex, and gangbanging.
Something surprisingly shocking, Joan willingly and consensually agreed to be gangbanged by her husband's four friends, Henry, Bill, Ed, and Dustin. How dare she be such a wicked whore? Why would any woman agree to be gangbanged? Why would she allow her husband's four friends to take her, strip her naked, and gangbang her while fucking her multiple times in all three of her holes?
Truthfully, gangbanging her was the only way to return Joan back to the nymphomaniac whore that she was. Shocking her system, gangbanging Joan would change her from the morally modest woman that she had suddenly and inexplicably become to the wicked whore that she has always been, still is deep down, and still wanted to be. Begging to be restored back to how she sexually was, Joan needed to be taken, stripped naked, and gangbanged.
Once the process of being gangbanged started, she consensually agreed for Henry, Bill, Ed, and Dustin to gangbang her. She consensually agreed to suck their cocks and allow them to cum in her mouth and all over her face. Clearly, once a whore, always a whore. A talented cocksucker, she loved sucking cock as much as she loved being fucked.
As if they were four doctors in attendance, specialists who specialized in sexual medicine, Terry's four friends, Henry, Bill, Ed, and Dustin, explained to him what they thought the problem was with Joan. Not only did they offer their professional, sexual diagnosis but also, they offered their sexual, medical solution, too. With them explaining the problem, and with her agreeing for them to help save her from herself, hoping to return her back to the whore that she was, Joan was willingly and consensually open to being gangbanged by her husband's four friends.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that Terry asked me to write for him about his wife, Joan. As if she had found religion, somehow, she went from being an exhibitionist and a wicked whore to a morally modest prude overnight. Helping her and enabling her to reverse her sudden change of life, with the help of Terry's four friends, Henry, Bill, Ed, and Dustin, God bless them, Joan had a spiritual revelation and a second, sexual awakening.
Something that usually only happens once in a lifetime, a miracle, fortunately for her, Joan had a second, sexual, metamorphic transformation. She went from an exhibitionistic, nymphomaniac whore to a modestly, moral woman. Then, a rare exception, she went back again from a modestly, moral woman to an exhibitionistic, nymphomaniac whore. A true miracle, with her consensually willing to have sex with her husband's four friends, all that it took to return her back to her sexually degenerate self was to take her, strip her naked, and gangbang her.
Saving their marriage, after consensually agreeing to be gangbanged by her husband's four friends, Joan is transformed from a sexual prude and returned back to her true self as the sexual nymphomaniac that she was and has always has been. It's not every day that a husband pushes his friendships to the limits and asks his four friends to make the ultimate, sexual sacrifice in having sex with his wife. It's not every day that a husband asks his friends to take his wife, strip her naked, and gangbang her multiple times in all three of her holes.
"Please, you do me this favor," asked Terry while looking from Henry to look at Bill, Ed, and Dustin? "If you don't mind and if it's not too much trouble, would you take Joan? Would you strip her naked? Would you touch and feel her naked body everywhere while making out with her? Would you gangbang her? Please, I beg you to fuck my wife multiple times in all three of her holes. I need her to return to me as the wicked whore that she was."
Wow! Tell me. How many friends would do that for their friend? How many friends would take their friend's beautiful, sexy and shapely wife, strip her naked, and fuck her multiple times in all three of her holes. Now, that's a friend, a real friend. Terry was lucky to have such good friends. Joan was a lucky woman, too. She was lucky that her husband had such sexually accommodating friends, as well.
"I wanted to show my gratitude for taking my wife, stripping her naked, and gangbanging her over and again," said Terry handing each of his friends a three-hundred-dollar bottle of Glenlivet 21-year-old, single malt scotch. "If ever I can return the favor by having sex with your wives, your girlfriends, your adult daughters, your MILF of a mothers, and/or your sexy sisters, just let me know. In the way that you helped me with Joan, I'd be happy to take them, strip them naked, and fuck them multiple times in all three of their holes."
'Bringing tears to my eyes, now that's a friend, a real friend,' I thought. 'I'm a lucky man to have such good friends.'
# # #
A slow transformation, before we were married, Joan used to suck my cock and swallow my cum. Now, that we're married, a reverse, negative, sexual transformation, there was a sudden and inexplicable change in her. Something that never bothered her before, she refused to even French kiss me if the aroma of her pussy juices were on my lips from eating her.
What's wrong with this picture? It was okay for me to eat her but she refused to blow me. That's not fair.
When, she does suck my cock, which is now a rare occasion instead of blowing me regularly, months go by before she blows me again. When she does suck my cock, she no longer allows me to cum in her mouth. I can only cum on her nightgown and bra clad, modest, B cup breasts, which is not nearly the sexually exciting same. Now, instead of making love, we argue. Instead of having sex, we bicker. Instead of fucking, we stay in different parts of the house and don't talk to one another. It's a terrible situation that can't go on much longer.
When getting ready for bed, instead of undressing in front of me and sexually teasing me as she always used to do, suddenly modestly shy, she undresses in a locked bathroom. Never wearing panties and a bra beneath her short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgown before, when going to bed now, she not only wears panties but also, she wears a bra beneath her long, flannel nightgowns now. No longer allowing me to see her in her panties and bra, topless and/or naked, she acts as if she's a virgin. So sexually frustrating, I haven't seen Joan without her clothes in months.
"Something that was so sexually exciting before, my wife used to be an exhibitionistic whore. It was sexually exciting to watch her flashing unsuspecting men her naked ass, her naked tits, and/or her naked pussy. She used to willingly do sexually anything to sexually excite one another and to inspire our sex after. While making her flashes appear accidental, she used to love flashing her panties and her naked breasts to unsuspecting men. Now, a changed woman, she's as modest as a Catholic, virginal nun," I said with sadness to my four friends, Henry, Bill, Ed, and Dustin.
Hoping that they understood and would give me some helpful advice, giving them a personal and private glimpse of my nonexistent, marital sexlife, I told my friends about the sudden, sexual changes and the sexual limitations of my wife. I told them about the sexual fun that I used to have with her before and about the sexual frustration that I'm having with her now. Giving me their helpful advice, they all thought long and hard for a few seconds and, then, with them all in agreement, unbelievably, they all said the same thing.
# # #
"Clearly, I'm sorry to say this about Joan but she's not normal. There's something twisted in her brain," said my friend, Henry. "For some unknown reason, she's gone to the dark side of sex. Something she never had before, she suddenly has modesty and morals. That's not good. That's never something good for a whore to have. No doubt, she has a guilty conscience about all of the sexual things that she's done."
As if he was my rabi, my priest, or my psychiatrist, Henry looked at me solemnly while nodding his head with compassionate understanding.
"Obviously, in the way that some women suffer a stroke, she had a shock to her system that immediately changed her sexuality from the bad to the good or in your case from the good to the bad," said Bill. "I've heard about this happening to women but it usually happens the other way around with good women turning bad instead of bad women turning good. I feel for you, brother. I can't even imagine your sexual frustration."
Terry looked at his friend and beseeched his help.
"Please, help me. What can I do, Bill? What can I do to help Joan? What can I do to save her from herself? What can I do to save our marriage," asked Terry of his dear and trusted friend? "I miss the sexually uninhibited and fun-loving whore that she used to be."
Bill thought long and hard for a few more seconds.
"With you living on a busy road, have you tried shocking her system by stripping her naked and pushing her outside your house during rush hour," asked Bill?
Never thinking of doing that, Terry shook his head, no?
"Have you thought about tying her to a tree in the forest on a well-traveled path while she's naked and helplessly vulnerable for hunters to take violently use her and sexual abuse her?"
Again, not thinking of doing that either, Terry shook his head, no.
"Have you thought about sending her topless and naked photos to her relatives, her friends, and her co-workers?
Something that he'd never do in embarrassment of his wife, Terry made a face while shaking his head, no.
"Have you considered posting her naked photos online, and sending them link, for everyone to see her topless and naked?"
Again, all at the expense of Joan's morals and modesty, Terry looked at Bill shocked by his sexual suggestions. He suggested that he strip his wife naked and push her outside of their house. He looked shocked that Bill would suggest that he tie his naked wife to a tree in the forest and to be violently used and sexually abused by passing hunters. He looked uncomfortable with sharing her topless and naked photos with everyone she knew. Lastly, having more respect for her than that, he could never post her photos online without her expressed permission.
"No, I haven't tried stripping her naked and pushing her outside. In the modestly moral way that she is now, she'd be so embarrassed for anyone to see her without her clothes. She'd feel so ashamed to be naked in public," said Terry. "No doubt, I'd scar her for life. No doubt, she'd think me a demented pervert and divorce me. I have more respect for my wife than doing anything like that."
Then, as if considering the ramifications of doing that, Terry answered Bill.
"I'd never tie her to a tree naked to be violently used and sexually abused by passing hunters, nor would I show her topless and naked body to everyone she knew. That's wrong. That's just wrong. That's nasty," said Terry. "And I'd never post her topless and naked photos online without her expressed permission either."
Showing Terry and Bill that he understood, Ed nodded his head.
"Has there been a death in the family, perhaps, someone close," questioned Ed? "Sometimes, something as devastating as that would cause a woman to lose interest in sex as well as other things that was once important to her. A death in the family forces women to face their eventual mortality," said Ed. "When it comes to sex, a wakeup call from their sexual fantasies, reality is always a sexual, party pooper."
Henry explained more of the issues of having a death in the family.
"I agree with Ed. Turning women introspectively, the death of someone close makes women question what they're doing and/or what they've done with their lives. Normally, that's plenty enough to start them on the road to redemption and salvation," said Henry nodding his head.
Henry looked from Terry to look at Ed and Bill.
"Trust me, you don't want that. In the way that there are born again Christians, with them finally finding religion and falling to their knees to pray instead of falling to their knees to suck cock, there are born-again nuns, too. I'm sorry to say this, Terry," said Henry slowly shaking his head, "but I fear that Joan may be on her way to becoming a born-again nun. Joan may soon become Sister Joan or whatever other name she chooses to call herself."
Not really knowing what it could be, after offering their suggestions of what they thought was sexually, morally, and modestly wrong with Joan, Henry shrugged.
"Well, no matter what happened that suddenly changed her from a whore to a morally modest woman, the question still remains. How do I fix her," I asked looking from one of my friends to the other of my friends? "How do I get her back to the way that she was? I miss the fun-loving whore that she used to be. I don't want the prudish woman that she is now. She's ruining our marriage by being a high morally, modest virgin."
Devastated, as if he had lost his best friend, and for all sexual intents and purposes he had, Terry hung his head in disillusionment and sadness. He was so broken. He was so despondent. Having never cheated on his wife, horny and sexually frustrated, he missed having wild and long marathon sex sessions with Joan.
"Now, she seldom blows me and if she sucks my cock, she won't allow me to cum in her mouth or even cum on her naked breasts," said Terry looking as if he was about to cry. "She's no longer the loving whore that I used to know. She no longer flashes her panties and/or her tits to anyone, not even to me, her loving husband."
# # #
Thinking long and hard again for several, more seconds, my four friends all looked at one another and came to the same medically, sexual conclusion.
"I'm sorry to say this, Terry, but she needs to be taken. It's the only way to restore her back to the way that she was," said my friend, Ed. "The least that we can do for a friend, we can do that for you, Terry. As long as you're willing and she's consensual, we can take Joan. We can do that for the both of you."
Ed looked from Henry to Bill and to Dustin for confirmation that Joan needed to be taken. Terry looked to his four friends confused while waiting for them to explain what they meant by them taking Joan. If they all unanimously thought that taking Joan would work, then Terry wanted his friends to take Joan.
"Taken? I don't understand. What do you mean by taking Joan," asked Terry? "Where would you take her?"
Clarifying being taken and suggesting his own recommendation, Henry voiced his thoughts.
"Think of taking Joan as a reboot on a computer," said Henry.
Terry was even more confused by that explanation when comparing Joan to a computer until Henry reclarified what he meant by being taken.
"After someone takes her by taking hold of her and holding her arms behind her back, the next step in the process of returning her to the way that she was, is stripping her naked. Again, something that friends can do for a friend; we'd be happy to take Joan. The least that we can all do; as long as you're okay with it and Joan is okay with it, too, Terry, we'd be happy to strip Joan naked. Moreover, we'd be happy to touch and feel her naked body everywhere that friends should never touch and feel another man's wife."
Seemingly with them all on the same, sexual page, I nodded my head to my other friends while waiting for them all to agree to take Joan and strip her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere.
"Definitely, I agree," said Bill. "She, absolutely, needs to be taken."
Alas, knowing full well that I couldn't be in the house while they took Joan, I was banned from watching them strip her naked, and gangbang her. I'd have to give her the privacy that she needed for her to return to her old, sexual self. I'd have to be patient while my four friends sexually did what they needed to do to my wife to return Joan back to the whore that she is and has always been.
Seemingly and specifically, in the case of Joan, going from a whore to a morally modest woman was an easier transition than going from a modestly moral woman to a whore. Normally, it's easier for morally modest women to become whores but not in the case of Joan. Indeed, she was a special case.
Ed nodded his head.
"I concur. A though job but someone must step up to do it. She needs to be stripped naked and touched and felt everywhere while making out with her," he said.
Terry looked from Henry to Bill for more of an explanation.
"So, wait. I still don't get it. How will having her being taken and stripped naked fix her? I don't understand. Surely, it will take more than just taking her. It will take more than just stripping her naked to return her to the nymphomaniac, exhibitionist whore that she was before whatever the Hell happened to her to make her miss goody two shoes," said Terry.
Terry looked from one of his four friends to the other of his four friends.
"I don't understand what stripping her naked will do other than embarrassing her and humiliating her," said Terry. "Sorry, forgive me for my ignorance but in the modestly moral state that she's presently in, stripping her naked in front of the four of you would devastate her and undoubtedly make her angry. She'd never forgive me for agreeing to have you take my wife and strip her naked."
Henry looked from Bill to Ed and to Dustin before offering his suggestion to explain to Terry what was needed to help Joan help herself.
"As if flipping a switch, she'd only be angry for a few minutes that we were seeing her naked. Trust me, once the embarrassing, sudden jolt of her being naked in front of us, her whoredom will kick back in. Believe me, as if doing a reset to a cable television, she'd be fine with being naked in front of us. No doubt, I dare say, she'd even submit her naked body to us and consensually offer to suck us and fuck us," said Henry. "In an instant, Joan would finally be returned to the nymphomaniac whore that she was and always will be."
As if they were plotting a major heist and a bank takeover, all four friends looked at one another while smiling and nodding their heads in agreement.
"That's the only way to fix her," said Dustin with a long, thoughtful pause while looking from Terry to look at Henry, Bill, and Ed. "Clearly, after stripping her naked and after touching and feeling her naked body everywhere while making out with her, she needs to be gangbanged. She needs to be fucked in all three of her holes multiple times by numerous men," he said.
Dustin tried to hide his sexually excited look of stripping Joan naked. He tried to sexual excitement of making out with her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. He and the rest of his friends had always wanted to fuck Joan over and again multiple times in all three of her holes.
Seemingly eager to volunteer, as if the four men were sponsors at an AA meeting, they looked from one to look at the other. Suffice to write, with Joan a very pretty, woman with reddish, brownish hair and big blue eyes, they all couldn't wait to take Joan and strip her naked. They all couldn't wait to make out with her while touching her and feeling her everywhere before fucking her in all three of her holes multiple times.
"We'd be happy to make the ultimate, sexual sacrifice," said Bill. "We'd be happy to take her. We'd be happy to strip her naked. We'd be happy to gangbang Joan. It's the least that we can to help for the sake of our friendship," said Bill. "No thanking us now. Your thanks are not necessary. We'd happy to gangbang your wife out of our loyal friendship."
Bill nodded to Ed, and Bill voiced his agreement.



"We'd be happy to fuck your wife over and again in all three of her holes," said Bill. "Again, it's the least that we can do for a friend. It's the least that we can do for Joan. We're all happy to make the ultimate, sexual sacrifice. It's the least that we can do to help save your marriage," said Bill.
Terry looked at his four friends aghast.
"Seriously? Are you kidding me? All four of you want to take my wife, strip her naked, make out with her while touching her and feeling her naked body everywhere before gangbanging her?"
Terry looked from one of his friends to the other of his friends. He was grateful that he had such good friends. Clearly, by the look of sexual excitement on his face, he couldn't wait for his four friends to take his wife, strip her naked while making out with her and touching her and feeling her everywhere before gangbanging her. Yet, not fully understanding the process of returning Joan back to the wicked whore that she was and has always been, he needed more clarification.
"I'm sorry. Please forgive my ignorance but I still don't understand. If she refuses to have sex with me, how do you get her to willingly have sex with the four of you? How do you get her to consensually agree to be gangbanged and fucked in all three of her holes multiple times by four men at the same time?"
His four friends laughed at Terry's ignorance.
"That's easy," laughed Henry. "Something that can't be changed, born that way, being a whore is in her DNA. For Joan to be a nymphomaniac, she was born to be a whore and will always be a whore. Once a whore always a whore. Her whoredom is buried deep within her. We just need to bring that sexual quality out again," said Henry.
In their attempt to return Joan to the nasty whore that she used to be, my four friends all agreed to take Joan. They all agreed to strip her naked while touching her and feeling her everywhere that any man should never touch and feel another man's naked wife. They all agreed to gangbang her. In the hopes of returning her to way that she used to be, they all agreed to fuck her multiple times in all three of her holes.
Being the true, good friends that they all were, they were happy to gangbang my wife. Blessed with such good friends, I was lucky to have friends that were so sexually accommodating. Nearly bringing me to tears, not every man has such sexually, self-sacrificing friends. I was lucky that all four of my friends were willing to take Joan, strip her naked, and fuck her multiple times in all three of her holes.
# # #
It was a dark and rainy night when my four friends visited me when I deliberately wasn't home. Not wanting to give Joan an excuse to backout because she may be embarrassed and/or ashamed to have sex with my four friends in front of me and/or while I was home, I stayed away from the house. While my four friends visited with my wife in private, I wanted her to be free to willingly and consensually do her own thing without any undue pressure from me.
"Terry's not home," she said when opening the front door to greet them and surprised to see them all huddling together while sheltering themselves from the pouring rain. "I'm sorry but I'm very busy today. I was just going out. I was on my way to mass. Then, it's my day to read to the blind, hand out food at the soup kitchen, and help the elderly buy their groceries at the market."
Henry sidestepped her and stepped inside.
"That's okay, Joan," said Henry. "This is more important than all of that."
He wiped his feet on the doormat while removing his coat and shaking it out. Then, catching Joan by surprise, he reached out his horny hand to feel her bra clad breast through her clothes. Seemingly shocked that he felt her breast, not immediately having the presence of mind to stop him, Joan stared down at his hand when he pinched her erect nipple.
"Henry. What are you doing? Stop that," she said slapping his hand away from her breast.
Henry ignored her, felt her other breast, and fingered her other nipple.
"We're not here to see Terry," said Henry. "We're here to see you, Joan. Nice breasts by the way, Joan, so firm, and you have such big nipples."
Joan gave them all a look of confusion. Then, when she realized that Henry was still feeling her breasts and pinching her erect nipples, she slapped his hand away again. Instead of flashing Henry a face full of embarrassment that he'd dare feel her breasts and finger her erect nipples, her face reddened with sexual arousal. Instead of being embarrassed or ashamed, she was sexually excited.
"Don't do that. How dare you touch me in that sexual way," she said acting in the way of a prudish wife that she had become? "What's wrong with you, Henry? You wouldn't do that if Terry was here. I should tell your wife that you sexually assaulted me. How would you like it, if Terry felt your wife's breasts and fingered her erect nipples?"
Henry let out a nervous, little laugh.
"You used to like it when I felt your breasts and fingered your erect nipples after I trapped you in the kitchen when you were making our drinks," said Henry. "With my wife in the living room with the rest of our friends, do you remember that time when you moved to your knees, unzipped me, pulled out my prick, and stroked me while sucking me. While everyone was talking and laughing in the living room, you even allowed me to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said sliding a slow finger across her red, full lips.
Joan rolled her eyes and sighed loudly.
"Stop that," she said slapping his finger away from her lips.
Then, as if she had an epiphany, she remembered sucking Henry's cock. She remembered him cumming in her mouth. She remembered him ejaculating a second load of cum all over her face and in her hair.
"Yes, I vaguely remember that but I must have been drunk to blow you, Henry. I'm truly embarrassed that I sucked the cock of another man and allowed him to cum in my mouth. Please don't tell Terry that I blew you," said Joan. "He'd be angry. He'd think me a whore."
She stared at Henry with shame and embarrassment.
"Yet, somehow, I'm sure that he already knows that I sucked your cock and allowed you to cum in my mouth. No doubt, you all had a good laugh over me blowing you and you cumming all over my face. I'm sure you all wished that I'd blow you and fuck you."
Not taking no for an answer, Henry unzipped himself and pulled out his prick.
"I promise not to tell Terry, if you blow me and allow me to cum in your mouth again, Joan," said Henry.
With Henry reminding her that she blew him and allowed him to cum in her mouth and all over her face, Joan stared down at his exposed, semi-erect prick as if she was suddenly having a memory of how sexually wicked that she used to be.
"How dare you, Henry? Put your cock away. I blew you before I was married to Terry when I was a bit of a whore and a horny slut," she said. "Now, I'm a happily married woman committed to one man for life. I'd never cheat on Terry. I'd never blow you. I'd never allow you to cum in my mouth and all over my face."
Tired of waiting to be invited inside, Bill, Ed, and Dustin pushed their way by Joan to get out of the pouring rain. They wiped their feet on the mat while removing their coats. They all looked at Joan as if they were undressing her with their eyes and, surely, they were.
"You're the one we're here to see, Joan," said Bill.
# # #
Joan looked at Bill with confusion.
"Me? Why me," she asked while looking stunned that my four friends would want to see her when I wasn't home?
Henry laughed nervously.
"Don't be upset but Terry told us that you're having some marital problems."
Joan looked at him insulted.
"My marital problems are none of your business," she said haughtily and getting on her high horse.
Persevering and ignoring her, Bill persisted.
"Terry told us the you seldom have sex with him anymore. He told us that you get dressed and undressed in the bathroom," said Bill while reaching around her to feel and squeeze her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties. "Why would you do that, Joan? Why are you suddenly being so morally modest even in front of your own husband?"
# # #
Not stopping there with just feeling her ass through her short skirt and panties, he lifted the back of her short skirt and felt and squeezed her shapely ass through her bright, white, bikini panties. She looked at Bill shocked that he'd sexually molest her by lifting her skirt and feeling her ass through her panties. She turned and slapped his hand away while brushing down her skirt.
"How dare you? What's wrong with you? Stop that," said Joan taking a step back from Bill and his roaming hands. "Oh, my God. Don't do that. I'm so embarrassed that you lifted my skirt and felt my ass through my panties. I'm so embarrassed that you exposed my panties to everyone. Wait until Terry hears about this. Trust me, he won't be happy that you sexually assaulted his wife," said Joan.
Once again, when a flash of sexual arousal took hold of her pretty face, she looked at Bill confused. She looked at him conflicted. She looked as if she didn't know what to do and how to react to the touches and feels of Terry's friends.
"I don't know why Terry would tell you about our personal and private sexlife," said Joan. "That's none of your business," she said again to pontificate that point.
Still confused why they were all there, Joan looked from Henry to Bill to Ed and to Dustin.
"Well, we're here to fix all of that," said Ed lifting her short skirt again and holding it up in place in the small of her back to expose the back of her bright, white, bikini panties again.
Joan turned and pulled away from Ed but not before he pulled her panties down to her feet.
"Oh, my God. Stop that. Don't do that," said Joan taking a step away from Ed and brushing down her skirt. "How dare you? What's wrong with you? If you don't stop touching me in that sexually inappropriate way, I'll tell Terry," she said.
Before she had a chance to pull up her panties, Dustin stepped to her to give her a hug.
"Joan, it's okay. Don't be embarrassed. We're all here to help you. We're all here to fix all that's wrong with you and all that's wrong in your sexlife," said Dustin while reaching behind her to touch, feel, and squeeze her shapely, naked ass.
Joan made a sour face while backing away from him.
"There's nothing wrong with me and there's nothing wrong with my sexlife," she protested. "How dare you even say that there is? And how dare you touch, feel, and squeeze my naked ass. What's suddenly gotten into you Dustin to touch and feel me in such an inappropriate, sexual way. Must I remind you that I'm a happily, married woman."
Ignoring her, Dustin continued.
"By making a small, sexual adjustment, we're here to bring you back to the way that you were and should be," said Dustin.
Not done sexually assaulting her, in one quick slide, he reached out his horny hands and pulled down her tube top, too. Before Joan could stop him. Dustin exposed her naked breasts. A telling sign of sexual arousal, her nipples immediately became erect. Clearly, instead of being embarrassed, she was sexually aroused that she was nakedly exposed.
Then, she looked down at herself as if looking to see what Henry, Bill, Ed, and Dustin was seeing of her. She looked back up at the four men with another flash of sexual arousal taking hold of her face. Clearly, instead of being embarrassed that the four men saw her naked ass, her naked pussy, and her naked tits, she was seemed sexually excited that she was so nakedly exposed in front of her husband's four friends.
Touching her naked breasts, Dustin felt her naked tits, fondled her naked tits, and groped her naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. He pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples, before leaning to suck her erect nipples. Reacting too slowly to stop him, shocked, stunned, and humiliated, Joan stared down at her naked breasts again as if to see what they were seeing of her before looking up at the four men with shame mixed with sexual arousal.
"Oh, my God. How dare you? I'm so embarrassed," said Joan covering her naked breasts with her hands while struggling to pull up her top with one hand and pull up her panties with her other hand. "Why would you do that? What's wrong with you, Dustin, for you to sexually assault me in that violent way. I'm mortified that you all saw my naked ass, my naked tits, and my naked pussy," she said feigning her outrage, shame, and embarrassment. "I can't believe you sucked my tits in front of everyone."
Only, something unexpected, a telling look of sexual arousal flashed across her face, yet again as soon as her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy were exposed to the four men. She looked from one man to the other man while another look of sexual arousal flashed across her face, again. Clearly, this was their evidence that they needed to give her their sexual adjustment. All that they were clumsily doing was working.
Not stopping with stripping her nearly, naked, in order to bring her back to the way that she was, this was their conclusive proof that they were on the right track to restore Joan to the wicked whore that she was. This was their conclusive proof that Joan needed to be gangbanged in all three holes multiple times to return her to her old, exhibitionist and nymphomaniac self. Clearly, Joan wanted this sexual adjustment as much as the four men wanted to take Joan, strip her naked, and fuck her multiple times in all three of her holes.
# # #
"Enough of this foolishness. She's ready. We're wasting time. Grab her and take her to the bedroom," said Henry. "After seeing her flash of sexual arousal, before it's too late and she changes her mind, we need to strip her naked, now. Then, we need to gangbang her."
Once in her bedroom, making no move to stop them, without even unzipping it and/or unbuttoning it, Ed stripped off her short skirt. In one, quick downward motion, Bill removed her panties, and ripping it off over her head, Dustin removed her tube top. After just removing three articles of clothes, her skirt, her panties, and her tube top, Joan was naked. She was totally naked in front of her husband's four friends.
Not surprising them at all but expecting her to exhibit this type of sexual behavior, instead of screaming and instead of pushing them away, and instead of being embarrassed, she quickly turned into a sexual animal that she used to be. Touching them and feeling them through their clothes where a modestly moral wife would never touch and feel another man through his clothes, she pulled each man to her. She parted their lips and French kissed them. She made out with them while allowing them to touch and feel her naked body everywhere.
Then, as if she was a Dominatrix who was surrounded by four of her best customers, she ordered them what to do next.
"Someone stick their cock in my hand," she said. "Someone else stick their cock in my mouth. Someone stick their prick in my pussy, and someone else lubricate my ass and stick their dick in my ass. I always wanted to be fucked in all three of my holes at the same time by three men while stroking an erect prick in my hand of a fourth man.
# # #
When Terry arrived home, his wife was there to greet him at the front door. She was wearing her sexiest, shortest, and most low-cut and sheerest nightgown. As soon as he closed the front door behind him, she fell to her knees, unzipped him, pulled out his prick, and sucked him while stroking him. She sucked and stroked his cock as if she was on her Honeymoon. She sucked his prick with great exuberant enthusiasm in the way that she had never sucked his prick before.
Stroking him faster and stroking him harder while sucking him deeper, she didn't stop blowing her husband until he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth and a second load of cum all over her face, hair, and naked breasts. Henry, Bill, Ed, and Dustin emerged from the darkened living room to greet their happy friend. Clearly, they all knew what they needed to do to bring Joan back to the wicked whore that she was.
"You did it! I can't believe you did it! You gave me back my loving wife. You returned her to the whore that she used to be and will always be. Thank you. I thank all of you. I'll be indebted to you for the rest of my life," said Terry.
THE END
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Incestuous Sex is All Around Us
Chapter four:
Sex with my Busty Grandma, Viola
I visited with my grandmother, Viola, when she asked for my help to move some heavy furniture. Something that I never suspected my grandmother to be, I never expected her to be a whore. She was my loving grandmother. Why would I think any less of her? Yet, after having incestuous sex with my mother, my aunt, and my sister, I was curious to see if she's as big of a whore as her daughters, my mother, Vivian, and my aunt, Virginia, and my sister Veronica.
Author's Note:
This is a true story told as it transpired. Vincent asked me to write what sexually happened between him and his 68-year-old grandmother, Viola. After he sexually teased and tempted her by exposing his naked prick to her and kissed her on her lips, she sexually teased him by returning his French kiss with her deep, wet kiss. She willingly made out with her grandson while allowing him to feel her huge, sagging breasts through her clothes.
Not stopping there, with her sexually aroused, she changed into her bathing suit with her bedroom door open enough for her grandson, Vincent, to see his grandmother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. Then, once in the pool, they played Marco Polo, all part of the game, their excuse to touch and feel one another through their bathing suits while making their touches and feels appear accidental. Finally, they both laid out on her pool deck in the hot sun naked before making love and fucking one another.
'I saw my grandmother naked. I can't believe I saw my GILF of a grandmother naked. I fucked my grandmother. I can't believe I fucked my grandmother,' thought Vincent after having sex with her.
# # #
My sixty-eight-year-old grandmother, my mother's and my aunt's mother, invited me over to help her move some heavy furniture. My ulterior motive to visit her, it was a hot day and my grandmother had a beautiful swimming pool in her backyard. Figuring that I'd jump in the pool to cool off after helping her do whatever she wanted and needed me to do, I was dressed in a t-shirt and bathing.
Only, as I always do, I had an ulterior, sexual motive in visiting my grandmother. After having incestuous sex with my mother, my aunt, and my sister, I hoped that I could have incestuous sex with my grandmother, too. The bathing suit that I wore wasn't just any ordinary bathing suit. This was my flashing bathing suit. Testing the sexual waters to see if my grandmother was as big of a whore as her daughters and her granddaughter are, something that I had always wanted to do, I had planned to flash my grandmother my naked, erect cock.
Curious for her reaction, with my flaccid cock peeking out from the leg of my bathing suit, I wondered if she'd look at my expose dick. I wondered if she'd stare at my flaccid prick. Or, I wondered if she'd look away in embarrassment, shame, and disgust that I dared to expose myself to my elderly grandmother.
Yet, daring myself to do so, after her daughters and her granddaughter had sex with me, comparing one to the other, I was eager to have sex with my grandmother, too. What did I have to lose by flashing her? To be honest, I was sexually excited to flash my grandmother. Depending on her reaction to seeing my naked prick, I'll be masturbating over flashing my grandmother for the rest of my life. Hoping that incest ran in our family, either she'd look or she wouldn't.
# # #
Depending on how I sat with my legs open, making a surprised appearance, I'd be flashing my grandmother my flaccid, naked prick. Then, if I developed an erection while flashing her, which, no doubt, I would, while pretending that I didn't know that I was nakedly exposed, my cock would stand tall and proud from the hopeful stare of my granny. I couldn't wait to flash her. I couldn't wait for my grandmother to see my naked cock. I couldn't wait to masturbate tonight and tomorrow morning over my grand mother seeing my naked dick.
Putting my deliberate flashing to the test, as soon as my prick was exposed, I watched my grandmother look over at me. Sexually shocking me, she not only looked but she stared. Leaning forward for a closer look, she stared down at my flaccid, naked prick as if she had never seen a flaccid, naked cock before. Then, with her continuing to stare at my exposed cock, my prick grew bigger and harder until I had a massive erection. As if she was the chosen one, I pretended that I didn't know that my erect cock was pointing directly at her.
'I'm flashing my grandmother my naked cock. I can't believe I'm flashing her my naked, erect prick,' I thought while becoming even more sexually excited that she was staring at my naked dick.
With my grandmother not removing her elderly eyes from my erect, naked cock, hopefully, clearly, she was interested in doing more than just staring at my prick. Instead of just looking, I wondered if she'd take my prick in her wrinkled hand and fondle my cock. I wondered if she'd stroke my prick. I wondered if she'd give me a hand job or if she'd dare to sexually do even more.
Then, when she slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips, she made my naked prick throb and pulsate. Sexually excited by the mere thought of my grandmother blowing me, with her from a different generation, I wondered if my grandmother sucked cock. I wondered if she'd suck my dick. After my mother, my aunt, and my sister blew me and allowed me to cum in their mouths, I'd love nothing more than to have my grandmother blow me.
I'd love nothing more than to cum in my grandmother's mouth while she stared up at me with her beady, brown eyes. I'd love nothing more than to cum all over her wrinkled face and across her big, saggy, naked breasts. In the way that I did with her daughters and with my sister, I'd love nothing more than to give my grandmother a cum bath. I'd love to see my grandmother dripping with cum from her mouth, her hair, her nose, her chin, and her breasts.
# # #
"Thank you so very much for helping me move my credenza, those bookcases, and that heavy dining room table, Vincent," she said leaning into me to give me a well-deserved kiss on the cheek.
Only, just as she was about to kiss my cheek, I quickly and deliberately turned my head and kissed my grandmother on the lips. I kissed my grandmother on her lips. Something that I had never done before but always wanted to sexually do, I couldn't believe that I kissed my grandmother on her lips.
The first time kissing my grandmother on her lips, I was tempted to part her lips with my tongue. Only, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, it was enough that I kissed her on her lips. She seemed surprised that I kissed on the lips but a good sign, instead of pulling away, she returned my kiss with her kiss. I couldn't believe my grandmother kissed me. Then, taking the next sexual step, I so wanted to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her. I so wanted to French kiss my grandmother.
More than curious now, I wondered what my grandmother would do if I parted her lips with my tongue and stuck my tongue in her mouth. I wondered if she'd push me away or if she'd return my French kiss with her deep, wet kiss. With me horny now, I'd love to make out with my grandmother while touching her and feeling her everywhere that a grandson should never feel his grandmother through her clothes. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her giant-sized breasts while fingering her big, erect nipples.
Then, while holding her in my arms, taking the chance that she wouldn't rebuke me and/or push me away, I kissed her again. I kissed my grandmother again. I did it. I really did it. I couldn't believe that I had the audacity to not only kiss my grandmother on her lips again but also to French kiss her again.
'I was making out with my grandmother. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my mother's and my aunt's mother,' I thought.
I parted her lips with my tongue again. I French kissed my grandmother. Surprising me, instead of pulling away, sticking her elderly tongue in my mouth, she returned my French kiss with her French kiss. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my grandmother and she was making out with me.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'This is so thrilling. I never thought I'd be making out with my grandmother. I never thought that I'd be feeling her supersized breasts through her clothes while fingering her erect nipples. Now, I wondered if she'd allow me to strip her naked. I wondered if she'd have sex with me in the way that I yearned to have sex with her.'
Taking that as my green light to sexually continue making out with my grandmother, I felt her huge breasts, first one and then the other, while continuing to French kiss her. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my grandmother while feeling her breasts through her clothes. I couldn't believe she allowed me to make out with her while feeling her huge breasts through her clothes. Something that was as shocking as it was sexually exciting, I couldn't believe she was allowing me to feel her big tits through her clothes.
'I'm feeling my grandmother's tits. I can't believe that I'm not only feeling her tits but also fingering her erect nipples, too,' I thought. 'I'll be masturbating over this tonight and tomorrow morning.'
Then, when her big, erect nipples made their presence known through her bra and blouse, I fingered her erect nipples again. While still making out with my grandmother, I pulled them, turned them, and twisted her nipples through her blouse and bra. I couldn't wait to strip her topless. I couldn't wait to see my grandmother's big, naked breasts. I couldn't wait to suck on her nipples. I couldn't wait to strip her naked. I couldn't wait to see her naked, wrinkled ass.
# # #
Stopping me from doing more, when a look of sexual arousal took hold of her face, I knew that I had sexually excited my grandmother. Instead of taking the next step, stripping herself naked, and taking me to her bedroom, she stopped me cold. Perhaps, my grandmother wasn't the whore that her daughters were and that I hoped and believed her to be. Perhaps, my grandmother didn't want to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. With her from a different generation, perhaps, she's more of a lady that my mother, aunt, and sister.
"You're all heated up," she said clearly trying to cool me off. "Why don't you take a dip in the pool," she said saying what I was thinking as if she could read my mind.
I looked from her to look at the glistening, blue pool water in the backyard. I already had such a huge erection from making out with her and feeling her big breasts through her clothes. I pretended that I didn't know that my erect cock was still exposed. While wondering what she'd do, I was tempted to put my hand on my big, throbbing dick, wrap her fingers around it, and move my hips back and forth for her to masturbate me.
"I'd love to go for a swim, grandma," I said looking back at her still staring at my erect, naked prick.
'Only, the Hell with going for a swim, I'd rather continue making out with my grandmother,' I thought. 'I'd rather continue touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes while French kissing her. Hoping to see her topless and/or naked, I'd rather slowly undress my grandmother,' I thought.
Hoping that she'd want to go for a swim with me and join me in the pool, with her sexually exciting me by staring at my erect prick, I'd love to get my grandmother in the pool. Giving me a loving look, as if she knew what I was doing or trying to do, sexually seduce my grandmother, she smiled at me. Only, this wasn't just a grandmotherly smile. As if she was thinking what I was thinking, having incestuous sex with one another, she gave me a sexy smile with a naughty look.
'Perhaps, my grandmother is the hope that I thought and hoped her to be,' I thought.
# # #
"Actually, going for a swim sounds like fun. Maybe, I'll go for a swim with you, too," said my grandmother with a flash of sexual arousal brightening her face.
As if she could read my mind, I couldn't believe my grandmother was coming in the pool with me. A great way to continue touching and feeling her though her bathing suit, I hoped she'd play Marco Polo with me. I'd love to stick my horny hand down her bathing suit top and feel her naked breasts and nipples. I'd love to stick my hand between her legs and cup her bathing suit clad pussy. I'd love to touch, feel, squeeze, and slap her shapely bathing suit clad ass.
"Excuse me while I change into my one-piece bathing suit. Sorry to disappoint you but my bikini days are long over," she said with a sexy laugh. "In the way that I once did, I no longer have the sexy body to wear a bikini."
Yet, who was she kidding? In the way that my mother and aunt were MILFs, my grandmother was a GILF. She had a great body with a tight, little ass. If I didn't know how old she was, I'd guess that she was in her early fifties instead of in her late sixties.
'I'd love to make love to my grandmother. I'd love to fuck her,' I thought. I'd love for her to blow me. In the way that I ejaculated cum in my aunt's, mother's, and sister's mouths, I'd love to cum in my grandmother's mouth, too. I'd love to watch her staring up at me with my big prick stretching her beautiful mouth while she stroked me and sucked me.'
# # #
Whatever else happened, at least I exposed my naked, erect cock to my grandmother. Instead of her looking away, she actually leaned forward in her chair and stared at my naked prick. Not stopping there, I kissed her on her lips and parted her lips. I French kissed my grandmother and she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss. I was still stunned that I had made out with my grandmother while I felt her enormous breasts through her clothes.
Something that I never expected her to do and was surprised and sexually excited that she did, my grandmother didn't close her bedroom door all the way when undressing to change in her bathing suit. I couldn't believe that she left her bedroom door open just enough that I could see her from the living room and watch her getting undressed in her full-length mirror in her bedroom. I wondered in the way that I had deliberately flashed my grandmother if she was deliberately flashing me or totally unaware, if she was accidentally flashing me.
Taking her sweet time undressing as if she was sexually teasing me, I watched her slowly and seductively unbutton and remove her blouse to expose her big, white brassiere. She unbuttoned one button and looked down to see what that unbuttoned button exposed before unbuttoning the next button. Having never seen anything of my grandmother, not as much as her bra strap, I couldn't believe that a was seeing her in her massive bra now.
She had a huge bra with six hooks in back. I've never seen a six-hook bra. I've never seen such a big bra. Much like her breasts, big boulder holders, her bra was enormous. In the way of a suspension bridge, she had underwire supports.
As if I had never seen a woman's cleavage before, leaning forward in my chair for a better and close look, I stared at my grandmother's long line of sexy cleavage. I'd love to part her cleavage with my erect cock and fuck her tits. Then, not believing she was actually stripping herself naked in front of me, I couldn't believe she was undressing with her bedroom door open enough for me to watch her undressing.
'How sexually exciting is this watching my grandmother remove her clothes. Masturbating over this for the rest of my life, I couldn't wait to masturbate over all of this,' I thought.
As if she was deliberately, sexually, teasing me, I watched her remove her skirt to expose her white, sheer, granny panties. I stared at all that I could see of her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. I stared at the dark patch of pubic hair that I could clearly see through her sheer, white panties.
No doubt, making her horny, I must have sexually aroused her by flashing her my erect, naked prick. Surprising me that she was undressing with her bedroom door open enough for me watch her undressing, my grandmother wasn't dead, yet. At sixty-eight-years-old, she's still active and youthful with her playing tennis and swimming, she didn't look her age.
Seriously, especially now that I was seeing of her partially naked body, if I didn't know how old she was, I'd guess that she was in her early fifties instead of her in her late sixties. Clearly with her good looks and their sexually and shapely bodies running in our family, in the way that my mother, my aunt, and my sister were all hot, my grandmother was hot, too. Hoping that she'd agree to have sex with me, I couldn't wait to have sex with my grandmother.
# # #
Then, as if she was unaware that I was watching her removing her clothes and stripping herself naked, acting unaware that I could see her undressing, deliberately flashing me her bra and panties, she turned to face me. Turning the tables on me, my grandmother flashed me her underwear clad body in the way that I had flashed her my naked prick. Never removing my horny eyes from my grandmother in her sexy bra and sheer, white panties, I couldn't help myself from staring at all that I was seeing of my partially dressed grandmother.
Not done sexually teasing me, not believing what I was seeing, the first time seeing as much of my grandmother sexy and shapely body, I watched her remove her bra straps from her shoulders. I watched as she reached around herself to unhook her massively wide, six hook bra. Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, while I held my breath in sexual anticipation, I watched as she slowly removed her bra straps from her shoulders, first one and then the other.
Finally, while holding her bra cups in place with her hands, she removed one of her bra cups before removing the other one of her bra cups to expose her huge, sagging breasts and big, erect nipples. Never expecting my grandmother to undress without closing her bedroom door, I never expected to watch her undressing. I never expected to see my grandmother topless. I never expected to see my grandmother's huge, naked tits.
'My grandmother's naked breasts. I can't believe I'm seeing her naked tits. She has such big tits. I can't wait to touch them. I can't wait to feel them. I can't wait to fondle them while sucking her erect nipples,' I thought.
If it wasn't enough that I saw my aunt's, my mother's, and my sister's naked tits, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my grandmother's naked tits, too. If it wasn't enough that I had exposed my erect, naked prick to my aunt, my mother, my sister, and now to my grandmother, I couldn't believe it when she exposed her naked body to me. After I saw her in her bra and panties, now, I was seeing her topless.
'After watching this strip tease, definitely, we'd be having sex, incestuous sex,' I thought.
# # #
Having bigger breasts and bigger nipples than my mother and my aunt's, big breasts and big, erect nipples, my grandmother had such big, albeit sagging tits. Then, something I didn't expect her to do, figuring she'd leave her panties on and wear them under her bathing suit, while facing me, as if sexually teasing me, she slowly slid down her panties. Exposing her naked, brown and grey, bushy pussy to me, my grandmother was naked, totally naked. Not only had I seen her naked breasts and her erect nipples but now I was seeing her naked, bushy pussy, too.
Untrimmed and all natural, she had such a big, grey and brown bush. I could only imagine what it must feel like to bury my face in my grandmother's wild, bushy forest of pubic hair. I'd love nothing better than to masturbate my grandmother while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her nipples.
Licking her while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her hairy pussy, I'd love nothing better than to eat my grandmother's cunt. With her flashing not done, with her bending at the waist, she flashed me her naked ass when she turned to grab her bathing suit from her bottom, dresser drawer. I stared at her naked cunt and her naked ass in the way that I stared at her naked breasts and in the way that she stared at my naked prick.



Destined that we'd be having incestuous sex, something so sexually forbidden, I'd love to have incestuous sex with my grandmother. I'd love to make love to her before fucking her. In the way that I gave my sister multiple, sexual orgasms, I'd love to give my grandmother multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
While wondering what she sounded like and looked like when cumming, I'd love to see and hear my grandmother cum. I'd love her to call my name while cumming. I'd love to give her the sexual experience that she deserved and hasn't had in years.
Never have I been as sexually excited since the first time that I saw Mimi Rogers naked in the movie, Full Body Massage. Only, my grandmother had much bigger breasts than Mimi Rogers. Definitely F cups, her breasts were as big as Christina Hendricks and Sofia Vergara's naked breasts.
While wondering if she had deliberately flashed me, or if she absentmindedly had forgotten to close her bedroom door, I couldn't believe I was seeing my grandmother naked. Naked, my grandmother is naked. Naked, I'm seeing my grandmother naked. After having sex with my sexy sister, I'll be masturbating tonight and tomorrow morning over watching her strip herself naked and hopefully having sex with my GILF of a grandmother.
In the way that I had flashed my grandmother my naked prick, she flashed me her round, naked ass, her naked, bushy pussy, and her big, naked breasts. I hoped this was a prelude to us having sex, incestuous sex. I couldn't wait to make out with my grandmother again. I couldn't wait to French kiss her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a grandson should never touch and feel his grandmother again. I couldn't wait to get her in her pool.
I couldn't wait to make love to my grandmother. In the way that I made love to and fucked my sister, I couldn't wait to not only make love to my grandmother but also, I couldn't wait to fuck her. With the both of them next on my list, instead of having them just blow me, I couldn't wait to make love to and fuck my aunt and my mother, too. In the way that I ejaculated cum in their mouths and all over their pretty faces, while hoping to make my mother, my aunt, and/or my sister pregnant, I couldn't wait to cum in their pussies, too.
I couldn't wait to stick my prick in my grandmother's elderly hand and have her masturbate me. I couldn't wait to stick my stiff prick in my grandmother's mouth and have her suck me. I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth and all over her face. I couldn't wait to give my grandmother a cum bath. In the way that I gave my sister, Veronica, multiple orgasms, I couldn't wait to give my grandmother, Viola, multiple, sexual orgasms.
# # #
After exposing myself to my grandmother and after she exposed herself to me, I took that as my invitation to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her bathing suit clad body while playing Marco Polo with her in the pool. While wondering if she'd allow me to sexually touch and feel her, I couldn't wait to feel her bathing suit clad, breasts, ass, and pussy. I couldn't wait to stick my horny hand down her bathing suit top to fondle her huge, naked breasts and finger her giant, erect nipples.
As soon as we climbed in the pool, something that we always did and something that I loved to doing with my grandmother, we played Marco Polo. Free with my hands while making my touches and feels seem accidental, with my horny hands submerged beneath the water, I loved touching and feeling my grandmother's bathing suit clad ass, pussy, and breasts. Returning the sexual favor, I loved her touching and feeling me, too. Clearly, she enjoyed fondling my erect prick through my bathing suit as much as I loved feeling her tits, ass, and pussy through her bathing suit.
"Marco Polo," I said reaching out my horny hands to touch and feel grandmother's huge tits and finger her big, erect nipples.
Every time I touched, felt, fondled, and groped her huge bathing suit clad breasts, instead of pushing me away, she laughed. Clearly, my grandmother loved the sexual attention that I paid her and her big tits. Seemingly, a long time since anyone paid her any sexual attention, she enjoyed being felt up by her grandson. Then, when it was her turn to be it, when I allowed her to grab me, with her not very subtle about it, instead of grabbing my arm, she grabbed and groped my erection through my bathing suit.
Taking her groping my erection as a green light, I stuck my horny hand down her bathing suit top and felt and fondled her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. After she continued fondling my bathing suit clad erection, with her not stopping me, I removed her bathing suit straps from her shoulders. Daring myself to do so, I pulled down the front of her bathing suit. Again, with her not stopping me, I couldn't believe that I exposed my grandmother's naked breasts to my horny eyes. I couldn't believe that my grandmother was topless. I was seeing her naked breasts and erect nipples.
I couldn't believe that I had pulled down the bodice of my grandmother's bathing suit. As shocked as I was sexually excited, again, I couldn't believe my grandmother was topless. I couldn't believe that I had exposed my grandmother's huge, naked breasts to my horny eyes. As if I was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked, erect nipples. Moreover, not stopping me, as if she wanted me to see her naked tits up close, I couldn't believe my grandmother allowed me to expose her naked breasts to my horny eyes.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Vinnie. I'm topless," she said looking down at her naked breasts before looking up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "You naughty boy, you stripped your grandmother topless," she said.
Acting embarrassed that I was seeing her naked tits, she acted ashamed that I was seeing her naked breasts. Yet, I knew better. I knew that she wanted me to see her big, naked breasts as much as I wanted to see her big, naked tits.
"Oh, my God. You can see my naked tits," she said looking down at her naked breasts before looking up at me with a face full of sexual arousal. "I'm so embarrassed," she said feigning her embarrassment and not even covering her naked breasts with her hands and/or with her forearms.
Instead, of making a move to pull up her bathing suit top and replace her bathing suit straps, she cupped her big tits in the palms of her hands and slid slow fingers across her erect nipples. Instead of covering her naked breasts with her hands and/or with her forearms, standing tall, she threw her shoulders back and puffed out her chest to make her huge tits look even bigger. Then, sexually teasing me, while staring up at me staring at her naked breasts, she raised her big tits to her mouth to suck them while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'In the same way that my mother, my aunt, and my sister are incestuous whores, my grandmother is an incestuous whore, too. I couldn't wait to suck her big, erect nipples while fondling her naked breasts.'
Taking this as my chance to strip myself naked, with her unaware what I was doing while she was on the other side of the pool with her eyes closed, I removed my bathing suit. I quickly stroked my cock to a full erection. In the way that my grandmother was topless, I was naked. Wondering what her reaction would be when she touched and felt my erect, naked prick, I couldn't wait to shock her. Hopefully, she'd take me in her hand to stroke me.
Only, I couldn't sexually shock my grandmother. Having sexually lived through it all with three husbands, my grandmother was sexually shockproof. She loved touching, fondling, groping, and stroking my naked cock as much as I her love touching, feeling, fondling, and groping my naked prick and as much as I loved touching, feeling, fondling, and groping her naked tits. Grandma was a whore; she was definitely a whore. Now, I couldn't wait for her to blow me. I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth. I couldn't wait to make love to her before fucking her.
"Marco Polo," she said while swimming towards me.
As soon as she swam up to me, she reached down for my bathing suit clad cock. Surprising her, she grabbed a whole handful of my naked, erect prick and testicles. As if she was fondling her dildo, she fondled the head of my naked prick. I couldn't believe my grandmother was holding my naked, erect prick in her elderly hand while slowly stroking me.
"Oh, Vincent, it's been twenty-years since I've had a hard prick in my hand. Let's get some sun, shall we? I need to see your naked cock up-close."
In the way that I had removed my bathing suit, my grandmother removed her bathing suit, too. In the way that I was naked, my grandmother was naked, too. I couldn't believe my grandmother was naked. I had never seen my grandmother topless and/or naked in the way that I was seeing her topless and naked now. Looking good for an old broad, for a sixty-eight-year-old woman, she had an incredibly, beautiful, sexy, and shapely body.
While staring at all that she was showing and all that I was seeing, again, she had quite the shapely and sexy body for an elderly woman. When she finally retired to a nursing home, no doubt, the elderly men would have some sexy fun with her. Now, with the both of us naked, we rested on our backs on the pool deck. While she fondled my erect prick, I fingered her big nipples with one hand and fingered her naked pussy with my other hand.
Then, surprising me by mounting me and shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, my grandmother made slow, sweet love to me while French kissing me before fucking me. I couldn't believe my sweet and loving grandmother was fucking me. She humped me as fast and as hard as I humped her. Forget about making love, we were fucking. I was fucking my grandmother and she was fucking me.
To be continued with Chapter 5, Sex with my Mother-in-law, Mary.
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My Stepmom's Best Friend, Emma, #1
Sexually attracted to my stepmother's best friend, Emma, I'm hoping to date her.
# # #
This true story was written for Joe. He asked me to write this story about what sexually happened between his stepmother's best friend, Emma, and him. Love at first sight and the love of his life, even though she's fifteen-years-older than him, he fell in love with a much older woman.
# # #
Today, when I went to watch the women's softball league play, something fun to do while hoping to get lucky with one of the women, I noticed someone new, a substitute player. Difficult not to notice her, with her a little older than the rest of the players, she had huge breasts that bounced up and down whenever she ran to catch a fly ball. A beautiful woman, she was even sexier in her tight fitting, softball uniform and sexy, softball cap. Seemingly, the team didn't have a softball uniform to fit her huge tits and her round, shapely ass.
Literally attracting a crowd, for obvious reasons, not that she was a great softball player but she had a small crowd of horny and admiring men watching her play. Who wouldn't watch her? I couldn't take my eyes off of her.
Unless it's a benefit game put on by strippers to bring more business to their strip club, it's not every day that I see someone with huge breasts playing softball. Indeed, instead of having an out of shape body, she had a beautiful body and a fabulous figure. For a woman her age, she was in better physical condition than her teammates who were a dozen years younger than her.
Every time she bent at the waist to field a ground ball, every man sitting in the stands, including myself, stared at her shapely ass. Every time she ran to field a fly ball, something that was so mesmerizing to watch and hypnotizing to see, I stared at her bouncing boobs. Unable to help myself from wondering, I wondered what size breasts she had. Especially when forced to fit that tight uniform, she had the biggest tits that I ever saw.
Difficult not to imagine her without her clothes, I wondered what she looked like in her bra and panties. I wondered what she looked like topless. I wondered what she looked like naked. I couldn't help myself from imagining her naked and having sex with me. As if applauding her fielding, my cock throbbed and pulsated with every erotic, movement of her while she played softball.
Every time she fielded a ball, she tugged at her tight baseball shirt. Clearly, they had trouble finding a shirt to fit her big breasts. Tugging at her softball pants, her shapely ass completely filled the back of her uniform. With her born with a hot body of a stripper or a porn star, she wasn't meant to wear a softball uniform but a low-cut, sexy gown. For sure, I didn't have to see her naked ass or her big, naked breasts to know that she had a very, shapely and sexy body.
Keeping to herself when on the bench while the rest of the women joked around and laughed, she sat away from everyone else while quietly spitting out sunflower seeds. Her hair was natural blonde and, able to see them even from across the softball field, her eyes were a bright blue. She was plenty attractive enough for me to want to know more about her, at least her name. Forsaking her high heels for baseball cleats, she seemed tall. With the cleats making her an inch or two taller, I estimated her height without the cleats to be 5'10" tall.
Difficult not to notice, the most notable thing about her that I immediately noticed, other than her long, blonde hair and bright, blue eyes was her gigantic breasts. Who has breasts like that? No one has breasts like that unless they're the vision of a plastic surgeon and fake.
With nothing average about her or her big breasts, they were as massive as they were magnificent. Her huge breasts were reminiscent of Christina Hendricks' breasts in Mad Men and Sofia Vergara's breasts in Modern Family. Both women have F cups that are equal to triple D cups. If she didn't have triple D cups, easily had 34, double D cup breasts. With them all having D cup breasts, she had bigger breasts that Katy Perry, Kim Kardashian, Selma Hayek, Jennifer Connelly, Heidi Klum, and Halle Berry.
After measuring them with my trained, breast sizer eyes, it wouldn't have surprised me if she had F cups. A sucker for a woman with big tits, giving women another dimension to touch, feel, fondle, and suck, I love big tits, the bigger the better. I loved her big tits. I've never dated a woman with smaller breasts that a C cup. If I was fortunate enough to date this woman, she'd have the biggest breasts of any woman that I dated.
# # #
Curious about her, wanting to at least to know her name, so that when masturbating myself over her while imagining her naked and having sex with me, I'd know what to call her. When I left the softball field shortly after 3:30 pm, I asked a friend of my stepmother's sitting beside me with her two kids, if she knew who that woman was. She looked at me oddly as if I should know who the woman was.
"That's Emma," she laughed. "She's your stepmother's best friend. Perhaps you didn't recognize her in her sexy, tight-fitting uniform," she said laughing again.
'My stepmother's best friend,' I thought? 'Seriously? I'm surprised I never met her.'
With her looking a little bit younger than my stepmother's age, easily, she was fifteen-years older than me. Yet, no matter. I didn't care how old she was. My kind of woman, she was beautiful. She was sexy. She was shapely, and she had huge breasts.
Then, a sensation of dread took hold of me. I wondered if she was married. I wondered if she had children. I wondered if she was already in a serious relationship with a man more her age. If she was single and unattached, I wondered if she'd be willing to date a much younger man.
# # #
Eager to know more about her, I asked my stepmother about her best friend.
"I saw Emma playing softball today," I said. My stepmother looked at me that I not only saw Emma but also that I knew who her name. "Just wondering. Is she in a serious relationship with anyone? Is she married? How old is she? What size breasts does she have?"
My stepmother laughed.
"Hold your horses. Calm down. No, she's not married nor is she in a serious relationship with anyone. She's divorced," she said. "She's sworn off men after her last relationship soured. "She just turned 39-years-old. You'll be happy to know that she has really big tits," said my stepmother with a dirty laugh. "She has 34 F cup breasts."
Wanting to know more about Emma, I asked another question.
"Does she have children?"
While wondering about my inquisition, my stepmother looked at me with curiosity.
"She doesn't have children. She can't conceive. They talked about adopting but divorced before they did," she said.
With Emma my stepmother's best friend, I was surprised she never told me about her.
"I'm surprised you never brought her to the house. I'm surprised I never met her," I said.
"Well, with me always working and not having any free time, rushing home to cook for you, we'd meet for lunch or, once in a while, for a drink after work. Usually, I go to her place," she said with a pause, "um, to talk."
Suspicious of my stepmother's secretive relationship with her best friend, I wondered what that pause was about. I sensed that something wasn't right about my stepmother's relationship with her best friend. With nothing surprising me, I wondered if they were bi-sexual. I wondered if they were having a lesbian affair.
"Now, that you mention it, it is interesting that I never invited her home," she said with a nervous, little laugh. "It's interesting that she's never met you," she said while looking at me with a curious eye.
She looked at me again while clearly wondering what my intentions were.
"You're not interested in her, are you," she asked?
I looked at my stepmother while making a face.
"Duh? Who wouldn't be interested in her? She's a beautiful woman," I said while imagining her naked and having sex with me. "I'd love to meet her."
My stepmother laughed.
"Would you really like to meet her," asked my stepmother?"
I couldn't believe my stepmother was going to arrange for me to meet Emma.
"Meet her? I'd love to not just meet her but I'd love to date her," I said with a nervous laugh.
My stepmother looked at me as if she didn't believe that I was serious.
"I didn't know that you were into older woman," she said. "She's old enough to be your mother, Joey," she said with a laugh.
She made a disapproving face.
"So," I said? "She's very pretty and sexy. I'd like to meet her. I'd love ask her out. What do you think? Do you think she'd go out with me? Does she date younger men?"
My stepmother shrugged, made a face, and nodded her head.
"I'll invite her over for you to meet her. Yet, don't be surprised if she turns you down. I've never known her to date a younger man," she said.
# # #
My stepmother gave me a curious look.
"What is it that you like about her," she asked with a dirty laugh as if she didn't know what my attraction was to Emma.
I put my cupped hands in front of my chest.
"Well, you know me. I love big breasted women," I said while staring at my stepmother's D cup breasts.
She looked down at where I was staring.
"I figured as much," she said with a dirty laugh. "You're a horny bugger when it comes to big breasted women. You're always staring at my breasts while undressing me with your horny eyes," she said with another laugh.
I laughed, too.
'I am a horny bugger when it comes to big, breasted women.' I thought. 'I can't help myself. I love women with big tits, especially beautiful, sexy, and shapely women.'
"Sorry, I can't help myself. You have big tits, too, Mom," I said taking that as my opportunity to stare at her bra and blouse clad breasts longer and harder. "Yet, her breasts are enormous," I said with the imagined image of her naked breasts filling my horny imagination.
I paused while thinking of Emma's naked breasts.
"Who has breasts like that? No one has breasts that big. They're not implants, are they? Do you think they're real?"
My stepmother rolled her eyes while giving me a jealous look.
"Oh, trust me, I've seen her naked in the women's shower at the gym. Her breasts aren't fake. They're all natural," said my stepmother. "I've never seen a woman with bigger, natural breasts than Emma's big tits."
# # #
'Whoa! Wait. What am I thinking? A sexual relationship with Emma? I should be so lucky. With her super-hot, and much younger than me, she was way out of my league. Yet, who could ask for a better response from my stepmother than her asking Emma about me on my behalf,' I thought? 'Wanting to believe that she was, hopefully, Emma was as sexually interested in me as I was sexually interested in her.'
My stepmother gave me the eye before giving me her words of warning.
"Be careful what you say to Emma, because if you come on to her too strong, she'll likely take you home and screw your brains out," said my stepmother with a dirty laugh. "An understatement, she has the sexual libido of a horny man. She loves sex. She loves sucking and fucking."
'What? She'll take me home and screw my brains out? Wow! What a way to die,' I thought.
I couldn't believe what my stepmother confessed about her best friend.
'Clearly, she's my kind of woman. She loves sex. She loves sucking and fucking,' I thought.
"With her always horny, Emma truly loves sex, especially sucking cock. She loves sucking cock. A compliment to her for a blowjob well done, she loves it when a man cums in her mouth and all over her face," said my stepmother. "She loves it when a man cums all over her face and across her naked breasts. She loves receiving cum baths."
'My stepmother was making me hot and horny. Finally, I found my perfect woman. Finally, I found my love match. I found a woman who not only has big tits but also, a woman who loves sucking cock. She loves it when a man not only cums in her mouth but also all over her face, too,' I thought. "I'd definitely would love to give Emma a cum bath."
I don't know if I looked more stunned or happy, but however I looked, it caused my stepmother to chuckle and reiterate that she wasn't joking with me about Emma's overactive libido. Now, when thinking of Emma, instead of only thinking of her giant breasts, I thought or her blowing me. I thought of cumming in her mouth and all over her face.
"Seriously, Joey, you may not be able to handle Emma. She may be too much woman for you. She's quite the handful when it comes to sex," said my stepmother with a dirty laugh. "Her last boyfriend left her because she wanted more sex than he was able to give her. With her wanting him to make love to her and fuck her every night, before he left for work, she wanted to suck his cock every morning."
'Wow,' I thought. 'What man would turn her down for sex? With me working from home, I'd fuck her every night and allow her to blow me every morning, then, I'd fondle her big tits and finger her erect nipples in between' I thought. 'I'd love to cum in Emma's beautiful mouth and all over her face while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Making her my woman, as if a dog leaving his scent, I'd love to give her a cum bath.'
# # #
Alas and unfortunately, Emma was in a different class all her own. Not only did she have, huge triple D breasts, but she was a world class beauty. Falling in love with her, love at first sight, she was someone that I'd want to have a long-term sexual relationship with. She was beautiful, sexy, and shapely.
I couldn't wait to formally meet her. I couldn't wait to talk to her. I couldn't wait to get her alone. Actually, forget about the sex, with her not too old to have children, she was someone who I could marry and have children with. With her having the total package, she was a rare beauty. I'd love to have a woman like her in my life.
With absolutely nothing to lose and everything to gain, setting my self-confidence on high, I decided to approach Emma after my stepmother's introduction. I decided to let her know the interest that I had in her, whether sexual or otherwise. With this my only chance to bed her, while hoping that she wasn't out of my league, swinging for the fences, I hoped she'd agree to date me. With her presently not having anyone else in her life, hoping beyond hope, I hoped she'd agree to have sex with me.
A total understatement, I'd love to have sex with her. I'd love to see her topless. I'd love to touch, feel, fondle, and suck her huge, naked breasts.
I'd love to see her naked. I'd love to see her round, naked ass. I'd love to touch, feel, and squeeze her naked ass.
I'd love to see her blonde, trimmed pussy. I'd love to finger her naked cunt while licking her naked cunt. I'd love to give her multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
I'd love to make slow and sweet love to her before fucking her hard and fast enough for her to cum. I'd love for her to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in her mouth and all over her face while fondling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
# # #
That very night, my stepmother called Emma on the phone.
"I told Emma about you," said my stepmother. "I told her that you're interested in dating her," she said. "I told her how young you are," she said with a laugh.
While hoping that she'd say yes to not only meeting me but also to dating me, I looked at my stepmother with sexual excitement.
"And...what did she say? What did she say? Tell me. What did she say?"
My stepmother laughed. Then, she gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Calm down. Give me a minute to think. She said that she'll meet with you at the house under one condition," she said.
I looked at my stepmother shocked.
'Emma agreed to meet with me. She agreed to come to my house. Oh, my God. Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Condition? What condition,' I wondered.
"Anything. I'll agree to any condition that she has to meet her," I said.
My stepmother laughed.
"Don't you want to know her condition?"
I nodded my head.
"What's her condition?"
My stepmother gave me another sexy smile and another naughty look.
"Her condition is..." she said pausing. "Before she can date you and before she can have sex with you, if it comes to that, she needs to know what you're like in bed.
I made a face while looking at my stepmother.
"What I'm like in bed?" I shrugged. "I don't know. I'm great," I said with a dirty laugh. "I'm the best. Tell her that there's no one better in bed than me."
My stepmother laughed.
"Not so fast lover," she said with another pause. "Emma agreed that you must have sex with me first."
I couldn't believe my ears. My stepmother wanted me to have sex with her first before having sex with Emma. A condition that I can easily fulfill, I've always been sexually attracted to my stepmother. I've always wanted to have sex with her. I wondered if she sucked cock.
"What? Seriously? Emma wants me to have sex with you first? Why?"
My stepmother nodded her head.
"She wanted me to make sure for her that you're a worthy, sexual partner."
I shrugged again while making a face. That didn't make any sense.
"And you're willing to go along with that? You're willing to have sex with me, your stepson as your condition before Emma has sex with me?"
My stepmother beamed me a big smile.
"Clearly, you've been unaware of my sexual attraction to you. I've been wanting to have sex with you ever since you turned 18-years-old," she said. "After catching you masturbating and cumming, I've been wanting to blow you. I've been dying to suck your cock. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth before cumming in my pussy."
Stunned that my stepmother wanted to have sex with me, I was shocked. My stepmother wanted to have sex with me in the way that I wanted to have sex with Emma. I had no idea that she wanted to blow me. I had no idea that she wanted to not only suck my cock but also that she wanted me to cum in her mouth. Who knew that my stepmother was sexually attracted to me in the same way that I was sexually attracted to Emma?
# # #
"Okay. Let's do this," I said unbuttoning my shirt.
My stepmother laughed at my sexual eagerness to have sex with her.
"Let's go to my bedroom, shall we?"
As soon as I entered her bedroom, as if she was a Dominatrix that I hired to sexually punish me, she pushed me back on her bed. As if I was a child unable to undress himself, she started undressing me. Stripping me naked, she removed my sneakers, my pants, my shirt, my t-shirt, and then my underwear. Then, as if she was an artist and I was her nude model, she took a step back while staring at my naked, erect cock.
"Nice cock," she said. "Emma will like that. She loves men with big pricks and you have a very big dick."
Then, slowly removing her clothes. I couldn't believe my horny eyes. As if she was a stripper on stage, my MILF of a stepmother gave me a slow striptease.
Not wanting to miss her striptease show, when she started undressing, I watched her remove her clothes as if I was watching a porn movie. Sexually teasing me, as if she was a stripper ready to dance around a pole, I watched her slowly and seductively unbutton her blouse. She unbuttoned one button and looked down to see what that unbutton revealed before unbuttoning the next button.
She looked up at me to see my reaction to seeing her long, line of sexy cleavage and what I could see of her big, white brassiere. With me having a thing for breasts, especially big breasts, and my stepmother having big, D cup breasts, I stared at her long, line of sexy cleavage. I couldn't wait for her to remove her bra. I'd love to stick my prick between my stepmother's tits and fuck her big breasts. I'd love to cum all over her breasts.



To be honest with women looking better in their bras and panties than they do topless and/or naked, I stared at her in her bra as I had never seen a woman in her bra before. Finally, with her blouse unbuttoned, she removed her blouse. Continuing to sexually tease me, while sexually seducing me, she took her time folding her blouse and placing it on a chair. Dressed in her big, white brassiere and her short skirt, she was so sexy. I've never been with a woman who had had such a beautiful and shapely body as my stepmother.
Then, continuing her slow sexual seduction of me, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt to expose her sheer, bright, white, bikini panties. Taking her all in, I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and what I could see of her pussy slit and her patch of trimmed, brown, pubic hair through her sheer panties. Incredibly shaped and developed as if chiseled from stone by Michelangelo's steady hand, she had such a shapely ass. As much as I loved touching and feeling her bra clad breasts, I couldn't wait to touch, feel, and squeeze her panty clad ass.
Now, wearing my favorite outfit, a low-cut bra and sexy, bikini panties, I love seeing her in her revealing underwear. Again, my personal preference, most women look better in their sexy, low-cut bras and sheer, revealing panties than they do topless and/or naked. Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I watched her reach around herself to unhook her bra.
# # #
Finally, she unceremoniously pushed down her panties and kicked them off. As if she was a nude model, she turned her naked body one way before turning the other way. Again, exquisitely formed, she had an incredible ass. Imagining her modeling for an artist, her naked body was a nude artist's dream.
Even though my stepmother was nearly naked, I couldn't stop thinking about Emma without her clothes. I couldn't believe she wasn't married. I couldn't understand why any man who had the absolute privilege of seeing Emma without her clothes wouldn't get down on one knee and propose marriage to her.
As far as I was concerned, not considering anyone else, the search for the perfect woman was over. There's not another woman on the planet more beautiful, shapelier, and sexier than her. Even though I had just met her and knew relatively little about her other than she loved sports, dogs, and had a taller and prettier sister, I already wanted to marry her.
My stepmother continued slowly removing her clothes. She was naked, totally naked. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my stepmother's naked body. I couldn't wait to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. I couldn't wait to make love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her. I couldn't believe that I was finally going to fuck my stepmother.
She sat on her bed and then laid back as if she expected me to immediately mount her missionary style. Instead of mounting her, with her naked, I wanted to continue making out with her while touching her and feeling her beautiful body everywhere. I wanted to give her what other men failed to give her. As if I was auditioning for Emma, I wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock before making slow, sweet love to her and before fucking her hard and fast.
# # #
"Before I fuck you, I need to devour you. Before I make love to you, I need to give you multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock," I said.
She laughed.
"What? Devour me? You actually want to eat me," she asked seemingly surprised? "You want to eat your stepmother's pussy? I can't believe that you want to eat my pussy," she said. "All that most men want to do is fuck me after I blow them," she said laughing again. "After seeing my tits, fondling my breasts, and sucking my nipples, they just want to cum in my mouth," she said with disappointment.
She stared down at my naked prick that stuck straight out as if pointing to her and choosing her as the most special one.
"If I knew you were going to do all of that, I would have sexually solicited you years ago. I thought you might just jump on me like the rest of the perverts that I've had the horrible regret of sexually being with," she said. "I had no idea that you wanted to take your time to ravish my naked body."
Ready to finger and lick her pussy, I stared at her with sexual excitement. I couldn't wait to eat her. I couldn't wait to turn her over on her stomach, stick my tongue up her beautiful ass, and toss her salad. I couldn't wait to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my tongue and with my fingers.
Then, taking my time with her beautiful body, I couldn't wait to make slow, sweet love to my stepmother while French kissing her. Finally, humping her harder and humping her faster, I couldn't wait to fuck her. Giving her another sexual orgasm but this time with my cock, I couldn't wait to cum inside of her.
To be continued...
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My Stepmom's Best Friend, Emma #2
Joey has sex with his mother's best friend.
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 01:
A condition that Emma, my stepmother's best friend, set as the only provision that she'd have sex with me, she wanted me to have sex with my stepmother first to prove that I was a worthy lover. I was as shocked as I was sexually excited. I never heard of such a thing. I never had sex with my stepmother but, as long as she was willing, I was ready to have sex with her now. Yet, happy that she made that her condition, I couldn't have thought of a better condition than that myself.
If it wasn't enough that Emma wanted me to have sex with my stepmother, I was stunned that my stepmother consensually agreed to Emma's sexual condition and would willingly have sex with me. If it wasn't surprising enough that Emma wanted me to have sex with my stepmother, Carol, I was shocked that my stepmother wanted to have sex with me. Something so strictly forbidden, I couldn't believe that I was about to have sex with Carol.
Before I even knew who Emma was, sexually shocking but true, something neither one of them would have known, I had always wanted to have sex with my stepmother. Yet, in one stroke of a brush, hopefully, I'd not only soon be having sex with my stepmother but also, I'd be having sex with her best friend, Emma, too. I was so happy that I had wandered down to the softball field to watch the woman play. I was so happy that I watched Emma playing softball.
The shocking truth, something that was hard to wrap my head around, obviously, my stepmother wanted to have sex with me in the way that I wanted to have sex with her and her best friend, Emma. Filled with sexual anticipation, I couldn't believe it.
A long time developing, I was finally going to see, touch, feel, and fondle my stepmother's naked breasts. I was finally going to see and make love to her beautiful, naked body. I can't count how many times I masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with me. With her sterile and not able to have children, I was finally going to fuck my stepmother and cum in her wet, warm pussy.
A shocking revelation, I had no idea that my stepmother wanted to have sex with me, too. I had no idea that she wanted to blow me. I had no idea that she wanted to not only suck my cock but also that she wanted me to cum in her mouth. I can't count how many times I masturbated over my stepmother blowing me and allowing me to cum in her mouth.
I was as stunned as I was sexually excited with the sexual anticipation of having sex with the both of them. Who knew that my stepmother was sexually attracted to me in the same way that I was sexually attracted to her and in the same way that I was sexually attracted to her best friend, Emma? After all these years of living with a woman as my stepmother, it took her best friend to arrange for us to have sex, forbidden sex. If I knew then what I know now, I would have sexually solicited and seduced my stepmother years ago.
# # #
"Okay, Mom. I'm ready. Let's do this," I said unbuttoning my shirt.
Jumping the gun, mMy stepmother, Carol, made a face and laughed at my sexual eagerness to have sex with her.
"Wait a minute, speedy. Let's go to my bedroom first, shall we? We'll be more comfortable there on my bed than in the living room on the couch or on the floor fucking like animals."
'Fucking like animals,' I thought. 'Whenever I saw her in one of her short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgowns, I thought of stripping my stepmother naked and fucking her like an animal. I couldn't count how many times I was tempted to walk up behind her and pull the hem of her nightgown up and over her head to tie it in a knot on her head. Then, cutting a hole where her mouth was, I'd move her to her knees and stick my erect prick in her mouth.'
Only, now, I didn't have to do any of that. I didn't have to force my stepmother to have sex with me. She was willing to have consensual sex with me. Thanks to her best friend, Emma, shocking but true, I couldn't believe I was about to have sex with my stepmother.
"Okay," I said following her to her bedroom in the way of a dog following its owner.
As soon as I entered her bedroom, someplace that I had been denied access to before, she was no longer the submissive one but the aggressor. Aas if she was a Dominatrix that I hired to sexually punish me, she put her palm to my chest and pushed me back back on her bed. Then, aAs if I was a child unable to undress myhimself, she slowly and seductively started undressing me. Stripping me naked, she removed my sneakers, my socks, my pants, my shirt, my t-shirt, and then my underwear. As soon as she started undressing me, I had an erection.
How hot was that for my stepmother to voluntarily strip me naked? Having always wanted to expose myself to my stepmother, I didn't have to. She exposed myself to her. I was naked.
Something I always wanted to be but never had the courage to do, I was totally naked in front of her. Then, as if she was an artist and I was her nude model, she took a step back while staring at my naked, erect cock. I couldn't believe my MILF of a stepmother was staring at my naked cock in the way that I couldn't wait to stare at her naked tits.
Shocking me, clearly, she wanted to see my naked, erect prick as much as I wanted to show her my naked prick. She wanted to see my naked prick as much as I wanted to see her naked tits. Again, something that I was tempted to do but didn't have to do, I was tempted to masturbate in front of my stepmother.
The first time exposing myself prick to my stepmother, if it wasn't enough that she had stripped me naked, I couldn't believe she was staring at my erect, naked prick. TemporarilyUnbelievably, I forgot all about Emma until my stepmother, Carol, mentioned her name. Since the first timefirst-time seeing Emma on the softball field bouncing her tits while running to catch a flyball, never had I been as sexually excited, as I was now with my stepmother seeing me naked. I couldn't wait for her to return the favor and undress. I couldn't wait to see my stepmother naked, too.
"Nice cock," she said sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips while never removing her eyes from my engorged prick. "Emma will like that," she said looking up at me and making eye contact with me before staring down at my naked prick again. "A very talented cocksucker, she loves men with big pricks and you have a very big dick. Once I tell her about your big dick, Joey, I'm sure that she'll want to suck ityou."
# # #
Giving me a vision of paradise, I imagined Emma stroking my cock while sucking my cock as I fondled her enormous breasts. I imagined her staring up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes while my prick filled her mouth. Then, I imagined cumming in her mouth and all over her beautiful face. I imagined giving Emma, the woman of my dreams, a cum bath.
Then, quickly returning my thoughts to my stepmother, she started sexually teasing me. Sshe slowly started removing her clothes. I couldn't believe my horny eyes. I couldn't believe she was voluntarily stripping herself naked. I couldn't believe that I was finally going to see Carol naked.
Something she's never done; I couldn't believe she was undressing in front of me. As if she was a stripper on stage, my MILF of a stepmother gave me a slow striptease. Never seeing as much than her bra strap before, a real forbidden treat, I couldn't wait to see her in her bra and panties. I couldn't wait to see her topless. I couldn't wait to see her naked.
Not wanting to miss her striptease show, when she started undressing, I made myself comfortable on her bed and watched her remove her clothes as if I was watching a porn movie. Continuing to sSexually teaseing me, as if she was a stripper ready to dance around a pole before giving me a lap dance, I watched her slowly and seductively unbutton her blouse. I fondled my already stiff prick while watching herShe unbuttoned one button her blouse. She and looked down to see what thateach unbuttoned button revealed before looking up at me and before unbuttoning the next button.
'She such a tease. My stepmother is so sexy,' I thought.
After unbuttoning the next button, she looked up at me again to see my reaction to seeing her long, sexy line of sexy cleavage and what I could see of her the tops of her meaty breasts and her big, white brassiere. I couldn't believe my stepmother was undressing in front of me while I watched. With me having a thing for breasts, especially big breasts, especially my stepmother's breasts, and with Carolmy stepmother having big, D cup breasts, I stared at her long, line of sexy cleavage.
As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I couldn't wait for herher to remove her bra. I couldn't wait to see her big, naked breasts. I couldn't wait to touch, feel, fondle, and suck her big, naked tits. I never thought I'd see Carol stripping herself naked. I never thought I'd be having my sexual way with my stepmother's tits.
My sexual reward for wanting to have sex with her best friend, I not only couldn't wait to have my sexual way with my stepmother's breasts and the rest of her naked body, but also, I couldn't wait to have sex with her best friend. Emma had huge F cup breasts. In the way that I'd love to stick my prick between Emma's huge breasts, I'd love to stick my prick between my stepmother's tits and fuck her big breasts.
As I owned them, as if I was a dog leaving his markscent, I'd love to cum all over both of their her beautiful breasts. Something that I thought I'd never see, I'd love to see their big, naked tits covered with cum and dripping with cum. I had always imagined cumming all over my stepmother's tits and now I imagined cumming all over Emma's tits.
To be honest with most women looking better in their bras and panties than they do topless and/or naked, I stared at her in her bra as I had never seen a woman in her bra before. Finally, with her blouse all unbuttoned, she removed her blouse. Continuing to sexually tease me, while sexually seducing meparading back and forth in front of me, she took her time folding her blouse and placing it on a chair. Dressed in her big, white brassiere and her short skirt, she was so sexy. I've never been with a woman who had had such a beautiful and shapely body as my stepmother.
I can't count how many times I masturbated while imagining my stepmotherCarol in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. I can't count how many times I masturbated while imagining my stepmotherCarol having sex with me. I can't count how many times I masturbated while imagining my stepmother sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her mouth. I can't count how many times I masturbated while imagining stripping her naked, fucking her, and cumming in her pussy.
# # #
'This is it. This is really iit,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's about to strip herself naked in front of me. I can't believe I'm about to have sex with my stepmother.'
Not believing this stroke of luck, nNot only was I about to see herCarol topless and naked but also, I was about to have forbidden sex with her. I was about to touch and feel my stepmother's naked body everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother without her clothes. I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life.
Something that I never could have imagined, I couldn't believe this sudden turn of events. If it wasn't enough that my stepmother had stripped me naked, I was about to see her naked, too. If it wasn't enough that I was going to have sex with my stepmother I was also going to have sex with her best friend, Emma, too. I just hoped that this wasn't a joke. Hopefully, by tempting me with having sex with her best friend, perhaps, this was my stepmother's way to have sex with me.
'Nah, clearly, they were in cahoots with one another. They were, indeed, sexually intimate with one another and now, the both of them wanted to be sexually intimate with me, too,' I thought.
Then, continuing her slow, sexual seduction of me by slowly undressing herself, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt and allowed it to fall to her feet to she exposed her sheer, bright, white, bikini panties. Taking her all in, I stared at all that I could see of her pussy mound, her camel toe, and what I could see of her pussy slit, and her patch of trimmed, brown, pubic hair that was visible through her sheer panties. Incredibly shaped and developed as if chiseled from stone by Michelangelo's steady hand, she had such a shapely ass.
As much as I couldn't wait to touch and feel her bra clad breasts, I couldn't wait to touch, feel, and squeeze her panty clad ass. Now, with her wearing my favorite outfit, a low-cut bra and sexy, bikini panties, I loved seeing my stepmother in her sexually revealing underwear. I couldn't count how many times I stole a pair of her panties from her underwear drawer to hold while masturbateing. I couldn't count how many times I removed a pair of her used panties from the laundry basket to sniff themwhile stroking my erect prick.
Again, my personal preference, most women look better in their sexy, low-cut bras and sheer, revealing panties than they do topless and/or naked. Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head again, I watched her reach around herself to unhook her bra. I held my breath with the unbridled lust and the sexual anticipation of seeing her naked breastsmy stepmother's naked breasts.
'This is it. This is really it,' I thought. 'I can't believe I'm about to see Carol's naked breasts.'
I couldn't wait to see the size and the shape of her naked breasts along with her symmetrical areolas and her erect nipples. Then, when she removed her bra, there they were, her naked breasts. As if I had died and gone to Heaven, this was, indeed, the best day of my life.
# # #
Finally, she unceremoniously pushed down her panties and kicked them off. If it wasn't enough that my stepmother was seeing my naked prick, I was seeing my stepmother's naked breasts. Then, when she removed her white, bikini panties, I was seeing her naked pussy and her naked ass.
Wishing I had the presence of mind to bring my cell phone with me, I wish I had recorded my stepmother undressing. Only, it's a good thing that I didn't have my cell phone with me to record my stepmother undressing because I'd be tempted to post this online. Nevertheless, something I'll never forget, I'll remember this day for the rest of my life.
As if she was a nude model modeling her naked body for me, she turned her nakedshapely body one way before turning the other way. Again, exquisitely formed, she had an unbelievable figure and an incredible ass. Imagining her modeling for an artist, her naked body was a nude artist's dream. I'd love to have a nude portrait of my stepmother hanging on my bedroom wall to show my friends how beautiful, sexy, and shapely my stepmother looked without her clothes. I never realized how beautiful a woman my stepmother was until I saw her naked.
'And this is an artist's rendition of my naked stepmother,' I imagined saying to my friends. 'Doesn't she have a sexy body? I just love her big tits. Doesn't she have shapely breasts? I can't get enough of her round ass. I could stare at her ass all day. Doesn't she have the perfect ass?'
Yet, eEven though my stepmother was standing nakedbefore me naked, I couldn't stop thinking about Emma. I wondered what it was like to kiss her, French kiss her, while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I wondered what she looked like without her clothes. I wondered what she was like in bed.
I couldn't believe she wasn't married. I couldn't understand why any man who had the absolute privilege of seeing Emma without her clothes wouldn't immediately get down on one knee and propose marriage to her. With my stepmother telling me how much she loved sucking cock and what a talented cocksucker she was, that was plenty enough for me to ask her to marry me.
Only, more than happy to oblige with whatever her condition was for her to agree to have sex with me, I was confused why Emma would want me to have sex with my stepmother first before she had sex with me. Her wanting me to have sex with my stepmother first before she'd agree to have sex with me didn't make any sense. What woman would wants a man to have sex with another woman before having sex with her? That's just bizarre. That's just crazy. That's just nasty.
Yet, forget about my stepmother for a minute. As far as I was concerned, not considering anyone else, themy search for the perfect woman was over. There's not another woman on the planet more beautiful, shapelier, and sexier than Emma. Even though I had just met her and knew relatively little about her other than she loved sports, loved dogs, and had a taller and by her own account, had a taller and an even prettier, younger sister., Not bothered by the difference in our ages at the very least, I already wanted to marry her.
Distracted now while thinking of Emma, I continued staring at hermy stepmother's naked body as if I had never seen a naked woman before. Something that I thought I'd never see, my stepmother was not only topless but also, she was naked, totally naked while standing in front of me. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my stepmother's beautiful, naked body. Not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, taking my sweet time, I couldn't wait to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I couldn't wait to give her a multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
Then, something that I never thought that I'd be allowed to do, as if we were on our honeymoon, I couldn't wait to make slow and sweet love to my stepmother while kissing her. With us eventually humping one another harder and faster, I couldn't wait to fuck her hard and fast. I couldn't wait to give her multiple, sexual orgasms. I couldn't wait to hear her scream my name while squirming all over her bed in pure, sexual ecstasy..
My prick was already hard with the sexual anticipation of sliding my cock in my stepmother's warm, wet pussy. I couldn't believe that I was finally going to have sex with her. I couldn't believe I was finally going to eat her pussy, make love to her, and fuck her. I couldn't wait to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I couldn't wait to see and hear her cum. I couldn't wait to own my stepmother's naked body. I couldn't wait to make her my sexual slave.
# # #
Exposing the pink of her wet pussy to me, sShe sat on her bed and then laid back with her legs spread as if she expected me to immediately mount her missionary style and fuck her. Yet, I wanted more than just a quick, hot fuck. IInstead of mounting her and instead of fucking her, with her already naked, not wanting to rush our sexual time together, I wanted to continue making out with her while touching her and feeling her beautiful body everywhere. With most men only caringing about their own sexual needs, I wanted to give her what other men failed to give her, a sexual orgasm.
Still thinking about Emma, I couldn't help but feel that by having sex with Carol first that I was agreeing to her one condition and auditioning for Emmato have sex with my stepmother's best friend. Again, not stopping with giving her only one, sexual orgasm, I wanted to give my stepmother multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. Yet, right not, I wanted to make slow, sweet love to her before fucking her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
I wanted to prove to my stepmother for her to tell Emma that I was a wonderful lover, a generous lover, and the best lover that she ever had. Now or never, with whatever I sexually did with my stepmother, I needed to convince Emma to have sex with me by giving my stepmother an unforgettable, sexual experience. In the way that I'll be giving my stepmother multiple orgasms, I'll be giving Emma multiple orgasms, too.



# # #
"Before I fuck you, I need to devour you. I can't wait to masturbate you. I can't wait to eat you. I can't wait to lick your pussy while fingering your pussy and reaching up to fondle your breasts and finger your nipples. Before I make love to you, I need to give you multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock," I said.
She laughed.
"What?" She laughed again. "You want to dDevour me? You actually want to eat my pussy," she asked seemingly surprised that I'd want to give her oral sex thaninstead of expecting her to blow me and/or fuck me first?
Shocked as much as she seemed sexually aroused, she looked at me disbelievingly.
"You want to eat your stepmother's pussy? I can't believe that you want to eat my pussy," she said. "All that most men want to do is fuck me after I blow them and after they cum in my mouth," she said laughing again with sadness. "After seeing my tits, fondling my breasts, and sucking my nipples, they just want to cum in my mouth, all over my face, and across my naked breasts," she said with resigned disappointment. "They just want to give me a cum bath."
She stared down at my naked prick that stuck straight out as if pointing to her and choosing her as the most special one. Giving me much to be sexually excited over, I couldn't wait for her to take me in her soft, motherly hand to stroke me. I couldn't wait for her to take me in her beautiful mouth to suck me. I couldn't wait for her to take me in her warm, wet pussy to fuck me. Yet, first, before I expected her to do any of that, wanting to show her that I was a generous lover, I needed to take care of her sexual needs first.
"If I knew you were going to do all of that, I would have sexually solicited you years ago. I thought you'd just jump on me and hump me a few times until you ejaculated in my pussy like the rest of the perverts that I've had the horrible regret of sexually being with," she said.
She looked at me in the way that she had never looked at me before.
"I had no idea that you wanted to take your time to ravish my naked body," she said with a dirty laugh. "I had no idea that you wanted to treat me as a lady and as a lover instead of you beingas a selfish motherfucker," she said with another dirty laugh. "I had no idea that you want to make passionate love to me. I thought that you just wanted to fuck me after I blew you," she said.
Ready to finger and lick her pussy, taking my sweet time, I stared at her with sexual excitement. Honestly, I couldn't wait to eat her. I couldn't wait to turn her over on her stomach, stick my tongue up her beautiful, naked ass, and toss her salad. I couldn't wait to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my tongue and with my fingers. I couldn't wait to show my stepmother that I was her perfect lover so that she'd tell Emma and rave about our sexual time together.
'And then he turned me over and stuck his tongue up my ass,' I imagined her saying to Emma. 'Something that no one had ever done to me before, giving me such sexual pleasure, he tossed my salad.'
I continued stareding at her naked body while planning my next, sexual moves. Still in shock, with her normally so modestly moral, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked ass and pussy. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my stepmother naked, absolutely naked. Again, something that I've already done but will do more of it now, I'll be masturbating for the rest of my life over not only seeing my stepmother naked but also having sex with her.
Again, not rushing things but tTaking my time withwhile staring at her beautiful, naked body, I couldn't wait to feel her breasts, fondle her breasts, and suck her nipples. I couldn't wait to eat her pussy while fingering her pussy. I couldn't wait to make slow, sweet love to my stepmother while French kissing her. Finally, humping her harder and humping her faster, I couldn't wait to fuck her. Giving her another sexual orgasm but this time with my cock, I couldn't wait to cum inside of her pussy.
# # #
My Stepmother's Best Friend, Emma
Chapter 2
I made out with my stepmother while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother. In the back of my mind, I was auditioning to have sex with Emma. Instead of mounting her to fuck her, wanting to take care of her sexual needs first, I moved between her shapely thighs to eat her. I licked her pussy while fingering her pussy.
I couldn't believe that I was eating my stepmother's pussy. While having my wicked, sexual way with my stepmother's cunt, I reached up my other hand to feel, squeeze, and fondle her big breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. All that time that I was eating Carol's pussy, I thought about eating Emma's pussy. All the time that I felt my stepmother's D cup breasts, I thought about fondling Emma's triple D cup breasts.
Agreeing to her one condition, after going through with having sex with my stepmother, I wondered if Emma would go through with having sex with me. Yet, no matter, the reality of having sex with my stepmother was something I never thought would happen. Difficult for me to wrap my head around, I still couldn't believe that I saw my stepmother naked. I couldn't believe that she saw me naked. I couldn't believe that I was having sex with her.
While having sex with my stepmother, never have I been as sexually excited. Never have I been as excited with the sexual anticipation of having sex with Emma next, too. Wanting to receive a good sexual review, I was determined to give Carol multiple, sexual orgasms. Rubbing her clit faster and harder, I licked her pussy while finger fucking her pussy deeper. With her not having had sex in a long time, it didn't take her long to have her first, sexual orgasm.
"Oh, Joey. Oh, my God, Joey. I'm going to cum. Mommy is going to cum. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming, Joey, I'm cumming," she said stiffening her legs and arching her back while breathing through her opened mouth.
As if she had been shot and had died and gone to Heaven, she fell back in bed to rest while I continued fondling her breasts, fingering her nipples, and rubbing her clit. Then, ready for me, she reached down for me. Something that I thought that I'd never do and something that I had routinely masturbated over doing, I mounted my stepmother.
She reached down between my legs, took my stiff dick in her soft, warm hand and moved my erect cock to her pussy lips. Only, instead of slam bam fucking her, surprising her, I made slow, sweet love to her while making out with her. I treated her like a lady instead of as a whore. I made love to her as if I had just married her and we were on our honeymoon.
She returned my gentle, loving humps with her gentle, loving humps. I kissed her; French kissed her while continuing to lovingly hump her. Then, humping her harder and humping her faster, instead of making slow, sweet love, we were fucking. I was fucking my stepmother. Something that I had masturbated over doing for years, my long-time sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't believe that I was fucking Carol.
# # #
"Joey! Joey! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming, Joey. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming again. Just don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. I'm almost there. I'm almost there," she said while having her second, sexual orgasm.
After resting a few minutes while enjoying the afterglow of sex, Carol made her way halfway down the bed. Something that I had masturbated dozens of times over her doing, she was doing now. While staring up at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes, she stroked my cock. She kissed my cock and licked my cock before taking me in her beautiful mouth.
Never wanting to forget of my cock in my stepmother's beautiful mouth, I stared down at her while she stared up at me. I watched her stroking me faster and harder. I watched her sucking me deeper. I watched my stepmother sucking my prick.
'My stepmother is blowing me. My sexual fantasy come true, I can't believe she's sucking my cock,' I thought while still having a hard time to wrap my head around Carol giving me oral sex.
As if I had died and gone to Heaven, I couldn't believe my stepmother was finally blowing me. I couldn't believe she was actually sucking my cock. I put a gentle hand to the back of her pretty, brunette head. With her stroking me faster and stroking me harder, ready to cum in her beautiful mouth, I humped her mouth and fucked her face.
Overly, sexually excited that my stepmother was giving me a blowjob, it didn't take me long to cum. With her staring up at me while sucking my prick, I unloaded a load of cum in her mouth. Then, surprising me, she deliberately removed my prick from her mouth before I was done cumming. Instead of ejaculating the rest in her mouth, as if she was holding my cock as a hose, I ejaculated cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. Literally, I gave my stepmom a cum bath.
"Oh, Mom," was all that I said and all that I could say.
She laughed.
"After having your tongue in my pussy, your tongue up my ass, and your prick in my mouth, after cumming in my mouth and after giving me a cum bath, please don't call me Mom. Call me, Carol," she said laughing. "After having had sex with my stepson, when you call me Mom, you make me feel like an incestuous whore."
# # #
Suffice to write, after having marathon sex with me, my stepmother gave Emma a glowing, sexual review of my sexual prowess. She told Emma that I was a masterful and a generous lover in bed. Hoping that she would, she told Emma that I had a big, beautiful prick that she stroked, sucked, and fucked.
The next night, EEmma agreed to come over to have sex with me. When she walked through the front door, I felt as if a celebrity was visiting me. A tall, beautiful, busty blonde nearly as tall as my 6'2" height in her high heels, already captivating me, she had these amazing bright, blue eyes. Hypnotizing me, her eyes sparkled like the rarest, blue diamonds. Mesmerizing me, unable to stop staring, I couldn't remove my eyes from her. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely.
As if she had practiced her walk in the mirror, ass, tits, and pussy. Ass, tits, and pussy. Her beautiful body moved in sections. The Girl from Ipanema had nothing on her.
The most beautiful woman that I have ever seen, if she was a model demonstrating a product, I'd buy whatever she was selling. The one woman that I'd go out of my way to see, I just wanted to be near her. As if there was a breeze blowing her long, blonde hair, her hair moved with every step she took.
Thinking of nothing else, I couldn't wait to strip her naked. I couldn't wait to see her without her clothes. With me an admirer of big breasted women, I couldn't wait to touch her and feel her through her bra while making out with her. I couldn't wait to remove her bra. I couldn't wait to see, touch, and feel her massive, naked breasts.
Only, with my stepmother there watching us about to have sex, I felt a bit awkward. In the way that I had already made the same, sexual moves on her, I felt embarrassed that my stepmother was there watching me make mythe same, sexual moves on Emma instead of on her. It was one thing to have forbidden sex with my stepmother but it was something else for her to watch me having sex with Emma, her best friend.
Taking it slow. Not wanting to rush things should this be my only time having sex with her, I wanted to give her a sexual experience that she'd never forget. I wanted her to sexually want me now and forever. I wanted her to think twice about not wanting to have sex with me again. I wanted to make a memory that I'd never forget and would forever remember.
We sat on the bed making out while I touched and felt heEmmar everywhere that I touched and felt my stepmother and everywhere that I had already imaginedwanted to touching and feeling Emmaher. Again, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, with her allowing me to undress her, I unbuttoned her blouse while looking to see all that I could see of her bra clad breasts. One of my favorite things to do is feeling a women's breast through her clothes while making out with her. With her big, bra clad breast in the palm of my hands, there's no better feeling than that.
# # #
Surprising me that she did, while hoping that she would, she allowed me to undress her. She allowed me to unbutton her blouse. As soon as I saw her white, low-cut bra, I could immediately tell that s he was wearing aA much bigger bra than my stepmother. As if she was wearing a custom-made bra and, no doubt, she was, not only did she have the biggest tits that I had ever seen, s, she had the biggest bra that I had ever seen. Her squished breasts peeked out over her bra foretelling how truly big her naked breasts really are.
While continuing to make out with her, unable to get enough of them, I continued touched and feelt her big tits through her bra. They felt as soft as they felt firm. I love feeling a woman's breasts through her blouse and/or bra while making out with her. Then, as soon as her nipples made their appearance known by growing hard and erect, I pulled, turned, and twisted, and sucked them through her low-cut brassiere.
Breathing through her mouth, she With her quickly becaomeing sexually aroused from me kissing her, French kissing her, while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I continued pulling, turning, and twisting her emerging nipples through her bra. With her nipples already erect, clearly, h, her nipples were clearly two of her erogenous zones. My kind of woman, sSeemingly, she appeared as if she was about to have a sexual orgasm just from me fingering and sucking her nipples through her bra.
As if she was wearing a bulletproof vest or a combination safe on her big breasts, a scary contraption with the underwires of a suspension bridge, she hadwore a massive, six-hook brassiere. My first time seeing a six-hook brassiere, tThere'd be no way that I could reach around her and unhook that thing in a dark car or at the movies. It would be easier to pull her bra off by pulling it up and over her head.
Only, with her huge tits resting in her enormous, triple D bra cups, I imagined that pulling her bra off and over her head would hurt her. With her already having a practiced hand, it's would be better that she removeremovess her own bra. As if double jointed, I always marveled at women able to reach behind their backs to unhook their bras and/or to zipper their dresses. With me unable to reach that one itchy spot, I need a backscratcher to scratch my back.
The big reveal, something that I'll remember with sexual anticipation for the rest of my life, I held my breath while I watched her remove her bra straps from her shoulders, first one and then the other. She even had beautiful shoulders. With her sexually teasing me, she was so sexy. She was so naughty. She was so stunningly beautiful. For the mere pleasure of having sex with her, she was the type of woman that I would do anything for her to allow me to have my wicked, sexual way with her beautiful body.
Then, instead of spinning her bra around to unhook her brassiere hooks in the way that many women tend to do to make removing their bras easier, as if double jointed, she reached her experienced hand behind her. In the way of an expert safecracker, she expertly and deftly unhooked all six hooks. What would have taken me a frustrating fifteen minutes and, no doubt, requiring me to use a pair of scissors, she did in seconds.
'Sorry, I'll buy you a new bra,' I imagined saying after ruining her bra by cutting it with scissors.
ThenFinally, continuing to sexually tease me, she held her big bra cups in place with her hands. She looked down to see what I was seeing before looking up at me to light me up with her big, beautiful smile and her gemlike blue eyes. Finally, aAgain, as if there was the continuation of a drumroll going off in my head, while staring up at me, she removed one bra cup from her big, naked breast before removing her other bra cup.
I was as surprised as I was shocked and sexually excited. As if I was John Travolta as Vincent Vega with Samuel L. Jackson as Jules Winnfield opening the briefcase of Ving Rhames as Marsellus Wallace, in Pulp Fiction, I had the same stunned reaction when seeing Emma's naked breasts. Even though we still don't know what was in that briefcase to give such a golden glow, I now knew what was inside Emma's bra to make my eyes widen, my jaw drop, and my cock hard.
# # #
Tits. Giant tits. She had the biggest, most beautiful, and shapeliest breasts that I had ever seen.
There they were. Her huge naked breasts. After seeing her bouncing breasts at the softball field, I was seeing her naked breasts closeup now. Nothing that I could have imagined, they were the most beautiful breasts that I have ever seen. I was tempted to ask her to jump up and down so that I could imagine her breast moving up and down in slow motion later when I masturbated over seeing her naked tits.
'Her breasts are so big,' I thought. 'Her breasts are so shapely. She has not only the biggest breast that I have ever seen, but also, she the best breasts that I've ever seen. As a man who loves big breasted women, an understatement, I was proud that she had such big tits. God, I love her big tits. I could only imagine her wearing a bikini. Dangerous in a crowd, I could only imagine her wearing a torpedo bra.
'Wow! Hubba. Hubba.'
There they were, her gigantic, naked tits. She had beautiful breasts. Her breasts were works of art. A plastic surgeon would pay her a hefty price to allow him to make a mold of her breasts for potential, breast transplant customers.
'We have Halle Berry's C cup breasts implants. We have Katy Perry's D cup breast implants. We have Pamela Anderson's double D cup breast implants. Finally, we have Emma's F cup breast implants,' I imagined a plastic surgeon explaining the different sizes of breast implants to his customers.
Not surprisingly, most women picked Emma's F cup breast implants. While leaning over the fresh produce, I could only imagine an army of women possessing F cup breasts shopping at the supermarket while wearing low-cut tops that displayed their long line of sexy cleavage. While reaching up to grab cereal boxes stored on a higher shelf, I imagined their big tits straining to stay within the confines of their bras.
'I was so preoccupied staring at her big, F cup breasts that I forget what I was here to buy. Then, when I saw other women with F cup breasts, I remembered what I needed to buy. I need to buy two gallons of milk,' I imagined thinking.
# # #
As if she was the naked model in The Nude Maja masterpiece, painted by Francisco Goya, she had such big and shapely breasts. Unable to stop staring and unable to believe my eyes, with them not sagging in the least, nNever have I ever seen breasts that were as big and as shapely. As if I had died, while hoping that there was such a thingfinal resting place, between my stepmother's D cup breasts and Emma's triple D cup breasts, I was in breast heaven and surrounded by big, breasted, topless women.
I quickly removed the rest of her clothes, her short skirt, and her panties. She was naked. Emma was totally naked. Stunned, I couldn't believe that not only did my stepmother allow me to strip her naked but also, Emma allowed me to strip her naked, too.
From the softball field to here, I couldn't believe that I was seeing Emma without her clothes. She had the most beautiful body that I had ever seen. Hard to believe that she did, but she surely did. She had an even better body than my stepmother's exquisite body. She could have modeled topless and nude for any men's magazine. Many multimillionaires and billionaires would want to make her their woman.



If I had money, I'd hire a sculptor to sculpt a statue of Emma naked. In the vein of Venus de Milo but with arms, I'd have him sculpt a similar statue of Emma. In the way of Aphrodite of Knidos, I'd have him sculpt a similar statue but adorned with Emma's face and body. In the way of Homer's sirens in the Odyssey, resplendent in her image, I'd have him sculpt a statue of Emma as a siren. I'd have him sculpt a stature of Ariel, Disney's most famous mermaid, but with Emma's face and breasts.
If I was rich, in the way of painting a future masterpiece that will last for centuries, I'd hire an artist to paint Emma in the nude. In the way of Gustave Courbet Nude Sleeping Woman, I'd want a reproduction of his painting with Emma's face and body as the subject. I'd want a painting of Emma in the reproduction of Henri Matisse's, Blue Nude, and another one in the vein of Amedeo Modigliani's, Reclining Nude.
If I was rich, I'd have an artist recreate Emma's huge breasts and erect nipples in multiple bronze busts. I'd have one prominently displayed over the fireplace, one for my desk in my home office, and one for my office at work. In the way of receiving good luck when rubbing the belly of a bronze statue of a Buddhist, I'd always be rubbing Emma's bronze breasts.
# # #
It always amazed me what the little amount of clothing that women wear. Normally, they wear a blouse, a bra, a skirt or pants, and panties. Sometimes they don't even bother to wearing panties. Three articles of clothes make them the perfect strip poker opponent. I'd definitely play strip poker with Emma every day, multiple times a day.
'What do you feel like doing today,' I imagined her asking me?
I thought for a long second before I beamed her a horny smile.
'Let's play strip poker again,' I imagined replying.
I imagined winning every time and sitting across from her naked.
'Oops. Sorry. You lose again. Take off your panties. You're naked,' I imagined saying when playing strip poker with Emma.
# # #
Yet, and alas, wanting privacy to be alone with Emma, as if she was my chaperone, my stepmother was there in her bedroom watching us having sex. I felt self-consciously awkward under her close scrutiny of Carol. Then, something that I never expected, she moved from her bedroom chair to climb on the bed with us. Wwith Emma on one side of the bed, my stepmother was on the other side of the bed, and with me in the middle, they reached over me to touch and feel one another. As if I was in the way, they made me feel like a third wheel.
Having never watched two women having bi-sexual sex before, I was seeing it now. IIt sexually shocked me as much as it sexually excited me when my stepmother actually climbed over me to get to Emma, her lesbian lover. Then, they started kissing, French kissing, while touching and feeling one another everywhere that women should never touch and feel another heterosexual woman. As if she had done this many times before, unable to remove her clothes fast enough, stripping her naked, Emma removed my stepmother's clothes as if her clothes were on fire.
'My stepmother was naked again. Both she and Emma were naked, and I was naked, too. When I wanted to have sex with Emma, I never suspected that I'd be having sex with my stepmother, too. I never suspected that I'd be having threesome sex with Carol and with Emma. Yet, who am I to complain? If I died now, I'd die happy.'
I imagined people asking how I died.
'He died having threesome sex with his stepmother and his stepmother's best friend, Emma,' I imagined someone saying.
'Lucky bastard. He died happy. That's how I want to go. I want to die with two, big breasted women in bed with me,' I imagined someone saying.
# # #
I was as shocked as I was sexually excited. I never suspected that they were lesbian lovers. Stunned, while watching them making out with one another and sexually touching one another, I had no idea that they had been having sex. I couldn't believe my eyes. I couldn't believe that I was in bed with two, beautiful, naked women. With them both old enough to be my mother, being in bed with them while naked was even better than having sex with my biological mother.
'So, this is why my stepmother never brought Emma home to meet me. They've been having a secret, lesbian affair,' I thought. 'Saving Emma all for herself, she's been licking her pussy and making love to her all this time.'
After my stepmother made out with Emma, she made out with me, too. Then, something that I had yearned to do, Emma finally made out with me, too. A real sexual fantasy come true; I had never made out with two women before. Going from one sexually hot woman to the other sexually hot woman, I made out with my stepmother and then I made out with Emma.
SheEmma and my stepmother continued making out with me and with one another while I touched and felt hertheir naked bodyies everywhere. Touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and sucking them, I couldn't get enough of Emma's big tits. Never have I been as sexually excited asthan I was now when having two, naked, beautiful women in bed with me. If it wasn't enough that I was having sex with my stepmother but also, I was having sex with her best friend, too.
'Life doesn't get better than this,' I thought.
Then, wWhen I slid halfway down the bed to finger and lick Emma's pussy, surprising me, she stopped me. Instead, of allowing me to slide down the bed to take her pussy in hand before taking her pussy in my mouth, she slid halfway down the bed ahead of me. She wanted to stroke me and suck me before I ate her pussy. Emma wanted to suck my cock. She wanted to blow me as much as I wanted to eat her. Never have I been with a woman who wanted to suck my cock as much as I wanted to lick and finger her pussy.
My stepmother was right. A very talented cocksucker, skilled at giving blowjobs, Emma loved sucking cock. Giving me the best blowjob that I ever had in my life, something so hard to surpass, she gave me an even better than the blowjob thatn Samantha, the prom queen, gave me, the prom queen at my senior prom. Seemingly determined to make me cum in her mouth, s, she continued stroking mey cock harder and faster while sucking my cock deepere.
Yet, not wanting to cum just yet, I needed to masturbate her with my fingers first. I needed to lick her pussy and give her oral sex. I needed to give her a sexual orgasm when eating her pussy. Not wanting her to reject me for being a selfish lover. Not wanting this to be one-time sex, I wantneeded to show her and prove to her that I was a worthy lover so that she'd have sex with me again.
# # #
She sucked my cock as if she was in an animated, interactive video. With her head moving up and down and side to side, she gave me the best blowjob that I ever had. Only, saving my cum for her pussy, I wasn't ready to cum in her mouth just yet. I needed to show her that I wanted more from her than just having her give me a blowjob me.. I needed her to know that I wanted so much more from her than just cumming in her beautiful mouth.
I needed to make love to Emma first before cumming in her mouth. Before depositing a load of cum in her beautiful mouth, after making slow and sweet love to her, I needed to fuck her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm. I couldn't wait to fuck Emma. I couldn't wait to cum in her pussy. With her only 39-years-old, still young enough to have a baby, I wanted Hoping to impregnate her,. With me ready to marry her, I wanted her to have myour baby.
Love at first sight, I loved her. I really loved her. I truly did. Not caring about our age differences, I wanted to marry her. I wanted to make her my wife. Raising a family together, I wanted to live with her for the rest of my life.
# # #
I reached down for her and she mounted me. She reached down for my cock and placed the head of my engorged prick by her pussy lips. Allowing her to take the sexual lead, slowly at first and then more forcibly, she slid my erect prick in her warm, wet pussy. She slowly humped me while making love to me. Then, humping me harder and humping me faster, she fucked me. As if this was my sexual fantasy coming true, mMy dream woman, Emma, was fuckeding me.
"Fuck me, Joe. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Hump me, Joe. Hump me. Don't stop. I'm going to cum," she said. "I'm going to cum. I'm cumming, Joe. I'm cumming."
That wasn't the first and only sexual orgasm that I gave her. Oh, no. I was determined to give her multiple, sexual orgasms. I was determined to give her a night of sex that she'd never forget.
I moved between her shapely thighs. While rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy, I maMasturbatinged her pussy., I continued fingereding her pussy while licking her pussy. After giving her a sexual orgasm with my cock, I gave her another sexual orgasm with my fingers and a third sexual orgasm with my tongue.
"Joe. Oh, my God, Joe. You're such a bad boy but an amazing lover. I'm cumming again. I'm cumming," she said while stiffening her legs and arching her back.
She fell back in the soft comfort of Carol's bed to enjoy the afterglow of sex. While she rested,
I held her, touched her, felt her, and fondled her aswhile she continued to enjoyed the after glow of sex. As if she belonged there, as if she was mine and I owned her, she felt so good in my arms. She was soft yet firm. Even though my stepmother was a real MILF, better in every way, Emma was a super MILF.
"Love at first sight, I love being with you, Emma," I said shocking myself that I blurted out my confession that I loved her.
# # #
Tempted to tell her how I truly felt about her but thinking better of it, having just met her, I didn't want her to think me insane. It was enough that I already hinted at love by saying love at first sight and that, I loved being with her. It was enough in the way that I looked at her and made love to her. With my actions speaking louder than my words, I'm sure she knew that I loved her. No one who didn't love her couldn't make love to her in the way that I made love to her.
Yet, aAs if I was the Bachelor, wanting to make my feelings of love clear andby officially telling her that she was mine, I wanted to tell her that I loved her. Yet, I didn't have to tell her that I loved her. With her already swooning with all that I had already said and all that I had already sexually done, saying that I loved her would have been redundant and overkill.
"Thank you," she giggled. "I never knew a man who loved being with me. Most men I've been with just want to fondle my naked breasts while I suck their cocks. Using me, and doing absolutely nothing for me, not even giving me a sexual orgasm, they just want to cum in my mouth."
Instead of just wanting to fuck her and cum in her mouth after she blew me, I wanted to take my time with her beautiful body. I wanted to give her all that she sexually wanted and all that she sexually needed. I wanted to eat her. Wanting to lick her pussy while rubbing her clit, I not only wanted to make love to her with my cock, I wanted to make love to her with my mouth and my fingers, too.
Intent on caring for her sexual needs first, I wanted to give her a multiple sexual orgasms with my fingers, and my tongue, and my cock. Hoping to be her forever lover, I wanted to give her a multiple, orgasmic, sexual experience that she'd always remember. I wanted her to never forget the first time that we were sexually together in the way that I'd never forget the sight of her beautiful, naked body.
As soon as she returned from the lady's room after freshening up, I made myself comfortable between her shapely legs again. She had such a beautiful body and it seemed a shame not to pay homage to a woman who had gone through so much trouble to not only look beautiful but also to stay beautiful. Slowly kissing her smooth legs while working my way up to her honeypot, I already had her squirming on the bed with the anticipation of my tongue parting her pussy lips and lapping up her pussy secretions.
I fingered her while licking her. Gentle with her at first, I slowly rubbed her clit while fingering her pussy. Then rubbing her clit faster, I rubbed her clit harder while she squirmed all over the bed. Finally, in conjunction with my tongue, as if my finger was a portable extension of my cock, I finger fucked her soaking, wet pussy. While rubbing her clit harder and faster, I continued licking her whileand finger fucking her deeper.
Then, surprising her, in the way that I did with my stepmother, I turned her over and stuck my finger and then my tongue between her ass cheeks. Licking her asshole, I tossed her salad. With her never expecting that, no doubt, and by her sexually excited reaction, this may have been the first time that anyone tossed her salad.
"Oh, Joe, that feels so good. Don't stop. Please don't stop," she said while seemingly afraid that I'd prematurely stop for her to blow me without allowing her to cum. "Lick my asshole. Eat my ass."
Determined to make her cum again, I was determined to give her another sexual orgasm. Then, turning her over again, I continued rubbing her clit while finger fucking her pussy with one hand while reaching up with my other hand to fondle her enormous breasts. With what I did to massage her tits and finger her nipples adding to her sexual pleasure, I squeezed her gigantic tits and I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples.
As if I was a miner looking for buried treasure with my fingers and with my tongue, I went deeper in her pussy while licking her harder and faster. She didn't have to ask me or tell me what to do. I knew instinctively what to do by her reactionary movements. Indeed, by her reactions, and with her continuing to squirm all over the bed, she was the pure measure of my sexual passion.
"Joey, Jesus Christ. Oh, my God, you're going to make me cum again. Right there, that's it. Oh, my God. That's it. Right there. Don't stop. Please don't stop licking me. Please don't stop fingering me," she said pressing down on the back of my head. "I'm cumming, Joey. I'm cumming."
# # #
As if she was the man and I was the woman sucking her prick instead of eating my pussy, she seemed determined to cum in my mouth. She held my head in between her hands and moveding my head side to side. A, as if giving me a cum bath with her pussy, she rubbed her pussy secretions all over my face. She directed my tongue where she needed it to be for her to receive the most sexual pleasure from me eating her.
"Right there, Joe. Right there. That's it. Don't stop. Please, don't stop," she said.
A beautiful thing to experience from the woman that I love, I had her pussy juices in my mouth, up my nose, and everywhere. I was resplendent with her pussy secretions. Never had a woman soaked my face with as much of her sexual wetness.
"Oh, my God, Joe. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Joe. I'm cumming," she said stiffening her legs and arching her back again.
Only, not stopping there, I continued licking her. I continued rubbing her clit. I continued finger fucking her pussy. I didn't stop until she reached down for me. She gave me a small hand towel to wipe my face. Then, I mounted her.
She reached down between my legs for my erect cock. A sacred place where I belonged and never wanted to leave, she slid my erect cock in her warm, wet pussy. Humping me slowly, my cock slid inside of her. French kissing one another, we continued making out with one another. Then, gradually humping her harder and humping her faster, our love making turned to fucking. She fucked me as hard and as fast as I fucked her.
"Don't stop humping me, Joe. Don't stop fucking me. I'm going to cum again. I can't believe that I'm going to cum again. Not only do you have magical fingers and a magical tongue but also, you have a magical cock, too."
Stiffening her legs again, she arched her back. Then, she fell silent within the soft comfort of herCarol's bed while enjoying the afterglow of sex. After sheI waited until she was ready, she slid halfway down the bed and took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. She was blowing me. I couldn't believe that Emma was blowing me. This beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman who was nearly old enough to be my motherShe was sucking my cock.
# # #
My stepmother watched us making love while masturbating herself. Finally, after we were done haveing our intimate, sexual momentstime together, Carol joined us on ther bed. In the way that I did with Emma, she did with Emma, too. She made herself comfortable between Emma's shapely thighs.
Certainly, not the first time that Carol was eating her, sShe fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. My stepmother was eating her best friend's pussy. I never thought I'd be sexually excited with watching two women having bi-sexual sex but I was. As soon as Carol was finished givingwith Emma oral sex and giving her, yet, another sexual orgasm, it was her turn to eat my stepmother and give her another sexual orgasm.
Then, as soon as my stepmother had her sexual orgasm from Emma eating her pussy, she reached in her nightstand drawer and removed her strap-on dildo. She handed it to Emma. As if she had done this plenty of times before, Emma buckled the strap-on dildo around her waist.
Emma fucked my stepmother until she had still anothera sexual orgasm. Then, changing places, Carol put on the strap-on dildo and fucked Emma until she had a sexual orgasm.
Enough of this,
I unbuckled the strap-on from Carol and tossed it to the floor. Giving them both the real thing, a big, hard cock, I fucked them both.
Still not done, my stepmother removed her big, black dildo and her pink, rabbit vibrator from her dresser drawer. She masturbated Emma with the vibrator while Emma pile drove Carol with the big, black dildo. I've never been with two women who were so sexually insatiable.
# # #
Emma and I were married wWithin a year, we were married. She sold her house and moved in with us. We continued having threesome sex with my stepmother.
THE END
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"Daddy, May I Sleep with You?"
Stepdaughter looks to her stepfather for comfort after her mother died.
# # #
Feeling as guilty as he felt sexually excited, this is a true story that Charlie asked me to write about him having forbidden sex with his stepdaughter, Laura, after his wife died.
# # #
I remember the day as if it was yesterday. Too young to die, at only forty-three-years-old, it was the worst day of my life. A dreary and depressing day, it rained all day. Then, the night of my wife, Lorraine's funeral, surprising me and sexually exciting me, my stepdaughter asked if she could sleep with me in my bed.
Looking so much like her mother, with her long, naturally, blonde hair and big, blue eyes, she was beautiful. She looked like Kenedi Anderson, the 18-year-old Platinum winning singer on 2022 American Idol. Laura looked like Lorraine looked when she was her age. Love at first sight, the first time I saw her mother, I was ready to ask her to marry me. Only, not wanting to be deemed insane, I waited a month before I bought her an engagement ring, got down on one knee, and asked her to marry me.
I watched her biting her lip. She looked uncomfortable instead of looking happy. Instead of looking at me with love, she looked at me embarrassed. Having mixed my messages, clearly, she seemed uncomfortable with me asking her to marry me. Figuring she'd say no, ready to be heartbroken, I was ready to be rejected. Having second thoughts, my fault, too late now to rescind my proposal, I should have waited to ask her to marry me. Then, instead of just saying no to marrying me, she explained.
"Before I say yes to marrying you, you need to know that I'm older than you by 8-years," she said.
'What? She's older than me by eight-years? Where did that come from,' I thought?
"I'm thirty-eight-years-old," she confessed.
'What? Seriously? She's thirty-eight-years-old,' I thought?
I was shocked. I thought we were the same age. Hard for me to believe that she was 8-years older than me, I thought she was 30-years-old.
"Also, I have an eighteen-year-old daughter, Laura, who lives with me," she said.
Yet, I didn't care she was older than me. I loved her. I didn't care that she had a daughter living with her. We all have baggage. I still wanted to be with her forever.
Yet, now that I know she has an 18-year-old daughter, I wondered if her daughter looked like her and with her showing me pictures of her daughter, was surprised that she did. Her daughter looked like Kenedi Anderson one of the three, platinum ticket winners from 2022 American Idol. Much like her mother, she was stunningly beautiful.
The identical image of her, she looked exactly like her mother. They could have done one of those mother and daughter commercials. No one would believe that they were mother and daughter. With Lorraine looking so much younger than her age, and definitely not looking like she's 38-years-old, they looked more like sisters than they looked like mother and daughter.
"Yes, of course, Laura can live with us," I said beaming with excitement that Lorraine agreed to marry me.
As long as Lorraine agreed to marry me, her mother could live with us, too. I didn't care as long as Lorraine was in my life forever. I loved her. I truly loved my future wife.
Five years later, Lorraine was dead, killed in a single car crash when her car slammed head-on into a tree. Now, I was alone with her daughter, Laura. Inconsolable, I was devastated, but I had to be strong for her daughter, my stepdaughter.
She not only lost her mother; but also, she lost her best friend. With her biological father not caring two cents about her mother and/or his daughter, I had to be strong for her. I needed to be the rock that she needed to weather her devastating, personal storm.
# # #
That night, after we had a houseful of people bringing us their condolences and food, we were finally alone. As if I was dreaming, a vision of loveliness, my 23-year-old stepdaughter, Laura, walked in my room in her sexy, low-cut nightgown. I've never seen as much of her nearly, naked body as I was seeing now. I was as shocked as I was sexually excited. That was first time seeing her in her nightgown without her wearing a robe over it.
Then, when she stood in front of the TV, with the light from the TV lighting her up as she walked through a TSA, X-ray machine at the airport, I could see her as if she was naked. Unable to stop myself from staring, I stared at the size and the shape of her D cup breasts. I stared at all that I could see of her blonde, trimmed pussy through her sheer nightgown. I imagined stripping her naked and having sex with her beautiful, young body.
"Daddy," asked Laura? The first time calling me Daddy, she looked at me with big, sad eyes while holding her stuffed rabbit, Trixie. "May I sleep with you?"
As if I was hearing things or imagining her asking me if she could sleep with me, I was as sexually excited as I was stunned.
'What? Seriously? May I sleep with you? My beautiful, young, stepdaughter, asked if she could sleep with me in my bed. I couldn't believe it. I had an instant throbbing erection with the imagined thoughts of not only sleeping with my stepdaughter but also having forbidden sex with her.'
With my mind filled with sexually, forbidden thoughts, I imagined making out with Laura. I imagined kissing her, French kissing her. I imagined touching her and feeling her everywhere through her nightgown while continuing to make out with her. I imagined removing her nightgown and stripping her naked. I imagined touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a stepfather shouldn't touch and feel his sexy stepdaughter.
Something that I had always wanted to do from the first day that I met her but controlling myself from having such wicked, sexual thoughts for my wife's daughter, I wanted to make love to Laura. I wanted to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers and my tongue. I wanted to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my stiff cock. I wanted to hear her scream my name.
'Daddy! Daddy, I'm cumming, Daddy,' I imagined her screaming when giving her another sexual orgasm. No that's not right. 'Charlie! Charlie, I'm cumming, Charlie,' I imagined her screaming after making her cum for the third time.'
# # #
"I can't sleep. I keep thinking of Mommy," she said. 'I keep thinking of her six feet under and sleeping in that cold grave alone.'
She started to cry. I jumped out of bed to hold her, hug her, and comfort her. Now, as soon as I held her beautiful body, I had a massive erection pulsating against her soft, warm tummy. Sometimes sleeping naked, I was glad that I was decent when I jumped from bed. Hoping that she didn't notice my throbbing and bulging cock, I was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited. Feeling like such a degenerate cad, I couldn't believe that I had an erection at a time like this when my stepdaughter needed me.
"Of course, you may sleep with me," I said walking around the bed with her to push down the blankets and sheet.
As soon as she climbed in bed, whether intentional or deliberate, she flashed me her naked, blonde pussy. Such a memorable occasion and something that I'd never forget, the first time seeing her naked pussy, I couldn't believe that I saw Laura's naked, blonde pussy. She wasn't wearing panties. Lorraine always wore panties to bed but her daughter wasn't wearing panties. In the way that my wife's nightgown climbed up to her waist to expose her white, bikini panties while she was sleeping, I imagined Laura's nightgown climbing up to her waist to expose her blonde, naked pussy as she slept.
It was a big bed. Beyond reproach, it was perfectly permissible and understandable, with this the night of her mother's funeral, for my stepdaughter to sleep with me. I figured that I'd stay on my side and she'd stay on her side. Only, with her moving to the middle of the bed, she wanted me to hold her. Clearly, she needed me to comfort her.
"Hold me, Daddy. I'm cold," she said calling me Daddy again.
When she called me Daddy, I felt like the pervert that I am for being sexually attracted to my wife's, adult daughter. When she called me Daddy, she made me feel guilty for sexually wanting her. Yet, when she called me Daddy, I wanted her even more. I wanted to do sexual things to her beautiful, naked body that a Daddy should never do to his stepdaughter.
# # #
After everyone finally left and dropped off food, the first time alone with my stepdaughter was at my wife's funeral earlier today. With her in bed with me now, accommodating her, I moved closer to her. Now with us in the middle of the bed, I put my arm around her and pulled her closer to me. With her big breasts pressed against my muscular chest, I reached my hand down to rest it at the top of her shapely ass.
Having not held my wife in a week, since she the day that she died, it felt so good to hold her daughter. Not only did she look like my wife but also, she felt like my wife, only firmer. When I put my nose to her beautiful, long, blonde hair, with her wearing Lorraine's perfume, she smelled like my wife, too. Embarrassing myself for being so lecherous, averting my eyes, I could clearly see her big, naked, D cup breasts, the same sized as her mother's breasts, down her open nightgown top.
Unable to control myself from thinking of what it would feel like to be sexually intimate with her, I wondered what it would feel like to kiss her. I wondered what it would feel like to French kiss. I wondered what it would feel like to make out with her while touching and feeling her nightgown clad body everywhere that a stepfather should never touch and feel his stepdaughter. I wondered what it would feel like to make slow, sweet love to her. I wondered what it would feel like to fuck her.
# # #
"Daddy," she asked looking up at me with her big, beautiful blue eyes? "May I touch you?"
'May I touch you,' I thought? 'Touch me where?'
I laughed.
"Touch me? Of course, you may touch me," I said. "You are touching," I said nervously.
My imagination ran wild. I imagined Laura touching my cock. I imagined her fondling the head of my prick with her fingertips. I imagined her stroking my erect dick. I imagined her sucking me before fucking me.
Only what she meant by touching me was something else entirely and something that I wasn't expecting even if I imagined that it was. Shocking me, as if I had given her permission to do this, she stuck her soft hand inside of my pajama bottom and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my flaccid cock. I couldn't believe my wife's beautiful daughter was holding my flaccid prick in her soft hand.
Not flaccid for very long, as soon as she started fondling the head of my prick with her fingertips, I immediately had another erection. Then, something that I never expected her to do, ever so slowly and ever so gently, she started stroking my cock. Never thinking that my beautiful stepdaughter would ever stroke my stiff prick, Laura was giving me a slow hand job.
"Daddy," she asked looking up at me with pleading eyes? "Touch me," she said while still slowly masturbating me. "I need to feel your hands on my body," she said.
'Touch her,' I thought. 'Touch her where? I am touching her. I'm holding her.'
I didn't have to wonder very long where to touch my stepdaughter because she took my hand by my wrist and stuck it down her nightgown top. In the way that I couldn't believe that she was slowly stroking my prick, I couldn't believe that she wanted me to touch and feel her naked breasts. In case I pulled my hand away, she held my hand there until I held her breast in the palm of my hand.
As if I had never felt a naked breast before, I felt my stepdaughter's breast, first one and then the other. At first, not wanting my touches to be sexual but loving, I avoided touching her nipples. Yet, I was curious if she'd allow me to finger her nipples. Then, testing the sexual waters, I slid a slow hand across her erect nipples. When she didn't stop me, I pulled her nipples, turned her nipples, and twisted her nipples while she continued stroking my throbbing prick.
# # #
Then, shocking me again, she pulled my hand from out of her nightgown top and moved it between her legs. As soon as she did, my fingers touched her naked pussy. She was already so wet. So very wet.
Just as I never thought that I'd ever be feeling my stepdaughter's naked tits, I never thought I'd never be cupping her naked pussy. Afraid to move my hand and/or my fingers, she wrapped my hand around her blonde, trimmed pussy and squeezed. As if I owned her pussy, I was cupping her naked pussy in the palm of my hand.
Then, as if I had never masturbated a woman before, showing me what to do, as if I already didn't know, she rubbed her clit with my index finger. Determined to masturbate her and make her cum, I rubbed her clit faster. I rubbed her clit harder.
She pulled my hand down lower and finger fucked her pussy with my index finger. I was masturbating my stepdaughter while she continued slowly masturbating me. Hard enough for me to wrap my head around my stepdaughter masturbating me, I couldn't believe that I was masturbating Laura, my deceased wife's daughter.
# # #
I should have known better the first time my stepdaughter, Laura, asked to sleep with me that she didn't want to sleep. Having difficulty wrapping my head around her asking to sleep with me, until she made the first moves to sexually seduce me, I never suspected that she wanted me to give her sex. Now, a nightly occurrence, my 23-year-old stepdaughter sleeps with me in my bed while cuddling me, holding me, hugging me, spooning me, touching me, feeling me, and having forbidden sex with me. Now, that I started this, I can't stop it without rejecting her and hurting her feelings.
Only, I don't want to stop having incestuous sex with Laura. I love having forbidden sex with her. I want our sexual relationship to continue forever.
In the way that I loved my wife, I love my stepdaughter. I love sleeping with her. I love having sex with her. With my beloved wife dead and buried, I'd be so lonely to sleep in this big bed alone. The best thing that could have happened to me was Laura asking if she could sleep with me.
'Daddy,' I thought while replaying her not so innocent question in my mind. 'May I sleep with you?'
Yet, suddenly feeling like the lecherous pervert that I am, it would be okay if all she wanted to do was to sleep with me. With me having a king-sized, my bed is plenty wide enough to comfortably accommodate the both of us. Moreover, I'd have no problem with her sleeping with me in my bed while cuddling and spooning her but, clearly, she wanted more. She wanted sex. Forget about sleeping, she wanted me to give her all that I intimately and sexually gave her mother.
She wanted to touch me. She wanted to feel me. She wanted to stroke me. She wanted to suck me. She wanted to make love to me. She wanted to fuck me.
She wanted me to touch her. She wanted me to feel her. She wanted me to finger her. She wanted me to eat her. She wanted me to make love to her. She wanted me to fuck her.
Taking the place of my deceased wife, as if she was Lorraine, she expected me to give her sex. She expected me to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. Perhaps, with her jealous of her mother and her wanting me, it wouldn't surprise me if she wanted me to marry her.
# # #
Remembering back to how it all started, she wanted to sleep with me in my bed. Now, forget about sleeping, she claimed that she's unable to sleep unless she sticks her hand inside of my pajama bottom, wraps her fingers around my flaccid prick, and holds my cock in her hand as she sleeps. Interestingly enough, like mother like daughter, that's how her mother slept with me. As if she feared that I'd get up in the middle of the night and leave her, she held my flaccid prick in her hand as she soundly slept.
Unfortunately, with Laura's fingers wrapped around my prick and her slowly stroking me while fondling my cock, my flaccid prick didn't stay flaccid for very long. Once she held my dick in her soft, warm hand and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my cock, it quickly hardened into a full-fledged erection. A game that she seemingly enjoyed playing and played it very well, she's sexually teasing me in her attempt to sexually seduce me. Well, with me an easy victim, she needn't try very hard. Like her mother, love at first sight, I was hers from the start.
Now, with her taking the sexual teasing to the next level, she claimed that she can't sleep unless I stick my hand inside her nightgown top and hold her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples in my sleep.
'Seriously? Are you kidding me? She can't sleep unless I hold her naked breast? Well, she's my kind of woman,' I thought. 'That's fine with me.'
Again, like mother like daughter, something that her mother did, too. Lorraine couldn't sleep unless I held her naked breast in the palm of my hand while fingering her erect nipples. To be honest, with us on the same, sexual page, after sleeping like that for so very long, I can't sleep unless a woman is holding my cock in her hand and I'm holding her naked tits and fingering her nipples in my hand as I sleep.
Yet, something as forbidden as it was wrong, I never thought my stepdaughter would be taking sexual advantage of me. I never thought my stepdaughter would want me to have sex with her. I never thought that my stepdaughter would sexually seduce me. Not even in my wildest, sexual fantasy, I never thought I'd be having sex with my stepdaughter. Even after having sex with her, hard to wrap my head around us having sex, I can't believe that I had sex and am still having sex with Laura.
What started out very innocently, sleeping together in the same bed, quickly turned into outrageous, forbidden sex. With me as horny as she's clearly needy, thinking that I could control myself, I can't say no. To be honest, the first time that I met my stepdaughter when she was 18-years-old and I was 30-years-old, I wanted to sleep with her. Had I not been already married to her mother; I would have put the sexual moves on her.
Now, that I'm 35-years-old and my stepdaughter is 23-years-old, with my beloved wife, dead and bury, I'm free to continue having a sexual relationship with her daughter. Going from having sex with an older woman to having sex with a younger woman is nothing I could have imagined. Laura is more energetic and imaginative than her mother. Her mother was a wonderful lover and all that I thought that I wanted but Laura, indeed, is a much better lover.
# # #
It all started a week before her mother died, the night of her mother's death, when we were watching a movie while sitting together on the couch. The first time alone with my stepdaughter, her mother was out with friends. It was late. Figuring that she had too much to drink and was staying overnight with a friend, not wanting to awaken me, I assumed that she figured it was too late to call.
Innocently enough, while her mother was slamming head-on into a tree, setting the stage for what would happen between stepdaughter and stepfather later, because she was cold, I cuddled beneath a blanket with her daughter. Then, when I put my arm around her shoulder, she rested her hand on my upper thigh. With her hand so very close to my pajama clad cock, it didn't take me long to develop an erection. Something that may never happen, I was as sexually excited as I was embarrassed that my pajama clad cock throbbed and pulsated for the anticipated touch of my stepdaughter's hand.
Then, when she fell asleep, she slumped to the side and her nightgown top fell wide open. I could see a good portion of the size and the shape of her naked breasts and her erect nipples. With her head in my lap, whether deliberate or unintentional, her hand was now on my erection.



My erect prick throbbed and pulsated to the mere touch of my stepdaughter's hand through my pajama bottom. As embarrassed as I was sexually excited, I hoped that she was sleeping soundly enough that she didn't feel my cock pushing against the palm of her hand. After proclaiming my love to her mother and marrying Lorraine, I'd be embarrassed if Laura knew that I sexually wanted her, too.
'What degenerate wants to have sex with mother and daughter,' I thought. 'If it wasn't enough that I married the love of my life but now I wanted to have sex with her 23-year-old daughter, too.'
# # #
'How dare I take sexual advantage of my stepdaughter while she was sleeping,' I thought. 'Yet, that wasn't outrage enough to stop me from touching her and feeling her in all the places where a stepfather never should touch and feel his stepdaughter while she was soundly sleeping.'
No excuse to take advantage of my stepdaughter while she was sleeping but it had been a while since I had sex and I was horny. With my stepdaughter's mouth so very close to my pajama clad erection, unable to stop myself, I did something very, sexually wicked. With me not wearing underwear beneath my pajama bottoms in the way that my stepdaughter wasn't wearing panties beneath her nightgown, I removed my erect cock from my pajama bottoms.
I was so nervous. I was so sexually excited. Not wanting to frighten her, I hoped she didn't awaken and see my erect, naked prick staring her in her face. Yet, I was curious for Laura's reaction to seeing my naked cock. I never wanted to expose myself to my stepdaughter in the way that I wanted to expose myself to her now.
Curious what my stepdaughter would do if she did see my naked cock staring her in her face, I wondered what she'd do. I wondered if she'd take me in her hand to stroke me. I wondered if she'd take me in her mouth to suck me. I wondered if she'd take me in her pussy to fuck me. I wondered if she'd scream and tell her mother that I exposed myself to her.
I slowly slid my erect prick along her sleeping lips. I watched a droplet of precum slide between her lips. I watched her lick my precum away with her sleeping tongue.
Only, unbeknownst to me, my stepdaughter wasn't sleeping. Pretending to be asleep, she was wide awake. She surprised me when she reached out her soft hand and wrapped her long fingers around my exposed, thick, naked prick. Then, I couldn't believe it when she started stroking me before she took me in her mouth to suck me.
Laura was blowing me. She was giving me a blowjob. Better than the blowjob that I received from Veronica, the prom queen at my senior prom, Laura was, indeed, a much better and experienced cocksucker.
Yet, still as stunned as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my wife's daughter was blowing me. Laura was sucking my cock. Her giving me a blowjob was not only willing but also consensual. Clearly, she wanted to suck my cock as much as I wanted her to suck my cock. She wanted me to cum in her mouth as much as I wanted to cum in her mouth.
# # #
Sure enough, all part of her plan to sexually seduce me, it didn't take Laura long to take me in her soft hand and wrap her manicured fingers around my erect prick. Then, as if she was dreaming of stroking the cock of one of her boyfriends, she slowly stroked my prick. My stepdaughter was giving me a feigned sleeping, hand job. I couldn't believe my stepdaughter was giving me a hand job. Thinking that she was stroking me in her sleep, all the better, she was wide awake and deliberately having sex with me.
Not stopping there, as soon as the head of my stiff prick touched her red, full lips, she parted her lips and took the head of my cock in her warm, wet mouth while she was still pretending to be asleep. Assuredly, she knew that I'd never cheat on her mother, especially with her daughter. She knew that I'd never have sex with her if she was awake.
I felt her tongue touch the head of my cock. Then, I felt her tongue lick my erect prick. Finally, taking the full length of my cock in her warm, wet mouth while she was still pretending to be soundly sleeping, Laura was blowing me in her feigned sleep.
As shocked as I was stunned, I couldn't believe my stepdaughter was willingly and consensually sucking my cock. I couldn't believe my wife's daughter was blowing me. No longer able to control myself, I put a gentle hand to the back of Laura's sleeping, blonde head. Determined to cum in her beautiful mouth, I humped her mouth and fucked her face.
Then, too late to pull away, I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her feigned sleeping mouth. As soon as I unloaded in Laura's mouth, she pretended to awaken. As soon as she removed my stiff prick from her mouth, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her beautiful face and in her long, blonde hair. Something I thought I'd never do; I gave my stepdaughter a cum bath.
# # #
"Daddy," she said looking down at herself before looking up at me. "Did you just cum in my mouth and all over my face? Did I just blow you in my sleep?" She looked down at herself again. "Did you just give me a cum bath," she asked while wiping cum from her face with a hand towel.
Expecting her to be angry, expecting her to tell her mother that I sexually abused her daughter, I looked at her as embarrassed as I was ashamed.
"I'm sorry, Laura, but you started fondling my naked prick in your sleep," I said while still staring down her still open nightgown top at her naked breasts. "Then, when you took me in your mouth, you were sucking me in your sleep. With me horny for so very long, I couldn't stop myself from putting my gentle hand to the back of your pretty head and humping your beautiful mouth before cumming in your mouth."
Surprising me that she wasn't angry, she nodded her head as if she understood.
"Well, if that's the case. May I sleep with you in your bed tonight, Daddy?"
With my wife still not home and with her daughter asking me if she could sleep in my bed, our little secret, I knew that she would tell her mother that we had sex. I nodded my head while wondering if she'd have sex with me again later tonight before my wife arrived home. I'd love to have sex with Laura not that she wasn't feigning that she was sleeping and was wide awake.
"I'd love for you to sleep with me in my bed, Laura," I said. "I'd love to have sex with you again."
Returning the sexual favor, something that I had always wanted to do, unable to resist, with the top of her nightgown still wide open, I reached my horny hand inside her open nightgown top. I felt and fondled her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Then, when she started stroking again, I moved my hand beneath her nightgown.
I cupped her naked, trimmed, blonde pussy in the palm of my hand. Then, I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy. I was masturbating my stepdaughter. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating her. I couldn't believe that she was willingly and consensually allowing me to masturbate her. Something that I thought that I'd never do, I was giving Laura a sexual orgasm with my fingers.
# # #
After my wife was killed in a one car crash when she crashed head-on into a tree on a rainy night, she left her daughter, Laura, behind to live with me. I loved my stepdaughter. I really did. We got along. We were pals. Playing games and watching movies, I couldn't be any closer to her than if she was my biological daughter.
Only, I never thought I'd be sexually attracted to her. I never thought that I'd ever be having incestuous sex with her. I never thought she'd want to have sex with me, a man 12-years older than her.
With her father remarried and with him living on the other side of the country, he made it clear that he wanted nothing to do with his past. He wanted nothing to do with his daughter. He had always been a cold, selfish bastard and I tried to be the father that my stepdaughter deserved to have. Only, I never thought I'd be in a forbidden, sexual relationship with my stepdaughter.
Only, a week after her mother was dead and buried, Laura started acting out with weird, sexual behavior. Something that always surprised me, shocked me even, she started to sexually flash me. When sitting across from me in her short skirt, she'd deliberately part her knees wide enough to flash me her white panties. Every time she crossed and uncrossed her shapely legs, she continually flashed me her panties again and again. Then, when sitting across from me when wearing her short, sexy nightgown, as if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she'd flash me her naked pussy.
With her always wearing a robe over her short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgowns, she never wore a robe over her nightgown now. When she wasn't flashing me her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy, she flashed me her naked, D cup breasts. I can't count how many upskirt peeks I saw of her white panties. I can't count how many up-nightgowns peeks I saw of her naked pussy. I can't count how many down blouse peeks I saw of her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bra. I can't count how many down nightgown views I saw of her naked breasts and erect nipples.
'She's so very beautiful. She's so sexy,' I thought. 'She's so shapely.'
Making me horny, instead of daring myself to touch her where a stepfather should never touch his stepdaughter, I touched her. I felt her. Yet, instead of making a full-blown forbidden pass at her, I'd masturbate over her in my bedroom. I'd masturbate over her stroking me, sucking me, and fucking me. Now with her stroking me, sucking me, and fucking me, I no longer masturbated over Laura.
# # #
Deciding that we can't live without one another, we decided to marry. I couldn't believe that I was marrying my wife's daughter. I couldn't believe that Laura agreed to marry me. If it wasn't enough that I was married to her beautiful mother, soon I'd be married to her beautiful daughter.
Something that I didn't have a chance to do with Lorraine, I couldn't wait to give Laura a baby. Within five years, we had a girl that we named Lily and a boy that we named Wyatt. We lived happily ever after.
THE END
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Betty flashes Billy her Big Boobs
Billy, a mama's boy, after having a sexual relationship with his mother, Joan, he has an unexpected sexual relationship with his busty neighbor, Betty.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that Billy asked me to write about what happened between him, his mother, Joan, and his next-door neighbor, Betty, thirty-years ago.
A mama's boy devoted to his sexually frustrated mother, after having sex with his mother from 18-years-old to 22-years-old, Billy had unexpected sex with Betty, his busty, 22-year-old neighbor.
# # #
Billy's mother, Joan, paid their 22-year-old, neighbor Betty, to stay with their son for the weekend while they went away. The first time leaving him alone with anyone, she was worried. With him having a tested IQ of only 80, Billy wasn't the brightest, young man. Honestly, scratching her head in disbelief, with some of the idiotic things that he's said and with some of the stupid things he's done, his mother called him the male version of a dumb blonde.
Yet, what God didn't give him in intelligence, he gave him in extra good looks. Billy was, indeed, a handsome, young man. Tall, muscular thin, and athletic, Billy was blessed with other physical talents that compensated him for his mental inabilities. In the way that Forrest Gump could run like the wind, with them having the same IQ, Billy could run like the wind, too. Alas, if only he had the gift to memorize lines, he was handsome enough to have been a movie star.
Unfortunately, easily misled, deceived, and manipulated, he's been acting out lately from sexual frustration with himself. His inability to sometimes understand even the simplest of things confounded him. Not a skilled reader, always having to stop to look up the meaning of words, most times, he didn't comprehend and/or retain any of what he read.
Yet, with them living across the street from one another, and growing up together, Billy and Betty were lifelong, best friends. When no one asked him to his senior prom, not allowing him to miss his prom, she attended his prom with him. A very pretty woman, she had long, red hair, beautiful, blue eyes, and a sexy and shapely body with huge, triple D cup or F cup breasts.
With his high school classmates mean and cruel to him, she was the only person who didn't make fun of him. She was the only person who came to his rescue when others merciless, constantly, and continually teased him and embarrassed him. As if he was her brother from a different mother, she understood him and, probably, even loved him. What's not to love? Not only was he handsome, he was kind, sweet, and loving, albeit continually horny.
Now that he graduated high school, with college not an option, he worked at a factory job where what he did all day long was redundantly routine. Billy was good at doing repetitive things that would bore someone else out of their minds and drive them mad. A taxpaying member of society, he was happy that he could earn a living to help his mother with their household expenses.
The key factor contributing to his lack of intelligence, his mother was clinically depressed when pregnant with him. With her husband gone all day working and then out with his friends after work drinking, she drank alone. Left to her own devices, most weeks, she didn't even see her husband until the weekend. Never having enough money, with him drinking the rest, what he gave her barely covered the bills and groceries. Not a very satisfying life, she cared for the house and for Billy without any help from him.
Yet, needing money to buy alcohol was never a problem. Her husband always had a stockpile of booze in the house. By the time he finally arrived home drunk, she was already in bed sleeping it off. He wasn't home long enough to spend quality time with his son and to notice that his wife had a drinking problem. Moreover, not realizing her excessive drinking directly affected their unborn baby, her abuse of alcohol was the reason for Billy's unusually, low IQ.
Sadly, with his limited intelligence, he's dependent on his mother and on Betty for helping him to understand things. Betty is his only friend, and one could say that Billy loved her. Yet, once again, when the Lord passed out brains, not blessed with an abundance of those, instead, Billy received a big cock. With him measuring himself with his mother's sewing machine, tape measure, something for him to be proud about, when hard he was a full 9" long.
# # #
"We'll just be gone for the weekend," said Joan to Betty. "You have my cell phone number. This is a list of all of the medication he takes and when he takes them. Just in case of anything, that's the phone number of his doctor. Call me with any questions or if there's anything wrong."
Giving him a holiday from his unnecessary medication, mostly tranquilizers that he took daily for years but didn't need, ignoring his mother's requests, Betty folded the paper and slipped it in her pocket.
"Don't worry about a thing. He'll be fine. He's good with me. His favorite thing to do, we'll play video games and watch TV," said Betty. "Have a great weekend."
Only, something that Joan didn't know, Betty had always had a secret, sexual crush on Billy. Whenever alone with him, she sexually teased him by flashing him her bright, white, bikini panties in upskirt peeks and her long, sexy line of cleavage in downblouse views, she was continually horny. With her finally alone with him all day and all night, she planned on showing him continual views of her topless and naked body.
With him so handsome, she wondered if he had sex before. She wondered if he was a virgin. She wondered if he was as sexually attracted to her as she was sexually attracted to him. In the way that she suspected that he was sexually attracted to his mother, and his mother was sexually attracted to him, she suspected that they had and/or were still having incestuous sex.
Having seen his erection tenting his jeans, fully aware that he had a big dick, she was curious about the length, the width, and the shape of his naked, erect cock. The perfect, sexual opportunity for her to find out, giving him the gift of sex, she had planned on using this weekend, to sexually seduce him. At the very least, she wanted to give him a hand job and maybe even a blowjob. As long as he wore a condom, with her an immorally immodest whore, she'd even fuck him.
Something that Betty didn't know and that he routinely started doing as his new way of acting out, whenever alone with his mother, he walked around the house naked and sporting an erection. Always exposing his erect, naked prick to his mother with pride and with her not stopping him, his mother, Joan, worried that Billy would expose himself to Betty, too. Sometimes, even going as far as masturbating himself and cumming in front of his mother, she feared that he'd masturbate himself and cum in front of Betty, too. She feared that Betty would be fearfully embarrassed and leave Billy alone to care for himself.
# # #
Before his mother could stop him, and with him seemingly not knowing any better, he's even walked out front of his house naked to get the newspaper and/or the mail. Seemingly paying no never mind to his exposed prick, he'd wave to any neighbors that he saw. Taking sexual advantage of him, as soon as she saw his big cock, his next-door neighbor, Ida Turner, a widow, invited him in her house naked for a cup of coffee. Only, Ida wanted more than coffee, she wanted his crème.
"Would you like a cup of coffee that I just made, Billy," asked Ida while flashing him all that he could see of her through her sheer nightgown?
Lonely and sexually frustrated, having that in common with Billy, Ida was always horny. With him so handsome, she had always been sexually attracted to him. Hoping that he'd take the not-so-subtle hint, she always flashed Billy all that he shouldn't see of her.
With him looking up at her from the sidewalk, she flashed him her white panties when sitting on her porch with her knees parted. With her C cup breasts nearly falling out of the top of her nightgown, she flashed him her long, line of sexy cleavage by leaning out her window to talk to him. Laying out in her backyard topless and/or naked, she flashed him her topless and naked body when he was mowing the lawn. With his mother always interceding and coming to his rescue, Ida continually flashed him whenever she could.
With her wearing a sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgown, she exposed nearly as much of her naked body to Billy as he had exposed his naked body to her. With her C cup breasts overflowing her nightgown top, her brown, bushy pussy and her naked ass were clearly visible through her sexy nightgown. Fortunately, hearing him opening the front door without him wearing any clothes, his mother rescued him from her clutches before anything could happen.
"Shame on you, Ida, for trying to take sexual advantage of my son," scolded his mother. "Whore! How dare you expose yourself to him? What's wrong with you? You should be embarrassed. I can see through your nightgown as if you're naked. You should be wearing a robe over your nightgown. You know full well that he's not right in the head."
# # #
Something as shocking as it was sexually exciting, another thing that Betty didn't know, with one thing leading to another thing, his mother gave her son sex, incestuous sex. With Betty sleeping in her house, hoping that he didn't expect Betty to give him sex, too, Joan worried that Billy would climb in bed with her. In the way that his mother allowed Billy to climb in bed with her and feel her nearly, naked body through her flimsy nightgowns, she worried that Billy would try to feel Betty's nearly, naked body through her nightgown, too.
With Billy a good-looking, young man and his mother a sexually frustrated woman, for him to act out in that sexually inappropriate way, she feared that Betty would suspect that she had given him sex. Exposing himself to her, she worried that Billy would walk in the kitchen naked. She worried that Betty would suspect that Billy had been flashing his mother. She feared that he'd masturbate himself in front of her and even cum in front of her, too.
In the way that he routinely had sex with his mother, she feared that Billy would try to have sex with Betty. In the way that he does with his mother, she worried that if she dared fall asleep while watching television, that he'd masturbate himself and cum all over her face as she slept. Something else that his mother had sexually done, Billy may expect Betty to blow him and allow him to cum in her mouth while she sat at the kitchen table drinking her coffee.
Again, by his inappropriate, sexual actions, she feared that he'd reveal that mother and son had been having incestuous sex since he turned 18-years-old. In the way that his mother sucked her son's prick and allowed him to cum in her mouth, she feared that he'd expect Betty to suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth, too. Embarrassing her in front of her friends and family, she worried that Billy was going to expose what sexually went on between mother and son behind closed, bedroom doors. God forbid her husband found out they've been having sex.
Bad enough that she was responsible for his mental disabilities with her excessive drinking when she was pregnant with him, she felt guilty that Billy was the way that he was. Now that she had been having incestuous sex with him, she felt guilty about that too. With all of this potentially blowing up in her face, she feared that her husband would divorce her if he discovered that she had been having incestuous sex with their dimwitted son. If her husband discovered that she had been having sex with Billy, she feared that would give her husband reason to have sex with her sisters and/or their neighbors.
"I love you, Mommy," said Billy with exuberance while standing beside her naked and with an erection.
With her windows open and her neighbors standing out front talking, afraid that the neighbors would hear, his mother looked at her son embarrassed.
"Billy, not so loud. People will hear you," she whispered. "Get dressed."
He shrugged.
"I don't care if people hear me. I don't care if the neighbors see me naked. I like being naked. I especially like being naked in front of you. I love my Mommy," he said again.
# # #
Yet, since Betty lived cross the street from him, hearing him screaming, crying, yelling, and acting out, the reason why his mother kept him drugged with tranquilizers, she knew what he was like and what went on in his house. Her heart went out to his mother for keeping him home with her instead of placing him in an institution where medical professionals could give him the help that he clearly needed. Yet, most times, especially before he discovered sex and when he wasn't drugged and sedated on his medication, he was a kind, funny, and a fun-loving man.
With Betty's bedroom window directly across from his bedroom window, she sexually teased him. Especially when she knew that he was there watching her, she'd intentionally undress with her bedroom light on and her shade not drawn. Pretending not to see him staring, yet, knowing full well that he could see her, she'd even masturbate herself on her bed with her bedroom light on and her window shade up. With Billy watching, she'd tickle her clit with her vibrator or fuck her pussy with her big, black dildo.
Fully aware how sexually enamored he was with her huge breasts; she'd walk around her bedroom in her see-through nightgowns or in a sheer button t-shirt that clearly showed the size and the shape of her big breasts. While facing the unshaded window, she'd lean forward while brushing her long, red hair. Depending if she was facing him or standing with her back to him, she'd flash him her naked ass or her long, sexy line of cleavage while parading around her bedroom. She'd flash him her naked breasts while examining them in her mirror.
No doubt, if given the chance, he'd masturbate over all that she showed and all that he saw of Betty's sexy and shapely, nearly, naked body. A masturbation machine, as if he had discovered that his prick was his personal, sex toy, he continually masturbated himself night and day. With him always horny and continuing to expose himself to his mother, he stroked his cock and masturbated, on average, four and five times a day, every day.
Routinely saying inappropriate, sexual things, while not even realizing that he was being naughty, with him always with her and hanging out with her, perhaps, he had already tried to touch and feel Betty's big breasts. Much bigger than his mother's D cup breasts, Betty has huge triple D cup breasts. Sexually teasing him, instead of hiding them, she flaunted her breasts by wearing sheer, low-cut tops that showed her long, the shape and the size of her big tits. Then, when leaning over him, she flashed her long, sexy line of cleavage and the impressions of her erect, big nipples.
Especially after having his wicked, sexual way with his mother's big breasts, and with Billy having a proclivity for big, breasted women, Joan feared that he'd try to have his wicked, sexual way with Betty's enormous tits. After touching and feeling his mother's naked breasts, especially with her flaunting them, perhaps, he thought that it was okay to touch and feel Betty's big breasts, especially with her flaunting them, too. If Billy touched, felt, fondled, and groped Betty's breasts, Joan feared that Betty may suspect that he touched, felt, fondled, and groped his mother's breasts, too.
Not wanting anyone to know, especially her husband, Billy's mother would be mortified if Betty suspected her of having sex with her dumb son. In the way that her next-door neighbor wanted to take sexual advantage of Billy, what could she say in her defense for wanting to take sexual advantage of her dimwitted son. Yet, with Billy so very handsome and with Betty well aware that Billy had a big dick, clearly, she wanted to have sex with him, too.
# # #
Yet, with Betty able to see past his handicap, with her having grown up with him, and with them constantly together playing video games and watching movies, she always liked Billy and, no doubt, he loved her. Protecting him from the neighborhood bullies who mercilessly teased him and made fun of him, she always looked out for him. Only, something she never knew and would, surely, be surprised to find out, and something that would surely come out now that she was alone with him, she needed to protect him from the incestuous, sexual behavior of his drunken mother.
Again, something that Betty didn't know; recently, since his 18th birthday four years ago, Billy continually exposed himself to his mother. With his mother not chastising him and asking him to stop, instead she invited him to sleep with her in her bed. Instead of correcting his bad, sexual behavior, she had incestuous sex with him. Instead of trying to correct his inappropriate, sexual behavior, she stroked him, sucked him, and fucked him. She allowed him to masturbate her, eat her, and make love to her.
"Billy. You can't walk around the house naked. Someone will see you. Get dressed," said his mother finally correcting him while staring at her son's exposed prick.
With her falling asleep in her chair after having one too many glasses of wine while watching TV, she'd awakened to discover that her son had masturbated in her hair, all over her pretty face, and across her nightgown clad breasts. Whenever she fell asleep in her chair, and with her fair game of him masturbating his cock, Billy would give his mother a cum bath. One of his favorite, sexual things to do, when she wasn't blowing him, he loved masturbating on his mother.
"Oh, my God. Billy," she yelled to him while wiping his dried cum from her face and hair. "Did you masturbate on Mommy, again," she asked while laughing after being covered in her son's cum.
With his mother already consensually agreeing to having incestuous sex with her son and with Billy not understanding that there was anything wrong with masturbating on his mother's face, Joan feared that Billy may do the same to Betty. Joan feared that Betty would know that Billy was masturbating on her, too. She feared that Betty may tell her husband and/or the neighbors that they've been having sex, incestuous sex.
"Billy, come keep me warm. Sleep with me tonight," she said removing her big, naked breasts from her nightgown top in readiness for her son to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them.
If he dared give his mother a cum bath, Joan feared that Billy would give Betty a cum bath, too. She'd be embarrassed if Betty knew that Billy continually exposed himself to her. She'd be humiliated for Betty to know that Billy masturbated all over her while she was sleeping. She'd be humiliated if Betty knew that Billy slept with her in her bed. She'd be mortified for Betty to know that they've been having mother and son sex.
# # #
Not knowing any better, something that he routinely did, as soon as his father left for work, he'd climb in bed with his mother.
"Mom, may I sleep with you," he asked in anticipation of touching and feeling his mother's nightgown clad body and with his erect prick already tenting his pajama bottoms?
Without even waiting for her to answer, he'd climb in bed with her. By the time she responded, he was already spooning her, holding her, and cuddling with her. He would have already lifted the back of her nightgown to feel her naked ass. He would have already reached around her to stick his horny hand down her open, nightgown top to feel and fondle her naked breasts.
At first, Joan was okay with her son sleeping in bed with her but then when he started sexually touching her and inappropriately feeling her, she was embarrassed that he was sexually attracted to her and sexually excited over her. Yet, she was even more embarrassed that she was sexually attracted to him and sexually excited over him touching her and feeling her where a son should never touch and feel his mother. With him making her horny, she couldn't believe that she relented and finally had sex with her son.



"Billy, stop that. Don't do that. You shouldn't touch Mommy like that," said Joan.
She was embarrassed that he wanted and expected her to give him sex. She was embarrassed that when he touched her, he made her pussy wet and her nipples erect. Moreover, with her having little control over her sexual libido, especially when drinking, she was embarrassed that she became sexually aroused by him touching and feeling her through her nightgown. Clearly, with his mother knowing better, nonetheless, she wanted to have incestuous sex with him as much as he wanted to have incestuous sex with her.
"Billy, go back to your room, please. You shouldn't touch Mommy in that sexual way. My body is only for Daddy to touch and not for my son to feel," she said finally albeit halfheartedly admonishing him.
Nonetheless, not taking no for an answer, with him still feeling her, and with her becoming wet and her nipples becoming hard and erect, it was no surprise that she was sexually aroused from Billy touching and feeling her through her nightgown. Hoping that he'd continue touching her and feeling her, she wanted to stroke him. She wanted to suck him. She wanted to fuck him. With her husband not paying her any sexual attention, and with him there for the taking, she was more than consensually willing to have sex with her son.
"Just let me stay for a little while longer," he said while spooning his mother and hugging her while holding her and continuing to feel her nightgown clad body.
With her not stopping him, he lifted the back of her nightgown and pressed his erect, pajama clad cock against his mother's naked, pantiless ass.
"I like holding you and hugging you, Mommy," he said while reaching around the front of her to feel her nightgown clad breasts and finger her erect nipples. "I love feeling your big tits."
# # #
Wanting to return the sexual favor, she wished that she could touch his prick. She'd love to wrap her manicured fingers around his big cock and stroke him. She'd love to take him in her mouth and suck him while staring up at him to see his reaction to his mother blowing him. She'd love him to cum in her mouth and all over her face.
Moreover, not stopping there, she'd love to take him in her pussy to make love to him. Then, humping him faster and harder, she'd love to fuck him. With him so handsome and having such a big cock, and with her in such desperate need of man's touch, she wanted to have sex with him. Only, even though she was horny, having reservations about crossing the incestuous, sexual line, it was wrong for her to have sex with her dimwitted son.
Yet, even though she banned him from her bedroom and from sleeping with her in her bed, still not taking no for an answer, Billy was determined to touch and feel his mother's nearly, naked body through her nightgown. Every time he saw his mother in the kitchen, the hall, or the living room, he was always touching her, feeling her, hugging her, humping her, and groping her. When he wasn't feeling her through her clothes, he was groping her through her nightgown.
"Billy, stop that. Don't you dare," she said slapping his hand away from her nightgown. You shouldn't lift Mommy's nightgown," said Joan. "I'm so embarrassed, Billy. I'm so embarrassed. You shouldn't be seeing Mommy's naked ass and pussy," she said even though she wasn't embarrassed and even though she wanted to show him her naked ass and pussy.
Again, with her husband no longer paying her any sexual attention, craving a man's sexual touch, Joan was sexually frustrated and continually horny. Other than masturbating herself, and other than Billy continually groping her, with her needing a good, hard fuck, it had been a long time since Joan had sex. It had been a long time since she felt a hard prick in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy.
Other than having forbidden sex with her son, it had been a long time since a man felt her naked breasts, squeezed her naked ass, sucked her erect nipples, and fingered her wet pussy. Again, other than Billy's stiff prick, it had been a long time since she stroked, sucked, and fucked a man's cock. With Billy not even realizing that he had sexually aroused his mother, not fully understanding what sex was, when in bed with her, he continually rubbed his pajama clad, erect cock against his mother's nightgown clad ass.
Then, seemingly, his favorite thing to do, he reached around her to feel her big tits through her nightgown while fingering her erect nipples. Clearly, sexually attracted to his mother's big breasts, he loved touching, feeling, and fondling her nightgown clad breasts. After a while, with her favorably reacting to his sexual touches, she loved him pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. She even took his hand and showed him how to rub and finger her naked pussy and rub her swollen clit.
"Oh, Billy. This will be our little secret but that feels so good when you touch Mommy in that special way," she said while guiding his hand and his fingers from her big tits to her warm, wet pussy. "I love it when you masturbate me."
Clearly, with her giving him her consent to sexually feel her big breasts, finger her erect nipples through her nightgown, rub her clit, and finger fuck her naked pussy, he continued sexually abusing his mother. With him making her horny and sexually frustrated, reluctantly albeit consensually, something that she never thought she'd do with her own son, she finally reached her hand down and took his stiff prick in her hand. With it a long time since she felt a hard prick in her hand, she loved fondling his erect cock while slowly stroking her son's big dick.
# # #
As soon as she started slowly stroking him, clearly enjoying the sexual touch of his mother's hand, he calmed right down. Not stopping with giving her son a slow, hand job, allowing him access to her big tits, she removed her breasts from her nightgown. She allowed him to continue touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts. Then, directing her nipples to his mouth, she allowed him to suck her erect nipples while she still stroked and fondled his hard prick.
Billy continued feeling and fondling his mother's big breasts while sucking her nipples. Then, stroking him faster and stroking him harder, Joan was determined to make him cum so that he'd leave her alone to get dressed and return to his bedroom. Surprising her, covered with his cum, something her husband didn't do, when he ejaculated, her son ejaculated a huge gush of cum that shot up two feet in the air. When she looked up to watch him cumming, giving her another cum bath, she had Billy's cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts.
"Oh, my God, Billy. Where did all of that cum come from? That was a lot of cum. You made a mess of Mommy," she said laughing while wiping her son's cum from her face, hair, and naked breasts. "Look at me. I have your cum everywhere," she said with a laugh. "Your father never ejaculated as much cum."
He looked as if he had done something wrong. He looked as if he had hurt his mother. He looked as if he was about to cry.
"I'm sorry, Mommy. I didn't mean to make a mess of you. When it started coming out of my penis, as much as I try to stop it, I can't stop it," said Billy.
She kissed her son on the forehead.
"It's okay, Billy. It's not your fault," she said. "It's nothing that I can't wipe away," she said continuing to wipe her face, hair, and naked breasts with her hand towel. "See? It's all gone," she said wiping gobs of his cum from her face with her fingers. Then, she took her finger in her mouth and sucked it clean.
Clearly, she should have told Betty what to expect with Billy's recent outburst of inappropriate, sexual behavior. Yet, not wanting her or anyone to know that she was having incestuous sex with her mentally challenged son, she'd be embarrassed. With Betty as friendly as she was outgoing, no doubt, if Betty knew that Joan was having sex with Billy, she'd want to have sex with him, too. If Betty knew that she was having sex with her son, and with Betty not having a filter for what she said, the whole neighborhood would know that she was having sex with her son.
# # #
Later that morning, when his mother was sitting at the kitchen table, Billy walked in the kitchen naked. Something that she never expected him to do, he stuck his horny hand down her nightgown top and groped her big tits. Clearly, he took her allowing him to feel her naked breasts when in bed with her as his open invitation to feel her naked breasts now and any time that he wanted to feel her naked breasts.
Instead of stopping him, she allowed him to remove her naked breasts from her nightgown. She allowed him to touch, feel, and fondle her big, naked, D cup breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. She allowed him to lean forward to take her erect nipple in his mouth, first one and then the other.
"Oh, Billy, you shouldn't do this. You're making Mommy all wet," she said. "You're making me want to suck your cock. You're making me want you to cum in my mouth and all over my face. You're making me want you to give me another cum bath," she said.
Instead of pushing him away, with his mother continually horny and sexually frustrated, he had sexually aroused her again. Able to have a sexual orgasm just from Billy fondling her naked breast, fingering her erect nipples, and sucking her tits, she wanted him to give her a sexual orgasm. She needed to cum.
Then, returning the sexual favor, she did something she had never done before but always wanted to do. While sitting at the kitchen table drinking her coffee, she willingly stroked her son's cock while leaning forward to suck his big prick. Again, something she thought that she'd never do, surprising even herself, she took his erect prick in her mouth. She continued stroking her son while sucking him. Again, determined for him to cum in her mouth, she didn't stop stroking him and sucking him until he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth.
Shocking but true, Joan blew her son. She sucked his cock. She allowed Billy to cum in her mouth. With Joan becoming an incestuous whore, she even allowed him to cum all over her face and across her nightgown covered breasts. Awash with her son's cum again, as if it was facial crème, she wiped his cum all over her face.
Again, something she thought that she'd never do, surprising even herself, she took his erect prick in her mouth again and again. When she wasn't stroking Billy's cock, she was sucking his big prick. She stroked her son while sucking him.
Again, determined for him to cum in her mouth, she didn't stop stroking him and sucking him until he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth. Then, again when she removed his still, erect prick from her lips, he involuntarily ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face. She was literally covered with her son's cum.
"Oh, Billy," she said laughing while wiping cum from her face, hair, and breasts. "You gave Mommy another cum bath. Look at me. I have cum everywhere," she said while laughing.
Billy looked down at his mother dripping with cum.
"Sorry, Mom. I couldn't help it," he said.
Later that night, with her husband still at work and working overtime to cover the next shift, Billy returned to his mother's bedroom naked. In anticipation of having sex with his mother, he already had a huge, throbbing and pulsating erection. Instead of asking him to leave, she pushed the covers aside and welcomed him in her bed.
When he rested beside her, again, something she had never done before, while imagining that he was someone else, a famous actor, perhaps, she mounted him. She mounted her son ready to make love to him and to fuck him. While kissing him, French kissing him, she reached her horny hand down and directed his stiff prick to her pussy.
She gently humped him until his erect prick slid inside of her warm, wet pussy. Then, humping him harder and humping him faster, instead of making love to her son, she fucked him. Joan fucked her son in the way that Billy fucked his mother. She continued humping him harder and faster until she had a sexual orgasm from his cock. With her no longer able to get pregnant, and with them having unprotected sex, she even allowed Billy to cum in her pussy.
# # #
To look at Billy, until he opened his mouth to speak, one would never know that he was emotionally incapable of being left alone. A very happy man, he attended a special school for the mentally challenged. A good-looking man, he grew tall and strong. As long as he didn't speak, and with him so very handsome, women noticed him and, giving him the eye, they stared at him.
Yet, other than his mother, the only woman he noticed was Betty. He liked Betty. He probably even loved her. In the way that he continually stared at her huge breasts, whenever he saw her, no doubt, while imagining her topless, he undressed her with his eyes.
Clearly and no doubt, he was sexually attracted to her big tits in the same way that he was sexually attracted to his mother's big tits. Betty certainly had big breasts. Having bigger breasts than his mother's D cup breasts, she had triple D cup breasts or, interchangeable with the definition, of F cups.
At that age where her hormones controlled her sexual feelings, and with her a horny whore, Betty wondered if Billy had developed sexually. Then, when she noticed his cock tenting his jeans, she wondered if he could maintain an erection long enough to have sex. She'd love to make love to him. She'd love to fuck him. Finally, when she caught him mindlessly staring at the big impressions that her huge breasts made in her blouse, she decided to have some sexy fun and sexually tease him.
She wondered how far she'd go in her sexual seduction of him. If she sexually teased him enough, she wondered if he'd touch her tits and feel her tits on his own volition or if she'd have to coax him and even have to ask him to touch her and feel her. Something she'd love to see, touch, stroke, and suck, she wondered if he'd allow her to see his erect cock. With her continually horny, again, she wondered if he'd allow her to masturbate him, blow him, and/or fuck him.
Deliberately, sexually teasing him, she wore a low-cut, button blouse without a bra. Even though her breasts were huge, she didn't need to wear a bra. Her breasts stood proud. Unbuttoning the top two buttons, she deliberately flashed him a long, sexy line of cleavage. She knew he'd be staring at all that he shouldn't see but all that she wanted him to see of her naked breasts. As she had planned, staring at what he could see of her big, naked breasts with his mouth gaping open, Billy never removed his eyes from all that he could see of Betty's big tits.
Continuing to sexually tease him, Betty leaned in front of him to give him down-blouse views of her huge breasts. With her well aware that men have the ability to feel a woman's breast with any part of their body, she put that to the test. She rested her breasts against his shoulder when leaning to get something. She watched his cock grow bigger until it looked as if it was going to burst through his jeans.
# # #
"Billy, would you mind if I practiced my yoga moves," asked Betty with her having an ulterior motive of exhibitionism in mind?
With what he could already see of her big breasts, memorizing them, and with her beautiful face and her big, blue eyes hypnotizing him, he stared at her as if he was dreaming.
"No, go ahead. I don't mind," he said.
She stood from the couch.
"I'll be right back. I need to change into my yoga outfit," she said disappearing in Joan's bedroom.
Not knowing what yoga was nor what a yoga outfit was, Billy remained on the couch curious what Betty would do and what she'd wear while doing it.
Going all out, Betty returned wearing a short skirt without wearing panties and a low-cut, sheer, and sexy top that showed her long, line of cleavage. While doing her yoga routine, she'd not only be flashing Billy her nearly, naked breasts but also, she'd be flashing him her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy, too. Other than undressing in front of her bedroom window with the shade not pulled and the light on, with her never having flashed Billy before, she was nervous.
She wondered what his reaction would be to seeing so much of her naked body as she was willing to show now. She wondered if he'd reach out and touch her. She wondered if he'd feel her naked tits. She wondered if he'd mount her while she was on the floor and fuck her.
# # #
Betty moved to the floor and laid on her back. While she went through all of her practice poses on the floor, never removing his eyes from her, he sat on the couch staring at all that he could see of her exposed breasts, her exposed ass, and her exposed pussy. Laying straight out, the hem of her short nightgown was up to her crotch. Then, facing him, she raised one leg while flashing him her red, naked pussy and naked ass before raising the other leg to flash him her red, naked pussy and her ass.
Repeating that move a dozen times, then, sitting up, she rested with her legs crossed and with her red pussy continually exposed. Then, she turned away from him. she moved to her hands and knees with her shapely, partially nightgown clad ass facing him. She lowered her forehead to the floor and returned sitting back on her haunches. Again, while flashing him her naked ass and the back of her red, naked pussy, she did that movement a dozen times again.
Then, turning back to face him, while deliberately, sexually teasing him, she pushed her hands against the floor. Slowly raising her body higher and higher, while leaning against the wall, she did a handstand. Totally, exposing her beautiful, naked body, she motionlessly remained like that with her short skirt up to her waist and exposing her naked pussy and her naked ass.
Expecting that they would, while she continued standing on her hands, her big, heavy, naked breasts fell out of her t-shirt top. With her t-shirt up to her shoulders and covering her face, nearly naked now, she exposed her naked ass, her naked pussy, and her nearly, naked breasts to Billy. Surprising her, Billy was already masturbating himself while sitting on the couch and staring at her naked body. He had his big, erect, naked prick in his hand while stroking himself faster and harder.
"Oh, Billy," said Betty getting down from her handstand and turning to look at him. "Don't waste that. Here, let me help you," she said.
While staring up at him, she took his erect prick from his hand and stroked him harder and faster. Then, while continuing to stare up at him with her big, blue eyes, something she thought, she'd never do but had always wanted to do, she leaned forward and took him in her mouth. Betty was blowing Billy. She was finally sucking his cock. Something that she wanted to do since he took her to his prom four years ago when he was 18-years-old, she couldn't believe she was finally sucking his prick now.
Seemingly with him never having never been blown before, other than the blowjobs that he received from his mother, it didn't take him very long to ejaculate a load of cum in her mouth. Only, having no idea, she didn't know that his mother sucked her son's prick regularly. Not done cumming, when she removed his prick from her lips, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face. In the way that he gave his mother regular cum baths, he gave Betty a cum bath, too.
Finally finishing her yoga routine, she relaxed on the couch beside Billy. She sat beside him with the hem of her nightgown up to her crotch and her naked breasts out of her nightgown top. She took his hand and moved his fingers to her naked pussy. Showing him where to touch her, in the way that he masturbated his mother, he masturbated Betty. Approaching his bedtime, not wanting to keep him up much later than that, she wanted him to maintain his normal bedtime routine.



"Go upstairs and put on your pajamas. Then, when you come down, we'll play a card game," she said putting her naked breasts back in her t-shirt.
# # #
Billy disappeared upstairs and returned wearing his pajamas but without underwear. She could tell that he wasn't wearing underwear because he still had an erection that tented his pajama bottoms. She could clearly see the side of his cock peeking out of his pajama pee hole.
Betty sat on the moved from the couch to sit on the floor across from him with her knees raised, her legs spread, and her pussy exposed to him while he continued sitting on the couch. Obviously wanting a better look at her naked pussy, he moved from the couch to the floor to sit across from her. Every time she leaned forward to shuffle the deck of cards, she gave him a downblouse view of her naked breasts and a spread legged view of her naked pussy.
Clearly, with breasts, especially big breasts Billy's favorite part of a woman's body, he never removed his eyes from what he could see of her big tits. Making Betty sexually aroused by his continued stare, her nipples were totally erect and hard. With him still staring at her naked breasts as if she was topless, she finally asked him a question.
"Billy. May I ask your opinion?"
He looked down at her while she looked up at him.
"Yes," he said smiling up at her before continuing his focused, downward stare at her blouse clad breasts.
She looked down at her breasts before looking up at him. She cupped her breasts in the palms of her hands through her unbuttoned t-shirt as if offering her breasts to him. Then, she removed her breasts from her buttoned, t-shirt, first one and then the other, to show him her naked breasts again.
"Be honest, Billy. Tell me the truth. You won't hurt my feelings but, do you think my breasts are too big?"
With Betty giving him a reason to stare at her big tits, his eyes widened and his mouth fell open. His eyes looked as if they were going to pop out of their sockets with him staring at Betty's big, naked tits. If it wasn't enough that he was staring at her braless breasts through her sheer t-shirt, now he stared at her naked breasts.
"No, they're not too big," he said while never removing his eyes from her breasts as she removed her naked breasts from her t-shirt again.
She smiled while cupping her naked breasts in the palms of her hands.
"Thank you, Billy. I'm glad that you said that because I just love my big tits," she said turning one way before turning the other way. "I love how they look in a tight sweater. I love how they feel in my hands. I love how they feel in my mouth," she said lifting her naked breasts to her mouth to suck them while staring up at him.
She put her breasts back in her t-shirt again.
# # #
"For some reason, men go crazy when I stretch and yawn, like this," she said stretching and raising her arms to yawn. Her big breasts raised up with her and nearly revealed her erect nipples. "Or, whenever I lean forward, they all stare while trying to see down my top. When I lean forward like this, Billy, can you see down my top?"
Billy leaned closer.
"Yes. I can see more of your breasts when you lean forward like that," he said.
He smiled while staring at all he could see of her nearly, naked breasts and she smiled while staring at what she could see of his nearly, naked erect prick that tented his pajama bottoms.
"I'm embarrassed to tell you this but one time, I teased a boy when he excused himself to use the men's room. While he was gone, I unbuttoned these two buttons like this," she said unbuttoning her buttons on her t-shirt. "Then, when he returned to the table, I pretended that I was unaware that my breasts were as exposed as they are now. For the rest of the evening, all he did was stare at all that I was showing and all that he was seeing."
She laughed while he stared at all that she was showing and all that he was seeing.
"Again, I'm embarrassed to admit. What I love the most about my breasts is how they feel. I'm always feeling my breasts. I'm always fingering my big nipples. I become sexually aroused when I pull, turn, and twist my erect nipples," said Betty feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples through her blouse. "I love sucking my big tits," she said removing her breasts from her nightgown again to suck them again.
Unable to control himself, Billy massaged his erect penis through his pajama bottoms. Then, as if he was alone instead of with Betty, he removed his erect cock from his pajamas and slowly stroked himself. No doubt, without him even realizing it, he exposed his stiff prick to Betty again.
# # #
Seizing the opportunity, Betty asked him another question.
"Billy, would you do me a big favor," she asked while feeling her braless breasts through her t-shirt?"
Giving her his full attention, he stopped masturbating himself and pushed his erect prick back in his pajama pee hole to look at her.
"Yes," he said. "Anything. I'd do anything for you."
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I like it better when someone else touches my breasts. Would you mind touching my breasts and feeling them with your hands," asked Betty while continuing to sexually tease him? "And tell me what they feel like."
Billy looked at her with disbelief.
"I don't think that I should. I'll get in trouble," he said.
She gave him a sad look.
"Please, Billy. I promise not to tell anyone. It will be our secret," she said.
Billy slowly reached his hands and touched Betty's breasts through her partially unbuttoned t-shirt.
"Oh, Billy. That feels so good. Don't stop. Please don't stop," she said.
Shocking him, Betty unbuttoned her the rest of her t-shirt and exposed her naked breasts to his horny eyes. She noticed his erect, naked prick sticking out of his pajama bottoms.
"My God, Billy, did I do that to you," asked Betty? "Did I make you hard again?"
He looked down at himself with sexually arousal. Then, he looked at her with embarrassment. He looked at her with shame. He looked at her with guilt. More importantly, he looked at her with sexual excitement.
"It's okay," she said. "It's only fair, since you felt my breasts, would you like me to feel your penis, again?"
# # #
She looked at the clock. She put her naked breasts back in her t-shirt.
"Well, it's time for bed. Goodnight," she said.
Billy stood, tucked his erect cock in his pajama bottoms and obediently walked to his bedroom.
"Goodnight, Betty," he said closing his bedroom door.
# # #
Betty walked to Joan's bedroom and climbed in her bed. Joan had changed the sheets to give Betty fresh sheets. Not more than an hour later, just as she turned off the TV and was starting to fall asleep, Billy climbed in bed beside her.
Not making a fuss and allowing him to stay in bed with her, he spooned her. He cuddled her. He held her while pressing her erect cock against her nightgown clad ass. Then, in the way that he had always done with his mother, he reached around her to feel her breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown.
Not allowing this opportunity to go by, Betty sat up in bed. She removed her nightgown and reached down to remove his pajama bottoms. Something she had wanted to do for years, ever since they turned 18-years-old, she mounted Billy. She reached her hand down between his legs and inserted his stiff cock in her wet pussy.
Making out with him, she kissed him, French kissed him. He returned her long, wet kisses with her French kisses. Humping him slowly and humping him lovingly, Betty made love to Billy. Then, humping him harder and humping him faster, with him returning her fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, she fucked Billy.
They slept together Friday and Saturday. Betty washed the sheets and remade the bed. Then, when his parents came home, they acted innocent as if nothing had sexually happened.
From that moment forward, Billy and Betty had sex whenever they could. Unable to imagine living her life without him, in spite of his limitations, a year later, they married one another. She helped him to live a normal life with his mental disabilities.
They had two children, a boy and a girl, that they named the girl, Bonnie, and the boy, Brady. They lived happily ever after.
THE END
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Something that was as emotionally disturbing as it was sexually exciting, Bobbie's father, Patrick, and her boyfriend, Tyrone, wanted to suck her breastmilk from her naked breasts.
Author's Note:
This is a true story that Roberta asked me to write about her multi-millionaire father, Patrick, and her black boyfriend, Tyrone.
Everything in the story is true and is portrayed as how it happened.
# # #
My name is Roberta but everyone calls me Bobbie. A nickname my father gave me when I was younger because he had always wanted a son named after his father, Robert, instead of a daughter. I was living a good life in a quiet neighborhood in a quaint, old house, nothing fancy, in Montauk, New York, 30 miles east of the Hamptons until Daddy pulled the plug. No longer giving me money, he stopped supporting me when I became pregnant with my son, his only grandchild, Patrick, lovingly named after my father.
My father was always a dirty bastard but I thought he changed. He's the same old, miserable man who I remember hiding from him by climbing under my bed. Retired from working on Wall Street as a broker, my dad is rich. With me his only relative, I had hoped to inherit a small fortune one day when he died but with him angry with me, and threatening to remove me from his will, my inheritance is not looking good.
Comparatively, a poor woman living in a rich neighborhood, every day from my porch, I watch a procession of Ferrari's, Lamborghini's, Rolls Royce's, Bentley's, Mercedes', Maybach's, Cadillacs, and BMW's leaving from and going to the Hamptons. It's certainly good to be rich and I wish I was rich, but I'm not. Maybe one day, after my father has forgiven me and after he dies, I will be rich. I don't know. He's pretty mad at me right now.
A bit old fashion, even though I'm 30-years-old, my father didn't like the idea that I was having unwed sex. Expecting me not to have premarital sex, he expected me to live like a nun until I married. None of his business what I do with my sexlife but with his money controlling me, the purse strings that he held over my head made all of the final, financial decisions in my life.
By the way that he lustfully stared at me, I couldn't help but wonder if the reason why he was upset with me was because I wasn't having sex with him. With him an incestuous pervert, I wouldn't be surprised if he wanted to have sex with me. Gross, I can't imagine ever having sex with my father.
Undressing me with his eyes, he always stared at me as if I was topless. My father was a breast man. He loved big tits. Yet, making me feel uncomfortable, he continually stared at my blouse and bra clad breasts.
He actually called me, his only daughter, a whore because I continued having premarital sex. The only thing that I could figure, maybe, he was pissed because I wasn't his whore. Again, maybe, he was pissed because I wasn't having sex with him. Maybe, something as simple as, he wanted me to suck his cock and cum in my mouth instead of me sucking the prick of someone else and allowing them to cum in my mouth.
Even though I've had only five boyfriends since high school, not counting my present boyfriends, apparently, that didn't matter to him. I was having unwed sex. How do I respond to that when my own father thinks me a whore for playing the field while looking for love and searching for my future husband? Compared to some of the women today, I'm the farthest thing from a whore.
Not a party girl, if anything, I'm modestly moral, especially when it comes to my father. I've never sexually teased my dad. I've never given him deliberate upskirt flashes of my panties and/or downblouse views of my cleavage and bra clad breasts. I've never sexually tempted him to have forbidden sex with me.
# # #
"Everyone has unwed sex today, daddy," I said shocked that as a 30-year-old woman that I had to defend and explain my personal and private sexlife to him. "It's not the big deal that it used to be back in the late 50's and early 60's when you were dating mom," I said.
With him not having had sex with my mother until after he married her, and with them both virgins when they married, he believed that I shouldn't have sex with anyone until after I was married to them. Then, when I became pregnant with a black man's child, and without a ring on my finger, that was it for him. He wanted nothing more to do with me, his only child, and/or with my son, his only grandchild.
I always knew that daddy was a racist, yet, how dare he want nothing more to do with me? Patrick is his only grandson. How could he disown us?
As if pulling the plug on a jukebox machine at midnight, the party was over and the money train came to a complete and abrupt stop before derailing. Everything monetarily changed overnight. Threatening to write me out of his will and give all of his money to charity, he cut me off and refused to continue to support me, his loving daughter and his only child. My father could be a miserable bastard whenever he wasn't getting his way. He expected me to obey his every wish and whim without question and without complaint.
Even though daddy is very rich and can well afford to support me. He stopped giving me a one-thousand-dollar a week stipend for my living expenses. He stopped paying my mortgage. He stopped paying my credit cards. He stopped paying my cellphone and my cable bill. He stopped paying my car insurance, medical insurance, and life insurance. He stopped giving me money.
As generous as he was with his money before, there would be no more gift money for birthdays and for Christmases. As if we no longer existed, he was done supporting me and my newborn son. If I lose my house, I'll be homeless. I'll be begging on the street. Only, with there no begging allowed in the Hamptons, I'd be arrested for begging and thrown in jail while my son was transferred to child, protective services.
Totally cut off, all of my living expenses were on me, now. Fortunately, knowing how he is, blowing hot and cold all the time, as if flipping a switch, I'm glad that I had the forethought to put some money aside. I saved enough money to tide me over for a year but then what? What do I do when that money is gone? How do I support myself without daddy's help?
With him always given positive feedbacks and monetarily rewarded for his masterful stock trades, I suspected that he had a male, borderline personality disorder and used his narcissist behavior to try to control me. Only with him being unreasonable and not willing to change, either I had to give in to his demands of not having premarital sex or be homeless. Dependent on his money, he held all the cards, all aces, while I held the jokers.
"Daddy, why are you doing this? Please don't do this," I said before he slammed his front door shut in my face. "Daddy. Daddy," I said ringing his doorbell and banging on his front door.
# # #
Everything dramatically changed after my mother died. A freak accident, tragically, traumatically, and shockingly when bumped in a crowd of Christmas shoppers, my mother fell backwards and hit the back of her head on a curbstone while people stepped on her and walked over her. Fortunately for her, not having to relearn how to walk and talk, she died instantly and didn't linger on with severe brain damage.
"Daddy, I need to buy a bra," I said out of the clear blue while fed-up with not wearing a brassiere.
Finally, when I was 18-years-old, I found the courage to ask him to buy me a bra. Embarrassed to ask him, I had never worn a bra before. With us taking the same bra size, I could have worn my mother's bras but he boxed them all up with her clothes and jewelry and gave them away. With no trace of her, it was as if she never existed.
With him boxing away all of her photos, too, I had nothing to remind me of her. Stuck living with my father, to say that I missed my mother was a huge understatement. Devastated that she died, I was lost without her. I'd pray to her every night and every morning but with nothing there to remind me of my mother, she slowly faded from my mind.
"I love you, Mommy," I'd say kissing the one, small photo that I found of her that my father hadn't destroyed.
# # #
Yet, as if it was something that he dreaded doing, he procrastinated taking me bra shopping. Putting it off for as long as he could, he needed to buy me a bra, a big bra as my breasts went from a C cup to a D cup and to a double D cup seemingly overnight. I was uncomfortable walking, especially when running, without my breasts being supported by a bra. With my braless breasts swaying side to side or flopping up and down, I was embarrassed. With my big, braless breasts clearly obvious under my clothes, whatever I wore, I felt sloppy.
My father didn't seem to care that it physically hurt me not to wear a brassiere. Instead, he seemed content to stare at all that he could see of the shape and the size of my big breasts through whatever I was wearing. Then, whenever my nipples erected and made their presence known, as if he was imagining sucking my tits and fingering my nipples, he never removed his stare from my erect nipples. He made me feel topless. In the way that he stared at my blouse clad breasts, he made me feel that he could see even more of my breasts than he saw.
I never deemed my father for an incestuous pervert but, in his old age, I guess he was. Always making me feel sexually uncomfortable with his lustful stares, he continually embarrassed me. He made me feel that I stood before him topless even though I was fully dressed, albeit without a bra. He made me feel self-conscious. As if I was sexually teasing him when, assuredly, I wasn't, he made me feel dirty. He made me feel like the whore that he called me and accused me of being.
Instead of just giving me the money to buy my own damn bras, I was embarrassed that I had to ask to him to take me to buy a bra. The last thing that I wanted to do was to go bra shopping with my dad. Troubled that he didn't even know to take me to buy a bra, that was an uncomfortable moment in my life. After my physically and verbally, abusive childhood, I didn't like to ask him for anything, especially something as personal as him buying me a brassiere. My embarrassment continued when I had to shop for a brassiere with my father tagging along with me.
Awkward at best and embarrassing at worst when shopping for bras with my father, he seemed fine with shopping in the women's lingerie department. As if he had a fetish for touching and feeling bras, he seemed to enjoy handling all the different styles of brassieres while looking for my size. Even more embarrassing, something I thought he'd never do and would never do if my mother was still alive, he insisted on coming in the dressing room with me while I tried on bras.
'How embarrassing is this,' I thought? 'Totally bizarre, I can't believe my father is in the dressing room with me.'
"Daddy, no," I said. "Stay out here, please," begging him not to come in the dressing room with me.
He made a face while brushing me off.
"If I'm paying for them, I want to see how they look on you," he said while continuing to insist on coming in the dressing room with me to watch me try on bras.
'I'm so embarrassed,' I thought with the saleswoman looking at me as if he was my sugar daddy of a boyfriend instead of my perverted father.
# # #
With my father there with me in the dressing room watching me trying on different styles of bras, there was only so much of my naked breasts that I could hide from his probing eyes with my hands and my forearms. He continued staring and leering at all that he could see of my naked breasts. Totally embarrassed, I continually turned away from him, yet, whatever I couldn't conceal with my hands and forearms when removing bras and putting on bras, he could still see my naked breasts in the dressing room mirror.
Again, as if he was my sugar daddy instead of my biological father buying me bras, I was mortified that my father was in the dressing room with me. I was humiliated that he had, no doubt, seen me topless. Moreover, with him staring and not looking away, he wanted to continue to see my naked breasts as much as I didn't want to show him my naked breasts. No matter how I turned away from him and angled myself, every time I removed one bra to try on another bra, he could still see my naked tits in the dressing room mirror.
'My father saw my naked breasts. I'm giving him a private peep show of my tits,' I thought. 'I can't believe my father saw my naked tits. I'm so embarrassed. I'm humiliated,' I thought. 'I'm so ashamed. He made me feel as if I was a whore, his whore.'
Back then, with me an 18-year-old virgin, shockingly yet, fittingly enough with my father always getting his way, he was the first man who ever saw my naked breasts. I was ashamed that my father saw me topless. With me still topless and covering as much of my naked breasts as I could with my hands and forearms, he continually came over to me while holding, yet, another bra for me to try on. Clearly, while hoping to see more of my naked breasts, he just wanted to watch me trying on bras. He just wanted to see my naked tits.
"What about this one? This is nice. I like how it feels," he said feeling the bra as if he was feeling my bra clad breasts. "I like the color."
I stood there topless with my hands cupping my naked breasts. Nevertheless, tired of trying to conceal my naked tits, from him and with me finally submitting to him, with my chest puffed out and my chin up, I stood with my arms by my sides. I showed him all that he wanted to see of my naked tits. I proudly and unashamedly showed my father my naked breasts.
Then, as if rewarding me for showing him my naked tits, costing him several hundred dollars, I couldn't believe it when he bought me a dozen assorted bras in different styles and colors, a variety of panties in different styles and colors, and an endless array of sexy nightgowns. That was the first time that I felt like a millionaire's daughter. Figuring that this may be my one and only shopping spree, I asked my father to buy me makeup and perfume. Smelling only the expensive ones, he seemed delighted picking out the perfumes for me to wear.
Instead of him seeing my naked breasts, which he managed to do anyway, after showing him my naked tits, once I was wearing a bra, feeling sexy, I didn't mind modeling my bra clad breasts for him. After all, he was the one who paid for them. Yet, I felt invaded for giving in to him and showing him my naked tits after I tried on and removed bra after bra. With him having a bulge in his pants, seemingly, he liked seeing my bra clad breasts as much as he like seeing my naked tits. Clearly, my father was an incestuous pervert.
# # #
Amazed that I did, while looking at my bra clad breasts in the dressing room mirror, looking even bigger in the dressing room mirror, as if they grew bigger overnight, I suddenly had enormous breasts. I had bigger breasts than most of the girls at my college. My breasts were even bigger than my mother's big breasts.
Undressing me with their eyes, seemingly preoccupied with my huge breasts, every man in all of my college classes stared at my bra clad breasts, including my father, especially my father. In the way that my dad looked at me, stared at me, and leered at me, totally enamored with them, I could tell that he loved my big tits. They all loved my big tits. Only, I was uncomfortable with him constantly and continually staring at my bra clad breasts as if I was topless.
For sure, with my mom having big tits, my father loved big, breasted women and specifically, he loved my big tits. After dressing me as a boy for years, he now seemed proud that I had tits, big tits. For sure, if I ever asked him to take me bra shopping again, with him there in the dressing room with me and with him seeing my naked breasts, I wouldn't have to ask him twice.
Definitely, he would jump at the chance to go if I asked him to take me shopping for bikinis. I couldn't imagine stripping myself naked while trying on bikinis with my father in the dressing room. In the way that I was surprised that he didn't reach out his horny hand to touch and feel my naked breasts, if he took me shopping for bikinis, I wondered if he'd touch and feel my naked ass while fingering my pussy. Yet, enough he saw my naked breasts, I wouldn't want him to see the rest of my naked body.
'Gross,' I thought. 'I would never want my father to see me naked.'
With money not mattering to him, and with me suddenly having wicked, incestuous thoughts, I wondered if he'd give me money for deliberately showing him my naked breasts. Something that I'd never do but I wondered how much money he'd give me for allowing him to touch, feel, squeeze, and fondle my naked breasts while sucking my erect nipples. In the way that he continually stared at my bra clad breasts, I'd be willing to bet that he wouldn't say no to paying me to have his wicked, sexual way with my naked tits.
'Only perish the thought. As soon as I thought about my father seeing, touching, feeling, squeezing, and fondling my naked breasts while sucking my erect nipples, I was sick to my stomach. Yet, no doubt, my father would love to have his wicked, sexual way with my big, naked breasts. No doubt, he'd pay me big bucks to allow him to have incestuous sex with my naked body,' I thought.
# # #
I looked just like my mother in the way that I remember her looking instead of looking like my father, thank God. With my father short, fat, and bald, I was glad that I looked nothing like him. I had my mother's 5'9" height, her long, blonde hair, and her big, blue eyes. If I say so myself, I was pretty, very pretty, indeed.
If not even a little bigger, I had the same breast size as my mother's big, double D cup breasts. Enamored with my own tits, I couldn't stop staring at them in my full-length mirror. I couldn't stop touching them, feeling them, and fondling them. I couldn't stop pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking my erect nipples when masturbating myself. The best thing that could have happened to me as a sexy and shapely woman, my new sexual toys, I was proud of my big tits.
I enjoyed sexually teasing men with my big breasts. I enjoyed the way that men stared at me, especially when I wore something tight fitting and/or low-cut. With my big tits opening doors and leading the way, the first things that men saw when I rounded a corner and walked in a room were my big tits. I enjoyed being the center of attention. I felt how Jenny McCarthy as a Playboy Playmate and how Christina Hendricks and Sofia Vergara must feel when flashing their big F cup breasts. With me garnering lots of sexual attention from men, I felt sexy. I felt horny.
I loved wearing sexy and revealing bikinis, sheer blouses and tight-fitting clothes that flattered my curves. I loved exposing my long line of sexy cleavage to men. I enjoyed exposing the shapely size of my nearly, naked breasts and the impressions of my erect nipples when leaning in front of men and deliberately showing them all that they hoped to see down my blouses. In the way that my flashing men made them hard, if they only knew that their staring at me with sexual lust made me wet with sexual desire.
Yet, bad enough that my father saw me in my bra, when he took me bra shopping four-years-ago, I was still embarrassed that he saw my naked breasts. An image that I couldn't erase from my mind, he saw me topless. He stared at my big, naked tits as if he had never seen big, naked tits before. He stared at my naked breasts as if I was his whore paid to model for him while topless.
With him staring at his own daughter's naked breasts, totally disgusting, my father is such a dirty, old man. Yet, he's a very rich, dirty, old man and now that I know that he's totally enamored with my naked breasts, I hoped to use my big tits to get whatever I wanted from my dad. Now, that he's already seen my naked tits, no longer shy or embarrassed to be topless in front of him, if I had to flash my naked breasts to my father for money, I would. Perhaps, I am a whore, an incestuous whore.



Yet, glad that part of my life was over, I was happy that my father didn't insist on coming in the dressing room with me when I was shopping for panties. Bad enough that he saw my naked breasts, I couldn't even imagine how I'd feel if he saw my round, naked ass and my trimmed, blonde, naked pussy. Totally embarrassed, yet, instead of seeing me topless, I couldn't imagine how I'd feel if he saw me naked. Something that I hoped I'd never see, I never wanted to see my father naked.
'Gross,' I thought. 'I couldn't fathom how I'd feel if ever I saw my father's naked, erect cock.'
# # #
After graduating college, with Daddy showing his love for me, especially after I occasionally continued to flash him my naked tits, while making my flashing appear unintentional, he bought me a small, beach house. Life was good. I was happy. I loved living in Montauk, Long Island, being within walking distance of the Atlantic Ocean, and within driving distance of the Hamptons. With my father helping to support me, I lived there for several years until the shit literally hit the fan.
After an evening of celebrating my thirtieth birthday, a big milestone in my life, I spent the rest of the evening with Tyrone, a man that I met at the party. Even though his name was Tyrone Johnson, his friends called him Tyrone Shoelaces because he ran so fast that he was always coming out of his sneakers. They could have called him Tyrone Big Dick because he had a huge cock when erect. Now, here was an athlete who surely could use a Nike contract and own custom-made sneakers that snuggly fit his big feet better.
Surprisingly, I was pregnant. I couldn't believe that I was pregnant because Tyrone was wearing a condom. No longer being the rich, carefree party girl, and no longer being Daddy's little girl, I was pregnant with a black man's child.
'Oh, oh,' I thought. 'I'm fucked. Daddy won't like this.'
Only, with Tyrone nowhere to be found, seemingly disappearing in the heat of the night, I had a decision to make, abort the baby or keep the baby. I needed to find him. I needed to tell him that I was pregnant with his child. A life altering decision, and respecting his wishes, it was partly his decision, too, if he wanted me to keep the baby or not.
With me once a good Catholic girl, I couldn't abort my baby. If I murdered my child, all of the what ifs would surely return to haunt me for the rest of my life. I decided to keep my baby and raise it on my own as a single mother. Surely, if Tyrone didn't return, daddy would help me. He'd understand that it wasn't my fault but that it was now my responsibility. Definitely, I could count on him to financially support me and my baby.
Then, out of the clear blue, shocking me and blowing my mind, when I told my father that I was pregnant and didn't have a ring on my finger, yelling at me, and totally beside himself, he was outraged.
"Pregnant! How could you be pregnant? You can't be pregnant. You're not married, Bobbie," said my father angrily while pointing his finger accusingly as if it was all my fault.
Then, when I foolishly told him that a black man was the father of my baby, that was it for him. He wanted nothing more to do with me. He was done with me and my bastard, mulatto baby. Like turning off a faucet, his financial support immediately stopped.
"What? You had sex with a black man? Your bastard baby is half black?" He looked at me as if I had broken into his house. "Get out! Get out of my house. Go! Leave. I'm done with you. I don't want to see you or your black bastard of a baby ever again."
# # #
After my baby was born, ignoring my father saying that he didn't want to see me or my black bastard of a baby ever again, I went to see him. Desperate for money, I needed to introduce him to his new grandson and to beg him for his financial help. Instead of saying that he'd help to support me and my newborn baby, as if I never had big tits before, he stared at my fully dressed, oversized, milk laden breasts. Then, from out of the clear blue, unexpectedly and shockingly, he said something that I never thought that I'd hear my father say.
"I'll continue supporting you if you allow me to suck breastmilk from your breasts," he said shocking me and disgusting me.
'What? What did he just say? He'll continue supporting me if I allow him to suck breastmilk from my tits.'
I couldn't believe that my father wanted to suck my breastmilk from my naked breasts. I looked at him as if he was crazy. I looked at him as if he had lost his mind. I looked at him as embarrassed as I was stunned. I couldn't imagine exposing my naked breasts to my father again, this time for him to suck my nipples. I couldn't imagine allowing my father to suck my nipples.
'When does this incestuous behavior stop? How far will he go? Whatever I showed him of my naked body, he wanted me to show him more,' I thought. 'Perhaps because I looked so much like my mother had fueled and increased his forbidden, sexual desire for me.'
Not knowing what to say, I stared at my father. I couldn't believe that my father not only wanted to see my naked breasts but also, he wanted to suck my erect nipples. An image of breastfeeding my father that I couldn't erase, I was mortified. I didn't know how to respond to my father wanting me to breastfeed him. I didn't know what to say.
'What? Seriously? Gross. Yuck. My father wanted me to breastfeed him? He'll continue to support me if I allow him to suck breastmilk from my swollen breasts,' I thought.
I was totally disgusted by the thought of my father even seeing my naked breasts again never mind sucking my nipples while fondling my breasts and fingering my erect nipples. Yet, on second thought, him sucking breastmilk from my breasts was much easier and less time consuming than me having to pump breastmilk from my breasts. Thinking seriously about his financial offer, I was tempted to have him suck my breastmilk from my tits for him to continue financially supporting me.
'What's the big deal? He's already seen my naked breasts numerous times,' I thought. 'The biggest motivating factor for allowing my father to suck breastmilk from my breasts, he'll continue to support me if I do. By allowing him to suck my nipples, no longer will I have to struggle financially. I'll be all set with plenty enough money to survive.'
# # #
It would be wonderful having his financial support again. Yet, every time I thought of him sucking breastmilk from my breasts for money, I felt as if I was prostituting myself for money. Every time I thought of my father seeing my naked tits again, I imagined him touching them, feeling them, and fondling my naked tits while sucking my erect nipples. I was physically ill with the thought of my father having his wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts.
'What kind of grown man wanted to drink breastmilk? What kind of father wanted to suck breastmilk from his daughter's breasts,' I thought? 'That's so incestuous. That's so perverted. That's so disgusting. That's so nasty.'
The weird thing is, something that I still can't believe, a tempting offer, my father would continue supporting me, if I breastfed him. Why? He's bribing me with his continued financial support to suck breastmilk from my breasts. Suddenly, I felt like a prostitute for even considering his perverse offer. Moreover, I felt like the whore that my father accused me of being and thought that I was for having premarital sex, especially with a black man.
This can't be happening. Why would my father want to suck breastmilk from my breasts? Why has he made sucking breastmilk from my breasts a condition of his continued, financial support? Is it because he's perverted? Or is it because I look so much like my mother that he's so sexually attracted to me?
'That's so bizarre. That's so perversely perverted. That's so sick,' I thought while deleting the imagined image of my dad sucking breastmilk from my tits from my mind.
Without even having to think about it, I immediately answered him.
"No," I said shaking my head no as if I needed that extra head movement for my father to understand that I didn't want him sucking breastmilk from my breasts. "I can't believe you could even ask me that, Daddy," I said and was the only thing that I said and the only thing that I could say. "What's wrong with you to want to suck breastmilk from your daughter's breasts? Aren't you embarrassed to even ask me that? You should be embarrassed to ask me that," I said with the attitude of my mother.
Utterly flabbergasted, I was too shocked to speak. Knowing that he wouldn't continue to support me unless I allowed him to suck breastmilk from my breasts, either I allowed him to suck my tits or I was doomed to live in poverty for the rest of my single, mother life. Then, he clarified why he wanted to suck breastmilk from my heavy, milk laden breasts.
"When your mother was pregnant with you and with you refusing to take her nipple, you preferred drinking formula from a bottle. Having no other option, she had to pump the milk from her breasts and flush it. We could have sold it but we surely didn't need the money, even way back then. We could have given it away but we didn't know of anyone who needed breastmilk. There wasn't the network of internet sites to research breastmilk recipients back then."
He paused while looking at me. Rather, as if I stood before him topless, he paused while staring at my bra and blouse clad tits. Past my time to pump milk from my breasts, my breasts were leaking and leaving milk stains through my bra and on my blouse. I was embarrassed that my breasts were leaking. I was embarrassed that my father saw my leaking breasts. I needed to pump out my milk. Only, forgetting to take it with me, leaving it behind, I didn't have my breast pump with me.
My father stared at the milk stains on my blouse. He continued staring at my huge breasts with wide-eyed concentration. As if he was imagining sucking my nipples, he slid a slow tongue across his thin lips while staring at my tits. Then, as if he was a goldfish looking for food or a baby nursing, his lips puckered together as if he was already sucking my nipples.
"I've always wanted to try breastmilk so; I sucked the breastmilk from your mother's breasts. Actually, I discovered that I loved sucking breastmilk from her tits. It made me so hard and horny that we had hot sex after I sucked her nipples. After I drained her breasts, she drained my cock," he said unembarrassed to tell me more about his sexlife with my mother than I needed or wanted to know.
'So, is that it? Is this what this is all about? My mother sucked his cock after he sucked her breasts. Is that what my father hopes that I'd do? He wanted me to suck his prick and cum in my mouth after he sucked my breasts? Is that it? My father wanted to have incestuous sex with me after he sucked my breastmilk from my breasts? He wanted me to drain cum from his cock after he drained milk from my breasts,' I thought. 'God, he's such a perverted bastard.'
# # #
"Your breasts are leaking, Bobbie," said my father staring at the milk stains on my shirt. "That must be painful." Then, mixing his concern with his sexual lust he asked me what he really wanted. "Would you like me to suck the breastmilk from your breasts to relieve some of the pressure? I could do that for you," he said.
He continued staring at my big tits.
"I don't mind. Really, I don't. And if you allow me to suck your breastmilk," he said with a sexually excited pause. "I'll gladly continue to financially support you," he said telling me again what he was willing to do in exchange for allowing him to suck breastmilk from my milk laden breasts.
He stared up at me and smiled before staring back down at my leaking breasts. Taken aback, if I breastfed my father, not only would he see my naked breast but also, he'd be touching, feeling, and fondling my naked breasts while sucking my erect nipples. Equally as surprising, shocking, actually, my boyfriend, not my son's father but a different man, wanted me to breastfeed him, too. As if they reverted and are babies again, I don't understand why men get off sucking breastmilk from women's breasts. What's the sexual attraction? I don't get it.
I had no idea that men had such a perversely, sexual thing for wanting to be breastfed. Fortunately, my four-month-year-old son refused to take my breast. He preferred nursing on formula out of a bottle. Fortunately, for my boyfriend and for my father, instead of having to pump out my breastmilk, if that's what I decided to do, I had an abundance of breastmilk for them to suck out and drink.
Something that I didn't tell my current boyfriend, allowing him to suck the breastmilk from my breasts, I submitted to my father's perverse incestuous request in exchange for his continued financial support. Embarrassingly, not proud of it, after pondering it, I couldn't believe that I allowed him to suck my huge nipples. As if he was my baby instead of my father, I allowed him to suck my breastmilk from my breasts.
What choice did I have? I had no other options open to me than to allow my father to have his wicked, sexual way with my naked tits. I needed his financial support. I needed his money and the only way to get his money was to allow him to suck my tits. Moreover, a small price to pay to be the beneficiary of his vast fortune, I didn't want him removing me from his will because I refused to breastfeed him.
Totally embarrassed at first, I felt weird exposing my milk laden, swollen, naked breasts to my dad. This was my father and not some perverted man that I met in a bar for a quickie. Then, once over my dad seeing my naked breasts, it was even more humiliating for him to touch my naked breasts, feel my naked breasts, fondle my naked breasts, and suck my naked tits.
For sure, with my mother hitting him in the back of his perverted head with her rolling pin, he would never do such a thing if she was still alive. Yet, for me to receive his continued, monetary support, I allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts. In the way that he insisted on coming with me in the dressing room when I was trying on bras, at least he wasn't sucking my breasts in front of anyone.
# # #
'Big deal? They were just tits. It wasn't as if he asked me to suck his cock and/or fuck his cock,' I thought.
I stared at my dad while pondering if I should allow him to suck my breasts or not.
'All he wanted to do was to suck my tits. So what? Besides, what else was I to do for money? Not able to work while caring for a four-month-old, and not having the money to hire a nanny while I worked, the price that I had to pay, I needed my father's money,' I thought while wishing there was another option.
Always staring at my big tits while undressing me with his eyes, my father undoubtedly had a preference for big, breasted women. My mother had big tits. Like her, I have double D cup breasts, and I probably may even have triple D cup or F cup breasts now that I'm pregnant and with my breasts heavy with milk. Clearly and undeniably, perhaps because he missed my mother and I reminded him of her, ever since I turned 18-years-old, my father's been sexually attracted to me and to my big breasts.
Perhaps, he thought that I was sexually teasing him, when I wasn't. Embarrassed for him to see me in my big, white padded nursing brassiere, I slowly unbuttoned my blouse as if I was a reluctant stripper on stage. My father stared at my bra clad breasts as if he had never seen a woman unbuttoning her blouse before. He continued staring at me as I revealed my bra, as if this was the first time that he was seeing a woman in her big, white brassiere.
An aside and something that had always confounded me, why do bra manufacturers feel the need to pad C cup, D cup, double D cup, and larger cup size bras. Women who are blessed with big tits, really don't need to wear padded bras. With our breasts so big, we already have plenty enough natural padding to stuff in our bras without having any more unnecessary padding. Moreover, impossible to see nipples through a padded bra, some women want men to see their erect nipples.
# # #
Feeling sick to my stomach, I felt as if I was going to vomit at the thought of exposing my naked breasts to my father. What's wrong with me to even consider doing that? How dare I expose my naked breasts to my father, especially for money? Suddenly feeling like the whore that he called me, maybe I am the whore that my father said I am. I'd have to be a whore to breastfeed my father.
'Whore,' I thought! 'Whore! Whore,' I thought while reprimanding myself.
I slowly removed one bra strap from my shoulder before removing my other bra strap. Then, while looking up at the ceiling rather than making eye contact with my father, I reached around myself and unhooked all six hooks of my huge brassiere. Having second thoughts, I paused while debating if I should continue removing my bra or not.
While making my decision if I should remove my bra or not, I held my bra cups in place with my hands. With my breasts still leaking, I could feel my big nipples poking the palms of my hands. If it wasn't odd enough that my father asked to breastfeed from my breasts, it was even odder that I voluntarily and consensually considered allowing him to breastfeed from my naked tits.
'If only my mother knew what my father had asked of me, I wondered what she'd say,' I thought?
In the way that only she could do, I imagined my mother yelling at my father.
'Patrick! What's wrong with you? How dare you ask your daughter, your flesh and blood related relative to suck her tits. That's disgusting. You're disgusting. You humiliated Roberta by asking her such an inappropriate, sexual question,' I imagined my mother saying.
I imagined her looking at him as if she was ashamed of him.
'And all for the sake of money? You forced your daughter to prostitute herself for money. How dare you deny her your financial support? You're her father. What's wrong with you? Just give her whatever money she needs to support herself and her baby.'
Yet, ready to expose my naked breasts to my father or ready to refasten my bra, I stood frozen in place while holding my bra cups to my breasts. Should I, or shouldn't I? If it wasn't unbelievable enough that my father wanted to suck my breastmilk from my breasts, it was even more unbelievable that I was ready to agree to have him do just that.
'This is it. This is really it. There's no turning back now,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm about to expose my naked breasts to my father. I can't believe that I'm willing to allow daddy to suck my tits for money. Maybe I am a whore, a prostitute who will do anything for money, even allow her father to have his wicked sexual way with her naked breasts.'
No doubt, while pondering if I should expose my naked breasts or not, it appeared as if I was doing a slow striptease. No doubt, my father thought that I was sexually teasing him but I wasn't. I was embarrassed while pondering if I should expose my naked breasts to my father or not.
Once again, this was it. This was really it. Having second thoughts yet again, I was about to expose my naked breasts to my father. I couldn't believe that I was going to go through with breastfeeding my father for money.
I felt like such an incestuous whore showing my dad my naked breasts for money. Indeed, I felt as if I was prostituting myself for the sake of receiving his financial support. Yet, if I wanted him to continue supporting me, a difficult decision for me to make, and no going back once I made that decision, I must agree to his condition. I must allow him to suck my breastmilk from my naked breasts.
# # #
With him staring at all that he hoped to see of my naked breasts, he continued undressing me with his eyes. Closing my eyes and looking away from my father, something I couldn't erase seeing, I didn't want to see his reaction to him seeing my naked breasts. I literally cringed at the mere thought of him seeing me topless again. Then, finally, going through with it, I removed one bra cup before removing the other bra cup. Having dared myself to go through with this, I was topless in front of my father again.



Avoiding eye contact, I continued looking away. Then, when I looked back at him, something that I never expected to see, he had his erect prick out of his pants and was stroking himself. The first time seeing my father's naked, erect cock, if I wasn't embarrassed before I was even more embarrassed now. As stunned as I was shocked, I couldn't believe my father was masturbating himself over seeing my naked breasts.
'Gross,' I thought while wondering if this was what he used to do with my mother. 'Yet, in the way that my father couldn't remove his stare from the impressions that my big breasts made in my clothes, and in the way that he now stared at my naked breasts, I couldn't stop staring at my father's erect, naked cock. Unashamed and unembarrassed, I was fascinated by his big prick.'
Hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my father's erect, naked cock. I couldn't believe my father was masturbating over me. If it wasn't enough that he wanted to suck my tits, perhaps, he wanted me to suck his cock, too.
'My father is such a sick bastard,' I thought. 'If it wasn't enough that he exposed his stiff prick to me, I couldn't believe that he's masturbating himself in front of me. Yet, sexually surprising myself, sexually excited watching him stroke himself, I wanted to watch my father cum. Tempted to take him in my hand to stroke him, I wanted to watch him ejaculate a load of cum.'
If it wasn't enough that I had exposed my naked breasts to my father, I couldn't believe that he had his cock out of his pants and was exposing his naked prick to me. Shocking and again, hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe my dad was stroking his erect prick. Something that I never thought he'd do; I couldn't believe he was masturbating himself over seeing my naked breasts.
'He's such a sick bastard,' I thought. 'Yet this was my time to take advantage of my father merely by showing him my naked tits and allowing him to suck on my nipples.'
Then, with me standing in front of him topless, the first time allowing him to touch and feel my naked breasts, he reached up his hands and cupped my naked tits in his hand, first one and then the other. I literally cringed when he pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples. As soon as pulled my nipples, milk started leaking out of my breasts again. As soon as my milk started to leak out, he leaned forward and took my breast in his mouth, first one and then, the other.
My father was sucking my breastmilk from my naked breasts. I couldn't believe my father was sucking breastmilk from my naked breasts. I couldn't believe my father was had my big nipples in his mouth and was sucking my tits. Unable to help myself, I put a gentle hand to the back of his head and pulled him closer.
'As shocked as I was stunned, my father was sucking my tits. I couldn't believe he was sucking my tits while squeezing my naked breasts and fondling my naked tits,' I thought while totally humiliated. 'I can't believe I allowed my father to have his wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts.'
Yet, truthfully, embarrassed to admit, it felt good for my dad to suck my nipples. I felt as if I was going to have a sexual orgasm just from him sucking my nipples. With my breasts sensitive to the touch of his hand, and with him fingering my nipples, he was making me horny. An experienced breast sucker, he was making me wet. I couldn't believe that in the way that my father was hard over me, I was wet for my father.
I swear, if he wasn't my father, I'd already be sucking his cock. I'd already be allowing him to cum in my mouth and all over my face. If he wasn't my father, I'd allow him to give me a cum bath. With him still sucking my breasts and making me so horny, I was so tempted to stroke his prick while sucking his cock.
# # #
Then, again, something that I never expected him to do, sexually shocking me, he took my hand by my wrist and placed in his erect prick. He wrapped my fingers around his engorged dick and moved my hand back and forth with his hand. Obviously, he wanted me to masturbate him while he continued sucking breastmilk from my tits. If I wasn't shocked before that my father was sucking breastmilk from my naked breasts while exposing his naked prick to me, I was stunned that he was forcing me to masturbate him.
Now that he had a free hand, he grabbed both of my naked breasts while sucking my breasts, first one and then the other. Then, when he let go of my hand, with his big prick feeling good in my hand, not stopping stroking him, I willingly and consensually stroked him. With him making me horny by sucking my tits, I wanted to masturbate him. I wanted him to cum. I stroked his prick faster. I stroked his cock harder. Wanting to get this over with, I just wanted him to ejaculate his cum all over my hand.
"Cum Daddy, cum," I said while hoping that he'd cum sooner than later. Glad that my mother wasn't alive to see this, she'd be so disappointed in me if she knew that I was masturbating my father. "Cum Daddy, cum," I said while ignoring what I imagined my mother would think.
As soon as I thought it and said it, he did it. He ejaculated a massive load of cum, gobs of cum, all over my hand. I couldn't wait to wash my hand. I couldn't wait to leave and go home. Before I left, he handed me a check for five-thousand-dollars.
Five-thousand-dollars? I was shocked. That more than made up for the money that he no longer gave me. I was stunned. I couldn't believe it. Five-thousand-dollars.
'Wow!'
"I'll give you another check for five-thousand-dollars and will keep giving you five-thousand-dollar checks as long as you continue to allow me to suck your breasts and breastfeed me while masturbating me," he said.
He continued staring at my naked breasts while I continued staring at his exposed, naked, erect prick. He definitely had a big cock. He must have made my mother happy with the length and width of his big prick.
"The next time you return," he said pausing as if even he was embarrassed to even say it. "If you blow me, I'll give you a check for ten-thousand-dollars. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth, Bobbie," he said.
He slid a slow, index finger along my red, full lips before sticking his finger in my mouth. Now, this was much more than wanting to suck breasts milk from my tits. My father wanted to have incestuous sex with me. He wanted me to blow him. He wanted me to suck his cock and cum in my mouth.
I thought of my mother again. I couldn't help from thinking of her at a time like this. I wondered what she'd say if she saw me blowing him. If only my mother was still alive, with a cast iron frying pan to the back of his perverted head, she'd put a stop to his incestuous behavior. With money no object to him, and with him being cheap about supporting me, she'd have him write out a check for whatever I needed to support myself.
# # #
'Blow him? My father wanted me to blow him. I still couldn't believe that he wanted me to suck his cock. I couldn't believe that he wanted to cum in my mouth. If it wasn't enough that he was sucking my breasts and if it wasn't enough that I was masturbating him, he wanted me to give him oral sex, too,' I thought. 'God, he's such a sick bastard. Again, thinking of my mother, I only wished my mother was still alive to protect me from him.'
Still reeling over my father sucking my naked tits and me masturbating him, now, he wanted me to blow him. He wanted me to suck his cock while stroking his prick. He wanted to cum in my mouth while he fondled my naked breasts. Next, I dare say, he'll up the ante and want to fuck me, too. Next, he'll not only want to cum in my mouth but also, he'll want to cum in my pussy, too.
Yet, surprising even myself, suddenly filled with incestuous desire for my father, I wanted to blow him. With him making me horny by sucking my tits and fingering my nipples, I wanted to suck his cock. I wanted him to cum in my mouth and all over my face. I wanted him to give me, his daughter, a cum bath. I wanted to be awash in my father's cum.
"With you looking just like her, you're the closest thing that I have to having sex with your mother," he said. "Please don't think bad of me but please, think about sucking my cock. This will be our, little secret. No one will ever know. I promise not to tell anyone what we do behind these closed, bedroom doors," he said raising his right hand as if he was in a courtroom and swearing on a Bible.
Clearly, a big, incestuous step, I needed to think about blowing my father. Again, yet, I wanted to get it over with if I decided to blow him. After thinking about sucking daddy's cock long and hard, the next time that I visited my father, I decided to blow him. A big forbidden, sexual step for me to take, I decided to suck his cock and allow him to cum in my mouth.
If he bought me bras, panties, nightgowns, and makeup for merely showing him my naked breasts, I couldn't imagine all that he'd give me for sucking his prick and allowing him to cum in my mouth. Having already made up my mind, I couldn't believe that I was actually going to blow my father. I couldn't believe that I was going to allow him to cum in my mouth.
Yet, I've sucked on worse cocks than sucking my father's big prick. Besides, I had no choice. I needed the money. I needed his continued financial support. Furthermore, curious to know, I wondered what it would feel like to blow my father and have him cum in my mouth.
# # #
As I did before, I removed my blouse under the watchful eye of my father. Then, I removed my bra and exposed my naked breasts to him again. As he did before, he reached up and fondled my breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples. Again, as he did before, he unzipped himself and pulled out his erect prick. As soon as milk started leaking from my nipples, he leaned forward and took my swollen tits in his mouth, first one and then, the other.
'My father was sucking my tits,' I thought. 'Something that I'd never get used to, I couldn't believe my father was sucking breastmilk from my breasts.'
Only, this time was different. After he had a good, long drink of breastmilk, surprising him, I moved to my knees. My father stared at me as if he couldn't believe what he was seeing. Surprising even myself, I took his stiff prick in my hand and stroked him. This time with him not having to put my hand on his big prick, I was willingly and consensually masturbating my father. Then, while staring up at him with my green eyes, I pushed back my long, blonde hair and took my father's prick in my mouth.
'I can't believe that I'm sucking my father's prick. I can't believe that I'm giving him a blowjob,' I thought while continuing to stroke his hard prick while sucking his erect cock. 'I can't believe that I'm blowing my father for money.'
Again, shocking even myself, I couldn't believe that I was blowing my father. While stroking him faster and harder, I sucked him deeper. I was stroking my father while blowing my father. Difficult to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was sucking daddy's cock. Me blowing my father would never happen if my mother was still alive. If she knew that he was having incestuous sex with me, she'd shoot him dead.
As soon as he put a heavy hand to the back of my blonde, pretty head, he pushed my face forward and impaled his prick deeper in my mouth. While he humped my mouth and fucked my face, I deep throated him. Then, as soon as I took his cock as far as it would go in my mouth, he stiffened his legs and exploded a massive volume of cum in my mouth and down my throat. Without even thinking about not swallowing him, instead of spitting out his cum, I swallowed it. I swallowed every last drop of my father's cum.
Then, when I removed his prick from my mouth, with him clearly not done cumming, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over my pretty face, in my beautiful, blonde hair, and all over my big, naked breasts. Shocking but true, my father gave me a cum bath. I had daddy's cum everywhere. Dripping from my hair, my nose, my lips, my chin, and from my naked breasts, I was dripping with my father's cum.
"Here," he said handing me an envelope with a ten-thousand-dollar check in it. He reached in his pocket and peeled off five-one-hundred-dollar bills. "This is for allowing me to cum in your mouth instead of cumming your tits. He peeled off another five-hundred-dollars. "And this is for swallowing my cum and not spitting it out," he said while peeling off another five-hundred-dollars. "And this is for allowing me to give you a cum bath," he said with a dirty, little laugh.
Seemingly happy to pay me bonuses for giving him what he sexually wanted, it was win/win for both of us. He received all that he sexually wanted from me and I received plenty enough money to support myself for another year. Besides, it wasn't so bad exposing my naked breasts to my father just as if wasn't so bad allowing him to suck breastmilk from my breasts. Actually, to be honest, with me a talented cocksucker, I even enjoyed blowing him. He has such a big cock and his stiff prick felt good in my mouth.
# # #
After my baby was born, Tyrone found out that he had made me pregnant. He discovered that he had a son. Wanting to be in our lives, he returned to me.
When I returned home, I was ready for my boyfriend's visit. Only, unbeknownst to me, he wanted to come over to suck my breasts. He wanted me to breastfeed him, too. I couldn't believe that my boyfriend wanted me to breastfeed him, too. What is it with men wanting to suck breastmilk from my naked tits?
"With my brother refusing to take her nipple, my mom allowed me to suck her big tits when she after she delivered my baby brother," said Tyrone. "Then, after my sister delivered my niece, and with her daughter preferring to be bottle fed instead of breastfed, and my mother telling my sister that I loved being breastfed, my sister allowed me to suck her big tits, too. To say that I love drinking breastmilk would be an understatement," he said staring at my blouse and bra clad breasts in the way that my father stared at my naked breasts.
Suddenly, Tyrone's life had improved for the better. He had a tryout with the New York Giants and, as long as he passed the physical, he had an eventual promise of an 8-figure, multi-year contract. After proposing to me and putting a ring on my finger, we lived together.
Only, surprising me as much as my father surprised me, with Patrick still refusing to take my nipples, instead of me having to pump my milk from my breasts, Tyrone volunteered to suck my breastmilk from my breasts. I couldn't believe that he wanted to suck my breastmilk, too. As if I was his mother and/or his sister, Tyrone sucked breastmilk from my milk laden breasts.
# # #
Going all of the way, with me allowing my father to have his wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts, and with me masturbating him and blowing him, eventually, I allowed my father to make love to me. I consensually allowed him to make love to me in the way that he used to make love to my mother. Kissing me, French kissing me, he made slow, sweet, passionate love to me. Then, humping me faster and humping me harder, he fucked me. My father fucked me and I fucked him.
Not stopping there, with my father now my lover, I allowed him to masturbate me. I allowed him to eat me. I allowed daddy to have total access to my naked body. My father gave me multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock while giving me plenty of money to support myself. I allowed him to not only cum in my mouth but also, I allowed him to cum in my pussy, too. Then, when he was done with our lovemaking session, he gave me a check for twenty-five-thousand-dollars.
'Twenty-five-thousand-dollars, so many zeroes, I couldn't believe my eyes. No longer having any financial worries, I was all set for money through the rest of the year and part of the next,' I thought.
If I didn't feel like a whore prostituting myself for money before, I felt like a whore prostituting myself for money now. With Tyrone not knowing that I was having an incestuous, sexual relationship with my father, he never found out that we were having sex for money.
After Tyrone made the Giants, we were married and lived happily ever after. Daddy was a proud grandpa. After he died, he left me his money and Tyrone and I moved to the Hamptons. Between my inheritance and his bonus, we bought an overpriced house and lived with the rest of the multi-millionaires.
THE END
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Road Trip with Mom, Aunt & Son
An incestuous road trip to remember, sex with mother & aunt.
My name is Maureen, a road trip that I'll never forget, I drove my son, Blake, from Chicago to Boston with the help of my sister, Kathy.
Author's Note:
This is a true story that I was asked to write for Maureen and her sister Kathy. After having incestuous sex with their father, their brother, their uncles, and their first cousins, both women are admitted, incestuous whores. As if they were there for the taking without having to sexually seduce them with alcohol and/or sexy, small talk, an easy conquest, they loved having incestuous sex with their blood, related relatives.
With the help of her sister, Kathy, Maureen volunteered to drive her son, Blake, from Chicago to Boston. Due to his prowess on the football field, Blake received a full scholarship to Boston College. A thousand-mile trip, Maureen rented a hotel room in Buffalo, the halfway point, albeit with only one king-sized bed.
Giving him something to masturbate over while away at college, their diabolical plan was to sexually seduce Maureen's son Blake and have a long weekend of incestuous sex with him. Well aware that he was sexually attracted to the both of them, they were eager to make his sexual fantasies come true.
Think about it. What nineteen-year-old man wouldn't want to have incestuous sex with his MILF of a mother? What nineteen-year-old man wouldn't want to have forbidden sex with his MILF of an aunt? A sexual dream come true, what nineteen-year-old man wouldn't love to have an orgy of sex with his mother and his aunt in one bed?
# # #
A longtime coming, after thinking that my son, Blake, wouldn't even graduate from high school, quite a welcomed surprise, he was recruited and accepted to Boston College on a full, football scholarship. More than a six figure offer when counting college tuition and room and board, I was so happy that he was not only accepted to a good college but also that he had a full scholarship. Blake would not only be on their football team but also would soon be a college graduate. Maybe, he'd even be drafted by the NFL and play football on a professional football team.
"Blake, come on. We need to go. Don't bring down another thing down to take. There's no more room in the truck," I said with him coming down with two more bags of clothes.
A long and tedious drive, about one-thousand miles, a third of the way across the country, from Chicago to Boston, I volunteered to drive him with the help of my sister, Kathy. Never having driven as far, we needed to plan some sexual activities to pass the time away. I rented a full-sized SUV, a Chevrolet Suburban, to transport his things. Blake had a lot of stuff that he wanted to take with him. I also rented a hotel room in Buffalo, the halfway point with one-king-sized bed.
With my sister and I incestuous whores, feeling totally horny and sexually wicked, ready to surprise him sexually, I lied to my son. I told him that I had booked separate rooms, a room for him and a room for my sister and I. Wouldn't he be surprised and sexually excited when he discovered that the three of us will be sleeping in the same bed?
With only one king-sized bed between us, it required the three of us to sleep together in the same bed. With my son in the middle and me on one side and his aunt on the other, we didn't think any of us would be getting any sleep. The first time sleeping with my son, I couldn't wait. The first time sleeping with her nephew, my sister couldn't wait either.
We planned on giving him his sexual fantasy. We planned on giving him a weekend of sex, incestuous sex. We planned on allowing him to see me and my sister naked, totally naked without our clothes, while having his wicked, sexual way with our naked bodies. We planned on giving him a weekend of stroking, sucking, and fucking. With us giving him all the sex that he wanted, there would be no need for him to masturbate. Hoping that he'd return the sexual favor, we hoped that he'd give us multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock.
Instead of him masturbating every day while imagining us naked and having sex with us, as his reward for earning a college scholarship, we wanted to give him a memory of all that he sexually needed while away at college. After sexually teasing him since he turned 18-years-old, we planned on finally having incestuous sex with him. As much as he wanted to see his mother and his aunt naked and have sex with our naked bodies, we wanted to see Blake naked and have sex with his naked body, too.
Continuing the ruse, I planned on telling Blake that the hotel was fully booked and, fortunately, we had rented the last room. Daring one another to sexually tease him, we double dared one another to have incestuous sex with him not only at the hotel but also on the drive along the way. Deciding to finally give him all that he masturbated over when imagining us naked and having sex with us, it was our plan to give Blake something to masturbate over while he was away at college. It was out plan to make him feel loved, missed, and sexually satisfied.
# # #
Typical of his nineteen-year-old age, continually horny, Blake was a serial masturbator. He masturbated every morning and masturbated every night and, when the need arose, sometimes he masturbated in between. Typically, he masturbated four or five times a day.
Sexually attracted to the both of us, when he wasn't masturbating over imagining me, his mother, naked and having sex with me, he masturbated over imagining his aunt Kathy, naked and having sex with her. Sexually teasing him, we lost count of how many times we flashed him. We lost count of how many upskirt peeks of our panties, up-nightgown peeks of our naked pussies, downblouse views of our bra clad breasts, and down-nightgown views of our naked breasts we gave him. Suffice to write, we flashed him a lot. When I wasn't flashing him, his aunt was flashing him.
Being the wicked and sexually frustrated mother that I am, barging in his bedroom without knocking, I deliberately caught him masturbating more than once. One time, with him wearing headphones with his eyes closed, I stayed to watch him masturbate himself while I masturbated myself. With my big, naked breasts removed from my nightgown top, I pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples while watching him stroke his erect prick. Exposing my red, naked pussy, I hiked the hem of my nightgown up to my waist to rub my clit and finger fuck my pussy while watching him stroke his cock faster and harder.
Having never seen him cum before but hearing him cumming plenty of times, with him wearing headphones and with his eyes closed, my perfect opportunity to spy on him, he'd never know that I was there watching him stroke his prick. Something that I could masturbate myself over later, I wanted to watch him masturbate himself. I wanted to watch him cum. Only, catching me by surprise, it wasn't until he ejaculated all over his chest and stomach that he unexpectedly popped opened his eyes while I was still in his room rubbing my pussy.
Turning the tables on me, he caught me masturbating myself while I watched him masturbating himself. Sexually aroused more than I was embarrassed, he saw me with my tits out of my nightgown, my nightgown raised to my waist, and my fingers buried in my red, naked pussy. Not only did Blake see my naked tits but also, he saw my naked pussy, too. With us staring at one another in totally sexual surprise, me staring at his erect prick and him staring at my naked tits and pussy, I was tempted to fuck him right there.
Instead, not saying anything, and not talking about it later, I turned, left his room, and closed his bedroom door behind me. I was shaking with sexual lust. I wished I could have done more than just stare at his naked prick. Yet, with it all out in the open, now he knew that I was as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to me. Now, he knew that I masturbated over him in the way that he masturbated over me. Now, he knew that I sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted me.
Sharing all of our incestuous, sexual escapades with one another, something that I couldn't wait to tell my sister, I saw Blake's naked, erect cock. I couldn't wait to tell Kathy that I watched my son masturbating himself. I couldn't wait to tell her that I watched him cum.
He made me so horny. I couldn't wait to tell her that he saw me masturbating myself. He saw my naked breasts and he saw my naked pussy. As if frozen in time, we stared at one another while sexually lusting over one another.
As wrong as it is for a mother to sexually lust over her son, it was wrong for a son to sexually lust over his mother. Yet, something that we couldn't stop from happening, we didn't care that we wanted to have sex with one another. We just did. Then, sex with my sister was another dimension of our incestuous lust.
Blake not only saw my naked breasts and my erect nipples but as if hypnotized by seeing my naked breasts, he stared at my naked breasts and erect nipples. He not only saw my naked, red, trimmed pussy but, again, as if mesmerized by my naked cunt, he stared at my naked pussy. Hoping that it would eventually come to this, mother and son having incestuous sex, I couldn't wait to stroke his prick. I couldn't wait to suck his prick and allow him to cum in my mouth. I couldn't wait to fuck his prick and allow him to cum in my pussy.
I couldn't wait to tell my sister that I not only caught Blake masturbating but also, he caught me masturbating, too. In the way that I saw and stared at his erect, naked prick, I couldn't wait to tell Kathy that he saw and stared at my naked breasts and erect nipples. I couldn't wait to tell her that he saw and stared at my naked pussy, too.
# # #
With the both of us whores, admitted, incestuous whores, since it was a hot, summer day in late August, both my sister and I wore very, short skirts without panties and tube tops without bras over our C cup breasts. With us only wearing two items of clothing, a short skirt and a tube top, I figured that it wouldn't take him very long to notice that we were both practically naked. Adding to our sexual seduction, with the SUV overloaded, I deliberately packed the truck to leave only enough room for only the driver to sit in front and Blake to sit in back behind my sister.
Switching between me sitting on my son's lap and my sister sitting on her nephew's lap, making our sexual movements seem innocently unintentional, we'd be sitting on his lap and giving him sexually frustrating, lap dances the whole ride. I'm sure that my son didn't mind his mother and his aunt sitting on his lap while rubbing our short skirt clad asses against his cock and humping his erect prick. With me weighing only 120 pounds, my sister weighing 115 pounds, and with Blake fit and strong and weighing 230 pounds, he'd have no problem supporting us during the long ride.
Surprising him, having heard him masturbating over us, he had no idea that we knew that he was sexually attracted to us both. It made us sexually aroused to think that Blake masturbated over imagining us naked and giving him incestuous sex. Overhearing him masturbating over us in his bedroom, it was the same monologue every day. I even invited my sister over to listen to what he thought was his private conversation while he masturbated himself.
"Oh, Mom, I'd love to see you naked. I'd love to see your big, naked tits, shapely, naked ass, and beautiful, red pussy. I'd love to touch and feel you everywhere. I'd love to give you multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I'd love for you to blow me. I'd love for you to suck my cock while staring up at me with your big, brown eyes. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said when masturbating himself faster and harder over imagining me naked and having sex with me.
With us his favorite, sexual fantasies when masturbating himself, he had no idea that we knew that he constantly masturbated over imagining us both naked and having sex with us. If the opportunity presented itself, unaware that we were both incestuous whores, he had no idea that we'd readily have incestuous sex with him. Making his sexual fantasies come true, he had no idea that we were intent on sexually seducing him on the long ride to Boston and again in the hotel later.
"Oh, Aunt Kathy, I'd love to see you naked. I'd love to see your naked tits, your naked ass, you're your naked pussy. I'd love to touch and feel you everywhere. I'd love to give you multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I'd love for you to blow me. I'd love for you to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said much the same about my younger sister as he said about me when masturbating himself faster and harder over his aunt, Kathy.
As if a looping feed, it was the same diatribe every day whether masturbating over me or masturbating over my sister. If he wasn't masturbating over me, he was masturbating over my sister. With him not sexually experienced enough to make the first, sexual move, as long as we made the first sexual move, with him taking it slow, while hoping not to offend us and hoping that we didn't reject him, he'd surely follow. An understatement, he was eager to have sex with one of us and/or with the both of us.
"Oh, Mom. Oh, Mom," I'd hear him say more than once when walking by his room. "Blow me. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth."
With the whole house shaking from him stroking his cock faster and harder, and with him not realizing that I could hear and feel him masturbating, how could he not know that I knew that he was masturbating? Stopping me in my tracks, I stood outside his bedroom door to listen.
More than once, I was tempted to barge in his bedroom without knocking. I'd love to see his erect, naked prick. I'd love to watch him stroking his big prick. I'd love to watch him cum. Masturbating together, I'd love to masturbate myself with him while imagining my son masturbating me.
"I'd love to see you and your sister, Auntie Kathy, naked. I'd love for you and your sister to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in both of your mouths," I heard Blake say behind his closed, bedroom door while masturbating himself. "I'd love to cum all over your pretty faces. I'd love to give you both cum baths. I'd love to make love to you before fucking you fast and hard enough to give you both sexual orgasms."
# # #
With his mother Maureen and his Aunt Kathy having a long history of having sex with their blood relatives, if only he knew the incestuous whores that his mother and his aunt were, wouldn't he'd be surprised? If only he knew that his sexual fantasies were our sexual fantasies and would soon be both our sexual fantasies fulfilled. If only he knew his incestuous wishes were about to come true, he'd never believe it. Yet, his mother and his aunt wanted to have forbidden sex with him as much as he wanted to have incestuous sex with them.
"With there not any room for me to sit, do you mind if I sit on your lap, Blake," I asked my son for his permission to be so sexually intimate with my ass to his crotch?"
As if my sitting on his lap was his sexual dream come true, he looked up at me with a horny smile. Then, taking me by my waist with a hand on either side of me, he pulled me down on his crotch. Acting totally innocent while deliberately giving him a lap dance, I wiggled my ass on his bulging prick as if trying to get comfortable. As if instantly sexually excited, I could literally feel his prick continuing to grow bigger and harder.
"I don't mind you sitting in my lap, Mom," said Blake while smiling ear to ear. "You're as light as a feather," he said humping my ass as if to prove how light I was.
With my sister and I willing victims for his sexual groping and incestuous touching, I'm sure that my son didn't mind his 39-year-old mother and his 36-year-old aunt sitting on his lap. What 19-year-old man wouldn't love to have his MILF of a mother and his AILF of an aunt giving him lap dances for a thousand miles? A good son and a good nephew, he loved his mother and his aunt in the way that all devoted sons and nephews do.
Only, more than that, he wanted to have incestuous sex with the both of us in the way that we both wanted to have forbidden sex with him. It was no secret that he loved us in a forbidden, sexual way. With him constantly and continually masturbating himself over us, he wished he could have sex with us. If only he knew in the way that he wanted to have incestuous sex with us, we wanted to have forbidden sex with him.
# # #
After his father died from COVID, alone in the house with him, I was now, suddenly, his best friend. Accustomed to holding and hugging one another while comforting one another, something that we looked forward to doing nearly every night, we cuddled on the couch while watching a movie. Pretending that I was unaware of his sneaky touches and inappropriate, sexual gropes, I allowed him to touch and feel the sides of my breasts and ass through my nightgown. Acting as if he was getting away with something, I loved it when my son stealthily touched my nearly naked tits and ass through my nightgown.
With me no longer having a sexual release after my husband died, instead, as my handy alternative, sexually teasing my son, without wearing a robe over it, I'd wear my sexiest, sheerest, and lowest-cut nightgowns during movie nights. Knowing that he was terminally horny, with him thinking that he was getting away with something, throughout the night, I allowed him to stealthily feel my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples through my nightgowns. Returning the sexual favor, while sipping my wine, he allowed me to mindlessly touch, feel, and fondle his flaccid and erect cock through his pajama bottoms.
Nothing more than petting one another through our clothes, I never thought that this mother and son touching would lead to incestuous sex until our fondling suddenly progressed. In the dim light of the television screen, unashamed and unembarrassed, I didn't bother pulling my nightgown down to cover my exposed, naked pussy down or pulling my nightgown up to cover my exposed, naked breasts. I deliberately flashed him my naked breasts and my naked pussy while wearing my sexiest nightgowns. Then, while pretending that I was sleeping, I allowed him to take sexual liberties with my nearly, naked body.
"Oh, Blake, honey. What are you doing? You're making Mommy all wet," I said while pretending that I had just awakened. Giving him mixed signals before telling him what I really wanted, I said what I wanted him to know. "Actually," I said looking up at him to give him a sexy smile. "That feels good. Don't stop. Please don't stop," I said encouraging him to masturbate me.
I allowed him to stick his horny hand down my low-cut nightgown top to feel my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples.
"Oh, Blake, honey. Look what you did to mommy's nipples. You made them big and hard," I said staring down at my exposed naked tits before staring up at him. "You're going to have to suck them, now," I said with a sexy laugh.
Again, while pretending that I was asleep, then awakening, I allowed Blake to masturbate me. I allowed him to rub my clit and finger fuck my pussy. Then, again, pretending that I had just awakened, I acknowledged his inappropriate gropes and sexual touches.
"Oh, Blake, I love it when you finger my pussy. You've made me so wet," I said holding his hand by his wrist while directing his fingers where to touch me. "Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck my pussy deeper. I need to cum, Blake. Mommy needs to cum."
Not letting go of his hand, I allowed him to continue to masturbate me while directing his long, stiff fingers where and how to touch me.



# # #
The sexy games that a mother and son played, every night it was something sexually different. With Blake thinking that I was soundly asleep, I'd allow him to stick his erect prick in my sexually frustrated hand and wrap my manicured fingers around his erect cock. Then, while moving his hips back and forth, he'd force me to masturbate him. He'd ejaculate a load of warm, oozy cum all over my hand. I couldn't believe my horny son would dare to ejaculate a load of his warm oozy cum all over my motherly hand.
Then, destroying the evidence of his ejaculation before I awakened, he'd wipe my hand clean with a tissue. Sometimes, when I was in the mood and horny enough, again, while pretending that I was soundly sleeping, I'd fall asleep with my head in his lap while waiting for him to stick his erect prick in my mouth. If my son thought that he'd love for me to blow him, he had no idea how much that I'd love to suck his cock. While staring up at him with my big, blue eyes, as much as he'd love to cum in my mouth, I'd love for him to cum in my mouth.
Taking the hint, with him doing this more than once, he'd remove his swollen cock from his pajama bottoms. Ever so slowly and ever so stealthily, he'd slowly slide the head his stiff prick across my feigned, sleeping lips until I parted my lips and took him inside my mouth to suck him. Seemingly, with him not knowing that I was wide awake, Blake loved me giving him feigned, sleeping blowjobs.
A son who wanted his mother to blow him as much as a mother who wanted to suck her son, he loved me blowing him. He loved cumming in what he believed was my sleeping mouth and all over my sleeping face. Again, wiping my face clean with a tissue, except for the taste of him in my mouth, he removed all evidence that I blew him. If only he knew that I was wide awake when I sucked his cock and allowed him to cum in my mouth, I wondered what he'd say.
If I say so myself, his 39-year-old mother and my 36-year-old sister, his aunt, were total MILFs. Again, if I say so myself, we were both as pretty as we were sexy, shapely, and horny. To say that we weren't sexually attracted to Blake would be a lie. With him a real hunk, more than willing to have incestuous sex with him, if given the chance, we'd suck and fuck him anytime and anyplace.
The honest truth, with incest ingrained in our family history, we were both whores, incestuous whores. Accustomed to having sexual, family affairs, we both had incestuous sex with not only our father but also with our brother, our uncles, and our cousins, too. What started out as sexually teasing and flashing, progressed to touching and feeling before it blossomed into full bloomed sex. Allowing them all to cum in our willingly consensual mouths, my sister and I sucked our father's, brother's, uncles, and cousins' cocks. With us talented cocksuckers, we loved sucking cock as much as we love men cumming in our mouths.
# # #
To be honest, with me admittedly, sexually attracted to my son, and my son sexually attracted to me, I knew that he'd develop a throbbing and pulsating erection as soon as I sat on him. Fortunately, giving him the privacy that he needed to stealthily touch me and sexually feel me, the boxes were piled high enough that my sister could only see the top of my head. We made a big enough of an opening for my sister to see out the back window.
Becoming horny during the drive, something that he used to do when we cuddled on the couch, I knew he'd be stealing cheap feels of my pantiless ass, my naked pussy, and my naked, C cup breasts. With him having never sexually felt my sister, his aunt, he'd be in for a sexy treat when she allowed him to sexually touch her and feel her, too. No doubt, he'd be touching her and feeling her, in the way that he'd be touching and feeling me.
Instead of wearing jeans, with us asking for trouble, he seemed pleasantly surprised that we both were wearing very, short skirts instead of pants. No doubt, again, asking for trouble, sexually shocking him, he'd be surprised to discover that we weren't wearing panties either. Mere inches away, our naked pussies were readily available to his horny hands and his long, stiff fingers.
With it a hot day, we both wore tube tops with no bras. Begging to be fingered and sucked, our erect nipples were clearly visible through our tube tops. Whether from the side, the top, or the bottom, tube tops gave him easy access to our naked, C cup breasts. Then, with us wearing short skirts without underwear, that gave him easy access to our naked pussies. No doubt, when he wasn't feeling my nearly, naked tits and fingering my naked pussy, he'd be feeling his aunt's nearly, naked tits and fingering her naked pussy.
# # #
Switching places, we took regular breaks with my sister driving and me sitting on Blake's lap. As if trying to get comfortable, giving him a deliberate lap dance, I continued wiggling my ass on his erection. With him a big person, 6'4" and 230 pounds, his broad shoulders took half of the width of the backseat. Seemingly increasing his horniness, I allowed him to ride with his hands on my shapely, naked thighs mere inches from my naked pussy. While waiting for him to inappropriately touch me and finger me, it made me horny thinking that his hands and his long, stiff fingers were so close to my naked pussy.
As we drove with him becoming hornier, I allowed him to massage the insides of my shapely thighs while slowly raising my skirt higher with his fingers. I pretended that I was unaware that he was slowly raising my skirt. I pretended not to know that my naked pussy was clearly exposed. Not pulling my skirt down, I made no attempt to stop him from sexually molesting me. Giving him access to my naked body, I treated him as if he was my boyfriend, my lover, or my husband instead of my son.
As soon as he rested his hands on my naked thighs, with his fingers so close to my naked pussy, I was already wet. I finally allowed his fingers to come in contact with my pubic hair. He played with my red pubic hair and then he parted my pussy lips with his fingers and fingered my naked pussy. Not stopping him, I allowed him to continue fingering my red, naked pussy. Clearly, as much as he wanted to masturbate his mother, I wanted my son to masturbate me.
I couldn't believe my son was fingering my pubic hair. Then, surprising me, he cupped my red, naked pussy in the palm of his big hand as if he owned my pussy. I couldn't believe that my son had cupped my naked pussy in the palm of his hand and in the way that I wanted to cup his naked testicles in the palm of my hand while fondling his erect, naked prick. I couldn't wait to get my sister alone to tell her that Blake had cupped my naked pussy. No doubt, he'd be cupping her naked pussy, too.
"Oh, Blake. Oh, my God, Blake," I whispered. "What are you doing? You're making Mommy all wet," I leaned back to whisper in his ear while blowing in his ear.
As soon as he held my pussy in the palm of his horny hand, I was instantly wet and my nipples were totally erect. Again, as if he owned my pussy, I felt his finger slowly slide along my pussy slit before he parted my pussy lips and penetrated me with his long, stiff finger. I couldn't believe my son had penetrated my naked cunt with his long, stiff fingers.
I couldn't believe his fingers were inside of me. I couldn't believe he was rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. Something that I had always imagined him doing, my son was masturbating me. He was masturbating his mother.
I was so wet, so very wet. I needed him to rub my clit harder and faster while he finger fucked my pussy deeper. As soon as I thought that, he did that. Something that I wanted to do to him, masturbate him, my son was doing to me. He was masturbating me. Hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that Blake was masturbating me. Not stopping him, his hands and fingers felt so good, especially when his fingers were deep inside of me.
Seemingly embarrassed as much as he was sexually excited, he removed his hands from my thighs to put them on my waist. Emboldened now that I hadn't stop him from touching me and feeling me where a son should never touch and feel his mother, he slowly reached up to feel my braless breasts through my tube top, first one and then the other. A sucker for big tits, I knew that Blake loved tube tops as much as he loved braless, naked breasts. He slid his hand inside of my tube top. As soon as he touched and felt my naked breasts, my nipples erected again.
With me ignoring his sexual molestation of me, he seemed more comfortable fondling my tits and fingering my nipples than he seemed when fingering my naked pussy, rubbing my clit, and finger fucking my cunt while masturbating me. With me not the innocent one, as soon as he felt my naked breasts and fingered my erect nipples, I reached down between his legs and fondled the head of his erect cock through his sweatpants. I only wished I could have pulled down his sweatpants to gain access to his naked prick. I so wanted to feel his cock inside of me.
With his horny hand cupping my naked breasts in the way that he cupped my naked pussy, he pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples as my sister drove. Then, as if seemingly he realized that his aunt couldn't see what he was doing, he pulled my tube top down to expose my naked breasts. The more that he fondled my naked breasts and fingered my erect nipples, the more that I wanted him to rub my clit and finger fuck my naked pussy. I wanted him to masturbate me again. I wanted him to give me another sexual orgasm with his fingers.
# # #
Then, something I never expected him to do, surprising me, as soon as I fondled the head of his cock through his sweatpants, he reached beneath my ass and eased his sweatpants down to his knees. In the way that he had cupped my naked cunt, I reached down and I held Blakes erect, naked prick in my hand while slowly stroking him. Returning the sexual favor of him masturbating me, I slowly stroked my son's stiff prick. Stroking him faster and stroking him harder, I masturbated him.
"Do you like that," I whispered? "Does that feel good? Do you like it when Mommy strokes your cock, Blake? Do you like it when Mommy masturbates you?"
I turned to look at him to see him nod his head yes.
"I love it when you stroke my cock, Mom," he said.
Wanting him to cum all over my hand, I stroked him faster. I stroked him harder.
"Cum Blake, cum. Cum on Mommy's hand," I said.
He took a big breath before answering me.
"Oh, Mom. That feels so good. Please don't stop. I need you to masturbate me. I really need to cum," he said.
Continuing to be the incestuous whore that I am, I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my son. I couldn't believe that I was stroking Blake's cock. I couldn't believe that he didn't want me to stop. I couldn't believe that he wanted to cum. Preparing my sister for the rest of the ride to Boston, I couldn't wait to tell her all that we've done in the backseat.
If only I had the room to move between his knees, I'd blow him. I'd suck my son's cock and allow him to cum in my mouth. I was so horny that I'd even allow him to cum all over my face. Oh, yeah, as if I was his whore instead of his mother, I'd allow my son to give me a cum bath.
# # #
With us on the same sexual page, he wanted to touch and feel me as much as I wanted to touch and feel him. With my sister unable to see what I was doing in the backseat; when he wasn't masturbating me, he was fondling my naked breasts and pulling, twisting, and turning my erect nipples. My son's horny hands were all over my nearly, naked body. My son's horny hands were all over my big tits and his fingers were buried inside my wet, naked pussy.
Obediently obeying my son, aligning myself with the position of his erect cock, I took his stiff prick in my hand and moved it to my pussy. I was so wet that his cock slid right inside of me without him even having to hump me. Then, slowly and gently humping me, my son was making love to me. His cock felt so good inside of me. I couldn't wait for him to hump me harder. I couldn't wait or him to hump me faster. I couldn't wait for him to fuck me, really fuck me until I had a sexual orgasm from his cock.
"Oh, Mom. Mom," he said. "What are you doing? That feels so good. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me, Mom, fuck me," he whispered in my ear while returning my fast, hard humps with his fast, hard humps.
Then, when I felt the overwhelming warmth of another sexual orgasm, I stiffened my legs and arched my back. I silently enjoyed the afterglow of my sexual orgasm while I continued slowly humping my son's stiff prick. Hard for me to wrap my head around having sex with my son, I couldn't believe that Blake had masturbated me. Now with him inside me and on the verge of cumming in my pussy, I couldn't believe that I was finally making love to my son. I couldn't believe that I was ready to have another, sexual orgasm.
# # #
After two hours of driving, we took a break. Before Kathy pulled in a rest area and stopped the truck, I quickly pulled up my tube top and pushed down my skirt. Blake pulled up his sweatpants. Acting innocently normal, we acted as if we hadn't just had mother and son incestuous sex.
We got out of the car to stretch our legs and use the highway restroom. While in the restroom with my sister, I told her all that we did and all that she could expect him to do to her nearly naked body. Now, I was driving and my sister was sitting on Blake's lap. As if she was trying to impale his cock in her pussy, Kathy wiggled her shapely ass on his lap. As if giving him a lap dance, she squirmed one way before squirming the other way while making herself more comfortable on Blake's lap and making him more sexually excited.
"Am I hurting you, Blake," asked my sister of her nephew? "I'm just trying to get more comfortable," she said wigging her ass on his erection again.
As if ready to hump her, he put his big hands on her waist.
"Don't worry, auntie. You're not hurting me," he said while stealthily reaching up to touch and feel the bottom of her breasts with his horny hands. "You don't weigh very much."
When she made no move to stop him from feeling her tits, learning from feeling my tits, Blake cupped his aunt's tits through her tube top, first one and then the other. In the way that he had sexually abused me, he sexually abused my sister. Then, when her nipples erected, sliding his horny hands inside of her tube top, he cupped her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
In the way that he did with me, he did with his aunt. He rested his hands on her naked thighs. Then, moving his hands up further while raising her short skirt higher, he stopped when the side of his hand touched her blonde trimmed pubic hair. In the way that he fingered my pubic hair, he fingered his aunt's pubic hair. As if he was debating if he should cup her blonde, trimmed pussy in the way that he cupped my red, trimmed pussy, he made a bold move and cupped Kathy's naked pussy.
With her not stopping him, not stopping there, he slid a slow finger along her pussy slit. Then, adding more pressure to his finger, he parted her pussy lips with his fingers. In the way that he impaled my pussy with his long, stiff fingers, he impaled Kathy's pussy with his long, stiff fingers. Once inside of her and with her already wet, he rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. In the way that he had masturbated me, he masturbated my sister.
"Oh, Blake. Blake. Don't stop rubbing my clit," whispered Kathy while leaning back into him. "Don't stop finger fucking my pussy. Rub my clit harder. Rub my clit faster. Finger fucked me deeper. I'm going to cum, Blake. I'm going to cum," whispered Kathy.
Like mother like sister, his aunt wasn't wearing panties either. She told me later that in the way that he cupped my naked pussy, he cupped her naked pussy, too. In the way that he masturbated me, he masturbated my sister, his aunt, too.
# # #
Finally at the halfway point of our long drive, with our room ready, we checked in the hotel. Sure, enough there was only one room with a king-sized bed for all three of us. More sexually excited to go to bed with Blake than I was tired from driving, my first time sleeping in the same bed with him, I couldn't wait to go to bed with my son.
"There's only one bed," said Blake incredulously. "Where's my room? Where am I going to sleep? I thought you said that you rented, two rooms," he said looking from the bed to look at me.
Again, as if disbelieving what he was seeing, he looked from the bed to look at me before looking at his aunt.
"This is their last room. This was all that I could get," I said lying to my son. "They're totally booked. We were lucky to get this room. Besides, it's only for one night. We can make do," I said with an unembarrassed and unashamed shrug of my shoulders and a toss of my redhaired head.
As sexually excited as he was surprise, again, Blake looked from me to look at his aunt. Then, undressing me with his eyes, he looked back at me as if I was naked. He did the same to his aunt. Undressing her with his eyes, he looked at her as if she was naked. After allowing him to have his wicked, sexual way with our nearly naked bodies on the long drive here, he suspected what more to expect.
"It's not a big deal, Blake," said his aunt with a shrug. "I don't mind. Really, I don't. We can cuddle," she said a dirty laugh, a sexy smile, and a naughty look.
Again, he looked from the bed with disbelief to look at me with sexual excitement before looking at his aunt with incestuous lust.
"How are we going to sleep together," he asked cluelessly, disbelievingly, and sexually excitedly?
As if fearing it, he stared down at the bed as if the bed was a living thing.
"I'll sleep on one side, your aunt, Kathy, will sleep on the other side, and you will sleep in the middle," I said. "Don't worry. I'll protect you from your aunt," I said with a dirty laugh.
My sister laughed, too.
"Don't worry, Blake. I'll protect you from your mother," she said with a dirty laugh of her own.
Finally getting it, he looked at me as if he had just won the lottery.
"Okay," he said with a wide smile. "Let's do this."
Before my sister could, I grabbed my son and stuck my tongue in his mouth. In case Blake was confused with my sexual intentions, I gave him a deep, wet kiss on the lips. While continuing to French kiss him, I reached my horny hand down and cupped his testicles through his pants.
"Tonight, is your special surprise for not only graduating high school but also for getting a full scholarship to Boston College," I said giving him another long, wet kiss.
With us all on the same page, I stepped back to allow my sister to give him a deep, wet kiss. His aunt, my sister, kissed him long and hard while reaching down to feel his bulging prick through his pants. Then, while still kissing him, French kissing him, she reached around him to grab his firm ass.
Not turning his head away, I couldn't believe that Blake returned my long, wet kiss with his French kiss. He kissed me. The first time French kissing my son, he returned my long, wet kiss with his long, wet kiss. Wishing that Kathy wasn't there with us in the room, I wanted to make out with my son. He was so handsome. He had such a big, muscular body.
# # #
We took turns using the one bathroom. Blake was first to use the bathroom. Now that he understood the sexual intentions and incestuous implications of having a room with one bed between the three of us, he no longer voiced any complaints with the sleeping arrangements.
Matter of fact, making himself comfortable, sexually surprising me and sexually shocking his aunt, Blake was already under the covers with the covers up to his neck and comfortably ensconced in the middle of the in bed. Seemingly well aware what would happen next, he was ready for whatever would sexually happen. Not bothering with a t-shirt or with pajama bottoms, he was in bed naked, totally naked. My son was naked and waiting for sex, incestuous sex from me and from my sister.



Lying in bed next to him, Kathy wore a short, low-cut, sheer and sexy nightgown without panties. As soon as she climbed in bed, deliberately flashing him her blonde, trimmed pussy, her nightgown was nearly up to her pubic hair. The first time seeing his aunt's naked cunt, and with him sexually attracted to her, Blake stared at Kathy's pussy as if he had never seen a naked pussy before.
The last one to use the bathroom, I emerged wearing my short, low-cut, sheer and sexy nightgown without panties and climbed in bed next to Blake. Giving Blake easy access to our pussies, tempting him and sexually teasing him, I deliberately flashed my son my red, naked pussy. In the way that my sister's nightgown was up to her pubic hair, my nightgown was up to my pubic hair, too. I climbed in bed next to him.
Not wasting any time with small talk, Kathy was all over her nephew. Kissing him, touching him, and holding his growing prick in her hand, she sat up in bed and removed her nightgown. Clearly, ready to surrender her naked body to her nephew, she was ready for sex. With this something that she had wanted to do ever since he turned, 18-years-old, she mounted him.
Surprising even me with her bold, sexual move, my sister was naked, totally naked. Not wasting a second, Blake was all over his aunt's big, naked breasts, touching them, feeling them, squeezing them, and fondling them while sucking her erect nipples. Humping him slow at first, she made love to him while French kissing him. Then, humping him faster and humping him harder, they were fucking. My sister fucked her nephew and my son fucked his aunt.
"Oh, Blake. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Blake. Fuck your aunt," said Kathy.
Obediently obeying her, Blake humped my sister faster. He humped her harder. Not wanting Blake to cum just yet, Kathy climbed off of my son to give me a turn. Following my sister's lead, I removed my nightgown. I mounted my son and reached down to insert his stiff prick in my warm, wet pussy. I was so wet that, as if his erect prick belonged there, his cock slid right inside of me.
Definitely a breast man, in the way that Blake was all over my sister's big tits, he was all over my big tits while feeling them and fondling them. Pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples, he sucked my nipples. Filling me completely, his big prick felt so good inside of me.
"Oh, Blake. Blake. Fuck mommy faster. Fuck mommy harder. Fuck Mommy Blake, fuck me," I said.
Again, obediently obeying his mother in the way that he obediently obeyed his aunt, Blake fucked me faster. He fucked me harder. He gave me a sexual orgasm with his cock.
"Oh, Blake. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me," I said arching my back and stiffening my legs before falling back in the soft comfort of the bed to enjoy my sexual orgasm.
# # #
I made love to and fucked my son. I couldn't believe that I made love to and fucked my son. Even more unbelievable, Blake made love to me. He fucked me. He fucked his mother. Hard for me to believe and to make sense of it all, my son fucked his mother and his aunt in the way that I fucked my son and in the way that my sister fucked her nephew.
With the thoughts of me being an incestuous whore, hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that Blake had made love to me and fucked me. Something that I had always wanted to do since he turned 18-years-old and the first time that I caught him masturbating, and saw his erect, naked prick, I was finally doing now. Again, hard to wrap my head around, I had made love to and had fucked my son and he had made love to and fucked me, his mother.
In the way that Kathy made love to and fucked her nephew, I made love to fucked my son. I continued French kissing him while slowly and sweetly humping him. Then, gradually humping him faster and humping him harder, I fucked him. I fucked my son while my son fucked his mother. I couldn't wait for him to cum in my pussy. In the back of my mind, something as forbidden as it was wonderfully enticing, I hoped he'd impregnate me. I hoped he'd give me his baby.
Again, not wanting him to cum just yet, we took turns stroking his cock while sucking his prick. Then, when Blake slid halfway down the bed to eat my sister, I sat on my sister's face. Surprising my son when I sat on my Kathy's face, something he didn't know and never suspected we did, we had sex with one another many times before. In the way that my son was fingering and licking his aunt, with us a chain of incestuous lust and desire, Kathy was fingering and licking me.
"Oh, Blake," said my sister. "Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. Lick my clit harder. Stick your tongue deeper inside of me. That's it. That's it. I'm cumming Blake. I'm cumming.
Kathy enjoyed the afterglow of her sexual orgasm while she continued licking and fingering my pussy.
"Oh, Kathy," I said. "Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. Lick my clit harder. Stick your finger deeper inside of me. That's it. That's it. I'm cumming Kathy. I'm cumming."
I enjoyed the afterglow of my sexual orgasm while Kathy continued licking and fingering my pussy.
# # #
Then, swapping places, it was Blake's turn to eat me. In the way that I mounted my sister to sit on Kathy's face, my sister mounted me and sat on my face while my son made himself comfortable between my shapely thighs. While Blake continued licking me and fingering me, I fingered my sister's pussy while licking her pussy. Just as it didn't take me long to cum, it didn't take my sister long to have a sexual orgasm either.
Now, it was our turn to give Blake a memory that he'd never soon forget. With me on one side of him and my sister on the other side of him, we took turns taking his stiff prick in our soft hands to stroke him and in our warm, wet mouths to suck him. I stroked Blake's prick while sucking his prick. Then, my sister stroked Blake's prick while sucking his prick. Back and forth we'd go until he couldn't take it anymore.
"Oh, my God, Mom. Oh, my God, Auntie. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum," he said. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming."
With two hot women stroking him and sucking him, it didn't take him long to cum. Not missing this opportunity to have Blake cum in our mouths, moving his prick from my mouth to my sister's mouth, we took turns allowing him to cum in our mouths. Then, as soon as we removed his cock from our mouths, he exploded a second load of cum all over our faces, in our hair, and across our naked breasts. My son really gave us quite the cum bath.
The best sex we ever had; we had a weekend of incestuous threesomes. Instead of going to spring break with his friends, Blake returned home from college to spend quality, sexual time with his mother and with his aunt. As if he was our hired prostitute, he made love to me and made love to his aunt. He fucked me and he fucked Kathy.
He ate me and he ate Kathy. I blew him and his aunt sucked him. He not only ejaculated cum in our mouths but also, he ejaculated cum in our pussies, too. We had incestuous sex with Blake until he graduated and moved away to take a job in California before being drafted by the Tampa Bay Buccaneers.
THE END
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Bowling with Sexy Veronica
Someone new & sexy substituted on the women's bowling team.
# # #
Author's Note:
This true story was written for Stephen. He asked me to write a story about what sexually happened between him and Veronica, a sexy stripper that started, at of all places, the bowling alley. Love can happen anywhere, even when bowling.
# # #
An Aside:
Just when you think you're hoping to have some relaxing fun bowling at the bowling alley with some friends and a few beers, sex interferes with your game. How can you possibly concentrate on your game when sexy women are bowling on the alley next to you? How can you concentrate on your game when one of the women is not only sinfully busty but also, she's bowling in a skirt that's so short that she continually flashes her panties every time she rolls her bright, pink, bowling ball?
"Seriously. Are you kidding me? What the Hell? Look at her. I can't believe that I'm seeing her bright, white, bikini panties every time she leans forward to roll her ball. Oh, my God. If that's not enough, look at the size of her bra clad breasts. She must have tits as big as Christina Hendricks of Mad Men fame and Sofia Vergara of Modern Family fame. Never have I seen such big breasts."
A game originally designed for men due to the heaviness of the bowling balls, with now women referees working in the NFL and female MMA fighters, women have invaded nearly every sport, originally designed for men, including bowling. No longer confining their athletic skills to ice skating and gymnastics, with women golfers and pool sharks, men can't get away from the sexual temptations of women even if they tried. With women drinking shots and smoking cigars, what happened to women staying home to care for their babies? Instead, they're bowling.
# # #
Presently, there are more women in the United States workforce than there are men and that number will continue to rise because companies pay women far less for doing the same job as men. Yet, unable to get away from women sexually teasing men even at work, especially at work, with their hair and makeup done, they wear short skirts and low-cut blouses. Squatting down with their knees parted to get a file while flashing their panties, when they are wearing panties, they lean over men to flash them their low-cut bras and long lines of sexy cleavage.
Even our prestigious, private clubs have been invaded by woman and are forced to accept female members. The exclusive Harvard club and the oh, so private Algonquin club in Boston, with their mahogany furniture, overstuffed, leather chairs, and libraries of first edition books, are now coed. With female assassins as deadly as the Boston Strangler or John Wayne Gacy, it's understandable that the Continental Hotel in New York City of Keanu Reeves as John Wick fame would welcome women as members.
What has the world come to when men can't shoot pool, watch professional football, or enjoy a day on the golf course without women sexually tempting them and teasing them with what they're wearing or not wearing? How dare they? It's not fair. It's not right. Once a man's playground, the world has gone to women.
Church was once a safe haven from women flirting and sexually teasing but no more. Watch out for the dreaded church lady. She hides her sinfully behavior behind her religion. Alas, church is not the only place where women are positioned on her knees. Whores dressed as nuns hide behind the moral modesty of their religion. When nuns are not having lesbian sex with one another, they're having sex with priests. Women want sex as much as men and will even fuck on the altar there's no one around and when mass isn't in service.
"Shame on them. Shame on them."
# # #
Tonight, when I went to watch the women's bowling league, something fun to do while hoping to get lucky with one of the women, I noticed someone new. Having never seen her before, I wondered who she was. When everyone else bowled wearing pants and oversized bowling shirts, this new woman wasn't wearing a bowling uniform. Instead, immorally immodest, unashamed and unembarrassed, she bowled in very, short skirt that showed off her long, sexy, and shapely legs, and a tight low-cut top that advertised the size of her huge breasts and exposed her long, sexy line of cleavage.
Difficult not to notice her, every time she leaned forward to roll her pink bowling ball, she exposed her bright, white, bikini panties. Not taking much to make me as sexually interested as I was already sexually excited, seeing her panties playing peek-a-boo made me horny. Every time she flashed her panties, as if I had never seen a woman flashing her panties before, I couldn't remove my eyes from staring at her panties. The only thing sexier than her flashing her panties would have been if she wasn't wearing panties.
Literally attracting a small crowd of horny men waiting for her to bowl and watching her roll, for obvious reasons, not that she was a great bowler but she had a fan club of admiring men. Who wouldn't watch her bowl? She was as beautiful as she was sexy. Never has such a beautiful and sexy woman graced this dirty and roach infested bowling alley. Who cared about bowling, they were too busy watching her every move? Indeed, a million-in-one, she was a one-of-a-kind beauty.
Regardless of her numerous gutter balls that she rolled, nearly every man stared at her as if she was the woman's current bowling champion. It's not every day that you see a shapely woman flashing her panties while bowling at the bowling alley. Undressing her with their eyes, all the men stared at her as if she was bowling in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked. Indeed, instead of having a fat ass or no ass, she had a great ass, a shapely ass, a wonderful ass, and an ass that every man in that bowling alley would love to have warming his bed.
"Wait. Before you turn off the light, show me your naked ass again," said a husband married to a woman with an ass as great as Veronica's ass.
'Who cares about bowling? Suddenly, I want to have sex. I'd love to tap that ass,' I thought while watching her leaning forward to bowl. 'Wow! What a woman? What an incredible looking woman? If it's not enough that she's beautiful and sexy, she's flashing her panties and showing off her long, line of cleavage. I love seeing her bright white, bikini panties every time she leans forward to roll her ball. I love seeing her cleavage every time she leans forward to total her score.'
# # #
I imagined inviting her home, giving her a drink, and making light conversation. Not a long leap to make, I imagined making out with her while reaching around her to feel her shapely, panty clad ass under her short skirt. Then, as thing between us progressed, I imagined leaning her over the couch in my house, pulling down her panties, and fucking her fast enough and hard enough from behind to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. Forget about bowling, just seeing her panty clad ass brought the animal out in me.
Again and again, as if deliberately exposing her panties, every time she leaned forward to roll her pink bowling ball, she flashed her panties. Every time she leaned forward to record her bowling score, her low-cut top leaned forward with her to expose a great down-blouse view of her massive breasts. With every upskirt and down-blouse, my erection grew harder and bigger with my sexual lust and erotic desire for her. Every time she exposed her panties and/or her cleavage, as if applauding her for exposing herself, my cock throbbed and pulsated in my pants in sexual testimony to her beautiful body.
After she rolled her bowling ball down the alley, fruitlessly struggling to pull her short skirt down, she continually tugged at the hem of her skirt. Finally, successfully pulling her skirt down after each roll, but with her skirt working against her modesty, her skirt continued rising higher with every roll of the ball. Then, when she seemingly tired of tugging at and pulling down her skirt, no longer bothering pulling her skirt down, with the hem of her skirt rising nearly to her waist, she exposed even more of her panties.
With her born with a hot body, I didn't have to see her panties in an upskirt peek to know that she had a very, sexy and shapely ass. I didn't have to see her long, line of sexy cleavage in a down-blouse to know that she had enormous breasts. The total package, with her as beautiful as she was hot, love at first sight, I was already head-over-heels in love with her. Never have I ever wanted to be with a woman as much as I wanted to be with her.
'I love seeing her panties. She has such a great ass. I love her shapely ass,' I thought. 'A shapelier ass than Jennifer Lopez, Kim Kardashian, Sofia Vergara, and Rihanna, she had the best ass that I've ever seen.'
Keeping to herself, while the rest of the women hung out together, joked around, and laughed, she sat away from them while quietly sipping her beer until it was her time to bowl again. Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation, with every man there staring while holding his breath in appreciation of what they were about to see, she exposed her panties and her cleavage again and again. Whether she rolled a gutter ball or a strike, it didn't matter. No one really cared what she rolled. What mattered more was seeing her bright, white bikini panties and her lone, line of sexy cleavage again.
# # #
As if she was heaven sent, she had a small tattoo of a white dove in flight on her forearm. With her so exotic looking, her hair was as long and as dark as Meghan Fox, Angelina Jolie, or Kim Kardashian's dark, beautiful hair. As if she was wearing stage makeup and was a performer on stage, she had sparkles on her cheeks. Her bright, blue eyes were decorated with heavy, glittering eyeshadow. Her full lips were covered in bright, Ferrari, red lipstick that beckoned me to kiss them and/or stick my erect prick between them.
'I'd love her to put lipstick on my dipstick,' I thought.
Imagining her without all of that makeup, she was plenty attractive enough without it for me to want to know more about her, at least her name. I needed to know her name to take her to bed with me tonight and every night and every morning thereafter to masturbate over seeing her panties and seeing her cleavage again and again. A sight that I'd never tire of seeing, when I wasn't staring at her panties in an upskirt peek, I stared at her long line of cleavage and sexy, low-cut bra in a down-blouse view.
'With her the star of the bowling alley, as if watching her performing on stage, bowling doesn't get any better than this,' I thought. 'This is now the reason why men go bowling. Hopefully, to see a woman wearing a short skirt while flashing her panties. Hopefully, to see a woman wearing a low-cut top flashing her cleavage and low-cut bra.'
Forsaking her high, spiked heels for bowling shoes, even without the heels, she seemed tall. Sizing her up from a distance, I guessed she was 5'8" or 5'9". If she was a few inches taller, with her plenty good-looking enough, she'd be tall enough to be a runway model for some famous, fashion designer. Deeming her special, including her height there was nothing average about her.
Difficult not to notice, the most notable thing about her that I immediately noticed, other than her flashing everyone her panties, were her gigantic breasts. Again, nothing average about her big breasts, they were as massive as they were magnificent. Reminiscent of Dolly Parton's big breasts, she must have easily had 34, double D cups if not bigger. She had the biggest and shapeliest breasts that I have ever seen.
'I love big breasted women,' I thought while staring at her big tits when I wasn't staring at her exposed panties. 'Big breasts, a shapely ass, and red, full lips give women sex appeal. I couldn't date a woman who didn't have big breasts, a shapely ass, and red, full lips. I could never date a woman who didn't have sex appeal. I could never date a woman that I wasn't sexually attracted to in the way that I was immediately sexually attracted to this woman.'
With her giving me a lot to look at, between her panty clad ass, her pretty face, and her huge breasts, she was a woman that I'd never tire of staring at her while watching her doing anything. She was a woman that I'd never tire of touching and feeling while making out with her. Giving me something to see from the front and from the back, after measuring her huge breasts with my trained, bra cup eyes, it wouldn't have surprised me if she had F cup breasts. It wouldn't surprise me if she had the same size breasts as Christina Hendricks and/or Sofia Vergara's huge breasts.
'Wow! Her breasts are gigantic. She has the biggest breasts that I've ever seen,' I thought. 'No woman has tits that big. I wonder if she had breast implants.'
# # #
A sucker for a woman with big tits, giving women a whole other dimension, I love big tits, the bigger the better. But her tits were ridiculous. I'd never leave my house if I had someone who looked like her and had her body in my bed.
'Let's not go to work today. Instead, let's stay in bed,' I imagined saying to her if I was married to her. 'I need to spend some quality time with your shapely ass and your big tits.'
'I'd love watch her skipping rope or jogging around the neighborhood,' I thought while staring at her big tits. 'As long as I can watch her from afar without being detected, and thought to be a pervert, I'd love to watch her doing anything.'
I've never dated a woman with smaller breasts that a C cup. If I dated this woman, she'd have the biggest breasts of any woman that I dated. I'd love to be literally smothered by her big breasts while sucking her nipples.
# # #
'Did you hear about Stephen,' I imagined my friend, John, asking my friend, Jim?
Jim looked at John while preparing himself to hear some bad news.
'Stephen? No," said Jim. 'What about Stephen? What happened to him? Was he in an accident? With him always riding his bike, was he hit by a car? What? Tell me. What happened to Stephen?'
John bowed his head and anointed himself while raising his head to heaven.
'He's dead,' said John with a deep look of sincere sorrow. 'Stephen is dead.'
Jim looked devastated.
'Dead? That can't be,' said Jim. 'I just saw him yesterday and he looked great. How did he die? What happened? Oh, my God, he looked so heathy. You just never know when it's your time to go,' said Jim. 'Here today and gone tomorrow.'
John explained to Jim what had tragically happened last night.
'He met Veronica, a woman with huge breasts and she accidentally smothered him to death while they were having hot sex,' said John. 'Clearly dying happy, with a smile that even the mortician couldn't remove, he died with his eyes wide open and with a permanent smile etched across his face.'
Changing his look from utter sadness to envious relief, Jim shook his head in disbelief.
'Wow! What a way to go? When I die, that's how I want to die,' said Jim. 'I want to be smothered to death by a big, breasted woman, a woman with huge tits.'
# # #
Curious about her, wanting to at least to know her name, so that when masturbating myself over her, I knew what to call her. When I left the bowling alley shortly after midnight I asked my best friend's wife, Tina, who that woman was sitting diagonally across from me. Feeling so sexually transparent, I knew that Tina would immediately know why I was interested in her. Definitely, it wouldn't be her bowling skills as she rolled far more gutter bowls than she rolled strikes.
"Tina, who was that woman sitting diagonally across from me," I asked while feeling awkwardly embarrassed that Tina was aware that my sudden interest in her was sexual and little more than disguised horniness?
Tina laughed while staring up at me with a knowing eye. Feeling like the typical, horny guy that I am, she made me feel embarrassed. It was one thing talking to another guy about a woman who suddenly captured my sexual interest, yet, it was something completely different when confessing my sexual interest of one woman to another woman.
"You noticed her, huh," she asked with a sexy laugh?
She laughed again while giving me an oh brother look, rolling her eyes, and sighing. Whereas another guy would slap me a high five for voicing my sexual approval, Tina made me feel commonly perverted. I felt like all of the other men at the bowling alley who continued to stare at her flashing her panties and showing off her big tits. They're interest in her was purely sexual whereas my interest in her was strictly romantic. Okay, and sexual, too.
"I'm curious to know," she said with a dirty laugh. "What did you notice first about her, her exposed, white panties, her huge breasts, or her pretty face," she asked laughing again?
Embarrassed that she called me out for being a typical horny man, I laughed with her. Whoever the woman was, I, at least, wanted to know her first name. Wanting her to be more than a sexual fantasy, I wanted to get past her exposed, white panties, her huge breasts, and her sexy, good looks. Not only did I want to know more about her but also, I wanted to know who she was. Needing to know her first name, I'd love to have someone like her in my life.
"It was hard not to notice her with her flashing her bright, white, bikini panties to everyone. She does have a nice ass," I said to Tina with a dirty laugh. "And how could I not notice her big tits? They're huge. Then, there's her pretty face. She's quite beautiful. Other than lipstick, she's a woman who doesn't even need to wear makeup."
Tina laughed, too.
"I can see that," said Tina staring down at the big bulge that tented my jeans while walking with her to my car. Then, she said something that surprised me. "Do you want me to help you with that," she said putting her manicured fingered hand on my bulging prick and squeezing it with her fingers.
# # #
The first time that Tina ever sexually touched me, I couldn't believe that she actually felt my growing erection through my pants. The first time that she sexually solicited me, I looked at her shocked. After a long night of drinking beer while bowling, clearly, for my best friend's wife to offer to masturbate me, she was inebriated. Only, something that may end our long-term friendship, I could never cheat on my friend with his wife. With him trusting me to drive his wife home and to keep her safe, I wouldn't be much of a friend to have sex with my best friend's wife.
Nevertheless, my allegiance to my best friend, as if I was dreaming it or sexually fantasizing it, I imagined making out with her and feeling her modest B cup breasts through her top and bra. I imagined Tina unzipping me and taking my cock in her soft, warm hand. I imagined her fondling the head of my cock while staring down at my erect prick. I imagined her slowly stroking me while staring up at me. Then, I imagined her masturbating me harder and faster. I imagined cumming all over her soft, warm hand.
"You'd really masturbate me, Tina," I asked in disbelief while thinking what my friend, her husband, would say about his wife taking care of my sexual horniness by masturbating me. "You'd actually stroke me and allow me to cum all over your hand?"
To be honest with Tina a very attractive woman, I'd love to make out with her. With me a breast man no matter the size, I'd love to feel her tits and finger her nipples through her top while making out with her. And with me so horny after seeing Veronica's panties, I'd love her to masturbate me. I need to cum and I'd love her to see me and watch me cum all over her soft, warm hand.
She laughed again. She had such a sexy and melodious laugh. She had a laugh that I never tired of hearing.
"Masturbate you?" She looked up at me as if I was nuts. "Who said anything about masturbating you," she said laughing again? "Masturbating a man is what I did with my prom date years ago," she said with a dirty laugh while giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "I wouldn't masturbate you."



Suddenly, I felt embarrassed to think that I accused Tina of wanting to masturbate me. How dare I think that of her? She's my long-time friend. Then, giving me mixed, sexual signals, she paused while staring down at the bulge in my pants again before looking up at me to give me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I'd blow you. I'd suck your cock, Stephen," she while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips and staring up at me with sexual seduction before reaching her hand down again to cup my testicles through my pants.
# # #
Stunned that Tina offered to blow me, I was shocked. I never thought of Tina blowing me. I had no idea that she was a whore who would cheat on her husband with me. I didn't know what to say. How do I respond to that without hurting her feelings by rejecting her? What man in their right mind would say no to receiving a blowjob from Tina?
"I love sucking cock and I always wanted to blow you. I'd even allow you to cum in my mouth and all over my face. I'd allow you to give me a cum bath, Stephen," said Tina.
She took my finger and slowly slid it across her red, full lips before taking my finger in her mouth. While staring up at me, she sucked my finger. Giving my finger the right amount of pressure with her lips that she'd give my cock, she sucked my finger as if she was already sucking my prick.
Suddenly forgetting about my big breasted fantasy woman, I imagined my cock buried in Tina's pretty mouth while she stroked my cock and sucked my cock. I imagined putting a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head and humping her mouth while fucking her face. I imagined her stroking me and sucking me while I fondled her modest, B cup breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her clothes.
"You'd really blow me, Tina," I asked incredibly while still in disbelief? As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that Tina offered to blow me. My best friend's wife, someone that I had known for years, offered to suck my cock and allow me to cum in her mouth. "I don't think your husband would like you blowing me and me cumming in your mouth," I said while imagining my cock buried in Tina's beautiful mouth again.
Then, reconsidering her sucking my cock, while staring at her full, red lips, I looked at her again with as much horniness as I looked at her with sexual lust. With her offering to blow me, I suddenly wanted her to blow me. With her offering to allow me to cum in her mouth, I suddenly wanted to cum in her mouth. With Tina so very pretty, it was hard not to accept receiving a blowjob from her.
"You'd really suck my cock, Tina," I asked while still not believing that she'd blow me? Surely, she's sexually teasing me. "You'd really blow me," I asked again while looking over at her and imagining my prick in her mouth? "You'd really allow me to cum in your mouth and all over your face," I asked while looking at her with a newfound sexual interest? "You'd really allow me to give you a cum bath?"
# # #
We got in my car and as soon as I sat in the driver's seat, she slid a slow hand over my bulging prick again while leaning up and moving over to kiss me. She parted my lips with her tongue and stuck her tongue in my mouth. The first time romantically kissing her on the lips, I couldn't believe she was sexually soliciting me. Unable to help myself, with me horny after having a night of seeing upskirt peeks of panties and down-blouse views of tits, I couldn't believe that I was making out with my best friend's wife.
"Are you sure you don't want me to suck you, Stephen? What my husband doesn't know won't hurt him. Besides, I know that he has someone on the side, a co-worker, someone named Brenda, that he uses as his excuse for working late," she said with a shrug as if she didn't care that her husband was having a sexual affair behind her back.
Seemingly not taking no for an answer, exposing her naked breasts to me, she raised her top and her bra while staring over at me. As soon as she did, her B cup naked breasts, fell from her bra. I saw Tina's naked tits. I couldn't believe that I saw Tina's naked tits.
No stopping with just exposing her naked breasts to me, still not taking no for an answer, she put my hand on her naked breast. As soon as her smallish breast filled my hand, and when her nipples suddenly erected, with her blowing me a reality, embarrassed, I pulled my hand away. I was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited. Now, no longer thinking of my dream woman, the only thing that I could imagine was my erect prick buried in Tina's mouth.
"I can't do this, Tina," I said disappointing my little brain by refusing to allow her to blow me with my big brain. "I'm sorry," I said thinking that every time I saw her husband I'd think of Tina with my erect prick in her mouth. "As much as I'd love you to suck my cock and as much as I'd love to cum in your mouth, I can't. I just can't," I said.
As if someone else was talking, I couldn't believe that I turned down Tina's offer to blow me. Yet, now that I saw Tina's naked breasts, every time I saw Tina, I'd think of her topless. I'd think of her naked, B cup breasts and her erect nipples. I'd think of her putting my hand on her naked tit and her putting her hand on my bulging erection.
"That's okay. I understand. You're a good friend, Stephen," she said while pulling her bra and top down.
# # #
Determine to change the subject back to what I had asked about wanting to know the mystery woman's first name, I asked her my original question again.
"Who is that woman at the bowling alley? What's her name?"
She laughed again.
"After seeing my naked, modest breasts, you're back to thinking of her big boobs," she said with a laugh. "Is that it? I don't blame you," she said with a laugh and a shrug. "With me fully aware that you're a breast man, she does have massively enormous breasts."
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"Sorry, I can't help myself. I love big breasted women and her breasts are huge," I said with her imagined, naked breasts filling my horny imagination. "Who has breasts like that? No one has breasts that big," I said with curiosity. "They're not implants, are they? Do you think that they are implants, Tina," I asked with disappointment that they may be breast implants?
Tina rolled her eyes while giving me a look. She made a face while shaking her head no.
"Oh, trust me, I've seen her naked at the women's shower at the gym. Her breasts are natural alright," said Tina. "She has the biggest breasts that I've ever seen. Matter of fact, she has an incredible body. She has the body of a porn star and the face of a beauty queen. She puts the rest of us women to shame," she said.
Still waiting for her to answer my question, I at least wanted to know her name. I repeated my original question again.
"So, who is she? What's her name?"
Tina shrugged her shoulder.
"Oh, that's Veronica," she replied, as if I should know who Veronica is.
I looked at Tina now even more curious than I was before.
"Veronica, who's Veronica," I asked again?
Seemingly exasperated with me, perhaps because I refused her offer to blow me, Tina rolled her eyes and sighed again.
"Veronica," she repeated. "You know Veronica. Kathy's roommate. She's a stripper. She works at the club. With her only working weekends and off during the week, she was filling in tonight because we were short a bowler. Asking her to fill-in on such short notice, she didn't have time to go home and change and the reason why that she bowled in such short and sexually revealing skirt."
# # #
Tina looked at me ready to drop the subject of Veronica. Only, unable to stop thinking of her, I imagined Veronica dancing around a pole while stripping off her clothes to music. I imagined her giving men lap dances. I imagined her stripping herself naked in the privacy of the VIP room and sucking cock and fucking men for money. I imagined her stripping herself naked for me and having hot sex with me, too.
"Oh," I said with a shrug while pretending that I knew who she was. "I didn't recognize her."
Tina laughed.
"How could you recognize her," laughed Tina again? "You weren't looking at her face. When you weren't staring at her panties, you were staring at her big tits," she said.
With us having been friends for years, I was embarrassed that she could read me so well.
"You're right," I said with a laugh. "She gave the men quite the show of her white, bikini panties and her big boobs. Yet, I don't think the men minded seeing her panty clad ass and/or her fully clothe breasts," I said with another laugh.
Seemingly preoccupied with my cock, Tina looked up at me before staring down at the bulge in my jeans again.
"Actually, if I say so myself, Veronica does have a terrific body. I wish I had her body. If I had her body, I wouldn't be horny today," she said looking up at me. "If I had her body, I wouldn't be asking to suck your cock. You'd be asking me to blow you and allow you to cum in my mouth," she said with a dirty laugh.
She put her hand on the bulging lump in my pants again. Seemingly determined to blow me, she squeezed my growing erection. Not stopping there, she sexually teased the head of my cock with her fingertips and fondled my stiff prick through my pants.
"I'm still horny, Stephen," said Tina staring up at me with sexual lust. "With us never alone together, I really want to suck your cock," she said while sliding a slow hand over my bulging erection. "Please let me blow you, Stephen. Please let me suck your cock. I'm so horny and I need you to cum in my mouth," she said. "I need to dream of blowing you and you cumming in my mouth so that I can sleep tonight."
# # #
Before I could even answer her, she unzipped me, reached her hand inside my pants, and pulled out my prick. While holding my growing erection in her soft, warm hand, she slowly stroked me. Then, she lifted her shirt and bra again to expose her naked breasts while taking me by the wrist and putting my hand on her naked breast again. Then, she stared down at my cock while continuing to slowly stroke me. Finally, while staring up at me and sexually teasing me with her big, brown, beautiful eyes, she leaned down, put her head in my lap, and took me in her mouth.
While I fondled her modest B cup breasts and fingered her erect nipples, Tina was blowing me. I couldn't believe that Tina was blowing me. Someone that I had known for years and had even been the best man at her wedding, Tina was blowing me. I couldn't believe she was blowing me. Even while staring down at the back of her head and even when she looked up at me with my prick in her mouth, I had a difficult time wrapping my head around the fact that Tina sucking my cock.
Continuing to sexually tease me with her eyes, she continued staring up at me with my cock buried in her beautiful mouth. Embarrassed to confess, I imagined Veronica blowing me instead of Tina sucking my prick. I still had a questioning look on my face. Needing to at least know her first name, I still didn't know who Veronica was.
Then, with me sexually excited that my best friend's wife was blowing me, unable to control myself from cumming, I put a gentle hand to the back of her head and pushed my cock deeper in her mouth. I humped her mouth and fucked her face before exploding a huge load of cum in her mouth. Surprising her, as soon as she removed my prick from her lips, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. I couldn't believe how much cum that I gushed all over Tina.
She had cum dripping from her hair, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and from her naked breasts. With her making me so sexually excited by her offering to blow me, I had never ejaculated as much cum on any woman. What she didn't swallow, she gathered up with her fingertips and sucked the cum from them. Something that I never imagined doing, I gave my best friend's wife quite the cum bath.
Honestly, not expecting her to blow me, especially after refusing her offer to blow me, she gave me a great blowjob. She gave me one of the best blowjobs that I ever had the sexual pleasure of receiving. Tina is, indeed, a very talented cocksucker. Only, I couldn't stop myself from thinking of Veronica. I wondered what it would feel like for Veronica to blow me as I touched, felt, fondled, and groped her huge naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples.
"You still look like you don't remember her. Surely, you must have met her before," said Tina wiping cum from her face, her hair, and her breasts with a tissue. "You'd never forget someone who looked like her. Surely, you must have met her when you were over Kathy's house." When I didn't respond, she repeated her question. "Didn't you meet her when you were over Kathy's apartment? She's always there hanging out every weekend before she had to leave for work."
I shook my head no.
"No, I never met her. By the time I showed up at Kathy's apartment, it was always late. No doubt, she had already left. Besides, I didn't sit around in the living room socializing. I was only there to talk to Kathy in private. We stayed in the kitchen or in the hall and away from everyone."
# # #
Until that moment, with me an open book, never secretive about where I was and/or what I was doing, I wasn't aware that my whereabouts during early morning or late-night hours was common knowledge, especially with gossiping women. Yet, keeping to myself, it certainly had never been my practice to discuss or even mention my whereabouts with anyone. Any guy with even the least bit of intelligence learns very early on that making that kind of information available guarantees that he will have no more secrets, period. Chances are, somehow, someway, and someday, his so-called friends will use that information against him.
Oddly enough, with Kathy's roommate still on my mind, I went from never having met Veronica before to running into Tina again the following week. Now, every time I saw Tina, I thought of her topless. I thought of her with my prick in her mouth. I thought of her blowing me. I thought of cumming in her mouth and all over her pretty face. Unable to remove the image of her sucking my prick and me giving her a cum bath, I thought of her with cum dripping from her hair, her nose, her chin, and dripping from her naked breasts.
Now, instead of being horny enough to masturbate over Tina, I couldn't believe that I allowed her to blow me. I couldn't believe that I ejaculated cum in her mouth. I couldn't believe that I ejaculated cum all over her pretty face. I couldn't' believe that I gave my best friend's wife a cum bath. I felt like such a cad betraying my best friend. Yet, as my excuse to allow her to blow me, Tina told me that he was having sexual affair with someone else, a co-worker, too.
With Veronica's panties, big breasts, and pretty face something that I continued masturbating over every morning and every night, I asked Tina about Kathy's roommate again. Thinking about asking her out, I wondered if she was married. I wondered if she was single. I wondered if she was seeing anyone. Then, thinking the worst with dread, I wondered if she was lesbian.
Clearly sexually fascinated with her, I wondered what she looked like in her bra and panties. I wondered what she looked like topless. I wondered what she looked like naked. I wondered what she looked like leaning over me with her big tits hanging in my face and with my cock buried in her mouth.
# # #
At the time, no more than fuck buddies, my relationship with Kathy was sexually casual at best. She blew me and I fucked her. She had recently returned from another state after leaving her first husband and was in the process of getting a divorce. Yet, as any married woman in her late twenties, her libido had become accustomed to a certain level of sexual activity.
While we were engaged in some social activities, namely sex, my primary function had been to provide her libido with the activity it had been accustomed to having. As a healthy male in my late twenties, having sex with Kathy was a job that I was happy doing. To this day I have no idea how the female communication network functions, all I know for sure is a guy would never have a chance if he wanted anything kept quiet. Seemingly, even though I had not told anyone about Kathy and I, seemingly, everyone knew about our casual, sexual relationship.
In the way that I had asked Tina about Veronica, I asked Kathy about Veronica, too. Surprising me, when I asked Kathy about Veronica, she said that Veronica had asked her about me. Giving me the go ahead, not standing in my way, with us not having a serious relationship, only a casual, sexual one, if I wanted to talk with Veronica, it was okay with her. Fortunately, for me, there would be no issues between us. Now, I needed to know if Veronica was interested in me enough to have sex.
'Whoa! Wait. What am I thinking? Who am I kidding? A sexual relationship with Veronica? I should be so lucky,' I thought.
With her super-hot, she was way out of my league. Yet, who could ask for a better response than that she had asked Kathy about me? Wanting to believe that Veronica, hopefully, was as sexually interested in me as I was sexually interested in her, I couldn't wait to see her again.
Then, Kathy put the icing on the cake that made me want to have sex with Veronica even more.
"Be careful what you say to Veronica, because if you come on to her too strong, she'll likely take you home and screw your brains out," said Kathy with a dirty laugh. "An understatement, she has the sexual libido of a horny man. Keeping count in her little, black book, she's had sex with more than five-hundred men. With her always horny, she loves sex, especially sucking cock. She loves sucking cock. A talented cocksucker, a compliment to her for a blowjob well done, she loves it when a man cums in her mouth and all over her face," said Kathy. "She truly loves cum baths."
I don't know if I looked more stunned or happy, but however I looked, it caused her to chuckle and reiterate that she wasn't joking with me about Veronica's overactive libido. Now, when thinking of Veronica, instead of thinking of her panties or her giant breasts, I thought of her naked and having sex with her. I thought or her blowing me. With Kathy suddenly making me horny, in the way that I did with Tina, I thought of Veronica sucking my cock while stroking my prick and cumming in her mouth and all over her pretty face.
"Seriously, you may not be able to handle Veronica. She's quite the handful when it comes to sex," said Kathy with a dirty laugh. "Her last boyfriend left her because she wanted more sex than he was able to give her. She fucked him every night and blew him every morning. Then, before she left for work, she spent the weekend in bed with him. Sex, sex, and more sex. Everything is about sex with Veronica."
'Wow,' I thought. 'Sex, sex, and more sex, what man would turn her down for sex? My sexual fantasy come true, I'd love to fuck her every night and have her blow me every morning. Until she needed to leave for work, I'd love to spend the weekend in bed with her.'
# # #
Ever since Kathy ended her marriage, she lost a lot of the weight. People who knew her said that she lost all of the weight she had gained due to her, emotional, marital situation. What she went through in her marriage to her ex-husband and with the back-and-forth negotiations of her subsequent divorce was detrimental to her health.
Yet, something that was important to me, even after losing so much weight, she still had D cup breasts. She was still an attractive woman and I enjoyed having no strings attached sex with her. Yet, now that I saw Veronica, setting my sights on her, while suddenly feeling so shallow, with her having much bigger breasts than Kathy's big breasts, I'd love to have sex with her.



Alas and unfortunately, Veronica was in a different class all of her own. Not only did she have at least, double D breasts, if not F cup breasts, but she was within 10 pounds of being a world class beauty. She was someone that I'd want to have a long-term sexual relationship with. She was beautiful, sexy, shapely, and clearly, from the brief conversation that I had with her at the bowling alley, she was intelligent. Actually, forget about the sex, she was someone who I'd marry and have children with. With her having the total package, she was truly a rare beauty.
With absolutely nothing to lose and everything to gain, setting my self-confidence on high, I decided to approach Veronica. I decided to let her know the interest that I had in her, whether sexual or otherwise. With this my only chance to bed her, while hoping that she wasn't out of my league, swinging for the fences, I hoped she'd agree to date me. I'd love to see her topless. I'd love to see her naked. I'd love to see her with my cock buried in her mouth. I'd love to have a long-term sexual relationship with her.
# # #
That following Thursday, hoping to see Veronica again, I went down to where the women were bowling. I didn't see her. Then, when I was about to leave, I spotted her feet sticking out the end of the bench. She was lying down in one of the booths on her back with her eyes closed. As if I was a schoolboy, I was nervous about approaching her. This was it. Either she was sexually interested in me or not.
"Hi, I'm Stephen," I said standing over her after not thinking to introduce myself the first time I saw her.
She looked up at me and smiled.
"I know who you are," she said. "I'm Veronica," she said while beaming me a beautiful, blue-eyed smile.
'She knows who I am. That's a good sign,' I thought. 'Someone must have told her my name and that I was interested in her, no doubt, Tina or Kathy.'
I returned her smile with my smile.
"It's nice to meet you, Veronica," I said. "What's the matter," I asked while looking down at her and hoping that she wasn't ill? "Are you ill," I asked.
With her lying on the bench in the booth, I figured that she had her period and had cramps?
She closed her eyes again as if going back to sleep. Then, looking to see if I was still there, she popped open her eyes again and looked up at me. Instead of waving me away, making me feel special, a wide, friendly smile brightened her face as if she was happy to see me. If she wasn't pretty enough before, when she smiled like that my heart skipped a beat. She was beautiful, absolutely beautiful when she smiled.
"Nothing. I'm fine," she said with a shrug. "I came along this week because they weren't sure they had everyone back. This time, I even took a pair of pants with me so that I wouldn't be flashing my panties to everyone again," she said with a dirty laugh. "But they had their full team back," she said with a shrug. "And now, as if I'm an intruder, I feel foolish. I feel like a third wheel."
I stared down at her long, shapely legs and what I could see of her exposed, panty clad crotch. In the unladylike way that she was laying in the booth, with one leg on the seat of the booth and the other leg on the floor, I could see her panty clad pussy. Suddenly, overwhelmed with sexual lust and erotic desire for her, tempted to fall to my knees and spread her legs wide open, I suddenly and overwhelmingly wanted to finger her pussy while licking her pussy.
I wanted to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. In the way that Tina wanted to suck my prick, I wanted to eat Veronica's cunt. Not stopping fingering her and licking her, I wanted her to scream my name in sexual passion until she begged me to stop.
"Why were you laying down? Are you ill," I asked again?
She laughed.
"No, I'm not ill. I'm an early riser and when I'm not working, this is normally my bed time. I work nights, 8 pm until 1 am and sometimes all night," she said sitting up while flashing me her panties again. "I was catching a few winks until they finished bowling and someone could give me a ride home," she said giving me an engaging smile.
# # #
Curious to know, I asked the question.
"I could never work the graveyard shift. If you don't mind me asking, what do you do for a living for you to have to work those odd hours," I asked?
After Tina already told me what she did for a living, I braced myself to hear her answer. I wanted to know what she did for a living from her. I wondered if she'd lie about her occupation or tell me the truth. I wondered if she was embarrassed by what she did to earn a living or if she was proud of what she did for a living.
She looked at me as if she was suddenly embarrassed to say what she did for a living. Avoiding making eye contact with me as if she feared that I'd judge her, she finally looked up at me again. Then, after a long and uncomfortable pause, she blurted out what she did for work.
"I'm a stripper," she said staring at me to see my reaction. "I dance around a pole while removing my clothes," she said with an embarrassed, little laugh. "I show horny men all that they hope and want to see of my topless and/or naked body."
Instead of looking at her ashamed or embarrassed for her, not judging her at all, I looked at her impressed that she was a stripper. Surely, not every woman has the will, the desire, and the body to work as a stripper. Even then, fearing that they may be recognized by someone, not every woman who had the body would dare remove their clothes in front of strangers.
"I've never met a stripper before," I said staring at her as if undressing her with my eyes. "From what I can see of it through your clothes, you do have an amazing body," I said. "You certainly must be a crowd favorite."
# # #
Not wanting to miss my chance to ask her out, I sat next to her. Unsure why I did it but when she leaned to the right to take a sip of her beer, I reached across the back of her and gently felt, patted, and squeezed her shapely ass. Not like me to grope a woman, especially a woman that I hardly know, and especially a woman that I wanted to know better, I don't know what came over me. As if wanting to know if her shapely ass was real, I just did it.
Something that I normally wouldn't do and have never done, I've never groped a woman before, especially a woman that I just met. Yet, with Kathy telling me how much Veronica loved sex and with her being a stripper, who by her own count had sex with more than five-hundred men, I figured her for a whore. I figured what did I have to lose by making the first, albeit, sexually, inappropriate move. I just hoped that I didn't ruin my chance of bedding her by being too sexually aggressive. I hoped she'd appreciate my sexual forwardness and not slap me across my face.
"Sorry," I said. "I'm so embarrassed. I don't know why I did that. Please forgive me," I said. "I'm not usually like that. I've never seen a woman as sexy and as beautiful as you."
I pulled my arm back while it was still in one piece. I don't know if I caught her off-guard or if she was half asleep. Instead of slapping my face, ignoring me, she smiled and closed her eyes again. While sitting up in the booth with her head bowed, she went back to trying to get some sleep. Clearly, if only by her welcomed reaction, I scored a point by making the first, sexual move. Quickly changing the subject after apologizing for grabbing her ass, I continued our conversation.
"That makes total sense about you going to bed so early. You need your beauty sleep. You have great figure that you need to take care of," I said staring down at her huge, bra clad breasts while taking advantage of her eyes being closed.
Listening to me with her eyes still closed, she nodded her pretty head as if agreeing with me. She opened her eyes to look at me and, no doubt, to see my reaction to what she said next.
"Unless someone invites me to travel on their private plane or on their yacht, my work week normally runs from Friday night to Monday morning. Yet, I never know who will be in town and want to party. With me a party favorite, a lot of men ask exclusively for me. I get to travel a lot. I've been all over the world. My passport is colorful proof to my travels," she said with a laugh.
'With her saying private plane or yacht, I wished I was rich. She's definitely out of my league. No doubt, petty cash to her, I don't think that me stuffing one-hundred-dollar bills in her G-string would impress her enough to date me and make her want to have sex with me.'
# # #
Giving her some privacy after making my sexual intentions known, I left Veronica to rest her eyes. I walked to the other side of the bowling alley to watch the rest of the women bowl. After watching the women bowl, disappointed that they were all wearing pants and oversized bowling shirts and none of them were bowling in short skirts and low-cut tops, I returned to Veronica after about an hour. I was happy to see her still sitting up and looking more awake. As if she was already my girlfriend, I flopped down next to her.
Again, after grabbing her ass, something that I was embarrassed for doing, something that I couldn't control myself from not doing, but glad that I did, I massaged her back and rubbed her shoulders. Unable to keep myself from touching her, no matter where I touched her, her arm, her shoulder, or her shapely fully clothe ass, I loved touching her. She felt so firm and yet, so womanly soft. Someone who I sexually desired, as if needing to touch her to see if she was real, like meeting a celebrity or a supermodel for the first time, she was exquisitely beautiful.
"That feels good," she said cooing to my touches.
Then, she paused as if rethinking what she was about to say. She surprised me by what she said next. Hoping that she would, I never thought she'd make a move to sexually solicit me in the way that Tina did.
"If you drive me home, Stephen," she said with a pause while looking up at me and making direct eye contact with me while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips. "I'll finish what you started," she said with a dirty laugh while taking me by the wrist and putting my horny hand on her super-sized breast.
I had every intention of asking her if I could drive her home but, not wanting to be rejected, I was waiting to build up the courage to ask her out on a date. Instead, she surprised me. Seemingly knowing what I wanted, she put my horny hand on her massive breast. Kathy was right. With Veronica having the sexual libido of a horny man, a fate that I would readily welcome, she seemed ready to fuck me silly.
'I can't believe she put my hand on her breast,' I thought. 'I loved feeling her supersized tit.'
Her huge breast felt as firm as it felt soft. Unable to close my hand around her big tit, her breast was bigger than my big hand. Never had I met a woman with breasts as big. Moreover, having felt dozens of silicone breasts before, her breast didn't feel like an implant. It felt natural. It felt real.
Turning my back to the other bowlers, blocking their views from seeing what we were doing, accepting her sudden invitation, I felt and fondled her breasts, first one and then the other. Then, as soon as her nipples made their appearances known, I fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra. Not only did Veronica have big tits but also, she had big nipples, too.
Not stopping me, she allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her big tits through her clothes. Then, making my move, I leaned in to kiss her. A gentle kiss on the lips, she surprised me when she parted my lips and stuck her tongue in my mouth. Veronica French kissed me. I couldn't believe she French kissed me.
The only thing missing, if she had blonde hair, she'd be a doppelganger for what Donna Dixon looked like 40-years ago. A 5'9" blonde, busty beauty, she starred on Bosom Buddies with Tom Hanks and Rita Wilson in the early 80's. Later, she married Dan Akroyd and remained married to him for 40-years until they recently filed for a divorce.
I laughed nervously. Having never dated a stripper before, never having even been to a strip show, I've never been with a woman that I just met who was as sexually aggressive as I was. I've never been with a woman who was, seemingly, as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her. I've never been with a woman who was as sexy and as beautiful as she was.
I couldn't wait to get her alone. I couldn't wait to remove her blouse and her bra while making out with her. I couldn't wait to see, touch, feel, fondle, and grope her enormous, naked breasts and her pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
"You don't have to twist my arm to drive you home," I said while smiling as if I had just won the lottery. "I'd be happy to drive you home, especially after receiving your invitation for me to come inside and finish what I stared," I said while giving her a sexy smile and a naughty look.
# # #
Now at that time in my life, my hair was fairly long and I had a Fu Manchu mustache. I looked a bit on the wild side. I looked as if I should be riding a hog and wearing a Hell's Angel's jacket. Only, those who knew me thought differently of me. I wasn't wild at all. The men knew me as a nice guy and the women knew me as a generous lover.
While driving her home, it was nice to finally get her alone to talk to her without the background noise of a noisy bowling alley. We had a pleasant conversation about her job, her family, and her interests. My kind of woman, she loved all sports, especially NFL football. I'd love to sit with her on a Sunday afternoon while watching football, drinking beer, and fondling her huge, naked breasts.
She was a big fan of Tom Brady, the GOAT, and the Tampa Bay Buccaneers. With me from Boston, born and bred, the long-time New England Patriots quarterback, Tom Brady was my favorite football player and the New England Patriots were my favorite team. Yet, that all changed when he left the Patriots to play for Tampa Bay and took Gronk with him. Now, the Tampa Bay Buccaneers is my favorite team and I hate the New England Patriots, Belichick, and Kraft.
She loved dogs but was unable to have one where she lived. Besides, with her sometimes gone all night and into the next day working, it wouldn't be fair to the dog to be couped up without going for a walk. She confessed that she had a younger sister, Jenny, who was prettier than her but with much smaller breasts, a D cup instead of an F cup. Even though I wished that Veronica wasn't a stripper and a whore, I couldn't imagine her sister being prettier than her.
Yet, the fact that she bedded more than five-hundred men didn't bother me. I'd much rather have a woman with sexual experience than a woman who never took a spin around the block. Something that I was interested in doing, if she agreed to be with me, I imagined us joining the swinging lifestyle and having sex with other couples.
# # #
I drove Veronica home and we got to her and Kathy's townhouse apartment. Fortunately, Kathy wasn't home and we were alone. Surprising me and sexually exciting me, with her not even exchanging pleasantries, as soon as I closed her front door behind me, not wasting a second of time, she escorted me to her bedroom. With her taking the control of our sexual situation, not knowing what to expect, as soon as I entered her bedroom, getting right down to business, as if she was the man and I was the woman, with a stiff arm to my chest, she pushed me back on her bed.
I sat on the corner of the bed and she sat beside me. Not expecting her to kiss me, she started kissing me, French kissing me, and making out with me. While kissing me, and with her not stopping me, she allowed me to touch her and feel her sexy and shapely body everywhere through her clothes. Of course, with me enamored with her massive breasts, my hands were all over her big, bra clad tits while my tongue was buried in her mouth. I've never been as sexually excited making out with anyone as I was when making out with Veronica.
Yet, despite my obviously subtle attempts to move things along, both physically and then verbally, for some reason, she wanted to stay sitting on the edge of the bed mostly clothed while kissing me and doing some light petting. I didn't mind. I loved making out with Veronica while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Making out with her was superhot. Yet, finally, with her completely, sexually aroused and me completely sexually excited, we were both ready for more than just kissing and petting.
# # #
"Okay, I'm ready. We can go ahead now," she said taking control of the sexual seduction, again.
Not wanting to miss her striptease show, when she started undressing, as if I had never seen a woman undressing before, I sat up in bed and watched her remove her clothes with great sexual interest. As if I was watching a porn movie or as if she was giving me a private striptease show in the VIP room of a strip club, she was such a sexy tease. Sexually exciting me, with her proficiency at undressing, as if she was a stripper ready to dance around a pole, I watched her slowly and seductively unbutton her blouse.
Ready to see something that I never saw before, her huge, naked breasts, I held my breath while she unbuttoned her blouse. Continuing to sexually tease me, she unbuttoned one button and looked down to see what that unbuttoned button revealed. Then, before unbuttoning the next button, she looked up at me to see my reaction to seeing her long, line of sexy cleavage and what I could see of her big, white, low-cut brassiere.
With me having a thing for big breasted women, I stared at her long, line of sexy cleavage as if I had never seen a woman's cleavage before. To be honest, as far as I'm concerned, with women looking better in their bras and panties than they do topless and/or naked, I stared at her in her huge bra as I had never seen a woman in her bra before. Finally, with her blouse completely unbuttoned, she removed her blouse.
Continuing to sexually tease me, while sexually seducing me, she took her sweet time folding her blouse and placing it on a chair. Dressed in her big, white brassiere and her short skirt, she was so sexy. I've never been with a woman who has had such a beautiful and shapely body.
Then, continuing her slow sexual seduction of me, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt to expose her sheer, bright, white, bikini panties. She allowed her skirt to slowly slide down her legs and to the carpeted floor in the way that my morals slid away while watching her stripping herself naked. With her dressed in her sheer panties and her low-cut bra, taking her all in, I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and what I could see of her pussy slit and her patch of trimmed, dark brown, pubic hair through her sheer panties.
Incredibly shaped and developed as if chiseled from stone by Michelangelo's steady hand, she had such a shapely ass. As much as I loved touching and feeling her bra clad breasts, I couldn't wait to touch, feel, and squeeze her naked breasts. Then, adding another dimension to her amazing body, an absolute work of art, I couldn't wait to touch, feel, grope, and squeeze her panty clad ass.
Taking her sweet time before removing her bra and panties, I watched her brush her long, dark brown hair in her full-length mirror. She looked at her reflection in her mirror to look at me. Lighting up my heart, she smiled. She was even more sexually beautiful and sexy when she smiled.
Now, wearing my favorite outfit, a low-cut bra and sexy, bikini panties, I loved seeing her in her revealing underwear. Again, my personal preference, most women look better in their sexy, low-cut bras and sheerly revealing panties than they do topless and/or naked. Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, with a deftly experienced hand, I watched her reach around herself to unhook her big, white brassiere.



# # #
'This is it. This is finally it,' I thought. 'As if she's a stripper hired to give me a private striptease show, I'm finally going to see her enormous, naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was finally going to see Veronica's big, naked tits.'
The biggest bra that I had ever seen, she had a six-hook brassiere with enough underwires to support a small suspension bridge. There'd be no way that I could unhook that thing in a dark car or at the movies. It would be easier to pull it off over her head. Only, with her huge breasts resting in her enormous F bra cups, I imagined that pulling her bra off over her head would hurt her. With her already having a practiced hand, it's better that she removed her own bra.
The big reveal, something I'll never forget and will always remember with sexual anticipation for the rest of my life, I held my breath while I watched her remove her bra straps from her sexy shoulders, first one and then the other. Then, holding her bra cups in place with her hands while continuing to sexually tease me, she looked down to see what I was seeing before looking up at me. Finally, as if there was the continuation of a drumroll going off in my head, she removed one bra cup from her big, naked breast and then she removed her other bra cup.
'She's topless. Veronica is topless. She exposed her huge, naked breasts to me,' I thought while reveling in the pure pleasure of seeing her naked breasts.
Her big breasts fell from her bra in the way that my big cock erected in my underwear. Compliments to the female, human anatomy, her breasts were absolute works of art. As if she was the naked model in The Nude Maja masterpiece, painted by Francisco Goya, she had such big and shapely breasts. Never have I ever seen breasts as big and as shapely. As if I had died, while hoping that there was such a thing, I was in breast heaven.
Finally, she unceremoniously pushed down her panties and kicked them off. As if she was a nude model, she turned her naked body one way before turning the other way. Again, exquisitely formed, she had an incredible ass. Imagining her modeling for him or for her, her naked body was a nude artist's dream. Never had I seen such a shapely woman.
I couldn't believe she wasn't married. I couldn't understand why any man who had the absolute privilege and sexual pleasure of seeing Veronica without her clothes wouldn't get down on one knee and immediately propose marriage to her. As far as I was concerned, not considering anyone else, the search for the perfect woman was over. Love at first sight, and ready to buy her a diamond engagement ring, she was it. She was the woman that I wanted to be with in good times and in bad times for the rest of my life.
There's not another woman on the planet more beautiful, shapelier, and sexier than her. Even though I had just met her and knew relatively little about her other than she loved sports, dogs, and had a prettier sister, I already wanted to marry her. I was ready to devote the rest of my life to her happiness. With there no one else who could make me as happy, I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her. I wanted to spend every night going to bed with her and every morning waking up with her.
# # #
I removed my clothes as if my clothes were on fire. She laid back on her bed as if she expected me to immediately mount her missionary style. Instead of mounting her, especially with her already naked, taking control of the sexual situation, I wanted to continue making out with her while touching her and feeling her beautiful body everywhere. I wanted to give her what other men failed to give her.
I wanted to give her oral sex. I wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock before making slow, sweet love to her and before fucking her hard and fast. I wanted her to be sexually dependent on me. I wanted her to scream my name in sexual ecstasy.
"Oh no," I said with the shock of a man denied having sex with a woman after buying her dinner and drinks all night. "There's no way that I'm passing up the opportunity to enjoy your stunning boobs and that beautiful furry pussy! Before I fuck you, I need to devour you. Before giving you a sexual orgasm with my cock, I need to give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I need to masturbate you while eating you."
She laughed.
"What? Devour me? You actually want to eat my pussy," she asked seemingly surprised that I wanted to give her oral sex instead of wanting her to give me oral sex. "All that most men want to do is fuck me after I blow them," she said laughing again. "After seeing my naked tits, fondling my naked breasts, and sucking my erect, nipples, they just want to cum in my mouth," she said with a shrug of sexual disappointment.
"With you having a one-in-a-million body, the last thing that I want to do is to cum in your mouth. Doing that would be like going to an amusement park and just riding the rollercoaster without riding the Ferris wheel, the merry-go-round, and the rest of the other rides. I want to enjoy every sexual part of you first," I said.
She stared down at my naked prick that stuck straight out as if pointing to her and choosing her as the most special one. I imagined Tina Turner motivated to write a song about Donna Dixon when meeting her and seeing her naked for the first time, 'Simply the Best.' Indeed, having never met a woman like her, I was already in love with her. Much like Donna Dixon, way better than Loni Anderson, Kim Kardashian, and Scarlet Johansson, and right up there with Angie Dickerson, Veronica was simply the best and better than all of the rest of the pretenders to the sexually hot throne.
"If I knew you were going to do all of that to my naked body, I wouldn't have insisted that we sit on the corner of the bed for such a long time while kissing and petting. I thought you might just jump on me like the rest of the perverts that I've had the horrible regret of being with," she said. "I had no idea that you wanted to take your sweet time to ravish my naked body."
Ready to take her with gusto, she was my chance of a lifetime to have sex with the perfect woman. Ready to finger and lick her pussy, I stared at her with sexual excitement. I couldn't wait to eat her. I couldn't wait to turn her over on her stomach, stick my tongue up her beautiful, round ass, and toss her salad. I couldn't wait to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my tongue and with my fingers before fucking her hard and fast with my stiff prick.
# # #
Then, taking my time with her beautiful body, I couldn't wait to make slow, sweet, passionate love to her while French kissing her. Finally, humping her harder and humping her faster, I couldn't wait to fuck her, really fuck her. Giving her another sexual orgasm but this time with my cock, I couldn't wait to cum inside of her. Hoping to make her pregnant, while claiming her as mine, I wanted to give her my baby. Indeed, as long as she'd have me, if I made her pregnant, I'd marry her and live happily ever after with her as my wife.
"It's my fault," I said. "I should have been more insistent on moving things along, but you're such a good kisser, Veronica, and I was really enjoying making out with you," I said. "Whether we're making out, having sex, or just talking, I love being with you. I've never been with a woman like you. You're the one for me. I love you, Veronica. I've been madly in love with you since the first time that I saw you at the bowling alley."
She blushed. I made her, a professional stripper, a woman who has, no doubt, seen it all and done it all, blush. I couldn't believe that I embarrassed her with my words of high praise.
"Thank you," she said. "That's so nice of you to say. Something that no one has ever said to me, when you said those things in such a sincere way, you made my heart swell. If we're being honest here, I love you, too, Stephen. I've never met anyone as kind and as sweet as you."
Glad that I told her how I truly felt about her while not thinking better of it, I was glad that she didn't think me insane. As if I was the Bachelor, love at first sight, staking my claim on her heart, I wanted and needed to make it clear that, officially, she was mine. Again, glad that I did, I wanted and needed to tell her that I loved her.
Yet, I didn't have to tell her that I loved her. Somehow, she already knew. With her already swooning with all that I had already said and all that I wanted to sexually do, telling her that I loved her was overkill.
"I never knew a man who loved being with me. Most men I've been with just want to fondle my naked breasts while I suck their cocks. Using me, and sexually doing absolutely nothing sexually for me, they just want to cum in my mouth while fondling my naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples."
Instead of just wanting to fuck her after she blew me, I wanted to take my time with her beautiful body. I wanted to eat her. Intent on caring for her sexual needs first, rethinking again all that I wanted to do to her beautiful body, I wanted to give her multiple sexual orgasms with fingers and my tongue. Hoping to be her forever lover, giving her something she'd soon not forget, I wanted to give her a complete, orgasmic, sexual experience. I wanted her to be sexually dependent on me.
# # #
As soon as she returned from the lady's room after freshening up, I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. She had such a beautiful body and it seemed a shame not to pay homage to a woman who had gone through so much trouble to not only look beautiful but also to stay beautiful. Slowly kissing her smooth legs while working my way up to her honeypot, I already had her squirming on the bed with the anticipation of my tongue parting her pussy lips and lapping up her pussy secretions.
I fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. Gentle with her at first, I slowly rubbed her clit while fingering her pussy. Then rubbing her clit faster, I rubbed her clit harder while she continued to squirm all over the bed. Finally, in conjunction with my tongue, as if my fingers were portable extensions of my cock, I finger fucked her soaking wet pussy. While rubbing her clit harder and faster, I continued licking her while finger fucking her deeper.
"Oh, Stephen, that feels so good. Don't stop. Please don't stop," she said while seemingly afraid that I'd prematurely stop to allow her to blow me without allowing her to cum.
Determined to make her cum, I was determined to give her multiple, sexual orgasms. I continued rubbing her clit while finger fucking her pussy with one hand while reaching up with my other hand to fondle her enormous breasts. With what I did to massage her tits and finger her erect nipples adding to her sexual pleasure, I continued pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
As if I was a miner looking for buried treasure with my fingers and with my tongue, I went deeper while licking her pussy harder and faster. She didn't have to ask me or tell me what to do. I already knew instinctively what to do by her movements. Indeed, by her reactions, complimenting one another, she was the measure and the mirror image of my sexual passion.
"Stephen, you're going to make me cum. Stephen! Stephen! Oh, my God, Stephen. Right there, that's it. Right there. Oh, my God. Don't stop. Don't stop. Please don't stop licking me. Don't' stop fingering me," she said pressing down on the back of my head. "I'm going go cum. I'm going to cum. Stephen, I'm going to cum again.'
As if she was the man and I was the woman sucking his prick instead of eating her pussy, telling me what to do and when to do it, she seemed determined to cum in my mouth. With so very men clearly denying her the sexual pleasure of having a sexual orgasm before she gave them a sexual orgasm, she seemed hungry to have multiple orgasmic sex. I was ready to do my part in how she thought about sex.
"Right there, Stephen. Right there. That's it. Don't stop. Please, don't stop," she said again.
Again, as if I was the woman and she was the man, she held my head in place with her two hands while moving my head from side to side and up and down. She wiped her pussy secretions all over my face. A beautiful thing to experience from the woman that I love, I had her pussy juices in my mouth, up my nose, and everywhere.
"Oh, my God, Stephen. I'm cumming. God damn. I'm cumming, Stephen. I'm cumming," she said stiffening her legs and arching her back. "I can't believe that I'm cumming again."
Only, not stopping there, I continued licking her. I continued rubbing her clit. I continued finger fucking her pussy. I didn't stop until she reached down for me. She gave me a small hand towel to wipe my face. Then, I finally mounted her.
# # #
She reached down between my legs for my erect cock. A sacred place where I belonged and never wanted to leave, she slid my erect prick in her warm, wet pussy. Humping me slowly, my cock slid inside of her. Only, instead of fucking her, I made love to her.
French kissing one another, we continued making out with one another while making love to one another. Seemingly, in the way that she made love to me, no other man had made love to her. Hard for me to believe, instead of making love to her, they just fucked her. Missing much of the sexual fun and excitement, not even riding the Ferris wheel, they all just rode the rollercoaster without taking their time to enjoy all of the other rides in her sexual, amusement park.
Then, gradually humping her harder and humping her faster, our love making turned to fucking. She fucked me as hard and as fast as I fucked her. Determined to give her another sexual orgasm, this time with my cock, I fucked her faster and I fucked her harder. As if my cock was a piledriver, I literally pounded her pussy.
Don't stop humping me, Stephen. Don't stop fucking me. I'm going to cum again. I can't believe that I'm going to cum again. Not only do you have magical fingers and a magical tongue but also, you have a magical cock, too," she said wrapping her arms and her legs tighter around my back.
Stiffening her legs again, she arched her back. Then, she fell silent within the soft comfort of her bed while enjoying the afterglow of sex. After she waited until she was ready, she slid halfway down the bed and took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. She was blowing me. Veronica was blowing me. I couldn't believe that Veronica, this beautiful, sexy woman was blowing me. She was sucking my cock.
She gave me the best blowjob that I ever had in my life. Better than the blowjob that I received from Tina, better than the blowjob that I received from my older, married neighbor for mowing her lawn, and better than my 18-year-old prom date, never had anyone sucked my cock like that. I wanted a steady diet of her blowjobs. I was ready to marry her today or tomorrow.
After having the best sex in our lives, within a year, we were married.
THE END
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Mom Sleeps with Son on her Birthday
"Happy thirty-nineth Birthday, Mom," said nineteen-year-old Jason to his mother. "I love you."
She smiled.
"I love you, too, sweetie," said Christine.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that Jason asked me to write about his mother, Christine, inviting him to sleep with her in her bed on her thirty-nineth birthday.
# # #
Able to control himself from putting his horny hands on his mother's shapely body, but after plying her with wine, Jason no longer controlled himself from inappropriately touching her. Making his move of sexual seduction, this was his chance to see if he could be sexually intimate with his MILF of a mother, Christine. Taking advantage that today was her birthday and that she had been drinking, nineteen-year-old Jason wrapped his arms around his mother's waist and hugged her. Then as if she was his girlfriend instead of his mother, he pulled her to him and gave her a full body-to-body hug.
As if she belonged there, she felt so good in his arms. Something that he had never done before, not like this, never like this, he loved hugging his mother as if he was her lover instead of her son. She felt firm and womanly soft at the same time in his arms. Her Chanel perfume traveled up his nose to his brain and down to his semi-erect cock. He wondered if his mother could feel his throbbing prick pulsating against her. While hoping she'd make the first, sexual move, he'd love nothing more than for her to reach down and touch him through his jeans.
When, he rested his horny hands at the top of her buttocks, he was tempted to drop his hands down and squeeze his mother's ass through her short skirt. He was tempted to lift the back of her short skirt and feel her shapely ass through her panties. He's always wanted to touch, feel, grope, and squeeze his mother's sexy ass.
With her walking, swimming, skating, cycling, playing tennis, lifting dumbbells, and doing Yoga, she had such a firm, round ass. Yet, instead of touching, feeling, and squeezing his mother's ass, whenever she had his back turned to him, he stared at her shapely backside. He couldn't count how many times he had masturbated over imagining seeing and feeling his mother's naked ass.
She drove him mad with incestuous lust and erotic desire whenever she wore her bikini without having the modesty to wear a wrap around her waist. As if she was walking around him in her panties, he stared at all that he could see of the shape of his mother's bikini clad ass and her pussy mound. While imagining her naked, he stared at all that he could see of her camel toe and her pussy slit. Unable to tell, he wondered if her blonde pubic hair was shaved, trimmed, or bushy. He'd love to see his mother naked, totally naked.
With his friends' mothers ten-years-older than his mother, Christine had a better ass than all of his friends' mothers. She had a fabulous ass and all of his friends stared at his mother's ass. His friends' mothers had fat asses and flabby asses. His MILF of a mother had a shapely ass and a firm ass. He was proud of his mother's ass. His friends were always favorably, albeit inappropriately commenting on his mother's magnificent ass. They all wished they had a mother who had an ass like his mother.
Instead of wearing oversized housecoats to hide their fat asses as his friends' mothers did, pleased with her ass and showing it off, she wore tight yoga pants and jogging pants outside and around the house. Again, something he never did before, instead, settling for groping and squeezing his mother's ass, feeling her nipples erecting, he squished her D cup breasts against his muscular chest and pressed his growing erection against her stomach.
Even though he felt like a pervert for rubbing his erection against his mother, he loved how it felt to treat her as if she was his girlfriend instead of her mother. Wishing she was, he loved treating her as if she was his whore. He'd love to find a woman who not only looked like his mother but also who talked like her, walked like her, and laughed like his mother. Only, impossible to find his mother's clone, sadly nothing more than a sexual fantasy, if only he could, he'd settle for having incestuous sex with his mother.
Again, while hugging her, as if he was her boyfriend or her lover, he stared in her big, blue eyes and she stared in his soft, brown eyes. Then, something unexpectedly and, again, something that he had never done before, but always wanted to do, after daring himself to do so, he kissed his mother on her lips. The first time kissing her on her lips, normally, he kissed her on the cheek or on the forehead but never on her lips. This time, curious to see her reaction to him kissing her, he kissed her on her lips, Jason finally kissed his mother on the lips.
Seemingly surprising her that he kissed her on the lips, Christine looked at her son with wide-eyed sexual arousal. He looked at his mother with surprised shock that she allowed him to kiss her without turning her head away. She looked at him as if she wanted to return his kiss on the lips with her deep, wet kiss and he looked at her as if he wanted to part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her. Only, seemingly too afraid to make the first, sexual move, she didn't dare French kiss him and he didn't dare French kiss her either.
Their kiss only lasted a few seconds. Yet, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he'd love to give his mother a romantic kiss instead of a peck on the lips. Not an easy thing to do, even though he dared himself to do so, he controlled himself from parting her lips with his tongue and sticking his tongue in his mother's mouth. Nevertheless, while still tempted to do so, he wondered what it would feel like to give her a deep, wet kiss. He wondered if she'd return his deep, wet kiss with her deep, wet kiss.
Even though he dared himself to French kiss his mother, and even after he built up the courage to do so, he couldn't do it. Nevertheless, he still wondered what her reaction would be if he had parted her lips with his tongue and romantically kissed her. Would she return his French kiss with her deep, wet kiss or would she turn her head and push him away? A fine line to cross, he wondered if his mother was as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her. The only way to know was to kiss her.
With her already having had two glasses of wine, leaving it up to her, he hoped that she'd make the next, sexual move but she didn't. Ready to return her kiss with his kiss, he hoped that she'd part his lips with her tongue and French kiss him. If only, she'd take the first, sexual step, he'd follow and take the next, sexual step. Sensing that she wanted to kiss him, seemingly, they were both too afraid to take the next, sexual step to have forbidden mother and son sex.
# # #
No doubt, something that every son had thought about doing when masturbating himself and something that every mother had sexually fantasized doing when masturbating herself, sexually lusting over one another was the culmination of their sexual attraction to one another. Who would make the first, incestuous step? Would Christine sexually solicit her son for sex or would Jason make his sexual attraction known to his mother by touching her, feeling her, and French kissing her? With him almost twenty-years-old, it was a game of cat and mouse that they had been playing for nearly, two years, since he turned eighteen-years-old.
Playing a game of chicken, it was as if one dared the other to go where no mother should go with her son and no son should go with his mother. Since he became legal and fair, sexual game when he turned eighteen-years-old, they were seemingly content on deliberately sexually teasing one another by flashing one another. While making their flashes appear unintentionally accidental, sexually teasing him, whenever sitting across from him with her knees parted, she flashed him her panties in upskirt peeks and her bra and cleavage in down blouse views.
Returning the sexual favor of his mother flashing him, knowing she'd open his closed bedroom door without knocking when bringing up his laundry, Jason flashed his mother his erect, naked cock multiple times when deliberately allowing her to catch him masturbating. Hearing her walking up the stairs and walking down the hall towards his room, he'd quickly strip himself naked, put his headphones on, and close his eyes while sitting in front of his desktop computer. With her thinking that he didn't know that she was there in his room, sometimes, she'd stay to watch him stroking himself.
With her unaware that he was recording her with his computer camera that was mounted to his computer, sometimes she'd stay to watch him cum. Sometimes, when horny enough, seemingly unbeknownst to him and unaware that he was recording her, she'd even masturbate herself with him. She'd pull up her nightgown to her waist and finger her pussy as he continued stroking his prick with his eyes closed and his headphones on. She'd finger her nipples through her nightgown before removing her breasts from the top of her nightgown to pull, turn, twist, and suck her nipples.
Seemingly, one was waiting for the other to take the first step across the forbidden line of incestuous sex. If only Jason knew that Christine wouldn't reject her son if he made the next, sexual move and deeply kissed her. If only Christine knew that Jason wouldn't reject his mother if she made the first, sexual move by allowing him to feel and squeeze her shapely ass while fondling her D cup breasts. Instead of hiding their true, sexual feelings, if only they were on the same sexual page, mother and son would already be having forbidden sex by now.
Only, as if there was an electrified, barbed wire fence between them, neither one could go where a mother should never go with her son and a son should never go with his mother. If only she knew that he'd love to feel and fondle her naked breasts and if only he knew that she'd love him to sleep with her, hold her, hug her, spoon her, and cuddle her. Again, if only they knew that one wouldn't reject the other when touching and feeling one another, they'd already be sleeping with one another in his mother's bed and they'd already be having sex.
# # #
"Happy Birthday, Mom," said Jason at the end of their birthday celebration.
Christine beamed her son a loving smile.
"Thank you for all the lovely gifts, Jason, the candy, the flowers, the perfume, the wine, and this amazing nightgown. It's so beautiful and so sexy. Blue is my favorite color," she Christine holding up the nightgown in front of her while admiring it. "But you shouldn't have spent so much money. You must have spent your entire paycheck on me."
Jason made a face.
"It's a special day, Mom. Today is your birthday. You'll never be thirty-nine-years-old again. Next year, you'll be over the hill. You'll be an old lady. You'll be forty," said Jason with a laugh. "Next year, I'll buy you a walker for your birthday and diapers for Christmas," he said with a laugh.
Christine rolled her eyes.
"Thanks for reminding me that I'll be forty-years-old next year," she said with a little laugh. "I still remember my thirtieth birthday when the girls took me to a CFNM strip club. Never have I been as drunk. Never have I groped, stroked, and sucked as many cocks," she said suddenly embarrassed that she blurted that out.
Jason stared at his mother with stunned disbelief that his mother admitted that she had groped, stroked, and sucked strippers' cocks.
"Oh, sorry. I'm ruining my motherly image. Whenever I get together with my friends after I had been drinking, I become a loose woman. I become a slut," she said with a dirty laugh. "You didn't know that your mother is a bit of a cocksucking whore," she said with a dirty laugh.
Jason looked at his mother shocked that she called herself a bit of a cocksucking whore. When she did, he imagined her stroking his cock. He imagined her leaning forward to put her head in his lap or moving to her knees in front of him. Jason imagined his mother continuing to stroke him while taking his erect prick in her mouth and blowing him. He imagined his cocksucking whore of a mother sucking his cock and allowing him to cum in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts.
"I love sucking cock," she said. "I love it when a man ejaculates in my mouth and all over my face. I love receiving a cum bath," she said with a dirty laugh while giving her son a sexy smile and a naughty look as if she wanted to suck his cock.
Jason was stunned that his mother admitted that she loved sucking cock and men cumming in her mouth. He didn't know what to say to his mother admitting that she loved it when a man ejaculated all over her face. He was sexually excited to hear his mother say that she loved receiving cum baths.
"You're not a whore, mother. You're the furthest thing from a whore," he said defending her morals and modesty. "You're closer to being a nun than you are to being a whore," he said with a laugh. "There's no other woman as morally modest who ever roamed the planet than you," he said continuing to defend his mother's reputation.
Admittingly knowing herself better than her son, she made a face and rolled her eyes.
"Thank you but don't kid yourself, Jason, I can be plenty raunchy when in the mood and when with my friends, and especially when drinking," she said giving him the eye. "Pregnant with you at eighteen-years-old while still in high school, then with my mother caring for you while in college, between frat parties and spring breaks, I've had quite the sexual past," she said giving her son the eye.
Not knowing what to say to his mother's sexual confession, he looked as uncomfortable as he looked sexually excited.
"Unable to help myself, in my younger days, I really did love sucking cock. I was a very talented cocksucker. I really did love it when a man ejaculated cum in my mouth and all over my face," she said with a dirty laugh. "I really did love receiving cum baths." Christine smiled at her son. "Before I became a loving mother, to be honest, I was a nasty whore."
With the wine that she drank talking, Jason couldn't believe all that his mother confessed. He couldn't believe that she told him that she loved sucking cock. He couldn't believe it when she said that she loved it when a man ejaculated cum in her mouth and all over her face. He couldn't believe that his MILF of a mother loved receiving cum baths. He couldn't believe that his mother called herself a nasty whore.
'My MILF of a mother is, indeed, a cocksucking whore,' he thought. 'I had no idea that she had such a checkered, sexual past. I had no idea that she loved sucking cock and swallowing cum.'
Now that she told him about her past and confessed her cocksucking skills, he'd love for his mother to suck his cock. Imagining her on her knees in front of him, he'd love her to give him a blowjob. He'd love to cum in her mouth and all over her face. He'd love to give his mother a cum bath. Only, he didn't dare ask to have sex with her. Something so forbidden, wrong, and nasty, with them never crossing the incestuous line, the fact remained that she was his mother and he was her son.
# # #
"Thank you again for all of these birthday gifts," she said.
Seemingly preoccupied with the nightgown, she held the nightgown up to her again as if imagining it on her.
"You're welcome, Mom," he said looking at her admiring the nightgown he bought her. "Go try in on. I'd love to see how it looks on you," said Jason while hoping that she would model her nightgown for him.
Christine slid her hand beneath the sheer fabric of the nightgown. She was as embarrassed as she was sexually aroused. If she tried this sheer nightgown on for her son, he could see her as if she was naked. He could clearly see her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy.
Yet, it sexually aroused her to think of flashing her son her naked body while modeling the sheer and sexy nightgown that he bought for her. Not wanting to disappoint him, no doubt, he bought her this nightgown for her to wear in front of him without a robe. No doubt, he was hoping to see more of her nearly naked body than he had ever seen before.
With her unaware that he had been recording her on his computer when she barged in his bedroom without knocking and caught him masturbating, she'd be so embarrassed to know that he had already watched her masturbating herself. If only she knew that he had already see her naked breasts and naked pussy, he wondered what she'd say. Like mother like son, she'd think him an incestuous pervert if she knew that he deliberately allowed her to catch him masturbating and cumming while wearing headphones with his eyes closed and while recording her masturbating herself on his computer.
"I can't try this nightgown on in front of you, Jason. It's too sheer. I'd be embarrassed. You'll see everything. You'll see me as if I'm naked," she said while giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
Jason made a face. He rolled his eyes and sighed. Honestly, he'd love to see his mother as if she was naked.
"Oh, mother. Seriously? We're both adults. I'm sure that over the years, I've seen more of your nearly, naked body in your bikini than I will of you in your nightgown," said Jason.
After his mother confessed her sexual confession, he was ready to confess his sexual confession.
"Besides with you catching me naked more than once, you've seen me naked plenty of times. I'm embarrassed to say that you've even seen me masturbating. You've seen me stroking my erect, naked cock and cumming," he said with a little, embarrassed laugh while encouraged to voice his own sexual confession after his mother confessed her sexual background.
With her son daring her to model her nightgown for him, she ran her hand beneath her nightgown again while debating if she should model her nightgown in front of her son or not. Definitely wanting to model this nightgown for him, she'd be showing him more than he's ever seen of her nearly, naked body. Giving him plenty to masturbate over, she'd be showing him all that he hoped to see of her naked body.
Yet, it made her as sexually aroused as it would, no doubt, make him sexually excited to see so much of his mother's nearly naked body. If she modeled this nightgown for him under the bright light of the living room, he'd be seeing her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. The only way that she'd model her nightgown for him is if he'd turn off the overhead light.
"Okay, but turn off the overhead light. It's too bright," said Christine. "With this nightgown so sheerly revealing, under that bright light, you'll see me as if I'm standing before you naked," she said with an embarrassed laugh.
# # #
Jason turned off the overhead light while his mother retired to her bedroom to try on her new nightgown. Knowing that he was there watching her from the living room, she closed her bedroom door but not all the way. Exposing her topless body to him, she left it open just enough for him to see her changing from the living room.
Something else that Jason didn't know about his mother, not only was she a nasty, cocksucking whore but also, Christine was an exhibitionist. Giving the bored men waiting for their wives and girlfriends outside of the department store dressing rooms, she undressed with the curtains not closed all the way. Flashing men her bra and panties or her naked breasts was something she routinely did when undressing in a women's clothing store.
Whenever she tried shoes on at the shoe store, she gave the shoe salesman a show of her panties or naked pussy whenever she wasn't wearing panties. She'd try on boots a size too small and struggled to removed them. Then, while raising her leg and spreading he knees, with the shoe sales man seated on a stool in front of her, she'd show him all that he hoped to see of her panties or her naked pussy.



For those stores that didn't have a dressing room, she'd try on a top that was two sizes too small. Able to get the top on, she struggled to get the top off. While standing in front of a man watching her struggling to remove her top, she'd lift her blouse and her bra along with the top. She'd deliberately show him her naked breasts.
One of her favorite things to do was to wear a short, flared skirt on a windy day. She loved flashing unsuspecting men her bright, white panties. With men loving the sight of a woman's bright, white panties, she always had a line of three or four men following her.
She loved flashing her naked breasts to passing truckers on the highway. She loved flashing her panties or her naked pussy to tollbooth collectors. Knowing that men were watching her, men were always watching her, giving them a show of her panties, she'd alight from her car with her knees spread. Then, flashing them the back of her panties, she'd lay back on the seat while retrieving her pocketbook and/or cellphone.
When going up an escalator at the mall while wearing a short skirt, and with men standing behind her, she'd bend at the waist as if fixing her shoe. She deliberately flashed them the back of her panties. She can't count how many men invited her to lunch and/or to dinner.
# # #
Compared to his sexually experienced mother, with him sexually innocent, he had no idea the sexy, sexual games that women played. He wondered if his mother was deliberately flashing him by not closing her bedroom door all the way or if she didn't realize that he could see her removing her clothes from where he stood in the living room. If only he knew, he had no idea that his mother was deliberately flashing him. Yet, no matter whether she was deliberately flashing him or unintentionally flashing him, he enjoyed the striptease show of his mother's hot, topless body.
Never removing his eyes from his mother, staring at her as if he had never seen a woman undressing before, he watched her unbutton and remove her blouse. Dressed only in her big, white brassiere and her short skirt, something he had never seen before, he couldn't believe that his mother was undressing in front of him. Next, he watched her unbutton and unzip her skirt. Allowing her skirt to fall to her feet, his mother was dressed only in her bra and panties.
The first time seeing his mother in her sexy lingerie, she looked so sexy in her bra and panties. As he can attest to after going through her lingerie drawers, she had lots of sexy bras and panties. He loved seeing his mother in her bra and panties because he thought that most women looked better in their bras and panties than they do topless and/or naked. As if there was a drumroll going off in his head, while holding his breath, he watched his mother reach around her to unhook her bra.
'This was it. This was really it. I'm finally going to see my mother's naked tits,' he thought while anxiously waiting for her to remove her bra with baited breath.
With her exposing and sucking her naked breasts when masturbating herself in his bedroom, she had no idea that Jason had recorded her masturbating herself on his computer. She had no idea that he showed his friends the video of his mother masturbating. She had no idea that his friends saw her naked pussy and her naked breasts. She had no idea that his friends masturbated over seeing her naked breasts and naked pussy in the way that he continued masturbating over imagining his mother naked and having sex with him.
'I love seeing my mother's naked tits,' he thought.
# # #
This was the moment that he had been waiting for. He couldn't believe that his mother was really undressing in front of him. He was about to see her naked tits again. With her still facing him with her head down and her bedroom door still open enough for him to see her undressing, as if she was unaware that he was standing where he could see her removing her clothes, he watched his mother remove her bra.
He watched her remove one bra strap from her shapely shoulders before removing the other bra strap. Then, as if she was sexually teasing him and, indeed, she was, he watched her holding her bra cups in place with her hands before removing them. As if she was a stripper on stage and as if there was a drumroll going off in his head again, he watched his mother remove one bra cup before removing the other bra cup.
'There they are, her naked breasts,' he thought with unbridled sexual excitement.
Something he never tired of seeing, he stared at his mother's naked tits. As if they were works of art, she had such big and shapely breasts. He stared at her naked breasts as if he had never seen naked breasts before and as if he had never seen her naked breasts before. Her breasts were so big. Her breasts were so shapely. He'd love to touch her naked breasts, feel her naked breasts, fondle her naked breasts, and suck her erect nipples.
In the way that his mother sometimes barged in his bedroom when he was masturbating himself over the thoughts of having sex with her, he was tempted to barge in on his mother. He was tempted to walk down the hall, push open her bedroom door, and walk in her bedroom while she was topless. Only, not pushing his luck and not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, instead, he bided his time.
Maybe, after she had another glass of wine, while they cuddled on the couch watching a movie, instead of just seeing her naked breasts, she'd allow him to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples. Maybe, she'd fondle his erection through his pajama bottoms. Maybe, in the way that she confessed that she loved sucking cock, she'd suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth.
Something he had hoped to see again; he had already seen his mother's naked breasts. He couldn't believe that he was seeing his mother's naked breasts again. As if he had imagined seeing her naked tits the first time, he wondered if she knew that he had recorded on his computer her exposing her naked breasts while masturbating herself in his room. Still wondering if she was deliberately flashing him, he wondered if she knew that he had watched her undressing. With him still watching her, he wondered if she knew that he could see her naked tits from the living room.
Hoping that she would, he wondered if she was going to remove her panties, too. He'd love to see her shapely naked ass and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. Only, disappointing him, she didn't remove her panties. Yet, he was plenty, sexually excited enough that he not only saw his mother in her bra and panties but also that he saw her naked breasts again. He'll be masturbating over this day, over seeing his mother in her bra and panties, and over seeing her topless for the rest of his life.
'She has such a beautiful body,' he thought. 'I can't believe that I watched my mother undressing.'
# # #
Clearly, with her eager to see how she looked in her new nightgown, while continuing to stare at and say goodbye to her naked tits, he watched her put her nightgown on over her head. Seemingly, not wanting her son to see her naked ass and/or her naked pussy, sadly disappointing him, she thought better of removing her panties. Then, surprising him and sexually exciting him, reconsidering removing her panties, clearly feeling sexy and sexually daring after putting on her nightgown, and after having a couple glasses of wine, she reached beneath her nightgown and removed her panties.
Curious to see how much she could see of her nearly, naked body, she looked at herself in her full-length mirror while Jason continued watching her from a distance. He watched her turn one way and turn the other way. Even though she could clearly see her naked breasts, her erect nipples, her naked ass, and her naked pussy, no doubt, she felt sexy enough to remove her panties. Obviously, she must have felt sexually wicked when thinking about deliberately exposing her naked body to her son.
With the nightgown so short, so sheer, and so low-cut, and so sexually revealing, something she'd, no doubt, wear on her honeymoon but not in front son, never in front of her son, she must have felt naked. Clearly, in the way that she could see herself in her full-length mirror, her son could see the size and the shape of her D cup breasts. Then, sexually surprising him again, she pulled the nightgown tighter around her as if to see what she could see and what he could see.
She could clearly see her areolas and her erect nipples. She could clearly see her blonde, trimmed pussy, and when she turned around and leaned at the waist, she could clearly see her naked ass. Ready to give her son a naked show of her beautiful body while blaming it on the wine, she pressed the nightgown tighter against her tummy. When she did that, she could see every detail of her blonde, trimmed pussy as if she was naked. She could literarily count the number of her blonde, pubic hairs.
Then, turning around again while twisting her head to look at herself in her mirror, seeing the entire outline of her nearly naked body, again, she could clearly see the size and the shape of her naked ass. She couldn't wait to show Jason how she looked in her sexy nightgown. In the way that she could clearly see her nearly, naked body, she couldn't wait to show Jason her nearly, naked body. She couldn't wait to see his sexually excited reaction to seeing her nearly, naked tits, her nearly, naked pussy, and her nearly, naked ass.
# # #
Daring herself to model her nightgown for her son, again, Christine felt as embarrassed as she felt sexually aroused that she was about to model this nightgown for her son without having the modesty to wear a robe over it. As if daring herself to do so, she was about to show her son all that he imagined seeing of his mother's nearly, naked body. She was about to show Jason all that he masturbated over while imagining her naked and having sex with him. Again, daring herself to do so, she wondered if he'd touch her, feel her, and grope her through her revealing nightgown.
She took another, long sip of her wine, her third glass before finishing it. If she had anymore wine, she'd be inebriated enough to allow her son to touch her. She'd allow him to feel her. She'd allow him to kiss her, French kiss her, and even make out with her. Not stopping there, she'd allow him to remove her nightgown and have forbidden sex with her. She'd allow him to fuck her. After she fucked him, she'd sucked his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth. Indeed, with her a nasty whore, she was sexually wicked enough to have sex with her adult son.
Suddenly feeling sexually wicked in the way that she felt when at frat parties and when on spring break, she removed her breasts from her nightgown and sucked her nipples, first one and then the other. Wanting Jason to see her erect nipples through her nightgown, immediately, she made her nipples fully erect. She stuffed her breasts back in her nightgown top and looked at her erected nipples in the mirror. As if she was topless, she not only could see the size and the shape of her big tits but also, she could see her areolas and the size and the color of her erect nipples, too.
"Ready or not, here I come, Jason," said Christine with a sexy, inebriated laugh.
As soon as she said that, while knowing that her son would see her as if she was practically naked, she was already wet with sexual anticipation. She opened her bedroom door and, as if she was a model on a runway, she slowly and sexily, walked down the hall and into the living room. With his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth open, Jason stared at his mother as if she was naked, and for all intents and purposes, indeed, she was naked.
He stared at all that he could see of her naked breasts. He stared at her erect nipples and her areolas. He stared at what he could clearly see of her blonde, trimmed pussy and, when she turned around, he stared at her nearly, naked ass.
Having waited a long time to see something, anything of his mother, never had he ever seen as much of his mother's nearly, naked body as he was seeing now. Until the day that he died, he'll be masturbating over seeing his mother wearing his revealing and nearly transparent nightgown every night and every morning. Now, especially after she confessed her love of sucking cock, he couldn't wait to have sex with his MILF of a mother.
# # #
"Tell me and be honest," she said sexually teasing him while turning one way before turning the other way. "Can you see anything," she asked?
Then, sexually exciting him, she pulled her nightgown tighter around her as if she wanted him to see even more of her nearly, naked body. As his excuse to look closer and longer to tell his mother if he could see anything, he leaned forward while staring at his mother as if she was naked. Already seeing plenty, he had never seen as much of his mother's nearly, naked body as he was seeing now.
"To be honest, at first glance, I don't see anything other than your beautiful and sexy nightgown. I'd have to look more closely and stare longer to see anything, mother," he said lying while able to see his mother as if she was naked. "The nightgown looks beautiful on you. It's so sexy," he said.
Humoring him and sexually arousing herself, something she'd never do had she not had so much wine, she turned on the overhead light and turned it on high. Lighting her up as if she was a model at a car show, she was totally exposed. Taking two to have an incestuous relationship, as much as he wanted to see his mother's naked body, she wanted him to see her naked body, too. As if she was a supermodel, she turned one way before turning the other way. Never had she been as sexually aroused as she was now while exposing herself to her son.
"What about now? What can you see?"
Showing her without even having to tell her how much he could see of her shapely, naked body, his erect, bulging cock tented his jeans. Embarrassed for his mother, Jason gulped and blushed. He was even more sexually excited than his mother was sexually aroused.
"Oh, mom. Oh, my God. Now that you put the overhead light on, I can see everything. I can see you as if you're naked. I can see the size and the shape of your naked breasts," he said staring at what he could see of her big breasts. "I can see your areolas and your erect nipples," he said. "I can see your blonde, trimmed pussy," he said staring down at his mother's cunt. "And when you turn around, I can see your naked ass. I can see everything as if you're not even wearing a nightgown," he said with sexual excitement.
Feigning her embarrassment, Christine put one hand to her pussy and another hand to her breasts. Covering her naked breasts with her forearm, she looked embarrassed but wasn't. While Jason continued staring at all that he could see of her nearly, naked mother, she stared at his erection that tented his jeans with sexual arousal. Obviously, the reason for her turning on the overhead light on high, she wanted him to see as much of her nearly, naked body as much as he wanted to see of her nearly, naked body.
"Oh, what the Hell? You're already seen me through this nightgown as if I'm naked," said Christine removing her hand from her pussy and her forearm from her naked breasts. "I won't be thirty-nine for long. I'll never have this body again. Enjoy staring at your nearly, naked mother," she said with a sexy laugh.
Again, she turned one way and turned the other way again, and before turning completely around to show him her nearly, naked ass.
"Let's watch a movie," she said. "Cuddle with me on the couch. With me practically naked, I'm cold."
# # #
Jason turned on the TV and cuddled on the couch with his mother while scrolling through movies. Hoping to get her drunk enough for her to lose her inhibitions about having sex with him, he poured her another glass of wine, her fourth glass. When she finished this, she would have drunk nearly the whole bottle of wine. With him not much of a wine drinker, he preferred drinking beer.
"Was your birthday everything that you hoped it would be," asked Jason while still looking for a movie to watch?
She smiled at her son and, when he turned to her, surprising him, she gave him a kiss on the lips. This time, she kissed him longer than he had kissed her. Again, he was tempted to part her lips with his tongue but he didn't. He didn't have to part his mother's lips because she parted his lips with her tongue. She French kissed him. Something he never expected her to do but with the wine working its magic, he couldn't believe that his mother French kissed him.
"Thank you for all of your birthday gifts. I'll be wearing my nightgown to bed tonight," she said looking at her son with sexual arousal. She looked at him in the way that she never looked at him before and in the way that he always looked at his mother. With him recognizing her look, she looked at him with sexual arousal and lust. "Only..." she said pausing.
Jason looked at his mother as if there was something wrong.
"Only what mother?"
Christine replaced her look of sexual arousal and lust with a look of sadness and loneliness. She looked at him as if she was about to cry. She looked so sad that he felt bad for his mother. Especially with this his mother's birthday, he'd do anything, absolutely anything within his power to make her happy.
"I hate sleeping alone," she said staring at him with her beautiful, blue eyes. "It's so lonely sleeping alone and I'm always so cold. I really want to sleep in this nightgown but with it not very warm, I know that I'll be freezing during the night," she said.
Then, as if hitting him over the head with her forbidden, sexual mallet, she said what she really wanted to say.
"I wish I had someone to sleep with me," she said giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. "I miss being held, hugged, cuddled, and spooned," she said while hinting for him to make the next sexually move by asking her if he could sleep with her.
With the incestuous sexual door wide open, this was his chance to ask his mother if he could sleep with her. Something that he had masturbated over since he turned 18-years-old, Jason would love to sleep with his mother in his mother's bed. He'd love to hold her. He'd love to hug her. He'd love to cuddle her. He'd love to spoon her.
Only, as much as he wanted to ask if he could sleep with her, fearing being rejected, he couldn't. As embarrassed as he was sexually excited, he just couldn't ask his mother if he could sleep with her. Then, she asked him the unthinkable.
With them both on the same, incestuous page, she asked him what he had been wanting to ask her. She looked at her son and asked him the question that he wanted to ask her but couldn't. After she French kissed him, he couldn't believe that his MILF of a mother asked him if he'd sleep with her tonight in her bed.
"Just this once. Would you make an exception and sleep with your mother," asked Christine while staring at her son with wide-eyed hopefulness? "I'm so lonely, Jason. I'm so sad. With this my birthday, please sleep with me in my bed," she said. "I'd be so grateful if you'd sleep with your mother."
# # #
Jason looked at his mother with sexual disbelief that she had asked him what he wanted to ask her. Again, with them both on the same, sexual page, he looked at his mother with sexual excitement while she stared at him with sexual arousal. His long-time sexual fantasy, as if she could read his mind, he couldn't believe that she had asked him what he wanted to ask her. In celebration of her birthday, he couldn't believe that she asked him to sleep with her tonight in her bed.
He'd love to sleep with his mother in her bed. He'd love to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her. Then, as soon as she fell asleep, he'd be all over her nearly, naked body. He'd be touching and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother.



Lifting the back of her nightgown as she slept, and sticking his erect cock between her shapely ass checks, he'd touch, feel, and squeeze her sexy, naked ass. He'd be all over her nearly naked breasts, fondling them and fingering her erect nipples. Daring himself to do so, he'd reach his horny hand beneath her nightgown and cup her naked pussy before parting her pussy lips with his finger to rub her swollen clit and finger fuck her pussy.
"Sure, I can do that for you mother," he said. "If that's what you want, I can sleep with you tonight. It would be my pleasure to sleep with you," he said and meaning it. "I can hold you. I can hug you. I can cuddle you, and spoon you," he said. "Only," he said with a long pause.
While waiting for him to finish his sentence, his mother looked at him with curiosity.
"Only what? Only, what, Jason," she asked while seemingly fearing that he'd had changed his mind and wouldn't sleep with her?
Jason smiled at his mother as if he was the Cheshire Cat in Alice in Wonderland.
"I sleep in the nude," he said lying to his mother. "I sleep hot. I don't even sleep in a t-shirt and underwear. I sleep totally naked," he said.
Instead of shocking her, he sexually aroused her. Instead of asking him to wear something to bed, she shrugged. Clearly, she wanted to sleep with her son while he was naked.
"If you're not embarrassed sleeping with your mother while naked, then, I'm not embarrassed with you sleeping naked with me. Only, just to make it clear so that you don't get any sexually, inappropriate ideas. Just because you're naked, I won't be getting naked," she said with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "Further, just because you're naked, I won't be having sex with you either," she said lying.
Jason stood.
"Just let me use the bathroom and brush my teeth. I'll meet you in your bedroom," he said.
# # #
When Jason entered his mother's bedroom, she was sitting in front of her full-length mirror brushing her long, lush, beautiful, blonde hair. Emboldened that she didn't care that he was naked and exposing his naked body to his mother, he walked in his mother's bedroom naked, totally naked. Never had he been as sexually excited while deliberately exposing his naked prick to his mother.
Feigning his modesty, he held his hand in front of his semi-erect cock, then dropping his hand when she turned to look, he allowed her to see his naked prick. He not only showed his naked cock to his mother but she turned to look and stare at his naked prick. Giving her what she seemingly wanted, with him fully exposed, he stood and allowed her to have a long look at his naked prick. Once she finished staring at his naked cock, he climbed in bed.
She returned the favor of his exhibitionism with her exhibitionism. Giving him a naked show, when she leaned forward to climb in bed. With her big breasts nearly falling out of her nightgown top, she gave him a wonderful down-nightgown peek of her big tits. He not only saw the shape and the size of his mother's big breasts through her sheer nightgown but also, he saw her erect nipples. Then, when she climbed in bed, lifting her legs higher while spreading her knees wider to get beneath the covers, she gave him an up-nightgown view of her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy.
Never had he seen as much of his mother's naked body and, unless allowing her to catch him masturbating, never had he deliberately exposed his naked cock to his mother. He climbed in bed after his mother but afraid to move closer, with him totally naked, he stayed on his side of the bed. He'd wait until she fell asleep before moving closer to her. He'd wait until she fell asleep before he'd touch her, hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her. He'd wait until she was sleeping before he had his wicked, sexual way with her nearly, naked body.
"Don't be shy. Move closer to me, Jason," she said turning to look at him. "I'm cold. Hold me. Hug me. Cuddle me and spoon me. That's what you're here to do. That's why I invited you to sleep with me in my bed. I don't care if you're naked," she said. "It's my birthday and I need the feel of your warm body to keep me warm."
As if physically bridging the gap between mother and son, Jason moved closer to his mother. He rested the head of his erect penis between her ass checks. Then, the first time touching her big, nearly naked tit, he put his arm around his mother and cupped her nightgown clad breast in his horny hand. Something that he had always wanted to do, he fondled her naked breast. When her nipples erected, he fingered her nipples through her thin nightgown. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, and with her not stopping him, he had his wicked sexual way with his mother's nipples.
Surprising him, with him not expecting her to do that, she reached her hand down behind her and took hold of his semi-erect prick in her soft, warm hand. She fondled the head of his engorged dick with her manicured fingers. Then, wrapping her fingers tighter around his prick, she squeezed his cock while ever so slowly stroking his cock. Something that she had wanted to do since the first time that she caught him masturbating himself in his bedroom, Christine was slowly masturbating her son.
"Sorry," she said apologizing for groping her son's cock. "I just wanted to see if you were really still naked," she said letting go of his naked prick.
Then, turning to him in the dark, she put a hand around his neck and pulled his head down to her breasts.
"Now that you fondled my breast and fingered my nipples, suck my nipples," she said. "I like having my nipples sucked. It makes me so wet to have my nipples sucked. It's been a long time since anyone fingered my nipples while sucking my nipples. Suck your mother's nipples, Jason."
# # #
Jason took his mother's nipples in his mouth, first one and then the other. He sucked one while pulling, turning, and twisting the other. Then, he sucked her other nipple while fingering her nipple.
Further surprising him, she said what he never expected her to say. She said what he never thought she'd ever say. Shocked by what she said, she made him even more sexually excited than he was when she asked him to sleep with her.
"When I slept with your father, the only way that I could fall asleep, I held his naked prick in my hand and he held my naked breast in his hand," she said.
She clearly hinted that was she wanted to do with him. She wanted him to hold her naked breast in his hand while she held his naked prick in her hand. He couldn't believe that he'd be holding his mother's naked breast in his hand while she held his naked cock in her hand.
If it wasn't enough that his mother invited him to sleep with her in her bed, he couldn't wait to touch her and feel her while she was sleeping. If it wasn't enough that he saw his mother's naked breasts while she was undressing, he saw her naked pussy while she was getting in bed. After showing her his naked prick, he couldn't believe that she wanted him to hold her naked breast while she held his naked prick in her hand while sleeping.
"We found it comforting to hold one another in that sexual way. If you don't mind, I'd love to hold your naked prick in my hand while you held my naked breast in your hand."
Not waiting for him to respond, she sat up in bed and removed her nightgown. In the way that he was naked in bed with his mother, his mother was naked in bed with her son. Then when she rested back in bed on her back instead of on her side. She placed his horny hand on her big tit. Reaching her hand down, she took hold of Jason cock again. She wrapped her manicured fingers around his naked, erect prick again and fondled the head of his cock while ever so slowly stroking him.
'My mother is masturbating me. I can't believe my mother is masturbating me,' thought Jason. 'Forget about her excuse of needing to hold my naked cock for her to sleep while I held her naked breast, she's masturbating me. She wants me to cum.'
Then, out of the clear blue, his cocksucking, whore of a mother said something that he never expected her to say and will never forget she said.
"Because you gave me such a wonderful birthday, Jason, I need to suck your cock. It's been a long time since I've had a stiff prick in my mouth. If you don't mind, I need to blow you. I need to taste you. I need you to cum in my mouth," she said. "But first," she said with a pause.
'If I don't mind, she needs to blow me,' he thought. 'Seriously? Is she kidding me? She needs me to cum in her mouth. Oh, my God.'
Jason looked at his mother through the dark shocked by what she said about wanting to blow him and wanting him to cum in her mouth. Even in the light of the dim nightlight, his mother was so beautiful. She was so sexy and she was so shapely. He loved his mother in the way that he didn't love any other woman.
"But first what, mother," he asked while hoping that she'd ask him to mount her and make lover to her before fucking her?
# # #
As if she was afraid to ask him after already telling that just because he was naked, she wouldn't be getting naked, she got naked. After telling him that just because he was naked, she wouldn't be having sex with him, she asked him to have sex with her. As if she was embarrassed to ask him, even in the dimness of the nightlight, yet, still bright enough for him to see, he watched her bite her lip. With the wine that she consumed giving her the sexual courage that she needed, she asked her son what he hoped that she'd ask him.
"I need you to make love to me, Jason. I need you to make love to your mother. Then, after you give me a sexual orgasm with your cock, I need you to fuck me," she said. "A memory that I'll never forget, I need you to fuck me on my birthday. Fuck your mother, Jason. Please fuck your mother."
Perhaps, never having this opportunity again, this was his invited chance to do every sexual thing that he wanted to do with his mother's naked body. Never had he ever imagined her soliciting him for sex but that was exactly what she had done. Before she sucked his cock and allowed him to cum in her mouth, she wanted him to make love to her. Then, she wanted him to fuck her. Humping her faster and humping her harder, she wanted him to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock.
"I love you; mother and I'd love to make love to you. I'd love to give you a sexual orgasm with my cock. And I love to fuck you hard and fast but first," he said with a pause.
She looked at her son in the darkness.
"But first what, Jason," she asked?
As if he was fingering the head of his cock while masturbating himself, Jason fingered his mother's pussy. Playing with her pubic hair, he parted her pussy lips with his fingers. Then, inserting his finger inside of his mother's cunt, he rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy.
"Something that I always wanted to do, I need to masturbate you, mother," he said while not waiting for her to respond and already masturbating his mother. "I need to see and hear you have a sexual orgasm. I need to hear and watch you cum. Then, giving you multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers and with my tongue, I need to eat you. I need to lick your pussy while finger fucking your pussy," he said.
Christine swooned that her son wanted to masturbate her before making love to her and before fucking her. She swooned again that he wanted to eat her pussy. She was as sexually aroused as she has ever been that her son wanted to lick her swollen clit while finger fucking her pussy. Returning the sexual favor of him eating her cunt, undoubtedly, she couldn't wait to suck his cock. She couldn't wait for him to cum in her mouth and all over her face. She couldn't wait for him to give her a cum bath.
# # #
"Do it, Jason. I dare you to eat me. Eat your mother's cunt while masturbating me. I need you to give me a sexual orgasm with your tongue and with your fingers," she said.
Ready to confess another sexual truth, she paused before speaking again.
"With men always wanting me to blow them while fondling my naked breasts, it's been a long time since any man has eaten my pussy. It's been a long time since I've had a sexual orgasm but for the ones that I give myself with my fingers, my vibrator, and my dildo. "I need to cum, Jason. I really need to cum," she said. "Please give me a sexual orgasm for my birthday," she said. "Mommy needs to cum."
Something that he never thought that he'd have his mother's permission to do, Jason slid halfway down the bed. He fingered his mother's wet pussy while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her. Then, parting her pussy lips with his fingers, he stuck his tongue in his mother's cunt. He licked her and continued licking her while fingering her. He was not only masturbating his mother but also, he was eating her, too. He didn't stop eating his mother until she was ready to cum.
With it been a while since she had sex, it didn't take her very long to cum. While he continued licking her and fingering her, she squirmed all over the bed. As if his face was her dildo, she held his head between her hands and rubbed his face all over her pussy secretions. Literally drenched from his mother's soaking wet pussy, he had his mother's pussy juices everywhere, in his mouth, up his nose, and even in his ears.
"Jason! Oh, my God, Jason. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Lick me faster, lick me harder. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Jason. I'm cumming," she said stiffening her legs and arching her back before falling back in the soft comfort of her bed.
As soon as she was ready, not waiting for Jason to mount her, determined to make love to him on her birthday, she mounted her son. She kissed him like she's never kissed him before. As if she was his girlfriend and/or his secret lover instead of his mother, she French kissed him. Then, reaching down for him, she slid his erect cock in her sopping wet pussy and lovingly humped him while kissing him. She made love to her son while allowing him to make love to her.
At first, she gently humped her son while making slow and sweet love to him. Then, eventually humping him harder and humping him faster, she fucked him. Christine fucked her son while Jason fucked his mother.
Then, rolling her over, something that he had always wanted to do, Jason mounted his mother. Piledriving her, he fucked her hard and he fucked her fast. Determine to give his mother another sexual orgasm with his cock, he continued pounding his mother's pussy.
"Jesus, Jason! Jesus Christ, Jason. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming again. Don't stop fucking me. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster," she said returning his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. "Jason! Jason! Oh, my God, Jason. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming."
Then, as soon as she had her third, sexual orgasm, unable pull out in time, Jason ejaculated a full load of warm, oozy cum in his mother's warm, wet pussy. He unloaded cum in his mother's pussy as if he owned her pussy. Always wearing a condom except for now, never had he ejaculated as much cum in any woman that he had sex with than what he ejaculated in his mother's cunt.
"Oh, my God, Jason. That was wonderful. That was, by far, the best sex that I have ever had in my life. Never have I had as many sexual orgasms. I never knew that I was capable of having multiple orgasms," she said. "It's just a shame that I can no longer get pregnant because I'd love to have your baby."
After enjoying the afterglow of sex, without even having to ask her, sexually surprising him, Christine slid halfway down the bed and took her son in her mouth. She was stroking him while blowing him. With it all happening so fast, hard to wrap his head around it, Jason couldn't believe that his mother was blowing him.
She was sucking his cock while stroking his cock. He couldn't believe that his MILF of a mother was sucking his cock as if he was a stripper at her thirtieth birthday. Determined for him to cum again but this time in her mouth, she continued stroking him while sucking him.
'Indeed, my mother is a cocksucking whore. She's giving me the best blowjob that I've ever had in my life,' he thought.
# # #
After cumming so much in his mother's pussy, Jason couldn't believe that he was ready to cum again, this time in his mother's mouth. Determined to make him cum in her mouth, she stroked him faster and she stroked him harder while sucking him deeper. Nearly, deep throating him, better than the blowjob that he received on prom night from Heather, the prom queen, his mother was giving him an unbelievable blowjob.
Then, as erupting a sleeping volcano, Jason exploded another huge volume of cum, this time in his mother's willing mouth. Not nearly done cumming, when she removed his erect prick from the pressure of her lips, he ejaculated another load of cum all over her pretty face and across her big, naked breasts. If it wasn't enough that his mother allowed him to cum in her pussy, she blew him and allowed him to cum in her mouth. Something that she confessed she loved receiving; he gave her a cum bath.
Exhausted, they remained holding one another until they fell asleep. Then, the next morning, they did it all over again. He made love to her and she made love to him. He fucked her and she fucked him. He masturbated and ate her pussy and she stroked and sucked his cock while allowing him to cum in her mouth and all over her face again.
Every day and night thereafter, Jason fingered and licked his mother before making love to her and fucking her. Christine made love to her son while fucking him. Then, giving him another blowjob, she allowed him to cum not only in her mouth but also all over her face. She allowed her son to give her another cum bath.
Mother and son continued having incestuous sex even after he was married and had children. No one had any idea that they were secret, forbidden lovers, but they were. The sex didn't stop until his mother finally found a man and after Jason moved away with his family to take a better job. Yet, whenever they visited one another over the holidays, finding an opportunity to get away, they licked, rubbed, sucked, and stroked one another as if they never had sex before.
THE END
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My Mother is the One that I Love
Forsaking all others, my mother is the one that I love.
I love my mother and she loves me.
"I love you, mother," said James hugging his mother and kissing her on the lips.
Caroline smiled at her son.
"I love you, too, James," said Caroline returning her son's hug with her hug and his kiss with her kiss.
# # #
Author's Note:
James asked me to write this true story about the sexually, incestuous relationship that he had with his mother, Caroline, thirty-years ago, when he was twenty-four-years-old and his mother was forty-eight-years-old. His mother was the one who suggested that he move back home and stay as long as he wanted. Ashamed to admit that he had a sexual relationship with his mother that lasted several years, because of the possible blowback that would result from family and friends, with her now dead and buried, he's admitting to all that sexually happened between them now.
# # #
Having recently broken up with my girlfriend, Aurora, until I could afford a place of my own or find a roommate, having to take a step backwards, I'm temporarily living at home with my forty-eight-year-old mother, Caroline. With my father no longer in the picture, no longer having to struggle to move furniture, my mother welcomed the extra help around the house that only a man with a strong back could bring. Still, at twenty-four-years-old, it was weird living with my mother. Women don't usually date men who still live at home with their mothers.
'I beg your pardon? You what? You live with your mother? How old are you,' I imagined a woman that I was trying to pick up asking me?
Unless she invited me to her place, or we had sex in the car, I had no place to take her for sex. For sure, unless I had sex with my mother, something that I'd love to do, living with my mother curtailed me from having any sex other than the sex that I had with my hand when masturbating myself over my mother. Suffice to write, after breaking up with my girlfriend, a gross understatement, I was horny.
Alas and unfortunately, something that she found grossly disturbing, my mother would never have sex with me. A real lady with a professional occupation, an editor for a big publishing company, she's not the incestuous pervert that I am. She viewed sex between a mother and son as forbidden, nasty, and even illegal. Morally modest, closer to a nun in her religious beliefs, she's the furthest woman from being an incestuous whore.
Yet, not all bad having to return home to live with my mother, we had a good relationship. To occupy our time together, we played board games and cards. We watched movies while cuddling on the couch together. We're able discuss anything without fear of being misunderstood.
Something she didn't know; I had always been sexually attracted to my mother. She had no idea that every morning and every night, I masturbated over imagining her naked and her having sex with me. If only she would have sex with me, I would do anything, anything at all, to have sex with my mother.
At the very least, hoping beyond hope that she'd flash me, I'd love to see upskirt peeks of my mother's white, bikini panties. I'd love to see down-blouse views of her long, sexy line of cleavage, the tops of her big breasts, and her low-cut sexy bra. No surprise, I'd love to have hot and heavy, rolling around sex with her.
I'd love to do every sexual thing that a son should never do with his mother and a mother should never do with her son. Yet, sadly and sexually frustratingly, the closest thing that I had to having sex with my mother was holding a pair of her soiled panties while masturbating myself. There's something about the scent of her pussy is a big turn-on when I'm stroking my cock while imagining having sex with my mother.
'I wish I could fuck my mother. I do. I really do,' I thought while stroking my cock in my bedroom. 'I'd wish she'd take me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. My long-time sexual fantasy, I'd love to put a gentle hand behind my mother's blonde, pretty head and cum in her mouth. What's wrong with that when I love my mother and she loves me?'
# # #
An understatement, my MILF of a mother is a good-looking woman with a sexy and shapely body. With me living at home, this time around, more of my mother's beautiful body. I was hoping to see my mother in her low-cut bra and white, bikini panties. I was hoping to see her topless. I was hoping to see her naked. A sexual fantasy of mine to see more of my mother than her bra strap, I hoped that she'd expose herself to me in the way that I wanted to expose myself to her.
Yet, again, living with my mother wasn't all bad. Instead of eating TV dinners and takeout food, she's a great cook. Fatting me up, she'll take pleasure in spoiling me by cooking me all of my favorite meals. Moreover, with us having a history of watching movies together, it was fun to watch the movies that we love over again.
Something as simple as dining together, I love eating with my mother better than I enjoyed eating with my girlfriend. Instead of having strained conversations with my girlfriend, careful what I say to her, I never had strained conversations with my mother. I never had to be careful with what I said to my mother.
Sometimes, I wouldn't even have to finish the sentence. She knew my meaning and what I was going to say next without even saying it. With us both on the same wavelength, we were not only mother and son but we were friends, best friends.
Like me, my mother worked from home and with us now always together, she seemed happy for my company. Moreover, now she had someone to shop for groceries and run errands for her. She hated shopping for groceries and running errands. With people still contracting COVID, even after they've had all of their shots, even though we both had our vaccinations, she was content to stay safe by sheltering at home. Rather than unnecessarily going out, she had whatever she needed delivered. Who could blame her? With there so much gun violence and mass shootings, leaving the house could be dangerous.
She confessed that her excuse not to go out was that men were always hitting on her at the grocery store. For sure, if I saw my mother in a grocery store wearing a short skirt and a low-cut blouse, while bending at the waist to reach something in the back of a display case, I'd be hitting on her, too. With her, no doubt, giving men upskirt peeks of her white, bikini panties and down-blouse views of her low-cut bra and her long, sexy line of cleavage, who could blame any man for hitting on my MILF of a mother?
# # #
After back home living with my mother for a few months, the one, probing question that I always troubled me was something that I had wanted and needed to ask her but never had the courage to ask her. Afraid to ask her the question years ago, I thought about asking her this specific question now. I still wondered what her reaction would be to me asking her such a sexually, inappropriate question. Yet, determined to ask her the question, biding my time while waiting for the right moment, I needed to wait for a time when she'd be more receptive to my question.
While pretending that I was looking at my phone, I stared at my mother while watching her working. With her long, blonde hair and big blue eyes, I couldn't stop looking at her. With my mother having such big tits, the buttons of her blouse never fully closed and I could clearly see the side of her white brassiere. Then, being the disgusting son that I am, giving me something to masturbate over later, I pretended to drop my pen so that I could look beneath the table and peer between her legs at her white panties.
Something that I had always wondered about since I turned eighteen-years-old, I wondered what she looked like in her sexy, low-cut bra and in her sheer and revealing, bikini panties. With me a breast man, I always wanted to see my mother's naked breasts. I wondered what she looked like topless. Extrapolating my sexual thoughts from there, I wondered what my mother looked naked. Now, that I was back home living with her, I hoped to not only see her in her bra and panties and topless but also, I hoped to see her naked, too.
Who knows? Something that she never did before, but I hoped that she'd do this time around, maybe my mother would dress and undress with her bedroom door open enough for me to see her undressing. Hoping beyond hope, maybe, my mother would show me what she looked like in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. In the way that I'd love my mother to flash me and expose herself to me, if only for her reaction to her seeing my naked, erect prick, I'd love to flash her and expose myself to her.
Not wanting to ruin things between us by rushing things, and not wanting her to fear me, even though I really wanted to know her answer to my question, I waited to ask her my question until the time was right. Yet, a troubling thought, how dare I sexually solicit my mother? What's wrong with me to hit on my mother?
I felt as guilty and perversely perverted as I felt sexually excited by the thought of asking my mother such an inappropriate, sexual question. Nevertheless, now that I was back living at home, I was determined to ask her my question. I needed to know how she'd respond. Would she say yes or would she say no?
Instead of delaying asking her my question any longer, instead of playing games, and instead of regretting my decision for not asking my question again, I was ready to ask her what I needed to know. I always regretted that I hadn't asked her my question before I left home to move in with Aurora. Now that I was living back home with my mother, with this time right, I decided to finally ask her the question that I had always wanted to know her answer.
Curious what she'd say and how she'd react to me asking her such a sexually loaded question, maybe she'd surprise me and say yes. Having nothing to lose and everything to gain, it wasn't as if she was going to kick me out of her house for asking her such a sexually, inappropriate question. The worst that would happen is that she'd say no.
Who knows? Maybe, with us both on the same sexual page, she'd say yes. Surprising me, shocking me, and sexually exciting me, wouldn't that be something if my mother affirmatively responded to my question. If she responded yes to my question, I'd be the happiest son in the world.
# # #
"Mom," I asked ready to finally ask her my question?
She answered me while she was still working.
"What?"
She mindlessly responded without even looking up from her work. I could have been standing there naked for all that she knew. Yet, before asking her my question, I waited to have her full attention. I needed to see the reaction on her face to me asking her such a question. When I paused, she looked up at me.
"Yes, James, what is it? I'm busy. I'm working," she said looking annoyed that I interrupted her.
I took a big breath for courage before asking her my question. Suddenly, instead of being sexually excited about asking her such a question, I was afraid that she'd think less of me for asking her such a sexually charged question. Wondering what she'd think of me for asking such a sexually loaded question, I felt like the incestuous pervert that I am. Hoping not to ruin the close relationship that I had with my mother, up until now, with sex not on the table and not part of our relationship, we had a good and close mother and son relationship.
Yet, being hard on myself, I felt like any other typical, sexually twisted man who wanted to sexually use and abuse his mother. Nonetheless, I'd never rest until I asked her the question that I needed to know the answer to no matter how sexually inappropriate it was and no matter how she viewed me for asking. I knew my mother wouldn't be mad at me for asking. No doubt, not taking me seriously, she'd probably just make a joke of my question and laugh.
"Something that I've always wanted to ask you but have been afraid that you'd think less of me for asking you," I said suddenly feeling so nervously embarrassed.
'This was it. This was really it. I was finally going to ask my mother my question that I always wanted to ask her,' I thought. 'Oh, my God. I hope she'd say yes.'
She removed her reading glasses and looked up from her work to look at me. She was so very pretty and she looked sexy with her reading glasses. It was then that I wished I had a girlfriend who looked like my mother. I'd love to find a woman that not only looked like her but also, talked like her, laughed like her, and walked like her. I'd love to find my mother's clone.
"You know that you can ask me anything, James, and I'd never think less of you. I'm your mother and you're my son. I love you."
She smiled and if she wasn't beautiful enough before, whenever she smiled, she was even more beautiful.
"What is it, James? What would you like to ask me," she asked while pausing to rephrase her question? "What is it that you want to know?"
# # #
I stared at her while undressing her with my eyes. I imagined her sitting across from me in her bikini panties and in her sexy, low-cut, D cup bra. I imagined her sitting across from me topless. Imagining seeing the size and the shape of my mother's big, naked breasts, I imagined seeing her areolas and her erect nipples.
Then, if that wasn't enough, I imagined her sitting across from me naked. I imagined her exposing her blonde, trimmed pussy and her shapely, round ass to me. If she was sitting across from me naked, giving me plenty to masturbate over later, I imagined dropping my pen again and again to move to the floor to steal peeks between her legs of her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy.
Again, if that wasn't enough, something that I'd love to do, I imagined her with my big dick stretching her beautiful mouth. I imagined her stroking me and sucking me while staring up at me while I fondled her big, naked tits and fingered her erect nipples. Finally, something that I always imagined doing when masturbating over my mother and while imagining her naked and having sex with me, I imagined cumming in my mother's mouth.
'How hot would that be for my mother to blow me,' I thought? 'I'd love to cum in my mother's mouth.'
Not done cumming, when she withdrew my cock from her lips, I imagined shooting a second load of cum all over her pretty face and across her naked breasts. Not happy with just cumming in my mother's mouth, as if I owned her naked body, I imagined giving her a cum bath. With cum dripping from her hair, her nose, her lips, her chin, and her naked breasts, I'd love to see my mother dripping with my cum.
As if someone else had asked her the question, I finally blurted out what I wanted to ask her. Even after I asked her the question, I couldn't believe that I finally asked my mother what I've wanted to know for years but was afraid to ask her. She was my mother and not some barroom whore. How dare I insult her by asking her such a sexually, inappropriate question? Yet, there it was. It was out there. Now, it was up to her to say yes or no.
"Mom, you know that I love you, right," I said taking a long pause while looking at my mother as she was my lover instead my mother, before asking her what I really wanted to ask her? "Can we have sex?"
As if a bomb dropped, suddenly everything was so quiet. I even imagined that the grandfather clock stopped ticking. When I looked over at my mother, she sat perfectly still as if she was frozen in time. Unable to read her, I wondered what she was thinking.
# # #
"Sex?"
Seemingly never expecting me to ask her such a sexually inappropriate question, she looked up at me stunned. She looked at me embarrassed that I'd dare ask her such a question. She looked up at me with confusion before a flash of sexual arousal revealed what she was really thinking. Then, seemingly covering up her flash of sexual arousal, no doubt, thinking that I was joking with her, she laughed out loud.
From there, she looked at me as if I was pulling her leg. She looked at me as if I was kidding. She looked at me as if I wasn't serious. She looked at me as if I was trying to trick her into saying something that she didn't want to say. She looked at me as if I was trying to trick her into saying yes.
"Yes, of course we can have sex," she said with a laugh. "Right after I'm finished working, we can have sex," she said sarcastically with another laugh and a wink.
Not dissuaded from her not taking me seriously and/or my question serious, making a joke out of my question, no matter, I persevered in the sexual seduction of my mother. My golden opportunity served up on a silver platter, now that I asked her if we could have sex, this was my chance to have sex with my mother. With her not having a man in her life and with me not having a woman in my life, I suspected that she was just as sexually frustrated as I was horny.
'With us doing everything together, as if we were a married couple, boyfriend and girlfriend, and/or already lovers, what's wrong with asking my mother if we could have sex,' I thought?
Something that I didn't know but hoped that she was, I suspected that she was just as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her. I suspected that she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. I suspected that she wanted to see me naked while touching and feeling my naked body everywhere as much as I wanted to see her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere.
My long-time sexual fantasy come true, there's nothing else that I wanted more than to have sex with my MILF of a mother. Always wanting her to blow me, and always wanting to cum in her mouth, there's no one else who'd I'd wanted to touch, feel, undress, make love to, and fuck than my mother. Curious to know how she'd answer my question, I needed to know how she'd seriously answer my question without making a joke out of it.
Would she say yes or would she say no? Going from there, I needed to know if I had the slightest chance of having incestuous sex with my mother. Even if she said no, I'd still be masturbating over my mother while imagining her naked and having sex with me. Even if she said know, I'd still try and steal peeks of my mother in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
# # #
"I'm serious, mother," I said pausing while looking at her.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. None of my friends had a mother who looked like her. I was lucky to have her for my mother.
"To be honest, mother, I'd love to have sex with you," I said further debasing myself. "I think having a sexual relationship with you would be so hot. Furthermore, having a sexual relationship with one another would bond us together forever in the way that no other mother and son would be as close."
Giving me the eye while quietly continuing to stare at me, she looked at me as if she was thinking about having sex with me. Then, maintaining her moral distance between the sexual conformities of mother and son forbidden to have sex, she expanded on her answer. She told me everything that I wanted to know but nothing that I wanted to hear.
All that I wanted to hear her say was her to say, 'Yes. I'd love to have sex with you James,' I imagined her saying. 'I'd love to suck your cock and have you cum in my mouth. I'd love to make love to you and fuck you. I'd love you to give me multiple, sexual orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock.'
Only, she didn't say any of those things. Instead of giving me the answer that I wanted to hear, difficult to take, she rebuffed me. It was then that I felt embarrassed by asking her my sexually, inappropriate question and putting her on the spot. Knowing full well what her answer was already, I never should have asked her such a question. Feeling humiliated, I not only embarrassed myself but also, I embarrassed my mother, too. I just hoped that I hadn't damaged the close mother and son relationship that we had.



'How dare I,' I thought? 'What's wrong with me to sexually solicit my mother as if she's a whore that I tried to pick up on the street?'
Yet, at the very least, by telling her how I truly, sexually felt about her, I hoped beyond hope that I put a bug in her bonnet. I hoped she'd think about having sex with me in the way that I always thought about having sex with her.
'Now that I opened the door by giving her the thought and the possibility of having incestuous sex with me, she was thinking about having forbidden sex with me, and would reconsider having sex mother and son sex with me. After making the first move by asking my mother if she'd have sex with me, I hoped that she'd make the next sexual move by agreeing to have sex with me. How hot would that be to have sex with my mother?'
# # #
"Don't be silly, James," she said with a frown as if she was disappointed that we couldn't have sex. "We can't have sex," she said shaking her head to reinforce her answer that we couldn't have sex. "Just as you can't fuck your mother, I can't fuck my son," she said. "That's so wrong. That's so nasty."
She continued shaking her head from side to side as if she needed that extra bit of head movement to stop herself from thinking about having sex with me. Nonetheless, my mother gave me an image of her fucking me and me fucking my mother. Having never heard my mother say the work 'fuck', she sexually excited me when she said that I can't fuck my mother and she can't fuck her son. Now, all that I could think of was fucking my mother fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
'James! James! Oh, my God, James,' I imagined my mother say as I fucked her faster and harder. 'Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming,' I imagined her saying.
Then, she burst my sexual fantasy of me fucking my mother by continuing why we couldn't have sex.
"I'm your mother. Sex between a mother and son is not only illegal in most states but also its frowned upon and forbidden by society. I'd be embarrassed for anyone to know that we were sharing a bed while having sex," she said. "I'd be humiliated for anyone to know that I had sucked and fucked your cock and you had eaten and fucked my pussy."
If my mother thought that she was defusing the situation by telling me that we couldn't have sex and why we couldn't have sex, she accomplished just the opposite. Having never heard my mother say sucked and fucked my cock, she made me hot by her saying eaten and fucked her pussy. Now, all that I could think of, the only thing that I could think of was my mother sucking and fucking my cock. All that I could think of, the only thing that I could think of was eating my mother's pussy and fucking my mother's cunt.
She remained silent with a long time as if she was thinking about sharing her bed with me while having sex with me. Then, as if she'd be embarrassed for me to see her naked, she told me what she was thinking. Only, instead of making me feel guilty, she made me want to see her without her clothes.
"Not only would I be embarrassed for you to see me naked but also, I'd be equally as embarrassed to see you naked," she said clearly lying. "I don't need you to see me naked nor do I need to see you naked to know that I can't have sex with you, James. I just can't. I'm sorry but we can't have sex. Sex between us will never happen," she said shaking her head from side to side again as if she needed that extra head movement to reinforce her answer. "Gross. That's so gross."
With her not fooling me, knowing her well enough that she didn't mean what she said, nothing but lip service, I wondered what she was really thinking about. I didn't know what she was thinking. I had no idea.
Now that I told her what I wanted, I needed to know what she wanted. I was curious to know what she wanted. Was she thinking about having sex with me? Was she imagining me fingering her pussy while licking her pussy before fucking her pussy? Was she thinking about stroking my cock while sucking my cock and before fucking my cock?
A desperate move on my part, hoping that would entice her to have sex with me, I was tempted to stand and unzip myself. I was tempted to pull out my prick and show my mother my erect, naked cock. I was tempted to stroke myself in front of her. Willing to do whatever it takes for us to have sex, I was tempted to masturbate myself in front of my mother and allow her to watch me cum.
All that I know is in the way that she looked at me now was the way that she had never looked at me before. She looked at me as if she was turning down a potential suitor for sex instead of turning down her son for sex. Unless I was misreading her, instead of flatly turning me down, she looked at me as if she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
'Wouldn't that be something to have sex with my mother,' I thought. 'Wouldn't that be something to make out with her. Wouldn't that be something to slowly strip her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere? Wouldn't that be something to show my mother my naked prick and masturbate in front of her while she watched.'
"Besides," she said with another long pause as if she had been thinking about having sex with me. "Why would you want to have sex with an old lady like me when there are plenty of young, sexy, and desirable women out there your age who'd love to have sex with you," she said putting on her reading glasses before returning back to her work?
With this my chance to get all that I wanted to say to my mother off of my chest, I persevered. Having nothing more to lose, I've already made a fool of myself by asking my mother if she'd have sex with me. Yet, in the way that she looked at me, I had a glimmer of hope that she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Daring my mother to embrace a mother and son incestuous, sexual relationship, I cracked open a door that my mother had never considered looking behind.
# # #
"From the time that I turned eighteen-years-old to the time that I graduated college and moved out at 22-years-old, I've always masturbated over you while imagining you naked and having sex with you," I confessed.
I looked at her to see her reaction to me confessing that I masturbated over her while imagining her naked and her having sex with me. Already making my mother feel uncomfortable by my asking her such a sexually inappropriate question, hoping to convince her to have sex with me, I persevered with the sexual seduction of my mother. I continued with my probing, sexual questions. I needed to know if the way that she sexually felt about me was the same way that I sexually felt about her.
"Sometimes I masturbated three and four times a day while imagining you in your bra and panties, topless, and naked. Hearing you walking up the stairs and down the hall towards my bedroom with my laundry, I've even stripped myself naked. I've masturbated myself with my eyes closed and with my headphones on while hoping you'd barge in my bedroom without knocking and catch me sexually pleasuring myself," I said.
I looked at her to see how she reacted to that confession of masturbation and exhibitionism.
"In the way that I wanted to see your naked breasts, your naked pussy, and your naked ass, I wanted you to see my naked prick. I was hoping you'd stay to watch me masturbating myself. I wanted you to watch me cum."
My mother looked at me stunned. She looked at me embarrassed because she had done just that. She had barged in my bedroom without knocking. She saw me naked. She saw my naked, erect prick. Then, when she saw me masturbating myself, she stayed to watch me cum. Without her knowing, I recorded her on my computer raising her nightgown to her waist, removing her breasts from the top of her nightgown, and masturbating herself to me masturbating myself.
Yet, there was still that glimmer of sexual arousal. No matter her denials, I knew better. She seemed to like what she was hearing. She seemed to enjoy what I was sexually saying. By her nipples fully erected through her blouse and bra when I asked her if we could have sex, I had made her wet with sexual desire for me in the way that I had made my cock hard for her.
Leaving nothing unsaid, again, feeling like the incestuous pervert that I am, I was embarrassed that I told my mother that I masturbated over her while imagining her naked and her having sex with me. Yet, not admitting anything to her for years even though I wanted to, I needed to say all that I wanted and needed to say now. This was my chance to have sex with my mother. If this was the only way to sexually seduce my mother, I needed to have sex with her by admitting my sexual feelings for her.
# # #
"Seriously," she asked looking at me with flash of sexual arousal? "You masturbated over me while imagining me naked and having sex with me," she asked while seemingly surprised that I masturbated over her? "Oh, James. With the whole house shaking, I knew you masturbated but I had no idea that you've been sexually lusting over me. I had no idea that you had been masturbating over me. I had no idea that you wanted to have sex with me. I can't believe you recorded me on your computer masturbating myself," she said turning red with embarrassment.
'I always wondered if that would make a difference confessing to my mother that I wanted to have sex with her,' I thought. 'Seemingly, it did. Seemingly, now that she knew that I had always wanted to have sex with her, she seemed more interested in having sex with me than when I first asked her the question, if we could have sex.'
I smiled at her while imagining her sitting across from me naked. I smiled at her while imagining her bending at the waist and allowing me to fuck her from behind. I imagined fucking my mother while reaching around her to fondle her big tits while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
"Yes," I said. "I've always wanted to have sex with you, mother," I reiterated.
I was tempted again to strip myself naked, expose my naked, erect prick to her, and masturbate myself in front of her. I wondered what she'd do and/or say if I exposed myself to her. I wondered what she'd do and/or say if I masturbated in front of her. I wondered if she'd stay to watch me stroke my cock or if she'd leave the room. I wondered if watching me cum would sexually excite her enough to make her want to have sex with me. Surely, watching my mother masturbate herself made me want to have sex with her.
Being the incestuous sick son that I am, couldn't help myself, I had this sudden uncontrollable need to expose myself to my mother. I wondered if she'd look at my naked cock, stare at my naked prick, or look away. I wondered if she'd reach out and touch me in the way that I wanted to reach out and touch her. Yet, controlling myself from doing do, I embarrassed my mother enough for one day by asking her if we could have sex.
Still not believing me that I wanted to have sex with her, she made a face as if I was pulling her leg. Nonetheless, she looked at me with more sexual interest than she looked at me before. By asking her if we could have sex, I had pushed a button in my mother that had never been pushed before.
Perhaps, she had thought about having sex with me and, burying the thought, had pushed that thought aside. Then, now that I had confessed that I wanted to have sex with her, having sex with me was more of a reality. Now, that she knew how I truly, sexually felt about her, it was up to her to have sex with me.
"Now, why when you had a beautiful, twenty-four-year-old girlfriend like Aurora, would you want to have sex with your forty-eight-year-old mother?"
Confessing everything to my mother as if she was my therapist, I nodded my head. It was a fair question for her to ask. Indeed, why would I want to have sex with her over a woman my age or younger? Clearly, it didn't make sense to my mother why I'd want her over my sexy and beautiful girlfriend.
# # #
"Why would I want to have sex with you? The real question is, why wouldn't I want to have sex with you? Look at you, you're beautiful. You're sexy. And you know how I feel about woman with big breasts. You have big breasts," I said with a dirty laugh while staring at my mother's blouse and bra clad breasts. "I would love to not only see your naked breasts but also, I'd love to feel your naked breasts, fondle your naked breasts, and suck your erect nipples."
After I put it all out there, my mother put her hand to her mouth as if shocked. Feigning her embarrassment, my mother nodded her head to show me that she agreed with all that I said about her being beautiful, sexy, and having big tits. Yet, I still had no idea what she was thinking. Was she thinking about having sex with me or was she thinking that her son was a sick bastard to want to have sex with his mother?
"Besides, a deal breaker, Aurora wanted me to put a ring on her finger. She wanted me to get down on one knee and propose marriage to her. With her looking through bridal magazines, she wanted me to marry her. She wanted children. Not even sure if she was the one, I wasn't ready to commit to her. I wasn't ready for marriage and I surely wasn't ready for children. I'm not even sure if I want children," I said with a sad shrug.
She nodded her head again to show me that she understood my reasons for breaking up with Aurora.
"You're still young, James. You're only twenty-four-years-old. Perhaps, Aurora wasn't the right one. Clearly, you didn't love her, not now anyway," she said. "Perhaps, you'll feel differently after this separation. Maybe, you'll decide that you can't live without her and want to settle down, marry her, and have children."
My mother continued staring at me while I continued staring at her. Obviously, I had hit a nerve by asking her if we could have sex. Wishing that I could read her mind, I continued wondering what she was thinking. A continued mystery, I wondered if she was thinking of having sex with me in the way that I was thinking of having sex with her. Then, easing into having sex with my mother, I had an idea that she may like and that may ease us into having sex.
# # #
"If we can't have sex, what about us making out with one another? I'd love to kiss you, mother. I'd love to French kiss you while touching and feeling you through your clothes," I said. "Then, if you're okay with me doing that, I'd love to slowly undress you while slowly stripping you naked and touching and feeling your naked body everywhere."
When I asked her if I could make out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes, a telling sign that she was sexually aroused, I watched her nipples become erect through her blouse and bra again. Clearly obvious through her clothes, my mother had such big nipples. I'd love to suck her nipples while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her naked pussy. In the way that I'd love for my mother to stroke my cock and masturbate me, I'd love to rub my mother's clit and finger her pussy while masturbating her.
Hoping that I had uncovered my mother's secret, sexual fantasy, perhaps, she masturbated herself when imagining making out with me and while I touched and felt her everywhere through her clothes. Perhaps, with her seeming interested, instead of going all of the way, she wanted to have touchy and feely sex with me as much as I wanted to have touchy and feely sex with her. Perhaps, once she was sexually aroused enough, she'd eventually love me to strip her naked while I touched and felt her naked body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother.
Not having to wonder if my mother masturbated, I knew she did. I saw her dildo and her vibrator when I was snooping through her underwear drawer. And one time, late at night, when I couldn't sleep, I heard her masturbating while I roamed the house. Tempted to barge in her bedroom to ask her if she need my finger, my tongue, and/or my cock, yet, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I controlled myself from embarrassing her.
"You'd really make out with your mother," she asked while continuing the sexually inappropriate conversation instead of putting an end to it?
Giving me the eye, she looked at me as if she wanted me to kiss her. She looked at me as if she wanted me to make out with her while touching her and feeling her through her clothes. She looked at me as if she wanted me to strip her naked and touch and feel her naked body everywhere.
I smiled. Where she didn't seem interested in having sex with me, she seemed interested in making out with me. I'd love to make out with my mother. I'd love to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples through her bra and blouse. I'd love to feel her shapely ass through her short skirt. I'd love to reach beneath her skirt and cupped and fingered her pussy through her panties while making out with her.
"I'd love to make out with you, mother," I said. "I'd love to know what it feels like to romantically kiss you. I'd love to touch and feel your beautiful body everywhere. I'd love to make you hot with sexual passion for me that you'd want to have sex with me."
She laughed at me wanting to romantically kiss her. Then, as if she was thinking about making out with me, she paused. I wondered what she was thinking. Then, she said something that surprised me and sexually excited me.
"If we're going to be forbidden lovers and if we're going to have incestuous sex, you must call me Caroline instead of mother," she said with a laugh and a sexy smile. "Calling me mother while we have sex is wrong. Calling me mother while having forbidden sex with me would be a constant reminder that what we were doing in having sex with one another was wrong."
She was right. I needed to call her Caroline instead of mother. I returned her sexy smile with my sexy smile.
'By what she said does that mean that she'd have sex with me,' I wondered? 'With her giving me mixed signals, confused, I didn't know. I couldn't tell if she wanted to have sex with me or not. At the very least, I'd love to make out with my mother while feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to have sex with my mother while masturbating her pussy. I'd love to make love to her and fuck her.'
# # #
"Okay, Caroline," I said.
My mother closed up her work. Then, she said something that I'll never forget for the rest of my life. Not only had she agreed to make out with me but also, she was changing into her nightgown.
"Just let me change into my nightgown and we'll watch that movie that you like, the one about the mother breaking her leg and her son helping her shower," she said giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
'Oh, my God,' I couldn't believe it. 'With her wearing her skimpy nightgown instead of her blouse, bra, skirt, and panties, I was about to make out with my nearly, naked mother. Forget about feeling her bra and panties through her clothes, I was about to feel her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy through her nightgown. I couldn't believe my mother agreed to make out with me while allowing me to have my wicked, sexual with her nearly, naked body.'
I returned my mother's sexy smile and naughty look with my sexy smile and naughty look.
"You mean, Spanking the Monkey? Yeah, that's a good movie. That movie is all about mother and son sex," I said giving my mother the eye.
She smiled at me and nodded her head again.
"Yes, that's the one. If not that movie, we could watch the Secretary with James Spader and Maggie Gyllenhaal," she said with a flash of sexual arousal. "I like that movie. That's so hot when he tells her to put her hands on his desk and lean forward. Then, he lifts the back of her skirt and masturbates all over her pantyhose clad ass. I've had plenty of bosses who groped me in that kind of sexually, inappropriate way. I lost count how many bosses felt and groped my breasts through my clothes."



My mother excused herself and disappeared in her bedroom. After a long while, I wondered what she was doing that was taking her so long. Hoping that she'd give me a sexy, striptease show, but with her morally modest, she closed her bedroom door to deny me from watch her stripping herself naked and changing into her nightgown. I would have loved to watch my mother undress. I would have loved to help my mother undress. I would have loved to undress my mother and strip her naked. I would have loved my mother to undress me and strip me naked, too.
In preparation to make out with my mother, ready for sex, I removed my clothes except for my t-shirt and donned my pajama bottoms but without underwear. If I was about to make out with my mother, knowing that I'd have an instant erection, I hoped my cock would make a surprise appearance and pop out of my pajama pee hole. I not only wanted her to see my naked, erect prick but also, I was hoping that she'd take my cock in her soft, warm hand and fondle my prick in the way that I hoped to fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Something that I wished she'd do but knew that she'd never do, I'd love for her to take my naked prick in her hand and fondle the head of my prick while stroking me. I'd love my mother to masturbate me. Always wishing that I could cum in her mouth, I'd love her to suck my cock. I'd love to make love to her. I'd love to slowly and lovingly hump her pussy. Then, humping her harder and humping her faster, I'd love to fuck my mother. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
I wondered what she sounded like when cumming. I wondered what she looked like when cumming. I imagined her calling my name when having a sexual orgasm.
'James! James! Oh, my God, James. Don't stop. Please don't stop rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy,' I imagined her say. 'I'm cumming, James. Mommy is cumming.'
# # #
My mother returned to the living room wearing the shortest, sheerest, lowest-cut, and sexiest nightgown that I've ever seen her wear without her having the modesty to wear a robe over it. When she walked by the bright light of the television screen, I could see her sexy and shapely body through her nightgown as if she was naked. Never had I seen as much of my mother's beautiful body. I couldn't wait to kiss her. I couldn't wait to make out with her while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her skimpy nightgown.
She sat on the couch beside me and as soon as she did, I put my arm around her shoulder and hugged her. When I hugged her in that way, she leaned into me as if she wanted to be kissed. When she leaned into me, the top of her nightgown fell forward and completely opened. Giving me a great down-nightgown view, for the first time, I saw my mother's naked breasts and her erect nipples. I couldn't believe that I saw my mother's naked tits.
'I can't believe I saw my mother's naked tits and her erect nipples,' I thought. 'I can't wait to touch them. I can't wait to feel them. I can't wait to grope her big breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.'
Then, when I looked down at her legs, the hem of her nightgown was level with her crotch. For the first time, I could clearly see my mother's blonde, trimmed, pubic hair peeking out from the bottom of her nightgown. While hoping to cup her naked pussy in the palm of my horny hand, I rested my hand at the top of her naked thigh only inches away from her naked pussy.
Daring myself to touch her pussy, I couldn't wait to finger her pussy. I couldn't wait to part her pussy lips, rub her clit, and finger fuck her pussy. Something that I had always wanted to do, I couldn't wait to masturbate my mother. I couldn't wait to see and hear her cum.
While waiting to summon the courage to kiss my mother, French kiss her, before the movie even started, she looked up at me and, taking the sexual initiative, she kissed me.
'She kissed me,' I thought. 'My mother kissed me. I can't believe she kissed me.'
Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me.
'My mother French kissed me. I can't believe my mother gave me a deep, wet kiss,' I thought. 'My mother wanted to make out with me as much as I wanted to make out with her.'
While she continued kissing me, and with her not stopping me, I reached my horny hand across her nightgown clad breasts and felt her naked tits through her nightgown, first one and then the other. Then, while fondling her naked breasts, as I had always imagined doing while masturbating myself, I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. It made me so hot to feel my mother's tits and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown while she continued making out with me.
'I can't believe that I'm feeling my mother's big tits. I can't believe that I'm fingering her erect nipples. I can't believe she's allowing me to feel and fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown,' I thought. 'I can't believe that not only am I making out with my mother but also, I'm having sex with her.'
My erect cock throbbed and pulsated. Hoping that it would emerge from my pajama pee hole, I wanted my mother to not only see my naked prick but also touch my naked prick. While I continued feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples, she reached her hand down and fondled the head of my erect prick through my pajama bottoms.
Continuing to kiss one another, I moved my hand inside of her open, nightgown top. I felt her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect, naked nipples. Her breasts felt womanly soft yet so firm.
'I can't believe I'm feeling my mother's naked tits and fingering her erect nipples,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her big breasts and her erect nipples.'
Then, with her not stopping me, I slid my hand further up her thigh until my fingertips touched her pubic hair. Making ringlets with her pubic hair with my fingertips, I fingered her blonde, trimmed, pubic hair. Then, making a bold move, as if I owned her pussy, I cupped my mother's naked cunt in my hand while she removed my cock from my pajama bottoms. No longer just making out, we were having sex. I was finally having incestuous sex with my mother.
She wrapped her manicured fingers around my erect dick and, as if my cock was already buried in her wet pussy, she squeezed my stiff prick. Taking the chance that she wouldn't reject me; I parted her pussy lips with my finger and inserted my finger in her already wet pussy. Again, not stopping me, I fingered my mother's cunt and rubbed her clit while she slowly stroked my naked, erect cock.
I was masturbating my mother. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my mother. I couldn't believe that she was willingly and consensually allowing me to masturbate her. Something that I thought she'd never do and thought that I'd never do, I was masturbating my mother and with my mother stroking me, my mother was masturbating me.
Something hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my mother while allowing her to masturbate me. My erect prick felt as if it belonged in her motherly hand. With her hand so soft and warm, never have I had a better hand job. With her staring down at my naked prick as she stroked me harder and faster, I couldn't wait to cum for my mother.
Then, something that I never expected she'd do while always hoping she'd do, she lowered her head to my lap. While slowly stroking my cock, she kissed my naked cock and licked the head of my stiff prick. Then, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, while staring up at me and sexually teasing me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes, she took my erect prick in her mouth. My mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe that my mother was blowing me. Making all of my sexual fantasies come true, my MILF of a mother was finally sucking my cock.
# # #
Abruptly, she stopped blowing me. Removing me from her mouth and from her hand, she sat straight up on the couch. Then, she took my hand in her hand, stood, and walked me to her bedroom. Never have I ever been in the inner sanctum sanctimonious, my mother's bedroom, in the way that I was now. Not wasting a moment, with a stiff arm to my chest, she pushed me back on her bed.
Determined to see and feel all that she wanted to see and feel, in one, quick move, she pulled off my pajama bottoms. As if she was Kelly Reilly as Beth Dutton, pulling off her father's boots, Kevin Costner as John Dutton, in Yellowstone, except for my t-shirt, she literally stripped me naked. Finally, I was naked in front of my mother. As if taking bow, in sexual anticipation of her soft and warm hand, her warm and wet mouth, and/or her warm and wet pussy, my stiff prick continued throbbing and pulsating.
'I can't believe it,' I thought. 'My MILF of a mother is about to have her wicked, sexual way with my naked prick.'
While staring down at my erect, naked prick, my mother reached down for the hem of her nightgown and with one continually upward tug, she pulled her short nightgown up and over her head. She was naked. My mother was totally naked. The first time seeing her beautiful naked body, I couldn't' believe that my mother was naked.
As if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy while masturbating myself, I couldn't believe that my mother was naked, totally naked. As if I had never seen a naked woman before, I stared at my mother's D cup, naked breasts and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. Then, when she turned to toss her nightgown on the chair, I stared at her round and shapely naked ass. With so much to see, I stared from my mother's naked tits to her naked pussy and to her naked ass.
# # #
Then, not to be denied having sexual intercourse with me, my mother mounted me. She reached her hand down between her shapely thighs for my erect, naked prick and slid it in her warm, wet pussy while gently humping me. Then, leaning forward, she kissed me while parting my lips with her tongue. My mother was French kissing me while making love to me. Something that I always wanted her to do, I couldn't believe she was doing now. What started with just us making out, I was finally having sexual intercourse with my mother.
I returned my mother's gentle and loving humps with my gentle and loving humps. Then, humping me faster and humping me harder, my mother was fucking me. After returning her fast humps and hard humps with my fast and hard humps, I rolled her over and mounted her. I humped her faster and I humped her harder. I was fucking my mother. Pounding her pussy, determined to make her cum, no doubt, giving her the fucking of her life, I was really fucking her.
We continued our sexual relationship for several years before I decided to return to Aurora and marry her. My mother found a man, too. Nonetheless, every chance we had whenever alone, we had sex. I licked her and she sucked me. I made love to her and she made love to me. I fucked her and she fucked me. Better than anyone, even better than having sex with my wife, Aurora, never have I had better sex than when having sex with my mother.
"I love you, Mom."
My mother looked at me and gave me a deep, wet kiss.
"I love you, James."
THE END
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Sex with my Mother, Sister and Aunt
Christopher has sex with his mother, sister, and aunt.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that Christopher asked me to write about him not only having incestuous sex with his mother, Gloria, but also, he had incestuous sex with his sister, Carol, and with his aunt, Kathy, too.
Something that he never expected to happen, transpiring all in one night, first his sister sexually solicited him, then, his aunt sexually solicited him, finally, joining in on the family, forbidden fun, his mother sexually solicited him, too. A night to remember and one filled with incestuous sex, unbelievable but true, Christopher had sex with his sexy sister, his AILF of an aunt, and finally with his MILF of a mother. Perhaps, his mother, sister, and aunt wouldn't have had sex with him had they not been drinking and in a horny mood after they had been partying with strippers.
# # #
It all started when I returned home from California after graduating from college, USC, the University of Southern California. After losing her job, all that my mother could afford, she moved to a cheaper place in a rundown neighborhood. With rents sky high, my mother, Gloria, my sister, Carol, and my aunt, Kathy, were crammed in a small, two-bedroom house with one bathroom. Afraid to leave her house because of all of the crime around her, and with COVID still on the rise, she sheltered in place and had everything she needed delivered.
Because the house had been in foreclosure and was a bank takeover, she rented it from the bank at a reduced rate. Actually, it was cheaper to rent this house than to rent a much smaller apartment. The house had many things wrong with it but nothing major, it was structurally sound.
What was wrong with the house was mostly cosmetic. The last owner damaged the house by writing on the walls and banging holes in the walls before leaving it. With the bank not taking any responsibility to fix any damage, it was up to my mother to make the repairs. As long as she agreed to do the labor herself or to pay someone else to make the repairs, the bank agreed to reimburse her for the cost of materials.
Yet, because the house was in disrepair, a huge reduction in rent, the rent was reduced by five-hundred-dollars a month. Nonetheless, even at that much lower monthly rent, my mother needed to have a roommate to afford living there. Having to dip into her savings every month, her unemployment insurance barely covered the rent.
Her daughter worked full time from home, and her sister worked in a low-paying job from home to help with the rent. Now, between the three of them, they could afford the rent. Only, the house needed a lot of cosmetic repairs, paint, flooring, and patching holes.
The accommodations were fine with the three of them but when I returned home after graduating college, I needed a place to live, at least until I found a job. Not looking forward to it but with no place else to live, it was weird returning home to live with my mother, my sister, and my aunt. Sharing a small house with three women with only one, small bathroom was impossibly difficult.
Something that she had grown up doing and had returned to doing now, my mother slept with her forty-two-year-old sister in her bed and in her bedroom. My sister had her own, albeit, very small room, and I slept on an old couch in the living room. Because none of the rooms had doors that we could close, privacy was at a premium. No one had any privacy. I awakened early every morning so that I could use the bathroom in privacy. Once my mother, aunt, and sister got hold of the bathroom, with my chance of using the bathroom again slim, I'd be better off peeing outside or shitting in a bucket.
Very strange, the man who originally owned the house before us removed all of the interior doors. There was only a front door and a back door. Because they were fancy decorated, antique, solid, wood doors with the original, brass hardware, and glass doorknobs and locks, he sold them for a premium price to a company that renovated houses to flip them for a quick profit.
He did the same thing with the antique, light fixtures. He removed and sold whatever of value that he could. Because he sold all of the interior doors, the bedrooms and bathroom didn't have doors, one of the reasons why the house was five-hundred-dollars a month cheaper than an apartment. Not having a door for the bedrooms and/or for the bathroom was tolerable for my mother, my sister, and my aunt, but when I moved in, they needed privacy. Yet, with so many people out of work and/or homeless, grateful for the house that we had and not complaining, at least we had a roof over our heads.
My mother figured that she could buy interior doors and hang them later but after struggling to pay rent, pay ever-rising prices for food, and afford the inflated cost of gasoline, there was never any extra money for anything else. Besides, until I moved in to upset the apple cart of three women living together, there was really no need to spend the extra money for interior doors. Now that I was there, I had a daily show of seeing my mother, my sister, and my aunt in all manner of undress, and they could see me, too.
It wasn't until I saw my mother, my sister, and my aunt dressing and undressing and walking around in their sheer and sexy nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, and even naked that I imagined having sex with them. While masturbating myself, I imagined my mother naked and having sex with her. While masturbating myself, I imagined my sister naked and having sex with her. While masturbating myself, I imagined my aunt naked and having sex with her, too.
Never really, sexually attracted to them before, until I was living with them again, I was sexually attracted to them now. Living with them without having the privacy of doors, and with me a young, testosterone filled, horny guy, now, after seeing my mother, my sister, and my aunt in all manner of undress, I imagined having incestuous sex with them. Before going to bed and with me waking up every morning with a woody, I masturbated over having sex with my mother, my sister, and my aunt every morning and every night.
# # #
Yet, other than them walking around in their sheer and sexy nightgowns, in their bra and panties, topless, and/or even naked while I continually masturbated over them and imagined them having sex with me, nothing really happened. I was too afraid to make the next sexual move. This was my mother, my sister, and my aunt. How dare I lust over them? How dare I dream and forbiddingly fantasize of having sex with them?
Then, several months later, on my mother's fortieth-fifth birthday, a big celebration, my aunt and my sister treated her to a night at the CFNM, clothe female and nude male, strip club. With no men allowed to enter, other than the male strippers, I never knew that there were strip clubs for women. Thankfully they took an Uber there and an Uber home because they were all loud, rowdy, and drunk by the time they returned home.
'Hopefully, with them drunk enough, and with their sexual inhibitions gone, this was my chance to have forbidden sex with my mother, my sister, and/or with my aunt,' I thought.
Being stealthily quiet, with them thinking that I was asleep on the couch down the hall in the living room, they made enough noise that I heard them laughing and talking from outside before they even opened the front door. Not getting up from the couch, remaining under the covers on the couch, and pretending that I was asleep, I listened to their drunken conversation. With the three of them suddenly turning into drunken whores, it sounded like they had plenty of sexy fun with the strippers.
"I never stroked and sucked as many cocks," I overheard my mother talking to her sister while sipping a cup of black coffee and while I still pretended that I was still asleep on the couch. "Nearly gagging me, I've never swallowed so much cum," she said with a dirty laugh.
'What? I couldn't believe what I was hearing. My mother stroked and sucked strippers' cocks? She swallowed cum,' I thought while imagining her giving blowjobs. 'She swallowed enough cum to nearly gag her? Seriously? Are you kidding me? My mother is a cocksucker. I don't believe it. I can't believe it.'
Never expecting to hear what I was hearing; I couldn't believe all that my mother was sexually confessing. My mother is a cocksucker. I couldn't believe that my mother is a cocksucker.
Other than imagining her with my cock in her mouth, I never imagined that my mother was a cocksucker. I never imagined her sucking cock. I never imagined her giving anyone a blowjob but me,' I thought. 'A real eyeopener, my mother is a cocksucking whore. I never thought that my mother was a cocksucking whore.'
While becoming even more sexually excited than I was before I overheard my mother confessing that she sucked strippers' cocks, I couldn't believe all that I was hearing. Unable to process it all in my mind, I couldn't believe my mother gave the strippers blowjobs and allowed them to cum in her mouth. Ruining the modest and moral image that I had of my mother, hard for me to imagine her on her knees unless she was praying in church, I couldn't believe that she swallowed their cum.
Even though I imagined my mother sucking my cock while I masturbated over her blowing me and me cumming in her mouth, I never imagined my mother was promiscuous enough to suck anyone else's cock, especially strippers' cocks. It takes a special kind of whore to suck men's pricks, men that she doesn't even know and had never met, and allow them to cum in her mouth. As stunned as I was sexually excited, I never considered my mother as a cocksucking whore.
Now, every time I see my mother, I'll imagine her with a big dick in her mouth. I'll imagine her giving blowjobs and allowing men to cum in her mouth. I'll imagine her stroking men while sucking men. I'll imagine her topless and/or naked while having sex with men, all men and any man, except for me. I'll imagine men fondling her naked breasts while sucking her big, erect nipples.'
# # #
Hard enough for me to imagine my mother masturbating when I found her pink rabbit vibrator and her big, black dildo in her panty drawer, difficult for me to understand, I couldn't believe that my mother masturbated herself. I had a difficult time imagining her with her knees spread while she fingered her pussy, rubbed her clit with a vibrator, and/or fucked her pussy with a dildo. Now, difficult for me to believe that she sucked cock, wrestling with the image of her on her knees giving blowjobs, I couldn't believe that my beloved mother is a cocksucker.
As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother is a blowjob whore. I still couldn't believe that my dear, sweet mother, sucked cock. I couldn't believe that my mother is a cocksucking whore. A stunning confession, hard for me to imagine my mother willingly and consensually falling to her knees to suck cock, I never thought that my mother sucked cocks and allowed men to cum in her beautiful mouth.
Now, it not only sexually excited me to imagined my mother sucking my cock but also it made me wild with sexual lust to imagine her allowing me to cum in her mouth, too. Yet, even more sexually exciting, it sexually excited me to imagine my mother stroking and sucking strippers' pricks and allowing them to cum in her mouth. Now, that I know my mother is a cocksucker, I'd love for her to blow one or two of my friends. I'd love to watch her stroking and sucking their pricks while I masturbated myself.
I only wished that I could have been there to see my mother on her knees with strippers' pricks in her mouth. I only wished that I could have seen her staring up at them with her big, blue eyes and with their erect pricks in her mouth. I only wished that I could have seen the strippers fondling my mother's naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Now, after imagining them stripping her naked, I wondered if they held up a towel behind her to block the view of the audience while they fucked her, too.
"I may have stroked and sucked more cocks than you," confessed my aunt with a dirty laugh.
'What? Seriously? My kind, sweet, and loving aunt is a cocksucker, too. I don't believe it,' I thought.
Bad enough that my mother is a whore, I couldn't believe that my aunt Kathy was a whore, too. In the way that I thought about my mother sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her mouth, now I thought about my aunt sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her mouth. If it wasn't enough that I imagined my mother blowing me and allowing me to cum in her mouth now I thought of my aunt blowing me and allowing me to cum in her mouth.
Surprised that my aunt sucked cock, too, I couldn't believe that my aunt is a cocksucker, too. I always thought of my aunt as gentle and kind with a good sense of humor, I never thought of her as a cocksucking whore. I had no idea that, like my mother, my aunt stroked cocks while sucking cocks and allowed men to cum in her mouth.
Unable to wrap my head around my mother and my aunt Kathy giving blowjobs, another stunning confession that was hard for me to believe, I never thought that my aunt sucked cocks. Something more to masturbate over later when masturbating myself, it sexually excited me to imagine my mother and/or my aunt stroking and sucking my prick while I fondled their big, naked breasts and turned, twisted, and pulled their erect nipples. Imagining both them on their knees in front of me, it sexually excited me to imagine them allowing me to cum in their mouths.
"I think I may have the both of you beat," said my twenty-five-year-old sister, Carol, with the laugh of a whore. "I've never had as many men not only cum in my mouth but also all over my face. Those horny strippers gave me quite the cum baths. Look at me. I'm covered with cum," she said looking down at her cum stained blouse and her cum stained short skirt.
Indeed, my sister's clothes were covered with cum stains. For her to have that many cum stains, she must have had a half dozen strippers cumming on her. Bad enough that my mother and my aunt were cocksuckers, I couldn't believe that my big, sister, someone who I looked up to, was a cocksucker, too.
"With cum all over my clothes, I look like a modern-day Monica Lewinski," said my sister with a dirty laugh. "I still have cum in my hair," she said with a laugh while running her fingers through her hair matted with cum.
'My sister sucks cock, too. I can't believe my sister sucks cock, too,' I thought. 'Surprised that my big sister was a cocksucker, I never figured her for being a cocksucker. I never thought that my sister was a whore. Not even thinking that she was into men, surprised that she was, if anything, in the way that she interacted with her girlfriends, hugging them and kissing them, I thought my big sister may be bi-sexual or lesbian.'
Yet, as I did with my mother and my aunt, just as it sexually excited me to imagine my big sister fingering and licking pussies, it sexually excited me to imagine my big sister stroking and sucking cocks. I suddenly imagined my sister stroking my prick and sucking my prick while staring up at me with her big, blue eyes as I fondled her big, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. If she blew all of those strippers, I wondered if she'd blow me, too. I wondered if she'd blow one or two of my friends while I watched and masturbated myself.
'Now that I know that my mother, my aunt, and my sister are cocksuckers, in the way that I'd love my mother and my aunt to give me a blowjob, I'd love for my sister to give me a blowjob, too,' I thought.
# # #
Watching them from the darkened living room while I continued pretending that I was asleep on the couch, I looked from my mother to look at my aunt and then to look at my sister. With all their talk of stroking and sucking cocks and strippers cumming in their mouths, they made me horny. Ready to make my sexual move while daring myself to do so, surprising them and, hopefully, sexually exciting them, a big step in exposing myself, I dared myself to walk in the kitchen naked.
This was it. This was really it. I was going to do it. I was going to walk in the kitchen naked. I was going to expose my naked body not only to my mother but also to my sister and to my aunt. I wanted them all to see my erect, naked prick.
Why not? While acting as if I wasn't even there, my mother, aunt, and sister have already walked around the house topless and/or naked in front of me without embarrassment or shame that I saw them topless and/or naked. Besides, my turn to expose myself to them, I was curious for their reactions to seeing my big, naked prick. I was sexually excited to show them my naked, erect cock.
Still wrapping my head around my mother, my aunt, and my sister sucking cock and allowing strippers to cum in their mouths, literally stunned, I had no idea that they sucked cock. I had no idea that my aunt, my mother, and my sister were such promiscuous whores. Now, if I made a surprised appearance in the kitchen naked, I wondered what they'd do.
I wondered if they'd look, stare, or look away. Hoping beyond hope, I wondered if they were still drunk enough to stroke my cock and suck my cock. My sexual fantasy come true; I'd love to see them on their knees kneeling in front of me with my stiff prick in their mouths while they stared up at me. How hot would that be for my mother, my sister, and/or my aunt to blow me? I'd love to cum in my mother's, my aunt's, and my sister's mouths.
'Stroke my cock. Suck my cock,' I imagined saying to my mother while I stroked myself to a harder erection. 'Stroke my cock. Suck my cock,' I imagined saying to my sister. 'Stroke my cock. Suck my cock,' I imagined saying to my aunt. 'I need to cum in your mouths. Blow me. All three of you suck my cock.'
Again, hoping that they were, it was then that I wondered if they were still drunk enough to stroke my cock and suck my cock. If it wasn't enough that I'd love my MILF of a mother to blow me, I'd love my AILF of an aunt to suck my cock, too. Then, with my sexy, big sister an admitted cocksucking whore, as she did with the male strippers, I wondered if she'd stroke my cock, suck my cock, and allow me to cum in her mouth and all over her face. I'd love to give my mother, my aunt, and my sister cum baths.
# # #
Not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I wondered how to play this. Never seeing me coming, I needed to catch them by surprise. Emerging from the darkened living room to walk the length of the dark hall, stealthily emerging into the bright light of the kitchen, I didn't want them to see me coming. In the way that they totally surprised me by their cocksucking confessions, I wanted to surprise them by seeing me naked.
Pretending that I was still asleep on the couch, I didn't want them to know that I had overheard their oral sex conversations of confessing to giving blowjobs. I didn't want them to know that I knew that they allowed strippers to cum in their mouths and all over their faces. I didn't want them to know that I knew that they were all promiscuous whores. In the way that they completely caught me off-guard with their sexual confessions, I wanted to catch them completely off-guard by exposing myself to them.
Again, daring myself to do so, the first time seeing me naked, I was horny enough and sexually excited enough to expose myself to my mother, my aunt, and my sister. I wanted them to see my naked prick in the way that I've already seen their naked tits, their naked asses, and their naked pussies. Wondering if they'd look, stare, or look away, I wondered if they'd reach out and touch my cock and/or stroke my cock. Hoping beyond hope, I wondered if they'd blow me. Whatever were their reactions, I couldn't wait to see their reactions to seeing my naked, erect prick.



Taking a big chance, I took a big breath for courage. This was it. This was really it. No turning back now, determined to expose myself to them, I was really going to do this. I was going to expose my naked body to my mother, my sister, and to my aunt.
After continuing to stroke myself to a bigger and harder erection, I quietly and ever so stealthily got up from the couch. Without making a sound, I slowly walked from the living room and down the darkened hall to the kitchen naked. Then, entering the doorway to stand in clear view of my mother, my sister, and my aunt, I stood there waiting for them to stop talking and notice me. I couldn't wait to see their reaction to seeing me naked.
Having never deliberately exposed myself to anyone before, I was as nervous as I was sexually excited. If it wasn't enough that I was about to expose myself to my mother but also, I was about to expose myself to my sister and to my aunt. I couldn't wait to show them my naked prick. I couldn't wait for them to see my erect dick. Something that I never thought of doing before, now that I know that the three of them are cocksucking whores, I'd love to have incestuous sex with not only my mother but also with my sister and my aunt.
"Oh, shit! This is embarrassing," I said feigning my embarrassment while looking from my mother, to look at my aunt, and then to at my sister when they all turned to face me.
As if they were all waiting for me to drop my hand and expose my naked prick to them, they continued staring at my hand holding my stiff prick.
"I heard a noise that awakened me. I didn't know you were home already," I said holding my hand in front of my cock to cover my erection. "I thought you'd still be out celebrating your birthday."
My mother, my aunt, and my sister all turned completely around to stare at me as if they had never seen a naked man before when they had their wicked, sexual way with half-a-dozen, naked strippers. Yet, them seeing me nearly, naked was different. I wasn't a stranger. I was my mother's son. I was my aunt's nephew. I was my sister's brother. Nevertheless, they all stared at my hand as if waiting for me to drop my hand and expose my naked prick to them.
# # #
How dare I expose myself to them? Yet, taking two to play the game of exhibitionism and voyeurism, they seemingly had no problem exposing their nearly, naked and naked bodies to me. And in the way that they were staring at me, they all seemed plenty interested in wanting to see my naked prick. Not wanting to disappoint them by not showing them my naked cock, I was ready to expose myself to them.
"Christopher," said my mother while slurring her words and letting out a little laugh. "Now that you're naked, pretend that you're one of the strippers and give us a show."
Getting in on the fun, my sister laughed, too.
"Show us your prick, Chris. We want to see your cock," said my sister sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips while holding a handful of dollar-bills in her hand.
My aunt laughed.
"As if you're one of the strippers, let's see you dance," said my aunt. "Dance Christopher. Dance. I want to see you dance," she said. "I want to see your naked prick moving up and down, side to side, and all around," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Not wanting to be the only one naked, I told my mother, my sister, and my aunt what I wanted from them for me to dance for them naked.
"I'll give you a show, mother, if you give me a striptease show and dance naked," I said to my mother while not really thinking that my MILF of a mother would strip herself naked and dance naked in front of me. "With me already naked, I'd love to see you naked, too."
Then, while waiting for my mother to accept my challenge and strip herself naked, I looked to my sister. Undressing her with my eyes, I looked at my sister as if she was already naked. Much like my mother and my aunt, my sister had a sexy and a shapely body. Hoping that she'd accept my challenge and strip herself naked, too, I couldn't wait to see my big sister naked.
"I'll show you my prick, Carol," I said to my sister. "If you show me your naked ass, your naked tits, and your naked pussy. With me ready to show you my naked body, I'd love to see your naked body, too."
Finally, I looked at my aunt while staring at her big tits and the impressions that her erect nipples made through her blouse and bra. I'd give anything to touch her tits, feel her tits, and fondle her naked breasts while sucking her big nipples. With my aunt my favorite, I've always wanted to see her without her clothes. I had no idea how many times that I masturbated over my aunt while imagining her naked and having sex with me.
"I'll gladly dance for you, auntie, if you strip yourself naked and dance for me," I said staring at my aunt while undressing her with my eyes in the way that I undressed my mother and my sister with my eyes. "If you show me your naked body, I'll show you my naked body."
My mother stood and pulled out four shot glasses from the China cabinet. Then, she removed a vodka bottle from the liquor cabinet. She poured four shots of vodka.
"You need to catch up with us," said my mother after pouring four shots of vodka.
My aunt opened the refrigerator and removed a bottle of beer, twisted off the cap and handed it to me.
"Drink up," she said. "It's going to be a long, sexy night."
# # #
Something that I thought that I'd never see, I couldn't believe it when my mother stood and started removing her clothes.
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'My mother is really stripping herself naked. Am I still sleeping and dreaming this happening? I don't believe this.'
While she stared at me staring at her, as if she was a stripper giving me a striptease show, I watched my MILF of a mother slowly unbutton her blouse. She unbuttoned one button at a time while looking down to see what each button revealed before looking up at me to seeing what I could see of her bra, her sexy long, line of cleavage, and the tops of her naked breasts. My drunken mother stood before me in her big, white brassiere and her short skirt.
'I don't believe this. My drunken mother is really stripping herself naked in front of me. As is she's a stripper, she's giving me a striptease show,' I thought.
Finally, when her blouse was unbuttoned, she removed her blouse and tossed it on a chair behind her. Then, continuing her impromptu striptease, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt and allowed it to slide to her feet to step out of her skirt. She picked up her skirt and tossed that on top of her blouse on the chair behind her. Unashamed, acting like the promiscuous whore that she is, my mother stood before me dressed in her revealing low-cut bra and white, sheer, bikini panties.
Not wasting time undressing, while I ogled her nearly, naked body, my mother still didn't look unembarrassed while showing me all that I wanted to see of her beautiful, naked body. Then, she reached around behind her and unhooked her bra. As if there was a drumroll going off in my head, she held her bra cups to her breasts before releasing one and then the other.
My MILF of a mother was topless. I couldn't believe that she was showing me her naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother naked tits and her erect nipples. Especially for a woman her age, my mother had beautiful breasts. Her naked breasts were as big as they were shapely and hardly sagged at all.
Then, not done stripping herself naked, she stuck a thumb in the waistband of her panties and slid her panties down to her ankles. My mother was naked. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my mother's naked tits, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's naked pussy and her shapely, naked ass.
Giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look, my mother stared down at her naked body before staring up at me. I stared at her big, naked breasts and at her blonde, trimmed pussy. Then, when she turned to take a sip of her coffee, I stared at her shapely, naked ass. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother naked. For a forty-five-year-old woman, she still had a beautiful, sexy, and shapely body.
Hoping that she'd allow me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked body, I couldn't wait to touch her. I couldn't wait to feel her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother. I couldn't wait to hold her in my arms and kiss her. I couldn't wait to French kiss her while fondling her naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. I couldn't wait to have sex with her. I couldn't wait to fuck my mother.
I couldn't wait to finger her pussy and rub her clit. Something that I had always wanted to do, I couldn't wait to masturbate my mother. Wanting to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers, I couldn't wait to see and hear her cum. Not stopping there, I couldn't wait to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I couldn't wait to eat my mother. I couldn't wait to make slow, sweet love to her before mounting her and fucking her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
# # #
As if she couldn't wait to get naked in front of me, my sister was next to undress. In the way that my mother slowly unbuttoned her blouse while staring at me, my sister stood and slowly unbuttoned her blouse while staring at me. As soon as she removed her blouse, while staring up at me with her big, blue eyes to make sure that I was looking, Carol reached in front of her to unhook her front snapping bra.
I couldn't believe that I was about to see my sister's naked tits. Seemingly eager to show me her naked breasts, as soon as she unhooked her front snapping bra, her naked breasts fell from her bra to show me the size and the shape of her D cup breasts along with her erect nipples. My sister had such shapely breasts.
Next, not wasting any time stripping herself naked, my sister unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. Allowing it to fall to the floor, she stood before me in her naked breasts and panties. Then, pushing down her panties with her fingertips, in the way that my mother was naked and was still naked, my sister was naked. In the way that I stared at my mother's naked breasts and at her blonde, trimmed pussy, I stared at my sister's naked breasts and at her blonde, trimmed pussy.
Figuring that she was next to strip herself naked, I looked to my aunt Kathy ready to see her without her clothes. Ready to strip herself naked, she stood and lifted her top up, over her head, and off. In the way that my mother and my sister stood before me in their white, D cup bras, my aunt stood before me in her white, D cup bra. Then, pushing down her pants, she stood before me in her panties and bra. As much as I loved seeing my mother in my sister in their bras and panties, I loved seeing my aunt in her bra and panties, too.
Not done undressing, ready to strip herself naked, too, my aunt reached around her and unhooked her bra. Again, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, while staring at me, my aunt Kathy removed her bra to show me her big, naked breasts and erect nipples. Then, in the way that my mother and sister removed their panties, my aunt removed her panties, too. In the way that I stared at my mother's and my sister's blonde, trimmed pussies, I stared at my aunt's red, trimmed pussy.
# # #
Obediently obeying my mother, my aunt, and my big sister, I moved my hand from my stiff prick. Sexually excited to show them my naked, erect prick, I showed my mother, my sister, and my aunt my naked cock. Not done exposing myself to them, I sexually teased them by slowly stroking my cock. Ready to masturbate myself in front of them, I wanted them to see me cum. Hoping that they'd masturbate in front of me, too, I'd love to see and hear my mother, my sister, and my aunt having sexual orgasms from masturbating themselves.
Giving my mother a show of my erection, while showing my sister my naked prick, I danced naked for my aunt. Joining in on the naked fun, my mother stood and danced with me. I wrapped my arm around my mother's waist and pulling her close, we danced together while naked. I reached my horny hand down and felt my mother's shapely ass while we continued dancing. Not stopping me, she allowed me to fondle her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, I continued touching, feeling, and fondling my mother's naked breasts while leaning down to kiss her on the lips. As soon as my lips touched her lips, she parted my lips with her tongue. My mother was French kissing me. I couldn't believe she was French kissing me.
Pushing my mother away and taking sexual control of me, my sister knelt in front of me. She took my erect cock in her soft, warm hand to stroke me before she took my stiff prick in her mouth to suck me while staring up at me. My big sister was blowing me. Never believing that my sister would ever give me a blowjob, I never imagined that my sister would ever suck my cock. I couldn't believe that my big sister was stroking my dick while sucking my dick.
I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. If she did allow me to cum in her mouth, I couldn't wait to cum in my sister's mouth. Just as the strippers did, I couldn't wait to cum all over my sister's face. I couldn't wait to give Carol a cum bath. I put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head and humped her mouth and fucked her face.
Only, before I could cum in Carol's mouth, with her now taking sexual control of the situation, my aunt Kathy pushed my sister away. She knelt in front of me and in the way that my sister took my prick in her hand before taking my cock in her mouth, my aunt took my prick in her hand before taking me in her mouth. Then, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, my mother knelt in front of me, too.
The three women were fighting for my swollen prick. In the way that my sister and aunt took my erect cock in their hands, my mother took my stiff prick in her hand. She stroked me while staring up at me. Then, leaning forward, my mother took me in her mouth. My mother was blowing me. Stunned that my mother was blowing me, I couldn't believe that my mother was sucking my cock.
They all took turns sucking my cock. Getting close to cumming, I wanted to save enough cum to cum in all of their mouths and all over their faces. Then, as if an erupting volcano exploding, I not only ejaculated cum in my mother's mouth but with my sister and my aunt taking turns grabbing my cock, they allowed me to cum in their mouths, too. I couldn't believe that I ejaculated cum in my mother's mouth, in my sister's mouth, and in my aunt's mouth.
Only, a one-time incestuous, sexual experience, I hoped that when it was my aunt's birthday and she turned forty-five-years-old, that they'd party with the drunken strippers again. Hoping they'd return home drunk and horny, have sex with me, I had that to look forward to happening. Then, of course, there was my sister's thirtieth, birthday celebration and that promised to be a big, drunken, sexual bash.
Hopefully, not only would I be having sex with my drunken sister again but also, I'd be having sex with my drunken mother and my drunken aunt. Then there were my sister's friends. No doubt, they'd all want to get in on the sexual action. What women that I didn't have sex with that night, too drunk to drive home, I'd be having sex with the next morning.
'I love my family,' I thought.
If it's not enough that I've had incestuous sex with my mother, my sister, and my aunt but soon, when my aunt turns forty-five, I'll be having sex with my aunt's friends. Then, when my sister turns thirty, I'll be having sex with my sister's friends, too. I can only imagine what will happen when I turn thirty. I imagine that my mother, sister, and aunt will not only be having incestuous sex with me again but also will be having sex with all of my friends, too.
THE END
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Sex with my Stepmother, Elizabeth
Dante has sex with his stepmother, Elizabeth
First of all, even though this story is posted to the incest category, I never had incestuous sex with any of my blood, related relatives. I never knew my real mother, my father never married her. With my mother ready to give me away after giving birth to me, my father gave me a home when my mother wanted nothing more to do with me. So not only did I never have sex with my mother but also, I never knew my mother.
I don't have any sisters, so I couldn't have had sex with them either. Short on blood relatives, as far as I know, I don't even have any aunts, uncles, or cousins. Perhaps, on my father's side but with him dead and buried, and never talking to me about his background, I wouldn't know if he had any brothers and/or sisters, and if I had any aunts, uncles, and cousins. An oddity and a rarity, alone with my bad self, I don't have any family that I could have had incestuous sex with. I wish I had more family but I don't.
# # #
Figments of their overactive and perverted imaginations, I think that many of these incest stories that are posted on Literotica are sexual fantasies that men wished had happened. C'mon, seriously, you don't believe everything that you read, do you? Imagining having sex with their mothers and/or with their sisters while masturbating themselves, most men are the whore mongers that they wished that their mothers and/or sisters were incestuous whores.
While imagining having incestuous sex with their aunts, cousins, mothers-in-law, sisters-in-law, and even grandmothers, any women with tits, a pussy, and a mouth are fair game to masturbate themselves over. If I had female relatives to have sex with, I can't even imagine having sex with my mother, my sisters, my aunts, and my female cousins. If I was having incestuous sex with my blood, related relatives, I can only imagine how it would happen.
I imagined a sexy, sexual scenario with my mother. Always masturbating myself while imagining her naked and her having sex with me, I wished that I could have had sex with my mother, whoever she was and wherever she is. My sexual fantasy type of woman, I imagine her being tall, beautiful, and blonde with big tits and big blue eyes. Yet, when not having sex with my imagined mother, as if it really happened, the next best thing is to write about having sex with my mother as if it really happened.
# # #
Sexual fantasy #1: Sex with my imagined MILF of a mother, Kathy.
'Flabbergasted and at a loss for words, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, my MILF of a mother, Kathy, entered my bedroom wearing nothing but a sexy smile and a naughty look,' imagined Dante.
Always masturbating myself while imagining my mother naked, I continued masturbating myself while imagining that my mother was there with me in my bedroom naked. I imagined that she was watching me masturbate myself. I imagined that she was remaining in my room to watch me cum. As if she was really there with me in my room, and believing that she was, I could see her in my mind's eye.
'My mother is naked, totally naked. I can't believe that I'm seeing her beautiful, naked body. The first time seeing her without her clothes, I can't believe that she's naked. I can't believe that she's watching me masturbate myself. I can't believe she staying in my room while waiting for me to cum. I stared at her big, naked breasts, her symmetrical areolas, her erect nipples, and her naked, blonde, bushy pussy.'
If she hadn't sexually teased me enough already with her being naked, she continued sexually teasing me by seductively staring at me. As if her hands were my hands, I watched her fondling her big, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Something that I never expected her to do, I watched her lift her breasts to her mouth and suck her nipples. Something that I couldn't wait to do myself, I couldn't believe that my mother not only fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples but also, she was sucked her nipples.
'Wow,' I thought while imagining my mother fondling her naked breasts and fingering and sucking her nipples.
If that wasn't enough, continuing to sexually tease me, I watched my mother reach her hand down between her legs to rub her clit and finger fuck her naked pussy. She was not only naked but also, she was masturbating herself in front of me. I'd not only love to masturbate my mother but also, I'd love to eat her pussy, too. I'd love to dive into that blonde, bushy muff while reaching up to feel and fondled her naked breasts and pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
'I wish I could masturbate my mother,' I thought while stroking my cock. 'I wish I could eat her blonde, naked pussy. Only, with this nothing more than a sexual fantasy, and with me not knowing who my mother is and where she is, I'll never have sex with my mother.'
# # #
Then, out of the blue, as if I was hearing things. I heard her soft, melodious voice. Whether imagined or real, it was nice to imagine hearing her voice. It was good to put a voice with her naked body.
'Fuck me, Dante. Fuck your mother. I'm horny,' I imagined my mother saying. 'Stick your big cock in my warm pussy and fuck me. Mommy needs to cum.'
I couldn't believe that the first thing that I imagined her saying to me was asking me to fuck her. My mother is horny. She needs me to stick my big cock in her warm pussy. She needs to cum.
Not having to tell me what to sexually do more than once, I climbed out of bed, removed my pajama bottoms, and stood in front of my imagined mother naked. This was the one time that I wished I had an anatomically correct, blowup doll. If I had such a doll, I'd pretend that she was my mother. I'd fuck the doll and have her blow me.
# # #
Ready to mount her and ready to fuck my imagined mother, I already had a big, hard erection ready to stick in her. In case she changed her mind about wanting me to fuck her, not waiting for her to change her mind about us having incestuous sex, and not taking no for an answer, I pushed my mother back on my bed. As if she was a whore, my whore, that I invited home from the bar last night, I mounted her. As if she was really there laying on my bed naked, I imagined mounting my mother.
Something that I had never imagined doing before, I couldn't believe that I imagined mounting my mother now. I moved my erect prick between her legs, slid it in her wet, blonde pussy, and fucked her. Humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked my mother. While humping my pillow, I couldn't believe that I was fucking my mother. I fucked her hard enough and fast enough to give her what she wanted, a sexual orgasm with my cock.
'Dante. Dante. Oh, my God, Dante,' I imagined her saying. 'Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me, Dante. Fuck me,' I imagined my mother saying.
Humping her faster and humping her harder, really pounding and piledriving her pussy, I stopped when she stiffened her legs and arched her back. Something that I had never imagined before, I imagined my MILF of a mother cumming from me fucking her. Instead of taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, with her full of sexual surprises, she surprised me again.
After I fucked her and after she had her sexual orgasm, she slid herself halfway down the bed. While staring up at me seductively, she took my cock in her soft, warm hand to fondle my stiff prick with her manicure fingertips. Wrapping her fingers around my erect prick tighter, she slowly stroked my cock before stroking it faster and harder. Then, while continuing to stare up at me, she took my stiff prick in her warm, wet mouth.
She was blowing me. My mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe my mother was giving me a blowjob. I continued imagining my MILF of a mother blowing me. I imagined her sucking my cock. I imagined putting a gentle hand behind my mother's blonde, pretty head. I humped my pillow as if I was humping her mouth and fucking her face.
"Oh, mom," I said. "That feels so good. Blow me, mom. Blow me. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said while imagining tracing her lips and touching my cock with my fingertips to see if my cock was really in my mother's mouth.
I imagined her not only sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her mouth but later that night, with us sleeping in the same bed together, I imagined her allowing me to fuck her in her ass. My first time having anal sex, I couldn't believe that I was imagining having anal sex with my MILF of a mother. Dabbing her ass with plenty of lube, as if my mother had been fucked in the ass many times before, she had a bigger than normal sized asshole and, as if my prick belonged there, my cock slid right inside.
As if I was humping her mouth and fucking her face, I humped my mother's ass faster and harder while hanging onto her big, naked breasts. I never knew that anal sex could feel so good. Returning my humps with her humps, my mother allowed my engorged prick to slip deeper inside of her.
'Fuck me, Dante,' I imagined her saying again. 'Fuck me in my ass. Fuck your mother. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Pound your mother's ass with your big, hard prick. Make me cum again, Dante. Make your mother cum.'
If it wasn't enough that my mother fucked me, blew me, and allowed me to cum not only in her pussy but also in her sweet mouth, I couldn't believe it when she allowed me to fuck her in her ass, too. Not wanting to disappoint her, I humped her ass faster. I humped her ass harder. Determined to make her cum while having anal sex with my imagined mother, I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples.
# # #
From that day forward, making my mother my consensual, incestuous whore, I regularly fucked my mother in all three of her holes. I imagined that we made love every night and we fucked every morning. Returning the sexual favor, filling her mouth, pussy, and ass with cum, I imagined that she blew me every night and sucked my cock every morning. When I wasn't cumming in her mouth, I was cumming all over her face and across her naked breasts. Something that I imagined giving her as much as she loved receiving, I loved giving my mother cum baths.
I imagined her allowing me to finger her blonde, bushy pussy while licking her bushy pussy. Not only did I imagine masturbating my mother but I imagined eating her cunt, too. I imagined her being the best lover that I ever had. Whether imagined or real, there's nothing like having sex with your mother.
"I love you, Mommy," I imagined saying to my non-existent mother.
I imagined her smiling at me.
'I love you, too, Dante,' I imagined my mother saying.
Something that made me hot to imagine doing, I couldn't believe it when I gave my mother multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I continued masturbating myself over the imagined sex that I wished I had with my mother, whoever she was and wherever she was. Alas, not to be, all that I could do was to imagine having sex with my MILF of a mother while masturbating over her naked and having sex with me. All that I could do was to write the sexual fantasy that I imagined that I had with my mother while masturbating over it every day.
# # #
Taking him or her at their word, the only stories posted on Literotica's incest category that I believed are those stories that the writer notates are true stories. In my case, except for the two sexual fantasies about having sex with my imagined mother and sister, this story is, indeed, a true story. I don't believe all that I read.
Yet, even with true stories, writers of erotica, as if their stories are not sexually salacious enough, take poetic license by embellishing their true stories to make them even more erotically scandalous. They want readers to be sexually excited enough to not only read their stories but also vote, comment, and masturbate over their stories. Worth adding a few things that wasn't in the original, true story, they walked the line of fantasy and fiction for the sake of incest.
Continuing my sexual fantasies, I imagined a sexual fantasy with my imagined sister, Samantha. When I'm not masturbating over imagining my mother naked and having sex with me, I'm masturbating over imagining my sister naked and having sex with me. I wish I could have had sex with my sexy sister but with me not even having a sister, writing about having sex with my sister, as if it really happened, is the next best thing.
# # #
Sexual fantasy #2: Sex with my imagined sexy sister, Samantha.
I've always been sexually attracted to my sexy, twenty-year-old, kid sister, Samantha. Who wouldn't be sexually attracted to her? She's drop dead gorgeous. While imagining her in her sexy low-cut bra and white bikini panties, and/or topless, I've always undressed her with my eyes as if she was already in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
Who wouldn't be horny enough to undress her with their eyes? She's as beautiful as she's sexy. She has the face of a movie star and the body of a porn star. Without doing anything, other than putting on makeup, fixing her hair, and wearing something sexually revealing, she already looks like a celebrity. In the way that I continually masturbated over imagining my non-existent mother naked and having sex with me, I imagined my non-existent sister naked and having sex with me.
One day, I was standing in my sister's bedroom talking to her and joking around with her and laughing. Suddenly shocking me and blowing my mind, out of the clear blue, as if I wasn't even in her bedroom with her, my sexy sister, Samantha, stood from her bed, turned to face me, and started mindlessly undressing herself right in front of me. As if I was having a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe my eyes. Suddenly not having any modesty or shame, totally unembarrassed, my sister was removing her blouse.
Heated with sexual excitement, in case she was sleepwalking, not wanting to awaken her, I stood there watching her while not making a sound. I couldn't believe that she was removing her blouse while staring up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look. Clearly, she wanted to undress in front of me. Obviously, she wanted me to watch her undressing. As if she was a flasher and an exhibitionist whore, she wanted me to see her without her clothes. My sexy sister wanted me to see her in her sexy underwear, topless, and/or hopefully naked.
'What the fuck? Is she kidding me? Oh, my God. Doesn't she know that I'm standing in her bedroom talking to her,' I wondered? 'How could she not know that I can see her undressing? Hello? I'm watching you undressing,' I thought.
# # #
While I ogled my imagined sister undressing herself with my eyes bugging out of her head, I watched her unbutton and remove her blouse. Something that I never imagined of her before, I imagined my twenty-year-old, sister standing before me in her sexy, low-cut, white brassiere. Then, as if I was dreaming, I watched her unbutton, unzip, and remove her short skirt.
With her standing before me wearing her revealing, sheer, white, bikini panties, and her low-cut bra I figured she'd stop there, but she didn't. As if she was a stripper on stage, she continued undressing herself. If her stripping down to her underwear wasn't quite enough, Samantha was intent on stripping herself naked in front of me, her big, horny brother.
While she continued staring up at me, I watched her reach around her and unhook her bra. I imagined holding my breath in anticipation of seeing my imagined, sister's naked tits. Then, careful not to expose her naked breasts, she slowly removed one bra strap before removing the other bra strap. Finally, holding her bra cups in place with me staring at her with my jaw dropped and my mouth hanging open, she removed her bra cups, first one and then the other.
I imagined seeing my sister's naked breasts. I couldn't believe that she had exposed her naked tits to me. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my sister's naked, D cup breasts and her erect, pink nipples.
Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I continued watching her undressing. My sexy sister was stripping herself naked in front of me. If it wasn't enough that I saw my imagined sister in her bra and panties, I couldn't believe that I saw my sister's naked tits. If that wasn't enough, now I couldn't believe that I was about to see my sexy sister naked. I was about to see her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy and her naked perfectly developed, shapely, naked ass.
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. I can't believe that my sister is stripping herself naked in front of me,' I thought. 'I'll be masturbating over her underwear clad, topless, and naked body for the rest of my life.'
Still not done undressing, while seductively staring up at me, she inserted her fingertips in the waistband of her panties and slowly pushed them down to her ankles. Exposing her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy to me, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my sister's naked cunt. Then, turning around, and as if daring me to fuck her, I imagined her bending at the waist to show me her shapely, naked ass.
I not only saw my sister's naked tits, pussy, and ass but also, I saw her completely naked. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my sexy, sister Samantha naked. Unable to wrap my head around it, I couldn't believe that my sister stripped herself naked in front of me. If it wasn't enough that I had imagined my mother coming in my room naked to have sex with me, I couldn't believe that my sister wanted me to see her naked as much as I wanted to see her naked.
# # #
'Your turn,' I imagined her saying while continuing to sexually surprise me. 'Take off your clothes. Show me your cock. I want to see your naked prick,' I imagined her saying while I imagined her staring down at the bulge in my pants.
'If it wasn't enough that I imagined my imagined sister stripping herself naked in front of me, I couldn't believe that she wanted me to strip myself naked in front of her. My sister wanted me to show her my naked cock. I couldn't believe that she wanted to see my naked prick.'
Obediently obeying my sister, eager to show her my naked cock, I stripped off my clothes as if my clothes were on fire. I imagined my sister staring at my naked prick in the way that I stared at her naked tits and pussy. Then, further sexually shocking me, not believing that she would, my sister moved to her knees in front of me.
'Oh, my God,' I thought while ready to imagine my sister blowing me.
Since the first time that I imagined having a sister and since the first time that I imagined her stripping herself naked in front of me, I always imagined her blowing me. While wishing that I had a sister to have incestuous sex with, I've always wanted my sister to suck my cock. I've always wanted to cum in Samantha's beautiful mouth.
While sexually teasing me by staring up at me, she slowly slid her tongue along her red, full lips. Then, she took my erect prick in her hand to slowly stroke me before she took my stiff cock in her mouth to suck me. My sexual fantasy come true; my imagined sister was blowing me. I couldn't believe my kid sister was sucking my cock.
Stroking me while sucking me, she seemed determined for me to cum in her mouth. My sexual fantasy finally coming true, giving her what she wanted, I couldn't wait to cum in my sister's mouth. I couldn't wait to cum all over her pretty face and across her big, naked breasts. I couldn't wait to give my sister a cum bath.
I stared down at my sexy sister as if I was dreaming or sexually fantasizing over her blowing me. I imagined Samantha was sucking my cock while I masturbated myself. Even though it was nothing more than a sexual fantasy, seemingly so believably real, I couldn't believe that my sister was sucking my cock. Stroking me faster and stroking me harder, she seemingly wanted me to shoot my load of cum in her mouth.



While staring up at me and smiling with my prick in her mouth, my sister continued stroking my cock while sucking my cock. I stared down at the imagined sight of my naked sister blowing me. If it wasn't enough that my sister stripped herself naked in front of me, my twenty-year-old kid sister sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her mouth.
'I couldn't believe that my sister willingly and consensual blew me without any undo sexual pressure from me,' thought Dante while masturbating himself over the imagined blowjob that he had received from his imagined sister. 'Seemingly, she wanted to suck my cock as much as I wanted her to suck my cock. Seemingly, she wanted me to cum in her mouth as much as I wanted to cum in her mouth.'
I imagined putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and humped her mouth and fucked her face. It didn't take me long to cum in her mouth and when I did, as if surprising her, she pulled away and I ejaculated the rest of my cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. I gave my imagined sister quite the cum bath. With cum dripping from her blonde hair, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and from her naked breasts, I couldn't believe that I gave my sexy sister a cum bath.
# # #
Nevertheless, whether true or fiction, fantasy or real life, I never believed many of the incestuous sex stories that I read on Literotica until it happened to me. Actually, with Elizabeth my stepmother not blood related to me, I'm not even sure if having sex with my stepmother is considered incest. Yet, with us living under the same roof and in the same house and with her my mother, albeit my stepmother, if anything, sex between us is deemed as forbidden as it may be incestuous.
# # #
Author's note:
This is a true story that Dante asked me to write about the incestuous, sexual relationship that he had with his stepmother, Elizabeth.
# # #
Sex with my Stepmother, Elizabeth
After my father was unexpectedly hospitalized and tragically died from COVID, I continued living with my stepmother. The only home that I knew, I had nowhere else to go. Wanting to continue our routine, it seemed natural to continue living together. Besides, the only relative that I had, where many sons don't get along with their stepmothers, I loved my stepmother.
We had a good relationship. Even though I continued having incestuous fantasies over my imagined mother and sister, oddly enough, respecting her more than that, I never had a sexual fantasy about my stepmother. Even though I was a masturbation machine, masturbating three and four times a day, I never masturbated over my stepmother in the way that I continually masturbated over my imagined mother and sister.
Perhaps, I didn't think of my stepmother sexually because we both had gone through the same, God awful, tragic death of my father, her husband. Yet, closer than I ever imagined us growing, becoming inseparable, we were not only stepmother and stepson but also, we were best friends. Helping one another through the sudden and unexpected death of my father, we were one another's support system. When one was down, the other was up. We helped one another make it through such a devastating period in our lives.
Slowly growing closer together over the years, nothing really sexually happened until more than a year after my father died. Not sexually attracted to her before, I never looked at her in that sexually, forbidden way that I looked at her now. She was as beautiful as she was sexy and shapely.
Always together, we had fun going everywhere and doing everything together. With her love of cooking and trying different foods and spices, food shopping was always an adventure. Where most men dread going food shopping with their wives, I enjoyed going food shopping with my stepmother.
With us both working from home, when we weren't working, we were watching movies or playing board games. Yet, something my father never did with his wife, having no secrets, we constantly and continually talked to one another. Our open and honest relationship and our constant and continued dialogue were key to our close stepmother and stepson relationship. Talking about everything and talking about nothing, continually having conversations, we laughed over everything and laughed over nothing.
As if we were identical twins who had their own secret dialogue, we just had to look at one another to start laughing. We didn't even have to verbalize what we were thinking to know what the other was thinking. It was tragic living without my father but I could never imagine living the rest of my life without my stepmother. I never met a woman like her. I now knew why my father fell in love with her. How could he not? Intelligently interesting, she was as beautiful as she was sensual.
# # #
Because my father was sexually attracted to younger woman, and with him twenty-years-older than her, there was only a 9-year difference in age between us. With me 26-years-old, my stepmother was thirty-five-years-old. She had only been living with my father for three-years-before he succumbed to COVIDs. Nonetheless, even with age not making a difference, I never imagined us having a sexual relationship until it recently happened.
Ready to move out before my father had taken ill, I had been looking for a place to live. Unable to afford a place of my own, I needed to find a roommate. Then, once my father was hospitalized, my plans to move out were suddenly and unexpectedly put on hold. Glad that I didn't move out, I needed to stay with the only family that I had, and that was my stepmother, Elizabeth.
To be honest, I never expected to have my stepmother as my roommate, it just happened. I never expected my stepmother to be my lover but that just happened, too. With neither of us able to afford separate, household expenses, it made sense for me to continue living with my stepmother and for her to continue living with me. Thank God that my father owned the house. At least we had that. Only, instead of leaving the house in my name, he left the house in both of our names.
# # #
One of a kind, my stepmother, Elizabeth, was as tall as she was shapely. Standing at 5'10" tall and over six-feet tall when in heels, with all eyes upon her, she was easy to notice when she walked in a room. With her beautiful, long, red hair and her big, blue, expressive eyes, her huge, Irish milkmaid, double D cup breasts were integral parts of her makeup and identity as were her freckles. Indeed, a proud descendent from the Emerald Isle, she was a stunningly, beautiful woman from Ireland.
Had she not been my stepmother, I'd never have a chance with a woman who looked like her. With her way above the normal women that I dated, pretty or cute but not beautiful, she was the best-looking woman that I've ever known. Because we were stepmother and stepson and because we were both as lonely as we were horny, with neither of us knowing this at the time, it was inevitable that we'd be lovers. It was inevitable that we'd be having sex.
No longer masturbating over my imagined mother and my imagined sister, it was then that I started masturbating over imagining my stepmother naked and her having forbidden sex with me. As I did with my imagined mother and sister, masturbating over her three and four times a day, I continued masturbating over my stepmother while imagining her naked and having sex with me. Looking for more fodder to masturbate over later, undressing her with my eyes, I imagined her in her panties and bra. I imagined her topless. I imagined her naked. I took every opportunity to see what I shouldn't see of her.
Always sitting across from her in my father's upraised, throne like chair, and with her sitting lower on the soft, cushions of the sofa, I stared at her white panties whenever she parted her knees enough for me to see. With her always wearing her uniform of choice, a short skirt and a low-cut blouse, every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs, she flashed me a triangular patch of her bright, white, bikini panties. Every time she leaned forward to retrieve something from the coffee table or leaned over me, she gave me a great downblouse view of her long line of sexy cleavage and low-cut bra.
Comfortable enough with me for me to see her in her sheer and sexy nightgowns, she no longer had the false modesty to wear a robe over her nightgown. Then, when sitting across from me and not careful how she sat in her short, low-cut nightgowns, she flashed me up-nightgown peeks of her red, naked pussy. Every time she reached for her coffee mug, she flashed me a down-nightgown view of her cleavage and of her naked breasts. I loved seeing up-nightgown peeks of my stepmother's red, naked pussy as much as I loved seeing down-nightgown views of her naked breasts.
Returning the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, I wore pajama bottoms without underwear. Whenever I had an erection, which was whenever I saw something of my stepmother that I shouldn't see, immediately developing an erection, it looked as if I had a small pipe tenting my pajama bottoms. Then, as soon as I had an erection, wanting her to notice my erect cock, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my cock while hoping that it would peek out from my pajama pee hole to say hello to my stepmother.
'Hello. I'm Damian, Dante's prick,' I imagined my cock bowing to the stare of my stepmother.
A sexy game that we both played, my stepmother stared at the impression of my cock tenting my pajama bottoms in the way that I stared at her erect nipples pushing against her sheer nightgown. Then, one day when I was horny, when I went to the kitchen to get her more coffee, I deliberately pulled my cock out of my pajama pee hole. When I returned with her coffee, standing directly in front of her, unembarrassed and unashamed, while pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed, I was curious for her reaction to seeing my naked prick.
In the way that my stepmother flashed me her naked pussy and her naked tits, I finally flashed her my naked cock. Leaning over her while serving her coffee, with the head of my cock mere inches from her mouth, I watched her stare at my erect prick in the way that I stared at her red pubic hair and erect nipples. I was so tempted to put my hand behind her blonde, pretty head and impale her mouth with my erect prick. Yet, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I had more respect for my stepmother than that.
# # #
Yet, biding our time while playing sexy, sexual games of exhibitionism and voyeurism, innocently enough, our sexual relationship started when we were cuddling on the couch and keeping one another warm while watching a movie. I remember it as if it was yesterday. We were watching The Secretary with James Spader of Black List and Maggie Gyllenhaal of The Kindergarten Teacher and Crazy Heart. A favorite movie of mine but a movie she had never seen, I was surprised by her sexual reaction to watching the intense sexual scenes in the movie.
The night before, testing the sexual water, I warmed her up by watching Spanking the Monkey. The movie is about a son helping his mother shower after she broke her leg. He continually rubbed crème on the top of her leg because the cast made her leg itchy. Then, eventually moving his hand higher with the welcomed nod from his mother, he rubbed more than her leg. He rubbed her pussy. He masturbated his mother before making love to and fucking his mother.
Yet, even though Spanking the Monkey was a more graphical depiction of what Dante expected from his stepmother, she seemed more sexually aroused by watching The Secretary than she did watching Spanking the Monkey. Making her squirm with horniness, seemingly, the movie, The Secretary, sexually aroused her when James Spader, as Mr. Grey, ordered Maggie, as Lee Holloway, to put her palms on his desk and lean forward. With him standing behind her, he suddenly and unexpectedly lifted her skirt to expose her pantyhose clad ass.
Then, surprising her with the sound of his zipper going down and her skirt continuing to go up higher, holding her skirt there, he pulled out his prick and masturbated himself while standing behind her. Something so sexually unexpected, Ms. Holloway couldn't believe it when her boss, Mr. Grey, ejaculated a load of cum all over her pantyhose covered ass. Something that I'd love to do, I'd love to lift the back of my stepmother's skirt. I'd love to masturbate all over her white, bikini panties. Yet, I'd never disrespect my stepmother by sexually abusing her.
Then, every time Ms. Holloway made a typing mistake, Mr. Grey would tell her to assume the position, leaning forward with her palms face down on his desk. Then, as he did before when he masturbated and ejaculated cum all over the back of her pantyhose, as if he was her teacher and she was his student, he'd lift her skirt and paddle her ass. Sexually excited from being paddled and with her wanting to be paddled again and again, Ms. Holloway deliberately made typo mistakes so that he'd lift her skirt and paddle her ass.
# # #
With my stepmother squirming all over the sofa and breathing through her mouth, I wondered if she wanted me to lift the back of her nightgown, pull out my prick, masturbate myself, and cum on her naked ass. I wondered how receptive she'd be if I lifted her short skirt, exposed her white panties, and paddled her shapely ass. I've never seen her as sexually aroused as I was seeing her sexually aroused now. With her sexually reacting to the movie, clearly, she enjoyed watching the movie as much as I enjoyed watching her becoming horny.
The perfect movie to get her in the mood for sex, she enjoyed Mr. Grey sexually abusing his secretary, Ms. Holloway. Perhaps, my stepmother's sexual fantasy was being sexually abused in work by her boss. Something I didn't know and was afraid to ask, perhaps, her boss had already sexually abused her at work. Yet, after seeing the sexual reaction on my stepmother's face, I couldn't wait to sexually abuse her. Only, with me having more respect for my stepmother, I'd never sexually abuse her.
With her sipping her third glass of wine when two glasses of wine were plenty enough alcohol to make her tipsy, I ever so gently and stealthily fondled her naked breasts through her nightgown. Seemingly unaware that I was having my wicked, sexual way with her nightgown clad breasts, I continued stealthily feeling her nearly, naked tits. Then, when her nipples made their appearance, and with her not stopping me, I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples through her nightgown, too.
As soon as I fingered her nipples, returning the sexual favor, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she fingered the head of my growing erection through my pajama bottoms. My MILF of a stepmother was fondling the head of my erect prick. I couldn't believe she was touching my cock, albeit through my pajama bottoms, while allowing me to fondle her nearly naked tits and finger her erect nipples.
'If it's not enough that my stepmother allowed me to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown, I couldn't believe she fondled the head of my erect cock through my pajama bottoms,' I thought. 'Hopefully, it's only a matter of time before we'd be having sex, stepmother and stepson sex.
# # #
Then, when we looked over at one another, as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend on a date, we kissed. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me and I returned her French kiss with my French kiss. A big step, I couldn't believe that I was making out with my stepmother while feeling her tits and fingering her nipples. I couldn't believe my stepmother was making out with me while fingering the head of my throbbing and pulsating cock with her fingertips. Clearly, the sexual scenes in the movie, The Secretary, had made her hot and horny enough to make out with me.
Then, sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she reached in my pajama pee hole, wrapped her manicured fingers around my stiff prick, squeezed, and pulled out my erect cock. As if she had never seen a naked prick before, she stared down at my cock. Then, she took me in her warm, soft hand again but this time, she slowly stroked me.
Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, with her leaning forward and her open nightgown top leaning forward with her, I stuck my horny hand inside the low-cut top of her nightgown. The first time touching and feeling her naked tits, I fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, I had my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts while she had her wicked, sexual way with my naked prick.
If it wasn't enough that my stepmother was slowly and lovingly stroking my naked cock, I couldn't believe that she allowed me to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. I never thought that I'd ever be touching and feeling my stepmother in such a sexual way. I never thought that my stepmother would ever be touching me and feeling me in such a sexual way. Yet, as if we both wanted this, and we surely did, we were both in sync with what was about to sexually happen.
# # #
Full of sexual surprises, with my stepmother a little drunk, she continued slowly stroking my cock while staring down at my naked prick. Then, surprising me, while staring up at me with her big, blue eyes, and continuing to stroke my dick, she lowered her head to my lap. Hard for me to wrap my head around her stroking my prick, as if it was all a sexual fantasy and I was dreaming, she took my stiff prick in her mouth.
'I don't believe this. My stepmother is blowing me. She's sucking my cock,' I thought.
Something that I never expected her to do, my stepmother, Elizabeth, was blowing me. I couldn't believe that she was sucking my cock. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. I put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head. Wanting to ejaculate cum in her mouth, yet, not wanting this blowjob to ever end, I gently humped her mouth and slowly fucked her face.
Then, thinking that her blowjob was prematurely over and that I wouldn't be allowed to cum in her mouth, she suddenly stopped sucking my cock. I hoped my stepmother wasn't a cockteaser. I hoped she'd continue with her blowjob and allow me to cum in her mouth.
Instead, she took me by my hand, pulled me up from the couch, and led me to her bedroom. As soon as we entered her bedroom, the inner sanctum, as if I was her sexual bitch, with a stiff arm to my chest, she pushed me back on her bed. She stared down at me staring up at her.
Then, as if she was a stripper in the VIP room, giving me a show of her beautiful, naked body, she slowly lifted the hem of her nightgown and pulled it up and over her head and off. Never expecting to see her without her clothes, my stepmother was naked. I couldn't believe that my beloved Elizabeth was naked. My first time seeing her beautiful, naked body, I couldn't believe she was naked, totally naked. Speechless, all that I could do was to stare.
She reached down for my pajama bottoms and grabbed them by my ankles. With one swift pull, she pulled them down and off. Just as my stepmother was naked, except for my t-shirt, I was naked, too. Then, continuing to sexually surprise me, as if we were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, or lovers, she mounted me.
With it all happening so fast, hard for me to believe, my stepmother was on top of me and French kissing me. Then, reaching down for my cock, she inserted my erect prick between her legs and, with a gentle hump, my cock slid in her pussy. Hard to wrap my head around, something that I had always wanted to do and had been masturbating myself over imagining doing, I was making love to my stepmother and she was making love to me.



Slowly humping me while making out with me, something that I never imagined my stepmother would ever do, she continued making love to me. She slowly and lovingly humped me while making out with me. Then, not allowing her to do all of the work, I rolled her over and mounted her. Instead of making love to her, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. Pounding her pussy faster and harder, I fucked my stepmother while she fucked me.
# # #
The next morning, while lying beside her wide awake, I couldn't believe that I had sex with my stepmother. I couldn't believe she willingly and consensually had sex with me. Then, sexually surprising me, yet again, she took my flaccid prick in her hand and fondled it while slowly stroking it. As soon as I had an erection, she mounted me again. Clearly, she wanted me to make love to her again. Clearly, she wanted me to fuck her again. Gently humping me, she made slow, sweet, passionate love to me, while kissing me, French kissing me.
I returned her French kisses with my French kisses. Then, my turn to take charge of having sex with my stepmother's beautiful body, I rolled her over and mounted her again. Slowly humping her while making love to her, I gradually humped her faster and harder. I was fucking my stepmother. Pounding her pussy as if my cock was a piledriver, I was really fucking my MILF of a stepmother.
Not nearly done, I moved halfway down the bed and made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy. Then, something that I never thought that I'd ever do, I stuck out my tongue and licked her naked cunt. I licked my stepmother's pussy. I couldn't believe that I licked her red, naked pussy. I continued licking her pussy while rubbing her clit faster and finger fucking her pussy deeper. I ate my stepmother's cunt.
With her primed by having had three glasses of wine the night before and from watching the movie, The Secretary, she was already mine to take this morning. Determined to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I didn't stop licking her until she stretched out her legs and arched her back. Licking her faster and rubbing her clit harder, something that I had always wanted to hear and see, I couldn't believe that I was about to make my stepmother cum.
"Dante. Dante. Oh, my God, Dante. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking my pussy. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop eating me. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck my pussy deep. Lick me faster. Lick me harder," she said. "I'm cumming. Dante, I'm cumming," she said.
From that day forward, I slept in my stepmother's bed. We made love every night and we fucked one another every morning. When I wasn't making love to her and fucking her, I was masturbating her while eating her pussy. When she wasn't making love to me and fucking me, she was sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth.
The best sex that I ever had, I never had sex with anyone who made me hotter and more sexually satisfied than my stepmother. Within a year, I bought her a diamond ring. I got down on one knee and proposed to her. Six months later, we were married. If it wasn't enough that I continued to have sex with my stepmother while giving her multiple orgasms, I never thought that I'd marry her. Yet, here we were living happily ever after as man and wife.
THE END
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Show me your Tits & your Pussy, #01
Including his mother, sister, aunt, mother-in-law, sister-in-law, and sister-in-law's mother, Larry has incestuous and/or forbidden sex with nearly, every woman that he knows.
Something that I didn't know back then when I was eighteen-years-old and sexually inexperienced but that I fully, well know and understand now, when a woman deliberately exposes her naked pussy, chances are she's been consensually, sexually abused. For them to work at the jobs that they do, most strippers and prostitutes are victims of consensual, sexual abuse. Yet, more important than what happened to them in their past, because of the consensual, sexual abuse that they experienced, chances are that they're ripe to have sex with any man who will have them today.
Quite the sexual phenomena, as if agreeing to be sexually abused turned them into sexual vampires and erotic predators, they now sexually abuse unsuspecting men in the way that they were sexually abused. Not normal behavior, I've personally known many, such women who have deliberately exposed their naked pussies, their naked asses, and/or their naked breasts to me. Moreover, these exhibitionist women want to see my naked prick as much as they want me to see their naked pussies. Whenever such a woman exposes herself to me, returning the sexual favor, cock for pussy, I expose myself to her.
This is a true story that Larry asked me to write about the many exhibitionist women who have deliberately exposed their naked asses, their naked pussies, and their naked breasts to him while soliciting him for incestuous and forbidden sex.
# # #
First of all, let me be clear. Modesty aside, I kid you not. I'm a handsome man. I've always been good-looking and because of my good-looks, I've always had women hitting on me and throwing themselves at me. I'm sure that being a fine-looking man has much to do with women freely, willingly, and consensually exposing themselves to me.
Yet, a one-woman man, I'm not a player, far from it. Yes, I've had my sexual flings but I've always had a steady girlfriend who I eventually married. Now, that's not to write that I haven't been tempted. That's not to write that I haven't had sex before my marriage, during my marriage, and after my marriage. I have and I did. Yet, strangely enough, I've had more sex with my blood, related relatives than I've had with other women.
All of my life, with me the envy of my friends, wherever I went and wherever I worked, women have always tempted me and sexually teased me with sex by flashing me their semi-naked or naked bodies. Instead of having to pick up women at a bar, women would solicit me for sex. Even though some of these women were as sexy as they were beautiful, most times and more often than not, somehow, I found the control not to cheat on my wife. I controlled myself from having sex with them, mainly because for them to expose themselves to me, I knew that they were deeply troubled.
After being exposed to and seeing so very many, naked and semi-naked women, if I say so myself, I'm somewhat of an expert at judging beauty. I've seen women in all manner of undress in the way that only boyfriends and husband should see women. If I had to pick the most beautiful women in the world, it would be a mixed race, tall, and shapely black women, a fair skinned, Irish woman, a demonstrative Jewish woman, or any combination of nationalities, such as Irish and Italian. Then, in a category by themselves, are those women from Sweden, Norway, and Denmark.
Instead of playing mind games, black women or mixed-race women say it like it is and I like that open kind of dialogue. Not mincing their words, I'm drawn to that kind of honesty in women. I always know where I stand with a black or mixed-race woman. A black or mixed-race woman will not only kick my ass for cheating on her but also will beat up the woman who I cheated on her with. I love tall, mixed race and outspoken, black women. They're as sexy as they are beautiful.
Maybe it's their red hair, freckles, their big, Irish milkmaid breasts, and/or their Irish accent but there's something about Irish women that drives me mad with sexual desire. A rare beauty, as most redheads have brown or green eyes, I love redheaded women with big, blue, bright eyes. I love redheaded women especially when they have freckles and big tits. I love a woman with freckles, as long as she doesn't have too many freckles. And who doesn't like a woman with big tits? I love a big breasted woman.
'Do me a favor,' I imagined saying to big, breasted women. 'Show me your tits. I want to see your tits. Now, do me another favor and jump up and down. I, um, just wanna see something,' I thought whenever seeing a beautiful and busty woman.
With my last, several employers' Jewish men, I've met quite a few Jewish women. I love Jewish women. Yet, even though they're very beautiful and usually have big breasts, I'd never marry a Jewish woman. Why? Just my opinion, of course, but Jewish women are as materialistic as they are demanding and bossy. While they stay at home living the life of leisure, they want their men to work harder to make more money for them to afford a housekeeper, a nanny, tennis lessons, a personal trainer, a golf pro, and a new car.
Then, there are those women from Denmark, Sweden, and Norway. Tall, blonde, beautiful, sexy, and shapely thin, they all look like supermodels. Only, out of my element, I'd rather stick with women that I know and women with similar backgrounds. Besides, Scandinavian women are not only out of my league but also, they talk funny.
Even though many Asian women, Japanese and/or Chinese are quite beautiful, I've never been sexually attracted to Asian women as most them are too short. With me 6'4" tall, I prefer tall women, 5'9" tall to 6' tall. Besides, never knowing what they're saying about me behind my back, Asian women talk funny, too. Yet, to their benefit, they can order Chinese food in their native tongue to make sure that I get my order right.
# # #
Sex with my aunt Emma:
Young and innocent, my sexual experiences with women all started with my 43-year-old aunt, Emma. Something that I'll never forget, even though it happened more than forty-years-ago, I remember it as if it happened yesterday. I was 21-years-old at the time. My aunt Emma sat with my mother, Connie, her big sister, at our house nearly every night and they'd sit and gab while smoking cigarettes and drinking coffee. No big deal, able to walk home in the middle of the night, she only lived two doors down.
My aunt and my mother were both chain smokers, smoking one cigarette after another. I've inhaled enough second-hand smoke to make my doctor think, by my chest X-ray, that I was a smoker. Interesting enough, after being exposed to all of my relatives and friends who were all smokers, I never smoked. With them filling up my car with smoke, and something that I hated to do when driving because of the wind noise, I'd have to drive with my driver's window lowered.
It was the age of Muhammad Ali and Arnold Schwarzenegger, and because of them, I was into exercise, boxing, physical fitness, and bodybuilding. I loved coffee, though, strong, black coffee without cream or sugar. Something impossible to make a barista understand, try and order plain, black coffee at Starbucks and watch the confused looks you'll receive. I enlisted myself to make the coffee for my mother and my aunt while they talked and talked.
An important part of this story, I found out later that my aunt and my mother had been sexually abused.
'Go figure. Who knew,' I thought.
Something that I didn't know and had never suspected, the weird thing is, not knowing any better and thinking that my aunt flashing me was accidental, my aunt would come over wearing a short skirt. In fashion then, short skirts, aptly called miniskirts were her favorite skirts to wear. Yet, interesting enough, not having to drop my spoon to look under the table for an upskirt peek between my aunt's shapely legs, all of her skirts had a button missing by her crotch.
Instead of wearing panties, she wore sheer pantyhose beneath her skirt without wearing panties under her pantyhose. Consequently, with her button strategically missing, every time she sat or stood; she exposed her red, naked pussy to my horny eyes. No doubt, my aunt is the reason why I love redheads. Having never seen a red, naked pussy before, I never tired of seeing my aunt's red, naked pussy. With me invited to sit with my mother and my aunt at the kitchen table, I was treated to a nightly, exhibitionistic show of my aunt's nearly naked pussy almost every night.
Unable to do anything else other than to just look, all that I'd do was to stare at all that I could see of my aunt's nearly, naked pussy. Then, later that night and the next morning, I'd masturbate myself while imagining having sex with my aunt.
'Oh, Aunt Emma, I love your red pussy,' I imagined saying while masturbating over my aunt and stroking my cock faster and harder.
I'd imagine fingering her pussy, licking her pussy, and fucking her pussy. Something that would never happen, yet with me filled with raging, testosterone hormones and feeling constantly horny, I'd imagine my aunt stroking my cock and sucking my cock. Again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy to masturbate over, my aunt blowing me would never happen.
When she wasn't flashing me her naked pussy, she was flashing me her naked breasts. Along with her short skirt, she always wore a low-cut blouse that fell open at the top every time she leaned forward, and she was always flashing me her naked tits by continually leaning forward. With her not wearing a bra, and never wearing a bra, I was treated to a constant and continual view of my aunt's B cup, naked breasts and her erect nipples. When I wasn't masturbating over my aunt's naked pussy, I masturbated over my aunt's naked breasts and, of course, over the thought of her blowing me.
'Show me your tits, Aunt Emma. I want to touch them. I want to feel them. I wonder to fondle them while pulling, turning, and twisting your erect nipples,' I thought while stroking my erect cock over the thought of having my wicked, sexual way with my aunt's exposed breasts.
# # #
My incestuous, sexual experiences began with my aunt when, one night, I came home drunk. Something that I sometimes did back then, not wanting my mother to know that I had been drinking and was drunk, I waved my hello to my mother and aunt and quickly staggered upstairs to my bedroom. I stripped off my clothes and went to bed naked while thinking of all the free love sex that I had with Hippies that night while protesting the Viet Nam war. More comfortable naked than sleeping in my clothes, back then, I usually went to bed naked.
'Ah, those were the days of the Beatles and the Rolling Stones, and women who would consensually have sex with you after smoking a joint together,' I thought.
My mother was always barging in my bedroom without knocking to bring up my laundry. I suspected that she was hoping to see something of me that a mother should never see of her son. Rewarding her for her sexual curiosity, as soon as I heard her climbing the stairs and walking down the hall, I readied myself to expose my naked prick to her. Kicking off the covers and deliberately flashing her while pretending that I was still sleeping, I can't count how many times I exposed my naked or flaccid prick to my mother.
Yet, the perverted, exhibitionist that I am, now that I was drunk and naked, after my aunt left, I hoped that my mother would come upstairs later to check on me. Always having an erection at the ready, when I wasn't masturbating over my AILF of an aunt, I masturbated over my MILF of a mother. As drunk as I was horny, I wanted my mother to see my naked prick again.
With her always staring at my naked prick in the way that I always stared at my aunt's nearly, naked pussy and her naked tits, giving me more to masturbate over, I loved showing my naked prick to my mother. I hoped, one day, that my mother would reach out and touch my naked prick and fondle my naked cock while stroking my erect dick. Only, sexually exciting me even more, not expecting my aunt to lead the way, I was surprise that my aunt, Emma, came upstairs with my mother.
The first time entering my bedroom, and without knocking nor without turning on the light, they burst open my bedroom door. The first time exposing myself to my aunt and the first time she saw my erect, naked prick, I opened my eyes a crack to see her reaction to seeing me naked. Two for one, I couldn't believe that I was not only exposing my naked prick to my mother but also that I was exposing my naked prick to my aunt, too.
With the light from the hall giving them plenty enough light for them to see what they wanted to see of my naked body, they both stood in my bedroom doorway staring at my naked, erect prick. With me always masturbating myself, in anticipation of my mother coming upstairs to check on me, I had a throbbing and pulsating erection at the ready. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my aunt was with my mother, too. As if they've never seen an erect, naked prick before, they both stared at my naked prick in the way that I stared at my aunt's nearly, naked pussy and at her naked breasts.
I must have sexually aroused my aunt when she saw my naked cock because she walked over to my bed, immediately moved to her knees, and took my cock in her hand before leaning forward to take me in her mouth. If it wasn't enough that my aunt was holding my cock in her soft, warm hand while fondling the head of my prick, I couldn't believe it when she took me in her mouth. I couldn't believe that my aunt was blowing me. My mother seemed as shocked as she seemed sexually aroused that her kid sister was sexually molesting my naked body.
Yet, not stopping her from stroking my cock and sucking my prick, seemingly sexually aroused, instead my mother fondled her breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her clothes while watching her sister blowing. While watching my mother sexually touching herself made me wonder if she wanted to hold my prick in her hand while fondling the head of my cock. I wondered if my mother wanted to stroke my cock and suck my cock in the way that her sister was already having her wicked, sexual way with my engorged, naked prick.
# # #
"Emma. What are you doing? Stop that. Don't do that," whispered my mother. "Oh, my God. Jesus Christ. Larry is your nephew. How dare you have sex with him? What's wrong with you? You'll awaken him," said my mother seemingly annoyed that her sister was having her sexual way with me in the way that my mother, no doubt, wished she could have her sexual way with me.
Clearly, they didn't know that I was wide awake. They didn't know that I had been watching them. With my aunt ignoring my mother's pleas for her to stop stroking me and sucking me, determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. My aunt stroked me harder. Nearly deep throating me, she sucked me deeper.
Indeed, my aunt was giving me one Hell of a blowjob. She gave me the best blowjob that I had. She gave me an even better blowjob than Becky Sue, the prom queen, gave me in the backseat of my car at the senior prom.
Even though my mother voiced her disapproval with her protests, she could have stopped her sister from blowing me but she didn't. Instead, she continued fondling her breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her clothes while watching Emma stroking my cock, sucking my cock, and me cumming in her mouth. My mother seemed to enjoy watching her sister having her wicked, sexual way with her nephew.
I so wanted to put my hand to the back of my aunt's redhaired, pretty head but, not wanting them to know that I was awake, I didn't dare. With me already horny, always horny, it didn't take me very long before I ejaculated a load of cum in my aunt's beautiful mouth. If it wasn't enough that my aunt blew me, I couldn't believe that she allowed me to cum in her mouth and, instead of spitting it out, she swallowed my cum. If my aunt blowing me wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that my mother watched her sister suck my cock.
After they left my bedroom, I was stunned. I couldn't believe that my aunt saw me naked. I couldn't believe that my aunt not only stroked my erect cock but also, she sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her mouth. Another sexual fantasy on my bucket list, I couldn't believe that I just had sex with my aunt, a much older woman.
'I'll be masturbating over my aunt stroking me, sucking me, and allowing me to cum in her mouth for the rest of my life,' I thought. 'I can't believe my mother stayed to watch me receiving a blowjob from her sister. Something I never thought my aunt would do, blow me, and something I never thought my mother would do, watch her sister blow me, I couldn't believe what just happened.'
As shocked as I was sexually excited, not only did my aunt and my mother see my naked prick but my aunt stroked my cock and sucked my cock. Hard to wrap my head around my AILF of an aunt giving me a blowjob, I've never been as sexually excited as I was now. Unable to wrap my head around it, I still couldn't believe that my aunt gave me a blowjob while my mother watched her sister blowing me while sexually touching herself.
'My aunt sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her mouth,' I thought over and again. 'If it wasn't enough that my aunt blew me but my mother stayed to watch her sister blowing me.'
Clearly, by watching my mother feel her big breasts and finger her erect nipples through her clothes while watching her kid sister blowing me and allowing me to cum in her mouth, my mother was sexually aroused, too. I wondered if my mother wanted to stroke my cock and suck my cock, too. In the way that I ejaculated in my aunt's mouth, I wondered if my mother wanted me to cum in her mouth, too. Another one of my sexual fantasies, I'd love my mother to blow me while I fondled her big, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
# # #
Sex with my mother Connie:
My mother finally convinced her sister to leave but not until I ejaculated my full load of cum in my aunt's mouth and she swallowed my cum. Yet, the odd thing that happened the next day, something that she never did before and something that I never expected that she'd do today, my 48-year-old mother dressed with her bedroom door open, wide open. With her bedroom next door to my bedroom, I had to walk the narrow hall by her bedroom to go downstairs.
When I turned to look in my mother's bedroom, I saw her standing in her bedroom topless.
'My mother is topless. I can't believe she's topless. I can't believe that I'm finally seeing my mother's naked tits,' I thought.
The first time seeing my mother's naked breasts, she deliberately flashed me her naked breasts. When she saw me standing there staring at her naked tits, I couldn't believe that she didn't slam shut her bedroom door. I couldn't believe that she didn't cover her naked breasts with her hands and/or with her forearm. Instead, not moving or cowering, while continuing to stare at me staring at her, my mother continued deliberately flashing me her big, naked tits.
Something that I had never seen before, when I walked by my mother's bedroom, I couldn't believe that my mother was standing in her room topless. As shocked as I was sexually excited, hard to wrap my horny brain around what I was seeing, I saw my mother topless. I saw my mother's big, naked breasts. No doubt, watching her sister giving me oral sex must have sexually aroused her enough for her to expose herself to me. In the way that I was always exposing myself to my mother, she finally returned the exhibitionist, sexual favor and exposed herself to me.



'If it wasn't enough that I'll be masturbating over my aunt blowing me for the rest of my life, I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother's naked breasts for the rest of my life, too,' I thought.
Still not believing that she would and that she was, my mother had deliberately flashed me. I couldn't believe that I saw my mother's big, naked breasts. If that wasn't enough that I saw my mother's naked tits, hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that my mother was an exhibitionist like her sister. My sexual fantasy coming true, I couldn't believe that my mother had deliberately flashed me her naked breasts. Paralyzed and immobilized, unable to move, as if witnessing a car accident, all that I could do was to stare.
I couldn't believe my eyes. As if she was waiting for me to walk by her open bedroom door, not making a move to conceal her naked breasts, my mother just stood there with her naked breasts exposed and on display. Again, it was hard for me to wrap my head around seeing my mother's naked tits. The first time seeing my mother's big, naked tits, I couldn't believe that I saw my mother's naked tits, and with her not making a move to protect her modesty, I was still seeing her naked tits. I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother's naked breasts forever.
As if I was dreaming, I couldn't believe my mother was standing in her bedroom topless with her bedroom door wide open. Shocked as much as I was sexually excited seeing my mother's naked D cup breasts, I stopped in my tracks. Instead of turning away and continuing downstairs, something that I was surprised that she did, as if she wanted to make sure that I saw her naked breasts, she turned to face me. Without saying a word, she stared at me with sexual arousal in the way that I stared at her with sexual excitement.
'My mother is flashed me her naked tits. Forget about flashing me. My mother deliberately exposed her naked breasts to me,' I thought. 'I can't believe my mother deliberately showed me her naked breasts.'
Instead of walking away to head downstairs, I stood there ogling my mother's naked tits. With her having much bigger breasts than her sister's breasts, my mother's breasts were very shapely. Indeed, she had great tits, especially for a 48-year-old woman. She had the tits of a thirty-year-old woman. Her tits barely sagged at all.
Sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, instead of covering her naked breasts with her hands and/or her forearm, she stood with her arms by her side. I couldn't believe my mother wasn't making a move to prevent me from seeing her naked breasts. She stared at me staring at her naked breasts in the way that I stared at my mother while ogling her naked tits. I stared at my mother's naked tits today in the way that she stared at my naked cock last night.
'Hard for me to believe, I couldn't believe I'm seeing my mother's naked breasts,' I thought. 'I can't believe my mother exposed her big, naked tits to me.'
Then, as if she realized that I was seeing what I shouldn't be seeing of her, as if she was suddenly embarrassed, she scolded me. Yet, even though she scolded me for staring at her naked breasts, she still made no move to cover her big, naked tits. Indeed, it was as if she wanted me to see her naked breasts as much as I wanted to see my mother's naked breasts. Not making a move to cover her naked breasts, she continued standing there with her arms by her sides after turning to face me.
# # #
"Larry, I'm getting dressed," said my mother staring down at what I could see of her naked tits before looking up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
In the way that I continued staring at her naked breasts, she made no move to save her modesty by covering her naked breasts with her hands and/or with her forearm. I couldn't remove my eyes from staring her naked tits and erect nipples. While wondering if she'd allow me to record her, I only wished that I had my cell phone with me to take a video of her naked breasts. I would have loved to photograph my mother's naked breasts to masturbate over later. I would have loved to show all of my friends my mother's naked tits.
"Oh, God, Larry. I'm so embarrassed," she said while not doing anything to stop her from being embarrassed. "Please don't look at my naked breasts. You're making me feel uncomfortable. You're embarrassing me by staring at my naked tits," she said. "You're looking at my naked breasts as if you've never seen naked breasts before," she said. "You shouldn't be staring at your mother's naked breasts."
She feigned her embarrassment while still not concealing her naked breasts and/or her obvious, sexual arousal.
'Bullshit. My mother isn't embarrassed at all. If she's getting dressed, why didn't she close her bedroom door,' I thought? 'If she didn't want me to see her naked breasts, then, why did she turn to face me, and why didn't she cover her naked tits with her hands and with her forearm? I suspected that my mother had deliberately exposed her naked breasts to me. Tits for cock, I suspected in the way that she saw my naked cock last night, she wanted me to see her naked tits today.'
# # #
Not moving away from her open, bedroom door, I continued staring at my mother's naked tits.
'After all that she saw last night of her sister stroking me and sucking me, with her clearly still sexually aroused, I suspected that she wanted me to see her naked tits,' I thought. 'Hard for me to believe, yet, I suspected that my mother wanted to stroke me and suck me, too. In the way that I did with her sister last night, I suspected that my mother wanted me to do to her today. I suspected that my mother wanted to blow me and wanted me cum in her mouth.'
As if she had deliberately exposed her naked breasts to me, she continued staring at me while I continued staring at her naked breasts. With this the moment that I had been waiting for, instead of looking away and leaving, the moment of no return, I dared myself to step in my mother's bedroom and closed her bedroom door. Surprising her by entering her bedroom and not leaving, I surprised myself by stepping in her bedroom and closing her bedroom door. No turning back now and not wanting to regret not making my sexual move if I didn't, I did something that I dared myself to do.
With my mother standing before me topless and not making a move to cover her naked breasts with her hands and/or with her forearms, determined to show me what she clearly wanted me to see, I unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. Surprising her and shocking myself, I pushed my jeans and underwear down to my ankles while staring into her big, brown, beautiful eyes. Then, I slowly stroked my cock to an erection in front of my mother. While she stared at my erect, naked prick and I stared at her big, naked tits.
Had my aunt not blown me, and had my mother not stayed to watch her sister stroke my cock, suck my cock, and allow me to cum in her mouth, I doubt my mother would have exposed herself to me. Had my mother not exposed her naked breasts, I never would have exposed my naked prick to her. I suspected she wanted to see my prick as much as I wanted to show her my prick. In the way that her sister did last night, I hoped she'd take my cock in her hand so I could take her naked breasts in my hands.
Sitting across from my mother, I sat on her bed while staring at her naked tits and continuing to slowly stroke my cock to a bigger and harder erection. Not stopping there, and with her not stopping me, I reached out my horny hand and felt my mother's naked breasts. I fondled and squeezed her naked tits while pulling, turning, twisting her erect nipples, and while masturbating myself to an erection. In the way that I continued staring at my mother's naked breasts, she continued staring at my naked cock.
Daring myself to do so, now or never, while hoping that she would, I stood from her bed to put a gentle hand to my mother's shoulder. With her taking the not-so-subtle hint, I watched her move to her knees. In the way that my mother's sister, my aunt, Emma, did last night, my mother, Connie, did today. After moving to her knees, she took my erect prick in her soft, warm hand and fondled the head of my naked cock while staring up at me. I couldn't believe my mother took my stiff prick in her soft, warm hand.
Then, she slowly stroked me while staring up at me as I continued having my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits. Finally, leaning her head down, she took me in her mouth. I couldn't believe that my mother took my erect prick in her mouth. In the way her sister blew me last night, I couldn't believe my mother blew me today. Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, my MILF of a mother sucked my cock.
'If it wasn't enough my mother stared at my cock, I couldn't believe she stroked my cock,' I thought. 'Blowing my mind, my mother sucked my cock. She blew me. I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother blew me.'
In the way that her sister blew me last night, my mother blew me today. Seemingly, determined for me to cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster and harder. She sucked my cock deeper. I put a gentle hand behind my mother's pretty, black haired head and humped her mouth and fucked her face while I continued fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. In the way that it didn't take me long to cum in my aunt's mouth, it didn't take me long to cum in my mother's mouth.
"You need to leave now before your father comes home from work," she said while abruptly ending our sexual session.
I was stunned. Not only did my mother deliberately expose her naked breasts to me but also, she allowed me to touch them, feel them, squeeze them, and fondle them while fingering her erect nipples. If that wasn't enough, she stroked my cock and sucked my prick. In the way that I ejaculated a full load of cum in my aunt's mouth last night, I ejaculated a full load of cum in my mother's mouth today. With them both talented cocksuckers, in the way that my aunt swallowed my cum last night, my mother swallowed my cum today.
# # #
Sex with my aunt and my mother:
That night, my aunt visited my mother again. As if they didn't want me to hear, I heard them talking while keeping their voices down low. I didn't have to be psychic to know that they were talking about me. Curious what they were saying about me to one another, I sat on the stairs so that I could listen. I wondered if my mother would confess to my aunt that she not only exposed her naked breasts to me but also that she stroked my cock, sucked my cock, and allowed me to cum in her mouth.
"I can't believe you blew Larry," said my mother to my aunt while playing miss innocent. "I can't believe you stroked his cock, sucked his cock, and allowed him to cum in your mouth. I can't believe you swallowed your nephew's cum."
As if thinking twice before confessing what happened today, my mother paused.
"It sexually aroused me to see Larry's naked prick. Unembarrassed to admit this to you but I've always wanted to stroke his cock. I've always wanted to suck his cock. I've always wanted to blow my nephew," said my aunt to my mother. "I've always wanted him to cum in my mouth. I've always wanted to swallow his cum."
Perhaps, because she wasn't the only incestuous whore, my mother let out a big sigh of relief.
"When I watched you stroking and sucking his cock, I'm unembarrassed to admit, I wanted to stroke and suck his cock. Then, when I watched him cum in your mouth last night, I wanted Larry to cum in my mouth today," said my mother to her sister. "When I watched you swallow his cum, I wanted to swallow my son's cum, too."
My aunt let out a small laugh.
"As much as I'm an incestuous whore, you're an incestuous whore, too," said my aunt with a dirty laugh. "Yet, hard to resist sucking his cock, he's so handsome. He's so sexy."
My mother laughed her embarrassment away.
"To be honest, I was so sexually aroused watching you blow my son that I deliberately exposed my naked breasts to him today," confessed my mother to her sister. "I awakened so horny after thinking about you having sex with him that, curious to see his reaction to seeing my naked tits, I wanted him to see my naked breasts," confessed my mother. "Hoping that he'd have his sexual way with my naked tits, I was sexually excited when he did."
"Oh, no you didn't," said my aunt with a sexually aroused laugh. "I can't believe you expose your naked breasts to your son. You whore," said my aunt with a loud laugh.
My mother returned my aunt's loud laugh with her loud laugh.
"Indeed, I did. Leaving my bedroom door wide open, I wanted him to see my naked tits. I wanted him to see me standing in my bedroom topless. Again, curious for his reaction to seeing my naked breasts, I wondered if he'd look stare, look away, or reach out and touch them."
I couldn't believe my mother told her sister that she deliberately exposed her naked breasts to me.
"What did he do when you flashed him your naked tits? Did he look? Did he stare? Did he reach out and touch them," asked Emma of her sister?
My mother laughed a dirty laugh.
"All of the above," she said with another dirty laugh. "Instead of walking away, he stepped in my bedroom and closed my bedroom door. Then, he unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans and pushed his jeans and his underwear down to his ankles. In the way that I exposed my naked breasts to him, he exposed his naked cock to me," said my mother. "I couldn't believe that he deliberately exposed his naked prick to me. Then, not stopping there, in readiness to stick his cock in my mouth, masturbating himself in front of me, he stroked himself to an erection."
My mother let out another dirty laugh.
"Again, not stopping there and with me not stopping him, he fondled my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples. Then, when he put a gentle hand to my shoulder, unable to control myself from doing what he wanted me to do, I moved to my knees. I took my son's erect cock in my hand before taking his stiff prick in my mouth. In the way that you blew him last night, I blew him today. In the way that you allowed him to cum in your mouth last night, I allowed him to cum in my mouth today," said my mother to her sister.
My aunt laughed.
"You incestuous whore. I didn't know you'd really go through with not only exposing your naked breasts to him but also sucking his cock and allowing him to cum in your mouth," said my aunt to her sister. "Two of a kind, we're both incestuous whores," said my aunt laughing.
# # #
Biding my time, needing to get my aunt alone, I waited for my mother to leave the kitchen to go to the bathroom. With my aunt sitting in the kitchen alone while smoking a cigarette and drinking her coffee, with her back turned to me, wanting to surprise her, quietly and stealthily I entered the kitchen naked and with an erection. I tapped my aunt on the shoulder and when she turned to face me, sexually surprising her as much as I sexually aroused her, I put a hand behind her red, pretty head and stuck my erect cock in her mouth.
Not resisting me, she opened her mouth wide. With a heavy hand to the back of head, my aunt stroked my cock while sucking my prick again. This time, something that I had always wanted to do to my aunt, I stuck my horny hand down her low-cut blouse.
With her never wearing a bra, I fondled her naked, B cup breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Not stopping us from continuing to have incestuous sex, my aunt continued stroking me and sucking me, and I continued feeling her naked tits when my mother returned to the kitchen. Seemingly not caring that her big sister was there watching her blow me again, she continued giving me another blowjob.
"Emma," said my mother as if she was jealous. "What are you doing? Stop that," she said. "What's wrong with you? Don't do that. How dare you blow my son, again."
Ignoring my mother, my aunt laughed with my prick in her mouth. I turned to my mother and laughed with my aunt. I removed my cock from my aunt's mouth and holding up my erect prick in my hand for my mother to see my naked cock, I walked to where my mother was sitting in her usual spot at the head of the table.
"You're next mother," I said. "Blow me. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth again."
With embarrassed shame, my mother looked at me with horror that I wanted her to blow me in front of her sister. Not taking no for an answer, I tore open her housecoat and lifted her bra to expose her naked breasts. With my horny hands all over her big tits, I leaned down to suck my mother's erect nipples, first one and then, the other.
"Larry. Stop. No," she said while shaking her head. "Not here. Not now. Not in front of my sister."
Still not done, ignoring my mother's pleas for me to stop, I slid my cock along her red, full lips. When she turned her head away and refused to open her mouth to take me inside, I pulled her black hair hard. As soon as I did, she opened her mouth to scream and when she did, I filled my mother's mouth with my cock. In the way that I did with my aunt, I did with my mother. I put a heavy hand to the back of her black haired, pretty head. I humped her mouth and fucked her face.
After receiving a partial blowjob from my aunt and a full blowjob from my mother, with my mother stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper, it didn't take me long to cum in my mother's mouth again. Not done cumming, holding some back, I ejaculated another load all over my mother's face and in her black hair. Then, I quickly turned to my aunt and unloaded the rest of my load of warm, oozy cum in my aunt's willing mouth.
Still not done, and with her not stopping me, I lifted my aunt's top up and over her head. I exposed my aunt's naked tits to my horny eyes. Determined to continue having incestuous sex with my aunt and with my mother, I couldn't wait to strip them both naked. I couldn't wait to make love to them. I couldn't wait to fuck them. I couldn't wait to make them both my incestuous whores and my sexual slaves.
I looked from my mother to look at my aunt. I watched my mother wiping cum from her face and from her hair. Then, I looked at my aunt sitting topless without making a move to cover her naked breasts with her hands of with her forearms. As much as it sexually excited me to cum in my mother's mouth and in my aunt's mouth again, it sexually excited me to finally see my aunt's naked tits.
Wanting to go to bed with them and have threesome sex with them, I couldn't wait to cum in their pussies. I couldn't wait for them to stroke me and suck me again. I couldn't wait to shoot another load of cum in their mouths, all over their faces, and across their naked breasts. I couldn't wait to give them both cum baths.
Until I moved on to other women, we continued having sex for the rest of the year. Sharing their bed, I masturbated them and ate their pussies. I made love to my aunt and I made love to my mother. I fucked them both. I gave them both multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
To be continued...
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Including his mother, sister, aunt, mother-in-law, sister-in-law, his sister-in-law's mother, and his mother-in-law's best friend, Larry has incestuous and/or forbidden sex with nearly every woman that he knows.
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Author's Note:
This is a true story that Larry asked me to write about the many exhibitionist women who have deliberately exposed their naked asses, their naked pussies, and their naked tits to him while soliciting him for incestuous and/or forbidden sex.
# # #
Reviewed, Revised, and Rewritten from Chapter 01:
Biding my time, needing to get my Aunt Emma alone, I waited for my mother to leave the kitchen to go to the bathroom. With my aunt sitting in the kitchen while smoking a cigarette and drinking her coffee with her back turned to me, wanting to sexually surprise her, quietly and stealthily I entered the kitchen naked and with an erection. I tapped her on her shoulder and when she turned to look me, sexually surprising her as much as I sexually aroused her and sexually excited myself. I put a gentle hand behind her red, pretty head and stuck my erect cock in her mouth.
Not pushing me away and not resisting me, she eagerly opened her mouth wide and took my erect cock inside. Unbelievably, with her having as strong of a sex drive as I had, my aunt was blowing me again. Without any coercion, she was willingly and consensually sucking my prick again.
With a hand to the back of head, she stroked my dick while sucking my prick again and as I humped her mouth and fucked her face. This time, something that I had always wanted to do with my aunt, I stuck my horny hand down her low-cut blouse. With her almost never wearing a bra, I fondled her naked, B cup breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Because of her increased, sexual arousal, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder while sucking me deeper. She seemed to enjoy me fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples while she sucked my cock.
Not stopping us from having incestuous sex, my aunt continuing to stroke me and suck me, and I continued feeling her naked tits and fingering her erect nipples even after my mother returned to the kitchen. Seemingly not caring that her big sister was there watching her blow me again, my aunt continued giving me another blowjob. If this is the way that it will always be, seemingly, my aunt will give me a blowjob whenever I wanted her to suck my prick.
# # #
"Emma," said my mother angrily as if she was jealous when she saw me with my prick in her sister's mouth. "What are you doing? Stop that," she said.
She walked deeper in the kitchen and took her seat at the head of the table. She continued watching her sister blowing me while she berated my aunt.
"What's wrong with you? Don't do that. How dare you blow my son, again. He's your blood, related nephew. Having sex with him is incestuous, forbidden, and wrong," said my mother to her sister. "God, you're such a whore. You blowing him and allowing him to cum in your mouth is so nasty."
Yet, going against all that she said, she still watched Emma giving me oral sex. Ignoring my mother's pleas for her to stop blowing me, my aunt laughed. With her soft, warm hand wrapped tightly around my big, hard cock, she continued stroking me. Not about to stop sucking my cock, she continued blowing me while laughing with my prick in her mouth.
Curious by her reaction to my aunt blowing me, I wondered if my mother was joking by calling my aunt a nasty whore. Afterall, if my aunt is a nasty whore, with my mother having sucked my cock, too, makes her a nasty whore, too. It sexually excited me to think that not only was my aunt was a nasty whore but also my mother was a nasty whore, too.
'My sex life doesn't get any better than this,' I thought. 'Whenever my aunt isn't giving me a blowjob, my mother will give me a blowjob.'
I turned to my mother and laughed with my aunt. I removed my prick from my aunt's mouth and held my erect penis in my hand for my mother to see my naked cock. I walked to where she was sitting in her usual spot at the head of the table. While still holding my prick in my hand and slowly stroking myself to a bigger and harder erection in front of my mother, I reached out my horny hand and felt her big, bra clad breasts through her housecoat.
"You're next mother," I said and with my back turned to my aunt and with my mother not stopping me from feeling her breasts through her clothes. "Blow me, mother. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth again."
With embarrassed, sexual shame, my mother looked up at me with horror that I wanted her to blow me in front of her sister. Not taking no for an answer, before she could stop me, I tore open her housecoat and lifted her bra to expose her naked breasts. My mother had beautiful breasts, so firm and yet so soft at the same time. With my horny hands all over her big tits, something that I didn't do before but always wanted to do with her, I did now. I leaned down and sucked my mother's erect nipples, first one and then, the other.
"Larry. Stop. No," she said while shaking her head and pushing me away. "Not here. Not now. Not in front of my sister."
# # #
Still not done having sex with my mother, ignoring her pleas for me to stop, I stepped closer to her and slid the head of my cock along her red, full lips. When she turned her head away and refused to open her mouth to take me inside, something I dared myself to do and would regret not doing if I didn't, I grabbed a handful of her black hair and pulled hard. As soon as I did, she turned to me and opened her mouth to scream. When she did, I filled my mother's mouth with my cock.
In the way that I did with my aunt, I did with my mother. I put a hand to the back of her black haired, pretty head. No longer resisting me, with her as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited, my MILF of a mother consensually blew me. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she continued sucking my cock as if she was a thousand-dollar, Las Vegas, or a New York, Upper East side, Carnegie Hill call girl. Something I thought that my mother would never allow me to do, I humped her mouth and fucked her face.
After receiving a partial blowjob from my aunt and a full blowjob from my mother, with my mother stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper, it didn't take me long to cum in my mother's mouth again. Not done cumming, holding some back, I ejaculated another load of warm, oozy cum all over my mother's face, in her black hair, and across her naked breasts. Then, holding my erect prick in my hand, I turned to my aunt. With her opening her mouth wide, I quickly unloaded the rest of my load of warm, oozy cum in my aunt's willing mouth.
The first-time having sex with two women, still not done having sex with my aunt, and with her not stopping me, I lifted her top up, over her head, and off. I exposed my aunt's naked breasts to my horny eyes. Determined to continue having incestuous sex with my aunt and with my mother, I couldn't wait to strip them both naked and have threesome sex with them. I couldn't wait to make love to them before fucking them, really fucking them, fast and hard. I couldn't wait to make them both my incestuous whores and my sexual slaves.
I looked from my aunt to look at my mother. I watched her wiping cum from her face and from her hair. Then, I looked at my aunt sitting topless without making a move to cover her naked breasts with her hands of with her forearms. As much as it sexually excited me to cum in my mother's mouth, it sexually excited me to cum in my aunt's mouth again, too. In the way that it sexually excited me to see my mother's naked, D cup breasts, it sexually excited me to finally see my aunt's naked, B cup breasts.
Wanting to go to bed with them and have threesome sex with them, I wanted to give them multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I wanted to make love to them. I wanted to fuck them. I wanted to cum in their pussies.
I was already eager for them to stroke me and suck me again. Sexually supercharged with having sex with my aunt and with my mother, I couldn't wait to shoot another load of cum in their mouths, all over their faces, and across their naked breasts. As if I was their boyfriend or lover instead of their nephew and son, I needed to give them both multiple, cum baths.
Until I moved on to other women, women more my age, we continued having sex for the rest of the year. Sharing my mother's bed, with my mother on one side, my aunt on the other side, and with me in the middle, I masturbated them. I ate their pussies. I made love to my aunt and to my mother and I fucked them both over and again. I gave them both multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock while they gave me multiple blowjobs and allowed me to give them cum baths.
# # #
Chapter 02:
Sex with my sister, Donna
A week later I was in my 24-year-old, big sister's bedroom. I sat on the edge of her bed while innocently talking to her. My sister, Donna, was in her sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgown without wearing panties and I was wearing a t-shirt and my pajama bottoms without wearing underwear. Emboldened with sexual courage, after having sex with AILF of an aunt and my MILF of a mother, I hoped to have sex with my sexy sister.
Usually, she wore a robe over her nightgown but not today. To my sexually, excited surprise, having never seen nothing more than her bra strap, I could clearly see the size and the shape of my sister's C-cup, naked breasts along with her erect nipples through her nightgown. Fortunate for me, every time she leaned forward, her nightgown top opened and leaned forward with her.
Giving me the perfect, down-nightgown view, I could see her big, naked breasts and erect nipples. In the way my aunt had flashed me her naked breasts when she wasn't flashing me her naked, red pussy, my sister flashed me her naked breasts. Only, I couldn't tell if Donna was deliberately flashing me her naked tits or accidentally flashing me her breasts. I liked thinking that she was deliberately flashing me. Running in the family, in the way that my aunt and my mother were, I liked thinking that my sister was a nasty, incestuous whore, too.
Nonetheless, whether she was deliberately flashing me or accidentally flashing me, I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing my sister's naked breasts. Something that I had never seen before, like my mother, my sister had beautiful breasts, so big, albeit not as big as my mother's huge breasts, and so shapely. I loved tits and I especially loved my sister's tits and my mother's tits.
With her sitting Indian style in the middle of her bed, every time my big sister moved her leg to get more comfortable, she lifted the hem of her nightgown over her knees and flashed me her brown, bushy, naked pussy. The first time seeing my sister's naked pussy, stunned, it was as shocking as it was sexually exciting that she was mindlessly flashing me her naked cunt. Unable to control myself, in the way that I stared at my aunt's nearly, naked red pussy and my mother's huge, naked breasts, I couldn't stop staring at my sexy sister's naked pussy.
'This wasn't just any woman flashing me,' I thought to myself. 'This was my big sister flashing me all that I ever wanted to see of her. I can't believe that I've already seen her naked breasts, her erect nipples, and now her naked pussy.'
# # #
After my aunt and my mother had deliberately flashed me their naked bodies, something that my sister had never done before, I wondered if she was sexually teasing me by deliberately flashing me her naked tits and her naked pussy now. I wondered if she knew that she was flashing me her naked pussy in an up-nightgown peek and her naked tits in a down-nightgown view. Something that I couldn't wait to masturbate over later, as if she was sitting across from me naked, I was seeing more of my sister's beautiful, naked body than I had ever seen before.
Unable to stop staring at all that she was showing and all that I was seeing, I already had a throbbing and pulsating erection that tented my pajama bottoms. Not knowing for sure if she was deliberately flashing me or not, but suspecting that she was, I liked thinking that she was deliberately flashing me. Returning her sexual, exhibitionist favor, something that I've never done before but always wanted to do, I couldn't wait to flash my sexy sister my naked prick.
Clearly, with her not making a move to close her nightgown top or pulling the hem of her nightgown down, Donna wanted me to see her naked pussy and her naked breasts. No doubt, she wanted me to see her naked pussy and her naked breasts as much as I wanted to see her naked pussy and her naked breasts. And now, I wanted to show my sister my naked prick as much as I hoped that she wanted to see my naked prick. Naked cock for naked pussy and naked tits, flashing my sister my naked cock was only fair and hopefully welcomely expected.
With her continuing to flash me her naked pussy and her naked breasts, I wondered if my sister knew that our mother and aunt had exposed her naked breasts and pussies to me. I wondered if somehow, she knew, perhaps, overhearing them talk, that our mother and our aunt stroked my cock, sucked my cock, and allowed me to cum in their mouths. Hoping that she was, I wondered again, if my sexy sister was deliberately flashing me her naked pussy and her naked breasts. I wondered if my sister wanted blow me, in the way that our aunt and mother blew me.
'I'd love to have incestuous sex with my sister,' I thought while continuing to stare at all that she was showing and at all that I was seeing.
I wondered if she was sexually teasing me and wanted me to reach my horny hand beneath her short nightgown to finger her naked pussy. Something that I've routinely masturbated over doing, I'd love to finger my sister's pussy. I'd love to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. I'd love to masturbate my sister. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and watch and hear her cum.
I wondered if she hoped and would allow me to stick my horny hand down her nightgown top to fondle her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. I'd love to stick my hand down my sister's open nightgown top and have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts. I loved my sister's tits.
She had big and shapely breasts. Her breasts were at least a C cup, maybe even bigger. With them all wearing padded bras, even those women who didn't need to wear a padded bra, it's hard to tell what size women's tits are. Deceivingly untruthful, their tits all appear bigger than they are. In the way that car mirrors do, their bras should come with a warning sticker.
'Naked breasts are smaller than they appear to be bigger when wearing padded bras.'
Hoping beyond hope, I wondered again if my sister would allow me to masturbate her. I'd love to rub my sister's clit and finger fuck her pussy. I would love to masturbate my sister. I wondered if she'd allow me to eat her pussy. I'd love to eat my sister's cunt while reaching up to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples. Making myself comfortable between her shapely thighs and with her legs resting on my shoulders and back, I'd love to lick her pussy while fingering her cunt.
With all of these sexual thoughts going through my horny mind because my sister flashed me her tits and her pussy, I wondered if Donna would allow me to make love to her. I'd love to make love to my sexy sister. I wondered if she'd allow me to fuck her. I'd love to fuck my sister. I'd love to bend her over the sofa or even over the kitchen table, lift up the back of her nightgown, and fuck her from behind. I'd love to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
'Fuck me, Larry. Fuck me. Stick your hard cock in my wet pussy,' I imagined my sister saying. 'Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Make me cum, Larry. Make me cum. I need to cum.'
Continuing to stare at all that my sister was showing and all that I was seeing, I was unable to stop myself from staring at my sister's naked pussy and at her big, naked breasts. In the way that I wanted to touch, feel, and fondle my mother's naked breasts, I so wanted to reach out and touch my sister's naked pussy and feel her naked breasts. I so wanted to part her pussy lips and finger her naked cunt while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Suddenly filled with incestuous, sexual lust for my sexy sister, again, I'd love to masturbate my sister. I love to give her multiple sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I'd love to make love to her before fucking her hard and fast.
'Only, what if she wasn't deliberately flashing me? What if she was accidentally flashing me, I wondered? 'What if she was mindlessly showing me all that I shouldn't see of her nearly, naked body? I'd be so embarrassed hitting on my sister when she wasn't deliberately flashing me.'
While wishing that I could strip my sister naked, totally naked, something that I've always masturbated over, I wondered what Donna looked like naked. Whether topless or naked, I'd love to see my sexy sister without her clothes. While wondering what she looked like and sounded like when having a sexual orgasm, something that I couldn't even imagine, I'd love to hear her and watch her cum.
# # #
With her still sexually teasing me by flashing me, I wondered what she'd do if I reached my horny hand beneath her nightgown and cupped and fingered her naked pussy. Would she scream and slap my hand away? Would she slap my face? Would I ruin the close relationship that I had with my sister? Or would she sexually submit herself to me and allow me to rub her clit, finger fuck her pussy, and masturbate her cunt? With her flashing me, cock for pussy and tits, I wanted to return the exhibitionism favor by flashing my sister my naked prick.
Curious for her sexual reaction to seeing my naked prick, I was determined to flash my sister my naked cock in the way that my sister had flashed me her naked tits and her naked pussy. I was determined to flash my sister my naked prick in the way that I had flashed my aunt and my mother my naked prick. I hoped that Donna would have her sexual way with my naked cock in the way that my aunt and my mother had their sexual way with my erect dick.
Now that my sister flashed me her naked breasts and her naked pussy, I couldn't wait to flash Donna my naked prick. Obviously distracted, when she turned her head the other way to look at her phone, I quickly, deftly, and stealthily removed my erect cock from my pajama pee hole. As nervous as I was sexually excited, going where no brother should ever go with his sister, I was ready to flash my sister my naked prick. Something that I had never dared do before, somehow, I summoned up the perverted audacity to flash my sister my naked prick now.
No turning back now, I was about to flash my big sister my erect, naked prick. I couldn't believe that I dared to flash my big sister my naked cock. I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away. What if she was angry with me for exposing myself to her. Yet, naked cock for naked pussy and naked tits, it's only fair to flash her, after she's been exposing herself to me. Besides, with me flashing my cock appearing accidental, she wouldn't know that I had deliberately flashed her.
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, flashing my sexy sister my naked cock, I couldn't wait to see her reaction to seeing my naked prick. When my sister returned her focused attention to me, she immediately looked down and noticed my exposed, erect prick sticking out of my pajama pee hole. Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, instead of looking away and instead of asking me to leave her bedroom, she stared at my naked cock in the way that I stared at her naked pussy and naked tits.



Then, again, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she did something that was so blatantly unexpected. Not expecting her to do that in her sexual response to seeing my naked prick, she moved her legs up and spread her knees. With the hem of her nightgown in the middle of her shapely thighs and her legs spread wide open, she deliberately gave me an uninterrupted view of her naked pussy.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'In the way that I'm exposing my erect, naked prick to her, my big sister is deliberately exposing her naked pussy to me.'
Definitely, no doubt about it, my sister was deliberately flashing me her naked cunt. Cock for pussy, I couldn't believe that my big sister flashed me her naked pussy in the way that I had flashed her my naked prick. Now, I was more determined than ever to have my wicked, sexual way with my sister's naked pussy and her big, naked tits.
Daring myself to do so, while wondering what she'd do, in the way that I masturbated myself in front of my mother, I masturbated myself in front of my sister. I slowly stroked myself to a bigger and harder erection in front of her. Staring at me masturbating myself, she seemed sexually enamored with watching my prick grow bigger and harder. She continued watching me stroke my erect cock.
Now or never, not stopping there, making my sexual move, I reached my hand beneath the hem of my sister's nightgown and cupped her naked cunt in the palm of my hand. Waiting for her negative reaction, when none came, I stuck my other hand down her open nightgown top. I cupped and fondled her naked breasts in my horny hand, first one and then the other. I couldn't believe that I was having my wicked, sexual way with my sister's nearly, naked body.
She looked down at my hand cupping her pussy and at my other hand cupping and fondling her naked tits, before staring up at me. She seemed as surprised as she seemed sexually aroused that I had not only cupped her naked cunt but also that I fondled her naked tits, too. As sexually excited flashing my aunt and my mother my erect prick, I was equally sexually excited flashing my sister my erect prick.
She looked down again at my hand feeling and fondling her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. She seemed as equally surprised as she seemed sexually aroused that I stuck my horny hand down her open, nightgown top as she did when I reached between her shapely thighs to cup her naked pussy. Yet, instead of stopping me, she continued staring down at my hand feeling her naked tits and cupping her naked pussy again before staring up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Do you like all that you're seeing," she asked with a sexy smile and a naughty look on her face? "Do you like all that you're touching and feeling?"
I laughed.
"You have a beautiful body, Donna. If you'd allow me the sexual pleasure, I'd love to masturbate your pussy," I said while deftly fingering her pussy slit. "I'd love to eat your pussy, too."
Then, when I pulled her nipples out further, she moved away from me.
"I don't mind you cupping my pussy and/or fondling my tits, just don't finger my nipples," she said.
I looked at her with disappointed curiosity that she didn't want me finger her nipples.
"Why can't I finger your nipples," I innocently asked?
She laughed.
"Because you'll make me wet. You'll make me sexually aroused enough for me to suck your cock and allow you to cum in my mouth," said my sister reaching her fingers down to fondle the head of my exposed prick. "I'm horny enough with you touching me and feeling me in the way that no brother should ever touch and feel his sister."
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"You say that as if there's something wrong with you sucking my prick and me cumming in your mouth," I said sliding a slow finger across my sister's red, full lips.
While staring up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes, she surprised me by taking my finger in her mouth and sucking it while staring up at me as if she was sucking my cock.
# # #
Clearly, my sister enjoyed me cupping her naked pussy and feeling her naked tits as much as I enjoyed cupping her naked pussy and feeling her naked tits. Obviously, she enjoyed seeing my naked prick as much as I enjoyed exposing my naked prick. Indeed, she was sexually aroused that I was cupping her naked pussy and fondling her naked breasts.
Hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was having sex with my sexy, older sister. Something that I'll be masturbating over later and for the rest of my life, I was cupping her naked pussy in the palm of my hand. Even though she asked me not to do so, I still pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Even though I made her wet and sexually aroused enough to make her want to suck my cock and allow me to cum in her mouth, clearly, she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her.
After having sex with my AIIF of an aunt and my MILF of a mother, I was stunned that I was having sex with my SILF of a sexy sister. Without screaming and pushing me away, something that I never expected, instead of stopping me, she allowed me to hold her naked cunt in the palm of my horny hand. Again, without screaming and pushing me away, I was a surprised as I was sexually excited that she allowed me to feel her naked breasts. Not stopping me there, she even allowed me to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples without protest.
I traced her pussy slit with my fingertips before parting her pussy lips and inserting my finger inside of her. She was already wet, so very wet. Ever so gently and ever so slowly, I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my sister. I had imagined this moment, sexually fantasized over this moment, and masturbated over imagining masturbating my sister. Finally, I was masturbating my sister.
I continued masturbating my sister. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my sexy sister. Something that I had always wanted to do, it was hard to wrap my head around that I was masturbating my big sister. Something that I never thought I'd ever do; I couldn't believe that I was finger fucking my sister while rubbing her clit faster and harder.
# # #
Returning the sexual favor, she reached out her hand and wrapped her manicured fingers around my erect, naked cock. My big sister held my naked prick in her soft, warm hand while I held her naked pussy in the palm of my hand and continued masturbating her. As if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, it blew my mind that my sexy sister held my hard, naked cock in her soft hand while allowing me to masturbate her wet pussy.
She slowly stroked my cock while I rubbed her clit, fingered her pussy, and fondled her breasts. As if it belonged there, my stiff prick felt so good in her soft hand. With us both now on the same sexual page, she masturbated me while I masturbated her. Hard to wrap my head around, again, something that I thought I'd never do, my sexual fantasy coming true, I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my sexy sister and she was masturbating me.
Determined to make my sister cum, I leaned forward and rubbed her clit faster while finger fucking her pussy deeper. Determined to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers, I continued masturbating my sister. Not stopping there, I leaned down and forward to move my mouth closer to her naked pussy.
Something that I thought I'd never do; I was about to eat my sister's pussy. I licked her. I licked my sister's pussy. Something that I had always wanted to do, daring myself to continue licking her, I continued licking my sister faster and harder. Taking her pussy in my mouth, I dared myself to eat my sister.
Again, something that I thought I'd never do; determined to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my mouth, I continued licking my sister's cunt while fingering her cunt. Determined for her to cum, I continued licking Donna's pussy while rubbing her clit faster and harder. With her not stopping me but encouraging me by spreading her knees wider, I ate my sister's cunt while reaching up to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown. Allowing me to eat her without stopping me, I continued eating my sister until she was ready to cum.
"Oh, Larry. Larry. Oh, my God, Larry. Don't stop. You're going to make me cum. You're going to make me cum. Please don't stop rubbing my clit. Please don't stop finger fucking my pussy. Rub my clit faster," she said. "Lick me faster. Lick me harder. I'm cumming, Larry. I'm cumming."
She stiffened her legs and arched her back while spreading her legs wider.
"Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster, Larry. Lick me harder. Finger fuck me. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm going to cum, Larry. I'm going to cum," she said straightening her legs and arching her back again. "I'm cumming, Larry. I'm cumming," she said again.
As soon as she had her sexual orgasm, not pausing to enjoy the sexual afterglow, my sister moved halfway down the bed to take my stiff prick in her mouth. It was as if she couldn't wait to return the sexual favor. It was as if she couldn't wait to blow me. Willingly and consensually sucking my cock, it was as if she couldn't wait to suck my cock in the way that I couldn't wait to lick her pussy. Now, between my aunt, my mother, and my sister, I'll always be having sex with one of the three.
Again, returning the sexual favor, my sister leaned forward and took my erect cock in her mouth. In the way that my aunt and my mother blew me, my sexy sister blew me, too. Again, something that I thought would never happen, as if I was imagining my sexual fantasy, my sister sucked my cock. Staring down at her with my prick in her mouth while she stared up at me with her big, blue eyes, something that was as incestuous as it was sexually nasty, my big, beautiful sister sucked my cock.
She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Seemingly determined for me to cum in her mouth, I couldn't wait to cum in my sister's mouth.
Giving her what she sexually wanted, it didn't take me long to fill my sister's mouth with a load of cum. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips and removed my stiff prick from her mouth, I ejaculated cum all over her face and in her beautiful, blonde hair. With me incorrigibly horny, in the way that I gave my aunt and my mother cum baths, I gave my sister a cum bath, too.
# # #
Sex with my Sister-in-law, Cassie
I lived in my mother-in-law and father-in-law's house. A three-family house, my wife's parents lived on the first floor, I lived on the second floor with my wife, and my wife's brother and his wife lived on the third floor. My sister-in-law, Cassie, shared my love of games and shopping. My wife and her husband hated playing games and going shopping.
Always together, when we weren't playing games, we were shopping. We even joined a bowling league together. Never seeing us with our spouses, most people who saw us together thought that we were husband and wife instead of brother-in-law and sister-in-law.
Instead of going upstairs to talk to her, I'd hang out in the back hall. I'd sit on the stairs while drinking my coffee. Sexually teasing me as much as she sexually excited me, she always came out on the third floor flat wearing a short and sexually revealing nightgown.
With me on the second floor and looking up while talking to her, I could clearly see up her short nightgown. Wondering if she was deliberately flashing me her naked pussy, I could see her naked, brown, bushy pussy. Unable to stop staring at her naked cunt, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my sister-in-law's naked pussy. As if she was unaware that she was flashing me, she continued talking to me while I continued staring up her nightgown at her naked pussy.
I wondered if she was sexually teasing me by deliberately flashing me her naked pussy. I wondered what she'd do if I came out wearing my bathrobe with nothing underneath. In the way that my sister-in-law and my sister flashed me their naked pussies, I wanted to flash Cassie my naked prick. Only, what if she wasn't deliberately flashing me. What if she was accidentally flashing me? What if she had no idea that I could see her naked cunt? I'd be embarrassed and feel like a pervert that I flashed Cassie my naked prick.
'What if she told my wife and/or her husband that I deliberately exposed my naked prick to her,' I thought. 'What would I say? What would I do? How embarrassing would that be for Cassie, my wife, and my brother-in-law to think that I was sexually perverted enough to expose myself to my sexy sister-in-law.'
# # #
One hot, summer day, we went to the beach together. Instead of going to the beach with just the two of us, she invited her mother to come along. With her husband, my brother-in-law working and my wife hating going to the beach and laying out in the hot sun, I went to the beach with Cassie and her mother, Barbara.
Cassie wore a low-cut, white bathing suit that opened up at the top whenever she leaned forward, which was all that time. Sexually exciting me, I could clearly see her naked A cup breasts and her erect nipples. Her mother wore a matching white bathing suit with the same low-cut top, too. Every time her mother leaned forward; which was all the time, I could see down her bathing suit top, too.
As if she was deliberately flashing me her naked tits in the way that Cassie had deliberately flashed me her naked breasts, I saw her mother's naked B cup, naked breasts and her erect nipples numerous times. Between the hot son and seeing their naked breasts, I had a throbbing and pulsating erection tenting my bathing suit. In the way that I looked down their bathing suit tops, they looked down at my big bulge in my bathing suit.
As soon as they took a dip in the water and returned to their towels, something that totally surprised me as much as it sexually excited me, their white bathing suits became totally transparent. I couldn't believe that I could see their nearly, naked bodies as if they were naked. I wondered if they knew that their bathing suits were totally transparent. I wondered if they were deliberately flashing me their nearly, naked bodies.
As if they were wearing wet, white t-shirts, I could see the shape and the size of their naked breasts along with their areolas and their erect nipples. Clearly, I could see their trimmed patch of brown pubic hair and their ass cracks, too. I immediately had an even bigger and harder erection. I couldn't wait to masturbate later over all that I was seeing of them now.
'If it wasn't enough that I saw their naked breasts and erect nipples, I can't believe I'm seeing them through their bathing suits as if they're naked,' I thought. 'I can't wait to masturbate over this later tonight, tomorrow morning, and for the rest of my life.'
Returning the sexual favor, with me not going in the water because the water was too cold, when they walked down to the water again to take another dip, I stealthily removed my erect cock from the netting of my bathing suit. Curious for their sexual reaction to seeing my erect, naked prick, I wondered if they'd look, stare, look away, or reach out and touch me. When they returned, they both sat in front of me, Cassie on one side of me and her mother on the other side of me.
They both had the perfect, uninterrupted view of my naked, erect cock sticking straight out of the bottom of my bathing suit. In the way that I had stared at Cassie's and her mother's naked breasts, she and her mother stared at my naked prick. As if neither one had seen a naked prick before, I never had any woman stare at my naked cock in the way that they stared at my naked prick. They made me even more sexually excited with them staring at my naked prick.
They both stared at my naked cock as if they had never seen a naked cock before. They both stared at my naked prick as if they wanted to stroke my prick and suck my prick. Sexually teasing them, causing them to continue to look longer and stare harder, as if I was humping their mouths or fucking their pussies, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my erect, naked cock.
# # #
When we returned to the car for our clothes, Cassie suggested that instead of going to the changing rooms, that we change in the car.
'What? Seriously? Something that a horny man would suggest, I couldn't believe that Cassie wanted to change in the car with her mother and me? I imagined me naked along with Cassie and her naked mother changing together in my car.'
As if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe that my sexy sister-in-law suggested that the three of us change in the car. Changing in the car not only gave me a chance to see my Cassie naked but also to see her mother, Barbara, naked, too. Not to mention that they'd both be seeing me naked, as well. Now I couldn't wait to remove my bathing suit while watching them removing their bathing suits. I couldn't wait to strip myself naked while watching them strip themselves naked.
Hoping the we'd all change in the car together instead of one-at-a-time, I was all for changing in the car. I couldn't believe that they both willingly agreed to strip themselves naked together in front of me and change in the car. Seemingly, as much as they wanted to flash me their naked bodies and as much as I wanted to see their naked bodies, I wanted to flash them my naked prick.
Seemingly, they both wanted to see my naked prick as much as I wanted to see their naked bodies. As if this was my sexual fantasy coming true, I couldn't wait to strip myself naked in front of my sister-in-law and her mother. I couldn't wait to show them my naked cock. I couldn't wait to see their reactions to me seeing them naked. I couldn't wait to see their reactions to seeing my erect, naked prick.
# # #
With all of our stuff taking up the entire front seats, beach chairs, ice chest, clothes, beach umbrella, beach towels, and food, before we could move it to the trunk, we all changed in the backseat. While getting a bird's eye view of their naked bodies, I sat in between Cassie and her mother. I still couldn't believe that they were both ready to strip naked in front of me and change in the car.
As soon as they removed their bathing suits, I looked to my left before looking to my right. Cassie was naked. I saw her totally naked body. Then, I looked to my right. Barbara was naked. I saw her naked body.
As if I was dreaming of seeing them both naked, I stared at Cassie and her mother naked in the way that they stared at me naked. I stared at Cassie's naked tits, her erect nipples, and her trimmed brown pussy. Then, I stared at Barbara's naked tits, her erect nipples, and her bushy, brown pussy. I'll be masturbating over seeing my sister-in-law and her mother naked for the rest of my life.
As if my erect cock was on a spring, when I removed my bathing suit, my naked prick stood at attention. In the way that I stared at Cassie's naked tits and naked pussy, she stared at my naked cock. In the way that I stared at Barbara's naked tits and naked pussy, she stared at my naked prick.
Instead of covering themselves with their hands and/or with their forearms, instead of immediately getting dressed, unembarrassed and unashamed, we sat in the car naked while talking. Turning my head to the left, I stared at Cassie's A cup naked breasts and I stared at her trimmed, brown pussy. Then, turning my head to the right, I stared at Barbara's B cup naked breasts and her bushy, brown pussy. With them both staring down at me, Cassie and her mother stared at my naked cock.
'After seeing Cassie and her mother naked, and them seeing me naked, too, I couldn't wait to masturbate over this later tonight, tomorrow morning, and for the rest of my life,' I thought.



With this my golden opportunity that I may never have again, daring myself to do so, reached my horny hand over and, surprising even myself, I cupped Cassie's naked pussy. With her not stopping me from masturbating her, and with her already wet, I parted her pussy lips with my finger and rubbed her clit. I masturbated my sister-in-law. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my sister-in-law. With us both married to someone else, I was as shocked as I was sexually excited that Cassie allowed me to masturbate her in front of her mother.
Then, turning my sexual attention to her mother, I cupped Barbara's B cup breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Then, taking the chance that she wouldn't pull her hand away, I took her mother's hand by her wrist and placed it on my erect, naked cock. As soon as I did, while staring down at my exposed prick, she fondled the head of my erect prick with her fingertips before she slowly started stroking me.
'Cassie's mother is giving me a hand job. I can't believe that Cassie's mother is giving me a hand job,' I thought.
Then, sexually surprising me even more, Barbara leaned forward and took me in her mouth.
'What the fuck? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Cassie's mother is blowing me. She's sucking my cock,' I thought with disbelief.
# # #
I watched Cassie's mother staring up at me with her brown eyes and with my erect prick in her mouth. Determined for me to cum in her mouth, I watched her stroke me harder and faster while sucking me deeper. Now, every time I saw Barbara at a family gathering with her husband, I'd be thinking of her with my prick in her mouth.
'I'm stunned. Never thinking that this would happen with us changing in the car, I couldn't believe that Cassie's MILF of a mother was blowing me,' I thought. 'Barbara is sucking my cock.'
Something that I never expected she'd do; my sister-in-law's mother blew me. Barbara sucked my cock. With Cassie watching her mother stroking and sucking my prick, I couldn't believe that I was getting a blowjob from my sister-in-law's mother. Now, hoping that she would, too, I couldn't wait for my sexy sister-in-law to suck my cock, too.
I only wished that I was married to Cassie. I only wished that Barbara was my MILF of a mother-in-law. If I was married to Cassie, I'd be having threesome sex with the two of them all the time.
Barbara released my stiff prick from her mouth to allow her daughter to suck my cock. Cassie voluntarily and consensually leaned forward to take my erect prick in her mouth. Never expecting to receive a blowjob from Cassie and especially from her mother, she stroked me faster and sucked me deeper, while her mother watched her daughter blowing me.
'Cassie is blowing me. My sister-in-law is sucking my cock. I can't believe that I'm having sex with two women at the same time,' I thought while remembering that I had sex with my aunt and my mother at the same time, too.
In the way that she stroked me faster and harder, Cassie was determined to make me cum in her mouth. While her daughter blew me, I made out with Cassie's mother and had my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits. I fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Then, surprising Cassie, I unloaded a load of cum in her mouth and when she immediately pulled away, I unloaded another partial load of cum all over her face. Consumed with sexual lust for her mother as much as I was consumed with sexual lust for Cassie, I wrapped my arm around her mother's neck and pulled her mouth down to my erect prick. As soon as Barbara opened her mouth and took me inside, I ejaculated the last bit of cum in her mouth. Then, later, whenever alone with Cassie, a secret, forbidden, sexual affair that lasted seven-long, wonderful years, we continued having forbidden sex.
When I wasn't making out with Cassie and fingering her pussy, I ate her pussy. When I wasn't making slow, sweet love to my sister-in-law, I was fucking her. When I wasn't fucking her, she blew me and allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth. As if we were married instead of brother-in-law and sister-in-law, I continued giving Cassie multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and with my cock, and she continued fucking my cock and sucking my cock.
# # #
Sex with my mother-in-law, Doris
With my mother-in-law living on the first floor with her husband, my father-in-law, who was always working, I lived with my wife, her daughter, on the second floor. Every time I went downstairs to visit my mother-in-law, deliberately flashing me all that I shouldn't see of my wife's mother, she wore a very, sexually revealing housecoat with nothing underneath. Something as sexually exciting as it was sexually revealing, she never wore a bra or panties beneath her housecoat.
Moreover, she never buttoned the button by her naked breasts or the button by her naked pussy. When she wasn't flashing me the side of her naked breasts, she flashed me a head-on view of her brown, bushy pussy. Unable to stop myself from staring, giving me plenty to masturbate over later, when I wasn't staring at what I could see of the side of Doris' naked breasts, I stared at all that I could see of her naked pussy.
With her making me horny, returning the sexual favor, pussy for cock, I'd visit my mother-in-law wearing a short, cotton bathrobe with nothing underneath. When I innocently sat across from her, my bathrobe slid open enough for her to see my naked prick. Acting unaware that I was exposed, I deliberately sat with my knees parted enough to give her a constant and continual view of my naked cock. Deliberately throbbing my cock and pulsating my prick, my mother-in-law stared at my naked prick in the way that I stared at her naked tits and naked pussy.
Sometimes, her best friend, Anna, would visit her and I'd flash her, too. Giving them both a show of my erect, naked prick, and with them both not only looking but staring, I'd flash Anna my naked prick, too. Something else that I masturbated over later, it sexually excited me to flash Anna my naked cock.
Every time I stood, my cotton bathrobe parted wide open and my erect cock would stick straight out. Feigning my embarrassment, I continually opened my bathrobe to close my bathrobe while making my apologies for exposing myself to them. Making sure that they saw my naked, erect prick, I turned to face my mother-in-law and/or her best friend while opening and closing my bathrobe. Of course, while wishing that I could have sex with the both of them, I masturbated over exposing my naked prick to my mother-in-law and to her best friend.
"Oops, sorry. Please don't look at my naked prick. I'm so embarrassed. This bathrobe never stays closed," I said while feigning my embarrassment.
# # #
One day, when my mother-in-law wasn't home, Anna came upstairs looking for her. I knew that she wasn't looking for my mother-in-law. I knew she was looking for me. I knew that she wanted to get me alone. I knew that she wanted sex. I knew that she wanted me to strip her naked and fuck her.
Knowing that it was her when she called out for Doris, before opening my front door, I quickly stripped myself naked and pretended that I had just got out of the shower. I opened my front door wearing only a towel. Acting surprised to see her, I greeted Anna with a full body-to-body hug.
As soon as I hugged her, I had an erection. As I had planned, my towel slowly slid down to my feet. I was naked. Ready to flash my naked prick I was deliberately naked in front of my mother-in-law's best friend.
With my erect cock pressed against her tummy, I couldn't believe that I had the audacity to get naked in front of Anna. In the way that she stared at my naked prick whenever I flashed her, I knew that she was looking for sex. I acted surprised that I was naked. While wondering what her reaction would be, I couldn't wait to see her reaction to seeing my naked dick.
"Oh, my God. My towel just fell. Don't look, Anna," I said calling attention to my nakedness. "Please don't look at my naked cock," I said with a laugh. "I'm naked."
I stepped away from her to see my naked prick. As soon as I told her not to look and told her that I was naked, she looked down at my naked prick. Moreover, for a closer look at my naked cock, she squatted down to pick up my towel. I looked down at her staring up at my naked prick. Then, as if I was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover, she tied the towel around my waist.
"Well, now that you saw me naked, Anna, it's only fair that I see you naked," I said while wondering if she was sexually aroused enough to strip herself naked. "Take off your clothes, Anna. I want to see your naked body," I said.
# # #
I took another step back and took my naked prick in my hand to stroke myself and to show her my naked, erect prick. As if she had never seen a naked man before, she continued staring at my naked prick. With her fifteen-years younger than my mother-in-law, Anna was closer to my age.
"Show me your naked ass, your naked tits, and your naked pussy. I want to see you naked, Anna. I want to see you without your clothes."
Testing the forbidden, sexual water, something that I seriously doubted she'd do, she surprised me when she obediently obeyed me without protesting. As if she was a stripper on stage, while staring up at me, she immediately started removing her clothes. Anna was consensually willing and ready to strip herself naked in front of me while giving me sexy, striptease show.
'I can't believe that Anna is undressing. I can't believe that I'm about to see Anna naked. I can't believe that I'm about to see her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy while she's staring at my naked prick,' I thought.
She removed her top to expose her white, sexy, low-cut brassiere. Then, she unbuttoned her pants and slid them down to her feet to expose her sheer, white, bikini panties. Not stopping there, she reached around her to unhook her bra.
'I can't believe she's undressing. I can't believe my mother-in-law's best friend is stripping herself naked,' I thought.
She removed her bra to show me her naked, B cup breasts and then she slid her panties down to show me her naked ass and her bushy, naked pussy. Something that I never expected she'd do, my mother-in-law's best friend stripped herself naked, totally naked, in front of me.
I escorted her to my bedroom where I pushed her back on my bed and mounted her. While kissing her, French kissing her, we made love. Then, I fucked her. I fucked her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. I couldn't believe that I fucked my mother-in-law's best friend when I had yet to fuck my mother-in-law.
Then, hoping that she would, she moved halfway down the bed and took my stiff prick in her mouth. Anna took me in her mouth and blew me. She sucked my cock. She allowed me to cum in her mouth, all over her face, and across her B cup, naked breasts. I gave my mother-in-law's best friend a cum bath.
# # #
After having sex with Anna, the sexual floodgates opened. With them, no doubt, telling one another everything, I knew that Anna had told my mother-in-law that we had sex. The next day, when I went downstairs, Doris had just come home from a retirement party for one of her co-workers. Getting a ride home, with her not much of a drinker, she was a little tipsy.
As soon as she saw me, she greeted me with a big smile and a big, full body hug. Then, something she never did before and something that I never expected she'd do, she kissed me. She parted my lips and French kissed me. I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law stuck her tongue in my mouth and French kissed me. Not stopping with just a French kiss, she reached down and cupped my penis and testicles in the palm of her hand through my jeans.
Then, immediately, not home ten minutes, she excused herself to change into her household uniform, a housecoat with no bra and/or panties. Only, leaving her bedroom door wide open in the way that my mother left her bedroom door wide open while changing, I watched from her bedroom doorway undressing. Unembarrassed and unashamed, she talked to me while undressing and stripping herself naked.
The first time seeing my wife's mother naked, I couldn't believe she stripped herself naked in front of me. From her reflection in her full-length, wrap around mirror giving me a full frontal, side, and back view, I saw her big, D cup naked tits, her naked, brown, bushy pussy, and her shapely, naked ass. In the way that I saw her best friend naked, I finally saw my mother-in-law, Doris, naked, totally naked, too. Now, eager to return the sexual favor of her nudity with my nudity, I couldn't wait for my mother-in-law to see me naked, too.
Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, when she returned to the living room, I took her in my arms, parted her lips with my tongue, and French kissed her. While making out with my MILF of a mother-in-law, I felt her ass and her breasts through her housecoat. With her not stopping me from sexually touching her and feeling her, I raised her housecoat to her waist and moved my horny hand between her shapely thighs to cup her hairy, naked pussy.
With her still not stopping me, in one quick, fluid move, I lifted her housecoat up, over her head, and off. My mother-in-law, Doris, was naked again. I had stripped my wife's mother naked again, totally naked.
# # #
I touched and felt her everywhere that a son-in-law should never touch and feel his mother-in-law. I fondled her big, naked breasts, squeezed her naked ass, and fingered her naked pussy. Then, remembering the day that my mother flashed me her naked tits, I unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled down my jeans to my ankles.
As soon as I did, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, my mother-in-law moved to her knees. She took my swollen prick in her hand before taking me in her mouth. She was blowing me. I couldn't believe that my wife's mother was sucking my cock.
She abruptly stopped sucking me when she heard a noise. She put her housecoat back on and I pulled my jeans back up and went upstairs. Sexually frustrated, I wanted to cum in my mother-in-law's mouth. Instead, I was relegated to masturbating myself while thinking about my mother-in-law stripping herself naked in front of me. Then, I thought about her stroking my cock while sucking my cock.
The next morning, after my father-in-law left for work, I went downstairs. I opened her unlocked backdoor without knocking. I was determined to continue having sex with my mother-in-law. I was determined to cum in her mouth. I was determined to fuck her.
I heard the water running in the bathroom. She was taking a shower. Daring myself to do so, it was now or never. I quickly stripped myself naked, opened her bathroom door, and stepped in the shower with her. Seemingly happy to see me, she allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body everywhere.
I leaned her against the shower wall, turned her around, and fucked her from behind. I finally fucked my mother-in-law. I couldn't believe that I finally fucked my wife's mother. Something that I hadn't done yet with my aunt or with my mother, but something that I already had done with my mother-in-law's best friend, I fucked my mother-in-law.
Now, I couldn't wait to make love to my mother, Connie. I couldn't wait to fuck her. I couldn't wait to make love to my aunt, Emma. I couldn't wait to fuck her, too.
Not stopping there, I couldn't wait to have a threesome with my mother and my aunt. I couldn't wait to have sex with my sister, Donna, with my sister-in-law, Cassie, with her mother, Barbara, with my mother-in-law's best friend, Anna, and with my mother-in-law, Doris, again and again.
THE END
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My Sister-in-law & Mother-in-law
Sex with my sexy sister-in-law and with my MILF of a mother-in-law.
Meaning to hypnotize his wife, Bruce inadvertently hypnotized his sexy sister-in-law and his MILF of a mother-in-law. Then, giving them both hypnotic, sexual suggestions, going from one to the other, he had forbidden sex with both of them. Unbeknownst to him, with him believing that he had successfully hypnotized them, and with them always wanting to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with them, they pretended to be hypnotized.
'I don't believe I hypnotized my wife's sister and her mother,' thought Bruce.
Looking as if they were sleeping, mother and daughter sat on the couch with their heads bowed down while Bruce disappeared in the kitchen to get some water.
"I can't believe he thinks that he hypnotized us," whispered Ginger, his sexy sister-in-law with a dirty, little laugh.
Aurora lifted her head to look at her daughter and to return her dirty, little laugh.
"Whatever he wants to do to my body is okay with me," whispered Aurora to her daughter. "Just pretend that you're hypnotized and play along with him."
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that Bruce asked me to write about him not only believing that he had hypnotized his sexy sister-in-law, Ginger, and his MILF of a mother-in-law, Aurora, but also, he had forbidden sex with the both of them.
# # #
"Wait, don't leave, yet," I said, to my wife Heather. Begging her to stay, I delayed her departure, before she left for work. "Stay for a minute. I want to try something."
As if I was bothering her, my wife looked at me as she always does with annoyed impatience.
"What now, Bruce? I have to go. You're going to make me late for work," she said looking at her watch.
I pulled an old, gold pocket watch, my grandfather's, beloved railroad watch, from my pocket and dangled it in front of her eyes. If I successfully hypnotized her, with us not having had sex in months, I had no intention of allowing her to leave for work. Instead, I'd take her to our bedroom, give her a hypnotic suggestion for her to strip herself naked, and give her another hypnotic suggestion to have sex with me. An understatement, even if it took me to hypnotize her, I couldn't wait to have sex with Heather.
"This will only take a minute," I said. "I've been reading about hypnosis and I wanted to see if I can hypnotize you."
She rolled her eyes, let out a big sigh of a breath of boredom, and laughed.
"Don't even bother," she said waving her hand as if swatting at a fly. "Hypnosis is a waste of time. I'm one of the twenty-five percent of the population who can't be hypnotized. With me an A type personality, always in control, I can't relax long enough to be hypnotized," she said shaking her head and making a face.
Sexually excited before by the fact that I'd hypnotize Heather and have sex with her, devastated, I was disappointed now.
"When I was trying to lose weight and stop smoking, several doctors tried to put me under hypnosis and they couldn't hypnotize me. I finally stopped smoking and lost the weight on my own and without their hypnotic help. Sorry, but hypnotism doesn't work on me," she said shrugging her shoulders.
My only chance to have sex with my wife, but with my last resort already fading away, I gave her a pleading look with my eyes. Regretting that it had come to this, having to hypnotize my wife for sex, nevertheless, I'd love to hypnotize Heather for sex. I'd love to put her under my hypnotic spell. As if watching a fast forward movie, I thought of all the sexy things that I could do to my wife's beautiful, naked body if she was under my hypnotic control.
First of all, I'd love to slowly and lovingly undress her, one slow button at a time. I'd love to strip her naked while touching and feeling her beautiful body everywhere. Then, I'd want her to do things, nasty sexual things, that she'd never ordinarily do if she wasn't under my hypnotic spell.
I'd love to take sexy, naked photos of my wife in all sorts of revealing, sexual poses. I'd love to show my friends the sexy, naked pictures of my beautiful wife in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. I'd even love to post her naked photos online. I'd love to show everyone my wife's beautiful, naked body.
Then, after stripping her naked and photographing her, a long time since we had intimate relations, I'd love to have sex with her. I'd love to make her dependent on my cock. I'd love to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my prick. I'd love to lick her beautiful, blonde pussy while masturbating her. I'd love to make love to her before fucking her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
Finally, not stopping there, I'd love her to blow me, really suck my cock, while looking up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes as if she's really enjoying blowing me. I'd love her to willingly and consensually suck my cock while not only allowing me to cum in her mouth but also all over her face and across her big, naked breasts. Something that I've always wanted to do but with her resistant to me doing, I'd love to give Heather a cum bath.
I'd love to take a photo of cum dripping from her beautiful, blonde hair, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and her naked breasts. I'd love to make a sexual mess of my wife. Yet, with her always so well put together in the way of a model, she'd never allow me to give her a cum bath.
With her a stuck-up bitch, she'd never allow me to cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. She'd never allow me to ruin her makeup and her hair with cum. Then, after she was no longer under my hypnotic spell, curious for her reaction, I'd love to show her the photo that I had taken of her dripping with cum.
# # #
"Just let me try and hypnotize you before you leave for work," I said not to be dissuaded in my mission to hypnotize my wife. "Please, Heather. It will only take a minute."
She shrugged, removed her pocketbook from her shoulder, set it on the dining room table, and sat in a chair in front of me. With her sitting in the chair like a lady, she even denied me a look between her long, shapely legs of her white, bikini panties. I would have loved to have seen her pussy mound, her pussy slit, and her camel toe through her sheer panties. Not even leaning forward to flash me a downblouse, I would have loved to have seen her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bra to masturbate over later.
'God forbid she show me anything of her beautiful body,' I thought. 'I'd love to have sexual fodder of my wife to masturbate over later.'
"Okay, Master," she said with a laugh. "But, as I told you before, hypnosis doesn't work on me," she said again. "Sorry, but I can't be hypnotized."
Determined, horny, sexually frustrated, and desperate enough to hypnotize my wife to finally have sex with her, I swayed my pocket watch back and forth in front of her eyes for several minutes. Slowly back and forth and to and fro I continued swaying the pocket watch in front of her beautiful eyes while hoping to put her under my hypnotic spell. As if I was a psychologist or a psychiatrist using hypnotism as a tool to relax my patient, I maintained a calm voice with a monotone meter.
"Concentrate on the movement of the watch. Back and forth, and back and forth. To and fro, and to and fro. Concentrate on the swaying movement of the pocket watch," I said. "Keep your eyes on the pocket watch."
Slowly back and forth, I continued swaying the pocket watch in front of her eyes.
"You're getting sleepy," I said. "You're so tired that you can no longer keep your eyes open. Give into your tiredness and close your eyes. Sleep, Heather, sleep. Sleep, Heather, sleep."
Unfortunately, with me getting nowhere, she laughed.
"I'm not getting sleepy, Bruce. I'm wide awake. If I'm anything, I'm getting bored," she said. "I told you that hypnosis doesn't work on me."
She looked at her watch.
"I have to go," she said standing and putting her pocketbook over her shoulder. "I'm going to be late for work. Bye," she said giving me a peck on the cheek. "With me only going to the office one day a week, I can't be late for our weekly, Monday morning meeting."
# # #
Fortunately for me, my wife wasn't the only woman in her family who I was sexually attracted to enough to want to have forbidden sex with them. I was sexually attracted to her sister, my sexy sister-in-law, Ginger, and her mother, my MILF of a mother-in-law, Aurora. I suspected that they both were sexually attracted to me, too.
With her long, red, beautiful, lush hair, and her big tits, I've sexually lusted over Ginger since the first day that I met her. Yet, not in a million years, when my own wife refused to have sex with me, I seriously doubted that my wife's big sister would have sex with me. Yet, feeling so sexually frustrated from not having marital sex with my wife, I'd settle for having sex, hot sex, with my sexy sister-in-law.
Making matters even worse with my horniness and sexual frustration, I was sexually attracted to my mother-in-law, Aurora, too. With her pretty face, her huge breasts, and her shapely ass, I've always wanted to have sex with her, too. With both women better looking and having bigger breasts than my wife, I've always wanted to have sex with one or with both of them in a threesome in my bed. With me feeling so horny, I'm sexually attracted to the whole family. I'd have sex with any one of them or all of them together at the same time.
'How hot would that be to not only have sex with my wife but also with her sister and her mother, too? When I'm not masturbating over imagining Ginger naked and having sex with me, I'm masturbating over imagining Aurora naked and having sex with me,' I thought.
Instead, of having sex with any of the three women, I'm a masturbation machine. I masturbate every morning and every evening while imagining having sex with my wife, Heather, her sister, Ginger, and/or her mother, Aurora. I'd love for one or the other to catch me masturbating. I'd love to show them my naked, erect naked prick. I'd love Ginger or Aurora to see me cumming.
Alas, too embarrassed and respecting them too much to expose myself to them, I'd never flash myself to my wife's sister or to her mother. Yet, with Heather not having sex with me, what am I to do? I need sex. I need to cum. I'm so horny and sexually frustrated that I feel that my testicles will explode with pent up cum. I'm starting to feel like a priest. Yet, between having sex with their parishioners and with nuns, even priests have more sex than me.
# # #
My sexual attraction started with my sister-in-law at my wedding. With all of us staying at a motel before the wedding, I opened my motel room door and saw my sister-in-law standing by my bed naked, totally naked. Unable to believe my eyes, with her not making any move to cover her naked breasts or her naked pussy with her hands and/or with her forearms, I stood there staring at her beautiful, naked body. Instead of cowering and covering herself, something that I thought she'd never do, as if she was intentionally flashing me, she turned to face me.
Shocked as much as I was sexually excited that I was seeing Ginger naked, as if she wanted me to see her without her clothes, she didn't make a move to protect her modesty and shame. I stared at her big, D cup, naked breasts. I stared at her erect nipples and her symmetrical areolas. I stared at her red, trimmed pussy. Unable to remove my eyes from her, as if I had never seen a naked woman before, I stared at all I could see of her naked ass in the mirror. Unable to move, I continued staring at my naked, sister-in-law.
With Heather having her wedding photos taken downstairs, I didn't know that she allowed her sister to use our room to shower and change. As if we both were a deer caught in car headlights, facing me with her arms by her side, we stood there staring at one another while she was naked, totally naked, and while I ogled her naked body. If I thought my wife was beautiful naked, unbelievably, my sister-in-law was even more beautiful, sexy, and curvy. I'll be masturbating over seeing my sexy, naked sister-in-law for the rest of my life.
I only wished I had my cellphone with me to photograph her. I'd love to take some sexy, cheesecake photos of her in every sexual pose. I'd love to show my friends what my sexy sister-in-law looked like naked. Only, I wouldn't dare take a nude photo of my wife's sister. I'd embarrass her. Moreover, knowing that I'd show my friends her naked photos, she'd never allow me to photograph her without her clothes.
'Nevertheless, something that I'll never forget, I saw Ginger naked. I can't believe that I saw my wife's sister without her clothes,' I thought with sexual excitement. 'I can't wait to masturbate later over seeing Ginger naked.'
"Sorry. Sorry. I'm so sorry, Ginger. I didn't see anything," I said covering my eyes with my flayed fingered hand and lying when, in fact, I saw everything.
I saw plenty enough masturbate over my naked sister-in-law for the rest of my life. As if imbedded in my horny brain forever, I saw her naked breasts, her erect nipples, her red, naked pussy, and her shapely ass in the mirror behind her. I gave my apologies and quickly closed my motel room door.
# # #
Then, later, with me having too much to drink in celebration of my wedding, when I was dancing with my wife's mother, I made a fool of myself. Forgetting where I was and who I was dancing with, unable to help myself, I groped my mother-in-law's big breasts through her dress. Enamored with her huge breasts, I had always wanted to touch, feel, and grope her double D cup breasts. Instead, I rested the side of my head on her big tits while dancing with her.
With Aurora having too much to drink, too, I was surprised that she didn't scold me by slapping my horny hand away from her huge tits. I was surprised that she didn't rebuke me by slapping my face for feeling her breasts through her dress. Instead, she allowed me to continue feeling her massive breasts through her dress and finger her erect nipples through her bra. If it wasn't enough that I felt my mother-in-law's breasts through her dress, I can't believe she allowed me to finger her big, erect nipples through her clothes.
Something that I thought I'd never do, in shock as much as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I felt and continued feeling my mother-in-law's tits, albeit through her dress and bra. I couldn't believe that Aurora allowed me to finger her erect nipples. Then, reaching my horny hand around her, I touched, felt, and squeezed her shapely ass.
Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, I couldn't believe she didn't stop me from groping her shapely ass. It was as if she wanted me to feel her big tits and squeeze her shapely ass through her dress. Unbelievable, with me just married to her daughter, it was as if my wife's mother wanted to have forbidden sex with me as much as I wanted to have inappropriate sex with her.
If feeling her tits and ass through her dress wasn't enough, then, secluded in a private corner outside the hall, to get some air, she allowed me to kiss her, French kiss her. My MILF of a mother-in-law allowed me to kiss her. I kissed my mother-in-law. I couldn't believe that I kissed my wife's mother. With her not stopping me, I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. Further surprising me, she returned my French kiss with her long, passionate, wet kiss.
As if that still wasn't enough, that wasn't all that happened between us on my wedding day. Continuing to French kiss my new mother-in-law, she allowed me to stick my horny hand down the front of her low-cut dress and inside of her bra. I touched, felt, and fondled her huge, naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I had my wicked, sexual way with Aurora's big, naked tits.
Again, something that I thought I'd never do and something that I never thought Aurora would allow me to do, I couldn't believe that I was feeling and fondling her naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was pulling, turning, and twisting her naked, erect nipples. If it wasn't enough that I saw my sister-in-law naked, now, I was groping my mother-in-law's naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. As if she was my woman to fuck, I couldn't believe she allowed me to squeeze her shapely ass.
'What a wonderful family I married into,' I thought. 'Life doesn't get any better than this. Not only do I love my beautiful wife, but also, I love my sexy sister-in-law and my MILF of a mother-in-law.'
With me just married and, officially, not even on my honeymoon, I can't wait to have sex with them. As surprised as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I was having my wicked, sexual way with my mother-in-law's fully clothe body. Maybe I'm just horny because my wife stopped having sex with me as soon as I proposed and put a ring on her finger. Yet, I never imagined that I'd be sexually attracted to not only my wife's sister but also to her mother, too. What are the odds of that, I wondered?
Her mother, a sexy, forty-something-year-old woman, was older than me by at least twenty-years. No matter. With age unimportant, keeping it all in the family, I'd love to have sex with my wife's mother and/or with her big sister, too.
# # #
Suddenly having second thoughts on my wedding day, too late for cold feet, perhaps, I married the wrong woman. Perhaps, instead of marrying my wife, I should have married her sister or, maybe, even her mother. No doubt, had I married Ginger or Aurora instead of marrying Heather, three, sexually frustrating years later, I wouldn't have to learn hypnosis to have sex with my own wife now. I'd be making love to Ginger or Aurora every morning and fucking them every night. They'd be sucking my cock in between and allowing me to cum in their beautiful mouths.
Alas, a common refrain that I, unfortunately, hear all of the time, as soon as I proposed to my wife, Heather, where we once had hot sex all the time before we were married, the sex suddenly stopped. As soon as I put a ring on her finger and married her, always making excuses why she couldn't have sex, a headache, a backache, too tired, or her period, she no longer wanted to have sex with me. Not fair and not right to deny me the sexual pleasure of having hot sex with her beautiful body, I miss having sex with my wife.
I love my wife, I really do and I truly believe that my wife loves me, too, but a flame that quickly extinguished, as soon I proposed, she no longer sexually wanted me. Making me wonder if she was having sex with another man, her boss, perhaps, I was left sexually frustrated and horny. I was left relegated to masturbating myself and watching porn online while imagining having sex with her sexy sister and/or her MILF of a mother.
Desperate to have sex with Heather again, as a last resort, sounding ridiculous at the time but willing to play dirty for her to have sex with me again, I even watched a video and bought a book on hypnosis. A longshot, something that I figured would never happen, and something that a husband shouldn't have to do to have sex with his wife, I thought that I could hypnotize Heather into wanting to have sex with me again. I thought I could give her a hypnotic suggestion to strip herself naked and have sex with me.
I'd love nothing better than to make myself comfortable between Heather's shapely thighs and lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers, mouth, and tongue. Then, I imagined mounting her and making love to her before fucking her fast and hard enough to give her another sexual orgasm, this time with my cock.



Finally, I imagined giving her a hypnotic suggestion to blow me. I'd love to look down at my wife on her knees with my cock buried in her mouth while she looked up at me. I'd love to watch her sucking my cock as if she enjoyed blowing me. I imagined her allowing me to cum in her mouth and all over her pretty face
The hypnotism video gave me hope. It made hypnosis look so easy and, something that I thought that I could do. The book gave me step-by-step instructions on how to hypnotize someone. I felt certain that I could hypnotize Heather, that is, until she told me that she couldn't be hypnotized.
# # #
"This hypnosis is bullshit," I said speaking louder than I should have. "As soon as I said my code words, 'Hot Sex,' my wife was supposed to strip herself naked, and allow me to touch and feel her everywhere while making out with me and having sex with me," I said to my best friend, Gary, over the phone. "Then, when I said the words, sexual orgasm, she'd snap out of it. The book assured me that she'd have no memory of us having sex."
I loudly sighed my sexual frustration while lamenting my nonexistent, sexual fate.
"I'm back to the way that it was. No sex for me. Too late for a refund, I already opened and read the book and watched the video. There's a hundred bucks down the drain."
I confessed my sexual frustration to my best friend.
"With us married seven-years, I can count the number of times on one hand that we had sex. At this rate, I'll never make her pregnant. She'll never have children," I said. "I can't go on like this. I just can't. I need sex. I need to make love to Heather as any normal husband should. I need to make love to her. I need to fuck her, and I need her to blow me."
Gary let out a dirty laugh.
"If it will help get her in the mood, maybe I could have sex with Heather. I'd love to touch and feel your beautiful wife through her clothes while making out with her. I'd love to expose my erect naked prick to her," said Gary. "Maybe, she'll allow me to make love to her. Maybe, she'll allow me to fuck her. Maybe, she'll blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth," said my best friend.
Clearly, Gary was as sexually attracted to Heather as much as I was sexually attracted to my sister-in-law and my mother-in-law. Yet, if given the chance, I couldn't believe that my best friend would dare to have sex with my wife. How dare he even suggest such a deplorable thing? If Heather is going to make love to, fuck, and blow anyone, she's going to make love to, fuck, and blow me.
"Asshole! Fuck you, Gary. If Heather is going to have sex with anyone, she'll have sex with me," I said.
# # #
Only, with them eavesdropping from the living room, I didn't know that my sister-in-law, Ginger, and her mother, Aurora, had heard me trying to hypnotize Heather in our bedroom. Embarrassed, I was ashamed that I had to hypnotize my wife for her to have sex with me. Moreover, making my embarrassment even worse, I didn't know that they had heard my side of the phone conversation that I had with my friend after Heather left for work. Forgetting that my wife's sister and mother were staying with us for a week, I was humiliated that they heard my plan to hypnotize Heather for sex.
My wife worked from home four days out of five days a week. Every other month, her sister and her mother stayed with us for the week. When Heather was required to report for work for the day, I was left alone with them. With them sitting in the living room, it was then that I realized that they must have heard me trying to hypnotize Heather. No doubt, they heard my phone conversation with my friend, Gary, too.
'How embarrassing that my wife refuses to have sex with me,' I thought? 'How embarrassing that my sister-in-law and my mother-in-law know that I'm horny and sexually frustrated enough to hypnotize my wife for her to have sex with me? I feel like such a loser.'
I was so embarrassed. Yet, ready to face the music that my mother-in-law and sister-in-law knew my private and personal, sexual business, I was ready to confront them and apologize for putting them in such an awkward position. No doubt, they're loyal to Heather and not to me. Yet, I hoped that they understood that I was horny, sexually frustrated, and desperate enough to try anything to have sex with Heather, even if I had to hypnotize her.
# # #
Yet, again, as shocked as I was sexually excited, unbeknownst to me at the time, I had inadvertently hypnotized my sexy sister-in-law and my MILF of a mother-in-law instead of my wife. Seemingly, just as she said she was, Heather was resistant to hypnosis but not her sister and nor her mother. It wasn't until I mentioned the code words, 'Hot Sex,' to my friend, Gary, that suddenly everything was quiet in the living room.
Clearly, Ginger and Aurora thought that the code words, 'Hot Sex,' was meant for them. They were primed and ready to receive my hypnotic suggestions. Something that I never expected to happen, I couldn't believe that I had hypnotized my wife's big sister and her mother. Even more unbelievable, soon to find out, I couldn't believe that my Ginger and Aurora were ready to have forbidden sex with me.
Before obviously overhearing my phone conversation with my best friend, Heather and Aurora were continually talking and laughing. When I returned to the living room from the bedroom everything was deathly quiet. I was stunned to see my sexy sister-in-law and my MILF of a mother-in-law sitting on the couch with their heads bowed down.
Having seen it on the How to Hypnotize Anyone video, I recognized the look. They were hypnotized. I had inadvertently hypnotized them. I couldn't believe that I had hypnotized them both. Something that I wanted to do to my wife, I did with her sister and with her mother.
'Oh, my God. I don't believe this. Ginger and Aurora are under my hypnotic control. I cast a hypnotic spell on them. What do I do now,' I wondered?
I stepped closer to them and leaned down closer to them to see if they were really sleeping and hypnotized. They were. I couldn't believe that I not only hypnotized my sister-in-law but also that I had hypnotized my mother-in-law.
'I wondered if I could give them hypnotic suggestions to strip themselves naked or allow me to strip them naked and have sex with me? I wondered if I could photograph their beautiful, naked bodies with my phone without awakening them. I'd love to show my friends naked photos of not only my sister-in-law but also my mother-in-law, too. I wondered how they'd react to my hypnotic suggestions,' I thought?
No longer talking and laughing, indeed, looking as if they were hypnotized, they were sitting on the couch motionless with their heads bowed and as if they were sleeping. I couldn't believe my eyes. My hypnotism had worked. It really worked.
Only, not as intended, I had hypnotized the wrong women. I had hypnotized my sister-in-law and my mother-in-law instead of my wife. To be honest, I wished I had thought of this sooner. I've always wanted to see Ginger and Aurora naked and have sex with them.
# # #
Yet, the chance of a lifetime, my mind raced with everything that I sexually wanted to do with Ginger and with Aurora. While they were in a hypnotic state, I wondered if I could touch and feel them through their clothes without awaking them. In the way that I wanted to do with Heather, I wondered if I could undress them. Hoping beyond hope, I wondered if I could strip them naked. I wondered if I could have sex with them. I wondered if they'd know that I had sex with them.
'How hot would that be to have sex with Ginger and with Aurora without them even knowing that I had sex with them,' I thought.
Only, something that I didn't know, the joke was on me. They weren't hypnotized. They pretended to be hypnotized. Seemingly, as much as I was sexually attracted to them, they had always been sexually attracted to me. Ever since my wedding day, when I saw my sister-in-law naked and groped my mother-in-law when dancing with her, as much as I wanted to have sex with them, they wanted to have sex with me, too.
I had no idea that my sexy sister-in-law and my MILF of a mother-in-law wanted to have forbidden sex with me as much as I wanted to have forbidden sex with them. With this their chance to have sex with me, they both willingly and consensually pretended that they were under my hypnotic control. In the way that they had their eyes closed and their heads bowed down, I thought they were under my power of suggestion. I thought they were hypnotized. They looked hypnotized to me. I had no idea that they were pretending to be hypnotized.
# # #
As shocked as I was sexually excited, I stood in front of them while watching them sleep. Then, testing the sexual waters, I walked to Ginger and felt her big, D cup breasts through her blouse and bra. With my other horny hand, I felt Aurora's huge, double, D cup breasts through her blouse and bra, too. Something that I had wished that I could do with Heather, I couldn't believe that I was feeling my wife's big sister's breasts and her mother's huge breasts through their clothes.
Filling the palm of my hand, they both had bigger breasts than my wife. Not that Heather had small breasts by any stretch of the imagination, she didn't. She had shapely, C cup breasts but her breasts paled in comparison to her sister's D cup breasts and her mother's double D cup tits.
Not stopping with feeling their breasts through their blouses and bras, while nervously, sexually excited as all Hell, I unbuttoned their blouses, first Ginger's blouse and then Aurora's blouse. As soon as I unbuttoned their blouses, I opened their blouses wide to see their white, sexy, low-cut bras and their long, sexy line of cleavage. Testing if they'd awaken, fucking their cleavage with my stiff finger, I slid a slow finger down their cleavage, first Ginger and then, Aurora.
Again, not stopping there, slowly and delicately while hoping not to awaken them, I lifted their bras to expose their naked tits. Again, first I exposed Ginger's naked tits and then, I exposed Aurora's naked breasts. All over their big tits, I touched, felt, and fondled Ginger's breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples before leaning down to suck her erect nipples.
'They both have such big tits,' I thought. 'I love Ginger's D cup breasts as much as I love Aurora's double D cup breasts. I'm in breast heaven.'
Then, after having my wicked, sexual way with Ginger's naked tits, I touched, felt, and fondled Aurora's huge, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples. Finally, in the way that I did with Ginger, I leaned forward and took Aurora's naked, erect nipples in my mouth. With them both still in a deep, hypnotic sleep, I couldn't wait to do more.
# # #
'I can't believe that I'm having my wicked, sexual way with my mother-in-law's and sister-in-law's naked breasts,' I thought.
I unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. I pulled my jeans and my underwear down to my ankles and stepped out of them. After just fondling their breasts through their clothes and lifting their bras to see their naked tits, I had a huge erection.
I grabbed Ginger's hand by her wrist and wrapped her fingers around my swollen cock. With her holding my erect prick in her hand, I slowly moved my hips back in forth. My sister-in-law gave me a sleeping hand job. Then, I did the same thing with my mother-in-law. Slowly moving my hips back and forth, my mother-in-law gave me a sleeping hand job, too.
Still not done, I lifted their short skirts to expose their white, bikini panties. I cupped Ginger's pussy through her panties while sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit. Then, I cupped Aurora's pussy through her panties while sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit. Reaching my horny hand inside of their panties, I rubbed their clits and finger fucked their pussies. While they were still under my hypnotic control, I masturbated my sister-in-law and my mother-in-law.
Then, I slowly and deliberately slid my erect cock across Ginger's red, full lips. As if an involuntary, sexual reaction, as if she was doing a taste test, she surprised me when she took my cock inside her mouth and started sucking me. Then, again, as if an involuntary, sexual habit, she stroked me while she sucked me.
'My sister-in-law is blowing me. I can't believe that Ginger is sucking my cock while stroking my prick,' I thought.
Not wanting to cum in my sister-in-law's mouth just yet, I took a step over to my mother-in-law. As I did with her daughter, I did with her mother. I slowly slid my erect prick across Aurora's, red, full lips. Again, surprising me, as if an involuntary, sexual reaction, as Ginger had done, Aurora opened her mouth and took my erect cock inside. Again, as Ginger had done, Aurora stroked me while sucking me.
'If it's not enough that my sister-in-law gave me a blowjob now my mother-in-law gave me a blowjob, too,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. Hard for me to wrap my brain around, I can't believe that they're both under my hypnotic, sexual control. I can't believe that I'm having sex with my sister-in-law and mother-in-law.'
# # #
As if she wanted me to cum in her sleeping mouth, Aurora stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. Unable to stop myself from cumming, I exploded a load of cum in my mother-in-law's mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. Then, saving some cum for Ginger, I stepped over to her and ejaculated the rest of my load of cum in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts.
If it wasn't enough that they blew me, I gave my wife's mother and her sister cum baths. I couldn't believe that I gave them both cum baths. With my wife at work until after 5 pm, I gave them hypnotic instructions to strip themselves naked and make themselves comfortable on my bed. Once they were naked, I stripped myself naked, too. I mounted my sister-in-law and, slipping my erect prick in her warm, wet pussy, I made love to her before mounting my mother-in-law to make love to her, too.
Moving over to Ginger again, I inserted my prick in her wet pussy again and fucked her. Controlling myself from cumming in her pussy, not wanting to impregnate my sister-in-law, when I was ready to cum, I moved over to Aurora. I fucked her fast and I fucked her hard. Then, I exploded a load of cum in my mother-in-law's warm, wet pussy.
# # #
Once I was done having sex with Ginger and Aurora, they confessed.
"We weren't hypnotized," said Ginger laughing.
Aurora laughed, too.
"We pretended to be hypnotized," said Aurora. "We've always wanted to have sex with you."
Something that I'd do, I couldn't believe my sister-in-law and my mother-in-law pretended to be hypnotized to have sex with me.
"Well, now that we've had sex, maybe we could have sex again," I said.
Ginger looked at her mother and Aurora looked at her daughter.
"With us visiting every other month and staying for a week," said Aurora, "every Monday when Heather reports for work will be our sex day."
Ginger nodded her head.
"I can't wait to have sex with you again, Bruce," said Ginger.
# # #
As soon as my wife came home, with my sister-in-law and mother-in-law leaving me home alone to go out to get something to eat, I needed to tell her what I had done.
"Come in the living room, Heather. I need to talk to you," I said.
Clearly knowing that I had bad news, she looked at me as if someone had died.
"What is it," said Heather while giving me a look of dread?
I took her hand in my hand.
"I had sex with your sister," I said pausing for her to digest that.
She looked at me as if I was crazy.
"You what? What?" She pulled her hand away and sat back in her chair. "You had sex with Ginger," she said looking at me as if she wanted to shoot me.
I bowed my head apologetically.
"I'm sorry but with you not having sex with me in months, I had sex with your mother, too."
My wife looked at me as if she was going to be sick.
"My mother? You had sex with my mother? Seriously? You fucked my mother? I don't believe this. I can't believe this. I can't believe that you had sex with the two women that I'd trust with my life," she said.
She leaned forward in chair.
"Well, I have a confession to make, too," she said. "For the past two-years, I've been having sex with my boss," she said. "I've been fucking him and sucking him and he's been fucking me and eating me. My boss is my lover."
'I knew it. I figured that she was having sex with her boss,' I thought. 'Obviously, that's why she's not having sex with me. She getting her sex from someone else.'
Then, she said something that surprised me.
"I'll stop having sex with my boss if you stop having sex with my sister and my mother," she said.
I laughed.
"I'll tell you what, Heather. You can't be trusted to stop having sex with your boss. And even if you ended your sexual relationship with your boss, I seriously doubt that you'd have sex with me. So, you continue having sex with your boss and I'll continue having sex with your sister and your mother. They both gave me the best sex that I ever had," I said.
THE END
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My Drunken, Sexy, Naked Sister
Twenty-five-year-old sister returns home drunk and sexually exposes her naked body to her horny, twenty-two-year-old brother.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that Patrick asked me to write about his big sister, Bonnie.
# # #
Perfect timing, when my sister broke up with her live-in boyfriend, with her unable to afford the rent and household living expenses on her own, she needed a roommate and I needed an apartment. Only, suspecting that my big sister wouldn't want to live with her younger brother, it was up to me to convince her of all the positive aspects of me living with her. After she left home, my life was never the same.
I loved living with Bonnie and I'd love to live with my big sister again. Able to tell her anything, she was my best friend. I missed her. We were close, so very close.
She was fun to be around. I missed talking to her about the happenings of the day, current events, and politics. I missed cuddling under a blanket with her while watching movies. I missed playing board games and card games with her.
"With you having two bedrooms, Bonnie, I could move in with you. We could split the rent and share all of the living expenses," I said while expecting her to say no to having her kid brother live with her again as we did when living with our parents.
Only, times were different now. With her having an active, social life, having me around with her having her dates stay overnight, I'd cramp her style. I needed to convince her that on those days that she had company; I'd stay in my room. With the master bedroom and spare bedroom suites, they each had their own bathrooms attached. With my sister at work all day, literally, I could go days without seeing her.
'Yet, when I thought more about it, with me interfering with her privacy and romance, what adult sister would want to share an apartment with her adult brother,' I thought? 'I'd only be in the way. No doubt, she needed the privacy to have sex with her dates while away from the prying eyes of her horny brother. Besides, she'd probably want a female for a roommate, one of her four, best friends, perhaps.
Moreover, able to walk around the apartment in her sexy lingerie, topless, or naked, she could only do that if I wasn't living with her. Alas, something I'd never see, I was relegated to masturbating over my sister while imagining her naked and having sex with me. Nevertheless, even if I didn't get to see her without her clothes, it made me horny just thinking about my sexy sister walking around her apartment in her sexy nightgowns, panties and bra, topless, and/or naked.
Needing to convince her, why she needed me to live with her, I had to think of all of the positive reasons for her to live with me again. I could be her escort to an event that she needed a date but didn't have one. I could be her bodyguard should one of the men that she invited home turned violently abusive. I could be there to talk to her should she need advice or a friendly shoulder to lean on or to cry on.
"Unless, I'm watching TV," I said while keeping it simple and not allowing my imagination to run away with me. "Especially when you have company or are on the phone, I'd stay in my bedroom while working on my laptop. "I could even buy a TV for my room. Then, you'd seldom see me," I said with a laugh.
Working from home, I had a good paying job as a software code writer. I could well afford splitting the monthly rent and living expenses with my sister. I could even financially carry her, should she lose her job at the brokerage house.
She looked at me as if she was entertaining the idea of having me live with her. I needed to convince her why she needed me to live with her. I needed to give her more reasons to invite me to be her roommate.
"And with me liking to cook and you hating to cook, I'd have your supper ready for you when you arrived home from work," I said.
I could see by her smile that she liked the idea of me having her meals ready when she arrived home.
"We wouldn't even have to eat together if you didn't want. I could eat in my room. I'd even cook for you and a guest should you invite someone over for a romantic dinner."
At that point, desperate to live with her, I would have said anything to room with my sister. I missed her and I thought of all of the fun things that we could do together and that we used to do when she lived at home before moving out to get her own place to live. Reminiscing again over all the fun things that we enjoyed doing together, we could watch movies, play board games, and play cards, and/or just talk instead of emailing or texting one another.
# # #
Then, I thought of something that may convince her to ask me to be her new roommate.
"I'd even do all of the vacuuming and the dusting," I said going in for the kill. "I like to vacuum and it's relaxing for me to dust."
She looked at me and laughed. Clearly, she could tell that I wanted to move in with her. I wasn't making it a secret that I wanted to live with my sister again. I was acting more like her big brother than he little brother. Only, not so little, with me 6'4" tall and 250 pounds, I acted more like her bodyguard.
Giving her plenty of reasons to invite me to live with her, I couldn't see how she could say no. Only, something that I didn't know about my sister, that I was soon quick to discover, my sister, Bonnie, is an exhibitionist. She loved flashing her body. Sexually teasing men at bars and at the mall, especially at the shoe store, she loved flashing her panties and showing her nearly naked or naked body to unsuspecting men. She loved seeing their shocked and sexually excited looks at seeing something that they shouldn't see of her sexy and shapely body.
She got off on sexually shocking men by walking around her apartment in her sheer and sexy nightgowns, in her sexy low-cut bras and bikini panties, topless, and even naked. She hoped that someone would see her dressing or undressing through her unshaded, bedroom window. With her regularly exposing herself, she'd walk out to the mailbox in her sheer and sexy nightgown to get the mail, her newspaper, or to take out a bag of trash in front of horny garbagemen.
A perfect match for me, with me a voyeur and her an exhibitionist, she liked to show as much as I liked to look. Something else that I didn't know about my sister, hard for me to believe if someone was to tell me, my sister is a whore. Something else that was shocking news to me, she's had sex with a few of our blood, related, first cousins. My sexy sister, Bonnie, is not only a whore but also, she's an incestuous whore.
# # #
"Okay, Patrick," she said. "That sounds perfect. How could I say no with you doing the cooking, the vacuuming, and the dusting? I don't cook. I don't like to cook. I even burn toast," she said with a sexy laugh. "And I hate vacuuming. I only vacuum when Mom is coming over," she confessed with a laugh. "Moreover, I never think to dust," she said with another laugh.
As soon as I moved in with my sister, where she was morally modest before, I was surprised by her lack of modesty and her lack of need for privacy. Having never seen more than her bra strap before, with her seemingly, deliberately flashing me her beautiful, semi-naked and naked body, I saw everything of her now. Able to see her as if she was naked, she'd regularly walk around the apartment wearing her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexually revealing nightgowns without a robe.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My sister has such sexy nightgowns. She has such an amazing body. Not leaving anything to the imagination, as if she's not wearing anything at all, as if she's naked, I can see the size and the shape of her naked breasts. I can see her erect nipples. I can clearly see her blonde, trimmed pussy and the outline of her shapely, naked ass.'
A sexually exciting sight to suddenly see while sitting in the living room watching TV, surprising me and sexually exciting me, she'd walk from her bedroom to the bathroom in her bra and panties, topless, and even naked. Never had I seen as much of my sister's beautiful body as I was seeing now. Hours later, before masturbating myself while imagining my sister naked and having sex with me, I'd walk around the house with an erection. Finally, when alone in my room, I'd masturbate myself while remembering all that I saw of my sexy sister walking by me in the hall.
Growing accustomed to seeing all that I shouldn't see of my big sister, every time I saw something of Bonnie's semi-naked or naked body that I shouldn't see, she made me horny. With me not having a steady girlfriend, my only sexual outlet was to masturbate myself. I masturbated every morning and every night while imagining my sister in her one of her sexy nightgowns, in her low-cut bras and bikini panties, topless, and/or naked while having incestuous sex with her.
With her going to bed late and waking up late, I'd bring her coffee and something to eat, as soon as I heard her awaken while she was still in bed. Then, not leaving her room, I'd stand in her open bedroom door while talking to her as if she was fully dressed. Seemingly, with her not caring that I was there watching her, deliberately sexually teasing me, she'd suddenly climb out of bed while giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
Then, as if I wasn't even there, not caring if I was ogling her naked body, she'd reached down and lift the hem of her nightgown up and over her pretty head to reveal her naked body. Sexually exciting me, she'd remove her nightgown and get dressed in front of me while talking to me. Immorally, immodest, while giving me plenty to masturbate over later, my sister continually showed me all that I wanted to see of her beautiful, naked body.
# # #
'My sexy sister is naked. Bonnie is naked,' I thought while staring at her beautiful, naked body. 'Now that I'm living with her, I've seen my sister in her sheer nightgowns, in her sexy lingerie, topless, and naked numerous times. I can't believe that I'm constantly and continually seeing my beautiful sister without her clothes,' I thought.
As much as Bonnie sexually excited me, she made me horny and sexually frustrated. I wished I could have sex with her. Only, I can't have sex with Bonnie. She's my sister. If anyone was to find out that we were having sex, what would I say? What could I say? A brother having sex with his sister is wrong. A sister having sex with her brother is nasty.
'I can't wait to masturbate myself over my naked sister flashing me again while I imagine having sex with her,' I thought. 'Alas, I'll never have sex with my sister. With her receiving plenty of attention from admiring men, no doubt, she has sex whenever she wanted sex.
As if she was Lady Godiva sitting on a chair instead of on a horse, I watched her sitting at her vanity table naked while brushing her long, beautiful, lush, blonde hair. Staring at her reflection in her vanity mirror, I could see her from the front and from the back at the same time. She was so lovely. She was so sexy. If I can't have my sister, I needed to find a woman who looked, walked, talked, and laughed just like her.
Then, I watched her stand, walk over to her bureau, open her lingerie drawer, and pull out a bra and panties. She put on her bra before putting on and pulling up her bikini panties. I continued standing there staring as she put on and buttoned her blouse, and watched her put on her short skirt. Watching her dress was just as sexually exciting as watching her undress.
With my sister giving me a naked show while stripping herself naked and then dressing in front of me, wishing that I was, I felt more like her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover than I did her brother. Every morning and every evening Bonnie gave me a naked, flashing show. Making excuses to talk to her while standing in her bedroom doorway, I'd watch her get dressed in the morning and I'd watch her getting undressed in the evening. Clearly obvious, I wanted to see her naked more than to listen to anything that she had to say.
Because she said her bathroom was too hot after she showered, and indeed it was, she'd leave her bathroom door wide open while she was topless and/or naked and blow drying her long, blonde, beautiful hair. As I did in her bedroom doorway, I'd stand in her bathroom doorway talking to her and complimenting her on her beautiful hair and her sexy body as if she was fully dressed instead of being topless or naked. Finding any excuse to stand there and talk to her while ogling her topless or naked body, I'd talk to her about diet, exercise, and nutrition.
'I love my sister's big breasts and her shapely ass,' I thought while staring at her naked body. 'She has the best body I've ever seen. I only wish I could touch her, feel her, and fondle her while sucking her erect, pink nipples. I only wish I could have sex, incestuous sex, with my sexy sister.'
# # #
Not surprisingly, it didn't take me long to discover that Bonnie was a party girl. Last night was third time this month that my twenty-five-year-old sister arrived home in the early hours of the morning drunk again. I'm just glad that she wasn't driving. I'm glad she arrived home safe. Knowing her need to drink and get drunk, helping to keep her safe, staying with her and not leaving without her, her four, best friends drove her to the club and home.
Only, tonight, something suspiciously odd as it was sexually exciting, she came home without wearing her panties. Wishing I was a fly on the wall, I wondered what my sister did with her panties. She was wearing them when she left the house because when she bent at the waist in front of me, she flashed me her white, bikini panties but she's not wearing them now.
Her panties weren't in her jacket pocket or in her purse because I checked. I could only imagine what lucky man helped remove her panties with his fingers or with his teeth. I only wished I was that man. I'd love to slowly strip my sister naked while making out with her and touching and feeling her everywhere. I'd love to make sweet, slow love to her before fucking her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
As long as she doesn't drive, gets a ride home, and returns home safe, I'm okay with her drinking to an excess. No different than man, a rite of passage, everyone gets drunk when they're young. Besides, after only two glasses of wine, a cheap drunk, she's tipsy. After three glasses of wine, she slurring her words. When she drinks more than that, she's passed out drunk and at the sexual mercy of any man who had bad, sexual intentions on his mind. Yet, her four best friends were there to keep that from happening.
Fortunately, she doesn't drink the hard stuff and stays away from throwing back shots. She doesn't drink cocktails because they make her sick. She drinks wine, white wine. Yet, wine has the worst hangover. Nevertheless, it's better that she should drink alcohol than to take drugs. Besides her posse of four, childhood friends are always by her side to protect her from herself and keep her safe from aggressive men who won't take no for an answer.
# # #
Her best friend, Maureen, is a tall and strikingly beautiful redhead with a shapely ass and enormous, Irish, milkmaid breasts. For those men who love big breasted women, Maureen has 34 F cup breasts, the same size breasts as Sofia Vergara and Christine Hendricks' breasts. With her having the gorgeous face of a model and the shapely body of a porn star what would any man want more in a woman. She was a sexy woman of sexual fantasies, erotic dreams, and broken hearts.
Another one of her best friends is Gina, sexy Gina. College educated, fluent in Italian, she speaks French and Spanish, too. Much shorter than Bonnie and Maureen, possessing big, C cup breasts and a shapely ass, Gina has the sexy and shapely body of a typical, Italian woman. With her long, black hair, and big, brown eyes, she has the pretty face to go with her beautiful body.
Then, there's Rita, a six-foot tall, sexy woman with long, raven hair, big, brown eyes, and modest B cup breasts. The perfect height for a tall man, she's 6'3" tall when wearing high heels. She's worked as a runway model and has done some print ads for a modeling agency boasting fortune five-hundred clientele. She's also done some acting and has played minor speaking roles in current projects. She's not only beautiful, but she's sexy, too.
Finally, there's Beverly, the same height as Gina, she's a stunningly beautiful, big breasted, Jewish woman. Armed with a master's degree in psychology, she's the brains of the group. She's able to profile men before they're a problem. A good friend to have around, she thinks of things that her other friends wouldn't even normally consider. Much like all of her friends, Beverly is as sexy as she is beautiful.
# # #
As soon as I heard Bonnie struggle to unlock the front door, after two in the morning, I knew she was drunk again. I sat back in my armchair while waiting to watch my sister's naked show of exhibitionism. Every time she returned home drunk, sexually teasing me by stripping off her clothes as if she was hot, she deliberately flashed me some part of her nearly naked or naked body.
A given, when she's wearing panties and a bra, she always flashed me her panty clad pussy and/or her bra clad breasts. When she's not wearing panties and a bra, she always flashed me her naked pussy and/or her naked tits. To be honest, call me weird, but I prefer seeing my sister's panties and her low-cut bra than seeing her naked pussy and naked breasts. With women looking better in their sexy lingerie, more sexually appealing than seeing everything all at once, adding more sexual suspense, seeing her panties and bra is sexier than seeing her naked pussy and naked tits.
I've already seen my sister in her panties and bra, topless, and naked numerous times. Something that I thought she'd never allow me to do, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she's even allowed me to touch and feel her beautiful, naked body. After she's had some wine, while cuddling on the couch and watching a movie with her, I ever so stealthily and lightly felt the sides of her naked breasts through her nightgown.
Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she didn't stop me when I reached around her to feel her shapely ass through her nightgown. She didn't slap my hand away when I fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown. Instead of stopping me from having my wicked, sexual way with her nearly, naked body, she mindlessly fondled the head my erect cock through my pajama bottoms with her manicured fingertips.
As much as I'd love to masturbate my sister, I'd love her to masturbate me. As much as I'd love to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy, I'd love her to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. As much as I'd love to make love to Bonnie, I'd love her to make love to me. Then, not done there, I'd love to fuck her. I'd really love to fuck my big sister. I'd love to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my stiff prick.
After her third glass of wine, she's even allowed me to stick my horny hand inside the top of her nightgown to fondle her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Going for broke and pushing my sexual luck, she's even allowed me to cup her naked pussy in the palm of my horny hand. She's allowed me to reach my hand inside of her panties to part her pussy lips with my finger. I've rubbed her swollen clit while finger fucking her wet pussy. Hard to wrap my head around it, I've literally masturbated my sister.
"Patrick," she whispered with inebriated, sexual arousal. "Don't stop rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. That feels so good," she'd say while I continued masturbating her. "You're making me so wet."



# # #
Sometimes, with her too drunk to undress herself for bed, while I touched and felt her naked body everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his sister's naked body, she's even allowed me to undress her for bed. Tonight, she wore her short, tight, black dress, her little, black dress. I call it her 'blow me' dress because it's a dress that whores wear when going out to party and looking to get fucked.
Not even having to bend at the waist, whenever she leaned forward, her dress was plenty short enough in back to expose her bright, white, bikini panties that covered her shapely ass. When she wasn't wearing panties, her dress was short enough to expose her naked ass. Her dress was plenty low-cut enough in front to expose her long, sexy line of cleavage and most of her naked breasts but for her nipples. Her little, black dress was my favorite dress that she wore. As sexy as it was sexually revealing, I loved my sister's little, black dress.
As drunk as she was tired, she staggered in the living room and flopped down in her chair across from me. Her chair is where she sits when watching TV and when flashing me her panties in upskirt peeks or her naked pussy in up nightgown peeks. Seemingly, deliberately flashing me her blonde, trimmed, pussy, when sitting like a drunken sailor, she sat across from me with her knees parted open wide as if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct. Giving me plenty to masturbate over later, I loved seeing my sister's blonde, trimmed, naked pussy.
'Bonnie has a beautiful pussy,' I thought while staring at her naked cunt. 'I'd love to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. I wish I could eat her pussy. I'd love to give my sister multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, my tongue, and my cock.'
With her making me horny, I only wished that I could finger her pussy while licking her pussy. My sexual fantasy come true; I'd love to masturbate my sister while eating her. Something that I'm unashamed and unembarrassed to admit, something so incestuously forbidden, I'd love to mount her while making out with her. I'd love to make love to my big sister. I'd love to fuck her. I'd love to part Bonnie's full, red lips and kiss her, French kiss her.
Then, not stopping with making out with her and making love to her, I'd love to stick my erect cock in her warm, wet pussy while humping her fast and hard. Again and again, I'd love to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, my tongue, and my cock. Humping her faster and humping her harder, I'd love to fuck my sister fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. Curious what she looked like and sounded like when cumming, I'd love to watch her and hear her have a sexual orgasm.
'Oh, Patrick,' I imagined her saying. 'Patrick. Patrick. My God, Patrick. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking my pussy. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper, Patrick. I'm going to cum. I'm cumming, Patrick. I'm cumming.'
# # #
Only, this time, turning the tables on her, I was ready for her. Curious for her reaction to seeing my swollen cock, it was my turn to flash my sister my naked prick. Expecting her to return home drunk again, except for my t-shirt, I removed my clothes and put on my pajama bottoms but without underwear. In the way that my sister continually flashed me her naked pussy and her naked tits, I was plenty horny enough to finally show her my naked, erect prick.
'Besides, with her drunk enough not to remember what she did the night before, I wondered if she was drunk enough to give me a drunken blow job,' I thought. 'I'd love my sister to blow me. I wondered if she's drunk enough to suck my cock while stroking my prick. I wondered if she's drunk enough to allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth and all over her pretty face. I'd love nothing more than to give my sexy sister, Bonnie, a cum bath.'
Surprising me and sexually shocking me with what she was doing, not expecting her to strip herself topless, I watched her remove her arms from the sleeves of her black, blow me dress. Already sexually excited that I was about to see my sister's naked tits again, she looked up at me staring at her to give me another sexy look and a naughty smile. Then, as if I wasn't even there in the room with her and sitting across from her, as if she was hot, she pushed down the bodice of her dress.
'Even though I've seen her naked breasts dozens of times, I'm always sexually excited seeing her big tits again,' I thought while staring at her naked tits.
She deliberately exposed her naked C cup breasts and erect nipples to me before my horny eyes. Even though she had exposed her naked breasts to me many times before, I couldn't believe she had exposed her naked breasts to me again. As if I had never seen naked tits before, and specifically, as if I had never seen my sister's naked breasts before, I never tired of seeing her big, naked tits. I continued staring at her breasts while she continued staring at me while giving me another sexy look and another naughty smile.
'My sister knows what she's doing,' I thought. 'She's sexually teasing me. As if she had given me an engraved invitation, this is my chance to expose myself to my sister,' I thought. 'This is my chance to show, Bonnie, my big dick,' I thought.
Already having an erection, I fondled the head of my cock through my pajama bottoms.
'I can't wait to show my sexy, whore of a sister my stiff prick. I can't wait to masturbate myself in front of her over finally exposing myself to my sister. The first time showing my sister, my naked, erect cock, I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my big prick.'
Returning the sexual favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, ready to shock her and hopefully sexually arouse her, I grabbed a couple of tissues and removed my erect cock from my pajama bottoms. With her intently watching me and staring over at my exposed prick in the way that I continued staring at her exposed tits and naked pussy, I stroked myself to an erection in front of my big sister. Something that I thought I'd never do but always wanted to do, I was doing now. I masturbated myself in front of my sister and for her.
With her eventually awakening in a drunken fog, what did I have to lose? I knew that she'd never remember seeing my naked prick. I knew she'd never remember me masturbating myself in front of her anyway. Yet, if I was sexually excited seeing my sister's naked breasts before, whether she remembered that I flashed her and masturbated in front of her or not, I was even more sexually excited showing Bonnie my naked cock. Even more than just flashing her my cock, masturbating myself for Bonnie, I wanted to cum for my sister.
# # #
"You have a big prick, Patrick. Your cock is very long and thick," she said staring at my cock while watching me masturbate myself.
Then, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she said what I hoped she'd say.
"Let me see you cum, Patrick. Go ahead, do it. Stroke yourself faster. Stroke yourself harder. I want to see you cum."
Sexually charged that she wanted to see me cum, I smiled at my sister's drunken compliment when she told me that I had a big prick. No doubt, with her having seen lots of pricks before and, no doubt, with her comparing my prick to all of the other pricks that she stroked, sucked, and fucked, she knew that I had a big dick. Proud of my big cock, I could see that my sister liked my big cock, too.
"You have beautiful breasts, Bonnie," I said while continuing to stroke myself faster. "I love your shapely tits. You have the best breasts that I've ever seen," I said while stroking myself harder.
Then, I finally confessed all that I wanted to do to her naked breasts.
"I'd love to touch your tits. I'd love to feel your tits. I'd love to suck your nipples while fondling your big breasts. I'd love to cum all over your big tits."
She returned my smile with her smile. Sexually teasing me, she licked her red, full lips with a slow tongue. Clearly, my sister was signaling that she wanted to suck my cock. I couldn't believe that my sister was blatant about wanting to blow me. I'd love nothing more than for Bonnie to suck my prick. I'd love nothing more than to cum in my beautiful sister's mouth.
"Thank you," she said putting her hands beneath her breasts. "I'm glad you like my tits."
Sexually teasing me again, she lifted her breasts in the palms of her hands while staring over at me as if inviting me to touch and feel her big tits.
"So, you'd love to touch my tits," she said feeling her big tits? "You'd love to feel my tits? You'd love to suck my nipples?"
Then, continuing to sexually tease me, making me wish that I could fondle her big tits and suck her erect nipples, she lifted her breasts to her mouth to suck them, first one and then the other.
"What about my pussy? What would you like to do to my pussy? Would you like to play with my pussy? Would you like to finger my pussy? Would you like to lick my pussy? Would you like to fuck my pussy?"
Not done sexually teasing me with exposing herself to me, she lifted the hem of her dress and pushed it back up to her crotch to expose more of her naked pussy to me.
"Do you like my pussy," she asked while opening her knees wider and lifting her skirt higher to show me her naked pussy? "I love my pussy," she said.
While seeing a lot of glistening pink, I stared at my sister's naked cunt as if I had never seen a naked cunt before.
"Seriously? Are you kidding me? I love your pussy, Bonnie," I said. "You have the best pussy that I've ever seen. I'd love to masturbate your pussy, eat your pussy, make love to your pussy, and fuck your pussy."
# # #
Not stopping there, with her drunk enough not to remember anything, this my chance to make my sexual move on my sister. This was my opportunity to sexually seduce her. This was my opening to tell her in great, sexual detail all that I wanted to do to her beautiful body.
"I'd love to rub your clit while finger fucking your pussy," I said leaning forward in my chair to get a closer look of my sister's naked pussy. "I'd love to masturbate you, Bonnie. I'd love to eat your pussy while rubbing your clit and finger fucking your pussy," I said without embarrassment or shame. "I'd love to give you multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, my mouth, and my cock."
She laughed.
"You would, huh," she said laughing again. "I bet you'd love me to stroke your cock," she said while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips again. "I bet you'd love me to suck your cock. I bet you'd love me to blow you and allow you to cum in my mouth," she said as if she was a whore instead of my beloved sister.
As if waiting for me to answer, she paused while rubbing her clit, finger fucking her pussy, and fingering her erect nipples.
"Tell me what you want your big sister to do to your erect prick. Would you like me to suck your prick, Patrick? Would you like me to blow you? Would you like to cum in my mouth and all over my face? Would you like to give me a cum bath, Patrick?" She laughed again. "I bet you would."
# # #
Tongue tied; I was unable to tell my sister what I sexually wanted her to do. I imagined her on her knees in front of me. I imagined my big prick in Bonnie's mouth. I imagined her staring up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes while she stroked me and sucked me. I imagined putting a gentle hand behind my sister's blonde, pretty head. I imagined humping her mouth and fucking her face. I imagined cumming in her mouth, all over her face, in her blonde, lush hair, and across her naked breasts.
Afraid to tell her what I wanted her to sexually do, on the slim chance that I insulted her, I didn't want to ruin the good brother and sister relationship that we enjoyed. Then, she said something that shocked me as much as it sexually excited me. Never has she said anything like this to me before. In the way that I wanted to sexually solicit her, I couldn't believe that my sexy sister had sexually solicited me.
"I'll suck your cock, Patrick, and will allow you to cum in my mouth, if you eat me," she said opening her legs wide while reaching down to cup her pussy and finger her pussy. "I want you to eat my pussy. I want you to give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers, your mouth, and your tongue."
I watched her cup her pussy in the palm of her right hand while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy with her long, thin fingers. Then, I watched her pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples with her left hand. I watched my sister masturbate herself.
"Only, you must promise to never tell my friends that we had sex. If you do, I'll tell them that you took sexual advantage of me and raped me when I was drunk," she said. "Instead of making me the incestuous whore, I'll make you the incestuous perverted rapist."
I pushed my cock back in my pajama bottoms, stood, and walked over to my sister.
"Deal," I said. "Shall we go to your bedroom?"
My sister stood, put her arms back in her armholes, pulled up the bodice of her dress, and pushed down the hem of her dress.
"Only, you can't do a half assed job of eating me. You must promise to take your time licking me and fingering me. You must promise to make me cum. I'm horny and I need you to give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers, your mouth, and your tongue," she said.
I laughed.
"I'd never leave you sexually frustrated. I promise to make you cum," I said. "Don't worry, Bonnie. I'll make you cum. I'll give you multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, my tongue, and my cock if you allow me to make love to you and fuck you, too," I said.
I hoped that my sister would not only allow me to eat her pussy but also would allow me to make love to her pussy and fuck her pussy. She laughed. I loved my sister's laugh. Her laugh was so musical.
"Deal," she said and as if she could read my mind, she told me what else she wanted me to do to her beautiful body. "After you eat me and while masturbating me, I want you to make love to me while making out with me. Then, I want you to fuck me, really fuck me. If you make me cum again, I'll give you a blowjob that you'll never soon forget."
# # #
For the next year, we had regular sex. Then, when I found a steady girlfriend and my sister had a steady man in her life, we cooled our incestuous sexual relationship. Yet, something that no one knew, I had sex with my sister on her birthdays and she had sex with me on my birthdays.
Finally, surprising me, my sister told her friends, Maureen, Gina, Rita, and Beverly about our incestuous, sexual relationship. Bonnie told her friends that I had a big cock and was a great lover. As unbelievable as it was sexually exciting, blowing my mind, they all wanted to have sex with me. Accommodating them, I had sex with all of them multiple times.
I had sex with redheaded, big breasted Maureen. Then, I had sex with sexy Gina. I had sex with tall and sexy Rita. Finally, I had sex with brainiac Beverly. I made love to them all. I ate their pussies and they blew me. They allowed me to cum in their mouths and all over their faces and across their naked breasts. They all allowed me to give them cum baths.
Continuing to have sex with them multiple times over the years, even after they were all married, I gave them all multiple sexual orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, my tongue, and my cock. They all stroked me, sucked me, fucked me, and allowed me to give them cum baths. Never had I had as much sex as I was having now.
THE END
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Getting Off on Exposing Ourselves
While making their flashes appear accidental and/or unintentional, a husband-and-wife work together as a sexual, exhibitionism team in deliberately exposing one another to their relatives, friends, neighbors, and strangers.
# # #
My wife, Diane, and I, are voyeurs as much as we are exhibitionists. We love showing as much of our semi-naked and naked bodies as we love seeing the semi-naked and naked bodies of others. We enjoy exposing ourselves to our relatives, friends, neighbors, and strangers. Only, instead of being deliberately, blatant about exposing ourselves, so that people don't think that we're perverts, we make our nudity appear unintentional and/or accidental.
"Oops, don't look at my panties," said Diane struggling to keep her skirt down while fighting the wind.
Knowing it was going to be a windy day, she deliberately wore a short, flared skirt, a skirt that blew up in the wind as if it was a kite. Every time her skirt blew up, she called even more attention to herself by screaming. While pretending that she was embarrassed, she turned one way before turning the other way while trying to catch the hem of her skirt with her hand and stop her skirt from lifting. Only, making her flashing much worse by her deliberately turning into the wind, her skirt blew up in her face and all the way up her back.
She not only deliberately flashed any man who was looking her bright, white, sheer, bikini panties, but also, she flashed them her ass crack, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and the shadow of her red, patch of trimmed, pubic hair. Unembarrassed and unashamed, Diane was an exhibitionist. She loved sexually teasing unsuspecting men by flashing them what they all hoped to see but should never see of her beautiful body.
"I'm so embarrassed," said Diane feigning her embarrassment against a huge gust of wind that continued lifting her skirt and exposing her panties.
While continuing to feign her embarrassment, a losing battle, especially with what she was wearing, she continued feebly struggling against the wind. Wearing what she dared to wear on such a windy day gave her the perfect opportunity to flash her panties. As if she was a beautiful flower in the wind, her arms were pedals, her torso was the bud, and her long, shapely legs were the stems. Twirling and dancing around in the wind as if she was a ballerina, she gave any man looking a sexy show of her underwear.
"Oh, my God! That gust of wind blew my skirt all the way up my back," she said calling even more attention to the wind flashing her panties.
Unsuccessful in her attempts to harness her skirt with her hands and keep her skirt from blowing up again and again, she turned one way before turning the other way while continually pushing her skirt down with both hands.
# # #
Then, in the way that Diane walked around with her blouse not buttoned and her bra, her cleavage, or even her naked breasts on display, Anthony walked around with his fly down and his erect prick sticking out of his pants. Flashing his naked prick was a daring move that could have gotten him arrested for indecent exposure and lewd and lascivious behavior. Yet, with all of the women that he flashed at Wal-Mart, even though they all saw his prick sticking out of his pants, not one woman reported him.
Even more surprisingly, not one woman told him that his fly was down and his prick was exposed. Instead, they roamed the aisles to return again and again for another look at his huge, naked, erect cock. Seemingly, in the way that men loved seeing women's naked breasts, women loved seeing men's naked cock, at least Anthony's cock.
Instead, of telling him that he was exposed, the women stared at his naked, erect cock with sexual interest. No doubt, they enjoyed his naked show. Perhaps, because he was good-looking was the reason why they didn't tell him that he was exposed. Perhaps, because he had a big prick was the reason why they remained silent and didn't report him. As if they all wished that they were his woman, they all stared at his erect, naked cock.
'Attention please,' Anthony imagined customer service saying over the loud speaker. 'Will the handsome man with his erect prick sticking out of his pants come to customer service to be serviced.'
Finally, a woman told him that he was exposed.
"Pardon me, sir," she said staring down at his naked cock while sliding a slow tongue across her lips as if she was thirsty. Then, she looked up at him while giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. "Your fly is down," finally said Sister Mary Elizabeth from the order of Most Holy Virgins.
The holy nun continued staring down at Anthony's expose prick while pointing to his erection as if his sudden, naked exposure was a miracle and his big prick was the eighth wonder of the world. As if she was a baseball player who had just hit a homerun, she anointed herself while looking up to God as if her prayers had been answered. Then, she stared down at Anthony's naked cock again as if she had never seen a naked cock before.
Clearly, in the way that she stared at Anthony's exposed prick, she was more sexually aroused than she was embarrassed. Surprised that she didn't fall to her knees in prayer and take him in her mouth as if his cock was a host, she continued staring at his naked cock while he tucked it in his pants and zipped himself. As if he had donated a thousand dollars to feed children at the orphanage, he made Sister Mary Elizabeth happy, indeed, by merely flashing her his naked, erect prick. She hadn't seen a prick as big as Anthony's big dick since Father O'Malley had transferred.
"Oh, my God. I'm so embarrassed. Thank you for telling me that I'm exposed, Sister," he said feigning his embarrassment.
Returning her sexy look and naughty smile, Anthony looked up at the nun with his own sexy look and naughty smile. He looked down at his exposed, erect prick sticking straight out of his pants before looking up at the kind nun with an inviting smile. Something that he'd never forget, how hot would that be for a holy nun to give him a blowjob at all places, Wal-Mart?
Instead of stuffing his cock in his pants, as if daring her to touch him, stroke him, and suck him, he looked down at his naked prick again while staring up at the nun. He took his time in stuffing his errant prick in his pants and zippering his trousers. Even after he pushed his erect cock in his pants and zipped them, Sister Mary Elizabeth continued staring at the bulge in his pants. Not knowing what else to say to the holy sister, embarrassed by her continuing to stare at his cock that bulged in his pants, he offered his excuse.
"I can't believe that I walked through all of Wal-Mart with my cock sticking out of my pants and no one told me," he said. "At least several dozen women saw my naked prick. I can't believe that so many women saw my naked cock and not one of them told me that I was exposed."
Sexually excited in talking dirty to a nun, he continued telling her why he was unintentionally exposed.
"I was in a hurry to get out of the men's room because of a huge spider on the wall in front of the urinal," he said. "I didn't want that thing to bite my prick," he said enjoying saying the word prick to the nun.
# # #
Not always an easy thing to do, flashing someone whether deliberately or unintentionally takes planning, timing, and sometimes luck. Sometimes, especially when the mood strikes, it's just being at the right place at the right time. They both should have won Oscars in the way that Diane and Anthony pretended that they had no idea that they were exposed when flashing themselves. They both should have been nominated for Academy Awards when they pretended that they were embarrassed even though they weren't embarrassed at all, but sexually excited.
"Oh, my God. I'm so embarrassed," said Diane. "Thank you for telling me. I had no idea that I had tucked the back of my skirt in my panties. That explains why I had a long line of men following me," she said with an embarrassed laugh. "I've been unwittingly flashing my panty clad ass all over town."
Yet, no matter who they deliberately flashed and how they deliberately flashed unsuspecting men and women, instead those being flashed looking away in embarrassment, they always looked. Instead of merely looking and looking away, they all stared. Seemingly, whether male or female, young or old, mature adults wanted to see as much as exhibitionist flashers wanted to show. As if watching an X-rated movie, mature adults loved seeing what they shouldn't see of the semi-naked and naked bodies of others.
"Show me your tits. Show me your tits," read the signs held up by race fans at the Indy 500 and Daytona 500 Races. "Show me your tits."
Obediently obeying their sexual, voyeuristic desire to see their naked breasts, women lifted their tops and turned to face the crowd to the cheers of the racing day spectators. Sexually surprisingly, when given the excuse to flash their tits, unless they're flat-chested, mostly all women loved showing their tits, even Sister Mary Elizabeth loved showing her big, sagging breasts. Whether morally modest or down right whores, under the right circumstances, all women get off on flashing their naked breasts while making their flashes appear accidental and/or unintentional. She gave Father O'Malley a nightly show of her big breasts.
"Show me your tits! Show me your tits!"
# # #
When shopping in a store, especially in a jewelry store, Diane always wore a low-cut blouse without a bra. Then, leaning over the counter as if she was trying to make up her mind on which jewelry item to buy, she exposed her long, line of sexy cleavage and her naked breasts to the jewelry salesman. Not rushing her to make a selection, never pressuring her to buy anything, instead, enjoying the down blouse view, he leaned in closer to for a better look of her naked, C cup breasts and her erect nipples.
No doubt, because of her flashing him her naked breasts, she always received a generous discount on whatever she bought.
"We're having a special 25% sale off today just for you," said the jewelry salesman while putting a gold chain around her neck while continuing to stare down her open blouse.
# # #
A typical, deliberate flash was when my sexy and shapely wife emerged from the bathroom wrapped in only a small towel. Acting modestly moral when she's immorally immodest, she pretended that she had no idea that I was entertaining my friends, John, Joe, Jim, and Steve even though we had discussed her deliberately flashing them. While I waited and watched with excited, sexual anticipation of the prospect of her flashing my four friends, she was prepared, eager, and ready to flash my friends her naked body.
My friends were unaware that my wife had just emerged from the bathroom behind them while wearing only a small towel that barely covered her naked breasts and her naked pussy after taking a shower. She tickled her nose and then sneezed very loudly to get their undivided attention. Only, as soon as she sneezed, with her holding her stomach in, just as she had planned, her towel slid down her sexy, naked body and landed at her feet.
Playing her role as if she was a Hollywood actress doing a nude scene, she screamed and acted embarrassed. My wife pretended that her flashing was accidental. She pretended that her flashing was unintentional. She pretended that she was humiliated and mortified that my four, horny friends had seen her naked, totally naked.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God. My towel fell," said Diane while calling even more attention to herself. "I'm so embarrassed."
With her hands to her face as if stunned that she was naked, she stood immobilized as if she was in shock.
"Please avert your eyes," she said standing at attention with her arms by her sides. "Please don't look at me. Please don't look at my naked tits. Please don't look at my naked pussy. Please don't look at my naked ass," said my wife, Diane, while not making a move to cover her naked breasts and/or her naked pussy with her hands and/or with her forearms.
Certainly, with them falling for her deliberate flashing ruse, it helped that my friends had been drinking and were all horny. Instead of averting their eyes, instead obeying Diane's request by not looking, all three of my friends turned in their chairs to stare at my wife's naked body as if she was a naked stripper on stage. What man wouldn't stare at Diane's naked tits, ass, and pussy? She had such a sexy and shapely body that any man would love to fuck. Actually, I was surprised that they didn't throw dollar-bills at her.
As if they had never seen a naked woman before, they continued staring at her naked body. They continued staring while watching her spread her knees to squat down to retrieve her towel. Deliberately flashing them her naked, red, trimmed pussy, she spread her knees wider and stayed in her squatting position longer as if she was having difficulty picking up her towel. She wanted them to see all that they wanted to see of her.
# # #
Author's Note:
This true story is written for Anthony and Diane, husband and wife, who work together as an exhibitionist team in flashing one another to their relatives, friends, neighbors, and strangers.
Better looking and having a sexier and shapelier body than all of my friends' wives, Diane has long, lush, red hair, C cup breasts, and a tight, shapely ass. She looked like a younger version of Julianne Moore. No doubt, all of my friends have masturbated over imagining my wife naked and her having sex with them.
Now, instead of imagining her naked, they all saw her without her clothes when she deliberately dropped her towel and flashed them. No doubt, now that they saw her naked, they'll continue masturbating over her while imagining having extramarital sex with her. What man wouldn't want to have sex with my beautiful and sexy wife? Certainly, all of my friends would love to strip her naked and have extramarital sex with her. No doubt, they'd all love to touch and feel her everywhere while making out with her. I'm surprised they didn't pounce on her when she deliberately dropped her towel.
# # #
Innocently enough, it all started one day on my way to work when I met Diane, five-years ago, on a subway train. I was standing over her holding onto a subway handle while mindlessly looking out the window and watching the scenery rush by my eyes. Then, with her squirming around in her seat as if trying to get more comfortable, she continued moving around in her seat below me and in front of me as if trying to get my attention.
Seemingly oblivious to me staring down at her, she carelessly leaned forward while reading her book. When she leaned forward like that, her blouse opened and leaned forward with her. It only took me a minute to realize that I had a much better view inside of the train car than I had outside of the train. With my dirty mind racing and already in the gutter, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, when I looked down, I could see all the way down her open blouse as if she was topless.
With her not wearing a bra, I could clearly see her C cup, naked breasts and her erect nipples. Now, I like seeing naked tits, especially big, shapely tits, what man doesn't? Not disappointing me by flashing me her tits, she had a nice set of shapely breasts. Immediately, my favorite things to do, I imagined touching her tits, feeling her tits, and fondling her tits while sucking her erect nipples.
Seemingly, she had no idea that she was exposing her naked breasts to my horny eyes. With her seemingly engrossed in reading her book, she seemed unaware of me standing over her while staring down at her. She seemed unaware that the top of her blouse had opened wide enough for me to see her naked breasts. Seemingly, she had no idea that I could see so much of her naked breasts from my vantage point.
'My lucky day, I can't believe I'm seeing the naked breasts of this beautiful redhead,' I thought.
With the train rocking from side-to-side and her still leaning forward while reading her book, I was close enough to her mouth that I imagined her reaching up her soft hand and unzipping me with her manicured fingers. I imagined her pulling out my prick to stroke me while staring up at me. I imagined her taking my erect, naked cock in her mouth and sucking me. Then, after she blew me, I imagined making out with her and stripping her naked. I imagined making love to her before fucking her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm.
Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, what may happen on a crowded subway in Japan would never happen on a crowded subway in America. With nearly everyone in America armed and dangerous, if I man dared stick his prick in the mouth of a woman without her permission, he'd have his cock blown off by an unlicensed and unregistered handgun. From there, another mass murder, women armed with AK47's would attack every subway and bus and kill every man on sight. Nevertheless, it was sexually hot imagining a strange woman, someone I had never met and didn't even know her name, stroking me while sucking me.
'He looked at me. He stared at my tits and my ass, so I shot him dead before he could stick his erect prick in my mouth,' Anthony imagined a violent, murderous woman saying.
Already sexually excited seeing her naked breasts, I'd love to return the sexual favor and show her my naked cock. Only, it's not the same for a man to expose his naked prick to a woman as it is for a woman to expose her naked breasts to a man. Men welcome seeing women's naked breasts whereas most women are turned off when seeing a man's naked prick.
# # #
Nonetheless, hard not to imagine after imagining exposing my erect, naked cock to her, and her stroking me while sucking me, I imagined cumming in her mouth, across her naked breasts, and all over her pretty face. I imagined giving her a cum bath. Giving me an unexpected show of her naked tits, with her immediately making me horny and giving me an erection, I couldn't take my eyes off of her naked breasts and her erect nipples. Making no attempt to salvage her modesty and close the top of her blouse, she had an unbelievable rack.
An attractive woman, I imagined making out with her while feeling her breasts through her blouse. I imagined parting her lips with my tongue and French kissing her. I imagined sticking my hand down her open blouse top to feel and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. I imagined slowly stripping her naked while continuing to make out with her. I imagined making her my woman. I imagined marrying this sexy bitch.
Then, when a seat became available across from her, I quickly grabbed it. As soon as I sat down, with us seemingly on the same exhibitionistic and voyeuristic page, she closed her book, sat back in her seat, and stared over at me in the way that I stared over at her. Again, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me when flashing me her naked breasts, she slowly spread her knees wider and wider. When she did, her short skirt climbed to mid-thigh.
Hoping to see her panties, she surprised me as much as she sexually excited me that she wasn't wearing panties. As if I was watching a naked video of Jenny Smith, Jan Burton, or Naughty Lada on XVIDEOS, in the way that I clearly saw her naked breasts down her wide-open top, I now saw her red, trimmed pussy up her short skirt. In the way that I stared at her naked breasts, I stared at her naked pussy. Having never met this woman before, not even knowing her name, I've already seen her naked breasts and her naked pussy. I've already seen her naked.
A once in a lifetime, sexual opportunity, not letting her go, maintaining my distance, at the risk of being deemed a stalker, reported to the police, and arrested, I followed her. I got off at her stop, two stops before my stop. Curious to know where she worked and/or where she lived, perhaps, we could have lunch together.



Perhaps, I could ask her out. Hoping beyond hope, perhaps, she'd agree to date me. How hot would that be to date a woman who likes to flash as much as I like to flash, too? I suddenly imagined us flashing together as a sexual, exhibitionist team. What I couldn't do alone, we could do together as a boyfriend and girlfriend and/or as a husband and wife flashing team.
I quickly caught up to her. As if we were already a couple, we walked side-by-side until I built up the courage to ask her what I wanted to ask her. I hoped she'd say yes to me innocently asking her out for coffee and breakfast.
# # #
"Pardon me. My name is Anthony," I said giving her a warm smile.
She looked over at me and returned my smile with her smile.
"Diane," she said while not breaking her pace and continuing walking.
Now that she was in the light and off that dimly lit train, I couldn't help but notice that she had big, beautiful, bright, blue eyes. A redhead with blue eyes is rare. Most redheads have brown eyes or green eyes. Yet, there's something more engaging with a redhead having blue eyes.
"I haven't had breakfast yet," I said. "May I buy you a cup of coffee and something to eat?"
She looked up at me and gave me a naughty look and a sexy smile.
"Sure," she said. "I'd like that. I haven't had breakfast yet either."
With the mall having just opened their doors, we stopped at the coffeeshop in the mall.
"What will you have," I asked?
She looked down to peer through the display glass of the counter.
"The Danish looks good," she said. "And coffee, black coffee with no sugar."
I smiled.
"That's how I take my coffee, too," I said giving her another smile.
Something else that we had in common other than her exhibitionism, we took our coffee the same way, black with no sugar. With the both of us getting off on exposing our nearly naked and naked bodies, this was a romance waiting to happen. Never could I imagine finding a better woman than her.
She patiently waited while I ordered us breakfast and paid the tab.
"Two Danish and two cups of coffee, black with no sugar."
We grabbed a table at the food court. She sat across from me and angled her body to the side. Something that I was unaware that she was doing, before she sat in her chair, seemingly making herself more comfortable, she pulled her short skirt nearly up to her crotch and spread her knees wide. With me already playing the unaware role as her flashing partner, she deliberately flashed her naked pussy to anyone sitting across from her.
At first, I was unaware what she was doing until I watched a number of men moving closer and angling their chairs for a better view up her short skirt of her red pussy. As if she was the main attraction at a sporting event, men lined up to see all that they could see of her naked pussy. I turned and looked behind me and saw a number of men sitting close enough for a better view. She looked up at me and smiled.
"Sorry, I can't help myself," she said with a laugh and a shrug. "I love showing what men want to see."
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"Don't be sorry. You have nothing to feel sorry about. Actually, other than the way that we take our coffee, we have something else in common," I said.
She looked at me with curiosity.
"We do? What's that?"
I gave her my version of a naughty smile with a sexy look.
"You like to flash and I do, too," I said.
# # #
From there, she took it upon herself to show me where she enjoyed flashing. After we finished our Danish and coffee, I followed her to the shoe store. Not wanting to impede on her flashing, playing my part as an innocent voyeur, I remained outside while peering in through the store window.
Directly facing me, she sat with her short skirt raised nearly too her crotch and her knees parted. With her the only customer in the store, I watched the salesclerk immediately help her. Part of her flashing routine, she asked to try on a pair of boots that were a size too small.
When he returned with the boots, perfectly positioned to see up her short skirt, he sat on a low stool in front of her with her knees parted and her pussy positioned nearly at eye level. Already, without her even lifting her legs, he had quite the upskirt view of her red, naked pussy. Showing him what he obviously wanted to see, she parted her knees a little more, enough for him to see a clearer view of her naked pussy.
Then, it was showtime. While making her flashing appear accidentally unintentional, I watched her struggle to fit her foot in the boot. While holding the top of the boot with both hands, she lifted her leg higher while spreading her knees wider. When he stood to find her a pair of boots in the same color and style but in a bigger size, with him clearly enjoying her flashing show, he had a noticeable erection.
Finally, with him standing over her, she leaned forward and as she did, as it opened on the subway, the top of her blouse opened with her in the shoe store. With him having already seen her naked pussy, now the salesclerk had the perfect downblouse view of Diane's naked breasts. She bought the boots. Then, from the shoe store, she took me to a clothing store that still had curtains in front of the dressing rooms instead of doors.
# # #
She quickly picked out some clothes to try on. Then, headed for the dressing room. As soon as she entered the dressing room, with a practiced hand, she quickly closed the curtain with a one-handed swoosh. Only, while quickly closing the curtain, part of her flashing plan, she knew that that the curtain would get bunched up at the end and not close all the way.
Having mastered her curtain closing technique, she was fully aware that the curtain would remain open at the end, enough for someone to see her undressing to try on clothes. Indeed, the curtain remained open enough at the end for any husbands or boyfriends waiting for their wives or girlfriends to see Diane in all manner of undress. Ready to strip herself down to her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, it was time to give them a sexy, striptease show.
With two husbands and a boyfriend waiting outside of the dressing room for their wives and girlfriend, Diane started her striptease. Turning to face the men with her head down, as if she was unaware that they were standing there watching, she unbuttoned and removed her blouse to expose her white, low-cut brassiere and her long line of sexy cleavage. Then, exposing her bright, white, bikini panties next, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt and allowed it to fall to her feet.
Dressed in only her panties and bra, while looking at herself in the mirror, as if preoccupied in thought, she mindlessly reached behind her to unhook and remove her bra. While topless and holding her new bra in her hand, showing them her naked breasts, she turned to face the men again. Never removing their eyes from her, the three men ogled her naked breasts as if they had never seen naked breasts before.
She tried on and removed three bras before deciding on one to buy. From there, she got dressed and she returned to the store floor and picked out three bikinis before returning to the dressing room. Closing the curtain again with another quick, one-handed swoosh, once again, the curtain remained open enough at the end to give any man watching her a naked show of her beautiful, sexy body.
Unbuttoning and removing her blouse again, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. Then, allowing her skirt to fall to her feet, she reached behind her to unhook and remove her bra. Finally, she pushed down her panties, turned her back to them, and bent at the waist to show the three men the back of her red, trimmed pussy, and her shapely naked ass.
Turning one way before turning the other way, again, she turned her back to the three men before bending at the waist again to try on her bikini bottoms. Giving the men waiting outside for their women plenty to see, she was naked, totally naked breasts. Then, turning to face them again to try on her bikini top, she pretended that she had no idea that the curtain was open enough for the men to see her topless. She acted as if she had no idea that they men were outside of the dressing room curtain while staring at my sexy, new girlfriend.
# # #
I invited her home. Ready to have sex with her, I put on a pair of pajama bottoms but without underwear. I was ready to flash Diane my naked cock in the way that she flashed me her naked breasts and naked pussy. Only, interrupting my plan, my mother and my sister unexpectedly knocked at my door.
"Hello, Anthony. It's your mother," said my mother from the other side of the door.
I heard my sister laugh.
"And your sister," said my sister with a giggle and a laugh.
Not wanting to let them in while pretending that I wasn't home but, no doubt, they had already heard the music playing and us talking and laughing. Reluctantly, premature to introduce them to my new girlfriend, I opened the front door and introduced Diane to my mother and sister.
"Mom, this is an unexpected surprise," I said giving her a kiss on the cheek.
I hugged my sister.
"What brings you to this part of town," I said?
My mother and sister stared at Diane and Diane stared at my mother and my sister.
"We were just in the neighborhood and thought that we'd stop in for a visit. I didn't know you were entertaining company," said my mother pausing to look down at what I was wearing. "In your pajamas," she said with a laugh. "Did we interrupt something?"
Ignoring my mother's question, I turned to Diane.
"Mom, sis, this is Diane. Diane, this is my mother and sister," I said. "She's my new girlfriend."
They both smiled and my mother hugged Diane.
"Nice to meet you," said my mother.
My sister hugged Diane, too.
"I'm glad he finally found a woman," she said.
# # #
As soon as I made the introductions, as if a flashing plan serendipitously developed, a lightbulb blew in the overhead hall light. Without the light, as if it was early evening, it was suddenly dark.
I retrieved the step ladder and a new bulb. I reached overhead to unscrew the glass light fixture. I held the delicate light fixture in my hand careful not to drop it. Being the naughty voyeur and exhibitionist that she is, Diane surprised me when she pulled my pajama bottoms down to my ankles in front of my mother and my sister. A match made in heaven, with her exposing my naked cock to my mother and to my sister, Diane showed me that we could work as a team to flash our relatives, friends, neighbors, and strangers our semi-naked and naked bodies.
I didn't have to feign my embarrassment because I was embarrassed. My mother and sister had never seen me naked until now. With me already having a semi-erection with the thoughts of flashing Diane my naked cock, my stiff prick sprang to life with the sexual excitement of flashing my mother and my sister my semi-erect prick, too.
This my unexpected opportunity to flash my mother and my sister my naked cock. I climbed down the ladder and turned to face them. As soon as I did, my cock quickly grew bigger and harder. With my mother and sister staring at my naked cock as if they had never seen a naked cock before, my exposed prick fully erected. Instead of being embarrassed and/or ashamed, I was sexually excited that Diane had not only flashed my mother and my sister but also, she saw my naked prick, too.
With Diane deliberately flashing me, I flashed three women who had never seen my erect prick before, my new girlfriend, my mother, and my sister. Nevertheless, being so exposed, I feigned my embarrassment and my shame. With me still holding the glass light fixture in my hand, at their voyeuristic mercy, I was unable to pull up my pajama bottoms.
"Oh, God, I'm so embarrassed. Please don't look at my naked prick," I said while feigning my embarrassment.
Disobeying me, instead of averting their eyes, Diane, my mother, and my sister all stared at my naked prick as if they had never seen a naked prick before. Then, as if she was going to blow me, my mother moved to her knees in front of me. No doubt, she was going to end my embarrassment and my shame by pulling up my pajama bottoms.
I couldn't believe that I was staring down at my mother's head as if she was about to suck my cock. Only, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, instead of pulling up my pajama bottoms, she took my stiff prick in her motherly hand and wrapped her manicured fingers around it. Not believing what I was seeing and feeling, she slowly stroked me while staring up at me. My mother was giving me a hand job. I couldn't believe my mother was giving me a hand job.
"Your cock is just like your father's cock, only much bigger and harder," she said with a dirty laugh. "I've always been curious about your penis," said my mother. "I've always wondered how it would feel in my hand and now I know," she said.
'It's a shame that she didn't wonder how my cock would feel in her mouth and in her pussy,' I thought.
She pulled up my pajama bottoms.
"Mom! I'm so embarrassed," I said.
She waved a hand as if seeing my prick, holding my prick, and slowly stroking my prick was no big deal.
"Oh, don't be so modest, Anthony," she said with a dirty laugh. "What's the big deal? We're all adults," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Careful not to drop it and break it, I finally put the light fixtured down on the ladder tray. Then, I turned to my mother as if I was angry. Feigning my anger and my embarrassment, I told her what I thought about her exposing me.
"How would you like it if I exposed you," I asked?
With her looking embarrassed, ashamed, and looking as if she was about to apologize for exposing me, I quickly reached out my horny hands. Taking hold of her peasant blouse with my fingers, I pulled her blouse down over her shoulders and down over her naked breasts to expose her big, naked tits. I stared at my mother's naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before. Certainly, the first time seeing her tits, I had never seen my mother's naked breasts before.
As if looking to see what I was seeing, she looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me. Then, as if she was daring me to touch her naked tits, feel her naked tits, and fondle her naked tits, she stared up at me while touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts. When I stared at her wide-eyed, she shrugged a laugh.
"What's the big deal, Anthony? It's just my tits. I'm sure you've seen them lots of times when spying on me dressing and undressing," she said with a dirty laugh.
Taking my mother's hint, I reached out my horny hands and touched her naked tits. I felt her naked tits. I fondled her naked tits and fingered her erect nipples while my sister and my girlfriend watched me having my wicked, sexual way with my mother's breasts.
# # #
Then, getting in on the sexual action, my sister laughed, too. She seemed sexually aroused that I was feeling our mother's naked breasts. Actually, she seemed jealous that I was feeling our mother's naked breasts and not her naked tits.
"I've shown more of my naked body at spring break," said my sister with dirty laugh and a shrug while hinting that she wanted me to expose her naked breasts, too. "I've done more at a CFNM strip club when my girlfriends took me out for my 30th birthday," she said with another dirty laugh.
Clearly, my sister was telling me that she was a whore. With my sister seemingly daring me to expose her naked breasts in the way that I exposed our mother's naked breasts, I quickly reached out my horny hands over for my sister. In one quick, fluid, downward pull, I pulled down her tube top to expose her naked breasts. My sister had nice, C cup breasts, so shapely and full. Instead of being embarrassed, ashamed, and/or angry, as if she was hoping that I'd pull down her tube top, my sister laughed.
Moreover, instead of covering her naked breasts with her hands and/or with her forearms, in the sexy way that my mother had done, she looked down at her naked breasts before sexily looking up at me. Then, again, in the way that my mother had done, while staring at me with sexual arousal, she cupped her naked breasts in her hands. She felt her naked breasts and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples as if daring me to touch her naked tits and feel her naked tits while fingering her erect nipples.
"It's just tits, Anthony," she said. "I'm sure you've seen my naked tits before," she said with a laugh. "I'm sure you've spied on me while I'm sunbathing out back topless," she said with a sexy laugh, a naughty look, and a shrug.
# # #
Diane and I were married within a year of meeting one another. Never had I met a woman like her. I never thought there would be a woman who enjoyed flashing her naked body as much as I enjoyed flashing my naked body. Now that we were a married couple working as an exhibitionist team, we'd be flashing even more unsuspecting victims.
I couldn't wait to flash her mother, my new mother-in-law and her sister, my new sister-in-law my naked prick. In the way that she had already flashed my friends her naked body when she dropped her towel in front of them, I couldn't wait to flash her friends at the next Tupperware party. As if I didn't know they were there, sexually surprising and hopefully sexually arousing all of the ladies, I thought about emerging from the shower naked while drying my hair.
'Oh, my God,' I imagined saying. 'I didn't know you had company, Diane. Please don't look at my naked prick. I'm so embarrassed.'
THE END
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Romancing my Mother
Something as forbidden as it is sexually exciting, Seth not only wanted to have a sexual relationship with his mother but also, after he did have sex with her, he fell in romantic love with his MILF of a mother, Mary.
# # #
Author's Note:
Just not all about sex, incestuous sex, ongoing for more than a year, this is a true story that Seth asked me to write about the love story that he had and that he's still having with his mother, Mary.
# # #
Romancing my Mother
Making it official and not just a passing whimsy or a brief, one-time, sexual, incestuous, perverse encounter, Seth wanted me to put in writing how he truly felt about his MILF of a mother, Mary. He wanted her to know that this was the real thing. Sometimes hard to express how he truly felt about her, he wanted Mary to know that he not only loved her but also, a bit seemingly convoluted, that he wanted to marry her.
Shocking but true, Seth wanted to marry his mother. Even more astonishing, his mother wanted to marry her son. A son wanting to marry his mother is absurd but a mother wanting to marry her son is even more absurd. Yet, Seth felt that strongly about how he truly felt about his mother that he wanted to make Mary his wife.
'Until death do you part, I marry you, Seth, and you, Mary, as husband and wife,' Seth imagined a justice of the peace marrying them. 'I now pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss your bride or have sex with her right here in our chapel, if you choose.'
# # #
Imagine if you will, a son in love with his mother and a mother in love with her son. Of course, a mother in love with her son and a son in love with his mother is no big deal but it is quite different when it's romantic love. Indeed, this story is more of a love story than it is an incestuous, sex story.
Moreover, again, imagine if you will, a son buying an engagement ring for his mother, getting down on one knee, and proposing to her as if he's the bachelor on the TV show, The Bachelor. Imagine a son ready to marry his mother and a mother willing to marry her son. Even more convoluted than a son wanting to marry his mother, imagine a mother agreeing to marry her son.
What has this world come to? What kind of mother and son want to marry one another? Surely, not caring about conformity and how it looked in the public eye, they must be so in love that they don't care what anyone thinks of them wanting to marry one another. After the wedding, to avoid ridicule, they just need to move to a part of the country where no one knows them, somewhere where incestuous relationships are common, in the backwoods of West Virginia, Tennessee, or Kentucky.
'That's the guy who married his mother,' said a stranger pointing to Seth and Mary. 'And she must be the woman who married her son.'
Seth imagined strangers pointing to him and his mother on the street. People they didn't know and had never met, seemingly knew all about their incestuous, sexual affair. Everyone wanted to see a son who'd marry his mother. Everyone wanted to see a mother who'd marry her son.
'Seriously,' Seth imagined the stranger's friend replying. 'If my mother looked anything like her, I'd marry her, too. She's hot.'
# # #
Yet, think about it. Why not allow a son to marry his mother? Why not allow a mother to marry her son? With one out of every two marriages ending in divorce, why not marry someone who you know loves you and will never leave you? Why not marry someone who you know will not only cheat on you but also won't deceive you? Why not marry your mother? Why not marry your son? There are worse marriage mistakes that a man could make than marrying his mother. There are worse marriage mistakes that a woman could make than marrying her son.
In a world gone mad with the rich getting richer and the poor getting poorer, it's up to us to find happiness wherever we can find it. With lying politicians telling us what we want to hear and not telling us the truth, why not marry someone who we can trust? With our elected officials ruining the planet by ignoring global warming, why not put your head under the covers when sharing your mother's bed?
With our leaders quick to start a war for the sake of money, why not remain safe at home in your mother's arms? Why not marry someone who will never lie to you, deceive you, and/or steal from you? Why not marry your mother? Why not marry your son?
I dare say, with the state of the world in shambles, with so much gun violence and mass murders, the world may be a better place if not only we were allowed to marry our relatives. Think about it. Not only marrying our mothers but also, our fathers, our brothers, our sisters, our aunts, and our first cousins, too. We tried marrying strangers and with that seldom working out as much as it ends in divorce, why not marry our relatives? Why not marry the people we've loved all of our lives?
'Aunt Deborah, would you marry me,' Seth imagined proposing to his mother's sister?
Aunt Deborah not only looked flattered but also, she seemed sexually aroused to imagine being married to her nephew.
'Why not,' Seth imagined her replying? 'Your uncle is nothing but a drunk and your mother told me that you do have a big cock. Yes, I'll marry you. Of course, I'll marry you. What woman wouldn't want to marry a much younger man,' he imagined Aunt Debbie saying with a dirty laugh.
The seating arrangements at a Thanksgiving table or at a wedding reception may be a bit confusing. Yet, with mothers marrying sons, fathers marrying daughters, brothers marrying sisters, aunts marrying nephews, uncles marrying nieces, and first cousins marrying first cousins, we're all just one, big, happy family. I can only imagine the group photo with a notation on the back explaining who is related to who?
"Who has room left for dessert? I have apple pie, blueberry pie, and pumpkin pie. Or we can all strip ourselves naked and have a Thanksgiving, sexual orgy in the master bedroom."
# # #
"I love you, Mom," said Seth greeting his mother every morning with a deep, wet kiss while feeling her big, C cup breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown.
Unable to keep his horny hands off of his mother's beautiful body, every time he kissed her, he had to feel her breasts through her clothes and/or reach around her to feel and squeeze her shapely ass. Not stopping him from groping her, Mary loved it when Seth paid her sexual attention by touching her and feeling her in all of the places where a son should never touch and feel his mother. As if he was her husband, boyfriend, or lover instead of her son, she loved it when he touched and felt her nearly naked and naked body in such a forbidden, sexual way.
While he felt and groped her breasts and ass through her clothes, returning the sexual favor, with him not wearing underwear beneath his pajamas, she felt the head of his throbbing and pulsating cock through his pajama bottoms. Sexually aroused feeling his nearly naked and naked cock as much as he was sexually excited feeling her nearly naked and naked breasts and ass, they loved sexually teasing one another by touching and feeling one another. He felt and groped his mother's tits and ass as much as his mother felt and groped her son's prick.
"Don't stop touching me, Mommy. It feels so good when you touch me in that sexual way. I love it when you fondle my cock through my pajama bottoms," said Seth.
Mary looked at her son with love as much as she looked at him with sexual arousal.
"And I love it when you feel my breasts and finger my nipples. I swear that you could make me cum just by pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples," said Mary. "Suck my nipples, Seth. Make mommy cum."
# # #
Perhaps sounding odd when they were having sex but instructing him to do so, Mary loved it when her son called her Mommy, especially when they were doing something sexually naughty like fucking, sucking, and having sex. She returned her son's French kiss with her deep, wet kiss while continuing to finger the head of his growing prick through his pajama bottoms with her manicured fingers. In the way that he made her nipples hard by pulling them, turning them, and twisting him, she made his cock hard by fingering the head of his prick and teasing his cock with her long, manicure fingers.
"I love you, too, Seth," said Mary.
If anyone knew what mother and son dared to sexually do behind closed, bedroom doors, they'd be shocked. They'd be disgusted. They wouldn't understand. With them all having an opinion about how wrong it was to have sex between a mother and son, they'd be outraged. They all needed to mind their own business and keep their personal opinions to themselves. How dare they judge them when many of them would secretly love to have sex with their relatives?
Then, when the women discovered how big of a cock Seth had, that he knew how to use it, and was, indeed, a generous lover, they'd be envious of Mary. When the men discovered that Seth was having incestuous sex with his beautiful and sexy mother, they'd be jealous. The women wished they could have sex with Seth and the men wished they could have sex with Mary. Their personal wants, sexual desires, and their own incestuous lust, should disqualify them from judging Seth and Mary.
# # #
If only they knew that mother and son were having sex, what would they say? What would they think? With Mary not looking like the type of woman who'd have incestuous sex with her son, Seth didn't look like the type of man who'd have incestuous sex with his mother. Yet, it happened and, yet, they were, indeed, having incestuous sex. With apologies to no one, she had sex with her son and he had sex with his mother.
Besides what does a mother and son look like who'd have sex with one another? Could you pick them out of a crowd? For all we know our friends could be having sex with their mothers and their mothers could be having sex with their sons. Not limited to our mother's and sons, grandmothers could be having sex with their grandsons.
'Suck my cock, grandma. I need to cum in your mouth while feeling your saggy breasts,' Seth imagined saying to Mary's mother, his GILF of a grandmother.
With them both lonely, horny, and sexually attracted to one another, when the sex started, not stopping it by nipping in the bud, it exploded into a full, blown, sexual relationship. Mary loved fucking her son and Seth loved his mother blowing him. Starting when they were sheltering in place from the COVID pandemic, sex between mother and son morphed into an incestuous orgy when Mary invited her younger sister, Deborah, for a threesome. Curvaceous in all of the right places, looking much like his mother, his aunt was thicker in the hips and had bigger breasts.
# # #
From the time that I became an 18-year-old man, I've always been sexually attracted to my mother. Not much of a surprise, hard to believe but true, for one reason or another, many men are sexually attracted to their mothers, especially someone who has a mother who looked like my mother. She's everything that I ever wanted in a woman. She's as beautiful as she's sexy, and as fun as she is smart. Everything I need to know, I need only to ask my mother. She knows everything.
Out of all of my friends' mothers, hands down and by far, I have the best mother. I have the sexiest and most attractive mother of them all. Unashamed and unembarrassed, not feeling guilty about it, we crossed the invisible, incestuous, sexual line by having sex with one another. A line that never should have crossed by a son in love with his mother and by a mother in love with her son. Yet, with us not a typical mother and son, we realized that we had more than a sexual attraction for one another. We had love, real romantic love for one another.
"I love you, mommy," said Seth to Mary.
Mary smiled at her son while sexually swooning.
"I love you, too, Seth," replied Mary to her son.
We had the real thing. We had something that couldn't be ignored and/or denied. No ands, ifs, buts, or maybes, I loved my mother and she loved me. Something as forbidden as it was sexually exciting, we had love, real, romantic love for one another. My mother loved being in bed with me with my cock buried in her pussy.
"Fuck me, Seth. Give me a sexual orgasm. Mommy needs to cum," said Mary with Seth on top of her and fucking her.
And I loved being in bed with my mother with my cock buried in her mouth.
"Blow me, Mom. Suck it. Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," said Seth while staring down at his mother while she sucked his stiff prick.
Yet, I loved my mother not in the way that a son loved his mother and in the way that a mother loved her son. We loved one another in the way that a man loved a woman and a woman loved a man. We had the kind of love that a man felt for a woman and that a woman felt for a man when they wanted to have a sexual relationship with one another. Superseding the love that a son felt for his mother and the love that a mother felt for her son, we wanted to be together and stay together as husband and wife forever.
Something that a son should never do and something that a mother should never allow her son to do, I wanted to make forbidden love to my mother while passionately making out with her. While continuing to make out with her, I wanted to slowly strip her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fuck my mother and with her allowing me to sleep in her bed, it was obvious that she wanted to fuck me, too.
"Fuck me mommy. I need to cum in your pussy. I need to give you another sexual orgasm, this time with my cock," said Seth to his mother.
# # #
Not all one way, a given, my mother wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Not just dabbling with a one-time, incestuous, sexual affair, I wanted to fuck my mother fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock and she wanted me to cum in her pussy. Really pounding her pussy, I was curious to know what she looked like when cumming. I wanted to watch her having a sexual orgasm. Curious to know what she sounded like when cumming, I wanted to hear her cum while she had her sexual orgasm.
'Oh, Seth, oh my God, Seth. I'm so wet,' I imagined my mother saying. 'Look what you've done to my pussy.'
Seth imagined her holding up the hem of her nightgown for him to see her sopping, wet cunt.
A beautiful thing to see, Seth stared at his mother's red, trimmed, naked pussy.
'If you continue rubbing my clit and fingering my nipples, you'll make me cum," said Mary spreading her legs wide. "Now, be a good son. Get on top of me and fuck me. Fuck your mother, Seth. Make mommy cum.'
Not nearly done there, I wanted to give my mother sexual pleasure as much as I wanted her to give me sexual pleasure. While rubbing her swollen clit and finger fucking her wet pussy, I wanted to masturbate her with my long, stiff fingers while licking her pussy with my tongue. Indeed, I wanted to eat my mother's pussy. I wanted to devour her cunt.
With me a generous lover, I wanted to give my mother multiple, sexual orgasms. With her knowing that I was the only one, I wanted her to sexually need me. I wanted her to sexually depend on me to give her the sexual pleasure that she wanted and needed every day or whenever she needed it and wanted it. With her unable to live without me, willing to give her sex anytime that she wanted it, I wanted her to give me sex anytime that I wanted it, too
'Blow me, mommy,' I imagined saying to my mother. 'I need to cum in your beautiful mouth.'
# # #
I knew from that moment forward that I was in trouble. How does a son fall in romantic love with his mother? How does that happen? The other side of the coin that's even more difficult to do, how does a mother fall in romantic love with her son? How does that happen? With no turning back, beyond the point of no return, how does mother and son reach the point of having sex with one another? How does mother and son reach the point of wanting to marry one another?
More importantly, something that I desperately needed to know, how does a son romance his mother? How do I romance my mother? How do I make her fall in love with me in the way that I've fallen in love with her?
What must I do to make her feel the same romantic way about me as I feel about her? Feeling too good to be wrong, I not only crossed the incestuous line but I literally leapt over it. I obliterated the invisible, incestuous line, gone forever, I erased it with my foot.
Seriously, if I could marry my mother, I would. How sick is that, a son marrying his mother and a mother marrying her son? Think about it. Be honest. Tell me the truth. If you had a mother as beautiful, as sexy, as shapely, and as smart as my mother, wouldn't you want to marry her if you could? Without doubt, I'd marry my mother if she'd marry me.
Yet, you'll get no apology from me. I don't think of wanting to marry my mother as sick. Having fallen in love with her, I think of being in love with my mother as my normal progression of life. As if we were just another man and woman, it sexually excited me to think of living a life of love and romance with my mother, my perfect woman. She's the woman who I can't live without. With no way to get back to civilization, she's the woman who I'd love to be trapped alone with on a deserted island in the middle of the ocean.
"Seth, go catch a fish and on your way back bring me more coconuts," said Mary to her son when surrounded by water and living in the middle of nowhere. "Wow, look at the size of these cockroaches," said Mary. "Gather them up, Seth. I'm going to cook them and eat them. They're good protein."
# # #
Yet, what would my friends say if they knew that I was having sex with my mother? What would they say if they knew that I was eating her pussy and fucking her cunt? What would they say if they knew that she was stroking my cock while sucking my cock, and allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth? What would they say if I told them that I was in love with my mother and wanted to marry her? Below is what I imagined my friends would say if I told them what my mother and I sexually did behind closed, bedroom doors.
"Seriously? You're having sex with your mother? You're a lucky bastard, Seth," is what my friend, Gary, would say. "I wish I could have sex with your mother. She's stunningly beautiful. I'd love to strip her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere."
Gary looked at me with envy.
"If I had a mother who looked like your mother, I'd be having sex with her, too," said John. "With her big and shapely C cup breasts, Jennifer Lopez wishes she had a body like your mother. If Mary was my mother, I'd be making love to her every morning, fucking her every night, and having her blow me in between. Your mother is my sexual fantasy woman. She's hot. She's so hot."
John looked at me with jealousy, horniness, and sexual frustration that he wasn't having sex with my mother but that I was.
"I can't count how many times that I masturbated over your mother while imagining her naked and having sex with me. I can't count how many times I dreamt of your mother sucking my cock and fucking my cock," said my friend, Larry. "She's so sexy and shapely. I'd love for her to fuck me. I'd love for her to suck my cock. I wish I could marry her. You're a lucky man, Seth, to want to marry your mother."
Larry rubbed his cock through his clothes as if he was ready to masturbate himself while thinking of having sex with my mother.
With my three friends nodding in agreement of one another, they all agreed that they'd marry my mother if they could. Only, too bad for them, my mother wasn't in love with them. She was in love with me. If she was going to marry anyone, she was going to marry me.



# # #
What would my mother's friends say if they knew that we were sleeping together in the same bed as husband and wife. What would they say if they knew that my mother was having sex with me? What would they say if they knew that we were fucking? What would they say if they knew that she was sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her mouth? What would they say if they knew that I was giving her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock?
"You go girl. You're one lucky woman," said my mother's friend, Christine. "If Seth was my son, I'd fuck him, too, if I could. He's so handsome. He's so sexy,"
Christine smiled at my mother with sexual envy.
"I've seen his bulging cock pushing against his pants. He looks like he has a really, big and hard prick," said my mother's friend, Maureen. "I'd fuck him if I could," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'd fall to my knees and blow him while he felt and fondled my naked, double D cup breasts."
Maureen gave my mother a wink and a sexy smile.
"After being married to your husband, it's about time that you had a real man, a man who gives you what you want and when you want it," said her friend, Kathy. "Much like Christine and Maureen, if he wasn't so taken with you, I'd have sex with him, too."
My mother's friend, Tina, nodded her head in agreement.
"Our husbands are always drunk and can never get it up," said Tina with them Christine, Maureen, and Kathy all nodding in agreement. "They'd rather drink beer and watch football than to have sex. Just once I'd love to have a real man sleeping beside me in my bed. Just once, I'd love to have a sexual orgasm that I didn't give myself with my vibrator and/or dildo. You're a lucky woman, Mary, to have someone who sexually wants you sleeping in your bed," said Tina.
# # #
Shockingly romantic as much as it's pure lunacy, if I could marry my mother, I would. If I was married to my mother, while sleeping with her every night in her bed, I'd have sex with her every day. I'd make love to her every morning and I'd fuck her every night. In between, I'd masturbate her. I'd eat her pussy before she stroked and sucked my cock. I'd love to cum not only in my mother's beautiful mouth but also, I'd love to cum in her pussy, too.
Something even more outrageously forbidden than just having sex with her, I'd love to make my mother pregnant. I'd love to give her my child. Only, she's no longer able to have children. She's at the age where it would be too risky for her to have a normal child, a child without birth defects and serious health issues.
Nonetheless, regardless if I can't make her pregnant and regardless that I can't legally marry her, I'd give my mother multiple, sexual orgasms every day and every night. To show her how much I loved her, I'd make her cum again and again. I'd make my mother my whore. I'd spoil my mother with gifts and sexual attention.
I'd love to watch my mother cum. I'd love to hear her having sexual orgasms. Putting a smile on her face every morning and another smile on her face every night, I'd love to make her not only happy but also sexually satisfied.
Alas and unfortunately, hard to believe, women her age, even beautiful and sexy women, such as Heidi Klum, Sofia Vergara, Jenny McCarthy, and even Jennifer Lopez are seldom sexually satisfied. In the way that men were horny in their late teens and early twenties, women are horny in their late thirties and forties.
A real sexual tragedy, women her age are usually ignored and passed over for younger women and are terribly, sexually frustrated. Women her age are continually horny. Unlike those women, women her age need a younger lover with a harder cock. As far as I'm concerned, with me younger and my cock harder, my mother would always be sexually satisfied. She'd never be sexually frustrated. She'd never be horny. I'd make sure of that.
'Oh, Seth. Seth. If you keep fingering Mommy's pussy while pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples, you'll make me cum,' I imagined my mother saying. 'Only, don't stop. Please don't stop. I need to cum, Seth. I need to cum," she said while stroking my stiff prick. 'Make mommy cum, Seth. Make mommy cum. If you make mommy cum, mommy will blow you, allow you to cum in my mouth, and all over my face. I'll allow you to give me a cum bath.'
Only, racking my brains, I wondered how I'd romance my mother without her thinking me an incestuous pervert. I needed to act as if she was just another desirable woman and not my mother. I needed to act as if I was just another man and not her son. Only, as much as I tried to separate the woman from my mother, impossible to do, the two are entwined forever.
# # #
Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Seth, the name my mother gave me. Considered handsome, I'm 29-years-old, and have short, brown hair and blue eyes. Much bigger than average when erect, I have an 8" cock. Where the average size cock is 5 to 6", bigger than most, I'm proud of my big dick.
My mom's name is Mary. Every time I say her name, Mary, I think of Frank Capra's Christmas movie, It's a Wonderful Life with James Stewart, Donna Reed, and Lionel Barrymore. In that regard, as if my mother is Donna Reed named Mary, my mother is my angel sent to me from heaven to show me how much better my life can be when having sex with her and when married to her. Indeed, when I think of living a wonderful life, I think of being married to my mother, Mary.
'Mom, um, I mean, Mary," I said while imagining shocking my mother. 'Would you make me the happiest man on earth? Would you marry me,' I imagined getting down on one knee while holding an engagement ring and asking my mother to marry me?
I imagined my mother looking down at me with as much love as she looked at me with sexual desire.
'Yes, of course, I'll marry you,' I imagined her replying.
# # #
The same age as Heidi Klum, Jenny McCarthy, and a year younger than Sofia Vergara, my mother is 49-years-old. At 5'4" tall, she's the same height as Megan Fox, Mila Kunis, Pink, Britney Spears, Janet Jackson, and Amy Adams. Weighing a shapely 130 lbs., she's the same weight as Alicia Keys, Angelina Jolie, Ashley Judd, Beyonce, Charlize Theron, Elle McPherson, and Jennifer Lopez. With her having a sexy body to die for, suffice to write, my mother is very sexually appealing.
She has short red hair, big, blue eyes, and large and shapely, C cup breasts. A breast man, I love my mother's big tits. They're as firm as they are soft and shapely. Nearly as much as I love her stroking and sucking my cock, I love fondling her naked breasts while sucking her big, erect nipples.
While reading to me as she fingers her pussy or strokes my cock, my mother loves reading erotica. My kind of woman, she specifically loves reading mother and son incestuous, sex stories. As my unique way to sexually seduce my mother, not so subtle of a hint, using the pictures as my screensavers, I downloaded mom and son porn stories on every computer in the house.
Now, every time she turned on a computer, she'd be greeted by a video of a son fucking his mother's pussy or a mother sucking her son's cock. Not too difficult to figure out, I hoped my mother would get the idea that I wanted to fuck her and/or that I wanted her to blow me. I'd love to fuck my mother as much as I'd love to cum in her mouth.
'Blow me, Mommy,' I thought whenever sexually thinking of my mother. 'Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth, all over your pretty face, and across your naked breasts. I need to give you a cum bath, mom.'
Whenever I sexually think of my mother, I think of her on her knees with my prick in her mouth while looking up at me with her big, blue, beautiful eyes. I think of gagging her with a load of cum before she swallows it. I think of her naked while having incestuous sex with me. I think of her wanting to have incestuous sex with me as much as I want to have incestuous sex with her.
'That's it. Suck it, mommy. Suck my cock. Blow me,' I thought while calling my mother what she wanted me to call her by calling her mommy.
My mother likes it when I call her mommy and I like calling her mommy, too, especially when we're naked and having incestuous sex. Blow me, mommy. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. Fuck me, mommy. I need to cum in your warm, wet pussy,' I thought. 'I need to eat your pussy, mommy. I need to give you another sexual orgasm.'
Not stopping there, I've even sent her flowers with the card reading, from your secret admirer. Going to an extreme, again, sent from me as her secret admirer, I sent her sexy lingerie that I hoped she'd model for me and wear in front of me. I'm a true believer that women look better in sexy lingerie than they do naked. No woman has the perfect body and what they don't have, sexy lingerie will cover and take care that they do.
# # #
Unashamed and unembarrassed to admit, before we started having sex, I used to jerk off while holding my mother's used panties in my hand. Sniffing them while stroking my cock, I've even ejaculated huge loads of cum in her panties. A couple of times, as if hoping for the sex fairy to visit me, and while hoping she'd leave a picture of her topless or naked, I deliberately left her cum stained panties under my pillow for her to find.
I wanted my mother to know that I masturbated over her while imagining her topless and/or naked and her having sex with me. I wanted her to know that I'm sexually attracted to her. I wanted her to know that I wanted to make love to her and fuck her. I wanted her to know that I wanted her to suck my cock while stroking my prick. I wanted her to know that I wanted to cum in her mouth as much as I wanted to cum in her pussy.
'Cum, Seth. Cum in mommy's mouth,' I imagined my mother saying. 'I need to swallow you.'
Every morning, while rubbing my erect cock against her firm tummy, I greet her with a full body-to-body hug and a passionate, wet kiss while reaching my horny hands to feel the top of her sweet ass. Every evening before bed, again, I give her a full body-to-body hug and another deep, wet kiss. So tempted to do so, I'd love to cup her shapely ass in one of my horny hands and cup her shapely breast in my other horny hand while French kissing her.
As if it belonged there, I loved sticking my tongue in my mother's mouth. I loved making out with her while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Then, not stopping there, I loved reaching around her to feel her shapely ass before reaching up to feel big breasts and finger her erect nipples. Finally, I loved sticking my horny hand between my mother's shapely thighs to cup her naked pussy in my hand while parting her pussy lips with my stiff fingers, rubbing her clit, and finger fucking her pussy.
# # #
Something new that I thought of doing, with my mother barging in my bedroom without knocking, whenever I masturbated myself, I masturbated while wearing headphones and with my eyes closed. As soon as I heard my mother climbing the stairs and walking down the hall to my room, I quickly strip myself naked, put on my headphones, and closed my eyes. Then, I start my masturbation act while pretending that I don't know that she's standing outside of my bedroom door.
Giving her a masturbation show, I speak loud enough for her to hear me through my closed, bedroom door. Then, when she burst opened my bedroom door without knocking to deliver my laundry, I continue my masturbation act while stroking my cock faster and harder. Masturbating myself just for her, it made me so hot and horny to know that she's standing in my room while watching me stroke my cock.
"Oh, Mom, I wish I could see you in your sexy bra and panties. I wish I could see you topless. I'd love to see your big, naked tits and erect nipples. I wish I could touch, feel, and fondle your big tits while sucking your nipples," I said while stroking myself faster and harder.
Then, when I know that she's standing in my bedroom watching me stroke myself, determined to cum for my mother, I continued masturbating myself faster and harder.
"I wish I could slowly strip you naked while making out with you. I wish I could see you naked. I'd love to touch and feel your beautiful, naked body everywhere. I'd love to see your red, trimmed pussy and your shapely ass," I'd say for her sexual benefit. "I'd love to finger your pussy while licking your pussy. I'd love to give you multiple sexual orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, my tongue, and my cock."
Then, surprising me, when I opened my eyes a crack to see what my mother was doing, she had her naked breasts out of the top of her nightgown. She was feeling her tits and fingering her nipples while watching me masturbate myself. Not stopping there, I watched her lift her nightgown to her waist and expose her red, naked pussy. With the fingers of her other hand, I watched her rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. By exposing and stroking my naked prick, I had sexually aroused my mother enough for her to masturbate herself with me.
'With her masturbating herself along with me masturbating myself in my bedroom, I had sexually aroused my mother,' I thought. 'I made her hot and horny enough to play with her pussy while fingering her nipples.'
# # #
Between the computers showing screensavers of a son fucking his mother and a mother blowing her son, and allowing my mother to find her cum stained panties beneath my pillow, I showed my mother my sexual intentions. With me deliberately allowing her to catch me masturbating while hearing all that I'd love to sexually do with my mother and to my mother's naked body, my sexual message was clear. I wanted to have incestuous sex with my mother. I wanted to fuck her. No doubt about it, I wanted to fuck my mother.
I've sent her flowers from a secret admirer. I've sent her lingerie from a secret admirer, a red, one-piece, see-through body suit. I'd love for her to wear that and model that for me. I'd love to see what she looks in something that's so very, sexually revealing. I'd love to take photos of my mother in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked to show my friends and to prove to them that I'm having sex with my mother. Only, she'd never allow me to expose her beautiful semi-naked and/or naked body to my horny friends.
Not ready to tell everyone that we're incestuous lovers, she'd be embarrassed. She'd be mortified for anyone to know that we were having mother and son sex. She'd be humiliated for people to think of her blowing me and me fucking her.
Yet, I wanted to make slow, sweet love to her while making out with her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fuck my mother. I wanted to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my stiff prick. I wanted her to call my named when fucking me.
'Seth, oh, Seth. You're going to make mommy cum again, you naughty boy,' I imagine her saying.
Then, not stopping with just making out with her, making love to her, and fucking her, I wanted her to blow me while stroking me. I needed her to suck my cock. I needed to see her with my cock in her mouth while she looked up at me with her big, blue, beautiful eyes.
I needed to cum in my mother's beautiful mouth. I needed to cum all over her face, in her beautiful, red hair, and across her naked breasts. I wanted to see my mother with cum dripping from her hair, her nose, her lips, her chin, and her naked breasts. With her covered in cum, I needed to give my mother a cum bath.
'Oh, Seth, now look what you've done. You've made a mess of mommy,' I imagine her saying while looking down at herself and rubbing my load of cum all over her face and breasts. 'I have cum everywhere,' I imagine her saying while laughing.
# # #
Then after I made dinner, we had some wine. I asked her to rub my back and she gave me a massage on the couch. I was so turned on with her fingers just caressing my back. When she finished, I asked her if she wanted a massage and, surprising me, with me never thinking that she'd say yes to me giving her a massage, she said yes. She went to her room to put on a short, low-cut nightgown that was almost see-through.
She also brought down some oils for me to rub on her. She laid face down on the couch and I started rubbing my hands all over her beautiful body. Something that I wanted to do but too afraid to do it, she shocked me when she told me to go under the nightgown to massage the oils on her back. She hiked up nightgown to expose her panties. With her not wearing a bra, I could see the sides of her naked breasts.
I started rubbing massaging oils all over my mother's exposed back and the sides of her naked breasts very sensually. I was surprised to hear her moans of sexual pleasure. While waiting for her to slap my hand away and stop me, stealthily, I fingered her erect nipples.
My cock was so hard and I was only wearing pajama bottoms and I know she felt it poke her a few times. After a little while she got up and said she was going to bed. I followed her a few minutes later when I heard her masturbating in her room.
'My mother is masturbating herself in her room. In the way that she barges in my bedroom without knocking, I need to barge in her bedroom without knocking. I need to see her fingering her rubbing her clit, finger fucking her naked pussy, and fingering her erect nipples,' I thought.
Daring myself to do so, I stripped off my pajama bottoms and stealthily opened her bedroom door without knocking. She was naked on her bed and on her back while rubbing her pussy with her eyes closed. As slowly stroked myself to a bigger and harder erection while my mother rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy while fondling her big breasts and fingering her nipples. As if never expecting me to catch her masturbating, when she opened her eyes, she looked at me surprised that I was in her room watching her pleasuring herself.
"Seth what are you doing in my room," she asked while looking embarrassed and pulling a sheet over her naked body? "Mommy needs some private time."
Not taking no for an answer, I walked up to her bed and removed the sheet from her naked body. Then, I got on top of her. I mounted my mother. I couldn't believe that I was on top of her while ready to fuck her. Then, again, surprising me, not all one way, she took my erect cock in her warm, soft hand and moved and inserted it to her pussy.
As if we were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, and/or lovers, we started making out and touching and feeling each other's naked bodies. When, I started rubbing my cock against her sopping wet pussy, having never heard my mother talk like that, she said something that totally surprised me. Then, she reached her hand down again, wrapped her manicured fingers around my stiff prick and reinserted it in her wet pussy after my cock had slipped out.
"Fuck me baby. I want to feel you inside me," she said while looking up at me with sexual arousal. "I need you to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock. I need you to make mommy cum."
I started fucking her slowly after she said allowed me get on top of her, stay on top of her, and make love to her before fucking her. With her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, I rode my mother until I ejaculated a load of warm, oozy cum in her wet pussy. Then, allowing it to wash over us, enjoying the sexual afterglow, we cuddled until we fell asleep while holding one another.
# # #
Yet, aside from all of that, innocently enough, our sexual relationship started when sheltering in place, my mom and I were both horny and alone because of the COVID pandemic. Doing anything to cheer the both of us up, I took her out on what we called, our date night. After our date night was over, sexually surprising me, she knocked on my bedroom door wearing a robe with sexy lingerie underneath. Shocked that my mother was standing in my room in what she was wearing or what she wasn't wearing, I couldn't believe my eyes.



As soon as she entered my bedroom, with my eyes bugging out of my head, further shocking me while sexually exciting me, she removed her robe. She was wearing a sexy, one-piece, red body suit that's see-through, the one that I sent her anonymously. My sexy mother was here to sexually seduce me. Even though we didn't have sex before our date, if only by what she was wearing, we'd be having sex now. It was obvious that we both wanted to fuck each other but, of course, sex between mother and son is strictly taboo.
Nonetheless, I wanted her to stroke my cock and suck my cock, after I fingered and licked her pussy. Then, I imagined us having really, hot sex. I imagined us experimenting in several different positions. I imagined us fucking in missionary style, in the doggystyle, and in the reverse cowgirl style. As far as me cumming in her mouth, in her pussy, and giving her a cum bath, once my cock was buried inside of her, I was sure that she'd will let me cum anywhere that I wanted to cum.
From that time forward, I slept in her bed most nights. As if we're on our honeymoon, we usually had sex daily, if not a few times a day. She loved it when I went down on her and took her pussy in my mouth. As if riding a horse bareback, she wrapped her legs around my head and humped my face. While watching her in her full-length mirror, as if I was her bucking bronco, I loved watching her ride me.
I loved when my mom wears sheer, sexy, and low-cut lingerie for me. I loved seeing her nearly naked breasts bouncing up and down and side to side as we fuck. I loved it when she tried to take all of me in her mouth, lol. She especially enjoyed it when I take sexual control. She loved to bite my lips when we make out. Her favorite position is doggystyle. She loved it when I pulled her hair and slapped her naked ass. She loved humping my face and fucking my mouth as I continued to lick her pussy.
While allowing me to watch, surprising me, never thinking that she would, my mother has had sex with another woman. We hooked up with another mom son couple. She didn't have sex with the other guy, but we watched as our moms fucked each other. It was so hot watching two women having sex with one another while making love. Men could learn a lot on how to really, sexually satisfy a woman by watching two women having sex.
Sex between us needed to be instructional, kinky, and very hot. When watching our mother's having sex with one another, they wanted us to give them specific instructions on what we wanted them to do. Reversing the roles of mother and son, not hard to imagine what I wanted my mother to sexual do, I loved giving my mother instructions on what to sexually do to my naked body.
# # #
Divorced from my dad for 15 years, the most, sexually outrageous thing we've done is using handcuffs. We went to Victoria's Secret together, to peruse the sexy panties, bras, and nightgowns. That was fun. Then, on the way home, we had sex in my car in the Walmart parking lot. That was fun, too.
With her a regular customer of Victoria's Secret, she has all kinds of different colors and styles of bras, panties, and nightgowns. She wears thongs when she wanted to sexually tease me or no bra at all so I can see her nipples. I haven't tied her up but we have used handcuffs on each other.
My mother and I live alone together. We are both single and horny and attracted to each other. My first attempt to sexually seduce her, I tried to get her to think about us being sexually together by leaving her images of mother and son porn everywhere. I even send her flowers and lingerie as a secret admirer. I even took her out on date night. We had dinner and drinks before returning home.
We had more drinks while cuddling on the couch. I French kissed her and she seemed to like it. Then, with her saying that she was tired, she disappeared in her bedroom. I went to my bedroom to get ready for bed. Then, surprising me, she knocked on my door while wearing her skimpy and sexy robe.
"We need to talk about what just happened," she said. "I've seen everything that you left for me to find, including my cum stained panties," she said with a dirty laugh. Then, she asked me the question that I've been waiting for her to ask. "Is this what you really? You want to have sex with your mother?
I gave her a loving smile.
"Yes, I said. "I'd love to have sex with you, mother."
Then, with us done talking, she removed her robe to reveal her sexy lingerie that I bought her. She climbed on top of me and we kiss passionately while feeling each other. Then, she removed her lingerie and started sucking me while asking me again, is this what I wanted? Then, showing her what I wanted, determined to make her cum, I moved between her shapely thighs and went down on her. Finally, we fucked in several different, sexual positions until we fall asleep in each other's arms.
# # #
When I awaken, she was already in the shower. I don't know if last night was a dream or not, but I open the bathroom door, pull back the shower curtain, and entered the shower with her.
"I've been waiting for you," she said.
My mother sucked my cock and gave me a wonderful blowjob. I ejaculated in her mouth and she gagged while swallowing. Subsequently, after that blowjob, giving her multiple orgasm with my finger, my tongue, and my cock, I made her cum a lot.
While having her sexual orgasms, she stiffened her body and closed her eyes while yelling, "Yes, yes, yes, Seth, yes, yes."
Compared to my mother, I'm very quiet. She loved talking dirty. She loved talking about how naughty we are, and what would happen if anybody knew that we were having sex. She told me that she loved my cock. She told me that my cock is only for her and no one else.
With my mother the boss of me, I usually just go along with whatever she says.
# # #
As my birthday gift, a special, sexual surprise, I had sex with my mother's younger sister, Debbie. Even though I was sexually attracted to my mother's sister, I never thought that I'd ever be lucky enough to have incestuous sex with her. It all started when I was stroking my cock and aunt came into the bathroom without knocking while wearing a short, sheer, and sexy robe. When she saw me masturbating myself, sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, deliberately exposing herself to me, she opened her robe to show me her nearly, naked body. Then, she removed her robe while staring down at my naked, erect prick.
"Don't tease me like that," she said with a dirty laugh. "In case you don't know it, women love watching men masturbate. They love watching men cum. Cum for me, Seth. Cum for your Aunt Debbie."
Never expecting my mother's sister to blow me, from there, she moved to her knees in front of me and started stroking my cock while kissing my cock and licking my cock. In the way that my mother allowed me to touch and feel her naked body, my aunt allowed me to touch and feel her naked body, too. My mother's sister is a bit thicker in the hips than my mom and has bigger tits. Where my mother is 130 pounds, my aunt is 150 pounds.
Then, removing her nightgown, we climbed into the shower and took a shower together while feeling each other up until I bent her over and put my hard cock in her warm, wet pussy. She was so tight! Humping her faster and humping her harder, we fucked like crazy for a few minutes until I pulled out and ejaculated a load of cum on her naked ass. As if she was Maggie Gyllenhaal as Lee Holloway from the movie, The Secretary, I ejaculated cum all over her naked ass in the way that James Spader as Mr. Grey ejaculated cum on his secretary's naked ass.
We dried off and made out a little bit more. She told me she had no idea I had such a big cock. She told me not to tell my mom that we fucked but, clearly, unbeknownst to my aunt, it was my mother who had arranged for my aunt to be my sexy, sexual birthday gift. In the way that my mother had sex with another woman, she wanted me to have sex with another woman.
Now that I had my mother's permission to have sex with her sister and now that I know that my aunt wanted to have sex with me, I got them drunk and put on Magic Mike. The three of us sat on the couch under a blanket. My mom was on my right and my aunt was on my left side. My mother reached under the blanket for my cock, but my aunt's hand was already there holding me while slowly stroking me.
Now that my mother and my aunt were sitting with me on the couch, I wanted to see their faces when they realized that they both were touching my erect cock under the blanket. Something that I've never experienced before, I wanted to have an incestuous threesome. I not only wanted to eat and fuck my mother but also, I wanted to eat and fuck my aunt.
I wanted to fuck my mother and her sister at the same time. I wanted them both to stroke my cock while sucking my cock at the same time. I wanted my prick to be inside of my aunt's mouth while my mom sat on my face. I wanted to eat my mother's cunt while fucking her sister's cunt. Then, switching off, I wanted to eat my aunt's pussy, while my mother sat on my face.
# # #
My sexual fantasy coming true, not only did I watch my mother having sex with another woman but also, I fucked my mother and I fucked my aunt, too! I couldn't believe it. I thought I was scheming to get them both to fuck me at the same time, but they had their own plan all along.
After I changed into my pajamas, I walked by my mother's bedroom and looked in as I walked by. My aunt and my mother were together on my mother's bed naked and making out. I couldn't believe what I was seeing.
Not believing my eyes, paralyzed with sexual excitement, I couldn't move. Instead, I stood in my mother's bedroom doorway and watched them having sex. Hard to wrap my head around, my mother was having sex with her sister and my aunt was having sex with my mother. I watched them making out with one another while touching and feeling one another through their sheer and sexually revealing nightgowns.
Instead of being embarrassed and/or ashamed, they laughed and told me to remove my pajama bottoms and climb on the bed between them. With my mother on one side of me and my aunt on the other side of me, I moved between them. My sexual fantasy come true, they slid halfway down the bed and made themselves comfortable between my legs.
They stroked and sucked my dick at the same time. Then, we had sex, incestuous sex. We made love and we fucked. I made love to and fucked my mother and then I made love to and fucked my aunt. I couldn't believe it.
With me inside of my mom's pussy, I made love to her while making out with my aunt. Then, while fucking my aunt, I made out with my mother. Not stopping there, not nearly done having sex, I fucked my aunt while she ate my mother. I couldn't believe my aunt was eating my mother's pussy.
Then, giving me their sexual advice and expertise, they coached me on what to do and how to do it. It was amazing. As if I was enrolled in a sexual therapy class, my mother and aunt showed me how to sexually pleasure a woman. They turned me into a Casanova lover and a real Don Juan.
When the time comes, I thought of a good way to propose marriage to my mother. With my mother regularly reading erotic stories, I wanted to hire a writer to write a sexy story about us having sex. I'd love to hear those sexy and passionate words of love and devotion coming out of her mouth while she's reading the story to me.
I imagine the story restating how sex between mother and son began and how sex between us has been going on over for the past year. Then, at the end, with me moving to one knee while holding the engagement ring in my hand, I'd wanted the writer to write the question.
"Will you marry me?"
THE END
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Getting Naked on a Nude Beach
Sister invites mom & mom invites son to get naked on a nude beach with not only his sister but also with her, too.
Getting naked on a nude beach, what's the big deal? That's what nude beaches are for, to legally get naked in public without offending anyone. If you've never been to a nude beach, why not? Everyone should go to a nude beach at least once in their lives. It's fun. It's refreshingly wicked to get naked in public and allow others to see you without your clothes while seeing everyone else without their clothes.
Something as incestuous as it is forbidden, I went to a nude beach with not only my 46-year-old mother but also with my 21-year-old sister. Having seen my mother naked plenty of times, this was the first time seeing my sister naked. This was the first time my mother and sister saw me naked, too.
# # #
Author's Note:
This true story was written for 24-year-old Brad. Bradley wanted me to write this story about his nude beach day with his mother and his sister so that his friends could read about his naked adventures. Otherwise, they'd never believe that he went to a nude beach with his MILF of a mother and his sexy sister. Two women that they'd all like to see without their clothes, his friends had voiced their sexual attraction and physical admiration to not only his 46-year-old mother, Candance, but also to his 21-year-old kid sister, Cindy, numerous times.
# # #
Getting Naked on a Nude Beach with my MILF of a mother and with my sexy sister.
With her still a 21-year-old virgin, saving herself for that special someone, a huge step for her, surprisingly and sexually excitingly, my younger sister was willing to go to a nude beach. With all of her friends' no longer virgins and with all of her friends having already been to nude beaches, by being naked in public, Cindy wanted to prove to them that she wasn't a prude. Only, embarrassed for her friends to see her without her clothes, she asked our mother, Candace, better known as Candy, during her days as a stripper, to accompany her to a nude beach.
It's true, in her younger days, before she was married and had children, seemingly in another life, my mother worked as a stripper, an escort, and a call girl. She prostituted herself to men with deep pockets. The complete opposite of her daughter, my mother was never shy, embarrassed, or ashamed about her nudity. With her parading around the house naked, unashamed and unembarrassed, proud of her beautiful body, she could have been a nudist.
Naked underneath, she'd even walk out to get the mail in her unbuttoned bathrobe blowing in the wind or take out a bag of trash in front of the trashmen the same way. She didn't care who saw her naked. She loved flashing unsuspecting men to see their looks of surprise, shock, and sexually excitement. My mother was no only a whore but also a nudist, too. She'd rather be naked than to wear clothes.
As if my mother was trying to sexually seduce me by tempting me to have incestuous sex with her, she continually flashed me her underwear clad, topless, and even naked body every day. Seemingly, in the way that she continually walked around the house and in front of me without her clothes, she had no problem with me seeing her in her sexy lingerie, topless, and/or naked. Freely admitting her past, sexual relationships, my mother was, indeed, an incestuous whore.
When she was 19-years-old, prostituting herself as her way to make a living, just before she started working as a stripper, trying out her striptease act on them, she had sex with her two brothers. Inviting my uncles and her father, my grandfather, to watch her strip naked, she had sex with them, too. My whore of a mother had no problem having sex with her male relatives as she seemingly wanted to have sex with me, too. Having sex meant nothing to my mother but having sex with women that I liked and was sexually attracted to meant everything to me.
Not having to work very hard to sexually seduce her, my mother was mine for the taking, if I dared wanted to have sex with her. Only, losing the respect and the trust of my sister for fucking our mother, having sex with my mother wasn't worth ruining the good relationship that I had with my sister. I loved my sister and even though I was sexually attracted to her, in the way that I'd never have sex with my mother, I'd never have sex with my sister.
What would my sister think of me after having sex with our mother? She wouldn't understand. She'd never forgive me. With my sister a morally modest wallflower, she'd never comprehend a son who'd have incestuous sex with his mother. I could only imagine what my sister would think of me if she knew that I was sexually attracted to her, sexually lusted over her, and masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with me.
As much as I was sometimes tempted to have sex with my mother, I couldn't have sex with her. I just couldn't. Awkward at best and embarrassing at most, how would I face my mother the next morning? I'd be so ashamed living with my mother every day after we had sex. The only way that I could have sex with my mother is if I had sex with my sister, too. Only, that would never happen. When she's yet to have sex with anyone, my morally modest sister would never have sex with me, her big brother.
I could only imagine what my sister would say if she discovered that I had sex and/or was continuing to have sex with our mother.
'I beg your pardon? You what? You had sex with mom?'
I imagined my sister looking at me as if I was an incestuous rapist. I imagined all that she'd say if I ever dared to have sex with our mother.
'Brad! How dare you? How could you? How could you have sex with mom? What's wrong with you? That's our mother. When you can have sex with nearly any woman you want, why would you have sex with mom?'
As if trying to understand why I'd have sex with our mother, I imagined my sister judging me by asking me the question?
'That's just wrong and you're nasty. Shame on you. Shame on you.'
Trying to make her understand why a horny, 24-year-old man would have sex with his mother, I imagined taking my sister by her shoulders. I imagined looking her in her eyes to try to make her understand why I had sex with our mother. I blamed my having sex with my mother on my mother.
'She's always sexually teasing me while trying to sexually seduce me. She walks around in front of me in her bra and panties, in her sexy nightgowns, topless, and even naked. She seemingly wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her,' I imagined saying to my sister as my excuse why I had sex with our mother.
Instead of trying to understand why I dared to have sex with our mother and instead of not putting all of the blame on me, she pulled away from me.
'Get away from me. Don't touch me. You disgust me,' I imagined her saying. 'Pervert. You're a pig.'
# # #
Aside from my mother continually exposing herself to me and trying to sexually seduce me, the story started when, out of the blue, my sister asked my mother a question that she'd never imagine her shyly, modest daughter would ask her.
"Mom," asked my sister while looking at our mother uncomfortably embarrassed?
Seeing her look of embarrassment, my mother turned to her daughter with curiosity. Cindy never asked my mother for anything. In her junior year of college, always self-sufficient, when she wasn't attending school, she was studying. When she wasn't studying, she occupied herself in her room checking her phone, talking on her phone, watching TV, and/or playing video games. A solitary person, keeping to herself, not having many friends, and not having dated yet, she didn't go out very much.
"What is it, Cindy?"
While biting her lip and fidgeting with the hem of her dress, my sister looked at my mother as sad as she looked embarrassed. She looked as if she was about to cry with shame.
"What's wrong? Why the long face?"
As if embarrassed to ask her, Cindy continued unconsciously playing with the hem of her dress. With me resting on my back on the low couch in the living room watching TV, overhearing their conversation, I was curiously distracted by what my sister was about ask our mother. Then, disbelieving my eyes, I watched my sister lift her short sundress dress high enough to flash me her white, bikini panties. Having never seen my sister's panties before, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my sister's panty clad ass and panty clad crotch now.
'Wow. I don't believe this. Clearly not knowing that I can see her from the living room, my sister is inadvertently flashing me her panties,' I thought. 'My sexy sister has quite the body.'
No longer watching TV, my focused attention was now on my sister's long, shapely legs, and especially on her panties. After seeing my sister's panties, in the way that I've done with my mother's panties, I couldn't wait to masturbate while holding Cindy's used panties and sniffing them. As if imagining cumming in her pussy, I couldn't wait to cum in my sister's panties while imagining touching and feeling her big, naked tits.
'I can't believe my sister is flashing me her panties. In the way that I continually masturbated over my mother when seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, I'll be masturbating over seeing my sister's panties,' I thought while sexually excited to have something to masturbate over my sister.
My mother left nothing to my testosterone filled imagination. Unembarrassed and unashamed, as if she wanted me to touch her and feel her, she continually walked around me in her low-cut bra while flashing me her long, line of sexy cleavage, and her sheer, white bikini panties. When I wasn't seeing my mother in her sexy underwear, I was seeing her in her short, low-cut, sheer and sexually, revealing nightgowns, topless, and/or naked.
'After seeing my sister's panty clad pussy and shapely, panty clad ass, tonight and tomorrow morning, unable to control myself, I'll definitely be masturbating over my seeing my sister's panties,' I thought.
Having never seen as much of her bra strap before, now I had reason to imagine my sister in her sexy bra and panties. Imagining her exposing her huge, naked breasts to me, I imagined her topless. Catching her just coming out of the shower and accidentally dropping her towel, I imagined my sister naked. I imagined touching and feeling my sister's naked body while making out with her.
Different than imagining having sex with my whore of a mother, I definitely could have sex with my virginal sister. Ever since she developed into a woman a few short years ago, I've been sexually attracted to Cindy. A breast man, I'd love to see my sister's huge, naked breasts. I'd love to feel her big tits while fondling her big tits and sucking her erect nipples. Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy while masturbating myself, with her not sexually attracted to me, I'd never have sex with my sister.
# # #
Seemingly unaware that I was watching her and could see her from the living room, I couldn't believe my sister had mindlessly lifted the hem of her dress high enough to expose her bright white, bikini panties to my horny eyes. If my sister knew that I saw her panties, she'd be mortified. She'd be humiliated. She'd be embarrassed and she'd yell at me for dare looking and sexually lusting over her beautiful, sexy, and shapely body.
After seeing my sister's panties, unable to stop myself from imagining having incestuous sex with her. I imagined slowly stripping her naked while making out with her. I imagined feeling and touching her naked body everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his sexy sister while continuing to kiss her, French kissing her. I imagined fingering her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy while licking her pussy and reaching up to fondle her big tits before fucking her virginal cunt with my erect cock.
Then, not stopping there, I imagined her stroking my cock while sucking my cock. I imagined my sister blowing me. I imagined Cindy giving me a blowjob. I imagined cumming in her mouth and all over her pretty face before fucking her.
Only, not wanting to make her pregnant, I'd either have to pull out quickly before I ejaculated or wear a condom. Alas and unfortunately, having sex with my sister would never happen. Interrupting my sexual fantasy of having incestuous sex with my sexy sister, I listened to what she was asking my mother.
"I want to go to a nude beach," said my sister.
My mother laughed.
"You're a 21-year-old adult, you don't need my permission to go to a nude beach, Cindy," said my mother with another laugh. "If you want to go to a nude beach, just go. Just don't go alone. With ten times as many men at a nude beach than women, there are too many perverts at a nude beach. Make arrangements to go with your friends," said my mother.
'What? Seriously,' I thought. 'My shy, modestly moral, and virginal kid sister wanted to go to a nude beach. No way! Is she kidding me? I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I'd love to see my sister without her clothes. I'd love to see her naked.'
# # #
While listening to their surprising conversation, suddenly, as if I was there with her at the nude beach, I imagined my sister walking down to the water naked. As if I was Dudley Moore in the movie 10 and my sister was a much taller version of Bo Derek, I imagined staring at her shapely, naked ass as she walked to the water. Then, when she turned to walk back to sun herself on her blanket, while watching them bouncing up-and-down and swaying side-to-side, I imagined staring her huge, double D, cup breasts.
I imagined seeing her blonde, trimmed pussy. I imagined seeing my sister naked, totally naked. I imagined my sister seeing me naked. I imagined her staring at my cock.
'Wow! I wish I could go with her. I'd love to go to a nude beach with my sister,' I thought. 'Only, she would never invite me. She'd never allow me to go with her to a nude beach. She'd never allow me to see her naked. The last thing that she'd allowed me to see is to see her without her clothes. She'd not only be too embarrassed for me to see her naked but also, she'd be embarrassed to see me naked, too.'
Yet, seemingly ready to ask another question, my sister looked up at our mother while lifting her sundress even higher and nearly up to her waist.
"Something that I've never done before but have always wanted to do, I'm ready to expose my naked body in public. Yet, afraid that someone I know would see me naked, I'd be so embarrassed if I saw someone that I know. Even more than that, afraid that someone would rape me, I don't want to go to a nude beach alone," she paused while continuing to play with the hem of her dress.
My mother laughed.
"If someone you know is seeing you naked, you're seeing them naked, too," said my mother. "No doubt, as much as you don't want to be seen naked, whoever you know doesn't want you to see them naked either," said my mother with a dirty laugh.
Raising her short sundress even higher, she nearly held her hem all the way up to her waist while finding the courage to ask my mother her question. Unable to stop staring, I stared at my sister's shapely, panty clad ass. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and the darker, blonde patch of pubic hair that showed through her sheer panties. If my sister knew that I was seeing her exposed panties, she'd die of embarrassment.
"Would you go with me to a nude beach," Cindy finally asked of our mother? "Please? Mother, please? Would you go with me to a nude beach? I don't want to go alone. I can't go with my friends. I don't want them to see me naked," she said with shame and embarrassment.
# # #
Even more unbelievable than my sister wanting to go to a nude beach, she asked my mother to go with her. I wished I could be a fly on their ice cooler to not only see my mother naked but also to see my sister naked on a nude beach. No doubt, they'd have a mob of men surrounding them ogling their beautiful, naked bodies and masturbating themselves in front of them. No doubt, while they had their eyes closed, some of the more sexually aggressive men would cum on their faces and all over their naked breasts.
'My sister would kill any man who ejaculated cum all over her naked breasts and all over her beautiful face,' I thought. 'Still, I'd love to see my sister dripping with cum from her hair, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and from her naked tits.'
With her having a different reaction than my sister. I imagined my mother laughing with glee. I imagined her dripping with cum from her hair, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and her naked tits, too.
'Mother. Look at me. Those men ejaculated all over me while I was sleeping. I'm covered in cum,' I imagined my sister saying.
I imagined my mother laughing while wiping cum from her face and naked breasts with a towel.
'Get used to it. It's no big deal,' I imagined my mother saying to my sister. 'I've had plenty of cum baths. Just walk down to the water and wash it off.' I imagined my mother turning to my sister. 'I take it as a huge compliment when a man cums on me. I love receiving cum baths,' I imagined my mother confessing.
Stunned and in sexual shock, I couldn't believe that my sister wanted to go to a nude beach. Still, even more unbelievable, I couldn't believe that she asked my mother to go with her. Even more unbelievable, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my sister's panties.
Suddenly, forgetting about my sister unintentionally flashing me her panties, my horny brain was not only filled with my naked sister but also my naked mother sunning themselves at a nude beach while horny men masturbated on their naked bodies. I'd love to watch a small group of men masturbating and cumming on my mother and sister. No doubt, my sister would be mortified and humiliated if strange men gave her a cum bath. My mother would have a different reaction to receiving a cum bath. No doubt, she'd want to suck and fuck their pricks.
Again, I wished that I could be a fly on their ice cooler to see them both naked. Hoping beyond hope that they'd invite me to tag along, I wanted to go with them to a nude beach, too. As much as I wanted to see my sister and my mother naked, with me unembarrassed and unashamed, I wanted them to see me naked, too. Knowing full well that I'd have a huge erection seeing my naked mother and my naked sister on a nude beach, I wanted the both of them to see my erect, naked cock. Only, alas and unfortunately, they'd never invite me to go with them.
'Yet, how hot would that be to go to a nude beach with my whore and naked, MILF of a mother? How hot would that be to go to a nude beach with my shy and sexy, virginal and naked sister,' I thought. 'How hot would that be to see them both naked together while they were seeing my naked body?'
I'd love to take candid, cheesecake, naked photos of the both them with my phone as they walked down to the water. Then, hiding the phone with my hand, I'd take more naked photos of them walking back towards me to their towels. I'd take even more naked photos of frolicking in the water and lying on their towels sunning their beautiful, naked bodies with their eyes closed. I'd have photographs of my naked mother and my naked sister to prove to my friends that I went to a nude beach with my MILF of a mother and with my sexy sister.
# # #
My mother looked at my sister surprised that she not only wanted to go to a nude beach but also that she wanted her to go along with her. With my mother confidently fearless, fearing nothing nor no man, she was a strong-willed, and a sexually experienced woman. Going everywhere with my mother, other than going to her college classes, afraid of everything, Cindy feared going anywhere alone, seemingly, and especially to a nude beach. In that regard, two beautiful, sexy and vulnerable women on a nude beach, I don't blame my sister for being afraid to go alone.



"Sure, I can do that," said my mother falling silent as if thinking. "Only, perhaps a deal breaker for you, but, if you don't mind and if it's okay with you," said my mother with a long pause as if thinking of repercussions of taking me along. "I'd want to take your brother with us," she said looking at my sister for her approval.
'I was shocked. I couldn't believe my ears. My mother wanted me to accompany them to a nude beach,' I thought. 'Fuck me. My life has suddenly changed for the better. If my mother got her way, not only would I be seeing my mother naked but also, I'd be seeing my sister without her clothes.'
My sister looked shocked that my mother wanted to take me with them. With face turning red, no doubt, from the thought of me seeing her naked, she looked embarrassed. She looked at my mother with her mouth hanging open and her eyes bugging out of her head.
"Mother! Really! You can't be serious. I don't want Bradley to see me naked. And I surely don't want to see him without his clothes. I'd be so embarrassed. I could never face him after going to a nude beach with him," she said.
My mother gave my morally modest sister a look of understanding.
"With you still a virgin at 21-years-old, it's about time a man saw you naked and it's about time that you saw a naked man. Easing into it, there's no harm in you seeing your brother without his clothes and him seeing you naked. What's the big deal," she said? "By the time that I was your age, both my brothers, my father, and my uncles not only saw me naked but also, they had sex with me, too," said my mother with a laugh and a shrug.
My sister looked as if my mother had thrown cold water in her face.
"Mother! Really! Gross. That's so gross. I can't believe that you had sex with my great uncles Joe and Jim. I can't believe you had sex with Uncle Tim, Uncle John, and Grandpa Larry. That's something that's between you, your brothers, your uncles, and your father. I'm really not interested what you sexually did in your past," said Cindy waving a hand of disinterest. "No doubt with you having sex for money, I can only imagine what you did as a stripper, an escort, a call girl, and a prostitute."
My mother put a hand to my sister's shoulder and looked her in the eyes.
"Trust me. I know what men are like. I wouldn't feel safe with the two of us unescorted and naked women on a nude beach," said my mother. "Perverted men would not only ogle our naked bodies but also, they'd masturbate and cum all over us," said my mother. "They'd give us both cum baths. It wouldn't bother me to have strange men cumming on me but I imagined that you'd be scarred for life."
My sister looked at my mother with shocked disbelief.
"Eww," said my sister. "Gross. That's so gross. Men would really masturbate themselves and cum on our naked bodies? They'd really give us cum baths?"
My mother nodded her head.
"Two beautiful and sexy women alone, you bet they would. With Bradley so big, so strong, and so muscular, no one would dare bother us. We'd be safe with him with us."
# # #
Standing 6'4" tall and weighing 240 pounds, I was muscular, strong, and in good physical condition. I was honored that my mother wanted me to be their personal bodyguard. If it wasn't enough that I'd be seeing my mother naked, I'd be seeing my sister naked, and they'd be seeing me naked, too.
'Wow! I hope my sister agrees to have me come along. I can't wait to go to a nude beach with them,' I thought. 'I can't wait to not only see my mother naked but also my sister naked. Just as sexually exciting, I can't wait for them to see me naked, too.'
An understatement, I was sexually excited that I was hopefully going to see them both naked. Maybe, when they're distracted, I could take some candid shots of my naked mother and my naked sister to show my friends. Actually, knowing that I was going to show my friends her naked photos, my mother would have no problem with me taking her naked photo. I dare write that she'd even pose provocatively for me. Yet, without photographic evidence, my friends would never believe that I went to a nude beach with not only my naked mother but also with my naked sister, too.
Knowing full well the type of men who frequent nude beaches, my mother wanted me to go with them to keep them safe and save them from being sexually harassed by horny, perverted men. Having always seen my mother in all manner of undress, I never saw as much as my sister's bra strap. If my sister was okay with me accompany them to the nude beach, not only would I be seeing my mother naked but also, I'd be finally seeing my sister naked, too. As sexually exciting being on a nude beach naked with my naked mother and naked sister, they'd be seeing me naked, too.
As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe what I was hearing. My mother wanted me to go along with them to a nude beach. Seriously doubting that she would, there was no way that my sister would go along with me coming with them. She'd never agree to me seeing her without her clothes. Moreover, she'd never want to see me without my clothes either.
With me continually having an erection, my sister would never allow me to see her naked. My sister would be mortified to see me naked. With me being sexually excited for my sister to see my erect, naked cock, my sister would be embarrassed to see my erect, naked prick. Nonetheless, if only to keep them safe, I hoped my mother would convince my sister to have me come along with them. I wanted with great, excited, sexual anticipation for my sister to say yes to having me accompany them.
"God, I don't believe that I'm agreeing to this," said my sister in a quiet voice. "Okay," said my sister in a soft and reluctant voice. "He can come."
I was in shock.
'What?' I couldn't believe what I just heard. 'Did my sister just say that I could go with them to a nude beach?'
I couldn't believe my sister agreed to having me tag along with them to a nude beach. I couldn't believe that I was finally going to see my sexy sister naked. I couldn't believe that I was finally going to see her huge, naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was finally going to see her shapely, naked ass and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. I couldn't believe my sister was going to see me naked. I couldn't believe Cindy was going to see my erect, naked prick.
# # #
Born premature, only weighing 3-pounds, my sister took a long time developing physically and emotionally. Small for her age and slow to grasp things, she was the butt of many jokes. With her being their outcast and their favorite target, the kids, especially the girls continually teased her. Because of that, sexually teasing them, where her friends continually and seductively flashed the men their panties and naked breasts, my sister was shy and embarrassed about everything, especially nudity. She'd never flash anyone any part of her underwear clad or semi-naked body.
Then, as if a miracle, over the summer, Cindy grew 6". Instead of being an average height of 5'5" tall, she was 5'11" tall, and 6'2" tall with her heels. More than that, she not only developed the curvaceous body of a woman but also, she developed breasts, huge, double D, cup breasts. With her long, blonde, lush hair and big, blue, bright eyes, a raving beauty, my sister turned into a sexy and shapely woman as if growing into one overnight.
Now, instead of being the center of jokes, the girls wanted to be her friend. Instead of ignoring her, the boys wanted to date her and, no doubt, have sex with her. Suddenly, she became popular. Suddenly, with her having bigger breasts than Katy Perry, she was as tall, as beautiful, as sexy, and as shapely as Ivana Trump in her day.
# # #
The first time for my sister going to a nude beach, her friends have already been to nude beaches with their girlfriends and boyfriends. Something that I thought that I'd never see, if it wasn't enough that I'd be seeing my mother naked on a nude beach, I couldn't wait to see my sister without her clothes. I couldn't wait for my sister to see me without my clothes. I couldn't wait to spend a day staring at my mother's beautiful, naked body and my sister's beautiful, naked body while they stared at my muscular, naked body.
A hot, summer's day in July, with the parking lot nearly full, the beach was crowded. Not surprisingly, I saw more naked men than I saw naked women walking towards the beach. Nude beaches always had more naked men than naked women. Men have little issues with walking around without their clothes while women feel self-consciously embarrassed and fear being sexually molested, especially when not accompanied by a man.
"Instead of making a spectacle of ourselves undressing, something that men would love to see and watch us do," said my mother with a dirty laugh. "We should undress in the privacy of the car and walk the rest of the way to the beach wrapped in towels," said my mother. "If we walk all the way to the left and continue walking to near the end of the beach, practically deserted because people don't want to walk that far, it's much less crowded and we'll have more privacy."
'Only, I should have known why my mother wanted more privacy. No doubt, with the both of us already naked, she wanted to have sex on the beach with me in front of my sister,' I thought.
My mother has always been trying to sexually seduce me. Now, with the both of us already naked, this was her golden opportunity to have her wicked, sexual way with my naked body. No doubt, she wanted to use us being naked as a sexual teaching time for my sister.
With her an experienced nudist and having been to several, nude beaches all over the world, we obeyed our mother's suggestion and undressed in the car. Not wanting to miss anything, with her sitting in the front seat and with me sitting in the backseat while ogling her, leaning forward in my seat, I watched my sister unbutton and remove her blouse. I stared at her huge, bra clad breasts and at her long, sexy line of cleavage.
'My God, Cindy has such big tits,' I thought. 'I can't wait for her to remove her bra. I can't wait to see her topless. I can't wait to see her naked breasts. I can't wait for her to remove her panties. I can't wait to see her naked. I can't wait for her to see me without my clothes.'
Then, while still leaning over and peering over the seat, I watched my sister unbutton and unzip her short skirt. Dressed only in her sexy, low-cut bra and her sheer, white bikini panties, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, and as if she was undressing just for me, I watched Cindy remove her bra. Holding my breath in sexual anticipation, I couldn't believe that I was finally going to see my sister not only topless but also naked.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Something that I thought I'd never see; my sister's breasts are so big and so shapely. Cindy has beautiful tits. I love my sister's tits. I hope that I get to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while sucking her erect nipples. Only, quite enough that I was seeing her naked, she'd never allow me to touch and feel her naked breasts.'
Then, I watched her lift her ass off the car seat to remove her panties. There it was, her shapely, naked ass and her blonde, trimmed pussy. Once my sister was naked, I started undressing. Surprising me, Cindy turned completely around in her seat to watch me undressing.
Disbelieving my eyes, my sister seemed eager to see me naked. No doubt, with her seeing my cock for the first time and with her seeing the first, naked prick that she had ever seen, she seemed eager as much as she seemed sexually aroused to see my naked prick. Not wanting to spoil her sexual fun, I couldn't wait to show my sister my naked prick. While acting as I'm fully dressed, I couldn't wait to stand in front of her naked while talking to her and my mother.
"After you stared at me undressing, how do you like being spied upon and ogled while you're undressing," she said with a dirty laugh?
I returned her dirty laugh with my dirty laugh and a shrug.
"It doesn't bother me for you to see me naked, Sis," I said taking my cock in my hand and holding it up to her for her to see how big my stiff prick was. "As much as it was sexually excited for me to see your naked tits, naked ass, and naked pussy, it's sexually exciting for me to show you my naked prick," I said while slowly stroking myself.
With her still staring down at me, I continued stroking myself to a bigger erection while seductively staring up at my sister. Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, my sister stared at me stroking my naked prick in the way that I stared at her huge, naked breasts. Finally, feigning her embarrassment, she made a face and looked away.
"You're disgusting," she said. "I can't believe you stroked your cock in front of me. What's wrong with you? I'm your sister," she said. "How would you like it if I rubbed my pussy in front of you?"
I laughed.
"I'd love to watch you rub your pussy, Cindy," I said with a dirty laugh.
She made a sour face at me while our mother sighed, rolled her eyes, and laughed.
"You're a pig," she said.
I leaned nearly all the way over the front seat.
"Show me your tits, Cindy. I want to see your naked breasts," I said. "I want to watch you play with your nipples. Make your nipples erect. I want to watch you pull, turn, and twist your nipples."
Humoring me and with her seemingly sexually aroused by my sexual attention to her big breasts, she turned to the side to face me. She cupped her big tits in her hand and, sexually surprising me, she raised them up to her mouth to suck her nipples, first one and then, the other. Then, she turned even more to me to flash me her naked breasts. If I thought my mother's D cup breasts were big, my sister's double D cup breasts were huge.
Cindy's tits were gigantic. I couldn't believe my sister fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples while sucking her nipples in front of me. Usually modestly shy, I couldn't believe my sister turned in her seat to face me and to flash me her naked breasts. Clearly, she wanted me to see her naked tits as much as I wanted to see her naked breasts.
All that I needed to do was just ask her. Now, I wondered what sexually else she'd do if I dared ask her. Then, while listening to our conversation, obediently obeying me, and joining in with my sister in our naked fun, my mother turned in her seat to face me and to flash me her naked tits.
She fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples. Continuing to sexually tease me, while staring up at me she pulled her nipples, she turned her nipples, and she twisted her nipples until they were fully erect. Then, in the way that my sister did, she lifted her big breasts to suck her nipples, first one and then the other.
Then, with her looking over the backseat to stare at my naked prick, after I stroked my prick to a harder and bigger erection in front of her, she parted her pussy lips with her fingers. While continuing to seductively stare at me, as if she wanted me to masturbate her, she rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy. With her sexually aroused while playing with herself, my mother masturbated herself in front of me. I couldn't believe my mother masturbated herself while I watched.
# # #
We wrapped our naked bodies in our towels and walked down to the beach. Following our mother's instructions, we took a left and walked nearly to the end of the beach. With everyone crowded together by the main, beach entrance, having walked away from everyone, as if we were on a private beach, we had the beach to ourselves.
We found a spot away from the most crowded part of the beach and put out our beach chairs, towels, and ice chest. The first time seeing my sexy sister naked, as if she was stripper stripping just for me, I watched her slowly remove her towel while holding her hand in front of her naked pussy and her forearm across her naked breasts. My sister acted suddenly shy again when removing her towel in front of me.
My mother on the other hand, the exhibitionist whore that she is, showing no shame or modesty, was the sexual opposite of my sister. As if she was a stripper on stage once again, I watched her slowly and seductively remove her towel while giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Then, when she was naked, staring over at me, she slid a slow tongue across her full, red lips.
With my mother and experienced and talented cocksucker, there was no doubt, she wanted to blow me. There was no doubt, she wanted to suck my cock and wanted me to put a hand behind her blonde, pretty head and cum in her mouth. I couldn't wait for my mother to blow me. I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts.
As if she was stripping naked just for me instead of for her all-male audience of sexual admirers, turning to face me, she continued seductively staring at me. Then, when my mother and sister walked down to the water, with them unaware that I was photographing them, I took a dozen photos of their naked, shapely asses. When they walked back towards me, hiding the camera within my big hand, I took a dozen more photos of their naked breasts and pussies.
I couldn't wait to show my friends the naked photos of my mother and sister. I couldn't wait to photographically prove to them that I went to a nude beach not only with my naked mother but also with my naked sister, too. I couldn't wait to see and hear their reactions to seeing naked photos of my MILF of a mother and my sexy sister.
Making sure that they both got good, long looks of my naked, erect prick, I stood in front of my mother and sister talking to them while they sat on their towels on the hot sand in front of me and staring up at me. To say that my mother and sister seeing my naked cock sexually excited me would be an absolute understatement. Acting as if I was unaware that I was sexually excited, I had an erection the whole time that I was talking to my mother and sister.
I'll be masturbating over my mother and my sister seeing me naked and me seeing them naked, too, for the rest of my horny life. Surprised that my sister wanted to go to a nude beach, I was more surprised that she asked my mother to go with her. Then, when my mother suggested that I go with them to keep them safe, I never thought that my sister would agree to me going with them but she did and I'm so glad that she did.
# # #
"Mom," asked my sister while holding a tube of sunscreen? "Would you put some sunscreen on my back and on the back of my legs, please?"
Instead of putting sunscreen on her daughter, no doubt, part of my mother's sexual plan to get me to sexually seduce my sister, my mother deferred to me. My mother was no fool. She was deliberately trying to get me to have sex with my sister. Then, once I had incestuous sex with my sister, perhaps, I'd want to have forbidden sex with my mother. No doubt, she was hoping that while putting sunscreen on my sister's virginal body that I'd be sexually excite her enough for her to want to have incestuous sex with me.
"Ask your brother," said my mother. "I don't want to get my hands all greasy and covered in sand. He'd love to rub sunscreen all over your naked body," she said with a dirty laugh.
While biting her lip, clearly reluctant for me to touch her naked body while rubbing sunscreen on her back and on her legs, my sister looked up at me embarrassed and with sexual arousal. I looked down at my sister with sexual lust and sexual excitement. Unable to ask me to rub sunscreen on her naked body, she looked away. Instead of forcing her to ask me to rub sunscreen on her beautiful, naked body, I took the sunscreen from her hand.
"I'll do it. I'll rub sunscreen on you." Undressing her with my eyes, I looked at her in the way that I always do. Yet, my sister was already naked. Taking her all in, I stared at her as if I had n never seen a naked woman before. "Get on your stomach," I said in a tone that made my sister obediently obey me.



My sister moved to her stomach. While taking my time to open the bottle and squirt sunscreen on her back, I stared at my sister's shapely, naked ass. She had an incredible ass, the shapeliest ass I have ever seen.
I squirted sunscreen all over her back, all over her naked ass, and all over the back of her legs. As if I was her massage therapist, I massaged sunscreen all over her back, her shoulders, her arms, her naked ass, and on the back of her legs. My sexual fantasy come true, I couldn't believe that I was touching, feeling, fondling, squeezing, and massaging my sister's naked ass.
'Wow! What an ass. Cindy has an incredible ass,' I thought. 'Her ass is as firm as it's shapely.'
# # #
Hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was rubbing sunscreen all over my sister's naked ass. Going to the next level, not stopping with just massaging her naked ass, taking sexual liberties with my sister's naked body, when I massaged her back, I massaged the sides of her huge breasts, too. When she didn't stop me from touching and copping cheap feels of her big tits, I cupped her naked breasts in horny hands and fingered her erect nipples, too.
As soon as I fondled my sister's naked tits and fingered her nipples, she was breathing hard through her mouth. With me the first man who had ever touched, felt, and fondled my sister's naked body, I was getting to her. No doubt, in the way that my mother wanted to have forbidden sex with me, my sister wanted to have incestuous sex with me, too.
Then, with the back and side of my hand rubbing against her naked, wet pussy, I massaged sunscreen between my sister's long, shapely legs and all over her upper thighs. With her breathing through her mouth, something that I've never seen my sister do before, she looked sexually aroused that I had touched her where no man had ever touched her before. Acting as if I was unaware of what I was doing, I kept my hand in constant contact with my sister's naked pussy while continuing to stealthily rub her clit, I continued stealthily masturbating my sister.
As soon as Cindy straightened her legs, arched her back, and tightened her stomach, I knew she was having a sexual orgasm. Further proof that she was cumming, her nipples were totally erect. With her mouth open and her eyes closed, she had a silent, sexual orgasm. Something that I had never expected to do on a nude beach or anywhere else, I couldn't believe that I had masturbated my sexy sister.
As shocked as I was sexually excited, as if I had masturbated a nun, I couldn't believe that I had masturbated my morally modest sister. I couldn't believe that I had rubbed her pussy enough with the back and the side of my hand while putting sunscreen on the top of her inner thighs to make her cum. Clearly, in desperate need of a man's sexual touch, my sister was as horny as I was. Only, instead of just masturbating her, I would have loved to eat my sister's pussy before making love to her and then, fucking her pussy.
# # #
After masturbating my sister, feeling sexually brazen, from my sister, I moved to my mother. Instead of having me put sunscreen on her back, the incestuous whore that she was, she wanted me to put sunscreen on her front. The first-time touching, feeling, and fondling my mother's naked breasts, taking my sweet time massaging and fondling her tits, I made sure that her big breasts were fully protected with sunscreen.
I had a full erection from massaging my mother's naked tits. Then, as I did with my sister, rubbing her naked pussy with the back and the side of my hand, I put sunscreen between my mother's shapely thighs. In the way that I had masturbated my sister, I masturbated my mother. With my mother always horny for me, it didn't take her very long to have a sexual orgasm. If it wasn't enough that I masturbated my sister and gave her a sexual orgasm, I masturbated my mother and gave her a sexual orgasm, too.
After the sunscreen seeped into my sister's and my mother's naked bodies, it was my turn for them to put sunscreen on me. Knowing my mother would put sunscreen on my cock, I hoped my sister would do the same. I'd love for my sister to take my erect prick in her soft, warm hand under the guise of putting sunscreen on my prick, I'd love my sister to masturbate me. As much as I'd love to cum for my mother, I'd love to cum for my sister, too.
"Get on your back," said my mother with a dirty laugh. "I've been wanting to do this for years," she said while giving me a seductively sexy smile and an incestuous, naughty look.
She rubbed sunscreen on my chest, shoulders, and arms. Then, she rubbed sunscreen the front of my legs. Finally, as if she was giving me a hand job and indeed, she was, she took my naked cock in her hand and put sunscreen all over my naked prick and testicles while staring at me with her big, blue, beautiful, bright eyes.
Only, not wanting to cum just yet, I controlled myself from cumming. To be honest, with my mother an admitted, talented cocksucker, I was surprised that she didn't blow me. To be honest, I would have loved my mother to suck my cock and allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth while staring up at me.
# # #
From there, when my sister moved to her back, I moved back to my sister. Without her ever asking me, I squirted sunscreen on her naked breasts. While she stared up at me with her mouth hanging open in sexual arousal, I touched, felt, squeezed, and fondled my sister's huge, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. With her not stopping me from having my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits, I continued touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts.
She had such big tits that they barely fit in my big hands. No doubt, the first man who ever had their wicked, sexual way with my sister's naked breasts, I had a huge erection. Then, daring myself to do so, while hoping she didn't slap me, I leaned down and took my sister's nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other. Something that I never expected to do, if it was enough that I was fondling my sister's naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, with her not stopping me, I sucked Cindy's nipples, too.
With my mother on the left side of me and my sister on the right side of me, and with me in the middle, daring myself to do so, I took my sister's hand in my hand. Then, surprising her, I put her hand on my erect cock. No doubt, my prick was the first prick that she ever held in her hand.
Surprising me, she didn't pull her hand away from touching my cock. No doubt, the first time touching a man's naked prick, not moving her hand, she left her hand on my cock. Then, I reached down and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my stiff prick. Again, instead of pulling her hand away, she squeezed my cock while ever so slowly stroking my cock.
Ever so gently, I moved my sister's hand with my hand. Up and down and up and down, my sister voluntarily and consensually gave me a forced, hand job. Again, surprising me that she didn't pull her hand away, she seemed to enjoy slowly stroking my prick. In the way that my mother's hand felt good stroking my cock, my sister's hand felt even better stroking my prick.
Not stopping there, I reached my horny hand over and fingered her nipples again. Then, I reached my hand down between my sister's legs to cup her naked pussy. Again, with her not stopping me, parting her pussy lips with my fingers, I inserted my long, stiff fingers in my sister's cunt. I slowly rubbed her swollen clit while finger fucking her pussy. While my sister masturbated me, I masturbated my sister again.
As soon as my sister had another silent, sexual orgasm, I moved my attention to my mother, again. In the way that I fondled my sister's naked tits and fingered her erect nipples, I fondled my mother's naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. Then, again, in the way that I had done with my sister, I did with my mother. I cupped her naked pussy before parting her pussy lips with my fingers. I slowly rubbed her swollen clit while finger fucking her pussy. Giving my mother another sexual orgasm, I had masturbated my mother again.
With her not to be denied, while I masturbated my mother, she masturbated me. She wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my erect cock. Determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster and harder. With her knowing her way around an erect prick, my mother was giving me a masterful hand job. Never have I had a better hand job in my life than the hand job that my mother was giving me.
Then, using her towel to wipe the sunscreen and sand from my stiff prick, she scooted half-way down me and took me in her mouth. My mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe my mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe she was sucking my cock. I couldn't wait to cum in my mother's mouth. I couldn't wait to cum all over her pretty face and across her naked breasts. I couldn't wait to give my mother a cum bath.
My MILF of a mother was sucking my cock while stroking my prick. I couldn't wait to tell my friends that not only did I have sex with my whore of my mother but also that I had sex with my sexy, virginal sister. With my mother a talented cocksucker, she was giving me the best blowjob that I've ever had.
"Cum Bradley. Cum for your mother," she said. "Cum in mommy's mouth. I need to swallow you."
# # #
Then, unbelievably, my mother whispered to my sister. Only, with me in such close proximity to them, not believing my ears, I overheard what she said. My mother coaxed my sister to suck my cock. She wanted my sister to blow me.
"It's time you learned how to give a blowjob, Cindy. Take your brother's cock in your hand and then take him in your mouth. Blow your brother, Cindy. Suck his cock and allow him to cum in your mouth. I want to watch you swallow his cum," said my mother to my virginal sister.
Albeit reluctantly at first, yet, surprising me, obediently obeying her mother, my sister moved halfway down my naked body. She took my erect prick in her hand and slowly stroked me before taking me in her mouth to blow me. My 21-year-old, virginal sister was blowing me. I couldn't believe Cindy was sucking my cock while stroking my prick.
Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. For the first time sucking a cock, my sister gave me one Hell of a blowjob while I fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. Then, unable to control myself, as soon as I put a gentle hand to the back of my sister's blonde, pretty head, while holding her mouth in place, I exploded a huge load of cum in my sister's mouth.
Surprising me, while again, obeying my mother, instead of spitting me out, she swallowed. My sister swallowed all that I gave her while my mother watched. As soon as I ejaculated in my sister's mouth, my mother took me in her mouth again.
This time, determined to make me cum again, she stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. With my cocksucking mother giving me such an incredible blowjob, in the way that I exploded cum in my sister's mouth, I exploded cum in my mother's mouth. Then, as soon as she removed me from her mouth, with me still so very sexually excited, I exploded a second load of cum all over my mother's face, in her lush, blonde hair, and across her naked breasts. I gave my mother a real cum bath.
# # #
Not wanting to take my sister's virginity, I mounted my mother instead. Something that I had wanted to do for a long time, I moved my cock to my mother's pussy. She reached her hand down between my legs and parted her pussy lips with my stiff prick. Then, she inserted my hard, erect cock in her warm, wet cunt. I fucked my mother. As it turned out, something that my mother wanted to do for a long time, she fucked, me, too.
Then, when I was done with my mother, the incestuous whore that my sister had suddenly become, my sister whispered in my ear.
"I need to get laid. Take my virginity big brother. Fuck me, Brad. Fuck your sister. I need to feel what it feels like to have a hard cock inside of me. Only, don't cum in me. When you're ready to cum, pull out," she said. "The last thing that I want is for you to make me pregnant with your baby the first time that I'm having sex."
In the way that I mounted my mother, I mounted my sister. Then, making sure that I pulled out in time before cumming in her pussy, in the way that I fucked my mother, I fucked my sister. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough that my mother not only blew me but fucked me, too, I couldn't believe that my sister had sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and now I was fucking her, too.
Finally, after my mother and sister blew me, after fucking my mother and cumming in my in her pussy, and after cumming in my sister's mouth, I fell asleep. Taking a 20-minute catnap, when I awakened, between the hot sun, the sandy beach, and the miles of endless water, I felt as if I was on another planet. When I looked to my left, I saw two full moons, my mother's naked breasts. Then, when I looked to my right, I saw two enormous mountains, my sister's naked breasts.
# # #
With our nude beach sexual escapades opening the doors for us to continue to have incestuous sex, when I wasn't fucking my mother and when she wasn't blowing me, I was eating my sister and she was sucking my cock. Going from my mother to my sister, I'd have sex with my mother at night and then have sex with my sister in the morning. Even though my mother gave me the best blowjob, my sister was second best. A talented cocksucker, she was a natural at sucking cock.
I showed the naked photos of my mother and my sister to my friends. If it wasn't enough that I told them that I went to a nude beach with them, I told them that I had sex and was still having sex with the both of them. Of course, they didn't believe me that I was having sex with my mother and my sister.
Fortunately, I took photos of my mother fucking me and sucking my cock. Then, I took more photos of me eating my sister's pussy and me cumming in her mouth. We continued having sex throughout the next year until my mother and sister found boyfriends and I found a girlfriend.
THE END
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Show Me Your Tits
What do you think will happen when a man asks women to show him their tits? Let's find out, shall we?
Just by him merely asking them, something that I never expected would happen, women gladly show me their naked breasts. I couldn't believe it. I wished I had thought of asking women to show me their naked breasts years ago. Seemingly eager to show me their tits, it's as if women couldn't wait to show me their naked breasts. One would never expect a woman to show a man had never met and didn't know her tits but she did.
'Go figure. What are the odds of that?' I thought while staring at their naked breasts.
As if an experiment in exhibitionism and voyeurism, whenever I was presented with the opportunity, usually women I didn't know and/or had just met, especially if they were busty, I asked women to show me their tits. An odd request and something that most men would never think or dare to ask, yet, surprisingly, unbelievably, and unexpectedly, just by merely asking them to show me their tits, women showed me their tits. Not having to ask them twice, not having to beg them, bribe them, and/or not having to force them to show him their tits, they gladly showed him their naked breasts.
"Pardon me. Show me your tits, please," I simply said while staring at women's blouse and bra clad breasts with enthusiastic, sexual anticipation.
As if undressing busty women with my eyes, while imagining what they looked like topless, I stared at the impressions that their breasts made in their clothes.
"Sure. Okay. I can do that," they said surprising me while unbelievably lifting their tops and lifting their bras to show me their naked tits.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'Just by asking them to see their tits, they're showing me their tits. This is unbelievable.'
Learning from first-hand experience, if they immediately lowered their tops and bras after showing me their tits, satisfied with just flashing me their naked breasts, they didn't want me to touch and feel their naked breasts. Yet, if they continued holding up their tops and bras in place, that was a sure sign that they not only expected me but also wanted me to touch their tits, feel their tits, and fondle their tits while sucking their erect nipples. Unbelievably, most women, after showing me their naked breasts, wanted me to have my wicked, sexual way with their naked breasts.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'Who knew that seeing women's breasts was this easy? All that I needed to do is to ask women to show me their tits and they did.'
# # #
Author's Note:
Robert asked me to write this true story. His inspiration for the story, he received the idea for the story three decades ago, after attending the 1991 Indy 500 races, the largest car race in the world, won by Rick Mears. With crowds of more than 300 thousand fans and with nearly half of the spectators' women, the Indy 500 is the place to go to see tits, lots of naked tits. Judging them by how quickly they lifted their tops and bras, seemingly, women couldn't wait to flash men their naked breasts at that racing venue.
A memory, I'd never forget, one that was sexually exciting to watch, albeit, even though it distracted my concentration from the race, women constantly and continually flashed their naked breasts. Sometimes without even having to ask them, just by holding up a sign, women in front of me, behind me, beside me, and all around me, flashed me their naked breasts. I had never seen anything like it. Using the race and the crowd of men as their opportunity, women couldn't wait to show men their naked tits. I still masturbate to the dozens of pictures that I took of women flashing their tits.
With so very many men holding up signs asking women to show them their tits, I was surprised by how many women willingly and consensually responded by showing the crowd of spectators their naked breasts. As if they were hypnotized to flash their naked breasts, many women obeyed the sign to flash their naked tits as if it was a sign from God to flash men their tits. Seemingly, unembarrassed, unashamed, and not shy about flashing their naked breasts, as if they couldn't wait to show their naked tits, they flashed everyone around them their naked tits.
"SHOW ME YOUR TITS," read the signs! "SHOW ME YOUR TITS," read signs throughout the stands. "SHOW ME YOUR TITS," read the signs as if ordering the women to show men their naked tits.
Girlfriends, wives, mothers, sisters, aunts, cousins, grandmothers, mothers-in-law, and sisters-in-law all showed their naked breasts. Not shy about showing their naked breasts, women showed men their tits. Not shy about exposing themselves, unembarrassed and unashamed, they lifted their tops and lifted their bras to show their naked breasts to the cheers of horny men.
Obediently obeying the signs, women stood, lifted their tops. and lifted their bras. Then, while still holding their tops and bras up in place, they turned all the way around before turning to one side and then turning to the other to show the horny crowd of men their naked breasts. Not a quick flash, they continued holding their tops and bras up in place to make sure that everyone who wanted to see their naked tits saw their naked tits.
"SHOW ME YOUR TITS!"
# # #
Show Me Your Tits
If a man asked women to show him their tits, especially in this era and atmosphere of the #MeToo Movement, what do you think would happen? Would he be reported to the police? Would he be arrested? Would he be put in jail and have to appear before a judge? Would he be given a prison sentence or would he have to pay a hefty fine for asking women to expose their naked breasts? None of the above.
Instead, of making a big fuss about it, unless the man was really insistent and creepy, women flashed him their naked breasts without complaint. Women are no fools. When most women have flashed their naked breasts, one time or another to one man or another, flashing their naked breasts was no, big deal. Flashing their naked breasts was just another sexy game that women enjoyed playing to not only sexually attract men but also to sexually entice and seduce men. I dare write that woman enjoyed flashing their naked breasts as much as men love seeing women's naked breasts.
"Show me your tits," I said to a busty woman waiting for a bus who I had happened to see at the bus stop.
'How dare I have the audacity to ask her to show me her tits? I didn't know the woman. I didn't even know her name,' I thought. 'Only, when I saw the impressions that her breasts made in her clothes, I couldn't help but ask. Judging by how her big breasts protruded from her tight top, she had such big, beautiful breasts.'
Unbelievably, having just seen the woman standing at the bus stop while waiting for a bus, because she appeared to have big breasts, I asked her to see her tits. Seemingly surprised that I had asked her to show me her tits, Joan gave Robert a sexy smile and a naughty look. By her sexy smile and naughty look, if I was a betting man, I'd bet that she was about to show me her naked breasts. Then, when she suddenly looked at me with sexual arousal and romantic interest instead of looking at me with embarrassment, shame, or anger, I knew she was going to show me her tits.
If I was a betting man and, indeed, I was, she seemed eager to flash me her naked breasts. Seemingly she wanted me to see her naked breasts as much as I wanted to see her naked breasts. Clearly, she was no different from all the other women who willingly and consensually flashed me her naked tits by just me asking them to show me their naked breasts.
"Please sir, may I have some more?"
As if I was Oliver in Charles Dickens Oliver Twist asking for more food, I asked women to see their naked tits.
"Please, Miss, may I see your tits?"
After putting her shopping bag and purse on the bus stop bench, she gave me another sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Okay," she said.
She looked up at me again as if her showing her naked breasts to a strange man was something that she always wanted to do and would never forget doing.
"I'll show you my naked breasts but don't tell my husband that I showed you my tits," said Joan with a wink and a laugh before lifting her top and her bra to show me her naked tits.
Of course, she was kidding about me telling her husband when I didn't even know who her husband was. Without any further conversation, she turned more to face me. Then, she lifted her blouse and lifted her bra to show me her naked breasts. Although she seemed sexually aroused, with her possibly feeling wicked, she seemed embarrassed, too. She quickly lowered her bra and lowered her blouse.
"By the way, now that I showed you my tits, my name is Joan," she said with a little laugh. "What's your name?"
Robert laughed.
"Robert," I said. "My name is Robert. I'm pleased to meet you, Joan. Thank you for flashing me your tits," I said. "You have lovely breasts. Your husband must be proud of your big tits."
# # #
Besides, just by asking women to show their naked breasts, what did I have to lose? Either women will willingly show me their naked tits or they won't show me their naked tits. It's that simple. A voluntary gesture on their part, women aren't being forced to show their naked tits by merely asking them to show their naked breasts. Leaving it up to them to lift their blouses and bras, it's up to them to make the decision to flash their naked breasts or not.
I'm no criminal lawyer but as far as I know I don't believe that there's a law against merely asking women to show their tits. Besides, it's just tits. It isn't as if they're being forced to show their naked tits and it isn't as if they're being asked to show their naked asses and/or their naked pussies. Again, what's the big deal? It's just tits.
# # #
Now, asking to see a women's naked breasts is much different that grabbing women by her tits. Surprisingly and convolutedly, instead of acting offended or insulted, many women have responded to men asking to see their naked tits by showing them their naked breasts. Unbelievably, depending where they are, the mood they're in, and on the man, of course, as if seemingly, it's no big deal to the many women have shown their naked tits to men who asked to see their naked tits.
Even if that man is a stranger, especially if he's a stranger and someone they'd never see again, if the time is right and if the place is secluded enough, women will show men what men want to see. Women will show men their naked tits. Something so unexpected as it is sexually exciting, women flashing their naked breasts by just merely asking women to show their naked breasts, who knew? Go figure.
Clearly, evidentially, and apparently, something that most men don't know, women enjoy flashing men their naked breasts. Yet, what are the odds of women flashing their naked breasts to men who merely asked them to flash them their naked breasts? Judging women from my experience, I'd say that men have a good chance of seeing their naked tits merely by asking to see their naked tits.
"Pardon me. If you don't mind and don't have any reservations about doing it, please, show me your tits," I asked out of the clear blue to my nurse practitioner during my yearly office visit.
She looked at me stunned that I asked to see her tits. Then, she looked at me embarrassed that I wanted to see her tits. Finally, a look of sexual arousal took hold of her face. At that moment, she looked so sexy. She looked so beautiful. I somehow knew that she was going to flash me her tits.
While imagining what she looked like topless, I had been staring at the impressions of nurse Sally's big breasts through the top of her scrubs before asking to see her naked tits. Knowing that the doctor was on her way to examine me, she looked to the door before looking at me. Biting her lip in nervousness as if thinking about flashing me her naked tits, nonetheless, surprising me, she quickly unzipped her the top of her nurse's scrubs and lifted her bra to show me her naked tits. Then, before the doctor caught her flashing her naked breasts to a patient, she quickly lowered her bra and zipped her top.
'I can't believe she showed me her naked breasts,' I thought when the nurse immediately lifted her top and lifted her bra to show me her naked tits. 'What are the odds that she'd show me her naked breasts instead of reporting my sexual behavior to the doctor as oddly bizarre and perversely perverted?'
A very pretty, young woman, the nurse had C cup breasts with big, pink nipples. Never thinking that she'd expose her naked breasts to me, I stared at her naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before. Indeed, if asking her to expose her naked breasts worked on her, I had plans to ask many other women to show me their tits.
# # #
With women exhibitionists and men voyeurs, why wouldn't women show their naked tits to men, especially to men who politely asked to see their tits? Think about it. Never believing that you were deliberately flashed, think about all of the down blouses that you've seen over the years. You thought that you were lucky to be at the right place at the right time, didn't you?
"The right place at the right time my ass? Bullshit!"
When you thought that you were lucky to see down blouse views of bras, long lines of sexy cleavage, and/or naked breasts, while truly believing that you were at the right place at the right time, you were deliberately flashed. Women played you while deliberately flashing you. Sexually teasing you, they knew what you wanted to see and intentionally showed you what they wanted you to see. They intentionally flashed you, their tits.
That's right. Sexually teasing you and/or erotically enticing you, in case you are naïve enough not to know, women deliberately flashed you their bras, their long, sexy lines of cleavage, and/or their naked breasts. They wanted you to see their naked breasts as much as you wanted to see their naked breasts.
Indeed, in the way that nearly all men are voyeurs, nearly all women, including your mothers and sisters, especially your mothers and sisters, are exhibitionists. In the way that all women are whores for the right man, when it comes to sex, women are just as sexually depraved as are men. Think about all of the women you know and all of the flashes you've seen, women want to flash you as much as you want to be flashed.
While hoping to sexually expose themselves to admiring men, think about what women wear or don't wear in the course of a day. They wear nightgowns that show every curve and shape. Indeed, women wear short, sheer, and sexy low-cut nightgowns without having the modesty to wear a robe over them.
While allowing men to see their naked breasts bouncing up and down and/or side to side, they wear tube tops and peasant blouses without bras that easily fall to expose their naked breasts. Clearly able to see down blouse views of their bras and/or their naked breasts, they wear low-cut tops without bras. They wear plunging necklines without bras. They wear wet, white t-shirts without bras and itsy, bitsy, bikini tops.
More than men will ever know, women want to show men their tits. Seriously, I kid you not. While sexually teasing them by partially showing them their naked breasts, women are daring men, double daring them, by begging men to ask them to show them their naked tits. Flaunting what they have, mostly all women love showing their bra clad or naked breasts. Believe it or not, women are just waiting for men to ask them to show them their naked tits.
# # #
After asking women of all ages to expose their naked breasts successfully worked on strangers, curious to see if she'd show me her tits, I tried my new, naked breast technique on my mother.
"Mom," I asked while staring at my MILF of a mother's sexy and shapely figure.
She's so beautiful. I've always been sexually attracted to my mother. A real breast man, I've always wanted to see my mother's naked breasts. I wondered if she'd show me her naked tits if I asked to see her naked breasts. She turned from what she was doing to look at me.
"Yes. What is it, Bobby?"
Undressing her with my eyes, she looked to where I was staring before looking up at me with a sexy smile. Clearly, my mother liked me staring at her breasts through her clothes. Never getting enough of my mother's big breasts, I stared down at the big impressions my mother's erect nipples made in her top.
'I'd love see, touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while sucking her nipples,' I thought.
My mother has C cup breasts, not overly big but a nice size. I know because I checked the tags when seeing her bras in the laundry. I suddenly felt embarrassed that she caught me staring at her breasts but surprising me, she seemed sexually aroused that I was sexually enamored with her big tits.
'Hmm, good to know. My mother takes a 34 C bra,' I thought while holding her bra and masturbating myself while imagining touching, feeling, and fondling my mother's naked breasts.
Usually, the case when home alone with me, when I asked my mother to show me her tits, she wasn't wearing a bra. I could tell that she wasn't wearing a bra because making their impressions obvious through her thin top, her nipples were fully erect. I couldn't help but wonder if her nipples were fully erect because they were always fully erect or if they erected after she caught me staring at her tits.
"May I see your tits mother," I asked while imagining her topless? "I've always wanted to see your tits. I'd love to see your naked breasts," I said leaning forward in my chair while continuing to stare at the impressions that my mother's naked breasts made in her top.
She laughed. Then, she looked at me with sexual arousal that I asked to see her naked tits.
"Really," she asked while looking down at her breasts? "You want to see my tits," she asked while sliding a slow hand over her braless breasts.
As if she was sexually teasing me and she was, something that I'd love to do, I watched her feel her breasts through her top.
"Yes, Mother. I'd love to see your naked breasts. Show me your tits, mom. Show me your tits."
She gave me that same sexy smile and naughty look. It was at that moment that I knew my mother would show me her naked breasts.
"Of course, you may see my tits, Bobby," she said.
Surprising me, she lifted her top and held it in place as if she was waiting for me to touch her tits, feel her tits, and fondle her tits while fingering her nipples and sucking her big, erect nipples. She looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me.
"What do you think of them? Do you like Mommy's tits? I love my big tits," she said while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
With her, holding her top and bra up in place, seemingly, still expecting me to touch her naked breasts, not wanting to disappoint my mother, I touch her breasts. I felt her breasts. I fondled her breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples before leaning forward to suck her nipples.
As if I was her doctor examining her naked breasts, she stared down at my hands feeling her big tits and stared at my fingers fingering her nipples. Never thinking that she would, my mother allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts. All that I had to do to see my mother's tits and to have my wicked, sexual way with my mother's naked tits, was to merely ask to see her tits.
'Wow! Who knew,' I thought? 'I can't believe my mother not only showed me her naked breasts but also allowed me to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them.'
"Thank you, mother, for showing me your naked breasts and allowing me to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them," I said. "You have amazing tits. Dad is a lucky man to have a woman as beautiful and sexy as you in his bed."



Now, while extrapolating my choices, I wondered who else would show me their naked tits if I asked?
# # #
After my mother showed me her naked tits, something that I had always wanted to see, I asked my big sister to show me her naked tits. While hoping that she was standing there topless while getting dressed, I barged in my sister's bedroom without knocking. Then, I told her what I wanted.
"Sis, show me your tits," I said while staring at her blouse and bra clad breasts. "I want to see your naked breasts."
Making a face as if she was about to vomit, she looked at me as if I had two heads. Actually, I do have two heads. My penis has a head and my neck supports my main head.
"I beg your pardon? Sorry but what did you just ask me?" She made another face. "Did you just ask me to show you my tits," she said with a laugh.
While hoping that she'd oblige me by showing me her naked tits, I gave my sister, Robin, a sexy smile and a naughty look while staring at the impressions her tits made in her top.
"Show me your tits. I want to see them," I said again.
She gave me a sinister, self-deprecating look. Then, she surprised me with what she said.
"I'll show you my tits for twenty-dollars," she said surprising me that she'd willingly show me her tits for money. "I need to go shopping."
If I had known it was that easy to see my sister's naked breasts, I would have offered her money to see her tits years ago. I reached in my pocket and pulled out a twenty-dollar bill from my wad of money and handed it to her. When she saw my wad of money, as if she had suddenly saw gold and had turned into a gold digger, her eyes widened.
"I'll blow you for fifty-dollars," she said while staring down at my money before looking up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "For fifty-dollars, I'll not only suck your cock but also, I'll allow you to cum in my mouth. I'll even swallow your cum."
# # #
Something else about my sister that I didn't know and had just found out, Robin is a cocksucker. She loves sucking cock. I pulled out a fifty-dollar bill from my wad of money while my sister lifted her top and bra before moving to her knees. After I handed her the money, she took me in her hand while staring up at me with her big, blue eyes.
Then, while stroking me, she took me in her mouth. My big sister was blowing me while I felt and fondled her naked breasts. If it wasn't enough that my sister showed me her naked breasts and allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits, I couldn't believe that Robin was blowing me.
Seemingly determined for me to cum in her mouth, my sister stroked my erect, naked prick faster and harder. As soon as I put a gentle hand behind her red, pretty head, I exploded a load of cum in her mouth. Then, when she released the pressure of her lips and removed me from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her beautiful, long, lush red hair, and across her naked breasts. I gave my sister a real cum bath.
She laughed joyously while wiping cum from her hair, her face, and her naked breasts.
"That was quite the load of cum, Bob. Were you saving that up for me," she said with a dirty laugh? "Later, when I come home from shopping, if you give me the money now, I'll make slow, passionate love to you for a hundred-dollars," she said while staring at me with incestuous lust. "Then, I'll fuck you. After I fuck you, as long as you promise to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock, I'll allow you to fuck me fast and hard. I'll allow you to really pound my pussy," said Robin.
True to her word, after giving her a hundred-dollars, as soon as my sister returned home from shopping, she allowed me to make out with her while stripping her naked. Then, she made love to me as if I was her boyfriend or her husband. Finally, she fucked me. I couldn't believe that my sister fucked me. Even though I had to wear a condom so that I didn't make her pregnant with my child, I fucked her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
"Robert. Robert. Don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Oh, my God. Oh, my God, Robert. Oh, my God. I'm cumming, Bobby. I'm cumming," she said while stiffening her legs and arching her back.
From that point forward, when I wasn't having incestuous sex with my mother, I was having incestuous sex with my sister. Just by merely asking my mother and my sister to show me their naked breasts, I opened Pandora's box of forbidden, sexual activity. Now, I couldn't wait to discover which other relatives that I could sexually seduce by merely asking them to show me their naked breasts.
# # #
On a roll, the next woman that I asked to see her naked breast, was my Aunt Roberta.
"Auntie, would you do me a favor?"
She hugged me and gave me a kiss on the cheek.
"Anything. I'd do anything for my favorite nephew. All you need to do is ask," she said.
I stared at the impressions that her naked breasts made in her housecoat.
"Show me your naked breasts. I'd love to see your tits," I said.
She looked at me surprised before a look of sexual arousal took hold of her face. Then, she laughed.
"I thought you'd never ask. With you always staring at them, I've always wanted to show you my naked tits," she said with a dirty laugh. "Only, I was hoping that you'd make the first move. I didn't want you to think of me as an incestuous, perverted woman."
She unsnapped her housecoat and held it wide open. She not only showed me her naked breasts but also, she showed me her naked, red, bushy pussy, too. Like my sister, my aunt was a red head, too.
Not only did my aunt show me her naked breasts but also, she allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her tits while sucking her nipples.
# # #
Next on my list to see her naked tits was fiancée's mother, my future mother-in-law. While she was doing the dishes with her back turned to me, daring myself to do so, I walked up behind her. I rubbed my growing erection against her shapely ass crack through her housecoat. When she wiggled her ass against my growing erection, I reached up and cupped her D cup breasts in my horny hands through her housecoat.
Surprising me, instead of pushing me away, she allowed me to feel her big, naked breasts through her housecoat. She wasn't wearing a bra. Much like my mother, when home alone, she never wears a bra unless she's going out. As soon as I touched, felt, and fondled her naked tits through her housecoat, her nipples immediately erected. Daring myself to do so, I told her what I wanted.
"Show me your tits," I said whispering my forbidden, sexual lust in her ear. "I'd love to see your naked breasts. If you show me your tits, I'll show you my erect, naked prick."
Not expecting her to do that, she turned to face me. Then, she not only unsnapped her housecoat but also, she removed her housecoat. She was naked. My future mother-in-law was naked. I couldn't believe that my wife's mother stood before me naked. Not only did I see her naked breasts but also, I saw her naked, brown, bushy pussy, and her shapely, naked ass, too.
"Now that you've seen me naked, Bobby, I need to blow you," she said. "I've always wanted to suck your cock. I've always wanted you to cum in my mouth."
Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, my future mother-in-law, Carol, moved to her knees. She unzipped me, pulled out my prick, and took my erect prick in her hand and slowly stroked me while staring up at me. Then, she took me in her mouth to suck me.
While stroking me faster and stroking me harder, my MILF of my soon to be mother-in-law was blowing me. My fiancée's mother was sucking my cock. My future mother-in-law gave me a better blowjob than my fiancée, Kathy, ever did.
Determined to make me cum in her mouth, with her stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper, it didn't take me long to cum in her mouth. Instead of spitting me out, she swallowed. Then, in the way that I did with my big sister, as soon as Carol released the pressure of her lips and removed me from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her dark brown hair, and across her naked, D cup breasts. I gave my future wife's mother a cum bath.
"Oh, Bobby. You exploded cum all over me," she said while laughing. "You'll have to shower with me."
# # #
The next week, I was away on a business trip. Having noticed her when I first checked in yesterday, checking out, I approached the hotel desk clerk after a small crowd of guests had finished checking in. There was no one else there, just me and the hotel clerk. The perfect opportunity to ask the busty clerk the wish that I hoped she'd grant, as soon as she asked, 'Will there be anything else,' I voiced my request.
"Is there anything else that I can do for you, Sir," asked the hotel reservation clerk while making solid eye contact with me and giving me a friendly smile after I returned my room key.
Doing her job, she was professional and polite. She was not only very pretty but also, she was very sexy and busty, too. Unable to help myself, I'm sexually attracted to women who are as pretty as they are busty. She had at least D cup breasts if not double D cup breasts. With no one else there and with me alone with the hotel clerk, with nothing to lose, I asked her my question.
"May I see your tits," I asked of the hotel reservation clerk while staring at the huge impressions that her big breasts made in her uniform?
She looked down at her big tits before looking up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look. Then, she stared down again at where I stared at her big breasts before staring up at me to give him another sexy smile and a naughty look. Turning herself more to me and away from anyone else who may be watching, she quickly stepped back into the doorway of the small office that lay hidden directly behind the reception desk.
"You want to see my naked tits? I'll show you my naked breasts. I love flashing my big tits," she said.
While making constant eye contact with her big, blue eyes, she unbuttoned her jacket and unbuttoned her blouse to expose her big, white, low-cut brassiere and her long, line of sexy cleavage. Sexually teasing me while continuing to smile, she fondled her big breasts through her bra while fingering her emerging nipples. Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation, while staring at me, she lifted her bra to expose her naked breasts. Just by merely asking her to show me her naked tits, she showed me her naked tits.
"There you are, Sir," she said quickly lowering her bra, buttoning her blouse, and buttoning her jacket.
With a permanent smile etched across my face and with my eyes bugging out of my head, I offered her my gratitude for showing me her tits with a one-hundred-dollar tip.
"Thank you," I said. "Your husband or boyfriend is a lucky man. You have big and beautiful breasts."
As if she wanted to have sex with me and was disappointed that I hadn't asked her to fuck me, she frowned away her sexual arousal.
"I'm glad that I could be of help, Sir," she said while walking closer to the counter.
Happy to give her such a large tip, I pushed the hundred-dollar tip across the counter to her. Normally never tipping more than twenty-dollars, she was pretty enough, sexy enough and, after showing me her naked breasts, was deserving of a tip that was five times that.
"Trust me. It was my pleasure," I said. "Thank you for showing me your naked breasts. You have magnificent breasts."
She pocketed the tip money.
"Thank you, Sir," she said.
# # #
If only my fiancée knew that I had asked my mother, sister, and aunt to show me their naked breasts, I wondered what she'd say. If only she knew that I had sex with my sister and mother and continued having sex with them, I wondered what she'd think. If only she knew that her mother had not only shown me her naked body but also, she sucked my cock and allowed me to ejaculate in her mouth. If only she knew that her mother allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her D cup breasts, she probably would have called off the wedding.
Unable to help myself, if only she knew that I had asked and continued to ask women that I had just met to show me their tits, she'd think that I was a deranged pervert. Yet, I love tits, especially big, naked tits. Only, with me not thinking that there was anything wrong with asking women to show me their tits, they could always say no and refuse to show me their naked breasts. Yet, just by me asking, more women showed me their naked breasts than not.
With smiles on their faces, as if they're proud of their naked breasts, and couldn't wait to show men their naked breasts, women willingly and consensually continued showing me their naked breasts every day, multiple times a day. Believe me or not, for me to see women's naked tits, all that I needed to do was ask to see their naked tits. More often than not, depending on how I asked the question, and depending on the woman, of course, many women responded by showing me their naked breasts.
Here are a just few perfect places to ask women to show their tits. While being careful not to frighten them, I'd have more of a chance of a woman flashing me her naked breasts when alone with her in an elevator or a parking garage. A quiet and uncrowded library is another good place to ask to see a woman's naked breasts.
An empty church is another good place to see naked breasts. Whether on a crowded beach or not, definitely, with her already wearing a bikini, the beach is another good place to ask to see women's naked breasts. Hidden behind the pumps, a gas station, especially if the woman is short and busty, while pumping gas at a desolate gas station is also a good place to show naked breasts. As long as I maintained my distance so as not to pose a threat, late at night when alone with a woman on a subway or on a stairway in an office building are good places to see naked breasts.
"Please, if you don't mind and if it's not a terrible inconvenience for you to do so, would you show me your tits," asked Robert of Anna, his hair stylist?
She looked down at where I was staring at her big breasts before looking up at me with an appreciative smile. Seemingly flattered that I was sexually enamored with her big breasts, she looked as if she was eager to show me her naked tits. With sexually arousal flashing over her face, she seemed as if she couldn't wait to show me her naked tits.
"My breasts?" She looked down at her bra and blouse clad breasts while pulling her blouse tighter across her chest. When she did that, I could clearly see the impressions of her big nipples through her blouse and bra. "You want to see my naked breasts, Robert," she asked while looking at me with feigned shock as much as she looked at me with obvious, sexual arousal? "Really? You want to see my tits?"
Someone I had been going to for years to have my hair cut, I was enamored with her big tits. As if undressing her with my eyes and, indeed, I was, I spent the time that I was there staring at her big breasts through the mirror. Very busty, Anna definitely had double, D cup breasts, my favorite breast size. I loved watching her big breasts bounce and sway while she moved around me to cut my hair. I especially loved it when she pressed her big tits against my shoulder while reaching around me.
Anna laughed while giving me a big, sexy smile and a naughty look. With us both, seemingly, on the same sexual page, an exhibitionist and a voyeur, in the way that she looked at me, I looked at her. At that moment, no doubt about it, I knew that she was going to show me her naked breasts.
"To be honest, I was hoping you'd ask to see my tits," she confessed. "You've been staring at them long enough for years now, every time I cut your hair," she said. "I've been wearing low-cut tops, rubbing up against you, and leaning in front of you to give you down blouses for years while hoping that you'd touch my tits, feel my tits, and fondle my bra clad breasts."
As if undressing her with my eyes and, indeed, I was, while I stared at her through the mirror, Anna took a step away from the back of the chair for her to be in clear view of my horny eyes. Then, she walked to the front door, locked it, and pulled the shade with the closed sign. Sexually exciting me with the sexual anticipation of seeing her big breasts, I couldn't believe that she was going to show me her naked tits by just merely asking her to show me her naked breasts.
Then, unembarrassed and unashamed, without having any moral modesty, she stood in front of me. Ever so slowly while sexually teasing me and erotically exciting me, she lifted her top to expose her big, white brassiere and her long line of sexy cleavage to my horny eyes. Again, taking her sweet time to create even more erotic suspense, she slowly lifted her bra to show me her double, D cup, naked breasts.
'Wow! You have big tits, Anna. They're so very shapely and I love your big nipples," I said while continuing to stare at her naked breasts.
I stared at her naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before. Continuing to sexually tease me, she fondled her naked breasts while staring up at me and while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Then, further sexually shocking me while sexually teasing me, she lifted her breasts to her mouth to suck her big, erect nipples, first one and then the other.
"Thank you, Anna. You have beautiful, big breasts," I said after she put her breasts away.
From that moment forward, every time Anna cut my hair, she cut my hair in the backroom where we had more privacy. She gave me an appointment at the end of her day. Then, as soon as I arrived, she locked the front door and pulled the closed shade.
Once alone with her in the backroom, she removed her blouse and bra. She cut my hair topless. Leaning against me, while waiting for me to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them, she pushed her naked breasts in my face. She loved the sexual attention that I paid to her naked breasts.
Then, after she cut my hair, while still sitting in the chair, she allowed me to continue touching her tits, feeling her tits, fondling her tits, and sucking her nipples. After I had my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits, she unzipped me, pulled out my prick, and stroked me before moving to her knees to suck me. She didn't stop blowing me until I ejaculated in her mouth. Eventually, she stripped herself naked and allowed me to fuck her. I couldn't believe that I had sex with Anna, my beautiful and sexy hair stylist.
'Something that I always dreaded to do, having my hair cut,' I thought. 'Now, I look forward to getting my hair cut.'
# # #
Not stopping with just showing men their naked breasts, some women will even allow men to touch their naked breasts, feel their naked breasts, fondle their naked breasts, and suck their erect nipples. Instead of groping them and copping cheap feels of their blouse and bra clad breasts without asking them their permission, all that those men needed to do was to merely ask women to show them their tits. That's it. Depending on the woman and depending on the man, of course, women may surprise you by willingly and consensually showing and flashing their naked tits.
"Show me your tits," I asked my waitress at the local diner.
As if she was Flo, from the diner, a former Arizona waitress buying a Texas bar, Polly Holliday, as Flo, she never fully zipped her top. Flashing her bra and sexy cleavage, she sexually teased customers by flashing them partial glimpses of her breasts for bigger tips. As if she wore a sign on her uniform top, tits for tips, she loved flashing her bra clad breasts.
Surprising me, as soon as I asked to see her tits, she smiled, unzipped her uniform top, reached her hand inside of her bra, and pulled out one of her naked breasts before pulling out her other one of her naked breasts.



"Thank you," I said leaving her extra in his tip. "I love your big tits."
She smiled.
"You're welcome, Robert," she said.
# # #
Four simple, one syllable words, Show Me Your Tits. One would think that asking women to show their tits would be met with women yelling rape and calling the police. Only, surprisingly, more women will show their naked breasts than not. Seemingly, many women want to show their naked tits. Needing men to make the first, sexual move, all that those men needed to do is to ask to see their naked tits and, surprisingly, women may sexually accommodate them by showing them their naked breasts. Some will even strip themselves naked.
"Please show me your tits."
Perhaps, because I don't look like a sexual pervert or a deranged degenerate and don't appear to pose a threat is the reason why women respond to my four-word statement and show me their naked tits. Perhaps, because I'm a good-looking guy who wasn't holding up a cellphone to video women showing me their naked tits is the reason why they honored my request to see their naked breasts by showing me their naked tits. Perhaps, I appeared that I wouldn't rape them if they showed me their naked breasts is the reason why they willingly and consensually showed me their naked tits.
From 18-years-old to 88-years-old, believe me or not, women of all ages have willingly and consensually showed me their naked tits just by me asking them to show me their naked tits. From big breasts to small breasts to sagging breasts and to proud breasts, and to every type of breasts in between, all types of women have shown me their naked breasts. No matter if they are black, white, brown, yellow, or red, without having to twist their arms, women freely showed me their naked breasts. Stunned to see so many naked breasts just by my asking, I couldn't believe it.
In one day, I've seen more naked breasts than most men have seen in a lifetime. Interestingly enough, I don't think my request would have worked if I asked them to show me their naked asses or their naked pussies. Embarrassed to show their naked asses and/or flash their naked pussies, for some bizarre reason, women have no compunction about showing men their naked breasts. Unless, they were sexually abused, women would never deliberately flash men their naked pussies in the way that many men deliberately flash women their naked pricks.
When I think about it, when most women are eager to show me their tits, maybe, these women were waiting for someone to ask them to show them their tits. Truthfully and unbelievably, more women have shown me their tits than not. Their reactions went from women making a face, rolling their eyes, and sighing to women immediately smiling with pride, lifting their tops, and flashing me their tits.
Yet, even when first giving me a negative reaction, women still showed me their tits. Clearly, feigning their sexual displeasure with me asking to see their naked tits, in truth, they were eager to show me their naked tits. Even when they acted morally modest, they still ended up showing me their tits.
# # #
As soon as I entered the empty church, I dipped my fingers in holy water, anointed myself, and briefly knelt before the crucifix of Jesus. The only other person in the church was a nun, the most holy of holy nuns, Sister Mary Elizabeth, my Catechism teacher. Stopping to look more closely at her, before approaching her, I stared at the big impressions that her bra made in her habit. Ready to tell her what I wanted; I gave the nun a big smile.
"Sister Mary Elizabeth, would you be so kind as to show me your tits? I'd love to see them," I said.
The nun looked at me as if I was the Devil of sexual temptation in disguise as a good Catholic.
"I beg your pardon? What did you ask me," she asked while looking at me disbelievingly? "Did you just ask to see my tits?"
As if I was asking her for her spiritual guidance, I gave her a heavenly smile.
"Yes. May I see your tits, Sister? May I see your naked breasts? I'd love to see your naked tits. Please show me your naked breasts," I said again.
Seemingly not expecting me to ask her to expose her naked breasts to me, the holy of holiest nuns from the convent the Nuns of the Virgin Mary, looked at me with a look of sudden sexual arousal. As it turned out, no one had asked to see her tits since Father O'Brien had asked to see her tits years ago. At the time, they were watching a rerun of the movie, The Bells of St. Mary's with Bing Crosby and Ingrid Bergman.
Taking advantage of his position over the nun, it all started when the priest asked to see Sister Mary Elizabeth's naked breasts. Seemingly eager to show him her naked tits, she willingly and consensually showed Father O'Brien her naked tits. Then, so very sexually aroused after she showed him her tits, she stared up at him with her big, brown eyes.
Surprisingly, Sister Mary Elizabeth not only immediately responded by showing the priest her naked breasts but she allowed him to touch her breasts, feel her breasts, and fondle her breasts while sucking her erect nipples. Then, sexually surprising him, he never expected her to miss part of the movie by doing what she did. She unzipped him, pulled out his prick, and took Father O'Brien's cock in her hand to stroke him before she leaned down to take him in her mouth to suck him. Just by asking to see her naked breasts, Sister Mary Elizabeth gave Father O'Brien a blowjob.
She didn't stop sucking him until he ejaculated a load of cum in her holy mouth. Indeed, swallowing all that he gave her, Sister Mary Elizabeth gave the priest a Heavenly blowjob. Then, she fucked him. Sitting on top of him as if she was riding a wild horse, Sister Mary Elizabeth fucked Father O'Brien.
"God bless you," said the priest anointing the nun as soon as he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth and a second load of cum in her most, holy pussy.
# # #
Alas, if only Beaver had asked his mother, June Cleaver, to show him her tits, as soon as he was of age, 18-years-old, undoubtedly, she would have shown her son her naked breasts. Unashamed, unembarrassed, and without any reservations, she willingly and consensually showed her naked breasts to Wally's (may he rest in peace) best friend, Larry. All that he needed to do was to ask her to show him her tits.
"Mrs. Cleaver, would you be so kind to show me your naked breasts? I'd love to see your tits."
Larry wanting to see her naked breast was something that her husband, Ward Cleaver, hadn't asked to see in a long time. Removing her strand of pearls that she wore every day, she unbuttoned the bodice of her dress, lifted her bra and, while staring at Wally's best friend with her big, blue eyes. She freely showed Larry her naked tits. Seemingly happy to show him her naked breasts, she kept her top and bra in place while, no doubt, hoping that he'd want to touch and feel her naked breasts.
"Since you asked so politely, Larry, of course, you may see my tits," she said still holding her bra in place and while waiting for him to touch and feel her naked breasts. "You may touch my tits, feel, and fondle my tits while sucking my nipples, if you'd like."
Larry looked at Mrs. Cleaver with his eyes bugging out of his head.
"Golly gee, Mrs. Cleaver, I'd love to touch your tits, feel your tits, and fondle your tits while sucking your nipples," said Larry.
# # #
When I was in Hollywood back in the late nineties, I saw Doris Day in Beverly Hills, (may she rest in peace). She was out in front of her house walking her dogs. Absolutely stunning to look at, she was such a beautiful woman. Thinking that I was going to ask for her autograph when I approached her, I asked her for something else. 'Twas a time that we could freely approach celebrities without them thinking that we were going to machine gun them with an automatic weapon.
"Miss Day, much like you and Bob Barker of the Price is Right, I love dogs. If you don't mind," I said with a pause while staring at the impressions that her B cup breasts made in her blouse and bra. "May I see your naked tits," I asked?
She smiled at me.
"My tits? Really? You want to see my naked breasts?" She looked down at her blouse and bra clad breasts before looking up at me surprised that I asked to see her tits. "No one has asked to see my tits in years. Here, hold my dogs," she said handing me three leashes.
Then, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she lifted her top along with her bra to show me her naked tits. It was only for a few seconds but I saw Doris Day's naked, B cup breasts and erect nipples just by merely asking to see her naked tits. To this day, just by asking to see them, I still can't believe that Doris Day showed me her naked tits. I can't believe that I saw Doris Day's naked breasts.
"Thank you, Miss Day. You have beautiful breasts," I said.
Then, she asked me what I never expected her to ask me. While lifting them up to me, she was expecting me to touch her naked breasts and feel her naked breasts.
"With you having already seen my naked breasts, please call me Doris," she said. Then she looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me. "Would you like to touch them? Would you like to feel them? Would you like to fondle them while sucking my nipples," she asked with sexual arousal?
Then, she offered me an explanation for her sexual forwardness after asking me if I wanted to have my sexual way with her naked breasts.
"I apologize but, even after all of these years, I'm still sexually frustrated after discovering that Rock Hudson was gay. That would explain why he never asked to see my tits. All he had to do was to ask and I would have gladly shown him my naked breasts. I didn't know that he would have preferred seeing a hard, erect cock than seeing my naked tits," she said with sadness and sexual frustration.
Accommodating her, I touched her naked tits. I felt her naked tits. I fondled her naked tits and I sucked her erect nipples. I'll be masturbating over seeing and having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts for the rest of my life.
# # #
I've learned that more women will show their tits if they're wearing a top that lifts instead of having to unbutton a blouse. Something as simple as that, moreover, instead of having to lift her bra and running the risk of being caught exposing herself, it helps if a woman isn't wearing a bra. Seriously, more often than not, women have shown me their naked tits when they have easy access to flashing their naked breasts. Seemingly, in the way that they quickly respond by flashing me their naked breasts, believe it or not, some women can't wait to show unsuspecting men their naked tits.
Surprisingly, after asking them to show me their tits, clearly wanting to have sex with me, believe me or not but some women ask me to show them my cock. Tits for cock. With nothing wrong with that, that's a fair request.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, after they willingly showed me their tits, of course, I showed them my cock. Not wanting to disappoint them, why wouldn't I? Hoping that they'd wrap their manicured fingers around my semi-erect prick to stroke me, I hoped that they'd move to their knees to suck me. I'd love for them to blow me while I fondled their naked breasts and fingered their erect nipples.
Just by asking them to see their tits, after they showed me their tits and asked to see my cock, and after I willingly showed them my prick, dozens of women have given me hand jobs and/or blowjobs. Some women have even fucked me. As simple as that, all that I had to do was to ask to see their tits.
"Excuse me. May I see your tits," I asked a woman at an empty grocery store in the candy aisle?
She surprised me by raising her top and showing me that she wasn't wearing a bra.
"I'm glad you asked," she said. "With my husband no longer having sex with me, preferring to fuck my sister instead of me, I love showing men my naked tits."
When she continued holding up her top and exposing her naked breasts, I reached my horny hand over to cup her tit while fingering her nipple.
"You have beautiful breasts," I said cupping the other breast and fingering her nipple.
# # #
'Wow! If I knew then what I know now, I would have asked to see women's tits years ago. I wonder now if, after I graduated high school, if my senior year, art teacher, Mrs. Newman, would have shown me her tits if I asked. Perhaps, she would have posed for me topless or naked while I painted her. I wonder if my college, creative writing teacher, Mrs. Connors, would have shown me her tits if I asked while I quoted, Shakespeare's Romeo and Juliet?
"Oh, Romeo. Oh, Rome. Where art thou? Show me your tits," Mrs. Connors.
While holding up a sign that read, Show Me Your Tits, I was surprised when standing in a big crowd of women how many women showed me their tits. Never expecting my naked breast request to work, I had stumbled on to something. Many women hate wearing uncomfortable bras. I dare write; most women wished they could walk around topless. Many women wished they could show everyone their naked breasts. Many women don't think that there is anything adversely wrong with showing their tits.
"It's just tits."
# # #
Why is it that nearly all famous women, actresses and celebrities, have topless and/or naked photos of themselves on the internet? Even Betty White and Lucille Ball have topless and naked photos of them all over the internet? You name her and she's there flashing her tits if not her naked body.
Whether Heidi Klum, Tyra Banks, Sofia Vergara, Cristina Hendricks, Kate Upton, Jennifer McCarthy, Ivanka Trump, Kim Kardashian, Jennifer Lopez, Haley Berry, Beyonce, Scarlett Johansson, Jennifer Love Hewitt, Pamela Anderson, or Katy Perry, they're all there. All of them are topless and/or naked. Anyone could call anyone up and see their naked breasts.
Even Oprah, has shown her big, naked breasts. Back in 2010, she had an all-nude episode. Everyone in the audience, including her guests, and her crew were all naked. Her naked guests were Megan Fox, Mila Kunis, Scarlet Johansson, and Rosie O'Donnell. Tyra Banks hosted a similar episodes three-years before where everyone was naked, her studio audience, the cast, the crew, and even her.
"Ah, I just love seeing women's naked breasts. Show me your tits!"
THE END
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Something I'll Never Forget and
Will Always Remember
"Happy Birthday, Mom. I love you," said Tommy.
Shocking me as much as it sexually excited me, with my mother and all of her guests naked, my mother's forty-eight-year-old birthday party turned from a celebration into a sexual orgy.
Author's Note:
This true story was written for Maureen's 24-year-old son, Tommy. He hid in his room in the dark while spying on his naked, drunken mother and all of her naked, drunken guests at her birthday pool party. Tommy videoed all the forbidden and incestuous, naked, sexual actions of his mother's 48th birthday party from his bedroom window. Then, he downloaded the video to his computer to watch it whenever he needed to masturbate over seeing his mother and his female relatives naked and having sex with one another.
# # #
Something I'll Never Forget and Will Always Remember
I'll never forget and will always remember my mother's 48th blowout, birthday party. My 21-year-old sister, Kathy, my MILF of an aunt, Fiona, her 22-year-old son, Brian, my grandparents, my in-laws, mom's friends, her co-workers, and our neighbors were all there. With everyone in attendance and no one to report us to the police for the noise, towards the end, with everyone naked, the birthday party turned into a naked, drunken, sexual orgy.
Just before people started removing their clothes and stripping themselves naked, I retired to my second-floor bedroom that overlooked the inground pool and our big, privately secluded backyard. After my mother stripped herself naked, surmising that there would be nudity, I was ready to record whatever sexual action that there may be with my camera. After my drunken relatives started pushing one another in the pool with their clothes on, I recorded the guests climbing out of the pool to strip themselves naked and have sex with one another.
With my mother taking the lead by being the first to strip herself naked, unembarrassed and unashamed that she was naked, she remained in her birthday suit for the entire evening. The first time seeing my mother without her clothes, besides myself with horniness for my mother, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my MILF of a mother naked. With her the main focus of my video, I stared at her while videoing her as if I had never seen a naked woman before.
Sexually attracted to her since I turned 18-years-old, I had always wanted to see her in her low-cut bra and bikini panties. I had always wanted to see her topless. I had always wanted to see her in one of her sheer, low-cut, sexy nightgowns. I always wanted to see her naked. Only, morally modest, she always wore a robe when walking around the house.
'My mother is naked,' I thought. 'I can't believe my mother is naked. I can't believe I'm seeing her without her clothes.'
Difficult to do while holding the camera without shaking it, I stared at her naked body while masturbating myself. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my mother's naked, C cup breasts, her naked, red trimmed pussy, and her naked, shapely ass. Beautiful and sexy when fully dressed, I had no words for seeing her without her clothes. I was beside myself in sexual horniness. I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother without her clothes for the rest of my life.
# # #
Then, I heard my wife, Christine with my father. She had panic in her voice as if she thought that I was off somewhere having sex with someone. Only, she should have known me better. I'd never cheat on my wife. I love my wife. The best thing that ever happened to me was falling in love with her and marrying her. She was my one and only.
"Where's Tommy," I heard Christine, ask? "Where's Tommy? Have you seen Tommy?"
After my wife looked around for me, I heard my father tell her that I had gone to bed. Definitely, in the way that he hovered over his daughter-in-law, he was up to no good. I couldn't trust my father around my wife as far as I could throw him.
"He's up in his room. The party pooper went to bed," said my dad with laugh. "He's no fun but I am," he said with a dirty laugh.
'I couldn't believe my father was hitting on my wife. He's such a dirty, old man. He's such a pig,' I thought. 'How dare he sexually flirt with my wife? How can he do that to me, his own son?'
With them standing in the darkness of the backyard and away from all the action and the splashing in the pool, my father didn't realize that I could see them through the lens of my telephoto camera. With the extended microphone on my camera picking up everything, he didn't realize that I could hear them, too.
He didn't know that I was watching him from my room manhandling my wife. Waiting for her to slap him across his face and stop him from sexually molesting her, when she didn't slap him, disappointed in her, I knew she wanted to have sex with him. I knew that it was just a matter of time, like everyone else at the party, that they'd be sucking and fucking.
# # #
From the first time that my dad met my wife, his daughter-in-law, in the way that he stared at her and undressed her with his eyes, he had always been sexually attracted to her. Suspecting that he masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with her, no doubt, the horny man that he is, he wanted to have sex with my wife. He wanted to touch and feel her beautiful, naked body everywhere while making out with her.
In the way that he looked at her, no doubt, he wanted to strip her naked, bend her over a table, and fuck her. My dad wanted to fuck my wife. Moreover, he wanted her to blow him. Yet, what was worse that my father wanting to fuck my wife and wanting her to suck his cock was that my wife wanted to fuck my father and suck his cock.
'My Dad wanted to fuck my wife,' I thought while devastated that they would have forbidden sex. 'Seemingly, in the way that he talked dirty to her and in the way that she sexually flirted with him, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her,' I thought. 'I cringed at the thought of my naked, beautiful wife having sex with my father.'
Yet, disappointed in my wife, as I had predicted it, I couldn't believe it when my father wrapped his horny arm around my wife's slim waist. I watched him feel the side of her bikini clad ass. Then, when she offered no resistance to his sexually, inappropriate touches and feels, he pulled her to him, and stuck his tongue in her mouth.
'My father kissed my wife. He French kissed her and she returned his French kiss with her long, wet, passionate kiss. I can't believe they're making out,' I thought. 'This is unbelievable. Bad enough my father made a pass at my wife but I can't believe she didn't reject him.'
The horny pervert that my father is, I watched him move his other hand inside of her bikini top.
'Oh, my God. I don't believe this. My father is feeling Christine's naked tits. How dare he? I can't believe she's not stopping him from feeling her naked breasts,' I thought.
# # #
With my wife not stopping him from sexually molesting her, I watched him reach around behind her and stick his other hand inside of his daughter-in-law's bikini bottoms. I watched him feel and squeeze Christine's beautiful, naked ass. Bad enough that he had felt her naked breasts, now he was feeling her naked ass. I had a good mind to tell my mother. Only, she was drunk and naked and flirting with everyone.
'Now that asshole is feeling her naked ass and is, no doubt, finger fucking the back of her pussy, too,' I thought while becoming as angry as much as I was sexually excited. 'I couldn't believe that my father was having his wicked, sexual way with my wife's, beautiful body.'
Then, when she didn't stop him from touching her, feeling her, and making out with her, he lifted her top and exposed Christine's C cup, naked breasts. I couldn't believe that Christine was in the backyard topless with my father. When my mother said that she wanted to have big, 48th birthday party, I never expected her to be naked at her party. I never expected that my father would have sex with my wife. I never expected that my mother's birthday party would turn into a sexual orgy with everyone naked and having sex with one another.
'Jesus Christ. If it's not bad enough that he exposed her naked breasts to his horny eyes, now he's showing her naked tits to everyone at the party,' I thought. 'Everyone is watching him having sex with my wife. Everyone is watching my wife having sex with my father. Everyone is seeing Christine's naked tits.'
Again, with her making no move to stop him, I watched my father fondle her naked breasts while leaning down to suck her erect nipples.
# # #
'Married only two years, and Christine is already cheating me with of all people, my father' I thought. 'Fucking whore. Clearly, she wanted to have sex with her father-in-law as much as my father wanted to have sex with his daughter-in-law. I'm just glad that I captured this on video as proof that she cheated on me.'
Then, I couldn't believe my eyes when he put a gentle hand to her shoulder. Obediently obeying him, I watched my wife take his not-so-subtle hint and move to her knees. As angry as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that Christine was about to blow my father.
She pulled out my dad's erect prick from his bathing suit and fondled his naked cock. Then, while staring up at him with her big, brown eyes, she stroked him. My wife was giving my father a hand job. Finally, she leaned forward, took his stiff prick in her mouth, and sucked him. My wife gave my father a blowjob. I couldn't believe my wife, Christine, sucked my dad's cock.
'She's such a whore,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's blowing my father. How dare she?'
Seemingly determined to make him cum in her mouth, she stroked him faster and harder while he fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. Then, when he put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head, as if she was his whore, he humped her mouth and fucked her face. Continuing to blow him, my wife continued sucking my father until he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth.
She swallowed all that he gave her before licking his stiff prick clean. Something that I'll be masturbating over later, I couldn't believe that my wife blew my father. I couldn't believe she allowed him to cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum.
'What the fuck,' I thought? 'I don't believe this. My wife not only swallowed his cum but also, she licked his prick clean. Out of all of the men at my mother's birthday party, my wife just had incestuous sex with my father. She blew him. I can't believe she sucked his prick, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed him before licking him clean. She's such a fucking whore,' I thought.
# # #
The first one in the pool, sort of a birthday dunking instead of receiving forty-eight slaps on her ass with one for good luck, was my mother. Her drunken brother, my uncle, crept up behind her. and surprised her. With her obviously never expecting him to do what he did, with him thinking that it was funny, he lifted my mother's dress up to her chest and held it there. He exposed her white panties to everyone at the party. Then, turning her around, he stuck his tongue in his sister's mouth while fondling her panty clad ass and cupping her pussy through her panties.
'Eww. What the fuck? My uncle is making out with my mother, his sister. I can't believe he French kissed my mother. I can't believe he felt his sister's ass and cupped her pussy through her panties. Gross,' I thought. 'If I thought my father was a pig, my mother's brother is an incestuous pig.'
Struggling to get away from him, my mother pushed him away when he felt, fondled, and squeezed her big breasts through her dress. Finally, he picked her up and threw her in the pool. I watched and recorded my mother's dress immediate blouse up and float over the water to expose her sheer, white bikini panties through the pool water. Something I had never seen before; I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's bright, white bikini panties. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked ass and pussy through her sheer and soaking, wet panties.
"Happy birthday," he said laughing with everyone laughing at my mother being thrown in the pool by her big brother.
With her panties nearly transparent, especially when wet, I saw my mother's camel toe, her pussy slit, her patch of red, trimmed, pubic hair, and her ass crack through her sheer, white, bikini panties. With the sexual orgy just starting, I hadn't seen anything yet. As soon as mom climbed out of the pool, with her soaked to the bone, her sister, Kathy, my MILF of an aunt, threw a towel over her shoulders.
Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me and everyone else at her birthday party, my mother discarded the towel and started removing her clothes in front of everyone. As if she was a stripper on stage, she stripped herself naked. Seemingly, she didn't care who saw her without her clothes. As if she was alone in her bedroom, I couldn't believe my drunken mother removed all of her clothes.
'My mother is naked. I can't believe that I'm seeing my mother without her clothes,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm videoing her naked. Again, I'll be masturbating over my naked mother for the rest of my life.'
# # #
By being thrown in the pool stripping herself naked first, she started everyone throwing everyone in the pool and stripping themselves naked. Seemingly unembarrassed and unashamed who was watching her removing her clothes, clearly, she had no idea that I was videoing her removing her clothes. In celebration of her birthday, stripping down to her birthday suit, I couldn't believe that my drunken mother stripped herself naked in front of everyone while the rest of the guests started undressing, too.
I watched and continuing recording my mother pulling her dress over her head and off. Standing in her low-cut bra and bikini panties, I couldn't believe it when she reached around herself to unhook and remove her soaking, wet brassiere to show everyone her naked 36 C cup breasts. Then, not stopping there, she pushed down her panties and, peeling them off, she stepped out of them and removed those, too. My MILF of a mother, Maureen, was naked. I couldn't believe that I was not only seeing my mother without her clothes but also that I had videoed her removing her clothes.
With me seeing her shapely, naked ass, her red trimmed pussy, and her C cup, naked breasts, this was the first time seeing my mother without her clothes. I couldn't believe that I had recorded my MILF of a mother naked. Naked, my mother was naked. Unable to wrap my head around it, I couldn't believe she was naked. I couldn't wait to download the video to my computer and masturbate over the naked video of her later.
With my friends always commenting on how beautiful and sexy my mother was, I couldn't wait to show my friends this video of my mother's birthday party. I couldn't wait for them to watch her strip herself naked. I couldn't wait for them to see my mother without her clothes. They'll all be so sexually excited to see her naked. In the way that I will, too, I'm sure they'll be masturbating themselves over the video of my naked mother.
'I'll be rewatching this video while masturbating over my naked mother every day, multiple times a day,' I thought.
# # #
As soon as my mother undressed, with her turning her birthday party into a drunken, sexual orgy, everyone started undressing. One after another, with everyone drunk and with too much naked action to watch, everyone stripped themselves naked before jumping in the pool. Never expecting everyone at the party to strip themselves naked, I couldn't believe all that I was seeing.
Changing the lens to a wide-angle lens to record all of the sexy, sexual action, I panned to the left before panning it to the right and back again. I made sure that I recorded everyone at the party naked. Continuing to record them without anyone knowing that they were being videotaped, as if I was a wedding photographer, I secretly and stealthily videoed everyone.
Ready to send the video to my friends, I downloaded the video to my computer. As far as I was concerned with me always wanting to see my mother without her clothes, the highlight of the video was watching my mother strip herself naked. I'll be watching this video every day, multiple times a day, while masturbating myself over my naked mother until the day that I die. I couldn't wait to show my friends my mother stripping naked and to hear what they had to say about seeing my MILF of a mother without her clothes.
With everyone busy stripping off their clothes and making out with one another, I watched my mother and her best friend, Susan, disappear to the other side of the pool and continue walking to the far end of the backyard. From there, they moved to the cabana house behind the pool. Totally isolated, with everyone sexually busy with someone else's wife or husband, they had complete privacy but for my invading camera lens.
Susan, a tall, sexy, and shapely blonde with D cup breasts, was beautiful. I can't count how many times that I masturbated over her while imagining her naked and her having sex with me. Divorced from her husband, a drunken and physically abusive Boston, undercover cop, sexually enjoying playing the field, she swore that she'd never get married again. So sexually hot to watch, I couldn't believe that Susan and my mother were making out with one another while having lesbian sex.
'I can't believe my mother is making out with Susan. I wish that was me with Susan. I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her beautiful body through her clothes,' I thought.
Different for women than it is for men, a straight man would never make out with a man. He'd never have sex with another man. Unless he was bi-sexual or gay, he'd never suck another man's cock. Yet, here was my mother, Maureen, making out and having sex with her best friend, Susan. I suspected that this wasn't the first time they had sex.
Something as shocking as it was sexually exciting, I recorded my mother French kissing her best friend while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Then, with my mother already naked, removing her clothes, she stripped Susan naked, too. After all of these years of sexually lusting over her, I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing Susan naked.
'Susan is naked,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm seeing Susan naked. I can't believe my mother is making out with her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere.'
The first time seeing more than Susan's bra strap, I couldn't believe that I had videoed her without her clothes. I couldn't remove my eyes from her D cup breasts, her naturally, blonde, trimmed pussy, and her shapely, naked ass. She's so beautiful. She so sexy and shapely.
Not believing my eyes, never imagining my mother having lesbian sex, I watched her move between Susan' shapely thighs. She fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. My mother was eating her best friend's cunt. Hard to wrap my mind around, they were having lesbian sex. After my mother ate her pussy, Susan ate my mother's cunt.
'If capturing my mother removing her clothes on video wasn't enough, I can't believe that I watched her strip Susan naked, too. I can't believe that they had lesbian sex. I can't believe that I caught them eating one another's pussies on video,' I thought.
# # #
From there I watched my sexy sister, Kathy, standing in the dark with our cousin, Irene. While touching and feeling one another through their clothes, they undressed one another while making out with one another. With there more women than men at my mother's birthday party, the women made due by having sex with women instead of with men. Seemingly, many of the women were as bi-sexual as they were heterosexual.



'My 21-year-old sister, Kathy, is naked. I can't believe I'm seeing my sister naked. If it's not enough my sister is naked, my 22-year-old cousin, Irene is naked, too.'
I couldn't believe it when Kathy stripped our cousin, Irene, naked and Irene stripped my sister naked. The first time seeing my sister and my cousin without their clothes, they were as sexy as they were shapely. Then, when my sister and cousin rested back on their towels, they moved to the 69-position. My sister fingered and licked our cousin's pussy while Irene fingered and licked my big sister's pussy.
Panning the camera around the backyard, after my father had sex with my wife, his daughter-in-law, I watched my MILF of an aunt, Fiona, slip away in the darkness with my father, her brother-in-law. They found a dark, private spot to have sex on the grass of the backyard. Only, their spot wasn't dark enough and/or private enough for the invasiveness of my camera lens to photograph and record them.
While videoing them, I watched them making out with one another before my dad stripped my mother's sister naked. Then, touching and feeling one another everywhere, they continued making out with one another while my aunt removed my father's bathing suit. In the way that my wife moved to her knees to blow my father, I watched my aunt move to her knees to blow her brother-in-law. She took my father's erect, naked prick in her hand to stroke him before she took him in her mouth to suck him. My aunt gave my father a blowjob. She sucked his cock.
'If it wasn't enough that I saw my mother naked, now I'm seeing my aunt naked, too. Having always been sexually attracted to my mother's sister, I'll be masturbating over my aunt naked and having sex with my father every day, multiple times a day,' I thought.
If it wasn't enough that my wife, his daughter-in-law, blew my dad, I couldn't believe my aunt, my mother's sister, his sister-in-law, blew my father, too. Then, as soon as he ejaculated in her mouth, she fell back on her towel and spread her legs. Ready to fuck him, she allowed him to mount her.
'Oh, my God, if it's not enough my aunt blew my father, now she's fucking him, too,' I thought. 'I'd love for my aunt to blow me and fuck me, too.'
I watched and videoed my aunt taking my dad's cock in her pussy. She fucked my father and my father fucked his wife's sister. This was much more than a mere birthday party. Crossing all forbidden and incestuous lines, this birthday party had turned into a sexual orgy.
# # #
Scanning the backyard with my zoom telephoto lens, I watched my mother's friends, co-workers, and neighbors having sex with someone else's husbands and wives. Joining in on the sexual fun, my mother's friends, co-workers, and neighbors grabbed anyone who sexually appealed to them. With this one blowing that one and that one fucking this one, with so much sex happening at the same time, unfortunately, it was hard to see their faces in the dark.
With the pool water up to their necks, many had sex in the privacy of the pool. Not even knowing some of these people, I needed a scorecard to keep track of who was fucking and sucking who. Seeing naked people in all shapes and sizes, never had I seen as many naked people as I was seeing tonight. Never had I seen so many naked tits, naked asses, and naked pussies. With them all unembarrassed, unashamed, and not shy about showing their naked bodies, they acted as if they were nudists.
No doubt, thinking that I had went to bed, after my whore of a wife had sex with my father, I watched my wife having sex with my Aunt Fiona's son, my first cousin, Brian. Stripping her naked, he removed her bikini. Then, he bent her over the pool ladder and fucked her in front of everyone. Creating a real X-rated, sex scene, with her screaming with sexual excitement the harder that he humped her, everyone stared over at them. I couldn't believe my cousin fucked my wife. I watched him humping Christine harder and faster while grabbing her naked tits and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
"Brian. Oh, my God, Brian. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. I'm cumming, Brian, I'm cumming," said my wife.
'What the fuck,' I thought? 'If it wasn't enough that my wife blew my father, my first cousin fucked my wife, too. Biding their time for the right moment to have sex with my wife, this was, indeed, the right moment for my father and cousin to have sex with my wife. Apparently, my mother's naked birthday, pool party was the perfect time for my wife to forget her wedding vows.'
Then, with my cousin not done with my wife's naked body, after he fucked her and gave her a sexual orgasm with his cock, Christine moved to her knees and blew Brian, too. She not only sucked his cock but also, she allowed him to cum in her mouth and all over her face. Covered in his cum, in her hair, all over her face, and across her naked breasts, my cousin, Brian, gave my wife, Christine, quite the cum bath.
With her suddenly becoming quite the incestuous cocksucking whore, after she had incestuous sex with my father, I couldn't believe my wife not only fucked my cousin but also blew him, too. If that wasn't hard enough to believe that my cousin had sex with my wife, I can't believe Brian betrayed me by fucking my wife and having her blow him. With this all recorded to video and saved to my computer, should I ever want to divorce my wife, I'd have the grounds to divorce her for her having extramarital sex with not only my father but also with my cousin, too.
# # #
Not to be denied having sex, my 70-year-old grandfather joined in on the sexual activities. Something incestuously sexual that I never expected to see, I watched him strip his wife, my beloved grandmother, Nonna, naked. I couldn't believe my grandmother was naked. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my grandmother without her clothes. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, never had I expected to see my grandmother's huge, sagging, F cup breasts. I never thought the I'd ever see her brown, bushy pussy and/or her wrinkled, old, naked ass but I did.
Then, with my grandfather on the roam as if he was a cowboy on the prairie, as if separating a calf from the herd, he separated someone's 19-year-old daughter from my mother's pack of co-workers. Hard to believe, whoever she was, with her seemingly sexually attracted to much older men, she allowed my grandfather to not only strip her naked but also to have sex with her. She allowed him to make out with her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere.
'You go, Grandpa,' I thought. 'Even at his elderly age, he still not only wanted sex but also, he wanted to have sex with a woman who was fifty-years younger than him. I'm surprised that he didn't have sex with my wife, Christine, too.'
Then, after allowing him to strip her naked while touching and feeling her everywhere, she allowed him to mount her and fuck her. Whoever she was, this young woman fucked my grandfather. I couldn't believe she had sex with him. Finally, she allowed him to stick his prick in her mouth. After fucking his cock, she sucked his cock. Again, whoever this young whore was, she had sex, nasty sex, with my elderly grandfather.
Not to be denied having sex, my 68-year-old grandmother grabbed Michael, one of the 25-year-old sons of my mother's friends and had sex with him. Shocking me while sexually exciting me, my grandmother allowed him to touch and feel her naked body everywhere while making out with her. Then, she allowed him to mount her and fuck her. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my Nonna having sex with the son of one of my mother's friends.
After she had a sexual orgasm from his cock, she gave him a sexual orgasm with her hands and her mouth. With her from a different generation where many women didn't suck cock, never figuring that my grandmother was a cocksucker, she proved me wrong. Indeed, in the way that she was going at his naked prick, she was not only a cocksucker but also a talented cocksucker. My grandmother stroked this young stud while sucking his cock. Allowing him to cum in her mouth, she swallowed all that he gave her.
'Who knew that my grandmother was a cocksucking whore,' I thought?
I watched my grandmother on her knees sucking this man's erect prick while he fondled Nonna's huge, naked breasts and pulled, turned, and twisted, her erect nipples. Putting a gentle hand to her grey-haired head, he humped her mouth and fuck her face. Then, he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth and a second load of cum all over her naked breasts.
# # #
My turn to have some sexy fun, after half of the guests had already left, I entered the backyard naked, totally naked. After seeing my sister naked, I imagined having sex with my sister, Kathy. After seeing my cousin naked, I imagined having sex with my cousin, Irene. I walked by them both and stopped to talk to them to allow me to see me naked. I wanted my sister and cousin to see my erect, naked cock. My sister and my cousin stared down at my semi-erect cock while I stared at their naked breasts and naked pussies.
Then, after watching my MILF of an aunt blow and fuck my father, I imagined having sex with my aunt, Fiona. Last but not least, I imagined having sex with my mother's best friend, Susan. Forgetting all about my MILF of a mother, I even imagined having sex with my grandmother, Mary, before I imagined having sex with my mother, Maureen, again.
"Tommy," said my drunken mother while slurring her words.
As if she was fully dressed, my mother walked up to me. She was still naked. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother without her clothes.
"Where have you been? I've been looking all over for you," she said.
Shocking me and sexually exciting me, she placed my hand on her naked breasts while taking my semi-erect prick in her hand. She stared down at my hand fondling her naked breast before staring down at her fingers wrapped around my erect prick. She stood on her toes to kiss me.
Then, parting my lips with her tongue, she French kissed me. My MILF of a mother French kissed me while fondling the head of my prick with her manicured fingers. Then, as if she wanted to masturbate me, she slowly stroked me while staring down at my erect prick.
'Obviously, my mother wanted to have sex with me,' I thought. 'I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother wanted to sexually seduce me. What the fuck? This is crazy. After all of the times that I masturbated over imagining my mother naked and having sex with me, here she is standing in front of me naked and wanting to have sex with me.'
# # #
Something that I only imagined her doing in my sexual fantasies while masturbating myself, my mother slowly stroked my prick to a hard erection. Then, shocking me by what she did, she moved to her knees to take me in her soft hand before taking me in her mouth. While staring up at me, my mother took my stiff prick in her warm, wet mouth. She was blowing me. I couldn't believe my mother was sucking my cock. Something that I'll never forget and will always remember, I couldn't believe that I was finally having incestuous sex with my mother.
If my mother blowing me wasn't enough, Susan knelt beside me and took my prick from my mother's mouth to take me in her hand. She stared up at me with her big, blue eyes before she took me in her mouth to suck me. My longtime sexual fantasy come true, my mother's best friend, Susan Jill Parker, was giving me a blowjob.
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. First my mother is blowing me and now Susan is blowing me, too.'
Not to be denied having sex with sexy Susan, I pushed her back on her towel and mounted her while making out with her. Instead of fucking her, something that I had always wanted to do and had masturbated over imagining doing, I moved halfway down her naked body. I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy while licking her wet cunt. I ate my mother's best friend and lesbian lover.
"Tommy! Tommy," said Susan! "Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop licking my pussy. Don't stop finger fucking me. Rub my clit faster. Lick me harder. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm going to cum, Tommy. I'm going to cum," she said.
Then, when she stiffened her legs and arched her back, I knew she was cumming. I knew she was having a sexual orgasm from having me give her oral sex. Then, as soon as she had a sexual orgasm from my fingers and tongue, I rested back with her while she enjoyed the afterglow of sex.
Hard to wrap my head around it, if it wasn't sexually exciting enough that I had sex with my mother, I couldn't believe that I finally saw Susan naked. I couldn't believe that I touched and felt her everywhere while making out with her. I couldn't believe she sucked my cock while stroking my prick. I couldn't believe she allowed me to eat her pussy. I couldn't believe that I gave my fantasy, dream woman a sexual orgasm by having oral sex with her.
Then, as soon as I climbed on top of her, Susan reached down to take my erect cock in her warm, wet pussy. Slowly, lovingly, gently, while making love to her, I humped her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Then, rolling me over and moving on top of me, she took control of fucking me.
# # #
Making the rounds, after I had sex with my mother and with Susan, I had sex with my sister, Kathy. With her eager to blow me, after she did, accommodating her need and lustful desire to suck my cock, I ejaculated in her mouth. Then, I exploded a second load all over her face and across her naked breasts.
With me young, dumb, and full of cum, not only did I allow my sister to blow me but also, ejaculated in her mouth and I fucked her, too. Then, with my aunt eager to have sex with me, too, I fucked my aunt Fiona. In the way that my father had forbidden sex with my wife, his daughter-in-law, he had sex with his sister-in-law, my mother's sister. As full of testosterone as I was full of cum, with me on a sexual mission, I roamed the backyard while looking for anyone else who wanted to suck me and fuck me.
Not having to look very far, my grandmother, my mother's mother, surprised me by moving to her knees in front of me. She took me in her hand, before taking me in her mouth. Then, before taking my stiff dick in her mouth, she removed her dentures and folded them up in a tissue. While staring up at me with her elderly, soft, brown eyes, she stroked my prick while sucking my dick. My grandmother was blowing me. I couldn't believe my grandmother was on her knees and giving me a gum job.
"Grandma, I'm going to cum," I said.
I put a gentle hand behind her grey-haired head. I humped her mouth while fucking her face.
"Cum, Tommy cum. Cum in Nonna's mouth. Nonna needs to swallow you," she said she said removing my prick from her mouth to speak before reinserting my cock in her mouth again.
I humped my grandmother's mouth faster and fucked her face harder.
"I'm cumming Nonna. I'm cumming," I said as I ejaculated a load of warm, oozy cum in my grandmother's mouth.
# # #
Finally, when I saw my cousin, Irene, getting dressed and about to leave, not to be denied having sex with her beautiful body. After having sex with her mother, Fiona, I was determined to have sex with my aunt's daughter, too. I put a gentle hand to her shoulder and she immediately moved to her knees to blow me.
Allowing her to stroke and suck me to a fuller and harder erection, I removed my prick from her mouth, gently pushed her back, and mounted her. I couldn't believe that I was about to fuck my cousin. If it wasn't enough that I had sex with my mother, my aunt, my sister, with my mother's best friend, and with my grandmother, now I was having sex with my cousin, too.
Then, after I had incestuous sex with my cousin, sexually surprising me, my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law grabbed me by my hands and led me to the cabana house. They both wanted to have forbidden sex with me. With me sexually attracted to my mother-in-law, Joan, as much as I was sexually attracted to my sister-in-law, Stephanie, I wanted to have sex with them both, too. Only after cumming four times or five times, I lost count, I didn't know if I could cum again.
Yet, not wasting time or allowing this sexual opportunity to pass her by, my mother-in-law took me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. I couldn't believe my wife's mother was giving me a blowjob.
Then, hard for me to wrap my head around my in-laws wanting to have sex with me, too, my sister-in-law, Stephanie, knelt beside her mother. In the way that Susan and my mother did, they took turns stroking my prick and sucking my prick. I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law and sister-in-law were taking turns sucking my cock.
Then, pulling me down with her, Stephanie wanted to fuck me. As soon as I fell on top of her, she reached down for my prick. I humped her fast and hard. Only, not allowing me to finish, her mother wanted me to fuck her, too. I moved from my sister-in-law to mount my mother-in-law.
Humping my wife's mother, Joan, as fast and as hard as I humped her daughter, I was determined to cum in my mother-in-law's pussy. Only, before I could, Stephanie grabbed me again. She wanted me to finish fucking her. She wanted me to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
Something I'll never forget and will always remember, my mother's 48th birthday party was the best birthday party ever. I couldn't wait for her to turn 50-years-old. I wondered how she'd celebrate her fiftieth birthday.
THE END
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Masturbating with Mom's Panties
Late physically and emotionally developing and still a virgin, yet, quickly sexually blossoming and maturing, at 19-years-old, Joe is finally, sexually coming of age.
# # #
Author's Note:
Something that happened more than thirty-years ago, this true story was written for Joe. He wanted me to tell everyone what happened to him the first time that he had sex. Indeed, the story is about his first, sexual memory that he had with not only his mother, Samantha, but also with his mother's best friend and coworker, Carrie.
He always had an erection whenever around them. He never had sex before, other than with his horny hand. With them continually sexually teasing him, it was sexually appropriate and seductively befitting that his first sexual experience should be with his mother and her best friend.
# # #
If it wasn't bad enough that Joe had orangey, red hair and freckles, his friends constantly teased him by calling him Howdy Dowdy, Alfred E. Newman, and/or Carrot Top. Long, lush, red hair looked sexy on a woman, especially on a tall woman with long legs, big tits, and a shapely ass, but not so much on a man and definitely not good on Joe. Instead of being accepted as just another one of the guys, standing out, with his orangey, red hair as his flag of shame and his beacon of embarrassment, his flaming, orange hair didn't help him meet with their approval.
If only he knew that when he matured that his hair color would change to a darker hew of red. If only knew that he'd find the most beautiful, redheaded woman who, love at first sight, was physically attracted to him because of his red hair. If only he knew that he'd meet and marry sexy and shapely, beautiful Veronica, finally, he'd be glad that he was born with red hair.
Wanting to continue the lineage of redheads by having a brood of children with red hair, Veronica loved her red hair and was searching for her perfect, redheaded mate to marry. Tempted to travel to Ireland to find a redheaded man there, had Joe not been a tall, lanky, redheaded man with freckles, she may not have been attracted to him. She may have not found her perfect man. She may not have married him. Fortunately, for Veronica, she found her man in Joe.
Yet, what did he know? Sexually innocent, he didn't know anything about women. Just 19-years-old, he was too busy masturbating himself to realize anything other than his own self-deprecation. With his mother's best friend, a regular, overnight house guest, he was too busy trying to see his MILF of a mother and her sexy, best friend, in their sheer and sexy nightgowns, topless and/or naked.
# # #
Not having any friends, Joe was a loner and a loser. Even though her loved playing basketball, he didn't play on a team. Instead, he shot baskets alone. When others enjoyed the community pool during the hot summer, he shot baskets.
He started shooting free throws from the foul line and had a more than ninety percent percentage of making shots from there. Then, wherever the ball landed, he shot from there. He had a more than a seventy-percent percentage of making a basket from anywhere on the court. Only, with him not much of a team player, never comfortable passing the ball as a way to move the ball down the court, he was content shooting baskets alone.
Yet, slow to sexually develop, where most young men start masturbating years earlier, Joe didn't start playing with himself until after he graduated high school when he turned 18-years-old. From that moment forward, finally finding something to do that sexually pleasured him, his self-abuse of his big, rock-hard cock was constant and continual. Now that he knew how to relieve his sexual frustration and horniness while sexually exciting him, Joe was always masturbating while imagining his mother and her best friend naked and having sex with them.
When he wasn't masturbating himself, he was walking around with a noticeable erection. Whether a picture or a word, the slightest erotic thought made him hard. As visual proof that Joe had a big cock, with them always staring at his erect prick, his mother, Samantha, and her best friend and co-worker, Carrie, unmercifully teased him about him always being sexually excited. Continuingly walking around with an erection as his personal badge of honor, yet, instead of being proud of his big dick, him having a throbbing and pulsating, never ending erection embarrassed him.
Unable to help himself, Joe always had an erection, especially in front of his mother and her best friend. His mother, Samantha, and her best friend, Carrie, were always sexually teasing him by calling attention to his huge erections. His MILF of a mother and her sexy best friend were quick to call undo attention to his stiff prick by pointing to it, laughing at him, and even reaching out their manicured fingers to playfully grab the head of his big dick. Seemingly, they found it sexually exciting to tease such a shy and sexually inexperienced, young man.
Not having a father to tell him about the birds and the bees, and not yet knowing how to take care of his erection to make it go away, sometimes, he made a mess of his underwear. Seemingly having no control of cumming, he routinely ejaculated in his pants. Instead of masturbating himself to relieve his sexual frustration, he stuck a wad of tissue in his underwear and allowed himself to cum naturally.
He continually awakened with wet dreams and made a mess in his pajama bottoms and sometimes his sheets. Finally, just by him touching himself, fondling the head of his cock, and stroking himself to relieve the pressure of his throbbing and pulsating prick, he learned to cum naturally in a tissue instead of in his underwear or in his pajama bottoms. That was the beginning of him masturbating every day, multiple times a day.
Finally, a new world of masturbation and all things sexual opened up for him. He felt free. He felt empowered. Becoming a man, he finally had more control of his body.
# # #
If it wasn't bad enough that I was always sexually excited enough to have a constant erection, my mother and her friend made matters worse by deliberately, sexually teasing me. They flashed me upskirt peeks of their panties and down blouse views of their bras. My mother greeted me every morning with a full-bodied, chest to pelvis, hug and a kiss on the lips. When she wasn't deliberately walking around me in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, she wore her sheer, low-cut, sexy nightgowns without having the modesty to wear a robe over them.
Always dressing and undressing with her bedroom door wide open, as if waiting for me to walk in her bedroom and fuck her, she was an incorrigible exhibitionist and an incestuous slut. Her best friend was no better. Ready to give me a striptease show whenever I was looking, she allowed Samantha to lead the sexual way with me.
Whenever her best friend arrived for a visit, which was nearly every day, taking her cue from Samantha, she greeted me with a full-bodied hug and a kiss on the lips. In the way that my mother rubbed her big tits against my chest, with Carrie a small breasted woman, she reached around me to pull my hands down and around for me to cup and feel her sweet ass. With her proud of her shapely ass, on several occasions, instead of rubbing her frontside against my frontside, she deliberately rubbed her backside against my frontside.
With me their sexual victim, to write that Samantha and Carrie were exhibitionistic whores would be an understatement. They took advantage of my sexual shyness and naïveté. As soon as they hugged me, between the feel of their sexy and shapely bodies and the scent of their alluring perfumes, not taking much to get me sexually excited, I had an immediate erection.
They didn't help me by rubbing up against my throbbing and pulsating cock while kissing me. Instead, they continually sexually teased me by intentionally trying to get me sexually excited. Surprised that I didn't strip them naked and have sex with them, in the way that they continually, sexually teased me, it would serve them right if I had stripped them both naked and fucked them. Yet, it would only be a matter of time before my mother and/or her best friend would dare to have sex with me.
In the way that my mother crossed all of the incestuous lines by flashing me her sheer and sexy nightgown clad, underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body, she clearly wanted to have sex with me. In the way that my mother's best friend, sexually teased me, she obviously wanted to have sex with me, too. With me barely nineteen-years-old, little did I know that both women were ready to suck me and fuck me. Looking back, in hindsight, both women were ready to do whatever it took to help sexually and emotionally develop me.
# # #
Whenever they sat across from me in the living room, they sat with their knees parted just enough to show me their bright, white, bikini panty covered crotches. As if they were Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, they'd slowly and deliberately, sexually cross and uncross their long and shapely legs numerous times while continually and deliberately flashing me their panties. When my mother sat across from me to watch TV in her sheer, short, and sexy nightgowns, she'd sit with her knees parted enough to flash me her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy.
Seeing my mother's naked pussy and Carrie's bright, white bikini panties was plenty enough to give me an erection and cause me to masturbate. Causing me to have, yet, another erection, by bending at the waist in front of me to expose their panties, they squatted down in front of me to pick up something they had deliberately dropped. They continually flashed me their panties in upskirt peeks. Not done sexually teasing me, they wore low-cut tops with their low-cut bras or without wearing a bra.
While waiting for me to make my sexual move in touching them and feeling them, they continued sexually teasing me. When not bending at the waist and/or stooping in front of me, they leaned over me to give me downblouse views of their low-cut bras, their long, sexy lines of cleavage, and/or their naked breasts. Wanting to make me sexually excited enough to cause me to have an erection, they'd hope to make me erotically excited enough for me to make my sexual moves on them.
Masturbating every day, numerous times a day, I masturbated twice every morning and twice every evening. I masturbated over imagining my mother stroking my cock and sucking my cock. I masturbated over fucking her. I masturbated over Carrie stroking my cock and sucking my cock. I masturbated over fucking her, too.
When I wasn't masturbating over imagining my mother naked and having incestuous sex with me, I masturbated over imagining my mother's best friend naked and while imagining her having forbidden sex with me. Suffice to write, I was always masturbating. Instead of cumming in my mother's willing mouth and in my mother's wet pussy, I ejaculated my seed in a tissue. Instead of giving Carrie what she sexually wanted, fearing she'd reject me, I continued denying her the pleasure of my young, hard, naked body.
Then, whenever I saw something that I shouldn't see of my mother and/or her best friend in a downblouse view or an upskirt peek, I masturbated again. If only my mother, Samantha, knew that I played with himself while holding, touching, feeling, and sniffing her used panties, she'd be mortified and I'd be embarrassed. Yet, as if I was a car thief wiping away my fingerprints from a stolen car, I was careful to wipe away the load of cum deposited in her panties with a tissue. I'd stealthily return her panties to the laundry basket after cumming in them.
Fortunately for me, oblivious to me using her panties to masturbate over her, my mother hadn't noticed the cum in her used panties and/or caught me cumming in her panties while holding and sniffing her panties, yet. It would only be a matter of time before my mother and/or Carrie caught me masturbating. Perhaps, if they caught me stroking my cock, that would get the ball rolling. If they caught me masturbating and cumming, perhaps, I'd finally find the courage to touch them, feel them, and fondle them.
# # #
My sexual nightmare began when my mother asked me to retrieve her boyfriend, Keith's, watch that had fallen behind her bed between the mattress and the headboard. Only, unbeknownst to her and to me, Keith had set a trap that was intended for my mother. Sexually naughty of him to do, he had installed two pairs of handcuffs behind her bed. Locked and spring loaded, they were triggered to close and lock should anyone stick their hand behind the bed. I was the unfortunate victim of Keith's sexual joke of my mother's intended bondage.
Something that my mother wouldn't think was funny, if she was handcuffed and trapped on her bed, she'd panic. She'd have to wait hours for her boyfriend to arrive home and unlock her. With her handcuffed to her bed, she'd be unable to use the bathroom. With her feeling helpless, something that she hated feeling, she'd be angry that Keith had handcuffed her to her bed without her consensual permission. Matter of fact, when she discovered the ruse, a strong, executive woman in management who never wanted to be a victim of bondage, she broke up with him immediately.
No man was going to sexually dominate her by handcuffing her to her bed. Once she was helpless, what was to stop him from calling a few of his friends to have sex with her. She imagined three or four of his friends gangbanging her. She imagined being forced to suck their cocks and forced to allow them cum in her mouth. She imagined Carrie being forced to gangbang his friends, too.
"How dare you attempt to handcuff me to my bed. Don't call me. Don't write me. Don't text me. We're done. Get the fuck out of my house," she said tossing him a paper bag with a few of his personal possessions.
Then, when he took a step forward, she slammed her front door shut in his face and locked it.
# # #
I was relaxing naked on my mother's bed and masturbating myself while holding and sniffing a pair of her used panties when she called me and asked me to retrieve Keith's watch from behind the bed. As soon as I hung up the phone and reached my right hand behind her bed, with a resounding 'click', the handcuffs locked around right wrist. I reached back behind the bed with my left hand and, with another resounding click, my left hand was handcuffed to her bed, too.
I struggled to free myself but to no avail. With the handcuffs locked to the back of the bed, I was trapped. I could only move my hand a few inches, as far as the handcuff would allow. I couldn't hide my mother's panties beneath her pillow. I couldn't return the tube of lube to the nightstand drawer. I couldn't return the box of tissues to the nightstand. I was totally helpless and vulnerable. I couldn't even pull a sheet over me to cover my nakedness.
Naked and with an erection, embarrassed as much as I was sexually excited, I had to remain there until my mother arrived home from work. After having seen my mother topless and naked numerous times, forced to return the sexual favor with me handcuffed to her bed, my mother would finally see me naked. She'd finally see my big, erect, cock. Only, as embarrassing as it was sexually exciting, she didn't arrive alone. Never going anywhere without her, she arrived home with her sidekick, her best friend, and coworker, Carrie.
As soon as I heard the front door open and close downstairs, I readied myself for the inevitable. Helpless to cover myself, my mother was finally going to see me without my clothes. She was finally going to see me naked. She was finally going to see my erection.
Even though I was panicking because I was trapped, I couldn't wait for my mother to see me naked. I couldn't wait for her to see my big, erect cock. I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my big dick. Would she look? Would she stare? Would she look away? Would she reach out and touch it, fondle it, and stroke it? Would she suck it? Would she fuck it?
I didn't know. I had no idea. With my mother an incestuous whore, I hoped that she'd do all of those things but hoping that she had the keys to the handcuffs, I hoped that she'd unlock me first. I'd love to touch and feel my mother while she touched and fondled my naked prick.
'Oh, my God, I'm so sexually excited that my mother is finally going to see my naked, erect pick,' I thought. 'I only wish I wasn't handcuffed to her bed. I wish I was free to strip her naked, too.'
# # #
In the way that my mother routinely exposed herself to me by walking around me in her sheer, low-cut, sexy nightgowns without having the modesty to wear a robe, I've always wanted to expose myself to her. She was unembarrassed and unashamed to show me her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body. In the way that she walked around me in her bikini panties and low-cut bra, topless, and/or naked, my mother was finally going to see me without my clothes. Only, not having the courage to show her my naked prick before, I had no choice today but to grin while baring it.
Wanting to give her the most sexually arousing view of my naked prick, before I was handcuffed, I was glad that I had quickly stroked myself to a bigger erection before I was handcuffed. I was glad that I stroked myself faster and harder but held myself back from cumming. With me having a full erection, especially emboldened with the thought of her walking up the stairs, I wanted my mother to see the full length and girth of my big, erect, naked cock.
After all of the times that she exposed her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy to me, I couldn't believe that I was finally going to expose my naked prick to my mother. Only, embarrassed for her to know that I was masturbating while holding and sniffing her panties, I wished I could have hidden her used panties. I wished I could have put the lube away. I wished I could have returned the box of tissues to the nightstand. I wished that I could have covered myself with a sheet.
'Oh, my God,' I thought to myself. 'My mother is finally going to see me naked. She's finally going to see my stiff prick. Again, I wondered what her reaction will be to seeing my naked, erect cock. Would she look in curiosity, would she stare in sexual arousal, or would she look away embarrassed at seeing me naked?'
Wishing that I could hide her panties under her pillow, nonetheless, I was as sexually excited as much as I was embarrassed that my mother would see my naked prick but also that she would finally see my big, erection. Then, when I heard her and Carrie talking downstairs in the hall, I had an immediate and throbbing erection. Both my mother and her best friend would see me naked. They'd both would see my big, erect, naked prick. I didn't think that I could get any more sexually excited but with both Carrie and my mother seeing me naked, I was even more sexually excited.
'Oh, my God. This is unbelievable. I couldn't have planned this better had I tried,' I thought. 'Only, I wished I wasn't handcuffed to her bed. I wished my hands were from for me to touch and feel my mother and Carrie while I imagined them fondling and stroking my naked cock. Nevertheless, I was so sexually excited to finally show them both my naked, erect prick,' I thought.
'Finally, both my mother and Carrie are going to see me naked. In the way that I wondered what my mother's reaction would be to seeing my naked prick, I wondered what Carrie's reaction would be to seeing my naked cock. Again, I wondered if she'd look in curiosity, if she'd stare in sexual arousal, or if she'd look away in embarrassment.'
While waiting for them to come upstairs, I wished I could stroke myself to a bigger erection. Only, with both my wrists handcuffed to her bed, I couldn't. I'm glad that I already had an erection. Moreover, with the thought that Carrie would see me naked and with an erection, too, I was glad that I had a pulsating and throbbing erection for her to see.



# # #
I waited and listened for the inevitable. Then, I heard them walking up the stairs. I heard them talking as they climbed the stairs. Then, I heard my mother's and Carrie's high heels clicking along the travertine, tile floors while approaching my mother's bedroom.
'Click, click, click, clickety click. Click, click, click, clickety click.'
"Joe where are you? Joe? Joey, I'm home. I hope you're decent because I have Carrie with me," said my mother with a dirty laugh. "Actually, I hope he's not decent," said my mother. "I've always wanted to see his naked cock. I've always wanted to see his huge erection. If my husband had my son's stiff prick, I never would have divorced him," she said with a dirty laugh.
Carrie laughed, too.
"Well, perfect timing," said Carrie. "Since Joe isn't home, perhaps we can have sex. I'm horny for you. I'd love to eat your pussy, Samantha," said her best friend.
'What? Carrie wanted to eat my mother's pussy. I never pegged them for lesbian lovers. Bad enough that they're both whores but also, they're bi-sexual whores, as well,' I thought. 'Wow!'
"I'd love for you to eat my pussy, Carrie," said my mother. "And I'd love to fuck you with my big, black dildo," said my mother to her best friend. "Now that we have some alone time without Joe being here, maybe we can have sex."
`# # #
As soon as my mother opened her bedroom door, she saw me naked on her bed with an opened, Playboy magazine, her used panties haphazardly partially tucked under her pillow, a tube of lubricant, and a box of tissues.
"Joe," she said looking from my naked cock to look at Carrie for her reaction to seeing my naked prick! Staring at me, she looked back at me before saying anything more. Then, she asked the obvious question. "What are you doing on my bed," she said as if she didn't know and couldn't tell what he was doing?
My mother laughed while clearly knowing what I was doing on her bed.
"He's playing with himself while holding and sniffing your used panties and while looking at topless and naked women," said Carrie.
Carrie laughed.
"I'm handcuffed to your bed," I said partially raising my handcuffed hands. "Not knowing that I'd be sticking my hand behind your bed, Keith must have set a trap that was intended for you," I said. "No doubt, with you handcuffed to the bed, he wanted to have bondage sex with you."
As if they had never seen a naked man before, Carrie and my mother stared down at all they could see of my erect, naked cock. Showing them both my naked prick made me horny. Unbelievably, feeling awkward about being helplessly handcuffed to her bed, I was suddenly more embarrassed than I was sexually excited.
Even if I wasn't handcuffed, unable to hide all of my erect prick with my hand, my stiff dick was so big and so hard that I was unable to flatten it forward and down to cover it with my hand. As if it was a flagpole without a flag, my erect prick stood straight up at full attention. With my mother and Carrie both seeing my naked prick, it even grew bigger and harder. My prick throbbed and pulsated to their sexual stares.
"My God, Joe, you have such a big dick," said Carrie while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips as if she was imagining blowing me.
My mother sat next to me on her bed.
"Don't be shy, Joe. Don't be embarrassed. Don't be ashamed," said my mother. "You should be proud of your big dick," she said with another dirty laugh while staring down at my throbbing and pulsating cock.
With me unable to move my handcuffed hands to cover myself, at their voyeuristic mercy, my mother and Carrie continued staring at my naked prick. Unable to cover my cock or to flatten it with my handcuffed hands, my stiff prick jumped to full attention again. Something that I had longed to do, I couldn't believe that I was finally and totally naked not only in front of my mother but also in front of Carrie, too.
"My God," she gasped as if she had just notice how big my prick was. "You have such a big cock," she said with a laugh while looking up at me before staring back down at my naked prick. "Where did that come from? Your father was Irish and he had a small penis. If he had a cock as big and as hard as your stiff prick, I never would have divorced him," she said with another dirty laugh.
Then, sexually surprising me, she did something that I never thought that she'd sexually do. She wrapped her long, slim fingers around my stiff prick. My mother took me in her hand and fondled the head of my prick while staring up at me. Then, she slowly stroked my erect, naked prick with her manicured fingertips.
Never imagining how good it would feel for my mother to hold my prick while stroking my prick, I wanted to cum for my mother. Then, stroking me faster and harder, when I felt the sudden urge to cum, I panicked. Not ready to cum, I didn't want to cum just yet. I didn't want to cum when helplessly handcuffed to my mother's bed.
"Mom! Don't," I said in alarm. "You'll make me cum," while hoping that she wouldn't stop stroking my prick and would continue masturbating me.
Even though I couldn't wait for my mother and Carrie to watch me cum, I hoped that one of them or both of them would take me in their mouths while I was cumming. I'd love to cum in my mother's mouth as much as I'd love to cum in Carrie's mouth. Yet, having no sexual control, with me helplessly handcuffed to her bed, and with her suddenly empowered as if she was my Dominatrix, my mother had all of the sexual control over me. I was at her sexual mercy.
'I'd love to cum for not only my mother but also for her best friend, too,' I thought. 'I wished my hands were free from me to masturbate in front of them. I wished I could touch them and feel them through their clothes while cumming. I wished that I could strip them both naked and have my wicked, sexual way with their naked bodies.'
She laughed. Instead of stopping stroking me, she stroked me even faster. She stroked me even harder. Determined for me to cum, she was giving me a hand job while Carrie watched with obvious, sexual arousal. I watched Carrie move her hand beneath her short skirt to rub her pussy through her panties.
"Wasn't that what you were trying to do, cum in a tissue while feeling and sniffing my panties," said my mother.
My mother abruptly let go of my stiff prick to stand. Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she stood and raised her short skirt and reached underneath to remove her panties. She lifted her short skirt high enough and held it in place long enough to deliberately expose her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy to me. Then, as if I was Tom Jones on stage singing 'Mama told me not to come,' she removed her panties and tossed them to me.
"Here's a fresh pair of my panties for you to sniff," she said with a dirty laugh.
'Dumbfounded, I couldn't believe that my mother gave me a fresh pair of her panties to sniff,' I thought. 'I only wished my hands were free for me to touch her used panties, feel her used panties, and sniff her used panties.
Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, Carrie stood and reached under her short skirt and removed her panties, too. In the way that Samantha removed her panties, Carrie removed her panties in the same way, too. She held her short skirt up high enough and held it in place long enough to expose her black, trimmed pussy to me. Not only did I see my mother's naked cunt but also, I saw Carrie's naked cunt, too. Once my hands are free, I'll be masturbating over seeing their naked pussies for the rest of my perverted life.
"Here's my panties, too, Joe," said Carrie with a dirty laugh.
'Now, with two, fresh pair of panties on the bed, I can't wait to masturbate. I can't wait to cum,' I thought. 'Hoping that she had the handcuff keys, I only wished my mother would release me.'
# # #
Carrie sat on the other side of the bed next to me. In the way that my mother took my naked prick in her soft hand, Carrie took my erect cock in her warm hand. She fondled the head of my cock while slowly stroking me. Always wanting her to masturbate me but never thinking that she'd stroke my cock, her soft, warm hand felt so good on my prick.
Finally, my mother opened her nightstand drawer and found keys to the handcuffs. She unlocked the handcuffs and removed them from both of my wrists. Then, further sexually shocking me, she stood to remove her top. Giving me a striptease show, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt and allowed that to fall to her feet. Then, she reached around her to unhook her D cup bra. While staring at me to watch my sexual reaction to seeing her naked breasts, she removed one bra strap before removing the other.
Then, while holding her bra cups in place, she removed one and then removed the other. Showing me her naked breasts and big, erect nipples, she stood before me topless. Having already removed her panties, she was naked. My mother was naked. I couldn't believe my mother was naked. Again, I'll be constantly and continually masturbating over seeing my mother naked for the rest of my life.
Following suit, Carrie stood to give me a striptease, too. She lifted her top up and over her barely B cup, albeit shapely breasts. Then, in the way that my mother had done, she unbuttoned, unzipped, and allowed her skirt to slide to her feet. Finally, she reached around her to unhook and remove her bra. With her already having removed her panties, she was naked. I couldn't believe that they were both naked. I couldn't wait to masturbate over my mother and her friend giving me a naked striptease show of their beautiful bodies.
With her on one side and my mother on the other side of me, they sat next to me on the bed. Then, falling back, they cuddled my naked body while touching and feeling me everywhere. I felt and fondled my mother's big breasts while rubbing and fingering Carrie's naked pussy. I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her. I masturbated Carrie while my mother stroked and sucked my cock.
"Joe. Oh, my God, Joe. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking my pussy. Rub my clit faster. Finger fuck me deeper. Don't stop masturbating me. Don't stop. I'm cumming, Joe. I'm cumming," said Carrie.
While I had my wicked, sexual way with my mother's naked breasts and my mother continued sucking my cock, I masturbated Carrie. As soon as Carrie had a sexual orgasm with my fingers, I removed my stiff prick from my mother's mouth and I masturbated her. I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy and sucking her erect nipples. After watching me masturbate her best friend, it didn't take my mother long to cum, too.
"Jesus Joe. You've made mommy so wet. Don't stop masturbating me. Please don't stop masturbating me. I need to cum. Make me cum, Joe. Give mommy a sexual orgasm with your fingers. Rub my clit harder. Finger fucked her pussy deeper. That's it. Right there. I'm cumming, Joe. Mommy is cumming," she said.
After I gave Carrie and my mother sexual orgasms by masturbating them, it was time for Carrie and my mother to give me a sexual orgasm. They moved halfway down the bed. Then, they took me in their hands before taking my stiff prick in their mouths. They took turns blowing me. They took turns sucking my cock.
# # #
As soon as I exploded cum in their mouths, they mounted me. First my mother mounted me and then Carrie mounted me. If it wasn't enough that I was having sexual intercourse with my mother, I couldn't believe that I was having sexual intercourse with Carrie, too. My first-time having sex, where most first-timers have sex in the backseat of their car after their senior prom, my first-time having sex was with my mother and her best friend in my mother's bedroom and on my mother's bed.
'Something that I'll always remember, my first-time having sex, I can't believe that I'm having sex with my MILF of a mother and my mother's sexy best friend. Again, I'll be masturbating over having sex with the both of them for the rest of my life,' I thought.
When I mounted my mother, she reached between her legs and took my hard cock in her hand before moving it to her already wet pussy. Making out with her while French kissing her, she returned my French kisses with her deep, wet kissing. Slowly humping her, I made love to my mother. Then, humping her faster and harder, I fucked her. I couldn't believe that I was fucking my mother.
Tired of just watching us having sex, Carrie wanted to have a turn with me. Pushing my mother away, she mounted me. In the way that my mother took my erect prick in her hand before sticking it in her pussy, Carrie did the same.
Making out with Carrie, we made love. I couldn't believe that I not only made love to my mother but now I was making love to Carrie, too. Then, humping her harder and humping her faster, we were fucking. I was fucking Carrie in the way that I had fucked my mother. She was fucking me in the way that my mother had fucked me, too.
# # #
We continued having sex for the next two-years until I met Veronica. A beautiful, tall, and shapely redhead with the perfect body, she was instantly sexually attracted to me and I was immediately sexually attracted to her. We had sex on the first date and never stopped having sex. Married within six months, my mother continued living with and having a lesbian, sexual relationship with Carrie.
THE END
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Stepmom Plays Truth or Dare
Stepmom plays truth or dare with her stepdaughter and stepson.
'My biggest mistake, what was I thinking to suggest that I play truth or dare with my stepchildren,' thought Michelle, Pamela and Christopher's stepmother?
Thinking that Truth or Dare was a harmless game to play and was a good and fun way to pass the time, I had no idea that this game was so disgustingly and immorally sexual. So, now that I know how sexual the game can be, all the time that my children have been playing Truth or Dare, they've been having random sex with their friends or even with strangers. Until I played what I thought was a harmlessly, innocent game with them, how could I have been so wrong?
Making my motherly decisions on the type of people they are, totally misjudging them by thinking that they were modestly moral, now I judge them by the sexually inappropriate questions that they asked me. Changing my opinion of them, I now judged them by the incestuous dares that they wanted me to do. How dare they dare me, their stepmother, to have sex with them? I had no idea that my stepdaughter was a bi-sexual whore and my stepson was a sexual pervert.
'That's just unbelievable,' thought Michelle. 'I'm so embarrassed that I played such a sexually revealing game with them.'
Taken aback, I was embarrassed by some of the questions of truth that my whore of a stepdaughter and perverted stepson had dared me to answer. I never expected my stepdaughter and stepson to ask me such sexually, inappropriate questions. Crossing the line of decorum between stepmother and stepchildren, I never expected them to dare me to do such dirty and nasty, sexually, inappropriate things. I'm embarrassed to tell anyone, even my friends, that I played Truth or Dare with my stepchildren. I'm mortified and humiliated by some of the dares that they had asked me to do.
'How could they ask me those sexually, inappropriate questions while daring me to answer them? How dare they dare me to do those sexually inappropriate dares,' she thought? 'A pawn in their game of perverse perversity, going along with them for the sake of playing the game without being penalized, I felt like such a whore answering those questions and doing those dares.'
I'd have to be a slut to agree to answer some of those sexually, inappropriate questions. I'd have to be an incestuous whore to do some of the sexual dares that they dared me to do. I'm not a slut nor am I a whore. I'm a good and wholesome person and a modestly, moral stepmother.
How dare they ask me such repugnant questions? Yet, rather than lose the game, instead of refusing to answer their questions, I answered their embarrassing questions. How dare they think that I'd do such dares? Yet, again, rather than face the consequences of not doing the dares, I did all of their dares. Now, feeling sexually used and abused, I feel so dirty that even after taking a shower, I still feel dirty.
'Sorry that I had suggested to play the game of Truth or Dare with my stepdaughter and stepson,' I thought again.
Only, after drinking too much wine, no excuse, I had no idea that they'd be having sex with my naked body and I'd be having sex with their naked bodies, too. How will I face them in the morning? How can I possibly discipline them after having had incestuous and forbidden sex with them? I've lost all control over my stepchildren by answering their sexually naughty questions and doing their sexually nasty dares.
'Not very hard to decipher nor difficult to perceive, I quickly learned that the dares were much more sexual than the truths. Who knew? I had no idea that the Truth or Dare game could be so sexual,' I thought. 'I had no idea that I'd be confessing things and doing things that I'd regret confessing and doing for the rest of my life.'
Put in awkward positions of nudity while being required to do sexual acts, either I'd give my stepdaughter and stepson sex or I'd forfeit the game and be liable for the penalty of doing their chores for the month. Not realizing that the game of Truth or Dare was anything like this, feeling like such a prude, I'm so embarrassed. Tricked and deceived, I feel used and sexually abused. With them both knowing full well how the game is played, feeling humiliated, they took advantage of my sexual naiveté.
'Why did I suggest that we play the Truth or Dare game? I feel so stupid to have suggested that we play that game,' thought Michelle.
# # #
Author's Note:
Something that happened 20-years ago when she was 25-five-year-old, 45-year-old Pamela asked me to write this true story about playing Truth or Dare with her stepmother, Michelle, and her brother, Christopher. Something she'd never forget and will always remember, taken aback by her stepmother suggesting that they play Truth or Dare, with Pamela a bi-sexual whore, she pounced on the opportunity to take sexual advantage of her stepmother. She had always wanted to see her stepmother naked and have sex with her and this was her golden opportunity to do just that.
With her swinging both ways, she was sexually attracted to her 22-year-old brother, now 42-years-old, as much as she was sexually attracted to her 48-year-old stepmother, now 68-years-old. She hoped that after having a few glasses of wine while playing the Truth or Dare game that they'd all get naked and have forbidden, incestuous sex. She was right. After drinking lots of wine, answering sexually inappropriate questions, and doing sexually outrageous dares, they all stripped naked and had incestuous sex with one another.
Playing Truth or Dare, after a couple of sexually weighted dares, while drinking and having sex was a good way to lower everyone's inhibitions with heightened exhibitionism and immoral sexuality. For sure, her stepmother needed to climb down from her high horse and her morally modest pedestal to rub elbows along with the rest of her naked body with her stepchildren. By daring her to strip naked and have forbidden sex with them, she needed to be put in her place and her and her brother were the ones to do that.
Only, even though she knew that her brother would love to get naked with her, she seriously doubted that her stepmother would remove her clothes in front of her and especially in front of her stepson. Yet, her stepmother was the one who suggested that they play Truth or Dare. With her having never played the game before, she had no idea what she suggested that they play. A dangerous game loaded with sexual situations, no doubt, with her stepbrother thinking the same thing, perhaps, working together, they could trick their stepmother into daring her to do things that were more incestuously sexual.
# # #
Bored sheltering in place because of COVIDs, after having enough wine to make her little tipsy, with her innocently naïve, our stepmother suggested that we play Truth or Dare.
'What? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Our stepmother wanted to play Truth or Dare with us? Truth or Dare,' I thought.
With her sitting like such a lady with her legs crossed and her right ankle tucked in behind her left foot, I looked at her sitting across from me. Looking like a model, she looked so pretty in her short, navy-blue skirt and low-cut, pale blue blouse. She looked as pretty as she looked sexy. Her long, blonde hair was tied back behind her head. Something she always does; even though we were sheltering at home, she was wearing makeup as if she was going out.
'Her red, full lips glistened and beckoned me as if she was a sexy siren in Homer's Odyssey. So sexually appealing, I wished I had the courage to take her in my arms and kiss her. I'd love to part her lips with my tongue and make out with my stepmother while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes,' I thought. 'In the way that my brother stared at her, I knew that he wished he could do the same with his stepmother.'
'Then, with her not knowing that I'm a bi-sexual whore, I'd love to strip her naked. Once I removed her clothes, I'd love to masturbate her blonde, trimmed pussy with my pink, rabbit vibrator while fucking her with my big, black dildo. Finally, I'd eat her. I'd lick her pussy while fingering her cunt. I'd give my stepmother multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, and my tongue,' thought Pamela.
# # #
As if our stepmother was our kidnapped captive held hostage for our erotic pleasure of my brother and I to do whatever we sexually wanted to do with her, we were both ready to have incestuous sex with her. Innocently naïve, she had no idea what she was getting herself into when she suggested that we play Truth or Dare. If only she knew how sexual Truth or Dare can be, with her such a sexual prude, she never would have suggested that we play such a sexually provocative game.
'Hard for me to believe, I couldn't believe that my modestly, moral stepmother suggested that we play Truth or Dare,' I thought. 'With her never having played the game before, clearly, she had no idea that the game is sexual. While eager to see how this will unfold, playing Truth or Dare with our stepmother sounded like sexy fun,' I thought. 'After getting her drunk-on wine, I can't wait to get into the game with my stepmother and my brother.'
With my stepmother not knowing that the game was sexual in intent, no doubt, her motivation about us playing Truth or Dare was to hopefully learn more about our private and personal lives, especially our sexual lives. Only, as it always does, especially when playing with a horny, young man, the game quickly turned sexual more than it remained innocent. Leading the way, my perverted, younger brother was not only hoping to see me naked and to have sex with me but also, he was hoping to see our stepmother naked and have sex with her, too.
'Fat chance of that happening,' I thought. 'More sexually interested in my stepmother than in my brother, I'd never allow him to see me naked and I'd never have sex with him. Gross. That's so gross. Nasty. That's so nasty,' she thought. 'Moreover, my stepmother would never allow my brother to see her naked and have sex with her either.'
Only, little did I know, with us drinking a little too much wine, and my brother drinking a little too much beer, I thought wrong. With the game quickly progressing and sexually getting out of hand, the three of us would soon be naked. A day that I'll never forget and will always remember, the three of us would soon be having drunken, incestuous and forbidden sex with one another.
# # #
"I'm bored," I said looking from my brother to look at my stepmother. "I'm tired of working from home. I want to go out and have some fun with my friends. I wish I could see my friends. Something that I do every summer, I can't believe I'm not able to go to go to Hershey Park and ride the rollercoasters again because of stupid COVIDs."
Nothing that she could do, my stepmother, Michelle, looked at me with exasperated understanding. No doubt, with her going through the same thing, she knew the real reason why I was bored. I was horny. I was sexually frustrated. I wanted sex. I needed to have sex. And, no doubt, with her looking so desirably beautiful and sexy, my stepmother wanted and needed to have sex, too.
Clearly, with her unable to go out and see her friends either, knowing what it was like to shelter in place, she felt my pain. Yet, tired of being cooped up inside the house, we all had cabin fever. We all wanted to go out and see our friends. We all wanted to have some sexy fun. We all wanted and needed to have sex.
"I'm bored, too," said Michelle. "I haven't seen any of my friends either. Talking on the phone and texting them is not nearly the same as seeing them in person."
'No doubt, my stepmother was talking about her male friends more than her female friends,' I thought. 'No doubt, she was just as horny and sexually frustrated as I was.'
Christopher laugh.
"I don't care if I ever see my friends," he said with a shrug. "I'm happy staying at home. I finally get to play my video games all day except for when I'm doing research online for my stay-at-home job," he said.
# # #
Then, with her smile lighting up the room, as if she had an eureka moment, Michelle perked up with enthusiasm. She looked from her stepson to look at her stepdaughter. She looked at them with excitement.
"I know what we can do to pass the time," she said. 'We can play game."
She looked from me to look at Christopher to see our reactions to her suggestion of playing a game. Seemingly, something she hadn't thought of doing before, she was eagerly excited to do now. Why not? Games are always fun to play and a good way to pass the time.
"Why don't we play a game? That's it. We can play a game. Let's play a game, shall we," she said with enthusiasm? "We have Scrabble, Monopoly, Risk, Sorry, Rummikub, chess, checkers, or cards." She looked from her stepdaughter, Pamela, to look at her stepson, Christopher. "Which game would you like to play?"
When my stepmother suggested that we play a game, I rolled my eyes and sighed while making a disinterested face at her. The last thing that I wanted to do was to play a stupid game with my stepmother and brother. I wanted to go out. I needed to go out.
'I don't want to play a stupid game,' I thought. 'I want to go out and see my friends. I need to get laid. I need to suck some cock. With me swinging both ways, I need to eat some pussy.'
I made another face at my stepmother.
"Unless we're playing strip poker, I'd rather slit my wrists than to play any of those games," I said with a dirty laugh. "Sorry, but I really don't want to play any of those games especially not with my brother staring at my tits while waiting for my nipples to make their erect appearance through my clothes," I said while sticking out my tongue at him.
# # #
Michelle looked at her stepdaughter with sympathy and understanding. Then, she made an angry face at her stepson. She scolded him for being the pervert that he clearly is and can't help himself from being.
"Christopher! Stop staring at your sister's tits. And stop staring at my tits, too," she said folding her arms across her big blouse and bra clad breasts. "What's wrong with you? You act as if you've never seen tits before. They're just tits."
Then, she looked from Christopher to look at Pamela.
"Really, Pamela? Strip poker? Are you serious? You'd play strip poker with your stepmother and your brother? You'd strip yourself naked in front of us? You'd allow your brother to see you naked?"
She paused while waiting for my reply.
"That's sick," she said shaking her head in disbelief. "That's perverted," she said slowly shaking her head again while making a shocked face. "What's wrong with you?"
Unable to give her a valid answer, I shrugged while giving her an excuse.
"I'm bored and I'm sexually frustrated," I said. "Nudity is just a way to inject some sexy excitement into staying home all day, every day," I said with sadness. "Besides, I'm unashamed to show my naked body even to my perverted brother. Further, I'm not embarrassed to admit that I'm horny. Even though I've had all of my shorts, still afraid of getting COVIDs, I haven't had sex in a long while."
Christopher laughed before injecting his perverse, sexual attitude.
"I'd play strip poker with you any time, Pammy," said Chris. "I'd love to see your naked tits and your erect nipples. I'd love to see your naked ass and naked pussy. I'd love to see you naked," he said while suddenly becoming sexually excited.
He paused while, no doubt, imagining his sister sitting across from him without her clothes.
"I'd deliberately lose for you to see me naked, too. In the way that I'd love to see you naked, I'd love for you to see me naked, too," he said with a dirty laugh while fondling the head of his growing erection through his pants. "I'd have sex with you any time you want."
I laughed, too.
"I bet you would," I said with another laugh. "You'd love to see both me and our stepmother without our clothes, wouldn't you, you pervert? Well, that will never happen. In your dreams, little brother. The only way that you'll see either of us naked is in your masturbation fantasies," I said with a dirty laugh. "The only way that you'll see either of us without our clothes is if you drugged us and stripped us both naked," I said with another dirty laugh as if suggesting that he drug us and strip us naked.
Christopher laughed, too.
"Fuck yeah. So? I've masturbated over the both of you while imagining you both naked and having incestuous sex with me. What's wrong with that? What's the big deal? That's a normal sexual fantasy for a man my age to have," he said.
He took a sip of his beer before looking to his sister and looking at his stepmother. He continued staring at what he could see of their big breasts through their clothes. Undressing them with his eyes, he was always staring at their big tits. He couldn't help himself from staring at their tits through their clothes. They both had big tits, at least C cups if not D cups.
"Fucking Christ, especially with you the only two women in the house, I'll not be made to feel guilty for being sexually attracted to my MILF of a stepmother and my sexy, big sister," he said with pent-up anger. "Admittedly, something that I've masturbated over numerous times before while imagining you both naked and you both having sex with me, who wouldn't want to see their sister and their stepmother naked? Sorry, but it's nothing more than normal behavior for someone my age to want to see and do," he said.
# # #
Michelle made another face at her stepson.
"Language, young man," said. "Watch your language. You're not here with your friends. You're with two ladies," she said.
Then, having a delayed response from drinking too much wine, taking a moment to realize what her stepson had just said, she looked at him sideways.
"Wait. Back up. What did you just say? You masturbate over me and your sister while imagining us naked," she asked while looking down at his throbbing erection that tented his pants?"
Distracted by his pulsating cock, seemingly enamored by the sheer size of his erection, without her even realizing it, she stared long and hard at her stepson's bulging prick in his pants.
"You masturbate over me and your sister while imagining us having incestuous sex with you?"
Michelle shook her head in disbelief.
"Shame on you. You need help," Christopher. "Monday morning, I'm going to make an appointment for you to video chat with an online psychiatrist."
Christopher made a face at his stepmother.
"There's nothing wrong with me," said Chris. "I'll not have you make me feel guilty for being a testosterone filled, horny, young man. There's nothing wrong with masturbation and there's nothing wrong with having sexual fantasies. My mistake was telling my sister that I masturbated over imagining her and you naked while having incestuous sex with the both of you," he said with a shrug.
# # #
Michelle fell silent before suggesting what she suggested.
"Well, if you don't want to play one of the games that I suggested, let's play something else. I don't know how to play it but I've heard a lot about it and have always wanted to play it. You'd have to tell me the rules but," she said with a pause. "Let's play Truth or Dare."
Suddenly, as if I was given a shot of adrenaline, I perked up. I looked at my stepmother as if she was drunk or crazy or a little of both. She just suggested that we play Truth or Dare. I couldn't believe that my morally modest, prude of a stepmother wanted to play Truth or Dare with me, a bi-sexual whore, and with my brother, an admitted sexual pervert.
'Clearly, not knowing what the game was about, I couldn't believe she wanted to play Truth or Dare with my brother and I,' I thought.



"Truth or Dare?" I looked at her to see if she was kidding. "Really? Are you serious," I asked shocked that my stepmother wanted to play Truth or Dare? "You want to play Truth or Dare?"
She looked at me as if she had asked me to play chess or checkers.
"Sure, why not," she said? "It's just a game."
Unable to read her face because she had been drinking, I looked at my stepmother to see if she was joking. Not wanting to dissuade her from playing, I didn't want to ruin the fun. I only wished my friends were here with me to witness my stepmother playing Truth or Dare. If they were here, it would be a wild game.
'This is going to be fun,' I thought. 'I can't wait to play.'
In the way that my brother looked at and sexually fantasized over our stepmother and me, I looked at Michelle while sexually fantasizing over her. I imagined her naked. I looked at her while imagining her having sex with me. I wondered what she looked like topless. I wondered what she looked like naked. I wondered what she sounded like when having a sexual orgasm. I wondered what she looked like when cumming.
"I can teach you the rules, mom. They're easy. We take turns and ask the person if they want to tell the truth or to do a dare," I said. "If you say truth, you must answer the question truthfully. If you say dare, you must do the dare," I said. "That's it. That's all there is to the game. It's easy. It's fun and it's a great way to pass the time," I said while hoping to have incestuous, lesbian sex with my busty stepmother.
'I hoped that she didn't change her mind about playing Truth or Dare. In the way that my brother would love to make out with our stepmother while feeling her through her clothes before stripping her naked, I'd love to make out with Michelle while feeling her big, naked breasts,' I thought. 'Just as I'd love to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my mouth, and my tongue, I'd love for her to give me multiple, sexual orgasms with her fingers, her mouth, and her tongue,' I thought.
Michelle nodded her head.
"And what if I said dare but didn't want to do the dare? Is there a penalty for not answering the question truthfully or for not doing the dare," she asked?
I nodded my head.
"Sure, we can make a penalty if you don't do the dare or tell the truth," I said. "Let's see. How about this? If you fail to tell the truth or complete the dare, then, you must do all of our chores for a month," I said.
Michelle nodded her head.
"Well, that would certainly give me the motivation to tell the truth and/or do the dare," she said with a laugh while pausing to take another sip of her wine before asking her next question. "And what if you fail to tell the truth or do the dare, what's your penalty?"
I thought for a minute.
"If I don't tell the truth or do the dare, I must do all of the grocery shopping, the cooking, and the cleanup for a month," I said. "How's that?"
Michelle nodded her head again before asking another question.
"That's fair, Pamela. And what if Christopher fails to tell the truth or fails to do his dare, what's his penalty," she asked winking at her stepson?
I thought for a minute before answering.
"He must do all of the cleaning, the vacuuming, the laundry, the dusting, making everyone's beds, take out the garbage, and mow the lawn for a month," I said.
Michelle smiled while looking at Chris.
"Well, that sounds fair even though I do most of those things now, except for mowing the lawn," she said with a laugh. "I'm sure that the penalty will keep your brother honest and require him to play the game as intended and without him cheating," she said.
# # #
"Who wants to go first," I asked looking from my stepmother to look at my brother?
Chris raised his hand.
"Me. I want to go first," he said waving his hand as if he was in school and knew the answer.
I shrugged, rolled my eyes, and sighed. I had no idea what my brother would say but I knew that it would be something that was sexually perverted. Wishing I was playing Truth or Dare with my friends instead of with my brother, I felt bad that my stepmother had to endure my brother's sexually, perverse questions and dares.
"Okay, go ahead," I said.
Just as I suspected he would, my brother turned to our stepmother.
"Truth or dare?"
Excited about playing the Truth of Dare game, eager to begin playing, Michelle smiled at her stepson while having no idea what to expect and what she was getting herself into.
"Truth," she said smiling while looking from Chris to look at me with eager excitement to be playing the game.
Having heard her friends talking about the Truth or Dare game, she couldn't wait to tell her friends that she played Truth or Dare with her stepdaughter and her stepson. Suddenly, no longer feeling like the morally modest prude that she is, she felt hip and with the times. As if he had been waiting to ask her loaded question, bringing my stepmother back to reality, Chris fired away with his first truth question.
"Have you ever had sex with a woman?"
# # #
Stunned by his inappropriate, sexual question, Michelle nearly choked on her wine. Suddenly, as if guilty of having sex with a woman, she looked embarrassed. After she swallowed the wine that was in her mouth, her mouth fell open and her face turned a bright red. Then, before answering Christopher's question, she made a sour face. Taking her sweet time answering his question, she took another sip of her wine. With her obviously thinking about the question and how she should answer it, her face turned red with embarrassment again with what she was about to confess.
"Have I ever had sex with a woman? What the Hell kind of question is that? How dare you ask me, your stepmother such a personal and sexually, inappropriate question? What's wrong with you," she said giving her stepson a hard, cold stare? "Have I ever had sex with a woman? Is this how the game is played? What the Hell kind of game is this? Lemme ask you this, have you ever had sex with a man? Have you ever sucked a cock or taken a stiff prick up your ass?"
Covering up her guilt by clearly protesting too much, it was obvious that Michelle had sex with a woman. Now, curious that her stepmother had sex with a woman, while wanting to know more of the details, I looked at my stepmother with interest as much as I looked at her with sexual arousal. Truth be known and no secret there, I'd love to have sex with my stepmother. Yet, more importantly, I wondered who was the woman that she had sex.
'Maybe, if she's already had sex with a woman, she'd have sex with me,' I thought. 'How hot would that be to have sex with my stepmother? I'd love to masturbate her pussy while fondling her big tits and sucking her erect nipples.'
While waiting for her to speak, both Chris and I looked at our stepmother with sexual interest.
"You must answer the question Mom or face the penalty," I said while deliberately pressuring her to answer Chris's sexually, inappropriate question.
Michelle sighed out loud.
"I know. I know. Don't rush me. I'm thinking," she said before taking another sip of her wine. "Okay. Once, when I had too much to drink in college, drunk and horny, away from home and homesick, I had sex with my roommate, Audrey," she said. "Our first lesbian, sexual experience, we were both in the same frame of mind."
Giving me that look as if she wanted to have sex with me, she looked from me to look at Christopher to see our reactions to her having had sex with a woman. Clearly, she was so embarrassed having to confess that she did. I would have loved to have been a fly on the wall to watch her eating another woman's pussy.
"Nothing much more stripping one another naked, touching and feeling one another everywhere, and making out," she confessed. "That was the one and only time that I had sex with a woman."
# # #
"My turn," she said not lingering but blowing through her answer without waiting for a response to her confession of having a lesbian affair from her stepdaughter or her stepson.
Ready to give him a truth or dare, she looked at her stepson and smiled.
"Truth or dare," she said.
Chris beamed her a smile.
"Truth," he said.
Something that she was curious to know, she asked her stepson her question.
"Are you a virgin?"
He laughed.
"A virgin? Am I a virgin?" He laughed again. "Seriously? No, I'm not a virgin," he said laughing yet again. "I haven't been a virgin since I was 18-years-old at my senior prom when I had sex with Kelly Ryan, the prom queen, in the backseat of her father's car," he said with a dirty laugh.
Michelle rolled her eyes.
"I guess I walked into that one," she said with a shrug. "With you always walking around with an erection and masturbating every day, multiple times a day, while watching porn in your room, I should have known that you're not a virgin," she said with a nervous, little laugh.
Surprised that she was aware that my brother walked round with an erection and masturbated every day, multiple times a day, while watching porn in his room, I laughed, too. Seemingly, when it came to my brother, my stepmother knew that he was a sexual pervert.
# # #
"My turn," I said looking at my brother while knowing that he'd pick truth instead of picking dare. "Truth or dare?"
He thought for a moment before answering her.
"Truth," he said sitting up straighter in his chair and throwing back his shoulders as if he was unafraid of any question that his sister may ask.
As if she was a police detective interrogating a witness, I stared at my brother while closely watching the involuntary movements of his face to watch if he'd lie or tell the truth.
"Have you ever spied on me dressing or undressing," I asked?
Without even having to answer my question, proving his guilt, I knew that he had spied on me dressing and/or undressing by the guilty look on his face especially after he turned red with embarrassment.
"Yes, I have spied on you but it was a long time ago," he said as if when he spied on her undressing or dressing made a difference.
I looked at my brother with shocked indignation.
"How dare you spy on me? How dare you see me without my clothes? You're such a perverted pig. God, I'm so embarrassed to think that my kid brother saw me in my bra and panties, topless, and/or naked," I said.
I looked at my brother with as much outrage as I looked at him with embarrassment mixed with sexual arousal. No doubt, after he confessed spying on me, my brother had seen me in my underwear, topless, and/or naked. Normally, I'd be embarrassed but with me not having had sex in such a long time, I was as horny as I was sexually aroused that my brother had spied on me and saw me without my clothes.
"How long ago was it when you spied on me?"
He laughed.
"Yesterday," he said with another laugh. "It wasn't my fault. You didn't close your bedroom door all the way," he said as his defense. "While I was kneeling down tying my shoe, I couldn't help but notice you standing topless while brushing your hair in the mirror. I saw your naked breasts," he said with a dirty laugh. "Of course, when I saw that you were topless, I didn't stare. I looked away," he said with a smug, little laugh while clearly lying that he didn't stare but looked away.
His sister looked at him with shocked indignation.
"Bullshit, you didn't stare! Looked away my ass," I said. "Pervert. You saw my naked tits. I can't believe that you saw my naked breasts," I said. "Tying your shoes my ass. Your shoes don't even have laces. All you wear are your ugly, Ugg slippers," I said.
Christopher shrugged while letting out another dirty laugh.
"If you allow me to say so, you have beautiful breasts, so full and so shapely. They hardly sag at all," he said with a dirty laugh.
I looked at my brother as if I wanted to strangle him after I sucked him and fucked him.
"Fuck you," I said.
# # #
"My turn," said Chris.
He looked at his stepmother with lustful horniness.
"Truth or dare," he asked?
She shrugged.
"Dare, since I haven't tried asking for a dare, yet," she said.
Christopher gave his stepmother a sexually seductive smile.
"I dare you to kiss me," he said.
Thinking that he had her over a barrel while forcing her to kiss him, Christopher let out a smug, little laugh.
"Kiss you? Well, that's easy. I can do that," she said.
Michelle got up from her seat, stood, walked over to Chris, and leaned forward. Nothing more than a peck, she kissed her stepson on the lips and returned to her chair.
"No. Not that kind of kiss," he said. "I wanted you to part my lips with your tongue, stick your tongue in my mouth, and passionately, French kiss me."
Michelle made a shocked face.
"What? You expected me to French kiss you," she said rolling her eyes? "You didn't state the kind of kiss that you wanted," she said laughing. "I completed my dare," she said with a shrug while satisfied with herself.
Michelle looked at her stepson with smug indignation. Clearly, by the way that she was staring over at her stepson, she couldn't believe that he wanted her to passionately French kiss him.
# # #
"My turn," she said eager to get even with her stepson. "Truth or dare.
Christopher beamed his stepmother a smile.
"Dare," he said.
Somehow, she knew that he was going to ask for a dare instead of the truth. Michelle smiled at her stepson with revenge for embarrassing her by asking her to passionately French kiss him.
"I dare you to go to my bedroom, open my lingerie drawer, pull out a pair of my panties, and come out to the living room wearing them," she said laughing.
Christopher laughed, too.
"You think that's going to embarrass me," he asked with a smirk? "You think I won't do it? I'll show you," he said.
Little did Michelle know that, whenever she wasn't home while masturbating himself, Christopher had tried on her panties numerous times. After sniffing them, he's even ejaculated a load of cum in her dirty panties before returning them to the laundry hamper. Chris loved his stepmother's panties.
Already knowing which panties to wear, he stood and marched in his stepmother's bedroom. He opened her lingerie drawer and picked out a pair of sheer, white, practically see-through, bikini panties. Having been sexually intimate with all of her panties many times before by holding them, feeling them, and sniffing them while masturbating himself, he loved her sexy panties.
As if she had a panty fetish as big as his panty fetish, she had a huge collection of panties in every color and style. While imagining that he was fingering his stepmother's pussy, he loved touching her panties, feeling her panties, and even sniffing her used panties that he dug out of the laundry basket. He couldn't wait to walk out to the living room while wearing her panties.
He stroked himself to a big and hard erection before squeezing himself into a pair of her panties. Only the panties were so tight and so transparent that they showed the entire shape, length, width, and size of his huge naked cock. He couldn't wait to show his stiff prick to his sister and to his stepmother.
After looking to see what he could see of his naked prick in his stepmother's full-length mirror, he couldn't wait for them both to see his erect prick through his stepmother's panties. Unembarrassed and unashamed but sexually excited, he came out wearing a pair of her bikini panties. Both his MILF of a stepmother and his sexy, big sister stared at what they could see of his erect, nearly naked prick.
"Move your hand away. Let me see," I said to my brother.
Pretending that he was embarrassed, Chris reluctantly moved his hand away to show his sister and his stepmother his bikini, panty clad prick.
"Jesus Chris, you have a big prick. You have the biggest prick that I've ever seen. I had no idea. Eww," I said with a sexy laugh. "You have an erection. That's nasty," I said laughing. "God, you're such a pervert."
Instead of changing back to his clothes, he sat down in his chair and remained wearing his stepmother's see-through panties.
Seemingly unable to help themselves, as if they were hypnotized by his big dick, both my mother and I stared at Christopher's bulging prick as if he was naked. Seemingly, involuntary reactions on our part, we both slid slow tongues across our red, full lips. Obviously, if we had enough wine, we'd be tempted to stroke his cock, suck his cock, and even allow him to cum in our mouths.
Clearly, if we were horny and drunk enough, we'd allow Chris to not only cum in our willing mouths but all over our pretty faces. Seemingly, in the way that we continued staring at what we could see of his naked, erect prick, we'd even allow him to give us cum baths. No doubt, we'd allow him to make love to us and fuck us, too.
# # #
"My turn," I said looking at my brother.
Asking him the inevitable and obvious question, I smiled with what I was about to ask him while knowing that he'd chose dare.
"Truth or dare?"
As suspected as he would answer, he picked dare.
"Dare," he said.
I beamed a smile at my brother while staring at the big bulge that his erect cock made in my stepmother's panties.
"I dare you to show us your naked cock," I said. "I want to see your big prick. I dare you to show us your naked dick," I said again. "Since you've admitted that you've already seen my naked tits, it's only fair that you show me your naked prick."
With her having another delayed reaction, Michelle looked at her stepdaughter shocked that she'd ask her brother to show them his naked prick.
"Pamela! Shame on you. Now, wait just a minute. This is gone far enough already and I blame myself for daring Christopher to wear my panties," she said. "It's my fault and I apologize but this is wrong."
Michelle looked from her stepdaughter to look at her stepson with a horrified look.
"I had no idea that Truth or Dare was so sexual. Chris, don't you dare remove my panties and expose your naked penis to me and your sister. I'd be so embarrassed to see my stepson's erect cock."
Ignoring his stepmother, without hesitation and without protest, Chris stood and with one, quick downward movement of his hand, stepping out of them, he removed his stepmother's panties. Chris exposed his naked prick to his sister and stepmother. With him smiling ear to ear, he was naked below the waist.
Making sure that they both saw his naked, erect prick, giving them both a show, he turned to face his sister before turning to face his stepmother. Then, as if he was alone in his room watching porn, he slowly stroked himself in front of the both of them with his horny hand to give himself an even bigger and harder erection. With them both staring at his naked cock, he stared at his sister and stepmother while continuing to stroke his prick.
Then, when he saw the impressions of his sister's and his stepmother's nipples making their erect appearance through their bras and blouses, he knew they were both sexually aroused. Clearly, with them both as horny as they were sexually frustrated, they were enamored with seeing his naked prick. Continuing to give them a naked show, he stroked his erect cock faster and harder. Yet, not wanting to cum just yet, he stopped to continue to play the game by taking his turn.
# # #
"My turn," said Christopher while addressing his stepmother again.
Not bothering to get dressed he remained naked. Facing his sister before facing his stepmother, as if they were the ones he had chosen for sex, his erect prick pointed to them. With him suspecting that she'd pick dare, he smiled with what he was about to ask his stepmother.
"Truth or dare?"
She laughed and took a big sip of her wine for courage before answering him.
"Dare," she said.
Chris looked at his stepmother with sexual lust.



"I dare you to take my cock in your mouth and suck it for a minute," he said.
With this innocent game getting out of hand and progressing too sexually fast, Michelle looked at her stepson with horror that he asked her to take his erect prick in her mouth and suck it for a minute. Seemingly, she couldn't believe that her stepson wanted her to blow him. Just by him giving her dare that she was unable to refuse without penalty, she seemed stunned that he wanted and expected her to suck his cock.
"Christopher! What? I beg your pardon?"
She looked at her stepson shocked that he'd dare ask her to do such a sexually, inappropriate thing as taking his stiff prick in her mouth and sucking it for a minute.
"Wait. Backup. I can't believe that you said what you dared me to do."
Giving him mixed signals, she looked at her stepson with embarrassment as much as she looked at him with sexual arousal. No doubt, in the way that she stared at his naked prick, she wanted to suck his erect prick as much as he wanted his stepmother to blow him. No doubt, she wanted him to cum in her mouth as much as he wanted to cum in her mouth.
"Did I hear you correctly? You want to stick your erect prick in my mouth?" She shook her head and made a face as if she had just eaten something that was bad in taste. "What's wrong with you? You expect me, your stepmother, to blow you? You dare me to suck your cock?"
She made another face. She stared at him with indignation until another flash of sexual arousal passed over her face. Clearly, she was having second thoughts of blowing her stepson. Protesting too much, no doubt about it, she wanted to suck Christopher's prick.
"I can't do that. I won't do that. That's disgusting. I can't believe you dared me, your own stepmother, to do that," said Michelle to her stepson. "Your sister is right. You are a perverted pig."
Yet, having her over a barrel, if she didn't take his erect cock in her mouth, she'd have to do his chores for a month. Christopher smiled at his stepmother.
"If you refuse to take my prick in your mouth, then, you forfeit the game and must do all of my chores for a month," he said.
Instead of answering her stepson, Michelle took another big gulp of her wine.
"Okay. Okay. I'll do it. I'll take your cock in my mouth but only for a minute," she said.
# # #
Christopher stood and walked over to his stepmother. With his sister leaning forward and to the side to see better, he stood in front of his stepmother with his erect prick pointing at her mouth as if she was a prostitute and/or a whore. Then, he put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and moved her head forward.
Michelle stared at her stepson's cock before staring up at him with horniness and sexual arousal. Then, she stared back down at his erect prick and opened her mouth while ready to take him inside. As if his erect prick was meant to be there, as soon as she opened her mouth, he stuck his erect cock in her mouth. Instead of standing still for the length of the full minute, something that she surely didn't expect him to do, he humped her mouth and fucked her face.
Sexually surprising him with the other side of the coin, instead of just taking his erect prick in her mouth, she wrapped her fingers around his big dick and slowly stroked him while sucking him. Really getting into blowing her stepson, stroking him faster and harder, as if wanting him to and expecting him to cum in her mouth, she sucked his cock for much longer than a minute. With her giving him the best blowjob of his young life, she was really getting into blowing him.
"Sorry," she said removing his stiff prick from her mouth. "I'm embarrassed to admit that with me a little bit drunk, I forgot where I was. I was enjoying blowing you," she said. "God, I'm embarrassed to confess that I was ready for you to cum in my mouth."
She looked up at him before staring down at his erect prick.
"It's been a long time since I had sex. It's been a long time since I've had a hard prick in my mouth," she confessed with a little laugh. "I'm embarrassed to confess that you made me so very wet. You made me horny," she said squirming in her chair as if she was sitting on his cock.
Michelle took another big gulp of wine. Obviously, she was more than a little drunk to have willingly sucked on her stepson's cock. Clearly, sexually aroused from blowing her stepson, as she confessed, sucking him longer than the required minute, she was horny. Yet, instead of having him cum in her willing mouth, even though he had only asked her to take him in her mouth for a minute, she surprised him and herself by prematurely stopping.
Something that she suddenly wanted to do, sexually frustrating the both of them, she surprised herself for not finishing blowing her stepson. No doubt, never thinking that she ever would, she would have loved for him to cum in her mouth. Never thinking that she ever would, she would have loved to have swallowed his cum. She would have loved him to cum all over her face. She would have loved her stepson to give her a cum bath.
# # #
"My turn," said Michelle.
With her still, clearly, sexually aroused and drunk, she was breathing through her mouth with her mouth open. Clearly making their appearance through her blouse and her bra, her big nipples were hard and erect. As she had already confessed, she was wet. She looked at Christopher with as much horniness as he looked at her with sexual lust. Then, she said what he wanted to hear. She dared him to do something that his sister never thought that her stepmother would dare ask her brother to do.
"I dare you to fuck me," she said surprising Pamela and shocking her brother as much as she sexually excited him and herself. "I dare you to fuck your stepmother," she said while standing to remove her short skirt and bikini panties. "I dare you to stick your big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy," she said slurring her words.
Spreading her long, shapely legs and parting her pussy lips with her fingers, she showed her stepson a lot of glistening pink. She sat back in her chair with her knees still parted wide open. Chris stared at his stepmother's naked pussy with wide-eyed horniness. Seemingly, in the way that he stared at his stepmother's naked pussy, she stared at his naked, erect prick. He couldn't believe that his MILF of a stepmother wanted him to fuck her.
"I'll fuck you," he said standing up from his chair with his big did still hard and erect. "I've always wanted to fuck you," he said walking towards his stepmother.
I leaned forward and moved to the side of my chair to better watch my brother fucking our stepmother. As soon as my stepmother got up from her chair, I watched her move to the carpeted floor. Already sexually aroused with the thoughts of my brother and stepmother having sex, I watched my brother mount our stepmother as soon as she reclined back on the carpet. Not wanting her to stain the carpet, I got up from my seat to hand her stepmother a towel to put under her naked ass.
I watched her lift her hips for Christopher to spread the towel beneath her. Then, she reached her hand between her legs and stuffed his big prick in her wet pussy. She slowly and lovingly humped him while making out with him. As shocked as I was sexually aroused, I couldn't believe our stepmother was making love to my brother.
French kissing him, Michelle made love to my brother while I watched my brother making love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, Chris fucked our stepmother. Becoming even more sexually aroused watching my stepmother having incestuous sex with my brother, I lifted the hem of my short skirt, spread my legs, and rubbed my pussy through my panties.
Then, pushing my panties aside, I inserted my finger in my panties to rub my clit and finger fuck my pussy. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating myself in front of my stepmother and brother while watching them having incestuous sex. I couldn't believe that I gave myself a sexual orgasm while watching them fuck.
"Just don't cum in me, Christopher," said Michelle. "I can still get pregnant."
# # #
"My turn," I said. "Truth or Dare," I said to my stepmother.
After Christopher had fucked her, she was seemingly ready for anything.
"Dare," she said.
I looked to my stepmother. With her already showing my brother and me her naked pussy, I wanted to see her naked tits. I've always wanted to see her naked breasts.
"Show me your naked breasts. I've always wanted to see your big tits," I said to my stepmother.
No longer embarrassed, ashamed, modest, or shy, Michelle stood, unbuttoned and removed her blouse, then, reaching around herself, she unhooked her bra and removed that, too. Showing her stepchildren her naked body, Michelle was naked.
Not stopping with just showing us her naked tits, she fondled her big breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Then, sexually surprising us, she cupped her tits in her hands and moved them to her mouth, first one and then, the other. She sucked her nipples in front of her stepson and stepdaughter.
# # #
"My turn," said Michelle while looking over at Pamela. "Truth or dare?"
I laughed while still rubbing my pussy through my panties.
"Dare," I said.
Michelle gave her stepdaughter, Pamela, a naughty look and a sexy smile.
"Show us your tits," said Michelle to me.
I removed my finger from my panties, stood, and flattened down my short skirt. Then, I pulled my top up over my head and off. I reached behind my back, unhooked my bra, and removed that, too. As my stepmother had dared me to do, I was topless.
Showing my naked breasts to my stepmother and to my brother, as if I was a runway model on stage, I turned one way before turning the other way to show my stepmother and my brother my naked tits. Then, in the way that my stepmother had done, I fondled my naked breasts while staring at my stepmother with sexual arousal. Not nearly done, I cupped my naked breasts in my hands before lifting them to my mouth. I sucked my nipples, first one and then, the other.
# # #
"My turn," said Chris to his sister. "Truth or dare?"
I smiled at my brother and continued fondling my naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples.
"I dare you to fuck me. I dare you to fuck your brother," he said.
In the way that my stepmother had stripped herself naked for her stepson, I unbuttoned and unzipped my short skirt for my brother. I allowed her skirt to fall to my feet. Then, as if she was a stripper on stage, I removed my panties to expose my naked pussy to my brother. I was naked.
I repositioned the towel and moved to the floor with my legs spread.
"Go head and fuck me. I dare you to stick your big cock in my wet pussy," I said to my brother. "Go ahead. What are you waiting for? Stick your big prick in my wet pussy," I said. "I dare you to fuck your sister," I said.
Chris moved to his sister while walking on his knees. He moved between my long, shapely legs and positioned his hard erect cock inside of my pussy. I humped my brother hard enough for his cock to slip deep inside of me. He filled my cunt with his big, erect cock.
Then, humping me slowly and lovingly, as if he was my lover instead of my brother, he made out with me. Chris made out with his sister while making passionate love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, he fucked her. After her brother fucked his stepmother, he fucked his sister.
He pulled out before cumming inside of me. Then, returning his sexual favor by fucking her, she returned his sexual favor by blowing him. I moved halfway down my brother's naked body and took his erect prick in her mouth. As soon as I did, not taking him long to cum, Christopher exploded a load of cum in my willing mouth.
I took all that he had to give and swallowed his cum. Then, as soon as he removed his prick from the pressure of my lips, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over my, in my brown hair, and across her naked breasts. Instead of being angry that my brother had given me a cum bath, I laughed.
# # #
"My turn," I said while looking over at my stepmother. "Truth or dare?"
"Dare," said Michelle.
"I dare you to finger my pussy, rub my clit, and finger fuck my cunt while licking my pussy," I said my stepmother.
With me sitting back in my chair on the towel and with my knees spread wide, Michelle walked over to me on her knees. She inserted her fingers in my pussy. She rubbed my clit while finger fucking my pussy. Then, she leaned forward to lick my pussy while continuing to finger my cunt. My stepmother ate me and she didn't stop eating me until she gave me a sexual orgasm with her fingers, mouth, and tongue.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God," I said. "Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck my pussy deeper. I'm going to cum," I said. "I'm going to cum, Michelle. I'm going to cum," I said again while arching my back and stiffening my legs.
Taking a moment to enjoy the afterglow of sex, forget continuing to play the game, we had orgy like sex. After my mother ate my pussy, returning the sexual favor, I ate my stepmother's pussy. I made her cum hard. I had her moaning from my fingers masturbating her and my tongue eating her.
Not quite done, giving him something to remember and never forget, I walked over to my brother. Then, moving to my knees while he sat back in his chair, I took his erect cock in my hand and stroked him. While I masturbated my brother, he had his wicked, sexual way with my naked tits. Touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and squeezing them, he sucked my nipples.
Finally, I leaned forward to take him in my mouth again to suck him while stroking him. Stroking him faster and harder while sucking him deeper, it didn't take my brother long to cum in my mouth again. Then, as soon as I released his cock from my lips, he exploded a second load of cum all over my face and across my naked breasts. My brother gave me a second cum bath.
THE END
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My Son's Naked Cam Show, Ch. 01
Joe's naked cam show addiction.
After paying the required number tokens, Joe negotiated a price to have a private, cam show with Nadia, a local, young, and beautiful, Ukrainian whore living in the United States on her student visa. Instead of having a model who was already naked to do his sexual bidding, uniquely different, he wanted a model who was wearing clothes. He wanted to watch her undress. He wanted to watch her strip herself naked. Erotically sexual, watching women undress themselves was a major turn on for him.
While watching her undress, he masturbated himself. Instead of having a woman in her low-cut bra and revealing bikini panties, or one wearing a short, sheer, and sexy nightgown on his computer screen, wanting to watch her slowly and seductively strip herself naked, he wanted a model who was fully dressed. He received more sexual excitement out of watching sexy and attractive women slowly and seductively removing their clothes than he did seeing women who were already naked. Women removing their clothes was much more sexually exciting than seeing a naked woman.
So very sexually exciting, the one-hundred-dollar, ten-minute, private show that Nadia gave him was as if he was sitting on her bed in her bedroom watching her undress. While knowing that he was watching her remove her clothes, she willingly gave him a private show, albeit for an agreed upon price. These women took advantage of their sexy and shapely bodies by undressing for men, and in his case, undressing just for Joe. Something that he couldn't get enough of seeing, he loved watching women slowly and seductively remove their clothes.
While watching her on his computer screen doing all that he had written for her to do, he unzipped himself and pulled out his semi-erect prick. While wishing he had a cam camera setup in his bedroom for her to watch him masturbating himself, he slowly stroked himself to an erection while continuing to watch Nadia do whatever he asked her to do. First, as if he was there in person touching and feeling her, living vicariously through her sexual actions, he wanted to watch her touch herself and feel herself through her clothes before slowly having her strip naked.
# # #
"Before having you undress, as if you're touching and feeling yourself just for me, I want to watch you touch and feel yourself through your clothes while calling my name, Joe," typed Joe to Nadia.
She was already giving him a great, low-cut, down blouse view of her bra clad breasts and long, sexy line of cleavage, every time she leaned forward to read what he had typed. While stealing down blouse views, he watched her lean forward and look down to read what he had typed as he typed it in real time. Continuing to play her role, he listened to her say all those things that he had asked her to say, all that he wanted to hear, and do all of those things that he wanted her to do.
Making him feel special, he loved the personal interaction of cam videos. She made him feel that she was his girlfriend or his lover. She made him feel as if he was there in her bedroom with her.
"Oh, Joe. Joe. I love it when you touch and feel me through my clothes. It sexually arouses me when you turn, twist, and pull my nipples," she said as if he was there turning, twisting, and pulling her nipples. "You make me so hot. You make me so wet."
Next, with him only able to afford a ten-minute video show, he wanted to watch her slowly undress and strip herself down to her bra and panties before stripping herself topless and naked. While slowly undressing herself, he wanted her to continue staring at the camera as if she was staring at him. Finally, once she was naked, something that required many more tokens, he paid to watch her masturbate herself. He wanted to watch her rub her clit, finger fuck her pussy, and turn, twist, and pull her erect nipples while hearing her saying his name.
He watched her look down at her screen to read what he wrote. With her knowing full well that he was staring down her blouse, she gave him a sexy, little smile before looking up at him seductively. Then, giving him a wide smile while obediently obeying him, 22-year-old, Nadia seductively felt her modest breasts through her blouse and bra. Making the impressions of her nipples obvious through her clothes, she pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples through her blouse and bra.
With her blonde, beautiful, sexy, and shapely with big, blue eyes, he watched her move her other hand beneath her short skirt. She seductively raised the hem of her skirt high enough to show him her white, bikini panties. Then, spreading her knees wider, unembarrassed and unashamed to expose herself to him, she showed him her pussy mound, her pussy slit, and her camel toe through her sheer panties. As if her hand was his hand, while closing her eyes and tilting back her head back, she cupped her pussy through her panties before slowly rubbing her clit through the thin material.
"Oh, Joe. Joe. I love it when you cup and finger my pussy through my panties," she said as if it was his hand instead of her hand cupping and fingering her pussy. "It sexually arouses me when you push my panties aside to rub my swollen, naked clit and finger fuck my wet pussy," she said laying it on thick by repeating whatever he wanted her to say.
Again, as if her fingers were his fingers, she pushed her panties aside with her finger to expose her naked blonde, trimmed pussy to the camera and to him. Then, as if he was there rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy, she started masturbating herself but quickly stopped to read his next instruction. After watching Nadia touching herself through her clothes and briefly masturbating herself, Joe gave her his next instruction.
"As if you're my devoted wife or my loving girlfriend, undress yourself as if I'm there in your bedroom undressing you," Joe wrote. "While staring at the camera as if you're staring at me, I want to watch you slowly and seductively remove your clothes. I want you to pretend that you're undressing expressly and exclusively for me."
He watched and waited for her to read what he wrote before he elaborated on his next instruction.
"Before you continue undressing, and before you strip yourself topless and naked, pause after you remove your blouse and short skirt. I want to see you in your low-cut bra and sexy bikini panties. Then, as if you're doing a slow and deliberate striptease, and a sexual seduction just for me, pause again after you remove your bra, I want to see you topless. I want to see your naked tits before seeing you naked," he typed. "I want to see your naked breasts before seeing your naked ass and pussy," he wrote getting off on writing dirty to her.
When he continued typing to elaborate more of what he wanted, she stopped what she was doing to look down to read what he had typed.
"Undress yourself as if I'm there with you watching you undress. While staring at the camera as if you're staring at me, I want to watch you slowly and seductively strip yourself naked. First, I want to see you in your bra and panties. Then, I want to see you topless before seeing you naked," he feverishly typed to make sure that she understood exactly what he wanted her to do and what he wanted to see.
After watching her slowly unbutton her blouse, he watched her push her blouse completely open to reveal her white, low-cut bra and her long line of sexy cleavage. Sexually teasing him, she traced her bra cups with her slow hands and cupped her big breasts through her brassiere. After removing her blouse, and taking her sweet, sexual time doing it, he watched her unbutton, unzip, and remove her short skirt. Just as he had requested, she paused in her personalized striptease to allow him to savor the view of her in her sexy, low-cut bra and white, sheer, bikini panties.
He wrote more to give her his detailed instructions and she paused again to read what he had written. She gave him another sexy, little smile after she read what he had written. She seemed to be enjoying undressing for him as much as he enjoyed her removing her clothes for him. She seemed to be increasingly sexually aroused as much as he was becoming increasingly sexually excited.
"Now, remove your bra please but slowly. Remove on slow bra strap at a time. After you remove you unhook your bra and remove your bra straps, hold your bra cups to your chest. Then, before removing your bra and before I see your naked breasts, I want to see the size and shape and the sides of your naked tits. Before removing your panties, as if I was there touching, feeling, and fondling your naked breasts while fingering your erect nipples, I want to watch you touch, feel, and fondle your naked breasts while fingering your erect nipples," he typed.
After watching her touching herself through her clothes and removing her clothes, he was ready to give her his next instruction. With him ready to cum from stroking himself, and with paid in advance time running out, not wanting to pay more tokens for something that he had already paid to see, he typed his last instruction.
"Now, remove your panties and show me your naked pussy before masturbating yourself. I want to watch you play with yourself. Masturbate yourself with me while I masturbate myself. I want to watch and hear you have a sexual orgasm while I cum," he typed. "I want to watch you cum with me," he typed.
With his still living at home, unbeknownst to his mother, Susan, Joe had been subscribing to and paying to watch naked, cam videos for years. The bulk of his income as a fast-food worker went to interacting with cam show models while masturbating himself. Requiring only computer knowledge, which he had, a computer, and a camcorder, which he had all of those things too, instead of wasting his money, he decided to start his own naked, cam show. Hiring his own models to perform is sexual bidding, he could now watch his models undressing for free.
# # #
I'm Susan Jill Parker and, unbeknownst to me, my son, Joe, started his own adult, naked, cam show. Much like J**rkMate, MyFreeCams, Stripchat, Chaturbate, LiveJasmin, and BongaCams, he called his cam show, Our Neighborhood Cam Show. With me not very computer literate, even if he had told me that he started a cam show, I wouldn't know what a cam show was, or where to find it, and even how to look for it. All that I know was with everyone continuously staring down at their cellphone screens, for all that I know, they could be watching my son's naked cam show.
Allow me to introduce my son, Joe. He has short, red hair. He prefers keeping his hair cut short because otherwise it grows wildly curly. In his early 20's, he's fit and trim with an athletic build. He used to be backwardly shy, a real wallflower, but recently has emerged from his shell of shyness. Now, perhaps, because he owns his own small business, a naked video, cam show, he's grown to be more self-assuredly confident. Perhaps, because Joe is a good-looking man with a big prick, and quick to expose his naked cock, his cam show is popular among older women.
I was surprised to discover that what my son had started as an online cam show wasn't just any cam show. This was a naked cam show. Instead of only having sexy women and handsome men appear on his cam show, this was a cam show of average looking men and ordinary looking women. Moreover, this was a naked cam show that was located in and around our neighborhood.
Neighborhood men and women sent him their photos and videos of them undressing. They appeared on his neighborhood cam show in their underwear, topless, and/or naked. Giving him their permission to use their photos and videos on his naked cam show, unembarrassed and unashamed they showed themselves masturbating, or having hetero, lesbian, or gay sex for him to use online. Getting off on exposing themselves, they used his naked cam show to unabashedly expose themselves to anyone watching.
With his bedroom part of his online recording studio, he had multiple cameras hidden throughout his bedroom. Lighting up the action, he had lights and screens to put him and his naked image in the best light. The cameras are all connected to a remote feed that he can seamlessly change to appropriately show the best camera angles.
Every day, he received photos and videos of online subscribers hoping that he'd chose them to post on his naked, cam show. Assorting photos and videos in categories, he had hundreds of photos and videos of men and women in their underwear. He had hundreds of photos and videos of topless women. He had hundreds more photos and videos of naked men and women masturbating. He also had hundreds of photos and videos of naked men and women having hetero, lesbian, or gay sex.
His most popular segment is of viewers submitting naked photos and videos of themselves. He showed them on live streams with their faces blurred and tattoos photoshopped out. Local mothers, wives, sisters, mothers-in-law, sisters-in-law, aunts, co-workers, friends, and neighbors have all appeared naked on his naked cam show. Local fathers, husbands, brothers, fathers-in-law, brothers-in-law, co-workers, friends, and neighbors have all appeared naked on his naked cam show. Literally making everyone that he knew famous, there's no telling who you'll see on Joe's Neighborhood, Naked Cam Show.
Making his naked, video show more personal, he described what he found attractive about the viewers who had submitted their photos and videos for his critiques. While using his camera to record himself slowly stroking himself, he routinely masturbated online to the photos and/or videos while calling out the viewers' first names. Viewers loved it when he personalized his naked cam show by calling personal attention to their photos and videos.
# # #
"Christine, my God, you're such a beautiful woman. You're the whole package. With your pretty face, double D cup breasts, and shapely ass, I'd love to make love to you. I'd love to pound your blonde pussy and fuck you," said Joe. "I'd love to give you a sexual orgasm with my big cock," he said while holding up his stiff prick to the camera.
With him live on camera, allowing Christine and anyone else watching to watch him masturbating himself, wanting them to see him cum, Joe continued stroking himself faster and harder.
"I'd love for you to blow me, Christine, while I fondled your big tits and fingered your erect nipples. I'd love for you to allow me to cum in your mouth and all over your beautiful face and big naked breasts. I'd love to give you a cum bath, Christine, while your husband watched me having my wicked, sexual way with your naked body," said Joe on his live on camera feed while he was naked and masturbating himself.
# # #
My son is an admitted sexual pervert. Like grandmother like grandson, with my mother, Natalie, Nasty Natty, having invited him to watch her striptease show before she retired from stripping, his cam show is an unedited, sexually revealing, naked cam show. With him full of surprises lately, just as I was unaware that Joe had watched my mother, Natalie, his grandmother, strip herself naked, I was unaware that he has his own naked cam show. With his grandmother an incestuous whore and with her already having had sex with all of her four sons, Joe's uncles, it wouldn't surprise me if Joe already incestuous sex with my mother.
Like mother like daughter, with us both love sucking cock, like me, my mother is quite the talented cocksucker. Indeed, with her knowing her way around an erect prick, giving men memorably blowjobs, the blowjobs of their lifetimes, able to make any man cum, even an impotent man, she can really suck a cock. She still has a Hell of a body for a woman her age. With her still able to entice men to pay her for sex, she looked at least 10-years-younger than her age, whatever her age is as she never told me her age.
Yet, surprising me yet, again, I was unaware that my son employed regular models to chat online with paying customers. With them giving him their permission to use their underwear clad, topless, and naked images, I had no idea that he used some of my and my mother's ex-stripper friends in his naked, cam show. With them regularly visiting my mother and me, my son knew all of our ex-stripper friends. No doubt, with them all wild and nasty whores, it wouldn't surprise me if he already had sex with some of them if not all of them.
Alas, with me not even having a Smartphone, feeling like such a computer illiterate dope, and with technology continuing to pass me by, I had no idea that stripping went from mainstream and in person to computerized, online images. With them having to pay cover charges with a two-drink minimum, why would men pay to go to strip shows when they can see all that they wanted to see from the comfort and privacy of their computer chair for free? What sexually wasn't readily available before is sexually available now.
'Lewd, rude, and tattooed, nonetheless, where is my son finding so many whores who want to be seen naked online,' I wondered? 'Surely, not doing it for free, I imagined that they were paid to model in their sexy lingerie, topless, and/or naked online. With women not having many choices, either working at a fast-food restaurant or at Wal-Mart, removing their clothes in the privacy of their homes seemed like a logical choice to earn much needed, extra income. I wondered what they were paid to model online without their clothes.'
# # #
A new and interesting concept to me, perhaps, that's something that I could convince my mother to do with me online,' I thought. 'If it paid enough, we both could get naked and have mother and daughter lesbian sex. Again, if it paid enough, I'd masturbate and eat my mother's pussy, just as I'd have her masturbate and eat me, too. No doubt, with her a bigger whore than me, she'd go for anything that I suggested as long as it was something forbiddingly sexual.'
While surfing online, bored sheltering at home and with nothing better to do, I inadvertently stumbled over Joe's naked, cam video show. With him showing photos and videos of average people, as if peeping in someone's bedroom window while they were undressing, and with me as much of a voyeur as I'm an exhibitionist, I found it sexually arousing to watch. Curious to see the neighborhood people that I may know, I started watching my son's naked cam, video show. As if I was watching X-rated YouTube, Xvideos.com, or XHamster.com, while hoping to see someone that I know naked, I continued watching my son's naked cam, video show.
Even with his face distorted and his voice changed, I was surprised that my son appeared on his naked, cam show naked. Something that a mother knows, I'd recognize his big, naked, erect dick anywhere. I've seen Joe's naked cock plenty of times before already. With my son an exhibitionist who loved flashing me, my mother, and everyone else his naked prick, I didn't have to be an investigative reporter to know that my son was showing himself online without his clothes.
Unable to resist while feeling my big breasts through my blouse and fingering my pussy through my panties while watching Joe naked, feeling wickedly, sexually guilty, I stared at my son's naked, erect cock. While knowing that most sons masturbate over their mothers while imagining them naked and having sex with them, I wondered how many mothers masturbate over imagining their sons naked and having sex with them. Not having to imagine my son naked anymore, he was not only naked on my computer screen but also, able to call him up at any time, I saved him to my hard drive.
Unable to stop myself from masturbating over my son while imagining holding his erect prick in my hand, I wondered what it felt like to stroke his big dick. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, while he fondled my naked breasts and fingered my erect nipples, I'd love to masturbate my son to see the look of sexual excitement on his face. Something so wickedly, sexually forbidden, I'd love to watch and hear him cum. I wondered what it felt like to suck his prick. Again, unembarrassed and unashamed, after my mother, no doubt, blew him, I'd love to blow my son.



Knowing full well that most sons would love for their mothers to suck their cocks, I wondered how many mothers wished that they could suck their sons' pricks. Being the cocksucking incestuous whore that I am, I'd allow Joe to cum in my mouth. I'd even allow him to ejaculate a load of cum all over my face, in my natural blonde, hair, and across my naked breasts. While continuing to stare at all that I was seeing of my son's naked prick, indeed, I'd even allow Joe to give me, his mother, a cum bath.
# # #
My mother Natalie, Nasty Natty, Joe's grandmother, lived with us. The revelation of seeing my son's naked cam show all started when I walked in my mother's bedroom to use her hand lotion. She was in the bathroom at the time and her laptop was on and playing Joe's naked cam show. I had no idea what I was watching until, recognizing his room, I saw my son walk in front of the camera naked. Even with his face distorted, having seen his naked prick many times before, I knew by the size and shape of his naked cock that he was my son.
I wondered if my mother knew that what she was watching was her grandson's naked cam show. I wondered if she knew that her grandson was the one appearing on camera naked. Then, as I watched the screen automatically change again and again, I saw the photo of my naked son that I had been staring at while touching myself. My mother, the incestuous whore that she is, no doubt, in the way that I had masturbated over imagining having sex with him, had already masturbated herself over her naked grandson, too.
While wondering if he'd employ my mother and I, after recognizing some of the other women, he already employed many of our ex-stripper friends as cam show regulars. Fans click on their pictures to interact with them. Hopefully, if they like what they see, they'll continue paying to watch them and chat with them, masturbate over them, and even give them a tip. A no brainer, doing it from the comfort of my bedroom, with me loving to expose my topless and/or naked body to unsuspecting men, I wouldn't mind appearing on camera naked if I earned enough money doing it.
He employed my ex-stripper friend, Maureen. A good-looking woman, she has red hair and blue eyes. Most redheads have brown eyes or hazel eyes. Believe it or not, many may think that it's just the opposite that most redheads have blue eyes but, for some reason, it's rare for a redhead to have blue eyes. Think about all of the natural redheads that you know, how many have blue eyes. Joe is a redheaded man with blue eyes.
Proud of showing them off to unsuspecting men, whether in the park, in her car, at a grocery store, or to passing truckers on the highway, Maureen loved flashing her giant F cup breasts. Like me, doing it for their surprised reactions, she loved exposing her naked breasts to unsuspecting men. If you're wondering what F cup breasts look like, just Google Sofia Vergara topless under Google images. Basically, the same size as a triple D cup, Maureen has the same, natural size and shaped breasts that Sofia Vergara has.
I love Maureen's big tits. I wished my breasts were as big. Only, with me having a D cup, my breasts are plenty big enough. Maureen is always complaining about her aching back. She's the center of attention as soon as she walked in a room wearing a tight, low-cut blouse that showed her huge nipples. The first thing that anyone saw of her was when she walked around the corner are her huge, bra clad breasts.
Next is Mary, one of my mother's best friends. She worked as a stripper with my mother. She's a fifty-something-year-old woman who looks in her late thirties to early forties. No doubt, she's there for the older men or for men who love video chatting with older women. Perhaps, while masturbating themselves, when chatting with her, the younger men imagine video chatting with their mothers, with their aunts, or with their mothers-in-law.
Then, there's Joan, another one of my mother's best friends and another woman who worked as a stripper with my mother. A very pretty and sexy woman, she's a full-figured woman with huge, natural breasts. How many men wished they were married to a big breasted woman who loved exposing her huge natural tits while sucking cock. Well, that's Joan. Much like Maureen, Joan loves to flash her big, naked breasts to unsuspecting men.
Next are my friends, Gwen, Gail, Gloria, Flora, and Carol. A very pretty woman, Gwen is a dark-haired woman with double D cup breasts. Gail is a beautiful, dyed blonde with C cup breasts. Flora is a dark-haired Hispanic woman with D cup breasts. Gloria is another dyed blonde with C cup breasts. Accustomed to removing their clothes while dancing around a pole to music, all five women are ex-strippers. While doing their naked acrobatic routines, all five women stripped with my mother in their day.
Finally, last but not least is my very best friend, Brianna, the prettiest woman in the group. She's a tall, shapely and sexy, natural blonde with modest, B cup breasts. What she doesn't have in breast size, she makes up for in natural beauty. After working as a stripper, she was discovered by a talent agent and now worked as a professional online, fashion model. The way to go today, instead of being a high fashion runway model, she mostly does her modeling on the Internet.
After blurring out some of their faces, those who wanted to keep their identity as anonymous, Joe showed everything on his cam show. He showed naked women with closeup shots of their naked asses, naked breasts, and naked pussies. He showed naked men with closeup shots of their naked asses, erect pricks, and testicles. With him showing a variety of men naked, I couldn't help but wonder if he had homosexual tendencies. In the way that both my mother and I have had sex with women, I wondered if he'd ever had or ever would have sex with a man.
Yet, different for men than it is for women, most women would readily have sex with another woman. Most women hold hands when walking with their female friends where men wouldn't be caught dead holding another man's hand. Women think nothing about kissing another woman, where most men would never kiss another man. It's nothing for women to touch, feel, and fondle another woman's breasts. Most men would never sexually touch any part of another man's naked body.
# # #
My mother, Natalie, 'Nasty Natty, an ex-stripper, escort, prostitute, and all-around whore, and I, Susan Jill Parker, a professional writer of erotica, and a cocksucking whore, take the blame that my son is distracted by, attracted to, and preoccupied with sex. With both my mother and I walking around my son in our panties and bras, topless, and even naked, what example did we set for him to follow? Returning the favor of our nudity with his nudity, he walked around us in his pajama bottoms without wearing underwear, in his underwear, and even naked.
Just as I can't count how many times my son has seen my mother and I in our bras and panties, topless, and/or naked, I can't count how many times we've seen Joe naked, too. Proud to write that we, my mother, Joe's grandmother, and I, Joe's mother, indeed, are both incestuous whores. My mom had regular, incestuous sex with all four of her sons, my much older brothers. I've had incestuous sex with my brothers, my uncles, and with many of my cousins. Now, after seeing my son naked on camera, I'm thinking about having sex with him.
Other than my writing ability, my real, sexual talent is sucking cock. Unlike other women who don't like sucking cock and/or who never suck cock, or who pretend to suck cock by just mouthing it, I love sucking cock. I take it as a huge compliment when a man not only cums in my mouth but also ejaculates all over my face. Suffice to write that I love receiving cum baths. Awash in cum, I love rubbing cum all over my face and all over my naked breasts. There's something so very erotic and sexually arousing being covered in and dripping with cum.
"Susan, suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth while I fondle your big, naked breasts, and finger your erect nipples."
Accommodating nearly any man who asked me to blow him, suffice to write that I spent a lot of time on my knees with a man's erect prick in my mouth and his horny hands all over my naked breasts.
# # #
I wasn't always a whore; my mom and my four brothers helped me to find my sexual calling. From the time that I was 18-years-old, my mom sexually entertained men in our house as a paid prostitute while I slept in my bedroom. Learning early to move my heavy bureau across my bedroom door to keep out surprised, and uninvited sexual guests, she'd rather have sex at home than in a motel room. Not wanting to be arrested for prostitution while having paid sex with someone in a hotel/motel room, what she did behind her closed bedroom door was none of anyone's business, especially the police.
While she worked as a professional stripper and a nasty hooker, surprisingly, she had five children by four, different men. Instead of getting abortions, she learned early that she made more money stripping when she was pregnant. Men loved seeing her removing her clothes from her pregnant body. Normally having double D cup natural breasts, her breast size increased to triple D or F cups breasts whenever she was pregnant. She had huge, milk heavy tits.
With men throwing money at her feet, while picking up the money, she'd squirt breastmilk in men's mouths. With her children preferring formula to her breast milk, rather than pumping milk from her breasts, men loved sucking on my mother's tits while she squirted breast milk in their mouths. With my mother the biggest whore, she was happy to oblige whatever deranged and perverted sexual fantasies that men had.
My mom had many very rich customers. Picking her up in their limousines, they'd drive her to the airport to board their private planes or to the dock to board their private yachts. With her sexual past lasting more than forty-years, she's had paid sex nearly in every state in the United States and nearly every country in the world.
Never home for the holidays, Christmas and New Years were her busiest and biggest paying days. She earned stacks of cash satisfying every sexual fantasy and every erotic whim of her rich customers. Suffice to write with my brothers out committing crimes and my mother out sucking and fucking cocks, I was left at home to celebrate the holidays alone. Not nearly the same, with no Christmas tree and no gifts, as an afterthought, my brothers and my mother gave me money to buy whatever I wanted.
# # #
My mother and I are Czech, Italian, and English. With my mother and I, 5'10" and natural blondes, she dyed her hair shoe polish black to escape from her pimp and bookie when leaving Boston for Detroit. My brothers are all giants. They compete every year in the strongmen competitions.
My eldest brother, Freddie is 6'3" tall and weighs 240 pounds. Next are the identical twins, Vito and Guido. At 6'6" tall, they weigh 260 pounds. Last but not least is Big Louie. At 6'9" tall, as strong as The Mountain in the Games of Thrones, he admits to weighing 400 pounds but he's closer to 425 pounds.
After they worked for the Ford Motor Company in Dearborn, Michigan, helping to make Mustangs, they moved to Boston. They worked as bagmen, enforcers, and bodyguards for the mob in the 70's and 80's. Scarier than the Boogieman, they truly are men that you wouldn't want to meet in a dark alley at night.
Since they all loved Mustang GT's, except for Big Louie, who couldn't fit in the car, they always drove new Mustangs. Louie preferred driving a decked-out Lincoln Town Car with extended wheelbase, the last real limousine made by Lincoln. When they weren't driving them, they were working on them and adding accessories that made them look better, go faster, and handle better. Suffice to write, they all loved cars, and because of them always talking about cars, I learned a lot about cars, too.
Before they were optional equipment from the factory, the first thing they did with their new Mustangs was to replace the original seats with Recaro seats. Giving them more, much needed leg room, removing the not needed rear seat, they were able to move the seat brackets further back before mounting the seat. The next fix was swapping out their 17" wheels for 18" wheels and adding grippier tires. Finally, with them knowing people who would give them inspection stickers without inspecting their cars, they removed all the pollution controls to burn regular gas. Lastly, they added real dual exhausts.
# # #
Having never met my real father, with my mother having regular sex with all four of my much older brothers before I was even born, I've always suspected that one of my brothers is my father. How's that for fucked up? Having a background of incest before I was even born, I didn't have a chance. I fell into the same sexually, demented background as my mother, my brothers, and now my son.
Yet, my mother made a lot of money working as a stripper, a prostitute, a call girl, and an escort. When she wasn't having sex, she was looking for sex partners to suck and fuck for money. The online dating sites were the easiest way for her to not only meet men but also for her to hook up with paying customers.
Now, that my son has his own naked, cam video site, he not only has the perfect way to hook up with women who want to have sex with him but earn money at the same time. Sex, sex, and more sex, sex has surrounded my whole life and most of their lives of my mother and my son. Yet, as if a world without water or a life without breathing, I can't imagine my life without sex.
To be continued with chapter 02
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Never Have I Ever
Never have I ever had incestuous sex with my mother.
Looking back over more than 30-years of regrets, Michael is full of regrets, sexual regrets, and especially incestuous, sexual regrets for things that he wished he had done but didn't have the nerve to do.
Instead of being afraid, Michael wished he had done more things, especially sexually, incestuous things that he was sexually tempted and sexually teased to do but was unable to bring himself to do them with his MILF of a 48-year-old, mother, Irene. Sexually teasing him, whenever wearing her low-cut blouses, his mother always deliberately flashed him down blouse peeks of her bra clad breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. Whenever wearing her sexy, low-cut nightgowns, she deliberately flashed him down-nightgown views of her double D cup, naked breasts and erect nipples.
Regretting that he didn't return the sexual, exhibitionist favor and flashed his mother his naked prick, while kissing her and making out with her, he wished he had touched and felt her breasts through her blouse and bra. Looking back in hindsight, he wished he had stuck his horny hand down her nightgown top to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples and put her soft, warm hand on his naked, erect prick. He wished he had touched and felt all that his mother deliberately flashed him of her bra clad and naked breasts.
When wearing her short skirts, she sat across from him while watching TV. With her always slowly and seductively crossing and uncrossing her long and shapely legs in the way that Sharon Stone did in Basic Instinct, she continually flashed him up-skirt peeks of her white, bikini panties. When wearing her short, sheer, and sexy nightgowns and, again, with her sitting across from him while watching TV, she always sat across from him while drinking her coffee. With her knees parted just enough for him to see her naked pussy, she flashed him up nightgown views of her naked cunt.
Always masturbating over all he had seen of his mother's nearly naked and naked body; when wearing her short skirts, he lost count of how many times she flashed him her panty clad pussy. When wearing her low-cut blouses, he lost count of how many times she flashed him her bra clad breasts. When wearing her low-cut nightgowns, he lost count of how many times she flashed him her naked breasts. Again, when wearing her short nightgowns, he lost count of how many times she flashed him her naked pussy.
Whether her sexual flashes were deliberately done or unintentionally happened, in the way that she looked at him with horniness, incestuous desire, and sexual lust, his mother clearly wanted to have sex with him. While waiting for him to make his sexual move to seduce her and to have sex with her, his biggest regret, he regretted not having had sex with his MILF of a mother, Irene. Something that all sons imagine doing, always imagining her naked and her having sex with him, what son doesn't imagine his mother without her clothes and having sex with her while masturbating himself?
What son doesn't imagine making out with his mother while feeling her beautiful body through her clothes? What son doesn't imagine French kissing his MILF of a mother while making slow, passionate love to her? What son doesn't imagine bending his mother over a table, lifting the back of her nightgown, and fucking her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with his erect cock? Too late now with her dead and buried and him praying over her grave, he looked back over his life of more than 30-years of sexual regrets.
'Alas, if only I could go back thirty years, with her deliberately flashing me and sexually teasing me, I would have touched and felt my mother through her clothes while making out with her. I would have stuck my hand down the front of her nightgown to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. I would have stuck my horny hand up the back of her nightgown to feel and squeeze her shapely, naked ass,' he thought.
He regretted not having incestuous sex with his mother.
'I should have stripped her naked, bent her over the sofa and fucked her. I should have fucked my mother,' he thought. 'I wish I had fucked my mother.'
Would have, could have, and should have, with him having so many sexual opportunities that turned to incestuous regrets, he didn't sexually do anything with his mother. He wished he had taken his MILF of a mother up on her sexual invitations and had incestuous sex with her. He wondered what it would have been like to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. He wondered what it would have been like to have slowly stripped his mother naked while having incestuous sex with her beautiful body.
'Fuck me, Michael. Fuck your mother. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm going to cum. Mommy is going to cum,' he imagined his mother saying while he was on top of her and humping her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with his erect prick. 'Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. I'm going to cum, Michael. I'm going to cum,' he imagined his mother saying. "Mommy is going to cum."
Regretting not doing any of it, he wondered what it would have been like for his mother to blow him. He imagined staring down at his mother as she stared up at him with his erect cock in her in her hand before taking him in her mouth. He would have loved for her to have stroked his cock while sucking his prick. Even now, regretting not having had oral sex with her, he would have loved to have ejaculated a load of cum in his mother's mouth and all over her pretty face and big, naked breasts.
"Oh, Michael. You gave mommy quite the cum bath," he imagined her say with her face dripping with cum.
Imagining her dripping with cum, from her hair, her nose, her chin, and her breasts, he would have loved to have given his mother a cum bath. After cumming in her mouth, once she removed his cock from her lips, he would have love to ejaculate a second load of cum all over her face, in her dark brown hair, and across her big, naked breasts. Dominating her in every sexual way, he would have love to have made her his sexy bitch, his nasty whore, and his sexual slave.
'Take off your nightgown. Get on your bed on your back and spread your legs,' he imagined saying while mounting his naked mother. 'Now, fuck me. Fuck your son as if I'm your husband, your boyfriend, or your lover,' he imagined ordering his mother.
# # #
Author's Note:
Inspired by the thought of the nonsensical line of never have I ever, this is a true story that Michael asked me to write about his laundry list of incestuously, sexual regrets. More than thirty-years later, he still masturbated himself over imagining having had sex with all of those women that he now regretted not having sex with. He wished he had acted upon their sexual desires to want to have sex with him.
Kicking himself for not giving into the sexual opportunities that passed him by, he wondered how different his life would have been had he given into the sexual temptations that they offered him. In hindsight, when them sexually teasing him and deliberately flashing him, he would have had incestuous sex with not only his MILF of a mother but with his sexy, whore of a sister. With her sexually teasing him and deliberately flashing him too, he would have had sex with his mother's younger sister, his MILF of an aunt, Maureen.
# # #
Never have I ever had incestuous sex with my mother.
My biggest regret, never have I ever had incestuous sex with my mother, when clearly, I easily could have had incestuous sex with my MILF of a mother. Even though I wanted to and dared myself to have sex with her, never have I ever had incestuous sex with my mother. Even though she mercilessly, sexually teased me by wearing her low-cut, short, sheer, and sexy nightgowns with nothing underneath and without wearing a robe over them, I never reached out and touched her and felt her through her sexually revealing nightgowns.
'Making my incestuous, sexual intentions known, I wish I had felt my mother's big tits through her nightgown,' he thought. 'I wished I had lifted up the front of her nightgown to cup her bushy, black pussy. I wished I had lifted up the back of her nightgown to feel and squeeze her naked ass. In the way that she deliberately exposed her nearly naked and naked body to me, I wished I had exposed my erect, naked prick to my mother,' thought Michael.
He remembered his mother continually sexually teasing him and deliberately exposing her nearly naked and naked body to him.
'Regretting that I didn't, I wished I had fondled her nearly naked body through her sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgowns while kissing her and making out with her. At the very least, when she wore her sexiest nightgowns around me, I wished I had hugged her. I wished I had rubbed my semi-erect cock against her nightgown clad tummy. I wished I had dropped my hand down the back of her to feel her shapely, nearly naked ass,' he thought.
Afraid to ask if he could, he always wanted to sleep in his mother's bed.
Curious as to what she would have said if he had made an incestuous, sexual move on his mother, I wished I had asked my mother if I could have slept with her. With my semi-erect prick pressed against her shapely ass, I would have loved to have held her, cuddled her, and spooned her. Then, as soon as she fell asleep, I imagined lifting the back of her short nightgown to expose her naked ass. Finally, reaching over her, I imagined feeling her big breasts through her nightgown before sticking my horny hand down her open, nightgown top,' he thought.
Too late, now that he had the courage and the will to do all that he incestuously, sexually wanted to do with his mother, would have, should have, and could have, she was dead and buried.
# # #
'In hindsight, realizing that she had encouraged me to do so by her sexual looks and incestuous actions, I wished I had reached up and felt her big breasts through her nightgown while fingering her erect nipples,' he thought. 'I wonder if she would had continued to allow me to feel her nearly naked breasts or if she would have slapped my hand away. If she didn't slap my hand away, I would have love to have inserted my hand down the top of my mother's low-cut nightgown and felt and fondled her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples,' he thought.
Even though I could clearly see everything through her sheer and sexy nightgowns, her naked ass, her naked bushy, black pussy, her huge double D cup, naked breasts, and her big, erect nipples, unable to act, I just stared. I stared at all that I was seeing and all that she was showing. I stared at all of that I'd be masturbating over later. Regretting not doing more than just staring, the most that I ever did was to masturbate myself over all that I could see of my mother's nearly naked body while allowing her to catch me masturbating.
Deliberately allowing her to catch me masturbating over imagining her naked and having incestuous sex with her, I masturbated every morning and every evening behind my closed, bedroom door. Whenever my horny mood struck, I'd masturbate again over imagining my mother naked and having sex with her. Instead of doing what I had sexually wanted to do with my mother, I masturbated four and five times a day while imagining having incestuous sex with her. While masturbating myself, I laid back on my bed naked while waiting for her to barge in my bedroom without knocking to delivery my laundry.
Vicariously sharing my sexual thoughts with her, when I knew she was standing outside of my bedroom door ready to burst in without knocking, I started my sexual monologue. I talked loud enough for her to hear me through my closed bedroom door while giving a verbal masturbation monologue of all that I wanted to do to her shapely, naked body. I wanted her to hear me so that she'd open my bedroom door and catch me naked and stroking my erect prick. I wanted her to catch me masturbating myself. I wanted her to catch me cumming all over myself.
Hoping that she'd barge in my bedroom without knocking to deliver my laundry, which she had a habit of doing, I deliberately walked around my bedroom naked with a huge erection. Hoping my mother would catch me naked, I wanted her to see my erect, naked prick. Moreover, wanting her to know that I was masturbating over her, whenever I masturbated, I wore headphones and closed my eyes as I stroked myself and while wishing she'd open my bedroom door. When she did open my bedroom door, I pretended that I didn't know that she was in my bedroom watching me masturbating myself.
Whenever I heard her walking down the hall towards my bedroom, and saw the shadow of her feet beneath my bedroom door, I started my verbal monologue show for her sexual benefit. Instead of opening my bedroom door and barging in without knocking, she stood outside of my bedroom door listening to all that I was sexually saying about her. Talking loud enough for her to hear, I wanted her to hear all that I had to say through my closed, bedroom door. Holding nothing back, I gave her an entire monologue of my sexual, incestuous thoughts while masturbating myself over my mother.
# # #
"Oh, Mom, the highlight of my horny days, I love walking by your bedroom when you're dressing and undressing with your bedroom light on and your bedroom door wide open. With you making no move to close your bedroom door and/or to cover nakedness, I love seeing you in your sexy, bikini panties and in your low-cut bra. I love seeing you topless. I love seeing your big, naked tits and erect nipples. I love seeing you naked. I love seeing your naked, shapely ass and your bushy, black pussy," I said loud enough for my mother to hear.
When I saw her shadow beneath my bedroom door and knew that she was still standing there listening, I continued my sexual, masturbation monologue.
"Whenever I see you naked, I love seeing your shapely ass and your bushy, black pussy. I love seeing you naked. I love seeing your big, shapely, double D cup breasts. You have such big tits and I wish I could touch them, feel them, and fondle them while sucking your erect nipples," I said while stroking myself faster and harder. "I wish I could feel and squeeze your shapely, naked ass. I wish I could cup your bushy, black pussy in my horny hand. I wish I could rub your swollen clit and finger fuck your pussy. I wish I could masturbate you, mother."
After she clearly heard me say that I loved seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, the very next day when I walked by her room, she was still in bed. Hoping to see something that I shouldn't see, with her reading in bed, I stepped in her bedroom to talk to her. Surprising me and never expecting her to do what she did, she pushed back the covers and spread her bent knees to climb out of bed. With her nightgown already up to her waist, and her legs parted wide open, she flashed me her black, bushy, naked pussy while getting out of bed.
'I can't believe I saw my mother's pussy,' I thought. 'I can't believe she deliberately or unintentionally flashed me her naked cunt. Wishing that I had reached out and touched her and cupped her naked pussy in my hand, I regretted not fingering my mother's pussy. I regretted not rubbing her naked clit and finger fucking her pussy. I regretted not moving between her shapely legs to finger her pussy while licking her cunt. Nonetheless, I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother's naked cunt for the rest of my life,' I thought.
Then, with her not done sexually teasing me and flashing me, she shocked me with what she did next. Not wasting a second in her exhibitionism of her naked body, she stood, reached down for the hem of her nightgown and lifted her nightgown up and over her head. As if waiting for me to touch her and feel her naked body, she stood there staring at me while I stared at her.
'My mother is naked,' I thought. 'I can't believe my mother stripped herself naked in front of me.'
She continued staring at me as if to see my reaction to seeing her naked. Shocked, I couldn't believe my eyes. Not two feet away from her, my mother was naked. Hard for me to wrap my brain around seeing my mother without her clothes, I couldn't believe she was naked. Stunned, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my MILF of a mother totally naked.
Continuing to stare at her beautiful, 48-year-old, naked body without leaving her bedroom, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her big, naked tits and her fully, erect nipples. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her bushy, black pussy, and her naked, shapely ass. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my MILF of a mother without her clothes. Yet, more than that, I couldn't believe that my mother made no move of modesty to cover her naked breasts with her forearm and/or her naked pussy with her hand. Instead, as if she was fully dressed, she stood before me naked.
Instead of covering her naked breasts with her forearm and covering her naked pussy with her hand, with her wanting me to see her naked, she stood there with her arms by her side. As if daring me to look, indeed, she wanted me to see her naked as much as I wanted to see her naked. Totally stunned, all that I could do was to stare at my mother's big, naked breasts, her erect nipples, her black, bushy pussy, and when she turned and bent at the waist to get dresses, at her naked ass.
'Wow! I can't believe she removed her nightgown in front of me. I can't believe my mother stripped herself naked. I never thought I'd be seeing my mother naked, totally naked,' I thought. 'I can't wait to masturbate over my naked mother,' I thought. 'I can't wait to masturbate over her big, naked tits, over her bushy, black pussy, and over her shapely, naked ass.'
# # #
Still sexually reeling over that day when my mother stripped herself naked in front of me, whenever I masturbated myself, I thought of that day when my mother removed her nightgown in front of me. With me continually masturbating over seeing my mother naked, I'll never forget that day for as long as I live when my mother stripped herself naked. Kicking myself for not touching her and feeling her naked body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother, she stood there as if waiting for me to touch her but I didn't.
Now, regretting that I didn't reach out to touch her, I wished that I had felt and fondled her naked body everywhere. Regretting that I didn't touch her and feel her, I wondered if she would have allowed me to touch her and feel her. I wondered if she would have allowed me to feel and fondle her naked body. I wondered if she would have allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her big tits while pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples.
Something that I'll never know, if I had dared to touch and feel her, I wondered if she would have slapped my hand away and/or slapped my face for sexually abusing her naked body or allowed me to continue. I paused stroking my cock to see if my mother was still standing in front of my bedroom door listening to all that I was saying. Still seeing her feet beneath my bedroom door, when I saw that she was still there, I was glad that she was still there listening to me masturbating myself.
Once I saw that she was still there listening, pleased that I had sexually aroused my mother enough for her to remain at my bedroom door, I continued my masturbation monologue. I wanted her to hear everything. I wanted her to know how much I sexually wanted her. I wanted her to know that not only was I masturbating over imagining her naked but also, I masturbated over imagining her having incestuous sex with me.
"I wish I could play with your pussy and masturbate you, mother. Wishing I could give you a sexual orgasm, I'd love to watch and hear you cum. I wish I could eat your beautiful, black pussy, mother. I'd love to lick your pussy while rubbing your swollen clit and finger fucking your pussy. I'd love to eat your pussy while reaching up to feel your big, naked tits and finger your erect nipples," I said loud enough for her to hear.



Not stopping there with her still standing in front of my closed, bedroom door listening, I continued my masturbation monologue.
"I wish I could make passionate love to you before fucking you fast enough and hard enough to give you a sexual orgasm with my cock. I wish I could cum in your pussy, mother. Too bad that you can no longer have children, I wish I could make you pregnant. I wish I could give you my baby. I wish I could give you multiple sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I really want to fuck you mother. I really want to pound your pussy. I really want explode a load of warm cum in your cunt."
I paused again to see if my mother was still there listening. I couldn't believe my mother was still standing in front of my bedroom door listening to me masturbate myself. When I saw that she was still standing in front of my bedroom door, emboldened to brazenly say even more, I continued with my masturbation monologue.
"I wish you would wrap your long, manicured fingers around my stiff prick and have you stroke my cock," I said. "I'd love for you to masturbate me, mother. I'd love to cum for you. I'd love to cum all over you. I'd love to give you a cum bath."
Then, wondering if she sucked cock, I said what I wanted to hear and hoped she'd do.
"Not stopping with just masturbating me, I wish you would blow me. I wish you would suck my cock and allow me to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said. "I'd love to cum in your mouth, mother."
Suddenly, I imagined my big dick in my mother's mouth while she stared up at me with her big, brown eyes. Determined to cum in her mouth, my mother's mouth, I imagined her stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. Indeed, glad that my mother sucked cock because I imagined her giving me the best blowjob of my life.
"I'd love for you to suck my cock, mother. I'd love to look down and see you with my stiff prick in my mouth while you stared up at me. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth, all over your pretty face, and across your big, naked breasts. I'd love to cover you with cum," I said. "I'd love to see you dripping with cum. I'd love to give you a cum bath, mother."
# # #
After hearing all that I said and all of what I sexually wanted to do to her naked body, I wondered what my mother was thinking. Wishing I had a hidden camera outside of my bedroom door, I wondered if she was touching herself while listening to me masturbating myself. I wondered if I had made her as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited. Something that I never saw or heard her doing, I wondered if she masturbated. With me masturbating every day, multiple times a day, I'd love to watch my mother masturbate herself to me masturbating myself.
Just as I thought that, pretending that she had just arrived and didn't hear a word that I had said about all that I sexually wanted to do to her, she burst open my bedroom door without knocking to deliver my laundry. Sitting in my computer chair with my headphones on and my eyes closed, opening my eyes a crack, just enough to see her, I saw my mother staring at my erect prick. With her seemingly enamored with my naked cock, masturbating myself for my mother, I continued holding my erect prick in my hand while stroking myself.
I pretended that I didn't know she was standing in my bedroom by my opened bedroom door and staring at my naked cock while watching me masturbate myself. Determined to cum for my mother, I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. As if it wasn't enough that I was showing her my naked, erect cock, I wanted her to watch me masturbating myself. I wanted her to see me cum. I wanted her to hear me cum.
'My mother is staring at my naked prick in the way that I stared at her naked body. I can't believe my mother is still staring at my naked cock,' I thought. 'Seemingly, my mother is as sexually aroused as I'm sexually excited. I can't believe my mother is staring at my erect, naked prick as if she wanted to stroke it, suck it, and fuck it. I can't wait to masturbate later over my mother staring at my naked dick.'
Instead of leaving, standing in front of and leaning against my closed, closet door, she remained there watching me stroking myself faster and harder. Determined to cum for my mother, I wanted to cum for her. I needed to cum for her. While imagining that I was cumming on her, I wanted her to see and hear me ejaculate a load of cum all over my naked body.
Hoping that she'd walk over to me, move to her knees, and take me in her hand before taking me in her mouth, I'd love for my mother to blow me. I'd love for my mother to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. I wished my mother would suck my cock and allow me to cum in her mouth. Only, she didn't do that and I regretted that I didn't ask her to do that. I wondered if I put a gentle hand to her shoulder and asked her to blow me if she would have given me oral sex.
'Mom, suck my cock. Blow me, mother. Please blow me,' I imagined saying to my mother. 'I need to cum in your mouth while fondling your naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting your erect nipples.'
I regretted that I didn't take her by her hand, pull her to me, and put her hand on my erect prick. I regretted that I didn't wrap her long, manicured fingers around my dick and move her hand up and down with my hand for her to give me a forced hand job. I regretted that I didn't put a gentle hand to her shoulder in the hope that she would have taken the not-so-subtle hint. Perhaps, then, she would have moved to her knees. Perhaps, then, she would have taken me in her mouth, sucked my prick, and allowed me to cum in her mouth.
Instead, of touching me, what she did was to touch herself. After she put her laundry basket down on my chair, while still standing in my room, she continued watching me masturbate myself. I watched her through my barely opened eye slits. Something that I never expected her to do, in the way that I wished I could do, she fondled her big breasts through her nightgown while fingering her erect nipples. Then, surprising me, she reached her hand in her low-cut nightgown and pulled out her naked breasts.
'Fuck me. Oh, my God. I can't believe my mother pulled her naked breasts out of the top of her nightgown,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's feeling and fondling her naked tits while fingering her erect nipples.'
She continued fondling her naked tits while watching me stroke myself faster and harder. I couldn't believe I was seeing my mother's naked breasts. I couldn't believe my mother was fondling her naked tits while watching me masturbating myself. Surprisingly, with her nipples totally erect, my mother was as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited.
Finally, further surprising me, not believing my eyes, she lifted the hem of her nightgown to her tummy and exposed her black, bushy, naked pussy. While she continued staring at me masturbating myself and continued staring at my naked cock, she rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy. Shocking but true, my mother masturbated herself to me masturbating myself. Then, as soon as I shot a load of cum all over my chest and stomach, as if she was embarrassed or sexually aroused, and not wanting me to catch her in my room masturbating herself, she abruptly left my bedroom.
# # #
Greeting the day, something that I looked forward to seeing every morning, my mother would push open the drapes and allow the sun to light up her sheer and thin nightgown as if she was naked. As if she was walking through a TSA, X-ray machine at the airport, I could clearly see through her sexy nightgowns. I could clearly see my mother's naked ass. Then, when she turned to face me, with the bright light beaming in behind her and lighting her up in silhouette, I could clearly see her bushy, black pussy and her huge, naked breasts.
Then, every morning, whether unintentionally or deliberately, she gave me a down-nightgown view of her big, naked breasts. She'd lean over me while serving me food or pouring me coffee. While drinking her coffee and watching TV, deliberately or unintentionally exposing herself to me, she'd sit across from me with her knees parted just enough to give me an up-nightgown view of her black, bushy pussy. Every morning I saw my mother's naked breasts and her naked pussy. Every morning, for all intents and purposes, with her giving me an erection, I saw my mother as if she was naked.
Remembering back more than 30-years-ago when I was a horny, twenty-something-year-old, testosterone filled, young man, deliberately allowing me to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked my mother would dress and undress with her bedroom door open. I lost count how many times I saw my mother in her sexy, low-cut bra and white bikini panties. I lost count how many times I saw my mother topless. I lost count how many times I saw my mother's naked ass, her naked pussy, and her naked tits. I lost count how many times I saw my mother naked.
Stunned and sexually aroused, all that I could do was to stare. Regretting not doing more than just staring at all that I was seeing of her beautiful, lingerie clad, topless, and/or naked body, I wished I had touched her and felt her. I wished I had asked if I could sleep with her in her bed while holding her, cuddling her, and spooning her. I wished I had touched and felt her while she was sleeping.
I wished I had asked her if I could wash her back while she took a bath. While washing her back, I would have love to have reached around her to feel her naked breasts. Then, dropping the soap numerous times, I imagined brushing my horny hand by her naked pussy. I imagined feeling her naked ass with the excuse of looking for the soap.
Something I regretted not doing, with her stripping herself naked in front of me, I wished I had asked her to masturbate me while I masturbated her. I wished I had asked her to blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth. Filled with and consumed by so many sexually, incestuous regrets, I wished I had fucked my mother. I wished I had ejaculated a load of cum not only in her beautiful mouth but also in her beautiful pussy, too.
# # #
Every summer, with her thinking that I wasn't home, and with her outback in the backyard sunning herself topless, I'd sneak in the front door and up to my bedroom. My bedroom window overlooked the backyard and I could clearly see my mother topless and, sometimes, even naked. Unembarrassed and unashamed, she deliberately gave our neighbors, the lawn guys, and the pool men views of her topless and naked body.
'My mother is such an exhibitionist whore,' I thought. 'As if pretending that we were at a nude beach, I dared myself to go out to the backyard naked. Regretting that I didn't, I never went out to the backyard naked.'
Daring myself to do so but never having the nerve to ask her, I wanted to ask her to go with me to a nude beach. I'd love to spend the day naked with my naked mother. I'd love to hold her and sexually touch her while wading in the water. Regretting not asking her to go to a nude beach with me, with her always flashing me her naked and nearly naked body, I always wondered if she'd go to clothing optional beach with me.
'How sexually exciting would that be to go to a nude beach with my mother,' I thought?
I would have loved for a multitude of men to see my mother naked. I would have loved to have a small crowd of men gathered around us to watch us having sex on the beach. I would have loved for few men to masturbate and cum all over my mother's face and her naked body. I would have loved to have watched my mother stroke, suck, and fuck a couple of their pricks.
Another thing that I regretted not doing. I always wanted to play strip poker with my mother. I imagined us drinking wine and the both naked while playing cards. Once we removed our clothes, I imagined all of the sexually, incestuous things that I asked her to do now that we were naked.
Finally, I always wanted to photograph my mother in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. I always wanted to show her underwear clad, topless, and/or naked photos to my friends. Moreover, something I knew she'd never allow me to do, wanting all of her relatives, friends, and co-workers to see her naked, I always wanted to post her naked photos and videos online.
Last but not least, something that most men did with their wives or girlfriends, I wanted to ask my mother if she'd have swinging sex with other couples. Only, not wanting her to think that I was a deranged pervert, I never found the nerve to ask my mother to have swinging sex with me and with other couples. How hot would that be to go to swingers' parties with my mother?
I would have loved to have watched my mother having sex with another couple. I would have loved to have watched her having sex with another man while stroking him, sucking him, and fucking him. I would have loved to have watched her having sex with another woman.
I would have loved to watch my mother making out with a woman. I would have loved watching her masturbate and eat another woman's pussy. I would have loved watching another woman masturbate and eat my mother.
# # #
Never have I ever had incestuous sex with my 26-year-old sister, Kathy.
After having taken her shower, my sister, Kathy, was always walking around me while wearing nothing more than a towel wrapped around her sexy and shapely body. Sometimes, when she reached over her head while drying her hair, her towel would slowly slide down to expose her naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my big sister's big, shapely, naked breasts. In the way that I stared at my mother's big, naked tits, I stared at my sister's big, naked tits.
'I saw my big sister's naked breasts,' I thought. 'If it wasn't enough that I saw my mother's naked tits, I can't believe I saw my sister's naked tits, too.'
Sometimes, before she could grab it, her towel would slide all the way down to her feet and allow me to see her naked.
'I saw my sister naked. If it wasn't enough that I saw my MILF of a mother naked, I can't believe that I saw my big, sister naked, too,' I thought. 'In the way that I'll be masturbating over my naked mother for the rest of my life, I'll be masturbating over my naked sister for the rest of my life, too.'
While standing in the open bathroom doorway and watching her drying her hair, seemingly, not deliberate on her part by completely accidental, I just happened to be at the right place in the right time.
"Oh, my God, Michael," she said while seeing me staring at her naked breasts through the bathroom mirror. "Stop staring at my naked tits. Stop staring at my naked body. Matter of fact, get out of my bathroom. Get out! Go! God, I'm your sister and not some whore that you invited home from the bar. You're such a nasty pervert," she said. "I can't believe that you sexually lust over your sister, you pig."
# # #
Then, there were all of those times when she came home drunk. Immediately stripping off her clothes, she'd lay on her bed naked with her bedroom door wide open. I lost count how many times I saw my sister drunk and naked. I lost count how many times I masturbated over my sister's naked breasts, her naked, blonde trimmed pussy, and her naked ass. In the way that I did with my MILF of a mother, I lost count of how many times that I masturbated over my sexy sister.
With her soundly sleeping, regretting that I didn't, I was tempted to walk in her bedroom and stand beside her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. I was tempted to wrap her long, manicured fingers around my erect prick. I was tempted to move my hips back and forth while holding her hand in place to give me a forced hand job. I so wanted to cum all over my sleeping sister. I so wanted to give her a cum bath. Only, regretting that I didn't, I never had her give me a forced hand job nor did I ever cum in my sleeping, drunken sister.
Nonetheless whether I had drunken, sleeping sex with my sister, not stopping with just a hand job, I was tempted to slowly slide my erect, naked prick across my sister's partially opened lips. I wondered if she'd take me in her mouth and blow me but I never did. Regretting that I didn't stick my erect prick in my sister's drunken and sleeping mouth, whether sleeping or awake, I would have loved for my sister to blow me. I would have loved to cum in my sister's sleeping, drunken mouth.
Not stopping with a mere hand job or a blowjob, I was tempted to mount my sister and fuck her in her drunken sleep. Yet, it was enough that I was seeing her without her clothes. Still, I so wanted to touch and feel her big breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Only, afraid of awakening her, I so wanted my drunken and sleeping sister to stroke me, suck me, and fuck me.
Then, thinking what worked for my mother may work for my sister. Whenever I was home alone with her, I'd go to my room and masturbate myself. Knowing my sister had the same habit as my mother, instead of knocking on my bedroom door, she'd barge in as if my bedroom was her bedroom.
When hearing my sister climbing the stairs and walking down the hall towards my room, I'd quickly strip myself naked. Then, as I did with my mother, I donned my headphones and closed my eyes while stroking my erect prick. As soon as I heard her standing outside of my bedroom door and saw her feet beneath my door, I'd start my verbal, masturbation monologue.
"Oh, Kathy, I'd love to play with your pussy while sucking your big tits. I'd love to give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers and masturbate you. I'd love to stick my erect cock in your mouth," I said plenty loud enough for her to hear through my closed, bedroom door. "I'd love to cum in your mouth while feeling and fondling your naked breasts."
Then, when she opened my bedroom door, I slit opened my eyes just enough for to see her standing in the doorway while staring at my erect, naked prick. In the way that my mother touched her breasts through her thin nightgown, my sister fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples through her sexy nightgowns, too. Clearly, in the way that I was sexually excited and had sexually aroused my MILF of a mother, I had sexually aroused my sexy sister, too.
I always regretted not standing and walking to my sister naked. I always regretted not sticking my erect prick in her soft hand while fondling her breasts through her nightgown. I always regretted not bending my sister over my bed and fucking her. As much as I would have loved to cum in her mouth, I would have loved to cum all over her naked ass. In the way that I wished I had given my mother a cum bath, I regretted not giving my sister a cum bath, too.
# # #
Never have I ever had incestuous sex with my mother's sister, my aunt Maureen.
Whenever my 42-year-old aunt came for a visit, especially when my mother wasn't there in the room with us, she'd sexually tease me by flashing me some part of her naked body. Whether flashing me her naked breasts, her naked ass, and/or her naked pussy, she continually flashed herself to me while making her flashing look accidental.
When dressing and undressing, she had the same habit as my mother. She'd dress and undress with the guest bedroom door wide open. Daring myself to touch her and feel her but regretting that I hadn't, I'd stand in her bedroom doorway talking to her while watching her dress or undress. Unembarrassed and unashamed, not covering her naked breasts with her forearm or her naked pussy with her hand, instead, she'd turn to face me while she was naked.
"You have beautiful body, auntie," I said. "I love your shapely ass and your big breasts."
She laughed while looking down at herself before looking at me.
"You may touch me and feel me if you'd like," she said.
Only, turning red with embarrassment and shame, I never took my aunt up on her incestuously, sexual offer to touch and feel her naked body. In the way that I regretted not sexually touching and feeling my naked mother and naked sister, I've always regretted not touching and feeling my naked aunt.
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My Son's Naked Cam Show, Ch. 02
Author's Note:
This true story was written for Joe. He asked me to write his story. All characters in this story are real people. Not even their names have been changed. The story is about erotic, story writer, Susan Jill Parker, her mother, Natalie, Nasty Natty, and Susan's 21-year-old, adult son, Joe.
If you dare, with me taking it as a huge compliment, you should read this story while masturbating yourself. Matter of fact, if you dare, I double dare you to read this story with your mother and/or with your grandmother sitting on either side of you on the couch. Trust me, I know women. With you telling them that you wrote this story about them and with them believing that you wrote the story, they'll be so flattered that you wrote an erotic story about them that they'll want to masturbate you and/or blow you.
"I wrote an erotic story about you grandma and you too, mom, that I'd like to read to you," said Joe to his mother and grandmother.
They looked at him shocked as if they couldn't believe that he wrote an erotic story about them.
"You did," asked Joe's grandmother, Natalie, with disbelief?
Susan looked at her son with pride.
"I can't believe you wrote an erotic story about my mother and I,' said Susan. "As your sexual reward for writing our story, take out your cock. I want to masturbate you while you read the story to me."
Natalie gave her grandson a big, sexy smile and a long, wet kiss.
"And I want to suck your cock while you read your story to me,' said Natalie.
# # #
"I double dare you to remove your prick from your pajama bottoms to allow your mother to masturbate you and for your grandmother to blow you. Chicken. Go ahead and do it. You have no balls. Go ahead take out your cock. You've been double dare to remove your cock from your pajama bottoms and expose your growing erection to your mother and/or your grandmother."
Trust me, they'll not only enjoy you reading this story to them, but also, they'll loved to see your naked prick. Women want to see naked cocks as much as men want to see naked breasts. Trust me, after reading about you having incestuous sex with not only his mother but also with his grandmother, wanting to roleplay this story while you continue reading this story, they'll want to have sex with you, too.
If you haven't already had sex with your mother and/or grandmother, reading this story to them is a good way to sexually seduce them both. Believe it or not, after sheltering at home for months in this age of COVID, I dare write that your mother and/or grandmother are just as horny, if not hornier than you are. After you read them this story, they'll want to strip you naked and have incestuous sex with your naked body.
"Mom! Grandma! Come in the living room please and sit on either side of me on the couch. I want to read you my story that I wrote about you both," said Joe saying to his mother and his grandmother.
# # #
Now, before you start reading this story to them, I dare you to obediently obey your mother and your grandmother. I dare you to pull out your cock from your pajama bottoms in front of your mother and/or your grandmother. That's right. In preparation to read your story to them, I want you to expose yourself to them. With them not shocked, embarrassed, or ashamed, they wouldn't give you a negative reaction at all in seeing your naked prick. Instead, with them showing a flash of sexual arousal on their faces, you may be surprised by their sexual reactions.
Now that your prick is dangling out of your pajama bottoms, take your cock in your hand. I double dare you to slowly stroke yourself to a nice erection in front of your mother and/or your grandmother. Now, with your mother and/or your grandmother staring down at you stroking your naked prick, slowly continue to stroking yourself to a bigger and harder erection. Trust me, women enjoy watching men masturbating themselves. They'll want to see you masturbating yourself as much as you want them to see you masturbating yourself. Moreover, they'll want to watch you cum, too.
Before you start reading my story, grab a box of tissues and a tube of lotion because you're going to need it. Before you start reading my story with your mother and/or grandmother, giving you easy access to their naked breasts and naked pussies, ask them to put on their sexiest and most revealing nightgowns. If your mother and/or grandmother agree to put on their sexiest and most revealing nightgown, then, you're more than halfway to having incestuous sex with your mother and/or your grandmother. Your mother and/or grandmother may want to grab their vibrators and/or their dildos, too.
Conceived out of wedlock 24-years ago, instead of having an abortion and aborting Joe, Susan was happy to have a baby. Learning from her mother who didn't believe in abortions either, Natalie had 5 children by four, different men. She learned early that she earned more money dancing around a pole and removing her clothes when pregnant than she did stripping when fully dressed. For some convoluted reason men paid more to see a mother pregnant with child dancing around a stripper's pole while slowly and seductively removing her clothes.
# # #
"Are you ready? Has your mother and/or your grandmother donned their sexiest and most revealing nightgowns? Are they sitting beside you? Have you removed your cock from your pajama bottoms? Are you slowly masturbating yourself in front of your mother and/or your grandmother? Good. Then, shall we begin?"
I'm Joe and I'm a typical, incestuous pervert. Proud of it depending on who I'm talking to, I've had incestuous sex with not only my mother numerous times but also, I've had incestuous sex with my grandmother numerous times, too. If I had a sister, which I don't, no doubt, I'd be having incestuous sex with her, too.
Seriously, think about it. How many sons have had incestuous sex with their mothers? What do you think? Millions of sons? Every other son? Or too many sons to count?
Having sex with your mother, especially if she's a MILF like Susan, is a huge turn on. I get that. Who wouldn't want to have sex with her. Look at her. Just look at her. She's not only beautiful but also, she's as shapely as she is sexy. What man wouldn't want to fuck her?
Yet, how many grandsons have had incestuous sex with their grandmothers? What do you think? Would you have sex with your grandmother if she was a GILF like Natalie, Nasty Natty? Who wouldn't want to have sex with Susan's mother? Any normal, testosterone filled man would not only want to fuck Susan but also would want to fuck Natalie, too.
Yet, where do men draw the line when having incestuous sex? Seemingly, their mothers, especially mothers who look like Susan are sexually wanted and lusted over. Seemingly, their elderly grandmothers, especially if they look like Natalie and are ex-strippers and ex-prostitutes are fair game, too. Any horny man would want his mother, especially a mother who looked like Susan to suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth. Any horny man would want his grandmother, especially a grandmother who looked like Natalie to suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth.
"Grandma. Do me a favor. Please remove your nightgown. I want to see your sagging breasts, your bushy pussy, and your wrinkled, naked ass,' said Joe to Natalie, while sexually soliciting his elderly grandmother.
Not having to ask her twice, eager to strip herself naked in front of her horny grandson, Natalie removed her nightgown for her grandson to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
# # #
Most sons and grandsons may masturbate over the thoughts of having incestuous sex with their mothers and/or grandmothers, perhaps wishing they had done more, but masturbation is as far as they go and all that they do. Sons and grandsons may wish they could have sex with their mothers and grandmothers, especially if their mothers are MILFs like Susan and their grandmothers are GILFs like Natalie, but how many men dare have to have incestuous sex with their mothers and/or grandmothers? Think about it. What are the odds that your mothers and/or grandmothers would allow you to strip them naked and fuck them?
Sons and grandsons may wish that they could make out with their mothers and grandmothers while slowly stripping them naked and while touching and feeling them everywhere through their clothes. Alas, most times, their sexual desires are nothing more than sexual, masturbation fantasies. Perhaps, fearing that they may reject them, that their fathers and/or grandfathers may discover their dirty, sexual secrets, or that their friends and relatives may find out that they had incestuous sex with their mothers and grandmothers, they don't sexually solicit their mothers and/or grandmothers.
"Mom? May I see your naked breasts," asked her 21-year-old son of his MILF of a mother?
His mother looked at him as if he was crazy before a flash of sexual arousal took hold of her face. Seemingly and unbelievably, something he never expecting her wanting, she wanted to show her son her naked breasts as much as he wanted to see her naked breasts. Even though she was ready to accommodate him by lowering her nightgown straps, a big step in their mother and son sexual relationship, she stalled for time to see if he was serious about wanting to see her naked breasts.
"Pardon me? I'm sorry but what did you just ask me? You want to see my naked breasts," asked his mother flattered that her son wanted to see her naked tits? So as not to look like the incestuous whore that she is, at first, his mother rebuffed his request. "I'm your mother and you're my son. I don't think that I should be showing you my naked tits," I imagined her saying with sexual indignation.
Staring at the big impressions that his mother's tits made in her nightgown, her son stared at what he could already see of his mother's tits through her low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgown.
"Please, mom? I've always wanted to see your big, naked tits," he said as if asking her to buy him a toy at the toy store. He fingered the head of his growing erection through his pajama bottoms. "Please show me your naked breasts," he asked again while determined to see his mother's tits. Taking a chance that she'd want to see his prick as much as he wanted to see her tits, he sweetened his request. "I'll show you my naked prick if you show me your naked tits," he said.
Instead of looking at him with shocked disdain, she looked at her son with sexual arousal. She could feel her pussy moistening with the thought of showing him her naked breasts and her son showing her his naked prick. After her husband no longer had anything to sexually do with her, and with her son looking so much like his father, she was as horny as she was sexually frustrated. Actually, she had been sexually thinking about having sex with her son. In the way that he masturbated over imagining his mother naked and having sex with her, she's been masturbating over imagining her son naked and having sex with him.
"Okay," said his mother breathing through her open mouth with sexual anticipation. But don't tell your father that I showed you my naked breasts," she said with shame and embarrassment mixed with sexual excitement. "I'd feel embarrassed that I showed my son my tits."
Under her son's watchful eye, she removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders and, as if she was doing a slow striptease, allowed the bodice of her nightgown to slowly fall to her waist. As if he had never seen naked breasts before, her son stared at his mother's naked breasts before asking her the next inevitable questions.
"May I touch them, mother? May I feel them? May I fondle your naked breasts while sucking your nipples? Please mother, please. May I have my incestuous, sexual way with your naked breasts?"
Taken aback that her son wanted to do more than just see her naked tits, she stared down at herself while sliding a slow and thoughtful hand across her naked breasts and erect nipples before staring up at him.
"Of course, you may touch them," she said giving him a sexy smile while touching her naked tits. "Of course, you may feel them," she said while feeling her naked breasts. "Of course, you may fondle them while sucking my nipples," she said giving her son permission to have his wicked, sexual way with her naked tits.
Sexually teasing him, she cupped her naked breasts in the palms of her hands. Then, raising her breasts to her mouth, she sucked her nipples, first one and then, the other. With his erect cock already tenting his pajama bottoms, she stared at her son staring at her.
A horny son who was sexually attracted to his mother and was sexually excited to have his wicked, sexual way with his mother's big, naked breasts was beside himself with sexual excitement. A sexually frustrated mother was willing and ready to do any sexual thing with her son to allow him to give her a sexual orgasm. She wanted to cum. She needed to cum.
# # #
Not stopping there, while masturbating themselves, many sons and grandsons may wish that their mothers and grandmothers would blow them while they felt, fondled, and sucked their naked tits. Something as erotic as it was incestuously forbidden, they'd love for them to suck their cocks. They'd love to cum in their mothers' and/or grandmothers' mouths. They'd love to cum all over their pretty faces and across their naked breasts. They'd love to give their mothers and grandmothers cum baths.
"Oh, my God, Joe, you gave mommy quite the cum bath. I'm dripping with cum," said Susan to her son after he ejaculated for a second time, first in her mouth and then all over her beautiful face and naked breasts.
Natalie laughed.
"Where did all of that cum come from? Were you saving that up just for me? After you ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth, I can't believe you ejaculated a bigger load all over my face," said Natalie while laughing.
The other side of the coin, mothers and grandmothers wished they could have incestuous sex with their sons and grandsons? How many mothers have already had incestuous sex with their sons? What do you think? How many grandmothers have already had incestuous sex with their grandsons? Again, what do you think? I dare write that incestuous sex is more prevalent than you think.
Think about it. In the same way that horny men masturbate over imagining their mothers and grandmothers naked while having sex with them, no doubt, mothers and grandmothers masturbate while imagining their sons and grandsons naked while imagining having sex with them, too. After all, whether male or female with both sexes having sexual needs and erotic desires, we're all only human. We all want sex and how much more sexually exciting is it to have sex with not only our mothers but also with our grandmothers, too.
'Wow! Not only did I see my mother naked but also, I saw my grandmother naked,' thought Joe. 'First my mother sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her mouth, then, my grandmother sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her mouth. I can't believe that I fucked my mother and then I fucked my grandmother,' thought Joe. 'I can't wait to have sex with them both together. I can't wait for them to suck and fuck my friends, too.'
# # #
Close to them both, I loved my mother, Susan, and my grandmother, my mother's mother, Natalie, too. Having already had incestuous sex with my mother, numerous times, I've already had incestuous sex with my grandmother, Natalie, numerous times, too. Suffice to write, an understatement, I enjoyed not only having incestuous sex with my mother but also with my grandmother, too, occasionally both at the same time. With my mother a cocksucking whore and my grandmother an ex-stripper, an ex-prostitute, and an around nasty whore, who could blame me for having sex with them after being sexually seduced by my mother and grandmother?
"If you fuck me and give me a sexual orgasm with your cock, Joe, I'll suck your cock and allow you to cum in my mouth," said Susan to her son.
Natalie laughed.
"Not even having to fuck me and/or give me a sexual orgasm, I'll suck your cock any time and anywhere," said Natalie laughing.
# # #
Even more sexually exciting than actually having incestuous sex with my mother and/or with my grandmother was something that made me wild with sexual desire. My biggest, sexual turn on was watching women slowly and seductively undress. I loved seeing sexy and shapely women in their low-cut bras and bikini panties before seeing them topless and naked.
Perhaps, because my mother dressed and undressed with her bedroom door wide open and my grandmother continually sexually teased me by undressing in front of me with no modesty or shame was the reason why I enjoyed watching women undress. I found women undressing sexually exciting, who wouldn't? With my mother and grandmother proud to be whores, I was proud to an incestuous pervert.
I loved standing in my mother's open, bedroom doorway while watching her undress and get dressed. As much as I loved seeing my mother in her short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown, I loved seeing my mother topless before seeing her naked. I loved watching her lift her nightgown up, over her head, and off. Then, with my grandmother undressing and dressing with her bedroom door wide open, too, I loved watching my grandmother strip herself naked before getting dressed.
With my mother an ex-swinger what she hadn't done behind closed, bedroom doors with other swinging couples, she's written about doing. With Natalie, Nasty Natty, an all-around whore, as long as they had the money to pay her, she'd have sex with any man or any woman at any time. Many men envy me growing up with Susan Jill Parker as my mother and her mother, Natalie, nasty Natty, as my grandmother. Who wouldn't envy me? They are both as drop dead gorgeous as they are sexy and shapely.
Starting with my mother and my grandmother, I loved watching women slowly, seductively, and sexually remove their blouses and their short skirts. I loved watching women parading around me in their sexy lingerie. Able to hide their flaws, most women looked better in their low-cut bras and sexy, bikini panties than they do naked. Then, not limited to wanting to see women in their sexy lingerie, I loved watching women ever so slowly and ever so seductively remove their bras and panties. I loved seeing women topless before seeing them naked.
Unable to get enough of watching women stripping themselves naked, as if they're doing a striptease just for me, I loved watching women sexually remove their clothes in front of me. Before starting my own cam show, Our Neighborhood, Naked Cam Show, I paid for private web cam shows to watch women undress online. Now, that I had my own web cam show, having not only met them but also having already had sex with some of them, I hired many of my mother's and grandmother's ex-stripper friends to appear naked on my naked, cam show.
Giving them private shows, and with men typing in their instructions, women did whatever men wanted them to sexually do and showed men whatever they wanted to see of their naked bodies. No longer having to pay to watch women undress, giving me all of the private shows that I wanted, my mother's and my grandmother's ex-stripper friends undressed for me for free. Yet, not stopping with hiring my mother's and my grandmother's ex-stripper friends, I even hired his mother, Susan Jill Parker, and my grandmother, Natalie, Nasty Natty, to appear naked on my naked, cam show.
As their way of introducing themselves to their audience of horny men, I had my mother and my grandmother each do a sexy and seductive striptease. Then, once they were naked and sitting comfortably on their beds, I had them masturbate themselves online. Finally, giving men what they wanted to see, I had them have sex with one another before having sex with me. Wickedly, sexually forbidden, how sexually exciting for a son to have incestuous sex not only with his mother but also with his grandmother, too.



Fingering one another, they masturbated one another while licking one another. They gave each other oral sex. They gave one another multiple, sexual orgasms. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough watching them undress, masturbating themselves, and having sex with one another, able to watch them anytime I wanted, I had their videos of my naked mother and grandmother having incestuous sex saved to my hard drive.
# # #
My Son's Naked Cam Show, Chapter 02
Our Neighborhood, Naked, Cam Show
My bedroom was wired for sound and for video. No more privacy for me, as if I was a contestant on an X-rated, reality, TV show, I had four cameras in each corner of my bedroom monitoring my every move. Except for when I went to the bathroom and closed my bathroom door to relive myself, even recording myself masturbating and/or having sex with my mother and/or my grandmother, I had no privacy at all. When I showered, I'd leave my bathroom door wide open for the camera to see me naked while showering.
Two of my biggest fans were Susan, my MILF of a mother, and Natalie, my GILF of a grandmother. Having become loyal fans of Joe's Neighborhood, Naked, Cam Show, they faithfully watched my Naked Cam Show every day and masturbated to it nearly every evening. With the three of us always horny and sexually frustrated, my mother and grandmother were just as sexually twisted as I was. Every day, my mother and grandmother watched me parade around my bedroom naked while doing my naked, cam show.
Returning the favor of her son's naked, exhibitionist show, Susan, continually walked around me in her sexy, bikini panties and low-cut bras, topless, and/or naked. When she wasn't having sex with me, she was sexually teasing me and sexually enticing me to have sex with her. I was a lucky son to have a mother who wanted to have incestuous sex with me as much as I wanted to have incestuous sex with her.
"Blow me, mom. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth while fondling your naked breasts," I said to my incestuous whore of a mother.
When my mother wasn't having sex with me, my grandmother was having sex with me.
"Blow me, grandma. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth while fondling your naked breasts," I said to my incestuous whore of a grandmother.
# # #
As proud of Joe having his own business as they were sexually excited over constantly seeing his naked, erect cock, they never missed a day of watching Joe walk around his bedroom naked. Even though they both enjoyed watching Joe's Neighborhood, Naked, Cam Show, Susan and Natalie never considered participating and being on Joe's naked cam show. Then, after Joe planted the seed of videoing his mother, in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked, Susan was a reluctant participant. Free advertising for her prostitution business, eager to be on his show, Natalie, couldn't wait for Joe to put her naked video online.
Susan and Natalie quickly got in the swing of things by understanding how the intricacies of a video cam show worked. They were both eager to participate in all of the sexual action and erotic fun of web camming. Showing their fans what they sexually wanted to see, and do what their fans sexually wanted them to do, they hoped to earn extra money by giving men private, web cam shows. Only crossing the line in invading her privacy by exposing herself naked online, Susan was unsure about sending naked pictures of herself to Joe's naked cam show for online, public publication.
Susan was well aware that many of Joe's friends, her friends, and their neighbors were devoted fans of Joe's neighborhood, cam show. Should she appear naked on her son's naked show, sacrificing her privacy, her modesty, and her reputation, she knew that she'd immediately be recognized. A mostly Italian neighborhood with short, Sicilian woman, there weren't many tall, beautiful, blue-eyed, busty, and shapely, natural blonde, Czech/Italian women walking around her neighborhood. She stuck out like a runway model at a new car show.
More modestly moral than her whore of a mother, something she's never done before or even considered doing, Susan was reluctant about showing her naked body online while slowly and seductively stripping herself naked in front of her son. With Natalie an ex-stripper and an ex-nasty prostitute, she was more accustomed to showing men her naked body while dancing around a strippers' pole. Then, with her not just stripping herself naked but also masturbating herself, and/or even having incestuous sex with her mother, she couldn't believe that her son had turned her into even a bigger whore.
Embarrassed and ashamed that she needed to have sex online for money, especially with her mother, but that's what men wanted to see and would pay money to watch. They wanted to see Susan Jill Parker not only having incestuous sex with her son but also, they wanted to watch her having sex with her mother, Natalie, too. A big, sexual transition, never did she ever think that she'd appear online naked. Never did she ever think that she'd not only be having sex online, incestuous sex with her son but also with her mother, too.
Having nothing to hide nor to be ashamed and/or embarrassed about, with her already having had incestuous sex with all four of her sons, numerous times, Natalie could care less who saw her without her clothes. As if she was a nudist, she was perfectly comfortable walking around in private and/or in public naked. It wasn't until I sexually solicited my mother that she agreed to appear naked on my cam show. I didn't have to sexually solicit my grandmother; an eager volunteer. While advertising her prostitution business, Natalie had already asked me if she could appear naked on my cam show.
# # #
With the both of them cocksucking whores, and with my grandmother having already worked as a stripper and a prostitute, again, being featured on a cam show was just another way for her to advertise her prostitution business. The beauty of a naked cam show, without needing to have physical contact with her Johns, without having the fear of being arrested, and charged with prostitution, an interactive cam show was the perfect way for her to make extra money. Able to keep their identities secret, Joe assured them both that he could blur their faces and alter their voices to make them virtually unrecognizable.
"Don't worry," said Joe. "I can blur your faces and change your voices. Making you unrecognizable, no one ever will know that it's you appearing naked on my naked, cam show."
Susan looked from her son to look at her mother before looking back at her son again.
"Why would a man pay money to someone with a distorted face and an altered voice," she asked Joe with a shrug while making a face? "If I was a man looking to masturbate over a good-looking, naked woman, I wouldn't pay to see a woman with a blurred face and an altered voice," said Susan. "Not only would I need to see her naked body to masturbate myself over but also, I'd need to see her pretty face, and hear the sound of her sexy, feminine voice."
Agreeing with her daughter, Natalie nodded her pretty head.
"My daughter makes sense. I'd rather not have my face blurred and my voiced altered," said Natalie. "I don't care who sees me naked," she said with an unconcerned shrug. "Proud of my body, my naked body is my moneymaker," she said cupping her double D bra clad breasts in her palms of her hands. "I don't care who knows that it's me having sex with my daughter and/or my grandson," said Natalie giving Susan's skirt and panty clad ass a pat and a squeeze.
Natalie looked from her daughter to look at her grandson.
"I've been stripping myself naked, prostituting myself, and having paid sex with men and women for forty-years. Too old to be embarrassed, I'm not about to be modest about showing my naked body now," she said with a dirty laugh. "I love sucking and fucking men's, erect cocks as much as I love fingering and licking women's, wet pussies."
# # #
"How does this work? What must I do to begin," asked Susan of her son? "Or must I wait for men to give me direction by asking me for a private show? Are I totally dependent on reading what they want me to sexually do before I do anything," she asked?
I stared down at my mother's blouse and bra clad, D cup tits before staring over at my grandmother's blouse and bra cad, double D cup breasts. I loved tits, especially my mother's and my grandmother's big tits. So firm and so shapely, I loved sucking on my mother's and my grandmother's big, erect nipples while they stroked and/or sucked my cock. Too many women, even big, breasted women have small nipples but not my mother, Susan, and not her mother, Natalie. In the way of a champagne cork, they had huge nipples that made a noise when they popped out of my mouth.
A breast man who was unable to get enough of my mother's and my grandmother's big breasts, I loved seeing their big, naked tits. I loved touching their naked breasts, feeling their naked breasts, fondling their naked breasts, and sucking their erect nipples. I loved having my wicked, sexual way with their big, naked tits while they stroked and/or sucked my cock. As much as I loved cumming in my mother's and grandmother's mouths, as if I was a dog leaving his scent, I loved cumming across their naked breasts, too.
"I'm afraid so. While waiting for someone to request a private show so that you'll be paid to perform, as a way of introducing yourself to your audience, you should start by sexually teasing them. I suggest that you both slowly and seductively strip yourselves naked on camera," he said.
As if I imagined my mother and my grandmother in their sexy lingerie, topless, and naked, I was becoming sexually excited with the incestuous thoughts of my mother and my grandmother doing a slow striptease online. As much as I loved seeing my mother and my grandmother undressing, I loved seeing them without their clothes. I lost count of how many times I masturbated over standing in their open, bedroom doorway while watching them remove their clothes. With them both knowing what I wanted, before giving me incestuous sex, they gave me slow and sexually seductive, striptease shows.
"Only, take your time undressing," said Joe. "If they're like me, before removing your bra and panties, and stripping yourself naked, they'll enjoy watching you parade around your bedroom in your bikini panties and low-cut bras. Then, after removing your bras, they'll enjoy watching you brush your hair topless while your naked breasts move up and down and side-to-side. Finally, once naked, they'll enjoy staring at your naked, shapely asses and your naked, blonde, trimmed pussies while masturbating themselves," said Joe.
Before actually suggesting that his mother and grandmother come on his naked, video show, I imagined them stripping themselves naked live and on camera. I imagined my mother and grandmother slowly unbuttoning and removing their blouses before unzipping and unbuttoning their short skirts. Then, I imagined them reaching around behind themselves to unhook their bras. Finally, I imagined them tucking their thumbs in their panty bands and wiggling out of their panties. I imagined my mother and my grandmother naked, totally naked, for everyone to see.
"From there, again after they asked you to do it, so that you'll be paid for a private show, you could masturbate yourself live on camera. Once they see your naked pussies and know that you're for real, your admiring audience of horny men will type what they want to see and what more they want you to do. Finally, giving you what you want, some men will want to take you private and have their own personal show," said Joe. "With the men giving you their personal, sexual preferences, private shows are where you make the most money."
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed, nonetheless, a big step for her, Susan wasn't as big of a whore as was her mother. With this online cam show a new beginning, never having exposed herself online before, and now ready to expose her naked body to the whole, wide world, she'd feel awkwardly embarrassed being naked and masturbating herself on camera. Nevertheless, as if her son was her Dom, willing to do anything that he sexually suggested she do, Susan nodded her blonde, pretty head in agreement.
"Perhaps, later, after Grandma Natalie introduces herself by stripping herself naked and masturbating on camera, you could get together with your mother to give your own, private erotic, sex shows," said Joe. "I know that I'd love to watch my mother and my grandmother slowly and seductively strip themselves naked. While watching you both remove your clothes, I'd love to masturbate myself on camera while staring at my mother's and my grandmother's big, naked breasts, naked, blonde, trimmed pussies, naked, shapely asses, and erect nipples."
I looked from my mother and to look at my grandmother with sexual excitement. They returned my sexually excited look of incestuous lust with their looks of sexually arousal. Clearly, Susan and Natalie wanted Joe to see them online and saved to his computer without their clothes as much as Joe never tired of seeing them naked.
"From there, once you're both naked, I'd love to watch you have sex with one another. You could masturbate one another," said Joe showing his sexual excitement on his face with the thought of his mother and his grandmother masturbating one another. "You could titillate your clits with a vibrator and fuck one another's pussies with a dildo. You could give one another oral sex," he said showing even more sexual excitement. "Don't worry, your audience of men will tell you want they want you to do and what they want to see," said Joe reaching down to reposition his growing erection in his pants.
Yet, defeating the purpose of being on a live cam show, truthfully, how many men would pay them to see their digitally, blurred faces and hear their altered voices. They both readily agreed to appear on camera without having their faces blurred or their voices altered. Instead, easing into appearing naked on Joe's Naked Cam Show, they agreed to film themselves slowly and seductively stripping themselves naked.
Then, depending on the reaction and participation of their audience, if that went well, they'd masturbate themselves on live camera. If that's what men wanted, mother and daughter would have incestuous sex with one another's naked bodies. Their ace in the whole, if that's what men wanted them to do and what they wanted to see, they'd have sex with Joe on live camera. Having no limits to their incestuous, sexual lust, Susan would suck and fuck her son and Natalie would suck and fuck her grandson.
# # #
They borrowed a camera from Joe so that they could record themselves and to be seen on live stream. After they stripped themselves naked, while hoping that they had someone requesting to see them masturbating, with the camera centered on their naked pussies, they agree to film themselves masturbating. Never having done anything like this before, Susan was nervous. Natalie on the other hand, good for her prostitution business, looked forward to being naked on camera and having her naked images splashed all over the internet.
The best advertisement for her prostitution business, once she was naked and doing a private striptease show for someone, Natalie gave them her cellphone number or email address on how to contact her for an in-person private meeting. Reticent at first, taking her sweet, seductive time, before sitting on her bed, Susan slowly and seductively stripped herself naked on camera. Feeling totally exposed as if there were a million eyes in her bedroom watching her undress, playing for the camera as if she was a stripper at her mother's old, strip club, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse while looking at the camera.
Teasingly, she looked at what each unbuttoned revealed before continuing to unbutton her blouse. With her video already going viral, as if they were waiting to see her undress, she was surprised that there were already men typing their instructions as to what they wanted to see and what they wanted her to do. Ignoring their directions for the time being, until she became more experienced at doing this, she did her own thing.
First things first, she needed to strip herself naked. With her new to all of this, she needed to break her habit of quickly removing her clothes, putting on a nightgown, and jumping in bed. Instead, as if she had a man in her room that she was sexually teasing, to entice them to ask her for a private show, she needed slowly and seductively remove her clothes.
# # #
A consensus of requests, they all wanted to watch Susan strip herself naked. They all wanted to see her big, D cup breasts, her blonde, trimmed pussy, her shapely, naked ass, and her big, erect nipples begging to be pulled, turned, twisted, and sucked. Instead of immediately stripping herself naked, she waited until she received private show invitations.
Then, obediently obeying their sexual requests, she unbuttoned her blouse one slow button at a time while continually looking down to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before looking up at the camera. Then, once her blouse was unbuttoned, she opened her blouse wide to expose her white, low-cut, sexy brassiere. Then, she removed her blouse. Taking her time folding it and putting it away in her bureau drawer, she walked around her room in her sexy bra and short skirt.
Not nearly done undressing, next she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. Then, allowing her skirt to fall to her ankles, she exposed her sheer, white bikini panties to the camera. Deliberately pulling up her panties to make them tighter and to show more, she allowed the camera to record her pussy slit, her camel toe, and her darker patch of blonde, trimmed pubic hair.
Setting the camera on wide angle to catch all of what she was doing in the distance, she trapsed around her room in her sheer, white bikini panties and her low-cut, sexy bra while looking for clothes to wear. Finding what she was to looking to wear hanging in her closet, she laid them out on her bed.
Next, while facing the camera, as if there was a drumroll going off in her head and symbols crashing together once she removed her bra, she reached around behind her to unhook her bra. Allowing her bra strap to fall from her shoulder, first one and then the other, she removed one bra strap before removing the other bra strap. Then, taking her time while sexually teasing her audience of voyeuristic men, she held her bra cups in place with her hands.
Finally, she stared down at what she was about to show of herself to her audience of horny men who were, no doubt, masturbating themselves with seeing her in her bra and panties. She stared up at the camera before removing one bra cup and then removing the other bra cup. She was topless. Joe's mother, Natalie's daughter, Susan Jill Parker stood before the camera topless. She had freely, willingly, and consensually exposed her naked breasts on camera to the world, wide, web of the internet.
# # #
Then, as if she was in her room alone, she sat at her vanity table to brush her long, blonde hair. Brushing her hair for one-hundred strokes, she stood, walked closer to the camera and, tucking her thumb in her waistband, she removed her panties. While continuing to face the camera, she cupped her naturally blonde pussy. Then, inserting an index finger, she parted her pussy lips to show the camera her glistening wet, pink cunt. Susan was naked. Unembarrassed and unashamed, forsaking her sexual modesty, Susan Jill Parker faced the camera without her clothes.
Going first and aiming the camera at her naked pussy, Susan set her son's camera to get a clear video of her laying on her bed with her legs spread wide open. Showing a lot of wet, glistening pink, Susan was the first to start her public, masturbation show. Wanting to see more and wanting her to do more, she immediately had three men who requested that she go private and masturbate herself.



Once naked, she walked to her lingerie drawer to find a fresh pair of panties and a clean bra. Taking her sweet time deciding on which lingerie to wear, she removed panties and bras and held each on up to the camera. Allowing her audience of horny men which bra and which panty she should put on, she read the comments that they wrote in reaction to her holding up her lingerie to the camera.
Finally, she removed her pink rabbit vibrator and her big, black dildo from her bureau drawer. Then, making herself comfortable on her bed with her legs spread wide open, she fingered her naked pussy and sucked her wet fingers dry. While fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples, she used her vibrator on her clit before inserting her dildo in her pussy. After titillating her clit with her vibrator, as if she was fucking a well-hung black man, she fucked her pussy with her big, black dildo.
Unable to control himself, if it wasn't sexually exciting enough that he watched his mother strip herself naked, now he watched her masturbating herself. Joe shot a huge load of cum all over his stomach and chest. He moved the camera to show his audience of women and gay men how drenched his chest and stomach was wet with his cum. He stared into the camera and told them that he wished they could clean him off. When he did that, the camera picked up a stuffed animal on his dresser.
Susan and Natalie, both recognized the stuffed animal. Flashback to a county fair at the amusement park last year, where Joe failed miserably to win a prize at a booth. With little hope of winning, he only had two shots remaining. Giving them one shot each, he gave his shots to his mother and his grandmother. Not surprisingly, they both nailed the basket with a swish and won a prize, a stuffed llama. They gave the prize to Joe and nicknamed it the Llama of Shame. He accepted the teasing and the llama with laughter of his own.
To be continued...
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My Son's Naked Cam Show, Ch. 03
Reread, Reviewed, Revised, and Rewritten from Chapter 2
Calmly relaxed and confident in what she was about to do in going outside of her box by exposing herself on live camera, Joe's mother, Susan, was in her room alone with a video cam recording her every move. Her first time on live camera, she ignored the camera as if the camera wasn't even there. She sat at her vanity table brushing her long, blonde, beautiful, lush hair while topless.
A big step for her, she deliberately showed her audience of horny men her naked, D cup breasts and her hard, erect nipples. She wanted to show her naked tits as much as men wanted to see her naked breasts. She hoped to receive positive feedback and men asking her to go private. Going private with a man or with a woman is where she made the most money.
'You have fabulous breasts, Susan,' wrote one admiring man to her message board. 'They look so firm and so shapely.'
As if popping out of nowhere, another man appeared and wrote a message.
'I'd love to fondle your naked breasts while sucking your erect nipples as you stroked my cock,' wrote another man.
Suddenly, a frenzy activity, with more men logging in to see her naked breasts, not everyone left a comment. By her counter, with her posting going live only 2 hours ago, she already had more than 10,000 views and a dozen comments. Seemingly, the men like seeing her brushing her hair and walking around her room topless.
'Your breasts are so big and shapely,' wrote a third man. 'I wish my wife had tits like your tits.'
Another man appeared to write his comment.
'I'd love to fuck your naked breasts with my hard dick and cum all over your beautiful tits.'
Unbelievable but true, daring herself to do so, a new sexual adventure for her, Susan was topless while on camera. After all of the erotic stories that she wrote about being topless and/or naked in public, never believing that she would ever do such a thing, indeed, she was topless on live camera. As sexually excited as she was nervous that she was being watched by so many men, her nipples were erect and hard and her pussy was already moist with sexual anticipation of what may happen next.
With her an exhibitionist, crossing the line from exhibitionism to whore, like mother like daughter, this was a new role of exhibitionism even for her. With more men seeing her naked than the time she went to a nude beach, other than the time she ran across her college football field naked while drunk, this was the most men who have seen her without her clothes. Then, there were all those spring break parties that she attended while topless and naked. God only knows how many men saw her without her clothes.
Yet, this was different. As if she was participating in an interactive video, she had the ability to individually communicate with all of the men who watched her naked, cam show or all of the men at the same time. Moreover, men gave her their email address for her to correspond with them. What she liked best about her naked cam show, whenever she asked a question, such has, 'How do you like my tits?' she enjoyed having an instant response.
# # #
As if she was Lady Godiva riding bareback on her white horse instead of sitting in front of the vanity table mirror, except for her bright, white sheer, bikini panties, she was nearly naked. Exposing herself for the sexual attention and the money she hoped to receive by going private, she felt like such a whore. Moreover, a bonus, she hoped that more men would pay her to write their stories. Critical of her mother before, now, she knew how her mother must have felt the first time she stripped off her clothes while dancing around a pole to music.
The camcorder captured every angle of her large, D cup, naked breasts moving from side-to-side and jiggling up-and-down with each brush of her hair. While deliberately, sexually teasing her audience of admiring men, by going public with her daily, topless routine and her nightly topless ritual of brushing her hair in the morning and again at night, she brushed her hair for one-hundred strokes. Perhaps, wishing she'd stroke their cocks one-hundred times, she could almost hear the men keeping count of her strokes.
After finishing brushing her hair, no more stalling, with her ready or not, this was it. This was really it. She was going to appear on live camera naked, completely naked, stark, fucking naked. Stripping herself naked, she was ready to remove her panties to show the men watching her naked body. In addition to showing them her naked tits, she was ready to show them her naked ass and her naked pussy, too.
She stood and turned to face the camera. Then, as if she was a runway model on a catwalk, she slowly, sexually, and seductively walked closer to the camera. She was ready to give those men watching her a closeup shot of her naked breasts before giving them a view of her naked ass and naked pussy. She wanted to show them her naked body as much as they wanted to see her naked body.
She gave the men watching her, leering at her, and masturbating over her, a better look of her naked breasts and her big, erect nipples. Then, as if she was an artist's model posing to be painted, she slowly and sexily turned one way before turning the other way. Unashamed and unembarrassed, showing men all that they wanted to see of her naked breasts, she wanted men to see her naked tits as much as men wanted to see her naked tits. She was as proud of her naked breasts as much as she was proud of the rest of her naked body.
Finally, as if there was a drumroll going off in her blonde, pretty head, she took a step back to get all of herself in view of the camera. Turning to face the camera head-on, she tucked her thumb in her waistband of her panties on one side and her index finger on the other side of the waistband of her panties. While seductively staring into the camera with a sexy smile and a naughty look, she slowly and sexily slid her panties down and off to reveal her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy and her shapely, naked ass.
'SusanJillParker is naked,' wrote one of her fans. 'I can't believe I'm seeing my favorite author without her clothes. I never thought you could be more beautiful, but you're even more beautiful without your clothes, Susan.'
Something she thought she'd never do, but after being encouraged by her son and dared by her mother, she was doing now. As if she was alone in her room and as if no one could see her without her clothes, she stood in front of her full-length mirror and in front of her camera naked. Again, unashamed and unembarrassed, as unbelievable as it was true, a first time for everything, Susan was naked, totally naked on live cam.
# # #
Giving her viewers a total view of her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy, she turned away from the camera and bent at the waist to moon the camera. After mooning the camera and mooning her small army of devoted men, she turned back to face the camera. Then, as if catching her son sniffing her soiled panties while masturbating himself, she removed her panties and with a quick kick of her foot. She kicked her panties at the camera lens. As if she was doing an interactive video, her panties zoomed in front of the camera as if in three D.
'You not only have incredible breasts but you have an incredible ass, too. I don't know if I like your naked ass more than your naked breasts,' wrote one fan.
As if she had learned how to strip herself naked from watching her stripper mother strip herself naked, she was naked without needing to dance around a pole to music. All she had to do was to stand there. All she had to do was to walk around her bedroom getting ready to get dressed as if she was alone.
Instead of receiving one-dollar tips thrown at her feet, after giving them a private peep show, she was paid more to go private with the men. Unbelievably, after reading her profile and seeing her sexy photos, no doubt, something that readers imagined while reading her stories and masturbating themselves, Susan Jill Parker was naked. No longer able to cast judgement on her mother for being a stripper, a whore, and a prostitute, like mother like daughter, she was a stripper, a whore, and a prostitute now, too.
Unaccustomed to seeing so much of his mother's beautiful, naked body, Joe was seeing his MILF of a mother naked and on camera for the first time. Never believing that she would strip herself naked and, possibly, even masturbate herself on camera, he was stunned. Unable to look away, as if staring at a car crash, he continued staring at his naked mother. He'll be masturbating over his naked, MILF of a mother for the rest of his horny life.
Unbelievably with her in the next room, as if she was his personal, porn star giving him a private, naked, cam show, he stared at the camera and at his naked mother while stroking himself faster to a harder erection. As if he wasn't there and couldn't see his mother naked, she continued deliberately playing to the camera while Joe continued masturbating himself faster and harder. Determined to cum for his mother, in the way that he saw his mother naked, tempted to walk in her room naked, he wanted her to see him naked and masturbating himself, too.
Now that he's seen her naked and soon to watch her masturbating herself, taking the next, incestuous step, he hoped she'd invite him to sleep with her in her bed tonight and every night thereafter. He'd love to hold her, spoon her, and cuddle her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her sexy nightgown. French kissing her while touching her, feeling her, fondling her in places that a son should never touch, feel, and fondle his mother, he'd love to make out with his mother.
Then, as soon as she fell asleep, he'd stealthily lift the back of her nightgown, rub her clit until she was wet, and slide his erect cock inside of her. He'd fuck her from behind. Joe had no reservations about wanting to fuck his mother. He'd even climb out of bed to stick his big prick in her mouth while she was sleeping. Giving him a sleeping blowjob, he'd love to cum in his mother's mouth and all over her beautiful face while she was sleeping.
'Joe? What's all this sticking stuff,' he imagined his mother asking? 'Did you cum on my face while I was sleeping? Did you allow mommy to give you a sleeping blowjob?'
Instead of answering her, he imagined telling his mother what more he sexually wanted.
'Blow me, mother,' he thought while staring at his naked mother. 'Suck my cock while stroking my prick. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth,' he imagined softly whispering in the ear of his sleeping mother. 'I need to fondle your naked breasts while you stroke me faster, stroke me harder, and suck me deeper. Then, after you blow me, I want you to fuck me.'
# # #
Again, unashamed and unembarrassed, Susan showed her son and everyone else watching her live, naked video her shapely, naked ass, her big, naked breasts, and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. While continuing to stare into the camera, as if deliberately sexually teasing those who were watching her naked cam, video show, she cupped her naturally blonde pussy in her left hand while fingering her erect nipples with her right hand. No doubt, the horny men stroking their cocks while watching her sexually teasing them wished they could cup her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy and finger her erect nipples.
Then, inserting a stiff index finger inside of her pussy, she parted her pussy lips to show the camera her glistening wet, pink cunt. Deliberately teasing her audience of admiring men, while continuing to seductively stare into the camera, she slowly rubbed her swollen clit while finger fucking her pussy. Masturbating herself on camera as if they were masturbating her, she rubbed her clit faster and harder while finger fucking herself deeper. After taking direction from her mother on how to seductively strip herself naked while sexually teasing men, she moved her finger to her lips to suck her vaginal juices.
As a woman of words instead of pictures, and certainly not videos, no longer hiding behind her stories, she now seemed eager for men to see all that they wanted to see of her shapely, naked body. While soon to be to masturbating herself on camera, she seemed eager to show men all that they had imagined seeing while imagining seeing her without her clothes. With her clearly getting off on exposing herself to all who were watching, including her son and her mother, she was as sexually aroused as much as men were sexually excited.
After stripping herself naked and masturbating herself on camera, she couldn't wait to read some the comments that men wrote after seeing her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy. She couldn't wait to respond to some of their sexual comments to watching her masturbate herself. She couldn't wait to go private with some of these men in hopes of receiving larger tips. A bonus of going private, she'd love to solicit them to write their custom, erotic stories.
# # #
After watching her daughter stripping herself naked from the next room, Natalie watched Susan sexually tease men. Natalie's turn to strip herself naked while sexually teasing the men watching, she couldn't wait to slowly undress and seductively strip herself naked. In the way that her daughter would soon do, she couldn't wait to masturbate herself on camera. She couldn't wait to see if more men would ask her to give them a private show. She couldn't wait to see how much more money she'd earn than Susan.
Unaccustomed to remaining in the background, as if on stage stripping again, preferring a floodlight illuminating her naked body, Natalie, Susan's whore and nasty prostitute of a mother, watched her daughter from behind the camera putting on a naked show. As if in competition with her daughter, she patiently waited in the wings to give her first neighborhood, naked cam show. Pouring over the comments and reviews as if she was reading Variety, she hoped to have more favorable comments than her daughter.
Going first and aiming the camera at her naked pussy, as if she was a concubine in an Arab's harem, Susan set her son's camera to get a clear, closeup video of her laying on her bed with her legs spread wide open. Showing a lot of wet, glistening pink, normally masturbating herself in private, she was first to start her public, masturbation show of exhibitionism. Wanting to see more and wanting her to do more, she immediately had three men who requested that she go private and masturbate herself with them masturbating themselves.
While she showed them her wet, naked pussy, they wanted to show her their erect, naked pricks. Again, as if she was home alone in her room, she walked to her lingerie drawer naked to find a fresh pair of panties and a clean bra. Taking her sweet time going through her lingerie drawer to decide on which lingerie to wear, she removed her panties and bras from her lingerie drawer and held them up to the camera.
As if she had a panty and bra fetish, she had every style and every color of panties and bras. Sexually teasing them, she held up each bra and each panty of different styles and different colors for her fan's inspection of her sexy lingerie. Allowing her audience of horny men to choose which bra and which panty she should wear, she read the comments that they wrote in reaction to her holding up her lingerie to the camera. An exhibitionist like her mother, never had she had as much fun being naked without having sex.
'I like the blue bra with the blue panties,' wrote one. 'They match your big, beautiful, bright, blue eyes.'
She continued holding up different colors and styles of panties.
'What about red? I like red,' wrote another one of her fans. 'Do you have a red bra with matching red panties?'
Another secret admirer wrote his comment.
'I prefer the black bra and the black, crotchless panties,' wrote another.
With her seemingly having an endless collection of underwear, she continued holding up different styles and colors of bras and panties.
'The white panties and white bra allow me to see your patch of blonde pubic and your big, naked nipples,' wrote another.
Finally, the last man wrote what most of the men wrote.
'Forget putting on panties and a bra. Go commando. I'd love to see your naked tits and pussy when you're outside in public,' he wrote. 'I'd love to see you wearing a very short skirt while climbing a flight of stairs.'
With him not the only one, not surprisingly, most of her comments read that she should forget about putting on her bra and panties and remain naked. Her audience of men wrote that she shouldn't wear a bra beneath her sheer, low-cut, and unbuttoned shirt. They wrote that she shouldn't wear panties beneath her short skirt. Instead, they wrote, flashing her naked ass and her naked pussy, she should wear that outfit outside on a windy day. No doubt, they'd love to watch the wind lift her skirt to expose her naked ass and her naked pussy, and the wind to push her blouse aside to expose her naked breasts.
# # #
Finally, not nearly done sexually teasing her audience of horny men, she had just started to drive men mad with sexual lust when she stopped to retrieve her masturbation toys from her bureau drawer. Knowing full well what she had in mind when reaching in her drawer to retrieve her masturbation toys, as if they were collectively holding their breath, they stopped commenting to see what Susan would do next. Then, sexually teasing them again, this time with the prospect of masturbating herself on camera, she removed her pink, rabbit vibrator and her big, black dildo from under her collection of sexy nightgowns.
Toying with her viewers, she took her dildo in her mouth to kiss it, lick it, and suck it as if she was blowing a hung, black man. Continuing to sexually play to the camera, she showed her audience of horny men what they all had hoped to see and watch of her touching herself and feeling herself while masturbating herself. She showed them what they imagined she'd look like naked and masturbating herself and while sucking their cocks.
After putting on quite the naked, cam show, with them promising her a big tip, even more men asked her to go private. Surprisingly, more men asked her to go private than they asked her mother to go private. Yet, even though Natalie was still beautiful and sexy, she was well past her prime. With her wearing much more makeup than her daughter, she looked like an old whore, a madam in charge of a whorehouse.
Susan moved the camera for a closeup view between her legs. Then, again, as if she was alone in her bedroom, making herself comfortable on her bed with her legs spread wide open, she fingered her naked pussy. As if she was Phoebe Waller-Bridge in Fleabag, playing to the camera as if she was a professional porn star, after rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy, she sucked her wet fingers dry. Then, she rubbed her clit again while finger fucking her pussy again. With her masturbating herself on camera a big hit, she continued masturbating herself live and on camera.
Not stopping there, just getting started, as if she was Kim Cattrall in Sex and the City masturbating her beautiful pussy, she fondled her naked breasts and pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. As if she was Maggie Gyllenhaal in The Secretary being fucked by her boss from behind, getting off on playing with her nipples, again, she pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples. Then, as if she was a very pregnant and sexually frustrated Amy Adams in June Bug masturbating over her husband, she lifted her naked breasts to her mouth, first one and then the other, and sucked her nipples.
'Oh, Susan, I wish I could fondle your big breasts and finger and suck your erect nipples,' wrote a fan.
She used her vibrator on her swollen clit before inserting her dildo deep in her wet pussy. Slowly sliding it in and slowly sliding it out, before sliding her huge dildo in and out of her pussy faster and harder, again, she fucked herself as if she was being fucked by a big, black man with a huge cock. After titillating her clit with her vibrator, alternating between her two masturbation toys, the vibrator and the dildo, she continued fucking her soaking wet pussy with her big, black dildo.



# # #
Unable to control his sexual excitement over watching his mother strip herself naked and then masturbate herself, masturbating himself with her, Joe masturbated himself to his mother masturbating herself. While masturbating himself faster and harder, wanting to make his own cam video with his mother, he was tempted to masturbate all over his mother's beautiful face. Daring himself to do so, he was tempted to walk in her bedroom and in front of the camera, grab his mother by her beautiful, long, blonde hair and stick his erect cock in her mouth. He'd love for her to blow him.
He'd love to hump her his mother's mouth and fuck her beautiful face. He'd love for her to stroke his cock suck his prick while staring up at him. He'd love to cum in his mother's mouth and all over her beautiful face. He'd love to cum in her beautiful blonde hair and across her naked breasts. A video that he would treasure and masturbate over for the rest of his life, he'd love to have live, incestuous sex with his mother on camera.
As if it wasn't sexually exciting enough watching his mother strip herself naked, with her as nearly a big of a whore as her mother, he couldn't believe that she masturbated herself on camera. Not even aware that his mother masturbated, unaware that she had a pink, rabbit vibrator and a big, black dildo, he continued watching her masturbating herself in total horniness and sexual excitement. He wished he could masturbate his mother while licking and fingering her pussy. He'll be masturbating over his mother stripping herself naked and masturbating herself on camera for the rest of his life.
As much as every fan watching her cam video would, a gross understatement, Joe would love to have incestuous sex with his mother. Tempted to barge in on her and do so, he'd love to ask his mother if she needed his finger, his tongue, and/or his cock to get her to cum. He'd love to give his MILF of a mother multiple, sexual orgasms with his finger, his tongue, and his cock. Curious what she sounded like and what she looked like when having a sexual orgasm, he'd love to watch his mother cum.
Wishing that he could have a threesome with his mother and his grandmother, in the way that he'd love to fuck his mother, Susan, he'd love to fuck his grandmother, Natalie, too. He'd love to have a threesome with them both. He'd love for his mother and/or for his grandmother to stroke his cock while sucking his cock. He'd love to cum in his both of their mouths, all over their faces, and across their naked breasts. He'd love to give his mother and his grandmother cum baths. He'd love to give them both multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
Moreover, he'd love to photograph them topless and/or naked. He'd love to show his friends the topless and/or naked photos of his mother and of his grandmother. He'd love to watch his friends having sex with not only his mother but also with his grandmother while he masturbated over the women stroking, sucking, and fucking his friends. Never believing that he'd ever see his mother naked and masturbating herself, he loved having his own naked, cam show.
Overwhelmed with sexual excitement after seeing his mother naked and masturbating herself, Joe shot a huge load of cum all over his stomach and chest. Wanting everyone to know and see that he masturbated over his mother masturbating herself, he moved the camera to show his audience of women and gay men how big his pulsating cock was and how drenched his chest and stomach were with his cum. He stared into the camera and told them that he wished they could clean him off.
# # #
My Son's Naked Cam Show, Ch. 03
After Susan had her wicked, sexual way with the camera by stripping herself naked and then, masturbating herself while still on camera, she disappeared from the public camera to go private with some of her men. Now, it was Natalie's turn, Susan's mother, to sexually tease the horny men watching her. An ex-professional stripper, with her knowing all of the sexual tricks of seduction, she was good at sexually teasing men by slowly stripping off her clothes. With Susan making men cum by writing, custom, sexy stories, Natalie could make men cum just by sexually teasing them while undressing herself.
In the way that her daughter had done, as if she was in the VIP room with a big pocketed customer, Natalie, Nasty Natty, slowly, sexily, and seductively undressed herself on camera. Unashamed and unembarrassed, following her daughter's lead, she ever so slowly and sexily stripped herself naked on camera. Not nearly done with just a slow, striptease, wanting to better her daughter by getting more men to ask her to go private, she seemed intent on masturbating herself on camera, too. A rivalry between mother and daughter, she hoped to receive more comments and more invitations to go private than her daughter received.
Not only did Natalie want to show her audience of admiring men, her naked body, but also, she wanted to show them closeup views of shapely, naked ass, her big, naked tits, and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. She wanted to show them in-depth views of her naked cunt while rubbing her swollen clit and finger fucking herself. In the way that her daughter showed men her masturbating herself, Natalie wanted to show her sexual admirers her masturbating herself, too.
Something she wasn't allowed to do on stage but could do in the VIP room, she wanted to show men what she looked like and sounded like when cumming. She wanted to have her first sexual orgasm on camera. With her a bigger whore than her daughter, clearly, she'd do anything on camera for men to ask her to go private. Not only wanting men to ask her to go private, she hoped that they'd ask for her email address so that she could arrange for a date. With this a new age and a new way of prostitution, she hoped to use this public forum to prostitute herself.
Unaware that Natalie was Susan Parker's mother, not wanting her bookie and/or her pimp to recognize her on camera after skipping out on them owing them both money, Natalie dyed her beautiful, naturally blonde hair shoe polish black. In the way that Katy Perry's natural hair is dishwater, squirrel brown, she continually dyed her hair from black to blonde and back again. Not having the complexion of a blonde, Katy Perry looked better and more natural with black hair than she does with blonde hair. With Natalie having the natural fair skinned complexion of a blonde, she looked better as a blonde than she did with black hair.
To be continued...
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Truth About Women's WWE Wrestling
Spoiler Alert: Do not read this if you believe all the hype about professional wrestling, whether women's wrestling or men's wrestling. I'm sorry to write this. Forgive me for writing this. It's fake. It's all fake. Professional wrestling is fake.
You know it. I know it. Vince McMahon knows it. We all know that professional wrestling is fake.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story about Patricia Anne Stratigeas and her best friend and lesbian lover, Lita, that Bryan, a women's wrestling fan, asked me to write about his idol. Patricia is better known as Trish Stratus of the WWE, World Wrestling Entertainment. Only, when it comes to women wrestlers, instead of categorizing them as World Wrestling Entertainment, since both women were in a long-term, lesbian affair for years, I prefer calling them the Women's Wrestling Erotica.
Actually, Lita, real name, Amy Dumas was more lesbian that Trish. Trish was bi-sexual. She loved sucking cock as much as she loved licking pussy. Seriously, she'd give practically anyone a hand job and/or a blowjob. All one needed to do was to ask.
Interestingly enough, with both women from Canada, and with Amy not having any filter, the first time that Lita saw Trish naked, she confessed her thoughts.
"Your pussy reminds me of a maple leaf," said Lita with a laugh while staring down at Trish's naked, brown, trimmed pussy, carefully cut in the shape of a maple leaf. "I bet you taste like maple syrup," she said looking up at her while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
In the way that she stared at Trish with sexual lust as if she was a man, it was clearly obvious that Amy was bi-sexual if not lesbian. Yet, their friendship was a long time growing. With Amy jealous of Trish because she struggled to earn everything she got, in comparison, Trish had it relatively easy. Before Trish stepped in a ring, she was already well known as a fitness model.
Originally from Fort Lauderdale, Amy now lived in San Francisco, another warning sign that Amy was gay. Growing from competitors to friends and to lovers, it would be a long time before they'd be having sex. Visiting her in Canada, while Trish's husband, Ron, was away, they ate dinner together on several occasions.
Vince McMahon, the chairman of the board, frowned on his wrestling sex symbols having lesbian sexy. Yet, who could blame Vince McMahon for keeping secret that Lita was more lesbian than she was heterosexual? Who could blame Vince McMahon for keeping secret that his wrestling star, Trish Stratus, and women's champion was a whore who loved licking pussy as much as she loved sucking cock? Only, with both women wrestling one another so very many times and growing to become best friends, what they did behind closed, locker room doors wasn't anyone's business, especially not Vince McMahon.
# # #
Tell me and be honest. Let's see a show of hands. Would you pay to watch women wrestle one another? Seriously, think about it, who doesn't love watching women wrestling? Again, think about it? Now that we uncovered that women wrestling is, indeed, a popular sport, why do so many horny men enjoy watching women's wrestling?
Trust me. We watch women wrestle not for their skills in wrestling and not for their wrestling moves or their fighting ability. Instead, when we watch women's wrestling, we imagine them wrestling us in bed naked. When we watch women's wrestling, we imagine them wrestling one another in bed before imagining them having sex with us and with one another.
'Wow!'
For the same reason that we watch women's roller derby, we watch women's wrestling while hoping to see them strip one another topless and/or naked. We watch women's wrestling while hoping to see naked asses, naked tits, and naked pussies. For the same reason that men love watching women ride a mechanical bull while wearing a short skirt over white panties and a low-cut top without wearing a bra, men love watching scantily clad women wrestle.
Typical of the men who watch women's wrestling, one man in the audience held up a sign that read, 'Show me your tits.'
Show me your tits? He publicly asked Lita and/or Trish to show him their tits. How dare he?
Another man in the audience held up a sign that read, 'Strip her naked.'
The signs got everyone in a sexual frenzy. Fans cheered the men holding up the sign. Fans stood from their seats to voice their agreement. They wanted to see the women show everyone their tits. They wanted to see the women strip one another naked. This isn't wrestling. This is X-rated porn.
A third man in the audience held up a sign that read, 'We want to see naked asses, tits, and pussies.'
My God, what has professional women's wrestling come to when you can't attend a match without sex violating your sporting fun.
A fourth man held up a sign that read, 'Show us your naked asses, naked tits, and naked pussies.'
While hoping to see more of what they shouldn't see, now we know why men love watching women wrestle. Men love watching women's wrestling because it sexually hot to watch two women going at one another. What man wouldn't love to watch two beautiful and sexy women tearing at one another's clothes?
Better than watching women's tennis, women's volleyball, women's basketball, women's roller derby, women's Olympic diving, and/or women's figure skating, watching two, women wrestling is hot. I dare you to tell me that watching two women wearing revealing bikinis while going at one another isn't hot. It's incredibly hot and incredibly sexy watching two women wrestling. Watching two women wrestling reminds me of the late and great, Ellie May Clampett of the Beverly Hillbillies fame, going at it while wrastling her brother Jethro at the cement pond.
"Jethro? Wanna wrestle?"
Ellie May looked at her brother and smiled.
"Sure," said Jethro. "I love wrestling you, Ellie May."
Ellie May stared that at her big, bra clad breasts before looking up at her brother and giving him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
Only this time, don't touch, squeeze, and fondle my tits," said Donna Douglas as Ellie May Clampett looking down at her 34 C cup breasts before looking up at her brother. "After you manhandled my tits, my nipples were sore for a week," said Ellie May. "You can do that to Miss Hathaway but you can't do that to me. I'm your sister."
Jethro returned his sister's smile with his smile.
"I'm sorry, Ellie May. I promise to behave. I promise not to touch, squeeze, feel, and fondle your tits through your clothes as long as you promise not to pull me around the cement pond by my erect cock. That's embarrassing," said Jethro covering the bulge in his pants with his hand.
Ellie May laughed. She stuck out her hand to shake her brother's hand but, when he stuck out his hand, instead of taking his hand, she grabbed his semi-erect cock through his pants and pulled him around the cement pond. With her not keeping her promise, Jethro touched, squeezed, and fondled his sister's big tits through her clothes while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Had her Paw not come into all of that money, $60 million-dollars, she could have had a career as a professional women's wrestler. Fans would pay good money to watch her wrestle her brother while grabbing his erect cock as he groped her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples. No doubt, they'd love to watch Jethro stripped Ellie May naked. They'd even love to watch Jethro strip Miss Hathaway naked, too.
# # #
I agree that watching women running a marathon in their skin, tight shorts that show the clearly defined outline of their naked asses and the clearly defined outline of their naked pussies, is hot, too. And, with them running five-minute miles, sometimes their breasts fall out of their tops. Hard to believe that I'm writing this but true, women running a race should wear sports bras and panties instead of running the race practically naked.
'Wow! Look at her tits. I can't believe her tits fell out of her top. I can't believe she's running topless,' thought Bryan as the topless marathon runner ran by him with her naked breasts bouncing up and down and swaying side-to-side.
Yet, unless they're mud wrestling and stripping one another topless before stripping one another naked, women's wrestling doesn't get any sexually hotter than watching two, sexy women wrestling one another while not wearing much clothing. Be honest, let's see a show of hands again, how many men would rather watch women wrestling than watching, forgive me for writing this, football? I know that I would. I'd watch women wrestling every day rather than watching boring football.
# # #
"Mom? Why did you change the channel? I was watching that," I said to my mother when she stepped in front of the TV and changed the channel from women's wrestling to a soap opera.
My mother looked at me and made a face. She made the same face that she made when she barged in my bedroom to deliver my laundry and caught me masturbating while watching women's wrestling. Not hard for her to do, catch me masturbating, back then, I was always masturbating. I sometimes masturbated four and five times a day.
Sitting in front of my computer watching, what else, women's wrestling, I was masturbating myself over Trish Stratus and Lita/Amy. Embarrassing as much as it was sexually exciting to say the least, my mother saw my naked, erect cock. She saw me stroking my prick. Hoping she'd stay to watch me cum, I wanted my mother to watch me ejaculate a load of cum all over my chest and stomach. Instead, not daring to ask her, I wished that I could ejaculate a load of cum all over my mother's naked breasts.
Yet, instead of just immediately leaving my bedroom, and apologizing for not knocking, and closing my bedroom door behind her, she stayed while folding and putting away my clean laundry. With my mother there watching, I continued stroking myself. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched her staring at my naked, erect prick.
While watching me stroking my cock and talking to me when I was so indecently exposed, I wondered if she was waiting for me to cum. Yet, instead of continuing masturbating myself, suddenly embarrassed to cum in front of my mother, I put my cock away. Yet, I've always wondered if I had continued masturbating myself, if she would have stayed to watch me cum. I wondered if she would have taken my stiff prick in her soft, warm hand and masturbated me. I wondered if my mother would have moved to her knees and, taking me in her mouth sucked me, and allowed me to cum in her mouth.
'Wow! I can't believe my MILF of a mother barged open my bedroom door without knocking,' I thought. 'I can't believe she caught me masturbating. I can't believe she saw my naked cock. I only wished that I hadn't felt awkwardly perverted enough to put my cock away. I only wished she had stayed. I would have loved to cum for my MILF of a mother.'
# # #
Returning the sexual favor of her voyeurism with my voyeurism, the next day, I waited until she was in her bedroom removing her nightgown with her bedroom door closed. I put my ear to her bedroom door to hear the rustle of her nightgown being raised over her head. Then, when I thought my mother was naked, in the way that she barged open my bedroom door without knocking and caught me masturbating, I barged open her bedroom door without knocking and caught her naked.
'Oh, my God. I can't believe what I'm seeing. My mother is naked, totally naked,' I thought while staring at her big, naked breasts, her shapely naked ass, and her brown, trimmed pussy.
"Bryan, oh, my God! I'm naked. You caught me naked. Why didn't you knock," she asked while cowering and covering her naked breasts with her forearms and her naked pussy with her hand?"
Doing what I had really hoped to do. I did it. I caught my mother naked. I caught her with her nightgown pulled over her head and in front of her face. In the way that she caught me masturbating and saw my erect, naked prick, I saw my mother's naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy.
Not done masturbating, now, instead of masturbating over Trish Stratus and Lita, I masturbated over the memories of seeing my mother topless and naked. I'll be masturbating over my mother seeing my naked prick in the way that I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother's naked body for the rest of my perverted life. As much as I still couldn't believe my mother saw me naked, I can't believe that I saw her naked, too.
'What a day? What an unbelievable day? My mother saw my naked prick. Instead of immediately leaving my room and closing my bedroom door behind her, she stayed in my room to watch me masturbate. Then, if that wasn't enough that she watched me masturbating myself, I saw my mother's naked tits and her erect nipples,' I thought while stroking myself every morning and every night. 'I saw her shapely, naked ass. I saw her bushy, brown pussy. I saw my mother without her clothes. I saw her naked.'
"When you're 21-years-old and married, you can watch women wrestle one another in your house," she said while staring down at the tent my erect cock made in my pajama bottoms. "Shame on you. I'm embarrassed for you. Watching you masturbate yourself with a huge erection while watching women wrestle is not my idea of a good time. I don't like seeing you self-abusing yourself," she said. "That's why I changed the channel."
'Perhaps, you'd have a better time, if you masturbated me, instead,' I thought but didn't dare say that to my mother. 'Yet, after she caught me masturbating myself, and after I saw my mother naked, I wished my mother would have stroked my cock. I wished my mother would have given me a hand job while allowing me to feel and fondle her naked breasts and pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.'
Now that I thought more about it, continuing to think more about it, I wondered if my mother had deliberately barged open my door without knocking to catch me masturbating. In the way that I had hoped to see my mother naked by barging open her bedroom door without knocking, I wondered if she had wanted to see my naked, erect prick. After seeing my naked, erect prick, I wondered if she thought about stroking my cock and masturbating me. I'd love to have my mother masturbate me. I'd love to cum all over her soft, warm hand.
After making out with her while stripping her naked, I'd love to return the sexual favor by masturbating my MILF of a mother. In the way that I'd love to lick her pussy while rubbing her swollen clit and finger fucking her pussy, I'd love for my mother to suck my cock while stroking me. I love to cum in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. I'd love to give my mother a cum bath.
'Oh, my God, Bryan. Look at me,' I imagined my mother saying while looking down at herself dripping with cum. 'I'm a mess. I have cum dripping from my hair, my nose, my mouth, my chin, and from my naked breasts. You gave me quite the cum bath,' I imagined her saying with a big laugh while wiping cum from her hair, face, and naked breasts with a towel she kept by her bed.
# # #
Seriously, comparing women's wrestling to football, how can a normal, testosterone filled man even compare the two sporting events? Think about it. There's no comparison. One sport has men in uniforms wearing helmets, shoulder pads, and cleats. The other sport has women wearing nothing more than sexually revealing bikinis and wrestling boots. What normal, horny man wouldn't rather watch women wrestling than watching football.
Unless Gisele, the last of the supermodels, Tom Brady's wife, is having sex with Tom in the stands, I'd rather watch women wrestling. Unless Katherine Webb, A. J. McCarron's beautiful and sexy wife, and Brittany Mathews, Patrick Mahomes' gorgeous wife, are sitting in the stands naked while watching their husbands win another football game, I'd rather watch women's wrestling than to watch boring football. After all, sports are not only for and about men. Sports are for and about women, too, nearly naked women.
Forget how much money athletes earn, it's not about the money. It's more about the women they date, the women they bed, and the women they marry. Just as Broadway Joe Namath was mad about having sex with women, nearly all men want to have sex with as many women as they can. Between Fidel Castro, Wilt Chamberlain, Warren Beatty, Rick Flair, and Charlie Sheen, those five men alone confessed to having sex with 82,775 women.
'82,775 women? Are they kidding me?'
That number bogles my mind. Eighty-two-thousand-seven-hundred-and-seventy-five women, that number makes me wonder just how many children these five men have that they may not even know are their children. Literally, they could have had a small army of kids. Forget about how much diapers would cost; I can't imagine what astronomical number they'd have to pay in child support.
Eighty-two thousand, seven-hundred, and seventy-five women, that's insane. When did they find the time to do anything else but to have sex with women? When most men are lucky to have sex with one-hundred women in their lifetimes, I can't imagine having sex with thousands of women. How could they even remember their names?
'I'm sorry but what's your name again,' I imagine Warren Beatty asking a woman her name with his prick buried in her mouth.
She removed his cock from her mouth to stare up at him with hurt in her eyes that he forgot her name again.
'Maybe, you should have asked my name when my mouth wasn't full,' I imagine Annette Benning saying while removing her husband's prick from her mouth to speak and to look at him with disbelief that he asked her name again. 'Have you had sex with so many women that you can't remember your wife's name?'
# # #
A seven-time, women's, world, wrestling champion, resplendent with her diamond encrusted WWE belt and her diamond WWE ring, Trish Stratus is regarded as one of the greatest women wrestlers of all time. Usually wrestling against one another, Lita/Amy, is another well-known, women wrestler. Lita has grown to become the wrestling nemesis and, don't tell anyone this, especially not Vince McMahon, the lesbian lover of Trish Stratus.
Perhaps, because of all of the illegal use of steroids that were encouraged and illegally furnished to his wrestlers by Vince McMahon, wrestling fans grew a thick skin and a blind eye. They may not have been surprised by just how much lesbian sex, gay sex, and heterosexual sex goes on behind the closed locker room doors. When Trish wasn't sucking some wrestlers cock, she was eating Lita's pussy. If only Trish's husband, Ron, knew that his wife was a cocksucking, pussy eating whore, what would he say?
No doubt, he'd divorce her ass. At the very least, he'd want to have a threesome with his wife and her lesbian lover. What man wouldn't want a sexual threesome with Trish and Lita?
'Suck my cock again, Trish, while I eat Amy's pussy again,' I imagine Ron saying.
# # #
Originally a fitness model with a big following, Trish learned her wrestling moves and fighting skills by watching wrestling, talking about wrestling, interviewing wrestlers, and then practicing her wrestling moves on wrestlers, both male and female. Coming up the hard way, Lita learned her wrestling skills as a luchadora in Mexico before returning to the United States to join the World Wrestling Entertainment, the WWE. Highly regarded, both women have not only become champion, women wrestlers but also, not surprisingly, they've become sex symbols, too.
Alas, if only the wrestling fans knew that Amy/Lita preferred having sex with women than she wanted to have sex with men, what would they say? Other than the time that she was raped in Mexico by a luchador, Lita has rarely stroked a cock, sucked a cock, and/or fucked a cock since she's been having lesbian sex with women, namely with Trish. As most all lesbian women do, having sex with men disgusts them.



One never had to tell their lesbian fans that Lita was lesbian, somehow, they already knew. Now with Lita having a following of lesbians who attended her wrestling matches to watch her wrestle, she preferred having sex with women. She preferred licking pussies rather than sucking cocks. Her best friend and lesbian lover, Lita loved having sex with her wrestling competitor, Trish Stratus.
# # #
Warning: Spoiler alert. Do not read this story if you believe all of the hype that wrestling, especially women's wrestling, is real. I'm sorry to say that whether its men wrestling or women wrestling, wrestling is not real. Wrestling is nothing more than a show of acrobatics for your entertainment.
What used to be the WWF World Wrestling Federation is now more appropriately and accurately called the World Wrestling Entertainment. Not to take anything away from the wrestling skills and physically conditioning of the athletes, as if they're well-trained acrobats, wrestling is nothing more than a well-rehearsed show for your wrestling entertainment. If you're interested in watching real wrestling, watch Olympic wrestling. With most of the matches done on the mat without all the running back and forth, jump kicks, and body slamming, Olympic wrestling is nothing like the pretend wrestling of the WWE.
I remember the days of Bruno Sammartino, Killer Kowalski, Andre the Giant, George the Animal Steele, and Rick Flair among dozens of other character driven wrestlers. There were very few female wrestlers back then. Moreover, the women who wrestled then in their one-piece bathing suits, looked nothing like the sexy, shapely, and beautiful women who wrestle today in their skimpy bikinis.
'Show us your tits,' read the sign held up by the same man.
"Hey, give it a rest. Lita and/or Trish won't show you their tits," I said just as Lita and Trish removed their tops to show everyone in the audience their naked breasts.
'Wow,' I thought.
# # #
I dare write that today, women wrestlers are more about looks and nearly naked asses, tits, and pussies than they are about talent, wrestling moves, and wrestling ability. Not surprisingly, women wrestlers are more about sex than they are about wrestling. With their hair, nails, and makeup done, women wrestlers look more like fashion models and beauty contestants than they look like wrestlers.
'Show me your tits,' as if they were at the Daytona 500 or the Indy 500, wrestling fans held up signs that encouraged Trish and/or Lita to show their naked breasts. Sometimes, surprisingly, especially when encouraged by Vince McMahon to expose themselves to the audience to hype ticket sales, indeed, they did flash everyone their naked breasts. Whether doing it themselves or enlisting another wrestler to pull down their tops, they willingly and consensually flashed the audience their naked tits.
Whether deliberately or accidentally, as if they haven't shown their naked tits before, many female wrestlers deliberately show their naked breasts to the audience while making their flashing appear accidental. Even more sexually exciting when women made their flashing appear accidental, the audience were sexually excited to see something they shouldn't see. A highlight of watching women flashing their naked breasts, the fans go wild when they see their favorite wrestlers naked tits. All that a woman needs to do to increase her popularity and her paycheck is to show her fans her naked breasts.
"Wow, look at the tits on her. They're huge," said one fan to the other fan. "I'd love to fondle her tits while sucking her nipples."
In the way that fantasy football has grown to be hugely popular, with wrestling fans ready to part with their hard, earned money to buy ringside tickets and wrestling merchandise, fantasy wrestling is even more popular. Whether male or female, everyone wanted to root for their wrestling heroes wrestling against their arch enemies. In the way of cowboys versus the American Indians, everyone wanted to see the good guys win over the bad guys. Feeding their wrestling frenzy by giving wrestlers fictionalized backstories, wrestling gave their fans what they all wanted to see and watch.
Forget about the wrestlers, all one big, entertainment show, all that's needed are characters to play their given roles. Forget about wrestling talent, wrestling ability, and wrestling moves, more important than anything else, are the backstories. With them pandering to their audiences, the more that the fans believe the backstories, the more loyal that they are to their favorite, chosen wrestler and the more they'll spend on tickets, wrestling merchandise, and wrestling memorabilia. Forget about wrestling, much like everything else, wrestling is all about money.
"Show me the money. Show me the money. Show ME the MONEY," said Cuba Gooding, Jr. as Rod Tidwell in the movie, Jerry Maguire.
# # #
Taking a very small segment of wrestlers to reveal their backstories, first is Doink the Clown, dressed in full clown makeup. His thing was tricking and annoying other wrestlers by tripping them and/or pouring water over their heads. Next is Sean Allen Morley better known as Val Venus. With his hunky body and his sexy, stripper moves, making out on the matt with female audience members, he took wrestling to an all-new X-rated level. Digging deeper into erotica and BDSM was Dustin Rhodes, as Goldust, the son of hall of famer, Dusty Rhodes, was an underrated wrestler.
Dressed in women's lingerie beneath his gold, lame jumpsuit, in the way that Val Venus pushed men's sexuality ahead of his wrestling agenda, so didn't Goldust. In both cases, it was more about their sexuality and their erotic backstories than it was about their wrestling abilities. Then, there's the Boogeyman, Martin Marty Wright. Dressed in a scary costume, his role was not only to scare and intimidate other wrestlers but also to scare and intimidate his audience, too. The gimmick was so bad that it was good.
The skinner, Steve Keirn, from the Everglades instead of from Australia's outback, a wrestling Crocodile Dundee if you will, never mind that it was illegal to hunt alligators with them protected reptiles, he supposedly skinned alligators. Barry Darsow, the Repo Man, entered the ring holding what appeared to be a tow hook. Especially if you owned a car with late payments, everyone feared the Repo Man. Remaking his character over and again, Barry Darsow was also aka Krusher Khruschev, aka Demolition Smash, and aka Blacktop Bully
Then, there's the Goon, not much of a stretch, he was a hockey player who decided to become a wrestler. Let's not forget about, Droz, nicknamed Puke by Vince McMahon. Droz had the unique ability to puke on demand and, indeed, he did. He puked on everyone and anything including on some of the audience.
"Yuck! Gross. Droz just puked on me," said an audience member. "I'll never wash my hair again."
# # #
Needing backstories to help identify them by roleplaying their characters, there are backstories for every wrestler. Both female and male wrestlers are strong and well-conditioned athletes. Instead of being born wanting to be wrestlers, male wrestlers are chosen, mainly because of their huge, muscular size and female wrestlers are chosen because of their beauty and sexy bodies. In the way of Hulk Hogan and the Rock, male wrestlers are chosen because of their strength and big muscles. In the way of Trish Stratus and Lita, women are chosen because of their pretty faces, big tits, and sexy and shapely bodies.
As if they're paid actors and actresses in a movie script, wrestling characters are invented, reinvented, and manipulated to give the audience what they want. What the wrestling audience want is not so much fighting ability and/or wrestling talent but a sexually, thrilling, and/or believable backstory. Lost in the land of make believe, they want to be entertained while believing that their favorite wrestlers are real. Giving them something to talk about, argue over, and discuss, they want to arrive home fully entertained by the back stories of their favorite wrestling characters that they truly believe are real.
What the wrestling audience want is what Vince McMahon dictates that they want. They want sex, albeit without spoiling the sex symbols of the stable of wrestling divas of his female wrestling stars by introducing lesbianism to his women wrestlers. In the same way that a stripper must sexually service all of those men who work at the strip club before going on stage, Vince McMahon, the chairman of the board, has had sex with all most of his female wrestlers.
He's as much about having sex with his female wrestlers as he is about providing his male wrestlers with illegal steroids. With Vince's blessing, adding to their sexual attraction many female wrestlers have exposed their naked breasts and/or who have appeared naked inside and/or outside of the ring. Sable, Torrie Wilson, and Chyna have all appeared naked inside and outside of the ring. Matter of fact, giving something for the female wrestling fans, too, some male wrestlers, such as Shawn Michaels and John Cena, have appeared naked, too.
# # #
Trish and Lita's sexual attraction and lesbian affair started when Trish had stripped herself naked to shower before donning her wrestling outfit. As if she had never seen a naked woman before, especially with a woman with a pussy shaped as a maple leaf, Lita stared at Trish's sexy and shapely, naked body with sexual lust. She stared at her shapely ass, her big tits, and her brown, trimmed pussy. Amy sexually lusted over Trish in the way that men sexually lusted over women.
Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass her by, curious how Trish would receive her, Lita entered the shower naked. When Trish didn't react to seeing Lita without her clothes, she pushed Trish against the shower wall and kissed her in the way that a man kissed a woman. Playing tongue hockey, Lita parted Trish's lips with her tongue while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. She fondled her big tits, fingered her erect nipples, and cupped her naked pussy before reaching behind her to squeeze and feel her shapely, naked ass.
Surprised that Lita was lesbian, at first, Trish pushed her away. Only, with their lesbian affair just beginning, their sexual relationship wasn't nearly over, not by a longshot. Sexually arousing her in the way that no man had ever done, Lita knew how to make Trish sexually want her as much as she sexually wanted Trish. Not surprisingly, with her giving her what she sexually wanted and needed, Trish welcomed the sexual attention of another beautiful woman. With her never having had sex with a woman before, Trish wanted to have lesbian sex with Lita now as much as Lita wanted to have lesbian sex with Trish.
When they were in the ring wrestling, Lita got Trish in a leglock. With Lita's strong legs wrapped around her neck, she pulled her forward until Trish's face was buried in Lita's leotard, clad pussy. As forbiddingly shocking as it was sexually arousing, the entire wrestling audience saw that Lita not only loved lesbian sex but also that she loved Trish, too. Holding her there, while feigning her wrestling moves, Lita rubbed her leotard clad pussy all over Trish's beautiful mouth and face.
Normally Vince McMahon would be against his female wrestlers having lesbian sex but after seeing the positive, sexual reaction of the wrestling fans, he didn't intervene with Lita groping Trish and Trish groping Lita. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy to imagine Lita and Trish having lesbian sex, no doubt, the fans wished they could have a sexual threesome with Trish and Lita. There's nothing more sexually exciting than a man having sex with two, bi-sexual women and pausing to watch the two women having sex with one another.
Then, returning the sexual favor, Trish put Amy in a leglock. In the way that Lita had pulled Trish's face forward to bury her mouth in her leotard clad pussy, Trish pulled Lita forward to pressed her mouth against her bikini clad pussy. Only, instead of trying to resist and push out of Trish's wrestling hold, surprising her and sexually arousing her, Lita licked Trish's pussy through her bikini bottom. Continuing to lick her through her bathing suit, Lita made Trish horny for Lita and for lesbian sex. In the way that she wanted Lita to eat her, she wanted to have oral sex with Amy, her best friend.
Continuing her sexual seduction, when Lita showered next to Trish in the locker room after their match, Lita pushed Trish back against the shower wall and kissed her again. This time, instead of resisting Lita's sexual advances, Trish returned Lita's long, wet kiss with her long, wet kiss. In the way that Lita had touched and felt Trish's naked body everywhere, Trish touched and felt Lita's naked body everywhere, too. If only Trish's husband, Ron, knew that when his wife wasn't sucking the cocks of other wrestlers, she was having a lesbian affair with her wrestling partner, one would wonder what he would say and/or do.
Lita rubbed Trish's clit and finger fucked her pussy. Then, not stopping there, she moved to her knees and took Trish's pussy in her mouth. Licking her while fingering her, she gave Trish a sexual orgasm with not only her fingers but also with her tongue. Trish returned the sexual favor by giving Lita a sexual orgasm with her fingers and with her tongue, too. If it wasn't enough that Trish was a talented cocksucker, now she was a talented pussy eater, too.
When she wasn't masturbating Trish, Lita was eating her pussy or fucking her with her strap-on dildo. Lita gave Trish her first sexual lesbian experience, oral sex and being fucked with a strap-on dildo. She gave Trish her first, lesbian orgasm. Lita continued fingering Trish's pussy while licking her cunt and fucking her cunt with her strap-on. In the way that Trish relished sucking cock and having men cum in her mouth and all over her face, Lita relished in eating Trish's pussy and giving her a sexual orgasm.
# # #
Sex, sex, and more sex, women's wrestling matches are all about sex. Forget about wrestling moves and tag team matches, let's not kid ourselves. Let's be honest. Women's wrestling is all about sex. Indeed, what wrestling is about, especially with female wrestlers dressed in revealing bikinis, whether heterosexual sex or lesbian sex, wrestling is about sex. There's not a female wrestler who isn't a whore. They're all cocksucking and pussy licking whores.
What wrestling fan doesn't wish that he or she could have sex with Lita and/or with Trish? What wrestling fan doesn't wish that he or she could strip either woman naked while pinning her to the mat? What wrestling fan wouldn't want to fuck and/or lick Lita and/or Trish Stratus' pussies? What wrestling fan wouldn't want Trish Status to suck their cock, cum in her mouth, across her naked breasts, and all over her face? What wrestling fan wouldn't love to give Trish a cum bath?
If you will, let's take a trip to incestuous side of sex with your mother, stepmother, and/or mother-in-law. Think about it. Would you wrestle your mother, your stepmother, and/or your mother-in-law?
With them big wrestling fans, imagine wrestling your MILF of a mother, your MILF of a stepmother, and/or your MILF of a mother-in-law. Now, imagine them wrestling you while wearing their short, low-cut, sexy, and sheerly revealing nightgowns without them wearing panties underneath. Imagine them flashing you their naked pussies with every wrestling move they made.
'Oh, my God,' thought Bryan when wrestling his mother, his stepmother, and/or his mother-in-law. 'They flashed me their pussies. I can't believe they flashed me their pussies. I can't believe that I saw my mother's, my stepmother's, and my mother-in-law's naked cunts. I'll be masturbating over seeing their naked pussies for the rest of my life.'
After seeing your mother's, your stepmother's, and/or your mothers-in-law's naked pussies, wouldn't you be sexually excited enough to strip them naked and fuck them? Then, with you unable to break their wrestling holds, imagine your mother, your stepmother, and/or your mother-in-law getting you in a leglock with their leg wrapped around your neck. Imagine your mother, your stepmother, and/or your mother-in-law pulling you towards her and your face being mere inches away from your mother's, your stepmother's, or mother-in-law's naked pussy.
With your face buried in their pussies, you can literally smell the musky aroma of their sexual arousal. If you dare, having no regrets by not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass you by, imagine sticking out your finger and rubbing their swollen clits and finger fucking their wet pussies. Imagine them not stopping you from masturbating their pussies. As if daring you to eat them, with them smothering your mouth with their naked pussies, imagine lashing out your tongue and licking their pussies. Imagine your mother, your stepmother, and/or mother-in-law squirming while you masturbate them and/or eat them.
"Oh, my God. Bryan, what are you doing? I can't believe you just rubbed my swollen clit and finger fucked my naked pussy. I can't believe you licked my pussy," said your mother, your stepmother, and/or mother-in-law with sexual arousal. "I'm so embarrassed," she said while feigning her embarrassment.
Then, she said how she really felt.
"Just don't stop. Please, don't stop finger fucking me," she said breathlessly. "Please don't stop licking me, Bryan. Please don't stop finger fucking me. Please don't stop eating me. Make me cum, Bryan. I need to cum. Give your mother a sexual orgasm. Mommy needs to cum."
# # #
While making it appear accidental, something you've been longing to do and have masturbated over doing, imagine pulling down your mother's, your stepmother's, or your mother-in-law's nightgown top to expose their naked breasts. Imagine them not stopping you from exposing their naked tits to your horny eyes. Look at them. Just look at their naked breasts. Don't you just love their big, naked breasts?
'After seeing my mother's, stepmother's, and mother-in-law's naked breasts, I'll be masturbating over this moment for the rest of my life,' though Bryan.
With them not wearing panties and them flashing you their naked pussies, imagine wrestling your mother, your stepmother, and/or your mother-in-law while they're topless, too. Something you dreamt of doing, hard to believe that you're finally wrestling your mother, your stepmother, and/or your mother-in-law with their big tits and naked pussies nakedly exposed. After seeing your mother, your stepmother, and/or your mother-in-law nearly naked, you'll be masturbating over this sexual, experience for the rest of your perversely perverted life.
Go ahead, I dare you to feel their tits and fondle their naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting their erect nipples. They're expecting you to touch their naked breasts, feel their naked breasts, and fondle their naked breasts. They want you to have your wicked, sexual way with their naked tits. I double dare you to rub their swollen clits and finger fuck their pussies. Well, don't disappoint them. Touch their tits, feel their tits, and fondle their tits while masturbating their pussies.
Squishing their naked breasts against your face and their erect nipples against your lips, imagine groping your mother's, your stepmother's, and/or mother-in-law's big tits. Forget about wrestling, you'd be hard pressed not to take their hard nipples in your horny mouth and suck their big tits. I dare you to suck their tits. I double dare you to suck their naked breasts. I dare you to give them sexual orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock.
Go ahead and suck your mother's nipples. Suck your stepmother's nipples. Suck your mother-in-law's nipples, too. Moreover, not denying them their need to cum, you'd be hard pressed not to eat their pussies before fucking them and giving them sexual orgasms with your fingers, your mouth, and with your cock. I dare you to eat and fuck your mother. I dare you to eat and fuck your stepmother. I double dare you to eat and fuck your mother-in-law.



"Oh, my God. What are you doing? I can't believe you sucked my tits. Shame on you," said your mother, your stepmother, and/or your mother-in-law. "Now look what you've done. You've made my nipples hard and erect," she said while looking down at her naked breasts and cupping them in her hands while sliding slow fingers over her erect nipples.
While looking down at herself before looking up at Bryan, she lifted her nightgown to expose her naked pussy.
"Now look what you've done. I can't believe you masturbated my pussy while eating my pussy. You made me all wet, Byron," she said looking at her son with sexual arousal. "You can't leave me like this. You can't leave me sexually frustrated. You're going to have to finish eating me. Then, you're going to have to fuck me, Bryan. You must give me a sexual orgasm. You must make me cum. Mommy needs to cum."
# # #
Now, daring her to do so, imagine your mother, your stepmother, and/or mother-in-law returning the sexual favor by pulling down your pajama bottoms to expose your erect, naked prick. Imagine your mother, your stepmother, and/or mother-in-law taking the sexual initiative by moving their soft, warm hand forward to wrap their manicured fingers around your throbbing penis while seductively staring up at you. Imagine humping their hand by moving your hips back and forth. Imagine forcing your mother, your stepmother, and/or mother-in-law to give you a forced hand job.
Then, while wrestling your mother, your stepmother, and/or your mother-in-law imagine getting them in a leglock. With your leg wrapped around their necks, imagine pulling them to you, and sticking your erect cock in their willing mouths. Imagine your mother, your stepmother, and/or your wife's mother blowing you. Imagine them stroking your cock while sucking your cock. Determined to make you cum in their mouths, imagine them stroking your faster and harder.
"Mom, stroke me faster and stroke me harder while sucking my cock deeper. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I need to watch you swallow my cum," said Bryan to his mother and/or to his mother-in-law.
Well, in a nutshell, not much different, women's, professional wrestling has all of the sexual excitement of wrestling your mother, your stepmother, and/or your mother-in-law in their nightgowns without them wearing panties. Be honest. Tell the truth. Don't you wish you could wrestle your mother, your stepmother, and/or mother-in-law while they're in their nightgowns and without them wearing panties underneath?
Wouldn't you wrestle them if you could? Am I right? You wish you could touch them and feel them everywhere while disguising your sexual moves as wrestling moves. As much as you want your mother, stepmother, and mother-in-law to stroke and suck your cock, you want to fuck them.
# # #
"Bryan, oh, my God. I can't believe you rubbed my clit while finger fucking my pussy. I can't believe you pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples. What the Hell kind of wrestling move is that? You're not wrestling me. You're having sex with me. I'm so embarrassed. I'm so ashamed only," said your mother, your stepmother, and/or your mother-in-law with a sexually aroused pause. "Yet, don't stop. Please don't story masturbating me. I need to cum. Mommy needs to have a sexual orgasm."
Ignoring their feigned protests, you continue rubbing their swollen clits and finger fucking their wet pussies. You continue fingering their big and hard nipples. In the way that they were determined to make you cum in their mouths by stroking your faster and stroking your harder while sucking your deeper, you're determined to make them cum by rubbing their clits harder and finger fucking them deeper.
"It's called a finger lock," you said with a dirty laugh.
Now, if you will, imagine wrestling your sister, your sister-in-law, your aunt, and/or your cousin in her bikini panties and low-cut bras. While wrestling them, imagine pulling down their panties to expose their trimmed, naked pussies and their shapely naked asses. Imagine deliberately lifting their bras to expose their naked breasts while making your moves appear more accidental than deliberate.
My point is, whether wrestling your mother, your mother-in-law, your sister, your sister-in-law, your aunt, and/or your cousin in their revealing nightgowns or in their underwear is more about sex than it is about wrestling. Seriously, who cares about wrestling when you have naked asses, naked tits, and naked pussies to squeeze, suck, and fuck. Who cares about wrestling when you have your cock buried in your mother's, your stepmother's, and/or mother-in-law's mouths? Think about it. Who cares about wrestling when you're fucking your sister, your sister-in-law, your aunt, and/or your cousin? Admit it. Wrestling them is just another excuse to touch them and feel them. Wrestling them is another excuse to have incestuous sex with them.
# # #
Truth About Women's WWE Wrestling
Women not only invaded men's wrestling but dominated the sport with sex, nudity, dildos, strap-ons, stroking, sucking, and fucking. It's common knowledge, other than her husband knowing what she does behind closed, locker room doors, that Trish Stratus, much like Nancy Reagan, will blow anyone at any time. If only Trish's husband knew that his wife was a talented cocksucker, what would he say?
Maybe, with him married to her and reaping the benefits of her talented mouth, he already knows that she loves sucking cock. Yet, if he knew all of the men she's sucked, perhaps, he'd ask her to blow his friends while he watched and masturbated himself. Indeed, Trish is a cocksucking whore who loves men cumming in her mouth, all over her face, across her naked breasts, and receiving cum baths.
Again, much like Ronald Reagan's wife, Nancy Reagan, God rest her soul, the ultimate casting couch whore, she loved stroking cocks and sucking cocks in exchange for acting roles. She allowed men to not only cum in her mouth but also all over her face and across her naked breasts. Again, much like Nancy Reagan, Trish gave admiring men the very best blowjobs. Indeed, in addition to loving wrestling, Trish loved sucking cock. A champion women wrestler, she was a champion cocksucker, too.
"Trish, I have a big match tonight. Do me a favor and suck my cock," said Dwayne Douglas Johnson, better known as the Rock. "I need to cum," he said while sliding a slow finger over Trish's full, red lips with one hand and feeling the weight of her big, firm breast with his other hand.
As if she was laying a new floor, with her never without them, again, in the way of Nancy Reagan, Trish put on her knee pads and moved to her knees.
"No problem, Dwayne, I haven't had my protein shake today. I'd be happy to suck your cock. I love sucking your cock," she said staring up at him with his big dick buried in her mouth. "You have such a big, beautiful dick and I love men with big dicks."
Determined to make him cum in her mouth, she stroked Rock's cock faster and harder while sucking him deeper. Rock put a gentle hand to the back of Trish's pretty dyed, blonde head while reaching down to fondle her big, naked breasts. Sexually arousing her, he pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Clearly, she loved having her nipples fingered.
He pulled her head forward while humping her mouth and fucking her face. While making her squirm with sexual arousal, he continued fondling her big breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. As if giving him an interactive blowjob, she moved her head back and forth and side-to-side while making slurping noises with her mouth. Obviously, she was enjoying blowing rock as much as he enjoyed her blowing him.
"Would you mind terribly if I ejaculated a load of cum in your mouth, Trish," asked Rock being the polite gentleman that he is?
Trish laughed and temporarily removed his prick from her mouth to speak.
"Seriously, Rock? Are you kidding me," she asked laughing again? She stared up at him and laughed again. "It wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth and if I didn't swallow your cum," said Trish. "I'd love for you to ejaculate a load of cum in my mouth, Rock," said Trish.
Waiting their turn for Trish to blow them, Chris Jericho, Christian, Jeff Hardy, and Ron Fisico patiently stood in line waiting their turn for Trish to suck their cocks and allow them to cum in her mouth and all over her beautiful face. They all had matches today and needed Trish to drain them.
# # #
Leading the way, Vince McMahon, the chairman of the board, is the biggest whoremonger of them all. He amassed a multi-billion-dollar fortune off the strong backs and muscular legs of his professional wrestlers. He's had sex with nearly, every female wrestler and every female celebrity that he entertained in his private quarters.
Forget about Stacy Keibler, Torrie Wilson, and Chyna, women's wrestling is all about Trish Stratus and Lita. Trish reinvented herself as a women's professional wrestler instead of the cheating, cocksucking, bi-sexual whore that she is. Using the same formula as Trish, Lita reinvented herself as the dominant strap-on, lesbian that she is.
Just as there are no gay men allowed in Vince McMahon's WWE, there are no lesbian women allowed either. Maintaining themselves as sex symbols, women in Vince McMahon's WWE must keep their lesbian relationships secret. With Trish and Lita, the exception to Vince McMahon no lesbians allowed rule, they continued having lesbian sex behind closed, locker room doors with McMahon' silent approval.
With his daughter, Stephanie McMahon, having the same sexual drive as her father, she's sucked and fucked nearly every professional wrestler before settling down with and marrying Triple H, Paul Michael Levesque. Getting in on the sexual action, even Vince McMahon's ex-wife, Linda McMahon, was stripped topless in the ring. Like mother like daughter, both Linda and Stephanie's wrestling fans were treated to surprised views of their naked breasts.
# # #
Serious about continuing their lesbian relationship, Lita popped the question.
"I love you. Marry me, Trish. We can move to San Francisco where we'll be more accepted as a gay couple," said Lita.
She made a face at her best friend.
"I love you, too, Lita but I can't do that. No matter how much I love you and how much you love me, I can't leave my children. I have a life here," said Trish.
Trish stared down at her wedding ring and the vows that she took when she married Ron. Breaking all of her vows by having sex with a multitude of wrestlers and having lesbian sex with Amy, she felt ashamed. Nevertheless, thinking about running away with Amy, a source of continued guilt, with her wedding ring reminding her that she's still married, she'd have to discard her wedding ring. Quite the quandary, leaving one for another, she didn't know what to do. In the end, she decided to retire from wrestling and remain married to Ron.
THE END
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My Son's Naked Cam Show, Ch. 04
Reread, Reviewed, Revised, and Rewritten:
Continued from Chapter 3:
As if she was a professional stripper, Susan slowly and seductively stripped herself naked from home. After Susan had her wicked, sexual way with the camcorder by stripping herself naked in front of the camera, in front of her mother, in front of her son, and in front of her audience of horny men. Then, not done there, she masturbated herself while still live on camera. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough watching Susan Jill Parker removing her clothes, it was even hotter seeing her naked while masturbating herself.
Close your eyes and take a moment to visualize Susan Jill Parker stripping herself naked and masturbating herself on live stream. Giving you plenty to masturbate over, as if you're there with her in her bedroom, imagine Susan slowly and seductively undressing herself and stripping herself naked. Already horny and eager to see his mother naked, Joe fingered the head of his growing erection through his pajama bottom. In the way that many men couldn't wait to do while watching her undress on live cam, Joe couldn't wait to ejaculate over his mother stripping herself naked.
As if he was there with her in her bedroom watching her undress, he imagined her slowly removing her blouse one slow button at a time while looking down to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning her next button. He imagined her sexually teasing him and the rest of her captive audience of horny men with her staring at the camera as if she's staring at him and them. He imagined her exposing her white, low-cut, bra clad breasts to his horny eyes. He imagined seeing her long line of sexy cleavage and the bulbous shape of her D cup breasts hidden within the confines of her bra.
'Look at all that I can already see of her nearly naked tits,' thought Joe. 'Look at them jiggling with her every movement. She has such big and beautiful breasts. I can't wait to see them without her bra,' thought her son while continuing to touch himself through his pajama bottoms.
No doubt, something he'll be masturbating over for the rest of his life, he couldn't wait for his mother to remove her bra. Again, something he'll be masturbating over, he couldn't wait to see her naked tits. He couldn't wait to see her symmetrical areolas and her erect nipples. He couldn't wait to touch her naked breasts and feel her naked breasts. He couldn't wait to fondle her naked tits while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples before leaning forward to take her nipples in his mouth and suck them, first one and then the other.
With her standing before him topless, he imagined his mother reaching her hand down to unbutton and unzip her short skirt. Eager to see his mother in her revealing bikini panties and low-cut bra, he could already see the top of her panty, waist band peeking out over her toned stomach. As if remotely controlled, he imagined her short skirt slowly and sexily sliding down her long, shapely legs. The lower her skirt slid down her legs and to her feet, the bigger and harder his erection grew while watching his mother expose her bright, while bikini panties.
'Look at her pussy mound,' he thought. 'I wish I could grab it, cup it, and finger it? Look at her panty clad ass. I wish I could feel it, squeeze it, and slap it?'
Only, not wanting to ruin his mother's camcorder time by invading her bedroom, he waited for her to finish undressing while he bided his time. It was enough watching her strip naked. It was enough watching her give him and everyone else watching a striptease show.
'Look at her legs,' he thought. 'With her 5'10" tall, as tall as her mother, she has such long and shapely legs. Her long legs are so sexy.'
He imagined her legs wrapped round his neck while he ate his mother's pussy. Not stopping there, he imagined her long, sexy legs wrapped around his back while he fucked her fast and hard enough to give his mother a sexual orgasm with his stiff cock.
# # #
A breast man, he never thought that seeing her shapely and sexy legs would sexually excite him as much as seeing her naked breasts, only they did. Yet, never has he seen longer, sexier, and shapelier legs after seeing his mother's legs. Carrie Underwood's legs paled in comparison. In the way that Rihanna insured her legs for one-million-dollars after earning the second Legs of a Goddess Award in 2007, Heidi Klum insured her legs for two million, two-hundred-thousand-dollars.
Yet, open for discussion, I dare write that Susan Jill Parker not only had better legs than Carrie Underwood, she had shapelier legs that Rihanna. She had sexier legs than Heidi Klum. A fair insurance, compensation value for his mother's legs would be five-million-dollars.
Think about it. Close your eyes and think about it. Can you imagine touching and feeling Susan's long legs before reaching up, all the way up between her legs to cup and finger her blonde, trimmed pussy through her panties while making out with her? There's nothing more sexually exciting than cupping a woman's pussy through her panties while making out with her.
Imagine feeling and squeezing her shapely ass through her panties before reaching around her to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. In the way that Sharon Stone flashed her naked pussy in Basic Instinct, imagine Susan slowly and seductively crossing her shapely legs while flashing you her panty clad pussy and/or her naked pussy. If seeing her panties wasn't enough, Joe couldn't wait to see his mother's naked pussy.
Now imagine her staring up at you with a sexy look and a naughty smile. Imagine her slowly inching down her panties as you stared at the top of her blonde, trimmed pubic hair and the roundness of her shapely ass. Unembarrassed and unashamed, not possessing a modicum of modesty, as if she was a porn star in readiness to shoot a sex scene, Joe imagined his mother removing her panties and standing in front of the camera without her clothes.
With her already posing in front of him topless, he didn't have to imagine his mother topless.
'Look at her naked tits,' he thought.
He imagined his MILF of a mother topless.
'Look at her naked pussy and her naked ass,' he thought.
He stared at his mother naked. Never thinking that she'd strip herself naked in a million years, Joe couldn't believe that his mother stripped herself naked on live camera? With her standing before him in her bra and panties, and then naked, he no longer had to imagine her without her clothes. Not stopping there, he imagined her consensually and willingly allowing him to touch and feel her everywhere he thought he'd never be allowed to touch and feel his mother. He'd be masturbating for the rest of his life over having his wicked, sexual way with his mother's naked body.
Bad enough that she had stripped herself naked on live camera but taking the next perversely perverted step, his mother masturbated herself on live camara, too. Something she had never done before, stripping herself naked and/or masturbating herself on camera, she had done that now. God, she's such a whore to strip herself naked and masturbate herself on live cam. How could she do that? Why would she do that?
# # #
'With him able to see her glistening pink, look how wet she is,' he thought. 'She's so wet.'
He imagined fingering her soaking, wet pussy. He imagined licking her drenched cunt. In the way that he'd love to give his mother a cum bath, he imagined her giving him a pussy bath. He imagined his face covered with his mother's vaginal secretions.
While masturbating herself, he imagined her rubbing her swollen clit while finger fucking her pussy. He imagined her fondling her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples before moving her naked breasts to her mouth to suck her erect nipples, first one and then, the other. While he watched her on naked video, he imagined her becoming sexually aroused. He imagined her cumming. Finally, he imagined not only seeing but also hearing her having a sexual orgasm.
'Joe. Joe,' he imagined his mother saying. 'I'm cumming, Joe. I'm cumming,' he imagined her saying as he continued watching her rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. 'Hurry. Stick your cock in my mouth. Let mommy suck you while I cum,' he imagined her saying.
If only they knew what Susan Jill Parker was really like, yet how would they know? With her reading public thinking of her solely as an erotic writer, and not a porn star, they didn't know that Susan was as big of an incestuous whore as was her mother, Natalie. Yet, all they needed to do was to read her profile on Literotica to know that she's a cocksucking whore. She loves sucking cock.
A compliment for a blowjob well done, she loves it when men cum in her mouth. She loves it when men ejaculate a second load of cum all over her long, lush, blonde hair, all over her face, and across her big, naked breasts. She loves receiving cum baths. As much as she loves sucking cock and swallowing cum, she's a whore for a cum bath.
"Now that you've shot your load of cum in my mouth, I hope you save some cum to shoot another load of cum all over my face, in my long, blonde, and across my naked breasts. Cum, cum for me. I need to rub your cum all over my naked body," she said rubbing her naked breasts as if they were already covered in cum.
Surprising her mother and sexually shocking and exciting her son, they had no idea that she was such a whore. Stripping herself naked and masturbating herself while her mother, her son, and the rest of her captive audience watched her live feed, they had no idea that she'd dare strip herself naked on live camera. With her going the extra mile, they had no idea that she'd dare masturbate herself on live camera.
Now, that she thought about it, she thought about turning her 'on live camera' adventure into a true, erotic story. With all of the fans that she has, surely, they'd want to read about her doing a slow strip tease and stripping herself naked. They'd want to read about her masturbating herself and cumming on camera. They'd want to imagine her whore of a mother, Natalie, Nasty Natalie, and her horny, incestuous craved son watch his mother not only strip herself naked but also masturbate herself on live camera, too.
# # #
Truthfully, unbeknownst to her followers, Susan would fuck and suck nearly anyone, including her son, Joe, especially her son, Joe. When adding a bit of forbidden danger to her sex, sexually arousing when having incestuous sex with her son, she loved the thought of being caught stroking, sucking, and fucking his stiff prick. As simple as that, with her sexually accommodating, all that any man needed to do to have sex with Susan was to ask her. When she wasn't on her knees blowing someone, she had her shapely legs spread wide open while fucking someone.
Look at her picture in her profile. Tell me she's not beautiful. Tell me she's not sexy. Tell me she's not shapely. Any man would give his right arm to have sex with her.
Now, imagine her staring up at you sexually seductively while stroking your erect prick. You'd love for her to stroke your cock while you fondled her big, naked tits, wouldn't you? You'd love for her to blow you. You'd love to cum in her mouth and all over her pretty face.
Imagine her leaning forward to take you in her mouth. Indeed, something else that you'd masturbate over for the rest of your life, imagine receiving a blowjob from Susan Jill Parker. Imagine putting a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head and pushing her head forward while humping her mouth and fucking her face. Imagine fingering her erect nipples as she sucked your cock. Imagine cumming in her beautiful mouth. Imagine her swallowing your cum.
Now, imagine startling her and catching her by surprise and ejaculating a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her long blonde, lush hair, and across her naked breasts. Imagine giving her a cum bath. Finally, after eating her pussy, imagine fucking her. Something you'd remember forever, until the day that you die, imagine fucking Susan Jill Parker.
'Wow! I fucked Susan Jill Parker. She sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her mouth. I'll never wash my cock for the rest of my life. I wish I could marry her. I'd love to have a woman like her in my life,' Susan imagined one of her fans saying.
# # #
"Mom, would you mind blowing me," asked her son?
Susan frowned at her son.
"Don't call me Mom when I'm about to suck your cock," she said with a dirty laugh. "Call me Susan," she said.
Undressing her with his horny eyes, Joe stared at his mother.
"Susan, please suck my cock," said Joe.
Susan smiled her sexual arousal at her son.
"I'd be happy to blow you, Joe. I'd love to suck your cock as long as you promise to cum in my mouth," said Susan.
Joe smiled his sexual satisfaction at his mother.
"I promise to cum in your mouth. I'd be happy to cum in your mouth and all over your face, Susan," said Joe.
Assuming the position, Susan moved to her knees, unzipped her son's pants, reached her soft, warm hand inside and pulled out his stiff prick. She stroked his cock while staring up at him seductively. Then, she leaned forward and took her son's prick in her mouth. She was sucking him. She was sucking her son. In the way that her mother routinely had incestuous sex with all four of her sons, Susan routinely had incestuous sex with her son, Joe.
She sucked her son, Joe, while stroking his prick faster and harder. Determined to make him cum, she wanted him to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow her son's cum. She hoped he'd save some cum to cum all over her face, in her blonde hair, and across her naked breasts. She needed him to give her a cum bath.
# # #
Guys are all the same when they meet a beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman. Every man wanted to see her naked breasts. Every man wanted to see her naked. Every man wanted to touch and feel her everywhere while making out with her. Every man wanted Susan to give them a blowjob. Every man wanted her to suck their cock. Every man wanted to cum in her mouth. Every man wanted to cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, blonde hair, and across her big, naked breasts. Every man wanted to give Susan a cum bath.
"After I strip you naked, I would love for you to blow me," said her boss at work, her English professor at the university, her best friend's husband, her son's best friend, and her Uber driver. "I need to cum in your beautiful mouth, Susan. I need to watch you swallow my cum."
As if measuring them with her eyes, and running the sexual fantasy of having oral sex with them through her mind, she looked at each man as if to see if they were worthy of her blowing them. Oral sex meant nothing to her. It was just a blowjob. Oftentimes, with many women feeling the same way, she'd much rather blow someone that to French kiss them. A French kiss was more personal than a blowjob. After all, a blowjob was, just a blowjob. What's the big deal?
"It would be my pleasure to suck your cock," said Susan moving to her knees in front of her boss, her English professor, her best friend's husband, her son's best friend, and her Uber driver. Unzipping them, she reached her hand inside of their pants, and pulled out their stiff pricks. "Would you like to cum in my mouth, too? I don't mind. I want you to cum in my mouth," she said while staring up at them and slowly stroking their erect pricks to hard erections with an experienced hand.
She gave her boss, her English professor, her best friend's husband, her son's best friend, and her Uber driver a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I would love to blow you. I would love to suck your cock, as long as you promise to cum in my mouth," said Susan to her boss, her English professor, her best friend's husband, her son's best friend, and her Uber driver.
# # #
It was then that she wondered how many hand jobs she had given. She had no idea, tens of thousands, maybe. After all, as far as she was concerned, a hand job really wasn't sex. It was just a hand job. It was nothing more than masturbating a man. Depending on the man, she'd rather give a man a hand job than to French kiss him good night. Again, a French kiss is much more sexually intimate than a mere hand job.
It was then that she wondered how many blowjobs she had given. Again, she had no idea, thousands, maybe. She could have easily created a statue made from all the cum she had swallowed. Indeed, she loved sucking cock. She loved how a man's hard prick felt in her mouth. Again, sometimes, depending on the man, it may sound crazy but she'd rather give a man a blowjob than to give him a goodnight, French kiss.
It was then that she wondered how many men she had fucked. Again, she had no idea. Having lost count and with her no longer having a written record of how many men that she fucked, she lost her pink book years ago. Without a doubt, she had fucked hundreds of men. Much like her mother, finally admitting it, indeed, that she was a nymphomaniac. In the way that her mother did, too, Susan loved sex. She was addicted to sex.
Receiving the same reaction from each man, the men looked at her with shocked surprised not only that she'd willingly and consensually stroke them while sucking them but also that she'd allow them to cum in her mouth. Like mother like daughter. Susan was no different than her mother. Sometimes, she wondered if she spent more time on her knees than she did on her feet or on her back.
In the way that her mother routinely had incestuous sex with all four of her sons, Susan routinely had sex with her son, Joe. Susan and her mother were both whores, incestuous whores. With them both having stroked as many men as they sucked, they were both talented, cocksuckers.
"Yes, I'd love to cum in your mouth, Susan," said her son, her boss at work, her English professor at the university, her best friend's husband, her son's best friend, and her Uber driver.
# # #
Her entire family, especially her mother and her four, much older brothers have had a long, incestuous, sexual history. Her whore of a mother, Natalie, Nasty Natty, would regularly have drunken sex with one of her sons every week. When her brothers weren't sleeping in their mother's bed, they bent her over the couch, a chair, or a table, lifted up her night and fucked her from behind. When she wasn't fucking her sons, she was sucking them. With all four of her sons as horny as she was, she was always blowing and/or fucking one of her sons.
"Mom, suck my cock. I'm horny," said her eldest son, Freddie, her identical, twin sons, Guido and Vito, and her youngest son, Big Louie.
Never turning any of her sons down for sex, she stopped whatever she was doing to suck and/or to fuck them.
# # #
Ready for some sexual action while hoping to earn some extra money, Susan disappeared from the public eye of the camera to go private with some of her men. Now, once Susan disappeared from view, with her taking center stage, it was Natalie's turn, Susan's mother, to sexually tease the horny men watching her sexually seduce them. An ex-professional stripper, with her knowing all of the sexual tricks of seduction, as if she was still dancing around a pole to music, she was good at sexually teasing men by slowly and seductively stripping off her clothes.
She could make men cum by just slowly removing her blouse, her short skirt, her bra, and her panties. Whereas, Susan made men cum by writing, custom, sexy stories of their sexual fantasies and/or recreations of their sexual desires of having sex with their mothers, stepmothers, mothers-in-law, sisters, stepsisters, sisters-in-law, aunts, and/or cousins. A different kind of erotica, Natalie made men cum just visually by sexually teasing them while slowly and seductively undressing herself, and Susan made men cum by verbally seducing them.



With the both of them wicked whores, it would be difficult to pick who was the bigger whore, Susan or her mother, Natalie. Clearly, as if they were both nymphomaniacs and, indeed, they were, with them both bi-sexual sluts, whether having sex with men or with women, both women loved sex. Both women loved stoking and sucking cocks as much as they loved fingering and licking pussies.
In the way that her daughter had done, playing to the camera as if she was in the VIP room with a big pocketed spender, Natalie, Nasty Natty, slowly, sexily, and seductively undressed herself on camera. Unashamed and unembarrassed, following her daughter's lead, she ever so slowly and sexily stripped herself naked on camera. Not nearly done with just a slow, and seductive striptease, wanting to better her daughter by getting more men to ask her to go private, she seemed intent on masturbating herself on camera, too.
Even if they had to feign their sexual orgasms, they both were eager to show men what they looked like and sounded like when having a sexual orgasm on camera. Hoping to earn more money in tips, a rivalry between mother and daughter, Natalie hoped to receive more comments, more tips, and more invitations to go private than her daughter received. Not only did Natalie want to show her audience of admiring men her naked body, but also, she wanted to show them closeup views of shapely, naked ass, her big, naked tits, and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy.
She wanted to show them in-depth views of her naked cunt while rubbing her swollen clit and finger fucking her pussy. In the way that Susan showed men her stripping off her clothes, Natalie showed men her stripping herself naked. In the way that her daughter showed men her masturbating herself, Natalie showed her sexual admirers her masturbating herself, too.
Something that she wasn't allowed to do on stage but could do in the VIP room, she showed men what she looked like and sounded like when having a sexual orgasm. Ready to have her first sexual orgasm on camera, with her an even bigger whore than her daughter, clearly, she'd do anything on camera for men to ask her to go private. Not only wanting men to ask her to go private, willing to meet them any time and any place, she hoped that they'd ask for her email address so that she could arrange for a date.
With this online video a new age and a new way of prostitution, she hoped to use this public forum to sell her sexual services and prostitute herself to men watching her online videos. Invited to go to a client's home addresses, secretly secure in what they sexually did behind closed, bedroom doors, she'd no longer feared being arrested and charged with prostitution. Instead, she'd have complete privacy to sexually do whatever she wanted to do to earn money.
Unaware that Natalie was Susan Parker's mother, not wanting her bookie and/or her pimp to recognize her on camera after skipping out on them owing them both money, Natalie dyed her beautiful, naturally blonde hair shoe polish black. In the way that Katy Perry's natural hair is dishwater, squirrel brown, she continually dyed her hair from black to blonde and back again. Not having the complexion of a blonde, Katy Perry looked much better and more natural with black hair than she does with blonde hair. With Natalie having the natural fair skinned complexion of a blonde, she looked better as a blonde than she did with black hair.
# # #
My Son's Naked Cam Show, Chapter 04:
Susan's son, Joe, secretly operated a cam show. He grew tired of paying to watch the cam shows of others. Besides, he believed that he could make a better cam show with people that he knew from around the neighborhood. With everyone looking to become famous, he had no problem finding men and/or women who wanted to be naked on live cam stream. Finally, with him acting as the director, he could do whatever he sexually wanted on his cam show.
What he wanted was to strip himself naked and masturbate himself. What he wanted was to have incestuous sex with his mother while on his naked, cam show. What he wanted was to have incestuous sex with his grandmother while on his naked, cam show. He wanted to show himself and everyone watching him fucking his mother and/or grandmother. He wanted to show himself and everyone watching, his mother and his grandmother blowing him and allowing him to cum in their beautiful mouths.
With Joe walking around naked in his room and masturbating himself on live stream, the show had hugely become popular among older women. A few gay men watched his naked, cam show, too. Even though Joe wasn't gay, instead of ignoring the gay men who watched his cam show, he acknowledged them and welcomed them to his cam show, too. Not doing anything to encourage or discourage them, other than sometimes coyly saying "I'm not gay, but maybe if I had the right teacher..." while looking wide eyed innocently into the camera.
Not wanting to be recognized when out and about on the street, his face was distorted while streaming, and he used a voice changer online. His setup had multiple cameras hidden throughout his bedroom, all connected to a remote that he seamlessly changed to appropriately show his admiring audience his best angle. His most popular segment is where viewers send in sexy and naked photos of themselves.
With their permission, he posted their photos on streaming video. If they requested that he do so, he blurred their faces and photoshopped out their tattoos. Personalizing his feedback, he described what he found attractive with each viewer. Then, while slowly touching himself, he culminated in his personalized feedback with him masturbating himself on live camera while calling out viewers' name. The women watching loved him personalizing his sexual attention by publicly calling out their names.
# # #
Already making a modest living from his naked, cam show, he quit his job at a fast-food joint to focus on this cam show. Now, with his show doing better than he had expected, he was able to pay the majority of bills. With the extra income generated from his naked, cam show, he just started to pay off his mortgage. Having no idea what he really did for work, his mother and his grandmother both believed his lies about him quitting his fast-food job to do an online administration job.
Susan Jill Parker, Joe's mom, worked in a bar as a bartender. She quickly discovered that her tips were directly connected to her low-cut blouses. The lower cut her blouses were, and the more of her breasts that she showed, the more and bigger tips she earned. Whenever she leaned across the bar to talk to someone, flashing them the perfect down blouse views of her big breasts, her tips exponentially rose with how much cleavage she showed.
Encouraged by her mother, she tried stripping at a strip club but dancing around a pole to music while slowly and seductively stripping off her clothes wasn't for her. Then, when the strip club that she worked at burnt down, that encouraged her decision to stop stripping. Her son's naked cam show was the perfect alternative.
She made decent tips as a stripper, but due to an unfortunate false cancer scare, she had unexpected medical bills to pay. Barely making it, unbeknownst to her, she started to watch a popular cam show to relax and to try and forget her financial problems. It wasn't until she saw her son naked on camera that she recognized his penis. Until that time, she had no idea that the video show that she was watching was her son's video, cam show.
Natalie, Joe's grandmother, "Nasty Natty", worked at the same strip club. Then, again, when the club burnt down, she worked as a bartender with her daughter. Even though she earned lots of tips by flashing her tits, again, her job barely paid her bills. Like mother like daughter, Natalie also watched a certain popular cam show. Not realizing the cam show was her grandson's cam show, when she saw his naked penis on the screen, she knew that it was Joe.
It was then that she realized that by posting naked videos to her grandson's naked cam show, she could continue her prostitution business without fearing arrest. Instead of soliciting men for sex, men would invite her to come to her house for sex. No one would know that she was prostituting herself. Keeping herself safe, she brought her youngest son, Big Louie, with her for her personal protection.
With him standing 6'9" tall and weighing 400 pounds, once her client got a look of him, they treated her with the respect that she deserved to have as a sexy and sexual woman. After meeting her clients, Louie waited in the car for his mother to finish her sexual business. Just as no one disrespected Natalie, no one fucked with Big Louie.
To be continued...
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My Son's Naked Cam Show, Ch. 05
Reread, Reviewed, Revised, and Rewritten:
Continued from Chapter 04:
Already making a modest living from his neighborhood, naked, cam show, and with memberships increasing every day, Joe quit his job at a fast-food joint to focus on his cam show. Now, with his show doing better than he had ever expected it would, he was able to pay his bills from what he earned from his cam show. With the extra income generated from his naked, cam show, he even started paying down his mortgage. Having no idea what he really did for work, not a clue, his mother and his grandmother both believed his lies about him quitting his fast-food job to do an online administration job.
Susan Jill Parker, Joe's mom, worked in a bar as a bartender. Following horny men's eyes when they lustfully stared at her and undressed her with their eyes, she quickly discovered that her tips were directly connected to the plunging neckline of her low-cut blouses, tits for tips. The lower cut her blouses were, and the more of her breasts and cleavage that she showed, the more and bigger tips she earned. Unashamed and unembarrassed, she didn't mind showing her naked breasts, especially for money. With her an exhibitionist whore, she loved showing her topless and/or naked body.
Whenever a man undressed with his eyes and continued staring at her as if she was topless and/or naked, sexually arousing her, her nipples erected and hardened enough to show through her bra and blouse. If it wasn't enough that she had big tits, she had big nipples, too. As proud of her big nipples as proud of her big tits, she loved sexually teasing men by showing them flashes of her naked breasts. If what she showed of her naked breasts didn't attract their attention, what she showed of her big nipples did.
Just by showing them glimpses of what lay hidden beneath her blouse and her bra, men are so easy to sexually tease. Whenever she leaned across the bar to talk to someone, deliberately exposing herself to them, she pretended that she was unaware that the top of her blouse had fallen forward and open with her. Acting like the victim and treating men as the perverts that they are, she had men apologizing before leaving her a twenty-dollar tip. She pretended that she was unaware that her naked breasts and erect nipples were totally exposed.
"Oh, my God. I'm so embarrassed," she'd say acting totally shocked. "Please don't look at my naked breasts. I had no idea my top fell wide open," she said quickly grabbing and closing her blouse.
Flashing them the perfect down blouse views of the tops of her big breasts, her low-cut bra, and her long, sexy line of cleavage, and her erect nipples, her tips exponentially rose with how much she showed of her tits. With her playing her game of peek-a-boo, the men had no idea that she was sexually teasing them. As if they had never seen naked breasts before, it sexually aroused her in the way that they stared at her. Flashing men her naked breasts all of her life, she had no idea how many A's she received from her professors and how many raises she got from her bosses.
Encouraged and coerced by her mother, she tried stripping at a strip club but dancing around a pole to music while slowly and seductively stripping off her clothes and stripping herself topless before stripping herself naked for tips wasn't for her. Feeling as if she was prostituting herself, she didn't like pandering to men for tips while they gawked at her as if she was their personal whore. It was different flashing her tits at the bar than it was showing her topless and/or naked body at a strip club.
Instead of flashing everyone everything en masse, she felt that she had more control flashing at a bar than stripping topless and/or naked at a strip club. With her standing behind a bar instead of standing on stage, it was up to her who she flashed and how much she flashed. Pressured to have sex with every employee of the strip club for them to put her on stage, she hated that part of stripping. It wasn't enough that she made the club money by stripping herself topless and/or naked, yet, the men who worked at the club expected to have sex with her, too.
"Fuck that shit. Being a stripper doesn't make me a whore. I'd rather pick and chose who I suck and fuck than to have sex with every employee at the club and every customer who walks through the door. It's my body and my choice," she said when quitting her job as a stripper.
Then, when the strip club where she worked burnt down, as if a sign from God, that reinforced her decision to stop stripping. With her always wanting to work from home anyway, tired of having to commute to work, her son's naked cam show was the perfect opportunity for her to work from home while showing her naked body and masturbating herself on camera. Besides stripping and masturbating herself on camera from home was much more impersonal than stripping herself naked and/or masturbating herself in person and in front of a crowd of horny and cheering men throwing dollars at her feet.
"Take it off. Take it all off. Show us your tits. We want to see your tits. We want to see your naked ass and your naked pussy," ordered the crowd of horny men eager for Susan to strip herself naked.
Then, once in the VIP room, much like her mother, she was paid to suck and fuck men, men that she'd never suck and/or fuck if given the choice. The lowest point of her life, she hated stripping. She hated having forced sex with men. Finally understanding what life was like for her mother, she hated degrading herself for money. Yet, her mother had no choice, not having the financial help of a husband, she stripped and prostituted herself to support five children.
# # #
Even after having to pay the strip club their cut for allowing her to use their stage to strip, she made decent tips as a stripper. Yet, due to an unfortunate false cancer scare, she had unexpected medical bills to pay. Barely making it before being burdened with medical expenses, too, she struggled to make ends meet now. Unbeknownst to her, the Neighborhood Naked Cam Show was her son's cam show. She started watching the popular cam show to relax and to try and forget her financial problems while masturbating herself.
Difficult not to recognize him, it wasn't until she saw her son walk across the screen naked and on camera that she recognized his penis. With her intimately, incestuously familiar with his big dick, having stroked his cock, sucked his cock, and fucked fuck his cock enough times, she'd recognize her son's prick anywhere. She couldn't believe that Joe was naked and on camera for everyone to see his erect prick.
Joe had an unforgettable and memorable penis. He had an unusually long and thick cock that curved up and to the right. Until she saw him on camera naked, she had no idea that the video show that she watched was her son's naked, video, cam show. Until she saw Joe naked, she had no idea that her son operated a naked, neighborhood, cam show. Until she saw how many women watched him and wanted to stroke her son, suck her son, and fuck her son, she had no idea how much she wanted to continue having sex with him.
"Mom, show me your tits," said Joe typically asking her whenever he was horny while undressing her with his eyes and staring at his mother's big breasts through her clothes as if she was already topless. "I want to see your big, naked breasts. I want to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while sucking your big nipples," said Joe.
Instead of embarrassing her and shocking her by him asking to see her naked breasts, she was flattered as much as she was sexually aroused that her son wanted to see her big, naked breasts. Susan looked at her son in the way that she looked at her horny customers when they peered down her open top. She looked down at her big breasts before looking up at her son.
Then, sexually teasing him, she slid a slow hand across her big blouse and bra clad breasts while fingering her erect nipples. In the way that Joe wanted to feel his mother's tits while fingering her erect nipples, Susan felt her breasts through her clothes while fingering her nipples. Continuing to sexually tease him, she cupped her breasts in the palms of her hands and lifted them in her bra as if offering them to him.
"Do you like my tits," she asked while giving her son a sexy look and a naughty smile?
She looked down at her fully clothe breasts before looking back up at her son. A game they play nearly every morning, she couldn't believe that he wanted to see her naked breasts again. Having seen them enough, touched them, enough, felt them enough, and fondled them enough while sucking her erect nipples, Susan knew that Joe loved her big tits. Giving him the excuse to stare at them longer and harder at her fully clothe breasts, with her asking him if he liked her tits, Joe continued staring at the impressions her big breasts made in her blouse.
"Seriously, mother? I love your big tits," he said.
She looked down at her breasts again before looking up at her son and smiling.
"I love my tits, too," she said.
As if daring him to touch her tits and feel her tits, she felt her breasts and fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra while giving her son a motherly smile.
Then, she said something that sexually excited him and sexually aroused herself. As if she wanted to stroke his cock, suck his cock, and fuck his cock, she stared down at the bulge in his pants in the way that he stared at the impressions of her big breasts in her blouse.
"I'll show you my naked breasts if you show me your naked penis. As much as you love my naked tits, I love your naked prick. As much as you love touching, feeling, and fondling my naked breasts while sucking my erect nipples, I love stroking, sucking, and fucking your cock," she said while sexually, seductively looking at her son.
Eager to show his mother his naked prick, not waiting for her to expose her naked breasts to him first, he unzipped his pants and pulled out his erect prick. Then, wrapping his fingers around his naked cock, he stroked himself while his mother watched. Returning the sexual favor of his exhibitionism with her exhibitionism, under the horny, watchful eyes of her son, Susan slowly and seductively unbuttoned her blouse one, slow button at a time. Then, she removed her blouse and, reaching behind her to unhook her bra, she removed her bra to show her son her naked breasts.
Proud of her big breasts, she inhaled a big breath while throwing back her shoulders. As if daring him to touch and feel her tits, she watched her nipples erect. Making her nipples even bigger, she pulled, turned, and twisted them. Yet, instead of reaching out to touch them, as if he had never seen his mother's naked breasts before, he stared at them.
"Oh, mom, they're so big," he said. Then, reaching his hand forward, he touched his mother's naked tits. He felt his mother's naked tits. "They're so firm," he said. Then, while fondling her naked breasts, he leaned forward to take her erect nipples in his mouth, first one and then the other.
Again, returning the sexual favor of her son touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts, she wrapped her motherly hand around her son's stiff prick. Then, while stroking him to a harder erection, she moved to her knees and took him in her mouth. He put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head. He humped her mouth and fucked her face while fingering her erect nipples.
Then, lifting her to a standing position, Joe pushed his mother back on the couch and surprising her, he mounted her. As if she was his girlfriend or his wife, he mounted his mother and made out with her. Kissing and kissing her, parting her red, full lips, he stuck his tongue in her mouth. He French kissed his mother.
She reached down between his legs to insert his erect cock in her warm, wet pussy. Instead of making love, with them horny for one another, they were fucking. He fucked his mother and she fucked her son. Humping one another faster and harder, they were determined to make one another cum. Just as he wanted to give his mother a sexual orgasm, she wanted her son to cum in her pussy.
# # #
Natalie, Joe's grandmother, "Nasty Natty", worked at the same strip club. Then, following Susan, when the club burnt down, she worked as a bartender with her daughter at the same bar. Even though she earned lots of tips by flashing her tits, again, tits for tips, even with her flashing her double D cup, nearly naked and/or naked breasts, her job barely paid enough to pay her bills.
Yet, a real pro, if Natalie was good at anything, she was good at flashing and sexually teasing men. While sexually exciting them, she made her deliberate flashes appear accidental. Without even having to try, with her tall, shapely, and sexy figure, along with her pretty face, she was good at making men want her enough to pay her for sex.
"I'll suck your cock for three-hundred-dollars and will fuck you for five-hundred-dollars," she emailed a potential customer.
Clearly, tempted the man answered Natalie with as much horniness as he wrote her with sexual lust.
"If you blow me, may I cum in your mouth?"
She laughed.
"Of course, it wouldn't be much of a blowjob if you didn't cum in my mouth and if I didn't swallow," she wrote.
Deciding if he wanted her to blow him or fuck him, he stared at her as if she was already naked.
"If I fuck you, may I cum in your pussy," he asked?
She laughed again.
"I'd love for you to cum in my pussy," she answered lifting her short skirt and rubbing her naked pussy with her hand. "If you could see me, you'd see that I'm rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy with the thought of you fucking me and cumming in my cunt."
# # #
She was good at combining her full-time job as a bartender with her part-time job as a prostitute. Even though she made more money as a prostitute than she ever did as a bartender, with one working in conjunction with the other, her job as a bartender helped her to get dates as a prostitute. With her pages full of all the names and emails of all men she had sucked and fucked, she kept a coded log in her pink diary of all the men she had sex with for money.
Like mother like daughter, unbeknownst to one another that they were watching Joe's naked, neighborhood cam show, Natalie also watched Joe's cam show. At first, she didn't realize that the cam show was her grandson's cam show. Then, when she saw him naked on the screen and recognized her grandson's naked penis, in the way that his mother recognized his naked cock, Natalie recognized Joe's cock, too.
She knew that it was her grandson exposing himself on live feed. Having stroked his big cock in her hand, sucked his stiff prick in her mouth, and fucked his erect prick in her pussy dozens of times, when she saw his naked penis on the screen, she knew that it was Joe. When she saw his naked penis, she was sexually aroused and wanted to stroke him, suck him, and fuck him again.
In a moment of sexual inspiration, it was then that she realized that by posting naked videos of her to her grandson's naked cam show, she could continue her prostitution business without fear of arrest. Instead of risking arrest by soliciting men for sex in person, men would invite her to their house for sex. No one would ever know that she was prostituting herself behind, closed, bedroom doors.
Keeping herself safe, with her prostituting herself without a pimp protecting her, and with him armed and dangerous, she brought her youngest son, Big Louie, with her for her personal protection should she need it. With him standing 6'9" tall and weighing more than 400 pounds, once her clients got a look at him, they treated her with the respect that she deserved to have as a sexy, shapely, and sexual woman. After meeting her clients, Louie waited in the car for his mother to finish her sexual business. Just as no one dared disrespected Natalie, no one dared fuck with Big Louie.
With Louie so monstrously big, unless he bought a full-sized SUV, which he hated SUV's, the only other car that he could fit in was, a Lincoln Town Car. The last of Lincoln's factory-built limousines, a Lincoln Town Car with extended wheelbase and extra wide, rear doors was a comfortable fit for him. Able to move his front seats all the way back, he still had plenty of room for passengers to sit behind him. He loved his car. He's been driving Lincoln Town Cars for more than twenty-years.
# # #
My Son's Naked Cam Show, Chapter 05
Something that Joe never had to do before to get people to appear on his cam show, thinking that he needed to do now to maintain the interest in his show, he solicited some famous celebrities from Boston. Only, when he solicited the celebrities, instead of writing his Neighborhood, Naked, Cam, Show, omitting the word, naked, he advertised his show as the Neighborhood, Cam, Show. He deceived them to get them to agree to appear on his naked, cam show.
As if they were appearing on Joe's version of the Howard Stern Show, surprisingly, every one of the celebrities from Boston that he invited all agreed to appear on his cam show. Ben Afflack and Matt Damon agreed to make an appearance. Ed Norton, James Spader, and Mark Wahlberg agreed to appear. Surprising him that a famous female celebrity agreed to appear on his cam show at scale, Joe was surprised when Uma Thurman accepted his invitation to appear, too.
Then, one by one, when they realized what the Neighborhood, Naked, Cam Show was all about, and that they'd have to appear naked on his cam show, they all cancelled. After advertising their appearances on his cam show for weeks, he apologized to his audience and explained why they had cancelled to appear on his show. With their appearances voluntary and with none of them compensated under a signed contract to appear, they were free to cancel at any time.
Obviously, before agreeing to appear, none of them had watched Joe's Neighborhood, Naked, Cam Show and, when they did, they were unaware that his cam show was all about sex and nudity. They didn't know that they'd be required to appear naked and masturbate themselves on live camera. They weren't unaware that they'd be having sex with Joe's mother, Susan and/or Joe's grandmother Natty, too.
He would have had a hit show if Matt Damon, Ben Affleck, Ed Norton, James Spader, Mark Wahlberg, and Uma Thurman hadn't cancelled. He would have had a hit show if Matt Damon, Ben Affleck, Ed Norton, James Spader, Mark Wahlberg, and Uma Thurman agreed to appear on his cam show naked. He would have had a hit show if they all had masturbated themselves on camera. He would have had a hit show had they all had sex with his mother and with his grandmother. If only they saw his mother and/or grandmother before they cancelled, they never would have cancelled.
Something that no other cam shows or television shows were able to do, he'd be first to broadcast the above listed celebrities naked. His cam show audience would go wild to see Matt Damon, Ben Affleck, Ed Norton, James Spader, Mark Wahlberg, and Uma Thurman naked. His audience would love to watch the above-named celebrities masturbate themselves on live camera. His audience would love to watch the above-named celebrities having sex with his mother and with his grandmother.
After agreeing to appear on Joe's naked, cam show, one by one, they cancelled. Matt Damon and Ben Affleck cancelled. Ed Norton, James Spader, and Mark Wahlberg cancelled. Really looking forward to seeing her without her clothes, even Uma Thurman cancelled. Now, he needed to find alternative entertainment.
Obvious, alternative choices, Joe looked from his mother to his grandmother hoping they had an idea of what he should do. Then, in a moment of sexual inspiration, something that he had always wanted to see, hoping that they'd agree to do it, he had an idea but didn't know if his mother and/or his grandmother would agree to it. He'd love to watch his mother and/or his grandmother having sex with one another.



"Would you appear on my cam show naked and have sex with one another," he asked with trepidation that they'd refuse to appear and have lesbian sex with one another?" Before they could even answer, he asked them another question. Making his question clear enough not to be misunderstood or misinterpreted, he asked his question again. "Would you have incestuous, lesbian with one another on live camera?"
Susan looked from her mother to look at her son. She gave her mother a smile before giving her son a sexy look and a naughty smile. She shrugged him his answer.
"I'd appear naked on your cam show and have incestuous, lesbian sex with my mother if she'd appear naked on your cam show and agree to have incestuous, lesbian sex with me," said Susan looking at her mother again.
Natalie shrugged a sexy laugh.
"I've had sex with everyone else, why not my daughter," she said with another shrug and another laugh?
# # #
Susan and Natalie retired to Susan's bedroom with Joe tagging along behind. Ready to film them hopefully naked and having lesbian sex, Joe held his camcorder in his hand and at the ready. Something that he never expected they'd do, surprised that they'd really go through with it, mother and daughter were about to have sex, lesbian sex. Joe's mother and his grandmother were about to strip one another naked and have sex with one another.
Wishing he had asked them to have lesbian sex before, he couldn't believe his eyes. Hotter than mother and son sex, he couldn't believe that he was about to watch mother and daughter sex. With him quietly sitting in the corner of his mother's bedroom, and with them ignoring him as if he wasn't even there, they made themselves comfortable in the middle of Susan's king-sized bed while Joe watched with sexual anticipation. A good location for him, he could film them from any angle.
Shockingly, he had never even seen them kiss, French kiss. Then, it happened. They were kissing but not like mother and daughter. They were kissing like lovers, lesbian lovers. Never had he seen anything as hot when watching his mother make out with his grandmother.
While they kissed and kissed, they explored one another's bodies through their clothes. Susan felt her mother's big breasts and shapely ass while Natalie felt her daughter everywhere that a mother should never feel her daughter. It was sexually exciting watching them explore one another's shapely bodies with their hands.
Then, as if there was a silent drumroll going off in his head, Joe watched his grandmother begin to undress her daughter. Natalie slowly and seductively undressed his mother while making out with her. He would have already had his mother stripped naked but, with her continually feeling Susan through her clothes while continuing to make out with her, Natalie seemed in no rush to strip her daughter naked.
Finally, as if she was stripping Susan naked while she danced around a pole to music, Natalie continued undressing her daughter while continuing to French kiss her. Something that Joe thought he'd never see; they continued undressing one another. Much different than when a man undresses a woman, they were more romantically delicate.
Susan felt and squeezed her mother's shapely ass through her clothes before undressing her. As if unwrapping something special, she took her time unbuttoning and removing her mother's blouse. Then, Joe watched Susan feel her mother's huge, bra clad breasts and finger her erect nipples through her low-cut, sexy bra.
With them both seemingly in no rush to have sexual orgasms, taking her time undressing her mother, as soon as she removed Natalie's bra, Susan fondled her naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples. It was erotically exciting watching his mother suck his grandmother's nipples. Making him horny, he watched his mother fondle his grandmother's big breasts while continuing to French kiss her. Unable to help himself, Joe pulled out his cock and slowly stroked himself while holding the camera steady in his other hand.
If it wasn't enough that he was seeing his mother sucking his grandmother's naked breasts, he was filming it. He'd be watching this video over and again for the rest of his life while masturbating himself. He couldn't wait to play this sexual footage on his naked cam show. He couldn't wait to show everyone his mother having incestuous sex with his grandmother.
He imagined all the new members who'd join just to watch his mother having incestuous sex with his grandmother. He hoped that seeing Susan having sex with her mother would inspire others to have sex with their daughters and their mothers. With everyone inspired to come of the closet, he imagined a whole rash of inspired videos of mother and daughter sex.
# # #
Their foreplay was a lot longer than the foreplay that he had with his mother and/or grandmother when he had sex with them. If he was making out with his mother or his grandmother while they were naked, he already would have mounted her. Indeed, eager to cum in their pussies, he'd already be fucking his mother or his grandmother.
Yet, different from men, they seemed in no rush to fuck. They seemed content just touching, feeling, and kissing one another while undressing one another. Only, their foreplay was just as sexually exciting as their fucking soon would be. He couldn't wait to watch them fuck one another with a strap-on dildo.
Hoping to learn a few things, Joe couldn't wait to watch and film his mother masturbating and eating his grandmother's pussy. He couldn't wait to watch and film his grandmother fingering and licking her daughter's pussy. Indeed, watching his mother and his grandmother having lesbian sex was better than watching them having sex with Boston celebrities.
He couldn't wait to film them having sexual orgasms. He could wait to hear them and see them cumming. He never thought that he'd ever see, never mind film his mother having lesbian sex with his grandmother. Watching them going at one another was so hot.
# # #
As if they were alone in a department store fitting room, he watched his grandmother unbuttoned and unzipped her daughter's short skirt. Gently pulling down her short skirt, she stripped his mother to her bright white, bikini panties. Horny now, Joe stared at all that he could see of his mother's nearly naked pussy through her sheer underwear.
He stared at her pussy mound. He stared at her camel toe and her pussy slit. He stared at what he could see of her blonde, trimmed pubic hair. Suddenly, wishing that he was having incestuous sex with his mother and/or grandmother, he could wait to watch them licking one another while masturbating one another.
'I don't believe this. This is so hot,' he thought.
Natalie cupped his mother's pussy while rubbing her swollen clit through her underwear. Finally, as if she was unwrapping an expensive Christmas gift, she slowly pushed her panties down and off to reveal his mother's blonde, trimmed pussy. As if he was a voyeur watching his mother having sex, he remained quiet while filming his mother and his grandmother going at one another.
Returning the sexual favor, Susan undressed her mother while continuing to making out with her. It was so hot to see two women French kiss. Taking their time with the foreplay and not rushing to complete the sexual act, they were more passionate making out with one another than a man.
Susan rubbed her mother's clit while finger fucking her pussy through her panties. Then, with her fingers tucked in the waistband of her mother's panties, Susan pulled them down and off. Then, lowering herself halfway down her mother's sexy and shapely body, Susan licked her mother's pussy while masturbating her.
It was so hot to watch his mother lick his grandmother. It was hot to watch his mother finger her mother's naked pussy while masturbating her. Surprisingly it didn't take long for Natalie to cum. Clearly, he was doing something wrong because whenever he ate his mother and/or his grandmother, it took them forever to cum. Maybe the secret was in the foreplay. Instead of diving in her pussy and masturbating her while licking her, he needed to make out with her more while touching and feeling her.
"Susan. Oh, my God, Susan. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop finger fucking me. Don't stop eating me. I'm going to cum. Mommy is going to cum," said Natalie.
# # #
As soon as she had her sexual orgasm, they rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Now it was Natalie's turn to have sex with Susan. Now, it was Natalie's turn to eat her daughter's pussy. Something he thought that he'd never see, never mind film it, he couldn't wait to watch Natalie going at her daughter's pussy.
It was Natalie's turn to make it her way down her daughter's beautiful, naked body. Kissing and licking her as she went, she masturbated Susan with a vibrator. Then, not stopping there, as if she was being fucked by a big, black man, she fucked her daughter with a big, black dildo.
"Mom. Mom. Oh, my God, mom. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fucking me with that dildo. I'm cumming, mom. I'm cumming."
Again, once Susan had her sexual orgasm, they rested while basking in the afterglow of sex.
To be continued...
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My Son's Naked Cam Show, Ch. 06
Reread, Reviewed, Revised, and Rewritten:
Continued from Chapter 05:
Susan and Natalie retired to Susan's bedroom with me tagging along behind them. Ready to film them, hopefully stripping one another naked and having lesbian sex with one another, I held my camcorder in my hand and at the ready to record. Something that I had never expected they'd do, surprised that they'd really go through with it, mother and daughter were about to have sex, lesbian sex. My mother and my grandmother were about to strip one another naked and have sex with one another. My sexual fantasy waiting to happen, I couldn't believe it.
'Better than having local celebrities appearing naked on my neighborhood, naked, cam show, I can't believe this is really happening. I can't believe they agreed to strip one another naked and go through with having lesbian sex,' I thought. 'I can't believe they're going to masturbate one another while eating one another. I can't believe they're going to fuck one another with a strap-on dildo. I can't believe my mother is going to have sex with my grandmother.'
Not wanting to miss any of the sexual action, I never removed my eyes from them. Something that I had never seen before, the first time seeing them both naked together, I couldn't believe that I was going to see that now. I'm so glad that I started my own neighborhood, naked, cam show. I'm so happy that my mother and grandmother volunteered to appear on my show naked.
I couldn't wait to see them both naked at the same time. I couldn't wait to see them in bed making out with one another while removing their clothes. I couldn't wait to watch them touching and feeling one another everywhere that a mother should never touch and feel her daughter and a daughter should never touch and feel her mother.
'Better than watching two women going at it, one of those women is my mother and the other woman is my grandmother. How unbelievable is that? Incestuous sex doesn't get any better than this,' I thought.
Wishing that I had asked them to have lesbian sex before, I couldn't believe that they agreed to have lesbian sex with one another now. Much hotter than mother and son sex, I couldn't believe that I was ready to watch mother and daughter sex. With me quietly sitting in the corner of my mother's bedroom, and with them ignoring me as if I wasn't even there, they made themselves comfortable in the middle of my mother's king-sized bed.
Waiting for them to begin, I watched them with great sexual anticipation. I couldn't wait for my mother to undress my grandmother. I couldn't wait for my grandmother to strip my mother naked. A good location for me to follow all of the sexual action with my camera, from here, I could film them from any angle.
So very sexually exciting, shockingly, I had never even seen them kiss, French kiss, before. Then, it happened. They were kissing but not like mother and daughter kissing. They were kissing like lovers, lesbian lovers. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, I couldn't believe what I was seeing. My mother was making out with my grandmother and, returning her sexual affection, my grandmother was making out with my mother.
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'This is so unbelievable. I can't wait for my friends to see this video of my mother and grandmother having lesbian sex. I can't wait for everyone to see them naked while masturbating and eating one another. After saving this video to my computer, I can't wait to watch this video over and again of my mother and my grandmother having lesbian sex.'
Never had I seen anything as sexually hot when watching my mother making out with my grandmother. They made me wish that I was lying in between them and making out with them. They made me wish they had invited me to have a threesome. Yet, not wanting to ruin things by pushing myself on them and being the third wheel, I was content watching them stripping one another naked. I was content watching them making love to one another and having lesbian sex.
'Wow! This is unbelievable,' I thought.
While they kissed and kissed, they explored one another's bodies through their clothes. Susan touched and felt her mother's big breasts through her blouse and bra. Then, she touched and felt her shapely ass through her short skirt. Natalie touched and felt her daughter everywhere that a mother should never touch and feel her daughter.
In the way that I had made out with my mother and my grandmother before while touching them and feeling them through their clothes, it was sexually exciting watching them explore one another's shapely bodies through their clothes while making out with one another. Using this as a learning process, I was curious to see how two women made love to one another. I was eager to see them masturbating one another while eating one another.
# # #
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe this is really happening. I can't believe my mother and my grandmother are about to have lesbian sex. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't wait for them to begin.'
Then, as if there was a silent drumroll going off in my head, I watched my grandmother begin undressing her daughter. Natalie slowly and seductively undressed my mother while making out with her. Instead of waiting for the natural progression of things to happen, with men always rushing things, especially when it comes to sex, I would have already had my mother stripped naked by now.
'I mean, seriously, with her only wearing four articles of clothing, a blouse, a bra, a short skirt, and panties, how long does it really take to strip her naked,' I thought? 'With me having played strip poker with her before, I could strip my mother naked in less than a minute.'
Yet, a learning process for me on how to make love to a woman, with her continually feeling my mother through her clothes while continuing to make out with her, Natalie seemed in no rush to strip her daughter naked. They were both becoming more sexually aroused just by making out and touching and feeling one another through their clothes. My grandmother's slow seduction of her daughter made it even more sexually exciting. As if they were deliberately, sexually teasing me, they made me crazy with lustful desire. I couldn't wait for them to strip one another naked.
Finally, as if she was stripping Susan naked while she danced around a pole to music on stage, Natalie continued undressing her daughter while continuing to French kiss her. Something that I never thought I'd see and was so sexually hot to see now, they continued undressing one another while making out with one another. Much different than when men undress women, women were more romantically delicate and lovingly patient when undressing one another. Something that men never do, with them always in a heated rush to cum, as if this first time was their last time having sex, they took their sweet time.
It was so hot watching my mother feel and squeeze her mother's shapely ass through her clothes before undressing her. Then, as if unwrapping something special, unbuttoning one, slow button at a time, she took her time unbuttoning and removing my grandmother's blouse. Finally, I watched her feel her mother's huge, double D, bra clad breasts and finger her erect nipples through her low-cut, sexy, white lace bra.
With them both seemingly in no rush to have sexual orgasms, taking her time undressing her mother as Natalie did undressing her daughter, as soon as she removed my grandmother's bra, Susan fondled her mother's naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples. It was erotically exciting watching my mother suck my grandmother's big, erect nipples. Making me horny, I watched my mother fondle my grandmother's big breasts while continuing to French kiss her. Unable to help myself, I unzipped myself, pulled out my cock, and slowly stroked myself to a bigger and harder erection while holding the camera steady in my other hand.
'Glad that I got this on film, by far, perhaps because it was my mother and my grandmother having lesbian sex but this is the hottest sexual seduction that I've even seen,' I thought.
With these sex scenes hotter than the lesbian sex scenes in Gentleman Jack with Anne Lister, I couldn't believe what I was seeing. If it wasn't enough that I was watching my mother strip her mother naked, I was seeing my mother sucking my grandmother's naked breasts. As if I had hidden in camera in my mother's bedroom, instead of just watching it, I was filming it.
Never expecting my mother to have her sexual way with my grandmother's naked breasts, I'll be watching this video over and again for the rest of my life while masturbating myself. The hottest sex scenes I ever saw; I still couldn't believe I was watching my mother having forbidden sex with her mother. With her returning the sexual favor, I couldn't wait to watch my grandmother have her forbidden sexual way with my mother.
# # #
'Wow,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. This is so unbelievable. This is truly amazing.'
I couldn't wait to play this sexual footage on my neighborhood, naked, cam show. Especially for those men who personally know my mother and my grandmother, they'll go nuts when seeing them both naked while having sex with one another. They'll be continually masturbating over his video in the way that I'll constantly be masturbating over this video of my mother and grandmother having incestuous sex.
Excited about them having sex, I couldn't wait to show everyone my mother having incestuous sex with her mother. I couldn't wait for my friends to watch my grandmother having lesbian sex with her daughter. I couldn't wait for my friends to see, not only my mother naked but also my grandmother naked, too, while having incestuous sex with one another. In the way that I'll be masturbating over his video, no doubt, my friends will be masturbating over this video, too.
I imagined all the new members who'd flock to watch my video and who'd join just to watch my mother having incestuous sex with my grandmother. I hoped that seeing my mother having sex with her mother would inspire others to have sex with their daughters and with their mothers. With everyone sexually inspired to come out of the closet and embrace incestuous, lesbian sex, forget about mother and son sex, I imagined a whole rash of inspired videos of mother and daughter sex.
# # #
A sexual, learning curve for me, women's foreplay lasted a lot longer than the foreplay that I had with his mother and/or with grandmother when I had sex with them. After watching my mother and grandmother having lesbian sex, I uncovered the sexual secret of becoming a modern day, Don Juan. If I was making out with my mother or my grandmother while they were naked, sexually excited enough, I already would have mounted them. Indeed, eager to cum in their pussies, having little regard for their sexual orgasms, I'd already be fucking my mother or my grandmother as hard and as fast as I could.
Only, after watching my mother having sex with my grandmother, I now understood why it took women longer to cum. Different than men, all my fault, with me eager to cum, I rushed the foreplay and ruined the sex between us. I needed to be more patient of a lover than a sexual pervert.
After watching them making out while touching and feeling one another, I understood what to do now. I get it. Forget about having selfish sex, I needed to be more of a patient and generous lover. The longer the foreplay, the more sexually aroused they'll become, and the more sexually satisfying the sex will be.
'Who knew? I had no idea how to make love to a woman before but now I know,' I thought.
Much different than men, women seemed in no rush to fuck and cum. Men just wanted to fuck women. Women's sexual satisfaction was more in the making out and in the foreplay than in the actual fucking. Preferring the touching, the fondling, the holding, the hugging, and the kissing instead, women seemed to more enjoy the foreplay.
If that's all they did, they seemed content just touching, feeling, and kissing one another while undressing one another than in fucking one another. So impersonal, men were sexually content bending a woman over, lifting her skirt, pulling down her panties, and fucking her from behind. Men are such animals whereas women are lovers.
After watching my mother having sex with my grandmother, their foreplay was just as sexually exciting as their fucking would soon be. I couldn't wait to watch them fuck one another with a strap-on dildo. I couldn't wait to watch and hear them having sexual orgasms. I couldn't wait to try all that I learned on my mother and on my grandmother the next time that I had sex with them.
# # #
Hoping to learn a few things about having sex with women, I couldn't wait to watch and film my mother masturbating and eating my grandmother's pussy. I couldn't wait to watch and film my grandmother fingering and licking her daughter's pussy. Indeed, watching my mother and my grandmother having lesbian sex was better than watching them having sex with Boston celebrities. Even though I would have enjoyed watching my mother and grandmother having sex with Boston celebrity, movie stars, sex doesn't get any better than this.
I couldn't wait to film them having sexual orgasms. I couldn't wait to hear them and see them cumming. Something that I never thought that I'd ever see, never mind filming, my mother having lesbian sex with her mother, my grandmother was hot. Never believing that I'd ever see them having sex, indeed, I was watching them having lesbian sex now.
Watching them going at one another was so hot. Indeed, with them not rushing the sex but taking their sweet time while enjoying making out with one another while touching and feeling one another, certainly, it was an eyeopener watching two women having lesbian sex. After this learning experience, the next time I have sex with my mother and/or with my grandmother, I now know what to do now and, more importantly, what not to do.
After watching my mother having sex with her mother, I couldn't wait to have sex with my mother. After watching my grandmother having sex with her daughter, I couldn't wait to have sex with my grandmother. After watching them having sex with one another, for sure, they've made me a better lover. Hopefully, the next time, they'll invite me to have a threesome with them.
# # #
As if they were alone in a department store fitting room trying on clothes, I watched my grandmother unbutton and unzip her daughter's short skirt. Sexually pulling down her skirt as if showing my mother how to do a striptease, she stripped my mother down to her bright white, bikini panties. Horny now, I stared at all that I could see of my mother's nearly naked pussy through her sheer underwear. I couldn't believe all that I was seeing. I couldn't believe all that I was watching through the lens of my camera.
A sucker for women in their lingerie, I love seeing women in their sexy underwear. As far as I'm concerned, women looked better in their sexy lingerie and/or in their sexy nightgowns than they do naked. Seeing a woman in her sheer, bikini panties and her low-cut bra is much sexier than seeing women naked. Leaving it to my horny, imagination, seeing a woman in her short, low-cut, and sheerly revealing nightgown is hotter than seeing a woman topless and/or naked.
I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe and her pussy slit. I stared at all that I could see of her blonde, trimmed pubic hair through her sheer panties. Suddenly, wishing that I was having incestuous sex with my mother and/or with my grandmother, I couldn't wait to watch them licking one another while masturbating one another.
'I don't believe this. As stunned as I was sexually excited that they were about to have lesbian sex, this is so hot,' I thought.
# # #
Natalie cupped my mother's pussy while rubbing her swollen clit through her underwear. I couldn't believe that I was seeing. I couldn't believe all that I was filming. Finally, as if she was unwrapping an expensive Christmas gift, she slowly pushed her panties down and off to reveal my mother's blonde, trimmed pussy and her shapely, naked ass. As if I was a voyeur watching my mother having sex, better than watching her having sex with a man, I remained quiet while filming my mother and my grandmother going at one another.
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'This is unbelievable.'
Returning the sexual favor, my mother undressed my grandmother while continuing to making out with her. It was so hot to see two women French kissing while watching them touching and feeling one another through their clothes before stripping each other naked. Taking their time with the foreplay and not rushing to complete the sexual act, they were more passionate making out with one another than making out with a man.
While I stroked my erect prick faster and harder, my mother rubbed her mother's clit faster and harder while finger fucking her pussy. Then, lowering herself halfway down her mother's sexy and shapely body, I watched my mother lick her mother's pussy while masturbating her. Hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that my mother was eating her mother.
It was so hot to watch my mother lick my grandmother's pussy. It was hot to watch my mother rub her mother's clit and finger fuck her mother's naked pussy while masturbating her and fondling her naked breasts. Surprisingly, it didn't take long for Natalie to cum. Clearly, when having sex with them, I was doing something wrong because whenever I ate my mother and/or my grandmother, it took them forever to cum. No longer sexually pleasurable, my jaw was sore from licking them.
Sexually frustrating for both, sometimes, they didn't even cum. Maybe the secret was in the length of the foreplay. Instead of diving in her pussy and masturbating her while licking her, I needed to make out with her more while touching and feeling her more. In the way that they took their time with one another, I needed to take my time with them.
"Susan. Oh, my God, Susan. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop finger fucking me. Don't stop eating me. I'm going to cum. Mommy is going to cum," said Natalie.
# # #
As soon as she had her sexual orgasm, they rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Now it was Natalie's turn to have sex with her daughter. Now, it was Natalie's turn to eat my mother's pussy. Something I thought that I'd never see, never mind film, I couldn't wait to watch Natalie going at her daughter's pussy with her fingers and with her tongue.
It was Natalie's turn to make it her way down her daughter's beautiful, naked body. Kissing and licking her as she went, she masturbated her daughter with a vibrator. Then, not stopping there, as if she was being fucked by a black man with a big cock, she fucked my mother with a big, black dildo.
"Mom. Mom. Oh, my God, mom. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fucking me with that dildo. I'm cumming, mom. I'm cumming."
Again, once Susan had her sexual orgasm, they rested while basking in the afterglow of sex.
Unable to control myself, I walked to my mother's side of the bed. As soon as I did and leaned over her, as if expecting me to do what I did, she turned her head to me and opened her mouth. My MILF of a mother wrapped her soft, warm hand around my erect prick and took my stiff prick inside her mouth. She stroked me while sucking me.
Already sexually excited from watching them having sex, ready to cum, it didn't take me long to shoot a load of cum in my mother's mouth. Then, moving quickly to the other side of the bed, I leaned over my grandmother and as soon as I did, she turned to me and took my erect prick in her mouth. I exploded another load of cum in my grandmother's mouth.



With her continuing to suck me, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips from my engorged prick, I exploded a second load of cum all over my grandmother's face. I exploded cum in her jet-black hair and across her big naked breasts. She laughed while massaging my cum all over her naked breasts.
'Two for one,' I thought. 'First my mother blew me and allowed me to cum in her mouth, then my grandmother blew me and allowed me to not only cum in her mouth but also, she allowed me to give her a cum bath, too. Wow.'
Then, with them sitting up in bed, they each grabbed an arm and pulled me in between them. With them both ready to fuck me, I mounted my mother and fucked her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm. Then, already forgetting all that I learned about taking my time with foreplay, I mounted and fucked my grandmother fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm. Never have I had such hot sex. Only, next time, with more touching, feeling, and kissing, I'll try having sex their way.
# # #
My Son's Naked Cam Show, Ch. 06
After watching Joe having incestuous sex with his mother and with his grandmother on his Neighborhood, Naked, Cam Show, Ken and Barbie's, Joe's best friends had an idea for their own show. Something that they always wanted to try; they hoped that Joe would sexually accommodate them and go along with their sexually inspired ruse. In the way that Joe had always wanted to have sex with Barbie while his best friend watched him fuck his wife, surprisingly, Barbie have always wanted to have sex with Joe while her husband watched him make out with her, masturbate her, eat her, and fuck her.
Ken and Barbie, not their real names, but nicknamed Ken and Barbie because they resembled the Ken and Barbie dolls, are good friends of Joe. He introduced them to one another and was best man at their wedding. Barbie is a tall, beautiful blonde with big tits, a slim waist, long legs, and shapely hips. Ken is a good-looking man with an athletic build, blonde hair, and blue eyes.
No secret there, in the way that he looked at her, touched her arm and/or her shoulder and slid his arm around her waist whenever they're together, he loved Barbie. He's always loved Barbie. He's always wanted to have extramarital sex with her. Again, no secret there, Barbie has always been sexually attracted to Joe, especially now that she saw his big dick on his Neighborhood, video cam show. She's always wanted to have sex with him. She's always wanted to suck his cock and fuck his cock.
Joe had always been sexually attracted to Barbie. Whether man or woman, who wouldn't be? She was beautiful, sexy, and shapely. No doubt, with her husband's permission, she'd love to have sex with Joe. No doubt, with Barbie's permission, Joe would love to have sex with her. Yet, having never cheated on her husband, hard to cross that extramarital line, she has never had sex with another man. Whereas, Joe has had sex with anyone who would have sex with him. He can't count how many times he's had sex with his mother and his grandmother.
Yet, after watching his Neighborhood, Naked, Cam Show and after seeing him naked and with an erection, sexually aroused and horny, since seeing his big dick, she's always wanted to suck and fuck Joe. With her husband's permission, Barbie devised a sexual plan where Joe pretended to be a masked intruder. A sexy game that she couldn't wait to play, in the way that Ken always wanted to be a cuckhold husband, Barbie has always wanted to be Joe's whore. She's always wanted to be sexually taken against her will by her husband's best friend.
Something as forbidden as it was sexually arousing, Barbie always wanted to have forced sex while her husband watched. With Joe the perfect candidate as the masked intruder and with her husband agreeing to the onscreen ruse, she invited him to her house. Going live onscreen, as if she was really his victim instead of a voluntary participant, she wanted everyone to watch her being taken. She wanted everyone to watch her being stripped naked and forced to have sex with him.
# # #
Not wanting to look like the whore that she was, if Joe had forced sex with her as a masked intruder, with no reflection on her reputation, that would be okay. No one would know that she was a willing whore but a forced victim. Pretending that she didn't know that he was there, while she's in her bedroom changing into her nightgown before brushing her long, blonde, lush, beautiful hair, the camera showed Joe peeking in her bedroom window and watching her undress.
Something he never saw before but always wanted to see; Joe watched Barbie strip herself down to her bra and panties, topless, and naked in readiness for bed. He watched her remove her blouse to reveal her big, white, low-cut brassiere. He watched her remove her short skirt to reveal her bright, white bikini panties. He watched her remove her bra to show her beautiful, shapely breasts. Finally, he watched her remove her panties to show her blonde, trimmed pussy, and her round, naked ass.
She was naked. Barbie was naked. Joe couldn't believe that he was finally seeing Barbie naked. No doubt, he'll be masturbating over seeing her beautiful, naked body for the rest of his life. He couldn't wait to have sex with her. He couldn't wait to masturbate her pussy while licking her cunt. He couldn't wait for her to blow him. He couldn't wait to cum in her beautiful mouth.
Then, while she sat in front of her vanity mirror, stealthily and without her hearing him, the video showed him opening her bedroom window and crawling in her bedroom. With Barbie preoccupied with getting ready for bed and brushing her long, beautiful, blonde hair, Joe snuck up on her and grabbed her from behind. So that she didn't scream, he put his hand over her mouth. Making her clearly aware of his sexual intentions, he felt and fondled her nearly naked breasts through her sexually revealing nightgown.
# # #
"Don't make a move," he whispered while disguising his voice so that she wouldn't know that it was him. "Don't scream. I won't hurt you as long as you do what you're told," he said whispering in her ear and while flashing her his gun.
Playing along with him, she allowed him to touch, feel, and fondle her big, nearly, naked breasts through her short, low-cut, and very sheer and sexy nightgown. Then, something that he had wanted to do since he was the best man at their wedding and she was wearing her low-cut wedding dress, he stuck his hand inside the top of her nightgown to feel her naked breasts. He fondled her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. Then, he reached his hand down the front of her nightgown and lifted the hem of her nightgown.
Shockingly, he cupped her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy while sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit. Not stopping him by brushing his hand away, she allowed him to continue sexually molesting her. Surprising him and sexually exciting him, when he parted her pussy lips with his finger, she was already wet with sexual anticipation.
He stuck his finger in her pussy and then stuck his finger in his mouth to suck it. Again and again, the closest thing to eating her, he stuck his finger in her pussy and then, stuck his finger in her mouth to suck it. Finally, when he stuck his finger in her pussy again, he slid his finger across her full, red lips and allowed her to suck her own finger.
"I won't hurt you if you do what I say," he said whispering in her ear again while flashing her his pellet gun that looked like the real thing. "Call for your husband. Tell him that you need his help," said Joe. "I won't hurt him as long as he does what I ask him to do."
Barbie nodded her head and Joe removed his hand from her mouth.
"Ken, would you come in the bedroom please? I need your help," said Barbie.
# # #
Barbie looked panicked but relaxed when Joe put the gun away.
"I want you to tie him to that chair with this rope," said Joe producing a coiled rope from his pants pocket. "I want him to watch me strip you naked while touching you and feeling you everywhere. I want him to watch you stroke my cock while sucking my cock. I want him to watch me cum in your mouth, all over your face, and across your naked breasts. I want him to watch me give you a cum bath," said Joe laughing deviously while touching Barbie's red, full lips with his finger again.
Joe stared at Barbie as if he was imagining her fucking him and sucking him. Something that he had always wanted to do, he had always wanted to have sex with Barbie. He can't count how many times he masturbated over imagining her blowing him. He can't count how many times he masturbated over imagining her fucking him. He can't count how many times he masturbated over imagining her topless and/or naked.
"Would you like that, Barbie? Would you like to suck my cock? Would you like me to cum in your mouth and all over your face? What about your husband? Would he like to see that? Would he like to watch me have my wicked, sexual way with your beautiful body?"
Surprising him, Barbie nodded her head yes.
"Yes," she said. "Ken would love to see that. He would love to watch you make out with me while stripping me naked. He'd love to watch me blowing you. He'd love to watch you fucking me."
Joe smiled a sexually excited smile.
"Then, I want him to watch me fuck you. I want him to watch me giving you a sexual orgasm with my cock before cumming in your pussy," he said. "I want him to watch you blow me."
Sexually teasing her, he looked at Barbie with sexual lust.
"Would you like that? Would you like me to fuck you? Would you like me to cum in your pussy. Would you like to blow me," said Joe. "Would your husband like to watch me fuck you and cum in your pussy before you sucked my cock," he asked again?
Not resisting him, Barbie relaxed against Joe while allowing him to touch and feel her through her flimsy nightgown wherever he wanted to touch and feel her.
# # #
"I'll do whatever you want me to do. Just, please don't hurt me and don't hurt my husband. I'll allow you to strip me naked. I'll stroke your cock while sucking your cock. You may even cum in my mouth, all over my face, across my naked breasts. You may give me a cum bath and then, fuck me and cum in my pussy, too," she said. "I'll be your whore if you promise not to hurt us."
Agreeing with whatever Joe wanted her to do, Barbie nodded her pretty head in sexual agreement.
Her husband entered the bedroom. He looked stunned that Joe was there standing behind his wife while groping her nearly, naked breasts through her nightgown. As soon as Ken entered the bedroom, Joe motioned with his gun for him to stay where he is.
"That's close enough. Stay where you are and don't move," said Joe to Ken in his disguised voice while flashing him his gun.
With Ken watching him, Joe continued feeling Barbie's big tits through her nightgown.
"Remove your clothes," said Joe. "Help your husband strip himself naked," said Joe to Barbie while brandishing his gun again.
Once Ken was naked, he ordered him to sit.
"Sit and enjoy the show," he said.
Joe tossed the rope to Barbie.
"Tie him to the chair," ordered Joe.
Obediently obeying him, Barbie tied her husband to the chair. Once Ken was tightly tied, Joe pocketed his gun again. Now, Joe was free to sexually do whatever he wanted to his best friend's wife.
# # #
Joe finally addressed Ken.
"I'm going to have sex with your wife. Instead of trying to stop me, I bet you'd like to see that. I bet you'd love to watch your beautiful wife having sex with another man," said Joe.
Ken looked at his friend stunned. Unable to speak, he looked at Joe as shocked as he looked sexually excited. Surprising Joe, Ken nodded his head while staring at his wife.
"I've always wanted to watch Barbie having sex with another man," he said. "We talked about swinging when we were having sex but never had the courage to go through with it. I want to watch Barbie blowing you. I want to watch you cum in her mouth. I want to watch you fucking my wife. I want to watch you cum in her pussy."
Joe laughed.
"I thought so," said Joe. "Much like all men, clearly you're a voyeur," said Joe toying with Ken while sexually teasing him. "But I never pegged you for a cuckhold husband."
While staring at her husband, watching and waiting for his reaction to Joe wanting to have his wicked, sexual way with her beautiful, naked body, she flushed with sexual arousal. Joe continued feeling Barbie's nearly naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown under the watchful and helpless eye of her husband. As if she was his wife, Joe fondled her breasts while squeezing her big tits. Then, reaching around her he felt and squeezed her shapely ass before reaching down to lift her nightgown and to cup her naked pussy in the palm of his hand.
Then, under the watchful eye of her horny husband, he removed the straps of her nightgown, first one and then the other. Reaching his horny hand inside of the top of her nightgown, he removed her D cup breasts from the top of her nightgown. Then, making her squirm with sexual delight, he pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples through her nightgown while leaning forward to suck them. He looked over at his best friend while he sucked Barbie's nipples.
Again, under the watchful eyes of her husband, exposing her shapely, naked ass, Joe spun Barbie around and lifted the back of her nightgown to her waist. She had a beautiful ass, so firm and so shapely. Then, he slid a slow hand along the length of her pussy.
Joe bent Barbie forward to show her husband the back of her glistening, naked pussy. He felt pinched, squeezed, and slapped her naked ass. Making her gasp with sexual arousal, he inserted his fingers inside of her. Somehow, Ken freed his right hand enough to masturbate himself. He stroked his cock while watching Joe having his sexual way with Barbie.
Then, he spun her around again. This time, while her husband continued watching him sexually abusing his wife, he cupped her naked pussy and stuck his fingers inside of her, again. Masturbating her, he rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. Rubbing her clit faster and harder, he finger fucked her deeper. Ken masturbated himself along with Joe masturbating Barbie.
Showing her husband the whore that his wife was, he had Barbie moaning while he continued masturbating her. With her already assuming the position by voluntarily moving to her knees, she was ready to suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth. After she sucked him, she was ready to allow him to fuck her and allow him to cum in her pussy, too.
Instead of negatively reacting to another man having sex with his wife, determined to cum, Ken stroked his erection harder and faster. Instead of negatively reacting to Joe having sex with his wife, he was sexually exciting watching Barbie do Joe's sexual bidding. Clearly, Ken wanted to watch his wife being sexually abused as much as she wanted Joe to sexually use her.
"I bet you like to watch. I bet you'd like to watch me strip your wife naked and have my wicked, sexual way with her beautiful body," said Joe.
He pulled the front of Barbie's nightgown down to her waist and exposed her big, beautiful, naked breasts. Then, Ken watched Barbie's nightgown slide down to her feet. She was naked again. Barbie was naked.
Ken stared at Barbie's beautiful body. He watched Joe having his wicked, sexual way with his wife's naked body. Sexually excited watching another man having his way with his wife, he continued stroking his huge erection.
"I bet you never knew that your wife is a whore. I bet you never knew that your wife loves sucking cock," said Joe putting a gentle hand behind her beautiful blonde head, bending her forward, and sticking his erect prick in Barbie's willing mouth. "I bet you never knew you were a cuckhold husband who enjoyed watching his wife having sex with another man."
With a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head holding her in place, Joe humped Barbie's mouth and fucked her face while her husband watched. Really going at his cock, determined for him to cum in her mouth, she stroked him faster. She stroked him harder while sucking him deeper.
"I bet you never knew that your wife loves fucking cock," laughed Joe. "If you thought that you were the only man that your wife sucked and fucked, you'd be wrong," said Joe with another laugh. "In the way that you had sex with your mother, your sister, your mother-in-law, and your sister-in-law, on those days that you worked late, she's sucked your brother and even your father. She's a cocksucking whore who's addicted to cum."
Joe continued fondling Barbie's naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples as she continued stroking his prick and sucking his prick.
"Judging by the erection of your cock, I bet you love watching your wife blow me. Tell me. Do you like watching your wife suck my cock? Tell me. Is she better at sucking cock than your mother, than your sister, than your mother-in-law, and/or better than your sister-in-law?"
Barbie looked at her husband with shocked anger.
"Wait. You had sex with your mother? You had sex with your sister? You had sex with my mother and my sister? How dare you? What the fuck is wrong with you?"
Ken looked from Joe to look at his wife with sexual excitement. He stared at Joe's hands touching, feeling, and fondling his wife's naked tits. He stared at Joe rubbing Barbie's clit and finger fucking her pussy. He stared at Joe masturbating his wife while she continued sucking his prick.
"Look who's talking," he said. "You had sex with not only my brother but also with my father. You're just as sexually deranged as I'm incestuously perverted."
After unveiling all of their sexual secrets, Joe laughed.
"I bet you'd like to watch me cum in your wife's mouth."
Ken stared at his wife with his mouth gaping open.
"Yes," he said. "I'd love to watch you ejaculate a load of cum in my wife's mouth. With her a big whore, I'd love to watch you cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. I'd love to watch you give my wife a cum bath," said Ken.
Instead of cumming in Barbie's mouth, he reached down for her. He stood her up and spun Barbie around again. Then, ready to fuck her from behind, he bent her forward again.
"I bet you'd like to watch me fuck your wife. I bet you'd love to watch your wife fuck me. I bet you'd like to watch me cum in her pussy," said Joe.
Ken stared at his wife with his eyes bulging open.
"Yes, God yes. Fuck my wife. Please fuck her. I'd love to watch you cum in her pussy," said Ken.
Not waiting for him to change his mind, Joe inserted his erect prick in Barbie's warm, wet pussy. He humped her fast and he humped her hard. He humped her fast and hard enough to give her a screaming orgasm.
"Oh, my God, Joe. Don't stop. Please don't stop fucking me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder," said Barbie.
Joe exploded a load of cum in Barbie's pussy.
He removed his cock from Barbie's cunt and moved her backwards towards her husband.
"Hurry," he said. "Lick and suck my cum from your wife's pussy so that she doesn't get pregnant."
Obediently obeying his friend, Ken stuck his face in his wife's pussy. He licked her while sucking her. Eating his friend's cum, he stopped her from getting pregnant with Joe's child
To be continued...
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A cuckhold husband, Joe has sex with his best friend's wife while his best friend watches.
Reread, Reviewed, Revised, Rewritten:
Continued from Chapter 06:
"I'm going to have sex with your beautiful and sexy wife," said Joe to his best friend, Ken while standing behind Ken's wife, Barbie. With her not stopping him but seemingly enjoying the sexual attention, he felt her nearly, naked breasts through her sheerly revealing nightgown. "Instead of trying to stop me, I bet you'd like to see that," said Joe while continuing to touch, feel, grope Barbie. "I bet you'd like to watch your wife having sex with me, wouldn't you?"
Watching for his reaction after telling his best friend that he was going to have sex with his wife, Joe looked from Ken to look at Barbie before looking back at Ken. Seemingly not knowing what to say, suspecting that he was kidding, he looked as dumbfounded as he looked sexually excited. With him helplessly tied to his chair, even if he wanted to stop Joe from having sex with his wife, he couldn't.
"I bet you'd like to watch me touch her, feel her, and fondle your wife everywhere through her clothes while kissing her," said Joe while touching, feeling, and fondling his best friend's wife.
Using what Ken privately confessed to him in confidence against when he had been drinking, Joe continued molesting Barbie. Only, Ken didn't seem to mind Joe sexually abusing Barbie. Instead in the way that Barbie was sexually aroused by Joe groping her, Ken seemed equally sexually excited that Joe was having his wicked, sexual way with his wife.
# # #
Ken's sexual fantasy was to watch a man or men having sex with his wife. Ken leaned down and kissed Barbie. He stuck his tongue in her mouth while continuing to feel her big breasts through her nightgown. Groping her in front of her husband, he felt Barbie's erect nipples as soon as they erected.
Waiting for him to get angry that he was manhandling his wife, waiting for him to get possessively jealous that he was touching, feeling, and fondling Barbie's nearly naked body, when Ken didn't get angry and/or possessively jealous, Joe continued touching and feeling Barbie. While her husband watched with him sexually abusing his wife with wide-eyed sexual excitement, Joe slid his horny hands all over Barbie's big, nearly naked breasts while staring up at Ken. He touched her big tits. He felt her big tits. He fondled her nearly naked breasts.
"I bet you'd like to watch me slowly and seductively strip Barbie naked while touching her and feeling everywhere that a best friend should never feel his wife," said Joe. "With her practically naked already, and only wearing one article of clothing, all she's wearing is her sexy nightgown. As much as Barbie would love for me to see her without her clothes, something that you confessed that you always wanted me to see, I bet that you'd love for me to see your wife without her clothes, too."
As if he was unwrapping an expensive gift, Joe slowly and seductively unbuttoned the top of Barbie's nightgown to expose the tops of her naked breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. He pulled open her nightgown top and stared down at her naked breasts. While looking over at Ken to see his reaction to him staring at Barbie's naked breasts, Joe continued staring at all that he could see of his Barbie's exposed breasts as if he had never seen naked breasts before. Instead of voicing his protest or his sexual excitement, Ken remained silent while watching his best friend continue sexually abuse his wife.
# # #
"I bet you'd love to watch me touch, feel, and fondle your wife's naked breasts," said Joe again while reaching his horny hand inside Barbie's nightgown to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts. "I bet you'd love to watch me pull, turn, and twist her naked nipples. I bet you'd love to watch me suck your wife's nipples," said Joe.
Again, taking Ken's not so subtle hint, Joe reached inside her nightgown top to pull, turn, and twist her already erect nipples before pulling down her nightgown top. With her breasts totally exposed, he leaning forward to take her erect nipples in his mouth to suck them, first one and then the other. Something that he had always wanted to do, Joe sucked Barbie's big tits.
"Barbie has really big nipples, Ken," said Joe. "I really like sucking them," said Joe while trying to get a negative reaction from his friend.
With Ken not stopping him from sexually taking advantage of his wife, Joe pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples. Driving Barbie crazy with sexual arousal, she started breathing through her mouth. She looked down to watch Joe's deft fingers having his wicked, sexual way with her naked tits.
# # #
It all started one day when Ken had been drinking. He confessed to Joe that he'd love to see and watch his wife having extramarital sex with other men. Joe reiterated all that Ken had initially confessed to him about wanting to watch another man having sex with his wife. Something that he had always wanted to do since the first day that he met her, Joe always wanted to have sex with Barbie. He always wanted to feel her huge double D breasts through her clothes. He always wanted to strip her topless to see her naked breasts.
Joe reached his horny hand inside of Barbie's nightgown again while staring over at Ken. Shockingly indecent, he inappropriately touched, felt, and fondled Barbie's naked breasts while continuing to stare at his best friend. As if he was watching a porn video of someone else's wife being sexually abused, with his eyes bulging out and mouth hanging open, Ken stared at Joe sexually molesting his wife. His sexual fantasy coming true, Ken was finally sexually seeing all that he wanted to sexually see.
"Something I thought I'd never get to do, I bet you'd love to watch me masturbate your wife," said Joe. "Tell me, Ken, wouldn't you like to watch me play with Barbie's pussy while fingering and sucking her nipples? Wouldn't you like to watch me finger fucking her pussy while rubbing her clit? Wouldn't you love to watch me masturbate your wife?"
Ken squirmed with sexual excitement when Joe reached down and lifted Barbie's short nightgown to her waist to expose her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy. Not stopping with just exposing Barbie's naked pussy, he cupped her cunt in the palm of his hand. Then, pressing a long, stiff finger against her pussy, he slid a slow finger along her pussy slit and parted her pussy lips to show her glistening, wet pussy.
Having never seen more than her bra strap before, Joe couldn't believe all that he was seeing of Barbie now. Unable to wrap his head around all that had happened in such a short time, he couldn't believe that he not only saw her naked breasts but also, he fondled her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. He couldn't believe that he cupped her naked pussy and parted her pussy lips with his finger. She was such a sexy woman.
"You're such a beautiful woman, Barbie," said Joe to Barbie while confessing and telling her what he thought of her. "Since the day of your wedding, with you making such a beautiful bride, I've always been sexually attracted to you. I've always wanted to have sex with you."
Then, turning his attention back to his best friend, Joe told him what he, no doubt, wanted to hear.
# # #
"I bet you'd love to watch me give your wife a sexual orgasm with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I bet you'd love to watch me make love to your wife. I bet you'd love to watch me make her moan with lustful, sexual desire. Something that she, no doubt, does behind closed, bedroom doors when masturbating herself, I bet you'd love to hear Barbie calling my name while having a sexual orgasm."
Joe reached around Barbie to lift the back of her nightgown while feeling, squeezing, and slapping her beautiful, naked ass. He spun her around for Ken to watch him groping his wife's naked ass. Not letting her go, he continued feeling and squeezing her shapely, naked ass while her husband watched Joe sexually abusing his wife.
"I bet you love watching your wife having sex with another man," said Joe still not believing that Ken was allowing him to have his wicked, sexual way with his wife.
Joe slid a slow finger across Barbie's, full, red lips. Surprising him instead of rejecting his finger by turning her head away and not taking his finger it her mouth, she took his finger in her mouth and sucked it. She licked and sucked his finger in the way that she'll soon be licking and sucking his cock.
"I bet you'd love to watch Barbie blow me," said Joe. "I bet you'd love to watch your wife suck my cock. I bet you'd love to watch me cum in Barbie's mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. I bet you'd love to watch me give your wife a cum bath."
# # #
Ken looked at his best friend stunned. He had sexually fantasized his best friend having sex with Barbie for years. Finally, now that it was happening, he couldn't believe it. He couldn't wait to have hot pillow talk with his wife about all that Joe sexually did to her beautiful, naked body.
Unable to speak, he looked at Joe as shocked as he looked at him with sexual excitement. Then, he looked at his wife with sexual excitement with the thoughts that she'd want to be sexually used and abused by Joe as much as Joe wanted to sexually use and abuse her. A time when they were drinking, Ken had already confessed that he'd love to watch his wife being sexually used and abused by his best friend.
Surprisingly, not just Joe having sex with her, Ken confessed his desire to watch other men have sex with his beautiful and sexy wife. Truthfully, he'd love to watch three or four men gangbang her. Even more surprisingly than Ken wanting to watching Barbie being gangbanged, with them both on the same sexual page, she was okay with multiple men having sex with her naked body. Truth be told, her sexual fantasy to experience, as long as they didn't hurt her, she had always wanted to be gangbanged.
With Joe asking him the questions that he wanted to hear, Ken nodded his head while staring at his wife. Stunned but ecstatically happy, Joe was willing to sexually do anything to Barbie's beautiful body to not only sexually satisfy Barbie but also to sexually satisfy his friend. Stunned but ecstatically happy, Ken was thrilled that he was finally experiencing his sexual fantasy of watching his wife having sex with his best friend.
"No secret there, telling you my sexual fantasies every time we went out drinking, I've always wanted other men to see my wife naked. I've always wanted to watch Barbie have sex with other men," said Ken. "I've always wanted to watch Barbie stroke you while sucking you. I've always wanted to watch you making love to her before fucking her fast enough and hard enough to make her cum."
Ken looked from me to Barbie and back to me again.
"Admittedly, we talked about swinging when we were having sex but never had the courage to go through with it. Something I thought about seeing for a long time, I've always wanted to watch Barbie take your erect prick in her hand and stroke you," said Ken while fondling his naked prick. "I've always wanted to watch her take you in her mouth and blow you. I've always wanted to watch you cum in her mouth," said Ken while masturbating himself. "I've always wanted to watch you fuck my wife. I've always wanted to watch you cum in her pussy."
Joe laughed.
"I thought so," said Joe. "Much like all men, clearly you're a voyeur," said Joe toying with Ken while sexually teasing him. "But I never pegged you for a cuckhold husband. I never imagined that you wanted to watch me fucking your wife. Until you told me that you like to watch, I never thought that you'd want to watch her blowing me."
# # #
"To each their own," said Ken with a shrug. "A huge turn on for me, I enjoy my wife being sexually submissive to other men. I love watching her being the whore that she is."
While staring at her husband, watching and waiting for his reaction to Joe wanting to have his wicked, sexual way with her beautiful, naked body, Barbie flushed with sexual arousal. Indeed, with them all on the same page, she wanted Joe to have his wicked, sexual way with her as much as Joe and Ken wanted to have their wicked sexual way with her. Sexually encouraged to do so under the silent approval of her husband, Joe continued feeling Barbie's nearly naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown under the watchful and helpless eye of her husband.
As if she was his wife, and with him a breast man, Joe continued fondling Barbie's naked breasts while squeezing her big tits. Then, reaching around her, he felt and squeezed her shapely ass. Then, he reached down and lifted the front of her nightgown and cupped her naked pussy in the palm of his hand again.
Then, again, under the watchful eye of her horny husband, he removed the straps of her nightgown, first one and then the other, and, as if she was a stripper on stage, she allowed them to slowly slide down her arms. With much of her cleavage and the tops of her breasts clearly and nakedly exposed, he reached his horny hand inside of the top of her nightgown again. As if digging for gold, he removed her huge, double D, cup breasts from the top of her nightgown, first one and then the other.
Then, making her squirm with sexual delight, he pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples through her nightgown while leaning forward to suck them through her nightgown. He looked over at his best friend for his reaction while he continued sucking Barbie's nipples. Again, under the watchful eyes of her husband, after briefly exposing her shapely, naked ass, Joe spun Barbie around and lifted the back of her nightgown to her the small of her back and held it in place. He felt, squeezed, and slapped her naked ass to the visual, albeit silent approval of her husband.
All that Ken did was to stare at all that he was seeing of Barbie's beautiful, naked body. No doubt, enjoying the naked show that Joe was giving of Barbie, all Ken did was slowly stroke his cock while continuing to stare. Ken was finally getting his sexual fantasy satisfied, Joe was finally having his wicked, sexual way with Barbie, and Barbie was getting all that she sexually wanted, too.
# # #
She had a beautiful ass, so firm and so shapely. She had the well-developed ass of a dancer. Then, not stopping there, he turned her around again, lifted the front of her nightgown, and slid a slow hand along the length of her pussy. He parted her pussy lips with his finger and rubbed her clit. He finger fucked her pussy while Ken watched intently.
With her not resisting him, Joe bent Barbie forward and positioned her naked ass to show Ken the back of her glistening wet, naked pussy. As if she was his woman, he felt, pinched, squeezed, and slapped her naked ass again. Making her gasp with sexual delight, he slapped her ass harder. He slapped her naked ass hard enough to make a loud slapping noise. He slapped her ass hard enough to make her ass red. Then, he parted her glistening pussy lips again and inserted his fingers inside of her again.
Indeed, she was his for the taking. Indeed, even though she was Ken's wife, Barbie was Joe's woman. Indeed, under the silent approval of her husband, she allowed Joe to do whatever he sexually wanted to do to her beautiful, naked body. Undeniable in her wanting to have extramarital sex with Joe, she was such a whore for him.
While watching Joe having his wicked, sexual way with his wife, somehow, Ken freed his right hand out of the knotted rope to masturbate himself. Instead of trying to free himself, he stroked his cock while watching Joe having his sexual way with Barbie's beautiful, nearly naked body. Stroking himself faster and harder, he seemed sexually satisfied to masturbate himself. He seemed determined to cum while Joe had sex with his wife.
Then, Joe spun Barbie around again. This time, while her husband continued watching him sexually abusing his wife, he parted her lips with his tongue and gave her a deep, wet French kiss. Instead of pushing him away, and instead of slapping his face, she returned his deep, wet kiss with her deep, wet kiss. Clearly, she was sexually aroused by Joe having his wicked, sexual way with her. Kissing and kissing one another, they continued making out with one another while her husband watched her becoming more sexually aroused.
Then, reaching down the front of her and lifting her nightgown to her waist again, he cupped her naked pussy and stuck his fingers inside of her, again. Masturbating her, he rubbed her clit and finger-fucked her pussy. Rubbing her clit faster and harder, he finger-fucked her deeper. A passive threesome with a cuckhold husband, Ken masturbated himself along with Joe masturbating Barbie.
Showing her husband the whore that his wife was, Joe had Barbie moaning while he continued masturbating her. With her already assuming the position by voluntarily moving to her knees, she was ready to suck his cock and allow him to cum in her mouth. Surprised that she'd readily agree to suck Joe's cock, clearly, Ken realized that his wife was a cocksucking whore.
After she sucked him and ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth, she was ready to allow him to fuck her and allow him to cum in her pussy, too. Clearly, Barbie wanted to have extramarital sex with Joe as much as Joe wanted to have extramarital sex with her. Clearly, Ken wanted to watch his wife having sex with Joe as much as Joe wanted to see Ken's reaction to him fucking his wife. Barbie was the clear winner in this sexual threesome. Receiving silent permission from her husband, she was ready to suck and fuck Joe.
Instead of negatively reacting to another man having sex with his wife, determined to cum, Ken stroked his erect prick harder and faster. Instead of negatively reacting to Joe having sex with his wife, he was sexually excited watching Barbie do Joe's sexual bidding. Clearly, Ken wanted to watch his wife being sexually abused as much as she wanted Joe to sexually use her.
Ready to eat her pussy, returning the sexual favor in anticipation of her sucking his cock, Joe moved between Barbie's shapely legs. He licked her while fingering her. Rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy, Joe continued eating Barbie's soaking, wet cunt. He rubbed her clit harder while finger fucking her deeper.
"I bet you like to watch," said Joe while knowing full well that Ken loved to watch his wife being manhandled by him and by other men. "I bet you'd like to watch me strip your wife naked and have my wicked, sexual way with her beautiful body," said Joe. "I bet you'd love to watch her blow me. I bet you'd love me to fuck your wife."
Practically stripping her naked, Joe pulled the front of Barbie's nightgown down to her waist and exposed her big, beautiful, naked breasts. Then, as if she was a stripper on stage, Ken watched Barbie's nightgown slowly slide down to her feet. She was naked again. Barbie was naked. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough that Joe was seeing Barbie naked but also, he not only had Barbie's permission as well as her husband's permission to have extramarital sex with her.
Ken stared at Barbie's beautiful, naked body. He watched Joe having his wicked, sexual way with his wife's naked body. Sexually excited watching another man having his way with his wife, he continued stroking himself to a huge erection.
# # #
"I bet you never knew that your wife is a whore," said Joe to his best friend. "A very talented cocksucker, I bet you never knew that your wife loved sucking cock," said Joe putting a gentle hand behind her beautiful blonde head, pushing his hand forward, and sticking his erect prick in Barbie's willing mouth.
While Ken watched with wide-eyed, sexual excitement, he humped her mouth and fucked her face while Ken continued masturbating himself.



"Oh, my God," said Ken. "Suck his cock, Barbie. Suck his cock. I want to watch Joe cum in your mouth. I want to watch him cum all over your face and in your beautiful, blonde hair. I want to watch him give you a cum bath," said Ken while stroking himself faster and harder.
Joe laughed at Ken's reaction to his wife blowing him.
"Kidding yourself while wanting to try swinging, with most women not as beautiful, as sexy, and as shapely as Barbie, I dare say that you'd be disappointed when having sex with other women. You have no interest in having sex with other women, do you? What you really want to do is to watch your wife having sex with other men. Am I right," laughed Joe? "I bet you never knew that you were a cuckhold husband who enjoyed watching his wife having sex with men."
With a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, holding her head in place, Joe continued humping Barbie's mouth and fucking her face while her husband watched. Really going at his cock, determined for him to cum in her mouth, showing her true colors, Barbie stroked Joe faster while sucking him deeper. Taking the nearly entire length of his big prick in her mouth, she deep throated him.
"I bet you never knew that your wife loved sucking cock," said Joe again. I bet you never knew that your wife loved fucking cock," laughed Joe. "If you thought that you were the only man that your wife sucked and fucked, you'd be wrong," said Joe with another laugh while repeating back what his friend confessed to him.
"In the way that you had sex with your mother, your sister, your mother-in-law, and your sister-in-law, on those days whenever your wife worked late, your wife worked late, too," said Joe with a dirty laugh. "She sucked your brother and even your father. She's a cocksucking whore who's addicted to cum and you're an incestuous whoremaster who will have sex with any female relative."
# # #
Joe continued fondling Barbie's naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples as she continued stroking his prick and sucking his prick.
"Judging by your erection, I bet you'd love to watch your wife blow me. Tell me. Would you like to watch Barbie suck my cock? I'll have you know that she's better at sucking cock than your mother, your sister, your mother-in-law, and/or your sister-in-law? Having had them all blow me, trust me, I know."
Barbie looked at her husband with shocked anger.
"Wait. Hold on. Stop. Back up. What did you just say? How dare you? You're such an asshole, Ken," she said turning to face her husband and slapping him across his face. "You had sex with my mother?" She slapped him again. "You had sex with my sister?" She slapped him again.
She slapped him again and again.
"You had sex with your mother and your sister, too? How dare you? How could you? What the fuck is wrong with you? That's nasty. You're nasty."
She was angry. If she had a gun, she'd shoot him.
"Now that I know you've had sex with them all of the women in our lives, I can never trust them to be alone with you and I can't trust you to be alone with any of them. Now that I know you've had sex with my mother, my sister, your mother, and your sister, I'm going to suck and fuck all of your friends," said Barbie. "How about that? Would you like me to suck and fuck all of your friends while you watched? Would you like me to gangbang all of your friends?"
Ken looked from Joe to look at his wife with sexual excitement. He stared at Joe's hands touching, feeling, and fondling his wife's naked tits. He stared at Joe rubbing Barbie's clit and finger fucking her pussy. He stared at Joe masturbating his wife while she continued sucking his prick.
"Seriously? Are you kidding me? Fuck yeah," said Ken with a laugh. "You'd do that for me? You'd suck and fuck all of my friends? You'd have sex with all of my friends. You'd have them gangbang you," asked Ken in disbelief? "Thank you," he said.
Ken stroked himself faster. He stroked himself harder. Determined to cum, he continued stroking himself.
"I'd love to see that," said Ken. "I can't wait to see that. I can't wait to capture that on video. I can't wait to watch that over and again while masturbating myself."
Ken looked at his wife and laughed.
"Besides, look who's talking," he said? "You had sex with not only my brother but also with my father, too. You're just as sexually deranged as I'm incestuously perverted."
After unveiling all of their sexual secrets, Joe laughed.
# # #
"I bet you'd like to watch me cum in your wife's mouth."
Ken stared at his wife with his mouth gaping open.
"Yes," he said while fondling his naked prick with his free hand. "I'd love to watch you ejaculate a load of cum in my wife's mouth. With her a big whore, I'd love to watch you cum all over her face, in her beautiful, blonde hair, and across her naked breasts. I'd love to watch you give my wife a cum bath," said Ken.
Instead of cumming in Barbie's mouth, Joe reached down for her. He stood her up and spun Barbie around again. Then, ready to fuck her from behind, he bent her forward again.
"I bet you'd like to watch me fuck your wife. I bet you'd love to watch your wife fuck me. I bet you'd like to watch me cum in her pussy," said Joe.
Ken stared at his wife with his eyes bulging open.
"Yes, God yes. Fuck my wife. Please fuck her. I'd love to watch you cum in her pussy," said Ken.
Not waiting for him to change his mind, Joe inserted his erect prick in Barbie's warm, wet pussy. He humped her fast and he humped her hard. He humped her fast and hard enough to give her a screaming orgasm.
"Oh, my God, Joe. Don't stop. Please don't stop fucking me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder," said Barbie. "Fuck me, Joe. Fuck me."
Joe exploded a load of cum in Barbie's pussy.
He removed his cock from Barbie's cunt and moved her backwards towards her husband.
"Hurry," he said to Ken. "Lick and suck my cum from your wife's pussy so that she doesn't get pregnant."
Obediently obeying his friend, Ken stuck his face in his wife's pussy. He licked her while sucking her. Eating his friend's cum, he stopped her from getting pregnant with Joe's child.
Unbelievably, making Barbie the popular neighborhood star, Joe played this video in it's entirety on his Neighborhood, naked, Cam Show.
To be continued...
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Mother and Son Secret Love Affair
Logan asked me to write this true story about his mother, Sara, for him.
Author's Note:
Unlike another mother and son incestuous story, this is a mother and son love story. There's nothing like the love of a mother for her son. There's nothing like the love of a son for his mother. The only thing better than a mother and son's love is when they're having sex, incestuous sex.
# # #
A loving son sexually seduced his MILF of a mother. Surprising him and sexually exciting him, a loving mother returned the sexual favor and sexually seduced her horny son. After sexually lusting over one another for years, deliberately, sexually teasing one another by flashing one another, mother and son finally had incestuous sex.
# # #
Continually sexually teasing me, whenever she sat across from me in her short skirt, she'd sit with her knees parted just enough to flash me a triangular patch of her bright, white, bikini panties. Whenever she sat across from me in her short nightgown, she'd sit with her knees parted just enough to flash me a triangular patch of her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. Whether she flashed me her panties or her naked pussy, I loved seeing whatever I could of my mother.
Then, whenever she served me food or poured me coffee, she leaned over me long enough and low enough to flash me down blouse views of her low-cut bra and her long line of sexy cleavage. With her knowing that I was staring at all that I could see, she'd flash me down nightgown views of her naked breasts and erect nipples. I loved seeing my mother's long line of sexy cleavage as much as I loved seeing glimpses of her naked breasts and erect nipples.
Unable to look away, again, whenever sitting across from me, every time she crossed and uncrossed her shapely legs, she'd deliberately flashed me her panty clad crotch. When wearing her short, sheer, low-cut nightgown, whenever she crossed and uncrossed her legs, she'd flash me her naked pussy. When I wasn't seeing my mother's panties, I was seeing her naked pussy. While making her flashes appear innocently unintentional or accidental, as soon as I became of age, 21-years-old, she was always flashing me.
# # #
Captivated by her, wildly in love with my MILF of a mother, and sexually attracted to her, a loving son secretly loved his mother too much. Logan loved his mother in the way that a man loved a woman. He loved his mother in the way that a boyfriend loved his girlfriend. He loved his mother in the way that a husband loved his wife. He loved his mother in the way that a lover loved his lover.
Taking my love for my mother to an extreme, amoral, and an abnormal level, never letting go of my sexual desire that I had for her, a long time coming, eventually, I sexually seduced my mother, Sara. After never allowing her to see me naked before, I deliberately allowed her to see me naked now. In the way that she continually flashed me her panties, her pussy, her breasts, and/or her nipples, I flashed her my naked prick.
Whenever I knew she'd be coming upstairs to deliver my laundry, hearing her climbing the stairs and walking along the creaking, wooden, hall floor, step by sexually anticipating step, I could hear her walking closer. Quickly stripping myself naked, something she always does, I waited for her to barge open my bedroom door without knocking. Giving myself a massive erection, I stroked my naked prick faster and harder in the sexual anticipation of my mother seeing my naked cock.
Allowing her to see me masturbating myself, while wearing headphones, I sat in front of my computer watching mother and son porn. Pretending that I didn't know she was there, I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. I wanted my mother to watch me cum all over my stomach, hand, and chest. Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, instead of immediately leaving, she stayed to watch me cum.
Recording her on my computer, I was surprised to see my mother lift the hem of her nightgown to her waist. While I stroked my cock, she rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. She removed her breasts from her nightgown and fingered her erect nipples while continuing to watch me masturbating. Never did I ever think that my mother would watch me playing with myself and cumming.
Much longer and wider than my father's puny prick, I wanted my mother to see the full length of my eight-inch cock and wide girth of my erect dick. Hoping for that desired reaction, when she saw my naked cock, instead of looking away, I hoped she'd stare. Then, when she did see my naked prick, as I had hoped she would, my mother stared at my naked cock in the way that I stared at her panty clad crotch and/or her naked pussy.
After sexually teasing one another for years, with her waiting for me to make the first, sexual move to sexually seduce her, we finally had consensual, incestuous sex. I dare write, after having sex with my mother, there's no sex hotter than having sex with one's mother, especially when your mother is a MILF. If I say so myself, there's no sex hotter than having sex with your son. Trust me, I know. With the me incestuous pervert and my mother an incestuous whore, I had willing and forbidden sex with my mother and she had consensual, incestuous sex with me.
After we finally had sex, whenever sitting on the sofa with her watching television, I made out with her as if she was my girlfriend. While cuddling with her in her bed, I made love to her and fucked her as if she was my wife. While walking along a nude beach, in the park, or in my car, I stripped her naked and fucked her as if she was my lover. With us not telling anyone about our illicit, sexual affair, I had incestuous sex with my mother over and again as if she was my whore instead of my loving mother.
# # #
My name is Logan and I'm 24-years-old. I'm quite normal in every way except for one thing. Proud to say it, I love my mother, Sara. Seriously, who wouldn't love Sara? She's beautiful, sexy, and shapely. Seriously, who doesn't love their mother? Even criminals, mobsters, and gangbangers love their mothers. Every man loves his mother.
Further, something that few sons will publicly admit, what son doesn't want to have incestuous sex with his mother? Think about it and tell me that's not true. Their first and sometimes only sexual attraction, sons masturbate themselves while sexually lusting over their mothers, imagining them naked, and having sex with them.
Alas if only their mothers would agree to have sex with them, a new world order, sons would be happy and mothers would be sexually satisfied. If only their mothers would allow their sons to sleep in their beds while holding them, cuddling them, feeling them, and spooning them, they'd never be out drinking and getting into trouble. Indeed, for sexually casting sons aside as lovers, I blame mothers for the troubles that sons have.
Think about it. If only mothers would watch over their sons by giving them sex, I dare say that the world would be a better place. There'd be no more drugs. There'd be no more rapes. There'd be no more gun violence. There'd be no more gangbangers stealing, robbing, and looking for trouble. Fearing the wrath of their mothers, there'd be no more corporate raiding. Not wanting to embarrass their mothers, there'd be no more greed of dishonest politicians.
"What did mommy tell you? Didn't I tell you not to short that stock. Normally, shorting a stock would be okay, but you had insider information and that's illegal," said the senator's mother slapping him across his face. "Shame on you. Every time I turn my back, you're doing something illegal. Trust me, if they put Martha Stewart in jail, they'll put you in jail, too."
# # #
"And where were you last night? Do you have an alibi," the policeman asked Mark, a known felon with a long criminal record?
Only, turning a new leaf, as if born again, he's a new man holding down a steady job since he's been having incestuous sex with his mother. By showing him her naked tits, and surrendering her naked pussy to her son, he's not only happy but he's sexually satisfied. Never did he think that sex with his mother could be so good. He didn't know that his mother was a cocksucking whore for his cock.
He took his mother's hand in his, kissed it and, as if hypnotized by them, looked her in her eyes. Then, he leaned to her and kissed her on the lips. Proving to the policeman that they were in a sexual relationship; he parted his mother's lips with his tongue while feeling her big breasts through her blouse and bra. Convincing the cop that they were having forbidden sex, she allowed him to lift her short skirt, expose her white panties, move his horny hand between his mother's legs, and rub her pussy through her panties.
"I was home with my mother where I am every night. We were having mother and son sex," he said unembarrassed and unashamed. "I was home fucking my mother and was home with me sucking my cock."
The officer nodded his head and smiled an understanding smile.
"You're a good son and you're a good mother," he said looking at me before looking at my mother. "With mothers responsible for their sons' criminal behaviors, I dare say that, if only more mothers would strip off their blouses and their bras and allow their sons to have their wicked, sexual way with their naked tits. That alone would defuse many of the criminal situations that we have today."
He smiled at me while staring down at the big impressions that my mother's double D, cup bra made in her blouse.
"Indeed, sons are sexually frustrated and that causes them to act out and commit crimes. I dare say, again, if only more mothers would have sex with their sons, we'd have less crime and less criminals incarcerated in prison," said the policemen.
The policeman looked from Mark to look at my mother. Clearly, liking what he was seeing, no doubt, he wished that my mother was his mother.
"I'm a policeman today because I had sex with my mother and continue to have sex with her," he said. "Every cop in the stationhouse has had sex with their mothers, from the commissioner, to the captain, to the desk sergeant, and to the lowly beat cop. We're all motherfuckers. Nothing makes for a good cop than a sexually satisfied cop."
# # #
Author's Note:
Take it from me. Go to your mothers and ask to see her naked tits. If she sexually obliges your request by stripping off her blouse and bra or lowering the top of her nightgown, as if you can touch her tits, feel her tits, and suck her nipples. Subverting your criminal behavior, tell her that she's saving you from a life of crime.
# # #
Yet, not just about sex, if I could without ending up in jail, I loved my mother deep enough to want to marry her. Seriously, what son marries their mother? Unembarrassed and unashamed, the love of my life, I wanted everyone to know that I loved my mother. I love her. I really do love her. I wanted everyone to know that I loved her and would marry her if I could.
"I love you, mom," I said.
Seriously, again, think about it, what son doesn't love his mother? Unless his mother is an evil, vindictive bitch, there'd be something mentally wrong with a son who didn't love his mother. She's the woman who gave birth to him. She's the woman who gave him life. She's the woman who fed him, clothe him, and cared for him when he was sick until he was old enough to care for himself.
"It's time to give you a bath," said my mother while holding out the bath towel and waiting for me to strip myself naked.
I looked at her as if she was crazy. Then, starting to develop an erection, I looked at her with horniness. Wanting her to bathe me, I looked at her with sexual excitement that I was about to strip myself naked in front of my mother.
"Mom, I'm 24-years-old. I can bathe myself," I said while hoping that she'd be insistent to give me a bath.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"What if we bathe together? What if you washed my back and I washed your back? What if you washed my naked tits and I washed your naked cock?"
Not having to ask me again to take a bath with my mother, immediately, I stripped myself naked ready to take a bath with her.
# # #
I love my mother, yet not in the way that a son should love his mother. Expressly forbidden, I loved my mother in the way that a man loved a woman. I wanted to have sex with her. I wanted to make love to her while touching and feeling her everywhere. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted her to blow me.
As if I was Tom Jones or Michael Bolton singing 'When a Man Loves a Woman,' wanting to scream it from the rooftops, I'm in love with my mother. I love my mother. I love her. I really love her.
"I love you, mother."
My mother gave me a loving smile.
"I love you, too, Logan," she said.
# # #
Having falling for her head over heels, the prettiest woman that I know, I love the way that she looked. I loved her pretty face. I don't know of another woman who's as pretty as my mother, Sara. With my mother one of a kind, she's special.
At 42-years-old, a MILF of a sexually desirable woman, I love her sexy and shapely body. Where most women her age are overweight with big stomachs, flabby asses, and sagging breasts, my mother's stomach is tightly toned from walking, jogging, swimming, and playing tennis. Indeed, by exercising her glutes, she has the ass of a woman ten-years younger than her.
Shapely and muscular, she has the legs of a professional dancer. Not sagging at all, her breasts are up as high as they should be. With her having the body equal to if not better than Jenny McCarthy, Nicole Scherzinger, or Beyonce, with forty-something the new thirty-something, suffice to write that my mother has an incredible body for a forty-something-year-old woman.
"Fuck me, mommy. I need you to fuck me," I said to my mother while curious for her reaction to me wanting to fuck her.
Something more for me to sexually lust over, as if sculpted by Michelangelo's talented hand, my mother's ass is as round as it's firm. As if her ass does a samba in her panties as she walks, I can't stop staring at my mother's shapely ass. I can't stop thinking about her sexy ass. Reminiscent of the song, The Girl from Ipanema, every time I see my mother walking away from me, I silently sang the song to myself.
'Tall and tan and young and lovely
The girl from Ipanema goes walking and
When she passes each one she passes
Goes ahhh.'
When she walks, it's just like a samba
That swings so cool and sways so gentle
That when she passes, each one she passes
Goes ahhh.'
# # #
A breast man more than I am a leg man or an ass man, I love women's breasts whether fully clothed, in their bikini bras, or naked. I can't help myself from staring whenever I see a nice rack on a woman, especially when she's wearing a low-cut blouse and leaning forward to give me a nice down blouse view. I love tits, especially big tits. Perhaps, my sexual attraction to woman's breasts is because my mother has giant breasts or because I was taken away from my mother's breasts too soon or not soon enough, when she was nursing me.
I love seeing the impressions of women's erect nipples when making their presence known through their blouses and bras. Unable to look away from them, unable to stop myself from staring at them, I love my mother's huge, double D cup breasts. Indeed, two of the biggest tits I've seen, my mother has huge tits.
Where too many women have B cup and C cup breasts, my mother's tits are not only big, really big but also, they're shapely, too. When I'm making love to her and fucking her, grabbing her naked breasts, I really feel like I'm holding on to something. Her breasts are so big that her bra clad breasts are the first things that I see when she rounds the corner.
# # #
"Mom? Show me your tits, again. I need to see them," I said while hoping she'd accommodate me by showing me her naked breasts.
Eager to show me her naked breasts, she looked at me and gave me a naughty look and a sexy smile. Obediently obeying me, while seductively staring at me, she slowly and sexily raised her blouse nearly to her shoulders to expose her low-cut brassiere and her long, sexy line of cleavage to me. Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, filled with sexual anticipation, she lifted her big, white brassiere.
I couldn't believe my mother showed me her naked tits again. When it comes to me, with her having no modesty or shame, she loved showing me her naked breasts as much as I loved seeing her naked breasts. As if they were work of arts, her breasts slowly fell from her bra with a heavenly bounce. As heavy and firm as they were soft, there's nothing like the feeling of holding my mother's big tits in my hand when making out with her. As if they were silent cymbals at a symphony orchestra, they crashed together albeit without a sound.
Giving her a standing ovation, when seeing her naked breasts, I was ready to clap and cheer. Indeed, seeing something so natural, so beautiful, and so sexy, seeing my mother's naked breasts deserved a round of applause. As if she was a stripper on stage, I was tempted to make it rain and toss dollar bills at her feet.
I couldn't wait to take her to the car races, the Indy 500 or the Daytona 500. Every time she saw someone holding a sign that read, 'Show Me Your Tits,' I imagined my mother sexually obliging them by lifting her blouse and her bra to show them her naked breasts. How hot would that be for thousands of horny men to see my mother's big, naked, beautiful breasts?
"Oh, my God, mom. I love your huge breasts. They're spectacularly beautiful." I continued staring at my mother's naked tits as if I had never seen naked tits before. "May I touch them? May I feel them? May I fondle them while sucking your nipples," I asked while hoping she'd say yes?
She laughed.
"Of course, you may touch them, feel them, and fondle my naked breasts while sucking my nipples. My breasts are your breasts as much as they're my breasts," she said laughing again. "Otherwise, if not for the feel and sexual pleasure of a man, much like having tits on a bull, what good are my breasts if I don't sexually share them with you," she said laughing again?
With trepidation and sexual anticipation, as I had when I touched and felt her naked breasts for the first time, I reached out my horny hand to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while sucking her nipples. Prematurely denying me my fun, she laughed while pulling down her bra and blouse.
"I think that's enough for now, Logan. I haven't even had my coffee yet. After breakfast, you may feel me up as much as you want while we shower together," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she blew my mind with what she said next. In the way that I looked at her with sexual horniness, she returned my look with sexual lust. Seemingly, my mother was as sexually aroused as much as I was sexually excited. She sexually wanted me as much as I wanted her.
"Since I sexually obliged you by showing you my naked breasts, making me horny, show me your naked cock," she said staring down at my bulging pajama bottoms while sipping her black coffee.
She relaxed in the kitchen chair while staring up at me.
"Never getting enough of your big prick, I want to see your erect cock again," she said while making eye contact. "You have a beautiful cock, Logan," she said continuing to look up at me while sliding a slow, involuntary tongue across her red, full lips. "I love stroking your prick as much as I love sucking your prick and fucking your prick."
Truth be told, glad that we were finally on the same page, I loved flashing my mother my naked prick as much as she loved seeing my naked prick, and as much as she loved flashing me her naked breasts. Sexually obliging my mother, I pulled my pajama bottoms down and allowed them to fall to my ankles. As if I was a nude model modeling for an artist's painting, I turned one way before turning the other way. Then, sexually teasing her, I wrapped my horny hand around my cock, and stroked myself to a hard erection in front of the incestuous stare of my mother.



I masturbated in front of my mother. I couldn't believe that I had the sexual nerve to masturbate in front of my mother. Allowing her to catch me masturbating in my room but this was different. This was perverted.
Having never masturbated myself in front of my mother before, something that I never knew but should have known, my mother loved watching me masturbate myself. Had I known that I would have masturbated in front of her before. Obviously, she got off on watching me fondle my naked prick and stroking my naked cock. It made her sexually aroused watching me cum.
From that point forward, I masturbated in front of my mother all of the time. Sometimes, she'd become so sexually aroused that she'd move to her knees, put her mouth on my stiff prick, stroke me, and allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth. Changing from the loving son to the perversely perverted love child. Who knew that living with my mother could be this sexually exciting.
As much as she loved watching me stroking my cock, I loved watching her masturbate her pussy. Never did I ever think that my mother would invite me into her bedroom to watch her masturbate herself. I loved watching her exposing her naked pussy while allowing me to watch her trim her pubic hairs. I loved watching her rub her clit while finger fucking her pussy. I loved watching her playing with herself with her vibrator and with her dildo. In the way that my mother loved watching me cum, I loved watching my having a sexual orgasm, too.
# # #
Sexually infatuated with my mother, I loved her voice. She has a sexy voice and not the high-pitched annoying voice that so many women have. If my mother was doing commercials, with her beautiful face, exceptional body, and her sultry voice, I'd buy whatever she was selling. As long as she was my personal trainer, if she was selling gym memberships, I'd join whatever gym she was hawking.
'Sign me up for a lifetime membership, mom,' I imagined saying to my mother while thinking, 'till death do us part.'
I loved her laugh. She has a melodious laugh that made me smile. I laughed with her whenever she laughs. Always happy and seldom sad, especially ever since she divorced my father, she laughed much more than she cried.
A vision of loveliness, as if she walked in sections, tits, pussy, and ass, tits, pussy, and ass, I love how she walked when sexually walking towards me. With her so very sexy and her body so very shapely, and with her every move a sexual memory, I loved how she moved. A real woman, there's not a thing that I don't love about my mother.
I love her. I really love her. I've never loved any other woman as much in the way that I love my mother. On a scale of ten, she's a ten. She's right up there with Bo Derek, Kate Upton, Scarlett Johansson, Blake Lively, and Jennifer Lawrence.
'I love her. I love her. I really love her,' I thought again while imagining her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
"I love you, mom," I said while wanting to say it over and again.
She smiled and gave me a kiss on the cheek. I was tempted to turn my head, kiss her on the lips, and stick my tongue in her mouth while feeling her big breasts. Yet not wanting to be premature in my sexual aggressiveness, I decided to cool it. Not wanting to rush anything, I didn't want to ruin anything.
"I love you, too, Logan," she said in that sultry and sexy voice that made me swoon.
As if she was Cathy Moriarty as Vickie La Motta in the Raging Bull, before she grew old and fat, she sexually excited me just by talking to me in that sexually sultry voice. If I was blind and asked my mother to read to me, with her reading to me in that sexy voice, I'd always have an erection. I swear that I could cum just by the sound of her voice.
'Logan. Take out the trash please,' I imagined her saying in that amazing voice.
As soon as she spoke to me, I imagined not only getting an erection but also cumming in my pants, too.
'Just a second mom. I'm cumming. After I'm done shooting my load, I'll take out the trash, I imagined replying.
# # #
A day unlike any other, when I fell in love with my mother, it happened instantly. One day, with the extra love that I suddenly felt for her, my feelings of love and devotion took me completely by surprise. I've always loved my mother and have always been sexually attracted to her. Yet, never expecting to fall in love with my mother, shocking me as much as it sexually excited me, it just happened.
When it did happen, when Cupid shot his arrow in my heart, I fell hard. Willing to be her sexual slave, I was ready to do her sexual bidding. Under her spell and powerless to break away, I was hers for the taking. She could ask me to do anything, anything at all, and I'd do it.
As confused as I was sexually excited, I didn't know what to do with my newfound feelings for my mother. Suddenly, feeling trapped, the last thing that I wanted confined was my love for my mother. I needed to set those sudden, overwhelming feelings free.
I needed to get out of the house. I needed to go for a walk. I needed to clear my head. Who better to walk with than with my mother? I needed to talk to her. Knowing that she'd understand, I needed to explain how I felt about her and why I felt all that I suddenly felt.
"Mom, it's a beautiful day. Can we go for a walk? I need to talk to you."
She laughed while looking at me with as if I was kidding about wanting to go for a walk.
"Go for a walk? You never go for a walk. You never walk anywhere. You drive your car everywhere you go. Whenever we go to the mall, instead of parking further out where there's plenty of empty spaces, you circle around again and again while looking for the closest parking space to the front door," she said. She looked at me with suspicion. "Why do you suddenly want to go for a walk?"
She looked at me with those big, beautiful green eyes.
"I need to talk to you," I said.
She laughed.
"We don't have to go for a walk to talk. We can talk right here. Besides, I haven't had breakfast yet. I haven't had my coffee, yet," she said with confusion. "You know how I get when I haven't had my coffee," she said with a laugh.
I looked at her in the way that no son should ever look at his mother. I looked at her with deep sexual desire. I looked at her with sexual lust. I looked at her with a deep-rooted love that a man has when asking a woman to marry him.
"Because if I stay here for another second, I'm afraid that I'll do this to you," I said.
I took a step forward and took my mother in my arms. While staring in her big, green, beautiful eyes as if I was her lover instead of her son, I leaned forward and kissed her. I kissed my mother on her lips. Thinking that my kiss was an innocent kiss, instead of pulling away, she returned my kiss with her kiss.
Then, clearly surprising her, going where no son should go with his mother, I parted her lips with my tongue. I French kissed her. I French kissed my mother.
The first time sticking my tongue in my mother's mouth, she tried pulling away from me but I wouldn't let go of her. As if I was kissing my wife after being away at war for too long, holding her tight, I kissed her long, I kissed her hard, and I kissed her deep. Sexually shockingly, something that I had never expected, I could feel her melting in my arms. With just one deep, wet kiss, astonishingly, my mother was mine for the taking. I could do anything that I wanted to sexually do with my mother.
Not stopping with just French kissing my mother, taking sexual advantage of her, with her swooning in my arms, I reached around her and felt her shapely ass though her nightgown. Enamored with her shapely ass, the first time feeling her nearly naked ass, expecting her to slap my hand away or slap my face, my mother surprised me by not stopping me from touching, feeling, and squeezing her ass. Instead, and again, as if she was melting in my arms, she continued kissing me, French kissing me, and allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her hot body.
Something that I yearned to do for years, I reached my horny hand up and felt her big, nearly naked breasts through her nightgown, first one and then the other. Soft yet firm, as if her big tits belonged there, her breasts felt so good in my big hands. Unable to stop myself, I continued feeling her shapely ass in my right hand and feeling her big breasts in my left hand while continuing to French kiss her.
Then, as soon as her nipples made their presence known, I fingered her nipples through her nightgown. My mother has such big nipples and I couldn't wait to suck them. Not stopping there with just feeling her ass and feeling her breasts, I raised the back of my mother's nightgown and felt her naked ass.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'If I thought her breasts were works of art, her ass is incredible.'
Something that I couldn't believe that I was doing, something that I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to do, I continued feeling her naked ass and feeling her nearly naked breasts while continuing to kiss her.
# # #
"Let's go to my bedroom. We can talk there," she said.
Only, fortunately for me, her way of talking was my way of talking, too. Instead of talking, she wanted to have sex. Surprising me and sexually exciting me, my mother wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
Unleashing the sexual animal in my mother by finally making the first, sexual move, in the way that I wanted to make love to her, I was surprised that she wanted to make love to me. In the way that I wanted to fuck my mother and cum in her pussy, she wanted to fuck me and cum in her pussy. In the way that I wanted to hump her faster and harder until she had a sexual orgasm from my cock, she wanted to hump me faster and harder, too. If only I had known how she felt before, I'd already be having sex with my mother.
As soon as we entered her bedroom, sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she reached down for the hem of her nightgown and lifted it over head and off. She was naked. My mother was naked and, frozen in place, all that I could do was to stare.
Never expecting her to strip herself naked in front of me, I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother was standing before me naked. Not believing my horny eyes, my mother was naked. It was hard for me to wrap my head around that I was finally seeing my mother naked.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, she made no attempted to cover her nakedness with her hands or with her forearms. Instead, as if I was her husband and she was my wife, my mother allowed me to see her without her clothes. Instead of turning away, she allowed me to take my time in ogling her naked body.
"Take off your clothes," she ordered while looking down at the big bulge my erection made in my pajama bottoms. "Get naked with me, Logan," she said. "Show me your cock. I want to see your cock," she said while continuing to stare at my big bulge in the anticipation of my stripping myself naked.
As soon as I removed my t-shirt and pajama bottoms, surprising me, she sat up in bed, grabbed me by my arm, and pulled me on top of her. With my erect prick throbbing between her shapely thighs, a place where I've never been but always wanted to be, I was on top of my naked mother. Not wasting any time with foreplay, she reached down for my erect cock and positioned it between her legs and by the opening of her pussy. Not even having to rub her clit to get her wet, she was already wet. Then, with a hard hump, a place I haven't been since I was a fetus, I was inside of my mother's pussy.
Forget about making love, as if I was the woman and she was the man, my mother was fucking me. As if she had been waiting for fuck me since I turned 21-years-old, she humped me fast and she humped hard. We continued fucking like that until she tightened her arms around my neck and her legs around my back.
"Logan, don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. Hump me harder. Fuck me faster. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said. "Oh, my God, Logan. Oh, my God. I'm cumming."
As soon as my mother said my name, as if I had shot her, she collapsed in bed. While enjoying the afterglow of sex, she relaxed in bed. She didn't make a move while allowing me to sexually explore her naked breasts and finger her wet pussy. I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples before leaning down to suck them, first one and then the other. Not stopping there, I parted her pussy lips with my fingers and rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy. I couldn't believe that I had not only fucked my mother but also, I was masturbating her, too.
Then, as if she had an electrical shock, she bolted up in bed. She slid halfway down my naked body to take my stiff prick in her soft hand before taking my hard cock in her warm mouth. While staring up at me with those beautiful, green eyes, my mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe she was sucking my cock. I never thought my mother would be stroking me while sucking me but she was. I'll be masturbating over her blowing me for the rest of my life.
Running my fingers through her beautiful, lush, blonde hair, I put a gentle hand to the back of her pretty, blonde head and gently pushed her head forward. As soon as I humped her mouth and fucked her face, I exploded load of cum in her mouth. Instead of swallowing my cum, she surprised me and climbed up to me to kiss me. Something I never expected her to do, shocking me, she snowballed my own cum in my mouth. Taken by surprise, as if I was my date at the senior prom, instead of spitting it out of my mouth, I swallowed it.
# # #
I told her that I loved her not as a son loved his mother but as a man loved a woman. She told me that she loved me but not as mother loved her son, she loved me in the way that a woman loved a man. We were on the same page. We were not only sexually attracted to one another but, indeed, we truly loved one another.
We had incestuous sex. I couldn't believe we had incestuous sex. Now that we had incestuous sex, I looked at her differently. All of my senses were heightened. She looked different. She looked better. She looked younger. Suddenly, I stopped thinking of her as my mother but as my wife, my girlfriend, and/or my lover.
She smelled different. She even felt different. When I held her and hugged her in my arms, I had the irresistible urge to touch and feel her everywhere through her clothes. I wanted to touch and feel her where no son should touch and feel his mother.
Knowing full well that my love for her was forbiddingly wrong, I didn't care. She was my mother and I loved her. I didn't care who knew that I loved my mother. I wanted to hold her. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to make out with her. I wanted to have deeply penetrating sex with her. Besides, it wasn't as if I was forcing her to have sex with me, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
While touching her and feeling her through her clothes, I wanted to slowly strip my mother naked while making out with her. I couldn't wait to undress her. I wanted to rub her clit and finger her pussy while licking her warm, wet cunt. After my mother sucked my cock, I wanted to eat her pussy. I wanted to make slow and passionate love to her. I wanted to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
Wishing I could impregnate my mother, I wanted to cum in her pussy. I wanted to give her my baby. Not all one way, with me not as submissively sexual, I wanted my MILF of a mother to blow me again before fucking me. I wanted her to return my hard, fast humps with her hard, fast humps. I not only wanted to cum in her mouth but also, I wanted to cum in her pussy, too.
Indeed, a sexual fantasy come true, I wanted her to suck my cock again. I not only wanted to cum in her beautiful mouth again but also, I wanted to cum all over her beautiful face, in her gorgeous, red hair, and across her huge, double D, cup breasts. I wanted to give my mother a cum bath. As if I was a dog claiming her with my scent, I wanted to see her dripping with cum from her hair, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and her breasts.
'My God. That was quite a load of cum, Logan. Were you saving that especially for me,' I imagined her saying while wiping cum from her face, her hair, and her naked breasts? 'You made quite a mess of me,' I imagined her saying while laughing her melodious laugh.
Then, not allowing her to get away so easy, I imagined turning her over, bending her forward, and fucking her from behind.
'If you think that was a lot of cum, get ready for this load of cum that I have to shoot in your pussy,' I imagined saying.
# # #
Different from other men who have had sex with their mothers, oddly enough, I was never sexually attracted to my mother. I never masturbated over her while imagining her naked and her having sex with me. Never allowing her to catch me masturbating over her, I never deliberately exposed myself to her. Now, a dramatic change in my sexual attraction to my mother and her sexual attraction to me, I loved exposing myself to my mother. I loved showing her my erect cock. Allowing my stiff prick to grow 8 inches, she sexually excited me when she stared at my naked prick.
"Oh, Logan, I love your big cock," she said while stroking it, kissing, licking it, and sucking it before fucking it. "It's so hard. Your prick is not only bigger than your father's prick, it's much harder than his cock ever was."
I never spied on my mother to watch her undressing until recently. Until that fateful day when we had forbidden sex, I never saw her in her bra and panties. I never saw her topless, and/or naked. Then, it hit me when she started undressing with her bedroom door open. She wanted me to see her in her bra and panties. She wanted me to see her topless. She wanted me to see her naked. Now, every time she undresses or dresses, I'm standing in her bedroom doorway watching her undress or dress.
With her knowing that I was there watching, I watched her unbutton and remove her blouse to expose her big, white brassiere and her long line of sexy cleavage. I watched her remove her short skirt to expose her white bikini panties. I saw my mother in her in her bra and panties. I saw her in her short, low-cut and sheerly revealing nightgowns. I saw her topless. I saw her naked.
Now, I loved seeing her in her bra and panties. I loved seeing her in her short, low-cut and sheerly revealing nightgowns. I loved seeing her topless and I love seeing her naked.
I couldn't wait to hold her. I couldn't wait to touch her and feel her. I couldn't wait to slowly undress again and again her while making out with her and making love to her before fucking her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
It wasn't just one thing that I loved about my mother. It was everything. As if she was a woman made especially for me, I loved her thickly lush, red hair. I loved her beautiful, bright green eyes. Kissing every one of them, I even loved her freckles.
Where most women with red hair have brown eyes or blue eyes, it's a real rarity for a redheaded woman to have green eyes. Less than 2% of the world population have red hair, and around 2% of the world population have green eyes. Doing the math, 0.02 x 0.02 = 0/0004 for a total of 0.04%. Although it's not an exact number, it's safe to say that around 3 million people out of 7.6 billion have red hair and green eyes.
# # #
It all innocently started when we were sitting on the sofa together while watching a movie and having a couple glasses of wine. With her weighing only 140 pounds, one glass of wine made my mother giggly and tipsy. Two glasses of wine made her a little drunk. Three glasses of wine made horny and sleepy.
Hoping to get her in the mood for incestuous sex, an odd movie for me to watch with my mother but hoping she'd get the hint that I wanted to have incestuous sex with her, we were watching Spanking the Monkey. The movie was about a young man who helped care for his mother after she broke her leg. With her leg in a cast, he massaged her thigh with crème while she deliberately exposed her panty clad crotch to his horny eyes. Sometimes, when she was horny, with her not wearing panties, she exposed her naked pussy to her son's horny eyes.



It wasn't until they got to the shower scene that her son, helping his mother shower, saw his mother naked, completely naked, for the first time. Watching him seeing his mother naked while staring at her naked body, as if she was thinking of me seeing her naked and staring at her naked body, my mother visibly squirmed. Clearly, she was sexually aroused that the son saw his mother naked.
It was then that I imagined showering with my mother and seeing one another naked while touching her and feeling her everywhere a son should never touch and feel his mother. My sexually fantasy come true, I'd love to shower with her while having incestuous sex with her in the shower. While touching and feeling one another everywhere, a special treat, I'd love it when we dried one another with towels.
# # #
She was working on her third glass of wine when I innocently put my arm around her shoulder. No doubt from playing tennis and swimming, her shoulder was as firm as it was soft. When I put my arm around her, she relaxed against me. When she leaned into me, her nightgown top fell open and, being the incestuous pervert that I've grown to be, I clearly could see down her low-cut, nightgown top. Sexually distracted, I could see the tops of her huge breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage.
As if she inherently knew what I wanted, she looked up at me when I stared down at her. It was at the moment that I knew that I was going to kiss my mother. The first time kissing my mother, French kissing her, it was a kiss like no other. It was at that moment that I knew we'd be having sex, incestuous sex with her. I knew that I'd be masturbating her and she'd be stroking and sucking me. I knew that we'd be fucking.
Having never kissed my mother on the lips before but always wanting to, daring myself to kiss her and daring myself to stick my tongue in my mother's mouth, I leaned down and kissed her. Instead of turning her head away, she allowed me to kiss her. Surprising even myself, I parted her lips with my tongue. I stuck my tongue in my mother's mouth and gave her a deep, wet kiss while cupping her big, nearly naked breasts through her sheer nightgown in my horny hand.
I couldn't believe that I had French kissed my mother. I couldn't believe she allowed me to French kiss her. I couldn't believe that we were making out while I felt her nearly, naked breasts through her nightgown. Not stopping my horny hand, she allowed me to reach inside of her nightgown top to feel and fondle her naked breasts while fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Again, not stopping me, she allowed me lift the hem of her nightgown to her waist and cup her naked pussy. She allowed me to part her pussy lips and rub her clit while finger fucking her pussy. Then, surprising me, with her breathing through her mouth, she reached her soft, warm hand inside of my pajama bottoms and wrapped her hand around my growing erection. I couldn't believe my mother was holding my naked prick in her soft, warm hand while slowly stroking me.
Surprising me and sexually shocking me, my mother was just as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited. Clearly, she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her. While fondling the head of my cock with her manicured fingertips, she slowly stroked me. Something that I never imagined she'd do; I couldn't believe that my mother was masturbating me. My MILF of a mother was giving me a hand job.
# # #
Then, after she finished her third glass of wine, she removed my stiff prick from my pajama bottoms while continuing to stare down at me. In the way that my mother stared at my naked prick, she made me so sexually excited that my naked cock throbbed and pulsated in her soft, warm hand. I couldn't believe that my mother continued staring down at my naked prick in the way that I stared down at her naked breasts.
Hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe my mother was staring at my naked cock while slowly stroking my cock. She stared down at my erect prick as if she had never seen an erect prick before. She stared down at my naked cock as if she wanted to suck it and fuck it. Stroking me faster and harder, she seemed determined for me to cum.
Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she leaned down and put her head in my lap while continuing to stare at my naked prick and fondling the head of my naked prick with her manicured fingertips. Continuing to sexually tease me, as if my swollen dick was her private, sex toy, she continued fondling my cock. Then, with me not having to ask her to stroke me, she wrapped her fingers around my erect prick and continued stroking me. Stroking me faster and stroking me harder, again, she was determined for me to cum.
My mother wanted me to cum. She was masturbating me. I couldn't believe that my mother was masturbating me. Something that I had always imagined her doing, my mother's hand felt so good stroking my naked, erect prick. Not wanting to disappoint her, I needed to cum for my mother.
Not stopping with just masturbating me, shocking me, she took my cock in her mouth and sucked me while continuing to stroke me. My MILF of a mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe my mother was sucking my prick.
Always hoping that she did, I had no idea that my mother sucked cock. Glad that my mother was a cocksucker, she continued sucking my cock. If my mother giving me a hand job wasn't enough, I couldn't believe my mother was giving me a blowjob. I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life. Then, while hoping that she'd allow me to cum in her mouth, she surprised me when she did.
# # #
From that day forward, instead of living as mother and son, we lived as husband and wife. I slept in her bed every night. I held her, hugged, cuddled with her, and spooned her. She stroked me and sucked me every morning and I masturbated, ate her, and fucked her every night.
The best sex I ever had; I never knew how happy I could be having incestuous sex with my mother.
"I love you, mother," I said kissing her on her lips.
She smiled and returned my kiss with her kiss.
"I love you, too, Logan," she said.
THE END
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My Mother & Stepmother, Chapter 1
Sex with my father's first and second wives.
Two uniquely different women, I have fond, sexual memories of my mother and of my stepmother. Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, undressing and dressing with her bedroom door wide open, my MILF of a mother sexually teased me by deliberately flashing me. Sex with my mother was an incestuous perversion. Sex with my stepmother, was a wonderful thing and a true love story.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true, forbidden sexual story that Charlie asked me to write for him about his father, his mother, and his stepmother.
# # #
A quiet man who became even more thoughtful and reflective after my mother, Rose, died, married to her for 30-years, my dad, Henry, was devoted to their love and devastated by her loss. Keeping most of his thoughts to himself, holding his emotions inside, he was never a big communicator. He never wanted to talk, especially about himself and/or his feelings. Instead, to show that he was listening, he nodded his head and smiled.
Short on words but big on actions, when he liked you, he'd do anything for you. Judging by how he took care of his second wife, Brianna, he loved her. He truly loved her.
Yet, their age difference was baffling to me. He was 68-years-old and she was 30-years-old. I can understand a man being sexually attracted to a woman more than half his age but why would a woman be sexually attracted to a man more than twice her age, especially a man in bad health and literally on his deathbed? After the priest gave him his last rights, symbolic in gesture, she had the priest marry them.
In the way that there's a 34-year age difference between Katherine McPhee and David Foster, he's 72-years-old and she's 38-years-old, unless my father was rich, which he wasn't, their relationship and ultimate marriage didn't make any sense to me. When my father is 80-years-old, and near the end of his life, should he live that long, which he didn't, she'd be 38-years-old and at the middle of her life. Why would a young and vibrant, beautiful woman be saddled with an unhealthy, old man.
# # #
An understatement, my father was behind the times. He didn't have a computer and had no idea how to use a computer. Not even having a cellphone, he hated using the phone.
"Cellphones are too impersonal. Unable to tell if they're lying to me, I'd rather see a person's face and look them in the eyes when talking to them," he said. "Besides, the keyboards are too small for my big fingers. I have no idea how anyone types on them."
I laughed at his ignorance of cellphones.
"Cellphones have cameras, Dad. You can see their faces. The cellphones today are like talking to an interactive video," I said.
# # #
He never understood all those people staring at their cellphones constantly and continually while not talking to and/or interacting with anyone who wasn't at the other end of their cellphone. Not even looking to see where they were going, he didn't understand the fixation with cellphones. Moreover, he didn't know why anyone would pay eight-hundred-dollars for an Apple iPhone 14. If ever he broke down and bought a cellphone, he'd buy the cheapest phone available.
He'd only want to use the phone for making calls out and receiving calls in. He didn't need to use his cellphone as an entertainment center to make and watch videos. Not even knowing what the internet ism how to use it, and all that it can do, he didn't go on the Internet.
Not much on writing either, he never wrote a letter to me the entire twenty-years that I was in the Army. Instead, he wrote quick, little notes, blubs I called them. He preferred funny postcards with pictures of dogs. A dog lover, he loved dogs. Every morning, he'd turn over a new page of his daily, dog calendar. He liked the selection of pictures on postcards and the limited space in back of postcards that allowed him to write not more than a paragraph.
"Everything is good here. I hope you're well. Stay safe. Take care. Love Dad," was what he typically wrote on the back of his postcards.
# # #
Impersonal and short, that was my father. Rarely talking to me, even when I lived at home, he treated me the same way with his impersonal and short answers. I'd call him but he never answered his phone. I'd leave messages but he never returned my calls. Suffice to write, I wasn't close to my father. Physically, emotionally, and sexually, especially sexually, I was closer to my mother.
Something my father seemingly didn't know, with my mother an exhibitionist, and with her always wearing short, low-cut, and sexy clothes, unembarrassed and unashamed, as soon as I turned 21-years-old, she continually sexually teased me by flashing me. When walking by her bedroom, she'd have her bedroom door wide open and her bedroom light on.
I thought I was seeing things. I thought I was imagining things. I did a double take when I walked by her bedroom. Needing to look again to see what I thought I saw, I stopped in my tracks and backpedaled.
My MILF of a mother was sitting at her vanity table naked while brushing her hair. I couldn't believe my mother was totally naked. The first time seeing my mother without her clothes, I couldn't believe my eyes.
From that moment forward, whenever I saw her bedroom door open and her bedroom light on, I'd stand in the open doorway of my mother's bedroom while watching her dress and undress. While talking to her as if she was fully dressed, I'd watch her remove her nightgown. I'd watcher pull up her panties. I'd watch her put on her bra.
Expecting her to ask me to leave and close her bedroom door behind me, surprised when she didn't, I knew that she wanted me to watch her dress and undress as much as I wanted to watch her dress and undress. Oddly enough my mother wanted me to see her topless. She wanted me to see her naked. She wanted me to see her topless and/or naked as much as I wanted to see her topless and/or naked. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my MILF of a mother without her clothes, I couldn't believe that she was deliberately flashing me.
If my father knew that I saw my mother naked, he wouldn't understand the sexual desire that I had for my mother. He'd be angry. If he knew that I stayed in her bedroom doorway watching her dress and undress, he'd think me a pervert, mentally twisted, and having a screw loose, and he'd be right. Yet, giving me plenty to masturbate over later, I loved seeing my mother without her clothes. I loved seeing her so vulnerably exposed.
# # #
Every night, with her giving me a sexy, naked show and with me her captive audience of one, I watched her brush her long, black hair one-hundred strokes with each hand. Her hair traveled all the way down her back to the top of her ass. Instead of allowing her hair to flow free, harnessing it, she tied it up in a bun on the top of her head.
As if she brushed her hair just for me, as if she was Lady Godiva sitting at her vanity table naked instead of sitting on a horse naked, my mother was naked. I couldn't believe she was naked. Hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe I was seeing my mother without her clothes.
Never tiring of seeing her topless and/or naked show, while getting her clothes together ready to wear, I watched my mother prance around her bedroom without her clothes. Naked ass, naked pussy, and naked tits, my mind was filled with the naked images of my mother. A typical Italian woman, she was short, about 5'3" tall with big tits, and big hips.
As if I'm hypnotized when seeing her naked breasts, a vision as beautiful as it was sexually exciting, I watched her breasts gently bounce up and down and sway side-to-side with each brush of her beautiful hair. As if mesmerized by the sight of her naked, bushy, black pussy, and her big albeit, shapely, naked ass, I couldn't remove my eyes from my mother's big, naked tits. A confessed breast man, I loved tits, especially big tits and my mother certainly had big ones.
Admittedly, it's one thing to see naked tits, but it's something else entirely to see my mother's naked tits. With me standing in her bedroom doorway staring, she didn't make a move to cover her naked breasts with her forearms and/or her nipples with her hands. It was as if my mother wanted me to see her naked breasts and erect nipples as much as I wanted to see her naked breasts and erect nipples.
Her breasts were as shapely as they were big. With her having a sexy and shapely body of a woman 10-years-younger, her breasts hardly sagged at all. The first time seeing my mother's naked breasts, I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life.
Making my sexual fantasy complete, I only wished I could touch them. I only wished I could feel them. I only wished that I could pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples, while sucking her nipples. Imagining them hanging down in my face, I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with my mother's naked tits.
Sexually excited and happy that she did, I was baffled why my mother would deliberately expose her naked breasts to me. Glad that she exposed her beautiful, naked breasts to my horny eyes, not questioning my good luck, yet, I didn't understand why she did. I wondered, is she as sexually attracted to me as much as I'm sexually attracted to her? Hard for me to believe, as simple of an explanation as that, maybe my mother was, indeed, an exhibitionist.
Giving me a better view of her huge, naked breasts, after she brushed her hair, she'd stand and turn to face me while talking to me and looking for a bra to wear. I'd watch her leaning over her lingerie drawer with her big tits leaning forward with her. While I continued staring at my mother's big tits, we'd talk to one another as if she was fully dressed instead of standing there topless. She'd try on one bra and then, remove it to try on another.
"What do you think of his bra," she'd ask me? "I like the color," she'd say while cupping her big, bra clad breasts in the palms of her hands.
I dare say that my mother got off on me seeing her in her bras. Clearly, it sexually aroused her for me to watch her put on a bra, model it, and then remove it to try on another bra. Not happy with how she looked in that bra, she'd try on another and another.
Unable to remove my eyes from her huge, double D cup breasts, I'd stare at all that I could see of her naked breasts, erect nipples, and symmetrical areolas. From that day forward, I masturbated every night and every morning over seeing my mother's naked tits. I masturbated over my naked mother while imagining touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts while sucking her big nipples. Years later, even after my mother died, I still masturbate over imagining seeing and touching my mother's naked tits.
# # #
Whenever I heard her walking upstairs to deliver my laundry, returning the sexual favor of seeing my mother topless and naked, knowing she'd open my bedroom door without knocking, I'd quickly strip myself naked. In the way that she deliberately allowed me to see her naked, I wanted my mother to see me naked. In the way that I saw my mother's big, naked breasts, I wanted her to see my big, erect prick. I was sexually excited to be naked in front of my mother. In the way that I masturbated over seeing her naked breasts, I couldn't wait to masturbate over her seeing my naked prick later.
I'd sit in front of my computer wearing only my headphones while masturbating myself and pretending that I didn't know my mother was in my room. Surprising me, instead of leaving she'd stay to watch me stroking my cock. Sometimes, she'd stay long enough to watch me cum.
I loved cumming for my mother. Clearly, my mother loved watching me cum, too. I recorded her on my computer camera feeling her breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her thin nightgown while she watched me masturbate myself. She'd even lift the front of her nightgown to rub her clit and finger her pussy. My mother masturbated herself to me masturbating myself.
Doing something incestuously forbidden, I loved exposing my naked prick to my mother. I loved seeing her reaction to seeing my naked cock. I loved masturbating for my mother. I loved seeing her reaction to seeing me stroking my cock and cumming. Only, wishing that I had, full of sexual regrets, I never had the courage to sexually seduce my mother. Now, I wonder if she would have had sex with me if only, I had sexually solicited her.
Afraid she'd tell my father that I sexually molested her, I would have loved to have made love to my mother. I would have loved to have fucked her. I would have loved to have masturbated her pussy while rubbing her clit, finger fucking her pussy, and licking her cunt. I would have loved for her to have sucked my cock. I would have loved to have ejaculated a load of cum in my mother's mouth.
# # #
Then, I had an idea. As sexually exciting as it was perversely perverted, I hoped that I could pull it off. Acting totally innocent, I wondered if my mother would enable me and help me flash her. Instead of deliberately showing her my naked prick while making it appear unintentional, making her ask to see my cock, on the false pretense that there was something wrong with my penis, I decided to deliberately expose myself to my mother.
One morning, when she was in the kitchen drinking her coffee, before entering the kitchen, I unbuttoned my pajama pee hole. Every time I moved or leaned; my cock nearly fell out of my pajama pee hole. From where she was sitting, I knew she could see my cock in the opening of my pajama bottoms. With my half-erect prick at eye level or at mouth level, I walked over to her and stood in front of her.
A bit distracted, from where I was standing, never expecting such a great, down-blouse view, I could see down her low-cut, sexy nightgown top. A double deliberate flash, I was flashing my mother my naked prick and she was flashing me her naked breasts. My favorite flash, I loved seeing down my mother's nightgown top. I loved seeing whatever I could of her naked breasts. Surprising me by her voyeurism, with her staring at all that she could see of my naked prick, I stared at all that I could see of her naked tits.
"Mom, I think there's something wrong with my penis," I said with sadness mixed with fear.
Hoping that she'd believe me and ask to see my naked prick, she looked up at me before she looked down at the bulge in my pajama bottoms.
"Why do you think there's something wrong with your penis," she asked showing the concern of a mother?
While she continued looking down at the bulge in my pajama bottoms, I continued looking down my mother's nightgown top. I loved seeing the tops of her meaty breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. If only she'd lean forward a little more, she'd give me a great down blouse view of not only her big tits but also of her erect nipples, too. As soon as I thought that, she did that. She leaned forward more and her nightgown top leaned forward and open with her. Now, I had a clear view down my mother's nightgown top at her naked breasts.
I could clearly see the entire shape and size of my mother's big tits. I could clearly see her erect nipples. I could clearly see her symmetrical areolas. I could clearly see all the way down her open nightgown. I could even clearly see the top of her brown, pubic hair.
"It's not getting as hard as it used to get," I said lying.
I was unable to think of a better excuse for her to ask to see my naked prick. I hoped she'd ask to have me demonstrate the hardness of my prick by watching me stroke myself. How hot would that be for my mother to watch me masturbate myself while I stood directly in front of her. While hoping that she'd go for it, believe me, and ask to see my naked prick, I hoped she'd ask me to masturbate for her.
With her watching and staring at my fingers playing with the head of my cock through my pajama bottoms, I continued fondling the head of my prick through my pajama bottoms. With my mother staring down at my pajama clad cock, immediately I was developing an erection. My cock throbbed with the sexual anticipation of my mother asking to see my naked cock. My cock pulsated with the sexual anticipation of my mother asking me to stroke myself.
"Show mommy your penis. Let mommy see," she said. My ruse worked. I couldn't believe my mother asked to see my naked penis. "Show me your penis, Charlie," she said again. "I want to see it. Let mommy see your penis."
Hoping that she would, in the way that I wanted to ask her to see her naked breasts, I couldn't believe that my mother wanted to see my naked prick. As if I was doing a striptease for my mother, I slowly lowered my pajama bottoms while holding my naked prick in my hand. Sexually exciting me, she didn't remove her eyes from my naked prick in the way that I didn't remove my eyes from her naked tits.
Giving me an excuse to masturbate myself in front of my mother, not standing more than foot away from her mouth, I stroked myself in front of her. It made me even more sexually excited that the head of my cock was nearly pressed against my mother's lips. Hoping beyond hope, I'd love to cum in my mother's mouth. I'd love to cum all over her pretty face.
With cumming for my mother in mind, I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. I was so close to her that again, I couldn't help myself from imagining cumming in my mother's mouth and all over her pretty face. I wondered if she'd open her mouth and take my stiff prick inside. I wondered what her reaction would be if I accidentally on purpose shot a load of cum all over her pretty face. Would she laugh or would she be angry?
"Take your hand away. Let mommy see your penis, Charlie," she said.
As if she was my doctor of urology who needed a sample of cum, she leaned forward for a closer look of my cock and, when she did, her nightgown fell forward and open with her. There they were as if sculpted by Pablo Picasso, true works of art, my mother's beautiful, naked breasts. Now, again, I could clearly see the entire size and shape of her supersized breasts and her erect nipples. She had big nipples and I could feel my mouth go in the shape of a goldfish looking to be fed.
She shocked me when she reached out and cupped my testicles in her soft, warm hand. I couldn't believe my mother was holding my balls in the palm of her hand. Then, further sexually surprising me, and controlling me, she wrapped her fingers around my flaccid prick while staring up at me before looking down at my naked prick. Then, not stopping there, while closely examining my cock, she started slowly stroking me.
Something that I had imagined she'd do; my mother was stroking my cock. She was masturbating me. I couldn't believe she was having her wicked, sexual way with my naked prick in the way that I wished I could have my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits. Then, as if she saw through my ruse, seemingly knowing full well what I was doing and why I was doing it, she looked up at me to give me a naughty look and a sexy smile.
I couldn't believe my mother was stroking my cock. My MILF of a mother was giving me a hand job. I couldn't believe my mother was giving me a hand job. I couldn't believe my mother knew that I had deliberately flashed her for her to give me sex. Instead of stopping and admonishing me for tricking her and deceiving her, she continued giving me what I sexually wanted and needed.
"I don't see anything wrong with your penis. It feels plenty hard to me, Charles," she said looking up at me before looking down at my erect, naked prick. While breathing through her mouth, my mother seemed to swoon with what she was going to say next. "Your cock is much bigger and much harder than your father's prick," she said squeezing my cock in her soft, warm hand. Then, she gave me that sexy look and a naughty smile again. "I'll prove there's nothing wrong with your penis," she said while letting out another sexy, little laugh.



# # #
As if I had never seen her naked breasts before, I watched her unbutton and open the top of her nightgown. She reached her hand inside her nightgown top and removed her giant breasts, first one and then the other. My God they were so big. My God, they looked so heavy. My God her nipples were so erect. My mother had the best tits that I have ever seen. Then, never expecting her to say what she said, what she said next not only shocked me but also sexually excited me.
"Feel my breasts, Charlie," she said looking up at me before looking down at her naked breasts. "Fondle my tits. Finger my nipples. Pull, turn, and twist them," she said. "I want to see if you become sexually excited while having your wicked, sexual way with your mother's naked breasts."
If it wasn't enough that my mother was masturbating me by stroking my prick, I couldn't believe that she wanted me to have my sexual way with her naked breasts.
Unable to stop myself, proving that there was nothing wrong with my cock, I developed a massive erection. It was impossible not to get a boner from seeing my mother's tits and then invited to have my wicked, sexual way with her big tits. As soon as I touched my mother's big, naked breasts, my cock grew bigger and harder. As soon as I pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples, with her becoming sexually aroused, she stroked me faster. Practically pulling it off my body, she stroked my cock harder.
Then, shocking me, proving to me that my mother was a cocksucking whore, and proving that there was nothing wrong with my prick, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth. My mother took my stiff prick in her mouth. Without even having to ask her, without even having to put a heavy hand to the back of her head, I couldn't believe my mother willingly and consensually took my cock in her mouth.
While stroking me faster, my mother was blowing me. While stroking me harder, she was sucking my prick. Always wondering if she did, I couldn't believe my mother sucked cock. I couldn't believe my mother was sucking my cock.
Unable to control myself, I put a gentle hand behind my mother's black, haired, pretty head. I humped her mouth and fucked her face. Then, with her not moving away and not removing my stiff prick from her mouth, I exploded load of cum in my mother's mouth. Surprising her, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my prick and removed my prick from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face. She had cum dripping from her black hair, her nose, her chin, and from her naked breasts. I gave my mother a cum bath.
She laughed.
"Oh, my God, Charlie. That was a lot of cum. Were you saving that up for me," she asked while looking up at me with a sexy smile and another laugh?
She grabbed a small hand towel that she kept by the bed and wiped cum from her face, hair, and breasts.
"There's nothing wrong with your prick, is there, Charlie," she asked while staring up at me with cum still dripping from her hair, her nose, her mouth, and her chin? "You just wanted mommy to see your naked prick. You just wanted mommy to stroke your naked prick. You just wanted mommy to suck your naked prick. You just wanted to cum in my mouth and all over my face," she said wiping cum from her face with a hand towel. "You just wanted to give mommy a cum bath," she said with another sexy laugh.
She said all of those things as if it sexually excited her to say all of those things. A long time coming, I couldn't believe my mother blew me while masturbating me. I couldn't believe she sucked my cock while allowing me to fondle her naked breasts and pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. I couldn't believe she allowed me to cum in her mouth and all over her face. I couldn't believe my mother allowed me to give her a cum bath. I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life.
Enough that I saw my mother naked and she saw me naked, too. If only my father knew that I had sex with my mother, I wondered what he'd say. If only he knew that his wife of thirty-something-years, stroked my cock and sucked my prick, he'd be beside himself with anger. If only he knew that his wife cheated on him with their son.
To be continued...
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Home Alone with my Sexy Sister
Author's Note:
This true story was written for Brian about the incestuous, sexual relationship that he had with his younger sister, Maureen, twenty-five-years-ago. Filled with guilt, something that he never told anyone before, not even his wife, with him now divorced, he could finally unburden himself and tell his story. Not wanting anyone to know, he felt ashamed as much as he felt embarrassed that he not only had sex with his sexy sister but also that he sexually lusted over his MILF of a mother, too.
# # #
My parents left my twenty-one-year-old sister and me, her twenty-four-year-old brother, alone to babysit the cat and the dog while they had a second honeymoon in Las Vegas. A vacation they long waited to have, they were excited about going and we were excited about them going and leaving us to stay home alone. The first time alone with my sister, with her an incestuous whore who was sexually attracted to me, she always sexually teased me by exposing herself to me. As soon as our parents left, I knew she'd be trying to get me to have sex with her.
Typically, it's a brother who wanted to have sex with his sister but not this time around. This time, my sister was the one who wanted to have sex with me. What sister willingly and consensually wanted to have sex with her brother? Constantly, sexually teasing me by continually flashing me her panties in upskirt views, my sister was an incestuous whore who wanted to have sex with me.
"Bye. Have a good time," I said waving goodbye to my parents when they got in their cab to take them to the airport.
My sister made a face.
"Good riddance," she said her breath. "It's about time they left us alone. It's about time we had the house to ourselves."
# # #
I stared at my mother while watching her leave. In the way that my sister was sexually attracted to me, I was sexually attracted to my mother. A sexy and shapely woman, she looked pretty in her light, blue business suit.
My kind of woman, my mother, Ailene, was 5'10" tall. She had long, shapely legs, a great ass, and big tits. With her long, red hair and green eyes, she was very pretty. In the way that I continually turned down my sister for sex, if my mother dared offer me sex, I'd never turn her down. Unembarrassed to admit, always sexually attracted to her, from the time that I turned 18-years-old, I've always wanted to have sex with my mother.
Something so hot to do, in the way that I didn't want to do with my sister, I've always wanted to make out with my mother while feeling her through her clothes. I've always wanted to slowly strip her naked while touching and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. Having masturbated numerous times over imagining her naked and her having sex with me, I've always wanted to see, touch, and feel my mother without her clothes.
Sometimes, after she's had a couple glasses of wine, in the way that she looked at me, the same way that I looked at her, as if undressing me with her eyes, I wondered if she's as sexually attracted to me as I am to her. The few times that I allowed my mother to deliberately catch me masturbating myself, instead of immediately leaving my room and closing the door behind her, she stayed to watch. I couldn't believe my mother stayed in my bedroom to watch me masturbate myself while talking to me and putting away my laundry.
"If you're going to masturbate yourself, Brian, you should at least have the good sense and common decency to wait until after I've brought up your laundry and put away your clothes," said my mother unembarrassed. "Aren't you embarrassed masturbating yourself in front of your mother?"
Determined to cum for my mother, instead of stopping, I stroked myself faster and harder. Hoping she'd put her mouth on it and allow me to cum in her mouth, I couldn't believe my mother stayed to watch me masturbate under the guise that she was putting away my clothes. I only wished she'd take over stroking my cock and help me to masturbate myself.
'Bullshit. Who is she kidding,' I thought? 'My mother wanted to watch me masturbate myself as much as I wanted my mother to watch me masturbate. Otherwise, she would have left my room when she saw me with my prick out of my pants.'
She stared at my big, erect prick in the way that I stared at the huge impressions her breasts made in her low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgown. Unembarrassed, sexually excited instead, I continued stroking myself in front of my mother. Hoping she'd stay to watch me cum, I continued stroking myself harder and faster.
Unashamed to admit, I've always wanted to fuck my mother. Who wouldn't want to fuck? Seriously, what son doesn't want to have sex with his mother, especially if his mother is a MILF?
I've always wanted her to blow me. In the way that my sister offered to allow me to cum in her mouth, I wished that my mother would offer to blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth. There's something more sexually exciting about having sex with my mother instead of my sister. I'd never turn my mother down for sex in the way that I'm always turning down my sister for sex.
"I hope you win some money," said my sister while waving them her goodbyes.
My mother only played the slots. She seldom won anything. She just loved to play. My father was a terrible Blackjack player. If anything, they were just going to Vegas to eat at the buffets and see the hotels. They are sights worth seeing.
# # #
Rubbing his fully clothe cock against her, I watched my father hug my sister goodbye. With her back turned to my mother, my father was unaware that I could see what he was doing when he reached his hands down my sister's back to squeeze and cup her shapely ass in his horny hands. With my sister not stopping him, he lifted the back of her short skirt to fondle her ass through her pink, bikini panties. I watched him kiss Maureen goodbye on her lips. Had she not turned her head away, he would have parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her.
'Bad enough my sister is such a whore,' I thought. 'My father is such a pig.'
With her having flashed her big breasts to everyone, I wondered if she had flashed my father her tits. I wondered if she had already blown him. I wondered if my sister already had sex with our father and fucked him. Two of a kind, with her just as horny as he is, it wouldn't surprise me if she already had incestuous sex with him.
'Daddy, fuck me,' I imagined her saying to my father. 'If you make me cum, I'll blow you. Wouldn't you like to cum in my mouth, Daddy?'
# # #
With apartments too expensive, not feeling good about still living at home with our parents, nonetheless, it was cheaper to live at home and pay our parents room and board than to rent separate apartments. It made more sense. Instead of paying rent money to a landlord, we'd pay our parents. That's how they were able to afford a second, Honeymoon trip to Vegas.
I could have gotten an apartment with my sister and lived with her. Yet, with her always at me to have sex, I'd never get any peace from her. She'd always be flashing me her naked body. She'd always be masturbating herself in front of me.
When our parents left for Vegas, it was finally good to have the house to ourselves. My sister wanted to throw a big, drunken party with all of her friends, but with me more responsible, I put the kibosh to that. I didn't want a bunch of strangers destroying our parents' home. Besides, never having the peace and quiet of having the house to myself, I needed time alone.
Not wasting any time before sexually teasing me, something she regularly did, my sister gave me a devious smile. Clearly, she had been planning to sexually seduce me and this was her perfect opportunity to do it. With my parents not here to rescue me from her, she gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
I knew that I was in for trouble. Definitely, if she was a man and I was a helpless woman, my sister would have raped me. I'm surprised she hasn't drugged me with a roofie to had sex with my naked body. Only, with me alone with my sister, and with my sister so aggressively sexual, finally submitting to her sexual lust, I knew that I'd be unable to resist her.
With her having grown into a beautiful woman, and looking a lot like our mother, Ailene, Maureen, had long, red hair, and bright, green eyes with a sexy and shapely body that any porn star would be proud to have. Crazy to turn my sister down for sex, but she was my sister. I didn't care how beautiful she was, how sexy she was, and what a shapely body she had. It didn't matter.
She was still my sister. I couldn't have sex with her. Sex between brother and sister is wrong. Sex between a brother and sister is incest.
# # #
"Now that we're alone," she said with a long pause while staring at me as if I was already naked.
Already sexually teasing me, she felt her big breasts with both of her hands through her skimpy, low-cut nightgown while staring up at me. Wishing I could look away but, with her making me horny, all that I wanted to do was to stare. Clearly, with her hard to resist, my whore of a sister was hoping that I'd follow her lead and do the same and feel her breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
She stared at me watching her fondling her nightgown clad breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her sheer nightgown. Then, telling me what she was prepared to do, she slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips before finishing her sentence. Without a doubt, with her already showing me that she wanted to suck my cock, if I asked my sister to blow me, she definitely would. Yet, I'd much rather see my mother on her knees sucking my cock than my sister.
'Mom, blow me,' I imagined saying to my mother. 'Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth.'
"With Mommy and Daddy gone," she said while pausing again to stare down at the growing bulge in my pajama bottoms before looking up at me with sexual lust in her green eyes. "Wanna have sex," she asked with a little, dirty laugh?
'I can't believe my sister ask me if I wanted to have sex with her,' I thought. 'I can't believe that she'd allow me to fuck her.'
Not done sexually teasing me, while still staring over at me with sexual lust, she lifted the hem of her nightgown to expose her red, trimmed, pussy to me.
'Oh, my God. I can't believe my sister is exposing her naked pussy to me,' I thought. 'I can't believe she wants me to fuck her. If only she was my mother instead of my sister, I'd fuck the Hell out of her.'
Something she's never done before; flashed me her naked pussy. The first time seeing her naked pussy, I couldn't believe my sister exposed her naked pussy to me. No surprise there, she's always exposing her panties to me by not sitting like a lady whenever sitting across from me. Yet, her exposing her naked pussy was something new. That told me that she was serious about having sex with me. That told me that she wanted me to masturbate her, eat her, and/or fuck her.
Clearly, at the very least, my sister wanted me to masturbate her while making out with her. No doubt, she wanted me to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. For sure, she wanted me to eat her before fucking her. Difficult for me to turn her down for sex, she was such a beautiful and sexy woman. Any man, and many already have, would love to have sex with my sexy sister.
Giving me a real show, with the hem of her nightgown pulled all the way up to her waist, she left her naked pussy exposed while waiting for me to make my sexual move. Showing me what she wanted me to see and what she expected me to do, I watched as she parted her pussy lips with her fingers to rub her already wet clit and finger fuck her naked pussy with her stiff finger. The first time watching my sister masturbate herself, watching her play with her pussy was as incestuous exciting as it was prohibiting and forbidden.
Making me horny with her outrageous, sexual antics, I couldn't stop staring at all that Maureen was showing me of her naked body. Now that I was watching her play with herself, easy for me to make that leap, I imagined masturbating my sister. I imagined her masturbating me. I imagined eating and fucking her pussy. I imagined my sister blowing and fucking me.
'My sister is such an exhibitionist pig,' I thought. 'If she willingly and consensually exposed herself to me, her own brother, then, what does she do with her friends and with the men that she sexually attracts in a bar? I can only imagine.'
Shocking me that she was so very sexually aggressive, with her acting more like a horny man than a reserved and proper woman, today she acted like a whore. Depending on her mood and what day of the month it was, she could act like a proper lady or like whore. Not knowing which version of my sister that I'd wake up to, my sister was full of sexual surprises, especially when we were alone.
# # #
"I dare you to lick my pussy while masturbating my pussy," she said while fondling her nightgown clad breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
When I ignored her and didn't respond, she dared me to sexually do something else.
"I dare you to fuck me," she said sliding a slow hand down her pussy to rub it. "Fuck your sister, Brian. I need to cum. Com'on, I'm horny. Fuck me, Brian. Please fuck me," she said while continuing to masturbate herself. "I double dare you to fuck me."
Spreading her legs and parting her pussy lips with her fingers, Maureen flashed me a lot of glistening pink. She moved her hand up and down as if she was stroking my prick. Then, she moved her head back and forth as if she was sucking my prick. When I didn't take her bait, when I didn't respond, she upped the ante.
"If you fuck me," she said in her sexiest voice while pausing to stare down at the growing bulge in my pajama bottoms. "I'll blow you. I'll suck your cock," she said while smiling and nodding her head. "I'll even allow you to cum in my mouth," she said. "Wouldn't you like to cum in my mouth, your sister's mouth, Brian? Wouldn't you like to fill my mouth with cum while humping my mouth, fucking my face, and fondling my naked breasts?"
I looked at her as if she was kidding but I knew my sister better than that. She never kidded about sex. I've heard from friends that my sister loved sucking cock. Suddenly, imagining my sister with my erect prick in her mouth, shamefully, my little sister was such a whore and an experienced cocksucker.
A sexual offer too good to be true, how could I possibly say no to my sister offering me to blow me? How could I say no to her offering to allow me to cum in her mouth? Indeed, I'd love for my sister to blow me. I'd love to cum in my sister's mouth and all over her pretty face. Yet, not wanting to play her silly games, I wanted her to blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth but on my terms and not on her terms.
Wanting the sexual control, I needed her giving me a blowjob to be my idea and not her idea. Playing our respective roles, I needed to be the aggressive man and I needed her to be the submissive woman. Playing the part of the mature and sexually responsible, big brother, yet again, I turned down her offer for sex.
"Are you crazy?" I asked her while staring at her as if she had lost her mind. "No, I don't want to have sex with you," I said making a face as if I had eaten something bad.
My mouth said no but my eyes said yes.
"And I certainly don't want a blowjob from you," I said.
I made another face as if the thought of her blowing me and me cumming in her mouth disgusted me and made me sick to my stomach instead of sexually excited me to my core.
Again, my mouth said no but my eyes said yes. My long-time sexual fantasy, in the way that I continually masturbated over the thoughts of my mother sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her mouth, I masturbated over my sister blowing me and cumming in her mouth, too. In the way that I imagined my mother being a great cocksucker, I imagined my sister being a great cocksucker, too.
# # #
While watching Maureen masturbate herself, I stared at her continuing to expose her naked pussy to me. Decorated with trimmed, red pubic hair, my sister had a beautiful pussy. I'd love to explore her naked pussy with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
Only, how could I possibly justify having sex with my younger sister. Forever filled with guilt, how could I face my future wife and my future children?
'Honey, before I married you, I fucked my sister, your sister-in-law,' I imagined saying to my wife. 'She blew me and I ejaculated in her mouth.'
How could I look at my sister's girlfriends without thinking about having forbidden sex with them, too. A temping offer to receive a blowjob from my sister, but I had to decline her offer.
"What's wrong with you? You're my sister. Sex between a brother and sister is wrong. Sex between a brother and sister is incestuous," I said taking the high ground.
Nonetheless, I still imagined making out with her and slowly stripping her naked and while touching and feeling her everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his sister's naked body. I imagined removing her bra to finally see her huge, naked breasts. I imagined touching, feeling, and fondling her big, naked tits while fingering her erect nipples.
Taking all of the self-control that I had, I still wanted her to blow me. I still wanted to cum in her mouth and all over her face. I still wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fuck my sister.
From that time forward, I masturbated every night and every morning while imagining feeling my sister through her clothes and making out with her. I imagined stripping her naked. I imagined having wild sex with my sister. I imagined eating her pussy and her sucking my cock. I imagined fucking her long and hard enough to give her multiple sexual orgasms with my cock.
Tempted to say yes and have sex with her, I imagined my cock buried in my sister's mouth. I imagined her stroking me while sucking me and while I fondled her big, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. I imagined cumming in her mouth and all over her face. I imagined giving my sister a cum bath.
# # #
To be honest, until that glorious, fateful day when we had sex, I never cared much for my sister. She was an entitled bitch and an immature, spoiled brat. Yet, my opinion of her immediately changed for the better when she developed a stripper's body, seemingly, overnight at 18-years-old. My opinion of my sister changed when, three-years later, we were having regular sex and fucking one another. She knew how to use her body. She was a great kisser and a good fuck, the best fuck that I ever had.
With me a breast man, inherited from my mother, my sister had huge, double D, cup breasts with big nipples. I've seen my mother's naked breasts when she deliberately flashed me by leaving her bedroom door wide open with the light on as she changed. As if she was fully dressed, my mother talked to me while removing her nightgown to expose her naked body to me when she was getting dressed. If my sister's tits are anything like my mother's tits, then, I'll be a happy man. My mother has a great set of knockers.
With her never wearing robes over her sexy nightgowns, leaving little to the imagination, I've seen my sister as if she was naked. Not only did she have huge breasts but also, like mother like daughter, she had big nipples, too. Spectacular creations of a women's anatomy, a plastic surgeon would surely pay my sister to model her breasts for him and allow him to make a mold of her breasts to recreate them for his patients' implants.
# # #
Now always together, inseparable, as if we were long, lost twins, we became best friends. I'd hang out in her bedroom and she'd hang out in my bedroom. One day when I was horny, I decided to take control of her sexual teasing. Testing our close relationship, I hoped to add a new wrinkle of sex to make our bond even closer and more incestuously sexual. I bided my time and waited for the right opportunity to sexually tease my sister by flashing her my naked cock.



After taking a shower, while knowing my sister was hanging out in my bedroom and on my bed, I stroked my cock to a hard erection before entering my bedroom from my ensuite bathroom. Knowing that my sister would immediately notice it, my huge prick tented my towel. I imagined making out with my sister while touching and feeling her through her clothes. I imagined stripping her naked. I imagined my sister blowing me while stroking me. I imagined cumming in my sister's mouth and all over her pretty face.
'This was it. This was really it,' I thought. 'I'm going to show my sister what she had always wanted to see. I'm going to flash her my naked prick.'
While wearing just a towel, I entered my bedroom from the bathroom. I decided to surprise my sister by flashing her my naked prick. With my back turned to her, I retrieved some clothes from my closet while loosening my towel.
With me not four feet away from her, when I turned to face my sister with both hands full of clothes, I allowed my towel to deliberately slide down to my feet. Finally, showing her what she obviously wanted to see, I flashed her my naked, erect prick. I was naked. I was naked in front of my sister. I showed my sister my erect, naked cock.
The first time flashing my sister my naked prick, I was curious for her reaction. Unembarrassed, I couldn't believe that I had flashed my sister my naked cock. Unashamed, my sister sat up in my bed and with her mouth gapping open and her eyes bulging out of her head. Obviously, something she had masturbated herself over imagining seeing, she was sexually aroused seeing my naked cock as much as I was sexually excited showing her my naked prick.
Clearly, she liked what she was seeing. Never removing her eyes from my naked prick, she stared at my erect cock as if she had never seen a naked prick before. In the way that she continued staring at my naked prick, the same way that I stared at my mother's naked breasts, she made me even more sexually excited.
# # #
"Oops," I said. "Sorry. Do me a favor and pick up my towel and tie around my waist. My hands are full," I said.
Normally, anytime I asked my sister to do anything, she gave me an argument but not today. Today, she immediately climbed down from my bed and moved to her knees in front of me as if she was about to blow me. Inches away from my naked prick, before picking up my towel and tying it around my waist, my sister sexually surprised me by sliding a slow hand down the full length of my erect, naked prick while staring up at me.
"Sorry," she said. "Now that I saw it, I just wanted to touch it. Where did that come from? You have the biggest cock I've ever seen," she said with a dirty laugh. "If you'd let me, I'd love to stroke it. I'd love to suck it. I'd love to fuck your big dick, Brian."
Giving her a sexy smile and a naughty look, I looked down at my erect cock before looking up at my sister. I was so tempted to put a heavy hand to the back of her redheaded head and stick my cock in her mouth. I so wanted to hump her mouth and fuck her face. I so wanted my sister to blow me. I so wanted to cum in my sister's mouth.
As if on command or on remote control, having a mind of its own, my towel slid down to my feet again. Giving her extra time to stare, I tossed my clothes on my bed to retrieve my towel before bending at the waist to wrap my towel around my waist. I was naked in front of my sister again. Not looking away, my sister continued staring at my erect, naked cock.
"That was embarrassing," I said with dirty laugh while feigning my embarrassment and picking up my towel. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I can't believe I flashed you my naked prick not once, but twice. I can't believe you saw my erect cock," I said while feigning my embarrassment again.
She laughed while smiling up me.
"Don't be silly, big brother. The sexual pleasure was all mine. Always curious about your naked cock, now I know," she said. "I can't wait to tell my friends that I saw you naked. I can't wait to tell my friends what a big prick you have," she said with pride. "Like me, they'll all want to see it, stroke it, suck it, and fuck it," she said with a laugh.
Setting the mood, I knew that my naked flash had sexually aroused my sister. With her unable to help herself, I knew she'd be returning my naked flash with her naked flash. Something that I had always wanted to see and was sexually excited about seeing, I hoped she'd be flashing me her naked breasts. I'd love to compare my sister's naked breasts to my mother's naked breasts.
# # #
Not having to wait very long to wonder if my sister would flash me and what part of her naked body she'd flash me, the next morning, with my sister in the shower, I made myself comfortable on her bed. Her bedroom was much different mine. With my bedroom more masculine, her bedroom was more feminine. My bedroom had posters, trophies, and models of cars everywhere. Her bedroom had pictures, flowers, and famous quotes on every wall.
Returning the favor of my exhibitionism with her exhibitionism, she entered her bedroom wearing just a towel. With me unable to help myself, she saw me staring at the impressions that her big tits made behind her towel in the way that she stared at the big impression my cock made behind my towel. Looking down to where I was looking, she looked down at her towel clad breasts before looking up at me to give me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"In the way that you're always staring at Mom's tits, you're always staring at my tits, too. Obviously, you love tits. Undressing us with your eyes, I bet you masturbate yourself while imagining us topless and having your wicked, sexual way with our naked breasts."
She gave me a loving smile that a sister gives her brother then, she asked me a question that I never imagined her asking. Yet, after she exposed her naked pussy to me, I should have known that she'd expose her naked breasts to me, too. While looking down at the impressions her huge breasts made behind her towel, she slid a slow hand across her towel clad breasts while fondling them and fingering her erect nipples. Then, she looked up at me with a sexually seductive look.
"Do you wanna see my tits," she asked looking down at her towel clad breasts again before looking up at me again? "All that you have to do is to ask to see my naked breasts and I'll show you my naked breasts, Brian," she said with a shrug and a dirty laugh. "I've already shown everyone my naked tits, even daddy," she said with a dirty laugh. "I have no problem with showing you my naked breasts..." she said with a pause. "...If you ask to see my naked tits."
I smiled while staring at the impressions my sister's huge breasts made in her towel.
"Seriously? You flashed Dad your naked breasts," I asked shocked that she flashed our father her naked breasts? "Did he look," I asked with a dirty laugh?
She laughed.
"Did he look," she said again while laughing? "Unable to remove his horny eyes from them as if he had never seen naked breasts before, he stared."
I couldn't believe my whore of a sister flashed our father her naked breasts.
"And all that I have to do to see your naked breasts is to ask to see your naked breasts and you'll show me your naked tits?"
I couldn't believe that my kid sister would willingly and consensually show me her naked breasts if I asked to see her naked breasts. I looked at her as if she was joking. I looked at her as if she was merely sexually teasing me and had no intention of showing me her naked breasts. Taking the bait, while hoping that she'd expose her naked breasts to me in the way that she had already exposed her naked pussy to me, I asked my sister to see her naked tits.
"I'd love to see your naked breasts," I said staring at her towel clad breasts. "May I see your tits, Maureen?"
Then, when she paused and didn't remove her towel, I figured she was just sexually teasing me. Now, with me desperate to see her naked breasts, I said what I thought would make her show me her naked breasts.
"I dare her to show me her naked tits. I double dare you to show me your naked tits," I said while knowing that's all that I needed to say for her to accept my dare.
With us having a long history of dares and double dares, I knew my sister couldn't refuse a double dare.
# # #
As if she was a stripper on stage ready to dance around a pole to music, she ripped off her towel as if her towel was on fire. Not only did she expose her naked breasts to me but also, with my sister naked, totally naked, she exposed her naked red, trimmed pussy and shapely, naked, ass to me, too. She dropped her towel by her feet while staring up at me.
"Well, what do you think of my tits," she asked? Not giving me the time to answer, she reached down and cupped her naked pussy. Turning around, she bent at the waist to show me the back of her naked pussy before turning back around. "What do you think of my body?"
Not done sexually teasing me, she cupped her naked breasts in the palms of her hand. Then, she lifted them, first one and then the other, to suck her erect nipples. She had such big and shapely breasts. She had such big nipples. Her naked breasts and nipples looked just like my mother's naked breasts and nipples.
"Your breasts are spectacular. You have amazing breasts, Maureen. You have even better tits than Mom and that's saying a lot," I said lying. "And you have a fabulous body, the best body that I've ever seen," I said not lying.
She and my mother both had the same, exact breasts. In the way that my sister sexually solicited me, I couldn't wait to sexually solicit my mother. Using the same aggressive, sexual tactics as my sister, I planned on asking my mother if I could see her naked.
'Mom,' I imagined asking my mother?
I imagined her turning to look at me.
'Yes, Brian. What is it?'
I stared where no son should stare at his mother. As if undressing her with my eyes, I stared at her breasts through her clothes.
'May I see your naked tits,' I asked?
I imagined her looking down at her bra and blouse clad breasts before looking up at me.
'You want to see my naked breasts,' I imagined her asking while looking down at her breasts again. 'You want to see Mommy's tits?'
I beamed her a horny smile.
'Yes, please,' I imagined saying to my mother. 'Please may I see your tits?'
I imagined my mother sexually accommodating me. I imagined her removing her blouse and her bra. I imagined my MILF of a mother showing me her naked tits.
# # #
Having seen enough naked breasts to be deemed an expert on women's naked breasts, I gave my sister my expert opinion.
"They're so big and so shapely. I love your tits, Maureen" I said. "Honestly, you have the best breasts that I've ever seen," I said lying again.
Actually, Jenny McCarthy, Sofia Vergara, and Christina Hendricks have the best breasts that I've ever seen.
While still holding her breasts in her hands, she took a step forward.
"Do you wanna touch them? Do you wanna feel them? Do you wanna fondle them?" Then, she looked at me with sexual arousal. "Do you wanna finger my nipples while sucking my nipples," she asked? "Go ahead. I dare you to have your wicked, sexual way with my naked tits."
Tired of her sexually teasing me, I grabbed her by her arm and pulled her forward on her bed. All over her big breasts, I touched them, I felt them, and I fondled them while fingering and sucking her big nipples. She pushed me away when I grabbed her naked ass and moved my horny hand between her legs to cup her naked pussy.
"Stop. Not now. Maybe later. I need to get dressed," she said while closing her bedroom door behind her.
# # #
That night, after splitting a bottle of wine, something we've recently have been doing, we cuddled on the couch while watching a movie. Eventually, I felt the side of my sister's naked breasts through her nightgown and my sister fingered the head of my cock through my pajama bottoms. It was only a matter of time before we'd be having sex, incestuous sex. It was only a matter of time before we'd be licking, sucking, and fucking.
With my sister having never seen the movie but a big fan of James Spader from The Black List, we watched The Secretary with Maggie Gyllenhaal and James Spader. The movie is about a young woman who is recently released from a mental hospital. She gets a job as a secretary for a demanding and hard to please, young, successful lawyer. With the lawyer a pervert who preys on his female employees, their professional business relationship quickly turned into a sexual, sadomasochistic one.
With my sister position somewhere between a prude and a whore, different every day, she allowed me to put my arm around her. With her making herself more comfortable, she slouched bedside me with her hand on my upper thigh and her fingertips mere inches from my growing erection. Knowing full well what I was doing, with her not stopping me, she allowed me to lightly fondle the side of her nearly naked breast through her nightgown.
'I just love my sister's tits,' I thought while continuing to fondle the side of her naked breast. 'They're so firm and yet so soft.'
With her nightgown already short, the hem of her nightgown climbed higher as soon as she scooted beside me. During the night, with us talking, laughing, and drinking more wine, with the hem of her nightgown steadily climbing higher, her nightgown climbed high enough that I could see the bottom of her red, trimmed, pubic hair. Returning the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, ready to sexually tease my sister, I stealthily removed my cock from my pajama pee hole and allowed it to dangle out of my pajamas.
With her slouched down, knowing that she could see my naked cock, as if she had never seen a naked cock before, my sister continually stared at all that she could see of my exposed prick. She made me horny that I was not only exposed to my sister but also that she was staring at my semi-erect dick. Unable to prevent it from happening, with her continuing to made me even more sexually excited, my cock throbbed and pulsated under the continual stare of my sister. Sticking straight out of my pajama pee hole my stiff prick was as big as it was hard.
As impressive as her big tits, I was proud of my big dick. My cock was much bigger than average, erect cock and bigger than any of my friends' pricks. Surprising me, I felt the tips of my sister's manicured fingertips ever so lightly touch the side of my erect penis. Clearly, by flashing my sister my naked prick, I had sexually aroused her enough to make her want to touch my naked cock. I was hoping that she'd take the hint and take me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me.
'My sister was touching the side of my erect cock,' I thought. 'As if I wouldn't notice, my sister is lightly touching the side of my erect prick. I can't believe my sister is lightly touching my cock. Suck my cock, Maureen. Blow me,' I thought while hoping to give her my suggestive, sexual thoughts. 'I need to cum in your beautiful mouth.'
Taking her touching my prick as my cue, I reached around her to take her nightgown clad breast and hold it in my hand through her nightgown while watching the movie. As soon as I touched her big tit, her nipple erected. Barely fitting in my hand, her tits were so big. I waited until the movie turned more sexual and we were both engrossed in the movie, The Secretary, to make my next, sexual move.
Seemingly, by the way that she was squirming in her seat, the movie sexually aroused her when Maggie Gyllenhaal's boss, James Spader, had her lean over his desk. He lifted the back of her skirt to feel ass through her pantyhose. Then, unzipping himself and pulling out his cock, he masturbated himself while standing behind her. Not stopping there, stroking his dick faster and harder, he ejaculated a load of cum all over the back of her pantyhose.
Clearly, no doubt, wishing that I would do that with her, my sister was sexually aroused enough to not be able to control herself. Something that I never expected her to do, she took me by the wrist and placed my horny hand on her naked pussy. I cupped her cunt. With her continuing to squirm, while holding my hand in place, she wanted me to masturbate her. She took my finger in her fingers to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy.
Not done with me wanting to masturbate her pussy, my sister took my erect prick in her hand. She fondled the head of my naked cock while slowly stroking me. My sister was giving me a hand job. I couldn't believe my sister was giving me a hand job. Then, not done there, with her head in my lap, she leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth to blow me. My sister sucked my cock. She continued stroking me while blowing me until I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth.
As soon as she released the pressure of her lips from my cock, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face and in her beautiful, red hair. Not nearly done having incestuous sex with my sister, taking the hint, I parted her pussy lips with my fingers. I wanted to give her a sexual orgasm in the way that she gave me a sexual orgasm with her hand and with her mouth.
I rubbed her clit faster and harder. Then, I finger fucked her pussy deeper. I masturbated my sister while she continued masturbating me and blowing me.
Then, as soon as I ejaculated cum in my sister's mouth and all over her face, she stopped stroking me. She stopped sucking me. She was content for me to give her a sexual orgasm.
"Brian don't stop. Please don't stop. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. I'm cumming, Brian. I'm cumming," she said. "Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God."
# # #
Not stopping there, with us having a two-hour, marathon, sexual session, as soon as she recovered from relaxing in the afterglow of sex, I made love to my sister and she fucked me. It wasn't until the next morning when I found out that my parent's flight was overbooked that their vacation plans were short lived. Our time alone was prematurely cancelled.
Instead of taking another flight, they accepted vouchers that they could use towards the airfare of a future flight instead. The vouchers reimbursed them ten times what they had paid for the original tickets. To be honest, I think they were happy to stay home. With all the gun violence everywhere and people still contacting COVIDs, and a new breakout of COVID in China, it's not safe to travel, especially within the cramped confines of a crowded airplane.
With us still asleep on my sister's bed naked, on our backs with our legs spread, we never heard our parents unlock, open, and close the front door. We awakened to see our parents standing by the foot of Maureen's bed. Maureen awakened to my father staring at her naked pussy and her huge, naked breasts. I awakened to my mother staring at my naked, semi-erect cock.
Surprising me, my 48-year-old father, Hank, had his big, erect prick in his hand while stroking himself and leering at his daughter. Ready to fuck her, he stroked himself faster and harder to a bigger and harder erection. Not having to undress her with his eyes, not having to imagine her naked, she was already on her bed without her clothes. He continued stroking himself while staring a Maureen's beautiful, naked body.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, showing no shame and/or modesty, Maureen made no move to cover herself from our father's horny eyes. Instead, sexually teasing him, she fondled her big breasts and fingered her nipples with one hand while cupping her naked pussy and rubbing her clit with her other hand. In the way that I was ready to have sex with our mother, she was ready to have sex with our father.
Not to be outdone, sexually exciting me, my 46-year-old mother already had her big tits out of her blouse and bra. She fondled her breasts and pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples while staring at my naked cock. Her skirt was raised to her waist and her hand was buried inside of her panties while she masturbated her pussy. Seemingly, in the way that my father had always wanted to have sex with his daughter, my mother had always wanted to have sex with me.



'Who knew? I wish I had known that my mother was sexually attracted to me. I would have had sex with her long before. No doubt, when she had exposed her naked breasts to me when getting dressed with her bedroom door wide open and her bedroom light on, that was my signal to have sex with my mother. Clearly, she was waiting for me to make my sexual move of seduction. Only, I didn't.'
"Blow me," said my father to my sister. He walked to my sister's side of her bed and leaned over her. "I need to cum in your beautiful mouth, Maureen. Suck Daddy's cock."
Obviously, this wasn't the first time that Maureen had given her father a blowjob.
"Okay, Daddy," she said.
Immediately obeying him, my sister crawled to the end of her bed and sat on the edge facing him. While staring up at him, she took my father's erect prick in her hand to stroke. Then, she took his stiff prick in her mouth to suck him. Quite the incestuous sight to see, I couldn't believe my sister was blowing our father.
'God, she's such an incestuous whore,' I thought.
Yet, with me no better than me, I was ready to have sex with my mother. I was ready to make out with her and strip her naked. I was ready to fuck her. I was ready to fuck my mother.
My sister stroked our father's erect cock while sucking his stiff prick. She blew him. My sister blew our father. With her having just had sex with me, I couldn't believe my sister was having sex with our father. She was sexually insatiable.
# # #
Not believing my father said that, about wanting my sister to blow him and needing to cum in her mouth, my mother was next to sexually shock me. She took me by my hand. She led me to her bedroom.
"Come with me, Brian," said my mother.
Once in her bedroom, she turned on her bedroom light and closed her bedroom door. She ordered me what to do next to sexually please her. A long-time, sexual fantasy of mine that I masturbated over for years, I couldn't believe that I was finally going to have incestuous sex with my MILF of a mother. I couldn't believe that my mother was willingly and consensually going to have forbidden sex with me.
"Undress me," she said standing in the middle of her bedroom and facing me with her arms by her side. "Strip your mother naked. I want you to see, touch, feel, and fondle my naked body," she said while not offering any resistance to me undressing her.
A huge understatement, unbuttoning one slow button at a time while looking to see what that unbuttoned revealed, I was sexually excited to unbutton and remove my mother's blouse. I stared at her bra clad breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage before I unzipped and unbuttoned her short skirt. Then, allowing her skirt to slid to the floor, she stepped out of her skirt and kicked it out of her way.
With my mother dressed in her bright white, bikini panties and her white, low-cut bra, she had a wonderful body for a 46-year-old woman. I loved seeing my mother in her sexy lingerie. Taking my time to strip her naked, I touched and felt her everywhere through her underwear while making out with her.
Next, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I reached around her to unhook her bra. With her breasts so big and heavy, she had a four-clasp brassiere. One by one, I unclasped her brassiere. Then, taking my time and not rushing in stripping her topless, I removed one bra strap before removing the other bra strap.
With my mother holding her bra cups in place with her hands, I held my breath before removing her bra cups to expose her naked double, D, cup breasts. Like mother like daughter, she had big, beautiful breast that were so shapely and that didn't sag at all. They were so soft and yet so firm.
As if I was playing strip poker with my mother, her only article of clothing left to remove was her bikini panties. Nervous touching my mother where a son should never touch his mother, I slowly slid her panties down and off to expose her red, trimmed pubic hair. Then, I turned her around to stare at her naked ass.
So shapely and round, my mother had an incredible ass from swimming and jogging. I stared at my mother and she stared at me. Never have I been as sexually excited than when stripping my mother naked. I was even more sexually excited seeing my mother without her clothes than having incestuous sex with my sexy sister.
Done undressing her, having stripped my MILF of a mother naked, I touched and felt her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother's naked body. Once she was naked, with a stiff arm to the center of my chest, she pushed me back on her bed. Then, surprising me, my mother mounted me. She knew what she wanted. She told me what to do next.
"Fuck me," said my mother. "Fuck your mother, Brian. I'm horny. Mommy needs to cum. I need you to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock," she said. "Then, I need you to give me another sexual orgasm with your fingers. Finally, I need you to give me a third, sexual orgasm with your mouth and tongue. After you fuck me and masturbate me, and before I blow you, Mommy needs you to eat me. Mommy needs you to finger my pussy while licking my pussy.
# # #
My mother reached her soft, warm hand down between my legs to insert my hard cock in her wet pussy. Then, humping me hard, I returned her hard hump with my hard hump. Instead of making love, we were fucking. Hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was fucking my mother. I was fucking my mother and she was fucking me.
We fucked for twenty minutes. Then, she stiffened her legs and arched her back. My mother was about to have a sexual orgasm.
"Oh, my God, Brian. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. Hump me harder. Fuck me faster, Brian. Fuck me. Fuck me," she said. "Fuck your mother."
Allowing her to catch her breath while enjoying the afterglow of sex, I slid halfway down the bed to rub my mother's clit and finger fuck her pussy. Something that I thought that I'd never do, I never thought that I'd masturbate her. I never thought I'd eat her pussy. I never thought I'd fuck my mother.
After fucking her, it didn't take my mother long to cum from eating her. She was already wet, so very wet. I rubbed her clit harder. I rubbed her clit faster. I finger fucked her pussy deeper. I was having sex with my mother; I couldn't believe that I was having sex with her.
"Brian! Brian! Oh, my God, Brian. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming again. Rub my clit harder. Rub my clit faster. Finger fuck me deeper," she said while stiffening her legs and arching her back.
# # #
Again, allowing my mother to enjoy the afterglow of sex, I rested bedside her. I kissed her. I French kissed her. I French kissed my mother and she French kissed me. We made out as if we were teenagers on a date. Then, I slid halfway down the bed again.
With my face positioned between my mother's shapely thighs, I lashed out my tongue and licked her. I licked my mother's pussy. A long-time sexual fantasy of mine, I couldn't believe that I was licking my mother's pussy.
In the way that I put a hand behind my mother's red, pretty head when she blew me, my mother put a heavy hand to the back of my head while I ate her. She mashed my face in her pussy. Then, holding my head in both of her hands, she rubbed her soaking wet pussy all over my face.
I had my mother's vaginal secretions all over my face. In my eyes, up my nose, and in my mouth. I loved eating my mother.
Again, something that I thought I'd never do but always masturbated myself while imagining doing it, I was eating my mother's cunt. I couldn't believe that I was eating her. I couldn't believe that I was on the verge of giving her a third orgasm, this time with my mouth and tongue.
If it wasn't enough that I had incestuous sex with my sister, my father had incestuous sex with his daughter, and my mother had incestuous sex with me, we all showed our true colors. From that day forward, my father slept in his daughter's bed and I slept in my mother's bed. He fucked Maureen and Maureen blew him. My mother sucked me and I fucked my mother.
THE END
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My Mother and Stepmother, #02
A woman I had just met and didn't know introduced me to her life. I was forced to live with my father's new bride when he died from COVIDs.
My Mother and Stepmother, reread, reviewed, revised, and rewritten from Chapter 1:
Then, I had an idea. As sexually exciting as it was perversely perverted, I hoped that I could pull it off. Acting totally innocent, having never done this before, I was as nervous as I was sexually excited. I was sexually excited to deliberately expose myself to my mother.
# # #
One morning, when she was in the kitchen drinking her coffee and reading her newspaper, before entering the kitchen, I unbuttoned my pajama pee hole and pulled it wide open with my hands. Now, every time I moved or leaned; my cock would nearly fall out of my pajama pee hole. From where she was sitting, I knew she could clearly see my flaccid prick peeking through the pee hole opening of my pajama bottoms.
Ready to flash my mother my naked cock, I was nervous. I was sexually excited. My sexual excitement won over my nervousness and I was ready to do what I needed to do.
With my half-erect prick at her eye level or at her mouth level, and with my hands in my pockets making my pee hole opening even bigger, I walked over to my mother and stood directly in front of her. Getting her immediate attention, with her looking down instead of looking up, I knew she was looking. Like mother like son, she not only just looked at all that she could see of my naked prick, my mother stared at my naked prick. Seemingly, my mother was just as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her.
She made me horny to know that my mother was staring at all that she could see of my naked cock. With her intently looking, I was tempted to pull out my prick from my pajama bottoms, take a step forward, and slowly slide my prick across her lips. I couldn't help but wonder what she'd do if I did that. Would she open her mouth and take me inside or would she push me away? Maybe, in the way that I hoped she would, she'd blow me. A sexual fantasy come true; I'd love for my mother to suck my cock.
Only, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she turned the flashing tables on me. A bit distracted from what I was seeing and what she was showing, from where I was standing, never expecting such a great, down-blouse view of my mother's naked breasts, I could see down her low-cut, sexy nightgown top. Surprising me by her exhibitionism, with her staring at all that she could see of my naked prick, cock for tits, I stared at all that I could see of her naked tits.
I couldn't believe that I was seeing a perfect downblouse view of my mother's naked breasts. If I wasn't sexually excited enough flashing my mother my naked prick, I was even more sexually excited with her flashing me her naked breasts. I loved seeing her naked tits as much as I love showing her my naked prick.
'Oh, my God. Look at her tits. They're so big. They're so shapely. I love my mother's naked tits,' I thought. 'I wish I could feel and fondle them while sucking her erect nipples as she sucks my cock.'
A double deliberate flash, I was deliberately flashing my mother my naked prick and she was deliberately flashing me her naked breasts. My favorite flashes, I loved seeing down my mother's nightgown top as much as I enjoyed flashing her my naked prick and as much as she seemingly enjoyed seeing my naked prick. I loved seeing whatever I could see of her naked breasts. With the both of us clearly in the sexual mood, we were ready to play our deliberate flashing game of voyeurism and exhibitionism.
# # #
"Mom, I think there's something wrong with my penis," I said with sadness mixed with feigned fear.
Hoping that she'd believe me and ask to see my naked prick, she stared down at the bulge in my pajama bottoms in the way that I stared down at the two, huge bulges in the front of her nightgown.
"Why do you think there's something wrong with your penis, Charlie," she asked putting her newspaper down while showing the concern of a mother?
While she continued looking down at the bulge in my pajama bottoms, I continued looking down my mother's nightgown top. I loved seeing the tops of her meaty breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. If only she'd lean forward a little more, she'd give me a great down blouse view of not only her big tits but also of her erect nipples, too.
As soon as I thought that, she did that. She leaned forward more and her nightgown top leaned forward and open with her. Now, I had a clear view down my mother's nightgown top at her naked breasts and erect nipples.
I could clearly see the entire shape and size of my mother's big tits begging me to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them. I could clearly see her erect nipples begging me to finger them while sucking them. I could clearly see her symmetrical areolas. Better than Heidi Klum's fake breasts and better than Jenny McCarthy's beautiful breasts, my mother had the best breasts that I had ever seen.
Wishing I could reach my horny hand all the way down her nightgown, I could clearly see all the way down her open nightgown. I could even clearly see the top of her brown, pubic hair. I'd love to finger my mother's pussy. I'd love to lick her while masturbating her.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'If it's not enough that I'm seeing her naked tits, I'm seeing part of her naked pussy, too. I'm seeing my mother's beautiful body as if she's naked.'
"It's not getting as hard as it used to get," I said lying and using that as my excuse to show her my naked cock.
I looked so sad.
"Do you think I need Viagra," I said.
She laughed?
"Viagra?" She made a face. "You don't need Viagra. Viagra is for old men," she said with another laugh.
# # #
Unable to think of a better excuse for her to ask to see my naked prick, I hoped she'd ask to have me demonstrate the hardness of my prick by watching me stroke myself. I'd love to stroke myself for my mother. How hot would that be for my mother to watch me masturbate myself while I stood directly in front of her?
While hoping that she'd go for it, believe me, and ask to see my naked prick, I hoped she'd ask me to masturbate for her. A sexual fantasy come true; I'd love to masturbate for my mother. I'd love to cum in my mother's mouth and all over her pretty face.
With her watching and staring at my fingers playing with the head of my cock through my pajama bottoms, sexually teasing her and erotically enticing her, I continued fondling the head of my prick through my pajama bottoms. With my mother staring down at my pajama clad cock, immediately I developed an erection. My cock throbbed with the sexual anticipation of my mother asking to see my naked cock. My cock pulsated with the sexual anticipation of my mother seeing my naked prick. I hoped she'd ask me to stroke my naked prick.
"Show mommy your penis, Charlie. Let mommy see," she said staring at my semi-erect prick that now tented my pajama bottoms.
My ruse worked. I couldn't believe my mother asked to see my naked penis. Instead of being embarrassed, ready to show my mother my naked cock, I was sexually excited.
"C'mon, don't be shy. Think of me as your doctor," she said with a little laugh while encouraging me to show her my prick. "I'm your mother. Show me your penis, Charlie," she said again but more impatiently this time. "I want to see it. Let mommy see your penis," she said looking up at me.
Hoping that she would, in the way that I wanted to ask her to see her naked breasts, I couldn't believe that my mother asked me to see my naked prick. My mother was actually begging me to show her my naked prick. As if I was doing a slow striptease for my mother, feigning my embarrassment and shame, I slowly lowered my pajama bottoms while holding my naked prick in my hand.
Sexually exciting me, as if she had never seen a naked prick before, she didn't remove her eyes from my naked prick in the way that I didn't remove my eyes from her naked tits. Giving me an excuse to masturbate myself in front of my mother, not standing more than three feet away from her mouth, I stroked myself in front of her. It made me even more sexually excited that the head of my cock was only a mere thirty-six inches away from pressing my erect prick against my mother's lips.
Hoping beyond hope, I'd love to cum for my mother. I'd love for my mother to blow me. I'd love to cum in my mother's mouth. I'd love to cum all over her pretty face. I'd love to cum across her naked breasts. I'd love to give my mother a cum bath.
With cumming for my mother in mind, I stroked myself faster. With her not removing her eyes from watching me masturbate myself, clearly enjoying my masturbation show, she continued staring at my naked prick. I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. I was so close to her face that again, I couldn't help myself from imagining cumming in my mother's mouth and all over her pretty face.
I wondered if she'd open her mouth and take my stiff prick inside. I wondered if she'd willingly and consensually blow me. I wondered if my mother would suck my cock. I wondered what her reaction would be if I accidentally on purpose shot a load of cum all over her pretty face. Would she laugh or would she be angry?
# # #
"Take your hand away. Let mommy see your penis, Charlie," she said looking up at me with sexual arousal more that she looked up at me with motherly concern. "Don't be shy, honey. Show mommy your prick."
As if she was my doctor of urology who needed a sample of cum, she leaned forward for a closer look of my naked cock and, when she did, her nightgown fell forward and open with her. There they were as if sculpted by Pablo Picasso, Michelangelo, or Leonardo DaVinci, true works of art, my mother's beautiful, naked breasts. Wishing that I could, I'd love to feel my mother's naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples.
Now, again, I could clearly see the entire size and shape of her supersized breasts and her erect nipples. She had big nipples and I could feel my lips go in the shape of a goldfish looking to be fed. I'd love to suck my mother's nipples as if she was nursing me. I'd love for my mother to breast feed me.
Then, not expecting her to do that, she shocked me when she reached out her soft, warm hand and cupped my testicles in her hand. Something that I never expected her to do, as if she was my urologist, I couldn't believe my mother was holding my balls in the palm of her hand. I couldn't believe that my mother was holding my balls in her hand in the way that I wanted to hold her breasts in my hand.
Then, further sexually surprising me, controlling me, and sexually exciting me, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my flaccid prick and squeezed. She stared up at me before looking down at my naked prick again. Then, not stopping there, while closely examining my cock, as if an involuntary reaction, my mother slowly stroked me while staring up at me.
Something that I had imagined she'd do; my mother continued stroking my cock. She masturbated me. I couldn't believe she was having her wicked, sexual way with my naked prick in the way that I wished I could have my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits. Then, as if she saw through my ruse, seemingly knowing full well what I was doing and why I was doing it, she looked up at me to give me a naughty look and a sexy smile.
Not missing a beat, I couldn't believe my mother was stroking my cock. My MILF of a mother was giving me a hand job. I couldn't believe my mother was giving me a hand job. I'll be masturbating over my mother not only seeing my naked cock but also stroking and masturbating my naked cock for the rest of my life.
I couldn't believe my mother knew that I had deliberately flashed her for her to give me sex. Instead of stopping and admonishing me for tricking her and deceiving her, clearly, she didn't care. She seemed as sexually arouse to see my naked prick as much as I was sexually excited to show her my naked cock. She continued giving me what I sexually wanted and needed. She continued stroking my cock and masturbating me. Hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother was masturbating me.
"I don't see anything wrong with your penis. It feels plenty hard to me, Charles," she said looking up at me before looking down at my erect, naked prick while continuing to stroke my naked cock. "You have a beautiful penis, Charlie."
# # #
While still holding my cock in her soft and warm hand, clearly, she was sexually aroused masturbating me. I had sexually aroused my mother. I couldn't believe that I had sexually aroused my mother. She continued holding my cock in her hand while stroking me and while breathing through her mouth. My mother seemed to swoon with what she was going to say next.
"Your cock is much bigger and much harder than your father's prick," she said looking up at me while squeezing my cock in her motherly hand before returning her look to my stiff prick.
Then, as if she was daydreaming of taking my erect prick in her mouth or in her pussy, she gave me that sexy look and a naughty smile again.
"I'll prove there's nothing wrong with your penis," she said while letting out another sexy, little laugh.
# # #
Chapter 2: My Mother and Stepmother.
After having continual, incestuous sex with my mother, sleeping in her bed, eating her pussy and her sucking my cock, making love to her, and fucking her, instead of continuing with a good thing, I joined the Army and left home. To be honest, I was ashamed that I was having incestuous sex with my mother. Who does that? I felt perversely perverted. I was embarrassed to face my relatives knowing that I was sexually intimate with my mother and that we constantly saw one another naked.
Feeling guilty, what kind of perverted son am I to have had sex with my mother? Afraid for anyone to discover that we were having sex, if I stayed in that house any longer, our sexual relationship would have continued. Our sexually relationship would have grown and developed more into the love of a man for a woman than incestuous sex between a mother and a son. Wary of someone finding out our dark, dirty secret, not wanting our forbidden relationship to continue, leaving home was the best way to finally put an end to it.
I didn't find out that my father was in the hospital with COVIDs until after he had succumbed to the horrible virus. With him at high risk, he was morbidly obese and had Diabetes which explained why he no longer had sex with my mother. He couldn't get and/or maintain an erection, which would explain why my mother was horny and sexually frustrated enough to not only flash me her topless and naked body but also to sexually seduce me and have incestuous sex with me.
I found out from my commanding officer that my father had died. Scheduled to leave the army in a week anyway, after being in the army for 20-years, honorably discharged, they allowed me to leave a week early. A blessing in the disguise, now that I was out of the Army, from sunup to sundown, I had my routine. I had someone ordering me around and telling me what to do. Now, I didn't know what to do with myself. With my original job as a tank repairman, there's not much call for a tank needing repair outside of the Army.
# # #
I loved the Army. I was good at following orders and good at giving them. I made my way up to Sargent Major, the highest non-commissioned rank in the army. Promoted from repairing tanks, I was in charge of supply inventory, ordering, and procuring.
One of my favorite movies was Soldier in the Rain with Jackie Gleason and Steve McQueen. Made in 1963, I loved that movie. It's interesting how my life personified the script in that movie. Jackie Gleason was portrayed a Master Sargent in charge of supply, inventory, ordering, and procuring, and I was a Sargent Major in charge of supply, inventory, ordering, and procuring. Go figure, life has a way of making your dreams come true or of making your life a horrible nightmare.
# # #
The first time meeting my stepmother, not believing that she was really my stepmother, she was waiting for me at the airport. She was holding a sign with my name on it ready to drive me home. Not knowing who she was, I stared at her while wondering who she could be. Tall, blonde, busty, shapely, and beautiful, she was gorgeous.
'Be still my heart,' I thought the first time seeing her.
Sexually frustrated from having a limited amount of sex while in the Army, I was horny. With me a typical, testosterone filled, young man, no matter that I had just met her, I wanted to have sex with her. She had an inherent way of doing that to men. Anyone who saw her wanted to make love to her and fuck her.
With someone who looked like her, who wouldn't want to make love to her? Who wouldn't want to fuck her? Who wouldn't want to have sex with her? Who wouldn't want to get down on one knee and propose to her and marry her? She was the best looking and sexiest woman that I had ever seen in my life.
Whoever she was, sexually inspiring me to allow my sexual imagination to run wild, I imagined making out with her while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Not stopping there, I imagined slowly undressing her before stripping her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother. Something that I was guilt ridden before, but no longer guilt ridden now, I imagined having the same type of sexual relationship with my stepmother that I had with my mother.
Not stopping there, I imagined fucking her hard and fast enough to give her multiple sexual orgasms with my cock. A sexual fantasy come true; I imagined her blowing me. I imagined her sucking my cock while staring up at me with those big, blue eyes, while I fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. I imagined masturbating her pussy while reaching up to fondle her breasts and pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
Ruining my thoughts of having sex with her, I just hoped that she wasn't really my stepmother. After having had sex with my biological mother, continuing the sexual perversion of incest with her, that would be too weird to have sex with my stepmother, too. What's next? Would I dare sexually solicit my aunt, my cousins, and my grandmother, and have sex with them all, too?
# # #
"Douglas," she asked taking a step forward while looking down at my picture before looking up at me again? "Is that you?"
She looked at me while smiling and I looked at her confused. She was so tall. With me 6'4" tall, she was nearly as tall as me. With her at nearly 6' tall without heels, I had never been with a woman as tall. A stunning beauty, and with them knowing that I was coming home from my stint in the Army, I wondered if my friends had arranged for a stripper to masquerade as my stepmother to meet me at the airport. Having no idea who she was, I didn't know anyone who looked like her.
Having not had sex in a while, frowned upon where I was stationed in Afghanistan, Pakistan, and Iraq, I didn't have sex very often. Filled with sexual desire for her, this woman, a rare beauty, made me horny. I'll be masturbating tonight and every night thereafter while imagining her naked and having sex with her.
"You must be Douggie," she said lighting me up with her smile.
'Douggie,' I thought? 'No one called me Douggie except for my father.
My friends called me Doug and my business associates called me Douglas. Everyone else called me Sargent Major when in the Army.
# # #
She laughed while looking at me before looking down at my picture again and before looking up at me again. She had a picture of me in uniform taken by my mother when I had just enlisted in the Army. And, even though the photo was twenty-years-old, indeed, I did look like my picture.



"You look just like your picture," she said.
My mind blanked out after she said the I looked just like my picture. I didn't hear what she said next. Too busy staring at her pretty face and her shapely body, whatever she said didn't register in my brain.
She had big tits. I love big breasted women. What man doesn't love women with big tits? I wondered what her bra cup size was. With my mother a double D, and my father having a sexual attraction to big breasted women, I figured that Brianna was at least a double D, too.
"I'm Brianna. Your stepmother," she said with nervousness while holding out her hand to shake my hand.
Stepmother? What? Huh? She's my stepmother? She was so very pretty. Why would someone who looked like her marry my father? Why would someone as young as her want to be tied down to an old, unhealthy man?
One of the reasons why my mother wanted to have sex with me, she told me my father had erectile dysfunction. She told me that he hadn't touched her in years. She told me that even erectile dysfunction drugs didn't work on him. With Viagra not even working to make him hard, why would she want someone who couldn't even get an erection?
"With him not here to welcome you home, your father asked me to give you this," she said surprising me.
'Wait. Back up. What? Huh? My stepmother? Hold on. Unable to make sense of her in my head, she's my stepmother? I can't believe this raving beauty is my stepmother. My father asked her to give me something? I wondered what it was my father asked her to give me. Well, I didn't have to wait long to receive what my father wanted me to have and what he wanted her to give me.'
My mind was spinning. With me having lots of questions, I wondered how she met my father. I wondered why she would marry him. Seemingly like such an utter waste to make her his wife, with him unable to have sex with her, my father could no longer get and maintain an erection. It would be one thing if he had money, which he didn't, why would this raving beauty marry a dying, old man?
# # #
She walked closer to me and pressed her pelvis against my pelvis and her big tits against my muscular chest. Then, an unexpected pleasure, she looked me in my eyes and kissed me. Brianna, my stepmother kissed me. I couldn't believe my stepmother kissed me on the lips.
She not only kissed me; she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. It was a long, wet kiss. Surprised that her tongue was in my mouth, I didn't know what to do with my hands. On cloud nine, I couldn't believe this beautiful woman that I didn't even know, had just met, and who claimed to be my stepmother, French kissed me.
'Wow, what a kiss,' I thought?
It was a kiss like no other. Never have I had a better kiss than that from any woman, including my mother, especially my mother. Immediately, while imagining making love to her, I had an erection. Instantly, I wanted to rip her clothes off and have deep, penetrating sex with her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fuck my stepmother.
Her hand was so soft and so warm that, conceivably, I could fall in love with her from just shaking her hand and from holding her hand. Surprising me with her firm handshake, she had a strong grip. With me always horny, I couldn't help myself from thinking of her wrapping her manicured fingers around my cock and masturbating me with her firm hand. Then, not giving me a chance to continue to imagine her stroking my cock before sucking my cock and fucking my cock, she floored me with what she said next.
"I don't know if you heard me and if you did, if it registered, but I'm your stepmother," she said again with a nervous, little laugh. When I didn't acknowledge her the first time, she said her name again. "You may call me Brianna."
'What? Huh? Brianna? She's my stepmother. No way. I heard her the first time but thinking that she was a stripper that my friends hired to prank me, I thought she was joking.'
I couldn't believe it. Indeed, hard for me to believe that she was my stepmother, I thought she was joking the first time she said it. Indeed, again, I thought she was a stripper hired by my friends to play a joke on me.
Only, she was no whore. She was no prostitute. She was a lady and I was lucky to have someone like her in my life.
I stared at her in shocked disbelief. I looked at her as if she was crazy. As if she was kidding, I looked at her stunned.
'How in the world did my father bag this beauty,' I thought? 'When did that happen? Even more than that, why did my father marry another woman a short time after my mother died and after being married to her for more than 30-years.'
"My stepmother? Seriously? You're my stepmother?" I took a step back to look at her. "If you don't mind me asking, how old are you?"
Unable to hold it any longer before passing out in shock, I dropped my duffle bag by feet. It was heavy and I was dizzy from the knowledge that my father had died and married a woman as his wife and as my stepmother before he died. She laughed.
"I'm thirty-four. How old are you," she asked with attitude?
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"I'm 38-years-old," I said glad that we were nearly the same age.
# # #
As if admiring a high fashion model modeling clothes on the runway, I took another step back to look at her again. A true vision of loveliness, with her quite the eyeful, I needed to take her all in. Tall, blonde, and beautiful with big, blue eyes, she was shapely thin and sexy with big tits. She looked more like a model than how I'd ever imagined a dowdy, middle-age stepmother looking.
Coincidentally enough, she looked like one of the models from the new car shows that my father dragged me to see every year. More my father's type, my birth mother, Mary, looked nothing like Brianna. She was short, and with age, had grown fat with huge, double D, sagging breasts.
"Your father married me just before he contracted COVIDs," she said.
'This woman is just full of surprises,' I thought. 'First, she tells me that she's my stepmother and then, she tells me that my father contracted COVIDs and died in the hospital. What next?'
Then, she floored me again by what she said next.
"We never had sex," she said as if she needed to tell me that.
'They never had sex? Why would my father bother marrying her if he had no intention of fucking her,' I thought?
Giving me a sexy look and naughty smile, she looked at me as if she wanted to have sex with me. No ands, buts, or maybes, not caring if she was my stepmother, I'd definitely have sex with her if she'd consensually have sex with me. As if it wasn't enough to have sex with someone so beautiful and sexy, after having incestuous sex with my MILF of a mother, it would be hot to have sex with my young, beautiful, and sexy stepmother.
'She never had sex with my father. I couldn't believe it. Why didn't she have sex with my father,' I thought? 'Something that she clearly wanted me to know, why would she tell me that,' I wondered?
# # #
Still in shock, I never figured my father would be lucky enough to have sex with someone who looked like her. Every testosterone filled man's sexual fantasy; she was drop dead gorgeous. Now instead of wondering why my father didn't have sex with her, I couldn't stop thinking about having sex with her myself. I wanted to have forbidden sex with my stepmother in the way that I wanted to have incestuous sex with my mother.
Already lusting over her, I wished that I could have sex with her. Even at a time like this, when finding out my father had died from COVIDs, needing her to sexually comfort me, I still wanted to have sex with his wife. Stepping in his shoes, with her a one-of-a-kind beauty, I'd love to take his place and be married to Brianna.
"He didn't even kiss me," she said. "We didn't have that kind of a relationship," she said with a shrug. "He thought more of me as his best friend than as his lover."
Again, something that I didn't need to know but was glad that she told me. Unable to stop my sexual fantasies, I imagined kissing my stepmother in the way that she kissed me at the airport. I imagined making out with her while feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I imagined French kissing her again and again. I imagined making love to her before fucking her hard and fast enough for her to have multiple, sexual orgasms.
I looked at her while wondering what she looked like in her sexy low-cut bra that showed a lot of cleavage. I looked at her while wondering what she looked like in her bikini panties that showed her shapely ass and the impressions of her pussy slit and camel toe. I looked at her while wondering what she looked like topless. I'd love to see her big, naked breasts. Undressing her with my eyes, I looked at her while wondering what she looked naked.
I looked at her while imagining her wearing a low-cut, short, sexy, sheer nightgown that left little to the imagination. Not stopping there, I imagined slowly stripping her naked while touching her and feeling her naked body everywhere that a stepson shouldn't touch and feel his stepmother. I imagined making love to her while French kissing her before fucking her long and hard, long enough and hard enough to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my cock and hearing her call my name.
'Douglas. Hump me harder. Hump me faster. Fuck me, Douglas. Fuck me. Fuck your stepmother,' I imagined her saying.
# # #
Stopping me in my tracks, she's my stepmother. I can't have sex with my stepmother, can I? Yet, with us not related by blood, I certainly can have forbidden sex with my stepmother.
Nonetheless, how can I do that to my father's memory? Yet, if I could have sex with his wife, and with her not even my real mother, why couldn't I have sex with his second wife? If I had sex with my mother, Mary, an easy transition to make, why couldn't I have sex with my stepmother, Brianna?
Then, knowing my father, it wouldn't surprise me if he had picked out Brianna for me. That would explain why he never kissed her. That would explain why they never had sex. Instead of thinking of her as his woman, he thought of her as my woman.
"It wasn't a romantic romance but more of a platonic relationship," she said looking uncomfortable confessing more behind why she married my father.
Telling me what I needed to know, she explained why she married my father.
"We were just friends, good friends. I was his hairdresser for several years, and as if I was his therapist, he unloaded on me once a month. He told me everything," she said. "I knew more about him than I knew about myself. He told me all about you," she said with a dirty laugh as if she was hiding a secret.
# # #
My father always had good taste in women. He had a thing for beautiful women with big tits. Back when he married her, my mother was very pretty. A rare beauty with jet black hair, she had big brown eyes and double D, cup breasts. All of the men were after her but my father was the one who got her.
Even though he looked but never touched, my father surrounded himself with beautiful women. As if he was an admirer of the opposite sex, he seemingly collected beautiful women. He had more female friends than he had male friends. To be honest, if his intention was to find me a wife, I couldn't have picked a better girlfriend than if I had picked Brianna out myself,' I thought.
"With him knowing that you'd be discharged from the Army soon, he bought a house to give us," she said.
Biting her tongue as if she was about to say that my father bought us a house as our wedding gift, she corrected herself.
"He bought the house to give us a place to live," she said suddenly looking sad that my father was dead. "When he became ill, wanting me to have control of his assets, he married me in the hospital. Otherwise, they wouldn't even allow me to visit him."
Again, shocking me by what she said next, not only did my father buy us a house but also, he found me a woman to live in the house with me. Seemingly, my father thought of everything that I'd want, a house, a beautiful woman, and his car. With him a big saver and not a big spender, he left me a generous inheritance, enough to get me started in my new life without having to worry about money. With my pension from the Army about $3,000 monthly, I was financially doing okay.
"I loved him. I really loved him. He was a good man," she said wiping a tear from her eye.
With tears in her eyes, her eyes resembled two, blue pools of water that I wished I could dive in and submerge myself in her rare beauty.
I don't know why, perhaps to comfort her but I put my arm around her shoulder and, surprising me, as if we were suddenly a couple, she put her arm around my waist as we exited the airport. As if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, we walked like that until we got to the car, a triple black, Lincoln Town Car with extended wheelbase. The last factory limousine ever made by Lincoln or by any other American, car company, given an extra layer of black paint when new, looking best in black, the car was a rare beauty, and prized by limousine companies.
A car buff who loved cars, my father kept his car washed, waxed, and detailed. Even though it was a 2011, eleven-years-old, having never been in an accident, the car looked brand new. He could well afford to buy a new car but he loved that car. He talked about it and bragged about it while comparing it to a Rolls Royce, as if it was the best car ever made.
"They don't make cars like this anymore, Douggie," said my father with pride. The longest and heaviest car on the road, he loved Lincolns, especially Lincoln Town Cars. "The American Rolls Royce. Riding on an air suspension, no other car rode as well. I can fit four people in the backseat and two, dead bodies in the trunk," he said with a laugh.
Clearly happy with his car and proud of owning it, he beamed me a smile while wiping an imaginary spot from the hood with his handkerchief.
"I never liked front wheel drive cars," he said shaking his head. "They're too twitchy and too unpredictable in a slide especially when braking hard," he said. "This car really holds the road. Moreover, there's nothing quieter than this car," he said. "Because it's a rear-wheel-drive car, reminding me of my old Mustang GT, in the way that it handles, it gives me enough body feel for me to know what it's going to do before it does it," he said.
He held his hands out as if he was steering a car.
"Most new cars today are unibody construction, the frame is part of the body. If you bend the frame, you'll need to buy a new car whereas, the Lincoln is body on frame. They take the frame and put a car body on it. A body on frame car can take a hit and will last a lifetime and should you bend the frame, unlike unibody construction cars, the car can be fixed."
Schooling me in cars, he gave me a brief education of the difference between unibody constructed cars and body on frame cars.
"That's the reason why until car manufacturers stopped making them, police and taxi cabs used body on frame cars. The police would drive the cars for 200,000 miles and sell them to taxi cab companies and they'd drive them for another 200,000 miles. Cheaper to manufacture, maintain, and repair, body on frame cars make for better off road vehicles and tend out last unibody construction cars," he said.
He continued his lecture on the advantages and disadvantages of car construction.
"Because of the weights they carry, most trucks are body on frame, Ford 150 and Chevy Silverado. Better handling cars and more predictable in the turns, most high-performance cars are rear wheel drive, Rolls Royce, Bentley, Mercedes, BMW, Jaguar, Ferrari, Maserati, and Lamborghini are all real wheel drive. Moreover, able to pull heavier loads, rear wheel drive cars are better for towing," he said.
# # #
When we pulled up to the house, I couldn't believe it. I've always loved this neighborhood. Pretending that I lived here, I rode bike here every day. They had these stone front houses that I absolutely loved. Instead of being a cookie cutter neighborhood with all of the houses looking the same, each house was uniquely different from the other.
I was pleased to notice the two-car garage off to the side and down a driveway. Glad that the garage was in back instead of in front, I hated those houses where all you saw in the front of the house was the garage. It had a big, backyard and a well-cared for lawn in front. A two-story house, if I was to hazard a guess, with it looking big from the outside, I'd guess the house was around 3,000 square feet.
"Open the garage doors. I want you to see how big it is. It's a 2 1/2 car garage, room for two cars with space to create a workshop," said Brianna not spoiling my surprise by telling me what was behind the garage doors.
As soon as I opened the garage, I saw it, a brand new 2023 Mustang GT. The car was Cyber orange, metallic, tri-coat with black 19" wheels and with a black and orange interior. Brianna handed me the keys to the car and had me start the engine. Music to my ears, it sounded in the way that a 500-horsepower engine should sound. Costing my father, a lot of money, a new Mustang GT retails for around fifty-thousand-dollars before options that can easily jack the price up to seventy-thousand-dollars.
# # #
As soon as we walked around front, Brianna handed me a key to the house and allowed me to do the honor of opening the front door. Perhaps, because it didn't have any furniture in it, the house looked huge. Increasing my size estimate, judging by the size of the huge rooms downstairs, I increase my estimated size from 3,000 square feet to 3,300 square feet.
This was our house. I couldn't believe we had our own house. If the experiment of living together didn't work, we could always sell the house and have enough money to buy two, smaller houses.
We explored the four upstairs bedrooms. Each bedroom was a suite with its own bathroom. The bathrooms were huge and the closets were all walk-in closets. Taking a quick tally, this was a four-bedroom, six bath house. I imagined having sex with Brianna in every room and in every bathroom of the house.
The basement was unfinished. It looked big, really big. I imagined a game room with a giant TV, a pool table, a ping pong table, and a model train set.
My father really outdid himself. I couldn't imagine a nicer house than this. Only, with my father a laborer all his life, I wondered how he could afford it.
'Where did my father get money enough to buy this beautiful house,' I thought?
A lucky man for picking winners, Brianna told me that my father won a million-dollars on a scratch ticket. So happy that he could do something nice for her, he paid off her car and her student loans. Instead of doing the work myself, for $30,000, I hired a contractor to finish the basement.
# # #
We spent the next several months living together, shopping for food together, eating together, and sleeping in our own bedrooms across the hall from one another. With the two bedrooms nearly identical, I gave her the master bedroom with the bigger closet. Thanks to my father and to my monthly retirement pay, with us having plenty enough money to live comfortably, we no longer needed to work.
As if we were a retired, married couple, we played board games during the day and watched movies at night while cuddling on the couch. Giving me the chance to get to know her, and giving her the chance for her to know me, we talked about everything and laughed over nothing. With us totally compatible, it was a good and relaxing life.
Only, nothing was happening in the romance department. It was as we were afraid to make the first move. It wasn't until we lost the power during a severe rain and thunder storm that Brianna asked me a question that I couldn't refuse. Pitch black in the house, we couldn't see our hands in front of our faces. I'll be investing in emergency lighting and a small power generator in the future. For now, a bit romantic, we had candles and flashlights.



Then, a big bolt of lightning lit up the house. A few seconds later, thunder shook the house. Bursting open my bedroom door without knocking, Brianna ran to me and jumped in my bed.
"Douggie, I'm afraid," she said biting her lip and wringing her hands. "I hate lightning and I hate thunder. Ever since I was a little girl, lightning and thunder are my two, biggest fears."
Then, she did something that I never expected her to do and something that she hasn't done since I met her at the airport. She hugged me. When she hugged me, I hugged her. She was shaking.
She felt so good in my arms. No wanting to let her go, I wanted to hold her forever. As she did in the airport, when she pressed her breasts against my chest and her pelvis against my pelvis, I held her tighter.
Feeling vulnerable, she was as embarrassed as she was afraid. For me to see her, I had to open the drapes and let it what little light there was from outside and stand next to her. Then, she asked me the question that I never expected her to ask me.
"Would you sleep with me in my bed tonight? Please? I'm so afraid."
A sexual fantasy come true; how could I say no to sleeping with her in her bed?
# # #
Stunned, I couldn't believe she asked me to sleep with her. My stepmother wanted me to sleep with her in her bed. An opportunity to possibly have sex with her, I couldn't refuse. Even if it was innocent and we didn't have sex, I was all for sleeping in the same bed with my stepmother.
We grabbed flashlights, candles, and bottled water. She took me by my hand and I followed her to her bedroom. I couldn't believe my luck. My stepmother wanted me to sleep with her in her bed.
Before leaving my bedroom for her bedroom, I donned a clean t-shirt and put on my pajama bottoms but without underwear. Because it was so dark, with her only three feet away, I changed my clothes in front of my stepmother. Hoping my penis would make a surprise appearance from out of my pee hole sometime during the night, she was ready for sleep and I was ready for sex. From what I could see of her from the dim light that emanated from the outside windows and from the candles, she was wearing a short, sexy, and low-cut nightgown.
She climbed in bed and, keeping my distance, I climbed in bed with her. A California, king-sized bed, she was on one side of the bed and I was on the other side of the bed. Afraid to touch her, I was so nervous. Then, surprising me by her making the first move, she slid her ass over to me.
"I hope you don't mind. If I can't see you, at least I can feel that you're there in the dark. Besides, I'm cold," she said. "Hold me," she said wiggling her shapely nightgown clad ass against my growing erection. "We can cuddle. I love to cuddle."
# # #
Squirming her ass tighter against me while parting her ass cheeks against my pajama clad cock, she moved her ass next to my pajama clad erection and moved my hand around her and just under her big, nearly, naked breasts. With her big breast resting on my forearm, we spooned like that most of night. Afraid to move for fear that she'd ask me to leave, now that the storm had passed, I couldn't believe that I was sleeping with my stepmother in her bed.
Then, able to tell she was asleep by her breathing, when she fell asleep, I reached around her, lifted the back of her nightgown, and felt her naked ass. While careful not to awaken her, I reached around her to feel her breasts and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown. Her nipples were already erect and I already had a huge erection. Not stopping there, I stuck my hand down her nightgown top to feel and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
With me believing that she was sleeping, surprising me that she was wide awake, she turned her head to me. I was so embarrassed that she knew that I had been sexually molesting her in her sleep when, clearly, she had been awake instead of sleeping. Immediately I stopped feeling her naked breasts and moved my hand from out of her nightgown. Surprising me, instead of chastising me, she took my hand in her hand and placed it squarely on the big breast.
"Don't stop. That felt good what you were doing," she said.
Then, surprising me again, she reached her hand behind her and down. She took my pajama clad prick in her hand and squeezed it. She fingered the head of my erect cock while I fingered her erect nipples.
"I was wondering what that was poking me in the back and now I know," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
We remained like that for a while with me holding her nightgown clad breast in my hand and her holding my pajama clad cock in her hand. Surprising me, yet, again, she said something that I never expected her to say. This woman was just full of surprises.
"When I'm afraid like this," she said pausing. She took a big breath and turned her head to me again. "Sex calms me down," said Brianna. "Would you have sex with me, Douggie?"
Stunned, I couldn't believe what I was hearing. My stepmother asked me to have sex with her. She wanted to have sex with me. If it wasn't enough that I was sleeping in her bed while holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her, she wanted to have sex with me. If it wasn't enough that I was feeling her nightgown clad breast in my hand and she was holding my pajama clad cock in her hand, she wanted us to have sex. My stepmother wanted me to give her sex.
"Kiss me," she said.
I kissed her in the way that she kissed me in the airport. Then, I parted her lips with my tongue. I French kissed her. I couldn't believe that I French kissed her. Continuing to French kiss her, I couldn't believe that I was making out with my stepmother. Never had I kissed a woman like this before. We just as kiss, she blanked my mind.
Not waiting for me to strip her naked, she sat up in bed and removed her nightgown. She was naked. My stepmother was naked, albeit in the dark. Yet, I could still see all that I needed to see of her in the candlelight. I couldn't believe that I was in bed with Brianna, my hot and sexy stepmother, without her wearing any clothes.
"Get naked with me," she said. "I need to feel you inside of me."
We made love that night and fucked the next morning. Sleeping every night thereafter in her bed, we made love every night thereafter and fucked every morning. She masturbated me and blew me and I masturbated and ate her in between. I gave her multiple sexual orgasms and she made me happy.
"I love you, Brianna," I said.
She smiled.
"I love you, too, Douggie," she said giving me deep, wet kiss.
We were married within month and lived happily together as husband and wife. To make our lives more complete, we needed to have a couple of kids. Even if we couldn't children, it would be fun trying.
THE END
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Did You Marry the Wrong Person?
If you did marry the wrong person, now what?
Admit it. Especially if you don't have to think twice about it. You married the wrong person. Right? Now what do you do? Especially if you have children with a woman that you, clearly, don't love and are no longer sexually attracted to, what do you do?
Do you separate and live apart? Do you divorce? Divorce lawyers cost a bundle.
Who gets custody of the children, you, her, or do you negotiate for joint custody? After paying for your divorce attorney, can you afford to pay child support while your ex-wife dates other men? All things to consider, even with your financial help, as a single mother, can your ex-wife afford to support herself and your children?
Instead of filing for divorce, what other options are available to you? Do you live like a monk and never have sex again? No longer seeing your friends, do you live like a hermit and sequester yourself in your house and masturbate while watching porn and reading erotica on Literotica? Or do you take a lover and have a sexual relationship with someone else on the side without your spouse knowing? Difficult for your spouse not to know that you're having sex with someone else when you both share the same friends. People talk, especially rejected women.
# # #
Think about it, it's as simple as that and quite easy to do, with all of the people in the world to choose from, did you marry the wrong person? With 50% of marriages ending in divorce, whether you admit it or not, there's a 50/50 percent chance that you married the wrong person. Chances are you would have been happier had you married someone else, a stranger you just met, a family friend, an old classmate, a former girlfriend, a co-worker, or, (gulp), a relative or an in-law.
'I should have married my 46-year-old, MILF of a mother, Carol, or my 22-year-old, sexy sister, Lauren,' thought 25-year-old Robert while imagining them naked and having consensual sex with them. 'They're both sexy, pretty, fun to be with, have great bodies, and they both have big tits. If not marrying one of them, now that I'm no longer having sex with my frigid wife, at the very least, I'd love to have sex with my mother and/or my sister. Something that I've always wanted to do, slowly strip them both naked while making out with them. I've always been sexually attracted to them.'
Think about it. Admit it. As a way of finding that elusive happiness to make his life better for the rest of his life, marrying a relative is an unorthodox, forbidden way to have his cake and eat it, too. Only, having sex with his mother and/or his sister would be one delicious cake to digest.
Yet, with everyone thinking that there's something wrong with him for wanting to marry his mother or his sister, what does he do now? If not marrying one of them, something as unbelievable as it is true, believe it or not, many men would love to have consensual, incestuous sex with their mothers and/or their sisters. Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, his mother and/or his sister would never have incestuous sex with him never mind marrying him.
Temporarily living with his mother and his sister after leaving his wife as a trial separation, he needed to think of his options. He loved his mother. He loved his sister. Subtly hinting by his stares and leers, he's made it no secret that he's, indeed, sexually attracted to his mother and sister. He's made it no secret that he'd love to have sex with one, the other, or with both of them.
While watching mother and son porn, he can't count how many times he had masturbated himself while imagining stripping his mother naked and having consensual sex with her. While watching brother and sister porn, he can't count how many times he had masturbated while imagining stripping his sister naked and having consensual sex with her. Only, not knowing how to go about it, unable to think of a way to sexually seduce his mother and/or his sister, he wished he could have incestuous sex with his mother and/or his sister. He was left to lust over them wile masturbating himself.
'Seriously, what's wrong with me? I can't marry my mother. How dare I want to have sex with her. That's insane. What would people think,' he thought? 'Besides, forget about marrying me, my mother would never have sex with me. She's a morally modest, church going woman. With an endless number or women to have sex with, I need to forget about having forbidden sex with my mother and move on to someone else. Surely, I can pick someone up that my wife doesn't know.'
'I can't marry my sister. My sister is my best friends. Forget about having sex with my sister, that's forbidden. What would people say,' thought Robert? 'Besides, forget about marrying me, my sister would never have sex with me. She's as modest as she's shy and as good as she is wholesome.'
Instead of thinking about marrying and/or at least having sex with his mother and/or his sister, he thought about marrying and/or at least having sex with his mother's sister, his 48-year-old aunt, Emma, and/or her adult daughter, his 26-year-old, cousin, Jennifer. Sexually attracted to both women, in the way that he'd love to have consensual sex with his mother and/or his sister, he'd love to have consensual sex with his aunt and/or his cousin. With him thinking about leaving his wife, the potential of having sexual relations with his mother, his sister, his aunt, and/or his cousin were all possibilities.
# # #
Convoluted and perversely perverted as it sounded but true, oddly enough, if he could have legally married his mother, perhaps, he would have been happier had he married her instead of remaining married to his wife. Convoluted and perversely perverted as it sounded but true, oddly enough, if he could have legally married his sister, he would have been happier had he married her instead of his wife. Once again while masturbating himself, he imagined making out with his mother and/or his sister while slowly stripping them naked and them willingly having consensual sex with him.
'I wish I had never married my wife. I wish I was married to my MILF of a mother,' thought Robert unable to shake the perversely perverted thoughts of stripping his mother naked and fucking her. He imagined buying his mother a ring, getting down on one knee, and proposing to her. "Mom, will you marry me?"
If she won't marry me, at the very least, I wish my mother would have consensual sex with me.
'Mom, if you won't marry me,' he imagined saying to his mother. 'Will you have sex with me?'
He imagined his mother looking at him as if he was crazy while he looked at her with love and sexual lust.
'I can't marry you, Robert. You're my son. And I surely can't have sex with you. That would be forbiddingly wrong,' he imagined her saying.
Thinking of who else he'd marry if he could, he thought of his sister.
'If not my mother, I wish I was married to my sexy sister,' he thought. He imagined having sex with his sister while masturbating himself. 'I wish my sister would willingly have incestuous sex with me,' he thought. 'I'd love to have incestuous sex with my sexy sister.'
He fell asleep while dreaming of having consensual sex with his mother and his sister.
'I wonder what my mother looks like when having a sexual orgasm. I wonder what she sounds like when cumming. I wonder what my sister looks like when having a sexual orgasm. I wonder what she sounds like when cumming.
# # #
After temporarily separating from his wife, Robert stayed at his mother's house with his mother and his sister. He reclined on his old, childhood bed while stroking his cock to an erection and imagining being married to his mother, Carol. Something sexually exciting to imagine, he imagined making out with his mother, French kissing her, and slowly undressing her while touching her and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. He imagined slowly stripping her naked and masturbating her. He imagined licking her pussy and rubbing her clit while reaching up to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
'Oh, my God. If I can't marry my mother but, at the very least, I wish I could have sex with her. Only, she'd never have sex with me,' he thought. 'My mother isn't like that. She's not an incestuous whore in the way that I'm a perverted son. All that I can do is to masturbate myself while imagining having sex with my mother.'
With neither one of them wearing robes over their short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns, giving him a show of their nearly, naked bodies, Robert had a clear view of what they looked like naked. If he didn't know them better, he'd think that they were sexually teasing him by flashing him some part of their bodies that he shouldn't see. Giving him plenty of views of his mother's and his sister's big breasts to masturbate over, he could clearly imagine what they looked like topless.
Then, when they sat across from him with their knees parted in their short skirts, whether deliberately or accidentally, they flashed him their white panties. When they sat across from him in their short nightgowns, again, whether deliberately or accidentally, they flashed their naked pussies. Giving him even more to masturbate over, when he wasn't masturbating over imagining feeling, fondling, and sucking their big tits, he masturbated over fingering and licking their pussies.
With masturbation all that he had to sexually satisfy him, he went to bed and awakened the next morning masturbating over his mother and sister's naked breasts, their panties, and/or their naked pussies. When he wasn't masturbating over his MILF of a mother, he was masturbating over his sexy sister. Curious for her reaction to seeing his naked cock, daring himself to do so, he wanted to flash his mother his naked prick. Curious for her reaction to seeing his naked cock, daring himself to do so, he wanted to flash his sister his naked dick. Only, he'd never flash them his naked prick.
Sexually frustrated not having sex, when they weren't making him horny, they made him sexually excited. He'd love to have sex with his mother. He'd love to have sex with his sister. Only, they'd never have sex with him. After living with them again and reawakening a sexual lust that he forgot that he had as an 18-year-old teenager, he'd do anything to see his mother and/or his sister naked. He'd do anything to have incestuous sex with them.
# # #
When not thinking about having sex with his mother, he thought about having sex with his sister. He stroked himself faster and harder while imagining being married to his sister, Lauren instead of being married to his wife. He imagined making out with her and, stripping her naked, he imagined slowly undressing her while touching and feeling her everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his sister. In the way that he imagined masturbating his mother, he imagined masturbating his sister. He imagined licking her pussy and rubbing her clit while reaching up to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
Instead of marrying his mother, with him sexually attracted to both of them, what if he could have married his MILF of an aunt, Emma, his mother's sister, or his sexy cousin, Jennifer, his aunt's daughter. With him also sexually attracted to the both of them, too, another option if they were agreeable to marring him, he could have married his 47-year-old mother-in-law, Doris, or his 24-year-old sister-in-law, Cassie. In the way that he'd love to have sex with his aunt and/or with his cousin, he'd loved to have to have forbidden sex with his mother-in-law and/or his sister-in-law, too.
Instead of divorcing his shrew of a wife and marrying one of his blood, related relatives or one of his in-laws, what if he could have had sex with one or with all of them on the side. How hot would that be to have sex with his aunt, his cousin, his mother-in-law, and/or his sister-in-law. If they could make him happy, much happier than he is now, why not? They're all adults and as long as everyone is agreeably willing to having consensual sex with him, what we do behind closed, bedroom doors are none of anyone's business.
As long as they wanted to marry him as much as he wanted to marry one of them, he imagined marrying one of his relatives or one of his in-laws? Sexually exciting just to ponder the thought, if he did marry his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, his mother-in-law, or his sister-in-law, he'd move where no one knows him. As bizarre as it's sexually exciting, he imagined marrying the woman of his dreams, a woman that he had never considered marrying before because she's a blood, related relative or an in-law.
'How deliciously forbidden would that be to marry my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, my mother-in-law or my sister-in-law,' he thought. 'I can only imagine what it would feel like to have sex with one of them every morning and every night. I can only imagine slowly stripping them naked while making out with them. I can only imagine eating their pussies while they sucked my cock. I can only imagine making love to them before fucking them,' he thought while masturbating himself.
Masturbating himself every morning and every night, he had become a masturbation machine. He continued masturbating himself over the thoughts of marrying his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, his mother-in-law or his sister-in-law? Instead of marrying a blood, related relative, as an alternative, if they were agreeable to marrying him, indeed, he'd marry his mother-in-law or his sister-in-law. Think about it, be honest, if you could, would you marry your blood, related relative or your mother-in-law or sister-in-law if they were hot enough, if you were sexually attracted to them enough, and if they were agreeable to marrying you?
A glaring mistake, especially when the right person comes along to slap him upside his head and harden his cock. Love at first sight, he'd immediately know that he married the wrong person when he sees the love of his life for the first time. Now that he's stuck in an unhappy marriage, what does he do? Much like Tom Brady with Bridget Moynahan, even though they weren't married but had a child together, if only he had money, he could buy his way out of one relationship to marry another, as Tom Brady did with Gisele Bunchen.
Alas, full of regrets, if only he had married that one special someone that he was meant to marry the first time around, he'd be much happier than he is now. No matter if it was his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, his mother-in-law, or his sister-in-law, with him sexually attracted to them all, as long as one of them agreed to marry him, he'd marry them. Now that he's lived on the darker side of life after being married to his vindictive, bitch of a wife, he'd do whatever it takes to be happy even if that meant marrying a blood, related relative or an in-law.
# # #
Author's Note:
This true story was written for Robert about his wife, Sheila, the woman that he made a mistake in marrying. Believing that he was in love with her and that their love would last a lifetime, it was quickly and clearly apparent that he married the wrong woman after only being married to her for a few short years. Too late now, the die was cast, the mold was made and, with them both Catholic and not believing in divorce, an irrevocable choice and a tragic mistake ended his chance of having a happy life. He was stuck with his evil wife until death do, they part.
"For better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness, and in health," filling him with guilt, dread, and remorse, the words of the priest reverberated in his head.
For the first time in his life, with him stuck in a loveless marriage, Robert wished he were dead.
"I now pronounce you man and wife. Until death do you part."
'Until death do, we part? God help me,' he thought. 'Kill me now.'
Only, God wasn't there to help him. No one was there to save him. It was up to him to help save himself. He was the one who got himself into this mess and it was up to him to get himself out of this mess.
# # #
As a symbol of their love, while thinking that their love would last forever, with him beaming with happiness and pride, Robert took his newly married bride's hand in his hand to put his ring on her finger.
"I take you Sheila to be my lawfully, wedded wife. To have and to hold, from this day forward, until death do us part."
A symbol of her devotion, while thinking that their love would last forever, Sheila took her newly married spouse's hand in her hand to put her ring on his finger.
"I take you Robert to be my lawfully, wedded husband. To have and to hold, from this day forward, until death do us part."
A lifetime commitment, and a tragic and irreversible mistake, now what? Now that they're both screwed, what do they do? With neither one believing in divorce, yet, always bickering, arguing, fighting, and snipping at one another, they were stuck to live their lives together as one for the rest of their miserably, unhappy lives.
Seemingly, the rest of the world appeared happy. Meghan and Harry of the royal family were so in love. If only he had a relationship like they had, he'd stay married forever without complaint or remorse. Yet, he wasn't in love with his relatively new bride in the way that they were in love with one another.
# # #
Author's Note:
Sorry. Please forgive the interruption to my story. I digress with something seemingly unrelated but important enough to mention, nonetheless. I interrupt my story with something that few consider could be the root cause of their unhappy marriages.
From the time that they were 18-years-old, I assert that a third of all adult women have been sexually abused. Think about that, a third of all adult women that have been sexually abused is a huge number. What does sexual abuse have to do with women marrying the wrong person? I dare write, basically, everything. Continue reading and I'll explain.
Whether or not you agree with that premise that a third of all adult women, indeed, have been sexually abused, it's true. Whether by a father, a brother, an uncle, a cousin, a grandparent, an in-law, a family friend, a neighbor, a co-worker, a teacher, a priest, or a stranger, one third of all adult women have been sexually abused. Whether they remember the sexual abuse or not, I hereby assert, because of the aforementioned long-lasting scar of sexual abuse, inherently picking the wrong man through no fault of their own, sexually abused women are unable make the right decision to correctly find their lifelong partners.
From the age of 18-years-old, the same holds true for men. Whether by a mother, a sister, an aunt, a cousin, a grandparent, an in-law, a family friend, a neighbor, a co-worker, a teacher, a priest, or a stranger, one third of all adult men have been sexually abused, too. Whether they remember the sexual abuse or not, a third of all adult men who were sexually abused is a huge number. What does sexual abuse have to do with men marrying the wrong person? I dare write, basically, everything. Continue reading and I'll explain.
I hereby assert that because of the aforementioned long-lasting scar of sexual abuse, sexually abused men are unable to make the right decision to correctly find their lifelong partners. Further, unable to admit the truth, denying all that is written here, I dare write that men who were sexually abused will take umbrage with all that is written here. Not their fault, adult women will freely admit being sexually abused where adult men will not admit to being sexually abused. Instead of becoming upset by being sexually abused, adult men will think it sexually exciting to be sexually abused by older women of the opposite sex.
Basically, forget about therapy and forgiveness, taking revenge by murdering the sexual abuser is men's answer to sexual abuse. Even though all adult men have sexually abused women at one time or another, in the way that men won't admit they were victims of sexual abuse, adult men won't willingly admit that they sexually abused an adult woman. One just needs to ask a woman, any woman, if she had been sexually abused and chances are, she'd say a resounding yes.



# # #
What's your definition of sexual abuse? You don't have to be raped or forced to unwillingly and non-consensually have sex to have been sexually abused. My definition of sexual abuse is much broader than that. An unwanted touch, an unsolicited grope, or an uninvited kiss is, indeed, sexually abuse to most women.
Sexual abuse is lifting the back of a woman's skirt who's climbing the stairs ahead of you or going up an escalator in front of you. A woman that you don't know and have never met, sexual abuse is sticking your camera under the back of a woman's skirt to take photos of her panties or her naked ass. Sexual abuse is staring down the nightgown top of your mother, your sister, your aunt, your cousin, your mother-in-law, or your sister-in-law, to stare and leer at her cleavage, her bra, and/or her naked breasts. Sexual abuse is any unsolicited and unwanted sexual attention.
'Damn, my mother has great breasts. I wish my wife had breasts like my mother. My sister has such a firm and shapely ass,' thought Robert. 'I wish my wife had an ass like my sister. If my wife had big tits and a shapely ass, as long as she gave me sex, I'd never divorce her.'
Further, because of having been sexually abused, as I have been and as I am, oddly enough, I assert that nearly all adult women who have been sexually abused are exhibitionists. Think about that. Something else to consider. With exhibitionism and sexual abuse in direct opposition to one another, as if bitten by a vampire, many sexually abused adult women and sexually abused adult men become exhibitionists. Strange but true.
I dare write that nearly all strippers, prostitutes, and/or sex workers have a history of being sexually abused. Oddly enough, even though they have a history of being sexually abused by men, weirdly and convolutedly enough, it sexually excites adult, sexually abused women to flash some part of their underwear clad, semi-naked, or naked body to unsuspecting men that they don't know and have never met. While playing the coy, sexual seductress, it sexually excites adult, sexually abused women to see men's reactions to seeing something of them that they shouldn't see of their underwear clad, semi-naked, or naked bodies.
The same holds true for men. Curious to see their reactions to seeing their naked pricks, many adult men who have been sexually abused get off on exposing their naked penises to unsuspecting women. While imagining exposing themselves to their mothers, their adult sisters, their aunts, their adult cousins, their mothers-in-law, and/or their adult sisters-in-law, they masturbate themselves with the thoughts of deliberately flashing them their naked bodies. Daring themselves to expose themselves, after they show their naked penises, many sexually abused adult men masturbate themselves again and again over imagining or remembering the reactions to unsuspecting women seeing their naked dicks.
'Go figure.'
# # #
Robert was sexually frustrated with his mother and sister sexually teasing him by flashing him down nightgown views of their naked breasts and upskirt peeks of their panties, and up nightgown peeks of their naked pussies. He wanted to return the sexual favor of their accidental flashes with his deliberate flashes. Determined to flash his 46-year-old, MILF of a mother, Carol, his naked prick, Robert waited until he heard her climbing the stairs and walking down the hall to his room.
The first time deliberately flashing her his naked prick, he quickly stripped himself naked, turned on his video camera to record her reaction, and donned his headphones. Visually hinting at what he sexually wanted to do to and with his mother, with his back turned to her, he pretended to be watching mother and son porn on his computer while masturbating himself. With him watching mothers having incestuous sex with their sons, he hoped she'd take the hint and have sex with him. At the very least, he hoped his mother would masturbate him.
Before she entered his bedroom, he stroked himself faster and harder to give himself a bigger and harder erection. As she usually does without knocking, he heard her open his bedroom door to deliver him his clean laundry. Instead of her immediately leaving his bedroom when she saw him naked and masturbating himself, something he never thought she'd do, she stayed to watch him play with himself.
With her silently standing several feet behind him, and with him sexually excited that his mother was there watching him, he continued masturbating himself. Acting unaware that his mother was in his room watching him masturbate, for her added sexual benefit to allow her to know what he was thinking, he added dialogue to his masturbation show. With him recording her reactions on video, he was curious to see her reaction to him telling her what he wanted to sexually do to her naked body.
"Oh, mother, while making out with you, I wish I could touch and feel you through your clothes before slowly stripping you naked while touching and feeling your naked body everywhere. I'd love to have sex with your beautiful, naked body. I'd love to lick your pussy while masturbating your cunt," he said stroking himself faster and harder.
Expecting her to leave his room in shock, shame, and embarrassment, before continuing his sexual monologue, he waited to see if she'd stay with sexual interest or if she'd leave his room in disgust and disgrace. Surprised when she stayed to continue watching him masturbate, he made his dialogue even more X-rated. Then, after his mother left his room and he played his recorded video of her, he couldn't wait to see her reaction to him masturbating himself on his pre-recorded, computer screen. He couldn't wait to see her reaction to him wanting to have incestuous sex with her naked body.
"I'd love for to stroke my cock before sucking my prick, mom. I wish I could cum in your beautiful mouth, all over your gorgeous face, and across your big, naked breasts. I wish I could give you a cum bath," he said while increasing his dirty, X-rated, incestuous dialogue for his mother's benefit.
With his mother seemingly transfixed watching him stroke his naked prick, he couldn't believe his mother stayed to watch. He couldn't believe she didn't hastily and haughtily leave his bedroom. He only wished she'd reach over him to take his big dick in her soft, warm hand and help stroke his naked prick. As he had seen in so many mother and son videos, he wished his mother would move to her knees and take him in her hand before taking him in her mouth.
'Shocked as much as he was sexually excited that his mother was still there watching him, I'll be masturbating over this moment for the rest of my life,' he thought.
# # #
With his back turned to his mother, he continued recording her with the video camera on his computer. Surprisingly, instead of immediately leaving his room when she saw her son masturbating himself, she stayed to watch the unexpected, masturbation show. Obviously, she was sexually aroused. Clearly, she wanted to see him cum as much as Robert wanted his mother to see him cum.
Seemingly, an unexpected, sexual reaction, as overwhelmed as she was sexually excited by her son's big, naked dick, she fondled her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her sheer nightgown. Then, further, sexually surprising him, doing something that he thought that she'd never do, allowing the bodice of her nightgown to slowly fall to her waist, she removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders to expose her naked breasts and erect nipples. If it wasn't enough that his mother stayed to watch him masturbating himself, he couldn't believe that she was topless while fondling her big, naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
'Instead of watching mother and son porn, I'll be watching this video of my mother masturbating herself with me masturbating myself over and again,' he thought.
Not stopping there, further shocking him, she lifted the hem of her nightgown to her waist to cup her brown, bushy pussy in her horny hand. Then, not stopping there, closing her eyes, she masturbated herself to her son masturbating himself. She rubbed her clit faster and fingerfucked her pussy deeper to her son stroking his erect prick faster and harder. Then, as soon as Robert exploded a load of cum all over his chest and stomach, she had her own sexual orgasm before stuffing her naked breasts back in her nightgown and quickly leaving his room.
# # #
Later that day unbeknownst to Robert, determined to return the sexual favor of him flashing her his naked prick while masturbating himself, she was ready to deliberately flash her son her naked breasts and the rest of her naked body. Instead of closing her bedroom door to undress as she always does, she left it wide open and turned on her bedroom light. Something she had never done before, while brushing her beautiful, long, brown hair in the full-length mirror, with her aware that Robert was in the hall watching her, she slowly and sexily removed her nightgown.
With her arms positioned by her sides, allowing him to see her naked ass before seeing all of her beautiful, naked body, she turned to face her son. The first time allowing her son to see her without her clothes, she stared at him staring at her. With a face full of sexual arousal instead of shame and embarrassment, she was as sexually aroused as she was horny and as he was sexually excited.
"What's your plans for today," she asked engaging him in conversation as if she was fully dressed?
'Robert couldn't believe his that his mother knew that he was spying on her. He couldn't believe that she turned to face him while not making a move to modestly cover her naked body with her hands and/or her forearm. He couldn't believe she was talking to him as if she was fully dressed. I'll be masturbating over finally seeing my mother naked for the rest of my life,' he thought. 'I only wish I was recording her on my computer to play over and again.'
As if he had never seen a naked woman before and surely, Robert had never seen his mother without her clothes, he stared at his naked mother. With her making no move to cover her nakedness, he continued staring at her naked breasts, her erect nipples, her symmetrical areolas, and her brown, bushy pussy. Controlling himself from doing so, he had the urge to remove his stiff prick from his pajama bottoms and masturbate himself in front of his mother.
He would have loved to have pushed his mother back on her bed, mount her, and ejaculate a load of cum all over her naked body after fucking her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm. Unbeknownst to Robert, his mother was ripe for his inappropriate, sexual solicitation. It all started on her eighteen, birthday celebration. Drunk and horny, with her sexually teasing them all night, she had been sexually abused by her brother and her brother's friends. With her not resisting them from stripping her naked, and gangbanging her, they fucked her and she willingly blew them.
# # #
"What are my plans for today," asked Robert while repeating his mother's question?
He walked closer to her. While staring at her naked breasts before staring up at her brown eyes, expecting her to slap his hand away, he reached out to cup her breasts before reaching behind her to feel and squeeze her naked ass. When she didn't slap his hand away, he pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples before leaning forward to suck her erect nipples. When she still didn't push him away, he cupped her naked pussy in the palm of his hand. He couldn't believe he was holding his mother's cunt in his hand.
Encouraging him to sexually abuse her, instead of rebuking him, she put a gentle hand to the back of his head and allowed him to continue groping her naked breasts, suck her erect nipples, and fondle her naked ass. Then, when he cupped her naked pussy, she allowed him to rub her clit while fingerfucking her pussy. Robert couldn't believe that he was masturbating his mother in the way that he wished she had masturbated him.
"My plans are to have sex with you, mother," he said while continuing to masturbate his mother. "My plans are to give you multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my cock, and my mouth," he said. "My plans are to make you cum. I want to see and hear you have sexual orgasms," he said.
She stared at him with sexual arousal while he stared at her with incestuous lust.
"My plans are to make you my incestuous whore. My plans are to keep you as my sexy bitch and to have forbidden sex with you every morning and every night. My plans are to make you sexually dependent on me that you'd never want to make love to another man," he said.
Instead of resisting him, she looked sexually aroused that he wanted to have incestuous sex with her. She seemed sexually excited that he wanted to make her his incestuous whore and his sexy bitch. Then, when she put her arms around his neck, pulled her naked body next to his, he parted her lips and French kissed her. When she returned his French kiss with her deep, wet kiss, he pushed his mother back on her bed and mounted her.
Falling between her shapely legs, Robert masturbated and ate his mother's pussy. Then, when she pulled him up to her lips, he made out with her while making love to her. Not stopping there, he fucked her. Giving her a sexual orgasm with his stiff prick after giving her a sexual orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, and his mother, Robert fucked his mother as hard and as fast as his mother fucked him.
# # #
The next night, after deliberately exposing himself, masturbating himself in front of his MILF of a mother, Carol, and having sex with her, Robert was determined to do the same to his sexy sister, Lauren. Again, unbeknownst to Robert, he had no idea that his drunken sister had been sexually abused by her friends on Spring break. While partying, she consensually and willingly allowed them to strip her naked and gangbang her. He had no idea that his sister was as big of a whore as was his mother.
With them both having a history of sexual abuse, in the way that his mother was ripe for his inappropriate sexual, solicitation, his sister was, too. Hearing her coming home from her own late night, drunken party, he quickly stripped himself naked. He knew that she'd burst open his bedroom door without knocking to ask him how his party was and to say goodnight. In the way that he didn't know that his mother was an incestuous whore, he had no idea that his sister was an incestuous whore, too.
While waiting for her to burst open his bedroom door, he turned on his bedroom light and quickly stroked himself to a huge erection. As soon as he heard her climbing the stairs and walking down the hall to his room, with a quick click of his remote control, he stealthily turned on his video camera on his computer. Curious to see her reaction to her seeing his erect, naked prick, he recorded her in the way that he had recorded his mother. Then, falling back naked on his bed before she entered his room, he pretended that he was drunk and sleeping.
After she left his room, he couldn't wait to watch the video of her reaction to seeing him naked and with a huge erection. As he anticipated, she burst open his bedroom door in the same way that his mother burst open his bedroom door without knocking. As soon as she saw her big brother naked and with a huge erection, thinking that he was drunk and asleep, she knelt beside his bed and stared at his naked cock as if she had never seen a naked cock before.
Then, surprising him, while gently cupping his testicles in her soft, warm hand, she slowly slid her fingers down the length of his big prick and played with the head of his erect cock to see if he'd awaken. When he didn't move, wrapping her manicured fingers around his stiff dick, she took his prick in her hand and slowly stroked him. He couldn't believe his sister was stroking his cock. He couldn't believe she was masturbating him.
Not stopping there, while watching to see if he'd stir, sexually shocking him, she kissed and licked the head of his prick while staring up at him. With him still pretending to be asleep, something that he never expected her to do, she took his prick in her mouth and sucked him while stroking him. His sexy sister was blowing him. He couldn't believe she was sucking his cock.
With her making all of the sexual moves, Robert was stunned that his sex sister was blowing him. As stunned as he was sexually excited, he couldn't believe that Lauren was sucking his cock. Not wanting her to change her mind and pull away before he was ready to cum in her mouth, when he felt her releasing the pressure of her lips on his prick, he put two heavy hands behind his sister's head and pulled her head forward. A longtime sexual fantasy of his, he was determined to cum in his sister's mouth. He couldn't wait to watch her swallow his cum.
"Suck my cock, Lauren. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said while reaching down to lift her shirt and her bra to expose her big, naked breasts.
With one heavy hand holding the back of her head in place, he touched, felt, and fondled his sister's naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Not allowing her to pull away, it didn't take him long to ejaculate a huge load of cum in his sister's mouth. He kept her head in place until she swallowed his cum. Then, when he finally allowed her to pull away, as soon as she released the pressure of her mouth from his erection, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face and across her naked breasts.
She had cum dripping from her hair, her nose, her lips, and her naked breasts. Never had he ejaculated as much cum on any woman. Never had he given any woman such a cum bath.
"You asshole," said his sister standing. "I can't believe you ejaculated in my mouth. I can't believe you gave me, your own sister, a cum bath. How dare you? What's wrong with you?"
Robert laughed a diabolical laugh.
"You started it. With you blowing me, what did you expect? I can't believe you sucked my cock while stroking my prick. I've always wanted to cum in your beautiful mouth, Lauren. I've always wanted to fondle your naked breasts while fingering your erect nipples. You have great tits, Lauren," he said. "You have a wonderful body. I love your beautiful body."
She made a face while wiping cum from her face and breasts with a hand towel that he kept by his bed.
"I thought you were sleeping," she said as her excuse for blowing him before continuing to wipe cum from her face and naked breasts with a hand towel that he kept by his bed. "Unembarrassed and unashamed, after seeing your big, erect, naked prick, unable to help myself," she said with a dirty laugh. "I wanted to stroke you while sucking you," she said with a shrug.
He sat up in bed and reached out to feel his sister's naked breasts but she slapped his hand away.
"I was sleeping until you started blowing me. Then, I thought I was dreaming of you sucking my cock," he said. "My sexual dream coming true, I couldn't believe you were giving me oral sex," said Robert with a dirty laugh. "Now, I can't wait to fuck you," he said.
Denying him any further looks of her naked breasts, she pulled down her blouse, and pulled her bra over her naked breasts.
"Consider yourself lucky. That was a once in a lifetime blowjob, dear brother. Drunk, horny, and sexually frustrated, you caught me at a weak moment," she said leaving his room and closing his bedroom door behind her. "Forget about fucking me, I'll never have sex with you again."
# # #
The next day, with his mother still at work, and with he and his sister working from home, when Robert heard his sister in the shower, he opened her bedroom door and rested on her bed. He hoped she'd emerge from her bathroom naked. He hoped she'd continue having sex with him where she left off. Now, that she blew him, he'd love to fuck her. Shocking but true, he'd love to make his sister pregnant. He'd love to give her his baby, their love child.



When she opened her bathroom door, disappointed that she wasn't naked, surprised to see her brother in her bedroom and resting on her bed, she entered her room wearing a towel. While making small talk, ignoring him leering at her, she dried her long, blonde, lush hair in her mirror. Then, returning the favor of his exhibitionism with her exhibitionism, sexually teasing him, with her arms over her head while fixing her hair, she allowed her towel to slowly fall to her waist to deliberately expose her naked breasts to him.
"You have great breasts, Lauren, the best breasts I've ever seen," he said while staring at his sister's naked tits through her bathroom mirror.
Wrapping her towel tighter around her again, she pulled up and lifted her towel over her naked breasts before turning to face him.
"Thank you," she said. "And you have a big prick, the biggest one that I've ever had in my hand and in my mouth," she said with a dirty laugh and a coy look. "I know what you're thinking. I'll never suck your cock again and I'll never allow you to have incestuous sex with my naked body. Never will I ever allow you to fuck me."
Robert stared at Lauren's towel, clad breasts as if she was still topless. She stared down at where he was looking. Then, deliberately, sexually teasing him, she slid a slow hand across her towel, clad breasts.
"Do you want to see my tits again," she asked while staring down at the impressions that her big breasts made behind her towel before staring up at him with a sexy smile? "I wouldn't mind showing you my naked breasts again," she said giving him a sexy look and naughty smile. "I love flashing my big tits," she said with a shrug. "Unable to help myself, I've flashed every man I know and many unsuspecting men that I don't know my naked breasts," she said with a dirty laugh.
With his eyes bugging out of his head, he sat all the way up in her bed.
"Seriously?" He looked from his sister to stare down at her towel clad breasts. "You'd willingly and consensually show me your naked tits after saying that you blowing me was a once in a life time chance."
He stared up at her with sexual anticipation before staring down at her towel clad breasts. Figuring that she was sexually teasing him, he knew she'd never show him her naked breasts.
"Sure. I'd love to see your naked breasts again, Lauren," he said.
Sexually teasing him in the way that his mother had sexually teased him, she ran a slow hand across her towel clad breasts again while fingering her erect nipples through her towel.
"I bet you'd love to touch them," she said. Not stopping there, she continued sexually teasing him. "I bet you'd love to fondle them. I bet you'd love to finger my nipples and suck my tits."
Then, she said what he had expected her to say after sexually teasing him.
"In your dreams, big brother. I'll never show you my naked breasts again," she said with a dirty laugh. "Instead of taking it slow and building up the sexual excitement, you had your chance and you blew it by cumming in my mouth before giving me a cum bath. Had you given me a sexual orgasm by masturbating or eating my pussy, I would have allowed you to fuck me," she said.
# # #
Done with her teasing him, Robert quickly stood from his sister's bed. Then, surprising her, he reached his horny hand out and, with a quick tug, he pulled the towel from his sister's naked body. Pulling her towel beneath his body, he fell back on her bed.
She was naked. His sister, Lauren, was naked. The first time seeing all of his sister's beautiful, naked body, he couldn't believe he was seeing his sister without her clothes.
"Robert! Oh, my God. How dare you? I'm naked," she said covering her naked breasts with her forearm and her naked breasts with her hand. "I can't believe you're seeing me naked. Give me back my towel," she said.
Instead of giving her back her towel, when she reached over him to retrieve her towel, with her naked breasts practically falling in his face, he grabbed her by her wrist and pulled her on top of him. He touched and felt her everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his sister. Then, parting her lips with his tongue, he French kissed her while squeezing her naked ass.
With his sister not stopping him, when she didn't sexually resist him, and when she returned his French kiss with her deep, wet kiss, he stood from her bed again and stripped himself naked. Then, in the way that he gave his mother multiple, sexual orgasms, ready to give his sister multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue and his cock, he fell between her shapely legs and fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. Determined to give what she sexually wanted, he continued fingering her pussy and licking her pussy while masturbating her.
"Forget about eating me," she said while reaching down for him. "Stick your big dick in me. I want to feel your cock inside of me. Fuck your sister, Robert. Fuck me. Give me a baby. I want you to give me a baby," she said shocking him.
Obeying his sexy sister, Robert mounted Lauren. She reached down for his cock and stuffed his stiff dick in her pussy. Then slowly humping one another, they made love. Fucking her harder and fucking her faster, Robert fucked his sister and ejaculated a load of cum in her warm, wet pussy. She returned his hard and fast humps with her hard and fast humps. Lauren fucked her brother.
# # #
'I never realized what a big mistake it was marrying the wrong person and marrying someone that I clearly didn't love. I thought I loved her, I truly did, but what had my head tuned before, no longer held my interest now,' thought Robert.
A mistake that may last a lifetime, especially after having children, with them not believing in divorce, they were doomed to stay married to the wrong person for the rest of our lives.
"Then, when I met Cassie, my brother-in-law's new bride, love at first sight, she looked at me with love in her eyes and I looked at her the same way," admitted Robert to his marriage counselor. "It was love at first sight. Having never felt like this before, I couldn't believe it. After searching for years while dating this one and that one, and after marrying the wrong woman, I couldn't believe that I finally found the one that I was meant to be with."
Unfortunately, sad but true, and the true story of many men's lives, Robert, as were many other men, was already married to the wrong woman. He held his head in his hands and looked up at his therapist with shame, guilt, and sadness.
"I wished I had met Heather, a woman from work, before I married Sheila. A tragic mistake, if I had met her before making the mistake of marrying someone that I thought I loved, I would have married her. Only, who knew? I didn't know she was the one until I met her."
The therapists made notes in his pad without speaking. Making use of his therapy time, he confessed that he had incestuous sex with his mother and his sister. Willingly and consensually, had all experienced sexual abuse as adults. Robert confessed his sexually attraction to his mother, his sister, his aunt, his cousin, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law, too.
Separating from his wife, Robert remained living in his mother's house. He continued having incestuous, and consensual sex with his mother every morning and with his sister every night. Remaining separated from his wife, he supported his wife and his children while living with his mother and sister.
After having sex with them once, he never thought that his mother and his sister would continue having sex with him. Finally, fucking his mother every morning and fucking his sister every night, he was happy. Then, when his aunt Emma found out that he was having sex with his mother, her sister, and his cousin Jennifer, her daughter, discovered that he was having sex with his sister, they both willingly and consensually agreed to have incestuous sex with him. Unbeknownst to Robert, fortunately for him, they both had a history of sexual abuse as adults.
When his mother was working and his sister was out shopping at the mall, his aunt and his cousin showed up unannounced at his mother's house. Unembarrassed and unashamed, with his mother and sister having already given them their sexual approval, they pulled Robert in his mother's bedroom. While stripping themselves naked, they stripped him naked, too.
In the way that Robert fucked his mother, he fucked his 48-year-old aunt, Emma, too. In the way that he made love to his sister, he made love to his 26-year-old niece, Jennifer. Never had he had as much sex as he was having now.
# # #
With one sexy, sexual thing leading to another sexy, sexual thing, with women gossiping between them, the sexual floodgates were wide open. After his aunt and cousin discovered Robert was having incestuous sex with his mother and sister, they wanted to have sex with him, too. Not taking no for an answer, they wanted him to give them multiple, sexual orgasms in the way he had given his mother and his sister.
Then, when his mother-in-law, Doris and his sister-in-law, Cassie, discovered that he was having incestuous sex with his relatives, too. Surprising him, his mother-in-law arrived at his mother's house when he was home alone. Not wasting time with small talk, showing him what she sexually wanted, as soon as she closed the front door behind her, she started stripping herself naked.
While staring at him, she unbuttoned her blouse to reveal her big, white bra. Then, unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt, his 47-year-old mother-in-law allowed her short skirt to fall to her feet. Dressed in her low-cut bra and bright, white bikini panties, while making out with her son-in-law, she allowed him to remove her panties and bra.
Quick to oblige his wife's mother, Robert stripped himself naked, too. He fucked her and she sucked him. In the way that he had surprised and unexpected sex with his aunt, Robert had surprised and unexpected sex with his mother-in-law. Then, further sexually surprising him, she admitted that her adult daughter, his sister-in-law, wanted to have sex with him, too.
Having always been sexually attracted to her in the way that she was clearly, sexually attracted to him, the next day, home alone again, after having sex with her mother the previous day, he had sex with her daughter, Cassie. With every day filled with sex, when he wasn't fucking his mother or his sister, he was fucking his aunt or his cousin. When he wasn't having sex with his mother-in-law, he was having sex with his sister-in-law. After being married to the wrong person, the best thing that he had ever done was to leave his wife.
THE END
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My Stepmother and my Mother-in-law
A lucky man, Michael not only lived with, but also, slept with his stepmother and his mother-in-law in his bed.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story written for 30-year-old, Michael, about his sexy stepmother, Christine, and his MILF of a mother-in-law, Mary.
# # #
Hard times all around, no one has any money. It doesn't matter if people have a job or two jobs, with rents, food prices, gas prices, and cost of living so high, a real luxury today, few can afford their own apartment. Rather than living with a stranger, my 44-year-old stepmother, Christine, after leaving my father, surprised me by asking if she could move in with my wife and I.
Giving her a tour of my condo when I first moved in, she knew that I had plenty of room, room enough to spare. I had the entire, third floor all to myself with my own private elevator. I had enough room to fit two or three families. In the way that it was after World War II with not enough affordable housing to go around, instead of finding housing of their own, relatives and friends were forced to live together as informal, extended families.
I've known my stepmother for 20-years, she helped raise me. Indebted to her, not wanting her to be homeless, thrilled to give her shelter, how could I say no to her wanting to move in with me? Especially after my father kicked her out when he found a younger and more beautiful blonde with bigger, albeit fake tits to take her place? She was the closest woman that I had to a real mother and I loved her as if she was my birth mother.
Shortly after my stepmother moved in with us, my 26-year-old, bitch of a wife, Linda, moved out. She left me for her personal trainer, the whore. To be honest, no big loss, I was glad that she left me. Always partying late night with her friends, she was a spoiled, selfish bitch who didn't cook or clean and stopped giving me sex, no doubt, because she was having sex with her personal trainer, the whore.
In hindsight, I never should have married her. To be honest, I don't know why I married her. After living together for several years, I thought that I should marry her. I thought that I loved her. Only, she wanted children and I didn't. No doubt, if we had children, I'd be watching the children while she stayed out late at night and partying with her friends.
To be honest, in hindsight, instead of being sexually attracted to my wife, oddly enough, I was more sexually attracted to my stepmother. Now with her living with me, as my ulterior motive for her to stay, I was hoping to eventually start a sexual relationship with her. Hopeful in my sexual solicitation of her, I had nothing to lose. Either she'd say yes or she'd say no. Never thinking that it would ever happen, nevertheless, if she had sex with my father, with me a younger and better-looking version of him, maybe she'd have sex with me, too.
Unable to help how I felt about her, I loved her but not in the way that a stepson should love his stepmother. I loved her in the way that a man loved a woman. Every night, I dreamt of seeing her naked and having forbidden sex with her beautiful body. Every morning, when in the shower, I stealthily masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with her. There wasn't a day that I didn't sexually lust over my stepmother.
A sucker for young, beautiful blondes with big tits, my father knew how to pick them. With him starting another sexual relationship with a younger blonde, a stripper named Tiffany with even bigger tits than my stepmother, Christine, he was old enough to be her father. Yet, shame on my father, not envying him, I couldn't imagine being any happier than I was now living with my stepmother. Why he would allow a woman who was so beautiful and loving for a whore of a stripper is beyond me. Yet, glad that she was available, hopefully, I'd continue with he left off.
# # #
Then, a few months later, when my 48-year-old, mother-in-law, Mary, lost her apartment after divorcing her husband, and with her looking for a place to live, surprising me, she asked if she could move in with me, too. Even after her daughter left me, we stayed friends. To be honest, I wished I had married mother instead of daughter. In the way that I loved my stepmother, I loved my mother-in-law, too.
Getting along well with my mother-in-law, I welcomed her to move in with me and my stepmother, too. Fortunately, in keeping the peace, with my stepmother having developed a friendship with my mother-in-law, they were best of friends, too. Now, living with two, older women, I'd have three incomes sharing the rent and the monthly expenses. My sexual fantasy come true, I hoped to have sex with one of them or both of them.
With me living in a 3,300 square foot loft, but with only one bathroom, I had plenty of room. As long as she brought her own furniture, and had help lugging her furniture up three flights of stairs, I had no problem with her moving in. Thank God I had an elevator but some of her furniture was too big for the elevator and had to be carried up the stairs.
To be honest, perhaps because I never knew my birth mother, sexually attracted to older women, I had a thing for not only my stepmother but also for my mother-in-law, too. Sexually attracted to both my stepmother and to my mother-in-law, I was thrilled that they both agreed to live with me. A carbon copy of my wife Linda, her mother Mary was an older version of her daughter. A redhead with green eyes, tall and shapely with huge, double D cup breasts, I was puzzled why her husband would divorce such a beautiful woman.
A clean freak, my stepmother did all of the cleaning, the dusting, the vacuuming, and all of the laundry. With my mother-in-law a good cook, she did all the cooking and baking. With me having the only car, I ran all of the errands and did all of the food shopping. With each of us having our jobs to do, we got along as if we were family.
# # #
After my wife left me and after my stepmother and mother-in-law moved in, I bought a comfortable split, California king, adjustable bed. The bed had supportive pillows and warm bedding with plenty of room for the three of us. Having an ulterior motive in mind, I hoped that once they saw my new bed and tested it, that they'd both take the hint and sleep in my bed with me. Only, realistically, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I didn't think my stepmother and/or my mother-in-law sleeping in my bed with me would happen.
Strange but true, with the both of them having saggy mattresses, unsupportive pillows, and not very warm bedding, once they tried out my new, adjustable bed, I didn't have to ask them to sleep in my bed with me. Shocking me as much as the sexually excited me, they innocently asked if they could sleep in my bed with me. How could I say no to them sleeping in my bed with me when that was what I hoped they'd ask when I bought such a big and comfortable bed?
"Your bed is wonderful," said my stepmother. She jumped in the middle of my bed. "It's so comfortable," she said rolling around on it. With her housecoat climbing to her waist, she inadvertently flashed me her bright, white panties beneath her housecoat. "I could never afford such a luxurious bed."
Then, while climbing off the bed, when she looked down at herself, she realized that she was exposed.
"Oops," she said turning a bright red. "Sorry, that was embarrassing," she said pulling down her housecoat while getting off of my bed.
'I saw Mary's panties. Whether it was accidentally or deliberately, I can't believe my mother-in-law flashed me her panties,' I thought.
"It's so big," said Mary. I've never slept on a bed this big. You could sleep a family of six on this bed," she said with a laugh.
She looked from my beautiful and comfortable bed to look at my stepmother before looking at me. Joking around at first but putting the question out there, nonetheless, Mary asked me the question that I hoped she asked. With my stepmother knowing what my mother-in-law was about to ask, Mary bit her lip while looking at my stepmother before looking at me.
"May we sleep with you?"
I couldn't believe my ears. My mother-in-law wanted to sleep with me in my big bed. I looked from my mother-in-law to look at my stepmother. I couldn't believe that Mary asked if she and Christine could sleep with me. Not knowing how to persuade them to sleep in my bed with me, other than buying this beautiful bed to tempt them, I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law asked me the question that I was afraid to ask her.
I looked from my mother-in-law to look back at my stepmother. Granting me her non-verbal permission, Christine smiled and nodded her head. Hard to wrap my head around, with them both in agreement to live with me, I couldn't believe that they were both in agreement to sleep with me in my big, comfortable, new bed.
"Sure," I said. "I'd love for you to both be as comfortable as I'd be sleeping in such a comfortable bed," I said lying.
I just wanted them both to sleep with me. With them sleeping in the same bed with me, maybe we'd be having sex. I'd love to have sex with not only my stepmother but also with my mother-in-law.
# # #
Thrilled to be sleeping in the same bed with them both, I looked from my stepmother to look at my mother-in-law while wondering what they wore to bed. While hoping that they did, I wondered if they slept naked. I wondered if they wore pajamas to bed or if they wore sexually revealing nightgowns that climbed up to their waists at night. I imagined them both wearing nightgowns without panties that were low-cut enough to, hopefully, allow their naked breasts to be exposed during the night.
Then, my mother-in-law answered the question for me.
"You don't sleep naked. Do you," asked my ex-wife's mother?
I laughed.
"I can if you want me to," I said with a dirty laugh. "As long as you both are sleeping naked, I'd be happy to oblige you by sleeping naked, too," I said with another, dirty laugh.
Mary made a face of embarrassment while my stepmother cringed while looking at me with shock that I'd dare expose my naked prick to her. Apparently, the last thing that my mother-in-law wanted to see was me naked. The last thing that they wanted to see was my erect, naked cock. Unlike the young whore that I had married, I needed to remember that these older women were more modest and were easily embarrassed.
"I never sleep without clothes. I always wear a nightgown to bed," said my stepmother making an indignant face as if I had insulted her.
Mary looked at me while making a face.
"I realize that it's your condo and your bed but, if you want us to sleep with you, I'd rather you not sleep naked, if you don't mind," said my ex-mother-in-law. "I don't want to accidentally touch your thing at night," she said pointing to my crotch while making a face as if she had swallowed a bug.
While wishing they both slept naked to make my sexual seduction of them much easier, I laughed at her embarrassment. Unaccustomed to modest women, all of the women that I've been with were whores. My stepmother and mother-in-law were the only ladies that I knew.
"I used to sleep naked with your daughter but not wanting to make you feel uncomfortable, I'll wear pajama bottoms and a t-shirt to bed," I said looking from Mary to look at my stepmother.
I felt that I needed to explain myself. I felt that I needed them to know that I wasn't a pervert. I felt that I needed to tell them that they were safe with me and that I wouldn't have sex with them when having sex with one or the other was what I really wanted to do.
Truth be told, I wanted to see them both naked. I wanted to fuck my stepmother. I wanted to have sex with my wife's mother. I'd give anything to see them both naked and to have sex with them both.
# # #
With my stepmother and mother-in-law living with me, with the three of us sleeping in my bed together every night, even if we didn't sleep naked and I was required to wear something to bed, my life couldn't be any better. Again, other than my stepmother wearing a nightgown to bed, I wondered what my modest mother-in-law wore to bed. Knowing that she'd never wear such a sexy outfit for bed, I imagined her wearing baby dolls and panties with her big breasts hanging out over her top. Extrapolating from that thought, once they were ensconced in my bed, I wondered, if they'd give me sex.
With my horny mind racing and filled with sexual scenarios, I imagined spooning them, holding them, and hugging them while they slept. I imagined touching them and feeling them in all of the places where I should never touch and feel my stepmother and my mother-in-law while they were deep asleep. While feeling them and touching them everywhere, I imagined making out with my mother-in-law before making out with my stepmother.
Living like a king, I no longer had to do the laundry. Instead of wasting money eating out, I looked forward to home cooked meals every night. My only issue, and a big issue at that, for a 30-year-old, horny man was not having sex. I needed to have sex. I needed to have sex with my stepmother and/or with my mother-in-law.
With me sexually attracted to the both of them, it was torture sleeping in the same bed with them. It took all the sexual control that I had not to feel them and touch them during the night in their sleep. It took all the sexual control that I had not to expose myself to them during the night. In the way that I imagined them exposing their naked breasts and panties to me, it made me horny to imagine exposing my naked prick to my stepmother and/or my mother-in-law.
Sexually attracted to the both of them, especially to my stepmother, I wished that I could have sex with one, the other, or with the both of them. Even though I was living with two, attractive women with big tits, I wasn't having sex other than with my horny hand. With my wife no longer living with me to give me sex, most times not even having the privacy to masturbate myself, I was as horny as I was sexually frustrated.
I had a limited amount of privacy in my condo. I didn't have doors in the condo, not even in the bathroom or the bedroom. Further the walls didn't go all the way up to the ceiling. With every noise echoing throughout the condo, everything was wide open. It wasn't a problem when I was living there with my wife but it was a problem when living there with my stepmother and my mother-in-law. None of us had any privacy.
# # #
After living with them for a while, taking the next sexually perverted step by spying on my stepmother and my mother-in-law when they were showering, I pretended that I had to pee. I waited until my stepmother, Christine, was in the shower. With her able to see me lurking and spying, I was nervous as I was sexually excited that she'd think me a pervert for wanting to see her naked.
Yet, who wouldn't want to see them naked? They both had beautiful bodies. They both were as sexy as they were shapely. Giving me to masturbate about, I'd do anything to see more than my stepmother's cleavage or my mother-in-law's panties.
As soon as I walked closer to the bathroom, filled with sexual excitement that I'd finally see my stepmother naked, I could clearly see her naked body in the shower through the clear, vinyl, shower curtain. For a mature woman, from what I could see of her, albeit with the shower curtain distorting her image, she had shapely and sexy body. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my stepmother without her clothes. Unable to move, I continued staring at her naked form. I'll be masturbating over seeing her in the shower for the rest of my life.
"I have to pee," I said loud enough for her to hear me over the running water.
She stopped washing herself to answer me.
"Okay, go ahead," she said moving a modest hand to cover her naked pussy and a modest forearm to cover her naked breast. "Just don't flush the toilet."
Instead of standing to pee with my back turned to her, giving her a view of my naked prick, while hoping she was looking at me through the shower curtain, I stood and faced her. As if there was a drumroll of suspense going off in my head, I was ready to expose myself to my stepmother. I hoped she was watching me in the way that I was watching her. If she was looking, giving her a good, long look of my naked cock, I slowly pulled down my pajama bottoms and stood in place for a long minute before sitting down on the toilet.
Then, while sitting on the toilet, and pretending that I wasn't looking, when she moved her hand away from her naked pussy and her forearm from her naked breasts, I ogled my stepmother's naked body through the somewhat clear, shower curtain. A tall and shapely blonde with big tits and blue eyes, she was so beautiful. Again, I'll be masturbating over seeing her naked body in the shower for the rest of my life.
'Oh, my God, she has such big tits and such a shapely ass,' I thought while continuing to stare at all that I could see of my stepmother's naked form through the distortion of the shower curtain.
As if they were identical, twin sisters, my stepmother looked just like Brook Burns from the TV game show Mind Games, but with much bigger tits. I couldn't believe this beautiful woman was sleeping with me in my bed. If only I could have sex with her, I'd be a happy man. If only I could have sex with my MILF of a mother-in-law, I'd settle for having sex with her, instead. Wishing they'd willingly and consensually have sex with me, short of selling my soul to the Devil, I'd do anything to have sex with the both of them.
A sexual fantasy come true, with them both sleeping in my bed, I'd love to have sex with my stepmother and/or my mother-in-law. Only, other than to flash them my naked prick while peeing and spying on them while they were in the shower, with the both of them out of my league, I had no idea how to go about sexually seducing them. With me as horny as I was sexually frustrated, I was desperate to have sex with one or the other.
# # #
Sexually exciting enough, returning the favor of her voyeurism with my exhibitionism, as soon as I pulled down my pajama bottoms, I saw my stepmother turn her head to look at my naked prick. Sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she ogled my naked cock in the way that I ogled what I could see of her naked breasts. I couldn't believe it when she turned her head to look at my cock. The first time seeing my stepmother naked, albeit through the distortion of the shower curtain, I saw enough of her to know what she looked like without her clothes.
'I'll be masturbating over this later,' I thought.
Only masturbating myself was difficult when I didn't have any privacy. If they didn't see me masturbating, they'd surely hear me stroking my cock. Picking my time and place, I had to be quick and silent about masturbating myself. The only place the I could masturbate myself without being detected was in the shower.
Then, when I finished peeing, taking my sweet time wiping myself, I made sure that my stepmother saw my naked prick in the way that I saw her naked tits. Giving my stepmother a show of my naked prick, with her turning her head to look again, I knew she could see my cock through the shower curtain in the way that I could see the outline of her naked body. I couldn't wait to masturbate later over seeing my naked stepmother and her seeing my naked prick.
Tempted to strip myself naked and step in the shower with her, I wondered what she'd say and/or do if I did. Only, not wanting to ruin a good thing by prematurely making a sexual pass at my stepmother, I decided to wait until the time was right. I didn't want to frighten her. I didn't want her to find another place to live. Besides with her sleeping with me in my bed, half the battle of me having sex with her was already over. No doubt, I'd have my chance to have sex with her soon.



Hoping that I'd catch her by surprised for her to show me something that I shouldn't see of her beautiful, naked body, I flushed the toilet. As soon as I flushed the toilet, I heard her scream. Unable to move far enough away from the scalding hot water, she unintentionally opened the shower curtain enough for me to see much of her naked body.
"Michael! I asked you not to flush," she screamed popping her head out of the shower curtain.
When she opened the shower curtain enough to pop her head out, she inadvertently flashed me her naked body for a quick second.
'I saw my stepmother naked. I can't believe I saw my stepmother naked,' I thought.
# # #
After spying on my stepmother in the shower and deliberately exposing myself to her, I tried the same thing with my mother-in-law. Surely, if it worked for one, it would work for the other. As I was with my stepmother, I was with my mother-in-law. I was as nervous as I was sexually excited that I not only was about to spy on her while she was in the shower but also, I was about to expose my naked cock to her.
Just as I couldn't wait to see my mother-in-law's huge breasts, I couldn't wait for her to see my naked prick. I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away. Hopefully, by flashing her my naked prick, this was the start of a beautiful thing. In the way that my stepmother turned her head to look at my naked prick through the shower curtain, I wondered if my mother-in-law would turn her head to look at me, too.
"I have to pee," I said to my mother-in-law the next day when she was in the shower.
As I did with my stepmother, I did with my mother-in-law. I said that I had to pee loud enough for her to hear over the running water. Filled with sexual anticipation, I couldn't wait to see if she'd look at my naked prick in the way that I'd be staring at her naked breasts. I hoped what worked with my stepmother would work with my mother-in-law. As soon as I neared the bathroom, I saw her naked form through the somewhat clear shower curtain.
In the way that I saw my stepmother's, albeit distorted, naked, D cup breasts, I saw my mother-in-law's albeit distorted, huge, naked, double D cup breasts. With me sexually attracted to older, big breasted women, I was happy that they both had big tits. I was as sexually excited to see my mother-in-law naked as I was sexually excited to see my stepmother naked and as much as I was sexually excited for them both to see my naked prick.
I only wish that the shower curtain was of better quality and distortion free. Yet, even through the distortion of the shower curtain, I'd still had somewhat of a clear view of her naked body and her huge breasts. I could definitely tell what my mother-in-law looked like naked. I could definitely see the huge size and shape of her naked breasts.
"Come in and pee. Just don't flush the toilet," said my mother-in-law.
# # #
Again, instead of standing to pee with my back turned to her, giving her a long, good view of my naked prick, I slowly pulled down my pajama bottoms. In the way that I saw my stepmother turn her head to look at my naked prick, I saw my mother-in-law turn her head to look at my naked cock. They were both as interested in seeing my naked prick as much as I was sexually interested in seeing their naked tits. Seemingly, seeing their naked breasts was a fair trade for me as it was seeing my naked cock for them.
Sexually exciting enough, when I pulled down my pajama bottoms, making sure she got a good, long look of my flaccid cock, I took my time before sitting on the toilet. I sat on the toilet while ogling my mother-in-law's naked body through the somewhat, clear shower curtain. The first time seeing Mary's naked breasts, albeit through the shower curtain, I saw enough of her to know what she looked like without her clothes.
Then, when I finished peeing, as I did with my stepmother, taking my time wiping myself, I made sure she saw my naked prick in the way that I saw her naked tits. Giving my mother-in-law a show of my naked prick, I saw her turn her head again to stare at me. Seemingly, my wife's mother liked my naked prick as much as I loved her naked tits.
Again, as soon as I stood, I saw her turn her head to ogle my naked cock in the way that I ogled her naked breasts. The first time exposing my naked cock to my mother-in-law, I couldn't believe that she turned her head to look at me in the way that my stepmother had turned her head to look at me. I had the urge to masturbate in front of her. Only, in the way that I didn't want to prematurely ruin things with my stepmother, I didn't want to prematurely ruin things by rushing things with my mother-in-law.
'She's looking,' I thought. 'I can't believe my mother-in-law looked at my naked prick in the way that my stepmother looked at my naked prick.'
In the way that I could see the immense size and shape of her naked breasts through the clear shower curtain, I knew she could see my naked cock through the clear shower curtain. In the way that I could see the outline of her naked, sexy and shapely body, I knew that she could see the outline of my naked body. Flashing my cock to my mother-in-law for a look at her naked tits, I couldn't wait to masturbate later over seeing her naked. I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing the outline her huge, naked breasts.
Deliberately flushing the toilet, while exposing a quick view of her naked breasts, my stepmother partially pulled back the shower curtain to stick her head out. She nearly jumped out of the shower from the scalding, hot water. When trying not to get burned by the hot water and trying not to flash me her naked breasts, when she poked her head and her upper body out of the shower curtain, she inadvertently exposed her naked tits to me. As my stepmother did, my mother-in-law did. For a quick second, I saw my mother-in-law naked.
# # #
"Jesus, Michael, I asked you not to flush," said Mary.
With the shower curtain getting hung up on outside of the tub, not closing the shower curtain all the way, I could see her leaning forward and her big, naked tits leaning forward with her while she washed her hair. I wondered if she had deliberately exposed her naked breasts to me in the way that I exposed my naked prick to her. I wondered if my mother-in-law was as much of an exhibitionist as I was. Then, when she turned her head to look at me, I wondered if she was as much of a voyeur as I was by turning her head to look at my naked prick.
'I saw my mother-in-law's naked breasts. I can't believe that I saw her huge tits,' I thought.
"Oops, sorry. I forgot," I said stepping closer to the partially opened shower curtain for a longer and better peek of her naked breasts and at the rest of her naked body.
With her unaware that the shower curtain remained partially opened enough for me to see, I stood there while ogling her naked body. I continued standing there for a long minute while she shampooed her hair with her head down and her eyes closed. Only, a few feet away from her naked body, I was tempted to stick my arm through the opening of the shower curtain and cup her naked breast.
With them both having amazingly, beautiful bodies, as I was tempted by my stepmother, I was tempted by my mother-in-law. Tempted to strip myself naked and step in the shower with her, I wondered what she'd say and do if I did. Only, with her sleeping in my bed on the other side of me, not wanting to rush things and ruin things, I figured that I'd be having sex with my mother-in-law one day soon. I figured that in the way that I'd be having sex with my mother-in-law, I'd eventually be having sex with my stepmother, too.
# # #
Never wearing a robe over her sexy nightgowns but always wearing panties underneath her nightgown, my stepmother wore short, sheer, and low-cut nightgowns that my father had bought her when they were together. More modest than my stepmother, my mother-in-law wore housecoats with only panties underneath. When my stepmother wasn't unintentionally flashing me down nightgown views of her naked breasts and up nightgown peaks of her panty clad pussy, my mother-in-law unintentionally flashed me up housecoat views of her bright, white panties. While wishing that I was having forbidden sex with them both, they made me horny.
When I was with my wife, I slept naked. Not wanting to embarrass my stepmother and/or make my mother-in-law feel uncomfortable, I slept with a T-shirt and pajama bottoms but without underwear. Yet, with me horny and sexually frustrated, unable to help myself, I always walked around my condo with an erection that tented my pajama bottoms. I hoped that during the night my erect, naked cock would make a surprised appearance out of my pajama pee hole.
In the way that I stared at the huge impressions of my stepmother's big, naked breasts and her erect nipples through her sheer nightgowns, I stared at the even bigger impressions that my mother-in-law's big, naked breasts made beneath her housecoat. In the way that I stared at what I could see of their braless breasts, they stared at my erect cock that tented my pajama bottoms. I loved flashing them my erection.
Like father like son, I loved big, breasted, older women in the way that he loved big, breasted younger women. Discreetly masturbating myself in the bathroom, I masturbated over all that I saw of my stepmother and all that I saw of my mother-in-law's underwear clad or semi, naked bodies. Sexually teasing one another, they seemingly enjoyed flashing me their nightgown and housecoat clad breasts as much as I enjoyed flashing them my pajama clad cock.
Returning the sexual favor of my exhibitionism with their voyeurism, more than once I caught my stepmother and/or mother-in-law staring at the bulge my erection made when tenting my pajama bottoms. Curious for their sexual reactions, daring myself to remove my erection from my pajama pee hole to prematurely expose myself and flash them my naked prick, thinking better of it, again, I didn't want to prematurely ruin a good thing. With the both of them already sleeping in my bed, I knew that it was only a matter of time before I'd be seeing them naked and having sex with them.
Pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed, I imagined walking in the kitchen with a huge erection protruding from my pajama pee hole while leaning over them to serve them coffee.
'More coffee?' When I imagined them staring down at my naked prick, I pretended being embarrassed. 'Oops, sorry, I didn't know that I was exposed,' I imagined saying with my erect, naked prick staring them in the face.
# # #
With my erect, naked prick so close to their hand and mouth, I imagined them taking me in their hand to stroke me before taking me in their mouth to suck me.
'Blow me,' I thought while imagining my stepmother on her knees with my big prick buried in her beautiful mouth.
'Suck my cock,' I thought while imagining my mother-in-law sitting in her kitchen chair while stroking and sucking my prick.
Alas nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I doubted that my stepmother and/or my mother-in-law would ever have sex with me. I wondered if my stepmother and/or my mother-in-law even sucked cock. Many women from their era didn't give oral sex. Yet, wishing they did, while fondling their naked breasts and fingering their erect nipples, I'd love nothing more than to stare down at my stepmother and/or mother-in-law string up at me with my erect dick buried in their mouths.
In appreciation for allowing them to live with me, I wondered what their reaction would be if I exposed myself to them. I wondered what their reaction would be to seeing my naked, erect prick. Would they look? Would they stare? Or would they look away? Would they take me in their hands to stroke me? Would they take me in their mouths to suck me? Would they take me in their pussies to fuck me? I didn't know.
Wishing they both would do all of the above, I could only imagine. I had no idea if they'd ever have sex with me in the way that I loved to have sex with them. Only, with me sleeping with them in my bed, I had to think of a way how I could sexually seduce them without looking like a pervert.
Tits for cock, returning my sexual exhibitionism for the hope of their voyeurism, I wondered if they'd show me their naked breasts if I showed them my naked prick. Just once, I'd love to see my stepmother's naked breasts. Just once, I'd love to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck her big tits.
Just once I'd love to see my mother-in-law's huge, naked breasts. Just once, I'd love to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck my mother-in-law's huge tits. Maybe while sleeping with them in my bed, at the very least, once they were sleeping, perhaps, I could touch, feel, and fondle their nearly naked bodies in all the places where I should never touch and feel their naked bodies.
# # #
Instead, of exposing myself to them, seeing how far I'd get during the night, with my stepmother sleeping on one side of me and my mother-in-law sleeping on the other side of me, I slept in the middle. With her always cold and shivering, I took a chance and rolled over to my stepmother. Making sure that she was asleep, I hugged her while holding her and spooning her.
During the night, with her tossing and turning, her nightgown was always hiked up to her waist. When she was sleeping, stealthily, I'd reach my horny hand down to rest it on the side of my stepmother's exposed, white panties. I couldn't believe that I was touching and feeling my stepmother's nearly naked ass through her panties. Instead of only fondling her ass through her panties, I wished that I could cup her panty clad pussy. Yet, afraid of awakening her, I didn't dare touch her where a stepson should never touch his stepmother.
With my erect, pajama clad cock positioned against her nightgown and panty clad ass, I was sexually satisfied enough just to hold her, spoon her, and hug her during the night. When she didn't push my hand away, I continued resting my horny hand on the side of her panty clad ass while stealthily feeling her panty clad ass. Then, when she moved away from me during the night, I rolled over to my mother-in-law.
With her tossing and turning, too, her housecoat was always hiked up to her waist, also. In the way that I rested my horny hand on my stepmother's panty clad ass while feeling her ass, I enjoyed resting my hand on the side of my mother-in-law's exposed panties while my erection was pinned against her ass. Not daring to move, while waiting for the right opportunity, I didn't want to ruin things by humping my stepmother and/or humping my mother-in-law.
After sleeping like that for several nights, during the night, I found the courage to wrap my arm around my stepmother and cup her big, nearly naked breast through her nightgown. Not moving away nor slapping my hand away, while careful not to touch her nipple, she seemed to enjoy me holding her nearly, naked breast through her nightgown while she slept. Then, rolling over the other way, again, while careful not to touch her nipple, it sexually excited me to hold my mother-in-law's huge, naked breast through the unbuttoned opening of her housecoat. Awash in breast heaven, they both had such big tits.
# # #
Returning the sexual favor, during the night, when my erect, naked cock finally made a surprise appearance from out of my pajama pee hole, instead of stuffing it back in my pajamas, I left myself exposed. I pretended that I was unaware that my naked cock was sticking out of my pajama pee hole. I hoped that during the night my stepmother and/or my mother-in-law would touch my naked prick.
Then, sometime during the night, I felt my stepmother's hand brush by my hard, naked prick. As if she was dreaming of my naked prick, I felt her manicured fingers gently trace the size and the length of my stiff prick in her sleep. Then, I felt her fingertips briefly fondle the head of my naked cock.
'I can't believe my stepmother touched my prick. I can't believe she fondled the head of my cock with her fingertips,' I thought while becoming even more sexually excited. 'This was my stepmother and not some whore,' I thought.
Having masturbated over her while imagining her naked and having forbidden sex with me, she was the women that I've been sexually attracted to for years. Then, when turning the other way, perhaps to see how big I was and how hard I was, I was sexually excited to find my mother-in-law's hand brush by my hard, naked prick, too. In the way that my stepmother did, my mother-in-law did, too.
When her hand brushed by my naked, cock, I felt her fingers trace the size and the length of my engorged prick before fondling the head of my stiff prick with her fingertips. Clearly, just as I was horny and sexually frustrated, I surmised that my stepmother and my mother-in-law were horny and sexually frustrated, too. Now, that they both knew how big I was, I hoped they take me in their hand before taking me in their mouths and/or in their pussies.
# # #
Not wanting to make the first, sexual move, knowing that they both enjoyed drinking wine, I bought a case of assorted wines. Every night while watching movies, we'd cuddled on the couch while drinking wine. With not taking very much wine to get them both tipsy and in the mood, I knew that eventually, we'd be having sex.
With my stepmother in her nightgown, my mother-in-law in her housecoat, and me in my pajama bottoms without underwear, I hoped they'd sexually touch me in the way that I wanted to sexually touch them. While engrossed watching the movie, my stepmother leaned on one side of me with her hand at the top of my thigh inches away from my throbbing, erect, pajama clad prick. With her nightgown top opening with her, I could clearly see her cleavage and much of her naked breasts and erect nipples down her nightgown top.
My mother-in-law leaned on the other side of me with her hand at the top of my other thigh inches away from my pulsating erect, pajama clad cock. With the top two buttons of her housecoat unbuttoned, when she leaned into me, in the way that I could see my stepmother's naked tits down her nightgown top, I could clearly see my mother-in-law's naked tits down her partially unbuttoned housecoat top. In the way that I wanted to stick my horny hand down my stepmother's nightgown top, I wanted to bury my hand down my mother-in-law's open housecoat.
I couldn't help but wonder if they had deliberately exposed their naked tits to me in the way that I wanted to expose my naked cock to them. With my right arm around my stepmother and my hand in contact with the side of her nearly naked breast, my left arm was around my mother-in-law with my hand in contact with the side of her nearly, naked breast. Hoping that they'd notice my throbbing and pulsating cock and reach out to touch me, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my erect prick through my pajama bottoms. Then, surprising me, I finally felt them touch me.
I felt my stepmother subtly touch the side of my erect prick through my pajama bottoms with her manicured fingertips. My mother-in-law was next to stealthily touch the side of my erect prick through my pajama bottoms with her manicured fingertips. Returning the sexual favor of them briefly touching my cock, I reached my hand out more to cup my stepmother's naked breast through her nightgown while touching her erect nipple with my fingertips. Doing the same to my mother-in-law, I slipped my hand inside of her partially, unbuttoned housecoat to cup her naked breast while touching her erect nipple with my fingertips.
Afraid to touch and feel them more than that, that was the extent of our foreplay. Yet, with neither one of them stopping me or rebuking me from touching them and feeling them, I continued stealthily feeling their naked breasts while we drank wine and watched movies. I couldn't believe they allowed me to touch and feel their naked tits.



'I'll be masturbating over touching and feeling their naked breasts for the rest of my horny life,' I thought.
Even more sexually exciting than feeling their naked breasts on the sofa, they both traced my cock with their fingertips in their sleep. Clearly, they were both as horny as I was sexually excited. I only wished they do the same while we were watching movies. I'd love for them to put their hands on my erect, naked prick that tented my pajama bottoms. I'd love for both of them to stroke me while sucking me. I'd not only love to cum in my stepmother's mouth, I'd love to cum in my mother-in-law's mouth, too.
# # #
The next night, doing it all over again with the wine and the sexually inappropriate touching, as soon as they had a couple glasses of wine, I made my inappropriate, sexual move. Instead of merely throbbing and pulsating my cock, taking her hand by her wrist, I moved my stepmother's hand and placed it on my erect prick. Instead of moving her hand away, sexually surprising me, she left it there. Then, I did the same to my mother-in-law.
When my stepmother got up to pee, I took my mother-in-law's hand and placed it on top of my erect prick. While continuing to watch the movie, with them not moving their hands away, they both touched, felt, and fondled my erect prick through my pajama bottoms while I continued touching and feeling their tits. Never have I been as sexually excited as I was now.
This time, instead of feeling the side of my stepmother's breast, I stuck my horny hand down the top of her nightgown. I touched, felt, and fondled both of her naked tits. Not stopping me, she allowed me to finger her erect nipples. She squirmed when I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. This time, I removed my erect prick from my pajama pee hole. Allowing them to touch, feel, and fondle my naked cock, first my stepmother's hand and then my mother-in-law's hand, I moved their hands on top of my naked cock.
When my stepmother wrapped her fingers around my naked prick and slowly stroked me, taking a chance that she'd return my kiss with her kiss, I kissed her. I kissed my stepmother. Daring myself to do so, I couldn't believe that I had the courage to kiss my stepmother. Instead of pulling away, she parted my lips with her tongue while continuing to make out with me.
I did the same to my mother-in-law. Instead of feeling the side of her breast, I stuck my horny hand inside of her partially unbuttoned housecoat and fondled her huge, naked breasts. With her not stopping me, I continued touching, feeling, and fondling her huge, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Then, again, taking a chance that she wouldn't slap my face, instead, I hoped she'd return my kiss. In the way that I kissed my stepmother, I kissed my mother-in-law. Instead of pulling away and/or slapping my face, she parted my lips with her tongue while continuing to make out with me. I couldn't believe that I felt both of their naked tits while French kissing them. For the time being, again, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, taking things slow, that was the extend of our foreplay.
# # #
With the three of us afraid to make the first, sexual move, it wasn't until my stepmother's 45th birthday that we all finally had forbidden sex. My mother-in-law took my stepmother to a woman only strip club for the birthday. Ready for me to make my sexual move not only on my stepmother but also on my mother-in-law, they arrived home in a cab at 2 in the morning drunk and horny.
As soon as they entered my condo, as if I was one of the strippers, with them as drunk as they were horny, they were all over me. Kissing me, touching, and feeling me everywhere that a stepmother should never touch and feel her stepson and a mother-in-law should never touch and feel her son-in-law. I poured them each a glass of wine while they told me all about that happened in the strip club.
"A stripper stood behind Christine while holding a big, bath towel behind her head. Then when she leaned forward, she took his stiff prick in her hand before taking him in her mouth. I couldn't believe she was blowing him," said my mother-in-law. "She stroked the stripper's prick while sucking his cock. He pulled away before ejaculating in her mouth. I guess they aren't supposed to cum in customer's mouth," she said with disappointment shrug and a dirty laugh.
Christine laughed, too.
"Wait one second. I'm not the only whore here," said my stepmother with a laugh while slurring her words. "A stripper stuck his hand down Mary's top and inside of her bra to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. Then, just before pulling his hand out, he lifted her top and her bra to her shoulders. He exposed her naked breasts to everyone."
I looked at my mother-law before looking down at her blouse and bra clad breasts.
"Weren't you embarrassed," I asked her?
She laughed.
"Embarrassed," said Mary with a shrug? "I was too drunk to be embarrassed. I was having fun. It sexually excited me for him to expose my naked breasts," she said while touching and feeling her big, bra clad breasts.
Christine laughed.
"I couldn't believe that he exposed her naked breasts to everyone. That's not all. When he pulled is hand out of her bra, she leaned forward and took him in her hand before taking him in her mouth," said Christine. "With me not the only cocksucking whore here, your sweet mother-in-law sucked his cock while stroking his prick," said my stepmother with another laugh.
'Glad that I now knew that they were both cocksuckers, with them both primed to have forbidden sex with me, without doubt, I'll be getting lucky tonight,' I thought.
# # #
Taking a chance that she would, I asked my drunken mother-in-law what I hoped she'd do.
"Show me your tits, Mary. I want to see them," I said while staring down at her double D cup breasts. "If you show me your tits, I'll show you my naked prick. In the way that you sucked the stripper, I'd love for you to suck me too," I said taking a chance that my mother-in-law would blow me in the way that she blew the stripper.
While knowing that my mother-in-law would never show me her naked breasts nor blow me, I hoped that she would. I hoped that she was drunk enough and horny enough to allow me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked body, especially with her huge, naked breasts. In the way that I'd love to see and fondle her naked breasts, I'd love her to see, fondle, and suck my naked prick.
Not taking a second to think about it, surprising me and sexually shocking me, my mother-in-law lifted her blouse and her bra up to her shoulders while staring up at me. As if wanting to see what I was seeing, she looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me. I couldn't believe my wife's mother showed me her huge, naked breasts.
Unable to control myself, instead of just merely looking, staring, and ogling her big tits, I suck out my hand and felt her tits and fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples. Then, with her not stopping me, I leaned forward to take her nipples in my mouth to suck them. Never have I touched, felt, fondled, and sucked such big breasts.
"You have such enormous breasts. I love your big tits, Mary," I said while continuing to stare at and feel my mother-in-law's breasts as if I had never seen and/or felt naked breasts before.
Then, I turned to my stepmother. Hoping she would while thinking that she wouldn't, I asked her the same question that I asked my mother-in-law.
"Show me your tits," I said to my stepmother. "I want to see your big, naked breasts."
In the way that my mother-in-law showed me her naked breasts, again, surprising me and sexually shocking me, my stepmother lifted her shirt and her bra. She showed me her naked breasts, too. Perhaps, because they were both drunk and horny was the reason why they exposed themselves to me. Nonetheless the reason, finally, I not only saw and felt my mother-in-law's naked breasts, but also, I felt and saw my stepmother's naked breasts.
Having my wicked, sexual way with my stepmother's tits in the way that I had my wicked, sexual way with my mother-in-law's breasts, she allowed me to touch them, feel them, fondle them while sucking her nipples.
A happy man, even if I never have sex with them, I'll remember the night that they not only exposed their naked tits to me but also allowed me to touch their tits, feel their tits, fondle their tits, and suck their nipples.
# # #
"Your turn," said my mother-in-law while sexually surprising me. "Show me your naked prick. I want to see it."
I stood and pulled my pajama bottoms down to my ankles. I turned to face my mother-in-law before turning to face my stepmother. They both reached out their hands to touch me. They both leaned forward to take me in their mouths to suck me. First one and then the other, I couldn't believe my mother-in-law and my stepmother sucked my cock.
# # #
Something that I had never done before with my stepmother and mother-in-law sharing my bed, after I saw their naked breasts and after they both blew me, I went to bed naked. My stepmother wore the sexiest and sheerest nightgown but this time, without panties. My mother-in-law wore her housecoat but with the top three buttons unbuttoned. She wasn't wearing panties either. Sexually surprising them, I waited for them to climb in bed before I entered the bedroom naked.
"Someone has an erection," said my stepmother.
My stepmother stared down at my naked, erect cock before staring up at me.
"I can take care of that for you," said my mother-in-law sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips. "I'd love for you to cum in my mouth, Michael," she said.
My stepmother looked up at me and laughed.
"Save some cum for me," she said. "I'd love for you to not only cum in my mouth but also in my pussy, too."
My mother-in-law laughed.
"I'd love for you to give me a cum bath," she said while revealing the whore that I never knew she was.
As soon as I climbed in bed between them, while staring up at me, my mother-in-law took my erect prick in her hand and started slowly stroking me while kissing me, French kissing me. Surprising me and sexually exciting me, my stepmother slid down the bed to take me in her mouth. With my mother-in-law giving me a hand job, my stepmother was giving me a blowjob. I never thought that I'd be having sex with them both at the same time.
Then, not done there, again, sexually shocking me, when my stepmother appeared from under the covers from sucking my cock, Christine and Mary kissed one another. Mary parted Christine's lips and French kissed her while Christine cupped Mary's naked pussy beneath her housecoat and masturbated her. Then, returning their sexual attention back to me, while my stepmother continued blowing me, my mother-in-law moved up the bed. She spread her legs and lowered her naked pussy to my mouth. I ate my mother-in-law's pussy while my stepmother continued blowing me.
As soon as I gave my mother-in-law a sexual orgasm with my mouth and fingers, switching off, I ate my stepmother's pussy while my mother-in-law stroked my cock and sucked my prick. Then, I gave my stepmother a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my mouth. From that moment forward, every morning and every night, when I wasn't having sex with my stepmother, I was having sex with my mother-in-law. Sometimes, fucking them hard and fast enough to give them sexual orgasms with my cock, the three of us had group sex together.
THE END
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My Mother-in-law was a Stripper
And a prostitute, too.
Brian finally has sex with his future, MILF of a mother-in-law, Aileen.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story that 30-year-old, Brian asked me to write about him having sex with his sexy future mother-in-law, Aileen.
# # #
I'm not ashamed to admit that from the first day that I met them, I've always been sexually attracted to my 48-year-old, future mother-in-law, Aileen and her 45-year-old sister, Kathleen. With them both tall, beautiful, and shapely, Irish redheads, I'm sexually attracted to older women. Maybe it's their beautiful, lush, long, red hair but I can't help myself. I love redheaded women.
Perhaps, because I never knew my mother, she died in childbirth, is the reason why I sexually lust over older women. Unable to stop myself, with Aileen and her sister my favorite masturbation scenarios, I'm always masturbating over imagining seeing my future MILF of a mother-in-law and her MILF of a sister naked and having sex with them. Seeing them naked and having sex with them are my sexual fantasies come true. If ever you met them, you'd understand why I'm so sexually attracted to them.
"Who was that Brian was talking to? They are the most beautiful and sexy women I've ever seen," said Ryan, to Murphy, Sean, and Conner, Brian's best friends.
Murphy nodded his head.
"That's Aileen, Maureen's mother, Brian's future mother-in-law. The other woman is Aileen's sister, Kathleen, Maureen's aunt. They're beautiful. I'd love to bang them both," said Murphy.
# # #
Unable to sexually control myself, I masturbate over Aileen and her sister while imagining them naked and having sex with me. I've always imagined fondling their huge, naked, milkmaid breasts and fingering their erect nipples. Taking my time with them, I enjoy their company whenever talking to them.
Yet, every time I talk to them, I imagine making out with them. I imagine touching and feeling them through their clothes. Then, I imagine slowly stripping them naked. I imagine feeling their naked breasts, squeezing their naked ass, and fingering their naked pussies before mounting them, fucking them, and having my imagined wicked, sexual way with their naked bodies.
Whenever I'm with my future mother-in-law and her sister, especially when my fiancée isn't around, with them deliberately, sexually teasing me, I imagined them not sitting like ladies. With their knees deliberately parted enough for me to see, I imagined them flashing me their white panties. I imagined them leaning in front of me longer and lower than necessary to show me their bra clad breasts and their long lines of sexy cleavage.
While I imagined being alone with them, I stroked himself faster and harder while imagining having consensual sex with my fiancée's mother and her sexy sister. I imagined them wanting to have sex with me as much as I want to have sex with them. I imagined reaching down Aileen's blouse to feel her big breasts through her bra. I imagined reaching beneath Kathleen's short skirt to cup her panty clad pussy.
I've always imagined then on their knees and taking me in her hands and staring up at me while stroking my cock to a harder erection. I've always imagined them taking me in her mouths and blowing me. Then, after cumming in her mouths, as soon as they stand, I imagined pushing them back on the bed, mounting them, and fucking them. I'd love nothing more than to fuck Maureen's mother and aunt.
Wishing that it was more than just a masturbation fantasy, it all seemed so real. This is one masturbation fantasy that I hope comes true. Yet, picking up on something, why am I so sexually attracted to my future mother-in-law and her sister? It doesn't make any sense to be sexually preoccupied with Maureen's mother and aunt when I have beautiful fiancée who'd have sex with me anytime and anywhere.
# # #
'Oh, my God, I just fucked my fiancée's mother, Aileen,' I thought while imagining fucking my future mother-in-law and stroking myself faster. 'I just had forbidden sex with her sister, Kathleen,' I thought while imagining fucking her sister and stroking myself harder. 'I never thought that I'd have sex with either one of them, but imagining having a sexual threesome, I imagined having sex with my fiancée, and her mother both at the same time.'
I briefly stopped stroking my cock to allow my masturbation fantasy to continue to play out in my mind. I imagined kissing Maureen's mother, French kissing her while touching and feeling Aileen everywhere through her clothes. I imagined what my future mother-in-law would look like in her bra. I imagined feeling her huge breasts through her big, white brassiere before removing her bra. I imagined seeing my MILF of a future mother-in-law topless.
'Feel my tits. Suck my nipples. Fuck me, Brian,' I imagined Aileen saying.
Clearly, I imagined her being just as horny as I am. I imagined her wanting me to touch, feel, and suck her naked breasts as much as I wanted to touch, feel, and suck her naked breasts. I imagined she wanted me to fuck her as much as I wanted to fuck her.
'Make me cum. I need to cum,' said Aileen staring up at me with sexual arousal.
I imagined Maureen's mother standing before me topless. I imagined my fiancée's mother willingly and consensually allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her huge, naked breasts. Then, going from one to the other, I imagined slowly undressing Kathleen and stripping her naked, too.
'Finger my pussy. Rub my clit. Fingerfuck me, Brian. Masturbate me. Give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers. I need to cum, Brian. Make me cum,' I imagined my fiancée's aunt saying.
# # #
With me sexually lusting over seeing Aileen's huge, naked tits that are always nearly falling out of her nightgown top, my favorite masturbation plot was this. With her never wearing a robe over her low-cut, short, sheer, and sexy nightgowns, showing lots of cleavage that stopped short of exposing her erect nipples, I imagined that I had stayed overnight and slept in my fiancée, Maureen's, bedroom. With her still asleep, and with me an early riser, when I heard and smelled coffee brewing, I thought I'd go downstairs for a cup of coffee, something to eat, and to see what my future mother-in-law was doing.
With us getting along well together, I enjoyed talking to Aileen when my fiancée wasn't around. Other than what I could see of her huge, nearly naked breasts, there was something about her that made me horny. She was so pretty. She was so sexy.
I enjoyed having coffee with her while staring at whatever I could see of her huge, nearly naked breasts. There's something about a big breasted, older woman that puts me sexually in the mood. Unable to help myself, I love beautiful, older women with big tits.
# # #
That's where my sexual, masturbation fantasy began. Every morning and every night, I masturbate over imagining seeing my fiancée's mother topless. Touching them, feeling them, and sucking them, I imagine Aileen consensually allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her huge, naked breasts.
As soon as I see her with her back turned to me, I imagined coming up behind her when she's standing at the kitchen sink rinsing her breakfast dishes. As soon as I see her in her sheer and sexy nightgown, I imagine pressing my hard cock against her round, firm ass while reaching around her to grab two handfuls of her double D, cup breasts. I imagined touching her and feeling her everywhere through her sexy nightgown where I should never touch and feel my fiancée's mother.
I move her long, red hair back from the side of her face to kiss her neck and snuggle up against her as if I'm spooning her in bed. When she doesn't slap my horny hand away and/or turn to scold me for sexually, inappropriately touching her and feeling her, I imagine reaching around her to cup her nightgown clad breasts in my horny hands.
'Oh, my God. She has such big tits. They are as firm as they are soft. I love her tits,' I thought while continuing to grope my fiancée's mother.
Continuing to feel her huge breasts, I finger her erect nipples. Encouraged by her assumed, sexual complacency, I continue to masturbate myself over imagining having my wicked, sexual way with my future mother-in-law's huge tits. Wishing it was more than just a masturbation fantasy, I'd give anything to feel Aileen's nightgown clad breasts.
I continue stroking myself faster and harder while imagining lifting the back of her short nightgown to feel her exposed, naked ass. With her having an ass much like her daughter's ass and her sister's ass, they all have beautiful asses. Aside from her daughter's and her sister's asses, Aileen has the best ass I've ever imagined touching, feeling, fondling, and seeing. I love Aileen's round, firm ass as much as I love her huge breasts.
When she still doesn't stop me from lifting the back of her nightgown, I expose her naked ass to my horny eyes. I continue having my wicked, sexual way with my future mother-in-law's beautiful body. Not stopping with exposing her naked ass, I imagine reaching around her to lift the front of her nightgown to expose her naked pussy.
I imagine cupping her red, naked, bushy pussy in the palm of my horny hand. Then, when she still doesn't stop me, scold, or admonish me for cupping her naked pussy in my hand, I continue sexually violating my future mother-in-law. I trace her pussy slit with my finger.
With her still not stopping me, willingly and consensually allowing me to have my wicked sexual way with her naked pussy, I imagined parting her pussy lips and masturbating her. I imagine rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. I imagine masturbating my fiancée's mother.
After she allowed me to have my way with her huge breasts through her nightgown, albeit, even though it's just my imagined, masturbation fantasy, I can't believe that she allowed me to masturbate her. Going where no son-in-law should go with his future mother-in-law, I imagine rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. I imagine giving Aileen a sexual orgasm with my fingers.
'Brian. Oh, my God Brian. What are you doing,' I imagined her saying while turning her head to look at me? 'I'm your fiancée's mother, you shouldn't be touching me in such a sexually forbidden way.'
Then, telling me that she wanted me to continue instead of wanting me to stop, I imagined her saying the magic words.
'If you continue masturbating me, you're going to make me cum,' she said turning her pretty head to look at me again.
Putting out her arms and placing her hands tightly on the edge of the sink, I felt her brace herself against the kitchen sink while parting her shapely thighs. Clearly, she wanted me to masturbate her. Obviously, she wanted me to make her cum.
Stunned, even though it was nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, I couldn't believe after feeling her huge breast through her nightgown, she allowed me to lift the back of her nightgown to feel her naked ass. Not making a move to stop me, I couldn't believe she allowed me to reach around her to lift the front of her nightgown. I couldn't believe she allowed me to have my wicked, sexual with her naked pussy. I couldn't believe that my fiancée's mother allowed me to masturbate her.
'Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking my pussy. I'm cumming, Brian. I'm cumming,' I imagined my fiancée's mother saying while having a sexual orgasm from me rubbing her clit, finger fucking her pussy, and masturbating her.
As soon as she was wet enough, I imagined pulling out my stiff prick. With a hand to the back of her red, pretty head, I imagined bending her forward and fucking her. I imagined fucking my wife's mother, my future mother-in-law. I imagined fucking Aileen hard enough and fast enough to give her another sexual orgasm, this time with my cock.
While her daughter slept upstairs, I imagined Aileen blowing me and me cumming in her mouth. I imagined her fucking me and me cumming in her pussy. Then, while continuing to stroke my cock faster and harder, I imagined having sex with her MILF of a sister, too.
Alas, with me cumming all over my hand and all over my stomach, instead of having forbidden sex with Maureen's mother and her aunt, that's where my masturbation fantasy ended. I never got further than that. A one-sided, sexual affair, I always wished my sexual fantasy continued. I'd love to know how my masturbation fantasy ended after I stripped Aileen naked and had my wicked way with her beautiful, naked body before having sex with her sexy sister, too.
# # #
Unbeknownst to me, something I never could have imagined, back in her day, my future mother-in-law, Aileen, and her sister, Kathy, were strippers, prostitutes, and whores. Who knew? Something that I never would have imagined, I had no idea.
Unless I discovered photos of them naked at a strip club and having sex with a variety of men in the VIP room, there was no way to tell what they did in their past lives nearly, twenty-years ago. Only, taking photos weren't allowed in a strip club and especially not in the VIP room. Yet, it was sexually exciting to know that my MILF of a mother-in-law, Aileen, and her sexy sister, Kathleen, slowly stripped off her clothes while dancing around a pole to music. It was sexually exciting imagining my future mother-in-law and her sister having paid sex in the VIP room.
Now, that I think about it, who wouldn't want a mother-in-law who once was a stripper and a prostitute? With her no longer having a man in her life, after I married her daughter, I thought about all of the sexy fun that I could have with my whore of a mother-law and/or with her prostitute of a sister. I masturbated over touching them, feeling them, kissing them, making out with them, spying on them, exposing myself to them, masturbating in front of then, stripping them naked, and maybe even having forbidden, deep penetrating sex with them.
'It's okay. My wife gave me her blessing to have sex with her mother and her aunt. They are my mother-in-law and her sister,' I thought as my excuse to have forbidden sex with them. 'Moreover, they are ex-whores, strippers, and prostitutes. No doubt, they both want to have sex with me as much as I want to have sex with them.'
With them once strippers, prostitutes, and whores, I imagined that Aileen and her sister would allow me to willingly and consensually sexually do anything that I wanted to do to her nightgown clad and/or her naked body. Yet, even though what she once was in her past, once a whore always a whore. With a leopard unable to change her spots, no doubt, they are still whores. No doubt, as much as I'm sexually attracted to my future mother-in-law and her sister, with them unable to resist my good looks and muscular body, they're both as sexually attracted to me as I am to them.
'Yet, forget about her sister, my future mother-in-law is the one that I really want. I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes before slowly stripping her naked. I'd love to have forbidden sex with her. Without my fiancée ever knowing that her mother is my whore, and that we're having forbidden sex, I'd love to make her my personal slut and my sexual slave.'
Now that she once willingly and consensually removed her clothes, and embraced the Devil in her life of paid sex, I imagined she'd willingly and consensually do it again for the right amount of money. Tempted once, no doubt, she could be tempted again. Harder to have paid sex the first time but what's stopping her from having paid sex again?
Without my finance needing to know, I'd willingly pay whatever my future stepmother wanted for me to have sex with her. My masturbation, sexual fantasy come true, I'd love to have sex with my wife's mother. Maybe with me soon to be in the family, giving me the family discount, she'd have sex with me at a discounted rate or even for free.
I can't stop thinking of having sex with my future mother-in-law, Aileen. For that matter, I can't stop thinking about having sex with her sister, Kathleen. I can't stop thinking about having sex with both of them at the same time. How hot would that be to have consensual sex with two, beautiful, older women?
# # #
There is nothing more sexually exciting than discovering that my MILF of a future mother-in-law and her sexy sister were once strippers, prostitutes, and all-around whores. How hot is that to discover that information about their sordid, sexual pasts? If I had never imagined having sex with my fiancée's mother and her sister before, I definitely wanted to have sex with them now.
Always thinking better of them, thinking that they were modestly moral, church going women, I had no idea that my future mother-in-law and her sister were both cocksucking whores. With neither one of them having men in their lives, now I knew how they earned enough money to buy a house and always have a new car. Careful with the money they earned, investing it wisely instead of spending it foolishly, they sold sex for money and earned money for sex.
Now that I knew what they were, with their big tits and shapely asses, indeed, even now, while watching what they eat and exercising, they both have the shapely and sexy bodies of high-priced strippers. With me not as sexually savvy as I thought I was, what should have been obvious to me, wasn't. Now that I know what they used to do for a living to earn money, it made sense that they sold their hands, their mouths, their asses, their pussies, and their naked bodies for sex. With their pretty faces and tall stature, they could have been models.
Yet, with everything all about sex, I don't kid myself, sex sells. Freely having consensual sex to advance their modeling careers, most models are whores. I know because I once worked for a famous modeling agency in Boston. Whenever they had a cat call, there'd be more than 100 models talking about haircare and skincare products, and sex.
Come to think of it, many women, perhaps, even their sweet mothers and/or their beloved grandmothers, may have been whores once upon a time. With them only having their fading beauty and their shapely bodies to attract men before becoming fat from birthing babies, many women would willingly and consensually do anything for money, even have paid sex. Something easy for them to do, they'd even sell their bodies for money.
While acting modestly shy, allowing men to photograph them in all manner of undress, women who are desperate for money, at the very least, would pose naked for money. While acting like the virgins that they once were but are not now, allowing men to have sex with them, many women would fuck and suck any man for money. I'm no sucker, most men believe that men are better than women and more superior to them. Taking sexual advantage of men, wrapping men around their money grubbing fingers, many women are conniving whores willing to do anything for a buck.
Many women have gotten the better of men by tempting men with their sexy and shapely bodies and with the promise of sex. Yet, to get where they are, many famous women have had sexually, sordid pasts. It's common knowledge that Nancy Reagan, President Ronald Reagan's wife, was the Hollywood, blowjob queen. She willingly and consensually put on her knee pads, moved to her boney knees, and blew powerful men to get acting rolls.
"Blow me, Nancy, and I'll make you a star. I'll give you the lead, acting role in my next major, motion picture," said her director in his trailer on the MGM back lot.
Obediently obeying him, Nancy signed a contract to be the star in his next major, motion picture. Then, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Just let me put on my knee pads," said Nancy Davis, her maiden name before she married Ronald Reagan.



As if she was laying floor tiles instead of sucking a cock, she pulled out her knee pads from her pocketbook. Never without them, as soon as she put her knee pads on her knees, she moved to her knees. She stared up at him while smiling. She unzipped his pants, pulled out his erect cock, and stroked him before taking him in her mouth.
# # #
Tell me that Oprah Winfrey and her lifelong best friend, Gayle King, aren't lesbians. With Stedman just a paid imposter and an escort for public appearances, they think that men are stupid to believe that one. How dare they?
Moreover, if you Google Oprah topless and naked, her topless and naked photos are pasted all over the Internet. Granted some photos are fake but others are real enough to me. Now that she's no longer doing her show and no longer needs the approval of public opinion, I could see Oprah wanting to flash her big, naked breasts.
Even beloved Vanna White, who we all loved watching on the Wheel of Fortune, has naked photos of her all over the Internet. Many women don't make it as an actress or as a celebrity unless they're willing to strip off their clothes and be photographed having sex with famous and powerful men. Go ahead and do a Google search of any famous woman. Type in the name of any celebrity woman or actress naked and chances are you'll find dozens of photos of her without her clothes.
How do you think Bo Derek got the roll in Ten? Granted, back then, she definitely was a ten but look who she was married to at the time. She sucked and fucked John Derek and before him, no doubt, she had sex with director Blake Edwards to help make her career.
With so very many other women who were a ten, with her having lots of competition, chances are that she had sex with him to get the part. Men don't give anything to women for free unless they get what they sexually want in return. Women don't have to be a prostitute to have sex for money. Most women already do.
The same is true of Shaina Twain. There are naked photos of her all over the Internet. Knowing full well what she was doing to deliberately expose herself, with whatever low-cut outfit she wore, as soon as she raised her arms, she always flashed her naked tits and erect nipples while making it look like an accident.
She owed her career to her ex-husband, record producer and songwriter, Mutt Lange. Think about it, when Shaina could have had married any man in the world, why would she marry such an average looking man as Mutt Lange? Her marrying Mutt Lange wasn't about love. It was about money and power, otherwise, if their relationship was more about love, they still would have been married.
Sex, sex, sex and money, money, money, many celebrity women are all about sex and money. Seemingly, celebrity women are no better than strippers, prostitutes, and whores. Truth be told, many celebrity women are, indeed, whores to have sex for money.
The Kardashians wouldn't have their successful, business empire unless they were willing to strip off their clothes and be photographed naked while having sex. They all have sex tapes. I dare you to name any celebrity woman who doesn't have nude photographs of her having sex with powerful and controlling men. I dare you to think of any celebrity woman who doesn't fit that mold.
With many beautiful women with sexy bodies fitting that category, if they had high hopes of having a career in anything, they must be willing to strip off their clothes and have sex with the men who can make it happen. Nothing more than tinsel, many no talent, celebrity women made it big by stripping naked and having sex with men who could pull the strings behind the scenes.
No matter what their career choices are, teaching, nursing, human resources finance, banking, law, fashion, interior design, information technology, reporter, men who want to have sex with them make their dreams come true as long as they are willing to give those men consensual sex. Men believe they are superior to women but women hold all of the power. Sex is the lubricant that keeps the machinery of life running.
# # #
Only, before I knew what my future mother-in-law, Aileen, and her sister, Kathy, did in their past to earn livings, giving them the benefit of the doubt, I'd never sully their reputations by thinking they were once strippers, prostitutes, and whores. With me getting along well with my future mother-in-law and her sister, I liked them both as women. I'd never think that she and her sister stripped naked while dancing around a pole and/or while prostituting themselves and having sex for money.
Unaware that I had spent the night with her daughter, Maureen, I was shocked to discover that they were both once strippers and women of the night until I overheard Aileen talking on speakerphone to her sister, Kathy. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my ears. With me sexually attracted to the both of them, I should have known that they were whores because, whether it was a look, a feeling, or a hunch, I was picking up on something as forbidden as it was sexual.
Now that I knew that they were both ex-strippers, ex-prostitutes, and all-around whores. I couldn't wait to make a sexual pass at my cocksucking mother-in-law and her whore of a sister. Without her daughter knowing, how hot would that be to have sex with her mother and her aunt? Yet, knowing how sexually adventures my fiancée was, she probably would think me having sex with her mother and her aunt was hot.
Moreover, having sex with my fiancée's relatives would give her the excuse to have sex with my relatives. No doubt, in the way that I'd love to have sex with her mother and her aunt, my fiancée would, no doubt, love to have sex with my brother, my father, and/or my uncle. How hot would that be knowing that Maureen not only had sex with my brother but also with my father and my uncle, too?
Like mother like daughter, with my 26-year-old fiancée is a whore, too. I'm sure she wouldn't mind it if I made a sexual pass at her mother and her aunt. Like mother like daughter, giving her my blessings, Maureen had already had gangbang sex with four of my best friends, Ryan, Murphy, Sean, and Conner during a drunken late-night party. Showing me the whore that she is, one after the other, she sucked and fucked all four of my friends while I watched and masturbated myself.
Why am I still with my fiancée when she had gangbang sex with my four friends? Because I gave her my permission to have sex with them, not that she needed my permission. And because she's not only sexually exciting but also, I love her. Not the jealous or the possessive kind of man, it was sexually exciting to know that my friends wanted to have sex with my woman as much as I wanted her to have sex with my friends, too.
Unbeknownst to her mother and to her aunt, we're both swingers. We enjoy having sex with other couples. Only, while masturbating over imagining my future mother-in-law and her sister naked and having sex with me, it never crossed my mind in my wildest, sexual, masturbation fantasies that I'd ever have sex with either of them. Now that I know that they were both strippers and prostitutes, I can't wait to have forbidden sex with them.
That was my girlfriend's MILF of a mother. That was my girlfriend's MILF of an aunt. Why would I dare think of them as whores who'd have sex with me? They're family. I love them.
I never thought that I may have a chance at having forbidden sex with Maureen's mother and/or her aunt. What are the odds of that? What are the odds that my MILF of a soon-to-be mother-in-law and her sister are ex-strippers, ex-prostitutes, and whores? How could I be so lucky?
# # #
As soon as I exited my fiancée's bedroom to go downstairs for a cup of coffee and something to eat, curious what she was wearing or not wearing, I couldn't wait to see my future mother-in-law. I enjoyed talking to her while staring at all that I could see of her nearly naked breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. We got along well together.
"I saw Glen in the supermarket yesterday," said my future mother-in-law to her sister.
Her sister laughed over the speakerphone.
"Glen? You did? Did he recognize you," asked her sister while laughing?
Aileen laughed, too.
"Did he recognize me? Seriously? How could he forget my big tits even after not seeing me for nearly twenty-years? He'd never forget my double D cup breasts," said my mother-in-law with a dirty laugh.
Kathy laughed, too.
"Now that you mention it, I remember him being crazy over your huge breasts," said her sister.
Looking down at her from the darkened, second-floor landing, I watched my future mother-in-law feel her enormous breasts through her nightgown while fingering her erect nipples.
"He loved my huge breasts. He loved sucking on them and cumming all over them," she said. "With him paying handsomely to have sex with me, he not only loved cumming in my mouth but also, he loved cumming all over my face. He loved giving me cum baths," she said with another Aileen dirty laugh.
Kathy laughed, too.
"He was so rich, rich enough to turn my materialistic head. Whenever he took us shopping, he bought us so many clothes," said Kathy. "Not having to check luggage and/or wait for TSA to board, I loved flying on his private jet and taking cruises on his private yacht. Inheriting much of his wealth, he made the rest of his money in real estate. He retired when he was still a young man."
'Private jet,' I thought? 'Private yacht? These women were more than mere strippers and whores. For them to latch onto a whale like Glen, whoever he was, they were serious players.'
"I should have married him when I had the chance but with him twice my age, he wasn't very good looking," said Aileen with a laugh. "With him always having a stack of hundred-dollar-bills and making it rain, out of all of the men that we sucked and fucked, we sucked him and fucked him the most," said her sister. "Appreciating what we did for him, he was generous with his money."
# # #
Sleeping over after a late, drunken night with her daughter, Maureen, my girlfriend's mother, Aileen, was unaware that I had spent the night sleeping in her daughter's bedroom at her house. We arrived home very late after she had already gone to bed. She thought that her daughter was doing a sleepover at her friend's house.
With her daughter telling me everything, she never mentioned that her mother and her aunt were ex-strippers and ex-prostitutes. Perhaps, she didn't know that her mother and her aunt were whores. Oblivious to where her daughter was, Aileen didn't even know that her daughter was home upstairs and asleep in her room.
Ready to come down for coffee and something to eat, when I overheard their X-rated telephone conversation, it stopped me in my tracks. I was stunned to hear that Aileen and her sister Kathy were ex-strippers, ex-prostitutes, and whores. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I continued standing on the landing while listening to all that my future mother-in-law and her sister were saying on her speakerphone.
The more that I overhead of their private, sexual conversation, the more sexually excited I became. I stuck my hand in my pajama bottoms and stroked my cock to a big and hard erection. Wanting her to know that I was sexually attracted to her, I wanted Aileen to see my erection tenting my pajama bottoms. I wanted her to know how big my cock was. I wanted her to tell her sister that I was a player, too.
'Daring myself to do so, I'd love to have forbidden sex with my future mother-in-law and her sister, too,' I thought. 'Perhaps, with them retired from their whoring, I wondered if they'd have sex with me? Maybe, they wouldn't have sex with me because I was Maureen's fiancée. Perhaps, thinking that Maureen was a good girl and not a whore like her mother and her aunt, they didn't want to interfere and possibly ruin her sexual relationship with me.'
Finally, as soon as they finished talking, when Aileen hung up the phone, I was ready to live out my masturbation fantasy. I couldn't wait to see what finally happened in the end. After hearing all they said about their sordid, sexual past, I was ready to have my wicked, sexual way with my future mother-in-law.
# # #
I quietly walked down the stairs with my big prick tenting my pajama bottoms. Having never seen me with such an obvious erection, I was ready for Aileen to see my huge cock that tented my pajama bottoms now. I was as nervous as I was sexually excited for my future mother-in-law to see me with such a big erection.
With me already sexually attracted to my fiancée's mother and her aunt, now that I knew they were both ex-strippers, ex-prostitutes, and all-around whores, I couldn't wait to inappropriately, sexually touch and feel my fiancée's mother. I only wished her sister was there with her, too. Nonetheless, I couldn't wait to feel Aileen's big tits and her shapely ass. Tiptoeing up behind Aileen, with her still in her sexy and sexually revealing short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown, I surprised her with my presence.
As she was in my masturbation fantasy, as she was now. Reliving my masturbation fantasy in real time, I couldn't wait to see what would happen. Just as I had imagined her, she was in the kitchen and standing at the kitchen sink rinsing her coffee cup and her breakfast dish with her back turned to me.
Aileen not only had huge tits but also, she had a great ass, too. For a 48-year-old woman, looking ten-years younger, she was hot. Any man, including myself would love to have sex with her. Any man, including myself would love to make her his woman.
# # #
Thinking twice about daring myself to touch my future mother-in-law in such an inappropriate, sexual way, I was as nervous as I was horny. With my horniness winning over my nervousness, I quietly walked up behind her and pressed my erect, pajama glad cock against her shapely ass. I kissed her neck. With my erect cock buried between her ass cheeks, when she didn't stop me from humping her nightgown clad ass, daring myself to do so, I reached my horny hands around her to grab two handfuls of her huge, firm breasts.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe I'm feeling Aileen's breasts. I can't believe she's allowing me to grope her nightgown clad tits. They're so big. They barely fit in my big hands. They're so firm and, yet, so soft. I love Aileen's huge tits.'
Fearing that she'd tell her daughter that I sexually molested her, I took the chance that she wouldn't. Giving me more to masturbate over later, I needed to live out my masturbation fantasy. Not surprised that I was there and was sexually groping her, expecting to receive a reaction from her, when I didn't, I continued rubbing my erect, pajama clad cock against her nearly naked ass while feeling her huge tits through her nightgown.
The first time inappropriately, sexually touching, feeling, and groping my girlfriend's mother, had I not known she was a whore, I never would have made a sexual pass at her long ago. Like mother like daughter and like aunt, with them all whores, Maureen looked just like her mother and her aunt. They all had long, lush, red hair, green eyes, big tits, and shapely asses. They all were beautiful and sexy women.
Expecting her to turn around and slap me across my face, when she didn't, I continued feeling her huge, double D cup breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her sheer nightgown. While continuing to kiss her neck and blow in her ear, just as I had in my masturbation fantasy, I reached behind her and lifted the back of her nightgown to expose and feel her naked ass. Then, with her still not stopping me, daring myself to do so, after I lifted the back of her nightgown, I reached around the front of her to lift the front of her nightgown.
Exposing her naked pussy, I cupped her red, naked, bushy pussy in the palm of my horny hand. Not stopping there, again, when she didn't stop me or push me away from having my sexual way with her beautiful body, taking a chance that she wouldn't stop me, I parted her pussy lips with my fingers. Surprising me, she was already wet, so very wet.
I rubbed her clit while fingerfucking her pussy. Something that I thought I'd never do; I masturbated my fiancée's mother. I'll be masturbating over groping her nightgown clad breasts and masturbating my future mother-in-law for the rest of my life.
As if she knew I was there listening to her telephone conversation with her sister, still not pushing me away, instead she wiggled her ass against my erect, pajama clad cock. Not stopping me from sticking my horny hand down her the low-cut nightgown top, I felt her enormous, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. I couldn't believe that I was having my wicked, sexual way with my future mother-in-law's huge, naked tits and her shapely ass while masturbating her wet pussy.
Always staring at and masturbating over her big tits, never had I imagined I'd be feeling up my girlfriend's mother. Never had I imagined that I'd be lifting the back of her nightgown to feel her naked ass. Never had I imagined that I'd be lifting the front of her nightgown to cup her naked pussy. The completion of my masturbation fantasy coming true, never had I imagined that I'd be masturbating my fiancée's mother. I never imagined that Aileen would willing and consensually allow me to have my wicked, sexual way with her beautiful, naked body.
# # #
"Good morning to you, too, Brian," said Aileen with a laugh when I stuck my horny hand down her nightgown top and felt and fondled her huge, naked breasts.
Then, not stopping there, when I lifted her nightgown to finger her pussy, rub her clit, and fingerfuck her, instead of pushing me away and ordering me to stop, surprising me, she spread her shapely legs. She wanted me to continue masturbating her as much as I wanted to continue masturbating her. With her already wet, clearly, she wanted me to give her a sexual orgasm with my long, stiff fingers. Obviously, she wanted to cum.
Not even having to turn around to face me, seemingly, she knew it was me sexually molesting her. Instead of slapping my hand away, she finally turned to face me. While staring down at my hands, she even allowed me to continue fingering her nipples inside of her nightgown. She made me so sexually excited that I couldn't wait to fuck her. Ready to fuck my future mother-in-law right there in front of the kitchen sink, it took all the sexual control that I had not to push her down on the kitchen floor and mount her.
As soon as her big nipples made their appearances, sexually aroused and with her breathing through her mouth, to her sexual delight, I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples before leaning down to suck her exposed nipples. I still had an had an erection that I pressed against her nightgown clad pussy. Not stopping there, I lifted the front of her nightgown again to her waist and grabbed a handful of her red, bushy pussy. She was so very wet.
As if she was my girlfriend instead of my future mother-in-law, continuing to masturbate her, I rubbed her clit and fingerfucked her pussy. Instead of stopping me, after turning to face me, encouraging me to continue, she wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. Then, she parted my lips and stuck her tongue in my mouth.
Seemingly my future mother-in-law was just as sexually excited and horny as I was. Seemingly, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. I couldn't believe that I was not only making out with my girlfriend's mother but also, I was masturbating her, too.
"Someone is sexually excited," she said with a laugh while staring down at my cock that continued tenting my pajama bottoms.
I laughed, too. Taking a chance that she would, I told her what I wanted. I told her what I was willing to do to tempt her to show me her naked breasts. I told her what I had masturbated about while imagining her naked and having sex with me.



"I'll show you my big, naked prick if you show me your huge, naked breasts," I said.
Hoping she'd show me her naked breasts, from the first day that I met her, I've always wanted to see my future mother-in-law's naked breasts. She has such huge tits. I wondered what she looked like topless. I couldn't wait to see the size and the shape of her naked tits. I couldn't wait to see her areolas and nipples.
# # #
Not expecting her to show me her naked breasts, I was sexually surprised when she did. Not even having to think twice about it, while giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look, she removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders and slowly pulled down the bodice of her nightgown to expose her naked breasts to me. There they were, her huge, double D. cup breasts. I couldn't believe my eyes.
Never had I seen breasts that were as big as they were shapely. With me a breast expert, and with her breasts barely sagging at all, she had the best breasts that I had ever seen. She had breasts just like her daughter's breasts but bigger. Now, I wondered what her sister's breasts looked like.
"Wow," I said. With her daughter and her sister having D cup breasts, Aileen had bigger breasts than her daughter and her sister. "You have phenomenal tits, Aileen. So big, so firm, and so shapely, I love your big tits," I said while reaching out my horny hands to touch them, feel them, grope them, and fondle them before sucking them again.
Not stopping me from having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts, she continued staring down at my pajama clad erection.
"Your turn," she said. "Now that I showed you my naked tits, show me your naked cock. I want to see your big, naked prick. I want to see what my daughter has been stroking, sucking, and fucking."
Not wasting time, with her not having to ask me twice, unembarrassed and unashamed, I pushed down my pajama bottoms. For her to better see, I took a step back and held my erect cock in my hand. I lifted it higher to her while slowly stroking myself to a bigger and harder erection.
# # #
Sexually surprising me, not even having to ask her, she took my erect cock in her warm, soft hand and stroked me while kissing me. Then, parting my lips, my girlfriend's mother French kissed me again before moving to her knees to take me in her mouth to suck me. If it wasn't enough that I was making out with my future mother-in-law after having my way with her big, naked breasts, I couldn't believe my fiancée's mother was blowing me.
Not expecting her to blow me in the kitchen, especially with her daughter sleeping upstairs in her bedroom, I couldn't believe Aileen; my future mother-in-law, indeed, a cocksucking whore, was sucking my cock. I'll be masturbating over her sucking my prick for the rest of my horny life. I put a gentle hand to the back of her beautiful red head. I humped her mouth and fucked her face.
Giving me the best blowjob of my life, instantly ready to cum, she sucked the cum right out of me. With her not pulling away and with her not spitting it out, I unloaded a huge load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed it all. Never have I ever had a better blowjob. My sexual fantasy finally coming true, I'd love to have sex with not only my mother-in-law, but also with her sister, and her daughter. Going from one to the other and back again, how hot would that be to have sex with not only Aileen but also, with Kathleen, Aileen's sister, and my fiancé, Maureen, too?
My future mother-in-law is, indeed, a great cocksucker. No doubt, with her having more experience sucking pricks, Maureen's mother was a much better cocksucker than even her daughter. Don't get me wrong my girlfriend is good at sucking cock but with her mother more experienced at blowing men, her mother is a great cocksucker.
"I'll have to tell my sister," said Aileen while standing and wiping cum from her lip with her finger before sticking her finger in her mouth and sucking it. "Knowing her, with her loving to suck pricks, she'll want to suck your cock, too," she said with a dirty laugh. "She loves sucking big, hard pricks as much as I love sucking big, hard pricks, and you certainly have a big and hard cock. I can't wait for you to fuck us both and give us both multiple, sexual orgasms."
# # #
That night, when her aunt came over, while waiting for her to sit on the sofa, ready to give them a striptease show, I stood in the middle of the floor. Daring myself to do so, as if I was a stripper on stage, I slowly and sexily removed my clothes. In the way that my future mother-in-law stared at me, her sister stared at me, too. Shocked that I'd dare strip myself naked in front of my fiancée's mother and her aunt, Maureen voiced her outrage.
"Brian," Maureen screamed while looking at me before looking at her mother and her aunt! "What the Hell are you doing? Oh, my God. How dare you expose yourself to my mother and my aunt. What's wrong with you?"
Ignoring her, I laughed and continued undressing. I removed my shirt and my t-shirt before unzipping and unbuttoning my pants. Then, allowing my pants to fall to my ankles, I kicked off my pants before slowly and sexually removing my briefs. I was naked. I was totally naked in front of my future mother-in-law and her sister.
"Oh, my God," said Maureen. "How dare you strip yourself naked. What's wrong with you," she asked again?
I smiled at my fiancée.
"With me already allowing you to have sex with my four friends, it's only fair that I've already had sex with your mother. Now I'm going to have sex with your aunt," I said leaning to her aunt to give her a deep, wet kiss while feeling her big breasts through her blouse and bra.
I was so sexually excited. Never have I been as sexually excited as I was then. Not only was I naked in front of my fiancée but also, I was naked in front of her mother and her aunt. With the three women watching me, I stroked myself to a harder and bigger erection. Finally living out my masturbation fantasy, prepared to go from one to the other, I was ready to have sex with all three women.
First, I wanted to fuck my future mother-in-law. Then, I wanted to fuck her sister, my fiancée's aunt. Finally, I wanted to fuck my fiancé while her mother and her aunt watched.
Never expecting my fiancée's mother and aunt to be ex-strippers, ex-prostitutes, and all-around whores, when I asked my fiancée to marry me, I never expected her to want try swinging. The beginning of a beautiful sexual relationship, when I wasn't having sex with my fiancée, I was having sex with her mother and/or her aunt. Forget about us having sex with strangers at a swingers', social dance, I allowed my friends to continue having sex with my fiancée. Not stopping there, I watched and masturbated while my friends had sex with my future mother-in-law and her sister.
Returning the sexual favor, Aileen continued allowing us to have sex with her and her friends. Kathy continued allowing us to have sex with her and her friends, too. Maureen allowed me and my friends to have sex with her and her friends. Not having to add strangers to our group of swingers, we already had enough swingers to have our own swinging parties.
THE END
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The Summer of '78 with my Mother
And my 19-year-old, sister, Susan
Author's Note:
This true story was written for Hank about his 41-year-old MILF of a mother, Barbara, and his three older sisters, Lucy, 23, Peggy, 21, and Susan, 19.
# # #
The year that I became a man, I turned 18-years-old. I graduated high school in 1978. Young, dumb, and full of cum, thinking that I was invincible, I thought I was everything good, smart, and strong. Only, while all of my friends were having sex with women, and with me forced to continue masturbating myself while imagining having sex with women my age that I liked and wanted to have sex with, I was still a virgin.
I made out with several women my own age, of course, while feeling and sucking their tits but that's where it ended. Disappointingly, sadly, and sexually frustratingly, all of the women I dated were virgins. None of them were whores.
Willing to make out with me while doing light petting, none of the women I dated offered to stroke my cock, suck my cock, and/or fuck my cock. Again, with me having just turned 18-years-old, I even ate a woman's pussy in the backseat of my father's Chevy, station wagon on the night of my senior prom. While many women confess that they love sucking cock, I learned early that I enjoyed eating pussy. Already ahead of many men, most men don't like licking pussies in the way that women loved sucking cock. Only, I've yet to find that woman.
Carrying around an old condom in my wallet, I was never lucky enough to use it. I was never lucky enough to have sexual intercourse with any woman until I had sex with my MILF of a mother just before I turned 19-years-old. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother, Barbara, sexually seduced me. She not only fucked me but also, she sucked me, too. Never thinking that I'd ever have sex with my mother, of all the women to have sex with, the woman who gave birth to me, my mother took my virginity.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I had sex with my mother. I can't believe I fucked my mother.'
She made the first sexual move by showing me her panty clad pussy before showing me her naked breasts and then before showing me the rest of her naked body. She allowed me to finger her pussy and eat her pussy. Then, she fucked me before sucking my cock. Not done there, she allowed me to toss her salad and lick her ass. Finally, she allowed me to fuck her doggy style before giving her anal sex. Not only did I fuck my mother's pussy but I fucked my mother's ass, too.
Playing it over in my mind, I masturbated over seeing my mother without her clothes. I masturbated over seeing her B cup breasts, her brown, erect nipples, and fondling her naked tits. I masturbated over seeing, fingering, and eating her brown, bushy pussy. I masturbated over my MILF of a mother stroking my cock and sucking my cock.
I masturbated over cumming in my mother's mouth. I masturbated over her fucking me, allowing me to cum in her pussy, and allowing me to give her anal sex, too. Something that I'll never forget, having incestuous sex with my mother, I'll be masturbating over having sex with her for the rest of my life.
"I love you, mom," I said before parting her lips with my tongue and French kissing her. She returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss.
# # #
Something that I had never expected, my mother took my virginity. Of all women to have sex with, especially my first time having sexual intercourse, I never expected to have sexual intercourse sex with my mother. Honestly, I wasn't sexually attracted to her in the way that I was sexually attracted to other, younger women, women my age, and in the way that other men are sexually attracted to their mothers. I wasn't sexually attracted to my mother in the way that I was sexually attracted to my three, older sisters, Lucy, Peggy, and Susan.
Sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, I never thought I'd be having sex with my mother. I never thought that she'd be the one who'd sexually seduced me and take my virginity. I never thought that she'd be the one to allow me to fuck her. I never thought she'd allow me to toss her salad while licking her shapely ass. I never thought she'd allow me to stick my erect prick in her ass and fuck her anally. I never thought that she'd be the one stroking my cock, sucking my cock, and fucking my cock.
"I love you, mom," I said while humping her harder and humping her faster. "I love you, mom," I said again while humping her mouth and fucking her face before ejaculating a huge load of cum in her mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts.
I looked at her with cum dripping from her brown hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and her B cup breasts. Never had I ejaculated as much cum in my life. Wishing I had a camera to take her photo, I had given my mother quite the cum bath. Literally, she was dripping with cum.
# # #
Sure, I thought my mother was sexy. I thought my mother was beautiful. With her low-cut, sexy bikini top barely covering her B cup breasts and nearly exposing her erect nipples, and her high-cut bikini bottoms barely covering her shapely ass cheeks, she looked sexually appealing in her bikini at our pool. Wishing that I could see her topless or naked and have sex with her, I was always staring at her whenever she had her eyes closed while reclining in her chair on our back deck while sunning herself.
The best-looking mother of all of my friends, truly, I was surprised that she was the one who was sexually attracted to me. She was the one who made the first sexual move. She was the one who unzipped her housecoat to show me her upturned, naked breasts and her brown, erect nipples. She was the one who showed me her trimmed, brown pussy and the rest of her sexy, shapely, naked body. She was the one who wanted to have sex with me. She was the one who sexually seduced me. She was the one who blew me and fucked me.
Instead of being sexually excited, I was ashamed. I swore that I'd never have sex with my mother again but we had sex a few times a month over three-years. Embarrassed to admit, I'd never tell my friends that I had sex with my mother. I'd never tell my friends or my sisters, especially my sisters, that my mother was my forbidden lover.
Not wanting them to think of her as an incestuous whore, I'd never tell my friends that my mother had sexually seduced me. I'd never tell my friends that my mother was my personal whore. If I did, they'd think me a pervert. In the way that I never told anyone them about masturbating and eating my sister, Susan, and her masturbating and blowing me, I'd never tell my friends that I had incestuous sex with my MILF of a mother.
Yet, I figured that if I was going to have sex with anyone, I'd have sex with one of my three sisters. They were always sexually teasing me. Whenever we were horsing around in the pool, they'd deliberately lifted their tube tops and flashed me their B cup, naked breasts. My three sisters Lucy, Peggy, and Susan allowed me to see their naked breasts, feel their bikini bra clad breasts, and grope their bikini clad asses through their sexy bikinis while playing Marco Polo.
"Marco Polo," I said while nearing my sister, Lucy, with my eyes closed and my arms and horny extended hands out. "Marco Polo," I said while nearing my sister, Peggy, with my eyes closed and my arms and horny hands extended out. "Marco Polo." I said while nearing my sister, Susan, with my eyes closed and my arms and horny hands extended out.
Yet, except for Susan, every time I barely touched and felt my sisters Lucy and Peggy through their bikinis, they splash me. Conversely, Susan allowed me to grab hold of her and feel her bikini clad breasts and her bikini clad ass. With Lucy and Peggy splashing me with enough water to blind me, I swam away from them. My only sister who allowed me to touch her, feel her, and grope her was my sister, Susan. Returning the sexual favor, when it was her turn to be it, she touched and felt my erect cock through my bathing suit.
Then, falling asleep in my chair while sunning myself, Lucy and Peggy awaken me by squatting over me, and pulling down their bikini bottoms to flash me their naked asses. Only, my eldest sisters, never allowed me to touch their naked tits or feel their naked asses in the way that Susan allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked tits and feel her naked ass. With all that they showed me of their naked bodies, the only one who allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her beautiful body was my 19-year-old sister, Susan.
Whenever we played Marco Polo in the pool, after a while, all three of them allowed me to touch and feel their breasts through there bikini top. They allowed me to feel their asses and pussies through their bikini bottoms. Not stopping there, returning the sexual favor of me feeling them with them feeling me, they felt my erect prick through my bathing suit.
Then, when I tried sticking their hands down my bathing suit under the water, only Susan allowed me to fill her hand with my naked cock. With Lucy and Peggy swimming away from me while splashing me with water, they pulled down the back of my bathing suit to expose my white, naked ass. Clearly, my three sisters, especially Susan, were just as horny and as sexually frustrated as I was.
# # #
With Susan the horniest and the most sexually aggressive of my three sisters, after taking my shower and walking around my room in just my towel, she was the one who always barged in my bedroom without knocking. No doubt, hoping to catch me naked, she was the one who always tried pulling off my towel. With her the horniest of my three sisters, while wrestling with her on my bed, she was the one who constantly tried to see my erect, naked prick.
"Show me your cock, Hank. I want to see it," she said.
I looked at her as if she was crazy. This was my sister and not some whore.
"No," I said climbing off the bed to tighten my towel around my waist. "I won't show you my cock. You're my sister."
One day soon, I figured that if I'd be having sex with any of my sisters, I'd be having sex with her. I'd be having sex with Susan. With her making me horny by always trying to see my naked prick and then asking to see my naked dick, I'd love nothing more than to see her naked. I'd love nothing more than for her to masturbate me. I'd love nothing more to suck my cock and fuck my cock.
Only, the chances of any of that happening was slim. Nothing but a sexual fantasy, just as my sisters Lucy and Peggy would never have sex with me, my sister, Susan, would never have sex with me either. Then, just as I imagined it would, it happened.
A few days before I had first-time sex with my MILF of a mother, my sexy sister, Susan, made a sexual offer to me that I couldn't refuse. When I was 18-years-old and Susan was 19-years-old, while drinking wine and smoking weed, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Then, sexually shocking me, while sitting upright, she asked me something that I never thought she'd ask me. Out of the clear blue, as if she had been thinking about exposing herself to me, she asked if I wanted to see her naked pussy.
Susan looked up at me with her big, brown, beautiful eyes while giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Never looking at me in such a sexual way before, with a face full of sexual arousal and sexual anticipation, she looked at me in that lustfully horny way now. With just a look she made me sexually excited. Then, she asked me a question that I couldn't believe she ask.
"Would you like to see my naked pussy, Hank?" She paused to see my reaction to her question before continuing with her sexual solicitation of me. "I'll show you my naked pussy if you want me to show you my naked pussy and if you want to see my naked pussy," she said with a nervous, dirty laugh while playing with the hem of her short nightgown.
'What? What did my sister just ask me? Did she really ask me if I wanted to see her naked pussy?'
I looked at her as if I was dreaming. I looked at her as if I misheard her. I looked at her as if she was kidding. I looked at her with horniness and incestuous lust. I couldn't believe my ears. I couldn't believe that my sister, Susan, would willingly and consensually dare show me her naked pussy.
'I couldn't believe what she asked. My sexy sister, Susan, asked me if I wanted to see her naked pussy. Duh? Of course, I wanted to see Susan's naked pussy. I loved my sister's beautiful body and I wanted to see more of it, as long as she was willing to show it,' I thought.
She looked up at me before staring down at her short nightgown while fidgeting with her hem. She continued playing with the hem of her nightgown as if she was about to lift up her nightgown and expose her panties to my horny eyes. Then, further sexually shocking me, she said something else that I never expected her to say.
# # #
"I'll show you my pussy, if you show me your cock," she said while slowly lifting the hem of her short, sexy nightgown higher to expose her white, bikini panties to my horny eyes.
Like me, I figured my sister, Susan was a virgin. I figured that she was just as horny and sexually frustrated as I was. I figured other than giving her dates hand jobs and blowjobs, she never had sexual intercourse.
I stared at her sheer, white bikini panties. I stared at all that I could see of her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit through her panties. While staring up at me, sexually teasing me, she cupped her pussy in the palm of her hand through her panties before sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit through her panties. Rubbing clit through her panties, my sister was masturbating herself through her panties in front of me. Something else that I never expected she'd do, I couldn't believe my sister masturbated herself in front of me through her panties.
Sexually attracted to my sister, I had only seen one pussy before in my life, my 18-year-old, prom date from the night of my senior prom. I couldn't wait to see my sister's naked pussy. Returning the sexual favor of seeing my sister's genitals, I couldn't wait to flash her my erect, naked prick. In the way that she wanted me to see her naked pussy, I couldn't wait to see her reaction to seeing my naked dick. Except for the time when I was giving my prom date oral sex, never have I been as sexually excited as I was then.
'Maybe, after showing me her naked pussy, she'd allow me to touch her naked pussy and finger her naked pussy,' I thought. 'Maybe, after showing her my naked prick, she'd stroke me, suck me, and/or fuck me. Maybe, after flashing me her naked pussy, instead of just flashing me her naked breasts, she'd allow me to touch her naked breasts, feel her naked breasts, and fondle her naked breasts while sucking her pink, erect nipples.'
As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I stared at my sister while waiting for her to stand and remove her panties. I'd love nothing more than to feel my sister's naked breasts and finger her erect nipples, while making out with her before fingering her naked pussy. Then, further shocking me, with her ready to do more than just show me her naked pussy, she stunned me with what she said next while staring up at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes.
"I'll masturbate you, if you masturbate me," she said putting her hand over my towel clad prick and squeezing it while fondling the head of my erect prick with her fingertips through the towel.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'If it wasn't enough that my sister willingly and consensually voluntarily agreed to show me her naked pussy, but also, she wanted me to masturbate her, too. If it wasn't enough that my sister agreed to allow me to masturbate her pussy, she volunteered to masturbate me, too.'
Immediately, I had an erection that tented my towel. If it wasn't enough that my sister was willing to expose her naked pussy to me but also, she was willing to masturbate me, too. Immediately my naked cock throbbed and pulsated at the thought of my sister wrapping her manicured fingers around my stiff, naked prick and stroking me. Thinking of nothing else, I wanted to cum for my sister. Thinking of nothing else, I wanted to see her naked pussy, cup her naked cunt, and rub her clit while finger fucking her and masturbating her.
If it wasn't enough that my sister flashed me her naked tits in the pool, now she was prepared to flash me her naked pussy in my bedroom, too. If it wasn't enough that she was ready to flash me her naked pussy, I was as shocked as I was sexually excited that Susan wanted me to masturbate her while she masturbated me. With her always sexually wanting me, after masturbating one another, I wondered if she'd blow me, too. I wondered if she'd take my virginity and fuck me, too. One of my sexual fantasies coming true, I'd love to fuck my sister, Susan.
# # #
With my concentrated, horny stare transfixed on my sister's panties, I watched her stand, reach beneath her short nightgown, and inch down her panties while she stared at me. As soon as her brown, trimmed pussy was visible, she sat back down across from me with her knees parted wide open. I put my hand on my sister's pussy as if claiming her pussy as mine. I cupped her beautiful pussy while slowly sliding my finger along her pussy slit. Indeed, my sister had a beautiful pussy.
As soon as I delicately parted my sister's pussy lips with my finger, she wrapped her fingers around my erect prick and took my cock in her hand. She was already wet. She was so very wet.
While I slowly masturbated my sister, she slowly stroked me. While I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy, she stroked me a little faster and a little harder. Not stopping me, she allowed me to reach up to feel her naked breasts and fondle her naked breasts through her nightgown while fingering her erect nipples.
Sexually excited from my sister not only seeing my naked prick but also stroking my naked prick, it didn't take me very long to cum. I exploded a huge load of cum all over my chest and hand. I wiped myself with a hand towel that I kept by the bed. Not wanting her to stop having sex with me, knowing that it would take my sister a while to have her sexual orgasm from me masturbating her, I offered to eat her. I hoped that by offering to eat her, she'd cum faster and then offer to blow me.
"If you don't mind, Susan, I'd love to eat you. I'd love to finger your pussy while licking your pussy. I'd love for you to cum in my mouth," I said.
She looked at me surprised that I wanted to eat her.
"Sure," she said resting back on my bed with her legs spread wide open. "No one has ever offered to eat me. No one has ever offered to lick my pussy while masturbating my pussy. No one has ever given me oral sex."
Even though I didn't know what I was doing, with me not skilled in the art of lovemaking, I rubbed her clit faster. I rubbed her clit harder. I finger fucked her pussy deeper. Then, when she removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders and exposed her naked breasts to me, while licking her pussy, I reached up to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts. While licking her pussy faster and harder I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. With me masturbating my sister while eating her, it didn't take Susan very long to have a sexual orgasm.
"Hank! Oh, my God, Hank. Don't stop rubbing me. Don't stop licking me. I'm cumming, Hank. I'm cumming. Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God," said my sister while stiffening her legs and arching her back.
After enjoying the afterglow of sex, my sister moved halfway down the bed to take my stiff prick in her soft hand before taking my had cock in her warm mouth. Returning the sexual favor of me eating her, my sister blew me. Never having my cock sucked, Susan was the first woman to suck my cock.



She stroked me while sucking me. Then, as soon as I put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette head, I exploded a huge load of cum in my sister's mouth. Instead of spitting it out, showing me that she had sucked cock before, she swallowed it.
# # #
Having just graduated high school and with me not having a full-time job yet, I stayed up late with my mother while watching the Tonight Show with Johnny Carson. With me confiding in my mother, telling her everything, but wishing that I could tell her that I had sex with Susan, I didn't dare. With us sitting on the couch together, sometimes, we watched a movie before watching the Tonight Show. While watching an R-rated movie about a delivery man having sex with lonely housewives, sexually appealing more to my mother than to me, she seemed more interested in the movie.
She was sitting next to me on the sofa wearing her typical night time attire of a short, zippered, blue housecoat. The heat of her thigh felt good against my pajama clad thigh. I imagined mounting my mother and making myself comfortable between her shapely thighs and fucking her. Never imagining having sex with my mother before, something that just came over me, no doubt because of having sex with my sister, Susan, I imagined having sex with my mother now.
Barely dressed, I sat next to her wearing a T-shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear. Daring myself to do so, I hoped that my erect prick would make a surprised appearance from out of my pajama pee hole. I wondered what my mother's reaction would be to suddenly seeing my naked, erect prick.
I wondered if she'd be sexually aroused or embarrassed. I wondered if she'd look. I wondered if she'd stare. I wondered if she'd look away in embarrassment and shame.
Maybe, she'd sexually shock me and surprise me by wrapping her soft, warm fingers around my naked prick in the way that I'd love to feel her naked breasts. In the way that my sexy sister allowed me to masturbate her naked pussy, I wondered if my MILF of a mother would allow me to masturbate her pussy, too. In the way that her daughter masturbated me, I wondered if my mother would masturbate me, too. In the way that I ejaculated a load of cum for my sister, I'd love to cum for my mother.
Only, knowing better, my mother better, she'd never allow me to see her naked pussy in the way that Susan couldn't wait to show me her naked pussy. My mother would never allow me to masturbate her in the way that my sister allowed me to masturbate her. Nonetheless, I couldn't help but notice that every time they showed the delivery man having sex with another woman, my mother uncomfortably squirmed on the sofa. Every time they showed the delivery man having sex, with her hand buried between her legs, my mother stealthily unzipped her housecoat a little more.
Maybe she had an itch but I saw her stick her hand inside of her housecoat. Then, I saw her moving her hand across her naked breasts. My mother was stealthily feeling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
'I couldn't believe what I was seeing. My mother was feeling her naked breasts beneath her housecoat. My mother was fingering her erect nipples. My mother was touching herself in the way that I wished that I could touch her and touch myself while watching this R-rated movie. Only, I didn't dare masturbate myself in front of my mother in the way that my sister, Susan, masturbated herself in front of me.'
Then, surprising me, she turned to me to ask me an unexpected, sexually inappropriate question that a mother shouldn't ask her son about the movie.
# # #
"Would you do something like that," she asked looking over at me with a face full of curiosity and sexual arousal?
Half paying attention to the movie, paying more attention to my mother, I looked over at her not knowing her meaning. I was unsure what to say. Although somewhat shielded, my mother asked me a sexual question about the movie. Only, not wanting to seem rude, not having to go into sexual detail, I needed to say something.
"Pardon? Would I do something like what? Sorry, mom, but I don't know what your meaning," I said looking at my mother with one of her hands buried between her legs and her other hand buried inside of the top of her housecoat.
Barely able to see her but for the dim light from the TV, with her ensconced in the corner of the couch, she was safe from me observing what she was doing. Not wanting to stare, I assumed that my mother was secretly touching herself. I assumed my mother was sexually aroused watching a delivery man having sex with his female customers. Maybe, she secretly wished that she was one of his customers.
Actually, I knew what my mother meant by her question but wanting to continue the sexual dialogue, I wanted her to rephrase her question so that I wouldn't misunderstand her meaning. She turned to me while giving me a sexy smile. Before she turned to me, she stealthily removed her hand from inside of her housecoat and removed her other hand from in between her legs.
With her making me horny by seeing her touching herself, I was so tempted to stick my horny hand between my mother's legs to feel her panty clad pussy. I was so tempted to stick my horny hand inside the top of my mother's partially unzippered housecoat to feel her naked tits and finger her erect nipples. Never thinking about having sex with her before, I wanted to have incestuous sex with my mother now.
"If you worked as a delivery man and if you could, would you have sex with neighborhood women," asked my mother rephrasing her question and asking it again?
'Would I have sex with neighborhood women,' I thought? 'What kind of question is that? Which neighborhood women? We have some women in this neighborhood, that I'd never have sex with no matter how sexually desperate I was.'
I thought that was an odd question for her to ask me. I thought about the women living in my neighborhood. Most of them were as fat as they were homely. The only shining star in the neighborhood was my mother. As if she was thinking about how to rephrase her question, she paused before asking her question again for the third time.
"What I mean to say is, if you could and if they were consensually willing, and if you were sexually attracted to them, would you have sex with lonely housewives while their husbands were at work?"
She looked at me with curiosity while waiting for me to answer her loaded question. Then, getting to the real meat of the issue, rephrasing her question yet again, she asked me what she really wanted to know.
"Would you have sex with women who were more than twice your age?"
Now I knew what my mother was asking me. Sexually exciting me, she was asking me if I'd have sex with her. Playing it cool, I shrugged.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. I don't believe this. My mother just asked me if I'd have sex with her.'
# # #
'For the first time in my life, with my mother subtly hinting that she wanted to have sex with me, I thought about having sex with her. After all, my mother was one of the women in the neighborhood. Come to think of it, with her husband, my father, working the nightshift, she was a lonely housewife. Moreover, my mother was more than twice my age. Bingo!' I thought.
While thinking about all that she said over again in my mind, I wondered if she was asking me if I'd have sex with her. I wondered if she was thinking about having sex with me in the way that I was suddenly thinking about having sex with her. I hoped that she wanted to have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with her. Then, for my mother to ask me such a sexually, inappropriate question, with her close to her daughter, Susan, I wondered if my sister told her that we had sex.
'Now, with having sex with my mother, the only thing on my horny mind, I'd love to see my mother naked. I'd love to feel, touch, and fondle her naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. I'd love for her to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. I' love to fuck my mother,' I thought.
"Sure, if they were as good looking as you," I said hinting that I'd have sex with my mother.
I looked over at her with sexual lust while imagining what she looked like under her short, blue, zippered housecoat. Suddenly horny, I imagined my mother in her panties and bra. With her not wearing a brassiere under her housecoat, I imagined her topless. I wondered if she was wearing panties. If she was wearing panties, I wondered what color panties she was wearing. I wondered if her pussy was bushy, trimmed, or shaved.
For her to wear such an abbreviated bikini, her pussy must be trimmed. Not stopping there, I wondered what she looked like naked. I wondered if she was as horny as I suddenly was. I wondered if she'd have sex with me in the way that I suddenly wanted to have sex with her.
# # #
"So, let me get this straight," she said pausing while turning to face me.
When she turned to face me, with one knee on the couch, one foot on the floor, and her legs spread wide open, she unintentionally flashed me her white panties. Having never seen my mother's panties before, I couldn't believe that I was seeing them now. With me staring at her panty clad pussy, she made no attempt to protect her modesty by putting her foot to the floor and closing her legs. Not wanting her to know that she was exposed and that I was looking, I temporarily averted my gaze between my mother's panty clad legs.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My mother is unintentionally flashing me her panties. I wonder if she knows she's exposed.'
Granted, it was dark in the living room but with the brightness of the TV screen, it was plenty light enough for me to see my mother's panty clad pussy.
"Are you saying that you'd have sex with women who was as good looking as me," she asked with her face flushing a shade of pink while continuing her sexual interrogation. "Are you saying that you'd have sex with a woman who was more than twice your age?" She paused while contemplating her asking me another question. Then, she asked me the million-dollar question. "Are you saying that you'd have sex with me, your mother?"
With her lips parted and her jaw hanging open, she looked at me as if she couldn't believe that she dared to ask me such a sexually, inappropriate question. I laughed while surmising what my mother really meant by all that she was saying. Beating around the bush, my mother finally asked me if I'd have sex with her. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. For my mother to hint at asking me that, before coming right out to ask me if I'd have sex with her now, I surmised that she wanted to have sex with me.
'My mother asked me if I'd have sex with her. As shocked as I was sexually excited, my mother wanted to have sex with me,' I thought.
Suddenly, while thinking about having sex with my mother's naked body, I was the most sexually excited that I have ever been in my life. I was sexually excited when eating my prom date's pussy. I was sexually excited when having sex with my sister, Susan. Yet, the thought of finally having incestuous sex with my mother was overwhelming. I never thought that I'd ever have sex with my mother. Transparently shameful, I couldn't believe that my mother asked me if I'd have sex with her.
'Fuck yeah,' I wanted to say but I controlled myself from acting like the horny, incestuous pervert that I am, especially after having had sex with my sister and now hoping to have sex with my mother.
"Mother," I said.
I turned to her so that I could stare more at her exposed panties while enjoying the view of her panty clad pussy that she was suddenly giving me without her being aware that her panties were exposed.
"You're talking to a virgin. You're talking to a man who has never had sex," I said with an embarrassed laugh while lying through my teeth.
I knew then by her blank expression that my mother was unaware that Susan and I had sex.
'If only she knew that I had oral sex on my prom night and ate her pussy,' I wondered what she'd say. 'If only she knew that I had incestuous sex with my sister, Susan, and ate her pussy, too, while she masturbated me, I wondered if she'd want me to eat her pussy while masturbating her, too. I'd love to masturbate my mother. I'd love to eat my mother's pussy. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers, my tongue, and my mouth.'
"I'd have sex with nearly any woman and I'd definitely have sex with any woman who was as sexy and as pretty as you, mom," I said answering her question while suddenly wishing that I could have sex with my mother. "To answer your question, I'd love to have sex with you."
After flirting with crossing the incestuous line, we stopped talking and continued watching the movie. Next, the man in the movie had sex with a woman with big breasts, huge breasts, double D cup breasts and breasts that were much bigger breasts than my mother's B cup breasts. To be honest, I love big breasted women but with my mother and my three sisters all having B cup breasts, I remained quiet about their modest breast size. I remained quiet about my breast size preference and my sexual attraction to big breasted women.
# # #
"Let me ask you a question," she said not letting it go and turning to look at me to again to see my reaction to her question.
When she turned to me again, with her legs still wide open, whether deliberately or unintentionally, she flashed me her white, bikini panties again. I wished she wasn't wearing panties. I wished she was flashing me her naked pussy instead of her white, bikini panties. Nevertheless, I'll be masturbating over our sexually inappropriate conversation. I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother's panties. Not stopping there, I'll be masturbating over imagining having sex with my mother.
"Do you like big breasted women? Do you like women with boobs as big as her big boobs," she asked while looking back at the television screen before looking over at me again?
I stared at the screen before staring at my mother.
"She does have big tits," I said. "Sure," I said with another shrug. "I like all sizes of breasts. Small, perky, medium, or big," I said staring at my mother's tits as if she was sitting beside me topless. "I love women's breasts. What man doesn't like naked tits. Whatever the size, they're all great."
Having never talked sexually to my mother before, especially not about women's breasts, this conversation gave me an erection. Not wanting her to see that I was sexually excited, I covered my erection with my hands. I suddenly wished that I could feel my mother's braless breasts through her housecoat. I suddenly wished that I could see my mother's naked tits. I'd love nothing more than to touch her tits, feel her tits, and fondle her tits while sucking her erect nipples. Not stopping there, I suddenly wished that I could cup her pussy through her panties.
My mother looked at me before looking back at the screen.
"My boobs aren't nearly as big as her boobs," she said looking down at her breasts before looking up at me. "She has huge breasts. Her breasts are probably a double D cup or even bigger."
I made a face.
"You have great boobs, mom. I love your tits," I said embarrassing myself while staring at the impressions that her B cup breasts made through her blue housecoat again. "Size really doesn't matter," I said as if I was suddenly an expert on women's breasts.
Suddenly, her nipples grew erect enough and hard enough that I could clearly see the outline of braless breasts through her housecoat.
'My mother is sexually aroused,' I thought. 'I can't believe that my mother is as sexually aroused as I'm sexually excited.'
She laughed.
"So, you've been checking out my boobs," she said with a laugh while cupping her breasts in her hands and turning to me as if she was offering to show them to me.
Embarrassed, while hoping that my mother would show me her naked breasts, I laughed a nervous, little laugh while staring down at the impressions of my mother's naked tits behind her housecoat. With her knee still resting on the couch with one foot on the floor and her legs spread wide, her panties were still exposed. I wondered if she knew that her panties were exposed. I wondered if she was deliberately flashing me her panty clad crotch. I wondered if she was waiting for and expecting me to touch and feel her where a son should never touch his mother.
"I've seen you in your bikini at the pool, mom. It's hard not to notice your breasts," I said staring at my mother's breasts again while feeling my face flush. "You have the breasts of a 30-year-old woman," I said while staring down at her tits again and making sure that she saw me staring not only as her breasts but also at her exposed panties.
She laughed while agreeing with me.
"I do have firm breasts," she said feeling her breasts with both hands. "For a 41-year-old woman, they barely sag at all," she said cupping her breasts in the palms of her hands while looking up at me.
'Did my mother want me to feel her breasts,' I wondered? 'Did she want me to touch her tits through her housecoat? Did she want me to cup her pussy through her panties? Is that why she's flashing me her panty clad pussy. I didn't know. With me having limited sexual experience, I had no idea. Definitely, I'll be masturbating over this X-rated conversation later.'
Daring myself to reach out and feel my mother's breast in the way that I fingered my sister's pussy, I didn't dare. With my mother making me horny by continually flashing me her panties, I wished I had the sexual courage to feel my mother's pussy through her panties. At the very least, I wished I had the sexual courage to feel my mother's braless breasts through her housecoat.
# # #
We continued watching the movie. The man in the movie had no idea as to how to treat a woman's naked breasts. He yanked at her naked breasts. He pulled her tits hard. He twisted her breasts. He pinched her nipples. He was rough with her big, naked tits and nipples.
"That's no way to treat a woman's breasts. He needs instruction on how to handle women's breasts. Ease into that gently," said my mother talking to the man on the television screen as if he was standing in the living room. "How dare you treat her in that hurtful way. Don't yank her tits. That hurts," said my mother cringing while cupping her breasts in her hands as if her breasts were hurting. "Be gentle."
I looked over at my mother. With her breathing through her mouth instead of her nose, her face was flushed with sexual arousal. When I looked down at her breasts, I could clearly see her erect nipples pushing against the material of her housecoat. Something I had never seen before; my mother was sexually aroused while watching the movie and, no doubt, while talking to me about sex.
This was my chance to see my mother's naked breasts. This was my chance to feel her tits, fondle her tits, and suck her nipples. This was my chance to have my wicked, sexual way with my mother's naked body.
"I thought women liked having their tits squeezed and pulled," I said showing my mother my naivete when it comes to touching and feeling women's breasts.
My mother made a face while looking over at me. She rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Hank! That's crazy what he's doing. No woman will have sex with you if you're as rough with her naked breasts in the way that he is. That forceful breast play hurts women. Women's breasts are sensitive especially during that time of the month," she said while instructing me on how to treat a woman's naked breasts. "How would you like it if a woman grabbed your testicles in that rough sort of way," asked my mother while staring down at my pajama clad cock and noticing my erection.
As soon as she stared down at my pajama clad cock, I lifted my hands that covered my erection and that tented my pajama bottoms. While hoping that she'd reach out and put her hand on my throbbing prick in the way that her daughter, Susan, did, I wanted my mother to see that I was sexually excited. Hoping beyond hope, I'd love for my mother to kiss me while feeling my dick through my pajama bottoms. I'd love for her to stick her hand inside my pajama pee hole and pull out my stiff prick to stroke me.



'With her asking me such an inappropriate, sexual question, I dared myself to expose my naked prick to her in the way that she continued exposing her white panties to me. I'd love for my mother to grab my testicles in any sort of way that she wanted,' I thought. 'I'd love for her to masturbate me while making out with me and while allowing me to have my sexual way with her naked tits and her panty clad pussy.'
By now, no longer covering my pajama clad cock with my hands, I had a huge throbbing and pulsating erection that tented my pajama bottoms. I saw her stare down at my erect pajama clad cock in the way that I stared at her exposed panties. I imagined feeling my mother's naked tits. I imagined rubbing her naked breasts. I imagined sucking her erect nipples.
Definitely, for sure, I'll be masturbating over this conversation tonight. I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother sexually aroused. I'll be masturbating over seeing the impressions of her erect nipples pushing against the material of her housecoat. I'll be masturbating over imagining my mother topless. I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother's panty clad pussy. I'll be imagining over having sex with my MILF of a mother in the way that I had sex with my sexy sister.
# # #
Taking the bait, I asked the twenty-thousand-dollar question. I turned to my mother again. I stared down at her exposed panties. I wanted her to see me staring at her panty clad pussy in the way that I saw her staring at my pajama clad erection. Moreover, with her still sitting on the couch with her knee up and parted, and her panties still exposed, hoping that she'd allow me to cup her panty clad pussy, I wanted to see her reaction to my innocent question.
"So how does a man rub a woman's breasts, mother? What should he do," I asked looking at her? "How does he feel a woman's breasts without hurting her but sexually exciting her? How does he finger her nipples without hurting her," I said staring at my mother's erect nipples through her housecoat?
Hoping she'd unzip her housecoat and show me how to feel and fondle her naked breasts, I was disappointed when she didn't. I stared down at the impressions that her breasts and her erect nipples made in her housecoat. I paused while imagining feeling my mother's breasts through her housecoat. Pushing the envelope, not wanting to stop this line of inappropriate, sexual questioning, I paused while daring myself to ask her my next, sexually inappropriate question.
"I've never felt a woman's tits," I said lying. I paused before asking my mother my sexually inappropriate question. "Could you show me how to feel and fondle a woman's breasts without hurting them," I said while fingering the head of my erect cock through my pajama bottoms.
I stared down at my mother's breasts again. No longer caring if she saw me looking or if she saw me fingering the head of my erect prick through my pajama bottoms, I stared down at all that I could see of her panty clad pussy. So tempted to expose my erect prick to my mother, I stared at my MILF of a mother as if she was sitting next to me naked. Finally, realizing her panties were exposed, she put her foot on the floor, closed her legs, and sat like a lady.
With me looking at her with sexual lust, she looked at me with embarrassed shame as if I had slapped her across her face. Her jaw dropped ad her breathing became heavier. She looked at me with shock. She knew that I had been staring at her panty clad pussy. She looked at me with unbridled sexual arousal. Not expecting her to leave without answer my question, she got up from the couch and went upstairs.
I really thought she would show me her tits and instruct me on how to feel woman's breasts and finger woman's nipples without hurting her. Then, I thought, perhaps, I had pushed the incestuous line too hard and insulted my mother by asking her to show me how to fondle woman's breasts. Misjudging her, I had hoped she'd unzip her housecoat and allow me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts.
Alas, instead of sexually arousing her enough to show me her naked breasts, I imagined that I had embarrassed my mother by staring at her panties and all that I could see of her erect nipples through her housecoat. Specifically, I wanted her to show me how to feel and fondle her naked breasts and finger her nipples without hurting her. Clearly, she saw through my ruse. I not only embarrassed my mother but also, I had made her feel uncomfortable with the conversation.
A real, sexual dilemma, I didn't know how to fix this. Should I apologize to her or pretend that I never asked her such a sexually inappropriate question. We both knew what I wanted. I wanted my mother to show me her naked tits. I wanted her to show me how to feel and fondle her naked breasts. With my line of questioning a little too obvious to her, I wanted to feel and fondle my mother's naked breasts. The only way that I could learn how to feel and fondle my mother's naked breasts, she'd have to show me her naked tits.
'It was easier with my sister, Susan,' I thought. 'Just as Susan couldn't wait to show me her naked pussy, she couldn't wait for me to feel her naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. In the way that she couldn't wait for me to eat her pussy, she couldn't wait to stroke my cock and suck my cock.'
After a few minutes, she walked back downstairs. She stood over me while staring down at me. Then, sexually surprising me, she did something that I never expected her to do. She cupped her breasts through her housecoat in the palm of her hands and lifted them while sliding slow hands over her erect nipples. My mother felt her tits and fingered her nipples in the way that I wished I could feel her tits and finger her nipples.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My mother is making me so frigging horny. I wish I could see my mother's naked breasts. I wish I could feel her tits while fingering her erect nipples.'
# # #
"This stays between us," she said. "You must promise not to tell your sisters and/or your friends. I'd be so embarrassed; I'd be mortified if anyone knew what I was about to do."
I looked up at her with confused curiosity while wondering what she was about to do that I had to promise to keep secret.
"I swear, mom. I promise not to tell anyone," I said while not knowing what I was promising not to tell.
While staring down at me to see my reaction, as if she was a stripper on stage, she ever so slowly and sexily unzipped her housecoat to her waist. I couldn't believe my eyes. After my sister exposed her naked pussy to me, and after I masturbated and ate my sister and she masturbated and blew me, my mother was about to expose her naked tits to me.
Opening her housecoat wider, she reached inside her housecoat to pull out one of her naked breasts before pulling out the other one of her naked breasts. In the way that my sister, Susan, exposed her naked pussy to me, my mother exposed her naked breasts to me. I'll be masturbating over this day and over my sister and now my mother for the rest of my life.
"Tell me and be honest. What do you think of my naked breasts," she asked while cupping her breasts in the palms of her hands and lifting them to me?
She looked down at her naked tits while sliding her slow hands across her nipples again and before looking up at me with a face full of sexual arousal. Then, as if she was a lingerie model, she slowly turned one way before slowly turning the other. Making sure that I had a good, long, look of her naked breasts, she stood in front of me while topless without moving.
"Do you like them? Do you like my naked tits, Hank?"
# # #
Then, with her tits hanging inches away from my mouth, sexually teasing me, she leaned forward at the waist to dangle her naked breasts in my face. As if she was expecting me to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them, she remained in that position. I stared at her naked breasts wide-eyed as if I had never seen naked tits before. Yet, these weren't anyone's naked tits, these were my mother's naked tits. I couldn't believe I was seeing my mother's naked breasts. I couldn't believe my mother was showing me her naked tits.
"Oh, mom," I said temporarily removing my eyes from my mother's naked tits to stare up into her big, brown, beautiful eyes. "You have beautiful breasts. I love your tits. You have the best breasts, I've ever seen," I said lying while knowing that all three of her daughters have better breasts than her breasts.
Surprising me and sexually shocking me, as if she was helping me to pray, she took my hands by my wrists and moved them to her naked breasts. She squeezed my hands while allowing me to squeeze her breasts. I couldn't believe that I was feeling my mother's naked tits.
'Thank you, Jesus,' I thought while continuing to feel my mother's naked breasts.
"You may touch them. You may feel them. You may fondle my naked breasts while sucking my nipples," she said while not allowing me to pull my hands away. 'I love having my nipples sucked, Hank,' she said more than hinting that she wanted me to suck her nipples.
I touched my mother's tits. I felt my mother's tits. I fondled my mother's tits while leaning forward to suck her erect nipples.
Then, before sitting on the couch next to me, she unzipped her housecoat all the way. She stood so close to me that I could smell the musky aroma of her sexual arousal. My mother showed me her trimmed, brown pussy. I couldn't believe my mother showed me her naked pussy. Then, ever so slowly, again, as if she was a stripper on stage, she sexily removed her housecoat. My mother was naked. I couldn't believe my mother was naked. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my mother naked.
Again, surprising me and sexually exciting me, she stuck her finger in her pussy, withdrew it, and slid her wet finger across my lips. I took her finger in my mouth and sucked it. She was wet, so very wet. She was glistening wet. I could smell her. I could taste her. Driving me wild while with incestuous lust, I so wanted to eat my mother's pussy in the way I ate my sister's pussy.
She put her housecoat on the couch before sitting on the sofa. Then, when she sat on the couch, she turned to face me again. She leaned all the way back in the far corner of the sofa and spread her legs wide open. I watched her finger her clit. I watched her finger fucking her pussy. I watched my MILF of a mother masturbate herself. Then, as if she was a man and I was a woman, she leaned forward and put a heavy hand to the back of my head and pulled my mouth forward and all the way down to her pussy.
"Eat me, Hank," she said. "Lick your mother's pussy. Give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers, your mouth, and your tongue. Make me cum, Hank. I need to cum."
# # #
In the way that I ate my sister's pussy, I ate my mother's pussy. I devoured her naked cunt. Hungry for her and having sexually lusted over her, I went at my mother's pussy as if her pussy was a full course meal and I was a starving man.
I continued licking her while fingering her. I couldn't believe that I was eating my mother's pussy. I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to give her oral sex.
In the way that I sexually did with my sister, I sexually did with my mother. I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy while licking her soaking wet cunt. I continued masturbating my mother while eating my mother. In the way that it didn't take my sister long to cum, it didn't take my mother long to cum either.
"Hank. My God, Hank. Don't stop," she said pushing my head down while holding my head in place. "Please don't stop. Lick me faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Hank. Mommy is cumming," she said.
I licked her faster. I rubbed her clit harder. I finger fucked her deeper. Then, as if my mouth was her sponge, she moved my face side to side. My face, my mouth, and my nose were all drenched with my mother's vaginal secretions.
"My God, Hank. That's it. Right there. Don't stop. That's it. I'm cumming, Hank. I'm cumming," she said while arching her back and stiffening her legs.
# # #
Then, she said something unexpected that sexually shocked me.
"Show me your cock. I want to see it," she said.
As soon as I pulled out my erect, naked prick from my pajama bottoms, my mother grabbed my cock in her hand. She closed her eyes while slowly stroking me. Then, she opened her eyes, leaned forward, and took me in her mouth. My mother was blowing me. My mother was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe my mother was willingly and consensually giving me oral sex.
I put a gentle hand to the back of my mother's pretty head. Unable to control myself I humped her mouth and fucked her face while feeling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Ever so gently, I pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples while she continued blowing me.
It didn't take me long to cum. I exploded a load of cum in my mother's mouth almost immediately. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my stiff dick, I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face and across her naked breasts. I gave my mother quite the cum bath.
"Oh, my God, Hank. Where did all that cum come from," she asked with a laugh? "You gave me quite the cum bath," she said wiping her face, her hair, and her naked breasts with my hand towel that I kept by my bed.
We continued having sex a few times a month for several months until I eventually moved out of the house and my mother remarried. Yet, I'll never forget the summer of '78 and having incestuous sex first with my sexy sister Susan then having sex with my MILF of a mother, Barbara. Something that I still masturbate over nearly every day, even forty-years later, the best sex that I ever had, better than the sex that I had with girlfriends and even with my future wife, was the sex that I had with my mother.
THE END
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My Stepmother is an Exhibitionist
My 41-year-old stepmother, Brianna, is an exhibitionist. She loves the sexual attention that she receives from men when she flashes them her panties, her bra, her long line of sexy cleavage, her naked breasts, her naked ass, and/or her naked pussy. Something else that I didn't know and was shocked to discover, my stepmother is a whore. I hate thinking of my stepmother as a whore but, indeed, she is.
# # #
Author's Note:
Going back in time, this true story was written for 68-year-old, Christopher about his 41-year-old stepmother Brianna. Full of regrets, even though he eventually did have sex with her, he had many missed opportunities from her sexually teasing him while exposing herself to him over several years. Too late now, she's dead and has been dead for several years. Yet, he still has many memories of seeing his stepmother topless and naked, and finally having forbidden sex with her.
Traveling back to 50-years in the past from the time he was 18-years-old to 21-years-old and his stepmother was 41-years-old to 44-years-old, the memories that he had of his stepmother was that she was an exhibitionist and a whore. Only, no matter what she was, he loved her and she loved him. She was good to him. Only, his biggest regret, he wished that he could have had sex with her more than several times. He would have loved to have been her one and only, full-time lover.
Yet, a real quandary, unsure if much of her flashing was deliberate or accidental, to this day, with some of her flashing accidental and other of her flashing deliberate, he still is unsure when she deliberately flashed him. Nevertheless, whether accidental or deliberate, she was always flashing him. While making most of her flashing appear accidental, she constantly and continually exposed herself to him. Seemingly, she enjoyed exposing her lingerie clad, topless, and/or naked body to her stepson as much as Christopher enjoyed seeing his stepmother, Brianna without her clothes.
# # #
Many women love flashing their semi-naked and/or naked bodies. They love the sexual attention they receive when showing men something of their sexy and shapely semi-naked or naked bodies that they shouldn't see. Whether flashing their panties, their low-cut brassieres, their long lines of sexy cleavage, their naked asses, their naked pussies, and/or their naked tits, while enjoying sexually teasing men, many women love to flash.
Who could blame them? If you were born a sexy and shapely woman, wouldn't you flash men what they all hope to see of your beautiful, semi-naked and/or naked body? Wouldn't you sexually tease men by flashing men in exchange for free dinners, free drinks, clothes, jewelry, expensive perfume, and trips?
"If you show me your naked tits, I'll buy you a mink coat," said Gus, Ginger's new Mafia boyfriend.
Flashing doesn't make women whores, or does it? What do you think? Whether or not if they are whores depends on the flashing circumstances and depends on the flashing. Flashing could be accidental or unintentional as much as flashing could be deliberately planned and executed. Yet, unless you intimately knew the woman, you'd have no idea if she had deliberately flashed you or unintentionally flashed you.
When I think of exhibitionistic women I think of Kim Kardashian, Pamela Anderson, Paris Hilton, Cardi B, Britney Spears, Miley Cyrus, Lady Gaga, Jennifer Lopez, Lindsay Lohan, and Amber Rose, among many thousands of others. When I think of whores, oftentimes no difference between exhibitionist women, I think of the above listed women, as well as thousands of other women. Sometimes difficult to tell if flashing is deliberate or accidental, so very many women love to flash.
When I think of exhibitionistic women, I think of women who want sex, sex, and more sex. Women will definitely trade flashing sex for money. I think of women who love to suck cock as much as they love fucking cock. In the way that I now think of my deceased stepmother, when I think of exhibitionist women, I think of whores. Indeed, in the way that my stepmother, Brianna, deliberately flashed her topless and naked body to me and to unsuspecting men, she was a whore.
With me being sexually inexperienced and naïve, I thought that I was always at the right place and at the right time to see whatever I shouldn't see of my stepmother. I thought I was lucky to see all that I shouldn't see of my stepmother's beautiful, semi-naked and/or naked body. I always believed that I was fortunate to see upskirt peeks of her sheer, white panties, downblouse views of her revealing low-cut bras, and/or her long, line of sexy cleavage.
With her giving me even more to masturbate over by flashing me, I always believed that it was sexually exciting for me and embarrassing for her whenever I saw her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. Feeling sexually excited for myself, indeed, I felt embarrassed for her. Yet, with me constantly and continually walking around with an erection, contrary to how sexually excited that I felt seeing all that I saw of my stepmother that I shouldn't see, she never appeared embarrassed at all.
'Why isn't she not embarrassed that I saw her naked,' I thought? 'She deliberately flashed me? Has she no modesty? Has she no shame?'
A mystery to me, indeed, if anything, she appeared sexually aroused when flashing me. I figured because she was older and more sexually experienced, nudity didn't embarrass her as much as it sexually excited me. Yet, seeing her in all manner of undress is what I lived for and hoped to see over and again.
# # #
'I can't believe that I saw my stepmother naked again,' I thought while sexually excited over all that I saw of my stepmother. 'What are the odds that I'd see her naked body twice in one day? I saw her naked this morning when she was getting dressed and again tonight when she was getting undressed. I'll be masturbating tonight, tomorrow, and every day thereafter, and for the rest of my life, over seeing so much of my naked stepmother.'
Little did I know that my stepmother was deliberately flashing me. Little did I know that my stepmother was sexually teasing me. Little did I know that my stepmother got off on showing me all that I shouldn't see of her nearly naked and/or her naked body. Little did I know that my stepmother was an exhibitionist. Little did I know that my stepmother was a whore.
Little did I know that my stepmother wanted me to see her in her short, sheer, low-cut, nightgowns. Little did I know that my stepmother wanted me to see her wearing her sheer, bikini panties and/or her sexy, low-cut bras. Little did I know that she wanted me to see her big, naked breasts, her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy, and/or her exquisitely shapely, naked ass. Little did I know that my stepmother would have sex with anyone, any time, including with me.
What did I know? With me only an 18-year-old art student, I was as sexual naïve as I was sexually innocent. I was a no nothing virgin who had yet to have sex with a naked woman. Forget about Playboy magazine, other than my stepmother, the only other women that I've saw naked were nude paintings by Francisco Goya, The Nude Maja, 1797-1800, Gustave Courbet, Sleeping Nude Woman, 1862, and Amedeo Modigliani, Reclining Nude, 1917-18. I received most of my sexual education by staring at art books in the public library before returning home to masturbate over them.
# # #
"Oops. Sorry, Brianna," I said, not knowing what else to say when catching my stepmother without her clothes again.
Unable to stop staring at all that I was seeing and all that she was showing, I couldn't believe I was seeing Brianna naked again. Immediately, I had an erection. I saw my stepmother naked, yet, again. Unable to stop ogling her beautiful, naked body, I saw my stepmother's shapely, naked ass, her beautiful, naked breasts, her big, erect nipples, and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy.
Daring myself to do so, wishing that I could masturbate in front of my stepmother, I didn't dare. Yet, I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing my stepmother naked later today and every day thereafter. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself over imagining making out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself over imagining slowly stripping her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his naked stepmother. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself while imagining having forbidden sex with her.
Even though we weren't blood related, with her living under the same roof as me, all of my sexual thoughts about her were forbidden. I felt guilty as much as I felt ashamed to sexually lust over Brianna. How dare I lust over my father's widowed wife? What's wrong with me to ogle my naked stepmother? How dare I imagined stripping my stepmother naked while touching and feeling her everywhere and while imagining having forbidden sex with her. That's nasty. I'm nasty to sexually abuse Brianna by staring at her naked form.
"Sorry," I said again. "I didn't know you were in here taking a bubble bath," I said lying while trying not to stare at her nude body. "I would have knocked but the bathroom door was wide open. I just wanted to get a band aid," I said as my excuse for me being in her bathroom.
She laughed a sexy, melodious laugh. Instead of staying submerged in the bathtub, sexually exciting me as much as she sexually surprised me, she drained the water in the tub and stood. With her big breasts leaning with her, she was naked while reaching for a towel. I saw my stepmother naked. I couldn't believe that I saw her again without her clothes.
"Steaming up the mirror, it gets so hot in here that I take a bubble bath with my bathroom door wide open to get some air," she said with a nonchalant shrug. "With you having your own bathroom, I didn't think you'd be using mine," she said not covering her nudity as she sexily wiped her naked body with her bath towel.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, she stood before me totally naked while drying herself with her towel. Instead of excusing myself and immediately leaving her bathroom, I turned away from her to continue staring at her naked form through her bathroom mirror. With her seemingly unembarrassed and unashamed, and with her not asking me to leave, I stayed to ogle my naked stepmother.
Looking for any excuse to stay longer, I walked to her medicine chest to get a band aid for my imaginary cut. Hard to do, I briefly looked away from her while pretending that I didn't see anything. Yet, still not leaving the bathroom, with her not turning away from me nor protecting her modesty by covering her nudity with her towel, with her hands, and/or with her forearms, I turned to face her.
'Clearly, she wanted me to see her big, naked tits. She wanted me to see her shapely, naked ass. She wanted me to see her blonde, trimmed pussy,' I thought. 'Clearly, Brianna wanted me to see her naked.'
# # #
I continued staring at her beautiful, naked body as if I was seeing a statue of Pauline Bonaparte, Napoleon's younger, favorite, and incestuous sister as Venus Victrix (Venus Victorious) by famed sculpture, Antonio Canova, 1780 to 1825. Unable to remove my eyes from her, I stood there in shock.
With Pauline reminding me of my stepmother, albeit looking nothing like her, Napoleon loved his sister dearly, as much as I loved my stepmother dearly. Her scandalous, sexual behavior caused her brother a lot of grief. Whereas most of Napoleon's siblings wished for royal titles, political power, and money, Pauline seemed to be only interested in one thing, and that one thing was sex, sex, and more sex. Indeed, Pauline was a whore, an exhibitionistic, incestuous whore. Along with sucking and fucking a multitude of men, shamefully shocking, she loved sucking and fucking her brother, too.
Sexually excited, even after seeing my stepmother topless and totally naked numerous times, I continued ogling her naked body. Unable to look away, I could never get enough of seeing her without her clothes. Unable to stop myself from staring, I had a difficult time not staring at all that she was showing and at all that I was seeing. Never tiring of seeing my stepmother's naked body, as if my eyes were glued to her naked form, I had a difficult time turning away.
Whether married or not, something that I didn't know until I read her diary, throughout her lifetime, much like Pauline Bonaparte, my stepmother, before remaining imprisoned in her house, had numerous lovers. Again, much like Napoleon's sister, Brianna loved pushing the boundaries of what was morally acceptable, sexual behavior. She loved to shock, provoke, and incite sexual controversy by deliberately flashing her semi-naked and naked body to unsuspecting men to see their shocked reactions.
# # #
From all that I read in my stepmother's diary that I found lying open on her bed, she loved to suck as much as she loved to fuck. Something that I was surprised to learn, my stepmother was not only a whore but also, she was an exhibitionistic whore. She loved flashing her semi-naked and naked body as much as she loved having sex. Part and parcel, flashing was a big part of her having sex.
When I read what she wrote about her being an exhibitionistic whore, I couldn't help but wonder if she had been deliberately flashing me. I couldn't help but wonder if she had been sexually teasing me. Then, I wondered if she wanted to have forbidden sex with me as much as I wanted to have forbidden sex with her. I'd definitely have sex with my stepmother anywhere, anytime, and any place.
I couldn't tell. I didn't know. While masturbating over all that I frequently saw of my stepmother's gorgeous body, I only wished that I could have sex with her. I only wished that I could make love to her before fucking her. Only, with me a virgin, I didn't know how to sexually seduce my stepmother. Instead, all that I did was stare and masturbate myself later.
My sexual fantasy coming true, I'd love to touch and feel Brianna everywhere through her clothes while making out with her. Then, slowly removing her clothes, I'd love to strip my stepmother naked. Even though I had never eaten anyone's pussy or masturbated anyone, I'd love to eat my stepmother's pussy while masturbating her. Again, even though I never had a hand job or a blowjob, I'd love for my stepmother to give me my first-hand job and blowjob.
I'd love for her to suck my cock and allow me to cum in her mouth. Again, with me still a virgin, I'd love for my stepmother to make love to me before fucking me. In the way that I'd love to cum in her mouth, I'd love to cum in her pussy, too. Only, sexually naïve, I had no idea how to have my wicked, sexual way with my stepmother.
'Again, with her diary laying open on her bed, I wondered if she wanted me to find her diary. I wondered if she wanted me to read her diary. I wonder if she wanted me to know what a promiscuously, sexually exhibitionist, whore of a woman that she was,' I thought. 'Why else would she leave her personal, private diary in plain sight for me to find opened on her bed?'
Only, even after reading my stepmother's words, I could never think less of her. I could never think her an exhibitionistic whore. I thought of her as my angel sent to help me through my life and protect me after my father died. She was good to me. She was kind to me. We got along well together. She loved me as much as I loved her.
# # #
With me an artist and an art student, I read about a woman who reminded me of my stepmother. Camillo Borghese commissioned a sculpture to be made of his wife, Pauline Napoleon, Napoleon's sister. Ahead of her day in her sexuality, Pauline allowed herself to be depicted as a bare-skinned Venus rather than the fully clothe, chaste, Goddess Diana whom her husband had envisioned and wanted the artist to capture, emulate, and sculpt. With her an exhibitionist and a whore, instead of being fully dressed, with her directing the scene, the sculpture depicted Pauline reclining semi-nude on a couch.
Even the sculptor, Antonio Canova, was embarrassed as Pauline modeled for him totally naked. With her as beautiful as she was sexy and shapely, his hands reportedly shook as he applied clay to her beautiful, naked body. When he saw the artist's rendering of his naked wife, Pauline's husband was so enraged, appalled, and humiliated that he hid the sculpture in the attic.
Despite having never seen it, with the word getting around, all of society gossiped about Pauline posing naked for Antonio Canova. Venus Victrix solidified the public's opinion of Pauline as a seductress, a loose woman, and an incestuous whore. With pictures of the famous sculpture online, today the sculpture can be viewed at the Galleria Borghese, what used to be the family residence, but is now an art gallery in Rome.
# # #
"I didn't see anything," I said pretending that I didn't see anything while covering my eyes and averting my gaze from my stepmother's naked body when I walked in on her in her bathroom.
Drying herself off with a towel, I caught her standing naked in the bathtub. Clearly wanting me to see her naked, instead of covering herself with the towel, turning away from me, and asking me to leave, she turned to face me. With me seeing even more of her beautiful, naked body now, I couldn't believe she turned to face me. Then, when she deliberately dropped her towel and stood in the bathtub naked with her arms by her side, I turned to her and stared.
Embarrassed for her, I turned my head the other way before turning my head back to look at her again. Never have I seen a woman more beautiful. With her not covering her nakedness with her hands and/or with her forearms, I stared at my stepmother's beautiful, naked body. I couldn't stop staring at her. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely.
"Is that a new tattoo on your ass," I asked when noticing her new tattoo while hoping to delay my departure?
Unable to count how many times that I've already I've seen her topless and/or naked, I was sexually excited to see her without her clothes again. No doubt, I'll be masturbating over seeing her naked again. I took a step deeper into the bathroom and leaned at the waist for a closer look of her new tattoo.
"Is that a tattoo of Lily," I asked while staring at her tattoo and while ogling her naked ass?
Unable to help myself, I stared at the rest of her naked body while looking for more new tattoos. With her seemingly unembarrassed and unashamed enough to cover herself, I stared at her naked, D cup breasts, her erect nipples, her naked, shapely ass, and her naked blonde, trimmed pussy. My stepmother was, indeed, a rare beauty.
She laughed.
"I always wanted a tattoo of Lily, and what better tattoo to put on my naked ass than a tattoo of my cat," she said with another sexy laugh?
She turned her ass to me and leaned at the waist to give me a better look of her cat tattoo.
"I plan on putting a second tattoo of Lily over my pussy," she said.
She turned to me with a laugh while smoothing the skin above her pussy for me to better see where she wanted another tattoo of her cat.
"A pussy over my pussy," she said while laughing again. "What better place to put a pussy tattoo than above my pussy?"
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My stepmother deliberately showed me her naked pussy.'
Nearly parting her pussy lips and showing some pink, she showed me where she wanted a second tattoo of her cat.
# # #
It sexually excited me to know that for my stepmother to get a tattoo of Lily on her ass, that she had to expose her naked ass to the tattoo artist. With it always crowded with men in tattoo parlors, I wondered how many men saw her naked ass and/or her naked pussy, too. I wondered if she was embarrassed or sexually aroused getting a tattoo of her cat on her naked ass.



Physically fit from doing yoga, Pilates, and weight training, my stepmother, Brianna, had such a shapely ass that complemented the rest of her beautiful body. Deciding to remain quiet, even though I had wanted to, I didn't dare compliment her on her tight ass. I was afraid she'd think that I was sexually and inappropriately ogling her naked body which, indeed, of course, I was.
Yet, I couldn't stop ogling her. As if I had never seen her naked before, I couldn't stop staring at her. By far she was better looking and had a better body than any woman in any art books that I masturbated over. With the women back then, looking Rubenesque and a bit pudgy, my stepmother could have posed for Playboy and/or could have been a porn star.
'Making love to her and fucking her, I'll be dreaming of her tonight naked while having hot and heavy, forbidden sex with her,' I thought.
Always believing that her flashing me was unintentional or purely accidental, it was years until I realized that my stepmother was deliberately flashing herself to me. Even after reading her diary cover to cover, not until I was 21-years-old did I believe that my stepmother was an exhibitionist and was deliberately flashing me. It took me years to understand that my stepmother wanted me to see her in her sexy lingerie, topless, and/or naked as much as I wanted to see her in her sexy lingerie, topless, and/or naked.
Yet, after a while, my naivete matured enough to know that my stepmother was deliberately flashing me. With me always seeing something of her that I shouldn't see, I started to wonder if she was deliberately exposing herself to me. Again, with me so sexually naïve and sexually inexperienced, it took me years to realize that my stepmother was an exhibitionist and a wicked whore.
'Duh! My stepmother is deliberately flashing me. My stepmother is an exhibitionist. My stepmother is a whore. Lucky me. I can't believe it,' I thought. 'Now, if only she'd have sex with me, I'd be a happy man.'
I thought about her having sex with me. As soon as I thought about her having sex with me, I was afraid. I was nervous. This was my stepmother and not some whore. I didn't know how to go about sexually seducing her. I didn't want to ruin our close relationship by trying to have sex with her. The last thing that I wanted to do was to alienate my stepmother against me.
# # #
It all started innocently enough after my father died. He died from complications of COVID. Thankfully, leaving us a five-million-dollar, life insurance policy taken out through his company's benefit plan, neither of us no longer had to work to earn a living. With most people earning not much more than a million dollars in a lifetime, if even that, as long as we were careful with our spending and invested the money wisely, we had plenty of money to last us a lifetime.
Yet, with her not wanting to be idly rich, she worked from home to make a few dollars selling photographs of herself topless and naked to horny, perverted men. For ten dollars more, in addition to the photographs that she charged five-dollars each for, which I found out later, she included her used panties. She not only had a booming business selling her topless and naked photos but admiring men lined up to buy her used panties, too.
I took college classes in art history from home. Living at a time before they had online classes, I had to mail in my assignments. Meanwhile, unbeknownst to Brianna, I squirreled away several topless and naked photos of my stepmother along with a pair of her used panties that I kept under my pillow and masturbated myself over them from time to time.
Between COVID running rampant again, with gun violence in the streets, and gridlock traffic that incited road rage, we never wanted to leave our home. A time before Amazon, with our groceries delivered and whatever else we needed bought from other local vendors who offered home delivery; it was a blessing that we never needed to go out. Living like two hermits, it was wonderful that we never had to leave our house. If we didn't have to, only feeling safe enough living here to walk the dog, we never wanted to venture out of our neighborhood.
Safe in our new, 3,300 square foot, 4 bedroom, 5 bath house that we bought with my father's money, we enjoyed staying home watching TV, watching movies, and playing board and video games. Never bored, with us able to entertain ourselves, I enjoyed the company of my stepmother as much as she enjoyed my company. As a sexual bonus of being alone with my stepmother, with her not having a man in her life and me not having a woman in my life, she was always flashing me and I was always masturbating over her flashing me.
# # #
We lived on the outskirts of downtown and close enough to the city that we took taxis wherever we needed to go. Only, other than doctor's appointments, with whatever we needed delivered, including our prescription drugs, there was nowhere that we needed to go. Living more like boyfriend and girlfriend but without the sex, we were happy staying home and relaxing.
Now, that it was just the two of us living together with no one telling us what to do, we didn't have to leave the house for anything. Ensconced in our comfortable bedrooms, and with each bedroom having an ensuite bathroom, my stepmother took lots of bubble baths in her huge bathtub. A time before they had giant screen televisions, with the both of us enjoying watching football, we had plenty of room to accommodate our 75" projector screens, one on the main floor, one in the finished basement, two more projector screens upstairs.
Something that I always wanted, I bought a pool table, a ping pong table, and a pinball machine that I put downstairs in the fully carpeted and finished basement. My stepmother had a fully equipped gym with a stationary bike, a treadmill, a rowing machine, and free weights, that she kept down there, too. Keeping us in shape, we exercised every day. Our basement looked like a game room combination gym. Thanks to my father, we had everything we needed to have a happy life without ever having to leave the house.
Happy to be so blessed and feeling fortunately lucky, I was 18-years-old and living alone with my stepmother. That alone was not only a blessing but also a sexual bonus. Never seeing anything of her before, as soon as I was no longer a child but an 18-year-old adult, I saw plenty of her now.
Whether it was deliberately or accidentally, with me not caring which, as soon as I became a man, as if her flashing me was my sexual birthday gift, she was always flashing me. Yet, with me still naively trusting, never believing that she was deliberately flashing me, I truly believed that her flashing was unintentional and accidental. I seriously thought that I was always at the right place and at the right time to see all that I should never see of my stepmother. She continually showed me her naked ass, her naked pussy, and her naked breasts to masturbate over later.
# # #
Sexually attracted to her, something that started when I turned 18-years-old, she started dressing and undressing with her bedroom door wide open and her bedroom light illuminating all that I could see of her. Shocked, the first time that I saw her naked, I couldn't believe my eyes. Loitering in the darkened hall outside of her bedroom, whether she knew it or not, my stepmother was dressing and undressing in front of me.
Never having seen my stepmother without her clothes before and/or any woman without her clothes, for that matter, I continued loitering in the hall while watching her dress and undress. No longer having to undress her with my horny eyes, I no longer had to imagine what she looked like in her sexy lingerie, in her panties and bra, topless and/or naked. She gave me a daily visual tour of her beautiful, naked body.
With her never wearing robes over her sexually revealing nightgowns, I masturbated over seeing her in her short, sheer, and low-cut nightgowns. With her parading around her open-door bedroom in her panties and bra, I masturbated over seeing her in her low-cut bras and bikini panties. With her brushing her long, lush, blonde hair in her full-length mirror without her clothes, I masturbated over seeing her topless and naked.
I masturbated over seeing her naked breasts and her erect nipples. I masturbated over seeing her shapely, naked ass and her blonde, trimmed pussy. Masturbating four and five times a day, never have I masturbated as much as I was masturbating over seeing my stepmother in all manner of undress now.
# # #
Just before she started undressing with her bedroom door wide open and with her bedroom light on, as soon as I turned 18-years-old, I sexually awakened. Always walking around the house with an erection, I continually masturbated myself. Before seeing her naked, I masturbated while imagining what she looked like in her revealing nightgowns, in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. I masturbated while imagining what it would feel like to touch her everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother. I masturbated while I imagining having forbidden sex with my MILF of a stepmother.
Then, with her giving me plenty of sexual material to masturbate over now, I masturbated over all that I saw of her and all that I imagined seeing of her. Every night and every morning, I masturbated over imagining her having incestuous sex with me. Every night and every morning, I hoped she'd barge in my bedroom without knocking and catch me stroking my prick, and cumming. I'd love to cum for my stepmother. It was my sexual fantasy that Brianna would catch me masturbating and surprise me by taking me in her hand before taking me in her mouth.
In the way that I've seen her naked pussy, I'd love for her to see my naked prick. I'd love to not only cum for my stepmother but also, I'd love to cum all over my stepmother. With cum dripping from her hair, her nose, her chin, and her naked breasts, I'd love to give her a cum bath.
Unfortunately, she never barged open my bedroom door without knocking. She never caught me playing with myself. I always wondered what she'd do and what she'd say if she did catch me stroking myself, saw my erect, naked prick, and caught me cumming all over my hand and my stomach.
# # #
What did I know? With me still a virgin and sexually inexperienced, I didn't know any better. I had no idea that my stepmother was an exhibitionist. I had no idea that my stepmother was deliberately flashing herself to me. I had no idea that she was as horny and as sexually frustrated as I was. I had no idea that she was as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her. I had no idea that my stepmother was a whore.
It wasn't until I turned 21-years-old and read her diary that I knew what my stepmother was. Now that I knew she was deliberately flashing me, now that I knew she's an exhibitionist, and now that I knew she was whore, as I grew older and sexually matured, I wondered if she'd welcome my sexual advances. I wondered if she'd have consensual sex with me. Only, I was as nervous trying to sexually solicit my stepmother as I was sexually excited over the thoughts of having forbidden sex with her.
Afterall, she wasn't just any woman off the street. She was my stepmother, my deceased father's wife. How dare I ogle her while she's topless and/or naked? How dare I masturbate myself over her while imagining having sex with her?
As much I was sexually excited to see something of my stepmother that I could masturbate over that night and the next morning, I was sexually satisfied merely masturbating over all that I saw of her. In that regard, she never diffused my sexual excitement by disappointing me and not flashing me. She had such an incredibly, beautiful body and she wasn't embarrassed, ashamed, or reluctant to show me her naked ass, her naked tits, and/or her naked pussy.
With her never undressing or dressing with her bedroom door closed, I finally built up the courage to emerge from the dark hall to loiter by her open bedroom door. While talking to her as if she was fully dressed, she allowed me to stand in her bedroom doorway while watching her dress and undress.
Instead of asking me to leave, or instead of closing her bedroom door, she continued dressing or undressing as if I was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, instead of her stepson. Instead of just seeing her in her sexy nightgowns and in her panties and bra, I saw my stepmother topless and even naked. With her no longer leaving anything to my horny imagination, I continually saw her amazing, naked breasts, her big, erect nipples, her shapely naked ass, and her blonde, trimmed pussy.
# # #
Making herself comfortable as if she was home alone, she always sat across from me on the low couch while I sat across from her in the high recliner. Back then, with me always horny, I masturbated over whatever I saw of my stepmother. Only, not having the courage to do more than stare, I wished that I could touch her naked breasts, feel her naked ass, and finger her naked pussy. Ashamed to write and embarrassed to admit, before seeing her naked, when I was 18-years-old, plenty horny enough, merely seeing her bra strap was enough to give me an erection.
She always wore these blouses that opened enough between her buttons for me to constantly and continually see her sexy low-cut brassiere. When she wasn't wearing a bra, the opening of her blouse allowed me to see the side of her big, naked breast, and sometimes, even her erect nipple. Naively innocent, I always thought that her blouse opened like that because her blouse was too tight and her tits were too big. I never thought that my stepmother deliberately bought blouses that would show her bra and/or her naked breasts.
Who knew? Again, what did I know? I had no idea that she was sexually teasing me by flashing me her bra clad breast, the side of her naked breast, or even her erect nipple. I had no idea that not only was my stepmother an exhibitionist but also a whore.
Thinking that she was just being comfortable in her own home, she sat with her knees parted just enough for me to see a triangular patch of her white, sheer panties. Every time she crossed and uncrossed her shapely legs, as if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she'd flash me her panties. Every morning and every night, I masturbated over seeing my stepmother's bright, white, sheer, bikini panties. Masturbating four and five times a day over my semi-naked and naked stepmother, seemingly an endless supply, I had no idea how much cum I wasted.
Then, as time passed by, the older I grew, a regular occurrence, the more she'd flash me. When I turned 21-years-old, her exhibitionism abruptly increased. Now, when sitting across from me while mindless reading her magazine, as if airing out her naked pussy, she sat like an old, drunken sailor with legs spread wide open and with her panties totally exposed.
Instead of just showing me a triangular flash of her white panties up her short skirts, she flashed me her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and the patch of her blonde, trimmed pussy hair. At night with us watching our projector screen TV, with her in her short, sexy nightgowns without wearing a robe and without wearing panties, and with her sitting with her knees spread wide open, she flashed me her naked pussy. Giving me plenty to masturbate myself over, I constantly and continually saw either my stepmother's panty clad pussy or her naked pussy.
'I can't believe I'm seeing my stepmother's naked pussy,' I thought while staring at all that she was showing me and all that I could see to masturbate over her later. 'Whether accidentally or deliberately, I can't believe she's flashing me her naked cunt. I wish I had the courage to touch her naked pussy and feel her naked pussy while making out with her. I wish I had the courage to have sex with her.'
Daring myself to return her flashing me her naked pussy, with me ready to flash her my naked cock, I sat across from her in a T-shirt and my pajama bottoms without wearing underwear. Only, with me as nervous as I was embarrassed to flash my stepmother my naked prick, I couldn't do it. Never thinking of her as an exhibitionist whore, I thought move of her as my loving stepmother. Afraid of embarrassing her, making her feel uncomfortable, and making myself look like a pervert, I didn't want to offend her by flashing her my erect, naked prick.
Little did I know that she would have loved seeing my naked cock. Little did I know that she would have loved seeing me masturbate my prick in front of her. Little did I know that if I had dare to explode a load of cum in front of my stepmother, she would have crawled over to me on her hands and knees to catch my load of cum in her mouth.
Sexually inexperienced, I was so naïve. Little did I know that my stepmother wanted to have forbidden sex with me as much as I wanted to have forbidden sex with her. Little did I know that my stepmother would have sucked my prick dry after allowing me to eat her pussy and fuck her.
# # #
With her not stopping with just flashing me, whenever we had company over or a salesman trying to sell us something, with her still in her nightgown that she wore all day unless she was going out, she flashed them, too. She continually sat with her knees parted enough to flash her panties or her naked pussy to whoever was sitting across from her. It sexually excited me to know that whoever was visiting us and sitting across from my stepmother was seeing her white panties or her naked pussy.
In case they dared to make an inappropriate, sexual pass at her, with me her personal bodyguard and protector, I was always there to chaperone. There was no telling what may have happened if I wasn't there and she was alone. She could have been sexually molested. She could have been raped. With her lucky that I was there watching out for her, whomever she was flashing could have forced themselves on her. They could have forced her to stroke them, suck them, and/or fuck them.
Whenever I had my friends over, sexually exciting me for my friends to see my stepmother's panties and/or naked pussy in up nightgowns, she'd flash them her panties or her naked pussy, too. She'd lean in front of them longer and lower than necessary to serve them drinks and snacks while flashing them her naked breasts. Again, while making her flashes appear mindlessly accidental, my stepmother flashed any man who came to our house her panties, her naked pussy, and/or her naked tits. Indeed, my stepmother was a habitual flasher. In the way that Pauline Bonaparte was, my stepmother was a whore.
Whenever we had a barbeque, my stepmother flashed her panties to whichever man was sitting across from her. Whenever we had a pool party, my stepmother would, somehow, always lose her bikini top. Not noticing that she was topless right away, while climbing out of the pool topless, before covering her naked breasts with her hands and/or her forearms, she showed any lucky man at the pool and/or sitting on the deck her naked breasts.
"Oh, my God," she said jumping around outside of the pool and bouncing her naked tits. Please don't look at my naked tits. I lost my bikini top in the pool. I'm so embarrassed," she said while making a big deal of losing her bikini top.
In case, they hadn't already noticed her standing by the pool topless, before she covered her naked tits with her hands and/or forearms, with her making such a big deal of her being topless, they noticed her naked breasts now.
# # #
Whenever anyone took a picture of my stepmother, there she was with her knees spread and her panties visible. Seemingly, she didn't care if her panties were continually on display. When she wasn't flashing her panties, she was flashing her naked pussy. Whenever she wasn't flashing her naked pussy, she was flashing downblouse views of her bra clad breasts or her naked breasts. Then, pasting them all in her photo album, I had a whole X-rated, semi-naked and naked collection of my stepmother flashing her panties, her bra, her naked pussy, and/or her naked breasts.



"And this is my stepmother," I'd say while opening the photo album to unsuspecting men while acting oblivious to her showing whatever of her sexy and shapely body that men shouldn't see. "Isn't she beautiful? Isn't she sexy?"
After a while instead of sitting across from one another, we sat on the couch together. She was always cold and we'd sit with a blanket over our laps and my arm around her shoulders. Not stopping me, never stopping me, eventually, she allowed me to stealthily touch and feel her big breasts and finger her erect nipples through her low-cut, sheer nightgowns while we watched our movies. Returning the sexual favor, while giving me an instant erection, she touched and fondled my naked prick through my pajama bottoms.
With it only a matter of time before we'd be having sex, from there, she stroked my naked prick. My stepmother masturbated me. I couldn't believe that my MILF of a stepmother masturbated me. Then, allowing me to return the sexual favor of masturbation, she allowed me to masturbate her.
I masturbated my stepmother. I couldn't believe she allowed me to rub her clit and fingerfuck her pussy for fondling her naked breasts and fingering and sucking her erect nipples. Now, a regular, sexual occurrence, whenever we sat on the couch while watching a movie, hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I masturbated my stepmother and she masturbated me.
# # #
Not long after, from there we had incestuous sex. Allowing me to sleep with her in her bed, she allowed me to make love to her and fuck her. Again, returning the sexual favor, she made love to me and fucked me. I ate her pussy and she sucked my cock. Allowing me to cum in her mouth, I ejaculated all over her face and gave her cum baths, too.
"Come sleep with me, Christopher," she said one night out of the clear blue. "I need you to hold me. I'm cold. I'm lonely," she said before saying the magic word. "I'm horny."
As soon as I climbed in bed with my stepmother, she was naked under the sheet. I stripped off my T-shirt and my pajama bottoms as if they were on fire. Then, while snuggling up against her, holding her, and spooning her, I rested my erect cock between her shapely ass cheeks and rested my hand on her big, naked breast while fondling her naked breast and fingering her erect nipple.
We had sex every day, twice a day. She allowed me to make love to her every morning and I fucked her every night. She allowed me to eat her pussy and she sucked my cock. Allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth, she was insatiable for my naked prick as much as I was insatiable for her naked tits and her naked pussy.
# # #
From there continuing down our forbidden road of sexual debauchery, we flashed ourselves as an exhibitionist team. She allowed me to flash her female friends. Not stopping there, she allowed me to flash my female friends my naked prick. Once again, returning the sexual favor of my flashing her friends, she allowed me to flash my friends her beautiful, naked body.
Whenever she had a group of women visiting, whether selling kitchen products, cosmetics, or perfume, she'd ask me to change a burned-out lightbulb that we deliberately installed. I stood on a ladder with an erection that I had previously stroked before coming out to the living room from my bedroom. As soon as I was holding the delicate, light fixture in my hand, she'd stand, walk over to me, and pull down my pajama bottoms to flash all of the women in attendance my naked, erect prick.
"Brianna! Oh, my God. What are you doing? You're going to make me drop this light fixture. I'm so embarrassed. Pull up my pajama bottoms please," I said turning one way before turning the other way to make sure that every woman got a good, long look of my naked, erect prick.
As if I was a male stripper, the women stared. They laughed. They pointed. They cheered. With Brianna giving them permission to ogle my naked prick, they all enjoyed seeing my naked, erect prick.
"You're such a lucky woman. Your stepson as such a big prick," said one of her friends. "Let me help you with that," said her best friend, Vivian, getting up from the sofa.
I thought she was going to take the light fixture from my hands before I dropped it so that I could pull up my pajama bottoms. With me still precariously standing on the ladder naked below the waist, instead of helping me with the light fixture, she took my erect cock in her hands before taking me in her mouth. Again, as if I was a stripper at a CFNM, clothe female nude male strip club, one after another, several of the women stroked my prick and sucked my prick while I continued holding the light fixture without dropping it.
With me standing on the ladder while holding the light fixture and pretending to change a burnt-out bulb, no one would have guessed that we were both in concert in her flashing me. Brianna did the same flashing scenario when she invited our next-door neighbors over. With me standing helpless on the ladder, as soon as she pulled down my pajama bottoms as shocked as they were sexually aroused, our next-door neighbors stared at my erect prick.
"You have such a big prick, Christopher," said my neighbor standing and walking over to me to take my naked, erect cock in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me.
Sexually shocking me, with her willing to expose myself to the women of my neighborhood, I never thought that my neighbors would blow me. Not missing an opportunity to sexually abuse me, with Brianna giving them her permission, one by one, they all stroked and sucked my cock. With my pajama bottoms still down around my ankles, as soon as I climbed down from the ladder but before I could put down the light fixture, Brianna pushed me in front of her old co-workers.
Sexually shocking me as much as they sexually excited me, joining in on the sexual fun, they leaned forward and reached out their warm, soft hands. They stroked my cock while sucking my cock. With me already sexually excited, it didn't take me long to cum in all of their mouths and all over their faces.
# # #
Now it was my turn to flash my friends Brianna's naked body. With Brianna the main, sexual attraction, I invited my friends to a poker party. Sexually surprising them, Brianna served them drinks and refreshments topless. Then, as soon as they were drunk enough, she served them drinks and refreshments naked.
Not stopping them, allowing them to touch her and feel her, my friends were free with their hands. They felt her naked tits and fingered her erect nipples. Masturbating her, they rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. Still not stopping there, she sucked their cocks, allowed them to cum in her mouth, and even fucked them. I watched my friends gangbang my stepmother.
Not stopping there, we hit the nude beaches. Giving men a show of Brianna's sexy, naked body, we walked the whole length of the beach one way before walking the length of the beach the other way. Then, finding a sand dune to hide behind, we had sex as an audience of a half dozen men watched. Exposing ourselves was just as much fun as having forbidden sex.
From there we went to an X-rated theater. With her the only woman there, I allowed her to go in first while I sat a few rows behind her. One by one, I watched men sit closer to her.
Then, with men sitting on each side of her and directly behind her, they leaned over to her to touch and feel her through her clothes. Not stopping them, she allowed them to lift her blouse and bra. They fondled her breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
The men sitting on each side of her lifted her short skirt to her waist and fingered her naked pussy while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her cunt. Then, they pulled out their cocks. With erect pricks in each hand, she masturbated two men while sucking another man behind her. She not only allowed the men sitting beside her to cum all over her but also, she allowed the man sitting behind her to give her a cum bath. He ejaculated all over her hair and all over her face.
My beautiful, sexy stepmother was not only an exhibitionist but also, she was a nasty whore.
THE END
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Steve and Susan Jill Parker
Steve and Susan Jill Parker meet for the first time.
# # #
Author's Note:
This story was written for Steve. He wanted to profess his love for Susan Jill Parker in this romantic, love story. He wanted me to record his feelings of heartache, heartbreak, and love in his true story. Having read her stories for years, he was in love with her. Yet, not realizing who she was when he followed her and chased after her, he was surprised that his dream woman was, indeed, her.
# # #
It all started like any other day, instead of taking a bus or a taxi home from work, I walked home from work. After being couped up in an office all day, I needed to stretch my legs. I needed to get some exercise. Moreover, in addition to stretching my legs and getting some much-needed exercise, walking usually clears my head. Even while being distracted by the sights and the sounds of the bustling city, walking usually helps me to think.
Except for this day, I was too upset to think but the walking helped me to blow off some steam. Pressured to finish my work, I was tired. I was crabby. Everything seemed to upset me. With so many people out and about, and getting in my way, people, especially women, annoyed me. Between ambulances, firetrucks, horns beeping, and traffic, the city was so noisy, too noisy to keep a thought in my head. I couldn't think.
As if it was the Christmas rush, the sidewalk was crowded with people in a hurry to get home. Seemingly, everyone was doing the same thing at the same time. Hailing cabs, catching buses, and running down the steps to the crowded underground, everyone was in a hurry. Instead of staggering work times, allowing everyone to leave together, I wished they had metered the times when people could leave.
With them rushing here and rushing there, the enormous crowd of people gave me the jitters. Forcing me to stop to allow them to pass, women continually cut in front of me. Taking liberties with them being the weaker sex, men would never cut in front of other men in the way that women hogged the sidewalk.
It was unsafe to be out after a certain hour. Indeed, it was not safe. Seemingly, no one wanted to be turned into a pumpkin, or more likely be a victim of assault, rape, a robbery, a stabbing, or a shooting. After 6pm, a big change in the atmosphere, the business district was totally deserted. Mobbed before with people, it was a virtual ghost town now. Packed with people before it was uninhabited now.
Getting to the office early enough to finish all that I needed to do, I had worked a long,12-hour day. Even though I was tired, the walking, when I could walk without bumping into someone, did me good. Yet, I couldn't wait to have some downtime to decompress. I needed to relax.
I couldn't wait to get home and pour myself a single, malted scotch. I couldn't wait to slowly sip my drink while watching mindless TV and waiting for my Chinese food to be delivered. I couldn't wait to eat and go to bed.
'Eat, work, and sleep, is all that I do.' I thought.
# # #
Sometimes, I wished I had a busty, dark haired wife named Katie, who'd welcome me home with a kiss, a hug, and a hot, piping dinner fresh out of the oven.
'How was your day,' I imagined my imaginary wife asking after giving me a kiss?
I imagined giving her a forced smile while feeling her big tits. I imagined that I loved her big tits. I imagined my imaginary wife having exceptional breasts.
'Exhausting,' I imagined saying.
Sometimes, I wished I had a couple of kids, a boy named Tommy and a girl named Stephanie, who were glad to see me.
'Daddy! Daddy! Mommy! Daddy's home,' I imagine my imaginary children saying while happy that I was home from work.
Sometimes, I wished I had a small, dog, a toy, Manchester terrier, named Rocky, 'Yip!' Or a big dog, a huge dog, a Great Dane, named Tiny, 'Woof!'
I love dogs but with me working so many hours, it wouldn't be fair to the dog to be couped up all day.
'Down, boy. Down. Stay,' I imagine saying to my imaginary dog while trying to get in the front door without him jumping on me.
Nonetheless, I wished I had a pampered pet who'd jumped up in my lap and lick my face to show me how happy he was that I was home. Yet, unmarried, I didn't have a busty wife to kiss, adoring children to hug, or even a loyal dog to greet. Fated to be alone, I was always alone.
# # #
Yet, instead of finding my certain someone, my perfect person, my special woman, and my forever companion, never finding the right person, I was alone. I lived alone. I dined alone. I watched television alone. I went to bed alone and woke up alone.
'Alone, alone, alone. I'm always alone.'
Wishing I could change that and find someone, I was tired of being alone. I was lonely. I was horny. I was unhappy. I was depressed.
Tired of working, work, work, work, all I did was work. Needing something more than working just to make a living enough to survive, I needed a fuller life. I needed a woman as my compass, to not only give me my direction but also to give me my purpose in life. I needed a beautiful woman to have intimate relations with while my children were asleep, and my faithful dog was beside me on the floor.
'Is that too much to ask? Where is my woman,' I thought to myself again while feeling horny as much as I felt sexually frustrated?
# # #
I've tried picking up assorted women in bars, from hookers, to whores, to lonely housewives, to young, single, and carefree. Still, after an exciting, sexual romp, I ended up alone. I've tried meeting seemingly interesting women online. I've tried dating services. I've tried cooking classes, book reading classes, art classes, and museum touring excursions, all without luck. I'm still alone.
I have friends, co-workers, and relatives constantly and continually trying to hook me up with blind dates to find the supposed love of my life. Sure, I've gotten laid a lot, but I needed more than just empty sex. I needed a real relationship. I needed a love relationship.
I needed love. I needed to find love. I needed a love affair. I needed to be in love. I needed to be ecstatically head-over-heels in love. Yet, with every married couple that I know seemingly, always bickering, arguing, separating, splitting, and eventually divorcing, why are they so quick to get me hitch? When on the surface, and by any measure of my imagination, I'm happier than they are being carefree and single, albeit alone.
Years later, all to no avail, with me having the same personal, relationship problems, I'm still alone. I'm still lonely. I'm still wicked horny. I still haven't found my woman. I needed to find my woman. I needed to find my person and my special someone. I need to find love.
# # #
Then, finally, as if birds were singing, the flowers were blooming, and the clouds parted enough for me to see a vision from Heaven. A happy ending to my sad, lonely love story, something that I somehow just knew, I knew as soon as I saw her that she was the one. I found her. I found my special woman.
'There she is! Oh, my God. That's her,' I thought. 'I don't believe it. I found her. I can't believe that I finally found her.'
Difficult not to notice her, as if it was meant to be, I saw her from behind and from a distance, nearly half a New York, block away. Yet, somehow, as if it was fated to be, without even having to see her from the front, without even having to talk to her, and romance her, I knew that she was who I had been searching to find. She was my perfect, female companion. One in a million, she was the one. I needed to look no further.
'Thank you, Jesus,' I thought giving my thanks to God.
With her head held high, full of confidence with each step, she was walking within a crowd of women. She was a head taller than all the other women. As she walked, her head bobbed up and down and side to side as if she was a blonde buoy in a sea of ordinariness. At that very moment, already in love, love at first sight, not even having to see the rest of her, I personally understood why songwriters wrote love songs about women that they didn't know and had never met but had only imagined.
'Could she be my love song,' I wondered? 'Love at first sight, I was already in love with this woman, whoever she was. I was ready to write my love song. Only, I didn't know her name. I wondered what her name was. I, at least, needed to know her name to write our love song.'
All the time that I was walking while trying to catch up with her, I wondered her named.
'Could her name be Kathy, Linda, Diane, Christine, or Veronica? I had no idea. I could only guess but it was certainly fun guessing while trying to put a name to the back of her,' I thought.
# # #
There was no room on the sidewalk to run after her. With my walkway so crowded and blocked, I couldn't even jog. I didn't want to trip over someone and fall. I didn't want to risk taking the chance of being hit by a taxi or a speeding bicycle messenger by walking in the street.
Instead, while hoping that I was walking faster than she was, I quickened my step whenever I could without tripping over someone. I continued walking faster while trying to catch up to her. As if the women around me were trying to detain me and stop me from catching up to her, women walked in front of me. Women cut me off and nearly tripped me. Women crashed into me while trying to gain entrance in a store for a dress that they saw on sale.
Women, women, women, I was surrounded by women, but none of the women were the one that I wanted. As if they all were talking and laughing at the same time, they made a lot of noise, white, annoying noise. I couldn't imagine being married to any of them. They made my head hurt and I couldn't think. Women walked at leisurely pace in front of me while incessantly talking and loudly laughing. Women slowly walked in front of me while stopping.
'Who are all of these women,' I thought. 'Perhaps, I've been oblivious, but I've never seen so very many women.'
I wish I could just push them out of my way without being arrested and/or sued.
'Get out of my way,' I wanted to scream! 'Can't you see that I'm in a hurry? How dare you detain me from catching up to my dream woman.'
# # #
Then, as if trying to get my attention, women suddenly stopped in front of me to block my way to hail a cab, to talk to someone while looking at one another, to talk on the phone, or to light a cigarette. No matter how hard I politely tried, I couldn't extricate myself from this horde of average, looking woman. There were so very many women but not one that I wanted in the way that I wanted her, my mystery woman.
At the very least, unable to even do that, I needed to see my dream woman's ass to see if she was worthy of my love. I prayed to God that she had shapely ass and without having saddlebags. I prayed to God that she had a great ass, an ass to write love poems and compose love songs about.
'Panties are nice, thongs are, too, but I love her ass, her shapely ass, especially when she's nude,' I thought while quickly composing my love song about her naked ass.
As much as I hoped that she had an amazing ass, I hoped that she had great legs, too. I love long, shapely legs. With all too many women having short, fat legs, and blocking me from seeing my fantasy women's legs, I needed to see her legs. It was important for me to see her legs.
Unable to see her legs with her still walking within a crowd of women, I prayed to God that she had long, shapely legs and didn't have fat ankles. Giving me a glimpse of what women looked like after they've had a couple of babies and grew older, sorry but I'm not sexually attracted to women with short legs and/or fat ankles.
Perhaps, I'm being too particular when searching for my special someone. Yet, I needed to see the front of her, too. Hoping that she was beautiful, I needed to see if she had a pretty face. Her face was just as important, if not more important, than her ass and her legs. I needed to see if the front of her was as good looking as was the back of her.
Another feature that was of paramount importance to me, I needed to see if she had big tits. Hoping she had big tits; I love big breasted women. I've had enough sex with small breasted women, with a variety of women to know that large breasted women make my motor race.
Giving me something more to touch, feel, fondle, and hold on to while fucking, fucking a woman with big tits is critically important to me. I love watching big tits bounce. I love it when a woman sits on my stiff prick while hanging her big breasts in my face.
# # #
As if running a race and she was in the lead. She was, indeed, a fast walker, even in her bright yellow, high heeled shoes. As if she was a model who walked off a runway to tease me in her designer black and yellow, fitted dress, a positive, she indeed had long and shapely legs without having the aforementioned fat ankles.
Giving me peek-a-boo glimpses of her in between the women who blocked my way, unable to tell how far away she was, I wondered how tall she was. With her a head taller than most of the other women, certainly, she looked plenty tall enough. Yet, as soon as I thought of something as droll as her mere height, I was hypnotized by her shapely ass keeping beat to a silent rumba in her dress as she walked.
'Slow, quick, quick, slow. Slow, quick, quick, slow.'
I was mesmerized watching her ass keeping beat to her fast footsteps.
In between women getting in my way, while imagining seeing her shapely ass in her bikini, in her thong, and naked, I stared at her ass keeping beat to the imagined rumba music that suddenly played in my head.
'She has a great ass. She has such a shapely ass. She has the most beautiful ass that I've even seen,' I thought. 'I love her ass.'
I couldn't wait to see her ass in a bikini. I couldn't wait to see her ass in panties. I couldn't wait to see her naked ass. I couldn't wait to touch, feel, and squeeze her naked ass. I couldn't wait to pay homage to her naked ass by kissing her naked ass and licking her naked ass.
# # #
'I'd love to tap that ass,' I thought. 'I'd love to kiss her while feeling her ass through her dress. I'd love to slowly lift the back of her designer dress to feel her ass through her panties while kissing her.'
As if her ass was my continued reason to walk faster, to catch up to her, to introduce myself, and to talk to her, I needed to stop her from disappearing further in the crowd and getting away.
'Maybe, she doesn't wear panties,' I thought while getting sexually excited by the prospect of not only seeing her naked ass but also by touching, feeling, and squeezing her naked ass.
Hypnotized by the mere movement of her ass, I continued staring at her ass while trying to walk faster without tripping over someone.
'Maybe her naked ass is doing all that magical, syncopated motion without her wearing panties and because she's not wearing panties. Now, that I've seen a faraway glimpse of her perfect ass, if only I could catch up to her, I'd love to see her ass close-up. I'd love to toss her salad and lick her ass before fucking her ass.'
As if I mesmerized by her ass, I never removed my eyes from her ass.
'Oh, Steve,' I imagined her saying. 'Bend me over and fuck my ass. Stick your big dick far up my ass. Fuck my ass, Steve, while holding onto my big tits.'
Then, taking my eyes off her for a second to cross the street so as not to be hit by an impatient taxicab, in that instant, she was gone. My tall, blonde, beautiful, long legged, busty bombshell disappeared somewhere within the crowd of ordinary looking women. Crushed, I was devastated.
# # #
I looked one way before looking the other way. I didn't see her. I couldn't find her. As if losing a child who had let go of my hand, frantically searching for her, again, I looked one way before looking the other way, again. I still didn't see her. I still couldn't find her.
'Where is she? Where did she go? I must find her. I must know who she is. I need to at least know her first name so that I can dream about her and sexually fantasize about her. I need to see her face.'
I looked far ahead. I looked across the street. I even turned around to look behind me but she was gone, gone forever.
'I'll never see her again,' I thought. 'I'll never find her in this sea of ordinary faces. She had been swallowed up within a herd of women with fat asses, short legs, fat ankles, and small breasts. God help me,' I prayed. 'Where did she go? Where is she?'
With women forced to walk around me, I stopped in the middle of the sidewalk and closed my eyes to put my head down to focus and concentrate on the sensational image of her. Psychically calling to her, somehow without even meeting her, I felt that we were somehow connected. I could clearly see her in my mind's eye. I could feel her in my heart. Yet, again, somehow, I knew she was close by. But where?
'God help me find this woman,' I prayed. 'I need to see her again. I need to talk with her. I need to know her name.'
When I opened my eyes, believing in the power or prayer, thinking that I'd see her again, I didn't see her. I couldn't find her. I panicked with the thought that I'd never find her. I panicked with the possibility that I'd never see her again.
I was crushed with dread and with the thought of never meeting her. I'd never know her name. How can I possible have a sexual fantasy and compose a love song of my dream woman without even knowing her name? At the very least, I needed to know her first name.
'Please God help me,' I prayed.
# # #
'With me tired from working a full day, did I imagine her,' I wondered? 'With me working all night and getting up early to go to work, exhausted from always working, was she merely a figment of my imagination,' I wondered?
I didn't know. I couldn't tell. I questioned my sanity.
'Was my horny mind merely showing me all that I hoped to see of my one-in-a-million woman? How could my dream woman disappear on me without allowing me to introduce myself and meet her? How dare she appear and then disappear within a crowd of women, so very many, ordinary women?'
Then, when I turned my head to my right, I was standing in front of the Perfect People's Pub. I've must have walked by this bar a hundred times and have never noticed it before in the way that I was awe stuck with it now. Yet, for some unknown reason, I was drawn to it. When I walked closer to the window to look inside, there she was. I saw her.
'There she is,' I thought with excitement as if I had finally found my lost dog or a long-lost friend.
I bowed my head to give my thanks to God.
'Thank you, Jesus,' I thought. 'I found her. I finally found my perfect someone.'
# # #
She was sitting at the bar having a drink alone. Clearly, someone as beautiful as she was should never drink alone. No doubt, she was waiting for someone. Who was she waiting for, I wondered?
Was she waiting for her man? Was she waiting for a professional athlete, someone with a neck circumference as big as his penis length? Was she waiting for someone who could crush my head in his hand for hitting on his woman? Yet, I didn't care if her boyfriend was a monster. I was ready to fight for this woman.
'Back off! She's mine,' I imagined saying while ready to be pounded into the pavement by some big brute.
Now that she was sitting still without moving and without walking, getting a good, long look at her side profile now, without a hundred different women in my way, she was, indeed, very beautiful. She was sexy. She was shapely. She was everything that I wanted in a woman.
She was, without doubt, my perfect woman. Indeed, she was my dream woman. In the way that Billy Joel thought of Christie Brinkley as his Uptown Girl, this woman, whatever her name, was my dream woman. Indeed, she was my Christie Brinkley. She was my Uptown Girl.



# # #
From the time that I stood on the sidewalk staring in the pub window, while giving them a friendly smile and a devastating no, I watched her politely wave off three men. Again, clearly, she was waiting for someone but who? With her a real, one-of-a-kind beauty, I couldn't imagine the man who was lucky enough to win her heart.
Perhaps, he's a rich man, a billionaire. Perhaps, he's a famous man, a movie star. Perhaps, he's a handsome man, a GQ model. Perhaps, he's a successful man who owns several businesses. Perhaps, he's a rich, famous, handsome, and successful man. With me failing in all categories, there was no way that I could measure up to that. Unable to win her heart, she'd never be interested in someone like me when she could have anyone like any one of them.
Then, sickened by the thought, maybe, instead of a man, she was waiting for a woman.
'Oh, my God, say that it isn't so,' I thought. 'How could someone who looks like her be lesbian?'
Maybe, she's into women instead of men. Maybe, she loves making out with women instead of men. Just my luck, my dream woman is a pussy licker instead of a cocksucker.
I prayed to God that she wasn't lesbian.
'Please God, don't let my dream woman be lesbian. Unless I can have threesome sex with her and her special woman, let her prefer cocks to pussies. Amen.'
Could she love me in the way that Christie Brinkley loved Billy Joel, in the way Shannon Tweed loved Gene Simmons of Kiss, and in the way that supermodel Paulina Porizkova loved Ric Ocasek of the Cars. I prayed that she loved average looking men as much as I love beautiful women. Strangely enough, some of the most beautiful women are married to some of the homeliest of men.
'What is that about,' I thought.
Seemingly, looks don't matter to women as much as looks matter to men. God, help me win the heart of this woman. Someone as sensational as she is couldn't possibly sexually desire a woman over a man.
# # #
Casting my fate to the wind, taking a chance that she'd talk to me, I opened the pub door with dread mixed with sexual anticipation. I gingerly walked in the pub while expecting a woman to come from out of nowhere to greet my dream woman with a long, wet kiss. If only I could at least get close enough to breathe her air and smell her perfume without her thinking that I'm a pervert, I'd be a happy man.
Hard for me to do, not even looking at her, ignoring her, I bellied up to the bar next to her to order a drink. As soon as I walked close enough beside her to smell her hypnotic perfume, surprising me, she looked up at me and tugged on my jacket sleeve. When I turned to look at her, even more beautiful up close than from a distance, I felt as if I was looking at the most, beautiful woman in the world.
"Pardon me. I'm sorry to bother you," she said in a voice that any angel would love to have.
'Bother me? Someone who looks like you could never bother me,' I thought and wanted to say.
She wiggled her long, manicured finger at me while giving me permission to lean down to her and move closer to hear her whisper in my ear.
"Would you mind staying with me for a few minutes," she whispered seemingly embarrassed that she asked a stranger such a question. Then, she asked me what made my heart drop. "Would you mind pretending that we're together?"
'Would I mind pretending that we're together? Seriously? Are you kidding me? I can pretend that we're together for the rest of my miserable life, if I have you in it,' I thought.
"I'm waiting for someone, a friend, and I fear that she may be delayed or a no show. As if I'm in den of starving wolves, all these men are staring at me while trying to buy me a drink," she said. "No doubt, as if they want to gangbang me, I fear that they all hope to have sex with me," she said with a dirty laugh.
'She's waiting for someone, and she feared that she may be delayed. She feared that she may be a no show,' I thought.
Taking her by her word, I hoped that she was waiting for a friend and not her lesbian lover. Why are all the best-looking women lesbians? What is that about?
Yet, with me being the protective sort, as if she was my daughter and I was her loving father, I gave her an understanding look and a devilish smile.
"Sure," I said. "I can do that. I be delighted to pretend that we're together as a couple. No problem."
'I'd love to have someone who looks like her in my life,' I thought. 'If she was my woman, I'd have sex with her every day. I'd fuck her in the morning and make love to her every night. In between, I'd eat her pussy and have her blow me. Indeed, I'd love to cum in her mouth. I'd love to cum all over her face. I'd love to give her a cum bath.'
# # #
I smiled at her with kindness while wishing we were, indeed, together as a couple. I continued smiling at her while imagining taking her in my arms and kissing her, French kissing her. I continued smiling at her while imagining touching and feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to feel her big breasts through her tight black and yellow dress. I'd love to lift the back of her dress and feel her ass through her panties.
I smiled at her while imagining slowly stripping her naked and touching, feeling, and fondling her big, naked breasts. I imagined eating her pussy before sticking my prick in her mouth. No better than the rest of the men at the bar trying to win her attention, if only she knew that I was imagining having hot and heavy sex with her, she'd slap my face before kicking me in the balls.
'How dare you imagine me without my clothes,' I imagined her saying. 'How dare you imagine making love to me and fucking me. How dare you imagine cumming in my mouth, and all over my face? How dare you imagine giving me a cum bath? Pervert! You're just as bad as the rest of these assholes.'
Unable to stop staring at her, and unable to stop imagining her naked, she was so beautiful.
"I'd be happy to be your guardian angel and your knighted protector," I said while imagining unsheathing my imaginary sword and holding it high overhead to ward off lowlifes, scoundrels, and pretenders to the throne.
'Back off! Be gone. Beat it, you barbarians! Scram! Get lost! She's mine,' I imagined saying to all those men who continued staring at her as if she was sitting there naked.
Instead of putting out her hand and introducing herself, as if we already knew one another, she leaned into me. When she leaned it to me, filling me with sexual excitement and lust, I so wanted to kiss her. I so wanted to stick my tongue in her mouth while feeling her big breasts through her dress and bra.
"I'm Susan," she whispered. "Susan Jill Parker."
'SusanJillParker,' I thought. 'I know that name. I've read her stories for years. I've masturbated over her profile and her picture. I couldn't believe that I was finally meeting SusanJillParker. I couldn't believe that out of all the women in the world, that she was my dream woman.
As surprised that she was SusanJillParker, I was surprised that she gave me her whole name, including her middle name. I only wished that I had a middle name to give her and to impress her. I only wished that I was as famous and as beloved as she was.
"I'm Steve," I said giving her only my first name while intimidated to give her my entire, boring name.
# # #
While waiting for her friend or her lesbian lover to appear, I stayed with her until she finished her drink. Unpretentious, she seemed nice, very nice. Instead of having a haughty air because she was beautiful and because she was a talented, published writer, she seemed down to earth. We talked as if we were good friends instead of potentially, imagined lovers. I asked her about her job and her plans for her career. Wanting to know everything about her, of course, I asked if she was married.
Not wanting to get too personal, I asked her about her interests and her hobbies. Wanting to ask her about the stories she's written, I didn't want her to know that I knew who she was. Instead, I asked her about the books she read and the movies she watched.
Getting to quickly know her better, I was even more impressed with her answers. Obviously, articulate, and intelligent, she was educated and well read. Clearly, she held my interest and I wanted to continue our conversation in depth while naked.
Then, when whomever she was waiting for still hadn't appeared, wanting to continue our get to know one another with more in depth conversation, I bought her another drink. I couldn't imagine who would have the audacity to stand her up. How dare they leave her waiting in a bar infested with horny men?
As if we were, indeed, a couple, I continued my role with me as her personal bodyguard. Then, with her ready to leave, I stood. I so wanted to plead with her not to go. I so wanted to beg her to stay.
"May I accompany you," I asked while delaying her exit?
She smiled at me. I loved her smile. Hard to believe but she was even more beautiful when she smiled.
I imagined her smiling at me while we were standing at the altar and saying I do. I imagined her smiling at me in the hospital with her holding our first child, a girl we named Brianna. I imagined her smiling at me on our 25th wedding anniversary. I imagined us holding hands while watching TV in our retirement.
"Sure, I'd like that. Thank you," she said taking my arm.
Then, expecting our chance meeting to end with me outside of the front door of the pub and watching her walk away or getting in her car, she surprised me with what she said next.
"I don't live far from here, Steve. Perhaps, you could join me for a drink or for a cup of coffee," she said looking up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes. "I hate being alone. I'm always alone. I'm so lonely," she said admitting how I felt.
# # #
This day has quickly progressed from being one of the worst days of my life to becoming the best day of my life. I couldn't believe she invited me home. I couldn't believe that she obviously liked me enough to want to continue our conversation in private. I couldn't believe that she hated being alone. I couldn't believe that she was just as lonely as I was.
As soon as we entered her apartment, she excused herself.
"I've been in these clothes all day," she said giving me that million-dollar-smile. "If you don't mind, I'm going to freshen up and change into something more comfortable."
'She said the magic words,' I thought. 'She's changing into something more comfortable. Hoping that she wasn't putting on flannel pajamas that covered her from her head to her toe, I hoped that something more comfortable was a code word something that was more sexually revealing,' I thought.
"Sure, I don't mind," I said. "Go right ahead."
She gave me a smile and my shoulder a pat.
"The bar is right there," she said pointing to a small bar that was on a wheeled cart across the room. "You could make us a drink or if you prefer, you could make us a pot of coffee. The coffeemaker is next to the cart."
I looked from the coffeemaker to look at her again. She was as beautiful as she was tall. With her high heels, she was as tall as me and I'm a tad over 6' tall.
"If you don't mind, I'd rather have coffee," I said not wanting to fall asleep as soon as the imagined sexual action started.
Working late, I was up early to finish all the I needed to do. I needed a jolt of caffeine so as not to fall asleep. I couldn't believe that my dream woman was SusanJillParker. Indeed, she had shapely legs and a perfect ass, too. While staring at her ass and her legs, I watched her leave the room and disappear in the next room.
# # #
She disappeared in the bathroom because I heard the water running. With her not closing her bedroom door all the way, I wondered if she wanted me to join her. Tempted to go in behind her, I wondered what she'd say if I did. I wondered if she'd be in her bra and panties, topless, or naked. Yet, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I waited in the living room while staring at her partially opened, bedroom door while hoping to see something.
I wondered if she had deliberately left her bedroom door partially open for me to see her changing. I wondered how much I could see of her when she was changing. Perhaps, with her hoping that I'd make the next sexual move, I wondered if she wanted me to come in the bedroom with her to sexually seduce her.
Then, not believing my eyes, as if I was seeing things, as shocked as I was sexually excited, I saw her reflection in her full-length mirror. With her back turned to me, I watched her reach behind her to unzip her dress. I held my breath while watching her unzip her dress all the way down her back.
I felt like a voyeur watching her undress. Yet, I couldn't stop looking. I couldn't stop staring. I was mesmerized watching such a beautiful woman surprisingly remove her clothes in front of me.
'Oh, my God, I don't believe this. Susan Jill Parker is undressing in front of me,' I thought.
I wondered if she knew that I could see her. Perhaps, she knew that I could see her and was deliberately undressing in front of me to sexually tease me. In the way that I was a voyeur, maybe she was an exhibitionist. Then, squatting down to reach the hem of her dress with her hands, again, I held my breath while watching her slowly and sexily lift her dress up and over her head.
Thinking that this was my lucky day, I saw her in her brassiere and white, silk, half-slip. Happy that she did, when she slightly turned to show me her side profile of her bra clad breast, while folding her dress, I saw that she had big tits, at least a D cup. Not only was I happy that she had a nice ass and shapely legs, my perfect woman, I was glad that she was plenty busty, too.
As if I was dreaming my sexual fantasy, I watched her reach around behind her and unhook her bra. Then, as if in slow motion, I watched her bra straps slowly fall from her shapely shoulders. When she removed her bra, I saw the side of her big, naked breast. She was topless. My soon to be beloved, Susan, was naked above the waist.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I love her big tits. I love her shapely ass. And I love her long, sexy legs.'
A good sign that we'd soon be having sex, she removed her half-slip, rolled down her pantyhose, and shimmied out of her white, bikini panties. As if I was conductor of an orchestra waiting for the finale, as a crescendo and my sexual climax, there it was, her naked ass.
'What an ass! She has an incredible ass,' I thought.
She was naked. Susan was naked. With her back still turned to me, careful with her beautiful blonde hair, I watched her put on a blue nightgown over her head.
'There's her naked ass,' I thought. 'I love her ass as much as I love her big tits.'
# # #
With her not wearing a robe over her sheer, low-cut nightgown, with her bedroom light illuminating her, when she turned to face me as she left her bedroom, I could see the shape and the size of her big, naked breasts. I could see the darker shadow of her blonde, pubic hair. Then, when she turned the other way to turn off the bedroom light, I could see the outline of her shapely, naked ass. She had such a beautiful body, the best, nearly naked body that I had ever seen.
Then, when she sat on the couch next to me, this was my chance. Ready to make my sexual move, I couldn't just sit there and stare at her. I had to do something to show her that I was sexually interested. With her making the first sexual move and all the rest of the sexual moves by stripping herself nearly naked in her full-length mirror, and wearing her sexy nightgown without wearing a robe, I needed to make my move.
While hoping that she didn't slap my face, taking her by surprise, as soon as she sat next to me on the couch, I scooted closer to her. Then, I looked deeply in her big, beautiful, blue eyes in the way that I've never looked at another woman before. I leaned into her and kissed her. I couldn't believe that I had the balls to kiss her. I've never kissed anyone as beautiful as her. Clearly, surprising her that I kissed her, we kissed with our eyes wide open. Then, when she closed her eyes, I closed my eyes, too.
I parted her lips with my tongue, and she surrendered her tongue to me. While I continued French kissing her, she French kissed me. Instead of making out as strangers, we made out as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend. We continued making out as if we were soon to be lovers.
Then, daring myself to do so, when I reached up to feel her breasts through her nightgown, instead of slapping my hand away or slapping my face, she put her arm around my shoulder. Obviously, by giving me access to her big tits, she wanted me to feel her big breasts as much as I wanted to feel her big breasts. Not stopping me, I couldn't believe that she wanted me to feel her big breasts through her sheer, low-cut nightgown.
While continuing to make out with her, I felt her breasts and fondled her breasts. Then, I fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown, first one and then the other. Clearly, with her kissing me longer and deeper, she wanted me to finger her nipples.
Her nipples were so big and so erect. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting her big nipples, after fondling one of her breasts, I fondled the other one of her breasts. Surprising me and encouraging me to continue feeling her nightgown clad breasts, she stopped kissing me to remove her nightgown straps from her shoulders. I couldn't believe my eyes. I watched her nightgown straps slowly fall from her shoulders along with the bodice of her nightgown.
Surprising me, she was topless. With her exposing herself so soon after we first met, she had beautiful and shapely breasts. I stared at her naked breasts as I had never seen naked breasts before. Then, while continuing to kiss her, as if weighing them, I felt her naked breasts in the palm of my hand, first one and then the other.
With her breasts feeling heavy in my hands, they were as soft as they were firm. I loved her big tits as much as I loved her soft lips. I couldn't believe she was making out with me while allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits.
# # #
Not stopping with just feeling her tits, she allowed me to lean down and suck her erect nipples. I felt the side of her shapely, firm ass while continuing to make out with her. Then, when she parted her knees, I slid my hand between her shapely thighs to cup her blonde, trimmed pussy in the palm of my hand. I gently rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. While still making out with her, I masturbated her. My sexual dream come true, I couldn't believe that I was masturbating Susan Jill Parker.
With her breathing through her mouth, she was becoming sexually aroused. Hoping that she would, she reached out her hand to feel my erection through my pants. Then, unzipping me, she reached her soft hand inside my pants to pull out my erect, naked cock. She stared down at my prick before wrapping her warm fingers around my stiff dick.
Then, while slowly stroking me, she asked me a question that I'd never say no.
"May I suck you," she said continuing to slowly stroke my prick while and looking up at me with sexual lust and anticipation?
I couldn't believe this beautiful woman wanted to blow me. I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. I've love to ejaculate in her beautiful mouth. I'd love to ejaculate all over her beautiful face and her naked breasts. I'd love to give her a cum bath.
"I'd love for you to suck me, Susan," I said.
I watched her lean forward and move her head down. She stroked me faster and harder before taking me in her mouth. I couldn't believe my dream women was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe that Susan Jill Parker was blowing me.
Not wanting to cum just yet, I wanted to eat her pussy while fingering her pussy. Then, after I gave her a sexual orgasm with my mouth and my fingers, I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fuck her hard and fast enough to give her another sexual orgasm but this time with my cock. I wanted to give her as much sexual pleasure as she was giving me with her hand and with her mouth.



When I leaned her back, she surprised me with what she said.
# # #
"We'd be more comfortable in my bedroom," she said.
When we stood from the soft comfort of the couch, she took me by my hand, and led me into her bedroom. As soon as she turned on the bedroom light, she turned to face me and sexily removed her nightgown. My dream woman was naked, totally naked. Clearly, she wanted me to see her naked. Clearly, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. By far, she had the best body that I ever saw on a woman.
Then, as if she was a running back giving a linebacker a stiff arm, she gave me a stiff arm to my chest and pushed me back on her bed. As soon as I fell backwards on her bed, she mounted me. She reached down between her legs and took my stiff prick in her hand to place by her pussy lips. Then, with a gentle hump, I was inside of her. I was making love to her.
I rolled her over while humping her faster and harder. I was fucking her. I was fucking Susan Jill Parker.
It's been a year and we're still together. I found my perfect person. No longer lonely, I'm in love.
THE END
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Stepmother, Scarlett, is devoted to her handicapped stepson, Jerry.
Even though I'm crippled and confined to a wheelchair, I have a lot to be thankful for. I'm thankful for my stepmother, Scarlett. If it wasn't for her taking care of me, I'd be in a nursing home. I can't imagine a 27-year-old man living in a nursing home and surrounded by old people.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story written for Jerry after becoming paralyzed from the waist down from a horrific car accident that claimed his father's life.
When my father, Frank, crashed his car, I was 27 years old and my stepmother, Scarlett, was 42 years old. Unfortunately, not surviving the crash, my father was killed in the accident. Not a passenger in the car with us, fortunately, Scarlett, was at work at the time of the accident. With her normally a front seat passenger, had she been in the car, with my father crashing his car in a tree, even if she had been wearing her seatbelt, she may have been severely injured or killed.
No longer able to live on my own and care for myself, this story is about me living with my stepmother as my primary caregiver. As if I'm her helpless baby, every day she bathes me, dresses me, gets me out of bed and in my wheelchair and cooks for me. No doubt had my father survived the accident; he would have been jealous of the attention that she dotes on me. Instead of allowing his second wife to care for me in the way that she does, he would have put me in a nursing home.
'Sorry, Dad,' but I'm glad that you're dead,' I thought in selfish disregard of him. 'Cheating on Mom long before she died of breast cancer, you were nothing but an evil bastard. Yet, grateful for the one good thing that you did, I'm glad that you married Scarlett. The only thing you did right, she's been my God send.'
# # #
Not only am I living with my stepmother but also, I'm totally dependent on her. Yet, better than having a round-the-clock, live-in nurse, thank God for my stepmother, Scarlett, caring for me. She's my sweet angel of mercy sent and delivered to me from Heaven.
Helping to make my life as normal as she can, I owe her for my more comfortable quality of my life. Treating me as if she's my real mother instead of my stepmother, she's kind, loving, patient, and caring. I don't know which strip club my father found her but I don't know what I'd do without her.
Fortunately, and gratefully, my father was rich. He left me and my stepmother a small fortune and a hefty life insurance policy when he died. As long as we're careful with the money, neither one of us will have to work for the rest of our lives.
'Thank you, Dad,' I thought.
I have plenty enough money to hire a full-time, live-in nurse. Yet, with Scarlett, devoted to me, we decided and mutually agreed that instead of having a stranger living with us in our house, she'd quit her job and care for me full time. With us having plenty of money to support ourselves, she no longer needed to work as a secretary in my father's defunct, law firm.
I discovered that he met her when she was a stripper in an exclusive, private gentleman's club. Even now, she definitely has the body to be a stripper. Yet, having more respect for her than removing her clothes while dancing around a pole, I love her.
I love my stepmother in the way that a stepson loves his stepmother and in the way that a stepson should never sexually lust over his stepmother. I can't help myself from imagining her stripping herself naked. I can't help myself from imagining having sex with her. I wish that I could have sex with Scarlett.
With my stepmother caring for me, washing me and dressing me, that meant my she'd be seeing me naked. Normally, I'd be sexually excited about her seeing my naked body while washing my naked body, but I can no longer get and maintain an erection. Now, it doesn't matter if she sees me naked and/or even if I see her naked. Sadly, I'd still have the same limp dick reaction.
I have a physical therapist who exercises me, an occupational therapist who helps to make my daily life easier with tips and mobility suggestions, and a registered nurse who takes my vital signs. They come to my home for an hour each once a week to interrupt my boring day of watching TV, playing video games, and playing board games with my stepmom. No longer going outside to drive my new Mustang GT, or entertain friends, I sit at home alone in my wheelchair vegetating and deteriorating.
# # #
I went from a four-day hospital stay to recoup at a rehabilitation center for two weeks. Always heathy and physically active before, my life has become a handicapped nightmare now. Having already lost much of my muscle mass by not moving, walking, and/or exercising, I'm looking forward to the day when I can walk and exercise again. Before the accident, having exercised all of my life, I was physically fit.
The good news, if I deem that as good news is, after testing me for this and that, and ruling out this and that, my doctor finally believed that I may have Normal Pressure Hydrocephalus. He believed that NPH was caused by the devastating blow to my body from the car accident. Basically, Normal Pressure Hydrocephalus is a fancy term for having excess fluid in my brain.
If I do have NPH, a relatively easy fix, albeit one that requires surgery, a surgeon drills a hole in the top of my head. Then, he installs a narrow tube with an adjustable shunt to drain excess spinal fluid in my brain to my stomach. Only, the surgery works in only 50 percent of people.
Sometimes, the conditions reappear within two years. The only side effects to the surgery are infections and rejections which are rare and that may require them to redo the surgery or remove the shunt. With a lot that can go wrong, I'm worried about having the surgery. Yet, I'm willing to risk it to walk again.
With me able to afford the best medical care and the best surgeons in the world, the chances of me having side effects are slim. I just hope that with the surgery that I can walk again, even with the help of a rollator. Unfortunately, even after the surgery, with one not having anything to do with the other, I still may or may not have erections.
Presently, I can't walk more than a few steps. I'm unable to get around unless Scarlett helps me to my wheelchair. I must wear a transfer, gait belt for her to hold onto me so that I don't fall. Moreover, difficult for a 27-year-old man to fathom, the hardest thing to endure, I can no longer get and maintain erections.
I can no longer have sex. Besides not being able to walk, not being able to get and maintain an erection is devastating. I can't even masturbate myself with my limp dick being so unresponsive to my horny hand.
Yet, things could be so much worse for me than they are now. I could have been killed in that car accident. I could be dead. I could have been paralyzed from the neck down. At least I can still use my hands and arms to eat and to wipe myself after using the toilet.
Having more compassion that I never had before, my heart goes out to all those people who have even more serious handicaps than me. I can't even imagine being born deaf and/or blind and/or without arms and/or legs. At least, I can hear and see. At least, I still have use of my arms. Moreover, a miracle that I hope happens, with them giving me hope for a normal life, doctors tell me that, one day, after the surgery, I may walk again.
Yet, sometimes I think what is worse than death is if I needed to continue to have full-time therapy at a rehab center. Bored lying around in bed all day and deteriorating while waiting for my physical therapist to come and get me to work out for an hour or two was a nightmare. At least, I'm out of the hospital, out of the rehab center, and finally living at home with my beloved stepmother. At least with my stepmother caring for me, I don't have nurses interrupting my day to continually take my vital signs, take my blood, and stick me with needles.
# # #
The biggest concession that we had to make was selling my father's beautiful, 6,500 square foot, 5 bedroom, 6 bath, three floor house to live in a more manageable 3,000 square foot, one floor, 3 bedroom, 4 bath house. Stairs are an impossible task when confined to a wheelchair. With this one-story house having an open floor plan and with plenty of wide-open space, I can wheel myself around without crashing into anything and without being required to climb stairs.
The center of all of my attention, my stepmother has become my whole universe. Even though I was sexually attracted to her before the accident, with me no longer getting erections, I think of her more as my mother than as my hot stepmother. Of course, with my father's discriminating eye for strippers, Scarlet is as intelligent s she is beautiful, sexy, and shapely. She's 5'10" tall, has long, lush, red hair, big, beautiful, green eyes, and huge, double D cup breasts.
Sexually attracted to big breasted women, I love that she has big tits. Even though I don't dare touch them or feel them, at least I can look at them. I can stare at them while imagining having my wicked, sexual way with her huge breasts.
Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love to kiss my stepmother. I'd love to French kiss her. I'd love to make out with her while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother. Then, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love to slowly strip her naked.
With her always wearing low-cut nightgowns that show off her long, sexy line of cleavage, at the very least, I only wish that I could masturbate over my stepmother's big tits. Again, at the very least, I'd love to cum all over her big, naked breasts. Even more sexually graphic, I wish I could cum all over her beautiful face after she sucks my prick. I wish I could give my stepmother a cum bath. Yet, again, nothing more than sexual fantasies, unfortunately, my loving stepmother would never want me in that sexual way.
Giving me hope for a full recovery, the doctors believe that one day, after the surgery that I may walk again. They believe that, one day, I may even have erections. Yet, with a team of specialists continually calling me in for tests and giving me false hope, I suspect that they're just using me to inflate their medical bills. Until they can reconnect whatever became disconnected in my brain and broken in my body, I must make do without walking and without having sex.
# # #
Our nightmare began when my father crashed his Bentley Continental GT into a tree. He loved that car enough to die in it. Because he wasn't wearing a seatbelt, he never wore a seatbelt, he believed that the care, craftsmanship, and much of the handmade construction of the car would save him. Sadly, it didn't. Fortunately for my stepmother and I, he's dead, buried, and out of our way for us to live in his house and spend his money.
Much like Princess Diana and Dodi Al Fayed, Henri Paul, the driver of their limousine, wasn't wearing a seatbelt either. Had they all worn seatbelts, they may have survived the crash. The only one wearing a seatbelt was their bodyguard, Trever Rees-Jones.
Normally, ready to react to any problem, bodyguards don't wear seatbelts. Yet, Trever was so alarmed by Henri Paul's reckless driving that he buckled up at the last moment. Too bad that he didn't order Princess Diana and Dodi Al Fayed to buckle up too. Not that they would have listened to him, but they didn't need to die because of Henri Paul's, reckless, driving.
After the accident, it was determined that Henri Paul was drunk. He was drunk and speeding in the black S280 Mercedes limo. Traveling in one of the safest cars in the world, Diana and Dodi were seatbelt free to frolic in the backseat. They didn't think that they needed to buckle up. Yet, of course, they did.
Apparently, except for the bodyguard, albeit finding out too late, they were unaware that Henri was drunk. They didn't realize that they'd soon be involved in a horrific, deadly accident. Even with wearing his seatbelt, their bodyguard, Trever Rees-Jones, broke every bone in his face and endured ten days in a coma. Yet, somehow, he was lucky to have survived the crash.
# # #
My dad had this ridiculous notion that if he wore a seatbelt and wasn't conscience to unbuckle it, in case of a serious accident, that he'd burn to death in his car. Yet, the chances of being trapped in a burning car is slim to nil. Even after hitting that tree and totaling his car, his car didn't catch fire. There was a greater chance of being killed in a car accident when not wearing his seatbelt which, of course, he was killed when he slammed into an immovable object such as a tree.
Had he hit a wall instead of a tree, he may have survived the crash. With the impact energy spread across the entire front of the car, instead of concentrating in one spot, he may have endured the crash. Only, with him gone, he not only left me and his second wife, my stepmother, his house, and his money, but also his generous, life insurance policy proceeds, too.
Now, even though I can afford to buy nearly any car in the world, and even though I have my driver's license, I don't drive. My brand-new Mustang Shelby GT 500 sits idly in my garage. Instead of driving ourselves wherever we need to go, we take cabs or limousines for longer trips. Turned off on driving after watching my father die, I never want to drive another car again. I'd rather be chauffeured around by a professional driver, one who never drinks while driving.
# # #
My biggest regret, wishing that I could have and maintain an erection, I wish that I could have sex with my stepmother. I'd love to touch and feel her everywhere while slowly stripping her naked. I'd love to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers and my mouth. I'd love to make out with her while making love to her. I'd love to fuck her. I'd love for her to blow me. I'd love to cum in her mouth while she stares up at me adoringly.
Yet, what normally would be something sexually exciting, instead of me stripping her naked, she strips me naked. She bathes me and gets me dressed every day. Once dressed, she helps me alight from my adjustable, power bed to get me in my power wheelchair. Then, when in the kitchen, she serves me breakfast with black coffee. An addicted necessity, I love strong, French Roast, black coffee.
Another benefit of having money, in addition to my adjustable power bed, is my power wheelchair. Thank God that I can afford a power wheelchair. More than a luxury for me but a necessity, I can't imagine doing without having my power wheelchair. Actually, I have two, top of the line, power wheelchairs, one that's always charged and at the ready when one stops working or the battery is run down. I'm so glad that I don't need to rely on her to push me or, a tiring task, to have to wheel myself.
One day, while washing me, as it so happened, and an encouraging sign that something was working or trying to work down there, I felt horny. The first time feeling horny since the accident, I suddenly felt sexually aroused and sexually frustrated at the same time. Continually staring at Scarlett's huge, nightgown clad breasts, I suddenly felt sexually attracted to my stepmother again, especially to her huge breasts.
'I love her big tits,' I thought while staring at all that I could see of them through her sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgown.
Unembarrassed to admit my sexual attraction to big breasted women, I have a sexual fetish for big, breasted women. Whether black women or white women, I love women with big tits. I love my stepmother's big breasts. Wishing that I could masturbate over them, I so wanted to see her naked breasts and feel her naked breasts. I wished that I could finger her erect nipples while sucking her nipples.
Having never touched her breasts and/or sexually felt her huge breasts, I wondered what she'd do if I reached out my horny hand and inappropriately touched and felt her breasts through her nightgown. While daring myself to do so, something that I had always wanted to do, indeed, while thinking about doing it, I wondered what she'd do if I touched and felt her big tits through her nightgown. Worth the risk of her being angry with me, I was tempted to reach out my horny hand and feel her big tits.
Before the accident, with me sexually attracted to her, I used to masturbate over having sex with her. I used to masturbate over making out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I used to masturbate over imagining her naked. I used to masturbate over her blowing me.
I used to dream of touching her tits. I used to dream of seeing her naked breasts. I used to dream of sucking her big nipples while fondling her huge breasts. I used to dream of eating her pussy while masturbating her. I used to dream of making love to her before fucking her. I used to dream of giving her multiple, sexual orgasms. Now, with me unable to do any of that, I have to be sexually satisfied with just hugging her while thanking her for helping me.
# # #
As she does every morning, she entered my room wearing a short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgown. Seemingly, with her exposing much of her naked breasts to me, she deliberately sexually teased me while, no doubt, trying to entice me to get an erection. I could clearly see much of her big, naked breasts through her sheer nightgown. Sometimes, depending on the nightgown that she wore, I could even see her nipples and her areolas.
Every morning, as if daring me to touch and feel her, she sat close enough to me that I could reach out and touch and feel her breasts through her nightgown with my horny hands. Only, uncomfortably embarrassed to do so, yet, wanting to, wishing that I did, and regretting when I didn't, I never touched her tits or felt her tits through her nightgown. Wishing that I could, at least, masturbate myself over seeing so much of Scarlett's huge tits, I was so tempted to touch and feel my stepmother's nearly naked breasts through her sheer nightgown.
Instead, controlling myself, all that I did was to stare at all that she was showing me of her naked breasts and all that I could see of her big tits. Every morning, if only I could get and maintain an erection, I'd clearly have one seeing so much of my stepmother's naked breasts. The biggest tits that I have ever seen, she has amazing tits. With her big, natural, double D cup breasts bouncing up and down and side to side, I'd love to see her jogging or skipping rope.
Yet, instead of groping her, I remained motionless immobile while lying on my adjustable bed as she stripped me naked and washed me. I wished that I could fondle her breasts while she stripped me naked. I wished that I could finger and suck her nipples while she washed me. Instead, all that I did was to stare up at all that I could see of her huge, nearly naked, nightgown clad breasts.
Her tits were indeed huge. I wondered what her naked breasts looked like. For her to work as a stripper and removing her clothes while dancing around a pole, I imagined that she had spectacular breasts, amazing natural tits. I wondered what her naked breasts felt like. I imagined that they felt as soft as they felt firm. Nothing more than my sexual fantasy, I'd love to see her naked breasts. I'd love to feel naked tits. I'd love to finger and suck her erect nipples.
With her always sexually teasing me by partially showing me her naked breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage, I wondered if she'd allow me to touch her breasts. I wondered if she'd allow me to feel her tits through her sexy nightgowns. I wondered if she'd allow me to fondle her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Only, not wanting to embarrass her, make her feel uncomfortable, and/or pressure her to have sex with me, grateful for all that she was doing to help me, even though I wanted to, I didn't dare touch and feel her breasts. Yet, nevertheless, while wondering if she'd allow me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts, unable to control myself, I took a chance that she would. In a weak moment of horniness, while apologizing to her with my eyes, I reached up my horny hand and felt one of Scarlett's breasts through her nightgown.



'Barely able to fit in my big hand, her breast is so big,' I thought. 'Her breast is as soft as it's firm. She has perfect tits.'
As long as I didn't move my hand across her erect nipple, allowing me to keep my hand in contact with her breast through her nightgown, she surprised me by admonishing me and/or not slapping my hand away. With her not stopping me from touching her, from feeling her big breast, I fondled her breast, first one and then the other. Then, not stopping there, with her seemingly encouraging me to do so, I fingered her erect nipple, first one and then the other.
She continued washing me while staring down at my hand. Then, looking up at me to give me an encouraging grin, as if she had been waiting for me to touch her and feel her, she gave me a sexy smile. Seemingly, she enjoyed me touching and feeling her huge breast while fingering her erect nipple as much as I enjoyed touching and feeling her huge breasts while fingering her erect nipple.
# # #
"That feels good what you're doing, Jerry," she said placing her hand on top of my hand. "I've been waiting for you to touch my breasts," she said with a naughty look. "I've been deliberately wearing my sexiest nightgowns to sexually tease you and to give you sexual pleasure and, hopefully, give you an erection."
Continuing to sexually tease me, as if showing me how to feel her tits and finger her nipples, she felt her tits and fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown while continuing to stare down at me. Then, she said something that sexually shocked me. As if I was mishearing what she said and/or as if I was imagining what she said, I couldn't believe that she said what she said.
"You may touch me, Jerry," she said giving me her permission to touch her. "I don't care if you sexually touch me. I want you to feel and fondle my breasts while fingering my nipples."
Again, she looked down at her nightgown clad breasts before looking at me.
"I really don't mind you feeling my breasts. I love having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered,' she said shocking me
Then, she said something that I never expected her to say. She not only said it once, but making sure that I got the message, she said it again.
"Sexually teasing you, I've been deliberately wearing my sexiest nightgowns while hoping that you'd feel my tits," she said. "Not wanting to be cruel by sexually teasing you, I hoped you'd get an erection from seeing and feeling my tits through my nightgown."
With her not having to ask me a third time, I reached out my horny hand and felt her big breasts through her nightgown, first one and then the other. Smiling at me with sexual satisfaction, as if she was enjoying me touching and feeling her tits as much as I enjoyed touching and feeling her tits, she stared down at my hand touching and feeling her big tits. I continued feeling and fondling her hug breasts, while fingering her erect nipples through her sexy nightgown.
"With your father dead and buried, it's been a long while since I've felt the touch of a man's hand on my naked breasts," she said removing the straps of her nightgown from her shapely shoulders while continuing to stare up at me. "I miss that sexual attention. As much as you are, no doubt, horny, I'm horny, too," she said. "As much as you have sexual needs, I have sexual needs, too."
# # #
Then, she did something that I never expected she do. As if on cue, she allowed the bodice of her nightgown to slowly fall to her waist. She exposed her naked breasts to me. I couldn't believe my horny eyes. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing Scarlett's naked tits.
'I'm finally seeing my stepmother's naked tits,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm finally seeing Scarlett's naked breasts. Her naked breasts were as big as they were shapely. Indeed, she had the best naked breasts that I had ever seen.'
Sexually teasing me, she took her breasts in her hands again to fondle them while fingering her nipples.
"To be honest, I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered," she said cupping her breasts in her hands and lifting them up to me as if she wanted me to suck them.
As if showing me what she wanted me to do, she continued fondling her big tits while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
'Oh, my God. I saw Scarlett's naked tits,' I thought while staring at her big tits. 'I saw my stepmother's naked breasts. Indeed, comparing her naked breasts to Christina Hendricks' and Sofia Vergara's huge breasts, she has the best breasts that I've ever seen. I love her big tits,' I thought unable to remove my eyes from her naked breasts.
Then, not wanting to keep my thoughts to myself, I told her how I felt about her huge breasts.
"You have beautiful breasts, Scarlett. You have the best breasts that I've ever seen. I love your big tits," I said. "Thank you for showing me your big, naked breasts."
She gave me a sexy smile.
"It was my sexual pleasure. Thank you for your compliment," she said looking down at her big tits again. "I love my big breasts, too," she said while continuing to fondle her huge tits.
She leaned over me and nearly hung her big breasts in my mouth. Not stopping me, she allowed me to continue feeling her breasts, fondling her breasts, and groping her huge, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. As if her big nipples were buttons on a radio, I pulled her big nipples. I turned her big nipples. I twisted her big, erect nipples.
Then, when I lifted my head, she allowed me to suck her nipples. With it plenty enough that I was feeling and fondling her huge tits, I couldn't believe that I was sucking her big nipples. I couldn't believe that I was finally having my wicked, sexual way with my stepmother's big, naked tits.
# # #
From that day forward, while washing me, she allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her big tits through her nightgown. From that they forward, after she washed me and before helping me move to my wheelchair, returning the sexual favor of allowing me to feel her naked breasts, she fondled my naked prick. Paying special attention to the head of my limp dick, every day, I'd feel something more from my stepmother's warm, soft hand lovingly touching me and slowly stroking me.
Not that I was hard by any means, but with my stepmother massaging my penis every day, multiple times a day, each day, my cock grew a tiny bit bigger and a tiny bit harder. If it wasn't enough that she allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits, I couldn't believe that she continually stroked my flaccid prick. Seemingly, she liked my flaccid, naked cock as much as I loved her big tits. With her continually playing with my limp dick, I started feeling something that I hadn't felt in a long time.
'My stepmother stroked my cock,' I thought. 'I can't believe that my stepmother played with my limp dick. I can't believe my stepmother gave me a flaccid, hand job while she allowed me to feel her huge, naked breasts. Enjoying the sexual attention that she gave me, suddenly, my life was better than it ever was before.'
I continued feeling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples while she fondled my flaccid cock. Then, surprising me, while staring up at me as if to see my sexual reaction to her taking my flaccid prick in her mouth, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth while continuing to slowly stroke me. Something that I thought she'd never do; I couldn't believe my sexy stepmother took me in her mouth. Scarlett is giving me a blowjob. My MILF of a stepmother is sucking my cock. I only wished that I could get and maintain an erection.
'Hard to wrap my head around what she was suddenly doing, I couldn't believe that my stepmother is sucking my cock. I couldn't believe she's blowing me,' I thought while continuing to fondle her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. 'I only wish I could cum in her mouth. I'd love to ejaculate a load of cum all over my stepmother's beautiful face and across her big, naked breasts. If only I could, I'd love to give her a cum bath.'
# # #
The next day, when she walked in my bedroom, she was all excited. Her excitement scared me, and I thought that something was wrong. I've never seen her as excited as she was now.
"I read an article this morning about massage therapy for erectile dysfunction," she said beaming me a wide smile while waving the magazine article over her head.
Beautiful before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled now. I loved my stepmother. I truly loved her. I wished I could marry her. Fifteen years isn't that much older than me. Besides, meeting somewhere in the middle, she looked 10 years younger and I looked 5 years older. I wished I could make her my wife. Only, what would she want with a cripple who couldn't get and maintain an erection.
Instead of shooting for the stars in asking her to marry me, I wished that I could see her naked. I'd love to see Scarlett without her sexy nightgown. I wished I could make out with her while touching her and feeling her everywhere. I wished I could have sex with her. I wished that I could make love to her. I'd love to fuck her beautiful, naked body.
'Massage therapy for erectile dysfunction,' I thought? 'How is massaging my back going to give me an erection? Yet, with my sexy stepmother excited about massaging my back, I was willing to give massage therapy a try.'
By her merely putting a name to my sexual affliction, erectile dysfunction, she made me feel that I wasn't alone. Millions of men, for one reason or another, have live with, and endured erectile dysfunction. It's no big deal. They live with not having sex. Only, I wasn't an elderly man. I was only 27 years old. I couldn't imagine going the rest of my life without having an erection and without having sex. I couldn't imagine not having my own child.
"Massage therapy for erectile dysfunction," I said while wondering if my stepmother was going to massage my back and hoping instead that she'd massage my flaccid prick. To be honest, better than her massaging my back and better than her having no sexual contact with my naked body, indeed, I hoped that she'd massage my flaccid prick. "Tell me about the article," I said.
She stared at my naked prick in the way that I stared at all that I could see of her cleavage and her naked breasts through her sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgown. No matter which sexy nightgown she wore, with some nightgowns showing more of her naked breasts than her other sexy nightgowns, I could always see much of her naked breasts through her sheer nightgowns. I loved staring at all that I could see of her naked breasts. I loved seeing all that she was showing me of her naked breasts.
"Instead of using medications, such as Viagra which won't work on you, penis pumps, implants, and/or surgery, believe it or not, hand massage is shown to work on some men who have erectile dysfunction, especially on younger men who have more blood flow in their lower region," she said.
All for her playing with my flaccid prick and attempting to give me a hand job to help me with my erectile dysfunction, I looked at my stepmother with horniness and sexual lust.
# # #
"Really? Seriously? Please explain," I said while sexually excited about finally and possibly having an erection.
Going along with her, I was willing to do anything to finally have an erection. Yet, somehow, I knew that I'd never have an erection. Doctors gave me more hope of walking than of having sex.
She sexually smiled at me while putting her soft, warm hand on my naked cock before wrapping her long, manicured fingers around my flaccid prick while looking up at me. Whether or not I could get an erection, my stepmother's hand felt wonderful on my naked prick. Then, when she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my naked cock and squeezed, I wished that I could show her my sexual excitement by getting hard.
"There are three techniques of massage therapy for erectile dysfunction," she said. "One is called the Ballooning Technique, the second one is called the Milking Technique, and the last one if called the Slapping Technique," she said.
Of the three massaging techniques, the Milking Technique sounded the most interesting while the Slapping Technique sounded the most painful. I wondered if the ballooning technique was where she blew me. Yet, I didn't care which technique she tried as long as I had an erection. Literally, I was willing for her to do anything to my penis to make it hard.
"Tell me more," I said with interest of her massaging my limp dick as much as I wanted to continue feeling her naked breasts.
My stepmother removed a small bottle of massage oil from her hand.
"The Ballooning Technique is applying lotion to your penis," she said. "By my massaging the base, the shaft, the scrotum, and the pubis, that technique can aid in increasing penile blood flow. Penile blood flow is something that may lead to you having an erection. Something that I'll be doing every day, twice a day for an hour each time, I'm just going to apply some oil to your penis," she said uncapping the bottle and applying lotion to my penis.
'Even if it didn't make me hard, I was all for my stepmother massaging my flaccid cock every day, twice a day, and for an hour each time,' I thought. 'Even if I was unable to get an erection, I was just happy that my sexy stepmother was willing to pay special massage attention to my flaccid prick.'
Wishing that I could show her my appreciation for her trying to make me hard, by getting hard, I watched her oiling my penis. It was sexually exciting to not only watch my stepmother staring are limp dick but also massaging my flaccid cock. I only wished that I could get and maintain an erection.
"Once your penis is lubricated, I'll massage it," she said massaging my lubricated penis while giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile. "I read that after a while, the hand massage may stimulate your penis enough for you to possibly have a small erection," she said.
# # #
As if she was my urologist instead of my sex stepmother, she continued massaging my penis while explaining and demonstrating all that she read.
"I read that I need to grab the base firmly and hold it tight as if holding a balloon while not allowing air to escape," she said grabbing the base of my cock firmly and holding it tight. "Then, I grab the head of your prick and press down," she said grabbing the head of my prick and pressing down on the head of my prick while still squeezing the base of my prick.
'I loved it when my stepmother used the words penis, prick, and cock in reference to all that she was doing to me,' I thought. 'If only I could get an erection, I imagined her being my whore,' I thought.
She continued grabbing the base of my prick while squeezing it. Then, with her other hand, she grabbed the head of my prick and pressed down on it again. With her nearly rupturing me, it felt a little painful when she grabbed the base of my prick and grabbed the head of my prick with her other hand and pressed down at the same time.
"What's the Milking Technique," I asked while hoping that it wasn't as painful?
She smiled as if she couldn't wait to try this.
"The Milking Technique is much like milking a cow," she said smiling excitedly as if she couldn't wait to milk me. "Slowly stroking your prick, I start by grasping the base of your penis and make my way up to the head of your prick. Then, I continually repeat the process by using my right and left hands alternately, I continue slowly stroking your prick."
I watched Scarlett stroking my prick. I watched her milking me. Making me horny, it certainly felt good what she was doing. I was looking forward to her doing these techniques every day, twice a day and for an hour each time. Afraid to ask, I asked her about the Slapping Technique.
"What's the slapping technique," I asked afraid to know the answer?
She gave me another sexy smile and a naughty look.
"As the definition of the term suggests, the Slapping Technique is when I give your penis a little slap to wake it up. Before slapping your prick, I massage the region first with oil. These three techniques are better when used together," she said gently slapping my cock. "As long as it's okay with you, I'll be massaging your penis twice a day, every day, for an hour each time.
'As long as it's okay with me? Seriously? Is she kidding me? Is it okay for my MILF of a stepmother to play with my cock for an hour every day, twice a day, who would say no to that.' I thought?
"Yes, I'm for anything that will help me to get an erection," I said. 'I'm for any massage therapy that will allow me to strip you naked and fuck you. I'm for any massage therapy that will allow me to cum in your mouth while you blow me,' I thought but didn't dare say.
# # #
Miraculously enough, after using these three techniques every day, twice a day, for two hours a day, for nearly a month, one day, when my stepmother entered my room to bath me, low and behold, I had an erection. As soon as I saw her in her sexy, low-cut, sheer nightgown that showed much of her naked breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage, my cock finally responded to seeing her nearly naked tits. I couldn't wait to remove the towel from my stiff prick to surprise her with the size and hardness of my cock.
Surprising me as much as it sexually excited me, I had a huge erection. I couldn't believe that I finally had an erection. Eager to show her my erect prick and to see her sexual reaction to my engorged cock, I couldn't wait to show Scarlett my erect, naked prick. I couldn't wait for my stepmother to remove the towel and start bathing me.
Sexually shocking her, as soon as Scarlett lifted my towel to wash me, surprising me as much as it surprised her, as if it had been sleeping, my erect cock sprang to life. She saw my throbbing and pulsating erection reacting to me seeing her nearly naked breasts and to her seeing my erect prick. A beautiful thing between stepmother and stepson, my stepmother finally saw my erection.
As if she had never seen an erect prick before, with her mouth gapping open, she stared at my erection in the way that I stared at her naked breasts through her sheer nightgown. In the way that I couldn't believe that I had an erection, she couldn't that I had an erection either. Whatever she had done with her erectile dysfunction, massage technique, by faithfully massaging my penis twice a day, every day, of an hour each time, it worked. It really worked.
'Thank you, Jesus,' I thought.
"Jerry," she said while leaning over me and while staring down at my erect, naked prick before staring up at me. "My God. You have an erection."
Showing quite the sexual reaction to seeing my erect, naked prick, she was so happy for me. With her eyes bugging out of her head and her mouth still gapping open, she put her hand to her chest. She fingered her nipple and fondled her breast through her nightgown while staring at my erection.
"I'm shocked. We did it. I can't believe we did it. I can't believe that you have an erection," she said jumping up and down.
As if she was skipping rope, I watched her big tits bounce up and down and side to side behind her nightgown when she jumped up and down.
"Your cock is so big," she said continuing to stare at my erection before staring up at me.
As if she couldn't believe it, smiling wildly, she wrapped her fingers around my erect cock to feel it while playing with the head of my prick with her thumb before slowly stroking me.
"It's so hard," she said staring down at my erect prick again before looking up at me with her big, green eyes and her sexually excited smile. "You have a bigger and harder prick than your father ever had."
# # #
Clearly, enjoying herself playing with my prick, she continued slowly stroking me while staring down at me. Then, starting to masturbate me, she stroked me a little faster and a little harder. Even though I had just peed in the hose of my portable, pee bucket attached to the side of my bed, as soon as she wrapped her soft, warm hand around my naked prick and started stroking me faster and harder, I peed.



A real, sexual, mood breaker, I couldn't help myself from peeing. Something that had never happened to me before, I couldn't believe that I was so sexually excited that I peed. Then, when she leaned over me to cover my peeing, naked cock with a towel, with my heavy volume of pee pushing the towel aside, pee erupted from my erect prick like lava erupting from a dormant volcano.
With her still leaning over me while trying to stop me from peeing, I peed like I had never peed before. Shooting up like a water fountain, I peed all over my stepmother's beautiful, red hair, all over her pretty face, and all over the front of her nightgown. I couldn't stop peeing. Peeing and peeing, my pee was everywhere.
"Jerry! Stop peeing! You're peeing all over me," she said. "My God, Jerry. Control yourself and stop peeing," she said awash in my pee. "Please stop peeing."
She stared down at my naked prick while trying to stop me from peeing by covering my peeing prick with a small, hand towel again.
"Grab your cock. Take a hold of it. Turn it in another direction. Just stop peeing on me," she said. "Please, Jerry. Stop peeing on me."
# # #
Unable to stop me from peeing, when she opened her mouth to scream, with her still leaning over me while trying to stop me from peeing, I unintentionally peed in her opened mouth. As if she was sexually into me peeing all over her and even in her opened mouth, I peed in Scarlett's mouth. I couldn't believe that I peed in my stepmother's mouth. Instead of pulling away and leaving the room, she remained there while I continued peeing on her and peeing in her mouth.
As if I had consumed a case of beer, there was so much pee. I couldn't stop peeing. How could I pee as much? As if I had been saving my pee for a month to give her a pee bath, never have I peed as much in my life. If it wasn't bad enough that I peed all over my stepmother, I couldn't believe that I peed in her mouth.
"Oh, my God. Sorry. I'm so sorry, Scarlett, that I peed all over you. I'm so sorry that I peed in your mouth," I said for peeing all over my stepmother and for peeing in her opened mouth. "Please forgive me. That was unintentional," I said.
Peeing and peeing, I couldn't stop peeing. I couldn't believe that I peed all over my stepmother. I couldn't believe that I had given her a pee bath. I couldn't believe that I even peed in her opened mouth.
# # #
Finally, running out of pee, I stopped peeing. Then, sexually shocking me, as if forgetting where she was and that I could see her, she reached down for the hem of her pee-soaked nightgown and lifted it over her head. She removed her nightgown in front of me.
I couldn't believe Scarlett removed her nightgown in front of me. The first time seeing her naked, she was naked, totally naked. I had seen her topless before when she removed her nightgown straps and allowed the bodice of her nightgown to slowly fall to her waist but I never saw her naked. She turned to face me to grab a towel to wipe my pee from her face. I watched her wiping pee from her face and from her naked breasts.
Better than how I imagined her naked, she had such an incredible body. With her having a flat stomach and long, shapely legs, she had the body of a porn star. With her having huge breasts, she had the body of a Playboy playmate. With her having such a shapely ass, she had the body of a stripper. With her tall and having a beautiful face, she had the look of a model.
Again, the first-time seeing Scarlett naked, totally naked, I stared at her big, naked breasts. I stared at her red, trimmed pussy and then, when she turned to go to her room to clean herself up and change, I stared at her shapely, naked ass. If only, I could masturbate myself, I'd be masturbating over my naked stepmother today, tomorrow, and for the rest of my life.
Only, now that I had an erection, I wondered if I could masturbate myself. I'd love to masturbate over Scarlett seeing me naked while washing me. I'd love to masturbate myself for giving her a pee bath and even peeing in her opened mouth. I'd love to masturbate myself over seeing her naked when she removed her pee soaked nightgown in front of me. Suffice to write, I couldn't wait to masturbate over my stepmother.
Only forget about masturbating. Even better than masturbating, now that we've seen one another naked, I wondered if she'd have sex with me. My sexual fantasy coming true, I wondered if Scarlett would allow me to have sex with her. I wondered if she'd allow me to make love to her. I'd love to fuck her. I'd love to fuck my stepmother her hard and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm. Now that I was able to get and maintain an erection, I really wanted to fuck her.
# # #
From that day forward, with me continuing to get erections, we had sex every night and every morning. I fucked my father's second wife every night and made love to her every morning. Now, I couldn't wait to have the surgery that may help me to walk again. My dream come true, if I could walk and have sex with my stepmother, I'd be a happy man.
Finally, the day came for my surgery. After having a successful Normal Pressure Hydrocephalus operation, I exercised with my physical therapist to strengthen my legs. Able to finally walk again with my stand-alone walker, I went to a jewelry store and bought her a 5-carat, diamond ring. Now that I was able to get down on one knee, albeit with some assistance, I proposed to Scarlett and she accepted. Not only did I have my father's house but also, I had his money and, now, I had his wife.
"I love you, Scarlett. I've always loved you. Will you marry me?"
She beamed me her beautiful smile.
"Yes! Yes! Oh, yes! Of course, I'll marry you, Jerry," she said throwing her arms around my neck to kiss me and hug me.
Ten years later, we're still in love and we're still married. We have a little boy named Frank, after my father, and a little girl, named Victoria. With me beating the odds, the shunt is still working and I'm still walking and getting erections.
THE END
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Most Older Women Are Whores, Ch. 01
Your mother and grandmother are exhibitionistic whores.
Most older women still take pride in their personal appearances. They do their hair, apply their makeup, polish their fingernails and toenails, wear jewelry, coordinate their outfits and accessories, and pay special attention to their shoes. Showing their long, sexy legs and a lot of cleavage, most older women wear sexy clothes by wearing short skirts that flash their panties when they sit and cross and uncross their legs. They wear low-cut tops that flash their long line of sexy cleavage when they lean forward. While making their deliberate flashes appear unintentional, most older women are secret exhibitionists.
Ready for sex anytime and anywhere, with nearly anyone, don't kid yourself, most older women are horny. Most older women want sex as much as most young, horny men want sex. Sad but true, because men don't take the time to get women fully, sexually aroused with foreplay, most older women are seldom sexually satisfied. Longing for a sexual orgasm, multiple sexual orgasms, believe it or not, most older women are whores.
# # #
This story was written for 25-year-old Johnny. Tired of dating women his own age who don't put out, even after taking them to a movie, buying them dinner, and buying them drinks, oddly enough, he's had more sexual success with older women. Older women, especially women his mother's age and older don't care about seeing a movie. They don't care about going out to dinner and having drinks.
All most older women want is sex. His perfect match, most older women want sex as much as he wanted sex. Most older women wanted their pussies masturbated and licked. All most older women want to do is fuck and suck. All most older women want is to have a good, sexual time.
# # #
Something that I never knew, my informal, sexual education started when I recently read an article that stated that most older women, including my mother and even my grandmother, especially my mother and my grandmother, are whores.
'Wow, I can't believe my mother and my grandmother are whores,' I thought after reading the article. 'My mother is a whore and my grandmother is a whore, too. Then, I wondered if I could use that against them to sexually seduce them. I'd love to have incestuous sex with my mother as much as I'd love to have incestuous sex with my grandmother, too,' I thought.
The article went on to state that older women are just as horny as younger men.
'Go figure. Who knew that my mother is just as horny as I am,' I thought.
As if they've lost their minds to sex and sexual orgasms, and have given their souls to the Devil, most older women in nursing homes are the horniest. Typically, getting the sexual ball rolling most older women in nursing homes expose themselves to male residents, staff, and even visitors. Sadly, and unfortunately, just their luck, especially men with preexisting medical conditions, few men in nursing homes can still get and maintain an erection.
Instead of cutting the mustard, older woman confined to nursing homes must be sexually satisfied with men licking the jar. Yet, as long as older women can still get off receiving oral sex and being masturbated, everyone is happy. Everyone, even the men who can no longer get and maintain erections are sexually satisfied masturbating pussies while eating pussies. They're sexually excited fondling women's naked tits while fingering and sucking their erect nipples.
A virtual, sexual playground, and a swingers' paradise, with no one around to judge them, discipline them, shame them, and/or embarrass them, as long as they are healthy enough, nursing home residents are free to have sex. Indeed, something that you may or not know, surprisingly but true, most older women want sex as much as most younger men want sex. With that in mind, starting with my mother, I decided to test that theory by sexually seducing every older woman that I know.
"Wish me luck."
# # #
Most Older Women Are Whores, Ch. 01
My mother is a whore.
My 44-year-old mother, Christine, is not only a whore but also, she's an incestuous whore. With me a virgin and too sexually innocent for me to realize what she was doing, as soon as I turned 18 years old, she's been trying to sexually seduce me. With my father no longer in the picture, and with me the only man in the house, my mother is horny and I was her sexual prey. There hasn't been a day where my mother hasn't deliberately flashed me her underwear clad body, her sexy nightgown, and/or her topless and naked body.
"Johnny, come relax with me in mommy's bed," she said.
# # #
Occasionally inviting me to sleep with her in her bed, she only did that when she was horny, wicked horny. As soon as I entered her bedroom, as if she was a magician pulling back a curtain, in one quick, fluid motion, she moved the covers back to invite me in her bed. When moving back the covers in that fast and forceful way, exposing herself to me, when she pulled back the covers, the hem of her nightgown was raised nearly to her waist.
'Oh, my God, I'm seeing my mother's naked pussy. I can't believe she's exposing her naked pussy to me,' I thought.
Spellbound, I couldn't believe my mother deliberately or accidentally flashed me her naked pussy. I didn't know which. I couldn't tell which. Yet, what did it matter if it was deliberate or accidental, I was seeing my mother's naked pussy.
Her pussy was the first pussy that I ever saw. Not believing my horny eyes, I stared at her brown, bushy, naked pussy. Never expecting to see my mother's naked pussy, unable to stop staring, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's pussy slit, her pussy mount, and her camel toe. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's naked cunt.
Suddenly, even though I had never done anything like that before, I had the urge to finger her pussy. I wanted to lick her pussy. I wanted to eat my mother's pussy before fucking her pussy.
With me already having a raging hard-on that tented my pajama bottoms, that I wore without underwear, afraid to touch her, staying on my side of her bed, I shyly crawled in bed next to my mother. The first time sleeping in her bed, I couldn't believe that I was in my mother's bed. With me already seeing her naked pussy and much of her naked breasts through her short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgown, I couldn't believe that my mother was nearly naked.
Giving me much to masturbate over her for the rest of my life, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my nearly naked mother. I'll be masturbating over seeing her naked pussy. I'll be masturbating over seeing much of her naked breasts. Now that I know what she looked like without her clothes, I'll be masturbating over imagining having incestuous sex with my mother's beautiful, naked body.
"Move closer to me, Johnny. I need you to keep me warm," she said.
Afraid to touch her and inadvertently feel some part of her sexy and shapely body that I shouldn't feel, when I didn't move closer to her, she moved her nightgown clad ass closer to my throbbing cock. I was embarrassed that I had an erection over seeing my mother's naked pussy and much of her naked breasts. Now, with my pulsating prick pressed against her naked ass, I was embarrassed that my mother knew that I had an erection.
# # #
'What kind of sexually perverted son am I to have an erection over seeing my mother's naked pussy and much of her naked breasts? What kind of sexually perverted son am I to imagine my mother without her clothes? What kind of sexually perverted son am I to imagine having incestuous sex with my mother,' I thought? 'What kind of sexually perverted son am I to imagine her blowing me and me cumming in her mouth?'
I felt embarrassed. I felt ashamed. Here, my mother innocently invited me to sleep with her in her bed and all that I could think of was imagining her naked. All that I could think of was having incestuous sex with my MILF of a mother.
'How dare I,' I thought. 'What's wrong with me to imagine my mother naked while having forbidden sex with me?'
Grinding her naked ass against my stiff prick, she wiggled her shapely ass against my rock-hard erection. While making herself comfortable in bed, pushing up against me, my mother was practically humping me. With her continuing to rub up against me, I could almost imagine what it must feel like to have anal sex with my mother.
"Put your arm around me, Johnny," she said. "I'm cold."
Afraid to touch her, I reluctantly put my arm around her waist. Feeling the weight of her big tits, her big breasts were resting on my forearm. Then, surprising me, picking up my hand by my wrist, she moved my hand to her breast. Her big breast filled my whole, horny hand. As sexually excited as I was sexually shocked, I couldn't believe that my mother put my hand on top of her big tit.
'My mother put my hand on her big tit. I don't believe this. I can't believe that I'm feeling my mother's breast,' I thought. 'Her breast is as firm as it is soft.'
I couldn't believe that not only did my mother have her naked ass pressed against my pajama clad erection but also, I had my horny hand resting on her nearly, naked breast. Afraid to move my hand, especially after I felt her nipple erecting and hardening in the palm of my hand, I couldn't believe that I was feeling my mother's nearly, naked breast. With me not daring to move an inch, we slept like that most of the night with my mother's naked ass plastered against my erection and my hand resting on her nearly naked, nightgown clad breast.
'While imagining fucking my mother in the ass and feeling her naked breast, I'll be masturbating over this for the rest of my life,' I thought.
# # #
Then, sometime during the night, disturbing my sleep, I was awakened. Disoriented by the darkness of my mother's bedroom, but for her nightlight, I couldn't see a thing. As if I was dreaming, and having the best sexual fantasy that I ever had of my MILF of a mother, I could feel everything that she was doing. Once my eyes acclimated to the low light conditions, I saw that my mother was holding my erect prick in her hand.
'As shocked as I was sexually excited, my mother is holding my naked cock in her soft, warm hand. One of my sexual fantasies coming true, I can't believe my mother is holding my stiff prick in her hand,' I thought.
She was fingering the head of my erect prick in her sleep while slowly and lovingly stroking me. Something that I thought she'd never do whether I was asleep or awake, my mother was giving me a sleeping hand job. Aside from me masturbating myself, my mother gave me my first, hand job. Her slow, sexually experienced hand job felt better than any hand job that I had given myself.
"Go back to sleep, Johnny. Mommy will relax you," she whispered while stroking me a little harder and a little faster.
Then, with the covers pulled over her head, I felt my mother move halfway down the bed. Something that I never expected her to do, she took my erect prick in her mouth. My mother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock. Having never had a blowjob before, in addition to giving me my first hand job, my mother gave me my first blowjob, too.
'As stunned as I was sexually excited, my mother is blowing me,' I thought. 'I can't believe my mother is sucking my prick. I can't believe my mother has my big dick in her mouth.'
As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother was blowing me. My first time having sex, I was stunned that my mother was giving me sex. If it wasn't enough that she gave me my first hand job, now she gave me my first blowjob, too.
"Cum, Johnny. Cum for mommy," she said sticking her head out from under the covers to look up at me in the dark with my prick buried deep in her mouth. "It's okay," she said removing my erect prick from her mouth to speak. "You may cum in my mommy's mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth," she said giving me her permission to cum in her mouth.
As soon as she told me to cum, I put gentle hand to the back of my mother's brunette, pretty head. I barely humped her mouth once when I exploded a load of cum in my mother's mouth. Never have I ever been as sexually excited than with my mother blowing me. Never have I exploded as much cum in one shot.
Even after I ejaculated in her mouth, she continued sucking me while stroking me. She sucked me dry and swallowed all that I ejaculated in her mouth. I slept like I had never slept before.
# # #
Surprisingly, even though I wanted to talk about her stroking me and sucking me, with me afraid to start the inappropriate, incestuous, sexual conversation, we never talked about it. With her never bringing up the subject, she acted as if her having sex between us never happened. We never talked about her inviting me to sleep in her bed. We never talked about her exposing her naked pussy to me. We never discussed her masturbating me and her blowing me. As if it was a sexual secret that we kept between us, we never discussed me cumming in my mother's mouth and her swallowing my cum.
Yet, every morning and every night, I masturbated over having sex with my mother. I masturbated over her holding my erect prick in her hand and stroking me. I masturbated over my mother masturbating me. I masturbated over my mother blowing me. I masturbated over cumming in my mother's mouth. Whenever I was masturbating, I was masturbating over my MILF of a mother having sex with me.
From that day forward, every sexual thing between us changed. Something that she never did before, she dressed and undressed with her bedroom door wide open and with the overhead light on. Not wanting her to see me watching her, I quietly moved to where I could watch her getting dressed and undressed from the darkened hallway in front of her opened, bedroom door. Then, with her somehow knowing that I was there spying on her, eventually moving closer, I watched her brush her long, brown hair in her vanity mirror while she was topless from her opened, bedroom doorway.
Tall, sexy, and shapely, my mother was so beautiful. I've always dreamed of having sex with my mother. The best looking mother out of all of our mothers, my friends lusted over her and wished that they could have sex with her, too. I couldn't believe that I was finally having sex with my mother.
I loved watching my mother's big, naked breasts bounce up and move side to side as she brushed her long, brown, beautiful hair. I wished that I could run my fingers through her hair while kissing her, French kissing her and feeling her naked breasts. I wished I could mount her and make sweet love to her before fucking her fast and hard while watching her big breasts bouncing up and down and all around.
Thinking that my mother was just sexually teasing me, I never thought that she was grooming me in preparation to have incestuous sex with her. I figured that my mother was an exhibitionist and was using me to expose herself to me. I figured that she was sexually seducing me by showing me her bra and panty clad body. I never thought that my mother was a whore, an incestuous whore.
Indeed, not thinking any less of my mother, I didn't know that she was trying to sexually seduce me by showing me her topless and naked body. I was unaware that my mother was just as horny as I was. I was unaware she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
'Go figure. Who knew that my mother was a whore?'
After she dressed and undressed with her bedroom door wide open, after she showed me her topless and naked body, over the next few years, she continued flashing me. She'd sit across from me in the living room with her short skirt hiked up enough to show me her white panties. Then, later that night with her wearing her short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgown, she'd sit across from me while with her knees parted enough to flash her naked pussy to me. Never have I seen as much of my mother's sexy and shapely, naked body as I was seeing now.
Then, when she served me breakfast, she'd flash me her naked breasts down her low-cut nightgown by leaning over me longer and lower than necessary. With holding her big breasts at eye level, I loved seeing my mother's naked tits. She had perfect C cup breasts. I loved seeing her erect nipples. I so wanted to touch my mother's tits and finger her erect nipples while sucking her nipples but, even though she had already had sex with me, I didn't dare touch and feel her in such a sexually inappropriate way.
# # #
As the years passed, it was always the same thing with my mother. Whenever she was feeling horny and/or lonely, she'd occasionally invite me to sleep with her in her bed. I knew that when she invited me to sleep with her in her bed that she'd be giving me sex, incestuous sex.
Then, late at night and under the cover of darkness, I'd feel my mother's warm, soft hand touching, feeling, and fondling my naked prick. She'd stroke my cock before sucking my cock. Whenever she blew me, I always ejaculated a load of cum in my mother's mouth. She'd swallow me and suck me dry. Sleeping as deeply as I never slept before, I loved it when my mother blew me and allowed me to cum in her mouth.
Again, we never discussed my mother showing me her naked body. We never discussed her giving me a hand job. We never discussed her giving a blowjob. We never discussed her giving me sex, inappropriate, incestuous sex. We never discussed me, eventually, having to return the sexual favor by masturbating her pussy and/or eating her pussy before making love to her and fucking her.
Yet, with me still a virgin, my sexual fantasy coming true, I'd love to make sweet love to my mother while making out with her and touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. I'd love to fuck her hard enough and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. I'd love to cum in her pussy, too. I'd not only love to cum in her mouth but also, I'd love to cum most over her face and across her naked breasts. I'd love to give my MILF of a mother a cum bath.
Then, one day, when I was 22 years old and my mother was 48 years old, she invited me in her bathroom while she was taking a bath.
"Johnny. Come here. I need you," she said.
The first time being invited in her bathroom while she was taking a bath, different from seeing her naked body when she getting dressed or undressed, it was sexually exciting seeing my naked mother sitting in a bathtub. I stared at most that I could see of her through the bathwater. I stared at what I could see of her beautiful naked breasts and her brown, bushy pussy.
With my mother in the bathtub, as soon as I entered the bathroom, she turned to face me. When she turned to face me, she exposed most of her naked breasts to my horny eyes. I stared down at all that I could see of her naked breasts and her erect nipples through the bathwater. I loved her naked breasts. She had such big, beautiful, and shapely tits.
"Pull up a stool and sit with me. Talk to me, Johnny," she said. "I'm bored sitting here."
# # #
Never thinking that she had an ulterior motive in mind, I pulled up a stool and sat beside her. I continued staring at most that I could see of her naked breasts through the bathwater. We talked about this and that as if she was fully dressed and sitting in the living room. Then, never expecting her to ask me this, she asked me something that on the surface was sexually excited me before her request became sexually inappropriate.
"Do me a favor and wash mommy's back," she said handing me a facecloth.
An innocent request, even if only washing her naked back, it was sexually exciting for me to wash my mother's naked back while touching her in such an incestuously, forbidden way. Innocently enough, I washed my mother's back while continuing to stare at all that I could see of her perfect, naked breasts. When I finished washing her back, she said something else that sexually shocked me as much as it sexually excited me. I couldn't believe what my mother wanted me to do.



"Don't stop there. Wash the rest of me too, please, Johnny," she said with a little, nervous laugh.
With both of her tits out of the water, she sat back in the bathtub to show me more over her naked breasts and her erect nipples. She looked up at me with a sexy stare. Then, sexually surprising me again, when I accidentally dropped the soap in the tub and fished around for it, she pulled my hand down and placed it between her legs and on her pussy. My mother wanted me to wash her where I had never touched her before. She wanted me to wash her naked pussy.
"It's time you learned how to sexually satisfy a woman. In the way that I sometimes have masturbated you, I want you to masturbate me," she said finally acknowledging that she had masturbated me.
She pulled my hand deeper into the water.
"Cup my pussy, Johnny," she said.
As soon as I cupped my mother's pussy, she told me what else she wanted me to do.
"Rub my clit with your index finger. Yes. Right there. That's it. That's good. That's very good. Now again, take your index finger and finger fuck your mother's naked pussy," she said. "Stick your finger in my pussy. Stick your long, stiff finger in mommy's hole."
While not knowing what I was doing, I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy as best as I could.
"Rub my clit faster. Rub it harder. Fingerfuck me deeper while feeling my tits and fingering my nipples. Pull, turn, and twist my erect nipples before sucking my nipples," she said.
The first time doing any of this, there was so much that she wanted me to sexually do. My mother gave me my first, sexual education on how to sexually please a woman. By making me her lover, she turned me into a man.
# # #
Then, when she was finished with her bath, she stood and handed me a towel. My mother wanted me to dry her naked body while touching and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. Then, sexually exciting me as much as she sexually shocked me, she said something else that I never expected her to say. She blew my mind.
"After you dry me, take me to my bedroom. In the way that I sucked your cock. I want you to lick my pussy. I want you to eat me, Johnny. Eat your mother's pussy. Eat my cunt," she said pulling me by my hand to her bedroom.
As soon as we entered her bedroom, she pushed me back on her bed. Obediently obeying her, I moved between her shapely legs. I licked her pussy while fingering her pussy. I ate my mother. I gave her oral sex. My first-time fingering and eating a pussy, I gave my mother a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my mouth and tongue.
Then, she gave me a final, sexual instruction.
"Make love to me. Make love to your mother, Johnny," said my mother. "Then, after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me fast enough and hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock."
To be continued...
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Sex with my grandmother.
Johnny has sex with his grandmother.
Continued from Chapter 01:
Never thinking that she had an ulterior motive in mind, I pulled up a stool and sat beside my mother. I continued staring at most that I could see of her naked breasts through the bathwater. We talked about this and that as if she was fully dressed and sitting in the living room. Then, never expecting her to ask me this, she asked me something that on the surface was sexually exciting me before her request became sexually inappropriate.
"Do me a favor and wash mommy's back," she said handing me a facecloth.
An innocent request, even if only washing her naked back, it was sexually exciting for me to wash my mother's naked back while touching and seeing her in such an incestuously, forbidden way. Innocently enough, I washed my mother's back while continuing to stare at all that I could see of her perfect, naked breasts. When I finished washing her back, she said something else that sexually shocked me as much as it sexually excited me. I couldn't believe what my mother wanted me to do.
"Don't stop there. Wash the rest of me too, please, Johnny," she said with a little, nervous laugh.
With both of her tits completely out of the water, she sat back in the bathtub to show me more over her naked breasts and her erect nipples. She looked up at me with a sexy stare. Then, sexually surprising me again, when I accidentally dropped the bar of soap in the tub and fished around for it, she pulled my hand down and placed it between her legs and on her pussy. My mother wanted me to wash her where I had never touched her before. She wanted me to wash her naked pussy.
'I can't believe my mother wants me to wash her naked pussy,' I thought.
She gave me sexy smile and a naughty look.
"It's time you learned how to sexually satisfy a woman. In the way that I've sometimes masturbated you, I want you to masturbate me," she said finally acknowledging that she had masturbated me.
She pulled my hand deeper into the water.
"Cup my pussy, Johnny," she said. "Cup mommy's pussy."
As soon as I cupped my mother's pussy, she told me what else she wanted me to do.
"Rub my clit with your index finger. Yes. Right there," she said while holding my finger in place with her fingers. "That's it. That's good. That's very good. Now again, take your index finger and finger fuck your mother's naked pussy," she said. "Stick your finger in my pussy. Stick your long, stiff finger in mommy's hole."
Again, she held my finger in place to rub her G spot at the inner edge of her pussy. With my mother directing me and showing me what to do, I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. While not knowing what I was doing, I continued rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy as best as I could.
"Rub my clit faster. Rub it harder. Fingerfuck me deeper while feeling my tits and fingering my nipples. Pull them, turn them, and twist my erect nipples before sucking my nipples," she said.
The first time doing any of this, there was so much that she wanted me to sexually do to her naked body. My mother gave me my first, sexual education on how to sexually pleasure a woman. By making me her lover, she turned me into a man.
# # #
Then, when she was finished with her bath, she stood and handed me a towel. Standing a foot away from me, my mother wanted me to dry her naked body while touching and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. Then, sexually exciting me as much as she sexually shocked me, she said something else that I never expected her to say. She blew my mind.
"After you dry me, Johnny, I want you to take me to my bedroom. In the way that I sucked your cock," she said finally acknowledging that she had blown me. "I want you to lick my pussy. I want you to eat me, Johnny. Eat your mother's pussy. Eat my cunt," she said pulling me by my hand to her bedroom.
As soon as we entered her bedroom, she turned on the light and pushed me back on her bed. She moved beside me with her shapely legs spread. Obediently obeying her, I moved between her shapely legs. I licked her pussy while fingering her pussy. I ate my mother. I gave her oral sex. My first-time fingering and eating a pussy, I gave my mother a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my mouth and tongue.
Then, she gave me her final, sexual instruction.
"Make love to me. Make love to your mother, Johnny," said my mother. "Then, after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me. Fuck your mother, Johnny. I want you to fuck me fast enough and hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock."
# # #
 
Chapter 02:
Sex with my grandmother
Reminding me of Dame Helen Mirren, from the movie The Expendables with Sylvester Stallone, but taller and with much bigger tits, looking even hotter than Jane Fonda ten years ago, for an elderly woman, my 69-year-old grandmother, Ruth, is hot. Looking ten-years younger, she doesn't look her age. Thinking that she was in her fifties, no one would guess that she was almost 70-years-old.
Unable to help myself, I've always been sexually attracted to my GILF of a grandmother, mainly because of her big tits. I've masturbated over my grandmother while imagining her topless and having sex with me. I've imagined seeing her naked tits, touching her naked tits, feeling her naked tits, and fondling her naked tits while I masturbated myself.
Something that I always had a penchant for, I love big breasted women no matter how old they are. In the way that she always stared at me while smiling at me, I figured that the sexual attraction was mutual. Yet, knowing that it would never happen, unless my grandmother was a whore as that magazine article reported she was, sadly and sexually frustratingly, I'll never see, touch, feel, and fondle my grandmother's naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples.
# # #
It all started when I offered to mow my grandmother's lawn. Before I rang her front doorbell, while sitting in my car and feeling horny, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Not sure why I did that other than I wanted to sexually tease her by showing her by bulging erection that tented my shorts.
Abiding by my new sexual policy that most older women are whores, hoping that she'd notice my engorged prick, I suppose that I wanted my grandmother to see my erect cock through my shorts to see if she was a whore. If she noticed my erection, that was my conclusive proof that she was a whore. If she noticed my bulging shorts, that would encourage me to make an inappropriate, sexual pass at her.
With my penis as big as it was hard, my erection was clearly visible through my tight, white shorts. Still, this was my grandmother and not some whore that I had just realized that she was. Indeed, if my grandmother was a whore, an incestuous whore, I was going to prove that she was a whore by making a sexual play for her. If she showed me her naked breasts and wanted to see my naked prick, like mother, like daughter, as simple as that, then, she was a whore and I'd finally have sex with her.
With my erect cock bulging out my shorts, with my horny mind racing, I wondered if she'd notice my erection. If she did notice my erection, I wondered what her reaction would be when she saw my throbbing and pulsating cock through my shorts. In the way that I'd love to reach out my horny hand to touch and feel her big breasts, I wondered if she'd dare reach out her hand and touch and feel my erect prick through my shorts.
Clearly true to who she was, a whore, when she opened her front door, she surprised me by immediately looking down and noticing my erect cock. Following her eyes, I saw her stare down at my bulging prick before she looked up at me. My grandmother stared at my erect prick that bulged out my shorts. Surprised that she immediately noticed erection that tented my shorts, my grandmother stared at my erect prick in the way that I stared at her housecoat covered breasts.
'My grandmother saw my erection. She stared at my bulging prick,' I thought sexually excited that my grandmother saw my big dick through my shorts.
Sexually excited that my grandmother immediately noticed my erection, something that I never knew nor even considered before I read that magazine article, my grandmother is, indeed, a whore. For her to immediately notice my erect prick, she's an incestuous whore. No doubt, she wanted to see my naked prick as much as I wanted to show her my naked prick. She wanted to see my naked prick as much as I wanted to see her naked breasts.
I couldn't believe that my grandmother stared at my erect prick in the way that I continually stared at the impressions that her braless breasts made through her housecoat. As shocked as I was sexually excited, hard to wrap my head around and hard for me to believe, I couldn't believe that my grandmother continued to stare at my engorged prick. Not all one way, in the way that I stared at the shape and the size of her braless breasts, and at the impressions that her erect nipples made in her housecoat, she continued staring at my erect prick through my shorts.
Had I not read that magazine article, I never would have sexually teased my grandmother by giving myself an erection before ringing her front doorbell. I never would have suspected, never mind known, that my grandmother was a whore. In the way that she was sexually staring at me, I was sexually staring at her. Too good to be true, she wanted to see my naked prick in the way that I wanted to see her naked tits. Seemingly, my grandmother wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
With her an older version of my mother, I imagined ripping open her housecoat. I was so tempted to unzip myself, pull out my erect prick, and wrap her fingers around it. Wishing that I could and daring myself to do so, I was tempted to put a gentle hand to her shoulder, move her to her knees, and stuff my engorged prick in her mouth. In the way that my mother, her daughter, sucked my cock, I'd love for my grandmother to blow me, too. In the way that I ejaculated in my mother's mouth, I'd love to cum in my grandmother's mouth, too.
# # #
No surprise there, instead of wearing a low-cut, sexy nightgown, she was wearing her standard uniform, a partially unbuttoned housecoat. I could tell by the way that her tits were hanging and her nipples were clearly visible through the material of her housecoat that she wasn't wearing a bra. Unless she was going out or having company, she never wore her brassiere in the house. She always allowed her big breasts to fall free. Every time I hugged her, tempted to cup her tits and feel her breasts, I felt her big, heavy tits resting on my forearm.
In the way that I continued staring at the impressions of the big tits and her erect nipples made through her housecoat, while trying not to catch her looking, she continued subtly staring at my swollen prick that tented my shorts. Yet, with me wanting her to catch me staring at her naked tits, I made sure that she saw me staring at the impressions that her big tits and her erect nipples made through her housecoat. I wanted her to know that I loved her big tits as much as she was seemed enamored by my big dick.
Knowing that was something she'd never do, I hoped she'd show me her naked breasts. Having never seen them before, I'd love to see my grandmother's naked tits. I hoped she'd invite me to touch her naked breasts, feel her naked breasts, fondle her naked breasts, finger her erect nipples, and suck her erect nipples. In the way that I had my wicked, sexual way with my mother's naked breasts, I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with my grandmother's naked tits. At the very least, if not allowing me to do anything else, I hoped that she'd show me her naked breasts.
# # #
"Johnny, this is such a nice surprise," she said.
When she saw me staring at the shape and the size of her breasts, no doubt, embarrassing her, denying me from continuing to stare at her braless breasts, she folded her arms across her breasts. Clearly, now that she knows that I'm sexually attracted to her big tits, unfortunately, I made her feel uncomfortable by continuing to stare at what I could see and all that I imagined seeing of her naked breasts and erect nipples. Nonetheless, even if she didn't show me her naked tits, I'll be masturbating over all that I imagined seeing of my grandmother's naked breasts and her erect nipples.
'God, my grandmother has such huge tits,' I thought.
Something that I hadn't noticed before I read that article about Most Older Women Are Whores, I noticed now. My grandmother has such huge breasts, at least a double D cup, maybe even an F cup. I'd love to see her topless while leaning her giant breasts over my face and allowing me to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while sucking her huge nipples. I'd love to watch her huge breasts bouncing while I fuck her.
# # #
"What brings you to my door," she asked looking down at her partially unbuttoned housecoat to see where I was staring and at what I was staring?
When she looked down at her partially unbuttoned housecoat, she glanced down again at my erect prick tenting my shorts. With me keeping in mind that most older women are whores, including my mother and especially my grandmother, I gave her a big, sexy smile. Undressing her with my eyes, I continued staring at her big housecoat clad breasts as if she was already topless and/or naked.
"I couldn't help but notice that your grass needed to be cut," I said as my feigned, interior motive for visiting.
My real reason for visiting my grandmother was to see if she was a whore and, if she was a whore, to make a sexual pass at her. Instead of mowing her lawn, I imagined mowing her pussy lawn with my tongue. In the way that I ate my mother's pussy, I imagined eating my grandmother's pussy while reaching up to touch, feel, and fondle her enormous naked breasts while fingering her big, erect nipples.
'I'd love to eat my grandmother's pussy while reaching up to fondle her big breasts and finger her erect nipples,' I thought while continuing to stare at the impressions of her huge breasts and erect nipples.
"I'd be happy to cut your grass for you, grandma," I said.
# # #
If only she knew what I was sexually thinking, I wondered what my grandmother's reaction would be. Wishing that I dare say what I was thinking, my grandmother would be shocked that I sexually wanted her as much as I hoped that she sexually wanted me. Yet, if she's a whore as that magazine article professed that she was, maybe she'd give me sex, incestuous sex in the way that my mother, her daughter, had already been giving me incestuous sex for years.
Wanting to compare the two, I wondered how different it would be to have sex with my grandmother from having sex with my mother. I wondered if my mother or my grandmother was the bigger whore. With them from two different generations, it would be thrilling to compare the two women from how they are in bed.
She opened her front door wider to invite me inside.
"How much would you charge me to cut my grass?"
I made a face and waved my hand.
"Don't be silly, grandma. I'd never charge you for cutting your grass. As long as you give me something cold to drink, there's no charge," I said with a laugh. "I'd be happy to cut your grass," I said while imagining mowing her pussy lawn with my tongue again.
'As long as you show me your naked breasts, I'll cut your grass whenever you want me to cut your grass,' is what I wanted to say but I didn't dare say that to her.'
I didn't dare ask my grandmother to show me her naked tits either, even though I'd love for her to show me her naked breasts. Now that I know my grandmother is a whore, an incestuous whore, I didn't even ask her to allow me to touch her naked breasts, feel her naked breasts, and fondle her big tits while sucking her erect nipples.
With her having a small lawn, it only took me an hour to cut her grass. She invited me inside for a glass of lemonade. Before I entered her house, while taking a quick drink of water from her hose, I deliberately wetted the front of my shorts to make my bulging cock even more visible through my wet shorts. I sat in the living room in my deceased grandfather's red, leather recliner and she sat across from me on her brown, leather couch.
# # #
Again, perhaps, because my grandmother had arthritic hands was the reason why she never fully buttoned her housecoat. Besides, who would see what she may be showing anyway? At her age, I imagined that she no longer cared what she may be showing.
At her age, she had very few visitors. Many of her friends moved away, were either in nursing homes, or were dead and buried. Besides, good for my voyeurism of her and easier for me to make a sexual pass at her, she was at the age where she didn't care what she was showing and what people could see of her elderly body.
Yet, waiting for it, when she leaned over me to pour me lemonade, whether deliberately or unintentionally, she gave me a great down housecoat view of her big, naked breasts. The first time seeing my grandmother's naked breasts, I not only saw the size and the shape of her big breasts but also, I saw her erect nipples, too. Clearly, with her nipples erect, she was sexually aroused, no doubt, from seeing my bulging prick through my tight, white shorts. Clearly, with her already, deliberately showing me her huge, naked tits, she was, indeed, a whore, an exhibitionist whore.
For an elderly woman, she had great breasts. Indeed, she had the breasts of a forty-year-old woman. Unless women are really old, why is it that women's breasts, seemingly, don't age? Unless women are really old, women's breasts don't wrinkle in the way that their hands and their necks wrinkle. Perhaps, it has to do with their breasts not being exposed to the sun in the way that their necks and hands are continually exposed to the sun. Perhaps, if women walked around topless, their naked breasts would be wrinkled as much as their hands and necks are, too.
# # #
Going with my new philosophy of sexual seduction for older women, when she leaned forward to serve me lemonade, I played my sexual solicitation card. While daring myself to do so, I put my index finger to the top of her housecoat to open it wider while peering inside with my horny eyes. When I stared down at my grandmother's naked breasts, with her not immediately reacting to my voyeurism, she finally pulled away from me and closed her top with an embarrassed look of shame on her face.
"Johnny! Don't do that. You're embarrassing me," she said with sexually arousal betraying how she was really feeling when flashing across her face. "How dare you look at my naked breasts?"
Had she not closed her top, ready to do so, I would have stuck my hand inside her housecoat to feel her naked breasts. I would have felt and fondled her huge tits while fingering her erect nipples. If she hadn't stopped me, I would have pulled open her housecoat to expose her naked breasts to me.
Assuming that my grandmother was a whore, I wanted her to know that I knew she was a whore. Continuing to stare at the size and shape of her huge breasts through her housecoat, she had at least a double D cup or bigger. I loved her huge tits. Finally saying what I was thinking, I voiced my approval of her giant tits.
# # #
"You have amazing breasts, grandma," I said making sure that she saw me staring down her open housecoat top while I held it open with my finger. "I love your huge tits."
After she slapped my finger away and pulled away from me, she looked at me with shame and embarrassment. She stopped leaning over me and straightened up. She put her hand to her housecoat top to maintain her modesty and closed her housecoat top with her hand but without buttoning the top two buttons of her unbuttoned housecoat.



"I'm so embarrassed," she said feigning her embarrassment. "I had no idea that I was exposing myself to you," she said with her face turning pink. "When I leaned over you to pour you lemonade, I had no idea that you could see down my open housecoat. I had no idea that you could see my naked breasts."
She looked down at her housecoat top before looking up at me. Then, she let out an embarrassed little laugh while looking at me incredulously. I watched her face turn pink again with embarrassment and shame before a flash of sexual arousal took hold of her face.
"You saw my naked breasts," she said with sexual arousal betraying her modesty? "Did you really see my naked breasts or are you just teasing me that you saw my naked breasts?" She looked at me before staring down at her housecoat. "I saw you staring down my open, housecoat top but what did you see?"
I laughed a dirty laugh.
"Yes, grandma, I saw your naked breasts. Don't be ashamed or embarrassed. You have huge and shapely tits," I said. "You have beautiful, naked breasts. I love your huge, naked tits."
I moved to the edge of my seat and leaned forward while I continued staring at the shape and the size of her naked breasts through her housecoat. Sexually enamored with my grandmother's breasts, I couldn't stop staring at her erect nipples which grew more erect after I told her that I saw her naked breasts. Obviously, she was clearly aroused that I told her that I saw her naked breasts when I put my finger to the unbuttoned top of her housecoat and pulled it open to see more to see her naked tits.
"If you don't mind me asking, what size bra cup do you wear? Your tits are huge. You have the biggest breasts that I've ever see," I said with sexual excitement while staring at my grandmother.
She made a face.
"I really don't know," she said. "I took a double D cup for the longest time but those bras no longer fit me. Now, I take an F cup or a triple D cup when I can find them. Unless I go to a custom bra shop, it's difficult to find a bra my size in lingerie stores."
I smiled at my grandmother while imagining her naked breasts.
"For a woman your age, you have exquisite breasts. You should be proud of your breasts. If I was a woman and had breasts as big and as shapely as your breasts, I'd be walking around topless," I said with a dirty laugh. "I'd be showing every man my naked tits."
# # #
She laughed and made a face of disapproval. Then, she returned my dirty laugh with her embarrassed laugh.
"Me? Topless? Don't be silly. I'm nearly seventy-years-old." She waved a hand of ridiculousness. "No one would want to see the naked breasts of an elderly woman," she said.
She fell silent as if she was thinking.
"I've never even been to a nude beach. The closest that I've ever been to being topless in public was sunning myself in my backyard in my bikini with my bikini top unhooked whenever there was no one around," she said with a little laugh.
We remained silent for a minute while she was thinking again.
# # #
"Now that you mention that I have beautiful breasts, your grandfather always said that I had beautiful breasts, too," she said with a dirty laugh. "He wanted me to flash his friends my naked tits," she said with another dirty laugh. "Every time he had been drinking, which was nearly every day, he dared me to serve him and his friends drinks topless when they played poker but I never did," she said with a laugh of regret.
Again, she remained silent for a moment while thinking again.
"Now, something that I regret not doing, wishing that I had lived a little, I wish I had served his friends drinks while topless and shown his friends my naked tits. Maybe, we would have had more sex. Yet, afraid of driving them wild with sexual lust by giving them permission to touch my tits and feel my tits, I feared what they'd do to me if I showed them my naked breasts. Knowing how horny his friends were and how sexually attracted they were to me, they'd probably strip me naked and gangbang me," she said with a dirty laugh.
She paused again.
"Yet, I wish that I had allowed them to not only see my naked breasts but also feel and fondle my naked breasts while fingering my nipples. I wonder what my husband's reaction would have been to watching his friends having their wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts," she said with sexual arousal. "Knowing your grandfather, always going too far, he'd probably want me to stroke their cocks and suck their cocks while he watched them feeling my naked breasts and masturbated himself."
She remained silent again as if she was thinking and remembering my grandfather.
"With his friends as horny as he was, I feared they'd pull out their pricks and force me to stroke them. I feared that they'd force me to my knees and force me to suck them. I've never given a blowjob before. Yet, something that I regret not doing, I've never had a man's prick in my mouth. Sometimes, when I'm horny, I wonder what it would be feel like and taste like for a man to cum in my mouth," she said with an embarrassed laugh.
I couldn't believe my grandmother was sexually confiding in me about my grandfather and her sexual feelings for his horny friends. With her never discussing her sexual past with me before, her discussing her sexual past now was a shocking surprise. With her regretting that she had never given a blowjob, I was tempted to ask my grandmother to blow me now. I'd love to stick my erect prick in my grandmother's mouth. I'd love to cum in her mouth.
She remained silent again as if remembering my grandfather. While sitting on the couch across from me, she leaned forward with her elbows on her knees. As soon as she leaned forward, the top of her unbuttoned housecoat fell open with her again. She gave me a continual down housecoat of her enormous naked breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. Daring myself to do so, I was so tempted to stand, walk over to her, and stick my horny hand down her housecoat top to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts.
# # #
"In the day of tube tops, always when I was carrying something, your grandfather pulled down my top to flash his friends my naked breasts. Unable to immediately pull up my top until I put whatever I was carrying down, immediately turning away from them and denying them a look at my naked breasts, I was as embarrassed as I was angry.
Never having done anything like that before, now I regret stopping him from doing that. I would have loved to see their reactions to seeing my naked breasts while serving them drinks topless as they played poker. I would have loved for his friends to not only see my naked breasts but also to touch and feel my naked breasts."
She remained silent again, as if she was having reservations about saying what she was thinking. I continued staring at all that I could see of my grandmother's huge breasts through her housecoat. She looked down to where I was looking before looking up at me.
With her full of regret for not having her husband's friends having their wicked, sexual way with her huge, naked breasts, ripe for my sexual solicitation of her, I couldn't believe my grandmother was confiding in me. Hopefully, she was already regretting not showing me her naked breasts. This was my chance to not only her naked breasts but also to touch and feel her naked tits.
"Seriously, be honest. Do you really think I have shapely tits," she asked while lifting her breasts in the palms of her hand through her housecoat? "I love my big breasts," she said staring down at her huge breasts before staring up at me.
I beamed her a wide smile while continuing to stare at big impressions that her braless breasts and erect nipples made in her housecoat.
"I do, grandma. Indeed, I do," I said. "You have gorgeous breasts and huge nipples."
She returned my smile with her smile.
"Thank you, I think. I'm embarrassed that you're sexually enamored with your grandmother's breasts," she said with a laugh. "No one has complimented me on my breasts in more than thirty-years."
# # #
I continued staring at the impressions that her huge breasts made in her housecoat.
"It's not too late grandma," I said with a nervous, little laugh.
She looked at me with curiosity.
"Not too late? What do you mean, it's not too late," she asked? "It's not too late for what?"
I gave her a dirty laugh.
"It's not too late to expose your naked breasts," I said giving my grandmother a shit eating grin. She looked at me dumbfounded. "You can expose your naked breasts to me. I'd love to see your naked breasts. Show me your huge tits, grandma," I said. "Show me your tits."
Then, I repeated a question that a grandson should never ask his grandmother.
"May I see them? May I see your naked breasts? Show me your tits, grandma. Show them to me, please."
Not waiting for her to respond, I asked her my next, sexually inappropriate question.
"May I touch them? I'd love to touch your tits. May I touch your naked breasts?"
Not waiting for her to respond before asking her my next question, I asked her my sexually inappropriate question again?
"May I touch them? May I feel them? May I feel your naked breasts, grandma," I asked hoping she'd say yes? "I'd love to feel your naked tits."
Again, she folded her arms across her braless breasts. Yet, a look of sexual arousal betrayed what she was thinking and flashed over her face. As if she was thinking about showing me her naked breasts, she didn't respond. This was my chance to see my grandmother's naked breasts. Now, I was more direct in what I wanted. I told her what I wanted to see, touch, and feel.
"I'd love to see your naked breasts. Show me your naked breasts, grandma. Show me your tits. Please show me your tits. I'd love to see your beautiful, naked tits."
# # #
She looked at me as if I was crazy until another flash of sexual arousal crossed her face to divulge what she was really thinking. Still, whether she was too embarrassed to show me her naked breasts, with her reluctant to expose herself to me, she refused to show me her naked breasts. Nonetheless, sexually surprising me, in the way that she looked at me, she was clearly thinking about showing me her naked tits.
Hopefully, she would show me her naked breasts. I couldn't help but wonder if I was anyone else but her grandson who had asked to see and feel her naked breasts if she'd show them her naked breasts and allow them to feel her big tits. I wondered, after her husband died, if she had shown her naked breasts to anyone else. Maybe now that her husband was dead and buried, she had shown her naked breasts to one of his friends or to all of his friends.
"No, you may not see my naked breasts," she said making a face. "No, you may not touch my naked breasts and/or feel my naked breasts," she said with a little laugh. "That's perverted Johnny. What's wrong with you? Go find a woman your own age and ask to see her naked breasts," she said with a laugh.
Even though she looked at me with embarrassment and shame, once again, a look of sexual arousal betrayed what she was really thinking. Clearly, with me encouraging her topless nudity, she was thinking about showing me her naked breasts. Even after she chastised me, by the telling look on her face, she was thinking about exposing her naked tits to me.
She made a face while looking down at her braless breasts and feigning her anger and reprimanding me.
"Seriously, Johnny? How dare you? I'm your grandmother and you're my grandson. I'll never show you my naked breasts," she said with feigned indignation while wrapping her arms around her housecoat clad, braless tits. "I'd never allow you to touch and/or feel my naked breasts."
She stared at me as if I was perverted and at that moment, I was perverted. I wanted to see my grandmother's tits. I wanted to see her naked breasts. I needed her to give me something now to masturbate over later.
"What would your mother say if she knew that I showed you my naked breasts? My husband would roll over in his grave if I showed you my naked tits," she said. "If you saw my naked breasts, I could never face you again. I'd be so embarrassed."
# # #
Then, in the way that she noticed my erection, I couldn't help but notice that the bottom, two buttons of her housecoat were unbuttoned. Now that I think of it, in the way that the top two buttons of her housecoat were always unbuttoned, the bottom two buttons of her housecoat were always unbuttoned, too. Only, the two middle buttons of her housecoat were buttoned. Perhaps because of her arthritic her hands, with her constantly flashing me her panties or the side of her naked breast, she never buttoned most of the buttons of her housecoat.
Whenever I sat across from her, she always flashed me some part of her elderly body. Never really paying attention to all that I saw of her before, I wasn't sexually attracted to her then, in the way that I'm sexually attracted to her now. Especially now that I know my grandmother is a whore and an exhibitionist, I stared at all that she was showing. I imagined touching her and feeling her where a grandson should never touch and feel his grandmother.
With a continual flash of sexual arousal betraying her face, I wanted her to see me staring at whatever she was showing. I coaxed her to show me her naked breasts by continually staring at what I could see of the shape and the size of her huge breasts through her housecoat. I wanted to sexually arousal her at what she was showing as much as she was sexually exciting me by flashing me. Giving me plenty to masturbate over later, I'd be so happy if I could only see my grandmother's huge, naked tits.
Additionally, in the way that she was sitting, her housecoat hem was raised high enough on her thighs and her knees were was parted just enough that I could already see her the triangular patch of her sheer, white panties. I love seeing white panties. Sexually exciting while imagining what lay beneath her panties, I loved seeing a flash of my grandmother's white panties between her legs.
Unintentionally flashing me, I didn't think she knew that her panty clad pussy was exposed. Yet, then again, in the way that most older women are whores, especially my grandmother, perhaps she knew that her panties were exposed. Perhaps, my grandmother was deliberately flashing me her panties. Perhaps, she wanted me to see her panties, and if that was the case, that she was deliberately flashing me her panties, the least that I could do was to blatantly stare at all that she was showing.
In the way she continued staring at my erect prick through my shorts, sexually excited seeing her panties, I made sure that she saw me staring at her exposed panties. I made sure that she saw my quickly growing and bulging erection in my shorts. Then, when she stood to get her pitcher of freshly made lemonade from her refrigerator to pour me more lemonade, deliberately flashing me her naked breasts again, she leaned over me longer and lower to pour me another glass of lemonade.
'My grandmother is a whore. She's an exhibitionist whore,' I thought when she deliberately flashed me her naked breasts again.
After she made a big deal of me seeing her naked breasts, I couldn't believe my grandmother deliberately exposed her naked breasts to me again. Even after I told her that I saw her naked breasts and complimented her on her huge tits, she exposed her beautiful breasts to me again. I decided to take the next level of my sexual seduction of my grandmother. Purposely moving the glass away before she finished pouring, she spilled a little lemonade on my shorts.
"Oops. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, Johnny," she said. "Let me wipe that for you."
Unconsciously without her realizing what she was doing, or maybe she knew exactly what she was doing, she grabbed a hand towel and wiped at the stain of lemonade that covered my bulging erection. The first time she touched and felt my erect cock through my shorts, albeit with her hand towel, I couldn't believe my grandmother was wiping my erection with her hand towel. With her squeezing my erection, feeling the hardness of my erection, and the length of my big dick, my grandmother was, indeed, feeling my erect prick through my shorts with her hand towel.
# # #
Then, in the way that the bottom two buttons of her housecoat were always unbuttoned, the top two buttons of her housecoat were always unbuttoned, too. Now that I think of it, with me sexually noticing my grandmother now in the way that I never noticed her before, her housecoat was never fully buttoned. Making me wonder if she was, indeed, an exhibitionist whore, she was always exposed.
When she leaned over me longer and lower than necessary to wipe the lemonade from my erection, she flashed me her naked breasts, yet, again. As if looking to see what I could see of her huge, naked breasts, she looked down to where I was staring before looking up at me. Then, she surprised me with what she said next.
"If you take off your shorts, Johnny, I'll toss them in the laundry. They'll be washed and dried before you leave," she said.
'Take off my shorts? What? Seriously? My grandmother wanted me to remove my shorts,' I thought while suddenly wanting to expose my naked prick to her. 'My grandmother wanted to see my erection through my briefs. If that's not conclusive proof that my grandmother is a whore, then I don't know what is. Indeed, in the way that my mother is a whore, an incestuous whore, my grandmother is a whore, an incestuous whore.'
I wished that I wasn't wearing underwear beneath my shorts. As if giving her a slow striptease, I stood, unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed my shorts in front of my grandmother's staring eyes. My erection was clearly visible through my wet underwear. In the way that I continued staring at her panties and at the impressions of her naked breasts and nipples made in her housecoat, she continued staring down at my bulging prick. Standing in front of her, not two feet away from her, while pulling down my shorts, I deliberately pulled down my underwear along with my shorts, too.
'In the way that I saw my grandmother's panties up her housecoat and her naked breasts down her housecoat, I wanted her to see my erect, naked prick. Curious for her reaction to seeing my cock, I couldn't believe that I was going to expose my naked prick to my grandmother. After her daughter, my mother, saw, stroked, sucked, and fucked my big dick, I hoped my grandmother would do the same, too. If my grandmother was, indeed, a whore, I hoped she'd have incestuous sex with me, too,' I thought.
Sticking straight out and pointing at my grandmother, my erect prick popped out of my underwear at full attention. Pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed, not covering my naked prick with my hand, I continued flashing my grandmother my naked cock. With me standing only two feet away from her, I exposed my naked prick to my grandmother. Feigning my embarrassment, I didn't turn away from her but I faced her. I feigned my modesty by finally covering my erection with my hand while pulling up my underwear and pulling down my shorts.
"I'm so sorry, grandma. I didn't know that I was exposed. I'm so embarrassed," I said while feigning my embarrassment again. "I can't believe that I accidentally flashed you my naked prick. I can't believe you saw my erect, naked cock. Please wipe that image of my naked prick from my mind and pretend that you never saw my erect, naked cock."
She laughed and smiled at me as if she had gotten one over me.
"Well, now we're even. In the way that you saw my big, naked breasts down my housecoat when I leaned in front of you to serve you lemonade, I saw your big, naked penis when you removed your shorts," she said with a dirty laugh. "You should be proud of your penis, Johnny. You have a big and beautiful penis. Any woman would be proud to have sex with you," she said with a dirty laugh.



My grandmother not only saw my naked prick but also, she told me that she saw my naked cock and commented on the big size of my naked dick. In the way that I stared at her naked tits, she stared at my naked prick. Indeed, for her to comment on the size of my cock, like daughter like mother, my grandmother is, indeed, a whore.
'I can't believe that had the nerve to flash my grandmother my naked cock. I can't believe that my grandmother not only saw my erect dick but also, she commented on seeing my erect dick. With the timing right, I wanted to flash her my naked prick again. I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life,' I thought.
# # #
Then, not stopping there with exposing my naked prick to my grandmother, I wanted to expose my naked prick to her again. I wanted to sit across from her naked below the waist. I wanted to constantly and continually expose myself to my grandmother. I wanted my GILF of a grandmother to continually see my naked prick in the way that I hoped to continually see her naked breasts.
"My underwear is wet, too, grandma," I said as my excuse to strip myself naked in front of her. I stared down at my wet underwear. "Should I remove my underwear, too, for you to wash my underwear along with my shorts," I asked staring down at her in the way that she was staring up at me?"
My grandmother's mouth dropped open with what I asked her about removing my underwear. Her eyes bulged out of her head while staring at my bulging erection through my briefs. As if she had never seen a naked prick before, she continued staring at my bulging cock that was clearly visible through my wet underwear. Clearly, she wanted to see my naked prick again as much as I wanted to show her my naked prick again.
"Yes, yes, of course, take those off, too. "I'll give you a towel to cover yourself if you'd rather not sit in front of me naked," she said with a dirty laugh.
I returned her dirty laugh with my dirty laugh.
"Since you've already seen my naked prick, I don't mind sitting in front of you naked," I said with an unembarrassed shrug. "It's only you, grandma. Besides my mother has seen me naked plenty of times," I said removing my underwear and standing in front of my grandmother naked below the waist with my erection pointing at her again.
Once again, she continued staring at my erect, naked prick as if she had never seen an erect, naked prick before. Again, a flash of sexual arousal reddened my grandmother's face. Even though she was seemingly embarrassed, she enjoyed seeing my naked prick as much as I enjoyed showing her my naked prick.
I couldn't believe that I was flashing my naked cock to my grandmother again. I couldn't believe she was staring at my naked prick as if she had never seen my naked prick. I was so tempted to stroke myself in front of my grandmother. I was so tempted to stick my stiff prick in her mouth. I was so tempted to cum all over her face and give her a cum bath.
# # #
"She has? What? Seriously? Christine has seen you naked," she asked with obvious disbelief? "How has your mother seen you naked? When has my daughter seen your naked penis?"
She seemed surprised that I had exposed myself to my whore of a mother. Not telling her that my mother had sex with me, I didn't dare tell my grandmother that her daughter gave me a hand job, a blowjob me, and fucked me. Yet, maybe I should have told my grandmother that my mother gave me a hand job, blew me, and fucked me. I wondered what her reaction would be to know that her daughter was a whore, an incestuous whore, who had sex with her adult son many times.
"With me always horny and masturbating myself, my mother caught me masturbating numerous times," I said while watching my grandmother's reaction to my mother catching me masturbating. "I can't count how many times she barged in my bedroom without knocking and saw me stroking my erect, naked prick. As if she clairvoyant and knew when I was masturbating and wanted to see me ejaculating, I can't count how many times she caught me cumming," I said.
My grandmother looked at me with her eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth open.
"Oh, my," she said. "Weren't you embarrassed that your mother caught you masturbating, saw your erect penis, and saw you cumming," she asked while looking from me to stare down at my naked prick?
I laughed.
"No, not really, grandma. It's no big deal," I said with a dirty laugh. "We all masturbate. Besides, it was just my mother. It wasn't as if it was my aunt, my cousin, my mother's best friend, a co-worker, a neighbor, a stranger, or you," I said while hoping beyond hope that she'd ask me to masturbate in front of her.
# # #
She laughed. Clearly, with me putting the thought in her head, she seemed as sexually aroused as much as she sexually surprised me with what she said next. In the way that my mother wanted to have sex with me, obviously, my grandmother wanted to have sex with me, too.
"I know how young men are always horny," she said pausing as if she was rethinking but was embarrassed with what she was about to say.
She bit her lip with nervousness while looking at me with sexual arousal.
"Since you're already naked, Johnny, if you'd like to masturbate yourself in front of me now, this is your chance," she said with a dirty laugh. "Here's some tissue," she said making a joke of me masturbating in front of her. "I don't mind you masturbating in front of me. Really, I don't."
She handed me a box of tissue and a tube of lubricant that she pulled out from her drawer while laughing. Again, she paused as if she was thinking what she was about to say. No longer laughing, she floored me with what she said next.
"Actually, if you don't mind, Johnny, I'd love to watch you stroking your prick," she said pausing again as if rethinking what she was going to say. She bit her lip again with nervousness. "Having never seen a man cumming before, other than my husband, I'd love to watch you cum."
As sexually shocked as I was sexually excited, I looked at my grandmother as if I was hearing things. I couldn't believe she asked me to masturbate myself in front of her. I was stunned hearing her wanting me to stroke my prick in front of her. I was shocked that she wanted to watch me cum. Another one of my sexual fantasies coming true, after showing her my naked prick for the first time, I was about to masturbate in front of my grandmother for the first time, too.
"Seriously, grandma. Really? You'd really want me to masturbate in front you? You'd really like to watch me masturbate myself," I asked while staring at her with disbelief. "You'd love to watch me cum?"
She laughed.
"I'd love to watch you masturbate and cum," she said. "Sure, go ahead. I dare you to masturbate in front of me. It's no big deal," she said with a shrug. "If you masturbated in front of your mother, you can surely masturbate in front of your grandmother, too," she said.
# # #
With my hand no longer covering my naked prick, she stared at my semi-erect cock as I stood in front of her.
"Go ahead. Don't be embarrassed," she said waving an unembarrassed hand. "I've seen men masturbating on TV and in movies before," she said with a laugh while not saying anything about seeing my naked prick. "My husband lived in his underwear."
Then, as if she remembered something that happened, she told me more about her deceased husband than I wanted or needed to know.
"Deliberately flashing them, my mother and my sisters saw Walter in his underwear dozens of times. They even saw him naked when he emerged from the bedroom wearing only a towel. Knowing that they were visiting, he deliberately exposed himself to them when he allowed the towel to slowly fall to his feet," she said. "Instead of covering himself with his hand, he turned to face them while laughing."
Like grandfather like grandson, I couldn't believe that my grandfather deliberately exposed himself to his mother-in-law and his sisters-in-law.
"Oops," he said. "Sorry," while picking up his towel and leaving the room.
# # #
'If I've already shown her my naked prick and was about to masturbate in front of her, yet, this was my chance to see my grandmother' naked breasts,' I thought
"I'd love to masturbate for you grandma but you have to give me something to masturbate over," I said hoping that she'd offer to show me her naked breasts. "I need to see something of you that I shouldn't see. I need to touch something that I shouldn't touch. I need to feel something that I shouldn't feel while I stroke my prick."
She looked down at where I was staring at her naked breasts and her erect nipples through her housecoat. A flash of sexual arousal brightened her face. I watched her feeling her braless breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her housecoat. Then, she looked up at me to ask me what I wanted to hear.
"Would it sexually excite you if I showed you my naked breasts? Would you like to see grandma's tits?" I couldn't believe she asked me if I wanted to see her naked tits. "I don't mind showing you my tits if that's what you need to masturbate yourself in front of me," she said with a shrug. "It's only fair. With you showing me your naked prick while stroking your naked prick, I'd love to show you my naked tits."
I gave her a big, sexually excited smile.
"Yes, you showing me your naked breasts is exactly what I need to masturbate myself, grandma," I said. "So, very sexually exciting, I'd love to see your huge, naked breasts. Please show me your tits, grandma."
She stood and took a couple of steps towards me. Then, she unbuttoned the rest of her housecoat and opened it wide. She looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me. Then, while staring over at me, she took her huge naked breasts in the palms of her hands and lifted her giant tits to her mouth to suck her nipples, first one and then the other.
"What do you think of my naked breasts," she asked lifting her breasts in the palms of her hands again as inviting me to touch them, feel them, and fondle them? "Do you like your grandmother's tits? Not bad for an elderly woman," she said sliding a slow hand across her naked breasts while pinching her erect nipples.
In the way that she continued staring at my erect, naked prick, I stared at my grandmother's naked tits as if I had never seen naked tits before.
"You have beautiful breasts, grandma," I said. "I love your huge tits."
She laughed.
"Thank you," she said. "Now that I showed you my naked breasts, I'd like to watch you masturbate yourself. I'd love to watch you stroking your prick. I'd love to watch you cum."
# # #
As soon as my grandmother returned to her chair and sat down to watch me masturbate myself, I walked closer to her, close enough for her to reach out and stroke me if she wanted to do that. With her housecoat still wide open, I took my erect prick in hand and started slowly stroking myself. My grandmother watched me while feeling her naked breasts, fondling her naked breasts, and fingering her erect nipples. If it wasn't sexually hot enough to masturbate in front of my grandmother, it was even hotter to watch her fondling her naked breasts.
"Would you like to stroke me, grandma?"
She laughed. She stared at my naked prick as if she wanted to stroke my naked prick. Then, agreeing to stroke my erect cock, she sexually excited me with what else she said.
"I'll stroke your naked prick if you feel my naked tits and finger my nipples," she said lifting one of her naked breasts in the palm of her hand. "I love having my erect nipples pulled, turned, and twisted."
'Duh, what a dumb thing to say. For her to stroke my naked prick, of course, I'd feel her naked breasts. I'd feel her naked breasts without her stroking my prick.
She stared at my erect, naked prick before staring up at me and before returning her stare to my engorged cock. She reached out her hand and wrapped her manicured finger around my stiff prick. In the way that my mother, her daughter, was holding my cock in her hand, I couldn't believe my grandmother was holding my prick in her hand. I felt and fondled her big breasts while she fondled the head of my cock and slowly stroked my erect prick.
"You're so hard," she said squeezing my prick. "You're so big," she said staring up at me and smiling before returning her stare to my big prick. "You're much harder and bigger than your grandfather," she said. "You have a beautiful prick, Johnny," she said. "I love your big penis."
Ready to cum and wanting to cum most over her naked breasts, I took a step closer to her while my grandmother continued stroking my cock a little faster and a little harder. Then, I said what I hoped she'd do. With her having never given a blowjob before, I knew that she'd never take me in her mouth. She'd never blow me. She'd never allow me to cum in her mouth. Yet, worth a try, if she was, indeed, a whore, she'd suck my prick.
"Take me in your mouth, grandma," I said while hoping that she would.
She looked up at me with nervousness mixed with sexual arousal.
"I've never given a blowjob," she said staring up at me with an apologetic look.
I already knew that she had never given a blowjob. She had already told me that even though her husband wanted her to blow him, she had never taken him in her mouth. I took another step closer to my grandmother.
"Take me in your mouth, grandma. Suck my cock. Blow me. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said.
She continued stroking my prick while staring up at me. Then, with her quelling her regrets by her having never given a blowjob, surprising me and sexily exciting me, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth. My grandmother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe that my grandmother was giving me oral sex.
# # #
Then, after I ejaculated in my grandmother's mouth, when she stood, I took her in my arms and kissed her. I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. I tasted some of myself that was still in her mouth.
I stared at her naked breasts before I finally touched her big tits. I felt her gigantic tits. I fondled shapely breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
She allowed me to remove her housecoat. With her dressed only in her white, granny panties, I picked her up in my arms and carried her to her bedroom. I gently deposited her on her bed before stripping myself naked. When I started removing my clothes, with her laughing with delight, she reacted in the way of a giddy, teenage girl.
Once I was naked, I stood in front of her to show her my naked body. Then, I took my semi-erect prick in my hand and stroked myself to a harder and bigger erection. She stared at my erect, naked prick while watching me stroking myself.
"You have a big penis, Johnny. Your penis is much bigger than my grandfather's penis," she said again. "I'm embarrassed to say that your penis is only the second penis that I ever held in my hand," she said never removing her eyes from my naked prick. "I love your naked penis."
I removed her panties to expose her brown, bushy pussy. Instead of falling between her legs, she leaned forward, reached up, and took my erect prick in her soft, warm hand again. She slowly stroked me while staring up at me.
"You're so hard." She kissed my cock while licking my cock. "I haven't felt a penis since my Walter died fifteen-years-old," she said stroking me a little faster and a little harder. "Something that he always wanted me to do, he wanted me to take him in my mouth. He wanted me to blow him but I never sucked his cock. I never sucked anyone's prick until I sucked you," she said again.
She leaned forward and took me in her mouth and sucked my erect cock again. I couldn't believe my grandmother was blowing me again. Not wanting to cum in her mouth, I removed my prick from her mouth and mounted her. She was already wet, so very wet.
I mounted her and inserted my erect prick in her warm, wet pussy. Ever so gently, I humped her while making love to her. Gentle at first but with her humping me faster and harder, I fucked her. I fucked my grandmother.
To be continued...



        

  
    All Older Women Are Whores Ch. 03
  
  All Older Women Are Whores Ch. 03

        Sex with mother's best friend.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/all-older-women-are-whores-ch-03

Title: All Older Women Are Whores Ch. 03

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Mature

Description: Sex with mother's best friend.

Tags: sex with the mother of my best friend, allowing me to kiss her, feeling her bra clad breast, exposing her panties, flashing me her panties, sex with the friend of my mother, sex older woman

Series: All Older Women Are Whores


My mother's best friend, my best friend's mother.
Continued from chapter 02:
As soon as my grandmother returned to her chair and sat down to watch me masturbate myself, I walked closer to her. I walked close enough for her to reach out and stroke me if that's what she wanted to do. With her housecoat still wide open, and her huge, naked breasts clearly visible, I took my erect prick in my hand and started slowly stroking myself while staring at her naked tits. She stared at me masturbating in the way that I stared at her naked breasts.
Before finally seeing her naked breasts, I routinely masturbated over imagining seeing my grandmother's naked tits. Sexually teasing me, my grandmother watched me masturbating myself while feeling her naked breasts, fondling her naked breasts, and fingering her erect nipples. If it wasn't sexually hot enough to masturbate myself in front of my grandmother, it was even hotter to watch her fondling her naked breasts in front of me. Taking a chance that she'd say yes, I asked her the question that I hoped agree to doing.
"Would you like to stroke me, grandma?"
Feigning her embarrassment, she laughed. Yet, a flash of sexual arousal betrayed her look of modesty. As if she had never seen a naked prick before, she leaned forward on the sofa and she stared at my naked prick as if she wanted to stroke my naked prick. Then, agreeing to stroke my erect cock, she sexually excited me with what else she said.
"I'll stroke your naked prick if you feel my naked tits and finger my erect nipples," she said lifting one of her naked breasts in the palm of her hand while sliding a slow hand over her other naked breast. "I love having my nipples pulled, turned, and twisted," she said pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
'Duh, what a dumb thing to ask me to do. For her to stroke my naked prick, of course, I'd feel her naked breasts. I'd feel her naked breasts without her stroking my prick. I've always wanted to feel her naked breasts. I can't count how many times that I masturbated over imagining seeing her naked breasts and feeling her huge tits.
She stared at my erect, naked prick before staring up at me and before returning her stare to my engorged cock. She reached out her hand and wrapped her manicured finger around my stiff prick. In the way that my mother, her daughter, had held my erect, naked cock in her hand, I couldn't believe my grandmother was holding my erect, naked prick in her hand. I felt and fondled her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples while she fondled the head of my cock and slowly stroked my erect dick.
# # #
"You're so hard," she said squeezing my prick while staring up at me with a sexy smile. "You're so big," she said staring up at me again and smiling before returning her stare to my big prick. "You're much harder and bigger than your grandfather," she said with pride. "You have a beautiful prick, Johnny," she said looking from staring at my naked cock to smile up at me with sexual arousal. "I love your big penis."
Ready to cum and wanting to cum all over her naked breasts, I took a step closer to her while my grandmother continued stroking my cock a little faster and a little harder. Then, I said what I hoped she'd do. With her having never given a blowjob before, I knew that she'd never take me in her mouth.
She'd never blow me. She'd never allow me to cum in her mouth. Yet, worth a try, if she was, indeed, a whore, especially with her filled with regrets for never having given a blowjob, I hoped she'd suck my prick and allow me to cum in her mouth.
"Take me in your mouth, grandma," I said while hoping that she would.
She looked up at me with nervousness mixed with sexual arousal.
"I've never given a blowjob," she said staring up at me with an apologetic look. "I've never sucked anyone's prick. Even though he always wanted me to blow him, I've never even taken my husband's penis in my mouth."
I already knew that she had never given a blowjob. She had already told me that even though her husband wanted her to blow him, she had never taken him in her mouth. Yet, in the way that she was staring at my erect prick with lustful desire, I could tell that she wanted to suck my cock. I took another step closer to my grandmother.
"Take me in your mouth, grandma," I said holding out my stiff prick to her. "Suck my cock. Blow me. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said.
She continued stroking my prick while staring at my exposed penis before staring up at me. Then, with her quelling her regrets by her having never given a blowjob, surprising me and sexily exciting me, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth. My grandmother took me in her mouth. I couldn't believe that my grandmother took me in her mouth.
My grandmother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock. Something that I thought she'd never do; I couldn't believe that my grandmother was giving me oral sex.
# # #
I put a gentle hand behind my grandmother's grey-haired head. With me feeling and fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples with my other hand, it didn't take me very long to explode a load of cum in my grandmother's mouth. She seemed surprised when I ejaculated in her mouth. Yet, expecting her to spit it all out, she surprised me by swallowing the entire load of cum that I gave her.
Then, after I ejaculated in my grandmother's mouth, when she stood, I took her in my arms and kissed her. I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. With her unintentionally snowballing me, I tasted some of myself that was still in her mouth.
I stared at her naked breasts while touching and feeling her huge naked tits. All over her gigantic tits with my horny hands, I continued feeling her naked breasts as if I had never felt a woman's naked breasts before. I fondled her shapely breasts while continuing to pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. I'll be masturbating over seeing and feeling my grandmother's naked breasts, and her blowing me, for the rest of my life.
Unembarrassed and unashamed of being stripped naked, she allowed me to remove her housecoat. With her dressed only in her white, granny panties, I picked her up in my arms and carried her to her bedroom. I gently deposited her on her bed before stripping myself naked. When I started removing my clothes, with her laughing with delight, she reacted with glee in the way of a giddy, teenage girl.
Once I was naked, I stood in front of her to show her my naked body. Then, I took my semi-erect prick in my hand and stroked myself to a harder and bigger erection. She stared at my erect, naked prick while watching me stroking myself.
"You have a big penis, Johnny. Your penis is much bigger than your grandfather's penis," she said again. "I'm embarrassed to say that your penis is only the second penis that I ever held in my hand," she said never removing her eyes from my naked prick. "I love your naked penis," she said smiling up at me while kissing and licking my naked prick.
I removed her panties to expose her brown, bushy pussy. Instead of falling between her legs, she leaned forward, reached up, and took my erect prick in her soft, warm hand again. She slowly stroked me while staring up at me. She was blowing me again. My grandmother was sucking my prick again.
"You're so hard," she said removing my engorged prick from her mouth to speak.
It was so sexually exciting to look down and see my stiff prick buried in my grandmother's mouth. She kissed my cock while licking my cock.
"I haven't felt a penis since my Walter died fifteen-years-old," she said stroking me a little faster and a little harder. "Something that he always wanted me to do, he wanted me to take him in my mouth. He wanted me to blow him but I never sucked his cock. I never sucked anyone's prick until I sucked you," she said again.
She leaned forward and took me in her mouth again and continued sucking my erect cock. I couldn't believe my grandmother was blowing me again. Obviously, she enjoyed blowing me. Not wanting to cum in her mouth, I removed my prick from her mouth and mounted her. I wanted to make love to my grandmother. I needed to fuck her. I needed to fuck my grandmother. She was already wet, so very wet.
I mounted her and inserted my erect prick in her warm, wet pussy. Ever so gently, I humped her while making love to her. Gentle at first but with her humping me faster and harder, I humped her faster and harder. I returned her fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. I fucked her. I fucked my grandmother.
# # #
Chapter 03: Most Older Women are Whores
Ready to continue proving my theory that most, older women are whores, I spotted my next victim, my mother's best friend, Gloria. She was walking home from the supermarket. Driving slow enough to follow her, I stared at her shapely ass doing a rumba under her short skirt as she walked.
For a mature woman, she had one hell of a sexy body. She had a shapely ass and D cup breasts. Giving me a lot to look at, I loved staring at her ass through her short skirt and panties as much as I loved staring at her big breasts through her blouse and her bra.
'A longtime sexual fantasy of mine, I'd love to kiss her. I'd love to make out with her,' I thought. 'I'd love to French kiss her while feeling her shapely ass and feeling her big breasts through her clothes. Then, I'd love to slowly strip her naked and fuck my mother's best friend,' I thought.
Only, what I wished would happen and what really happens are two, different things. Yet, this time, armed with my new sexual policy of seducing older women, I was ready for her. Not taking no as an answer, I was ready to be as aggressively bold as I needed to be to sexually seduce her and have my wicked, sexual way with her naked body.
# # #
A short walk, but with my new sexual plan in mind, I thought I'd pull over and offer her ride. What did I have to lose, with most older women whores, I knew she liked me? I just hoped that she liked me enough to allow me to drive her home. I hoped she liked me enough to want to have sex with me. A way for me to briefly be alone with her and, hopefully, get the sexual ball rolling by making a sexually inappropriate pass at her, I knew she'd take a ride home from me.
In the way that she always smiled at me, stared at me, and made constant eye contact with me, I had a good, sexual feeling about her. I wouldn't be surprised if she sexually lusted over me in the way that I sexually lusted over her. In the way that I sometimes masturbated over her while imagining her naked and having sex with her, I wouldn't be surprised if she sometimes masturbated herself over me while imagining me naked and having sex with me.
I pulled to the curb and stopped my jacked-up, four-wheel, drive Jeep beside her.
"Hi Gloria. I'm going your way," I reached over the passenger seat and opened my passenger side door. "May I give you a lift," I asked while hoping she'd say yes?
'I'd love to get her alone in my Jeep,' I thought. 'Who knows what may happen when I'm finally alone with my mother's best friend.'
She gave me a sexy smile. Beautiful before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled.
# # #
By far, fifty-two-year-old Gloria was the prettiest of my mother's friends. As attractive and sexually appealing as my mother, she's as attractive as any mature woman has a right to be. With her shoulder length, brown hair, and her big, brown eyes, D cup breasts, and shapely ass, I've masturbated over her countless times while imagining her naked. I've masturbated over her many times while imagining having forbidden sex with her.
"Sure, I'd like that, Johnny," she said giving me a big smile. "These shoes are killing me," she said looking down at her feet. "They aren't very comfortable for walking," she said with a shrug and a laugh. "With me knowing better now, I should have worn sneakers," she said with another little laugh.
When she climbed in my four-wheel, drive Jeep, not an easy vehicle for a woman wearing a short skirt to climb into, she reached up and put her bag down on the passenger seat before hiking up her short skirt. When she hiked up her short skirt, I stared at her shapely thighs while imagining myself between them. Then, when she reached her hands up to climb inside, she needed to raise her skirt even higher and her foot high enough to get in the car.
With her lifting her legs while spreading her legs, and with me looking to see what I could see of her exposing herself, she quickly and unintentionally flashed me her pink panties. The first time seeing her underwear, I had never seen my mother's best friend's panties. Suspicious of her for flashing me, I couldn't help from wondering if she had deliberately flashed me or had accidentally flashed me. I already had a growing erection from seeing Gloria's pink panties.
'I saw Gloria's panties. I can't believe that I saw her pink panties,' I thought while suddenly feeling sexually excited over seeing something of her that I shouldn't see. She was not only my mother's best friend but also, she was my best friend's mother. 'I'll be masturbating over seeing her pink panties tonight, tomorrow, and every day thereafter. I loved seeing her pink panties.'
# # #
After reading that article about most, older women being whores, unable to tell which, again, I wondered if she had flashed me her panties deliberately or unintentionally. I couldn't believe that she had her foot raised high enough and her legs spread wide enough on my door sill to flash me her panty clad pussy. In addition to seeing her panties, in that instant, I saw her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit through her sheer panties. In the way that I gave my mother oral sex, I'd love to give my mother's best friend oral sex, too.
'Wow,' I thought! 'I saw Gloria's panties. I'd love to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. I'd love to masturbate her. She's one fine looking woman. I'd love to make love to her while making out with her. I'd love to fuck her. I'd love to cum in her pussy. I'd love her to blow me. I'd love to cum in her mouth. I'd love to cum all over her face and across her naked tits. I'd love to give my best friend's mother a cum bath.'
# # #
Yet, with this new plan of sexual seduction all new to me, I had to figure it out as I went along. Even after reading the article several times that stated that Most, Older Women Are Whores, with me 27-years-old now, I was still unsure how to go about sexually seducing someone who was 25 years older than me. Because the article stated that most, older women are horny, while hoping that she was one of the horny women, I decided to go with the direct approach instead of the subtle, sexual advance.
Getting right to the point by telling her what I wanted, the direct approach would be quicker whereas the subtle approach would take much longer. Not looking for a girlfriend but a lover, I certainly didn't want to romance her. I just wanted to have sex with her. I just wanted to strip her naked and fuck my MILF of a mother's MILF of a best friend.
After reading that article, I kept reminding myself that most, older women are whores. I kept reminding myself that most, older women want sex as much as men want sex. Throwing sexual convention out the window, and caution to the wind, something that I'd never do with a woman my age, I was abnormally and immorally aggressive in my attempt to sexually seduce Gloria.
Ready for her to reject me or to have sex with me, either she'd say yes or she'd say no. Not having anything to lose, if she rejected me, I hoped that she didn't tell my mother that I made a sexual pass at her. If she accepted my forbidden, sexual proposal, I hoped she didn't tell her husband and/or her son, my best friend, that we had sex.
Yet, why would she tell anyone that I made a sexual pass at her? Why would she tell anyone that we had sex? Whatever happened or didn't happen between us was none of anyone's business. Whatever sexually happened should remain behind closed, bedroom doors. If anything, every older woman's sexual fantasy, she should be flattered that a man my age would be sexually interested in her and want to have sex with her.
# # #
Daring myself to do so, while curious for her reaction to what I was about to confess, I told her what I sexually saw of her. I told her what I was sexually thinking. I showed her my sexual intentions. I revealed my sexual interest in her.
"I love your pink panties, Gloria," I said letting her know that I saw her pink panties.
Something that I'd never admit to any woman, especially to a woman my age, yet, wondering if she'd admit that she flashed me deliberately or unintentionally, I told her that I saw her pink panties. She looked at me as if I had said something to her in a foreign language. Making a face, she looked at me as if she thought that I was a pervert. She looked at me as if she was thinking about getting out of my Jeep.
"Pardon? I'm sorry. What did you just say," she said looking at me as if I was a rapist?
I gave her a sexy smile and a dirty look.
"I said," turning to smile at her. "I love your pink panties. You inadvertently flashed me your panties when you climbed in my jeep," I said watching for her reaction to see if she had deliberately flashed me or unintentionally flashed me.
She looked at me with embarrassment. She looked at me with shame. It was then that I wondered if not all older women are whores.
''Oh, oh,' I thought. 'What if she was one of the women who wasn't a whore?'
"You love my pink panties? Thank you," she said making yet another face and giving me a look of nonsexual interest. "I guess," she said with her face blushing red. "I assure you, not my intention to do that, I'm embarrassed that I flashed you my panties. I'm mortified that you saw my panties."
# # #
With her holding her bag of groceries in her lap with two hands, I reached over to her and raised the side of her short skirt. Daring myself to do so, as if I was a magician removing a cloth, I quickly raised her short skirt all the way up her thigh and to where the side of her panties were exposed again. Catching her off guard, I surprised her by lifting her skirt fast enough and high enough to flash me her pink panties again.
Her mouth fell open when she looked down and saw that her panties were exposed. Holding her grocery bag with one hand, she stared down at my hand before slapping my horny hand away. She pulled the hem of her short skirt down with anger.
"Johnny! Oh, my God. What are you doing? How dare you? Don't do that," she said while playing the innocent virgin. "You're embarrassing me. What's gotten into you," she asked looking at me as if I was a rapist? "How dare you lift my skirt and expose my panties to you?"
I laughed.
"Sorry, but when you climbed in my car, with your legs spread wide open and your short skirt raised nearly to your crotch, I thought that you wanted me to see your pink panties," I said. "I thought that you had deliberately flashed me. I thought that you wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with you."
She looked at me as if I was crazy.
"What? Sex? You want to have sex with me? How dare you? Must I remind you that I'm your mother's best friend. I'm your best friend's mother? I'm married and I'd never cheat on my husband with my best friend's son," she said.
She looked at me with embarrassed shame.
'Oh, oh,' I thought, 'while thinking that I had mistaken my mother's best friend for a whore when she wasn't.'
"I'm so embarrassed," she said again with her face turning pink. "I didn't intentionally flash you my panties when I lifted my leg to get in your car," she said. "I assure you that flashing you my panties was unintentional and not deliberate," she said again. 'Your car is so high up that I needed to raise my skirt high enough and spread my legs wide enough to get in your Jeep," she said with a dirty laugh. "Please put that thought out of your mind and forget that ever happened. I'm sorry, Johnny, but I'd never have sex with you."



I put my hand on her leg and patted her knee.
"That's okay. Don't be embarrassed, Gloria," I said.
I paused while rethinking what I was going to say next to save this sexual seduction.
"You have very shapely legs and sexy panties, too," I said.
# # #
Surprising me, she stared down at her legs and moved her skirt a little higher before looking up at me. Clearly with her hungry for a compliment, most men don't compliment order women. She was already showing signs of her having sexual interest in me in the way that I clearly showed my sexual interest in her.
"Do you think that I have shapely legs" she said looking down at her shapely legs again.
"I do," I said.
While looking over at me again, she remained silent as if she was rethinking what she was going to say.
"Be honest. Do you really think that I have shapely legs," she asked staring down at her shapely legs and turning her legs one way before turning them the other way?
With her begging for another compliment, taking my chance that she wouldn't slap my hand away again, scream, and/or open the passenger side door and jump out of the moving Jeep, I moved my hand higher up her shapely thigh. With her not stopping me nor slapping my hand away, I rested my hand between her thighs with my horny fingers only inches away from her panty clad pussy.
"I do. Indeed, I do," I said gently squeezing her thigh. "You have long, shapely legs. I'm into legs as much as I'm into breasts," I said reaching out my horny hand again to cup her big breast through her blouse and bra.
Again, as if she couldn't believe that I was feeling her big breast through her blouse and bra, she looked down at my hand cupping her breast through her blouse and bra. Then, she looked at me aghast. She looked at me with shocked embarrassment before having the presence of mind to slap my hand away.
"Johnny! Oh, my God! What are you doing? Don't do that. I'm your mother's best friend. How dare you feel my breast? What's wrong with you? What's gotten into you? What would your mother say if she knew that you sexually molested me and groped me," she asked? "You're my son's best friend. What would my son say if he knew that you were sexually, inappropriate touching and feeling his mother?"
I laughed while thinking what my mother would say that I groped her best friend and not her.
'Why her and not me,' I thought my mother would say if she knew that I had exposed Gloria's pink panties and felt her big breast through her blouse and bra? Definitely, my mother would be jealous that I sexually molested Gloria and didn't sexually abuse her,' I thought.
I laughed again with what my friend would say if he knew that I was sexually feeling his mother.
'Go for it. As long as I can watch you make out with my mother while slowly stripping her naked, I'd love to watch you having sex with her. I'd love to watch you eating her pussy, making love to her, and fucking her. I'd love to watch her blowing you and you cumming in her mouth," is what I thought my best friend would say if he knew that I was sexually attracted to his MILF of a mother.
A game that she needed to play, I laughed, yet again, at Gloria's feigned modesty. A good looking, sexy woman, at her age, she must have been sexually groped dozens of times by dozens of horny men. Someone who looks like her should be used to men hitting on her, touching her, feeling her, and groping her.
# # #
"Sorry, I couldn't help myself. In the way that you have shapely legs, you have big, beautiful breasts, too," I said. "A breast man as much as I'm a leg man, I love your big tits."
She looked at me in shocked horror. She made a face before looking at me with curiosity. Then, a look of sexual arousal washed across her face again.
"How do you know that I have beautiful breasts? When have you ever seen my naked tits?"
I laughed again.
"I've seen you swimming in our pool and sunning yourself in your bikini in my backyard," I said. "After you unhooked the back of your bikini top and lifted yourself up on your elbows to talk to my mother, I've seen most of your naked breasts and even your erect nipples, too, from my bedroom window."
Gloria looked at me with shocked embarrassment until another flash of sexual arousal took control of her face. Obviously, she liked that I had seen her naked breasts and her erect nipples. Clearly, she was turned on that she had unknowingly exposed her naked tits to me. I had her now. She was mine for the taking.
"You did? You saw my naked breasts? You saw my erect nipples? Oh, my God," she said while feigning her embarrassment. "I'm mortified. I had no idea that you saw my naked tits from your bedroom window. I was unaware that you were even home."
# # #
Denying me from staring at her big, blouse and bra clad breasts, she clutched at her chest with one hand while holding her grocery bag in front of her big breast with her other hand.
"Please don't tell your mother that you not only saw my panties but also that you saw my naked breasts," she said. "She wouldn't understand. She'd be angry with me. She'd think that I had deliberately flashed you. She'd think me a whore," she said with a nervous, little laugh.
'You mean to say that my mother would be jealous that I saw your panty clad pussy and your naked breasts,' I thought. 'No doubt, my whore of a mother wanted me all to herself.'
Wanting to continue her game of sexual denial, I didn't dare say what I was thinking. Instead, I laughed.
"I have a confession to make, Gloria," I said.
She turned to look at me with curiosity.
"A confession? What confession is that?"
I gave her a big sexy smile.
"I'm sexually attracted to you."
Suddenly, she looked at me with sexual interest.
"You are," she asked while looking over at me disbelievingly? She laughed. "I'm old enough to be your mother. Matter of fact, I'm four-years older than your mother."
I nodded my head. Obviously, she liked the fact that I was sexually attracted to her.
"Age doesn't matter, Gloria. I've always been sexually attracted to you," I confessed. "I think you're hot. I think you're sexy, shapely, and very beautiful."
She looked at me with shocked surprise until yet, another look of sexual arousal flashed across her face. She looked at me with shocked embarrassment. She looked at me as if she was surprised that was not only sexually attracted to her but also that I had masturbated over her while imagining touching, feeling, and fondling her big, naked breasts. In the way that I looked at her with lustful desire, she looked at me with sudden, sexual interest.
"I not only saw your naked breasts but also, I've masturbated over imagining you naked and having sex with you," I said.
As if I had just slapped her across her face, she looked at me aghast again.
I wish you had never told me that you masturbated over imagining me naked and having sex with me," she said. "That's disgusting, Johnny. I'm your mother's best friend and you're my son's best friend. How dare you sexually lust over your best friend's mother?"
As soon as I pulled up in front of her house, she opened the door of my Jeep to leave.
"Let me help you with that," I said taking her grocery bag from her and carrying her grocery bag inside of her backdoor.
# # #
A good sign, instead of refusing my help, she allowed me to follow her inside her house.
As soon as she unlocked her backdoor and we entered her house, she turned to me ready to thank me for the ride, to claim her bag of groceries, and to say her goodbye. When, she took her grocery bag from me, before she could say anything, not wasting any more time with games, I pressed myself against her bag of oranges and against her big breasts. Then, I took her in my arms and kissed her. I kissed my mother's best friend. I couldn't believe that I kissed my best friend's mother.
She put her hand to my shoulder while trying to push me away and still holding her grocery bag with one hand. Instead of removing my arm from her waist, I parted her lips with my tongue and reached my horny hand down to feel her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties. Then, I French kissed her. Something that I had wanted to do for years, and will always remember and masturbate over for the rest of my life, I French kissed Gloria.
Then, when she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss, I felt her breasts through her blouse and bra again, first one and then the other. When she continued kissing me and didn't stop me from feeling her tits through her clothes, I moved my horny hand down and up the front of her short skirt and in between her legs. Daring myself to do so, I cupped her panty clad pussy and rubbed her clit through her pink panties.
"You'd better come inside," she said breathing heavily. "I don't want the neighbors to see us."
# # #
As soon as we entered her house and closed and locked the backdoor behind us, she quickly put her groceries away. Then, surprising me, she took me by my hand and led me to her bedroom. I couldn't believe that I was about to have sex with my best friend's mother. With my theory working again, that most, older women are whores, I couldn't believe that my best friend's mother wanted to have extramarital sex with me as much as I wanted to have forbidden sex with her.
First my mother, then, my grandmother, and now my mother's best friend, I had a long list of other, older women that I wanted to see naked and have forbidden sex with them. First my neighbor, then, my college, creative writing professor, then my dentist, my doctor's nurse, and my hair stylist.
Hopefully, Gloria was about to prove my theory that most, older women are whores by having illicit sex with me. In the way that my mother and grandmother had already proven that older women are whores by having incestuous sex with me, Gloria was the next women to show me that she was a whore by having forbidden sex with me. By merely paying her a couple of compliments, I couldn't believe that Gloria was primed and ready for the sexual taking.
I couldn't wait to see her naked. I couldn't wait to have sex with her. I couldn't wait to fuck her and cum in her pussy. I couldn't wait for her to blow me and cum in her mouth.
"From the first day that I saw you with my son at your high school graduation nearly ten years ago when you were 18 years old, I wanted to fuck you," she admitted. "I thought you were so handsome. I'm not embarrassed to admit that in the way that you've masturbated over imagining me naked and having sex with me, I've masturbated over imagining you naked and having sex with you," she said.
Flabbergasted is not the word, she floored me that she had lusted over me for years in the way that I had sexually lusted over her for years.
# # #
As soon as we entered her bedroom, a woman after my own heart, getting right to the point, she didn't waste time with conversation.
"Take off your clothes," she said sitting on her bed and staring up at me. "Our little secret, I want to see your naked prick. Show me your naked prick, Johnny. I want to see your erect cock."
She stared up at me while waiting for me to undress.
"I want to watch you stroke your cock to an erection. With all of his drinking and with him having Diabetes, my husband can no longer get an erection. It's been a long while since I've seen, felt, and fucked an erect cock."
She watched me undressing as if I was Magic Mike, a stripper on stage.
"Then, once you have an erection, I want to stroke your cock, suck your cock, and fuck your cock. I want you to make love to me before fucking me," she said while unbuttoning her blouse.
As soon as she unbuttoned her blouse to show me her pink, sexy low-cut matching bra, she looked down at her bra clad breasts before staring up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I want to do every sexual thing to you and I want you to do every sexual thing to me. I want you to give me a sexual orgasm, multiple sexual orgasms with your fingers, your mouth, and your cock," she said. "I want you to make me your whore."
As if my clothes were on fire, I quickly stripped myself naked. I removed my shirt, my shoes, my pants, and my underwear. Then, I watched her remove her blouse and her bra to show me her big, naked breasts. She quickly removed her skirt and panties to show me her brown, trimmed pussy and her shapely, naked ass. In the way that I was naked, she was naked, too.
Kissing and kissing one another, we fell back on her bed. She reached her hand down between my legs and inserted my stiff prick in her wet pussy. In a quick hump I was inside of her. We made love.
Then, as soon as she had a sexual orgasm, I fucked her. I gave her another sexual orgasm by fucking her fast enough and hard enough. Then, I moved between her legs. I masturbated her pussy while licking her pussy. I gave her third orgasm by eating her pussy.
We enjoyed the afterglow of sex before I got up to leave. She didn't want me to go. She wanted me to stay. She wanted me to fuck her again. Only, with her son and husband due home from work, I needed to leave before the shit hit the fan.
THE END
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Imprisoned Son's Last Wish, Ch. 01
Son's last wish before being jailed is to have sex with his mother.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a true story written for Anthony about what happened to him, his mother Emma, and his sister, Sophia.
# # #
Tony walked in the living room and sat heavily in his father's recliner that was position across from the couch where his mother was sitting. Something she had never done before, she sat with her short skirt raised high enough and her knees parted wide enough to flash him a triangular view of her bright, white panties. Catching by surprise, he stared at what he could see of his mother's panties as if he was staring at her naked pussy.
He sat quietly while enjoying the exhibitionistic show that his mother was giving him between her shapely legs. Not thinking that she was deliberately flashing him, clearly, she didn't know that she was exposing her panties to him. Yet, every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs, she flashed him her panties. Then, every time she leaned forward to retrieve another magazine from the coffee table, she gave him down blouse view of her long, line of sexy cleavage and the top of her low-cut bra.
"I've lost all of my appeals," said Tony to his mother with sad dejection.
Suddenly, what he agreed to do wore heavily on his shoulders. Still knowing that he did the right thing but he feared going to jail. Having no regrets for what he did but now the reality of his confession would put him behind bars. Emma put her magazine down to look up at her son.
"I'm going to jail," he said. "Hopefully freed early for good behavior, I'll have to serve at least six-years of my ten-year sentence for illegal gun possession. Then, I'll be released on parole."
Helpless to do anything to help her 24-year-old son, 48-year-old Emma looked at Tony with tears in her eyes. So that his mother and his 26-year-old sister, Sofia, wouldn't go to jail for their gun violation offences, before being searched and arrested, he took possession of their unlicensed and unregistered handguns and pocketed them. Instead of telling the truth and blaming the gun offences on his mother and sister, he told the police detectives that the guns were his.
"I'm sorry, Anthony," said his mother with empathy.
Not wanting them to be arrested and go to jail, Anthony shouldered all of the blame. Knowing full well that he could do the time for the crime, he knew that they couldn't. A good son and an honorable brother, he burdened the responsibility of their illegal gun charges. Now that he was going to jail, the reality of spending years behind bars hit him hard.
Feeling that there was nothing that she could do to help him, with her grateful for her son's unselfish sacrifice, his mother would do anything, virtually anything, to help her son now. She hired a good, criminal, defense attorney to defend him. In the meantime, with her a typical Italian, she'd make him anything that he wanted to eat until he was jailed. Giving him all of her loving attention, she'd fatten him up with his favorite foods and sweets before he had to turn himself in.
# # #
"What I can do to make you feel better, Anthony," she asked while leaning forward to give her son a continual, unconscious, down blouse view of the top of her bra clad breasts? "Whatever it is, I'll do it. Whatever I can do, consider it done," said his mother, Emma.
Always speaking with her hands, a habit that she never broke, she waved her hands as if she was a magician preforming magic.
"You saved me and your sister from going in the system and from going to jail. I'm willing to do anything to make you feel better for the time you have left with us as a free man."
Emma stood, walk over to her son and leaned down to wrap her motherly hand around her son's neck. She pulled him toward her breasts and hugged him. When telling him that she'd do anything to make him feel better, no doubt, the furthest thing from her mind, she never thought that her son would want this mother to give him sex.
When they never had sex before why would she think that the one thing that her son would want before being jailed was to fuck his mother? She had no idea that her son was sexually attracted to her enough to want her to give him incestuous sex. She had no idea that her son continually masturbated himself over imagining making out with her while stripping her naked and having incestuous sex with her.
"I want to make your last days home the best days of your life. I want to give you memories that you'll have to sustain you for the next six-years," she said. "Whatever you want to eat, I'll cook. Just tell me what you want me to make. Whatever you want me to do, I'll do. Just tell me what you want me to do," she said not realizing that she had just opened the door for them to have sex.
Not hungry for food but hungry to have sex with his mother, for the first time in his life, Anthony looked at her with unprecedented, sexual lust. He looked at her in the way that he had never looked at her before. With his mother feeling guilty for putting him in harm's way, the least that she could do, this was his chance to do whatever he sexually wanted to her sexy and shapely, naked body.
Enjoying the moment, a dozen sexual thoughts ran helter-skelter through his mind. This was his chance to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. This was his chance to finally have incestuous sex with his MILF of a mother. This was his chance to do every forbidden, sexual thing that he imagined doing while masturbating himself to the imagined image of his mother's naked body.
Only, when she said that she'd do anything to make him feel better, he didn't think that she meant sex. He knew that his modestly, moral mother would never give him sex. With her not emotionally twisted in the way that he was sexually perverted, she wasn't sexually attracted to him in the way that he was sexually attracted to her. Nonetheless, giving him plenty to masturbate over later, the one thing that he wanted in exchange for taking the rap and going to jail was to have the imbedded memories of having incestuous sex with his mother.
# # #
With her long, blue-black, lush hair and her big, brown eyes, Emma was so beautiful. With her big D cup breasts, small waist, shapely hips, and long legs, she was so sexy. At 5'9" tall and 6' tall with heels, she was better looking than all of the short and fat mothers of his friends. All of his friends sexually lusted over his mother in the way that he sexually lusted over her. All of his friends wished that they could have sex with his mother in the way that he wanted to have sex with her.
While his mother stared at him in the way that a mother helplessly stared at her son before he was sentenced to prison, he stared at what he could see of his mother's cleavage playing peek-a-boo over her low-cut blouse. As if trying to memorized them to masturbate over them later, he stared at the size and at the shape that her big breasts made in her tight, powder, blue blouse.
He stared at the impressions that her partially erect nipples made through her blouse and bra. He loved tits, especially his mother's big tits. Masturbating every morning and every night over imagining her naked and her having incestuous sex with him, he literally lost count over how many times that he masturbated over imagining seeing, touching, and feeling his mother's naked breasts.
Not being discreet about what he wanted from his mother and what he wanted her to sexually do, he stared at his mother in the way that he had never sexually stared at her before. Undressing her with his eyes, he didn't care if she caught him looking. He wanted her to catch him looking.
Imagining her topless and naked, he didn't care if she caught him staring. He wanted her to catch him staring. He didn't care if his mother knew that he sexually wanted her because he surely did want to have forbidden sex with her. He wanted his mother to know that he wanted to have sex with her. He wanted his mother to know that he wanted to strip her naked and make love to her while making out with her before fucking her.
Then, daring himself to do so, he continued staring at his mother's big tits before he reached out his horny hand and cupped his mother's D cup breast through her blouse and bra. Not expecting him to be so sexually bold, he surprised himself as much as he surprised his mother by feeling her breast. The first time making an inappropriate, sexual advance on his mother, she stared down at his hand cupping her blouse and bra clad breast.
Yet, with her not stopping him from touching her breast by slapping his hand away, he reached out his other hand to cup his mother's other big breast. Indeed, with her feeling guilty for her son taking the criminal blame, she'd do anything to make him feel better, surprisingly, even to give him sex. While she stared that at his hands shocked that he was groping her, he stared up at her to see her reaction to him sexually touching her. He felt, squeezed, and fondled his mother's big tits through her clothes.
Then, as soon as her nipples made their appearance known by erecting themselves through her clothes, he slid slow hands over her erect nipples while squeezing and fondling her breasts. As soon as her nipples fully erected, he pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples through her blouse and bra. As if she was being groped by a stranger on the subway, Emma continued staring down at her son's hands while he had his wicked sexual way with her fully clothed breasts.
Sexually aroused when he fingered her nipples through her clothes, she breathed through her mouth. As if he was undressing her in his sexual fantasy while masturbating himself, he unbuttoned the top button of her low-cut blouse. Then, not stopping there, he pulled open the top of her blouse with his index finger, and looked to see what that unbuttoned button revealed before continuing to unbutton the rest of her blouse.
# # #
"Tony," said Emma looking up at her son with sexual arousal. "Is this what you want?" She looked down at her blouse and bra clad breasts before looking up at her son. "Is this the memory that you want to help sustain you in prison? You want to see mommy's naked breasts," she asked with a pause? "Will seeing my naked tits help you to survive prison? Is this what you want," she asked again? "Is this what you really want? You want to masturbate over seeing my naked breasts?"
Tony nodded his head while unbuttoning the next button of his mother's blouse that revealed her long, sexy, line of cleavage. As if he was skiing down an Alpine slope, while staring up at his mother to watch her reaction to being sexually groped, he slowly slid his index finger down her cleavage and in between her ample breasts. Then, not nearly done there, he quickly unbuttoned the next three buttons of her blouse to expose his mother's big, white, brassiere.
"I'll show you my naked tits," she said with determined conviction. "If that will help sustain you from not having sex while you're incarcerated, I'll show my naked breasts to you," she paused while waiting for him to answer. "Is that what you want," she asked yet again? "You want to see mommy's tits?"
She gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile. He returned her sexy smile with his big wide smile. Then, he answered her questions with a nod of his head.
"As your special reward for sparing me, I'll show you my naked breasts," she said. "I don't mind. I want to show you my naked breasts. The least that I can do for your unselfish act is to show you my tits," she said.
She paused again as if rethinking what more she was going to say. Then, upping the sexual ante, she made her sexual offer of showing her son her naked breasts even more appealing by giving her son her permission to touch and feel her naked breasts.
"Also, in addition to you seeing my naked breasts, you may touch my naked breasts, feel my naked breasts, squeeze my naked breasts, fondle my naked breasts, and suck my erect nipples if that's what you want to do," she said. "That's the least that I can do for you for saving me and your sister from going to jail."
# # #
As if she was a stripper on stage about to dance around a pole, she stood and slowly removed her unbuttoned blouse, folded it, and placed it beside her on the couch. Then, as if she was fully dressed, she sat back down on the couch again and remained sitting across from her son in her white, sexy, low-cut brassiere and her short blue skirt. She looked down at herself as if to see what her son could see of her bra clad breasts. Then, she looked up at him and smiled.
"I'm glad you like mommy's tits. With you unable to have sex, I don't mind giving you a few sexual liberties with my topless body. Really, I don't. Allowing you to have your wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts is the very least that I can do to help you endure what you must endure over the next several years. I really don't mind giving you a sexual memory to masturbate yourself over while you're in jail. It's sexually arousing for me to know that you'll be masturbating yourself over my seeing, touching, and feeling my naked breasts."
She gave her son another sexy look and another naughty smile. Then, letting him know that she knew that he was sexually attracted to her, she confessed all that she saw. She confessed what she thought about him staring at her and sexually lusting over her.
"Whether I'm fully dressed or in my nightgown, I've always noticed you staring at my blouse and bra clad breasts. Undressing me with your eyes, I've always watched you staring at what you can see of my naked breasts through my sheer and low-cut nightgowns. Knowing full well that you sexually wanted me, a two-way street, I'm unembarrassed to confess and unashamed to admit that your looks and stares sexually aroused me."
Deliberately sexually teasing her son, she put her shoulders back and stuck out her chest and invited Anthony to touch and feel her breasts through her bra.
"Go ahead and touch my tits, feel my tits, and fondle my tits through my bra. The least that I can do is to allow you to have your fun with mommy's breasts," she said lifting her bra cups in her hand as if she was offering her breasts to him.
He stood and walked over to his mother. With sexual trepidation, as if he was reaching out to touch something breakable and something that was pricelessly valuable, Tony reached down his horny hand again and felt and fondled his mother's big tits through her bra. Again, as soon as her nipples erected and were visible through her brassiere, he pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples through her low-cut brassiere. Not all one way, with her as sexually aroused as her son was sexually excited, Emma closed her eyes while breathing through her mouth.
With her husband, Carmen, Anthony's father, dead and buried, it had been a long while since she had been touched by a man. Clearly, her son was making her sexually aroused. Yet, instead of feeling sexually violated, she seemed to sexually enjoy her son feeling her bra clad breasts as much as he enjoyed feeling his mother's bra clad breasts. Seemingly, unbeknownst to Anthony, Emma had sexually fantasized having sex with her son when masturbating herself as much as her son wanted to have sex with his mother when masturbating himself.
"Tony, you're making me wet," said his mother confessing that her son was sexually getting to her by fondling her bra clad breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her brassiere.
Giving him an upskirt view of her bright, white panties, she parted her knees and cupped her pussy through her panties with her hand. As if masturbating herself, she rubbed her clit through her panties while he continued fingering her nipples through her bra. As if she was flashing a shoe store salesman, she lifted her short skirt higher while spreading her legs wider.
# # #
Totally surprised, he never expected his mother to give him incestuous sex. Yet, with her willingly allowing him to sexually do anything that he wanted to sexually do to her sexy and shapely body, this was his chance to have his wicked, sexual way with his mother. A dozen sexual thoughts flooded his horny mind.
Unless she chickened out, this was his chance to slowly strip his mother naked, make love to her, and fuck her. Unless she refused to have incestuous sex with him, this was his chance to masturbate her while licking her pussy. Again, unless she suddenly changed her mind and refused to give him incestuous sex, this was his chance to stick his erect prick in his mother's mouth and have her blow him.
Sexually excited with the thought of having sex with his mother, temporarily forgetting about going to prison, this was his chance to cum in his mother's mouth, all over her face, and across her naked breasts. This was his chance to give his MILF of a mother a cum bath. With him saving his mother and his sister from going to jail, while hoping that his sister would feel the same, sexual way, this was his chance to do anything that he sexually wanted to do to not only his MILF of a mother but also to his sexy, older sister, too.
Now that they both owed him for their freedom, he didn't think that either his mother and/nor his sister would refuse him from having sex with their beautiful, naked bodies. He nearly wanted to have sex with his sister as much as he wanted to have sex with his mother. Yet, his MILF of a mother was the woman that he really wanted. He had been sexually lusting over her and masturbating over the imagined thoughts of imagining her naked and imagining having sex with her ever since he turned 18-years-old.
Nevertheless, his sexual, dream come true was to have sex with the both his mother and his sister together. His sexual, fantasy come true was to watch them having sex with one another. He'd love to watch his sister eating their mother's pussy as much as he'd love to watch his mother eating his sister's pussy. Then, he'd love to eat both of their pussies before fucking them both. Finally, he'd love to watch them taking turns blowing him. He'd love to watch not only his mother but also, his sister suck his cock. He'd love to watch them both swallow his cum.
As soon as Emma said that Anthony was making her wet, he moved his hand beneath her short skirt and in between her shapely thighs to cup her damp pussy though her white panties. In the way that his mother cupped her own pussy through her panties, Anthony cupped his mother's pussy through her panties. Something that he thought he'd never do; he couldn't believe that he was cupping his mother's cunt through her panties.
Then, while continuing to finger her erect nipples through her bra with one hand, he slowly rubbed her clit through her panties with the index finger of his other hand. He couldn't believe that his mother was allowing him to have his wicked, sexual way with her fully dressed body. He couldn't believe that he was masturbating his mother's pussy through her panties.
While wondering what she'd do if he did, expecting her to slap his hand away and admonish him, he stuck his horny hand inside of her panties before pulling down her panties to expose her naked, black trimmed pussy. He rubbed her swollen clit and fingerfucked his mother's wet pussy. Masturbating his mother, he rubbed her clit faster and harder while fingerfucking her deeper. With her visually showing that she loved the sexual attention that he was giving her and that she was receiving from her son, he continued masturbating his mother until she had a sexual orgasm.
"Tony. Oh, my God, Tony. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop fingerfucking my pussy. You're going to make me cum," she said. "You're going to make me cum."
As soon as she said that her son was going to make her cum, she stiffened her legs, arched her back, and closed her eyes. She had her sexual orgasm. Her son gave his mother a sexual orgasm with his fingers by masturbating her. Something so unexpected, never did either one think that Tony would masturbate his mother. Something out of the blue, never did either one think that Tony would make her cum.



After she had her sexual orgasm, she stood and retrieved a towel from the linen closet to put over the couch cushions. Then, she returned to the couch to allow her son to continue masturbating her for the second time. In the way that he was determined to give his mother another sexual orgasm, she was determined to have another sexual orgasm from her son.
# # #
"Tony. Oh, my God, Tony. Rub my clit harder. Fingerfuck mommy deeper. You're going to make me cum again. You're going to make me cum," she said.
Then, when he started pulling out his hand from her panties, she grabbed him by his wrist.
"Don't stop. Please don't stop masturbating my pussy. Rub my clit harder. Fingerfuck my pussy deeper. Make me cum again, Tony. Make mommy cum," she said. "I need to cum again."
Then, when she stiffened her legs, arched her back, and closed her eyes again, and fell back in the soft comfort of the couch, he knew that his mother was having another sexual orgasm. She relaxed on the couch cushions while enjoying her sexual afterglow of sex. With her short, blue skirt raised to her waist, her panties lowered to her ankles, her knees up, and her legs spread wide open, she remained quiet while her son stared at her black, trimmed naked pussy.
# # #
Now that he gave his mother a second, sexual orgasm with his fingers, he stopped masturbating her pussy. With her still wearing her brassiere, he reached up his horny hand and lifted her bra up and over her naked breasts to expose her naked breasts. The first time seeing his mother's naked breasts, he stared at her big tits as if he had never seen a woman's breasts before. With her leaning up against the corner of the couch, as soon as he lifted her bra, as if they were two big and heavy, bowling balls, her naked breasts fell in his hands.
He was finally feeling his mother's naked tits. As firm as they were soft, as if he had never felt naked breasts before, his hands were all over his mother's big tits. Touching them, feeling them, squeezing them, and fondling them, he continued pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples before leaning forward to suck her erect nipples.
Not stopping her son from having his wicked sexual way with her naked breasts, when he sucked her nipples, she put a gentle and tender hand to the back of his head and pulled him closer. Clearly, she enjoyed Tony having his sexual way with her naked breasts and erect nipples as much if not more than her son enjoyed having his sexual way with her naked breasts and erect nipples. It had been a long time since any man had seen, touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples.
"Tony. Oh, my God, Tony. You're making me so wet," she said breathlessly, embarrassingly, and shamelessly. "Don't stop. I love having my naked breasts felt and my nipples sucked. Squeeze my breasts harder. Pull, turn, and twist my nipples harder. I love having my naked breasts sexually abused."
Then, when she stiffened her legs and arched her back yet, again, she had her third, sexual orgasm just from her son having his wicked, sexual way masturbating her pussy and fondling her naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples.
# # #
Then, in the way that his mother wrapped her hand around his neck and pulled him forward, he wrapped his arm around his mother's neck and pulled her forward. Clearly surprising her, he kissed her. Something that he had sexually yearned to do for years, he kissed his mother's full, red lips. Then, he parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her. As if she was his girlfriend, his wife, or his lover instead of his mother, Tony continued French kissing his mother.
Not stopping with merely making out with his mother, he moved halfway down the couch and made himself comfortable between his mother's long and shapely legs. While kneeling on the floor, he licked her pussy while fingering her pussy. Continuing to rub her clit faster and harder while licking her pussy hole, he sexually teased her G-spot with his long, wide tongue and his sexually experienced finger.
Doing something that he never thought he'd ever do; Tony was eating his mother's pussy. He was giving her oral sex. He was determined to give her another sexual orgasm, her fourth, sexual orgasm, this time with his tongue and fingers. After he ate his mother's cunt, he hoped that she'd suck his cock. His sexual, masturbation fantasy come true, he'd love to cum in his mother's mouth.
"Tony. My God, Tony, you're going to make me cum again. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming, Tony. I'm cumming," she said while stiffening her legs again, arching her back again, and closing her eyes when her son gave her a fourth, sexual orgasm.
A long time since she had a sexual orgasm from a man instead of from her fingers, her vibrator, and/or her dildo, she fell silent again while enjoying the afterglow of sex again.
# # #
He continued making out with his mother while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Then, he stood and unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. He removed his pants and his underwear and stood in front of his mother with his erect, naked prick exposed. In the way that his mother was topless in front of her son, he was bottomless in front of his mother.
Not having to encourage her by putting her hand on his erect penis, Emma willingly reached out her hand to finger the head of her son's stiff, naked prick. Then, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around Anthony's cock. She slowly stroked him while staring up at him with romantic love mixed with sexual lust.
"Tony, you have a big dick," said his mother while staring at his naked dick and feeling the hardness of his big dick by squeezing his erect cock. "Your prick is much bigger than your father's prick. Your penis is much longer and much thicker than his cock."
She stared down at her son's naked, prick again. She stared at his naked, erect cock in the way that he had stared at her naked pussy, at her naked breasts, and her erect nipples. Obviously, with her willing to do anything, even anything sexual, to make her son feel better about going to prison, she stroked him harder and faster than she stroked him before. She masturbated her son in the way that he had never been masturbated before and in the way that he had already masturbated his mother's pussy twice.
Then, surprising him, giving him a sexual memory that will hopefully sustain him in prison, she moved from her sofa to move to her knees. With her acting totally submissive, she crawled over to him on her hands and her knees. Giving him a sexual memory that he'd remember for the rest of his life, he couldn't believe that his MILF of a mother was kneeling in front of him.
Other than in his sexual fantasies while masturbating himself, Tony never thought he'd ever see his mother kneeling in front of him while ready to suck his prick. In the way that he had given his mother oral sex, she was ready to give her son oral sex. In the way that he had licked her pussy while fingering her pussy, she was willingly ready to stroke his cock while sucking his prick.
# # #
'I can't believe my mother is going to blow me. I can't believe she's going to take my erect prick in her mouth and suck me. I hope that she'll allow me to cum in her mouth. I'd love to cum in my mother's mouth,' he thought. 'I'd love to watch her swallow my cum.'
Emma pushed back her long, black hair from her face with a practiced hand in readiness to blow her son. Then, she leaned forward and took Tony's erect prick in her beautiful mouth. While staring up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes, she stroked his stiff prick while blowing him. Making the ultimate, sexual sacrifice, Emma was blowing her son. She was sucking his cock while stroking his cock. Tony couldn't believe that his mother was giving him oral sex.
A long-time sexual fantasy coming true that he'd receive a blowjob from his MILF of a mother, Anthony couldn't believe that his mother was sucking his cock. Obviously, she felt guilty enough to give him whatever he sexually wanted, even a blowjob. He put a gentle and loving hand to the back of his mother's beautiful head and pulled her head forward. He humped her mouth and fucked her face while reaching his horny hand down to feel his mother's naked breasts and finger her erect nipples.
Not wanting him to cum just yet, Emma removed Anthony's cock from her mouth to stand. She unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. Then, she removed her skirt and wiggled out of her panties before removing her bra. She was naked. Something that he had masturbated over imagining for years, his mother was naked.
The first time allowing him to see her without her clothes, Emma was naked in front of her son. His sexually fantasy finally coming true, something that he constantly and continually masturbated over was his naked mother giving him incestuous sex. Anthony stared at his naked mother as if he had never seen a naked woman before.
He stared at her big and shapely, naked breasts. He stared at her erect nipples and her brown, symmetrical areolas. He stared at her black, trimmed pussy. Then, when she turned to collect her clothes, he stared at her round, naked ass and at the back of her pussy that he could see between her shapely legs.
Following his mother's lead, Anthony stood and removed his clothes. He stripped himself naked in front of his mother. In the way that he had stared at his naked mother, his mother stared at her naked son. Then, once he was naked, his mother took him by his erect prick and led him to her bedroom.
This was it. This was finally it. He was finally going to make love to his mother. He was finally going to fuck her. He was finally going to have incestuous sex with his mother and his mother was finally going to have incestuous sex with her son.
After he stripped her nearly naked, he masturbated her twice. Then, he gave her another sexual orgasm by just fondling her naked breasts and sucking her erect nipples. Finally, after he ate her pussy, she sucked his cock. Hoping that she'd blow him again, he'd love to cum in his mother's mouth. He'd love to cum all over her pretty face and across her naked breasts. He'd love to give his mother a cum bath. He'd love to make his mother his sexy bitch and his sexual slave.
# # #
As soon as his mother entered her bedroom with her son, she turned on her bedroom light and pushed him back on her bed. Then, sitting on him as if she was sitting on a wild stallion, she mounted him. She reached down between her legs and inserted his big, stiff prick in her warm, wet pussy.
"I can't wait to feel you inside of me. You're so much bigger than your father," she said. "I can't wait for you to make love to me. I can't wait for you to fuck me."
Ever so gently and lovingly, Emma humped her son. Then, falling forward while resting her naked breasts on his chest, she made out with him. Kissing him and kissing him, French kissing him, she made slow, sweet love to him in the way that a mother should never make love to her son.
Then, humping him faster and humping him harder, Emma fucked him. Not nearly all one way, Emma fucked her son in the way that Tony fucked his mother. Engulfed with sexual lust for her son, she fucked him as hard and as fast as he humped her. She fucked her son in the way that she had never fucked any man before, including her husband, his deceased father, Carmen.
Clearly showing his sexual passion for his MILF of a mother, Anthony rolled Emma over. Assuming the military position, he kissed his mother and continued to French kiss her while making slow, sweet love to her. Then, he humped his mother faster and harder.
While humping her faster and harder, she returned her son's fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. He fucked his mother in the way that he had never fucked any woman before. He fucked her fast enough and hard enough to give her a fifth, sexual orgasm, this time with his cock.
"Anthony. Anthony. Oh, my God, Anthony. Don't stop. Don't stop humping me. Please don't stop fucking me. You're going to make me cum again. You're going to make me cum again," she said pausing while breathing heavily from her mouth. "Oh, Anthony, you're such a great lover. Fuck me, Anthony. Fuck me. Fuck your mother."
She wrapped her arms around her son's neck and wrapped her long legs around his back.
"Hump me harder. Hump me faster. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said. "Hump me, Anthony. Hump your mother. Hump me. Hump me. Hump me."
Obediently obeying her, Anthony humped his mother harder. He humped his mother faster. He fucked his mother. He didn't stop humping her and fucking her until she had her fifth orgasm.
Once again, she stiffened her legs, arched her back, and closed her eyes while having her fifth, sexual orgasm, this time from her son fucking her. Again, she rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Once she had rested enough, she moved halfway down the bed to take her son's still erect prick in her mouth. With his mother a skilled cocksucker who hadn't used her cocksucking skills in a while, Emma sucked Anthony's prick.
This time, she was ready for him to cum. This time, she wanted Anthony to cum in her mouth. Not taking him long to cum, ready to cum, he ejaculated a huge load of cum in his mother's mouth. Then, holding some back, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips from her son's erect prick, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful hair, and across her big, naked breasts. Anthony gave his mother a cum bath.
To be continued...
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Imprisoned Son's Last Wish, Ch. 02
Giving him plenty to masturbate over while in prison, after having had sex with his mother, Emma, in chapter 01, Anthony's last wish before being sent to jail is to have sex with his older sister, Sophia, in chapter 02.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is chapter two of Imprisoned Son's Last Wishes. A true story written for Anthony about what happened to him, his mother Emma, and his sister, Sophia, when they were stopped by police and searched. Anthony was arrested for possession two illegal, unlicensed, and unregistered handguns. Both guns had their serial numbers filed off. Chapter one was about his MILF of a mother and chapter two is about his sexy sister.
# # #
Continued from Chapter 01:
Pulling her son by his hand behind her, as soon as his mother entered her bedroom naked with her naked son behind her, she turned on her bedroom light and turned to kiss him. Pressing her big, naked breasts against his muscular chest and the rest of her naked body against him, Emma parted Anthony's lips with her tongue. Reaching her soft, warm hand down the front of him, she gently cupped his naked testicles in the palm of her hand. He returned his mother's long, wet kiss with his French kiss while fondling his mother's naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
A long time coming, unbelievably, he was finally going to have sex with his mother. He was finally going to make love to her while making out with her. Then, he was going to fuck her. With him always wanting to fuck his mother, whatever more sexually happened between them would be a bonus. For now, he couldn't wait to stick his erect prick in her wet pussy while kissing her, French kissing her and humping her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock.
With no mistaking what she wanted to do to and with his naked body, as if she was an offensive running back, she put a straight arm to his chest and pushed him back on her bed. Then, sitting on him as if she was sitting on a wild stallion, she mounted him. In the way that a mother would mount her husband or her lover, Emma straddled her son. She reached down between her legs and inserted Tony's big, stiff prick in her warm, wet pussy.
"I can't wait to feel you inside of me," she said lowering her mouth to whisper her sexual lust for her son in his ear. "You're so much bigger than your father," said Emma. "I can't wait for you to make love to me. I can't wait for you to fuck me, Anthony. I can't wait for you to slam that big, hard dick in my wet, warm pussy."
Ever so gently and lovingly, Emma humped her son. Then, once his cock was buried inside of her pussy, falling forward while resting her naked breasts on his chest, she continued making out with him. Kissing him and kissing him, French kissing him, she made slow, sweet love to him in the way that a mother should never make love to her son.
Then, humping him faster and humping him harder, Emma continued fucking him. Not nearly all one way, returning her fast and hard humps with his fast and hard humps, Tony fucked his mother in the way that she fucked her son. Engulfed with sexual lust and romantic passion for her son, she humped him as hard and as fast as he humped her. She fucked her son in the way that she had never fucked any man before, including her husband, his deceased father, Carmen.
With them having wild, passionate sex, clearly showing his sexual passion for his MILF of a mother, making most of the sexual opportunity to fuck her, Anthony rolled Emma over. Then, assuming the military position, he kissed his mother and continued to French kiss her while making slow, sweet, passionate love to her. His sexual, masturbation fantasy come true, ever since he turned 18-years-old, he had always wanted to make slow and sweet, fervent love to his mother. He always wanted to fuck her and cum in her pussy. He had always wanted to give her a sexual orgasm.
Beyond being sexually excited that he was on top of his naked mother while pounding her pussy, slamming his cock deeper inside of her, he continued humping his mother faster and harder. While he continued humping her faster and harder, she returned her son's fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Fucking one another and continuing to fuck one another, they acted more like horny, 18-year-old teenagers having sex after their senior prom than like a 48-year-old mother with her 24-year-old son.
He continued fucking his mother in the way that he had never fucked any woman before, and she continued fucking her son in the way that she had never fucked any man before. He fucked her fast enough and hard enough to give her a fifth, sexual orgasm, this time with his cock. Pushing him deeper inside of her with her heels to his back, she wrapped her arms around his neck and his long legs around his back.
# # #
"Anthony. Anthony. Oh, my God, Anthony," she said. "Don't stop. Don't stop humping me. Please don't stop fucking me. Hump me harder. Fuck me faster. You're going to make me cum again. You're going to make me cum again."
Emma briefly paused humping her son to reposition herself and to wrap her long arms tighter around his neck and her long, shapely legs tighter across his strong back. With her sexy and shapely, naked body being violently, albeit lovingly drilled, by her son, she breathed heavily from her mouth. A once in a lifetime sexual encounter and something that they would remember for the rest of their lives, never had she had sex from anyone like this before. Never has anyone made love to her as her son was making romantic sex to his mother now.
Building up over the years, his sexual lust for his mother evolved from his innocent, albeit forbidden, sexual attraction to her. At first being sexually attracted to her and then sexually infatuated with her, and, finally, feeling romantic love for her, never has anyone fucked her as fast and as hard as Anthony was fucking Emma now. Making him even more sexually excited, she whispered her sexual affirmations in his ear. Not all one way, with them both feeling the same sexual attraction to one another, she seemingly loved having sex with her son as much as he loved having sex with his mother.
"Oh, Anthony, you're such a great lover," she said whispering her compliment in his ear. "No one has ever made love to me and fucked me like this before. By far, this is the best sex that I've ever had," she said deeply, French kissing her son.
Anthony returned his mother's deep, wet kisses with his French kisses.
"Fuck me, Anthony. Fuck me. Fuck your mother," she said whispering her sexual desire in his ear again for her son to fuck her. "Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck your mother, Anthony."
With incestuous, sexual passion consuming her, again, she wrapped her arms around her son's neck tighter and wrapped her long legs around his back tighter. Then, as if she was riding a wild Mustang, pushing down on his hips with her heels, as if wanting her bucking bronco to buck faster and harder, she forced his erect prick deeper inside of her wet pussy.
"Hump me harder. Hump me faster. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said. "Hump me, Anthony. Hump your mother. Hump me. Hump me. Hump me. Please don't stop humping me."
Obediently obeying her, Anthony humped his mother harder. He humped his mother faster. He fucked his mother. He didn't stop humping her and fucking her until she had her fifth, sexual orgasm.
Once again, in the way that she did before, she stiffened her legs, arched her back, and closed her eyes while having her fifth, sexual orgasm. This time she had a sexual orgasm from her son slamming his big dick in her wet pussy and fucking her. Again, she rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, once she had rested long enough, sexually surprising him, she moved halfway down the bed to take her son's still erect prick in her mouth. With his mother a skilled cocksucker who hadn't used her cocksucking skills in a long while, since before her husband died, Emma sucked Anthony's prick.
"Oh, Mom, don't stop stroking me. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. Don't stop sucking me. Suck me deeper. You're going to make me cum," he said.
This time, she was ready for him to cum in her mouth. She wanted him to cum in her mouth as much as he wanted to cum in his mother's mouth. She was determined for him to ejaculate a load of warm, oozy cum in her mouth. Obeying him by stroking him faster and stroking him harder while sucking him deeper, she wanted Anthony to fill her mouth with cum. She wanted to swallow his cum. This time, not taking him long to cum, ready to cum, he ejaculated a huge load of cum in his mother's willing mouth.
He put a gentle hand behind his mother's pretty, black haired head. He humped her mouth. He fucked her face. He continued humping his mother's mouth and fucking her face. With them both wanting the same thing, he was as determined to cum in his mother's mouth as much as his mother was determined for her son to cum in her willing mouth.
"Oh, my God, Anthony," laughed his mother with her mouth full of her son's semen that dripped from her lips to decorate her naked breasts with long, wet streams of sexual satisfaction.
Then, holding some back, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips from her son's erect prick, surprising her, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful hair, and across her big, naked breasts. Indeed, an unexpected, sexually pleasure, Anthony gave his mother a cum bath. As if he was a dog marking his territory with pee, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over his naked mother's pretty face.
"Where did all of that cum come from," she said laughing while wiping her face with a hand towel that she kept by the bed. "That was a surprise. You gave me quite the cum bath, Anthony," she said. "Awash with your cum, I've never had so much cum ejaculated all over me."
# # #
Chapter 02: Sex with my sexy sister, Sophia
The very next day, after 24-year-old Anthony showered and had breakfast downstairs, with his mother still sleeping, he stealthily walked up to his 26-year-old, sister, Sophia's bedroom and silently opened and closed her bedroom door behind him. Hearing the water running from downstairs, he knew that she was in the shower.
He imagined her topless. He imagined her soaping up her huge breasts. He imagined her erect nipples aching to be fingered and sucked. He imagined her naked. He imagined fingering her pussy. He imagined masturbating her. He imagined giving her a sexual orgasm with his fingers. He imagined making love to her before fucking her. He imagined having hot sex with his sister in the shower.
He sat on her bed while waiting for her to finish showering. With her unaware that he was in her bedroom, hoping to surprise her, he wondered if she'd emerge from her shower topless or even naked. Having never having even seen his sister in her bra and panties, he'd love to see her topless. He'd love to see her naked.
'I'd love to see my sister's huge, naked tits. I'd love to see her black, trimmed pussy, and her shapely naked ass,' he thought while impatiently waiting for his sister to materialize. 'I'd love to see my sexy sister naked. How hot would that be to see Sophia without her clothes?'
Finally, when she opened her bathroom door and left it open to air out the steam, he stood from her bed to stand in her bathroom doorway to sexually stare at her while undressing her with his eyes. She was a wearing a short towel that struggled to cover her huge, naked, double D cup breasts while drying her hair with a hair dryer. He looked at her in the forbidden, sexual way that he incestuously looked at their mother.
He stared at her with sexual lust. He stared at her with impassioned horniness. No surprise there, he wanted to have sex with his sister nearly as much as he had wanted to have sex with his mother. Surprising him if she did, hopefully, she'd want to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her. Only, somehow, he knew that his sister would never have sex with him.
A spitting, albeit, a younger image of their mother, she was so beautiful. With her long blue-black, lush hair and huge breasts, Sophia was as sexy and shapely as was Emma. While hoping that her towel would fall, he watched her drying her hair.
Her arms were raised over her head while holding the hair dryer. Stopping just above her pink areolas, the top of her towel drooped low enough to show him the tops of her huge breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. With her arms continually raised over her head, the bottom of her towel was raised nearly high enough to expose her naked ass and her naked pussy to him, too.
Every time she moved her arms, her towel played peek-a-boo with her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. Whenever she leaned forward, she gave him a flash of the outer contours of her shapely, naked ass. Then, whenever she leaned backwards while continuing to dry her long, beautiful hair, she gave him a flash of the bottom of her black, trimmed, naked pussy.
With her arms continually raised over her head, the tops of her areolas were exposed and her nipples were nearly exposed. As much as he'd love to see his sister's huge, naked breasts, he'd love to see her big, erect nipples, too. The first-time seeing part of her naked pussy and part of her naked ass, never had he seen as much of his sister's nearly naked body as he was seeing now.
With her an exhibitionist, he wondered if she was deliberately flashing him. Yet, not wasting time playing games, and/or wanting to take the time to romance her, with him going to prison soon, he didn't have time to waste. He wanted to have sex with his sister, and he wanted to have sex with her now.
He wanted to make out with her while making love to her. He wanted to masturbate her while licking her pussy and eating her pussy. He wanted to fuck her. In the way that he fucked his mother, he wanted to fuck his sister. He wanted to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm.
He wanted her to stroke his erect prick while sucking his stiff dick. He wanted to cum in his sister's mouth and watch her swallow his cum. Then, he wanted to cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. In the way that he had given his mother a cum bath, he wanted to give his sister a cum bath, too.
Telling her what he sexually wanted from her, by showing her what he sexually wanted from her, he walked up behind her and pressed himself against her. He had an erection as soon as he saw his nearly naked sister wearing nothing but a towel that struggled to cover her naked body. He stepped up behind her and creased the back of her towel with his pajama clad erection when parting her towel clad ass cheeks.
Then, taking sexual liberties with her beautiful nearly, naked body, daring himself to do so, he reached around her to cup her naked breasts through her towel. Having never made an inappropriate, sexual advance on sister before, he was making one now. Having never felt his sister's huge breasts, he was feeling them now. Instead of stopping him from groping her breasts through her towel, in the way that his mother stared down at his hands when he groped her naked breasts, his sister stared down at his hands groping her breasts through her towel in the mirror.
Not admonishing him or slapping his horny hands away, with a look of sexual arousal taking control of her face, she allowed him to continue feeling, fondling, and groping her towel clad breasts. Then, when her nipples erected, he fingered them through her towel. Resting her head back against his shoulder and breathing through her mouth, she seemed to enjoy her brother sexually molesting her, feeling her tits, and fingering her nipples. Clearly, Sophia loved her breasts being groped and her nipples being fingered as much as Anthony loved groping his sister's breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
# # #
"I heard you last night with mom when I came home," said his sister and giving her brother a sexy smile and a naughty look while staring at him with sexual interest. "I was surprised. I never expected mom to give you sex. Yet, I never expected you to take the rap for our illegal, unregistered, and unlicensed handguns either," she said turning to face her brother.
Unable to stop herself from staring, as if he had a screwdriver in his pajama bottoms, she looked down at his big, bulging erection that tented his pajama bottoms.
"I won't lie to you that I was scared to death. I thought that I was going to prison for sure. I thought that I'd end up being some lesbian's bitch," she said with a dirty, little laugh. "Thank you taking my place and for making that huge self-sacrifice. Thank you for saving me and sparing me from going to jail. You're a good brother," said Sophia. "I'm indebted to you."
With him still feeling his big sister's her huge, naked tits through her towel, still not stopping him by slapping his horny hands away, she stared down at his hands again before staring up at him. Then, when her nipples fully erected and were clearly visible through the thin towel, he continued fingering her nipples though the bath towel. He pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Like mother like daughter, sexually aroused, Sophia was breathing through her opened mouth. She continued to allow her brother to have his wicked, sexual way with her towel clad breasts and her erect nipples.
"Why did you do that? Why did you take the handguns from us, pocket them, and tell the police that they were your guns?"
Breasts, especially big breasts, were his absolute, favorite part of a woman's body. While hoping that she would show him her naked breasts, he continued staring at the impressions that his sister's breasts made behind her tight towel in the mirror. He continued staring at his sister's huge breasts in the way that he stared at the impressions his mother's big breasts made in her blouse and bra.
After his mother sexually paid him back for taking the illegal handgun rap by having incestuous sex with him, he hoped his sister would be indebted enough to him to, at least, show him her naked breasts. He'd love to see Sophia's naked tits. He hoped that she'd show him the rest of her naked body, too. He'd love to see her naked body. He hoped that his sexy sister would have incestuous sex with him. He'd love to have incestuous sex with his sister.
"I've been in jail before and you haven't. I knew that you and mom couldn't do the time and I knew that I could," he said with a shrug. "It was as simple as that," he said with another shrug.
# # #
Sophia laughed and looked at her brother with sexual arousal. She seemed tempted to show her brother her naked breasts. She seemed tempted to show him the rest of her naked body. She seemed tempted to give her brother what he wanted, sex, incestuous sex.
Only, it was harder for her to cross the forbidden, incestuous line than it was for Anthony to get by the stigma of having had inbreeding sex with her brother. What if anyone knew or found out that she fucked her brother? What would they say? They'd think her whore, an incestuous whore, who'd have sex with anyone, including her brother.
"I find your unselfish intentions hard to believe," she said. "In payment of you going to prison instead of us going to prison, and with you already having sex with mom, were you hoping that you'd have sex with me," she asked while looking at her brother with as much sexual interest as he was looking at her? "Were you hoping that I'd give you sex, too?"
He shrugged.
"I thought about having sex with mom and/or with you, but nothing more than a sexual fantasy that I had when masturbating myself," he confessed. "I never thought that having sex with mom and/or with you would ever happen. To be honest, surprised that she did, I never thought that mom would have sex with me. To tell you the truth, I was literally stunned when she did. She blew my mind when my naked mother took me by my hand and led my naked body to her bedroom."



Sexually arousing her about his candid conversation about him having sex with their mother, another flash of sexual arousal took control of her face. In view of the sexual excitement that suddenly flashed across her face, perhaps, she was imagining having sex with her brother in the way that their mother had sex with her son. Perhaps, she was sexually tempted to give him what he so wanted.
"Before we even got to the bedroom, making out with her on the couch, I was surprised when she allowed me to make out with her," said Anthony. "I was surprised when she allowed me to feel her through her clothes. I was surprised when she allowed me unbutton her blouse and lift her bra over her naked breasts. I was surprised when she allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her big, naked tits by fondling her naked breasts, fingering her nipples, and even sucking her nipples."
With her trying not to catch her looking, she looked down at his erection that tented his pajama bottoms. This time, he caught her looking. He caught her staring at his pajama clad cock in the way that he continually stared at her towel clad breasts.
# # #
"To be honest, I figured you'd be grateful enough for me saving you from jail to allow me to at least see your huge, naked breasts," said Anthony with a dirty laugh. "Giving me something to masturbate over while in prison, I'd love to see you naked, Sophia. I'd love to see your naked pussy and your shapely, naked ass."
He continued undressing his sister with his eyes while staring at all that he imagined that he could see of Sophia's naked body through her towel. He laughed.
"I've always been sexually attracted to you. Besides, what's wrong with paying me from saving you from jail with sex," he asked with another laugh? "A grateful mother and an appreciative sister sexually showing their gratitude is a good way to pay their debt for me taking your place in prison, don't you think? Just as there's no harm in me having sex with my mother, there's no harm in me having sex with my sister, either," his said with another shrug. "After seeing mom naked, indeed, seeing you naked would give me something more to masturbate when in jail."
Daring himself to do so, expecting her to admonish him, slap his horny hands away, and push him back, he took another step closer to his sexy sister. Again, daring himself to do so, he undid her towel. With her not resisting him, not reprimanding him, and not stopping him, he watched her towel slowly slide down her naked body to collect around her feet. His sister was naked. Sophia was naked and standing with her arms by her sides. Showing him all that he wanted to see, she deliberately showed him her naked body.
Not cowering nor covering her nakedness, she didn't maintain her modesty with her hands and/or with her forearms. Seemingly unembarrassed and unashamed, perhaps as her payment for him saving her from going to prison, she allowed her brother to ogle her naked body. With another flash of sexual arousal brightening her pretty face, she seemed to enjoy showing her naked body to her brother. In the way that their mother was horny and sexually unsatisfied, Sophia seemed just as horny and just as sexually frustrated as Anthony.
Not stopping with just removing her towel and stripping her naked, Anthony reached out his horny hands to touch, feel, and fondle his sister's huge, double D cup breasts. With her not stopping him, he pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples while having his wicked, sexual way with her gigantic tits. Then, he leaned forward and took his sister's nipples in his mouth.
In the way that he had sucked his mother's nipples, he sucked his sister's nipples. In the way that his mother had put a gentle hand to the back of his head, his sister put a gentle hand to the back of his head. Hard for him to believe, after wrapping his head around having sex with his mother, he was seeing his sister naked. She allowed him to not only fondle her huge, naked breasts but also, she allowed him to suck her big, erect nipples.
# # #
"Let me get this straight," she said. "For you to incriminate yourself and tell the police that our handguns were your handguns, as our payment for saving us from going to prison," she said pausing to stare up at her brother. "You not only wanted to have sex with mom but now you want to have sex with me, too? Is that it? Is that what you expect me to do, too? It's not enough that you're seeing me naked, and it's not enough that you had your wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts, but now you expect me to give you incestuous sex, too?"
Tony gave his sister a sexy smile.
"After giving mom multiple, sexual orgasms, five orgasms to be precise, I'd love to have sex with your naked body, Sophia," he said cupping his sister's huge, naked breasts in the palms of his hands while sliding slow fingers across her erect nipples.
Sophia laughed.
"Will you give me five orgasms, too?"
# # #
Anthony took a step closer to his sister. He put his arm around her slim waist and pulled her to him. Then, he kissed her. The first time romantically kissing his sister, he kissed Sophia's red, full lips. The first time romantically kissing her brother, she allowed him to stick his tongue in her mouth.
Again, the first time French kissing his sister, he parted her lips with his tongue while reaching around her to feel her shapely naked ass. Instead of stopping him from sexually abusing her naked body, she closed her eyes and returned his French kiss with her long, wet kiss. In the way that he had made out with his mother, he made out with his sister. After seeing her naked, fondling her naked breasts, and sucking her big nipples, he couldn't believe that he was making out with his sexy sister.
"I supposed in exchange for you giving me five orgasms, that not only would you want to make love to me but also, you'd want to fuck me, too," she said pausing while staring up at him. Then, as if thinking what she was about to say, she blurted out what was on her mind. "I'll fuck you but you must wear a condom. I have no desire to be your baby's mama," she said with a laugh.
She returned her brother's sexy smile with her sexy smile.
"Of course, I'll wear a condom. That's not a problem," he said.
She looked at her brother sideways.
"Yet, not quite done there, no doubt, you'd want me to stroke your cock while sucking your cock. You'd want me to blow you and allow you to cum in my mouth, too. Am I right?" She stared down at her brother's huge, throbbing and pulsating erection that threatened to burst through his pajama bottoms. "Then, in the way that I heard you giving mom a cum bath, you'd want to give me a cum bath, too," she said with a dirty laugh and a sexy smile.
He laughed, too.
"Yes, of course, I'd love to give you a cum bath, Sophia, but there's one more thing that I'd want to sexually do with you," he said.
She made a face while looking at him with curiosity.
"One more thing? Seeing me naked, fucking me, having me blow you, allowing you to cum in my mouth, and giving me a cum bath, isn't enough for you, she asked while laughing? "What then? What's the one more thing," she asked while making a face? "What one more thing can that possibly be?"
Then, she looked at him as if she knew what the one more thing was.
"Sorry, but, if that's what you're thinking and what you sexually want me to do, I don't do anal," she said with a dirty laugh. "No man is going to stick his erect prick up my ass. That ain't happening," she said making a face while shaking her head side to side.
Again, he returned her dirty laugh with his dirty laugh.
"Don't worry, I don't do anal either," he said.
Sophia looked at her brother with confused curiosity.
"What is it then? What's the one more thing that you'd want me to sexually do?"
# # #
"I want to have a threesome," he said.
Sophia gave her brother a curious, sexually aroused look.
"You want me to have a threesome with one of you friends," she asked with a laugh? "That depends. Which friend do you have in mind? Ritchie, Johnny, Joey, or Frankie? Or do you want me to agree to be gangbanged by all four of them?"
He laughed.
"No, I don't want to have a threesome with one of my friends. I want to have threesome sex with you and mom at the same time," he said.
Sophia shrugged and gave him a dirty laugh.
"I can do that. If it's okay with mom, it's okay with me," she said with another shrug while not even having to think about it.
Then, he smiled at his sister as if he was the Cheshire cat.
"After I have sex with the both of you, mom first, and then you, I want to have sex with the both of you together. Finally, I'd want to watch you having sex with mom and I'd want to watch her having sex with you," he said.
Sophia made a face.
"We're not lesbians, Anthony," said his sister with an icy stare. "I don't know about that and I don't know how mom will feel about allowing her to have sex with me and allowing me to have sex with her. I mean, I'm okay with that but, with her from a different generation, she may not be."
He laughed.
"I know neither of you are lesbians but sex between two women is much different than sex between two men," he said. "I'd love to watch you making out with her. Then, I'd love to watch you eat mom's pussy after she ate your pussy. I'd love to watch you both give each other sexual orgasms with your fingers and your mouths."
# # #
Anthony pressed his t-shirt and pajama clad body against his sister's naked body. Moving his arm around her slim waist, he pulled her to him and kissed her again. Once again, he parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her. Once again, she returned his French kisses with her long, wet kisses.
Then, he took her hand and pulled her to her bed. He stripped off his t-shirt and his pajama bottoms. She stared at his big, erect, naked cock in the way that he stared at her huge, naked breasts and big, erect nipples. In the way that his sister was naked, he was naked, too. Then, in the way that his mother mounted him, he mounted his sister.
"Wait," she said. "Stop. Hold on before we go too far," said Sophia.
She sat up in bed and opened her night table drawer. She pulled out a condom and, as if she had done this many times before, she opened it with her teeth. She took her brother's erect prick in her hand and rolled the condom down the length of his cock. Never believing that his sister would ever see his naked prick never mind hold his naked prick in her soft, warm hand while adorning it with a condom, her fingers felt so good on his naked cock.
"Okay, now you're ready to stick your dick in my pussy," she said with a dirty laugh while cupping his testicles in her soft, warm hand. "With you having incestuous sex with your big breasted, sexy sister, I am ready to give you a sexual memory to masturbate over while you're in jail. Make love to me, Anthony," she said lying back on her bed and spreading her legs. "Make love to your sister. Fuck me, Anthony. Fuck your sister."
# # #
They slowly and lovingly humped one another until Anthony was seated deep inside of his sister's warm and wet pussy. She returned his slow and loving hump with her slow and loving humps. As if she was his girlfriend or his wife instead of his sister, they made love.
"I love you, Sophia," said Anthony unable to stop himself from saying those words.
She cooed at her brother's love for her.
"I love you, too, Anthony. Now, shut up and fuck me. Fuck your sister," she said with a dirty laugh. "Give me a sexual orgasm in the way that you gave our mother a sexual orgasm."
Anthony humped his sister faster. He humped her harder. She returned his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Instead of making love, they were fucking. In the way that he had fucked his mother hard and fast, he fucked his sister hard and fast.
He was determined to give his sister a sexual orgasm with his cock in the way that he gave his mother a sexual orgasm with his cock. Humping her faster and humping her harder, he didn't stop humping her until she was on the verge of having her first orgasm. He continued humping his sister harder and faster. He continued fucking Sophia.
"Anthony. Anthony. Oh, my fucking God, Anthony. You're going to make me cum. Don't stop humping. Don't stop fucking me. I need to cum. I need to cum. Hump me harder. Fuck me faster. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming," said his sister.
In the way that his mother did, she stiffened her legs, arched her back, and closed her eyes. Then, she fell quiet in the soft comfort of her pillow while enjoying her afterglow of sex. Anthony removed his condom and waited a few minutes for Sophia to come down from having her first orgasm.
Then, he moved half-way down the bed and made himself comfortable between his sister's shapely thighs. Surprising her, seemingly, she couldn't believe that her brother was about to eat her pussy. Never believing that he'd ever be giving his sister oral sex, he fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. Continuing to masturbate her while eating her, Anthony didn't stop giving his sister oral sex until she had her second orgasm.
"Anthony. Fucking Christ, Anthony. Oh, my God. I don't believe you. Your tongue is making me crazy," she said pushing her hair back and lifting her head from her pillow to stare down at her brother. "Eat me, Anthony. Eat your sister. Eat my pussy," she said reaching her hands down to spread her pussy lips for her brother. "Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering my pussy," she said. "Eat me, Anthony. Eat me."
Anthony laughed.
"You have a beautiful pussy, Sophia. I love masturbating you while eating. I love licking you. I won't stop giving you oral sex until I give you another orgasm," he said.
His sister grabbed two handfuls of his hair and pulled his face closer to her soaking wet cunt. Then, with a hand on each side of his head, as if his face was a sponge, she rubbed her vaginal secretions all over his face. He had his sister's wet pussy secretions in his mouth, up his nose, and all over his face.
"I want you to give me another orgasm. Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming. I'm nearly there," she said. "Don't stop. Please don't stop. Eat me, Anthony. Eat me. Eat your sister's cunt."
Again, in the way that his mother did, she did, too. She stiffened her legs, arched her back, and closed her eyes again. She remained sexually satisfied while having her second, sexual orgasm.
Then, after enjoying the afterglow of sex for a few minutes, in the way that he moved halfway down her bed, she moved halfway down her bed. While staring up at him, she took his naked, erect prick in her hand to stroke him. Then, she took his big cock in her mouth to suck him. Sophia was blowing her brother. She was sucking his prick.
Nearly gagging her, it didn't take Anthony long to explode a massive load of cum in his sister's mouth. Then, when she released the pressure of her lips from his stiff dick, as he did with his mother, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over his sister's pretty face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. He gave his sexy sister a cum bath.
To be continued...
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Imprisoned Son's Last Wish, Ch. 03
Wanting them to give him plenty to masturbate over while in prison, Anthony's last wish before being jailed is to have threesome sex with his MILF of a mother, Emma, and his sexy, big sister, Sophia.
# # #
Author's Note:
This true story was written for Anthony about what sexually happened to him, his MILF of a mother Emma, and his sexy, older sister, Sophia. All the facts and even the names are the same.
The story takes place in Boston, my old stomping grounds. Born in Boston, I was raised, educated, and worked in Boston.
Now, the question is, after his mother had sex with her son and his sister had sex with her brother, would they agree to have sex with him again but in a threesome with mother, sister, and brother?
Well, there's only one way to find that out. Continue reading, please.
# # #
Continued from Chapter 02:
"I want to have a threesome," said Anthony to his older, sexy sister, Sophia.
Seemingly okay with her having a threesome, with her already sexually excited, she turned to give her brother a curious, albeit, a sexually aroused look. Seemingly, in the way that Sophia had flashed a sexually aroused look across her face, and in the way that his mother, Emma, was a whore, ready to fuck anyone at any time, his sister was a whore, too. No doubt, as part of their threesome sexual experience, she was already imagining having sex with one of his friends.
"You want me to have a threesome with one of you friends," she asked with a laugh? "I can do that but it depends, of course, on which friend you have in mind."
Licking her lips as if in preparation of blowing somebody, her nipples erected. As if already agreeing to fuck and suck, she turned to look at her brother with sexual arousal. Not even trying to hide her look of sexual lust, she looked at her brother with the sexual anticipation of a whore.
"Tell me, which friend do you have in mind, Anthony? Ritchie, Johnny, Joey, or Frankie? Or do you want me to agree to be gangbanged by all four of them while you watch and masturbate yourself," she asked?
Opposite to the way that she looked at him when making a face that a gangbang would be out of the question and would never happen, she looked at him with sexual interest when he mentioned her having a threesome?
"Just as I'd never have anal sex, Anthony, I'd never agree to be gangbanged by four of your horny friends," said Sophia while shaking her head from side to side. "Anal sex and gangbang sex are two, sexual things that men always want women to do but that are something that most women will never do. In your dreams, little brother," she said. "In your dreams."
He laughed.
"You're getting way ahead of yourself, Sophia," said Anthony with another laugh. "I don't want you to have a threesome with one of my friends. I don't want you to have anal sex with one of my friends. And I don't want you to be gangbanged by my four friends," he said while looking at his sister to see her reaction to what he was about to say. "What I want to have is threesome sex with you and mom at the same time," he said. "I want to have sex with you both."
Sophia shrugged and gave him a dirty laugh.
"I can do that," she said nodding her head as if already imagining having sex with Anthony and her mother. "If it's okay with mom, it's okay with me," she said with another shrug while not even having to think about it.
Then, he smiled at his sister as if he was the Cheshire cat sent from Alice in Wonderland.
"After I have sex with the both of you, mom first, and then you, I want to have sex with the both of you together," he said expanding on his sexual desires.
He looked at his sister with sexually excited anticipation as if he was already imagining having threesome sex with his sister and his mother both at the same time.
"Finally, I want to watch you having sex with mom. Then, after you have sex with her, I want to watch her having sex with you," he said. "As if she's your lover instead of your mother, I want to watch you both having sex with one another."
Sophia made a sour face and looked at him as if he was perversely crazy.
"We're not lesbians, Anthony," said his sister with attitude and with an icy stare and a loud sigh. "I don't know about that and I don't know how mom will feel about allowing her to have sex with me and allowing me to have sex with her. I mean, I'm okay with that but, with her from a different generation, she may not be into that. Women are funny about that sort of thing, either they'd willingly lick a pussy or they'd never lick a pussy," said Sophia with a shrug.
Anthony laughed.
"I know that neither of you are lesbians but sex between two women is hot. Sex between two women is much different than sex between two men," he said. "I'd love to watch you making out with mom. I'd love to watch you having sex with her and her having sex with you."
His sister seemed interested in having a threesome with her mother and her brother. The question remained, would his mother agree to have threesome sex with her daughter and her son? Would she agree to have Sophia eat her pussy after she ate her daughter's pussy and before she fucked and sucked her son? Only time will tell. Assuredly, with mother and son and sister and brother, taking their incestuous, sexual appetites to the next level, there was no harm in asking the question.
"Then, while continuing to make out with her, I'd love to watch you slowly strip her naked while touching and feeling her everywhere," said Anthony while touching and feeling his naked sister everywhere.
He felt and fondled her huge breasts while fingering her nipples, he felt and squeezed her shapely, naked ass, and he cupped her naked, black, trimmed pussy in the palm of his big hand.
"I'd love to watch her slowly strip you naked while touching and feeling you everywhere, too," said Anthony.
He stared at his sister with sexual lust. A younger version of their mother, she was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. Ever since he turned 18-years-old, in the way that he had always been sexually attracted to his mother, he had always been sexually attracted to his big sister. In the way that he masturbated over imagining his mother naked and having sex with her, he masturbated over imagining his sister naked and having sex with her, too.
"Finally, I'd love to watch you eat mom's pussy after she ate your pussy. While masturbating one another, I'd love to watch you both give each other oral, sexual orgasms with your fingers and with your mouths. I'd love to watch you both cum from having oral, sexual orgasms given from one to the other."
# # #
Showing Sophia that he had a huge erection, Anthony took a step closer to his sister to press his pajama clad erection against her naked body and against the crack of his sister's naked ass. Then, moving his arm around her slim waistline, he turned her and pulled her to him. Looking deeply in her big, brown, beautiful eyes, as if he was her lover instead of her brother, he kissed her again.
Once again, he parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed his big sister. Once again, she wrapped her long arms around his neck and returned his French kisses with her long, wet kisses. As if they were husband and wife or boyfriend and girlfriend, brother and sister made out as if they were lovers from different mothers.
Then, he took her by her hand and pulled her to her bed. While his sister watched with sexual arousal, he stripped off his t-shirt and his pajama bottoms. In the way that his sister was naked, he was naked, too. With her brother naked and standing over her, she stared up at his big, erect, naked cock and his big, dangling testicles in the way that he stared at her huge, naked breasts and big, erect nipples.
Then, in the way that his mother mounted him, he mounted his sister. Ready to have incestuous sex with his sister, ready to make love to her before fucking her, Anthony climbed on top of his sister. The first-time having sex with his sister, in the way that he already had sex with his mother, he was ready to stick his big dick in his sister's pussy. He couldn't wait to fill his sister's cunt with his cum.
"Wait," she said. "Stop. Hold on before we go too far," said Sophia protesting him mounting her. "Get off of me," she said struggling to push him away. "Anthony! Stop! Wait! Don't!"
She sat up in bed and opened her night table drawer. She pulled out a condom and, as if she had done this many times before, she opened it with her teeth. She stared at his naked prick in the way that he stared at her naked breasts. Then, she took her brother's erect prick in her hand and rolled the condom down the length of his hard cock. Never believing that his sister would ever see his naked prick never mind hold his naked prick in her soft, warm hand while adorning it with a condom, her fingers felt so good on his naked cock.
"Okay, now you're ready to stick your dick in my pussy," she said with a dirty laugh while cupping his testicles in her soft, warm hand. "With you ready to have incestuous sex with your big breasted, sexy sister, I'm ready to give my handsome, kid brother a sexual memory to masturbate over while you're locked up in jail."
In readiness for Anthony to make love to her before fucking her, Sophia scooted up to the head of her bed to put her head on her pillows and to make herself more comfortable on her bed.
"Make love to me, Anthony," she said lying back on her bed and spreading her long, shapely legs wide open to expose her naked pussy to her brother.
The first time seeing his sister's naked pussy, with her showing him a lot of pink, before mounting her again, he stared at his sister's black, trimmed, naked pussy.
"Make love to your sister. Fuck me, Anthony. Fuck your sister. Give me a sexual orgasm with your cock. Make me your bitch," she said laughing.
# # #
Coming together as one, they slowly and lovingly humped one another until Anthony's stiff prick was seated deep inside of his sister's warm and wet pussy. She returned her brother's slow and loving humps with her slow and loving humps. As if she was his girlfriend, his wife, or his lover, instead of his sister, brother and sister made romantic and passionate love to one another while making out with one another.
"I love you, Sophia," said Anthony unable to stop himself from saying those words.
She cooed at her brother's love for her.
"I love you, too, Anthony. Now, shut the fuck up and fuck me. Fuck your sister," she said with a dirty laugh. "Give me sexual orgasms in the way that you gave our mother sexual orgasms. I want to cum. Make me cum, Anthony. Make me cum."
As if a man possessed by incestuous, sexual lust, Anthony humped his sister faster. He humped her harder. Sophia returned her brother's fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Instead of making love, they were fucking. Something that was so sexually forbidden for them to do, kid brother and big sister were fucking one another. In the way that he had finally fucked his mother hard and fast to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock, he finally fucked his sister hard and fast to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock, too.
No stopping him now, he was determined to give his sister a sexual orgasm with his cock in the way that he gave his mother a sexual orgasm with his cock. Continuing to hump her faster and hump her harder, he didn't stop humping her until she was on the verge of having her first, sexual orgasm. Encouraged by her humping and fucking him as fast and as hard as he humped and fucked her, he continued humping his sister harder and faster. Determined to make her cum, he continued fucking his sister as if he was fucking a Playboy playmate model.
"Anthony. Anthony. Oh, my fucking God, Anthony. You're going to make me cum. Don't stop humping. Don't stop fucking me," she said putting her arms around his neck and her legs around his back. "I need to cum. I need to cum. Hump me harder. Fuck me faster. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming," said his sister. "Fuck me. Fuck your sister."
In the way that his mother did, she stiffened her legs, arched her back, and closed her eyes. Then, as if she had died and gone to Heaven happy, she fell silent in the soft comfort of her pillow while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Anthony removed his condom and waited a few minutes for Sophia to come down from having her first orgasm.
He moved half-way down the bed and made himself comfortable between his sister's shapely thighs. Surprising her, with his mouth already buried in his sister's pussy, seemingly, she couldn't believe that her brother was about to eat her pussy. With him never believing that he'd ever be giving his sister oral sex, he fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. Continuing to masturbate her while eating her, Anthony didn't stop giving his sister oral sex until she had her second orgasm.
# # #
"Anthony. Fucking Christ, Anthony. Oh, my God. I don't believe you. Your tongue is making me crazy," she said. "I can't believe you're eating me. I can't believe you're licking my fucking cunt. I can't believe you're eating your sister," said Sophia. "Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop licking my pussy. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming," she said.
She pushed her long, lush, beautiful, black hair back behind her neck and lifted her head from her pillow to stare down at her brother licking her while fingering her. Not allowing her to catch her breath, Anthony continued eating his sister's pussy. He rubbed her clit harder while licking her pussy faster. He fingered her deeper while licking her harder. Licking, licking, and licking her, he never stopped licking her.
"Eat me, Anthony. Eat your sister. Eat my pussy. Lick my cunt," she said encouraging him to continue eating her.
While staring down at him, she reached her hands down to spread her pussy lips for her brother.
"Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering my pussy," she said. "Eat me, Anthony. Eat me. Eat your sister. Make me cum again. I need to cum again," she said. "I need to have another sexual orgasm, this time with your tongue and your fingers instead of with your cock."
Anthony laughed while resting. His jaw was numb from licking his sister. Yet, never had he eaten a woman's pussy, including his mother's pussy, that he enjoyed eating as much as his sister's pussy.
"You have a beautiful pussy, Sophia," said Anthony while staring at his sister's trimmed, black, naked pussy. "I love masturbating you while eating. I love licking you. I promise that I won't stop giving you oral sex until I give you another sexual orgasm," he said.
# # #
His sister grabbed two handfuls of his hair and pulled his face closer to her soaking wet cunt. Then, with a hand on each side of his head, as if his face was a sponge, she rubbed her vaginal secretions all over his face. He had his sister's wet pussy secretions in his mouth, up his nose, and all over his face.
"I want you to give me another sexual orgasm. Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop eating me. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming. I'm nearly there," she said. "I'm cumming."
As if she was a man receiving a blowjob from a woman, she put a heavy hand to the back of his head and, holding it there, she mashed his face in her soaking, wet cunt.
"Don't stop licking me. Please, don't stop fingering. Rub my clit faster. Lick me harder. Finger me deeper. Please, don't stop. Eat me, Anthony. Eat me. Eat your sister's cunt."
Again, in the way that his mother did, she did, too. She stiffened her legs, arched her back, and closed her eyes again. Then, again, as if she had died and gone to Heaven, she remained sexually satisfied while having her second, sexual orgasm.
After enjoying the afterglow of sex for a few minutes, in the way that he moved halfway down her bed to eat his sister, she moved halfway down her bed to blow her brother. While staring up at him with a sexy look and a naughty smile, she took his naked, erect prick in her hand to stroke him. Then, while staring up at him to make sure that he saw her, she took his big cock in her mouth to suck him.
Sophia, the big sister, was blowing her kid brother. As if she was a dirty whore or a paid for sex prostitute, she was sucking his prick. Sophia was sucking Anthony's prick. With her stroking him faster and harder while sucking him deeper, she seemed determined for him to cum in her mouth. Clearly, big sister wanted her ked had brother to cum in her mouth.
In the way that she put a heavy hand to the back of his head, he put a gentle hand to the back of his sister's head. Then, nearly gagging her, it didn't take Anthony long to explode a massive load of cum in his sister's willing mouth. Finally, when she released the pressure of her lips from his stiff dick, as he did with his mother, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over his sister's pretty face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. Something that he had always sexually fantasized of doing, he gave his sexy sister a cum bath.
Awash in her brother's cum, he ejaculated another huge load of cum but this time, he ejaculated not in her mouth but all over her pretty face. He ejaculated cum in her beautiful black hair and across her naked breasts. Sophia had Anthony's literally cum dripping from her eyebrows, her nose, her lips, and her chin.
# # #
Chapter 03:
Lazing around after receiving five, sexual orgasms from her son, Emma was still in bed watching the morning news on TV. Emotionally drained while still reeling from feeling the afterglow of sex, she hadn't even been down for coffee, yet. The good son that Anthony is, after having sex with his sister, giving her multiple sexual orgasms, and giving her a cum bath, ready to serve his mother breakfast in bed, he was downstairs making her breakfast to deliver upstairs to her.
After having incestuous sex with her brother, Sophia cleaned herself up from her brother's cum bath and donned a sexy nightgown. She fixed her hair and applied her make up. Unless Sophia told her, her mother would never know that her daughter just had her brother's cum in her mouth, in her hair, across her naked breasts, and all over her pretty face. Then, feeling guilty and having regrets for having incestuous sex with her brother, immorally ashamed of herself, she walked in her mother's bedroom with a long, sad face.
"What's wrong," asked Emma? "Why the long face?"
Uncomfortably embarrassed, feeling guilty as all Hell, and full of regrets, Sophia looked down at her feet before looking up at her mother. With her feeling like the wicked whore of a daughter and the incestuous slut of a sister, she couldn't even look her mother in the eye.
"I just had sex with Anthony," she said confessing her sexual perversion of having sex with her brother to her mother.
Before going into the details of their sexual union, she stared up at her mother to see her reaction to sister and brother having sex.
"We made out. We made love. Then, we fucked. Finally, he ate me and I blew him. He not only gave me multiple orgasms but also, he ejaculated his cum in my mouth and, instead of spitting it out, I swallowed his cum," said Sophia.
She looked up at her mother again while waiting for what she had to say.
"Finally, he gave me a cum bath, too. He ejaculated cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I had Anthony's cum dripping from me everywhere,' said Sophia. "Not proud of it but ashamed of it, we did every sexual thing that a brother and sister should never do."
# # #
Emma looked at her daughter with compassionate understanding.
"I know. I heard you having sex with your brother," said Emma putting her head down in embarrassment and in shame. "And now you feel that you were required to give him sex," she said. "Is that it?"



She folded her hands as if getting ready to pray and fell silent in thought.
"You felt obligated to him because he saved you from going to prison and giving him sex was your way of paying him back and the least thing that you could do to thank him? Is that right?"
Sophia looked at her mother with embarrassment and shame.
"Instead of feeling good about giving him some sexual relief and giving him something to masturbate over while in jail, I feel like such a whore, an incestuous whore, to have had sex with my brother," said Sophia.
While waiting for Emma to comfort her, she looked up at her mother.
"What's wrong with me? Why did I do that? How could I do that? Had he not been arrested on my behalf; I never would have had sex with him," she said hanging her head in humiliation and disgrace. "I never would have sucked his cock. I never would have allowed him to eat my pussy, make love to me, and fuck me. I never would have allowed my brother to give me a cum bath," said Sophia.
Emma nodded her head.
"Just as Anthony did what he had to do in taking the blame for our unregistered and unlicensed handguns, you did what you had to do to keep him sexually satisfied while in prison. Now, it's over," said Emma. "What's done is done. You should have no guilt and no regrets. You did what you needed to do. You shouldn't feel bad. You shouldn't feel embarrassed and/or ashamed," said her mother. "You should feel good about what you sexually did for your brother. You're a good sister to have had sex with him."
Sophia looked up at her mother with pleading eyes.
"The bizarre thing about having sex with Anthony is that I wanted to have sex with my brother," she said.
She looked at her mother while waiting to see her reaction to sister wanting to have sex with brother.
"With him not having to talk me into it and/or sexual seduce me, I allowed him to make out with me while feeling my naked breasts through my towel. I wanted him to see my naked breasts. I wanted him to see my naked ass and my naked pussy. I wanted him to see me naked," said Sophia.
She paused again while looking at her mother for her reaction. Then, when no reaction came from her mother, she continued.
"Now, after allowing him to see me naked, allowing him to touch and feel me everywhere, and allowing my brother to have his wicked, sexual way with my naked body, I can't help but to feel like such a wicked, incestuous whore."
She looked up to her mother again while waiting for her reaction to all that she said.
"To tell you the truth, I wanted to make love to him as much as he wanted to make love to me," she said reiterating herself again. "I wanted to fuck him as much as he wanted to fuck me. As much as I wanted him to eat my pussy, I wanted to suck his cock," said Sophia. "I wanted him to cum in my mouth and all over my face and across my naked breasts. I wanted Anthony to give me a cum bath."
Emma opened her arms wide and Sophia walked over to her. Mother hugged and kissed her daughter. She kissed her not in a sexual way but in the way that a mother would kiss her daughter.
# # #
"It's okay to be sexually attracted to your brother," said Emma patting Sophia on her back. "To be honest, with me not having had sex since your father died, I'm unashamed to admit that I've always been sexually attracted to him."
This time, Emma looked down at her daughter to see her reaction to her sexual admission that she had always been sexually attracted to her son. When no reaction came from Sophia, Emma continued her sexual confession in regards to Anthony.
"I've routinely masturbated over imagining him fucking me and me sucking him. I wanted to have sex with Anthony, too," said Emma. "In the way that he looked at me with sexual lust, I'm unembarrassed and unashamed to tell you that he made me horny. No longer able to sexually resist him, he made me so frigging wet."
Again, in the way that she looked at Sophia for her reaction to her sexual admission to being sexually attracted to her son, Emma looked at her daughter to see her reaction to her sexual confession about her wanting to have incestuous sex with Anthony.
"With Anthony looking so much like a younger version of Carmen, and with me missing your father, it was difficult for me not to have sex with him," said Emma. "Even though it was sexually forbidden for me to imagine, I've always wondered what it would be like to have sex with my son, and now I know," she said with a dirty laugh. "Moreover, with me not having any guilt and/or regrets, I'm glad that I allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with my naked body," she said.
Emma hugged Sophia again.
"As soon as he cupped my breasts through my blouse and bra, my nipples erected. He made me so hot," said Emma. "As soon as he started feeling my breasts and fingering my nipples through my clothes, with me already so wet, I knew that I was going to have sex with him," said Emma. "Unable to resist, I knew that I was going to fuck him and suck him," said Anthony's mother.
Emma paused again while waiting to see her daughter's reaction to her sexual confession about her wanting to have incestuous sex with her son.
"With it being such a long time since I had sex, unable to sexually control myself, I knew that I was going to suck him and fuck him. I knew that I was going to allow him to see me naked and allow him to do whatever he sexually wanted to do to my naked body. I knew that I was going to allow him to cum in my mouth, all over my face, and all over my naked breasts. I knew that I was going to allow my son to give me a cum bath."
Emma laughed.
"Like father like son, Anthony and Carmen are much alike in their sexual tastes. They're both breast men. They both love tits. They both love big, breasted women," said Emma.
She laughed again.
"As soon as I showed Anthony my naked breasts, as if he had never seen naked breasts before, he was all over my big tits," said Emma. "Touching them, feeling them, and fondling them, he even sucked my nipples. Something his father had never done, as I mentioned before, he even gave me a sexual orgasm just by him having his wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts."
Sophia returned her mother's laugh with her laugh.
"He was the same with me," said Sophia. "As soon as he removed my towel and saw my huge, naked tits, as if he had never seen naked breasts before, his eyes widened and his jaw dropped. He was all over my naked breasts," said Sophia.
Sophia fell silent for a moment as if rethinking what she was about to say.
"Weird having had sex with my brother, I'd be lying if I said that it didn't feel good to feel his stiff prick in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy. He has such a big, hard cock and I loved sucking it as much as I loved fucking it. Then, when he told me that he loved me, I told him that I loved him, too," said Sophia.
Emma looked down at her daughter.
"If we both sexually enjoyed ourselves with multiple orgasms, why do we feel so guilty having had sex with Anthony," asked Emma?
Sophia nodded her head.
"Because what we did was wrong. Something so perverted and forbidden, you had incestuous sex with your son and I had incestuous sex with my brother," said Sophia. "Not only are we both incestuous whores but also, we're just as perverted as he is," she said with a dirty laugh.
Emma nodded her head.
"Well, it's over. What's in the past will stay in the past. If we don't say anything to anyone, and keep our incestuous, sexual fling to ourselves and behind our closed, bedroom doors, no one will ever know that I had sex with my son and that you had sex with your brother," said Emma.
# # #
Sophia pulled away from her mother to sit up in bed. She turned to look at her mother with shame.
"What's wrong, Sophia," asked Emma?
Sophia looked down at herself before looking up at her mother.
"It's not over, mother. It's hardly over. It's just the beginning," said Sophia. "Now that Anthony has had sex with the both of us separately," she said pausing to look at her mother with shame and embarrassment again. "He wants to have sex with the both of us together and at the same time as a threesome."
Emma laughed.
"That horny, little bastard. Again, like father like son," said Emma with a dirty laugh. "With your father nearly, twenty-years older than me, when he could no longer get and maintain an erection because of his drinking and his diabetes, he changed. He wanted to watch me having sex with his friends, Vito, Angelo, Luigi, Mario, and Big Rocco, who's soon to be released from doing time, by the way. He wanted me to allow them to gangbang me. He wanted me to give them anal sex," said Emma.
Sophia looked at her mother with shock.
"What did you do, mother? Did you allow them to gangbang you? Did you allow them to fuck you in the ass?"
Emma made a sour face while nodding her head, no.
"Fuck that. Just as I'd never allow any man to fuck me in my ass, I'd never have a gangbang. Instead of having five men gangbang me and/or fuck me in my ass, I agreed to have sex with them one at a time while he watched and masturbated himself," said Emma. "I made love to them. I fucked them. I sucked them and allowed them to cum in my mouth," she said.
Emma looked at her daughter to see how she reacted to her sexual confession. When Sophia didn't show any reaction, she continued her confession.
"Carmen would invite them over separately and I'd sexually seduce them while he watched. After no longer having sex with my husband, I was so horny that I would have fucked a bedpost," said Emma with a dirty laugh. "With me more than willing to have sex with other men, we did one another a sexual favor by him wanting to watch me having sex with other men."
Sophia looked at her mother with shock mixed with sexual excitement.
"Besides, after his five, top men had sex with the boss's wife, by allowing them to have sex with me, that kept them more loyal. As long as I continued giving them occasional blowjobs and fucking them from time to time, in the way that they'd do anything for him, they'd do anything for me, too."
# # #
"In case you forgot or didn't know but when I was younger, before I married your father, I was a whore. I was a wicked whore," said Emma with a dirty laugh. "I met your father while working as a stripper in one of his strip clubs. I had sex with your father long before we were married. Actually, I've had sex with women as much as I had sex with men," said Emma with a dirty laugh.
Sophia stared at her mother with shocked surprise.
"I didn't know you were a stripper. I didn't know that you had sex with women," said Sophia.
Both women remained quiet until Sophia spoke again.
"Well, that brings me to Anthony," said Sophia.
Emma looked at her daughter with curiosity.
"Anthony? What about Anthony," asked Emma?
Sophia looked up at her mother with embarrassment and shame.
"Now that he's going to prison for us and now that he had sex with the both of us, he wants us to have a threesome," said Sophia.
Emma laughed.
"He's just like his father," said Emma. "Which friend does he want us to fuck?"
Sophia stared down at her hands again before answering her mother.
"He doesn't want me to have sex with any of his friends. He wants to have threesome with you. He wants to have sex with you again, and then, he wants to have sex with me again, too. He wants to have sex with the both of us together. That's not all. He wants to watch you having sex with me and watch me having sex with you. He wants to watch me eating your pussy before watching you eating my pussy while he masturbates himself," said Sophia.
Emma laughed.
"That little pervert," she said. "Well, for him taking the rap for us, let's give him plenty to masturbate over in prison, I can do that. I'm game if you're game," said Emma. "I'll eat your pussy if you agree to eat my pussy," she said.
To be continued...
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Anthony finally has threesome sex with his mother and his sister.
Hoping that they would give him plenty to masturbate over while in prison, Anthony's last wish before being jailed was to have threesome sex with his MILF of a mother, Emma, and his sexy, big sister, Sophia. He wanted to do everything to their naked bodies that he had imagined doing when masturbating himself while imagining them naked and having sex with them. He wanted to sexually do everything to and with his mother's naked body that a son should never do. He wanted to sexually do everything to his sister's naked body that a brother should never do.
Hoping the prison guard would allow him to keep their photos, other than having threesome sex with them, the only other thing that he wanted were photos of his mother and his sister in all manner of undress. Expressly using the photos to masturbate over them, he asked his mother and his sister to send him photos of them in their bras and panties. He asked them to send him photos of them in their sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgowns. He asked his mother and his sister to send him photos of them topless and naked.
Now, with his sexual fantasy coming true, hard for him to believe that this was really happening, he was finally going to have incestuous sex not only with his mother but also with his sister, too. He was going to have incestuous sex with them one at a time and both together. As shocked as he was sexually excited, he couldn't believe that both his mother and sister agreed to give him sex. He couldn't believe that they both agreed to allow him to watch him giving oral sex to one another.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is Chapter Four of Imprisoned Son's Last Wishes, the final chapter of a true story that was written for Anthony about what sexually happened to him, to his MILF of a mother Emma, and to his sexy, older sister, Sophia. Nothing has been changed. With him having their permission to use their identities in his story, all the facts and even the names of his mother and his sister are the same.
# # #
Imprisoned Son's Last Wishes, Continued from Chapter 03:
Sophia pulled away from her mother to sit up in her mother's bed. With her having a face full of guilt, she turned to look at her mother with embarrassment and shame. Afraid to tell her mother that she had sex with her brother, she wondered how her mother would react when she told her all that she needed to tell her.
Knowing her mother as a morally modest woman, she knew that her mother would never agree to have threesome sex with her daughter and her son. Too much to even ask of her, too sexually perverted to ask of an older woman, she knew that her mother would never agree to eat her pussy and allow her to eat her pussy while Anthony watched. What her brother wanted and expected them to sexually do was too much out of the realm of what her mother would ordinarily sexually do.
"What's wrong, Sophia," asked Emma with the concern of a worried mother hoping to ease her mental anguish with some kind words?
Filled with remorse, Sophia looked down at herself before looking up at her mother with humiliation. Indeed, again, she was embarrassed and ashamed for having had sex with her brother. Having regrets for something that she could never take back and her brother could never unsee, she felt so guilty for allowing him to see her naked. She regretted allowing him to touch and feel her naked body everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his sister.
Going over their sexual interlude again in her mind, how could she do such a thing? How could she allow him to see her naked? How could she allow him to touch and feel her naked body everywhere? How could she have sex with her brother? What's wrong with her for her to have had sex with her brother? She felt like such a whore, an incestuous whore for stroking him, sucking him, making love to him, and fucking him. Literally, as if it was all her fault for just wearing a towel, she felt dirty. Now, no matter how many hot showers she took, she still felt unclean.
"It's not over, mother. It's hardly over," said Sophia slowly shaking her head from side to side. "It's just the beginning," she said with disillusionment.
Hoping that her mother would forgive her for having had sex with her brother, she paused to look at her mother with shame.
"Now that Anthony has had sex with the both of us separately," she said pausing to look at her mother again but this time with more shame and more embarrassment. "He wants to have sex with the both of us together and at the same time as a threesome."
# # #
Emma laughed out loud. When Emma laughed, she surprised her daughter. Her mother thought it was funny that Anthony wanted to have sex with them both together. Why would she think that was funny when Sophia thought that having threesome sex with her mother and her brother was over the top and sinful? How could he even ask such a thing of them. Not only that, he wanted photos of them in their bras and panties, in their sexy nightgowns, topless, and naked. Even though she had sex with her son, Sophia knew that her mother would never agree to be photographed in all manner of undress.
"That horny, little bastard," she said with another laugh. "Again, like father like son," said Emma with a dirty laugh. "With your father nearly, twenty-years older than me, when he could no longer get and maintain an erection because of his drinking and his diabetes, he dramatically changed in his sexual desires."
Before telling her the truth about their open, sexual relationship that she had with her husband, she looked at her daughter with shame. Emma looked at Sophia with embarrassment. Yet, wanting her to understand her brother, she had to tell her about her father. She had to tell her all that she sexually did with other men. If she didn't know already, she had to confess to her daughter that her mother was a whore. She took a big breath for courage before confessing her personal, sexual life to her daughter.
Your father wanted to watch me having sex with his friends, Vito, Angelo, Luigi, Mario, and Big Rocco, who's soon to be released from prison, by the way," said Emma.
Sophia looked at her mother with shocked surprise.
"He wanted me to allow them to gangbang me. He wanted me to allow them to give them anal sex. He wanted me to have sex with all five men at once. He wanted me to allow them to not only fuck them but also to suck them, and allow them to fuck me in my ass," said Emma with a dirty laugh.
Sophia continued looking at her mother with shock.
"What did you do, mother?" Sophia paused to look at her mother while imagining her being gangbanged by five men. "Did you allow them to gangbang you?" She paused to look at her mother while imagining her being fucked in her ass. "Did you allow them to fuck you in your ass?"
Emma made a sour face while nodding her head, no.
"No way. Fuck that. Just as I'd never allow any man to fuck me in my ass, I'd never have a gangbang. Instead of having five men gangbang me and/or fuck me in my ass, I agreed to have sex with them, but one at a time, while my husband watched and masturbated himself," said Emma.
# # #
Before continuing her sexual confession, in the way that Sophia looked at her mother to read her reactions to all that she had said, Emma looked at her daughter to read her reaction to her agreeing to have extramarital sex with five of her husbands' men separately.
"I made love to them. I fucked them. I sucked them and allowed them to cum in my mouth," said Emma. "Pretending that I enjoyed them having their wicked, sexual way with my naked body, I even allowed them to give me cum baths. With my husband's permission and under his watchful eye, while he watched and masturbated himself, I was their wicked whore for an hour."
Again, Emma looked at her daughter to see how she reacted to her sexual confession. When Sophia didn't show any reaction, she continued her secret, never told sexual confession of having forbidden sex with her husband's five, top men. She remembered feeling embarrassed for allowing the men to see her naked. She remembered that she felt humiliated for allowing them to touch and feel her naked body everywhere that a man should never touch and feel another man's wife.
Sadly, she remembered feeling guilty and ashamed for allowing her husband to sexually use her. When he supposedly loved her, and with her the mother of his children, how could he agree to allow her to have sex with five men while he watched and masturbated himself. What's wrong with him for him to do that to her? She remembered feeling like the whore that she was, has always been, still is, and will always be for submitting her naked body to her husband's henchmen.
"Carmen invited them over separately and, giving him a sexy show to masturbate himself over, I flirted with them and sexually seduced them while he watched. I made out with them while allowing them to touch me and feel me everywhere through my clothes. Then, I allowed them to slowly strip me naked while touching and feeling my naked body everywhere," said Emma. "Finally, while my husband watched and masturbated himself, I stroked them, sucked them, and fucked them."
Emma looked at her daughter with shame mixed with sexual arousal.
"Yet, having no regrets for having sex with five men while my husband watched, to tell you the truth, after no longer having sex with my husband, I welcomed the opportunity to have sex with his five, top men. Before having sex with them, masturbating myself all the time with my vibrator and with my dildo, I was so horny that I would have fucked a bedpost," said Emma with a dirty laugh. "With me more than willing to have sex with other men, we did one another a sexual favor by him wanting to watch me having sex with other men."
Sophia looked at her mother with shock mixed with sexual excitement.
"Besides, after his five, top men had their wicked, sexual way with the boss's wife, by allowing them to have sex with me, that kept them more loyal. As long as I continued giving them occasional blowjobs and fucking them from time to time, in the way that they'd do anything for him, they'd do anything for me, too," said Emma. "Wrapped around my finger, his men were as much my men as they were his men."
# # #
"In case you forgot or didn't know but, when I was younger, before I married your father, I was a whore. I was a wicked whore," said Emma with a dirty laugh. "I met your father while working as a stripper in one of his strip clubs. I had sex with your father long before we were married. Something that may shock you, but when I worked as a stripper, I had sex with as many women as I had sex with men," said Emma with a dirty laugh.
She watched her daughter's reaction to what she said about having sex with as many women as she had sex with men. Sophia stared at her mother with shocked surprise. Clearly, she was unaware that her mother had been a stripper working in one of her father's strip clubs. She was unaware that her mother was once a nasty whore. She was unaware that her mother enjoyed having sex with as many women as she enjoyed having sex with men.
"I didn't know you were a stripper. I didn't know that you were a whore. I didn't know that you had sex with women," said Sophia stunned.
Both women remained quiet until Sophia spoke again.
"Well, that brings me to Anthony," said Sophia.
Emma looked at her daughter with curiosity.
"Anthony? What about Anthony," asked Emma?
Sophia looked up at her mother with embarrassment and shame.
"Now that he's going to prison for us and now that he had sex with the both of us, he wants us to have a threesome," said Sophia.
Emma laughed.
"The apple doesn't fall far from the tree. He's just like his father," laughed Emma. "He has some cute friends, which friend does he want us to suck and fuck?"
Sophia stared down at her hands again before answering her mother.
"He doesn't want us to have sex with any of his friends," she paused to read her mother's reaction to what she was about to say. "He wants us to have threesome sex with you and with me. He wants to have sex with you again, and then, he wants to have sex with me again, too. Then, he wants to have sex with the both of us together," said Sophia.
She looked at her mother with embarrassment and shame.
"That's not all. He wants to watch you having sex with me and watch me having sex with you. He wants to watch me eating your pussy before watching you eating my pussy while he masturbates himself," said Sophia. "He wants to watch me fingering your pussy while licking your pussy. He wants to watch you fingering my pussy while licking my pussy. He wants to watch us masturbating one another while licking one another. He wants to watch us give one another sexual orgasms with our fingers and with our tongues."
Emma laughed again.
"That little pervert," she said. "Well, for him taking the rap for us, the least that we can do, let's give him plenty to masturbate over in prison. I can do that. I can make his sexual fantasies come true. I'm game if you're game," said Emma. "I'll eat your pussy if you agree to eat my pussy," she said. "I'll give you a sexual orgasm if you give me a sexual orgasm," said Emma to her daughter. "I'll even allow him to take whatever topless and naked photos of us that he wants."
# # #
Imprisoned Son's Last Wishes, Chapter 04:
Showing her daughter that she'd willingly and consensually have incestuous sex with her, Emma leaned forward and gave her daughter a kiss. Then, she parted Sophia's lips with her tongue while fondling her huge breasts through her nightgown and fingering her erect nipples. Sophia returned her mother's French kiss with her long, wet kiss. In the way that her mother fondled her daughter's huge breasts and fingered her erect nipples, Sophia fondled her mother's big breasts and fingered her erect nipples. As if they were lesbian lovers, mother and daughter made out.
"Tonight, after dinner, we'll surprise him by giving him what he wants," said Emma with a dirty laugh. "First, I need to shower," she said getting out of bed just as Anthony entered her bedroom with her breakfast tray.
Clearly confused, Anthony looked at his sister sitting on her mother's bed before looking over at his mother standing out of bed.
"Hey, where you going? Get back in bed. I made you breakfast, mom," he said carrying in a breakfast tray with eggs, bacon, fruit, toast, and coffee.
Emma obediently obeyed her son while laughing with glee. She climbed back in bed. Anthony put the breakfast tray table over his mother's lap. She ate her breakfast and drank her coffee before getting out of bed again to take her shower.
Only, as soon as she climbed out of bed, with Anthony still in her bedroom, she showed him the whore that she is. Giving him a sexual preview of what was to come, as if he was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover instead of her son, she shamelessly turned to face. Then, as if she was still a stripper on stage instead of a mother standing in front of her son in her bedroom, she slowly, sexually, and seductively removed her nightgown in front of him. Giving him a good, long look of her beautiful, naked body, his mother, Emma, stood naked before her son.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, not covering her nakedness with her hands or her forearms, with her hands by her sides, she was completely naked and vulnerable. While he stood staring at his mother's naked body, she stood staring at her son ogling her beautiful, sexy, and shapely body. Clearly, Anthony loved seeing his mother naked as much as Emma enjoyed showing her son her naked body. No doubt, Anthony couldn't wait to have threesome sex with his mother and his sister.
# # #
That night, with mother and daughter ready to give Anthony what he wanted, Emma invited her son into her bedroom. Both his mother, Emma, and his sister, Sophia, were lying on their mother's bed fully dressed when Anthony entered wearing his nightly uniform of choice a T-shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear. His mother and his sister were fully clothed because Anthony had a sexual fantasy of slowly stripping his mother and his sister naked while touching and feeling them everywhere that he should never touch and feel his mother and his sister through their clothes while making out with them.
With his sexual fantasy of having threesome sex with his MILF of a mother and with his sexy, big sister about to be realized, Anthony eagerly, sexually, and excitedly climbed in bed between them. Then, while his sister watched, he turned to his mother first. He kissed her red, full, lipstick clad lips. He parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed his mother while feeling her big breasts through her blouse and bra. He made out with her while his sister continued watching.
Taking his sweet, sexual time while enjoying himself, he continued feeling and fondling his mother's big breasts through her blouse and bra. Then, he unbuttoned his mother's blouse, one slow button at a time while looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. When her blouse was completely unbuttoned, he opened it wide to expose her big, white, sexy, low-cut bra.
Not nearly done there, he felt her big breasts through her bra while fingering her erect nipples. Then, hooking his index finger beneath her big brassiere, he lifted the front of her bra to expose her naked breasts. He watched as her left breast slowly fell and her right breast followed. There they were, his mother's naked breasts.
Sophia was sexually aroused watching her brother making out with their mother while stripping her topless, and feeling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. As if her hands were Anthony's hands, Sophia fondled her own breasts and fingered her own nipples through her blouse and bra while watching her brother having his sexual way with their mother's naked breasts. Then, not stopping there, with her as sexually aroused as she was horny, she raised the hem of her short skirt and rubbed her already swollen clit through her sheer panties.
While waiting for her turn to have sex with her brother, Sophia masturbated herself through her clothes while watching Anthony give their mother incestuous sex. With him all over his mother's big tits, Anthony leaned down to suck Emma's erect nipples, first one and then, the other. While continuing to have his wicked, sexual way with his mother's naked breasts, he moved his hand beneath her short skirt and between her shapely thighs to cup her black, trimmed pussy through her sheer, white panties.
He was cupping his mother's cunt. He couldn't believe that he was cupping his mother's cunt. He couldn't believe that she was allowing him to cup her cunt.
Then, pushing her panties aside with his index finger, he fingered her wet, swollen clit while fingerfucking his mother. In the way that his sister, Sophia, masturbated herself, rubbing her swollen clit through her sheer panties, Anthony masturbated his mother. Not wanting to rush things and ruin things, while kissing her, touching her, and feeling her through her clothes, he took his sweet time in stripping his mother naked.
While continuing to make out with his mother, he unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. Then, when she sat up in bed to help him undress her, he removed her blouse and her bra. Finally, he removed her skirt and her bikini panties, too. In the way that Emma was naked in front of her son earlier before she took her shower, she was naked in front of her son again now.
# # #
Anthony moved halfway down the bed to make himself comfortable between his mother's shapely thighs. He couldn't believe that he was about to eat his mother's pussy again. He couldn't believe that she was allowing him to give her oral sex again. Like mother like son, seemingly, she wanted him to give her incestuous sex as much as he wanted to give her incestuous sex.



When he moved down to lick and finger his mother's pussy, Sophia moved over and closer to her mother. In the way that Anthony had made out with his mother's pussy, Sophia made out with her mother's lips. In the way that he had been all over his mother's naked breasts, touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and sucking them, he was all over his mother's cunt, fingering her and licking her. Then, in the way that he had been all over his mother's naked breasts, Sophia was all over her mother's naked breasts, touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and sucking them.
While his sexy sister had her wicked, sexual way with her mother's red, full lips, her big, naked breasts, and her erect nipples, Anthony had his wicked, sexual way with his mother's naked pussy. He fingered her pussy. He slowly rubbed her clit before rubbing her clit faster and harder. He gently fingerfucked her before fingerfucking her deeper. He masturbated his mother while licking her.
Licking and licking her while rubbing her clit faster and fingerfucking her deeper, he was determined not to stop eating his mother's pussy until he gave her a sexual orgasm with his tongue and with his fingers. With him eating his mother and his sister making out with her while fondling her naked breasts, he could feel her getting close to having a sexual orgasm. In the way that his sister did, Emma put a heavy hand to the back of Anthony's head.
As if she was trying to fuck his face, she pulled his face forward while humping his mouth and fucking his head. Then, again, in the way that his sister had done, she put a gentle hand on each side of his head. Again, as if his face was a sponge, she rubbed his face all over her soaking wet pussy. Anthony had his mother's vaginal secretions in his mouth, up his nose, and all over his face.
"Anthony! Anthony! Keep rubbing my clit. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Please, don't stop. I'm almost there, I'm cumming," she said. "I'm cumming."
Once again, she arched her back, stiffened her legs, and closed her eyes. Then, she fell back in the soft comfort of her pillow. While Emma enjoyed the afterglow of sex, Anthony moved up to his pillow, wiped his mother's vaginal secretions from his face with a hand towel that his mother kept by her bed and turned to his sister. He kissed Sophia. With his mother's pussy still on his lips and his tongue, he parted his sister's lips and French kissed her.
# # #
Anthony continued kissing his sister. He continued parting her red, full, lipstick clad lips and French kissing her. He continued making out with her. She returned her brother's French kisses with her deep, wet kisses. Kissing and kissing one another, brother and sister made out as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife.
While continuing to make out with his sister, filling his entire, big hand, he felt her huge, double D cup, blouse, and bra clad breasts through her clothes. As soon as her big nipples erected, he fingered her erect nipples through her blouse and bra. He pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples to the sexual pleasure of his sister. Then, leaving two, big wet marks on her blouse, he sucked her nipples through her blouse and bra.
'I love my sister's huge tits,' he thought. 'I love her big nipples. I can't wait to see them again.'
As he did with his mother, taking his sweet, sexual time, he did with his sister. He slowly unbuttoned his sister's blouse one, slow button at a time. Instead of continuing to unbutton her blouse, he looked down to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. When her blouse was completely unbuttoned, he sat her up and removed her blouse. Then, as if unlocking the combination to a safe, he reached behind her to unhook her massive, five-hook brassiere.
Instead of removing her bra, dangling her unhooked bra from her shapely shoulders, he left her giant brassiere in place. While continuing to kiss her and make out with her, as if he was in his car and parking with his sister, he felt her giant breasts through her unsnapped bra. Then, unable to control himself from seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling her huge, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, he removed her bra.
There they were, the eighth wonders of the world, his sister's gigantic, naked breasts. Not only were they shapely but they were huge. Better than any Playboy Playmate, she had the biggest and the best breasts that he had ever seen. With her breasts as big and as shapely as Christina Hendricks' huge breasts from Mad Men and Sofia Vergara's huge F cup breasts from Modern Family, Anthony loved Sophia's gigantic tits.
# # #
In the way that he undressed his mother and stripped her naked, he undressed his sister and stripped her naked, too. His sexual fantasy of stripping both women naked before having incestuous sex with them, he unbuttoned and unzipped Sophia's short skirt. Then, he slowly slid it down and removed it to reveal her sheer, white, bikini panties. He fingered, kissed, and licked his sister's black, trimmed pussy through her panties. Then, in the way that he slid down and removed her short skirt, he slowly slid down and removed her bikini panties, too.
In the way that he had slowly stripped his mother naked, he had slowly stripped his sister naked, too. A sight to behold, Anthony stared at his sister's trimmed, black, naked pussy. Clearly, he loved his sister's naked pussy as much as he loved her naked breasts, and as much as he loved his mother's naked pussy and naked breasts, too.
Having always been sexually attracted to her and now sexually lusting over her, he couldn't wait to eat his sister's pussy. While rubbing her clit and fingerfucking her pussy, he couldn't wait to masturbate his sister's pussy. He couldn't wait to make love to his sister's pussy. He couldn't wait to fuck his sister's pussy. He couldn't wait to give his sister multiple, sexual orgasms not only with his fingers and tongue but also with his cock, too.
In the way that he did with his mother, he did with his sister. While Emma continued enjoying the afterglow of sex, Anthony moved halfway down the bed. He made himself comfortable between Sophia's shapely thighs. Then, while staring up at his sister to watch her reaction to him eating her, he licked and fingered his sister's naked pussy. Something that was so sexually forbidden, a brother ate his sister's cunt.
Continuing to lick and finger her, he ate his sister while masturbating her. In the way that he gave his mother a sexual orgasm with his tongue and fingers, he was determined to give his sister a sexual orgasm with his tongue and fingers. He rubbed her clit faster and harder and fingerfucked her deeper pussy. Continuing to eat his sister, he didn't stop licking her and fingering her until she was squirming and begging him not to stop.
"Anthony! My God, Anthony! You're making me crazy with your tongue. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. I'm almost there. I'm almost there," she said pulling him by his hair. "I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum, Anthony. I'm going to cum," she said. "Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Fingerfuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming," said Sophia.
Again, in the way that she did before and in the way that her mother had done, his sister put a heavy hand to the back of her brother's head. Pulling his head forward to bury his mouth in her cunt, she humped his mouth and fucked his face. Then, grabbing two, handfuls of his hair again, she rubbed his face all over her soaking, wet pussy.
"Oh, my fucking God! I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming," said his sister. "Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming. I'm fucking cumming."
In the way she did before and in the way that her mother had done, Sophia arched her back, stiffened her legs, and closed her eyes. As if she was dead, she remained motionless while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Never had Anthony eaten as much pussy when eating his mother's cunt and then his sister's cunt. Sexually enjoying himself beyond words, giving them both multiple, sexual orgasms, one with his fingers and another with his tongue, he had sexually taken care of not only his MILF of a mother but also his sexy sister, too.
# # #
Hardly done with just eating his mother and his sister, he wanted to make love to them both. He wanted to fuck them both, too. He wanted to fuck them hard enough and fast enough to give them both another sexual orgasm, this time with his big prick.
Temporarily, sexually done with his sister, he returned to his mother. As if she was his wife, his girlfriend, or his lover instead of his mother, he mounted her. As soon as he did, she reached her hand down between his strong legs to move his stiff dick to her wet pussy. She inserted her son inside of her. Clearly, two of a kind, like mother like son, she wanted to make love to and fuck her son as much as he wanted to make love to and fuck his mother.
Slowly and lovingly humping one another while kissing one another, they made love. Then, humping one another faster and harder, Emma fucked her son and Anthony fucked his mother. In the way that he had already given her sexual orgasms with his fingers and with his mouth and tongue, he was determined to give his mother a sexual orgasm, this time with his cock.
Anthony fucked his mother faster. He fucked her harder. Emma returned her son's fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. They didn't stop humping one another and fucking one another until Emma was on the verge of having her second, sexual orgasm.
"Anthony! Anthony! Fucking Anthony! You're going to make mommy cum again. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Anthony. Mommy is cumming," said Emma breathlessly.
Once again, Emma fell quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Even with her having had sex with her husband's five, top men, never had she felt such sexual pleasure. Never did she ever think that her son would be her lover.
# # #
With his mother enjoying the afterglow of sex again from her third, sexual orgasm, Anthony moved from having sex with his mother to have sex with his sister again. In the way that he mounted his mother, he mounted his sister. Yet, instead of telling him to stop until she protected herself by putting a condom on her brother's cock, she allowed him to stick his prick in her warm, wet pussy without protection.
"Make love to me, Anthony. Make love to your sister. Then, fuck me. Fuck me hard enough and fast enough to give me a sexual orgasm. Then, instead of cumming in a condom, I want you to cum in my pussy," she said whispering what she wanted him to do in his ear. "I want you to cum in your sister's cunt, Anthony. Give me a baby. Impregnate me, Anthony. Give me your baby," she said.
As stunned as he was sexually excited that his sister wanted him to give her a baby, obediently obeying his big sister, Anthony made love to Sophia. Then, he fucked her. Without protecting her by wearing a condom, he fucked her hard enough and fast enough to give her a sexual orgasm with his cock. With his sister returning his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, it didn't take Sophia long to have her sexual orgasm.
"Fuck me, Anthony. Fuck me. Don't stop fucking me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Cum in my pussy. Give me your baby. I want to have your baby," she said.
As soon as his sister told him to cum in her pussy, Anthony exploded a huge load of cum in his sister's cunt. Then, when she missed her period shortly thereafter, she knew that her brother had impregnated her. Nine months to the day later, she gave birth to fraternal twins, a girl for her and a boy for him.
Wanting her daughter to have a life of her own without the shame, disgrace, and embarrassment, Emma accepted the children as her own children. Instead of being their grandmother, with her looking ten-years younger than her age, she was young enough pretend to be their mother. She raised Sophia's children as her own children.
Then, when Sophia found someone to marry, she kept her dirty, little secret of what she did behind closed, bedroom doors with her brother to herself. What brother and sister sexually did remained between them. No one knew that Anthony had incestuous sex with his mother. No one knew that Anthony had forbidden sex with his sister. No one knew that Anthony impregnated his sister. No one, not even her husband, especially not her husband, knew that the fraternal twins were their children.
On every one of his mother's birthdays, as his special, sexual gift to her, he gave his mother incestuous sex. On every one of his sister's birthdays, as his special, sexual gift to her, he gave his sister sex. Then, on every one of his birthdays, his mother and his sister gave him threesome sex.
# # #
After Emma and Sophia had threesome sex with Anthony, the next day, Emma picked up Big Rocco, her deceased husband's top man, when he was released from prison. She pulled up in a limousine with darkened windows. She powered down the back window to welcome him home. As soon as Rocco climbed in the limo, she put up her window and, for privacy, she put up the dividing window between driver and passenger.
Then, with Rocco sitting snuggly beside her, she removed her big breasts, first one and then the other, from her low-cut dress. She allowed him to feel her big tits while fingering her erect nipples and sucking her erect nipples. Then, she unzipped him, pulled out his big, stiff prick, and lowered her mouth to his lap. Carmen's surviving wife, Emma, stroked her husband's top man while sucking him until Big Rocco ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth.
"Welcome home, Rocco," she said swallowing his cum while wiping her lips with a tissue. "I need a favor," she said while reapplying her lipstick in the mirror.
He gave her a big smile. He was happy to do something to payback her deceased husband, Carmen, who continued being good to him, even while he was in the joint. Just as he'd do anything for Carmen, he'd do anything for Emma, too. His specialty, not caring if he went back to prison for the rest of his life, he'd even kill someone for her.
"Your wish is my command, Emma," he said. "Anything. Ask me anything and I'll do it. Who do you want me to kill," he asked?
She explained Anthony being charged with felonies for illegal possession of unlicensed and unregistered handguns.
"Who do you know in the Boston Police to make this go away," she asked?
Rocco kissed her on the lips.
"Don't worry about it. I know people. I know cops who owe me a favor," he said waving his big hand. "I'll take care of it. Carmen was good to me while I was in prison and I owe him to help his son out of a jam," he said. "Consider it done."
# # #
Rocco reached out to the evidence sergeant and with money that Emma gave him to bribe the police. As if divine intervention, magically, as if they were never booked into evidence, the guns disappeared from the evidence lockup overnight. When the prosecutor came before the judge the next day, with egg all over her face, there was no longer any evidence to prosecute Anthony. With them no longer having the evidence to convict him, the illegal guns were gone and sunk to the bottom of Boston harbor.
"Your Honor, the police can't find the guns," she said. "If you give me a continuance, we'll surely find them," she said.
The judge who was indebted to Carmen for helping him when his daughter was gangraped by three men, had no patience for the prosecutor. He believed an eye for an eye or in this case, a penis for a rape. Carmen not only found the three men responsible for gangraping his daughter but also, he lined them up, ordered them to undress, and sliced off their penises so that they couldn't rape another woman ever again.
"No excuses. You should have found the guns before your court appearance," said the judge. "How dare you waste my time? Case dismissed."
With him no longer facing felony charges and no longer doomed to go to jail, Anthony was free to continue having incestuous sex with his MILF of a mother and his sexy sister. Of course, brother, sister, and mother celebrated Anthony's freedom by having threesome, incestuous sex.
THE END
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SusanJillParker is a Flashing Whore
Exhibitionist Whore Exposes Herself
My name, my real name, is Susan Jill Parker and I'm a whore. There, I wrote it. Now, everyone knows what I am. No ands, ifs, buts or maybes, I'm a whore, an exhibitionist whore.
Not only am I a whore but also, I'm an exhibitionist, too. That's right. I'm an exhibitionist whore. I love sexually teasing unsuspecting men by surprising them when deliberately exposing myself to them while making my flashes appear accidental and/or unintentional.
When unsuspecting men least expect it, I love showing my sexy and shapely body to admiring men. I love to flash. I get off on exposing my panties, my bra, my naked breasts, my naked ass, and/or my naked pussy to admiring men. I love seeing the surprised reactions of men when they see something that they shouldn't see of me. Sometimes, when I'm horny, later than night, I even masturbate over what I deliberately flashed to men and especially how they reacted to seeing all that I showed them and all that they were surprised to see.
Instead of being embarrassed or ashamed about being an exhibitionist, I'm proud of being an exhibitionist. While maintaining my sexual reputation as a good girl instead of an exhibitionist whore, it takes a unique talent to make my deliberate flashes appear accidental and/or unintentional. Not wanting men to think that I'm deliberately flashing them, it's more fun for them to think that they were lucky to see what they saw of me. I prefer leaving men scratching their heads.
'I just saw her panties. I just saw her bright, white panties. I can't believe that I just saw her panties,' I imagined men saying to themselves.
Instead of being embarrassed or ashamed about being a whore, I'm wicked proud of being a whore. It takes a special talent to be a whore. I love being a whore. It's fun to be a whore.
Whoever said that blondes have more fun was wrong, dead wrong. The truth of the matter is that whores have more fun. And if that whore is a blonde, especially a natural blonde like me, instead of a bottle blonde, that's even better.
Yet, with me indifferent to what people think about me being a whore, it's not easy being a whore while still managing to be a classy lady. Not my intention at all, I don't want every man to know that I'm a whore and/or to think of me and disrespect me while assuring himself that I'm a whore. Depending on the man, I even want some men to think of me as a morally modest woman. I want men to believe that I'm good enough to take home to meet their mothers and even to propose to me and marry me.
# # #
An erroneous supposition, most men think that whores are just about sex. Most men think that whores suck and fuck constantly and continually. Yet, surprisingly, believe it or not, much like any other housewife, most whores seldom have sex. Most whores, like me, are sexually frustrated and horny. Most whores, after masturbating themselves with their vibrators and/or with their dildos, when not having sex with their man, are satisfied when just sexually teasing unsuspecting men.
Prostitutes are women who are just about sex, paid sex...and money. Prostitutes only stroke, suck, and fuck when paid to have sex. A whole another type of whore, unless a prostitute is a high class, call girl, most prostitutes are alcoholics, addicted to drugs, and/or are dirty with contagious, sexual diseases.
Much like my mother, Natalie, Nasty Natalie, most prostitutes are despicable human beings. An elevated version, educated and sophisticated, usually ex-models and/or porn stars, call girls are prostitutes but with class and their higher fees reflect that. Their fees for sex are much higher than the average, street gutter hooker. Yet, generally, call girls are not only better looking and have better bodies, but also, they are clean from having infectious, sexual diseases.
Rather than having endless sex with multiple partners, believe it or not, most whores would rather be in a long-term, romantic relationship. It's true. Most whores would rather be sexually wanted, romantically desired, and lovingly lusted over by their faithfully committed man. With them given the protection and the legitimacy by their husbands, most whores would rather be married, own a nice house, a new car, designer clothes, and live in a respected, bedroom community.
Not telling anyone, nor wanting anyone to know, most whores keep what they do for a profession to themselves. Most whores keep what they do behind closed, bedroom doors a secret. Most whores pretend that they are morally modest, church going, housewives. Yet, scratch the service and they'll readily show you their naked breasts.
"Do you wanna see my tits," I've asked admiring men more than once?
# # #
Instead of having constant and continual sex with them, not having had sex with them at all, most whores are happy to go home with men in their erotic dreams and in their sexual fantasies while they secretly masturbate over them. Clearly, every time we're horny and in the mood for sex, we can't just strip naked and stroke, suck, and fuck someone. Sometimes, we must sexually control ourselves. Sometimes, we must limit our sexual impulses to stroke, suck, and fuck someone for money. Sometimes, we must be good.
For example, if we're at work and in the office, whenever we're in the mood and/or horny, we'll intentionally show some leg, we'll deliberately show a bit of cleavage, or even a flash of our panties. Think about it while remembering the last time that a sexy woman flashed you. Think about it while remembering the last time that a sexy woman touched you and suggestively spoke to you. A gentle touch to your hand, your leg, your arm, your shoulder, or your back, speaks volumes when it comes to the possibility and/or the anticipation of having sex with an attractive and available woman.
Unbeknownst to many women, men can literally feel women's breasts with nearly any part of their bodies. We don't need just our hands to feel their tits. We can feel their tits not only with our hands but also with our forearms, our chests, and even our backs. Consequently, if a woman rests her breasts, especially if she has big breasts, on your forearms or squishes them against your chest while hugging you, no doubt about it, she sexually wants you.
'Sex, sex, sex, especially with women, everything we do and everything we say is about sex.'
Whether we're in love or not, living life is all about sex. We're all sexual animals. We all want sex. We all want to be sucked and fucked. We all want to be licked and fingered. We all want to cum. Matter of fact, we all want multiple, sexual orgasms whether from our wives, our girlfriends, our mothers, our sisters, our mothers-in-law, our sisters-in-law, our aunts, our cousins, our friends, our acquaintances, our co-workers, our neighbors, or even from strangers.
'Sex, sex, sex, women dress for sex. Women want sex. Women expect sex. Believe it or not, all women are always looking for sex.'
# # #
My mother, Natalie, Nasty Natty, now in her late seventies, was and still is a whore. Once a whore, always a whore. Yet, even now, with her looking ten-years younger than her age, if you offered her money, she'd stroke your cock, suck your cock, and/or fuck your cock.
In her day, she worked as a stripper and a prostitute. With her sexually talented in stroking, sucking, and fucking, she had wealthy clients who whisked her off on their private jets or took her on cruises aboard their luxurious yachts to a private island somewhere in the Caribbean. During her busy season, she had sex every day. She had sex multiple times a day with multiple lovers. Threesomes, foursomes, group sex, and/or gangbangs was not out of the sexual realm for her.
With the holidays her busy season, from Thanksgiving to New Year's day, and with her earning most of her money during the Christmas holidays, sadly, I never had much of a Christmas growing up. Never a Christmas tree, Christmas decorations, and/or Christmas presents, I remained home alone watching television while my mother stroked, sucked, and fucked paying men while my criminal brothers did God knows only knows what with their mob friends. Yet, after the holidays my mother and my brothers would throw money at me, one-hundred-dollar-bills. They'd tell me to buy something nice for myself.
Between my four criminal brothers and my whore of a mother, easily, they generously gave me two or three thousand-dollars in brand new one-hundred-dollar bills every Christmas. To show them where their money went, with me having cash in hand, I went bargain shopping for new clothes. I bought myself a nice dress, a warm sweater, a new, wool coat, a sporty jacket, jeans, and a new pair of shoes. Yet, needing to get away from them all, instead of spending all their money on foolish things, I saved most of their money to get my own place one day.
# # #
Horrifyingly, many nights, my mother entertained strange men in our apartment and in her bedroom. I never knew who she'd invite home from the strip club. Never feeling safe sleeping in my bedroom, every night before going to bed, not knowing who my drunken mother would invite home, I dragged my heavy, full-sized bureau across my bedroom floor and across my bedroom door. I'd hear them talking. I'd hear them laughing. I'd hear them having sex.
Hiding under the covers, I'd hear men trying to push open my bedroom door. Fortunately, my bureau was too heavy for them to move it sideways and for them to gain access to my bedroom and to me.
With some of these men as big as they were strong, to make sure that they couldn't push my bureau out of the way, after pushing the bureau in place, I loaded the bottom of my bureau drawer with my brother's heavy dumbbells. With my mother attracted to big, strong men, I even put a couple of heavy dumbbells in front of my bureau to make sure that my bureau stayed in place. Sleeping with one eye open, I was always so scared. Yet, somehow, I survived growing up with my criminal brothers and my whore of a mother.
Something that was even more disturbing than my mother being an ex-stripper, an ex-prostitute, and an all-around whore, she had drunken, incestuous sex with all four of her sons, my much older, big brothers. Not having had sex with them just once, she had sex with them many times. I'd hear them having drunken sex late at night. With my mother a whore, an incestuous whore, and with my brothers willingly to have sex with their mother, she routinely stroked, sucked, and fucked all four of her sons.
Unable to control herself, my mother was sexually attracted to tall, big, and muscular men. She had five children by four, massive men. My eldest brother, Freddie is 6'3" tall and weighs 230 pounds. Then, there's the identical twins, Vito, and Guido, who are 6'6" tall and who weigh 260 pounds. Finally, is Big Louie. He's 6'9" tall and weighs over 400 pounds. Never winning but with Big Louie coming close, every year, all four of my brothers used to participate in the strongman competitions.
After working for Ford Motor Company in Dearborn, Michigan, building Mustangs, my brothers moved to Boston with my mother and became collectors and enforcers for the mob in their day. Leg breakers and arm breakers, they'd do whatever was necessary to keep their mob bosses happy. With me a surprised pregnancy, I suspect that one of my brothers, not knowing which one, is my father. How fucked up is that?
Fortunately, for me, my mother didn't believe in abortions. Against her religion, beneath all her whoring, she was still a God fearing Catholic. When I think of all that she illegally did, whenever she deemed it necessary to confess her sins in confession, her penance for her sins must have been her having to say one-thousand Hail Mary's.
"Hail Mary, full of grace,
the lord is with thee.
Blessed art thou amongst women
and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus.
Holy Mary, mother of God,
pray for us sinners,
Now and at the hour of our death,
Amen."
Surprisingly, and hard to believe that it's true but she earned more money stripping herself naked when she was pregnant. Go figure. Men paid her a premium price to watch her undress her pregnant, naked body. They enjoyed watching her dance around a pole to music with her breasts swollen with milk.
# # #
Something surprising to most men, the only sexual thing that I enjoy more than flashing myself, believe me or not, is sucking cock. Having learned a few things from my mother, I truly love sucking cock. Many women, especially older women, don't enjoy giving blowjobs but I love controlling a man not only with my hands and my pussy but also with my mouth. There's something so sexually fulfilling about having an erect prick in my mouth while stroking it and sucking it.
Sometimes, when on a date with a man that I don't particularly like very much, instead of giving him an intimate, French kiss goodnight, I'd rather give him a blowjob. I'd rather suck his cock than to French kiss him. I'd rather pull down his zipper, pull out his prick, put my head in his lap, and stroke his cock while sucking his cock. I'd rather that he'd cum in my mouth than to stick his tongue in my mouth.
To me a French kiss is more intimate than a blowjob. Sucking a cock, unless sucking the cock of man that I'm sexually attracted to or love, means nothing to me. Besides, unlike fucking a man's prick, blowjobs aren't really like having sex. Moreover, blowjobs are what men want, especially those men on a first date when hoping to get laid. Instead of fucking them, I willingly would rather suck them.
"Would you like me to blow you? Would you like me to suck your cock? You may cum in my mouth, if you'd like," is what I normally ask a man before unzipping him and removing his prick from his pants.
I love it when a man puts a gentle hand behind my blonde, pretty head and humps my mouth and fucks my face. I love it when he holds back some cum to ejaculate a second load of cum all over my pretty face and across my big, D cup, naked breast. I love it when a man gives me a cum bath. I love dripping with his cum as evidence of a blowjob well done and proving that I did my job as a talented cocksucker.
Double daring myself to do so and to show them the whore that I am, I've surprised my friends by leaving my bedroom with cum all over my face and with cum dripping from my nose, my mouth, and my chin. Again, a compliment for a blowjob well done, I love it when a man cums in my mouth while I stare up at him and he stares down at me. There's nothing like tasting a man and swallowing him. There's nothing like being covered with his cum.
"Tell me you love me and, then, cum in my mouth," I said removing my boyfriend's erect prick from my mouth to speak. "It's okay. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to swallow your cum," I said encouraging him to cum in my mouth instead of ejaculating all over my naked breasts. "Then, I want you to cum all over my face and across my naked breasts. I want you to give me a cum bath."
# # #
For as long as I can remember, I've always flashed myself. I've always exposed myself to unsuspecting men, especially to those that I have a sexual interest in and to men that I like. While making my flashes appear accidental and/or unintentional instead of deliberate, easy flashes to do especially when wearing a short skirt and a low-cut top, I get off on flashing my panties and my bra. I get off on flashing my topless and/or my naked body, too. Suffice to write, just by flashing them, I always get the man that I want to take home to bed.
I discovered that the best panties to flash are my bright, white, sheer, bikini panties. The worst panties to flash are my full-sized, black panties. Men much prefer seeing a flash of bright, white, sheer, bikini panties than they do when seeing a flash of full-sized, black panties. Along with seeing my panties, men want to see my pussy mound, my camel toe, and my pussy slit. Giving them more to masturbate over, I love showing them my panty clad pussy.
As soon as I turned 18-years-old, while still a virgin, and before I even had sex, dedicated to exhibitionism, I've been exposing myself. Following in the footsteps of my mother, with me a whore like her, I love showing men what they shouldn't see of me. I love showing men what they want and hope to see of me. I love showing men what they imagine seeing of me while they masturbate themselves. No matter the occasion, making men happy, I always find a way to show off my sexy and shapely, underwear clad and/or naked body to unsuspecting men.
Yet, it's not easy deliberately flashing men my panties, my bra, my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and/or my naked ass while making my flashes appear unintentional and/or accidental. I've deliberately flashed every man that I know and many men that I don't know, some part of my underwear clad or naked body. I love seeing their surprised reactions to seeing something that they shouldn't see of me and never thought that they would ever see of me.
With me always wearing short skirts instead of slacks or shorts, just needing to bend at the waist, it's easy for me to deliberately flash men my panties while making my upskirt panty flash seem accidental. Windy days are my favorite days to flash my panties. I wear short, flared skirts that suddenly blow up to my chest and/or all the way up my back to expose my panties. I love flashing unsuspecting men my panties.
Standing on and/or walking across a subway transit screen while the subway rushes by beneath me is another good way to expose my panties. Delaying my response, as if I'm Marilyn Monroe in a remake of the movie, The Seven Year Itch, I pretend that I'm unable to catch my skirt in time. Drawing even more attention to myself, I scream while trying to fluff down my windblown skirt.
The funhouse at the amusement park is another favorite place for me to flash my panties. Instead of quickly wrestling my skirt down to preserve my modesty, I allow my skirt to blow all the way up to my face. Another favorite place is whenever and wherever they had the Octoberfest Festival Devil's Wheel. While showing everyone my panties, I ride that wheel with my skirt up to my crotch and my legs spread wide open.
# # #
Yet, I always wear panties. There's nothing sexy about flashing my naked pussy and/or my naked ass. By leaving something to the imagination, wearing sexy panties, especially white, sheer panties are by far sexier.
As far as I'm concerned, flashing my panty clad pussy and my panty clad ass is by far sexier than showing my naked pussy and/or my naked ass. Besides, I hate sitting on a cold bench or an uncomfortable chair without wearing panties. Walking around without wearing panties is a good way to catch urinary tract infections and/or other diseases.
Wearing a low-cut top with or without a bra is another one of my favorite flashes to do, too. I love flashing my long, line, sexy of cleavage along with my low-cut, sexy bras. I love flashing my naked breasts. I love flashing my erect nipples. I love flashing my big, naked tits.
"Oops, please don't look at my naked breasts. I'm so embarrassed," I say while feigning my embarrassment and shame after flashing men my naked breasts.
Men are so easy to sexually tease. Men are so easy to sexually flash. Yet, it takes a creative mind to come up with deliberate flashes that don't appear deliberate. Even though I'm a whore, I don't want men thinking me a whore. I prefer men thinking that I'm a lady and garnish me with compliments and the affectionate attention that go along with being a modestly, moral woman. I prefer men treating me like a lady than they I would being treated like a whore.
Rather, than men thinking that I had deliberately flashed them, I prefer men to think that they're lucky. I want men to think that they're at the right place and at the right time to see something of me that they shouldn't see. I want men to be as surprised as I imagined they'd be sexually excited when seeing some part of my sexy, underwear clad or naked body.



# # #
Exposing myself as far back as I can remember, I've been exposing myself all my life. I exposed myself when I was 18-years-old, at my senior prom. After the prom, we hung out at the beach. Then, when we decided to go skinny dipping. While I pretended that I didn't know that they all could see me, I not only allowed my prom date to see me naked but also, I allowed all his horny friends to see me naked, too.
I exposed myself all throughout college. Attending dorm parties, frat parties, and spring break parties, it was easy for me to expose myself to my drunken schoolmates and hundreds of other strangers along the way. Hanging around topless and/or naked in my dorm room, and answering my door in that undressed way, I lost count how many men saw me topless and/or naked.
I exposed myself even when I had steady boyfriends, too. Careful not to go too far, I didn't want my boyfriends to rape me, fuck me, and get me pregnant. Instead of going all the way, I allowed them to make out with me while feeling me through my clothes.
I allowed them to undress me and to expose my naked breasts to them. I allowed them to move their horny hands up my short skirts and masturbate me through my panties. Instead of fucking them and cumming in my pussy, I masturbated them and/or blew them and allowed them to cum in my mouth.
Marriage didn't stop me from exposing myself. As much as I exposed myself when we were dating, I exposed myself when I we were married, too. Whenever we had a barbeque, which was almost every weekend during the summer, I wore short skirts that exposed my bright, white panties every time I bent at the waist and/or I crossed and uncrossed my legs.
I wore low-cut tops without wearing a bra that exposed my long line of sexy cleavage and even naked breasts and erect nipples whenever I leaned forward. As shocked as they were sexually excited, I loved the way that men stared at me while trying not to catch them looking. Subtle but deliberately done, those were some of my best flashes.
# # #
Sexually exciting for my husband as much as it was for me, I loved wearing tube tops that he took sexual pleasure in pulling down in front of his friends. Acting embarrassed, I turned away from his friends while covering my naked breasts with my hands. Later after we were married for a few years, no longer ashamed, embarrassed, or self-conscious, I'd serve his friends drinks while topless at his weekly, poker parties. I'd even allow them to touch my naked breasts, feel my naked breasts, and fondle my naked breasts. I even suck my erect nipples while my husband watched and masturbated himself.
Then, late at night, after most of his friends had left, I have sex with one of his friends while my husband watched. I'd make out with him. Then, I'd stroke his cock while sucking his cock and before fucking his cock. Returning the favor, I allowed my husband to have sex with one of my friends while I watched. While he made out with her, I'd watch him finger and lick her pussy before fucking her pussy.
I've exposed myself to my brother-in-law dozens of times. Whenever I knew that my brother-in-law was coming over, he practically lived at our house, I'd deliberately flash him. When I wasn't wearing a short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgown, I leaned over him to flash him my naked breasts or squatted in front of him to flash him my naked pussy. Pretending that I had just taken a shower, I wore nothing but a towel that somehow always slowly fell to my feet.
"Oops, please close your eyes and don't look at me naked," I'd say while calling his immediate attention to seeing me without my clothes. "I'm so embarrassed," I'd say while feigning my embarrassment and my shame that my husband's brother saw me naked, yet, again.
I've exposed myself to my father-in-law a few times, too. Once, I flashed him my bikini panties when he was repairing an overhead light at our house. With him holding the ladder for me, I deliberately managed to catch my short skirt on an exposed nail. Then, when I climbed down the ladder, the hem of my skirt raised all the way up to my waist. My exposed, sheer, bikini panties were at his eye level. He saw my pussy mound, my camel toe, my pussy slit, and my ass crack through my panties.
The whore that I am and will always be, I even exposed myself at my wedding. I wore a low-cut wedding dress. When I raised my arms to dance and/or to throw the boutique of flowers, my naked breasts and erect nipples were totally exposed for everyone to see. While pretending that I was unaware that my big breasts and erect nipples were exposed, I continually exposed my naked breasts and nipples all throughout the wedding reception.
Being the exhibitionist whore that I am, I made sure that every man on my side of the family and every man on my husband's side of the family saw my naked tits and erect nipples. Everyone there with a camera took photos of my naked breasts. If it wasn't exciting enough to eat, dance, drink, and enjoy myself at my wedding reception, it was even more fun flashing my naked breasts and erect nipples, too.
I even allowed the wedding photographer to take some candid, sexy, topless, and naked photos of me as a wedding gift to my husband. Yet, somehow, over the years, those photos were passed around not only to his friends but also to our relatives, too. Nearly every man that I know and many men that I don't know have seen the candid photos of me topless and/or naked.
# # #
I've exposed myself when shopping at the mall. I've exposed my panties going up the escalator at the mall. While wearing a short skirt and, with me aware that a couple of men were standing behind me, I'd lean at the waist while pretending that I was fixing my shoe. Giving them a good, long, look, I knew that they could see my bright, white, bikini panties, my panty clad ass, and my panty clad pussy, too.
In preparation of shopping at a jewelry store, while hoping for a discount which I always got, I wore a low-cut top without a bra. I was ready to give the jewelry salesman a show of my long line of sexy cleavage, my naked breasts, and my erect nipples. When leaning over the counter to look more closely at a piece of jewelry, I knew that the salesman could see my naked breasts and erect nipples down my low-cut blouse. It sexually aroused me that a strange man was staring down my low-cut blouse at my naked breasts.
I've exposed my panties many times at the shoe store. While asking to try on knee-high boots that were a size too small, when struggling to fit my foot in the boot, I raised my foot higher and spread my legs wider than necessary. Giving the shoe salesman a view between my legs, my panties were continually exposed to the shoe salesman. Inevitably, he'd disappear in back while getting a boot in my correct size. With him gone for a while, no doubt, he was masturbating himself over him seeing my panties, my pussy mound, my camel toe, and my pussy slit.
When entering a dressing room, I have a way a uniquely, special way of closing the sliding curtain without closing the curtain all the way. When I enter the dressing room, I push the dressing room curtain fast and hard. Whenever I do that, it bunches up at the end. It leaves an opening at the end of the curtain for anyone passing by or standing in front of the dressing room while waiting for their wives or their girlfriends to watch me undressing and dressing.
Another one of my favorite flashes to do, I've exposed myself in my bra and panties, topless, and/or naked in the dressing room dozens of times. Only, dressing rooms with curtains are much harder to find. Most dressing rooms have doors. Yet, by opening the door and walking out into the store half undressed to show my friends, I still manage to flash myself to unsuspecting men.
In stores that don't have dressing rooms, I try on sweaters that are a size too small over my blouse and my bra. Then, when removing the too tight sweater, I deliberately lift my blouse and my bra with the sweater. I turn to face whoever is watching while topless. Acting as if I was unaware that they could see my naked breasts, I deliberately expose my naked breasts to whichever man is there watching me removing my sweater.
"I love being an exhibitionist whore. I bet you wish that you could see me topless and/or naked. I wish that you could see me topless and/or naked, too."
THE END
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Home Healthcare Worker is my Angel
Helping him by bathing him, dressing him, and walking with him with his standalone, upright walker while holding onto his gait belt, Robert, an elderly man loves his black, home healthcare worker, Raven.
# # #
Author's Note:
This true story is about Robert, an elderly man, and his young, black, attractive, home healthcare worker, Raven.
# # #
Before prescription drugs, drugs, and more drugs, before HMO's, preventative medicine, and home healthcare workers, a time when doctors made house calls, my father lived to 90 and his mother lived to 97. Before cancer cures and diabetes remedies, both my grandfathers lived to 86-years-old. Before over the counter pills with supposedly 12-hour, timed relief that doesn't work for more than a few hours, with us all at the mercy of the pharmaceutical companies, we're all doomed.
The fact of the matter is that 'Big Pharma' will never find a cure for cancer, for diabetes, for arthritis, and for any other money-making illness. There's too much money in the endless treatments and medications to find cures for these major illnesses. If they had wanted to find the cures with all the supposed research they've been lying about doing, they would have found the cures by now. The only people who receive the good medical care that we all should have are our elected officials. With doctors even making house calls, our politicians receive the best medical care in the world.
I figure that I have longevity on my side but the older that I get, the less that I can do. After losing much of my muscle mass, and most of my testosterone, it's a real struggle just to take out the trash each week. My mail box is only 100 feet from my front door but sometimes, it feels as if it's a walk of death. While praying that I don't fall, that's a weekly walk that I dread.
Usually, needing something to hold on to, I walk to the mailbox and back with my rollator. Yet, sometimes when I don't have my balance or suddenly become dizzy, even when walking with a rollator, walking without someone holding my gait belt is a recipe for disaster. When my legs are bad and if I'm weak, I'll struggle to get my wheelchair out the front door and use that to wheel myself to the mailbox.
Unfortunately, part of life, the older I get and the weaker that I become. Difficult for me to admit it, but it's apparent to me that I need help. After having fallen too many times to count, I'm lucky that I haven't broken a bone. Never thinking that I needed to hire a home healthcare worker, unfortunately, admitting that I couldn't do many things that I used to do on my own, hired help was a necessity. I needed hire someone to help me make my life easier.
Medicaid will pay for someone to come to my house every day but the ream of paperwork to fill out to apply was daunting to do. The wait to be approved was excruciatingly long. I hired someone to help me do the paperwork. Yet, even after finally filling out all their required forms and being approved by Medicaid, for the agency to find someone for me to hire took more weeks of waiting for someone to call me with a qualified home caregiver.
# # #
Before a healthcare worker was approved, with a prescription from my doctor, I was approved to receive the services of a physical therapist, an occupational therapist, and a nurse to come to my home for an hour each week. The nurse did nothing more than check my vital signs and, with me a diabetic, my blood sugars. My only stipulation was that all three healthcare professionals had to be female. With me having a long history of sexual abuse, I didn't want a man inappropriately sexually touching me.
Something that I assumed that they didn't do, I couldn't believe it when my physical therapist, Linda, volunteered that she'd be happy to give me a massage after I asked her. Instead of stripping myself naked and covering myself with a towel, feeling awkwardly embarrassed, I allowed her to massage me through my clothes. My first time having a massage, and with my muscles so tense, now I look forward to her massaging me again, perhaps, this time without wearing any clothes but for a towel, a small towel, a face cloth.
Then, my occupational therapist, Kathy, informed me that some of the things that she does are to bathe and dress her patients.
'What? Seriously? She bathes and dresses her patients? Wow!'
Then, she said what I hoped she would say. I couldn't believe she said what she said. She said that she'd be happy to give me a bath. With me already having a shower bench that I bought for my wife before she died but that she never used, I readily agreed for my occupational therapist to wash me.
'I can't believe she volunteered to wash my naked body. I can't wait for Kathy to see me naked. I can't wait for her to touch my naked body while washing me,' I thought.
A young, beautiful, woman with natural blonde hair, big blue eyes, and big breasts, and with me old enough to be her grandfather, I couldn't believe that I was going to strip myself naked in front of a twenty-something-year-old. Indeed, daring myself to do so, as if I was a male stripper on stage, I slowly stripped naked in front of her. Seeing me naked meant nothing to her but a lot to me.
Embarrassing myself, immediately, unable to control myself from having one, I had a huge erection. I apologized for being sexually excited but, with her having seen it all before, she laughed while waving a hand of no concern. It took a long time for my erect cock to lose the erection.
Wishing that I could but not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I wished I could wrap her fingers around her erect prick. I wished that I could put a gentle hand to her shoulder as my subtle sign for her to move to her knees. I wished that I could stick my engorged cock in her beautiful mouth. I wished she'd blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth.
"With a young woman seeing you naked in your bathroom, I'd be surprised if you didn't have an erection," said Kathy with a laugh while looking down at my erection and seemingly admiring it.
Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, with her wearing blue gloves, again, fueling my sexual desire for her, I hoped she'd reach out and touch my erect cock with her blue gloves. I hoped she'd wrap her blue, gloved fingers around my erect prick and stroke me. I'd love for Kathy to masturbate me.
I hoped she'd move to her knees and take me in her mouth and blow me. I'd love to cum in her beautiful mouth. Saving some cum, I'd love to cum all over her face and across her naked breasts. I'd love to give her a cum bath.
I only wished that she'd strip naked with me. I'd love to see her young, beautiful, naked body. I'd love to see her big naked breasts, her pink areolas, and her erect nipples. I'd love to see her blonde, trimmed pussy and her shapely, naked ass. In the way that she was ready to give me a bath, I'd love to give her a bath, too.
Off balance while climbing over the bathtub to sit on the bench, when Kathy grabbed me around my sides to keep me from falling, I turned to face her and unintentionally grabbed two, handfuls of her big breasts.
"Sorry," I said. "With me feeling as if I was going to fall, my involuntary reaction was to reach out and grab something. The only thing in reach was your breasts," I said with a nervous, little, embarrassed laugh. "I'm sorry," I said again. "I meant no disrespect."
She laughed.
"That's okay. You're not the first dirty, old man who groped my big breasts," she said with a laugh.
# # #
I had to wait for someone to contact me about a home healthcare giver coming to my home. Yet, unbelievably, before I could even meet and greet someone there was more paperwork to do. The agency representative had to come out to my home, to meet and greet me first, interview me, and to see the surroundings of my house to make sure that my home was safe. Then, I had to sign his paperwork.
Finally, I received a call from a different, home healthcare agency. They had someone in mind and wanted me to make a time to meet and greet her. As I had told all the other agency, I told this agency that I had to have a woman and not a man as a home healthcare giver. I dreaded being washed, dressed, and touched by a man. Yet, true to my horny manhood, I looked forward to being washed, dressed, and touched by a woman.
My wife, Audrey, died several years ago and I missed the companionship of a woman. Not having much to look forward to, other than watching TV, I looked forward to having a woman who'd wash me, dress me, do some light housekeeping, and cook for me. Someone to talk to, laugh with, play a game with, and/or watch TV or a movie, all that was important to me, too.
The first woman that I met was from India. Hard to pronounce, her name was Bhakti, a name that didn't immediately roll off my tongue. She spoke little English and understood even less. Then, when the man from the agency explained to her in her native language that she'd have to see me naked when washing me, overwhelmed with embarrassment and shame, she had a look of horror on her face.
She vehemently shook her head no before getting up from the couch and leaving. Obviously, she wasn't a match. Apparently, she was unaware that part of her duties as a home healthcare worker was washing me.
'Next,' I thought!
It was a week before another agency called me to set up a day and time for a meet and greet another female caregiver. Now, I'm a big man. I'm 6' tall and weigh 210 pounds. I'm no lightweight, especially when compared to the home healthcare worker that they asked me to meet and greet was only 5' tall and 110 pounds. A tiny little thing, seemingly, she was half my size.
Even though I wear a gait belt around the house, I couldn't imagine how she could stop me from falling. Yet, with nothing to do with home healthcare, I was tempted to hire her because she was young and pretty with natural blonde hair, big blue eyes, and big tits. Indeed, if I was looking to date her, first on my short list, she'd be my dream woman.
Then, erasing all doubts of hiring her, when she told me more about herself, I knew that she wasn't the home healthcare worker for me. She had been living in a shelter for abused women. Even though she had a restraining order against her husband, he had been trying to find her. With everyone packing handguns these days, there was no way that I wanted to get in the middle of that marital, legal fiasco. I imagined him pounding on my front door in the middle of the night.
'Christine! Christine! I know you're in there. Open the door. Let me in,' I imagined him yelling. "I promise not to hit you again."
Even though she wasn't living with me, perhaps, he'd suspect that she was. The hours that I needed a woman was from 7 am until 3 pm five days a week. Someone to wash and dress me, get me out of bed, do light housekeeping, vacuuming, and dusting, and making me breakfast, lunch, and dinner. I'd love to have a companion to talk to, laugh with, play a game, watch TV, and watch a movie.
'Next,' I thought!
# # #
The next caregiver from another different agency sent me for a meet and greet was a woman from West Africa. She was as dark as she was strikingly beautiful. With her having a CNA, a certified, nurse's assistant, I was hopeful. Soft spoken and kind, she seemed to be a good candidate to hire. I liked her very much. Unfortunately, my hopes were quickly dashed when she told me that she just had a liver transplant.
'What? Huh? A liver transplant? She couldn't be more than 30-years-old,' I thought. 'Why would she need a liver transplant?'
In the age of medical privacy laws and HIPAA, Health Insurance Portability and Actability Act, I didn't dare ask her why she needed a liver transplant. Yet, with me thinking the worst of possibilities and with AIDs still rampant in Africa, I figured she needed a liver transplant to recover from AIDs. If not, then possibly, she had Hepatitis C, was the reason why she needed a liver transplant. Especially with me in a weakened condition, those were two, deadly diseases that I didn't want in my house. Sorry but she was a no from me.
'Next,' I thought!
The next week, another agency had a possible candidate for me to meet and greet. Her name was Tiffany and, if her name wasn't enough to fuel my horny imagination, in the way that she sexually dressed, she looked like a stripper. My imagination went wild imagining a stripper washing my naked body and dressing me.
'How hot would that be to have a stripper as a home healthcare worker,' I thought? 'Wow!'
# # #
She wore a very short skirt. Unless she crossed her legs or put her hand in front of her skirt opening, no matter how she sat or how she was sitting, she continually flashed me her bright, white panties. Immediately sexually excited, I loved seeing her bright, white panties. Being without female companionship for a few years, I'm not embarrassed or ashamed to write that I enjoyed the view of seeing her panty clad pussy. Trying not to catch me looking, I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit through her sheer, white panties.
'She's making me horny,' I thought.
She made me wish that I could cup her pussy in the palm of my horny hand through her panties. She made me wish that I could finger her pussy through her panties. She made me wish that I could remove her panties and eat her pussy. She made me wish that I could masturbate her while licking her. She made me wish that she'd blow me and allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth while I fondled her big, naked breasts and finger her erect nipples after I made love to her before fucking her again and again.
Completing and complimenting her outfit of wearing a short skirt that continually flashed me her panties, she wore a low-cut top that flashed me her long, sexy line of cleavage. Her top was so low-cut that when she leaned forward to flick ashes in the paper cup that I provided her as an ashtray for her cigarette, I could see her the tops of her dark, pink areolas. If I dared to stand over her while staring down at her, which I did when I gave her paper cup to flick her cigarette asses, I'd had a view of her big, erect nipples down her low-cut bra, too.
Thinking with my cock instead of my brain, I was tempted to hire her until she lit up a cigarette without even asking if she could smoke. I've never smoked and my wife didn't smoke either. I didn't want someone smoking in my house. With a cigarette dangling from her mouth, I imagined her dropping hot cigarette ashes on me. I imagined her accidentally burning me with a cigarette while changing my diaper. Sorry but no thank you.
'Next,' I thought!
# # #
Finally, another new agency had a candidate for me to meet and greet. A tall, beautiful, young, black woman, named Raven. She had the biggest breasts that I've ever seen. At the very least, instead of being a C cup as many women are, she was a D cup if not bigger. A breast man, even though she had a big and shapely ass, I love tits, big tits, and the bigger the better. Trying not to catch me looking, I couldn't stop staring at her big, blouse and bra clad tits while imagining what she looked like topless.
With sexual thoughts running rampant through my horny mind, she made me want to wire my bedroom with secret cameras and invite her to change her clothes whenever she wanted. I imagined videoing her undressing with the feed going to my computer. I'd love to watch this beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman undressing.
I imagined her changing into her home, healthcare uniform. I imagined her slowly unbuttoning and removing her blouse. I imagined her unhooking her bra, removing her bra straps, and removing her big bra to reveal her huge, naked breasts. I imagined her unbuttoning, unzipping, and stepping out of her jeans and then, her panties. I imagined her stripping herself naked. While masturbating myself over the thoughts of seeing her naked breasts, I imagined seeing Raven without her clothes.
Only, there was no reason for her to strip herself naked to change into her uniform. I'd be lucky to record her in her bra and panties. Still, she was one woman that I'd love to see in her bikini panties and her low-cut bra. While imagining what her breasts looked like in her bra, I loved her big, bra clad tits. I couldn't take my eyes off her huge breasts.
# # #
Of course, not even having to think about it, I hired Raven. She was a Godsend. She was my beautiful, big, breasted, black angel.
She had no problem with seeing me naked when washing me. I washed my private parts while she washed the rest of me. She even wiped my ass with hospital, wet wipes.
Fortunately for me, her tits were so huge that every time she moved to lean over me to dress me, she'd rest her big breasts on my back, on my shoulder, on my arm, and/or on my leg. Seemingly, she was unaware that men have breast feelers everywhere on their horny bodies. Then, when she helped me to stand to get in my wheelchair is when I got the best feels of her big breasts.
For me to maintain my balance without falling, I instructed her to put an arm around my back and her other arm around my shoulders. This way, not only was she helping me to stand but also, her breasts were unobstructed and unprotected by her arms, forearms, and hands. They were in reach and free for me to get a good accidental and unintentional but deliberate feel of her huge, bra clad breasts.
As soon as she took hold of me, I moved my hands to each side of her ribs with the bottom of my palms in contact with the sides of her huge, bra clad breasts. She moved with me and walked me backwards to get in my wheelchair. As soon as I slowly lowered myself down in my chair, is when I quickly but subtly moved my hands to the front of her to grab two, handfuls of her big, bra clad tits.
"Oops, sorry," I said. "I suddenly had the sensation of falling. The last thing that I want to do is to fall," I said. "I've fallen enough. I apologize for grabbing your breasts. It was an involuntary reaction," I said while lying. "I'm so embarrassed. I meant no disrespect. Please forgive me."
She laughed and shrugged her shoulders.
"That's okay. It was an accident," she said with another shrug. "I know that you didn't mean anything sexually inappropriate. If I recorded every man who ever groped my big tits, I could write a book," she said with a sexy laugh.
# # #
Again, not reprimanding me and/or slapping my hands away from her gigantic breasts, every day, while ever so slowly and ever so carefully lowering myself to sit in my wheelchair, I felt her gigantic breasts for a few seconds longer. Every day, while inappropriately, sexually groping her, she allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her huge breasts for a few seconds more. Every day, after she left for the day, I masturbated over imagining seeing her big, naked tits, touching her big, naked tits, feeling her big, naked tits, fondling her big, naked tits, and sucking her big, erect nipples.
I only wished that I could see touch her gigantic, naked tits. I only wished that I could feel her huge, naked breasts. I only wished that I could fondle her big, naked tits while pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples. After cumming in her mouth, I only wished that I could cum all over her naked tits while giving her a cum bath.
Then, I finally asked her the question that was on my mind from the first time that I met her. I wanted to know what cup size bra she took. Having felt double D cup breasts before, her bra clad tits felt much bigger and much firmer than a double D cup. Pretending that I didn't realize that she had huge breasts, I feigned my ignorance and acted surprised by the immense size of her huge tits.
"Jesus, Raven, I just realized that you have huge breasts. I apologize for accidentally touching them but when I'm trying to sit in my wheelchair while trying not to fall, I always involuntarily reach out for something to hold on to and to grab. Unfortunately, your huge breasts are always within my reach," I said with a little, feigned, embarrassed laugh.



She laughed, too.
"It's okay," she said again. "It wasn't your fault. I realize that you touched me by accident. Besides," she said with a shrug. "I'm used to men touching my breasts, feeling my breasts, and groping my breasts."
# # #
Then, when a flash of sexual arousal took hold of her face, she looked at me and gave me a sexy smile. Unless I was mistaken, glad that I could accommodate her, she seemed to enjoy me groping her big breasts through her clothes. She seemed to sexually enjoy me feeling her blouse and bra clad breasts as much as I sexually enjoyed feeling her blouse and bra clad breasts.
"I don't mind the occasional feel," she said with another unembarrassed and unashamed shrug. "To tell you the truth," she said with a pause. "I'm a little embarrassed to confess this to you but," she said pausing again.
She looked down at her big breasts before looking up at me.
"I love having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered," she said with a dirty, little laugh. "With my breasts so sexually sensitive, this may surprise you but I can have a sexual orgasm just by having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered and sucked."
'What? Raven loves having her massive breasts felt and her nipples fingered? She can have a sexual orgasm just by having her breasts felt and her nipples fingered and suck? Wow,' I thought.
As if she had given me an invitation and her permission to feel her giant breasts and finger her erect nipples, that was my chance to have my wicked, sexual way with her huge breasts.
'I'd love to see her naked tits. I'd love to feel her huge breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples,' I thought. 'I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm just by having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts. I'd love to watch and hear her cum.'
# # #
"If you don't mind me asking, what bra cup size do you take," I asked staring at her breasts before looking up at her?
She smiled as if glad that I asked. She looked down at her breasts and cupped them in each one in her hands. Then, as if offering them to me, she raised them through her blouse and her bra. Then, something that was sexually exciting for her to do, she slid slow hands across the front of her bra clad breasts while sexually staring at me. I watched her big nipples immediately react to her touch by erecting themselves.
"I'm a double D cup," she said with pride while flooring me with astonishment. "And as you can see through my blouse and bra, I have huge nipples," she said pulling her blouse tighter across her breasts with a sexually aroused laugh.
'What? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Raven has double D cup breasts? She has double D cup breasts,' I thought? 'I don't know anyone who has double D cup breasts.'
Christine Hendricks from Mad Men and Sofia Vergara from Modern Family and America Has Talent, both have huge breasts. Equal to a triple D cup, DDD, they have F cup breasts. Holy Hell! Wow! Indeed, Raven has huge breasts, too.'
# # #
Her breasts are massive. Now, transfixed on what I imagined her naked breasts looked like, I couldn't help myself from imagining what her naked breasts looked like. I wondered what her naked breasts felt like. Before I died and went to Heaven or Hell, for what I was thinking, I'd love to see her naked tits. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her huge, naked breasts. I'd love to suck her huge, erect nipples.
"May I touch them," I asked daring myself to do so while hoping that she wouldn't report me to her agency and stop working for me? "I'd love to touch your breasts through your clothes."
Yet, somehow, just as I knew that she'd never report me to her agency for inappropriate sexual talk, I knew that she'd never allow me to feel her huge tits through her clothes?
She laughed again. Surprising me, she took a step closer. Then, shocking me while sexually teasing me, she stuck out her chest.
"Sure, you may feel them," she said looking down at her breasts before looking up at me. "Go ahead. Be my guest and touch them," she said. "I don't mind you feeling my tits through my clothes. I want you to touch my tits."
'What? I couldn't believe that she gave me her permission to feel her big breasts through her clothes,' I thought.
Accepting her invitation, with her not having to ask me twice, immediately, I reached out my horny hands and felt her breasts. I felt her bra and blouse clad breasts as if I had never felt breasts before. They were so big that I couldn't wrap my big hands around them.
I stared at her huge fully clothe breasts while feeling her breasts through her clothes. By far, she had the biggest breasts that I had ever felt. Then, after feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra, I asked her the question that I knew she'd never say yes.
I looked up at her with pitiful eyes. I looked up at her as if I was a dying man asking her to give me water. Instead of saying, water, water, water, I imagined saying tits, tits, tits,' I thought.
"I'd love to see your naked tits. May I see them? May I see your naked breasts, Raven," I asked? "I'd die a happy man after seeing your naked breasts."
# # #
Not answering me, she disappointed me by not giving me her verbal permission to see her massive breasts. Instead, she floored me when she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. I stared at her while she slowly unbuttoned each button. After she unbuttoned each button, she looked down at herself as if to see what she could of her huge, bra clad breasts. Then, continuing to sexually tease me, she stared at me while she opened her blouse to show me her big, white, low-cut brassiere. With her giant, white bra a definite four hooker in the back, her bra was as massive as her breasts.
Then, with my eyes bugging out of my head and my jaw falling open, putting a manicure finger beneath the front of her bra, she slowly and sexily lifted up her bra. As if I had never seen naked breasts before, and I assuredly haven't seen her naked breasts before, I watched her huge breasts slowly fall in view. As soon as her breasts fell from her bra, her big nipples erected. Her naked breasts were so big and shapely. She had the biggest and shapeliest, naked breasts and the biggest, erect nipples that I had ever seen.
She had dark, brown nipples. With me accustomed to seeing pink nipples, she had the darkest nipples that I have ever seen. Unable to remove my eyes from her naked breasts, I continued staring at her naked breasts and erect nipples before asking my next, sexual question.
"May I touch them? May I touch your big, naked tits, Raven," I asked while looking up at her? Not waiting for her to respond, I fired my next sexual questions in quick order. "May I fondle your naked breasts? May I finger your big, erect nipples? May I suck your nipples," I asked?
Sexually teasing me, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Yes, of course, you may touch them. I want you to touch them," she said with a laugh. "Yes, you may feel my big, naked tits. I want you to feel my naked breasts," she said. "I'd love for you to fondle them while sucking my nipples, too," she said. "I love having my naked breasts felt and my nipples sucked."
# # #
Having found my perfect home, healthcare giver, I never expected that I'd ever be having sex with the woman was hired to care for me. Yet, surprising me, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Moreover, with my neighbors thinking that she was just my home, healthcare giver, they had no idea what went on behind my closed, bedroom doors.
"Let's play Indian and cowboy. Dress up in that Indian outfit, Raven, and I'll wear my cowboy hat, boots, and holsters. Giddy up. Yee haw!"
THE END
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Sex with my Mother, Francesca.
Mother, Francesca, and son, Raymond, have incestuous sex after dad died.
# # #
Author's Note:
This true story was written for Raymond about what happened between him and his mother immediately after his father's death and the day after his subsequent funeral. With neither one of them planning it, and with his mother grief stricken and lonely, mother and son unintentionally, yet, consensually had sex. She innocently invited him to sleep with her in her bed to comfort her. She needed to feel the warm body of a man for her to sleep.
While allowing her son to sleep with her in her bed to hold her, hug her, spoon her, touch her, and feel her, with one sexual thing leading to another sexual thing, Francesca had incestuous sex with her son. Unable to control himself from going too far with his MILF of a mother, Raymond had incestuous sex with her. When she invited her son to sleep with her in her bed, she never thought that he'd take sexual advantage of her especially on the day after she buried her husband.
When his mother invited him to sleep with her in her bed, something that he yearned to happen and masturbated over imagining, he never thought that he'd be having sex with her. Yet, as their raw, sexual emotions for one another surfaced and erupted, she made sweet and gentle love to her son and he fucked his mother fast and hard. With neither one a victim, they both consensually got what they wanted and needed from the surprised, sexual union. She felt better feeling the sexual love of a man and he felt sexually satisfied after finally having sex with his mother.
Missing her husband, and with her horny, sexually unsatisfied, and hungry for sex, indeed, Francesca took sexual advantage of her son, Raymond, by stroking him, sucking him, and making love to him. With him never sexually attracted to his mother before, suddenly, after pressing his body against her while holding her, hugging her, and spooning her, his prick grew big and hard. Suddenly, sexually lusting over his mother, Raymond felt her naked breasts through her nightgown and fingered her pussy beneath her nightgown while sleeping with her.
Seemingly, with both of them as lonely as they were horny, Francesca was as sexually attracted to Raymond as he was sexually attracted to her. Yet, not all perversely sexual, they both needed the sexual comfort of one another to get over the death of her husband, Raymond's father. At that moment of their loss, it was important for them to bond. Francesca needed to have incestuous sex with her son as much as Raymond needed to have incestuous sex with his mother. People have different ways of bonding and for them, it meant sex, incestuous sex.
# # #
A two-pack a day smoker, and a six pack of beer a day drinker, my father was a stubborn man. Even if it meant the death of him, which it eventually did, he never stopped drinking. He never stopped smoking. With his self-destructive behavior ruining his health, he did nothing to help himself by making healthy choices.
Not understanding why, he refused to have his COVID vaccination shots. A big eater, he was morbidly overweight. At high risk for COVID, he had Diabetes, too.
Checking off all of the deadly boxes, with him twenty-years older than my mother, at 63-years-old, by Social Security standards, he was considered elderly. With him attending professional, football games that put him in direct risk and in contact with thousands of people, he caught COVID. He succumbed to the dreaded disease a month later.
Yet, this story isn't about my father, Larry. This story is about my mother, Francesca. She took it hard when my father got sick and when he needed to be hospitalized. She did everything she could to help him stop smoking, cut down on his drinking, and eating less by making foods that were more nutritious. Yet, he wanted his fried foods and his big pieces of beef, especially his fried chicken and his barbeque.
Inconsolable, she took it even harder after he died. Here one day and gone the next, she couldn't believe that he was dead. Yet, with the poor physical condition that my father was in, an early death was inevitable. He was warned at every physical that he had. Ignoring doctor's orders, he did nothing to help himself. He did nothing to save himself and to live longer than he did.
His doctor told him to diet. His doctor told him to stop smoking. His doctor told him to stop drinking. His doctor told him to exercise. His doctor told him to get vaccinated. Yet, ignoring his doctor's advice, he ate, he smoked, he drank, he didn't exercise, and he didn't get vaccinated.
Lastly, but most importantly, he refused to have his COVID vaccination shots. With him at high risk for COVID, it made no sense why he refused to protect himself from contracting that deadly disease. Yet, what would anyone expect from a man who smoked, drank, didn't diet, and didn't exercise all against his doctor's advice?
# # #
A morally modest woman, even though she had consensual sex with me, it's important to know that my mother is not an incestuous whore. She's a wonderful woman. A good Catholic and a church going woman, she had never had incestuous sex with me until her husband, my father, died. She's never been sexually attracted to me until she was desperate for loving, sexual companionship. She has never made a sexual pass or made a sexually, inappropriate comment to me until she needed to feel the love of a man, a real man, one who could get and maintain an erection.
With us having a good relationship, we were always close. We were as close as mother and son could be without being sexually intimate and having sex. I loved my mother as a son would love his mother and she loved me as a mother would love her son. Just as my mother never thought that she'd ever be having an incestuous, sexual affair with me, the furthest thing from my mind, I never thought that I'd ever have an incestuous, sexual affair with my mother.
Even though I sexually fantasized over having incestuous sex with my mother, I never thought it would happen. Even though I masturbated over imagining her naked, I never thought that I'd ever see her without her clothes. Even though I masturbated while imagining her having sex with me, nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, I never realistically thought that my mother would ever have sex with me.
Before I slept in her bed and before we had sex, I had never seen my mother naked. I had never seen her topless. I had never seen my mother's naked breasts. Never seeing more than her bra strap, I had never even seen her in her bra and panties. Yet, whenever masturbating myself over my mother, I imagined her in her sexy bra and bikini panties. I imagined her topless. I imagined seeing, touching, and feeling her big tits while sucking her erect nipples. I imagined her naked before imagining having sex with her.
With her always wearing a robe over her nightgowns, I had never seen her nightgown clad breasts, her erect nipples, her symmetrical areolas, or her shapely, nightgown clad ass. My mother was embarrassed for me to see anything of her that I shouldn't see. Even wearing a coverup over her bathing suit, her bathing suit was a one-piece and never a revealing bikini.
Long before my father became sick, showing my loving respect for my mother, I hugged her every day. Nothing more than a peck on the lips, never parting her lips with my tongue and French kissing her, even though I imagined doing that, I showed my appreciation to have in her my life by giving her a loving kiss. I kissed her good morning and I kissed her good night.
Again, as I wrote before, I loved my MILF of a mother. I truly loved her. She was my best friend. We discussed everything and laughed over nothing.
My mother married my father when she was 18-years-old and he was 38-years-old. With them having a twenty-year difference in age, he was more like the father that she never had than the husband that she wanted and married. With my mother only 19-years older than me, I had more in common with her than I had with my father. Whenever we talked, we were always on the same page.
With my mother only forty-three-years-old and with me 24-years-old, we had many of the same interests. We liked the same movies. We read the same books. We knew the same facts about celebrities that my father didn't know. Whenever we joked, we got one another's humor. With our humor going over his head, we laughed at one another's jokes. We got one another in the way that he never got her and/or got me.
# # #
With me not into football and/or team sports, my father's main interest and his only interest other than drinking beer and eating barbeque was football. A season ticket holder, while wearing beloved number 12 jersey and Patriots hat, he attended every game to the New England Patriots. He loved Tom Brady until Tom Terrific deserted his team and signed with the Tampa Bay Buccaneers as their quarterback.
After Brady left, he cancelled his season ticket and never attended another football game. Seemingly with him only watching football because of Brady, he lost interest in watching football. The only football game that he watched after Brady left the Patriots was the Superbowl. He was proud of the fact that Tom Brady won the Super Bowl with a different team. He was proud of the fact that Brady continued playing even when he was in his early forties.
# # #
After my father died, we had so many people in our house paying their respects and bringing food. My father had a lot of friends, football friends, poker partners, and drinking buddies. Everyone loved my father. He was popular with the all you can eat crowd and would go out to eat with them every week. He played poker with his friends every Saturday night. Then, forsaking church for football, he attended Patriot games every Sunday during football season. A typical man, he was a man's man.
With my father's friends knowing better than to hit on my MILF of a mother, after he died, it didn't matter. Several of his friends were intent to sexually get with her. If they already haven't had sex with her, they wanted to have sex with her. Who could blame them? With her so much better looking than their short and fat wives, she was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely.
They wanted to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. They wanted to slowly strip her naked while French kissing her. They wanted to make love to her. They wanted to fuck her. They wanted her to blow them and cum in her mouth. They wanted to do everything that a friend should never do with another man's widow.
Only, my mother wasn't interested in another older man or in any man. She especially wasn't interested in any man who smoked, drank beer, ate barbeque, and held a season ticket to football games. This time she wanted someone her age or younger. This time she wanted a man who was more interested in her than in cigarettes, beer, food, and football.
She wanted a man who physically took care of himself. She wanted a man who didn't smoke, who drank socially, who walked, and who exercised. She wanted a man who could get and maintain and erection.
She not only wanted a man who had a full head of hair, she wanted a man who had all of his teeth. Done with one husband dying on her, she never wanted that to happen again. Besides, too soon after the funeral, unable to do anything else, all she wanted to do was stay home, sit on the couch, and watch television while having a glass of red wine.
Every night my father cuddled on the modular couch with his wife. With the couch across from the big screen TV, seeing the television straight on instead of at an angle in the way that I was forced to watch it, they had the best seats to watch television. After my father died, inheriting it, I took his seat. Now, finally, I could clearly see the TV.
Only, with him so heavy, making an ass sized indentation in the couch cushion, he flattened the seat where he sat. Totally unsupportive, his couch seat lacked any support at all. I moved his couch seat to the end of the couch and replaced it with a couch seat that had never been sat on. I was surprised when my mother didn't admonish me and tell me to sit where I had always sat. Instead, welcoming the warmth of my young, hard body and the comfort of my arm around her shoulder, she sat next to me. Then, in the way that she cuddled with my father, she cuddled with me.
'I can't believe I'm cuddling with my mother,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's cuddling with me.'
# # #
Sexually surprising me, my mother walked in the living room wearing her sexy, low-cut, short, and sheer nightgown without wearing a robe over it. Stunned, the first time seeing her without her robe, never have I seen as much of my mother's beautiful body as I was seeing now. Stunned at all that she was showing, all that I could do was to stare. Definitely, I'll be masturbating over all that I was seeing of my mother now, tonight.
I could clearly see the size and the shape of her big, naked breasts. I could see her symmetrical, brown areolas and I could see her erect, pink nipples. I could see her patch of dark brown pubic hair, and when she turned the other way and leaned forward, I could see her ass crack.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm seeing my mother's nearly naked, beautiful body.'
Yet, there was nothing sexual in our cuddling. She allowed me to put my muscular arm around her shapely shoulder and hug her. Then, leaning into me, she put her head on my chest and her warm, soft hand on my thigh. Never having felt my mother's hand on my thigh, I wished she'd move her hand a little higher. I wished she'd place her hand on my pajama clad cock in the way that I wanted to place my hand on her nearly naked breast through her thin, sheer nightgown.
# # #
As good as I felt holding my mother, her warm hand felt good on my thigh. With her soft hand mere inches away from my pajama clad cock, unable to control how I suddenly sexually felt about my mother, my prick slowly erected. Then, again, unable to control my erect cock, it throbbed, it ached, and it pulsated for the anticipation of my mother's touch. Embarrassing myself as much as it sexually excited myself, my erect cock noticeably tented my pajama bottoms.
In the way that I stared at all that I could see of my mother's nearly naked breasts, she stared down at my throbbing and pulsating erection. Then, when she leaned more into me, my chance to touch and feel what I had always wanted to touch and feel, I moved my hand lower for my fingertips to be in contact with the side of my mother's big breast. The first time touching the side of my mother's big breast through her nightgown, I couldn't believe that I was practically feeling my mother's big tit.
I couldn't believe my mother hadn't shrugged my hand away from her blouse and bra clad breast. I couldn't believe she allowed me to feel the side of her nearly naked, nightgown clad breast. Only, I so wanted to inch my hand to the front of her. I so wanted to cup her big tit in the palm of my horny hand.
'I'll be masturbating over touching and feeling the side of my mother's nearly naked breasts tonight and tomorrow morning,' I thought.
Then, sexually exciting me while making herself more comfortable, when she leaned even more into me, the side of her hand touched side of my throbbing and pulsating, erect cock through my pajama bottoms. Surprising me, I wondered if she touched me deliberately or accidentally. She didn't move her hand away from touching my erect cock.
Yet, with me deliberately touching the side of her breast, I was more sexual in touching the side of her naked breast with my fingertips. I was more sexual in touching the side of her nearly naked breast through her nightgown than she was when placing her hand on my thigh and unintentionally touching the side of my erect prick through my pajama bottoms. I could only imagine how good my mother's naked breast would feel in my hand and her erect nipple would feel in my mouth.
# # #
When she didn't admonish me for touching the side of her big tit nor slap my hand away, ever so slowly and lightly, I stealthily and slowly inched my hand forward and around her. I continued moving my horny hand until I lightly cupped her big breast through her nightgown. As if it belonged there, her big breast felt so good in my hand.
'I can't believe I'm holding my mother's big breast in my hand,' I thought. 'Definitely, I'll be masturbating over holding her tit tonight and tomorrow morning,' while hoping that she'd barge into my bedroom without knocking and catch me masturbating over me imagining her naked and having sex with me.
I cupped my mother's nightgown clad tit. I couldn't believe that I had cupped her big tit through her nightgown. I couldn't believe that I was stealthily holding my mother's big breast in the palm of my hand and she wasn't moving away from me to stop me from groping her. I couldn't believe that she allowed me to feel her big breast.
Her nearly naked breast filled my hand. Continuing to tent my pajama bottoms, my erection grew bigger and harder. Having felt plenty of breasts in my short life before, between the size and the weight of her breast, I figured my mother had D cup breasts.
I love big tits, the bigger the better. I love big breasted women. With older women much better than younger women, I love older women. I love my mother.
Something that I'll never see, I wished I could see her naked breasts. Yet, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I wished I could touch and feel her naked breasts. I wished that I could suck her erect nipples while fondling her naked breasts. I wished I could have my wicked, sexual way with my mother's naked tits before having my wicked, sexual way with the rest of her beautiful, naked body.
When I stealthily held breast in the palm of my hand, surprising me that I had sexually aroused her, I felt her nipple erecting against the palm of my hand. With her nipple growing bigger and harder against the palm of my hand, her nipple felt so big and so hard that I wished that I could see it. I wished I could finger it. I wished I could suck it.
Only, just as I had never seen my mother's naked breasts, I had never seen my mother's nipples either. I had never felt her naked breast and/or her nipple until I felt her breast through her sheer, low-cut nightgown and felt her nipple hardening against my hand. I couldn't believe that I had sexually aroused my mother enough for her nipple to erect. I couldn't believe that my mother had sexually excited me enough for me to have a huge erection. I wondered if she was as wet as I was already hard.
# # #
Every night thereafter, as if I was her husband instead of her son, we cuddled on the couch. Every night, I placed my arm around her shoulders. Then, as the evening progressed, I lowered my hand until my fingertips came in contact with the side of my mother's big tit. With my fingers in contact with the side of her breast, I slowly inched my hand around her. Then, as she drank more wine, stealthily, I moved my hand more to the front of her to cup her nightgown clad breast in the palm of my hand.
Living out my sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe that I was cupping my mother's big breast in the palm of my horny hand. I couldn't believe my mother allowed me to cup and hold her big tit. I couldn't believe that my mother wasn't admonishing me for feeling her nightgown clad breast or slapping my hand away. Seemingly, she sexually enjoyed me feeling her breast as much as I enjoyed cupping her big tit.
Every night we sat on the couch while watching a movie and drinking wine. Instead of my father hogging the TV and watching all the programs that he wanted to watch, with us having the same taste in television, my mother and I watched reality TV, American Idol, the Voice, America has Talent, Survivor, the Bachelor, and the Bachelorette. No longer wanting to go out drinking and partying with my friends, I was content to remain home, watch TV, and cuddle with my MILF of a 43-year-old mother.



Then, whenever she stood up from the couch to use the bathroom, my hand slipped down and over to temporarily cup more of her big breast for an instant. Finally, pretending that I was steadying her from falling backwards, I allowed my hand to slowly fall further down behind her and down across her shapely ass. I not only felt my mother's big tit through her nightgown but also, I felt her shapely ass through her nightgown, too.
Again, with her not admonishing me for feeling her ass and/nor slapping my horny hand away, between feeling my mother's naked breast and feeling her round, firm ass, I had an instant erection. My erect cock throbbed and pulsated for the hopeful touch of my mother's fingers. With me not wearing underwear, I wished my mother would touch my nearly naked, erect cock through my pajama bottoms.
Filled with sexual anticipation, I wished my mother would hold my stiff prick in her warm, soft hand in the way that I was holding her nearly naked breast in my hand. I wished my mother would fondle the head of my engorged cock with her fingertips in the way that I felt her nipple with my hand. I wished my mother would masturbate me. I'd love for her to give me a hand job. I'd love to cum for my mother.
'Mom, don't stop stroking me,' I imagined saying. 'Don't stop masturbating me. I'm cumming, Mom. I'm cumming.'
# # #
Then, testing the sexual waters, I hoped to discover if my mother was as sexually attracted to me as I was now sexually attracted to her. I rented two of my favorite movies, The Secretary with James Spader and Maggie Gyllenhaal and Spanking the Monkey with Jeremy Davies and Alberta Watson. For those who have never seen either movie, The Secretary is about a boss who sexually abuses his secretary by lifting her short skirt and masturbating and cumming over her pantyhose. Spanking the Monkey is about a son helping his mother who broke her leg and who is unable to shower without the help his help.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'd love to lift the back of my mother's short nightgown and masturbate all over her naked ass. I'd love to help my mother take a shower. I'd love to see my mother's naked body while washing her with my horny hands.'
Every time James Spader did something sexually inappropriate to Maggie Gyllenhaal, I watched my mother cringe, rub her thighs together, and move as if she was sexually aroused. It was obvious that the inappropriate, sexual actions of James Spader sexually abusing his secretary was getting to her. Perhaps, she had a sexual fantasy of one of her old bosses sexually abusing her. Perhaps, one of her old bosses, in fact, had sexually abused her.
"Oh, my God. He's such a pervert," she said. "With her clearly knowing what he was doing behind her, why isn't she stopping him," she asked while looking over at me with shock and with sexual arousal?
As if James Spader was sexually abusing her, she continued intently watching the movie.
"I can't believe her boss lifted her skirt and masturbated on her pantyhose clad ass. If my boss did that to me, I'd not only turn and slap him but also, I'd quit and then, I'd sue him," she said with anger. "Finally, before reporting him to the police, I'd call his wife and tell her what he did."
Then, when she watched Spanking the Monkey with her son giving her a shower, when he saw his mother naked, I watched her move her hand to her pussy. Indeed, my mother was stealthily masturbating herself. She was innocuously rubbing her clit and fingering her erect nipple.
"I can't believe she allowed her son to give her a shower. I can't believe she allowed her son to see her naked, totally naked," she said looking up at me again. "What kind of incestuous whore of a mother is she to do that? The next thing they'll be doing is having sex, incestuous sex," she said with another look of sexual arousal.
While she stealthily masturbated herself through her nightgown, her other hand cupped her breast while she stealthily fingered her nipple.
Successful in sexually arousing her with R rated movies, hoping that she'd want to watch them, from there I rented mother and son, X-rated, porn movies. I wondered if my mother would get as sexually aroused with hardcore porn as she was sexually aroused with R rated movies. Sexually shocking me and sexually exciting me, with her having never watched a porn movie before, my mother sexually surprised me.
Instead of refusing to watch mother and son porn movies, she wanted to watch mother and son porn movies. Engrossed watching the movie, she never took her eyes off the screen. She never said a word while watching the movie. She seemed to enjoy watching a son strip his mother naked and fucking her. She seemed to enjoy a mother stroking, sucking, and making love to her son.
While I sat next to her on the couch, she surreptitiously moved her hand beneath her short nightgown. She furtively rubbed her naked clit while sneakily finger fucked her pussy. She secretively felt her breasts and fingered her nipples. The next night with us watching another porn movie, taking a chance that she'd masturbate herself in front of me, I removed her vibrator and her dildo from her bureau drawer and placed it beside her on the end table along with a box of tissues. I acted as if and pretended that I didn't know how they got there.
Instead of reprimanding me for putting her vibrator and dildo on the end table, she pulled her short nightgown all the way up to her waist and used her vibrator and her dildo to masturbate herself while I watched. I couldn't believe that my mother was masturbating herself in front of me. Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, I joined her.
I pulled out my erect prick in front of my mother and stroked myself while sitting beside her. I ejaculated in a wad of tissues. Then, when she had her sexual orgasm, my mother wiped herself with some tissues. She fell quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex when I was already ready to fuck her.
# # #
I couldn't believe that my mother had stealthily masturbated herself while sitting next to me. I couldn't believe that she rubbed her swollen clit, finger fucked her pussy, and fingered her erect nipple beneath her nightgown. Moreover, with her legs now spread wide open and her nightgown hem raised all the way to her waist, I couldn't believe that she used her vibrator and her dildo to masturbate herself. When I looked over, I saw my mother's brown, trimmed naked pussy. Having never seen her naked pussy before, I was finally seeing it now.
'I'll be masturbating over my mother masturbating herself in front of me with her vibrator and her dildo for the rest of my life,' I thought.
With her not the only one who was sexually excited, with one eye on the movie and my other eye on my mother, worth repeating myself, I removed my erect cock from my pajama bottoms. I looked over at her to see if she was looking. In the way that I looked over at her to see her naked pussy, I wanted my mother to see my naked, erect prick.
While hoping that she'd turn to watch me masturbate myself, I stroked my cock faster and harder in front of my mother. Just as I was embarrassed and ashamed to help my mother masturbate herself, she seemed embarrassed and ashamed to help me masturbate myself. Unable to take the next, sexual step, it was plenty enough that we had masturbated ourselves while sitting next to one another and watching a mother and son porn movie.
I couldn't believe that I stroked my naked cock in front of my mother. I couldn't believe that I masturbated myself while she watched. I couldn't believe that I ejaculated in a wad of tissues in front of my mother.
I couldn't believe that my mother masturbated in front of me. I couldn't believe that she rubbed her clit with her vibrator. I couldn't believe that she fucked herself with her dildo. I couldn't believe that she felt her nightgown clad breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
After we had our separate, sexual orgasms, we returned to watching the movie. After she had consumed two glasses of wine, her limit, and was working on her third glass, with her hand on my thigh, I stealthily moved her hand higher until her palm was in contact with my pajama clad, erect cock.
Sexually surprising me, instead of moving her hand away, she fondled my stiff prick through my pajama bottoms. She fingered the head of my erect cock in the way that I cupped her big breast and fingered her nipple through her nightgown. I couldn't believe my mother was feeling my stiff prick through my pajama bottoms in the way that I had felt her big tit through her nightgown.
# # #
Again, not allowing this opportunity to pass me by, I slowly moved my hand down the top of my mother's low-cut nightgown. While waiting for her to admonish me and/or stop me, I continued moving my hand lower until I cupped her naked breast. Not stopping there, I fingered her big nipple. In the way that she had already fingered her erect nipples, I turned, pulled, and twisted her erect nipples while she played with the head of my erect prick.
Then, lowering her nightgown straps, I moved the bodice of her nightgown down to her waist. I removed her naked breasts from her nightgown. The first time seeing my mother's big, naked tits and her erect nipples, all that I could do was to stare. Then, daring myself to do so, I touched her naked breasts. I felt her naked breasts. I fondled her naked breasts while fingering her big, erect nipples. Finally, leaning forward, and again without her stopping me, I sucked her erect nipples.
Finally, when my engorged prick made a surprise appearance by falling out of my pajama pee hole, instead of moving her hand away, while staring down at my erect, naked cock, my mother wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my erection. Then, ever so slowly, she stroked me while I continued feeling her naked breast, fondling her naked breast, and fingering her erect nipple.
Again, not stopping there, my mother slowly masturbated me. I couldn't believe that my mother finally masturbated me in the way that I had always wanted to masturbate her. While she continuing to masturbate me, I moved my horny hand along her shapely thigh and beneath her short nightgown.
Reaching nirvana, I fingered her brown, trimmed pubic hair. Then, when she still didn't stop me, I cupped her naked pussy in the palm of my hand. I couldn't believe that I was holding my mother's cunt while she continued masturbating my penis.
Not stopping with holding her naked pussy in the palm of my hand, I parted her pussy lips with my fingers. Then, when I stuck my finger inside of her pussy to rub her swollen clit, she was so wet. My mother's pussy was so very wet. I had made my mother as wet as she had made me hard.
I rubbed her clit and finger fucked my mother. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my mother in the way that she was masturbating me. Then, when I rubbed her clit faster and harder while fingering her pussy deeper, returning the sexual favor, she stroked me faster and harder.
Determined for me to cum, my mother wanted me to cum. Determined for her to cum, I wanted my mother to cum, too. As much as I couldn't wait to have a sexual orgasm from my mother's soft, warm hand, I couldn't wait to give my mother a sexual orgasm with my long, stiff fingers.
"Cum Raymond. Cum for your mother. I want you to cum," she said.
She continued stroking me faster and harder. As soon as she told me to cum, I did. I shot a huge load of warm cum all over my mother's naked breasts.
Returning the sexual favor, I told her what I wanted her to do. I rubbed her clit faster and harder while fingering her deeper. In the way that I just had a sexual orgasm, I wanted her to have a sexual orgasm, too.
"Cum, mother, cum. I want you to cum. I want you to have a sexual orgasm," I said while continuing to rub her clit faster and harder and while fingering her pussy deeper.
I continued rubbing her clit faster and harder. I finger fucked her pussy deeper. I fingered and sucked her erect nipples.
"I want to watch you cum," I said. "I want to hear you cum," I said. "Cum mother, cum."
As soon as I told her to cum, she had her sexual orgasm.
# # #
Obviously wanting me and expecting me to kiss her, French kiss her, it wasn't until she leaned into me while looking up at me, that I leaned down and parted her lips with my tongue. The first time French kissing my mother, with her returning my French kisses with her deep, wet kisses, we made out. If it wasn't enough that my mother was masturbating me while I masturbated her, I couldn't believe that I was making out with her.
Then, when she suddenly stopped stroking me, arched her back, stiffened her legs, and leaned back against the soft comfort of the couch is when I knew she was having a sexual orgasm. I had successfully masturbated my mother's pussy. I had given her sexual pleasure. I remained quiet while watching her enjoy the afterglow of sex.
Then, surprising me, after only a few minutes later, my mother leaned over me. She moved her head to my lap while taking my still erect prick in her soft, warm hand. She looked up at me with a look that I had never seen on her face before. She looked up at me with horniness and sexual arousal. She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Because you gave me sexual pleasure," she said giving me another sexy smile and a naughty look. "I want to return the sexual favor and give you sexual pleasure." She paused again while staring up at me. "I want to blow you. I want to suck your cock," she said looking up at me before taking my prick in her mouth.
I couldn't believe my mother took my prick in her mouth. I couldn't believe she was blowing me. I couldn't believe she was continuing to stroke me. I couldn't believe she was sucking my stiff prick.
"Cum Raymond, cum. Cum in your mother's mouth," she said surprising me that she wanted me to cum in her mouth. She temporarily removed my stiff prick from her mouth to speak. "I want you to cum in mommy's mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said before returning my erect prick to her mouth.
As stunned as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my mother was stroking me. I couldn't believe she was blowing me. I couldn't believe my mother was not only sucking my cock but she wanted me to cum in her beautiful mouth.
Wanting me to cum and not taking no for an answer, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. I couldn't believe my mother was determined for me to cum in her mouth. She stopped and temporarily removed my prick from her mouth to talk again.
"Make sure you save some cum because I want after you cum in my mouth, I want you to ejaculate a second load of cum all over my face and across my naked breasts again," she said. She looked up at me and smiled. "I want you to give me a cum bath. I want you to give your mother a cum bath, Raymond," she said giving me another sexy smile and another naughty look.
I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother wanted me to give her a cum bath. She wanted me to not only cum in her mouth but also, she wanted me to cum all over her beautiful face. She wanted me to cum in her hair and across her naked breasts. My mother wanted me to give her a cum bath.
# # #
Determined to cum in my mother's mouth, I put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. I wanted to cum for my mother. I not only wanted to cum in my mother's mouth but also, I wanted to give her a cum bath, too.
I humped my mother's mouth faster. I fucked her face harder. I couldn't wait to cum in my mother's mouth. I couldn't wait to give my mother a cum bath. I couldn't wait to see her dripping with cum. I wanted to make my mother my sexy bitch. I wanted to make her my sexual slave.
With her stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper, it didn't take me long to cum in my mother's mouth. Then, saving some cum to give her a cum bath, as soon as she released the pressure of her full, red lips from my stiff prick, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over my mother's face, in her dark brown hair, and across her big, naked breasts. Seemingly happy that I not only ejaculated in her mouth but all over her face, she looked up at me and smiled.
She wiped her face with a towel that she kept by her bed.
"That was some cum bath, Raymond. Were you saving all of that cum for me," she said laughing. "I dare say that was the best blowjob that I had ever given anyone. I never swallowed as much cum," she said.
She surprised me when she said that was the best blowjob that she had given anyone. With her marrying him when she was only 18-years-old, I wondered who else she had blown other than my father.
"If that was the best blowjob that you ever gave, who else did you blow," I asked?
'Indeed, I thought, with my mother only 18-years-old when she married my father, how could she have blown anyone else,' I wondered? 'When did she blow anyone else?'
She laughed.
# # #
"Your father was a dirty pig," she said with a dirty laugh. "When he could no longer get and maintain an erection because of his diabetes, he wanted to watch me having sex with his friends. He invited his four, best friends over the house one at a time and I'd service them while he watched," she said. "He wanted to watch me make love to them. He wanted to watch his friends fuck me. He wanted to watch me blow them. He wanted to watch his friends cum in my mouth and watch me swallow their cum," she said.
I stared at her with my mouth hanging open.
'My mother blew four of my father's friends,' I thought. 'I couldn't believe she sucked the cocks of four of my father's friends. I couldn't believe that his four friends ejaculated in my mother's mouth and she swallowed.'
"Sorry mother," I said. "I'm so sorry that he forced you to do that."
She laughed and waved a hand of no concern.
"He didn't force me. I wanted to blow them. I assure you that it wasn't all one way. I enjoyed having sex with his friends as much as he enjoyed watching me having sex with his friends," she said.
# # #
Wanting her to say it, I asked her the question.
"What did you do with his friends," I asked while feigning my sexual ignorance by looking innocent?
She laughed again.
"I made out with them while allowing them to feel me through my clothes. Then, I allowed them to undress me and strip me naked while your father watched and masturbated himself. I allowed them to touch me and feel me everywhere while masturbating me," she said. "Not all one way, I made out with them while feeling them through their clothes. Then, in the way that they stripped me naked, I stripped them naked, too."
I looked at her horrified that my father had forced her to have sex with his four, best friends.
"Oh, mother, I'm so sorry," I said.
She laughed again.
"Don't be sorry. I was as sexually aroused as they were sexually excited. I enjoyed stroking them. I enjoyed sucking them. I loved blowing them. I made love to them before fucking them. I not only allowed them to cum in my pussy but also, I allowed them to cum in my mouth. Still not done there, dripping with cum, I allowed them to give me cum baths while your father watched."
I couldn't believe my mother not only sucked their cocks but also, she allowed them to cum in her mouth. She allowed them to give her cum baths. She not only made love to them but she fucked them. She not only allowed them to cum in her pussy but also, she allowed them to cum in her mouth, too.
"Every time he had a poker party, he'd want me to serve them drinks topless. Enjoying the sexual attention, I allowed his poker friends to not only see my naked breasts but also to touch and feel my naked breasts. Then, when they were drunk enough, they'd fondled my breasts while sucking my nipples," she said without shame, embarrassment, and/or modesty.



She laughed again.
"Finally, when they put a hand to my shoulder, I'd move to my knees and blow them. I gave all your father's friends blowjobs. I sucked all of their cocks," she said with a loud laugh. "Yet, you were, by far, the best blowjob that I had ever given," she said. "I loved sucking your cock, Raymond, and I can't wait to suck it again."
# # #
She stared at me with sexual arousal. She stared at me with incestuous lust. Never had my mother looked at me in such a sexual way. Indeed, my MILF of a mother was now my incestuous, sexual whore.
"I love sucking your cock, Raymond. Now, I can't wait to make love to you. I can't wait to fuck you. Sleep with me in my bed tonight. Sleep with me in my bed every night. Make love to me. Make love to your mother. Fuck me, Raymond. Fuck your mother. Fuck me fast enough and hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm with your big prick," she said.
Thereafter, we made love every morning and had wild, sex every night. My mother made love to me and I fucked my mother. I fingered her pussy while licking her pussy and she stroked my cock while sucking my cock. I ejaculated cum in my mother's mouth and gave her cum baths. I couldn't imagine having sex with anyone else but with my mother.
"I love you, Mom," I said.
My mother smiled up at me.
"I love you, Raymond," she said.
THE END
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Truth or Dare with my MILF of a mother, my sexy sister, my AILF aunt, and my hot cousin.
# # #
Author's Note:
This true story was written for 22-year-old Sean. He asked me to write this story for him. Something that was so unexpected, bizarrely, unbelievably true, and sexually exciting, he wanted everyone to know what happened to him when he was stranded in his house with his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin during a snowstorm.
It all started one snowy, cold, winter night when Sean's 43-year-old aunt, Maureen, and his 21-year-old cousin, Irene, visited his 46-year-old mother, Kathy, and his 24-year-old sister, Colleen. Not expecting as much snow as they received, they were all stranded at his mother's house by a major snowstorm. A major blizzard actually that promised to bring much more than two feet of snow paralyzed the city. With everyone ordered off the roads, and parking bans in place, snowplows were unable to plow until the snow stopped which wouldn't be until the next morning.
Canceling his plans to go out that night, his Mustang GT didn't have snow tires and wasn't safe driving it in the snow. Instead of going out with his friends and partying, something that he always does, Sean stayed home, something that he seldom does. Yet, not having to twist his arm to remain home, he loved visiting with his beautiful aunt and his hot cousin. There were both as fun as they were sexy.
Everything was so eerily quiet. With no cars or trucks motoring by his house, and with the children not out playing in the snow, no one was out shoveling, yet. As if holding their joint breaths, while counting the inches of accumulation, everyone was all waiting for the snow to stop. With this said to be the biggest storm of the past few years, they were all anxious to hear how much snow they would receive.
Forced to stay home, with not much else to do, his family drank copious amounts of alcohol, they talked, and they laughed while watching the snow accumulate outside. Instead of watching a movie that no one could agree on watching, his aunt suggested that they play a game called Truth or Dare. Having never played that game before, Sean was curious to learn how to play this game.
Sean loved playing games, all types of games. Something that he'd never suggest to his mother, his sister, his aunt, and/or his cousin, he loved playing strip poker with his female friends, and would love to play strip poker with the female members of his family, too. Yet, nothing more than a sexual fantasy that he imagined when masturbating himself, they'd never play strip poker with him.
# # #
Again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy that he had masturbated over many times, he'd love to see his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin all strip naked after losing at strip poker. He'd love for his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin to see him naked after he deliberately lost at playing poker. Unfortunately, nothing more than a pipe dream, yet, once they were all drunk and naked, he wondered if his mother, his sister, his aunt, and/or his cousin would have incestuous sex with him.
Again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy that he masturbated over, he'd love to have sex with any one of them or all of them. He'd love to strip his MILF of a mother, Kathy, naked and have incestuous sex with her. He'd love to strip his AILF of an aunt, Maureen, naked and have sex with her, too.
'How hot would that be to have incestuous sex with my mother,' he wondered? 'How hot would that be to see my huge breasted aunt topless and/or naked? I'd love to fuck them both,' he thought. 'I'd love for both of them to blow me. I'd love to cum in both of their mouths,' he thought
While sexually imagining something that would never happen, he'd love to have threesome sex with his MILF of a mother and with his AILF of an aunt.
'I wonder what they look like when having a sexual orgasm,' he thought? 'I wonder what they sound like when having a sexual orgasm. I'd love to see my mother and/or my aunt cumming.'
Again, something that he had masturbated over visualizing many times, he'd love to strip his sexy sister naked and have sex with her, too. Finally, he'd love to strip his hot cousin naked and have sex with her, too. Stranded in his house while drinking, with him feeling so horny, he wondered if they were sexually thinking about him in the way that he was sexually thinking about them. He wished he could have threesome sex with his sister, Colleen, and with his cousin, Irene.
'How hot would that be to have sex with them both together,' he thought?
Going from having threesome sex with his mother and his aunt, now he thought about having threesome sex with his sister and his cousin, too.
'How hot would that be for my sexy sister to take me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to blow me,' he thought? 'How hot would that be to cum in my sister's mouth and watch her swallow me? How hot would that be to eat my cousin's pussy and give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue,' he thought. 'How hot would that be for my hot cousin to blow me, too,' he wondered?
# # #
An innocent, sexual victim of his aunt who had secretly tried to sexually seduce him; he was unaware that the game of Truth or Dare would quickly turn incestuously sexual. He had no idea that he'd soon be seeing his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin in their bra and panties, topless, and even naked. He had no idea that they'd all be seeing him naked, too.
A shocking yet, sexually exciting surprise, even better than playing strip poker, he had no idea that he'd soon be having incestuous sex with not only his mother, but also with his sister, his aunt, and his cousin. A fortuitous outcome of the inclement weather, if it wasn't for the snowstorm, none of this would have happened. Sean would have been out with his friends partying and his mother and sister would have been at his house visiting with his aunt sister and his cousin.
"So, other than drinking," asked Sean with a laugh? "What would you like to do? With us stranded here until this blizzard ends, we'll be here for hours," he said looking out his window at the accumulating snow before looking at his watch. "It's a good thing that we have plenty of booze and food," he said with a laugh. "I dare say, you may have to stay overnight," he said with an excited laugh while imagining them all wearing the short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgowns.
He looked from his sexy sister, Colleen, to look at his hot cousin, Irene, before looking at his redheaded bombshell of an aunt, Maureen, and to look at his MILF of a mother, Kathy. With his sister 5'9" tall, with long, red, beautiful hair, and big, blue eyes, his sister had C cup breasts. Sexually lusting over the both of them, he looked from his sister to look at his hot cousin.
The shortest one in his family, she was only 5'6" tall. Unlike her mother, she had brown hair instead of red hair. Again, unlike her mother who had double D cup breasts, Irene only had B cup breasts. Yet, with her having a flat stomach and a round ass, the rest of her body was as shapely as it was sexy. Like mother like daughter, his cousin was so very pretty.
As much as he'd love to fuck his sister and make her pregnant with his baby, he'd love to fuck his cousin and make her pregnant with his baby, too. Only, once again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, Sean knew that he'd never have incestuous sex with his sister and/or with his cousin. They'd never have sex with him. He knew that he'd never fuck his sister and/or his cousin. They'd never fuck him. Nothing more than a pipe dream, he'd never impregnate his sister and/or his cousin with his baby.
"What if we played a game," he asked while looking around the room? "We have cards, dice, and all kinds of board games. What game would you all like to play," he asked while looking around the room at everyone again? "Does anyone have a favorite game that they'd like to play?"
# # #
His aunt, Maureen, a tall, green eyed, redhead with huge, double D cup breasts, with a slim waistline and a shapely ass, showed him the whore that she is by giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile. Aunt Maureen was as sexually attracted to her young nephew as much as he was sexually attracted to his AILF of an aunt. With her sitting directly across from him, sexually teasing him, with her leaning forward, when she wasn't flashing him down blouse views of her cleavage and her low-cut bra, she stealthily flashed him upskirt peeks of her white panties.
Moreover, taking advantage of his innocence, showing him the whore that she is, she always said sexually inappropriate things to him. With him not on sexual par with his aunt, most of what she said went over Sean's head. Yet, knowing the whore that she is, his mother knew that her sister would love to fuck her son. His mother knew that her sister would fuck anyone at any time, even her nephew.
"That sounds like fun. I love playing games," said his sexy sister, another pretty redhead with big, blue eyes.
Continuing to sexually tease him, Aunt Maureen gave her nephew another sexy look and another naughty smile.
"I love playing games, too," said his aunt.
No doubt, she wasn't talking about playing board games but sex games. No doubt, she was talking about games of voyeurism and exhibitionism. Sexily staring at her nephew, she stealthily raised the hem of her short skirt and parted her knees wider to flash him her white panties.
# # #
Maureen paused as if she was thinking of which game to play. No doubt, wanting to play strip poker with her nephew, she suggested another game instead.
"I know the game that we could play. We could play Truth or Dare," said his aunt looking around the room at everyone. "A good way for us to learn secrets about one another, that would be a fun game to play, especially when we're all drinking," she said with a laugh.
Sean looked at his aunt with curiosity. When he wasn't staring at whatever his aunt was showing him, he always looked at his aunt. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. He loved his aunt. With him always sexually fantasizing over all that she flashed him, he continually masturbated over imagining her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked and having sex with her.
Showing the incestuous pervert that he is, not only sexually attracted to his aunt, but also, he was sexually attracted to his mother, his sister, and his cousin, too. If he was to be snowbound with anyone, these four women were his preferred choices. He wouldn't mind being snowbound with any one of them or with all four of them for the rest of the winter. As long as they'd all consensually gave him sex, he'd love to live with them all forever.
As the storm progressed and grew worse, the snow drifts grew higher. With their car already buried in his driveway, no doubt, his aunt, and his cousin would be spending the night. With them only having three bedrooms and three beds, his mother, Kathy, would have to sleep with her sister, Maureen. His cousin, Irene, would have to sleep with her cousin, his sister, Colleen. He'd sleep alone in his own bedroom.
Something that he had sexually fantasized doing while masturbating himself, if the blizzard lasted a few days, he'd volunteer to sleep with his mother or with his aunt. He'd volunteer to sleep with his sister or with his cousin. A win/win sleeping situation for him, how hot would that be to sleep with his mother, his aunt, his sister, and/or with his cousin?
'I'd love to sleep in the same bed with any one of them,' he thought.
While pressing his erect, pajama clad cock against them, he'd love to hold them, hug them, spoon them, and feel his mother, his aunt, his sister, and/or his cousin while they were sleeping. With him imagining sleeping in their beds, as soon as they fell asleep, he'd lift the back of their nightgowns and feel their shapely, naked asses. Then, while they were sleeping, he imagined reaching his horny hand around them to feel their nearly naked breasts and finger their erect nipples through their sheer nightgowns. He imagined slowly and gently sliding his erect cock in their naked pussies from behind.
'Again, sleeping with any one of them in their bed is nothing more than a sexual fantasy,' he thought. 'My mother, my sister, my aunt, and/or my cousin would never allow me to sleep in the same bed with them. Unfortunately, and again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, with me perversely perverted, they'd never have incestuous sex with me.'
Whether deliberately or unintentionally, when his aunt wasn't flashing him her cleavage and the tops of her big and beautiful breasts down her low-cut top, she deliberately and continually flashed him her panties in upskirt peeks. To say that his aunt was an exhibitionist whore would be an accurate description of her. To say that his aunt was sexually attracted to him would be a fair statement to make. To say that his aunt was deliberately flashing Sean all that he stared at seeing would be true, too.
# # #
"Truth or Dare? I never heard of that game. What's that," asked Sean? "How do you play it?"
Unembarrassed, unashamed, and immorally immodest, his aunt turned to face him while uncrossing her long and shapely legs. She stealthily raised the hem of her skirt higher and purposely parted her knees enough to flash him her bright, white panties again. When she wasn't flashing him her long, line of sexy cleavage, the top of her huge breasts, and the top of her sexy bra, she flashed him her white panties. More than just flashing him her panties, she flashed him her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit, too.
Whenever she stayed overnight, while his mother was still asleep and he was alone with his aunt in the early morning, she sat across from him in the living room while drinking coffee and watching TV. Then, while stealthily raising the hem of her nightgown higher and parting her knees wider, Maureen flashed Sean her naked, red, trimmed pussy up her short nightgown. While deliberately flashing him, but making her flashes appear unintentional, she stared at him with a sexy look and a naughty smile. While Sean stared at his aunt's naked pussy, she stared at his erect cock that tented his pajama bottoms.
'No doubt,' thought Sean while noticing his aunt staring at his erection. 'My aunt wants to see my naked prick. She wants to finger the head of my erect prick while stroking my prick. She wants to suck my cock. She wants to fuck my big dick.'
Yet, again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, while waiting for her to make another sexual move, he only wished that his aunt wanted to do all of those sexual things.
With her not quite done with flashing him her naked pussy, while serving him breakfast, leaning over him lower and longer than necessary, she flashed him her naked breasts and erect nipples down her low-cut nightgown. Especially, whenever he was alone with her, acting unembarrassed and unashamed, his immorally, immodest aunt always deliberately flashed him while making her sexual flashes appear unintentional or accidental. Waiting for Sean to make a sexual move on her, yet, with him too afraid to try anything sexual with his aunt, all he did was to stare.
Not wanting her to tell his mother that he touched her, felt her, groped her, and/or tried to sexually seduce his aunt, he was content to stare and masturbate over all that he saw of his aunt's beautiful body later. As long as his aunt was willing to show him her panties, her naked pussy, her cleavage, the top of her low-cut bra and breasts, and/or her naked breasts, he was more than willing to stare. Giving him plenty to masturbate over later while imagining her naked and having sex with him, he loved seeing what he should never see of his aunt.
# # #
"When someone is chosen to start the game," explained Maureen. "The game begins by a player choosing whether he or she wants to tell the truth when answering a question or do a dare," she said. "It's as simple as that," she said with a little laugh and a shrug of her shapely shoulders.
Sean looked up from staring at her white panties to look up at his aunt's pretty face. Whether looking at her panties, her low-cut bra, her sexy cleavage, or her naked pussy, he loved looking at his aunt. He smiled at her before asking her his question.
"What if you don't answer the question honestly or don't do the dare, is there a penalty?"
Enjoying the sexy view that she continued giving him, he looked down at his aunt's exposed panties again. He wished her could touch her panties. He wished her could cup her panty clad pussy in the palm of his hand. He wished he could finger her clit through her panties. He wished he could remove his aunt's panties to see her red, trimmed, naked pussy.
"If you don't truthfully answer the question or refuse to do a dare, you'll face consequences that are far worse than telling the truth or doing the dare," she said with a laugh.
Sean made a face while looking from his mother to look at his sister and before looking at his cousin and to stare at his aunt who continued flashing him her bright, white panties.
"What are the consequences if you don't tell the truth or do the dare," Sean asked his aunt his question again?
As if he had never seen his aunt's white panties before, Sean continued staring at his aunt's bright, white panties. Unable to remove his horny eyes from his aunt's white panties, he stared at her pussy mound. He stared at her camel toe. He stared at what he could see of her pussy slit through her sheer panties. He'd love to remove her panties with his teeth and fuck her. He'd love to make love to his aunt. He'd love to fuck his aunt.
Aunt Maureen laughed at her nephew's question.
"If you fail to tell the truth or do a dare, then, everyone is allowed to spank your naked ass," she said while leaning forward to part her knees wider and to flash him even more of her upskirt panties. "Trust me. Your ass will be red and sore by the time we're done with you," she said with another laugh. "You won't be able to sit without a pillow beneath your ass for a week."
Sean made a face and laughed.
'What the Hell kind of penalty is that,' he thought while laughing to himself? 'He'd love to pull down his pants to show his naked ass and possibly even his naked penis too, to his mother, his sister, his aunt, and his cousin. Besides, with him playing truth or dare with four women, how hard could they possibly spank me,' he wondered?
"Spank my naked ass," laughed Sean? "I haven't been spanked since I was a kid," he said.
His aunt returned his laugh with her stern face.
"There has to be a penalty for not telling the truth and/or for not doing the dare and spanking your naked ass is the penalty," she said with another shrug.
# # #
Sean remained silent while thinking more about the game. Then, having thought about playing Truth or Dare, ready to play, he volunteered to go first.
"I'll go first," said Sean and looking at his aunt.
He returned her sexy smile with his sexy smile. As if happy that he volunteered to go first, his aunt continued smiling at him.
"Okay, which is it, truth or dare," asked Maureen?
While trying to think of game strategy before playing a game that he had never played before and didn't know how to play now, Sean took a second to think before answering her question.
"Truth," he said.
His Aunt Maureen paused as if thinking while formulating her question. Then, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. No doubt, waiting for him to say truth, she already knew the question that she wanted to ask him.
"Have you ever had sex with an older woman," she asked while staring over at him with her big, beautiful, green eyes?
Sean made a face as if he had eaten something sour. He let out a little laugh.



"Sex with an older woman? What do you mean? How old of a woman," he asked this time with a dirty laugh?
His aunt laughed, too
"My age or your mother's age, a forty-something-year-old woman," she said.
Sean shook his head.
"No, the only older woman that I had sex with was with a girlfriend who was 2-years older than me," he said with another little laugh.
# # #
His aunt Maureen nodded her head.
"Your turn," she said with a shrug.
Focusing on her while staring again between her legs at her bright, white panties and her panty clad pussy that she continued to deliberately flash, he asked his aunt his Truth or Dare question.
"Truth or dare?"
Maureen gave her nephew a smile.
"Truth," she said.
With her deliberately continuing to flash him her panties by parting her knees wider and lifting the hem of her short skirt higher, Sean stared at his aunt's white panties as if he had never seen white panties before. He loved seeing his aunt's white panties. He wished he could finger her through her panties while licking her through her panties. He wished he could remove her panties and fuck her. He'd love to fuck his AILF of an aunt.
"Are you aware that you're flashing me your panties, Auntie Maureen," he asked?
Her mouth fell open and her face blushed, bright red. Immediately, she fluffed down her short skirt. Then, she crossed her legs to deny him any further looks of her panties. She sat up in her chair and acted as if he had asked her a sexually inappropriate question when he only asked her the truth.
"No, I did not know that I was flashing you, my panties. I was unaware that I was flashing you my panties," she said lying.
Another blush turned her beautiful face red again.
"I saw you looking," she said. "While wondering what you were staring at, I saw you staring," she said pointing her manicured index finger at him. "What's wrong with you," she asked accusing him for sexually and inappropriately staring at her panties?
She made a face and turned away from her nephew before turning back to him.
"How dare you stare at my exposed panties," she asked while blaming her exhibitionist perversion on him? "I'm so embarrassed," she said feigning her embarrassment. "I can't believe you saw my panties," she said feigning her outrage. "I'm mortified. I'm humiliated. I'm so very embarrassed," she said lying again.
# # #
Sean looked around the room.
"Who's next?"
His mother, Kathy, raised her hand as if she was still in school.
"My turn," said his mother turning to and focusing on her son.
"Truth or dare," she asked Sean?
Sean smiled at his mother.
"Truth," he said.
She returned her son's smile with her smile.
"Have you ever spied on me dressing and/or undressing," she asked while leaning forward in her chair to stare at her son as if to see if he was lying?
This time Sean was the one who turned red. He told her the truth.
"Twice. Once when I had just come home and you didn't know that I was home," he said pausing. "I saw you in your bra and panties when I walked by your bedroom and you were undressing with your bedroom light on and your bedroom door wide open," he said.
He paused while thinking before offering the truth again.
"I saw you again when I walked by the bathroom and you were stepping out of the shower naked. You had the bathroom door partially open to let out the steam," he truthfully confessed. "Shocked to see you naked, I couldn't help myself from staring. I saw your big, naked breasts and your bushy, red, naked pussy. Then, when you turned and leaned at the waist to dry your legs, I saw your shapely, naked ass."
His mother looked at her son with embarrassment and shame.
"Oh, my God. I had no idea that you saw me without my clothes. If it's not bad enough that you saw me in my bra and panties, I can't believe that you saw me naked," she said. While a sudden look of sexual arousal took hold of her face, she looked at her son with feigned shame. "How long were you standing there while ogling my naked body," she asked?
No doubt, his mother would be masturbating later over the thought of her son seeing her naked. Sean laughed.
"Not long," he said. "I'm sorry, mother, but with me not having seen much more than your bra strap and with you just as shapely and sexy as your sister, I couldn't help myself from staring," he said. "You have such a sexy, shapely, and beautiful body," he said. "An admitted breast man, I couldn't stop staring at your big, D cup breasts and erect nipples."
'I'd love to have sex with you,' he thought and wanted to say to his mother.
Yet, he'd never admit to his mother that he wanted to fuck her and that he wanted her to blow him. Indeed, it was enough that he saw his mother naked. It was enough that he confessed to his mother that he saw her naked.
He couldn't remember how many times he masturbated over seeing his MILF of a mother in her bra and panties. He couldn't remember how many times he masturbated over seeing his mother naked. Then, one day, with her returning the favor of his exhibitionism with her voyeurism, as she always does, she barged in his bedroom without knocking to deliver him his laundry.
Hearing her walking down the hall, he removed his prick from his pajama bottoms. He quickly stroked himself to a huge erection. With his eyes closed while lying on his bed, he continued stroking himself while waiting for his mother to barge open his bedroom door.
He wanted his mother to see his erect, naked prick. In the way that he saw his mother naked, he wanted her to see his erect, naked dick. Hoping that she'd stay to watch him masturbate himself, he wanted her to see him cum. Adding dialogue to his masturbation, he wanted his mother to know that he was masturbating over her.
'How hot would that be for my mother to watch me masturbate and see me cum,' he thought?
"Oh, mother," he said with his eyes still closed while showing her that he was masturbating over her. "I can't believe that I saw you in your bra and panties. You have such big tits and such a round ass. I can't believe that I saw you naked. I can't believe that I saw your naked breasts, your naked pussy, and your naked ass," he said. "I wish I could have sex with your beautiful, naked body."
Surprising him while listening to him, instead of immediately leaving his bedroom, unbelievably, she stayed. She stayed while watching him stroking his naked, erect prick. He cracked open his eyes just enough to see his mother standing by his closet door while staring at his exposed dick. With her watching him masturbate himself, she watched him stroke himself faster and harder. She stared at his naked cock as if she had never seen a naked prick before.
Then, surprising him again, he watched her feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her nightgown while continuing to watch him masturbate. Finally, exposing her bushy, red pussy to him, she lifted the hem of her nightgown to her waist to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy while continuing to watch her son stroking his big dick. Then, leaving her laundry basket behind as evidence that she was there, when he was ready to cum, with her unaware that he had already seen her, she scurried out of his bedroom before he opened his eyes and saw her.
# # #
Now it was Sean's turn to ask his mother a question.
"Truth or dare," Sean asked his mother?
His mother gave her son a sexy smile.
"Dare," she said.
Sean looked from his mother to look to his incorrigible aunt who had uncrossed her legs and, with her parting her knees again, she was flashing him her panties again.
"I dare you to flash me your panties in the way that your sister always flashes me her panties and in the way that she's flashing me her panties again now," he said. "Show me your panties, mother. I want to see your panties."
He looked over at his aunt and smiled at her before looking back at his mother. Denying him more looks of her panties, his aunt crossed her legs again and pulled down the hem of her short skirt.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, with a look of sexual arousal flashing across her face and, instead of flashing him her panties again, with a look of embarrassment, his aunt shrugged and flashed her nephew her indifference. Sean looked from his aunt to look at his mother, Kathy. When he looked at his mother, while she stared up at her son, she raised the hem of her short skirt, and parted open her knees. Obediently obeying her son while playing the game, his mother flashed him her white panties.
Staying true to the game by completing her dare, his mother continued flashing Sean her white panties in the way that her sister continued flashing him her white panties. In the way that her sister had flashed her nephew her white panties, his mother, flashed her son white panties, too. Sean couldn't believe that he not only saw his aunt's panties but also his mother's panties, too. He couldn't believe that not only had he seen his aunt's pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit but also, he saw his mother's pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit, too.
'I love this Truth or Dare game,' he thought.
In the way that he had stared at his aunt's pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit, he stared at his mother's pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. In the way that he masturbated over seeing his aunt's panties, later tonight and tomorrow morning, he'll be masturbating over seeing his mother's white panties, too. As much as he loved seeing down blouse views of the long lines of women's sexy cleavage, he loved seeing upskirt peeks of panties, too.
# # #
"Who's next," asked Sean after already taking control of the game?
His sister looked at her cousin before deciding to go next.
"I'll go," said his sister Colleen.
Colleen looked at her cousin, Irene, again.
"Truth or Dare?"
Irene smiled at her cousin.
"Truth," she said.
Colleen thought for a few seconds before asking her question.
"Have you ever walked out in public without wearing panties?"
With a look of embarrassment, Irene made a face as if having eaten something bitter.
"God no," said Irene blushing. "I'd never go out in public without wearing panties. It's bad enough that I must endure sitting on cold chairs with nothing covering my ass but for my bikini panties," she said.
She paused as if thinking what else to say.
"Not to mention windy days and subway grates that blow my short skirts all the way to my chest and back. Giving men a free look at my exposed panties, that always happens when I'm holding an umbrella and a package," she said blushing and turning red again. "I can only imagine how embarrassed I'd be if I wasn't wearing panties and showed them my naked pussy and my naked ass."
She nodded her head at her cousin.
"I always wear panties. I'd never flash my naked pussy and/or my naked ass to anyone, and I'd never not wear panties while out in public. That's gross and disgusting," said his cousin Irene while making a face.
Colleen nodded her head.
"I agree," said Colleen. "I never go out without wearing panties either. Panties are much sexier to wear than going commando," she said with a sexy laugh.
# # #
"Your turn," said Colleen to her cousin.
Irene smiled at her cousin, Colleen.
"Truth or Dare," asked Irene?
Colleen returned her cousin's smile with her smile.
"Dare," said Colleen.
Giving them both sexy smiles and naughty looks, Irene looked from Colleen to look at Sean before looking back at Colleen. Getting even with her cousin for asking her such a sexually, inappropriate question, she dared her to do something that was even more sexually inappropriate. Clearly, with everyone thinking that she was morally modest, like her mother, his cousin was a whore in the making.
"I dare you to stand in front of your brother and remove your panties," said Colleen.
Kathy's eyes bugged out of her head and her jaw fell open that her daughter was about to flash her brother her naked pussy.
"What? Hold on. Wait one minute. This is not the game that I want to play," said Kathy.
She looked from Irene to look at her daughter before looking back at her niece.
"It's bad enough that Maureen continues to flash my son her panties and bad enough that Sean asked me to flash him my panties but I must draw the line with Colleen flashing her brother her naked pussy," said Kathy.
Kathy made a face as if she had sucked on a lemon.
"That's just wrong. That's nasty. That's incestuous," said Colleen's mother.
Ignoring her mother, with a flash of sexually arousal controlling Colleen's pretty face, she stood and walked in front of her brother. She cupped her C cup breasts through her blouse and bra while fingering her erecting nipples.
"It's okay, Mom. I'll do it," she said with a shrug. "I don't mind. Really, I don't," she said with an uncaring shrug of her shoulders. "I'd much rather flash my brother my naked pussy than to be spanked by everyone," she said.
She laughed out loud before saying what she was thinking.
"Besides, with me as much of an exhibitionist as Auntie Maureen, I've always wanted to show Sean my red, trimmed, naked pussy," she said with a dirty laugh and a little burp while slurring her words. "I've always wanted to sexually tease my kid brother by flashing him my cunt."
With Sean watching, staring actually, Colleen ever so slowly raised the hem of her short skirt to her waist. She exposed her pink, bikini panties to her brother. More than exposing her panties, she exposed her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit that clearly showed through her sheer panties.
Then, while he continued staring at his sister's panties, as if he had never seen panties before, he stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and what he could see of her pussy slit through her sheer panties. Then, as if she was a stripper at a pole about to dance to music, Colleen slowly and sexily rolled down her panties in front of her brother. With her unembarrassed, unashamed, and immorally immodest, instead of immediately lowering her skirt, holding up her skirt to her waist, she allowed her brother to have a good, long stare at her red, trimmed, naked pussy.
Then, continuing to sexually tease him, while giving her brother a sexy smile and a naughty look, she cupped her naked pussy in the palm of her hand. Then, parting her pussy lips with her long, manicured fingers, she stuck her finger inside of her pussy to rub her clit. Finally, while sexily continuing to stare at her brother, she moved her finger to her brother's lips for him to suck it. After Colleen gave Sean a naked pussy show, she pulled up her panties, fluffed down her skirt, and returned to her chair.
# # #
"My turn," said Aunt Maureen and jumping ahead and out of order even though it was Sean's turn.
She turned to look at Sean with sexual desire, sexual lust, and horniness.
"Truth or Dare," she asked?
Hoping that he'd say what she was thinking, Sean responded.
"Dare," he said.
Maureen smiled victoriously as if she had already won the game.
"Since my daughter asked her cousin to flash you, her brother, her naked pussy, and since Colleen flashed you her naked pussy," she said pausing. She stared at the big bulge his erecting cock made in his pants. "I dare you to flash us your naked cock," said Maureen.
She looked around the room to look at her sister, her niece, and her daughter before looking back at Sean. This time, in the way that his mother complained about her daughter flashing her brother her naked pussy, she didn't complain about Sean flashing everyone his naked prick. No doubt, his mother wanted to see her son's naked prick as much as his aunt wanted to see her nephew's naked cock.
"I dare you to show us your naked prick," said his aunt again. "I dare say that we all want to see your big, naked dick, even your mother, especially your mother, would love to see your naked cock," said Maureen with a dirty laugh. "Truth be told, your mother, my sister, is as much of an incestuous whore as I am," she said with a dirty laugh while looking over at her sister.
While waiting to see what he'd do, his mother, his sister, and his cousin all stared at Sean in sexual anticipation of him exposing his naked prick to them. With him unembarrassed, unashamed, immorally immodest, and perversely perverted, Sean stood, unbuttoned his pants, and unzipped them. Before pulling down his pants and underwear to expose his naked prick to the four women, he looked to his mother. He looked to his sister. He looked to his cousin. Then, he looked to his aunt.
Sean pulled his pants down to his knees and then pulled his underwear down, too. He held his semi-erect prick in his hand and looked from his aunt to look at his mother and to look at his sister and his cousin. While slowing stroking himself to an erection, Sean took pride in showing the four women of his family his naked, semi-erect prick.
While continuing to hold his cock in his hand, he continued stroking himself while showing his aunt, his sister, his mother, and his cousin his naked, semi-erect prick again before turning to face his aunt again. He didn't stop stroking himself until he had a big and hard erection. Then, he walked closer to his aunt.
"You may touch it, if you'd like, Auntie. You may feel my cock. I want you to feel my erect prick. Go ahead and wrap your manicured fingers around my stiff dick and stroke me. I dare you to stroke me," said Sean to his aunt.
Not having to ask her twice, Maureen took her nephew's cock in her soft and warm hand. Obediently obeying him, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around his erect prick and stroked him. She stroked her nephew's stiff prick in the way that she'd stroke her boyfriend, her husband, and/or her lover. Then, surprising him, she leaned forward to kiss the head of his cock and lick the head of his stiff prick.
# # #
"My turn," said Sean looking at his aunt. "Truth or dare," he asked her?
Aunt Maureen smiled at her nephew as if she already knew what was coming.
"Dare," said Maureen.
Sean smiled a big shit eating grin at his aunt.
"I dare you to show us your naked breasts," he said.
With all eyes on Maureen, not wasting a moment, she stood, slowly and sexily unbuttoned her blouse, opened it, removed it, and reached around her back to unhook her bra. Then, as if she was a stripper about to dance around a pole, she slowly slid her bra straps from her shoulders, and held her bra cups in place before removing her bra. She showed her huge, naked, double D cup breasts to her nephew. She turned to face her niece, her sister, and her daughter while showing them all her naked breasts and erect nipples.
Finally, she turned back to Sean. While staring down at them and sliding her slow fingers across her erect nipples, she lifted her huge breasts in the palm of her hands. Making them bigger and making them harder, she pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. In the way that Sean walked over to his aunt with his naked, erect pick in his hand, his aunt walked toward her nephew to stand in front of him topless.
"Would you like to touch them, too," she asked? "Would you like to feel my naked breasts? Would you like to fondle my huge tits while fingering my erect nipples?"
Not needing her to ask him twice, Sean reached out his horny hands and felt his aunt's naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
# # #
"My turn," said Colleen skipping over her mother, even though it was her mother's turn to go.
She looked at her brother.
"Truth or Dare," she asked?
Sean gave his sister a sinister laugh while hoping she'd say what he was thinking.
"Dare," he said.
Colleen returned her brother's laugh with her laugh.
"Now that you showed us all your naked prick, I dare you to masturbate yourself in front of us," she said. "I dare you to cum," she said. "We all want to watch you cum, Sean," said his sister.



With his pants and underwear still bunch down around his ankles, having already shown the four women his naked prick, he had no compunction in masturbating himself in front of them. Again, he slowly stroked himself before stroking himself faster and harder. Then, when he was ready to cum, he walked over to his sister.
No doubt, in the way that he asked his aunt to touch him and stroke him, she thought that her brother was going to ask her to touch him and stroke him. Still stroking himself, he stood in front of his sister. With Colleen leaning forward in her chair and intently watching her brother masturbate himself, sexually surprising her, Sean ejaculated all over his sister's face and in her red hair. And when she opened her mouth wide to scream, he ejaculated cum in his sister's opened mouth, too.
"Oh, my God, Sean. I can't believe you ejaculated in my face and in my mouth," she said wiping her brother's cum from her face and hair with tissues while spitting out his cum. "What's wrong with you? You're such a pig. I can't believe you gave me, your own sister, a cum bath."
Sean's cum dripped from his sister's hair, her eye brows, her nose, her lips, and her chin. She was literally covered with her brother's cum. Sean gave his sexy sister a cum bath.
# # #
Sean's mother raised her hand again.
"It's my turn," she said while looking over at her son.
With Maureen still sitting in her chair topless, and Sean still standing there with his pants and underwear bunch around his ankles, she looked at her sister and gave her a wink before looking over at her nephew again.
"Truth or dare," she asked?
Sean gave his mother a big smile.
"Dare," said Sean.
With a flash of sexual arousal taking hold of his mother's face, she dared him to do something that he thought that she'd never dare him to do.
"I dare you to suck your aunt's naked tits while fingering her erect nipples," she said.
Sean gave his mother a big grin. Immediately, he walked over to his aunt with his pants and underwear still bunched around his ankles.
"I'd love to suck her huge tits," he said.
Sean knelt in front of his topless aunt. Then, leaning forward while she leaned forward too, he fingered her nipples before taking them in his mouth. Making her nipples even more erect, he pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. He took one nipple in his mouth and sucked that before taking her other nipple in her mouth to suck that. Sean sucked his aunt's erect nipples while fingering her erect nipples.
# # #
"My turn," said Sean.
He turned to look at his mother.
"Truth or dare," he asked?
Kathy laughed.
"Dare," she said.
Kathy gave her son a big smile.
"I dare you to show us your naked breasts," said Sean to his mother.
In the way that her sister did, his mother did, too. She stood, and as if she was a stripper, she slowly and sexily unbuttoned her blouse, and removed it. Then, she, reached behind her to unhook her bra, and lowered her bra straps from her shoulders. She removed her bra and walked in front of her son.
"Would you like to feel your mother's tits," she asked? "Would you like to suck and finger your mother's nipples in the way that you've already sucked and fingered your aunt's nipples?"
Again, not having to ask him twice, Sean reached out his horny hand and touched, felt, and fondled his mother's naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. He leaned forward and in the way that he sucked and fingered his aunt's nipples, he sucked and fingered his mother's nipples, too.
# # #
"It's my turn," said Colleen even though it wasn't her turn.
She turned to look at her brother while letting out a dirty laugh.
"I dare you to finger and lick Irene's naked pussy," she said looking over at her cousin and smiling.
Irene's mouth fell open.
"Wait! Oh, my God. No. Colleen what's wrong with you," she asked? "He can't do that to me. He's my cousin," she said lightly feigning her complaint. "That's gross. That's disgusting," she said with her face turning a bright red.
Ignoring his Irene's complaints, Sean walked over to his cousin on his knees. He lifted her short skirt, reached beneath it, and pulled her white panties down and off. With her offering no resistance, he spread her knees wide. He leaned forward to finger her clit. No doubt from seeing her cousin's naked prick and watching him finger and suck her mother's nipples, she was already wet.
Sean leaned forward and licked her pussy. He continued rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy while licking her. Rubbing her harder, he licked her faster. He masturbated his cousin's pussy while eating her naked cunt.
"Sean. Sean. Oh, my God, Sean," said Irene. "You're going to make me cum," she said grabbing his head in her hands. "I can't believe that you're going to make me cum."
She rubbed his face all over her wet pussy while he continued fingering her clit and finger fucking her pussy.
"Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking me. I'm cumming, Sean. I'm cumming," said Irene closing her eyes, stiffening her legs, and arching her back. "Oh, my God!"
She fell quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, perking up as if she had been pinched, she said what he hoped she'd say.
# # #
"My turn," said Irene.
She turned to her cousin, Colleen.
"Truth or dare," she asked?
Colleen gave his cousin a big smile.
"Dare," she said.
Irene pulled up her panties and fluffed down her skirt.
"I dare you to blow your brother. I dare you to suck his cock. I dare you to allow him to cum in your mouth and swallow his cum," said Irene.
Colleen laughed.
"That sounds like three dares to me but," said Colleen while shrugging her shoulder and pausing to look over at her brother. "I'll do it. I'll blow my brother. I'll suck his cock. I'll even will allow him to cum in my mouth and I will swallow his cum," said Sean's sexy sister with a shrug.
With him still naked below the waist, Sean stood from kneeling in front of his cousin to stand in front of his sister. With his pants and underwear still bunch down around his ankles, he removed his pants and his underwear. Then, he stood closer to his sister while stroking his naked, erect cock. Once he had a big and hard erection, he leaned forward. His sister took his stiff prick in her hand before taking his erect cock in her mouth while staring up at her brother.
Colleen was blowing her brother. She was sucking his cock. She stroked him while sucking him. Stroking him faster and stroking him harder, she was determined for him to cum in her mouth.
"Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking me. I'm cumming, Colleen. I'm cumming," said Sean.
He put a gentle hand behind his sister's red, haired head. He humped her mouth and fucked her face. Not taking Sean long to cum, his second time cumming, while holding some back, he ejaculated a load of cum in his sister's mouth and she swallowed all that her brother gave her.
# # #
"My turn," said Sean.
He looked at his mother.
"Truth or dare," asked Sean?
His mother laughed.
"Dare," she said.
Sean stood and walked in front his mother.
"I dare you to blow me, mom. I dare you to suck my cock. I dare you to allow me to cum in your mouth," he said.
Kathy laughed.
"Let me understand what you want to do with your mother. You want me to take your erect prick in her hand and stroke you," she asked while staring up at him?
Sean laughed.
"Yes, mother. I want you to take my big dick in your hand and stroke me," said Sean.
Kathy smiled up at her son.
"You want me to take your prick in my mouth to suck you? You want me to blow you," she asked?
Sean laughed again.
"Yes, mother. I want you to take my prick in your mouth and suck me. I want you to blow me," he said.
His mother sexily smiled up at her son.
"You want to cum in my mouth, your mother's mouth, and watch me swallow your cum," she asked. "Is that it?"
Sean laughed again.
"Yes, I want you to take my erect prick in your hand and stroke me. Yes, I want you to take my prick in your mouth to suck me. Yes, I want you to blow me. Yes, I want to cum in your mouth, my mother's mouth, and watch you swallow me," said Sean.
# # #
With his mother as big of a whore as her sister and her daughter, Kathy leaned forward to take her son's erect prick in her hand. Then, assuming the position, she moved to her knees in front of him. She stroked Sean's prick while sucking his big dick. His mother gave him the best blowjob of his young life.
"Oh, mom, that feel so good. Don't stop," he said putting a gentle hand behind his mother's head. "Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking. I need to cum, again. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said.
He humped his mother's mouth and fucked her face. His third time cumming, yet, holding some back, it didn't take him long to ejaculate in his mother's mouth. Instead of spitting out his cum, in the way that her daughter had swallowed her brother's seed, his mother did, too.
"My turn," said his mother while wiping her lips with a tissue.
She turned to Sean again.
"Truth or dare," she asked?
He smiled at his mother.
"Dare," he said.
She laughed with glee.
"I dare you to stick your stiff prick in your aunt's mouth and allow her to blow you," she said while winking at her sister.
Finally, getting what he had always wanted a blowjob from his aunt, Sean walked over to his aunt. Immediately, she moved to her knees, took his erect prick in her hand, and stared up at him while stroking him. Then, seemingly eagerly ready to do so, she took his cock in her mouth and sucked him. Sean couldn't believe that his aunt Maureen was sucking his cock.
Determined for him to cum in her mouth, she stroked him faster. She stroked him harder. She sucked him deeper.
"Cum, Sean. Cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste your cum. I want to swallow your cum," she said.
Sean put a gentle hand behind his aunt's red, pretty head. He humped her mouth. He fucked her face. He didn't stop humping her mouth and fucking her face until he was ready to cum. His fourth time cumming, while holding some back again, he ejaculated in his aunt's mouth.
# # #
"My turn," said his aunt looking at Sean. "Truth or dare," she asked.
Sean laughed.
"Dare," he said with confidence. "You couldn't possibly dare me to do anything that I wouldn't do."
His aunt looked over at her sister, Kathy, before looking back at Sean.
"I dare you to make love to your mother. I dare you to stick your erect prick in her pussy. Then, I dare you to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with your cock," said his aunt.
Sean took a towel from the linen closet and placed it in front of his mother. He took her by her hand and moved her to the floor. With her already topless, she quickly removed her short skirt and her panties. She was naked. Sean's mother was naked.
Kissing his mother, French kissing her, he continued making out with her while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Then, he mounted her. Sean mounted his mother.
She reached down to move his engorged prick to her pussy. With a gentle hump from the both of them, Sean was inside of his mother. He lovingly humped her while she lovingly humped him. Then, humping one another faster and harder, they were fucking. Sean fucked his mother and his mother fucked her son.
"Sean! Sean! Don't stop fucking me. Please don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Sean. I'm cumming," said his mother.
As soon as she said she was cumming, she closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, arched her back, and fell quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
With Sean not quite done fucking his mother's pussy, his fifth time cumming, he ejaculated in her naked cunt.
# # #
Kathy opened her eyes and sat up while facing her sister. She gave Maureen a smile and another wink.
"My turn," said his mother jumping out of turn when it was Colleen's turn.
She looked at her son.
"Truth or dare," she asked.
Knowing what she was going to dare him to do, he looked at his aunt and smiled.
"Dare," said Sean.
Kathy looked at her son with sexual arousal for what she was about to dare him to do.
"I dare you to make love to my sister. I dare you to fuck your aunt fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with your cock," said Kathy. "And in the way that you did with me, hopefully, you'll have enough cum to give her, I want you to cum in her pussy, too," said his mother.
Sean moved the towel from in front of his mother to move it in front of his aunt. He took his aunt by her hand and helped her to the floor. Then, he kissed her. He French kissed her. In the way that he had made out with his mother, Sean made out with his aunt.
Then, he mounted her. Maureen reached down for her nephew's big dick and stuffed it in her pussy. Then with a hump and a thrust, Sean was inside of his aunt's cunt. In the way that he made love to his mother, he made love to his aunt. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, they were fucking. He fucked his aunt as fast and as hard as he fucked his mother.
"Sean! My God, Sean. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. You're going to make me cum. I'm almost there. Hump me faster, Sean. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Sean. I'm cumming," said his aunt while closing her eyes, stiffening her legs, and arching her back before falling silent to enjoy the afterglow of sex.
With her not the only one cumming, his sixth time cumming, while still holding some back, Sean ejaculated cum in his aunt's pussy, too.
# # #
"It's my turn," said cousin, Irene.
Once again, she looked to Sean.
"Truth or dare," she asked?
Knowing what she was going to dare him to do, Sean answered his cousin's question.
"Dare," he said.
Irene smiled while staring over at Colleen.
"I dare you to fuck your sister. I dare you to cum in her pussy. I dare you to impregnate her with your baby," said Irene.
Colleen laughed.
"Once again, that sounds like three dares to me. Yet, that's okay. I'll fuck my brother. I always wanted to fuck him in the way that I know that he always wanted to fuck me. I'll allow him to cum in my pussy while hoping that he impregnates me and have his baby," said Colleen.
In the way that Sean walked over to his mother and his aunt to move the towel in place, he walked over to his sister with the towel in his hand. Giving her his hand, he helped her down to the floor. Kissing her, French kissing her, he made out with his sister in the way that he made out with his mother and his aunt.
Then, as soon as he mounted his sister, she reached down for his erect prick and slid it inside of her pussy. Returning her brother's humps with her humps, Colleen humped her brother as fast and as hard as Sean humped his sister. Instead of making love, they were fucking. Colleen fucked her brother and Sean fucked his sister. Then, as if a volcano erupting, Sean ejaculated a load of cum, his fifth load of cum, in his sister's pussy.
Humping her faster and humping her harder, in the way that Sean gave his mother and his aunt sexual orgasms with his stiff prick, he gave his sister a sexual orgasm, too.
"Sean! Sean! Fucking Sean. You're going to make me cum. Don't stop fucking me. Don't stop humping me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming Sean. I'm cumming," said Colleen.
Colleen wasn't the only one cumming. Sean ejaculated his seventh load of cum in his sister's pussy.
In the way that his mother and his aunt closed their eyes, stiffened their legs, and arched their backs, his sister did, too. Then, falling silent, she enjoyed the afterglow of sex before popping up to look over at her cousin, Irene.
# # #
"My turn," said Colleen smiling at her brother.
Sean returned his sister's smile with his smile.
"Truth or dare," she asked?
Knowing what his sister was going to dare him to do, Sean looked over at Irene.
"Dare," said Sean.
Colleen smiled at Irene.
"I dare you to fuck your cousin. I dare you to give her a sexual orgasm with your cock. I dare you to cum in her pussy and impregnate her with your baby," said Colleen.
Going for his personal record, cumming eight times, he mounted his cousin. Irene reached her hand down to position her cousin's cock in her warm and wet pussy. Then, humping one another faster and harder, they fucked one another.
"Sean. My God. Sean. Please don't cum in my pussy," said Irene too late.
In the way that he ejaculated in his mother, his aunt, and his sister, he ejaculated in his cousin's pussy, too.
# # #
That night, going from room to room, Sean slept with his mother and his aunt in his mother's bed for four hours. He stripped off their nightgowns and touched and felt them everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother and a nephew should never touch and feel his aunt. Fucking them both again, and cumming in their pussies again, they had threesome sex with them.
Next, in the early hours of the morning, he moved to his sister's bed. He had threesome sex with his sister and with his cousin. Stripping off their nightgowns, he touched and felt them everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his sister and a cousin should never touch and feel his cousin. Fucking them both again, and cumming in their pussies again, he had threesome sex with them.
Nine months later, as if it was all meant to be, a miracle, on the same, exact day, they all delivered their babies, four boys.
THE END
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First Cousins are Kissing Cousins
Author's Note:
This true story was written for Michael about his first cousin, Emma.
# # #
Nearly every man has a sexy, shapely, and beautiful female cousin that he wishes he could take to bed. Nearly every woman has a tall, dark, and handsome, male cousin that she wishes she could sexually seduce. Yet, this story isn't about male cousins. This story is about female cousins, a particular female cousin, named Emma.
Admit it, female cousins are women that many men have crushes on that are forbidden as much as they are incestuous. I dare write that nearly everyone has a first cousin story. Yet, isn't just about anyone. This story is about Michael.
Michael loved his first cousin, Emma. Michael's friends were crazy in love with his first cousin, Emma, too. Yet, unfortunately, as if they have an infectious disease, first cousins are off limits to other first cousins, and to Michael's friends. Sadly, the only men allowed to have sex with Michael's first cousins were strangers.
Even though they were blood related, nothing more than a pipe dream and total nonsense on his part, Michael dreamt of marrying his first cousin, Emma, one day. Yet, clearly, with her not feeling the same sexual way about him, she'd never agree to marry him. Besides, not wanting to ruin their close friendship, even though he had always wanted to kiss her, he controlled himself from doing so. In the way that he wanted to kiss her, French kiss her, she'd think him an incestuous pervert for trying to romantically kissing her.
Nonetheless, whenever alone with his bad self, he imagined touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes that a cousin should never touch and feel his cousin through her clothes while kissing her, French kissing her. Not wanting to embarrass himself and sexually pressure her, he never tried to kiss her. Even though he continued imagining and sexually fantasized doing so, never daring to sexually abuse her, he never touched her and felt her while imagining kissing her.
Yet, whenever he masturbated himself over imagining being with her romantically, which was daily, he imagined kissing her. He couldn't help himself from imagining kissing her. Not just kissing her, he imagined making out with her.
While imagining French kissing her, again, he imagined touching her, feeling her, and fondling her through her low-cut blouse and her short skirt. Again, not stopping with just making out with her and feeling her through her clothes, he imagined slowly removing her clothes while continuing to make out with her. One of his favorite masturbation fantasies to imagine, while stroking his cock faster to a bigger and harder erection, he loved imagining undressing his hot cousin while making out with her.
He imagined slowly unbuttoning and removing her blouse. He imagined unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt. Then, with her dressed in only her low-cut bra and sheer bikini panties, as if she was his very own lingerie model, he imagined staring at her bra clad breasts and her sheerly, revealing panties.
He imagined seeing all that he could see of the big impressions of her erect nipples through her bra. When imagining seeing the tops of her bulging and jiggling breasts in her low-cut bra made him want to see her topless. Michael would love to see Emma's big, naked tits.
Taking her all in, he imagined all that he could see of her pussy through her sheer, white, bikini panties. With her as sexy as she was shapely, and with him seeing her in her imagined, white, bikini panties, a sight to behold, he imagined staring at her pussy mound. He imagined staring at her camel toe. He imagined staring at her pussy slit and her patch of trimmed, black, pubic hair that showed through her panties.
Whenever he imagined seeing her in her sheer, white panties, that made him want to see her naked pussy. That made him want to cup her naked pussy in the palm of his horny hand. That made him want to part her pussy lips with his long, stiff fingers and rub her clit while finger fucking her pussy. As much as he'd love to see his cousin's naked pussy, he'd love to masturbate his cousin. He'd love to make love to her before fucking her hard and fast.
Once he memorized the imagined vision of her standing before him in her sexy lingerie, while imagining making out with her, he imagined reaching around her to unhook her three clasp, sexy brasserie. While holding her bra cups in place, increasing the sexual suspension, he imagined removing her bra straps from her shapely shoulders. While kissing her shoulders and the tops off her exposed breasts, he imagined ever so slowly sliding her bra straps down her arms. Then, taking a big, deep breath, and holding it, he imagined removing her low-cut brasserie.
# # #
'Wow! Oh, my God. There they are, her big tits. I'm seeing Emma's naked breasts,' he imagined thinking. 'I can't believe that I'm seeing her naked breasts,' he thought while masturbating himself.
As if he was having a sexual fantasy, which he was, he imagined seeing her big, naked breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and her pink, erect nipples. He imagined staring at her big and shapely, naked breasts as if he had never seen naked breasts before. With her not slapping his hand away, he imagined himself reaching out his horny hands to touch her naked breasts, feel her naked breasts, and fondle her naked breasts while leaning forward to finger her erect nipples before sucking her nipples.
Not stopping with just seeing her topless, he imagined sticking his thumb in the waistband of her panties and slowly sliding them down before sexily removing them. He imagined staring at her black, trimmed, naked, pubic hair. Then, wanting to see all of her, slowly turning her around as if she was a mannequin in a department store, he imagined staring at her round and firm naked ass.
In the way that he had imagined touching and feeling her naked breasts, he imagined touching, feeling, and squeezing her shapely, naked ass. Turning her back around again, unable to get enough of seeing all that he shouldn't see of her, he stared at his cousin's naked breasts and her naked pussy again. Even though he was a breast man, he loved his cousin's imagined, naked ass and her long, shapely legs. When imagining seeing his cousin naked, he was now a confirmed breast man, an ass man, and a leg man.
A sexual fantasy that he yearned to come true, he imagined reaching out his horny hand to cup her black, trimmed pussy. Imagining this again while masturbating himself, he imagined parting her pussy lips with his finger and rubbing her clit. He imagined deeply finger fucking his cousin with his long, stiff fingers. He imagined sexually arousing his cousin. He imagined giving Emma a sexual orgasm by masturbating her with his fingers.
'Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck my pussy deeper. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming,' he imagined her saying while he stroked his cock faster and harder.
He imagined masturbating her while fondling her big, naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Something that he had always wanted to do, had imagined doing, and masturbated over doing, he imagined giving her a sexual orgasm with his fingers. He imagined eating her and giving her a second, sexual orgasm with his tongue and fingers.
'Michael. Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. Don't stop rubbing me. Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. Please, don't stop eating me. You're going to make me cum, again. You're going to make me cum, Michael,' he imagined her saying. 'I'm cumming. Michael, I'm cumming.'
Nothing more than his reoccurring, sexual fantasy, a favorite erotic dream of his, Michael imagined slowly and seductively stripping his cousin, Emma, naked, totally naked. He loved imagining seeing her without her clothes.
# # #
Not stopping there, once she was naked, he imagined moving her to her bed. He imagined falling back with her, and touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. He imagined making out with her while touching her and feeling her naked body everywhere that a cousin should never touch and feel his cousin. Needing to make love to her with his mouth and his fingers, he imagined moving between her long and shapely thighs to finger her pussy while licking her pussy again.
Yet, again, he imagined masturbating his cousin while licking his cousin. He imagined giving her a sexual orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue. He imagined her closing her big, brown eyes, arching her shapely back, and stiffening her long, shapely legs. He imagined her cumming and falling back in the softness of her bed to enjoy the afterglow of sex.
Finally, once she finished enjoying the afterglow of sex, he imagined mounting her, he imagined her willingly and consensually reaching her soft, warm hand down to insert his big, hard cock inside of her warm, wet pussy. With gentle humps and while kissing her, he imagined making love to his cousin. He imagined French kissing her while humping her.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, he imagined fucking her. He imagined Emma returning his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. His sexual fantasy that he wished would come true, Michael imagined fucking his cousin, Emma.
Not stopping with giving her just one sexual orgasm, Michael imagined giving his cousin a multitude of orgasmic pleasure. After giving her a sexual orgasm with his fingers by masturbating her, he imagined giving her a sexual orgasm with his tongue by eating her. As if it was real, he imagined licking and fingering his cousin's warm, wet pussy. Finally, he imagined giving her a third, sexual orgasm with his cock by fucking her fast enough and hard enough for her to cum again.
'Michael! Michael! Oh, my God, Michael,' he imagined her saying. 'Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming.'
# # #
Sexually fantasizing about his cousin enough that he hoped his sexual fantasy would come true, he had the same sexual fantasy every day while masturbating himself over imagining having sex with his hot cousin. From the time that he turned 18-years-old and for as long back as he could remember, Michael loved his cousin, Emma. Every time he saw her his pulse raced and his heart skipped a beat. There was something about her that made him sexually lust over her with forbidden, erotic desire. Unable to remove his eyes from her, he couldn't stop staring at her.
A very beautiful woman, she was tall, 5'8" tall with lush, blue-black hair and dark brown, beautiful, hypnotic eyes. With her having big, D cup breasts, she was as sexy as she was shapely. She had an incredible ass from swimming, jogging, riding her bike, and walking. In addition to having shapely legs, she had shapely arms and shoulders from lifting her dumbbells.
Her breasts were so big and her blouse was so tight that the button by her big, white brassiere was always pushed open enough that he could see the side of her lacy, low-cut bra cup. Sometimes, that was the button that became unbuttoned and he could see even more of her bra. A voyeur as much as he hoped that his cousin was an exhibitionist, giving him more to masturbate over, he loved seeing the side of his cousin's big, bra cup.
Then, when she squatted down in front of him to pat his dog, Buster, she gave him an upskirt peak of her white panties. He loved seeing Emma's white panties. He loved seeing his cousin's panty clad pussy. Then, as soon as she leaned forward to rub buster's head, she gave him a down blouse view of her long, line of sexy cleavage, the tops of her big breasts, and a view of her low-cut bra.
'I love it when Emma greets Buster. She always gives me something to see. She always shows me something of her beautiful body for me to masturbate over later,' he thought.
When Michael wasn't staring at Emma's pretty face, he stared at her big tits. Sexually captivated by her big breasts, especially when she was showing her long line of sexy cleavage of the side view of her bra cup, he loved big breasted women. Then, when she turned the other way, especially when she bent at the waist to pick up something, he stared at her shapely ass. Wishing that he could place his hands on either side of her hips and hump her ass, he loved Emma's round, firm ass as much as he loved her big, shapely breasts.
When she bent at the waist like that, her short skirt rose high enough to nearly flashed him her panties. Tempted to do so, he wanted to lift the back of her skirt to her waist and hold it there. Wondering her reaction to him seeing the back of her white panties, she'd probably scream and turn while fluffing down her skirt before slapping him across his perverted face.
'I'd love to tap that ass,' he thought nonetheless. 'I wish I could have sex with my hot cousin. I wish I could touch her and feel her everywhere while making out with her. Just once, I wish I could slowly undress her. Just once, I wish I could see her in her bra and panties. Just once, I wish I could remove her bra and see her topless. Just once, I wish I could remove her panties and strip her naked,' he thought. 'Just once, as if she was my girlfriend, my fiancée, my lover, or my wife, I wish I could see her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass.'
# # #
Then, making it appear accidental, he thought of sexually molesting his cousin by deliberately exposing his naked, erect cock to her. Giving him plenty to masturbate over later, he'd love to expose his stiff prick to her. He'd love to see her reaction to her seeing his big, naked, erect dick. He'd love to show her his naked cock.
'Would she look,' he wondered? Would she stare,' he wondered? Would she look away in disgust,' he wondered? 'Or, hoping beyond hope, would she reach out and touch it. Would she wrap her long, manicured fingers around his erect prick and slowly stroke him? Would she move to her knees, take him in her mouth, and suck him? Would she push him back on her bed and fuck him?'
Yet, he could never expose himself to his cousin. If he did have the audacity to expose himself to her, she'd never stare at his erect, naked cock. She'd never stroke him, suck him, and/or fuck him. She'd never have sex with him in the way that he had always imagined having sex with her. Instead, she'd be angry. Even if he made his exposure appear accidental, she'd think that he had deliberately exposed his naked prick to her.
'Nevertheless,' he thought. 'I wish I could show her my erect, naked cock. I'd love for my cousin to see my naked prick. Giving me even more to masturbate over, I'd love to see her reaction to seeing my naked dick. Clearly, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love for her to wrap her manicured fingers around my stiff prick. I'd love for her to slowly stroke me before stroking me faster and harder. At the very least, I'd love for Emma to masturbate me.
Yet, not sexually satisfied with her only stroking him, he wanted more than just a hand job. He wished that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. He wished that she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
'I'd love for her to take me in her beautiful mouth and blow me. I'd love for my cousin to suck my hard cock. I'd love to cum in her mouth and all over her face while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples,' thought Michael. 'I'd love to give Emma a cum bath.'
Alas and again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he had always wanted to take her in his arms and kiss her, French kiss her. Yet, he never dared part her red, full lips with his tongue and romantically kiss his cousin. He never dared stick his tongue in her beautiful mouth, and French kiss her. Forbidden fruit and off-limits, she was his cousin, his blood related, first cousin. How dare he want to have sex with his cousin? What's wrong with him to want to have sex with his blood, related relative?
If ever he dared kiss to her, too much too soon, he'd ruin everything. No doubt, she'd turn her head away before he even dared touch her lips with his lips. God, forbid he felt her breasts or squeezed her ass through her clothes, she'd slap his face and push him away. She'd be as offended as she'd be embarrassed. She'd never talk to him again. He'd not only lose his cousin but also, he'd lose his best friend.
# # #
Yet, something undeniably true, with him having five aunts and five uncles on his mother's side, even though he had twenty-four cousins, and a dozen more cousins on his father's side, by far, she was his favorite cousin. No other woman even came close to how he romantically felt about his cousin, Emma. Sexually frustrating but true, the love of his life, he was in love with her. He was in love with his first cousin. He truly loved her. He truly sexually wanted her.
In the way that no one else did, she got him. With just a look, instead of having to explain everything to her, she understood his meaning. She laughed at all of his jokes. Talking about everything and laughing over nothing, more than just cousins, they were friends, best friends. Moreover, she lovingly adored him as much as he lovingly adored her.
They loved being together. They spent all of their free time together. Yet, instead of being her best friend, he wished they were kissing cousins. Something that she didn't know, at the very least, he'd love to kiss his cousin. He'd love to romantically kiss her.
He'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. He wished he could have sex with her, incestuous sex. He wished he could make love to her before fucking her. He'd love to fuck his cousin.
'How hot would it be to make out with my cousin while feeling her everywhere through her clothes,' he thought? 'How hot would that be to slowly undress her and strip her naked? How hot would that be to make love to her? How hot would that be to fuck her?'
Seeing one another every day, a time before personal computers and emails, they talked on the phone for hours. Embarrassed and ashamed to admit how he truly felt about her, Michael shared everything with Emma except for the fact that he loved her. Yet, he loved her not in the way that a cousin loved his cousin. He loved her in the way that a man loved a woman.
Instead of referring to her and introducing her to his friends and acquaintances as his cousin, he'd rather refer to her and introduce her to his friends and acquaintances as his girlfriend, his steady girlfriend. No ands, buts, and/or maybes, the woman of his nightly reoccurring sexual fantasies and erotic dreams, she was the woman that he wanted to marry. She was the woman that he dreamed about every night, awakened thinking about every day, and masturbated over every night and every morning.
# # #
"Emma, Emma, Emma,' he said while slowing stroking his flaccid prick to a big and hard erection. "I love you, Emma. I wish I could show you my naked, erect prick."
As he does every morning, Michael sexually thought about his cousin while masturbating himself.
"Emma, Emma, Emma," he said while stroking him faster and harder. "I want you, Emma," he said while imagining her naked and having forbidden, incestuous sex with her. "Emma, Emma, Emma," he said while imagining her blowing him and cumming in her mouth after making love to her before fucking her.
When he wasn't with his cousin, he masturbated over the thoughts of touching and feeling his cousin through her clothes. When he wasn't imagining kissing her, he imagined having sex with her. He imagined what she'd look like in her bra and panties. He imagined what she'd look like in her short, sheer, and low-cut, sexy nightgowns. He imagined what she'd look like topless. He imagined what she looked like naked.



'Oh, Emma, I'd love to see you in your bra and panties,' thought Michael. 'I'd love to see you topless. I'd love to see your big, naked tits. I'd love to see you naked. I'd love to see your black, trimmed pussy and your round, naked ass.'
Not stopping with him just imagining her naked, he imagined what she'd look like when leaning over him with her naked breasts hanging his face. He imagined reaching up to feel and fondle her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples before leaning up to suck her erect nipples. He imagined what she looked like when he was on top of her making love to her before fucking her. He imagined what she looked like when she was on top of him and making love to him before fucking him.
Then, while imagining giving her a sexual orgasm, multiple sexual orgasms, he imagined what she looked like when having a sexual orgasm. He imagined what she looked like cumming. He imagined what she sounded like when cumming. He imagined her being as sexually attracted to him as much he was sexually attracted to her. He imagined her wanting to have forbidden sex with him as much as he wanted to have incestuous sex with her.
'Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Michael. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming. Hump me faster. Hump me harder,' he imagined her saying. 'Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck your cousin.'
# # #
Yet, so sexually frustrating, she lived in his dreams as his secret lover and not in his reality as his imagined girlfriend. She came sexually alive in his masturbation fantasies as his perfect woman and his preferred, sexual partner. With her naked and willing to have consensual sex with him, she lived in his imagination but not in his real life. Alas, unfortunately and sadly, the closest that he hoped to get with his cousin was best friends and not lovers, never lovers.
As convoluted as it sounded, he always imagined marrying her. Unfortunately, a sexual relationship was as incestuous as it was forbidden. Instead of being romantically interested in her, hopelessly in love with his cousin, and breaking his heart, she dated other men.
With her so beautiful, so sexy, and so shapely, it didn't take her long to find a steady man in her life. It didn't take her boyfriend long to ask for her hand, for her to be engaged, and to be married. Invited to her wedding when he was 26-years-old and she was 24-years-old, all hope was lost of ever getting together with his cousin romantically.
Surprised when he met her husband, Michael looked a lot like him. They were both the same height, 6' tall. They both had the same muscular build. They both had brown hair and hazel eyes. Instead of his first name being Michael, his first name was Mathew. They could have passed as brothers and many people at the wedding thought that they were brothers.
'My cousin is married,' thought Michael. 'My imagined, sexual, relationship with her is over. She'll never sexually think of me in the way that I've always sexually thought of her. I love you, Emma,' he thought while imagining her naked and having forbidden sex with him for the last time.
"I love you, Emma," he said while kissing her on her cheek and wishing her good luck and good bye at her wedding.
He didn't care that they were cousins, first cousins. What did it matter? With him always sexually fantasizing over romantically having sex with her and being married to her, even after she was married to someone else, he continually wished he could have married her. Yet, they were first cousins and marriages between first cousins are illegal in 29 of the 50 states.
Fortunately, something that he didn't know, with him living in Boston, the state of Massachusetts is one of the states that allowed first cousins to marry. If only he knew that before she married her husband, he would have proposed to her. Only, thinking that he was joking, she never would have taken him seriously. She never would have married him, her first cousin.
# # #
Below is a list of famous people who married their first cousins. Charles Bulfinch, American architect, married Hannah Apthorp. Charles Darwin, evolutionary biologist, married Emma Wedgewood. Pierre S. Du Pont, American entrepreneur, married Alice Belin. Albert Einstein, physicist, married Elsa Lowenthal nee Einstein. Saddam Hussein, President of Iraq, married Sajida Talfah. Thomas Jefferson, our third United States president, married Martha Jefferson. Igor Stravinsky, Russian composer, married Katerina Nossenko. Marten Van Buren, our eighth president of the United States, married Hannah Hoes. Henry Winthrop, Governor of Massachusetts, married Elizabeth Fones.
Royals routinely marry their first cousins and/or distant cousins to keep their blood lines pure and, additionally, because they came from similar, social circles. King George 1V married Caroline of Brunswick. Queen Victoria married Prince Albert. Louis XV1 married Marie Antoinette, and Henry the V111 married Catherine of Aragon.
There are far too many distant cousins in the royal families marrying one another to mention, but here are a few of the more prominent ones. Queen Elizabeth and Prince Phillip are distant cousins. Even Prince Charles and Princess Diana were distant cousins, as well. The Duke and Duchess of Cambridge, Catherine Middleton and Prince William are distant cousins, also. The Duke and Duchess of Sussex, Meghan Markle and Prince Harry are distant cousins, too.
Then, there were men who married their first cousins because they were not right in the head. With him a drunk and addicted to drugs, Edgar Allen Poe married Virginia Clemm. With him lost in his stories of fantasy fiction, H. G. Wells married Isabel Mary Wells. Gunman and robber, Jesse James married Zerelda 'Zee' Mimms, his first cousin. Tell me that wasn't a match made in Heaven.
Troubled, drunken, and drug addicted, Jerry Lee Lewis married Myra Gale Brown his first cousin when she was only 13-years-old. Murdering Mafia Boss, Carlo Gambino, married Catherine Castellano; another match made in Heaven. Crazy Rudy, Rudy Giuliani, married three times, married Regina Peruggi, his first cousin.
'If marrying their first cousins was good for them, why wouldn't marrying his first cousin be good for me,' thought Michael? 'I love my cousin. I truly love her. I'd love to marry my cousin. I wish I could have married, Emma,' he thought.
Granted many of these marriages were a long time ago. A time before the automobile, the cross-country train, or the airplane. Men had a much smaller circle of women to choose from to marry.
No doubt, with them living sheltered lives by not traveling, the main reason why men and women married their first cousins was because they lived close by them and routinely visited them. Men and women fell in love with their first cousins because they were the only men and women that they routinely saw and entertained. Yet, even today, I dare write that many men and women would marry their first cousins if they legally could.
# # #
After his cousin moved to California with her newly wedded husband, Michael put Emma on the back burner, especially after he was sexually involved with a woman who wasn't related to him. Becoming more serious and even talking marriage, their sexual relationship quickly blossomed into a romantic one. Then, one day, out of the blue, something unexpected happened to change all of that.
After four, excruciatingly, long years of missing his cousin, he heard through his relatives' grapevine that Emma had filed for divorce and would be moving back to Boston to live with her mother. Shocked as much as he was sexually excited, he couldn't believe that his cousin was coming home. She would soon be free. He would finally see her again.
Hopefully, with her living close by and only a few streets away, at the very least, she'd be available to begin their close friendship again. With him forever hopeful, a long shot, perhaps, he could start a romantic relationship with her. Perhaps, with her married and divorced, and no longer a virgin, she'd even agree to marry him.
Suddenly, in a wave of passion, all of the romantic feelings for his cousin resurfaced and whatever romantic feelings he had for his present girlfriend faded, dissipated, and disappeared. Four, long years since he saw her at her wedding, he wondered what she looked like now. Maybe she got fat. Maybe she grew ugly and wasn't as attractive as she used to be. Maybe, she was depressed because her marriage failed and wanted nothing to do with him, just another horny and perversely, perverted man in her life.
With him no longer thinking about her before, sexually fantasizing about her again now, and masturbating over her, he wondered if he would be as sexually attracted to her as he had always been sexually attracted to her. Moreover, now that she was divorced, doubting it, nonetheless, thinking about it, he wondered if she'd be sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her. He wondered if she had been thinking of him in the way that he always thought of her. Something forbidden as it was incestuous, he wondered if she'd be available in beginning a romantic relationship with him.
Yet, realistically, he knew that she'd never be romantically interested in him. She was his cousin. She was his blood, related cousin. She'd never want to even kiss him on his lips, never mind have sex with him. Nothing more than a sick dream and a sexual fantasy, he needed to get his mind out of the gutter.
# # #
With her mother, Marie, working at the local grocery market as a cashier, when he knew that Emma would be home alone, Michael invited himself to his aunt's house. He needed to see his cousin. At the very least, he needed to see what she looked like now.
Now, that she was divorced, if only to continue their close friendship, he needed to reconnect with her. Again, with sex filling his horny brain, something that he seriously doubted, yet, something that he needed to know. Once again, while hoping that she was, he needed to know if she was as sexually attracted to him as much as he was sexually attracted to her.
Even if she was fat and ugly, he'd still love her. How could he not love her? Not only was she his favorite cousin, and with them having so very much in common, she was and always would be his best friend. With nothing changing about that, he loved her and would always love her.
A deep sadness that never left him, he missed her much more then he missed his dog, Buster, his lifelong, best friend, when he died. Reminding him of the deep depression that he felt, it was unjustly weird comparing his feelings for a woman to a dog. Yet, when losing Buster to death and then losing Emma to marriage in the same year was a sadness that he had never felt, had never gotten over, and one that was always there.
Of course, without a doubt, even if she was fat and ugly, he'd still want to have sex with her. She could always lose weight and wear extra makeup. Michael thought of a bumper sticker that he recently saw on a car.
'I may be fat but you're ugly, and I can always go on a diet and lose weight.'
# # #
Thinking more about Emma, in the way that he was four, long years ago, he was consumed with the thoughts of her. Again, no matter, even if she was fat and ugly, he'd still want to touch and feel her through her clothes while kissing her. He'd still want to make out with her and French kiss her while slowly undressing her and stripping her naked.
He'd still want to have sex with her. He'd still want to make love to her. He'd still want to fuck her. He'd still want to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
Something so very perversely perverted, he'd still want to expose himself to her. He'd still want to show his naked cock to her. He'd still want her to see his erect, naked prick, and touch his erect naked prick. He'd still want her to slowly stroke him. He'd still want her to masturbate him while stroking him faster and harder.
Something that he had masturbated over dozens of times, he'd still want her to suck him. He'd still want to cum in her mouth and all over her beautiful face, in her lush, black hair, and across her big, naked breasts. He'd still want to give her a cum bath. He'd still want to marry her.
'Maybe, if she had grown fat and ugly, perhaps, good for him, she'd be wicked horny. Maybe, if she had grown fat and ugly, the reason for her divorce, no man would want to sexually touch her,' he thought. 'Maybe, if she had grown fat and ugly, with her feeling sexually frustrated, she'd allow him to not only touch her, feel her, and undress her but also, she'd allow him to have sex with her. Who knows, with her lonely and sexually unsatisfied, perhaps, she'd agree to marry him?'
Yet, no matter what she looked like, he'd still want to have sex with her. No matter what she looked like, while flashing her his penis and somehow making his flash seem accidental, he'd still want to expose his naked prick to her. He'd still want her to see his erect cock. While hoping that she'd want to touch it, stroke it, suck it, and fuck it, he'd still want to her to see his big, naked dick. Definitely and without a doubt, he'd still want to have sex with her.
Again, definitely and without a shadow of a doubt, he'd still want her to stroke his cock. He'd still want her to move to her fat knees and blow him. He'd still want her to suck his prick while stroking his prick. He'd still want to hump her ugly mouth and fuck her ugly face. He'd still want to cum in her ugly mouth. He'd still want to give her fat body, her short stringy hair, and naked, sagging breasts, a cum bath.
# # #
Elated at first but with his heart heavy with the imagined image of his fat and ugly cousin, Emma, Michael slowly climbed the three flights of stairs to his aunt's, small apartment. Not knowing what to expect, and what she'd look like after four, long years, with butterflies in his stomach, a make-or-break moment, and a life changing situation, he took a big breath before knocking on her door. With his ear pressed against her door while listening, he heard her literally float down the hall floor to answer the door.
As if she was a ballet dancer, he heard her light footsteps quickly walking down the hall from the kitchen to answer the door. A good sign that she hadn't gained weight, otherwise the wooden floor would be creaking. Hopefully, she was just ugly. He could deal with her being ugly by only having sex with her at night. With him never turning on a light, not even a night light, better than putting a double bag over her head, in case the first bag broke, that would work.
"Who is it," she asked in the same sweet and sexy voice that he had sorely missed and had grown to love?
Breathlessly in suspended animation, he rested his forehead on her front door while hoping that she wasn't fat and/or ugly. Able to still race his pulse, make his heart skip a beat, and take his breathe away, he hoped she was still beautiful. Giving him an instant erection, he hoped that she was still as sexy as she was shapely. He hoped beyond hope that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
"Emma," he said softly as if calling to the two sirens in Homer's epic poem the Odyssey.
With his mouth pressed against her wooden, front door, he kissed her door while imagining her naked and kissing her.
"It's Michael," he said breathlessly as if he was on top of her and making sweet love to her fat and ugly body.
A good sign that she was eager to see him as much as he was eager to see her, as if her apartment was on fire and she was fleeing to leave, he heard her quickly unchaining and unlocking her door.
"Michael," she said with great enthusiasm. "Michael," she said again as soon as she flung open her door. "Michael," she said while tightly hugging him.
# # #
A deep relief and a shocking surprise, she wasn't fat nor ugly. Surprisingly, she was even more beautiful than he had remembered. Astonishing him and sexually exciting him, she erected her 5'8" frame against his 6' frame and looking deeply in his hazel eyes, she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips. The first time kissing him other than on his cheek, his cousin kissed him on his lips. He couldn't believe that Emma kissed him on his lips.
'Wow,' he thought! 'Emma kissed me on the lips. A first time for everything, I can't believe she kissed me on the lips.'
Not allowing this sexual and romantic opportunity to pass him by, he put his arm around her slim waist, pulled her closer to him, and returned her kiss with his kiss. Then, surprising even himself, something that he had always wanted to do and continually masturbated himself over doing, he parted her lips with his tongue. He French kissed her. He French kissed his cousin, Emma.
No longer able to control himself, while she fondled his brown hair with her fingertips and looked deeply in his eyes, he moved his arm lower to cup her round, firm ass in the palm of his horny hand. Something that he had always wanted to do, he couldn't believe that Emma allowed him to feel her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties.
With her seemingly encouraging him to do so, he reached his hand beneath the back of her short skirt and felt her shapely ass through her panties. Yet, again, with her not stopping him, with her not slapping his hand away while backing away from him, she allowed him to feel her shapely ass beneath her skirt and through her panties. She allowed him to touch, feel, and squeeze her firm ass.
Instead of stopping him from groping her ass through her clothes, she played with his hair in the way that he had always wanted to play with his cousin's long, black, beautiful hair. Then, while still kissing her, French kissing her, again, something he had always yearned to do and masturbated over doing, he moved his horny hand to the front of her and felt her big, D cup, blouse, and bra clad breast. When, she didn't stop him from feeling her breast through her blouse and bra, he felt her other breast through her blouse and her bra.
Then, yet, again, surprising him, not stopping him from feeling her big tits through her clothes, she moved her hand to the front of him and felt his growing erection through his pants. By her feeling his growing erection through his pants, she gave him permission to continue feeling her round ass and continue to feel her big tits. Surprisingly, with them both on the same sexual page, Michael couldn't believe that Emma was sexually groping him in the way that he was sexually groping her.
They continued making out with one another. While he continued feeling her breasts and her ass through her clothes, she continued feeling his growing erection through his pants. Surprising him and sexually exciting him even more, she was as sexually aggressive with touching and feeling his erection through his clothes as he was sexually aggressive with touching and feeling her ass and breasts through her clothes.
She grabbed a whole handful of his erecting prick in the palm of her hand to rub him. She cupped his penis and his testicles through his pants in the way that he had always wanted to cup her pussy though her panties. Seemingly, she wanted to sexually touch and feel him as much as he wanted to sexually touch and feel her.
# # #
"Get in here," she said grabbing a handful of his shirt and nearly ripping it.
As if she was the man and he was the woman, forcefully, she pulled him inside. Pulling him forward, she closed, locked, and chained the front door behind him. Then, putting her arms around his neck again, she pulled him against her, and while staring in his hazel eyes with her brown eyes. She kissed him, again. He couldn't believe that his cousin kissed him again.



Taking charge sexually, she pushed him against her front door. Kissing and kissing him while pressing her big breasts against his muscular chest, she continued making out with her cousin. Michael returned Emma's wet kisses with his French kisses.
"I missed you, Michael. God, how I missed you," said Emma while resting her head on his chest and hugging him. "I can't tell you how much I missed you."
She paused while laughing. Then, she looked up at him before uttering her sexual confession.
"I'm unembarrassed and unashamed to tell you that, even while I was on my honeymoon and having sex with my husband, I thought about you. I couldn't believe that I was missing you and thinking of you while my husband was having sex with my naked body," she said with a dirty laugh.
She looked up at him to see his reaction to what she had just confessed. When he showed no signs of judging her, she continued.
"With my husband lying next to me while sleeping, and even when he was on top of me making love to me, I used to dream about you having sex with me. I imagined and sexually fantasized of you making love to me and fucking me. Whenever giving my husband a blowjob, I thought about sucking your cock and you cumming in my mouth," she said immodestly immoral.
She continued feeling his growing erection through his pants while he continued feeling her big breasts through her blouse and bra and feel her ass through her short skirt and panties. She looked him deeply in his hazel eyes with as much horniness and sexual passion as he looked at her brown eyes. Then, making sure that he heard what she said before, she said something that he thought he'd never hear and he thought that she'd never say.
"I hope you won't think bad of me but whenever I was intimate with my husband, I used to imagine us having sex, incestuous and forbidden sex," she said again. "Whenever I took a bath, I masturbated myself while thinking of us being sexually and intimately romantic," she said with a little laugh. "I love you, Michael. I really love you, and I really missed you," she said kissing him again and again.
With his cousin laying everything on the table, this was his chance to make his cousin his wife. This was the best opportunity that he ever had to make her his. Michael took a step back to look at his cousin.
"I love you, too, Emma. I've always loved you," he said.
He paused while staring into her big, brown, beautiful eyes. Then, he walked closer to her while holding his breath. He was eager to see her reaction to what he was about to say. Then, he said what he wanted to say to her for years.
"Marry me, Emma," he said while pausing to see her reaction to what he said.
She looked stunned and was speechless.
"Massachusetts is one of the 21 states where it's legal for first cousins to marry," he said while showing her that he had already research them getting married.
She stared at him wide-eyed with her mouth falling open.
"Marry you? Seriously? You want to marry me? You want me to marry you?"
At first, she looked at him as if he was crazy to ask her to marry him. Then, she looked at him with love.
"Yes, yes," she said. "Yes, I'll marry you. Of course, I'll marry you, Michael. I love you."
She took his hand in her hand and pulled him to her bedroom. As if it wasn't enough that she agreed to marry him, she sexually surprised and romantically excited him by what she said next.
"Let's have the honeymoon now," she said. "I can't wait to make love to you. I can't wait for you to fuck me."
# # #
She sat with him on her bed.
"My longtime sexual fantasy, I want to make out with you while you touch and feel me everywhere through my clothes," said Emma. "Then, I want you to slowly undress me. I want you to unbutton and remove my blouse. I want you to unbutton and unzip my short skirt. I want you to touch me and feel me through my bra and panties. Then, I want you to remove my bra and panties. I want you to strip me naked while touching and feeling my naked body everywhere," she said.
As if reading his mind, many times, he had thought, imagined, sexually fantasized, and masturbated over doing all of those things to her for years. While never thinking that she would allow him to kiss her and touch and feel her through her clothes, he couldn't believe that she wanted him to undress her. He couldn't believe that she wanted him to strip her naked. He couldn't believe that she wanted him to touch and feel her naked body everywhere. He couldn't believe that she wanted to have forbidden, incestuous sex with him.
Michael made out with his cousin while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Then, obediently obeying her, he slowly unbuttoned her blouse one slow button at a time. He looked to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button.
He continued unbuttoning her blouse until her blouse was completely unbuttoned. Then, he removed her blouse to stare at her bra clad breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. She had such beautiful, big breasts, so round and so full. Something that he masturbated over doing many times, he felt her big tits through her bra. He reached his horny hand beneath her short skirt and cupped her pussy and felt her firm ass through her panties.
Then, when she stood, he unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt with shaking hands. She allowed her skirt to fall to her feet to reveal her white, bikini panties to him. As he did in his sexual fantasy of her, he did now. He stared at her in her big, white, low-cut bra and white, sheer, bikini panties.
Taking her all in, he stared at what he could see of her erect nipples through her sexy, low-cut brassiere. He stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. Then, he stared at her trimmed patch of black, pubic hair that showed through her sheer panties.
Finally, when she stood in front of him, he took a big breath and held it before sliding down her panties. As if he was imagining that she was, Emma was naked. As if he had sexually fantasized over doing so, he had stripped his cousin naked. For the first time, he was seeing her without her clothes.
She was as beautiful as she was sexy. She was as shapely as she was firm. Finally seeing her naked, she had a sensational body, the best body that he had ever seen, touched, and felt. He couldn't wait to make love to her. He couldn't wait to fuck her.
# # #
"Your turn," she said. "I want to undress you. I need to undress you. I need to see you naked. I need to see your naked, erect prick. I need to hold your cock in my hand to stroke you before taking you in my mouth to suck you and before taking you in my pussy to fuck you," she said.
As if his clothes were on fire, she unbuttoned and removed his shirt. Then, she pulled his t-shirt up and over his head. She kissed his naked chest while playing with his chest hair and fingering and sucking his nipples. Then, she unbuttoned and unzipped his pants and pulled them down to his ankles.
Giving her a hand, Michael kicked off his sneakers and stepped out of his jeans. Then, he watched her reaction when she pulled down his briefs and his big prick sprang to life. Immediately, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around his erect cock and slowly stroked him while staring up at him. Then, while kissing him, French kissing him, she stroked him faster and harder to a bigger and harder erection.
"Make love to me, Michael," she said pulling him on top of her. "Then, after you make love to me, I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me as if you're a sailor who's been at sea too long," she said with a dirty laugh. "I want you to fuck me fast and hard enough to give me another sexual orgasm with your cock."
She smiled at him with lust and with love.
"Make love to your future bride. Fuck your future wife. Give your cousin multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and with your cock," said Emma.
THE END



        

  
    Secret Cock Flashing Confession Ch. 01
  
  Secret Cock Flashing Confession Ch. 01

        Deliberately exposing my naked prick to unsuspecting women.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/secret-cock-flashing-confession-ch-01

Title: Secret Cock Flashing Confession Ch. 01

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Deliberately exposing my naked prick to unsuspecting women.

Tags: exposing my penis, flashing my cock, flashing my penis, exposing my prick, flashing my erect prick, exposing my dick, dick flashing, exposing my cock, flashing my prick, flashing my naked cock

Series: Secret Cock Flashing Confession


Secret Dick Flashing Confession, #1
Deliberately flashing my naked, erect prick to my MILF of a mother, Christine, and to my sexy sister, Heather.
Starting with my MILF of a mother, Christine, and my sister, Heather I love flashing my erect, naked prick to unsuspecting women.
# # #
Author's Note:
This true story was written for 22-year-old Gary about his planned and deliberate, cock flashing experiences. In the way that women love going out to bars commando without wearing panties and flashing their naked pussies and, without wearing bras to flash their naked breasts to unsuspecting men, Gary loved flashing his erect, naked penis to unsuspecting women.
Afterall, what's good for the goose is certainly good for the gander. That one-sided flashing doesn't seem fair. If women can flash their naked pussies, as long as they're not flashing minors and are only flashing women over 18-years-old, why can't men flash their naked pricks to adult women?
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed to openly admit it, immodestly immoral, I'm a closet exhibitionist. I secretly enjoy flashing my erect, naked prick to unsuspecting women. I can't help flashing my naked cock. It sexually excites me for unsuspecting women to see my penis. Thinking that women would look away, tell me that I'm exposed, and call me a pervert, sexually shockingly, no woman that I exposed myself to has ever told me that I was exposed.
No woman that I flashed my naked prick to has ever looked away in disgust. No woman has ever called me a pervert. Instead, they looked at my naked, erect prick with sexual arousal and even stared at it with lust, and passion flashing across their sexually, shocked faces. They continually stare at my naked prick as if they've never seen a naked prick before.
Surprising even me, definitely, I was on to something when deliberately flashing my cock. I couldn't believe that women not only looked at my naked prick but also, they stared at my exposed cock. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe it. I still can't believe the surprised, sexual reaction that I receive from women.
Maybe because I'm a good-looking man but seemingly, instead of reporting me to the police, to their husbands, or to their boyfriends, every woman that I exposed my naked prick to seemed to enjoy seeing my naked dick. Go figure. Who would have figured that I was showing women what they had secretly wanted to see? As shocked as I was surprised and as surprised as I was sexually excited, I never would have thought that women would stare at my naked prick instead of looking away.
For sure, I would have thought that women would have called me on exposing myself by telling me that I was exposed. Surprising me, believe me or not, perhaps, while hoping that I'd flash them my naked prick again, some women wanted to see me expose, my naked cock again. Ready to sexually oblige them, as long as they were willing to see my prick and stared at my erect, naked cock what was the harm in me doing that? In essence, I was only giving women what they wanted.
'Who knew,' I thought? 'I can't believe that women stare at my naked prick as much as I stare at their naked breasts. What are the odds of that? I never imagined being sexually lusted over in the way that I sexually lust over women. Who knew?'
Not telling me that I was exposed, never telling me that I was exposed, I've deliberately flashed my 45-year-old, MILF of a mother, Christine, and my 24-year-old, sexy sister, Heather, my naked, erect prick numerous times. Since the time that I turned 18-years-old, I allowed my mother and my sister to deliberately catch me masturbating myself in my bedroom. Serves them right, as if they wanted to see me naked and were hoping to catch me naked, they both had the habit of barging in my bedroom and bursting open my bedroom door without knocking.
If ever I had barged open their bedroom door while wanting to see them without their clothes and hoping to catch them without their clothes, I'd have holy hell to pay. God, forbid I caught them topless or naked, they'd never forgive me. They'd never allow me to forget that I disrespected them by barging in their bedroom while they were changing without knocking.
'Gary! Oh, my God! Get out of my room. Close the door. I can't believe you opened my door without knocking. I can't believe you saw me naked,' I imagined my mother and/or my sister saying while cowering behind a pillow that was only large enough to cover one naked breast. 'What's wrong with you? Pervert,' I imagined them saying while I stared at their other naked breast and at their pussy!
Yet, daring myself to barge in their bedrooms without knocking when their bedroom doors were closed, I'd love to see my mother's naked breasts. I'd love to see my sister's naked breasts. With her nightgown raised over her head and in front of her eyes, I'd love to catch my mother at the very moment that she was removing her nightgown. I'd love to see my mother naked. With her nightgown raised over her head and in front of her eyes, I'd love to see my sister at the very moment that she was removing her nightgown. I'd love to see my sister naked.
'How hot would that be to see my mother and/or my sister topless,' I thought? 'How hot would that be to see my mother and/or my sister naked? I could only imagine what my mother and/or sister looked like topless and/or naked.'
Only, afraid of the consequences that would rain on me by two, angry and embarrassed women, I didn't dare open their bedroom doors without knocking and without waiting for them to tell me to enter.
# # #
Preplanning it in my head, once I heard my mother or my sister walking down the hall toward my room, I'd quickly and purposefully strip myself naked. Then, I'd put on my headphones and sit in front of my computer watching porn. While waiting for them to barge open my bedroom door without knocking, I'd stroke myself to a big and hard erection. Curious for their reactions to seeing my big, naked cock, I wanted my mother and/or my sister to see my naked, erect prick. While curious for their reactions, I was sexually excited for them to see me masturbating myself.
Something that interestingly happened, surprising me as much as it sexually excited me, instead of immediately leaving my bedroom, they stayed while watching me stroking my prick. No doubt, thinking that I didn't know that they were there watching me, both my mother and my sister stayed longer than they decently should have to watch me masturbate. If I wasn't sexually excited enough before when deliberately exposing myself to them, I was even more sexually excited now with them watching me stroking my dick.
'I can't believe they are still standing in my bedroom by the closet door and out of my peripheral vision while watching me masturbate,' I thought when they didn't immediately leave my bedroom.
Alas and unfortunately, wishing they stayed a little longer, they left my bedroom just before I ejaculated. They left my bedroom just before I had cummed all over my chest and my stomach. They left my bedroom before I had turned my head to catch them staring. I wished they had remained in my bedroom while watching me stroke myself faster and harder. I would have loved them to watch me cum. I would have loved to cum for my mother and/or my sister. I would have loved for them to know that I knew that they were there watching.
'How hot would that be for them to see me shoot a load of cum all over my chest and stomach,' I thought? 'How hot would that have been to have sexually aroused my mother and/or my sister enough to make them want to masturbate with me, suck me, and/or even fuck me?'
Alas nothing more than a sexual fantasy, risking me catching them, my mother and my sister would never remain in my bedroom to watch me masturbate long enough to see me cum. Nonetheless, after they left my bedroom, determined to cum while imagining my mother and/or my sister naked while having sex with them, I continued stroking myself faster and harder. If nothing else, by them watching me stroking my naked prick, they gave me even more to masturbate myself over even when they weren't there watching me masturbating myself.
'While they watched me masturbate myself, again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love to watch them masturbate themselves. I would have loved to watch my mother and/or my sister remove their naked breasts from their nightgowns and fondle their big, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting their erect nipples. I would have loved to watch my mother and/or sister raise the hem of their nightgowns to their waist, expose their naked pussies to me, and rub their clits while finger fucking their pussies,' I thought. 'How hot would that be to watch my mother and/or my sister masturbate themselves?'
As if it really happened, I imagined my mother and/or my sister naked while masturbating themselves.
'That would be so hot for my mother and/or my sister to masturbate themselves with me,' I thought. 'I wondered what they looked like when having a sexual orgasm. I wondered what they sounded like when cumming. I'd love to cum together with my mother and/or my sister.'
# # #
Later that night while hoping to flash my mother and/or my sister, instead of going out with my friends as I usually do on a Saturday night, I stayed home. Filled with sexual anticipation, determined to do so, I deliberately wanted to flash my MILF of a mother, Christine, and/or my sexy sister, Heather, my naked prick again. With them sitting across from me on the soft, low couch watching a girlie, Hallmark movie, I sat across from them in the higher up reclining chair in just my partially opened bathrobe without underwear.
As soon as I pushed the recliner back and parted my legs, I was nakedly exposed. While waiting for them to notice my naked prick, I knew that my mother and my sister could see my naked cock. Once they noticed, in the way of all the other women that I had exposed myself to, I hoped that they wouldn't tell me that I was exposed. I hoped that they'd not only look at my naked prick but also stare at my naked prick. Once, they stared, they'd undoubtedly give me an erection. I wanted my mother and my sister to see my naked, erect cock.
Getting ready for bed, I always take a shower after dinner. With them both aware that I slept in the nude, for me to be in my bathrobe without underwear was of no surprise. Yet, this time was different. This time, deliberately exposing myself to the both of them, my flaccid prick conspicuously hung out of the bottom of my open bathrobe within a few feet from them. Unexpectedly surprising me, a real shocker, I never anticipated them immediately noticing my exposed, flaccid prick but they did.
Sexually shocking me as much as they sexually excited me, instead of looking, forsaking to watch their movie to stare over at me, my mother and my sister stared at my exposed cock without telling me that I was exposed. Especially with them staring, it was even more sexually exciting exposing myself to my mother and to my sister both at the same time while pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed. I couldn't believe that they were staring. It was eye opening to watch their unexpected sexual reactions to them seeing my naked prick.
Even when deliberately allowing them to catch me masturbating, never have I been as sexually excited exposing myself as I was now when flashing myself to my mother and to my sister. With them both silently continuing to stare at my naked cock and with me pretending not to notice them looking, involuntarily and gradually, my prick grew bigger, thicker, and harder. As I knew I would, I was quickly getting an enormous erection. With them never taking their eyes off of my erect, naked prick, my mother and my sister watched my penis grow bigger, thicker, and harder with their sexual arousal.
If only they knew that I was deliberately flashing them, I wondered what they'd say. If only they knew that I was deliberately flashing them, I wondered if they'd continue staring at my exposed naked prick in sexual arousal or if they'd look away in disgust. If I dared to look up and caught them staring, I wondered if they'd be embarrassed or ashamed that they were staring at my naked dick without telling me that I was exposed. Glad that they were staring, I loved exposing myself to my mother and sister. I'll be masturbating over them staring at my naked cock every day.
I didn't care whether they knew that I was deliberately exposing myself to them. No matter what they thought, I was sexually excited exposing myself to my mother and my sister. I was sexually excited that they didn't tell me that I was exposed. I was sexually excited that they continued staring at my naked, erect cock. I couldn't wait to masturbate over flashing my dick to my mother and my sister later. I only wished that they'd return the flashing favor and flash me their naked breasts and/or their panty clad pussies.
# # #
Stealthily watching them over my magazine and pretending to read it, while she stared at my erect, naked prick, as if masturbating herself with her thighs, my mother uncomfortably and continually crossed and uncrossed her long, shapely legs. With her big, blue eyes literally bugging out of her head and her mouth gaping open, she mindlessly fondled her big breasts through her sheer and low-cut nightgown while continuing to stare at my exposed cock. With her hand partially hidden behind a small pillow, she stealthily fingered her erect nipples while watching my hard prick throb and pulsate.
With my mother not the only voyeuristic whore in the family, my sister stared at my naked prick with a little, wicked smile on her face. Having exposed my naked penis to my sister many times before, I suspected that she knew that I was deliberately exposing my cock to her now. With me sometimes sitting on my sister's bed wearing nothing but my partially opened bathrobe while visiting with her and talking to her, I've deliberately exposed myself to my sister while making my flashing her appear accidental.
In the way that my sister stared at my naked cock then, she stared at my naked cock now. Nonetheless, instead of looking away and instead of telling me that I was exposed, while sexually enjoying the view, Heather stared at my erect, naked cock in the way that my mother stared at my erect, naked cock. Like mother like daughter, as if masturbating herself by rubbing her thighs together, my sister continually crossed and uncrossed her long, shapely legs.
Then, in the way that my mother fondled her big breasts through her nightgown, my sister moved her hand to her big breasts to fondle her big tits through her sheer and low-cut nightgown. Partially concealing her hand with a small pillow, in the way that my mother did, my sister stealthily fingered her erect nipples, too. Again, with my sister's big blue eyes bugging out of her head and her mouth gaping open, she stared at my naked, erect cock in the way that my mother stared at my exposed dick.
I only wished that my mother and/or my sister would have masturbated themselves in front of me while staring at my naked cock. I would have loved to watch them lift the hem of their short, nightgowns to expose their naked pussies. I would have loved to watch them rub their clits and finger fucking their pussies in the way that I allowed them to watch me stroking myself whenever they barged in my bedroom without knocking.
Alas and again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I only wished they had removed their breasts from their nightgowns to fondle their big breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting their erect nipples. I would have loved to watch them having their wicked, sexual way with their big tits while I continued exposing my erect prick to them and while I dared to stroke my cock in front of them. I would have loved to masturbate myself in front of them. Surprisingly, in the way that they seemingly enjoyed seeing my naked prick, I would have enjoyed seeing their naked tits and erect nipples.
Nonetheless, whether they exposed themselves to me or not, with me flashing them, and with them staring at all that I was showing, I'll have plenty to masturbate over later tonight and tomorrow morning. Whenever I exposed my naked prick to my mother and/or my sister, I always masturbate over what they saw of me. My favorite sexual scenario to masturbate over, I routinely masturbate over imagining my mother and/or my sister naked while having forbidden, incestuous sex with me.
# # #
With them not saying anything, and not even making conversation between themselves, no longer watching TV, all they did was to stare at my exposed, naked prick while stealthily fondling their big breasts and fingering their erect nipples. As if neither one had seen a naked cock before, my mother stared at my naked, erect cock as much as my sister stared at my naked erect cock. They made me wonder if I was alone with my mother or with my sister while sitting on the couch beside them while deliberately exposing myself, what would they do?
I wondered if they'd watch a mother and son or a sister and brother porn movie with me. While sitting next to me and watching a porn movie, I wondered if they'd touch my cock, fondle my cock, feel my cock, stroke my cock, suck my cock, and/or fuck my cock? I wondered if my mother would have incestuous sex with me in front of my sister? I wondered if my sister would have forbidden sex with me in front of my mother? How hot would that be to have threesome sex with my mother and my sister?
With my mother or my sister sitting next to me, when getting sleeping, I imagined them putting their head in my lap and sleeping on me. I imagined stealthily removing my naked cock from my partially opened bathrobe. I imagined slowly sliding my erect prick across my mother and/or my sister's lips. I imagined parting their lips with my cock, opening their mouths, and having them blow me in their sleep. I imagining awakening and continuing to suck me as I ejaculated cum in their mouths.
'Who knows,' I thought? 'Only time will tell. Maybe, I'll try that next. Maybe, next time, I'll rent a mother and son porn movie or a sister and brother porn movie. Maybe, next time, I'll get one or the other alone and sit beside them while I'm nakedly exposed. Maybe, I'll get my mother or my sister drunk to see what happens after they've had more than two glasses of wine,' I thought.
Showing them what I sexually wanted, I'd love to pull my sister or my mother's hand on top of my exposed, erect cock. I'd love to have one or the other fondle the head of my stiff prick with their manicured fingers before stroking me faster and harder while masturbating me. I'd love to put a gentle hand behind my mother and my sister's pretty head and pull them down low enough to stick my erect prick in their mouths. I'd love for my mother and sister to blow me. I'd love to cum in their beautiful mouths.
Perhaps, too much sexual excitement for my mother to take, surprisingly, she was first to break the silence. She fluffed back her shoulder-length, blonde hair, uncrossed her long, shapely legs, and, surprising me, whether unintentionally or deliberately, she parted her knees. Then, she leaned forward while resting her elbows on her thighs.
Fortunately for me, as soon as she leaned forward and parted her knees, her short nightgown rose nearly to the top of her thighs. In the way that my big dick was exposed, my mother's white panties were exposed. In the way that I continued flashing mother my naked prick, she unintentionally or deliberately flashed me her bright, white panties. In the way that she continued staring at my naked cock, naked cock for panties, I stared at her panty clad pussy.
A rare occurrence, and such a lovely sight to see, I loved seeing my mother's bright, white panties. Whenever she accidentally flashed me her panties, I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and what I could see of the shadow of her blonde, trimmed patch of pubic hair. I only wished that I could cup my mother's panty clad pussy in the palm of my hand while rubbing her clit through her panties and masturbating her. I'd love for my mother to take my erect prick in her soft, warm hand to slowly stroke me while masturbating me.



Perhaps, had I been alone with my mother, she may have made out with me while allowing me to feel her big tits through her nightgown. Perhaps, had I been alone with my mother, while making out with me, she'd allow me to cup her blonde, trimmed pussy through her panties. Unfortunately, so very sexually frustrating, we weren't alone.
My sister was there with us. Even with the whore that my sister is, I seriously doubted that she'd agree to have threesome sex with my mother and me. Yet, how hot would that be to have threesome sex with not only my mother but also with my sister, too?
# # #
"Gary," said my mother with a nervous, little, uncomfortable laugh while looking from me to look at my sister with feigned embarrassment.
Before speaking again, she stared at my erect, naked prick again.
"Are you aware that you're flashing your sister and I your erect, naked penis," she asked while looking from my exposed, erect prick to look up at my face before looking back down at my exposed penis again? "The bottom of your bathrobe is parted open enough for us to see your naked penis," said my mother. "I'm embarrassed for you," she said with another nervous, little laugh.
Immediately, I looked down to where my mother and my sister had been staring. Before covering myself, with both hands poised on each side of my bathrobe, I deliberately opened my bathrobe even more to expose more of myself to my mother and my sister. I looked up at them again in feigned shock and feigned embarrassment.
Now that I was showing them even more of my genitalia, they continued to stare not only at my naked cock but also my pubic hair and my testicles while laughing and giggling like school girls. Instead of thinking it vulgar that my naked private parts were clearly visible, they thought it was funny while I thought it was sexually exciting. If it wasn't enough that I was exposing myself to my mother and my sister, taking two to have incestuous sex, I couldn't believe that they were staring at all that I was showing them.
"Oops, sorry mom. That's so very embarrassing," I said pulling my bathrobe over my lap and covering myself. "Sorry, sis, I didn't know that I was exposed."
My mother laughed again.
"In the way that you were sitting there so nakedly exposed, you may have well been sitting there naked," said my mother with another little, uncomfortable laugh. "We both saw everything," she said with another girlish laugh. "We saw your naked prick, your pubic hair, and your testicles," said my mother while clearly becoming sexually aroused.
'Such an odd thing for her to say, was my mother wishing that I was naked or asking me to get naked,' I thought? 'Were they bored enough watching that stupid Hallmark movie that she wanted me to remove my bathrobe for some family, incestuous, sexual excitement?'
With my mother having no idea what she was saying, she inadvertently gave my sister a sexy, sexual idea. This time, my sister laughed, too. Then, as if we were playing Truth or Dare, Heather dared me to do what I couldn't believe she dared me to do. Certainly, my sister knew me well enough that I'd never turn down a dare, especially a double dare.
# # #
"I dare you to remove your bathrobe, Gary. I dare you to stand in front of us naked," said my sister. "As if you're a stripper, I dare you to show us your erect, naked prick to us while stroking your naked, erect prick. I double dare you to masturbate yourself in front of us," she said with a dirty laugh. "I double dare you to cum in front of us while we watch," said Heather. "Cum, Gary, cum. We want to see you cum," said my sister.
My mother looked at her daughter aghast.
"Heather! Oh, my God! What's wrong with you," she asked? "How dare you dare him to do that? Don't double dare your brother to remove his bathrobe, stand in front of us, and masturbate himself because he will. With you double daring him to do that, he will definitely cum in front of us," said my embarrassed and outraged mother.
Not having to ask me twice, while ignoring my mother's voiced reservations, I stood and sexily removed my bathrobe as if I was a male stripper. Not stopping there, I walked over to them to stand in front and between my mother and my sister naked and with my erect cock throbbing under their continual stare. Again, instead of looking away, my mother and my sister stared at my naked prick as if they had never seen a naked prick before. Then, taking my erect cock in my horny hand, I slowly stroked myself.
Thinking that I'd be embarrassed to remove my robe and stand in front of my mother and my sister naked while stroking myself, I wasn't. While hoping that they'd reach out and touch me and, perhaps, even stroke me, too, I was sexually excited. As if I was alone in my room while imagining my mother and my sister naked and having sex with them, I slowly stroked my cock to a bigger, thicker, and harder erection in front of them. Then, determined to cum for my mother and my sister, I stroked my erect prick faster and harder.
# # #
This time, it was my sister who made the next move after I made the first move by stripping off my bathrobe. While I stroked my prick in front of her and my mother, Heather reached out her long, manicured finger to touch the head of my cock and poke the side of my prick with her index finger. Then, seeing what she'd do, I stopped stroking my cock and lowered my hand to my side. While my sister stared up at me with sexual arousal, she took my prick in her hand, wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my big dick, and slowly stroked me.
'My big sister is not only staring at my naked prick but also, she's stroking my naked prick,' I thought. 'Something that I thought would never happen, my sexy sister is masturbating me.'
I couldn't believe it. If it wasn't enough that my mother and my sister stared at my erect, naked, prick, my sister stroked my erect, naked prick. I couldn't believe that Heather was giving me a hand job. I couldn't believe that my big sister was masturbating me.
'Not only would I be masturbating tonight and tomorrow morning over my mother and my sister seeing my naked prick but also, I'll be masturbating every night and every morning over my sister stroking my big dick,' I thought.
My sister laughed again.
"Not only do you have a big and thick prick, Gary," said my sister while looking up at me with a sexy smile. "Your cock is so hard. You have the biggest, the thickest, and the hardest dick that I ever felt in my hand. Trust me," she said with a dirty laugh. "Over the years, I've felt plenty of pricks in my hand."
My mother stared at her daughter with horror.
"Heather," said my mother raising her voice! "What's wrong with you? I don't care how many pricks you've held in your hand; you mustn't do that. You mustn't masturbate him. He's your brother," said my mother. "How dare you stroke your brother's penis? That's gross. That's disgusting. That's incestuous."
As if stroking my cock was no big deal, Heather made a face and shrugged her shapely shoulders.
"I'm not masturbating him, mother. I'm just holding his big prick in my hand while slowly stroking it. You try it," she said releasing my erect prick from her grasp for my mother to take hold of me. "It feels good, really good," said Heather with a laugh. "Gary has a beautiful prick and there should be no shame in touching and feeling his naked penis."
# # #
With my mother divorced ten-years and not dating, no doubt, it's been a long time since she held an erect prick in her hand. Shocking me while sexually exciting me, my mother accepted my sister's invitation. She reached out her hand and took my erect prick in her hand. As if I was imagining this or sexually fantasizing this, I couldn't believe my mother was holding my big and hard cock in her soft and warm hand.
While she stared up at me, I watched her wrap her manicured fingers around my cock even tighter than my sister wrapped her fingers around my stiff prick. Then, in the way that my sister had done, my mother slowly stroked my cock while continuing staring up at me with a face full of sexual arousal. Then, while giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look, she stroked me faster and harder. With my sister such a big whore, hard for me to believe, my mother was giving me a better hand job than my sister had given me.
"I'm sure that you feel the same way," said my mother to me with a dirty laugh while still continuing to stare up at me. "But this does feel good, Gary. Holding your cock in my hand feels really good. I'm unembarrassed to say that I love holding your naked penis and stroking your naked penis, Gary," she said while staring down at my engorged prick before staring up at me again.
As if rethinking what she was about to say, my mother paused before looking down at my penis and before looking up at me again to speak.
"If you don't mind, Gary, and if it's okay with you, I'd love to masturbate you. I'd love to watch you cum," she said sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips. "I'm sorry but stroking your cock has made me terribly horny. It's been a long time since I held an erect prick in my hand. It's been a long time since I've masturbated anyone."
'What? Seriously? What did my mother just say? She wanted to masturbate me. She wanted to watch me cum. Are you kidding me?'
I stared down at my mother incredulously stroking my erect prick faster and harder.
'I couldn't believe what my mother just said. If I don't mind, if it's okay with me, she wanted to masturbate me,' I thought. 'Fuck yeah! Please masturbate me mother,' I thought. 'My mother is horny. Something that I had always wanted to do when deliberately exposing myself while masturbating myself, I'd love for you and Heather to watch me cum.'
So that she wasn't uncomfortably reaching out her arm, I took a step closer to her.
"Masturbate me, mother. Really, I don't mind. Please masturbate me. I'd love to cum for you," I said. "I'd love for you to watch me cum. I'd love to cum for you and for Heather."
Not having to ask her twice, she stroked me a little faster and a little harder. My mother was masturbating me. My MILF of a mother was, indeed, masturbating me. Hard for me to wrap my head around it, I couldn't believe that my mother was masturbating me. Staying true to what she had said, while stroking me faster and stroking me harder, she was determined to make me cum.
Now, that they broke the incestuous ice, my sister dared me to get naked, and stand in front of her and my mother while masturbating myself. She double dared me to cum. With Heather holding my naked prick in her soft and warm hand and stroking me before my mother took over to hold me in her hand while masturbating me, I wondered if this would be a nightly occurrence. Before my mother stroked my naked prick, I wondered if she would feel comfortable enough to masturbate me again.
I couldn't help but wonder if this was the start of a beautiful, sexual, albeit, incestuous relationship with my sister and my mother. Now, I wondered what more my mother and sister would do other than just masturbating me. For starters, I'd love to watch mother and son and sister and brother porn videos with them. I'd love to make out with them while having my wicked, sexual way with their big tits and masturbating them.
# # #
"Cum, Gary, cum," said my mother. "I want to watch you cum," she said staring down at my prick before staring up at me while stroking me faster and harder. "Cum for your mother."
Sexually surprising me, thinking that she was finished masturbating me, she stunned me when she stopped stroking me and removed her soft, warm hand from my big, stiff prick. Sexually shocking me, she removed her big, D cup, naked breasts from her nightgown. Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, I couldn't believe my mother removed her naked breasts from her nightgown. In the way that she stared at my naked prick as if she had never seen a naked prick before, I stared at her naked breasts and her erect nipples as if I had never seen naked breasts and erect nipples before.
"Oh, mom," I said. "You have such big and beautiful breasts," I said while pausing before I asked her my questions. "May I touch them? May I feel them? May I fondle them? May I suck your nipples," I asked in rapid succession with nervousness that she'd say no and refuse me having my wicked, sexual way with her big, naked breasts.
She laughed a sexually aroused laugh.
"Of course, you may have your wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts. Not only may you touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while sucking my erect nipples, you may cum on your mother's tits," she said with a dirty laugh. "Cum on mommy's naked breasts, Gary," she said. "Cum, Gary, cum. Cum on my tits. I want you to cum on my tits."
With her not having to ask me twice, I reached out my horny hand and touched my mother's big tits. I felt her beautiful breasts. I fondled her chest while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Then, leaning forward, I sucked her nipples, first one and then the other.
# # #
Not wanting to be left out, my sister slid closer to our mother on the couch. In the way that my mother had removed her naked breasts from her low-cut nightgown, my sister surprised me by removing her naked breasts from her low-cut nightgown, too. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I was not only seeing my mother's naked breasts but also, I was seeing my sister's naked breasts, too. I stared at my sister's naked breasts and erect nipples in the way that I stared at my mother's naked breasts and erect nipples.
In the way that I had my wicked, sexual way with my mother's naked breasts, I had my wicked, sexual way with my sister's big tits. I reached out my horny hand and touched my sister's big tits. I felt her beautiful breasts. I fondled her chest while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Then, leaning forward, I sucked Heather's nipples, first one and then the other.
Their breasts were so big and so shapely. As if they were identical twins, their breasts looked identical. With me a breast man, if it wasn't enough that my mother was masturbating me, and my sister had stroked me, I couldn't believe that they both exposed their naked breasts and erect nipples to me.
'Never have I been as sexually excited as I was now. Never has my prick been as big, as thick, and as hard as it was now. I'll be masturbating over my sister and my mother masturbating me later tonight and tomorrow morning,' I thought. 'I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother's and my sister's naked breasts for the rest of my life.'
# # #
Unable to get enough of seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling their big tits while fingering and sucking their erect nipples, I looked from my mother's naked breasts to look at my sister's naked breasts, too. I loved seeing their tits. So big and so shapely, they both had phenomenal breasts. In the way that I continued touching, feeling, and fondling my mother's breasts while sucking her nipples, I continued touching, feeling, and fondling my sister's breasts while sucking her nipples.
"You have such big and beautiful naked breasts, Heather," I said.
Clearly proud of her big tits, my sister beamed me a big smile.
"Cum, Gary, cum," said my sister. "You may cum on my tits, too," she said. "I want you to cum on my tits."
She took a deep breath, pushed back her shoulders, and leaned forward to show me the full cup size of her D cup, naked breasts. Then, she cupped her big tits in the palms of her hands and lifted them up as if offering them to me. As if I was dreaming and having a sexual fantasy, in the way that my mother wanted me to cum on her naked breasts, my sister wanted me to cum on her naked breasts, too.
"Cum, Gary. Cum on your sister's tits," said Heather with another dirty laugh.
# # #
Determined to make me ejaculate my load of cum all over my mother's naked breasts and all over my sister's naked breasts, my mother continued stroking me harder and faster. I couldn't believe that my mother was stroking my naked prick. Giving me the best hand job that I ever had in my young life, I couldn't believe that my mother was masturbating me. I couldn't believe that she wanted me to cum for her and for my sister. I couldn't believe that they both wanted me to cum on their naked breasts.
'I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life,' I thought again.
Never did I ever think that by just flashing my mother and my sister my naked prick, that they'd be sexually aroused enough to masturbate me. Never did I ever think that my mother and sister would want to watch me cum. Never did I ever think that they'd expose their naked breasts to me and invite me to not only touch, feel, and fondle their naked breasts while fingering their erect nipples and sucking their erect nipples. I never thought that they'd ever want me to cum on their big, naked tits.
Finally, when I was ready to cum, surprising my mother, giving her more than a subtle suggestion, I put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head and pulled her head forward. Instead of cumming on her tits, I needed my mother to blow me. Giving me a sexual memory that I'd have for the rest of my life, I needed to cum in my mother's mouth.
"Blow me, mother. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said. "Suck my cock."
Instead of pulling back and turning her head away, sexually shocking me, she leaned forward, opened her mouth, and took my erect prick inside. Sexually shocking me, my mother was blowing me. While stroking my cock harder and faster, she was sucking my cock. Determined to make me cum, instead of cumming across her naked breasts, now she wanted me to cum in her beautiful mouth.
"Cum, Gary. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want you to cum in your mother's mouth," she said.
She temporarily removed my stiff prick from her mouth to speak before reinserting my engorged prick in her mouth again.
# # #
Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated a load of cum in my mother's beautiful mouth but held some back for my sexy sister. I didn't have to persuade Heather to blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth by putting a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head. She readily moved from the couch to move to her knees in front of me. After assuming the position, Heather took my erect cock in her hand before taking me in her mouth.
My big, sexy sister was blowing me. Heather was stroking my cock while sucking my cock. I couldn't believe my sister was sucking my prick. Going from mother to daughter, indeed, they were both skilled cocksuckers. They both knew how to suck cock. They both gave me great blowjobs, the best blowjobs that I ever had.
Not taking me very long to cum, I ejaculated in my sister's mouth, too. Then, sexually surprising the both of them, as soon as my sister released the pressure of her lips from my cock, I ejaculate a second load all over my sister's face, in her blonde hair, and across her big, naked breasts. Not to be denied receiving a cum bath from her son, my mother grabbed my cock from my sister's hand and before I finished cumming all over my sister, I exploded cum all over my mother. I gave her a cum bath, too.
I couldn't believe that in the way that I gave my sexy sister a cum bath, I gave my MILF of a mother a cum bath, too. If it wasn't enough that I had exposed my erect, naked prick to my mother and my sister, I couldn't believe that they exposed their naked breasts and erect nipples to me. I couldn't believe that they both allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle their naked breasts while fingering their erect nipples and sucking their nipples.
I couldn't believe that my mother not only masturbated me but also, she sucked my naked prick. I couldn't believe that my mother allowed me to cum in her mouth. If my mother blowing me wasn't enough, my sister blew me, too.



I couldn't believe that my sister allowed me to cum in her mouth, too. Then, something that I never would have imagined, after cumming in their mouths, while allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with their big breasts, they both allowed me to give them cum baths, too. I'll be masturbating over giving my mother and my sister cum baths for the rest of my horny life.
'Wow! This was a monumental day,' I thought. 'Now, I can't wait to rent a mother and son and a sister and brother porn movie to watch with them and to have incestuous sex with the both of them again.'
As shocking as it was sexually exciting, I couldn't believe that I ejaculated in my sister's mouth, all over my sister's face, in her blonde hair, and across her naked breasts. Again, if that wasn't sexually shocking and sexually exciting enough, I couldn't believe that I ejaculated in my mother's mouth, all over her face, in her blonde hair, and across her naked breasts. Still in shock, totally stunned, I couldn't believe that they both gave me blowjobs and allowed me to cum in their mouths. I couldn't believe that I gave them both cum baths.
To be continued with flashing my AILF of an aunt, Rachel, and my sexy cousin, Samantha...
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Chapter #2 of Secret Dick Flashing Confession
While making his flashes appear unintentional and/or accidental, Gary flashed his AILF of an aunt, Rachel, and his sexy and beautiful cousin, Samantha, his naked, erect prick.
# # #
My flashing started with my mother and my sister. After flashing my mother, Christine, and my sister, Heather, my naked, erect prick, wanting to flash them again, I was filled with horniness. Yet, filled with sexual anticipation, I was even more sexually excited about flashing my 43-year-old aunt, Rachel, my mother's sister, and her daughter, my 21-year-old cousin, Samantha, my naked prick. In the way that my mother and my sister had stared at my naked prick, I couldn't wait to see my aunt's and my cousin's reaction to seeing my naked prick.
'I can't wait to flash my aunt,' thought Gary. 'I can't wait to flash my cousin. Only, I need a way to get them both alone when my mother and my sister are not around.'
If I'm able to flash my aunt and my cousin in the way that I flashed my mother and my sister, I'll be masturbating over flashing them my naked cock for the rest of my life. They're both so beautiful. Standing at 5'9" tall with long, lush, red hair and beautiful, green eyes, they look more like sisters, twin sisters, than they look like daughters. Honestly, I can't even look at them without getting an erection. Every time I look at them, I imagine them naked while having sex with them.
Adding to their beauty, they both have sexy and shapely bodies. With me loving tits, big tits, the bigger the better, and with me sexually attracted to big breasted women, my aunt has double D cup breasts and my cousin has D cup breasts. I know their bra cup sizes because I peeked in the laundry bin the last time they stayed overnight.
'Wow,' look at the size of my aunt's bra,' I said holding her used bra in my hand. Then, I looked at the bra tag. 'She takes a 36 double D.' I checked my cousin's bra. 'She takes a 34 D.'
In addition to having big tits, they both have long and shapely legs and well-formed asses. With them both dedicated to jogging, riding their bikes, and swimming, their athletic bodies are testaments to their physical abilities and their discipline to exercise daily. Even though she wears a sports bra when she jogs, just once I'd love to watch my aunt jogging. I imagine her huge double D breasts bouncing up and down and side to side while my eyes desperately tried to keep up with huge breasts in the way of trying to keep track of a tennis ball during a tennis match.
'With me horny enough and perversely perverted enough to do so, in the way that my mother and my sister looked and stared at my exposed dick, I wondered if my aunt and my cousin would look at my exposed prick? I wondered if they'd stare at my naked cock? Or perhaps, if they're modestly moral and embarrassed, they may look away in shame and disgust. They may even think that I had deliberately exposed myself to them by flashing them my erect, naked dick. They may chastise me and humiliate me for deliberately exposing myself to them.'
Nonetheless, whether they'd look or look away, I couldn't wait to flash them both my erect, naked prick. No matter if they stared or looked away, something that that couldn't go unseen, I couldn't wait for them both to see my big dick. With my mother and sister having seen my naked prick many times before, I was even more sexually excited by the perverted thought of exposing myself to my aunt and my cousin. I was more sexually excited about flashing them than I was about exposing myself to my mother and my sister again.
# # #
Continuing to play out my deliberate flashing in my mind, I imagined having just taken a shower and wearing only a towel that barely covered my nakedness. I imagined having to stand on a ladder to change a lightbulb in the bathroom. With me asking for their help, I imagined my aunt standing on one side of the ladder and my cousin standing on the other side of the ladder while holding the ladder so that I wouldn't fall.
'Hold the ladder, please. Don't allow me to fall,' I imagined saying to my aunt and my cousin.
Then, having practiced this move in my mirror, as soon as I reached both my arms up and overhead to remove the lightbulb, knowing that it would, I imagined my towel sliding down to my feet. I imagined standing on the ladder naked in front of my aunt and my cousin. I imagined my cock being level with their eyes and their mouths. Giving them an even better look at my naked prick, I imagined turning to face my aunt in feigned panic before turning to face my cousin in feigned embarrassment.
'Oh, please, avert your stare. Please, don't look at my naked prick,' I imagined saying while feigning my shame. 'I'm so embarrassed. Please tie my towel back around my waist and pretend that you never saw me naked. Please don't tell my mother or my sister that you saw my naked cock.'
With the thoughts of deliberately flashing my aunt and my cousin my naked dick, after having flashed them, I couldn't wait to masturbate myself over flashing them my naked prick.
'Yet, playing it all over in my mind, again, how I'd flash them, while wearing my flashing bathrobe, I hoped they'd not only look at my naked cock but also stare at my exposed prick.' Then, I thought. 'Would they tell me that I'm exposed? Would they tell me that I was flashing them my naked cock?'
Ending my flashing them, I hoped they wouldn't tell me that I'm exposed. I'd much rather remain naked in front of my aunt and my cousin while they continued staring at all that I was showing and all that they were seeing. I couldn't wait to see their reactions to seeing my naked prick.
Then, suddenly filled with dread and foreboding, would my aunt tell my mother, her big sister, that I had deliberately flashed her my naked prick? Would my cousin, my aunt's daughter, tell my sister that I had deliberately flashed her my naked prick? With them both angry and/or embarrassed enough that I had deliberately flashed them to tell my mother and/or my sister, that would ruin everything. I'd never be able to flash my aunt and my cousin again without them thinking that I was deliberately and perversely flashing them.
# # #
With my aunt, Rachel, and my cousin, Samantha, arriving early for their visit, they sat in the living room while waiting for my mother, Christine, and my sister, Heather, to return home from shopping. Knowing that they were on their way by the phone message they left, I was sexually excited to finally get them both alone. I changed into my bathrobe, my flashing robe, without underwear. Already in a flashing frenzy while imagining exposing myself to my aunt and cousin, I couldn't wait to show them my big dick. I couldn't wait for them to see my naked prick.
In the way that I had flashed my mother and my sister my erect, naked cock, while wearing this bathrobe, I hoped to flash my aunt and my cousin, my erect, naked cock, too. While making my flashes appear unintentional and even accidental, in the way that my mother and my sister stared at my naked prick, I hoped my aunt and my cousin would stare at my naked prick. Then, after exposing myself to them, returning the sexual favor, in the way that my mother and my sister exposed their naked breasts to me, I hoped that my aunt and my cousin would expose their naked breasts to me, too.
'I'd love to see my aunt's huge, naked breasts,' I thought. 'I'd love to see my cousin's big tits.'
Counting the minutes before they arrived, finally they were here. I opened the front door and welcomed them inside.
"Auntie Rachel and cousin Samantha, it's good to see you again. Sorry about not answering your call but I was taking a shower which is why I'm still dressed in my bathrobe," I said.
I helped them off with their coats, while staring at their big tits through their bra and blouses, and escorted them into the living room. I was so tempted to touch and feel their big breasts through their clothes but prematurely ruining things by rushing things, I didn't dare touch and/or feel my aunt and cousin. I allowed them to walk in the living room and have a seat on the couch unmolested.
"Would you like some wine while you wait," I asked my aunt and my cousin with ulterior motives while hoping that they'd say yes?
# # #
Unembarrassed, unashamed, and without modesty, I stood in front of them in my short, thin robe. In the way that I sometimes could see their erect nipples through their blouses and bras, I knew that they could clearly see the bulging impression that the head of my semi-erect prick made behind my short, thin bathrobe. Instead of looking away, in embarrassment and shame, both my aunt and my cousin stared at all that they imagined they were seeing of my naked prick. As I did with my mother and my sister, I knew that I'd soon have a huge erection just by their stares.
Sexually surprising me, they not only looked at my bathrobe clad, flaccid dick, they stared at my bulging cock. Filled with sexual anticipation, I was sexually excited by the prospect of exposing my nearly, naked prick to the both of them. I couldn't wait to see their reactions to seeing my big dick. Whether or not if they look, stare, or look away, I'll be masturbating over sexually flashing my aunt and my cousin later tonight and tomorrow morning.
Sexually exciting me, more than once, I caught them looking at the impression that my naked prick made before they stared at the impression that my semi-erect prick made behind my bathrobe. In the way that I was already horny, I suspected that I was making them horny, too. In the way that they stared at my bathrobe covered prick, all that it takes for me to get hard, I knew that I'd soon be getting an erection. Once I had an erection, I'll be imagining them touching my cock, stroking my prick, and sucking my dick before fucking my penis.
In the way that I saw, touched, felt, and fondled my mother's and my sister's naked breasts while sucking their erect nipples, I hoped that I could touch, feel, and fondle my aunt and my cousin's naked breasts while sucking their erect nipples. In the way that I had my wicked, sexual way with my mother's and my sister's big, naked breasts, I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with my aunt's and my cousin's big, naked breasts, too. While hoping that they'd return the favor of my exhibitionism with their exhibitionism, I couldn't wait to flash them my naked, erect prick.
'How hot would that be to see, touch, feel, and fondle my aunt's huge, naked breasts and my cousin's big, naked breasts while flashing them my cock,' I thought? 'My long, time sexual fantasy, with my mother and sister not home, this is my perfect opportunity to deliberately expose myself to the both of them. I just hoped they didn't tell me that I'm exposed. I hoped they didn't tell my mother and/or my sister that I had exposed my naked prick to them.'
In the way that my mother and my sister stroked my cock while sucking my prick, while hoping that it was my reality instead of my sexual fantasy, I hoped that my aunt and my cousin would stroke my cock while sucking my prick. I'd love nothing more than to receive a hand job and a blowjob from my aunt and from my cousin. I'd love to see my aunt staring up at me with my big dick in her mouth while I fondled her huge, naked breasts. I'd love to see my cousin staring up at me with my erect prick in her mouth while I fondled her big, naked breasts.
'How hot for my aunt and my cousin to not only stroke my cock but also to suck my cock,' I thought? 'How hot would that be to fondle their naked breasts while they blew me?'
Yet, alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, what were the odds that I'd get sexually lucky with my aunt and my cousin in the way that I got sexually lucky with my mother and my sister? Nonetheless, something that I routinely masturbate over, I'd love for them both to blow me. I'd love to cum in both of their mouths. I'd love to cum all over their faces, in their beautiful, red hair, and across their naked breasts. While having my wicked, sexual way with their naked breasts, I'd love to give both my AILF of an aunt and my sexy cousin cum baths.
'How hot would it be to cum in both my aunt's mouth and my cousin's mouths? That would be so hot to both give them both cum baths,' I thought.
# # #
"Wine would be nice while we wait," said my aunt staring at the bulge behind my bathrobe before looking up at me.
While wishing that she would, seemingly, in the way that I'd love to feel my aunt's huge breasts through her blouse and bra, she stared as if she wanted to feel my semi-erect prick through my bathrobe.
I retrieved a bottle of wine from the dining room and, taking my time opening it while standing in front of them, I felt my flaccid cock slowly erecting. Leaning at the waist, while well aware that the bottom of my bathrobe parted open enough for them to see my naked, semi-erect cock, I poured them each a glass of Chardonnay. I watched my aunt and my cousin stare at all that I was showing them and all that they were seeing of me. With their stares making me hornier, I could feel my cock already erecting.
With them unaware that my aunt and cousin were paying them a visit, I knew my mother and my sister would be awhile arriving home. Whenever they shopped for clothes, seeming as if they're gone for days, they're gone for hours. They literally spend hours in the dressing room trying everything on before choosing what to buy. Removing their clothes to try on new clothes, women undress and dress way more than men undress and dress.
Just once, another one of my sexual fantasies, I'd love to be invited in the dressing room with them. I'd love to watch my mother and/or my sister undress and dress over and again. I'd love to help them shop for bikinis. I'd love to watch them strip naked over and again. I'd love to see their naked breasts, their naked asses, and their naked pussies while they stripped themselves naked over and again in their search to find the perfect bikini.
Something that I'll never forget and will always remember, when I was shopping with my mother at a store that didn't have a dressing room, she tried on a sweater that was obviously too small. Then, the first time seeing my mother's naked breasts, when she removed the sweater by lifting it over her head, she lifted the sweater along with her blouse and her bra. With the sweater over her head and in front of her face, and with her jumping around in a panic, I and a few other men saw my mother's naked, bouncing, D cup breasts.
# # #
With my mother, sister, aunt, and cousin only having a two-glass of wine limit before getting a little tipsy, I knew that I had plenty of time to get my aunt and my cousin a little drunk. Hopefully, I could get them inebriated enough for them to show me something of their beautiful bodies that I shouldn't ordinarily see. At the very least, with them no longer careful how they're sitting, I'd love to see upskirt peeks of their panties or down blouse views of their long, sexy line of cleavage and their low-cut, sexy bras.
I set the bottle of wine in front of them and within reach. I figured I'd have a better chance of getting them a little drunk if they poured their own wine. I figured right as it didn't take very long for my aunt and my cousin to finish their first glass of wine and pour themselves a second glass of wine. If they finished their second glass of wine and poured themselves a third glass of wine, then, I knew that sexually, they were mine for the taking.
"This wine is good," said my aunt, Rachel, while pouring herself a second glass of wine.
My cousin looked over at me and smiled.
"I love Chardonnay," said my cousin, Samantha, while subtly staring down again at the impression that my semi-erect cock made behind my bathrobe before pouring herself a second glass of wine.
Clearly, in the way that I stared at their big breasts through their blouses and bras, they liked what they imagined they were seeing behind my bathrobe. As if lost in thought or having a sexual fantasy of her own, my aunt mindlessly stared at my bulging, bathrobe clad prick as if I was naked. With them both making me horny by their stares, my cousin stared at my semi-erect cock that throbbed and pulsated against my bathrobe as if she was imagining stroking me, sucking me, and/or fucking me.
# # #
'Showtime,' I thought while finally ready to deliberately flash them. 'In the way that they're already staring at the impression of my semi-erect cock, I'll definitely not only be having incestuous sex with my aunt but also, I'll be having incestuous sex with my cousin, too. In the way that they're already working on drinking their second glass of wine, it was only a matter of time before they'd be drunk enough to sexually do something that they ordinarily wouldn't do.'
As I did when exposing myself to my mother and my sister, I sat in the higher reclining chair across from them sitting on the lower couch. As soon as I pushed the reclining chair back in the recline position, with my knees separated and the bottom of my bathrobe parted open, I knew that my semi-erect prick was exposed. In the way that my mother and my sister immediately noticed my wardrobe malfunction, I wondered if my aunt and my cousin would immediately notice my wardrobe malfunction.
I wondered again what their reactions would be to seeing my naked prick. I wondered again, if they'd look, if they'd stare, or if they'd look away. In the way that my mother eventually did, I wondered if they'd tell me that I was exposed. I hoped that they didn't tell my mother and/or my sister that I had deliberately exposed my naked penis to them.
Something that I had always wanted to do, and was sexually excited to do now, I was ready to flash them my naked prick. Instead of flashing my 45-year-old mother, Christine, and my 24-year-old sister, Heather, my naked prick, I was sexually excited to flash my 43-year-old aunt, Rachel, and my 21-year-old cousin, Samantha, my naked prick. Filled with sexual anticipation and horniness, while feigning my shame and embarrassment, I couldn't wait for my aunt and my cousin to notice my exposed, naked cock.
Hopefully, with them staring at my naked dick, I'll be masturbating tonight, tomorrow morning, and every day thereafter, over flashing my aunt and my cousin my naked prick. In the way that my mother and my sister immediately noticed my wardrobe malfunction, I hoped again that my aunt and my cousin noticed my wardrobe malfunction, too. In the way that my mother and sister stared at my naked prick, with them both unable to remove their eyes from my big dick, I hoped that my aunt and my cousin stared at my exposed prick, too.
With me suddenly feeling so perversely perverted, my sexual fantasy coming true, I couldn't believe that I was exposing my naked prick to my aunt and to my cousin. In the way that it didn't take my mother and my sister to notice my naked prick, it didn't take my aunt and my cousin to notice my expose dick. I couldn't believe that they were not only looking at my semi-erect cock but also, they were staring. In the way that I'll be masturbating over exposing myself to them, I wondered if they'd be masturbating over seeing my naked prick.
I enjoyed imagining them fondling their big, naked breasts while fingering their erect nipples. I enjoyed imagining them rubbing their clits while finger fucking their pussies. I enjoyed imagining them using their vibrators and their dildos while thinking about seeing my big, naked, erect prick.
I imagined my aunt and my cousin having a sexual orgasm from masturbating themselves. I wondered what they looked like cumming. I wondered what they sounded like when cumming.
# # #
As soon as I saw them staring, with their stares sexually exciting me as I knew they would, my throbbing and pulsating penis grew bigger, thicker, and harder. With my cock continuing to throb, pulsate, and grow, it didn't take me long to have a huge erection. Then, with my prick immediately bigger, thicker, and harder, if they were staring long and hard before, my aunt and my cousin definitely stared long and hard now that I had a huge erection.



Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, as soon as my cock erected, as if my stiff prick was a remote control, my cousin uncrossed her long legs and parted her knees enough to flash me her white panties. I couldn't believe that I was seeing Samantha's white panties. Whether she had deliberately exposed me her panties or unintentionally exposed me her panties, it didn't matter. I loved seeing peeks of my cousin's white panties. Cock for panties, I stared at my cousin's panties in the way that she stared at my exposed cock.
'I can't believe my cousin is flashing me her white panties,' I thought. 'I can't believe my cousin is continuing to stare at my naked prick while continuing to flash me her panty clad pussy.'
Something that I'll be masturbating over seeing later, I loved seeing white panties and my cousin was wearing bright, white panties. In the way that Samantha stared at my engorged dick, I stared at her panty clad pussy. In the way that I had deliberately flashed her my stiff prick, again, while hoping that she was, I wondered if my cousin had deliberately flashed me her white panties.
Then, sexually shocking me, while unexpectedly following suit, after finishing her second glass of wine, my aunt, Rachel, got more comfortable on the couch. In the way that her daughter had done, she uncrossed her long legs and parted her knees enough for me to see her white panties, too. In the way that my aunt and my cousin stared at my erect, naked prick, I stared from my aunt's exposed, white panties to stare at my cousin's exposed, white panties. In the way that I had deliberately flashed her my stiff prick, I wondered if my aunt had deliberately flashed me her white panties.
In panty Heaven, I stared from my cousin's exposed panties to stare at my aunt's exposed panties. Not stopping with just staring at their panties, staring longer and harder, I stared at their pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and all that I could see of their patches of red, trimmed, pubic hair that showed through their sheer panties. Something that I'll always remember and will never forget, I'll be masturbating over seeing my aunt's and my cousin's panties. Something that I'll always remember and will never forget, I'll be masturbating over my aunt and my cousin staring at my naked, erect prick.
# # #
Finishing the first bottle of wine, I watched them pour themselves another glass of wine, their third glass of Chardonnay. As if neither of them had seen a naked, erect prick before, they both continued staring at my throbbing cock without talking and without telling me that I was exposed. Instead of telling me that my cock was exposed, in the way that my mother eventually did, my aunt and my cousin both silently stared at all that they could see of my erect, naked prick.
As soon as they finished the bottle of wine, I immediately got up out of my chair to open another bottle of wine. I set the opened bottle in front of them and when I did, my erect cock peeked out of my bathrobe to say 'Hello.' Again, in the way that I continued to stare at their exposed panties, they stared at my exposed, naked prick. While hoping that they'd reach out and touch my naked prick, I couldn't believe that I had the perverse audacity to flash my aunt and my cousin, my naked cock while standing only three feet from them.
Instead of looking away in disgust and disdain, and/or instead of being embarrassed, again, as if they had never seen a naked prick before, they continued staring. I couldn't believe it. In the way that my mother and sister stared at my exposed, naked prick, my aunt and my cousin stared at my exposed, naked prick, too.
I couldn't wait to masturbate over exposing my naked prick to them. I couldn't wait to masturbate over them staring at my exposed dick. I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing their white panties.
I only wished that I had thought of flashing unsuspecting women my naked, erect prick before. I thought of all the women that I could have flashed in college. I would have loved to flash my naked dick to some of my hot, college professors. There were countless coeds that I would have loved to have flashed, too.
Unbelievably, the more wine they drank, the more that they stared. The more that they stared the bigger, thicker, and harder my cock grew. Instead of just sticking out of my bathrobe, continuing to grow, it stuck straight up as if it was a pole protruding from my bathrobe. Even though my big dick was standing straight out of my robe, while sitting in my reclining chair and pretending to read a magazine, I pretended not to notice my nakedly visible, erect cock.
In the way that my mother had called attention to my erect, naked prick, I hoped my aunt or my cousin wouldn't call attention to my erect, naked prick by telling me that I was exposed. Instead of telling me that I was exposed, in the way my mother had done while staring at my exposed penis, I watched my aunt fondle her big, double D, cup breasts behind a small pillow while fingering her erect nipples. Following her mother's lead, I watched my cousin fondle her D cup breasts and finger her erect nipples behind the small pillow that she held in front of her chest.
Wanting more than just exposing myself, I wished that I could masturbate myself in front of my aunt and my cousin. I'd love to stroke my prick in front of them and I was tempted to stroke my cock in front of them while they fondled their big breasts and fingered their erect nipples but I controlled myself from doing so. I'd love for them both to watch me cum. Yet, I didn't want to ruin my flashing my aunt and my cousin by rushing flashing my aunt and my cousin. I needed my flashing to play out naturally to see what else may transpire.
# # #
Not sexually satisfied with them seeing my naked prick from across the room, to make sure that they both saw and got a closeup view of my naked prick, I stood and picked up my dog, a Rat terrier, named Polo. As soon as he walked in the living room, I lifted up the dog and held him in my arms. While lifting the dog, I deliberately made sure that I caught the corner of my bathrobe in my hand with the dog. Perversely perverted of me, totally exposing myself, I lifted the dog along with my bathrobe to my waist.
With me unable to see my erect prick because the dog was in the way, I pretended that I didn't know that I had lifted my robe with the dog. Yet, I could tell by the shocked and sexually aroused stares on my aunt's and cousin's faces that my erect prick was clearly visible. In the way that my mother and sister stared at my exposed, erect, naked prick, my aunt and cousin stared at my exposed, erect, naked prick. With their big, beautiful, green eyes bulging out of their heads with their mouths gaping open, they never removed their sexually aroused stare from my exposed member.
My aunt and my cousin continued staring at my big, erect, and naked cock as if they had never seen a big, erect, and naked prick before. In the way that I had flashed my mother, Christine, my naked prick, I couldn't believe that I had flashed my aunt, Rachel, my mother's sister, my naked prick. In the way that I had flashed my sister, Heather, my naked prick, I couldn't believe that I had flashed my cousin, Samantha, my naked prick. Instead of looking away in disgust, they continued staring at my exposed cock with sexual arousal.
"I love dogs," I said walking over to stand in front of my aunt and my cousin.
With the bottom of my bathrobe raised to my waist and with my erection sticking straight out, my erect, naked cock was clearly visible.
"Would you like to pet him," I asked while hoping that my cousin and/or my aunt would reach out and pet my erect cock?
While continuing to stare at my naked prick, my cousin reached out her hand mere inches away from my exposed prick to pet the dog.
"Would you like to hold him," I asked when turning to my aunt?
# # #
Shocking me and sexually exciting me, instead of reaching out to hold the dog, my tipsy, whore of an aunt reached out her hand and took hold of my exposed prick. In the way that my sister and my mother wrapped their long, manicured fingers around my erect prick and slowly stroked me, my aunt wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my naked dick and slowly stroked me. With her green eyes bugging out of her head again, her mouth gaping open, and breathing through her mouth while staring at her mother in disbelief, my cousin watched my aunt Rachel giving me a hand job.
"Oh, my God, Auntie, what are you doing? I asked you if you wanted to hold the dog not hold my cock," I said with a nervous, little laugh. "I'm so embarrassed," I said feigning my shame and my embarrassment.
Not slapping her hand away and not backing away, but continuing to stand there within her reach, I allowed my AILF of an aunt to continue to stroke my naked prick. My Aunt Rachel laughed. Not stopping stroking my prick, while stroking me a little faster and a little harder, she continued giving me a hand job.
"Sorry, I misunderstood that you wanted me to hold the dog," said my aunt with a sexy laugh and a naughty look. "When I saw your erect prick staring straight at me, I thought that you wanted me to hold your big dick and stroke your naked prick," she said with a dirty laugh while smiling up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
I laughed, too.
# # #
Then, like my mother, like my aunt, she said something that I never expected her to say.
"Would you like me to masturbate you, Gary," asked my aunt while continuing to stare up at me? "I don't mind masturbating you," she said with a shrug of her shapely shoulders while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips. "I'd love to masturbate you. I'd love to watch you cum" she said with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "I love stroking a man's big, hard dick in my hand," she said.
I put the dog down while looking at my aunt with disbelief.
"Seriously? Are you kidding me? You'd masturbate me? I'd love for you to masturbate me, Auntie? You want to watch me cum? I'd love for you to watch me cum," I said.
Now, as if I had her permission to stare at her huge blouse and bra clad breasts, I stared at her huge double D cup breasts through her blouse and her bra while she stared at my naked prick.
"Only, if you don't mind, before you masturbate me, I'd love to see your naked breasts. If you don't mind, it would help me to cum if I can touch, feel, and fondle your naked tits," I said. "I love tits and I'd love to see, touch, feel, and fondle your huge breasts while you stroke my naked prick."
# # #
Ready to accommodate me, my aunt stared up at me with a sexually aroused smile. As soon as I asked my aunt if I could see her naked breasts, she removed her hand from my naked prick. Then, as if she was a stripper about to dance around a pole in a strip club, she stood, slowly and sexily unbuttoned her blouse, and removed it in my living room. While showing me the immense size of her huge, bra clad breasts, she stood before me in her big, white, low-cut brasserie.
While holding my breath, in total sexual anticipation, I watched my aunt as she reached around her back, unhooked her bra and removed her bra straps from her shoulders, before removing her big brassiere, too. With her clearly proud of her huge, double D, cup, naked breasts, turning one way before turning the other way, as if my aunt was a Victoria's Secrets model, she showed me her naked tits. In the way that I couldn't believe that I saw my mother's naked breasts and my sister's naked breasts, literally stunned, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my aunt's naked breasts, too.
"You have such big and beautiful breasts, Auntie," I said. "I've never seen breasts bigger than your huge breasts. They're so shapely and they don't sag at all," I said reaching out to lift her breast in my hand as if I was weighing a melon in a grocery store.
She laughed.
"I'm pleased that you like my big tits. I'm glad you're enjoying me masturbating you," said my aunt while taking my erect prick in her hand again, wrapping her fingers around my stiff dick, and continuing to stoke me harder and faster.
When she took my naked prick in her hand again to continue stroking me, she fondled the head of my stiff prick. Then, stroking my cock tighter while determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster and harder. My aunt gave me as good of a hand job as my mother and my sister had given me.
"Cum for your aunt, Gary. Cum for Auntie Rachel. I want to watch you cum," said my aunt. "Cum on my naked breasts," she said staring up at me with a sexy smile. "I want you to cum on my naked breasts," she said arching her back to stick out her huge breasts.
I gave my aunt a sexy look and a naughty smile.
# # #
My cousin continued staring at my naked, erect cock while watching her mother masturbate me.
"If you remove your blouse and bra, Samantha, you can masturbate me, too," I said to my cousin while hoping she'd want to masturbate me, too. In the way that I was seeing my aunt's naked breasts, I'd love to see my cousin's naked breasts. "I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle your naked breasts, too, while you stroke my erect prick, Samantha."
Immediately taking me up on my offer for her to masturbate me, too, she gave me a sexy smile and a forbidden look.
"I'd love to masturbate you, too, Gary," she said with a big, sexy smile while standing.
In the way that her mother slowly and sexily unbuttoned her blouse, my cousin slowly and sexily unbuttoned her blouse. Then, once unbuttoned, she removed her blouse to show me her white, low-cut bra. Finally, like her mother, like daughter, she removed her bra straps from her shoulders and reached behind herself to unhook her bra. My cousin, Samantha, removed her bra in the way that my aunt Rachel removed her bra. She looked down at her big tits before staring up at me with a sexy smile.
In the way that I stared at my cousin's naked D cup breasts; she continued staring at my naked cock. She cupped her big, naked breasts in the palms of her hands and lifted them as if offering her big tits to me while continuing to stare at me and at my naked prick. She took a step closer to me while waiting for me to touch, feel, and fondle her big, naked breasts.
# # #
I fondled my cousin's big, naked breasts and the way that I fondled my aunt's huge, naked breasts. Then, when I was ready to cum, as I did with my mother and my sister, instead of cumming on her naked breasts, I wanted to cum in my aunt's beautiful mouth. In the way that my mother blew me and allowed me to cum in her mouth, I wanted my mother's sister to blow me and, hopefully, allow me to cum in her mouth.
I wanted my aunt to suck my cock while my cousin watched. A memory that I'd always remember and would never forget, I needed to cum in my aunt's beautiful mouth. I needed to watch her swallow my cum.
I put a gentle hand behind my aunt's red, pretty head and pulled her head forward. Again, like my mother and my sister, instead of turning her head and pulling away from me, she leaned forward, opened her mouth, and took my erect prick inside. My aunt was blowing me while I humped her mouth and fucked her face.
I couldn't believe that my aunt was blowing me. She was sucking my cock while continuing to stroke my cock faster and harder. I couldn't believe that my AILF of an aunt was giving me an inebriated blowjob. She was determined for me to cum in her mouth.
While I touched, felt, and fondled my aunt's huge breasts, it didn't take me long to cum in her mouth from her giving me oral sex. As soon as I ejaculated in my aunt's mouth, while holding some cum back for my cousin, like my sister had done, with her wanting to blow me, too, my cousin moved to her knees in front of me. Once she assumed the position, she took my erect prick in her soft and warm hand before taking my cock in her wet and warm mouth.
In the way that my mother, my sister, and my aunt had blown me, my cousin was blowing me, too. I couldn't believe that my beautiful cousin; Samantha, was sucking my cock while stroking my cock. Stroking me faster while stroking me harder, like mother, like daughter, she was determined for me to cum in her mouth. My cousin was as good of a cocksucker as her mother, as my mother, and as my sister was, too.
Then, as if an erupting volcano, in the way that I ejaculated cum in my mother's mouth, my sister's mouth, and my aunt's mouth, I ejaculated cum in my cousin's mouth, too. Again, as soon as Samantha released the pressure of her lips from my stiff prick, I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her lush, red hair, and across her D cup breasts. Not to be denied a cum bath, before I stopped cumming, my aunt grabbed my prick from her daughter's hand.
In the way that I had given my mother, my sister, and my cousin a cum bath, I gave my aunt a cum bath, too. Dripping with cum from their hair, their eyebrows, their noses, their mouths, and their chins, they both were awash with cum. Never have I ejaculated as much cum as I had ejaculated now. Never did I ever think that I'd be having incestuous sex with my mother and my sister but now, even more sexually excitingly, I had incestuous sex with my aunt and my cousin, too.
I watched them wipe cum from their faces with the napkins that I left by the wine. There was so much cum in their hair, on their faces, and across their naked breasts that they used every napkin. Unable to wipe away all the cum, they excused themselves to use the bathroom.
To be continued with flashing my mother-in-law, Mary, and my sister-in-law, Diane.
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Sex with my Home Healthcare Worker
This true story is about an impotent man having sex with his home healthcare worker.
# # #
Author's Note:
This true story was written for 72-year-old, Michael, about him having his wicked, sexual way with his 50-year-old, home healthcare worker, Mimi, and her big, naked breasts and her erect nipples.
# # #
Finally, a new agency had a candidate for me to meet and greet. She was a good-looking, women in her late forties or her early fifties. Her name was Mimi and she had big breasts. As soon as I saw her and her big tits that puffed out her sweatshirt in the way of a Pittsburgh Steelers cheerleader, I liked her. With me somewhat of a breast expert, she had at least C cup breasts if not D cup breasts. At the very least, hoping that she wasn't a C cup as many women are, but a D cup if not bigger, I love tits, especially big tits.
A breast man, I love big breasted women. Sexually attracted to women with big tits, I have a sexual weakness for women with big breasts. Even though she had a big and shapely ass, I love tits, big tits, and the bigger the tits the better. Trying not her to catch me looking, I couldn't stop staring at her big, sweatshirt and bra clad breasts while imagining what she looked like topless.
If her big tits weren't enough to sexually excite me, she wore a short skirt to the interview. With her angled toward me while sitting on the couch, no matter how she sat, unless she crossed her legs, with her skirt so short, I had a clear view of her white panties up her short skirt. I loved seeing white panties and her panties were bright white.
Staring longer and staring harder, I not only could see her panties up her short skirt but also, I could see her pussy mound. I could see her camel toe. I could see her pussy slit. I could even see the dark patch of brown, pubic hair that was visible through her sheer panties.
'Wow,' I thought. 'Not only does this woman have big tits but also, she's flashing me her panties.'
With sexual thoughts running rampant through my horny mind, she made me want to wire my bedroom with secret cameras and invite her to change her clothes whenever she wanted. I imagined videoing her undressing with the feed going to my computer. I'd love to watch this attractive, sexy, and shapely woman undressing. How hot would that be to watch her removing her clothes without her knowing that I was watching while masturbating myself?
I imagined her changing into her home, healthcare uniform. I imagined her slowly and sexily removing her sweatshirt. I imagined her unhooking her bra, removing her bra straps, and removing her big bra to reveal her big, naked breasts. I imagined her unbuttoning, unzipping, and stepping out of her short skirt, and then, her panties. I imagined her stripping herself naked. While continuing to masturbate myself over the thoughts of seeing her topless before seeing her naked, I imagined seeing Mimi, my new home healthcare worker, without her clothes.
Only and alas, unfortunately, there was no reason for her to strip herself naked to change into her uniform. She didn't wear a uniform when she worked. She worked in her street clothes. Realistically, I'd be lucky to record her in her bra and panties. Somewhat of a consolation, I only hoped that she wore a short skirt to work every day.
Still, she was one woman that I'd love to see in her panties and her low-cut bra. While imagining what her breasts looked like in her bra, I already loved her big, bra clad tits. Forcing myself to look away before she caught me staring, I couldn't take my eyes off her big breasts and her white panties. With her having a great body for an older woman, she was as sexy as she was shapely.
# # #
Of course, not even having to think about it, not even giving it a second thought, I hired Mimi on the spot. She proved to be a Godsend. She was my beautiful, big, breasted home healthcare angel.
With her a certified nurse's assistant, she had no problem with seeing me naked when washing me. I washed my private parts while she washed the rest of me. She even wiped my ass with hospital, wet wipes. Then, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she took the wet wipe from my hand and insisted on washing my flaccid, naked prick.
"I can do that," she said. "I don't mind washing your penis. I've washed dozens of men's penises in the nursing home where I used to work," she said with a little laugh.
I watched her take my flaccid, naked cock in her bare hand while washing my penis with the wash cloth. She wasn't even wearing gloves. Something that no woman has ever done, washing my naked penis, with her staring down at my naked cock, I watched her wrap her manicured fingers around my limp prick while she washed me.
Glad that she wasn't wearing gloves, I couldn't believe that Mimi was holding my naked prick in her soft and warm hand. I only wished that I could get an erection. If only I could get an erection, I wondered if Mimi would stroke my cock while washing my cock. I wondered if she'd masturbate me. How hot would that be to get a hand job every morning from my sexy and shapely, home healthcare worker. I wondered if she masturbated any men when she worked in the nursing home.
I only wished that Mimi would stroke my naked cock while allowing me to feel her big breasts and finger her erect nipples through her sweatshirt and her bra. Fortunately for me, her tits were big enough that every time she moved to lean over me to wash me and dress me, she'd rest her big breasts on my back, on my shoulder, on my arm, and/or on my leg. Seemingly, she was unaware that men have breast feelers everywhere on their horny bodies. Then, when she helped me to stand to get in my wheelchair is when I got the best feel of her big breasts.
# # #
As if we were dancing, and for me to maintain my balance without falling, I asked her to put an arm around my back and her other arm around my shoulders. This way, not only was she helping me to stand and prevent me from falling but also, her breasts were unobstructed and unprotected by her arms, forearms, and hands. Her big breasts were in reach and free for me to get a good accidental and unintentional but deliberate grope of her big breasts through her clothes.
'I can't wait to grope her big breasts through her sweatshirt,' I thought. 'I'd love to feel her sweatshirt and bra clad tits.'
Having not felt a women's breasts in years, I couldn't wait to grope a whole handful of Mimi's big tits. I couldn't wait to feel her breasts through her sweatshirt and her bra. While making my deliberate grope look like an accident, I couldn't wait to have two handfuls of her big breasts.
As soon as she took hold of me, I moved my hands to each side of her ribs with the bottom of my palms in contact with the sides of her huge, bra clad breasts. I felt the sides of her brasserie while feeling the sides of her breasts through her sweatshirt and bra. Her breasts felt so big. Her breasts felt so firm. Seemingly, at first touch, and with me something of a breast expert, she had wonderful breasts. I loved Mimi's big tits.
Then, while she slowly and carefully turned me, walking backwards with me, she moved with me for me to be seated in my wheelchair. Only, as soon as I slowly lowered myself down in my chair, is when I quickly but subtly moved my hands from the sides of her to the front of her to grab two, handfuls of her big breasts through her clothes. I was groping Mimi's big breasts. I couldn't believe that I was groping her big breasts through her clothes.
'I can't believe I'm groping her big breasts,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's allowing me to grope her breasts through her bra and her sweatshirt. I can't believe she's not slapping my horny hands away from feeling her big tits. I can't believe she's not admonishing me touching her breasts through her clothes,' I thought.
I was in breast heaven. I had Mimi's sweatshirt and bra clad breasts in the palms of my horny hands. Immediately, something as unexpected as it was sexually exciting, with them poking the palms of my horny hands, I felt her nipples erecting through her clothes. Seemingly, she was as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited. Unbelievably, she seemingly enjoyed me groping her big breasts as much as I enjoyed groping her big tits.
I couldn't believe that I was not only feeling her big tits in the palms of my hands but also, I was feeling her erect nipples, too. As shocked as she seemed sexually surprised, she stared down at my hands groping her breasts. Yet, again, surprising me, with her not slapping my hands away or admonishing me, I wondered if she enjoyed me feeling her big breasts as much as I enjoyed groping her big breasts?
'Was she as sexually aroused as I was,' I wondered?
I didn't know. Yet, with her twenty-years younger than me, I knew she'd have no sexual interest in wanting a dirty, old man to have his wicked, sexual way with her big breasts. Nonetheless our age differences, I wondered.
'Did she enjoy me feeling her breasts as much as I enjoyed groping her breasts?'
I didn't know. I had no idea. Yet, I hoped she enjoyed me feeling her big tits through her clothes as much as I enjoyed feeling her big breasts through her clothes.
"Oops, sorry, Mimi" I said. "I suddenly felt dizzy and had the sensation of falling. The last thing that I want to do is to fall," I said. "I've fallen enough."
Hoping that she'd forgive me for groping her big breasts, I offered my apology.
"I apologize for grabbing your breasts. Your big tits were the only things available for me to reach out and grab. It was an involuntary reaction," I said while lying and looking up at her apologetically.
I continued laying it on thick.
"I'm so embarrassed. I meant no disrespect. Please forgive me."
She laughed and shrugged her shoulders.
"That's okay. It's no big deal," she said with another shrug of her shapely shoulders. "It was an accident," she said with yet, another shrug. "I know that you didn't mean anything sexually inappropriate by groping me. I'm just glad that you didn't fall. I'm just glad that I had big breasts for you to grab to prevent you from falling," she said with a dirty laugh.
As if she was enjoying a private joke, she continued laughing.
"If I had a record of every man who groped my big tits at the nursing home where I worked for nine years, I could write a book," she said with a sexy laugh. "Actually," she said with a long pause.
She looked down at her big breasts through her clothes before looking up at my big hands. Then, she said something that sexually stunned me.
"With me divorced and not having a man in my life," she said with sadness. "Honestly, and perhaps something that I shouldn't admit to you but, shockingly surprising me, it felt good for you to feel my breasts through my clothes," she said looking down at her breasts again before looking up a me.
'What? What did she just say? Seriously? Is she kidding me? It felt good for me to feel her breasts through her clothes,' I thought. 'Was she hinting that she wanted me to continue feeling her big tits through her clothes because I can do that? I'd love to continue feeling her big breasts through her clothes.'
I'd definitely be happy to accommodate her by taking her sweatshirt and bra clad breasts in the palms of my horny hands again. With it a long time since I felt a woman's breasts in my hands, I loved feeling her big tits through women's clothes. How hot would that be if she wanted me to feel her breasts through her clothes as much as I wanted to feel her breasts through her clothes?'
# # #
Again, with her not reprimanding me nor slapping my hands away from her big breasts, every day, while ever so slowly and ever so carefully lowering myself to sit in my wheelchair, I felt her big breasts for a few seconds longer. Every day, I reached out to grab her while sexually groping her sweatshirt glad breasts. With her having given me verbal permission to touch and feel her big tits through her clothes, she allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her big breasts for a few seconds longer.
Every day, after she left for the day, I masturbated over imagining seeing her big, naked tits, touching her big, naked tits, feeling her big, naked tits, fondling her big, naked tits, and sucking her big, erect nipples. I masturbated over imagining her stroking my flaccid prick. I masturbated over imagining her masturbating me. Only, sadly, she could never masturbate me as I can no longer get an erection.
'Nevertheless, I only wished that I could see, touch, and feel her naked tits,' I thought. 'I only wished that I could have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts. I only wished that I could fondle her big, naked tits while pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples. How hot would that be to suck, Mimi's nipples,' I thought? "I'd love to feel her big, naked tits while sucking her erect nipples.'
Every time she helped lower me to sit in my wheelchair, while groping her big breasts through her clothes, I couldn't stop myself from imagining seeing, touching, and feeling her naked breasts. I couldn't stop myself from imagining sucking on her erect nipples. I'd love to see her big, naked tits. I'd love to see her without her sweatshirt and her bra. I'd love to see her topless.
'Something that I thought she'd never do, yet, I wondered if I asked her nicely to show me her naked breasts if she'd lift her sweatshirt and lift her bra to show me her naked tits. How hot would that be to see Mimi's naked breasts? With her making me so happy to see her naked tits, I could only imagine what it would be like to see, touch, and feel her naked breasts. How hot would that be to see her naked breasts?'
I wished that I could see her naked breasts. While wishing that I could get and maintain an erection, I'd love for her to stroke me while washing me. That would be so sexually exciting for Mimi to masturbate me while allowing me to feel her breasts through her sweatshirt. Only, with me old enough to be her father, sadly and sexually frustratingly, she'd never show me her naked breasts.
Always sexually wanting more, something that would never happen, I'd love for her to suck me while stroking me. I'd love for her to give me a blowjob. I'd love to cum in Mimi's beautiful mouth. After cumming in her mouth, I only wished that I could cum all over her pretty face and all over her naked breasts. I'd love to give Mimi a cum bath. Again, with me unable to get an erection, I knew that all that I had imagined about her masturbating me and blowing me would never happen.
Alas, no longer a virile man, I'm unable to do any of that. I'm impotent. Sad but true, I'm unable to get and maintain an erection. Other than touchy and feely, I can never have sex again.
Yet, if she couldn't masturbate me and/or blow me, perhaps she'd be open to me masturbating her. I'd love to rub her clit while fingering her pussy. I'd love to lick her pussy while reaching up to fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm not only with my fingers but also with my tongue.
# # #
Then, building up the courage while hoping that she wouldn't be offended by my question, I finally asked her the question that was on my mind from the first time that I met her. I wanted to know what cup size bra she took. Having felt C cup breasts before, her bra clad breasts felt bigger and firmer than a C cup. Her breasts felt more like a D cup. Pretending that I didn't realize that she had big breasts, I feigned my ignorance and acted surprised by the size of her big tits.
"Jesus, Mimi, I just realized that you have big breasts," I said while lying. "I apologize for accidentally touching them and groping them but when I'm trying to sit in my wheelchair while trying not to fall, with me always off balance and feeling dizzy, I involuntarily reach out for something to hold on to and to grab. Unfortunately, your big breasts are always within my reach," I said with an embarrassed little laugh.
Showing me again that it was no big deal that I had accidentally groped her breasts while sitting in my wheelchair, she laughed, too.
"It's okay," she said with an uncaring, little shrug that I accidentally groped her breasts.
She looked down at her fully clothed breasts before looking up at me again. Suddenly and surprising me, a look of sexual arousal flashed across her face. Then, she stunned me by what she said next.
"It wasn't your fault. I realize that you touched my breasts by accident. Besides," she said with another uncaring shrug. "I'm used to men touching my breasts, feeling my breasts, and groping my breasts. I wish I had a dollar for every man who felt my big tits at the nursing home, I'd be rich," she said with a dirty laugh.
As if she was rethinking what she was about to say, she remained quiet for a few minutes before volunteering more sexual information.
"Men can't help themselves. While I wash them and dress them, they love feeling and groping my big tits through my sweatshirt and bra. Men have even lifted my sweatshirt and felt my breasts through my bra. While literally wrestling with me, dirty, old men have even tried to lift my bra to see, touch, and feel my naked breasts," she said with a laugh while a look of sexual arousal flashed across her face.
# # #
Then, after her look of sexual arousal took hold of her face, she looked at me and gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Unless I was mistaken, glad that I could accommodate her, she seemed to enjoy me groping her big breasts through her clothes. Hard for me to believe and hard for me to wrap my brain around, did she sexually enjoy me feeling her sweatshirt and bra clad breasts through her clothes as much as I sexually enjoyed feeling her sweatshirt and bra clad breasts? Then, she confessed what I hoped she would.
"Honestly, I don't mind the occasional feel," she said with another unembarrassed and unashamed shrug. "To tell you the truth," she said with a pause. "I'm a little embarrassed to confess this to you but," she said with a long pause.
She looked down at her big, fully clothe breasts before looking up at me. Then, cupping her sweatshirt and bra clad breasts in the palms of her hands, she lifted them along with her bra as if offering them to me. While looking up at me with sexual seduction, she slid slow, experienced hands across her fully clothe breasts and nipples. Then, not stopping there, she sexually shocked me with what she said next.
"Something that I sorely missed after divorcing my husband, I loved having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered," she said with a dirty, little laugh while continuing to stare at me with sexual seduction. "With my breasts so sexually sensitive, this may surprise you but I can have a sexual orgasm just by having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered and sucked. It's true," she said. "I can cum by just having my breasts fondled and sucked."
'What? Is she kidding me? Mimi loves having her breasts felt and her nipples fingered? She can have a sexual orgasm just by having her breasts felt and her nipples fingered and sucked? Wow,' I thought. 'I can do that,' I thought. 'I don't need an erection to do that. I'd be happy to feel and fondle her big, naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples.'
I looked at her as stunned as I was suddenly sexually excited. Normally, I'd have an erection by now but I didn't. My flaccid prick was dead. Yet, I wondered why she had confessed she could have a sexual orgasm just by having her breasts felt and her nipples sucked.
'What does that mean? Why would she tell me that? Is she asking me to feel her breasts though her clothes? Is she giving me her permission to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts. Is she asking me to give her a sexual orgasm by feeling her naked breasts, fingering her nipples, and sucking her erect nipples?'



As if she had given me an open-door invitation served up on her bra clad breasts, was she asking me to feel her breasts while fingering her nipples? Was she giving me her permission to feel her naked breasts, finger her nipples, and suck her erect nipples? With her confessing the sexual sensitivity of her breasts, was that my chance to have my wicked, sexual way with her big tits.
"Really? You can have a sexual orgasm just from having your big breasts felt and your erect nipples fingered and sucked? I'd love to see that," I said with a dirty laugh.
I hoped that she'd lift her sweatshirt and lift her bra. I hoped that she'd show me that she could have a sexual orgasm by fondling her naked breasts, and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
'While hoping that she'd not only show me her naked breasts, but also allow me to feel her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples, I'd love to see her naked tits. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her huge breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. I imagined having my wicked, sexual way with Mimi's big tits,' I thought. 'I imagined giving her a sexual orgasm just by fondling her naked breasts and sucking her erect nipples.'
Then, with her telling me that she could get a sexual orgasm just by having her breasts fondled and her nipples sucked, I imagined seeing and hearing her cumming.
'I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm just by having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts. While wondering what she looked like and sounded like when having a sexual orgasm, I'd love to watch and hear her cum. Killing two birds with one stone, a win/win for both of us, she'd make me happy by allowing me to have my sexual way with her big, naked breasts and I'd make her happy by giving her a sexual orgasm.'
# # #
"If you don't mind me asking, what bra cup size do you take," I finally asked her my question that I had been building the courage to ask her?
I stared at her breasts through her clothes before looking up at her? Surprising me again, she smiled as if glad and seemingly proud that I asked her bra cup size. Sexually teasing me, she looked down at her breasts and cupped them in each one in her hands again before looking up at me. Then, as if offering them to me again, she raised her big breasts through her sweatshirt and her bra while staring at me.
Then, seemingly something that was sexually exciting for her to do, she slid slow hands across the front of her bra clad breasts while sexually staring at me. This time, I watched her big nipples immediately react to her slow, practiced touch by erecting themselves. As if begging me to finger them and suck them, she continued seductively staring at me while the impressions of her erect nipples showed through her sweatshirt and her bra.
"I'm a D cup," she said with pride while flooring me with astonishment. "And as you can see through my sweatshirt and bra, I not only have big tits but also, I have huge nipples," she said looking down at her fully clothe breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her clothes.
Sexually teasing me again, she pulled her sweatshirt tighter across her breasts with a sexually aroused laugh. Then, in the way that I wished that I could do, she took her sweatshirt and bra clad nipple in between her thumb and index finger and pulled it out to make it even bigger. Immediately, my jaw fell open, and my lips involuntarily moved to an oval shape as if I was about to be nursed.
'What? Seriously? Are you kidding me? Mimi has D cup breasts? She has D cup breasts,' I thought? 'I'd love to see her big, erect nipples.'
Yet, again, with me continually staring at her big tits, I couldn't help myself from staring a Mimi's sweatshirt and bra clad breasts.
'Other than Katy Perry on American Idol, I don't know anyone who has D cup breasts,' I thought. 'All the women that I know have B or C cup breasts with some even having A cup breasts. I love big tits and Mimi certainly has big tits. I'm a lucky man to have a big breasted, home healthcare worker taking care of me,' I thought.
Then, I thought of my favorite big, breasted women. Christine Hendricks from Mad Men and Sofia Vergara from Modern Family and America Has Talent, both have huge breasts. Equal to a triple D cup, DDD, they have F cup breasts. Holy Hell! Wow! Indeed, Mimi has big breasts, too.'
# # #
Without even having seen them, I loved Mimi's big, D cup breasts. Now, transfixed on what I imagined her naked breasts looked like, I couldn't help myself from imagining what her naked breasts looked like. I needed to see them. I had to see them. I must see her naked tits. I hoped she'd show her naked breasts to me. Perhaps, with a little persuasion, I could convince her to show me her naked breasts.
I only wished I had some wine to get her a little tipsy. With it only taking two glasses of wine to get most women a little drunk, I wondered if she'd show me her naked breasts if I got her inebriated. How hot would that be to see Mimi's naked breasts while she allowed me to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while sucking her erect nipples?
With me wondering what her naked breasts looked like and not only wanting to see her naked breasts but also, I wondered what her naked breasts felt like. I needed to touch them. I needed to feel them. I needed to fondle her naked breasts. Somehow and some way, I must feel her naked breasts.
I needed to finger her naked nipples. I needed to suck her erect nipples. I'd love to suck her nipples while fondling her naked breasts. I needed to give her a sexual orgasm from feeling her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. I needed to see and hear her cum.
Before I died and went to Heaven or Hell, for what I was thinking, I'd love to see Mimi's naked tits. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her big, naked breasts. I'd love to suck her big, erect nipples. While continuing to imagine what my home healthcare worker looked like topless, I couldn't help myself from staring at her big breasts through her clothes.
'Mimi, I need to see your naked tits. Show me your tits, please,' I thought. 'Pretend we're in New Orleans at Mardi Gras and show me your naked tits.'
Now that she openly told me that she has a sexually orgasm just by having her big, naked breasts felt and fondled while having her erect nipples sucked, I'd love to give Mimi a sexual orgasm just by fondling her naked breasts while pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples. I'd love to watch her cum. I'd love to hear her have a sexual orgasm.
'Oh, Michael,' I imagined her saying. 'Don't stop fondling my naked breasts. Don't stop pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples. Don't stop sucking my tits. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming,' I imagined Mimi saying.
I imagined watching her arch her back and stiffen her legs. I imagined watching her falling silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. I imagined giving Mimi, my home healthcare worker, a sexual orgasm just by fondling her big, naked breasts while fingering and sucking her big, erect nipples.
# # #
Now that I had imagined giving Mimi a sexual orgasm just by having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts, I needed to touch her breasts through her clothes. I needed to feel her breasts through her clothes. Taking a big breath for encouragement, I asked her my question.
"May I touch them," I asked daring myself to do so while hoping that she wouldn't report me to her agency and stop working for me? "I'd love to touch and feel your breasts through your clothes. Please, Mimi, may I touch your big, naked tits," I asked while looking up at her?
Yet, somehow, just as I knew that she'd never report me to her agency for inappropriate sexual talk, I knew that she'd never allow me to feel her huge tits through her clothes? Then, she laughed again. Surprising me, she took a step closer to me. Finally, shocking me while sexually teasing me, she stuck out her chest as if daring me to touch her breasts, grope her breasts, and feel her big tits. Then, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me with what she said next.
"Sure, you may feel them. Of course, you may feel them," she said. "I'd love for you to feel my breasts through my clothes."
She looked down at her breasts through her clothes before looking up at me with the sexual anticipation of me feeling her big tits.
"Go ahead. Be my guest and touch them," she said. "I don't mind you feeling my tits through my clothes. I'd love for you to feel my breasts through my clothes."
With her face filled with sexual anticipation of me feeling her breasts through her sweatshirt, she looked at me with sexual arousal with her jaw dropped. She was breathing through her opened mouth while I stared at her fully clothe breasts with horniness. Then, again, she said something that sexually surprised me.
"I want you to touch my tits," she said again while encouraging me to feel her breasts through her sweatshirt and bra. "It feels good for you to touch and feel my breasts through my clothes while fingering my erect nipples," she said. "I want you to finger my erect nipples through my clothes."
Again, she looked down at her sweatshirt and bra clad breasts before looking up at me with horniness, sexual anticipation, and sexual arousal.
# # #
'What? Huh? Seriously? Is she kidding me? I couldn't believe that Mimi gave me her verbal permission to touch, feel, and fondle her big breasts through her clothes while fingering her erect nipples,' I thought.
With her not having to ask me twice, accepting her sexual invitation, I immediately reached out my horny hands and felt her breasts through her sweatshirt and her bra. I felt her big tits as if I had never felt tits before. As if her breasts were made especially for me, they fit perfectly in my big hands. I could neatly wrap my big hands around them.
I stared at her big and fully clothe breasts while continuing to feel her breasts through her clothes. I loved feeling Mimi big tits. Then, after feeling her breasts through her sweatshirt and bra, with me wanting more, I asked her the question that I knew she'd never say yes.
I looked up at her with pitiful eyes. I looked up at her as if I was a dying man asking her to give me water. Instead of saying, water, water, water, I imagined saying tits, tits, tits.
'With her having already seen my naked prick, stared at my naked prick, and held my naked cock in her soft and warm hand while washing me, I didn't think there was anything wrong with me asking to see her naked breasts. Cock for tits, that's a fair exchange,' I thought. 'Why would she have a problem with showing me her naked breasts?'
I continued staring at her big breasts with horniness and sexual lust.
'With her already giving me her permission to feel her breasts through her clothes, hopefully, I had made her sexually aroused enough and horny enough for her to show me her naked breasts. I'd love to see Mimi's naked breasts,' I thought.
Taking another big breath for courage, I asked her my question that I couldn't wait to know that answer.
"I'd love to see your naked breasts. May I see them? May I see your naked breasts, Mimi," I asked? "I'd die a happy man after seeing your naked breasts," I said with drama while hoping that she'd take pity on me and show me her naked tits.
Yet, when I was twenty-something-years-old, she wasn't even born, yet. Here I was asking a woman who was young enough to be my daughter to see her naked breasts. What's wrong with me? Why would she comply with my request and show me her naked tits?
# # #
Yet, surprising me again, not answering me, she remained silent. After giving me her permission to feel her breasts through her clothes, she disappointed me by not giving me her verbal permission to see her naked breasts. With me never really expecting to see her naked breasts, nonetheless, I'd love to see her naked breasts.
Then, sexually stunning me, she floored me when she slowly and sexily lifted her sweatshirt. Wishing that I had two handfuls of hundred-dollar-bills to make it rain, I watched her as if she was a stripper on stage. Filled with sexual anticipation and horniness, I stared at her while she lifted her sweatshirt up and over her head.
Then, after she removed her sweatshirt, she looked down at herself again as if to see what I could of her huge, bra clad breasts. Continuing to sexually tease me, in the way that I wished I could cup them, she stared at me while she cupped her bra clad breasts in her hands. Again, she lifted her breasts with her bra as if wanting me to touch her breasts and feel her breasts through her bra. I stared at her big, white, low-cut brassiere. With her bra a three hooker in the back, her bra was as big as were her breasts.
When I stared longer and harder at her bra, I could see her brown, erect nipples through her brasserie. With my eyes bugging out of my head and my jaw falling open, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she put a manicured finger beneath the front of her bra. Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, while staring up at me with a sexy look and a naughty smile, she slowly and sexily lifted up her big, white, low-cut brassiere.
As if I had never seen naked breasts before, I assuredly haven't seen her naked breasts before. As if watching a sneak preview of a Playboy model sexually teasing me, I watched her shapely, big breasts slowly fall from her bra in full view. As soon as her breasts fell from her bra, her big nipples erected.
'I can't believe that I'm seeing Mimi's big breasts. I can't believe that I'm seeing her naked tits,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm seeing her big, erect nipples.'
With them hardly sagging at all, her naked breasts were as big as they were shapely. I couldn't wait to touch, feel, and fondle her big, naked tits. I couldn't wait to take her erect nipples in my mouth. Something that I thought that I'd never see, I loved seeing Mimi's big, naked tits.
# # #
She had dark, brown nipples. With me accustomed to seeing pink nipples, she had the darkest nipples that I have ever seen. Unable to remove my eyes from her naked breasts, I continued staring at her naked breasts and erect nipples before asking my next, sexual question.
"May I touch them? May I touch your big, naked tits, Mimi," I asked while looking up at her before staring back down at her naked breasts?
Not waiting for her to respond, excited to know her answers to my questions, I fired my next sexual questions in quick order.
"May I fondle your naked breasts? May I finger your big, erect nipples? May I suck your nipples," I asked? "I'd love to give you a sexual orgasm just by having my wicked, sexual way with your big naked tits and erect nipples," I said. "May I give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my lips?"
Again, sexually teasing me, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Yes, of course, you may touch them. I want you to touch my naked tits," she said with a laugh and taking a big breath while sticking out her chest. "Yes, you may feel my big, naked tits," she said again. "I want you to feel my naked breasts," she said. "I'd love for you to fondle them while sucking my erect nipples, too," she said. "I love having my naked breasts felt and fondled while having my erect nipples sucked."
Then, once again, with her full of sexual surprises, she surprised me by what she said next.
"I'd love for you to give me a sexual orgasm by feeling and fondling my breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples before sucking my nipples," she said cupping her breasts in her hands again. "I'd love for you to see and hear me cum. Make me cum, Michael. I need to cum. Fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples."
# # #
With me unable to get and maintain an erection, I never thought that I'd be having sex again. Having found my perfect home, healthcare giver, I never expected that I'd ever be having sex with the woman was hired to care for me, wash me, and dress me. Yet, surprising me, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Moreover, with my neighbors thinking that she was just my home, healthcare giver, they had no idea what went on behind my closed, bedroom doors.
"Let's play cowboy and Indian," I said. "You can be my sexy Indian squaw. Dress up in that Indian outfit, Mimi, and I'll wear my cowboy hat, boots, and holsters. Giddy up. Yee haw," I said slapping her naked ass while grabbing a big handful of her naked breast!
THE END
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Forty-five-year-old MILF of a mother, Grace, sexually seduced her handsome, 21-year-old son, Timothy. Deliberately sexually teasing him, I pretended that I was drunk and sleeping while laying my head on his lap.
# # #
Author's Note:
Grace asked me to write her this true story about her having sex with her son, Timothy.
Sexually aroused before, she's racked with guilt, shame, and remorse now. Grace felt embarrassed for being a horny and sexually frustrated woman enough to have had incestuous sex with her son. Unable to control her passionate, sex drive, and sexual desire for Timothy, she was sexually lonely enough to have had sex with him. With Timothy happy to have had sex with his mother, she's devastated by her perversely perverted actions to have had incestuous sex with him.
# # #
'I'm so embarrassed,' she thought. 'I'm so ashamed. Why would I do such a thing? How could I do such a thing? How dare I allow my son to take sexually advantage of me while I pretended to be drunk and sleeping. I'll never forgive myself,' she thought.
She relived everything that she did with her son and that she allowed him to do to her.
'I can't believe that I not only blew my son but also, I allowed him to cum in my mouth,' she thought. 'I even swallowed his cum. If that wasn't enough, I allowed him to eat my pussy and fuck me. I can't believe that I not only allowed Timothy to stick his tongue in my pussy, I allowed him to stick his big, erect prick in my warm, wet cunt, his mother's cunt.'
Going over it all in her mind again, she was devastated by her perversely perverted, sexually incestuous actions.
'Again, if that still wasn't enough with him cumming in my mouth, he also allowed him to ejaculate cum in my pussy, too,' she thought. 'Showing him the whore that I am, I allowed him to give me multiple, sexual orgasms, one with his fingers, a second one with his tongue, and a third one with his cock. What's wrong with me to have taken sexual advantage of my son? How dare I have sex with Timothy?' 'I'm a whore. I'm such an Incestuous whore,' thought his mother.
# # #
Honestly, I've never been sexually attracted to my son. Even after I caught him masturbating in his bedroom and saw his erect, naked cock numerous times, I didn't feel anything except for embarrassment for him and shame for myself that I not only looked but also, I stared. Something that a mother should never do, I stared at my son's erect, naked prick. I couldn't believe that I was sexually frustrated and horny enough to have stared at my son's erect, naked prick while he stroked himself.
Seemingly, nearly every time I delivered his laundry, with me opening his bedroom door without knocking, he'd be lying on his bed and on his back. Something that I was sexually shocked to see, he'd be naked with his eyes closed. He'd have his headphones on and his hand stroking his big, erect prick. Stunned, proving to myself what a big whore that I had become, all I could do was to stare. Having been years since I've seen a man naked, I couldn't remove my eyes from my son's naked prick.
'With me always catching him when he was naked and masturbating himself, did he want me to catch him masturbating,' I wondered? 'Did he want me to see his big, erect prick? Did he want me to watch him cum? Something that I thought that I'd never want to do, to be honest, I'd love to see my son cum. Yet, having second thoughts, I feared that he'd suddenly open his eyes and catch me in his room watching him masturbate himself. How embarrassing would that be,' I thought?'
I caught him masturbating so many times that I wondered if he had deliberately flashed me. Perhaps, as soon as he heard me climbing the stairs and walking towards his room, he stripped himself naked, donned his headphones, closed his eyes, and wrapped his hand around his prick while stroking it. Perhaps, he wanted me to see his naked penis. Perhaps, he hoped that I'd stay and watch him masturbating long enough to see him cum.
Perhaps, he hoped that I'd take his big dick in my hand and stroke him. Perhaps, he thought that I'd take his erect penis in my mouth and suck him. Perhaps, he thought that I'd strip myself naked, mount him, and fuck him. Perhaps, he thought that his mother would have incestuous sex with her son?
Unembarrassed and unashamed, I freely admit that after seeing Timothy's naked, erect prick one too many times, I masturbated myself but not over my son. I masturbated myself because I was horny and sexually frustrated. I couldn't remember the last time that I had a stiff prick in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy. Before I had stroked, sucked, and fucked my son, I can't remember the last time that I stroked a man, sucked a man, and/or fucked a man.
# # #
Then, one day, horny as all Hell, when I delivered his laundry, there he was again, masturbating. He was always masturbating. He was always stroking his prick. I wondered what he masturbated over? I wondered who he masturbated over? I wondered if he masturbated over me.
Then, with him adding dialogue to his masturbation sessions, I heard him talking through his bedroom door. If it wasn't enough that he sexually shocked me by showing me his naked prick, it was even more sexually shocking for me to know that he was masturbating over me. It was sexually arousing to hear all of the sexually incestuous things that he wanted to do to my naked body, his mother's naked body.
"Oh, mom, I'd love to see you naked. I'd love to see your big, naked breasts. I'd love to see your erect nipples. I'd love to see your shapely, naked ass. I'd love to see your blonde, trimmed, bushy, or bald pussy," said Timothy loud enough for me to hear him through his bedroom door.
Standing with my ear pressed against his bedroom door, I continued listening while he continued talking.
"I wish you wouldn't wear a robe of your sexy nightgowns. I'd love to see the shape and the big size of your naked breasts through your sheer nightgown. I'd love to see your erect nipples through your sheer nightgown, too. It would so hot to see the shape and the size of your naked ass, too," he said.
Now every time that I walked down the hall to deliver his laundry, not only was the house shaking from him masturbating but also, I could clearly hear all that he was saying. I no longer had to press my ear against his bedroom door. I could hear him when walking down the hall.
The first time that I heard him, embarrassing me, I was tempted to turn around and walk back downstairs. Yet, I figured that he was naked and masturbating with his eyes closed while wearing his headphones. Instead, daring myself to do so, I opened his bedroom door and put his laundry on the floor by his closet. When I saw that he was masturbating himself again, instead of immediately leaving, I stayed to watch him stroke his cock. I wanted to see him cum.
Watching my son masturbate himself over imagining me naked and having sex with me made me horny. With him making me so unbearably sexually frustrated, while watching him stroke his cock, I pushed open my robe and felt my breasts while fingering my erect nipples through my nightgown. Then, becoming even more sexually aroused, unable to control myself from touching myself, I lifted the front of my nightgown to expose my naked, blonde, trimmed pussy.
While leaning against his closest door, I rubbed my clit and finger fucked my pussy. I masturbated myself while my son masturbated himself. I watched him stroking himself harder and faster. Then, when I realized that he was about to cum, as if I was a burglar in the night, I silently and stealthily left his bedroom.
Yet, I wondered if my son had been watching me finger my nipples and play with my pussy. I wondered if he had barely opened his eyes enough to see me masturbating myself. Something so humiliating yet something so sexually arousing, I wondered if Timothy had watched me, his mother, masturbate herself. It made me even hornier to think that Timothy had seen my naked pussy. In the way that I saw his naked cock while he stroked himself, how hot would that be for my son to see my naked pussy while I fingered myself?
# # #
My long, sad story short, as if trying to kill himself, with my husband, Bill, a diabetic and unable to stop from drinking beer, with him not even wearing a mask, he caught COVID. Too sick to recover, he succumbed to the fatal virus. A stubborn man, he refused to have his vaccination shots.
He may have survived the pandemic had he worn a mask when in public and had all of his COVID shots. Yet, he assured himself that, in the way that he convinced himself that the government had lied about the AIDS epidemic, they were lying about COVID, too. Instead, he drank at the bar and attended football games without wearing a mask and without having his COVID shots to protect himself from getting the fatal virus.
Because my husband was no longer able to get and maintain an erection, I went years without having sex. He'd rather watch every college football game than to feel and fondle my big breasts while masturbating me. He'd rather watch NFL football than to pay any sexual attention to me. Even though I frequently sucked his cock when he was able to have erections, he never ate my pussy. As if he was afraid of fingering my naked pussy, I can't even remember the last time he masturbated me.
Then, as my son grew older, he looked more like his father before Bill gained an enormous amount of weight. My husband loved his barbeque as much as he loved his beer. When he wasn't eating big slabs of rare beef, he ate fast foods. I never saw a man who could eat and drink as much he could consume in a day. As if he was James Gandolfini as Tony Soprano from the Sopranos, our food and alcohol bills were outrageously high because of him.
He refused to diet. He refused to exercise. Whenever we went to the mall, instead of parking further away from the front doors and walk, he endlessly circled the parking lot until he found a closer space. Instead of walking through the mall with me, sometimes he'd wait in the car for me to finish shopping while reading his Gun and Ammo magazine. If he wasn't going to help me shop, I don't know why he even came to the mall with me. I could have driven myself to the mall.
# # #
Then, one night, a night that I'll never forget, daring myself to do so, and shocking even me when I did, after I drank nearly a bottle of wine from nervous sexual anticipation, I did something sexually provocative. Sometimes regretting it, I did something that I thought I'd never do. Even though I'm glad that I did it, I did something that I still sometimes can't believe that I did, even to this day. I had sex with my son.
Something that I never did and had never done, deliberately flashing him while sexually teasing him, I wore my sexiest nightgown in front of him without having the modesty to wear a robe over it. I was as nervous as I was sexually aroused. I couldn't believe that I was showing my son all that he only imagined when masturbating himself but had never seen. Immorally, overnight, by the encouragement of his X-rated masturbation dialogue, I had turned into a drunken whore. I was nearly, naked exposed to my son when he was masturbating.
'God help me,' I thought. 'Why did I do that? Why did I show my son all that he should never see of his mother? I'm practically naked when wearing this sheer nightgown without wearing a robe over it.'
Normally, with me morally modest, a church going Catholic, and God-fearing woman, I wear a robe over my nightgown but tonight I didn't. Instead, as if he was my boyfriend, my husband, or my lover, I acted as if I was his whore, his stripper, or his prostitute. Immodestly immoral, I wickedly paraded myself in front of my testosterone filled son while wearing my shortest, sheerest, lowest-cut, and sexiest nightgown. With my nightgown practically see-through, he could see everything.
# # #
Pretending that I didn't notice him staring at all that I was showing, I watched his eyes bulging out of his head while he continually stared at me. Then, when I walked in the light, especially when I deliberately stood in front of the bright light of the television, I knew that he could see me as if I stood before him naked. In the way that I made him sexually excited, he made me sexually aroused. Having been a long time since I felt like a desirable woman, judging by his quickly growing erection that showed through his pajama bottoms, I felt like one now.
Not very difficult for me to determine how he felt about his mother, I could tell by his throbbing and pulsating erection that tented his pajama bottoms how he sexually felt about me. In the way that I was indecently depraved, I knew that I had sexually excited him. I knew that I had made him plenty horny enough to masturbate himself later tonight and tomorrow morning. It made me terribly, sexually aroused to imagine my son masturbating over me. Making me feel like a sexually wanted woman, he continued staring at all that he could see of my nearly, naked body.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, I knew full well that he could clearly see my shapely, nearly, naked ass. I knew that he could see my blonde, trimmed, patch of pubic hair. Making myself horny just by thinking about it, I knew that he could see the shape and the size of my big, D cup breasts, and my erect nipples. In the way that I'd be masturbating over my son seeing my nearly naked body, I knew that he'd be masturbating later over all that he was seeing of his MILF of a mother now.
Yet, even though I knew it was wrong to sexually tease my son, I didn't care. I wanted him to see and to want to touch, feel, and fondle all that I was deliberately showing him. The closest thing to being naked in front of him, I wanted Timothy to see all that he could clearly see of my nearly, naked body. I wanted him to sexually lust over me in the way that I sexually wanted him. In the way that I suddenly wanted to have sex with him, I wanted him to want to have sex with me, too.
# # #
I imagined him masturbating later over all that he was seeing of me now. I imagined my son cumming over the imagined thoughts of seeing me nearly naked. I imagined Timothy cumming over the imagined thoughts of having sex with me. I imagined him not only cumming in my mouth but also in my pussy, too.
Not stopping there, I imagined him feeling my naked breasts, fingering my erect nipples, and sucking my erect nipples. I imagined blowing him while stroking him. I imagined sucking his cock. I imagined him cumming in my mouth and me swallowing his cum.
Again, not stopping there, I imagined him fingering my pussy. I imagined him masturbating me. I imagined him licking my pussy. I imagined him giving me oral sex. I imagined him making me cum. I imagined him giving me multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
I wanted him to sexually want me in those moments that I sexually wanted him. I imagined him touching me, feeling me, and fondling me where a son should never touch, feel, and fondle his mother. Even though I felt like such a whore, an incestuous whore, I didn't care. Sexually teasing him while wearing my sexually revealing nightgown gave me something to masturbate over later tonight and, again, tomorrow morning.
I was tired of being horny. I was tired of being sexually frustrated. I needed a sexual orgasm. I needed to cum. I needed a reason for me to masturbate myself.
With my son the only man within my reach, why not have sex with him? Why not allow him to masturbate me? Why not allow him to eat me? Why not allow him to fuck me? After all, I'm his mother and he's, my son. Then, again, that was the biggest reason why I shouldn't have sex with him. I'm his mother and he's, my son.
If he made me cum, I'd make him cum, too. I'd stroke his cock. I'd suck his cock. I'd blow him. I'd blow my son. I'd allow him to not only cum in my mouth, I'd allow him to cum all over my face and across my naked breasts. I'd allow Timothy to give me, his mother, a cum bath.
# # #
When Timothy didn't make a sexual move to bed me, from that day forward, I continued flashing him while sexually teasing him. I continued wearing my sexiest and sheerest nightgowns without having the modesty to wear a robe over them. When I wasn't flashing him my panties, my cleavage, and my low-cut bra, I flashed him my naked pussy and my naked breasts.
With me sitting across from him on the couch, he sat in his father's big chair. While reading my book or watching TV, pretending as if I wasn't noticing him staring at what he could see of me between my shapely thighs, I continually crossing and uncrossing my long, shapely legs. As if I had his chin on a leash, every time I crossed and uncrossed my legs, he looked over at me. No doubt, he hoped when wearing my short skirt that I'd flash him my panties or when wearing my short nightgown that I'd flash him my naked pussy.
Indeed, with me being the whore that I had become, I flashed him. I flashed my son all that he had hoped and stared to see. When I wore my short skirt, with my knees parted just enough for him to continually see my panty clad pussy, I flashed him my white panties. When I wore my nightgown, again, with my knees parted just enough for him to see his mother's naked cunt, I continually flashed him views of my naked pussy.
I exposed myself to my son in the way that a morally, modest mother should never expose herself to her son. I exposed myself to my son in the way that I had never exposed myself to any man. I exposed my panty clad and naked pussy to Timothy in the way that he had deliberately exposed his erect, naked penis to me when masturbating himself. I showed him that I wanted to play his game and to be his whore.
Then, that night, surprising me, something that he never does and that I never expected him to do, as if I was his girlfriend, his wife, or his lover instead of his mother, he sat next to me on the couch. I couldn't believe that he was sitting next to me. After years of sitting across from one another in the same room, he showed me that he cared. In the way that he looked adoringly at me; he showed me that he loved me.
In the way that he sexily looked at me, he showed me that he wanted to have incestuous sex with me. Moreover, and oddly enough, in those fleeting moments, if I was reading him correctly, he showed me that he sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted him. Only, with me afraid to make the next sexual move, I hoped that he'd take that decision out of my hands and make the next sexual move.
"I can see the television much better when sitting in front of it instead of sitting to the side of it," he said as his excuse for sitting next to his mother.
# # #
Once again, with me not wearing a robe over my flimsy and sheerly, revealing nightgown, needing the warmth of his body, I cuddled against him. Hugging him, I snuggled right up to him. Instead of moving away from me, surprising me again, he put his arm around my shoulders. He lovingly held me in the way that he had never held me before.
"Keep me warm," I said. "I'm cold."
With my hand on his pajama clad thigh, we stayed like that all night. To show him that I was tired, I started yawning and I continued yawning for the next half an hour. Then, hoping that he'd touch my big breasts, feel my big breasts, and fondle my big breasts, I closed my eyes, slumped down my head. Wanting him to take sexual advantage of me, I pretended that I was sleeping.
The more that I pretended that I was sleeping, the more that I leaned against his t-shirt clad body, and the more that I lowered my torso to his pajama clad cock. Pretending that I was in deep sleep, I slowly slid myself down lower. I continued lowering myself until the side of my head was on his lap and mere inches away from his pajama clad, semi-erect prick. With him thinking that I was fast asleep, and with me pretending to be asleep on him, the top of my nightgown was wide open.



Having practiced this deliberate move in a mirror while on my bed and resting my head on my pillow, I knew that he could clearly see down my nightgown top. I knew that he not only could see my naked breasts but also, my erect nipples, too. Timothy returned the favor of my exhibitionistic flashing him with not only his sexually excited voyeurism but also with his stealthily, sexual touches and feels.
First, he felt my big breasts outside of my nightgown, then he fingered my nipples. Finally, with feeling my nightgown, clad breasts getting to him, my son took sexual advantage of me by reaching his horny hand down the opened top of my nightgown. Trying not to awaken me, gingering he touched and felt my big, naked breasts. He took my breast in his hand and groped my big tit, first one and then the other. Then, fingering my erect nipple, he gently pulled, turned, and twisted them.
# # #
Finally, sexually shocking me, something that I thought that he'd never do, he removed his hand from my nightgown top to remove his erect prick from his pajama bottoms. He held his big dick in his hand as if he was going to masturbate himself. His naked cock was mere inches away from my lips. As if I was his blowup doll, testing me to see if I'd awaken, he ever so gently and stealthily touched the head of his erect cock to my lips. I was so sexually aroused for my son to touch my lips with the head of his prick.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe Timothy did that. I can't believe he touched my lips with his prick. Clearly, he wanted me to blow him.'
Then, when I seemingly didn't awaken, he slowly and gently slid his stiff prick across my red, full lips. Finally, parting my lips with his fingers while gently pushing down my jaw, he stuck the head of his erect cock in my opened mouth. My son partially had his erect prick in my mouth. Clearly, he was hoping that I'd blow him in my sleep.
'Did I dare give my son a blowjob,' I wondered? 'Should I, as his mother, suck my son's cock? If I did blow him and suck him, should I allow him to cum in my mouth? If he did cum in my mouth, should I swallow his cum?'
With all of this new, sexual ground, I didn't know what to do. A long time since I had a cock in my mouth, with me loving to give blowjobs, Timothy made me terribly horny. With me an experienced cocksucker, without a shadow of a doubt, I definitely wanted to blow my son. Something that I'd love to do, I wanted to suck his stiff prick. I wanted to suck his cock. I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I needed to taste him. I wanted to swallow his cum.
After several minutes, I felt his hand feel the side of my nearly, naked breast again. Then, moving his hand more to the front of me, he cupped my big breast through my nightgown. Not stopping there, he fingered my erect nipple again. Then, when he thought that I was sound asleep, seemingly loving how my naked tits felt, he reached his horny hand down inside of my low-cut nightgown again. He felt and fondled my naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples.
# # #
With him not taking no for an answer, and with the head of his stiff dick still in my mouth, he gently and ever so slowly humped my mouth and fucked my face. The more, the faster, and the harder that he humped my mouth, the deeper his erect dick moved inside of my mouth. Then, practically deep throating him, with me taking him deep inside, I gave my son the blowjob that I had never given his father. Without me even stroking his prick, with him stroking his own cock, I gave him the best blowjob that I had given anyone.
Seemingly, unable for Timmy to sexually control himself, it didn't take long for him to cum in my mouth. Something that I thought would never happen as his mother, I couldn't believe that I had blown my son. I couldn't believe that I had allowed my son to cum in my mouth. I couldn't believe that my son had ejaculated a load of his cum in my mouth.
I felt his warm, oozy cum dripping from my lips, down my chin, and running down my neck. With me soon to be masturbating over having oral sex with my son, I'll remember the day that I sucked my son's prick for the rest of my life. To be honest, I couldn't get enough of his big, erect prick. I wanted to blow him again. I loved sucking my son's cock as much as I loved him fondling my naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples.
Then, surprising me, instead of calling it a night and leaving the couch for his room, he lifted the hem of my nightgown to my waist. He deliberately and unceremoniously exposed my blonde, trimmed naked pussy to his horny eyes. He stared at my naked pussy, his mother's cunt. As if he had never seen a naked pussy before, he continued staring at my blonde, trimmed pussy.
Thinking that was all that he was going to do, expose my pussy and stare at my pussy, he sexually stunned me when he fingered my pussy. Gently, he parted my pussy lips with his index finger. With me already wet, so very wet, he slowly rubbed my clit and gently finger fucked my pussy. After I sucked his cock and allowed him to cum in my mouth, after I swallowed his cum, my son was masturbating me. I couldn't believe that Timmy had masturbated me.
With me so very horny, it didn't take me long to have a sexual orgasm. It didn't take me long to cum. It felt so good to finally get myself off. Yet, had it been anyone else but my son, I would have cherished the moment instead of hating myself later for having had incestuous sex with my son.
# # #
My son masturbated me. Timothy fingered my naked cunt. He masturbated his mother in my feigned sleep. What was worse than my son masturbating me was me allowing him to masturbate me. How dare I take sexual advantage of him while pretending that I was sleeping?
How dare I allow him to have his wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts? How dare I allow him to finger my erect nipples? How dare I allow him to stare at my naked pussy? What's wrong with me to have sex with my son?
Unable to remove the perverted thoughts of having incestuous sex with my son, I thought about blowing him. I thought about sucking Timmy's cock. I thought about him cumming in my mouth. I thought about swallowing his cum.
'How dare I blow my son,' I thought? 'How dare I suck his erect prick? How dare I allow him to cum in my mouth? How dare I swallow his cum? What's wrong with me? What kind of sexually deranged mother am I to have incestuous sex with her son?'
Continuing to sexually shock me, he moved to his knees and parted my legs. When he moved to his knees, I wondered if he was going to eat me. Filled with sexual anticipation that my son may give me oral sex; I was beyond being sexually aroused. In the way that I had blown him, I wanted him to eat me. In the way that he had ejaculated his cum in my mouth, I wanted to ejaculate in his mouth.
Then, leaning forward and leaning over me, something that his father never did, he fingered my pussy while licking my pussy. My son continued licking my pussy. I couldn't believe that he licked my pussy while fingering my pussy. He ate me. Timothy ate me. I couldn't believe that my son had eaten me. Timothy gave me oral sex. I couldn't believe that he gave me oral sex.
Totally stunned, my son ate his mother's cunt. In the way that I had given my son oral sex, I couldn't believe that Timothy gave me oral sex. I couldn't believe that he gave me another sexual orgasm with his tongue and with his fingers.
# # #
Sexually stunning me, Timothy gave me, his mother, something that his father never gave me. He gave me oral sex. In the way that I had a sexual orgasm with his fingers, I had a second, sexual orgasm with his tongue. Hard to wrap my mind around it, after I blew my son, he ate me, he ate his mother's cunt.
Finally, with me allowing him to do anything that he wanted to do with my nearly, naked body, Timothy took one of my legs by my ankle and moved it to the couch. With one foot still on the floor, and with my nightgown still raised to my waist, as if he was my gynecologist instead of my son, he spread my legs while open. Then, sexually stunning me, he mounted me. My son mounted me, his mother. With him thinking that I was still sleeping and/or drunk, he inserted his big, stiff, prick in my warm, wet pussy.
Slowly humping me while gradually humping me harder, his cock moved deeper inside of me. My son made tender love to me in the way that my deceased husband hadn't done in years. Then, once his stiff prick was fully inside of me, humping me faster and humping me harder, Timothy fucked me. My son fucked me. Timothy fucked his mother.
As it didn't take him long to cum when I was blowing him, and it didn't take him long to cum when I was fucking him. In the way that he ejaculated a load of cum in his mother's mouth, he ejaculated a load of cum in my pussy. I only wished that I could still get pregnant but with my tubes tied after giving birth to him, I could no longer have another baby.
# # #
Then, pretending that I had just awakened, I opened my eyes and wrapped my long, shapely legs across his back. Taking hold of this sexual opportunity, determined to have a third, sexual orgasm from him fucking me with his cock, I returned his fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. I fucked my son better than I had ever fucked his father.
"Fuck me, Timmy. Fuck your mother. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I need to cum again. I need to have another sexual orgasm," I said.
I returned his fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. In the way that my son fucked his mother, I fucked my son. With him pounding my pussy with his big, stiff prick, and with him having a much longer cock than his father, I allowed him to penetrate me deeper than his father had ever penetrated me.
"I'm cumming, Timmy. Mommy is cumming," I said while continuing to return his fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. "Don't stop humping me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Timmy. Mommy is cumming."
Then, while having my sexual orgasm, I stiffened my legs, arched my back, and closed my eyes. I was cumming, yet, again. Mommy was cumming. My son had given me multiple orgasms. Timothy gave me three, sexual orgasms. His father never gave me even one sexual orgasm. Suddenly, I loved Timothy not as my son but as my lover.
# # #
If it wasn't bad enough that I had incestuous sex with my son, if it wasn't bad enough that I sucked his cock and fucked his cock, I had sex with him again. Even after feeling guilty, even after regretting that I had forbidden sex with him, and even after feeling like such an incestuous whore, I had sex with my son again.
The very, next night, pretending that I was depressed from his father dying and was too sad to sleep alone, I asked him to sleep with me in my bed. Sexually surprising me, instead of wearing his nighttime uniform of a t-shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear, he opened my bedroom door and walked in my bedroom naked. As if he was lying on his bed masturbating himself, he was naked. Timothy was totally naked.
As if he surmised that I wanted to have incestuous sex with him again, he was ready. He was ready to fuck his mother again. He was ready to cum in my pussy. He was ready for me to blow him. He was ready to cum in my mouth.
As soon as he climbed in bed with me, he moved as close to me as I moved close to him on the couch. With his naked, semi-erect cock pressed against my nightgown clad ass, he spooned me. Then, wrapping his strong arm around my waist he hugged me while cupping my breast in his big hand. In the way that he pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipple while on the couch, he fingered my erect nipple while we lay in bed.
Then, something that was as sexually shocking as it was sexually arousing, he lifted the back of my nightgown to expose my shapely, naked ass. This time, as if he was going to fuck me in my ass, he pressed his erect cock against my ass crack. Ever so gently and ever so lovingly, he humped the back of my pussy. With me already so very wet, as if his cock was custom made for my pussy, his cock slid inside of my cunt.
My son made love to me again. Humping me faster and humping me harder, he fucked me while he fondled and groped my big breast. His cock felt so good inside of me. Yet, not allowing this opportunity to pass me by, I turned and when I did, his cock fell out of my pussy.
Then, I lowered myself halfway down the bed. I took his erect prick in my hand before taking his big dick in my mouth. I sucked him in the way that I did before. I blew Timothy. I blew my son. I gave him another blowjob. I allowed him to cum in my mouth again. While staring up at him in the light of the nightlight, I swallowed his cum.
Again, not taking him long to cum, he shot another big load of cum in my mouth. This time, as soon as I removed the pressure of my lips from his prick, he exploded a second load of cum all over my face and across my nightgown clad breasts. As if I was Monica Lewinski wearing a blue nightgown instead of a blue dress, and he was President Clinton, I had cum all over my nightgown.
From that night forward, we slept together in my bed. He made love to me every night and fucked me every morning. I continually sucked his cock dozens of times in between.
THE END
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Chapter #3: Secret Dick Flashing Confession
Dick flashing my three co-workers, Jennifer, Emily, and Megan.
Continued from Chapter #2:
I fondled my cousin's big, naked breasts in the way that I fondled my aunt's huge, naked breasts. Then, when ready to cum, as I did with my mother and my sister, instead of wanting to cum on my aunt's naked breasts, I wanted to cum in her beautiful mouth. I wanted her to blow me. I wanted Aunt Rachel to suck my cock.
In the way that my mother blew me, allowed me to cum in her mouth, I wanted my mother's sister to blow me, and hopefully, allow me to cum in her mouth and swallow my cum. I wanted Samantha's mother to suck my cock. A memory that I'd always remember and would never forget, I needed to cum in my aunt's, beautiful mouth. I needed to see her with my big dick in her mouth staring up at me with her big, green eyes. I needed to watch her swallow my cum.
I put a gentle hand behind my aunt's red, pretty head and pulled her head forward. Again, like my mother and my sister, instead of turning her head and pulling away from me, she leaned forward, opened her mouth, and took my erect prick inside. My aunt was blowing me while stroking my cock. As if she was a thousand-dollar and hour call girl, she really sucked my cock.
Something that I'll always remember and will never forget for the rest of my life, I couldn't believe that my aunt blew me. As if she was a professional cocksucker hired to blow the winners of the Superbowl game, she sucked my prick while continuing to stroke me faster and harder. I couldn't believe that my inebriated, AILF of an aunt gave me the best blowjob of my life.
While I touched, felt, and fondled my aunt's huge breasts, it didn't take me long to cum in her mouth from her giving me oral sex. As soon as I ejaculated in my aunt's mouth, while holding some cum back for my cousin, like my sister had done, with her wanting to blow me, too, my cousin moved to her knees in front of me. Once she assumed the position, she took my erect prick in her soft and warm hand before taking my cock in her wet and warm mouth.
'My cousin is blowing me. I can't believe my cousin is blowing me,' I thought.
# # #
In the way of my mother and my sister, like mother like daughter, they are all great cocksuckers. In the way that my mother, my sister, and my aunt had blown me, my cousin blew me, too. I couldn't believe that my beautiful cousin; Samantha, sucked my cock while stroking my cock. Stroking me faster and stroking me harder, again, like mother, like daughter, determined for me to cum in her mouth, she sucked me harder and she sucked me deeper. My cousin was as good of a cocksucker as her mother, as my mother, and as my sister was, too.
'I'm a lucky man to be surrounded by a family of cocksuckers,' I thought. 'Now, whenever I need a blowjob, I'll ask whoever isn't busy and/or who is in the mood to blow me. I'll ask my mother, my sister, my aunt, and/or my cousin to suck my prick while stroking my prick,' thought Gary. "I'll ask them to allow me to cum in their beautiful mouths instead of cumming on their big, naked breasts.'
Then, as if an erupting volcano, in the way that I ejaculated cum in my mother's mouth, my sister's mouth, and my aunt's mouth, I ejaculated a warm load of cum in my cousin's mouth, too. Again, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips from my stiff prick, unable to stop it, I exploded a second load of cum all over my cousin's pretty face, in her lush, red hair, and across her D cup, naked breasts. Not to be denied a cum bath, before I stopped cumming, my aunt grabbed my prick from her daughter's hand and moved it to her face as if my cock was a microphone.
In the way that I had given my mother, my sister, and now my cousin a cum bath, I gave my aunt a cum bath, too. Dripping with cum from their hair, their eyebrows, their noses, their mouths, and their chins, my aunt and cousin were awash with cum. Never have I been a sexually excited as I was now. Never have I ejaculated as much cum as I had ejaculated now. Never did I ever think that I'd be having incestuous sex with my mother and my sister, and now I had incestuous sex with my aunt and my cousin, too.
'Wow,' I thought. 'In the way that I masturbated over seeing my mother and my sister naked and having sex with them, I'll be masturbating over seeing my aunt and cousin naked and having sex with them, too.'
My aunt and cousin wiped cum from their faces with the napkins that I left by the wine. There was so much cum in their hair, on their faces, and across their naked breasts that they used every napkin. Unable to wipe away all the cum, they excused themselves to use the bathroom.
# # #
Chapter #3: Secret Dick Flashing Confession
Gary flashed his co-workers his naked prick.
I've been working from home for several years. Before COVID, I was the supervisor of a small office comprising of a small staff of women, three women to be precise, Jennifer, Emily, and Megan. Then, because the outbreak of the virus was so severe, they closed the office and instructed that everyone work from home. With us having had all of our vaccination shots, and no longer having to wear masks, I've had my staff over my house a few times.
I graciously greeted them at my front door, offered them coffee or tea, and offered them snacks. Acting very polite and respectable, yet, this time was different. This time, I was horny. This time, I was perversely perverted. I wanted them to see me naked. I wanted to flash them my naked, erect prick.
This time, I wanted to get them drunk. Hoping their remove their blouses and their bras, I wanted to see them topless. Hoping they'd give me consensual sex, I wanted to have sex with all three of my co-workers. I had turned from a nice guy into an exhibitionistic pervert and wanted to sexually prey on my three, female co-workers.
While making my flashing appear unintentional and accidental, I wanted to flash my three sexy co-workers my naked body. I wanted to flash them my naked prick. While wondering their reactions would be to seeing me naked, I wanted them to see my big, erect, naked cock.
Hoping beyond hope, I hoped that they'd not only look at my naked prick but also that they'd stare at my naked prick. Returning the sexual favor with their exhibitionism, I hoped they'd remove their blouses and their bras. I hoped they'd show me their naked breasts and allow me to have my wicked, sexual way with their naked tits.
I hoped that they'd reach out and touch my stiff dick. I hoped they'd wrap their long, manicured fingers around my erect penis and stroke me. I hoped they take my cock in their mouths and suck me. I hoped they'd strip themselves naked and fuck me.
# # #
Before I married Megan, because of COVID, with me her office supervisor, we got together to work from home once a week with her other two co-workers. Nothing ever happened during work. Suddenly becoming perversely perverted, sexually frustrated, and wicked horny, I deliberately wanted to flash my naked prick to of my three, female co-workers, Megan and her two work friends, Jennifer, and Emily. While making my flashes appear accidental, I wanted the three of them to see my erect, naked prick.
Jennifer was a tall, 5'8", pretty woman with long, dark hair, big, brown eyes, and proud, B cup breasts. Emily, with an average height of 5'4" tall, was an attractive redhead with huge breasts, definitely a double D cup. It's funny how the shortest women typically have the biggest breasts. Why is that, I wondered?
Megan was a 5'9" tall, beautiful blonde with big, beautiful, blue eyes, a killer figure, and had C cup breasts. I knew all of their bra cup sizes because when we worked in the office, they'd shop online during their lunch hours. I'd overhear their conversations about bras and bra cup sizes from my office.
Sometimes, we'd go out for drinks and they'd ask me what sexually turned me on about women. Odd that they should ask me that, but I replied. I told them what made me sexually attracted to women.
"As are most men, I'm a voyeur," I said. "There's something about a woman when she seemingly, whether accidentally or deliberately, flashes me. I love it when a woman crosses and uncrosses her long, shapely legs while flashing me her white panties. I love it when a woman leans over me longer and lower than necessary to flash me her long, line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut brassiere," I confessed.
While imagining them flashing me their white panties in upskirt peeks, I looked from Jennifer to look at Emily and to look at Megan. I imagined them flashing me their long line of sexy cleavages and their low-cut bras. All three of my co-workers were attractive but Megan was the most beautiful. Nonetheless, I was sexually attracted to all three of my co-workers.
"What sexually attracts you to a man," I asked Jennifer?
She smiled.
"His hands," she said. "I like a man with big, strong, hairy hands," she said looking at my hands. "You have big, strong, hairy hands. I like your hands," she said giving me a sexy smile while smiling up at me.
Hoping to sexually tease her, I left my hands on the bar for her to stare at my hands.
"What about you, Emily? What sexually attracts you to a man," I asked?
She laughed.
"I like a tall man," she said pausing to look up at me. "How tall are you?"
I laughed.
"I'm six-foot-two-inches tall. Is that tall enough for you," I asked with another laugh?
She laughed, too.
"Yes. You are plenty tall for me," she said giving me a sexy smile.
Then, I turned to Megan.
"What sexually attracts you to a man, Megan," I asked?
With her already a more than little tipsy, with her not driving tonight and getting a ride home from Jennifer, she slurred her words. I nearly choked on my drink with her answer. I couldn't believe what she said that sexually attracts her to a man.
"I like a man with a big dick," she said with a laugh. "I have a thing for big cocks, the bigger the better," she said with a dirty laugh. "I've always had a thing for big dicks. I love stroking a big prick. I love sucking a big prick. And I love fucking a man with a big prick," she said.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Megan, the love of my life, is a whore. With butter melting in her mouth, she looked so virginal and wholesome.'
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit it, I had a secret crush on Megan, especially now that I knew that she was sexually attracted to a man with a big dick. I loved her. She was the most beautiful woman that I had the pleasure to work with. She was the most beautiful woman that I had ever seen. She could have worked as a high fashion model instead of working in an insurance office. Yet, now that I knew that she was sexually attracted to men with big dicks, I was glad that I had a big dick.
Yet, too afraid to ask her out, I feared that she'd turn me down. With me lacking confidence when it came to women, even though I was tall, 6'2", good-looking, and had a big cock, I didn't think she'd go out with me. Besides, human resources frowned upon co-workers dating one another.
Nevertheless, with me having sexually perverted thoughts, she was my favorite and most beautiful co-worker to not only masturbate myself over but also to, hopefully, flash. Now that she drunkenly confessed that she was sexually attracted to men with big dicks, I'd love for her to stroke, suck, and fuck my big, thick prick.
I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my big, naked cock. Secretly, I was definitely head over heels in love with her. I thought about her every day and dreamed about her every night. Secretly, while masturbating myself over imagining seeing Megan naked and having sex with her, with all of my thoughts not exhibitionistic and perversely perverted, I imagined being married to her and raising a family with her.
I imagined making out with her and French kissing her while we sat on the couch and drinking wine. I imagined making love to her every morning and fucking her every night. I imagined her blowing me every day in between our love making and our fucking sessions. I imagined cumming in her beautiful mouth and her swallowing my cum.
I imagined fingering her pussy while making out with her. I imagined rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. I imagined masturbating her. I imagined hearing and watching her having a sexual orgasm and cumming.
I imagined feeling her through her clothes while kissing her. I imagined licking her where a supervisor should never lick another employee. I imagined eating her pussy. I imagined making love to her. I imagined fucking her.
I imagined giving her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I imagined making her blissfully, sexually happy. I imagined her falling in love with me in the way that I was already in love with her. I imagined making her pregnant and having our baby with her.
# # #
I knew that the women would be arriving any minute, horny now, I stripped myself naked. Ready to flash them my naked body, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. While wondering what their reactions would be to seeing me naked, I couldn't wait for them to see my naked cock. I couldn't wait for Jennifer, Emily, and Megan, especially Megan, to see me naked. I couldn't wait for Megan to see my big dick.
With my bedroom door partially open, knowing that the women would see me in the full-length mirror in my bedroom as soon as they entered my front door, I left the front door unlocked and told them to come in. Overwhelmed with sexual anticipation, I couldn't wait for them to see me naked. I couldn't wait for them to see my big, erect, naked prick.
When they saw me in my bedroom wearing only a towel, I wondered if they'd look at me with sexual curiosity. I wondered if they'd stare at me with sexual arousal. I wondered if they look away in embarrassment and in disgust.
I told them that I'd be out in a minute that I was just got out of the shower. Deliberately ready to flash them, I was filled with horniness and sexual anticipation of flashing my naked prick to Jennifer, Emily, and Megan, especially to Megan. Not wanting to lose my erection, I continued stroking myself faster and harder until I heard them knock on my front door.
Perversely perverted, I wanted my three co-workers to see me naked. While filled with the deranged, sexual thoughts of deliberately flashing them, I wanted the three of them to see my naked prick. Instead of serving them coffee or tea, I planned on serving them alcohol. I planned on serving them wine and shots of tequila.
I hoped to get them drunk enough for them to flash me upskirt peeks of their panties and down blouse views of their sexy cleavages and low-cut bras. I hoped they'd be drunk enough to remove their blouses and bras to show me their naked breasts after I removed my bathrobe to show them my naked cock. Unable to drive home, I hoped to get them drunk enough for them to spend the night and agree to have consensual sex with me.
'While hoping that they wouldn't run away after seeing me naked, I hoped they'd stay. Again, with me sexually lusting over the three of them, I hoped to get them drunk enough to have sex with them. How hot would that be to see, touch, feel, and fondle Jennifer's, Emily's, and Megan's naked breasts while they touched, felt, fondled, and stroked my naked prick,' I thought?
How hot would that be to have a foursome? How hot would that be to watch Jennifer and Emily have sex with one another? How hot would that be to watch Jennifer and Megan to have sex with one another? Ho hot would that be to watch Emily and Megan having sex, lesbian sex while I watched and masturbated myself?
# # #
Then, hearing them talking and laughing in the front outside hall, they were here. They were already here. My three beautiful and sexy co-workers had arrived. With a light tap and then a rapping, rapping on my front door instead of on my chamber door, I imagined being Edgar Allen Poe. I imagined hearing the voice of Vincent Price in the background saying, 'Show time.'
This was it. This was really it. I was about to flash my three co-workers my naked body. I was about to flash them my erect, naked prick. Quickly, I continued stroking myself to a bigger and harder erection.
"Come in," I said. "I just got out of the shower. I'll be right out," I said.
# # #
Something that I had never done before but that I was surely ready to do now, I got off on flashing my naked cock to unsuspecting women. After already having flashed my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, I was eager to flash my three co-workers. After already having sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, I was eager to, hopefully, have sex with my three co-workers, too.
Having already planned where to stand, with my bedroom door opened just enough for them to see me, I pretended that I was unaware that my bedroom door was partially open. Wanting to give them a good look, I stood where they could clearly see me with my back turned to them. Instead of filing in the living room, I hoped they'd remain in the darkened hall while watching me expose myself to them.
'I'm so nervous,' I thought. 'What if they scream and bolt out the door? What if they tell their boyfriends or their fathers that I had exposed myself to them? What if they report me to human resources? Taking a chance of exposing my naked body and my erect cock to them, I could lose my job and my reputation.'
Nonetheless, sexually exciting me, instead of filing into the living room to make themselves comfortable, they all stood in my front hall and faced my partially open, bedroom door. Seemingly, they all wanted to see me naked and see my naked prick as much as I wanted them to see me naked and see my naked dick. Again, with my back turned to them, and with me pretending as if they weren't there looking and staring, I slowly and sexily removed my towel as if I was a stripper on stage at a CFNM, clothe female naked male, strip club.
I knew that as soon as they walked in the front door, they'd see me standing in my bedroom. I knew that as soon as I removed my towel that they'd see my naked ass. I knew that when they saw my naked ass, hopefully sexually arousing them, they'd look closer and see my erect, naked cock in the full-length mirror angled to them and in front of me.
As I hoped that they would, instead of moving to the living room, seemingly sexually surprised to see me naked in my bedroom, they remained standing in the dark hall while gawking at my naked body. They softly, giggled like school girls when all three of them were in their mid-twenties. Then, when I turned to face them with my head down, before lifting up my head, and saw them all staring at my erect, naked prick pointing straight at them, I walked to my bedroom door and closed it. I feigned my embarrassment by slamming shut my bedroom door.
Sexually excited, I did it. I couldn't believe that I did it. I had successfully flashed my co-workers my naked body. Jennifer, Emily, and Megan not only looked at my erect, naked prick but they stared at my erect, naked prick.
They not only saw me naked, they not only looked but also, they stared. I couldn't believe that they all saw my naked prick. I couldn't believe they all stared.
I couldn't believe that Megan saw my big, erect, naked prick. I'll be masturbating over the shocked albeit sexually aroused look on her faces tonight, tomorrow, and every day for the rest of my life. Now, that she saw my big dick, I wondered if she thought that I had a big dick.
# # #
I couldn't wait to masturbate later over all what they saw of me now. I couldn't wait to masturbate over Jennifer, Emily, and Megan, especially Megan, seeing me naked. I couldn't wait to masturbate over my three co-workers seeing my naked dick.



'They saw my naked cock,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I flashed Jennifer, Emily, and Megan my naked prick. I'm such a fucking pervert, yet, I love being sexually deranged enough to flash my naked prick to three more, unsuspecting women.'
As long as I shall live, I'll never forget flashing my co-workers my naked prick. As long as I shall live, I'll always remember them not only looking at my naked body but also staring at my naked body, especially staring at my naked prick. I haven't been as sexually excited since flashing my erect, naked prick to my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin. I haven't been as sexually excited since having had incestuous sex with the four of them.
I'll be masturbating over them seeing me without my clothes later tonight and tomorrow morning. I'll be masturbating over imagining seeing them without their clothes. Something that I had always wanted to do but never knew how to do it without being thought of as perversely perverted, I couldn't believe that I had finally flashed my co-workers my naked prick. While hoping that they didn't report me, I wondered what they were thinking. I wondered if they were as sexually aroused to see me naked as I was sexually excited for them to see me without my clothes.
"Oh, my God. Oops, sorry. I'm so sorry. That was embarrassing," I said while feigning my embarrassment when finally leaving my bedroom. "I can't believe that I forgot that my bedroom door was open," I said. "I can't believe you saw me naked. Please forgive me. Please erase what you saw of me from your minds," I said. "Please forget all that you saw."
Jennifer laughed.
"You're being ridiculous. Don't be embarrassed, Gary," she said with a dirty laugh. "We didn't see anything...much," she said laughing again. "Besides, you're not the first man that we've ever seen without his clothes," said Jennifer with another laugh.
Emily and Megan laughed, too.
"You do have a big prick," said Megan in a soft voice while quietly laughing to herself and blushing.
# # #
As if Jennifer had given me her permission to flash them again, ready to flash them again, I wore my short, thin bathrobe, my flashing bathrobe, without underwear to sit with them in the living room. Deliberately planning my next, naked flashing moves before they arrived, I wanted them all to see my naked prick again. While I flashed them again, as soon as they sexually excited me by staring at my naked prick, I wanted them all to see how big, thick, and hard my erect prick grew from their stares.
While hoping that they would, I hoped my three co-workers would sit across from me on the couch, and they did. In the way that I did with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, I was ready to sit in my reclining chair across from them and while facing them and flashing them. First, not wanting to get ahead of myself, and not wanting them to drink on an empty stomach, I needed to bring out the plate of cheese and crackers and assorted cookies that I had prepared for them to eat.
I needed to open a bottle of wine and pour them some wine. I knew that two glasses of wine would make them tipsy and three glasses would make them a little drunk. I retrieved a bottle of Chardonnay wine from the wine rack in the dining room and grabbed the wine opener from the China cabinet drawer. I pretended to struggle to uncork the bottle. I shook my body while pulling the cock.
While my naked prick shook with me behind my bathrobe, I called attention to my semi-erect, naked cock with my exaggeration movement of my hips. Pretending not to notice them looking, Jennifer, Emily, and Megan, all stared at my bulging, shaking dick. Their stares made me sexually excited enough for me to begin getting an erection.
Then, once I pulled out the cork, ready to deliberately flash them my naked prick, I leaned forward at the waist longer and lower in front of them to pour them each a glass of wine. I knew that when I leaned like that, my bathrobe would part open all the way up to my waist. Having practiced this move in my mirror, I knew that my semi-erect prick would be clearly visible to them again. This time, giving them a closeup view of my naked dick, not done flashing them, yet, I knew that I'd be flashing them my naked cock, again.
# # #
Again, in the way that I did with my aunt and my cousin, knowing that they'd drink more wine if they could pour their own wine, I left the opened bottle of white wine in front of them. I opened a second bottle of Merlot for those who preferred red wine over white wine. I hoped to get them all drunk enough for them to flash me upskirt peeks of their panties and/or down blouse views of their long, sexy lines of cleavage and their low-cut bras.
Not taking them long to finish off the first bottle of wine, they already worked on drinking the second bottle of wine. Then, for those who wanted it and/or who needed it to be more inebriated for them to be more sexually promiscuous, I left out three shot glasses, a bottle of tequila, and some cut up limes for those who wanted to do shots. If they dared have three glasses of wine, they'd be tipsy. If they dared have shots with their wine, they'd be drunk.
Hoping to get them all drunk, I hoped that they'd be unable to drive themselves home and would have to spend the night and stay over at my house. While they slept here overnight, by sneaking in their beds, I hoped to take sexual advantage of all three of my sexy co-workers. How hot would that be to have forbidden sex with not only Jennifer but also with Emily and Megan, especially with Megan?
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'd love to have sex with Megan. In the way that I had imagined doing when masturbating myself, I'd love to make out with her while feeling her beautiful body through her clothes before slowly stripping her naked.'
# # #
Then, as soon as I returned to my reclining chair and reclined back, as I knew it would, the bottom of my bathrobe parted open. With my legs partially spread, I knew by their stares that I was exposed and was flashing them my semi-erect, naked cock. As soon as they stared at all that I flashed them, my prick grew bigger, thicker, and harder. As soon as I had a full erection, my three co-workers never removed their eyes from my naked prick. They made me sexually horny as much as I hope that I made them sexually hot.
While pretending not to notice my big erection tenting my bathrobe, and sticking straight up beneath my bathrobe in the way of a tent pole, I pretended to read a report. With my throbbing and pulsating cock finally escaping the modesty of my bathrobe, I pretended that I was unaware that my huge erection was nakedly exposed. I couldn't believe that I was deliberately exposing my naked, erect cock to my three co-workers, Jennifer, Emily, and Megan.
'Now that she was seeing it fully erected, I wondered what Megan thought of my big prick now?'
I continued to pretend to read my report while still not noticing my exposed erection. I wanted my three, sexy co-workers to see my big dick. I wanted them all to look at it. I wanted them all to stare at my big, naked, erect cock.
I wanted the three of them to want my naked prick. In the way that I wanted to have sex with all three of their beautiful, naked bodies, I wanted Jennifer, Emily, and Megan, especially Megan, to want me and my erect, naked prick. I wanted to see them all in their bras and panties, topless, and naked.
Then, surprisingly, after I flashed them my naked ass and my naked prick in my bedroom, and flashed them my erect, naked prick again in the living room, they all flashed me upskirt peeks of their panties. In the way that I had shared with them what sexually turned me on about women, every time they crossed and uncrossed their legs, they flashed me their panties again and again.
Then, after finishing their third glasses of wine, the three women sat with their knees continually parted and the hems of their skirts raised nearly to their waists to give me a continual view of their panty clad pussies. I couldn't believe that I was not only seeing Jennifer's white panties, but also, I was seeing Emily's white panties, and Megan's white panties. They were all wearing white panties. Clearly, taking clues to the women that I was sexually attracted to, they wanted to flash me their white panties as much as I had wanted to flash them my naked body and my erect, naked prick.
'I can't believe that they're constantly and continually flashing me their white panties,' I thought. 'As if they wore white panties just to flash me, I can't believe that they're all wearing white panties. I can't believe that I can see their pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and their trimmed, patches of pubic hair through their sheer panties. I love seeing upskirt peeks of white panties.'
When leaning over me to show me details on a spreadsheet, with my three co-workers more than a little drunk, they leaned over me longer and lower than they necessary. When they leaned over me in that way, they flashed me their long lines of sexy cleavage and their low-cut bras. I loved seeing upskirt peeks of their panties as much as I love seeing down blouse views of their cleavage and low-cut bras.
# # #
Once again, as soon as my dog walked in the living room, my flashing prop, up to my old flashing tricks again, I picked up my dog along with the corner of my bathrobe. I lifted my bathrobe up to my waist. Now, that my erect prick was totally exposed, I walked closer to my three, sexy co-workers sitting on the couch. Instead of looking away and/or telling me that I was exposed, they all stared at my naked, erect prick as if they had never seen a naked, erect prick before.
As if an involuntary reaction, I watched Jennifer, Emily, and Megan slide slow tongues across their red full lips. With my three co-workers continually staring at my naked prick, I wondered if they wanted to blow me. I wondered if they'd stroke my erect cock before taking my naked prick in their mouths and suck my naked prick. I wondered if they'd allow me to cum in their beautiful mouths.
Then, when I asked them if they wanted to pet my dog, surprising me, in the way that my Aunt Rachel had done, they all reached out to pet my cock while laughing. I couldn't believe my three drunken, co-workers were not only staring at my naked prick but also were feeling my naked prick. Sexually exciting me, one by one, I watched Jennifer, Emily, and Megan wrap their manicured fingers around my stiff dick. I watched them each take turns in slowly stroking me.
'Now that they flashed me their panties and their panty clad pussies, I knew that they wouldn't report me to human resources.' I thought. 'Now that they stared at my naked prick, touched my naked prick, and stroked my naked dick, I knew that they sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted them.'
With me a good-looking man, if I say so myself, I knew that my three co-workers were sexually attracted to me. Not wasting time with small talk or talking about work, I put down my dog and removed my bathrobe. In the way that I stood naked in front of my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, I stood naked in front of my three co-workers, Jennifer, Emily, and Megan. I couldn't believe that I was demonically perverted enough to strip myself naked in front of the three of them.
Once again, one by one, as if I was a stripper at a CFNM, clothe female, naked male, strip club, it didn't take them long to wrap their manicured fingers around my big dick again and continue to slowly stroke me while staring up at me. I couldn't believe that my three co-workers took my naked prick in their soft, warm hands, again. I couldn't believe my three co-workers slowly masturbated me.
# # #
"Show me your tits," I said while hoping that they would. "While you stroke my naked prick, I want to see, touch, feel, and fondle your naked breasts."
Surprisingly, with none of them refusing my request to see their naked breasts, they immediately accommodated me. They all stood, unbuttoned, and removed their blouses. Then, they reached around behind them and removed their bras. Surrounded by naked breasts and erect nipples, I stared at six, shapely, naked breasts and six, pink, erect nipples. Jennifer had B cup breasts. Emily had double D cup breasts. Megan, the love of my life, had C cup breasts.
'I love their shapely, naked breasts and their pink, erect nipples,' I thought.
As soon as they stripped themselves topless, they allowed me to have my wicked, sexual ways with their naked breasts while they had their wicked, sexual ways with my naked prick. Sexually shocking me, Jennifer was first to take me in her mouth. She stroked my cock while sucking my cock as I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
Emily grabbed my stiff dick from Jennifer's hand. In the way that Jennifer took me in her mouth, Emily took me in her mouth, too. As Jennifer did with me, Emily stroked my cock while sucking my cock. As I did with Jennifer, I did with Emily. I touched, felt, and fondled her huge, naked breasts and pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Emily's tits were so big that they barely fit in my big hands. I loved fondling her huge firm, yet, soft breasts.
Megan, the future love of my life that I hoped that one day she would be my wife, instead of removing her blouse and her bra, she removed her short skirt and her panties, too. She was naked below her waist. I quickly grabbed a towel and laid it over the couch.
Then, sexually surprising me, she pulled me on top of her on my modular couch. She reached down to move my cock to her pussy. Parting her pussy lips with the head of my stiff prick, with one quick and hard hump, I was already inside of her warm and wet pussy.
Making love to Megan in the way that I had done dozens of times in my masturbation dreams, I lovingly humped her while making out with her and French kissing her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. I fucked Megan, and with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, she fucked me, too.
With them all sleeping over for the night, Jennifer and Emily made themselves comfortable on my huge modular couch. I supplied them with a blanket and pillows. Of course, Megan slept with me in my bed. In the way that Jennifer and Emily sucked my cock, Megan blew me, too. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and even swallowed my cum.
Then, as I had sexually fantasized doing, I fingered her pussy while masturbating her. Then, I ate her pussy. I gave her multiple orgasms. I gave her three orgasms. Rewarding her for blowing me and allowing me to cum in her mouth, I gave her the first orgasm with my cock, the second orgasm with my fingers, and the third orgasms with my tongue.
We were married within a year.
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Chapter #4: Secret Dick Flashing Confession
Continuing his secret dick, flashing, Gary dick flashed not only his new mother-in-law, Mary, but also, he flashed his new sister-in-law, Diane, too.
# # #
Continued from Chapter 03:
Once again, as soon as my dog walked in the living room, my flashing prop, up to my old flashing tricks again, I picked up my dog along with the corner of my bathrobe. I lifted my bathrobe up to my waist with the dog. Now, that my erect prick was totally exposed, I walked closer to my three, sexy co-workers sitting on the couch. Instead of looking away and/or telling me that I was exposed, they all stared at my naked, erect prick as if they had never seen a naked, erect prick before.
As if an involuntary reaction, I watched Jennifer, Emily, and Megan slide slow tongues across their red, full lips. With my three co-workers continually staring at my naked prick, I wondered if they wanted to blow me. I wondered if they'd willingly and consensually stroke my erect cock before taking my naked prick in their mouths to suck my naked prick. When I'm ready to cum, I wondered if they'd allow me to cum in their beautiful mouths.
Then, when I asked them if they wanted to pet my dog, surprising me, in the way that my Aunt Rachel had done, they all reached out to pet my cock while laughing. I couldn't believe my three drunken, co-workers were not only staring at my naked prick but also were feeling my naked prick. Sexually exciting me, one by one, I watched Jennifer, Emily, and Megan wrap their manicured fingers around my stiff dick. I watched them each take turns in slowly stroking me.
'Now that they flashed me their panties and their panty clad pussies, I knew that they wouldn't report me to human resources.' I thought. 'Now that they stared at my naked prick, touched my naked prick, and stroked my naked dick, I knew that they sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted them. I couldn't wait to have sex with all three of them.'
With me a good-looking man, if I say so myself, I knew that my three co-workers were sexually attracted to me. Not wasting time with small talk or talking about work, I put down my dog and slowly and sexily removed my bathrobe. In the way that I stood naked in front of my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, I stood naked in front of my three co-workers, Jennifer, Emily, and Megan. Immediately having a bigger and harder erection, I couldn't believe that I was demonically perverted enough to strip myself naked in front of the three of them.
Once again, one by one, as if I was a stripper on stage at a CFNM, clothe female, naked male, strip club, it didn't take them long to wrap their manicured fingers around my big dick again and continue to slowly stroke me while staring up at me. I couldn't believe that Jennifer, Emily, and Megan not only stared at my naked cock but also touched and felt my erect prick. I couldn't believe that my three co-workers took my naked prick in their soft, warm hands, again. I couldn't believe my three co-workers slowly masturbated me.
# # #
"Show me your tits," I said while hoping that they would.
'I'd love to see their naked breasts,' I thought.
"While you stroke my naked prick, I want to see, touch, feel, and fondle your naked breasts," I said while staring at their blouse and bra clad breasts in the way that the all stared at my naked dick.
Surprisingly, with none of them refusing my request to show me their naked breasts, they immediately accommodated me. They all stood, slowly and sexily unbuttoned, and removed their blouses. Then, they reached around behind them and removed their bras. Sexually teasing me, as if there was a drumroll, they held their bra cups in place before dramatically removing their bras.
Surrounded by naked breasts and erect nipples, I stared at six, shapely, naked breasts and six, pink, erect nipples. Jennifer had shapely, B cup breasts. Emily had huge, double D cup breasts. Megan, the love of my life, had perfect, C cup breasts.
'I love their shapely, naked breasts and their pink, erect nipples,' I thought. 'I love tits.'
As soon as they stripped themselves topless, they allowed me to have my wicked, sexual ways with their naked breasts while they had their wicked, sexual ways with my naked prick. Sexually shocking me, Jennifer was first to take me in her mouth. She stroked my cock while sucking my cock as I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. Her breasts were the perfect size for my big hands. I could fondle her entire breasts within my hands.
Not to be denied that sexual pleasure of my naked cock, Emily grabbed my stiff dick from Jennifer's hand. In the way that Jennifer took me in her mouth, Emily took me in her mouth, too. As Jennifer did with me, Emily stroked my cock while sucking my cock. Both Jennifer and Emily were experienced cocksuckers.
As I did with Jennifer, I did with Emily. I touched, felt, and fondled her huge, naked breasts and pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Emily's tits were so big that they barely fit in my big hands. I loved fondling her huge firm, yet, soft breasts. I'll be masturbating over touching, feeling, and fondling over her naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples later tonight and tomorrow morning.
Megan, the future love of my life that I hoped that one day would be my wife, instead of removing her blouse and her bra, she removed her short skirt and her panties, too. She was naked below her waist. I stared at her shapely naked ass before I stared at her trimmed, blonde pussy. I quickly grabbed a towel and laid it over the couch.
Then, sexually surprising me, as if I was her husband, her boyfriend, and/or already her lover, she pulled me on top of her on my modular couch. She reached down to move my cock to her warm and already wet pussy. Parting her pussy lips with the head of my stiff prick, with one quick and hard hump, I was already inside of her beautiful cunt.
Making love to Megan in the way that I had done dozens of times in my masturbation dreams, I lovingly humped her while making out with her and French kissing her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. I fucked Megan, and with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, she fucked me, too.
With them all sleeping over for the night, Jennifer and Emily made themselves comfortable on my huge modular couch. I supplied them with a blanket and pillows. Of course, Megan slept with me in my bed. In the way that Jennifer and Emily stroked and sucked my cock, Megan blew me, too. Stroking my stiff prick while sucking my big dick, she allowed me to cum in her mouth, and she even swallowed my cum.
Then, as I had sexually fantasized doing, I fingered her pussy while masturbating her. Then, I ate her pussy. I gave her multiple orgasms. I gave her three orgasms. Rewarding her for blowing me and allowing me to cum in her mouth, I gave her the first orgasm with my cock, the second orgasm with my fingers, and the third orgasms with my tongue.
We were married within a year.
# # #
Chapter 04: Secret Dick Flashing Confessions
Secretly dick flashing my new mother-in-law and my new sister-in-law.
With me having new, unsuspecting women to flash my erect, naked cock to, my dick flashing continued even after I was married to Megan. It all started with my MILF of a mother-in-law, Mary. A good-looking, 55-year-old woman with huge, double D, cup breasts, she seemed as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her.
Fortunately for me, with her an exhibitionist, she's a bit of a whore. In the way that I enjoyed flashing my cock to unsuspecting women, she enjoyed showing me what I should never see of her sexy and shapely body. She enjoyed allowing me to touch and feel my wife's mother where I should never be allowed to touch and feel of my MILF of a mother-in-law.
Filled with sexual anticipation in regard to my wife's mother, I couldn't wait for Mary to allow me to do more to her beautiful body than she allowed me to do at my wedding reception. I couldn't wait to make out with my mother-in-law while feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I couldn't wait to slowly strip her naked while French kissing her. I couldn't wait to make slow, deliberate, and passionate love to her before fucking her fast and hard.
I couldn't wait to finger her pussy and rub her clit while masturbating her. I couldn't wait to lick her pussy. I couldn't wait to taste her. I'd love to hear her and see her cum. I'd love to give Mary multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
'Cum, Mary, cum,' I imagined saying to her while masturbating her.
I imagined her being so wet. I imagined her being so very wet.
'Oh, Gary, don't stop rubbing my clit,' I imagined her saying while lifting her head from her pillow to look down at me eating her. 'Don't stop finger fucking my pussy. I'm cumming, Gary, I'm cumming,' I imagined my mother-in-law uttering while I continued masturbating her.
# # #
With me having sex with my beautiful, new bride and with me soon to have sex with her big, breasted mother, I was not only a lucky husband but also, I was a lucky son-in-law, too.
'Who knew that my wife's mother is an exhibitionist? Who knew that Mary is a bit of a whore? I never thought that I'd be having incestuous sex with Megan's mother,' I thought.
Yet, wanting more than just masturbating her, I couldn't wait to see her in her short, sheer, low-cut, sexy, and revealing nightgowns. I couldn't wait to see her in her bra and panties. I couldn't wait to see my mother-in-law's huge, naked breasts. I couldn't wait to see her topless. I couldn't wait to see her naked ass and her bushy, trimmed, or bald pussy. I couldn't wait to see her naked.
Naked, naked, naked, I couldn't wait to see my new mother-in-law naked. I masturbated every evening and every morning over feeling her ass and her gigantic breasts through her clothes while dancing with her at my wedding reception. I masturbated every morning and every evening over sticking my horny hand down her low-cut dress and her low-cut bra to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. I masturbated every morning and every evening over imagining her stroking my cock, sucking my cock, and fucking my cock.
'I hoped she'd show me more of her nearly naked and naked breasts. I hoped she'd show me more of her nearly naked and naked body. I'd willingly show her more of my naked body and my big, erect prick. I'd love to flash my wife's mother my naked prick,' I thought. 'How hot would that be to flash my new mother-in-law my naked cock? Filled with sexual anticipation and horniness, I'd love to flash my mother-in-law. I can't wait to show Mary my naked prick,' I thought.
# # #
At all times and at all places, it all started on Megan's and my wedding day. With my wife's mother and me more than a little drunk, I was free with my hands. Not thinking anything of it, the proper thing for me to do as her new son-in-law, with neither one of us liking the new, fast dances, I slowed danced with my wife's mother to Frank Sinatra. Only, while dancing with her, I was unable to control my horniness for her when she pressed her huge dress and bra clad breasts against my muscular chest.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's pressing her giant tits against me. Mary has such huge tits. Daring myself to do so, I wish I could feel her massive breasts.'
Besides myself with sexual anticipation and horniness, unable to control myself, it was in that moment that I had to touch her huge dress and bra clad breasts. I had to feel her gigantic breasts. I hoped that no one would see me groping and sexually abusing my new mother-in-law. Yet, somehow, I had to turn her away from the crowd and stick my horny hand down Mary's low-cut dress and inside of her bra to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples.
Sexually surprising even, myself, risking that she'd slap my face, push me away, or that someone may see me groping my new mother-in-law's ass and breasts, I slowly reached down and felt her shapely ass through her fancy dress. Mary had such a shapely ass. Her ass was as big as it was firm. I loved my mother-in-law's ass. I wished I could see her ass in her panties. I wished I could see her naked ass.
# # #
When she didn't slap my face or my horny hand away and/or admonish me for groping her round ass, I somehow found the courage to feel her huge breasts through her dress, too. Something that I'll be masturbating over later, I couldn't believe that I was groping my wife's mother while slow dancing with her. Not only was I feeling her dress and pantyhose clad ass with my left hand but also, I was feeling her gigantic breasts through her dress and her bra with my right hand.
'As shocked as I was sexually excited, I can't believe that Mary allowed me to feel her ass and her breasts through her dress,' I thought. 'If I didn't know any better, I'd think that my mother-in-law enjoyed me feeling her shapely ass and her huge breasts through her clothes as much as I enjoyed feeling her round ass and her big tits through her clothes.'
As if I was feeling up my wife while slow dancing with her, I couldn't believe that I was feeling up Megan's mother while slow dancing with her. Even more unbelievable, as if I was her husband, her boyfriend, and/or her lover, I couldn't believe my mother-in-law allowed me to touch and feel her in such a sexually familiar way. I couldn't believe that Mary allowed me to not only feel her shapely ass through her dress but also, she allowed me to feel her huge, double D, cup breasts through her dress, too.
'Holy smokes,' I thought. 'As if we were swingers on a dance floor, if Megan's mother is this sexually promiscuous in public, I'm going to love marrying into this family. If she's consensually willing to allow me to touch and feel her through her clothes in public and at my wedding reception, I can't even imagine what she'd allow me to do behind closed, bedroom doors.'
# # #
Sexually exciting me, Mary immediately returned the sexual favor of me feeling her ass and her breasts through her fancy dress. Erotically surprising me, she reached her motherly hand down the front of my pants and in between my legs while we continued slow dancing. Without rupturing me, she cupped my testicles in her hand and felt and fingered my erect cock through my pants. As good as it felt to feel her ass and her breasts through her dress, it felt even better for her to feel my cock and my testicles through my pants.
As soon as she felt my erect cock through my pants, I didn't allow that forbidden opportunity to pass me by. As if she gave me her groping permission, turning her away from the crowd, while hoping no one saw me groping my mother-in-law, I stealthily stuck my horny hand down the front of her low-cut dress and inside of her bra. While continuing to slow dance close to her, I felt her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Again, while waiting for her to slap my hand away or to voice her disappointment with my sexually inappropriate touches, gropes, and feels, she didn't.
'I think that Mary enjoys me touching, feeling, and groping her as much as I love touching, feeling, and groping her,' I thought.
As if she enjoyed me feeling her naked breasts while I fingered her big, erect nipples, we continued dancing as if we were just married. As sexually excited as I was that my new mother-in-law allowed to feel her shapely ass and her big breasts through her dress, I couldn't believe she felt my erect prick through my pants. With her not done sexually exciting me, I couldn't believe that she allowed me to stick my horny hand down her low-cut dress and feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples.
My mother-in-law had big tits, huge breasts. Her breasts were much bigger than her daughter's big breasts. With Megan having shapely, C cup breasts, Mary had double D, cup breasts. Filling up my big hands, her bra and dress clad breasts felt as big as they felt firm. Yet, when I felt her naked breasts, surprisingly, they felt soft too. I loved my mother-in-law's big, naked tits and her big, erect nipples. I couldn't wait to see Mary topless.
# # #
Then, sexually shocking me again, as much as she sexually excited me, I never expected her to do what she did. With my rented pants a little big in the waist and with me wearing suspenders, she stuck her hand down the front of my pants and inside of my underwear. As if my prick belonged to her, she fondled the head of my naked, erect cock with her fingertips while holding my naked prick in her soft and warm hand.
'Tits for cock, a fair exchange. I can't believe my wife's mother is touching, feeling, and fondling my naked prick in the way that I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts,' I thought.
Then, continuing to sexually surprise me as much as she sexually excited me, she kissed me. My new mother-in-law kissed. I couldn't believe that my wife's mother kissed me in the way that my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin kissed me.
She didn't just give me a peck me on the cheek. She kissed me on the lips. As if she was my newly married wife, instead of her daughter, Megan, Mary kissed me on the lips.
'If it wasn't enough that she allowed me to feel her naked breasts, and if it wasn't enough that she held my naked cock, I can't believe that my new mother-in-law kissed me,' I thought.
Not stopping there, with her full of sexual surprises, while still holding my naked, erect prick in her hand, she actually parted my lips with her tongue and stuck her tongue in my mouth. My mother-in-law, my wife's mother, French kissed me. With me reeling with horniness and sexual excitement, I couldn't believe that she stuck her tongue in my mouth and French kissed me while I continued groping her ass and feeling her huge breasts through her dress.
'Wow,' I thought. 'Holy Hell, I'll remember this day, my wedding day, for the rest of my life.'
# # #
Not only did I marry Megan, my sexy and shapely co-worker, my soulmate, and the love of my life, but also, Mary, my wife's mother, allowed me to feel her shapely ass and her huge tits through her dress. She cupped my testicles and felt my erect cock through my pants. Then, sexually stunning me, she allowed me to stick my horny hand down the front of her dress and feel her huge, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Finally, she stuck her hand down the front of my pants and inside of my underwear to take hold of my naked prick while she kissed me. My new mother-in-law stuck her tongue in my mouth and French kissed me. Had we been anywhere else but my crowded wedding reception, I think Mary would have moved to her knees, removed my prick from my pants, and blown me.
Without doubt, Mary would have sucked my prick. I'd love to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow my cum. Tempted to disappear with her, I'd love to get her alone in the backseat of the limo and fuck her. I'd love to fuck my new mother-in-law.
Sexually attracted to my wife's mother from the first day that I met her, I tried not her to catch me staring at her huge breasts. She had gigantic breasts, really big tits. I have a thing for big breasted women and, indeed, Mary had big breasts. I hoped that, one day, she'd allow me to see her naked breasts.
In that moment, I thought of her topless and having incestuous sex with her. I'd love to see her naked breasts. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her gigantic tits while sucking her erect nipples. I'd love to stick my big, erect prick between her breasts and fuck her naked tits. While topless, I'd love to watch her jump up and down on her bed.
'Then, with her continuing her not so subtle sexual seduction of me, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me, again. 'With her hand still buried down the front of my pants and with her still holding my naked, erect prick in her soft, warm hand, my mother-in-law made out with me,' I thought while getting even more sexually excited.



I was stunned by the sexual forwardness of my wife's mother. Who knew that my new mother-in-law was a whore, an incestuous whore? Something that I never would have believed, who knew that she wanted to have forbidden sexy with me as much as I wanted to have forbidden sex with her? In the way that I thought that Mary would never allow me to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples, I never thought she'd be fondling my naked cock.
'Of all nights that she made a sexual pass at me, I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother-in-law had tried to sexually seduce me at my wedding reception and on my wedding night. I only wished that I could have gotten her alone outside somewhere. I only wished that I could have stripped her naked and fucked her. I'd love to fuck my sexy bitch of a mother-in-law. I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with my wife's mother,' I thought.
# # #
If feeling my mother-in-law while slow dancing with her wasn't enough, when I slow danced with my sister-in-law, Diane, in the way that I did with her mother, I did with her daughter. Again, with the both of us more than a little drunk, in the way that I had groped my mother-in-law through her clothes, I felt my sister-in-law's shapely ass and I felt her big, D cup breasts through her fancy dress. In the way that her mother had done, sexually exciting me as much as she erotically shocked me, Diane reached her hand down and in between my legs to feel my erect prick.
Seemingly, not satisfied with feeling my erect prick through my pants, like mother, like daughter, Diane stuck her soft and warm hand down the front of my pants and inside of my underwear. In the way that I felt her shapely ass and her big breasts through her dress, she felt my naked cock inside of my underwear. In the way that I wished I could have gotten Megan's mother alone, I wished I could have gotten her sister alone, too.
'I can't believe that Diane allowed me to feel her shapely ass and her big tits. Like mother, like daughter, I can't believe that she felt my testicles and my cock through my pants,' I thought. 'I can't believe she stuck her hand inside of my pants and inside of my underwear to hold my naked, erect prick in her soft and warm hand.'
With Megan having C cup breasts, her sister, Diane, had D cup breasts while Mary had double D cup breasts. I discovered the sizes of their breasts when I peeked in their laundry basket in their bathroom and read their bra tags. With me loving tits, big tits, and the bigger the better, I masturbated myself in their bathroom while fondling their brassieres.
I not only masturbated while fondling Megan's C cup brassiere, I masturbated over fondling Diane's D cup brassiere. I ejaculated a full load of cum in a wad of tissue when I masturbated over Mary's double D, cup brassiere. Never have I felt a bra as big as my new mother-in-law's enormous brassiere.
# # #
Then, in the way that her mother did, unexpectedly, my wife's sister kissed me. Again, like mother, like daughter, Diane parted my lips with her tongue and stuck her tongue in my mouth. She French kissed me while continuing to slow dance with me.
'What the fuck? This is crazy? I can't believe that my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law sexually want me as much as I sexually want the both of them,' I thought.
After my new mother-in-law had French kissed me, I couldn't believe that my new sister-in-law had French kissed me, too. As if they owned me as part of their extended, new family, my new wife not only wanted to have sex with me but also, my new mother-in-law and my new sister-in-law wanted to have sex with me, too. I couldn't wait to see what would happen after my honeymoon with Megan and once I moved in with her.
While French kissing me, in the way that her MILF of a mother had allowed me to do, my sexy sister-in-law allowed me to stick my horny hand down the front of her low-cut dress and inside of her bra, too. I felt Diane's naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Clearly, even on my wedding day, my sister-in-law wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
Welcoming me to their family, a ridiculous thought, I wish I could take my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law on my honeymoon with my wife. How hot would that be to not only have sexual intercourse with my wife but also to have sexual intercourse with her mother? How hot would that be to not only have sexual intercourse with my mother-in-law but also with my sister-in-law, too?
Only, with my wife unaware that her mother and her sister had made an inappropriate, sexual pass at me and at our wedding reception, and on our wedding day, she'd never want her mother and/or her sister accompanying us on our honeymoon. Preposterous, the thought of that was ludicrous. My new bride would never allow her mother and her sister to go with us on our honeymoon.
Yet, the erotic thought of inviting my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law on my honeymoon was something that I masturbated over while imagining them both naked and having sex with me. I not only masturbated over having incestuous sex with my mother-in-law, I masturbated over having forbidden sex with my sister-in-law, too. Not stopping there, I masturbated over having threesome sex with not only my mother-in-law but also with my sister-in-law, too.
'How hot would that be to go from my wife to her mother and to her sister? How hot would that be to have sexual intercourse with my wife, sexual intercourse with her mother, and sexual intercourse with her sister, too? As much as I'd love for the three women to blow me, I'd love to finger and lick their pussies, too. I'd love to give Megan, Diane, and Mary multiple sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock,' I thought.
# # #
Again, even after I was married, with that kind of sexual introduction to my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law, I continued my exhibitionistic flashing by exposing my naked, erect prick to Mary and to Diane. With my wife's mother and my wife's older sister living downstairs from my wife and I in a two-family house, I've had plenty of opportunity to flash them both my naked, erect prick. While always making my flashes appear accidental, I've flashed my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law my naked prick several times.
When I deliberately flashed them, in the way that my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin did, instead of looking away in distain and disgust, they looked at my naked prick with sexual arousal. Not only did they look at my naked prick but also, they stared at my exposed dick. If it wasn't hot enough to have exposed myself to my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, now I had exposed myself to my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law, too.
Whenever I exposed myself to my new mother-in-law, I masturbated later that night and the next morning. Whenever I exposed myself to my new sister-in-law, I masturbated that night and the next morning. Suffice to write and needless to write, with me always exposing myself, I was always masturbating. I was always cumming with the thoughts of cumming in not only Mary's mouth and pussy but also in Diane's mouth and pussy.
With none of them but for my mother telling me that I was exposed, while silently staring at my naked prick, all of the unsuspecting women that I had exposed my naked prick to, seemingly loved seeing my erect, naked dick. With my wife at work and with me and my wife's sister working from home, I walked downstairs to visit with my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law for a cup of coffee while wearing my flashing bathrobe. Seemingly making them as horny as they seemed sexually aroused, I loved flashing my wife's mother and my wife's sister my erect, naked prick.
In the way that I flashed my aunt and my cousin, I exposed myself to my mother-in-law and to my sister-in-law by lifting the corner of my bathrobe when picking up my dog. The first time that they saw my naked, flaccid prick, they not only looked but also, they stared at my exposed cock with sexual arousal. As if they couldn't believe what they were seeing, and as if they had never seen a naked cock before, they never removed their eyes from my exposed dick.
Instead of telling me that I was exposed, all they did was to stare. I couldn't wait to masturbate later that night and the next morning over my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law not only seeing my naked prick but also staring at my naked cock. I couldn't wait to flash my wife's mother and my wife's sister again and again. With them both giving me the sexual reactions that I needed to masturbate myself over flashing them, I loved exposing myself to my wife's mother and to my wife's sister.
In the same way that my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin all stared at my naked dick, my mother-in-law and sister-in-law both stared at my naked dick, too. In the way that I masturbated over my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin seeing my erect, naked cock, I masturbated over my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law seeing and staring my erect, naked prick, too. As soon as they stared at my naked cock, I became sexually excited. As soon as I became sexually excited, with my big dick having a mind of its own, my penis grew bigger, thicker, and harder.
# # #
I only hoped that my wife's mother and my wife's sister would dare to have sex with me in the way that I had sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin. Without my wife knowing and finding out about it, I'd love to have forbidden sex with Mary. I'd love to have forbidden sex with Diane.
Only, it was one thing for me to flash them, but it was something else to have incestuous sex with my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law, especially since I had just married Megan. If Megan knew that I had sex with her mother and her sister, she'd file for an annulment. If she knew that I had incestuous sex with Mary and Diane, she'd kick me out of her house.
For me to have sex with her mother and her sister, I'd lose the love of my life. If Megan knew that her mother and her sister had sex with me, she'd never talk to them again. The best strategy was to be careful for her not to discover my secret, sexual affair with her mother and with her sister.
'How dare I want to have sex with my wife's mother,' I thought? 'How dare I want to have sex with my wife's sister? What's wrong with me to want to have sex with my wife's family when I had just met them? How dare I'd want to cheat on my new bride when I had just married her?'
Yet, unable to help myself, the thoughts of seeing Megan's mother and her sister naked while having forbidden sex with them was beyond sexually exciting. Having sex with my mother-in-law and with my sister-in-law was something that other men sexually imagine, sexually fantasize, and sexually dream about. Something that seldom happens, most men never have incestuous sex with their mothers-in-law and/or their sisters-in-law.
Nonetheless, the imagined sexual fantasies and dreams of other men wanting to have sex with their wives' mothers and sisters were my reality. My whore of a mother-in-law and my whore of a sister-in-law wanted to have incestuous sex with me as much as I wanted to have incestuous sex with them. They wanted to stroke, suck, and make love to me as much as I wanted to finger, lick, and fuck them. Never had I imagined that my wife's family would be the perfection of all of my sexual fantasies.
# # #
Then, in the way that I did with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, while I sat across from them in their Queen Anne, reclining chair, they sat opposite me on the couch. With the couch lower and the chair higher, as soon as I reclined back, I knew that with my knees parted and the bottom of my bathrobe open, that my naked prick was clearly visible. Exposing myself with sexual excitement, I exposed myself to my wife's mother and her sister without shame, modesty, and/or embarrassment.
I wanted them to see my naked, erect prick as much as they wanted to see my naked, erect prick. Seemingly, with sexual arousal flashing across their faces, Mary and Diane enjoyed seeing my naked prick as much as I enjoyed showing them my naked prick. Again, as if they had never seen a naked prick before, my mother-in-law and sister-in-law continued staring at my naked prick. The more that they stared, the more that I flashed them. Giving them a real show, the more that they stared, the more that my naked, erect prick throbbed and pulsated.
Biding my time, I waited for my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law to make the next, sexual move in wanting to have sex with me. While hoping that they'd show their passionate, sexual desire to want to have sex with me first, I waited to make my next sexual move until they made their sexual move before sexually seducing my wife's mother and/or my wife's sister. I wanted to have sex with them both but with me just married to Megan, I didn't want to shoulder all of the blame and all of the guilt should my wife discover that I had sex with not only her mother but also with her sister, too.
The last thing that I wanted to do was to get an annulment or a divorce from Megan before I was even married for a week. Yet, sexually surprising me as much as it sexually excited me, with the three of us heading down the road of no sexual return, it didn't take long for my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law to return the flashing favor. No longer knocking at their back door, as if I lived there, I just turned the knob and walked in their apartment.
Having an ulterior motive, I hoped to catch my mother-in-law and/or my sister-in-law undressing or dressing. I hoped to see something that I should never see of my mother-in-law and/or my sister-in-law. I hoped to see them in their sexy, short, and sheer, low-cut nightgowns. I hoped to see them in their panties and bras. I hoped to see them topless. I hoped to see them naked. I hoped to see their naked asses, their naked tits, and their naked pussies.
Not disappointing me, with her bedroom door always wide open, as if she was deliberately flashing me, more than once, I saw my mother-in-law getting dressed and undressed. Again, with her bedroom door wide open, as if she was deliberately flashing me, more than once, I saw my sister-in-law getting dressed and undressed, too. No doubt, they wanted me to see them in their sexy nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, and even naked as much as I wanted to see them in their sexy nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, and even naked.
# # #
Sexually surprising me, they allowed me to stand in their bedroom doorways while talking to them as they dressed or undressed. With them not covering their nakedness with their hands or with their forearms, not closing their bedroom doors and/or asking me to leave, they allowed me to watch them dress and undress while I talked to them. I couldn't believe that they dressed and/or undressed in front of me. As if I was their boyfriend, their husband, and/or their lover, giving me even more to masturbate over, they even allowed me to watch them change into their bikinis.
'I can't believe that I'm seeing my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law naked,' I thought. 'I can't wait to masturbate over seeing their beautiful, naked bodies.'
In the way that I saw my mother-in-law in her sheer and sexy low-cut nightgowns, I saw my sister-in-law in her sheer and sexy low-cut nightgowns. In the way that I saw my mother-in-law in her bra and panties, I saw my sister-in-law in her bra and panties, too. Not stopping there with them continuing to undress in front of me, in the way that I saw my mother-in-law topless, I saw my sister-in-law topless, too.
I saw my mother-in-law's big, double D, cup breasts and her brown, erect nipples. I saw my sister-in-law's shapely big D cup breasts and her pink, erect nipples. I saw both their naked tits and erect nipples. I saw their shapely, naked asses. I saw Mary's bushy, brown pussy. I saw Diane's brown, trimmed pussy. I saw them both naked, totally naked several times.
Then, when they changed into their bikinis in front of me, as if the three of us were swinging singles, I saw my mother-in-law's naked ass and her bushy, brown pussy again. I saw Mary's huge, naked breasts. I saw my sister-in-law's naked ass and her trimmed, brown pussy again. I saw Diane's big, naked breasts. In the way that they saw my naked prick several times, I saw my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law naked several times, too.
Tempted to reach out and touch them and feel them, yet, I didn't. I didn't want the burden of sexual seduction all on me. Granted, even with them stripping themselves naked in front of me, I still needed them to make the first sexual move. In the way that Mrs. Robinson stripped herself naked in the movie, the Graduate, I needed my wife's mother and/or my wife's sister to sexually seduce me. I needed Mary and/or Diane to stroke me, suck me, and/or fuck me before I had my wicked, sexual way with their naked bodies.
# # #
Yet, not stopping with flashing my mother-in-law and sister-in-law in their living room, I wanted to do more. I wanted to touch and feel my mother-in-law where a son-in-law should never touch and feel his mother-in-law. I wanted to touch and feel my sister-in-law where a brother-in-law should never touch and feel his sister-in-law. I not only wanted to have incestuous sex with my mother-in-law but also, I wanted to have incestuous sex with my sister-in-law, too.
Showing them the exhibitionistic pervert that I am, before using our pool for a swim, I cut the lining out of my bathing trunks. Then, while sitting on the deck in a lawn chair, deliberately flashing them my naked dick, I sat with my legs spread open and my erect penis protruding from the bottom of my bathing suit. Again, instead of telling me that my cock was exposed, my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law, while standing lower in the pool, rested their elbows on the side of the pool, and stared up at my exposed, naked cock while talking to me.
Never removing their eyes from my naked prick, my mother-in-law, and my sister-in-law both wanted to see my naked, erect cock as much as I wanted to show them my naked cock, and wanted them to see my naked, erect prick. They stared at my naked cock as much as I stared at their naked breasts, their naked asses, and their naked pussies. I can't count the number of times that I masturbated over my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law not only seeing my naked prick but also staring at my naked dick. I can't count how many times I masturbated over seeing my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law naked.
Returning the sexual favor, they both undid the backs of their bikini tops and asked me to rub sunscreen lotion on their backs and legs. Taking this as my sexual opportunity to touch and feel all that I should never touch and feel of my wife's mother and my wife's sister, I took sexual advantage of them while protecting their bikini clad bodies with sunscreen. I not only rubbed my mother-in-law's and sister-in-law's backs but also, nearly touching their erect nipples, I rubbed the sides of their naked breasts, too.
Not stopping with just feeling their nearly, naked breasts, I rubbed the backs of their legs all the way up to their bathing suit clad pussies. I allowed the back of my hand to rub them where I should never rub my mother-in-law and/or my sister-in-law. While slowly sliding my hand across their bathing suit clad crotches, I couldn't believe that I not only felt their naked breasts but also, I rubbed their bathing suit clad pussies, too.
# # #
Then, after they were a little tipsy from having several glasses of wine, when I put more sunscreen on them, they turned over on their backs to allow me to rub the front of their naked breasts while fingering their erect nipples. I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law exposed their naked breasts to me and allowed me to rub their naked breasts with sunscreen while fingering their erect nipples. My first time sexually touching their naked breasts since the wedding reception, I loved sexually fondling their naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting their erect nipples.



Again, with them returning the sexual favor, my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law rubbed sunscreen on me, too. While putting sunscreen on my thighs, they touched the head of my exposed prick with the back of their hands. Then, with them both more than a little tipsy, they wrapped their long, manicured fingers around my stiff prick. They felt the shaft of my hard prick with their fingers while slowly stroking me.
Taking the next, sexual step, seemingly, they wanted to touch and feel my naked cock as much as I wanted to them to touch and feel my naked cock, and as much as I wanted to touch and feel their naked pussies. They wrapped their fingers around my big dick. Then, they slowly stroked my erect prick as much as I wanted them to stroke my erect prick and as much as I wanted to rub their clits and finger their naked pussies. Something that I never thought that they'd do, I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law masturbated me.
Hard to wrap my head around, I still couldn't believe that my mother-in-law, my wife's mother, masturbated me while allowing me to feel and fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. I couldn't believe that my sister-in-law, my wife's sister, masturbated me while allowing me to feel and fondle her naked breasts and pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. Then, after I fondled their naked breasts and fingered their erect nipples, sexually surprising me, they continued fondling my erect, naked prick.
As if they enjoyed stroking my naked cock as much as I enjoyed them stroking my naked cock, and as much as I enjoyed fondling their naked breasts, they continued slowly stroking my naked cock. Then, determined to make me cum, they stroked me faster and they stroked me harder. They both gave me as good of a hand job as my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin had given me.
My mother-in-law and sister-in-law masturbated me again and again. If that wasn't sexually exciting enough that my mother-in-law masturbated me several times, I couldn't believe that my sister-in-law masturbated me several times, too. Seemingly, they wanted to have incestuous sex with me as much as I wanted to have incestuous sex with them.
With the guilt and the blame now shared with my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law, returning the sexual favor, sexually excited to admit, I masturbated them, too. I masturbated my mother-in-law, Mary, and I masturbated my sister-in-law, Diane, too. While sucking their erect nipples, I rubbed their naked clits and finger fucked their pussies. I gave them multiple, sexual orgasms. I gave them sexual orgasms with my fingers before giving them sexual orgasms with my tongue, and before giving them more sexual orgasms with my cock.
Not stopping with just masturbating them, I licked their naked pussies while rubbing their clits and finger fucking their cunts. Then, licking them while fingering them, once I ate their pussies, again, they returned the sexual favor. With them both talented cocksuckers, first my mother-in-law sucked my cock, then my sister-in-law sucked my cock. They both blew me. Sexually surprising me, they both allowed me to cum in their beautiful mouths and swallowed my cum.
# # #
Then, not stopping my flashing with just my MILF of a mother-in-law and my sexy sister-in-law, every time my mother-in-law invited one of her friends over for a visit, oddly enough, she invited me to come downstairs to meet them. Ready to flash a new, unsuspecting woman, I came downstairs wearing my flashing bathrobe along with my flashing prop, my dog. As soon as my mother-in-law saw me wearing my flashing bathrobe, she knew that I would flash her friend my naked prick.
Seemingly, with her calling me downstairs to meet her friend, she wanted me and expected me to flash her friend my naked prick as much as I wanted to flash her friend my naked prick. While facing my mother-in-law before facing my mother-in-law's friend, Edna, I picked up my dog along while deliberately picking up the corner of my bathrobe. Holding my bathrobe in place and up to my waist, my semi-erect prick was clearly visible. After Mary gave me a wink and a sexy smile, I turned from my mother-in-law to turn to her guest to deliberately flash her my naked dick.
'I can't believe that my mother-in-law wanted me to flash her friend. I can't believe that I'm flashing, yet, another unsuspecting woman my naked, erect cock,' I thought. 'As sexually exciting as it was to flash my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, my mother-in-law, and my sister-in-law, it's sexually exciting to flash Mary's unsuspecting friend.
The shocked look on Edna's face was priceless. With her eyes bugging out of her head and her jaw falling open, she not only looked at my naked prick, she stared at my naked dick. An attractive, mature woman in her late fifties or early sixties, she continued staring at my naked prick as if she had never seen a naked prick. Then, with her staring at my naked cock, my exposed dick grew longer, thicker, and harder. She gave me a huge erection by her continued stares. My erection graphically and dramatically grew in front of her staring eyes.
"Hi, I'm pleased to meet you, Edna," I said taking her hand and nearly touching her hand with my erect prick. "Would you like to pet my dog? He's friendly."
I watched my mother-in-law's guest not only look at my naked prick but also stare at my naked prick. With her staring at my semi-erect cock, she made me sexually excited. As soon as I felt my sexual excitement climbing, my cock continued to grow longer, thicker, and harder.
Unable to see my erect prick because my dog was in the way, my big dick was sticking straight out and pointing right at them. Hoping Edna would take me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me, I would have loved to have a blowjob from my mother-in-law's friend. As much as I had a thing for big tits, I had a thing for older, big breasted women, too. As if they were members of a big breast club, all of my mother-in-law's friends had big tits.
With my mother-in-law going along with my flashing, I did the same deliberate flashing routine to all of her friends. I flashed Ruth, a grey haired, sixty-year-old attractive, elderly woman. I flashed Gloria, a young looking 58-year-old. I flashed Rose, a sixty-two-year-old redhead with big tits. I flashed 59-year-old Carol who returned my flashing favor by flashing me her white panties every times she crossed and uncrossed her long and shapely legs. I flashed sixty-two-year-old, Irene, a tiny 5'1" woman with huge double, D cup breasts.
I showed all of Mary's friends my big, naked, erect prick. Oddly enough my mother-in-law was as sexually aroused with me flashing her friends as I was sexually excited flashing her friends. Hoping that she'd invite her church group or her book club over for me to flash them, too, I couldn't wait to flash more of my mother-in-law's friends.
# # #
Something that my mother-in-law must have discussed with her daughter, now every time my sister-in-law invited one of her friends over the house, she invited me downstairs to meet them, too. Again, as I did when meeting my mother-in-law's friends, I wore my flashing bathrobe when meeting my sister-in-law's friends. Every time I met one of Diane's friends, I flashed them. Again, using my dog as the perfect, flashing prop, I deliberately lifted the corner of my bathrobe when lifting the dog. With Diane's friends staring at my naked prick, it didn't take me long to get a big erection.
I flashed Diane's best friend, Linda, a tall and very pretty, dark haired woman. I flashed her friend, Karen, another very pretty woman with a nice ass and big tits. I flashed Julie a pretty blonde with big, blue eyes and a killer body. I flashed Christine, a very pretty redhead. I flashed Barbara and Beverly, not only sisters but identical twin sisters with huge double D cup breasts.
I deliberately flashed as many of my sister-in-law's friends my naked cock as I flashed my mother-in-law's friends. When I thought my flashing days were over after getting married, with me having flashed my mother-in-law and her five friends and my sister-in-law and her six friends, having flashed thirteen new women, my flashing was just beginning. I hoped my sister-in-law would invite some of her co-workers home so that I could flash them, too.
To be continued with flashing my wife's friends.
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Father Sleeps with Daughter, Ch. 01
Forty-five-year-old father sleeps with his 23-year-old daughter.
# # #
Author's Note:
This is a fictional story that Glen asked me to write about him having an incestuous, and consensual, sexual relationship with his daughter, Caroline. After inappropriately sexually touching her his daughter, she confessed how she sexually felt about her father having had sex with her.
This story is from both their points of views. Reading much like a screenplay but with the background description of a novel, it shows what the father and the daughter are thinking.
Something that neither father nor daughter thought would ever happen, Glen had drunken sex with Caroline. Even though they were both inebriated, with them both sexually frustrated and horny, and with them sexually attracted to one another, the sex was not only willing between them but also consensual.
Indeed, something so forbidden, yet, something so sexually exciting, Glen wanted to have sex with his daughter as much as Caroline wanted to have sex with her father. Not planned or premeditated, it just happened.
# # #
Fade In:
Father Sleeps with Daughter, Ch. 01
Father and daughter have consensual, incestuous sex.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
I blame all that sexually and incestuously happened between my daughter and I on my ex-wife, Sheila. She had cheated on me throughout our entire 25-year marriage, the whore. Instead of staying at home, she was out with her friends every night partying.
Even the COVID virus couldn't stop her from going out drinking. None of this would have happened had she had remained faithful to me and had stayed married to me. Finally, she left me to live somewhere in California with her dance instructor, Marco, while I was left alone to live with my adult daughter, Caroline.
Bad enough of her to have abandoned me, her husband, but how could she abandon her daughter, too. Granted, Caroline was an adult but to leave without giving her an address where to reach her, an email where to write, or a phone number where to call her is just nasty. Her mother, Sheila, only cared about herself. Goodbye and good riddance, good luck to her.
'Bye,' I thought. 'Don't let the door hit you in the ass on your way out of our lives.'
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
Bad enough of my whore and drunk of a mother to have abandoned her loving husband but how could she abandon me, her daughter? Granted, no longer a child dependent on my mother raising me, I was an adult. Yet, to leave without saying goodbye, without leaving an address where to reach her, an where email where to write her, or a phone number where to call her was wrong. Clearly, my mother only cared about herself.
Goodbye mom. Even though you left me, I still love you. I'll always love you.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
With my wife staying out late and partying with her friends nearly every night, she didn't get out of bed until 11am the next morning. By the time Sheila had arisen from the dead, and hungover, Caroline had already left for work. An understatement, my wife wasn't much of a mother.
Then, before our daughter even arrived home from work, Sheila would have already gone out the door with her friends to party all night again. Never considering the welfare of her husband or her daughter, she acted as if she was single. Meanwhile, with me paying the mortgage, the food, and all of the monthly bills, I supported my wife by stupidly giving her money for her to go drinking.
With many of her friends not even knowing that she was married and was a mother of an adult daughter, she acted as if she didn't have a husband and/or a daughter. She acted as if she was on the hunt for a man. Forget about shopping for groceries, cooking dinner, doing laundry, and/or cleaning the house, all of that was on my and Caroline's shoulders. My wife acted as if she didn't have a responsibility in the world.
I love my daughter and now that we lived together without the meddling interference, the constant aggravation, and the bickering of her mother, we grew closer. With the COVID quarantine in full swing, my daughter's company required her to work from home. We me already working from home, as if attached at the hip, we were always together.
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
With my mother staying out late and partying with her friends nearly every night, she didn't get out of bed until late morning or early afternoon. By the time she had collected herself enough to climb out of bed, I had already left for work. Sometimes, I didn't see her for days. An understatement, my mother wasn't much of a mother. She had already emotionally abandoned me long before she had physically left me.
Then, before I had even arrived home from work, my mother had already gone out the door to party all night with her friends again. Never considering the welfare of my dad or me, she acted as if she was unattached. Meanwhile, with my father and I paying the mortgage, the food, and all the monthly bills, I supported my mother by foolishly giving her money for her to go drinking.
With many of her friends not even knowing that she was married and was a mother of an adult daughter, she acted as if she didn't have a husband and/or a daughter. She acted as if she was looking for a man. Forget about shopping for groceries, cooking dinner, doing laundry, and/or cleaning the house, all of that was on my and my father's shoulders. Emotionally detached from us, my mother acted as if she didn't have a care in the world.
I love my dad and now that we lived together without the meddling interference, the constant aggravation, and the bickering of my mother, we grew closer. With the COVID quarantine in full swing, my company required me to work from home. With my dad already working from home, as if we were husband and wife instead of father and daughter, we were always together.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
Yet, not a bad life, a much better life without Sheila, we talked, laughed, watched movies, played board games, and had as much fun that a father and daughter could have without having sex, forbidden sex, incestuous sex. I mean, God forbid, safe with me, I never thought of Caroline in a sexual way. With her having had plenty of boyfriends and dates before COVID hit, with me feeling safe with her, I'm sure that my daughter never thought of me in a sexual way either.
Yet, alas and unfortunately, a game changer, whenever there's copious amounts of alcohol, incestuous sex happens. Now that we were stuck at home alone, we were drinking more than we should and that we ordinarily would have if we needed to stay sober to drive to and from work. Yet, with nothing else to do other than to watch television, watch movies, or play boardgames, after a while, we were bored. While having a few drinks to relax, we drank every night.
Yet, admittedly, better than taking drugs, nonetheless, oftentimes, alcohol gets in the way of better judgment as it had with my daughter and I. Generous amounts of alcohol are often filled with shame, embarrassment, and regrets. With our inhibitions gone, and with the both of us horny and sexually frustrated, sorry to write but sometimes, sex, especially forbidden sex, and incestuous sex, happens when you least expect it.
# # #
When we weren't working, we relaxed by having a few drinks. Yet, some nights, tired of staying in the house, admittedly, we overdid the alcohol. With neither of us driving, safely staying home, we didn't think there was anything wrong with overindulging by sometimes drinking alcohol to an excess. Instead of going out, we went to bed.
Not all bad, we discovered that the more we drank, the more we talked. We talked about everything. The more we drank, the more we laughed. We laughed over everything. We laughed over nothing. The more we talked and laughed, the more that we better knew one another.
It was then that I was beginning to romantically fall in love with my daughter in the way that a father should never romantically love his daughter. It was then that my daughter was romantically falling in love with me in the way that a daughter should never romantically love her father. Only, I couldn't help how I felt about her. It just happened.
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
Yet, not a bad life, a much better life without my mother, we talked, laughed, watched movies, played boardgames, and had as much fun that a father and daughter should have without having sex, forbidden sex, incestuous sex. I mean, God forbid. I never thought of my dad in a sexual way. With him pining after my mother, I'm sure that he never thought of me in a sexual way either.
Yet, alcohol is a game changer. When we've both had too much to drink, incestuous sex happens. Now that we were stuck at home alone, we were drinking more than we would have if we needed to stay sober to drive to and from work. Yet, with nothing else to do other than to watch television, watch movies, or play boardgames, while having a few drinks, we drank every night.
With all of my friends getting high, I never took drugs. Yet, even without taking drugs, oftentimes, alcohol gets in the way of better judgment. Getting drunk is often filled with shame, embarrassment, and remorse. With our inhibitions gone, and with the both of us horny and sexually frustrated, sometimes, sex, especially forbidden sex happens, when you least expect it.
When we weren't working, we relaxed by having a few drinks. Yet, some nights, tired of staying in the house, admittedly, we overdid the alcohol. With neither of us driving, safely staying home, we didn't think there was anything wrong with overindulging by sometimes drinking alcohol to an excess. Instead of going out, we went to bed.
Not all bad, we discovered that the more we drank, the more we talked. We talked about everything. We laughed over nothing. The more we talked and laughed the more that we better knew one another. It was then that I was beginning to love my father in the way that a daughter should never fall in love with her father.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
Then, one night, sex just happened. While we sat on the couch watching a movie and drinking wine, something that she sometimes does, Caroline fell asleep on me. I'm glad that my daughter felt comfortable enough with me and trusted me enough to fall asleep on me. Only, with her head in my lap and her hand resting on my pajama clad cock, and with me no longer having a woman in my life, and feeling so horny, I'm embarrassed to admit that she had sexually excited me.
Something she had never done; Caroline inadvertently and unintentionally gave me an erection. Her beautiful mouth so very close to my throbbing, semi-erect prick. An understatement, for the first time, Caroline sexually excited me.
With me horny enough and sexually frustrated enough, and with my daughter beautiful, sexy, and shapely enough, who would blame me for wanting to have sex with her? Any man would want my gorgeous daughter. Moreover, with her looking like the woman that I used to love, albeit Caroline was taller, bustier, and prettier than Sheila, it was hard for me not to want to bed her.
Something that I had never imagined her doing, clearly by accident, I never imagined Caroline touching my pajama clad cock in her sleep. I never imagined my daughter feeling the head of my erect prick with her manicured fingertips in her sleep. I never imagined her wrapping her long manicured, fingers around my thick prick and stroking me through my pajama bottoms. Now, sexually attracted to her and horny for her, I'd love my daughter to give me a hand job.
With her hand already resting on my pajama clad cock, deliberately hinting for her to take me in her hand, wrap her fingers around my erect prick, and stroke me, I sexually teased her by throbbing my pajama clad prick. I deliberately pulsated my dick while hoping that she'd feel it and remove it from my pajama bottoms. Admittedly, it felt good to throb and pulsate my erect dick against my daughter's hand through my pajama bottoms. Nevertheless, I felt like such a dirty, old man to throb and pulsate my prick against my daughter's sleeping hand.
'How dare I sexually tease Caroline,' I thought? 'What's wrong with me to want to have sex with my daughter? This is my baby girl. She's my blood. I should never sexually desire my daughter. Wanting to have sex with Caroline is just wrong.'
Yet, nonetheless, losing my control, and at the very least, I'd love for Caroline to see my naked prick. I'd love to flash her my daughter my erect cock. Curious for her reaction, would she look, would she stare, or would she look away in disdain and disgust. Still, if nothing more than a sexual fantasy when masturbating myself, I'd love for her to stroke my naked prick. I'd love to cum for my daughter.
Something that I couldn't remove from my horny mind, I imagined Caroline taking my prick in her hand and stroking me. I imagined her taking me in her mouth and sucking me. Feeling ashamed and perversely perverted, I imagined my daughter giving me a blowjob. I imagined her allowing me to cum in her mouth.
I'd love for my daughter to suck my cock. I'd love for her to allow me to lift her nightgown to her waist, allow me to mount her, and allow me to make love to her before fucking her. I'd love to have sex, incestuous sex with my daughter.
'How hot would that be for Caroline to blow me,' I thought? 'I'd love to fondle her big tits and finger her erect nipples while she sucked my cock. How hot would that be for my daughter to allow me to make love to her before fucking her?'
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
Then, one night, sex just happened. While we were sitting on the couch watching a movie and drinking wine, something that I deliberately do to sexually tease my dad and get a rise out of him, I pretended to fall asleep on him. I'm glad that my dad felt comfortable enough with me and trusted me enough to allow me to fall asleep on him. He has such a comfortable lap. Only, with me being wickedly naughty, with my head in his lap and my hand resting on his pajama clad cock, judging by his immediate erection, I had sexually excited him.
'I had sexually excited my father,' I thought. 'With his prick throbbing and pulsating against my hand, I couldn't believe I had given him an erection.'
Not taking very much to sexually excite my dad, with head on his lap, my mouth was so very close to his throbbing, semi-erect prick. Perhaps, he was hoping that I'd remove his stiff prick from his pajama bottoms, take his cock in my hand and stroke him, before taking his prick in my mouth to suck him. Perhaps, my father was hoping that I'd give him a blowjob and allow him to cum in my mouth.
Yet, with sexual teasing working both ways, an understatement, for the first time, my father sexually had aroused me. Already, I was so wet. With me horny enough and sexually frustrated enough, and with my dad a handsome and sexy man, who would blame me for wanting to have sex with him? Any woman would want to have sex with my dad, especially once they discovered that he has a big, thick dick.
Now that I think about it, unashamed and unembarrassed to admit it, I was always sexually attracted to my dad. Now that I think about it, with me looking much like my mother, it was obvious that my dad was sexually attracted to me, too. No doubt, he wanted to have incestuous sex with me as much as I wanted to have incestuous sex with him. Yet, this was my father and not some random man. I'd have to be drunker than I am now to go through with having sex with my dad.
For the first time, something that I'm embarrassed to admit, and something that I had never imagined doing, I imagined touching daddy's pajama clad cock in my feigned sleep. For the first time, as if I was dreaming about cock, I imagined feeling the head of his erect prick with my manicured fingertips while pretending that I was sleeping. For the first time, I imagined wrapping my long fingers around his thick prick and stroking him. I'd love to masturbate my father. I'd love to make him cum.
'Cum, daddy, cum,' I imagined saying while I imagined stroking his big, naked, erect prick. 'Cum daddy, cum. I want to see and hear you cum.'
With my hand already resting on his pajama clad cock, he sexually teased me by deliberately throbbing his pajama clad prick. He deliberately pulsated his dick while hoping, no doubt, that I'd feel his erect prick, remove it from his pajama bottoms, and wrap my fingers around it. Undoubtedly, he hoped that I'd stroke him. Undoubtedly, my father would love me to stroke his naked prick. He'd love me to masturbate him. He'd love me to make him cum.
'Cum daddy, cum,' I imagined saying while sucking his big prick. 'Cum in my mouth, daddy. I want you to cum in my mouth. I need to swallow your cum,' I imagined saying after removing his cock from my mouth for me to speak.
Something that I couldn't remove from my horny mind, I imagined taking his hard dick in my mouth and sucking him. Suddenly feeling embarrassed and ashamed, I imagined giving my father a blowjob. I imagined allowing him to cum in my mouth. I imagined swallowing my father's cum.
'How hot would that be to blow my father,' I thought? 'I'd love fondle him to fondle my big tits and finger my erect nipples while I sucked his cock.'
To be honest, willingly, and consensually, I'd love to suck my dad's cock. Yet, even more than just blowing him, I wished my dad would lift my nightgown to my waist, expose my naked pussy, spread my legs, mount me, and make love to me before fucking me. I'd love to make love to my father. I'd love to fuck my father.
'How hot would that be to allow my father to make love to me? I'd love to make love to my father. How hot would that be for my father to fuck me? I'd love to fuck my father,' thought Caroline.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
Then, adding fuel to the sexual fire, when I looked down at her, and to lovingly stroke her lush, blonde, long hair with my hand, the top of her low-cut nightgown was unbuttoned and completely open. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my eyes. I couldn't believe the top of my daughter's nightgown top was completely open. My first-time seeing Caroline's naked breasts and her erect nipples, I couldn't believe all that I was seeing of my daughter's naked breasts and her erect nipples.
'She has such big and beautiful breasts,' I thought.
This is the very expensive nightgown that I bought her from Victoria's Secrets. I had bought her this sheer, sexy, low-cut, and revealing nightgown as her 21st, birthday gift. Yet, with her never wearing the nightgown because we were stuck at home due to COVID, I never thought she'd be wearing this nightgown for me.
When I looked down at her, I couldn't help notice that she was wearing the same nightgown that I bought her to wear for one of her boyfriends. Instead of wearing the nightgown for one of her boyfriends, she wore the nightgown for me, her horny father. I wondered if she was deliberately, sexually teasing me by wearing this nightgown. I wondered if she was deliberately exposing her naked breasts by unbuttoning the top of her low-cut nightgown.
With me a little drunk and a lot horny, I never thought of having sex with Caroline until that night, the night that she put her hand on my cock through my pajama bottoms and gave me an erection. I never thought of having sex with my daughter until I saw her naked breasts and her pink, erect nipples. She had such big and beautiful breasts.
I never thought she'd be modeling this sexy nightgown for me. With her nightgown so low-cut, unbuttoned, and blousing open at the front, again, having never seen her naked breasts and nipples before, I was seeing them now. I couldn't stop from staring at all that she was showing.



I couldn't believe my eyes. I saw Caroline's big, naked, D cup breasts and her pink, erect nipples. Something that I thought that I would never see, I'm unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, unable to help it, immediately, I had a bigger and a harder erection. I had an erection from my daughter resting her hand on my pajama clad cock and now I had an even bigger erection from seeing my daughter's naked breasts.
Unable to remove my horny eyes from her naked tits, all that I could do was to stare. All that I could do was to imagine touching her breasts, feeling her breasts, and fondling her big tits while sucking her nipples. I so wanted to touch, feel, and fondle my daughter's big, naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples. It had been quite a while since I touched, felt, and fondled a woman's naked breasts while sucking her nipples.
While continuing to stare at her exposed, naked breasts, I continued imagining touching her big tits through her nightgown. I continued imagining feeling her big tits and fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown. Then, something that sexually excited me, daring myself to do so, I imagined sticking my horny hand down her open nightgown top and cupping her naked breasts in the palm of my big hand. As my daughter lay sleeping, I imagined having my wicked, sexual with her naked breasts.
'I love her big breasts,' I thought. 'Yet, I can't stick my hand down her open nightgown top. What if she awakens and catches me feeling her naked breasts?'
Unable to wrap my head around seeing my daughter's big, naked tits, it had been a long time since I had seen a woman's naked breasts and even longer time since I had seen such big, beautiful breasts. Barely a handful, my wife, Sheila, had modest, B cup breasts. Obviously, skipping a generation, Caroline took after her grandmother. My mother-in-law, Sheila's mother, and Caroline's maternal grandmother, had huge breasts, double D cup breasts.
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
Then, adding fuel to the sexual fire, I unbuttoned and deliberately opened the top of my nightgown to expose my naked breasts to my father. I wanted him to see my naked breasts and my erect nipples. With my nightgown top wide open, when my father unknowingly looked down to lovingly stroke my hair with his hand, the top of my low-cut nightgown gaped completely open. I had deliberately exposed my naked breasts to my father.
Filled with horniness, sexual arousal, and erotic anticipation, I was so nervous. My first-time exposing my naked breasts to my dad, I allowed him to see my naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I had exposed my big, naked breasts and erect nipples to my father. Yet, curious what he'd do, I wanted him to see my naked breasts.
'Would he look? Would he stare? Or would he look away in shame and embarrassment? Saving my modesty, would he close and button my top?'
Like mother, like daughter, following in the footsteps of my mother, being the exhibitionist whore that I am, I wore this sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgown expressly for my father. He had had bought me his nightgown as my 21st, birthday gift to wear exclusively for one of my boyfriends. Yet, never wearing the nightgown for anyone because we were stuck at home, I never thought I'd be wearing this nightgown for my father.
I could feel my dad staring down at my naked breasts and erect nipples. I just hoped that he'd stick his hand down my nightgown top to feel my naked tits while fingering my erect nipples. I'd love for him to touch my naked breasts, feel my naked breasts, and fondle my naked breasts while I feigned that I was sleeping.
With me having already given him an erection, I hoped that he'd do more than just stare at my naked breasts. I wondered if he was sexually excited enough to reach his hand down and into my nightgown? I wondered if he was horny enough to touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts? I wondered if he was horny enough to have his wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts?
# # #
To be honest, with me more than a little drunk and a lot horny, I never thought that my father would want to have sex with me until I gave him an erection by resting my hand on his pajama clad cock. I never thought of having sex with my father until that night that he saw my naked breasts. I never thought I'd be modeling this sexy nightgown expressly for him.
I never imagined exposing my naked breasts to my father. With my nightgown so very low-cut deliberately unbuttoned, and blousing open in the front, again, with my dad having never seen my naked breasts before, he was seeing them now.
Sexually shocking him as much as I had erotically excited him, no doubt, he couldn't believe his eyes. My dad not only saw my big, naked, D cup breasts, he stared at my big tits. He saw my pink, erect nipples. Something that I'm embarrassed to admit, unable to help it, immediately, I was wet. I was so wet with the thought of my father sexually wanting me as much as I, suddenly, sexually wanted him.
No doubt, my father had an erection from seeing my naked breasts. Unable to remove his horny eyes from my big, naked tits, all that he could do was to stare. No doubt, all that I could do was to imagine touching them, feeling them, and fondling my big, naked tits while sucking my erect nipples. Needing and wanting him to inappropriately, sexually touch me, I hoped he'd reach his hand inside my wide open nightgown and feel my naked breasts.
While he continued staring at my exposed, naked breasts, I continued to imagine my father touching my big tits through my nightgown. I continued to imagine him feeling tits and fondling my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples through my nightgown. Then, something that sexually excited me, I imagined him sticking his horny hand down my open nightgown top and cupping my naked breasts in the palm of my big hand. Sexually excitingly enough, as soon as I imagined my dad sticking his hand down my nightgown top, he did.
'I love my big breasts,' I thought. 'Seemingly, with him continuing to stare at them, and now feeling them, my dad loved my big breasts, too.'
Unable to wrap my head around my dad seeing my big, naked tits, it had been a long time since anyone had seen my naked breasts and even longer time since anyone had touched, felt, and fondled my big breasts. My mother, Sheila, had modest, B cup breasts. Clearly, skipping a generation, I took after my grandmother. My mother's mother, had huge breasts, double D cup breasts. Perhaps, when I'm her age, in my sixties, I'll have double D cup breasts, too.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
Mesmerized as much as I was hypnotized by the sight of Caroline's naked breasts, I couldn't help myself from staring at all that I could see of my daughter's naked tits. Then, with me having a little too much wine to drink, the alcohol gave me the courage to do what I should have never done with my daughter. Even now while remembering and masturbating over all that I had done with my daughter, I still can't believe it.
Disregarding her modesty while abusing the trust of my daughter by sexually abusing her, feeling guilty and ashamed over what I did, I still regret what I did. Unable to control myself from doing so, I slowly and stealthily stuck my horny hand down inside of Caroline's open nightgown top. As if she was my wife, my girlfriend, and/or my lover, I cupped her big breasts in the palm of my big, horny hand.
Her breast felt as heavy as her breast felt big. I felt her big tits, first one and then the other. I couldn't believe that I fondled my daughter's naked breasts in the palm of my hand while feeling the weight of her big tits and fingering her erect nipples.
While I touched, felt, and fondled her big tits, something sexually exciting to see, she rubbed her thighs together as if she was masturbating herself in her sleep. The more that I fondled her big tits while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, the more that she squirmed in her sleep. Clearly, I had sexually aroused my daughter just by fondling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples.
Again, sexually surprising me as much as it sexually excited me, she seemed to enjoy me feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples as much as I enjoyed feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. I couldn't believe that I not only saw my daughter's naked breasts but also, I felt her naked breasts. Then, she shocked me by what she said next.
# # #
"Oh, daddy," she softly said in her sleep. "Daddy..." she whispered as if she was dreaming.
Ready to quickly, and stealthily remove my hand from her naked breasts but fearing that I'd awaken her, I looked down and her eyes were still closed. Judging her by her measured breathing, it was clearly obvious that she was still sleeping. Caroline was talking in her sleep.
Indeed, perhaps, my daughter was dreaming about me. Perhaps, she was dreaming about me in the way that I was sexually fantasized about her when masturbating over imagining her naked and having forbidden sex with me. No doubt, with her rubbing her thighs together and squirming, she was dreaming of me feeling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
"Oh, daddy..." she said again as if she was dreaming.
I wondered what she was dreaming about. I wondered if she was dreaming about me seeing her naked breasts. I wondered if she was dreaming about me feeling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Then, telling me what she was dreaming about, she said something that floored me.
"I like it when you feel my tits and finger my nipples," she said while her eyes were still closed. "It feels so good. You're making me so wet, daddy," she said. "You're making me so wet."
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
My father continued staring at all that he could see of my naked tits. Then, with me having had a little too much wine to drink, the alcohol gave me the courage to do what I should have never done with my father. Even now while remembering all that I had done with my father, I still can't believe it. Feeling guilty and ashamed over all that I did and all that I allowed him to do, I still regret what I did. This is the man who will walk me down the aisle at my wedding one day.
Unable to control myself from stopping him from doing so, I allowed him to stick his horny hand down inside of the open top of my nightgown. As if I was his wife, his girlfriend, and/or his lover, I allowed him to cup my big breasts in the palm of his big, horny hand. He felt and fondled my naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I allowed my father to feel my big, naked tits.
All my fault for resting my hand on his pajama clad cock, I wanted to feel his big dick. All my fault for wearing this sexy nightgown, I sexually teased him by unbuttoning the top of my nightgown. I wanted my father to see my naked breasts.
I couldn't believe that I allowed my father to feel my big tits, first one and then the other. I couldn't believe that I allowed my father to fondle my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples. Then, as if feeling the weight of my big breast in the palm of his hand, he continued feeling my naked tits.
While he touched, felt, and fondled my big tits, something that no doubt sexually excited him, I rubbed my thighs together as if I was masturbating myself in my sleep. The more that he fondled my big tits while pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples, the more that I squirmed in my sleep and the faster and harder that I rubbed my thighs together. Clearly, I had sexually aroused my father just by allowing him to fondle my big tits and finger my erect nipples.
Again, sexually surprising him as much as it sexually excited him, I showed him that I enjoyed him feeling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples as much as he enjoyed feeling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples. Shocking myself as much as I had sexually aroused myself, I couldn't believe that I not only showed my dad my naked breasts but also allowed him to feel my naked breasts. Then, not stopping there, I hoped to shock him by what I said next.
"Oh, daddy," I softly said in my feigned sleep. "Daddy..." I whispered as if I was dreaming.
Frightening him and panicking him, he let go of my naked breast and started removing his hand from my nightgown. No doubt, he feared that he had awakened me. Continuing to keep my eyes closed and continue my measured breathing as if I was still sleeping, I could feel him staring down at me.
No doubt, with my eyes still closed and with him judging me by my measured breathing, I continued pretending that I was still sleeping. Yet, I was wide awake in my feigned sleep. I continued talking as if I was talking in my sleep. I wanted my father to think that I was dreaming about him. I wanted him to think that I was sexually fantasizing about him in the way that he, no doubt, sexually fantasized about me.
"Oh, daddy..." I said again as if I was dreaming.
Clearly, he wondered what I was dreaming about. No doubt, he wondered if I was dreaming about him seeing my naked breasts. No doubt, he wondered if I was dreaming about him feeling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples. Then, I said something that I hoped would sexually surprise him as much as it sexually excited me.
"I like it when you feel my tits and finger my nipples, daddy," I said while my eyes were still closed. "It feels so good when you touch me in that sexually, inappropriate way. You're making me so wet, daddy," she said. "You're making me so wet."
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
'Did she know that I was feeling her naked breasts? Did she know that I was fingering her erect nipples. Or was she dreaming that I was feeling her naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples?'
Sexually exciting me, I couldn't believe all that Caroline had sexually confessed to me in her sleep.
'I'm making her so wet? Wow. I can't believe that I had sexually aroused Caroline enough to make her wet,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I had made my daughter wet just by fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.'
Loving my daughter's pussy as much as I loved her big tits, I was tempted to reach down and feel her naked pussy to see how wet she was. Hoping that she didn't awaken to find me with my hand buried down the top of her nightgown, and my other hand between her legs cupping her cunt, I waited to see if she was still sleeping. I waited to see if she'd awaken. Yet, with my erect cock throbbing and pulsating, as soon as I saw, touched, and felt her naked breast, as I had written before, I had an even bigger and harder erection.
With me wearing pajama bottoms without underwear I was surprised to see that my naked, erect prick had already escaped from my pajama pee hole. In the way that my daughter's naked breasts were exposed to my horny eyes, my naked, erect prick was exposed, too. If Caroline was to open her eyes now, with her long fingers in touch with the base of my naked prick, she'd not only see my naked, erect prick but also, she'd see me with my hand buried down the top of her nightgown.
Something so very sexually exciting to see, my naked dick was an inch away from my daughter's beautiful mouth. Hard to recall, I couldn't remember the last time I had a blowjob. My wife didn't suck cock, maybe she sucked someone else's stiff prick but she never sucked my cock. I was desperate for a blowjob. All that I could think of was Caroline sucking my cock. I'd love for my daughter to blow me. I'd love to cum in her mouth.
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
With me pretending to be asleep, I wondered if my father knew that I was aware of him feeling my naked breasts. I wondered if he knew that I was aware of him fingering my erect nipples. I wondered if he knew that I was aware of him pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples. Sexually arousing me, I couldn't believe that I had confessed to my father how I sexually felt in my feigned sleep.
'I confessed that he's making me wet, so very wet by fondling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples? I'm sure that my dad is sexually excited that he had made his daughter's pussy wet as I'm as sexually excited that I made my father's prick hard.'
I wished that he reached down and finger my pussy to see for himself how wet I was. I'd love for him to rub my clit and finger fuck my pussy. I'd love for my father to masturbate me as much as I'd love to masturbate him, too.
Then, when I barely slit open my eyes, I was sexually aroused to see that my father's big, erect prick had escaped from his pajama bottoms. In the way that my naked breasts were exposed to my father's eyes, his naked prick was exposed to my eyes. Daring myself to do so and tempted to do so, I so wanted to wrap my fingers around his big prick. I so wanted to stroke his cock. I so wanted to masturbate my father. I so wanted to make him cum.
Something that was beyond sexually arousing, his naked dick was barely an inch from my mouth. With me still forced to remain at home and not see my friends, I couldn't remember the last time that I had given a blowjob. In the way that I wanted to suck my father; I wondered if my mother sucked cock. In the way that I wanted him to cum in my mouth, I wondered if my mother had blown my father and allowed him to cum in her mouth.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
Suddenly, with me feeling so horny and sexually frustrated, while hoping she'd open her mouth and take me inside, I wickedly and deliberately touched my daughter's lips with the head of my prick. Then, when she didn't move, while imagining her taking me in her mouth and blowing me, I ever so slowly slid my erect, naked cock across her red, full lips. While sliding my stiff prick across her lips, while hoping that she would, I imagined her opening her mouth and taking me inside. I imagined Caroline blowing me.
Her lips felt so soft. Then, surprising me and sexually exciting me, she flicked out her tongue in her sleep. Caroline licked the head of my stiff prick in her sleep. As stunned as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that my daughter licked my prick in her sleep. As if she was licking her boyfriend's prick, my daughter licked my cock in her sleep.
Something that I would have loved for her to do, I hoped that she'd open her mouth and take my prick inside of her warm and wet mouth. I hoped that Caroline would suck me in her sleep. I hoped that she'd open her mouth while she was sleeping and, hopefully, dreaming and suck me. Never having imagined her blowing me before, I wanted my daughter to blow me now.
Then, as if she was dreaming of giving one of her boyfriends' a blowjob, hoping beyond hope, I hoped that she'd take my erect cock in her mouth and suck me while stroking me. I'd love for my beautiful daughter to give me a blowjob. Then, surprising me, I felt her wrap her long fingers around my engorged, naked cock and squeeze. As if she was dreaming of masturbating me, she slowly stroked me in her sleep. Caroline masturbated me in her sleep in slow motion.
Never having been sexually attracted to my daughter before, indeed, with her still holding my naked prick in her soft and warm hand, I was sexually attracted to her now. After seeing her big, naked breasts and erect nipples, I wished that I could suck her nipples while fondling her breasts. I wished that I could have sex with my daughter. I'd love to have incestuous sex with Caroline. Only, not wanting to awaken her for her to catch me sexually molesting her, I controlled my desire to have sex with her.
Concentrating on her naked breasts and my erect prick, I hadn't noticed that my daughter's nightgown was nearly up to her ass. Stealthily and gently, I reached down and lifted the hem of her nightgown all the way up to her waist. From the mirror that hung on the wall across from the couch, I could clearly see my daughter's naked ass and the back of her blonde, trimmed pussy. If it wasn't enough that I saw Caroline's naked breasts and her erect nipples, now I stared her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy.



# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
I felt so horny and sexually frustrated. I was tempted to open my mouth and take my father's erect, naked prick inside. I was tempted to blow him. I wanted to blow him. I wanted to suck his cock. I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I needed him to cum in my mouth. I needed to taste him. I needed to swallow his cum.
Then, sexually arousing me as much as he shocked me, my father touched his erect, naked prick to my lips. I couldn't believe that my father touched the head of his stiff prick to my lips. When I froze in shock, he slowly slid his big dick across my lips. Daring myself to do so and wanting to do so, it was at that point that I imagined opening my mouth and taking his prick inside. I imagined sucking my father's big prick. I imagined blowing him.
So tempted to open my mouth and take his big dick inside my mouth, instead, sexually teasing him, I flicked out my tongue. I licked the head of his cock. While hoping that he'd put a gentle hand to the back of my head and stick his dick in my mouth, I licked his stiff prick.
Something that I would have loved to do and something that my father, no doubt, would have loved me to do, I so wanted to open my mouth in my feigned sleep and take his big dick inside my mouth. I wanted to suck my father's cock in my feigned sleep. I so wanted to blow him. I so wanted my dad to cum in my mouth.
Then, unable to control myself, while pretending that I was still sleeping, I wrapped my fingers around his erect prick and squeezed. I so wanted to not only stroke my father but also, I wanted to blow my father. I wanted to suck his big dick.
Then, as if I was dreaming of giving one of my boyfriends' a blowjob, hoping beyond hope, again, I hoped that my dad would put a gentle hand behind my head and stick his prick in my mouth. I'd love for my father to force me to blow him. Then, surprising him while sexually teasing him, I wrapped my long fingers around his engorged cock and squeezed. As if I was dreaming of masturbating him, I slowly stroked him in my feigned sleep.
Never having been sexually attracted to my father before, I was sexually attracted to him now. After seeing and holding his big, naked prick in my hand, I wished that I could suck his cock while stroking his cock. I wished that I could have sex with my father. I'd love to have incestuous sex with my dad. Only, not wanting to make the first move, I needed to him to make not only the first move but all of the moves. I needed him to sexually seduce me.
Hoping that he'd notice, my nightgown was nearly up to my ass. Finally, he looked in the mirror across from the couch and saw my exposed behind. He reached down and lifted the hem of my nightgown all the way up to my waist. If it wasn't enough that my father saw my naked breasts and my erect, naked nipples, now he stared at my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
Feeling as self-conscious as I felt embarrassed, I removed my horny hand from the top of my daughter's nightgown. I felt so dirty. I felt so perverted.
'How dare I grope my daughter's naked breasts in her sleep,' I thought? 'How dare I slide my erect cock across her lips while she's sleeping? What's wrong for me to have sexually abused my daughter by inappropriately touching her and feeling her?'
As soon as Caroline let go of my cock, I reluctantly and sexually frustratingly stuffed my naked prick back in my pajama bottoms. Doing the right thing before things got out of hand and out of control, I shook my daughter awake. With my horniness and sexual frustration controlling me, I needed to awaken her before I raped her.
"Caroline. Caroline. Caroline, wake up. It's time for bed. Caroline. You were sleeping," I said.
Unable to control myself from feeling her naked ass, I reached my horny hand down to stealthily, and ever so gently to touch and feel her naked ass.
'She has an incredible ass,' I thought. 'Her naked ass is as shapely as it is firm. I love my daughter's ass.'
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
Feeling as self-conscious as I felt embarrassed, I was relieved when my father removed his hand from the top of my nightgown. Nonetheless, I felt so dirty for flashing him my naked breasts down my opened nightgown top. I felt so sexually perverted for allowing him to stick his hand down my nightgown top and feel and fondle my naked breasts.
'How dare I allow my father to grope my naked breasts in my sleep,' I thought? 'How dare I allow my father to slide his erect cock along my lips while I pretended that I was sleeping? What's wrong with me to have done that?'
Finally, I was relieved again when my father put his naked cock back inside of his pajama bottoms. Doing the right thing before things sexually got out of hand and out of control, he shook me awake. With my horniness and sexual frustration controlling me, I needed him to awaken me before I allowed him to rape me.
"Caroline. Caroline. Caroline, wake up," said my father shaking me awake. "Caroline. It's time for bed. You were sleeping," he said.
Unable to control himself from feeling my naked ass, he reached his horny hand down to ever so gently, he touched and felt my naked ass.
'I have an incredible ass,' I thought. 'My ass is as shapely as it is firm. Proud of my ass, I love my ass.'
To be continued:
Fade Out
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Father Sleeps with Daughter, Ch. 02
Forty-five-year-old father sleeps with his 23-year-old daughter.
Continued from Chapter 01:
Father's Viewpoint:
Feeling as self-conscious as I felt embarrassed and remorseful, I removed my horny hand from the top of my daughter's nightgown. I felt lecherous after seeing her naked breasts. I felt perverted after touching and feeling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
'How dare I grope my daughter's naked breasts in her sleep,' I thought? 'How dare I slide my erect cock across her lips while she's sleeping? What's wrong for me to have sexually abused my daughter by inappropriately touching her and feeling her? I violated the trust that she had in me.'
As soon as Caroline let go of my cock in her sleep, ready to stick my big dick in her mouth and have her blow me, I reluctantly and sexually frustratingly stuffed my naked prick back in my pajama bottoms. Doing the right thing before things got out of hand and out of control, I shook my daughter awake. With my horniness and sexual frustration controlling me, I needed to awaken her before I forced her to blow me. I needed to awaken her before I raped her.
"Caroline. Caroline. Caroline, wake up. It's time for bed. Caroline. You were sleeping," I said shaking her awake.
Unable to control myself from feeling her naked ass, before I had awakened her, I reached my horny hand down to stealthily, and ever so gently touch and feel her shapely, naked ass.
'With me usually not an ass man, but a breast man, she has an incredible ass,' I thought. 'Her naked ass is as round as it is firm. As much as I love Caroline's big tits, I love her beautiful ass.'
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
Feeling as self-conscious as I felt embarrassed, even though I still felt horny, sexually aroused, and sexually frustrated, I was relieved when my father removed his hand from the top of my nightgown. Nonetheless, feeling like an incestuous whore, I felt so dirty for having deliberately flashed my father my naked breasts down my opened nightgown top. I felt so sexually perverted for allowing him to stick his horny hand down my nightgown top and feel and fondle my naked breasts.
'How dare I allow him to sexually finger my erect nipples? How dare I allow my father to grope my naked breasts in my sleep,' I thought? 'How dare I allow my father to slide his erect cock across my lips while I pretended that I was sleeping? What's wrong with me to have done that?'
Nonetheless how I felt, I was so sexually aroused from not only my father seeing my naked breasts but also feeling and fondling my big tits.
'I feel like such a slut for allowing him to do that. Yet, had he dared inserted his cock in my mouth, I would have blown him. I would have sucked my father's big prick. I would have allowed him to cum in my mouth,' I thought.
Finally, even though I'm sexually frustrated, too much of a sexual temptation for me to resist, I was relieved again when my father put his naked cock back inside of his pajama bottoms. Doing the right thing before things sexually got out of hand and out of control, he shook me awake. With my horniness, incestuous desire, and sexual frustration controlling me, I needed him to awaken me before I blew him, allowed him to rape me, or before I raped him.
"Caroline. Caroline. Caroline, wake up. It's time for bed," said my father shaking me awake. "Caroline. You were sleeping," he said.
Unable to control himself from feeling my naked ass, just before I pretended to awaken, he surprised me as much as he sexually excited me when he reached his horny hand down to ever so, gently touch and feel my naked ass. If it wasn't enough that my father had not only seen but also touched and felt my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples, now he felt my naked ass. I only wished he'd finger my pussy, too.
'I have an incredible ass,' I thought. 'My ass is as shapely as it is firm. Proud of my ass, I love my ass as much as I love my big tits. Yet, I would have preferred had he fingered my pussy.'
# # #
Chapter 02: Father Sleeps with Daughter
Fade In:
Father's Viewpoint:
Startled awake by my shaking her, and with her not realizing that I had felt her naked breasts before feeling her naked ass, Caroline awakened with a yawn. With her still resting her beautiful head on my lap, when she opened her mouth to yarn, her mouth was mere inches from my throbbing pajama clad cock. I was tempted to remove my naked prick from my pajama bottoms again. I was tempted to put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head and stick my erect prick in her wide-open mouth.
I would have loved my daughter to blow me. I would have loved her to suck my cock while stroking my cock. I would have loved to cum in her beautiful mouth.
With the palm of her hand still resting on my pajama clad cock, wishing she would, she made me feel that she was about to give me a hand job. Then, instead of removing my cock from my pajamas and stroking it, she pushed down on me and on my erect prick to sit herself up. With her clearly unaware that she had her hand on my cock, my daughter still had her hand in contact with my hard dick.
I couldn't believe that I felt Caroline's hand on my erect prick. I couldn't believe that my daughter not only rested her head but also her hand on my prick through my pajamas all the while she was sleeping. Again, with her sexually exciting me, I was tempted to remove my erect prick from my pajama bottoms and wrap her long fingers around my stiff prick. At the very least, I imagined her stroking me. I'd so love for my daughter to give me a hand job. How hot would that be to cum for my daughter?
'Caroline touched my prick through my pajamas in her sleep,' I thought. 'I can't believe she had the palm of her hand on my pajama clad prick. Tonight, tomorrow, and every day, I'll be masturbating over her touching my cock through my pajamas. I'll be masturbating over her stroking my naked prick in her sleep. I'll be dreaming of me feeling her naked breasts and feeling her naked ass.'
Feeling her hand on my naked, erect prick made me realize how wonderful it would be to have a hand job from my daughter. In the way that I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts, I'd love for her to touch, feel, and fondle my naked cock again. Tonight, I'll be dreaming about Caroline wrapping her long, manicured fingers around my stiff prick and slowly stroking me. Tonight, I'll be masturbating over my daughter giving me a hand job. Tonight, I'll be sexually fantasizing over cumming for my daughter.
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
If it wasn't enough that my father saw my naked breasts, I couldn't believe that he touched, felt, and fondled my naked breasts. While I pretended to be sleeping, I couldn't believe that he stuck his horny hand down my opened nightgown top. Still in sexual shock, I couldn't believe that he not only saw but also, he fondled my naked breasts. Again, if that wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that he raised my nightgown to my waist and felt my naked ass.
Deliberately tricking him into believing that I was sound asleep, I awakened with a yawn. With my mouth wide-open, my opened mouth was mere inches away from his throbbing pajama clad prick. While wishing that he would, I had hoped that my father would put a gentle hand to the back of my head, press my head down, and stick his big dick in my mouth.
With him having no idea that his daughter is a whore, like mother, like daughter, had he done that, I would have blown him. I would have sucked my father's prick. I would have allowed him to cum in my mouth. I would have swallowed his cum.
'How hot would that be to blow my father,' I thought? 'How hot would that be to suck his cock? How hot would that be to allow him to cum in my mouth,' I thought? 'I would have loved to have swallowed his cum.'
# # #
Sexually teasing him, it all started when I deliberately rested my head on his lap and placed the palm of my hand on his throbbing prick while pretending that I was sleeping. Sexually exciting my father, I gave him an erection. Then, when his big dick escaped from his pajama bottoms, I wrapped my hand around it and slowly stroked him in my feigned sleep. I had stroked my father's erect, naked prick.
Finally, when he awakened me, as if I was about to give him a hand job, and as if I needed to hold his cock in my hand for balance, I sat up with my fingers grasping his big dick through his pajamas. Then, I pushed down on him and on his erect prick to sit myself up. I couldn't believe that I had the horniness and the sexually desire to feel my father's prick through his pajamas.
Still reeling over all that I had allowed my father to sexually do to my naked breasts and my naked ass, I was still reeling over all that I had done to my father's big dick. I couldn't believe that I took his naked prick in my horny hand and slowly stroked him. Bad enough that I had my hand on his erect prick through his pajama bottoms as I pretended to be sleeping but, when his erect prick escaped from his pee hole, I had my fingers wrapped around his naked cock. I couldn't believe that I slowly stroked him.
I couldn't believe that I finally felt my father erect prick. The biggest dick that I ever felt in my horny hand, his cock is longest, the thickest, and the hardest prick that I ever held in my hand. I still can't believe that, in the way that he made my nipples hard and my pussy wet, I had sexually excited my father enough to have given him an erection.
Again, I was sexually tempted to remove his big prick from his pajama bottoms. I was sexually tempted to wrap my long fingers around my stiff prick, again. I was sexually tempted to give my father a hand job.
# # #
I'd so love to stroke his big dick. I'd so love to give my father a hand job. I'd so love to make him cum. Only, waiting for him to make the next erotic move to sexually seduce me, I needed the blame to be on him and not on me. I needed to be the innocent victim while he was the incestuous seductor.
Giving him something to think about and to masturbate over, no doubt, he'd think that I slowly stroked his naked prick in my feigned sleep. He'd think that he wished that he had never stuck his escaped, erect prick back in his pajama bottoms. My dad has such a big and hard cock. I loved touching it, holding it, and slowly stroking it. Something that I thought that I'd never want to do, now, I can't wait to suck his big dick and fuck his big dick.
I couldn't believe it when my father touched the head of his naked prick to my lips. I couldn't believe it when he slowly slid his erect dick across my feigned sleeping lips. No doubt, he had hoped that I'd open my mouth and take him inside. He hoped that I'd blow him in my sleep.
As clearly as I was sexually aroused by the evidence of my erect nipples and by my wet pussy, my dad was clearly sexually excited by the evidence of his throbbing prick. I couldn't believe that I touched my father's cock through his pajamas. I couldn't believe that I rested my head and my hand on his pajama clad prick while pretending to be sleeping.
Something that I never imagined that I'd ever do, when his naked cock escaped from his pajama pee hole, I couldn't believe that I took his prick in my hand and slowly stroked him. I couldn't believe that I grasped his cock through his pajamas again when trying to sit up from my lying position. In the way that my father touched and felt my naked breasts and my naked ass, I can't believe that I wrapped my long, manicured fingers around his big dick and stroked him.
Clearly, with him feeling my hand on his erect prick made him realize how great it would be for me to give him a hand job. I would have loved to have given my father a hand job. I would have love to see and watch him cum.
I wished he had put his hand around my hand while moving my hand up and down for me to have given him a forced hand job. Again, all that I can think about, with his big dick running through my mind and making me horny, again, whether consensual or forced, I would have loved to give my father a hand job. I can't wait to wrap my long fingers around his big, thick cock and stroke him again.
Only, this time stroking him faster and stroking him harder, I'd love to watch and hear my father cum. Tonight, in the way that he'll be dreaming over him feeling my big tits, fingering my erect nipples, and feeling my shapely, naked ass, I'll be dreaming of giving daddy a hand job. I'll be dreaming of him cumming all over my naked breasts. Tonight, I'll be masturbating over imagining seeing my father's naked prick and stroking his big dick.
I'll be dreaming over sucking his cock. I'll be dreaming of him cumming in my mouth and all over my face. I'll be dreaming about him giving me a cum bath. I'd love my father to give me a cum bath.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
After last night, I took more deliberate, sexual liberties with Caroline. Unable to help myself, filled with horniness and sexual anticipation, I imagined my daughter naked while taking a shower. I imagined her soaping up her big breast and washing her shapely body. I even masturbated over the thoughts of my daughter taking a shower.
Determined to see her without her clothes, with my ear pressed to the bathroom door, I listened to her removing her clothes. I waited for her to be naked and turn the water on to shower before I knocked on her bathroom door. With us only having the one bathroom, I pretended that I had to pee. Telling her that I had to pee was a good way for me to see her showering her beautiful, naked body.
"Caroline," I asked while knocking on the bathroom door?
I listened while waiting for her response. When no response came, I knocked on the bathroom door again.
"Caroline," I asked louder?
Apparently, she couldn't hear me over the running water. Filled with horniness and sexual anticipation, I couldn't wait to see all that I could see of her through the clear shower curtain. While still standing outside of the closed, bathroom door and imagining her naked, I removed my cock from my pajama bottoms and stroked myself as I waited for her to answer. I impatiently listened for her to answer me.
"What," she asked over the running water? "Dad? Did you want something? What do you want," she asked louder?
While imagining seeing Caroline naked, I continued stroking my flaccid cock to a big and hard erection. I imagined seeing her naked breasts. I imagined seeing her naked pussy. I imagined seeing her naked ass. I imagined seeing my sexy and shapely daughter without her clothes.
"I have to pee," I said. "May I come in," I asked?
I stuffed my naked, erect prick back inside of my pajama bottoms. I couldn't believe that I was about to enter the bathroom while Caroline was in the shower. I couldn't believe that I was about to see the side view of her naked body through the clear, shower curtain. Naked, naked, naked, my daughter was naked.
"Okay, daddy. You may come in. Just don't flush the toilet," she said.
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
After last night, I allowed my father to take more deliberate, sexual liberties with me. While hoping that he'd summon the courage to do that, I imagined him walking in on me when I was naked and taking a shower. How hot would that be for my father to see me naked in the shower? I'd love for my father to see me without my clothes.
I imagined him being horny and sexually frustrated enough to want to see me without my clothes. Then, as if he had read my mind, I couldn't believe it when I heard him knock on the bathroom door. With us only having the one bathroom, something he had never done before, he pretended that he had to pee. I couldn't believe that my father was about to see the side view of my naked body through the clear, shower curtain.
"Caroline," I heard him ask? "Caroline," I heard him ask louder while knocking again?
I pretended that I didn't hear him over the running water of the shower. Then, hoping that he'd want to come inside the bathroom, I fingered my erect naked nipples with one hand and rubbed my clit with my other hand. I imagined him seeing me naked through the clear, shower curtain. Finally, I answered him.
"Daddy, what," I asked loud enough over the running water? "Dad? Did you want something? Do you need something? What do you want," I asked louder?
Again, I imagined my father opening the bathroom door and seeing a side view of my naked form.
"I have to pee," I heard him say. "May I come in," he asked?
The first time my father entered the bathroom while I was in the shower, I couldn't believe it. He was about to see me nearly naked through the shower curtain. He was about to see the side view of my naked breasts and the side of my naked ass. I removed my fingers from my erect nipples and my hand from my naked pussy.
"Okay, daddy. You may come in. Just don't flush the toilet," I said.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
'It's okay for you to look and stare at all that you can see of my naked body through the clear shower curtain but just don't flush the toilet,' I imagined Caroline saying. 'Of course, she didn't say that but I wished she had.'
Wishing that I had glass, shower doors, nevertheless, I knew full well that my daughter could see me through the clear, shower curtain as much as I could see the side outline of her naked body. Yet, if I had glass, shower doors instead of a clear curtain, the glass doors would fog up and I wouldn't see anything. With the clear shower curtain, at least I could see her naked breasts and her naked ass from the side.
Ready to deliberately flash her my erect, naked prick to Caroline, instead of standing and facing the toilet to pee, I stood in front of the toilet facing her. While staring at all that I could see of her naked form, I took my time lowering my pajama bottoms. Then, pulling out my prick first, I held my erect cock in my hand and in plain sight before sitting down on the toilet. Sexually exciting me, when I saw her turn her head to look at me, I slowly stroked my prick in front of her.
'My daughter is staring at my erect, naked prick. In the way that I had stared at my daughter's naked breasts last night, returning the sexual favor of my exhibitionism with her voyeurism, Caroline stared at my naked prick this morning. I couldn't believe my daughter continued staring at my naked prick,' I thought.
When I saw her look over, giving her a show, while imagining her holding my naked prick in her hand and stroking me again, I continued holding my naked prick in my hand. Giving her a good, long look at my naked, erect prick, I slowly lowered my pajama bottoms. Then, letting go of my cock, immediately, my engorged cock sprang out as if it was pointing at her. Finally, I sat on the toilet to pee.
Surprising me, instead of her looking away in shame and in embarrassment, she continued looking at my naked cock. She wasn't just looking; Caroline was staring at my naked prick. I couldn't believe that my daughter stared at my naked dick in the way that I had stared at her naked breasts, her naked ass, and the back of her naked pussy. Seemingly, my daughter sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her.
Then, after I peed, while standing and holding my erect cock in my hand, I took my time wiping myself. With my exposed, erect prick still in my hand, I deliberately flushed the toilet. It didn't take long for me to hear and see her reaction to hot, shower water pulsating against her soft skin.
"Daddy! Oh, my God. Daddy," said Caroline while sticking her head and most of her naked body out of the shower curtain!
Seemingly deliberately exposing her naked breasts and her naked pussy to me, she stared at my naked prick again.
"I asked you not to flush."
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
'It's okay for you to look and stare at my naked body through the clear, shower curtain but just don't flush the toilet,' I imagined saying to my father.



I wished that we had glass, shower doors. Yet, even without the glass doors, I knew full well that my father could see me well enough through the clear, shower curtain as much as I could see him peeing. If we had glass, shower doors instead of a clear, shower curtain, the glass doors would fog up and I wouldn't see anything. With the clear, shower curtain, at least he could see my naked breasts and my naked ass from the side.
Odd that my father was facing the opposite way to pee, I figured that he'd be peeing with his back turned to me. Perhaps, deliberately exposing himself to me, he wanted me to see his naked, erect prick. Perhaps, returning the sexual favor of my exhibitionism with his exhibitionism, in the way that I had exposed my naked breasts and my naked ass to him, he wanted to expose his naked cock to me. Perhaps, he was hoping that I'd invite him to take a shower with me.
'How hot would that be to shower naked with my naked father,' I thought? 'I'd love to shower naked with my father.'
With him ready to deliberately flash me his erect, naked prick, again, instead of standing and facing the toilet to pee, he stood in front of the toilet facing me. I couldn't believe that my father was facing me. I couldn't believe it when he slowly pulled down his pajama bottoms that he was deliberately flashing me his erect, naked prick in the way that I had deliberately flashed him my naked breasts.
Yet, not looking away, with me being the incestuous whore that I am, I couldn't believe that I was watching my father expose himself to me. Seemingly making sure that I got a good, long look of his naked cock, he took his time lowering his pajama bottoms. My dad has such a big dick, the biggest cock I've ever seen. Sexually aroused from seeing his naked penis, I loved seeing my father's naked cock. I'll be dreaming over seeing his big dick again later tonight.
Then, holding his engorged cock in his hand, he pulled out his prick from his pajama bottoms, and held it in plain sight, before sitting down on the toilet. Unable not to look, I deliberately turned my head to look. I not only looked but I stared. I wanted to see his naked penis again.
'I love my father's big prick,' I thought again.
# # #
I couldn't help myself from staring at my father's big dick. As if mesmerized and hypnotized by his naked, erect penis, I continued staring at all that I could see of my father and all that he had deliberately exposed to me. I'll be masturbating later over seeing my father's naked cock again.
If exposing his naked prick to me wasn't enough, I watch him slowly stroke his prick. Seemingly, my father was masturbating himself in front of me. I couldn't believe my father was masturbating himself. It was sexually arousing to watch him stroking his erect prick.
While my father seemingly slowly masturbated, he continued staring at the naked side view of my big tits and shapely ass. My father stroked himself over me in the way that I had masturbated myself over him last night while thinking of him feeling my naked breasts and my naked ass. In the way that he stared at my naked profile behind the clear, shower curtain, I continued staring at his naked prick.
He continued giving me a show of his naked prick. While I imagined holding his big dick in my hand, I imagined wrapping my long fingers around his cock and stroking him. I so wanted to masturbate my father. I so wanted to watch and hear him cum.
When he saw me look over, giving me a real show, he stroked himself faster and harder. Giving me another good, long look at his naked, erect prick, he slowly lowered his pajama bottoms. Then, letting go of his cock, immediately, his engorged prick sprang out as if it was pointing at me.
Surprising me, instead of looking away in shame and in embarrassment, I not only looked but also, I stared at my father's big, naked dick. I couldn't believe that my father had exposed himself to me. In the way that I continued to stare at his naked dick, he continued staring at what he could see of my naked breasts and my naked ass through the shower curtain.
Then, exposing even more of myself, I pretended that I was washing my back. With my big, naked, wet breasts pasted up against the wet, shower curtain, as if I was the woman washing a car in front of a chain gang in Cool Hand Luke with Paul Newman, I turned to face my father. In the way that he had exposed his naked cock to me, I exposed my naked breasts, my erect nipples, and my naked, blonde, trimmed pussy to him. I showed my father what I looked like naked, albeit through the clear, shower curtain.
# # #
Then, after he peed, while holding his erect cock in his hand, he took his time wiping himself. He made sure that I got yet another good, long look at his big, thick, naked prick. Deliberately exposing himself to me, my father deliberately showed his erect dick to me. In the way that I had exposed my naked breasts to him, he exposed his naked cock to me while ogling my naked body.
Then, he did something that was totally unexpected. He flushed the toilet. With his exposed, erect prick still in his hand, he deliberately flushed the toilet. It didn't take long for me to scream from my reaction to hot water against my soft skin.
"Daddy! Oh, my God. Daddy," I yelled while pushing open the shower curtain!
While sticking my head out of the shower curtain to voice my displeasure, in the way that he had deliberately exposed his naked prick to me, I deliberate exposed most of my naked body to him. I opened the shower curtain wide enough and long enough that he had a good, long view of my naked breasts and my naked, blonde, trimmed pussy. I wanted to show my father my naked body as much as he assuredly wanted to see my naked body and as much as he wanted to show me his naked penis.
With my father still holding his naked cock in his hand, I stared at his big prick in the way that he stared at my naked breasts and my naked pussy. With him as sexually excited as I was sexually aroused, we continued staring at one another. In the way that I waited for him to make the next, sexual move, he waited for me to make the next, sexual move.
"I asked you not to flush," I said closing the shower curtain.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
I stared at her naked breasts in the way that she stared at my naked prick. Interestingly enough, sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she continued staring at my naked, erect prick in the way that I continued staring at the side view of her big, naked breasts. With just a clear, plastic shower curtain blocking and distorting our view from seeing one another naked, as if she had never seen a naked man and I had never seen a naked woman, we both continued staring at one another.
Unable to stop myself from staring at Caroline's big, D cup, naked breasts, I continued to stare at her naked breasts in the way that she continued to stare at my naked prick. Seemingly, my daughter liked seeing my naked prick as much as I liked seeing her naked breasts. I only wished that I was seeing her naked, totally naked. Having already seen, felt, and fondled her naked breasts, I'd love to see her naked pussy as much as I'd love to see her naked ass.
"Sorry, Caroline. I forgot," I said with my cock sticking straight out and pointing at her while I slowly and reluctantly pulled up my pajama bottoms.
Thinking that my daughter would look away in distain and disgust, she surprised me when she didn't. Instead of looking away, sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she continued staring at my naked prick. As if readjusting myself for comfort, I removed my erect prick from my pajama bottoms again while flashing my daughter daddy's dick.
Not only did she look at my erect cock but, again, she stared at my engorged prick. In the way that I showed Caroline my naked penis, when she peeked out of the shower curtain, seemingly, she deliberately showed me her naked breasts, her erect nipples, and her naked pussy. With her standing in the shower instead of lying on the couch, my daughter's breasts looked even bigger than they looked before. Now, just like her grandmother, I wondered if she had double D cup breasts instead of D cup breasts.
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
When I pushed open the shower curtain, my father stared at my naked breasts and my naked pussy in the way that I stared at his erect, naked prick. With just a clear, plastic shower curtain blocking and distorting our view of seeing one another naked, again, we both continued staring at one another. I loved seeing my father's naked cock as much as he obviously loved seeing my naked tits and my naked pussy.
Unable to stop myself from staring at my father's naked prick, he continued staring at all that he could see of me while I continued staring at all that I could see of him. Seemingly, I loved seeing as much of his naked body as he loved of seeing my naked body. I only wished that I was seeing my father naked, totally naked.
"Sorry, that I flushed, Caroline. I forgot," said my father.
His naked cock stuck straight out as if pointing at me. I watched him slowly and reluctantly pull up my pajama bottoms. The show was over. Then, surprising me, as if adjusting himself, he pulled his prick out of his pajama bottoms again. He exposed his naked cock to me again before pushing it back inside of his pajamas.
No doubt, thinking that I'd look away in distain and disgust from seeing my father's naked prick, I seemed to have surprised him when I didn't look away. Again, acting as if I had never seen a naked cock before and indeed, I had never seen my father's naked cock before, I continued staring at my dad's erect, naked cock. Instead of looking away, sexually surprising me and erotically arousing me as much as I sexually excited him, I continued staring at his naked prick.
Not only did I look at his erect, naked cock but, again, unable to turn my head away, I continued staring at his engorged prick. In the way that my father deliberately showed me his naked penis, when I peeked out of the shower curtain, I deliberately showed him my naked breasts and my naked pussy. With me standing in the shower instead of lying on the couch, my naked breasts looked even bigger than they looked before.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
After seeing my daughter's naked breasts and after she saw my naked penis, with me filled with incestuous, sexual anticipation, I had an inspired idea. My idea was as sexually shocking as it was sexually exciting. I just hoped that she'd believe me and trust me with what I was about to tell her.
I hoped that I could convince her to sacrifice her privacy for water conservationism. I hoped that she'd go along with me by doing the right thing. That night, I talked to her and told her what was on my mind.
"Along with the COVID quarantine, we're going to have to conserve water, Caroline," I said lying. "As you know we have well water and that's a limited supply," I said lying again. "Now that I'm unable to refill and replenish the well water with fresh and clean water, until they get a hold on this COVID, we have to be careful with how much water we use," I said lying again. "The last thing that we want to do is to run out of well water."
Caroline looked at me as if studying me.
"We must conserve water? What does that mean, daddy," she asked?
Undressing her with my eyes, I smiled while looking at her as if she was naked. Whenever I masturbate myself while thinking of my daughter, I always imagined her naked. I always imagined her having sex with me. Only, I knew my daughter would never have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with her.
"Well, I said. "Showers take up the most water, about 25 gallons of water for a ten-minute shower. We need to take shorter showers," I said while pausing as if I was rethinking what I was about to say. "Not only must we take shorter showers but also not wanting to embarrass you or make you feel uncomfortable, but if you're comfortable with the idea, we need to shower together," I said.
First, she had a look of horror on her face, then a flash of sexual arousal betrayed her face. In that instant, I knew that my daughter would not only shower with me but wanted to shower naked with me as much as I wanted to shower naked with her. Finally, I'll be seeing Caroline without her clothes. Finally, I'll be seeing my daughter naked and she'd be seeing me naked, too.
"If you're too embarrassed to shower with your father, you can wear your bikini," I said with a little, nervous laugh. "I don't mind showering naked in front of you," I said with an unembarrassed and unashamed shrug. "It's not a big deal to me for you to see me without my clothes," I said lying again.
'It would be a huge deal for my daughter to see my erect, naked cock up close. I'll be masturbating over showering naked with my daughter for the rest of my life,' I thought.
To be honest, even though I never had been sexually attracted to my daughter, after all that happened last night and this morning, I was sexually attracted to her now. I couldn't wait to shower naked with her. Hoping that she'd shower naked with me instead of wearing her bikini, I couldn't wait to see her naked, totally naked. I couldn't wait for her to see me naked, totally naked.
In the way that I couldn't wait to get a closeup look of her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy, I couldn't wait for her to get a closeup look of my naked cock, my naked testicles, and my naked ass. Unable to control myself, I knew that once I was naked with Caroline while showering that I'd have an erection. I knew that once I was showering naked with my daughter that I'd try to make love to her in the shower. I'd try to lean her forward and fuck her from behind. I'd love to give my daughter multiple, sexual orgasms with my cock.
With a flash of sexual arousal betraying her look of outrage, unable to help herself, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Indeed, like mother, like daughter, Caroline was a whore, an incestuous whore. Her sexy smile and naughty look confessed to me that she wanted to have sex with me in the shower as much as I wanted to have sex with her in the shower. I couldn't wait to make love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her.
If I didn't know any better, my sexy and shapely daughter was sexually aroused to shower naked with me. If judging her by her sexy look and her naughty smile, instead of wearing her bikini, Caroline was going to shower with me while naked. Naked, naked, naked, my daughter was going to shower with me while naked. I couldn't wait to see my sexy, shapely, and beautiful daughter without her clothes.
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
Suddenly, as he once did with my mother, with me hearing them having sex in the shower, no doubt, he thought of doing that with me. No doubt, my father thought of pushing me up against the wet, shower wall and making love to me. After making love to me, he thought of turning me around, bending me forward, and fucking me from behind. I'd love for my father to make love to me before fucking me. I'd love him to fuck me. I'd love him to give me a sexual orgasm with his big dick.
I imagined him touching and feeling my big, wet, naked breasts. I imagined him sucking by big, wet, erect nipples. I imagined him reaching down and fingering my wet pussy that was not wet from the shower but wet from my sexual desire for my father. I imagined my father masturbating me with his long fingers. I imagined him rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. I imagined him hearing and watching me cum.
'Don't stop, daddy,' I imagined saying. 'Rub my clit faster. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, daddy. I'm cumming.'
I imagined stiffening my long, shapely legs, arching my back, and dropping my head while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
After seeing my father's naked penis and after he saw my naked breasts and my naked pussy, with me filled with incestuous, sexual anticipation, he approached me with an idea. No longer trusting him to tell me the truth, with incestuous sex the only agenda on his horny mind, I knew whatever he said was a lie. With him just wanting to see me naked and have sex with me, I no longer believed him or trusted him to tell me the truth. I waited for him to tell me more lies.
Clearly, he hoped that he could convince me to sacrifice my privacy for water conservationism. That's a laugh.
'What the Hell is that about,' I wondered?
He hoped that I'd go along with him by doing the right thing. He wanted me to go along with him with whatever he said. I laughed to myself at his lies again. That night, he talked to me to tell me what was on his mind.
"Along with the COVID quarantine, we're going to have to conserve on water," he said lying. "As you know we have well water and that's a limited supply," he said lying again. "Now that I'm unable to refill and replenish the well water with fresh and clean water, until they get a hold on this COVID, we have to be careful with how much water we use," he said lying yet, again. "The last thing that we want to do is to run out of well water."
Studying him, I looked at my father.
"We must conserve water? What does that mean, daddy," I innocently asked?
Undressing me with his eyes, he smiled at me while looking at me as if I was naked. At that moment, I wished I was naked. I'd love to show my father my naked body. Only, how would I do that without looking like a whore, an incestuous whore?
# # #
"Well," he said. "Showers take up the most water, about 25 gallons of water for a ten-minute shower. We need to take shorter showers," he said while pausing as if he was rethinking what he was about to say. "Not only must we take shorter showers but also not wanting to embarrass you or make you feel uncomfortable, but if you're comfortable with the idea, we need to shower together," he said.
'What? Seriously? Is he kidding me? My father wanted to shower naked with me,' I thought.
I couldn't' believe it. Embarrassed or uncomfortable, why would I feel embarrassed or uncomfortable? I'd feel sexually aroused. I'd be so wet being naked in front of my father and with him being naked in front to me. I couldn't believe my father had thought of a plan for us to shower together. I couldn't wait to take a naked shower with my father.
Hoping that he'd push me up against the shower wall and make love to me, I hoped he'd bend me forward and fuck me. Something that I couldn't wait to do, I'd love to strip myself naked and shower with my father. How hot would that be to be naked with my daddy in the shower,' I thought?
I pretended to have a look of horror on my face. Then, unable to show how I really felt, a flash of sexual arousal betrayed my face. In that instant, I knew that he knew that I wanted to shower naked with my father as much as he wanted to shower naked with me. Finally, I'd be seeing my daddy without his clothes. Finally, he'd be seeing me naked, totally naked.
"If you're too embarrassed to shower with your father, you can wear your bikini," he said with a little, nervous laugh. "I don't mind showering naked in front of you," he said with an unembarrassed and unashamed shrug. "It's not a big deal to me for you to see me without my clothes," he said lying again.
'Not a big deal for me to see him without his clothes,' I thought while laughing to myself. 'He'd definitely have a huge erection. Fuck the bikini. I'll be happy and sexually aroused to shower with my father while naked. Filled with sexual anticipation and horniness, I'll be showering naked with my father in the way that he'll be showering naked with his daughter,' I thought.
# # #
Father's Viewpoint:
To be honest, even though I never had been sexually attracted to my daughter, I was sexually attracted to her now. I couldn't wait to shower naked with her. I couldn't wait to see her without her clothes.



In the way that I couldn't wait to get a closeup look at her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy, I couldn't wait for her to get a closeup look at my naked cock, my naked testicles, and my naked ass. Unable to control myself, I knew that once I was naked with Caroline while showering together that I'd have an erection. I knew that once I showered naked with her that I'd push her up against the shower wall and try to make love to her. I'd try to fuck her while taking a shower.
With a flash of sexual arousal betraying her look of outrage, unable to help herself, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. If I didn't know any better, my sexy and shapely daughter was sexually aroused to shower with me. If judging her by her sexy look and her naughty smile, instead of wearing her bikini, Caroline was going to shower with me while naked. Naked, naked, naked, my daughter was going to shower with me while naked.
Suddenly, again, as I once did with her mother, I thought of pushing Caroline against the wet, shower wall and make love to her before turning her around and fucking her from behind. I imagined touching and feeling her big, naked breasts while humping her wet, naked pussy. I imagined giving her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
I imagined sucking her big nipples. I imagined reaching down and fingering her wet pussy. I imagined masturbating Caroline. I imagined giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers. I imagined hearing and watching her cum.
'Don't stop, daddy,' I imagined her saying. 'Rub my clit faster. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, daddy. I'm cumming.'
I imagined her stiffening her legs, arching her back, and dropping her head while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
Daughter's Viewpoint:
To be honest, even though I never had been sexually attracted to my father, I was sexually attracted to him now. I couldn't wait to shower naked with him. In the way that I couldn't wait to get a closeup look at his naked prick, his naked testicles, and his naked ass, I couldn't wait for him to get a closeup look of my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass. Unable to control myself, I knew that once I was naked with my father while showering with him that my pussy would be wet not from the shower water but from my sexual desire.
With a flash of sexual arousal betraying my look of outrage, unable to help myself, I gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. If he didn't know any better, his sexy and shapely daughter was sexually aroused enough to shower naked with him. If judging me by my sexy look and my naughty smile, instead of me wearing my bikini, I couldn't wait to shower with my daddy naked. Naked, naked, naked, filled with sexual anticipation and horniness, I couldn't wait to shower with daddy naked.
'Make love to me, Daddy,' I imagined saying once we were both naked in the shower. 'Fuck me, Daddy. Stick your big, thick prick in my warm, wet pussy.'
Suddenly, as he once did with my mother, I thought about him doing with his daughter. I thought about him pushing me up against the wet, shower wall and making love to me before turning me around and fucking me from behind. I imagined him touching and feeling my big, naked breasts. I imagined him sucking my big, erect nipples.
Not stopping there, I imagined him reaching down and fingering my pussy. I imagined him rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. I imagined him masturbating me. I imagined him giving me a sexual orgasm with his fingers. I imagined him hearing and watching me cum.
'Oh, daddy! Oh, my God, daddy. Don't stop, daddy. Don't stop,' I imagined saying while he masturbated me. 'Rub my clit faster. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, daddy. I'm cumming.'
I imagined stiffening my long legs, arching my back, and dropping my head while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
To be Continued...
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Author's Note:
As Literotica will no long accept true, incestuous stories, this is a fictional, incestuous story that Joseph asked me to write about him having an imagined, incestuous, sexual relationship with his daughter, Victoria. After his wife left him for another man, he started romantically thinking about having sex with his daughter. While masturbating himself and sexually fantasizing about Vicky, he imagined her naked and her having sex with him.
# # #
Father & Daughter have Sex, Ch. 01
Father and daughter have consensual, incestuous sex.
After inappropriately, sexually touching and feeling my daughter's naked breasts and her naked ass while she seemed to be sleeping, Victoria showed me how she sexually felt about me having touched and felt her. Instead of being outraged that I had inappropriately groped her partial, naked body, aroused by my gropes, she sexually teased me even more. She wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my erect prick when my cock escaped from my pajama pee hole. Instead of telling me that I was exposed, pretending to still be sleeping, she slowly stroked me while masturbating me in her sleep.
Something that neither father nor daughter thought would ever happen, I had drunken sex with my daughter. Even though we were both inebriated, with us both sexually frustrated and horny, and with us sexually attracted to one another, the sex was not only willing between us but also consensual. Indeed, something so forbidden, yet, something so sexually exciting, I wanted to have sex with my daughter as much as she wanted to have sex with her father. Unplanned nor premeditated, inebriated sex between us just happened.
# # #
I blame all that sexually and incestuously happened between my daughter and I on my ex-wife, Tiffany. Sex between us wouldn't have happened, had Tiffany been a wife and a mother. The sex between my daughter and I never would have happened if my wife had given me sex.
Yet, I blame myself. I should have known what she was by her chosen profession. She was a whore, a professional whore. My wife was a professional whore. Something that she'll always be, once a whore always a whore. Tiffany will always be a whore.
Sadly, a beautiful woman, strikingly stunning, she was good looking enough to have been a model or a movie star. Standing at 5'10" tall with long, lush, beautiful, blue-black hair and big, expressive, brown, beautiful eyes, she was as sexy as she was shapely. I loved her. I truly loved her, and I thought that she loved me. When I married her, I thought we'd be together forever.
Yet, with the both of us 22-years-old when we married, what she thought was love wasn't. Obvious to me now, Tiffany didn't love me in the way that I loved her. Hard for her to adjust to the married life, she was still attracted to the fast life. She loved fast men and fast cars while I just wanted a quiet life and a stable environment to raise our daughter.
My dream woman and my sexual fantasy woman wrapped in one package; I never loved another woman in the way that I loved Tiffany. I thought by marrying her that I could stop her from whoring around. I thought that once I married her, she'd be a faithful wife. I was wrong. Some people can't change. Just as I can't remove the spots from a leopard, some people will never change.
Tiffany loved sexually teasing men. She loved exposing herself to men. An exhibitionist, she loved undressing herself in front of them. She loved exposing her beautiful naked body to unsuspecting men.
She enjoyed showing her big, naked breasts, her black, trimmed pussy, and her shapely, naked ass to any man who paid her a compliment. Once a stripper, always a stripper. Even though I took the stripper out of the club, I was unable to remove stripping from her mind. In the way that she was once a whore always a whore, she was once a stripper always a stripper.
Earning her money by slowly stripping off her clothes and dancing around a pole from the age of 18-years-old, she worked as a stripper when I met her at a local, strip club. Normal strippers don't look like her. She looked high class.
She looked more like a call girl than she looked like a stripper. She was so beautiful, so sexy, and so shapely that she took my breath away. Turning my head, and with her out of my league, she shocked me when she accepted my invitation to dinner, dated me, and, then, married me.
Unsurprisingly, she had cheated on me throughout our entire 25-year marriage, the whore. Instead of staying at home, she was out with her friends every night partying, drinking, taking drugs, and having sex. Coming home with a pocketbook full of money that she hid all over the house, God knows what she did to earn that kind of money. No doubt, she prostituted herself.
Even the COVID virus couldn't stop her from going out partying. The sex between my daughter and I never would have happened had her mother stopped partying, stayed home, remained faithful to me, and had not left me. Sadly, even though she wasn't an ideal wife, she broke my heart when she finally left me to live somewhere in New York with her business manager, Eddie. She left me alone to live with my adult daughter, Victoria.
Bad enough of her to have abandoned me, her husband, but how could she abandon her daughter, too? Granted, Victoria was an adult but for her mother to leave without giving her daughter an address where to reach her, an email where to write her, or a phone number where to call her was just nasty. Taking me a long time to see who she was, clearly, Tiffany only cared about herself. Goodbye and good riddance, good luck to you.
'Bye,' I thought. 'Don't let the door hit you in the ass on your way out of our lives.'
# # #
With my wife staying out late and partying with her friends nearly every night, she didn't get out of bed until 11am the next morning. By the time Tiffany had arisen from the dead, and hungover, Victoria had already left for work. An understatement, with her unable to stay away from the wild life, my wife wasn't much of a wife nor a mother.
Then, before our daughter even arrived home from work, Tiffany would have already gone out the door with her friends to party all night again. Never considering the welfare of her husband or her daughter, she acted as if she was single. Meanwhile, with my daughter and I paying the mortgage, the food, and all of the monthly bills, I supported my wife by stupidly giving her money for her to go drinking.
With many of her friends not even knowing that she was married and was a mother of an adult daughter, she acted as if she didn't have a husband and/or a daughter. With her always with men while entertaining them with her sexy and shapely, naked body, she acted as if she was on the hunt for a man. Forget about shopping for groceries, cooking dinner, doing laundry, and/or cleaning the house, all of that was on my and Victoria's shoulders. My wife acted as if she didn't have a responsibility in the world.
I loved my daughter and now that we lived together without the meddling interference, the constant aggravation, and the bickering of her mother, we grew closer. With the COVID quarantine in full swing, my daughter's company required her to work from home. With me already working from home, as if attached at the hip, we were always together. Sneaking up on me, and not a good thing for a father to feel about his daughter, I was starting to love my daughter as much as I loved my wife.
# # #
Yet, not a bad life, a much better life without my wife, Tiffany, my daughter, Vicky, and I, talked, laughed, watched movies, and played board games. We had as much fun as a father and daughter could have without having sex, forbidden sex, incestuous sex. I mean, God forbid, safe with me, in the beginning and until much later, I never thought of Victoria in a sexual way. She was my blood-related daughter. I'd never sexually abuse her by trying to have incestuous sex with her. I couldn't even relish the thought of seeing Victoria without her clothes.
It was much later in our father and daughter relationship that I started to sexually think of my daughter. Now, whenever I masturbate myself, I masturbated over imagining seeing and feeling Vicky's huge naked breasts. I masturbated over imagining my daughter naked. I masturbated over her having consensual sex with me. Yet, even though I was sexually frustrated and horny, I controlled my sexual impulses. Instead of inappropriately touching and/or feeling my daughter's beautiful body, as if I was a teenage boy filled with testosterone, I masturbated myself.
With her having had plenty of boyfriends and dates before COVID hit, and with me feeling safe with her, I'm sure that my daughter never thought of me in a sexual way either. After all, I was her father and she was my daughter. Even though she was an adult, I was still her daddy, and she was still my baby girl.
In the way that Vicky, assuredly, would never have sex with me, I'd never have sex with her. Masturbating over imagining having sex with her is one thing but actually having incestuous sex with my daughter is something else, indeed. Even though we were both as sexually frustrated as we were both horny, the last thing on our minds was father and daughter sex. Incestuous sex between a father and a daughter was as forbidden as it was nasty.
Yet, alas, and unfortunately, a game changer, whenever there's copious amounts of alcohol in the way, with sexual perversion rearing its ugly head, incestuous sex happens. Now that we were stuck at home alone, we were drinking more than we ordinarily would have if we needed to stay sober to drive to and from work. Yet, with nothing else to do other than to watch television, watch movies, or play boardgames, after a while, we were bored. We had a few drinks every night to relax.
Yet, admittedly, drinking alcohol was better than taking drugs. Nonetheless, oftentimes, alcohol got in the way of better judgment as it had with my daughter and I. Generous amounts of alcohol are often filled with shame, embarrassment, and regrets. With our sexual inhibitions gone, and with the both of us horny and sexually frustrated, sorry to write but sometimes, sex, especially forbidden sex, and incestuous sex, happens when you least expect it.
# # #
When we weren't working, we relaxed by having a few drinks. Yet, some nights, tired of staying in the house, with us having more than a few drinks, admittedly, we overdid the alcohol. With neither of us driving, safely staying home, we didn't think there was anything wrong with overindulging by sometimes drinking alcohol to an excess. Instead of going out to look for and find trouble, we went to bed separately and not together.
Not all bad, a good thing, we discovered that the more we drank, the more we talked. We talked about everything. The more we drank, the more we laughed. We laughed over everything. We laughed over nothing. The more we talked and laughed, the more that we better grew to know one another. With us close before, inseparable now, we were closer than we ever were before.
I loved my daughter as much as she loved me. Only, instead of feeling the love that a father should have for his daughter, I felt the love that a man should have for a woman. Not hard for me to notice, in the way that she looked at me and acted around me, my daughter loved me in the way that a woman loved a man instead of in the way that a daughter loved her father.
Sexually teasing me, while sitting across from me, every time she crossed and uncrossed her shapely legs, she flashed me upskirt peeks of her panties. Sitting with her knees parted enough, she continually flashed me her panties. Continuing to sexually tease me, she flashed me down blouse views of her low-cut bra and her long, sexual line of cleavage.
Then, instead of wearing a robe over her short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgowns, making me as sexually excited as she made me horny, she paraded in front of me, nearly naked. With her giving me plenty of fodder to masturbate over, I saw as much of my daughter's beautiful body as if she was naked. Then, in the way that she continually gave me upskirt peeks of her panties, she continually gave me up nightgown peeks of her trimmed, black, naked pussy.
In the way that she gave me down blouse views of her low-cut bras and her long line of sexy cleavage, she gave me down nightgown views of her naked breasts and her erect nipples. Never have I seen as much of my daughter's naked body as I was seeing now. As much as I loved seeing her panties and her naked pussy, I loved seeing her bra, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her naked breasts.
A sexual temptation, with Vicky looking much like her mother, it was then that I began romantically falling in love with my daughter in the way that a father should never romantically fall in love with his daughter. Dare I write the obvious, it was then that my daughter began romantically falling in love with me in the way that a daughter should never romantically fall in love with her father. Only, just as I couldn't help how I felt about her, she couldn't help how she felt about me. With us always together, forbidden love blossomed and just happened.
# # #
Then, one night, surprisingly, unexpectedly, and excitingly, incestuous sex between us just happened. While we sat on the couch watching a movie and drinking wine, something that she sometimes does, Victoria fell asleep on me. I'm glad that my daughter felt comfortable enough with me and trusted me enough to fall asleep on me.
Only, with her head in my lap, something that she had never done before, she rested her hand on my pajama clad cock. With me no longer having a woman in my life, not having had sex in a while, and feeling so horny, I'm embarrassed to admit that my daughter had sexually excited me. Immediately, with her warm hand resting on my cock, I'm embarrassed to admit that my daughter gave me an erection.
Something she had never done; Victoria inadvertently and unintentionally gave me an erection. I couldn't believe that my daughter gave me an erection. Looking at her sexually for the first time, her beautiful mouth was so very close to my throbbing, semi-erect prick. An understatement, for the first time, Victoria had sexually excited me.
For the first time, I imagined putting a gentle hand behind her pretty, dark haired head, removing my erect prick from my pajama bottoms, and sticking my cock in her sleeping mouth. Something that I never imagined doing before, while wishing that she would, I hoped that she'd blow me in her sleep. For the first time, I wanted my daughter to suck my cock. For the first time, I wanted to cum in Victoria's sleeping mouth.
With me horny enough and sexually frustrated enough, and with my daughter beautiful, sexy, and shapely enough, who would blame me for wanting her to blow me? Who would blame me for wanting to have sex with her beautiful, sexy, and shapely body? Any man would want to strip my gorgeous daughter naked and have sex with her. Moreover, with her looking like the woman that I used to love, albeit Victoria was even prettier and bustier than her mother, it was hard for me not to want to bed my daughter. Indeed, Vicky was hard to resist.
Something that I had never imagined her doing, clearly by accident, I never imagined Victoria touching my cock in her sleep through my pajama bottoms. I never imagined my daughter feeling the head of my erect prick with her manicured, sleeping, fingertips as she slept. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy that I sometimes masturbated over her doing, I never imagined her wrapping her long manicured, fingers around my thick prick and stroking me through my pajama bottoms. Now that I was sexually attracted to Victoria and horny for her, at the very least, I'd love my daughter to give me a hand job.
'How hot would that be for Vicky to give me a hand job? How hot would that be for her to stroke my erect, naked prick,' I thought? 'How hot would that be to cum for my daughter? I'd love for my daughter to make me cum by her stroking my cock faster and harder.'
# # #
With her hand already resting on my pajama clad cock, deliberately hinting for her to take me in her hand, wrap her fingers around my erect prick, and stroke me, I sexually teased her by deliberately throbbing my pajama clad prick. I deliberately pulsated my dick while hoping that she'd feel my hard cock and remove my stiff dick from my pajama bottoms. Admittedly, while imagining Victoria pulling out my naked cock from my pajama pee hole, it felt good to throb and pulsate my erect dick against my daughter's hand through my pajama bottoms.
Nevertheless, hating myself for being sexually attracted to my daughter, I felt like such a dirty, old man to throb and pulsate my prick against her sleeping hand. This was my daughter and not a stripper that I had picked up at a strip club. This was my flesh and blood and not some prostitute that I had hired. Vicky wasn't a whore, yet, I was treating her as if she was my whore instead of my loving daughter.
'How dare I sexually tease Victoria by throbbing and pulsating my erect cock against her hand,' I thought? 'What's wrong with me to want to have sex with my daughter?'
This is my baby girl. She's my blood related relative. I should never sexually desire my daughter. Wanting to have sex with Victoria is just wrong. One day, I'll be walking her down the aisle to give her away to her future husband.'
Yet, nonetheless, losing control, and with me knowing that she wasn't a virgin, at the very least, I'd love for Victoria to see my naked prick. While making my deliberate dick flash appear accidental, I'd love to flash my daughter my erect, naked cock. Curious for her reaction, I wondered what she'd do when seeing my naked prick?
Would she tell me that I was exposed? Would she look at my exposed prick? Would she stare at my exposed cock? Or would she look away in disdain and disgust from my throbbing dick? There was only one way to find out what she'd do. I needed to flash her my erect, naked prick while making my dick flash appear unintentional and/or accidental.
Still, if nothing more than a sexual fantasy when masturbating myself, when I flashed my daughter my naked prick, I'd love for her to wrap her long, manicured fingers around my erect cock and stroke me. I'd love for her to stroke my naked prick faster and harder. I wished my daughter would give me a hand job.
I'd love to cum for my daughter. Something that I couldn't remove from my horny mind, I imagined Victoria taking my prick in her hand and stroking me. I imagined her removing her huge breasts from her sexy nightgown and allowing me to cum on her naked breasts.
# # #
Then, not stopping with just a hand job, something that would never happen, I imagined her taking me in her mouth and sucking me. Feeling ashamed and perversely perverted, something that her mother never did, I imagined my daughter giving me a blowjob. I imagined Vicky allowing me to cum in her mouth. I imagined her swallowing my cum while staring up at me with her big, brown, beautiful eyes.
Again, something that her mother never did with me but she assuredly did with other men, Tiffany never blew me. Hard to believe with her a stripper, she never sucked my cock. I don't know why she had never given me oral sex. Strippers are known for giving blowjobs to earn extra money when they're on their own time and not stripping. Yet, sadly, and sexually frustratingly, my wife never blew me.
Now that I'm home alone with my daughter and with the both of us horny and sexually frustrated, I'd love for Vicky to suck my cock. Then, after she blew me, I'd love for her to allow me to lift her nightgown to her waist, allow me to mount her, and allow me to make love to her before fucking her. I'd love to have sex, incestuous sex with my daughter. I'd love to fuck my daughter fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.



'Unable to stop from thinking about it, how hot would that be for Victoria to blow me,' I thought? 'I'd love to fondle her huge breasts and finger her erect nipples while she sucked my cock. Then, after she blew me, how hot would that be for my daughter to allow me to make love to her before fucking her? I'd love to make love to my daughter. I'd love to fuck her. Indeed, something that I'd love to see and hear, I love to make Vicky cum. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.'
I imagined her cumming.
'Daddy! Daddy! Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. You're going to make me cum. I'm cumming daddy. I'm cumming,' I imagined her saying before falling silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
Then, adding fuel to the sexual fire, she turned the sexual lust that I felt for her into an inferno. When I looked down at her to lovingly stroke her lush, beautiful, black hair with my hand, the top of her low-cut nightgown was not only unbuttoned but completely wide open. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my eyes. I couldn't believe that the top of my daughter's nightgown top had bloused open. Her naked breasts were totally exposed to my horny eyes.
My first-time seeing Victoria's naked breasts and her erect nipples, as shocking as it was sexually exciting to see, I couldn't believe that I was seeing of my daughter's naked breasts and her erect nipples. Her mother had beautiful breasts, but Vicky's breasts were not only shapelier but also, they were bigger. Hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my daughter's naked tits.
'She has such big and beautiful breasts. I love my daughter's giant breasts. I love big tits, the bigger the better,' I thought. 'She has even bigger breasts than her mother's D cup tits. Clearly, Vicky is a double D cup. I can't believe that I'm seeing her naked tits.'
It was then that I recognized what she was wearing. She was wearing the very expensive nightgown that I bought her from Victoria's Secrets. I bought her this sheer, sexy, low-cut, and revealing nightgown as her 21st, birthday gift. Embarrassed to buy her such a sheer and sexy nightgown as a birthday gift, I was sexually excited buying my daughter such a sexy nightgown. Now, I'm glad that I bought such a revealing nightgown.
I couldn't help but notice that she was wearing the same nightgown that I bought her to wear for one of her boyfriends. Instead of wearing the nightgown for one of her boyfriends, she wore the nightgown for me, her horny father. Now, I wondered if she had deliberately, sexually teased me by wearing this nightgown. While pretending that she was sleeping, I wondered if she had deliberately exposed her naked breasts to me by having unbuttoned the top of her low-cut nightgown and bloused it open with her hand.
With me a little drunk and a lot horny, I never thought of having sex with Victoria until that night, the night that she put her hand on my cock through my pajama bottoms and gave me an erection. Even then, I never seriously thought of having sex with my daughter until I saw her naked breasts and her pink, erect nipples for the first time. She had such big and beautiful breasts.
With me already horny, sexually frustrated, and erotically excited, I wanted to touch them. I wanted to feel them. I needed to fondle her huge, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. As much as I wanted to touch, feel, and fondle Vicky's big tits, I wanted to suck her nipples. Like mother, hopefully like daughter, I wondered if she got as sexually aroused as Tiffany did by just having her nipples pulled, turned, twisted, and sucked.
# # #
As shocked as I was sexually excited, I never thought she'd be modeling this sexy nightgown for me. With her nightgown so low-cut, unbuttoned, and blousing open at the front, again, having never seen her naked breasts and nipples before, I was seeing them now. As shocked as I was sexually excited, all that I could continue to do was to stare. A long time since I saw naked breasts, I couldn't stop from staring at all that she was showing. I couldn't stop staring at Vicky's big tits. I couldn't stop staring at her big, pink, erect nipples.
I couldn't believe my eyes. Hard to wrap my horny brain around, I saw Victoria's big, naked, double D cup breasts and her pink, erect nipples. Something that I thought that I'd never see, I'm unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, unable to help and control myself, immediately, I had a bigger and a harder erection. I not only had an erection from my daughter resting her hand on my pajama clad cock but now I had an even bigger erection from seeing my daughter's naked breasts and her erect nipples.
'She has such beautiful breasts and such big nipples,' I thought. 'I wish I could touch them. I wish I could feel them. I wish I could fondle them. I wish I could have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts. I wish I could suck them. I wish I could suck my daughter's erect nipples. I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with my daughter's naked breasts and her erect nipples.'
Unable to remove my horny eyes from her naked tits, as if I had never seen naked breasts before, and assuredly, I had never seen my daughter's naked breasts before, all that I could do was to stare. All that I could do was to imagine touching her breasts, feeling her breasts, and fondling her big tits while sucking her nipples. I so wanted to touch, feel, and fondle my daughter's big, naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples. It had been quite a while since I touched, felt, and fondled a woman's naked breasts while sucking her nipples.
While continuing to stare at her exposed, naked breasts, I continued imagining touching her big tits through her nightgown. I continued imagining feeling her big tits and fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown. Then, something that sexually excited me, daring myself to do so, I imagined sticking my horny hand down her open nightgown top and cupping her naked breasts in the palm of my big hand. As my daughter lay sleeping, again, I imagined having my wicked, sexual with her naked breasts.
'I love her big breasts,' I thought again. 'Yet, daring myself to do so, as much as I wanted to touch and feel her naked breasts, I couldn't stick my hand down her open nightgown top and fondle her huge, naked tits. What if she awakened and caught me feeling her naked breasts? I'd be so embarrassed. I'd feel like such a pervert.'
Again, unable to wrap my head around seeing my daughter's big, naked tits, it had been a long time since I had seen a woman's naked breasts. It had been a long time since I had seen such big and beautiful breasts. It had even been an even longer time since I had touched, felt, and fondled naked breasts.
My wife, Tiffany, had big, beautiful D cup breasts but Vicky's breasts are even bigger. Obviously, skipping a generation, Victoria took after her grandmother. My mother-in-law, Tiffany's mother, and Victoria's maternal grandmother, had huge breasts, double D cup breasts. Indeed, double D cup breasts are quite bigger than D cup breasts.
# # #
Mesmerized as much as I was hypnotized by the sight of Victoria's, naked breasts, I couldn't help myself from staring at all that I could see of my daughter's naked tits. Then, with me having a little too much wine to drink, the alcohol gave me the courage to do what I never should have done with my daughter. Even now while still sexually excited, and remembering and masturbating over all that I had done with my daughter, I still can't believe it.
Disregarding her modesty while abusing the trust of Victoria by sexually abusing her, feeling guilty and ashamed over what I did, I still regret what I did. Yet, unable to control myself from doing so, I slowly and stealthily stuck my horny hand down inside of Vicky's open nightgown top. I couldn't believe that I dared to stick my hand down inside my daughter's open, nightgown top.
As if she was my wife, my girlfriend, and/or my lover, I touched her naked breasts. I felt her naked breasts. I fondled her naked breasts. I cupped her big breasts in the palm of my big, horny hand. Then, I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. I had my wicked, sexual way with my daughter's naked tits.
Her breast felt as heavy as her breasts felt firm and big. While she continued sleeping, after she had a little too much to drink, I felt her big tits, first one and then the other. So very sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I touched, felt, and fondled my daughter's naked breasts in the palm of my hand while feeling the weight of her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. I loved her big tits. I absolutely loved my daughter's huge breasts.
While I touched, felt, and fondled her big tits, something sexually exciting to see, she rubbed her thighs together as if she was masturbating herself in her sleep. The more that I fondled her big tits while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, the more that she squirmed in her sleep. Clearly, I had sexually aroused my daughter just by fondling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. She surprised me when masturbated herself in her sleep.
Again, sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she seemed to enjoy me feeling her huge breasts and fingering her erect nipples as much as I enjoyed feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples. I couldn't believe that I not only saw my daughter's naked breasts but also, I felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. I'll be masturbating tonight and tomorrow morning over seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling Victoria's naked breasts while fingering her nipples. Then, blowing my mind, she shocked me by what she said next.
# # #
"Oh, daddy," she softly said in her sleep. "Daddy..." she whispered as if she was dreaming.
Frightening me, I was ready to quickly, and stealthily remove my hand from the top of her opened nightgown and from her naked breasts. Only, I feared that if I removed my hand from inside of her nightgown that I'd awaken her. When I looked down at her, her eyes were still closed. Judging her by her measured breathing, it was clearly obvious that she was still sleeping. Victoria was talking in her sleep.
Indeed, perhaps, my daughter was dreaming about me. Perhaps, she was dreaming about me in the way that I had sexually fantasized about her when masturbating myself over imagining her naked and her having forbidden sex with me. No doubt, with her rubbing her thighs together and squirming, perhaps, she was dreaming of me feeling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
"Oh, daddy..." she said again as if she was dreaming.
I wondered what she was dreaming about. I wondered if she was dreaming about me seeing her naked breasts. I wondered if she was dreaming about me touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, confessing to me what she was dreaming about, she said something that floored me.
"I like it when you feel my tits and finger my nipples," she said while her eyes were still closed. "It feels so good. You're making me wet, daddy," she said. "You're making me so wet."
# # #
'Did she know that I was feeling her naked breasts? Did she know that I was fingering her erect nipples. Or was she dreaming that I was feeling her naked breasts and pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples?'
Sexually exciting me, I couldn't believe all that Victoria had sexually confessed to me in her sleep.
'I'm making her wet. I'm making her so wet. Wow. I can't believe that I had sexually aroused Victoria enough to make her wet,' I thought. 'Like mother, like daughter, I can't believe that I had made my daughter wet just by fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.'
Loving my daughter's pussy as much as I loved her big tits, I was tempted to reach down and feel her naked pussy to see how wet she was. Hoping that she didn't awaken to find me with my hand buried down the top of her nightgown, and my other hand between her legs cupping her cunt, I waited to see if she was still sleeping. I waited to see if she'd awaken.
Yet, with my erect cock throbbing and pulsating, as soon as I saw, touched, and felt her naked breast, as I had written before, I had an even bigger and harder erection. With me wearing pajama bottoms without underwear I was surprised to see that my naked, erect prick had already escaped from my pajama pee hole. In the way that my daughter's naked breasts were exposed to my horny eyes, my naked, erect prick was exposed to Vicky's eyes, too.
If Victoria opened her eyes now, with her long fingers in touch with the base of my naked prick, she'd not only see my naked, erect prick but also, she'd see me with my hand buried down the top of her nightgown. Something so very sexually exciting to see, my naked dick was an inch away from my daughter's beautiful mouth. Hard to recall, I couldn't remember the last time I had a blowjob.
My wife didn't suck cock, maybe she sucked someone else's stiff prick but she never sucked my cock. I desperately wanted a blowjob. All that I could think of was Victoria sucking my cock. I'd love for my daughter to blow me. I'd love to cum in her mouth.
'Blow me, Vicky,' I imagined saying to my daughter. 'Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I need to watch you swallow my cum,' I thought.
# # #
Suddenly, with me feeling so horny and sexually frustrated, desperately, while hoping she'd open her mouth and take me inside, I wickedly and deliberately touched my daughter's lips with the head of my prick. Then, when she didn't move, while imagining her taking me in her mouth and blowing me, I ever so slowly slid my erect, naked cock across her red, full lips. While sliding my stiff prick across her lips, and while hoping that she would, I imagined her opening her mouth and taking my stiff prick inside.
Something I'll be masturbating over tonight, tomorrow, and every day thereafter, I imagined Victoria blowing me. Her lips felt so soft. Then, surprising me and sexually exciting me, she flicked out her tongue in her sleep. Victoria licked the head of my stiff prick in her sleep.
As stunned as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that my daughter licked the head of my prick in her sleep. As if she was licking her boyfriend's prick, my daughter licked my cock in her sleep. As stunned as I was sexually excited, I was thrilled that Vicky licked my prick in her sleep. I only wished that she would have taken me in her mouth and sucked me instead of just licking me.
Something that I would have loved for her to do, again, I wished that she'd open her mouth and take my prick inside of her warm and wet mouth. Tempted to put a gentle hand behind her pretty head and stick my erect prick in her mouth, I wished that Victoria would blow me in her sleep. I hoped that she'd open her mouth while she was sleeping and, hopefully, dreaming and suck me. Never having imagined her blowing me before, I wanted my daughter to blow me now.
Then, as if she was dreaming of giving one of her boyfriends' a blowjob, hoping beyond hope, I hoped that she'd take my erect cock in her mouth and suck me while stroking me. I'd love for my beautiful daughter to give me a blowjob. Then, surprising me, I felt her wrap her long fingers around my engorged, naked cock and squeeze. As if she was dreaming of masturbating me, she slowly stroked me in her sleep. Victoria masturbated me in her sleep in slow motion.
Again, never having been sexually attracted to my daughter before, indeed, with her still holding my naked prick in her soft and warm hand, I was sexually attracted to her now. After seeing, touching, and feeling her huge, naked breasts and erect nipples, I wished that I could suck her nipples while fondling her breasts. I wished that I could have sex with my daughter. I'd love to have incestuous sex with Victoria. Only, not wanting to awaken her for her to catch me sexually molesting her, I controlled my desire to have sex with her.
Concentrating on her naked breasts and my erect prick, I hadn't noticed that the back of my daughter's nightgown was nearly up to her ass. Stealthily and gently, I reached down and lifted the hem of her nightgown all the way up to her waist. From the mirror that hung on the wall across from the couch, I could clearly see my daughter's naked ass and the back of her black, trimmed pussy. If it wasn't enough that I saw Victoria's naked breasts and her erect nipples, now I stared her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy.
# # #
Feeling as self-conscious as I felt embarrassed, I removed my horny hand from the top of my daughter's nightgown. I felt so dirty. I felt so perverted. Yet, I was so horny that I so wanted to have incestuous sex with my daughter. Nonetheless how horny I was, I felt terrible to have sexually groped her huge, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
'How dare I grope my daughter's naked breasts in her sleep,' I thought? 'How dare I slide my erect cock across her lips while she's sleeping? What's wrong for me to have sexually abused my daughter by inappropriately touching her and feeling her?'
As soon as Victoria let go of my cock, I reluctantly and sexually frustratingly stuffed my naked prick back in my pajama bottoms. Doing the right thing before things got out of hand and out of control, I shook my daughter awake. With my horniness and sexual frustration controlling me, I needed to awaken her before I raped her.
"Victoria. Victoria. Victoria, wake up. It's time for bed. Victoria. You were sleeping," I said.
Unable to control myself from feeling her naked ass, I reached my horny hand down to stealthily, and ever so gently to touch and feel her naked ass.
'She has an incredible ass,' I thought. 'Her naked ass is as shapely as it is firm. I love my daughter's ass.'
To be continued:
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# # #
Continued from Chapter 01:
Suddenly, with me feeling so horny and sexually frustrated, while desperately hoping she'd open her mouth and take me inside, I wickedly and deliberately touched my daughter's lips with the head of my prick. Then, when she didn't move from napping on my lap, while imagining her blowing me, I ever so slowly slid my erect, naked dick across her red, full lips. While sliding my stiff prick across her lips, and while hoping that she would, I imagined her opening her mouth and sucking my cock.
Something that I'll be masturbating over tonight, tomorrow, and every day thereafter, I imagined Victoria sucking my prick. Her lips felt so soft. Then, surprising me, unexpectedly, and sexually exciting me, she flicked out her tongue in her sleep. Victoria licked the head of my stiff prick in her sleep. Again, something else that I'll be masturbating over, I couldn't believe that my daughter licked my cock in her sleep.
'Wow,' I thought! 'Vicky licked my cock in her sleep.'
As stunned as I was sexually excited, my beautiful daughter licked the head of my erect cock in her sleep. As if she was licking her boyfriend's prick, I couldn't believe that my daughter licked my cock in her sleep. Totally stunned, I was thrilled that Vicky licked my prick in her sleep.
I only wished that she would have taken me in her mouth and sucked me instead of just licking me. I only wished that she had stroked me in her sleep. That would be so hot for my daughter to masturbate me in her sleep.
'How hot would that be to have a sleeping hand job from my daughter,' I thought?
"Instead of just licking me in her sleep," I said softly as if talking to myself. "I wished she stroke me in her sleep. I wished she take me in her mouth and blow me. I'd love for Victoria to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in my daughter's mouth," I whispered what I thought was only loud enough for me to hear.
Something that I would have loved for her to do, again, dwelling on what would never happen, I wished that she'd open her mouth and take my prick inside of her warm and wet mouth. Tempted to put a gentle hand behind her pretty, black haired, head and stick my erect prick in her mouth, I wished again that Victoria would blow me in her sleep. I hoped that she'd open her mouth while she was sleeping and, hopefully, dreaming and suck me. Never having imagined her blowing me before, I wanted my adult daughter to blow me now.
As if she was dreaming of giving one of her boyfriends' a blowjob, hoping beyond hope, I hoped that she'd take my erect cock in her mouth and suck me while stroking me. I'd love for my beautiful daughter to give me oral sex. Then, sexually surprising me, I felt her wrap her long fingers around my engorged, naked cock and squeeze. As if she was dreaming of masturbating me, she slowly stroked me in her sleep. Victoria masturbated me in her sleep in slow motion.
Again, never having been sexually attracted to my daughter before, indeed, with her still holding my naked prick in her soft and warm hand, I was sexually attracted to her now. After seeing, touching, and feeling her huge, naked breasts and erect nipples down her opened, nightgown top, I wished that I could suck her nipples while fondling her breasts. I wished that I could have sex with my daughter. I'd love to have incestuous sex with Victoria. Only, not wanting to awaken her for her to catch me sexually molesting her, I controlled my desire to have forbidden sex with her.
Concentrating on her naked breasts and my erect prick, I hadn't noticed that the back of my daughter's nightgown was nearly up to her ass. Stealthily and gently, I reached down and lifted the hem of her nightgown all the way up to her waist. From the mirror that hung on the wall across from the couch, I could clearly see Vicky's naked ass and the back of her black, trimmed pussy. If it wasn't enough that I saw Victoria's naked breasts and her erect nipples, now I stared her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I practically saw my daughter naked.'
# # #
Yet, deeply troubling me, feeling as self-conscious as I felt embarrassed, I removed my horny hand from the top of my daughter's nightgown. I felt so dirty. I felt so perverted. What I was sexually doing with my daughter was wrong.
Yet, I was so horny that I wanted to have incestuous sex with my daughter. Nonetheless how horny I was, I felt terrible to have sexually groped her huge, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. I felt perverted to have slid my erect cock across her sleeping lips. I felt like a deranged and demented dad to want to have incestuous sex with my daughter.
'How dare I grope my daughter's naked breasts in her sleep,' I thought? 'How dare I slide my erect cock across her lips while she's sleeping? What's wrong for me to have sexually abused my daughter by inappropriately touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts?'
As soon as Victoria let go of my cock, I reluctantly and sexually frustratingly stuffed my naked prick back in my pajama bottoms. Doing the right thing before things got out of hand and out of control, I shook my daughter awake. With my horniness and sexual frustration controlling me, I needed to awaken her before I raped her.
"Victoria. Victoria. Victoria, wake up. It's time for bed. Victoria. You were sleeping," I said.
Unable to control myself from feeling her naked ass, I reached my horny hand down to stealthily, and ever so gently to touch and feel her naked ass.
'She has an incredible ass,' I thought. 'Her naked ass is as shapely as it is firm. I love my daughter's ass.'
# # #
Chapter 02: Father and Daughter have Sex
After stuffing my erect prick back inside of my pajama bottoms, I shook her awake. Startled awake by my shaking her, and with her not realizing that I had felt her naked breasts before feeling her naked ass, as if not having a care in the world, Victoria awakened with a yawn. With her still resting her beautiful head on my lap, when she opened her mouth to yarn, her mouth was mere inches from my throbbing, pajama clad cock.
As soon as she yawned, again, as I was tempted before, I was tempted now. I was drawn to remove my naked prick from my pajama bottoms again. I was desirous to put a gentle hand behind her dark haired, pretty head and stick my erect prick in her wide-open mouth. I so wanted her to suck my cock.
'I wondered her reaction if I had stuck my prick in her mouth. I wondered what she would have done if I had forced her to blow me. Would she slap my cock away or would she accept me in her mouth and suck me. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, and something that I'll never know, I'd never force Vicky to blow me,' I thought.
Nonetheless, overwhelmed with horniness and sexual desire, I would have loved my daughter to blow me. I would have loved her to suck my cock while stroking my cock. I would have loved to cum in her beautiful mouth. I would have loved to have watched her swallow my cum. I would have loved to have ejaculated cum all over her face, in her beautiful, black hair, and across her nightgown clad breasts. I would have loved to have given Victoria a cum bath.
With the palm of her hand still inadvertently resting on my pajama clad cock, wishing she would, she made me feel that she was about to give me a hand job. Then, instead of removing my cock from my pajamas and stroking it, she pushed down on me and on my erect prick to sit herself up. With her clearly unaware that she had her hand on my cock, my daughter still had her hand in contact with my hard dick.
I couldn't believe that I felt Victoria's hand on my erect prick. I couldn't believe that my daughter not only rested her head in my lap but also put her hand on my prick through my pajamas all the while she slept. Again, with her sexually exciting me, I was tempted to remove my erect prick from my pajama bottoms and wrap her long fingers around my stiff prick.
At the very least, instead of her giving me a blowjob, I imagined her stroking me. I imagined her giving me a hand job. I'd love for my daughter to give me a hand job. How hot would that be to cum for my daughter? How hot would that be for Victoria to watch and hear me cum?
'Victoria touched my prick through my pajamas in her sleep,' I thought. 'I can't believe she had the palm of her hand on my pajama clad prick. I can't believe that she licked the head of my prick in her sleep. I can't believe she wrapped her fingers around my big dick and slowly stroked me. Tonight, tomorrow, and every day, I'll be masturbating over her touching my cock through my pajamas, licking my prick, and stroking my penis.'
# # #
I looked over at her. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely.
'Going over it all again in my head, I'll be masturbating over her licking the head of my stiff prick in her sleep. I'll be masturbating over her stroking my naked cock in her sleep. I'll be dreaming of me not only seeing her naked breasts but also fondling her naked breasts, fingering her erect nipples, and feeling her naked ass,' I thought.
Hoping that she didn't catch me staring, I stared at her in the way that I had never stared at her before. I only wished that she wasn't my daughter and I wasn't her father. I wished she was a woman that I picked up in a bar and brought home. Like mother, like daughter, with her having everything in one sexy package, she's the type of woman that I'd marry.
Feeling her hand on my naked, erect prick made me realize how wonderful it would be to have a hand job from my daughter. In the way that I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts, I'd love for her to touch, feel, and fondle my naked cock while masturbating me. In the way that I had my wicked, sexual way with her huge, naked breasts, I'd love for her to have her wicked, sexual way with my big, erect prick.
Tonight, I'll be dreaming about Victoria wrapping her long, manicured fingers around my stiff prick and slowly stroking me. Tonight, I'll be masturbating over my daughter giving me a hand job. Tonight, I'll be sexually fantasizing over cumming for my daughter. I'd love to cum all over her huge, naked breasts.
'Oh, my God, Victoria. Don't stop stroking me. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. I'm cumming, Vicky. Daddy is cumming,' I imagined saying while sexually fantasizing over my daughter giving me a hand job.
# # #
After last night, taking more of a chance with my alluring daughter, I took more deliberate, sexual liberties with Victoria. Unable to help myself, filled with horniness, incestuous desire, and sexual anticipation, I imagined her naked while taking a shower. I imagined her soaping up her huge breasts and washing her shapely body. I masturbated over the thoughts of her naked while taking a shower.
Determined to see her without her clothes, with my ear pressed to the bathroom door, I listened to her removing her clothes. I waited for her to be naked and turn the water on to shower before I knocked on her bathroom door. With us only having the one bathroom, I pretended that I had to pee. Telling her that I had to pee was a good way for me to gain entry to the bathroom and see her showering her beautiful, naked body.
"Victoria," I asked while knocking on the bathroom door?
I listened while waiting for her response. When no response came, I knocked a little harder on the bathroom door again. I listened again at the bathroom door for her to answer.
"Victoria," I asked louder?
Apparently, she couldn't hear me over the running water. Filled with sexual anticipation, I couldn't wait to see all that I could see of her through the clear, shower curtain. While still standing outside of the closed, bathroom door and imagining her naked, I removed my cock from my pajama bottoms and stroked myself to an erection as I waited for her to answer. Stroking myself faster and stroking myself harder, I impatiently listened for her to answer me.
"What," she asked over the running water? "Dad? Daddy? Did you want something? What do you want," she asked louder?
While imagining seeing Victoria naked again, I continued stroking my flaccid cock to a big and hard erection. I imagined seeing her naked breasts. I imagined seeing her naked pussy. I imagined seeing her naked ass. I imagined seeing my sexy and shapely daughter without her clothes.
"I have to pee," I said. "May I come in," I asked?
I stuffed my naked, erect prick back inside of my pajama bottoms again. Something that I had never done, I couldn't believe that I was about to enter the bathroom while Victoria was in the shower. I couldn't believe that I was about to see the sideview of her naked body through the clear, shower curtain. Naked, naked, naked, my daughter was naked. Naked, naked, naked, I was about to see Vicky nearly naked.
"Okay, daddy. You may come in. Just don't flush the toilet," she said.
# # #
'It's okay for you to look and stare at all that you can see of my naked body through the clear shower curtain but just don't flush the toilet,' I imagined Victoria saying. 'Of course, she didn't say that but I wished she had. How hot would that be for my daughter to give me permission to see her naked?'
Wishing that I had glass, shower doors, nevertheless, I knew full well that my daughter could see me through the clear, shower curtain as much as I could see the side outline of her naked body. Yet, if I had glass, shower doors instead of a clear curtain, the glass doors would fog up and I wouldn't see anything. With the clear, shower curtain, at least I could see a sideview of her naked breasts and her naked ass.
With my exhibitionism taking over my voyeurism, not only did I want to see all that I could of my daughter's naked body but also, I wanted to deliberately flash her my naked prick. Cock for pussy, I wanted her to see my erect cock as much as I wanted to see her huge, naked breasts, her shapely ass, and her black, trimmed pussy. As much as I was curious to see her reaction to me seeing her nearly naked, I was curious for her reaction to seeing my naked prick.
Ready to deliberately flash her my erect, naked prick to Victoria, the devious, dirty, old man that I am, instead of standing and facing the toilet to pee, I stood in front of the toilet facing her. I wondered if she'd look over at me. While staring at all that I could see of her naked form, I took my time lowering my pajama bottoms.
Then, pulling out my prick, I held my erect cock in my hand and in plain sight before sitting down on the toilet. Sexually exciting me, when I saw her turn her head to look at me, I slowly stroked my prick in front of her. I made sure that she saw my erect, naked prick in the way that I saw her huge, naked breasts down her opened, nightgown top.
Sexually exciting me, my daughter not only looked at my naked prick but also, she stared at my erect, naked prick. Again, in the way that I had stared at my daughter's naked breasts last night, returning the sexual favor of my exhibitionism with her voyeurism, Victoria stared at my naked prick this morning. With her continued stare making me hot, I couldn't believe my daughter continued staring at my naked prick.
When I saw her look over at me again, giving her a show, while imagining her holding my naked prick in her hand and stroking me, I continued holding my naked prick in my hand and slowly stroked myself. Giving her a good, long look at my naked, erect prick, I slowly lowered my pajama bottoms. Then, letting go of my cock, immediately, my engorged cock sprang out as if it was pointing at her. Finally, and reluctantly, I sat on the toilet to pee.
Surprising me, instead of her looking away in shame and in embarrassment, she continued looking at me sitting on the toilet. She wasn't just looking; Victoria was staring at me. I couldn't believe that my daughter stared at me in the way that I continued staring at her. Hard for me to believe, seemingly, my daughter sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her.
Then, after I peed, while standing and holding my erect cock in my hand, deliberately flashing her again, I took my time wiping myself. With my exposed, erect prick still in my hand, I deliberately flushed the toilet. It didn't take long for me to hear and see her reaction to hot, shower water pulsating against her soft skin.
"Daddy! Oh, my God. Daddy," said Victoria while sticking her head and much of her naked body out of the shower curtain!
She opened the shower curtain wide enough to deliberately expose her naked breasts and her naked pussy to me. With me staring at her huge, naked breasts, and her black, trimmed pussy, she stared at my, erect naked prick again. Sexually exciting me, my daughter stared at my nakedness in the way that I stared at her nakedness.
"I asked you not to flush, daddy," she said with anger that subsided as soon as she saw me holding my naked prick in my hand.
In the way that I remained standing in front of the toilet with my erect prick in my hand, she remained standing from out of the opened, shower curtain with her huge breasts and black, trimmed pussy exposed.
# # #
Even after she closed the shower curtain, I continued staring at the sideview of her nearly naked body through the shower curtain. In the way that she continued staring at my naked prick, I continued staring at all that I could see of my daughter. Sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, I couldn't believe that she continued staring at my naked, prick in the way that I continued staring at the sideview of her naked breasts and her naked pussy.
With just a clear, plastic shower curtain blocking and distorting our view from seeing one another naked, as if she had never seen a naked man and I had never seen a naked woman, we both continued staring at one another. Unable to stop myself from staring at the sideview of Victoria's big, double D cup, naked breasts, I continued staring at her naked breasts in the way that she continued staring the head-on view of my naked prick. Seemingly, my daughter liked seeing my naked prick as much as I liked seeing her naked breasts.
I only wished that I was seeing her naked, totally naked. Having already seen, felt, and fondled her naked breasts, I'd love to see her naked pussy as much as I'd love to see her naked ass, too. Naked, naked, naked, I so wanted to see my daughter naked. If only I could see her naked, I'll be masturbating over seeing her naked body for the rest of my life.
"Sorry, Victoria. I forgot," I said with my cock sticking straight out and pointing at her while I slowly and reluctantly pulled up my pajama bottoms.
Thinking that my daughter would look away in distain and disgust, she surprised me when she didn't. Instead of looking away, sexually exciting me, she continued staring at my naked prick. She stared at my erect cock as much as I wanted her to stare at my erect cock. Then, as if readjusting myself for comfort, I removed my erect prick from my pajama bottoms again while flashing my daughter daddy's big dick.
Not only did she look at my erect cock but, again, sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she continued staring at my engorged prick. In the way that I showed Victoria my naked penis, when she peeked out of the shower curtain, seemingly, she deliberately showed me her naked breasts, her erect nipples, and her naked pussy. With her standing in the shower instead of lying on the couch, my daughter's breasts looked even bigger now than they looked before.



Just like her grandmother, I wondered if she had double D cup breasts instead of the D cup breasts that her mother had. Vicky's breasts looked huge. Accustomed to seeing my wife's D cup breasts, definitely, my daughter had bigger breasts than my ex-wife. Without a doubt, she had double D, cup breasts. I love big tits, the bigger the better, and Victoria certainly had huge tits.
# # #
After seeing my daughter's naked breasts and much of her naked pussy, and after she not only saw my naked penis but also stared at my big dick, with me filled with incestuous, sexual anticipation, I had an inspired idea. My idea was as sexually shocking as it was sexually exciting. I just hoped that she'd believe me and trust me with what I was about to tell her.
Something that I hoped she'd trust what I said to believe, I hoped that I could convince her to sacrifice her privacy for water conservationism. I hoped that she'd go along with me by doing the right thing. That night, I talked to her and told her what was on my mind.
"Along with the COVID quarantine, we're going to have to conserve water, Victoria," I said lying. "As you know we have well water and that's a limited supply," I said lying again. "Now that I'm unable to refill and replenish the well water with fresh and clean water, until they get a hold on this COVID, we have to be careful with how much water we use," I said lying again. "The last thing that we want to do is to run out of well water."
Victoria looked at me as if studying me.
"We must conserve water? Really? What does that mean, daddy," she asked?
Undressing her with my eyes, I smiled while looking at her as if she was naked. Whenever I masturbate myself while thinking of my daughter, I always imagined her without her clothes. Then, while imagining her without her clothes, I always imagined her having sex with me.
Only, sadly, and sexually frustratingly, I knew my daughter would never have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with her. No matter how much I hoped for incestuous sex to happen and masturbated over thinking about us having forbidden sex, sex between a father and his daughter would never happen. Victoria would never sexually want me in the way that I sexually wanted her.
"Well, I said. "Showers account for the most water used in the course of a day. A ten-minute shower takes up about 25 gallons of water. We need to cut our shower times in half. We need to take shorter showers," I said while pausing as if I was rethinking what I was about to say.
Then, I said what I had wanted to say all along.
"Not only must we take shorter showers but also not wanting to embarrass you or make you feel uncomfortable, but if you're comfortable with the idea, we need to shower together," I said.
Unable to remove the horny thought from my mind, I thought of showering with my daughter naked. I imagined finally seeing her without her clothes. I imagined her finally seeing me without my clothes. Naked, naked, naked, I'd love to shower naked with Victoria, as much as I'd love her to shower naked with me.
# # #
When I suggested that we shower together, she had a look of horror on her face. Then, a flash of sexual arousal betrayed her face. In that instant, I knew that my daughter would not only shower with me but wanted to shower naked with me as much as I wanted to shower naked with her. Finally, I'll be seeing Victoria without her clothes. Finally, I'll be seeing my daughter naked and she'd be seeing me naked, too.
'I can't wait to shower naked with my daughter,' I thought. 'As much as I can't wait to see her naked, I can't wait for her to see me naked, too.'
"If you're too embarrassed to shower with your father, you can wear your bikini," I said with a little, nervous laugh while hoping that she wouldn't opt to wear her bikini. "I don't mind showering naked in front of you," I said with an unembarrassed and unashamed shrug while hoping to encourage her to shower naked with me. "It's not a big deal to me for you to see me without my clothes," I said lying again.
'It would be a huge deal for my daughter to see naked,' I thought. 'Already sexually excited with sexual anticipation, it would be a big deal for Vicky to see my erect, naked cock up close. I'll be masturbating over showering naked with my daughter for the rest of my life,' I thought. 'I'll be sexually fantasizing of her washing my naked prick and testicles while I wash her huge breasts and her naked ass.'
To be honest, even though I had never been sexually attracted to my daughter before, after all that happened last night and this morning, I was sexually attracted to her now. I couldn't wait to shower naked with her. Hoping that she'd shower naked with me instead of wearing her bikini, I couldn't wait to see her naked, totally naked with Victoria. I couldn't wait for her to see me naked, totally naked.
In the way that I couldn't wait to get a closeup look of her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy, I couldn't wait for her to get a closeup look of my naked cock, my naked testicles, and my naked ass. Unable to control myself, I knew that once I was naked with Victoria while showering that I'd have an erection. I knew that once I was showering naked with my daughter that I'd try to make love to her in the shower.
Once I was naked with Vicky in the shower, I'd try to lean her forward and fuck her from behind. I'd love to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm. I'd love to hear and watch her cum. I'd love to give my daughter multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
With a flash of sexual arousal betraying her look of outrage, unable to help herself, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Indeed, like mother, like daughter, Victoria was a whore, an incestuous whore. Her sexy smile and naughty look confessed to me that not only would she shower with me naked but also, she wanted to have sex with me in the shower as much as I wanted to have sex with her in the shower. I couldn't wait to make love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her.
If I didn't know any better, my sexy and shapely daughter was sexually aroused to shower naked with me. If judging her by her sexy look and her naughty smile, instead of wearing her bikini, Victoria planned on showering with me while naked. Naked, naked, naked, my daughter was going to shower with me while naked. I couldn't wait to see my sexy, shapely, and beautiful daughter without her clothes.
# # #
To be honest, even though I never had been sexually attracted to my daughter, I was sexually attracted to her now. I couldn't wait to shower naked with her. As much as I couldn't wait for her to see me without my clothes, I couldn't wait to see her without her clothes.
Suddenly, again, as I once did with her mother, I thought of pushing Victoria against the wet, shower wall and make love to her before turning her around and fucking her from behind. I imagined touching and feeling her big, naked breasts while humping her wet, naked pussy. I imagined giving her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
I imagined fondling her huge, naked breasts while sucking her big, erect nipples. I imagined reaching down and fingering her wet pussy. I imagined masturbating Victoria. I imagined giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers. I imagined hearing and watching her cum.
'Don't stop, daddy,' I imagined her saying. 'Rub my clit faster. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, daddy. I'm cumming.'
I imagined her stiffening her legs, arching her back, and dropping her head while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
To be continued...
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Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Ch. 1
Susan lay in a ball with her knees up in the corner of the doorway protected from the wind behind a dirty, trash filled dumpster. Even though it wasn't that cold yet, maybe from her not eating enough food, she was cold. She was shivering. With her living outside without a blanket to keep her warm, especially at night, when she wasn't walking to keep her warm, she was always cold.
While rubbing her shoulders, she wrapped her arms around herself and shivered while remembering that she was hungry. She hadn't had anything to eat since yesterday afternoon at the shelter. She heard a noise that had awakened her and now, with her on alert, she couldn't go back to sleep. Instead, she listened to the sounds of the city imagined and/or real.
No longer having a watch. She sold that for ten-dollars to buy food. She wondered what time it was.
The bars must have just closed. She heard people talking, laughing, and walking towards her. Someone was coming, but who? Trying to make herself invisible with cardboard positioned in front of her, hoping that no one would see her and bother her, she didn't want anyone to notice her hiding there.
She peeked through the space between the cardboard and the dumpster to see who was in her alley. Three, young men in their mid-twenties walked towards her talking and laughing. They looked harmless enough.
Most times, she remained silently motionless until people cutting through the alley walked by. Then, whenever hearing and/or spotting rats or roaches, she couldn't remain quiet and/or still. She hated rats as much as she hated roaches.
She listened and waited to see if there'd be trouble. She was cold. She was starving. She was shivering. Starting to get a caffeine withdrawal headache, she needed coffee.
She needed money for breakfast. She desperately needed a hot, black cup of coffee. She could get something to eat and a cup of coffee at the shelter but they wouldn't open for hours.
Always having second thoughts about approaching strangers, especially men, especially when there was more than one man together when she was so alone and so vulnerable in a deserted alley, yet, she was desperate for something to eat. She grabbed her empty, coffee cup while hoping that they'd give her some spare change, enough to eat something. Trying not to startle them, she slowly stood and appeared from behind the dumpster.
Maybe, today was the start of a better day. Maybe, these three men were here to help her. Maybe, they were her answer to her prayers.
Trying to improve her dirty, homeless appearance, she flattened down her hair with both of her dirty hands. Hoping they'd take pity on her and give her a couple of dollars; she tried making herself look more presentable. Pinching her cheeks to add some color to her dirty face, she tried to make herself look less like a homeless bum.
"Spare change," she asked holding up her empty cup and smiling just as they passed by her. "Help the homeless."
All she needed was another quarter to buy herself a cup of coffee at the diner in the morning. If she was fortunate enough to get another dollar, she could buy a muffin, too, or an egg and sausage sandwich from McDonalds. Never thinking she'd be in this desperate position begging for spare change while sleeping in an alley, she couldn't go back to the shelter because of what happened to her the last time she was there. Her small suitcase of meager possessions was stolen while she was sleeping. They took her sweater and her jacket, too.
Better off and safer outdoors than she was inside of a shelter for the homeless, as long as the temperature wasn't so unbearably cold, she'd rather be sleeping here than to sleep there. Fearing the rats and the roaches more than she feared approaching men, nonetheless, sizing them up first, she was careful who she asked for money. The last thing that she wanted was to be sexually abused, raped, and/or murdered.
# # #
"I ain't got no spare change and if I did, I wouldn't give it to you, you lazy bum. Get a job," he said with anger.
Obviously thinking that she was a man, he laughed at Susan while making his two friends laugh with him too. Glad that they were leaving, she watched them walk away. She lowered her cup and after they passed her, as if a cat sleeping on a couch, she curled herself back in a tight ball and pulled some cardboard over her.
"Hey," said one man to his friend. "That's no dude. That's a broad. She has tits, big tits."
The second man looked at the first man.
"A broad?" The second man stopped and turned around to look back at her. "A broad? Seriously? No way."
The first man laughed.
"Yeah, when we walk back, look at her tits. She has tits, big tits. I saw them when she stuck out her hand for money," he said.
The three men turned around and walked back over to her. Towering over her and with the dumpster to the side of her and the brick wall behind her blocking her escape, they surrounded her as if they were prison guards looking down at a frightened inmate. No longer feeling hungry, she felt scared. Three men against her, they could easily overpower her, hold her arms, strip her naked, and rape her.
"If I give you my hard-earned money," said the first man laughing. "What are you going to give me?"
Staring at the big impressions that her big breasts made in her blouse, he gave her a not-so-subtle hint what he wanted and expected her to do by grabbing at his crotch.
"Do for you," asked Susan? "I can't do anything for you. I'm helpless. I'm homeless. I have nothing that I can give you."
She looked up at him as if she was in a daze and had been awakened from her dream. It was late, sometime after 1 in the morning. She was tired. She was thirsty. She was hungry. Now that she was awake, she remembered how hungry she was before falling asleep.
"What I'd do for you is to thank you profusely for helping me to get something to eat," she said holding up her cup again. "I'll say a prayer of thanks for you."
# # #
He laughed again.
"That's not the kind of gratitude that I'm looking to receive for helping a big, breasted woman in need," he said. "I don't need your prayers."
While undressing her with his eyes, he pointed to her big breasts.
"What say you give us a look and a feel of those big tits," said the second man. "Then maybe we'll think about giving you some money."
The second man slapped the first man a high five.
"Yeah, I'll give you a dollar for showing me your big tits and another dollar for giving me a feel of your big tits," said the third man.
The third man laughed.
"Maybe I'll even give you five dollars for sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in your mouth, that is, as long as you swallow and don't spit it out," said the second man.
He unzipped his pants, pulled out his flaccid prick, and stroked himself in front of her.
"No, I can't do that," said Susan shaking her head.
She clutched her shirt around her breasts as if she was clutching herself to protect her pocketbook from being stolen. Only she didn't have a pocketbook nor did she have any money. All she had were the clothes on her back, a bag of cans she collected, and a small, plastic bag with some personal things. She had a toothbrush, toothpaste, hair brush, a roll of toilet paper, a clean pair of socks, panties, a bra, and some sanitary pads she stole from the ladies' restroom.
# # #
"Please, I beg you. I really could use a cup of coffee. All I need is another quarter," she said pleading with them to help her.
The first man laughed again.
"I done told you already. I'll give you a dollar if you flash me those big boobs," he said insisting again that she show them her naked breasts. "I'll give you another dollar for giving me a feel of your big, naked tits."
The second man unzipped himself and pulled out his flaccid prick, too. He stroked himself while staring at the impressions of Susan's big breasts behind her shirt.
"We'll give you five dollars each to suck our cocks," said the second man while stroking himself to an erection.
"No, sorry. Never mind," she said turning away from them. "I can't do that. I'm old enough to be your mother," said Susan with a sad and nervous, little laugh.
She hoped that, if they weren't going to help her, that they'd just go away and leave her alone.
"That's okay," said the third man. "I like older woman as much as I like big, breasted women. My mom flashed me her tits and gave me a feel of her naked breasts from time to time, especially when I give her some weed," he said.
His friends laughed.
"Pervert," said one of his friends. "You felt up your mother?"
He laughed, too.
"You'd feel her up too, if you had a mother as hot as my mom," he said in defense of his incestuous actions.
# # #
The three men stared at Susan as if she was already naked.
"What if you suck my cock for a ten dollars," asked the third man unzipping himself?
In the way that the first man and the second man did, the third man reached his hand inside his pants, and pulled out his flaccid cock. He stroked himself to an erection. All three men stood facing Susan with their erect pricks in their hands while stroking themselves to bigger and harder erections.
"Go away before I scream. I mean it," said Susan. "I'm not kidding. I'll scream."
The first man laughed again.
"Go ahead and scream lady. Everyone screams all the time in this neighborhood," he said laughing while screaming at the top of his lungs. "Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Se? No one gives a shit about you and your big tits but us."
Then, when the first man reached for her, she pushed him away. Following the actions of his friend, the second man grabbed for her and, while holding her arms, he pulled back against the brick wall. The third man reached to feel her breasts through her shirt but she freed one of her arms to slap his hand away before he could touch her blouse, clad breasts.
"C'mon lady, give it up. Who are you saving it for," said the first man with another laugh? "If you flash us your naked tits and give us a feel of them, we'll give you money for food."
He stepped forward and Susan reluctantly allowed him to feel her big breasts through her clothes.
"There. You felt my tits. Now, give me some money," she said.
# # #
The first man laughed.
"Not so fast, lady. Show me your tits. I want to see your naked tits," he said looking over at his friends. "We all want to see your naked tits."
Reluctantly, she lifted her blouse to show them her naked breasts. Embarrassed as she felt ashamed, she had never done anything like this for money. Not allowing them to touch and feel her big tits, she quickly pulled down her blouse. The second man grabbed her arm again but somehow she freed her arm from him and forcefully pushed him away.
"Stop it!"
She slapped his hand away again while taking a step back, but the brick wall was there. She looked around her for a weapon. She picked up a pipe that peeked out from beneath the dumpster and waved it at them.
"Get away from me! Don't touch me. I mean it! I showed you my tits, now give me money."
The first man laughed, yet, again.
"My hand felt some big ass titties in that shirt you're wearing. You're not even wearing a bra, you slut," he said laughing, yet, again. "I'd want to feel and fondle your big breasts before giving you any money."
He looked at his two friends.
"She's not wearing a bra? Lemme have a feel," said the second man.
# # #
The second man stepped closer for a feel of Susan's big tits. With her arms now free, she slapped his hand away hard. Now with him too close to her for her to really haul back to whack him a good one, he stepped even closer. When he did, she slapped him hard across the face.
Only he was more focused on feeling her big tits than he was on being slapped across his face. He reached out with both of his horny hands and grabbed two, full handfuls of her big boobs. Then, he ripped open her shirt to exposed her big, naked, D cup breasts.
When she grabbed at her shirt to close it and to button it, the third man grabbed her from behind and grabbed both of her wrists. He pulled her arms behind her back while the first man pulled her blouse open again. He had a good, long look and an uninterrupted feel of her big boobs.
"Let go of me," she screamed squirming, turning, twisting, and pulling while the man touched, fondled, felt, and caressed her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
The second man had his wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts while the third man still held her arms behind her back.
"Wow! Look at the tits on her. They're amazing. They're so big and so firm," said the second man laughing. "She has the best tits that I've ever seen."
He leaned down to take her big nipples in his mouth. As if he had never sucked a tit before, he continued sucking Susan's big tits. Helpless to stop him from sucking on her erect nipples while fondling her breasts, the third man held her arms behind her back.
"Mama's got some big, milk jugs," said the second man after having his wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts.
The third man let go of her arms to take his turn feeling Susan's naked breasts.
"Give me a feel of those tits baby," said the third man.
All three men stared at her naked breasts.
"She has bigger and shapelier breasts than the stripper in the club," said the first man.
# # #
Immorally exposed, she pulled away from the second man who had held her arms behind her back and no longer held her arms to grope her naked breasts. She turned, and launched herself at the second man who touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts. As if she was Iron Mike Tyson charging across the ring at Leon Spinks, with a perfect textbook combination, she hit him hard with a straight, right hand to the nose and a left uppercut to the chin. The combination of quick, hard punches lifted his head up and back and knocked him down on his ass.
In one quick pull, the third man still positioned behind her and against the brick wall, pulled down her sweatpants to her knees while laughing. He exposed her naked ass and her blonde, bushy pussy. With her pants down to her ankles, Susan was nearly stripped naked.
"Look! She's not wearing any underwear. Her ass and pussy are right there," he said laughing. "We should push her up against the brick wall, bend her forward, and fuck her."
When Susan bent at the waist to retrieve her pants, she exposed her naked ass and the back of her naked blonde, bushy pussy to the one who pulled down her pants. Not missing his sexual opportunity to grope her ass and her pussy, he grabbed two handfuls of her naked ass before sticking his hand between her legs to cup her untrimmed, bushy, blonde pussy. He rub her clit and finger fucked her pussy before Susan was able to squirm away.
# # #
"Oh, my God! How dare you! What's wrong with you? You filthy pigs! You fucking animals! Get the fuck away from me," she said screaming at them.
Fighting them off as best as she could, she kicked them, and she punched them while swinging wildly, and throwing anything at them that she could find to throw at them in the alley.
Then, when she reached down to try and pull up her pants again, the first man pushed her down on the dirty ground. Now with her legs spread as if a beetle on its back, all three men had a good look at her naked tits and her exposed, naked pussy. While she was still down on the ground and trying to get up, the second man straddled her. Ready to impale her mouth with his stiff prick, he held his cock in his hand while Susan struggled to stand.
"Suck my cock Mommy. Blow me! I need to cum in your homeless mouth while feeling those massive tits," said the first man.
He laughed while turning to look at his friends standing behind him with their naked, erect cocks pulled out of their pants and at the ready. All three men were ready to have sex with a homeless woman. All three men were ready to have her blow them. All three men were ready to gangbang Susan.
"I'm next said the third man."
The second man laughed.
"I don't mind. I'll take sloppy thirds," said the second man with a shrug while laughing.
# # #
Then, when the second man pulled her up by her hair to stick his cock in her mouth, with a devastating punch to his balls, she bent him over in pain. She quickly pulled up her pants as she stood while quickly buttoning her blouse. Trying their best to overpower her, the other two were at her kicking her and punching her.
Stuck in the corner in the way of Mohammad Ali doing his rope-a-dope, she protected her face while blocking their punches with her forearms and kicking back with her legs. With them punching and kicking the dumpster or the wall instead of her, she used the protection of the dumpster and the backdrop of the brick wall behind her to her advantage. Even though she held her own, weak, and tired from not eating and with them much younger opponents, doomed to submit, there was just no way that she could defend herself against the three of them much longer.
Sadly, and tragically, it was only a matter of time before she'd be overwhelmed, overpowered, and dragged inside of a doorway to be raped, beaten, and maybe even murdered. Another senseless crime and a brutal murder, it was only a matter of time before she'd be just another homeless person found dead in an alley. She'd be nothing more than another unidentified victim, and a statistic on a police blotter.
"Get out of here! Leave me alone," she screamed. "Help! Help! Someone help me," she screamed louder! "Please! Call the police! Call 911! 911! Help! Help! Rape! Rape," she screamed at the top of her lungs. "Please, someone help me."
Exhausted from fighting them, she could no longer to lift her arms to defend herself.
"Help! Help! Someone help me! Rape! Rape," she continued screaming as her last resort!
The three men mocked her while laughing at her.
"Help. Help. Rape. Rape. There ain't no one comin' to your rescue lady," said the first man.
He laughed, yet, again.
"There ain't no one gonna risk a bullet to help a bag lady," said the second man grabbing at his pocket as if he had a gun.
He wagged a finger at her precarious predicament.
"You're on your own baby. Ain't no on comin' to your rescue," said the third man. "It's the three of us against you."
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter 1: Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman.
Then, when the second man pulled her up by her hair to stick his cock in her mouth, with a devastating punch to his balls, she bent him over in pain. She quickly pulled up her pants as she stood while quickly buttoning her blouse. Trying their best to overpower her, the other two were at her kicking her and punching her.
Stuck in the corner in the way of Mohammad Ali doing his rope-a-dope, she protected her face while blocking their punches with her forearms and kicking back with her legs. With them punching and kicking the dumpster or the wall instead of her, she used the protection of the dumpster and the brick wall behind her to her advantage. Even though she held her own, weak, and tired from not eating and with them much younger opponents, doomed to submit, there was just no way that she could continue to defend herself against the three of them much longer.
Sadly, and tragically, it was only a matter of time before she'd be overwhelmed, overpowered, and dragged inside of a doorway to be raped, beaten, and maybe even murdered. Another senseless crime and a brutal murder, it was only a matter of time before she'd be just another homeless person found dead in an alley. She'd be nothing more than another unidentified victim, and a statistic on a police blotter.
"Get out of here! Leave me alone," she screamed. "Help! Help! Someone help me," she screamed louder! "Please! Call the police! Call 911! 911! Help! Help! Rape! Rape," she screamed at the top of her lungs. "Please, someone help me."
Exhausted from fighting them, she could no longer lift her arms to defend herself.
"Help! Help! Someone help me! Rape! Rape," she continued screaming as her last resort!
The three men mocked her while laughing at her.
"Help. Help. Rape. Rape. There ain't no one comin' to your rescue lady," said the first man.
He laughed, yet, again.
"There ain't no one gonna risk a bullet to help a bag lady," said the second man grabbing at his pocket as if he had a gun.
He wagged a finger at her precarious predicament.
"You're on your own baby. Ain't no on comin' to your rescue," said the third man. "It's the three of us against you."
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Chapter 2:
No longer able to sleep through the night, Christopher was out walking again in the dead of night. He enjoyed walking at this hour because there weren't any people around to annoy him. One thing to know about Christopher, he hated noise, and he wasn't crazy about people. Except for his Navy SEAL, Army Ranger, Marine, Green Beret, and Delta Force buddies, he didn't care much for people.
Still suffering from Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, he just wanted the noise in his head to stop. Suffering from the worst case of Tinnitus, he wanted all noise to go away. He wanted everything and everyone to be quiet. With him not asking much, Christopher just wanted some peace and quiet. He just wanted to be left alone to aimlessly walk while thinking.
As if the screams were meant for only him to hear, as if the distant screams of people were amplified and played through a speaker in his ear, the screams that he heard in the distance were deafening. Assaulting his senses, with him prepared to do whatever it took to stop the screaming, as if on a secret Navy SEAL mission, Christopher immediately came to action to stop the noise. With the vision of a marching band and a parade, with him in his dress Navy blues, and with screams playing his Navy song, Anchors Aweigh, in the background, he was ready to do battle.
"Stand Navy out to sea, fight our battle cry!
We'll never change our course so vicious foes steer shy-y-y-y!
Roll out the TNT, anchors aweigh!
Sail on to victory, and sink their bones to Davy Jones, hooray!
Anchors Aweigh, my boys, Anchors Aweigh!
Farewell to Foreign Shores, we sail at break of day-ay-ay-ay;
Through our last night ashore, drink to the foam,
Until we meet once more, here's wishing you a happy voyage home!"
# # #
Not even trying to be quiet, there were four of them in an alley yelling, fighting, and making a lot of noise. Whenever he approached anyone asking them to be quiet, with him 6'4" and 230 pounds, he usually didn't have to repeat himself to get his message across, especially whenever referring to himself in the third person. Christopher hated noise, especially at this hour. It was after hours and they were in the bad part of town where even the police didn't dare respond unless they had plenty of backup, dogs, and were dressed in riot gear.
Unable to sleep through the night, walking was his nightly routine since retiring from the Navy. As if he was deemed the security guard for the entire city, Christopher was out for his early morning walk again. The night and the early morning hours were filled with all kinds of nocturnal wildlife. He couldn't count the number of skunks, bats, rats, opossums, owls, stray cats, dirty dogs, and unfaithful husbands and wives that he's seen when walking around this neighborhood at these, odd hours.
When people should be home sleeping they were out at all hours doing whatever. Once in a while, no doubt, homeless, he'd even see single mothers walking with their young, dirty children. A world in motion there was always someone doing something, and at this hour not much of it was legal. Yet, as if he was a professional Boy Scout, always prepared, if being a SEAL taught him anything, he was ready to confront anyone at any time for anything, especially for making noise.
Instead of walking with a purpose at his fast pace, he wished he could run. He loved running. Unfortunately, running attracted too much attention, especially when running at this hour through a residential neighborhood. With all the break-ins and home invasions, after surviving three wars and nine deployments, with his luck he'd be shot in the back while innocently running by someone's house.
With him as light footed as an American Indian, in the way of Jean Reno in The Professional, his enemy never heard or saw him coming. For someone as big as he was, he knew how to make himself invisible. Best he kept a low profile by lurking in the shadows in the way of a Ninja warrior hiding in plain sight before surprising its enemy. Always seeing someone before they saw him, if he didn't want someone to see him, they wouldn't. Using the element of surprise to his full advantage, the element of surprise kept him alive.
Usually, as long as he stayed off the main street, it was quiet at this hour of the early morning. This is the time that he enjoyed the most when being alone with his thoughts. He seldom had a problem or an altercation and if he did, an understatement, he could handle himself in any given situation. Yet, since he was unable to sleep, all that he wanted to do was walk while thinking and without anyone bothering him.
If he encountered a situation that he couldn't defend and defeat with his bare hands, he was armed and dangerous. Never without, and with him licensed to carry, he carried his trusty Glock 19 with an extra clip in his shoulder holster, and his Smith & Wesson in his ankle holster. In addition to his handguns, he carried a small but bright flashlight, and a sharp, 6", pocket knife.
Unfortunately, because of a main water leak, so as not to wade through flooded streets, he had to alter his direction. He turned and twisted his way without ever knowing the reasons why. As if his life was fated destiny to be at the right place at the right time, he had to take a detour. He walked down the main road for a couple of blocks before cutting back to the relative safety of a quiet, residential neighborhood.
# # #
Sometimes but not always referring to himself in the third person, understandably not always wrapped too tight after all he's been through, he experienced one if not all of the side effects of being in a war night and day. As if a resident in the One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest mental ward with Jack Nicholson as McMurphy and Louise Fletcher as Nurse Ratched, in the way that noise unnerved him and made him anxious, worth repeating, Christopher hated noise. Not having to be a loud noise but a steady and unrelenting noise went right through him as if he's being electrocuted.
No longer able to attend live concerts, he can't stand loud music. He hated crowds. As if it's static noise, even people rudely, loudly, and obnoxiously talking on their cellphones at the bank in line ahead of him unnerved him and assaulted his senses enough to make him leave the line. Noise made him nervous, restless, and jittery. Noise crumpled him in the way that men's fists couldn't.
Always ready to go on the attack, noise made him want to beat the crap out of the person creating the noise. Those talking obnoxiously too loudly on their cellphone made him want to grab their cellphone, throw it to the ground, and stomp on it with his regulation Navy tactical boots. Only, even though he thought of doing that, he would never do that. Psychological therapy for his PTSD has taught him to close his eyes, take a breath, and count to ten before killing anyone.
'Shut the fuck up,' he thought! 'Just shut the fuck up! Stop making noise,' he imagined shouting as he walked.
"Close your hole before I close it for you," he said talking to himself while zeroing in on the noise and walking closer to it.
Those were the thoughts that ran through Christopher's mind in the way of a runaway freight train. Even though he'd never talk to someone like that, threaten them, and show them his hand, he'd just hit them to stop the noise. He had to stop the noise. No longer able to think, the noise cluttered his mind and made him anxious.
Running out of the house screaming with his hands over his ears, he'd never be good around a crying baby. That happened to him when he visited his sister after seeing combat action that he'd rather not remember. Never talking about all that he experienced, something that he'd never forget, the memories were attached to him as if they were red, raw, bleeding, and painful to the touch of his skin. Then, there were the nightmares with him waking up screaming in his sleep. With him awakening the whole house, he was better off walking.
Reliving memories in his nightly nightmares were bad enough. No matter how much psychological therapy he had, he'd have those horrible visions for the rest of his life. Back then, just before he retired, he was on leave for some much-needed R & R to get his head back on straight after being wounded again in a battle that killed all of his men but him. Questioning why he was the only one to make it home, wishing that he was dead too, surviving was not all that it's cracked up to be, especially when he was the last man standing.
# # #
Charging the enemy with an 85-pound,.50 caliber, machine gun in his hands, he did what he needed to do to save his men. No doubt, had there been a witness left to testify what he did to fight the enemy and to save his men, he'd be awarded the United States Congressional Medal of Honor. Only there were no witnesses left alive to tell his of heroism. All the witnesses to his actions were dead. Still, his commanding officer put in papers to give him another medal to pin on his chest and that's when he retired.
No more medals. He didn't want any more medals. He didn't need any more medals to show everyone the man that he was. He just wanted to be left alone. He just wanted the noise and the nightmares to stop. He just wanted some peace and quiet.
He didn't want a medal pinned on his chest to remind him that his men were all dead, that he was alive, and that he had killed so many people. More than he could even possibly wear, he already had more than enough medals, ribbons, and stripes on his uniform to decorate the uniforms of several men. He had no idea how many men he had single-handily shot in that one battle but he killed a lot, enough to make everything go quiet.
He knew that it was quiet because he stood in the middle of his kill zone with two smoking FN Scar, special operations forces combat assault rifles, in each hand while listening. The only sound he heard was the eeriness of death. He wondered if the men he killed were in their version of Heaven with a thousand virgins. Because, with him surely alive and alone with his guilty conscience, bad memories, nightly nightmares, and sleepless nights, left alive, and living here was his version of Hell.
When he returned home and visited his sister, she had a new born baby that never stopped crying. Too much noise with her two other kids running around her small apartment always yelling and fighting, he couldn't stay there. He gave her enough money to pay her rent and to buy food but he had to leave. He was forced to listen to too many suffering SEALS and Marines screaming in horrible pain after their limps were blown off by an IED roadside bomb, an improvised explosive device, that maimed and killed so many of his good buddies.
# # #
Back then, the pencil pushers and bean counters gave soldiers vehicles without armored plating and supplied them with inferior guns that jammed. What were they thinking? No doubt, the defense contractors were thinking of all the money they'd make selling inferior armaments to the United States military.
Apparently, they didn't care that they were responsible for the deaths and injuries of so many Americans fighting another useless war for power, oil, and money. If it wasn't for Senators Ted Kennedy, John Kerry, and John McCain forcing Congress and the Pentagon to give his men what they needed to protect themselves and kill the enemy, more of his men would be wounded or dead. Yet, ever since he was diagnosed with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, the new term for battle fatigue, having had a few psychotic episodes, sometimes he acted as if he's a crazy man on mind altering drugs.
He sometimes liked to think of himself as Rambo on steroids with an ecstasy chaser. Even though he's had evidence of having PTSD for years, the military doctors didn't officially diagnose him as having that and didn't tell him that he was so afflicted until he was honorably discharged. How convenient for the military to use him in such a personally damaging way for their benefit?
With all of the fighting, combat, and leadership experience he's had, too valuable of an asset to be sidelined, all they cared about was putting him back out on the battlefield. Even though he could claim it and put in for a disability with the Veterans Administration for all the times he was wounded in combat, he left that money on the table for a veteran who really needed it. Not wanting anything more or less than what was coming to him, still young enough to enjoy his private life, he retired at fifty-years-old.
He gave thirty years of his life to his country. Now he just wanted to be left alone in peace and in quiet with his 75% pension along with his pass to the base to buy whatever he needed at discounted prices at the commissary. No more bomb blasts. No more rat-a-tat-tat machine gun fire. No more frantic yells for "Medic!" No more waiting for the bomb that you never hear exploding beside you or the bullet that you never see coming for you. No more war, and no more noise, just quiet.
He needed everyone and everything to be quiet. Just quiet, nothing else but silence enough to hear birds singing and crickets chirping. Just peace and quiet is all that he wanted. Is that too much to ask to have after all that he's been through in helping to save his country from terrorism and their citizens from terrorists?
# # #
"Thank you for your service," said strangers to him.
'Go fuck yourself,' he wanted to say to them but not wanting to appear crazy, he didn't dare say that in response.
'May I have some peace and quiet? Please? I just want to be left alone,' he wanted to say but he didn't say that either.
Actually, a candidate to be living in Montana, Wyoming, the backwoods of Maine, or even the hills of Vermont, places where there are more animals than there are people, he should be living in the country rather than in the city. A truck backfiring causes him to get down on the carpet or the street and grab his weapon. Yet, a city boy, he felt more comfortable in pollution, urban squalor, and over crowdedness than he did in the scenic majesty of mountains, lakes, and expansive scenery.
He hated the beach. The beach reminded him of nighttime parachute landings. Unless he was walking on the beach late at night, he felt exposed. Moreover, he hated the people that populated the beach. Too many people. Too much noise.
'Quiet! Please, be quiet. Shut the fuck up,' he wanted to say but didn't say that either!
Yet, the country was too quiet, unnervingly quiet, and, if left to his own devices, he imagined himself going off the deep end and setting booby traps for anyone who dared trespass on his property. Yeah, best he should be out and about with people than seeing and imagining things that aren't there when living alone with his bad self. An understatement, Christopher not only preferred the quiet, he needed the quiet to stay focused and centered.
Quiet kept him not only balanced but also sane. He preferred reading and meditating than to listening to a television blaring endless commercials, annoying infomercials, and drug commercials that listed dozens of side effects. As if he was Master Po of Kung Fu, with his head shaven but his eyes wide open even when they're closed, he needed the deep solace that comes from personal reflection after experiencing such horrible trauma.
# # #
With a head for math and an appreciation for science, he's self-taught in chemistry. More than just knowing how to construct a bomb, he knew how to manufacture Ricin, a deadly poison to kill more than one person at a time. Only, angry enough to kill more than one, in the way of Ted Kaczynski, the Unabomber, he had a list of people he'd like to see dead.
Ricin, a weapon of mass destruction in quantities large enough to kill, all someone needed to do was to inhale it. Yet, happy just to study chemistry, memorize chemical formulas, and know all the chemical compounds, he preferred the deep introspection of self-improvement tapes, along with the soft sounds of country western music. Jennifer Nettles of Sugarland, Dolly Parton, and Shania Twain were his favorite singers. More than once when alone at night, he's imagined himself with Jennifer Nettles while stroking his erect prick.
"Christopher loves Jennifer Nettles," said his friends teasing him and making fun of him. "He loves Shania Twain. He loves Dolly Parton. Christopher and Jennifer, Shania, and Dolly sitting in a tree, k-i-s-s-i-n-g."
# # #
Yet, Jennifer Nettles barely had B cup breasts. Even though he had a thing for blondes, he preferred women with big breasts. He loved tits, the bigger the better. Shania has shapely, C cup breasts but Dolly had huge double D ones. He wondered if her breasts were natural or artificial. Yet, not mattering to him if they were natural or implanted, he loved big breasted women.
Unfortunately, he couldn't find peace. No matter how well he insulated his house, no matter how much medication he took, no matter how much he meditated, and no matter how many self-improvement tapes, and country western music he listened to, it was always the same. The noise that he heard hurt his head, infiltrated him, panicked him, and attacked him as if the noise was trying to personally piss him off.



In the way of a foul stench suddenly appearing in his nose, noise leaked in and infiltrated his home. It filled his ears as if it was blood oozing beneath the cracks of his door. Noise dripped from his ceiling. Noise crawled through the crevices of his windows. Noise was everywhere.
Then, if the noise wasn't enough, everywhere he looked, he saw red. Everywhere he looked, he saw blood. He saw the blood of his victims and the blood of his men. No matter how many times he washed his hand, his hands were stained forever with their blood.
Blood, blood, blood, even when he ate, breathe, and slept, especially when he slept, he tasted their blood. Too horrific for even him, Mr. Macho Man, to go through, the memory dead bodies, and the stench of burning skin will never leave his nostrils. Feeling as if he's covered in blood, routinely, he takes two showers daily and still, he can't get rid of the sight and the smell of blood.
Just when he thinks he's getting a handle on his rage, something like this happens, noise, more noise. The noise that's unnoticed by others is deafening to him. Christopher hated noise and it was his duty as a Navy SEAL to make it quiet. Not as loud as it is in a closed confinement, the noise is better when he's out walking. Still, the noise that filled his brain jarred him.
His one last battle to fight and the biggest war for him to win, it's the noise that draws him right in for him to stop the noise and make it all quiet again. No longer being forced to live with it, Christopher confronted noise by handling it. It was his job to make it all quiet. It was his job to stop the noise.
"Christopher hated noise," he said talking to himself in the third person. "Shh, be quiet. Don't make a sound. Don't awaken him. If you make a sound...he'll kill you. After that, after you're dead, they'll be no more noise, and you'll be quiet forever."
# # #
Even though he didn't like the odds and felt bad for the poor bastard being so beaten, three of them were beating up on one, helpless, homeless man. Even though it wasn't a fair fight, the one being beaten obviously wasn't afraid to defend himself. Immediately, he could tell that the homeless man knew how to handle himself. He was getting in some good punches and kicks.
Keeping his distance while keeping a watchful eye, he slowly walked by the opening to the alleyway and stopped while staring down the alley. Minding his own business, he was about to continue going along his way without stopping to help the homeless man when he heard it. He heard the unmistakable sound of a woman's voice. Having stuck his big nose in someone else's business too many times before, he wasn't going to intercede on someone else's fight again, even an unfair fight, that is, until he heard a woman's voice.
"Stop! Don't! Leave me alone," she screamed! "Help! Please! Someone help me! Rape! Call 911! Rape!"
Yeah, as disturbing as it was unbelievable that three men would beat up on a poor, homeless man, it was even more unbelievable that the one being beaten was a poor, homeless woman. As if he was on a reconnaissance mission and heard a sound, a mere foot passed the alley entrance, he stopped walking and stood frozen to listen. How could three men beat a poor, defenseless, homeless woman? How dare they!
'That was a woman's voice I heard,' he thought. 'I'm sure of it. I heard a woman scream for help,' he said to himself and for no one to hear.
Immediately he remembered how the Taliban treated their women whenever they made too much noise. They'd just shoot them in the head. Problem solved. No more noise.
Only, we're not animals. We've civilized people and when a woman screams for help, with him being the right man, at the right place, and at the right time, she was lucky that Christopher was there to help her. He was ready to help her. He was ready to save her. He was ready to beat the crap out of those three men.
"Help! Someone please help me! Call 911," she screamed! "Help! Rape!"
"That's not right. That's not fair. That's messed the fuck up. That's just nasty. Those dirty, fucking bastards," he said turning back to silently, and stealthily walk down the alley. "How dare they make so much fucking noise!"
To be continued...
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Navy SEAL come to the rescue of a homeless woman.
Three men against one is not a fair fight, only, what was worse, the one being beaten and sexually assaulted was a woman. It was his job to help her. It was his job to save her. It was his job to give her justice and retribution by beating the crap out of these three men.
# # #
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This is a Non-Consent/Reluctance story. There is no rape in this story.
All characters portrayed in this story are over 21-years-old. There are no minors under the age of 18-years-old in this story. There are no sexual references to anyone under the age of 21-years-old.
# # #
Continued from Chapter 2: Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman.
Even though he didn't like the odds and felt bad for the poor bastard being so beaten, three of them were beating up on one, helpless, homeless man. Even though it wasn't a fair fight, the one being beaten obviously wasn't afraid to defend himself. Immediately, he could tell that the homeless man knew how to handle himself. He was getting in some good punches and kicks.
Keeping his distance while keeping a watchful eye, he slowly walked by the opening to the alleyway and stopped while staring down the alley. Minding his own business, he was about to continue going along his way without stopping to help the homeless man when he heard it. He heard the unmistakable sound of a woman's voice. Having stuck his big nose in someone else's business too many times before, he wasn't going to intercede on someone else's fight again, even an unfair fight, that is, until he heard a woman's voice.
"Stop! Don't! Leave me alone," she screamed! "Help! Please! Someone help me! Rape! Call 911! Rape!"
Yeah, as disturbing as it was unbelievable that three men would beat up on a poor, homeless man, it was even more unbelievable that the one being beaten was a poor, homeless woman. As if he was on a reconnaissance mission and heard a sound, a mere foot passed the alley entrance, he stopped walking and stood frozen to listen. How could three men beat a poor, defenseless, homeless woman? How dare they!
'That was a woman's voice I heard,' he thought. 'I'm sure of it. I heard a woman scream for help,' he said to himself and for no one to hear.
Immediately he remembered how the Taliban treated their women whenever they made too much noise. They'd just shoot them in the head. Problem solved. No more noise.
Only, we're not animals. We've civilized people and when a woman screams for help, with him being the right man, at the right place, and at the right time, she was lucky that Christopher was there to help her. He was ready to help her. He was ready to save her. He was ready to beat the crap out of those three men.
"Help! Someone please help me! Call 911," she screamed! "Help! Rape!"
"That's not right. That's not fair. That's messed the fuck up. That's just nasty. Those dirty, fucking bastards," he said turning back to silently, and stealthily walk down the alley. "How dare they make so much fucking noise!"
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Ch. 3
As if stepping in a phone booth to emerge as his own version of a Super Navy SEAL, he was ready to do battle. As if he was Charles Bronson in Death Wish, Sylvester Stallone in First Blood, Arnold Schwarzenegger in Collateral Damage, or Denzel Washington in The Equalizer, a one-man deadly fighting force, he couldn't live with himself if he didn't help her. He had to save her. After all he's been through to help people and after all the murderous acts he's done to save people, what kind of man would he be if he walked away from someone needing his help now?
Even if she was a sad, street urchin of a homeless woman, comparing her to some of those poor, defenseless Taliban women, she still had rights. She doesn't deserve to be beaten by three men just because she's homeless. She doesn't deserve to be sexually assaulted just because she's a woman living on the street and alone in an alley.
'Who do they think they are? How dare they,' he thought?
As does everyone else in this nation that he helped to keep free, she had the right to live her life without the fear of being beaten and sexually assaulted. She was still a human being stuck in this recession of an economy. With his sister a single mom with three, small children on food stamps, welfare, Section 8 housing, and home heating oil assistance, basically homeless and helpless, had it not been for state assistance, she could have been his sister living in that rat and roach infested alley.
She was a helpless and defenseless woman fighting three, fucked up men who, obviously, were trying to rape her. If all his hand-to-hand combat training was to come down to this one interaction with him playing the superhero Navy SEAL, he had to help her. He had to save her. There was no one else there to help her and it was up to him to save her. It was up to him to give these three men a lesson in manners by beating the crap out of them.
# # #
Except for the anger that goes along with it, putting his PSTD on the back burner, he was ready to intercede. No longer a ticking time bomb, he no longer charged wildly with machine guns firing in each hand to stop the noise by temporarily creating even more noise. He was now more able to control his rage somewhat, most times, but not all times, like now.
Even though he was angry, he was calm. Even though he was angry, he was in control of his emotions. Not allowing his anger to get the better of him, already, thanks to therapy, medication, and drugs, he was a different man. He didn't need to be the monstrous fighting machine that he was on the battlefield to fight the Taliban. He just needed to keep his wits about him to easily defeat these three poor excuses for men.
Yet, scratch the surface, his anger was still there pulsating, percolating, and brewing in the way of impatiently waiting for that first cup of coffee to be ready. It was as if there was an alien creature alive, living inside of him, and waiting to be unleashed upon these poor bastards. They didn't know any better not to make noise. They didn't know that Christopher hated noise. How could they know that a Navy SEAL was about to make their wrongs right by seeking his own version of violent and personal retribution?
'Christopher hates noise,' he thought while referring to himself in the third person again.
In the way that Denzel set the timer on his watch in the Equalizer before he decimated his opposition, Christopher cracked his knuckles in readiness to destroy them with his bare hands. As if a slow burning fuse instead of an explosive bomb, he felt his anger burning and seething, until it erupted in a flash and exploded in his head. Yet, not going off half-cocked, never going off half-cocked in the way that so many other men do, in the way of Steven Seagal, calm replaced his anger.
His hours of hand-to-hand combat training changed him from a ticking time bomb to a well-oiled machine of murder and mayhem. Only, along with his hand-to-hand, combat training, the psychological therapy he's had, the medication that he was prescribed to take, along with the meditation he's been making the time to do, he was a different man. After nine, combat deployments in three different wars, now that he was retired and home for good, in time, he'd be okay.
Now more in control of his emotions, more complete in his mind and body, he had the clarity of thought of a Zen master with all the fighting skills of a Ninja warrior and a Shaolin Monk combined. Maybe it was the medication that he took, but he was more relaxed and more in control. Perhaps, it was the meditation that he forced himself to do, yet, unless there was noise to anger him, he was better than he ever was in years. Definitely, the psychological therapy helped him.
'Christopher doesn't like noise,' he thought to himself in the third person again. 'Just don't make any noise. Then, I'll be okay, and you'll be okay, too.'
As if he was playing a familiar video game, he saw everything in slow motion. As if he was a chess grandmaster, he knew all of the moves that he needed to make in advance. Unless they had a hand grenade and were willing to blow themselves up along with him, no matter if they had a gun, a knife, or a big stick, the three of them didn't stand a chance against him.
Forget about him being a super Navy SEAL, forget about him being the reincarnation of the equalizer, he was the enforcer. He was the end result that everyone got when they unnecessarily made noise that disturbed him. He was what they deserved to get when they dared to make him angry.
Now, not only more able to control his anger but also, he was able to harness his rage to use against those who caused the noise that angered him. Staying close to the wall, as if he was part of the wall, and walking slow with silent, measured steps, avoiding stepping on broken glass, he didn't make a sound when approaching them. Slowly walking closer to them, and with them nearly in reach of his long arms, as if he was their personal bomb, they never saw him exploding. As if he was a bullet meant for each one of them, they never heard him coming.
# # #
'Christopher really hates noise,' he thought again while thinking of himself in the third person again. 'And they're making a lot of noise.'
He took a big breath to calm himself. Then, he re-centered himself to focus on what he needed to do. Never a barking dog, he didn't waste his energy with vulgar language, stupid talk, and idle threats. Never striking anyone until his hand, his foot, his knee, his elbow, or his head was forced, every blow he threw hit his target with devastating accuracy and damaging aftereffects. He never wasted his energy with wild, roundhouse blows that missed their target. As if he was John Wick, he was a disciplined and accurate, fighting machine.
With his strikes causing off the charts blunt force trauma, pity the poor bastards on the bad side of him. With his kicks breaking bones, pity the poor bastards who made noise that upset him. With his martial arts punches causing internal damage without leaving a mark on the outside, pity these assholes who were going to pay for what they did to this poor, helpless, homeless woman.
Breaking a bone and/or severing a tendon, every kick caused damage. Able to knockdown and/or knockout his opponent with one lightning quick strike, every punch caused a devastating head injury. He knew precisely how hard to hit someone to silence his opponent. He knew precisely where to hit someone to stop the noise.
Once all was quiet, the peace quelled his violent temper and his troubled mind. Cause verses effect for the expected resultant conclusion. It was more the noise that bothered him than it was the men causing it.
Only, pity the poor bastard who managed to get his full angered attention. It was by silencing the three men that he could stop the noise. Originally, his aim would have been more to stop the noise than it was to beat the men, but with them beating and trying to rape a homeless woman, he was ready to show them no mercy. In this specific case, three men continued to make noise. With them the exception to the rule, by beating and trying to rape a homeless woman, again, he planned on getting even by leveling them.
# # #
If he was anything, because of his rage and because he was now more in control of his anger, the best of the best, he was an efficient killing machine paid and trained by the United States Navy. Now, a retired Navy SEAL, he was free to walk the city streets as an innocuous civilian. Go figure. How can a trained killer not do what he's been trained to do? Not that he needed a reason but as his justification, he needed to hurt, maim, and/or kill someone for making noise.
Just as he's retired, he'd never be an innocuous civilian. A trained assassin, a killer, and a fighting machine, he never could be turned into a mild, mannered neighbor. Perhaps, not a superhero and not a super SEAL, but he's more of a wolf in sheep's clothing. Nonetheless, he was no mild, mannered Clark Kent, not by any means.
A mindset that needed to be deprogrammed, it's impossible to go from one to the other without meditation, drugs, and psychological therapy. From a killing machine to a man out for a walk, without meditating, taking drugs, and having years of therapy, after all that he's seen and done, it would take a village to help make him somewhat normal. Able to live in society without him leaving dead bodies behind of all those who pissed him off by making noise, living his life normally was as impossible as most men who dared tried walking in his shoes.
Only, much like serial killer, Dexter, he needed to hurt and/or kill someone to stop the murderous thoughts in his brain. Every so often, when the noise in his head grew too unbearably loud, Christopher needed to stop the noise by beating some poor bastard to a bloody pulp who was responsible for making the noise. Going off less, he's more able to control his need to hurt and/or kill the one responsible for the noise. Only, and again, these three men were exceptions to his rule. They beat a woman while trying to rape her.
'Oh, yeah, that will teach you to make noise,' he thought. 'Next time, maybe you'll think twice about opening your big, loud mouth,' he imagined saying to the victims of his violent temper.
Whether at a baseball game, a bar, or out for a walk as he was now, he's been able to justify his brutal, physical attacks. As if temporarily distracted by what was running through his mind, he refocused on his mission when he heard her voice again. He needed to help her. He needed to save her. He needed to revenge her from this cruel, unprovoked, physical, and sexual attack.
# # #
"Help me! Someone help me! Please," she screamed! "Rape! Rape! Call 911! Call 911," she continued screaming!
Yet, he didn't blame her for the noise. He blamed them for causing the noise. Instead of zeroing in her making noise by screaming, he turned his attention to the three men. Already having had his fill of those making this raucous uproar, it was time to put an end to the noise. It was time to make everything and everyone go quiet, again. He needed peace and quiet. It was time to make everything go peacefully quiet.
With old habits hard to break and as if he was a one-man, SWAT team, he took a peek around the corner and down the rest of the alley to make sure that no one else was keeping a lookout and/or coming and to clear it. Then, he poked his head around the brick wall again before yelling. With a one syllable word, he initiated contact with a yell.
"Hey!"
Normally, he wouldn't have warned them with a yell. He just would have hit them. Yet, proof that his therapy was working, he gave them the chance to stop what they were doing to this poor, helpless woman, and run away. Nonetheless, even after his yell, they acted as if they had never heard him yell to them. Accustomed to everyone yelling in this part of town, and especially at this hour, they unfortunately didn't see him nor hear him silently approaching them from behind.
# # #
He could have verbally assaulted them personally by calling them vulgar names. Yet, a waste of breath and a distraction, even though he was intent on attacking them physically, not that he was a religious man, Christopher rarely swore. Besides, there were more descriptive words that he could use than just a four-letter swear words. Nonetheless, mere word were a waste of his violent emotions.
He could have ignored the noise. He could have continued walking. He could have remained quiet and found solace and inner peace. He could have minded his own business and allowed them to continue beating her, rape her, and even murder her.
He could have entered the alley stealthily and unannounced and slit their throats before they even knew they were cut and bleeding out to die. Only, he couldn't do that. Not now. Not ever, especially after having had therapy.
They were too busy sexually molesting her, to notice him silently approaching. With her shirt torn wide open and nearly pulled off of her, her big, naked breasts were totally exposed. Her pants were pulled down around her ankles again to reveal her naked ass and her naked pussy. He saw what they all saw. Only, instead of him being sexually excited, he was emotionally disgusted.
'How dare they beat her like a dog? How dare they strip her naked? How dare they remove her dignity by sexually assaulting her and trying to rape her,' he thought?
They never heard or saw him coming until it was too late and he was behind them and within reach of them. Even from a distance in the dim light, he could see that this poor homeless woman had one Hell of a body for a bag lady. She had big, natural tits, a round, firm ass, and long, shapely legs with a flat, toned stomach. Moreover, she was blonde. From what he could tell by the matching color of her pubic hair, his kind of woman, she was a natural blonde.
In the way of flies on food or on a dead body, six hands were touching her, feeling her, fondling her, and caressing her everywhere while leaning to suck her erect nipples. Unsuccessfully trying to stick their erect pricks in her mouth, obviously, they were intent on raping her. When one wasn't feeling her big tits and fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, another was feeling, squeezing, and slapping her ass or trying to finger her pussy while forcing her hands on their exposed, stiff pricks. They forced her to stroke them and tried forcing her to suck them.
Difficult for him to wrap his brain around three men beating and trying to rape a poor homeless woman, what if she was his mother, his sister, his aunt, or his cousin needing immediate help? He hoped that someone would help them in the way that he was about to help her. With his decision already made by making his presence known with a yell, now, committed to saving her, he had to help her. As a man putting himself in harm's way, whether a Navy SEAL or not, it was the right thing to do.
# # #
"Stop! Don't! No! Let me Go! Help someone," she continued screaming! "Help! Help! Rape! Call 911! Call 911!"
With the therapy, medication, and meditation changing his tactical offense, he could have done what he used to do with a volley of hands and feet. He could have run at them with fists punching and feet flying. Now with his calm mind working as if he's the Terminator, an alien robot programmed to complete a mission, he was focused and ready to engage the enemy as if a sensei ready to train his martial arts disciples.
Able to read the make, the year, and the model of every vehicle and memorize every license plate of every car parked in that alley with just a quick glance, these dudes had better run but they didn't. As he approached, he moved away from the brick wall and away from a lucky ricochet bullet should they fire a handgun. Still staying in the shadows, as if advancing upon another fighter in the ring, he stepped out sideways while keeping his body a narrow target instead of wide one.
As if he was a professional quarterback on a championship football team, he changed his strategies of defense and tactics of offense with every step closer he took and every move they made. As if he was Anderson Silva, one of the greatest, mixed, martial arts fighters of all time, ready, apprised, and aware, he was a professional and they were amateurs. Completely clueless, they didn't even know that they didn't stand a chance against him.
"Go fuck yourself old man," said the smallest when finally noticing him standing behind him.
He turned to confront him with a 3" pocket knife. Already discounting him as a threat with a stare, he looked away from him to leer at, touch, feel, and fondle the woman's nearly naked body. Seemingly, he especially enjoyed touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts. As if he had never seen, touched, and felt such big breasts, he was all over the poor woman's naked tits.



'Old man? Christopher's not an old man,' he thought while referring to himself in the third person again. 'Now that I've had therapy to control my anger, I'm in my prime. I'm a better man than I was a few months ago.'
# # #
Not looking his age with all the diet and exercise he does and with strangers mistaking him for 30-years-old instead of 50-years-old, he couldn't believe this punk called him an old man. As if he threw water in his face, as if he slapped him with a glove to challenge him to a duel, and as if he had chosen the one phrase that would anger him, he angered him. Still able to knockoff 250 pushups, a thousand crunches, a hundred pull-ups, still running 10 miles every day, and punching his heavy bag for an hour, he bench pressed 350 pounds for reps.
Still able to get and maintain an erection as hard and as big as if he was in his 30's, he wasn't an old man by any stretch of the imagination. In the way that Arnold Schwarzenegger challenged Jack LaLanne to a pushup contest when he was in his thirties and Jack was in his sixties, Arnold stopped at 250 pushes and Jack continued to 1,200. Able to do 250 pushups without stopping is an amazing feat for any man but able to do 1,200 pushups for a man in his sixties was mind boggling.
"Back the fuck off old man, before you get hurt," said the little man again when Christopher continued advancing.
Christopher laughed.
"Old man my ass," he said. "Christopher is not an old man," he said referring to himself in the third person again.
Looking a bit like Bruce Willis in Unbreakable, Christopher Ryan was the real deal, living version of David Dunn in the movie. Christopher wasn't any old man that they've ever seen before. He wasn't ready to yell his battle rattle, 'Hoorah!' just yet. He no longer needed that adrenaline rush to do what he needed to do, especially with these three, dimwitted fools.
What he had now, being calmly in control, was so much better. When he knew that he was going to end the noise to make everything quiet again, he had a clarity of mind that couldn't be distracted. He had a determination of purpose that couldn't be swayed. He couldn't be stopped from what he was about to do.
His decision was already made. Even if they begged him for mercy not to beat them, he'd beat them. Even if they apologized to the woman profusely for beating her, nearly stripping her naked, trying to rape her, and paid her for all the damage and indignity they caused her, he'd still beat the shit out of them. They needed to be punished for what they did and if anyone was the punisher, he was.
Able to summon up enough adrenaline only when needed, he didn't need any additional adrenaline at all with these, three fools. If he had to, only needing his right or left thumb, in the way that Sean Connery did as Lt. Colonel Caldwell in the Presidio, he could fight them all with one arm tied behind his back. Already discounting them, they were of no consequence to him. Actually, with them having no plan, no strategy, and no education, what kind of life would they have? He felt sorry for them.
Besides, just because he's retired from the Navy doesn't make him old. If anything, it made him smart. It made him still want to live above ground. Between coming in contact with missionary soldiers, he was pushing his luck rubbing elbows with the CIA. Sometimes hard to know who was the enemy, he figured if he was someone else's bitch, served one more master, and one more hitch, it would be his last one and he'd be coming home in a body bag as did so many of his buddies.
# # #
"What's wrong with you for hitting a woman?" He stepped closer with each word. "What's wrong with you for stripping her naked? What's wrong with you for trying to rape her? Didn't your mother teach you anything?"
No longer charging headlong into battle, he was smarter now. Instead of peppering his targets with the potty mouth of a drill instructor, which he was for a while, he didn't need to insult them with mere words. Instead, with a dozen kicks and punches, he only needed one clear shot to make his point and to make his world quiet again.
"Fuck off," said the tallest one. "Don't talk about my mother," he said taking personal offense as a son who was clearly having incestuous sex with his mother.
Rubbing their naked cocks against her nearly naked body, they were all touching her and feeling her while she struggled. Obviously, it was their intent to have a good time with her before they beat her bloody or killed her. They were intent on sexually forcing themselves on her. With them all trying to stick their naked cocks in her mouth, and with her pushing them away and turning her head away, they all wanted her to blow them.
"Let go of me! Stop! Stop touching me! Let me go!"
# # #
"Get off of her now," he said putting his hand in his pocket to act as if I had a gun and, of course, he did.
Registered to carry, he had a beauty of handgun on him, a Glock 19, generation 5, nine-millimeter, just in case things got out of hand in this not so safe neighborhood. With criminals always on the lookout for victims, no one dared walk these streets after dark without a weapon. No one dared stop to help anyone for fear that they'd be a victim, but he did. Yet, even though his hands and feet were deadly weapons, he'd never leave his house without his guns and his knife.
Only, Christopher was nobody's bitch. He had his Glock 19 in his shoulder holster and his Smith & Weston in his ankle holster. Only, a sacred rule he didn't break, he never pulled a gun unless he's going to fire his weapon and if he discharged his gun, he wouldn't miss.
"What's it to you? Mind your own fucking business," said the smallest one again, a Hispanic man of about 24-years-old. "Beat it, old man," he said again.
No doubt, the small man would have attacked him but with Christopher 6'4" tall, and weighing 230 pounds, he dwarfed the man. Even if he wasn't a Navy SEAL, albeit retired, men would think twice about standing up to him. Then, again, with him having so many personal weapons in his arsenal, they were all doomed to pay for what they were doing to this poor, homeless woman.
The second man cold cocked her when she turned to look at him entering the alley and coming to her rescue. Then, as if dropping a hundred-twenty-pound sack of potatoes in a warehouse, he pushed the woman to the ground, no doubt, in readiness to mount her and fuck her. Yet before he focused his attention to the woman, he gave Christopher a deadeye look while the tallest one, a black man of about 25-years-old, kicked her in the ribs when she was helplessly down on the ground.
Assessing his enemy with the glance of a trained assassin. Either him or them. He's killed more men, women, and children terrorists than he could count or even remember. The dead bodies of three more wouldn't make a bit of difference to him. With them already giving him plenty of reasons to kill them, he wouldn't think twice about ending their miserable lives.
He pegged the tall, black man as the most dangerous one of the three. He figured him for having a gun. After he cold cocked the poor woman, he'd be going down first.
The smallest man, no doubt angry that he was so small and always looking to prove how tough he is in front of his friends, was the most predictably unpredictable. He'd take him down at the same time that he'd disable the first man. The third guy, the one who just kicked the woman when she was already unconsciously down on the ground, would be last. Just going along for the ride, he was just a tag along of little consequence, and it wouldn't take much to disable him.
# # #
"Assholes" he said under his breath to blow off some steam before launching his physical attack.
In the way that a black belt in marital arts issues a warnings first, he wished he could carry a special card that identified him as a dangerous man and a killing machine. Then, he wouldn't have to bother with creeps like this. Worn in the way of a police badge, a tattoo on his forehead, or a 7th degree black belt sown into his clothes, he imagined them running away like the rats and roaches that they are whenever they saw him coming. Yet, even if he was a cop in uniform, too stupid to know any better, he didn't think these dopes would run.
As if a pride of lions with their kill, since the woman was nearly naked and on the ground, they'd never abandon her and their chance of having gangbang sex because of one, perceived as easy to handle, old man. Already committed after pissing him off by making noise and then calling him an old man, needing to show them that he wasn't an old man, they were going down now. Mindful of an ambush, he's always leery of closed environments especially alleys where someone could be protecting their friends from above.
While he walked closer, he eyed the woman. She was just a defenseless, dirty, homeless woman, a pitiful woman dressed in rags, albeit with a smokin' hot body. Definitely, she was younger than she looked. He wondered what she looked like when washed, dressed, and wearing makeup.
'Damn she had big, natural tits,' he thought.
Doing just fine defending herself, he felt bad for her because it wasn't until he opened his big mouth and she turned to him that they got the upper hand and demolished her. A tough broad and a real back-alley brawler, she used the wall to her benefit by pushing off it while punching, kicking, ducking, bobbing, and weaving to make them miss and hit the wall behind her instead of hitting her. Someone taught her how to box and if the fight had been one-on-one instead of a three-on-one, she would have cleaned the street with their unconscious body.
She held her own until, the one with all those prison tattoos surprised her and cold cocked her from the side when she turn to look at him. She stopped punching and blocking to look at him entering the alley instead of looking at them. One punch to her soft, sweet spot and she dropped like his duffle bag when he finally made it home in one piece from the Middle East.
# # #
"Cocksuckers," he said under his breath. "Now why did you say that? Christopher doesn't swear. Christopher doesn't like dirty talk. That makes Christopher angry," he said referring to himself in the third person again.
The black man looked at him as if he was crazy and, indeed, he would have been crazy to come to the rescue of a homeless woman defending herself against three man trying to rape her. Only, he wasn't just any ordinary man. He was a SEAL, a Navy SEAL who was trained to hurt, maim, and kill his opponents.
"Christopher?" The black man laughed while staring at him. "Who the fuck is Christopher?"
Christopher stared down at the three men as if they were a pack of hyenas.
"You better back the fuck off old man and mind your own fucking business before you get hurt," said the black the middle with all the prison tats. He was about 25-years-old. He was the one who cold cocked the homeless woman.
"It's okay with me if he wants to take her place," said the black man with a laugh. "I don't care who I beat to a bloody pulp. I just need to hit someone," he said slamming his fist in his hand.
With them all in their mid-twenties, they were all so young but old enough to know better and not too young to die for being so stupid. What Christopher deemed as volunteers for dangerous duty, he wished he had these three in his squad. Either he'd straighten out in a real hurry or they'd be dead. No doubt, if they were in combat and thinking they were going to die and these three would die, shaking in their boots, they'd be peeing themselves before taking bullets to the head.
# # #
"You're a bunch of tough guys beating up a homeless woman. Let's see how you do against a real man and against a United States Navy SEAL retired," said Christopher looking down at his chest as if his nametag and/or medals were still there. "Something that I never give anyone, this is your one and only warning," he said staring up at them and looking from one to the other. "Last chance," he said. "Best you leave now before I hurt you three of you really bad."
Instead of leaving, they laughed while Christopher persevered.
"When we're done with you, your mother, if she's still alive, old man, won't recognize you," said the little man with the big mouth.
As if he was Billy Jack in the movie of the same name, a half-bred, American, Cherokee Indian, ex-Green Beret, Viet Nam veteran, and a master of Korean martial art, Hapkido, Christopher remained confident in his fighting skills. In the way Billy Jack did in the movie, declaring in advance where he'd hit them and/or kick them before he even hit them or kicked them, Christopher boasted his actions. Even after giving them fair warning, he wanted them to know exactly how helpless they were to defend themselves against him.
"First, I'm going to hit your right temple with my right knuckle to render you unconscious," he said to smallest man. "Then, before kicking the gun from your friend's hand by hitting a pressure point on his forearm with my left, steel toe, I'll hit him with a karate chop to his throat. Trust me, he'll wish he was dead," he said with a laugh.
Again, he looked from one man to the other man.
"Lastly, I'm going to hit you with an open-handed slap to his solar plexus that will cause internal bleeding and horrible pain. And," he said pointing an index finger in the air as if an afterthought, "there's nothing that you can do to stop me."
All three men laughed.
# # #
"Say what? Are you warning us? Are you threatening us? Are you crazy? Who do you think you are? How are you going to hurt us really bad when I have a gun, my friend has a knife, and my other friend has a pipe," he asked while watching his friend pick up a pipe from the gutter.
The third man turned to him with a face full of anger to tell him that there's no man and no number of beatings that could set him straight to make him see the light. Only, he hasn't had a beating until he got one from Christopher. A real martial arts technician, punching him deep enough to damage a vital organ and to cause internal bleeding, Christopher could hurt him without so much as leaving a bruise or a mark on the outside of his skin.
The black man reached in his waistband and, as if he was a quick draw, pulled out a gun before walking over to the woman on the ground. Knowing he had a gun before even seeing it, Christopher already figured as much. Immediately, imagining kicking a pressure point in his forearm and the gun flying across the alley and breaking in pieces when it landed, he envisioned kicking the gun out of his hand.
"Leave her alone," Christopher said while surveying them and the alleyway as he dared walked closer.
The black man with the tattoos turned to confront him with his handgun.
"Fuck off man," said the third man menacingly while making himself a bigger target by facing him and confronting him in a menacing posture while holding the pipe.
Instead of turning his body to the side in the way of a boxer or a cage fighter to conceal his vulnerable spots, he left himself wide open to an assault. Dumb move. Apparently, they didn't know any fighting techniques. It was obvious that they've never had any training in hand-to-hand combat and have never been in a fair fight, the three of them against a retired, Navy SEAL was a laughable mismatch.
"Don't you know it's not right to hit a lady?"
He distracted them by engaging their mini brains in conversation while walking closer.
"Lady?" He laughed. "She ain't no lady," said the little one flashing his little, pocket knife while the other two left her to walk up on either side of him. "She's a nothin' and a no one. She's nothin' but a whore. She's just another homeless bitch. Ain't no lady that would live and sleep in an alley with the roaches and rats," he said.
"Yeah, this was all her fault for stopping us," said the tall man. "She asked us for money and I told her that I'd give her five dollars if she sucked my cock," he said grabbing himself in the way that Michael Jackson used to do.
Not even interpreting the words, not hearing what he was saying, all that Christopher knew was that he was yelling and Christopher didn't like all the noise that he was making. Without all the deafening noise and without the stench of death and burning vehicles, it was downtown Baghdad and it was downtown Kabul all over again. Suddenly as if under attack and he was, as if he needed to fight back and he did, it was as if it was all happening in slow motion. Knowing exactly what he was about to do, he was a second from leveling the playing field and stopping the noise.
No doubt, they figured that he was just some, sixty-year-old fool intent on committing suicide. If they only knew who he was and if they only they had seen him fighting in battle, they would have fled the scene already but they stayed there as if daring him to fight them. Fight or flight, Navy SEALS, even ex-Navy SEALS, and especially retired SEALS don't run. He's never turned down a mission.
Always able to stop the noise, as if he was Peter Graves as James Phelps in Mission Impossible, this was his accepted mission to save the woman now. Once a SEAL always a SEAL. SEALS are born to be SEALS. They never retire. Fighting is in their blood. Fighting is who they are. The best of the best, they're better than all the rest.
Once finished fighting and once retired, they just learn to blend until something like this happens. Then, they can't blend. They just react. Trained to put his opponent down on the ground and to render him helpless, he was expert at overpowering, disabling, and killing. As if there was a trigger that set him in motion, his years of training so reflexive, and without thinking, a combative defense that never left him and returned to him in an instant, he was ready, willing, and able. He was still a SEAL.
Besides, being that there was only three of them. With only one knife and one gun between them, it wasn't a fair fight. Just wanting to stop the noise while saving the woman, he'd rather fight than flee. He wouldn't feel right until they were all down on the ground unconscious and bleeding and she was safe from them.
As if he was James Earl Jones as Sergeant Major Goody Nelson in Gardens of Stone, he gave an order.
"Make a hole and make it wide," he yelled while marching towards them and as if he was walking through a swarm of enlistees in the barracks with the commanding officer walking behind him.
"What? Huh? What the fuck does that mean, make a hole, and make it wide?" The little man looked at him and laughed. "You're crazy old man but not too crazy to die," he said lunging at him with his pocket knife.
Too stupid to obey a simple order, wanting them to stay just the where they were, he knew that they wouldn't move if he ordered them to move. Without a weapon in his opened hands, as if he were Achilles in Homer's Iliad running towards Hector, the Prince of Troy, and his two bodyguards, he took three, giant running steps towards the three defenseless men for increased momentum.
To be continued...
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Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Ch. 4
Christopher saves a homeless woman from being raped, beaten, and possibly murdered.
Continued from Chapter 3: Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman:
"You're a bunch of tough guys beating up a homeless woman. Let's see how you do against a real man and against a United States Navy SEAL retired," said Christopher looking down at his chest as if his nametag and/or medals were still there. "Something that I never give anyone, this is your one and only warning," he said. "Last chance, best you leave now before I hurt you three of you really bad."
Clearly not knowing what a Navy SEAL was, instead of leaving, they laughed while Christopher persevered.
"When we're done with you, your mother, if she's still alive, old man, won't recognize you," said the little man with the big mouth.
As if he was Billy Jack in the movie of the same name, a half-bred, American, Cherokee Indian, ex-Green Beret, Viet Nam veteran, and a master of Korean martial art, Hapkido, Christopher remained confident in his skills. In the way Billy Jack did in the movie, declaring in advance what he'd do to them before he even did it, having a bit of fun with them, Christopher boasted his actions. He wanted them to know exactly how helpless they were to defend themselves. He wanted them to know that there was nothing they could do to stop the beating.
"First, I'm going to hit your right temple with my right knuckle to render you unconscious," he said to smallest man. "Then, after simultaneously kicking the gun from your friend's hand by hitting a pressure point on his forearm with my left, steel toe, I'll hit him with a karate chop to his throat. He'll wish he was dead. Lastly, I'm going to hit your tattooed friend with an open-handed slap to his solar plexus that will cause internal bleeding and horrible pain. And," he said pointing an index finger in the air as if an afterthought, "there's nothing that you can do to stop me."
All three men laughed.
"Say what? Are you warning us? Are you threatening us? Are you crazy? Who do you think you are Bruce Lee? How are you going to hurt us really bad when I have a gun, my friend has a knife, and my other friend has a pipe," he asked while watching his friend pick up a pipe from the gutter.
The black man turned to him with a face full of anger to tell him that there's no man and no number of beatings that could set him straight to make him see the light. Only, he hasn't had a beating until he got one from Christopher. A real martial arts technician, punching him deep enough to damage a vital organs and to cause internal bleeding, Christopher could hurt him without so much as leaving a bruise or a mark on the outside of his skin.
The black man reached in his waistband and, as if he was a quick draw, pulled out a gun before walking over to the woman on the ground. Knowing he had a gun before even seeing it, Christopher already figured as much. Immediately, with him on high alert that there was a gun in play, he imagined kicking a pressure point in his forearm. He imagined the gun flying across the alley and breaking in pieces when it landed after he kicked the gun out of his hand.
"Leave her alone," Christopher said while surveying them and the alleyway as he dared walked even closer.
The man with the tattoos turned to confront him.
"Fuck off man," said the third man menacingly while making himself a bigger target by facing him and confronting him in a menacing posture.
Instead of turning his body to the side in the way of a boxer or a cage fighter to conceal his vulnerable spots, he left himself wide open to an assault. Dumb move. Apparently, they didn't know anything about fighting techniques. It was obvious that they've never had any training in hand-to-hand combat and have never been in a fair fight. Yet, the three of them against a retired, Navy SEAL is hardly a fair fight.
"Don't you know it's not right to hit a lady," said Christopher distracting them?
As was his plan, he distracted them by engaging their mini brains in conversation while stepping closer.
"Lady," said the smallest one? He laughed. "She ain't no lady," said the little one pulling a knife while the other two left her to walk up on either side of him. "She's a nothin' and a no one. She's nothin' but a whore. She's just another homeless bitch. Ain't no lady that would live and sleep in an alley with the roaches and rats," he said.
The tallest one opened his mouth to prove how stupid he was.
"Yeah, this was all her fault for stopping us," said the tall man. "She asked us for money and I told her that I'd give her five dollars if she sucked my cock," he said grabbing himself in the way that Michael Jackson used to do in his videos.
Not even interpreting the words, not hearing what he was saying, all that Christopher knew was that he was yelling and Christopher didn't like all the noise that he was causing. Without all the deafening noise and without the stench of death and burning vehicles, it was downtown Baghdad and it was downtown Kabul all over again. Suddenly as if under attack and he was, as if he needed to fight back and he did, it was as if it was all happening in slow motion. Knowing exactly what he was about to do, he was seconds from leveling the playing field and stopping the noise.
No doubt, they figured that he was just some sixty-year-old fool intent on committing suicide. If they only knew who he was and if they only they had seen him fighting in battle, they would have fled the scene already but they stayed there as if daring him to fight them. Fight or flight, Navy SEALS, even ex-Navy SEALS, and especially retired SEALS don't run. He's never turned down a mission.
Always able to stop the noise, as if he was Peter Graves as James Phelps in Mission Impossible, it was his accepted mission to save the woman now. Once a SEAL always a SEAL. SEALS are born to be SEALS. They never retire. Fighting is in their blood. Fighting is who they are, the best of the best, they're better than all the rest.
Once finished fighting and once retired, they just learn to blend until something like this happens and they can't blend, they just react. Trained to put his opponent down on the ground and to render him helpless, he was expert at overpowering, disabling, and killing. As if there was a trigger that set him in motion, his years of training reflexive and without thinking, a combative defense that never left him and returned to him in an instant, he was ready, willing, and able to punish all three of them. He was still a SEAL, one of the most dangerous men alive.
Besides, there was only three of them. More than just numbers, they were all lightweights, men who never had any hand-to-hand combat training. With only one knife, one gun, and one pipe between them, it wasn't a fair fight. Just wanting to stop the noise while saving the woman, he'd rather fight than flee. He wouldn't feel right until they were all down on the ground unconscious and bleeding and she was safe from them.
As if he was James Earl Jones as Sergeant Major Goody Nelson in Gardens of Stone, he gave an order.
"Make a hole and make it wide," he yelled while marching towards them and as if he was walking through a swarm of enlistees in the barracks with the commanding officer walking behind him.
The three men laughed again. Clearly, instead of thinking him as a threat, they thought that he was funny. Instead of thinking that he was there to demolish them, they thought that he was there to entertain them.
"What? Huh? What the fuck does that mean, make a hole, and make it wide?" The little man looked at him and laughed. "You're crazy old man but not too crazy to die."
Too stupid to obey a simple order, wanting them to stay just the where they were, he knew that they wouldn't move if he ordered them to move. Without a weapon in his opened hands, as if he were Achilles in Homer's Iliad running towards Hector, the Prince of Troy, and his two bodyguards, he took three, giant running steps towards the three defenseless men.
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Ch. 4
Christopher befriended a homeless woman by saving her from continuing to be beaten, raped, and possibly murdered. He gave her money and took her to the diner to feed her. Protecting her, he now felt responsible for her.
# # #
With his hands and his feet moving too fast for the untrained eye to see and definitely too fast if you're the intended victim to defend against, Christopher level all three men in seconds. As if it was all a slight of hand and of foot, a card trick that needed to be seen in slow motion to see it, appreciate it, and enjoy it, the noise stopped immediately. Almost before it even started, the altercation was over. Having trained these very techniques thousands of times at home, in the gym, in the Dojo, and in combat, these three men didn't stand a chance against Christopher.
Even though Christopher already told them what he'd do to them and what to expect, they had no time to react. Before the smallest of the men could even react by reaching up his hand to slice him with his knife, Christopher struck as if grabbing a fly in midflight. In the way that he hit the little man on the side of the head with such speed and with such force, his right knuckle hit a bull's-eye on his right temple and he was unconscious before he even hit the ground.
As if it was all a choreographed danced, the offensive moves were seamless. Fluid in motion and all at the same time, he was the reincarnation of Matt Damon as Jason Bourne, in Bourne Identity, fighting the Zurich police in fast speed. When his hand hit the first man, his big, regulation, Navy issued, tactical boot had already kicked the second one. He kicked the gun out of the biggest man's hand by hitting a pressure point in his forearm with his steel toed shoe and while fracturing his arm in the process.
The gun went flying through the air and landed down the alley in pieces. The man watched his gun leaving his hand instead of looking at Christopher. Then, without a second delay, stepping into him, he gave him a quick an open-handed chop to the throat. The man fell to the ground in pain with two hands to his neck and gasping for air.
With a quick step and a side turn to the left, he moved seemingly without even thinking. As if he was a piston, squatting down and using his whole body to explode up with high pressured power, he flicked out his hand and doubled over the third man with a Karate shot with the heel of his hand to his solar plexus. Without having the time to even lift the pipe he was holding, down on the ground, it was a hit that would have stopped his heart had Christopher hit him just a little higher and a little harder.
Over in six seconds with one knuckle, one kick, one chop, and one open handed hit, it wasn't much of a fight. They would have had more of a chance had there been two more of them. He walked over to pick up the gun. Then, as if disassembling his weapon to clean it and reassemble it again, he removed the clip, emptied the chamber, and threw it all in a trash bin. Finally, he picked up the knife and broke it in two against the brick wall. He tossed that in the trash bin too.
Unless they were willing to jump in there and root around with the rats and roaches, he didn't think they'd retrieve their weapons to use on anyone else. Interestingly enough, it took him longer to disable the weapons than it did to disarm the three men.
The perfect scenario for him, he couldn't count how many men he's trained to face three, armed men in combat. These three, hapless men were nothing more than misfit, training dummies. Because they didn't know how to use them, their weapons were useless against him.
First rule, keep the gun close to your body and not at extended arm's length. Second rule, never point a gun unless you're going to fire it. Third rule, as the same with a gun, keep a knife close to your body, otherwise your attacker will just take it away from you and use it against you. Lastly, telegraph your intentions with your eyes by looking where you're going to hit someone.
Again, don't flash a pipe until you're ready to use it because your attacker will take the pipe from you and use it against you, too. With them never having read a book, he guessed they didn't know any of that. Nothing but amateurs, they broke every rule.
# # #
"Are you okay," he asked reaching down to help up the woman?
She looked at him as if he was crazy.
"No, I'm not okay. I was beaten and nearly raped by three men," she said.
A foolish question to ask after she received such a beating but one that was out of his mouth before he could think of what else to ask her. Her shirt was ripped wide open and her pants were pulled down to her ankles. He looked down at Susan on the ground nearly naked.
Her big breasts were exposed beneath her torn, open shirt. With her naked below the waist, he saw her blonde, bushy pussy, her flat, toned stomach, and the side of her round ass. Christopher felt as much sensitivity for the woman as he did sexually frustrated lust. Normal for him to lust over the naked sight of her, it had been a while since he had sex and he was horny by the naked views of her hot body.
He put an arm beneath the woman to help her to her feet, while she bent at the waist to pull up her pants. Christopher preferred big breasted women, especially big breasted, blonde women. She reminded him of Jennifer Nettles but with big tits. A homeless woman who looked at hot as she still did, he couldn't imagine what she looked like when washed and dressed and wearing makeup. Yet, even in her disheveled appearance, unable to advert his eyes from her nearly naked body, he watched her tits fall forward when she bent forward to pull up her pants.
# # #
He couldn't help himself from imagining those big tits hanging down in his face while he felt, fondled, and sucked them and before she blew him. She had at least D cup breasts if not double D cup breasts. Recoiling from his leering stare, no doubt knowing that he's already seen most of her naked body, she clutched her shirt closed in embarrassed shame and false pride.
Being that she was homeless and sleeping in a dirty doorway in an alley, what did it matter? Nonetheless, and no doubt, she was embarrassed that she wasn't wearing a bra or panties. She grimaced in pain when she reached her hand up to try and do something with her hair while holding her blouse closed with her other hand. Yet, there was nothing that she could do with her appearance until she had a shower and put on some clean clothes.
"Thanks," she said looking up at him with shock. She surveyed the three men motionless on the ground. "What happened to them? How did you do that so fast? I didn't even see you hit them."
He laughed.
"I needed to stop the noise. They were making too much noise," said Christopher holding his hands over his ears while shaking his head as if he was a disappointed and disapproving parent. "They were giving me a terrible headache with all the noise they were making. Christopher doesn't like noise."
The homeless woman gave him a curious look.
"Christopher? Who's Christopher? She looked around. I thought you were alone," she said looking around the alley before taking a step away from him.
With a street-smart look, she summed him up before grabbing for the wall with an unsteady hand.
"I'm Christopher," he said with a laugh. He looked at her again as if he was a doctor in an emergency room. "Are you sure you're okay," he asked?
He put a strong arm around her to steady her? She rewarded his kindness by unintentionally leaning the side of her blouse clad breast against his hand. She continued pressing her big breast against his hand to steady herself. Other than those three potential rapists, and other than men groping cheap feels of her in the food line at the shelter, it had been a long time since she felt the feel of a real man.
# # #
"Yeah, I'm fine," she said. "Thanks. I'm just a little dizzy. They hit me pretty hard and I haven't eaten in a while," she said.
He looked at her as if she was one of his recruits.
"Where did you learn to fight like that," he asked.
She laughed.
"I grew up with four, older brothers. All big men, even bigger than you, they taught me how to take care of myself should I need to defend myself," she said with pride.
She pulled away from him while rubbing her jaw with one hand and closing her shirt again while clutching her ribs with her other hand.
"I think he may have broken my rib when he kicked me," she said.
She grimaced in pain while tenderly feeling herself through her shirt with her fingers. He reached out his hand to feel her rib through her shirt. He felt her rib while she rested the weight of her big breast on the top of his hand.
"It's not broken," he said. "It's just bruised."
She continued gently rubbing her side.
"If I wasn't feeling so weak from not eating, I would have kicked their asses," she said.
He looked at her as if he was a battlefield medic doctor. Yet, having helped dozens of wounded men on the battlefield, he knew something about injuries.
# # #
"Breathe in," he said. "May I?"
She allowed his hand access inside her shirt. He unbuttoned her shirt and reached inside her unbuttoned shirt to feel her rib with an experienced fingers and a gentle hand. With her breasts so large and without her wearing a brassiere, he was unable to prevent himself from feeling the sides of her naked tits.
"Take a big breath in and then slowly breathe out. Does it hurt to breathe," he asked looking up at her instead of staring at her naked breasts?
Since she wasn't wearing a bra and her breasts were so large, when he reached his hand inside her open shirt to feel her rib, her heavy breast rested on the top of his hand. After having been groped most of her life by horny men, she knew that men don't need to use their fingers and horny hands to feel women's breasts. Men have breast sensors all over their bodies. They can cop a cheap feel of a woman's breast with their forearm, elbow, knee, leg, shoulder, back, and even with the back of their hands.
Yet, as his reward for saving her from the three men, she allowed him to continue to unintentionally, or deliberately grope her naked breasts. Solely from the firmness of her breast on the back of his hand, as if he was Sherlock Holmes on a breast investigation, Christopher deduced correctly that she was younger than she looked. In the way that she was holding her own in fighting them, he wondered if she was an undercover cop but if she was, she'd have plenty of backup watching her back.
"No, it doesn't hurt to breathe but it hurts to move, especially when I lift my arm," she said.
He continued feeling her side. Then, he removed his hand from inside of her blouse.
"Lucky for you it's only bruised and not broken," he said.
He reached his hand inside her unbuttoned shirt again to feel her rib again as his pretense to feel her breast again, if even only with the breast sensors on the back of his hand. She had big tits, really big tits, and they were as heavy as they were firm. With it having been a while since he felt a woman's naked breasts, he enjoyed feeling her naked breast resting on his hand.
"Thank you," she said.
She pulled away from him again when, no doubt, realizing that he was copping a cheap feels of her naked breasts on the pretense of checking her for injuries. In the way she was so shapely put together, in checking her for more internal injuries, he'd love to give her a complete physical exam from pussy to breast. She had a beautiful body and he wouldn't mind seeing her naked again. Only, she desperately needed a shower.
# # #
"You'll be fine in a week or so," he said reluctantly removing his hand from inside her shirt when she pulled away from him.



As if he was an emergency room doctor and, in the way that he's helped soldiers survive battlefield wounds, he was more than qualified to tend to her bruised ribs. After seeing her up close, a real diamond in the rough, he'd love to give her the full physical attention whether medical or not that she clearly needed and deserved.
"Bastard," she said kicking the unconscious man in the ribs, the one who kicked her in the ribs, ribs, before kicking him in the face.
"That's going to leave a bruise," he said laughing. "Okay that's enough," he said.
Whether deliberately or unintentionally, he cupped both of her big breasts in the palms of his horny hands when he wrapped his arms around her. He pulled her away from the man before giving him his own, swift Karate kick to the ribs. Definitely, in the way that he kicked him and knew how to hurt him, no doubt, he broke his ribs for the bruised ribs that he gave her.
When he wrapped his arms around her, he quickly removed his hands from cupping her breasts. With both arms wrapped around both of her breasts and her round ass firmly pressed against the front of him, he immediately had an erection. Not considering before, it was then that he imagined being with her. He imagined kissing her, French kissing her. He imagined making out with her. He imagined making love to her before he imagined fucking her.
# # #
"Bastard," she said.
She was more focused on kicking the unconscious man than on him holding her while feeling her body with every sexual nerve ending that he possessed. When Christopher pulled her away from going berserk on the man, he unintentionally cupped her entire big tit in the palm of his hand again. Paying him no never mind of him groping her big breast, she spit her outrage on the man after extricating herself from his hold again.
"You're thinly bony," he said with a laugh. "You weigh nothing. When did you last eat?"
He looked at her while imagining her in cleaner clothes, a short skirt, and a low-cut blouse, her hair done, and her wearing makeup. If she looked this good now dirty, she'd be stunning with some pampering. He looked at her while wondering why she was out here alone with no one to protect her. With him believing that there was a reason for everything, he looked at her as if seeing her for the first time.
"Eat? I dunno. I'm not sure. I no longer have a watch. I hawked that to buy some much needed food," she said. "Now, without having a watch to keep track of the time, one day seems like another," she said with a shrug. "All that I know is that I was starving last night and I'm even hungrier this morning."
She looked at him confused while wiping her nose with her dirty sleeve.
"What day is it today? After a while, I get confused," she said with a sad, little shrug. "When you're out here with no money and no hope, it's hard to tell one day from the next. They all feel the same with morning dragging into night before starting all over again."
He nodded his head.
"Trust me. I know the feeling," he said. "C'mon. Let's get you something to eat. The diner is open down the block. I could use some grub and I hate eating alone. My treat."
# # #
She grabbed what little personal possessions she had.
"Okay," she said picking up her bag of cans.
He took the bag of cans from her hand.
"Leave them," he said.
She looked at him as if he was crazy.
"Leave them? Are you nuts? Do you know how long it took me to collect those cans?" She grabbed for her cans but he pulled the bag away. "I can't leave my cans."
He chuckled.
"You can't take a bag of cans with you in the diner," he said. "Don't worry. I'll give you money."
Then, when she looked and gave him a questioning look, he eased her worry.
"No strings attached. I'm helping you in the way that I hope that someone would help my sister should she be in a similar situation," he said.
She smiled up at him.
"Thank you," she said.
# # #
She reached for the bag of cans again.
"But I can't leave my cans," she stomped her foot as if she was a spoiled child. "Someone will take them. It took me all day to collect those cans. There's enough money in that bag to buy me coffee and a muffin and to eat off of for a couple of days. There must be three hundred cans in that bags. That's about fifteen dollars and there's not another can to be found in this whole alley," she said.
Even though she was hard pressed to do the math in her head, she looked at her bag of cans with a knowledgeable eye. She stared at her plastic bag of cans as it was filled with money.
"Here," he said handing her three twenties. "I just bought them from you for four times what you would have gotten to recycle them. Now they're my cans. Leave them. C'mon, let's go eat. I'm hungry and I sure could use a cup of coffee," he said.
She stuffed the sixty-dollars in her pocket.
"Okay. Thank you," she said.
She stuffed the bag of cans behind a trash bin and covered them with cardboard.
"I'm just making sure that no one steals your cans," she said looking up at him with a little, sexy grin.
She continued smiling up at him while wiping dirt off her face with her dirty sleeve.
# # #
"Will they allow me inside? I know the diner. I tried buying coffee there once before and they were rude to me," she looked at him with sadness. "I'm really grubby and I smell," she said smelling her armpit.
He chuckled again.
"Don't worry. You're with me. You're my guest. Trust me, they'll allow you to eat there," he said with kindness.
She gave him a sad, little look.
"Even though I was so cold, so tired, and even though I just wanted to sit and rest before falling over, they said that I had to take the coffee outside to drink," she said as if she was about to burst in tears. She continued telling him her sad tale. "As good as any other customer, I was a paying customer too," she said with anger. "I gave them my last dollar for a lousy cup of coffee."
She paused as if thinking about if she should continue telling him the rest of her sad story. She looked away from him with an embarrassed look.
"What? Tell me," he said. "Trust me. You're with a friend."
She looked down at the ground.
"I really needed to use the bathroom and as soon as I walked back outside and the cold air hit me, I peed myself," she said beginning to cry.
Christopher wanted to hug her but backed off to give her some space.
"I'm so sorry," he said. "I apologize for their treatment of you."
# # #
"I heard the waitress laugh to the other waitress that I smelled," she said looking at him with tears in her eyes. "Okay, yeah, sure, no doubt I smelled after I peed myself but I don't smell, especially in the cold," she said lifting her arm to smell her pit again. "I don't know how anything or anyone can smell in the cold. Besides, I take a shower, not every day, but I shower in the shelter whenever I can."
He touched her hand.
"Don't worry about not being served. You're my guest and you don't smell," he said moving her long, blonde hair out of her face.
Not a typical bag lady, when he moved her lush, blonde hair out of the way, he imagined she was Rapunzel or Cinderella. He imagined moving her hair from her face just before kissing her. As if she was a movie star on a sound stage, after seeing her closer and under the soft glow of the street light, and after she cleaned herself up, he wouldn't mind going to bed with her every night and waking up to her every morning.
Suddenly, he had an image of her wearing a long, lavender nightgown that buttoned halfway down the front. He imagined himself taking the time to slowly unbutton every button while looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before reaching his hand inside to feel her abundant breasts and finger her hard nipples while kissing her. Continuing his sudden enamored vision of her, especially after seeing her without any warm outerwear, he imagined dressing her for the cold while warming her within his strong arms.
He imagined spoiling her. He imagined buying her fleece gloves, a tam hat, in the way that Talia Shire wore in Rocky as Adrian, and a scarf wrapped around her neck. Wearing nothing more than an unzipped, 800 down vest to keep her warm and to protect her from his horny hands, he imagined himself kissing her while feeling her everywhere. Not stopping his imagination there, he imagined marrying her and buying her a cute, little, green Mini Cooper S as her wedding gift. A common occurrence, a protector falling for the victim, he wondered if she was falling for him, too.
"Thank you," she said shivering. "You're too kind."
He removed his jacket.
"Here," he said. He removed his holster, removed his shirt, and buckled the holster under his shirt. "Wear this. It's Polartec," he said placing his jacket over her shoulders while holding out the jacket to help her arm inside. "It will keep you warm."
He took her all in as if noticing her for the first time. With him 6'4" tall, he liked that fact that she was tall, maybe 5'9" or 5'10" tall. With her nearly as tall as he was, she'd be even taller had she been wearing heels.
He liked that she was blonde and busty with big, blue eyes. He had a thing for blonde women with big tits and blue eyes. Only all the blondes he's ever been with were dyed blonde and judging from her pubic hair, she's a natural blonde just as her breasts are natural and not surgically enhanced.
Too busy paying attention to the three men, he hadn't taken the time to look at her, really look at her until the way that he was looking at her now. Never thinking that he'd make it home alive from his next deployment, all the women in his life were one-night stands of drinking, desperate groping, and sweating in a cheap motel room. Except for his sister, all of the women in his life didn't matter to him in the way that this woman suddenly mattered to him now.
He wanted to help her. He wanted to take care of her. Was this fate that they met or was he thinking more about her as a romantic connection than she was thinking about him as a romantic connection?
# # #
"Thanks," she said.
She put on his jacket and zippered it all the way up against the cold, and to hide her dirty blouse and her braless breasts while staring down at his concealed weapon.
"You have a gun," she asked. She looked at him hard. "Are you a cop?"
He shook his head no.
"Yes, I do have a gun but I'm not a cop. I'm a retired Navy SEAL and I have a permit to carry a concealed weapon. A part of me as if it's an extension of my hand, I don't go out without my weapon."
She looked at him with curiosity.
"Then, I don't understand," she said.
He smiled at her.
"What don't you understand," he asked while staring down at her?
"Why didn't you use the gun on them?"
He laughed.
"I didn't need to use my gun on them. I was in no imminent danger or threat of death to use deadly force. Besides, I never pull my gun unless I'm going to use it," he said.
He gave her a smile.
"Furthermore, with three men, there's always the chance that my gun could be taken from me and used against me. Besides my real weapons are my mind, my resolve, my hands, and my feet. None of those can be used against me. Sometimes, especially in close hand-to-hand combat, a gun just gets in my way." He looked at her and smiled again. "Besides," he said with a laugh. "There were only three of them."
She looked at him with concern.
"Yeah but, they could have..."
He made a face.
"They could have what? Bled? Vomited? Peed all over themselves?"
He laughed.
"As it was, it wasn't a fair fight," he said with a smug laugh. "Seriously," he said as if it was no big deal. "There were only three of them. Having been down this road before in more dangerous situations, it takes more than three men, men who aren't trained in hand-to-hand combat, to get the better of me."
She looked at him as if I was nuts.
"But one had a gun, the other a knife, and the third had a pipe. How is that not a fair fight? Fair for them but not for you," she said with a look of disbelief.
He chuckled.
"It was obvious to me in the way they were standing and holding their weapons that they had no idea how to use them. As far as I was concerned, their weapons were my weapons to take from them and to use on them," he said with a grin.
She looked at him with confusion.
"Who are you?"
He puffed out his chest as if his commanding officer was pinning another medal on him.
"I'm a United States Navy Seal, Christopher Ryan, retired, at your service Ma'am," he said with a shit eating grin.
She gave him a wide smile.
"Wow! Lucky me," she said returning his smile. "I'm lucky to have had a Navy SEAL come to my rescue," she said.
# # #
As if they were old friends, seemingly comfortable with one another, they continued talking as they walked to the diner.
"I'm a movie buff," she said. "I used to watch the old black and white movies when I was a kid. A latch key kid, my Mom worked during the day and I stayed home alone after school."
She didn't tell him that her mother was a stripper, a prostitute, and an all-around whore.
"I remember watching this one, old movie, Soldier in the Rain, one of my all-time favorite movies, right up there with Requiem for a Heavyweight with Anthony Quinn, on the Waterfront with Marlon Brando, and Old Man and the Sea with Spencer Tracy," she said rattling off her favorite, old, black and white movies.
He smiled at her while touching her hand.
"Anyway, Solder in the Rain starred Jackie Gleason and Steve McQueen. Jackie Gleason played a tough, smart, Sergeant Major who did crossword puzzles in pen. Have you seen the movie?"
He stopped in front of the diner.
"No. I haven't seen any of those movies. Well, here we are," he said opening the door of the diner for her to enter.
She paused staring at the diner before looking up at him.
"Wait. I can't go in there. Can't we take the food to go," she said baulking by taking a step backward. "They'll recognize me. I'm hard to miss. There aren't many homeless women living on the street, especially one that's a tall, blonde, blue-eyed with big tits," she said with a laugh. "TBBBT."
He gave her a questioning look.
"TBBBT? What's that?"
She laughed.
"That was my nickname in high school, TBBBT, tall, blonde, and blue-eyed, with big tits," she said with another laugh.
# # #
He grabbed her by the hand and walked in the diner ahead of her while pulling his reluctant, late night, supper guest along.
"Hi Pete," he said with a wave. "My sister and I are going to grab the booth in back," he said pointing to the empty booth.
Pete waved his hand.
"Yeah, sure, Christopher," said Pete smiling at Christopher before he scowled when eyeing Susan and her disheveled appearance.
Pete didn't dare say a word after Christopher stopped a robbery attempt one early morning. Open 24 hours, his usual routine after his late night, early morning walk was to hit the diner for coffee with apple pie and ice cream. As he approached the restaurant, always alert, Christopher heard shouts from the street before opening the door to the small diner.
Pete was out on the floor. He's never out on the floor. He's always positioned behind the open, high counter window in the kitchen, while his waitress takes cares of the customers out front.
With just a telling look from Pete, Christopher knew that there was more than just coffee brewing. There was trouble. Not waiting for the men to reveal their weapons and make their deadly move, Christopher made the first strike with a sidekick to the knee of the man who stood closest to him.
His gun hit the floor before he did. Christopher reached down and recovered the weapon before he did. Then, coming up fast and hard, he pistol whipped the second man in the nuts with his friend's gun while taking his weapon away from him too. Just as it was in the alley, the altercation was over in three seconds. Just it was in the alley, it took him longer to disable the weapons than to defeat the perpetrators.
Pete called the police and had the two arrested. Ever since then, whatever he ordered was on the house. Only tonight, wanting to give this homeless woman a belated Thanksgiving Day feast, he intended to pay for her food.
# # #
They sat in the booth across from one another. Sally, the waitress, handed them menus while looking from Christopher to stare at Susan before looking back at Christopher with a questioning look on her face.
"Coffee?"
Christopher looked at Susan and she nodded.
"Two coffees," he said and the waitress left to retrieve her coffee pot.
Christopher didn't even have to open his menu. He knew the menu by heart.
"Order whatever you want. Whatever you don't finish, you can take with you to eat later," he said. "Don't worry about what it costs. It's all on me," he said.
Susan gave him a big smile.
"Okay," said Susan already busy looking at the menu before she looked up to study Christopher. "Thank you but I can't decide what I want."
Christopher turned to Pete.
"We're both really hungry. Give us everything on the breakfast menu, Pete. I'm paying," said Christopher.
Pete busied himself in the kitchen.
"You got it, Christopher."
He looked at Susan.
"What's your name?"
She smiled.
"Susan. Susan Jill Parker."
To be continued...
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Birds & Bees Talk with Stepmother
Stepmother, Elizabeth, has an interactive talk with her virgin stepson, Homer, about sex.
# # #
Author's Note:
As Literotica no longer accepts true, incestuous stories, this story is not true. Alas, unfortunately, and sadly, this incestuous story is a work of fiction. I'm sorry but nothing in this story is factual. It's all make believe. Everything is embellished for sexual sensationalism.
With that said, Elizabeth asked me to write this fictional story about her stepson, Homer. Instead of just telling him about sex, a novel way for her to sexually educate him, she imagined teaching him about the birds and the bees by actually having sex with him. Something she wished would really happen, she sexually fantasized over her stepson.
'Every stepson wished they had a sexually, consensually, and willing stepmother who would have incestuous sex with them,' I thought while writing this. 'Wow! What a woman? What an unbelievable woman to have sex with her stepson while teaching him about the birds and the bees.'
# # #
With her unembarrassed and unashamed for Homer to see her naked, she masturbated herself while imagining her stepson seeing her naked. She masturbated herself while imagining seeing her stepson naked. She masturbated herself while imagining having forbidden sex with her stepson. Suffice to write with her sexually frustrated and horny, taking long, bubble baths every day, she masturbated herself in her tub.
'Maybe by having the sex talk with my stepson, with one thing leading to another, I can fuck him and suck him without feeling guilty, remorseful, and/or ashamed,' she thought.
With her never actually having had sex with her stepson, this fictional story is her imagined, incestuous relationship of her having sex with Homer. This is what Elizabeth wished would sexually happen. Whether this story is make believe or not, this story is her masturbation fantasy of having incestuous sex with her stepson.
# # #
Birds & Bees Talk with Stepmother
After my husband, Bob, went to prison for life without parole, I was home alone with my 20-year-old stepson, Homer. My husband's child from his first marriage after his wife was killed in a car crash, I had raised him since he was a child. By making it look like a tragic automobile accident, we all suspected that Bob had murdered his first wife to marry me, a stripper that he met at a strip club.
What did I know? I thought he was just a nice guy with pockets bulging with money to spend on me. Not treating in the way that men normally treat a stripper, he was always kind, loving, and respectful. He loved me as much as I loved him.
Bob gave me full custody of my stepson after he began serving his lifelong sentence. I loved Homer as if he was my flesh and blood. With me his only relative, willing to care for him and love him, I only wanted the best for him. Yet, as Homer grew older, and with him now 20-years-old, I started to sexually think about him in a forbidden, incestuous way.
Fortunately for me, no longer having to work, as if I had won the lottery, my husband left me money, a lot of money. Actually, he left me a small fortune. He left me a little more than two-million-dollars in cash hidden all over the house.
With him having carpentry skills, he painstakingly hid the money in secret locations. God forbid we had a house fire; I'd be tearing out walls trying to save the money before saving myself. Instead of squandering money on fast cars, partying with whores and strippers, and buying drinks for friends, once he met me, he saved his money. Thinking more about me and Homer, should he go to jail, he squirreled away his cash from the armed robberies that he did and the murders for hire that he was paid to do.
Except for his occasional visits to strip clubs, not to see strippers, he talked with and planned jobs with his mob friends without fear of being recorded. He made all of his nefarious, criminal deals, in strip clubs while we lived a quiet life in suburbia. I'm glad that the police arrested him at a strip club instead of arresting him at home. Then, even when they came to my door with a search warrants, one for our house, one for our garage, and one for my car. I was relieved that my neighbors were not home and were all at work.
Making a mess of everything, they tour the house apart while looking for my husband's loot. Instead of having of bringing currency sniffing dogs, dogs that can sniff out the ink on money, they brought drug sniffing dogs, but my husband didn't deal in drugs. Besides, with Bob's money buried behind walls and mixed with plenty of coffee grounds to throw off a dog's scent, cash sniffing dogs are generally used at airports to sniff luggage.
Bob's special talent was planning robberies and, if the money was good, murder for hire. He was a skilled hitman. During their surprise raid, the police found nothing, not a dollar. No doubt suspecting that the police would knock at his door one day, Bob hid his money well. They not only searched the house but also, they searched the garage, and they searched my car.
# # #
As devious as John Wick when hiding anything, everything in the house appeared as if it belonged there. Yet, with secret panels opened with a remote control, in the way that Tony Soprano hid his guns in plain sight in secret panels in his house, Bob did the same thing with his money. Nothing to find in the garage, the garage walls weren't even insolated. In the way that they searched the 1970 Lincoln Continental Mark111 in the French Connection, dissembling it, they searched my Chevy Impala and still found nothing.
As long as I was careful and not flashy spending money, I had plenty enough money to last our lifetimes. The verbal agreement that I had with my husband was that I would care for his son and he would care for us by allowing me to use his illegally, gotten money. Also, that I would deposit money in his prison account for him to buy whatever he needed at the inmate commissary.
I had plenty enough money to pay for our monthly mortgage on our house, pay all of our monthly bills, eventually buy a new car for myself, buy Homer a car, and pay for his college education. Even after paying all of those monthly expenses throughout the years, I'd still have more than a million-dollars in cash left to support ourselves. We never worried about not having enough money to support ourselves.
Other than a safe deposit box at the bank, the only thing that I couldn't do was to deposit the money in my checking account at bank. With that amount of cash calling undue attention to myself, any deposit over $9,999.00 would alert the IRS. The last thing that I wanted was an IRS agent auditing us, looking up my skirt, inside my bikini panties, and inside my low-cut double D cup bra for undeclared income.
Instead, of depositing large, lump sums of cash that would trigger an IRS investigation and a subsequent audit, I made regular, smaller, one to five-thousand-dollar deposits of cash in my checking account. I bought money orders to pay some of my bills. Being smart about hiding the money, I used debit cards, gift cards, and charge cards to buy whatever else we needed. Instead of calling attention to ourselves by buying a new Cadillac Escalade, we blended in our neighborhood by continuing to drive our three-year-old, Chevy Impala that Bob had registered in my name instead of in his name.
Had the house and the car been registered in his name instead of in my name, the justice department would have taken the house and the car and sold them at police auction. Bob was smart. A professional criminal all of his life, he knew all the angles. He knew how to keep what was his without anyone taking it or confiscating it.
# # #
With Homer a bit of a nerd by not only his first name but also with his upkept hair, wrinkled clothes, and his glasses, he was unpopular at school. He didn't have to tell me that he was a virgin because, with him constantly masturbating in his room or in the bathroom, shaking the whole house, I already knew that he never had sex with a woman. A young man filled with excess testosterone; it was clearly obvious that he was as horny as he was sexually frustrated.
Feeling sorry for him, with his father not here to have that birds and bees talk with him, the least that I could do for him was to not only talk to him about sex but also to teach him about sex and women. I needed to tell him all that he needed to know to live and survive in a world that was all about sex and money. Yet, with me as horny as I was sexually frustrated, not stopping with just telling him about sex, the least that I could do was to no longer have him be a virgin by actually giving him sex, incestuous sex.
'With my husband not here and with me a whore, why not have sex with Homer,' I thought? 'No one will know what we do behind closed, bedroom doors. Do I dare fuck and suck Homer? Do I dare allow him to not only see me naked but also allow him to touch and feel me where a stepson should never touch and feel his naked stepmother?'
Now, that having sex with Homer was more of a reality than it was a fantasy. I continued thinking about having incestuous sex with my stepson. Even though we're not blood related, sex between a man and a woman living under the same roof is deemed incestuous as much as it's deemed forbidden. Yet, what did I care, sex is sex? I wanted to suck him as much as I wanted to fuck him.
'Sexually aroused just by thinking of what I'd do and all that he'd do, did I dare allow my stepson to see me naked? Did I dare allow him to touch, feel, and fondle my naked body? Did I dare stroke, suck, and fuck his cock? Did I dare give Homer sex, incestuous sex,' I thought while masturbating myself?
# # #
Killing two birds with one stone, again, with no one knowing what we do behind closed, bedroom doors, and with me consensually willing, we both could take care of one another's sexual needs by having sex with one another. It wouldn't be as big of a deal for me to have sex with my stepson as it would be for him to have sex with his stepmother. Honestly, with it being a long time since I had sex, I'd love to suck and fuck my stepson as I'm sure that he'd love me to suck and fuck him, too.
Actually, using my sex talk as my justification, I looked forward to having sex with Homer under the guise that I was educating him about the birds and the bees. No surprise there, easy for me to sexually seduce him, I already knew that he masturbated over me. Hearing him as I walked down the hall to his room, I listened to all that he said through his closed, bedroom door. I heard him talking to me as if I was in the room with him while he stroked his virginal prick faster and harder.
With us on the same, incestuous page, clearly, he consensually, willingly, and sexually wanted to do everything to me that I wanted to consensually, willingly, and sexually wanted to do with him. With us wanting to have incestuous sex with one another, he wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with him. To be honest, I couldn't wait to have sex with my stepson as much as he, undoubtedly, wanted to have sex with his stepmother.
According to his masturbation dialogue, he wanted to touch and feel me while making out with me as much as I wanted him to touch and feel me while making out with me. He wanted to feel me through my clothes while undressing me. The little pervert that he is, my stepson wanted to strip me naked. As much as he wanted to see, touch, and feel my naked body, he wanted me to see, touch, and feel his naked body, too.
'With me thinking about it and masturbating over it, I'd love for Homer to strip me naked,' I thought. 'I'd love for my stepson to see me without my clothes. I'd love for him to touch, feel, and fondle my naked body. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle his naked body, too.'
# # #
"Mom, I want you," I heard him say through his closed, bedroom door while he masturbated himself over the thoughts of having sex with me. "I'd love to feel and touch you everywhere through your clothes while making out with you," he said while stroking himself faster and harder. "I want to fuck you. I want you to blow me," he said. "I need to cum in your beautiful mouth."
Determined to make himself cum, he stroked his erect prick so fast so hard that he rattled the windows. Perhaps, from watching sex on TV, he seemed to already know plenty about what a man does with a woman. Perhaps, from playing his video games, making my job easier in teaching him about sex, he seemed to know a lot about sex.
"I'd love to feel your big tits," he said while continuing to masturbate himself. "I'd love to feel your shapely ass. I'd love to see your naked pussy. I'd love to slowly undress you. I'd love to strip you naked," said Homer while continuing to stroke his cock faster and harder.
Again, with him shaking the house and rattling the dishes in the China cabinet downstairs, it wasn't hard to know when he was masturbating himself. Anytime I wanted to see his naked, erect prick, barging open his bedroom door without knocking, it was easy to catch him playing with himself. When delivering his laundry without knocking on his bedroom door, unexpectedly bursting open his door, I've caught him masturbating himself several times.
With me catching him masturbating so very many times, I wondered if he was deliberately allowing me to catch him masturbating. As if he was deliberately exposing himself to me, I've seen his naked, erect prick many times. With me no longer having a man in my life, seeing his naked, erect prick made me horny as much as it made me sexually frustrated. Every time I saw his naked prick, I masturbated myself while imagining stroking his cock, sucking his cock, and fucking his cock.
Something that he was born with, like father, like son, Homer had a big, beautiful dick. He had an even a bigger cock than his dad. When teaching him about sex, with me feeling horny and sexually frustrated, too, I thought of him impaling my mouth and my pussy with his big dick. Wicked of me to admit, I wouldn't mind getting me some of that big prick. At the very least, I'd love to give him a hand job. I'd love to wrap my manicured fingers around his big dick and stroke him. I'd love to watch and hear him cum.
With him wearing headphones with his eyes closed when I delivered his laundry, he had no idea that I was in his room watching him masturbate himself. Using his masturbation dialogue as my excuse to have incestuous sex with my stepson, it was then that I took it upon myself as my motherly duty to help prepare him for the opposite sex. With a picture worth a thousand words, it was my responsibility as his stepmother to not only tell him the facts of life but also to show him the facts of life.
'I can't wait to have sex with Homer,' I thought. 'I can't wait to teach him how to give a woman sexual pleasure. I need to cum.'
I was sexually willing to help him through his sexual transition. I was ready to show him how to be a sexual man from being a horny boy. It was one thing talking about sex but quite another thing showing him all that he needed to know about sexually, seducing women.
Using the sex talk as my excuse to have sex with Homer was the key was for me to have sex with my stepson. Agreeable to me breaking his cherry, instead of just telling him, he'd never forget what I told him if I showed him what to do. He'd never forget all that I told him if I allowed him to use me as his first woman, his sexual, demonstration model. He'd never forget all that I told him if I allowed him to see me without my clothes.
# # #
First, taking it slow, one baby step at a time, I needed him to kiss me, French kiss me. Then, while French kissing me, I needed to allow him to touch me and feel me through my clothes while making out with me. Finally, I needed to show him how to undress a woman by teaching him and allowing him to undress me slowly and sexily.
'I can't wait for Homer to touch me and feel me through my clothes while making out with me and while undressing me,' I thought. 'I can't wait for him to undress me. I can't wait for my stepson to see me topless before seeing me naked.'
Something that I looked forward to him doing as much as, no doubt, he'd look forward to doing, I needed to allow him to strip me naked, totally naked. I needed him to see me without my clothes. I needed Homer to see me not only in my bra and panties but also, I needed him to see me in my low-cut, short, sheer, and sexy nightgowns. I needed him to see me topless and naked.
I needed to allow him to not only see my naked body but also, I needed to allow him to touch, feel, and fondle my naked body. I needed to allow him to touch, feel, and fondle me everywhere that a stepson should never touch, feel, and fondle his stepmother's naked body while making out with her. I needed my stepson to have sex with me.
'How hot would that be to be naked in front of my stepson,' I thought. 'How hot would that be for him to see me without my clothes? How hot would that be to have sex with Homer?'
For me to instill confidence in his sexual abilities, I needed him to give me multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and with his cock. I needed to show him how to finger my clit and finger fuck my pussy. I needed to teach him how to masturbate a woman by masturbating me. I needed Homer to masturbate me. I needed him to make me cum.
I needed to show him how and where to lick me while fingering me. I needed him to learn how to eat a woman by eating me. I needed to show him how to give me a sexual orgasm by fingering and licking my pussy. I needed him to know how to give oral sex to a woman by giving oral sex to me.
It was my job not only as his stepmother but also as his only friend, his best friend, to show him how to make love to a woman by allowing him to make love to me. I needed to show him how to fuck a woman by allowing him to fuck me. I needed him to give me a sexual orgasm with his fingers by masturbating me. I needed him to give me another sexual orgasm with his tongue by eating me. I needed him to give me a third, sexual orgasm by making love to me, and a fourth sexual orgasm by fucking me fast enough and hard enough.
'How hot would that be for my stepson to give me multiple, sexual orgasms,' I thought. 'I can't wait to cum.'
Not stopping there in his sexual education, and not all one way, returning the sexual favor, I needed to give him, as his stepmother, his only female confidant, his first, hand job. I needed to stroke my stepson's cock. I needed to stroke his big dick faster and harder. As if he was in a VIP with me at a strip club, showering him with sexual affection and erotic attention, I needed to make him cum.
'Cum, Homer. Cum. Cum for mommy,' I imagined saying to him.
Not stopping with just a hand job, I needed to give him his first blowjob. I needed to not only suck his cock while stroking his prick but also, I needed to allow him to cum in my mouth. I needed him to watch me swallow his cum. Then, I needed to allow him to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. Something that he'd never forget, I needed my stepson to give me a cum bath, his first cum bath.
'Who better to give a cum bath than to his stepmother,' I thought? 'I can't wait to be dripping with my stepson's cum. I can't wait to have Homer's cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts.'
# # #
Normally, at night, with the COVID virus stopping us from going out with our friends, we stayed home watching a movie or playing a board game. Tired after my household chores during the day, I sat on the couch with my stepson with a robe over my nightgown. He felt comfortable enough with me to wear a t-shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear. He had such a big dick and I couldn't wait to take it in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy.



Whenever I looked over at him, with him just sitting next to me, he usually had an erection tenting his pajama bottoms. I stared at all that I could see of the side of his exposed, erect prick through his pajama pee hole. Clearly, not taking much for him to become sexually excited, I had given him an erection by merely sitting next to him. I was so tempted to pull his erect cock from his pee hole, take him in my hand, and stroke him.
Now that I think of it, with very little, sexual interaction from me, he was always as hard as he was sexually excited. I couldn't believe that I had sexually excited my stepson enough just by leaning against him. To be honest, with me horny and relaxed after having two glasses of wine, I couldn't wait to touch his cock, feel his cock, stroke his cock, suck his cock, and fuck his cock.
Then, when I allowed him to put his arm over my shoulders, my big, nightgown and robe clad breast rested against the side of his chest. Sometimes, sexually teasing him, pretending that I was sleeping, I'd fall asleep on his lap with my hand innocently on his pajama clad prick. I hoped that he'd have the nerve to stick his erect cock in my hand or in my mouth while I pretended to be sleeping. Alas, he never did stick his stiff prick in my hand or in my mouth.
With my hand still resting on his erect dick, it didn't take him long to deliberately throb and pulsate his prick against the palm of my hand. A few times, after his cock escaped from his pajama pee hole, I'd take him in my hand and wrap my fingers around him in my feigned sleep. Whenever I did that, he'd hump my hand while taking my hand in his hand to move my hand up and down while I continued to feign that I was sleeping.
He forced me to give him a hand job, a pretend, sleeping. hand job. My horny stepson forced me to give him a hand job. Putting his hand over my hand, he stroked his cock faster and harder. Then, cumming all over my feigned, sleeping hand, he'd wipe my hand with tissue for me not to know that he had ejaculated all over my hand. I pretended that I didn't know that I had given my stepson a sleeping, hand job. I pretended not to know that he had ejaculated cum all over my hand.
Tonight, instead of wearing a robe over my nightgown, ready to give him a sexy surprise, I didn't change out of my clothes. While sitting on the sofa with him, I wore my short skirt, a low-cut blouse, a bra, and my panties. I figured this is how a woman he would, one day, date would dress. Instead of undressing me when I was wearing a short, low-cut, sheer, sexy, and easy to remove nightgown, it was best if he knew how to undress a woman if I was wearing clothes.
'I can't wait for Homer to undress me. I can't wait for him to see me without my clothes. I can't wait for my stepson to strip me naked, totally naked,' I thought. 'I can't wait for him to touch and feel my naked body everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his naked stepmother.'
# # #
Ready to begin his sexual education, catching him by surprise, I abruptly turned off the TV in the middle of the movie.
"What's wrong," he asked turning to look at me? "Why did you turn off the TV," asked Homer looking at me with confusion?
I gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. With him already having an erection, he always had an erection when sitting next to me, sexually surprising him as much as I sexually excited him, I deliberately put my hand on his erect prick through his pajama bottoms. As soon as I touched his cock that tented his pajama bottoms, he stared down at my hand with horniness before looking up at me with sexual excitement.
"I need to talk to you," I said while thinking that I wanted to do much more than just talk to my stepson.
He stared down at my hand on his throbbing and pulsating, erect prick again. He looked at me with confusion while I looked at him with love. Getting right to the point, I asked him the question that I already knew the answer.
"Are you a virgin," I asked?
He looked at me as stunned as he looked at me with shame and embarrassment.
"What? Me? A virgin?" He put his head down. "Um, well, um," he said.
I gave him another sexy smile.
"Other than with your hand, have you ever had sex," I said with a pause while squeezing the head of his stiff prick. "Have you had sex with a woman," I asked?
He put his head down again and shook his head, no.
"Sex with a woman," he said as a question? "No," he said.
He laughed with sadness. Then, as if thinking what he was about to say, he paused before saying more.
"I've never even kissed a woman," he said softly while looking up at me with sad eyes. "All of the guys at my college have already had sex many times with dozens of women," he said.
I patted his shoulder.
"Well, tonight is your lucky night, Homer," I said with a laugh.
While turning to look at him, I gave him a wide, sexy smile while wrapping my fingers around his cock through his pajama bottoms. I squeezed his stiff prick again. Then, for him not to mistake my sexual intentions, I fondled the head of his big dick through his pajama bottoms.
"Tonight, I'll allow you to not only kiss me but also, I'll allow you to touch and feel me through my clothes. Then, I'll allow you to undress me. I'll allow you to strip me naked, totally naked. Then, once you remove my clothes," I said.
I paused to watch his reaction to what I was about to say.
"I'll allow you to have sex with my naked body," I said.
# # #
He looked at me as shocked as he looked sexually excited. His erect prick throbbed and pulsated in my hand. Continuing to sexually tease him, I continued fondling the head of his cock through his pajama bottoms with my fingertips.
"Really? You'll allow me to make out with you while feeling you through your clothes," he asked while looking at me incredulously? You'll allow me to undress you? You'll allow me to strip you naked? You'll have sex with me," he asked disbelievingly as if I was sexually teasing him?
I laughed while shaking my head affirmatively.
"Yes, I will. Now, kiss me," I said while eager to begin his interactive, sexual education. "Kiss your stepmother."
He leaned to me and gave me a peck on the lips.
"No. Not like that," I said with a laugh. "Kiss me like this," I said wrapping my arm around his neck, pulling him to me, and kissing him longer and with passion.
Then, startling him, I parted his lips with my tongue and French kissed him. With him a bit reluctant to return my French kiss with his French kiss, I had to pull him to me again, this time by his t-shirt. Instead of him parting my lips, I parted his lips again. I French kissed my stepson again before he returned my French kiss with his French kiss and stuck his tongue in my mouth.
"Now while making out with me," I said breaking off the kiss to talk to him. "Touch me. Feel me through my clothes. Feel my breasts through my blouse and bra," I said. "Women like it when men feel their breasts through their clothes while making out with them."
As soon as he reached his horny hand over to feel my breast through my clothes, he immediately had another, huge erection tenting his pajama bottoms.
"Can you feel my erect nipple through my blouse and my bra," I asked?
He searched for my erect nipple with his index finger. I took his finger in my fingers and showed him with my finger where my nipple was. I continued holding my hand over his hand while he searched for my nipple.
"Yes," he said. "I found it."
Then, I left my hand on his hand.
"Finger it. Finger my nipple. Women like that. Feeling their nipples while making out with them sexually excite them," I said.
# # #
He continued feeling and fondling my big breast while fingering my erect nipple through my clothes.
"Now, feel my other breast," I said.
Obediently obeying me, he felt my other breast while fingering my erect nipple with his other hand. Between kissing him, French kissing him, and with him feeling my breast and fingering my erect nipples through my clothes, he made me hot. With me not having had sex in a while, it didn't take much to get me sexually aroused. I was already wet. I was so wet for him.
While kissing me, French kissing me, he continued feeling my breasts and fingering my nipples with his hands. He did everything that it took to make me wet. With my nipples hard and erect, my pussy was wet and ready for me to have sex with my stepson.
"Now, slowly move your hand between my legs and up my skirt. Then, cup my pussy through my panties. Good. That's good," I said as soon as he cupped my pussy through my panties.
While holding my panty clad pussy in his horny hand, he sat waiting for my next, sexual instruction while looking at me with horniness and sexual excitement.
"Do you feel a little bump," I asked?
He nodded his head.
"Yes," he said. "I feel it. What's that," he asked?
Again, I put my hand on his hand.
"That's my clit. Rub my clit through my panties," I said. "Rubbing my clit is how you masturbate me."
I smiled at him while leaning back in the softness of the sofa to spread my knees wider.
"Continue to gently rub your index finger up and down over that bump that you felt through my panties," I said.
He looked up at me starry-eyed.
"Okay," he said.
I gave him a big, sexually excited smile.
"Now, push my panties aside and, while continuing to rub my clit, finger my wet, naked pussy," I said. "Then, take your middle finger and finger fuck me. Stick your finger deep in the hole of my pussy."
Again, obediently obeying me, after cupping my pussy through my panties, he rubbed my clit. Then, pushing my panties aside, he rubbed my naked clit, and fingered fucked my warm, wet, naked pussy with his long, index finger. Homer masturbated me.
"Oh, my God, Homer. Don't stop rubbing me. Please don't stop rubbing me. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck my pussy deeper. Finger fuck me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Homer. Mommy is cumming," I said.
I stiffened my legs and arched my back while enjoying the afterglow of sex. I couldn't believe that my stepson had masturbated me. Under the guise of telling him about the birds and the bees, I couldn't believe that I was a whore for my stepson. My stepson had sexually pleasured me with his fingers.
# # #
"Now while continuing to French kiss me, rubbing my naked clit with one hand, and finger fucking me, unbutton my blouse with your other hand," I said.
Having never unbuttoned a woman's blouse before, he stopped kissing me and rubbing my clit to slowly unbuttoned my blouse with two, horny hands. While staring at all that he could see of my big, bra clad breasts, he unbuttoned one, slow button at a time while looking to see what each unbuttoned button showed. He stopped unbuttoning my blouse when he saw the top of my long, line of sexy cleavage. He reached out his index finger to touch my cleavage and to slide his finger between my breasts before unbuttoning another button of my blouse.
When he unbuttoned the next button, he exposed the top of my white, lacy, low-cut bra. Again, he stared at all that he could see of the tops of my meaty breasts, my sexy cleavage, and my low-cut bra before unbuttoning the next button of my blouse. Now, with my bra cups totally exposed to his horny eyes, he stared at my bra as if he had never seen a bra before. I knew that he was able to see my erect nipples through my sheer and sexy bra.
"Touch my breasts," I said. "Feel my breasts while fingering my nipples through my bra. It's okay. I want you to touch me and feel my breasts and finger my nipples through my bra. You have my permission to touch and feel me where a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother," I said with a dirty laugh.
Then, when he unbuttoned the last button of my blouse, he parted open the sides of my blouse for a better look at my bra. Never had a man stared at my bra in the way that Homer stared at my bra. Then, groping both my breasts with two hands, he felt my tits and fingered my erect nipples through my brassiere.
"Touch them," I said while encouraging to continue to touch my breasts through my bra when he started to pull his hands away. "Feel them. Feel my breasts and finger my nipples through my bra," I said again. "I like having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered through my bra."
He touched and felt my breasts while fingering my nipples through my bra.
"Now, like I showed you before, instead of just fingering my nipples through my bra, pull, turn, and twist my nipples through my bra," I said. "Don't worry, you won't hurt me. I love having my nipples pulled, turned, and twisted."
No longer needing my help to find my nipples, he fingered one nipple through my bra before fingering the other nipple through my bra. Then, he pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples through my bra. He pulled, turned, and twisted one nipple before pulling, turning, and twisting my other nipple. In the way that I allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with my bra clad breasts, I allowed him to have his wicked, sexual way with my bra clad nipples, too.
# # #
"Here comes the tricky part," I said with a little laugh. "Try and unhook my bra with your hand positioned behind me while kissing me."
He kissed me while reaching around me and trying to unhook my bra. With him struggling with the clasp, I turned around for him to inspect the clasp and to see how it unhooked. Then, I turned back around, I had him try again. This time, after seeing how a bra clasp worked, he was successful. As if he was a safecracker unlocking the combination to a safe and opening it, he unhooked my bra.
"Now, slowly and sexily remove my bra," I said. "I want to see your reaction to seeing my naked breasts."
As if there was a drumroll going off in his head, with his eyes opened wide and his mouth hanging open, he slowly removed my bra straps from my shapely shoulders. With me holding my bra cups in place, I allowed him to remove one bra cup before allowing him to remove the other bra cup. I showed my stepson my naked breasts and my erect nipples.
In the way that he stared at my bra clad breasts, he stared even longer and harder at my naked breasts. He stared at my naked breasts as if he had never seen naked breasts before. With me sexually aroused by showing Homer my naked tits, he made me even wetter by just him staring at my naked breasts.
"Go ahead. You may touch them," I said. "You may feel them. Fondle my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples."
Obediently obeying me, he touched, felt, and fondled my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples. In the way that he pulled, turned, and twisted my nipples through my bra, he pulled, turned, and twisted my erect, naked nipples. He made me so hot watching him fondling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples.
"Now, take them in your mouth. Suck my nipples. I want you to suck my nipples. Women love having their nipples fingered and sucked," I said.
Not having to ask him twice, he leaned forward and took my nipples in his mouth, first one and then, the other. As if he was a baby and I was nursing him, he continued sucking my nipples. Moving from one to the other, he enjoyed sucking my big tits as much as I enjoyed him sucking my nipples while he continued fondling my naked breasts.
# # #
"Now that you've removed my blouse and my bra, I want you to remove my skirt," I said.
He looked down at my skirt. Then, he unbuttoned my skirt and unzipped my skirt. He stared at what he could see of the side of my exposed, white, bikini panties.
"Normally, when removing a woman's skirt, she'd be sitting with you in your car. For you to remove her skirt, she'd know that she'd have to lift her butt for you to pull off her skirt," I said.
I lifted my butt and Homer pulled my skirt down and off. Now, dressed in only my white, bikini panties, I instructed him what to do next. Before following my next, sexual instructions, he stared at my panties in the way that he stared at my bra.
"Continue kissing me while reaching your hand in between my legs. Cup my pussy through my panties again," I said. "Now rub your finger against my panty clad clit."
He continued making out with me while rubbing my panty clad clit with his index finger.
"Now, push my panties aside, again, and touch my naked pussy with your finger."
Obediently obeying me again, he pushed my panties aside and touched my naked pussy with his finger.
"It's so wet," he said.
I laughed.
"That's okay. My pussy is supposed to be wet. Men get hard and women get wet," I said with another laugh.
He continued feeling my naked pussy with one hand and finger while fingering my erect nipples with his other hand and finger.
"Now, remove my panties," I said lifting my bum again for him to remove my panties.
He removed my panties. In the way that he had stared at my naked breasts, he stared at my naked pussy.
# # #
"Now, I want you to masturbate me, again," I said. "I want you to give me another sexual orgasm with your fingers," I said sexually aroused that I was going to cum again. "I need you to rub my clit with your index finger and finger fuck my pussy with your middle finger."
Obviously, with him having never seen a naked pussy before never mind masturbating a pussy, he stared up at my naked cunt wide-eyed.
"Do you feel a little bump on my clit, rub that. Rub the bump on my clit faster and rub it harder," I said.
He rubbed my clit faster and harder.
"Now as if your finger is your cock, stick your finger inside of me. Finger fuck my pussy, Homer. Make me cum," I said. "Fuck me with your finger. I want to cum. I need to cum. Give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers," I said. "That's right. Masturbate me. Masturbate your stepmother's pussy."
He continued rubbing my clit with his index finger. He continued finger fucking me with his middle finger. He continued masturbating me. With me already horny and sexually aroused, it didn't take me long to cum.
"Oh, Homer. Oh, my God, Homer. That's it. That's it. Don't stop. Don't stop. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck my pussy deeper. That's it. That's it. You're going to make me cum. You're going to make me cum," I said closing my eyes while moving back my head. "I'm cumming, Homer. I'm cumming again," I said.
Again, I stiffened my legs and arched my back again while enjoying the afterglow of sex. I taught my stepson how to masturbate a woman. My stepson masturbated me for the second time. I taught Homer how to masturbate me. Something that I haven't had in a long time, before my husband went to prison, my virginal stepson gave me a sexual orgasm with his fingers.
# # #
"Now, I want you to eat me. I want you to eat my pussy, Homer. I want you to give me oral sex. I want you to give me a third, sexual orgasm with your tongue," I said. "Make yourself comfortable between my legs and lick my pussy while fingering my pussy. Eat me, Homer. Eat me. Eat your stepmother. Give me oral sex," I said.
Homer slid halfway down the bed and moved his face between my legs. Once there, he stuck out his tongue and licked my pussy while fingering my pussy. As if he was a natural pussy licker, while rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy, he continued licking my pussy.
I held his head in between my hands. Then, I rubbed his face from side to side and up and down. I covered his face with my vaginal secretions. He had my pussy juice all over his face, up his nose, in his mouth, and in his eyes.
"Rub my clit faster," I said. "Lick me harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Eat my pussy, Homer. Eat your mother's cunt," I said. "Make me cum. Give me another sexual orgasm."
Again, having not had oral sex in a long time, and with Homer, seemingly, naturally skilled in eating pussy, again, it didn't take me long to cum.



"Homer! Oh, my God, Homer. You're going to make me cum. Lick me faster. Lick me harder. Rub my clit faster while finger fucking me deeper. Make me cum, Homer. Give your mother another sexual orgasm," I said. "Lick me. Lick me. Don't stop licking me."
Just as I said that I was cumming. I had my third, sexual orgasm. Now, I couldn't wait for him to make love to me. I couldn't wait for him to give me a fourth, sexual orgasm by making love to me and a fifth, sexual orgasm by fucking me.
# # #
Yet, again, I stiffened my legs and arched my back while enjoying the afterglow of sex. I rested while he wiped my pussy secretions from his face and his hands with a towel that I kept by my bed. With my sexual lessons successful, I couldn't believe that my stepson gave me two sexual orgasms by masturbating me with his fingers. I couldn't believe that he gave me a third sexual orgasm by licking me with his tongue. Not, quite done, his sex lessons with me were only half-way over.
After he made love to me and after he fucked me, I was ready to stroke his cock and suck his cock. I was ready to allow him to cum in my mouth. I wanted him to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I wanted my stepson to give me a cum bath.
"Now, I want you to make love to me. I want you to stick your prick inside of me while kissing me, French kissing me. Then, I want you to slowly and loving me hump me. I want you to make love to your mother," I said. "Make love to me, Homer."
He moved up to me and wiped my vaginal secretions from his face with a towel that I kept by my bed. Then, he moved up to me and mounted me. As soon as he was on top of me, I reached my hand down to position his erect cock by my pussy lips. Then, with a gentle, but forceful hump, he was inside of me. Homer's big, stiff prick was inside of me.
I returned his gentle hump with my gentle hump. While kissing and kissing one another, we made loved. He continued humping me and I continued humping him. With him never having made love before, I could tell that he was about to cum.
"Wait, Homer. Don't cum, yet. Relax," I said. "Slow down. Don't cum until I've had a sexual orgasm," I said.
I stopped humping him for him to relax.
"You must never cum before the woman. Cumming before the woman will ruin everything. If you allow her to have a sexual orgasm first, she'll be glad to take care of you with your hand, her mouth, and/or her pussy. Once you give her a sexual orgasm, she'll give you one, too," I said.
# # #
After Homer gave me five, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock, I gave him a sexual orgasm with my hand. I masturbated him. Not stopping there, I blew him. I sucked my stepson's cock. I not only allowed him to cum in my mouth but also, I allowed him to watch me swallow his cum.
When I wasn't masturbating him, I was blowing him. I allowed him to give me cum baths. While I sat in my bubble bath, I allowed him to feel my naked breasts and finger my naked pussy while I stroked and sucked his cock.
Every morning, he made love to me. Every night, he fucked me. I never had as much sex with my husband as I had with my stepson. My stepson was my lover.
I loved sucking his big, thick prick as much as I loved fucking his enormous cock. I only wished that I could tell my girlfriends that I was having sex with my stepson. With them all sexually frustrated and horny, no doubt, they'd all want to have sex with him, too. Yet, with me a selfish whore, Homer was mine, all mine, that is, until he attended college.
# # #
Homer graduated college no longer a virgin, thanks to me. Then, he felt sexually confident enough to have sex with other women. As his college graduation gift, I bought him a new car, a Ford Mustang GT.
With enough time passing since my husband had been serving this time for his crimes, I bought myself a new car, too. With me always having admired them, I bought myself a new Lincoln Continental. Even after paying Homer's college tuition, buying him a new car, and buying myself a new car, I still had plenty of money left.
Even after Homer found a steady girlfriend and married her, we continued having sex. No one knew our sexual secret. I'd stroke, suck, and fuck my stepson and he'd masturbate me, eat me, make love to me, and fuck me.
With me still having plenty of cash left from my husband's secret stash, I gave Homer enough money for a 20% downpayment on a house. Over the years, he'd frequently visit me and we'd have sex, incestuous sex. I fucked and sucked him and he fucked and ate me.
Thanks to my husband, Bob, I was living a good life. Then, with Bob giving me his blessing, my life got even better after I divorced my husband when I found another man to marry. Now, even though I was remarried, whenever the opportunity arouse for us to be alone together, I still had forbidden sex with my stepson.
THE END
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# # #
Continued from Chapter 4: Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman.
He grabbed her by the hand and walked in the diner ahead of her while pulling his reluctant, early morning, breakfast guest along.
"Hi Pete," he said with a wave as soon as he entered the diner. "My sister and I are going to grab the booth in back," he said pointing to the empty booth.
Pete waved his hand.
"Yeah, sure, Christopher," said Pete smiling at Christopher before he scowled when eyeing the woman that he was with, and with her disheveled appearance.
Yet, no doubt, thinking better of it, Pete didn't dare say a work after Christopher stopped a robbery attempt at the diner one early morning. With the diner open 24 hours, his usual routine after his late night, early morning walk was to hit the diner for coffee with apple pie and ice cream. As he approached the restaurant, always alert, Christopher heard shouts from the street before opening the door to the small diner. He looked in through the big picture window and saw two men with handguns.
Instead of in the kitchen cooking, Pete was out on the floor. He's never out on the floor. He's always positioned behind the open, high counter window in the kitchen cooking, while his waitress takes cares of the customers out front. These two nitwits were holding up the diner.
With just a telling look from Pete, Christopher knew that there was more than just coffee brewing. There was trouble, serious trouble. Only, with him accustomed to trouble, trouble was what Christopher was trained to handle. Not waiting for the men to reveal their weapons again and make their deadly move, as soon as Christopher entered the diner, he made the first strike with a sidekick to the knee of the man who stood closest to him.
As soon as he kicked him, the gun that he held behind his back hit the floor. With him expecting the man to lose control of his gun, Christopher reached down and recovered the weapon before he did. Then, coming up fast and hard, he pistol whipped the second man in the nuts with his friend's gun while taking his weapon away from him, too. Like taking candy away from a baby, just as it was in the alley, the altercation was over in seconds. Just it did in the alley, it took him longer to disable the weapons than to defeat the perpetrators.
Pete called the police and had the two arrested. Ever since then, whatever he ordered was on the house. Only tonight, wanting to give this homeless woman a belated Thanksgiving Day breakfast feast, and not wanting to take advantage of Pete's generosity, he intended to pay for their food. Instead of only ordering apple pie and ice cream, after that altercation in the alley, he was hungry for breakfast food, too.
# # #
They sat in the booth across from one another. Sally, the waitress, handed them menus while looking from Christopher to stare at Susan before looking back at Christopher with a questioning look on her face. Clearly, she recognized her as the homeless woman who came in the diner to buy coffee whenever she had the money.
"Coffee," asked the waitress looking from Susan to look at Christopher?
Christopher looked at Susan and she nodded.
"Two coffees," he said and the waitress left to retrieve her coffee pot.
Christopher didn't even have to open his menu. He knew the menu by heart.
"Order whatever you want. Whatever you don't finish, you can take with you to eat later," he said. "Don't worry about what it costs. It's on me," he said.
Susan busied herself staring down at the menu.
"Okay," said Susan already looking at the menu before she looked up to study Christopher. "Thank you, but there's such a big, breakfast selection that I can't decide what I want."
Christopher turned to Pete.
"We're both really hungry. Give us everything on the breakfast menu, Pete. I'm paying," said Christopher.
Pete busied himself in the kitchen whipping up eggs, toast, bagels, bacon, sausages, home fries, pancakes, and waffles.
"You got it, Christopher," said Pete with a big smile.
He looked at Susan.
"What's your name?"
She smiled.
"Susan. Susan Jill Parker."
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Chapter 5:
Christopher and Susan begin a beautiful friendship over breakfast.
"Nice to meet you Susan Jill Parker. I'm Christopher. Christopher Ryan," he said offering her his big hand.
Seeing her up close, as if seeing her for the first time, he saw her bloodied nose, her split lip, and the discolored, puffy mouse under her eye. His hero, she took as much of a beating as she gave. Those bastards, for all that they did to her, if they were here now, he'd beat the shit out of them all over again. He was glad that she kicked one of the men when he was down. He was glad that he gave him a swift, hard kick, too. If he didn't have broken ribs, his ribs would certainly be bruised.
'How dare they hit a woman,' he thought with anger? 'How dare they sexually molest her by nearly stripping her naked? How dare they try to force her to blow them? How dare they try and rape her?'
The more he thought about it the angrier he became. With the odds stacked against her, he was just glad that he was there to help her and to save her from being raped or murdered. Bad enough that they beat her, there was no telling what those men would have done to her had he not been there to come to her rescue.
Definitely they would have forced her to blow them. They would have raped her. They may have even murdered her. Always just the tip of the iceberg, just another sad statistic, a homeless woman found dead in an alley, end of story, was no big deal. Most times, no one even claimed the body to identify it.
Buried in an unmarked grave, he couldn't imagine dying alone without family and friends mourning his death in the way that so many of his good buddies died on the battlefield. When he died, he wanted to die at home surrounded by all the people closest to him in his life. Only, having alienated everyone for the sake of serving in the Navy SEALS, other than his sister, he had no one to say good-bye, to watch him pass, and to wish him well on the other side.
With him seldom home, busy circumventing the globe, he no longer had any family and friends. His only family was his sister and her children, but he hasn't seen them in years. Embarrassed after running from her house because of her screaming baby, he hasn't even called her.
The last time he saw her was when he ran from her house screaming because of the noise her children made. In exchange for his Navy SEALs good buddies, he lost all contact with everyone else years ago. Now that he doesn't drink and party in the way that he used to do, he lost contact with not only his SEAL buddies, but also with his Marine, Green Beret, Delta Force, and Ranger buddies, too.
If he was penniless and homeless, he'd be much like her, alone on the city streets. Only, suspecting there was more to tell, he figured her for having more of a story than that. With everyone having a unique story to tell, he wondered what was her story? With someone as good looking, as sexy, and as shapely as she is, she definitely had more of a story to tell. Besides her good looks and hot body, there was real intelligence behind those eyes.
What he didn't know but he perceived, there was something in her that attracted him to her. Putting her beauty and body aside, be it her poise and/or her self-confidence, there was something about her that he liked. Having already seen her naked, he couldn't help from wondering what she'd be like in bed. With him not having had sex in a very long time, he imagined having a sexual relationship with her.
# # #
"Nice to meet you Christopher Ryan," she said returning his handshake with a smile before taking a big gulp of her hot, black coffee and downing the cup.
For a homeless woman, she had soft hands. He figured her for a sexy secretary or a bookkeeper in her other life. She looked around as if she was looking for someone or something before leaning forward to whisper to him.
"Do you think they'll allow me use the restroom?"
For someone so brave against three men, she was so timid in her request to use the restroom. He could only imagine the verbal abuse she must have been subjected to and taken when sneaking in a fast-food joint to use their restroom without having the money enough to buy anything. Putting up with three men beating her and trying to rape her was the least amount of shit she's had to put up with when being homeless.
No doubt, every day while alone, cold, hungry, and sleeping on the streets was a struggle that he couldn't imagine. Even with him sometime sleeping on the ground when in country, at least he had food to eat and water to drink. Yet, this was a woman alone and unprotected living out in the open without only cardboard to keep her warm.
"Sure. Of course, you can use the restroom. You're with me, a paying customer. C'mon, I'll show you where it is," he said standing and using that as his excuse to help her up when she grimaced from moving and stood with bruised ribs.
He pointed to the far end of the restaurant.
"It's right over there. You take your time and do whatever you need to do. I'll stay out here to give you privacy while making sure that no one else goes inside. Take your time to make yourself more presentable," he said.
It was then for the first time in the bright light of the diner that he saw how disheveled her appearance was. Looking as if she had worn them for days and, no doubt, slept in them too, her clothes were dirty, wrinkled, and stained. She looked as if she could use a bath, actually, a long soak in a bathtub would do her wonders.
# # #
In a country so rich and in a country that routinely helped the people of other less fortunate countries, he felt sorry for her and angry for her unfortunate situation. Feeling the need to help her, we should take care of our own citizens before reaching out to help the citizens of the world. With them being unappreciated and disrespectful, so many don't want our help.
Why we even bother helping them, he didn't know? Only, there was always something in it for us, usually oil or some other natural resources. Somehow and in some way, after we fed and clothe them, we raped them of whatever things they had of value that we could use.
He never understood why we give our money to Pakistan so that they can shelter the Taliban. It angered him that we give our money to Egypt to watch them burn our flag in their streets. We should pull the plug on the gravy train to watch them come crawling and begging the United States of America for help.
He was angered that so many people were unemployed or underemployed. He was angered that so many people working two and three jobs to make ends meet, and who didn't even have health insurance. With them busting the unions, he was angered that we sent all of our manufacturing jobs overseas to Mexico, Japan, Taiwan, India, Brazil, Indonesia, Sri Lanka, and now China. It's nonsense that we support China by employing their people with all of our jobs and then have to borrow money from them. When did that happen, and why is it still continuing?
In a country so rich and so productive, everyone who's able to work and who wants to work should have a job, a good paying job, a job that allowed them to feed, clothe, and educate their children. Everyone should have free health insurance and, for those who want to attend, our citizens should have a tuition free, college education without having to take out financially crushing loans. No one should wander the street with no place to sleep. No citizen of the United States, people he risked his life to protect, should go hungry.
In the way that the CIA routinely replaced one dictator for another dictator, it's time we cleared those old, white men out of Washington and replaced them with those who are willing to serve the public and not themselves. Instead of a Republican Party or a Democratic Party, just as our forefathers envisioned, we should have one party, the American Party. Not a party for the rich or a party for the poor but a party for every citizen of the United States of America.
# # #
He watched her walk down the hall and disappear in the ladies room. Nearly as tall as he was, she was tall and he didn't realize how tall she was, maybe 5'9" or 5'10" tall, until she stood next to him. Wondering if she was wearing heels, she wasn't. She was wearing dirty, white tennis sneakers. That's when it hit him. With most women having dozens of pairs of shoes, what woman doesn't have a proper pair of shoes to wear?
Hard not to notice and to be sexually attracted to, he wondered if she didn't have the body of a porn star, if he'd still have the need to help her and if he'd be sitting here with her now in the diner ready to feed her. Truth be told, obviously, he was just as alone and lonely as she was. Yet, was sex getting in the way of his compassion and commonsense? Was he more interested in fucking her than in helping her? Toying with his emotions, had seeing her nearly naked turned his head completely around.
Living in a dirty, back alley, she was a homeless woman for God sakes. Was he that desperate for a woman that he's now searching the back alleys of the city for homeless women to date instead of hooking up with someone on an online dating site or in a bar? Maybe, with all the shit that he's had to deal with in his life, he felt as disconnected as she was. Maybe, he needed to hunker down with a real woman, a homeless woman, before climbing up to mingle with the rest of society.
He's been too wrapped up in himself and in the military while fighting wars around the world. He never had the time or the need for a woman in his life as he had the time for and wanted to make the time for someone now that he's retired from killing the enemy. Nonetheless, the sudden sexual attraction that he felt for her, he'd like to take her home with him. That is, if she was agreeable to that but he didn't know how to ask her without coming across as a player. He didn't know how she'd react to his invitation for her to bunk with him.
Not very suave with the ladies, he didn't even know how to go about asking her without insulting her or offending her. Just because she was homeless doesn't mean she wasn't proud. Everyone has pride whether false or real. Yet, if she was to accept his offer of shelter, once there, once alone with her in his house, then what? If she had accepted the invitation to bunk with her, with him horny and sexually frustrated after seeing her nearly naked, would he try and sexually seduce her. No better than the three men who sexually molested her, would he sexually molest her, too?
# # #
He's never been in a committed relationship. If nothing else, she could shower and he'd take her to buy new clothes tomorrow. Maybe, he could take her someplace to get her hair, her makeup, and nails done. His very own version of Julia Roberts as Pretty Woman, he was curious what she looked like beneath all that dirt and bad attitude.
Then what? Once he feeds her, shelters her, bathes her, clothes her, and gets her hair, her makeup, and her nails done, what happens then? Not being much of a deep thinker when it comes to women, playing it by ear, and with unable to answer his own question, he didn't know. Never in a serious sexual relationship, the only women that he knew were Simone, Lucy, and Carmen, prostitutes.
Yet, careful where he thread, maybe she'd think that after saving her from those three men and buying her a hot meal that she'd be obligated to accept his invitation to bunk with him. Maybe, she'd think that he wanted her for sex and, maybe, he did want sex. Other than having fun with some local prostitutes, he hadn't had sex in a while, since before he left the service and visited Bangkok for some much-needed rest, recreation, and relaxation. He wasn't as interested in having sex with her as much as he was in helping her, or so he convinced himself to believe.
Yeah, sure if sex was on the table and if sex was offered, he wouldn't refuse it but more than that, he was lonely. He was more looking for companionship and conversation than in fucking her and in her sucking him. It's sadly funny how the pain of isolation and loneliness can sometimes hurt more than the searing and piercing bite of a bullet.
Having survived three bullet wounds and after receiving 5 Purple Hearts for injuries received in combat, he was a coward when it came to love. He was tongue tied when it came to women. He feared starting a relationship that he wasn't capable of finishing. As if he had been shot in the heart, he was suddenly sad that he never married and had children.
# # #
It was obvious to him now that he was no longer a SEAL, how empty his life was. A life that was the envy of his friends, especially when he showed up wearing his uniform with all of his stripes and medals, he was the one who was envious of them. Having gotten all that he wanted then, they had all that he wished he had now.
"I'm buying," said Christopher walking over to Pete standing at the order counter while waiting for Susan to emerge from the restroom. "Whatever she doesn't eat, wrap it up and she'll take it with her," he said to Pete before turning his attention to the waitress. "And the next time she comes in for coffee, let her drink it here out of the cold, and don't embarrass her by saying that she smells."
Sally, the waitress, gave him an embarrassed look.
"Okay," said Sally. "But that wasn't me who said that she smells, Christopher. That was Molly, the new girl. I'd never embarrass anyone in public."
Sally touched his arm.
"Especially now aware that she's your sister and being that it's been so cold outside, I would have allowed her to drink her coffee inside, Christopher," she said with a kind smile. "She's welcome here anytime, even just to use the ladies room, and I'll make sure of it."
Christopher shook her hand.
"Thank you," he said to her.
She paused as if rethinking what she was about to say.
"Having been there myself, before I got this job, I know how it is on the street," said Sally. "I'll never forget how cold I was, the coldest I've ever been, while standing around with no place to go and counting down the minutes when waiting for the shelter to open. Then, standing in line with so many pitiful people, the thing that stuck with me was the indignity of it all and how I wasn't even able to support one person, myself."
Christopher nodded his head.
"Actually, she's not my sister. She's my friend," he said again, this time with a smile. "Thank you for your kindness," said Christopher handing her twenty dollars.
# # #
As if she had taken a bath, Susan emerged from the bathroom twenty minutes later looking like someone else. Instead of dragging her tired ass behind her and instead of having the angry look of Tugboat Annie on her face, she strode from the bathroom as if she owned the place. Her hands and face were spotlessly clean and her hair was pulled back away from her face enough for Christopher to notice that she had big, blue eyes that he couldn't stop staring into them.
She had changed her blouse and her pants. She was wearing a bra. Yet, the biggest change in her was in her attitude. With her big, blue eyes beaming, she was smiling instead of frowning.
"Wow," he said. "If I didn't know we were the only two people here, I'd think that you were someone else," he said with a laugh. "I hardly recognized you. You clean up really good. Actually, you're very good looking and with the right clothes, your hair done, and some makeup, you'd be stunning," he said while Roy Orbison's Pretty Woman played in his head.



She gave him a big smile.
"Thank you," she said blushing. "But with you wanting to redo my wardrobe, my hair, and my makeup," she said with a pause while laughing. "You're not gay are you," she asked with another laugh?
The waitress poured her more coffee and she laughed with the waitress before taking a big gulp of coffee.
"Not that there's anything wrong with you being gay but..."
Christopher laughed, too.
"What? Me? Gay? Hardly," he said.
He laughed again.
"There's a don't ask, don't tell policy in the military but I will freely tell you that I'm not gay," he said with another laugh. "What you see with me is what you get with me. Even though I'm a retired Navy SEAL, I'm still a SEAL. I'll always be a SEAL," he said.
He suddenly had the urge to salute her.
# # #
"I'm all man, a macho man, and if I have a character flaw, it's sometimes that I'm too much of a man," he said taking her all in as if he was smelling and staring at a bouquet of roses. "I show too much of the hard side than I show the soft side."
She laughed.
"I can see that," she said. "At ease, SEAL," she said with a laugh. "I don't bite. What you see is what you get with me, too."
The stared at one another in the way that they had never looked at one another before. Suddenly, while watching the waitress carry over and entire table of food, they both fell quiet. Then, Christopher tripped all over his feelings. Something that he never does, as if he was the bachelor on the Bachelor dating show, he opened up to her.
"It's different with you. For some reason you let out my soft and sensitive side," he said staring at her. "And I like seeing the other side of me coming out when being with you. It makes me feel more human than being just a bad ass, Navy SEAL."
Susan laughed again.
"Yeah, well, don't be crying in my food, Midnight Cowboy. This is the first meal that I've eaten in a long time that doesn't have alley dirt and bugs in it," she said laughing.
He laughed, too.
"If I'm the Midnight Cowboy than you're my sidekick, Ratso Rizzo," he said laughing.
She laughed, too.
"Eww. Gross. Gee thanks," she said laughing again.
He fixed her a heaping plate of food.
"Actually, that was a good movie," he said. "I'm surprised you remembered it."
She poured syrup over her pancakes and waffles.
"I'm a huge movie buff," she said again. "I've seen every Hoffman movie, and Jon Voight was wonderful in that too. I loved HEAT with Al Pacino and Robert DeNiro. Jon Voight was in that movie, too. I loved him in Ray Donovan, too, as Ray's father. Just wondering," she said with a teasing laugh, "Did you like Brokeback Mountain, too?"
He laughed.
"Okay, enough with the gay jokes. I can assure you that I'm not gay," said Christopher. "And to answer your question, I've never seen Brokeback Mountain," he said with a laugh. "But I know what the movie is about."
# # #
In the way she teased him, with their continued, light hearted repartee, he wouldn't mind leaning over the table and kissing her to prove that he wasn't gay. Actually, with her no longer looking like a homeless woman, he'd like to kiss her. After saving her, no doubt, saving her life for him, yeah, he'd like to kiss her.
He'd like to part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her. He wished he could kiss her full lips. He wished he could make out with her while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. Only, she's the one who should kiss him, if only to show him her gratitude.
Suddenly, after seeing her naked in the alley, his mind was filled with the image of her without her clothes. Difficult to remove the sight of her big, naked breasts and her erect, pink nipples, he imagined her sitting across from him naked, as naked as she was in the alley. He imagined her wearing something sexy, a bra and panty from Victoria's Secret.
Their only conversation, this conversation was the first real conversation that he's had with a woman. He didn't count pillow talk conversations with women that he paid to suck and fuck him. Other than with his sister, not knowing what to say or how to act, he was always awkwardly uncomfortable with women. He reminded himself of Clint Eastwood in Heartbreak Highway, when he played Gunnery Sergeant, Tom Highway. He's really never sat with and talked to a woman while she was wearing clothes.
Again, he remembered her naked tits, so big, and so full. Never had he seen breasts as big and as shapely before. She had the most beautiful breasts he's ever seen and, suddenly feeling horny and feeling a deep sexual attraction for her, he'd love to feel them while making out with her. Only he feared that his sexual attraction for her would get in the way of helping her. Not being a psychiatrist, he hoped that his attraction to her was more than some convoluted need that stemmed from his childhood in wanting to help her and protect her.
"Speaking of wondering, if you don't mind me asking, how old are you," he asked?
His question was met with a blank stare before she flashed him a soft smile.
"It's not polite to ask a woman her age and/or her weight," she said with a laugh.
He nodded his head.
"I only asked because you looked so much older in the alley than you do now that you're all cleaned up and looking so good," he said with an uncomfortable smile.
She gave him a sexy, cheesecake smile.
"How old do I look?"
She sat back in the booth and smiled. When she smiled at him like that, he imagined falling in love with her and being married to her. When she did that, sat like that, he imagined a photographer taking a family photo of her and her baby after they were married.
"I dunno. I'm not good with guessing women's ages," he said with a shrug.
She gave him a smile.
"Actually, I turned 50 on July 26th."
He laughed.
"Something else we have in common, I'm 50-years-old, too, and I'm a Leo the lion, also. August 4th is my birthday."
Undressing her with his eyes, unable to remove his eyes from her, he looked at her as if she was sitting across from him topless, and even naked.
"Yet, you don't look 50. If I was to guess, I'd think you were 40," he said.
She smiled while touching his hand.
"Thank you," she said. "You just made my day."
While sampling everything, she continued gobbling down her food.
# # #
"Well, this is an unexpected treat with you coming to my rescue and then copping me to a free meal," she said changing the subject of age to voice her appreciation of his help and a free meal. "It's been a long time since I've eaten like this. I promise, when I get a job, I'll repay you for..."
He waved his big hand at her.
"Don't be silly. There's no need to repay me. Pay it forward is all that I ask you to do. Just as someone helped me when I lost my way thirty years ago, before I joined the Navy and found my true calling, give a helping hand to someone else one day. You helping someone else will be my repayment and my reward," he said.
She gave him a big smile while touching his big hand with her soft hand.
"Thank you," she said.
She looked down at all the food.
"So, what's your favorite food? What are you hungry to eat?"
Even though he's eaten there a hundred times before and even though he ordered the same thing every day, apple pie with ice cream and coffee, he looked at all of the food in front of him.
"Something that I didn't order. Apple pie and ice cream," he said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Well, to be honest, I miss having breakfast," she said. "Most days, all I can afford is a cup of coffee and sometimes a stale muffin. After walking by this diner in the morning and smelling the pancakes, waffles, and sausages cooking on the grille, I've been dreaming about pancakes, waffles, and sausages for weeks."
He waved his hand as if he was doing a magic trick.
"Well, think of me as your genie," he said with a laugh. "Your wish is my command," he said folding his arms across his body. "You now have your pancakes, your waffles, and you have your sausages. I'm going to fatten you up," he said with a laugh. "You're too skinny."
She laughed, too.
"Don't worry. Whatever I weight I gain goes to my tits," she said laughing while cupping her big breasts through her blouse and her bra in the palms of her hands. "I was a double D cup before losing fifteen pounds that I couldn't afford to lose. I've always been 130 pounds but weighed only 115, the last time I checked. I may even be less now that I haven't eaten all day or yesterday, I think, until now." She looked at him and smiled. "Thank you in advance for giving me my tits back."
He laughed, too.
"You're welcome Honey but," he liked calling her Honey and by the obvious smile on her face, she liked him calling her Honey too. "You still have tits, big tits, from what I saw of you in the alley and from what I can see now with you wearing a bra."
# # #
Remembering back, she turned a bright red.
"Oh, God, I forgot that you saw me nearly naked. That was so embarrassing," she said putting her head down and covering her eyes with her hand as if trying to erase the memory. "You saw so much of me. You saw too much of me," she said with an embarrassed laugh. "You saw all of me. You saw what I'd never show a man until a fourth or fifth date," she said with a laugh.
He shrugged his big shoulders while patting her hand.
"The light was dim in the alley. I hardly saw anything of you," he said lying when he saw all of her, a sexy sight that burnt an indelible impression of her nakedness and horniness in his mind.
He looked out the window when someone caught his attention.
"Look," he said peering out the window and directing Susan to look where he pointed with his finger. "There are those three men," he said with a laugh. "And they're coming in here."
She looked horrified.
"Oh, no they're not. Please don't let them hurt me again," she said picking up the knife from the table and holding it at the ready to defend herself.
He took the knife from her hand.
"Don't worry. I'll take care of it," said Christopher getting out of the booth and walking to the door to meet them as if he was a bouncer.
# # #
"Let's go in here," said the little man to the other two.
As soon as he reached for the door, Christopher was there waiting for him.
"The diner is full. Go somewhere else," he said. "You're not welcome here anymore."
Immediately they retreated. By the looks on their faces, no doubt never expecting to see him again, especially so soon, they were afraid. With the smallest man helping the biggest man to walk and the third man limping behind him as if he was drunk or elderly, the three, beaten victims made their way down the street before a police car slowed, pulled over, and stopped them.
Calling for backup, two more police cars flew in from the opposite direction. Too injured to run, they threw their hands up in the air before getting down on the ground and the police took them in custody. Christopher figured that someone must have made the call. Who knows, they may have been on a crime spree and, maybe, they had attacked someone else before attacking Susan.
"Good. I feel better. I'm glad they're arrested," said Susan before confessing. "I asked Pete to call the police. I have a good mind to go and press charges."
Christopher reached out his long arm and patter her shoulder.
"Leave it alone Susan. Better that you should remain an anonymous victim than having these men know your name," he said with a look of wisdom.
She nodded her head.
"Yeah, you're right. No doubt, they'd track me down, even though it's not a difficult thing to find me being that I'm living on the streets," she said with sadness.
He looked at her with concern.
# # #
"If you don't mind me asking, why are you homeless?"
"I moved from Boston last June to live with my Mom in Hershey, Pennsylvania, after divorcing my husband. We had a beautiful basement apartment across from the Susquehanna River. Then, on September 9, 2011, a one-hundred-year flood, one of the worst flood in the history of the Susquehanna River happened. The water crested more than 30 feet above flood stage. The water was higher than the second floor of our apartment building."
Suddenly falling quiet, she looked so sad.
"I remember that flood. It rained, down poured actually, for days."
Susan nodded her head.
"The Red Cross gave us some clothes, food, and directed us to a shelter but not much else. FEMA only helped those who owned homes not those who rented apartments. With floodwater contaminated with home heating oil and raw sewage, the fire and police wouldn't allow people back in their neighborhood for three weeks, until the water receded and the properties were inspected. By then, nothing salvageable. I lost everything including my car," she said.
Looking sad again, she fell quiet again.
"My car was thirteen-years-old anyway, but that car was better than walking and taking the bus. No doubt, if I still had the car, I'd be living it in. It was a 2000 Mustang GT with a five-speed manual transmission. I loved driving that car."
Seemingly unable to stop himself from touching her, he squeezed her shoulder.
"I remember that the water in Hershey was as high as the roofs of the fast-food restaurants and they had to demolish them and rebuild them. Wasn't there bison trapped under water that they had to shoot at the Hershey Zoo?"
Susan nodded her head.
"Yeah that was sad," she said. "It's funny how some people cared more about those bison being trapped underwater than they did about all those people like me who lost their homes and possessions. Three people were killed in the flood, one was a firefighter trying to save an elderly man trapped upside down in his car. Both were swept away with the floodwater," she said.
# # #
He patted her hand and, this time, instead of removing his hand, he held onto her hand with his hand.
"So, why aren't you in a shelter," asked Christopher?
She shrugged her indifference.
"I was in a shelter but shelters aren't safe," she said. "They stole my carry-on bag of possessions, mostly clothes and makeup. Believe it or not, that is, until tonight with those three men, I felt safer outside on the street than I felt in the shelter. There's a lot of crazy people in the shelter."
She looked up at him to give him a half smile.
"I still go there to shower, wash my clothes, and grab a hot meal at the mission or at the church," she said. "Even at the mission and the church, men are always grabbing at me and groping me."
She looked sad again.
"I was so tired and so hungry one day that I didn't realize that the man standing behind me had lifted the back of my skirt nearly to my waist. He must have thought he had a live one. Then, when he started feeling and squeezing my ass through my panties, I turned and bashed him in the face with my food tray," she said.
Christopher watched the waitress bring over more coffee.
"More coffee," she asked while looking from Christopher to Susan?"
Susan smiled up at her.
"Yes, please," said Susan.
Christopher squeezed her hand.
# # #
"So, I was thinking," said Christopher.
Susan looked at him with curiosity.
"Yes," Susan asked? "What are you thinking?"
He paused as if rethinking what he was about to ask.
"Don't take this the wrong way but..." he said with another pause.
She looked at him with curiosity again.
"But what," she asked looking at him?
As if for strength, he took a sip of his black coffee before taking a big breath and telling her what he was thinking.
"If you wanted to..."
Susan laughed.
"Yes," she said. "Spit it out. The suspense is killing me. If I wanted to what," she asked?
He chuckled.
"Um, you know, um, you could bunk with me, until you got a job and back on your feet. I have a spare bedroom," he said looking at her before staring down at his food.
He looked away from her and changed the subject while waiting for her to answer.
"The grub is good here. Although this is my first time eating anything other than apple pie and ice cream," he said with a laugh. "I'm impressed with the quality of the food."
She looked at him blankly.
"Are you inviting me to stay with you," she asked?
He gave her a big smile.
"Trust me," he said sitting back in his seat. "I'm surprised as much as you're surprised," he said with a laugh. "But, yes, I guess, I am inviting you to stay with me temporarily until you get back on your feet," he said.
# # #
She laughed.
"Do you have an Internet hookup?"
An odd question for her to asked, he looked at her blankly.
"Internet hookup? Sure, I have Internet hookup. Why?"
She gave him an embarrassed smile.
"I write stories and, since I've been homeless, I haven't been able to write anything in a while."
Now, he was the one who looked at her with curiosity.
"Stories? What kind of stories?"
She blushed a little.
"Erotic literature."
He gave her a questioning look.
"Erotic literature? You mean sexy stories? Dirty stories? Porn? You write porn?"
She laughed.
"Yeah, I mean, no. I don't write porn. I write erotica. There's a huge difference between the two. Porn is just about sex, sex, and more sex. Erotica are real stories with a beginning, a middle, and an end. Unlike porn, they have character development, description, tension, and dialogue," she said.
He gave her a big smile.
"Cool," he said. He stared at her in between bites of his food. "So, is that a yes? Will you bunk with me," he asked?
She gave him a big smile. Even without makeup, she was more beautiful when she smiled. A naturally beautiful woman, he loved her long, lush blonde hair, and her big breasts. He couldn't wait to buy her some new clothes. He couldn't wait to see her wearing something sexy.
"Yes," she said. "I'd love to bunk with you, as long as you don't have bunk beds," she said with a laugh.
To continued...
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# # #
Continued from Chapter 5: Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman.
"So, I was thinking," said Christopher.
Susan looked at him with curiosity.
"Yes," Susan asked? "What are you thinking?"
He paused as if rethinking what he was about to ask.
"Don't take this the wrong way but..." he said with another pause.
She looked at him with curiosity again.
"But what," she asked while still looking at him?
As if for strength, he took a sip of his black coffee before taking a big breath and telling her what he was thinking.
"If you wanted to... And it's entirely up to you. No pressure," he said.
Susan laughed.
"Yes," she said. "Spit it out. The suspense is killing me," she said laughing again. "If I wanted to what," she asked?
He chuckled.
"Um, you know, um, well, um, you could bunk with me, until you got a job and back on your feet. I have a comfortable couch in the living room," he said looking at her before staring down at his food.
He looked away from her and changed the subject while waiting for her to answer.
"The grub is good here. This is my first time eating anything other than apple pie and ice cream," he said with a laugh. "I'm impressed with the quality of the food. It's good. I'm enjoying it."
She looked at him blankly.
"Wait. Back up. Yes, the food is good here but, are you inviting me to stay with you," she asked while not allowing him to drop the subject?
He gave her a big smile.
"Trust me," he said sitting back in his seat. "I'm surprised as much as you're surprised," he said with a laugh. "But, yes, I guess, I am inviting you to stay with me temporarily until you get back on your feet," he said. "I could use the company."
# # #
She laughed.
"Do you have an Internet hookup?"
An odd question for her to asked, he looked at her blankly.
"Internet hookup? Sure, I have Internet hookup. Why?"
She gave him an embarrassed smile.
"I write stories and, since I've been homeless, I haven't been able to write anything in a while."
Now, he was the one who looked at her with curiosity.
"Stories? Really? What kind of stories?"
She blushed a little.
"Erotic literature."
He gave her a questioning look.
"Erotic literature," he asked while making a face? "You mean sexy stories? Dirty stories? Porn? You write porn?"
She laughed.
"Yeah, I mean, no. I don't write porn. I write erotica. There's a huge difference between the two. Porn is just about sex, sex, and more sex. Erotica are real stories with a beginning, a middle, and an end. Unlike porn, they have character development, description, tension, and dialogue," she said.
He gave her a big smile.
"Cool," he said. He stared at her in between bites of his food. "So, is that a yes? Will you bunk with me," he asked?
She gave him a big smile. Even without makeup, she was more beautiful when she smiled. A naturally beautiful woman, he loved her long, lush, blonde hair, and her big breasts. He couldn't wait to buy her some new clothes. He couldn't wait to see her wearing something sexy.
"Yes," she said. "I'd love to bunk with you, that is," she said with a laugh. As long as you don't have bunk beds," she said with another laugh.
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Ch. 6
Christopher invited Susan home to bunk with him.
An odd couple and an unlikely pair, a retired and decorated, retired, Navy SEAL walking with a tall, blonde, beautiful, homeless woman. Both looked as if they were walking a death march instead of embarking on something new, exciting, and wonderful. They acted more like an old, married couple who barely tolerated one another rather than a man interested in a woman who gave him the eye, and a woman indebted to her hero for saving her from being beaten, nearly raped, and possibly murdered.
Whether it was the tension from their awkwardness and the uncertainty they felt as a not yet stated, defined, and dating couple, they were a real pair of misfits suddenly thrown together. A man with bouts of PTSD and a homeless woman with PTSD, too, one wouldn't think that they'd be a good match but, clearly, by their jovial dialogue at the diner, they were a good match. No doubt, with them already having a unique history of psychological problems, they clearly felt the anticipation from their obvious, sexual attraction.
Yet, unfortunately, while walking to Christopher's apartment, their mood suddenly changed from lightheartedness to seriousness. Sex was serious business, after all, especially when one hasn't had an intimate relationship for a long while. The other had never made love to a real woman other than being with prostitutes who, even if they spoke English, they didn't speak his language. Where Susan was outgoing, albeit angry, and was confidently in control. Nonetheless, even though they had much in common, both grew uncomfortably quiet.
Christopher would have had a much easier time of sensing the changes in a woman, especially between a man and a woman, if he were located in a desert and surrounded by the hot, blazing sun and the burning, blowing sand. Without given an order and before even agreeing to accept this mission of love and romance, he was out of his element in walking in public with Susan while trying to make small talk. Navy SEALs, even retired, Navy SEALs, unless they were jabbering with their good buddies don't have the time nor see the need to make small talk.
Since nothing was small to them, war was all encompassing, and too big of a deal to talk about nonsense. Even then, he never talked about what happened when in battle. Even when asked and pressured to talk about all that they survived, they rarely talked about their dangerous missions unless talking to a psychiatrist. Certainly, Christopher would rather face an armed terrorist than a beautiful woman. He was more comfortable with a gun in his hand and a violent confrontation than with a sexual relationship filled with conversation, sensitivity, and talking about his feelings.
Nevertheless, out of their control, the stage was slowly setting for something sexual to happen between them. As if there were incoming missiles, he wanted to hit the ground and pull her down beneath him to protect her and/or to fuck her. He felt the change in the air as if there was an incoming mortar round about to land and explode at his feet. The fact of the matter was that they were both strong individuals, and both Leos, surprisingly, they were much alike. After their brief firework display was over, their stage was set for sparks to fly and ignite, hopefully later.
# # #
Be it for a head-butting, hostile exchange that would surely result in a difference of opinion and or an argument, being that she was just as strong willed and stubborn as he was, he was ready for rejection. Besides, even though she was easy on the eyes and attractive enough to make him interested and keep him interested, fortunately for him, even though, normally, she wasn't his type, she was his type now. Usually attracted to short women with dark hair, dark eyes, and small breasts, he changed. Tall, blue-eyed, blonde, and busty, sexually captivated by her, he could never say no to her.
Spirited, sexy, and smart, she was all that he now looked for in a woman. Spending what seemed like a lifetime overseas and in combat, especially in the middle east, he had grown accustomed to not having sex. Yet, having never been with a strong-will and intelligent woman, he preferred a woman that he could control instead of taking the chance of starting a relationship with a woman who wanted to control him.
Rejection or acceptance, sex, and/or love, with nothing really new but for the one they were with, both had traveled down this path many times before with others. A first time for everything, this was the first time that Christopher invited a woman to his small, albeit efficient apartment. This was the first time he asked a woman to live with him or temporarily bunk with him, as he so romantically put it.
He always found all that he needed and everything that he wanted by picking up women of the night and going to her place or to a cheap motel to hump her and fuck her. Now having second thoughts with every slow step he took, with his mind racing much faster than his feet were walking, normally, his pace was normally, much quicker than this. Never being much of a conversationalist, especially after doing all of his talking in the diner, or with a weapon in his deadly hand, while walking and thinking of something to say, he had nothing else to contribute to their conversation.
Lost for words, he had no words to describe what he was feeling. With all of this new to him, he didn't know where to begin and how to share his new feelings. He just hoped that he hadn't made a mistake by asking a homeless woman to bunk with him. Yet, as long as she didn't make too much noise, he was good. If she was going to bunk with him, she needed to be quiet. He couldn't take a woman who talked a lot about nothing.
# # #
"You know," she said picking up on his mood change. "If you'd rather I not bunk with you," she said with an uncomfortable laugh while looking up at him. "We could forget this whole thing and go our separate ways. You saved my ass, gave me sixty bucks, and fed me a big meal. You've done more than anyone has done for me. I appreciate all that you've done for me," she said. "You needn't do anything else. I'm perfectly happy returning to my alley instead of bunking with you."
Seemingly not knowing what to say, he looked at her without replying.
"I still have my bags of cans hidden behind the dumpster. I can go back to where I was living and to where I belong for the time being, and now that I have all of that leftover food that you're carrying for me, I'll have plenty to eat for several days," she said. "A life I've grown accustomed to living, homeless and living on the street is not as terribly bad as it seems on the surface, and possibly to you," she said maintaining a stiff upper lip and a brave face.
When he didn't answer her, she looked up at him, again.
"You don't have to worry about me. I'll be fine," she said raising her head and her chin high while inhaling a big breath and sticking out her enormous chest. "Really, I've come this far alone already. I really don't need or want any more of your help," she said shaking her head. "Thank you for everything but..."
# # #
He looked down at her and laughed.
"Don't be silly. This is good. Yeah, this is a good thing. Trust me, you're helping me by bunking with me as much as I'm helping you by giving you a temporary place to stay," he said as if trying to convince himself of that.
He paused as if thinking what more to say.
"If I seem reticent at all, a creature of a stringent routine to get me through my day, it's because I'm used to being alone. To be honest, with my routine so strict, I'm not very good with change," he confessed. "Unless I'm beating the shit out of someone, with me a loner, I'm not good talking to people, especially to attractive women."
She laughed.
"Trust me. I know. We all have our routines. Imagine me being flooded out of my apartment to roam the street, live in a shelter, and eat at a mission. Quite the change, I swear I'd have to make less of a change and would have had a better life had I gone to prison," she said. "Instead of cuddling up with a piece of cardboard in a doorway without food to eat, at least I'd have three meals a day and a bunk with a pillow and a blanket to sleep."
He smiled down at her again.
"I hear you," he said. "Speaking of prison, don't forget, much in the way of someone serving a 30-year prison sentence, not that the Navy was prison but, longer being in than being out, I was a Navy SEAL for 30 years of my life. That drill, that discipline, and taking orders is the only routine that I know. The Navy was my home and my good buddies were my family. I always had a buddy to watch my back and never a woman to share my life."
Susan nodded her head.
"I understand. Being retired from the military must be a big change for you," she said rolling her eyes when not understanding how anyone could make a career out of the military.
# # #
Accustomed to taking orders, he didn't have to make his own decisions about what to do, when to do it, and where to go. He wasn't allowed to go wherever he wanted to go. He wasn't allowed to do anything without given an order to obey. In the way of a prison yard but with everyone having guns, while always in harm's way, without him realizing it, he was as much prisoner of the United States military as he was a proud Navy SEAL.
"Just as I've never talked as much as I'm talking now, I don't know anything else. I've been with plenty of women but I never had a wife or a long-term girlfriend. A lone wolf when it comes to love but a team player when it came to the Navy, other than my barracks buddies, I'm never been in a committed relationship," he said with a sad, little laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Committed relationship?" She stopped walking to stand her ground. "Hold on. Wait one second, Christopher," said Susan staring at him sideways. "Back up. Where was I when we went from you buying me breakfast, me temporarily bunking with you, to me being your woman, you being my man, and us being in a committed relationship?"
She looked up at him and frowned while making a face of incredibility.
"I don't need a man to take care of me," she said with defiance. "I can take care of myself," she said looking at him while raising her voice with hostility. "You have a lot of nerve to think that I..."
He looked at her with sadness.
"I'm sorry. Jumping way ahead myself, I'm not good with words. I didn't mean to imply that we're together. I'm just worried..."
She looked up at him with confusion.
"Worried? Worried about what? What are you worried about," she impatiently asked again?
# # #
"I'm worried about how to act with you in my apartment. I'm worried about what to tell people with you in my life? I'm worried about you seeing some of the weird things that I do," he said with a laugh. "Suddenly, I feel as if I'm a pimply faced teenager on a first date," he said with another laugh.
She looked at him as if there was something wrong with him for him to worry about such petty things.
"You know, if it helps, let's go back to before I wasn't your perceived girlfriend," said Susan with an uncomfortable laugh. "I'm just a homeless woman you saved and a woman that you now feel responsible to help her live a better life," she said.
She looked up at him to see his reaction to what she said but he showed no reaction. When he didn't respond, she continued.
"As if I'm your personal spoils of war, now that you have me, seemingly, you think that you own me. You don't have a clue what to do with me, do you," she asked staring up at him? "Perhaps, you should treat me as if I'm your prisoner of war," she said with a laugh. "Then, you'd know what to do with me."
He touched her shoulder.
"You're taking this all-wrong, Susan. You're making this more difficult for me than it needs to be," he said. "I didn't mean to suggest..."
She laughed.
"I'm making this more difficult than it needs to me?" She laughed again. "You're the one making a big deal out of nothing."
She waited for him to respond and when he didn't, she continued again.
"So, what do you do with me? Huh? Tell me because just along for the ride, at your whim and whimsy, I'd like to know," she said making solid eye contact with him. "Do you give me a temporary place to stay or do you fuck me. Maybe you'd like to do both. Tell me, would you prefer having sex with me before I go to sleep or after I awaken?"
She laughed. Not answering her, he looked down at her and made a face.
"Are you an evening person or a morning person," she asked staring up at him?
She continued staring up at him. Then, when he didn't answer her, she punctuated her indignation by walking away from him.
"Fuck you! Fuck you, Christopher. Fuck you," she said while walking away from him. "I'm done with this bullshit."
As soon as he saw her leaving, his decision was made. He didn't want her to leave. He wanted her to stay. No longer indecisive, he knew now what he wanted and needed to do. He wanted her in his life.
"Wait. Hold up. C'mon Susan. Come back. Please stay. I didn't mean to..."
# # #
She turned to confront him with a face full of as anger and confusion as much as she had sorrowful hurt.
"Just as you don't know what to make of this situation, I don't know either. Just as this is new ground for you, this is new ground for me, too," she said. "Now I'm not saying that having sex is on the table or off the table. We're both consenting adults. Who knows? Whatever happens, happens. Not forcing the issue, we can take things slow and see what naturally happens or we can just go our separate ways now. You tell me," she said already giving him an ultimatum.
He looked at her in the way that John Wayne looked at Maureen O'Hara in the Quiet Man. She was pigheaded, just like him. Yet, unlike him, when he was mad and his face was all red, turned, and twisted with anger, she was so even more fucking beautiful when she was angry. She was even more beautiful when she emerged from the ladies room in the brightly lit diner. She was especially more beautiful when she smiled. He needed to make her smile again. As he did by feeding her, he wanted to make her happy.
"Actually, now that we've put everything out there, especially sex, I feel better with the pressure that I put on myself off now," he said letting out a sigh of relief.
They walked a few blocks without saying anything before he pointed for her to take a side street with him that led away from the city to the more suburban part of town.
"I like you Susan. I really do," he said. "Having never met anyone like you, I think you're a Hell of a woman, a special lady, and easy on the eyes, but I'd rather face a firing squad than to be alone with a pretty woman who may be expecting more than I can give," he said with a laugh.
She nodded her head while smiling up at him.
"I like you too, Christopher. Truthfully, I'm not expecting anything. I'm definitely not expecting a fairytale romance, if that's what is pressuring you," she said with a laugh. "Those days are gone. I'm just hoping to have a place to wash my dirty body, rest my cold, tired head, sleep soundly, have a cup of coffee, and some grub in the morning. Then, whenever you grow tired of me, I'll be on my way as if none of this ever happened. Okay?"
With them now having an understanding, he looked at her in the way that he looked at her before.
"Okay," he said.
He dug his hands deep in his pockets as if his pant pockets contained all of his answers. Not knowing what else to say to convince her otherwise to stay longer than a night, he agreed with her. Not even knowing if he wanted her to stay more than a night, he decided to play it all by ear.
# # #
"For the first time in my life, I feel safe," she said. "You make me feel that there's nothing that you can't handle," she said being submissively to him for the first time. "For the first time, I don't feel that I must have eyes in the back of my head. If rats and roaches weren't bad enough, those men beat me and tried to rape me. Had you not come along, they may have murdered me," she said.
More of a man of action than of words, he stopped and turned to her. Perhaps, because she suddenly showed him her softer side, he was more attracted to her. Then, out of the clear blue, surprising himself as much as he surprised her, as if he was pulling out his knife to slit her throat, he took her in his arms and kissed her. When he parted her lips with his tongue, she returned his passion with her own. Then, as if she was wearing a bomb vest, he abruptly pushed her away.



"Sorry. Sorry. I'm so sorry," he said. "I don't know what came over me. Please forgive me."
She laughed.
"There's no need to be sorry, unless you didn't mean to kiss me," she said with a nervous laugh. "Actually, to be honest, I liked you taking me in your strong arms and kissing me. It's been a long time since a man gave me that kind of a passionate kiss." She looked up at him and smile. "You're a good kisser."
He smiled at her.
"Thank you," he said. "I did," he said looking down to avoid making eye contact with her. "I did mean to kiss you but I don't believe in any of that mumbo jumbo that there's a reason for everything and..."
She laughed.
"You mean, fate, kismet, destiny, and love at first sight," she asked while laughing again?"
He laughed.
"Yeah, I guess that's what I mean," he said still not looking at her while digging in his heels and while being determined not to like her, want her, and need her.
# # #
"Now that you brought it up, what about love at first sight," she asked looking up at him to see his reaction to her question? "Do you, at least, believe in that?"
She looked at him, and when he didn't answer her, she continued.
"Other than the Navy, tell me, what else to you believe in besides the United States military? You don't think that some kind of cosmic attraction or magical force whether physical, spiritual, and/or emotional played a part in what happened tonight and with you interceding on my behalf to save me or do you?"
She looked up at him and smiled. He looked down at her while trying to read her. He had a much better chance of reading a Taliban terrorist than reading a woman, especially a woman who was so very pretty.
"And I suppose you do," he asked?
Feeling more comfortable thinking of her as such, he looked at her as if she was a prisoner of war that he was interrogating.
"To be honest, seeing you only from a distance, I thought you were nothing more than an old, bag lady," he said. "Then, when I saw you in the diner," he paused not wanting to tell her that his heart skipped a beat. "I never expected you to be a tall, beautiful blonde."
Susan looked at him while understanding him more.
"Yeah, well, even if you don't I believe in all of that mumbo jumbo, I think that fate had everything to do with what happened here tonight. Right place and at the right time, someone tapped you on the shoulder, and they weren't wearing a uniform other than wings and a halo," she said laughing.
He looked down at her as if unsure of her meaning.
"So, what are you saying?"
He looked at her as if she was a new recruit telling him that there was more to life than being a SEAL.
"Are you saying that there is more to all of this than me saving you, feeding you, and offering you a place to bunk?"
She laughed again.
"Duh? You asked me to bunk with you," she said laughing. "Wow! Right up there with asking me to be your woman, that's some serious shit for you. Next, you'll be making me a braid out of a terrorist's scalp and giving me that as a ring before pinning one of your medals on my chest," she said with another laugh.
He laughed, too.
# # #
"Wait. Hold on, now. I only asked you to spend the night...or two," he said looking at her. "I didn't ask you to be my woman. I didn't ask you to marry me. Where did all that come from about me giving you a ring to put on your finger."
Even in the frightful mess that she was, underneath her messy hair, her dirty fingernails, and her makeup free face, he could tell that she was beautiful. In the way that her blonde hair was wild, frizzy, and pulled back as if restrained when the rest of her spirit wasn't, she looked as if she just woke up from bed after a long night of sex.
She smelled of sex. She exuded sex. More than just sexy and shapely, she was the epitome of what every man wants in a woman. She was a real woman. She was a woman that any man would be happy to bed and to marry.
He looked at her again. Always more comfortable categorizing the women he knew, the closest women he could imagine her being like was Marilyn Monroe, Kim Basinger, and Christie Brinkley, only younger, shapelier, and more beautiful all wrapped up in one woman named, Susan Jill Parker.
To be continued...



        

  
    Mature Man & Maiden Maureen Ch. 01
  
  Mature Man & Maiden Maureen Ch. 01

        Love at first sight, an older man falls for a younger woman.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mature-man-and-maiden-maureen-ch-01

Title: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen Ch. 01

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Mature

Description: Love at first sight, an older man falls for a younger woman.

Tags: love at first sight, younger woman, dreaming about her, masturbating over her, may and december relationship, sexually fantasizing about her, age makes no difference, older man, double d cup breasts, beautiful redhead

Series: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen


Mark, a much older man, befriends a much younger woman.
I met Maureen, while walking my dog through the dog park. She stopped me in my tracks when she suddenly appeared from behind some shrubbery with her puppy, Missy, a Golden Retriever. He had spotted my dog, Polo, and ran out to play chase.
My dog is the chase champion, only he likes being chased and not chasing other dogs. The fastest dog at the dog park, no dog can catch him. Instead of naming him Polo, I should have named him Flash or Zip in the way that he can run, jump, leap, and zigzag away from any dog at will.
I watched her dog interact with mine. She was so young, so clumsy, and so funny in her play. With her paws too big for the size of her, she look as if he wore oversized shoes that caused her to trip and stumble. So terribly uncoordinated, she was as laughable as she was beautiful.
Then, I looked at Maureen, again, so young, so self-confident, and so self-assured. In a word, indeed, she was a true beauty. Hypnotizing and mesmerizing is how I'd describe her. Never had I met anyone like her.
Wishing I was 20-years younger, never have I seen a woman as beautiful. She was tall, at least, 5'9' tall while wearing flat sneakers. With her long, red, lush, beautiful hair, and her big, green eyes, she had enormous breasts, at least, a double D cup. Since I love tits, the bigger the better, if her red hair and beautiful face didn't attract my sexual attention, her big tits certainly did.
'Who is this woman and where has she been all my life,' I thought?
I was old enough to be her father. The thought that I was so very much older than she was, and that she hadn't been born yet, when I searched for my one and only, filled me with sadness, guilt, and shame. Easily, I was twice her age. What's wrong with me to sexually lust over a woman so young?
Suddenly, I felt like lecherous fool that I am. If I were her dad, I'd be warning her about guys like me, just as I had warned my daughters about older men being after only one thing. Yet, unable to control my sexual desire, there I was lusting after this, oh, so young, beautiful woman. Without realizing it, unable to remove my eyes from her and continuing to stare at her, I had become one of those guys.
'He's too old for you, Honey,' I imagined her father talking about me, when she brought me home to dinner to meet her parents, as if I was some young, grad student. 'Don't throw your life away over him. Find someone your own age. If you had children with this guy, he'll be old enough to be their grandfather when they're still in high school. Besides, he's only after one thing.'
'Only after one thing,' I imagined her father saying to her.
And he'd be wrong. In her case, I wasn't only after one thing. I was after everything. I wanted her. I wanted all of her. Love at first sight, I was already in love with her.
Of course, the dialogue that I imagined her father having with her over me was the same dialogue that I had with my own daughters. His thumbnail assessment of me would have been correct, only, I wanted more than just sex from her. I wanted everything. I wanted the stars and the moon. Until death do us part, I wanted to marry her and love her forever.
# # #
Nonetheless, sex screamed through my mind. Yes, of course, I wanted to fuck her. Yes, of course, I want to do dirty, nasty, and unspeakable things to her shapely body and to her beautiful mouth. Yes, without doubt, I wanted her in the way that I had never wanted another woman before.
All of this went through my mind in the first few seconds of meeting her. Never have I been so instantly taken with a woman. Never have I seen a woman so beautiful, so shapely, and so sexy. Never have I wanted any woman as much as I wanted her.
When I looked at her, she made me feel so sensuously soft and fuzzy, warm inside. She made me feel like the feeling I get from my first bite of rich, dark chocolate, or from that first kiss after a romantic evening, or when seeing someone as enchanting as was she. The thought of making forbidden love to her was a deliciously, decadent thought that I enjoyed savoring for as long as I could because I knew that it would never happen. I knew that she would never be interested in a man like me, a man who was twice her age.
Normally, someone like her would make me feel old and foolish. Yet, the moment that I saw her, she made me forget my past, forget my age, and yearn for a future with her in it. If only I was rich, I'd make her mine by tempting her with my wealth and money. If only I was younger, I'd entice her with my good looks and hard body. If only I was powerful and influential, maybe, she'd want me then.
If only she was mine for one night, I'd cherish the memory of her for when I'm older. If nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I imagined taking her in my arms and kissing her. I imagined parting her red, full lips with my tongue and French kissing her. I imagined touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes while making out with her.
If that wasn't enough to sexually fantasize over, I imagined slowly stripping her naked before mounting her and making love to her. I imagined fucking her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. No longer of a mind and body to entertain such sexual thoughts of a wild and crazy fantasy of having an intimate, sexual relationship with her, at least, I'd have the memory of her. At least, I would know what it would have been like to be with her that one time.
# # #
With a complexion so fair and so healthy, she looked brand new. I bet she smelled new, too. I saw her in the way that I'd see my new, shiny car for the first time. She's a real beauty with great lines.
May I touch her? May I take her for a spin? How fast will she go? With her natural curves, what will she do in the corners? She has that new woman smell. I can't wait to take her for a long drive to the beach, to the mountains, and to go parking at some romantic spot overlooking the ocean.
With her beautiful, red hair so shiny and her big, green eyes so bright, the contrast of the two made her look catlike in appearance. Red hair with green eyes tore through my horny mind, as if a laser to my love-sick heart. Without her even realizing it, she moved with the sexuality of a woman who knows that she has a hot body, but that doesn't need to show it.
With her so incredibly beautiful, she has no reason to prove anything to the world. She had class. With that, I knew she was modest and private, and I liked that about her. It's funny the things that I imagined, when reading into a woman and finding out later how right or how wrong I was in my instant, thumbnail assessment of her.
As if we were lifelong friends, we connected immediately. I felt that I already knew her. Much in the way of watching a favorite movie over and again, every time I looked at her, I noticed something else about her that I had missed before, something that made me want her even more. Her natural beauty stole my conscious thought and it was not until I walked beside her for some distance that I noticed that she was quite tall, at least 5'9'. Difficult not to notice, she had quite the figure beneath her tight fitting dress.
I had to pry my horny eyes and forcibly turn my sexually frustrated head away from her, so that I wouldn't be caught staring at her beauty. I didn't want to make her feel uncomfortable in my presence. I didn't want her to think me rude, lewd, or just another horny, old man lusting over her outside appearance without taking the time to learn more about her and who she is inside.
Instead, I decided to play it cool, so that she'd enjoy our time together, remain in my company longer, and hopefully, walk with me a bit more. I hoped she'd continue walking with me and talking to me, at least, until we were standing at the end of the earth together. My ulterior motives worked because she walked with me the entire time that I was with her at the dog park.
I so wanted to endear myself to her, but I had so little time to do that. My imagined hope, her time with me almost felt like a mini date and I imagined that we were a couple taking a stroll together, after having a sumptuous meal, and before heading off to bed to have wild sex. That warm thought, and with her by my side, lifted my spirit. She made me feel young and vital, again, something I thought would never happen to me again, after my divorce.
# # #
In this world of people, those who take little pride in their appearance, she was a shining star. Without doubt, being genetically perfect and looking like the woman that every man could lust over, love, and live with for the rest of their lives, she already had a head start. Still, so many women even don't put a brush through their hair or some gloss on their lips, when heading off to the dog park with their dogs. Embarrassed to say, but true, some dogs look better than their female owners.
Do they feel that because they're in a relationship that they no longer have to look appealing anymore? Do they feel that just because they're walking the trail in a dog park that no one will see them? Or do they just not care anymore and have given up on themselves? They're not the women I want. I want a woman who looks like Maureen. I want Maureen.
There she was at the dog park wearing a smart, short, low-cut dress that she could have worn to a restaurant. Her hair, clean and neatly tied back, displayed a feminine hairclip. With her long, red hair pulled back like that, the effect highlighted her cheek bones, and gave her an elegant look.
She wore makeup, a rarity to see women wearing makeup at the dog park, the mall, or the supermarket these days. Women are so casual, too casual in their appearances with blue jeans, wrinkled t-shirt or sweatshirt, and dirty, white sneakers being the uniform of the day. She was stunning. When compared to the other women at the dog park, she looked like a Goddess that had magically appeared on Earth just for me, I imagined, and I hoped. Something I'll never forget for as long as I live, that was the first time that I met Maureen.
# # #
Over the next few months, I saw her occasionally and, always, she looked as beautiful as she did the first time I met her. I tried planning my days accordingly, being at the park the same time that I saw her there last. Hoping to catch her again and always, so as not to embarrass myself or have her think me a stalker, I tried to make our chance meetings appear unintentionally accidental.
Then, when, after a time, I didn't accidentally on purpose see her, I started haunting the place and taking my dog there multiple times a day, until it was ridiculous with people asking me if I lived at the dog park. Besides my dog was getting too thin and muscular from all the exercise and I was getting too preoccupied with the thoughts of hoping to see her again. When I wasn't thinking about her, I sexually fantasized about her when masturbating myself. Then, at night, I dreamt about her naked and making love to me.
In the back of my mind, I hoped that she believed in fate and would pick up on the serendipitous circumstance of my preplanned, coincidental encounters. In the back of my mind, I hoped she found me as sexually appealing as I found her. I hoped that she was single and without a boyfriend. Of course, I was crazy to think that someone who looked like her would be without a man.
Moreover, I was deluding myself in thinking she'd be interested in someone as old as me. Without doubt, alas, unfortunately, and sadly, I was too old for her. Without doubt, alas, unfortunately, and sadly, she was too young for me. Oh, God, perish the thought and erase the image of her licking a pussy from my mind, but I hope she wasn't lesbian. If she was, such a waste of a beautiful and sexy woman to not be interested in having sex with a man.
# # #
"I don't come here as often as I would like," she said when I finally saw her again, after a long absence.
I was so happy to finally see her. Whenever I walked with her, instead of lumbering along, I had a spring to my step and a big, dumb smile on my face. I've never been as happy as I was when walking with her and talking to her.
"My dog loves the park and I love the exercise of walking within the beautiful scenery,' she said. "I wish I could take her here every day but...' she paused to give me a sad smile with her face suddenly becoming troubled. "I don't always have the time to take her,' she said in a softer voice that was suddenly distant.
Clearly being secretive, it was obvious that she was hiding something from me but what?
'I come here too much in the hopes of seeing you again; I wanted to confess to her but I didn't dare,' say that to her.
# # #
With her wrapping me around her little finger, she made me feel desperate. She made me feel foolish. She made me want to get down on my knee and declare my love for her. Suddenly, I felt pathetic. Knowing so little about her, I didn't even know her. To think that I have fallen in love with her was preposterous.
Definitely, I need therapy. Love at first sight; with everyone playing the field, and more interested in staring at their cellphones than in dating, who believes in that anymore, anyway? Yet, with there no explanation for who I loved and who loved me, love is the only thing that transgressed age. Right? Maybe no, maybe yes, I don't know. If only, I wished, oh, God...I'd love to love her. I'd love for her to love me.
She gave me a glimmer of hope every time she looked up at me and smiled up at me. As if I was her wicked, older boyfriend. Warming my heart, she smiled at me. Quickening my pulse, she actually smiled at me. With her getting my humor, she even laughed at my jokes. That's good right?
I made her laugh with my dry, sometimes blackly, sardonic sense of humor. Over their head, most people don't get my humor, but she did. She thinks me funny. That's okay. I can be her clown. I'll play the fool for her, if she'll stay with me a little longer, if she'll seek me out again to talk to me while walking together through the dog park.
# # #
I loved it when she paid me the attention worthy of her smile. I loved it when she laughed. She had such a musical laugh, a laugh that made me involuntarily laugh with her. I so enjoy her happiness that I basked in her joy. She made my day whenever I saw her smiling and beautiful face, again.
If she wasn't beautiful enough before, when she smiled, she became even more beautiful. Her smile made me hunger for her and want her even more. Never have I seen a more beautiful woman. Never have I seen a woman with the face of a model and the body of a porn star.
'Don't stare,' I reminded myself. 'Don't stare at her; I had to keep thinking to myself, so that I wouldn't make a complete ass of myself. Play it cool. Stay calm. Relax, don't say anything stupid and whatever you do, don't embarrass her by making a pass at her,' I thought.
To my favor, whenever she saw me, she'd wave and come running over to me. She made me feel special when she did that. She made me feel that I was her man and she was my woman. My memory suddenly launched back to one of those old, Irish Spring, soap commercials, where two lovers run toward one another through the heather to embrace in a tender kiss.
I sexually fantasized running towards her and embracing her. I imagined her looking up at me while I stared down at her. Then, a magical moment that I knew would never happen, I imagined kissing her. I imagined parting her soft lips with my tongue and French kissing her. Then, not stopping with just one kiss, I imagined making out with her while feeling her everywhere that an older man should never touch and feel a younger woman through her clothes.
# # #
Sexually exciting me, I loved watching her run. I loved watching her huge breasts bounce up and down and side to side. She had quite the rack. She had huge tits. If I was to guess, she probably had at least a double D cup. She had shapely breasts that I dreamt about every night, when I'm alone with her in my thoughts and feeling as horny as I felt lonely.
I imagined her running towards me, wrapping her arms around my neck, and pressing her lips against mine in a long, wet, passionate kiss. If I closed my eyes while slowly stroking my erect, naked prick, I could almost feel her tongue against mine. I could almost feel her body pressed against mine. Only, it wasn't me who she wanted to see. Unfortunately, it was my dog. She loved my dog so much that she made me wish that I was him.
'He's the cutest thing, ever,' she said, scooping him up in her arms against her huge breasts and off the ground to give him a big hug and a kiss on his head. 'Polo, I love you. You're so sweet. Do you want to come home with me?'
'Yes, I'd love to go home with you,' I thought while wishing she'd press me against her huge breasts and kiss me on my head.
Yes, I nearly involuntarily said, while wishing I could lick her face in the way that my dog had licked her face. Who said dogs are dumb? My dog was wicked smart to be as attracted to her as much as I was.
She made me wish that I was a dog, a dog my owners had named me Polo, so that she'd think me cute, too, and scoop me up in her arms. I was jealous over the attention and affection that my dog received from her. Watching him lick her face made me want to lick her everywhere, too.
I loved the sound of her womanly voice, soft and feminine without being high pitched and too girlish. I couldn't imagine her nagging me in that sexy voice, yet, if she did, whatever she asked me to do, I'd obediently obey. I wouldn't care. I'd be sexually submissive to her, just to hear her talk. I'd do whatever she wanted me to do for the chance of being with her.
And she was smart, too, a college graduate working towards her master's degree in special education. I couldn't help but wonder, what's wrong with her? Surely, she must have faults, perhaps, an errant strand of hair, a hangnail, or a crooked toe. No one can be this perfect.
# # #
She loved my dog because with all the running through the fields and frolicking down by the water, my dog wore out her dog. It's a rare dog that can wear out a Golden Retriever, but her dog was no match for the speed, agility, and endurance of my long legged Rat Terrier. Born to run, he loved to run.
Polo was the new breed of Rat Terrier. Instead of breeding a Manchester Terrier, a Beagle, and a Fox Terrier, the new breed of Rat Terrier is bred with a Manchester Terrier, a Whippet, and an Italian Greyhound. Polo had the elegant poise and grace of the Manchester Terrier with the long legged speed and endurance of a Whippet and the narrow bodied agility of the Italian Greyhound. The closest dog to a mutt, but a short haired, non-allergic, pedigree without having all the health issues of a purebred, he's a wonderful dog and a great companion, even with children.
I walked with Maureen the distance of the three mile loop that was the dog park behind Smith College in Northampton, Massachusetts. Sometimes, going twice around whenever the time and energy allowed, she made me wish that I was 20 years younger. Still, the difference in our ages didn't stop me from being her friend and from taking her away with me in my masturbation, sexual fantasies, and my dreams that night, or whenever I was alone, lonely, and horny.
With the sexual memory always remaining with me, the essence of her always stayed with me. Her smell, her smile, and her bright, beautiful, green eyes haunted me. She was always with me in my thoughts, until I saw her again. Every time I saw her, she excited me as if it was the first time meeting her. Head over heels, I was already in love with her.
'I love you, Maureen,' I imagined saying to her.
I imagined scooping her up in my arms and passionately kissing her.



'I love you, Mark,' I imagined her saying to me.
I imagined her wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me with the passion that I had imagined kissing her.
Yet, her falling in love with me, in the way that I fell in love with her the first instant that I saw her, would never happen.
# # #
She made me recall the book by Milan Kundera, 'The Unbearable Lightness of Being.' Suddenly, I felt as if I was the main character, Tomas, in Fredrich Nietzsche's book. Rejecting his doctrine of eternal reoccurrence, and his argument that in a world of objective meaningless, one must fall into nihilism unless one's acts recurs eternally, giving us a lightness of weight throughout eternity and, in effect, living forever. Yet, who would want to live forever? I'd want to live forever if I could live with Maureen.
My life, before meeting Maureen, was nihilistic in a way. With the onset of age and the state of the world with war, poverty, inflation, greed, and despair, I began to believe that nothing is worthwhile, life is pointless, and human values are worthless. Now, suddenly, after meeting this beautiful woman and imagining the possibilities that there is someone out there for me, who looked like her, fantasizing about her being part of my life, I felt a sudden lightness of being. I found hope for a new beginning with her by my side in eternal happiness.
Even if my love wasn't returned by someone so young and so beautiful, I found love. Of course, for me, love was the lightness of being. Whenever I walked with her and talked to her, I felt a lightness of being. Of course, I was just dreaming and being the foolish, old man that I am. She'd never look at me in the way that I looked at her. She'd never sexually want me in the way that I sexually wanted her.
Certainly, I'm no literary scholar, but the beauty about reading a good book or any book is that I take away with me whatever meaning that fits my purpose and discard the rest. That's the beauty about being human; we're all so much alike, yet we're all so different in our thoughts and desires. Just as Tomas wanted a second chance at a new life with the woman that he loved by his side, I imagined Maureen was my second chance at reliving my life renewed.
Having made mistakes with my ex-wife gave me the experience not to make the same mistakes again with Maureen. Only, the thought of her with me was such a heavy burden of supposition and a premature, preposterous proposition, at best, that it weighed me down with sadness, whenever I wasn't with her. I knew that being together as a couple with her would never happen, yet it was so very uplifting to imagine that it would. And for a brief time, while walking with her and talking to her at the dog park made me feel that we were together.
I enjoyed imagining us together as a couple in love. Nonetheless, if the only time that I was to share with her was going for a walk with our dogs through the dog park, then so be it. At least for that hour, I was a happy man. Then, as if she were my woman, I'd take the memory of her home with me. I'd masturbate myself while imagining her without her clothes and having sex with me.
While stroking my erect, naked prick faster and harder, I imagined mounting her military style and making love to her. I imagined bending her over the couch, the chair, the kitchen counter, the bathroom sink, and/or the banister and fucking her. I imagined her blowing me and allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth. I imagined fingering her pussy and masturbating her. I imagined licking her cunt and eating her pussy. I imagined giving her multiple, sexual orgasms. I imagined making her as happy as I always was when walking with her and talking to her.
# # #
Still, desire haunted me and my lust for her tortured me. Realistically, why would she love me? I'm an old man compared to her. She'd certainly have emotional issues, a father complex, to fall in love with a man twice her age. Yet, if only she did, if only she could, and if only she would, I'd be so happy and, hopefully, I'd make her so happy, too.
Today, she looked a bit down, almost sad. She only smiled when watching her dog interact with my dog. She wasn't as talkative as she usually is. I gave her more space without interrupting her thoughts with conversation. Perhaps, not wanting to know, I didn't dare ask her what was wrong. I didn't know her well enough to intrude upon her private life and her troubled thoughts.
Besides, I was happy just to be there with her. No doubt, I was a bit selfish in the fact that I didn't want to ruin our time together. Yet, my good time was weighed down by her limited conversation that were filled with bad thoughts. Yet, no matter, how she felt or the reason why she felt how she did, I wanted to offer her my shoulder. I wanted to offer her more than my friendship; I wanted to offer her my love. I wanted to reach down and take her hand in mine and walk away with her.
Alas, not to be, never to be, she was so very young. How old was she? I never asked her, but if I were to hazard a guess, maybe, she was 25-years-old, half my age. Definitely, I'm old enough to know better. I'm old enough to know that she'd never be interested in a man like me, a man past his prime, and a man embittered by life and no longer carrying the torch of idealism. Indeed, I was old enough to be her father.
Whenever she left me, after the brief time we were together, she made me feel old, vulnerable, sad, and ridiculous for me to think that she'd want me. Yet, when I was with her, when I was in her presence, I felt young, energetic, and alive. Her youth and zest for life was contagious. She rejuvenated me. She was my addictive elixir and my fountain of youth. Never has an hour been as pleasurable and gone by so quickly. Never has a walk through the woods of the dog park been so enjoyable, and dialogue between two people been so free, so easy, and so interesting.
# # #
'What's wrong?'
I said finally asked her. Suddenly, I seized upon the moment. I felt secure enough by the openness of our conversation, and in our quickly, growing friendship to ask what was troubling her. Instead of telling, she gave me a vague answer.
"Oh, nothing,' she said waving a disinterested hand after a long, thoughtful pause. "I'm having boyfriend troubles."
Her words stuck me as if a knife to my heart. As soon as she said the word boyfriend, I was jealous. Suddenly, I pictured her naked and orgasmic in the throes of lustful sex, while in the arms of her young, hot boyfriend. The thought of his cock in her mouth and her blowing him angered me.
I imagined him tall, handsome, and wealthy. Surely, a woman this desirable, this sexy, and this beautiful was most deserving of such a man as that. Suddenly, as if from out of nowhere, her boyfriend appeared before us.
To be continued...
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Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Ch. 7
Navy SEAL falls in love with a homeless woman.
Author's Note:
This is a Romance story. There is no rape in this story.
All characters portrayed in this story are over 21-years-old. There are no minors under the age of 18-years-old in this story. There are no sexual references to anyone under the age of 21-years-old.
# # #
Continued from Chapter 6: Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman.
"What about love at first sight," she asked looking up at him to see his reaction to her question? "Do you believe in that?"
She looked at him waiting for him to respond, and when he didn't answer her, she continued.
"Other than the Navy, tell me, what else to you believe in besides the United States military," she said with a laugh? "You don't think that some kind of cosmic attraction or magical force whether physical, spiritual, and/or emotional played a part in what happened tonight and with you interceding on my behalf to save me or do you?"
She looked up at him and smiled. He looked down at her while trying to read her. He had a much better chance of reading a Taliban terrorist than reading a woman, especially a woman who was so, very pretty.
"And I suppose you do," he asked?
Feeling more comfortable thinking of her as such, he looked at her as if she was a prisoner of war that he was interrogating.
"To be honest, seeing you only from a distance, I thought you were nothing more than an old, bag lady," he said. "Then, when I saw you in the diner," he paused not wanting to tell her that his heart skipped a beat. "I never expected you to be a tall, beautiful blonde."
Susan looked at him while understanding him more.
"Yeah, well, even if you don't believe, I believe in all of that mumbo jumbo. I think that fate had everything to do with what happened here tonight. Right place and at the right time, someone tapped you on the shoulder, and they weren't wearing a uniform other than wings and a halo," she said laughing.
He looked down at her as if unsure of her meaning.
"So, what are you saying?"
He looked at her as if she was a new recruit telling him that there was more to life than being a SEAL.
"Are you saying that there is more to all of this than me saving you, feeding you, and offering you a place to bunk?"
She laughed again.
"Duh? You asked me to bunk with you," she said laughing. "Wow! Right up there with asking me to be your woman, that's some serious shit for you. Next, you'll be making me a braid out of a terrorist's scalp and giving me that as a ring before pinning one of your medals on my chest," she said with another laugh.
He laughed, too.
# # #
"Wait. Hold on, now. I only asked you to spend the night...or two," he said looking at her. "I didn't ask you to be my woman. I didn't ask you to marry me. Where did all that come from about me giving you a ring to put on your finger."
Even in the frightful mess that she was, underneath her messy hair, her broken and dirty fingernails, and her makeup free face, he could tell that she was a beautiful woman. In the way that her blonde hair was wild, frizzy, and pulled back as if restrained when the rest of her spirit wasn't, she looked as if she just woke up from bed after a long night of sex.
She smelled of sex. She exuded sex. More than just sexy and shapely, she was the epitome of what every man wanted and sexually fantasized having in a woman. Tall, blonde, beautiful, and busty with big, blue eyes, what man could possibly say no to her?
He looked at her again and always more comfortable categorizing the women he knew, the closest women he could imagine her being like was Marilyn Monroe, Kim Basinger, and Christie Brinkley, only younger, shapelier, and more beautiful all wrapped up in one.
# # #
"Wait. Hold on, now. I only asked you to spend the night...or two," he said looking at her. "I didn't ask you to be my woman. I didn't ask you to marry me. Where did all that come from about me giving you a ring to put on your finger."
Even in the frightful mess that she was, underneath her messy hair, her dirty fingernails, and her makeup free face, he could tell that she was beautiful. In the way that her blonde hair was wild, frizzy, and pulled back as if restrained when the rest of her spirit wasn't, she looked as if she just woke up from bed after a long night of sex.
She smelled of sex. She exuded sex. More than just sexy and shapely, she was the epitome of what every man wants in a woman.
He looked at her again. Always more comfortable categorizing the women he knew, the closest women he could imagine her being like was Marilyn Monroe, Kim Basinger, and Christie Brinkley, only younger, shapelier, and more beautiful all wrapped up in one woman named, Susan Jill Parker.
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Chapter 7:
With nothing else to give him, Susan rewarded Christopher with a blowjob for saving her life.
They spent the rest of their walk in silence, Christopher with his hands dug deep in his pockets with his eyes glued to the ground and Susan looking everywhere but at him.
"This is me, right here. It's a basement apartment. It's a little dark but I like it like that. When not putting on an interior light, no one can see me from the street," he said. "It's my very own, personal bunker," he said with a laugh.
She knew that there were steps leaning down to his basement apartment, but she could hardly see them. No doubt, with him feeling right at home, it was as if he lived in a bunker.
"It is a little dark," she said noticing the lack of lights needed to illuminate the steps when walking down to his apartment.
Steadying herself, she held onto the wall. Suddenly feeling fearful, she took a step back as if afraid. Scarred from what made her homeless, she had a reaction that she never expected.
"I got you. What's the matter," asked Christopher putting his arm around her slender waist?
She waved a hand in front of her face as if she was about to cry.
"I was flooded out of my basement apartment," she said. "After leaving my physically abusive husband, I had just moved from Boston to Hershey, Pennsylvania, in June of 2011. I was living with my Mom in a beautiful basement apartment, when only three months later, the Susquehanna River flooded.
Cresting more than thirty-feet over flood stage level, it was three weeks before the cops, the fire department, and the building inspectors allowed us back in the building to salvage anything. Nothing was salvageable. Floating in a soup of home heating oil and raw sewage, everything was ruined. There were dumpsters lining both sides of the street filled with everyone's ruined possessions," she said looking as if she was about to cry again.
He put his long, strong arm around her shapely shoulder and gave her a hug.
"Wow, that sucks. I'm sorry, Susan," he said. "Even with the few possessions that I have, I can't imagine losing everything I own."
She looked up at him with tears in her eyes.
# # #
"With us living in a basement apartment, the water was up to the second story of the building," she said looking up at the second floor windows of the house. "We had water from floor to ceiling."
She relived the flood again by merely talking about it. She had a look of sadness on her face as if it had just happened.
"Well, there's no water here," said Christopher. "You're safe here. I'm pretty far from the river and I'm on a hill. You're safe from water flooding us. If you want to worry about something, worry about being incinerated in a nuclear explosion," he said with a laugh. "Three Mile Island is right there," he said pointing to the four, huge, chimney stacks across the river.
Quite the site to behold, she looked over to where he was pointing.
"If the smoke stakes look so big from this distance, I can't imagine how big they'd look up close," she said.
He nodded his agreement.
"Fortunately, Three Mile Island is closed because of the natural gas boom," said Christopher. "Still, radiation is always a threat and is still a real danger. The experts say that the nuclear plant can withstand a plane crashing into it but that's what they said about the Twin Towers, too."
He laughed.
"I don't put much stock into what experts say about anything after seeing so many retired generals on CNN giving their biased opinions based on what they're told by the CIA to say," said Christopher.
Susan looked up at him.
"It's scary to see those nuclear smoke stacks looming so close. Aren't you afraid?"
He laughed.
"I don't even think about it," he said with a shrug. "When it's your time to go, there's nothing you can do to stop it." He led her down a flight of stairs, opened his front door, and turned on the light. "Well, this is it. Keep in mind that I'm a guy and I live alone," he said with a laugh.
# # #
Susan looked around the small room.
"It's so small and so neat. With your bunk there..." she said looking to the left and seeing a real Navy bunk. "And the couch over there..." she said looking to the right. "And nothing between them but a small TV perched on a small table in front of the couch," she said looking up at him. "This is hardly the bachelor pad that I expected you to have. Your apartment looks as if you just moved in or are about to move out," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
"What? You don't like my place? It suits me just fine. It's efficient and organized. I don't have a lot of stuff to trip over to find what I need."
Susan remained silent while looking around the room.
"It's just that..."
He made a face as if insulted.
"It's just that what," asked Christopher?
She laughed.
"It's devoid of a charm or personality. It's devoid of a woman's touch. It needs a woman's touch," she said looking up at him with a laugh. "There's no color and no style. You don't have any rugs or curtains. With no personal items displayed, books, knickknacks, or trinkets, it looks too much like a barracks room," she said. "All you need is a footlocker and a metal locker," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
"Actually," he said with an embarrassed pause. "My footlocker is by my bed," he said pointing. "And the metal locker is there in the corner," he said laughing at how ridiculous his apartment looked to a stranger but how familiar it looked to a Navy SEAL.
# # #
He looked around his room with a different eye as if noticing it for the first time. His place did look as if it was in transition. With one foot here and the other foot there, and his head stuck somewhere in the middle, it was then that he realized he still had his heart in the Navy.
She laughed.
"You recreated your barracks SEAL. Good for you," she said laughing again while saluting him.
After he looked around the room, he laughed, too.
"You know, now that you mention it, you're right. Except for the deletion of the metal walls, it does look like my old barracks," he said with another laugh. "Being that this is a basement apartment, I even have the little windows at ceiling height that I had in my barracks room when I was a drill instructor," he said.
She looked around the room again.
"Except for that Navy recruiting poster, you don't even have a picture on the wall," she said walking over to the poster to study it. "Where'd you get this? It looks old. If it's the real McCoy, it's probably worth a few dollars," she said.
He stuffed his hands in his pockets.
"It is old, circa 1975, depicting a woman in a sailor's suit from 1917, saying, "I wish I were a man. I'd join the navy," he said with a laugh. And it is worth more than a few dollars," he said.
He looked at Susan. Difficult to take his eyes off of her, he couldn't believe that she temporarily agreed to bunk with him. He couldn't believe that she was here with him in his apartment.
"Early in my career, I did some recruiting when I was recovering from my last wound. Not much of a people person when I'm not slamming my fist in their faces, I'm not much of a salesman either, even if it's when trying to convince someone to join the Navy. I figure, if they want to join, they'll join," he said with a shrug.
He walked over to look at the poster with her.
"Tired of lazy, mama boys, unless I have a gun in my hand," he said with a laugh. "I'm not good at persuading someone to do what they don't want to do and to join something they're not ready to join. The last straw was when I threatened to kill someone for burning the flag in front of my office after they spit on my uniform."
She laughed.
"Threatened?" She laughed again. "You not the type to threaten anyone with words. I don't see you wasting your breath to threaten anyone. You're more of a man of action," she said remembering what he did in the alley to those three men.
He agreed with her by nodding his head.
"Okay, so when I escorted them off the property, somehow they accidentally tripped and hit their head on the concrete sidewalk numerous times when I was helping them to stand," he said with a laugh. "What's the matter," he asked when she continued looking around the room again?
# # #
"There's not much privacy," she said looking around the one bedroom studio apartment again. "Do you have a bathroom with a tub?"
He apologized with a sad, little smile.
"I do have a bathroom but I don't have a bathtub. I have a shower. It's in back," he said pointing ahead of him. "It's in the corner."
She looked to where he pointed.
"I see it," she said.
She looked around where she'd sleep before eying the couch. With him sleeping on the cot, no doubt, he'd offer her his couch, unless he has a blowup mattress, too.
"I could make something makeshift," he said. "I could stack some boxes or hang a curtain to give you more privacy, if that will put your mind more at ease," he said.
With him having already seen her nearly naked, she shrugged her indifference.
"Nah, that's okay. I'm used to not having any privacy in the shelter and on the street anyway, as you're well aware with those three men waking me up at one in the morning. With me sleeping in a dirty doorway with cardboard for warmth, this is so much better than what I'm used to having," she said with an uncomfortable laugh and a shrug.
She looked around the room again.
"This will suit me just fine. Do you have a spare sheet for the couch?"
He looked from his bunk to look at the couch.
"You can take my bunk," he said looking at his bunk with a guilty, sad look as if he was giving up his weapon or his dog for the sake of her comfort.
She shook her head.
"Nah, the couch, believe it or not, looks more comfortable than your cot," she said with a little laugh. "Besides, you're too tall to sleep on the couch," she said.
# # #
She looked over at his tightly, made bunk again.
"Did you steal that from your barracks," she asked laughing?
"Actually, it's my old cot with a new mattress. My buddies gave it to me as a present when I retired."
She laughed.
"You're kidding, right?
He laughed, too.
"Nope. I know. I was shocked as shit that they'd give me my old bunk. I couldn't believe it," he said with a laugh. "Thrilled, I was so happy."
She laughed, too.
"That's not what I meant," she said. "Never mind."
He looked at her as if not understanding her meaning.
"You mean why would I'd even want my old bunk back instead sleeping in a bed?" He laughed. "Much like Jean Reno as Leon in The Professional who slept in a chair with a handgun close by, I've slept in the same bunk with a gun under my pillow for nearly 30-years," he said with a sad laugh.
She nodded her head.
"Yeah, I understand now," she said.
He looked at her without apology.
"I'd rather sleep on the floor or on the ground, which I've done many times, than not to sleep in my bunk. After sleeping on that thing for so long, when not deployed, I'm so used to my little cot that I can't sleep in a regular bed," he said.
She laughed.
"No wonder why you're not married," she said under her breath and too low for him to hear.
Hearing her, he laughed, too.
"Believe it or not, much like my rifle, that bunk is my friend. We've seen some things together. Yes we have," he said with a sad smile on his face while shaking his head.
She looked at him sideways.
"I bet you even named you bunk," she said laughing.
He made a face before confessing that he had named his bunk.
"Don't be silly," he said before looking over at her and blurting. "Barb," he said with a laugh. "I named my bunk Barb, after Barbara a girl that I took to my high school prom when we were 18-years-old."
Susan laughed again.
"Barb? You named your bunk Barb? I can't believe you named your bunk Barb," said Susan shaking her head.
She gave him a smile.
"Listen, I'd never get between you and your bunk," she said waving her two hands as if they were flashing lights on a railroad crossing while stepping away from his bunk. "I'll take the couch," she said again before she started laughing again.
He looked at her with confusion.
"What's so funny," he asked?
He laughed, too.
"We are."
Not understand her meaning, he threw his hands up in the air.
"What do you mean?"
She laughed again.
"Listen to us? We're going on about your bunk. Neither one of us are any good at holding a normal conversation," she said.
# # #
He nodded his agreement.
"You're right," he said. "We are kind of a pathetic pair of misfits. With you sleeping in shelters, eating in missions, and wandering the streets is not normal. Then, with me spending years away from my country to defend my country and preferring this lumpy, old bunk to a real bed when finally home and retired is convoluted," he said smiling up at her. "Two of a kind, neither one of us is normal," he said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"It's like we were made for one another," she said giving him an interested look with a soft, genuine smile.
He laughed, too.
"You're not going to start with that fate and destiny crap again, are you? Because I don't believe in any of that stuff. What I believe in is the here and now and not in some Angel bringing us together," he said.
Having never talked to anyone as he talked to Susan now, he paused as if thinking what to say next.
"If you ask me, especially in the way I've been living and watching men dying, with all that I've seen in war and in battle, and all that you had to do is to somehow survive. If I believed in anything, instead of believing in angels, I believe in the Devil. There's no merciful God that I know who'd allow any of this to happen to anyone, especially to innocent women in children dying in war zones," he said.
He paused again to seemingly collect his thoughts.
"Don't even say that. I'm not a religious woman but I know enough not to open my heart and my head to the Devil because he'll walk right in and take you over. Positive thoughts is what got me through then and positive thoughts is why I'm here with you now," she said.
They looked at one another as if they were going to kiss again. No doubt, when she gave him the eye, she wanted to be kissed. Obviously, she expected him to kiss her. Instead, he looked at his watch. It's zero three hundred hours, I need some shuteye. I'm beat," he said.
# # #
She looked around for a towel.
"I need to shower, if you don't mind. Where are the towels," she asked?
He pointed to a small closet in the corner.
"In the closet. Help yourself," he said. "There's several clean towels in the bathroom, too."
She laughed as soon as she saw the towels.
"What did you steal these from the Navy?"
She came out holding a thin, white towel in her hand that read property of the United States Navy.
"Don't you have a bigger and a thicker towel?"
He laughed.
"The Navy throws them away anyway, so I take them. Besides, their towels are what I've been using for thirty years and all that I'm used to using. I don't like those plush, colored towels. Those towels are for women, faggots, sissies, and homos," he said with a laugh.



She laughed, too.
"Boy don't ask and don't tell had you in mind when they passed that law," she said with a laugh. "Now that you're retired, that law is no longer in effect," she said with a laugh. "Everyone is out of the closet now."
He nodded his agreement with a shrug.
"Sorry but spending all of my time with a bunch of warriors tends to rub off some, especially when I was the biggest warrior of them all," he said with a laugh. "There's some softer and bigger towels in the little closet outside of the bathroom."
Susan opened the door and started laughing again.
"Blue Navy beach towels?" She pulled one from out of the closet. "These colored towels are very plush Christopher," she said laughing. "They're nice, except for the Navy logo" she said with a laugh while rubbing the towel against her face. "Where'd you get these? The Army/Navy store," she asked teasing him with another laugh?
He laughed, too.
"E-bay," he said. "They were having a closeout sale. I bought a dozen of them for fifty bucks. Amazon was selling the same towels for ten bucks each. I got a deal," he said with a laugh. "Christopher likes saving money," he said talking in the third person again.
Susan walked in the bathroom and closed the door. She stripped out of her clothes and before turning on the water, she popped her head out of the bathroom again.
"Christopher doesn't have an exhaust fan," she said laughing. "It's already steamy in here."
He laughed.
"It's a basement apartment, Susan. Unless vented outside and being that the bathroom doesn't have an outside wall, there's no inexpensive way to vent that," he said.
# # #
She closed the bathroom door again, turned on the water, and showered. Other than taking sponge baths at McDonalds and the gas station, it had been a few days since she had a real shower at the homeless shelter. The hot water felt good on her tired and bruised body. Her ribs still hurt where that asshole kicked her, especially when she touched them. With nothing else to wear but the clothes she wore earlier, she emerged from the shower in just her towel.
"Do you mind if I wash my clothes tomorrow?"
He nodded his head.
"Sure, no problem."
She looked around the room again.
"I'm surprised you have a washer and dryer here. I figured that I'd have to go to the laundromat wearing just my towel," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
"I'm sure that's been done before, people clothe in just a towel, in their underwear, and even naked at a laundromat. I don't do well in Laundromats, especially late at night. Unable to help myself, I have a habit of not minding my own business, especially when I see a couple of thugs bothering a woman alone and vulnerable," he said.
She nodded her head while smiling up at him.
"Yeah, with you having saved my ass, I know what you mean," she said.
He stood, walked to the closet, and removed a shirt from a hanger in the closet.
"I can give you a shirt to wear until your clothes dry but with you fairly tall, my shirt may not cover all of your ass," he said with a laugh."
She laughed, too.
"That's okay if you see my naked ass. You've seen me nearly naked already anyway," she said. "Besides, I don't mind sleeping in the nude. Matter of fact, I prefer sleeping naked, especially after taking a hot, steamy shower. I'm all heated up now," she said waving her hand in front of her face before stopping to adjust her towel.
She watched him stare at what he thought she might be showing when her towel slipped down a little.
# # #
"I put a sheet, a pillow, and a blanket on the couch while you were in the shower," he said. "If it's okay with you, I don't leave any lights on. It's something that I took home with me from the war. Believe it or not, I can see, hear, and feel more in the dark than I can in the light," he said.
She laughed.
"With you seeing better in the dark, maybe, I should leave the light on so that you don't ogle my naked body," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
"That's not what I meant," he said.
She giggled.
"I know what you meant. Don't get so defensive all the time. I was just teasing," she said. "Besides, when you act so sensitive, people may think that you're a faggot, a sissy, or a homo," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
"You're a real comedian, Susan. Good night," he said.
She reached for the light but didn't turn it off just yet.
"Good night, Christopher," she said turning off the light before releasing the towel and settling in on the couch beneath the top sheet and blanket naked.
# # #
Not asleep more than an hour, voices awakened her.
"Christopher! Wake up," said someone, a female voice. "Come out and play with us. We're so horny."
Susan sat up in bed and turned on the light. She held the sheet and blanket up to her shoulder so as not to expose her naked breasts to Christopher.
"Christopher, someone is calling you," said Susan.
He laughed.
"That's just Simone, Lucy, and Carmen," he said. "Ignore them. They'll think I'm not home and will go away," he said.
She laughed.
"Friends of yours?"
He laughed, too.
"They're hookers," he said. "I've helped them out of a couple of jams."
While still holding the sheet and blanket in front of her, Susan sat up in bed as if she was wide awake.
"I see," she said.
He chuckled.
"No, you don't see," he said. "Don't judge me lest you be judged. A man has to do what a man has to do. Sometimes, any port in a storm serves a purpose, if you know what I mean."
She laughed.
"I know what you mean. I get it Christopher. You don't have to paint me a picture or give me an image that I'd rather not have. What serves a purpose more for men, doesn't necessarily work for women. We're a bit fussier who we bed," she said with a laugh.
He nodded his agreement.
"After having lived through a storm of shit, I couldn't see bringing a woman into my life," he said. "Simone, Lucy, and Carmen aren't your typical, drug addicted, crack head prostitutes, they're nice," he said. "Except for Lucy," he said with a laugh. "They have brains in their heads and good senses of humors. If you met them, you'd like them."
She nodded her head to show him that she understood before shrugging to let him know that she didn't care that his three friends were hookers.
"You don't have to explain yourself or defend yourself to me Christopher," she said. "I've done some things on the street that I'm not proud of doing when I needed a few dollars to eat."
He nodded his head to show her that he understood.
"Sorry," she said. "I guess I was upset that you'd be with hookers. I thought better of you than that."
He laughed.
"Better than me? Why would you think better of me? I'm no saint, Susan. I'm a trained killer, an assassin. Given a free pass by wearing a United States Navy SEAL uniform, I'm hardly an altar boy or Boy Scout," he said with some anger.
She patted his arm.
"I'm sorry to have upset you Christopher. Thank you for giving me a place to sleep," she said.
# # #
They remained quiet for a few minutes before Christopher spoke again.
"What kind of things?"
He looked at her through the dark while wondering what she had to do and what she had done that she wasn't proud of doing to raise enough money to eat.
"Pardon?"
In much the way of his three friends, Simone, Lucy, and Carmen, it sexually excited him to think of her being sexually, albeit, consensually used for money.
"You said you've done some things on the street when you needed a few dollars to eat," he said.
She laughed.
"Oh, that," she said with a shrug. "I flashed some men. I allowed men to see, touch, and feel my naked breasts. I even gave a few men hand jobs while they fondled my naked breasts and sucked my erect nipples for money but nothing more than that. No fucking and no sucking," she said shaking her head. "Until those three guys beat me, wanted me to blow them, and wanted to gangbang me, I was fairly safe living in the alley."
He nodded his head.
"Lemme get this straight. So, you approached them on the basis that you'd flash them your naked breasts and allow them to touch you and feel you while you masturbated them for money? Is that it?"
She made a face.
"No, that isn't it. I didn't flash them or ask them for money for sex. I asked them for spare change is all. Typically, how it works is a man will ask me to flash him my tits and, depending on the man, I'll tell him that I will for five bucks but we didn't even reach that conversation before they attacked me. Knowing what would happen, I'd never flash my body to three men. "I'm not stupid. Besides, not asking me to flash them my tits, they wanted me to blow them," she said.
He nodded his head to let her know that he not only believed her but also that he understood.
"I'm just glad that I was there," he said. "I can only imagine what they may have done to you if I wasn't."
She shivered and wrapped her arms around her.
"Without doubt, they would have gang raped me, forced me to suck them, and maybe even murdered me," she said.
# # #
They were quiet again until Christopher spoke again.
"I was just thinking..." said Christopher.
She laughed.
"I think I know what you're thinking," said Susan laughing again.
He laughed, too.
"You do?"
She gave him a sexy smile while nodding her head.
"Judging by the erection that is suddenly obvious in your skivvies, I have a good idea," she said with a laugh while able to see enough of him in the dark to see that he had an erection.
They fell quiet again before Christopher broke the silence again.
"Would you give me a hand job, Susan? After what you've been through, I wouldn't ask you to do that ordinarily, especially if you were a normal woman, but I'm horny after seeing you naked in the alley," he said. "Besides, this is my night to go out with Simone, Lucy, or Carmen but I'm much rather stay here with you," he said.
She laughed again.
"A normal woman?"
He laughed, too.
"You know what I mean Susan. Just as I'm no normal man, you're no normal woman," he said.
"We're much alike in that regard."
# # #
They fell silent again before Susan spoke this time.
"Be honest. Tell me the truth," she said with a pause. "How much did you see of me?"
He chuckled.
"I saw enough to know that you have a hot body," he said.
Again, they fell silent.
"Tell me, what did you see?"
Undressing her with his eyes, he looked at her as if she was naked.
"I saw your naked breasts, your naked ass, and your naked pussy. I saw everything," he finally admitted. "I saw you naked."
She nodded her head as if she was thinking.
"So, if I masturbate you off, will you allow me to get some sleep?"
He laughed.
"Yeah," he said. "If you sexually take care of me, I'd sleep better after passing on Simone, Lucy, and Carmen."
She waved him over.
"Come over here and don't turn on the light. Giving you a hand job is the least that I can do for you after you saved me from those three, dirty bastards," she said.
He walked over to her while looking down at her lying on the couch.
"I don't want you to think that just because I asked you to bunk with me that..."
She laughed.
"I don't think that, Christopher. Just let me masturbate you so that I can get some sleep. Never getting much more than three or four hours sleep at a time, I'm tired," she said.
Christopher removed his skivvies and walked over to her in the dark while naked. She reached up for him and wrapped her fingers around his cock to slowly stroke him.
"You have a big cock, Christopher," she said running her fingers down the length of him before moving her fingers across the head of his erect prick.
# # #
He smiled down at her in the dark.
"Thank you," he said. "In the horny way that I feel with you touching me and especially after seeing you and remembering how you looked naked in the alley; it won't take me long to cum. Here's some tissues," he said.
She laughed.
"I won't need any tissues," she said.
She leaned forward and took him in her mouth. With one hand stroking him and her other hand cupping his balls, she sucked him while continuing to stroke him. She sucked him deeper whilt stroking him faster and harder. She sucked his cock as if she had never sucked a cock before. Not that she sucked his prick with inexperience, she sucked his big dick with enthusiasm. If Susan was anything, she was a talented cocksucker.
"May I touch you," he asked her permission before touching her and feeling her?"
She tossed the sheet and blanket aside to expose her naked body to him in the dark.
"Sure," she said.
Christopher reached down to fondle her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. Even though he couldn't see her clearly in the dark, he wished he could see well enough to watch her blowing him. It would be hotter to watch her sucking him while imagining her looking up at him with her big, blue eyes. With a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, it didn't take him more than a few minutes to cum in her mouth. As soon as he did, as promised so that she could sleep, he returned to his bunk.
As if reveille awakened him, up at dawn after only getting a couple of hours of shuteye, Christopher already had coffee brewed and the food from the diner heated. Dressed only in his skivvies, he perched himself in the chair by the couch and watched Susan sleep. His very own blonde angel, she was so damn beautiful. How could a woman who looked like this be homeless? Surely, some man would have scooped her up and taken her home, helped her, supported her, and loved her.
To be continued...
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Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Ch. 8
Susan and Christopher begin their sexual relationship.
Continued from Chapter 7: Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman.
They fell silent again before Susan spoke this time.
"Be honest. Tell me the truth," she said with a pause. "How much did you see of me naked?"
He chuckled.
"I saw enough to know that you have a hot body," he said.
Again, they fell silent.
"Tell me, what did you see? I want to know. I need to know," she said.
Undressing her with his eyes, he looked at her as if she was still naked.
"I saw your naked breasts, your naked ass, and your naked pussy," he said with a little laugh. "I saw everything," he finally admitted. "I saw you naked."
She nodded her head as if she was thinking.
"So, if I masturbate you, will you allow me to get some sleep?"
He laughed.
"Yeah," he said. "If you sexually take care of me, I'd sleep better after passing on Simone, Lucy, and Carmen."
She waved him over.
"Come over here and don't turn on the light. Giving you a hand job is the least that I can do for you after you saved me from those three, dirty bastards," she said.
He walked over to her while looking down at her lying on the couch.
"I don't want you to think that just because I asked you to bunk with me that..."
She laughed.
"I don't think that, Christopher. Just let me masturbate you so that I can get some sleep. I'm tired. I'm really tired. Never getting much more than three or four hours sleep at a time, I'm worn the fuck out. I'm exhausted," she said. "Yet, I still have the energy and the sexual desire to make you cum."
Christopher removed his skivvies and walked over to her in the dark. She reached up for him and wrapped her fingers around his cock to slowly stroke him. She fingered the head of his big prick while staring up at him in the dark.
"You have a big cock, Christopher," she said running her fingers down the length of him before moving her fingers across the head of his erect prick.
She cupped his testicles before she slowly stroked him.
# # #
He smiled down at her in the dark.
"Thank you," he said. "In the horny way that I feel with you touching me and especially after seeing you and remembering how you looked naked in the alley; it won't take me long to cum. Here are some tissues," he said offering her a wad of tissues.
She laughed.
"I won't need any tissues," she said laughing while looking up at him in the dark before staring at his erect, naked prick.
Instead of continuing to stroke him, she leaned forward and took him in her mouth. With one hand stroking him and her other hand cupping his balls, she sucked him while continuing to stroke him faster and harder.
"May I touch you," he asked her permission before touching her and feeling her?"
She tossed the sheet and blanket aside to expose her naked body to him in the dark.
"Sure," she said. "I'd love for you to touch me."
Christopher reached down to fondle her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. Even though he couldn't see her clearly in the dark, he wished he could see well enough to watch her blowing him. It would be hotter to watch her sucking him while imagining her looking up at him with her big, blue eyes. With a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, it didn't take him more than a few minutes to cum in her mouth. As soon as he did, as promised so that she could sleep, he returned to his bunk.
Then, as if reveille awakened him, up at the crack of dawn after only getting a couple of hours of shuteye, Christopher already had coffee brewed, the food from the diner heated, and the table set with plates, silverware, and napkins. Dressed only in his skivvies, he perched himself in the chair by the couch and watched Susan sleep while drinking his coffee and eating a bagel. His very own blonde angel, she was so damn beautiful.
How could a woman who looked like this be homeless? Surely, some man would have scooped her up and taken her home, helped her, supported her, and loved her. He felt lucky that he found her. Never believing in love at first sight, he was beginning to believe in that romantic, phenomena now.
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Chapter 8:
Hoping for the best, but receiving the worst reaction, Christopher unintentionally blurted out to Susan that he loved her.
She was sleeping with her arms over her head, her eyes closed, and her head turned to the side. Her shoulders, the top of her breasts, and her long, line of sexy cleavage were exposed. She had one of her long legs, and her foot poking out of the sheet. Christopher could see all the way up her thigh and if the sheet was pulled to the side just a little bit more, he'd see her naked pussy and the side of her naked ass.
She wasn't exposed more than a minute or two when she stirred. With her eyes still closed, he watched her touch her bare chest with his hand. She lowered the sheet and the blanket enough to expose her naked breasts. Then, she slid her palm across her nipple to make it pop out before, as if scratching an itch, she reached down to slowly rub her pussy and finger her clit.
He wondered if she was a horny as he was. He wondered if she was dreaming about him. He wondered if she was thinking about last night when she stroked his cock, sucked his cock, and allowed him to cum in her mouth, while he felt her naked breasts while fingered her erect nipples.
Then, as if he dropped a coin in her slot to make her come to life in the way that Tom Hanks did in the movie Big with the fortunetelling machine, she popped open her eyes. When she opened her eyes, she focused on him before pulling the sheet up to cover herself. Seemingly forgetting that he had already seen her naked, she not only felt embarrassed but also, she felt violated that he was staring at her naked breasts.
# # #
She turned on the light.
"Did you enjoy the show," she asked while laughing? "I can clearly tell that you're enamored with my big tits," she said.
He laughed.
"I did," he said with another laugh. "You have some big ass tits, girlfriend."
She laughed.
"Girlfriend?" She shook her head while making a face. "I'm not your girlfriend," she said defensively while looking at him with annoyance before looking at him with interest. "Am I?"
He laughed.
"I figure any woman who willingly sucks my cock and allows me to cum in her mouth while allowing me to play with her big titties is my girlfriend," he said with a laugh.
She looked at him with jealousy.
"So, is Simone, Lucy, and Carmen your girlfriends too?"
He shook his head while making a face.
"That's different. Allow me to qualify what I said. Any woman who willingly sucks my cock and allows me to cum in her mouth while allowing me to play with her big titties and who doesn't charge me money is my girlfriend," he said with a dirty laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Sorry but I'm not that easy in quantifying my relationship with a man. It takes me more than just a blowjob for me to establish a boyfriend/girlfriend type of..."
He rolled his eyes.
"Yeah, yeah, get off your high horse. Susan. I get it. You like me as much as I like you. You want me as much as I want you. You're starting to make me believe that we were meant for one another," he said with a loving smile.
# # #
With her arms still raised over her head, he stood and walked over to her. Then, as if he was a magician doing a magic trick with a tablecloth, he pulled the sheet all the way off of her.
"Christopher! Oh, my God."
She covered her nipples with her left hand and left forearm and her bushy blonde pussy with her right hand.
He stared at all that he could see of her naked body.
"I had to see you in the morning light for me to know that I wasn't dreaming or sexually fantasizing. You're so beautiful Susan," he said sitting next to her on the couch while continuing to stare at all that he was seeing of her naked body.
She laughed.
"May I have my sheet back now? I'm cold," she said.
When he stood to return her sheet, she reached out and pulled down his skivvies.
"Tit for cock," she said.
With that, he launched the sheet across the room.
"Two can play that game," he said reaching down to tickle her.
She laughed hysterically.
"Don't. I'm ticklish. Don't. Oh, God," she said laughing. "Stop!"
# # #
When she stood up while naked to get away from him, with a big hand around her slender waist, he pulled her to him and kissed her again. He kissed her with sexual passion in the way that he kissed her in the early morning when they were outside and on the way to his apartment. Only this time, the kiss was longer and more passionate. This time, he touched, felt, and caressed her everywhere. Squeezing her ass, he cupped her big tits before running a slow finger across her nipples and before reaching down to cup her pussy.
"After watching you sleep like a blonde angel, I need to make love to you," he said.
She swooned.
"Take me to you bunk, SEAL, and fuck me," she said. "I've been a bad girl and I'm in need a good fucking."
As if they were just married and on their Honeymoon, Christopher scooped her up in his arms and carried her to his bed. He put her down gently on her side as if she had been wounded in combat and he had carried her out of harm's way and to safety. Only, unlike he would, if she was a wounded war buddy, he gave her a long, wet kiss. Then he ran around to the other side of the bunk to climb in his bed with his body turned to face her when lying down.
Barely enough room for him, unless he slept like a prisoner in a prison cell, there wasn't enough room for the two of them to lay on their backs side by side on his twin XL cot. There wasn't much room for the two of them to comfortably share his bunk. His bunk was small, as small as a cot found in a prison cell.
Spending too many years riding in a bone rattling and tooth jarring Humvees, living in a tent, or sleeping on the ground, to him his bunk was all the comfort that he needed. Then, when he met Susan something unexpected happened. Now that he invited her to share his bunk, now that he had her in his life, in the way that Robert Shaw as Quint said in Jaws, "We're going to need a bigger boat."
He thought, we're going to need a bigger bed.
"We're going to need a bigger bed," she said as if reading his mind and laughing.
She scooted over as much as she could without falling off the bunk while trying to make more room for him.
"My ass is already hanging off the mattress. If I move anymore, I'll be on the floor," she said laughing.
He laughed, too.
"You're right. This won't work and I want our first time together to be a special memory and not special in the way of sardines packed in tin," he said with another laugh.
# # #
He looked over at the couch.
"I have an idea," he said.
He got out of bed, walked to the living room, and pulled the six cushions from the couch and piled them on the floor in two neat rows of three cushions each. Then he got a sheet from the linen closet and covered the pillows with that. As if he was making his bunk in readiness to bounce a quarter, he took the time to tuck in a fold here and a crease there.
"Don't mind me," she said resting her head on her elbow while watching him. "As if it's a worm on a fishing line and I'm the catch of the day, I'm just enjoying the show while watching your naked cock dance around as you walk, bend, stoop, and move," she said with a laugh. "You have such a big and beautiful prick."
"I'm glad that you like my cock, and I'm glad that I can entertain you," he said looking down to where she was staring.
She slowly licked her lips as if she wanted to blow him again.
"You do have a nice cock, Christopher. You have a happy cock. I can't wait to see your cock so happy that it's excited to be hard," she said with a dirty laugh.
He laughed, too.
"That makes two of us," he said busy fixing the pillows into a makeshift bed as if he was building an improvised bridge over a small, impassable body of water. "Viola! How's this? This will do for now, I think," he said.
He looked at their new bed with pride while she continued staring at his erect, naked prick.
"Perfect," she said getting out of his bunk and walking over to him naked. "But as soon as the furniture store opens, we're buying a new bed," she said laughing. "We're buying a king sized bed, pillows, blankets, sheets, and plush towels," she said with a laugh.
Sashaying over to him as if she was a model walking a runway, he watched her walking over to him.
"Wow," he said. "In the way that you walk with one foot in front of the other as if you're a cat on the prowl, even if you weren't naked, you're a vision to behold. All you need is a fan to blow your hair back as you purse your lips and call my name. Christopher. Christopher. Come to me. I want you," he said mimicking her voice.
She laughed.
"I am a cat on the prowl," she said. "I'm your prowling pussy," she said clawing at the air. "Meow! Meow! Meow!"
He laughed, too.
"Here pussy, pussy," he said. "I can't wait to lick you and to lap you."
She gasped with sexual delight.
"Stop it. You're making me horny," she said laughing. "In the way that I blew you last night, I can't wait for you to eat me this morning."
She continued slowly walking to him.
"I'm coming to you Christopher," she said.
Over exaggerating her walk to him, she acted as if she was a stripper on stage or a model on a runway before flopping down on their newly made pillow bed. Dislodging one of the cushions, she had already upset his neatly made bed.
# # #
"Accustomed to a steady diet of K-rations and hookers, I never thought I'd have someone as beautiful, as sexy, and as shapely as you walking to me naked. I'll remember this moment for the rest of my life," he said.
She looked at him with curiosity.
"K-rations? What's that?"
He smiled.
"Named after Ancel Keys who invented it in World War II, K-rations are the same as MRE's, meals ready to eat. It's the grub we eat in the field. High in protein, it's not bad, albeit a bit bland and tasteless. Actually, some of it is pretty good. I have an entire panty filled with it," he said. "Would you like to try some?"
She made a face while waving her hands.
"No, that's okay. I'll pass," she said looking at him sideways. "Why do you have an entire pantry full of MRE's?"
Unembarrassed and unashamed, he laughed.
"Along with my bunk, pillow, blanket, helmet, duffle bag with my name and rank," he said. In addition to giving me my bunk as a retirement gift, my buddies gave me my foot locker, metal locker, and cases of K-rations as a retirement gift. Do they know me or what," he asked?
He laughed.
"I'm surprised they didn't follow me home to build me a makeshift latrine," he said with another laugh. "They thought they were being funny but, honestly, they couldn't have given me better gifts," he said wiping a tear from his eye. "I miss them." He looked at her with sad eyes. "Maybe..."
Realizing his pain, she hugged him.
"Maybe what?"
Not wanting to seem to vulnerable, he shrugged away his feelings.
"Oh, nothing. Sorry," he said. "I'm just getting sad eyed reminiscing," he said.
She looked at him with frustration.
"C'mon, Christopher. Don't do that, start saying something and not finish it. You do that a lot. How can I know who you are if you don't open up to me? Every time you start showing your feelings, you stop," she said.
She stared up at him while he stood over her.
"Getting way ahead of myself, I was just about to say," he said suddenly looking nervous by his revealing confession. "I just thought that, um, that, um, you know, that we could have them over, after we got a bigger place."
# # #
Susan gave him a loving smile.
"Wait. Hold on. Back up," she said with a surprised look. "You skipped past the part where you ask me to be your girlfriend," she said. "After asking me to bunk with you, not asking me to live with you, you fast forwarding past the sexual part where we made love after having given you a blowjob. Now telling me that you're going to move to a bigger place to invite your buddies, are you asking me to live with you, Christopher?"
He laughed a nervous laugh.
"Well yeah. I guess I am," he said scratching his crew cut as if he had flees before running a hand over his face as if he had just awakened from a sound sleep. "I didn't think that I was but I guess I am asking you to live with me. Now that you're already here and in my life, I can't imagine my life without you," he said falling to the pillows on his knees and taking her in his arms to kiss her. "So, what do you say? Do you want to take the next step with me and make this a more permanent arrangement?"
She laughed.
"Arrangement? That sounds too much like a business deal. Just say the words. Tell me that you'd love to make this a more permanent, sexual relationship," she said.
She looked at him clearly feeling awkwardly uncomfortable.
"It's funny," she said continuing. "Now that I've learned something about you, just like in the movie, Jerry Maguire when the deaf mute is signing to his girlfriend that she completes him, you're the piece of my pie that was missing," she said with a laugh. "You complete me Christopher Ryan and now that you're in it, I can't imagine my life without you either," she said returning his kiss with as much passion as he gave her.
He gave her a big smile.
"Whew! I'm glad that's over. Even more difficult than nightly reconnaissance missions, that was the most difficult thing I've ever had to do. Look at me. I'm sweating bullets," he said wiping perspiration from his brow.
# # #
Deep in thought, he looked at her as if he wanted to say something but couldn't find the words.
"What?"
She looked up at him with confused curiosity.
"When I invited you to bunk with me," he said looking at her. "When we were walking here, I slowed my pace while having second thoughts. Then, when you turned to leave, I've been wrestling with how and where you'd fit in my life. I mean, there wasn't a doubt that I wanted you. I guess I wanted you when you emerged from the bathroom in the diner looking like someone else," he said falling quiet to collect himself.
Encouraging him to say more, she put hand on his chest.
"You must understand that the only life that I've known is the Navy SEALs. I never had a long-term, sexual relationship with a woman. Even though the military and war are men's dirty business, I've always thought of the Navy as my home and my mistress," he said.
He put her back on her heels with what he confessed.
"That's fucked up, Christopher, but I get it because I get you. I know where you're coming from and I appreciate you allowing me more of a glimpse inside of you by opening up your heart to me," she said leaving her hand on his chest. "I'm glad you told me all of this. I'd rather know upfront where I fit in with your life."
He nodded his head.
"This isn't easy for me Susan," he said taking her hand in his hand. "It's easier for me to beat the crap out of someone than to sit and have an open and honest conversation with a woman. When I'm with Simone, Lucy, and Carmen, I don't think we ever had a meaningful conversation. Our times together were all about laughing, having fun, and having sex.
# # #
He paused as if thinking what more to say.
"Then, our relationship grew more into a friendship, especially after I beat the snot out of their pimp for beating them. With them knowing that they could count on me to protect them, they became my special friends, if you know what I mean. After that it was more about watching out for them, protecting them, and being responsible for them than having sex with them."



She looked at him with kind understanding.
"Well, now that you have me as your special friend, you don't need any more special friends," she said with a jealous laugh. "If I find you with another special friend, even your martial art skills won't save your ass from the wrath of me," she said with a laugh while giving him a kiss.
He laughed, too.
"Stop it. You're scaring me," he said with another laugh.
She reached for his t-shirt and started to remove it.
"What are you doing?"
"I've been dying to see what you look like naked," she said removing his tee shirt. She traced his scars and bullet wounds with her fingertips before kissing each one of them. "Are all of these from your battles," she asked.
As if every scar and every bullet would she touched evoked a memory, he looked at her with sad eyes.
"Pretty much," he said. "These two are knife wounds. They're from a late, night bar fight in Bangkok when I was young and dumb and thought I was invincible," he said laughing.
She laughed, too.
"Nothing has changed with you," she said. "With you going up against three men that had a gun, a knife, and a pipe, you still believe that you're invincible.
He gave her a smile.
"I was just about to say that, as I still think that I'm invincible now in going up against three men, one with a gun, one with a knife, and the other with a pipe, what was I thinking? No longer twenty-five-years-old, I need to slow down but I can't," he said. "Once a SEAL, always a SEAL. I'll never change. Only, even though I'm still pretty fast with my hands and with my feet, I'm not as fast as I used to be," he said.
She continued touching him and feeling him with her fingertips.
"They must have hurt," she said still kissing his old wounds and making love to every part of his body with her full, red lips.
He looked down to see where she was touching and what she was feeling.
"Yeah, they hurt then but they're more of a nuisance now. In the way of an old wrestler, boxer, or professional football player, I'm going to have real problems when I'm older. Between the nerve damage, and the aches and pains that I'll obviously have along with my limited range of motion as I get older, I'm a candidate for Rheumatoid arthritis. As a way to work out my kinks, I've been thinking of taking up Tai Chi or Yoga to help with my convalescence in my old age, something less confrontational than martial arts," he said with a laugh.
She nodded her head in agreement with him.
"What about continuing your training in martial arts?"
She looked at him as if he were her sensei and she was his student.
"Even though martial arts is my life and a lifelong apprenticeship, Judo is part of my life and something that I can't unlearn. Being that I already know all that I need to know how to disable, maim, and kill someone, there's not much more I can be taught in that regard. Most martial artist never strike someone in anger or in fear. With it either them or me, I've already killed too many men with my bare hands to count."
She looked at him with awe.
"Aren't you afraid you'll forget what you know?"
He laughed.
"I can't" he said with a laugh. "It's instinctive and reflexive, especially when facing someone too drunk or too angry to think what he's going to do before he does it. I don't have to think. Much in the way of a cobra, I just strike and think later. Then, add in the fact that I have fast hands, have always had fast hands, taking them by surprise, I can disable someone standing over me while sitting down and without even having to get up."
Susan looked at him impressed by his martial arts and fighting skills.
"Wow, you're my hero," she said giving him a kiss. "You're my superhero," she said giving him another kiss. "Superhero Christopher, that's who you are, named after that comedian stunt men but you're the real deal," she said hugging him and holding him. "Thinking that this is all a dream and my imagination while still asleep in the alley, I'm afraid to let you go. I'm afraid you'll disappear on me. I'm afraid you're just a dream and a figment of my imagination," she said.
He laughed.
"I'm real Susan, and I'm here for as long as you want me," he said return her kisses with his kisses.
# # #
When they broke from kissing, she looked at him as if really seeing him for the first time. Without their clothes to hide their imperfections, as long as they were open and honest with one another, literally and figuratively, they were naked, even when fully dressed. Being that they've both already been through the worse of things, they hoped for a fresh start with one another.
"You know, just a mere few hours ago, I never thought I'd be in bed with anyone never mind a being in a pillow soft bed," she said with a laugh. "With a big, bad assed SEAL who has mad fighting skills, you're just like Matt Damon in Bourne Legacy. Only, you're the real deal. You're, Sylvester Stallone, Clint Eastwood, and Bruce Lee all wrapped up into one Navy SEAL, Christopher Ryan."
He laughed with her compliments.
"And I never thought I'd be rescuing a homeless woman who suddenly turned into a tall, leggy, busty beautiful blonde with big, blue eyes. As if you're my very own Cinderella, if I believed in fairytales, this would be it for me, the Navy SEAL and the homeless woman."
She laughed with the comparison.
"I thought you SEALs were more into action than talking," she said reaching down to grab a whole handful of his erect cock.
"What do you mean?"
She laughed.
"Shut up and kiss me, SEAL."
Christopher took her in his arms, leaned forward, and kissed her. She returned his sexual passion with her sexual passion. Feeling her big tits and reaching around her to squeeze her round, firm, and shapely ass, she slowly stroked him to a harder erection.
"You're so beautiful Susan," he said gazing into her big, blue eyes. "Always attracted to petite, short, small breasted, and dark haired women, I'd never thought I'd fall for a tall, beautiful blonde with big tits," he said laughing while staring down at her.
"And why are you still talking," she said with a laugh. "Fuck me, Christopher. Stick that big, hard cock inside my warm, wet pussy. Fuck me fast enough and hard enough to make me cum. I want to cum. I want you to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock. After you rescued me, pretend that I'm your spoils of war. Take me, Christopher. Make me your woman," she said.
Christopher climbed on top of her and a bit unsteady on the springy pillows, he mounted her while Susan, with her hand between her legs, directed his cock inside of her.
# # #
"Later today, I'm going to buy a bigger bed," he said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"No more talking," she said kissing him as he slowly penetrated her before slowing and gently humping her while making love to her.
Susan returned his sexual lust with her sexual passion. They started a slow rhythmic movement; they were making love. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, they were fucking. Returning his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, he fucked Susan and she fucked him.
"Hmm, that feels good Christopher," said Susan breathing hard.
He continued humping her. He continued fucking her. Determined to make her cum, he humped her faster. He humped her harder.
"You're so tight Susan," he said with him deeper inside of her.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and her long legs around his back.
"It's been quite some time since I've made love and even longer since someone fucked me," she said returning his humps with her humps.
He surprised her by what he said next. Her only explanation, clearly, he believed in love at first sight.
"I love you," he said whispering in her ear. "I love you, Susan. I love you, Susan Jill Parker."
# # #
She stopped humping him to unwrap her legs from around his back and her arms from around his neck. She looked at him with shocked disbelief.
"Wait. What? Back up. Get the fuck off of me," she said staring at him. "You love me? How can you possibly love me when we just met. It hasn't even been a full day," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
She pulled further away from him. Alone again and no longer a couple they were two different people separated by Susan's wide expanse of her resistance to feel love for anyone, including herself.
"I don't know. I just do," he said. "Later today, along with buying a bigger bed, sheets, pillows, and plush towels," he said with a laugh. "Willing to make this official, I want to buy you a diamond ring."
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 02
Mark, a much older man, befriends a much younger woman.
Continued from Ch. 01, Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
Still, sexual desire haunted me and my lust for Maureen tortured me. Realistically, why would she love me? I'm an old man compared to her. She'd certainly have emotional issues, a father complex, to fall in love with a man twice her age. Yet, if only she did, if only she could, and if only she would, I'd be so happy and, hopefully, I'd make her so happy, too.
Today, she looked a bit down, almost sad. I wondered what was wrong. She only smiled when watching her dog interact with my dog. Mostly quiet while walking, she wasn't as talkative as she usually is.
I gave her more space without interrupting her thoughts with unnecessary conversation. Perhaps, not wanting to know, I didn't dare ask her what was wrong. Yet, I wanted to know what was wrong. Still, I didn't know her well enough to intrude upon her private life and her troubled thoughts.
Besides, I was happy just to be there with her. No doubt, I was a bit selfish in the fact that I didn't want to ruin our time together by pressuring her to tell me what was bothering her. Yet, my good time was weighed down by her limited conversation that were filled with her bad thoughts.
Yet, no matter, how she felt or the reason why she felt how she did, I wanted to offer her my shoulder. I wanted to offer her more than my friendship; I wanted to offer her my love. I wanted to reach down and take her hand in mine and walk away with her.
Alas, not to be, never to be, out of my ability to win her heart, she was so very young. How old was she? I never asked her, but if I were to hazard a guess, maybe, she was 25-years-old, half my age.
Definitely, I'm old enough to know better. I'm old enough to know that she'd never be interested in a man like me, a man past his prime, and a man embittered by life and no longer carrying the torch of idealism. Indeed, I was old enough to be her father.
Whenever she left me, after the brief time we were together, she made me feel old, vulnerable, sad, and ridiculous for me to think that she'd want me. Yet, when I was with her, when I was in her presence, I felt young, energetic, and alive. Her youth and zest for life was contagious. She rejuvenated me. She was my addictive elixir and my fountain of youth.
Never has an hour been as pleasurable and gone by so quickly. Never has a walk through the woods of the dog park been so enjoyable, and dialogue between two people been so free, so easy, and so interesting. Not only did I love looking at her but also, I loved talking to her. I wondered how many people at the park thought that we were father and daughter, boyfriend and girlfriend, or strangers walking their dogs.
# # #
"What's wrong?'
I said finally asked her. Suddenly, with her acting so quietly sullen, I seized upon the moment. I felt secure enough by the openness of our conversation, and in our quickly, growing friendship to ask what was troubling her. Instead of telling me what the matter was, she gave me a vague answer.
"Oh, nothing,' she said.
She waved a disinterested hand after a long, thoughtful pause. Then, she looked up at me, took me in her confidence, and confessed why she was so sad.
"I'm having boyfriend troubles," she said looking up at me before looking down at the ground
As if the grass held all of her answers, she continued staring down at the ground while walking.
An unexpected confession, her words stuck me as if a knife to my heart. As soon as she said the word boyfriend, I was jealous. Suddenly, I pictured her naked and orgasmic in the throes of lustful sex, while in the arms of her young, hot boyfriend. The thought of his cock in her mouth and her blowing him angered me. The thought of his prick in her pussy while fucking her made me wish that I was her boyfriend.
I imagined him tall, handsome, and wealthy. Surely, a woman this desirable, this sexy, and this beautiful was most deserving of such a man as that. Suddenly, as if from out of nowhere, surprising me and shocking her, her boyfriend appeared from out of nowhere and before us.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 02:
Maureen accepts Mark's housing invitation, after breaking up with her boyfriend.
"Is this what you do? You meet men here," he said looking at her with anger before looking at me with even more anger.
Surprising me by his hostile reaction to seeing me with her, he looked at her with a face full of rage and at me with a look of deadly jealousy.
"Is this the guy you always talk about," he asked raising his chin while tossing his head? He pointed at me while shooting me a look of distain. "Are you Mark?"
I stepped closer to him.
"Yes, I'm Mark. You must be Maureen's boyfriend. I'm pleased to meet you," I said.
I put out my hand for him to shake and withdrew it, when he snubbed me with another lift of his chin and another toss of his head.
# # #
Always talk about? She always talks about me? I've made quite the impression on her for her to always talk about me to her boyfriend. Suddenly, I felt lighter, younger, and taller. Suddenly, I felt as if I was an important part of her life. Suddenly, I felt like Tomas in Milan Kundera's book, 'The Unbearable Lightness of Being.'
"Come home now! I'm sick of you disappearing for hours with this flea bag of a dog.' He looked down at her puppy with jealousy and then back up at her. "The dog must go. You decide; it's either me or the dog!"
Not much of a decision there, I knew Maureen well enough by now to know that he was a goner with that stated ultimatum. She'd never part with her dog. Already too connected, she loved Missy and Missy loved her.
Surprisingly, her boyfriend wasn't very tall. He was short. With me towering over him, he was shorter than me by a several inches.
He wasn't very good looking either. Average in appearance, at best, he had a potbelly and a receding hairline already forming at his young age. If I say so myself, I was better looking them him.
With me nicer than him and loving her dog, I could see why she enjoyed spending her time with me at the dog park. I was better than him in every way except for my age. If I was his age, they'd be no contest. I'd be able to win her heart and steal her away from him.
Figuring that he was around her age, he appeared ten years older. Better at guessing men's ages than women's ages, maybe, tops, he was 28-years-old. Not figuring Maureen for a gold digger but I figured, surely, he was wealthy. For her to date someone who looked like him and who was as mean as him, he must have had money, lots of money. I was shocked to learn that he was an unemployed, graduate student and an ill-mannered, hot tempered, struggling, and aspiring artist, at that.
Stereotypically, he sure had the miserable and self-centered disposition for that role down pat. He sure was an asshole. He was so intense that he had the personality to be a terrorist, should his life suddenly turn as sour as was his disposition. He had that fanatical look of lunacy on his face, and I hoped it would by her choice in choosing the dog over him. Then, he took that choice away from her.
# # #
He approached her, and as if I wasn't even there, he yanked her. He pulled her by the arm and dragged her forward with him. Her shoe popped off and when she stopped to reclaim it, when she resisted his hold on her by pulling her arm away and breaking free of him, he grabbed at all that he could reach. He grabbed her by the front of her dress.
With one, quick, hard pull, he ripped her beautiful dress wide open. He exposed her big, white brassiere, the tops of her meaty breasts, her long, sexy line of cleavage, and her sheer, white bikini panties to me. As shocked as I was sexually excited, all that I could do was stare.
I stared at Maureen's exposed brassiere. I stared at her long line of cleavage. I stared at her sheer, bikini panties.
Again, she pulled away from him. This time, he stepped forward and, as if he owned her, surprising me, he slapped her hard across her face. The violent force of his slap knocked her head back and immediately created a red welt in the shape of his hand on her cheek. Expecting her to cry, I was surprised when she didn't. If she was anything, she was embarrassed.
I could clearly see the impressions of his fingers on her face. Figuring that she would, astonishingly, she didn't cry or scream, fight back, or even get angry. By her unemotional reaction to his slap, I figured that this wasn't the first violent attack upon her person by this little bastard. Definitely, he had hit her before. Yet, what kind of woman, especially a woman who looked like her, would put up with his verbal and physical abuse?
With her head down and her shoulders slumped forward, she suddenly became withdrawn, clearly disappearing within herself. That, no doubt, was how she emotionally protected herself from him. Not protecting her modesty from me seeing in her underwear, she didn't even wrap her arms around herself to close her torn dress.
Being the sexual pervert that I am, not only did I see her low-cut bra and her long line of sexy cleavage but also, I saw her white bikini panties, too. Unable to stop myself from staring, the longer and harder that I looked the more that I saw. If she wasn't sexually stunning before, she was even more sexually stunning when seeing her in her sexy lingerie.
As if she was naked below the waist, I saw her pussy mound, her camel toe, her patch of red, trimmed pubic hair, and even her pussy slit through her sheer panties. After seeing what Maureen looked like in her bra and panties, I'll be taking that erotic vision of her home with me tonight. No doubt, never expecting that I ever would, I'll be masturbating over seeing this beautiful woman in her sexy lingerie.
# # #
Yet, with me not a callous man, I felt her pain. Determined to stop him from slapping her again, I'd be God damn, if he was going to hit her again, especially in my presence. With her loyal puppy protecting her pack leader, she lunged at him barking and growing.
He kicked the dog hard in the ribs and the dog cowered and whimpered away in pain. She was just a puppy after all, the poor thing. Try kicking a full-grown, Golden Retriever and he'd be missing a foot.
All of this happened so fast, within only a few seconds. In shock at all that transpired, I had no time to react, until now. Determined to step in and make my presence known, he wasn't going to hit her again, ever, that's for sure. As long as I was there to protect her, he wasn't going to touch her, ever again. I'd make sure of that.
"Hey!"
I yelled while taking an intimidating step towards him.
"What's wrong with you? You don't hit a woman," I said.
I looked from him to look at Maureen before giving him all of my angered attention. Not taking me seriously, he looked at me and laughed.
"Who are you, her father?"
He gave me a look that made me realize that this clown would only understand a baseball bat to the back of the head.
"Get lost, old man. Beat it. Go home to your wife,' he said with a wave of his hand that discounted me not only as a human being but also as a man who could punch him silly. "You don't stand a chance with her...Mark," he said spitting out my name while mocking me. "You're too old,' he said with a sick laugh that made me want to shove his teeth down his throat and bury my size twelve shoe up his ass.
The way that he disrespected my name made me angry. I wanted to bitch slap him into tomorrow. I was jealous that someone like him had someone like her. I felt my rage building that he not only embarrassed her by slapping her but also humiliating her by ripping her dress and exposing her bra and panties to me.
# # #
"Don't," she said looking to me obviously embarrassed, before looking back at him. "He'll hurt you. He's crazy," she said in a whisper while looking at me with a pained expression.
He laughed.
'He laughed,' I thought while becoming angrier. 'He laughed at me. How dare this little bastard laugh at me?'
He shot me a look of anger. Having never met me, he didn't know anything about me. If he thought that I was putting up with him verbally or physically abusing her again, he was even crazier than I thought he was.
"You're just like all the rest of those middle aged men, who flock to her, a pathetic, old man hoping to get his cock sucked," he said.
He moved his hand up to his mouth. He moved his hand back and forth, and with his tongue pushing out his cheek, as if he was stroking a cock while sucking a cock. He not only verbally attacked me but also, he continued to embarrass her.
Then, turning his attention from me, he looked at her while pointing at her.
"Look at her. She's beautiful. She's great in bed. She has huge tits with big nipples. You should see her topless. You should see her naked. You'd cum in your pants just seeing her without her clothes," he said. "She's a baby boomer magnet especially with her standing there in her sexy lingerie."
The both of us looked at her standing there embarrassed and humiliated.
# # #
"Tell him," he said. "Go ahead and tell him."
He looked at her before looking at me.
"That's how she made it through college, waiting tables, smiling for tips, letting the old men get a feel of her ass, and a glimpse of her huge tits by leaning over them in her partially, unbuttoned blouse."
He looked back at her with hatred instead of with love.
"Did you suck their cocks in the back alley, too," he asked smiling at her?
He pointed to me.
"Has she sucked your cock, yet? She's a great cocksucker. She gives great head," he said with a laugh. "Did she allow you to cum in her mouth while fondling her naked breasts and sucking her nipples?"
Maureen stood motionless while crying.
# # #
"Hey, that's enough out of you!"
I yelled pointing my finger at him, while dizzy with the imagined image of Maureen sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth while allowing me to fondle her huge, naked breasts.
"Or what, old man?" He smiled a sick smile at me. "Or you'll bleed all over me, after I beat you senseless. I've had lessons in martial arts," he said striking a basic Karate pose while laughing.
'Old man,' I thought? 'That's twice he said that. Beat me senseless? Martial arts my ass. No practitioner of the martial arts would ever hit a woman.'
He not only slapped the woman that I love but also, he embarrassed her by ripping her dress wide open. He made her cry. Then, if that wasn't enough, he kicked Missy, called me an old man, and now he's insulting my perceived woman, yet, again.
An ex-Army Ranger, having served two combat deployments, one in Afghanistan and another in Iraq, this clown was going down. My dog loved Maureen and he wasn't about to allow him to get away with hitting her and kicking Missy. The ankle biter that he is, Polo grabbed hold of his pant leg. In his feeble attempt to shake off the lockjaw grip and steadfast determination of a Rat Terrier, he reached down to grab my dog by the collar. Lightning fast, Polo bit his hand three times, before he could even withdraw his bleeding hand.
"Good dog. Good boy. That's a good dog, Polo. I'll give you a cookie, when we get home," I said with a laugh.
My dog was too fast for him. The ass actually tried to kick my dog, too. Now, he had gone too far and it was time for him to learn some manners from this old man.
# # #
"I'll take you to court and have your dog put down for him biting me," he said yelling while holding his bleeding and swollen hand. "You'll pay for this," he said still running his mouth."
This guy was hopping mad. His face was red, his eyes were bulging, and he continued holding his bleeding hand, where my dog bit him. Only, this time, he made the fatal mistake of ignoring me, again, big mistake. When he took another step towards her, I stepped in front of him. Easily, I outweighed him by fifty pounds. I have muscle mass on my side and he had no class on his side.
When he reached out with his right hand to push me aside, an unmovable object, I decked him. Hitting him hard on his chin with a right uppercut, I knocked his head up, him off the ground, and flat on his back. It was a textbook hit. I felt all of my knuckles find the soft underside of his chin.
With a whiplash effect, the back of his head hit the ground hard and bounced. He looked dazed. Then, when he stood, he had limited use of his wobbly legs, other than to use them to take his ass out of the park. He came at me again but I stopped him with my index finger.
Not learning his lesson, he stood in front of me with defiance. As if I was Lt. Colonel Alan Caldwell played by Sean Connery, in Presidio, I poked a long, stiff, index finger in his ribs. Then, for added, painful effect, I turned my finger as if was a screwdriver for added excruciating pain.
"Oh yeah? You're going to make me pay," I laughed? "If anyone is paying for anything, it's you," I said. "You never put your hands on a woman, dirt bag. Do you understand?" I said turning my finger deeper.
I laughed at him.
"And you're not even half the man that I am. You are a nothing but a loser, loser. Now, beat it before I call the police and report you for hitting her."
# # #
He got this deranged look on his face, a look that came from years of getting his way with no one challenging him. He turned away from me to look at her. As if he hated her, he looked at her with anger.
"Don't bother coming home," he said ignoring me and shooting her a look full of hateful rage.
After wiping the tears from her eyes with her hands, she laughed.
"Don't worry. I won't," said Maureen. "We're done. I'll never allow you to hit me again."
He turned to me with a look that told me that he was thinking about trying me again, but instead, he rubbed his jaw and stormed away while holding his bleeding hand.
"I'll leave your things outside the door in the hall," he said from a distance with a wave of his hand and without turning back to look at her.
She was crying again, when I turned to her. Seeing her cry, the way she did made me feel a hunger for her deep down in my soul. I wanted to protect and save her from him. I wanted to save her for myself. I wanted to free her from her pain and suffering. Especially after seeing what she looked like in her sexy bra and panties, I sexually wanted her.
# # #
"Don't worry. You're rid of him. He's gone. He's no good. No man should hit a woman. No one should make you feel less than who you are," I said.
Something that I had never done before but had always wanted to do, I put my arms around her and hugged her. As if she belonged there, she felt so good in my arms. I wanted to stay there holding her forever. What felt like minutes was only a few seconds. Her body, the little that I felt of it, her back, shoulders, and her waist felt firm yet womanly soft.
I reached down and closed her dress. I deliberately brushed the back of my hand by her gigantic, white brassiere. Her bra clad breasts felt as firm as they looked big.
There wasn't a part of me that wasn't aroused while holding her. Not wanting to let her go, softly, instead of kissing her lips as I wanted to do, I kissed her forehead. I whispered in her ear that it was okay and that everything would be alright.
With me sexually excited holding her in my arms, I wanted to reach down and cup her firm, round ass through her dress and white panties. Wanting her to know that she was giving me and erection, I wanted to press my semi-erect penis against her pelvis. I wanted to push her down on the ground and show her my deep, penetrating love for her.
Yet, I controlled myself. I behaved. Tonight, when alone with the erotic thoughts of her, I'll imagine that I did all of those things and more. Tonight, when alone with my horny thoughts of her and with my hand around my stiff cock, she'll be naked in my imagination and we'll be having sex. Tonight, she'll be mine.



# # #
Overwhelmed with sexual lust for her, she touched all my senses. Her hair smelled clean and fresh. The feel of her in my arms, and the sound of her vulnerability, as she cried softly against my chest, made me want to lean down, lift up her chin, and kiss her. Yet, not wanting to frighten her, too much too soon, I controlled myself from making a fool of myself by trying to kiss her.
Tonight, I'll kiss her in my dreams. When she comes to me in my sleep, I'll part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her. I'll make out with her while feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I'll slowly undress her. I'll strip her naked.
Tonight, I'll mount her and make love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I'll fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. Finally, while fingering her pussy, I'll masturbate her before licking her pussy and eating her. I'll gladly give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my prick.
Then, something that I imagined in my masturbation fantasies, I imagined her stroking me. I imagined her masturbating me. Holding back my desire to cum, I imagined her taking me in her mouth. I imagined her blowing me. I imagined putting a gentle hand to the back of her beautiful, red head, humping her mouth, and fucking her face.
I imagined her staring up at me with her big, green, beautiful eyes. I imagined cumming in her mouth and watching her swallowing my cum. Then, when she removed my erect cock from her lips, I imagined ejaculating another load of cum all over her beautiful face, in her lush, red hair, and across her huge, naked breasts. I imagined giving Maureen, the woman of my sexual dreams and masturbation fantasies, a cum bath.
# # #
"No, it won't be alright," she said suddenly through her tears and pulling away from me. "Now, I have no place to live. Where am I to go?"
She looked up at me with sorrowful sadness.
"I have no money. I'm a poor special needs teacher. I don't earn enough to afford my own place," she said through her tears. "I teach Autistic children."
She wiped at her tears with her hand. I took her in my arms again and hugged her again. I loved hugging this beautiful woman. I loved squishing her giant breasts against my muscular chest. I only wished that I could reach down and feel and squeeze her shapely ass through her dress and her panties.
"Don't worry, Maureen, we'll think of something, temporary," I said without having any plan in mind, other than to soothe her.
Something that she didn't do with her boyfriend, as if I was her boyfriend, she looked up at me and smiled.
"My Dad wanted me to go to school for business, for accounting, but I wanted something nobler and something more meaningful. I wanted to work with children." She nodded her head. "Had I listened to my Dad, I'd have had a better job, a job that could have afforded me my own apartment, instead of living with a psycho artist, who verbally and physically abused me and treated me like shit."
Someone who lived such an altruistic life should not have such misery piled upon her head. She, who could model or make movies in Hollywood, gave her life to children with Autism. As a person, as a desirable woman, can she get any better than this? She was my Sister Theresa with movie star looks and a porn star body.
# # #
I had an idea that my penis suddenly liked. Suddenly, responding to the possibilities of her in my life, I had an erection. The timing of her sudden homelessness gave me a glimmer of hope that I could persuade her to expand our relationship from the dog park to my home and to the rest of my life. Perhaps, this serendipitous moment would work out for the both of us.
"Listen, Maureen," I said trying not to show my hopeful excitement, "You can stay with me for however long you need," I said.
I hoped that she would say yes. I hoped that she'd never leave. I feared she'd say no, but what the Hell. I just blurted out what I was thinking.
"I have a spare bedroom with an en suite bathroom. My house has a separate entrance. You could come and go as you pleased," I said.
She smirked out a laugh.
"Oh, great, just what I need being dependent on yet another man, who can throw me out at his whim," she said with sadness.
I laughed.
"Nah, I'd give you a 30 day notice...in writing...before I kicked you to the curb," I said with another laugh.
She laughed, too.
# # #
"You live alone?'
In the way that she asked the question and looked at me made me feel like I needed to explain that I was not married, gay, a reclusive pervert, or a serial killer.
"I recently broke up with my girlfriend,' I said looking at her to see how she received that bit of information. Some women are ugly criers, but even when Maureen was crying she was beautiful, especially when she was crying, so softly vulnerable, she was stunning. Her flushed face gave her color that I imagined she'd have, after having orgasmic sex.
"Oh, sorry," she said wiping the tears from her eyes with her hand.
I shrugged.
"It's okay. It's been a year since my girlfriend left," I said mindlessly trying to replace baseball with the thoughts of Maureen naked and in bed having sex with me.
As soon as I said that I broke up with my girlfriend out loud, I couldn't believe that it's been a year since she left. I've been alone for a year. No wonder why I'm lusting over this child of a woman. I'm lonely. I'm horny. I'm pathetic. Nevertheless, I was hopeful that she'd say yes.
I gave her my handkerchief to dry her eyes and blow her nose. Suddenly, feeling my age that I carried a handkerchief, yet, happy that I had one to offer her, still I wished that I didn't have one in my back pocket, along with my comb and the band aids that I carried with me, just in case.
"Thank you for your kind offer," she said.
I gave her a big smile.
"I'd love the company. Sometimes, it gets lonely with just the dog, and by our interesting conversations these past few months, we get along quite well." I smiled. "We've become friends, good friends."
# # #
She looked up at me and melted my heart with her big, beautiful, green eyes.
"Are you're sure that I can stay with you until...?" Her voice drifted off when she looked down at her dog. "What about my Missy?" She looked up at me as if she was going to cry again. "What about my dog?" She started softly crying, again. "I can't leave my dog." She squatted down and threw her arms around Missy sobbing.
I comforted her by quelling her worries over Missy.
"Don't worry about your dog, Maureen. I love dogs, especially Missy," I said giving her dog's head a quick rub. "Besides, Missy and Polo have become best friends. She's welcome to stay, too," I said. "I have plenty of room for all of us. I have a big, fenced-in backyard where they can play..." all day, I wanted to say, while we remain in bed making out, having sex, making love, and fucking.
From where I stood and how she squatted with her dress hiked up and her knees separated, I had a clear view up her dress and at her white panties, again. I could clearly see her panty clad crotch. As much as I tried to avert my gaze, as much as I tried not to look, and to look away, I stared. I had a clear view down her torn dress and at her abundant cleavage and at the top of her breasts, too. Even better than I imagined it was, her body was magnificent. I couldn't imagine her topless. I couldn't imagine her naked. Hopefully, with her living with me, maybe after a bottle of wine, I'd get lucky.
My cock stirred again with the thought of seeing her topless and/or naked and with the thought of her sucking my cock. Then, I thought about what her boyfriend had said, 'She's a baby boomer magnet. You're just like all the rest of them who flock to her, a pathetic, old man hoping to get his cock sucked.' Then, I thought of what I imagined her father would say about me, 'He's only after one thing.'
Sure, I'd love for her to suck my cock, but I'd like to think that I'm better than that and what we have is more than that. I'd like to think that this is the start of something unbelievable, beautiful, and what I have longed to have in my life, since I divorced my wife a dozen years ago. So, what if she's half my age? It wasn't as if I was looking for someone so young, it just happened.
I followed her in her car to his house helping her to pick up and pack her possessions. She said that he was upstairs in his art studio hiding out, probably until we left. As he said they would be, her belongings were outside the front door. After packing them in our cars, she followed me to my house.
# # #
I haven't been as excited about Maureen, my dream woman, coming to stay with me, since the first time that I knew I was about to get lucky, so many years ago, and the first time getting laid. I mean, I had no pretensions or intentions of having a sexual relationship with her. She was so young, the same age as my daughters, probably, but she was so beautiful and we connected so easily. I could hear my daughters, now, in stereo, identical twins, both talking at the same time and saying the same things.
'Dad? What's wrong with you? Are you crazy? We're the same age. You're such a pig. I hate her. I hate you. Don't ever talk to us, again,' I imagined them saying.
Yeah, sure, don't talk to them again, that is, until they need money.
I've never been attracted to younger women, until meeting Maureen. She was different, more mature, and certainly, with me being a bit immature, we met in age somewhere in the middle. Perhaps, I thought, this could work. Stop! She's a child. You're old enough to be her father or much older brother.
That sounded better, a much older brother, than being her father. Yet, both rang too much like an incestuous relationship and a forbidden union. It was so taboo, after all, an older man with a younger woman, I could hear the whispering now. Every time I walked around my small town, people would be talking about us.
"Is that his daughter?"
They'd whisper their decadent answer.
"No, that's his girlfriend," they'd say.
Shocked by the looks of women, they'd freely voice their condemnation. Yet, making up for their negative looks and responses of women, men would give me a big smile. They'd be jealous and would freely voice their approval.
"Shame on him," would say the women.
The men would give me the thumbs up while sexually lusting over her.
"Good for him,' men would say. "He's a lucky bastard to have a young woman who looks like her."
# # #
Then, I thought about Michael Douglas with Katherine Zeta Jones. What was the attraction there? Surely, it wasn't the money. She could have had nearly any man.
I thought about Tony Randall fathering a child at 77-years-old and a second child at 78-years-old? I thought of Al Pacino fathering a child at the ripe, old age of 83-years-old. What a role model he is for us older gentlemen in helping to keep the possibilities of love and sex with someone much younger alive.
Suddenly, the image of the late Anna Nicole Smith with her now deceased, 90-year-old husband J. Howard Marshall did not bode well with my confidence of winning her affection. Suddenly, I felt like Arte Johnson, the incorrigible dirty, old man of 'Rowan & Martin's Laugh-in,' making a pass at Ruth Buzzi. I felt a bit ridiculous, deciding instead to take it slow, hoping that it would happen naturally with time.
After all, if it was meant to be, it would happen. Maybe, now that her boyfriend is out of the picture and she's coming to my house to live with me, I have a chance to romance her. Maybe, now, at the very least, she'd give me rebound sex. I laughed at her fucking me day and night with rebound sex. Boy, I only wish, what a way to die? Only, I wanted more than that. I wanted her to be with me forever.
Chances are she'll stay overnight and will be back together with her abusive boyfriend tomorrow. Chances are I'm going through something, a delayed middle-aged crisis, perhaps, with the one year anniversary of my girlfriend leaving me. Chances are she'll break my heart. Realistically, what are my chances? I didn't know. I had no idea. Nonetheless, I had to take this opportunity that was presented before me and make the best of it.
# # #
It was a short drive to my house. I live at the end of a cul-de-sac where the trees that surrounded my property afforded me a level of privacy to walk out on my front porch naked, if I so wanted, without anyone seeing me. Not that I would walk out on my front porch naked, who wanted to see a 50-year-old man naked? Maybe, a 50-year-old woman would want to see me naked, but surely, not a 25-year-old, beautiful woman.
Most of what she had were clothes, old clothes, nothing new or special. With her a lowly special needs teacher, she didn't have very much. She moved in with her boyfriend from her parents' home after college and he had everything that she needed: furniture, appliances, and dishware. Even the television set was his. At least, she had a car, an old Honda Civic, and could get around herself without being dependent upon me for transportation, although, if it meant her staying with me, I'd chauffeur her anywhere, anytime.
I made her comfortable in the guest bedroom, which was at the end of the hall. Not having to share a bathroom, having her own, it was as if she had her own suite, which by her reaction to the accommodations was a favorable one. The arrangement afforded her a level of privacy, if she wanted it. At this point, I'd accommodate her in any way that would make her comfortable, happy, and make her stay. Hell, I'd give her the master bedroom, my bedroom if that persuaded her to stay longer.
Almost giddy with delight, I was off the floor with happiness that she was here with me in my house and in my little world, which now suddenly expanded to include her and her dog. I never knew how alone I was, until her presence filled my life with conversation, laughter, and joy. Now, I looked forward to the little things that became big things, when living alone.
Now, I had someone to watch television with, play board games with, and go places with. Suddenly, I wanted to go everywhere and do everything with her. I wanted to show her off to my friends.
Yet, I dreaded the inevitable fall from this temporary high, when she left, one day, maybe sooner than later. Knowing that it would come eventually and hit me hard, when it did. In the meantime, I decided to live in the moment and not to think about tomorrow and her leaving.
To be continued...
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# # #
Continued from Chapter 8: Navy SEAL and the Homeless Woman.
When they broke from kissing, she looked at him as if really seeing him for the first time. Without their clothes to hide their imperfections, as long as they were open and honest with one another, literally and figuratively, they were naked, even when fully dressed. Being that they've both already been through the worse of things, a new way of life, they hoped for a fresh start with one another.
"You know, just a mere few hours ago, I never thought I'd be in bed with anyone never mind a being in a pillow soft bed," she said with a laugh. "With you a big, bad assed SEAL who has mad fighting skills, you're just like Matt Damon in Bourne Legacy. Only, you're the real deal. You're Sylvester Stallone, Clint Eastwood, and Bruce Lee all wrapped up into one Navy SEAL, Christopher Ryan."
He laughed with her compliments.
"And I never thought I'd be rescuing a homeless woman who suddenly turned into a tall, leggy, busty, beautiful blonde with big, blue eyes. As if you're my very own Cinderella or Snow White, if I believed in fairytales, this would be it for me. The Navy SEAL and the homeless woman, that would make a good title for a story," he said.
She laughed with the comparison.
"Trust me, I'm no Cinderella or Snow White," she said with a laugh. "I thought you SEALs were more into action than talking," she said reaching down to grab a whole handful of his erect cock.
She laughed.
"What do you mean?"
She laughed, again.
"You never stop talking. Shut up and kiss me, SEAL."
Christopher took her in his arms, leaned forward, and kissed her. She returned his sexual passion with her sexual passion. Feeling her big tits and reaching around her to squeeze her round, firm, and shapely ass, she slowly stroked him to a bigger and harder erection.
"You're so beautiful Susan," he said gazing into her big, blue eyes. "Always attracted to petite, short, small breasted, and dark haired women before, I never thought I'd fall for a tall, beautiful blonde with big tits," he said laughing while staring down at her.
She laughed again.
"And why are you still talking," she said with another laugh? "Fuck me, Christopher. Stick that big, hard cock inside my warm, wet pussy. Fuck me fast enough and hard enough to make me cum. I want to cum. I need to cum. I want you to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock. After you rescued me, pretend that I'm your spoils of war. Take me, Christopher. Make me your woman," she said.
Christopher climbed on top of her and a bit unsteady on the springy pillows, he mounted her while Susan, with her hand between her legs, directed his cock inside of her.
# # #
"Later today, I'm going to buy a bigger bed," he said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"No more talking," she said kissing him as he slowly penetrated her before slowing and gently humping her while making love to her.
Susan returned his sexual lust with her sexual passion. They started a slow rhythmic movement; they were making love. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, they were fucking. Returning his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, he fucked Susan and she fucked him.
"Hmm, that feels good Christopher," said Susan breathing hard.
He continued humping her. He continued fucking her. Determined to make her cum, he humped her faster. He humped her harder.
"You're so tight Susan," he said with him deeper inside of her.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and her long legs around his back.
"It's been quite some time since I've made love and even longer since someone fucked me," she said returning his humps with her humps. "Don't stop. Please, don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Christopher. I'm cumming," she said.
Then, ruining the mood, he shocked her by what he said next. Her only explanation, even though he said that he didn't, clearly, he believed in love at first sight.
"I love you," he said whispering in her ear. "I love you, Susan. I love you, Susan Jill Parker."
# # #
She stopped humping him to unwrap her legs from around his back and her arms from around his neck. She looked at him with shocked disbelief.
"Wait. What? Back up. Get the fuck off of me," she said staring at him. "You love me? How can you possibly love me when we just met. It hasn't even been a full day yet," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
She pulled further away from him. Alone again and no longer a couple they were two different people separated by Susan's wide expanse of her resistance to feel love for anyone, including herself.
"I don't know. I just do," he said with a shrug. "Later today, along with buying a bigger bed, sheets, pillows, and plush towels," he said with a laugh. "Willing to make this official, I like to buy you a diamond ring."
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Ch. 9
Love at first sight, Susan, and Christopher fall in love.
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Chapter 9:
Christopher and Susan sitting in a tree k-i-s-s-i-n-g.
"I love you, Susan," said Christopher.
Christopher watched Susan sitting there as if he had pulled her plug or pulled out her batteries. Emotionless, she was suddenly comatose. When most women would love to hear that and have a man commit to her, he seemingly said the wrong thing and at the wrong time by telling her that he loved her. Happy one minute and sad the next, he wondered if she was a manic depressive.
'What just happened,' he wondered? 'He didn't know. He had no idea. With her so full of life before, all that it took to turn her off was for him to say those three words that meant so much to him and obviously so little to her,' he thought.
"I love you," he said again.
Having never said that to anyone before, with him expecting a different reaction, he said that again to her now.
She acted as if he had said I hate you, instead of I love you. She acted as if he wanted to break up with her, not that they were ever together. She acted as if she wasn't interested in taking whatever the fuck they had to the next level, which he, clearly, wanted to do.
With this all new to him, what did they have anyway? Obviously, from her emotionless reaction, they didn't have anything. Obviously, even though he thought they were, they weren't a couple. They were still strangers.
When it comes to women, he wondered if Simone, Lucy, and/or Carmen were available to give him some much needed advice if not some comfort. He wondered what they'd say and how they'd react if he told one of them that he loved her. No doubt, being that they were prostitutes and with their Johns telling them that all the time, they'd probably laugh in his face.
'You don't love me, Christopher. You love fucking me,' he imagined Simone, Lucy, or Carmen saying.
A homeless woman and a Navy SEAL having only met several hours ago, he was as much of a stranger to her as she was an enigma to him. Apparently, according to her immediate negative reaction and foul response, in the way that she recoiled from him and rejected him, they didn't have anything in common to maintain a boyfriend/girlfriend, sexual relationship, never mind love. Obvious to him now, he was wrong to tell her that he loved her. Definitely, it was too soon to say such a thing.
# # #
What is love anyway? It's just a feeling. He had feelings for her but, with her not returning the sentiment, clearly, she didn't have feelings for him. When too many men never wanting to commit to a relationship, when too many men just wanted to play the field, he was ready to ride off in the sunset with her. Only, and unfortunately, there was a hitch and a fly in the ointment. Clearly, she didn't love him.
'Houston there's a problem. May Day! May Day! May Day! Negative to love. It's a no go,' he imagined saying on his headset. Abort! Abort! Abort! Abort the mission and scrub the relationship. We're done,' he thought.
She sat there with the look of a woman who had been badly beaten before being brutalized emotionally, physically, and sexually. She acted as if she was a human turtle hiding in her self-protective shell. Not willing to show her emotions for fear, no doubt, that she'd be hurt again, she had the look of a woman who had disappeared inside of herself and withdrawn from life.
Obviously, an understatement, she wasn't ready for love or for any kind of a relationship for that matter. Not the best looking man, yet, especially after having his face reconditioned with the stress of combat and with one too many blows to the head, maybe she was ready for love but not with him. Yet, well above average in the looks department, he was still plenty good looking enough. Maybe, she was hoping for someone better, and someone with less psychological issues. It was a little scary when he continued referring to himself in the third person.
After his ears stopped ringing, and after the last cloud of black, putrid smoke cleared, always there was smoke after the fire and before the fire. Seemingly with her as shellshocked as he was, she had the look that he had after he survived another bloody battle. Always as if a crescendo to their mission, the air was filled with the stench of fuel, oil, and burning rubber.
He wonder how many deadly, cancerous carcinogens he inhaled. He wondered how many years being a SEAL fighting in three wars with nine deployments took off of his life. She had that same dazed and empty look that he had when looking around to survey the damage and to take inventory of the dead and the wounded. Only, her combat mission was living, and his combat mission was dying, kill or be killed.
# # #
"Don't move! Show me your hands! Show me your hands! Get down on the ground! Get down on the ground! Don't move," he said so very many times that it came out of his mouth automatically!
He was surprised that when he walked in a deli and they asked him what he'd have that he didn't respond in the way that he was trained to respond.
'Don't move! Show me your hands! Show me your hands! Get down on the ground! Get down on the ground! Don't move,' he imagined saying to a clerk at the delicatessen.
He couldn't count how many times he said those words in English, in Arabic, in Farsi, in Dari, in Pashto, and in Tajik. Those words echoed through his brain in several languages. Yet, too many only understood a bullet to the head. They hated Americans. They hated America. They hated him. He never met so many people who were willing to die rather than to surrender to an American serviceman.
Yet, every year we support Pakistan with billions of dollars, money wasted over there that could be used to house the homeless, feed the hungry, college educate our children for free, and provide free medical care over here. For Pakistanis to hide terrorists while burning our flag, those two facts don't bode well when Congress approved more financial aid going to Pakistan. If he were President and Commander in Chief of the military, he'd launch a bevy of smart bombs earmarked for Pakistan and Afghanistan.
'Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! He'd blow them all to Hell.'
In an instant, the war would be over. Our puppet president in Afghanistan, in bed with the CIA from day one, held no loyalty to the United States. Even after our money made him a very wealthy man.
If he had the chance to take out the president of Afghanistan he would have. But he was protected, not so much by the Afghan military but by United States private contractors, and mercenaries, men who were once just like him. They wanted him in power. They wanted the war to continued. They wanted the money derived from lucrative, government contracts.
Only, if he had assassinated their president, Secretary Clinton, the President, and the top generals and admirals from the pentagon would have been all over his ass. No doubt, they would have blamed him for destabilizing the area. They would have blamed him for making things much worse when there was no way things could get any better over there, which is why the Russians left years ago to end their war with Afghanistan. Yet, we're still there.
'Why,' he thought? 'Why are we still there,' he wondered? 'Money. It's all about money. Follow the money. Money, money, money. War is not about freedom or democracy as it is about money.'
Instead of staying a SEAL for thirty-years, he could have worked for one of those private contractors. He could have been a mercenary. He could have worked for the CIA or any secret agency that did dirty deeds behind the scenes. He would have come home with a fortune in unclaimed and untaxed cash.
No argument, he was qualified. He had the skills to kill, something that is still in high demand. They would have paid him buckets of money to work for them. Only, he saw how they worked and how they operated. Different from the SEALs, Rangers, Green Beret, and Delta Forces, he couldn't work with someone and for someone who wasn't watching his back and who was more concerned with their own.
Only, with all of war and foreign policy out of his control, all he could do was to retire from the Navy and go on with his civilian, private life. He couldn't do his job anymore. The patience he once had was gone with suicide bombers. Now he fired first and asked questions later. Shoot to kill or be blown to bits was always his standing orders.
# # #
'I love you.'
The words echoed in his head in the way of a bad dream. The words that lifted his spirit to say before made him sad now. She didn't have to say that she didn't love him. He knew that she didn't love him. He saw the shocked look in her eyes when he told her that he loved her.
A nanosecond glimpse in her soul, a trained assassin, he was skilled at detecting a liar. He could walk in a room cold and know which one to shoot first. Never was he wrong. Always he was right. Otherwise, he wouldn't be standing here as a retired SEAL. He would have been dead years ago.
With death always all around him, the stench of rotting corpses and the acrid smell of burning flesh is something he'll never forget. To this day, he can't enjoy a barbeque, raw meat burnt beyond recognition. How many of his buddies did he had to identify. If it wasn't for their dog tags, they'd be buried in unmarked graves with so many other military men and women who didn't have enough left of them to identify.
Burning alive again in his nightmares, he still relived the horror, heard their screams, and saw the faces of all those buddies he couldn't save. Taking his gun and shooting them instead of watching them die a horrible death, acts of war never reported on the nightly news, he's done that more than once. If the military allowed the press to report everything that they witnessed and that happened instead of classifying their dirty laundry as top secret, there'd be a Congressional investigation. Rotten from the head down, they're be some Major, Captain, and/or Sergeant offered up as sacrificial lambs.
How many generals returned home fatter and richer than when they arrived? There's a lot of retired generals who retired after going over to Iraq to pillage and Afghanistan to plunder. After a while, after seeing so many killed in combat, other than to fan the area with a blanket of machine gun fire, dead bodies no longer evoked a response in him. After a while, instead of killing the lowly enemy, men who were as brainwashed as he was, he wished he could kill the ones responsible for the deaths of so many of his buddies.
He suddenly felt like John Wick fighting the 'High Counsel.' Only, they'd court marshal and execute him if he started killing those powerful generals and dirty congressmen who knew the real story of why they were at war. Twisted enough by war and politics, it was time for him to retire and he did. No longer knowing who could trust to have his back, between the enemy, the mercenaries, the private contractors, and the CIA, he had a big target on his back.
# # #
His first time in combat, he was scared. Realizing fast that it was either him or them, fright turned to anger. Now unemotional, with bullets whizzing by his head, he used his calmness to his advantage when shooting off his 50-caliber machine gun. Still shooting until he was out of bullets or until everyone was quiet, he was a one man assault team. Because of his deadly accuracy, he had a lot of nicknames, Doctor Death, the Grim Reaper, the Sweeper, and recently, LMS, last man standing.
After a while, as if they had never lived, the dead didn't look real. Except for the blood and the bullet holes, most appeared to be sleeping. Tit for tat and an eye for an eye, rat-a-tat-tat, rat-a-tat-tat, and rat-a-tat-tat, he grew tired of exchanging bullets. He envied the sniper, one bullet, one kill. Only snipers, once there was an eyeball on their location, had a short lifespan.
He could clean and fire a jammed gun faster than most could load a chamber and pull a trigger. Yet, unless he re-upped or became a mercenary soldier and worked for a private security outfit, what good is that skill now that he's a civilian and a law abiding citizen? Hard for him to cope, always looking for love and hoping for love but with love so elusive, he never found it, until now. He loved Susan. He really loved her but it was apparent that she didn't love him.
Being that he didn't know what he was looking for and being that love was just a feeling, how would he even know if he stumbled over love? When he thought that he did finally find love with Susan, he thought love would set him free. Only, as if plucking a rose with one less pedal, she loves me, she loves me not, she doesn't love him.
As if he had been shot, the look she gave him hurt more than any bullet he had taken. Surely, he'd take a bullet over her look of rejection. Her look and then her reaction to his words stopped him cold.
Defenseless against her mere words, always in control, she made him feel vulnerably unworthy of her affection. Having already survived being shot numerous times, in the way they make a vest that's impervious to bullets, he wished someone would make a bulletproof vest to protect his heart from love. He had no idea what he would do now. Allow her to stay a few days and then let her go on her way.
It took a lot of whiskey for him to live with himself after losing all of his men in his last battle before retiring. The last man standing, even his buddies back at base looked at him as if he was bulletproof, invincible, and unable to die when he just wished he were dead. They feared him as much as they regarded him and respected him.
Even though his last mission didn't work out as planned, no doubt, sabotaged by the bad Intel from the CIA, everyone still wanted him to lead their squad. Even if it was the other guy and not him taking the bullet, they all knew they'd have a better chance of going home alive with Navy SEAL Christopher Ryan watching their backs. With them all knowing that he had their backs, he felt good about having the dedicated and loyal support of his men.
Never considering himself lucky yet, always, he was the one spared. Always, he was the one of the ones not returning home in a body bag. Why him? Why them and not him? Why was he spared? Was he spared for Susan to rudely dismiss him, not want him, and to look at him as if he were crazy to ever think that he'd have a chance of her loving him.
She was a homeless woman and, with no one in her life in the way that he had no one in his life, even she rejected him. Now that he thought that he finally had someone in his life, he didn't understand why his life continued to be so difficult. No longer at war, yet always it was a battle. When he's finally open and willing to love someone, why is it so hard for someone to love him, too? He's worked so hard. He deserved better. He deserved her love.



# # #
"I'm sorry Susan," said Christopher staring at her withdrawing inside of herself. Going from sorrow to anger, he withdrew his apology. "Actually, I'm not sorry for falling in love with you," he said with anger. "I'm sorry for revealing my true feelings of love so soon."
Not even looking at him, she continued looking down at the floor.
"We're made for one another. Don't you see that? We were meant to be together," he said.
He touched her hand when she didn't look at him. He took her by her shoulders and shook her when she didn't look at him. He wanted to slap her when she didn't speak, but he'd never do that. Unbelievably with him having killed many women and children, convolutedly, he'd never hit a woman.
"I'm sorry Christopher," was all that she said.
Better than saying nothing, at least she said something.
"Damn it! We're both fucked up. Yet, here we are. You're just as broken as I am. No woman would want me and no man can deal with you. We have too much baggage to ever be normal but why not be abnormal together? We could make it work. This is our chance for something special so why not take the chance?" He let go of her when she stared past him. "Say something. Say anything. Talk to me."
She looked up at him with sad eyes.
"What do you want me to say? I have nothing to say," she said finally looking at him. "I don't love you. Okay? Is that what you want to hear? I don't love you."
She looked at him with cold, distant eyes. She looked at him as if he was looking at a stranger. He did it now. Just as he had turned on her switch to have sex with him, he had turned off her switch by telling her that he loved her.
How could he be so stupid not to know her reaction. If he were in field and she was some middle eastern woman, he would have summed her up with a look and at a glance. Yet, back home and a stranger in his own country, already making a big mistake, he had made the wrong move by telling her that he loved her so soon, too soon.
"I'm tired of living alone Susan. I'm tired of being alone. I'm tired of going places alone and doing things alone. I'm sick to death of having no one to talk to but myself. I want someone in my life. I want a woman to love and who will love me. I want you," he said pleading his case.
She put her fingers to her lips when he leaned to kiss her.
# # #
"Don't talk. Just don't talk. It's better if you don't talk and we just have sex," she said looking at him. "Pretend that I'm one of your special friends. Okay? Pretend that I'm a prostitute. Pretend that I'm your whore instead of the woman that you love."
He nodded his head.
"Okay," he said.
If he had any pride, he'd turn her down for sex but having sex with her without her having any love for him and any kind of affectionate emotion was still worth it. She was so beautiful. Surely, he could pretend she loved him while having sex with her.
"Only..."
She gave him the same impatient look that he gave his new recruits when they poured off the bus not knowing what to expect.
"What," she asked?
He gave her a sexy smile and a dirty look.
"What about pillow talk?"
She made a face.
"Pillow talk?"
She looked at him as if he was nuts. Yet, successful with his strategy, his aim was to get her talking to him again.
"I like talking dirty while making love, sorry, I mean, having sex and I figured that you do too," he said.
# # #
He apologized to Susan as if apologizing to his mother for his need to talk dirty after her catching him masturbating over her. Only, he wasn't the type of guy to have fantasize having incestuous sex with his mother. Besides, Susan looked nothing like his mother, thank God.
"Yeah, I do enjoy talking dirty while having sex," she said with a dirty laugh. "How did you know that I like pillow talk? Only, can we limit our conversation to sexual pillow talk? Once you start complimenting me, Christopher, you go overboard. You go all sappy on me," she said with a laugh. "Not deserving of your compliments, your compliments make me feel uncomfortable. I'm not worthy of your adulation. That makes me feel bad instead of good," she said.
He nodded his head in agreement to all that she had said.
"I know and you're right, Susan. I'm sorry. Suddenly, something I never was, with you pushing all of my buttons, I'm needy. Obviously, I need you more than you need me," he said revealing his private thoughts.
He paused as if thinking what more he wanted to say.
"Pining the loss of my beloved Navy SEALs, as if it's one of my buddies that just died, I'm like one of those guys living at home with their mother. Sucking at her tit for too long, the Navy was my whole life. I never thought I'd be like that but you make me like that. I hate saying this and if my buddies ever heard me say this, I'd never hear the end of it," he said with a sardonic, little laugh.
He looked at her with sad eyes while hoping she understood.
"Say what?"
He laughed.
"You bring out the woman in me," he said squeezing her hand while cringing from uttering the words.
She laughed.
"What? I bring out the woman in you," she asked while laughing?
She looked at him as if he told her that he didn't love her when he did love her. She gave him a look that told him that it was impossible for her to not only love him but also to love anyone. Even though he felt closer to any other woman, as if she had a brick wall surrounding her, she felt distant.
She laughed again.
"What are you suddenly gay," she asked while laughing? "Are you going gay on me Christopher?"
He laughed, too.
"Hardly," he said with a laugh. "It's just being with you, Susan, is different than being with the guys, an understatement," he said laughing while looking at her sitting across from her naked. "You make me feel things that I never felt before," he said.
He reached out to cup her big breast in his hand.
"Literally," she said with a laugh.
She looked down at his hand fondling her breast and watched his fingers fingering her erect nipple.
# # #
"You make me want to do things that I never wanted to do before. You made me realize how much of my life I lost fighting and training men to fight someone else's war, a war waged just for the sake of money. Money, money, money, the death, and dismemberment of some of the best men I've ever known, trained, and some of the best buddies I ever had are dead for the sake of money," he said.
Suddenly he looked as sad as he looked angry.
"Now that they're done with me, I'm done with them. Just as you're the shell of the woman you once were, I'm the shell of the man that I used to be," he said.
She looked at him confused.
"What do you mean?"
She asked the question but her look confessed that she already knew the answer.
"Don't play games. You know what I mean, Susan. We both suffer from Post Traumatic Stress but for different reasons," he said.
She waved her hands.
"I really don't want to talk about that with you," she said. "I'd rather not be analyzed by you."
# # #
Paying her no never mind, he continued.
"You were raped and brutalized by your relatives and by the men in your life and I was shot at and wounded in a war that I was ordered to fight not for freedom, not for terrorism, but for money," he said.
Ignoring her request that he not discuss that part of her life, he took a chance.
"War is big money. Their call to arms, a call that few of them have even answered themselves, old, fat, Caucasian men wave the United States flag and get rich while the rest of us die for money that our families will never have."
She agreed with him with a nod of her pretty head.
"I am kind of a basket case," she said ignoring his confession to make her own. "I'm sorry for having that kind of reaction when you told me you love me but it's automatic, instinctive, and protective. I would have had less of a reaction had you slapped me across the face. Suddenly feeling suffocated, I was stunned, shocked, and surprised by what you said."
He smiled at her.
"I get it. I do. I know what you mean. I have the same reaction when someone startles me or sneaks up on me. If I don't catch myself, I could really hurt someone, even kill them," he said.
With him having never talked as much, he fell silent while thinking.
"Even though I loved serving in the Navy, I'm their creation. I'm their monster. They made me who I am today, a man who lives alone, is suspicious of everyone, and barely likes himself never mind anyone else," he said.
She laughed.
"You just described me," she said with sadness.
He reached out to hold her hand.
"And then you come along and I'm saying something that I've never said to anyone before, that I love you," he said looking at her. "I recognized something in you that I see in me. I love you Susan Jill Parker," he said again while lifting her chin to look in her eyes. "I love you. I don't care if you don't want me to say it and/or if you don't love me but I can't help from feeling what I feel."
He paused again while she remained silent.
"What I feel for you is a deep love. I feel affection that transgresses just having sex. If I wanted just sex I could pay to have sex with Simone, Lucy, and/or Carmen. Only, I don't love them. I don't want to have sex with them. I want to have sex with you," he said.
# # #
She shook her head.
"Don't," she said putting her fingers to his lips. "Please stop saying that you love me when we both know that you don't and when we both know that you just want to be in love with someone, anyone, to feel something other than death and pain."
He looked at her with assurance.
"You're wrong about that. Yeah, sure, I'm a desperate man filled with anger and hate but I do love you. Having never felt this way before, I recognize my feelings now as love, real love."
Steadfast in her feelings, she looked at him with disbelief.
"Sorry Christopher but I can't love you. I don't know how. I don't have it in me to love you. I don't have it in me to love anyone," she said falling sadly silent again. "Just in the way that you are, I'm dead inside, too."
Not taking no for an answer, never taking no for answer, he looked at her determined for her to love him.
"Why? I don't understand? Why can't you love me?"
Refusing to even look at him, she put her head down.
"You don't understand? I don't understand how someone can love me when I don't love myself," she said talking to her chest.
She looked up at him while trying to make him understand.
"Sometimes, most times, all the time, I hate myself. I go around thinking that I wish I was dead. My interior monologue is filled with negative dialogue instead of with positive thoughts," she said looking at him sitting there with his mouth gaping open.
"And, there again, you just described me," he said nodding his head and clenching his fist as if he wanted to punch someone or hit something.
With them both consumed by frustration in trying to make sense of their feelings, having said all they needed to say, they fell silent with neither of them talking.
# # #
"Can't we just forget about love, stop all of this talking, and just have sex," she asked? She looked at him. "I'm still horny. I still want to cum. I need to have a sexual orgasm, Christopher. Make me cum."
He looked at her long and hard before responding. As if she was his ship to achieve his one last chance of happiness in life, she slowly drifted away from the dock. He only had one running jump to hop aboard, otherwise, he'd be adrift at sea in the way he's always been aimlessly floating by not confronting his emotions when having sex with a prostitute.
"Sure. Yeah. Okay. I can do that," he said. "So long as we can still have pillow talk," something that I don't do with Simone, Lucy, or with Carmen. "Not much talking, we just have sex."
She laughed.
"Pillow talk? You want pillow talk Christopher, she asked laughing? "As I said before, I can give you pillow talk. I love talking dirty," she said grabbing his cock, stroking him, and watching his big dick grow hard in her hand. "Slam that big, hard prick in my warm, wet pussy SEAL but...," she said.
She paused to look at him with horniness and sexual lust.
"Before you do, lick me. Lick my cunt, Christopher. Make me wet with your tongue and your fingers. Eat me. Make me cum. Give me a sexual orgasm with your mouth," she said talking dirty to him.
She stopped talking to watch him move in between her shapely thighs. Then, she put her hands on both sides of her head to rub her vagina secretions all over his face.
"Feel my big tits and finger my erect nipples. Squeeze my tits while pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples. Make me sexually want you, Christopher. I need to cum. I need to cum with your fingers and your tongue inside of me," she said.
She stared down at him giving her oral sex.
"Before I take your cock in my pussy and in my mouth, again, I need you to give me a sexual orgasm by eating me," she said. "After you eat me, I can't wait to fuck you and suck you again. I can't wait for you to cum in my pussy and in my mouth," she said giving him plenty of pillow talk.
She paused while waiting for him to digest all that she said.
"Then, when I'm blowing you, when I'm sucking your cock, I'll suck you and stroke you fast and hard enough for you to shoot another warm, oozy load of cum inside my mouth that splashes against the back of my throat. Then, I'll continue sucking you and won't stop until you're ready to cum again. This time, I want you to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I want you to give me a cum bath, Christopher," she said. "I want to be dripping with your cum."
He looked at her with disbelief.
"Holy shit! With the mouth you have on you, you could have been a SEAL," he said laughing.
She laughed, too.
"Stop talking, Christopher, and lick my pussy while using one finger to rub my clit and your other finger to fuck my cunt," she said grabbing him around the neck and pulling his head down to her crotch. "You're my bitch now, bitch," she said with a laugh.
Never one to disobey a direct order, just as commanded, Christopher fell in between Susan's thighs again and licked her pussy while rubbing her clit with one finger and finger fucking her with his other finger. He used his other hand to reach up and fondle and squeeze her big breasts while fingering her pulling, turning, and twisting her erect, hard nipples.
"I love your blonde pussy Susan," he said giving her his own version of pillow talk. After talking dirty to her, he came up for air before lowering his mouth to her pussy, again. "I love licking you," he said licking and licking her while fingering her. "I love eating your cunt."
She grabbed his head with both of her hands. Then, she rubbed his face all over her wet pussy again. He had her pussy secretions all over his face, in his nose, and in his mouth. Instead of pushing her away, he had her squirming all over the sofa cushions. He had her moaning. Then, when he felt her legs tighten, when she was obviously ready to cum, she stopped and pulled him up to her.
"I'm ready of you. Fuck me now, Christopher. I'm wet enough. I'm really to be drilled, SEAL," she said.
Before mounting her, Christopher wiped his face with a towel that he placed by his makeshift bed. Then, he mounted her. As she told him to do, limiting his talking to pillow talk, he had his cock doing all the talking for him instead of his mouth.
Inserting himself inside of her warm and wet pussy, he slowly humped her. He made love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, he fucked her. Wrapping her long legs around his back along with her arms wrapped around his neck, she returned his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Fucking one another, it was clearly obvious that she loved him as much as he said that he loved her.
# # #
"You're so warm. You're so wet. You're so tight," he said wiggling his ass while moving his cock deeper inside of her with every hump and every thrust.
As if they were one, hump for hump and thrust for thrust, in total syncopation, they were together now for however long. She returned his passion with her own. She fucked him as hard as he fucked her. Never had she made love to anyone in the way that she made love to him. Never had she fucked anyone in the way that she fucked him.
"Fuck me Christopher," she said humping him. "Fuck me," she said holding him. "Slam that big, hard cock inside of me," she said wrapping her legs tighter around his strong back. "Hump me SEAL. Fuck me. Fuck me, Christopher, really fuck me. Make me cum, again. I need to cum," she said while giving him plenty of pillow talk.
Fucking him as hard as he was fucking her, she rolled him over. Now sitting on top of him while humping and fucking him, with her big tits bobbing, swaying, and dancing, Christopher reached up to harness her big boobs before she hurt herself with them.
"You're tits are so big," he said. "Your breasts are so firm," he said. "I love your huge knockers, Susan," he said pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
She laughed with glee.
"I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum, again, Christopher. You're going to make me cum," she said leaning down to him. "Make me cum."
With her hair hanging down all over his face as if his head was hidden by the blonde camouflage of tall grass that grew as tall as wheat and that had been burned blonde by the hot kiss by the sun, she kissed him. Humping him while kissing him, she continued to be humped while humping him. They were fucking more than they were making love. Taking command of the situation in the way that he always did, it was Christopher's turn to roll her over and fuck her, and he did.
Now fucking her faster and fucking her harder, he slammed his hard cock inside of her. He fucked Susan with all the strength and all the energy that he had. He wanted her to cum. Determined to make her cum, he needed her to cum. Maybe, if he could make her cum, she'd want him. Maybe, if he could make her cum again, she'd never want to be without him. Maybe, if he could make her cum, she'd fall in love with him as much as he had fallen in love with her.
"I'm cumming, Christopher. Oh, God. Oh God, I'm cumming. Yeah, that's it, baby. Right there. Right there. Don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Christopher. Fuck me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me fuck me harder. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me," she said.
Totally spent, they collapsed in one another's arms. They stayed like that for what seemed like forever and what seemed like an hour when it was only a few minutes. He kissed her in the way that he had never passionately kissed her or anyone before. Surprisingly, she not only allowed him to kiss her, French kiss her but also, she returned his passion kiss with her passionate kiss.
"That was amazing Susan," he said kissing her again and again while fondling her naked breasts.
She put her fingers to her lips.
"Shh," she said. "Don't ruin the moment by talking."
Her eyes were closed and she looked as if she was sleeping. As if saying the words in her sleep while she was dreaming or sexually fantasizing, she surprised him by what she said next.
"I love you, Christopher."
To be continued...
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Continued from Ch. 9: Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman
"You're so warm. You're so wet. You're so tight," he said wiggling his ass while moving his cock deeper inside of her with every hump and every thrust.
As if they were one, hump for hump and thrust for thrust, in total syncopated rhythm, they were together now for however long. She returned his passion with her own. She fucked him as hard as he fucked her. Never had she made love to anyone in the way that she made love to him. Never had she fucked anyone in the way that she fucked him.
"Fuck me Christopher," she said humping him. "Fuck me," she said holding him. "Slam that big, hard cock inside of me," she said wrapping her legs tighter around his strong back. "Hump me SEAL. Fuck me. Fuck me, Christopher, really fuck me. Make me cum, again. I need to cum," she said while giving him plenty of pillow talk.
Fucking him as hard as he fucked her, she rolled him over. She humped him as fast as he humped her. Now sitting on top of him while humping and fucking him, with her big tits bobbing, swaying, bouncing, and dancing, Christopher reached up to harness her big boobs with his big hands before she hurt herself with them.
"You're tits are so big," he said. "Your breasts are so firm," he said squeezing them. "I love your huge knockers, Susan," he said pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
She laughed with glee.
"I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum, again, Christopher. You're going to make me cum," she said leaning down to him. "Make me cum. Make me cum, again."
With her hair hanging down over his face as if his head was hidden by the blonde camouflage of tall grass that grew as tall as wheat and that had been burned blonde by the hot kiss by the sun, she kissed him. Humping him while kissing him, she continued to be humped while humping him. They were fucking more than they were making love. Taking command of the situation in the way that he always did, it was Christopher's turn to roll her over and fuck her, and he did.
Now fucking her faster and fucking her harder, he slammed his hard cock deep inside of her. He fucked Susan with all the strength and all the energy that he had. He wanted her to cum. Determined to make her cum, before he could cum, too, he needed her to cum. Maybe, if he could make her cum, she'd want him. Maybe, if he could make her cum again, she'd never want to be without him. Maybe, if he could make her cum, she'd fall in love with him as much as he had fallen in love with her.
"I'm cumming, Christopher. Oh, God. Oh God, I'm cumming. Yeah, that's it, baby. Right there. Right there. Don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Christopher. Fuck me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me," she said.
Totally spent, they collapsed in one another's arms. They stayed like that for what seemed like forever and what seemed like an hour when it was only a few minutes. He kissed her in the way that he had never passionately kissed her or anyone before. Surprisingly, she not only allowed him to kiss her, French kiss her but also, she returned his passionate kiss with her passionate kiss.
"That was amazing Susan," he said kissing her again and again while fondling her naked breasts.
She put her fingers to her lips.
"Shh," she said. "Don't ruin the moment by talking while I'm enjoying the afterglow of sex."
Her eyes were closed and she looked as if she was sleeping. As if saying the words in her sleep while she was dreaming or sexually fantasizing, she surprised him by what she said next.
"I love you, Christopher," she said without opening her eyes
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Ch 10
Tyrone loses his head after stripping Susan naked.
While Christopher was in the shower, Susan left his apartment early in the morning. With her hands tucked deep in her pockets and her head down, she needed to think. In case she had to return to sleeping in the alley, she needed to see if her bag of cans were still there. She had at least fifteen-dollars in cans. That was enough to buy her breakfast and coffee for a few days.
Never wanting to say it, she surprised herself by telling Christopher that she loved him. She definitely had feelings for him. Perhaps, she did love him. Yet, too much too soon, she wasn't ready for love. She needed her life back first before falling in love with a man she had just met.
With her only wearing a sweater over her blouse and bra, a pair of jeans, and her dirty, white sneakers, she walked in the cold, crisp, morning air. Actually, the air felt good after being trapped in his dark and dingy apartment. She needed to be alone with her thoughts and walking helped her to think. She had walking in common with Christopher. He liked to walk when thinking, too.
Normally always aware of her surroundings and of all those who were around her, a true survivor, she was never a victim in the way that so many other women were when walking alone at this hour. Only this time, her mind was too troubled with thoughts of Christopher and with the internal conflicts of love to think that she could be a victim again. She was too focused on a love now that will never be.
With her walking out on him while he was showering, abandoning him, after he was straight forwardly confessed his love for her, she was as upset as she was confused. Even though she said she loved him, how could she love him? She was as fucked up as he was. She needed to love herself first before she could love anyone else.
'I can't believe he told me that he loved me,' she thought. 'How can he love me, when he just met me? I can't believe that I told him that I loved him, too.'
With can deposits on her mind, determined to find her way back to her alley and to her hidden bag of collected cans, she talked to herself while walking further away from Christopher.
# # #
'He doesn't even know me. He's no different than all the other guys wanting me just for sex and willing to say anything for me to stay with them until they tire of me when they see the real me emerging in a mess of emotions. Too damaged beyond repair, and too damaged to take the time to even help save myself, I don't know what to do,' she thought.
Coming up on the next corner, she turned one way while looking the other way. Not knowing where she was going, she was determined to find the familiarity of her alley. She continued walking straight while talking to herself.
'All he sees is blonde hair, blue eyes, and big tits. All he sees is my pretty face and shapely body. Too enamored by the outside package to dare delve within to see the monsters that have taken residence in my being, he doesn't love me.'
She looked to see where she was. Not recognizing where she was, she continued walking. She continued talking to herself.
'He can't love me. He couldn't possibly love me. No one can love me because I don't even love myself. He just loves the idea of being in love with someone who looks like me,' she thought while continuing on her walk.
# # #
It was still early in the morning but not too late for hookers to still be out hustling Johns who were looking for some early morning, sexual action before they went to work. Simone, was an attractive, tall, black woman with a big, black ass, and big tits. Lucy, was a hot, slim, small, Asian woman with breasts as limited as her intelligence. Carmen, was as short, as she was shapely, with big breasts. A woman who'd rather be home with her children than out sucking and fucking, she was an angry, Hispanic woman who never backdown from a fight.
They walked the streets all night advertising what they had and what they'd do for money. As much as the late evening was, the early morning was their busy time, too. Always a crapshoot, it was always the in between hours that were dead, those hours when men thought they'd get lucky at the bar or at the club but didn't. Most times, a hooker was their last, albeit necessary resort to feel some, sexual pleasure. It was either having sex with them or returning home to their fat, cold, bitchy wives and masturbating themselves in the bathroom.
Simone, Lucy, and Carmen's pimp, Tyrone, pulled up in his brand new, black, shiny Cadillac Escalade to collect what was due him from the night before just as Susan left Christopher's basement apartment. Stereotypical of a pimp from a '70's movie, resplendent with the fancy car and colorful clothes, he did a disservice to the streetwalkers who worked for him by appearing so clichéd and acting so immoral. With many of his stable of prostitutes being single mom's, at least the women of the night had sex for a good reason.
They needed the money for food, for rent, and to survive another day. With his fingers dipped into prostitution, drugs, and a strip club that he owned downtown, he didn't need what little money these woman made while doing everything and anything that their Johns wanted and expected them to do. Preying on those too weak to help themselves, hooking them on drugs to control them, he was a greedy bastard. Yet, Simone, Carmon, and Lucy weren't hooked on drugs. They were some of the few hookers who said no to drugs.
# # #
"Who that," he said out loud when he watch Susan leaving Christopher's basement apartment?
He watched her walk along the sidewalk while shaking her shapely ass. A high school English teacher would cringe at how Tyrone decimated the English language. Then again, a high school English teacher earned a fraction of what Tyrone made to speak a language that was universally understood by those around him.
"Who?"
Lucy, not the brightest crayon in the Crayola crayon box, looked at him without looking ahead of her.
"That smokin' hot, blonde bitch, you dumb ass," said Tyrone nodding his head in the direction of Susan again. "For a white woman, baby has back. She has a nice, tight ass," he said while staring at Susan's backside.
He made a sexually satisfied face as if he was already having sex with her.
"I'd love to tap that ass," he said grabbing himself while looking at Lucy before staring back at Susan's shapely backside.
Lucy turned her head to see where Tyrone was looking.
"Oh her," said Lucy turning her head to acknowledge Susan. "She came out of Chris's apartment. Maybe, she's his sister or his neighbor. I don't know. I have no idea," she said.
Tyrone laughed.
"If she's trying to wiggle her white ass in my neighborhood, you need to have a talk with her and set her straight by putting the fear of God in her before I do," said Tyrone with anger. "You dig? Unless she's working for me, I don't need competition from someone who looks like her."
Lucy looked at Tyrone with fear in her eyes.
"Nah, she's no problem, Ty," said Lucy waving a hand of total disinterest. "She's not a working girl."
Unable to correctly say her own name in English, saying it as Rucy instead of Lucy, she used R's to pronounce L's.
"I know she's not a working girl because I would have seen her around with a John," said Lucy again with a shrug of her shoulders.
She turned her attention back to Tyrone from watching Susan walking down the sidewalk. Tyrone looked from Susan to look at Lucy.
"Who is she? Do you know," he asked while continuing to stare at her.
Lucy shook her head and shrugged her shoulders, again.
"I've never seen her before," she said. "With her coming out of Chris's apartment, maybe, that's his new squeeze. I don't know her name. We never met," she said making a sour face of jealousy when looking back at Tyrone.
# # #
She shook her head side to side again as if she needed the extra head movement to convince Tyrone that she never met the woman. As if trying to dissuade his attention from Susan for him to give his attention to her, she reached in his SUV for his hand and put it on her breast but he pulled his hand away. Seemingly, after seeing Susan, other than to take her money, he wanted nothing to do with Lucy.
"Oh yeah," he said.
He gave Susan's a low whistle.
"I wonder if she needs a job," he said to Lucy. "I wonder if she needs my protective services. I wonder if she likes sucking black cock," he said with a low laugh. "I wonder what drugs she likes."
He continued watching her walking down the street while he was ready to follow her in his Escalade.
"I could use a tall, busty, beautiful blonde to add to my stable of women," he said giving Lucy a smirk. "I could use someone who'd add some class to the lowlifes who work for me now," he said making a face at Lucy.
Lucy punched his shoulder.
"Fuck you Tyrone," said Carmen overhearing his comment and not taking his shit while pointing her index finger at him as if she was stabbing him in the heart with a knife. "Go and fuck yourself," she said giving him the finger.
He looked at Carmen with anger.
"Watch your mouth Carmen or you'll be eating your food through a straw," he said laughing at her short fuse.
# # #
Simone stuck her head in Tyrone's side, passenger window.
"We saw her through Christopher's window last night," said Simone. "They were both naked. Obviously, they just had sex or were about to have sex. If she's Chris's woman," said Simone nodding her head and stepping back from the Escalade. "I wouldn't fuck with her."
Tyrone a loud laugh.
"I ain't afraid of no retired sailor," he said.
He looked from Lucy to look at Simone before looking at Carmen again.
"What you doin' hangin' around him for? I told you not to hang 'round him no more," he said banging his fist on his steering wheel. "After he disrespected me, he no longer does my whores," said Tyrone. 'You dig?'
Tyrone punctuated his point with his finger at her as if marking her with his urine so as to leave his scent to tell everyone that he owns her black ass.
"I don't want his bus'ness no more," he said again. "You dig?"
Carmen laughed.
"You mean after he beat your black ass for you beating us," said Carmen. "Is that what you meant to say...bitch?"
Tyrone punched his steering wheel again as if he was punching Carmen.
"I'm warnin' you Carmen. Watch your mouth, girl. I can still give you a beatin," said Tyrone giving her the evil eye. "You'll be sorry if you make me get out of my car."
Carmen laughed.
"I swear to God," said Carmen raising her voice with her right hand as if in court ready to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help her God. "If you lay a hand on me..." she said.
She stepped away from his Escalade and, in case she had to run, she reached down to remove her high heels. No doubt, fearing that they'd do his dirty work, she feared his two bodyguards more than she feared him. If she continued pushing his buttons, they'd chase, grab her, and beat her.
"I mean it," she said. "If you touch me, I'll tell Christopher."
# # #
Tyrone laughed.
"It don't matter if you rat me to that over the hill, faggot, Navy sailor. I have protection now and we're all packin'. You dig," he said opening his jacket to show her the butt end of his gun while pointing to the two big, black men that filled his backseat.
Tyrone laughed again.
"Unless he's Superman, and bullets bounce off of him, they're ain't no man who can stand up to three, men armed with handguns," said Tyrone with as much pent up anger as she had.
Carmen laughed.
"Ha! You don't know Christopher," she said with another laugh. "It don't matter what heat packing thugs you have with you, Tyrone, you'd better not mess with Christopher. He has special forces friends who watch his back and who will come to his defense."
She laughed.
"Speaking of Superman, much like tugging on Superman's cape, spitting in the wind, or pulling the mask off the old, Lone Ranger, you don't mess around with...Christopher," said Carmen with another laugh."
Tyrone taunted her.
"You don't know nothin,' you dumb ass whore," said Tyrone.
Tyrone laughed again.
"I know, that Christopher's a Navy, war hero or some shit like that. He's worse than any punk ass, gangbanger, even if they're all born in Detroit, St. Louis, or from the south side of Chicago," she said standing her ground while talking her jive and punctuating each line with her manicured index finger.
As if trying to remember their names, when she did, she added what she knew.
"He's like that guy, Jason Bourne of Bourne Legacy or that other guy, John Wick. You better not mess with him," she warned. "He'll fuck you up."
Tyrone laughed again.
"Superman? Lone Ranger? Jason Bourne? John Wick? Are you high on crack? What you talkin' 'bout, girl? You need to go suck someone's cock before I beat your ass for not earning me 'nough money," he said.
# # #
Simone laughed while giving her two cents.
"He's no sailor. He's a Navy SEAL. Those motherfucking SEALs ain't afraid of nothin' or nobody, and they certainly wouldn't fear the likes of you and your posse," she said with a laugh. "They're the bad asses who killed Osama Bin Laden. Much like the Delta Forces dudes, they call the SEALs in when they have special missions that the Marines can't do."
Simone looked from Tyrone to look at his two bodyguards perched in the backseat.
"If you beat him with your fist, he'll come back at you with a knife, and if you beat him with a knife, he'll come back at you with a gun, and if you beat him with a gun...well, you had better kill him," she said with a laugh.
Tyrone waved his hand.
"Yeah, yeah, blah, blah, whatever. Save your breath for suckin' cock, Simone. Maybe your black ass needs to go back to Detroit," he said laughing and making the two men behind him laugh. "If you miss Detroit so much, I can put you on a bus home with a couple of black eyes and a few broken bones. Besides, I'm done with him. Next time I see Christopher, I'll be peeing on his grave," said Tyrone.
Simone looked from Carmen to look at Lucy.
"It was slow last night," said Simone. "We thought Christopher would want to pay to play. The man never sleeps. He's a night owl. He's always up for some late, night action. Only, he didn't answer his door. We didn't know he was entertaining her," said Simone nodding to Susan while watching her continue to slowly walk away in the far distance.
Tyrone pounded his steering wheel again.
"I done told you, his money ain't no good with my whores no more. You dig? Now go home and go to bed. There's a big party downtown at the convention center tonight. I need you looking rested and all virginal like," he said laughing. "Wear somethin' nice and sexy."
# # #
As if they were three peacocks in the way they were colorful dressed and adorned with extra makeup and big hair to attract men, Simone, Carmon, and Lucy walked away. Tyrone watched his three whores in his rear view mirror walk in one direction as he slowly drove in the other direction with an eye glued to Susan's round, tight ass through his windshield. He slowed his Escalade to a crawl while watching Susan wiggling her ass down the street. Finally, close enough not to be noticed but close enough to strike in the way of a snake in the grass, he stopped his SUV when he neared her.
"Go fetch and stick her ass in the backseat," he said to his two associates who sat in the backseat.
As soon as they jump out of the car and grabbed Susan, he drove up for them to pull her inside. Carmen turned to look when she heard Susan's screams. She watched them push her in the back of Tyrone's Cadillac and drive away.
# # #
"Hey! What the fuck! Let me go! Let go of me you, cocksuckers," said Susan struggling against two, big, black men easily twice her size. You don't know who you're dealing with," she said pulling and kicking.



She continued struggling against them but to no avail. They pushed her in the Escalade.
"I'll kick your asses. Take your fucking hands off of me. I'll kill you. I swear to God, I'll kill you," she said and meaning it. "I have four, big brothers and if I don't kill you, they'll hunt you down and will kill you."
Carmen pulled on Simone's arm.
"Look," said Carmen. "Tyrone just took that lady."
Simone looked to where Carmen was pointing but Tyrone had already driven away.
"What lady," asked Lucy?
Always so oblivious to things that didn't concern her, Lucy was more concerned with her hair than with Susan being taken by Tyrone.
"Christopher's woman," said Carmen. "Tyrone kidnapped Christopher's woman."
Simone's mouth fell open and her eyes bugged out of her head.
"Oh, my God," said Simone literally running away down the street. "We have to tell him. We must tell Christopher. He'll want to save her. There's gonna be trouble, big trouble."
# # #
His usually thing to do when happy, Christopher sang in the shower while thinking about the two orgasms he had just given Susan, one with his mouth and a second one with his cock. He wondered if his sexual passion for her had changed her mind about her being his steady girlfriend and moving in with him. Not much of a singer and unable to carry a tune, after one too many, near miss explosions damaged his hearing, he sounded more like Arnold singing Yakety Yak on the airplane in Twins. He caterwauled totally out of tune to the only song that he knew, Anchors Away.
He was excited about going with her to buy a real bed, buy her some clothes, have her hair, makeup, and nails done, and hopefully, buy her an engagement ring. He was excited to see her again, and to tell her that the shower was free. Once out of his shower, he called out to Susan from behind his closed, bathroom door.
"I thought we'd buy a bed after breakfast," he said while drying himself with his towel. "We can have breakfast at the diner or somewhere else. Wherever you want to go to eat is fine with me. It's up to you, but I think the diner makes the best breakfast. I love their bacon, especially when Pete burns them to a crisp," he said.
He waited for her answer. When she didn't answer him, figuring that she didn't hear him, he continued with his plans for today.
"After that, I'm going to take you shopping. First we need to buy a mattress and then I'm going to take you to the mall for some new clothes, the works, shoes, pants, tops, sweaters, jacket, coat, hats, scarves, and gloves. What's your favorite color? I bet it's blue. You look good in blue," he said.
When she still didn't answer him, he poked his head out of the bathroom door.
"You know, something that I never needed until now, with me walking everywhere I go, I should buy a car. What kind of car should I buy? Susan? Susan? Where are you?"
# # #
Christopher bolted out of the bathroom and slipped on his clothes as if there was a siren sounding a terrorist attack on his Navy SEAL barracks. He ran up his outside steps to the sidewalk and looked in one direction and then the other. There was no one outside at that early morning hour except for Simone, Lucy, and Carmen rounding the corner. In a mad dash, he ran down to them.
"Hey," he said immediately catching up to them. "You haven't met her yet, a tall blonde, but have you seen, Susan?"
Lucy looked at him with confusion.
"Susan? Who Susan," said Lucy in her heavy Asian accent?
Lucy continued looking at him as if she didn't know who he was talking about, even though she did.
"Susan, the woman I was with last night and the reason why I didn't answer you calling me," he said with a laugh.
Christopher looked from Lucy to look at Simone and Carmen.
"No, I didn't see her," said Lucy lying.
Clearly, she knew what Christopher would do if she told him that Tyrone took him and with him and his men armed and dangerous, no doubt, she feared for his life.
# # #
"It's best that we tell you," said Simone.
Christopher looked at Simone.
"Tell me what?"
Carmen hugged him. They were all such good friends, especially after Christopher beat the crap out of Tyrone for beating them.
"Tyrone took her Christopher," said Carmen.
She shot Lucy a look before looking at Christopher with concern.
"What," he asked in shock looking from Simone to look at Carmen?
Carmen nodded her head.
"Tyrone has her. He has two goons working for him now and they're all packing heat. She was out walking of your apartment when Tyrone spotted her. They grabbed her and pulled her inside his SUV," said Simone. "Knowing you'd go after her, he'll kill you, Christopher, for what you did to him."
Usually not one to lose his temper, Christopher looked angry.
"Where does he live?" Not waiting for them to answer them, he demanded that they tell him where he lives. "Tell me where he lives."
# # #
Christopher stared at Carmen with the focused, scary stare that he looked at a prisoner of war while trying to get information and/or a confession just with his bugged out eyes instead of with his fists. Carmen looked from Lucy to Simone. No doubt, not wanting Tyrone and his men to hurt or kill their friend, they seemed reluctant to tell him where to find their pimp.
"We don't want no trouble Christopher," said Lucy.
Actually, they were already in big trouble for deciding not to attend the hotel party that Tyrone ordered them to attend. Done with him, they didn't want or need him as their pimp anymore. They can find their own dates.
"He'll beat the crap out of us again, Christopher, if you cause him anymore trouble," said Simone. "I can't take another beating Christopher. He really hurt me the last time. Now, that he has those two, big men working for him, I can't even imagine them pounding on me, too."
Christopher reached out and hugged Simone.
"It's okay. Don't worry about another beating by him and/or by his men. I'll take care of them," said Christopher with anger. "Tell me. Where does he live?"
Simone looked from Carmen to look at Lucy before looking up at Christopher.
"He lives a few blocks over. He has an apartment over the strip club," said Simone. "He conducts all of his business there. He picked that place because of the big bay windows. He can see the entire street both ways from his desk," she said. "He'll see you coming from a mile away," she said.
# # #
As if he was planning a mission, Christopher thought while planning his next move.
"Do any of you have a pen and paper?"
Lucy gave him a pen and a note pad. He handed it to Simone, the most intelligent of the three whores.
"Draw me a map of his place with entrances, exits, and access points, along with all of the windows. Also, write down what's above him, another floor, or the roof," he said.
Simone busied herself drawing Christopher a detailed map of Tyrone's apartment.
"Thanks for the intel," he said tearing the paper from the pad and folding it.
He calmly walked back to his apartment to get some gear and to make a few phone calls.
"You be careful Christopher," said Carmen. "Tyrone is not only violent but he's a nut," she said. "I don't know about those other two gorillas."
Christopher pocketed the piece of paper.
'Don't worry about me," he said. "Best you three lay low for a while," he said.
Lucy looked from Simone to look at Carmen.
"Ray row? We can't ray low. We're working girls," said Lucy with attitude.
She was sometimes difficult to understand when pronouncing her L's as R's.
"Besides, we have a party to attend tonight at the convention center for Tyrone," said Lucy.
As if he knew something in advance, Christopher laughed.
"Not anymore you don't," said Christopher with venom. "He doesn't know it yet, but, you don't work for him anymore. As of now, Tyrone is out of business...for good."
# # #
Christopher stepped inside his apartment, grabbed his guns, and made a few calls on his cell phone.
"I have trouble. I need you," he said to the person on the other end.
Christopher put on his vest.
"I got your back Christopher," said the man on the other end. "What do you need?"
Christopher armed himself with two Glock 19's, one in his shoulder holster and a second one in his waist band. He put a Smith and Wesson in his ankle holster, too. He grabbed some extra clips, his knife, his handcuffs, and his taser.
"Call the team. I need to go Jihad on a dude and two other hostiles who took my woman. Meet me at my place at zero seven hundred hours," he said.
# # #
"Let go of me. Let me go, you fucking bastards," yelled Susan kicking at Tyrone and throwing punches at the two men.
Ready to take on all three in the way she did in the back alley, Tyrone knocked her to the carpet with a hard backhand before giving her a kick in her still, sore ribs.
"Undress her. Strip her naked," said Tyron with a nod of his head. "Let's see what she looks like without her clothes. Either she'll work for me downstairs as a stripper or she'll work for me on her back as my whore. Either way with that face and that body, she's a real moneymaker," he said with a laugh.
Continuing to kick them and punch them, with the both of them well over three-hundred pounds, Susan was no match for the two, oversized men. Seemingly enjoying stripping her naked, his two men removed her sweater, her blouse, and her shoes before unbuttoning, unzipping, and pulling down her pants. Now dressed in just her bra and panties, not even bothering unhooking her bra, they tugged her bra up, over her head, and off before stripping her of her panties. Naked within just a minute, they stood her up and tied her hands behind a stripper's pole that was conspicuously mounted in the living room.
"Well, well, well," said Tyrone grabbing a handful of Susan's breast and pulling out her nipples to their fullest erections before reaching down between her legs to cup her pussy.
She spit in his face.
"Don't touch me, you pig," she said struggling against her ties.
He wiped her spit from his face before backhanding her again and bouncing the back of her head off of the stripper's pole. She cringed and recoiled from his touch. She resisted his groping when, without lubricating her, he forced his finger deep inside of her.
He laughed.
"Unlike my other whores, you're nice and tight, honey. You're too good to work downstairs stripping for bunch of drunken perverts. Branching out, you're going to be my star, my first call girl. I'll arrange for you to service only my very best customers," he said.
# # #
Susan spit at him again, but missed.
"Fuck you. I'll kill you before I ever work for you," she said. "And if I can't kill you, I'll kill myself before I ever work for you."
He laughed.
"We'll see," he said running his finger over her bruised face where he slapped her. "I need to be more careful with you. I don't want to damage the merchandise. I'll get you some ice from downstairs," he said heading downstairs for ice.
He turned to her before going downstairs.
"Tell me, do you suck cock? Sure, you do," he said with a laugh. "I bet you do. Anyone who looks like you sucks cock. I bet you're a very talented cocksucker," he said walking over to her to slowly and sliding a slow index finger across her lips. "We'll just see how good of a cocksucker you are when I return and after you suck my cock."
She tried to kick him but, with her still tied to the pole, he was out of reach.
"Fuck you," she said spitting but missing his face again when he ducked.
He laughed.
"We'll see if you're still ungrateful for my help, after I take care of your boyfriend,' said Tyrone leaving to go downstairs for some ice.
# # #
Precisely at zero seven hundred hours, a navy blue, armored plated Hummer pulled up to Christopher's apartment. Dressed in military fatigues, Mike, Christopher's war buddy, exited the vehicle for Christopher to drive. Mike climbed in the front seat and sat next to Christopher while the other two men remained in back.
Christopher showed the three men the map of Tyrone's apartment. The three men, memorized the details of the map. Working for mercenary contractors and home on leave, always at the ready to help their good buddy whenever he called and whenever they could, the synchronized their watches.
As if driving in a single vehicle convoy in readiness for a mission, Christopher slowly drove the Hummer to Tyrone's place. With the Hummer driving a slow blockade, the two men in back exited the vehicle while it still moved. They ran from the left side, out of view of Tyrone's big, bay windows that overlooked the street. One SEAL ran around back while to enter the back door and climb the stairs to his apartment. The other SEAL, ran around the side to climb the fire escape to the roof.
Christopher parked the vehicle out front and on the sidewalk. Out of the view of the big bay window that jutted out and blocked Tyrone's view from seeing directly below, Tyrone didn't see Christopher and Mike enter his building from the front. A routine Seal Six team used, stealth assault from the front, the back, and the roof, all three men were inside Tyrone's place at the same time, and before he and his two men could react.
Trained to do that, they had the drop on them. Since Tyrone owned the strip club downstairs and had women dance around the pole while stripping naked, he had them show him what they could do before hiring them. As soon as Christopher saw his beloved, Susan, already stripped naked and tied to Tyrone's stripper's pole, he became enraged.
He quickly untied her and covered her with a blanket from the couch.
# # #
Stealthily and silently entering the apartment together as if they were SWAT and this was a drug raid, ready for deadly action, all three men came in with Christopher fast and hard.
"Show me your hands! Show me your hands! Get down! Get down on the floor! Now," said Mike in his big, booming voice. "Slowly remove your guns and toss them." Tyrone and his two men immediately obeyed tossing their weapons. Now, don't fucking move or you're dead," he said with him and his two men pointing their automatic rifles at their heads!
Sprawled out on the floor, right where Christopher wanted them to be, Tyrone and his two bodyguard were frozen in place and with their hands held over their heads.
"It's your choice," said Christopher. "I don't really care which. I'm here to make your wish come true," he said. "Do you want to live or do you want to die?"
One bodyguard looked to the other bodyguard before answering.
"We want to live," he said. "We don't want to die, not for him."
Christopher stood behind them.
"Get up and empty your pockets. Place everything on the coffee table, money, keys, and phones. After we're gone, they'll be here for you to collect when you return," he said.
Christopher allowed the two men to walk out the front door unharmed. He watched them from the big bay windows walk down the street and fall in the diner before he pulled out his cell phone.
"Pete. Christopher. Listen. Keep an eye on the two, big, black men who just walked in your diner. Give them whatever they want to eat and drink. It's on me. Call me if they leave."
Pete eyed the two men.
"Okay Christopher," said Pete.
# # #
"What are you going to do to me?"
Tyrone looked up at Christopher with a smirk.
"I'm not going to do anything to you," said Christopher. "Should you prematurely be found, I don't want to leave a mark on you as evidence for the coroner to tie me to your murder," he said with a smug, little laugh.
As if he had done this many times before, and he had, he was calm.
"Now just as I told your associates, stand up, empty your pockets, and put everything out in front of you, keys, and wallet. Now, remove your jewelry, watch, chain, and rings."
Mike picked up everything that Tyrone put on the table as Christopher went through his wallet and removed his license, registration, and anything else that identified him.
"Do you have any identifying marks on you, Tyrone, birthmarks or tattoos?"
"Coroner? Identifying birthmarks? You a jive joker, you mo'fucker. Then, when Mike pulled out a huge knife, Tyrone panicked. "Wait. Hold on, now. Give me a chance to..."
Christopher laughed.
"Chance? You want me to give you another chance for you to kill me and for you to rape Susan?"
Christopher shook his head no while holstering his gun.
"You had your chance. I don't give anyone another chance to kill me and/or to hurt the woman that I love. I already gave you a warning by beating you instead of killing you," said Christopher.
Christopher shook his head.
"Especially after what you did to my woman, I'm done with your black ass," he said. "Did they hurt you Susan," he asked looking from Tyrone to look at Susan.
She threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.
"No," she said. "He slapped me but he hits like a girl," she said unwrapping her arms from around Christopher's neck to punch Tyrone in his face.
Mike stood over Tyrone.
"Answer the question," said Mike. "Do you have any identifying birthmarks or tattoos?"
Tyrone shook his head no.
"No. I don't have anything like that. I'm too dark," said Tyrone. "Tattoos don't show up on black skin in the way that they do on white and brown skin," said Tyrone.
# # #
Christopher touched the red mark on Susan's cheek and turned to look at Tyrone before looking back at her.
"Did he do this to you," asked Christopher?
She nodded her head.
"Yes," she said. "He did."
Discarding the blanket, she grabbed her clothes and turned to quickly dress after Christopher untied her.
"We just got here," she said not telling Christopher that Tyrone finger fucked her.
Christopher hugged her.
"I'm going to take you back to my place, unless you want me to take you somewhere else," he said looking at her with questioning eyes. "My men will take care of Tyrone for me. I don't want you to see what they'll do to him."
She hugged and kissed him again.
"After giving it a lot of thought, your place is where I want to be," she said getting dressed.
# # #
Tyrone moved forward when Mike pushed him back.
"Hey! What about me?"
Tyrone watched Christopher leave with Susan.
"What about you?"
Christopher gave him a hard stare.
"Trust me, I'm leaving you in capable hands. Besides, there's no more you. You no longer exist. You're a dead man," said Christopher.
He laughed.
"By the way, Tyrone, I don't know if Simone, Carmen, and Lucy told you but they quit," he said with a laugh as one of the Navy SEALs stepped closer behind him to make his presence known to Tyrone.
Tyrone turned to look up at him.
"You are one, big, ugly, mo'fucker, white man," said Tyrone with a laugh. "Alright, alright, you got me Christopher. You got my attention. Let's just call this a mistake of poor judgment on my part. You dig?"
With them all holding automatic rifles, Tyrone looked from one man to the other man.
"I'm sorry. I apologize. I'm sorry for hitting you miss and having my men strip you naked. I'm sorry for sticking my finger inside of you, miss," he said.
Christopher stared at Tyrone with new found rage after he confessed that he stuck his finger inside of her.
"I'm sorry, really I am. Let's call this a truce and let bygones be bygones. What do you say? Let's shake on it," said Tyrone lifting his head and offering Christopher his hand. "When we all go downstairs, drinks are on the house."
# # #
Christopher turned to give Tyrone a hard look.
"You stuck your dirty finger inside of my woman?"
Tyrone made a face as if he was caught with his hand in a cookie jar.
"I'm sorry. I promise it won't happen again," said Tyrone.
Christopher laughed.
"You must be as stupid as I thought you were for dare messing with Susan. I don't take kindly to another man taking my woman and you went beyond the truce and let bygone be bygones part when you stripped her naked, hit her, and stuck your finger inside of her," said Christopher.



Christopher looked at and nodded to the huge Navy SEAL standing behind Tyrone. Instead of fearing for his life as he should have, Tyrone showed his defiance.
"Yeah, well, you know what? I'd do it again. I'd fuck your girlfriend up her ass and stick my shit covered cock in her mouth. You dig mo'fucker? You arrived just in time before I had your woman blow me," he said.
Christopher turned to Mike.
"Here's his wallet, license, registration, and car keys," said Christopher picking the keys off the coffee table where Mike had put them. "There's a black Escalade parked out front. Put that on a ship to North Africa. He won't be needing a Cadillac where he's going," said Christopher with a laugh. "The three of you can split the proceeds and whatever else cash you find in this shithole as my payment for today."
# # #
Mike stuck out his big hand for Christopher to shake.
"Thanks, Christopher," said Mike.
The other two SEALs shook Chris's hand, too.
"Thanks, Christopher," said the other two, Navy SEALs. "Thanks, Christopher."
Tyrone looked from one SEAL to the other SEAL.
"Fuck you all," said Tyrone. "You don't scare me."
Tyrone turned to look up behind him at a SEAL who was wider and taller than his doorway. As if to shake his hand but instead as if breaking a stack of board placed on cinder blocks, he leaned down and tapped Tyrone's temple with the knuckle of his index finger. Tyrone was out cold as if he was hit to the back of the head with a baseball bat.
Christopher's buddies wrapped the floor with plastic, laid out Tyrone on the plastic, and with the swift, one stroke cut as if he was a Samurai, the SEAL removed Tyrone's head, legs, and hands with a machete. His head went in one plastic bag, his legs in two other plastic bags, his hands in another plastic bag, and the rest of him in a fifth construction, plastic bag. Just taking out the trash, they dumped the remains of him in five different dumpsters.
To be continued...



        

  
    Mature Man & Maiden Maureen Ch. 03
  
  Mature Man & Maiden Maureen Ch. 03

        Mark invites Maureen to stay with him.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mature-man-and-maiden-maureen-ch-03

Title: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen Ch. 03

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Mature

Description: Mark invites Maureen to stay with him.

Tags: 

Series: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen


Mark, a much older man, invites Maureen to stay with him.
Continued from Chapter 02: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
Then, I thought about Michael Douglas with Katherine Zeta Jones. They have a 25-year age difference, the same as Maureen and I. What was the attraction there? Surely, it wasn't the money. She didn't need his money. She had her own money. She could have had married nearly any man.
I thought about Tony Randall fathering a child at 77-years-old and a second child at 78-years-old? I thought of Al Pacino fathering a child at the ripe, old age of 83-years-old. What a role model they are for us older gentlemen in helping to keep the possibilities of love and sex with someone much younger alive.
Suddenly, the image of the late Anna Nicole Smith with her now deceased, 90-year-old husband, J. Howard Marshall, did not bode well with my confidence of winning her affection. Suddenly, I felt like Arte Johnson, the incorrigible dirty, old man of 'Rowan & Martin's Laugh-in,' making a pass at Ruth Buzzi. I felt a bit ridiculous deciding, instead, to take it slow, while hoping that it would happen naturally with time.
After all, if it was meant to be, a much older man with a much younger woman, it would happen. Maybe, now that her boyfriend is out of the picture and she's coming to my house to live with me, I have a chance to romance her. Maybe, now, at the very least, she'd give me rebound sex. I laughed at her fucking me day and night with rebound sex.
Boy, I only wish, what a way to die? Only, I wanted more than just sex. I wanted love. I wanted her to be with me forever as my friend, my lover, and my wife.
Chances are she'll stay overnight and will be back together with her abusive boyfriend tomorrow. Chances are I'm going through something, a delayed middle-aged crisis, perhaps, with the one year anniversary of my girlfriend leaving me. Chances are she'll break my heart. Realistically, what are my chances? I didn't know. I had no idea. Nonetheless, I had to take this opportunity that was presented before me and make the best of it.
# # #
It was a short drive to my house. I live at the end of a cul-de-sac where the trees that surrounded my property afforded me a level of privacy to walk out on my back and front porch naked, if I so wanted, without anyone seeing me. Not that I would walk out on my porches naked, who would want to see a 50-year-old man naked? Maybe, a 50-year-old woman would want to see me naked, but surely, not a 25-year-old, beautiful woman.
Most of what she had were clothes, old clothes, nothing new or special. With her a lowly special needs teacher, she didn't have very much. She moved in with her boyfriend from her parents' home after college and he had everything that she needed: furniture, appliances, and dishware. Even the television set was his. At least, she had a car, an old Honda Civic, and could get around herself without being dependent upon me for transportation, although, if it meant her staying with me, I'd chauffeur her anywhere, anytime.
I made her comfortable in the guest bedroom, which was at the end of the hall. Not having to share a bathroom, having her own, it was as if she had her own suite, which by her reaction to the accommodations was a favorable one. The arrangement afforded her a level of privacy, if she wanted it. At this point, I'd accommodate her in any way that would make her comfortable, happy, and make her stay. Hell, I'd give her the master bedroom, my bedroom if that persuaded her to stay longer.
Almost giddy with delight, I was off the floor with happiness that she was here with me in my house and in my little world, which now suddenly expanded to include her and her dog. I never knew how alone I was, until her presence filled my life with conversation, laughter, and joy. Now, I looked forward to the little things that became big things when living alone.
Now, I had someone to watch television with, play board games with, and go places with. Suddenly, I wanted to go everywhere and do everything with her. Wanting to make them all envious, I wanted to show her off to my friends. I wanted them to see how young, beautiful, and sexy she was.
Yet, I dreaded the inevitable fall from this temporary high, when she left, one day, maybe sooner than later. Knowing that it would come eventually and hit me hard, when it did. In the meantime, I decided to live in the moment and not to think about tomorrow and her leaving.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 03:
"May I sleep with you," she asked?
She stood in my bedroom doorway clutching her pillow up to her chest. From what I could see of her sticking out either side of the pillow, she was naked. Maureen wanted to sleep with me while she was naked.
'Oh, my God! My sexual fantasy has come true,' I thought.
# # #
Now that she was here temporarily staying with me, I realized that there was so much I didn't know about her. There was so much that I needed to know about her. It's the little things that suddenly became so important, especially when they're missing from one's daily routine, daily thoughts, and conversation.
Does she drink coffee or does she drink tea? Maybe, she doesn't drink either and drinks soda. What does she eat for breakfast? What time does she go to bed? What time does she get up in the morning? What does she look like in the morning without makeup?
There was so many things to learn about her. Which programs does she enjoy watching on television? Does enjoy watching sports? Does she like watching baseball, the Boston Red Sox? What about football, the New England Patriots? Basketball, the Boston Celtics? Hockey, the Boston Bruins? It was then that I realized that I needed to get a life, instead of living my live vicariously through the lives of professional, sports athletes.
My quandary about her private life and personal choices continued preoccupying my mind. Even after all of the conversations that we had while walking through the dog park, it was nothing but surface conversations. When I thought more about her, I really didn't know her at all.
What's her favorite color? What's her favorite food? What kind of music does she like? What's her favorite game? What does she like to do? What's her favorite movie and television program? Not that I'd be sleeping with her in the same bed but, which side of the bed does she prefer? Does she sleep in pajamas, a nightgown, or in the nude?
'Oh, my God, my pulse raced when imagining her sleeping naked, completely naked, and totally naked.'
# # #
Something else for me to masturbate over, I could only imagine the image of her sleeping in the nude. Okay, the last two questions, I admit, are premature, but maybe, if it was to come up in conversation, in readiness of her sleeping arrangements, I'd make special note of her night time preferences. Suddenly, I imagined her in her bra and panties in the way that I saw her at the park. I imagined her topless. Then, I imagined her naked.
'Wow,' I thought! 'I can't believe she's here in my house living with me, if only temporary.'
I helped her with her things, moving what she needed me to lift and carry. As if she was staying longer than just a day or two, I helped her arrange the empty closet in the guest bedroom. No one has been here since my girlfriend moved out last year and before that, my twin daughters stayed with me, until they got their careers going.
I was not only excited about having a roommate but also, I was sexually excited about specifically having her as my roommate. If nothing else, an understatement, it was someone to talk to on a daily basis. It sometimes gets lonely living alone and without having a woman in my life. As much as I hated to admit it, I was just beginning to get used to the quiet, emptiness that my life had become.
I had to make a conscious effort not to stare at her, she was just so damn beautiful, and I was so damn sexually attracted to her that I couldn't help myself from staring. Afraid of ruining this temporary arrangement by making her feel uncomfortable, continually, I told myself not to stare at her but to play it cool. Only, inside, I was dying. I was dying to touch her, to hold her, and to kiss her. She consumed my every thought. I was falling in love with her.
# # #
She grabbed a pair of jeans and a t-shirt from her suitcase and came over to me and turned around.
"Would you do me the honors?"
It had been a while, since I've been with a woman and, at first; I didn't know what she wanted me to do. Then, she pointed to the back of her dress. I unzipped her dressed and was rewarded with a view of the back of her bra. With her boyfriend ripping open her dress, I had already seen her in her bra and panties.
Frozen in place, and feeling so pathetic, I stared at the back of her huge brassiere in the same way that I had stared at the front of her brassiere. Instead of having the normal one or two clasps, she had three clasps to fasten her bra and hold her huge breasts in place. More than just the back of her brassiere, I had a view of the top of her white panties, too.
I imagined taking her in my arms, and cupping her huge, bra clad breasts in the palms of my horny hands from behind. I imagined showering her neck and her back with kisses. I imagined turning her around and kissing her, French kissing her. Then, awakening me from my sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe it when she leaned down and forward, pulled up the hem of her torn dress, and lifted her dress up over her head and off.
'This is unbelievable,' I thought. 'Maureen is in my spare bedroom in her bra and panties. Unless she was topless or naked, my life doesn't get any better than this.'
In the way that I stared at the back of her bra, I stared at the back of her panties, too. Then, with her full of surprises, she shocked me and sexually excited me when she turned to face me. As if she wanted me to see her in her bra and panties, she smiled. There she stood not three feet away from me in her low cut, sexy, lace bra and her white, sheer, bikini panties. As if she was standing before me fully clothe, she talked to me as if she was fully dressed.
# # #
"You have a beautiful home, Mark," she said stepping into her blue jeans but leaving them unzipped and unbuttoned.
I was so tempted to reach my horny hand down the front of her and inside of her panties to finger her red, trimmed pussy. I'd love to masturbate her in the way that I'd love for her to masturbate me. I'd love to eat her in the way that I'd love for her to blow me. Yet, too much, too soon, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I needed to be patient.
"Thank you," I said.
I continued telling myself not to stare at her semi-naked, underwear clad body, but I wasn't listening to myself. I stared. I continued staring at her bra and I continued staring at her panties. While wondering what lay beneath those oh so thin and oh so sheer silk and satin pieces of material, I continued staring as if I was staring at the most beautiful woman in the world.
Boy did she ever have a shapely and sexy body. She had a Playboy magazine body, but without the phony tits. Everything about her was real, genuine, and sincere. Just as I thought that, unable to help myself, I realized that I was putting her high up on the pedestal, as I did with my ex-wife, and as I did with my ex-girlfriend.
You'd think that I'd have learned from the bad experience that I had with my ex's that I needed to stop doing that. No doubt, she's just like me, human with all of her foibles, yet, indeed, she was worthy of that lofty pedestal position. She was perfect. She was so perfect. Only, one of the things that made me horny and sexually excited was seeing a shapely woman in her bra and panties, and she was certainly as shapely as she was sexy.
Careful not to muss her hair, I watched her put her t-shirt over her head. I continued staring at her while watching her pull her t-shirt down over her huge, bra clad breasts. Then, she zipped and buttoned her jeans. The impromptu bra and panty show was over. Yet, for the rest of my life, I'll never forget seeing her in her bra and panties, first at the dog park and, again, in my guest bedroom.
"I'm sorry," she said laughing. "Did I embarrass you?"
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"No, no, not I all," I said, while thinking that she sexually excited me rather than embarrassing me were more the words. "I have to sit down before I pass out," I said.
Suddenly hot, I waved my hand in front of my face, while discreetly making an adjustment to the position of my growing penis.
"Actually, yes, you did embarrass me," I said. "I'm not accustomed to seeing a woman undress and dress in front of me," I said with a laugh. "My wife and ex-girlfriend were modestly private."
She laughed, too.
"I've never harbored any sexual inhibitions, especially when it comes to nudity," she said with a shrug while laughing, again. "That was one of the things that drove my boyfriend nuts," she said shrugging her shoulders again. "For an artist, he was such a prude. Yet, as much as he was a prude, he was a pervert, too."
# # #
I figured from my first assessment of her that she was a very modest and private person. Now, that I knew her better, I was wrong. Already, the pedestal that I had placed her on had a crack in it. Yet, I preferred a woman, who didn't have too many inhibitions and was more open with her feelings, especially with her sexual feelings. Yet, she admitted that she was comfortable being naked.
When, I watched her as she wiggled her round, panty clad ass in her jeans, something that I'd never forget, I remembered seeing her sheer, white panties at the dog park. Having already seen her patch of red, pubic hair through her panties at the park, I knew that she was a natural redhead and not a dyed redhead. Also, I knew that her pussy was trimmed instead of shaved or bushy. I had a difficult time removing from my mind what she looked like topless and/or naked.
"Prude? I'd more like to think of your ex-boyfriend as an asshole," I said with a chuckle.
She laughed, too.
"He was quite the asshole," she said. She looked up at me with as much shame as she looked at me with embarrassment before flooring me with her confession. "All of his friends have seen me topless and/or naked," she said with a shrug.
'What? All of her boyfriends friends have seen her topless and naked,' I couldn't believe it.
She surprised me that she even told me such a thing. I imagined her forced to strip naked in front of his friends. I imagined her being gangbanged by her boyfriend's friends. I imagined her sucking their cocks and them cumming in her beautiful mouth. Not wanting to believe all that I had imagined, I looked at her stunned.
'Was my beautiful Goddess a whore instead of morally, modest woman,' I wondered?
"What? Really? All of his friends have seen you topless and/or naked? How?"
Without a doubt in my mind, I figured her boyfriend forced her to strip naked in front of his friends. Yet, I was more excited by the prospect of her giving me pillow talk of all the times that guys have seen her topless and/or naked. I was more sexually excited about that than by the thought of seeing her topless and/or naked.
# # #
There was something about her that drove me mad with sexual desire for her. There's a glaring difference between a 50-year-old man and a 25-year-old man. Older men are content to watch and to savor sexual images from a distance, before jumping head first in the deep end of the pool, whereas the younger men always want to dive headlong without checking first for water.
More erotic in nature than pornographic, we older men appreciate the growing lust that colors our imagination and strokes our cerebral desire in time. Whereas our younger counterparts are more concerned with the physical aspects of satisfying their penis with sex now. Instead of savoring the moment with foreplay, long before their brain has had a chance to catch up with their cocks, younger men are always in a rush to get laid.
'What's the hurry? Take care of your woman first. Make sure that she has a sexual orgasm before you cum,' I thought as my personal message to younger men.
We older guys play it cool longer. We fan the flames of sexual desire to bring the passion of the woman to a warm, glowing ember before we sexually satisfy ourselves. Extinguishing the flames with just a blowjob, forgetting about the woman, young studs strike when their flames are highest, long before the fires of women have even been lit never mind stoked. Too quickly the flames of younger men douse, often times in a matter of minutes, while the fires of older men still burn brightly in our imaginations for years.
# # #
"They always had an excuse to come over without an invitation, especially when they knew my boyfriend was painting me in the nude. Sometimes, when my back was turned to them, not even realizing that they were there watching and ogling my topless and/or my naked body, I was slow to cover up myself. They got quite the show of my naked breasts, my naked ass, and/or my naked pussy," she said with another, embarrassed shrug.
'Having never heard her utter those words, naked breasts, naked ass, and naked pussy, she sexually excited me,' I thought while wishing that I could masturbate in front of her.
I stared at her shocked by all that she confessed.
'I wondered if she'd look if I exposed my erect, naked prick to her. I wondered if she'd watch me masturbate myself, if I stroked my cock in front of her. I wondered what she'd do if she saw me cum,' I thought.
Yet, not wanting to embarrass her, I certainly didn't want to pressure her for sex. Too much too soon, it was plenty enough that she undressed and dressed in front of me. She had already sexually excited me more in one day than my wife and/or my ex-girlfriend had in all the years that I had known them.
"My boyfriend threw them out time and again," she said.
As if looking to see my reaction to her boyfriend's friends seeing her topless and/or naked, she looked at me with those green eyes.
"Not bothering me as much as it should have that his friends saw so much of me, I guess I could have been a nudist," she smiled. "Actually, I thought it was funny. Guys are so easily aroused."
'What? Seriously? Really? It didn't bother her for men to see her topless and/or naked? She could have been a nudist? Wow! Who is this woman,' I thought?
Suddenly, I heard and imagined another, albeit longer crack in her pedestal. I hoped for my sake that she could maintain her balance and not fall from the lofty position that I had put her.
"Well, feel free to walk around me topless or in the nude," I said with a chuckle. "You're my guest and if you're more comfortable without your clothes, so be it," I said with a shrug. "Don't worry about me. I'll force myself to tolerate you walking around me topless and/or naked," I said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"I bet you'd force yourself to tolerate me walking around in front of you topless and/or naked," she said laughing. "Thank you," she said. "But I don't want to give you the wrong impression of me, at least, not yet," she said giving me a sexy look. "Maybe, after a couple glasses of wine, I'll sexually shock you," she said with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
# # #
As long as I live, I will never forget her sexy smile and her naughty look. After spending weeks with her at the dog park, that was her first look of serious, sexual interest that she had given me. Sirens and alarm bells went off in my head telling me that I had a chance of a love affair with my sexy, beautiful, redheaded angel. Her boyfriend was wrong about my chances with her. Having already moved her into my house, I'd say my chances of a love connection were good, very good.



"Unless you committed murder and murdered me, you could never give me the wrong impression of you," I said with a laugh.
Hoping that she was addicted to caffeinated coffee as much as I was, instead of having to ask her, she asked me.
"Would you like some coffee," she asked?" She looked at her watch. "I usually have coffee this time every day. Other than being addicted to nudity," she said with a laugh, "I'm addicted to a good cup of black coffee."
Suddenly, I imagined her topless and/or naked while having a cup of coffee with me.
"Sure," I said happy that she was a coffee drinker.
She gave me a warm smile.
"If you show me where the kitchen is, I'll make it."
I escorted her down the hall, through the dining room, and into the kitchen. She glanced outside where Polo and Missy played.
"Are they okay?"
I stood a few feet behind her admiring the impression her round, firm ass made in her skin tight, blue jeans.
"They're fine," I said removing my stare from her backside for fear that she'd catch me enjoying more the view of her ass than I enjoyed the view of the pets playing out back. "They're having a ball."
# # #
I stood by the back window watching them play, while she played Suzy homemaker in the kitchen. It felt good having a woman in the house, again. I wondered if she cooked. Yet, it didn't matter if she cooked or not. I liked to cook and, besides, someone who looked as good as she looked, doesn't need to cook. I'd be happy for her to stand there, albeit topless and/or naked, while looking perfect as I cooked for her.
"Polo likes having a live-in friend," I said watching the dogs play. "And I do, too," I said looking at her and giving her a smile.
She returned my smile with her smile. If she wasn't beautiful before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled. The only thing that could add to her beauty now, harping on it, was if she was topless and/or naked.
"Thank you for having me stay here with you," she said turning to me and returning my smile, before looking out the back window again to watch the dogs play. "Only, I don't know how much Polo will like her, once she's fully grown because, judging by her paws, she's going to be a big dog," she said with a laugh.
Her comment stunned me. She forgot about the past with her boyfriend, skipped the present with me, and talked about the future with us; at least, staying with me until her dog grew to her full size. That was several months away.
I was on cloud nine drifting off with sounds of Jimmy Buffet playing Cheeseburger in Paradise. My horny mind was filled with the thoughts of her shacking up with me for the rest of the year, at least, if not for the rest of my life. Admittedly, I was getting ahead of myself. One day at a time. She's here today and I can only hope that she'll stay here tomorrow.
Nonetheless, there was no calming my excitement. The rest of my life with her in it echoed through my mind. I suddenly wondered how much longer I had to live.
My father died at 90, maybe, I'll live to that age, too. I imagine having 40-years of Maureen. I had goose bumps thinking of all the good times we could have and all the sex we could have in 40-years. I wondered if I could still get it up at 90, 80 or even 70. Thank God for Viagra.
# # #
Once the coffee finished brewing, we took our cups out to the back screened-in porch to watch the dogs play. With Polo the instigator, they never tired of running, jumping, leaping, and playing. We sat like old friends sipping our coffee, talking, laughing, and getting to know one another better. I reached out and touched her cheek where he slapped her. It was my excuse to touch her, to see if she was real, and to prove to myself that I wasn't dreaming and imagining her in my house.
"That's gonna bruise," I said.
Her skin felt so soft to my touch.
"I'll cover it with makeup," she said gently touching it with her fingertips.
I became angry all over again when thinking of that little bastard slapping her.
"I should have given you some ice to stop the swelling," I said. I touched her hand and kept it there when she did not move away. "I'm sorry that I didn't think to do that."
She took my hand in her hand.
"I'm fine, really I am, thank you," she said looking up at me to give me her beautiful smile.
'She's so beautiful,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's living with me, even if it's only temporary.'
"Has he done that before; slapped you like that?"
She put her head down in shame and nodded her head.
"Yes, several times," she said with sadness. She took a long thoughtful sip of her coffee. "I don't know why I stayed with him for as long as I did, but I had no place to go. I didn't want to go home to my parents and I couldn't afford a place of my own.
She remained quiet while sipping her coffee and watching the dogs play.
"I'm just glad he's out of my life and this time for good," she said looking at me with a sad smile. "Thank you. Thank you for giving me a place to stay. I'm grateful to you for your help."
"It's okay. Don't mention it. You're my friend. I'm only too glad to help," I said giving her a warm smile. "He really is a bastard. I'd love to punch him again for slapping you," I said.
# # #
She looked at me as if rethinking what she was about to say.
"I knew there was a reason why you came into my life," she said.
She turned to me as if we were suddenly psychically connected. She looked at me with a look that melted my heart.
"I always believed that there's a reason for everything."
She touched my fingers with her fingers and, as if we were a retired, married couple, we sat there drinking coffee, watching the dogs play, and holding hands.
"Bastard! I hope I broke his jaw," I said. "I would have twenty years ago, when I punched my bag regularly. I would've knocked him out with that uppercut. Then, I would've stomped on his balls when he was down and out."
She laughed.
"Someone beat you to that," she said laughing again. "He has a very, small penis. He couldn't stop it from falling out of my pussy. So, instead of him fucking me, I sucked him," she said with a shrug. "I gave him a blowjob."
Again, she looked at me as if rethinking what she was about to say.
"Please don't think ill of me but," she paused while looking up at me.
I gave her a questioning look.
"Why would I think ill of you," I asked?
She looked down at my semi-erect, pajama clad penis before she looked up at me. Then, surprising me, she gave me a sexually aroused look. My beautiful woman was horny. I had made Maureen horny enough to sexually want me.
'Wow,' I thought!
"I love sucking cock," she said while staring up at me. "I sometimes would rather blow a man than to fuck him or even kiss him," she said. "There's something so sexually arousing about the feel of an erect prick in my mouth."
I felt my cock stir hearing her talk about sucking another man's cock. Then, stunning me and flooring me with sexual excitement, she said something that I had never expected her to say.
"Because you've been so kind to me by giving me a place to say," she said with a long pause while staring up at me.
Then, she did what I never expected her to do. She touched me through my pajama bottoms. Leaving her hand there, she fondled the head of my penis while continuing to stare up at me before she looked down at my throbbing and pulsating cock.
"I'll blow you whenever you want," she said with a big smile. "I'd love to suck your cock. I'd love for you to cum in my mouth."
# # #
Her smile and her beautiful, erotic, green eyes touched my heart and I so wanted to lean over and kiss her. Immediately, without having to even think about it, I wanted her to blow me. I wanted to take her up on her sexual offer and cum in her beautiful mouth. Yet, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I didn't ask her to give me a blowjob, not yet.
I needed to fan the sexual flames first. I didn't want her to just blow me. I wanted to kiss her; French kiss her. I wanted to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. Then, I wanted to slowly undress her. I wanted to strip her naked.
I didn't want to rush the fire by smothering it with my horniness. She must have sensed the moment because she leaned over and surprised me. She kissed me. It was so surreal. I couldn't believe that this beautiful, young woman kissed me.
It was a short kiss, a peck really, but it was on my lips. It was so quick that I didn't have a chance to react to it and to kiss her back. I didn't even have the chance to close my eyes. In the way that she caught me by surprise by offering to blow me, she caught me by surprise by kissing me.
Our first kiss, the romantic that I am; I wished it had been longer with our naked bodies and tongues entwined in passion. I wished we were in a better setting than on my back porch. I wished we were somewhere with a sunrise or a sunset. I wished we were by the ocean, or atop a mountain, or in the valley by a scenic stream. Still, I was ecstatic for her sudden and unexpected display of loving affection and sexual attention.
# # #
Later that night, as I drifted off to sleep thinking about her sleeping in the guest bedroom, my hand found my cock and I began slowly stroking myself to a nice erection. She had made me horny all day, especially when she changed her clothes in front of me and especially when she turned to face me in her bra and panties. She sexually excited me when she offered to blow me and then kissed me. She had a wonderful body, the best body these old eyes have ever seen.
I thought about slowly undressing her while making out with her, and when she was naked finally, asking her to turn from side to side, so that I could revel in the beauty of her naked body. I thought about her standing before me in her bra and panty again, as she had done earlier. I thought about her in those skin, tight blue jeans. As I stroked my cock faster and harder, I thought about her topless. I thought about her naked. I thought about her blowing me and me cumming in her beautiful mouth while fondling her huge, naked breasts.
Normally, I don't sleep in the nude, but tonight it was hot and humid and I was horny. Since I'm not a big fan of air conditioning, unless I really had to waste electricity to cool the house down, I run the overhead fans with the windows and my bedroom door wide open for the cross breeze. Still, even with that, it was uncomfortably warm, no doubt from the hot temperature of her sexuality.
I wondered if she was hot. I wondered if I should switch on the air conditioning for her comfort. I wondered if she slept in the nude. I wondered if she slept with the bedroom door open. I wondered if she slept with the light on, with the bedroom door open, and in the nude.
'Oh, my God, I'd love to see Maureen topless and/or naked. I'd love for her to blow me,' I thought.
I thought about walking down the hall on the pretense of rechecking and securing the house for the night to see what I could see of her. Hoping to catch her lying on her bed asleep naked, figuring, no doubt, that I would, I controlled myself from doing so. I knew that if I saw her lying on her bed naked that I'd be unable to control myself from staring at her naked body and/or touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body. While stroking myself to a bigger and harder erection, I thought better of it and closed my eyes.
Slow and smooth is better than fast and horny. The last thing that I wanted to do was to scare her. The last thing that I wanted to do was to make her unduly uncomfortable by pressuring her to have sex prematurely. The last thing that I wanted to do was to make her leave and flee my house in the middle of the night for fear that I'd rape her.
I continued to slowly stroke myself, instead. I needed to masturbate myself. I needed to cum. I figured that I'd just masturbate my horniness for her away in a tissue.
Then, when I looked up in the dark, totally astonishing me, Maureen was standing in my bedroom doorway clutching her pillow against the length of her body. She saw my erect, naked prick. She saw me stroking myself. She watched me masturbating myself. Embarrassed that she caught me masturbating, I quickly moved my hand away from my erect cock.
She looked from my naked prick standing at full attention to look up at me. Maureen saw my naked prick. I couldn't believe that she saw my naked prick. If I wasn't sexually excited before with her undress and dressing in front of me, offering to blow me, and kissing me, I was sexually excited now.
"I can't sleep," she said. "It's been a while since I slept alone," she said yawning. There was a long pause and she stunned me with what she said next. "May I sleep with you?"
To be continued...
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Her smile and her beautiful, erotic, green eyes touched my heart and I so wanted to lean over and kiss her. Immediately, without having to even think about it, accepting her invitation to blow me, of course, I wanted her to suck my cock. Accepting her invitation to allow me to cum in her mouth, again, of course, I wanted to cum in her beautiful mouth. Yet, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, controlling my sexual horniness for the sake of a quick blowjob, I didn't ask her to suck my cock, not yet.
I needed to fan the sexual flames first. I didn't want her to just blow me. Needing to sexually arouse her as much as she had sexually excited me, I needed to kiss her; French kiss her. I needed to make out with her while feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Then, while taking my sweet, unrushed time, I wanted to slowly undress her. I wanted to strip her naked. Sexually taking care of her first, I wanted to give her a sexual orgasm, multiple sexual orgasms, before she gave me a sexual orgasm with her hand and with her mouth.
I didn't want to rush the fire by smothering the flames of passion with my horniness and my sexual lust for her. Instead of just wanting to have sex with her, I wanted her to fall in love with me in the way that I had already fallen in love with her. She must have sensed the moment that I fell for her because she leaned over and surprised me.
She kissed me. It was so surreal. Maureen kissed me. I couldn't believe that this beautiful, young woman kissed me.
It was a short kiss, a peck really, but it was on my lips. It was so quick that I didn't have a chance to react to it and to kiss her back. I didn't even have the chance to close my eyes. She caught me by surprise. In the way that I had yearned to kiss her, she kissed me.
'Wow,' I thought!
Our first kiss, the romantic that I am; I wished it had been a much longer kiss with our naked bodies and our tongues entwined in passion. I wished we were in a better setting than on my back porch. I wished we were somewhere with us watching a sunrise or a sunset. I wished we were by the ocean, or atop of a mountain, or in the valley by a scenic stream. Still, I was ecstatic for her sudden and unexpected display of affection and sexual attention.
# # #
Later that night, as I drifted off to sleep thinking about her sleeping in the guest bedroom, my hand found my cock and I began slowly stroking myself to a nice erection. She had made me horny all day, especially when she changed her clothes in front of me. Then, she turned to face me in her bra and panties. As if she wanted me to see her in her bra and panties, she not only undressed and dressed in front of me but also, she turned to face me. She had a wonderful body, the best body these old eyes have ever seen.
I thought about taking her in my arms and kissing her while slowly undressing her. Then, when she was naked finally, I imagined asking her to turn from side to side, so that I could revel in the beauty of her naked body. I thought about her standing before me in her bra and panties, as she did earlier. I thought about her in those skin, tight, blue jeans.
As I stroked my cock faster and harder, I thought about her topless. I thought about seeing her huge, naked breasts and her big, erect nipples. I thought about her naked. I thought about seeing her red, trimmed pussy, and her round, shapely ass.
Not stopping there, while she stared up at me with her big, green eyes, I thought about her blowing me. I thought about her sucking my cock while stroking my stiff dick. I thought about cumming in her mouth while fondling her naked breasts and sucking her erect nipples.
Normally, I don't sleep in the nude, but tonight it was hot and humid and I was horny. Since I'm not a big fan of air conditioning, unless I really had to waste electricity to cool the house down, I run the overhead fans with the screened windows and my bedroom door wide open for the cross breeze. Usually, that creates enough of a breeze to cool the house down. Even with that, it was still uncomfortably warm.
I wondered if she was hot. I wondered if I should switch on the air conditioning for her comfort. Then, I wondered what she wore to bed.
I imagined her wearing a short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown. Allowing my sexual imagination to run wild, I wondered if she slept topless while only wearing panties. I wondered if she slept in the nude. I wondered if she slept with the bedroom door open. I wondered if she slept with the light on, with the bedroom door open, and topless or in the nude.
'Holy smokes,' I thought. 'I'm making myself crazy with sexual desire for her.'
Tempted to climb out of bed, I thought about walking down the hall on the pretense of rechecking and securing the house for the night to see what I could see of her. Hoping to catch her lying on her bed asleep naked, figuring, no doubt, that I would, I controlled myself from doing so. I knew that if I saw her lying on her bed topless or naked that I'd be unable to control myself from staring at her topless or naked body and/or touching her topless or naked body.
While stroking myself to a bigger and harder erection, I thought better of it and closed my eyes. Slow and smooth is better than fast and horny. The last thing that I wanted to do was to scare her. The last thing that I wanted to do was to make her unduly uncomfortable. The last thing that I wanted to do was to make her leave and flee my house in the middle of the night for fear that I'd rape her.
Slowly stroking myself, instead, I figured that I'd just masturbate my horniness for her in a tissue. Then, when I looked up in the dark, totally astonishing me, she stood staring at me in my bedroom doorway clutching her pillow against the length of her body while watching me masturbate myself. Embarrassed that she caught me masturbating, I quickly moved my hand away from my erect cock.
"I can't sleep," she said. "It's been a while since I slept alone," she said yawning. There was a long pause and she stunned me with what she said next. "May I sleep with you?"
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 04
"May I sleep with you?"
'What? May I sleep with you,' I thought?
As if I was dreaming of her asking me that question, her words echoed through my mind in the way of a runaway train. Am I imagining her saying what I thought she said? Did Maureen, the woman of my dreams, just ask me, the old perverted guy, if she could sleep with me?
'Wow!'
Always breaking an uncomfortable moment with humor, and always ruining my chance with a beautiful woman by saying the wrong thing, at the wrong time, a freight train of thoughts ran through my mind. Sometimes humor works, but most times it doesn't. Probably, it would more work for me, if I looked more like George Clooney and/or had his money. Only, I was a middle aged man with a head over heels sexual attraction for a beautiful woman half my age.
'No, Maureen, it's very inappropriate for you to sleep with me,' I thought of saying in response to her question. 'How dare you ask me that? What is wrong with you for putting me in such an awkwardly, sexual position? I'm old enough to be your father. You ought to be ashamed of yourself to want to put me in such a compromising situation. How could you, a guest in my home, insult me by asking me a question like that,' I imagined asking her?
Continuing the one-sided conversation that I had with myself in my horny mind, I thought about all of the things that I should have said but didn't say.
'Go away,' I thought. 'I'm too upset to even talk to you. Get out! Get out of my room immediately. Leave. I can't stand to look at you. I'm deeply offended that you asked to sleep with me. Please, return to your room, before I throw you out of my house and into the night to fend for yourself against, nocturnal creatures of all kinds,' I imagined saying.
As ridiculous as was her question, the retorts that I thought but, thankfully didn't verbalize, was just as ridiculous. Then, I wondered, what did she mean by wanting to know if she could sleep with me? Did she actually want to sleep with me or did she want to have sex with me? Hoping that she'd want to have sex with me, my sexual fantasy come true, I'd love to have sex with her.
# # #
"Yes, of course, you can sleep with me," I said. "I have plenty of room. This is a king-sized bed."
As if she had just asked me if I wanted a million dollars that she had found in her purse, I said yes. With me never the lucky one and always the unlucky one, sleeping with her was like winning the lottery, anyway. I moved to the side of my bed to make room for her, when what I really wanted to do was to move closer to the middle of the bed, so that she'd be butting up against me.
When she passed by the moonlight that glowed through the open window, it revealed her shapely silhouette proving my suspicion that, but for the pillow that she held in front of her, she was naked. Be still my heart. She's naked. Maureen, the woman of my dreams, not only wanted to sleep with me but also, she was naked. She was in my room, about to sleep with me in my bed, and she was naked.
'Thank you, Jesus,' I thought! 'I promise to say 1,000 Hail Mary's tomorrow.'
Being that I was already in the room, when she entered, my eyes had already adjusted to the darkness and I could make out more of her voluptuous body, as she climbed in bed beside me. My heart pounded and pulse raced to beat one another in my sexual desire for her. It was times like this that I wish I had a crash cart or a nitroglycerine tablet in case I had a heart attack.
'Code blue,' I thought!
Realistically, I wish I knew in advance that she wanted to (ahem) sleep with me, and I would have taken a Viagra. Still, with her walking by the window like that, I didn't need a Viagra because I already had a solid erection. Even if we didn't have sex, the sexual anticipation that I had for her sleeping in my bed naked was unprecedented. Never have I been as sexually excited as I was now.
It was all so surreal and I couldn't have imagined a better dream than the one that was happening now in real life. Earlier that day, we were out walking our dogs in the dog park and I was happy just to be in her company, even for only an hour and now, here she is in my bedroom and in my bed naked. Generally, after I'm out with her walking through the dog park, that night, just before retiring to bed, I masturbate, while thinking about her naked and having sex with me.
If I had fantasized about this sexual scenario, and I had, I never would have believed it. I never would have believed that this lovely and sexy, 25-year-old woman would want to be with this lonely and horny 50-year-old man. Always happening to someone else, something like this never happened to me.
# # #
She climbed in bed beside me. Even without touching me, I could feel the heat of her body. As if she had a fever, she was hot. She was so very hot, literally, and figuratively.
As soon as she was in bed beside me, I wanted to touch and feel her naked body everywhere. At the very least, I wished I could hold her in my arms and kiss her. Just with the thought of her with me, my cock grew without the touch of my hand, until it stood straight out and up. My erect prick throbbed and pulsated with the thought that her hand may accidentally touch me where I imagined her touching me in my masturbation, sexual fantasies.
Even though I was sexually excited, I was embarrassed and thought about turning away from her, so that she wouldn't see my erection. Yet, I wanted her to see my naked, erect cock, as much as I wanted to see her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. Now, I knew the answer to both of the previous questions, when wondering about her. She sleeps in the nude and she prefers the right side of the bed.
'Wow,' I thought!
# # #
"I hope you understand and won't be offended that I just want to sleep. I don't want sex," she said with a pause. "That is not to say that I'm not sexually attracted to you because I am. That offer that I want to blow you and want you to cum in my mouth still stands but not tonight. I'm too tired tonight," she said yawning again.
Truly, it did not matter. Of course, I would have preferred an intimate, sexual relationship with her, but a platonic relationship, one where we sleep together in the nude, will certainly do just fine. I couldn't wait for the morning light to see her lying beside me naked. I wondered if she'd allow me to take a few, candid photos of her naked body.
Now embarrassed again, that we weren't going to have sex, I figured she saw my erection. Yet, with her naked and in bed with me, I wanted her to see my stiff, naked dick. To appease her and to show her that I wasn't angry with her or disappointed, I rubbed her shoulder.
'Damn,' I thought. 'Does she think me a eunuch? Of course, I'd have an erection with her naked and sleeping with me in my bed. Who wouldn't have an erection while sleeping naked next to his beauty?'
I didn't know how to respond to her not wanting to have sex because she was too tired. Especially having sex with her, I'm never too tired for sex. I stayed quiet for a moment digesting what she said. I needed to play this right so as not to offend her. I needed to play this right so that I wouldn't ruin my chances of having sex with her tomorrow.
# # #
Suddenly, she made me wish that I wasn't naked. She made me wish that I was wearing underwear and was not lying there with an erection. She made me wish that she hadn't caught me masturbating.
Now, I felt that I had betrayed her trust by being naked and lying here sexually excited enough to have an erection. I felt like a pervert. I felt like the wretched lecher that I was. I could feel my erection softening.
"Sex? Yes, of course, I understand. Please, don't worry about that. Sex never left, um, crossed my mind," I said and we both laughed.
She cuddled up against me.
"Only, if you don't mind, Mark, can you hold me? I can't fall asleep without being held, first," she said. "I love the feeling of being held."
Can I hold her? Is she kidding me? This just gets better and better. She's asking a horny, naked, middle aged man to hold her young, naked, sexy body against my decrepit, wrinkled, old, naked body. My mind raced with all of the imagined images of me having sex with her.
"I'd love to hold you, Maureen," I said wanting to finish it with...forever. "Only," I said with an embarrassed pause, "I'm naked."
I have a huge erection I wanted to add but I didn't say that either.
She laughed.
"That's okay," she said looking up at me in the dark. "I'm naked, too."
She continued staring up at me as if she couldn't remove her eyes from my face in the way that I couldn't remove my eyes from her naked body.
"It's just that I only need comfort and, well, you've been nice to me by allowing me to stay in your beautiful home. Suddenly, I feel close to you, closer than I ever have with my boyfriend or with any man," she said pausing again. "To be honest, I'm embarrassed to say that I'm sexually drawn to you."
She hugged me.
'What? Maureen is sexually drawn to me? Are you kidding me? The woman of my sexual dreams and masturbation fantasies is sexually drawn to me,' I thought.
"And you make me laugh. Some of the things that you say are so funny," she said laughing, no doubt thinking of some of the funny things that I had said.
She paused again and I could feel that she had more to say so, waiting for her to finish, I didn't respond.
"I like you, Mark. I really like you. You've been so very nice to me. You've never taken advantage of me, even with me lying beside you naked. I feel safe with you. I never felt safe with my boyfriend." I felt her exhale a relaxed breath. "I know you'd never take advantage of me for the sake of sex."
# # #
'Tell that to my penis,' I thought. 'He wanted to fuck you. He wanted you to suck him. He wanted to cum in your beautiful mouth.'
"That's okay. Don't worry about it. I'm tired too," I whispered. "I'm happy to just hold you," I said.
She scooted over me and allowed me to put my arm around her. Snuggling up against me, I felt her huge, naked breasts squished against my muscular chest. Adding another dimension to her beauty, I was glad that she had huge breasts. I love big breasted women, the bigger the better, and she certainly had big ones. My sexual dream come true to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits, I couldn't wait to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them.
I opened my arm and she snuggled beside me laying her hand on my hairy chest. The heat from her hand made my penis throb and pulsate as if it was fucking the air around her. From what I could feel of her without touching her, she felt incredible.
I focused on the part of my body that touched her body trying to discern the shaped of her breasts by the sensation of them against my ribs. It was then that I wished I was built like a spider with 8 legs, or in my case, 8 arms with 8 hands. Yet, men have breast feelers all over their body.
Whether touching breasts with their forearms, the shoulders, their chests, their backs, or the sides, they can feel women's breasts with nearly every part of their bodies. The feel of her naked tits pressed against my ribs made me want to reach down and cup them while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Not feeling her huge breasts with my horny hands was torture and she drove me mad with sexual desire for her.
This cuddling without touching was tortuous. Cuddling without touching felt too much like a couple's, sex therapy class. Yet, admittedly, holding her like this, without touching her, was as erotic and as it was sexually frustrating at the same time. I was just sexually thrilled that she was in my bed naked.
Her patch of red, trimmed pubic hair tickled the hairs on my thigh and I so wanted to reach down and part her pussy lips with my finger and finger her. Yet, afraid to touch her, afraid she'd get the wrong impression that I'd touch something that I couldn't resist not touching, I stayed there with my hands out and my fingers splayed. Going for broke, rolling the dice, and taking the gamble, I asked her the question.
"May I touch you," I asked while hoping that she'd say yes?
The sexual anticipation was killing me while waiting for her to answer me in the dark. Then, she laughed.
"Touch me?" She laughed again. "Of course, you may touch me," she said. "I like being touched."
# # #
Slowly, softly, and gently, as if she was breakable, I ran my hand along her shoulders. Then, I moved my horny hand down her back, and further down to the top of her ass. I touched the top of her ass crack with my fingertips. I so wanted to feel her firm ass, cup her sweet bottom, squeeze it, and move my fingers to the front of her to probe her further between her long, shapely legs.
She had a wonderful ass and I've been lusting over her ass, since I first met her at the dog park. In addition to feeling her naked ass, I so wanted to feel her naked tits, and to finger her naked pussy, too. Not stopping there, I so wanted to make sweet, slow love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her. I couldn't wait to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. Only, one step at a time. Taking it slow, she was already in my bedroom naked.
Alas, she said that sex was off the table for tonight. Maybe, tomorrow, she said. She said that she was tired. I'm tired, too. Yet, it was enough for me that we were both naked and in bed together. It was enough that she allowed me to hold her. It was enough that she allowed me to touch her naked body. No longer tired, I wanted to have sex with her.



"I like that," she said. "That feels nice. Your touch is relaxing."
'Great,' I thought. 'Instead of turning her on, my touch is putting her to sleep.'
I continued giving her a light back and shoulder massage with my hand traveling from her shoulders to her back and to just above her naked ass. Then, I asked her what my erect penis wanted me to ask her.
"Would you mind if I turned on the light?"
I never sleep in the dark; I wanted to say, but didn't. I laughed at the ridiculousness of the thought, while imagining her in an examination room with a 1,000 watt, light bulb overhead illuminating every mold and freckle of her beautiful, naked body.
"Sure," she said. "You may turn on the light," she said with a laugh. "You just want to see me naked, don't you? You just want to see my naked breasts," she said laughing again.
I reached for the light in the dark while laughing, too. Just as I had expected, as soon as the light illuminated her naked body, she was quite the vision to behold. She looked even more beautiful without her clothes.
"Yes," I said. "I need to see what you look like without your clothes."
'Now, turn to the side and move your arms over your head,' I imagined saying. 'Lay on your back. Open your legs. Spread your legs wider. Wider. Raise your knees.'
As if she was a nude model, I was crazy with the imagined thoughts of posing her in all kinds of sexual positions. I thought about her boyfriend painting her in the nude.
'Boy, what a dope he was to lose this beauty,' I thought?
# # #
She moved her hand across my chest with her fingers playing with my chest hairs. Her elbow came in contact with the tip of my now semi-erect penis and it suddenly sprung to life again with her accidental contact. My cock, not giving a care who, when, and where he fucked, tried to fuck her elbow.
"You have a nice, hard body," she said slowly running her hand over my chest, shoulders, biceps, and stomach. "I like a man with muscles. My ex-boyfriend was a wimp," she said with a laugh. "He had no muscles at all. Actually, I had more muscles than him," she said with a laugh.
When she reached down and felt my stomach, my cock pulsated against her forearm. Now, my cock was trying to fuck her forearm. I hoped that she'd reach her hand down just a little further. I wished I could feel what it was like to have her small, soft, and warm hand and her long, manicured fingers wrapped around my big, hard cock, as she stroked me.
I wondered what it was like to have her mouth on my cock, as she blew me. I imagined cumming in her mouth. I couldn't help but think about making sweet, slow love to her. Then, I imagined fucking her. Again, I imagined pounding her pussy fast and hard enough to make her cum.
I imagined what she looked like when cumming. I imagined what she sounded like when cumming. I wondered if her ex-boyfriend ever gave her a sexual orgasm with his fingers, his tongue, or his cock. I wondered if his friends masturbated over seeing her topless and/or naked when walking in on her while she was modeling while topless and/or naked for her ex-boyfriend.
# # #
"Well, you aren't so bad yourself. From what I have seen of you in the light, you have a very shapely figure. Your breasts are huge. A breast man, I love big breasted women, the bigger the breasts the better," I said with a laugh. "You have the biggest breasts that I've ever seen," I said while staring at her naked tits. "I love your huge, shapely tits."
She laughed.
"Thank you," she said.
She moved her arm away and my stiff cock bounced off her elbow again. Not knowing any better, if not able to fuck her forearm, my cock was determined to fuck her elbow.
"Sorry, I've given you an erection," she said with a giggle.
I laughed, too.
"That's okay. There'd be something seriously wrong with me, if I didn't have an erection with you lying beside me naked," I said laughing. "Being a heterosexual, horny man that I am, I'm expected to become sexually excited, when a beautiful, naked woman crawls in bed with me to cuddle."
She looked up at me and smiled.
"Do you," she paused and it was a long pause that made me imagine every possible question that she was about to ask me, but never did I imagined her asking me this. "Do you want me to do something about that for you?"
Not believing that it would be the obvious one, I stared at her while wondering her meaning.
"What do you mean," I asked?
As soon as I asked the question, I felt like the fool. I knew exactly what she meant.
# # #
She slowly moved her hand down my chest, along my stomach and touched my pubic hair with her fingertips, before reaching further down. As if my cock belonged there, she took my stiff prick in her hand. Her hand felt warm and soft. The excruciating length of time that it took her to slide her hand down from my chest to my cock was teasingly erotic. I think that I held my breath the whole time while in sexual anticipation of her holding me and stroking me.
"I can relieve some of the stress of the day for you, if you'd like."
I gave her a big, grateful smile.
"What you are doing now feels wonderful," I said afraid to ask her to masturbate me. "I mean, I haven't had a twenty-five-year-old give me hand job in twenty-five years, since I was twenty-five-years-old," I said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
Glad that she ignored my shy reticence, with that, she began slowly stroking me. The touch of her hand wrapped around my cock made me the hardest that I have been in years. She reached down and cupped my testicles and then returned to hold and stroke my cock.
She repeated the process several times. In the way that she fondled my cock and balls, it felt more like an erotic massage given to me from my personal, sex therapist than it did a sexual act. Maureen gave me the best, slow, hand job that I have ever had in my life.
With her slowly stroking me, as my excuse to grope her naked ass, I allowed my hand to fall and rest on her shapely ass. Her buttocks was as round as it was firm. Then, when I removed my hand from her backside, she took me by my wrist and put my hand on her naked breast. I couldn't believe that she wanted me to touch and feel her naked breast as much as I wanted to touch and feel her naked breast.
'If it's not enough that she's masturbating me, I'm feeling Maureen's big breast,' I thought. 'If it wasn't enough that I felt her ass, now I'm feeling her huge tit."
Following my lead, after I felt her naked ass, she moved her hand down to fondle the head of my cock. Then, she took me in her hand and wrapped her fingers around it again. I couldn't believe that my beloved Maureen was holding my naked prick in her hand while I held her naked breast in my hand.
# # #
"If it will help you to sleep, I can masturbate you," she said.
Her words echoed in my mind. Maureen offered to masturbate me. She offered to make me cum if that would help me to sleep. Not waiting for me to reply, she continued slowly stroking my erect prick.
'Am I dreaming,' I thought?
"Oh, Maureen, that feels incredible. Only, if you continue stroking me, you'll make me cum. I'm so very horny right now and have been ever since I met you."
She laughed.
"That's okay. I want you to cum," she said.
There was a silence between us, but I could feel her thinking and knew she was about to ask me something.
"Have you thought about me," she said pausing, "naked," she asked?
I thought of all of the times that I thought of her naked. Every time I masturbated, I thought of her without her clothes. Every time I masturbated, I thought of her naked and having sex with me.
"Yes," I said instantly not even having to think about the answer.
Again, every time I masturbated, I thought of her touching my naked body while I touched her naked body.
"Have you imagined me touching you like this?"
There was a slight quiver to her voice as if she was becoming sexually aroused by her pillow talk.
"Yes," I said suddenly feeling a bit awkwardly perverted.
"Have you ever masturbated," she said this time with a longer pause, "when thinking of me?"
She asked in a breathless whisper.
"Maureen, I..."
She laughed her melodious laugh.
"It's okay, you can tell me. I want to know. I'd like to know. I won't be offended. Matter of fact, communicating your sexual thoughts and desires sexually arouses me to know that you thought of being with me sexually, while masturbating to those thoughts," she said. "It's erotically intoxicating, when a woman knows that she drives her man wild with lustful, sexual desire for her.
# # #
I couldn't believe that she was getting turned on with this sexually erotic, pillow talk. I couldn't believe she called me 'her man.' Definitely, she was my kind of woman. Hopefully, in the way that I'd love for her to think that I'm her man, I'd love for her to think that she's my woman.
Pillow talk is paramount to putting me in the mood for hot sex. Only, I didn't need any pillow talk to be in the mood to have sex with her. Just looking at her fully clothe, put me in the sexual mood to want to have sex with her. Nonetheless, I love pillow talk. I loved dirty talk. I loved talking dirty to her while lying next to her with the both of us naked.
"Yes, I've masturbated, while thinking about being with you," I said.
I felt foolish asking her the question, but I did.
"Have you thought about me?"
I said expecting her to laugh and to say, no. Women don't masturbate themselves in the way that men do. I couldn't imagine her masturbating over me.
"Yes, I've masturbated over imagining being sexually intimate with you more than a few times," she said. "I wondered what it would be like to make love to you. I wondered what it would feel like to be in bed with you naked, as we are now, and with my hand around your cock as it is now. I wondered what it would be like for me to blow you. I wondered what it would be like for you to cum in my mouth. I wondered what it would be like for you to fuck me," she said.
'Maureen has masturbated herself over me in the way that I've masturbated over her. Wow,' I thought!'
I can't believe she sexually thought of having sex with me in the way that I sexually thought of having sex with her.
# # #
There was another silence as she continued slowly stroking my cock. Her hand felt amazing. She was so gentle and yet held it firm enough to give me the perfect tension. I could have not given myself a better hand job.
"What do you think about," she asked?
All of my sexual thoughts about her came to me in a rush.
'I think about you naked. I think about you having sex with me. I think about you stroking my prick and sucking my prick. I think about fingering your pussy and masturbating you. I think about making love to you. I think about fucking you,' I thought.
"You know," I said, "the regular stuff."
She continued stroking me only, now, she stroked me a little faster. Seemingly determined to make me cum, no doubt, she was sexually aroused that I masturbated over her.
"Tell me. I want to know. I like this game," she said asking me her sexual questions in quick succession. "Have you thought about making love to me? Have you thought about eating my pussy? Have you thought of me blowing you? Have you thought of me sucking your cock? Have you thought of what it would feel like to cum in my mouth?" She laughed. "Have you thought of touching my naked breasts, feeling my naked breasts, and sucking my erect nipples?"
# # #
Oh, my God. Never have I been with a woman so forwardly sexual. The way she asked me those questions in rapid fire succession confessed that she was getting aroused, while giving me a hand job. Damn, as if sent from God, she was my Angel of sexual mercy. She was my kind of woman.
"Maureen, you are driving me nuts with all these questions." My cock was so hard and she was making me so horny with all this talk. "You're going to make me cum with all this hot, pillow talk."
She laughed.
"You don't like talking dirty during sex?"
Sex? Was that what we were having, after expressing telling me that she was too tired and didn't want sex?
"Are you kidding me? I'm the master of pillow talk. I love talking dirty during sex. Only, you're going to make me cum," I said again.
She laughed.
"It's okay, Mark, I want you to cum. That's the whole idea, after all, of relieving your stress."
Determined to make me cum, she continued stroking me faster and harder.
"Maureen," I said excitedly, "May I feel your body?"
"Yes, please, I want you to touch me, only not my pussy, not yet, not tonight." She laughed again. "I've been wondering when you were going to feel my tits and finger my nipples, only please don't suck them, not yet. I'm horny, too, you know, after stroking your cock while stroking your libido."
I thought that strange that she didn't want me to touch her pussy. I figured maybe she had her period or was getting her period or was not ready yet to take that step with me, an older man.
I reached down and felt her ass again. I had been lusting over her ass. She had the best ass that my hand has ever felt. I loved feeling her ass. I couldn't get enough of touching her ass.
"You have an incredible ass, especially when it is highlighted in your tight jeans."
She laughed.
"So, you like my ass, do you?"
She laughed a melodious laugh, again. I loved her laugh and it was exciting to hear a woman laugh in my house again.
"No, I don't like your ass," I said as if I was Simon Cowell on America Has Talent. "I love your ass," I said with a laugh, while feeling the perfect round, firmness of her ass cheeks.
I reached my other hand over and across, and taking her breast in my hand, I fingered her erect nipple, while wishing that I could suck it. Her breast felt so soft, yet weighty and so very firm. Having been with women more my age, it had been many years, since I felt a firm breast in my hand. All the women I've been with up to this point have been mature women, women with saggy breasts, and women who care more about their reading material than they do the condition of their bodies. Obviously, none of them had the supple body of a 25-year-old woman.
With her still holding my erect cock in her hand, I cupped her naked pussy in my hand. Taking a chance, I parted the lips of her vagina. I rubbed her clit while fingering her pussy.
"Oh, fuck," she said. "I can't do this."
Immediately, figuring that she was angry with me for masturbating her, I withdrew my hand and my fingers from her pussy.
"I need to blow you," she said. "I really need to suck your cock. I need you to cum in my mouth while you have your wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts."
# # #
Pushing away the covers, she scooted halfway down the bed. I couldn't believe she was naked and in bed with me. I couldn't believe that I was seeing Maureen without her clothes. Then, while stroking me, she stared up at me with her big, green eyes before taking me in her mouth.
Maureen was blowing me. She was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe that this beautiful woman was giving me a blowjob.
Even though she expressly told me not to suck them, I briefly touched her nipple. Her nipple was so very erect and they felt big between my fingers. I wished I could have leaned down and taken her nipple in my mouth, but she had asked me not to do that, not yet, anyway. I so wanted to explore her pussy with my fingers, tongue, and cock.
"You have wonderful tits," I said. "The first time I saw your cleavage, was when your boyfriend tore open your dress. Seeing your bra, the top of your breasts, and your cleavage, made me so horny. You have that deep, natural line of cleavage that women pay plastic surgeons thousands of dollars to get."
"Do you really like my tits?"
I watched her head look down at herself. Then, I watched her staring at my erect prick.
"I love your tits."
She surprised me by what she said next.
"Touch my nipples," she said. "I know that I said for you not to go easy with my nipples but, I'm horny and I like having my nipples fingered."
My fingers worked her nipples. Her nipples were so erect and her tits were big and firm. Fingering them, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, I loved playing with her nipples. I couldn't wait for the morning light to show me her naked body.
"There's some tissue on the nightstand next to you," I said feeling the sensation that I was getting closer to shooting my load.
She laughed.
"Tissues? For what? I don't need to blow my nose," she said with another laugh.
Trying to hold back as long as I could, I couldn't hold back from cumming any longer. She was such a great cocksucker.
"I'm getting ready to cum," I said, fearing that I'm make a sticky mess.
She laughed and removed me from her mouth to talk.
"I won't need any tissues, Mark. Cum. Cum, Mark, cum. Cum in my mouth," she said taking me in her mouth again.
To be continued...
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# # #
Continued from Chapter 10: Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman
Marquis and Anthony, the two, huge bodyguard who once worked for the deceased, Tyrone, sat in their car waiting for Carmen to finish her prostitution business with her customer. They knew where she was, what she had been doing, and where she was going. They've been following her, Lucy, and Simone for days.
Waiting for her to emerge, Anthony got out of the car and, before Carmen spotted them and had the chance to remove her high heels to run. As soon as she emerge from the doorway and started walking up the street, Anthony grabbed her. He pushed her in the backseat of his car, sat beside her, and closed the door as Marquis drove away.
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, Chapter 11:
The first annual Lara Logan party with Simone, Lucy, and Carmen as the main attraction.
Marquis and Anthony sat in their car waiting for Carmen to finish her business with her customer.
This was now:
"Where's that stupid bitch at,' asked Marquis? "If she spotted us and ran out the back way, I'll be pissed. Maybe you should go around the alley so that she don't duck out on us," said Anthony to Marquis."
He was just about to open his car door and get out of the car, when he saw the front door open and Carmen emerge counting her money on the stoop before depositing the wad of cash in her pocketbook. A street hustler, she knew better than to count her money in public but in the mood she was in, she'd dare anyone try and fuck with her or steal her hard earned money. Tired and fucked over by having sex with men she'd rather not even say hello to on the street corner, prostitution was the only way she knew how to support herself and her three, young children.
# # #
That was then:
Married to her handsome, perfect husband, she had a good life and was a good wife with a job that had benefits, until the recession hit her hard and she was let go from her job. In just a matter of a few months, her life went from good to bad to worse. She was saving to buy a house in the suburbs, that is, until her husband ran off with a woman he met at work.
Leaving her to fend for herself and three, small children, he took their life savings with him. Desperate for money, she never would have considered becoming a prostitute had she not run into Simone after having not seen her in years. To say that Simone saved her life by turning her on to prostitution would be an understatement.
"How you doin Carmen," asked Simone? "Long time no see," said Simone.
She smiled and pointed out with her manicured finger as if she was using her fingertip to place her punctuation after her sentences.
Happy to see her old friend, Carmen looked up at her and smiled. With Carmen a short, Hispanic with huge, double D, cup breasts and a big ass, Simone was totally opposite. Simone was a tall, beautiful, black woman with D cup breasts and a nicely shaped, black ass.
"Did you buy that dream house," asked Simone?
Again, she punctuated her sentence with her fingertip. Carmen looked sad at the mere mention of her dream house, after her husband ran off with some slut from work.
"My man ran off with another woman and took my all our down payment money," she said. "Now with me not working, living on my unemployment, and unable to find a job, I'll never earn enough money for a house. I'll be lucky to keep my apartment. I'm already behind on my rent."
# # #
Simone hugged her old friend.
"Bastard! Why would any man leave someone who looks as good as you do," asked Simone? While staring at Carmen's huge breasts, she paused as if rethinking what she was going to say. "My man is looking for another woman and you'd be perfect," she said.
Carmen looked up at her confused.
"Your man? What do you mean, your man?"
Simone laughed.
"My pimp," said Simone with a short smile.
Never expecting her to be a prostitute, shocked, Carmen looked at her in disbelief. Simone looked nothing like the prostitutes that she's seen around the neighborhood. If she was to guess at her doing that for work, Simone looked more like a high priced call girl than she did a hooker.
"You're a prostitute?"
Simone laughed.
"When you say it like that Carmen, you hurt my feelings," said Simone with a laugh.
# # #
She put a hand to the back of her head before pushing out and putting her hand on her hip and throwing back her head laughing.
"We do what we must do to survive, girlfriend," she said. "No one but a fat, old, horny Caucasian man wants a black woman, not even a black man. What I was giving away for free after someone spent twenty dollars on me for a nice dinner, they now pay me hundreds of dollars to play."
Simone looked at her with a satisfied smile while Carmen looked at her with shock.
"I can't do that," said Carmen shaking her head. "I could never do that. I could never live with myself. Eww. That's so gross having some stranger's dick in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy,' said Carmen waving her hand as if waving down a bus.
She looked at Simone with new eyes.
"Just as I couldn't have sex with just anyone, I couldn't prostitute myself for money. I could never look my children in the eyes, knowing that I was a hooker,' she said. "I'd be so embarrassed and ashamed if they ever discovered that I sucked and fucked strangers cocks to earn a living."
Simone shrugged.
"It's just a job Carmen. It's no big deal. If you've sucked and fucked one cock, you've sucked them all," said Simone with another shrug while looking at her fancy fingernails. "If it wasn't for me hooking, I couldn't afford to live uptown. I couldn't afford to get my hair done and maintain my manicure, never mind go shopping for clothes and shoes."
As if she needed that to not prostitute herself, Carmen shook her head while looking up at Simone as if she was suddenly thinking about prostitution as a way to earn the money she needed.
"I could never have sex for money," said Carmen softly as if she was thinking about having sex with men for money.
Knowing the whore that she was as an 18-year-old blowjob queen in high school, Simone laughed at Carmen's newfound, moral modesty.
"Don't be stupid Carmen. Caucasian people prostitute themselves every day while working at a job they hate for the sake of a paycheck and health insurance benefits. They earn much less money than what I make hustling my black ass part-time on the street," she said.
# # #
Carmen looked at her friend as if she was a counselor at the Welfare Office.
"Answer me this, Carmen," she said moving her finger through the air with her words. "How would your children feel if you were homeless, hungry, and living on the street?"
Carmen nodded her head.
"I don't know Simone. I just don't know. I never thought about prostituting myself," she said.
She looked up at Simone with her hair done, her fingers manicured, and wearing a beautiful outfit with expensive, new shoes.
"I mean the idea of having sex with different men, depending on the man and the amount of money he paid me to have sex with him, is as sexually exciting as it is sexually repulsive and morally reprehensive," she said. "I just don't know how to do it." She looked up at Simone. "How do you do it?"
Simone laughed.
"Say what? You don't know how to do it?" She laughed again. "It's easy," said Simone with a laugh while hiking up her short skirt to expose her shapely black thighs and white, bikini, panty clad pussy.
She laughed again.
"I spread my legs, open my mouth, and hold out my hand. That's how I do it. I could never make the amount of money that I earn working a 9-5 job at an hourly wage not much higher than minimum," she said. "Also, unlike so many other prostitutes, not wasting my money on putting things up my nose, I don't do drugs. Moreover, my pimp even takes care of my medical bills and my bail should I be arrested."
# # #
Carmen laughed.
"Yeah, well, you're tall and beautiful Simone. I'd even pay you to have sex with me," said Carmen with a laugh. "What man would pay me, a short, overweight, Hispanic woman to have sex with him?"
She stared up at Simone as if thinking about prostituting herself.
"Overweight? You're not overweight. I wish I had your curvaceously, shapely figure," she said looking around. "Come with me for a minute. Step in my office," she said with a laugh while leading Carmen down a back alley and into a doorway.
After looking to see if they were alone in the alley, Simone reached her hand out to feel Carmen's big tits, first one and then the other. Women feel other women's breasts differently than do men. Women don't grab and grope. They feel them with gentle, sexual seduction.
As if they're feeling for the perfect melon at a produce counter, their feels are more quality feels instead of sexual feels. Women are more considerate and gentler, as if giving a breast massage. Adding to Carmen's sexual pleasure, Simone had sensuous hands instead of sexual hands.
Carmen looked down at Simone's hands and watched her feeling her breasts. Immediately, her big nipples erected and her pussy moistened. Carmen was becoming sexually aroused from Simone feeling her breasts through her clothes. Then, as if she was going to kiss her, Carmen looked up at Simone as if she wanted to be kissed. With her horny enough to have sex with a woman, after not having had sex in a while, Carmen looked up at her face with big, brown, sexually aroused eyes.
"You should at least buy me dinner before feeling me up," said Carmen with a breathless laugh. "It's been a long time since anyone has touched me like that," she said staring down at Simone's black hands before looking deeply in Simone's big, dark eyes. She continued staring at Simone's hands feeling her breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her blouse and bra. "You're making me wet."
# # #
No doubt, taking Carmen's words as encouragement to continue, Simone continued feeling Carmen's massive tits especially when her big nipples made their impression through her blouse and bra.
"You'd make a pile of money with tits like these Carmen. So big, so full, and so firm, I wish I had your tits. I wish I had your big nipples," she said finally removing her hand from Carmen's breasts.
She took a step back to look at the huge impressions her tits made in her blouse.
"Show me your tits, Carmen," said Simone. "I want to see them."
She stared at Carmen's huge breasts through her blouse and bra.
"I've been saving to buy me some big titties like your huge breasts, but my doctor said it would cost me five-thousand-dollars. That's more than I have right now after Lucy and I bought a condo together," she said. "Yet, as soon as I earn more money sucking and fucking, I plan on buying me some big tits."
She continued staring at the huge mountains that Carmen's breasts made in her blouse.
"What? Wait. You want me to show you my naked breasts? Right here? Right now?" With a sudden face full of sexual excitement, Carmen looked around her to make sure no one was coming. "You're crazy, Simone," said Carmen laughing.
Simone laughed, too.
"C'mon, Carmen. Let's be crazy together. Show me your tits. I want to see them. Maybe, I'll ask my plastic surgeon to give me a set of breasts that looks just like yours," she said with a laugh. "We'll look like sisters, twin sisters with double D tits."
Carmen laughed.
"A black woman and a Hispanic woman? We'd hardly look like sister, never mind twin sisters, even if we both had the same breast size," said Carmen with a laugh.
Simone laughed again, too.
# # #
"Let me see your sisters," said Simone.
Carmen looked around to make sure that no one was coming.
"Okay," said Carmen.
Carmen put her purse down on the ground and lifted her shirt and bra to show Simone her big tits.
"Damn girl, you have beautiful knockers," said Simone.
She felt and fondled Carmen's huge, naked breasts. She continued fingering her nipples until they were hard and erect. Then, she leaned forward to take her big nipples in her mouth, first one and then the other. Putting a gentle hand behind her head, Carmen looked at Simone with shock as much as she looked at her with sexual arousal.
"Gees, Simone. What are you doing? You're making me so horny," said Carmen breathlessly.
She left her hand behind Simone's neck as if she was nursing a baby or allowing her husband to have his horny way with her tits. She pushed Simone's mouth forward as her encouragement for her to suck her nipples longer. Then, when Simone stood, she leaned down and kissed Carmen on her lips. Not stopping there, she parted her lips with her tongue and French kissed her.
"You're bigger than a double D cup, Carmen. Your breasts are more like a triple D, an F cup," said Simone. "In the way that your breasts overflow your bra, you're definitely an F cup. You need to buy a bigger bra."
Carmen cupped her naked breasts in the palms of her hands while staring down at them before staring up at Simone. Simone leaned down to take Carmen's erect nipples in her mouth, again.
# # #
"Damn girl, if I had boobs like your boobs," said Simone releasing Carmen's nipples from her mouth and standing. "I'd make big bucks. Most men want big tits, the bigger the tits the better. My friend Lucy has no tits but what she doesn't have in tits she makes up for with her mouth, her tight little Asian ass, and her insatiable pussy," said Simone.
Carmen laughed.
"You sure know a lot about Lucy," said Carmen with a nervous laugh while putting her tits away just as a big, black man entered the alley.
"Lucy is my friend. She works and lives with me. We watch out for one another," said Simone giving Carmen a look before volunteering more information. "She's my lover."
Carmen laughed.
"You're lover? Lucy is your lover?" Carmen let out a nervous laugh. "I didn't know you were lesbian. I should have known you were lesbian in the way you were feeling and sucking my tits," laughed Carmen again.
Carmen looked at Simone with curiosity.
"Since when are you lesbian, Simone? You were always popular with the men in school. You had so many boyfriends," said Carmen with jealousy. "Of all the women I've known, thinking you more as a whore," she said with a laugh. "I'd never peg you for being lesbian."
Simone shrugged and nodded her head.
"I had a lot of boyfriend because I put out and was a slut. After fucking and sucking men who never give me what I want, Lucy knows how to treat a lady," she said. "Generous, giving, and unselfish, she's a wonderful lover.
# # #
"You just made me horny sucking my nipples," said Carmen holding her palms over her nipples while whispering and giggling. "If you were a man, I'd get down on my knees right here and right now in this dirty alley and suck your cock, so long as you still fondled my tits and fingered my nipples" she said with a dirty laugh.
Simone laughed, too.
"If I were a man, I'd let you," said Simone. "You can always lick my pussy or I'll lick your pussy, if you want. If you come home with me, we can even lick one another's pussy while in a 69 position," said Simone with a laugh.
Carmen made a face and shook her head no.
"No thanks. I'll pass," said Carmen returning her laugh. "I'll take a rain check. Maybe another time, when I'm desperate enough for a man to settle for a woman."
The man who entered the alley walked closer.
# # #
"Where you been at? I've been looking for you Simone," he said calling to her from a distance.
He walked closer.
"Where've you been hiding at?"
He looked from Simone to Carmen and spoke as if Carmen wasn't even there.
"Who that?"
He asked finally nodding his head in Carmen's direction before looking back to Simone again.
"This is my friend, Carmen. Her man left her and stole all of her money," she said. "They were going to buy a house. Now she can't even afford her apartment."
He gave Carmen a long, hard look as if he was about to buy a prize, Pit Bull at the pet store.
"You looking for work? You need a job?"
Instead of looking up at her pretty face, he talked to her big tits. Carmen returned his inappropriate leer look with a bit of Detroit attitude.
"Yeah, I'm looking for work. I'm desperate for money. I've been looking for a job but there are no--"
# # #
"I can use a woman with tits that big. Lemme see those titties," he said stepping closer to grab two, big handfuls of Carmen's huge tits through her blouse and bra. "Are they real?"
She cringed while pushing him away.
"Hey! What the fuck?" said Carmen slapping his hands away and taking a step back. "Yeah, they're real."
Ready to slap her across the face, instinctively Tyrone raised his big hand but withdrew it when a big smile took over his face and he started laughing.
"You got some spunk girl. I like that. I like a woman who can stand up for herself, especially with the customers so that they don't take advantage of her and disrespect me by not paying her for services rendered," he said. "You dig?"
Simone smiled at Carmen.
"It's okay Carmen. Tyrone is my pimp. When it comes to women," she said nodding her head. "He's like a doctor. He has trained hands, fingers, mouth, and cock," she said with a laugh. "Doctor Tyrone," she said with a sexy smile. "She's got huge tits Tyrone, at least an F cup. And they're proud and not some saggy bags of blubber."
Simone smiled at her friend.
"F cup, huh? Wow," said Tyrone. "Show me your tits, Carmen."
# # #
Simone walked closer to her friend to lift her blouse and to expose her big, white brassiere.
"Show him your tits Carmen," said Simone. "Let Doctor Tyrone see them."
Pressured to show Tyrone her tits and desperate enough for money to prostitute herself to feed her kids and to keep herself from being evicted from her apartment, she reluctantly lifted her blouse along with her bra. Immediately Tyrone's big hands were all over Carmen's huge breasts. Having been horny ever since her man left and especially after Simone sucked her nipples, if Tyrone touched her tits and sucked her nipples in the way that Simone just did, she'd suck his cock.
"You have big nipples. That's good. Men like sucking big nipples. Men would pay extra to suck your big nipples," he said.
He continued to finger her nipples, before turning them, twisting them, and pulling them. Then, he leaned down to suck her erect nipples. He released the hold on her tits and nipples for Carmen to pull down her bra and blouse.
"Do you suck cock?"
He unzipped himself, reached his big hand inside his pants, and pulled out his erect, black prick.
"Yeah, but I--"
Carmen stared at his big, semi-erect, black cock.
"Suck my cock," he said holding his semi-erect cock in his hand as if offering his prick to her. "I needs to know what you can do with your hand, your mouth, your lips, and tongue before I hire you."
Carmen looked at him with shock mixed with sexual arousal. She hadn't sucked a cock since her husband left her. Yet, after Simone and now Tyrone fondled her naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples, she was wet. She was so very wet and sexually aroused.
"Wait. You want me to blow you? Right here? Right now? In the alley? Someone may come," said Carmen looking all around her.
# # #
Tyrone laughed.
"Ain't no one dare comes down here, especially when I'm around," he said with a big belly laugh. "This is my neighborhood. I own this territory. The only time the police comes is when escorted by SWAT to make a big drug bust, when looking for a fugitive, or when picking up their bag of cash to pass out to their buddies in blue," he said with another big laugh.



Simone smiled while nodding her head at Carmen.
"Go ahead and suck him Carmen," said Simone. "Consider this as part of the interview. You've already passed the first step by having a pretty face and having such big, beautiful breasts."
Tyrone made a face at Simone.
"Shut up Simone and let the woman make her own decision if she wants the job or not," said Tyrone holding his big cock out in his hand. "Just as I'd never force a woman to suck me, I don't want to be forcing anyone to work for me. Tyrone ain't like that," he said referring to himself in the third person.
Carmen shrugged while grabbing a piece of cardboard from the alley before getting down on her knees.
"I guess I don't have much of a choice, do I? If it wasn't for my kids, I wouldn't be doing this," said Carmen taking his cock in her hand to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him.
As soon as she started sucking him, forcing her to continue, Tyrone put a heavy hand to the back of her head and humped her mouth while fucking her face. He didn't let her go until he exploded a volume of cum in her mouth and until Carmen swallowed.
"You asshole," she said pushing him away, spitting out what was left his cum, and standing.
Tyrone laughed.
"You're hired," said Tyrone. "But you best not spit your customer's cum out in the way you spit out mine. Men will pay extra for you to swallow. Men want to believe that you enjoyed sucking their pricks as much as they enjoyed you sucking their pricks. You dig?"
Simone hugged Carmen.
"You got the job," said Simone jumping up and down as if Carmen had just won the lottery. "That's great," said Simone while continuing to hug her friend.
Tyrone turned to leave.
"Show her the ropes Simone. I can use her tonight. There's a private party that I need you and Lucy to attend. Bring her along with you," he said. "And dress her. She can't be going to the party dressed like that and looking like someone's mother."
# # #
That was then and this is now:
Anthony climbed out to grab Carmen as soon as she emerged from the doorway and walked away from their car. They knew where she was, who she was with, what she's been doing, and where she was going. With Lucy and Simone among the missing, since Tyrone disappeared, they've been following them for days and wanted to make sure that Tyrone wasn't coming back before stepping in to take over his business.
Waiting for her to emerge, Anthony got out of the car and, before Carmen spotted him and had the chance to remove her high heels to run. With her kicking and screaming, he grabbed her by her long, dark hair, carried her beneath his big, strong arm, pitched her in the backseat, and closed the door as Marquis drove away. Now, that they had Carmen, Simone and Lucy were next.
"Carmen," said Anthony with sarcasm while running a big hand across her breasts and pinching her nipple hard. "How are you?"
She pushed his hand away and grabbed her nipple.
"Ow you, fuck wad. That really hurt," she said in pain. "What do you want with me?"
He looked at her and smiled.
"You disrespected us. You haven't paid us what you owe us, Carmen," said Anthony. "We just want what's coming to us," he said giving her another smile as if he was on friendly terms with her.
She made a face.
"I don't owe you shit. I owe Tyrone but he hasn't been around to collect," she said with her Detroit attitude all up in his face. "You're not my pimp. He is, and when he comes around to collect, I'll pay him and no one else," she said.
Anthony laughed.
"Yeah, well, unfortunately for you and fortunately for us," he said giving Marquis a high five. "Tyrone ain't around no more. I think that Navy SEAL took him out and put him where no one will find him. He ain't comin' back," said Anthony.
# # #
Marquis turned around in his seat.
"So now you owe us," said Marquis. "Bus'ness as usual. We're taking his place. We'll give you all the protection and dates that you'll need. We're your pimps now and you do who we tell you to do and when we tell you to do it," he said turning back around in his seat and talking to her through the rearview mirror. "You dig?"
Not one to be told what to do, Carmen gave him her attitude.
"Go fuck yourself Marquis, and fuck you, too, Anthony," said Carmen. "I don't answer to your sorry, black asses," she said looking from Marquis to look at Anthony. You ain't my pimps. I'll work for myself before I work for you two, miserable assholes."
Anthony grabbed her arm when she reached for the door ready to jump from their vehicle and bolt when they were stopping for a red light.
"We're here to help you Carmen. We're here to protect you," said Anthony with a laugh before slapping her face hard enough to get her attention when she looked across the street at a parked patrol car.
She tried to scream but he put his big hand over her mouth.
"The only protection I need is from you two," she said pulling away from him again.
Holding her close, he threw a possessive arm around her shoulders and pulled her close, close enough that her big tit was pressed against his ribs. He pushed her down in her seat and out of the view of the two cops seating in the front seat of the patrol car.
"Has anyone given you any problems? Because if anyone is causing you any grief, Marquis, me, Smith, and Wesson will talk to them," he said opening his jacket enough for her to see the butt of a handgun.
Carmen pulled away from Anthony.
"The only problems that I have now are from you two fuckups," said Carmen to Anthony before looking out the car window. "Where are you taking me?"
Anthony laughed.
"We're gonna pay Lucy and Simone a visit to let them know what's what," said Marquis. "They haven't paid us either. It's time that they knew there's a new sheriff in town," he said with a laugh.
# # #
Anthony grabbed Carmen's purse.
"Lemme see that," said Anthony.
Carmen reached for it but he pulled it away while leaning away from her.
"Give that back to me," said Carmen grabbing for her purse but unable to reach it when Anthony held it away from her with his long arm. "Go ahead, take it," she said when Anthony put his other hand to her neck and squeezed.
He opened her purse and pulled out a few hundred dollars.
"Is this it? Is this all the money you earned working all night? Bullshit," he said staring at her.
She shrugged.
"It was a slow night. Maybe if Tyrone was around to make me my appointments I'd be...,"
He surprised her by reaching his big hand down her blouse and bra. Before she could react to his sexual assault, his hand was already down her blouse and inside of her bra. According to Simone, Carmen had huge F cup, triple D cup breasts. She usually hid her money in her bra and beneath her breasts.
Anthony laughed.
"Damn Carmen. You have nice titties and big nipples, too. You have the biggest and the firmest titties I ever felt," he said giving Marquis a wink through the rearview mirror.
Anthony shook his head.
"There's no money in my bra Anthony, just tits."
# # #
The easiest way to get at her money was to lift her bra from the front before lifting up her big boobs. Instead, Anthony took the more difficult albeit more pleasurable route down her shirt and bra instead of up shirt and bra. He reached inside her bra again. He felt her tits while fingering her nipples. Then, he lifted each breast and reached beneath each big tit in his search for her money.
He pulled out a small wad of cash from underneath each one of her big tits. He stuck his big hand in her blouse and bra again. This time, not feeling any money, he felt, fondled, and caressed her big tits and fingered her nipples again before she ejected his hand with a shove.
"What's all this bitch?" He held the money up to her face while splaying it open to quickly count it. "There's six-hundred-dollars here. Holding out on us?"
Carmen pushed him away.
"Asshole. If you're going to feel me, then you need to pay me," said Carmen with a sexy look while making a grab for the money but missing when Anthony pulled his hand away.
Anthony pushed her away in the way that she had pushed him away.
"Shut up bitch," said Anthony slapping her hard across face again, this time even harder. "I'm not paying you shit. You give me what I need for free, anytime I want it. You dig?"
He reached in between her legs and up her short skirt.
"Carmen pushed his hand away. Don't fucking touch me," said Carmen recoiling from him while trying to close her legs.
# # #
Something she wasn't accustomed to doing lately, ever since she's been working for Tyrone, she was unaccustomed to a man groping her. A good woman, a loyal wife, and a loving mother turned prostitute, had her husband not left her and taken all her money, she wouldn't be sitting here now with these two lowlifes.
"I'll touch you anywhere and anytime I want bitch," said Anthony. "I own your Puerto Rican ass."
Carmen made a face while sticking out her chest with pride.
"My parents, born in Puerto Rico, are Puerto Rican. Born here, I'm American," she said with pride.
He laughed.
"Whatever. All of you mud people look alike to me," he said with a shrug and another laugh.
She gave him more attitude.
"At least I know who my Daddy is. Who's your Daddy, Anthony?"
Anthony made a fist at the ready to punch her.
"Watch your mouth, woman," he said.
# # #
He pulled the crotch of her panties forward before pushing her panty aside. He grabbed another wad of cash from between her legs before sticking a stiff finger in her pussy.
"Here we go. This is what you owe me. This looks like about two grand in hundreds," he said.
She spit at him but missed when he ducked.
"You filthy pig," she said pushing at his arm while squirming away from him. "What are you into snowballing? I hope you get a finger full of my John's cum to suck," she said with a loud cackling laugh.
Marquis laughed, too.
"Careful Carmen or you'll be sucking my cock on the way to Lucy and Simone's place. All totaled, there's about three grand here," he said to Marquis while counting hundreds, fifties, twenties and dumping the money in the front seat. Marquis grabbed the money and stuffed it in his pocket. "Simone trained you good. You've been a very busy girl," said Anthony.
Carmen turned to him with anger.
"What about me asshole? What do I live on if you take all of my money?"
He laughed.
"What about you?" He gave her a hard stare. "You're been holding back on us for nearly two weeks. You've had plenty of money to live on by not giving us our share," he said. "You're lucky we don't ask you for a cut of that too, but this will do for now until you make more money for us later," said Anthony after Marquis pocketed her cash.
Anthony laughed.
"Matter of fact, you're right Carmen," he said unzipping himself and pulling out his cock. "What about me? Suck my prick."
She pushed him away.
# # #
"Fuck you. I'm not sucking your cock. Go fuck yourself. I'll bite it off before I suck it," she said staring down at his erect prick.
He laughed.
"You do and I'll cut off your tits," he said lifting her blouse and bra to expose her big tits before reaching in his pocket to pull out a switch blade.
She pulled her bra and blouse down.
"Don't, Anthony. I won't suck you," she said trying to pull away from his grasp.
He put a heavy hand behind her head and pulled her mouth down to his lap.
"Blow me Carmen," said Anthony forcing her head down to his lap. He pulled her long, dark hair for her to open her mouth to scream for him to fill her mouth with all of him. "Suck my cock or I swear to God, I'll beat you senseless that even your own mother won't recognize you when trying to identify your dead body at the morgue."
Reluctantly, Carmen gave Anthony what he wanted. Just as they pulled up to Lucy and Simone's place, he ejaculated a load of warm, oozy cum in her mouth.
# # #
Unlike Carmen who lived with her three kids, oxymoronic that they'd have sex with men for money, opposite of their sexual preference, Simone and Lucy lived together as lesbian lovers. Atop of an old warehouse just outside of town, isolated and desolate, Simone and Lucy lived a good, quiet life, that is, once they finished servicing men for the night. When they bought this condo, the owner had plans to develop the other seven floors but ran out of finances when his bank would no longer fund his renovation project.
Even though the rest of the building looked like shit, his showcase palace, the top floor was spectacular. They never would have bought this place had it not had a secure front and back door, video surveillance, and a new elevator. They never could have afforded such accommodations had the landlord slashed the price, and had they not prostituted themselves.
A virtual fortress, Marquis and Anthony needed Carmen's help to get them inside. Hugging the outside of the building, Marquis pulled around the corner and parked his car out of sight of their security cameras and windows in case Lucy or Simone were looking out the window. Known to run and a fast runner, with an arm on each side of her, they escorted Carmen to the front door.
"Tell them you need to talk to them about Tyrone. Tell them whatever you need to tell them to get us up there. And if you don't, I'll make you sorry that you're alive," said Anthony lifting her short skirt to pinch her ass hard.
She pulled away from him.
"Ow! Fuck! That fucking hurt and that's going to leave a bruise. Okay," said Carmen pulling away from Anthony. "What are you going to do them once you're up there? You won't hurt them, will you?"
Carmen looked from Anthony to look at Marquis.
"You three, working girls are our prized possessions, our moneymakers, why would we hurt you? We just want our money. We just want what's coming to us," said Marquis. "We just want to talk."
Anthony nodded his head in agreement.
"As we told you, we just want Lucy and Simone to know that we're their pimps now. Tyrone ain't comin' back," said Anthony. "We have plans for the business and want to tell them about a big, upcoming party."
# # #
Carmen rang the bell to the front door and, immediately, Lucy answered while Anthony and Marquis stayed on either side of her and out of sight of the security camera.
"Hi Carmen. Come on up," said Lucy buzzing open the door.
After taking the private elevator up, as soon as Anthony and Marquis gained entry, they corralled the three women on the couch.
"Lucy," said Anthony grabbing her by her arm. "I'm going to go with you to get the money you owe us that you haven't been paying Tyrone."
Lucy pulled away from him.
"I'm not giving you my money," said Lucy. "You're not my pimp."
Simone chimed in, too.
"Tyrone is our pimp and not you two dumbasses," said Simone.
Anthony gave her a hard stare.
"We're taking over Tyrone's bus'ness now," said Marquis. "Tyrone ain't coming back."
Simone looked from Marquis to look at Lucy and Carmen.
"And what are you going to do for us? Are you going to make us appointments? We haven't been working as much without Tyrone making us appointments at the hotel," said Simone.
# # #
Anthony nodded his head in agreement.
"You're right," said Anthony. "We haven't been around to help you but now we are. As a show of good faith," he said giving Marquis a wink. "We're not going to take your money. As matter of fact, we're going to give Carmen back her money too," said Anthony holding out his hand for Marquis to give him the money that he took from Carmen.
Marquis reached in his pocket and pulled out Carmen's wad of money and handed it to Carmen.
"I hope you know what you're doing brother," whispered Marquis to Anthony.
Anthony laughed.
"Don't worry. I do," said Anthony. "Look at this place. Just look at it. It's perfect. This is a better place to have our function here instead of at the club," he said looking at the beamed high ceilings and the exposed brick, pipes, and ducting. "It's so big."
Marquis looked around the condo.
"Big for what? What function?" Lucy looked from Anthony to Marquis. "Big for what? What my place big for, asked Lucy while stumbling over her English?
Marquis laughed.
"Don't you people know how to pronounce your pronouns. You people need to learn the language before coming here to America," said Marquis. "You've been in this country since you've been a little girl and you still don't talk right Lucy," laughed Marquis.
Lucy stiffened her posture and held closed fists at her sides.
"How's this? You go fuck yourself up your asshole with your gun," said Lucy.
Marquis laughed.
"See, that's better," said Marquis laughing. "Now, I can understand you."
# # #
"This is the perfect place to have our first, annual, Lara Logan party."
Simone looked from Anthony to look at Marquis.
"Lara Logan," asked Simone? "Who's that? Did you hire another hooker?"
Anthony laughed.
"You girls need to read a newspaper and/or watch the news," he said.
Knowing who she was, Carmen looked scared by the thought of Anthony wanting to have a Laura Logan party.
"You could say that after her sex scandal and sex tape went public," said Carmen with a laugh. "I know who she is. "Lara Logan is that news reporter who was sexually assaulted by two to three hundred Egyptian men in Tahrir Square," said Carmen looking from Lucy to Anthony. "They stripped her naked and continually fucked her in every hole with their cocks and with sticks."
Carmen looked from Anthony to look at Marquis.
"Is that where you're going with his and what you want us to do? You want us to have sex with lots of men. Are you forcing us to have gangbang sex with a dozens of men?"
Anthony laughed.
"Look at the big brain on Carmen keeping up with current events," he said shaking his head. "What kind of pimp do you think I am?" Anthony looked at her and laughed. "I'd never allow dozens of men to sexually assault you. I'd only invite 25 of our top customers," he said with a big, booming laugh. "I'd even invite a couple more hookers to help you girls with the men."
# # #
Lucy waved her hands in the way of a customer at a Chinese restaurant buffet taking all the shrimp without taking any rice.
"Twenty-five? Oh no. That too much," said Lucy. "Lucy don't do twenty-five men. Lucy don't do five men or three men. Lucy do one man, or one woman, or one man with one woman at the same time but not twenty-five men," she said shaking her head. "No, Lucy don't do that," she said continuing to refer to herself in the third person. "Lucy no gangbang whore."
Anthony laughed.
"This isn't up for discussion," said Anthony. "I've already made my plans to sell tickets to the first annual Lara Logan part for two-thousand-five-hundred-dollars a pop and you three are my star attractions. I had planned on holding the affair at the strip club but this place is better and classier."
Carmen stood to leave.
"I'm leaving," said Carmen.
"Sit your ass down," said Anthony. "You're working for us now."
Simone voiced her outrage.
"You ain't holding any party at my place. I'm not sucking and fucking no twenty-five men," said Simone. "I don't need the police raiding my place and me losing my property because of some fucking, gangbang party. Have the party at your house and have them gangbang your mother, your wife, and your daughter, too," said Simone with a laugh.
Marquis laughed.
"You will or we'll tie your naked, black body to a stripper's pole and have our paying customers do whatever they want you to do." said Marquis. "You dig? Best you girls get ready as your invited guests will be here tomorrow night."
Simone looked from Tyrone to Marquis.
"Why you do that?" Lucy looked from Anthony and then to Marquis. "Why you do that? Why you do that? No gangbang. We don't do gangbang."



Anthony laughed.
"Because this is a good place for a Lara Logan party," said Anthony with another laugh.
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 05
After inviting her to live with him, Mark, a much older man, has sex with Maureen, a much younger woman.
Continued from Ch. 04, Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
Oh, my God. Never have I been with a woman so forwardly sexual. The way she asked me those questions in rapid fire succession confessed that she was getting sexually aroused, while giving me a hand job. She loves giving me pillow talk as much as I love giving her pillow talk. Damn, as if sent from Heaven, she's my Angel of sexual mercy. Definitely, even with me twice her age, with us having so much in common, she's my kind of woman.
"Maureen, you are driving me nuts with all of these questions." My cock was so hard and she was making me so horny with all of this dirty talk. "You're going to make me cum with all this hot, pillow talk."
She laughed.
"Don't you like talking dirty during sex?"
Sex? Was that what we were having, after she expressly told me that she was too tired and didn't want sex? Now, we're having sex.
"Are you kidding me? I'm the master of pillow talk. I love talking dirty during sex. Only, you're going to make me cum," I said again.
She laughed.
"It's okay, Mark, I want you to cum," she said with a laugh. "That's the whole idea of relaxing you and relieving your stress by giving you a hand job."
Determined to make me cum, she continued stroking me faster and harder.
# # #
"Maureen," I said excitedly while hoping that she'd say yes. "May I feel your body?" With her determined to make me cum, I figured that if I gave her a reason why I wanted and needed to feel her naked body, that she'd allow me to touch her, feel her, and fondle her. "Feeling a woman's body while she masturbates helps me to cum," I said.
Opening herself up in the way that she was closed before with her arm across her breasts, she moved her arm out of the away and availed her naked body to me.
"Yes, please, I want you to touch me, only not my pussy, not yet, not tonight." She laughed again. "With you always staring at them through my blouse and bra, and with you enamored with them, I've been wondering when you were going to feel my tits and finger my nipples."
She laughed.
"Only, please don't suck my nipples, not yet, not tonight," she said staring up at me. "I'm horny, too, you know, from stroking your cock, and you sucking my nipples would make me even more sexually aroused, but not tonight. Tonight, I'm too tired."
I was disappointed that she didn't want me to suck her nipples, not tonight. I thought that strange that she didn't want me to touch her pussy. I figured maybe she had her period or was getting her period or was not ready yet to take that step with me, an older man with a woman was frowned upon. Or maybe, as she confessed, she was just tired and wanted to sleep after giving me a hand job.
'That's fair,' I thought, especially after inviting her to stay in my house and now allowing her to sleep with me naked in my bed. 'Who am I kidding? My sexual fantasy come true, my 25-year-old dream woman sleeping naked with my 50-year-old body is my sexual dream come true,' I thought.
# # #
I reached down and felt her ass again. I had been lusting over her round and shapely ass from the first time that I saw her bend forward to pat her dog. She not only had the shapeliest ass that I ever saw, she had the best ass my hand had ever felt. As much as I loved staring at her ass through her clothes, I loved feeling her naked ass much better. I couldn't get enough of touching, feeling, and squeezing her round, firm ass.
"You have an incredible ass, especially in the way that it's perfectly shaped in your tight, blue jeans."
She laughed.
"So, you like my ass, do you?" She laughed again. "I'm glad you like my ass. I like my ass, too," she said.
She laughed a melodious laugh, again. I loved her laugh and it was exciting to hear a woman laugh in my house again. Her laugh brought me so much joy that, hoping she'd still be here, I couldn't wait for Christmas. I couldn't wait to buy a Christmas tree, decorate my house for the holidays, and sing Christmas carols with her while drinking wine, eating homemade Christmas cookies, and opening presents.
"No, I don't like your ass," I said with a dramatic pause as if I was Simon Cowell on America Has Talent. "I love your ass," I said with a laugh, while feeling the perfect round, firmness of her ass cheeks.
# # #
I reached my other hand over and across her to take her breast in my hand. I fingered her erect nipple, while wishing that I could suck her nipple. Her breast felt so soft, yet firm, and weighty. Having been with women more my age, it had been years, since I felt a firm breast in my hand. All the women I've been with up to this point have been mature women, women who care more about their reading material than they do the condition of their bodies. Obviously, no comparison, none of them had the supple, shapely, and sexy body of a 25-year-old.
With her still holding my erect cock in her hand, I cupped her naked pussy in my hand. I fondled her pussy mound, her trimmed, pubic hair, her camel toe, and slid a slow finger along her pussy slit. Taking a chance that she'd allow me to masturbate her in the way that she was masturbating me, I parted the lips of her vagina and inserted my finger inside of her.
She was wet. She was so very wet. Even though she said that she didn't want sex and didn't want me to touch her pussy, I gently rubbed her clit while fingering her pussy.
"Oh, fuck," she said. Having never heard her swear, she surprised me with her vulgarity. "I can't do this."
Immediately, figuring that she was angry with me for attempting to masturbate her, I withdrew my fingers from inside of her pussy. Then, she shocked me and sexually excited me with what she said next.
"I need to take your prick in my mouth. I need to blow you," she said. "I need to suck your cock. I need you to cum in my mouth while you have your wicked, sexual way with my naked breasts. I need to taste you. I need to swallow you."
# # #
Shocking me, she pushed the covers down and away. Then, she scooted halfway down the bed. She was naked. Maureen was naked. I couldn't believe my dream woman was totally naked.
If it wasn't enough that I was seeing Maureen without her clothes, I couldn't believe that she was about to blow me. This beautiful woman, half my age, was about to suck my cock. She wanted me to cum in her mouth, too. She wanted to taste me. She wanted to swallow my cum.
'My life can't possible get any better than this,' I thought.
While continuing to stroke me, she stared up at me with her big, green eyes before taking me in her mouth. Adjusting my pillow, I stared down at her. Maureen was blowing me. She was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe that this beautiful, young woman was giving me a blowjob.
Even though she expressly told me not to suck them, I briefly touched her nipples. Her nipples were so very erect. They felt as big as they felt hard between my fingers. I wished I could have leaned down and taken her nipples in my mouth, but she had asked me not to do that, not yet, anyway. Nevertheless, I so wanted to explore her pussy with my fingers, tongue, and cock.
"You have wonderful tits," I said. "The first time I saw your cleavage, was when your boyfriend tore open your dress. Seeing your bra, the top of your breasts, and your long, line of sexy cleavage, made me so horny. You have that deep, natural line of cleavage that women pay plastic surgeons thousands of dollars to get."
She removed my prick from her mouth to look up at me while smiling and to speak.
"Do you really like my tits," she asked while staring down at her big breasts?"
I watched her look down at herself. Then, I watched her staring at my erect prick while continuing to slowly stroke my prick. She stared at my hard cock in the way that I stared at her naked breasts.
"I love your tits," I said again.
# # #
She surprised me by what she said next.
"Touch my nipples," she said. "I know that I said for you not to go easy with my nipples but, I'm horny and I like having my nipples fingered."
My fingers worked her nipples. Her nipples were so erect and her tits were big and firm. Fingering them, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, I loved playing with her nipples. I couldn't wait for the morning light to show me her naked body.
"There's some tissue on the nightstand next to you," I said feeling the sensation that I was getting closer to shooting my load.
She laughed.
"Tissues? For what? I don't need to blow my nose," she said with a laugh again.
Trying to hold back as long as I could, I couldn't hold back from cumming any longer.
"I'm getting ready to cum," I said.
I feared that I'd make a sticky mess. Not wanting to prematurely ruin everything by cumming in her mouth if she didn't want me to cum in her mouth, I warned her that I was about to cum.
She laughed and removed me from her mouth, again, to talk.
"I won't need any tissues, Mark," she said taking me in her mouth again before removing my stiff prick from her mouth to speak again. "Cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to swallow you."
She sucked me deeper while stroking me faster and harder.
# # #
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'Oh, my God,' I thought! I can't believe this was happening to me. I can't believe that my gorgeous, dream woman, Maureen, was giving me a blowjob. She's sucking my cock. She wants me to cum in her mouth. She wants to swallow my cum.'
Not wanting her blowjob to end, yet, I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth. I couldn't wait to watch her swallow my cum. While continuing to stroke me, I couldn't wait to watch this beautiful woman lick my cock clean and suck me dry.
'Oh, baby, yeah, that's right, suck my cock. Blow me,' I thought.
I feared verbalizing those thoughts. I feared that she may be offended and stop blowing me. Yet, surprising me, she stopped sucking my cock. She removed my stiff prick from her mouth and stared up at me.
"Am I doing something wrong?"
I laughed.
"Doing something wrong? No, this is great. You're giving me the best blowjob that I've had in my life," I said.
I hoped that I wasn't doing something wrong for her to stop blowing me. She laughed while fingering the head of my prick.
"Well, you were so quiet," she said pausing and looking up at me with her hand around my cock and my stiff dick inches from her lips. "Tell me what you want. It excites me to hear you talk dirty. The more you talk, and the dirtier you talk, the hornier I get, and the better the blowjob that I'll give you."
I couldn't imagine her giving me a better blowjob than what she was giving me now. Yet, accommodating her, I verbalized my X-rated thoughts. She took my cock back in my mouth. I watched her looking up at me with her beautiful, green eyes while she sucked me. I waited for her to say something and tell her what she wanted to hear.
Quiet? I guess I've always been quiet, while having sex. What does she want me to do, bounce up and down on the bed, while screaming as if I'm a woman having an orgasm? Nonetheless, whatever I'm accustomed doing when having sex, I figured I'd be more verbally responsive now.
# # #
"Oh, baby, yeah, that's right, suck my cock. Suck it! Lick my prick, Maureen. Blow me. I love it when you suck my big dick. Suck it, Maureen. Suck it. Blow me baby. Blow me," I said new at this and feeling ridiculous saying all those things to her.
She removed my prick from her mouth again to laugh.
"Mark, suddenly, I feel like I'm playing second base for the Boston Red Sox," she said laughing. "There's a huge difference between erotic pillow talk and needless chatter."
We both laughed.
"Sorry, it's just that when you said the more that I talk the better the blowjob, I didn't want you to stop blowing me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said touching her lips with my fingertip.
She laughed again.
"That's better. Don't worry, I'll continue sucking your cock until you cum," she said.
I said how pretty she was. I said what a great body she had. I told her how much I loved her big tits. Finally, when I told her how good her blowjob felt, the more into blowing me she got.
Accustomed to being around women my age, women who didn't appreciate my dirty pillow talk, Maureen was refreshingly exciting. Women my age didn't like talking dirty and didn't think that I was sincerely when complimenting them on their overweight body and saggy breasts. Only, something that I needed to get used to doing again, it would take me a while to get back in the pillow talking game. I'm glad that she enjoyed talking dirty as much as I enjoyed talking dirty.
# # #
Then, making me even more sexually excited, she started making those loud slurping and sucking sounds that are such a turn on, when I'm getting blown. Whenever I'm watching a porn movie, I love hearing those sounds as audio feedback to show how much the woman is enjoying sucking cock. With her lying with me in bed naked, especially in the way that she looked naked or fully dressed, this was too much to wrap around my brain. If I had wanted to custom make a woman, with her beautiful red hair, and her big, green eyes, Maureen was her.
Where did someone so young learn to give such a wonderful blowjob? How did she become so skilled and adept at sucking cock? Where did she learn the magical things that she was now doing to my erect prick with her hand, her tongue, her lips, and her mouth. Definitely, she gave me the best blowjob of my life. Doing it involuntarily, I couldn't help but hump her mouth and fuck her face. Again, even though I didn't want her blowjob to end, I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth.
I played with her beautiful, long, lush, red hair and touched the side of her pretty face. I touched the base of my cock with my fingertips to feel her lips around my erection with my cock buried in her mouth. When I touched my cock and her mouth, it gave me the image that I needed to get even more sexually excited.
'Maureen was blowing me,' I thought. 'I can't believe she stroking my cock while sucking my cock.'
She continued sucking me. Sucking me deeper, she continued stroking me. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster and harder. Then, as if a volcano erupting, I exploded a load of warm semen in her mouth. She took it all as she continued sucking me and swallowing every bit that oozed out of my cock. While continuing to stroke me, she licked me clean and sucked me dry.
"Oh, fuck! Maureen! Jesus! That was the best blowjob that I ever had in my life," I said and meaning it.
I held her head between my hands, while continuing to hump her mouth and fuck her face. Continuing to hump her, I could not stop cumming. Never had I ejaculated as much cum as I had ejaculated in her mouth now. As if her mouth was a cum vacuum, she sucked me dry.
"Hmm, that was good," she said licking a few drops of my cum from her lips. "I loved you cumming in my mouth and swallowing your cum."
# # #
I looked down at her and smiled.
"Can I do something for you," I asked?
She shook her head no.
"No, remember, we agreed," she said. "I asked you to understand that I didn't want sex? I'm tired. I'm too tired but I'm never tired enough not to blow you," she said with a laugh.
She didn't want sex? Other than in the mind of President Clinton, since when is a blowjob not considered sex? I guess, women don't consider sucking a man's cock sex. I took the risk to ask the question.
"But, you just blew me. You stroked my cock while sucking my cock. Isn't that sex?"
She laughed.
"That's just a blowjob between friends. That's not sex. Sometimes, when out on a date with a man that I don't particularly like, I'd rather give him a blowjob than a good night, French kiss. A French kiss is more personal than a blowjob," she said with a shrug while nodding her head.
She stared up at me smiling while continuing to explain why she didn't consider a blowjob as sex.
"Now, if you were to lay me, if we were to have sexual intercourse, make love, and fuck, then that would be sex." She laughed. "If you masturbate me with your fingers or ate me, then that wouldn't be sex. That would be foreplay." She kissed my cock. "Yet, no matter how you did it, with your fingers, your tongue, or with your cock, if you made me cum, then that would be sex."
I looked at her as if I was learning a new language.
"So, let me get this straight. Even if I cum in your mouth, all over your face, or across your naked breasts, while you're blowing me, that's not considered sex. Yet, if I masturbate you or eat your pussy, and make you cum, then that's considered sex," I said with confusion.
She laughed.
"Yes. Other women may have a different definition of sex than me but that's my personal take on sex," she said with a shrug.
# # #
A real eye opener to the mind of the younger generation, her comment made me wonder how many friends she has blown. With her being quite the talented cocksucker, I imagined that she had blown lots of her male friends and lots of men who never had a second date. I found that information erotically exciting and hoped that she'd share some of that data with me in future, pillow talking sessions. I'd love for her to tell me all of the blowjobs that she had given men.
There's so much that I needed to understand about the younger generation. Back in my day, if I received a blowjob, that was paramount to a marriage proposal. Now that I think of it, anytime I get horny, I can ask Maureen for a bit of naked friendship and maybe, she'll understand and give me a blowjob. I like this not having sex thing. Now, I understand Bill Clinton's reasoning, when he was caught with Monica Lewinski.
"I did not have sex with that woman. I never had sex with that woman," I remembered him saying. "All she did was to suck my cock and allow me to cum in her mouth. Clearly, she spilled some of my cum on her blue dress. She did allow me to stick my unlit cigar in her pussy but that's not considered having sex with her either."
In the way that Maureen doesn't consider giving a blowjob sex, Bill Clinton didn't consider receiving a blowjob as sex either. I like blowjobs not considered as being sex. I like cumming in Maureen's mouth and her swallowing my cum not being considered sex.
'Wow,' I thought!
# # #
As far as I was concerned, it was a unique situation and a fulfilling relationship having Maureen in my life. The weeks flew by with her sleeping beside me in the nude and with her giving me regular hand jobs and blowjobs, after which, every time, I held her until she fell asleep. Believe it or not, my favorite thing to do with her was not the regular hand jobs or blowjobs, it was holding her and spooning with her while we were both naked, until she fell asleep.
Yet, as much as I loved her stroking me and sucking me, I loved fingering her and eating her. Never have I made love to a more, sexually responsive woman. Never have I fucked a woman who wanted me to fuck her faster and harder, fast enough, and hard enough to make her cum with my cock. Never have I ever given a woman as many multiple orgasms as I had given Maureen.
I had forgotten how it felt to touch, feel, and fondle someone so young. Without a wrinkle on her perfect body, with her skin feeling so soft, supple, and firm, she smelled new. Do you know what I mean? She even smelled young. Her skin was soft, yet firm. Just touching her made me feel young again. Just holding her made me feel that I was holding a beautiful woman who was as shapely as she was sexy.
# # #
After being with Maureen, I could never go back to being with another woman my age. She ruined me for that. Every night, I stayed awake staring at her, while watching her sleep, until I fell asleep. She was so beautiful, especially when she was naked. For that moment in time, she was mine and I was mad with sexual desire for her.



Other than allowing me to feel her tits and ass, I loved spooning together with my arm around her and my hand cupping her big tit and fingering her erect nipple. While my cock was firmly pressed against her ass crack, she didn't want me to touch her pussy or to give her a sexual orgasm, not yet. Hopefully, tomorrow, she allow me to give her multiple, sexual orgasms. Hopefully, tomorrow, I'll see and hear her cum.
Yet, holding her naked body was what I loved doing the best with her, anyway, so I was happy. To me, foreplay was what connected me with her and the rest was anti-climactic. I just loved the feeling of her in my arms, the intimacy, and the closeness of cuddling and spooning her beautiful, naked body.
We had yet to even French kiss and I so wanted to explore her mouth with my tongue. Something that I loved to do, I desperately wanted to make out with her. I suspected she feared that if we started making out, she'd want to go all the way and she wasn't ready for that. Maybe with her just dumping her boyfriend, it was too soon. I hoped she wasn't thinking about returning back to him.
Nonetheless, it was wonderful having her there with me. I looked forward to the mornings where we sat with our coffee while watching the dogs play. The afternoons were the same, sipping coffee, while watching the dogs, and talking. Now, instead of takeout food, Maureen cooked. Every night, she made something different and something delicious. She wasn't a great cook, but after living alone for a year, her cooking tasted way better than, what I was having delivered to the house most evening or when cooking for myself.
# # #
After a while, our relationship changed. I felt it. We grew closer. There was a bond between us, only with me being so much older than her, I didn't know if it was a bond of love or a bond of companionship.
Then, one day, it was a day like any other, when she looked at me differently than she had before. The change in how she looked at me was obvious, I thought. Only, I hoped I was reading her look correctly.
Before, whenever she looked at me, she looked at me as if I was her best friend. Now, every time she looked at me, she looked like Cupid's arrow had found her heart, I hoped. She looked at me with love and as if I was her lover, and she was in love with me.
We had been living together now for more than two months and Missy was beginning to resemble a small pony in size. She was a big dog but much smaller than a Great Dane. Even for a Golden Retriever, Maureen was right, she was going to be big and she was.
"I've been thinking about us," she said with a pensive look that frightened me at first.
Immediately, I suspected the worst and thought that she was preparing to tell me that she was moving out and leaving me for her ex-boyfriend. Suddenly, sadness overtook my mood and I couldn't say anything but stare at her. I was in love with her. I loved her. I always loved her. From the first time that I met her, love at first sight, I loved her. Even though I was old enough to be her father, I truly loved Maureen.
Nonetheless, it was gratifying for me to know that she was thinking about us and that she thought about us as a couple. Prior to this sudden conversation, I was beginning to feel like her man instead of her friend. Her man...I liked the sound of that. My woman...I liked he sound of that, too. Only, now, I feared that it was over. Perhaps, she found someone more her age. If she did, I'd be devastated.
"I've grown to have feelings for you, Mark. I've enjoyed our time together."
Oh, oh. Is this the kiss off? What is she trying to tell me? Is this her Dear John conversation? I was waiting and ready for the prerequisite but word that they say on the television show, The Bachelorette, when they're just about to give someone the boot.
"I like you and you're a wonderful person...but I don't see us continuing in this way," she said.
# # #
Trying to keep a brave face on the outside, I was crying on the inside. I expected her to say that, I really did, but I was still surprised, shocked actually, to hear her utter the words. I couldn't bare her to leave me, not now, not ever.
'Fuck,' I thought!
I wished I wasn't so much older than she was. I wished I was younger. I wished she wasn't so damn beautiful. This is so cruel to have her in my life and to have to let her go.
'Why,' I thought? 'I don't understand. I thought we connected. What happened? What did I do wrong? What did I say wrong? What could I have done differently and better to make her love me?'
All of these things rushed through my mind at once. I looked at her, listening to what she had to say without interrupting her thoughts, hoping beyond hope that this was not the end and that I had misunderstood her meaning. I had a difficult time reading her. I feared hearing the words that it was over.
Now that I had experienced more of her, I didn't want to live without her. Now that our relationship had moved from acquaintances walking our dogs at the dog park to living together and sleeping in the nude together, I wanted more. I wanted it all. Hoping she wanted to continue, I hoped that this was her good-bye speech. I had cold sweats and my stomach soured with the thought of her leaving me.
"At first, I had a problem with the difference in our ages. You're almost the same age as my Dad," she said with a chuckle. "If he was to find out that I was living with a man his age, he wouldn't understand. He'd wonder what he did wrong. No doubt, believing that it was his fault, somehow, that I needed a Daddy figure in my life, he wouldn't understand."
She paused before continuing as if thinking more of what to say.
"There is no way that he'd believe that I could ever fall in love with an older man, a man twice my age, and a man nearly the same age as my father." She frowned. "He'd be mad. He'd be disappointed in my choice. He'd try to dissuade me from being with you."
I nodded my head in agreement of her.
"I'm sorry to hear that, Maureen," I said not knowing what else to say.
# # #
Yet, what does she mean? Does she love me or is she leaving me? She referred to the L word. Her mouth was moving, but I didn't hear what she said, after the word love in reference to me, an older man.
I know that I love her and have loved her from the first day that I met her, when she appeared from behind some shrubbery with her puppy. Expecting the worst, I was sick to my stomach with dread. Fearing the rejection, I almost didn't want to hear what more she had to say.
"He'd be pissed at me and mad at you."
She paused to look at me, while watching how I received what she had to say. I remained motionlessly quiet, stunned actually, while waiting for her to finish. Expecting the worst and expecting this to be the end of us, my emotions were a rollercoaster of emotional pain. Feeling ten feet tall with the thought and the hopefulness that she, indeed, had fallen in love with me, I felt crushed that she was leaving me, perhaps, for someone else, someone younger, no doubt.
"I know my Dad would want me to be happy and he never liked my ex-boyfriend. He thought he was a prick and if I ever told him that he hit me, he'd kill him with his bare hands."
She smiled at me as if she loved me.
"My Dad would like you and would be happy for me to know that you have treated me well, with respect, and have been very kind to me. I could see you being friends, good friends, with my Dad."
She walked over to where I was sitting and sat on the arm of the chair taking my hand in her lap. She mindlessly played with my fingers, as she thought of what next to say. I tensed trying to read her. Was her sitting beside me, while playing with my fingers a good sign or a bad sign. I didn't know. I had no idea. I hoped that with her relaxed, body language, and with her touching me was a good sign.
"Tonight, when we go to bed, I want to make love."
Make love? What? She wanted to make love with me. So, that's what this was all about? I was ecstatic. I was in Heaven. She was falling in love with me in the way that I had already fallen in love with her.
She gave me such a soulful look that I had the urge to scratch her ear and pet her head. I had the urge to rub her belly. I've been around the dogs way too much and I don't think she would have understood if I suddenly said...'Good girl.'
"I never had sexual intercourse with anyone unless I had strong feelings for them," she said giving me a look that melted my heart. "I stopped having intercourse with my boyfriend months before we ended it at the dog park. For me, it was over long before that day that he hit me for the last time."
She lifted my hand to her lips and kissed my fingers.
"I'm ready to take the next step with you, Mark, that is, if you're ready to take the next step with me."
# # #
If I'm ready? Are you serious? Pinch me. I'm dreaming. What time is it, 4pm? Can we go to bed now? Suddenly, I'm tired. I'm so very tired, sleepy, actually. I can barely keep my eyes open. I can barely stay awake.
'I really need to sleep naked with you, now,' I thought.
I couldn't wait to make love to her. I couldn't wait to kiss her, French kiss her. I couldn't wait to make out with her while touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body everywhere that a much, older man should never touch, feel, and fondle a much, younger woman.
I wanted to yawn, but I didn't. I didn't want her to think that I was bored with her confession and not interested in all that she had said. All of these thoughts flashed through my mind like an electrical current, but I didn't dare utter any of them back to her as humor. I didn't want to make light of the seriousness of our relationship and this moment, with levity, as always I do at the wrong time.
"Maureen, I couldn't be happier. Yes, of course, I want to see where this will go." I looked up at her and smiled. "I have feelings for you, too, deep feelings."
I couldn't resist. I grabbed my cock and we both laughed. I couldn't help but inject some humor. It was suddenly feeling a bit too melodramatic.
"I'm so happy, Mark," she said giving me a kiss.
Tempted to part her lips with my tongue and stick my tongue in her mouth, I didn't. I controlled myself. Better that I wait for the right moment than to rush and ruin everything.
"In the short time that I've known you, you've touched my heart." I put my arm around her waist. "At first, my attraction to you was physical because of how gorgeous you are and because of how young you are. I've never been attracted to younger women. Then, when I met you, I was flattered to think that someone as beautiful as you, someone as young as you, would be interested in an old man like me."
I coughed and wheezed while pretending that I was feeble and she laughed. Music to my ears, I loved her laugh. I loved making her laugh. I loved it when she smiled. I loved it when she was happy as she seemingly was now.
# # #
"I'm going to get dressed," she said.
I followed her to the guest bedroom. I wanted to watch her dress. I watched her step into and pull up her panties. I watched her put on her bra. I loved seeing her in her sexy, low-cut bra and her white, bikini panties.
My hand lightly massaged her back moving from the back of her bra to the top of her panty, as I formulated my thoughts. I loved touching and feeling her underwear. I find it so erotic to outline her bra and trace her panty with my fingertips knowing what pure pleasure lies beneath those thin layers of silk and satin fabric.
"Now, everything is so right with you, with us. Everything is so natural. I can't imagine you not being part of my life. I can't imagine you getting up and thanking me for my hospitality and leaving suddenly for another man, a younger man. That would kill me," I said.
She gave me a warm and loving smile.
"That will never happen, Mark. You're stuck with me," she said with a laugh.
I chuckled.
"Well, if having you in my life is being stuck with you, I'm glad to be attached to you at the hip." I stood and grabbed my car keys. "This is an occasion to celebrate. I'm going to drive to the liquor store and pick up a bottle of champagne."
She clapped her hands.
"Oh, goody," she said. "I love champagne."
I turned to her.
"Tell you what; I'll stop by the market and pick up a couple of lobsters, too. Let's make this a night to remember."
With that, I was out the door and on my way to buy all the fixings to celebrate a new beginning with a new woman in my life. I was so happy.
In the excitement, I inadvertently left my wallet home. I didn't realize that I didn't have it with me, until I was standing in the checkout line ready to pay for the champagne. Normally, something like that, forgetting my wallet would put me in a foul mood, but I was in such a good mood that I didn't mind the drive home to get it.
Even the thought of the return drive back to the liquor store didn't bother me, as it normally would have. Normally, just thinking about driving back and forth would have made me tired. Now, with her in my life, I felt younger and didn't feel as beaten down as I did before. Life, suddenly, with Maureen in it was good.
# # #
There was an old, battered pickup truck parked out front, when I pulled up to the house. I don't know why, but I sensed something wrong and instead of pulling in the driveway, I parked the next house down the street. The trees in front of my house gave me plenty of cover, enough to sneak around back where the light was on the back porch and where I heard voices.
It was him, her damn ex-boyfriend pleading his case and wanting her to take him back. How he found where I live, I have no idea, but it took him more than two months to do it. Maybe, he followed us home one day from the dog park. Wanting to know if she was still interested in him, I stood there listening to them.
"Maureen, I know I screwed up. I treated you like shit and called you names. I hit you," he said. "I'm sorry for that. I'm sorry, Maureen. I'm so sorry. I really am so sorry" he said. "I promise never to hit you again. I swear that I will never hit you ever again."
He was just inside the back porch with one foot on the top step. He stood with his back to me and she sat in front of him with his body blocking her view from seeing me peeking around a tree. I was glad that she didn't allow him in the house. I figured he must have come around back, when she saw who it was and didn't answer the door.
"I love you. I'm lost without you. Please, come home. Please. Let's give it another try. I love you, Maureen. I really do love you."
Maureen gave him a hard, cold stare. She gave him a look that I've never seen on her face, and hope that I'd never see when she looked at me. She looked at him as if she hated him instead of loved him.
"I'll never go back with you. I don't love you. It's over between us. I'll never allow you to hit me again."
In the way that she said that with her cold and detached stare, I believed her. Only, I hoped I never hear those words from her lips when she talked to me. Then, she said it.
"I'm happy with Mark. He's good to me. He makes me laugh," she said smiling while pausing as if rethinking what she was about to say. Then, she said the words that I hoped she'd say. "I love him."
When she told him that she loved me, it sent goose bumps down my arms. She loves me. Roses are red and violets are blue, Maureen loves me and I love her, too. She really loves me.
# # #
Only, the look on her boyfriend's face was instant rage. Maureen didn't see it, but I did. He covered himself almost immediately with his sincere and trusting face. This guy was a sick bastard, a real psycho.
"Maureen, I'll be good to you," he said taking a step closer to her. "I'll treat you better. I promise that I'll never hit you, again."
She stood from her chair seemingly ready to defend herself against him.
"You'd better leave, John, before Mark gets back," she said practically growling at him. "He's not going to like you on his property. And I can't be responsible for what he does to you, especially after I told him that was not the first time you hit me."
'John. His name is John,' I thought.
It's funny how she never mentioned his name and I never asked her his name.
"Fuck him," he said. "Who the fuck does he think he is?"
Instantly, he turned from the apologetic boyfriend to the raving, lunatic artist that he really is. I'm glad that she saw through him and realized who he really was, a real prick. Some people will never change.
"You'd better go, now. Mark will be here any minute."
He laughed.
"He's an old man. What's he going to do to me, bleed on me? He got lucky that day, when he hit me. I wasn't expecting that. He sucker punched me and if he ever tried that again, I'll kill him."
He took a step towards her; actually, walking onto my back porch. He grabbed her by her arm and tried pulling her down from the porch and down the back porch steps.
"You're coming home with me, now," he said yanking her.
With the dogs barking their heads off in the fenced in backyard, he never heard me walk up behind him.
To be continued...
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There was an old, battered pickup truck parked out front, when I pulled up to the house. I don't know why, but I sensed something wrong and instead of pulling in the driveway, I parked the next house down the street. The trees in front of my house gave me plenty of cover, enough to sneak around back where the light was on the back porch and where I heard voices.
It was him, her damn ex-boyfriend pleading his case and wanting her to take him back. How he found where I live, I have no idea, but it took him more than two months to do it. Maybe, he followed us home one day from the dog park. Wanting to know if she was still interested in him, I stood there listening to them.
"Maureen, I know I screwed up. I treated you like shit and called you names. I hit you," he said. "I'm sorry for that. I'm sorry, Maureen. I'm so sorry. I really am so sorry" he said. "I promise never to hit you again. I swear that I will never hit you ever again."
He was just inside the back porch with one foot on the top step. He stood with his back to me and she sat in front of him with his body blocking her view from seeing me peeking around a tree. I was glad that she didn't allow him in the house. I figured he must have come around back, when she saw who it was and didn't answer the door.
"I love you. I'm lost without you. Please, come home. Please. Let's give it another try. I love you, Maureen. I really do love you."
Maureen gave him a hard, cold stare. She gave him a look that I've never seen on her face, and hope that I'd never see when she looked at me. She looked at him as if she hated him instead of loved him.
"I'll never go back with you. I don't love you. It's over between us. I'll never allow you to hit me again."
In the way that she said that with her cold and detached stare, I believed her. Only, I hoped I never hear those words from her lips when she talked to me. Then, she said it.
"I'm happy with Mark. He's good to me. He makes me laugh," she said smiling while pausing as if rethinking what she was about to say. Then, she said the words that I hoped she'd say. "I love him."
When she told him that she loved me, it sent goose bumps down my arms. She loves me. Roses are red and violets are blue, Maureen loves me and I love her, too. She really loves me.
# # #
Only, the look on her boyfriend's face was instant rage. Maureen didn't see it, but I did. He covered himself almost immediately with his sincere and trusting face. This guy was a sick bastard, a real psycho.
"Maureen, I'll be good to you," he said taking a step closer to her. "I'll treat you better. I promise that I'll never hit you, again."
She stood from her chair seemingly ready to defend herself against him.
"You'd better leave, John, before Mark gets back," she said practically growling at him. "He's not going to like you on his property. And I can't be responsible for what he does to you, especially after I told him that was not the first time you hit me."
'John. His name is John,' I thought.
It's funny how she never mentioned his name and I never asked her his name.
"Fuck him," he said. "Who the fuck does he think he is?"
Instantly, he turned from the apologetic boyfriend to the raving, lunatic artist that he really is. I'm glad that she saw through him and realized who he really was, a real prick. Some people will never change.
"You'd better go, now. Mark will be here any minute."
He laughed.
"He's an old man. What's he going to do to me, bleed on me? He got lucky that day, when he hit me. I wasn't expecting that. He sucker punched me and if he ever tried that again, I'll kill him."
He took a step towards her; actually, walking onto my back porch. He grabbed her by her arm and tried pulling her down from the porch and down the back porch steps.
"You're coming home with me, now," he said yanking her.
With the dogs barking their heads off in the fenced in backyard, he never heard me walk up behind him.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 06:
Mark rescues more than one damsel in distress, when Colleen is at the front door.
"John! Let go of me," she yelled while pulling away from him!
Sneaking up right behind him, with him so focused on hitting her, when he lifted his arm to slap her, I broke it. It was a loud snap and he fell to the ground in pain while holding his broken arm. Once he was on the ground writhing in pain, I pummeled him with kicks to his head and torso until he got up.
He took a wild swing at me with his unbroken arm and tried to kick me to no avail. I assaulted his face with punishing blows that knocked him senseless. Blood exploded from his nose and from his mouth, when I broke his nose and heard his jaw break, too. Then, I served him a final uppercut that knocked him on his ass.
Had I been younger and stronger, I would have killed him. Thankfully, I didn't. No doubt, he'll be drinking his food through a straw for a while.
I was so angry. How dare he come to my house? How dare he hurt my Maureen? How dare he try to slap her again? She was my woman now, the love of my life. No one was going to hurt her, especially not him. He's hurt her enough.
Only, he wasn't worth spending the rest of my life in prison. The punishment that I gave him was plenty payback enough for all the times that he hit her. I was glad to have her see him get the beating that he so deserved.
Somehow, I managed to stop myself, before I crossed the line and hurt him mortally. I hadn't given someone such a beating, since I was in a barroom fight in Thailand, when stationed overseas in the Army as a Ranger more than half a lifetime ago. It felt good to make him feel the pain that he had caused her when hitting her.
After I beat the crap out of him, I picked up his lifeless body by his ear and balls, stuffed him back in his truck, and called the police. The police arrived within five minutes and arrested him for trespassing and for assault on a woman. The cop who took the call was an old friend and wrote in his report that I was protecting my property and defending my girlfriend. The next step was to take out a restraining order on his ass, which we planned to do on Monday.
After the police took him and towed his truck, I took Maureen by the hand and we both went to buy the champagne and lobsters together. Sorry that we didn't, we should have done as a couple in the first place. There was no way that I was leaving her out of my sight, again. Safe with me, there was no way that anything like this would happen to her ever again.
# # #
As a couple...that phrase had a nice ring to it. The words echoed in my ear in the way of wedding bells. That was when I thought about buying her a ring to make our relationship more official. I thought about buying her a friendship ring rather than an engagement ring. Only, buying her a ring, whether a friendship ring or an engagement ring, was premature.
I'd love to buy her a diamond, but I didn't want to rush anything and scare her off. Let's start with some French kissing and hot sexual intercourse first, I thought to myself, as we drove home from the liquor store. Instantly, I had an erection with the thoughts of French kissing her and making love to her.
In the way that she had stroked me, I thought about masturbating her and giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers. In the way that she had blown me and allowed me to cum in my mouth, I thought about eating her and giving her a sexual orgasm with my tongue. Then, when making love to her before fucking her, I thought about fucking her fast and hard enough to give her a third, sexual orgasm, this time with my cock. I seriously doubted that her piece of shit, ex-boyfriend, gave her multiple, sexual orgasms.
I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. I'd love to kiss her, French kiss her. I'd love to masturbate her. I'd love to hear her and watch her cum. I'd love to bury my face in her red, trimmed pussy and finger her while licking her.
In the way that she had given me sexual pleasure by stroking me while sucking my cock, I'd love to give her sexual pleasure, too. I'd love to hear her scream my name while having her sexual orgasms. I'd love to watch her enjoy the afterglow of sex.
I'd want her to fall in love with me in the way that I'm in love with her. When she thinks of her lover, I want her to think of me. I want her to forget all the men who saw her topless and naked. I want her to forget all of the men that she had given hand jobs and blowjobs to while not thinking that stroking and sucking wasn't considered sex.
# # #
Maureen, true to her word, was quite fond of champagne. We nearly finished half the bottle, a Jeroboam, equal to 4 bottles of champagne, with our lobster. After dinner, we skipped dessert.
I had picked up a mouthwatering strawberry shortcake at the bakery, her favorite. It had puffy clouds of white, whipped cream and fat, red juicy strawberries. It looked delicious. Only, once we started kissing, French kissing, our appetite for food was replaced with our appetite for sex.
Something that I couldn't wait to do, I reached down to cup her naked pussy. I parted her lips with my fingers and slowly rubbed her clit. Then, once she was wet, really wet, I fucked her hole with my long, stiff finger. I rubbed her clit harder and faster while finger fucking her deeper. Then, when I found her G spot with my finger, she was beside herself with sexual pleasure.
"Oh, my God, Mark. What are you doing to me. You have magical fingers. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking my pussy. Don't stop touching my G spot. You're going to make me cum. You're going to make me cum," she said.
I rubbed her clit faster. I rubbed her clit harder. I fingered her deeper. I continued rubbing her G spot with my finger.
"Mark! Mark! I'm cumming. I'm cumming," she said suddenly falling silent.
Then, deciding to forsake desert until later, we moved to the bedroom. We barely made it to the bedroom while removing one another's clothes. We walked as we kissed and kissed. She was a great kisser, the best kisser. Never have I known lips that have made me so wild with passion. Her lips were so full and her tongue was so teasingly delightful, I loved kissing her. I loved French kissing her. I loved making out with her.
Between her reaching down and feeling my cock and her kisses, she made me hot with sexually desire for her. She blanked my mind with her soulful kisses. Now naked and aroused, we fell back on the bed. I moved between her shapely thighs. Masturbating her again I fingered her wet pussy with one hand while reaching up my other hand to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples.
Then, I licked her. Something that I thought that I'd never do while walking with her through the dog park, I licked her pussy while fingering her pussy. I ate her beautiful, red, trimmed cunt. I gave her oral sex. It didn't take her long to cum.
"Mark! Oh, my God, Mark. Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. You're going to make me cum. I'm cumming, Mark. I'm cumming," she said suddenly falling silent.
I couldn't believe that I had given this beautiful, young woman a sexual orgasm with my fingers and another sexual orgasm with my tongue.
# # #
I waited while she enjoyed the afterglow of sex. Then, when I tried to mount her to make love to her, she pushed me off and mounted me. Determined to make love to me before I made love to her, she was wild with sexual lust. Clearly, she wanted to make love to me as much as I wanted to make love to her.
Man, she was energized. What a woman? What a woman? Oh, my God, what a woman? She's such an incredible sexy and sexual woman.
Never have I met anyone like her. The older women, women my age, who I've been having sex with were vanilla compared to her multi-colored, sweet, desert supreme. Having sex with Maureen was a full-course meal instead of the bland soup that I was accustomed to having when having sex with women my age.
As soon as she was on top of me, she reached down and inserted my hard cock in her wet pussy. She was so wet that it just slid in, deep inside of her. A perfect fit, as if it was meant to be there and belonged there, my stiff prick fit solidly tight in her warm, wet pussy.
Again, in the way that she kissed me and lovingly humped me, it was clearly obvious to me that she wanted to make love to me as much as I wanted to make love to her. Never have I been with such a sexually aggressive woman. Never have I enjoyed having sex as much. The definition of sex, she was what sex between a man and a woman was all about.
Seemingly, unaccustomed to feeling such a big dick inside of her, her eyes widened and her mouth fell open. Her ex-boyfriend had a small cock, a cock that continually fell out of her. She gasped when my erect prick inserted itself deep inside her pussy, and then she smiled. Clearly, she enjoyed the sexual sensation that my big cock had given her.
"Oh, you're so big," she said wiggling her ass. "That feels so good." She leaned down to my ear to whisper what I wanted to hear. "My boyfriend's cock was just an appetizer compared to your python. This..." she said with a sexual pause while wiggling her ass, again. "Is the main course."
She kissed me and before raising herself up again to hump me, she whispered in my ear again.
"Fuck me, Mark. Fuck me good. I want to be fucked by you."
What is it with dirty talk and with pillow talk that is so arousing? She made me crazy with desire for her. I loved the fact that talking dirty aroused her as much as it sexually excited me.
Obediently obeying her, I humped her fast. I humped her hard. I fucked her. I fucked her in the way that I had never fucked another woman before. With the women my age having physical disabilities and/or arthritis, I never could fuck them as fast and as hard as I was fucking Maureen.
I continued humping her. I continued fucking her. I fucked her faster. I fucked her harder. I literally pounded her body with my body. Never have I fucked a woman as fast and as hard as I fucked Maureen.
# # #
Yet, not a one-sided, sexual affair, with her hands pressed against my pectoral muscles, she rode me. Never have I been with a woman who's moved her hips as much. As if she was riding an amusement ride, she moved them up and down, front to back, and side to side, then all over again. She changed her love making routine with surprising creativity and heightening speed. Then, with the slow and loving rhythm of her sexual movements, she was amazing.
She rode me with her knees firmly planted in my ribs like she was riding a wild stallion bareback, which now that I think of it, with me not wearing a condom, she was. She made me feel as if I was one of those Sybian sex machines that Howard Stern cajoled Carmen Elektra and Pamela Anderson into trying. She humped me, pumped me, and fucked me for all that I was worth. Something that I had never experienced with another woman, she fucked me as fast and as hard as I fucked her.
She was so tight and so proactive with her sexual participation that I've never been made love and/or fucked like this before. Not wanting this to end, I could feel myself getting ready to cum. Quickly, I stopped the feeling by thinking of something else. I thought of the beating that I gave her loser boyfriend. Only, that made me even more excited.
With such force, such rhythm, and such speed, Maureen humped me like I've never been humped before. Then...as if she was a bride on her Honeymoon, she had a violent, sexual orgasm. First she screamed and then she whimpered.
"Mark. Mark. Mark. Don't stop humping me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Mark. Fuck me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming," she said as if she was dying and falling silent as if she had died.
As if she was dying from being pierced by a sword, she put her head back, gave out a soft sound, and her whole body tensed, before shuddering and shaking. She stiffened her legs and arched her back before collapsing beside me on the bed while enjoying the afterglow of sex. I gave her a third, sexual orgasm, one with my fingers while masturbating her, a second with my tongue while eating her, and a third one with my cock while making love to her and fucking her.
# # #
My turn. I rolled her over and, as if I belonged there, I inserted my cock in her warm and wet pussy. Slowly humping her, I made love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. I pounded her pussy. Determined to make her cum again, I took sexual control of her naked body. I wanted to give her another sexual orgasm, my sexual orgasm, this time with my cock instead of with my fingers and/or with my tongue.
I watched as her tits danced to my humping movements. I loved her big, shapely breasts. She had wonderful tits, the biggest and the best breasts that I had ever seen.
While making love to her, I leaned down and sucked her nipples, first one, and then the other. Then, as I fucked her faster and harder, pulling her towards me while impaling her, I grabbed her shapely ass in both of my hands. Then, when I suddenly stopped fucking her, we kissed and kissed. Making out with her, we French kissed.
I soon found out that we both love kissing, while fucking. Fucking her again, she delighted in my ability to pound her pussy with my stiff cock. Just as I was ready to explode, she had another orgasm. Then, unpresented, something that I thought would never happen, we had a sexual orgasm together.
She dug her fingernails in my ass and then wrapped her arms and her legs around my back, while holding onto me for dear life. It was magical. It was outrageous. It was the best sex that I have ever had in my life.
# # #
We lay there sweating and feeling all fuzzy warm and cozy, while sipping more champagne, when the doorbell rang. Even after eating a big meal, I was definitely feeling the effects of the champagne and I imagined that Maureen, weighing almost half as much as me, was more than a bit tipsy, too. Yet, I didn't want to get up to answer the door.
After having hot sex with Maureen, I just wanted to stay in bed, close my eyes, and go to sleep. Reluctantly, I got up, grabbed a towel, and held it in place around my torso, as I headed for the front door. I figured maybe it was my friend, the cop, needing more information. I had taken a Viagra and my erection was still quite noticeable behind the towel. Definitely, I'd have an erection for a couple more hours.
I opened the door not knowing who'd call at this time of night. Surprised to see her at this hour of the night, it was Colleen, Maureen's best friend. Although this was the first time meeting her, I recognized her from the photo of the two of them that Maureen kept on her nightstand in the guest bedroom.
As soon as I opened the front door, she took a step inside and collapsed in my arms. When I went to catch her, I lost my towel and, as she slumped in my arms, I felt her hand brush by my erect cock. Being the horny guy that I am, I looked at her, while wondering if her touch was accidental or on purpose, but her eyes were closed.
When I lifted her in my arms, with her arm was caught between my body and her body, her hand remained in contact with my erect, naked prick. With my hand was caught beneath her short skirt, unable to control myself, I felt her shapely and firm, panty clad ass. Again, being the horny guy that I am, while holding a second, beautiful, 25-year-old woman in my arms, I suspected that her touch was deliberate.
Nonetheless, whether her touch of my cock was accidental or on purpose, the touch of her hand on my naked erection felt good. I looked at Colleen with a different eye, with a lustful eye, and with an eye that would widen soon at what I was about to experience. Then, she surprised me when she seemingly involuntarily wrapped her fingers around my naked prick and squeezed.



She had been badly beaten. I figured it had been Maureen's ex-boyfriend, who had assaulted her, the prick. Now, I was even happier that I had given him the beating of his life. He'll have even more charges pressed against him Monday morning. Beating it out of Colleen is how he found out where we lived, no doubt. With her fingers still firmly wrapped around my erect prick and my hand squarely on her panty clad ass, I carried her to the bedroom.
Boy did that feel good having another 25-year-old woman holding my erect prick in her hand. When I gently placed her down on my bd, I cupped her big breast through her blouse and her bra in my hand. If it wasn't enough that I just had the best sex that I ever had in my life with Maureen, I couldn't believe that her best friend, Colleen, had wrapped her fingers around my stiff prick. Then, it was even more sexually exciting when I felt her panty clad ass while carrying her and felt her blouse and bra clad breast when putting her down on my bed.
We guys are incorrigible and even though I already had one beautiful, naked 25-year-old woman in bed with me, in my horny guy thinking, I was hoping she'd wrap her fingers around my erection and stroke me. I gently laid Colleen down next to Maureen, who was also still naked. Again, I felt her hand lightly travel the length of my cock, as I gently set her down on the bed. To admit that her hand felt good holding my prick would be an understatement.
While wondering if her touch was deliberate or accidental, I gave her another look, but her eyes were still closed. I couldn't help but wonder. Was her touch accidental or was she sexually teasing me? Then, as if depressing her on switch, her eyes popped open. I watched, as Colleen's eyes went from my stiffening erection to Maureen's bare breasts. It was then that I decided that her touches were no accident.
Never in my wildest imaginings would I have fantasized about what was to happen next.
To be continued...
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Maureen strips her best friend, Colleen, naked.
Continued from Chapter 06: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
We lay there feeling all fuzzy warm and cozy, while sipping more champagne when, suddenly, out of the blue, the doorbell rang. Even after eating a big meal, I was definitely feeling the effects of the champagne and I imagined that Maureen, weighing almost half as much as me, was more than a bit tipsy, too. Yet, I didn't want to get up to answer the door. It couldn't be anything good because no one rang my doorbell, especially not at this late hour.
After having hot sex with Maureen, I just wanted to stay in bed, close my eyes, and go to sleep. When the doorbell rang again, figuring whoever was at the front door wouldn't leave until I answered the door, reluctantly, I got up and grabbed a towel. Not even bothering to tie it around me, I held it in place in front of my torso, as I headed for the front door.
While wondering who it could be at my front door, I figured, that maybe, it was my friend, the policeman, needing more information before filing his report. I had taken a Viagra and my erection was still quite noticeable behind the towel. Definitely, I'd have an erection for a couple more hours.
I opened the door not knowing who'd call at this time of night. Surprised to see her at this late hour, it was Colleen, Maureen's best friend. Although this was the first time meeting her, I recognized her from the photo of the two of them that Maureen kept on her nightstand in the guest bedroom.
"Colleen," was all that I managed to say.
# # #
As soon as I opened the front door and closed it and locked it behind her, she took a step inside and collapsed in my arms. Not wanting her to fall to the floor, when I went to catch her, I lost my towel and, as she slumped in my arms, I felt her hand brush by my erect cock. Being the horny guy that I am, I looked at her, while wondering if her touch was accidental or on purpose, but her eyes were closed. No doubt, with her not having seen me naked, her touch was accidental.
Then, when I lifted her in my arms to carry her to the bedroom, her arm was caught between my body and her body, while her hand remained in contact with my erect, naked prick. My hand was positioned beneath her short skirt as I carried her. Unable to control myself, and making the most of a sexual opportunity that suddenly presented itself, I felt her shapely and firm, panty clad ass. Again, being the horny guy that I am, while holding a second, beautiful, 25-year-old woman in my arms, I hoped that her touch was deliberate.
Nonetheless, whether her touch of my cock was accidental or on purpose, the touch of her hand on my naked erection felt good, really good. Having just seen the woman for the first time, I looked at Colleen with a different eye, with a lustful eye, and with an eye that would widen soon at what I was about to experience. Then, she surprised me when she, seemingly, and involuntarily wrapped her fingers around my naked prick and squeezed.
'Colleen is holding my erect, naked prick in her hand. I can't believe Maureen's best friend is holding my cock in her warm and soft hand,' I thought.
# # #
She had been badly beaten. I figured it had been Maureen's ex-boyfriend, John, who had assaulted her, the prick. Now, I was even happier that I had given him the beating of his life. He'll have even more charges pressed against him Monday morning. Beating it out of Colleen is how he found out where we lived, no doubt.
With her fingers still firmly wrapped around my erect prick and my hand squarely on her panty clad ass, I carried her to my bedroom where Maureen was in bed naked with me. Boy did that feel good having another 25-year-old woman holding my erect prick in her hand. When I gently placed her down on my bd, I deliberately cupped her big breast through her blouse and her bra in my hand while making my touch appear accidental.
If it wasn't enough that I just had the best sex that I ever had in my life with Maureen, I couldn't believe that her best friend, Colleen, had wrapped her fingers around my stiff prick. Then, it was even more sexually exciting when I felt her panty clad ass while carrying her and felt her blouse and bra clad breast when putting her down on my bed. We guys are incorrigible and even though I already had one beautiful, naked, 25-year-old woman in bed with me, in my horny guy thinking, I was hoping Colleen would wrap her fingers around my erection again and stroke me.
I gently laid Colleen down next to Maureen, who was also still in bed naked. When I placed her on the bed, as if measuring me to see how big I was without having to look, I felt her hand and, then, her manicured fingertips lightly travel down the length of my cock. The sexual touch of her hand and the erotic touch of her fingertips sent chills down my spine. To admit that her hand holding my erect cock and her fingertips touching my stiff prick felt good would be an understatement.
While wondering again if her touch was deliberate or accidental, I gave her another look, but her eyes were still closed. I couldn't help but wonder if she was as sexually aroused that I was naked as much that I was sexually excited that I was naked. Again, I wondered, if her touch was accidental or deliberate. Perhaps, surprised to know that I was naked after losing my towel, I wondered if she was sexually teasing me?
Then, as if depressing her on switch, her big, brown, beautiful eyes popped open. I watched, as Colleen's eyes went from my stiffening erection over to Maureen's huge, naked breasts. It was then that I decided that her touches were by no accident. Colleen had deliberately touched my naked dick. Not only that, she allowed me to grope her panty clad ass and feel her bra and blouse clad breast.
'Colleen saw me naked,' I thought. 'She saw my erect, naked cock. I can't believe Maureen's best friend saw me without my clothes.'
Yet, if it wasn't enough that Colleen saw me naked. If it wasn't enough that I had felt her shapely, panty clad ass. If it wasn't enough that I had felt her big breast through her blouse and bra, never in my wildest imaginings would I have fantasized about what was to happen next.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 07
Maureen strips her best friend, Colleen, naked.
It was surreal, there I was naked and with an erection while Maureen, naked too, barked orders at me.
"Get some ice and a wash cloth. And get some antiseptic and some band aids. And bring more pillows."
# # #
I've never deliberately exposed myself to a woman before, but after the freeing, sexually erotic feeling of parading around naked in front of Colleen, a sexy and gorgeous young woman, who I had not met until now, was surreal. With her looking, staring actually, and with Maureen not complaining that I was naked in front of her friend, she seemed to enjoy my exhibitionism with her voyeurism. Sexually excited being naked in front of Maureen's best friend, with no one complaining, I had no intention of covering myself.
Exposing myself to a woman that I didn't know and had just met felt sexually wicked. This was my house after all and if I wanted to walk around naked, I would. Besides, Colleen was an uninvited and unexpected guest. Moreover, surprised that Maureen hadn't reprimanded me for not covering my erect, naked prick with a towel, no one complained nor asked me to cover my nakedness.
With me more embarrassed by my nakedness than they, obviously were, exposing myself to a young, beautiful woman was not only sexually exciting but also perversely perverted. The stiffness of my cock that pointed straight out at Colleen confirmed my continued, sexual excitement. Every time I caught Colleen staring at my erection, that made me even more sexually excited to the point that I wanted her to stare at my cock. Wanting her to want my big dick, I wanted to stroke myself in front of her but with Maureen next to her on my bed, I didn't dare.
While hoping that she would, I wanted her to reach out her hand and touch my cock. In the way that Maureen had given me a slow hand job, I wanted Colleen to stroke me and give me a slow hand job, too. In the way that Maureen had sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her mouth, suddenly, I had a vision of Colleen sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her mouth, too. In the way that I made love to Maureen before fucking her, I imagined making love to Colleen before fucking her, too.
In the way that I had given Maureen multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock, I imagined giving Colleen multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. Maybe, it was the Viagra making me feel horny enough to continue exposing myself. Maybe, it was the champagne that removed my sexual inhibitions. Yet, unable to stop the flow of my sexual fantasies, I fantasized of Colleen taking my cock in her mouth, as I touched and felt her everywhere through her clothes. My sudden lustful desire for Colleen now controlled my horny brain.
There I was with my beautiful Maureen lying naked in bed and, suddenly, I was lusting over her equally as hot, but not as beautiful friend. What is wrong with me? Maybe it was the champagne in combination with the Viagra that made me so terribly horny. I wondered now if I was not supposed to drink alcohol when taking Viagra. I wondered if I was going to suddenly turn into a depraved, sex fiend and strip Colleen naked before having forbidden sex with her.
'Nah, I was already depraved, sex fiend,' I thought. 'And I'd never strip Colleen naked to have forbidden sex with her, especially not in front of the love of my life, Maureen.'
# # #
I wondered if I was going to have a heart attack and die from all this sudden excitement. First, Maureen told me that she loved me. Then, she told me that she wanted to make love. Finally, her ex-boyfriend attacked my baby on my back porch, and I beat the crap out of him. Now, this, Colleen is in my bedroom with Maureen and I'm naked.
'Naked, I'm naked in front of Colleen, Maureen's best friend. I was so sexually excited being naked in front of Colleen. I was even more sexually excited with her continually staring at my naked prick as if she had never seen and erect, naked prick before. My life can't get any better than this,' I thought.
# # #
I was running back and forth from the bedroom to the bathroom with my cock bouncing up and down and side to side. With her giving me a little, sexy smile, I watched Colleen's eyes focus on my bouncing and swaying prick, while continuing to stare at my erection as if she was watching a game of ping pong. It felt so wickedly, sexually exciting, and decadently delicious to have another 25-year-old woman, staring at my naked prick.
Indeed, with her not removing her eyes from my engorged cock, she continued staring at my prick. With her not looking away from it with embarrassment and/or shame, I caught her staring at it more than a few times. Between seeing Maureen naked and her seeing me naked, never have I been as sexually excited as I was now with Colleen seeing me naked, too.
As much as I was sexually excited exposing myself to her, she seemed to be sexually aroused with seeing my naked cock. Maybe, my cock was the first 50-year-old cock she had seen. Maybe, my cock was the first uncircumcised cock she had seen. Although she tried to be subtle about looking at my penis, she definitely was looking when she wasn't outright staring at my erect penis.
The more that she stared, the more sexually excited that I became. The more she stared, seemingly, the more sexually aroused she became, too. The more that she looked and stared, the more that I wanted her to look and stare. Yet, with Maureen confessing that she could have been a nudist, I was so glad that she didn't ask me to cover myself in front of her friend.
Apparently, with her a topless and naked artist model, seemingly, Maureen didn't think anything of me being naked in front of her best friend nor did she care that I was naked too. That was weird. That was so weird. Any moment, I expected her to admonish me for exposing myself to her best friend. Any minute, I expected her to yell at me to cover myself, but she didn't.
Any moment, I expected her to look at me and view me like the pervert that I am and how most guys are, but she didn't do that either. Just as was Colleen, Maureen was enjoying the show of my naked cock, too. If it wasn't sexually exciting being naked in front of one, 25-year-old woman, it was even more sexually exciting being naked in front of two, 25-year-old women. Suddenly, I wondered how many more 25-year-old friends Maureen had that I could expose myself to when they visited.
Not stopping there, if her mother visited us at my house, I imagined deliberately exposing my naked prick to her mother. If her sister visited us at my house, I imagined deliberately exposing myself to her sister, too. With my exhibitionism overtaking my sexual emotions, I wanted to sexually expose myself to every woman that I knew and every woman that Maureen knew. Who knows? Maybe, I'd have a new career as an artist nude model hired by women's art organizations.
'Now ladies, I imagined the female art instructor saying to her students. 'Make sure that you draw all of the detail of his prick. He certain has a big cock,' I imagined her taking me in her hand to slowly stroked me to a harder erection.
I imagined the entire class of female students coming up to me for a closer inspection of my naked prick while touching it, feeling it, and stroking it. Something that I never knew, I love being naked in front of women. I love exposing myself to women that I didn't know and had never met.
# # #
Maybe, Maureen felt that this was a medical emergency, and that all sexual taboos, modesty, shame, and sexual inhibitions went out the window with first caring for Colleen. Maybe, after this is over, Maureen would be upset with me that I paraded naked around her best friend, and I'd have Hell to pay. Yet, not questioning but enjoying it, I was certainly making the best of the sexual situation that I was thrown in now.
Maybe, Maureen was like me, a little drunk, and just didn't care. Maybe, Maureen was a voyeur and an exhibitionist and got off on the idea of me exposing myself to her friend. Maybe, Maureen was as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited that my erect, naked prick was on display. With no one complaining, not Maureen and not Colleen, that I was naked, I sexually enjoyed being naked in front of the both of them.
Then, I thought about how Maureen was constantly and continually caught naked by her ex-boyfriend's friends. I wondered if she felt the way that I felt now, embarrassed, and sexually aroused at the same time. While knowing that his friends would suddenly appear, I wondered if she had deliberately exposed herself to them on purpose. I wondered if the feeling of exposing herself was intoxicatingly addictive, in the way that I was feeling about it now.
With her still naked, too, again I wondered if Maureen was an exhibitionist. I looked at her huge naked breasts and her red, trimmed pussy. With Colleen staring at Maureen's naked body, too, I wondered if she was an exhibitionist, too. I wondered if she didn't know that she was an exhibitionist until now. With me parading around naked, I wondered if Maureen was a voyeur. I wondered if she didn't know that she was a voyeur until now.
Hoping that it was, I wondered if it, somehow, turned Maureen on to have her friend see me naked which, again, made me wonder if Maureen was a voyeur. Questioning her later on the subject of exhibitionism and voyeurism, I'll have to take care in how I broach the subject with her. I don't want her to think me more of the pervert that I am. Yet, I was curious to ask her about me being naked in front of Colleen and her best friend seeing me naked, too, with our next pillow talking session.
# # #
Some guys would be insanely jealous, if another man saw their woman naked, but it sexually excited me when thinking about all of those young, horny men seeing Maureen's topless and/or naked body. Proud of her topless and/or naked body, she has a beautiful body. She willingly told me about a couple of her ex-boyfriend's friends, who'd always returned for another peek. Even after being verbally brutalized and threatened with physical harm by her ex-boyfriend, if they returned without an invitation again, they continued showing up whenever she they knew that she was posing topless and/or naked.
During our pillow talking sessions, I had her describe her ex-boyfriend's friends to me and tell me about their reactions to seeing her topless and/or naked. I had her tell me about all of that, while my cock was buried deep inside of her. Having that conversation with her, while having sex with her, always made me swell with sexual excitement. With us having that in common, just as it made me sexually excited to talk about her being nakedly exposed, it made her sexually aroused to talk about exposing her being naked exposed.
Being naked was all so very new to me. I felt so free and alive being nude. Even though what I was doing was a bit perversely perverted, walking around naked and exposing myself to my girlfriend's best friend, for some reason, I didn't feel like the degenerate that I am. I felt more like a hot stud. I felt as if I was one of them, someone their age, a young man in a unisex college dormitory walking around the hallways in front of a multitude of women while naked.
My modesty and inhibitions melted away with every flash that I gave Colleen. Moreover, now I wanted Colleen to look at my cock. I didn't want her to just look at my swollen prick, I wanted her to stare at my engorged dick. Hoping that she'd reach out and touch my naked prick, I wanted her to not only see my big dick but also to, hopefully, become sexually aroused from seeing my naked penis.
Having never felt like this before, I wanted her to emotionally want me and to sexually desire me. I wondered if seeing my naked prick was making her nipples hard and erect. I wondered if seeing me naked was making her hot and wet. Just as I wondered if seeing me naked was making her want me, I wondered if seeing my cock was making her as horny as it was making me.
Who knows, maybe we could have a threesome? How hot would that be to have threesome sex with Maureen and Colleen. With Maureen as naked as I was naked, I wondered if they already had lesbian sex with one another before. As soon as I thought of me having a threesome and them having lesbian sex, becoming too sexually excited in just thinking about it, I buried the thought. Maureen would never agree to have threesome sex.
How could I possibly think about cheating on Maureen with her best friend? Wait, is a threesome cheating? Besides, Maureen and Colleen would never do one another, would they? They'd never have lesbian sex, would they? They'd never eat one another's pussy. I wondered if they would. Yet, what if they already have? The thought of a threesome with Maureen and Colleen was so very sexually exciting that I couldn't stop thinking about it.
Still, I was disgusted with myself for even thinking about having sex with Colleen. For sure, it must have been the combination of Viagra with Champagne to make me feel and think the way that I was sexually thinking about wanting to have sex with another woman. Suddenly, I wondered if having sex with a hot 25-year-old recharged and somehow boosted my Testosterone levels to make me want to have sex with Maureen's best friend.
Only, now that I was intimate with Maureen, now that I made love to her and fucked her, I was more than curious about Colleen. I wondered how she was in bed. I wondered how she'd sexually measure up to her best friend. I wondered if she sucked cock as good as Maureen sucked cock. I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. Instead of spitting it out, I wondered if she'd swallow my cum.



# # #
Colleen was a bit out of it and Maureen propped up a bunch of pillows behind her head to make her more comfortable. She continued keeping her eyes closed, but I could tell that she pretended to close her eyes, so that she could stare at my cock through her partially opened slits. The sexual attention that she paid to my naked body made me so horny. The focused attention she paid to my big prick made me feel like the man that I used to be.
"Did my ex do this to you," asked Maureen while holding her hand?
Colleen opened her eyes to look up at Maureen.
"Yes," she said in a pained murmur while Maureen cleaned up the dried blood from her mouth, nose, and ears.
Maureen looked at her friend with concern.
"Where else did he hit you, Colleen?"
Colleen grabbed at her ribs.
"He kicked me in the ribs, in the stomach, and stomped on my ass. He hit me everywhere. He just kept hitting me, beating me, and kicking me until I told him where to find you," she said in pain.
As if it wasn't enough that Maureen and I were naked in front of Colleen, I couldn't believe it, when Maureen raised the side of her blouse to look at her ribs. In doing so, she exposed the side of her white brassiere. Then, sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she began undressing her best friend in front of me. I couldn't believe it, when Colleen put up no resistance to Maureen slowly and carefully unbuttoning her blouse. I didn't blink for fear of missing something.
I wanted to capture this moment, to replay it all back in my mind on those days when I was alone and horny, after Maureen, no doubt, dumped me. It certainly created for a hotter moment, when Colleen gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look while staring at me, as Maureen carefully continued to undress her. Maureen continued to slowly and sexually revealed her best friend's hot and sexy, underwear clad body to me.
I wondered how far she would go. Would she strip her down to her bra and panties. With baited breath, I waited for Maureen or Colleen to ask me to leave the room but they didn't. Seemingly, they both wanted me to watch. I was dying to see Colleen in her bra and panties in the way that I saw Maureen in her bra and panties when she undressed and dressed in front of me.
# # #
I wondered if Colleen was getting off at me seeing her being undressed, as much as I was getting off seeing her being undressed, and as much as I was getting off with her seeing me naked. I wondered if Colleen was as much of an exhibitionist as I was a voyeur. It was so hot to watch Maureen undressing Colleen. I wondered if Maureen was getting off on exposing Colleen to me. Again, with Maureen continuing to undress her, I wondered how far Maureen would go in undressing her friend.
Unable to look away, I just stood there and stared. It took all the self-control that I had not to reach down and start stroking myself, as I watched Maureen exposing Colleen's beautiful, underwear clad body to me. I don't know if Maureen realized that I was there watching or if it just did not matter. Since she was naked and I was naked, too, I already had been standing there with my cock at full, Viagra erection in front of her best friend, anyway.
Besides myself with horniness, I couldn't believe it when Maureen completely unbuttoned Colleen's blouse. Now, Colleen is almost as hot as Maureen. She is a good looking woman with a rack a cup size smaller than Maureen's huge breasts. When Maureen unbuttoned Colleen's blouse, she flayed it open. Her big, brassiere, and her long, sexy line of cleavage, were fully exposed before my horny eyes.
'I don't believe this,' I thought while staring at Colleen's bra clad breasts in the way that she stared at my erect, naked cock. 'I can't believe Maureen is undressing her in front of me while I'm watching.'
There before me was Colleen's big, white, low-cut, lacy bra. In the way that most women wear padded bras no matter how big their breasts are, her bra wasn't padded. Her bra was a sheer as her nipples were big. I could clearly see her erect nipples through the sheer, lace fabric of her sexy bra. Obviously, seeing her nipples through her bra, where Maureen's nipples were pink, Colleen's nipples were brown. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing her in her bra, I could see her erect nipples, too.
Her big tits were a definite D cup as Maureen's was a definite, double D cup. In the way that Maureen had great cleavage, Colleen had great cleavage, too. A big disappointed, I only wished I could have gotten a look at her naked tits in the way that Colleen had already seen my naked cock. Then, sexually shocking me, I watched Maureen slowly and carefully remove Colleen's bra.
'What? I don't believe this,' I thought. 'Maureen, the love of my life is about to expose her best friend's naked breasts to me. I can't believe that I'm about to see Colleen's naked tits.'
Waiting for Maureen or Colleen to ask me to leave the room, they surprised me when they didn't. My new girlfriend continued removing her best friend's brassiere. As if I was sexually fantasizing this, I couldn't believe my eyes.
# # #
While Colleen continued staring at me, I watched Maureen lower Colleen's bra straps, first one and then the other. Then, so as not to hurt her, she carefully reached around behind her to unhook her bra. As stunned as much as I was staring, I couldn't believe that I was about to see Colleen's naked breasts.
Then, as if she was a magician doing a magic trick, Maureen removed one bra cup before removing the other bra cup. She removed Colleen's big, white brassiere. Colleen was topless. There before me was her big, naked breasts, and erect, brown nipples. Then, Maureen shocked me as much as she sexually surprised me by what she said next.
"Mark, look at her breasts. She's bruised all over," she said looking from Colleen's naked breasts to look up at me.
'What? Huh? Is she kidding me? Maureen asked me to look at Colleen's naked breasts,' I thought. 'I'm dreaming. This isn't happening but it was.'
Obediently obeying Maureen, I stepped closer to the bed while staring at Colleen's naked tits and while pretending to examine her bruises. The closer that I stood to her, the larger my eyes swelled to encompass her big boobs. I just wanted to lower myself down to Colleen and nuzzle my nose in her cleavage while touching, feeling, and fondling her big tits.
Again, with me a sucker for women's cleavage, in the way that Maureen had beautiful cleavage, Colleen had beautiful cleavage, too. She had the kind of cleavage that women would kill to have or pay thousands of dollars to get. Then, with baited breath, I watched Maureen unbutton and unzip Colleen's jeans. So as not to hurt her, she slowly and carefully pulled down her tight jeans to expose her sheer, white, bikini panties.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I going to faint, when I saw the top portion of Colleen's white panties. If it's not enough that I'm standing naked in front of Colleen, I'm seeing Maureen's best friend's naked breasts. Now, I'm seeing her white, bikini panties, too.
My life can't get any better than having my hot girlfriend strip her hot girlfriend down to her bra before stripping her topless, and before stripping her to just her panties. I could have sold tickets to this striptease party. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough seeing one sexy and shapely, beautiful woman, naked, I was about to see another beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman naked.
I was treated to a show of Colleen's sheer, white bikini panties. Then, I couldn't believe it, when Colleen's panties slowly lowered with her pants to expose the top of her trimmed patch of dark, brown, pubic hair to me. When I saw the top of Colleen's pubic hair, I wanted to dive in bed and lick her pussy, before burying my cock in her. This slow striptease show was making me so freaking horny.
"Mark, don't just stand there, help me remove her jeans," said Maureen. "I can't do it. They're too tight."
Am I dreaming? My hot girlfriend wanted me to help remove her hot best friend's tight jeans. She wanted me to help undress Colleen. She wanted my help in stripping her naked.
"Okay," I said, while still staring.
Okay, no problem, Maureen. I'll just grab her jeans by the bottom of her legs and pull. Oops, her panties are coming off with her jeans. Darn. Sorry, Colleen, I wanted to say. I won't look...too much. I couldn't believe her panties slid down with her jeans. If it wasn't enough that I had seen Colleen's naked breasts, now I was seeing her naked pussy and the side of her naked ass, too.
I not only stared at her naked breasts but now I stared at her trimmed, brown pubic hair. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. I stared at Colleen naked in the way that she had been staring at me naked.
# # #
My mind was filled with dirty thoughts. I was so glad that none of what I was thinking slipped out of my jaw dropped mouth. I continued removing Colleen's pants without bothering to pull up her panties and Colleen didn't reach down to make any attempt to cover her nakedness nor did Maureen. Giving me another sexy smile and another naughty look, Colleen stared at me staring her.
'Are you kidding me,' I thought?
If this was not so erotically hot, it would have been bizarre. My cock continually went from a semi-erection back to a stiff erection over and again. In the way that I stared from Maureen's naked body, I continued to stare at Colleen's naked body, too.
"Look Mark, her legs are all bruised, too," said Maureen pointing at Colleen's bruised legs, while inviting me to look closer again.
While looking closer at the bruises on her legs, I had a hard time looking away from Colleen's pussy slit. Yet, along with staring at her naked pussy, I looked at her shapely but bruised legs. As I leaned closer to inspect her bruised thighs, I was close enough to her pussy to inhale a sweet whiff of Colleen's sweet scent.
I put my hand on Colleen's thighs turning them and spreading her legs a little, as if I was a doctor conducting a thorough, physical, medical examination. In the way that her hand brushed by my naked prick before she took me in her hand, I allowed my knuckles to gently brush her pubic hair. I repaid her the sexual teasing favor, when her hand gently but seductively brushed by my naked cock, as I carried her in the bedroom and put her down on the bed.
If nothing else, Colleen, like Maureen, had nice legs and, just as I already had with Maureen, I imagined myself parked between Colleen's legs, while fingering pussy and licking her cunt. Both women were very athletic. With them having participated in dance classes, gymnastics, ice skating, and track and field events, all through their lives together, as childhood friends, they both had sexy and shapely bodies.
I continued staring at Colleen lying in the middle of my bed naked. She had a great body. Only, she wasn't as pretty as Maureen. Still, I'd never kick her out of bed for eating crackers, that's for sure. She was no dog by any stretch of the imagination. Only, when seeing them side by side with Maureen, she paled in comparison. On a scale of 10, Maureen was a ten and Colleen was an eight.
# # #
Had she been alone on the bed, there'd be no issue with her not being as pretty as Maureen. Maureen was so pretty that she made everyone else look bad. If I were to see Colleen out and about without Maureen's shining star stealing the spotlight of attention from her, any man would definitely hit on Colleen. Yet, after having taken a Viagra, drinking champagne, and with my girlfriend's best friend topless with her panties down around her thighs, I couldn't stop staring. While I'm standing there naked with a Viagra induced erection, Colleen looked damn good to me.
"Colleen, Honey, turn on your stomach, so we can see your back," said Maureen.
If seeing Colleen's naked breasts and her naked pussy wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that Maureen was about to show me Colleen's shapely, naked ass, too. Colleen turned and Maureen pulled down and removed her panties. Maureen had stripped her best friend naked. Colleen was naked. I couldn't believe that Maureen had stripped her best friend naked in front of me.
'What the fuck? Are you kidding me? I don't believe this,' I thought. "We're all naked. God, I love being naked in front of two, 25-year-old, naked women."
I was in shock. I was seeing a woman that I had just met and didn't know naked. Colleen was naked. Unable to wrap my head around all of what happened so quickly, I couldn't believe that Maureen had stripped her best friend naked in front of me.
Suddenly, my cock went from semi-hard to rock hard, as I stared at Colleen's round, firm ass. Damn, she had a nice ass, as nice of an ass as Maureen's beautiful ass. I so wanted to slap that ass, fondle her ass, caress her ass, squeeze her ass, kiss her ass, and fuck her ass. I wanted to lick her ass. Her ass was smoking hot. I'd give anything to tap her ass.
If it wasn't enough that I was naked in front of Colleen. If it wasn't enough that Maureen was naked and had stripped Colleen naked, too. I couldn't believe what Maureen asked me to do next.
# # #
"Mark, do you have a digital camera," asked Maureen? "We should take some photos of her bruises for the police."
'What? C'mon. Is she serious? No way,' I thought. 'She wanted me to take photos of Colleen naked.'
I couldn't believe it. She wanted me to actually take nude photos of Colleen. I ran upstairs to get my camera.
'Okay, am I on Candid Camera? Where's the camera,' I thought? 'Is this a joke? Are we making a porn film?'
Thinking that my life couldn't get any better but, yet, it just did.
'Yeah, prop Colleen up on her knees and bend her over, so that I can get the whole, hole shot of her naked pussy, too,' I thought. 'The police are going to love these candid, naked photos of Colleen.'
I couldn't believe that Maureen wanted me to take nude photos of Colleen. By the time I returned with the camera, Colleen's was lying on my bed naked, totally naked. My eyeballs nearly fell out of my head. My naked prick was as hard as it's ever been.
When I saw Colleen's huge melons and her brown, trimmed pussy. As soon as I saw her tits, with them standing in place and not flopping to the side, even though Colleen was on her back, I knew they weren't real, but surgically enhanced perfect globes of erotic, sexual delight. Even though she clearly had implants, she had beautiful and shapely breasts nonetheless.
To Maureen's emergency medical credit, Colleen did have bruises on her breasts, as well. Her bruised breasts required me to photograph her naked tits, too. Before applying ice packs to reduce the swelling, Maureen helped Colleen move from side-to-side while I snapped candid photos of her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy. She had bruises all over her naked body.
While photographing Colleen naked, I also photographed Maureen naked, too. I snapped photos of her double, D cup, naked breasts. I snapped photos of her red, trimmed pussy. I snapped photos of her shapely, naked ass, too.
# # #
Maureen made a face.
"Mark, why are you photographing me naked," asked Maureen?
I laughed.
"Contrast," I said. "I wanted to show the police your perfect body against Colleen's bruised body."
She made another face.
"I don't want you showing my naked photos to the police, Mark," said Maureen while making another face.
With her not protesting that I had taken photos of her naked, seemingly Colleen didn't care that I had taken photos of her naked. Moreover, she seemingly didn't care if I showed her naked photos to the police. In the way that Maureen was my kind of women, Colleen was my kind of women, too.
# # #
Colleen explained what happened in detail.
"He beat me with a bamboo stick, everywhere" said Colleen. "He continued beating me util I told him where to find you. He just kept hitting me, hitting me, and hitting me. It took all that I had to block my face. I didn't want him to hit me in the face."
As if I was a Playboy photographer snapping photos of Sofia Vergara, I continued snapping photos. I snapped dozens of photos of Colleen's naked body while making sure that I got some good close-ups of her knockers with her face in the photos. Being that I'm not a forensic scientist or a mortician, I don't like seeing nude photos of just body parts without seeing the woman's face, too. Seeing her face with her nakedness makes the photo so much more appealing to me on more of a personal level.
I'll definitely be uploading the naked photos of Maureen and Colleen on my computer. If Maureen ever decided to leave me, I'd still have her and her best friend's naked photos to masturbate over. Now, when I look back on these photos years from now, instead of thinking, there's a photo of a naked, headless woman, I'll be thinking, there's a photo of Maureen and of Colleen naked.
Stunned to see Colleen naked, her nipples were huge. I made sure that I took a few extra shots of her tits for my personal, photographic, library collection in case the relationship that I was enjoying now with Maureen didn't work out. Suddenly, should I ever find myself alone and horny, at least I'd have naked photos of these two beautiful woman.
Between seeing Maureen naked and having sex with her, then, seeing Colleen naked and her seeing me naked, just when I thought the sexual excitement for one evening was over, it wasn't. I couldn't believe what Colleen asked Maureen next. Just when I thought that this was all the sexual excitement that I could take, Colleen managed to pump more blood to my cock.
"May I stay here with you guys for the night? I'm afraid to go home," she said making big, sad eyes at Maureen, before staring down at my Viagra drugged cock.
Maureen looked up at me.
"Sure," I said. "I have a guest bedroom that you're welcome to use."
Colleen shook her head no.
"If you don't mind," she said with a pause.
She looked from me to look at Maureen.
"I don't want to be alone. I'm afraid to be alone. Please, may I sleep with you? This king-sized bed will fit the three of us," said Colleen
Maureen gave me a shrug and I gave her a nod.
"Sure," said Maureen. "You may sleep with us."
To be continued...
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Mark has threesome sex with Maureen and Colleen.
Continued from Chapter 07: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
"May I stay here with you guys for the night? I'm afraid to go home," said Colleen making big, sad eyes at Maureen, before staring down at my Viagra drugged cock.
What? Can you stay here with us? Fuck yeah! My brain was reeling with thoughts and possibilities of Colleen staying here with us naked, but I tried not to show my enthusiastic excitement. I feared that Maureen would say no and/or order me to put on some clothes, and/or order me to leave the room.
Only, my cock couldn't control its dirty desire for Colleen. With the possibility of Colleen being our naked bedroom guest, my true feelings of wanting to fuck her were divulged by my cock growing hard again. Even though Maureen was my one, true love, I've never wanted to have sex with Colleen as much as I wanted to have sex with her best friend.
"Yes," said Maureen looking to me for permission.
Trying to act casually cool about Colleen staying over at my place, especially if she remained in my bed naked, I nodded my head yes.
"Of course, you can stay here with us," said Maureen smiling and winking at me, before turning back to comfort her friend.
"I'll go makeup the guest bedroom," I said turning to leave the room.
"Wait," Colleen said patting the bed.
She looked up at me with her big, brown, beautiful eyes, before focusing her attention to Maureen.
"I don't want to be alone tonight," said Colleen looking from me to look at Maureen. "May I sleep here with you guys?"
'What? Colleen wanted to sleep in my bed? Are you kidding me? Am I that drunk that I thought that I just heard Colleen ask Maureen if she can sleep with us in my king-size bed while she's naked?'
I looked from Maureen to look at Colleen before looking back at Maureen.
'This just continues to get better,' I thought. 'Am I dreaming? Is this a joke? Is this Candid Camera? Where's the hidden video camera?'
I imagined all three of us squeezed together with me positioned in the middle of the bed, while my cock served as the bed's barometer for the possibility of sex. With my erect cock pressed against her naked ass, I imagined rolling over in the middle of the night and spooning Colleen. I imagined reached my arm around to feel her naked breast and finger her erect nipple while fucking her in her ass.
'Oh, sorry, Colleen,' I imagined saying. 'I didn't mean to fuck you up the ass during the night. Please pardon my intrusion. I thought that I was having a dream. Go back to sleep, please. I'll be done in just a minute.'
Life is good. Life is very good, when there's not one, but two naked 25-year-old women in bed with me. I never thought that something like this would ever happen to me.
"Sure, baby, no problem," said Maureen wrapping an arm around her and kissing her on the lips.
'Wow, that was hot,' I thought. 'Maureen kissed Colleen on the lips. I'd love to see more of that, but I never met two more heterosexual woman. Just a never to happen sexual fantasy of mine, they'd never make love to one another, that's for sure.'
"You can stay with us for however long as you like. Isn't that right Mark?"
Maureen looked up at me, while staring at me and smiling. Colleen, on the other hand looked down at me, while staring at my cock.
"Yes, of course. You're welcome to stay with us for as long as you want, Colleen," I said with a devious smile. "I have plenty of room."
'What the Hell, maybe the three of us can live together,' I thought. 'I have a big bed and plenty of Viagra. Both of you can share...me.'
# # #
It was late and we were all tired. If I was still feeling the effects of the champagne, I'm sure that Maureen was, too. Still, even though we were all tired, the three of us hung out in bed naked together, while talking and laughing. Only, every time Colleen laughed, she hurt. I gave Colleen a few glasses of Champagne to relax her and soon she was feeling the effects of the alcohol, too.
Oddly enough, Maureen snuggled with Colleen while I was on the other side of the bed next to her. I figured that any moment, I'd be banished to the guest bedroom, while Maureen and Colleen shared my bed, but I wasn't. Wishing that I could sleep with the light on, so that I could ogle Colleen's hot naked body all night, Maureen turned off the light.
'Damn,' I thought.
Then, just when I thought that it couldn't get any better, it got better.
"Please, can we leave the light on? I don't want to be in the dark," said Colleen holding and hugging Maureen. "I'm still so very afraid."
Maureen turned on the overhead light.
"Sure Baby," said Maureen.
She hugged her friend and comforted her by holding her. It was hot to see two, naked woman hugging and holding one another. I don't know, maybe it's just me, but there's something so very erotic about two, naked women pressing their big, naked tits together, while hugging.
# # #
Now, with the light on, I had an entire night of ogling Colleen's hot body, as I pretended to sleep, albeit with my eyes wide open. Being that there's no way that I can sleep in a room with the light on, I had no intention of sleeping anyway. Come to think of it, there's no way that I can sleep with two, hot, naked women in bed with me with the light on or off.
Seriously, I tried closing my eyes, and covering them with my forearm, but I felt as if I was being interrogated by the police at their headquarters. Finally, I felt the exhaustion and the alcohol overtake my will to stare at Colleen's massive breasts, her brown, trimmed pussy, and her naked ass. I don't know when I fell asleep but I did.
Alone and drifting, feeling a bit like Hemingway's Santiago, in the Old Man and the Sea, when looking to hook the big fish. I felt as if I was floating on a raft far out to sea with the hot sun beating down on me. The water gently swayed me back and forth and then, as if there was a storm brewing, the water bounced me up and down.
Only, I was dreaming being afloat on the water. Then, I remembered that Colleen was naked and in bed with me. I opened my eyes to see, if she was still here, and to see if it all wasn't just a dream and a sexual fantasy.
As soon as I opened my eyes, I realized that I wasn't on a raft floating on the ocean with the sun overhead. Yet, all of this wasn't a dream. Colleen was still here. She was in bed with me and Maureen and we were all still naked. I was in a bed that was shaking with the light still on overhead.
I looked at my watch and I had only been asleep for half an hour. When I turned my head, I saw Maureen positioned between Colleen's legs going at her pussy licking her, fingering her, and eating her, while Colleen looked as if she was about to have a sexual orgasm. As if I was having a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Maureen was giving her best friend oral sex.
# # #
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'Are you kidding me? My first time seeing two women having lesbian sex, Maureen looked like she was sexually excited, too, while eating Colleen's pussy. She continued licking her and masturbating her while reaching up to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Better than any XXX rated porn video, this is so wild. Never in a million years did I suspect that Maureen and Colleen were bi-sexual.'
Not wanting them to suddenly stop, I pretended to still be asleep. Yet, I closed my eyes enough so that they'd think that I was still sleeping. Then, I slitted them open them just enough so that I could see. I didn't want to miss this lesbian show for the world.
'Where's my camera,' I thought? 'I wanted to capture this moment and save it to my hard drive to view later, after Maureen dumped me for a younger man, someone more her age.'
Maureen continued licking Colleen and ramming her finger up her pussy, while Colleen arched her back and stiffened her legs. Obviously, she was cumming. Instead, of screaming, she put her hand over her mouth.
Yet, neither one was trying to be quiet. It was almost as if they were trying their best to awaken me, so that I wouldn't miss the show. Maybe, they were trying to wake me so that I would join in to have threesome sex.
'Nah,' I thought.
They were doing fine without my help. Nonetheless, watching Colleen having an orgasm with her hand over her mouth, I so wanted to reach over, remove her hand from her mouth, and stick my cock in her mouth while she was cumming. I hoped that they didn't notice my erection, a dead giveaway that I was awake. Yet, guys always get erections, when they're sleeping.
# # #
Maureen moved up from Colleen's pussy and the two began kissing, French kissing. Making out like two lovers, they were going at one another, as if they were lesbians serving a life sentence in prison for taking advantage of a mature 50-year-old man. Just as it was so outrageous to see two women sexually going after one another, it was so hot to see the woman, who I love, lick, finger, eat, and French kiss her best friend.
I wish I had the balls to roll over to Colleen and stick my big, hard cock between her legs and do her doggy style, as she made out with my girlfriend. After watching Colleen suppress her scream, I wanted to make her scream. Just as Maureen had just done, I wanted to make her cum.
While continuing to watch them make love, I was jealous. Nevertheless, I took note of their kissing. They kissed differently than how guys kiss women. They were more loving with their kissing and touching without all the desperate groping and feeble touching.
It was hot to watch them kiss, while feeling one another's tits, finger one another's nipples, and watching them lovingly touch their hair and their face. Guys would just grab their asses and tits, while humping their crotches. It made me realize the animals that men are and the lovers that women are. After watching this loving display of affection, I realized that I needed to be more like a woman than a man in my sexual movements. I needed to be more loving.
Then, if it wasn't enough watching Maureen lick, finger, and make out with Colleen, it was Colleen's turn to go down on Maureen. I saw Maureen look over at me and, when she saw that I was still asleep or, in my case, pretending to be asleep, she closed her eyes. I watched her put her hands gently to the back of Colleen's head, while lightly running her fingers through her hair.
Again, totally shocked, never in a million years would I ever think that Maureen and Colleen were lesbian or bi-sexual lovers. As if she was giving Colleen a hair massage, she lovingly played with Colleen's lush, dark, brown hair, as Colleen started licking and fingering Maureen's pussy. In the way that Maureen had masturbated Colleen, she masturbated Maureen. In the way that she ate Colleen's pussy, she ate Maureen's pussy.
Obviously, this was not the first time that these two had done this. They looked too experienced. They seemed too comfortable going down on one another. They looked like lovers.
# # #
Maureen was really getting into having her pussy licked and finger fucked by Colleen. She was turning her head from side to side, while moving her tongue around her lips. I couldn't wait to fill her mouth with my big prick.
It was so hot to see my girlfriend and her best friend having sex. It was so hot to watch my girlfriend have her pussy sucked, licked, and fingered by another woman. Never have I experienced watching two women doing one another. Never have I been as turned on watching two, hot females having sex.
The fact that I was intimate with one of the woman and knew the other woman, made it all that more sexually excitingly. This was way better than any porn movie that I've ever watched. This was my personal porn movie, right here, right now, in my bedroom, and on my bed.
Then, just when I thought that the evening was finally over, just when I thought that Maureen and Colleen would finally fall asleep, what happened next was too good to be true. Even though this was the sexual event of my life, even though this was what men fantasize about, a little too drunk and much too tired, I couldn't stay awake. I knew, as soon as I closed my eyes, I'd be asleep within seconds and this wonderful day would finally end. It had been a long day, it was so late, and I was so tired.
Sexually sated after having hot sex with Maureen, I was still a feeling a little drunk. I couldn't believe that I had watched Maureen strip Colleen naked. I couldn't believe that a woman I didn't know and had just met had not only seen my naked, erect cock but also, she stared at my naked, erect cock. Just as I couldn't believe that I had not only seen Colleen naked but also photographed her naked, I couldn't believe that she was in bed with me while naked.
'If I die now, it would be okay,' I thought.
Had I not taken the Viagra, I couldn't have gotten it up, especially after consuming so much champagne. I closed my eyes thinking about Maureen licking Colleen's pussy and about Colleen licking Maureen's pussy. That was the hottest sex show I've ever witnessed. I closed my eyes with the vision of the two women making out. I closed my eyes, happy that I was here with the both of them naked and in bed with me.
What a day? What a fabulous night. I'm so happy. This is the best time of my life. Yawning, I stretched, curled up, and closed my eyes for the night. I couldn't wait for tomorrow.
# # #
As soon as I closed my eyes, I started dreaming. I dreamt that Maureen was kissing me, French kissing me, while Colleen was sucking my cock. What a dream? What a fabulous dream? If what I had just witnessed was not hot enough, now, I was having an even hotter dream. I just hoped that all of my dreams would come true.
My cock hardened with the thought of it in Colleen's mouth. Boy this is some dream. I felt my cock throb and pulsate at the thoughts of Maureen watching her best friend blow me. I felt my cock grow harder with the warm, wet feel of Colleen's tongue swirling around the head of my big prick, as she stroked me with her soft, warm hand.
Believe it or not, but my dream was way hotter than watching the two women having sex with one another. My dream felt so real. I was having an incredible dream. I was having the best dream of my life. Nonetheless, I felt guilty for sexually lusting over Colleen when I needed to be faithful to Maureen. Only, just a dream, I needn't feel guilty for Colleen blowing me.
Only, when I forced myself to open my eyes, there was my sweet baby doll Maureen kissing me. Man, she's such a good kisser. I loved it when she kisses me. I loved kissing her. I loved that she woke me up by kissing me.
Only, while kissing Maureen, I couldn't help but feel that incredible sensation that I feel when getting a dynamite blowjob. Not fully awake, I was still half asleep. Was I still dreaming? How could Maureen kiss me, while blowing me at the same time?
The alcohol left me in a relaxing daze and I wiped away the sleep from my eyes. When I looked down, there was Colleen attached to my cock sucking away with her head bobbing up and down, and back and forth. She was sucking my cock, really sucking my cock, while making all of those cock sucking sounds, noises that I love hearing.
As if my cock was her last meal, Colleen devoured my prick while taking it deep in her mouth. She only removed my dick to lick my balls. Maureen's hot girlfriend was licking my balls. I couldn't believe that she was blowing me.
Boy did that feel wonderful when she licked my balls. She was really into sucking my cock. Between the sweet French kisses of Maureen and the cock sucking skills of Colleen, I was in Heaven.
Never have I had sex with two women and to have sex with two, twenty-five-year-old women was my sexual fantasy come true. I couldn't believe that Maureen not only allowed Colleen to blow me but also, she watched her sucking my cock. Guilt free, I didn't solicit Colleen for sex. I awakened with her blowing me.
# # #
I watched Colleen sucking my cock for a while, before pulling her up to me. Maureen scooted her body down to where Colleen had left off. She took Colleen's place, inserted my prick in her mouth, and started sucking my cock. Now, it was Maureen's turn to suck my cock, while Colleen and I made out and, as I got better acquainted with her perfect tits.
Colleen attached herself to my lips in the way she had attached herself to my cock. She continued French kissing me, while I fondled her huge melons and fingered her big, erect nipples. She was a wonderful kisser with full lips like Maureen's and she knew how to use her tongue.
I couldn't wait to make slow, sweet love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. I couldn't wait to eat Maureen's pussy, while I fucked Colleen.
This, my first threesome, and I wanted to experience it all. Suddenly, wide awake, I was no longer sleepy. I was alive with the lust of hot sex with two, young, hot, naked woman. I felt as if I was a player.
Maureen stopped blowing me to see what I was going to do. I scooted down to the bottom of the bed pulling Colleen down with me. With my cock positioned between Colleen's opened legs, I directed Maureen and had her move her body above Colleen's head with her legs spread wide open and her pussy within the reach of my mouth and tongue. I ate Maureen's pussy, while I fucked Colleen.
I loved eating Maureen. I loved her sweet pussy. I loved feeling her wetness all over my face and up my nose, as I licked her and fingered her, while watching have her sexual orgasm.
There's nothing like the feeling of eating the pussy of a beautiful woman that you love, while fucking another beautiful woman. I haven't had this much sex, since I was 25-years-old. Suddenly, at 50-years-old, I felt like a super stud.
'Who's the man,' I thought? 'I'm the man.'
# # #
Oh, my God, the feeling of doing two women at once is amazing. No matter what I did, if one was blowing me, while the other was kissing me, or if I was fucking one, while eating the other, the feeling was completely depraved and so sexually satisfying. Sexually depraved, having sex with two, hot women encompassed all of my senses at once and completely filled my brain with sex.
Never have I experienced anything like this before. Matter of fact, after having had two women at once, I don't know how I can go back to just doing one woman. If only I could, somehow, convince Colleen to stay with us a little longer, if only I could, somehow, convince Maureen to accept this type of sexual arrangement more permanently, I'd die a happy man.
Only, I figured that having sex with two women would eventually kill me. I mean, how much Viagra can I safely take before my penis just falls off or explodes? Surely, there must be a warning label for that. Danger, taking too much Viagra will make your penis fall off and/or explode.
'What happened to Mark,' I imagined my friend Bob asking my friend, Mike?
'Oh, he died,' I imagined Mike saying.
'Died? Seriously? Are you kidding me? He was so young, only fifty,' I imagined Bob saying. 'How did he die?'
'He was living with two, hot, beautiful, and sexually depraved, 25-year-old women and having threesome sex, morning, noon, and night,' I imagined Mike saying.
# # #
'Wow, what a guy?' I imagined Bob looking at Mike with a sad smile. 'So, he had of a heart attack? Was that how he died?'
'Nah,' I imagined Mike saying. 'He had taken too much Viagra, and his penis exploded, before falling off. He had a major hemorrhage, but he died with a permanent smile on his face. You should have seen him at the wake, he looked so happy,' I imagined Mike saying.
'Wow,' I imagined Bob saying.
'With a big assed smile on his face, his eyes were wide open, and his arms were outstretched with his hands up, as if he was feeling tits. There was no way the mortician could get his arms down without breaking them, so he cut two holes in the coffin,' I imagined Mike saying.



'Wow! That's how I want to die,' I imagined Bob saying. 'That's exactly how I want to die."
'Yeah, me too,' I imagined Mike saying.
'Way to go, Mark,' I imagined Bob saying.
'Way to go, Mark,' I imagined Mike saying.
# # #
Although Colleen didn't have the desire for conversation and dirty talk, like did Maureen, she took an active participating roll, when having sex. Quite the dirty girl, she had sex, as if she was a guy on testosterone steroids. She was a real screamer and she didn't just move her body with my humps, she slammed her body into my cock.
She was proactive. She fucked like a guy, a guy who had been away at sea for too long. She wanted to fuck and to get fucked. Never have I been with a woman who fucked like that.
"Fuck me, Mark! Fuck me!" She yelled over and again, as I fucked her. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
There was no making love to Colleen. Love wasn't part of her sexual equation. Having sex with Colleen was more of a fuck fest than it was a love affair.
If I was married to Colleen, I'd need hip replacement surgery. Fucking Colleen was like playing a contact sport, a heated tennis game, or a wrestling match. In the way she used the entire bed, when fucking, was like rolling around on the canvas mat of a wrestling ring.
It was difficult to do or think of anything else other than fucking, when fucking Colleen. I was glad, when Maureen took a break to go pee. Now, instead of being distracted by eating Maureen's pussy, while fucking Colleen, I could concentrate on slamming my cock into Colleen to get her off, so that I could get some much needed sleep.
She finally had a sexual orgasm from me fucking her, thank God. I never thought she would.
'Who's the man,' I thought? 'Who's the man?'
She exploded hard and screamed at the top of her lungs. To lessen the pressure, I had to open my mouth and cover my ears, so that my eardrums didn't explode. Maureen returned from the bathroom, laughing.
# # #
"Jesus, Colleen, it's a good thing we live at the end of the cul-de-sac and not near a cemetery because you'd wake the dead."
Colleen laughed.
"Oh, Maureen, Mark fucked me like I've never been fucked before."
'...And never will, again, I wanted to say. I was lucky that I was so sexually excited this time, the first time, but there was no way that I could continue this level of fucking or even repeat this marathon humping session,' I thought.
I was a literal fuck machine. I outdid myself. It had to be the champagne. I think the Champagne bubbles carried the Viagra straight to my cock in the way that rocket fuel goes to the space shuttle.
Maureen looked at me lying next to Colleen. She had a glistening look to her eye, as she viewed my naked body.
"And you, you're my Superman, my superhuman man. You're such a horny guy," she said staring down at my erect prick. "I can't believe you still have an erection."
'What? I do,' I thought while looking down at myself? 'I still have an erection? Cut it off, I wanted to say. Please, no more. Kill me, now.'
Suddenly, I remembered the warning on the Viagra bottle, 'Seek medical attention if your erection last more than four hours.' What time is it? What time did I start fucking? What time did I take the Viagra? I don't remember anything except pussy and tits, fucking, and blowjobs.
Maureen dived from where she was standing and impaled her mouth on my cock. Good God, she's blowing me, again. With them both very talented cocksuckers, if I thought that Colleen gave me a great blowjob, Maureen gave me an even better blowjob.
"I love your cock, Mark," she said in-between her kisses, sucking, and licks.
She held on to my shoulders as she raised herself up along my body. She started kissing me with deep, wet, French kisses that instantly made me desire her. Then, reaching down, she inserted my cock in her warm and wet pussy.
"Fuck me, Mark, in the way you did, Colleen. I want to feel your lust for my cunt. I want to cum, too, again. Fuck me, my superhuman Superman," said Maureen launching herself into the pillow talk.
# # #
Oh, God, there's all that dirty pillow talk again. If you want to get me going, just talk dirty to me and Maureen, as if she was in charge of launch control, knew all the right buttons to push in the right sequence. I rolled her over and started banging her, really pounding her pussy, in the way that I just had fucked Colleen.
I was a machine, a sex machine, a fucking, fuck machine that blew a circuit and couldn't be turned off to stop humping. Maybe, because Colleen had been a screamer, now Maureen was getting more vocal, too. I leaned down to kiss her and before I parted from her lips with my tongue, I whispered in her ear.
"Scream for me, baby. I want to hear you cum," I said whispering what I wanted her to do in her ear.
Louder and louder her pleasure filled the room, until she let out a scream of passion that surely would have awakened the dead had we lived near a cemetery.
With the three of us still naked and not even a sheet to cover our modesty, there we lay with Colleen on one side of me and Maureen on the other side of me.
To be continued...
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Three is not a crowd but a threesome.
Continued from Chapter 08: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
"Jesus, Colleen, it's a good thing we live at the end of the cul-de-sac and not near a cemetery because you'd wake the dead," laughed Maureen.
Colleen laughed.
"Oh, Maureen, Mark fucked me like I've never been fucked before."
'...And never will, again, I wanted to say. I was lucky that I was so sexually excited this time, the first time, but there was no way that I could repeat that sexual performance and/or continue this level of fucking. There was just no way that I could duplicate this marathon humping session,' I thought. 'I'm too old.'
Between watching Maureen strip Colleen naked, and with Colleen giving me sexy looks and naughty smiles, she had pushed all of my sexual buttons. She had turned me into a literal fuck machine. Wanting to sexually impress her so that she'd want to have sex with me again, I went overboard. I outdid myself.
It had to be the champagne. Or, maybe, it was the Viagra. Between the Viagra and the champagne, seemingly, that made for quite the sexual combination. Perhaps, the Champagne bubbles carried the Viagra straight to my cock in the way that rocket fuel goes to the space shuttle.
Maureen looked at me lying next to Colleen. She had a glistening look to her eye, as she viewed my naked body. I didn't have to be psychic to know that she wanted me to fuck her in the way that I had just fucked Colleen.
'God, help me,' I thought. 'Well, if I die, at least I'll die with a smile on my face.'
"And you, you're my Superman, my superhuman man. You're such a horny guy," she said staring down at my erect prick. "I can't believe you still have an erection."
'What? I do,' I thought while looking down at myself? 'I still have an erection? Cut it off,' I wanted to say. 'Please, no more. Kill me, now.'
Suddenly, I remembered the warning on the Viagra bottle, 'Seek medical attention if your erection last more than four hours. What time is it? What time did I start fucking? What time did I take the Viagra?'
I don't remember anything except for pussy and tits, fucking, and blowjobs.
Maureen dived from where she was standing and impaled her mouth on my cock. Good God, she's blowing me, again. This woman is insatiable. She loves sucking cock.
With them both very, talented cocksuckers, if I thought that Colleen gave me a great blowjob, Maureen gave me an even better blowjob. It's great when having two naked woman competing for my sexual favor. It's great having two, women willing to suck my prick and allow me to cum in their mouths.
"I love your cock, Mark," said Maureen in-between her kisses, sucking, and licks.
She held on to my shoulders as she raised herself up along my body. She started kissing me with deep, wet, French kisses that instantly made me desire her. Then, reaching down, she inserted my cock in her warm and wet pussy.
"Fuck me, Mark, in the way you did, Colleen," she said whispering in my ear. "I want to feel your lust for my cunt. I want to cum, too, again. Fuck me, my superhuman Superman," said Maureen launching herself into pillow talk.
# # #
Oh, God, there's all that dirty, pillow talk again. If you want to get me going, just talk dirty to me and Maureen, as if she was in charge of launch control, knew all the right buttons to push and in the right sequence. I rolled her over and started banging her, really pounding her pussy, in the way that I just had fucked Colleen.
I was a machine, a sex machine, a fucking, fuck machine that blew a circuit and couldn't be turned off to stop humping. Maybe, because Colleen had been a screamer, now Maureen was getting more vocal, too. Suddenly, Maureen had become a screamer, too. I leaned down to kiss her and before I parted from her lips with my tongue, I whispered in her ear.
"Scream for me, baby. I want to hear you scream your sexual passion. I want to hear you cum," I said whispering what I wanted her to do in her ear.
Louder and louder her sexual pleasure filled the room. Then, she let out a scream of passion that surely would have awakened the dead had we lived near a cemetery. Her sexual scream was blood cuddling that added even more blood to my erect cock.
With the three of us still naked, and with not even a sheet to cover our modesty, there we lay with Colleen on one side of me and Maureen on the other side of me. Life couldn't be any better than this. Who knew that a walk through a scenic, dog park would net me two, beautiful, sexy, twenty-five-year-old women? Who knew that I'd not only be having sex with Maureen but also, I'd be having threesome sex with Colleen, too.
'Wow,' I thought!
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 9:
Life together after the sexual afterglow of having threesome sex, three is not a crowd.
"Well, I'm so glad that you both had multiple orgasms. Once, when Colleen licked your pussy," I said to Maureen. "And once when Maureen licked your pussy," I said to Colleen. "Then, again, when I fucked you, Colleen, and again when I fucked you, Maureen." I put my hands over my face and pretended to sob. "Only, I haven't cum, yet."
With that, Colleen and Maureen took their positions on each side of my still, stiff cock and took turns stroking it, kissing it, licking it, and sucking it. I couldn't believe that two women were sucking my cock. I was getting a blowjob from two gorgeous, bi-sexual freaks that were half my age.
The blowjob that I was getting was just too pleasurable, too exciting, and too much for me to hold back any longer and I erupted an explosion of cum. First Colleen got a mouthful, and then Maureen licked up the remainder of my semen. I was spent. I was drained. I was dead, but God, was I happy. If I died now, I'd have no regrets.
"Any regrets, Mark, now that you are dead," I imagined Saint Peter asking me?
I imagined smiling up at him.
"No Saint Peter. I died erotically ecstatic. I died having a sexual threesome with Maureen and Colleen."
I imagined him nodding his head.
"Lucky bastard. Go ahead into Heaven. You deserve it, Mark," I imagined St. Peter saying with obvious jealousy that I got laid and he didn't.
# # #
'Then, what the fuck, no way, after watching Maureen and Colleen eating one another, they were back at it again. These women are sexually depraved,' I thought? 'This can't be. This is too much. When and where will this end?'
Colleen and Maureen started kissing, again. I was just too tired to watch but I did. I couldn't help myself from watching them making out. They touched and felt one another while French kissing. They fingered one another's pussy and fingered one another's nipples.
So sexually exciting, I was enamored with watching two, hot women French kissing one another. I couldn't look away. They are too freaking sexy not to watch them kiss and touch one another. How the Hell could I sleep, when a show like this, a once in a lifetime sexual experience, was happening next to me in my bed and before my horny eyes?
First, Colleen started sucking Maureen's gorgeous tits and then Maureen started sucking Colleen's huge jugs. Fingering and rubbing one another, they both had their hands between one another's legs, while they were kissing and masturbating one another. Then, Colleen flipped around in the 69 position and started licking Maureen's pussy, again, while Maureen licked Colleen's pussy. I couldn't believe that they were eating one another again.
'Oh, my God,' I thought.
I figured no way that they could keep this up and continue this sexual pace, but they did for another 10 minutes, when they both came, again. If only I was young again, I would have joined them in a threesome. This time, showing off her big lungs, Maureen was just as vocal was Colleen. Her screams were deafening. She even got the dogs barking.
They fell back on the bed laughing. That was it. They were finally done. We were finally done. Now, for some much needed sleep.
# # #
Somehow, I had managed to keep up with them. I did pretty well for an old man. Yet, it was the participants that maintained my erection. Who wouldn't be sexually excited when having sex with two, hot women who looked like Maureen and Colleen? Without a doubt, they are the two most beautiful and sexy woman that I've ever seen naked and had sexual intercourse with.
What man wouldn't be sexually excited being in bed with the likes of these two, naked women? Having two women who looked as good as and as hot as did Maureen and Colleen, any man would have a permanent erection, too. Until I rested and regained my strength and my energy, I hoped that Colleen would stay. I hoped she wouldn't just leave in the middle of the night. I couldn't wait to have sex with the both of them again tomorrow and every day thereafter that she stayed.
The three of us slept until noon the next day. A couple of times in the early morning once around 5 am and another time around 9 am, I awoke to pee and to ogle Colleen. She had a beautiful body and her big tits never moved. Just as Maureen's breasts did, natural tits splay out, when a woman lays on her back, but not these silicon sensations. They stood proud.
Now that Colleen was in the middle of the bed, I loved spooning her and sticking my half erect cock along the crack of her round and firm, shapely ass, while casually throwing my arm around her and feeling the weight of her big tit. I noticed that during the night, she did the same to Maureen, throwing her arm around her and feeling the weight of her big tit, too. I never imagined how wonderful it was to have threesome sex.
Sometime around 3 am, while Colleen was spooning Maureen, she masturbated her. They thought that I was asleep. They didn't know that I was watching them with one eye open.
I always thought it was only guys that were horny. Then, Maureen turned to face Colleen and the women started briefly kissing again. At some point during the night, Colleen spooned me in her sleep with her hand around my cock, until I got an erection.
By the rhythm of her breathing, with her big breasts rubbing up against my back, I could tell that she was sleeping. She was feeling my cock in her sleep. Boy that was hot. Hoping that Colleen would stay and not leave, I'd love to continue living with and sleeping with two, hot, naked women.
# # #
The women were up before me. The smell of coffee and bacon and the sound of their giggling, laughing, and talking woke me up from my deep, sound sleep. As soon as I yawned, they both came running in the bedroom naked, but for their aprons tied loosely around the front of them. I never thought that a woman could look as shapely and as sexy while wearing an apron as they did.
They launched themselves on my poor, hung-over body. A sexual fantasy come true, feeling much like Hugh Hefner must have felt in his heyday, boy it sure felt wonderful having two, hot women in bed with me, waking me up, and kissing me good morning. Missing one Angel, I suddenly felt a bit like Charlie of Charlie's Angels.
"Good morning, Mark. How did you sleep, Sweetie," asked Maureen giving me a soulful, long wet kiss?
I laughed.
"I slept like the dead," I said returning the passion of her kiss.
Colleen returned my laugh with her laugh.
"Good morning, Mark. How did you sleep, Honey," asked Colleen giving me a lusty, long, wet kiss.
I felt her big, naked breast in my horny hand while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipple.
"I slept wonderfully," I said returning the passion of her kiss.
# # #
They both looked at me with their happy and expressive eyes. Maureen stared at me with her big, beautiful, green eyes, and Colleen stared at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes. I just knew that something was up. I could just tell that they wanted to ask me something.
Pinch me because I'm dreaming. This is the happiest time of my life. If I had written this as a fictional piece, I never would have thought to write what they were about to ask me.
"Mark?"
I smiled at Maureen.
"Yes, Maureen, what is it?"
I could tell by the way she looked at me and then turned to look at Colleen before they started giggling that the two of them had cooked up more than breakfast. Something was definitely brewing along with the coffee. After experiencing all of my wildest, sexual desires last night, I couldn't imagine what was on their horny minds.
"Did we shock you with what happened last night?"
Maureen turned to Colleen and they giggled again, as if they were school girls hiding a secret crush.
"You don't think we're sluts, do you," asked Colleen with a little laugh, a sexy smile, and a naughty look?
Maureen was acting so coyly demur and Colleen acted so brazenly bold. If they were cops, this is the part where they played the good cop, bad cop. Only, if I was a prisoner arrested of an alleged crime, these two sexpots could strip search me and interrogate me any time.
Maureen was so sexy and cute, when she looked at me like she loved me, and she did, indeed, love me. As if she's a wild horse, I love how she flipped her long, red hair with the toss of her pretty head. That movement drove me crazy. When she flipped her hair like that, I imagined her tossing back her hair, before blowing me.
Whenever she did that, I wanted to push her back on the bed, the floor, or the table and fuck her. Then, the sight of Colleen sitting there topless, with her breasts so big and so shapely that the apron couldn't possibly cover more than one at a time, drove me sexually wild. I just wanted to lean into her and suck her big nipples. If it wasn't enough that I'm living with one, 25-year-old, sexy woman, I can't believe that I'm living with two, 25-year-old, sexy women.
# # #
"Shocked me?" I laughed. "No, it's hard to shock me," I said even though I was shocked that Maureen was licking Colleen's pussy, and then Colleen returned the lesbian, sexual favor by licking Maureen's pussy, too.
I gave them my best, sexually experienced look.
"I've been around," I said with a shrug. "And I certainly don't think you're sluts. Horny and depraved, maybe, but not sluts," I said laughing.
I looked from Maureen to Colleen and back to Maureen. Both were smiling at me and waiting to hear more of my response. Seemingly, they liked how I sexually reacted to them having bi-sexual sex.
"Actually, surprised is more the word. Yeah, surprised is more befitting how I felt when I saw you two kissing. Then, when I saw you eating one another's pussy, I was sexually excited," I said.
I gave them a sexy smile.
"I was not only surprised that Colleen and I sexually got together, I was even more surprised that we had a threesome," I said.
Maureen and Colleen smiled at me seemingly content that I was okay with them being bi-sexual lovers.
"Well, I never expected you and Colleen to be lovers. That was a surprise. Yet, even before that, I was surprised, when you stripped Colleen naked," I said. "That was as shocking as it was sexually exciting. I enjoyed you slowly and sexily undressing Colleen."
Colleen laughed.
"I'm glad you liked my naked body," said Colleen.
I returned Colleen's laugh with my laugh.
"Like your body would be an understatement. I love your body, Colleen," I said.
Then, I looked to Maureen.
"And I sure was happily surprised, when you woke me up kissing me," I said to Maureen. "I was surprised with you sucking my cock, Colleen," I said looking at her. "Yeah, that was a surprise, a big surprise.
I looked from Colleen to look at Maureen.
"I was surprised by how sexually proactive you both are. I was surprised by how much you both obviously enjoyed one another and enjoyed sex," I said looking from one to look at the other. "Something that I never would have suspected, I was surprised that you're both bi-sexual."
# # #
Maureen gave me a sexy smile.
"Thank you, Mark," said Maureen leaning forward to give me a kiss.
I returned her kiss with my kiss.
"Definitely," I said with a laugh. "I was surprised by the screaming, first Colleen and then you." I laughed remembering how Maureen tried to imitate Colleen with her screams of pleasure but couldn't even come close to the volume of her scream.
"By the way, don't worry about Colleen and me," said Maureen. "We both like men, an understatement," she said with a sexy laugh. "We are not lesbians or anything like that. We're just best friends who enjoy giving one another sexual pleasure," she said with a laugh.
Colleen laughed, too.
"We're best friends with benefits," said Colleen continuing to laugh. "I love cocks too much to be a lesbian. If anything, we are selectively bi-sexual, only with one another," said Colleen with a chuckle.
She looked at Maureen and then back at me.
"We've only been with one another. Neither of us has been with another woman," said Maureen.
Colleen made a face of rejection.
"I can't imagine doing another woman. It was different making love with Maureen. We love one another. We're best friends. We've been through some things together that have made us even closer."
# # #
"It's more natural when your lover is your best friend," said Maureen. "We're just good friends, who took it a step further, when we were both between guys. We were a little depressed, a lot drunk, and very horny," said Maureen. "It just kind of happened," she said with a shrug and a little laugh.
I nodded my head to show them that I understood.
"Now, there's a story that I'd love to hear more about the first time that you had sex," I said hoping that they'd tell me more.
Maureen laughed.
"Pillow talk, Mark, pillow talk," said Maureen laughing. "I'll save that for our next pillow talking session."
Colleen leaned forward in her seat.
"A lot of women experiment with lesbianism, especially when they're away at college. Away from home for the first time, they find themselves alone and horny with their hot roommate," Colleen said laughing and winking at Maureen.
Maureen looked at me to see if I understood and I did. Yet, guys would never sexually experiment with another man unless they were gay. In that regard, men are different from women.
Guys would never go to the restroom together in the way that woman routinely do. Women think nothing about undressing and dressing in front of one another. They think nothing about touching and feeling one another. They think nothing about kissing one another.
"Actually, we found it very comforting to hold and spoon one another, when sleeping in the same bed. Then, with us touching one another while kissing one another, one thing led to another thing," she said with another, little laugh.
Maureen held Colleen's hand while staring up at me.
# # #
Maureen let go of Colleen's hand to reach out to take my naked prick in her soft, warm hand.
"So," asked Maureen holding onto my cock and gently rolling it with her fingers as if she was holding onto my finger. "Did you have a good time?"
I laughed.
"Did I have a good time?"
I could tell by their expressions that they were already anticipating my answer.
"No, sorry. I didn't. Actually, I was bored to death," I said with a laugh. "You women aren't very sexually exciting," I said. "Sorry," I said while laughing.
They laughed, too.
"Bored? Bored, my ass," said Maureen while laughing. "You could have fooled us the way that you never lost your erection," she said.
Colleen laughed, too
"You were the most sexually excited that I've ever seen a man. You were ready to explode with excitement," said Colleen. "Indeed, as if you're cock was an active volcano, you exploded with cum," she said with a laugh.
I laughed, too.
"I'm kidding. I had the time of my life. Never have I had sex with two women before and never have I watched two women having sex. Last night was amazing. I can die happy now because I've experienced every man's dream, a threesome with two, hot women. You two are really something."



# # #
I almost overstepped the boundaries by saying that I hoped we could continue having a threesome. At the last second, I thought better of saying that because I didn't want to ruin what I had with Maureen. I didn't want Maureen to feel that she wasn't good enough for me or not enough for me. I didn't want her to think that I needed Colleen in my life, too.
I figured what happened last night was a fluke, a sexual miracle, and a once in a lifetime kind of thing. Admittedly, Maureen and I were a little drunk and Colleen was feeling a little beat up, literally, and figuratively. We all came together at the right time, and in the right place. As if I had won the lottery with last night's sexual fireworks, lightning never strikes twice. Right? Or does it?
I couldn't help but stare at Colleen. The apron she wore couldn't conceal her enormous boobs and they peeked out the sides every time she moved. Seeing the sides of her big tits peeking out, while watching her nipples play peek-a-boo was starting to give me an erection. Every time she moved, I could see part of her areola and nipple. Her nipples were so big and erect that I just wanted to finger them while sucking them.
'How hot is that,' I thought? 'She's so frigging sexy.'
Seeing her wearing that apron made me want to call pizza delivery and have her answer the front door dressed only in that apron. I had an erection just thinking about the look on the guy's face, when Colleen opened the front door nearly topless. I imagined the guy's look on his face, if both Colleen and Maureen opened the front door while only wearing their aprons.
'Now, that's hot,' I thought. 'She looked hot wearing just an apron, they both did.'
# # #
"Did you girls have a good time?" I winked. "Did I satisfy your every sexual urge? Did I make you want more?"
They looked at one another while giggling.
"We had a wonderful time with you, Mark. You're a generous lover. Yes, Mark, we want more," said Maureen laughing. "If you're up to it, we want to have threesome sex again."
Colleen laughed, too.
"A wild man is more like it," said Colleen making Maureen laugh with her. "Where did you get the energy?"
Maureen looked at me with love.
"Yet, I hope that you know that it's more than sex."
Maureen suddenly became serious.
"The reason why I'm so attracted to you is because you're not like the young fools my age, who only want to be with a woman to get laid or to get a blowjob. None of the guys my age are ready to commit, but you are."
Colleen nodded her head as if she understood her friend's meaning.
"Yeah, it's totally different with you," chimed in Colleen. "You're a real man, a manly man, and a man's man. You're mature, funny, wise, and stable. And, ala Archie Bunker, you don't wear white socks like my father does," she said with a laugh.
# # #
Maureen looked at me with seriousness again.
"Well," interrupted Maureen looking at Colleen and then back at me. "I wanted to know...and you don't have to answer right now, you can think about it. No pressure and no rush."
She paused while a hesitant and serious look came over her face as if she was rethinking what she was about to ask me.
"Maureen, please, you can ask me anything. I love you," I said.
Shit. I couldn't believe that I had just said that. I just told Maureen that I love her again. That was the second time that I said that. It just came out. I was just as surprised in verbalizing that as was she.
'Oh, my God. Now what,' I thought?
Even though she said that she loved me, what if she doesn't love me? What if she only said that because I said that. What if she doesn't feel the same way about me? How could I be so stupid? I just ruined our beautiful relationship. Now, she'll think me a stalker.
A startled look flashed across Maureen's face for an instant and then she blushed. She suddenly looked so sweet and vulnerable that I wanted to take her in my arms and kiss her. I knew now that I really did love her. I was glad that I had said what I had said, even if I did blurt it out instead of saying it at a romantic time, when we were alone.
There was no taking that back. It's out there now. Besides, I don't want to take it back. I love her. I really do. I love Maureen and I want her to know that I love her.
She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips again. This time, it was a tender kiss, a kiss without tongues, but a meaningful kiss. Then, she hugged me and whispered in my ear.
"I love you, too. I love you, Mark."
# # #
I held her for what seemed like an hour, but it was only a minute. Holding Maureen is my favorite thing to do. My fountain of youth, I could hold her forever. Holding her made me feel younger.
"So, speak your mind, ask me whatever it is that you want to ask me," I asked as we broke off our hug?
She looked at me and smiled, before looking at Colleen and taking her hand again, as if I was the preacher and they were a lesbian couple getting married.
"Can Colleen live with us?"
# # #
I was feeling warm savoring the thought that I just told Maureen that I loved her and that she just told me that she loved me, too. Nothing could be wrong now. I know I told her to speak her mind, but I never expected her to ask me, if Colleen could live with us.
After living alone, when my previous girlfriend left, I had adjusted to being alone and was just getting accustomed to having Maureen in my life. I was comfortable having her live in my house with her dog. Now, she asked if her bi-sexual girlfriend could move in with us, too.
'Oh, boy,' I thought.
No doubt, because I made her feel so comfortable about asking me anything and telling me everything, she just blurted out the question without thinking about it. Otherwise, she would have waited, until the right moment, when her mouth was around my cock and we were alone. I was just as surprised seeing Maureen having sex with Colleen, as I was when she asked me if Colleen can live with us. No, actually, I was still even more surprised, when Maureen stripped Colleen naked in front of me. Now, that was as shocking as it was sexually exciting.
I mean, it was something that she should have asked me privately. That was something that we needed to talk about. That was something that I needed to think about. Now, that I think about it, it really could be wonderful to have Colleen here. What am I nuts? What is to think about?
'Of course, she can live with us but only if she sleeps with us in the same bed while naked,' I thought.
Any guy would jump at the chance of having not only one, gorgeous woman, but two, gorgeous women living with them and sleeping naked in the same bed. Yet, I was concerned. I was afraid of that infamous, sexual triangle. I didn't want unforeseen complications developing that may ruin my relationship with Maureen, the love of my life.
# # #
Both of their faces dropped when I looked from Maureen to Colleen and back again to Maureen. I think they thought that I'd have jumped at the chance to continue our sexual orgy of a threesome relationship but, in the back of my mind, I was fearful of losing Maureen to her best friend. More concerned about maintaining my love relationship with Maureen than having sex with Colleen, I love Maureen and I didn't want to lose her.
Even though I looked forward to having a steady diet of threesome sex, I thought this was too early in our relationship to involve a third person. I was just getting to know Maureen and now Colleen's personality would change everything. Only, having Colleen here was a good way for me to know Maureen better.
Maybe a 25-year-old, testosterone, filled guy would have jumped at living with Maureen and Colleen, but I was fearful and cautious. I didn't want Colleen to serve as a wedge or a love interest between Maureen and me. I wanted Maureen all to myself and watching Colleen pleasure Maureen gave me a pang of jealousy because there was no way that I could compete with a woman loving another woman.
There was just no way that I could sexually satisfy Maureen in the way that Colleen could sexually satisfy her. Then again, there was no way that Colleen could sexually satisfy Maureen, a heterosexual woman, in the way that I, a horny man, could sexually satisfy her. Maureen loved my big, hard cock and Colleen didn't have a stiff prick to stick in her pussy.
# # #
"You put me on the spot," I said to Maureen taking her hands in mine. "I want what we have to work, our relationship, you, and I. I want us to be a couple."
Then, I looked at Colleen.
"Colleen, I more than like you. What happened between us last night was magical and had brought me closer to you than I could ever imagine as a friend and as a lover. Yet, I don't want what we experienced last night, as a threesome, interfering in the relationship that I have with Maureen. I love Maureen."
I looked at Maureen.
"I love you, Maureen."
Maureen leaned to me and kissed me.
"Mark, I love you, too, and I understand, only, we thought that..."
Maureen tried to explain and I interrupted her.
# # #
"Wait. Hold on. I didn't say no. I just want to set some ground rules, so that we all understand."
Colleen and Maureen held hands. They knew now by my tone and by my mannerisms that I'd allow Colleen to live with us.
"It's apparent to me that you're important to Maureen," I said making eye contact with Colleen. "And you, obviously, make Maureen happy providing her with things that I'm unable to give her."
They kissed, hugged one another, and then giggled like little college coeds excited at the thoughts of having a party.
"Yes, you can live with us and I'd love to further explore the sexuality of having a threesome again. Only, I want you, Colleen, to understand that, although I totally enjoyed last night and although I like you and would love to experience having sex with you again and again, I love Maureen. The relationship that I have with Maureen is more than the relationship that I want with you," I said.
Colleen nodded her head to let me know that she understood.
"Mark, speaking for Maureen, we completely understand. I'd never do anything to come between you and Maureen. I'll never undermine your relationship, or lessen the love that you have for her."
She looked at Maureen and then looked back to me.
"It's just sex."
Again, they laughed like college girls.
# # #
If only I was 25-years-old, maybe I would understand their carefree attitude about it just being sex, but where I'm at in my life, it's harder to separate sex from my feelings of love. Suddenly, they made me feel old. Difficult to detach my emotions of love from sex, it was more than just sex to me.
To be honest, I was beginning to fall for Colleen, too. I wondered if I could love two women at the same time. Clearly, I could see this becoming a dream arrangement or a triangular nightmare.
"Oh, my God!"
Maureen and Colleen hugged one another while bouncing up and down on the bed.
"We can all live together," said Maureen. "We can all live together."
Colleen laughed.
"This will just be like our college days," said Colleen.
'Oh, God, what did I agree to,' I thought?
"God help me," I said with a laugh while anointing myself.
I looked at the women and they laughed.
"God help me," I said again while blessing myself again.
# # #
"Don't worry, Mark," said Colleen. "We'll take care of you like you're a king."
Maureen laughed, too.
"You'll not only will have a hot meal every night, but you will always have hot sex from one or the other or both of us," said Maureen laughing.
Colleen stood up from the bed.
"C'mon, breakfast is getting cold," said Colleen.
Maureen laughed.
"Here's your apron," said Maureen tying it around my neck as I stood. "This will cover your man tool."
The both roared laughing when the apron was too short and didn't cover my erect, naked cock.
"Oops. We need a longer apron. I guess we need to tie this at your waist instead of around your neck," said Maureen laughing.
We gorged ourselves on pancakes and bacon. When we finished the last of the coffee, it was early afternoon.
# # #
"I need to shower," said Maureen.
Maureen looked at Colleen.
"Me too," echoed Colleen.
I looked from Maureen to look at Colleen.
"You know, the shower in the master bedroom is big enough to fit the three of us. I have shower heads on both sides of the shower wall with a rain shower head in the middle. I've never showered with anyone before, but have always wanted to do that," I said.
Colleen laughed.
"You haven't," asked Colleen. "Well, you are in for a treat."
With that, we all headed upstairs, removed our aprons, got in the shower, and turned on the water. Immediately, Maureen and I started fooling around touching one another and kissing. The pulsating water felt good and I felt like I was standing beneath a waterfall.
Maureen surprised me when she kneeled down in front of me on the shower floor and sucked my cock to an erection. Then, she stood against the wall and inserted my cock in her already moist pussy. We fucked like that for a few minutes, before I felt Colleen licking my ass. Colleen was on her knees behind me licking my ass. She was tossing my salad while I was fucking Maureen.
'Oh, my God! What a woman? What an incredible sexual woman,' I thought about Colleen sticking her tongue deep in my ass.
I've only had that done once before, but never when I was fucking another woman. The feeling of her tongue and finger up my ass, as I fucked Maureen was unbelievable and I shot my load within a couple of minutes. Maureen was obviously still horny but Colleen took care of that by going down on her right there in the shower. Almost immediately, she had an orgasm.
Maureen reciprocated going down on her knees and licking Colleen's pussy. Now, if this was a preview of what I could expect living with two, hot and horny women, then I'm thrilled that I agreed to this living arrangement. The three of us sharing a bed together while and participating in threesome sex is every man's dream. The fact that I'd be having sex with two women half my age was an unbelievable bonus.
Only, in hindsight, knowing what I know now and didn't know then, had I known what would happen with this threesome, sexual arrangement, had I given it more thought with my head, instead of my penis, I may have said no.
To be continued...
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Wash, Dress, & Undress My Mom
Forty-eight-year-old, mother burned her hands, and 24-year-old son must care for her.
"Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Ow! Ow," yelled Vanessa! "Jack! Jack!"
Usually coolly detached, my mother seldom screamed like that. She scared me. I could tell that she was either really scared or in horrific pain. Then, when I heard her scream, ow, ow, I knew that she was in pain.
As soon as I heard her yelling and screaming, I came running. I figured that she saw and/or was bitten by a spider. She hates spiders and has a big fear of them. With it raining all week, and the temperatures getting warmer, this was the season for spiders after all.
Even though we have an exterminator who sprays outside of our house twice a year, somehow, spiders always managed to enter our house on packages that we ordered and that were delivered. I could only imagine how insect infected that delivery trucks are. Just in case it was a spider that made her scream, I grabbed the spider spray on the way to the kitchen.
# # #
"Mom! Mom! What's wrong," I asked while calling out to her?
She was in the kitchen with her hands under cold, running water.
"I burnt my hands picking up that cast iron pot without using a potholder. A stupid thing for me to do, I forgot that I had put it on the stove to boil water. I just wanted to move it to a different burner," she said in obvious pain. "I don't know what I was thinking. I instinctively reached for the pot before reaching for potholders," she said looking as if she was about to cry.
She showed me her hands and I was shocked when I saw them. Her hands were burnt from her palms down to her fingertips. Yet, better that she had burns inside of her hands than on the other side. The skin on top of her hands is far more sensitive to burns than were her palms. We're all accustomed to touching hot things with our hands.
"Do you want me to drive you to the emergency room?"
With her in obvious pain, she shook her head, no.
"No, with them treating more serious injuries like heart attacks, falls, gunshot, car accidents, and stabbing wounds, we'll be there for hours. Get some petroleum jelly in the closet and some bandages," she said. "I'm glad that I just bought bandages because you'll need to change the bandages a few times a day to prevent infection."
It was a good thing that my mother worked as a registered nurse before she quit her job when my father died. Fearing that she'd fall victim to COVID as did so many of her fellow nurses and doctors, she left her job in nursing to be a stay at home mom. After my father died from COVID, he left her a large life insurance policy. Unless she wanted to return to work as a nurse, she'd never have to work again.
# # #
Obediently obeying her, I returned to the kitchen with petroleum jelly and bandages. Carefully, with my mother wincing in pain, and her instructing me what to do, I applied petroleum jelly to her hands before wrapping them in bandages. As if I was her nurse, she told me how to wrap her hands. When I was done wrapping her hands, her hands looked like the hands of a Mummy or the wrapped hands of a boxer before putting on boxing gloves.
With my mother a morally modest woman, something that most nurses aren't, suddenly, she looked at me with embarrassment and shame. Many nurses have lost their modesty and their sexual inhibitions after having seen so many naked people. In the way of trained physicians, nudity no longer meant anything to them. When working 12-hour shifts in a hospital, nudity and illnesses, facts of life, go hand and hand.
Aware more than me, she was well aware of the nursing care that she now needed, and that I needed to provide her. Seemingly, she was already embarrassed by the thoughts of her being dependent on me for my help with undressing her, bathing her, and dressing her. No doubt, she dreaded what was to come. I'd definitely be seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked.
The thoughts of undressing my mother, bathing my mother, and dressing my mother filled my horny brain with sexual anticipation. With her hands wrapped and with her unable to do anything for herself, I'd be removing her nightgown. I'd be seeing her naked. I'd be wiping her after she used the toilet. I'd be bathing her and dressing her, too.
'Having never seen much more than the top of her bra and her long, sexy line of cleavage, I'd be seeing all of her now,' I thought. 'I'll be seeing my mother in her bra and panties. I'll be seeing her topless. I'll be seeing her naked. Wow,' I thought!
# # #
"I'm sorry to put this all on you but you're going to have to help me," she said looking up at me with shame. "Because of the long hours that I worked, I sacrificed continuing the relationships with my friends for my job. I don't have anyone else to ask," she said looking as if she was going to cry again. "There's no one else for me to call," she said putting her head down in sadness and loneliness.
Careful not to bump her bandaged hands, I walked up to her and hugged her. I've never hugged her when she wasn't wearing a robe. When hugging her in her sheer nightgown, suddenly sexually excited, I felt as if I was hugging her naked body.
Her shapely, nightgown clad body felt so sexually exciting next to my pajama clad body. I didn't want to stop hugging her. She felt so good in my arms.
I was tempted to reach down and touch, feel, and squeeze her shapely nightgown clad ass. I was tempted to reach in front of her and feel her big, naked breasts through her sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgown. I couldn't wait to remove my mother's nightgown to see her naked.
With my mother's big breasts squished against my muscular chest and my pelvis pressed against her pelvis, immediately, my pajama, clad cock throbbed and pulsated. Embarrassed that my mother had sexually excited me, I was beginning to get an erection. Yet, with me filled with testosterone and with me always horny and sexually frustrated, I always had erections.
I quickly took a step back for her not to notice my obvious erection. I lowered my hands in front of my growing cock that suddenly tented my pajama bottoms. Without even having to touch it, just the imagined thought of seeing my mother in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked made me hard.
"Don't worry, Mom. I'm here for you. I'll do anything you need to help you. Just ask," I said.
# # #
She stepped back away from me to watch my sexual reaction to what she was about to ask me to do. Then, she looked down at my hands covering my pajama bottoms. No doubt, in the way that she stared at my erection tenting my pajama bottoms, she must have felt my growing erection throbbing and pulsating against her.
Then, she looked down at herself before looking up at me again while I looked down at her again. With her nightgown practically transparent, especially in the morning light, clearly, she saw as much of her nearly, naked body as I saw of her nearly, naked body. Obviously, with her nightgown so sheerly revealing, she knew that I was seeing her in the bright light of the kitchen as if she was naked.
With her alone in the kitchen cooking and cleaning, and with me up in my room, she wore a short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown without her having her usual modesty of wearing a robe over it. When she stood in the morning light from the kitchen window, I could clearly see her shapely body through her nightgown as if she was naked. Never had I seen as much of my mother's nearly, naked body as I was seeing now.
Now, with me helping to undress, wash, and dress her, I'll be seeing much more of my mother's beautiful body. Unaccustomed to seeing as much of my mother's nearly, naked body, unable to help myself from ogling her, instead of looking away, I stared. While imagining seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, I couldn't help but stare. I couldn't stop ogling my mother's shapely and sexy body.
I couldn't wait to remove her nightgown. I couldn't wait to see my mother naked. I couldn't wait to wash her. I couldn't wait to touch and feel her naked body where a son should never touch and feel his mother. I couldn't wait to dress her. I couldn't wait to help her put on her panties, her bra, her blouse, and her jeans. I was beside my sex with sexual anticipation.
# # #
She had a great body for a 48-year-old woman. Something that she was embarrassed telling me, every doctor she had ever worked with had made an inappropriate, sexual pass at her. A very, sexually, desirable woman, with her black, shoulder length hair, dark brown, beautiful eyes, D cup breasts, and shapely ass, she looked ten-years younger than her age. Normally, nurses don't look as sexually appealing in their oversized, blue scrubs but with my mother buying her scrubs a sized smaller, she looked sexy.
Moreover, many nurses are overweight. Because of their long hours, grabbing their meals from a vendor machine, or takeout and, while raising their children, not having the time to exercise, few nurses had the beautiful body that my mother had. From all of the exercise and dieting my mother did, she was physically fit, too.
With her not spending her time sunbathing, her diet and exercise regimen was the reason why she looked so much younger than her age. She had beautiful and healthy looking skin. Barely a wrinkle, she took care not to overexpose herself beneath the sun's harmful rays. She took a lesson from supermodel, Christie Brinkley, whose mother was a dermatologist.
All of my friends commented on how beautiful my mother was. They told me how sexually attracted they were to her. In the way that their mothers were short, ugly, and fat, my mother was tall, beautiful, and shapely. Having masturbated over imagining my mother naked and having incestuous sex with me, especially now that she told me that I'd be helping her undress, wash, and dress, I was sexually attracted to her, too.
Then, not expecting her to say what she said, yet, figuring as much, nonetheless, she surprised me as much as she sexually excited me with what she said next. Totally stunned, my horny imagination went wild with sexual lust. Even though I've masturbated over my mother numerous times while imagining her naked and having sex with me, I've never been as sexually attracted to my mother as I was now.
# # #
"I need your help," she said biting her lip.
'It's official,' I thought. 'My mother had asked for my help in, no doubt, undressing her, washing her, and dressing her. Wow,' I thought!
She stared at me while watching my reaction to what she was about to say. She held her bandaged hands up in front of her as if she was a surgeon waiting for a nurse to put on his gloves. Fortunately for me but unfortunately for her, she was totally helpless to do anything for herself with her bandaged hands. Then, she said the magic, sexual words that I had been waiting to hear.
"I need you to undress me, bathe me, and dress me," she said while obviously embarrassed and no longer making eye contact with me. "Fortunately, I took a shower last night, so you won't have to bathe me this morning. Yet, I still need your help in removing my nightgown and putting on my clothes." She looked up at me with embarrassment and shame. "Do you think that you could help me with that?"
Her words echoed through my horny brain.
'I need you to undress me, bathe me, and dress me,' she said. 'My mother needed me to undress her. She needed me to bathe her. She needed me to dress her,' I thought while becoming sexually excited with the sexual anticipation of seeing my mother without her clothes.
Hard for me to wrap my head around without removing my erect cock from my pajama bottoms to stroke myself, I'll be seeing my mother in her bra and panties. I'll be seeing my mother topless. I'll be seeing my mother naked while undressing her, bathing her, and dressing her. I was as stunned as I was sexually excited.
"Of course, mother. I'll help you with whatever you need me to do," I said.
Clearly, she was embarrassed that I'd be seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. Clearly, with me having already developed an erection in my pajama bottoms, I was already sexually excited by the thought of seeing my mother without her clothes. My sexual fantasy come true; I can't count how many times that I masturbated over imagining seeing my mother without her clothes. Now, after seeing her without her wearing anything, I'll be masturbating over my naked mother for the rest of my horny life.
'I'm about to see my mother naked,' I thought. 'I'm finally about to see her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked, black, trimmed pussy. I can't wait to help her remove her sexy nightgown.'
# # #
"It's okay, mom," I said. "I won't look," I said lying while knowing that I'd be staring instead of looking.
Unable to control my sudden, sexual attraction to my mother, I was ready to not only look but also, I was ready to stare. I was ready to ogle my mother's naked body. Committing what she looked like naked to memory, I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing my mother without her clothes.
She laughed.
"It's okay if you look," she said with a shrug. "This is a medical emergency, and looking while helping me is something that you'll need to do, and something that I'll have to endure."
She gave me a loving smile.
"Come with me to my bedroom," she said.
'This is it. This is really it. I don't believe this,' I thought. 'I'm going to remove my mother's nightgown. I'm going to strip her naked. I'm going to see her naked. Then, I'm going to dress my mother. I'll be helping her to put on her panties, her bra, her jeans, and her blouse. Wow!'
I was in sexual shock.
'Then, later that night, I'll have to undress her, put on her nightgown in readiness for bed. Tomorrow morning, I'll have to remove her nightgown, and strip her naked again, to bathe her. Then, I'll have to dress her naked body again. Wow,' I thought.
# # #
A place that I seldom entered, I followed her to her bedroom. My mother turned on her bedroom light. Now, with the bright, overhead light of her bedroom, I could clearly see through her nightgown as if she was already naked. Never had I seen as much of my mother's beautiful, nearly, naked body as I was seeing now.
When I wasn't staring at my mother's nearly, naked body, I looked around her room. I was surprised to see her vibrator and her dildo on her nightstand. Something that I had never even imagined, I never knew that my mother masturbated but obviously, she did.
Hard for me to wrap my head around, suddenly, I imagined my mother masturbating herself. I imagined her using her vibrator on her clit while fingering her erect nipples and watching porn. I imagined her fucking her pussy with her big, black dildo while sexually pleasuring herself, and while she imagined being fucked by a big, black man. I wondered what she looked like and sounded like when having a sexual orgasm.
Not stopping with wondering what she looked like and sounded like when having a sexual orgasm, I wondered what she masturbated over. I wondered who she masturbated over. I wondered how often she masturbated. I wondered if she had ever masturbated over me in the way that I had routinely masturbated over her.
I wondered if she was as horny as I was. Suddenly, in the way that I'd love my mother to watch me masturbate and cum, I'd love to watch my mother masturbate and cum. Already, this helping my mother was sexually getting out of hand.
Not knowing that my mother kept a diary, I saw her red, leather diary on her nightstand, too. Suddenly curious about the contents of her diary, I wondered what she had written in her diary. I wondered if she had written about me in her diary. If she had written about me in her diary, I wondered what she wrote about me. I couldn't wait to sneak in her room when she was watching TV or relaxing out back on the deck to read her private diary.
# # #
Forgetting about her masturbation toys and her diary for the moment, I turned to look at my mother. Allowing my sexual imagination to run wild, I imagined slowly, carefully, and sexily removing her nightgown up and over her head without touching her bandaged hands with the material. Something that I thought would never happen, I couldn't believe that my mother had asked me to undress her. I couldn't believe that I was about to see my mother naked.
My sexual fantasy come true; I couldn't wait to undress my mother. I couldn't wait to slowly, and carefully remove her nightgown. I couldn't wait to see her naked. Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I couldn't wait to see her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. My cock swelled with the sexual anticipation of stripping my mother naked.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe this is happening. I'm about to undress my mother. I'm about to remove her sexy, sheer nightgown. I'm about to see my mother naked.'
Once in her bedroom with her, she surprised me as much as she sexually excited me with what she said next.
"Remove your t-shirt," she said turning to me and ogling my naked chest in the way that I had been ogling her nightgown clad chest.
'Remove my t-shirt,' I thought? 'Why does my mother want me to remove my t-shirt?'
No matter my curious confusion, obediently obeying her, I removed my t-shirt.
"Now, remove your pajama bottoms," she said while staring at my erection that continued to tent my pajama bottoms.
I was as shocked as I was sexually excited. Now, I was the one who looked at her with embarrassment and shame. In the way that I was about to see my mother naked, she was about to see me naked, too. This sexual scenario just continues to get better.
"Mom," I said in protest. "I'm not wearing underwear."
She laughed.
"I know," she said with another laugh. "If you're going to see me naked, then I'm going to see you naked, too. This way, you can't hold seeing me naked against me in the way that I can't hold seeing you naked against you," she said with a shrug and a smile.
Somehow, with that making sense to me, I liked her logic.
# # #
With my mother having seen countless men naked while working as a registered nurse in the hospital, I suspected that it wasn't as big of a deal for her to see me naked as it was a big deal for me to see her naked. Something that I'll be masturbating over later, as if I was a male stripper on stage, I slowly removed my pajama bottoms in front of my mother. My naked, erect cock immediately sprang to attention.
I was naked. I was naked in front of my mother. Not only was I nakedly expose in front of her but also, I had a big erection.
I've never been as sexually excited as I was when exposing my erect, naked prick to my mother. Sexually surprising me, figuring that she'd look away, instead, she stared down at my cock. Embarrassing me, she continued staring at my naked prick as if she had never seen a naked dick before.
'I can't believe I'm naked in front of my mother,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's staring at my erect, naked prick. I'll definitely will be masturbating over this later tonight.'
"Well, I didn't expect to see that," she said with a sexy smile. "You have an erection," she said with a little laugh.
She looked up at me while smiling before staring down at my naked prick again.
"You certainly have a big penis, Jack," she said looking up at me before staring down at my naked prick again.
She laughed. Then, she asked me an odd but obvious question. She asked me a question that I had an obvious answer.
# # #
"Has the prospect of seeing your mother naked sexually excited you," she asked with a laugh? She stared down at my naked prick again. "Is that why you have an erection," she asked while taking my erect cock in her hand and wrapping her manicured fingers around it?



'My mother took my prick in her hand and wrapped her fingers around it. I can't believe she took my erect prick in her hand,' I thought. 'With her holding my naked cock in her hand, I wished she'd stroke me. I wished she'd masturbate me. I'd love to cum for my mother. I couldn't wait to masturbate over my mother holding my naked prick in her soft and warm hand.'
Sexually excited that she held my naked prick in her hand, I smiled at my mother as if she was already naked. I wondered if my mother was as sexually aroused holding my erect cock in her hand as I was sexually excited.
"Yes, the idea of undressing you, while washing you, and touching and feeling you everywhere is, I'm embarrassed to admit, sexually exciting," I said.
Making solid eye contact, I stared in her big, beautiful, brown eyes.
"I never thought I'd ever see you in your bra and panties or topless, never mind naked. I never thought that I'd ever be touching your naked body while washing you. I never thought that I'd be sexually attracted to you in the way that I am now."
With her still holding my erect prick in her hand she slowly slid her manicured finger over the head of my cock. She nodded her head with understanding to what I had said about being sexually excited by the thought of seeing her without her clothes. Suddenly, looking sexually aroused, she gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"It's okay. I know how you feel. I felt the same way when I first started my nursing career as a candy striper working at the hospital. I was embarrassed seeing the penises of old men. Yet, I was sexually aroused when seeing the naked penises of young men, especially when they had erections," she said with a laugh.
She looked at me looking more closely at her. Then, with her bedroom overhead light so bright combined with the sheerness of her nightgown, I could clearly see the shape and the size of her naked, D cup breasts. While looking closer, as if my mother was already naked, I saw the trimmed patch of her black, pubic hair. Then, when she turned the other way, I saw her shapely ass and her ass crack through her nightgown.
# # #
"Okay, Jack. This is what you've been waiting to see," she said with a nervous, little laugh. "I'm ready for you to remove my nightgown," she said with a pause while looking down at herself as if looking to see what she could see of herself through her nightgown. "I'm ready for you to see your mother naked," she said with a naughty smile and a disinterested, little shrug.
With her not having to ask me twice, I leaned down and took her nightgown by her hem. As if I was making my own porn video, with shaking hands, I ever so slowly lifted her nightgown. First, when lifting her nightgown to her waist, I saw her black, patch of trimmed, pubic hair.
'My mother's pussy,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm seeing my mother's naked cunt.'
Then, I saw the side of her shapely, naked ass. Finally, when lifting her nightgown to her shoulders, I saw her naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's naked tits. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother naked.
'My mother is naked,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm seeing my mother's naked tits.'
Stepping closer to my mother so as not to touch her bandaged hands, the head of my erect cock pressed itself against her tummy. As if my prick had a mind of its own, it throbbed and pulsated against my mother's naked body. She raised her arms in the air as I gently and carefully continued raising her short nightgown up and over her head while careful not to touch her bandaged hands.
# # #
Not covering her big, naked breasts and erect nipples with her forearms, nor not covering her naked pussy with her bandage hand, she stood before me without embarrassment or shame. I couldn't stop staring at my mother's beautiful, naked body. I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing my mother naked.
'I can't believe my eyes,' I thought. 'My mother is naked. I'm seeing my MILF of a mother's naked body. I can't believe that I'm seeing her naked pussy, the sides of her naked ass, and her naked breasts,' I thought.
Unable to remove my horny eyes from me, memorizing every mold and freckle of my mother's beautiful body, I continued staring at her naked body.
'She's so sexy. She's so shapely,' I thought. 'I wish I could have sex with her. I wish I could fuck her. I wish I could photograph her naked body to show my friends my naked mother.'
I loved my mother's big tits. I couldn't stop staring at her naked breasts. Hardly sagging at all, her breasts were so shapely.
'Then, suddenly, instead of thinking of my mother in pain, I thought of her sexually. I wonder if she'd allow me to touch and feel her naked breasts,' I thought. 'I'd love to touch and feel her naked breasts. I'd love to fondle her big tits.'
Filled with sexual anticipation of my mother allowing me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts, I continued staring at her big, naked tits. Unable to move, I not only looked at my naked mother but I stared at her at her big breasts, the sides of her naked ass, and her black, trimmed pussy. Then, she surprised me by saying what I was thinking.
# # #
"Well, go ahead and get it out of your system," she said with a laugh. "You may touch me and feel me where you've masturbated over touching and feeling me."
'My mother knew that I masturbated over her. How did she know that I masturbated over her,' I thought? 'Maybe, she heard me stroking my prick. Maybe, she felt the house shaking when I'm stroking my cock faster and harder,' I thought with a laugh.
With my naked prick pressed against her tummy again, I took a step closer to her while reaching out my horny hands to feel her naked breasts. They felt so soft and yet, so firm at the same time. Her right breast was just a little larger than her left breast. Having seen plenty enough topless women when watching porn, I figured that the dominant side, depending which hand she used the most, caused that breast to be a little larger.
With my sexual attraction to my mother consuming me, I felt one of her breasts and then I felt the other one of her breasts. Finally, cupping them in my hands, I felt both of her breasts at the same time. As soon as I touched her breasts, her nipples erected. My mother not only had big, firm, and shapely breasts but also, she had big nipples, too. I so wanted to reach out and finger her nipples. I so wanted to lean forward and suck her big nipples.
Seemingly, with her nipples erect and hard, my mother was as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited. I wondered if she sexually enjoyed me seeing her naked breasts as much as I sexually enjoyed seeing her naked breasts. I wondered if she sexually enjoyed me touching and feeling her naked tits as much as I sexually enjoyed touching and feeling her naked tits.
# # #
Pushing my luck that she'd say yes, I asked my her my sexually inappropriate question.
"May I finger your nipples," I looked at her to ask while fondling her naked breasts?
She shrugged.
"Sure. Go ahead. You may finger my nipples," she said. "I like having my nipples fingered."
I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. The more that I turned, twisted, and pulled her nipples the more erect and harder they became. Clearly, sexually arousing her, she was breathing through her mouth while staring down at my hands and watching me having my sexual way with her big nipples. Then, seeing how far she'd allow me to go, embarrassed to ask her, not thinking that she'd say yes, I asked my next, sexually inappropriate question.
"May I suck your nipples?"
She laughed and surprised me as much as she sexually excited me with what she said next.
"Yes, of course, you may suck my nipples. I love having my nipples sucked as much as I love having my nipples fingered. Only, you may suck my nipples, if I can suck your cock," she said with a laugh. "If you suck my nipples, you'll make me so sexually aroused that I'd have to blow you. Having my nipples sucked always makes me horny and wet."
I suddenly imagined my mother's pussy being as wet as my cock was hard. I suddenly imagined my mother on her knees and blowing me. Even if she was kidding about blowing me and doesn't blow me, I'll be masturbating over imagining my mother sucking my cock later tonight.
# # #
Sometimes difficult for me to read her, I couldn't tell if my mother was serious of if she was kidding about her wanting to suck my cock. Nonetheless, I imagined her taking me in her mouth and blowing me. I imagined my mother sucking me without her being able to stroke me. I imagined putting a gentle hand behind her beautiful head. I imagined humping her mouth and fucking her face. I imagined cumming in my mother's mouth.
With only one way to find out if my mother was serious about blowing me, I leaned forward and took her erect nipple in my mouth, first one and then the other. I couldn't believe that not only had I seen my mother naked but also, I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts. Now, I was sucking her erect nipples.
I sucked one nipple before sucking her other nipple and while reaching around her to touch, feel, and squeeze her shapely ass. Then, without asking her permission first, I cupped her naked, pussy mound in the palm of my hand. Daring myself to do so, I parted her pussy lips with my index finger and inserted my middle finger in her pussy.
She was wet. She was already so wet. I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy. I was masturbating my mother. Something that I thought I'd never do; I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my mother's cunt.
"Oh, my God, Jack. Jack. You're making me so wet," she said. "Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Don't stop. Please, don't stop masturbating me. You're going to make me cum, Jack. You're going to give your mother a sexual orgasm," she said.
She closed her eyes and put her head back. She stiffened her legs and arched her back. She remained silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
I couldn't believe that I had masturbated my mother. I couldn't believe that she allowed me to masturbate her. I couldn't believe that I had given her a sexual orgasm with my long, stiff fingers.
# # #
Then, immediately returning the sexual favor, she surprised me when she placed her bandaged hands at the top, front of my thighs and moved to her knees. My sexual fantasy come true; something that I thought that I would never see, I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother was on her knees in front of me. She was going to blow me. She was ready to suck my cock.
"It's been a long while since I had sex," she said staring up at me. "It's been a long time since I've had an erect prick in my mouth. It's been a long while since I've given a blowjob. Stick your big cock in my mouth. Mommy needs to blow you, Jack," she said. "I need to suck you."
I stepped closer to my mother with my hand holding my erect, naked prick. Then, as soon as she opened her mouth, I stuck my cock inside her warm and wet mouth. I stroked myself as she sucked me. Even though I had masturbated over my mother blowing me and over the thought of me cumming in her mouth, I never thought that would ever happen.
'My mother is blowing me,' I thought. 'I can't believe my mother is sucking my prick. If it's not enough that I saw her naked, fondled her naked breasts, fingered her erect nipples, sucked her erect nipples, fingered her naked pussy while masturbating her, and gave her a sexual orgasm, she's giving me oral sex.'
"Oh, mom. Suck my cock. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said.
I stroked my cock with one hand and fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples with my other hand. I stroked myself faster while she blew me. I stroked my cock harder while she continued sucking me. I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother was giving me a blowjob.
I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. If she did allow me to cum in her mouth, I wondered if she'd swallow my cum. Giving me the best blowjob of my life, I wondered if this was the only blowjob that she'd ever give me. I hoped that after her hands healed that this would be the beginning of a beautiful, sexual relationship.
After her hands healed, I'd love to make love to my mother while kissing her, French kissing her. I'd love to fuck her. I'd love to fuck her in the kitchen, in the living room, in her bedroom, in my bedroom, and in the bathroom, too. I'd love to have a long-term, incestuous, sexual relationship with my mother.
# # #
I was as sexually excited seeing her naked as much as I was sexually excited with her seeing me naked. With a gentle hand to the back of her black, haired, pretty head, I humped her mouth and fucked her face. With her not pulling away, nor stopping me from humping her mouth and fucking her face, never thinking that my mother would ever blow me, I humped her mouth faster. I fucked her face harder.
Then, placing both of my hands on either side of her head while pulling her mouth forward, I continued humping her faster. I continued humping her harder. Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a load of cum in my mother's mouth. Instead of spitting me out, she swallowed all the cum that I gave her. Then, as soon as I removed my stiff prick from her full lips, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her black hair, and across her big, naked breasts. I gave my mother a cum bath.
Immediately, I grabbed the small towel that she kept by her bed. I wiped my cum from her face. I wiped my cum from her breasts. I wiped my cum from her hair. Never have I ejaculated so hard. Never have I ejaculated as much cum.
"Sorry, mom. I didn't mean to give you a cum bath. It just happened," I said.
She laughed.
"It's okay. I enjoyed you giving me a cum bath," she said with another laugh.
'She blew me. My mother blew me,' I thought. 'I can't believe that my mother not only allowed me to see her naked, but also, she allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts sucking her erect nipples, too. Then, she sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum. Wow!'
After she blew me, I dressed her. She allowed me to look through her lingerie drawer to find her a panty and bra for her to wear. She told me which panties and bra that she wanted to wear. While rummaging through her lingerie drawer, I'll be masturbating over pawing through my mother's sexy underwear. I'll be taking some of these to bed with me to masturbate over later.
She stepped in her panties while I pulled them up. Then, she put her arms through her bra straps while I adjusted her naked breasts in her bra and buckled her bra in back. I stared at my mother in her sexy, low-cut bra and white, bikini panties. If it wasn't hot enough seeing my mother naked, I loved seeing her in her sexy bra and bikini panties. Finally, I helped her with her jeans and buttoned her blouse.
# # #
It took three weeks for my mother's hands to heal. I spent three weeks of undressing, bathing, and dressing my mother. Every time I sucked her nipples, she sucked my cock. Then, finally when I removed the bandages for the last time, I hope that this wasn't the last time that I removed my mother's clothes from her beautiful body.
Unfortunately, once her hands were healed, she sexually ignored me. Finally, while she was out back gardening, I got a hold of her diary. I couldn't believe my eyes when reading her diary and discovering that her entire diary was about me.
She wrote that she masturbated herself over imagining me seeing her in her bra and panties. She wrote that she masturbated herself over imagining me seeing her topless. She wrote that she masturbated herself over imagining me seeing her naked.
She wrote that while imagining me seeing her topless, she knew that I'd ask to fondle her naked breasts and suck her erect nipples. She wrote that if I ever dared to ask her to suck her nipples, and dared suck her nipples, that she planned on sucking my cock. She wrote that she couldn't wait to blow me. She wrote that she couldn't wait for me to cum in her mouth. She wrote that she couldn't wait to swallow my cum.
Only, she didn't know how she could possibly arrange for me to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. Then, she got the idea of deliberately burning her hands but not too much. With her hands wrapped in bandages, she'd have to enlist my help to undress her, bathe her, and dress her.
Finally, I'd see her in her bra and panties. Finally, I'd see her topless. Finally, I'd see her naked. Then, she'd allow me to touch and feel her naked breasts. If I dared ask to suck her nipples, she'd agree on the condition that I'd allow her to suck my cock.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My mother had planned this whole thing. She wanted me to see her in her bra and panties. She wanted me to see her topless. She wanted me to see her naked. She wanted to suck my cock. She wrote that she hoped that I'd cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. She wrote that she hoped that I'd give her a cum bath. Wow,' I thought.
If that wasn't enough that she wanted me to see her without her clothes, she wanted to have incestuous sex with me, too.
'She wanted to blow me,' I thought. She wanted to suck my cock. She wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow my cum. She wanted me to give her a cum bath.'
# # #
As soon as she came upstairs from doing her gardening, she washed her hands in the bathroom sink. Then, ready to change her soiled clothes, I listened at the bathroom door while she removed her blouse and her jeans. I opened the bathroom door. My mother was dressed in her white bra and bright, white, bikini panties.
"Jack, I'm getting dress," she said turning to face me and not covering what I could see of her bra and panties with her forearms and/or hands.
Instead of leaving, I marched in the bathroom and scooped my mother up in my arms. I carried her to her bedroom and deposited her on the bed. Not bothering to unhook her bra, I pulled it over her head and off. Then, with her feebly resisting me, I pulled down her panties. She was naked. My mother was naked.
"Jack, I'm all sweaty," she said.
I laughed.
"Don't worry because I'll be sweaty soon, too," I said returning her laugh with my laugh.
I pulled down my pajama bottoms and mounted my mother. I kissed her, French kissed her. She returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss. I made out with my mother while I made love to her.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder. I fucked her. I fucked my mother. I gave her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
Then, not stopping there, I moved between her long legs. I fingered her pussy. I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. I gave her a second orgasm while masturbating her.
Finally, I moved my mouth between her shapely thighs and ate her. I gave my mother oral sex. I gave my mother a third, sexual orgasm with my tongue.
Finally, after she enjoyed the afterglow of sex, I stuck my erect prick in her mouth. With her stroking me faster and harder, I had my mother blow me. She sucked my cock.
I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed every drop. From that point forward, I made love to her every morning and I fucked her every night. In between, she blew me. She sucked my cock.
# # #
Not only that, something that I had always wanted to do, she allowed me to photograph her in her bra and panties. She allowed me to photograph her topless. She allowed me to photograph her naked. Surprising me, she allowed me to post her naked photos online for everyone to see.
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she asked me to and wanted me to show her underwear clad, topless, and naked photos to my friends. That wasn't all. She wanted my four friends to gangbang her while I watched and masturbated myself. My mother had turned into a horny whore.



She not only fucked my four friends but also, she blew them. Returning the favor, now that she was no longer working, she resumed contact with her friends. She allowed me to have sex with them while she watched. Sometimes, depending on the woman, she'd join in and we'd have a threesome.
Never did I think that I'd ever see my mother naked. Never did I think that I'd ever have sex with her. Never did I think that she'd have sex with my friends and that I'd have sex with her friends, too.
"I love you, mom."
THE END



        

  
    Mature Man & Maiden Maureen Ch. 10
  
  Mature Man & Maiden Maureen Ch. 10

        Two women, one man, three is not a crowd but a threesome.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mature-man-and-maiden-maureen-ch-10

Title: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen Ch. 10

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Romance

Description: Two women, one man, three is not a crowd but a threesome.

Tags: sex with two women, cumming in her mouth, lesbian sex, threesome sex, masturbating her pussy, eating her pussy, blowing me, one man with two women, sucking my cock, making out with her

Series: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen


Two women with one man, three is not a crowd but a sexual threesome.
Continued from Chapter 09: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
"Wait. Hold on. I didn't say no. I just wanted to set some ground rules, so that we all understand," I said Mark to my girlfriend and her best friend.
Maureen and Colleen held hands. They knew now by my tone and by my mannerisms that I'd allow Colleen to live with us.
"It's apparent to me that you're important to Maureen," I said making eye contact with Colleen. "And you, obviously, make Maureen happy providing her with things that I'm unable to give her," I said while envisioning Colleen eating Maureen's pussy.
They kissed, hugged one another, and then giggled like college coeds excited at the thoughts of having a party.
"Yes, you can live with us and I'd love to further explore the sexuality of having a threesome again. Only, I want you to understand, Colleen, that, although I totally enjoyed last night and although I like you and would love to experience having sex with you again and again, I love Maureen. The relationship that I have with Maureen is more than the relationship that I want with you," I said.
Colleen nodded her head to let me know that she understood. I looked at Colleen. She was so beautiful. I realized in that moment that had I met Colleen first at the dog park that I'd be having this conversation with Maureen. Yet, Maureen dimmed the light of anyone next to her. Where Colleen was a solid 8 out of 10, Maureen was a 10.
"Mark, speaking for Maureen, we completely understand. I'd never do anything to come between you and Maureen. I'll never undermine your relationship, or lessen the love that you have for her. What you have between the two of you is none of my business," said Colleen.
She looked at Maureen and then looked back to me.
"It's just sex," she said with a shrug and a laugh.
Again, they looked at one another and laughed like college girls.
# # #
If only I was 25-years-old, maybe I'd understand their carefree attitude about it just being sex, but where I'm at in my life, it's harder to separate sex from my feelings of love. Suddenly, they made me feel old. They made me feel as if I didn't understand.
Difficult to detach my emotions of love from sex, it was more than just sex to me. In the way that I had strong feelings of love for Maureen, I could easily have strong feelings of love for Colleen, too. They were both amazing women. Only, I cringed at the thought of being in love with two women. I cringed at the thought of Colleen deliberately or passively ruining my love affair with Maureen.
To be honest, not wanting to admit it to myself but I was beginning to fall in love with Colleen, too. I wondered if I could love two women at the same time. I thought of the television program The Bachelor, where the bachelor routinely falls in love with two women. Clearly, I could see this becoming a dream arrangement or a triangular nightmare.
"Oh, my God!"
Maureen and Colleen hugged one another while bouncing up and down on the bed.
"We can all live together," said Maureen. "We can all live together."
Colleen laughed.
"This will just be like our college days," said Colleen.
'Oh, God, what did I agree to,' I thought?
"God help me," I said with a laugh while anointing myself.
I looked at the women and they laughed.
"God help me," I said again while blessing myself again.
# # #
"Don't worry, Mark," said Colleen. "We'll take care of you like you're a king."
Maureen laughed, too.
"You'll not only will have a hot meal every night, but you will always have hot sex from one or the other or both of us," said Maureen laughing.
Colleen stood up from the bed.
"C'mon, breakfast is getting cold," said Colleen.
Maureen laughed.
"Here's your apron," said Maureen tying it around my neck as I stood. "This will cover your man tool."
The both roared laughing when the apron was too short and didn't cover my erect, naked cock.
"Oops. We need a longer apron. I guess we need to tie this at your waist instead of around your neck," said Maureen laughing.
We gorged ourselves on pancakes and bacon. When we finished the last of the coffee, it was early afternoon.
# # #
"I need to shower," said Maureen.
Maureen looked at Colleen.
"Me too," echoed Colleen.
I looked from Maureen to look at Colleen.
"You know, the shower in the master bedroom is big enough to fit the three of us," I said while hoping that they'd agree to shower together. "I have shower heads on both sides of the shower wall with a rain shower head in the middle. I've never showered with anyone before, but have always wanted to do that," I said.
Colleen laughed.
"You haven't," asked Colleen? "Well, you are in for a treat," she said with a laugh.
With that, we all headed upstairs, removed our aprons, got in the shower, and turned on the water. Immediately, Maureen and I started fooling around touching one another and kissing. The pulsating water felt good on my tired body. I felt as if I was standing beneath a warm waterfall.
Maureen surprised me when she knelt down in front of me on the shower floor and sucked my cock to an erection. Then, she stood against, and with her back against the shower wall, she inserted my cock in her already wet pussy. We fucked like that for a few minutes, before I felt Colleen touching, feeling, squeezing, and kissing my ass. Then, moving her tongue in between my ass cheeks, Colleen was on her knees behind me licking my ass. I couldn't believe that she was tossing my salad while I was fucking Maureen.
'Oh, my God! What a woman? What an incredible sexual woman,' I thought about Colleen sticking her tongue deep in my ass while I stuck my erect prick deep in Maureen's pussy.
I've only had that done once before, but never when I was fucking another woman. The feeling of her tongue and finger up my ass, as I fucked Maureen was unbelievable and I shot my load within a couple of minutes. Maureen was obviously still horny but Colleen took care of that by going down on her right there in the shower. Almost immediately, she had an orgasm.
Maureen reciprocated going down on her knees and licking Colleen's pussy. Now, if this was a preview of what I could expect living with two, hot and horny women, I was thrilled that I agreed to this living arrangement. What man wouldn't agree to this living arrangement? The three of us sharing a bed together while participating in threesome sex is every man's dream. The fact that I'd be having sex with two women half my age was an unbelievable bonus.
Only, in hindsight, knowing what I know now and didn't know then, had I known what would happen with this threesome, sexual arrangement, had I given it more thought with my head, instead of my penis, I may have said no.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 10:
Two women with one man, three is not a crowd but a sexual threesome.
I continued my relationship with Maureen and Colleen living together with the dogs, Missy, and Polo. Life couldn't be any better than this. Never have I been as happy. Never have I been as sexually satisfied. Never have I loved a woman in the way that I loved Maureen.
Living with two, gorgeous 25-year-old women made me feel vibrant and desirable. Even though I got less sleep and did more outdoor activities, I was never tired in the way that I was always exhausted before. The way that I felt before, depressed, lonely, and irritable, as opposed to how I felt now, happy, outgoing, and energetic was all just a state of mind that affected my physical wellbeing.
Now, I felt younger. I felt appreciated. I felt needed. Looking forward to what the next day may bring, I loved being alive.
We shared the chores with each one doing the things that we didn't mind doing. I did the vacuuming, repairing, fixing, and whatever heavy lifting that needed to be done. Since she liked to cook and was an excellent cook, Colleen did the cooking. Maureen did the dishes and the cleaning up afterward, and we all shared the remainder of the housework, making beds and doing laundry.
We made sure that splitting up the household chores was fair and equitable. What was once a dreaded chore and now one of our favorite things to do, we all went to the supermarket together. I never thought food shopping could be such fun, but it was, and it became an outing that we all looked forward to doing.
I've never laughed as much as I laughed now. I've never been as happy. I never felt a joy for life that I felt now. Being with two, young, beautiful women gave me a spring to my step and an upbeat feeling to my persona.
We were sensitive to one another's needs and moods. We gave one another space or a hug, whenever we needed it. Quickly, our relationship blossomed evolving into more than just sex but deep friendships. We no longer thought of age as a condition of love or of sex. We now thought of friendship as the real condition for not only love but also for sex.
We were just people who loved one another and who shared our bodies and sexuality with one another. Almost in a Hippie state of Zen mind, it was a beautiful thing. Although I truly cared for Colleen, and with the assurance that Colleen understood not to interfere in our relationship, I truly loved Maureen and would always love Maureen, until the day that I died.
One of the good things about our relationship was, because the sexual undercurrent was always there, and because there was no sexual tension, as there is with normal, married couples, we got along splendidly. We never argued, sniped at one another or were mean to one another. Sex was never an issue or a chore. It was an enjoyable and immensely, pleasurable activity. Matter of fact, after having lived this way with two women, I recommend this arrangement to anyone who wanted to try it.
Although, some women may prefer a two man threesome relationship rather than a two woman threesome relationship. Having already experienced it, I prefer a relationship with two women. It helped that Colleen and Maureen were sexually attracted to one another, too. I don't think that two women with one man would work if the women weren't agreeable to having lesbian sex.
Having that third party acting as a buffer in the relationship served an important role that removed the boredom that so many relationships suffer. That third person eliminated the rut that many relationships experienced. When one person didn't feel up to something or didn't like doing something, whether it is sex or food shopping or playing a game, the other was always available to pick up the slack. We were never bored or depressed.
# # #
The relationship continued without a hitch until one day, when Maureen informed me that she needed to visit her mom, her dad, and her sister in upstate New York. She told me that Colleen was going with her, too, and that they would be gone the entire weekend, from early Friday morning, until late Sunday night. I didn't like the idea of her going without me, but there was nothing that I could do.
"Maureen, I don't understand, why are you suddenly leaving me? Why can't I come with you?"
She laughed.
"I'm not leaving you, you goof. I'm just going to see my family. There's something that I need to talk to them about and I'd rather not have you there. I need to talk with them alone and without you. You'll meet them soon enough, don't worry."
Obviously, she was seeing her family to tell them about me. Clearly, she didn't want me to see how they'd approve or disapprove. I crossed my fingers that they'd accept me in the way that Maureen already had accepted me.
"What it is that you have to talk to your mother and sister about and what is it that you are unable to tell me?"
She shrugged her shoulders while laughing again.
"It's just girl talk," she said with another shrug.
"And that's why Colleen is going with you?"
She looked at Colleen and smiled.
"Well, yes, she's a girl, after all, and she can help me explain you and sell you to my parents," she said with a grin. "They're more apt to agree on things in my personal and private life, if I have someone else there, such as Colleen, who can validate and verify what it is that I'm saying. She can vouch for you, not that you need vouching," she said with a laugh.
She gave me a big, sexy smile.
"Yet, being that you're so, wicked old," she said with another laugh. "I need her there to help make my shocked parents understand the love that I have for you."
I looked at her with sad eyes.
"You know how much I hate sleeping alone," I said putting my hands around her waist, pulling her to me, and kissing her neck.
She laughed.
"You have the dogs," she said continuing to laugh.
I made a face.
"Funny, but I'm not sleeping with the dogs," I said looking from her to the dogs.
She rubbed my shoulder.
"We'll be back before you know it," she said giving me a kiss. "It's just for a couple of days."
# # #
I looked at her with curiosity before asking my question.
"You aren't going to tell your mother about our relationship, are you? I mean, about the torrid sex and the threesomes," I said teasing. "You aren't going to tell your mother, father, and sister about you and Colleen having hot sex are you?"
She looked at me as if I was crazy.
"Of course not," she said laughing. "My mother and father would never understand about that, about sex, about threesomes, nor about me having sex with Colleen. My sister might though," she said with a laugh. "She's a slut like me. Actually, she's a bigger whore than me," she said with a laugh.
She put my face in her hands and kissed me on the lips.
"I'm going to tell her about us, though, about love, about soulmates, and about a secret that I've been keeping from you and that I'll tell you when I return."
I looked at her with curiosity.
"Secret? What secret? And why do they get to hear what the secret is, before I do?"
She laughed.
"I'll tell you in a couple of days."
She laughed again.
"Is it a good secret?"
She gave me a sexy smile.
"It is for me and I hope it is for you, too."
I looked at her with surprise.
"Your mother doesn't know about us?"
She laughed.
"No, she thinks that I'm still with my whacko boyfriend. I figure having Colleen there, as support, will help me to convince my Dad that you're a nice guy and not a predator or a dirty, old man." She smiled. "Trusting her to tell him the truth, he always liked Colleen."
I laughed.
'With Colleen so pretty, so shapely, and so sexy, I bet your father always liked Colleen,' I thought.
"But, I am a dirty, old man," I said.
Maureen kissed me.
"You're my dirty, old man," she said parting my lips with her tongue.
# # #
"So, this is beginning to sound serious, as if this is the next step," I said.
She nodded her head.
"It is serious. We love one another. This is the next, big step."
She picked up her suitcase to load in the car. I took it from her hand to carry it out.
"Then, once my Mom and Dad are okay with us, I'll have them meet you."
I nodded my head in agreement.
"That sounds like a plan."
After loading her and Colleen's suitcases in the car, I kissed her and gave her a hug. Then, I kissed Colleen and hugged her, too. It was weird going from just having a dog to keep me company to having two, hot, 25-year-old women in bed naked with me. My head was still trying to adjust to having a regular, sexual routine of having threesome sex.
"I'm going to miss you, both of you. It won't be the same without you," I said waving my goodbye.
Colleen laughed.
"You'll be alright. Enjoy the time alone," said Maureen running back to me to give me another kiss.
I laughed, too.
"Oh, I won't be alone," I said with a grin. "I plan on having a dozen women over the house while you're gone."
Maureen made a face.
"Very funny. You had better not."
I smiled while shaking my head no.
"I'm just kidding. I'd never cheat on you, Maureen." I looked at Colleen. "Or on you, Colleen."
We all laughed.
# # #
Maureen and Colleen said they'd be gone three days and wouldn't return until late on Sunday, but on the second day, Saturday, Missy woke me up howling and scratching at the door, as if she wanted to go out to pee. Afraid to let her outside at this hour of the night with all the nocturnal creatures out and about, especially skunks, I leashed her and quickly ran her out to pee. Of course, I had to take Polo with me, too. I just hoped this wouldn't be a nightly habit of the dogs waking me up to pee.
There was a full moon that night and it was creepy outside. I had an eerie feeling as if something or someone was out and about watching, waiting, and lurking in the dark. I hate it when I get foreboding feelings or premonitions like that. I had the strangest feeling that something was wrong, really wrong.
Once back inside, suddenly, a cool wind blew the draperies shut and blocked the moonlight from entering the open bedroom window. Now my room was pitch black. My bedroom was so dark that I couldn't see my hand in front of my face. Yet, too tired to get up again, staying in the darkness, I didn't bother with the drapes. Besides, the full moon lit my bedroom up too much.
As if there was a ghost present, the sudden draft from my opened, bedroom window gave me a cold chill and goose bumps all over making my hair stand up on my arms. Then, Missy started whining again like she usually does, when Maureen is coming home from work. I became excited while figuring it was her. It always amazed me that the dogs knew she was coming from blocks away.
It was late, after midnight, and I was still half asleep and too tired to get up to see what the matter with her was. Then, I heard the key in the front door and was glad that she was home early. I heard the excited dogs downstairs being greeted and at that point, I knew my beloved Maureen was home.
# # #
I missed her. I really missed her. I was glad that I wouldn't have to sleep alone another night. Then, figuring something was wrong, I wondered if everything was okay. It is a several hour drive and it seemed odd for her to come home in the middle of the night.
Maybe, when she told her parents about me, they were mad that she was living with an old guy. Maybe, she had a big fight with them and left there angry and drove home. I figured I'd give her some space, not ask her any questions, and let her tell me all about it in the morning, in her own time, after she had some rest and sorted things out in her mind. Always able to discuss anything, I figured we could talk about it the morning at breakfast over coffee while watching the dogs play in the backyard.
I heard her enter the bedroom. She was so ghostly quiet. The room was totally dark and I was afraid that she'd be crashing into the furniture, but she didn't. I saw the dark, shadowy silhouette of her. As my eyes had already adjusted to the darkness, her eyes must have adjusted to the lack of light very quickly.
Except for one partially opened drape, I had pulled the shades and closed the drapes earlier because I went to bed with a splitting headache. The glow of the full moon lit up the bedroom. Now, with that drape blown closed on the other bedroom window, the room was totally dark. I couldn't wait for her to climb in bed so that I could hold her.
Figuring that my headache was from the wine at dinner, or from the tension I felt about Maureen leaving and not taking me with her to meet her parents, the dark room lessened my headache. Then, being that full moons always gave me the creeps, ever since I was a kid, I wondered if I was just feeling tense because I was alone without Maureen. Yet, now that she was here with me, I was okay.
Nothing good every happens, when there's a full moon. Whatever it was, whether it was the wine, self-imposed tension, the full moon, or the combination of all three, I just wanted the day to end to go to bed with my baby. I was tired. Even though I missed her, something that I thought that I'd never admit, I was too tired for sex.



It's not the same without Maureen there in my life. I didn't realize how alone I was, until she and Colleen went away. Suddenly, but for the ticking of the clock, and the dogs whining, the house was so quiet, too quiet.
It's funny how I was feeling so lonely and depressed, until I heard her key in the door. Then, I was excited. I'm just so glad that she's home safe and sound. Although, I was tired, a favorite sexy thing of mine to do, I was compelled to watch her undress. Even in the dark, as if she was a ghostly shadow, I watched her remove her clothes. I watched her strip herself naked.
# # #
She's so damn sexy and watching her remove her clothes, even in the dark made me horny. As soon as she started undressing, a light breeze fluttered the curtain and, I could see a little more of her in the moonlight while watching her undressing. My eyes were already adjusted to the darkness and I watched her strip off her clothes and get naked.
She has such a wonderful body and I couldn't wait to hold her in my arms. Actually, even though I was tired, I wanted to more than just hold her. I wanted to make love to her, but I knew that she'd be tired, after driving all that way. I wondered what happened to Colleen. Maybe, for some reason, Colleen decided to stay or come home by bus or by the train. Maybe, she was delayed.
Then, I thought, maybe, she's coming home with Maureen's Mom, Dad, and sister. Fuck. Now, I was nervous about meeting them. I hoped they'd like me.
I wondered what they looked like. I wondered what they were like. Now that she told me that he sister was a whore, I wondered if her sister looked like her. I never even saw a photo of any of them.
Since I invited Maureen to live with me, and then invited Colleen to live with us, too, I've been too busy becoming accustomed to this new and unusual living and sexual, lifestyle arrangement. Besides, the sex was taking up all of my free time, not that I am complaining but, after a while, a guy could use one day without sex. If I say so myself, having threesome sex is not only normal but also is quite the adjustment.
Finally, she crawled in bed naked beside me. It must be cold outside because she was cold, so very creepy cold that she gave me the shivers. I pulled the blanket over us and wrapped my arms around her to warm her body with mine. I touched her everywhere. I love feeling her naked body and pressing her boobs against my chest and feeling the tickle of her pubic hair on my thighs.
"Welcome home, Baby. I missed you," I said.
# # #
Not one at a loss for words, she was ethereally quiet. Now, I knew something was wrong. Now, I knew she was sad and needed me to comfort her.
Maybe, she and Colleen had a fight. Maybe, her parents were dead set against her living with me, the old guy. Maybe, she had returned home to talk to me alone. Maybe, this is it. Maybe, it's over between us and she wanted to be alone with me, without Colleen, to tell me that she'll be leaving me forever.
Maybe, she found someone else. If she ever left me, devastated beyond words, I'd miss her spirit. My mind was reeling with suppositions and what ifs, of not having Maureen in my life, a thought that I could not bear and even ponder for more than a second.
Then, I wondered about the secret. Beyond curious, I so wanted to ask her. I couldn't wait to find out what the secret was and I almost asked her, but thought better of it. I wanted her to tell me in her own time. Maybe, she got a promotion at work, a raise in pay, or decided to return to school to finally complete her Master's degree, after taking a leave of absence.
Maybe, she hit the lottery. It would be nice having a young, beautiful rich woman keeping me, instead of having to work as a writer, while hoping to write the next bestseller. Even if she was rich, I'd still write. I'd never give up writing. I was excited to find out her secret and what it was that she kept from me.
# # #
Then, she kissed me. I can't explain it, but her kiss was like the first time she kissed me. It was hauntingly erotic and felt almost as if I was kissing her in a dream. Her kiss aroused me in the way she had aroused me the first time. Suddenly, after just two days away from her everything felt so brand new; it felt as if I had a new girlfriend.
We kissed and kissed. I haven't kissed her as much, since the first time we kissed. Even though we've been getting it on as a couple and as a threesome, it has been a few months since we've made out like this. Kissing is my favorite thing to do in the whole world. I loved French kissing her. Returning my French kisses with her long, wet kisses, Maureen was the best French kisser that I had ever kissed.
Her kisses sexually excited me like nothing else. I couldn't get enough of her kisses. Holding her in the moonlight was romantic but with the room so dark, it felt as if I was holding her in a cave. I felt as if I was holding a ghostly apparition of her.
Nonetheless, holding her naked body was so erotic. This memory, right here and right now, would last me a lifetime and I never wanted to let her go. Never have I kissed her like this before and never have I been kissed like this before. This was so romantic. She was so romantic. She was so sexually charged.
It's weird how, when I finally marry or live with the woman I love, I always get away from kissing. When I date someone, I'm always so crazy mad for kissing. I can't get enough of kissing. We kiss all the time.
Then, once I get the person who it is I want, after a while, I forget about kissing. Much like stoking the flames of an eternal fire, the kissing is such an integral part of love making. I'm so glad that Maureen has recaptured and returned the kissing back to our relationship. I loved kissing her.
Then, I felt her hand. She reached down and took my already stiffening cock in her hand and began slowly stroking me. It doesn't get any better than to have the woman that I love French kiss me, while stroking my cock.
The only time she let go of my cock was to cup and caress my testicles. She was so careful not to rupture me and so gentle with her touch. Albeit her hands were still so very cold, cold enough to give me chills, her touch felt so esoterically arousing that not even I understood the seductive control she had over me.
# # #
She knew what I liked. She knew how to give me pleasure. She knew all the buttons that she needed to press to make me wild with sexual passion for her, not that she needed to push any buttons as I was already wild with sexual passion for her.
Yet, this time, was weird. This time, there was no pillow talk, no dirty talk, and no talk at all. I knew, now, that she was terribly upset over something, but what? I hoped that this time with her was not the last time with her.
Her hand jobs always felt more like massages than they did a sexual thing and that made them so much more erotic. It doesn't get any better than that to get this kind of spiritual hand job from Maureen. The only thing better than her hand job was her blowjob.
I loved it when Maureen gave me a Heavenly blowjob. I loved it when she sucked my cock. Then, as if she read my mind, she suddenly slid her body down half the length of me and took my erect prick in her mouth. Maureen was blowing me.
Again, just as were her kisses, when she started sucking my cock, it felt new and fresh. As if this was the first time that she blew me, it really did feel like the first time all over, again. Whoever said absence makes the heart grow fonder must have had me in mind because this was the best sexual experience that I've ever had, after not having her in my life for only two days.
First, the French kisses curled my toes and hardened my cock. Then, her spiritual hand job, and now this Heavenly blowjob. Maureen certainly knew how to sexually excite me completely and continually.
# # #
Unable to hold back, if she continued blowing me like this, I was ready to shoot my load in her willing mouth. There was no way that I could hold back, once receiving this much unworldly stimulation to the head of my cock. Suddenly, she stopped sucking me and slid up to me. She started kissing me, French kissing me, again.
Man, we were really making out. I haven't made out with a woman like this, since I was a teenager on Prom night. The emotional feeling that I was getting from just kissing her made me realize how much I missed her and how much I loved her. All of this felt so mystical and so magical. It was the best time that I've ever had with her and I never wanted this warming, lustful, and loving feeling to stop.
Then, she pushed me back and climbed on top of me. Again, it felt so divinely. It felt as if I was fucking an Angel and we were making love for the first time.
What is happening? This is so bizarre. Seemingly, as if I was making love to someone else, I didn't want to question something this stupendous. Yet, the feeling that I had with her was totally strange and renewed.
Imagining she was someone else, other than Maureen, I would have freaked out had my sexual arousal not been so erotically exciting and mutually returned. She lifted me to higher heights than I've been lifted to before. We both had a sexual orgasm together.
Only, instead of her screaming, instead of waking the dead, she was totally silent in her orgasm. Whereas, I was explosive with my screams of pure pleasure and passion. She just held onto me for dear life, as if this was our last night together. Something so surreal, that dreaded feeling made me afraid that it was our last night together. That dire feeling made me want to never let her go and hold on to her forever.
Never have I felt more love for any woman than I felt for Maureen right now. If there's a God in Heaven, thank you. Thank you for giving me Maureen.
"I love you, Maureen," I said.
# # #
I kept my arms around her. She was shivering. She was so cold. Figuring that it was something bad, I figured that this may be the end of the line for us, as a couple. I so wanted to ask her what was wrong, but knowing Maureen as I do, if she wanted to tell me, she would have told me.
Obviously, she wasn't ready to share her feelings with me. No doubt, her parents were dead set against our May/December relationship. Something terrible must have happened on her trip west. Maybe, she's not feeling well. I felt her forehead and she didn't have a fever. She was just so freaking cold.
Sometime during the night, we fell asleep. I don't remember letting her go from my embrace but I did. I know that it was late, when I finally dozed. The last thing that I remember was feeling a cool breeze and seeing the curtain flutter.
We made out for a long time, before and after the sex. A marathon occasion, it was longer than any sexual experience we've had since we've been together as a couple. It was longer and more intense than any sexual experience that I've ever had with anyone. That night, without doubt, was the best sex that I've ever had with Maureen or with anyone in my entire life.
After having sex with Maureen like that, I couldn't wait to have sex like that with her tomorrow. After having sex with Maureen like that, I didn't want to have sex with anyone, not even Colleen, not anyone. No one can top that. After that surreal experience with Maureen, I was hers forever.
I was startled awake around 7 am, which is late for me. Usually, I'm up by 5 am. Colleen was sitting on the edge of the bed staring down at me. I figured Maureen was in the shower, already. Only, I hoped she made coffee or was making coffee. I needed a heavy dose of caffeine to awaken.
"Hi," I said rubbing the sleep from my eyes and looking up at her.
It was obvious that she had been crying. It was obvious by the look on her face that there was something dreadfully wrong. Now, I knew that she and Maureen must have had a horrible argument. Feeling bad for the woman that I had deep feelings for, I took Colleen in my arms, hugged her, and kissed her on her forehead.
# # #
Maybe, this is it for the threesome. Maybe, Colleen is moving out. Yeah, I bet that's it. Colleen is leaving. Normally, I would have felt bad, really bad, about Colleen leaving, but after what transpired early this morning with Maureen, to be honest, I was glad she was going.
No more threesomes. No more bi-sexual sex of the lesbian kind. I wanted Maureen all to myself. I was no longer willing to share Maureen with anyone, not even Colleen.
Only, Colleen surprised me, when she fell into my arms crying. I felt bad, really bad. Definitely, she could stay here longer. I wasn't about to kick her out, that's for sure. I cared for her too much.
I held her without saying anything. I waited for her to speak. I waited for her to say something, anything. I needed to know what was wrong. I just stayed like that holding her and thinking about the sex that I had with Maureen earlier this morning.
I was still glowing from that sexually erotic experience. I was so sexually satisfied, after having sex with Maureen that even though I was naked, I didn't even think about fondling Colleen's big tits or feeling her firm, round ass. My thoughts were with Maureen.
"Colleen, where's Maureen?"
I was hoping that Maureen would take care of Colleen, so that I could get up and get dressed.
Colleen just started bawling. She broke down sobbing. She was shaking, she was crying so hard.
Definitely, they must have had a horrible fight. I wondered what over? I wondered, if it had something to do with me. Maybe, Colleen was in love with me.
Maybe, it had something to do with the secret, whatever that was. Maybe, the secret is that Maureen wanted Colleen to leave. Maybe, that's why she's crying. Maybe, she thinks that by crying that I'll be sympathetic and overrule Maureen. Maybe, she thinks that I'll ask Maureen to allow her to stay, since this is my house after all. My mind rambled with all of the possibilities.
"What? What's the matter, Colleen? Did you two have a fight? What is it? Tell me. Where's Maureen?"
"Maureen's dead."
To be continued...
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Men's Masturbation Sexual Fantasies
Twenty-nine-year-old, Bob's masturbation fantasy comes true, not with his dream women, Christina Hendricks, and nor with Sofia Vergara, but with his fifty-two-year-old, stepmother, Mary.
Who knew his stepmother would make all of his sexual dreams come true? Never sexually attracted to her before, he was sexually attracted to her now. Now, that he knew that she sexually wanted him as much as he now sexually wanted her, life was good. Life was very good.
Bob's mother, June, died in childbirth. Two-years after she was dead and buried, his father married, Mary, a woman he worked with at his office. With her unable to have children of her own, Mary loved Bob and cared for him as if he was her own son.
Fast forward 27-years later, Bob was a masturbator. He masturbated while watching porn on his computer in his bedroom and with his bedroom door closed. He masturbated every day and every night. He had lots of women that he sexually fantasized over when masturbating himself, but his two, favorite women to masturbate over were Christina Hendricks of Mad Men as Joan Harris, and Sofia Vergara of Modern Family as Gloria Delgado-Pritchett, and America Has Talent fame.
Proud of his personal best, his record for masturbating and cumming in one day was five times. Most days, he masturbated three times, once in the morning, once in the afternoon, and once while in bed in the evening. Suffice to write that Bob was always watching porn and continually masturbating.
With his father leaving his stepmother a large, insurance policy when he died, he didn't have to work. No longer having to worry about money, his stepmother had plenty of money to support the both of them with a comfortable lifestyle. She bought them a new and bigger house. She bought herself a new, expensive car, and lots of beautiful, new clothes. She bought him a new sporty car, and lots of nice, new clothes, too.
# # #
Yet, instead of driving his new car, remaining parked in their two-car garage, he seldom drove it. Content masturbating himself, addicted to watching porn on his computer, he'd rather stay home and watch naked women. He'd rather masturbate than to be out and about with no real designation to go. Content being a loner, he didn't have any friends.
If masturbating while watching porn was what he was content doing, as far as his stepmother was concerned, he could masturbate all day. With him close to his father, and after his recent, tragic death, she knew that he was lost and still grieving. Instead of working, and instead of socializing, he watched porn.
With him horny and sexually frustrated, he enjoyed watching naked women while masturbating himself. Masturbating while watching porn on his computer was what he loved to do. With her not having to worry about where he was and what he was doing, at least she knew that he was up in his room jerking off.
When he wasn't up in his room masturbating while watching porn, he played board games and card games with his stepmother. While sitting on the couch together as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of stepmother and stepson, they watched television together. They watched movies together. With her having all of her groceries delivered, seemingly, neither stepmother or stepson were bored staying home. Now with football season starting soon, and with them getting all the football games, and with them both content staying home, they seldom left their new house.
# # #
He loved women's breasts, big breasts, the bigger breasts the better. Sexually attracted to older women, he loved older women with big breasts. There was something about older women with big tits that got his sexual, motor running. He found them sexy.
His favorite actresses were forty-eight-year-old Christina Hendricks and fifty-one-year-old Sofia Vergara. With Christina nearly twenty-years older than him and with Sofia 22-years-old than him, they both had huge breasts. They both had, F cup breasts that were equal to triple D cup breasts. He loved their big tits.
He had two computer screens setup in his room with screensavers of his favorite busty, older women. One computer screen displayed the screensaver of Christina Hendricks topless. His other computer screen displayed the screensaver of Sofia Vergara topless. He couldn't count how many times he had masturbated over Christina's and Sofia's naked breasts.
He loved seeing naked tits, naked asses, and naked pussies. While watching porn on his computer every morning and every evening, he loved seeing and masturbating over naked women. Oddly enough, even though his stepmother was an older woman with big breasts, a 38 double, D cup, weirdly enough, he had never been sexually attracted to his stepmother. Perhaps, he figured her off-limits because she was his stepmother.
Nonetheless, strangely enough, with him masturbating over nearly, every woman that he knew, nearly, every woman that he saw on television, and/or on his computer, he never masturbated over imagining his stepmother topless. Even though he masturbated over touching, feeling, and fondling the naked breasts of so many women while fingering and sucking their nipples, he had never masturbated over touching, feeling, and fondling his stepmother's huge, naked breasts. He had never masturbated over imagining fingering his stepmother's nipples and sucking her big nipples.
He had never masturbated over his stepmother while imagining making out with her and touching her and feeling her through her clothes. He had never masturbated over slowly undressing his stepmother. As he had with every other woman that he masturbated over, he had never masturbated over stripping his stepmother naked.
He had never masturbated over unbuttoning and removing his stepmother's blouse. Nor had he masturbated over removing her bra straps before reaching around behind her to unhook her bra and remove her bra. He had never sexually imagined seeing his stepmother's bright, white, sexy low-cut brassiere, and her long line of sexy cleavage, never mind removing his stepmother's big, bra. As if his stepmother had small breasts, he had never imagined having his wicked, sexual way with his stepmother's huge breasts.
# # #
Unmarried and with him not having a girlfriend, having never even been on a date, instead, his favorite thing to do, he masturbated while watching porn on his computer. A twenty-nine-year-old man who lived alone with his stepmother, the only sexlife that he had was with his right hand. Instead of having women to talk to and have sexual relationships with them, he imagined having sex with busty, older women while stroking himself faster and harder. Not being disappointed by their rejection, he felt that the sexual fantasies that he had while masturbating himself were better than the real thing.
He masturbated over nearly, every big breasted woman that he met. He masturbated over nearly, every big breasted woman he knew. He masturbated over nearly, every big breasted woman that he watched on television, in the movies, and/or on his computer screen.
He masturbated while imagining kissing them, French kissing them. He masturbated while imagining making out with them, touching them, and feeling them through their clothes. He masturbated while imagining slowly undressing them.
He imagined seeing them in their bras and panties. He imagined seeing them topless. He imagined stripping them naked and seeing them naked. He imagined having sex with them. He imagined them stroking his cock while sucking him. He imagined them blowing him and allowing him to cum in their mouths.
He spent time on YouTube. He looked up women that he saw on YouTube to hopefully see them naked on Google Images. He looked up Lily Dior from YouTube, a black, young woman with a huge, shapely ass, and enormous, implanted breasts. He saw images of her naked, of her having sex, and of her sucking cock.
He looked up Gill Ellis-Young, an older woman with big, silicone breasts. He discovered that she was featured naked and shown having sex on Xvideos as Lady Sonia. He watched the videos of her naked. He watched videos of her having sex. He watched videos of her giving blowjobs and men giving her cum baths.
Stroking himself faster and stroking himself harder, he imagined having sex with the both of them. He imagined touching, feeling, and fondling Lily Dior's big, naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. He imagined touching, feeling, and squeezing her huge naked ass. He imagined fingering her pussy, licking her pussy, and fucking her pussy.
He imagined having sex with Gill-Ellis Young from YouTube and from Xvideos. He imagined being in a sex scene with Lady Sonia in a video on Xvideos. He imagined her stroking his cock and sucking his cock. He imagined cumming in her mouth. Then, as soon as she removed his stiff prick from her lips, he imagined ejaculating a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. He imagined giving her a cum bath.
# # #
As if the women were in his bedroom with him, one of the things that made his masturbation seem real, he maintained an ongoing, one-sided monologue with them.
"Kiss me. I need you to kiss me. I need to kiss you," he said. "I love touching you and feeling you through your clothes while kissing you," he said while continuing to stroke himself.
He imagined touching, feeling, and fondling women through their clothes while making out with them. He imagined French kissing them. He imagined them feeling his erection through his pajama bottoms.
"I can't wait to slowly undress you. I can't wait to see your bra and see your long, sexy line of cleavage. I can't wait to remove your short, skirt. I can't wait to see you in your panties. I can't wait to remove your bra and see your naked breasts. I can't wait to finger your erect nipples while sucking your nipples," he said as if the woman that he was masturbating over was in the room with him.
Unbeknownst to him, curious what he was doing behind his closed, bedroom door, his stepmother quietly walked upstairs and listened to him masturbating himself. As if he had secretly brought a woman in his room, she was as surprised as she was embarrassed to hear him talking to someone. Then, after listening to him saying the same, sexual things every day while continuing to stroke himself, she became sexually aroused.
Something that she never thought that she'd do, while standing on the other side of his bedroom door, she felt her big breasts through her sheer nightgown while fingering her erect nipples. While continuing to listen to his masturbation monologue, she lifted the hem of her nightgown to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. His stepmother masturbated herself to Bob masturbating himself.
Again, unbeknownst to Bob, his overheard, masturbation monologue had sexually aroused his stepmother. She was wet with sexual anticipation of imagining having forbidden sex with her stepson. With her just as horny as he was horny, in the way that he didn't have a woman in his life, she didn't have a man in her life either.
Something that she had never considered before, she wondered if her stepson was sexually attracted to her in the way that he was sexually attracted to Christina Hendricks and to Sofia Vergara. She wondered if he'd have incestuous sex with her in the way that she'd willingly and consensually have incestuous sex with him. She'd allow him to do everything that he verbalized doing to her when he masturbated himself. She'd allow him to kiss her, French kiss her. She'd allow him to touch and feel her through her clothes while making out with her.
Not stopping there with just kissing her and feeling her through her clothes, she'd allow him to slowly undress her. She'd allow him to remove her blouse. She'd allow him to remove her short skirt. She'd have no modesty nor shame for her stepson to see her in her sexy, low-cut, white brassiere, and her white, bikini panties.
Again, not stopping there, she'd allow him to remove her bra. She'd allow him to not only see her naked breasts but also to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while he sucked her erect nipples. Then, she'd allow him to remove her panties, too. She'd allow him to see her bushy, brown, naked pussy, and her shapely, naked ass.
In the way that he had imagined having his wicked, sexual way with Lily Dior from YouTube, she'd allow him to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy while he continued making out with her. She'd allow him to masturbate her. She'd allow him to give her a sexual orgasm with his fingers.
She'd allow him to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. She'd allow him to eat her. In the way that she imagined him giving her a sexual orgasm with his fingers, she imagined him giving her a second, sexual orgasm with his tongue.
She'd allow him to give her multiple, sexual orgasms. She'd allow him to make love to her and fuck her. She'd allow him to give her sexual orgasms with his fingers, with his tongue, and with his cock.
Still, not done, she'd willingly and consensually stroked his naked prick. She'd suck his prick. She'd blow her stepson and allow him to cum in her mouth. Then, hoping that he'd cum again as soon as she removed his stiff prick from her lips, she'd allow him to deliberately cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. In the way that he had imagined giving Gill-Ellis Young from YouTube and from Xvideos, a cum bath, she'd allow Bob to give her a cum bath, too.
# # #
Mary felt sorry for her stepson. With everyone needing someone to share their life, she wished he'd meet a nice woman. Yet, instead of going out on a date, he masturbated while watching porn. Always staying home, he seldom left the house.
She knew that he was masturbating when the whole house shook with him stroking his prick faster and harder. Moreover, she enjoyed listening to his sexual monologue at his bedroom door while masturbating herself to him masturbating himself. She heard him tell nearly, every woman that he knew or saw on television and/or on his computer screen what he wanted to do with them. Clearly, she was jealous that he wanted to have sex with so many women, nearly, every other woman, but he didn't want to have sex with her?
Why doesn't he want to kiss me? Why doesn't he want to make out with me? Why doesn't he want to touch and feel me through my clothes? Why doesn't he want to slowly undress me? Why doesn't he want to strip me naked? Why doesn't he want to see me topless. Why doesn't he want to touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples and sucking my nipples.
Why doesn't he want to see me naked? Why doesn't he want to touch, feel, and squeeze my naked ass? Why doesn't he want to finger my warm and wet pussy? Why doesn't he want to have incestuous sex with me? Why doesn't he want to make love to me? Why doesn't he want to fuck me?
'I'd like to sexually seduce him, but I don't have any idea how to do it,' she thought. "I'd make myself look desperate if I tried to sexually seduce him.'
Then, she had an idea on how to sexually seduce her stepson.
# # #
With tomorrow his thirtieth birthday, daring herself to do so, instead of giving him birthday gifts that he didn't want nor need, she decided to give him a birthday surprise. Presenting her to him as his birthday gift, she decided to give him her as his birthday gift. She decided to allow him to do all of those things that he had imagined doing to other women to her.
She decided to allow him to kiss her, French kiss her. She decided to allow him to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Finally, something as forbidden as it was incestuously wrong, she decided to allow him to slowly, and sexily undress her.
With her horny, too, she wanted him to see her in her low-cut, big, white brassiere, and her bright, white, bikini panties. She wanted him to see her long line of sexy cleavage. She wanted him to remove her bra and see her topless.
She wanted him to see her huge, naked breasts. She wanted him to remove her panties. She wanted him to see her bushy, brown pussy, and her shapely, naked ass. She wanted him to strip her naked. She wanted him to see her without her clothes.
She wanted him to touch and feel her naked body everywhere. She wanted him to touch, feel, and fondle her big, naked, double, D cup breasts. She wanted him to finger her erect nipples and suck her hard nipples. She wanted him to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. She wanted him to masturbate her pussy. She wanted him to give her a sexual orgasm with his long, stiff fingers.
Then, something that she hadn't done in a very long time, since her husband died from COVID, she wanted him to have incestuous sex with her naked body. She wanted him to make slow and passionate love to her while making out with her. Not stopping there, she wanted him to bend her over the kitchen table, the living room sofa, and the bathroom sink, and fuck her. Upstairs and downstairs, and even in the basement, she wanted him to fuck her in every room of their big house.
She wanted him to give her another sexual orgasm. After masturbating her, she wanted him to eat her pussy. She wanted him to give her a second, sexual orgasm with his tongue. Then, she wanted him to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her a third, sexual orgasm with his cock. She wanted him to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and with his cock.
She wanted him to not only cum in her pussy but also, she wanted him to cum in her mouth, too. In the way that she wanted him to finger, lick, and eat her pussy, she wanted to stroke and suck his cock. She wanted to blow her stepson.
She not only wanted him to cum in her mouth but also, she wanted to swallow his cum. Finally, she wanted him to cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. Awash with his cum, and dripping with it, she wanted Bob to give her a cum bath.
# # #
"Bob," she said calling to him from inside of her bedroom. "I need your help."
Immediately he opened his bedroom door and walked to his stepmother's bedroom.
"Would you be a dear and remove my drapes? I want to wash them," she said.
With her already having one there waiting for him to use it, he used a stepstool to remove the drapes from his stepmother's bedroom windows. As soon as he turned his back to her and stood on the ladder, she removed her nightgown. His stepmother was naked while looking through her lingerie drawers for her panties and bra. As soon as he turned to see his stepmother naked, acting as if she was fully dressed, she held up her bra and panties.
"With today a special day, your birthday, which bra and panties do you think that I should wear," she asked?
As if he had never seen a naked woman before, he stared at his stepmother's huge naked breasts and her big, erect nipples. He stared at her bushy, brown pussy, and when she turned to fish through her lingerie drawer, he stared at her shapely, naked ass. He stared at his stepmother holding her bra and panties.
"I don't know, mom. Even though I know your favorite color is pink, I think women look best in white bras and white panties," he said never removing his eyes from her huge, naked breasts.
She took out a pair of bright, white bikini panties. While facing him and continuing to give him a naked show of her sexy and shapely, naked body, she stepped into them and pulled them over her naked pussy and her naked ass while he watched. Then, she moved her arms through her bra. Turning her back to him, she stepped back to him.
"Would you hook my bra, please," she ask?
Obediently, he obeyed his stepmother. He walked closer to her and hooked her bra. Then, with her standing there in her big, white, low-cut sexy brassiere and her bright, white panties, she turned to face him. She stood with her hands on her shapely hips.



"Thank you for removing my drapes," she said.
She finished dressing after he left her bedroom. She wiggled into her short skirt, buttoned it, and zipped it. Then, she put on her blouse and buttoned that, too.
# # #
When her stepson walked in the living room, she surprised him, again.
"Happy Birthday, Bob," she said standing up from the sofa.
Then, daring herself to do so, double daring herself to do so, she sexually surprising him as much as she, no doubt, sexually excited him. She walked to him and wrapped her arms around his neck. While staring into his blue eyes, she kissed him on the lips.
The first time kissing him on his lips, when he didn't pull away, she shocked him as much as she shocked herself by parting his lips with her tongue. She French kissed him. Making her sexual intentions known, Mary French kissed her stepson.
Not stopping there, she took his hand by his wrist and put his horny hand on her blouse and bra clad breast. Then, she French kissed him again while reaching her horny hand down to feel his growing erection through his pajama bottoms. The first time feeling her stepson's cock, she continued feeling his growing erection while he continued feeling her blouse and bra clad breast.
Taking a step back, if it wasn't enough that he had just seen his stepmother naked and, then saw her in her bra and panties, she had kissed him, French kissed him. As if seeing her for the first time, he looked at his stepmother stunned. He couldn't believe that his stepmother had kissed him on his lips. He couldn't believe that his stepmother had parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him.
He couldn't believe that his stepmother had put his hand on her fully clothe breast. He couldn't believe that she had felt his growing erection through his pajama bottoms. Seemingly, with him having never sexually noticed his stepmother before, he sexually noticed her now. He looked at her differently. He sexually looked at her in the way that he had sexually looked at all of the women that he masturbated over.
# # #
He looked around the living room and was surprised to see that there were no presents for him to open.
"Where's my birthday presents," he asked while changing the conversation? "You always buy me birthday presents for my birthday," he said with a nervous, little laugh.
She gave him a warm, stepmotherly smile while staring down at his erect cock that tented his pajama bottoms.
"I'm your present," she said while holding out her arms and twirling around. "Fully wrapped, you'll have to unwrap me," she said raising her arms and holding them out.
He looked at her as if she had spoken in a foreign language.
"What? I don't understand. You're my present," he asked? "What do you mean?"
She patted the couch for him to sit next to her. When he sat next to her, she explained.
"My birthday present to you is me. I'm going to allow you to do to me what you've been imagining doing to all of the other women that you masturbate yourself over," she said. "I want you to pretend that I'm Christina Hendricks, Sofia Vergara, Lily Dior, or Gill-Ellis Young," she said.
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
Seemingly surprised that his mother knew the women that he masturbated over, he looked her shocked. He looked at his stepmother as if she was crazy. She grabbed a handful of his t-shirt and pulled him towards her.
She kissed him on the lips again. Then, she parted his lips and French kissed him again. Figuring that she was kidding and/or that she was making fun of him, he looked at his her with disbelief. Then, he voiced all that he'd want to do with his stepmother.
# # #
"Lemme get this straight," he said breaking off her kiss to talk to her while looking at her. "Something that you've never done before, I can't believe that you'll allow me to kiss you, French kiss you?"
She smiled warmly at her stepson.
"Since I've already French kissed you," she said with a laugh. Yes, I'll allow you to continue French kissing me, too, if you'd like to do that," she said.
Making sure that she wasn't kidding him, he asked his next, sexually inappropriate question.
"Would you allow me to make out with you while touching you and feeling you through your clothes?"
Mary nodded her head.
"Something that I have already imagined you doing while masturbating myself, I'd love for you to touch me and feel me through my clothes while making out with me," she said. "That would make me so wet."
He looked at his stepmother while surprised that she masturbated. He looked at his stepmother in the way that he had never looked at her before. He looked at his stepmother with sexual excitement. No doubt, wishing that he dared to masturbate himself in front of his stepmother, he fingered the head of his cock through his pajama bottoms while staring at his stepmother.
# # #
As if he was interrogating his stepmother for a role in a porn movie, he continued his sexual line of questioning.
"Would you allow me to undress you," he asked?
She laughed.
"Yes, of course," she said. "Since you've already seen me naked, and in my bra and panties, I'd love for you to undress me."
He stared at her big breasts through her blouse and bra. Making sure that she wasn't kidding, he asked his next sexually inappropriate question.
"Would you allow me to remove your blouse?"
His stepmother nodded her head while making a face and letting out a little laugh.
"Yes," she said with a little laugh. "You may unbutton my blouse and remove my blouse," she said.
As if seeing them for the first time, he stared at his stepmother's huge breasts through her blouse and through her bra.
"You'd allow me to remove your short skirt?"
Again, his stepmother nodded her head while laughing again.
"Yes, of course, you may remove my skirt, too," she said.
He looked at his stepmother with disbelief.
"You'd allow me to see you in your panties and bra?"
Mary smiled at her stepson while nodding her head again.
"Since you've have already seen me in my panties and bra, yes, I'd love for you to see me in my sexy, low-cut bra and my bikini panties again," she said.
Again, he continued looking at her in the way that he had never looked at her.
# # #
As if he had just noticed that his stepmother had big breasts, he stared at his stepmother's huge blouse and bra clad breasts in the way that he had never stared at them before. He stared at her fully clothe breasts as if he was staring at her naked breasts again. Then, he asked her the question that he was eager to know her answer.
"Would you allow me to remove your bra?"
She gave him a warm smile while cupping her blouse and bra clad breasts in her hands as if offering them to him.
"Of course. Not only may you remove my brassiere but also, I want you to remove my bra," said his stepmother.
He looked at her in disbelief as if she was joking. Hoping that she wasn't sexually teasing him, he asked his next, sexually inappropriate question.
"Just so that I'm clear, you'd allow me to see you topless? You'd allow me to see your huge, naked breasts?"
She laughed.
"Of course," she said with a laugh. "Since you've already seen me topless and have seen my naked breasts, I'll allow you to see them again. "With me your birthday gift that you must unwrap, I'd love for you to see my naked breasts," she said.
He returned his stepmother's smile with his smile of disbelief.
"Okay, not only just seeing your naked tits but, would you allow me to touch your naked breasts, feel your naked breasts, fondle your naked breasts, and finger your erect nipples while sucking your nipples," he asked his stepmother?
She beamed him a wide smile.
"I can't wait for you to have your sexual way with my naked breasts," she said. "I can't wait for you to remove my blouse, my skirt, and my brassiere. I can't wait for you to touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while sucking my erect nipples. My naked breasts are part of my birthday gift to you," she said. "I am your birthday gift," she said with a laugh. "Happy Birthday, Bob."
# # #
Bob leaned into his stepmother. He kissed her. Then, he parted her lips and French kissed her while touching and feeling her huge breasts through her blouse and bra.
He leaned back to see what each unbuttoned button revealed while slowly unbuttoned his stepmother's blouse. Once her blouse was completely unbuttoned, he removed her blouse. He stared at his stepmother sitting before him in her big, white, low-cut, and sexy brassiere. As if he was playing with a hot wheel car, he slowly slid his index finger down his stepmother's long, sexy line of sexy cleavage.
Then, he unbuttoned and unzipped his stepmother's short skirt. She lifted her buttocks from the comfort of the couch for him to remove her skirt. Bob stared at his stepmother sitting in front of him in her sexy bra and her white, bikini panties as if he had never seen a woman in her lingerie before.
He reached out his horny hand and felt his stepmother's breasts through her bra, first one and then the other. As soon as her nipples erected, he fingered her nipples through her bra, too. Then, he cupped her pussy through her panties. He traced her pussy slit with his index finger.
Finally, he removed her bra straps, first one, and then the other. While kissing her, French kissing her, he reached around behind her to unhook her triple clasp bra. She held her bra cups in place while staring up at her stepson. Not wanting to rush him seeing her naked breasts again, she stared up at him to watch his reaction to seeing her huge, naked tits again.
She removed one bra cup before removing the other. His stepmother was topless. Something that he, obviously, had never imagined nor masturbated over, his stepmother was topless. He was seeing his stepmother's, naked breasts, again.
He couldn't believe that his stepmother allowed him to remove her brassiere. He couldn't believe that his stepmother was topless. He couldn't believe that he was seeing her naked breasts. He couldn't believe the size of her huge tits.
Bob reached out his horny hand and touched, felt, and fondled his stepmother's naked breasts. Then, leaning forward, he fingered her nipples. Pulling, turning, and twisting them he continued fingering her erect nipples while sucking her nipples. In the way that he had imagined having his wicked, sexual way with Christina Hendricks and Sofia Vergara naked breasts, he had his wicked, sexual way with his stepmother's naked tits.
# # #
"I want you to rub my clit while finger fucking my pussy. I want you to masturbate me," said Mary. "Then, after you give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers, I want you to give me another sexual orgasm with your tongue. I want you to eat me. I want you to lick your stepmother's cunt," she said.
Obediently obeying his stepmother, he rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy. He masturbated his stepmother.
"Oh, Bob. Oh, my God, Bob. Don't stop. Please don't stop rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. Rub my clit harder. Rub my clit faster. Finger fuck me deeper," she said. "You're going to make Mommy cum. I'm cumming, Bob. I'm cumming she said having her first, sexual orgasm.
Then, after she enjoyed the afterglow of sex, she spread her legs while she rubbed her pussy.
"Eat me, Bob. Eat your stepmother. Give me oral sex. Lick my pussy. Finger fuck my cunt," she said.
Again, obediently obeying her, Bob moved halfway down the bed and positioned himself between his stepmothers' shapely thighs. He licked her while fingering. He didn't stop licking her and fingering her until she was ready to have her second, sexual orgasm.
"Yeah. That's it. Right there, Bob. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming again," she said.
Again, she remained silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
Not done giving her stepson his birthday gift, she was ready for him to make love to her.
"Make love to me, Bob. Make love to your stepmother," she said.
Bob immediately mounted his stepmother in the missionary position. She reached her soft and warm hand down to insert his erect prick inside of her wet pussy. With a gentle hump, he was inside of his stepmother. Making out with her while gently humping her they made love.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, they were fucking. He fucked his stepmother and she fucked him. She fucked him as fast and as hard as he fucked her. Again, it didn't take her long to have her third sexual orgasm, this time from his cock.
"Bob! Oh, my God, Bob! Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
Once again, she fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, she moved halfway down the bed. She took her stepson's erect prick in her hand and slowly stroked him while staring up at him with her big, brown eyes.
Then, continuing to stare up at him, she took his big prick in her mouth. She was blowing him. She was sucking his cock while stroking his cock. She was determined for him to cum in her mouth.
Now, that he was having sex with his stepmother, an older woman with huge breasts, Bob never masturbated again. He never watched porn again. Content having sex with his stepmother, he fucked her every morning and they made love every night.
In between, she masturbated him. She stroked his cock while sucking his prick. He masturbated his stepmother and ate her pussy. Acting as if they were newlyweds on their honeymoon, they had sex every day, multiple times a day.
"Happy Birthday, Bob," said Mary.
THE END
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 11
The love of my life, Maureen, is dead. She's dead. I can't believe she's dead.
Continued from Chapter 10: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
Maybe, this is it for the threesome. Maybe, Colleen is moving out. Yeah, I bet that's it. Colleen is leaving. Normally, I would have felt bad, really bad, about Colleen leaving, but after what transpired early this morning with Maureen, to be honest, I was glad she was going.
No more threesomes. No more bi-sexual sex of the lesbian kind. I wanted Maureen all to myself. I was no longer willing to share Maureen with anyone, not even with Colleen.
Only, Colleen surprised me, when she fell into my arms crying. I felt bad, really bad. Definitely, she could stay here longer. I wasn't about to kick her out, that's for sure. I cared for her too much.
I held her without saying anything. I waited for her to speak. I waited for her to say something, anything. I needed to know what was wrong. I needed to know why she was sobbing. I just stayed like that holding her and thinking about the sex that I had with Maureen earlier this morning.
I was still glowing from that sexually erotic experience. I was so sexually satisfied, after having sex with Maureen that even though I was naked, I didn't even think about fondling Colleen's big tits or feeling her firm, round ass. My thoughts were with Maureen.
"Colleen, where's Maureen?"
I was hoping that Maureen would take care of Colleen, comfort her, and calm her down, so that I could get up and get dressed.
Colleen just continued bawling. She broke down sobbing. She was shaking, she was crying so hard.
Definitely, they must have had a horrible fight. I wondered what over? I wondered, if it had something to do with me. Maybe, Colleen was in love with me.
Maybe, it had something to do with the secret, whatever that was. Maybe, the secret is that Maureen wanted Colleen to leave. Maybe, that's why she's crying. Maybe, she thinks that by crying that I'll be sympathetic and overrule Maureen. Maybe, she thinks that I'll ask Maureen to allow her to stay, since this is my house after all. My mind rambled with all of the possibilities of why Colleen was crying.
"What? What's the matter, Colleen? Did you two have a fight? What is it? Tell me. Where's Maureen?"
Thinking that she was playing a horrible joke on me, she floored me with what she said next.
"Maureen's dead."
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 11:
Maureen's younger sister, Gwen, the whore of the family, comes for a weekend visit.
The words did not register. I heard them but did not understand them. What nonsense is she saying to me? How can Maureen be dead, when I was just with her early this morning? We had sex. We made love. We fucked.
"There was a car crash...Maureen's dead...Maureen's dead...she's dead."
I pushed her away and sat up in bed.
"Maureen! Maureen!" Figuring that this was a bad joke, I jumped out of bed and searched the house. "Maureen! Maureen!"
I returned to the bedroom to confront Colleen.
"She's gone, Mark. She's gone," said Colleen collapsing with me on the bed.
"What do you mean, she's gone? Maureen! Where are you? Maureen," I yelled while continuing to call out to her!
I looked at Colleen with anger.
"Don't fuck around like this, Colleen. If this is your idea of a joke, this isn't funny," I said pushing at Colleen's shoulder and still not believing her. "This isn't funny," I said again.
I couldn't even bring myself to say the word dead.
"Don't fuck around like this," I said again!
I took her in my arms and shook her.
"That's no joke. That's not fucking funny, Colleen. That's not fucking funny."
Then, I looked in her eyes and I knew that she wasn't joking.
# # #
"Where's my Maureen? Where's my Maureen?"
I pulled her to me and just started crying. I was sobbing. Falling into my arms, Colleen submitted herself to me sobbing and sobbing and I knew then that what she said was true. Only, it made no sense, she was just here with me. We made love. We had the best sex that I ever had in my life. How could she be dead?
"When did this happen?"
She looked at me with sadness and hurt.
"Last night."
I looked at her as if she was crazy.
"Last night? When last night? What time?"
She looked at her watch.
"Some time just before eight pm. She was officially pronounced dead by the coroner just before midnight. A drunk driver fell asleep at the..." she said.
As if she couldn't finish saying it, she fell off as if experiencing the car crash all over again. I looked at her with disbelief.
"Where were you?"
Colleen looked at with empty eyes.
"I was at her parent's house. Maureen went out to pick her sister up at a friend's house. On the way there, she was only a few miles from home, when a drunk driver slammed head on into her car," said Colleen through tears and gasps for breath. Had her sister been in the car with her, she would have been dead, too.
# # #
I stared at Colleen.
"She was here, Colleen. She was here with me. We had sex," I said.
I looked at her horrified that it was not a dream and all so real.
"We made love. We fucked. She was here with me."
Colleen shook her head while crying.
"No, she couldn't have been with you," she said looking at me, as if I had lost my mind. "With the crash not far from the house, I was at the crash site when they pronounced her dead. Then, I was with her at the morgue. Maybe you were psychically connected to her, but you must have been dreaming. She died at the crash site, Mark. Maureen is dead. She's dead," she said sobbing again.
I looked at her as if she was crazy when I was the one who had lost his mind.
"No, it wasn't a dream. I wasn't dreaming. It was real. Missy...even Missy whined like he does when she comes home from work. I heard her greet her downstairs."
I looked at Colleen and shook her.
"She was here with me," I said insisting that what I said was true. "We kissed. We hugged. We made love. I was holding her. We both fell asleep."
Colleen wrapped her arms around my neck and hugged me. Then, she whispered the truth in my ear.
"Mark, she's gone."
# # #
There was a long pause, where we just held one another without either of us saying anything.
"Did she say anything before...before she died," I asked while hoping that she had a message for me?
Whether she was making that up or not, she told me what I wanted to hear.
"She said to tell her you that she loved you and that she was sorry."
I stared at her not understanding.
"Sorry? Sorry for what?"
Colleen started crying again.
"I imagine she was sorry for dying," said Colleen with a shrug, while blowing her nose.
Colleen softly sobbed, again.
# # #
We stayed like that lying in bed holding one another and comforting one another for an hour or so, until she fell asleep and I got up to make coffee. I was in shock expecting it all to be a bad joke and expecting Maureen to walk through the door any minute. My mind reeled with unfinished thoughts and I didn't know what I was doing. I had to dump the coffee grounds back in the bag and recount the number of scoops three times.
When Colleen fell asleep, I let her sleep but she only slept for half an hour after I left the bed. She joined me in the kitchen and we sat and talked over morning coffee. I was glad that she was here with me. Now, with the reality of Maureen being dead, I didn't want to be alone.
"Her parents are making the arrangements and," she said.
She looked at me as if apologizing to me. She looked at me as if she was wondering if she should tell me or not.
"What? And what," I asked.
I looked at her, while waiting for her to continue.
"They don't want to include you in the funeral services. I'm sorry," she said.
I looked at her as if I was looking through her.
"I understand them not wanting me there at her funeral, but I can't understand why they are denying me to I see Maureen. Why can't I say good-bye to her?"
I looked at Colleen with so many questions. Yet, still in shock, I was having a hard time formulating any of them. I was having just as hard of a time picking which one to ask first.
"I'd just like to say good-bye to her," I said crying.
I couldn't help myself from crying nor could I stop myself from crying.
"They're having a private service with family only. Even I'm not allowed to go, her best friend," said Colleen with sadness. "I guess they blame me for her death, as much as they blame you."
She reached out and held my hand.
"They blame me for her death? Why? I didn't tell her to drive home, just as I didn't tell her to pick up her sister," I said while not understanding their logic.
Suddenly, having not even met them, I hated her parents.
"Had she not moved to Massachusetts from New York, had she not traveled to New York to see her parents, she'd still be alive," said Colleen with another shrug. "It's crazy, I know, but they're grieving, while trying to make sense of it all."
I nodded my head as if I suddenly understood why they hated me.
"Maybe they're right, somewhat. Had she stayed with me and not traveled to New York, she'd still be alive." I looked at Colleen with curiosity. "Tell me this, then, why did she suddenly go to see her parents?"
# # #
Colleen looked up at me surprised.
"She didn't tell you?"
I looked at her confused.
"No. What? Tell me what? She said she was going to Rochester to talk to her mother and sister. She said that it was just girl talk," I said.
Colleen gave me an uncomfortable, little smile while sipping her coffee. Having already gulped down my first cup of coffee, I poured myself another cup. I made it strong, just how I like it.
"She did say that she had a secret but she wouldn't tell me what the secret was. She said that she'd tell me what the secret was when she returned home. She said it was a good secret." I looked at Colleen with curiosity. "Do you know what the secret was?"
Colleen gave me a troubled look.
"If she didn't tell you, Mark," she said looking at me, before looking away. "Maybe I shouldn't tell you either." She paused as if rethinking what she was about to say. "Now, that she's dead, it wouldn't do you any good to know."
"What? Know what? Tell me. Don't deny me that," I said. "I deserve to know. Tell me what her..."
Colleen squeezed my hand and looked up to make eye contact.
"She was pregnant. She was pregnant with your baby. She was so happy. The doctor who tried to save her told me that the fetus was that of a boy," she said crying.
When she started crying again, I started crying, too. This was too much to take in all at once. First my girlfriend, the love of my life is dead, and now our unborn baby, our son is dead, too.
# # #
Colleen and I stayed together for a few months after Maureen's death. Although we found it comforting at first to be together, she left when we found it too painful to be together. Everything we did and/or said reminded us of Maureen.
We both loved Maureen in different ways, and that paralleled, and interfered with how we felt about one another. She moved away. The last that I heard, she was living with some guy, somewhere.
When Maureen died, I felt as if I had died, too. Her dog was a constant reminder of her and I cherished Missy. She was a total goof around my dog. My dog being the dominate one; the pack leader, it was weird to see this giant Golden Retriever being submissive to a diminutive, yet dominate, Rat Terrier.
Slowly, I was getting back to where I was. Only, I realized that I'll never get back to where I was but, at least, I was getting up in the morning, getting washed and dressed, and not going to bed drunk. Then, from out of the blue, I got an eerie telephone call.
"Hello?"
Immediately her voice sounded so familiar.
"Mark?"
The voice on the other end sounded just like Maureen's voice. She even said my name the same way, with a Boston accent.
"Maureen?"
My heart was pounding. Maybe, Maureen really isn't dead. Maybe, the whole thing was a joke or a way for Maureen to end our relationship.
"No, this is Gwen, Maureen's sister," she said.
# # #
I thought it was Maureen calling from beyond the grave. Only, it was Gwen, Maureen's younger sister. They sounded exactly alike.
Colleen had given her my telephone number and had encouraged her to call me, when she was feeling up to talking to me. She wanted to meet me, and visit with me for a few days, and to collect Maureen's personal possessions. She wanted to hear what I had to tell her about her sister and how she lived her life with me.
Just out of college, she was only 23-years-old and wanted to move southeast to Boston from Rochester to start her career in journalism. She had just gotten a job with CBS Nightly news as a News Desk, Assignment Editor, a ground floor opportunity, while being groomed as an On-Camera Reporter. Certainly, she must have been good looking enough to work in front of the camera, instead of behind it.
The job started in a few of weeks, not giving her much time to collect Maureen's things, find a place to live in Massachusetts, and move her things from New York. I watched her from the window pull up in her car, a cherry red BMW 1 series. Once she emerged from her car and turned to face me, my heart skipped a beat.
The resemblance was startling. She looked just like her sister, Maureen. She was the same height, had same red, hair color, and she had the same magnificent body with huge, double D cup breasts.
Had I not known Maureen was dead, I'd have thought that her sister, Gwen, was her. She was a dead ringer for her. I stepped out on the front porch taking the dogs with me. The dogs greeted her first. They both already loved her.
# # #
"Hi," I said from the porch as she stepped from her car. "Welcome." I watched the dogs vie for her attention. "I hope you like dogs."
She laughed in the same way that Maureen used to laugh. She had big, beautiful, blue eyes, just like her sister had.
"I love dogs," she said smiling and giving both Missy and Polo lots of love, pats, and attention.
I outstretched my hand as she approached me with a big smile. She surprised me by walking up to me, bypassing my hand, and giving me a big hug and a smooch on the lips. Then, she hugged me again. I stood there for a few seconds afraid to touch her, until I submitted to her will and wrapped my big arms around her shapely body.
Having missed Maureen, Gwen felt so good in my arms. If I hadn't known that this was Maureen's sister, I'd think that I was holding Maureen. Suddenly, while hoping that I could behave myself, I wanted to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her.
I wanted to make out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes. Then, I wanted to slowly strip her naked and make love to her before fucking her. Only, I didn't dare do any of those things. This was Maureen's kid sister. How dare I have sexual thoughts for her.
It took all the control that I had not to imagine that I was hugging Maureen. It took all the sexual control that I had not to reach down and cup her sweet ass, which is what I always did to Maureen when holding her and hugging her. I so wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her huge breasts while kissing her, but I didn't.
Gwen felt so much like Maureen. She smelled like Maureen. Her hair was just like Maureen's hair, the same length, and the same color. We remained like that hugging one another for a few minutes, until she released me from her hold. Again, it took all the sexual control that I possessed not to dry hump her.
"It's so great to finally meet you," she said with a big smile that made me smile, too. "My sister and Colleen couldn't say enough about you." When she broke her hug, she stepped back from me to give me an approving stare. "I thought they were exaggerating but now that I see you in person, they did not nearly say enough good things about you," she said with a smile. "They were right," she said waiting for me to respond.
I let out a nervous, little laugh.
"Right about what?"
She laughed. Then, as if she was undressing me with her eyes, she eyed me up and down.
"With your muscular build, you look like that western actor from the 60's, what's his name, what was his name," she said again? "Clint Walker. That's who you look like, Clint Walker."
I smiled with her compliment.
"Clint Walker? I haven't heard that name in years, since the movie, the Dirty Dozen. How do you know him from the 60's?"
She laughed Maureen's melodious laugh.
"My Dad is a huge western fan, and he forced us to be western fans, too. Clint Walker was his favorite cowboy, when he played that gunfighter, Cheyenne Bodie," said Gwen.
I laughed.
"Do I look like him now that he's in his 90's or before when he was younger," I asked with a laugh? "Actually, I think he's dead."
She laughed, too.
"You look like him before, when he was younger, of course," she said laughing again.
'And you look so much like your sister, I wanted to say but didn't.'
# # #
I couldn't help myself from staring at her. She was just as beautiful as was her big sister. It was such a cruel joke to play on someone mourning the loss of his love to have someone, who looks exactly like the person that I just lost.
I couldn't imagine how Maureen's parents must have felt having Gwen around as Maureen's mirror image. They looked so much alike and sounded so much alike that they could have been identical twins. They looked so much alike that I couldn't help but imagine Gwen in her bra and panties, topless, and naked.
Seeing Gwen and talking to her was shocking, jolting, and created bittersweet flashbacks filled with excitement and sorrow. For the brief time that she stayed with me, it was if I had Maureen back in my life. I needed to sit down before I fell down and collapsed on the porch bench.
She sat beside me and took my hand in hers. I looked down at her hand as my fingers encompassed her small, soft hand, a hand that felt so much like Maureen's hand. Her fingers were exactly the same as Maureen's long, thin fingers.
"Are you okay? What's wrong," she asked looking up at me?
Making solid eye contact with her, I looked at her. She was so beautiful, as beautiful as was Maureen that I just wanted to kiss her, while pretending that I was kissing Maureen. She was so sexy, as sexy was her sister. She was so shapely. They both had the same phenomenal bodies.
"I mean, I knew you were her sister, but I never expected you to look so much like her, exactly like her. You two could have been twins, identical twins. It's startling," I said.
I paused while collecting my thoughts. She looked at me as if waiting for me to finish.
"I'm sorry," she said. "If it's too painful for me to stay, I can leave."
I didn't answer her.
"I'm sorry, I should have warned you, somehow."
She continued sitting beside me while silently holding my hand.
"Do you want me to leave," she asked?
She looked up at me with Maureen's beautiful blue eyes.
"Leave?"
I looked over at her smiling and patting her hand.
"No, of course not. You just got here. I'm so glad that you're here. Just give me a minute to..."
I looked at her again suddenly feeling the urge to kiss her again.
"God, you're just as beautiful...just give me a moment to collect my thoughts."
# # #
Her voice, her diction, and her mannerisms were all so much the same as Maureen's. It was scary and uncanny. Immediately, I was attracted to her.
Still too soon, still grieving over Maureen, I never got to say good-bye to her. Immediately, as if she was Maureen reincarnated, I wanted to take her to bed. I stood and pulled her up with me.
"C'mon, let's go inside and I'll show you the house and your room," I said. "I hope you like coffee."



She laughed.
"I love coffee, strong and black is how I take it. I can't get through my day without two cups of black coffee," she said.
We went inside the house and I made her comfortable in the guest bedroom, which was the bedroom at the end of the hall. She insisted that she stay in the same room that her sister had, before Maureen and I started sleeping together in our threesome arrangement with Colleen. Not having to share a bathroom, having her own, it was as if she had her own suite. The arrangement afforded her a level of privacy, if she so wanted it.
At that point, after meeting her, reliving Maureen with her resemblance to her sister, hearing her voice, and watching her familiar mannerisms, everything about her reminding me of her sister. I'd accommodate her in any way that would make her stay longer. Already saddened about her leaving, I never wanted her to go.
I wanted her to stay longer than the weekend that she had planned. I wanted her to stay with me forever. Selfish of me, I wanted her to replace her sister. As long as she stayed with me, I wouldn't hurt as badly as I hurt now.
# # #
Suddenly, the thought of Gwen in my life, instead of Maureen, was perversely perverted and so offensive to me that I almost vomited. Surely, I knew that even though they looked so much alike, they were two individual people with different feelings, wants, and needs. Still, I was giddy with happiness that she was here with me in my house and in my little world, which suddenly expanded greatly, again, with the hope of a new life with Gwen.
Her visit was uplifting. I was happy that she was here. When I first saw her, and how much she looked like Maureen, I expected to be miserably depressed. My first thought was that I wanted to send her away. I was glad that I didn't.
Instead, once I accepted how much she looked like Maureen, it was just the opposite. In a weird way, with not having a chance to say good-bye to Maureen, her visit was cathartic. She enabled me to, somehow, get the closure that I needed to deal with the sudden and tragic death of Maureen through her sister.
In a morbidly perverse sense, this was my way of talking to the dead through the living and it was a way for me to discover things that I didn't know, and that didn't have a chance to know about Maureen. I found that learning more about Maureen growing up as a child from her sister was so very healing and comforting. If nothing else, she took my mind off my mourning. The mere activity of talking to her kept my mind busy and my spirits lifted.
I helped her with her things, moving what she needed, and helping her to arrange the empty closet. No one had been here since Colleen moved out some months ago. I wasn't only excited about having a roommate again, albeit a temporary roommate, but the fact that she looked so much like Maureen lifted my spirits from the depressed state that I had been in lately. If nothing else, she was a diversion and someone to talk to for a few days.
I had been feeling so lonely and Gwen helped me through my loneliness. Only, I had to make a conscious effort not to stare at her and not to call her Maureen. She was just so damn beautiful and looked so much like her sister, that I was instantly attracted to her. How could I not be? Any man would be sexually attracted to this beautiful, sexy, and shapely, twenty-three-year-old woman.
"I'm glad that you drink coffee," I said. "I can't function without having two, big mugs of strong, black coffee in the morning."
She laughed.
"Other than sex," she said giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile. "Coffee is my only addiction," she said.
'Sex,' I thought. 'Gwen is addicted to sex.'
She surprised me when she said that sex was her addiction, and gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Then, I remembered Maureen saying that her sister was a whore. Hoping beyond hope, I wondered if she'd have sex with me. There would be no better way to get over Maureen than to have sex with her sister.
# # #
"Great." I'll put on a fresh pot. "Maureen and I..."
I paused not knowing if I should proceed to talk about Maureen to her.
"Please, I want you to talk about my sister. That's why I'm here," she said.
When she suddenly looked very sad, I felt her pain, and gave her a hug. Hugging her felt as if I was hugging Maureen. Suffice to write, I loved hugging Gwen while pressing her enormous breasts against my muscular chest.
"Maybe, somehow, my visit can help us both heal," she said.
She looked at me with her big, blue, beautiful eyes that melted my soul and hardened my cock.
"Okay," I said while not knowing where to begin.
Taking the lead, Gwen talked about her sister.
"Maureen moved out of the house, while I was still in high school, and then I went off to college. So, I haven't spent as much time as I would have like to with my big sister. I was hoping that you could help me by telling me more about her, the things that I didn't know about her," said Gwen.
I nodded my head. Only, I wished that Colleen was here to act as a buffer. Not that I was a rapist or a sexual abuser but I didn't trust myself to be alone with Gwen. With me missing Maureen too much and Gwen a dead ringer for her, there's no telling what would happen when we're alone after splitting a bottle of wine.
# # #
"In that regard, we have that in common. I was hoping that you could tell me more about Maureen as a child, and what it was like growing up with her."
We smiled at one another and I felt that I should continue the conversation, telling her about the Maureen that I knew.
"It's a deal," she said. "You tell me how Maureen lived her life with you and I'll tell you about how she grew up as a child."
I laughed silently to myself while thinking of Maureen having lesbian sex with Colleen.
"We always had coffee this time of the late morning or early afternoon," I said volunteering what information that came to mind. "Then, we'd take our cups to the back screened-in porch where we sat and talked about everything and laughed over nothing, while watching the dogs play."
"I'll tell you what," she said. "Show me the kitchen and I'll make us a pot of coffee."
She was just like her sister, taking charge of things.
The dogs abandoned me to follow her and I could not blame them. Who said dogs are dumb? I'd follow her, someone who looked as good as Maureen, to the end of the earth.
I put some biscuits on a plate for us to have with our coffee. As soon as the coffee brewed, we took our cups out back. She even took her coffee the same as did Maureen, black with no sugar.
At times, it was difficult to talk to her without staring, without swooning, and without wanting to lean over to kiss her. Although, I had never seen a photo of her, certainly, I felt as if I already knew her from what Maureen had told me about her kid sister. Whenever she looked away, I studied her face looking for the smallest imperfection in her to make me realize that she wasn't Maureen. Physically, she was an identical, genetic copy.
Perversely perverted, I listened intently as she talked to me wondering, while what she looked like in her bra and panties. I wondered what she looked like topless. I wondered what she looked like naked.
Grieving over Maureen, while sitting here with a carbon copy of her, how could I not wonder what she looked like without her clothes? I wondered if her tits were the same with the same, big, pink nipples that Maureen had. I wondered if she was shaved, trimmed, or bushy.
With her already confessing that she was addicted to sex, I wondered if her pussy tasted the same. I wondered what she was like in bed. I wondered if she talked dirty and if she screamed when she had a sexual orgasm.
I couldn't believe that I was already undressing this nice, young lady with my eyes. I couldn't believe that I was such a degenerate. Yet, I missed Maureen so very much and here was her sister looking so much like my lost love, I couldn't help but imagine Gwen in all sorts of sexual and depraved positions. I had to force myself to think of something else, anything else to say to take my mind of sex.
# # #
"Do you like baseball," I asked?
She laughed.
"Yeah, my whole family follows the games," she said.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"How 'bout those Red Sox? I can't believe they won another World Series. Do you think they'll become a baseball dynasty like the Yankees used to be?"
She made a face while shaking her head.
"I hope not. I'm a Yankees fan," she said with another laugh.
I gave her a smug smile.
"Yeah, that's right. You guys are from New York. I forgot," I said.
# # #
She helped me with dinner, tuna steaks with brown rice and peas. Even though I opened a bottle of wine and offered her some, I decided to forgo the wine. Since Maureen died, I've numbed enough of my days with alcohol. Besides, just in case she wanted sex, I wanted to be ready.
"This is the perfect wine with fish," I said. "I apologize for not joining you in a drink but I've had more than my share of wine over the past few months."
She nodded her understanding.
"Oh, that's okay, I understand. I found myself drinking more than usual and had to make a conscious effort not to drink," she said pausing to take a sip of her wine.
She paused again, perhaps, while reflecting on what she was about to say.
"Unfortunately, my mother has been drinking more than she ever did in the past. Maureen's death hit her the hardest. She's changed. Morally modest before, now she seldom gets dressed. She walks around the house wearing her short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgowns no matter who is in the house."
I suddenly wondered what her mother looked like. I wondered if she looked like Maureen and like Gwen. Then, I wondered what she looked like in her short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgown. I wondered if she had Maureen's and Gwen's sexy and shapely body and their huge breasts.
# # #
"I hope that I can still meet your parents, one day," I said while letting her know that I wasn't angry for not inviting me to Maureen's funeral.
Gwen made a face.
"My father, in his convoluted logic, blames you for Maureen's death."
I looked at her with hurt.
"He does? How? Why," I asked?
I was stunned by this sudden revelation that their father blamed me for Maureen's death. Even though Colleen had touched upon her family somehow blaming me for Maureen's death, it still hurt for Gwen to say that.
"He said had Maureen not moved to Massachusetts from upstate New York, she would have not have been hit by a drunk driver." She looked at my pained expression. "She could have died anywhere, anytime. Obviously, it was her time to go," said Gwen showing her maturity beyond her 23-years of age.
I shrugged my confusion.
"Actually, Maureen hadn't even met me when she moved to Massachusetts," I said.
Gwen nodded her head in agreement.
"I told you my father's reason for not liking you was convoluted," she said.
I leaned forward in my chair.
"I understand your father not wanting to like me. We're nearly the same age, after all. And if it makes him feel better in his grief to blame someone for the loss of his daughter, than I can shoulder that burden," I said with a sad smile, while nodding my head.
Gwen reached out and squeezed my hand.
"You're a good man, Mark," she said consuming her first glass and allowing me to pour her a second. "I can see why my sister fell in love with you."
# # #
She stood, kicked out her chair, and leaned over the dining room table. When I stood to meet her, she gave me a great down blouse view of her low-cut, sexy bra and her long line of ample cleavage. Surprising me, she gave me a kiss on the cheek and a hug. Then, when she pulled her chair back to the table and moved to sit, with a quick flash, her white panties peeked out their hello with a triangular, over her thighs patch of bright white, as she sat in her chair.
Maybe, it was the hot coffee that I was drinking, but suddenly I was feeling warm, hot actually, after having a down blouse view of Gwen's low-cut bra and an up skirt view of her white panties. Again, unable to help myself, lonely and sad, I wondered what Gwen looked like naked. I wondered if she looked like her mother or her father.
I imagined that if she looked like her mother that I'd be attracted to her mother, too. I laughed to myself. Who's next? Am I going to want to fuck her mother, too, if I had the chance to meet her and, maybe even her grandmother, if I was ever to meet her?
"The wine is very good," she said. "It goes down too easy and doesn't burn at all like most of the wine that I drank too much of in college."
I gave her a warm smile.
"Ah, I see you've grown accustom to wine of questionable vintages," I said laughing. "I assure you that you'll find no Boones Farm Apple wine in this house, only French, Italian, and a few bottles of Californian."
She laughed.
"Yeah, well, when you're in college, you buy what you can afford, and I could only afford the wine with the screw top bottles," she said with a laugh.
As if we had known one another for years, talking to her was so easy. I wondered how much of a party girl she was. I suddenly envisioned her drunk at a dorm or a frat party. I suddenly pictured her wearing a barely there bikini at spring break and exposing her huge tits to everyone. It surprised even me, when I said what I was thinking.
"So, are you one of those naughty and fun loving girls that they show on Spring break doing the wet T-shirt contest or the bikini contest," I asked with a laugh?"
She returned my laugh with her laugh.
"Oh, yeah, I did all of that and more. Trust me, I was wicked naughty," she said with a dirty laugh. "I must admit though that I look fabulous in a bikini, that is, when I wasn't walking around topless," she said striking a pose that made her tits look even bigger. "It was fun. Only, much like Lindsay Lohan, unfortunately, something that gets me in sexual trouble, I can't hold my alcohol," she admitted.
'She can't hold her alcohol,' I thought? 'Well, that's certainly good to know.'
"In that case, drink up," I said laughing. "Have more wine. I'll open another bottle," I said laughing.
I suddenly thought about her walking around my living room in just her bikini panties and nothing else.
"Trust me, Mark. You don't have to get me drunk to take sexual advantage of me," she said.
She gave me another sexy look and another naughty smile.
"If I have more than couple of glasses of this delicious wine," she said holding up her glass to swirl around the wine. "You'll be putting me to bed, undressing me, and taking sexual advantage of me, I'm afraid."
I suddenly had the sexual vision of carrying her to bed and undressing her.
"Well, rest assured, Gwen, that I'd put you to bed and probably undress you, so as not to wrinkle your clothes," I said in a voice that impersonated the late, great comedian, W. C. Fields. "But I'd never take advantage of you, Maureen's baby sister," I said with a dirty laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Well, that's good to know. As far as undressing me, I'm much like my sister in that regard, we could have been nudists. My mother is like that, too. She's answered the door in her bra and panties. She's sunned herself in the backyard topless and naked in front of the pool men and/or the landscapers. Actually, now since Maureen died, she doesn't care who sees her topless and/or naked.
She laughed.
"Like me, I guess my mother is a bit of a whore," she said with a laugh. "I can't tell you how many nude beaches we've frequented, but my Dad is an absolute prude. He doesn't understand our need for nudity," she said with a laugh. "He's never gone with us to a nude beach."
# # #
I made note of the nudist remark. Suddenly, drunk, and naked, I imagined seeing Gwen, her mother, and Maureen standing together on the sand of a nude beach with nothing on but a smile. Damn, I was so freaking horny right then.
"Do you smoke?"
I looked at her sitting pretty in her smart, short skirt and button white blouse. Whenever she crossed her legs, whether deliberately or unintentionally, she flashed me a triangular patch of white panty. Then, every time she leaned forward, I was rewarded with a nice down blouse view of her ample cleavage.
Damn, she has huge breasts.
'Stop staring, Mark, I repeated to myself. Feeling so much like the pervert that I am, I felt like I was leering at her, especially every time she crossed her legs or leaned forward. Yet, she made me horny,' I thought while continuing to stare at her.
"No, I've never smoked," she said with a toss of her hair, the same toss that Maureen did that made me crazy with desire for her, whenever she looked up at me and was about to tell me something about herself.
She paused to take another long sip of her wine.
"I was a runner in high school and in college." She gave me a sexy smile. "And I'll have you know that I was on the swim team, as well," she said putting a hand to her hip and flashed me a supermodel smile. "I earned twelve letters in high school."
I flashed her a smile.
"Yeah, I can see that," I said admiring her figure. "With your broad shoulders and slim waist, you have more of a swimmer's figure than you do a runners body."
Then, she looked at me with curiosity.
"Do you smoke?"
I shook my head from side to side.
"Nah, I never did. I was into boxing heavily at a very young age." I took a sip of my coffee. "My uncle owned a famous boxing gym in the west end of Boston across from the Boston Garden. I was the only white kid there," I said with a laugh.
# # #
I looked at my watch.
"I'm tired," she said with a yawn and a sexy stretch.
I stood.
"Come, let's get you to bed. I'll walk you to your room. We can sit and talk tomorrow. You must be tired after that long drive."
She shook her head, no.
"No, actually, if you don't mind, I'd like to stay up and talk for a while longer," she said while pouring herself a half glass of wine, her third glass. "I'm enjoying drinking this wine."
Remembering what she said about wine that she can't hold her alcohol, I took the bottle from her hand and filled her glass.
"Well, I'm glad that you're not driving because if wine treats your head the way that it attacks mine, it has a way of sneaking up on you." I laughed. "Let me know when you're ready for the wet T-shirt contest and I'll get the hose and some dollar bills to stuff down your panties."
She laughed.
"I think one more glass will put me in that mood," she said with another sexy laugh and a naughty look.
# # #
We adjourned to the comfort of the living room. I offered her the softness of the sofa, while I took my usual voyeur seat across from her in the soft, worn, brown leather of the recliner. She had another glass of wine, her fourth glass, while I settled for another cup of hot, strong, black coffee.
As if she was home in the comfort of her living room, she sat with her short skirt hiked up nearly up to the middle of her shapely thighs. Her knees were parted enough to give me a continual view of her bright, white, bikini panties. Never have I seen so much of a beautiful woman since Maureen stripped Colleen down to her bra and panties before stripping her topless and then, naked.
I knew that either Gwen would be sleeping where she was sitting or I'd be carrying her to bed. Hoping for the later, instead of the former, I imagined having to lift her shapely body and carry her to bed. I imagined having to strip off her clothes so that she didn't wrinkle them as my excuse for undressing her.
After a while, I watched her eyes briefly close, as she began to slur her words. Maureen was the same way. Whenever she had more than two glasses of wine, she was tipsy. Now, with Gwen consuming nearly four glasses within a two hour period, I figured she was a bit drunk.



With her skirt raised all the way to her crotch and her knees spread wide open, I couldn't remove my horny eyes from her bright, white, bikini panties. I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at the patch of trimmed, red, pubic hair that I could clearly see through her sheer panties. I watched her, as she set her empty glass down, before leaning over to the side and passing out sound asleep.
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 12
Drunk & asleep, stripping Maureen's little sister, Gwen, naked.
Continued from Chapter 11: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
I looked at my watch.
"I'm tired," she said with a yawn and, raising both arms in the air with a sexy stretch.
I stood.
"Come, let's get you to bed. I'll walk you to your room. We can sit and talk tomorrow. You must be tired after that long drive," I said while wondering if she'd allow me to put her to bed.
Refusing to go to bed, she shook her head, no.
"No, actually, if you don't mind, unless you're tired, I'd like to stay up and talk for a while longer," she said while pouring herself a half glass of wine, her third glass. "I'm enjoying drinking this delicious wine."
Remembering what she said about wine that she can't hold her alcohol, I took the bottle from her hand and filled her glass.
"Well, I'm glad that you're not driving because if wine treats your head the way that it attacks mine, it has a way of sneaking up on you." I said with a laugh. "Let me know when you're ready for the wet T-shirt contest and I'll get the hose and some dollar bills to stuff down your bra and panties."
She laughed, too.
"I think one more glass will put me in that mood," she said with another sexy laugh and giving me a naughty look.
'Perhaps, Maureen was right. Her sister may be a whore,' I thought.
Instead of being offended by my sexually, inappropriate comments, she seemed to enjoy the verbal foreplay.
# # #
We adjourned to the comfort of the living room. I offered her the softness of the sofa, while I took my usual voyeur seat across from her in the soft, worn, brown leather of my recliner. She had another glass of wine, her fourth glass, while I settled for another cup of hot, strong, black coffee.
As if she was home in the comfort of her living room, she sat with her short skirt hiked up nearly up to the middle of her shapely thighs. Whether deliberately or unintentionally, she gave me quite the upskirt view of her panties. Her knees were parted enough to give me a continual view of her bright, white, bikini panties. I loved seeing her panties. Never have I seen as much of a beautiful woman since Maureen stripped Colleen down to her bra and panties before stripping her topless and then, naked.
I knew that either Gwen would be sleeping where she was sitting or I'd be carrying her to bed. Hoping for the later, instead of the former, I imagined having to lift her shapely body and carry her to bed. I imagined having to strip off her clothes so that she didn't wrinkle them as my excuse for undressing her.
I'd love nothing more to undress her while she was sleeping. I imagined stripping her naked. Yet, how could I explain the need to strip her naked without her thinking me a pervert and that I had taken sexual advantage of her while she was drunk?
After a while, with her intermittently falling asleep, I watched her eyes briefly close. Then, when she awakened, she slurred her words. Maureen was the same way. Whenever she had more than two glasses of wine, she was tipsy. Now, with Gwen consuming four glasses of wine within a two hour period, I figured that she was a bit drunk.
Now, with her skirt raised all the way to her crotch and her knees spread wide open, I couldn't remove my horny eyes from her bright, white, bikini panties. While she slept with her eyes clothes, I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at the patch of trimmed, red, pubic hair that I could clearly see through her sheer panties. I watched her, as she set her empty glass down, before leaning over to the side and passing out sound asleep.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 12
Drunk and asleep, I stripped Maureen's kid sister, Gwen, naked.
As soon as she fell to the side, her short skirt climbed all the way up to the back of her waist. She gave me a wonderful upskirt view of the back of her white, bikini, panty clad ass. Just like her sister, she had such a shapely back side, a beautiful ass. The view from the front of her was just as lovely as was the view from the back of her. Indeed, looking good from every angle, she looked good all over.
It took all the sexual control that I had not to unzip myself, pull out my cock, and masturbate myself over seeing Gwen's panties. Yet, fearing that she'd open her eyes and awaken, I didn't expose myself to her. I didn't want to ruin things by rushing things. Instead, I waited to see if she'd awaken.
Now, with her taking a drunken nap, I stared at her in peace without my stares making her feel uncomfortable. I sat like that while finishing my coffee and watching her sleep to see if she'd awaken. Still grieving the loss of Maureen and with her baby sister looking so much like her, I couldn't stop myself from staring at her. As if she was an angel delivered to me from Heaven above, she was just so damn beautiful.
She had such lovely, long legs, as shapely was her big sister's legs. Never expecting to see such a prolonged flash of her white, bikini panties, quickly, I became excited by the exposed panty vision of her. A double edged sword, even though ogling Gwen's panties momentarily stopped me from missing her sister, ogling her sexy and shapely body made me miss Maureen.
She had the same shapely ass that I remembered Maureen having. Ogling Gwen's panties made me wish that I could touch her panty clad ass and feel her panty clad ass, before removing her panties and having sex with her. Wishing she wasn't drunk and sleeping, I'd love to make love to her. I'd love to fuck her. I wondered how receptive she'd be to having sex with me?
# # #
When Gwen didn't move, not wanting her to sleep on the sofa as my excuse, I picked her up in my arms and carried her to bed. Should she awaken while I carried her to bed, I allowed my cock to react to the thoughts of carrying her to bed. Hoping that she'd reach down and touch it in the way that Colleen did when I carried her to my bed, I wanted Gwen to see, touch, and feel my big erection.
Even her weight felt about the same as her sister's body weight. I figured she was about one-hundred-and-fifteen pounds. I allowed my nose to smell the perfumed fragrance of her beautiful, red hair. Her lush and long red hair felt and smelled wonderful. She smelled as wonderful as Colleen felt when I carried her in my arms.
As I carried her, my hand came in contact with the side of her bra clad breast. With me a sucker for women with big tits, not removing my hand, I left my hand in contact with her huge blouse and bra clad breasts. Her breast felt as firm as it felt soft. I missed feeling Maureen's enormous tits. She had amazing breasts, and her sister's breasts looked and felt the same. When I reached Maureen's room, I carefully laid Gwen upon her sister's bed.
The front of her skirt had risen nearly to her crotch. Something that I had never expected to see of Maureen's sister, I had an up close view of her panties. Enjoying the view, I remembered all that I saw now to masturbate over her later.
As if I had never seen a woman's white panties before, I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at her red patch of trimmed, pubic hair that was obvious through her sheer panties. Something that always makes me sexually excited and gives me an erection, there's something so sexually erotic when seeing a woman's bright, white panties.
Then, daring myself to do the forbidden, I became sexually excited over the thoughts of undressing her. The image of seeing her in her bra and panties, topless and, hopefully, naked, took hold of me as if the thoughts of undressing her was a fever. I couldn't wait to remove her clothes.
A grieving man who lost the woman he loved and who looked just like her sister, who would blame me for slowly undressing her and stripping her naked? More than curious to see what she looked like in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, I was hot with sexual desire for her. Debating if I should undress her or leave her sleeping, my sexual desire to remove her clothes was overwhelming.
Did I dare remove her clothes? We joked about me taking advantage of her, when she was drunk, and stripping her naked. She even acted as if it was no big deal for me to see her without her clothes. Like sister like mother, she could have been a nudist, she said.
Now, with her nudism in mind, as if I was on a nude beach with her, I wanted to see Gwen naked. I needed to know what she looked like without her clothes. I needed to know if she looked like my beloved Maureen when naked as she looked like her when she was fully dressed.
As my internal excuse for undressing her, I wanted to see how much she looked like Maureen without her clothes. Only, undressing her would be wrong. Yet, missing Maureen so terribly much and, if only for just one night of pretending Gwen was Maureen, I wanted to see her naked.
I wanted to touch and feel her through her clothes. I wanted to fondle her without her clothes. I wanted to hold her naked body. I wanted to kiss her. Something that I yearned to do, I wanted to have forbidden sex with her.
# # #
Not a hard decision to make, I decided to go ahead and undress her. I wanted to see how far she'd allow me to go, before awakening from her drunken sleep. At the very least, I imagined her allowing me to strip her to her bra and panties. Hopefully, I imagined her not awakening before I stripped her topless. I'd love to see, touch, and feel her huge, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
In the way that Maureen had unbuttoned and removed Colleen's blouse, I imagined removing Gwen's blouse. In the way that Maureen had unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed Colleen's short skirt, I imagined unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing Gwen's short skirt. In the way that Maureen had unhooked and removed Colleen's big, white bra, I imagined unhooking and removing Gwen's sexy, low-cut brassiere. Finally, in the way that Maureen had stripped Colleen topless before stripping her naked, I imagined stripping Gwen topless before stripping her naked.
Besides, it was late, really late, and way past my bedtime. I was horny. I was tired. Yet, with the thought of removing Gwen's clothes, wide awake, I was energized. at the very least, I needed to see more of Gwen than just her panties. I needed to see her bra. I needed to see her without her bra. Hell, I needed to see her without her panties, too. I needed to see Maureen's sister naked. I needed to masturbate later over the sight of seeing this red haired, busty, beauty without her clothes.
While hoping she didn't awaken, after I gently placed her down on Maureen's bed, I waited a few minutes to see if she'd awaken on her own. Instead of her awakening, she started breathing deeply and regularly. Figuring that she was exhausted from her long drive, from the emotion of meeting me, and from over indulging in drinking wine, I figured, since she was sleeping soundly, it was time to undress her.
'I hope you don't mind but I undressed you because I didn't want you to wrinkle your clothes, I imagined saying to her,' I thought as my excuse for undressing her.
Yet, if my excuse for undressing her was so that she didn't wrinkle her clothes, why would I strip her naked? Why would I have removed her bra and panties?
'I removed your bra and panties because, like Maureen, I figured you be more comfortable sleeping naked,' I thought as my excuse for removing her bra and panties, too.
# # #
Looking so much like a red haired, busty angel, and looking so much like her sister, she was in a deep, drunken sleep. Gently, trying not to awaken her, it took all the self-control that I had not to fall between her legs and lick her pussy through her panties. It took all the self-control that I had not to move her panty aside with my fingers, rub her clit, finger fuck her, and masturbate her as she slept. Only, being that I still wanted to strip her naked, I didn't want to ruin things by rushing things. I didn't want to awaken her.
As if she was drugged and, indeed, she was drugged with alcohol, she slept so peacefully and so soundly. She looked even more beautiful when she was sleeping. I envied the lucky man who would win her heart one day, marry her, and raise a family with her. She made me wish that I was rich like Richard Gere in Pretty Woman, whisking Julia Roberts away in a white limousine. She made me wish that I could fly her to a private island to live with her forever.
Resisting the urge to strip off her clothes, trying to control my lust for my dead girlfriend's kid sister, I thought about leaving her dressed in her clothes and sleeping. I thought about the ramifications of what she'd say when she awakened if I undressed her. What if she was embarrassed that I had seen her without her clothes? What if she accused me of more than removing her clothes and having sex with her? What if she was angry that I had taken it upon myself to strip her naked?
Not wanting her to abruptly leave without having her tell me more about Maureen as a child, I didn't want her to be upset with me. Only, I was so very sexually excited seeing her lying there with her white panties fully exposed. A once in a lifetime, sexually opportunity that suddenly presented itself to me, I had to make her more comfortable by removing all of her clothes. Indeed, as the host, it was my duty to strip her naked.
'I stripped you naked because I thought you'd be move comfortable,' I imagined saying to her tomorrow morning. 'I did cover you with a blanket.'
Her parents already thought me enough of a pervert by sleeping with one daughter, what would they think of me, if Gwen told them that I had stripped her naked? Yet, with a drunken, beautiful woman, helplessly sleeping in my house, my horniness overruled my common sense and my resistance. Selfishly, I decided that I didn't care about her feelings. I didn't care about the ramifications of her being angry and/or embarrassed. I didn't care what her parents would think of me. Daring myself to do so, I decided to risk it all by stripping Gwen naked.
Once I made the decision to undress her, besides myself with lustful, sexual desire for her, I was so sexually excited. Again, an opportunity of a lifetime, I may never have this chance with her or with anyone again. If I didn't undress her, I'd regret it. If I didn't undress her, I'd always wonder what she looked like in her bra and panties. I'd always wonder what she looked like topless. I'd always wonder what she looked like naked.
I needed to slowly, and carefully remove her clothes without awakening her. I needed to see Gwen in her low-cut, sexy bra and her white, bikini panties. I needed to see her topless. I needed to see her huge, naked breasts. I needed to see her big, erect, pink nipples. I needed to see her red, trimmed pussy and her shapely, naked ass. I needed to see her naked.
# # #
Since she looked so much like her sister, vicariously living through her sister by seeing her beautiful, naked body, I needed to see my Maureen naked, again. Still debating if I should undress her, I sat beside her on the bed while stroking her beautiful, red hair and watching her sleep. I waited to see if the touch of my hand to her hair would awaken her.
In addition to touching and stroking her hair, I felt her breasts through her blouse and bra. Then, I reached around her to feel her firm, round ass through her panties. Finally, while hoping that she wouldn't awaken, I cupped her pussy through her panties while sliding a slow finger along her panty clad pussy slit. I absolutely loved feeling her through her clothes.
As if giving my sleeping beauty the opportunity to awaken and to stop me from stripping her naked, I leaned down and softly kissed her red, full lips. It was a loving kiss and she surprised me when she opened her mouth, and surrendered her tongue to me. She returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss.
Figuring that it was an involuntary reflex, I couldn't believe that I was French kissing Maureen's 23-year-old sleeping sister. After our kiss, tempted to give her another wet kiss, I looked at her to see if she was still sleeping and she wasn't. Her eyes were wide open.
'Oh, fuck. I ruined my chances of undressing her. I sabotage my chances of seeing her in her sexy lingerie. I torpedoed my chances of seeing her naked,' I thought.
Then, sexually shocking me, I couldn't believe what she said next. Giving me an immediate erection, I couldn't believe what she asked me to do. As if she had read my mind, she asked me to do what I was unable to do.
# # #
"I'm sorry to impose upon you but I need your help in undressing me. I'm too drunk to undress myself," she said.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"If I'm not offending you, I need you to strip me naked. I prefer sleeping in the nude, especially during a hot, summer night," she said.
'What? Huh? Seriously? Gwen asked for my help undress her? She wanted me to strip her naked,' I thought. 'My kind of woman, much like Maureen and Colleen, she sleeps in the nude.'
"Sure Gwen. That's no imposition at all. I'd be delighted to help you undress. It would be my pleasure to strip you naked," I said with a dirty laugh. "You aren't offending me at all by asking for my help in undressing you and stripping you naked," I said. "I'd love to do that," I said with another dirty laugh.
She laughed, too.
"I bet you would," she said. "You've been staring at my breasts all night," she said with a laugh.
# # #
With only a two-year difference between the age of her and Maureen, I looked down at her face, instead of at her body. Barely looking 20-years-old, she looked so very young. She looked so much younger than Maureen.
Definitely, if I was a bartender, I'd card her before serving her a drink. When she was born, I was 27-years-old. When she graduated high school at 18-years-old, I was 45-years-old. What's wrong with me to sexually lust over someone so young? She's young enough to be my daughter, but, for now, I didn't care. I just wanted to see her without her clothes. I needed to see this beautiful woman naked.
'I'll worry about how I feel about undressing a 23-year-old woman later, once she's naked,' I thought. 'After all, she asked me to help undress her. She asked me to strip her naked. What kind of host would I be to deny my guest her request?'
With that one kiss, with me horny and sexually frustrated, she gave me an erection. I figured someone this beautiful must have been kissed thousands of times by hundreds of admirers. I wondered if she had a boyfriend, a steady man, a fuck buddy, or a friend with benefits in her life.
We hadn't broached that subject before the wine took control of her and had its effects on her. Yet, even though I so wanted to undress her, after watching her sleep so peacefully, I suddenly felt like the dirty, old man that I am. I was reluctant to despoil the image of her lying there, as if she was an innocent virgin. Only far from her being innocent, she was not only an admitted nudist but also a whore.
Then, I realized, while looking for my justification to remove her clothes and strip naked, her much wilder and more sexually sophisticated than was her big sister, this woman is no virgin. Oh, yeah, between college dorm parties, wild drunken, spring break excursions, wet tee shirt, and topless contests, she's been around. Even her own sister called her a slut but with affection before using a more, sexually, accurate description and calling her a whore.
# # #
Expecting her to rescind her offer for me to undress her and strip her naked, I started removing her clothes by slowly, nervously, and sexually excitedly unbuttoning her blouse. I unbuttoned one slow button at a time to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. With her blouse finally unbuttoned, I lifted her up to a sitting position to remove her blouse, and to reach around her to unhook her big, white, low-cut, and sexy brassiere. My hands were shaking with the thoughts of seeing her massive, naked breasts.



As I undressed her, I expected her to become embarrassed but she wasn't. I expected her to ask me to stop, but she didn't. As if there was a drumroll going off in my head, and as if she was a stripper removing her clothes to music while dancing around a pole, I removed her bra straps from her shoulders, first one and then the other.
This was it. This was really it. I was about to remove Gwen's bra. I was about to see her huge, naked breasts.
Yet, before I removed her bra, she laughed. Then, she did something unexpected. She put her hand on my bulging erection that showed through my pants. In the way that I had felt her breasts through her bra, she felt my erect cock through my pants.
"Well, someone is sexually excited," she said with a laugh. "So, what are you waiting for," she said with another laugh. "Don't you want to see my naked breasts?"
She fondled the head of my prick through my pants while I removed one bra cup before removing her other bra cup. There they were, the 8th and 9th wonders of the world. She had phenomenal, natural breasts. Just like Maureen's huge breasts, and a cup size bigger than Colleen's silicone breasts, they were huge.
# # #
Controlling the urge, I wanted to unzip myself, pull out my cock, and wrap her fingers around it. Yet, I didn't have to do that because she beat me to it. She unzipped my pants, reached her soft, warm hand inside my underwear, and removed my erect prick.
"If you're going to have some sexy fun with my naked tits, then I'm going to have some sexy fun with your naked prick," she said while laughing.
With her not having to ask me twice, I touched her naked breasts. I felt her huge tits. I fondled her beautiful knockers. I pulled, turned, and twisted her big, pink, erect nipples. Then, I leaned down and sucked her erect nipples while she fondled the head of my cock with her manicure fingers and slowly stroked me.
"Like my mother and my sister," she said looking up at me to give me another sexy smile and another naughty look. "I love sucking cock. If you don't mind, Mark," she said with a little laugh. "I need to take you in my mouth. I need to blow you. I need to suck your big, beautiful cock. I haven't had my required, protein today," she said with another laugh. "I need you to cum in my mouth so that I may swallow your cum," she said.
She sat up on the edge of the bed and turned to face me. While staring up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes, she took me in her mouth. Gwen was blowing me. I couldn't believe that Maureen's kid sister was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe that she wanted me to cum in her mouth so that she could swallow my cum.
'I love this woman,' I thought.
Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. Unbelievably, she gave me a better blowjob than Maureen and/or Colleen.
I put a gentle hand to the back of her beautiful, red haired head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Prolonging from cumming for as long as I could, but she was too talented of a cocksucker for me to hold back any longer.
It didn't take me long to explode a huge load of cum in her mouth. Never have I ejaculated as much cum as I ejaculated in Gwen's, beautiful mouth. She swallowed it all while smiling up at me. Then, she said the magic words.
# # #
"Make love to me, Mark," she whispered to me. "I want to feel what Maureen felt. Then, I want you to fuck me. Before I leave for home, I want you to fuck me in every room of your house," she said with a dirty laugh as if she was suddenly sexually possessed.
Quickly, as if her clothes were on fire, I removed the rest of her clothes. I stripped Gwen naked. In the same way that I stared at her naked breasts, I stared at her naked pussy and at her naked ass. Better looking than any Playboy of the month bunny, never have I seen a woman as shapely, as sexy, and as beautiful. I'll be masturbating over this erotic experience for the rest of my life.
Instead of allowing me to mount her, she grabbed by my wrist and pulled me down to her. She mounted me. Clearly wanting the control of our sexual seduction, she wanted to make love to me while sitting on my cock. She reached between my legs to insert my erect prick in her warm and wet pussy. Then, she humped me slowly until I was deep inside of her and filled her pussy with the length and the width of my big cock.
She leaned forward and kissed me, French kiss me. We made out like that as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, lovers, or husband and wife. A first time for everything, never have I had sex with someone that I had just met. Never have I had sex with a woman who obviously enjoyed having sex as much as I did.
Then, not wasting time with just making love, she humped me faster. She humped me harder. Instead of making love, we were fucking. I was fucking Gwen and she was fucking me. We fucked as if we hadn't fucked in a long time and needed a good fuck.
Then, taking control, I rolled her over and mounted her. Accepting me as her dominate lover, she spread her shapely legs wide. Wanting to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock, the best sexual orgasm that I could give her and, hopefully, the best sexual orgasm that she ever had, I fucked her faster. I fucked her harder. I fucked her as fast and as hard as I could. She surprised me by keeping up with my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Instead of me giving her the best fuck that she ever had, she gave me the best fuck that I ever had.
With every day a different room, we moved to a different room every time we had sex. While making sexual memories all throughout my house, we made love every morning. We fucked every night. In between, I fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. I masturbated her. I ate her.
I gave her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and with my cock. When we weren't making love and fucking, she was blowing me. Gwen loved sucking my cock as much as Maureen and Colleen loved sucking my big dick. Never have I had as many blowjobs as Gwen gave me.
# # #
Instead of only staying the weekend, she stayed longer. Her job start was delayed by a week. She stayed for ten, long, and sexually exhausting days. Never have I had so much sex. Never have I ejaculated as much cum. Never have I give any woman, including Maureen or Colleen, as many sexual orgasms. The day before she finally left, we had coffee on the back porch while watching the dogs play.
"Before I forget," she said. "Depending on how my visit went," she said with a dirty laugh. "My mother wanted to meet you and come for a weekend visit, too.
I beamed a horny smile while hoping that her mother was just as beautiful, just as shapely, just as sexy, and just as horny as were her daughters.
"I'd love to have her come for a stay," I said.
Afraid to ask her for fear that she'd think that I wanted to have sex with her mother, too, yet, no longer caring what she thought, I asked my question.
"What does she look like? Does she look anything like her daughters or did you get your good looks from your father?"
Gwen laughed.
"I look nothing like my dad. If I did, I'd be bald and fat," she said with a laugh. "Our beauty comes from our mother," she said.
# # #
Then, she gave me another sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I have photos of her, if you'd like to see them," she said with a laugh.
She flipped through her Smartphone searching for photos of her mother.
"I must warn you, though. Many of the photos were taken of my mother in various stages of undress," she said.
As if sexually teasing me, she looked up at me to give me another sexy smile and another naughty look.
"I even have photos of my mother naked when we were all at the nude beach, if you'd like to see those, too," she said.
I looked at her as if she was joking. I not only couldn't believe that she had naked photos of her mother on her phone but also that she was willing to show me naked photos of her mother. I wondered how her mother would feel about me seeing naked photos of her. Yet, I didn't care. I wanted to see naked photos of her mother. I couldn't wait to see her mother's naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass.
"Seriously? Are you kidding me? You, Maureen, and your mother were all naked at the nude beach? You have nude photos of all three of you," I asked with shocked disbelief.
She nodded her head and laugh.
"Duh? It was a nude beach. Of course, we were all naked," she said.
I gave her my biggest shit eating smile.
"I'd love to see some sexy, cheesecake photos of you, Maureen, and your nearly naked, and naked mother," I said returning her dirty laugh with my dirty laugh.
# # #
Gwen had dozens of photos of her mother on her Smartphone. She showed me photos of her mother fully dressed. Then, sexually shocking the shit out of me, she showed me photos of her 50-year-old mother in her sexy, low-cut, colorful bras and colorful, bikini panties. Leaving nothing to the imagination, she showed me photos of her mother in her short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgowns.
Not stopping there, she showed me photos of her mother topless. She showed me her mother's big, naked breasts. Then, she showed me photos of her mother naked.
She not only showed me her mother's naked breasts but also, she showed me her mother's naked pussy, and her mother's shapely, naked ass. Her mother looked ten-years younger than her age. Like her daughters, her mother had an incredible body for a mature woman, a woman my age. I couldn't wait to meet her.
"What's your mother's name," I asked?
Gwen smiled.
"Carol. Her name is Carol. She's named after her mother, my grandmother," said Gwen.
In the way that I had hoped to have sex with Gwen, now I hoped that I could have sex with her mother, too. The gene pool of this family is amazing. After seeing her mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, being the pervert that I am, I couldn't wait for her mother to come for a visit, too. In the way that Maureen had stripped off Colleen clothes and in the way that I had stripped off Gwen's clothes, I couldn't wait to strip off Carol's clothes, too.
Then, like daughters, like mother, maybe her intolerance for alcohol runs in the family and, with a little wine, hopefully, I may get to strip naked Gwen's mother naked, too. Who knows, maybe once grandma discovers that I stripped her daughter and granddaughters naked, she'll want to come for a visit, too. My mind was reeling with three generations of Maureen's naked, female, family members, before I refocused my attention back to Gwen.
Just as Maureen had, Gwen had a flat, toned stomach, but different from her sister, who didn't have any tattoos. Gwen had a little tattoo of a diamond just above her trimmed, red, pubic hair. I found the tattoo enticingly erotic and wondered if she meant that she was a gem to be uncovered or her pussy was a jewel to be discovered.
Maybe, she was a diamond in the rough who liked sex rough. Who knows what the meaning of her tattoo? Yet, her tattoo served its purpose in getting and maintaining my undivided attention in wanting to see her naked pussy.
I couldn't wait to lick her tattoo. There's something so viscerally appealing about a woman who gets a tattoo, so long as she doesn't overdo it. I enjoy the subtle, artistic surprise of the story behind a creative tattoo, a tattoo that's covered by her clothing, that's only seen when removing her clothes or, in my case, stripping her naked.
I don't understand why women get tattoos on their backs or above their asses? Why would they do that when they can't see them to appreciate the creative artwork? Tramp, stamp tattoos are my least favorite tattoos on women. Then, there's those women who tattoo their entire arm. Gross.
I just hoped that Gwen's mother, Carol, didn't have any tattoos. I couldn't wait to meet her. I could wait to get her in the sexual mood with sexy conversation and some fine wine. I couldn't wait to strip Gwen's mother naked, too.
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 13
A 50-year-old man having sex with 23-year-old Gwen is so different than having sex with 25-year-old Maureen and/or with 25-year-old Colleen.
Continued from Chapter 12: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
Instead of only staying the weekend, Gwen stayed longer. Her new job start on the news desk of a major news organization was delayed by a week. She stayed for ten, long, and sexually exhausting days.
Never have I had as much sex. Never have I ejaculated as much cum. Never have I given any woman, including Maureen and/or Colleen, as many sexual orgasms. The day before she finally left, we had coffee on the back porch while watching the dogs play.
"Oh, before I forget," she said. "Depending on how my visit went," she said with a dirty laugh while looking up at me to read my reaction to what she was about to say. "My mother wanted to meet you and come for a weekend visit, too.
'Her mother? Wow! Especially now that Gwen told me that her 50-year-old mother could have been a nudist, too, and loved going to nude beaches, I'd love to meet her mother,' I thought. 'Who wouldn't?'
I beamed a horny smile while hoping that her mother was just as beautiful, just as shapely, just as sexy, and just as horny as were her daughters. After having had sex with Maureen, and now her younger sister, Gwen, how hot would that be to have sex with their mother, too. I just hoped that she had big tits. I've always been sexually attracted to women with big breasts, the bigger the better. Yet, whether her mother had big breasts or small breasts, I'd never turn down the opportunity to have sex with her, too.
"I'd love to have her come for a weekend stay," I said.
I imagined getting her mother drunk, carrying her to bed, and helping to undress her while stripping her naked, before having sex with her as I had sex with Gwen. Afraid to ask her for fear that she'd think that I wanted to have sex with her mother, too, yet, with her leaving, and no longer caring what she thought, I asked my question anyway.
"What does your mother look like? Does she look anything like her daughters or did you get your good looks from your father," I asked with a laugh?
Gwen laughed, too.
"I look nothing like my dad. If I looked anything like my father, I'd be short, bald, and fat," she said with another laugh. "Fortunately for us, our beauty comes from our mother," she said. "Our mother looked just like us when she was our age."
'I guess that means that their mother has big breasts, too,' I thought.
Now, I was really sexually excited about meeting her mother. I was filled with sexual anticipation of hoping to see her mother in all manner of undress.
# # #
Then, she floored me with what she said next. She gave me another sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I have photos of her, if you'd like to see them," she said with a laugh.
She flipped through her Smartphone searching for photos of her mother.
"I must warn you, though," she said looking up at me with another sexy smile and another naughty look to see my reaction to what she was about to say. "Many of the photos were taken of my mother in various stages of undress," she said.
As if sexually teasing me, I couldn't believe that she'd really show me photos of her mother in all stages of undress. I couldn't wait to see them.
"I even have photos of my mother naked when we were all at the nude beach, if you'd like to see those, too," she said with a wink.
'Naked. Seriously? Is she kidding me? Gwen has photos of her mother naked on her Smartphone,' I thought.
I looked at her as if she was joking. I not only couldn't believe that she had naked photos of her mother on her phone but also that she was willing to show me naked photos of her mother. I wondered how her mother would feel about me seeing naked photos of her before I had even met her.
Yet, I didn't care. I wanted to see naked photos of her mother. I couldn't wait to see her mother's naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. I couldn't wait to see her mother naked.
# # #
"Seriously? Are you kidding me? You, Maureen, and your mother were all naked at the nude beach? You have nude photos of all three of you," I asked with shocked disbelief. "I'd love to see naked photos of your mother."
She nodded her head and laughed.
"Duh? It was a nude beach. Of course, we were all naked," she said. "We loved being naked on the beach. Horny, old men loved seeing the three of us naked, too," she said with another dirty laugh.
I gave her my biggest shit eating smile.
"Well, consider me a horny, old man. I'd love to see some sexy, cheesecake photos of you, Maureen, and your nearly naked, and naked mother," I said returning her dirty laugh with my dirty laugh.
# # #
Gwen had dozens of photos of her mother on her Smartphone. She showed me photos of her mother fully dressed. Then, sexually shocking the shit out of me, she showed me photos of her 50-year-old mother in her sexy, low-cut, colorful bras, her long line of sexy cleavage, and colorful, bikini panties. She had quite a few photos of her mother in her sexy lingerie. Then, leaving nothing to the imagination, she showed me photos of her mother in her short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgowns. She had lots of photos of my mother in her sexy nightgowns.
Finally, and not stopping there with showing me photos of her mother in her low-cut bra and bikini panties, and in her sexy nightgowns, she showed me photos of her mother topless. She showed me her mother's huge, naked breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and her erect, brown nipples. Then, while I held my breath in sexual anticipation of seeing Maureen's and Gwen's mother without her clothes, she showed me photos of her mother naked.
She not only showed me photos of her mother's naked breasts but also, she showed me her mother's naked pussy, and her mother's shapely, naked ass. I couldn't believe that she showed me photos of her mother naked. Her mother looked ten-years younger than her age. Like her daughters, her mother had an incredible body for a mature woman, a woman my age.
Now, I really couldn't wait to meet her. While hoping that she was as big of a whore as Gwen, again, I hoped to get her drunk. Again, I hoped to carry her to bed. I hoped to undress her and strip her naked. In the way that I had forbidden sex with Gwen, I hoped to have forbidden sex with her mother, too.
"What's your mother's name," I asked?
Gwen smiled.
"Carol. Her name is Carol. She's named after her mother, my grandmother," said Gwen.
In the way that I had hoped to have sex with Gwen, now I hoped that I could have sex with her mother, too. The gene pool of this family is amazing. After seeing her mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, being the pervert that I am, I couldn't wait for her mother to come for a visit, too. In the way that Maureen had stripped off Colleen clothes and in the way that I had stripped off Gwen's clothes with her permission, I couldn't wait to strip off Carol's clothes, hopefully, with her permission, too.
# # #
Then, like daughters, like mother, maybe the intolerance for alcohol runs in the family and, with a little wine, hopefully, I may get to drunk enough to strip Gwen's mother, Carol, naked, too. Who knows, maybe, once grandma discovers that I stripped her daughter and her granddaughters naked, she'll want to come for a visit, too. My mind was reeling with three generations of the sexual possibilities of having sex all of Maureen's naked, female, family members. Then, I refocused my attention back to Gwen.
Just as Maureen had a flat, toned stomach, Gwen had a flat, toned stomach, too. Yet, different from her sister, who didn't have any tattoos, Gwen had a little tattoo of a diamond just above her trimmed, red, pubic hair. I found the tattoo enticingly erotic and wondered if she meant that she was a gem to be uncovered, or her pussy was a jewel to be discovered.
Maybe, she was a diamond in the rough who liked sex rough. Who knows what the meaning of her tattoo? Yet, her tattoo served its purpose in getting and maintaining my undivided attention in wanting to see, finger, lick, and fuck her naked pussy.
I couldn't wait to lick her tattoo. There's something so viscerally appealing about a woman who gets a tattoo, so long as she doesn't overdo it. I enjoy the subtle, artistic surprise of the story behind a creative tattoo, a tattoo that's covered by her clothing, and that's only seen when removing her clothes or, in my case, stripping her naked.
I don't understand why women get tattoos on their backs or above their asses? Why would they do that when they can't see them to appreciate the creative artwork? Tramp, stamp tattoos are my least favorite tattoos on women. Then, there's those women who tattoo their entire arms and/or their entire legs. Gross.
I just hoped that Gwen's mother, Carol, didn't have any tattoos. Whether she had tattoos or not, I couldn't wait to meet her. I couldn't wait to get her in the sexual mood with sexy conversation, dirty talk, and some fine wine. In the way that I had stripped Maureen and Gwen naked, becoming sexually excited over the possibility of undressing an exhibitionist women who loves going to nude beaches, I hoped that I could strip Gwen's mother naked, too.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 13:
Finally, way past my bedtime, I went to bed, and closed my eyes. I had plenty enough sexual excitement for one day. Between with struggling with wanting to undress Gwen and debating on if I should strip her naked, then, having marathon sex with her, I've never been as mentally fatigued and physically tired. Yet, I was a good tired.
I had not only undressed Gwen, with her permission but also, I had stripped her naked, again, with her permission. I had not only seen Gwen in her panties and bra but also, I saw her topless. Then, with her wanting me to undress her and asking me to strip her naked, I saw her naked. I still can't believe that I saw this beautiful, young, and sexy woman without her clothes. Something not easy to do, she made me temporarily forget about her deceased sister.
Wanting to masturbate over seeing Gwen without her clothes, my hand found my naked penis, and I slowly stroked myself while undressing Gwen all over again in my horny mind. First, I unbuttoned her blouse. Then, when it was completely unbuttoned, I stared at her big, white, low-cut, and sexy brassiere. I stared at her long line of sexy, cleavage before reaching out my horny hand to touch and feel her big breasts through her bra, first one and then the other. Then, I removed her blouse.
Finally, I sat her up, reached around her, and unhooked her three hook, massive bra. I removed her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps before removing one bra cup and then, the other bra cup. I stared at her naked breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and her erect nipples. With me loving big breasts, I couldn't stop staring at her naked tits. I love tits, the bigger the better, and she certainly had big and shapely breasts.
While replaying removing her bra and seeing her huge, naked breasts, I stroked myself a little faster. I stroked myself a little harder. I couldn't believe that she asked me to help undress her. I couldn't believe that she asked me to strip her naked.
Unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt, I removed her short skirt. Then, with her only dressed in her white, bikini panties, I removed her panties, too. Within a few short minutes, I had removed all of her clothes. Gwen was naked. I couldn't believe that I was seeing this beautiful woman without her clothes as if I was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband.
Having ejaculated once in her mouth and again in her pussy, I hoped she was on birth control pills. With her not asking me to wear a condom, that was a good sign that she was taking the pill. Yet, in the way that I had impregnated Maureen, to be honest, I wouldn't mind impregnating Gwen. I'd love nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with Maureen's younger sister while raising our child.
# # #
Then, as if feeling a ghostly presence, sensing that someone was there with me in my room, my eyes popped open. At first, thinking that it was Maureen, then, when my eyes focused on her, it was Gwen standing by my bed naked and looking down at me, while watching me stroke myself. Embarrassed that she caught me masturbating myself, quickly, I covered my erect cock with my hand.
How long had she been standing there? She saw me and, no doubt, watched me masturbating. How freaking embarrassing is that? I masturbated over the imagined naked image of undressing Gwen and stripping her naked, when she's standing right here in front of me without her clothes? With her having no modesty, no shame, and, seemingly, no morals, she's in my bedroom and standing next to my bed naked. Gwen is naked and I'm naked, too.
"I don't feel well," she said. "I'm going to be sick."
Not wanting her to puke on me nor on my bed, I jumped out of bed. There was no time to grab anything to cover my nakedness and, I really didn't care. Besides, she had already seen me stroking my cock, and just in the same way that it happened when I exposed myself to Colleen.
To be honest, it felt exhilarating to walk down the hall beside her naked with my cock bouncing up and down. I watched her naked breasts dancing from side to side. I imagined us walking together on a nude beach. I escorted her to the bathroom and held her long, lush, red hair, while she puked up my fine, French white wine and tuna steak dinner.
As I leaned down closer to comfort her, while holding back her hair, my erect cock was perched so close to her mouth that I couldn't help but envision her blowing me again. At that point, with her naked and on her knees in front of the toilet, I would've done anything for her to suck my cock. For someone who was going to be sick, she didn't look sick. We stayed like that poised by the toilet with her on her knees and me leaning over her holding her red hair out of the way. Only, she didn't puke.
"Do you feel better?"
I saw her looking up and over at my exposed cock, and just as the feeling that I received when Colleen first saw me naked, I truly enjoyed Gwen seeing me naked, too. It sexually excited me for her to stare at my naked prick. Having not finished masturbating myself, I still had quite the erection. Truly, I was proud of my big dick. She ignored answering my question to ask her own.
"How did I get naked?" She looked down at herself and, suddenly seeming embarrassed, she covered her breasts with her forearm. "I don't remember undressing," she said looking up at me. "Did you undress me? Did you strip me naked?" When I didn't answer her right away, she asked another question. "Did we have sex?"
# # #
'No, we didn't have sex, Gwen,' I thought while wanting to lie to her. 'Um, I just thought...I'm sorry...it was just that..."
She got a stern look on her face. Oh, oh, I figured she was mad. Obviously, she was correct when she said that she could've been a nudist because, when she stood, she made no attempt to cover her nakedness. Even though there was a towel right there, she didn't appear embarrassed with me seeing her naked form.
Then she walked to the bathroom sink and she stood in front of the mirror, while looking at me in the mirror with a hard look, before splashing some cold water on her face. After she dried her face with a towel, she turned to me.
"I know that we had sex. I vaguely remember making love to you and fucking you," she said. "I know that I blew you. I know that I sucked your cock and you ejaculated in my mouth. I know that you made love to me. I know that you fucked me. I know that you not only ejaculated in my mouth but that you ejaculated again in my pussy," she said.
She paused while looking up at me.
"Only, as if it was all just a dream and I had dreamt it, I don't clearly remember us having sex. If I can't remember us having sex, than it means that we didn't have sex," she said.
'I guess she was too drunk to remember us having sex,' I thought. 'Hell, she didn't even remember her asking me to undress her and asking me to strip her naked. Yet, I didn't understand her logic of her not remembering that we had sex so, in her mind, we didn't have sex. Then, she surprised me with what she said next.
"Take me to bed, please," she said brushing her hand by my still erect cock to take me by the hand.
'Shit! She's pissed at me,' I thought. 'Fuck! Now what am I to do? No doubt, she'll be leaving first thing tomorrow. She'll be leaving without telling me all that I wanted and needed to know about Maureen, and that only a sister would know,' I thought.
Feeling disappointed, I felt like such a pervert for not only stripping her naked but also for having sex with her. I helped her walk her to her room while hoping that she'd change her mind about leaving tomorrow morning.
"No," she said stopping to look up at me. "Take me to your bedroom," she said.
She looked down at my cock and then looked up at me to make eye contact with me.
"I want to sleep with you."
She took my cock in her hand and held it for a few seconds before allowing it to bounce away.
"I want to have sex with you. I want to experience what my sister experienced. I want to experience what I don't remember doing last night."
# # #
I looked at her not believing my ears.
"Are you sure you want to do this? I mean, I don't want you to feel obligated that you must have sex with me because you're staying with me. I don't want to force you to have sex with me," I said and meaning it.
She made a face.
"Yes, I want to have sex with you. I don't feel obligated to have sex with you nor are you forcing me to have sex with you," she said with a laugh. "I want to have sex with you."
She stared down at my erect, naked prick, again. Then, she took my cock in her hand and held it while slowly stroking it.
"I want to see how big that thing really gets."
I needed to explain to her. I wanted her to make sure that she knew what she was doing.
"Do you understand that if I take you to bed that I will have my sexual way with you," I said.
She laughed.
"I'm not a virgin, Mark. I need to feel sexual comfort just as much as you do," she said playing with the head of my cock with her fingertips. "Right now, I could use a good, hard fuck, and who better than the man who loved my dead sister to fuck me," she asked?
I nodded my head in agreement with her.
"Actually, now that you put it that way, Gwen, I think, I could use a little sexual comfort too," I said turning around and escorting her to my bedroom.
# # #
She had a way of saying things that excited the animal in me, and turned me off at the same time. I wish she hadn't used the words, 'dead sister,' when referring to Maureen. Referring to her sister as dead disturbed my senses in so many ways and, with her standing there naked, excited them too.
The walk to my bed felt longer than I remembered. The thought of her sharing my bed naked just as did her sister and just as Colleen had, sexually excited me beyond words. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing Gwen without her clothes, and she was seeing me naked, I couldn't believe that I had sex with her last night and was about to have sex with her again, this morning.
'Life doesn't get any better than this,' I thought.
"Wait," she said. "I think that I had better brush my teeth...and pee."
I shrugged while nodding my head in agreement.
"Okay, I'll be in my bedroom," I said.
# # #
I returned to my bedroom to give her some privacy in the bathroom. Quickly, I took a Viagra. After already having had marathon sex with her, I figured that I'd need a blue pill with this 23-year-old horny, woman.



I was glad that I had recently filled a prescription for testosterone supplements, Andro-Gel. Between that and the Viagra, my erection was more than good to go. Only, after remembering the outrageous and raucous sex that I had with Colleen, I hoped that having sex with Gwen again within only a few hours didn't kill me.
She was so young, even younger than Maureen and Colleen. She appeared to be in really good shape, too. She had the body of a professional tennis player, or an Olympic swimmer, or a gymnast. She had muscles in places that women don't usually have muscles.
When she called me unexpectedly, I couldn't wait to meet her. She appeared at my door just as Maureen had done that first time and so many times after looking hot and desirable. Then, my sexual fantasy coming through, I couldn't believe that she asked me to undress her. I couldn't believe that she asked me to strip her naked. I couldn't believe that she gave me her permission to see her without her clothes.
If it wasn't enough that she asked me to undress her and asked me to strip her naked, I couldn't believe that she asked me to make love to her and fuck her. Then, before we even got to that, she willingly and consensually blew me. I couldn't believe that she not only sucked my cock, but also that she allowed me to cum in her mouth. She sucked my cock as if she was a professional cocksucker.
The look of her young, naked body took my breath away and made my cock spring to action. I couldn't believe that she had no memory of her asking me to undress her and strip her naked. I couldn't believe that she had no memory of us having sex. Unless she was too drunk to remember, how could she not know that we had sex?
'Bring it Baby! Show me what you got! I'm ready for you,' I thought while ready to have sex with her again.
I wanted to say that but I didn't.
Yet, if I only I knew what having sex with her was really like when she was sober, I may have declined her offer to have sex with her again.
# # #
To be honest, she took sexual advantage of me as much as I took sexual advantage of her. I was the innocent pawn in her game of reluctant masochism and discipline. Who knew that Maureen could be so kind and so loving and her sister could be such a controlling and demanding bitch. In addition to being a whore, if Gwen was anything, she was a Dominatrix. Fortunately for me, my expression and erection did all the talking for me, that is, until she took over my body and my will. She asked me to do nasty, sexual things that I'd never do to or with a woman.
After she peed and brushed her teeth, she crawled in bed beside me. The feel of her firm, warm, young body next to mine was like no feeling that I've ever experienced. I hated to admit it, but she had a better body than did her sister Maureen. With Colleen no slouch in the body department, she definitely had a much better body than Maureen's best friend, too. Instead of having big, silicone breasts, much like her sister and her mother, Gwen had huge natural breasts.
Where Maureen had that extra layer of fat that most women have, Gwen was firmer in places where Maureen was womanly soft. She was more athletic than Maureen. Bordering on F cup, triple D cup breasts, her tits were just a tad bigger than her sister's huge, double, D cup breasts. Her ass was rounder to make her waistline appear Dolly Parton tiny. Younger, stronger, and firmer, she was a bionic Maureen.
She fit so neatly at my side. The sensation of feeling all of her naked body against my naked body was overwhelmingly exciting to my senses. Even though I wanted to kiss her, even though she gave me that go ahead and that kiss me look, I delayed my kiss. Instead of rushing to have sex with her, wanting to make a memory that would last my lifetime, I wanted to go slow. In case I never made love to her again, I wanted to take my time making love to her. I wanted to take my time fucking her.
"What's wrong," she asked?
I looked at her as if she was my wife instead of a stranger that I had just met not even 24-hours ago.
"There's nothing wrong," I said looking at her, all of her.
'How could there be anything wrong when everything was so right,' I thought?
I looked at her as if I was dreaming. I looked at her as if I was in shock. I still couldn't wrap my head around that she asked me to undress her. She asked me to strip her naked. I still couldn't believe that Gwen was naked and in bed with me. I still couldn't believe that she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
# # #
"The first time I kissed Maureen, actually, she kissed me, she caught me by surprise. I'll always remember our first kiss. Being the romantic that I am, I wanted this first kiss with you to be a special memory that I'll remember forever," I said opening my heart to Gwen.
Instead of returning my romance in kind, she laughed. Obviously, romance meant nothing to her. Clearly, whatever physical contact we had was all just about sex. Forget about love, all that she wanted to do was to suck and fuck.
"Whatever," she said with a shrug while making a face?
Then, not put off by me wanting a romantic kiss, she wrapped her arms around my neck, pulled me to her, and kissed me with passion. Indeed, she gave me the best, long, wet kiss that I had ever had.
"How about that for a kiss," she asked with a laugh? "Remember that as our first kiss."
Making out with one another, we kissed and kissed again. The feeling of her soft, full lips against mine, her tongue against my tongue, and my arms holding her naked body against my naked body felt wonderful. I allowed my hand to slowly slip down to cup her firm, young ass. Her naked ass felt eerily so familiar yet so uniquely different than her sister's, naked ass.
Between the Viagra and the Andro gel, already sexually excited, I couldn't stop kissing her. Forget about Maureen and forget about Colleen, Gwen made my cock the hardest it's ever been. She returned my kisses in kind while totally blanking my mind with her sexual passion.
I couldn't wait for her to blow me. I couldn't wait for her to stroke my cock while sucking my cock before allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth again. I couldn't wait to make sweet and slow love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her fast and hard. I couldn't wait to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and with my cock.
# # #
When lost within Gwen's kisses, anyone could have entered my home and murdered us, and we would have never known. Moreover, I would have died a happy man knowing that a 23-year-old beautiful and shapely woman was willing to have consensual sex with me, a 50-year-old man. It was pure pleasure to kiss her, while touching and feeling her hot, naked body and even better when she kissed me back with sexual passion.
Maybe, because it had been a few months since I had gotten laid. Colleen was the last sexual action that I had, before she left to go somewhere and to live with someone. I realized that I was terribly horny, but perhaps I was feeling that this may be the last time that something like this would ever happen to me. Having sex with not only a woman so beautiful and curvaceous but a woman so young, so innocent, and so sexually passionate is any man's sexual fantasy come true.
Helping me to grieve and to get over Maureen, it was as if God had sent me an Angel. While I was with Gwen, I temporarily forgot about her sister. While I was with Gwen, I never even thought of Colleen. Gwen was the only woman that I needed. She was the only woman that I sexually wanted.
'Innocent,' I thought? There I go again putting another woman on another pedestal.'
Gwen wasn't innocent. She had been around. At least, at the time, I thought she was an Angel but, based solely on her sexual peccadilloes, as it turned out, she was more like the devil in disguise. She was the first Dominatrix that I had ever experienced. Not knowing what to sexually expect, I had no idea how to handle her.
'God, help me,' I thought while anointing myself.
# # #
Yet, she looked so much like Maureen, but Gwen was her own person. She kissed more lustfully than did Maureen. When I kissed Maureen there was a relaxing erotica in her kisses whereas with Gwen, it was a rushed purpose, the purpose getting her to a place, a place of heightened arousal, where I could fuck her and make her cum.
I could tell by the first kiss that Gwen was a sexual animal, a literal fucking machine. If I feared anything, I feared not sexually pleasing her. I feared not giving her a sexual orgasm, a multitude of sexual orgasms. I needed to give her the best sex that anyone had given her. For her to allow me to undress her, grateful for that, she deserved me giving her multiple, sexual orgasms for allowing me to strip her naked.
Whereas Maureen kissed me with love; Gwen kissed me with unbridled passion. As Maureen was an active participant in love, Gwen was an active participant in sex. This sudden and surprise union was not about love. It was about copulation. Never had I been with a woman, even Colleen, who enjoyed sex as much. As she had already admitted, definitely, she was addicted to sex, and right now, I was her sexual addiction.
In the way that Gwen went about sex, she left love out of the equation. There was no room for love with Gwen. As if I was fucking an animal and an animal was fucking me, it was animal fucking. Truly, I felt as if I was fucking a wild beast. Fucking her must be like fucking the devil in Rosemary's Baby.
To her it was a surgical operation and carnal knowledge at its clinical definition; it was unadulterated fornication. There was no pretense of romance with Gwen. She didn't want love. She just wanted sex, and the more sex, the better.
Whereas, I wanted to make slow, sweet love to her and to her curvaceous body, as I had done so many times with her sister, she just wanted to fuck, get fucked, fuck now, and fuck hard. Never have I fucked a woman who fucked me as fast and as hard as I fucked her. Never have I fucked a woman who was as proactive in fucking me.
# # #
It didn't take her long to find my cock. Her hand immediately engulfed it as if my prick was her personal dildo. In the way that she grabbed on to it, I could tell that this was not the first cock that she ever had in her hot, little hand. With her meaning sexual business, she manhandled me in the way that I've never been manhandled before.
She had a firmer grip around it than Maureen ever did and I liked that, at first. She gripped my stiff prick as she would a tennis racket, one that gave her a wicked backhand. Then, in the way that she jerked, moved, and stroked my cock she grabbed my prick, as if it was a stick shift in a muscle car, one that had a stiff clutch. There was nothing tender about her sexual movements.
Where Maureen was very gentle with her sexual movements, Gwen was rough. Gwen was more sexually like a man than she was like a woman. In the beginning, a woman who knows what she wanted, was an erotic turn on because she knew just how to stroke my erect prick to give me maximum pleasure. Where Maureen was sensual, Gwen was sexual. The differences between the two in their loving making was huge. If I liked one, I surely didn't like the other. I definitely preferred having sex with Maureen and/or Colleen than I preferred having sex with Gwen.
Yet, nonetheless her violent, sexual passion, just by her obvious passionate enthusiasm for my cock, she made me hot. She made me feel special. She made me feel that she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her. Again, she went at my cock as if it was her personal, sex toy. If I had a seatbelt attached to my bed, I would have buckled myself in because I was in for one Hell of a wild, sexual ride with Gwen.
# # #
As I was soon to discover, the two siblings were nothing alike in bed. With me the comparatively innocent man that I was, when compared to the sexually experienced Gwen, I couldn't wait to explore more of her to compare the differences of the two sisters. I couldn't wait to know what it felt like to be inside her again. I couldn't wait for her to suck my cock again. Then, after sexually experiencing Gwen, being the sexual pervert that I am, I couldn't wait to sexually experience her mother, Carol, too.
If nothing else, when having sex with Gwen, I knew that I was in for a memorable, sexual experience reminiscent of how Colleen was when fucking me. Indeed, Gwen was a fuck machine on steroids. She was a young woman who couldn't get enough of a good thing. A glutton for sexual passion, she was someone who returned for seconds and thirds. She loved my hard cock as much as I loved her huge breasts and her warm and wet pussy.
There was nothing shy and demur about Gwen. She knew what she wanted. She knew how to get what she wanted. With her taking sexual control, she knew that she was going to get whatever she sexually wanted.
In the beginning, when I was standing there naked holding her hair as she tried to vomit in the toilet with my cock so very close to her mouth, I suddenly felt so much like the spider luring another victim. This time, with her an even younger victim to my web, I foolishly felt guilty after undressing her and stripping her naked. I felt perverse perverted standing there naked in her moment of weakness, when she was about to wrench up her guts in the toilet bowl, but didn't.
While thinking about her sucking me off, and thinking about cumming in her mouth again, I felt like the dirty old man that I am. Yet, never had any woman, not Maureen, and not Colleen, sucked my cock in the way that Gwen sucked my cock. She blew me as if she was a starving woman and my big prick was a full course meal. She truly enjoyed stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. As if she was Linda Lovelace reincarnated in Deep Throat, she was the first woman who ever deepthroated me.
# # #
I thought about what her father would say and how he would perceive me, as I would have thought about any man my age sexually assaulting my daughter in the way that I had sexually assaulted Gwen. Indeed, even though she had asked me to undress her and to strip her naked, I was hardly an innocent bystander. Before she even asked, I was already prepared to undress her, strip her naked, and have sex with her drunken body.
What man would strip a woman naked who was helplessly passed out on his guestroom bed? Yet, my saving grace was that Gwen had asked me to undress her. She had given me her permission to undress her. She had asked me to strip her naked. She had given me her permission to remove all of her clothes. Then, not stopping with just stripping her naked, she had asked me to touch and feel her naked body. Unbelievably and sexually excitingly, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
Now, not only had I had sex with one of his daughters but also I had sex with two of his daughters. More than that, should his wife, Maureen's, and Gwen's mother, Carol, come for a visit, I was ready to get her drunk, undress her, strip her naked, and have sex with her, too. Should their grandmother, aunt, and/or cousins come for a visit, too, I was ready to get them all drunk, undress them, strip them all naked, and fuck them all, too.
Reflecting back to when Gwen was on her knees waiting to puke in the toilet, when she looked up and over at my erect, naked penis, I couldn't help but think about her sucking my cock. Only, as I'd discover later, she was the spider and I was her victim. Female spiders always eat their male lovers after copulation. If Gwen was anything, she was a Dominatrix that I feared.
'God help me,' I thought again.
Had I known then what I know now, I would have grabbed her by her hair and forced her to suck my cock. She would have not only been happy that I made such an aggressively, sexual move but she would have loved it. Maybe after that, after forcing her to suck my big dick, with me having the upper hand, and with me being the one in control, this wild, one-sided, sexual affair would have been over then. Unfortunately, once I innocently invited her into my bed, I was hers for the taking.
Here I am treating her like she is someone worthy to stand atop a pedestal and she'd rather be on her knees sucking my cock as I slapped her around. In actuality, indeed, I am the innocent one. I'm the one who she could have put high up on the pedestal. Instead, I was just another notch on her pink belt. Suddenly, being just another sexual victim of Gwen's, I felt sexually used and physically abused. I felt like a piece of beefcake meat, but in a perversely perverted sort of way I liked the feeling.
# # #
She was so similar to her sister in appearance, and it was easy to draw the parallel conclusions that they'd be similar in bed. Boy, was I wrong. As it turned out, that was so completely opposite to think that they were anything alike. She was so different in bed.
Where Maureen was the generous lover, soft, and gentle, Gwen was the sexy vixen, tough and rough. Foxy sly in her way to get what she wanted and what she needed; she was a very dangerous woman. Boy, if ever she was in the corporate world, she'd have a rocket ship ride up the ladder of success by sleeping her way to the top.
I attributed much of the difference in making love with Maureen than just having sex with her was because we were lovers and were in love. Whereas, not feeling the same way about Gwen that I did for Maureen, it was strictly sex with Gwen. As if we were competing in a contest, one that I'd never win, we were sexual combatants intent on getting the prize, the ultimate orgasm.
It was obvious that she had more of a lustful appetite for sex than did her sister, or Colleen, and even me. Unlike her sister who enjoyed pushing my sexual buttons with dirty talk, Gwen was quiet, business like in her quest to sexually satisfy herself. She was the consummate, sexual, sex machine.
She did all of talking with her body and through her sexual actions. Forget about pillow talk, there was no wasted energy with talking dirty to her. If she was going to sweat anything, she was going to sweat while fucking.
So different from Maureen, she didn't talk much during sex, didn't talk dirty, and there was no pillow talk. There was just plain and simple raw fucking. She wanted to be fucked fast and hard. She needed to cum. She needed to have a sexual orgasm, multiple, sexual orgasms. She expected to be fucked fast and hard, and I had better not disappoint her or I'd be fucked and she'd fuck me up.
In the realm of be careful what you wish for, I had wished to see her in her bra and panties. I had wished to see her topless. I had wished to see her naked. I had lusted over the woman of the dark, sexual places. Be afraid, be so very afraid and I was. I was afraid of Gwen. Someone that I could never love, instead, I feared her. She was a Dominatrix from Hell.
To be continued...
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Lady Gwendolyn is a sadism and machoism Dominatrix.
Unbeknownst to me while I sexually lusted over her, I had no idea that Gwen was a Dominatrix. Sexually shocking me, she's heavily into sadism and machoism. To look at her, I never would have suspected that she'd be into that sort of thing.
'Who knew,' I thought?
If I knew that she was into sexual gratification by inflicting pain on herself and/or on me, I would have allowed her to remain dressed when I put her to bed. I never would have undressed her. I never would have stripped her naked. I never would have agreed to have sex with her.
'God help me,' I thought.
"I like sex rough," she said sexually surprising me while immediately cluing me in on her painful intentions.
'What? Huh? She likes rough sex? What does that even mean,' I thought?
I stared at her as if she was speaking a foreign language. She suddenly stared at me as if she was a spider and I was a helpless fly caught in her web of sex and debauchery.
"The rougher the better," she said with a sexy laugh and a naughty look.
# # #
Continued from Chapter 13: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen.
I thought about what her father would say and how he would perceive me, as I would have thought about any man my age sexually assaulting my daughter in the way that I had sexually assaulted Gwen and Maureen. Indeed, even though Gwen had asked me to undress her and to strip her naked, I was hardly an innocent bystander. Before she even asked me to undress her and strip her naked, I was already prepared to undress her. I was ready to strip her naked and have sex with her drunken body.
What man would strip a woman naked who was helplessly passed out on his guestroom bed? Yet, my saving grace was that Gwen had willingly asked me to undress her. She had given me her permission to undress her. She had consensually asked me to strip her naked. She had given me her permission to remove all of her clothes. She wanted me to see her beautiful, naked body as much as I wanted to see her sexy and shapely body.
Then, not stopping with just stripping her naked, she had asked me to touch and feel her naked body everywhere that a man engaged to her deceased sister should never touch and feel her naked body. Unbelievably and sexually excitingly, hard for me to believe, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Now, not only had I had sex with one of her father's daughters but also I had sex with two of his daughters.
More than that, should his wife, Maureen's, and Gwen's mother, Carol, come for a visit, I was ready to get her drunk, carry her to bed, undress her, strip her naked, and have sex with her, too. Should their grandmother, aunt, and/or cousins come for a visit, too, I was ready to get them all drunk, undress them, strip them all naked, and fuck them all, too. Unable to control myself from wanting to have sex with Gwen as much as I had wanted to have sex with her sister, this family had sexually turned me into a deranged pervert. I couldn't control myself from wanting to have sex with them.
Reflecting back to when Gwen was on her knees waiting to puke in the toilet, when she looked up and over at my erect, naked penis, I couldn't help but think about her sucking my cock again. Only, as I'd discover later, thinking that I was the sexual predator, she was the spider and I was her victim. Female spiders always eat their male lovers after copulation. If Gwen was anything, she was a Dominatrix that I feared.
'God help me,' I thought again.
# # #
Had I known then what I know now, I would have grabbed her by her hair, pulled her hair, slapped her across her face, and forced her to suck my cock while I squeezed her huge, naked breasts. She would have not only been happy that I made such an aggressively, sexual move but she would have loved me taking sexual control of her. Maybe after that, after forcing her to suck my big dick, with me having the upper hand, and with me being the one in control, this wild, one-sided, sexual affair would have been over.
Unfortunately, once I innocently invited her into my bed, I was hers for the taking. Here I am treating her like she is someone worthy to stand atop a pedestal and she'd rather be on her knees sucking my cock as I slapped her around. In actuality, indeed, I am the innocent one. I'm the one who she could have put high up on the pedestal. I'm the one who would have treated her with kindness and respect instead of inflicting pain on her beautiful body.
Instead, with her the sexual predator, I was just another notch on her pink belt. Suddenly, being just another sexual victim of Gwen's lusty libido, I felt sexually used and physically abused. I felt like a piece of beefcake meat, but in a perversely perverted sort of way, admittedly, I liked the feeling. Yet, I had no idea that she'd take us having sex to a whole another level, an area that I had never experienced until now.
# # #
She was so similar to her sister in appearance, and it was easy to draw the parallel conclusions that they'd be similar in bed. I thought that they'd be much the same in bed when having sex. Boy, was I wrong. As it turned out, that was completely opposite to think that they were anything alike. She was so different in bed. I had no idea the sexual animal that she turned out to be. She had the sexual libido of a horny man instead of a sexy woman.
Where Maureen was a generous lover, soft, and gentle, Gwen was the sexy vixen, tough and rough, and read for sexual action. Foxy sly in her way to get what she wanted and what she needed, hiding her cards under the table until she was ready to play them, she was a very dangerous woman. Boy, if ever she was in the corporate world, she'd have a rocket ship ride up the ladder of success by sleeping her way to the top.
Sex was very different when having sex with her sister. I attributed much of the difference in making love with Maureen than just having sex with her was because we were lovers and were in love. Whereas, not feeling the same way about Gwen that I did for Maureen, and that she felt about me, it was strictly sex with Gwen. As if we were competing in a contest, one that I'd never win, we were sexual combatants intent on getting the prize, the ultimate orgasm.
Now that I know what she is, it was quite obvious to me that she had more of a lustful appetite for sex than did her sister, or Colleen, and even me for that matter. Unlike her sister who enjoyed pushing my sexual buttons with dirty talk, Gwen was quiet, and business like in her quest to sexually satisfy herself. An untamed, sexual animal, she was the consummate, sexual, sex machine.
Not wasting her breath with meaningless words, she did all of talking with her body. She put explanation points to her sexual meanings through her sexual actions. Forget about pillow talk, there was no wasted energy with her talking dirty to me. Not wanting to hear it, she wouldn't even allow me to talk dirty to her. If she was going to become sexually aroused over anything, she was going to become sexually aroused while fucking.
Again, so different from Maureen, she didn't talk much during sex, didn't talk dirty, and there was no pillow talk whatsoever. There was just plain and simple, raw fucking. She wanted to be fucked fast and hard. She wanted me to give her a sexual orgasm. She wanted me to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
Important to her, she needed to cum. She expected to be fucked good, and I had better not disappoint her, or I'd be fucked, and she'd fuck me up. She expected me to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. Not asking me to wear a condom, she wanted me to cum in her pussy. Hoping that she was on the pill, I wondered if she wanted me to impregnate her as I impregnated her sister.
In the realm of be careful what you wish for, ignorance is bliss, I had wished to see her in her bra and panties. I had wished to see her topless. I had wished to see her naked. I had wished to have sex with her. I had wished for her to blow me. I had wished that she'd allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth.
Unaware what I was wishing for, I had lusted over the woman of the dark, sexual places. Be afraid, be so very afraid, and I was. I was afraid of Gwen. Someone that I could never love, instead, I feared her. She was a Dominatrix from the dark, fiery depths of Hell.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 14:
Those four, little words, 'I like it rough,' hit me like a bucket of ice, cold water. It was as if she abruptly awakened me while I comfortably snoozed in a hammock or had pushed me in the pool while I was wearing my clothes. Here I was thinking that I was the one taking sexual advantage of her, when she was the one taking sexual advantage of me. I had no idea that I was being sexually played until it was too late and I was up to my neck in sadism and machoism sex.
'She likes it rough,' I thought. 'What does that even mean?'
Her words echoed through my mind. I've never sexually been with a woman who liked it rough. Whatever she exactly meant by that, I didn't know? I had no idea.
Explain rough,' I thought. 'Explain rough sex. Explain what you sexually expect of me.'
I wanted to ask her what she meant by rough sex but with her twice my age, I'd come across as someone who wasn't very, sexually sophisticated.
'Is she going to whip me,' I wondered? 'Does she expect me to whip her? Is she going to hurt me? Does she take sexual pleasure in hurting me? Is she expecting me to hurt her? Does she take sexual pleasure in me hurting her?'
I had no idea. I didn't know. I was just suddenly afraid to have sex with her.
I imagined myself being in a scene from Bad Boys? While imagining the worst, sexual scenario, is she expecting me to fill a pillow case with soda cans and beat her body bloody? Or was it her intention to beat me bloody?
Maybe, she wanted me to push her down a flight of stairs before mounting her? Maybe, I should drag her behind my car for several blocks, before taking her from behind. Maybe, she expected me to tie her to my bed and do whatever I wanted to do to her naked body.
'Oh, oh, I'm in serious trouble here,' I thought. 'I don't know what to do? I don't know how to sexually satisfy her. Definitely, she's out of my league. I'm a lover, not an abuser.'
# # #
"Wouldn't you just prefer a nice back massage to get you in the mood? Maybe, I could rub your feet and even suck your toes before we make love." I looked over at her for her reaction. "How about a little conversation," I asked hoping to cajole her to talk to me?
Confessing to her what turned me on, I told her what I liked when having sex.
"I like pillow talk. I like talking dirty while having sex," I said. "Talking dirty makes me sexually excited."
As if bored by the thought of pillow talk and talking dirty, she made a face, rolled her eyes, and sighed.
It was clearly obvious to me that Gwen wanted none of that. She didn't want me to massage her back. She didn't want me to rub her feet or even suck her toes. She didn't want pillow talk. She didn't want me to talk dirty to her. She just wanted sex, rough sex. I felt pressured to deliver what she wanted.
Unaware what I had done, I had opened Pandora's box by showing her my erect snake, when walking around in front of her naked. Something that she couldn't control and something that I could never tame, I had unwittingly unleashed the inner beast in her. When she told me that she liked it rough, at a loss for words, I didn't know what she meant by rough. I didn't know what to say in return. I've never been with a woman who liked rough sex. How rough is rough?
'Sugar and spice and everything nice was replaced by slaps, hits, pulls, and twists, and everything that hurts,' I thought.
# # #
It would have been enough for me that she wanted to have sex with me, but now that she told me that she wanted rough sex, I was at a loss what to do. I've always been a kind, gentle, grateful, and a loving man, especially when in bed naked with a naked, beautiful woman who's more than half my age. The fact that she wanted sex, rough sex, and sex the rougher the better made me realize that I was out of my element. It was then that I wished I had the official rule book for having rough sex.
Surely, Amazon must sell a guide for rough sex.
"Alexa, define rough sex," I asked?
Even Alexa knew what rough sex was. She gave me a long description of BDSM. She made me wonder just how many people practiced rough sex and/or bondage, discipline or domination, sadism, and masochism.
"I enjoy feeling frightened and being forced," she said with a soft smile as if she said that she likes ice cream sundaes.
'Oh, shit,' I thought. 'This woman is into some seriously, heavy sex. Scottie beam me up, now!'
Did she want me to wear a mask and gloves while pretending that I was a burglar breaking into my own house. Did she want me to slap her around, burn her with lit cigarettes, and beat her? Did she want me to strip her naked and forcefully, rape her?
'What if I just snuck up behind her and said boo while grabbing and groping her huge, naked breasts,' I thought? 'Would that work? Would that frighten her and force her enough to sexually satisfy her?'
# # #
I had a feeling that she'd prefer a couple of convicts, who've been serving hard time, and who just broke out of prison to ravish her. Suddenly, I had an image of her being gang banged by a bunch of Hells Angels. I had an image of her being pissed off because they didn't have any more to give her. I imagined her wearing them all out and them pleading with her to stop.
'No. Please stop. No more, Gwen. We can't fuck you anymore. We're exhausted. We're spent. We can't possibly cum again,' I imagined the Hells Angels saying.
Then, if that wasn't enough that she told me that she liked rough sex, and the rougher the better, she shocked me with what she said next. She gave me a taste of what she erotically wanted and sexually expected me to do to her beautiful, naked body.
"It's okay if you want to slap my ass hard, really hard, the harder the better," she said staring up at me with a sexually deranged look on her face instead of staring up at me with innocence.
I returned her look of innocence with my look of confusion.
"I like having my naked ass paddled," she said as if she was telling me that she liked having her shoulders massaged.
'What? Slap her ass hard, the harder the better? Paddle her ass? I don't have a paddle other than the paddle that I have for my canoe. Would that work,' I wondered?
I imagined paddling her ass so hard that I knocked her in the middle of the lake with my canoe paddle.
'How was that, Gwen? Have you been sufficiently paddled,' I imagined asking her?
At a loss what to do other than to humor her by slapping her ass, I looked at her as if she was speaking a foreign language.
'What made her tell me that? Do I look like an ass slapper,' I thought? 'I've never slapped Maureen's beautiful ass nor Colleen's shapely ass. I've never slapped any woman's ass. Now, Gwen's wanted me to not only slap her ass but also, she wanted me to slap her ass hard, really hard, and paddle her ass.'
Slapping her beautiful ass hard, really hard, is akin to throwing red paint on the Mona Lisa or on a beautiful, mink coat. Now, why would I slap her ass? Slapping her shapely, naked ass would do nothing for me. I'd rather touch her ass, feel her ass, squeeze her ass, and kiss her naked ass. I'm sorry, Honey, I wanted to say, but slapping your ass hard, really hard is wrong on so many levels.
"I like it when you, as the strong he-man, take sexual control of me, the weak woman," she said while suddenly showing me her submissively, vulnerable side.
'The strong he-man? Weak woman my ass. She's no weak woman. She must have mistaken me for Macho Man or for the Hulk. I'm a lover and not an ass slapper,' I thought.
# # #
No longer underestimating her, I had a feeling this broad could bench press more than me. There's nothing weak, shy, and demur about this woman. Suddenly, this strong he-man is a bit weak in the knees with the thoughts of trying to sexually satisfy Lady Gwendolyn by giving her rough sex. While putting the fear of God in her, she wanted and expected me to force myself on her. She wanted me and expected me to slap her ass hard, really hard.
'Gee, Honey,' I thought. 'Wouldn't you prefer a little sweet talk mixed in with some dirty talk? Wouldn't you prefer if I made slow and passionate love while making out with you instead of hooking up your nipples to the jumper cables on my car battery?'
"I like it when you force me to do dirty and nasty, sexual things to your naked body," she said with a determined look in her eyes that scared the shit out of me.
Suddenly, she looked as if she was possessed by the Devil, and the Devil was a woman named Lady Gwendolyn.
'Dirty and nasty sexual things,' I thought? 'What dirty and nasty sexual things? Explain dirty, sexual things. Explain nasty, sexual things.
The only dirty and nasty sexual things that I could imagine was when Colleen tossed my salad, licked my ass, and stuck her long, manicured finger up my asshole, but that felt good, really good. Yet, indeed, that was dirty. That was nasty.
Nonetheless, I suspected that Lady Gwendolyn wanted more, much, much more than just tossing my salad. Suddenly, I felt as if I was the cableman in a cheap budgeted, XXX movie. I felt as if I was the dumb, pizza man showing up at the porn star's house when she was horny, really horny.
# # #
With this all new to me, I've never been with a woman who preferred rough sex to gentle sex. As if I was ascending a steep mountain top without a Sherpa guide, this was a new, rocky road for me to explore and a treacherous road to take. Is this the price that I must pay to have sex with someone as young, as beautiful, and as voluptuous, as Gwen?
Only, I've never been with a woman who had such an established, sexual agenda and with a list of so many personal, sexual preferences. Her sexual demands were not only scary but also overwhelming. Admittedly, she was a bit sexually intimidating to a mature man like me.
Suddenly, I wished that I had headgear, elbow and knee pads, a chest protector, and body armor. I felt much like a rookie wrestler about to enter the squared circle with a professional mauler. I felt as if I was standing in the Roman Coliseum entered in a competition, a game, where only one survived and everyone was betting against me.
'Gwen...Gwen...Gwen,' I could hear the crowd chanting! 'Gwen...Gwen...Gwen!'
I imagined standing in the middle of the coliseum quaking while waiting for Lady Gwendolyn to make her entrance naked and standing upon her black chariot powered by her black horse, named Devil. I imagined watching her swiftly enter the coliseum. I imagined her mercilessly whipping her horse to make it run faster in the way that she was about to whip me for me to hump her faster and harder. I imagined her whipping me.
'Faster! Hump me faster! Harder! Hump me harder! Give me a sexual orgasm with your cock. Make me cum,' I imagined her saying while she whipped my ass with her whip in the way that I imagined her whipping her horse.
# # #
At first I thought it funny that she wanted me to slap her ass, so I complied by lightly slapping her firm, round cheeks. No problem. I can do this. This isn't so bad. Actually, it's kind of hot fun to slap her ass.
'Here you go, Honey. How's that,' I thought? 'Consider your ass sufficiently slapped. Isn't this fun? Actually, with me having never slapped any woman's ass, slapping her ass was, indeed, sexy fun.'
Surely, I didn't want to turn her off by slapping her ass too hard and by hurting her beautiful bottom. The last thing that I wanted to do to her shapely, naked ass was to leave a red imprint of my big hand and long, thick fingers. Actually, I'd have preferred to take a little nibble out of firm, round ass. Besides, instead of slapping her ass, she had such a wonderful ass that I just wanted to feel her naked ass, caress her naked ass, squeeze her ass, and massage her firm, round cheeks before...



"Harder," she said.
'Huh? What? Harder? Seriously,' I thought? 'She wanted me to slap her ass harder?'
"Harder," she said again and was all that she replied to me slapping her beautiful, naked ass.
Again, I slapped her round, firm ass a little harder than before as I humped her while burying my cock deeper inside of her warm and wet pussy.
"Harder," she said, yet, again. "Don't be such a wimp. Slap my ass harder."
'Harder,' I thought? 'What the fuck? 'Is she kidding me? Is she serious? How hard does she want me to slap her ass. How hard is too hard? The last thing that I wanted to do was to hurt her.'
She made me wish that I was wearing a belt with a big, western, rodeo type of buckle so that I could beat her naked ass with it.
'Is that hard enough for you,' I imagined asking her while leaving big, red, swollen welts on her shapely, naked ass? 'Wait let me stand up so that I can take a running jump and a harder swing at your sweet, naked ass. How's that? Was that hard enough?'
# # #
I slapped her ass again and again. Clearly, hurting me more than I hurt her, I slapped her beautiful, naked ass harder each time. I slapped her ass as hard as I could. I slapped her so hard that my hand hurt. Only, it was obvious to me that I couldn't slap her ass hard enough to please her.
The harder that I slapped her shapely ass, the harder she wanted me to slap her naked ass, and the more proactive she was with her sexuality. My slaps were turning her on and making her into more of a sexual animal. Only, I was afraid of what sexual beast that I was unleashing.
If she was this turned on and proactive sexually now, what would she be like when she was sexually aroused? I imagined Gwen picking me up and throwing me against the wall, before she fucked me senseless while I was upside down. Suddenly, I thought of the Hulk, a female version of the green monster, mass of muscle.
Suddenly, I was afraid of Gwen, instead of being sexually excited by this sexy siren. Then, I thought of the movie with Uma Thurman, My Super Ex-Girlfriend. Indeed, she was a super, sexual woman intent on physical pain instead of sexual pleasure.
'Help me, dear God,' I thought. 'Help me.'
I looked down at her while wondering how someone this beautiful, this shapely, this sexy, and this young could be such a demented, sexual animal.
'Run for your life,' I thought! 'Save yourself! Gwen is sexually aroused! It's every man for himself. No man is safe, when Gwen is sexually aroused. If only she knew what I was thinking, she'd beat my ass.'
# # #
Now that it was clearly obvious to me, I knew then that, no matter what I did, I was not the man for her. She needed a professional ass slapper. She needed someone who carried a big paddle to paddle her naked ass hard enough to give her the sexual pleasure with the physical pain that she not only wanted but also needed.
I could never sexually please her in the way that she wanted and needed for her to be sexually satisfied. I'm too old and too gentle to sexually satisfy her. I could never physically abuse her beautiful body in the way that she wanted and expected me to do what was required to make her cum.
Alas, I wasn't man enough for her. She needed a Hun, Attila the Hun, or a red, bearded Viking named Erick the Red who was intent on rape and sexual debauchery. She needed someone like Black Beard, the pirate, who had been away at sea too long. She needed someone like Wilt the Stilt Chamberlain, the fornicator of 20,000 alleged women, or Gene Simmons of Kiss the sexual manipulator of countless backstage encounters. Much like Gwen, those men were never sexually satisfied.
Unfortunately, I was no Marquis de Sade or Don Juan. I was a mere mortal and Gwen needed the Devil himself. Only, Satan could satisfy the likes of her. Only, the Devil himself could slap her ass hard enough to sexually satisfy her.
Yes, that's right, she needed Jack Nicholson as the Devil. As if Gwen was one of the witches in the Witches of Eastwick, I could see Jack now. With Gwen bent over his knee, I imagined him wailing the Hell out of her firm, round, naked ass, while making it red, raw.
# # #
Suddenly, never seeing it coming, Gwen turned into Lady Gwendolyn, the Dominatrix.
'How's that feel,' I imagined the Devil asking Gwen?
Shocking me while putting the fear of God in me, I imagined what she'd say next.
'Harder,' I imagined her replying. 'Slap my ass harder.'
I knew, no matter what I did, I couldn't sexually satisfy her. She needed a 6'5" professional athlete with a cock equaled to his ego to sexually satisfy her. Whereas, I was a lover looking for love, she was an animal looking for sex.
She would have preferred someone coming up behind her, lifting up her short skirt, pulling down her bikini panties, and bending her over a chair. Then, if she protested at being fucked up the ass, a few hard slaps would not only make her stop resisting but also would light her fire to a higher flame. Yet, against my moral value to slap a woman, even her if only to slap her ass, especially her ass, I couldn't slap her hard enough to please her. Having never slapped a woman before, I couldn't slap her now.
Then, she surprised me by what she said next.
"Pull my hair," she said.
'Pull your hair? But it looks so nice. Why muss it up,' I thought? 'I can't pull your beautiful, long, red, lush hair. Your hair is too beautiful to pull.'
I looked at her with shocked disbelief.
'Now, this is going too far,' I thought. 'What if I just gave you a noogie, I wanted to ask her, but suspecting that she'd think that I was making fun of her, I didn't ask her if I could give her a noogie instead?'
Again, with her full of sexual surprises, she surprised me again with what she said next.
"Make me blow you."
'What? Make me blow you? Don't you want to blow me,' I thought and again, wanted to say but I didn't? 'Listen, you don't have to blow me, if you don't want to suck my cock.' I thought.
"I like being forced," she said. "Make me blow you," she said again.
'Make you blow me,' I thought again? 'I can't do that? That's too much like rape, I thought to myself while wondering what in the Hell she would ask me to do to her next.'
"Force me to get down on my knees and suck your cock," she said, yet, again.
Clearly, she wanted to blow me.
"Okay," I said gently pushing down on her shoulder.
# # #
This is bizarre. Never have I been with a woman who wanted me to force her to do sexual things to me.
"Slap me across my face."
'Slap you across your face? I can't do that. I can't hit a woman. I'd much rather kiss your beautiful face than slap your pretty face,' I thought.
"Gwen, honey, I can't slap you across your face," I said hoping that she'd understand.
She made a face that I wouldn't slap her face.
"I get off when I feel that I'm forced to sexually do something, and the sexually nastier, and the more painful, the better."
I looked at her as if she was crazy.
"You do? Why? Wouldn't you rather if I just went down on you and licked and fingered your pussy?"
# # #
Instead of turning me on, she was turning me off.
She slid her body up to me, reached out her tongue, and licked the entire side of my face like a lioness would before eating you.
'Oh, yuck,' I thought. 'Why the Hell did she do that? That's gross. This is too much. Now, the entire side of my face is wet. Fuck.'
"If you force me to," she said whispering in my ear. "I'll lick your ass, stick my tongue up your asshole, and make you cum with my finger."
I thought of Colleen licking my ass, sticking her tongue in my asshole, and making me cum with her finger. I could go for Gwen doing that, as long as she brushed her teeth, used mouthwash, and washed her finger afterwards.
"Gees, Gwen, does your mother know you talk like that," I asked with a laugh?
Nonetheless, at least we were talking.
"Actually, if you toss my salad, I'll do anything that you want," she said.
# # #
I'll beat you upside your head with a hammer, if you ask me to, as long as you stick your long, sweet tongue up my ass, and make me cum by sticking your manicure finger in my asshole. I wanted to say that, but I didn't say that either.
"Take me," she whispered while licking the inside of my ear.
'Take you? Take you where,' I thought? 'I'd rather just stay here with you and have sex with you, if you don't mind.'
Then, she said something that I've never done and would never do. Not into anal sex, fucking a woman in her ass wasn't on my sexual menu.
"Fuck me in my ass," she said.
'Fuck you in the ass,' I thought? 'Listen here, sister, I don't fuck anybody up the ass. Sorry, Honey. I'm many things but I am not an anal type of guy. I'm not an ass fucker.'
Suddenly, slapping her harder on the ass was becoming more appealing.
# # #
Her sweet, soft voice that once gave me an instant erection now sent shivers down my spine. She made me wish I was 25 years younger. She made me wish my cock was harder, longer, and thicker. She made me wish that I was a sadomasochist and could give her the pain that she needed to sexually arouse her. She made me wish that I was into anal sex and could fuck her in her ass. Sadly, she made me see my demise.
'But look, he looks so happy. He's still smiling,' I imagined the coroner saying.'
I imagined the police lieutenant looking to the coroner with his pad open and his pen at the ready.
'And what was the cause of death,' I imagined him asking the medical examiner?
I imagined the coroner and the police lieutenant looking from my dead body to Gwen's dead body.
'Well,' I imagined the Coroner saying while staring at Gwen all bloodied, bruised, battered, and beaten. 'Apparently, after he beat the snot out of her, she fucked him to death.'
I imagined the cop nodding his head.
'That's how I want to die,' I imagined the Lieutenant saying. 'She was so gorgeous. I would have loved to beat the piss out of her, too, before she fucked me to death.'
# # #
Suddenly, I remembered Colleen tossing my salad in the shower the time that the three of us, me, her, and Maureen had sex in the master bedroom shower. The feeling of Colleen's tongue licking my ass and her finger fucking my asshole while I buried my cock deep inside Maureen felt like nothing that I have ever experienced. With motivation renewed, I grabbed some of Gwen's long, lush, red hair in my hand and pulled it.
"Harder," she said.
'Oh, geez,' I thought. 'You're going to be sorry when you're older and suddenly have a bald spot.'
I pulled her hair harder while forcing her head down on my cock.
"Suck it, Bitch. Suck my cock. Blow me," I said in my best Hell's Angels biker voice.
Then, I half-heartedly slapped her face.
I couldn't hit a woman, especially one so beautiful. I had trouble keeping a straight face and not laughing. Certainly, by not slapping her face as hard as I slapped her ass, I was ruining the sexual moment for her.
# # #
Then, she told me, not asked me, to squeeze her tits, and pull and twist her nipples. I was waiting for her to pull out a whip. I half expected her to pull handcuffs from out of her ass and cuff me to the bed.
'What is next with this woman,' I thought? 'And where did she learn all of these things at such a young age? No doubt, she's spending way too much time reading erotic literature and watching porn videos.'
I've never been with a woman who wanted her tits squeezed and her nipples pulled and twisted. Is this a normal thing to do with the younger generation? I mean, maybe, they wouldn't be into squeezing tits so much if they were ever to have a mammogram. To me, it was a little weird to squeeze tits, although I did apply for a job as a mammogram technician, once, years ago, and they turned me down for obvious reasons.
To me, it was weird to do anything but to worship her naked breasts and nipples and, definitely, not abuse them. I wanted to suck her tits, caress her tits, and fondle her tits while sucking her erect nipples. I didn't want to squeeze her tits, pull her nipples, and twist her nipples. Her request deflated my sexual sensitivity, as if she had taken her fingernails and scratched them down a blackboard or worse, kicked me in the balls and ruptured me.
The last thing that I wanted to do was squeeze her tits, and pull and twist her nipples. Yet, I complied with her wishes. If that is what it takes to light her fire, then who am I to question her sexual peccadilloes? I wanted to get her off and I did my best to do that.
# # #
I reached out my hands and squeezed her tits, first one, then the other, finally, I squeezed them both together.
"Harder," she said when I squeezed her tits.
'Harder,' I thought?
Again, I squeezed her tits as I fucked her pussy.
"Harder," she said again.
I looked at her as if she was crazy and as far as I was concerned, she was insane.
"Harder? I can't squeeze them any harder, Gwen. I have a bit of Arthritis in my hands," I said.
Between slapping her ass, slapping her face, pulling her hair, and squeezing her tits, my hands hurt like Hell. I looked at my hands and they were already swollen.
It appeared that, just as I couldn't slap her ass and/or her face hard enough to sexually please her, I was unable to squeeze her tits hard enough to sexually please her either. She made me want to run down the cellar stairs and get the vise grips. Inserting her naked breasts in the vice grips, I envisioned myself turning the handle on the vise grips.
'How's that? Are your flat as a pancake tits squeezed hard enough for you now, I imagined asking her?
'Harder,' I imagined her saying. 'Squeeze my tits harder.'
# # #
'What the fuck? Harder,' I thought? 'I can't squeeze her beautiful breasts any harder. What if you lay out in the driveway topless and I drive my car over your tits,' I wanted to ask her but I didn't ask her that either?
Damn, this was not what I had envisioned when she told me to take her to bed. I envisioned making sweet, gentle, albeit passionate love to her. Only, she wasn't into that. Sweet and gentle was oxymoronic when it came to having sex with Lady Gwendolyn, my evil Dominatrix.
She knew what she wanted and she wanted it rough and wild. With someone as beautiful as was she, who'd have thought that she was a sexual animal who was into pain as much as she was into sex? To look at her I never would have thought that she was Lady Gwendolyn, the Dominatrix from Hell.
I envisioned a romantic liaison. I envisioned falling in love with her. I envisioned her being sweet, sweeter than her sister, perhaps, because she was younger. I envisioned her being innocent. I envisioned her telling me to be gentle with her because this was her first time.
Certainly, and unfortunately, this rough sex is not any kind of sex that sexually excited me. I came from a generation where we had to beg for a blowjob, and were lucky if we received a hand job, and that was from the woman we ended up marrying. Gwen was resistant to everything that worked with Maureen. I felt that I was at a loss to sexually satisfy Gwen.
I didn't know how to treat her. I didn't know how to sexually arouse her and make her cum. She made me feel inadequate. She made me feel that she wouldn't be sexually satisfied unless I treated her like a whore, make her fear me, and beat her within an inch of her life. Treating my beloved Maureen's sister like she was a whore was so against how I felt about women. I'm a lover of women and not an abuser of women.
Every time I tried talking dirty to her, she rebuffed my sexual verbiage. Forget about pillow talk, she didn't want to hear me talking dirty to her. She didn't want to hear my voice. She didn't want to talk. She wanted action, sexual action, and not words. She wanted me to hurt her while fucking her.
"Shut up and fuck me," she said slapping my ass harder than I slapped her ass.
Geez, that fucking hurt, I wanted to say, but I didn't.
"What the Hell is wrong with you," I asked her while rubbing my naked ass?
To be continued...
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Too old, too tired, and too painful, having marathon sex with Dominatrix, Lady Gwendolyn, is too much for me.
Continued from Chapter 14: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
Then, she told me, not asked me, to squeeze her tits, and pull and twist her nipples. I was waiting for her to pull out a whip. I half expected her to pull handcuffs from out of her ass and cuff me to the bed.
'What is next with this woman,' I thought? 'And where did she learn all of these sadomasochism things at such a young age? No doubt, she's spending way too much time reading erotic literature and watching porn videos.'
I've never been with a woman who wanted her tits squeezed and her nipples pulled and twisted. Is this a normal thing to do with the younger generation? I mean, maybe, they wouldn't be into squeezing tits so much if they were ever to have a mammogram. To me, it was a little weird to squeeze tits, although I did apply for a job as a mammogram technician, once, years ago, and they turned me down for obvious reasons.
To me, it was weird to do anything but to worship her naked breasts and nipples and, definitely, not abuse them. I wanted to suck her tits, caress her tits, and fondle her tits while sucking her erect nipples. I didn't want to squeeze her tits, pull her nipples, and twist her nipples. Her request deflated my sexual sensitivity, as if she had taken her fingernails and scratched them down a blackboard or worse, kicked me in the balls and ruptured me.
The last thing that I wanted to do was squeeze her tits, and pull and twist her nipples. Yet, I complied with her wishes. If that is what it takes to light her fire, then who am I to question her sexual peccadilloes? I wanted to get her off and I did my best to do that.
# # #
I reached out my hands and squeezed her tits, first one, then the other, finally, I squeezed them both together.
"Harder," she said when I squeezed her tits.
'Harder,' I thought?
Again, I squeezed her tits as I fucked her pussy.
"Harder," she said again.
I looked at her as if she was crazy and as far as I was concerned, she was insane.
"Harder? I can't squeeze them any harder, Gwen. I have a bit of Arthritis in my hands," I said.
Between slapping her ass, slapping her face, pulling her hair, and squeezing her tits, my hands hurt like Hell. I looked at my hands and they were already swollen.
It appeared that, just as I couldn't slap her ass and/or her face hard enough to sexually please her, I was unable to squeeze her tits hard enough to sexually please her either. She made me want to run down the cellar stairs and get the vise grips. Inserting her naked breasts in the vice grips, I envisioned myself turning the handle on the vise grips.
'How's that? Are your flat as a pancake tits squeezed hard enough for you now,' I imagined asking her?
I imagined her looking up at me and shaking her head no.
'Harder,' I imagined her saying. 'Squeeze my tits harder.'
# # #
'What the fuck? Harder,' I thought? 'I can't squeeze her beautiful breasts any harder. What if you lay out in the driveway topless and I drive my car over your tits,' I wanted to ask her but I didn't ask her that either?
Damn, this was not what I had envisioned when she told me to take her to bed. I envisioned making sweet, gentle, albeit passionate love to her. Only, she wasn't into that. Sweet and gentle was oxymoronic when it came to having sex with Lady Gwendolyn, my evil Dominatrix.
She knew what she wanted, and she wanted it rough and wild. With someone as beautiful as was she, who'd have thought that she was a sexual animal who was into pain as much as she was into sex? To look at her I never would have thought that she was Lady Gwendolyn, the Dominatrix from Hell.
I envisioned a romantic liaison. I envisioned falling in love with her. I envisioned her falling in love with me. I envisioned her being sweet, sweeter than her sister, perhaps, because she was younger. I envisioned her being innocent. I envisioned her telling me to be gentle with her because this was her first time.
'Boy am I a dope,' I thought.
Certainly, and unfortunately, this rough sex is not any kind of sex that sexually excited me. I came from a generation where we had to beg for a blowjob, and were lucky if we received a hand job, and that was from the woman we ended up marrying. Gwen was resistant to everything that worked with Maureen. I felt that I was at a loss to sexually satisfy Gwen.
I didn't know how to treat her. I didn't know how to sexually arouse her and make her cum. She made me feel inadequate. She made me feel that she wouldn't be sexually satisfied unless I treated her like a whore, make her fear me, and beat her within an inch of her life. Treating my beloved Maureen's sister like she was a whore was so against how I felt about women and about how I felt about her. I'm a lover of women and not an abuser of women.
Every time I tried talking dirty to her, she rebuffed my sexual verbiage. Forget about pillow talk, she didn't want to hear me talking dirty to her. She didn't even want to hear my voice. She didn't want to talk. She wanted action, sexual action, and not words. She wanted me to hurt her while fucking her.
"Shut up and fuck me," she said slapping my ass harder than I slapped her ass.
Geez, that fucking hurt, I wanted to say, but I didn't.
"What the Hell is wrong with you," I asked her while rubbing my naked ass?
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 15:
Taking back control from Lady Gwendolyn with the help of bi-sexual Colleen.
After a while, she made me feel that I was not a guy made to feel lucky to fuck her, but that I was a guy that just had a job to do. Suddenly feeling sexually used and abused by her, powerless in her control, I had better fuck her fast, hard, and good. I had better give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. Only, too tired to take the lead, she wore me out and, now I just wanted to go to sleep.
I was done. I was finished. I was just so tired to do anything else but to sleep. I'm too old to have marathon sex like this every day. I was just glad that she'd only be here for a few more days. Suspecting that Maureen's mother wouldn't be the whore that her daughter, Gwen, was, I'd be relieved when her mother visited me, too.
"Hey, old man!" Gwen shook me awake. "What are you doing, old man, sleeping on me? Wake up, old man, wake up," she said as if she was my mother and I was late for school.
Normally, if she was a young guy calling me an old man, as was the case with Maureen's ex-boyfriend, John, he'd be drinking through a straw in a hospital room. Yet, Gwen was a young woman and a beautiful woman, at that. Instead of just hurting my ego by poking fun at my age, she did worse. She sexually emasculated me. It was obvious to me that I couldn't slap her ass painfully enough, fuck her hard, or squeeze her tits hard enough to sexually please her, so now she verbally abused me by calling me old man.
With me still sleeping, awakening me an instant, she lifted my head up by my hair, and slapped me hard across the face. Maybe, she was into this sadomasochism shit, but I surely wasn't. If she slapped me across the face again, she was about to find out how really hard I can slap her.
Whereas, I wanted to make love, she wanted me to slap her naked ass, slap her face, squeeze her tits, pull her nipples, and pull her hair. If with her not sexually satisfied with me giving her sexual pleasure because I wasn't going to give her sexual pain, then she was going to try and give me physical pain by slapping me hard. At that point tired of playing her games of sexual pain and abusive torture, I was ready to go out to the car and get the tire iron from out of my trunk and take it to her head a couple of times.
'How's that, Gwen? Is that hard enough for you,' I imagined asking her as I bounced my tire iron off of her pretty, red-haired head.
Only, I feared that even bouncing a tire iron off of her beautiful head wouldn't work.
'Harder,' I imagined her saying. 'Hit me harder.'
Trying to get away from her, I imagined running out of my house naked and screaming with her running behind me.
'Where are you going old man? You can't run away from me. Get back here and beat the piss out of me before fucking me to death,' I imagined her saying.
# # #
I grabbed her wrist when she reached back ready to slap me again and pinned her arm back on the bed. I kissed her hard and then bit her nipple even harder, I stopped when I feared that I might bite it off. Instead of screaming out in pain, she loved it.
'Unbelievable,' I thought. 'Something that I'll never get used to and could never live with, this broad loves pain. I'm at a loss how sex with her goes with pain. If anything that goes with sex, it should be pleasure and not pain.'
Suddenly, as if I had given her a shot of adrenaline by biting her nipple hard, she came alive. I thought about rolling her over and sticking my cock up her ass, but I didn't. No doubt, she'd probably love me fucking her in her ass, too, so long as I didn't lubricate her first.
Yet, without apologies, I'm not the anal type of guy. I prefer facing women and making out with them while fondling their naked breasts when having sex with them. I mean, no offense to those who love anal sex, but anal sex is just not for me.
I struggled with the thoughts of slapping someone who looked so beautiful. The way she looked made me want to kiss her and not slap her. Where did this desire to be so physically brutalized and so roughly manhandled come from? Why is she like this?
Then, I remembered Maureen's boyfriend slapping her across her face. Now, I wondered what kind of upbringing these girls had. Maybe, their father physically and sexually abused them. As soon as they turned 18-years-old, I suddenly visualized their father forcing them to shower naked in front of him, while he squeezed their naked tits and slapped their asses with a paddle.
'Who knows what goes on behind closed doors,' I thought?
After I bit Gwen's nipple, she was so aroused that she started blowing me again, when all that I wanted to do was sleep.
'Dear God, save me from Gwen,' I prayed.
The last straw was when she was applying too much teeth to my cock. Maybe, some guys are into pain but, not my kind of sexual aphrodisiac, penis pain does nothing for me but hurt. I've not felt pain like that since 18-year-old, Mary Elizabeth gave me a terrible blowjob on prom night, while wearing her braces. No doubt, waiting for me to scream like a wussy man, seemingly, she derived sexual pleasure in not only hurting herself but also in hurting me, too.
"Hey, geez, easy with the teeth. That hurts, Gwen," I said looking down at my cock to see if I was bleeding.
I feared that had I not reprimanded her, she may bite off my cock.
# # #
She laughed.
"Sorry," she said. "I didn't realize that I was biting your prick that hard."
She looked at me kind of funny, as if I was the weird one, and she was the normal one. Then, she said something else that shocked me.
"All my other boyfriends sexually enjoyed having their penises bitten," she said surprising me that men wanted her to bite their cocks and enjoyed having their cocks bitten.
'Really,' I thought? 'All of her other boyfriends like having their penises bitten? Just how many penises has she bitten,' I wondered? 'How many erect pricks could a 23-year-old woman possibly have had in her mouth?'
I couldn't think of what kind of man would enjoy having his cock bitten, unless he was a Dom, and enjoyed sexual pain instead of pleasurable sex as much as she enjoyed sexual pain along with pleasurable sex.
'And who are her other boyfriends,' I thought? 'Wolverines? Beavers? Rats?'
I wanted to say all of these thoughts, but I didn't dare. She was still a guest in my house, albeit a sexual guest. Besides, not wanting to ruin us continuing to have sex, I didn't want to come off as a whiner, a crybaby, and as a man who couldn't take as much pain as she could give and obviously take. I didn't want to appear like the wimpy guy that I apparently am and that she thinks I am, compared to her, Miss Iron Maiden, Lady Gwendolyn.
# # #
Notwithstanding all the pain and suffering of having sex with Gwen, aside from the slapping, the pulling, and the biting, normal sex with her, without the sadomasochism, was more than pleasurable. Sorry to admit but with Gwen a better lover than Maureen or Colleen, she gave me the best fuck. Even though Maureen and Colleen were talented cocksuckers, Gwen was the best at sucking my cock. Never have I had my cock sucked in the way that she vacuumed cum from my testicles in record time.
Never would I have imagined in a million years that I'd be fucking Maureen's 23-year-old, younger sister. Never would I have imagined that a 23-year-old, beautiful woman would be sexually aroused enough to fuck this 50-year-old body. Never would I have imagined that Maureen's sister was fucked up in needing pain with her sexual pleasure. I was out of touch by what the younger generation sexually wanted and what I was no longer able to give.
Now, after having had sex with women three sexy and shapely, beautiful women half my age, I'll be a big hit in the retirement home, as long as I can still get it up. That is, as long as I'm still able to drive at night. I imagined inviting a car full of elderly woman out for a drive.
'Who wants ice cream,' I imagined asking?
After having painful, marathon sex with Gwen, I couldn't wait to find my place on the porch of a retirement home in a rocking chair. I couldn't wait to be sexually attracted to women my age, again. I imagined whistling at women with grey hair, with their tits hanging down to their waist, and with their stockings and panties bunched down around their ankles.
'Hey, nice walker,' I imagined calling out to a woman using a rollator.
# # #
'What the Hell? Why not,' I thought? 'I decided to give her what she wanted.'
I decided that I'd play her game of sexual sadomasochism and painful, sexual torture to see how far I could go. Since she was already in my bed with me while naked, willing, and able, I was curious to see what would happen, when I sternly complied with her every, sexual desire and depraved, and albeit, painful whim.
'Wham,' physically and sexually surprising her, I slapped her naked ass as hard as I could!
She jumped. She flinched. I finally got to her.
Not allowing her to get up out of bed and turn her naked ass away from me, again, I slapped her ass as hard as I could, so hard that I saw her wince in pain. Before she could react, before she could reach around behind her and rub her ass, or slap me, before she could stop me and tell me that slap was too hard and that slap was enough, I slapped her again. I slapped her naked ass again and again. She had tears in her eyes.
'Wham! Wham! Wham! Wham!'
# # #
Nearly breaking my heart to do it, as if smashing a priceless vase against the wall, I slapped her perfectly round, fruit like firm, and exquisite pink, naked ass, again and again.
'Wham! Wham!'
After a half dozen hard slaps with my meaty palm, my hand hurt and her beautiful, white ass flamed bright red with swollen welts. I looked in her eyes to read her reaction.
'Wham! Wham! Wham! Wham! Wham! Wham!'
Instead of crying and instead of bursting in tears, the insane look on her face told me everything that I needed to know. Instead of screaming in pain, instead of trying to hurt me back for hurting her, inflamed with passion, she was on sexual fire. She grabbed me around my neck and kissed me like she had never kissed me before. Never have I been kissed by anyone, including Maureen or Colleen, with such sexual passion and lustful desire.
'Help me dear God,' I thought. 'Save me from Lady Gwendolyn because I just turned on the sexual beast in her.'
As if I had given her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock, she was on sexual fire. Never have I seen her as sexually engaged. As if she was a woman who had been in prison for too long without having the sexual services of a man with a big cock, she sexually wanted me in the way that she had never sexually wanted me before.
'Look out! Run for you lives! The sexual monster is on the loose,' I thought. 'I just aroused the sleeping, sexual animal in her. Lady Gwendolyn is after you!'
# # #
She grabbed my cock as she'd grab a hammer and shoved it up her pussy. As if I was a plumber fitting a pipe in a hole that had a tight fit, she inserted my cock deep inside of her. There was nothing romantic or gentle about her pushing my cock inside of her. As if my stiff prick was her personal dildo, she rammed it harder and deeper in her snatch. With there nothing gentle about her, such a dirty girl, she was so sexually aggressive.
Then, as soon as her lips locked onto mine and her tongue twirled around my tongue, already having learned from the last sexual experience with her, I squeezed her big tits as if I was juicing oranges. Tears came to her eyes and I felt her inhale with the pain. Thinking that I had won, and that she had finally submitted to my will, and to the strong grip of my hands, I felt her withdraw.
Yet, instead of her reeling away from me in pain, she moved closer to me. She showed me more sexual passion than she had shown me before. Instead of her rejecting my rough, physical assault of her shapely, naked ass, and her huge, firm breasts, she not only embraced my physical passion but also, she wanted more.
"Fuck me, Mark," she said in a deep voice as if she was an evil spirit.
She made me wonder if there wasn't someone else in the room, a demon, or the Devil himself with us. Her dark demanding voice frightened me. She wanted me to fuck her. Expecting her head to spin around, while she vomited green, as if she was possessed, she continued her sexual, verbal assault.
"Fuck me, Mark. Fuck me fast. Fuck me hard. Slam that big, hard cock deep in my warm, wet pussy," she said.
Aha, there it is. At least she was talking to me. Pillow talk. I love pillow talk. As if I was Popeye and dirty, pillow talk was my can of spinach, and was all the dirty talk that I needed to slam my big, cock deep inside her wet pussy.
Now eager to sexually please her beaver and really pound her mound, no longer a wussy, I was fucking her pussy as fast and as hard as I could. Instead of her playing a submissive role that most women play when their pussy is being pounded, she fucked me as fast and as hard as I fucked her. With her not sexually submissive, definitely, she was an active, sexual participant.
Over and over again, slamming her clam, my Viagra drugged cock parted her pussy lips and drove itself deeper and deeper inside of her. Finally, I was happy to seal this sexual deal. Once I gave her a sexual orgasm with my cock, I was ready to cum in her pussy. I hoped that I'd impregnate her with my semen in the way that I impregnated her sister.
# # #
For someone so sexually experienced, no doubt, because she was so young, but her pussy was so tight. I had her moaning and wiggling her proud ass within a few minutes. Then, she returned my fast and hard humps with her even faster and harder humps. As if she was sexually possessed, she was really fucking me in the way that no woman had ever fucked me before. She not only made my bones ache but also, she made my teeth rattle.
If there was a gold medal in the Olympics for humping, Gwen would have won it. I could hear them playing her song from Transylvania, Romania, while she stood on the podium with her gold, humping medal around her neck and her air humping the judges from the podium stand. Now, that I imagined her migrating to America from Transylvania, Romania, I wondered if she was a vampire in disguise as a red headed minx.



Indeed, as if she was a vampire in disguise, she humped me hard, very hard but, not wanting to be outdone by her, I humped her back even harder. I deliberately bounced the top of her head off the headboard of the bed. Instead of protesting in pain, and instead of scooting down to move her head away from the headboard, she seemed to love me banging the top of her head against the headboard.
'Bump, bump, bump, bump.'
I humped her so hard that I was afraid I was going to break a bone or crack open her skull or definitely, at the least, break my bed. The harder that I humped her, the harder that she humped me back. The harder that she humped me, the tighter was her grip around my back with her arms and with her legs. She rode me as if she was a savage Indian riding a bucking bronco. She dug her fingernails so deep in my back that I could feel the sting of myself bleeding.
Finally, after a two-hour long, sexual marathon with Gwen, I got up and peed like a racehorse. While sitting on the toilet, I put my head between my legs and took some deep breaths. When I left the bathroom for the kitchen, I checked my pulse and blood pressure with the monitor. Then, I drank nearly a quart of water.
Once it ended, we slept like people who had been up for 72 hours, while walking through the hot desert in search of water.
'Water...water...water.'
Finally, after she peed, too, as if finding an oasis, and filling our bellies with water, we collapsed back in bed from exhaustion.
# # #
I remember the old days, when I could make love for four or five hours and cum three and four times in a sexual session. I remember the old days, when getting laid by women half my age, such as, Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen were just figments of my fertile imagination, while jerking off alone in my room to an old issue of Playboy magazine. I remember the old days, when I was more prepared physically to endure such a sexual marathon, as I just did, without having any adverse effects and without needing the help of Viagra and the testosterone supplement, Andro-Gel.
'Ah, those were the good, old days, never to return again. I'm lucky that I'm able to keep up with her in the way that I just did. Despite the physical pain, that, by far, was the best sex that I ever had,' I thought.
Now, for me, at my age, (cough, wheeze, and hack), feeling as if my heart is about to explode, two hours and cumming once, maybe twice, are all that I could endure. After that, I start getting cramps in my legs, spasms in my back, getting nauseous, and feeling headachy. Suddenly, I needed to buy a rocking chair. I yearned for the days when I can relax with a rousing game of Shuffleboard or Bridge, while making small talk filled with sexual innuendoes and dirty talk aimed at someone's sexy but elderly, busty wife.
'What size bra cup do you take,' I imagined saying to a sexy 75-year-old? 'You have huge breasts.'
Actually, now that I'm older, I'm embarrassed to admit it, maybe, my sexual life, as I once knew it, is over. After two hours of hard humping and forceful fucking, I begin to get bored and my mind wanders, while thinking of other things, politics, gas prices, and baseball. Yes, there, I wrote it. Bored with sex with a woman more than half my age, I'm chagrinned to write that I'm not the pervert that I used to be and still think that I am.
Egad, I'm a normal, aging baby boomer who believed his age is the same as his level of maturity, which stopped when I started drinking huge amounts of alcohol in my twenties. After two hours of having hot sex with a woman who is too perfect for me to imagine that she's real, I'm a lucky bastard. Nonetheless, unbelievably, and admittedly, I get tired, I get sleepy, and I get bored. What the fuck is wrong with me? I'm not the man that I used to be.
Suddenly, I yearn for dialogue, conversation, and a few belly laughs with a woman who's my age. I wished the woman lying next to me was one who still dreamt of Elvis, and remembered the Beatle invasion. I wished the woman lying next to me knew the sound of a Heavy Chevy Chevelle 454. I wished the woman lying next to me was morally modest, not proud of her overweight body, and kept her naked breasts covered with a sheet.
With me stuck in the past, I needed to be with a woman who could recall the good times. A time when she could run to the corner store and buy a quart of milk, a loaf of bread, a pack of cigarettes, the newspaper, and get back fifteen cents change from a dollar bill. Plenty enough change to buy three candy bars, a Snickers, M&M's, and a Chunky, or a soda and a bag of chips. Suddenly, I wanted a woman who liked me for who I am, and who's a widow, or has an ex-husband and grown children, and (gasp) sagging tits, and stretch marks.
# # #
After two hours of sexual intercourse, I just wanted it to end and I wanted her to go away, so that I could sleep. After having two hours of wild sex with Gwen, I'm thinking about going over to the other side, turning gay, and marching in the gay parade. After two hours of sex, I wished there was another guy in the room who could take over where I left off. Forget about a threesome with two men and Gwen, she needed the sexual attention of four-or-five-men gang banging her, slapping her ass, squeezing her tits, and pulling her hair.
'Harder,' I imagined her saying even though there were five men physically, sexually, and painfully abusing her shapely and sexy, naked body.
'Harder. Slap my ass harder. Squeeze my tits harder. Pull my hair harder,' I imagined Lady Gwendolyn never sexually being sexually satisfied no matter how hard they slapped her beautiful ass, squeezed her huge breasts, and pulled her long, red hair.
'Okay, it's your turn,' I imagined saying to one of my friends who was in my bedroom with me with four other men. Get in there and good luck to you. And remember, slap her ass hard, squeeze her tits hard, and pull her hair hard,' I imagined saying.
After two hours of fucking, feeling, pinching, pulling, touching, hitting, licking, and sucking, I started to wonder about other things. The Red Sox are playing tonight. I wonder how they're doing.
'Hey, Honey, would you mind if I put the game on low, while you blow me and I beat the shit out of your ass,' I imagined saying?
"Buchholz has a no hitter going into the ninth inning. He just needs to get out three more Baltimore Orioles batters to make baseball history, as the first Red Sox rookie to ever throw a no hitter," I remembered the sports announcer saying.
'Oh, yeah, that would go over real big, if I verbalized my need to watch a Red Sox baseball game during having hot, albeit painful sex with Lady Gwendolyn,' I thought.
I can see her blowing me now, sucking my cock with all the skill and determination that she can muster to get me off, so that she can put me to sleep. Instead of having sex with my decrepit body, I can see her content to do other things that she really wanted to do, such as watch BDSM porn, read an XXX-rated romance novel, or calling in four or five sailors to have a hard gang bang, instead of having tepid sex with me.
# # #
'Honey, bob your head the other way,' I imagine saying to her. 'Bob your head more to the side, instead of bobbing your head up and down while blowing me. You're blocking my view of the baseball game.'
"With two outs in the ninth inning and two strikes on the batter, Buchholz just needs one more strike. Can he, do it? Will he make baseball history," I remembered the sports announcer saying while Gwen continued blowing me?
Normally an early riser awakening at 5 am each morning, it was already 9 am when I finally opened my eyes. I looked over at Gwen and, finally, she was dead to the world. Not believing such a beautiful and sexy woman was ensconced in bed with me after I had marathon sex with her, I ogled her naked body for a few minutes before getting up to pee again. I never peed as long and as much, since I turned fifty.
'Damn,' I thought. 'I'm one lucky son-of-a-bitch to have someone like her sleeping naked in my bed next to me.'
If it wasn't enough that I was naked in front of Colleen, and that Maureen had stripped Colleen naked in front of me, I still couldn't believe that we had threesome sex. I'm still sexually shocked that Colleen ate Maureen's pussy and that she ate Colleen's pussy, too. Now, I was shocked, in sexual disbelief that I had just had marathon sex with Maureen's 23-year-old, younger sister.
'Damn, even with her lying on her stomach with her head buried in the pillow, she's so shapely,' I thought.
I continued staring at her naked form as if I was an artist or a sculptor and she was my naked model.
'She's outrageously hot. She's so gorgeous,' I thought as she turned over from her stomach to lie on her side.
I stared at her as if I was imagining her. I stared at her huge, naked breasts, and her red, trimmed pussy. I stared at her round, firm, and shapely ass.
'Damn, I'm tired,' I thought while yawning. 'Damn, I'm old. Damn, I'm sore. I'm just glad she's only staying for the rest of the week until she has to find somewhere to live, move out of her parent's house, and report to work. Even though I wished that I had impregnated her and that we'd raise our child together, I can't imagine a lifetime of Gwen.'
# # #
Imagine a Playboy Playmate, yeah, the one who wins the Playmate of the Year award, only hotter and younger. That's Gwen. That's what Gwen looked like, and here she is lying beside me in my bed while she's naked. As if I dreamt this, she was a once in a lifetime sexual encounter that any man would give his right arm and his right leg to do her if he could.
Only, I was done having sex with her for today and maybe, even tomorrow. I was exhausted. I was worn the fuck out. Out of my league, she exhausted me to the bone. Never have I been as tired.
Gwen is the type of woman that sexual dreams are made of and that erotic web sites are created over. She is the super siren of every man's sexual fantasy and lustful, sexual desire. Lady Gwendolyn is the Jenna Jameson of the everyday man's average world.
Think of the word sex and you'll think of the name, Gwen. Sex and Gwen are synonymous with one another. Any man would sell his soul to spend an evening with her, or an hour with her. Forget about spending an hour or an evening with her, imagine spending a week with her. Only, hard for me to imagine and harder for me to admit, I no longer wanted her. I had enough of her. I was way too old for her. Where Maureen made me feel young, Gwen made me feel old.
Notwithstanding how exhausted I felt now, the memory of this sexual union will last me the rest of my life. Years from now, when I'm alone and lonely and jerking off in the bathroom, I'll think of Gwen. I'll recall the naked vision of her. Her voluptuous, young, flawless body will fill my mind with her firm round ass, her huge, shapely breasts, her symmetrical areolas, her pink, puffy nipples, and her trimmed, red pussy.
I can see it all now, me in my late fifties and not having had sex in a several years, except for that young, female hitchhiker that I picked up. She gave me a blowjob for a lift to the next city and then, stole my wallet. Yet, that's another story for another time. I'll never forget my week with Gwen. I'll always remember her giving me enormous, sexual pleasure.
# # #
Yet, here she is now naked and dead asleep beside me. I really need to make the most of this time with her. I really need to make this the most memorable memory ever, even though it already is. Once she's gone, she'll be gone forever. Once she's gone, I'll never see her again. Once she's gone, I'll never have sex with another woman who looks like her, and who sucks and fucks like her for the rest of my life.
Enjoying the moment, I stared at her perfect, naked body, until I could no longer keep my eyes open again. She was so hot and so young, but I was so sexually sated and so tired. She did me in with that non-stop fucking, kissing, and fucking. I yearned for some pillow talk. I missed talking dirty to Maureen in the way that I'd love to talk dirty to her sister. Only, Gwen didn't waste time talking. She just wanted sex, painful sex.
Sadly, but realistically, I'm not the man that I used to be. It's apparent to me now that I'm way too old for her. She'd kill me but, oh boy, what a way to die.
When she turned with her back to me, I moved my arm around her while cupping her huge breast in the palm of my big hand. I moved closer to her to spooned her. My semi-erect penis rested in the deep recess of her perfect ass cheeks, as I quickly fell back to sleep.
Abruptly, early that morning, too early to be awakened, after having a night as hot and as exhausting as I had, I was awakened by someone leaning on their car horn. Continually beeping the horn was a last ditched effort to arouse us from our slumber, after we apparently didn't answer the telephone and/or the doorbell. At first, it sounded as if it was far off in the distance, gradually coming closer and closer, and gradually offending my ears and waking me up from my sound sleep.
Then, with the dogs barking, the panicked sound of the car horn filled my brain with loud static in the way of an endless, air raid siren warning me of impending doom of bombs dropping down from the sky. Feeling my age now, while wishing for a Ben-Gay massage with a beer chaser, I crawled out of bed all bent over and cramped. Still tired and annoyed that someone's car horn woke me up, I was so freaking grumpy and felt so freaking old.
'Geez,' I thought. 'I need to have sex with women my age because these Olympian athletes, first Maureen, and then Colleen, and now, Gwen are killing me. I'm just glad that Maureen only had the one sister. Perish the thought, if Gwen had an identical, twin sister named Gail.'
I needed to face reality and admit that I can't run with these young bitches anymore. Too tired to roam too far from home, this big, old dog just wanted to sleep. Now, who the Hell is that out there beeping their damn car horn? It sounded like it was parked in my driveway.
I peered out the window to look for the asshole leaning on his horn. Indeed, the car was in my driveway. Holy shit! I immediately recognized the car. God answered my prayers because the cavalry is here. As if the Navy fleet was in, I couldn't be happier to welcome my unexpected, surprise visitor.
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 16
Taking it to Gwen, giving her what she painfully and sexually deserved, Colleen to the rescue.
Continued from Chapter 15: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
Imagine a Playboy Playmate, the one who wins the Playmate of the Year award, only hotter, younger, and with bigger tits. That's Gwen. That's what Gwen looked like, and here she is lying beside me in my bed naked. As if I had dreamt this, or imagined this while masturbating myself, she was a once in a lifetime, sexual encounter that any man would give his right arm and his right leg to do her if he could.
Only, something that I never thought I'd say, I was done having sex with her for today and maybe, even tomorrow, and maybe, even forever. I was exhausted. I was worn the fuck out.
Out of my league, with her too much for me, she exhausted me to the bone. Never have I been as tired. Never have I been as defeated. Never have I had sex that was so pleasurable, albeit, so painful.
Gwen is the type of woman that sexual dreams are made of and that erotic web sites are created over. A one in a million sexy and shapely woman, she's the super siren of every man's erotic fantasy and lustful, sexual desire. Lady Gwendolyn is the Jenna Jameson or Pamela Anderson of the everyday man's average world. At 5'9" tall, very few women have the natural dimensions and the shapely and sexy body of Gwen.
Even with Sofia Vergara's triple, D cup, that are equal to F cup breasts, Gwen has a better, natural body than Sofia. Where Sofia has had her nose done, her breasts uplifted, and her ass surgically shaped, too, Gwen is a natural beauty. Born like that, there's nothing phony about her magnificent body.
Think of the word sex and you'll think of the name, Gwen. Sex and Gwen are synonymous with one another. Any man would sell his soul to spend an evening with her, or an hour with her.
Forget about spending an hour or an evening with her, imagine spending a weekend or a week with her as I will be doing. Only, hard for me to imagine and harder for me to admit, I no longer wanted her. She's too much of a sexpot Domintrix of a woman for me.
I can't handle her. I've had enough of her. I'm way too old for her. Unable to keep up with her, where Maureen made me feel young, Gwen made me feel old.
Notwithstanding how exhausted I felt now, I felt sexually sated. The memory of this sexual union will last me the rest of my life. Years from now, when I'm alone and lonely and jerking off in the bathroom, I'll think of Gwen's naked body and having marathon sex with her.
I'll recall the topless, her huge breasts and erect nipples. I'll remember the naked vision of her. Her voluptuous, young, flawless body will fill my mind with her firm, round, naked ass, her huge, shapely breasts, her symmetrical areolas, her pink, puffy nipples, and her red, trimmed pussy.
For as long as I shall live, in the way that I'll never forget the love of my life, Maureen, and her best friend, Colleen, I'll never forget Maureen's sister, Gwen. I'll always remember the outrageous sex we had. I'll never forget her blowjobs and her allowing me to cum in her mouth.
Alas, the sexual memory of her is ruined with her wanting me to physically hurt her and painfully punish her. She not only wanted me to slap her ass and her face hard, she wanted me to squeeze her tits, and pull her hair. She became sexually aroused when I did all of those things. Painful, sexual things that I've never done to women before, what the Hell is all that about?
Nonetheless, I can see it all now, me in my late fifties and not having had sex in a several years, except for that young, female hitchhiker that I picked up. She gave me a blowjob for a lift to the next city and then, stole my wallet. Yet, that's another story for another time. I'll never forget my week with Gwen. I'll always remember her giving me enormous, sexual pleasure, along with physical frustration with her wanting me to painfully abuse her.
# # #
That first time that I saw her, undressing her with my eyes, something that I always do with beautiful women, I imagined her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. Yet, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I never thought I'd be seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and even naked. I was as shocked as much as I was sexually excited when I did.
Yet, here she is naked, again, and dead asleep in my bed beside me. Something that may never happen to me again, I needed to make the most of this time with her. Not wanting to rush it and ruin it, I really need to make this the most, sexual memory that I ever had, even though it already is.
I feared that once she's gone, she may be gone forever. Once she's gone, I may never have sex with her again. Once she's gone, I may never see her again. A once in a lifetime sexual affair, I may never have sex with another woman who looked like her, and who sucked and fucked like her for the rest of my horny, miserable life. As if I had hit the sexual lottery, never will I have another Maureen, Colleen, and/or Gwen in my life.
'I love you, Gwen,' I thought but not really meaning it when comparing her to her sister.
Enjoying the moment, I stared at her perfect, naked body, until I could no longer keep my eyes open again. She was so hot and so young, but I was so sexually sated and so tired. She did me in with her non-stop kissing, sucking, and fucking.
I yearned for more of a relaxed, sexual time with a woman my age than an overactive one with women half my age. I yearned for some pillow talk. I missed talking dirty to Maureen in the way that I'd love to talk dirty to her sister. Only, not much of a conversationalist, Gwen didn't waste time talking. She just wanted sex, painful sex.
Sadly, but realistically, I'm not the man for her. I'm not the man that I used to be. It's apparent to me now that I'm way too old for her. I can't match my tired energy with her young liveliness. She'd kill me but, oh boy, what a way to die.
# # #
When she turned her back to me, I moved my arm around her while cupping her huge breast in the palm of my big hand and fingered her erect nipple. I moved closer to her to spoon her. Her beautiful body was as soft as it was firm. Holding Gwen in my arms while cuddling her was my sexual fantasy come true. My semi-erect penis rested in the deep recess of her perfectly shapely ass cheeks, while holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her. As if I had died and gone to Heaven, I quickly fell back to sleep.
Abruptly, early that morning, too early to be awakened, after having a night as hot and as exhausting as I had, I was awakened by someone leaning on their car horn.
'What the fuck,' I thought? 'Who the Hell is that out there at this early hour of the morning?'
I had no idea that continually beeping the horn was a last ditched effort to arouse us from our deep sleep, after we apparently didn't answer the telephone and/or the doorbell. At first, it sounded as if it was far off in the distance. Then, gradually coming closer and closer, and offending my ears, the horn awakened me from my sound slumber.
Then, with the dogs barking, the panicked sound of the car horn filled my brain with loud static in the way of an endless, air raid siren warning me of danger and the impending doom of bombs falling from the sky. Feeling my age now, while wishing for a Ben-Gay massage with a beer chaser, I crawled out of bed all bent over and cramped. Still tired, and annoyed that someone's car horn had awoken me, I was so freaking grumpy. I felt so freaking old. I was angry that someone outside was making so much noise.
'Geez,' I thought. 'I need to have sex with women my age because these Olympian athletes, first Maureen, and then Colleen, and now, Gwen are killing me. I'm just glad that Maureen only had the one sister. Perish the thought, if Gwen had an identical, twin sister named Gail,' I thought while laughing to myself.
I needed to face reality and admit that I can't run with these young bitches anymore. Too tired to roam too far from home, this big, old dog just wanted to sleep. Now, who the Hell is that out there beeping their damn, car horn? It sounded as if it was parked in my driveway.
I peered out the window to look for the asshole leaning on his horn. Indeed, the car was in my driveway. I looked closer to see if I recognized the car.
'Holy shit,' I thought!
Immediately, I recognized the car. God answered my prayers because the cavalry is here. As if the Navy fleet was in, I couldn't be happier to welcome my unexpected, surprise visitor.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 16:
I saw her as soon as she alighted from her car. It was Colleen. I couldn't believe that she had returned after disappearing for so long.
Sexually surprising me, Colleen returned to the rescue. She gave Gwen what she sexually and painfully deserved. I knew that she can not only control Gwen but also help me to tame her. Hopefully, she can save me from Lady Gwendolyn.
I ran to the bathroom, took another piss, threw on a bathrobe, and ran downstairs to greet my unexpected houseguest. It had been several months since she moved from my house and I saw her last. I opened the front door and gave her a big, bearhug.
"Colleen! I'm so glad to see you," I said meaning it.
I stepped back and held her at arm's length. She looked wonderful. She looked sexy. She looked beautiful. She looked hot. She looked good, really good, and better than I had remembered her looking.
"You look good," I said taking her all in with one lustful, sexual stare.
She gave me a big smile that showed me that she was as happy to see me as much as I was happy to see her.
"Hi, Mark," she said giving me a wide smile and returning my big hug with her big hug.
After being alone and lonely again without having a woman in my life, now I was suddenly flush with two, gorgeous, sexy, and willing woman in my life, Gwen, and Colleen. Suddenly, the exhibitionist in me returned with the memory of Colleen seeing me naked. Instead of tying my bathrobe closed, wanting her to see my big dick, I allowed it to fall open.
In the way that she saw my naked prick the first time that I met her, I allowed her to see my naked, semi-erect, cock again. Making me horny with the thought of her naked, the pervert in me had returned with the vision of sexy Colleen being stripped naked by Maureen the first time that I had met her. Looking at her now, I couldn't believe that, the first time I met her, I saw this beautiful woman in her bra and panties, topless, and then naked, totally naked.
# # #
Dressed in a very short, flared skirt that swayed with her every movement, she wore a mostly, unbuttoned blouse that showed her massive cleavage. Unable to help myself from looking and from staring, I saw peeks of her sexy, yellow, D cup, low-cut, lacy bra. I envisioned her driving through the tollbooths on the Mass Pike. I imagined her giving the toll collectors quick, hot flashes of the tops of her full, swollen, silicon breasts, the full length of her shapely thighs, and her panties. Seeing her again was like seeing her for the first time.
"How've you been," I asked?
Surprising me as much as she sexily excited me, she reached down and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my cock. Unlike Maureen who was more of a modestly, moral lady, other than her posing naked for her ex-boyfriend, and going to nude beaches with her mother and sister, much like Gwen, Colleen wasn't ashamed or embarrassed when it came to sex. With her not sexually shy, instantly giving me an erection, she slowly stroked my cock while staring down at my erecting prick.
"I'm much better now after seeing you and your big dick," she said with a dirty laugh while squeezing my cock. "I missed your cock."
She smiled, stepped forward, gave me a kiss, and another hug. She let go of my cock to pat my belly. Then, she stepped back to look at me.
"You put on a couple pounds since I saw you last," she said with a little laugh. "How are you?"
I looked around to make sure that Gwen wasn't standing behind me.
"I'm ecstatic now that you're here," I said leaning forward to return her kiss and her hug. "I missed you."
# # #
Her lips were soft and full, and her kiss was electric. She returned my kiss with another kiss, this time parting my lips with her tongue. Clearly, with the sexual passion between us still there, I couldn't believe that she French kissed me. At this rate trading my French kisses for her long, wet kisses, we made out like teenagers. I could tell by her sexy stare that there was still some sexual magic lingering there behind those big, brown, beautiful eyes.
"I needed to leave this house. I'm sorry, Mark," she said with sadness. "I hoped you understood my leaving so abruptly."
She looked up at me and her eyes filled up. I knew that she was thinking about the passing of her best friend, Maureen. Able to temporarily forget Maureen with Gwen here, bringing her back to life, a good thing and a bad thing at the same time, Colleen reminded me of Maureen again.
"Too painful for me to stay here with too many memories of Maureen flooding my mind, I needed some time away to clear my head of so many painful memories."
I nodded my head to show her that I understood.
"Yes, yes, of course. I understand completely but, why this sudden visit? The last that I heard, you were living with some guy, somewhere," I said with a little laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Well, some guy took off with some girl to somewhere else," she said with sadness. "Hey, no one likes to be cheated on and being rejected for another."
Then, when she stared up at me, her smile turned from embarrassed to happy.
"Well, he's an idiot for cheating on someone like you," I said trying to cheer make her feel better.
She looked down and laughed again while shaking her head.
"Actually, I was the one who cheated on him," she said with another, little laugh. "I cheated on him with a woman. We had lesbian sex," she said with a sexy laugh. "He was unable to deal with me having sex with a woman, the idiot," she said with a laugh. "We could have had a threesome but he wasn't interested in wild sex."
# # #
She turned to look at Gwen's shiny, red Bimmer parked in the driveway. With her car parked behind Gwen's car, no doubt, she noticed it as soon as she parked in my driveway. No doubt, the reason for her arrival, it was by no surprise that she knew that Gwen was here.
"Then, a little bird," she said looking up at me with a sexy smile. "Gwen's mom, told me that you had a houseguest for the weekend."
I nodded my head again while looking behind me again to make sure that Gwen wasn't standing behind me listening.
"Ah, yes, the psycho, Dominatrix, nymphomaniac is asleep in my bedroom as we speak. Actually, instead of only staying for the weekend, her employment plans changed. She'll be my houseguest for the rest of the week," I said. "God help me," I said with a laugh.
Colleen looked behind me to where I had just looked.
"Where is she now," she asked?
I turned to point behind me.
"She's in my bedroom. She's lying there completely naked and dead to the world," I said in a whisper. "Gwen is quite the little sexpot," I said slowly shaking my head with weariness and disbelief. "Maureen said that her sister was a slut, but I thought she was kidding. I had no idea that, indeed, Gwen is quite the masochistic whore."
As if locking away my cock from having any more sex, I pulled my bathrobe closed and tied the belt tighter. Then, I let out a sigh of relief that Colleen was here to help me with Gwen. I suspected that she had experience with masochistic women.
"I'm exhausted. She wore me out. She's physically, emotionally, and sexually too much for me," I said. "I can't deal with her wanting me to painfully assault her beautiful body by slapping her ass and her face, squeezing her beautiful tits, and pulling her nipples and her hair as hard as I can."
Colleen laughed.
"Well, it's unfortunate that there was no one to warn you about her," she said laughing. "Don't fret, Mark, I'm here to save you from her."
I anointed myself with the sign of the cross.
"Thank God for you, Colleen," I said laughing. "I'm so glad that you're here."
# # #
She stepped inside and put her overnight bag down on the floor beside her. While I closed and locked the front door behind her, she squatted down and unzipped her bag. Having never seen one before but having heard about them, she pulled out a strap-on belt with a dildo attached.
'Oh, oh,' I thought. 'Gwen was in trouble.'
Then, while holding her strap-on in her hand, she put both of her palms beneath her bra clad breasts, and adjusted them. She made that movement in the way of a female, prison guard at a maximum security prison or a head nurse at a psych ward getting ready to do battle with an unruly, female inmate or patient.
"Trust me," she said with a laugh. "I've had experience with her type of sexually, insatiable and painfully, physical appetite," she said with a knowing look and a little laugh.
With her strap-on dildo in hand, I stepped aside to make way for her to enter my abode.
"Please come in my messy house," I said laughing. "Since you left, I haven't had a decent meal. It's all been takeout. As you already know, I'm not much of a cook," I said.
She patted my belly again, this time through my tied robe.
"I can see you're getting a bit of a potbelly from eating too many carbs," Colleen rubbed my stomach again with a chuckle. "I can fix that by cooking you more vegetables."
Then, she pushed my robe open and reached out hand to take my naked cock in her soft and warm hand again.
"Matter of fact, I don't think I've properly vacuumed, since you left. The spiders have taken up permanent residence," I said stepping on one with my slipper as he tried to run by me.
She laughed.
"I can see the cobwebs," she said looking up at the ceiling.
Immediately, I had another erection. She kissed me again only this time fuller, longer, and deeper on the lips. I loved kissing Colleen.
"I missed you, Mark," she said again.
I gave her a big smile.
"I missed you, too, Colleen," I said grabbing a big handful of her bra clad, silicone breast and gently squeezing it.
# # #
"Later," she said letting go of my quickly growing cock and pushing my hand away from her tit.
'Later,' I thought? 'I'm not so sure about later. My penis is still sore from Gwen's rough touch. Later may be a few days from now.'
"You know where everything is. I don't have to show you where anything is. Me casa su casa. Shall we have the same sleeping arrangements," I asked?
I gave her my best shit eating grin while hoping that she'd say yes and that the three of us would sleep naked together in my bed.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Yeah, sure," she said with a shrug while smiling. "Why not?" She laughed. "You gave me the best fuck that I've had in a while."
Suddenly, I felt pressured again to perform. I wondered if I had enough Viagra and Andro Gel to do Colleen and Gwen together in a threesome.
"Thank you, but you must give me time to recuperate from Gwen."
She gave me a knowing smile.
"Don't worry. There's no rush. We have plenty of time, Mark. I'm here for as long as you want me here," she said laughing. "Relax. Don't be so tense to perform as if you're a 25-year-old."
# # #
What she said removed the sexual pressure from me and made me feel better. The next best woman to being with Maureen, I loved her laugh. Her laugh was a full laugh, a musical laugh, and a laugh that made me laugh with her.
Always upbeat and positive, Colleen was fun. I thought of her and Maureen with me laughing and having fun. Suddenly, I missed Maureen so terribly much. I was sad beyond tears by her untimely death. Yet, I tried my best not to show my sudden, emotional upheaval. I didn't want to ruin Colleen's surprise visit with my sadness of the death of her best friend.



She walked into the house ahead of me and, when she turned, she stood in the morning light that lit up the kitchen. Now that I see her again in a different light, and without Maureen by her side to diminish her beauty, this is a woman that I definitely could fall for and live with for the rest of my life. I didn't notice her as much before because when she stood next to Maureen's shadow, she almost became invisible. Much like her sister Gwen, Maureen was so very beautiful that she'd make Pamela Anderson, Cameron Diaz, or Charlize Theron look plain.
I took her to the master bedroom to show her Gwen sleeping like the dead. The sight of her naked and sleeping so soundly was startling even for me, as it, obviously, was for Colleen. I could have made a pile of dough selling tickets to passing men for the chance of seeing Gwen naked.
'Psst, hey buddy, come here, you wanna see Gwen naked? For ten bucks I'll show you my 23-year-old naked hottie,' I imagined saying to passing men. 'For another ten bucks, you can slap her round, shapely, naked ass, squeeze her huge, naked tits, and pull her beautiful, long, red, lush hair as hard as you can.'
Seeing Gwen after seeing Colleen again, and while comparing the two, boy did Maureen's younger sister ever have a hot body. Certainly, I had to pinch myself to realize that I had just fingered, licked, and fucked this 23-year-old hottie to total, orgasmic, deep sleep. It was hard for me to wrap my head around her not only sucking my cock, cumming in her mouth, but also her having given me the best blowjob that I ever had in my life.
"Well, she has certainly filled out in all the right places from when I remember her when she had graduated from high school at 18-years-old," said Colleen with a dirty laugh.
As if Colleen was a man staring at a naked woman, she eyed her everywhere. Seemingly sexually captivated by her, she never removed her stare from Gwen's nakedness. I wondered if Colleen was going to have lesbian sex with her best friend's, younger sister as she had lesbian sex with Maureen.
"I haven't seen her since she went away to college. Of course, I saw her a few months ago after the funeral but she was fully dressed and standing upright," said Colleen with another dirty laugh. "It's astonishing to see how truly beautiful she is now that I'm seeing her without her clothes."
I nodded my head in agreement with her.
"She is pretty hot," I said. "Between her and her sister, the gene pool in this family is ridiculous."
Colleen laughed.
"If you think they're beautiful, you should see their mother, Carol," said Gwen rolling her eyes and smiling.
Not telling her that Carol may be visiting next, I filed away the thought that their mother was beautiful, too. Remaining silent, I stared down at Gwen's, naked ass as if this was my first time seeing her round, shapely, naked buttocks.
"I always knew that she was as shapely and as sexy as her sister, but I never thought she had such a killer body in the way of a red-haired, Barbie doll," said Gwen with a laugh.
She looked up at me with a face full of sexual arousal.
"I'd kill to have her body," she said softly as if talking to herself. "Even just seeing her huge breasts from the side, I can tell that her tits are amazing," said Colleen.
She stepped closer and leaned forward for a better look of what she could see of Gwen's naked breasts that peeked out the side of her shapely body. Then, she looked up at me.
"Are they real?"
I laughed.
"Maureen had double D cup breasts and Gwen does, too. Although Gwen's breast feel a little bigger and a little firmer than her sister's huge breasts," I said. "It's all in the genetic makeup. There's nothing phony about this girl," I said with a shrug. "What you see is what you get with Gwen."
Suddenly, with her mother's impending visit, I wondered, again, what her mother looked like. If Maureen and Gwen looked this good, and with them getting their looks from their mother, I could only imagine how hot their mother must be. Suddenly, my cock responded again to the sight of Gwen naked while imagining getting her mother drunk, slowly undressing her, stripping her naked, and having sex with her, too.
# # #
Colleen stared down at the bulge that suddenly tented my bathrobe.
"I can see that it must have been very hard for you," said Colleen laughing while staring down at my growing erection. She stared back at Gwen before looking at up at me. "She's flawless."
As if she was a priceless work of art, a painting in a museum, or a modern sculpture made from clear quartz, we stood staring at Gwen's amazing, naked body.
# # #
"Can I get you some coffee?"
Colleen beamed me a wide smile.
"Sure," said Colleen looking at her watch. "But let me demonstrate my techniques in control by waking up sleeping beauty first."
'Okay,' I thought to myself. 'This ought to be good.'
I took a step back to allow Mistress Colleen to do her thing.
She looked down at Gwen sleeping so soundly before she crawled on the end of the mattress like a commando on a secret, stealth mission. First, she stealthily rolled Gwen on her back and gently spread her legs wide open. Somehow with Gwen sleeping so soundly, and without disturbing her slumber, she made herself comfortable between her outstretched, long, shapely legs. She turned and winked at me before moving her mouth ever so close to Gwen's exposed, red, trimmed pussy.
Without touching any part of Gwen's naked body with her hands, she flicked out her tongue ever so gently and licked Gwen's pussy. Immediately, I noticed how different women eat pussy than how men eat pussy. Women don't waste any licks with wasted lapping. Women know exactly where to lick, how much pressure to put behind their licks, how to rub clits with their tongues and with their fingers, how to finger fuck pussies, and where to find the G spot.
Guys are all over the place hoping that by giving massive amount of licks that they'll eventually hit a homerun and score with an oral orgasm. Usually, after the man gets lockjaw, the woman tires of the guy fumbling around, fakes an orgasm, and gives him what he wanted, a blowjob. Later, after he leaves, she'll get herself off by masturbating herself with her vibrator and/or with her dildo.
I watched Colleen gradually increase the pressure of her tongue and the length of her licks. Gwen stirred and I could see her pussy begin to glisten with her vaginal secretions. Colleen's tongue parted Gwen's pussy lips like a flower blooming in the morning sun. It was an amazing sight to see and an informative lesson to learn while watching a skilled, professional, pussy eater at work.
'Please, do not try this at home,' I thought to myself as a warning to amateurish men who weren't as adept eating pussy as was Colleen.
# # #
Although it was more than a couple of minutes before Gwen reacted to Colleen's licks to her pussy, it was an amazing, sexually, arousing sight to witness. Gwen was slowly being orally stimulated awake by another woman. Colleen was as great of a pussy eater as she was an experienced cocksucker.
It had always been one of my fantasies for a lover to awaken me with a blowjob. Here, I watched in complete awe and with envious fascination, as Colleen gave Gwen my secret fantasy by eating her pussy. Then, I remembered Maureen awakening me with a blowjob after she had lesbian sex with Colleen.
After they ate one another's pussies, I remembered the two of them taking turns blowing me at the same time. I remembered cumming in Maureen's mouth and in Colleen's mouth, too. They gave me some of the best blowjobs that I ever had, that is, until Gwen blew me. No comparison, Gwen gave me the best blowjob.
'Wow! That woman can really suck cock,' I thought when experiencing the best blowjob of my life from Gwen.
I continued watching Colleen giving Gwen oral sex. She licked her clit with precision while slowly increasing the pressure with her tongue. While rubbing her clit with her experienced fingers, she continued licking her faster, harder, and more deliberately. She even got her lips to do her magic with Gwen's clit.
While watching Gwen squirming, it was almost as if she was dreaming of having her pussy eaten and reacting to what was happening in her dream. She still had her eyes closed. Then, when Colleen finger fucked her, Gwen fondled her own, big tits and pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples, until they were fully erect.
I loved Gwen's huge breasts and I so wanted to lean down and take her big nipples in my mouth and suck them, as I fondled her big knockers. I suddenly had the urge to pull up Colleen's short skirt, pull down her bikini panties, bury my cock between her long, shapely legs, and fuck her pussy, as she continued eating Gwen. I had the sudden sexual urge to go to Gwen's side of the bed and stick my erect prick in her half opened mouth for her to blow me while Colleen continued eating her.
I watched Gwen start to wiggle her ass and move her legs, stretching them out completely, and then withdrawing them, and bending them up and spreading them more apart again. Inside and out, she had a beautiful pussy. Obviously, what Colleen was skillfully doing to Gwen's pussy was giving her plenty of pure, sexual pleasure. It was erotically exciting to watch Colleen eat Gwen's pussy and to watch her respond to being eaten in her sleep.
Then, when she finally opened her eyes and stretched with her arms over her head and yawned, I couldn't remove my eyes from Gwen's uplifted, huge, naked breasts. Even at that angle, they looked even more enormous. Still, as if she had dreamt of having oral sex, it was another minute before she realized what was happening.
She looked down and saw the top of Colleen's brown, haired head positioned between her long, shapely legs. Clearly, this was the first time that Maureen's best friend was giving her younger sister oral sex. I wish I had the forethought to grab my digital camera because the surprised look on Gwen's face would have won a prize somewhere.
Gwen grabbed Colleen's head between her hands and really started getting into it. She pulled Colleen's face deeper in her pussy and humped her mouth with her wet cunt. She moved Colleen's face side-to-side and wiped her pussy secretions all over her face. Clearly, Gwen enjoyed Colleen giving her oral sex.
# # #
Only, as soon as Gwen touched Colleen's hair, she stopped eating her. She moved her mouth from between Gwen's shapely thighs and arched herself up on her elbows. Then, she turned Gwen to her side and let loose with a massive wallop to her naked ass.
'Wham!'
The loud noise from her slap hurt my ears. She slapped Gwen's naked ass harder than I had ever slapped her shapely ass.
"Ow! That fucking hurt," said Gwen pushing at Colleen.
Her eyes immediately welled up with tears. I was shocked. Here I was practically beating the skin off of Gwen's ass and Colleen gives her one wallop that got to her. I stood watching them in dumbfounded disbelief with my mouth gaping open.
"Did I give you permission to touch me, bitch," asked Colleen in a tone that I never heard her use before?
I couldn't believe it when she slapped Gwen's ass again, even harder this time.
'Wham!'
Again, Gwen reached behind her to rub her ass.
"No, I'm sorry," said Gwen.
Colleen whacked Gwen's ass again. Immediately, Gwen put her hand to her ass to rub it before removing her hand.
'Wham!'
Again, Colleen whacked Gwen's ass.
"Did I give you permission to talk, bitch?"
Again, Colleen slapped Gwen's beautiful, albeit, bright, red ass.
"No," said Gwen in a quietly submissive voice. "I'm sorry."
Again, Gwen put her hand to her ass to rub it.
'Wham!'
As soon as Gwen removed her hand from her naked ass, Colleen slapped her ass again.
"Sorry is no excuse, bitch," she said slapping her ass again and again.
'Wham! Wham!'
# # #
Not done with her painful discipline, Colleen reached up and grabbed Gwen's tits, one in each hand. She squeezed hard. Something that I was shocked to see, Gwen winced in pain.
Then, Colleen twisted, turned, and pulled her erect nipples. Determined not to make a sound without permission again, Gwen covered her mouth with her hand. After she recovered from the initial, painful impact, I thought she was going to have another, sexual orgasm. The look on her face was total, sexual arousal.
Not quite done, Colleen reached her hand forward, grabbed a handful of Gwen's hair, and pulled hard. She pulled her hair so hard that she sat Gwen up in bed. Then, she pulled her hair again, this time even harder.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'She's going to pull her hair out of her head.'
Colleen scooted up on the bed and lifted her skirt up to her waist exposing her sheer, yellow panties. Damn, she had nice legs with shapely thighs that culminated with a beautiful, pussy mound between them and a round ass behind them. I stared at what I could see of her pussy through her panties. I stared at her camel toe, her pussy slit, and at her trimmed, patch of brown pubic hair that was clearly obvious through her sheer and nearly see-through panties.
To see her panties exposed like that was sexually exciting. The sight of her on my bed with her skirt bunched up around her waist and her panties in full view brought back memories of our first night together. I still can't believe that the first time meeting her, she saw me naked.
The first time meeting her, she came to my door and collapsed in my arms after Maureen's ex-boyfriend beat the crap out of her. I carried her to my bed. Whether deliberately or unintentionally, her hand remained in contact with my naked prick while I carried her.
A memory that I'll never forget, I still can't believe that Maureen slowly stripped Colleen naked in front of me. I still can't believe that she didn't ask me to leave the room. I still can't believe that she didn't ask me to cover my nakedness with a towel.
That was one of the hottest, sexual times that I ever had when Maureen asked me come closer to the bed to inspect Colleen's bruises on her naked body. Then, not stopping there, she asked me to take photos of Colleen's naked body as proof to the police that she had been beaten. Yet, that was nearly eclipsed by last night when I stripped Gwen naked with her consensual permission.
I had a huge erection watching what happened later that night. It was so erotically exciting to watch two women go at one another. I felt as if I was watching a porn movie. Only this was real and was happening in my bedroom.
Colleen had lesbian sex with Maureen, and then, Maureen had lesbian sex with Colleen. I watched them finger, masturbate, lick, and give one another oral sex. I watched Colleen lick and finger Maureen's pussy and give her an oral orgasm. Then, I watched Maureen return the sexual favor by licking and fingering Colleen's pussy and give her an oral orgasm.
'Wow,' I thought. 'As long as I live, I'll never forget this.'
It was obvious to me now that I not only enjoyed watching women being stripped naked but also, I enjoyed stripping women naked. Life is good when you're a horny guy and are surrounded by young, beautiful women half your age and who will willingly and consensually allow you to sexually do anything to their beautiful naked bodies that you want. Clearly, hot, sexy, and shapely women are sexually aroused when a good-looking, older man strips them naked.
'Thank you, God,' I thought.
# # #
"Now, take off my panties. Then, finger and lick my pussy. Masturbate me while eating me. I need to cum in your mouth," said Colleen.
She grabbed another handful of Gwen's beautiful, red hair. In one, hard quick pull, she forced her face between her legs. Gwen winced with the painful forcefulness of Colleen pulling her hair.
"Eat me," ordered Colleen again. "Masturbate me while licking my cunt. Make me cum," she said in a tone that frightened even me.
My cock instantly responded to what Colleen demanded Gwen do, remove her panties, finger, and lick her pussy. She ordered Gwen to masturbate her while eating her. I couldn't wait to see Colleen's pussy, again. I couldn't wait to watch Gwen finger and eat Colleen. I couldn't wait to watch Colleen orgasm from being eaten by Gwen.
'Wow,' I thought!
Immediately, obediently obeying her, Gwen removed Colleen's panties. It took all the control that I had not to reach down and start stroking myself. It took all the control that I had not to jump in between them and have a wild, sexual, threesome orgy but my penis was sore and I was spent.
Besides, this demonstration wasn't about sex. This sexually, physical exhibition was more about discipline and obedience. This was another Dominatrix giving a lesson to her younger, submissive whore. I still hadn't recovered from my two hours of non-stop fucking with Gwen. I needed a shot of Adrenaline or some Human Growth Hormones to make me into super, human man, again, before having sex with Colleen.
Something that I thought that I'd never see, I was in awe of Colleen's total control over Gwen. No doubt, with her having experience in doing this before, she knew just what to say and what to do. Then, I remembered Colleen telling me that she had only been with Maureen sexually.
Obviously, for her to eat Gwen and order Maureen's sister to eat her, the truth was otherwise. Suddenly, I envisioned Colleen with all types of women and with her being the tough, bi-sexual Butch. Only, as soon as the word Butch flashed across my mind, it dissipated because Colleen with her short skirts and matching lingerie was just as feminine as Gwen, and was just as feminine as Maureen.
If Colleen was anything, she was a sexy and shapely, beautiful woman. If she was anything, she was my whore for however long she stayed with me. Now, if she was anything, she was Gwen's Dominatrix.
# # #
Immediately, Gwen responded. She got comfortable between Colleen's legs. It was sexually exciting to watch Gwen move her mouth closer to Colleen's exposed, brown, trimmed pussy. Something that I never expected to see, I watched Gwen's tongue flick out her lustful licks and her fingers rubbing Colleen's clit faster and harder.
It was sexually erotic watching Gwen not only masturbate Colleen's pussy but also eat her pussy, too. Gwen had Colleen wiggling her hips on the bed in no time. I watched as Colleen unbuttoned her blouse and lifted up her bra to expose her huge, silicone jugs. Deftly, she began pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples as Gwen continued licking her and finger fucking her. Gwen gave Colleen as much sexual pleasure as Colleen gave her.
Watching Gwen lying there naked with her perfect ass exposed to me, while eating Colleen was too much to endure. It took all the self-control that I possessed not to fuck Gwen up the ass or to bury my cock deep between her legs deep in her pussy. Obviously, Colleen's pussy was not the first pussy that Gwen had eaten either. Who are these women? With me practically a virgin compared to their sexual experience, how much sex have they had at their young ages?
Obviously, Gwen was getting into this action too, as she slowly and then more quickly started rubbing her thighs together like a grasshopper. The room smelled of the musky aroma of sweet sex. These women made me feel sexually inept. These women, obviously, at their young ages, have had more sexual experience that I've had at twice their ages.
Already, I had a stiff erection watching the sexual activity of Gwen going down on Colleen. Suddenly and abruptly, Gwen stopped fingering her and licking her. She stared up at Colleen as if waiting for her permission to speak.
"Did I tell you to stop?"
Colleen gave her a hard slap across her face. Oh, my God. Just the loud sound of that slap made me wince. I clearly saw the imprint of Colleen's fingers on Gwen's face. I made a mental note to never piss off Colleen.



"No, but..." said Gwen recoiling, rubbing her face, and holding back her tears.
I thought for sure she was going to cry. I thought for sure that Gwen, bigger and stronger than Colleen would retaliate and hit her back. There in the privacy of my bedroom, I imagined the two of them in a wild, catfight. Now, that would be hot to watch Gwen and Colleen rolling around on my bed naked while slapping one another.
"But what, bitch, but what?"
Colleen didn't even give her a chance to speak. She raised her hand in readiness to slap her again.
"I'm sorry but, I have to pee," said Gwen recoiling away from her reach. "I have to pee really bad."
Colleen moved her legs away.
"Okay, go pee. We'll finish this later."
She reached down and pulled up her strap-on belt that rested on the floor next to the bed.
"I'll be fucking you with this later," said Colleen showing Gwen her strap-on dildo.
# # #
Gwen ran to the bathroom and Colleen scooted off my big bed. She claimed her panties, and put them on. Then, she looked at me with a big smile on her face before staring down at my stiff cock. She shrugged, and then, laughed.
"You just have to know how to handle her," she said with a wink. "She's very submissive, you know. You were giving her all the wrong signals and making her go in an unfamiliar dominant direction, no doubt."
She pointed to Polo and Missy lying by the foot of the bed sprawled out and soundly sleeping.
"Unfortunately, and forgive the reference, but you must think of her as you would a dog. You have to be her pack leader. Once she perceives you as the big dog and taking control from her and for her, she willingly will give it up to you," said Colleen.
I looked at her and nodded my head to show her that I understood.
"Interesting," I said.
I found it difficult to think of Gwen as a dog. Then, I thought that Gwen was the best looking dog that I ever saw. If I was to think of her as a breed of dog, she was definitely an Afghan hound, beautiful, elegant, and graceful or a French Poodle.
"As most dogs are happy being led, she doesn't want the control to make decisions of her own," said Colleen. "Having sexual control puts her in a panicked state. Relinquishing the sexual control to her removes some of the sexual fantasy and erotic excitement that she'd otherwise feel, when correctly controlled by her master or in my case, her mistress," said Colleen with a laugh.
I was shocked by all of this detailed information.
"I had no idea," I said.
# # #
Colleen put her hand to my shoulder.
"She doesn't get sexually aroused controlling you as she would, if you sexually controlled her. She doesn't know what to do when she's in control. It confuses her to make sexual decisions. Her sexual desires are contingent on you and on you directing her where to go and what to do. She's happier, when you're the Dom and you tell her what to do. She's happier when you allow her to concentrate only on your sexual pleasure, without having her think about what happens next," said Colleen with a smile.
I nodded my head to show her that I understood.
"I can see that now," I said.
I returned Colleen's smile with my smile.
"It's up to you to lead her where you want her to go," said Colleen. "That's the only way that you can sexually satisfy her. Then, once she's feels she's in your control, she's your sexual pawn. You can command her to do anything that you sexually want her to do."
"Yeah, well, I guess I did everything wrong in the beginning. Yet, towards the end, I gave her want she wanted, I think," I said with a nervous laugh.
With me twice their age, I shook my head and felt a little foolish that these women knew more about this sexual stuff than I did.
"I dunno, this is all new to me. She's the first woman that I had sex with who wanted to be slapped," I said with a shrug. "Maybe, because I was holding back, but I couldn't slap her hard enough to please her, squeeze her tits hard enough to sexually pleasure her, or pull her hair hard enough to sexually arouse her."
Colleen gave me a sympathetic look.
"That's because you started out on the wrong foot with her. You should have immediately followed her lead and slapped her when she told you that she liked being slapped," she said looking at me. "She did tell you that she liked being slapped, right?"
I nodded my head.
"Yeah, she did. I did slap her but not hard enough to sexually satisfy her. I didn't want to hurt her. Yet, I did strip her naked, though," I said with a laugh.
Colleen laughed, too.
"You did? You stripped her naked? No way."
# # #
I gave her a big shit eating grin.
"Yeah, she was drunk and asleep and I couldn't resist," I said suddenly feeling guilty that I nearly took advantage of her. "Yet, before I started undressing her, she awakened and asked me to undress her. Then, she said that she slept in the nude and asked me to strip her naked," I said with a dirty laugh.
Colleen laughed, too.
"You know, Mark, stripping a woman naked, as long as it's consensual, as long as you don't hurt her, and/or you're not some sex fiend on the street, is nearly, every woman's, sexual fantasy," she said. "It's my sexual fantasy," she said with a dirty laugh. "Most women love to be taken by a man. Most women love it when a man has his wicked, sexual way with her naked body." She laughed. "Most women are whores."
Wishing that I knew all of this before, I couldn't believe all that Colleen had told me about Gwen and about women.
"It is? They do? They are?"
She laughed.
"Being stripped naked and a man having his wicked, sexual way with my naked body has always been my sexual fantasy," she said again while giving me a sexy look. "I was so hot for you, when Maureen stripped me naked," she said giving me a kiss and taking hold of my cock again. "I was so sexually aroused when you saw me naked that first night that we met."
# # #
The ringing telephone interrupted our conversation and brought me back to reality. I left to room to answer it and closed my office door to allow myself some privacy.
"Hello? Oh, hi! How are you? It's so nice to finally talk to you." I said to the voice on the other end of the phone.
I was not only shocked by the identity of the caller but also by what this unexpected telephone caller asked of me.
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 17
Gwen and Colleen have threesome sex with me.
Continued from Chapter 16: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
Colleen put her hand to my shoulder.
"She doesn't get sexually aroused controlling you as she would, if you sexually controlled her. She doesn't know what to do when she's in control. It confuses her to make sexual decisions. Her sexual desires are contingent on you and on you directing her where to go and what to do. She's happier, when you're the Dom and you tell her what to do. She's happier when you allow her to concentrate only on your sexual pleasure, without having her think about what happens next," said Colleen with a smile.
I nodded my head to show her that I understood.
"I can see that now," I said.
I returned Colleen's smile with my smile.
"It's up to you to lead her where you want her to go," said Colleen. "That's the only way that you can sexually satisfy her. Then, once she feels that she's in your control, she's your sexual pawn. You can command her to do anything that you sexually want her to do."
I couldn't believe how much more these young women knew about sex than me.
"Yeah, well, I guess I did everything wrong in the beginning. Yet, towards the end, I gave her want she wanted, I think," I said with a nervous laugh.
With me twice their age, I shook my head and felt a little foolish that I didn't know that about women.
"I dunno, this is all new to me. She's the first woman that I had sex with who wanted to be slapped," I said with a shrug. "Maybe, because I was holding back, but I couldn't slap her hard enough to please her, squeeze her tits hard enough to sexually pleasure her, or pull her hair hard enough to sexually arouse her."
Colleen gave me a sympathetic look.
"That's because you started out on the wrong foot with her. You should have immediately followed her lead and slapped her when she told you that she liked being slapped," she said looking at me. "She did tell you that she liked being slapped, right?"
I nodded my head.
"Yeah, she did. I did slap her but not hard enough to sexually satisfy her. I didn't want to hurt her. Yet, I did strip her naked, though," I said with a laugh.
Colleen laughed, too.
"You did? You stripped her naked? No way."
# # #
I gave her a big shit eating grin.
"Yeah, she was drunk and asleep and I couldn't resist," I said suddenly feeling guilty that I nearly took advantage of her. "Yet, before I started undressing her, she awakened and asked me to undress her. Then, she said that she slept in the nude and asked me to strip her naked," I said with a dirty laugh.
Colleen laughed, too.
"You know, Mark, stripping a woman naked, as long as it's consensual, as long as you don't hurt her, and/or you're not some sex fiend on the street, is nearly, every woman's, sexual fantasy," she said. "It's my sexual fantasy," she said with a dirty laugh. "Most women love to be taken by a man. Most women love it when a man has his wicked, sexual way with her naked body." She laughed. "Most women are whores."
Wishing that I knew all of this before, I couldn't believe all that Colleen had told me about Gwen and about women.
"It is? They do? They are?"
She laughed.
"Being stripped naked and a man having his wicked, sexual way with my naked body has always been my sexual fantasy," she said again while giving me a sexy look. "I was so hot for you, when Maureen stripped me naked," she said giving me a kiss and taking hold of my cock again. "I was so sexually aroused when you saw me naked that first night that we met."
# # #
The ringing telephone interrupted our conversation and brought me back to reality. I left to room to answer it and closed my office door to allow myself some privacy.
"Hello? Oh, hi! How are you? It's so nice to finally talk to you." I said to the voice on the other end of the phone.
I was not only shocked by the identity of the caller but also by what this unexpected telephone caller asked of me.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 17:
Threesome sex in the shower with Colleen and Gwen.
"Yes, of course, I'd love for you to come and stay for a visit. When? Next weekend? Okay. Sure. I'd love to finally meet you. Hotel? No, don't be silly. I won't hear of it. I have plenty of room to put you two up here at my house."
I stopped talking to allow her to talk and to listen to what she had to say.
"Oh, you're coming alone and without your husband? I'm sorry to hear that. I'm sorry that he can't make the trip," I said. "I would have liked to have met him. I hope he feels better. Give him my best regards," I said.
I paused again to listen to what more she had to say.
"Yes, of course, I'll e-mail you directions to my house. Just let me grab a pen and paper. What's your e-mail address? Okay, I have it. I'll see you late Friday afternoon or early Friday evening. Good-bye," I said hanging up the phone.
# # #
I couldn't believe that I was finally going to meet Carol, Maureen's, and Gwen's mother. After talking her out of staying at a hotel, I couldn't believe she was coming for the weekend to stay with me. I thought it odd that her husband wasn't coming with her. Maybe, he really is sick. Yet, why not postpone her trip to when he's feeling better and could come along to, at least, do some of the driving? Maybe, he's not sick, wanted nothing to do with me, and didn't want to meet me.
Not knowing what to expect with her visit, if she was as attractive as Colleen told me that she was, I wondered if she was expecting or would be open to my sexual advances. Having already seen the photos that Gwen showed me of her mother in her bra and panties, topless, and even naked, she looked plenty attractive to me. After giving her some wine, while hoping that she'd become as tipsy as Maureen and Gwen did before falling asleep when drinking alcohol, I wondered if she'd allow me to carry her to bed.
Even though Gwen had said that her mother was not shy about nudity and could have been a nudist, I wondered if she was more modestly moral like Maureen or more of a whore like Gwen. Becoming horny with the thought that if she became inebriated, I wondered if Carol would allow me to undress her when putting her to bed. In the way that Maureen had stripped Colleen naked and in the way that I had stripped Gwen naked, how hot would that be to strip Carol naked, too?
How hot would that be if she wanted to have sex with me? How hot would that be to have not only received blowjobs from Maureen, and Gwen, but also from their mother? Way ahead of myself, I haven't even met the woman and I'm imagining undressing her, stripping her naked, and having sex with her.
'Stop it! I needed to have more respect,' I thought. 'What's wrong with me to be so perversely perverted? Had Maureen and our unborn baby not died, Carol would have been my mother-in-law and the grandmother of my child. It's so wrong of me to think of her in such a sexual way.'
When I hung up the telephone, I thought better of saying anything to Colleen about the identity of the caller or about the details of the telephone call. I don't know why, but for some reason, I kept it from her. I didn't want her to know that Carol was coming for a visit. Besides, I took the call in my office with the door closed and she was in the kitchen drinking coffee and was unable to hear anything.
Now, I was suddenly preoccupied with the thoughts of my surprise visitor making an unexpected visit next weekend. Well, if nothing else, it will give me the reason to clean my house. I grabbed a cup of coffee and sat down at the kitchen table with Colleen. I enjoyed staring across at her. She was so beautiful.
# # #
Collen and I drank our coffee while chatting like old friends who haven't seen one another for a while. We enjoyed one another's company without any of the uncomfortable pauses in our conversation that happens sometimes when I haven't seen someone in a while and begin to grow apart. Over the years, an observation that I made, which is, once I've seen someone naked, experienced the sexual pleasure of their body, and given them the sexual pleasure of my body, there's nothing left to hide. No longer a mystery what they look like naked, there's no longer any shame or embarrassment.
After having sex with someone, a bond of friendship is formed where, even if years pass without seeing that person, I still hold a deep, rooted fondness that I held for them when I first sexually got together with them. All the pretenses, along with the false barriers of inhibitions, are gone. At that point, more like old lovers reuniting, I'm more than friends with them.
There's a freeing openness after having had sex with someone. Someone I ordinarily felt close to begin with, and now I'm linked together with in a bond of sexual lust and romantic memories of love that will last me for the rest of my life. Being that I was their lover, having entwined our naked bodies for romance, for love, and/or for sex, it's as if we're one person. That, I think, is the biggest thing that I like about the swinging lifestyle.
When I swapped partners with another couple, I instantly connected with them and became close friends with them. That's how it was for me, when I was in the swinging lifestyle so many years ago. That's how I felt about Gwen and Colleen now. I felt as if they were more than friends. I felt close to them.
Should I have sex with Carol, hopefully, I'll have that sexual connection and deep rooted friendship with their mother, too. Yet, here I go again, imagining something that may never happen. Why would someone like her have sex with me? She doesn't even know me. She only knows of me through her deceased daughter, Maureen.
Of course, there are exceptions to every rule. The exception to this rule is when the person who you've seen naked, experienced the pleasure of their body, and given them the pleasure of your body is an ex-husband or an ex-wife or a psycho, stalking boyfriend, or girlfriend. At that point the bond of trust is broken and the pretenses and inhibitions are replaced by fear, disgust, betrayal, and/or anger.
# # #
We drank our coffees and made small talk while waiting for Gwen to emerge from the bathroom naked. It seemed as if she was taking a long time in there but women are like that. As if peeing against a tree, a wall, or in an open trough in the men's room of a baseball or football game, guys just stand, pee, and give it a quick shake, wash their hands, and they're out of the bathroom. They're done.
Women, on the other hand, look at their hair, check their makeup, reapply their lipstick, stare at any imagined new wrinkles, and check for lumps on their breasts. Then, they turn one way before turning the other way while looking at their body to see if they are suddenly fat or are still fat. Once guys reach a certain age, the age of their baseball caps, as a daily fashion accessory, men just don't care that much about their appearance other than to make sure there are no boogers hanging from their noses.
'Okay, just a quick check of my nose, there no boogers, I'm good to go,' I said after peeing, shaking my cock dry, and zipping my pants.
# # #
The unexpected sound of the shower interrupted our conversation. As soon as we heard the shower, we looked at one another and laughed at the fact that we both had the same sexy idea at the same time. There's something erotic about sharing personal time with someone, such as taking a shower together. I put down my coffee and removed my bathrobe while watching Colleen as she put down her coffee and quickly removed her clothes.
Damn, she was right about me being sexually excited while watching a woman strip herself naked. It was hot watching Colleen strip off her clothes. As if I had never seen a naked woman before, as if I had never seen her naked before, I watched her remove her short skirt, her blouse, her bra, and her panties. I love watching women, especially women who have a hot body like Colleen's body, undress and get naked.
She had a fabulous body, even if she does have fake tits. Yet, with breast implants more affordable now, many women have surgically enhanced breasts. Still, with her flat and tone stomach, her long, shapely legs, and her sexy, round ass, she looked good, really good.
Only, her breasts didn't move in the way that natural breasts move, jiggle, and sway like Gwen's huge breasts. Also, her nipples appeared unusually higher making her tits appear a bit too perky. Still, tits are tits and I loved Colleen's big tits nearly as much as I loved Gwen's huge breasts.
As soon as we entered the master bathroom, Gwen had already soaped up when we walked in on her. She didn't immediately notice us enter the shower. She had her eyes closed and was softly singing to herself, while washing her hair.
She was using the master bedroom shower, a space that was certainly big enough for the three of us. Matter of fact, with the shower having three shower heads, one on each side and a rain shower in the middle, three more people could easily fit in my shower. If there ever was the need for having six people showering and/or sexually playing together, my shower could accommodate them. Hey, you never know, there could be a plane crash on my street with the female survivors needing to take an emergency shower.
# # #
'Okay, for your, uhm, personal safety, I'll be showering with you,' I imagined saying to the female, plane crash survivors. 'I need five women at a time to strip themselves naked and to take a shower with me. No, please don't remove your clothing, just yet. I'll call your name."
Reading from the passenger list, I selected five women at a time to shower with me.
'You, Sister Mary Francis. You, Heather, the tall, Texas blonde. You, Chrissy, the cheerleader type. You, Ramona, the Angelina Jolie look-a-like. And you, Gloria, the pretty woman with the big breasts,' I imagined saying.
'Why do you need to shower with us,' I imagined one of the women asking?
'For your own safety, it's important that I shower with you, so that I, um, can check you for injuries. Yeah, that's it. I need to check you for injuries. I've had some medical training watching medical shows on television,' I imagined saying again. "Please form a single line and put your arms over your head, so that I can slowly, I mean, quickly undress you.'
Then, someone asked about the male passengers.
'Pardon? What's that? No, the men can use the other bathroom at the end of the hall. Yes, they can check themselves for their own injuries. I won't be doing that. Geez, do I look gay to you,' I imagined saying?
# # #
When I remodeled my house several years ago, after selling my first book, I put extra attention and money into the kitchen, the bathrooms, and the closets. I installed quartz countertops, new kitchen cabinets, and a walk-in pantry in the kitchen. I bought high-end, stainless, steel appliances for the kitchen. I installed matching countertops, new faucet fixtures, and new tile on the walls and on the floors in the bathrooms. Then, with the kitchen now overlooking the living room, I removed a couple of walls to have an open floor plan.
I made all of the bedroom closets walk-in closets with plenty of built-ins for hats and shoes. I installed plenty of racks to hang clothes. Making sure that I'd have a return for every dollar that I spent, the closets were just as functioning beautiful as was the kitchen and the bathrooms.
I removed all the carpeting throughout the house, even from the stairs. Then, I sanded and stained the hardwood floors throughout the whole house. I changed all of the light fixtures, the fans, and added recessed lighting throughout the house. By the time that I had completed the renovation, my house looked as if it was brand new on the inside.
I knew that those extra cost additions would pay me dividends whenever the time came that I wanted to sell the house. Having a better kitchen and bathrooms with bigger closets would enable me to sell the house quicker, too. Women loved my kitchen, my bathrooms, and my closets. Now that I suddenly had female houseguests, I was glad that I constructed a more woman, friendly house.
# # #
I grabbed the soap from Gwen and started soaping her up, while paying special attention to her enormous breasts, her red, trimmed pussy, and her shapely ass. Shockingly, her tits, her pussy, and her ass were so very dirty. I really needed to take the extra time and care to scrub them good, really good.
A hardship for me to bear scrubbing a dirty girl's tits, pussy, and ass but it was one that, as host of the house, took it upon myself to do. It was my responsibility to my female houseguests, after all. If ever I wanted to feel up a woman, volunteer to soap her up and she'll love it. Trust me, it worked every time. Of course, it helped greatly if the woman is already naked and standing in the shower.
'Hello, police, there's a perverted man standing on the corner holding a bar of soap and a towel. He's asking passing women if they want him to soap them up, while taking a shower with him,' I imagined someone reporting me to the police.
I loved standing behind her soaping up her back all the way down to her ass and lower still down between her legs. As I reached around her and soaped up her huge, firm tits, my hand slid down her flat stomach and continued to the far reaches of her pussy and, then, back around to her ass, and all over again. Over and again, I soaped her up tits, her pussy, and her ass. I soaped up her naked body up really good.
This may be my last chance to have sex with Gwen. I may never see her again. She was leaving soon for to find an apartment before starting her new job.
I had hoped that she'd stay with me longer, a lifetime, but, now, after I experienced her insatiable, sexual appetite, her need for physical pain, personal harm, and punishment, her one week visit was enough to last me a lifetime. Besides, she was so young and energetic that she made me feel old and tired. Wearing me out, she exhausted me.
Even though I enjoyed having sex with her, I'd be happy to have some normalcy in my life, again. After having non-stop sex with two, beautiful, young women, I was looking forward to having a hot dog grilled on the barbeque and a beer, while watching the ballgame from my recliner. Beyond exhausting, this marathon sex is killing me. Hopefully, a new sexual fantasy of mine, I was hoping to have sex with someone my age, I was hoping to have sex Gwen's mother, Carol.
# # #
I started making out with Colleen and then with Gwen. She reached down and soaped up my stiff cock good, really good. The feel of her firm, young grip on my soapy prick felt so slippery good.
Then, I turned to face Colleen while Gwen continued soaping up my big dick from behind. I soaped up Colleen's, naked body. The feeling of soaping up two, different naked women, going from one to the other and back again, was erotically depraved.
Nothing more than a sexual fantasy having a threesome in the shower, I never expected to have sex with two women at the same time. Yet, first I had threesome sex with Maureen and with Colleen. Now, after having sex with Gwen, I was about to have threesome sex with Colleen and Gwen. Life doesn't get any better than this.
Even though they both had great bodies, they both had different bodies. Colleen was a little shorter and didn't have the broad shouldered, slim waist, athletic build of Gwen. Whereas Gwen was a 36, double, D cup, and had huge, natural breasts, Colleen had a 34, D, cup, with surgically enhanced breasts. Where Gwen was firm, Colleen was more, womanly soft. Nonetheless their body dissimilarities, both women had great bodies that added to the stiffness of my erection.
Then, when I pushed Colleen up against the shower wall, she reached down and inserted my erect cock in her wet pussy. I lifted her up and held her in place while humping her in a slow rhythm before humping her faster and harder. I made love to her before fucking her. As if we were one, she wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my back.



Gwen was on her knees kissing my ass. Then, I felt it. In the way that Colleen had done months before, I felt Gwen's tongue licking the inside my ass crack. There's no feeling like it. She was tossing my salad. I was really getting into her licking my ass.
Gwen's tongue in my ass felt so good that I had a difficult time on focusing on fucking Colleen. If she inserted her finger deeper in my ass, she'd make me immediately cum. Definitely, Gwen would make me cum in Colleen's pussy if I allowed her to continue tossing my salad. Not knowing how I'd feel about making Colleen pregnant in the way that I had made Maureen pregnant, I hoped she was on the pill.
Well aware that Colleen was here for, at least, a few more days and that Gwen was leaving tomorrow, I lowered Colleen to a standing position. Then, I pulled my cock out of her pussy, and turned to face Gwen. Before I could move, practically slapping her across the face with it, as soon as I turned to Gwen, she took my cock in her mouth.
There she was in the shower on her knees sucking my cock. I wasn't ready to cum, yet, but she was intent on sucking me. She made all of those sexy, cocksucking sounds that women make and that guys love to hear, when they're getting blown. Between the blowjobs that Maureen and Colleen gave me, Gwen was the best cocksucker.
# # #
I reached down, lifted her off her knees, pulled her up to me, and kissed her. Normally, I would have had her brush her teeth and tongue before kissing me but having just soaped up and washed my ass thoroughly and not having moved my bowels yet this morning, I was squeaky clean. Besides, I was so freaking turned on that I think that I would have kissed her even if I just had a bad case of diarrhea. Then, something that Colleen taught me to do, I gave Gwen a hard wallop on her ass.
'Wham!'
She rewarded me with a more passionate kiss. I returned her passionate kiss with my passionate kiss. Then, I walloped her ass hard, again.
'Wham!'
I could feel her suddenly getting more sexually aroused. Thanks to Colleen, I understood Gwen much better. I was beginning to get the hang of this sadomasochist stuff.
I squeezed her tits and pulled her hair as hard as I could. Then, we fell back against the shower wall. With me against the wall and with her back facing out to Colleen. I knew that Colleen would take the signal of Gwen's sexual vulnerability. As I fucked Gwen, Colleen tossed her salad.
Every now and then, Gwen jumped as if startled. I wondered why she jumped so suddenly every so often. I wasn't complaining it felt good to have her jump like that because it felt like a hump and that made my cock go deeper inside her pussy. Then, when I looked over Gwen's shoulder, Colleen had pinched her ass, while eating her pussy from behind while I fucked her from the front. Gwen had become sexually aroused by Colleen's painful, pinching action and from me fucking her.
# # #
The three of us stopped sexually playing to finish our shower and, once we dried off, we headed back to the bedroom and to the bed. Gwen rushed out to the kitchen to get some coffee while Colleen and I kept the bed warm for her. Although I was hot to fuck Colleen, I knew that I could have sex with her any time after Gwen left for home tomorrow.
I didn't know when and if I would ever get another chance to have sex with Gwen again. I wanted to spend more time with her hot body and I got the impression that Colleen wanted to spend more time with her hot body, too. I figured the two of us could give Gwen a day of sexual pleasure that she'd soon not forget.
Gwen gulped down her coffee and jumped in bed between us. I was eager to watch the two women together. Colleen took my not so subtle cue when I scooted over to give the them more room on the bed. They started kissing with Colleen acting more like the man.
While she made out with Gwen, being a bit rough, which was what Gwen wanted her to be, Colleen felt and squeezed her tits, and pulled and twisted her erect nipples hard. Then, she reached down between her legs and fingered her clit before inserting a finger deep inside of her. Gwen was instantly aroused by Colleen's forceful actions and it was sexually exciting for me to watch these two women make out like this. Colleen had Gwen moaning within seconds.
After watching the women for several minutes, time that was unbearably long for me to be excluded from their erotic fun, I motioned for Colleen to scoot up higher while I scooted down lower. I made myself comfortable between Gwen's legs while Colleen practically sat on her face. The three of us were hoping to have an orgasmic chain of pleasure. Just as it didn't take Gwen long to make Colleen cum, it didn't take long for me to make Gwen cum.
"Oh, Gwen. Gwen. My God, Gwen. Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. You're going to make me cum. You're going make me cum," said Colleen.
# # #
Colleen had already done most of the sexual work with her making out with her and finger fucking her. It was up to me to continue with my tongue and my fingers where Colleen had left off. Gwen was getting close to cumming, as I could taste the difference in her juices when she did. She tasted warmer and sweeter when she had an orgasm on my tongue.
While Gwen fingered and ate Colleen, I fingered and ate Gwen. Suddenly, she was nearly there and close to having a sexual orgasm. Her vaginal her juices were warmer and sweeter. I looked up watching her orgasm.
"Oh, Mark. Right there. That's it. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Mark," said Gwen. "I'm cumming."
Gwen arched her back and stiffened her legs while cumming. She remained quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, ready to blow me, she returned back to life again.
I reached up, squeezed her tits, and pulled and twisted her nipples while hoping that would push her over the top and it did. The more sexually aroused Gwen became with my licks, finger fucking her, rubbing her clit faster and harder, squeezing her tits, turning, and twisting of her nipples, and pulling her hair, the more she got into licking Colleen's pussy. It was electrically exciting to have two women getting off nearly at the same time.
Then, it was my turn. Colleen started blowing me. She teased me at first with little licks that started with my balls, and that eventually led to her taking my cock deep in her throat, while Gwen tossed my salad, again. When I turned away from Colleen to face Gwen, Colleen resumed tossing my salad where Gwen left off and Gwen impaled her mouth on my cock.
Back and forth, they took their turns trying to get me off. First Colleen sucked my cock while stroking my prick, then Gwen sucked my cock while stroking my prick. There I was a 50-year-old man getting blown and having his salad tossed by alternating 25-year-old and 23-year-old women. Sex doesn't get any better than this.
# # #
It amazed me that I didn't cum. Too tired, maybe, because I was still feeling the effects of last night this morning, but I was glad that I accidentally took a Cialis instead of a Viagra last night. With the Cialis, I was good to maintain an erection for another 24 hours, whereas the Viagra would have worn off long ago.
Old habits die hard and my doctor insisted that I no longer needed the Viagra or the Cialis, once he prescribed the testosterone supplement, Andro-gel. Still, I felt like a 35-year-old man again, whenever I took a Viagra or a Cialis in conjunction with the Andro-gel. Getting older is not an easy pill to swallow.
I needed to fuck Gwen, again. I pulled my cock from Colleen's mouth and turned to Gwen. She reached down and inserted my cock inside of her warm and wet pussy as I mounted her.
She was so wet and so ready. I couldn't imagine either of these women saying no or that they had a headache. Gwen pushed me back with her strong legs, rolled me over, and mounted me. She rested her knees on the bed with her ass raised up in the air a little. Colleen took up position behind Gwen and tossed Gwen's salad as I fucked her.
I humped her higher to give Colleen some clearance to work with and for her to maintain contact with Gwen's vital, sexual parts. I could feel Colleen's tongue on my testicles and moving up from where my cock was in Gwen's pussy and further upward. There's nothing like the feel of a threesome, one older man with two younger women.
It's total, sexual involvement, and when one tires, he or she can take a break and allow the other two to continue. Only, I was the only one tiring. These women were insatiable.
Between my fucking Gwen and Colleen tossing her salad, it didn't take Gwen long to cum again. I was happy that I still had enough of a stiff cock for Colleen. We assumed the same position of Colleen on top and with me under her and fucking her. This time, Gwen tossed her salad.
Colleen was unable to hold back for very long and she gave it up within a few minutes. Fortunately, with the thoughts of what was to come, I was able hold back, too. I didn't want to cum in Gwen or in Colleen's pussies. I was saving myself for my favorite position, the magical magnificence of a dual blowjob.
"Mark, Jesus, you're going to make me cum again. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Don't stop humping me," said Colleen suddenly falling quiet while enjoying the afterglow of orgasmic sex.
# # #
The women took their positions on either side of me taking their turns sucking my cock while scooting up to French kissing me in-between blowing me. Then, when they both took up sentry at my cock, I reached both my hands down and grabbed Gwen's right tit in my right hand and Colleen's left breast in my left hand.
I was in Heaven and it would only be a few minutes before I shot all that I had in me in their mouths. It was then that I exploded a huge load of warm cum in Gwen's mouth. Colleen licked the rest of my cum off, while continuing to blow me.
Just as she released my cock from her mouth, another gush of semen exploded out of my cock and hit Gwen across the face. After giving Gwen a cum bath, both women laughed uncontrollably. Except for the first time having sex with Maureen, may she rest in peace, this was one of the best sexual times that I have ever had in my life.
Then, while Gwen went to use to bathroom to clean up, Colleen and I started making out like horny teenagers. She kissed me as if she was in love with me and I couldn't take my hands off of her big tits. Of course, the first thing that I thought of was rebound sex.
She had just broken up with her boyfriend after she found someone else, cheated on him, and he left her. Hey, rebound sex is okay with me. After being with Colleen like that, again, like the first night that I was with her, I couldn't wait for Gwen to go home.
I wanted to be alone with Colleen to see where this would go. Maybe, this wasn't rebound sex. Maybe, this was something real. Yet, I enjoyed having sex with Colleen as much as I enjoyed having sex with Gwen.
Even though it struck me as odd how Colleen suddenly appeared, again, out of the blue after leaving so abruptly, I was happy she was here. I was thrilled to see her again. I understood her motives for leaving but it was difficult to lose a friend after losing Maureen. In that regard, her leaving was a bit selfish, but I chalked that up to her immaturity.
After all, I lost Maureen, too, and Colleen and I could have helped one another through our tears and sorrow by staying together longer, at least, until the hurt healed, somewhat. Nonetheless, the timing of her resurfacing was good and something that I needed. She helped me understand how to control Gwen.
Yet, before Colleen and Gwen, I was alone and lonely. Now, after spending some hot, sexual time with the both of them, I felt like my old self again. Now, I wanted to do things and experience life again instead of getting drunk while watching television. Only, I knew that Colleen was leaving soon, too. I don't know when and I didn't know why, I just knew that she'd leave me again, soon.
# # #
Colleen and I helped Gwen pack her car with her sister's things. Although, I offered them all to her, Gwen gave Colleen some, personal mementos of Maureen's. She allowed me to keep the photos that I took of Maureen, the jewelry I bought her, and a few keepsake reminders of her. It was sad packing up the boxes of Maureen's stuff.
None of us relished the idea of going through her closet and drawers, but we did. Along with having a little wine to help numb our way through the process and having one another there for the emotional support, somehow, we packed it all up. Actually, it was easier with the three of us doing it. When one of us came across something that made us nostalgic about Maureen or made us feel melancholy, we had the other two to help us through it with hugs and by sharing the laughter and the tears.
Nonetheless, even though she was dead, it felt like we were invading her privacy. It felt as if any minute she would walk through the front door, catch us going through her private and personal possessions, and admonish us for being so insensitive and invasive. Months later, we were all still in shock and none of us could believe that she was dead.
It felt as if it were a bad dream. It felt as if she was still alive and only gone from the house for an extended period of time on a trip and would return. With Maureen dying so suddenly and so tragically, I firmly believed that the good die young. I guess I'll be among the living for a very long time.
# # #
We said our good-byes complete with hugs, kisses, and promises to stay in touch. Yet, I knew that once she left that I would never see Gwen, again. She was a honey of a girl. Any man would be lucky to win her heart, as long as he could sexually satisfy her and physically please her with punishing pain.
Whichever lucky guy gets her, certainly, will have his hands full, but boy what a ride. I envied him. If only I was younger, I would have never let her go. A woman that beautiful, that sexy, that shapely, and that sexually uninhibited is a rare find.
Still, just as it was all a fluke how Maureen had come in and gone out of my life, it was a fluke that I had hot sex with two, 25-year-olds, Maureen, and Colleen. Then, even more outrageous, I still couldn't wrap my head around that I had sex with Maureen's, 23-year-old, younger sister, Gwen. Unfortunately, my only, real memories of Maureen left me. Now the only images that I have of her haunt me. Yet, I still have Missy, her Golden Retriever.
When I'm alone and lonely, Maureen comes to me in my thoughts and I think of her. Unfortunately, thinking of her makes me sad and makes me feel even more alone and even more lonely. It's a vicious cycle of self-pity, self-indulgence, and depression.
Probably, I should join a support group. Perhaps, I should seek therapy to help me through the loss of her. No doubt, preferring to suffer through it alone and using the loss of her as an excuse to return to drinking, I won't seek psychological help.
Especially now after meeting Gwen, she filled my mind with the memory of her sister. It was startling how much she looked like Maureen. The contrast of Maureen's bright, blue eyes was shocking against her red, lush, and long, beautiful hair. With Gwen having the same red hair and the same blue eyes as her sister, for the time that she was with me, it felt as if Maureen was alive again.
# # #
Just when I was beginning to feel a bit better, Gwen arrived to outshine her dead sister. And now she's gone and now I am back to missing Maureen. I'm glad that I still have Colleen here to help me through another day, even if it is only temporary.
One day at a time is good advice and what I need to do is to finally get me through the horror of losing Maureen, the love of my life. Nonetheless, it felt good to finally be home alone with Colleen. I felt more connected to her than I did Gwen. Although, I knew that I'd never feel the connection with Colleen that I had with Maureen, I still enjoyed her company and I liked having her around.
She was fun and she gave life to the house. Unfortunately, nonetheless, it still felt like sex with Colleen and not love. Although there was a huge sexual attraction between us, that is where it began and ended.
I was glad for her visit because I knew that once she left, again, she'd never be back. I'd never see her again. Yet, when she left, she'd be out of my system. I'd have no more second doubts wondering if she and I could have made a go at it. I know now that it was not to be and that she was just a good friend with benefits.
For the next few days, I had trouble concentrating on anything but that surprise telephone call and about the upcoming weekend. Maureen's mother, Carol, was coming for a visit to meet me. I must have made quite the impression with her for first, Maureen's sister, Gwen, to drive all that way from Rochester, New York east to where I lived in Boston, Massachusetts. Now, her mother wanted to meet me, too. It was a long drive.
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter 17: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
We said our good-byes complete with hugs, kisses, and promises to stay in touch. Yet, I knew that once she left that I would never see Gwen, again. She was a honey of a girl. Any man would be lucky to win her heart, as long as he could sexually satisfy her and physically please her with punishing pain.
Whichever lucky guy wins her heart and gets her physically, emotionally, and sexually, certainly, will have his hands full, but boy what a ride. I envied him. If only I was younger, I would have never let her go. A woman that beautiful, that sexy, that shapely, and that sexually uninhibited is a rare find. She was truly incredible.
Still, just as it was all a fluke how Maureen had come in and gone out of my life, it was a fluke that I had hot sex with two, 25-year-olds, Maureen, and Colleen. Having come a long way, when I first met Maureen at the dog park, I was happy to walk with her while talking to her. Hoping that I'd see her again, I haunted that dog park in the way that she may be haunting me, now.
Then, even more outrageous than having sex with Maureen was having sex with Colleen. Unbelievably, I still couldn't wrap my head around having had sex with Maureen's, 23-year-old, younger sister, Gwen, too. Unfortunately, my only, real memories of Maureen left me and was replaced with my pain and my sorrow. Now the only images that I have of her haunt me. Yet, I still have Missy, her Golden Retriever.
When I'm alone and lonely, as if haunting my brain, Maureen comes to me in my thoughts and I think of her. Sometimes, a feeling that I get, I think that she's hear watching me. Feeling as if she's in my bedroom with me, I feel her ghostly presence throughout the house. Unfortunately, thinking of her makes me sad and makes me feel even more alone and lonelier. It's a vicious cycle of self-pity, self-indulgence, and depression.
No doubt, just as Colleen said, I'm still grieving over her. Probably, I should join a support group. Perhaps, I should seek therapy to help me through the loss of her. Maybe, I should hire a ghost hunter to conduct a paranormal investigation and a spirit examination of my house to see if they feel her, too. Yet, no doubt, with me stubborn in not believing in ghosts, preferring to suffer through it alone, I used the loss of her as an excuse to return to drinking. Even though I should, too old to change, I won't seek psychological help.
Especially now after meeting Gwen, she filled my mind with the memory of her sister. As if they were identical twins, it was startling how much she looked like Maureen. Meeting Gwen was like seeing Maureen's ghost. The contrast of Maureen's bright, blue eyes was shocking against her red, lush, and long, beautiful hair. With Gwen having the same red hair and the same blue eyes as her sister, for the time that she was with me, it felt as if Maureen was alive again.
# # #
Just when I was beginning to feel better with dealing with the loss not only of Maureen but also, my unborn son, Gwen arrived to bask me in the shadow of her dead sister. I wonder how Maureen would feel about me having sex with her sister. I wondered if she knows that I had sex with her sister. And now that Gwen is gone, I am back to missing Maureen. I'm glad that I still have Colleen here to help me through another day, even if it is only temporary.
One day at a time is good advice and what I needed to do to finally get me through the horror of losing Maureen, the love of my life. Nonetheless, it felt good to finally be home alone with Colleen. I felt more connected to Colleen more than I did with Gwen. Although, I knew that I'd never feel the connection with Colleen that I had with Maureen, I still enjoyed Colleen's company and I liked having her around.
She was fun and she gave life to the house. Unfortunately, nonetheless, it still felt like sex with Colleen and not love. Although there was a huge sexual attraction between us, that is where it began and ended.
I was glad for her visit because I knew that once she left, again, she'd never be back. I'd never see her again. Yet, when she left, she'd be out of my system. I'd have no more second doubts wondering if she and I could have made a go of it. I know now that it was not to be and that she was just a good friend with benefits.
For the next few days, I had trouble concentrating on anything but that surprise telephone call and about the upcoming weekend. Maureen's mother, Carol, was coming for a visit to meet me. I must have made quite the impression with her for first, Maureen's sister, Gwen, to drive all that way from Rochester, New York east to where I lived in Boston, Massachusetts. Now, her mother to want to meet me, too. It was a long drive.
In the way that Gwen and Colleen brought Maureen here, I wondered if Carol would bring her deceased daughter with her, too. Suddenly, the air is heavy with Maureen's Heavenly presence and ghostly spirit. No doubt, if I had more to drink, and if I was drunk, I not only could hear her speak but also, perhaps, I could see her. How wonderful would that be to see her if only as an apparition.
# # #
Matured Man & Maiden Maureen: Chapter 18
With Maureen dead and Gwen and Colleen gone, except for the feeling of Maureen haunting me, I'm alone again and lonely with my bad self.
When I thought about the beauty of Maureen and now Gwen, I thought about Carol and I couldn't help but wonder what she looked like. I wondered if she really looked like the sexy and shameless photos that Gwen showed me of her mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. If she did look anything like those photos, then, she was, indeed, a very beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman. If she did look anything like her photos, I didn't know how I could control myself from making a sexual pass at her.
I would have met her at the funeral but Maureen's Dad made it clear that he didn't want me there, and I respected his wishes. It was his daughter after all and, even though I was her fiancé, in his eyes, he considered me as just her older lover taking sexual advantage of his young, beautiful daughter. Still, I would have appreciated a moment to say good-bye to Maureen in private, before they put her in the ground forever.
Nonetheless, I didn't want to intrude upon the sorrow of their loss of their daughter by rubbing my presence in their faces. I would have liked to pay my last respects. I would have loved to have seen Maureen for the last time to say my goodbye. Thankfully, Gwen gave me the location of her cemetery plot and I planned on making a pilgrimage west to Rochester to visit her grave, one day, soon. Seeing her there, resting in peace, will make me happy.
Maybe, I'll take the dogs with me. I wonder if the dogs would know that she's buried there. Maybe, I'll take a chair with me and sit and talk to her for a while. I know that she's not there in spirit, but she's there in body, albeit decomposed body.
I believe a visit will help to ease me through the reality of her loss and make me feel better. She liked wine, white wine, maybe I'll bring a bottle of wine with me and two glasses and drink with her for the last time. As if she's still alive, I'd love to talk to her while sipping my wine.
Since Maureen and Gwen looked so much alike, again, I wondered if Carol looked like an older version of her daughters. I hoped not. I seriously didn't want to find myself in bed with Carol, too, enough is enough. Yet, I was as lonely as I was horny.
Next, I'll be sleeping with their grandmother, their aunt, and any cousins who show up on my door. After having sex with three, young women, the thought of having sex with Carol, who was my age, was not an appealing thought. For her to have sex with me, a married women, she'd have to have issues for her to cheat on her husband in an extramarital affair, especially with me, her daughter's lover.
Yet, if Carol is a good looking as Colleen said she was, and with me as horny as I'm lonely, I don't think that I could resist having sex with her as long as she was willing to have consensual sex with me. I wondered what having sex with her would be like when going from daughter to mother. With her from a different generation, I wondered if she sucked cock. Many women her age never had a dick in their mouths.
# # #
"Carol called me," I finally said to Colleen.
I stared at her while watching her reaction to me telling her that she wanted to come for a visit, too.
"Carol? Maureen and Gwen's mom," asked Colleen?
She looked at me surprised.
"Yes," I said.
Then, she nodded her head.
"Truthfully, I figured she would," she said eyeing me with a knowing look. "Was that her on the phone the other day?"
Feeling guilty that I had kept that phone call from her, I nodded my head.
"Yeah," I returned her look. "I don't know why I didn't tell you then. There was just so much going on with Gwen here and then you surprising me."
I looked at Colleen while wondering if I should tell her that Carol was coming alone without her husband.
"It's okay, Mark. I understand. You're still not thinking straight. You're still in mourning," said Colleen. "We all are which, to some degree, would explain this huge impromptu, sexual orgy that we all found ourselves having. In some convoluted way, I know that the only reason Gwen had sex with you was to feel a connection maybe that you shared with her sister."
Colleen looked like she was going to cry.
"It hasn't been that long since Maureen..." she said not finishing her sentence.
I took her in my arms. I kissed and hugged her so that she didn't have to finish the sentence.
'So, Maureen was the only reason why Gwen had sex with me,' I thought. 'Interesting.' I was shocked. 'I figured she had sex with me because she was a nymphomaniac, masochist whore.'
"So," I said with a laugh and a feigned hurt look on my face. "You don't think that Gwen was sexually attracted to me? You think that the only reason why she had sex with me was to feel connected to her sister?" I made a face. "Is that it?"
'Yet, having no regrets for the sex that I had with Gwen, that's okay,' I thought.
Colleen smiled while nodding her head again.
# # #
"Then, when Carol called me, I was stunned that she wanted to come for a visit, too," I said. "I couldn't believe it."
I paused while wondering if I should continue. Then, not holding anything back from her, I told her. I wondered what her reaction would be when I told her.
"She's coming without her husband," I said pausing while watching Colleen's reaction. "She said he's too ill to make the trip."
Colleen looked at me oddly and made a face. Then, she rolled her eyes and sighed.
"What? Carol is visiting you alone," she asked? "You're kidding. I don't understand. Why wouldn't she postpone her visit until her husband was feeling better?"
I shrugged.
"I don't know," I said with an uncomfortable laugh. "It makes sense, but then it doesn't make any sense why Carol would visit me alone and unescorted." I paused thinking why he wouldn't want to make the trip. "Maybe, her husband didn't want to meet me."
Colleen looked at me with a confused expression.
"An unplanned and unwed pregnancy, may explain why their Dad didn't want to meet you. You not only had sex with his daughter but also, you impregnated her, too," said Colleen.
After telling me why Carol's husband wasn't coming to meet me, she explained why Gwen had sex with me.
"Gwen had special needs. Premature at birth, she had developmental issues growing up. She had occupational and physical therapy. She stayed behind a year in school. That may explain her bizarre, sexual behavior and why she had sex with you," said Colleen with a shrug. "I don't know."
I nodded my head to show her that I understood.
"I saw that about her. She didn't get some of my jokes. They went straight over her head," I said while staring down at the floor as if contemplating my thoughts. "In that regard, she was nothing like her sister. Maureen was as quick witted as me and always volleyed my comments with funny retorts."
We sat there silently not saying anything for a few minute, until I broke the silence with a question.
"So, why did you figure that Carol would call me?"
I looked at her while waiting for her to respond. Colleen gave me a knowing smile.
"Well, when Maureen and I were there visiting her to tell her that Maureen was pregnant, she was happy for her. She was happy that someone like you had come in her life. It didn't matter that you were much older than her. She trusted Maureen's judgment," she said looking at me with a warm smile. "Moreover, she hated her ex-boyfriend and when Maureen told her that you beat the snot out of him, she was happy."
Then, she fidgeted with her fingers while rethinking what she was about to say.
"I should warn you about Carol, though, something that I didn't have the chance to warn you about Gwen," said Colleen.
# # #
She looked up at me while watching my reaction to what she was about to tell me.
"Warn me? Warn me about what? I don't understand. Why would you have to warn me about Maureen's mother," I asked?
Colleen rolled her eyes and let out a big sigh.
"You know that she's a nudist, right?"
I laughed and nodded my head.
"I do. Gwen showed me photos of her mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. She told me that the three of them regularly went to nude beaches," I said. "She's a good-looking woman with a sexy body."
Colleen gave me a look as if feeling guilty about talking gossip.
"Well, Carol is a bit of a whore. She's had affairs with younger men, men that were much younger than her," she said. "Her husband suffers from erectile dysfunction. Unless he can get her off with his fingers and/or with his tongue, he can no longer sexually satisfy his wife. He can no longer cut the mustard but he can still lick the jar," said Colleen with a dirty laugh.
I looked at her shocked.
"Oh," I said. "Does her husband know about her sexual affairs?"
She shrugged.
"He knows that she enjoys going to nude beaches with her daughters but I don't think he knows about her extramarital affairs. Yet, you never know what goes on behind closed, bedroom doors," she said with another dirty laugh. "Maybe, he received some sexual gratification and/or erotic pleasure in her telling him about the men that she sucked and fucked," she said with a shrug. "Perhaps, he's cuckhold. Some men become sexually excited when their wives tell them about the sexual details of erotic encounters."
# # #
Then, she looked away and back again, this time with a troubled face.
"It mattered to her Dad, though, that his daughter was dating a much older man," said Colleen. "He was upset, which is why he probably isn't coming to meet you and why he banned you from attending the funeral. Maybe, he figured you were a pig taking advantage of his daughter, his little girl."
She looked at me with sadness.
"His feelings towards you are, no doubt, compounded by the fact that he can no longer get an erection. On some level, he may even blame you for his daughter's death. Had you not made her pregnant, she may have not made the trip to see her parents," said Colleen.
I nodded my head to show her that I understood.
"I get it. I understand. If it was my daughter seeing someone so much older, I'd think that, too, that he was just taking advantage of her for sex," I said.
In the way that I've been having sex with younger women, I thought about Carol having extramarital sex with younger men. I thought about her being a nudists and going to nude beaches. I thought about the sexy photos that Gwen showed me of her mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked.
# # #
"That's a shame that he can no longer get an erection. Yet, to blame me for her death is wrong."
Colleen remained silent a long while before speaking, again.
"Carol felt bad about you not being at the funeral. She figured that you deserved to be there being that you were so much a part of her daughter's life towards the end. She knew that Maureen would have wanted you there, too."
From what Colleen had just said, I already like Maureen's mother.
"Still, it hurt not being able to say a final good-bye to Maureen." I paused looking off in the distance while thinking of Maureen's laugh. "I know how guys are and how protective parents may assume other guys are," I said looking at Colleen. "But, I truly loved her."
Colleen nodded her head to show me that she believed me.
"I know you did," she reached over and took my hand.
Breaking the tension, I laughed.
"Imagine how upset Maureen's father would be," I said looking over at Colleen and laughing. "If he knew what I did with his baby girl while in the shower," I said with another laugh.
She returned my laugh with her laugh.
"Not as upset as he'd be if he knew we both did Gwen," said Colleen with another laugh.
# # #
We both laughed while making light of a terrible situation, that being the death of Maureen. Laughing over having sex with Gwen made us feel a little better. We spent the remainder of the day doing nothing.
The most we did was to have our coffee out on the back, screened porch, talk, laugh, and walk out to the backyard and throw a ball around with the dogs. After combating and satisfying Gwen's sexual needs, I needed a day like this. Only, I wanted to show Colleen a good time, too. I wanted to spend some quality time with her and have some memories of her incase this was the last time that we saw one another.
I wanted to show her that I cared for her. I wanted to be intimate with her before she decided to leave, again, which I figured would be later tonight. She had a job to go to tomorrow. Moreover, much like Gwen, I truly figured that this could be the last time that I saw her and whatever private time we spent together today, may be our last.
It was late afternoon when we decided to take a nap. Actually, we had no intention of napping. We just wanted an excuse to go to bed and fool around, not that we needed an excuse, but it was a subtle way for each of us to get what we wanted from the other without feeling pressured. This way, while we were lying beside one another supposedly napping, if something else was to happen, then it didn't seem planned, but spontaneous.
Colleen was dressed in her usual attire a half unbuttoned blouse and a short skirt. She loved showing off her big tits and her shapely legs. Besides, feeling her up through her clothes while making out with her was one of my favorite things to do with her or with any woman. Another favorite thing of mine to do was to undress her. I found that slowly removing her clothes as we made out was exceedingly erotic.
Even if I had been with and seen a woman naked a countless number of times, feeling them up through their clothes while making out with them, always gave me an erection. Then, slowly undressing a woman before stripping her naked, gave me unbelievable, sexual pleasure. There's something erotic about unbuttoning a woman's blouse and seeing her bra before unbuttoning and unzipping her skirt and seeing her panties.
I loved kissing, touching, and feeling a woman when she's wearing only her revealing, bikini panties and her sexy, low-cut bra. Fooling around with her while she's in her sexy lingerie is nearly is hot. Then, slowly removing her bra and seeing her naked tits and/or peeling down her panties and seeing her naked pussy and ass has always been my sexual fantasy.
As soon as we climbed on the bed, we started fooling around. Obviously, neither of us had any plans on taking a nap. Touching her, feeling her, and kissing her blanked my mind. Where Gwen made me feel old, having sex with Colleen made me feel young.



Even though there was only a two year difference in age between the women, it was obvious that Colleen was the more mature of the two. It was a relief that I didn't have to slap her ass, squeeze her tits, pull, and twist her erect nipples, and pull her hair as hard as I could. I was glad to have a fairly, normal, sexual relationship with her, although having sex with someone half my age is not really normal. It is un-fucking-believable.
'Quick someone get the smelling salts. Mark has passed out again. C'mon, Mark, snap out of it. Get back in there and fuck her. We know you can do it. Mark, Mark, Mark, can you hear me,' I imagined someone asking that of me?'
# # #
Yet, back in the deep recesses of my mind, I wondered if Maureen knew that I had sex with her sister. I wondered if she knew that I continued to have sex with her best friend, Colleen. If she did know, I wondered how she felt about me going on with my sexual life without her. Perhaps, if there was a reason for her to haunt me, it would be because I had threesome sex with Gwen and Colleen.
Oh, lucky me, the thought of being haunted by Maureen was funnier than scary. Yet, I knew that all of this was coming to an end. Soon, I'd be alone and lonely, again. Soon, I'd welcome her ghostly spirit to keep me company.
I imagined being Topper from the 50's show, Topper, with Leo G. Carroll as Cosmo Topper, Ann Jeffrey's as Marion Kirby, and Robert Sterling as George Kirby. Only Topper could see and talk to his two friendly ghosts. I imagined Maureen haunting me and only I and only the dogs could see and hear her.
'How are you, Maureen. You look lovely today,' I imagined saying to her.
Unfortunately, after having sex with these three lovely, young women, I may be unable to have a normal relationship with a woman my age. What a cruel joke it is to have these women practically throw themselves at me, then to have them fade away? Something that I may never experience again, I didn't want Colleen to leave me alone to solely rely on sexual gratification from my right hand and/or from women my own age?
Then, I thought about Carol, again. She's my age. She's fifty-years-old. She's not only good-looking but also, she as sexy as she is shapely. Plus, she has big tits. I love big breasted women.
Yet, I didn't understand the nude beach thing. I could see Gwen being a nudist but not Maureen. I guess they weren't embarrassed and/or ashamed to be seen naked in public. I only wished that I could have gone with the three of them to a nude beach. That would be so sexually exciting to be naked in public not only in front of Maureen but also her sister Gwen, and her mother, Carol.
# # #
'There I go again thinking of Carol,' I thought.
Yet, how hot would that be to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes? How hot would that be to slowly undress her? After Gwen showed me the photos of her mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, how hot would that be to see her in her bra and panties, topless and, then, naked again? Then, something that I couldn't even imagine, how hot would that be to have sex with her? As horny as I was alone, I'd love to have sex with Carol.
Before 23-year-old Gwen came into my life and 25-year-old Colleen reappeared, when I was alone and lonely, I suddenly felt old. Without them here, the house felt empty. The joy and the laughter that filled me up completely last weekend was now gone from me. The quietness of this big, empty house was a constant reminder of how alone and lonely I was. Every day quickly became another mundane day with the same, dull routine.
It was as if someone had made their wish and blown out the candles at a birthday party and merrymaking was over that quickly. All of that buildup, the Happy Birthday song was sung, the presents were opened, the cake was eaten, and now the guests were gone. The party was over. The sting of reality hurt more without having someone here to share my life. Everyone needed someone in their life. I had Maureen in my life and would have had a son until they both unexpectedly and tragically died.
It felt as if it was closing time at the bar when the bright lights go on and it is time to go home. The reality of the outside world that lurked outside of the bar and that hid in the dark recesses of the dimly lit, expansive room now shoved me back from my brief escape from reality. It was the same feeling when I'm out in the street half drunk at 1 am and don't want the party to end, but everyone has gone home and I'm alone.
All of my friends have wives with kids and families. Seemingly, everyone has someone in their lives but me. It's tough to party when the party is over and when there's no more people there to celebrate with you. That's when you really feel alone and lonely.
# # #
I never felt drunk when partying, that is, until I'm alone. Once alone with my bad self, I feel sick, tired, disorientated, and don't want to be alone. I never want to be alone with my bad self. I don't want to drink alone. Yet, after Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen left, I was alone. As if stumbling home drunk and disoriented, if that's my life after the loss of Maureen, and the abandonment of Colleen, and Gwen, then this is my reality and I hate it.
I hate living alone. I hate being alone. I'm the type of man who needs a woman in my life. Suddenly, I felt like Michael J. Fox in Jay McInerney's Bright Lights, Big City, when Pheobe Cates as Amanda Conway, his model of a wife, dumped him. He was so alone that only the smell of fresh bread from the bakery in the early morning hours returned him back to reality.
Now that Gwen and Colleen had come and were gone, in my case, instead of the smell of freshly baked bread, I missed the smell of Maureen. I missed her perfume and her deep, wet kisses. I missed the touch and the feel of her. She was my anchor. Now, with me adrift at sea, there's no one to rescue me. With no one left to steer my ship, I'm heading for the rocks.
'God, help me,' I thought. 'Save me. I'm drowning.'
No matter the suffering sorrow that I felt from Maureen dying, I didn't want the candles blown out, yet. First with the departure of Gwen and now Colleen, I didn't want to be lit up in the bright light while left standing out front on the sidewalk. As if standing outside while looking through a window, I didn't want to watch other people having a good time when I was home alone and lonely.
After reveling in all this sexual, social, and fantasy activity, I feared being alone. In the dark recesses of my mind, when I was fucking Gwen and making love to Colleen, loneliness still haunted me. Then, the sudden quiet when everyone is gone, finally, is deafening and debilitating. Loneliness is like a hunger that is never satisfied until I have someone in my life, again. Loneliness weakened my spirit like Kryptonite weakened Superman.
I didn't mind looking in the mirror before, especially as a young man, but now, as an older man, I don't want to see my reflection anymore. I'm tired of seeing my sad face. I hate my image.
I hate having mirrors in my house that lurk unexpectedly in every room and that come to life as soon as I turn on the light. Now, never turning on a light, spiting only myself, I walk around in the dark. Sometimes, as if I'm a burglar, so that I don't trip over something, I walk with a flashlight.
# # #
'What happened to me,' I thought? 'I blinked and 25 years had passed me by. All that I did was blink.'
I went to sleep and closed my eyes. Then, when I opened them, instead of being twenty-five-years-old, I'm fifty-years-old. Where did the time go? Where did the last twenty-five years of my life go? Sometimes too drunk to remember, I don't remember.
Why couldn't I have met Maureen or Colleen or Gwen then? Ah, they weren't even born yet? Yes, of course, I know that.
Then, why could I not have been born later? It's not fair. This sucks. This really sucks. I don't want to go home, live alone, and be alone with bad myself. I'm sad. I'm lonely. I want to party. I miss Maureen.
I wanted to have slow, passionate sex with Colleen that would last forever. I wanted to make love to her instead of fucking her. I needed to know if there was someone else and something else that would take me to the next level with her. I needed someone in my life that would endure the length of time. Yet, even though the sex we had was hot, magical even, it paled in comparison to the sex that I had with Maureen.
'Maureen, I miss you. I'll always love you,' I thought.
# # #
I loved Colleen but not in the same way that I loved Maureen. I know now that I'll never replicate what I had with Maureen with Colleen. My love affair with women was over and my heart died when Maureen died.
I cringed at the thought of being alone and lonely for the rest of my life. Suddenly, I saw myself as an embittered, old man, a recluse who lived alone. I can't be alone. I can't live alone. I needed a woman in my life.
How awful to have no one in my life and to be alone with my twisted thoughts all day, every day? How awful to have no one else to ponder, care for, talk to, worry about, laugh with, and relax with over a cup of coffee? How awful it is to be me,' I thought while feeling sorry for myself?
With the tragic and sudden death of her, her life short lived, the love affair that I had with Maureen was over before it even started. With Colleen, Maureen's best friend, she was able to understand my loss. I looked to Colleen to get me through my grief, but now she's gone, too.
Why did she return? Why did she come back to tease me with her beauty, her sexuality, and her charm? Now, that she had come and gone again, I wish she had stayed away because the pain of her leaving the second time is worse than the first time that she left. The loneliness that I feel now is more severe than I felt before.
She was so young and so beautiful, surely not as beautiful as Maureen, but I could have loved her, maybe, one day. If only she had stayed for a while longer, another day, then another week, a month, and a year would have passed. Surely, then, I would have fallen in love with her and she may have fallen in love with me.
Now, she's gone, too. Maureen, Gwen, and Colleen are all gone and I'm alone with the dogs, Missy, and Polo. Yes, I love the dogs, but they're not a fair exchange for having hot, sex with young women. I miss having a woman in my life who has big tits. I love tits. I love touching tits, feeling tits, fondling tits, and sucking nipples.
'Tits, tits, tits,' I thought. 'I wonder if Carol will allow me to see, touch, and feel her naked breasts. With her going to nude beaches with her daughters, maybe, she'll walk around my house naked in front of me. How hot would that be to see Maureen's and Gwen's mother naked?'
# # #
It was almost 9 pm when Colleen drove away Sunday night. Except for the dogs, I was alone, again. Only, this time was different. This time, I felt weirdly unsettled. Maybe, because the house was alive with life, with Gwen and Colleen, and now, with them gone, the house was suddenly dead and deathly quiet.
This time was worse than before. Strangely enough, eerily spooky, there was an uneasy eeriness to the house. It was an intangible and an unexplained feeling that stuck to the walls, clung to the floor, and hung from the ceiling like electro-magnetically charged dust. Never have I felt like this before, especially in my own house. I was suddenly afraid to be in my own home.
I felt it when sitting in my chair watching television. I felt it when lying in bed before closing my eyes and falling asleep. I even felt it when sitting on the toilet and/or when taking a shower. It felt like someone was there staring at me and watching me. It felt as if someone was standing behind me. It felt as if someone was looking over my shoulder. I wondered if it was Maureen. I wondered if she had come to visit me and to see if I was doing okay without her. Perhaps, now that Gwen and Colleen were gone, she'd show herself to me.
The dogs felt it, too. They were ill at ease and restless. They paced around the house whining. They wouldn't lie down. It freaked me out when they sat straight up wagging their tails while staring up at the ceiling or turning their head from side to side while looking up at the wall.
'Why are they doing that,' I thought? 'Do animals see something that I can't? Do they know something that I don't know? Can animals feel something that I can't feel? Do they know that Maureen is here?'
# # #
Suddenly, I was afraid. I felt a ghostly presence as if there was someone here. Instead of turning off all the lights and walking around in the dark with a flashlight, I turned on all the lights.
Making me feel uncomfortable, the dogs preferred staying outside than being indoors. In and out, as soon as I put them out, they wanted to come back inside. They were just as restless as I was.
I really felt alone without having a young, naked woman. I wished Colleen was still here. I'd even be happy to put up with Gwen's need for physical pain, sexual self-abuse, and punishment as part of her rough sex for me not to be alone. Nonetheless, I was glad that I had the dogs to occupy me and to take my mind off whatever ghostly spirit was haunting me.
I've never believed in the paranormal. I've never been to a psychic. I've never had my palm read or my fortune told. Definitely, I'm not one who believed in ghosts, but if I did, I would have thought that Maureen's spirit was here. After watching the dogs reacting to something that they could feel and see, I could feel what they were sensing but I was unable to see what they were seeing. I believe in ghosts now.
For sure, something or someone was haunting me. Perhaps, Gwen and/or Colleen brought Maureen home to me. I wondered, again, if the dogs could see her. I wondered why I couldn't see her. I wondered if she was really here or if it was wishful thinking and my overactive imagination.
Maybe, to deliver the energy of Maureen was the underlying reason for Gwen's and Colleen's visits. Maybe, Maureen is not dead in the way that I think of death and dying. Maybe, she existed and is alive in another dimension. Maybe, she's watching me and can hear me but I can't see or hear her. That's ridiculous, isn't it?
"Maureen, if you're here," I said looking around the room while looking up at the ceiling. 'I miss you. I love you, baby. Show me your tits," I said with a laugh.
As soon as I said that I felt foolish. Yet, saying what I felt made me feel better. Hoping that she could hear me, I wanted her to know that I missed her and loved her.
"So, what's it like being dead," I asked while talking to her as if she was in the room with me? "What does Heaven look like? Has God turned you into a red haired angel with huge breasts?"
Secretly, I hoped she'd answer me. I hoped to have a conversation with her. I not only wanted to talk to her but also, I wanted her to talk to me.
"Show yourself to me. Let me see you," I said.
In the way that if you say Beelzebub three times and the Devil will appear, I wondered if there were magic words to say for a spirit to show themselves.
# # #
I figured that she was with God and in Heaven. Waiting for a sign from her, I continued staring up at the ceiling while looking around the room. I continued talking to her while hoping that she could hear me and would answer me. Maybe, something would come through from the other side, and from her to me.
Listening, for any indication that she was there with me, I strained to hear a whisper, anything. I jumped when Missy's tail knocked an empty beer can from the coffee table. Oddly enough, the dogs were ill at ease, too.
They continued their annoying and unsettling behavior. They wouldn't settle down. They continued pacing back and forth. Then, they walked to the back door again. They stood by it until I opened the door to the fenced in yard and let them out again for the twentieth time today. Their anxious behavior was weird, so weird.
'I need a drink,' I thought.
Yet, not wanting to drink alone and not wanting to get drunk again, I promised myself to have only one drink. I broke open my scotch, the good stuff, the Glenlivet, 21-years-old. I poured myself a double.
Ah, if only I had a hot, young blonde or a sexy, young redhead with big tits here with me now, I could do her proud. Then, I thought of Gwen. Suddenly, even with her need for physical pain and hurtful punishment, I missed her.
# # #
"Good evening," I said acting foolish and pretending that I was meeting a young, big breasted woman for the first time.
I slowly sipped my scotch.
"My name is Mark. What's your name young lady? Emma? That's a lovely name for such a beautiful woman. Would you like to accompany me home and fuck my brains out? You would? Wonderful. Let's go."
While continuing to slowly sip my scotch, I imagined making out with this imaginary, mystery woman. I imagined touching and feeling her through her clothes while kissing her. I imagined slowly undressing her. I imagined fondling her through her bra and panties before removing them and stripping her naked. I imagined having sex with Emma, whoever she was.
# # #
Only, sadly and sexually frustratingly, I was already home and there was no one here but me and the dogs. I let the dogs in again but as soon as I did, they wanted to go outside again. I imagined that they were suddenly afraid to stay in the house as much as I was. No doubt, my deceased girlfriend, who is now a ghost, is haunting me.
I wondered if she haunted me because she was angry that I had sex with her sister. Maybe, she haunted me because I had sex with her best friend. Maybe, she haunted me because I had threesome sex with both Gwen and Colleen. Maybe, she haunted me because I had sexually inappropriate thoughts about her mother, too.
Maybe, she haunted me because I had wicked thoughts of getting her mother inebriated and helping her to bed. No doubt, Maureen knew that her mother was not only a nudist but also a whore. Perhaps, she knew that her mother would sexually seduce me as much as much as I hoped to sexually seduce her.
Maybe, Maureen already knew that her mother would want my help in undressing her. Maybe, she already knew that her mother would want me to strip her naked. Maybe, she already knew that her mother would want me to touch and feel her naked body everywhere. Maybe, she already knew that her mother would want to have sex with me as much as I'd hoped to have sex with her.
'Suck my cock, Carol. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth,' I imagined saying to her.
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 19
A white, gloved sexy woman my age in nylons, white panties, garter belt, and bright, red, lip gloss continues where Colleen and Gwen ended. Maureen's and Gwen's 50-year-old mother, Carol, arrived for a weekend visit.
# # #
Continued from Chapter 18: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
'I need a drink,' I thought.
Yet, not wanting to drink alone and not wanting to get drunk again, I promised myself to have only one drink. I broke open my scotch, the good stuff, the Glenlivet, 21-years-old. I poured myself a double.
Ah, if only I had a hot, young blonde or a sexy, young redhead with big tits here with me now, I could do her proud. Then, I thought of Gwen. Suddenly, even with her need for physical pain and hurtful punishment, I missed her.
# # #
"Good evening," I said acting foolish and pretending that I was meeting a young, big breasted woman for the first time.
I slowly sipped my scotch.
"My name is Mark. What's your name young lady? Emma? That's a lovely name for such a beautiful woman. Would you like to accompany me home and fuck my brains out? You would? Wonderful. Let's go."
While continuing to slowly sip my scotch, I imagined making out with this imaginary, mystery woman. I imagined touching and feeling her through her clothes while kissing her. I imagined slowly undressing her. I imagined fondling her through her bra and panties before removing them and stripping her naked. I imagined having sex with Emma, whoever she was.
# # #
Only, sadly, and sexually frustratingly, I was already home and there was no one here but me and the dogs. I let the dogs in again but as soon as I did, they wanted to go outside again. I imagined that they were suddenly afraid to stay in the house as much as I was. No doubt, my deceased girlfriend, who is now a ghost, is haunting me.
I wondered if she haunted me because she was angry that I had sex with her sister. Maybe, she haunted me because I had sex with her best friend. Maybe, she haunted me because I had threesome sex with both Gwen and Colleen. Maybe, she haunted me because I had sexually inappropriate thoughts about her mother, too.
Maybe, she haunted me because I had wicked thoughts of getting her mother inebriated and helping her to bed. No doubt, Maureen knew that her mother was not only a nudist but also a whore. Perhaps, she knew that her mother would sexually seduce me as much as much as I hoped to sexually seduce her.
Maybe, Maureen already knew that her mother would want my help in undressing her. Maybe, she already knew that her mother would want me to strip her naked. Maybe, she already knew that her mother would want me to touch and feel her naked body everywhere. Maybe, she already knew that her mother would want to have sex with me as much as I'd hoped to have sex with her.
'Suck my cock, Carol. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth,' I imagined saying to her.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 19:
The next several days slowly drifted by until it was late Friday night, a little after 9 pm, when Carol pulled in my driveway. Expecting her earlier, she must have hit some traffic on the Massachusetts Turnpike. She drove one of those Volvo V90 Cross Country things.
I hate Volvos, especially crossover SUV's. They're so safe, so dependable, so boring, and not much fun. I hoped her personality wouldn't be just like her car. After having had sex with her daughter Gwen, if she was a car, she'd be a yellow, Lamborghini, or a red Ferrari, brutally fast, flashy, and sexy.
To me, there's nothing like taking my life in my hands in a rear wheel drive speedster, such as a Mustang GT or a Camaro Z28. I loved peeling out and burning rubber, as I sling the rear end sideways, until the traction and stability control kicks in and catches it, just before it spins a donut. Now, those are real cars, especially during a first snowfall in the winter and, especially, with the traction and stability control turned off.
'Yahoo!'
It's more fun not knowing if I'm going to make it home alive. Hang on to your balls because, unsafe at any speed, we're going downhill on an icy road and taking dead man's curve at twice the sane speed. Yet, after Maureen died hitting a tree, that removed my need for speed. I drive more carefully, now. I drive like an old man.
# # #
Just before Carol arrived, I thought that I should have gotten her cell phone number because I was beginning to worry. Figuring that she'd be here late afternoon, I thought she'd be here by now. Granted it's a long drive, about 6 hours without traffic but it was getting late, too late for a woman to be on the road alone, especially after what had happened to Maureen. Hoping that she wasn't in an accident, I was glad when she finally arrived.
Spying on her, I watched her from the upstairs window as she pulled in the driveway. Curious what she looked like, before running downstairs and opening the front door, I wanted to take a peek at her in person. I got a good look at her through the windshield of her car from my upstairs window. She looked exactly like her photos, albeit, fully dressed.
Much like her daughters, Maureen, and Gwen, she looked very attractive. Then, I ran downstairs to open the front door and greet her. Of course, the dogs greeted her, too. Once outside, I watched her from my front porch.
I was shocked when she opened her car door and stepped out of her car. Something that I hadn't expected, with her legs spread wide open and the hem of her skirt nearly up to her crotch, she flashed me the tops of her nylon stockings, her garter belt, and her bright, white panties, too. A sucker for upskirt peeks, I couldn't believe that I saw Carol's panties.
'Wow,' I thought! 'Seriously? Are you kidding me? She's wearing silk stockings and a garter belt. Sexy mama.'
# # #
Yet, more surprised by who she looked like than surprised seeing her panties, she looked like and reminded me of, the late, great, Dina Merrill from the original mission impossible fame when she was in her prime. With her a tall blonde, that's who she looked like. She looked just like Dina Merrill.
Only, be still my heart, she had the body of Angie Dickinson of Rio Bravo and Policewoman fame. Two hot women wrapped in one, Carol was spectacular. She was as beautiful as she was sexy and shapely.
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. I can't believe that this is Maureen's and Gwen's mother. Holy smokes!'
A cross between Dina Merrill and Angie Dickinson, she made me wonder what grandma looked like, too. Between Maureen, Gwen, and now Carol, the gene pool in this family is amazing. My fantasy, dream women all rolled into one, indeed, she had the face of Dina Merrill and the body of Angie Dickenson but with bigger tits.
She was wearing a short, above the knee skirt, and a low-cut blouse with a plunging neckline. From my second window perch, I could see her long, line of sexy cleavage. When she moved, her breasts jiggled. Much like her daughters, Carol had huge, natural tits.
'Wow,' I thought! 'She's hot!'
So, this is what Gwen will look like when she's 50-years-old. Carol was absolutely stunning. Truly, I figured that she'd be short and hippy and look nothing like her daughters. Boy was I wrong.
# # #
The genetic makeup of Maureen and Gwen's family is spectacular. They must be Nordic because they certainly aren't one of us fat Americans. I could just see the three of them skiing down a mountain slope in the Bavarian Alps, while representing Sweden, Norway, or Denmark in the Olympics. Tall, shapely, beautiful, with blonde hair, unless she and her redheaded daughters were from Texas, women around here don't look like them.
Now, I know where her daughters received their beauty from because Carol was a knockout. Definitely, she didn't look 50-years-old. Had I not known her age, I would have guessed that she was in her late thirties or early forties. She looked that good.
As soon as she walked from her car to my front porch, I took her suitcase from her. Then, as if I already knew her, I gave her a big hug. She felt firm in my arms when I hugged her pelvis to pelvis. Her perfume sexually assaulted my senses. She smelled wonderful, too. She smelled like a woman and not like the young women that I had been bedding, Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen.
"I love your perfume," I said breaking the hug and taking a step back. "What fragrance is it?"
Seemingly happy that I noticed her perfume, she gave me a smile.
"Chanel," she said.
I knew that for it to smell that good that it had to be expensive. It had been a while since I had experienced the floral aroma of Chanel perfume. To my nose, there's not a better perfume in the world.
# # #
Now that I think about it, with Carol born 50 years ago, it had been a while since I've been with a woman my age. After having had sex with three women half my age, Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen, I've become a dirty, old man. Doing sexual things that women my age would never do, I've become a perversely, perverted degenerate.
I carried her overnight bag inside and gave her a quick tour of the house. She kept eyeing me out of the corner of her eye. She gave me was a curious, coy look of interest. Incorrigible of me to think that, I hoped her look was of sexual interest.
"What?" I checked my fly and looked down at myself to see if there was something wrong. "Why do you keep looking at me like that?" I chuckled her a smile.
She laughed. I loved her laugh. She had the same musical laugh as Maureen.
"Like what," she asked with a chuckle?"
Refined, properly poised, and educated, she even sounded like Dina Merrill, but she had the sexy, bodily movements of Angie Dickinson. It amazed me how much she looked like Maureen and Gwen.
"You look at me like you're curious about me and unsure what to make of me," I said.
She nodded her head with a smile.
"Oh, I'm sorry. Please forgive me for staring. I was just trying to see what Maureen saw in you." She waved her hand as if erasing her words. "I mean, a woman who could have had any man, why would she want to be with a much older man?"
I looked down at myself again while thinking of myself as a much better choice than her asshole ex-boyfriend.
"Do I look that terrible," I asked?
She laughed again.
"No, not at all," she said with another laugh. Her laugh made me laugh with her. "Actually, you look quite good. Now I understand why my daughter would find you attractive and irresistible, actually. You're quite, delightfully charming and fetching in a manly sort of way, much different than her Dad."
I laughed.
"Being that Maureen was never close to her father, with her dating you, I feared she'd be looking for the Daddy figure that she never had."
I laughed away my awkwardness.
"Thank you," I said. "I think."
I gave her my best smile.
"Maureen said that I looked like Clint Walker when he played Cheyenne Brodie in Cheyenne," I said.
She gave me another long look, this time more approving.
"Actually, you do. With your broad shoulders and squared off jaw, I can see the resemblance," she said.
# # #
In the way that she looked at me up and down, I looked up at her up and down, too.
"You don't look 50," I said looking at her from head to toe.
She laughed.
"Actually, I'm not 50. Please don't prematurely age me," she said with a laugh. "I'm 49. I won't be 50 for a few months, yet."
I gave her a big smile.
"Thank you," she said beaming with my compliment. "You don't look 50, either."
She returned my smile with her smile.
"Thank you," I said. "After entertaining Gwen and Colleen, I feel seventy-years-old," I said with a laugh. "With them always wanting to do things and go places, they wore me out."
Truthfully, we went nowhere and did nothing. All we did was have sex. When I wasn't having sex with Gwen, I had sex with Colleen, or with the both of them as a threesome.
She looked at me as if rethinking the question that she was about to ask me. I suspected, no doubt, that she wanted to ask me if I had sex with Gwen and/or with Colleen in the way that I had sex with Maureen. Not wanting her to ask the question, I interrupted her thoughts by complimenting her again.
"To be honest, if I was to guess your age, I'd say that you look more like 39 than 49," I said.
I made my compliments a little thick. I deliberately wanted to interrupt her thought process before she asked me the dreaded question that I thought she'd ask. Did you have sex with Gwen and/or with Colleen, too?
Yet, indeed, not exaggerating her beauty by giving her false compliments, she did look ten-years younger than her age. She smiled at me again. She was even more beautiful when she smiled.
"Oh, you're such a flirt, you bad boy," she said with a blush and touching my arm with her white, gloved hand.
# # #
Too busy noticing her pretty face and her shapely body, especially after seeing a flash of her panties when she alighted from her car, that's when I noticed them. She wore white gloves. Unless they're in service as a waiter, a waitress, a maid, a butler, or a doorman, whether man or woman, no one wears white gloves anymore. I haven't seen a woman wearing white gloves since Donna Reed of the Donna Reed Show, and June Cleaver of Leave It To Beaver in the fifties and sixties.
Where do you even buy white gloves today? I imagined that most department stores no longer carried white gloves. Then, I imagined that any big, online retailer still sold white gloves. No doubt, with white gloves now made and imported from China, they sell everything.
Yet, a woman wearing white gloves was a little creepy, scary, and sexy all at the same time. Suddenly, I imagined her white, gloved hand wrapped around my cock, as she stroked me to an erection, before she took me in her mouth. I imagined her continuing to stroke my prick with her white gloved hand while she sucked my prick.
'Stop It,' I thought! 'I can't believe that I'm thinking of my beloved Maureen's mother in that sexually inappropriate way.'
# # #
As if she was about to challenge me to a duel, I imagined her slapping me across the face with her glove. Something so erotically exciting, I was consumed with sexual lust for her white, gloved hand. Something that I had never seen before, I was transfixed watching her remove her white gloves, one, slow, sexy, manicured finger at a time.
She put them in her purse, along with her vibrator and dildo, I imagined. I have to stop thinking of her like that. Christ, she's my age. More important than that, I needed to show her some respect.
'She's Maureen and Gwen's mother,' I thought. 'I can't go there. I can't think about her sexually. That's nasty. What's wrong with me?'
She's very beautiful and had a hot body for a mature woman. Nearly my height, Carol was tall, as tall as Gwen. She wore high heels and her hair was made up higher than how her daughters wore their hair, long and flat to their heads.
I figured without the heels and hair that she was the same height as them, 5'8" or 5'9". She was thin but shapely, a size 6 or 8. I can never tell dress sizes with women, and she, judging by her side profile, was a full D cup, maybe even a double D cup, much like Maureen and Gwen. She was a good-looking woman with big tits. I have a weakness for big, breasted women no matter their age.
I laughed to myself suddenly having sexual thoughts of bedding Maureen's and Gwen's mother. That would just be deliciously wicked of me to do something like that. Suddenly feeling perversely perverted, immediately, I erased the sexually inappropriate and erotically outrageous thoughts from my mind.
Still, I couldn't help but wonder what she looked like beneath her dress. I couldn't help but wonder what she looked like in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. I was surprised to see her wearing silk nylons and a garter belt instead of pantyhose. Who still does that?
Other than strippers, no one wears sexy lingerie like that anymore. Nearly every women wears pantyhose or thigh-high stockings beneath their skirts or pants. Yet, with her going against the norm by wearing silk stockings with a garter belt, that was hot. The erotic part of it was, instead of feeling older as I did with Gwen, I felt younger in Carol's presence. I liked that feeling.
# # #
"What can I get you, coffee, tea or..." me, I wanted to say, but I didn't dare.
She looked a little embarrassed asking but she asked anyway.
"Do you have any scotch? After that long drive, I need a drink," she said.
'A scotch drinker,' I thought. 'That's something that we have in common.'
"Scotch? I have scotch," I said.
I gave her a surprised look over my shoulder. I had pegged her for a tea sipper and not a whiskey drinker.
"I'm glad that you're a scotch drinker because I am, too," I said.
She smiled.
"Well, I'm a little fussy as to the brand of scotch that I prefer but..."
Glad that I bought it and opened it, I had a bottle of quality scotch.
"I have Glenlevit that I occasionally take a dram of when I'm alone and watching television late at night and just want to relax," I said lying about the amount of scotch that I drank.
For fear that she'd make a related comment and think me preoccupied with things in their 20's, I didn't dare tell her the age of the scotch. If only she knew that I had sex with Gwen, too, she'd probably flee from my house. What respectable man has sex with women half his age? What respectable women has sex with a man twice her age? Yet, according to Colleen, Carol was guilty of having extramarital sex with younger men, too.
# # #
"Glenlevit is good," she said smiling.
I walked to the liquor cabinet to get two glasses.
"How do you take it," I asked?
She smiled at me again.
"Straight up with just a splash of water," she replied.
I returned her smile with my smile.
"Ah, a scotch connoisseur," I said. "I take it the same way. Ice waters down the taste and ruins the bouquet."
I turned to pour her a scotch while talking as I walked away.
"I can tell a true scotch drinker by how he or she takes it," I said as if I was a professional bartender in a high-end and classy bar.
She looked down at herself.
"If you don't mind, before I relax with a drink, I'd like to freshen up a bit first," she said. "May I use the ladies room?"
I nodded my head.
"Certainly. The ladies room is down the hall. The first door on your right," I said.
I hoped that she'd return wearing a short, low-cut, sheerly revealing, sexy nightgown.
# # #
Unfortunately, and disappointingly, when she emerged from the bathroom, she was still dressed in her clothes. I poured her drink, splashed some water in it, and handed it to her. She took a long sip as if she needed it. Probably, she did after that marathon drive from Rochester, New York to Boston, Massachusetts.
"Very smooth." She took another small sip. "Glenlevit eighteen,' she asked while holding up the glass to look at the scotch?
I shook my head while glad that I bought the more expensive vintage.
"Twenty-one," I said with pride.
She nodded.
"I'm impressed. I never had Glenlevit 21. I can't afford it," she said with a laugh.
I waited for her to make a twenty-something-year-old comment, but she didn't. Obviously, she had more class than that to take a cheap shot at her host. Moreover, perhaps, she had no idea that along with having had sex with her deceased daughter, Maureen, she was unaware that I had sex with her younger daughter, Gwen, too.
"I've tried many brands of blended scotches before I discovered unblended scotch. I used to drink Dewars, Cutty Sark, Chivas Regal, and Johnny Walker black. Then, I waffled back and forth between Glenlevit 12 and Glenfiddich 12, that is, until I discovered Glenlevit 18. There's a huge difference between the 12 and the 18 and an even bigger difference between the 18 and the 21," I said as if I was an expert on scotch.



She smiled and nodded her head while listening to me rambling on about scotch.
"Yet, once you go from 12 to 18, you just can't go back to 12. I received this bottle as a gift when I left my full-time job to work at home as a writer. The bottle had been sitting unopened on a shelf for several years. Most people can't taste the difference between 18 and 21 and if you can't than you can save some money by sticking with the 18, but I can. The 21 is lighter and smoother. It's almost syrupy sweet."
A bit nervous, I was talking too much and talking too much about scotch. She's going to think that I'm full of myself or worse, a drinker, even worse, a drunk, when I'm not any of those things. I needed to shut up and allow her to speak.
"Well, I see you know your scotch, as well as your women."
'Hmm, know my women? What did she mean by that,' I thought?
Hoping to impress her, I found it interesting that she didn't say anything about me being a writer and a published author. With her making that off-the-cuff remark about women, maybe, she's not as classy as I thought she was. I let her remark about women pass.
I didn't want to start a game of tit for tat. Maybe, she was referring to Maureen. I wondered if she knew about Gwen and/or about Colleen having had sex with me. Nah, not their style, Gwen and/or Colleen would never talk to Carol about me, especially in that sort of sexual way.
# # #
"Excuse me for a moment," I said.
I got up and went to the kitchen and took out the food that I had ready in the fridge, a plate of cheese and crackers and a plate of fruit and vegetables. Now, if Gwen and Colleen were still here, I'd be opening a bottle of bubbly and we'd be doing something erotic with the fruit and vegetable plate. Suddenly, I imagined Carol lying on her back on my dining room table naked but for a couple of Ritz crackers on her nipples with broccoli covering her pussy. I imagined her covering my cock with whipped cream, as she...
'Stop it,' I thought! 'What the Hell is wrong with me? After having sex with both of her daughters the last thing that you want to do is to have sex with their mother.'
Maybe, because I was nervous being alone with my never to be mother-in-law, but I found myself looking at her legs, especially every time she crossed and uncrossed them. She had long, shapely legs and I was horny. I'm always horny. I hadn't had sex since Colleen left last Sunday night and there sitting across from me was some fresh meat, albeit aged a bit, but still looking rather tender than tough.
Her long legs were shaped much like Gwen's and Maureen's legs, only older and, but for the silk nylons, they looked the same. Glad that she wasn't wearing pantyhose, I hate pantyhose. Unless they were going somewhere such as a wedding or a funeral, Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen didn't wear pantyhose. Probably, no doubt, some gay, fashion designer who hated heterosexual men and was jealous of sexy women invented pantyhose.
Actually, like Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen, I'm glad that Carol had worn just panties and stockings beneath her short skirt instead of pantyhose. Had she worn pantyhose beneath her short skirt, she never would have flashed me panties. In the way her daughter Gwen had flashed me her panties, I loved seeing unexpected, upskirt flashes of panties.
'Stop it! Jesus! What the Hell is wrong with me,' I asked myself again?
# # #
Then, as if on cue, she crossed her legs again, this time slowly, sexily, and more deliberately. Was she purposely trying to flash me? Perhaps that first scotch went straight to her head. Perhaps, in the way that I'm sexually excited that she's here with me, she's sexually aroused being alone with me.
Then, there, as if it was a 60 mph curve ball, instead of a 100 mph fastball thrown right down the middle of home plate, she caught my sexual attention. A little careless in how she was sitting, I suddenly saw more than I should of her and all that I hoped I'd see. I saw the top of her nylons, the clip of her garter belt again, and the triangular patch of her bright, white panties, again.
'Oh, Baby,' I thought. 'Mommy is an erotic, sexy bitch.'
In the way that she flashed me her sexy undergarments when alighting from her car, she flashed me her panties again while sitting on my sofa. Suddenly, my cock grew to my new appreciation of her sexy lingerie and to her flashing me. Then, with the thought of her white gloves that lay hidden in her purse, I wanted her to don her sexy gloves again. Suddenly, between her gloves and her sexy lingerie, I saw her in a new light.
'Hello, sexy MILF of a grandmother,' I thought.
Only, after Maureen lost her life and our unborn baby, she wasn't a grandmother. I just hoped that Gwen was on the pill. I hope I didn't make that crazy bitch pregnant. I couldn't take a steady sexual diet of having physically violent and punishing sex with Gwen.
# # #
Now all that I could think about is Carol flashing me her white panties. As much as I loved women flashing me their bra clad breasts, and long, sexy lines of cleavage, I loved women flashing me their panties, too. Yet, other than a bride at her wedding, I hadn't seen a garter belt in decades. I didn't even know they still made them. She must have sent away special and ordered it from Frederick's of Hollywood, along with those white gloves.
I couldn't help but wonder if she wore her lingerie especially for me or if this was something that she always wore. But for the pillow that she held in front of her, I remembered Maureen coming to my room naked that first night to ask if she could sleep with me. Then, I remembered Gwen asking me to undress her and then asking me to strip her naked. Crossing my fingers with hopeful anticipation, this evening may get sexually interesting after all.
"May I freshen your drink?"
She smiled while holding up and handing me her empty glass.
"Yes, that would be lovely. Thank you," she said.
Preoccupied with seeing her white glove hands again, when I saw her naked hand and her long, manicured fingers, I wished she was still wearing those damn, sexy gloves. I'd love to fill her gloved hand with all of me. I'd love her to give me a hand job while wearing her white gloves.
'I hope you don't mind me taking you in my mouth. I don't want you to cum on my white gloves but you may cum in my mouth,' I imagined her saying.
Perversely perverted and horny, I couldn't stop having inappropriate, sexual thoughts for Carol.
'Gees, that's enough,' I thought. 'I need to stop thinking that way about Maureen's mother in such a sexually forbidden way.'
# # #
We sat there talking while sipping our scotches, eating cheese and crackers, and fruits and vegetables. It was getting late after 1:00 am and Carol was working on her third scotch, a double. Actually, they were all doubles and she suddenly looked like she was feeling the effects of the drinks.
I was surprised that she kept pace with me, drink for drink. Yet, that 21-year-old scotch had a way of sneaking up on her. Not intentionally trying to get Maureen's mother drunk, with me playing the gracious host, we were having a good time talking. Suddenly, I remembered Gwen not being able to hold her alcohol. Now, watching Carol begin to nod off, too, I know where Gwen got her inability to handle her liquor.
"C'mon, let's get you off to bed," I said standing. "I have the guest bedroom already made up for you."
As soon as I said the words, C'mon, let's get you off...I thought about getting her off by masturbating her after undressing her, and stripping her naked, while she lay in bed.
'Stop it,' I thought while trying to quell my horny mind!
I needed to focus my thoughts elsewhere. I needed to act like the respectful gentleman that I needed to be. This is the mother of my beloved Maureen and that wild and crazy Gwen.
"I'm not tired, yet," she said suddenly looking up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes and appearing wide awake. "I'm having a relaxing time talking to you."
'Talking to me,' I thought? 'She hadn't said anything in the last ten minutes. She was nodding off.'
"Let's have one for the road, shall we?"
She held up her empty glass to me again.
"Okay, sure."
I made her a fresh drink, a small one this time. In just a few minutes, I watched her down the last of it.
# # #
I sat in my favorite catbird seat, where I prefer sitting, when entertaining an attractive woman wearing a short skirt, while hoping she'd flash me her panties. She sat across from me on the soft, low sofa while I sat higher up in my Queen Anne chair. If Carol was deliberately or unintentionally showing me anything, I'd see it from this angle.
Not one to disappoint me, towards the end of the last drink, she had become more than a bit careless about the arrangement of the hem of her skirt and in the way that she was sitting. No longer sitting like a lady with her knees cemented, closed together, she sat more like a construction worker on his lunchbreak. She sat with her knees parted enough to give me a continual view of the tops of her nylons, her garter belt, and her bright, white panties.
'Hello sexy Mama,' I thought.
The more that she drank and talked, the more careless she was about her sitting position. Her above the knee, length, short skirt had risen higher than the middle of her thighs. As if she was an exhibitionist in the way that her daughter Gwen was, she gave me a continual voyeur's upskirt view, and a between her legs show of herself. Making me horny and giving me an erection, she repeatedly flashed me her white panties every time she crossed and uncrossed her shapely legs.
With the scotch weaving its magic on me, too, if she wasn't shy about showing, then, I wasn't shy about looking. I stared at her exposed crotch, as if I had never seen a woman's bright, white panties before. I couldn't help but wonder what she'd look like without her clothes. Having already eaten, Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen numerous times, I couldn't help but wonder what she'd tasted like when lying on her back and with her legs spread and draped over my shoulders and down my back.
'I'm so sexually incorrigible,' I thought. 'I'm already imagining eating Carol's pussy. I'm already imagining giving her a sexual orgasm not only with my fingers but also with my tongue.'
# # #
It was all so very erotic seeing flashes of the tops of her nylons and garter belt. Then, whenever she crossed, or uncrossed her legs, her knees were parted plenty, wide-open enough for me to see what I had hoped to see. Whether unintentionally or deliberately, she flashed me her panty clad pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and what I could see of her blonde patch of blonde, trimmed, pubic hair through her sheerly, revealing panties.
Between the alcohol and my innate horniness, her continual panty flashes made me horny. I imagined that Dina Merrill and Angie Dickinson combined as one woman was sitting across from me. Tempted to do so but controlling myself from doing it, I wanted to sit beside her on the couch, take her in my arms, and play tongue hockey with her, while feeling her through her clothes.
I imagined slowly sliding my hand over her proud, bra covered breasts, before slowly moving my hand down her slim waistline to the far reaches of her. I wanted to feel her up where, possibly, no man has touched her in years. Yet, Colleen told me that Carol had affairs with men, younger men.
Moreover, Gwen told me that her mother was a nudists who enjoyed going to nude beaches. She even showed me pictures of her mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, too. Then, Colleen warned me that Carol was a bit of a whore.
'Interesting,' I thought. 'I may have a wildcat by the tail with this one.'
Adding to my horniness and sexually excitement, I continued imagining touching her and feeling her through her clothes. With one hand feeling her breasts while fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra, I imagined slowly sliding my meaty palm down and beneath her skirt to cup her pussy through her panties. I imagined my long, experienced fingers pushing the edge of her panties aside to explore and deftly part her pussy lips with my probing fingertips. In the way that I had masturbated Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen, I imagined masturbating Carol, too.
'Stop it! Stop it, now. This is crazy,' I thought. 'It's not enough that I had sex with Maureen, and her younger sister, Gwen, and now, I'm imagining having sex with their mother, Carol, too. What's wrong with me?'
# # #
Now, almost 2:00 am, it was very late and she was slouching again. Clearly, she was more than a little tipsy. She was drunk. Definitely, she was tired.
"You need some rest, Carol," I said. "C'mon, let's put you to bed."
She looked up at me and smiled. Her smile reminded me of Maureen's beautiful smile. When Carol smiled at me like that, I wanted to kiss her.
"Okay," she said.
Giving me the best view of her panties thus far, her legs were fully spread wide-open and the hem of her short skirt was all the way up to her crotch. Her hands pressed down on the cushions, while trying to stand up from the softness of the sofa. Unable to get herself up, she was unable to stand.
"Let me give you a hand," I said with a devious smile while ready to pick her up in my arms and carry her as I did with Colleen and Gwen.
After enjoying more of her panty show for a long minute, I stood and reached beneath her arms to help her up. I enjoyed the feel of both sides of her bra covered breasts. Since she was a bit drunk, I figured that she wouldn't notice me feeling the sides of her breasts through her blouse and bra.
If she did notice my hands taking sexual liberties, I figured she'd think it was an accident with me being a little tipsy, too. Yet, hoping she didn't notice my roving hands, on the pretense that I was keeping her from falling forward, I deliberately moved my palms across the front of her bra while hoping to feel her erect nipples. I loved feeling women through their clothes.
As I lifted her, as my pretense from keeping her from falling, I continued brushing my horny hands across the front of her bra clad breasts. Then, an unexpected surprise, I felt the impressions of her erect nipples emerge. Either she was cold or sexually aroused by purposely having flashed me her panties, but her nipples were already erect and hard. She had big and firm knockers and it felt good to feel tits and nipples again, even if it was through her blouse and bra.
# # #
'Who am I kidding,' I thought? 'In the way that I'm sexually attracted to her daughters, I'm sexually attracted to her, too.'
Only, a huge barrier, she's Maureen's and Gwen's mother. Moreover, she's married. She has a husband. Those were real issues bordering on sexual lunacy. Yet, not one that I haven't already bridged by sleeping with both of her daughters, and with Maureen's best friend, Colleen, too, this may be my chance to have sex with Carol, too.
With my arm around her and my hand in constant contact with the side of her big breasts during the slow, inebriated walk down the hall, I helped her to the guest bedroom and sat her on the bed. As I lowered her down on the bed, continuing to feel her enormous breasts through her blouse and bra, her fully clothed tits felt good in my horny hands. As much as I love undressing women and stripping them naked, I loved making out with them while feeling them through their clothes.
As if she was a drunken sailor sitting on his bunk, her legs were now wide open and her short skirt was nearly up to her crotch. Slowly, I removed my hands away from beneath her arms, while feeling the sides of her breasts, as I withdrew them. She sat there dazed and looking dizzy and disoriented.
Nonetheless, she looked quite kissable. I so wanted to kiss her. Missing Maureen and Gwen's kisses, and Colleen's kisses, too, I was curious if Carol kissed as sexually passionately as did her daughters.
"Are you going to be okay, Carol?"
She giggled.
"Fine, I'm fine," she said slurring her words and with a wave of her hand at me.
# # #
Then sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, before I had the chance to turn and leave the room, she slowly and sexily started to unbuttoned her blouse in front of me.
"That was really good scotch," she said looking up at me with a laugh while continuing to unbutton her blouse.
'Had she engaged me in conversation so that I wouldn't leave her room? Did she want me to stay longer to watch her slow, inebriated, striptease show,' I wondered?
Frozen in place, she knew that I was there. Standing in her room only two feel from her bed, she knew that I was watching her unbuttoning her blouse, and staring at her undressing. Unable to look away, not wanting to miss her unexpected striptease show, I couldn't leave. Instead, on the pretense of making sure that she was okay, I watched her undress.
Now, with her blouse unbuttoned and fully opened, I stared at the sight of her cleavage, the tops of her gigantic breasts, and her sexy, white, lace, low-cut brassiere. A big brassiere, her bra was as big as Maureen's, enormous bra and as big a Gwen's, massive bra. I wondered if Carol's tits were as big and as shapely as their tits, too.
She continued undressing herself, as if we were lovers or as if I wasn't even there in the room with her. Then, I remembered what Maureen said about her sister and her mother, that they were not shy about nudity. She said that the three of them went to nude beaches together. She said that they all could have been nudists.
'Hello mommy,' I thought. 'Give me something more to masturbate over tonight. Show me your tits. I want to see your enormous, naked breasts before I leave your room.'
# # #
Too drunk to find it, I watched her fumble trying to find the zipper on her skirt. As much as I wanted to see her bra and her naked breasts, I couldn't wait to see her panties, nylons, and garter belt again, too. She stood with her blouse gaping open while exposing her white, lacy bra. She turned side to side and was still unable to find her zipper to her skirt. I watched her hand feel each side of her before feeling the back of her.
"For the life of me, Mark, I can't seem to find my zipper," she said throwing up her hands and laughing. "Can you lend me a hand?"
I looked at her sideways to make sure that she had willingly and consensually gave me her permission to undress her.
"Are you sure that you want me to unzip your skirt," I said. "Unless, I close my eyes," I said with a laugh. "I'll see your panties."
She laughed, too.
"Don't worry about seeing my panties. Many men have seen more than just my panties when going to a nude beach with my daughters," she said. "I'm not sexually shy about nudity. You'd be doing me a big favor by helping me to undress," she said with a laugh.
# # #
I approached her and squatted down to find her zipper. Sexually surprising me, she leaned forward and against me as if I was her giant pillow. Then, she took me up in a big bearhug. I could feel her bra covered breasts on my back and they felt erotically wonderful.
Tempted to do so, I so wanted to straighten up and feel her tits through her brassiere. I unbuttoned her skirt. Then, I found her zipper and unzipped her skirt. As my pretense to feel her bra clad breasts again, with my hands positioned on either side of her brassiere, I held her so that she wouldn't slouch to the side while sitting on the bed. As soon as her skirt was unbuttoned and unzipped, she stood and allowed her skirt to fall to the floor.
"Oops," she said laughing as her skirt collected around her ankles.
My imagined sexual fantasy come true, she stood before me in her sexy, low-cut bra and white, bikini panties. I couldn't believe that I was seeing Carol in her sexy lingerie. She had one Hell of a body for a 50-year-old woman. Just as Maureen used to do with me, every time I heard it, her laugh was intoxicating and I laughed with her until we both laughed hysterically.



"If you don't mind and if it's not too much trouble," she said with a pause as if imagining me seeing her naked. "You're going to have to get me out of these clothes," she said. "Because I think I'm a little too tipsy to put on my nightgown," she said with a hiccup.
She looked up at me with the same sexy smile that Maureen used to give me. Suddenly feeling as if Maureen was back in my life, albeit a much older version, I wanted to lean down and kiss her, while imagining that I was kissing Maureen, her 25-year-old, deceased daughter. I stepped closer to her with the thoughts of stripping her naked, as I did with Colleen and Gwen.
"Okay," I said giving her a hand. "Sure. I don't mind. It's no trouble at all for me to help you," I said.
'I can't wait to remove all of your clothes,' I thought but didn't say. 'I can't wait to see your naked breasts and your naked pussy. I can't wait to see you naked.'
# # #
First, I removed her unbuttoned blouse from her slim, shapely, and sexy body. Then, I removed her bra straps from her shoulders and slipped her arms out of them. Finally, I leaned forward to reach behind her to unhook her three, clasp brassiere.
Then, she did something that I hadn't expected her to do. She sexually surprised me by reaching out her hand and feeling my growing erection through my pants. She stopped me in my tracks from unhooking her bra. I stared down at her feeling my erection while she looked up at me and smiled.
"Someone is sexually excited undressing my daughters' mother," she said with a dirty laugh. "Did I give you a woody," she asked while staring up at me? She squeezed my cock through my pants. "Your cock feels so big and so hard," she said.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"Sorry, but I guess you did sexually excite," I said with another laugh.
I remembered Colleen telling that her husband could no longer get and maintain an erection. She continued feeling the head of my quickly growing erection with her sexually experienced fingers. Wishing she'd unzip me and pull out my stiff prick, I imagined her holding my erect prick in her white, gloved hand again. Then, when I moved my horny hands behind her again to unhook her bra, she stopped me, again.
# # #
"Wait. Before you remove my bra," she said pointing her index finger at me. "You must promise not to look at my naked breasts. I don't want you to see them. I know how men are when seeing tits," she said with an inebriated laugh while scolding me by waving her finger in my face. "I don't want the both of us being uncomfortably, embarrassed tomorrow morning."
'I don't mind being uncomfortably embarrassed tomorrow morning for the opportunity to see your naked breasts tonight,' I thought and wanted to say but didn't.
"I'll turn off the light," I said.
I turned to hit the switch to extinguish the light.
"No," she said with a laugh. "If you turn off the light, then, how am I to know that you are not peeking," she asked with a laugh?
Somehow, her drunken logic made sense to me. I didn't turn off the light.
"You have a good point there," I said.
She looked up at me with tears in her eyes.
"After my baby died, I can't bear the dark anymore," she said beginning to cry. "I sleep with the light. Sometimes, especially when I've had a little too much wine, I imagine that I can see her and hear her."
I stop undressing her to hold her and hug her. She felt good in my arms as good as Maureen and Gwen felt. Delirious by the fragrance of her perfume, I just wanted to kiss her, while feeling her everywhere, but I was afraid. Yet, even though I wanted to have sex with her, I didn't want to pressure her for sex. Her wanting to be sexual with me had to be her idea.
"I'm so sorry, Carol," I said.
# # #
We both sat on her bed together. Her bra clad breasts were right there. I couldn't wait to remove her bra. I couldn't wait to see her naked breasts. I hoped she'd allow me to touch and feel her naked tits.
With the sweet smell of her Chanel perfume making me want her even more, I just wanted to bury my face between her bra clad breasts. Instead, I reached behind her, and wrapped my arms around her to finally, and hopefully, unhook her bra. Sexually surprising me, she stopped me from unhooking her bra again by leaning forward and kissing me.
Carol kissed me. I couldn't believe that she kissed me. Then, with me not resisting but returning her kiss with my kiss, she parted my lips with her tongue. Maureen's mother French kissed me. I couldn't believe that I was making out with Gwen's mother.
"Now, before removing my bra, close your eyes," she said laughing. "I don't want you seeing my naked breasts."
I loved this sexy game of peek-a-boo she was playing. I closed my eyes and I reached around her to unhook her bra again. This time, I was successful. I finally unhooked her bra.
"Okay, you may open your eyes now," she said.
Contrary to what she said, that she didn't want me to see her naked breasts, she asked me to close my eyes and I did. Now, she wanted me to open my eyes. Weirdly confusing, nonetheless, I obeyed her request and opened my eyes.
To be continued...
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"Wait. Before you remove my bra," she said pointing her index finger at me. "You must promise not to look at my naked breasts. I don't want you to see them. I know how men are when seeing tits," she said with an inebriated laugh while scolding me by waving her finger in my face. "I don't want the both of us being uncomfortably, embarrassed tomorrow morning."
'I don't mind being uncomfortably embarrassed tomorrow morning for the opportunity to see your naked breasts tonight,' I thought and wanted to say but didn't.
"I'll turn off the light," I said.
I turned to hit the switch to extinguish the light.
"No," she said with a laugh. "If you turn off the light, then, how am I to know that you are not peeking," she asked with a laugh?
Somehow, her drunken logic made sense to me. I didn't turn off the light.
"You have a good point there," I said.
She looked up at me with tears in her eyes.
"After my baby died, I can't bear the dark anymore," she said beginning to cry. "I sleep with the light. Sometimes, especially when I've had a little too much wine, I imagine that I can see her and hear her."
I stopped undressing her to hold her and hug her. She felt good in my arms. She felt as good as Maureen and Gwen felt. Delirious by the fragrance of her perfume, I just wanted to kiss her, while feeling her everywhere through her clothes, but I was afraid that I may upset her and offend her. Yet, even though I wanted to have sex with her, I didn't want to pressure her for sex. Her wanting to be sexual with me had to be her idea.
"I'm so sorry, Carol," I said leaning forward to hug her.
# # #
We both sat on her bed together. Her unbuttoned blouse revealed her bra clad breasts. Unable to stop staring at her bra clad tits, I couldn't wait to remove her bra. I couldn't wait to see her naked breasts. If she did allow me to remove her bra, I hoped she'd allow me to touch and feel her naked breasts.
With the sweet smell of her Chanel perfume making me want her even more, I just wanted to bury my face between her bra clad breasts. Instead, filled with sexual anticipation and eager to see her naked breasts, I reached behind her, and wrapped my arms around her to finally, and hopefully, unhook her bra. Sexually surprising me, she stopped me from unhooking her bra again by leaning forward and kissing me.
Carol kissed me. I couldn't believe that she kissed me. Then, with me not resisting but returning her kiss with my kiss, she parted my lips with her tongue. Maureen's mother French kissed me. I couldn't believe that I was making out with Gwen's mother.
"Now, before removing my bra, close your eyes," she said laughing. "I don't want you seeing my naked breasts."
I loved this sexy game of peek-a-boo that she was playing. Obediently obeying her, I closed my eyes. Then, I reached around her to unhook her bra again. This time, I was successful. I finally unhooked her bra.
"Okay, you may open your eyes now," she said.
Contrary to what she said, that she didn't want me to see her naked breasts, she asked me to close my eyes and I did. Now, she wanted me to open my eyes. Weirdly confusing, nonetheless, I obeyed her request and opened my eyes.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 20:
With Carol's consensual permission, Mark strips Maureen's and Gwen's mother naked.
She held her bra cups in place with her hand. Then, erotically shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she removed one bra cup before removing the other bra cup. Carol sat on my guestroom bed topless and in just her panties, garter belt, and stockings. Then, she sexually surprised me by what she said next.
"Well," she said looking down at herself before looking up at me? "What do you think of my tits?"
I stared at her naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before.
"You have beautiful breasts," I said staring at her big tits before looking up at her and smiling.
I continued staring at her naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before looking up at her. Afraid to touch and feel them even though I wanted to touch and feel her naked breasts, I stared down at her enormous tits again. Like mother like daughters, she had breasts that were just as big and shapely as Maureen's huge breasts and Gwen's gigantic breasts. Her breasts hardly sagged at all.
"They're so big and so shapely."
She looked down at herself again before looking up at me. She surprised me as much as she sexually excited me by what she said next.
"You may touch my breasts if you want," she said giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "I love having my breasts touched, felt, and fondled. Go ahead. I want you to touch, feel, and fondle my breasts."
With her not having to ask me twice, I touched her breasts, first one and then the other. I felt her big tits. I fondled her huge, naked knockers. Then, she surprised me as much as she sexually excited me again by what she said next.
"You may finger and suck my nipples if you'd like. I love having my nipples fingered and sucked," she said cupping her naked breasts in both of her hands and lifting them as if offering her naked breasts to me.
I reached out my hands to finger her nipples. I pulled them. I turned them. I twisted them. Then, I leaned forward to take her erect nipples in my mouth, first one, and then the other. I sucked her erect, hard nipples as if I had never sucked a woman's nipples before.
She put her soft and warm hand behind my head and pulled me closer. Obviously, she didn't want me to stop fingering and sucking her nipples. She seemed just as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited.
# # #
My cock stiffened with the touch of her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. If it wasn't enough that I had helped Carol undress, I saw her naked breasts. Not stopping there, she allowed me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits by giving me her permission to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and finger her nipples while sucking her nipples.
"Well, what are you waiting for," she asked? "I need to get some sleep."
I thought she wanted me to leave but then, she finished her thought.
"I need you to remove my garter belt, my stockings, and," she said while looking up at me with another sexy smile and a naughty look. "My panties, too. I need you to strip me naked so that you can help me on with my nightgown."
As if her clothes were on fire, I quickly removed her garter belt and her stockings. Then, taking my sweet time, as if I was moving in slow motion, I slowly removed her panties. With her consensual permission, I stripped Maureen's and Gwen's mother naked.
"A man that I had just met, a man who was engaged to my daughter, I can't believe that I allowed you to undress me," she said. "I can't believe that I allowed you to strip me naked. I can't believe you saw my naked tits and my naked pussy," she said with a dirty laugh.
It turned me on to hear her say tits and pussy. I missed having pillow talk with Maureen and here her mother was talking dirty to me. I couldn't believe that just as I had stripped Gwen naked, I had stripped Maureen's mother naked, too.
I continued staring at her naked breasts and at her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy before staring up at her face. Breathing through her mouth, she stared at me wide-eyed. Clearly, she was as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited.
I was so horny and I had such an erection. I wanted to fuck her so bad. I wanted to lean down and kiss her and make out with her. I wanted to make love to her before screwing her like she's never been screwed before.
I wanted to rub her clit and finger her pussy. I wanted to masturbate her while licking her and finger fucking her. Instead, now that I've seen Maureen's and Gwen's mom naked, I stood to leave. Somehow, with my erection tenting my pants as if I was testosterone full teenager, I managed to stand.
# # #
"Well, good night," I said.
'Who said that,' I thought? I couldn't believe that I told this naked, beautiful, and sexy woman good night. Am I crazy? What's wrong with me to leave now?'
"Oh, no you don't, Buster," she said with a laugh. "What's fair for the goose is fair for the gander."
I looked at her not understanding her meeting?
"Pardon?"
She laughed.
"I'm sitting on my bed naked. You've seen me in my birthday suit," she said falling back on the bed and raising her arms and spreading her legs. "You've seen my naked breasts, my naked ass, and my naked pussy," she said with her hands outstretched and up over her head.
She laughed.
"Aside from the numerous men who have seen me and my daughters naked at a nude beach, only my husband has had the sexual pleasure of seeing me naked in bed." She looked down at the obvious bulge in my pants. "Now, it's my turn to undress you. I want to see what you look like without your clothes."
She laughed a dirty, sexy laugh.
"I want to see what my Maureen got to see. Show me your cock, Mark. I want to see your erect, naked prick," she said.
# # #
I stared at Carol's naked breasts. With her legs spread wide open, I stared at her naked pussy. Never expecting her to use such naughty words and sexy language, she turned me on with her dirty talk.
Yet, I didn't dare tell her that both Maureen and Colleen saw me naked. I didn't tell her that they both not only saw my naked, erect prick but also, they stroked my prick, sucked my prick, and fucked my prick. I didn't dare tell her that we had threesome sex. I didn't dare tell her that not only did Maureen give Colleen oral sex pussy but also, Colleen gave Maureen oral sex, too.
I didn't dare tell her that Gwen saw me naked, too. I didn't dare tell her that she not only saw my naked prick but also, she stroked my prick, sucked my prick, and fucked my prick. I didn't dare tell her that I had threesome sex with Colleen and Gwen. I didn't dare tell her that not only did Colleen give Gwen oral sex but also, Gwen gave Colleen oral sex.
If I told her that I not only had sex with Maureen but also with Colleen and Gwen, too, she'd really think me perverted. Definitely thinking that I was only into younger women, which I was, she'd shut me out by closing her legs. Only, too horny not to show her my naked prick, I wanted to accept her and not rebuff her. Yet, not wanting to force myself on her, I wanted to show her that I didn't want to take sexual advantage of her because she was drunk.
"Carol, really, this has gone far enough. This is embarrassing for me," I said lying. "You're Maureen's mother. You're going to regret this in the morning."
She laughed.
"I'll regret it more if I don't get to see your cock," she said with a dirty laugh, while staring at the bulge my cock made in my pants. "And if I don't get to see you naked."
She laughed again.
"Show me your prick, Mark. I want to see your prick," she said. "I not only want to see your big dick but also, I need to touch it and feel it. I need to hold your big, hard prick in my hand."
# # #
With every dirty word she uttered, first tits, then ass, then pussy, and now cock, she drove me wild with sexual desire for her. Maybe, it was the alcohol. Maybe, because she was there naked before me. Maybe, it was a little because she reminded me so much of Maureen. Whatever it was, I found it impossible to resist her. I found it impossible not to comply with her request to strip myself naked and show her my cock.
For someone who looked like her, who looked like Dina Merrill, and who had a body like Angie Dickinson, albeit with bigger tits, for her to say tits, ass, pussy, and cock was erotically exciting. With that, she sat up in bed and grabbed me by my waistband. Pulling me down to her, immediately, she had my t-shirt pulled up and over my face. I felt her fingers unbuckling my belt, unbuttoning my pants, and unzipping my pants. By the time I removed my t-shirt, she had my pants pulled and half-way down my thighs exposing my briefs.
"I didn't think you'd be wearing briefs. I figured you for boxers," she said with a laugh, while feeling my erect cock through my underwear.
I stepped out of my pants.
"There, satisfied, now? It's late. I'm going to bed. Good night," I said while hoping that she wouldn't want me to leave.
She laughed.
"Oh, no you don't," she said reaching out for me.
Again, she pulled me forward by the waistband of my underwear and I fell forward on top of her. I felt her hand move down inside my briefs. She took my erect prick in her hand and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around it. Then, she started slowly stroking me.
Maureen's Mom had her hand around my cock. Gwen's Mom was slowly stroking my erection. She was giving me a hand job. I only wished she was wearing her white gloves. Suddenly, I imagined how hot this would have been if she was my mother-in-law.
"Oh, you are a big boy. Now, I really know why my Maureen was attracted to you," she said running her fingertips across the head of my prick. "You have a big cock."
# # #
Again, I managed to stand and again she pulled me forward, this time by my erect prick. She grabbed my waistband with her other hand, and pulled my briefs down around my knees. When she pulled me, and I fell forward, she was there waiting for me. In a quick movement, she slid her body halfway down the bed and took my erect cock in her warm mouth.
'Oh, my God, Maureen's mother is blowing me. Gwen's mother is sucking my cock,' I thought.
The warm wetness of her mouth felt incredible. I couldn't help but think that I was getting a blowjob from Dina Merrill. My sexual fantasy coming true, I couldn't believe that Maureen and Gwen's mother was sucking my cock.
A talented cocksucker, she devoured my cock. She stroked me while sucking me. As if I was watching an interactive video of someone getting a blowjob, she moved her head back and forth. She acted as if she hadn't had a cock in her mouth in years.
Stroking me faster and harder, I could feel her tongue twirling around the head of my prick as she sucked me. Carol's blowjob was as good of a blowjob as the blowjobs that I received from Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen. For a mature woman, she was adept at sucking cock. She made all the cocksucking sounds that I loved to hear to know that she enjoyed sucking my cock as much as I enjoyed her sucking my cock.
She removed me from her mouth, slid her body back up, and kissed me. Again, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. This time, her kisses were longer and more passionate.
She had pushed my buttons and I was ready to do her. I couldn't wait to mount her and make love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her. In the way that I did with Gwen, making sexual memories for me to masturbate over later, after she's gone, I wanted to fuck Carol in every room of my house.
I felt her everywhere. I felt her tits, fingered her nipples, felt her ass, and had my hand between her legs cupping her pussy, while fingering her clit and finger fucking her. Not as wet as her daughters, she was still plenty wet enough for me to enter her. With her having a similar body, albeit taller and with bigger tits, I couldn't help but feel that I was having sex with Angie Dickerson.
# # #
"Fuck me, Mark. Slam your big, hard cock inside of my wet, warm pussy," she whispered in my ear. "I want to feel your stiff prick inside me."
'Forget about me making love to her, she wanted me to fuck her,' I thought. 'I loved it when she talked dirty to me.'
Obviously Maureen took after her mother. Well, that's it for me. With a naked, sexy woman on my guestroom bed and talking dirty to me, this is my dream come true.
"Oh, Carol, baby, I can't wait to stuff my big cock in your wet pussy," I said wanting to participate in her game of dirty, pillow talk.
Even though she was already wet, I figured she may have a problem with dryness so I fell between her legs. A woman her age, maybe, she's on hormone supplements, but I didn't see a problem with her being sexually aroused. She was very wet. Still, since I was down there already, I was curious to know what her pussy tasted like, especially after having already given Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen oral sex.
I licked her while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her. Unable to tell the difference, she tasted the same as her daughters. Being that her pussy tasted like both her daughters, I pretended I was giving Maureen oral sex, instead of giving Gwen oral sex. After only a few minutes of me licking her and fingering her, she reached down for me.
"Fuck me, Mark. I want to feel your big, hard cock in my warm, wet pussy," she said again.
For a woman who looked so classy, she stunned me with her dirty talk. Yet, my kind of woman, I missed talking dirty.
"Oh, yeah, baby talk dirty to me. You have no idea how much you're turning me on with your dirty talk. I love talking dirty, too," I said.
# # #
She spread her legs wide and I mounted her. I felt her hand reach between my legs for my cock. She directed it inside of her pussy. Then, starting slowly, she gently humped me and I gently humped her back until we had a regular, slow rhythm going.
As our sexual desire grew for one another, our humping grew faster and harder. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Soon, we were fucking one another.
My cock was hard and I was horny. My cock was as hard as it was when I fucked Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen. I continued fucking her for about fifteen minutes until I felt her stiffen beneath me. Surprising me, she had a sexual orgasm. Proud of myself, I couldn't believe that I gave Carol a sexual orgasm.
Instead of screaming, she quietly had her orgasm. At first, not even realizing she had an orgasm, it was weird. Maybe her generation didn't scream, but her daughters surely did, especially Gwen. Gwen was a real screamer, much like Colleen.
I coaxed her to my bed where I was more comfortable. Sometime during the early morning, we had sex again. She was insatiable. Then, that morning, in the way that her daughter, Maureen, had done, she gave me the pleasure of my sexual fantasy.
# # #
I was having this dream that I was getting this wonderful blowjob. I dreamt that a beautiful woman was sucking my cock. When I opened my eyes and looked down, Carol was kneeling between my legs on my bed and sucking my cock.
Immediately, I reached out for her huge tits. I love feeling hanging tits, while getting a blowjob. I loved feeling the weight of her big breasts in the palms of my horny hands. I explored her erect nipples with my fingers. The more that I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples, the faster and harder she stroked my cock while taking me in her mouth deeper. There's nothing like the feel of fondling naked breasts when a woman is blowing me.
I thought of Maureen sucking my cock. I thought of Colleen sucking my cock. I thought of Gwen sucking my cock. Now, I thought of Maureen and Gwen's mother sucking my cock. What could only eclipse Carol blowing me is if she were my mother-in-law, but I never had a chance to marry Maureen before she died.
With all of those sexy thoughts in my mind, as soon as I put a gentle hand behind Carol's blonde, pretty head and gently pulled her forward, I exploded. I couldn't believe that I just ejaculated in her beautiful mouth. When she felt me cumming, she took me deeper in her mouth. She milked me more by applying more pressure with her lips while swirling her tongue around the head of my cock. She swallowed all of my cum and licked me clean afterwards. She gave me an incredible blowjob.
We lay there silently for some time holding one another. It felt different holding her than it felt holding Maureen, Colleen, or Gwen. Holding her felt more like the fuzzy relaxed feeling that I get when I'm home alone sipping fine cognac. Constantly talking, Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen talked so fast at me that I had to focus to understand what it was they were saying.



Besides, they said things from their generation that I didn't understand, didn't care about, and/or didn't connect with anyway. Having sex with someone half my age made me feel as if I was having a beer at a nightclub that played blaring music in the background and while trying to hold a conversation. Instead with Carol, as homey comfortable as I was sexually excited, I felt as if I just had sex with my sexy teacher or my MILF of an aunt.
# # #
I had my arm around her with my hand in constant contact with her breast. I love tits, especially big tits, and I loved her tits. She had wonderful breasts and for a woman her age. Surprisingly, they felt as firm as they felt soft. They barely sagged at all. She had one hand on my chest playing with my chest hair, with her other hand around my cock.
Her warm hand felt good around my cock. Ever so lightly, she stroked me while running her fingertips over the head of my cock. In between, she reached down to cup my testicles with her palm. Then, she spoke.
"You are the only man besides my husband that I ever gave oral sex. I've had sexual affairs. I've made love to and fucked younger men but I never blew them. Your cock is only the second cock that I ever had in my mouth," she said staring up at me with those big, beautiful, blue eyes.
After what Colleen told me about her being a cougar and having had sex with younger men, I wondered if she was telling me the truth. Maybe, she was telling the truth. Why would she lie?
"Really? Wow," I said not sure how to answer that.
'I wished that I could say that her pussy was the only pussy that I had licked but I'd be lying,' I thought. 'I wondered what she'd say if I told her that I not only gave Maureen oral sex but also, I gave Colleen, and Gwen oral sex, too.'
# # #
I could have said congratulations, you are the 100th woman who has given me a blowjob, but somehow that wouldn't have gone over the same way. Suddenly, I had an image of balloons and confetti falling from the ceiling with an announcer holding a microphone and a sexy girl dressed in costume holding a banner that read, Congratulations on your 100th Blowjob from one-hundred different women. Actually, having lost count, I had no idea how many blowjobs that I've received by how many different women.
"Before you were married, you never gave your boyfriend a blowjob."
She laughed.
"Good girls didn't suck cock back then," she said with a blush and a shrug.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"Good girls didn't suck cock? Of course, they did, that's why they were deemed good girls," I said with another laugh.
Not taking much dirty talk to get me going, hearing Carol say cock was erotic. As if she was a Wellesley woman in the way of Diane Sawyer, she even enunciated her words like Dina Merrill. I suddenly pictured Dina Merrill saying cock only it was Carol who said cock. I suddenly imagined Diane Sawyer giving me a blowjob. With her spitting out the nightly news so fast, I wondered if she swallowed.
"Did you at least give your old boyfriends a hand job?"
Not looking embarrassed or ashamed, she laughed again.
"I may have done that to a boyfriend or two when we went to the drive-in movie. Yet, a hand job is much different than a blowjob," she said.
Suddenly, I had an image of Carol looking much like Maureen when she was younger, unzipping some horny, pimply faced, 18-year-old teenager, taking out his cock and clumsily giving him a hand job. I imagined him spurting cum all over her little, white gloved hand. I imagined her reaching in her purse to grab a tissue. It's funny the images I get when someone else is talking. Okay, now, we're having dirty, pillow talk. This is getting interesting.
"So, tell me, I'm curious, when you were at the drive-in movie, did you let them feel your tits?"
Again, I had the image of the pimply faced, 18-year-old teenager feeling her breasts while kissing her. No doubt, hoping to score, he felt her breasts before feeling her pussy. Now I wondered how many young men had the pleasure of not only feeling her tits but also seeing her tits. I wondered how many of them were allowed to feel and finger her pussy. After she told me that she never sucked a cock other than her husband's prick and my prick, I wonder if she allowed her boyfriends to lick and finger her pussy.
# # #
"Yes, of course, with me always having big tits, lots of boys felt my tits," she said smiling while blushing. "I don't mean that how it sounded. I wasn't a whore; I was just horny and sexually frustrated. I've always loved having my breasts felt and fondled through my clothes."
It's been a long time since I've been with a woman who blushed. Susan Riley, one of my first girlfriends, comes to mind after the first time she saw my cock. While with her at her house, I unzipped myself, pulled it out, and put it in her hand thirty years ago.
We were so young, barely nineteen. She blushed the entire time she held my cock. She sat there staring at it and never removing her hand and not even stroking me. She didn't know what to do, I guess.
Obviously, my cock was the first cock that she had not only had seen but also had ever held in her hand. I had to put my hand around her hand and wrap my fingers around her fingers to show her how to stroke me. Moving my hand up and down with her hand, she masturbated me while I felt her modest breasts through her blouse and her bra. Then, when I ejaculated, finally, and shot a wad of cum all over her hand, she screamed.
# # #
"I started dating when I was 18-years-old. Even though I was fairly popular, it was common for young men to try and feel an 18-year-old women's breasts through her clothes. There weren't a lot of young men waiting in line to feel my breasts," she said with a sad, little laugh. "I was too morally modest."
She shyly looked up at me.
"I was the last of my friends to be a virgin," she said. "Back then, busy with school, I had a reputation to keep, which the woman of today no longer care what reputation they have or don't have. They care more about their credit score or social media hits than they do about their reputation," she said with a laugh.
I nodded my head to show her that I understood.
"Back then, it was a game and a contest to score with a young woman by feeling her breasts. It was our responsibility to protect our reputation by not allowing our dates to get beyond first or second base. It was different if we were dating steadily and/or engaged," she said.
As soon as she said dating steadily, I thought of going steady. Boy that brought back memories of giving my best 18-year-old, high school girlfriend my high school, class ring. It was a big deal if I kissed her while feeling her breasts through her clothes.
"You must understand," she said. "As I've already said, my father didn't allow me to date until I was 18-years-old. It wasn't the way it is now then with morals so loose. Encouraged by my family, I was still a virgin, when I married my husband."
I couldn't believe I was talking sex with Maureen's Mother. Excitingly erotic, being with her naked, after we just had sex was surreal. I still couldn't believe that she blew me and allowed me to cum in her mouth. I couldn't believe that she swallowed my cum. I couldn't believe that I was only the second man that she had blown.
'Wow,' I thought.
# # #
Pushing the envelope, I wanted to know more about her past, sexual experiences.
"Did you let them take your tits out and suck your nipples?"
She laughed.
"I don't know, Mark. I don't remember," she said with a chuckle. "It was so long ago but, yes, I suppose, I did allow them to see my naked breasts and suck my nipples. Remembering back, I'm quite sure that one or two of the young men who I took a fancy to had the good fortunate of seeing my naked breasts, fondling my naked breasts, and sucking my nipples, especially when I was attending college."
Again, I had the image of that pimply faced, 18-year-old kid seeing and feeling Carol's naked tits while fingering her erect nipples, before sucking them.
"Now, can we stop this talk? It's a bit disturbing for me to tell you so many personal and private thoughts," she said with a laugh.
Just when I was getting to the good part, I was just about to ask her if she allowed anyone to touch her pussy and get to third base. Funny how a woman who just sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum, was uncomfortable sharing her personal and private, sexual experiences.
"Sorry," I said. "I got carried away a bit. Dirty, pillow talk is a big turn on for me."
# # #
We got quiet all of a sudden. There was an uncomfortable awkwardness in the way that happens, when you awaken sober after doing something stupid when drunk. I really wanted to continue with the dirty, pillow talk. Now, I didn't know what the Hell to say?
Besides, it was late and we were both tired. Having sobered up from drinking, we just wanted to sleep. Yet, even though I was still a little drunk, and very tired, laying naked beside Carol's naked body gave me testosterone, fueled energy.
'So, how about those Red Sox,' I thought of asking her? 'Nah, that wouldn't work. She's from New York and if she followed baseball, she's a Yankees or a Met's fan. Then, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she returned to the subject of blowjobs. She blurted out this gem of information.
"You're the first man, including my husband, who ever ejaculated in my mouth." She looked at me. "That was the first time that I ever tasted sperm, and the first time that I swallowed."
Oh, geez, does this mean that we are engaged? At first, she made me uncomfortable by saying that. It was no big deal cumming in a woman's mouth. Sperm? Only a 50-year-old woman would call cum sperm. Yet, when she said that I was the first man to cum in her mouth, it excited me and, for good measure, I wanted to cum in her mouth again.
For me, it was expected. I would have been more surprised and certainly more disappointed if she didn't want me to cum in her mouth and asked me to cum on her tits. Today, cumming on a woman's tits is like kissing your sister. I'm glad she made an exception to her rule and allowed me to cum in her mouth.
Yet, did she want me to feel indebted to her for her allowing me to cum in her mouth? Or was she telling me that I was special, special enough that when her husband kicked off, I was next on her list of potential husbands. Boy, now, that would be awkward being Gwen's stepdad. I suddenly imagined parenting Gwen.
'Gwen, did you brush your teeth and tongue after your blew your boyfriend, after he ejaculated in your mouth, and after you tossed your girlfriend's salad?'
I imagined her nodding her head.
'Yes, stepfather.'
Suddenly, I had this image of bending Gwen over my knee after she had been bad, very bad, lifting up her skirt, pulling down her panty, and spanking her naked ass. Yet, having already spanked her numerous times, I already did that.
'Harder,' I imagined her saying when I slapped her naked ass.
# # #
I imagined looking at her shocked that not only was I the second man she has ever blown, but that I'm the first man who ever ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed. With her such a wonderful cocksucker, she could have fooled me. She was so good at fooling me.
As if she was a natural born cocksucker, instinctively, she did everything right. The swirling action with her tongue, the feel of her lips, and the pressure that she applied on my cock was Heavenly. Even when imagining Dina Merrill, Angie Dickerson, and/or Diane Sawyer blowing me, I couldn't have asked for a better blowjob.
Reality quickly returned me to what she said about me being not only the first man besides her husband that she has ever blown but also the first man she has allowed to cum in her mouth.
"Really? I'm the first man who every ejaculated in your mouth?"
She nodded her head.
"Yeah," she said looking over at me. "Really, you are. I've never tasted cum before."
I looked at her stunned. She sexually excited me when she said cum.
"After all the years you've been married, I can't believe your husband never ejaculated in your mouth? I just find that so hard to believe that he wouldn't want you to do that. I can't believe that you'd refuse him that sexual pleasure."
She laughed.
"Oh, no, never," she said shaking her head. "I never refused giving him a blowjob. I wanted to suck his cock only he seldom allowed me to suck his cock" she said. "He's a bit old fashioned when it comes to sex, especially oral sex. Matter of fact, he's never returned the favor of me giving him oral sex by him giving me oral sex."
She looked away from me while, no doubt, thinking about her husband.
"He thought that oral sex was too much of a dirty thing to do with his wife's mouth, the mother of his children." She smiled. "He said blowjobs are what prostitutes do and not wives. Most times when I took him in my mouth, he'd stop me before he ejaculated."
I nodded my head.
"So, he's been with prostitutes?"
She looked up at me shocked?
"Who? My husband?"
She laughed. She made a face that I would ask such a thing. Then with a perplexed look on her face, she seemed to wonder if her husband had ever been with a prostitute and had received a blowjob from one.
"I certainly hope not. The last thing that I'd want is for him to bring a venereal disease home to me," she said.
I nodded my head to show her that I agreed.
# # #
"Actually, now that I think about it, I don't think that I've ever been with a woman who didn't allow me to cum in her mouth," I said.
She smiled up at me.
"Well, I'm from a different time when good girls didn't give blowjobs, and if they did give blowjobs, good girls never allowed men to cum in her mouths," she said.
I gave her a sexy smile.
"I'm glad that it's different today," I said with a laugh.
I found it sexually exciting talking about our sexual pasts to a woman that I had just met.
"I've been with a couple of women who didn't swallow and one who spit it out all over me. That was quite a mess," I said with a laugh."
She laughed, too.
"I know what you mean about men's cum making a mess," she said with a laugh. "After cumming in my mouth, as soon as I released the pressure of my lips from their cocks, I've had men shoot a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. Men love giving women cum baths," she said with a dirty laugh.
She was turning me on by saying cum, cumming in her mouth, shooting a second load of cum, and giving her a cum bath.
# # #
She fell quiet again before volunteering more information about her personal sex life with her husband.
"My hasn't been able to get an erection for some years now." She looked at me. "He's 59, ten-years older than me. He can't take Viagra because of his heart condition."
I smiled while mindlessly touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts.
"That's too bad," I said. "Viagra is a miracle drug, I hear," I said. "I've never used it myself," I said lying.
Truth be told that had it not been for Viagra and Andro-gel, I never could have sexually satisfied Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen, and now Carol.
Never letting go of my cock, while I continued mindlessly playing with her huge tits, the only time she removed her hand from my cock was to switch hands from holding it with her left hand to holding it with her right hand. She seemed to like my big dick as much as I loved her big breasts. She gentle fondled and slowly stroked my naked cock as we talked and it felt wonderful.
"It's been a while since I had a cock in my hand," she said looking down at my stiff prick. "And longer since I've had a hard cock in my hand," she said with a laugh. "I've had affairs with younger men and I wouldn't blame my husband if he had been with a prostitute," she said with a shrug. "I feel guilty for that but I have sexual needs that he didn't meet."
She removed her hand from my cock to turn my head and we kissed.
"You are a wonderful and generous lover. I wanted to give you sexual pleasure as your reward for giving me so much sexual pleasure."
# # #
Different from the younger women that I've recently had sex with, I found it erotically exciting to be intimate with a woman my age. With us having much in common, she was refreshingly different. I could talk to her in the way that I couldn't talk to women half my age.
More receptive and appreciative of the sexual attention that I paid her, she was gentler and less energetically athletic than Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen. Yet, what she lacked in physical stamina she made up for in sexual passion. Much like me in that regard, perhaps she figured, that I may be the last man that she may be intimate with for the rest of her life.
It felt good knowing that I could take my time with her. It felt good that I could not only enjoy but also remain longer in the moment of our afterglow. Then, with the help of a hug, a kiss, and a cuddle in-between the sexual intercourse, I didn't feel the pressured need to perform, as I did with younger women.
When I was with Maureen, Colleen, and Gwen, I always tried to prove that I could still give them a good fuck, as good if not better than their young lovers. I had nothing to prove with Carol. She was grateful for whatever I sexually gave her.
She was a refined woman in the way of an expensive, perfume, or fine, French wine of superior vintage that begged the drinker to sip and savor. Different from younger women who preferred a cheap, bottle sparkling wine that had been shaken, prematurely popping its cork in a quick gush, and guzzled, she was a quality bed partner. Difficult for me to admit, I preferred having sex with her than I did having sex with Colleen and/or Gwen. Yet, no one could compare to Maureen, not even her mother. I loved Maureen.
Still, she was more lady like than were the younger women. I dared not take liberties that I would have not thought twice about taking with Maureen, Colleen, or Gwen. Such as, never would I walk up behind her and grope her ass or grab her tits. She'd take it as a violation, as opposed to the younger women taking it as a playful reaction.
Sexual games that I'd ordinarily play with my younger lovers, with her more mature, I imagined were of no interest and served no purpose to her. She'd never have a threesome. She'd never have sex with another woman.
Yet, in some ways, even though we both enjoyed talking dirty, I felt that my conversation with her was guarded. I repressed more thoughts than I verbalized for fear of insulting her and/or offending her. I had no such fear of that with Maureen, Colleen, or Gwen. Short of calling them whores, which I'd never do, there was not much else that I couldn't say to them.
I realized that even though it was fun having sex with Carol, just as it was with her daughter Gwen, I wouldn't want a steady diet of either of them. After a while, I'd be bored, sexually frustrated, and be looking for hotter and younger action with someone new. Yet, had she not had the complication of being married, I may have grown to love her.
As expected, I began getting a little melancholy thinking about the end of the weekend when she'd leave and I was alone again. I've grown to hate being alone. I truly need a woman in my life. Not wanting to let her go, I held her closer until she left me to go to the bathroom.
After a while, I fell asleep. We had only slept for few hours. I couldn't wait to make coffee and breakfast.
Then, hearing the shower running awakened me. I decided to do something totally unexpected and playfully daring. Since she was leaving tomorrow and, no doubt, I'd never see her again, especially naked, I wanted to shock her.
I was curious to see her reaction. When I opened the bathroom door, instinctively, Carol covered herself with her hands and arms. I laughed at her modesty and she did, too.



Even though I saw her naked in bed, it is different to see her standing there in the shower naked. She looked good. She looked really good. Her stomach was toned and flat but for a very small, almost indistinguishable potbelly. Her curves were womanlier than the younger bodies of women half her age.
# # #
"Well, I'm not sure why I did that, cover myself like that," she said with an uncomfortable laugh. "You've already seen every bit of me up close and personal."
I took the soap from her and started soaping her up. She had such a shapely and sexy body. Her body was as firm as it felt soft. As I had done with Gwen, I paid special attention to her dirty parts, her tits, her ass, and her pussy.
"You're dirty. You're so very dirty," I said with a laugh and she laughed, too. "You require a good scrubbing to get clean."
I was having a good time with my horny, roving hands. The soap was getting her squeaky clean at the same time. The way that I looked at it, it was a win/win situation, rub a dub, dub, Mark is rubbing Carol in the tub. Besides, she seemed to enjoy the attention that I gave her naked body from my skilled hands and fingers.
"My cock is so very dirty, yes, very dirty indeed," I said handing her the soap.
She lathered me up really good. She paid special attention to my cock, my ass, and my testicles. It felt good to have her soap up my cock. It was erotic when she gently cupped my balls while washing them. Then, as soon as she lathered up my ass crack, I thought of Gwen on her knees in the shower tossing my salad.
I could just imagine the look on her face if I asked Carol, a Dina Merrill's clone, and Angie Dickerson's body double but with bigger tits, to toss my salad? Boy if she did, that would start up a whole new conversation.
'You are the first man's salad that I tossed,' I imagined hearing her say.
Still, I liked the feeling of her slippery hands washing my big dick while stroking my erect cock in the shower. Then, gently pushing her up against the shower wall, we kissed. I felt her firm tits and fondled her erect nipples.
# # #
When we finished showering we returned to the bedroom to get dressed. One of my favorite things to do, watching a woman dress as much as I loved undressing her, I watched Carol put on her panties and then her bra. I could tell that she was unaccustomed to dressing in front of her husband, because she turned her back to me as she dressed.
It was oddly funny the difference in generations. Just as Gwen's generation explored sex without feeling guilty, Carol's generation was hung up on nudity. Her suddenly appearing embarrassed and looking ashamed made me curious about the comment that Maureen made that her entire family could have been nudists.
I figured she must have been talking about herself and her sister and surely not her mother. Yet, the three of them, mother and her two daughters, went to nude beaches together. Perhaps, Carol went to the nude beach with them to protect them from predators. Perhaps, her mother gave them the impression of being more open with her nudity, so as to not give them sexual hang-ups, as her generation surely had. Both made sense.
Still, this sudden shyness about her nudity was curious. After being sexually intimate with one another, she should feel more comfortable with me by now, I'd think. She did allow me to soap her up really good without trying to stop me.
I touched, felt, and fondled her everywhere over and again. That was sexy fun and erotically hot. Moreover, she appeared to enjoy my sexual attention.
Yet, maybe, us having sexual relations broke down the barrier of how a nudist would otherwise feel about being naked. Maybe, with me having already been sexually intimate with her, she felt uncomfortable having me watch her get dressed, a rather weird phenomenon. Then, again, maybe, having been intimate with one another was what we both needed to get through the loss of Maureen.
Maybe, that would explain why she is suddenly a bit unnerved for me to see her naked, now that she's sober and not drunk. I'd think that her sudden shyness would have been the opposite. After she asked me to undress her, after we had sex, and after we showered together, she should have had no inhibitions left.
Yet, who knows? It doesn't really matter? It's just idle, thoughtful speculation about the sexual behavior of people that I'll never understand, but will always contemplate.
# # #
Besides, again, dreading her leaving, this would probably be the last time that I ever saw her. My contact with her was through her daughter Maureen and now with Maureen dead, there was no reason for her to see me again. The only reason why she made this pilgrimage from Rochester to Massachusetts was because she was curious about me, that it gave her some closure with her daughter's death, and because she felt guilty that her husband had banned me from attending the funeral.
Never in a million years, I'm willing to wager, did she think she would find herself in bed with me or did she? How did that all this come about, actually? Alcohol played a major role, but still, this weekend was bizarre. These past couple of weeks have been bizarre with first Gwen and now Carol, and then, before that with the sexual affair with Colleen after the death of Maureen.
She continued dressing next putting on a button blouse. Then, she slipped on her garter belt. It was kind of an unwieldy contraption seeing it without the nylons attached; it did not appear very sexy. She pulled up her knee length skirt over her garter belt. I waited until she sat on the bed to put on her nylons before pulling her back to me and kissing her.
I was still naked and had no intention getting dressed so soon. I wanted to make love to her, again. I didn't want her to get dressed. I still wanted to play. Not wanting to be alone with my bad self, I didn't want her to go. I figured that it may be a while before I took on another lover, and I wanted to make the most of it with her, my Dina Merrill clone and Angie Dickerson body double but with bigger tits.
If there's one thing I enjoy, it's feeling a woman through her clothes and my hands were all over her tits while we kissed. As soon as she finished getting dressed, I took her in my arms and kissed her while feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra. Her nipples instantly responded and she began kissing me breathlessly.
I was getting to her and she responded by touching, feeling, and stroking my naked cock. I reached beneath her skirt and between her legs feeling her panty clad pussy. It excited me to touch the silk fabric of her panty that covered her moist mound.
Slowly, I moved my finger along her panty and along her pussy lips before pushing her panties aside and reaching my hand inside of her panties. My fingers found her clit. Rubbing it, I teased her clit with my fingers before reaching my fingers higher to rub her G spot. I continued reaching deeper inside and finger fucking her until she started wiggling her ass.
# # #
She was so quiet. All the while my mind imagined that I was feeling up Dina Merrill the way she looked 40-years ago while finger fucking Angie Dickerson, the way that she looked 40-years ago. Indeed, she was such a beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman. If she wasn't already married, I'd ask her to stay and live with me.
"Let me hear what you feel," I said. "It's a turn on to hear you react to my sexual touches."
Almost silently, and nearly imperceptible, she started moaning. No doubt, more sexual hang-ups from her generation prevented her from screaming like Gwen. Still, for someone from that age bracket, she wasn't as hung-up as many of the other women my age that I've sexually seduced.
This was my favorite sexual thing to do, kissing while feeling her through her clothes. Already, I had a nice erection and I moved her hand back on my cock. She surprised me when she leaned down and took me in her mouth, again. She sucked my cock while stroking my prick.
I guess my previous assumption was correct about her wanting to make the most of this visit, too. My cock may be the last cock she sucked, unless, of course, years from now, she found herself in one of those co-ed nursing homes with a horny, old, man named Mr. Peepers. I could imagine her with her giant breasts hanging to her waist while walking around the nursing home with her walker and looking for a man who still could get and maintain an erection.
# # #
'Come on, Baby,' I imagined her saying to some widowed, elderly man. 'What are you saving it for? Give it up. Fuck me.'
I could see her being the star of the nursing home and sucking off some of her retired, new friends with them writing her room number on the men's room stall. For a good time, go to room eleven and ask for Carol. I could see her becoming quite the swinger in her old age. Finally celebrating the sexual revolution, albeit a bit too late, I could see the other women being jealous of an elderly woman with Dina Merrill's beauty and her Angie Dickerson's body.
'Did you see Carol last night with Mr. Peepers,' I imagined the women gossiping? 'It was scandalous. She blew him while she sat in her wheelchair and he stood in front of her. Who does she think she is?'
# # #
She removed my cock from her mouth and I pulled her up to me. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to see her tits again. I wanted to suck her nipples. I began unbuttoning her blouse and, when I did, I felt the weight of her tits through her bra. My fingers found the impression that her nipples made and I took each one of them in my fingers through the fabric of the satin material gently pulling them out to full erection.
"I need to suck your nipples," I whispered in her ear.
With that, she lifted her bra. As if they were two, huge, melons, I watched her breasts slowly fall in view. I liked sucking her nipples. She had such wonderful tits, so firm and so shapely, with big nipples.
I so wanted to talk dirty to her, again. I so wanted her to talk dirty to me, again. I verbalized my thoughts while hoping that she'd respond in kind.
"I love your tits, Carol. I love sucking your nipples."
Yet, I could tell by her silence that my talking dirty did nothing for her now in the way that it had sexually aroused her before.
# # #
I removed her panties, but not her garters. When I mounted her, she reached her hand down and inserted me. She was wet, but not sopping like Colleen, Gwen, or Maureen. Still, she was plenty wet enough for me to enter her with ease.
Perhaps, because having given birth to two children she was bigger than was Colleen, Gwen, and Maureen. Still, those young women were quite, sexually experienced for their young age. Yet, I never thought of Maureen as being sexually experienced, just gently used, that is, until I came along.
Then, it hit me that I was fucking Maureen and Gwen's mother. Suddenly, I felt like the degenerate that I am. I felt that I was taking sexual advantage of her. Yet, she was so very attractive even if she was my age instead of half my age. Moreover, giving me her permission to undress her and strip her naked, with her making the first sexual moves, she willing had sex with me.
She had a few stretch marks and more wrinkles than both her daughters combined, but she could still make love, and she was still very, erotically desirable. Sexually and sensually, she was still hot. I loved fucking her. I loved giving her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. She still knew how to screw and she moved her hips to the rhythm of my humping. She humped me as fast and as hard as I humped her. Definitely, for a mature woman, she was still sexy.
Besides, even though we haven't had coffee and breakfast, yet, I needed her now. I needed this more than I needed food. This was more than just sex. This was companionship, someone to talk to, and someone to pass the time with, but even with that, it was more than that. Carol was not just anyone, she was Maureen's mother.
After having sex Colleen, Maureen's best friend, I had sex with Gwen, Maureen's sister. Now, as shocking as it was sexually exciting, I had sex with Carol, Maureen's Gwen's mom. Surprisingly, after having had sex with her mother, I felt closer to Maureen than ever before.
Truly, albeit too late, I felt as if I knew Maureen better than I did before she died. Obviously, I needed to have sex with Maureen's best friend, her sister, and her mother to get through the death of her. And now after being intimate with Carol, I dreaded her leaving me alone with my grief over her daughter.
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 21
Maureen's ghostly spirit returns to Mark for one final good-bye.
Continued from Chapter 20: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
When Carol removed my cock from her mouth, I pulled her up to me. Unable to get enough of her, I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to French kiss her. I wanted to make out with her again while feeling her through her clothes before stripping her naked. I wanted to see her tits again. I wanted to suck her nipples.
I felt her huge breasts through her blouse and bra. Then, I unbuttoned her blouse. Once her blouse was unbuttoned, I pushed open her blouse. I felt the weight of her tits through her bra. My fingers found the impressions that her nipples made through her bra. I took each one of them in my fingers through the fabric of the satin material and gently pulled them out to full erection.
"I need to suck your nipples," I whispered in her ear.
With that, immediately, sexually obliging me, she lifted her bra. As if they were two, huge, melons, I watched her breasts slowly fall in view. I loved fondling her naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples. She had such wonderful tits, so firm and so shapely, with big nipples.
I wanted to talk dirty to her, again. I wanted her to talk dirty to me, again. Yet, not going overboard with the dirty talk, with her a woman my age instead of a young slut, I didn't want to offend her or insult her. I verbalized my thoughts while hoping that she'd respond in kind.
"I love feeling you through your clothes while making out with you. I love undressing you and stripping you naked. I love your tits, Carol. I love sucking your erect nipples," I said.
Yet, with her not playing my sexy game, I could tell by her silence that my talking dirty did nothing for her now in the way that it had sexually aroused her before.
# # #
Even though she had just gotten dressed, I was surprised that she allowed me to undress her again. I hoped she'd allow me to remove her panties, but not her garter belt. Unhooking her garters from her stockings, I took my time easing down and removing her white, bikini panties. As if seeing her naked pussy for the first time, I stared at her exposed, blonde, trimmed, pubic hair and the sides of her naked ass.
Then, as if I was a magician on stage pulling out a tablecloth from a set table, with a quick wave of my hand, I removed her panties. Immediately, I mounted her and when I did, she reached her hand down and inserted me inside of her. She was wet, but not sopping wet like Colleen, Gwen, or Maureen. Still, she was plenty wet enough for me to enter her with ease.
Perhaps, because having given birth to two children she was bigger than was Colleen, Gwen, and Maureen. Still, those young women were quite, sexually experienced for their young age. Yet, I never thought of Maureen as being sexually experienced, just gently used, that is, until I came along.
Then, it hit me that I was fucking Maureen and Gwen's mother. Suddenly, I felt like the degenerate that I am. I felt that I was taking sexual advantage of her. Yet, she was so very attractive even if she was my age instead of half my age. Moreover, giving me her consensual permission to undress her and strip her naked, with her making the first, sexual moves, she willing had sex with me.
She had a few stretch marks and more wrinkles than both her daughters combined, but she could still make love. She was still very, erotically desirable. Sexually and sensually, she was still hot. I loved fucking her. I loved giving her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
Not a slouch in bed, she still knew how to screw. She moved her hips to the rhythm of my humping. She humped me as fast and as hard as I humped her. Definitely, for a mature woman, she was as sexually aggressive as she was sexy.
# # #
Besides, even though we haven't had coffee and breakfast, yet, horny for her body, I needed her now. I needed her more than I needed food. Making love to her and fucking her was more than just sex. This was companionship, someone to talk to, and someone to pass the time with, but even with that, it was still more than that. Carol was not just anyone, she was Maureen's mother. Still, more than that, she was my latest and, perhaps, my last lover.
If their girlfriend's looked anything like Carol, I wondered how many men wished that they could make out with their girlfriend's mother while feeling her through her clothes. I wondered how many men wished that they could slowly undress their girlfriend's mother and strip her naked. I wondered how many men wished they could have sex with their girlfriend's mother.
After having sex Colleen, Maureen's best friend, I had sex with Gwen, Maureen's sister. Now, as shocking as it was sexually exciting, I had sex with Carol, Maureen's, and Gwen's mother. Surprisingly, after having had sex with Maureen's mother, I felt closer to her than I ever before.
Truly, albeit too late, I felt as if I knew Maureen better than I did before she died. Obviously, as my grieving process, I needed to have sex with Maureen's best friend, her sister, and her mother to get me through the death of her. And now after being intimate with Carol, I dreaded her leaving me alone with my grief over her daughter.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 21:
Still grieving over the loss of her, I still missed Maureen. She was gone, gone forever, and never to return. I'd never see her again. Death is so final. Or is it? Who's to know?
No one dead has ever returned to tell us what it's like to die and/or to be dead. Or have they? Are the dead here, now, living among us in a parallel dimension or universe and we just don't know it? Do the dead walk beside us and we just can't see them, hear them, and touch them? Has Maureen been watching me having sex with her best friend, her sister, and now her mother?
There are some who claim that the dead walk among us and that the dead can not only see us but also hear us. There are some who claim they can feel them. There are some who claim they can see them. There are some who claim that they talk to the dead. What's the deal with that? Can they really feel, see, and talk to the dead or are they scamming us just to make money while promoting their books, their television programs, and/or their movies.
"I see dead people," said Haley Joel Osment in The Sixth Sense.
# # #
Do you believe in life after death? Do you believe in reincarnation? Is it true that we don't die, we never die, but we return to the universe to live among the stars in distant galaxies? I don't know. No one knows.
Now, that Maureen is among the dead, just as I'd like to feel her, see her, and talk to her again, I'd like to believe that she's out there somewhere waiting for me to join her when I die. It would give me great comfort to know that I could meet up with her again in death, one day. It would be worth my dying to see her and talk to her again. Unfortunately, we may not have a body, just an essence, a spirit, and/or a soul.
'I wonder if we could still have sex,' I thought. 'Yet, if we no longer have a body, how can we have sex?'
If the dead are here among us, do they protect us? Are they our angels? Are my grandfather, grandmother, mother, father, and every relative and everyone who I ever knew and who has died, here with me now looking over my shoulder as I type this story? Are they my welcoming committee to ease me from life to death? Are they happier being dead than they were being alive?
And what happens to those who have lived a bad life and an evil existence on Earth? Is there no one to help them make the transition from Earth to Hell? Dante Alighieri in his Divine Comedy wrote that there are nine circles of Hell. The nineth circle is a special place saved for Catholic Popes along with the worst of the worst who lived to evoke their evil on Earth.
Do we die alone? If we go to Hell, do we really spend an eternity in horrific pain? How awful is that? Maybe, we all die alone. Maybe, in the way that we don't remember anything before we were born, as if we're sleeping, there's just nothing but a vast emptiness when we die.
Too good and too kind not to rest in peace, I know my Maureen is in Heaven. She was a good person. I know she's surrounded by angels and visiting with relatives, friends, and acquaintances and all those who have passed before her. Only, I wish she'd give me a sign, anything to make me know that she's okay.
With me banned from her funeral, I'd love to see her again for one, last time. Giving me a semblance of peace after her death, I'd love to talk to her. How wonderful would that be to have her hanging around in the way that Cosmo Topper had Marion Kerby talking to him and warning him of things before they happened? In the way that I imagined that others have helped their friends and relatives ease their way through death, I wish Maureen was here to navigate me through life.
# # #
Suddenly, as if on cue, there was a huge crash in the living room. The dogs barked wildly. It sounded like someone had broken a window to break in the house.
With me still naked, without even throwing on my robe or grabbing a towel, I left Carol alone to check on what made the noise. The picture that I had taken of Maureen with Missy, had blown up, and framed fell from the wall. Asked and answered, there was my sign. My beloved was here with me now.
Sensing her presence, I believed that Maureen was here. Perhaps, she was unhappy with me for having sexual relations with her best friend, her sister, and now her mother, too. Although, since, we both had sex with Colleen, I figured she wouldn't be angry over that. Without a doubt, I suspected that it upset her that I had sex with not only her sister but also with her mother, too.
Who knows? Maybe, she's jealous. I don't know. Suddenly, I felt as if I had been cheating on her, even though she was dead. Suddenly, I felt that I had stained our love and sullied her image of me by having had sex with not only her best friend but also her sister, too, and now her mother. I felt that I had disappointed her. I figured the dropped picture was my wakeup call to stop my perversely perverted, sexual ways.
Yet, as my excuse and my justification for having had sex with them, I wouldn't have slept with her sister and/or her mother, and Colleen for that matter, had we all not been grieving. I wouldn't have slept with any of them had I not hated being alone and lonely. Besides, we all found life more bearable when we sexually comforted one another. Sure, we could have hugged one another and talked, but being sexually intimate with one another was what helped us to forget, if only for an hour or two.
Considering that I couldn't think about anything else when in the throes of making love and about to cum, having sex with those close to her made me feel better. With Gwen and her mother looking so much like her, they made me feel that I was with Maureen and having sex with her again. Maybe, it was just my poorly contrived excuse, but I'd like to think that I had sex with Colleen, Gwen, and Carol because I missed having sex with Maureen.
Making love while having sex is one of the few times that I forget the past and live in the present. Making love while having sex is one of the few times where life suddenly becomes bearable to make me want to continue living it. Making love while having sex gives me hope by exchanging my sadness for happiness. Never have I been sad or unhappy when making love and while having sex.
# # #
As soon as I entered the living room, as if I was suddenly psychically possessed, I felt it. Filled with her spirit, the house was energized with her electricity. The dogs were wildly unsettled. They wouldn't stop pacing and whining. They wouldn't settle down. A bit unnerving, as if Maureen's spirit was in the living room with them, they continued staring up at the wall and at the ceiling while wagging their tails.
'A good sign,' I thought. 'If the dogs are staring up at the ceiling, that may mean that she's in Heaven instead of in Hell.'
A first for me, I've never experienced anything like this before. I could sense her. I could feel her. It was surreal. It was magical. It was mystical. I felt as if I was at a séance, only I didn't have to summon the dead. Arriving on her own volition, she was already here.
The hair on my arms stood up and I had goose bumps everywhere. I put the dogs out. They didn't want to stay in the house and I couldn't calm them down. When they weren't whining, they were cowering and shaking. Within the confines of the fenced backyard, they were happy to go outside, and go as far away from the house and from the Maureen's ghost, as their four legs would take them.
Unlike us insensitive humans, animals know when something paranormal happens. They have a sixth sense of such things better than humans do. Animals listen to their instincts, whereas we dumb humans ignore them and suffer the consequences of not depending on and listening to our inherent natural, warning system when danger presents itself.
Sometimes, in that regard, an animal, especially a dog, is smarter than we are. Whereas, we'll remain to confront a stranger or an unknown danger, an animal, with a stronger senses of self-preservation, will flee rather than fight. Most times, unless they're trained to attack, dogs won't attack someone until cornered.
What we believe is our protector, most dogs would rather greet a stranger who suddenly broke in their house than bite them. Yet, there are some breeds of dogs that will immediately attack, and protect their owners to their death. Those dogs may not make the best pets for children.
# # #
I debated telling Carol about her daughter's ghostly presence that I suddenly felt again. She might think me odd and/or crazy. Besides, I didn't want to unduly upset her. I didn't want to make her feel guilty for allowing herself to let down her inhibitions and find comfort from her grief and sadness while in my arms for sex. We both benefited from that unexpected, sexual union.
Definitely, I thought better of telling her that Gwen found the same comfort with me, too. Nor would I tell her that I not only had sex with Colleen but also, I had threesome sex with Maureen and Colleen, as well as having threesome sex with Colleen and Gwen. Being a mother, Gwen's mother, and knowing her daughter as only a mother does, I figured she knew, suspected, or felt Maureen's ghostly presence, too.
Again, not wanting to unduly alarm her, I picked up the picture and placed it behind the sofa. Then, I picked up all the broken glass. I figured that if Carol felt her daughter's presence, I'd have her tell me. I figured that would save me from thinking that I had lost my mind over losing Maureen. I figured that if Carol sensed the presence of Maureen, then we'd discuss our thoughts. If she said nothing, then I'd keep quiet about what happened, about what I felt, and what I sensed.
Some people believe that the spirit of the dead returns to visit the living. Some people believe in everything paranormal and in ghosts. Some people believe in reincarnation. Some people want to believe and find comfort in the hope that their loved one is not dead but still alive somewhere in space, in time, and in another dimension in a parallel universe.
Perhaps, they find solace in the fact that, even though they can't see or touch the dead, if they feel they are here with them, then just talking to he or she gives them a sense of peace and comfort. Some people don't believe, don't want to believe, and would rather face the finality of the death of their loved ones now. They prefer to grieve, forget, and continue forward with their lives without them. Whichever way is not the wrong way, it's just their way to deal with their loss.
Meaningless words, in the way that everyone says to someone in the military, 'Thank you for your service,' they say, 'Sorry for your loss,' when someone had died.
Then, there are those who go through life oblivious. They feel nothing. They sense nothing. They believe in the here and the now and not in life hereafter. They believe that once they're gone, they're gone.
Those are the non-believers, the people who don't necessarily believe that there's a God. They don't necessarily believe that Heaven and Hell exists. Who's to say who and which is right? What does it matter? It doesn't matter. When we die, we die. Whichever way you believe or don't believe is what gives us comfort when a loved one dies.
# # #
Many who face death and who have the time before they die, suddenly, switch their beliefs. Suddenly, hoping there is a God, they suddenly believe in God, in Heaven, and in Hell. Hoping to save themselves from going to Hell, they pray to God. Suddenly, they don't want to die with the knowledge that this is it, and once they're gone they're gone. Too final to believe that, it's more comforting to think that when we die we fly up to Heaven to live in eternity bliss.
I'm not one of those nonbelievers. I believe in God, and in Heaven. I believe in the Devil and in Hell. I'm not oblivious to Maureen's spirit. I can feel her. I can sense her presence. I know she's here with me, now. Yet, for how long is she here is the question? I read somewhere that the dead are with you for the first year.
More importantly, why is she here? Why did she return? Why now? Did she return to see if I was okay?
Did she return because she was looking for her mother and not me? Did she return because her mother is here with me, now? Did she return when Gwen visited me or when Colleen returned for the second time? I don't know. Even though I sense her, I didn't feel her then in the way that I feel her now.
Now, I wondered, did Colleen bring her here the first time that I felt her, the night of her death? Did Gwen and Colleen bring her here, again, with them? Did her mother deliver her to me, yet, again? Did she linger here, once they came and after they left? I don't know.
Is she stuck here with me forever or until she gets her wings? I just don't know. What I do know is that I feel her. I sense her presence. I know that she's here with me, now.
Silently, I prayed for her soul to be lifted to Heaven. As troubling as all this supposition is, I'd rather have the sense of her here than to have nothing and no feeling of her presence, as I did before. As disturbing as it is to have a picture fly off the wall and have the dogs go wild, I'd rather have them here with me to let me know that they sense her, too.
Otherwise, without the picture falling from the wall and the dogs barking, whining, cowering, and shivering, I may have not sensed her and missed the feeling of her. I may have not realized that she is here with me now. Thank goodness for the dogs. Seemingly, the dogs are my early warning detection between the worlds of the living and the dead.
As horrible was her death with the sudden and final loss of her, I'm glad she's here now for whatever the reason. Maybe, I can influence her to stay. Maybe, we can come to some arrangement where she'll stay here with me and wait here with me, until it's my time to go off with her. Maybe, she's meant to be with me forever throughout life and death. Maybe, we're eternal soulmates, spirits who transcend life and death, and who travel in worlds that we don't even know exist.
# # #
"Maureen, if you're here. I love you," I said.
I listened while waiting for a response and hoping for a sign that she was here. I wished she would talk to me.
"I'm sorry that I slept with Gwen. Truly, I'm sorry that I had sex with your sister," I said.
Again, I listened, while waiting for a response from her and hoping for a sign of her presence.
"I'm sorry that I slept with Colleen. Only, you must understand that having sex with Colleen and Gwen didn't matter. It was just sex. It was just the three of us finding comfort in whatever way we could to feel closer to you," I said.



Figuring she already knew; I told her why I slept with her mother.
"Carol was different. I felt closer to you when I had sex with your mother," I said as my justification for having sex with her sister, her best friend and, now, her mother.
Again, I gave her the opportunity to come forward, as she had that night when she died. Remaining silent, I waited to see if she'd show herself to me, as I imagined she did before. Waiting and listening, I continued talking to her, even after I heard no response, felt nothing, and sensed nothing.
"I'm sorry that I slept with your mother. Just as with Colleen, with Gwen, and with your mother, it was the three of us finding comfort. I was the conduit. I was the attraction. They came here to me. They sought me out in their loneliness and in my despair. We all helped one another to live through another day without you. Do you understand? I hope you do."
Again, I listened, while waiting for a response and hoping to receive a sign of her presence. Except for the ticking of the clock and the sound of the rustling leaves from the breeze that blew through the trees outside, it was so unnervingly quiet and still. I waited hoping she'd let me know that she was there with me
I looked around the expanse of the big room searching for a sign. I looked for anything that told me that I was correct in my instincts. I closed my eyes, put my head back, and focused my mind on the hereafter hoping to hear her voice.
# # #
"I felt her, too," said a voice from behind me.
I nearly jumped out of my skin.
"Jesus, Carol, you scared the shit out of me," I said putting my hand to my chest.
I flopped down in my chair. I was so lightheaded. My heart pounded in my chest. I thought I was going to faint. At that moment in time, Carol's voice sounded exactly like her daughter, Maureen.
'Oh, my God.'
I thought it was Maureen talking to me from beyond.
"I'm sorry, Mark," said Carol stepping in the room and taking a chair across from me. "I felt her, too," she said again while looking around the living room and up at the ceiling.
I looked up at the ceiling with her.
"As soon as I walked in your house, I knew she was here with you. I sensed her. I could feel her. I didn't want to say anything for fear you'd think me crazy. I was waiting for you to say something," she said.
She looked around the room again and up at the ceiling.
"The sense of her here is unbelievable and undeniable. She's here. She's here with you. I know she is. She has always been here with you."
I looked at Maureen's mother with disbelief.
"You did? Really? You felt her? You think she's here? You think she's here with me now," I said.
I gave her a hard look wondering if she really felt her or if she was just saying that to make me feel better. Maybe, not wanting me to think that I was crazy and had lost my mind over the death of her daughter, she told me what I wanted to hear. Yet, something told me that she sensed the spirit of her daughter, too.
"She's here, Mark. She's here. I know she's here," she said, again looking around the room as would a paranormal psychic. "I know my daughter. I feel her. She's here with you now," she said with tears flowing from her eyes.
# # #
Again, the hair stood up on my arms and I had goose bumps and a cold chill. She spotted the broken picture peeking out from behind the sofa.
"There's your sign," she said pointing to the picture. "I imagine that was all she could give you to..."
Ready to tell her what happened, I interrupted her.
"The night she died," I said wiping the tears from my eyes.
I paused for what felt like an eternity before I spoke again.
"She was here."
She leaned forward in her chair wanting to hear more.
"Here? She was?" She reached in her pocket of her skirt for a tissue. "Tell me. Why did you think she was here?"
I stared at her. Carol looked as much like Gwen as she looked like Maureen. Suddenly, I wanted to take her to bed. I wanted to have sex with her again.
"She came to me," I said taking a big breath and looking up at the ceiling and not wanting to cry. "She came to me that night after she died," I said looking at her and making eye contact. "She was here," I said allowing the tears to fall from my eyes like water falling from a faucet.
Carol lightly sobbed in her tissue. I wanted to go to her and comfort her but I needed to finish what I started saying. I needed to tell her what happened that night. I needed to do it now, while I still had the strength and this was the right time to do it.
# # #
"I thought it was her coming home. I didn't think anything of it. I even heard the key in the door at least, I thought I did. Maybe, I imagined I did. I don't know. I don't know what's real anymore."
Interrupting my thoughts, I looked over at her, again. No longer sitting like a lady, she had her knees parted enough to continually show flash me of the tops of her nylons, her garter belt, and her white panties. Then, when she leaned forward, she not only showed me her long line of sexy cleavage but also, she showed me her low-cut bra. Even though I've seen her topless and naked, seeing upskirt peeks and down-blouse views of her sexy and shapely body made me horny.
"I remember it was a surreal night, a night with a full moon, and with a sudden strong wind that picked up just before she arrived." I took a breath and relaxed. "Now, I know what they mean when they say, look what the wind blew in because the spirit of her came riding in on that wind."
I looked over at her crying and she looked up at me. The look in her eyes told me that she wanted me to continue. She wanted to hear what I had to say. She wanted to know more about what happened that night after the death of her daughter.
"She greeted the dogs downstairs. I heard the familiar playfulness of the dogs in the way they both act around her. They loved her, and she loved them," I said.
I paused to look over at her leaning forward in her chair. With the hem of her short skirt raised to the middle of her thighs and the plunging neckline of her blouse hanging forward, she continued giving me upskirt and down-blouse flashes of her sexy lingerie.
# # #
"Yet, the funny thing is," I said continuing telling her about that night. "Even though she greeted the dogs, giving them love, and playing with them, I never heard her voice. Distinctly, I remember trying to listen to hear the sound of her voice but I didn't hear it. As if her voice was far off, I heard her voice in my mind," I said.
I looked over at Carol for a sign that she wanted me to continue. I know what I was telling her was bittersweet. It was just as upsetting as it was comforting to tell the mother about her deceased daughter's first moments of death after life.
"Please, continue, I want to hear all that you have to say. I must know what happened that night. Anything you can share with me now is a comfort and may mean so much to me later," she said while wiping tears from her eyes.
I nodded my head.
"Then, she came upstairs to the bedroom, undressed, and came to bed," I said.
I folded and unfolded my hands while trying to remember every detail. It felt as if it was yesterday when she passed. Yet, it was several months ago when she died. Filled with every memory of us walking our dogs through the dog park, my mind, maybe because of the grief, was dense with the memories of her.
"I remember that she didn't turn on the light, another thing that was odd for her. She always had lights blazing," I said with a chuckle. "I was always going around turning off lights after she left a room. Seemingly and suddenly, as if she could perfectly and clearly see in the dark, she no longer needed lights to see."
Carol laughed.
"Both of my daughters think that I have stock in the electric company," she said with a laugh.
We shared a laugh before I continued.
"She undressed in the dark, but I saw her silhouette and when she came to bed naked," I said. "I remember touching her but not touching her, feeling her but not feeling her. Whatever the sense of her was, I now realize that it wasn't in my mind or in my imagination. It was real. She was here. She was really here."
I looked at Carol intently listening to all that I had to tell her about her daughter.
"Do you know what I mean? Not that I remember it, it was by rote and by the memory of her in the way that we made love. Yes, I made love to her ghostly spirit. Still, it was her spirit and it was her," I said with tears flowing from my eyes.
I got up to get more tissues. I took some and handed the box to Carol. I looked at her before continuing. I realized that I was still naked and sitting on the edge of my chair, tense and upset. Instead, I should be happy that she's here with me. I leaned back in the comfort of my recliner, took a deep breath, and tried to relax. In the way that I had stared at her panties, she stared at my semi-erect cock.
"We made love and it was the best ever." I looked over at Carol. "Sorry," I said. "I don't mean to upset you."
She waved off my apology with her hand.
"No, please, that's okay. You're helping me by telling me what you know about her. I need to know everything that you can remember. Please continue," she said.
# # #
"Only, she seemed so very upset and I remember her being so very cold. Actually, I knew she was upset because she never spoke to me. Always, especially when we're making love, she's the chatty one. And I so much enjoyed that about her, about talking with her and sharing all of my sexual thoughts with her. Yet, not that night, though. That night, she was surreally quiet. She didn't say a word and I didn't press her to speak," I said.
I paused to recall every detail of that night.
"I remember that I figured she had a spat with you, her father, Gwen, or Colleen, which would explain why Colleen was home prematurely," I said. "I knew she was upset over something. Unbeknownst to me at the time, she was upset over her death, no doubt, now in hindsight."
I paused to look over at Carol to see how she was receiving my information. She smiled at me while nodding at me to continue.
"Again, I didn't press her to talk. We just held one another. We finally fell asleep. I awakened with a start. Colleen was sitting on my bed crying and telling me that there had been a horrible accident."
Not believing her, I called out to her.
"Maureen! Maureen!"
I fell quiet while looking at Carol.
"She came back to you, Mark. She loved you," she said reaching over and taking hold of my hand. "She must have really loved you to do whatever she had to do to find her way back to you."
She walked over to me and hugged me. As soon as she put her arms around me and pressed her big breasts against me, I had an erection. Incorrigible, it didn't take much for me to get sexually excited again. All that it took was for someone who looked like Dina Merrill and who had a body like Angie Dickerson, but with bigger tits, to hug me.
# # #
I'm so sorry for not overruling my husband and allowing you to come to her funeral. Please forgive me. Moreover, please don't beat yourself up and feel guilty about having sex with Colleen, Gwen, and with me. You gave us what we all needed to help us heal over the death of Maureen," she said.
Returning back to her chair, Carol looked at me and smiled.
"No matter, she's here with us now. I can feel her. Only, I don't know how long she'll stay. I don't know if she's here for good or temporarily. I don't know. I don't know anything," said Carol.
She sat quietly while staring off in the room. She was smiling. She looked relieved. She looked happy. She looked the happiest that I have seen her since she first arrived, then, she spoke again.
'I'm glad that I was able to give her some peace,' I thought.
"I'm glad she's returned, even if only in this form. I'm glad she's home with you now for however long," she said. She turned to me. "With the spirit of her here it's no longer so final a farewell. Now, I feel that I may have a chance to communicate with her," she said giving me another smile.
I nodded my head and returned her smile with my smile to show her that I agreed with her.
"I feel better knowing she's still around helping me to adjust to her death. I don't feel as empty, as I did before," I said.
She smiled again while looking up at the ceiling before setting her sight on me.
"I'm so glad that I came here for a visit and had a chance to meet you. Although, I never would have expected us to get so close so soon," she said with a laugh. "Yet, after what we went through with Maureen's death, it is understandable that we both sought comfort in whatever form we could, even sex." She looked at me and smiled again. "Sex is part of life after all."
I smiled at her again while nodding my head.
"Well, I am glad you were here to experience the feeling of her presence. Otherwise, had I been alone and the only one feeling her here, I'd be questioning my sanity," I said with a little laugh. "All of us, Gwen, Colleen, you, and I have been walking around like zombies without energy, and with bags under our eyes since Maureen died. Now, that Maureen has returned and is here with me, we can continue on with our lives knowing that she's okay," I said.
I stood.
"I need to get dressed. I need to make coffee and breakfast," I said.
Carol stood.
"You get dressed and I'll make coffee and breakfast.
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 22
For those who believe reincarnation, Heaven can wait.
Continued from Chapter 21: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
I'm so sorry for not overruling my husband and allowing you to come to her funeral. Please forgive me," said Carol.
She looked at me with shame mixed with sexual arousal.
"Moreover, please don't beat yourself up and feel guilty about having sex with Colleen, Gwen, and with me. I understand why you did that. You have nothing to feel ashamed about. You gave us what we all needed to help us heal over the death of Maureen," she said.
She walked in the living room and sat on the sofa across from me. She looked at me and smiled.
"No matter, Maureen is here with us now. I can feel her. Only, I don't know how much time she has to stay. I don't know if she's here for good or temporarily. I don't know. I don't know anything," said Carol with a shrug.
She sat quietly while staring around the room. She was smiling. She looked relieved. She looked happy. She looked the happiest that I have seen her since she first arrived.
'I'm glad that I was able to give her some peace,' I thought. 'I'm glad that I was able to give her some sexual pleasure with multiple orgasms.'
Then, she spoke again.
"I'm glad she's returned, even if only in this ghostly form. I'm glad she's home with you now for however long she stays," she said. She turned to me. "With the spirit of her here, it's no longer so final a farewell. Now, I feel that I may have a chance to communicate with her, too," she said giving me another smile.
I nodded my head and returned her smile with my smile to show her that I understood and agreed with her.
"I feel better knowing she's still around helping me to adjust to her death. It's a long, slow process. Yet, I don't feel as empty, as I did before," I said. "I'm glad she's here in spirit."
She smiled again while looking up at the ceiling before setting her sight on me.
"I'm glad that I came here for a visit and had a chance to meet you. Although, I never would have expected us to get so close so soon," she said with a dirty, little laugh.
She played with the hem of her skirt. Mindlessly lifting it, she exposed her white panties. I loved seeing upskirt peeks of her panties.
"Yet, after what we went through with Maureen's death, it is understandable that we both sought comfort in whatever form we could, even sex." She looked at me and smiled again. "Sex is part of life after all," she said with a little shrug.
I smiled at her again while nodding my head.
"Well, I am glad you were here to experience the feeling of her presence. Otherwise, had I been alone and the only one feeling her here, I'd be questioning my sanity," I said with a little laugh.
I looked around the room while listening for her presence.
"All of us, Gwen, Colleen, you, and I have been walking around like zombies without energy, and with bags under our eyes since Maureen died. Now, that Maureen has returned and is here with me, we can continue on with our lives knowing that she's okay," I said.
I stood.
"I need to get dressed. I need to make coffee and breakfast," I said.
Carol stood.
"You get dressed and I'll make coffee and breakfast.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 22:
Yes, I can feel my Maureen," said Carol looking around the room. "I feel her energy," she said inhaling deeply, putting back her head, and wrapping her arms around herself. "As if she's hugging me, I feel her spirit. I sense her presence. I know she's here with us now."
She closed her eyes and smiled. Then, when she opened her eyes, she looked sad, beaten down, and appeared older. She looked at me.
"It's going to be hard for me to leave knowing that she's here," she said taking a sip of her coffee. "I hate leaving her behind."
'Stay with me longer. We can make love every morning and fuck every night,' I thought but didn't say. 'I only wished she wasn't married. I wished she didn't have a husband waiting for her to return. Maybe, she would have stayed if she lived alone,' I thought.
"We don't know how long she'll stay, Carol. Maybe, it's a temporary thing. I heard that spirits are with you for the first year," I said.
Other than to strip her naked and have sex with her again, I didn't know what else to say and how else to comfort her. I hurt too much to help her through her grief when I couldn't help myself through mine. Maybe, together we had helped one another more than we realized. Maybe, the sex that we had helped us more than we know. I never thought of Maureen when I was having sex with her mother.
"I'm just glad she's here," she said.
Again, I nodded my head in agreement with her.
"They say when people die tragically, suddenly, and instantly, that they return to the place where they died, or they return to the place where they last had peace and happiness, and haunt there. She was happy when we were together," I said. "I've read that those who have died instantly, don't know that they're dead and need someone, a medium to help tell them that they're dead and to help guide them along their way to find their final resting place."
'Go to the light,' I thought and wanted to say but I didn't say that either.
Carol nodded her head in agreement with me, too.
"I heard that too," she said looking at me and waiting for me to continue speaking. When I remained silent, she continued speaking. "Hiring a medium to help her along her way and for her to rest in peace may be a good idea."
I shook my head and made a face.
"Maybe, it is unfair to Maureen and to you, and selfish of me, but I wouldn't hire a medium to help her along her way. I'd rather she stayed here with me in whatever form, even as a ghost, a spirit, an apparition, a feeling, a sensation, or whatever. I hope she'll stay here with me until it's my time to go. Then, perhaps, we both can show one another the way," I said.
# # #
I looked around the room and then focused my attention back to Carol when she started talking again.
"I now know how you feel about having her around as a spirit when you said that it's no longer so final a farewell," she said. "It's somehow comforting to know that she's here even as an apparition or some form of energy, even if it is just a feeling imagined or real. Sensing her gives me comfort."
I smiled at her.
"At least, now, I don't feel that I'm alone. At least, now, I feel that I have someone to talk to other than the dogs and you," I said.
She nodded her agreement.
"Somehow, I feel that we had brought her here, Gwen, Colleen, and me," she said giving me a satisfied smile while slowly crossing her legs and flashing me her white panties again. "Perhaps, we were the magnet that attracted her home to you and maybe, she'll stay here with you until you can handle her leaving."
I smiled again at her.
"Maybe, her purpose being here is to help all of us through our grieving period," she said. "The sadness of our loss is holding her here and once we're all at peace with the death of her, then she'll leave and forever rest in peace." She made the sign of the cross. "Amen."
I anointed myself, too.
"Amen," I said. "You may be onto something with that logic. She may have been following you guys around from place to place until you deposited her here with me. For all I know, she may leave here when you leave and follow you home," I said with sadness.
I gave her another smile.
"I don't think she will," said her mother. "As you said, she was happy here. I think she'll stay here with you. This was her home with you and the dogs. I can feel that she liked being here." She looked over at me. "She returned here for you. She knows that you're the one who's hurting the most. She knows that you needed her to return to you," said Carol.
# # #
She made me cry and I wiped the tears away from my eyes with my hand. I don't usually cry, but I felt better after releasing some tears over Maureen. With men not supposed to cry, being a man, I thought that I was strong enough not to cry. I thought I was beyond crying over Maureen, but being a man had nothing to do with how I felt. Without a doubt, even after the months that passed since her death, still fresh in my mind, I was still grieving the loss of her, as if it had just happened yesterday.
It was later that evening after Carol had left and had been on the road for several hours that she called me on her cell phone.
"Mark, I just wanted to let you know that the feeling of Maureen is gone. She's not with me. She didn't follow me home. Is she still there with you?"
I paused to see if I sensed her, and I did.
"Yes, she's still here. I feel her even stronger than before."
I heard her softly sobbing.
"Well, I'm glad," she said with shaking voice through her tears. "Listen, this is our little secret. Okay? I don't want the rest of the family to think we're crazy. Not everyone believes in ghosts, especially my husband. He'd think that I lost my mind or was being hysterical and needed therapy," she said with a laugh and a sniffle.
I smiled at her through the phone.
"Yeah, sure, I understand. You take care, Carol. You have my number. You can call me anytime. Anytime you want to come for another visit, just give me a call," I said.
# # #
Suddenly, I imagined Carol falling asleep on the couch drunk again. I imagined touching and feeling her through her clothes before slowly undressing her, and before she undressed me as she did that first night. I imagined having sex with Maureen and Gwen's mother, again. I remembered the shower scene that I had with her and the sex we had after. Sure, she can come for a visit anytime. I'd love to have sex with her again.
"Thank you, Mark; that means a lot to me," she said.
She smiled at me through her smartphone again.
"Bye, Carol."
I returned her smile with my smile.
"Good-bye, Mark.
# # #
Over time, the feeling of Maureen came and went, slowly dissipating, sometimes stronger and other times weaker, the sense of her grew weaker. Sometimes, I felt her for only a few minutes before the feeling of her faded away while other times, with the feeling of her stronger, she was here with me most of the day. When she was here, I felt her looking over my shoulder. The feeling of her blowing on my neck or the sensation of her blowing in my ear was nerve racking. Sexually teasing me, I imagined her laughing when annoying me like that.
Certainly, I felt her presence stronger when Colleen, Gwen, and/or her mother was here. Yet, even though the feeling of her here came and went, always, she was here with the advent of some anniversary, such as, our first date and/or our first kiss. With those days important to her and to us, she returned for her birthday and for my birthday.
I know she was here when Missy got loose and was nearly hit by a car that stopped just in time. I know that Maureen saved Missy's life. Then, for the longest time, I felt nothing. She stopped coming to see me. She must have been with Colleen, Gwen, or with her mother.
I tried to feel her by closing my eyes and concentrating on the memory of her. On those days when I was alone and lonely, and missed her so terribly much, I tried summoning her by concentrating on the image of her and holding her picture or something that belonged to her and that she cherished. When she didn't materialize, I feared she was gone for good.
I needed her here with me even if only as a ghostly spirit or as a feeling or a sense of something skulking around the house. After the orgy of physical and sexual contact with Colleen, Gwen, and Carol was over, I was sad, lonely, and empty with the loss of her. It was comforting when I felt her here with me.
When she wasn't around, I was depressed. I needed to hear her voice. I needed to hear her laugh. I needed to feel her body next to mine in bed as we spooned. Never did she return to me, as she did the night of her death. That night was our last intimate time together and a memory that I'll cherish for the rest of my life.
It was such a bittersweet experience to feel her here with me one day and then not to feel her the next. I had no control of when she'd come, when she'd go, and how long she'd stay. I wondered if she was out in Rochester visiting Carol or in Boston visiting Gwen or Colleen. Maybe she was in Heaven, finally, where she belonged.
Still, Carol said she'd call me if she felt Maureen's presence there with her and I never doubted that she'd call me to let me know. I suspected, though, that Maureen would make less visits, as more time passed. A gradual process of mourning her again, days turned into weeks and weeks into months without feeling the presence of Maureen. Finally, I figured she wouldn't return again. She was gone for good and all that I had left of her were memories, pictures, and a few of her possessions that Gwen allowed me to keep.
# # #
I made a pilgrimage to Rochester, New York to visit her grave selfishly hoping that it would stir her to return home with me. I took the dogs and a lawn chair with me. I sat there for couple of hours with the dogs while talking to her.
I would have stayed longer, but it started thundering before it started raining, really pouring, and I feared being struck by lightning. Besides the dogs wanted no part of sitting out in a thunderstorm. Unfortunately, hoping that it would, my praying, and my visit to her grave didn't encourage her to follow me home. Happy that she was finally resting in peace, I feared that she was gone forever.
No longer did the dogs stare up at the wall or at the ceiling wagging their tails. No more did they whine and get wild for no apparent reason. I knew she was gone, and I wanted to call Carol to tell her that Maureen was gone, but I thought better of it. I didn't want to upset her. I didn't want to hear her crying again.
It was better that Carol believed that Maureen was still around me. I didn't think she'd want a telephone call from me telling her that her daughter was finally gone. I figured by my silence; she knew that anyway.
I wanted to see Carol when I was in Rochester, but I felt guilty. How could I look her husband in the eye after having had sex with not only his two daughters but also with his wife, too? If he hated me before, he'd want to kill me now. Besides, it would have been awkward to visit with Carol and her daughter Gwen, after Gwen moved back home when her job didn't last.
Gwen was unpredictable and there's no telling what she may have said about what had happened between us in front of not only her father but also her mother. Even though her mother knew that I had sex with both her daughters, she didn't need to hear all of the dirty details from Gwen. I could just imagine Gwen laughing while reminiscing of the time when she tossed my salad in the shower. Just as I could imagine her father voicing his outrage.
"You did what? Carol, where's my shotgun," I imagined him asking?
# # #
Now, I felt terribly alone again. I hate being alone. Whether she's dead or alive, I need a woman in my life. Only, I didn't mean that how it sounded. I need someone in my life, but not just any woman. I need a special woman, someone like Maureen. Only, one-in-a-million, I'll never find another Maureen.
I wanted that special someone, a woman who I'm deeply attracted to on all levels. I wanted a woman who I think about when leaving the house and who made me not want to leave her bed. I wanted a woman who I think about all day, a woman who made me impatient to get home, and one who I loved to kiss, hug, and hold. I wanted a woman who will never make look at another woman.
I wanted a woman who made me giddy with happiness and with lustful, sexual desire. When we made love, I wanted it to be magical. That's the woman that I wanted. Is there such a woman out there for me? If there's such a woman for me, where is she? Alas, I had that woman, once, but she's gone, gone forever.
Even though I've had an abundance of sexual relationships within the past year and a half with Maureen, her best friend, Colleen, Maureen's sister, Gwen, and Maureen's mother, Carol, believe it or not, I'm a one-woman type of guy. I'm done with having sex with Maureen's best friend and her relatives. I want my own woman. I much prefer love to sex and would rather have someone to talk to and laugh with, do things with, and travel to places, as well as having the intimate relationship with all the hugging, holding, kissing, and sex.
I'm too old and too set in my ways to be partying with young chicks anymore. It was unbelievable having sex with Maureen's mother but she has a husband. She's married. She'd never want me in the way that I wanted her.
Yet, nonetheless how much I loved being with Carol, I wanted someone all my own. I wanted something real and everlasting. Instead of being with someone half my age, I needed someone my own age this time around. I missed having a meaningful conversation, a conversation on my level. I wished I could find someone who's totally into me and who shared my interests as much as I shared her interests.
I needed a woman who loved watching baseball as much as she loved watching football. Does such a woman exist. Surely, in such a sports mecca as Boston there must be lots of women who love Tom Brady, the GOAT.
# # #
It was at the supermarket where I met Kate. Obviously, by her looks, I was attracted to her at first glance. Who wouldn't be? She was tall. She was beautiful. She had big tits.
She was sexy, shapely thin, and very good-looking. As if a sign from Heaven above, she was wearing a Tom Brady t-shirt and a Red Sox baseball cap. It's always good to meet another faithful, Fenway fan, and because she wore a Brady shirt, told me that she liked watching baseball but also football, too. At least, I hoped. I couldn't help but think of that movie 80 for Brady starring Lily Tomlin, Jane Fonda, Rita Moreno, Sally Fields and, of course, Tom Brady.
From the back, with her long legs and shapely ass, she reminded me of Maureen. Different from Maureen, instead of having red hair, Kate had gray hair. Because her hair was gray, she looked fifty-something but, after looking at her again and upon closer examination, especially from the front, her beautiful skin contradicted her age. If I was to guess her age, I guess she was in her late forty's. Had she colored her hair, she'd look thirty-something.
I never understood a woman who turned her back to youthfulness by allowing her hair to gray naturally without coloring it, that is, until I met Kate. Her gray-hair not only suited her but also, amazingly, it looked good on her. Now, after seeing her with her shoulder length, flowing gray hair, I couldn't imagine her hair any other color. Besides, instead of being with a woman half my age, how awesome would it be to be with a woman closer to my age.
In the way of first introducing rich cream to dark, strong coffee when it swirls around before mixing with and turning a lighter shade of brown, or when seeing the glistening glass and chrome of modern architecture next to the brick and wood of old world charm, she looked young and old at the same time. She captured the qualities of both youth and maturity in one glance. With her making me feel my age, I liked the look.
It was weird, in one look I could see how she looked in her youth and could imagine what she'd look like as she aged. When she turned away from me and I viewed her from the back, except for her shapely backside, she looked older with her gray hair. Then, when she turned towards me and I viewed her from the front, glad that she had big tits, I felt as if I was viewing Oscar Wilde's picture of Dorian Gray. As if she was a hologram, young to old and old to young, the sexy sight of her was strangely appealing.
Yet, puzzlingly me, there was something familiar about her. Strangely enough, I felt that I had met her before or knew her from somewhere long ago. Without a doubt, it was her eyes. Filled with an expressiveness of emotion, her eyes reminded me of Maureen's eyes.



It was apparent that intense intelligence abounded behind those sexy and erotic eyes. As if she knew me, she captured me and summed me up in just a look. I felt transparently violated by her invasive stare. Her look made me feel used but not in a bad way. She made me feel nakedly exposed but not in a sexual way.
In a truth be told sort of look, she removed the layers of pretenses, deception, and foolishness about me. I felt that she saw the real me and was looking at the person that hid beneath my masked persona. Immediately, by her overtly penetrating look, I could tell that she liked what she saw. Immediately, our mutual attraction flickered before catching fire.
# # #
Suddenly, I thought of that movie, Heaven Can Wait with Warren Beatty as Joe Pendleton and Julie Christie as Betty Logan. The movie was a remake of Here Comes Mr. Jordan with Robert Montgomery and Evelyn Keyes. In the original movie, Joe Pendleton is a boxer who's in the pink of his physical fitness, whereas, in the remake, Joe Pendleton is the quarterback of a professional football team at the height of his successful career. In the original movie, Joe dies of a heart attack in the boxing ring, whereas in the remake, Joe is hit by a car while riding his bicycle through a highway tunnel.
Nonetheless, as it was in the original movie, the main character died when an angel, hoping to spare him from the pain and the suffering of dying, prematurely, pulled his spirit from his body. Only, just as happened in the original movie in the boxing ring, the boxer wasn't having a heart attack and would have not only survived but also, he would have won the fight. In the remake, the car would have swerved and missed him and there would have been no fatal accident. Prematurely removing the soul, the angel made a huge mistake.
In an attempt to rectify his mistake, the angel took Warren Beatty around to different people who are about to die hoping to find a comparable body for Joe Pendleton to inhabit. Finally, he put him in the body of a rich industrialist, Leo Farnsworth. Only, unbeknownst to Joe, there's a plot, by his wife, Dyan Cannon, and her extramarital lover to murder him. Now, Joe and the angel are on a panicked mission to find another body to inhabit before it's too late and he's dead again, this time forever.
Meanwhile, complicating things, while inhabiting the body of Leo Farnsworth, he meets a woman, Julie Christie, and has fallen in love with her. He knows now that the angels are searching for another body to place him inside. Fearing that he may lose touch with this love at first sight woman, he warned Julie Christie that if anything was to happen to him, and that if he was to die, she should give a stranger a chance. Figuring that fate would intervene and inevitably bring them together again, but that he'd be a stranger to her, he told her that it's in the eyes.
The eyes are the window to the soul and the only way that she'll recognize him again. With all of this supposition flashing through my mind within nanoseconds, I wondered if Kate had a similar accident and the angels, having made a terrible mistake by taking Maureen too early, and to rectify their mistake, had put her spirit in another body. Nah, grasping at straws with my grief twisting my mind, that's just crazy, or is it?
# # #
"Sorry," I said, as we reached for the same package of stew, beef bones and our fingers briefly touched.
As if an electrical shock with a subsequent surge of energy, the feeling that I received when I touched her fingers was jolting. The sensation of her presence, standing so close to me without making contact, penetrated my soul. While wondering if Maureen was in there, I couldn't stop staring at her eyes. She melted me with her look and I was forever lost in her stare.
"Go ahead," she said pulling her hand away and reaching for another package.
I gave her a big smile.
"Thank you," I said staring at her.
Unable to look away, her hypnotic eyes set my heart ablaze with romantic desire for her.
"I give my dogs these as a special reward. This is the only package with a small bone and a big bone. I have two dogs a Golden Retriever and a Rat terrier. Chewing on the bones keeps them quiet for a couple hours."
# # #
Suddenly, I felt pathetically lonely that I had to explain why I wanted this particular package of bones to a stranger. I needed to explain why this particular package of bones was so important to me. Yet, it wasn't the package of bones, of course, it was her. Just as it was the first time that I met Maureen at the dog park, engaging her in conversation was my simplistic way of prolonging my time with her. I didn't want her to leave and not see her again.
Moreover, just as I had talked to Maureen about dogs when I first met her at the dog park, I talked to his woman about dogs at the meat counter in the supermarket. Just as I didn't want Maureen to leave that first time that I met her, I didn't want this woman to leave either. It was my way of hoping to instigate something more, if only a longer conversation. At the very least, I needed to know her name so that if I never saw her again, I could dream about meeting her again.
"Yes, I understand," she said giving me a look as if there was something wrong with me.
I laughed.
"This package has a big bone and a little bone," I said again while holding up the package to show her while staring at the package and then looking up at her again.
Making me nervous, she was stunningly beautiful. In the way that men stare at models that they happen to see on the street, I couldn't stop staring at her. Suddenly feeling ridiculously weird that I was going on about this package of bones and about the dogs, I realized that I've been home alone way too long with just the dogs. I needed to explain.
"I have a big dog, a Golden Retriever, and a little dog, a Rat Terrier at home," I said again and unable to stop myself from repeating myself.
As soon as I said that, realizing that I was repeating myself again, I was embarrassed for myself. I sounded like someone who was mentally challenged telling her that I have a big dog and a little dog. What the Hell is wrong with me? Why is this woman making me so nervous? Why is she still standing here listening to my miscellaneous ramblings.
"I know, you said that already," she said with a laugh. "Please," she laughed and raised a hand to stop me from talking. "You don't have to explain. You may have that particular package of bones. I'll take another. Even though I love dogs, I don't have a dog. I only use the bones to give flavor to my broth."
# # #
Her assurance relaxed me and immediately, I felt comfortable with this woman and, now that I found her, I didn't want her to disappear from my life. In the way that I used to haunt the dog park looking for Maureen, I didn't want to haunt the supermarket while hoping to accidentally, albeit, deliberately bump into her again. Before she left, I needed to show her my interest in her now. I needed to know if she was as interested in me as I was interested in her.
'What if she's married,' I thought? 'What if she has a boyfriend? What if she's...' I thought with a gulp. 'What if she plays for the other team? What if she swings from the other side of the plate? What if she prefers having sex with woman instead of with men? What if she's lesbian and not interested in having a sexual relationship with a man?'
With all of those thoughts pouring through my mind, husband, boyfriend, and lesbian, taking a chance of making a fool of myself, I stuck out my hand.
"Hi," I said. "I'm Mark."
She laughed.
"Hi Mark. I'm Kate," she said smiling while shaking my hand as if we had just met at the office.
Her hand was soft and warm. I didn't want to let go of it. I didn't want her to leave. I tried thinking of things to say to keep her there with me longer.
"Hi, Kate," I said unable to think of anything else to say and to keep her there talking to me.
She blanked my mind with her beauty and with those eyes that reminded me so much of Maureen's eyes.
"It's nice to meet you," she said turning and about to leave.
I lightly touched her hand.
"Pardon me for being so forward. I apologize for asking you such a personal question but," I said leaving my hand on her hand to, hopefully, stop her from leaving.
She smiled at me again. She had a wonderful smile. She was even more beautiful when she smiled.
"Yes?" she said looking at me with those eyes again.
I gave her an embarrassed look.
"Do you have someone in your life?"
She looked and made a face as if I was crazy.
"Pardon?"
# # #
I'm such a dummy. In the way that I blurted that out, it sounded too much as if I was trying to intrude upon her personal and private life. I sounded too much like a stalker. She looked at me oddly and I would have, too, if someone, a stranger, had asked me a question, such as that and, in that way when I had just met them. I rephrased the question and smiled.
"Please, forgive me for being so impetuous, but are you married or do you have a boyfriend," I asked not daring to ask if she was lesbian?
She gave me an embarrassed laugh and a nervous smile.
"Oh," she said. "No, I'm not married. I'm divorced." She made eye contact with those hypnotic eyes before answering me. "And, presently and sadly," she laughed. "I'm without a boyfriend," she said rolling her eyes while laughing.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"Listen," I said suddenly feeling a psychic connecting with her gaze. "I haven't had lunch since my fiancée died."
I saw the shock that washed over her face.
"I'm sorry," I said laughing. "I've been home alone way too long with the dogs. Obviously, I forget how to communicate with a human, especially with a beautiful woman." I took a big breath. "What I meant to say was, I haven't had lunch with anyone since..."
Suddenly, she turned pale and I knew that there was more beneath the surface to this woman.
"How did she die?"
Saving me from making more of a fool of myself, she interrupted me to look at me with interest. No doubt, she wanted to know if I had killed her.
"She died suddenly...in a car accident."
I returned her look of sadness with my look of sadness.
"I'm sorry," she said wringing her hands. "I had a car accident several months ago, a very severe one, and I nearly died. I was in a coma for sixteen days."
She looked weirdly distant suddenly, as if she had left her body and someone else was speaking for her.
"To say that the accident was a life altering experience is an understatement." She pulled a handful of her hair forward. "I used to have beautiful, natural blonde hair. When I awakened from the coma, I was totally gray," she said with a laugh. "I decided to keep my gray hair as a reminder of how fleeting that life can be."
She touched me with her story, with her sensitivity and with her personality, and, of course, with her good-looks. Oddly enough and coincidentally, her accident was around the same time of Maureen's accident. After loving Maureen, never did I ever think that I could fall for in love with anyone again. Yet, love at first sight, suddenly, I was so very nervous again. I was afraid that she'd leave and I'd never see her again. I was in a panic.
Could she be Maureen? Did an Angel make a mistake, when he took my fiancée too early and by mistake? Hoping to rectify his mistake, did he put her in Kate's body? Is our meeting in the supermarket at the meat counter destiny? Here's the woman of my dreams standing in front of me and I'm tongue-tied.
I took a breath to relax. Maybe, she's Maureen reincarnated. Nah, it can't be. There's no such thing as reincarnation, or is there? Who knows?
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 23
Mark meets his deceased fiancée, Maureen, reincarnated as Kate.
Believing in ghosts, feeling their presence, sensing them, and being haunted by a ghost is one thing. Hearing voices and actually seeing spirits is quite another thing. Finally, interacting with ghosts in the way that Cosmo Topper did in Topper with Marion Kirby and in the way that Hope Lange did in The Ghost and Mrs. Muir with the deceased, Sea Captain haunting her is even more horrific. Now, something else entirely, and something that I never thought possible, I wondered if Maureen was reincarnated as Kate?
# # #
Reread, Reviewed, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 22: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
Kate's manner relaxed me, nervous in the beginning, even though I had just met her, I felt comfortable with her. Now that I found her, I didn't want her to leave me. In the way that I used to haunt the dog park looking for and hoping to see Maureen, I didn't want to haunt the supermarket while hoping to accidentally, albeit, deliberately, bump into Kate again. Before she left me forever, I needed to show her my interest in her now. I needed to know if she was as interested in me as I was interested in her.
Then, with realism ruining my imagined love story, I had dreaded thoughts that weakened my knees, dashed my hopes, and squashed my spirit. Someone who looked like her would never be without a man in her life. She was too beautiful to be alone. She was too hot to be single. She must have a husband, a boyfriend, or a lover.
'What if she's married,' I thought while fearing the worst scenario? 'What if she has a boyfriend? What if she...' I thought with a gulp. 'Plays for the other team, bats from the other side of the plate, and prefers having sex with women instead of with men? What if she's lesbian and not interested in having a sexual relationship with a man? Why are some of the most beautiful women lesbian,' I thought?
The thoughts of her having a husband, a boyfriend, or being lesbian invaded my thoughts and sucked my hope of having a love affair with her. Do I dare embarrass myself by approaching her to make my interest known? Taking a chance of making a fool of myself, worth the try, and willing to take the risk, normally, something that I wouldn't do, I stuck out my hand and introduced myself.
"Hi," I said with a big smile. "I'm Mark."
She laughed.
"Hi Mark. I'm Kate," she said smiling while shaking my hand as if we had just met at the office.
Her hand felt soft and warm. Odd that I'd find her in a supermarket instead of a dog park, finding the perfect woman, a lifelong search, sometimes, is an impossible thing to accomplish. Now that I found her, I didn't want to let her hand go. I didn't want her to leave. I tried thinking of things to say to keep her with me longer. Making me look like an insincere player on the make, the last thing that I wanted to do was to bombard her with meaningless compliments when I didn't even know the woman.
"Hi, Kate," I said giving her a warm smile. "I'm pleased to make your acquaintance."
Racking my brain, I was unable to think of anything else to say and to keep her there talking to me. In the way that I was when I first met Maureen, something that I'm not usually, I was tongue-tied. All that I could do was to stare at her. She blanked my mind with her beauty and with those eyes that reminded me so much of Maureen's eyes.
"It's nice to meet you, Mark," she said turning away and about to leave.
Putting it all out there, pushing my luck, I lightly touched her hand.
"Pardon me for being so forward. I apologize for asking you such a personal question but," I said leaving my hand on her hand to, hopefully, stop her from leaving.
Suddenly and ridiculously, with me unable to stop her from leaving, I wished I had a pair of handcuffs to handcuff her to me. When she turned to face me, and smiled at me, again, I removed my hand from her hand. She had a wonderful smile with perfect, white teeth.
Hard to believe but she was even more beautiful when she smiled. I loved her smile. Her smile immediately made me improve my posture. Her smile made me feel taller, even though I was already quite tall, over six feet. Suddenly, feeling like Jack Nicholson in As Good As It Gets, I wanted to be a better man for her in the way that he wanted to be a better man for Helen Hunt.
"Yes?" she said looking at me with those eyes again while still smiling.
With her waiting for my response, I gave her an embarrassed look. Then, I asked her the question that I needed to know her answer. Not knowing how my intrusive question would go over with her, I asked her my probingly, personal question anyway.
"Do you have someone in your life?"
Ready for rejection, I sounded too much like an insurance salesman. She probably thought that I was trying to sell her something. She looked annoyed and made a face as if I was crazy for asking her such a personal question when I had just met her.
"Pardon," she looked at me as if I had just burned her hand with a lit cigarette?
# # #
'Not very smooth, I'm such a dummy,' I thought. 'What's wrong with me? Why am I so nervous talking to this woman?
Yes, she's beautiful but I bedded lots of beautiful women. My ex-girlfriend was beautiful. Maureen was beautiful. Colleen was beautiful. Gwen was beautiful. Carol was beautiful, too.
Granted I was nervous around Maureen the first time that I met her at the dog park but why am I nervous around Kate? Am I nervous because she reminded me of Maureen? Or, am I nervous because I'm sexually attracted to her? Perhaps, a little of both. I'm nervous around her because she not only reminded me of Maureen but also, I'm sexually attracted to her.
'I needed to calm down. I needed to take a breath. I needed to talk to her as I would when talking to any other woman,' I thought. 'I didn't want her to think that there was something wrong with me.'
In the way that I blurted that out, it sounded too much as if I was trying to intrude upon her personal and private life. I sounded too much like a stalker. She looked at me oddly and I would have, too, if someone, a stranger, had asked me such a personal question as that and, in the way that I had asked it when I had just met her. I rephrased my question and smiled.
"I'm sorry. Please, forgive me for being so impetuous but," I said with a pause before continuing. "Are you married, or do you have a boyfriend," I asked, as if that wasn't invasive enough?
Hoping that she wasn't, I didn't dare ask her if she was lesbian. Clearly making her feeling uncomfortable, she gave me an embarrassed laugh and a nervous smile. Nonetheless, even if she was lesbian, with her reminding me of Maureen, to remain in close proximity to my assumed reincarnated fiancée, I'd be willing to settle being friends with her instead of lovers.
"Oh," she said with a little laugh. "No, I'm not married," she said with a smile. "I'm divorced."
'She's divorced,' I thought. 'Hopefully, she was married to a man and not to a woman.'
Melting my heart, she made eye contact with those hypnotic eyes before answering me.
"And, presently and sadly," she laughed again. "I'm without a boyfriend," she said rolling her eyes while chuckling. "The reason for the ice cream," she said holding up a pint of ice cream from her shopping cart.
'That's great,' I thought. 'Not only is she without a boyfriend but she said boyfriend instead of girlfriend. Two for two, I'm batting a thousand.'
I returned her little chuckle with my little chuckle.
"Listen," I said suddenly feeling a psychic connection with her gaze. "I haven't had lunch since my fiancée died," I said stumbling over my words and embarrassing myself again.
'Oh, my God, what's wrong with me telling her that I haven't had lunch since my fiancée died,' I thought?
Needing to reword what I said, I saw her eyes widen, her mouth open, and the shocked look that washed across her face.
"I'm sorry," I said apologizing again while laughing. "I've been home alone way too long with the dogs. Obviously, I forget how to communicate with a human, especially with a beautiful woman," I said while squeezing in my sincere compliment. I took a big breath. "What I meant to say was, I haven't had lunch with anyone since..."
Suddenly, as if she felt my pain, she turned pale. Luckily, instead of running away, she seemed interested in what more I had to say. As soon as she asked me her question, I knew that there were more layers beneath the surface of this woman.
"How did she die," she asked looking at me with interest?
Saving me from making more of a fool of myself, she interrupted me to look at me with concern. No doubt, with her not knowing anything about me, I imagined that she wanted to know if I had killed her.
"She died suddenly...in a car accident, a one car accident. She hit a tree on a rainy night," I said while trying to remove the image of Maureen dying in a mangled wreck alone.
I returned her look of sadness with my look of sadness.
# # #
"I'm sorry for your loss," she said touching my hand before wringing her hands with a pained expression.
Before she shared her personal feelings with me, she paused as if she was having second thoughts about telling me what she was thinking. Then, looking at me as if she trusted me, she opened up to share with me what had happened to her.
"I had a car accident several months ago, a very severe one, and I nearly died. I was in a coma for sixteen days. The doctors didn't think that I'd make it but, luckily, I did. Miraculously, I not only survived but also, I made a full recovery," she said with a big, self-satisfied smile.
I looked at her stunned. Kate had a car accident around the same time that Maureen had her car accident. With her having experienced the same thing, I felt better just talking to her about Maureen's accident.
'What are the odds of finding someone who understood my loss of my fiancée,' I thought? 'Again, helping me with my grief, I felt better talking to Kate about her car accident.'
"I'm glad that you're okay," I said returning her concern with my concern.
She smiled.
"Fortunately, having always exercised and dieted, except for ice cream," she said with a laugh. "And having never smoked, I was in good physical condition before the accident. That helped a lot in my recovery."
I nodded my head to show her that I agreed with her.
"Moreover, I was in a big, body on frame, real wheel drive car and wearing my seatbelt instead of being in one of those lightweight, front wheel drive, unibody construction, Japanese cars," she said. "I believe the reason why I survived is because I hit a wall instead of a tree. Had the force of energy not spread equally across the front of the car instead of having one impact area when hitting a tree or a pole, I may have died," she said. "My ex-husband was a car salesman," she said with a laugh.
'Wow! Not only is she a Red Sox and Tom Brady fan but also, she shares my love and knowledge of cars,' I thought.
"Officially, I'm an airbag tester," she said with a laugh. "They work."
# # #
She continued smiling at me as if she had noticed me in the way that I had noticed her. Able to sexually attract the most beautiful women, I was glad that I'm a tall, good-looking man, if I say so myself. I wondered if she thought that I looked like Clint Walker as Cheyenne Brodie in Cheyenne in the way that Maureen and her mother, Carol, thought that I did.
'Maybe, she didn't know who Clint Walker was,' I thought.
"Matter of fact, and oddly enough, I feel better now than I did before my car accident. Unbelievably and shockingly, I feel younger. I feel as if I have more energy. Maybe, they gave me a younger person's blood," she said with a laugh. "I don't know," she said with another laugh. "Yet, something changed inside of me to make me feel better than I ever have before."
I looked at her shocked. She feels younger. She feels as if she had more energy. She felt the best that she had ever felt before. I wanted to shake her.
'Maureen, are you in there,' I wanted to ask?
Yet, not wanting to tell her that I thought that she was my ex-fiancée reincarnated, I didn't want her to think that I had lost my mind.
'Maybe, an angel gave her a 25-year-old woman's body,' I thought was the real reason why she felt so much younger, more energetic, and better than she had ever felt before. Basically, if she was a reincarnation of Maureen, then, indeed, she is much younger than her age.'
Suddenly, demanding my full attention, she looked weirdly distant. She looked as if she had left her body and someone else was speaking for her. Hard not to see, it was her faraway look that I immediately noticed. I wondered if Maureen was channeling her spirit through Kate to let me know that she was here with me.
# # #
"To say that the accident was a life altering experience is an understatement," she said suddenly looking sad.
I watched her reach behind her neck to pull a handful of her long, lush hair forward from behind her to place over her shoulder. She looked down at her hair before looking up at me.
"My pride and joy, I used to have beautiful, natural, blonde hair," she said looking down at her handful of gray hair that was draped down her shoulder. "When I awakened from the coma, I was totally gray. I'm sure that it will turn white soon," she said with a laugh and pushing her hair behind her back. "Instead of dying my hair, I decided to keep my gray hair as a reminder of how fleeting that life can be," she said with a shrug.
She touched me with the tragedy of her life and death story. In the same way that Maureen had touched me, Kate enamored me with her keen sensitivity and with her easygoing personality. She held my interest, of course, with her beauty. Now, no longer nervous and with her easy to talk to, in the same way that it was easy to talk to Maureen, I couldn't help but wonder if she was Maureen reincarnated.
Oddly enough and coincidentally enough, her automobile accident was around the same time of Maureen's car accident. After falling head over heels in love with Maureen, never did I think that I could fall for in love with anyone again. Yet, unbelievably, love at first sight, I felt the same way about Kate as I felt about Maureen.
Suddenly, just when I thought my nervousness was over, I was nervous again. I was afraid that she'd leave and I'd never see her again. I was in a panic while wondering how I could make her stay with me longer. As if I was suddenly psychic, as if a paranormal medium was speaking to me, I had unspeakable thoughts.
'Could she be Maureen reincarnated,' I wondered? 'In the way of that movie, Heaven Can Wait, did an angel make a mistake, when he took my fiancée's soul from her body too early? Hoping to rectify his mistake, did he put her in another available of a woman who had just awakened from a coma? Did he put Maureen in Kate's body? Is our chance meeting in the supermarket and at the meat counter our preplanned and prearranged destiny designed by the angel,' I thought?
Here's the woman of my dreams standing in front of me and I'm tongue-tied. I took a breath to relax. She's as tall, as sexy, and as shapely as Maureen. Moreover, my type of woman, she has big breasts.
'Maybe, she's Maureen reincarnated,' I thought again. 'Maybe, I didn't lose her after all. Maybe, she's returned to me in the image of Kate. How wonderful would that be?'
Nah, it can't be. There's no such thing as reincarnation, or is there? There are some religions that believe in reincarnation and that the dead return as someone else. Who knows? With the dead not talking, no one knows for sure if there's such a phenomena as reincarnation.'
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 23:
Kate told me that she was in a serious car accident. She told me that she could have and should have died. Maybe, she was supposed to die and had died in that accident. Maybe, an angel had intervened and kept her alive. Maybe, Maureen wasn't supposed to die in her accident. Again, maybe, an angel intervened and took Maureen too soon.
Maybe, an angel tried to rectify his mistake by placing Maureen in Kate's body. If I believed in miracles, I'd believe in that. Believing in reincarnation gave me hope that I haven't lost Maureen but have found her in Kate.
'Alas, sadly, nothing more than speculation and wishful thinking,' I thought. 'It's crazy to think that Maureen is reincarnated as Kate. Grasping at straws, I'm still grieving over losing the love of my life. No doubt, I'll never get over her but with Kate's help, maybe, I will.'
Yet, with their already a precedent, just as what happened in that movie, Heaven Can Wait, did Maureen's angel, hoping to save her from her pain and her suffering, make a mistake, and take her soul too soon? Was Maureen supposed to have survived that horrific, car accident when hitting a tree? Then, when the angel tried to fix his mistake, was Kate's body the only body available for Maureen to inhabit to return to me?
Maybe, it wasn't Maureen's decision to make which body she'd inhabit. Maybe, because I'm a 50-year-old man, engaged to a 25-year-old woman, the angel decided on his own to put her in a body that was closer to my age. I don't know how Maureen would feel about suddenly being a forty-something-year-old woman instead of 25-year-old woman. Yet, no matter her age, as long as she's healthy, she's better alive, albeit, in someone else's older body than being dead.
I looked at Kate while looking for any residual clues of Maureen as evidence to my crazy supposition of life after death. Other than her eyes, the same beautiful eyes as Maureen's eyes, albeit, a different color, Kate looked a little like Maureen. In the way that Kate talked and moved, with them having similar mannerisms and expressions, she reminded me of Maureen.
She was tall, beautiful, and had the same shapely and sexy body with big tits. Moreover, she nearly died around the same time that Maureen died. There's my clue, and that's my proof that Kate is, indeed, Maureen. Or, was that just a coincidence? Latching onto hope, am I kidding myself that Maureen is still alive and reincarnated as Kate and inhabiting her body?
Definitely and without a doubt, Kate was as hot as was Maureen if not hotter. In that physical regard, albeit older, when I looked closer, Kate looked a lot like Maureen. Only, where Maureen was younger, Kate was older by more than 20 years. By teasing me with the thought that Kate may be Maureen, was Heaven sending me a message for me to stay with a woman my own age? A message I'd be happy to take, if only Kate would have me, I'd be a happy man.
Only, with her on her way to checkout to pay for her groceries and with the chance that I'd lose her and never see her again, I had to act fast to stop her from leaving the store. Again, hoping that she was just as interested in me as I was interested in her, I had to think of something witty, funny, romantic, intelligent, and/or sexually insightful to say to delay her departure. Not able to think of anything to say to stop her from leaving, I asked her the obvious question.
"Would you have lunch with me?"
# # #
There, I said it. Hoping not to make a fool of myself, I put myself out there by telling her that I was interested in her enough to invite her to lunch. If this was meant to be, and if she was, indeed, my Maureen, she'd say yes to my luncheon invitation. Yet, maybe, Kate doesn't know that she's Maureen reincarnated. Maybe, Maureen doesn't know that she's reincarnated as Kate. Maybe, she's not reincarnated. Maybe, she's her own person given a second chance at life.
Preparing myself for rejection, while hoping she'd say yes, I watched her while trying to read her body language. I thought of all the restaurants that I could take her. I wondered what she ate for lunch. Hoping, while waiting for her to accept my invitation to lunch, she looked at her watch and back at me. Instead of saying yes or no to my lunch invitation, she asked me a question.



"What do we do with our groceries? I have things that will spoil if not refrigerated," she said holding up her container of ice cream again and smiling.
Relieved that she was interested in spending more time with me, only our groceries stood in our way of finding everlasting love. I wanted to take her carriage with mine, roll them down the aisle, and leave. Who cares about groceries, when I'm about to rekindle my love affair again with my dream woman reincarnated in someone else's body? Needing to think of something to say that would appease her and make her stay with me, at least long enough for me to talk to her over lunch, I took a longshot that she'd agree.
Again, if she was Maureen and if this was meant to be, she'd go with me whatever the Hell I said and wherever I wanted her to go. With there a reason for everything, I was sure that she was Maureen. I could not only sense her but also, I could feel her. Unbelievable but true, crazy of me to even think that thought, I know that Kate is the reincarnation of my deceased fiancée.
"We can drop off our groceries and meet back here," I said while hoping she'd agree to my idea.
I hoped to allay any safety concerns that she may have in being alone with a total stranger by asking her to meet me back at the supermarket, a public place before going to a restaurant, another public place.
# # #
She smiled.
"I have a better idea," she said with another smile and a thoughtful pause before continuing. "After we pay for our groceries, why don't you follow me home," she said giving me a sexy smile? "You can help me with my bundles. Then, I'll follow you home and I can help you with your bundles," she said giving me a naughty look.
She's inviting me to her home. She invited herself to my home. That sounded like a good plan to me. Never wanting this day to end, I'd do anything to remain longer in her company.
'Okay,' I thought.
"Yeah, sure, as long as you don't look at my messy house," I said with a laugh and feeling good that she obviously trusted me enough to ask me to her house. "Like I said, I've been alone for a while," I said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Normally, I don't invite strangers, especially strange men, to follow me home and help me with my bundles nor do I volunteer to go to a strange man's house unescorted but, for some reason, I feel safe with you," she said smiling up at me. "For some strange reason," she said with a laugh. "I trust you."
Oddly enough, she looked at me as if she knew me. She looked at me, as if trying to place my face. She looked at me as if she trusted me not to rape and murder her.
"There's something in your eyes that looks familiar," she said staring in my eyes. "It's weird but I feel as if I've met you somewhere before long ago," she said while smiling at me. "Somehow, I feel as if I know you."
She laughed.
"Me too. I got that same feeling when I looked in your eyes. You have big, beautiful, brown eyes," I said.
She smiled.
"Thank you," she said.
I returned her smile with my smile.
"I think that this could be the beginning of a beautiful relationship," I said with another big smile and a hopeful expression.
Then, out of the clear blue, she looked at me as if she recognized me.
"My dad loved old westerns," she said with a laugh. "You remind me of Clint Walker when he played Cheyene Brodie in Cheyene," she said with another laugh. "That's who you remind me of," she said. "He loved that show, along with Rawhide, Gunsmoke, Bonanza, and Have Gun Will Travel," she said.
I returned her smile with my smile again.
"You're not the first person who told me that," I said. "Thank you for the compliment."
# # #
Afraid that she'd think me crazy, I wanted to tell her about that movie, Heaven Can Wait, but I figured that reference can wait, at least, until I got to know her better. I didn't want her to think that I was attracted to her because she reminded me of someone else, my dead fiancée. I didn't want her to think that I was totally strange and that the only reason why I was attracted to her was because I thought she was the reincarnation of my deceased girlfriend. I'm sure that would go over really big.
"I couldn't help but notice your hands when you touched my hand," she said looking down at my hands. "You have big hands. Women notice men's hands," she said with a laugh. "Your hands are strong with long fingers and clean fingernails."
I laughed.
"Yeah," I said looking at my fingernails before looking back at her. "I don't like getting my fingernails dirty."
She looked at me with curiosity.
"What do you do?"
I smiled at her.
"Do? You mean for a living? For work?"
She smiled again.
"Yes," she laughed at my clumsy conversation. "What's your occupation?"
I shrugged.
"I write. I'm a writer," I said. "I write novels. After having had early success writing a couple of bestsellers, I retired early from the rat race of getting up to go to work every day."
I paused to look at her reaction to me telling that I'm a writer.
"I work from home now," I said. "I'm free to write whatever I want to write, and whenever I want to write it. Not having to dance to the drumbeat of an agent or to a publisher is what every writer wanted but few writers ever get. I was lucky. Now they solicit me, instead me having to solicit them."
She smiled.
"A writer? She looked at me impressed. "I never met a writer before. My last boyfriend was a school administrator. My ex-husband was a salesman," she said giving me a smile. "What have you written that I may have read?"
I laughed.
"Unless you're into fiction, I doubt if you've read anything that I've written," I said with another laugh. "I figure you for romance. Am I right?"
She laughed, too.
"As if you know me, you are right. I love reading romance novels, watching soap operas, and watching corny, Hallmark movies," she said with a laugh. "No doubt, because I'm hungry for love," she said looking at me with a look of sexual expectancy and intimacy. "I'm a sap for a good, love story," she said smiling.
I nodded my head to show her that I not only was listening but also that I understood. Moreover, having the edge, with them having another thing in common, a typical woman thing to do, Maureen loved reading romance novels, watching soap operas, and watching Hallmark movies, too. Much like Kate, she was a sap for a good, love story, too.
# # #
"And what about you? What do you do?"
She laughed.
"Believe it or not, I used to model," she said putting her hand behind her head, pushing out her hip, and striking a sexy pose.
Instead of looking at me proud, she looked at me as if she was ashamed instead of having modeled in her past. Loving the idea that she used to model, I stared at her approvingly. A natural, when she posed like that, even with her gray hair, especially with her gray hair, I could imagine her walking down a runway modeling clothes.
"Obviously," I said taking that as an invitation to look at her sexy and shapely body longer. She was tall, and with her heels, she was nearly my height. "I could tell that about you. You look like a model," I said with a smile. "You definitely, have the body to model clothes."
She smiled, too, while striking another pose.
"Thank you," she said. "It was long ago and such a brief period of my life. I modeled while I was in college and continued modeling while I earned my master's degree. If nothing else, it paid the bills but, having to fend off the advances of so many men, especially photographers, male models, and talent agents, it was too fast of a life for me. Now, more able to go with the flow in a sedate lifestyle, I'm a public, high school teacher," she said.
'Another similarity. This never ends,' I thought. 'Maureen was a teacher, too.'
"That's an interesting career path going from modeling to teaching,' I said. I seized the moment to pay her another compliment. "I wish I had a teacher who looked like you when I was in high school. All my teachers were short, fat, and had mustaches, including the women," I said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Well, I don't have a mustache," she said still laughing again. "When I was modeling, they wanted to put me under contract, but I thought better of it. Between the catcalls and the rejections, I modeled enough to know that it wasn't the profession for me," she said.
She continued to give me insight into who she was.
"I don't like always having that kind of adulation and attention. Believe it or not, I'm shyly reserved. A home body, I don't party much. I prefer sitting on a couch while having a glass of wine and reading a good book."
She waited for me to respond and when I didn't, she continued.
"Besides, I didn't want to move to New York and throw myself in the fast life of fashion photographers, pushy agents, and impromptu invitations to parties that I'd regret going to the next day. A career that usually ended at thirty-years-old, I'm glad that I stayed in school and finished my education," she said.
I couldn't help myself from thinking about Maureen again.
"A teacher, huh? That's weird. My fiancée was a special, needs teacher. She taught children who had Autism and learning disabilities. She wanted to return to school to finish her Master's degree."
She smiled.
"A special needs teacher is an admirable profession. I don't have the patience for that, I'm afraid," she said. "The students that I teach test my patience enough without trying to teach children with special physical and emotional needs. I don't know how someone can teach children with so many difficulties to overcome," she said.
'Beginning to have a long list, the similarities continued adding up. She's a teacher and Maureen was a teacher, too,' I thought again.
# # #
"What was her name?"
Before I even said her name, I envisioned Maureen standing behind Kate as a ghostly figure. I imagined her smiling at me. She seemed pleased that I found her replacement. She seemed to like her as much as I was enamored with Kate.
"Maureen," I said.
Kate laughed and blew me away with her response.
"Maureen? No kidding, that's a weird coincidence," she said with another laugh. "My mother's name is Maureen. Named after her, my middle name is Maureen. My real name is Katherine Maureen, but ever since I was a little girl everyone called me Kate and it stuck," she said.
She beamed me a smile.
"For some reason, maybe because it was my Mom's name, I always liked the name Maureen and wished she had named me that, instead of Katherine. Maureen rolled off the tongue easier than Katherine or Kate," she said looking at me with those eyes, those hauntingly, beautiful eyes.
I turned my cart towards the checkout line.
"Well, Katherine Maureen, what do you say we head on up to the checkout line and continue our spur of the moment, unofficial, and impromptu date," I asked her with a laugh?
She returned my laugh with her laugh.
"Okay, sure. I'd like that," she said touching my arm. "Yet, with the both of us pushing shopping carts, unless your sexual fetish is food and food shopping, I don't consider this much of a date," she said with another laugh.
# # #
I followed her home and helped with her bundles. It was weird seeing what she bought at the grocery store on a weekly basis. She bought many of the same grocery items that I bought.
With her no longer needing to pay monthly rent, jumping way ahead of myself, I couldn't help but think of the money she'd save if she moved in with me, and we lived together. We were both ripe for a love relationship. She was easy to know. As if we already were boyfriend and girlfriend, half the battle, something not easy to do, we already made an immediate connection.
"Well, everything is put away," I said stuffing the last box of rice in her kitchen cabinet.
She turned to me and smiled.
"Thank you," she said leaning to me to kiss me on the cheek. "Just let me change my clothes and powder my nose," she said disappearing in her bedroom and closing the door before disappearing in her bathroom.
Surprised that she kissed me, albeit on the cheek, I was tempted to quickly turn my head and kiss her on the lips. Moving too fast, nevertheless, missing my opportunity, I wished that I had turned my head and kissed her on her mouth. Yet, again, I didn't want to rush her, especially if she really wasn't Maureen reincarnated as Katherine Maureen. Taking it slower, with me already in her house, this potential love affair was already on the fast track.
Replacing her Red Sox, baseball cap and her Tom Brady jersey, she emerged from her bedroom wearing a button blouse and a short skirt. She fixed her hair and redid her makeup. She looked more like a sexy woman than a sports fan. I liked the look.
She smelled good, clean, and fresh. She smelled as if she had just emerged from the shower. I couldn't help but imagine her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. In the way that I had done with Maureen, Colleen, Gwen, and Carol, I imagined taking a shower with her. I imagined pressing her naked body up the shower wall and making out with her while making love to her.
"Are you ready to see my messy house?"
She laughed.
"Lead the way she said."
To be continued...
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Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Ch. 24
A romantic, love affair with my deceased fiancée, Maureen, reincarnated as Kate.
Continued from Chapter 23: Mature Man & Maiden Maureen
I followed her home and helped with her bundles. It was weirdly insightful seeing what she bought at the grocery store on a weekly basis. She bought many of the same grocery items that I bought.
If she moved in with me, with her no longer needing to pay monthly rent, jumping way ahead of myself, nevertheless, I couldn't help but think of the money she'd save if we lived together. We were both ripe for a love relationship. No longer nervous talking to her, she was easy to know. As if we already were boyfriend and girlfriend, half the battle, something not easy to do, we already made an immediate, romantic connection.
"Well, everything is put away," I said stuffing the last box of rice in her kitchen cabinet.
She turned to me and smiled.
"Thank you," she said leaning to me to kiss me on the cheek. "Just let me change my clothes and powder my nose," she said disappearing in her bedroom and closing her bedroom door behind her before disappearing in her bathroom.
Surprised that she kissed me, albeit on the cheek, I was tempted to quickly turn my head and kiss her on the lips. Yet, moving too fast, nevertheless, missing my opportunity to kiss her, I wished that I had turned my head and kissed her on her mouth. Again, I didn't want to rush her, especially if she really wasn't Maureen reincarnated as Katherine Maureen. Taking it slower, with me already in her house, this potential love affair was already on the fast track. Filled with sexual anticipation, I was eager to see how far this would go.
Having changed her from a Yankees and Jets fan, she replaced her Red Sox, baseball cap and her Tom Brady jersey when she emerged from her bedroom wearing a button blouse and a short skirt. She had fixed her hair, redid her makeup, and wore perfume. Now, she looked more like a sexy woman than she did a sports fan on her way to a baseball or a football game. I liked the look.
She smelled good. She smelled clean and fresh. She smelled as if she had just emerged from the shower. Filled with sexual anticipation, I couldn't wait for her to follow me home.
Something that sexually excited me to do, I couldn't wait to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I couldn't wait to unbutton her blouse and remove it before unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt and removing that, too. Hoping that it would come to that, I couldn't wait to see Kate in her bra and panties. I couldn't wait to see her topless. I couldn't wait to see her naked.
Something that I could only imagine, I couldn't help but imagine her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. In the way that I had done with Maureen, Colleen, Gwen, and Carol, now one of my favorite things to do, after striping her naked, I imagined taking a shower with her. I imagined pressing my naked body up against her naked body. I imagined gently pushing her up against the shower wall. I imagined making out with her while making love to her.
"Are you ready to see my messy house," I asked with a laugh?
She laughed, too.
"Lead the way," she said.
# # #
Mature Man & Maiden Maureen, Chapter 24:
Continuing where he sexually left off with Maureen, Mark and Kate have marathon sex.
We both got back in our cars and she followed me home. Figuring that I'd rather eat in with her than eat out, debating if I should order pizza or Chinese food, hoping she liked Chinese food, I ordered Chinese takeout as I drove to my house. The timing of the delivery surprised her, when it arrived only a few minutes after I gave her a tour of my house. Stranger than the feeling that I received when her fingers touched my hand, and even stranger than the familiar sense that I felt when I first looked in her eyes, was when she met Missy for the first time.
'Oh, my God,' I thought while watching Missy's reaction to meeting Kate for the first time.
That was quite the sight to see. I wished I had recorded her reaction and sent it to America's Funniest Home Videos. Kate received a better greeting from Missy than I ever received from her when coming home. Oddly enough, I never would have believed it had I not seen it, but Missy greeted her in the way that she greeted Maureen.
In the way that Missy reacted when meeting Kate was conclusive proof that she was, indeed, Maureen reincarnated. Never had this dog been as excited as she was now. Even though Polo excitedly greeted her too, the hyper Rat terrier that he always is, he was docile in comparison to Missy's greeting her pack leader.
Other than Maureen, never has Missy greeted anyone in that way. She was wildly crazy. As if she had missed her after not seeing her in a long time, she let out this big, unearthly howl. Happy to see Maureen, no doubt, even if she was reincarnated as Kate, especially if she was reincarnated as Kate, Missy's howl scared me, it was so loud. In the way that I suspected who Kate was, Missy knew who she was. As far as that dog was concerned, and as far as I was now concerned, she was Maureen.
In the way that she ran to her, at first, I thought she was going to attack her. Before I could react and come to her rescue, something she never did with anyone before, she jumped up on her and put her big paws on her shoulders. Holding her in place with her big paws, she licked her face while whining. Who said dogs are dumb?
I wished I could have licked Kate's face in that way. Missy's tail wagged faster than I've ever seen her tail wag before. I thought her tail was going to launch itself from her big body and fly across the room. From that time and every time thereafter, that dog was with her. She never left her side. Animals know and just as I suspected she was, she knew that Kate was Maureen, too.
# # #
We ate our lunch, talked, and laughed, while sharing a bottle of wine out on the back porch, and watching the dogs play in the fenced-in backyard. Talking about everything and laughing over nothing, we discussed our entire lives in a matter of a few hours. If I closed my eyes, sitting there with her felt as if I was sitting with Maureen and drinking our wine in the way we used to drink our coffee while watching the dogs play.
Finally feeling at peace with her unknowingly helping me to grieve over Maureen, being with her felt free, easy, and right. Being with Kate allowed me to forget Maureen, perhaps, because, she was my decease fiancée, reincarnated. I felt as if I've known her much longer than a day. Then, making my move, when she stood to look out at the dogs, sensing the time was right, I stood beside her. When she turned to look at me, I looked in her eyes, took her in my arms, and kissed her.
Our first kiss, it was a light but meaningful kiss. A kiss without tongues that quickly became more passionate. With her the same height and having the same shapely body as Maureen, I felt as if I was kissing the lost love of my life, again. Then, when I parted her lips, she opened her mouth and surrendered her tongue to me. Our first French kiss, a sure sign that she liked me as much as I like her, with us having an instant, sexual connection, we made out as if we were horny teenagers.
Strangely enough, all the other times I made out with a woman, even with Maureen, one of my favorite, sexual things to do, I couldn't wait to feel her breasts and cup her ass in my horny hands through her clothes. Only this time, maybe, because she was older, and closer to my age, I was more respectfully reserved and patient. Strange that I'd admit this after having had so much sex with Maureen, Colleen, Gwen, and Carol, I was more sexually excited with Kate's kiss than I was by the sexual anticipation of touching and feeling her body.
That's not to say that I rejected her body and didn't want to touch her, feel her, and caress every fold of her beautiful skin, I wanted to do all of that and more. Yet, this time, taking things slower, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I controlled myself. This time, I wanted to take my time and enjoy the moment with her in my arms. This time, knowing in advance that she was the one, and fortunate enough to do this all over again, I wanted to savor the memory of our first kiss and our first touch.
Making a new memory, I wanted the first kiss, the first touch, and the first feel of her beautiful body permanently etched in my mind. Only, seemingly, with her unable to control her wild side, she sexually surprised me. She had something else in mind. In the way that Colleen kept her hand in contact with my naked prick the first time that I met her, when I carried her from the front door to my bedroom, Kate made her sexually forward move first.
# # #
As if she was the man and I was the woman, she surprised me when she reached down and felt my bulge through my pants. It wasn't until she touched and felt my erect penis through my jeans first that I explored her body through her clothes while making out with her. First, I felt her shapely ass by slowly, sliding my horny hand down and moving my hand along the backside of her short skirt while kissing her. Then, sexually enjoying what I felt, I squeezed her firm, round ass again, through her clothes.
Not stopping there, with my tongue buried in her mouth, I reached my horny hand up and felt and gently squeezed her breast through her blouse and bra. I fondled one big tit before fondling her other big tit. A good sign, she didn't stop me from touching her and feeling her in that sexual way. She was as sexually aroused by my kisses, touches, and feels as much as I was sexually excited by her kisses, touches, and feels. Then, when I slid my palm across her breasts, her nipples fully erected.
'She has big nipples,' I thought. 'I love a woman who not only has big breasts but also who have big nipples, too.'
As if it belonged there, her hand felt good on my cock, even if it was only through my jeans. She had this neat way of feeling the length of me, while grabbing me, as if she was a blind woman feeling an erect prick for the first time. Seeming, she enjoyed exploring the length and the girth of my erect penis. Driving me wild and making me horny, she fingered the head of my cock with her long, manicured fingertips.
Then, when I reached my horny hand beneath her short skirt and between her long and shapely legs, and cupped her pussy through her panties, she gasped. When I tickled her panty clad pussy with my fingertips, the passion of her kisses increased as I slowly slid my fingers along her pussy slit while applying a little pressure against her clit through her panties. Again, one of my favorite, sexual things to do, it felt unbelievably wonderful to touch and feel her through our clothes while making out with her.
In the way that Maureen did with Colleen, her best friend, in the way that I did with her sister, Gwen, and in the way that I did with her mother, Carol, I couldn't wait to take my time slowly, undressing her. Again, filled with sexual anticipation, I couldn't wait to remove her clothes. I couldn't wait to see Kate in her bra and panties. I couldn't wait to see her topless. I couldn't wait to see her naked.
Not stopping with just stripping her naked, I couldn't wait to be naked with her. I couldn't wait to have sex with her. I couldn't wait to make love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her. I couldn't wait to make her my woman for the rest of my life.
# # #
"Where's your bedroom," she asked, again surprising me by her sexual forwardness?
With her seemingly, as eager to have sex with me as much as I was eager to have sex with her, she sexually seduced me in the way that I usually, sexually seduce women.
"It's been a while since I've made love," she said again surprising me by her sexual anticipation and forwardness.
Kate wanted to make love. She wanted to have sexual intercourse with me. Instead of Kate saying that, her possibly being the re-embodiment of Maureen, I imagined my deceased fiancée saying that.
"I really need to get laid," she said whispering and laughing in my ear. "I need you to fuck me," she said talking dirty to me while making sure that I understood her meaning.
Again, as if I was about to have sexual intercourse with and fuck Maureen instead of Kate, I imagined my old lover saying that instead of my new lover saying that. Especially with the promise of dirty talk, another thing that she had in common with Maureen, our first time together was not only special but also too easy. It all seemed so right. Someone who looked like her could have anyone. Yet, she had chosen to sexually be with me.
Obviously, she wanted to make love to me as much as I wanted to make love with her. If this was Maureen reincarnated as Kate, to be honest, I was glad that she looked more like a mature forty-something-year-old woman than an immature 25-year-old woman. With her not telling me how old she was, nor would I dare ask, I figured she was in her mid-forties.
Had she dyed her hair back to her natural, blonde color, she'd looked like she was in her thirties, especially when the light was right. When she still looked this good right now, I could see why she was hired to model back then. With everyone looking better when they're younger, I could only imagine how stunning she must have looked when she was in her early twenties.
"Follow me," I said taking her by her hand as if I was the spider taking her to my web.
Glad that I had made my bed, I kicked my dirty socks under the bed as I walked by them. Just as it was magical kissing her standing up, it was even more, sexually exciting kissing while lying next to her. With my erotic excitement increasing with every feel of her shapely body and with every long, wet kiss, I continued making out with her. I touched, felt, and fondled her everywhere through her clothes and she did the same to me.
'I'm about to see Kate naked. I can't wait to see her without her clothes,' I thought.
Yet, not in a rush to see her naked, taking my time touching her and feeling her, even though I loved feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra, nonetheless, I couldn't wait to see her in her bra and panties. Again, sexually anticipating the sight of her naked breasts, I couldn't wait to see her topless. I couldn't wait to see, touch, feel, and fondle her big, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Continually telling myself to slow down, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, nonetheless, again, I couldn't wait to see her naked.
I wanted the memory of our first time together to be something special and that I'd remember for the rest of my life. I didn't want the memory to be a ruined blur because I was too horny and too hot for her to enjoy the moment. Nonetheless, even though I wanted to take my sweet time with foreplay, I couldn't help myself from feeling her through her clothes while undressing her.
# # #
Button by slow button, I unbuttoned her blouse in between long, wet kisses and loving touches. My horny hands were all over her breasts while feeling her big tits through her D cup bra. I imagined that her breasts were as shapely as Maureen's double, D cup breasts, Colleen's surgically enhanced, D cup breasts, Gwen's double D cup breasts, and Carol's double, D cup breasts. I was sure that the imagined shape of Kate's naked breasts would remind me of Maureen's huge, shapely breasts.
Then, sexually shocking me, not sharing my desire to enjoy the moment and make this our lasting memory by not undressing her too fast, she stood, unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt. Then, she unbuttoned the rest of her blouse, and removed that too. Slow down I wanted to tell her, but too sexually excited by the mere sight of seeing her in her bra and panties, I enjoyed the impromptu, striptease show that she gave me of her beautiful body. As good as she looked with her clothes, she looked even better without her clothes.
Clearly, she wanted me to see her in her sexy lingerie before seeing her naked as much as I wanted to see her in her sexy lingerie before seeing her naked. She wanted me to see her without her clothes as much as I wanted to see her without her clothes. Moreover, she wanted to see me without my clothes as much as I wanted her to see me without my clothes. She wanted to see me naked as much as I wanted her to see me naked. With us both on the same, sexual page, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
Now, with her adorned in my favorite woman's outfit of choice, even better than seeing her naked, seeing her standing before me in her sexy, low-cut bra and white, sheer, bikini panties was a sight to behold. No longer able to take my time before having sex, I stood to remove my pants. Again, sexually surprising me, she stopped me. In the way that I had wanted to do to her before she removed her clothes herself, she reached her hands out, unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned my pants, and pulled down my zipper.
"Allow me," she said.
She laughed while pushing my pants down to my knees. She stared at my erect prick that tented my underwear in the way that I stared at her big breasts behind her sexy brassiere. She seemed to be as sexually arouse seeing me in my underwear as much as I was sexually excited seeing her in her sexy lingerie.
With me wanting to take my sweet time with her, making me feel that I was her boytoy, she was in a rush to strip me naked. Then, pressing her hands against my muscular chest, she pushed me back on my bed with a laugh. As if I was the woman and she was the man, she removed my shoes, my socks, and pulled off my jeans. Next she unbuttoned my shirt and removed that along with my tee shirt. Clearly, she wanted to strip me naked as much as I wanted to strip her naked.
She made me feel as if she was an emergency room nurse and I was an accident victim needing to be prepped for the doctors examination and emergency surgery. Now, with me just in my briefs and her in her bra and panty, we resumed making out. Only this time, with both of us in our underwear, we had more access to one another's bodies. She touched and felt my chest and my underwear clad ass and penis as much as I touched and felt her bra clad breasts and underwear clad ass and pussy.
# # #
Again, as if she was the man and I was the woman, she continued her sexual assault of my nearly, naked body. She stuck her hand down my underwear and grabbed my naked cock, while I felt her breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her bra. Then, when she pushed my briefs down and pulled out my cock, she slowly stroked me to a harder erection while staring down at my naked prick. Sexually exciting me even more than I was before, she wanted to see my naked prick as much as I wanted to show her my naked prick.
Not typical of me, with me seemingly starstruck, I had fallen behind in my sexual exploration of her beautiful, bra and panty clad body. Following her lead, finally, I stuck my horny hand down her panty and cupped her pussy in the palm of my hand. Then, parting her pussy lips with my finger, sexually exploring her, I felt her warm wetness.
She was already very wet. No doubt, by the passion of her kisses and in the way she so quickly stripped off my clothes but for my briefs, indeed, again, she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her. Now eager to return the favor, I couldn't wait to strip her naked, too. I couldn't wait to mount her and make love to her.
My only issue was wrapping my head around all of that's unexpectedly happened so quickly. Having just met her at the supermarket, believing her to be Maureen's reincarnated soul living in Kate's body, here I am in bed with, yet, another woman. Never have I sexually been with as many women in such a short time. First Maureen, then, Colleen and Gwen, finally, Carol, and now Kate. Never have I bedded a woman as fast, not even Maureen.



Excluding Colleen, Gwen, and Carol, casual sex never happened to me. I always had to work for it, in the way that I worked to have sex with Maureen. Only, I wasn't considering this casual sex. I was thinking of this, our first, real, sexual union together. In the way that I thought of having sex with Maureen, I considered this as the real deal when having sex with Kate.
Definitely, and without a doubt, she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her. That mutual, sexual desire helped the both of us get what we both wanted. Still, all of this was surreally weird. Never have I met anyone like her. Never have I had such an immediate, sexual connection with anyone except for Maureen.
# # #
After Maureen haunted me, after I no longer felt her presence, and after I mourned her loss again, as if she had just died, when her spirit left me, I kept thinking that this is Maureen when this was Kate. Helping me in my grief to get over her, I wanted to believe that Maureen had rejuvenated in Kate's body. Not wanting her to think me crazy, not wanting her to think that I was still sad in my loss of Maureen to imagine that Kate was her re-embodied, my paranormal secret, I didn't tell her.
Maybe, it was just the writer in me and my imagination that made me want to believe that there was a Heaven with angels, a Hell with the devil, and souls able to return to life in reincarnation. Only, in the way that Maureen and Gwen could have been twins, except for their sexual peccadilloes, Maureen and Kate had much in common that they could have been sisters. Besides, the only proof that I needed, Missy knew that Kate was Maureen and that was plenty enough for me.
In the way that Kate looked at me, she reminded me of the way that Maureen used to look at me. In the way that Kate kissed me and blanked my mind with her deep, wet, passionate kisses made me think that she was Maureen. No one, not Colleen, not Gwen, and not Carol, had ever kissed me in the way that Maureen had kissed me and now, in the way that Kate kissed me, too.
In the way that Kate felt in my arms, she felt as if I was about to make love to Maureen. Desperately wanting to believe, with not just one thing hitting me over the head to make me believe that Kate was Maureen, it was all the little, subtle things combined that not only made me believe that she was. When adding up all of the similarities, she had me scratching my head and looking at her cross-eyed. Indeed, they had too many things in common for Kate not to be Maureen reincarnated.
With them both beautiful and the same height, both had haunting eyes and similar bodies with big tits. They both loved the Boston Red Sox and Tom Brady. They both were school teachers. They had the same laugh and sounded alike when the talked. They loved romance novels, soap operas, and Hallmark movies. They not only both kissed me in that same passionate way but they both enjoyed talking dirty. The final proof was the way that Missy acted around her. I've never seen that dog greet anyone like that, not Colleen, not Gwen, not Carol, and not even me, except for Maureen.
# # #
Filling me with horniness and sexual anticipation, I watched her slide down the bed to take me in her mouth. Oh, my God, my beautiful ex-model, sexy, school teacher, and soon to be live-in, permanent girlfriend, I hoped, is blowing me for the first time. I wanted to remember every second of this unexpected, sexual experience. Looking down at her while she stared up at me with her big, brown, beautiful eyes, and with my stiff prick buried in her mouth, I watched her stroking me while sucking me.
As if I was dreaming or sexually fantasizing, hard for me to believe, I couldn't believe Kate was sucking my cock. Every time she stared up at me with her big, beautiful eyes and with my cock buried in her mouth, she reminded me of Maureen blowing me. With Maureen giving me the best blowjobs that I ever had in my life, Kate gave me as good if not better oral sex than the blowjobs that I've received from Maureen. Indeed, not an easy thing to do, she was a more talented cocksucker than Colleen, Gwen, and/or Carol.
I couldn't wait to return the favor of oral sex. I couldn't wait to move between her long legs for an up close and in depth look at her pussy. I couldn't wait to move my mouth between her shapely thighs to rub her clit while licking her pussy, and finger fucking her in the way that she stroked and sucked me. I couldn't wait to eat her in the way that she blew me.
Only, being the breast man that I am, I needed to see her breasts first. Seeing her tits, touching her tits, feeling her tits, and fondling her tits, while sucking her erect nipples would really, sexually excite me. I needed to see her naked breasts before going down on her. While licking her, I needed to reach up to fondle her big, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
As if giving me an interactive blowjob, she sucked me, while bobbing her head up and down and side to side. She made all of those wonderful, slurping, cocksucking sounds that I love to hear. Clearly, she not only sounded like but also, she looked like she enjoyed blowing me as much as I enjoyed her blowing me. I'm glad that her sucking my cock made her as sexually aroused as she made me sexually excited. If I closed my eyes, I wouldn't be able to tell if Maureen or Kate was blowing me.
# # #
Unable to wait any longer, I reached around her and unhooked her bra. Then, slowly, wanting to remember and preserve the memory of seeing her naked breasts forever, I lowered her bra straps and removed her arms, first one and then the other. As if her bra straps were ribbons on a gift, wrapped package, I unwrapped her. Without removing her bra cups, needing the imagined image of her breasts to fill my mind before having the sight of them widening my eyes, I needed to fill my hands with her big, naked tits first.
Before removing her bra, with great and impatience, and sexual anticipation, I felt her breasts through her bra again. Only, this time, after I felt her breasts through her bra, still keeping her unhooked bra in place, I reached my horny hand beneath and inside her bra to feel her breasts and finger her erect nipples, first one and then the other. They felt magnificent. As firm as they felt soft, she had spectacular tits.
Finally, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, ready to see her naked breasts, I reached down for her, and removed her bra. I stared at her naked breasts while feeling her naked tits and fingering her erect nipples. Her breasts were perfect, D cup breasts. In the way they were so shapely, her big tits reminded me of Maureen's huge breasts only just a little smaller.
Tit for dick, with her still sucking my cock, I continued caressing her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. As soon as I took her nipples between my fingers, she took my cock deeper in her mouth. As soon as I pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples, I could feel her sexual arousal increase. I was glad that I had sexually aroused her as much as she had sexually excited me. It felt unbelievable to feel her breasts in my hands with my cock buried in her mouth.
# # #
With her still on her knees on my bed sucking me, a long reach, even for my long arms, I sat up and leaned forward. I reached my horny hand inside her panties. I cupped her pussy in my big hand and played with her trimmed, pubic hair before parting her pussy lips to insert my finger. Teasing her clit with my finger, I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy. As soon as I played with and began masturbating her pussy, she squirmed. She wiggled. Returning the sexual favor, she stroked me harder while sucking me deeper.
She was as sexual aroused as she was ready for me to her favor or oral sex. Not wanting to cum just yet, interrupting and temporarily forsaking her impromptu blowjob to eat her, I reached down for her and she removed her panty, as she slid up to me. As if we were a moving conveyor belt of sexual activity, as she slid up as I slid down. I felt and fondled her big, naked breasts and sucked her nipples along the way down.
I couldn't wait to sniff her. I couldn't wait to bury my nose in her cunt. I couldn't wait to lick her brown, trimmed pussy. I couldn't wait to taste her. I couldn't wait to slide my tongue all over and inside her wet pussy. I couldn't wait to eat her. I couldn't wait to give her multiple, sexual orgasms, one with my fingers, one with my tongue, and another one with my cock. I couldn't wait to give her as much sexual pleasure as she had given me.
As if she was warm, sweet, tapioca pudding, my kind of sweet desert, I buried my face in her pussy. My tongue lapped her while my fingers rubbed her clit and finger fucked her. Not as vocal as Colleen, not as sexually demanding as Gwen, and not as set in her ways as Carol, a nice in between balance, she was still more vocal than Maureen. Then, unbelievably, as if she was my custom made, dream woman, she said exactly what I wanted to hear. She talked dirty to me.
'I love dirty talk,' I thought while becoming even more sexually excited with all that she had to say.
"Lick me, Mark. Eat me. Fuck my pussy with your fingers. Rub my clit. Finger fuck my pussy. Make me cum. I need to cum. Lick me, baby. Lick me. Lap my cunt juices," she said.
Obediently obeying her, I licked her. I ate her. I fucked her pussy with my long, stiff fingers. I rubbed her clit faster. I rubbed her clit harder. I lapped her cunt juices.
"Stick your long, stiff fingers in my warm, wet pussy while licking my clit faster and harder. Fuck me with your tongue. Eat me, Mark. Eat me."
Still, yet, another thing that she had in common with Maureen, dirty talk. Just as Maureen talked dirty to me, and just as Colleen, Gwen, and Carol weren't into dirty talk, Kate talked dirty to me. I loved dirty talk. I loved a woman who explicitly told me what she sexually wanted, so that I could explicitly tell her what I sexually wanted, too. Indeed, we were a sexual, love match made in Heaven.
"I love licking your pussy, Kate," I said returning her dirty talk with my dirty talk. "I love fucking your pussy with my long, stiff fingers," I said while licking her and finger fucking her. "I love licking you while finger fucking you."
I buried my face in her wet pussy. I continued licking her while fingering her. Determined to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I didn't want to stop eating her until she screamed.
"I love rubbing and licking your clit. I want to make you cum," I said with my face buried in her pussy and careful not to call her Maureen. "I want to see you cum. I want to hear you cum," I said.
She laughed with glee.
"I love talking dirty," she said while wiggling her shapely ass all over my bed.
I laughed.
"I love talking dirty, too," I said.
Graphically and explicitly, she told me what she sexually wanted.
"After you give me an orgasm with your fingers, your mouth, and another one with your cock, I want to suck your big prick, again," she said. "I want you to cum in my mouth and lick you clean. I can't wait to taste you. I can't wait to swallow you."
She took my head in between her hands and, as if my face was her personal vibrator and dildo, she moved my head from side-to-side and up and down, she wiped her vagina secretions all over my face.
"Lick me, Mark. Lick my pussy while rubbing my clit and fucking me with your fingers. If you give me multiple, sexual orgasms, I'll give you the best blowjob you've ever had in your life," she said. "Eat me, Mark. Eat me. Make me cum. I need to cum," she said.
Determined to make her cum, not wanting to sexually disappoint her, I rubbed her clit faster. I rubbed her clit harder. I licked her pussy faster. I licked her clit harder. I stuck my tongue and then my fingers deep in her pussy. I found her G spot and rubbed it while pressing on it. Sexually enjoying what I was touching, immediately, she was the totally sexually aroused.
# # #
'I'm in love,' I thought. 'I finally found the one, sexually outspoken woman who's enough for me. I found a woman who is totally different but also who reminds me of Maureen. I found a woman who is even more beautiful than Maureen,' I thought. 'As a sexual bonus, she loved talking dirty in bed.
I was baffled in trying to think of who she reminded me of, when looking up at her from this angle with my head between her legs. I watched her lifting her head to look down at me with those beautiful eyes. Because of her eyes, I got a sense of who it was that she reminded me of. She looked like that Gwen Steffani but with gray hair. Only, unbelievably, Kate was much prettier than Gwen and she had bigger tits.
Her dirty talk made me more sexually excited for her. I licked and fingered her more passionately. I enjoyed eating her more than I've enjoyed eating any woman.
In the way that she humped my mouth with her pussy, in the way that she pulled me by my hair and pulled my face into her cunt, unbelievably Kate was more sensuously sexual than Maureen, Colleen, Gwen, and Carol. I licked her until I felt her long legs tense and saw her back arch. As if trying to shove my tongue deeper inside of her, as if trying to fuck her pussy with my tongue, pulling my hair harder, again, she impaled her pussy with my face while rubbing her vagina secretions all over me.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God, Mark. I'm going to cum. Don't stop. Don't stop. Right there. Right there. Yeah, that's it. Right there. Whatever you do, don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop licking my pussy. Don't stop fingering my cunt. Finger fuck me, Mark. Rub my G spot. Rub my G spot harder. As if you're ringing my doorbell, press on it with your finger. Eat me, Mark. Eat me," she said. "Eat my cunt."
I continued rubbing her clit faster and harder. I continued licking her pussy. I continued finger fucking her. I pressed my finger on her G spot while rubbing it.
I waited for her to come down from the ceiling while enjoying the afterglow of sex. I gave her a moment to regain her energy. Then, when she reached out for me, I moved up to her and mounted her. Immediately, I felt her hand reach down to direct me inside of her.
As soon as I entered her, I realized that I was more than hard enough to penetrate her, even though I forgot to take a Viagra or use Androgel. Obviously, I didn't need a drug to make love to Kate. She was my sexual drug.
Without saying a word, forsaking dirty talk for French kissing, our first time together, we made long and loving love with deep, wet kisses in between. All happening over a three hour period of marathon sex, after we made love, we fucked. I humped her fast and I humped her hard. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps.
In the way that I fucked Maureen, Colleen, Gwen, and Carol, I fucked Kate. I banged her. I banged her hard, really hard. I pounded her pussy with my body. Then, with me spent and sweaty, and her with her hair pulled back and her face flushed, gushing as if she was a supermodel on a Caribbean, photo shoot, we rested while holding one another.
Finally, when I felt myself drifting off to sleep, again, sexually surprising me, she let go of me to slide down the bed and to take me in her mouth again. As if I was ready to be shipped to the morgue, as if I was dead on arrival in the back of an ambulance, she resuscitated me and aroused me back to life with her hand, her lips, and her tongue. I couldn't believe she was sucking my cock again. Then, once I was hard and ready, she mounted me. Clearly, she wasn't sexually done with me, yet.
We made love. She slowly and lovingly humped me. I returned her slow and loving humps with my slow and loving humps. Then, humping me faster and humping me harder, she fucked me. Again, I returned her fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps.
Fucking her with sexual passion, I fucked her in the way that she fucked me. I fucked her in the way that I had fucked Maureen, Colleen, Gwen, and Carol. Never have I fucked any woman as fast and as hard I had fucked these four women. Yet, as if I was on steroids, I fucked Kate even faster and harder.
With her hair flying as if windblown and her big tits bouncing, she rode me as if she was a cowgirl and I was her bucking bronco. The lovemaking that I experienced with Kate was even better than the lovemaking that I had with Maureen. Even though I connected with Maureen, we disconnected on other levels of immaturity, no doubt because of the differences in our ages. Now, with Kate nearly my age, we were more of a solid match.
"Mark! Oh, my, God, Mark. I'm going to cum again. Don't stop. Please, don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Mark. I'm cumming," she said falling from me to rest on her back.
Once she recovered from the afterglow of sex, she moved halfway down the bed again. She took me in her mouth again. She stroked me while she sucked me. With her giving me the best blowjob that I ever had in my life, it didn't take me long to explode a huge load of cum in her mouth. Instead of spitting it out, she swallowed all of me. Then, as if my cock was a lollipop, she licked me clean with her tongue while staring up at me and smiling.
# # #
I loved Kate. From the first day that I saw her, love at first sight, I fell in love with her in the way that I fell in love with Maureen. That was three years ago and Kate and I are still together, only we're married now, making it official two years ago.
I still haven't told her about the Heaven Can Wait movie or that I suspect that she's my fiancée reincarnated. I don't think that I ever will. It's our secret, Missy's, and mine. It doesn't matter, now. I'm with Kate now and not Maureen. Maureen's dead, gone forever, and never to return.
I love Kate for who she is as a person. She's much like Maureen in many ways but so different in so many other ways. Sometimes she says things and/or does things that are reminiscent of Maureen that I can almost see her soul emerging from Kate's body. Other times, she's totally opposite. It's weird.
Fortunately, with Kate, I have a woman who possesses all the things that I loved about Maureen, beauty, sense of humor, big tits, and she talks dirty in bed. Moreover, closer to my age, she's a woman who shares many of my interests. She's a woman who I can freely converse with about books, television, and movies without having to explain all the historical references of my conversation.
Before Maureen's death, I couldn't imagine my life without her. Then, when she died, I never thought that I'd get over the loss of her. Now, with Kate in my life, my life is good, really good. My love relationship with Maureen was never as good as the love that I have right now with Kate.
THE END
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Exhibitionism and voyeurism to an extreme.
While living my life as a whore, even after I married, with my husband's blessings, I deliberately exposed my nightgown and underwear clad, topless, and naked body to my husband's friends, to our neighbors, and to unsuspecting strangers. Whether exposing myself to men or to interested women, I enjoyed teasing them by flashing them. With flashing an artform that takes practice to make my flashing not look deliberate, I had a way of flashing my underwear clad, topless, and/or naked body while making my flashing appear unintentional or accidental.
Relieved that he's good with me exposing myself, an unexpected surprise, my husband is proud that his wife is an exhibitionistic whore. Instead of stopping my wicked, sexual ways, shockingly, he wanted me to continue my whoredom. As long as I told him about all of the flashing that I do and their reactions to seeing something of me that they shouldn't have seen, he wanted me to continue exposing myself to his friends and to unsuspecting strangers.
# # #
From the time that I turned 18-years-old, no longer jailbait or a virgin, thrilled to be born a woman instead of a man, no ands, ifs, buts, or maybes, unashamed to admit it, I've always been a whore. My favorite sexual things to do, I loved exposing myself as much as I loved sucking, cock, fucking cock, and licking pussies. With it all part of being a whore, I loved exhibitionism as much as I loved having sex with men and with women.
Truth be told, I could have been a prostitute. Instead, being arm candy for wealthy men and successful women worked out for me better than standing on a street corner with other hookers while having sex with random Johns and Jills. Escorting the people that I rubbed elbows with to social functions paid more and was a much safer way of having sex without the fear of arrest. Moreover, instead of looking like a dirty streetwalker, as if I was Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman, my generous benefactors bought me the best clothes, shoes, and jewelry to wear.
Nonetheless, whatever I called myself a call girl, an escort, sex worker, or lady of the night, I'm a bi-sexual whore. Whether having sex with men or with women, my favorite thing to do, I love having sex. I love stroking and sucking cock as much as I love fingering and licking pussies. Forgetting all of my problems, my regrets, and my woes, clearing my mind of everything bad, I get lost when giving and receiving sexual orgasms.
It thrilled me like nothing else when making out with a man or with a woman when he or she explored my fully dressed body by feeling me through my clothes. Not taking much more than that, I loved it when they felt my breasts and fingered my erect nipples through my blouse and bra while passionately kissing me. I loved it when they felt and squeezed my ass through my short skirt. It drove me wild when they reached beneath my short skirt and cupped my pussy while fingering me through my panties. When they did that, I was theirs for the taking.
Taking full advantage of being beautiful, sexy, and shapely, unable to separate one from the other, I loved being a woman as much as I loved being a whore. Unashamed and unembarrassed of my sexual passion, my rite of passage, I'm actually proud of being a whore. Being arm candy for the right men and women has opened doors for me that would have otherwise remained closed. As if I'm a celebrity, dressed in my best clothes, with my hair and makeup done to perfection while wearing my high, heel shoes, I loved being made to feel special.
Because I willingly and consensually gave men and/or women what they sexually wanted, with them financially well off, they gave me what I financially wanted. They took me to dinner, to the ballet, to the opera, and bought me drinks. Then, by showing them a good, sexual time later, surprising me with their generosity, they bought me gifts: perfume, clothes, jewelry, and even a car. They gave me money whenever I asked and whenever I needed it. A win/win sexual proposition, as long as I gave them all that they sexually expected, wanted, and deserved, they gave me whatever I financially needed.
Leaving their families behind, they'd rather have sexy fun with me as their travel companion. Lying to their spouses that they were taking business trips, they took me on vacations instead of taking their families. They flew me aboard their private jets and took me out on their luxurious yachts. Feeling more like their lover than I felt like a prostitute or a call girl, they showed me good, fun times as I showed them amazing, sexual times. Assuredly, and without a doubt, they've never been sucked, licked, and fucked until they've been sucked, licked, and fucked by me.
Removing the business pressure from their weighted shoulders, I allowed them to decompress. Even if we remained in bed while talking, they needed that time to be away from the stresses of their business and/or the requirements and obligations of their families. I did that for them. Giving them a lightness to their step, I made them whole again. Doing my job as their sexual confidant, I gave them the time to regenerate their energy by making them feel sexually special.
Not an easy job for me to do, I had to read literature, keep abreast of changes in the stock market, global economies, and current events. I needed to learn more than one foreign language. It was my job not only to sexually entertain them as their escort but also, I needed not to bore them. Plying myself with information as if I was a contestant cramming for Jeopardy, I needed to know about geography, history, science, and math. I needed to impress whoever I was with to maintain their interest in them wanting to keep me around.
# # #
Then, catching me by surprise, even when maintaining my way of staying emotionally detached, something unexpectedly happened to ruin my whoredom. Not wanting love nor looking for love, when I least expected it, love just happened. A man that I met at a bar, I allowed him to buy me a drink. Bored while waiting for someone who was a no-show, we talked the night away. A welcomed change, I enjoyed myself being with a normal person instead working to hold my own when with a rich, enormously intelligent, witty, and career driven man or woman.
With him as handsome, as he was funny, and intelligent, I fell in love with Jim. I impressed him with my big brain and my worldly manner. I never thought of marrying anyone until I met him. A perfect match, because he already had a son from a previous marriage, as much as he didn't want any more children, thinking more of my figure than of motherhood, I didn't want children either. With me so vein, and with my body image important to me, I didn't want to be fat and flabby with a big ass and saggy breasts.
Retired from my lifestyle of sexual debauchery and luxury, I was in love. Not wasting time with formalities, love at first sight, and immediately engaged, giving up my fast lifestyle, I returned to Earth to marry when I was 28-years-old. My fiancé, a machinist instead of a banker, a financial adviser, a business owner, a multi-millionaire, or an aspiring billionaire, bought us a modest, two-bedroom, one bathroom house that he paid cash. Finally, pulled down to reality by my feet as if I had traveled the globe in a hot, air balloon, I'm a happily married woman in suburbia.
Yet, my life was not all roses. Before I married, filled with anxiety and trepidation, nervous about telling Jim about my sordid, sexual past, yet not wanting to start our marriage with lies, I needed to tell him all that he needed to know. Deeply in love with him and believing that love conquered all, I surprised even myself with all the sexual exploits that I remembered and wanted to tell him. If I was a gifted, romance writer, I could have written a book of all the sex that I had in that ten-year period with a multitude of men and women.
Yet, fearing the worst, if I dared tell my future husband every, sexual thing that I've done with so many men and women, he may no longer want me. Disappointed in me, and not able to understand my need for sex from not only men but also from women, he may no longer love me. Instead of him thinking of me as his fiancée, he may think of me as the whore that I am and would no longer want anything to do with me. To be honest, now that I saw myself in a different light, I wouldn't blame him.
My first time having a guilty conscience, as if I had an angel on one shoulder and the devil on the other shoulder, I was locked in a personal quandary of should I tell him or should I not tell him of my extensive, sexual past. What would happen if I told him or what would happen if I don't tell him? What are the ramifications of telling him or not telling him?
What should I do? Never embarrassed or ashamed of my sexual past before, suddenly, I was embarrassed and ashamed of myself now. The first time fearing someone judging me for the whore that I am and have always been, I feared that my fiancé would have second thoughts about marrying me. Just as I feared that I'd be making a big mistake by telling him, I feared that I'd be making a huge mistake by not telling him.
'What do I do,' I thought? 'In the light of day instead of the sexual passion that we shared at night, who would want to marry a whore,' I thought? 'If I told him the truth, he may break off the engagement, take back his ring, evict me from his house, and kick me to the curb.'
# # #
Nonetheless, in case I bumped into a past lover on the street when with him, a good chance of that happening with all of the people that I bedded, avoiding such an awkwardly, embarrassing situation, I decided to tell him everything. Beyond my better judgement to confess all of my sexual transgressions, I couldn't keep such a sexually, deplorable secret from him. The right thing to do, he needed to know, and I needed to tell him. With chin up, while hoping to explain my way out of my difficult, personal situation, I told him the truth.
Wanting to start our marriage with a clean slate with everything out in the open, hiding nothing, and telling him everything, with heavy heart, I told my future husband the extent of my sexual background. Feeling relieved to unburden myself, unashamed and unembarrassed, as if I was a stripper and/or a hooker, I told him that I lived the life of a whore. Proud of my sexual past then, I'm not as proud of my sexual past now. Over the years, I sucked and fucked more men and had sex with so many women that I no longer remember many of their names.
Yet, if he still wanted to marry me, having to embrace my new life as a loving wife, quite the adjustment on my part, my sexual life as a whore would be over. As a married woman in love with her husband, keeping my oaths to love, to honor, and to respect, I'd be faithful to him. I'd be the perfect, dutiful wife. I'd cook, clean, and wash his clothes. Then, something easy for me to do, I'd give him sex whenever he wanted sex.
With sex the easiest part for me fulfill when married, I'd make love to him every morning and I fuck him every night. I'd suck his cock whenever he wanted me to blow him. I'd allow him to cum in my mouth. I'd swallow his cum. I'd even allow him to give me cum baths.
Perhaps, surprising him as much as I hoped it sexually excited him, I looked forward to being dripping with his cum. As his loving wife, I'd be his submissive bitch. As if Jim was my Dom, I'd do whatever he wanted me to do and whenever he wanted me to do it.
# # #
Sexually surprising me, as shocked as I was sexually excited, instead of him rejecting me and/or being possessively jealous, it sexually excited him to know that I had sex with dozens of men and women. As much as I was proud that I was a whore before I married him, he was proud that I was a whore after he married me. Further, as long as I told him the dirty, sexual details of all that I did as his wife, shocking me as much as he sexually aroused me, he wanted me to continue my whoredom.
'Having my cake and eating it too, the best of both worlds, being married and still being a whore, I found the perfect man to marry,' I thought.
Instead of telling him who I was and confessing all that I sexually did in one sentence, while we were in bed having sex, he wanted me to expand on the dirty details of my sexual relationships. Not leaving anything out, he wanted me to tell him everything. Holding nothing back, he wanted to know all that I sexually did. He got off on me telling him every, sexy thing while I stroked his cock and allowed him to fondle my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples.
He wanted me to tell him about all of the men that I stroked, sucked, and fucked. He wanted me to tell him about all of the women that I fingered, licked, and fucked with a strap-in dildo. He wanted to know their first names and what they looked like. He wanted to know what they gave me and how much they gave me in exchange for sex. Wanting to know where I went when they took me on their vacations, he wanted to know where they took me aboard their private planes and luxurious yachts.
Never believing that he would, something that I had never considered and, again, something that was shocking as it was sexually arousing, he loved being married to a whore. Instead of making me feel perversely perverted or wickedly evil that I was a whore, he made me feel proud that I was a whore. Moreover, as long as I told him what I sexual did with whomever I sexually did it with, he wanted me to continue being a whore.
Sexually shocking me, never considering that he would, my marriage made in Heaven, he wanted me to continue my sexual lifestyle as a whore by exposing myself to unsuspecting men. Something that was as easy as it was naturally for me to do, literally and physically, he couldn't wait to show me and my topless body to his friends. Something that I had never considered, seemingly, making them jealous, he wanted everyone to know that he was married to a whore.
In the way that Ice-T was proud of his wife, Coco Austin, and used the fact that she was an exhibitionist whore who loved flaunting her topless and naked body, my husband, Jim, felt the same way about me. With me as willing as I was sexually aroused to do that, he wanted me to serve his friends drinks during his weekly, poker party in my panties and while topless. He wanted them to not only see my naked breasts but also to watch them touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts, while pulling, twisting, turning my nipples, and sucking my erect nipples.
As surprised as they were sexually excited, they seemed more interested in seeing and fondling my naked breasts and what they could see of my naked pussy and shapely ass through my sheer panties, than in playing their hands. Not to mention, with them concentrating more on my naked breasts and panties than on playing their hands, showing them my naked tits gave my husband an edge in winning. With some of his poker buddies exposing their naked, erect pricks to me, I was surprised that my husband didn't order me to stroke them, suck them, and fuck them.
Not stopping with me flashing my naked breasts to his friends, he wanted me to swim naked in our pool in view of the neighbors who could see over our backyard fence. Feeling that all eyes were on me whenever they saw not wearing a bathing suit, I always felt that I had an audience of horny men peeking out their windows. Yet, with no one complaining or reporting me to the police for legally being naked in my own backyard, I loved giving my neighbors a view of my naked body when swimming in my pool.
# # #
Continuing in that exhibitionistic vein, he wanted me to sun myself while topless and/or naked in front of the lawncare men and the pool men. Taking full advantage of me being a whore, for those men walking their dogs late at night, he wanted me to dress and undress in front of our bedroom window with the light on and the shades not closed. While leaning in front of them and bending at the waist, he wanted me to take out the garbage while running out in front of the garbage men while wearing my shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest-cut nightgown.
Giving whoever was driving by or walking by a show of my nightgown clad body, he wanted me to retrieve the mail from the mailbox that was a hundred feet from our front door. He wanted me to take my time looking through my mail while immorally and immodestly standing in full view of everywhere without having the modesty to wear a robe over my nightgown. He loved seeing the surprised reactions of unsuspecting men and women seeing what they shouldn't see of my nearly, naked and/or naked body.
When ordering takeout food, with him wanting me to continue my exhibitionism, he wanted me to flash the delivery men. He wanted me to open the front door while wearing just a towel. Then, when I accepted the food with one hand and paid him with my other hand, by inhaling a big breath, while feigning my embarrassment, my towel fell to my feet to flash them my naked body. With Jim out of sight, he enjoyed hiding around the corner while watching the surprised reaction of the delivery men when seeing me naked.
He loved it when I exposed my panties to a multitude of admiring men. With him taking advantage of the weather to flash me, he wanted me to wear a short, flared skirt on a windy day, and on the windiest streets, those streets between skyscrapers or by the water. While walking a distance behind me, he acted as if he wasn't with me. Sexually exciting him, giving us something to talk about when having sex that night, he enjoyed watching a procession of men following me while staring at my skirt billowing up to expose my bright, white, bikini panties.
With the mall one of my favorite places to flash, he wanted me to drive to the mall and back from the mall with my naked breasts hanging out of my low-cut top and bra. He wanted me to tell him about all the truckers who saw me topless and honked their horns. Then, he wanted me to go through a tollbooth with my top pulled down low and my skirt raised to my waist to show the toll taker my naked breasts, my panties, or my naked pussy.
When buying shoes at the mall, wanting to see their shocked reactions, he wanted me to expose my panties or my naked pussy to unsuspecting, shoe salesmen. He wanted me to try on a pair of boots a size too small. Then, having to raise my leg higher while parting my knees wider to remove them, I gave the shoe salesman who sat on a low stool in front of me a good, long look at my panties or at my naked pussy. With them gone a while to retrieve a boot in my size, no doubt, they masturbated themselves in the backroom.
Something as simple as it was perfectly perfected, he wanted me to wait for men to file in behind me before using the escalator in front of them. He wanted me to climb the escalator a few steps ahead of them while wearing a short skirt. Then, bending at the waist in front of them while pretending to adjust my shoe strap, he wanted to watch me flash the men standing behind me my panty clad ass.
As if I caught the hem of my short skirt in my panties after using the ladies' room, he wanted me to walk through the mall with the back of my skirt tucked in my panties and my panties exposed. Instead of telling me that my skirt was caught in my underwear, most shoppers, especially men shoppers, followed me throughout the mall without telling me. Finally, when someone told me that I was exposed, playing the modestly moral and innocent woman, I feigned my embarrassment, pulled my skirt out of my panties, and thanked them for telling me.
# # #
Still not stopping there, he wanted me to flash my semi-naked and naked body everywhere. When shopping at a supermarket, he wanted me to wear a blouse with a plunging neckline without a bra. Then, whenever there was a man standing beside me, he wanted me to bend at the waist lower and longer while looking at something in the dairy counter or in the freezer chest. The cold from freezer chest while holding open the freezer door erected my nipples. My husband loved watching men and some women stare at my exposed, naked breasts and my erect nipples.



Wanting me to give the husbands and boyfriends waiting for their wives and girlfriends outside of the dressing room a sexy show, he wanted me not to close the dressing room curtain all the way. Difficult finding stores that still had curtains on their dressing rooms, I had a few favorites. He enjoyed watching me undress to try on clothes. Acting as if I was unaware that the dressing room curtain was opened enough for voyeurs to watch me strip myself down to my bra and panties, topless, or even naked, I gave everyone plenty to see.
With those stores that didn't have dressing rooms, he loved it when I tried on a sweater that was too small on the store floor. Before struggling to remove the sweater, I made sure that I had an audience of admiring me watching me. As I removed the sweater, I not only deliberately pulled up my blouse but also my bra when extricating myself from the sweater. The surprised and sexually excited looks of men seeing my naked breasts was what my husband wanted to see. He loved it when I flashed men not only my panties but also my naked breasts, too.
When I wore a sexy top with a plunging neckline without wearing a bra, he wanted me to browse the merchandise in a jewelry store. Then, with the top of my blouse falling open as soon as I leaned forward, he wanted me to lean over the counter while looking at jewelry to flash the salesman my naked breasts and erect nipples. As he did with the shoe store, he'd remain outside the jewelry store while peeking at me through the store window to watch the salesman's reaction to seeing my naked breasts.
With me always having an audience of admiring men, he loved it when I tested massage chairs at the mall. Again, with me wearing a short skirt, and a low-cut blouse without a bra, as soon as I reclined back, I put the chair on full massage. Immediately, the hem of my skirt climbed nearly to my crotch to expose my panties. With my braless breasts bouncing as if I was on a carnival ride, sometimes my big, naked breasts would burst out the top of my blouse.
When having lunch at the food court, sitting at a table across from everyone, he wanted me to sit with my short skirt raised to my crotch and my knees parted wide open. Knowing that my pussy mound, my camel toe, and my pussy slit were exposed through my sheer panties, I sat like that while mindless eating my lunch and reading a book. He loved watching men, and some women, position themselves across from me while staring at all they could see of my panty clad pussy.
Then, while having sex with me, he wanted me to tell him all about my flashes of exhibitionism. He got off on all that I sexually had done to sexually tease men and women. He loved it when I flashed unsuspecting men and some women my sexy sheer, low-cut nightgowns, my sexy bra and panties, my topless body, and/or my naked body. A perfect match, he was as much of a voyeuristic pervert as I was an exhibitionistic whore.
# # #
Now that my sexual life is just blurred memories from my past, as if my recollections happened in a darkened room, unable to see the details of their faces, my past lovers all look the same. Yet, not having any regrets, glad that I didn't become pregnant, not wanting children, I sexually enjoyed myself sucking, licking, and fucking. Living the fast life for however long it lasted, it was a ten-year period in my life that I fully enjoyed.
Yet, with that sort of lifestyle too fast for me to continue, I was happy to settle down with one man. Reminding me of my previous lifestyle, I still have many of my clothes, jewelry, and cash that I accumulated from having sex with rich benefactors. As glad as that part of my life is over, I sometimes miss the sexual attention that men and women paid me.
Only, and regrettably, even with all of the sex that I had in my past life, now that my husband is dead and buried, no longer sexually flashing anyone, something that I've never been, I'm as horny as I'm sexually frustrated. Filled with regrets, I think back while wondering if I should have married this one or that one. I can't help but wonder how different my life would have been if I had married someone else back then. Only, none of my benefactors were interested in marrying me. They used me to have a good, sexual time.
Nonetheless sustained by my sexual memories, I miss the feel of a big dick. I haven't had a hard cock or a wet pussy in a long time. Wanting to confess what I am, suddenly, I feel as if I'm standing in front of a group of strangers at the Sexaholics, Anonymous meeting naked. I imagined telling everyone, people that I don't know and have just met, my personal and private, sexual business.
'Hi. My name is Carol and I'm a whore, I'm a bi-sexual, nymphomaniac whore,' I imagined saying while at Sexual Compulsive Anonymous meeting. "I not only love having sex with men but also I love having sex with women, too. Whether having sex with a man or with a woman, I love sex,' I imagined saying out loud.
I imagined all the men in attendance who wanted to fuck me. I imagined all the men in attendance who I wanted to fuck. I imagined all the women in attendance who wanted to have sex with me. I imagined all the women in attendance who I wanted to have sex with them. As if I was at a sexual smorgasbord, I imagined looking out at those at the meeting while trying to decide which ones that I wanted to have sexual threesomes.
'The best of both world, as much as I'm a cocksucker, I'm a pussy licker, too,' I imagined saying to my group of strangers. 'I love stroking and sucking cocks as much as I love fingering and licking pussies. Whether by a hard, erect cock or a strap-on dildo, I love being fucked fast and hard. Generous to my lovers, I love giving as much as I love receiving. I love giving as much as I love having sexual orgasms, multiple, sexual orgasms.'
To be continued...
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Continued from Chapter 01: Carol, John & Linda Sex:
Now that my sexual life is just blurred memories from my past, as if my recollections happened in a darkened room, unable to see the details of their faces, my past lovers all look the same. Yet, not having any regrets, glad that I didn't become pregnant, not wanting children, I sexually enjoyed myself sucking, licking, and fucking. Living the fast life for however long it lasted, it was a ten-year period in my life that I fully enjoyed.
Yet, with that sort of lifestyle too fast for me to continue, I was happy to settle down with one man. Reminding me of my previous lifestyle, I still have many of my clothes, jewelry, and cash that I accumulated from having sex with rich benefactors. As glad as that part of my life is over, I sometimes miss the sexual attention that men and women paid me.
Only, and regrettably, even with all of the sex that I had in my past life, now that my husband is dead and buried, no longer sexually flashing anyone, something that I've never been, I'm as horny as I'm sexually frustrated. Filled with regrets, I think back while wondering if I should have married this one or that one. I can't help but wonder how different my life would have been if I had married someone else back then. Only, none of my benefactors were interested in marrying me. They used me to have a good, sexual time.
Nonetheless sustained by my sexual memories, I miss the feel of a big dick. I haven't had a hard cock or a wet pussy in a long time. Wanting to confess what I am, suddenly, I feel as if I'm standing in front of a group of strangers at the Sexaholics, Anonymous meeting naked. I imagined telling everyone, people that I don't know and have just met, my personal and private, sexual business.
'Hi. My name is Carol and I'm a whore, I'm a bi-sexual, nymphomaniac whore,' I imagined saying while at Sexual Compulsive Anonymous meeting. "I not only love having sex with men but also I love having sex with women, too. Whether having sex with a man or with a woman, I love sex,' I imagined saying out loud.
I imagined all the men in attendance who wanted to fuck me. I imagined all the men in attendance who I wanted to fuck. I imagined all the women in attendance who wanted to have sex with me. I imagined all the women in attendance who I wanted to have sex with them. As if I was at a sexual smorgasbord, I imagined looking out at those at the meeting while trying to decide which ones that I wanted to have sexual threesomes.
'The best of both world, as much as I'm a cocksucker, I'm a pussy licker, too,' I imagined saying to my group of strangers. 'I love stroking and sucking cocks as much as I love fingering and licking pussies. Whether by a hard, erect cock or a strap-on dildo, I love being fucked fast and hard. Generous to my lovers, I love giving as much as I love receiving. I love giving as much as I love having sexual orgasms, multiple, sexual orgasms.'
# # #
Carol, John & Linda Sex, Chapter 02:
With me no longer having a man in her life, I'm, sexually attracted to my stepson, John. I'm as horny as she's sexually frustrated that he hasn't made a sexual pass at me. Something that I'm unfamiliar with, not having to do anything but to look sexy and pretty, I'm accustomed to men making sexual passes at me while wanting to have their wicked, sexual way with my naked body.
Never having to sexually seduce anyone, other than to sexually tease them while flashing them, I've never known any man who didn't sexually want me and who didn't make the first move to sexually seduce me. Even if that man was my stepson, especially if that man was my stepson, I didn't understand his lack of his sexual interest in me. Sexually frustrating, John seemed more interested in watching porn and masturbating himself than in bedding me.
# # #
Alas, there's my problem, the reason for my horniness and sexual frustration, and where my story begins. Not only have I wanted to have lesbian sex with my best friend, Linda, for years, but since he turned 18-years-old, six years ago, I also wanted to have incestuous sex with my adult, stepson, John, Jim's son. I couldn't help but feel that I was such a wicked whore for not only wanting to have lesbian sex with my best friend but also to have incestuous sex with my stepson.
'After all of the sex that I've had in my life, what's wrong with me? How dare I want to have lesbian sex with Linda? How dare I want to have incestuous sex with John. I needed a hobby to take my mind off of having sex, sex, and more sex,' I thought. 'Older now, my sexual life is over.'
Nothing more than a distant memory, when I was 42-years-old and John was 18-years-old and on the wrestling team in college, with me his practice dummy, I had fun play wrestling him. Pretending that I was unaware that he was inappropriately, sexually touching me and feeling me through my sweatshirt and sweatpants while wrestling with me, I loved wrestling him as much as I loved him touching me and feeling me. Returning the inappropriate, sexual favor of him touching me and feeling me where he shouldn't touch and feel his stepmother, I touched and felt John where a stepmother shouldn't touch and feel her stepson.
'Ah, those were the days,' I thought.
Sometimes, in the course of wrestling with him he'd put me in a hold that unintentionally lifted my sweatshirt to expose my bra or accidentally, partially pull my sweatpants down to expose my panties. While continuing to wrestle, instead of pulling my sweatshirt down, I allowed him to cup my big breasts through my bra. While picking me up, again, instead of pulling up my sweatpants, I'd allow him to cup my panty clad pussy in his big hand while slamming me down on the couch. Later that night, imagining having sex with him, I couldn't wait to masturbate myself after wrestling.
Returning the favor of my exhibitionism with his exhibitionism, I'd deliberately, partially pull down his sweatpants while making it appear accidental. While trying to lift him to slam him down on the couch, careful of his testicles, I moved my horny hand between his legs to feel his big bulge through his underwear. He'd get me in a leglock with my face against his sweatpants, clad prick and I'd get him in a leglock with his face against my sweatpants, clad pussy. I only wished he'd stick his cock in my mouth or finger and lick my pussy through my sweatpants.
'How hot would that be to have incestuous sex with my stepson while wrestling him. If only he knew that I'd allow him to strip me naked,' I thought. 'If only he knew that I'd stroke his cock, suck his cock, and fuck his cock.'
Having raised him for twenty-years, now, that he's twenty-four-years-old, having graduated from college, and back living with me after he lost his job, it's torture waiting for him to make a sexual move on me. Only, in the way that I'm unable to make the first, sexual move with Linda, I'm unable to make the first, sexual move with John. I needed Linda to make the first move to show me that she wanted to give me lesbian sex. I needed John to make the first move to show me that he wanted to give me incestuous sex.
'Suddenly playing something that I'm not, the morally modest woman, I needed the sex to be their idea and not my idea,' I thought with sexual frustration. 'I can't believe that neither of them wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with them. With their sexual passion all in just a wet kiss, I only wished that they'd reach out and touch me while feeling me and while making out with me to make their sexual intentions known,' I thought. 'I'd love to make out with John or with Linda.'
Even though I'm a wicked whore before I married, and after I was married, with my husband's sexual blessing, surprising even myself, other than exposing myself, I was faithful to my husband. Then, from all of his drinking and from him having diabetes, after he no longer could get and maintain an erection, I cheated on him with his best friend and with his brother. Many women would be happy that their husbands could no longer have sex with them but not me.
I wanted sex. I needed sex. I needed a man or a woman to give me a sexual orgasm, multiple sexual orgasms. Now, with no one to give me sex, I looked to John to sexually satisfy my horniness and my sexual frustration.
Imagine me of all women without having an erect cock or a wet pussy in my life. I'm terribly horny. I needed cock. I needed pussy. I needed to suck and fuck a stiff prick. I needed to lick and finger a wet cunt. Tired of living like a nun in a convent, no doubt, nuns have more sex than me. As much as I needed sex when I was in my twenties, with my hormones going wild, I needed lots of sex now that I'm in my forties.
Again, as horny as I'm sexually frustrated, I'm ready to fuck my bedpost. Then, something that I never had and never needed, because I always had a horny man or a passionate woman in my life, I bought my pink, rabbit vibrator, Linda, named after my best friend. Then, I bought my big dildo, John, named after my stepson. Now that I have them and continually used them instead of just my finger, with them giving me some sexual relief, I loved masturbating myself with my sex toys.
In those days, when my husband was impotent, and would rather drink and eat whatever and how much he wanted, overindulging in beer and in food, while watching football, he had little to sexually do with me. No longer wanting me to flash unsuspecting men, I was nothing more than a waitress, a cook, a laundress, and a housekeeper. He was a fat, drunken, and a lazy man. His appearance dramatically changed for the worse that even if he could get and maintain an erection, I wouldn't want to have sex with him. When I was still hot, he was disgusting looking.
Relegated to continue with my new, sexual outlet, I masturbated nearly every day, sometimes twice a day. My new sex toys, Linda, and John, helped with my sexual frustration but, sorry to confess, masturbation toys are not nearly as good as having the real thing. I needed the real thing. I needed a big dick and/or a wet pussy. I needed someone to have sex with me. I needed at least one lover whether a man or a woman.
I needed lips to kiss. I needed a cock to stroke, suck, and fuck. I needed a pussy to lick and finger. Again, whether a man or a woman, no matter which, I needed someone to touch me and feel me through my clothes while making out with me. I needed someone to whisper sweet nothings in my ear. I needed a lover.
Wishing that I could have incestuous sex with John, I needed someone to slowly undress me and strip me naked while making out with me. I needed a man to masturbate me, eat me, make love to me, and fuck me. I needed a man to masturbate, give them oral sex, make love to them, and fuck them. Yet, other than my unattainable stepson, I had no one who sexually wanted me in the way that men sexually wanted me before.
'Give me a big, hard dick to stroke, suck, and fuck, any day instead of my fingers, my vibrator, and my dildo,' I thought.
Wishing that I could have lesbian sex with Linda, I needed a woman in my life who had a warm, wet, and willing pussy. I needed a woman who'd make out with me while feeling me through my clothes. I needed a woman who'd strip me naked while touching and feeling my naked body everywhere. I needed a woman who'd masturbate me while licking me. I needed a woman who'd make love to me while fucking me with her strap-on dildo.
'Give me a warm and wet pussy to finger, masturbate, lick, and fuck with my strap-on dildo, and I'll be happy.'
As if my vibrator was my best friend, Linda, a poor excuse for having lesbian sex, I fondled my naked breasts and fingered my erect nipples while using my vibrator to sexually pleasure my clit and sexually arouse me. As if my dildo was my stepson, John, a poor excuse for having incestuous sex, I stroked my dildo. I took my dildo in my mouth and sucked it. Then, I stuffed my dildo in my pussy and fucked it while imagining my stepson fucking me.
'I only wish that Linda and John were my lovers instead of just the names of my sex toys,' I thought. 'If only they knew that I named my vibrator and my dildo after them, I wondered what they'd say. If only they knew that I masturbated myself with Linda and John, I wondered what they'd do. Would they laugh at me or would they have sex with me?'
# # #
Suddenly feeling pathetic and as if my life had passed me by, compared to the good, sexual times that I used to have, I'm a 48-year-old, sexually, frustrated stepmother of one, inherited stepson. Ever since the COVID pandemic, feeling isolated, not seeing my friends, except for Linda, I've been working from home. No longer going food shopping, a safer and more convenient way to shop, I had my groceries delivered.
John, my 24-year-old, handsome, well hung stepson, finally landed a job, and now worked from home, too. Instead of getting his own place and moving out, cheaper to pay me rent, and with me having the extra bedroom but only one bathroom, he decided to live with me again. Him living with me was okay with me. Someone to talk to, watch movies with, and play games with, I appreciated the company and his help with the monthly expenses.
Besides, being the whore that I still am and will always be, my secret, sexual agenda, I hoped for a little hanky-panky on the side. Seemingly, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love to wrestle him again. This time, instead of wearing sweatpants and a sweatshirt, I'd wrestle him while wearing my short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgown without panties. While wrestling with him, I hoped to entice him to cross the incestuous line and have sex with me. Something as forbidden as it was sexually exciting, I hoped that he was as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to him.
How do I know he's well hung? I know that he has a big dick because I've seen his stiff prick multiple times when catching him masturbating himself. He's just as horny and sexually frustrated as I'm horny and sexually frustrated, if not more. Having broken up with his girlfriend and with him no longer having a woman in his life, he's always masturbating. I know when he's masturbating because he rattled the downstairs windows.
Maybe, he's unaware that I know when he's playing with himself, but he shook the whole house when he's stroking his prick. He rattled the dishes in the China cabinet when he's stroking himself faster and harder. Not wanting to embarrass him or stop him from masturbating, I wish I had the nerve to tell him that I know when he's playing with himself because the whole house vibrated. He moistened my pussy and erected my nipples whenever I heard him masturbating.
I wonder how he'd react if I told him that I know when he masturbated. I wish I had the nerve to ask him if I could masturbate him. Something that I'm good at doing, that I miss doing, and that I'd love to do, I'd love to masturbate my stepson. I'd love to stroke his big dick. I'd love to watch and hear him cum. Only, and again, not wanting to make the first, sexual move, I needed incestuous sex to be his idea and not my idea. I didn't want him to know the whore that I used to be and still am.
Even though he masturbated with his bedroom door closed, he masturbated while watching porn and wearing headphones. Unless he's working, when he's not watching porn, he's playing video games. When delivering his laundry, with my one, free hand available to struggle to turn his doorknob and open his bedroom door, I'm filled with sexual anticipation while hoping to see his erect prick again. Not wanting him to see me and know that I'm standing in his room watching him playing with himself, as if I'm a burglar, I quietly and stealthily opened his bedroom door without knocking.
With him, seemingly, unaware that I stood in his room watching him, especially whenever I saw him stroking his prick, scandalously frozen in place, I couldn't leave. Judging him by the kind of porn that he watched, sexually arousing me to see the type of woman that sexually excited him enough for him to masturbate, he enjoyed watching topless and naked, big, breasted, older, blonde women with big tits. Whenever I caught him masturbating, he masturbated over women who looked like me. Perhaps that he was unaware and didn't realize who he was masturbating over, but he was masturbating over me.
'What the fuck? He masturbated over women who looked like me. What's wrong with me,' I thought? 'I'm an older woman. I'm blonde. I have big tits. Why isn't he sexually attracted to me in the way that he's sexually attracted to them? All that he needed to ask is for me to show him my tits and I would. I'd not only show him my naked breasts but also, I'd allow him to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while sucking my erect nipples.'
Instead of him watching porn and masturbating every day, multiple times a day, why doesn't he make a move to sexually seduce me?
'Why not masturbate over your stepmother instead of masturbating over images of women on his computer screen,' I thought? 'Matter of fact, instead of masturbating, why not make a sexual pass at me? Why not reach out your horny hand to touch, feel, and fondle my nightgown clad breasts,' I thought? 'Wouldn't he be surprised that I'd not only wouldn't slap his hand away but also that I'd welcome his sexual advances by giving him sex.'
# # #
When delivering his basket of laundry and catching him masturbating, I hoped to watch him cum. If only he knew that I stood with my back to his closet door while fondling my big breasts and fingering my erect nipples through my short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown, I wondered what he'd say. If only he knew that I lifted the hem of my nightgown and rubbed my clit with my other hand, while watching him playing with himself. I wondered what he'd do if he caught me masturbating myself while watching him masturbating himself.
Daring myself to strip off my nightgown, I wondered what he'd do if he saw his stepmother standing in his bedroom naked. I wondered what he'd do if walked to him, leaned over him, and took his cock in my hand and stroked him. I wondered what he'd do if I moved to my knees, took him in my mouth, and sucked him. I wondered what he'd do if I sat on his lap, stuck my tits in his mouth, and fucked him. Yet, again, so very frustrating, I needed the sex between us to be his idea and not my idea.
Making me horny, I continued watching him masturbate. I loved watching him masturbate. I couldn't get enough of seeing him stroking his big dick. Something that I'd love to do, I'd love to masturbate John in the way that he stroked himself. I'd love him to masturbate me in the way that he continually played with himself. Yet, as my sexual alternative, I'll be masturbating myself later with my vibrator and my dildo while imagining masturbating and having sex with my stepson and him masturbating and having sex with me.
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, again, as horny as I'm sexually frustrated, I've masturbated over my stepson masturbating lots of times. I've masturbated over imagining not only seeing his naked cock but also over imagining wrapping my fingers around his big dick and stroking his erect prick. Not stopping there, with me as horny for John's cock as much as I'm horny for Linda's pussy, I've masturbated over imagining sucking my stepson's prick in the way that I've masturbated over imagining eating my best, friend's pussy.
I've not only masturbated myself while imagining masturbating my stepson, I've masturbated myself while imagining blowing him, too. With me a talented cocksucker who hasn't had an erect cock in her mouth in a long time, I'd love to suck his prick. I'd love to stroke him faster and harder while blowing him. I'd love him to cum in my mouth. I'd not only love to suck his big dick but also, I'd love to fuck his erect cock, too.



# # #
Something that drove me sexually crazy, I've masturbated over imagining him making out with me while touching me and feeling me through my clothes. I've masturbated over imagining him slowly and lovingly undressing me. I've masturbated over imagining him stripping me naked.
Alas, my incestuous thoughts were nothing more than a sexual fantasy that sexually aroused myself enough to play with myself with my sex toys. Sadly, and sexually frustratingly, sex between us will never happen. Clearly, he's not sexually attracted to me in the way that I'm sexually attracted to him. Otherwise, he would have made his sexual intentions known a long time ago.
Not stopping with masturbating over making out with him while he felt me through my clothes and undressed me, I've masturbated over imagining him mounting me making love to me. With me such a wicked whore, I've masturbated over imagining him bending me forward, lifting the back of my nightgown, and fucking me from behind. Not only would I love him to cum in my mouth but also, I'd love him to cum in my pussy, too. I've masturbated over imagining him fucking me fast and fucking me hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm with his cock.
'Cum, John, cum,' I imagined saying. 'Cum in mommy's mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth,' I thought while I imagined blowing him. 'I need to taste you. I need to swallow you.'
Then, whenever thinking of fucking him, I had those same, sexually outrageous thoughts, too.
'Cum, John, cum,' I imagined saying. 'Cum in mommy's pussy. I want you to cum in my pussy,' I thought while imagining fucking him. 'I needed to feel you shoot your warm, load of oozy cum in my wet pussy.'
# # #
Totally, sexually frustrated, when I'm not masturbating myself over having imagined, incestuous sex with my stepson, I'm masturbating myself over having forbidden, lesbian sex with my best friend. With us having shared dressing rooms when shopping for clothes, lingerie, and bikinis, having already seen Linda topless and naked many times, I'd love to see her naked, again. Shocking her, I'd love to touch and feel her naked body everywhere while making out with her. Sexually frustratingly, something that would never happen, again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love to have threesome sex with John and Linda.
'How hot would that be to have threesome sex with my stepson and my best friend? I wonder if Linda would eat my pussy in the way that I'd love to eat her pussy,' I thought. 'I wondered if John would give me a sexual orgasm with his fingers and his tongue in the way that I'd love to give him a sexual orgasm by blowing him. I wonder if Linda is as sexually interested in having sex with my stepson as much as I wish that I could have sex with my stepson,' I thought.
Wickedly unembarrassed to admit, with him looking so much like his father looked at that age, unable to help myself, I'm sexually drawn to my stepson. No doubt, with everything swept under the rug and/or hidden behind closed, bedroom doors, a common, sexual attraction, it was then that I wondered how many mothers or stepmothers are sexually attracted to their adult sons or stepsons. With incest whispered about in secret, I imagined that a lot of mothers and stepmothers would love to have sex with their adult sons and stepsons.
Again, no doubt, a common, sexual attraction that's never spoken out loud, or acknowledged in public, I wondered how many adult sons or stepsons are sexually attracted to their mothers or stepmothers. I wondered how many adult sons or stepsons masturbated over imagining having forbidden sex with their mothers or stepmothers. I imagined even more adult sons and stepsons wanted to have incestuous sex with their mothers or stepmothers than mothers or stepmothers wanted to have sex with their adult sons or stepsons.
Their dirty, little secrets, I wondered how many mothers and stepmothers had crossed that incestuous line. I wondered how many mothers or stepmothers have had incestuous sex with their adult sons or stepsons behind closed, bedroom doors. It sexually aroused me to imagine mothers or stepmothers having sex with their adult sons or stepsons in the way that I wished that I could have sex with my adult stepson. I'd love to have incestuous sex with John as much as I'd love him to have forbidden sex with me.
I wondered how many mothers and stepmothers have sexually teased and erotically tempted their adult sons or stepsons by deliberately exposing themselves to them while making their exhibitionism look accidental or appear unintentional. I imagined a mother or stepmother walking in the living room after taking a shower and deliberately dropping her towel while making her nakedness appear accidental. I imagined her standing in front of her son or stepson naked while slow to pick up her towel.
'Oh, my God,' I imagined her saying. 'Avert your eyes. Please don't look at my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass. I'm so embarrassed,' I imagined her saying before picking up her towel and wrapping it around herself.
# # #
I wondered if I could do something like that, expose my naked body to him by dropping my towel in front of him. Taking a big risk that he'd sexually reject me; it was then that I thought about sexually teasing my stepson by showing him what he should never see of his stepmother. It was then that I thought about deliberately showing him something that he should never see of me. Giving me something to masturbate over later, I dared myself to flash my stepson my naked breasts, my naked pussy, my naked ass, and/or my naked body.
In the hopes of enticing him to make the next, sexual move, I was suddenly determined to flash him my nearly naked and naked body. If I dared myself to show him something that he shouldn't see of me. I hoped that I'd make him horny and sexually excited enough for him to make his sexual move.
Hoping beyond hope, I hoped that he'd touch me, feel me, and fondle me. I hoped that he'd kiss me and make out with me. I hoped he'd have sex with me. At the very least, I hoped that he'd masturbate over me in the way that he constantly masturbated over those forty-some-year-old, big breasted, blonde women who looked like me and who appeared on his computer screen topless and naked.
Ready to flash him, I hoped that he'd return the favor of my exhibitionism with his exhibitionism. In the way that I'd willingly show him my naked breasts, my naked ass, my naked pussy, and my naked body, I hoped he'd show me his naked ass and his erect, naked prick. Just the thought of exposing myself to my stepson made me sexually aroused enough to masturbate myself while imagining showing him my topless and/or my naked body.
If I dare showed him something that he shouldn't see of me, I wondered if he'd look. I wondered if he'd stare. I wondered if he'd look away in shame and in embarrassment. I wondered if he'd masturbate over all that he saw of me later. I wondered if he'd knock me down from the high pedestal that he placed me upon while thinking of me as a whore instead of thinking of me as a morally, modest stepmother.
Yet, again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, not stopping with just flashing him, I wished he'd kiss me while touching me and feeling me through my clothes. I wished he'd slowly undress me while making out with me. I'd love him to strip me naked and have his sexual way with my naked body. I'd love him to make slow and passionate love to me before fucking me fast and hard.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'That would be so hot for John to strip me naked and touch and feel my naked body everywhere while kissing me,' I thought.
To be continued...
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Carol, John & Linda, Ch. 03
Instead of just imagining flashing John, hoping to entice him to make his first, sexual move to sexually seduce me, I'm ready to flash my stepson my naked pussy, my naked breasts, my naked ass, and my naked body.
Continued from Chapter 02: Carol John & Linda
I wondered if I could do something like that, expose my naked body to him by deliberately dropping my towel in front of him while making my towel drop appear accidentally unintentional.
'How hot would that be to show him my naked body in one fell swoop,' I thought?
I wonder what his reaction would be to finally seeing his stepmother naked. With me acting embarrassed, he'd never know that I had deliberately dropped my towel. With me voicing my outrage when telling him avert his eyes and not to look at my naked body, he'd never suspect that I had deliberately flashed him.
No doubt, with him not averting his eyes, he'd not only look but also, he'd stare. Hopefully, he'd finally do more than just stare at all that I had showed him and all that he had seen. I hoped that he'd reach out and touch me and feel me.
Indeed, dropping my towel may be my perfect way to entice him to have sex with me. Showing him my naked body may be just what he needed to make his sexual move. More than curious by his reaction, again, I wondered if he'd look. I wondered if he'd stare. I wondered if he'd reach out and touch my naked breasts, feel my naked ass, and/or cup my naked pussy.
Then, thinking of the worst possible scenario, what if he thought that I had deliberately dropped my towel. What if he thought that I had deliberately exposed my naked body to him? What if he rejected me while thinking that I intentionally flashed him? What if he didn't even look at me but looked away in shame and disgust? What if he didn't sexually want me? What if he thought that I'm the whore that I am and have always been?
'If he had a negative reaction to seeing me naked, I'd be so embarrassed. I'd be humiliated. Filled with guilt, remorse, and shame, I'd run to my bedroom, hide my face, and cry,' I thought.
# # #
Taking a big risk that he wouldn't sexually reject me, and not want to have sex with me, nevertheless, I was overwhelmed with sexual arousal to deliberately flash him. I wanted him to see me without my clothes. I was determined for him to see me naked.
It was then that I thought about sexually teasing my stepson by showing him what he should never see of his stepmother. It was then that I thought about deliberately showing him something that he should never see of me. I couldn't wait for him to see something of me that he shouldn't see.
If nothing else, giving me something to masturbate over later, I wanted to flash my stepson my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass. I wanted him to see me naked. I dared myself to show him my naked body.
Again, in the hopes of enticing him to make the next, sexual move, whether dropping my towel or not, I was determined to flash him my nearly naked and naked body. Whether down nightgown views of my naked breasts or up nightgown peeks of my naked pussy, I double dared myself to show him something that he shouldn't see of me. Sexually teasing him by flashing him, I hoped that I'd make him horny and sexually excited enough for him to make his sexual move by stripping himself naked in front of me.
'I'd love to see his big, naked cock again,' I thought. 'I'd love to reach out and touch and feel his big dick while taking it in my hand and wrapping my fingers around him while slowly stroking him. How hot would that be to masturbate my stepson?'
Hoping beyond hope, realistically hoping for some, mutual, sexual attention, when exposing myself to him, again, hoping for the best, I hoped that he'd reach out his horny hand and touch me, feel me, and fondle me. I hoped that he'd take me in his arms and kiss me, and make out with me. I hoped he'd have sex with me. At the very least, I hoped that he'd masturbate over me in the way that he continually masturbated over those forty-some-year-old, big breasted, blonde women who looked like me and who appeared on his computer screen topless and naked.
Not backing down from flashing him, something that filled me with sexual anticipation, I hoped that he'd return the favor of my exhibitionism with his exhibitionism. In the way that I'd willingly show him my naked body, I hoped he'd show me his naked body, too. Just the thought of exposing myself to my stepson made me sexually aroused enough to masturbate myself while imagining showing him my topless and/or my naked body.
# # #
If I dared showed him something that he shouldn't see of me, not knowing what his reaction would be, again, I wondered if he'd look. I wondered if he'd stare. Or, disappointing me and sexually frustrating me again, I wondered if he'd look away in shame and in embarrassment. I wouldn't know his reaction to seeing something of me that he shouldn't see until I dare myself to flash him.
While hoping that he'd look, again, I wondered if he'd masturbate over all that he saw of me later. I wondered if I deliberately flashed him my naked body, if that would knock me down from the high pedestal that he had placed me upon. Once he's seen me naked, I wondered if he'd think of me as an exhibitionistic whore instead of thinking of me as his morally, modest stepmother.
Yet, again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, not stopping with just flashing him, my sexual fantasy come true, I wished he'd kiss me while touching me and feeling me through my clothes. I wished he'd slowly undress me while making out with me. While touching me and feeling me everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother, I'd love him to strip me naked and have his sexual way with my naked body. I'd love him to make slow and passionate love to me before fucking me fast and hard.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Hoping that he would, that would be so hot for John to strip me naked and touch and feel my naked body everywhere while making out with me,' I thought.
# # #
Carol, John & Linda, Chapter 03:
Finally crossing the incestuous line, Carol finally flashes her stepson down nightgown views of her naked breasts and up nightgown views of her naked pussy and her naked ass.
Especially now that we live together again, we've become close but, even though I wanted to, I've never crossed the incestuous, sexual line until now. Even though I've imagined us having sex and have masturbated over us having sex, we've never had sex. Becoming increasingly impatient, while hoping that he would, I continued waiting for him to make his sexual move to bed me. Only, sexually frustrating me, he didn't make a move to bed me.
In the way that he sometimes sexually stares at me with sexual lust to let me know that he sexually wanted me, I stare at him with sexual desire to let him know that I sexually wanted him, too. Yet, a big line to cross, other than us staring at one another, nothing ever came of that. It's so sexually frustrating waiting for something, anything, to happen.
Passing the time together, when not working, we played board games and video games. We watched TV and movies together. We've talked about everything and laughed over nothing. We're more than just stepmother and stepson, we're friends, best friends.
After not having had sex in a long while, to be honest, I'm at the age where I'm horny. Just as he's always horny, I'm always horny, too. Desperate for some loving attention, I'm sexually frustrated. Unaccustomed to not having sex, in the way that I used to be accustomed to having sex regularly, I'm bored masturbating myself. I'm tired of my sex toys. I'm sexually unsatisfied. I'm emotionally unfulfilled.
Instead of my fingers, my vibrator, and my dildo, I needed a cock. I needed a hard dick. While wanting the sex between us to be his idea, I needed my stepson to step up and fuck his whore of a stepmother.
'Do something, John,' I thought.
Women love to be taken. I needed him to take me. I needed him to push me back on my bed or on the couch and kiss me while feeling me through my clothes. I needed him to show me that he sexually wanted me. If only he would, I'd give him more sex than he'd ever imagined receiving. I'd give him more sex than he's ever had in his life.
In the way that men are horny at a younger age, and are always masturbating themselves, women are horny when much older. Yet, with me a different, sexual animal, in the way that I was a wicked whore in my twenties, I'm still a wicked whore in my forties. I wanted sex. I needed sex. In the way that I was a nymphomaniac whore in my twenties, I'm still a nymphomaniac whore in my forties.
At the very least, playing with my pussy while fingering my pussy and feeling and sucking my tits, I needed someone to masturbate me while making out with me. I needed someone to eat me. I needed someone to lick my pussy while rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. Making me their woman, I needed someone to make love to me. Hoping that special someone would be my stepson, waiting for him to step up and sexually do something, I needed him to make me cum. I needed to suck and fuck him.
Opening Pandora's Box, with John readily available and me ready for wild sex, taking a chance that he'd want to have sex with me, I'm ready to cross that incestuous line with my stepson. Tempted to do so, I'm ready to make the first, sexual move by flashing him while hoping that he'd make the next, sexual move by touching me, feeling me, fondling me, and making out with me. Again, daring myself to do so, I wondered what he'd do if I showed him my naked breasts, my naked ass, and/or my naked pussy.
# # #
Thank God for my vibrator and my dildo. Nevertheless, those masturbation toys are not nearly the same as holding a hard cock in my hand, sucking an erect prick in my mouth, and fucking a stiff dick in my pussy. I needed the real thing.
I needed a hard cock. I needed John's big dick. I needed sex. I needed a lot of sex. I needed to make love every morning and fuck every night. I needed to stroke and suck cock in between making love and fucking. I needed him to masturbate my pussy. I needed him to lick his stepmother's cunt.
Yet, temporarily relieving my sexual frustration, masturbating myself gave me the patience to plan how and when to flash my stepson. I waited for the right opportunity to show him what I hoped that he wanted to see of me without my clothes. Yet, not wanting him to know that I'm the whore that I am, I didn't want him to think that I had deliberately flashed him.
Instead, maintaining my moral modesty, my reputation, and my innocence as his stepmother, I needed my flashes to appear accidental. I needed my flashes to appear unintentional. I needed him to believe that he was at the right place and at the right time to see something of me that he shouldn't see. I needed him to think that him having sex with me was his idea and not my idea.
Instead of waiting for him to make the first, sexual move, wishing that I dared make a sexual pass at my stepson, something that sexually inspired me to flash him, he does have a big, throbbing prick. Nonetheless, daring myself to do so, I wanted to show him what I wanted him to see of me and what I hoped that he wanted to see of me, too. Yet, breaking new ground, this wasn't just any man that I was thinking about flashing, this was my stepson.
Nonetheless, a long time coming, going beyond what was deemed sexually appropriate, I was ready to sexually expose myself to him. Moreover, it wasn't as if I had never flashed anyone. I had a long history of flashing not only men but also women. I was given my husband's blessings to flash unsuspecting men and women. As long as I told him the sexy details of who I flashed, when I flashed them, and what their surprised reactions were to seeing something of me that they shouldn't see, he was happy, and I was happy, too.
# # #
'I'll do it. I'll flash him. What do I have to lose,' I thought? 'I'll deliberately flash my stepson my naked pussy, my naked breasts, my naked ass, and my naked body,' I thought. 'Flashing him may be the only way to entice him to make his sexual move to sexually seduce me.'
Once I made up my mind to flash him, I planned my sexual moves of exhibitionism in advance. When sitting across from him while mindlessly watching television, with the hem of my nightgown raised and my knees parted, I showed him up nightgown peeks of my naked pussy. Acting as if I was unaware that I was exposed, I'll be masturbating tonight over showing him my pussy. Yet, instead of doing anything in return, all that he did was to stare at all that he was seeing and all that I was showing.
While leaning over him to serve him food, I showed him down nightgown views of my naked breasts and my erect nipples. Knowing that the top of my nightgown would fall over as soon as I leaned forward, I leaned lower and longer than necessary while watching his eyes stare at my naked breasts. When squatting down and bending at the waist in front of him while cleaning, I flashed him my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy. Waiting for him to do something, anything, all that he did was to stare.
Hoping that he'd reach out his horny hands and touch me, feel me, and fondle all that I deliberately showed him, unfortunately, all that he did was stare. Disappointed that he didn't make his sexual attraction and incestuous intentions known, he further sexually frustrated me by not doing anything but looking. With him continually masturbating over women who looked like me, I didn't understand why all that he did was to stare at all that I had deliberately shown him and all that he had seen.
'What the fuck? Doesn't he sexually want me,' I thought? 'Is seeing my naked pussy, my naked breasts, and my naked ass not making him horny? Doesn't he want to touch and feel my shapely body? In the way that he continually masturbated over blonde, big breasted, older woman, why wouldn't he want to have sex with me? At the very least, after showing him all that I wanted to show him, I hoped that he masturbated over me tonight and tomorrow morning in the way that I'll be masturbating over him tonight and tomorrow morning.'
Stymied, I was at a loss to understand his lack of sexual interest in me. I didn't know what else to do to sexually seduce him. I've done everything that I could think of doing except for walking in front of him while naked.
'What's his problem? Judging his sexual attraction to women by his computer screen, I'm blonde. I'm big breasted. I'm an older woman,' I thought. 'Now that I'm flashing him my naked pussy, my naked tits, and my naked ass, what else must I do to entice him to make his sexual move to have sex with me,' I thought?
# # #
Admittedly, something so deliciously, yet, wickedly forbidden, tempted to do so, especially when I've had a little too much wine, forget about just flashing him, I've thought about making my move and having sex with John. With my stepson the young stud that he is, especially whenever I catch him masturbating, I wished that I dared to sexually do something that I, no doubt, and unfortunately, may regret. Yet, the big thing that stopped me from trying to have sex with him, I'd be embarrassingly humiliated if my sexual solicitation was unwanted, unwelcomed, and/or wasn't reciprocated.
'With me twice his age and his stepmother, what if John doesn't look when I show him something of me that I shouldn't and that he shouldn't see? What if he doesn't stare at all that I'm deliberately showing him? What if he turns and looks away in disgust? What if he doesn't want to have sex with me in the way that I wished I could have sex with him,' I thought? 'What do I do then?'
Twenty-years since I retired from living the life of a jet-setting whore, I couldn't help but imagine the worst, doomsday, sexual scenario. Much older now, even though I'm still as pretty as I'm sexy and shapely, there are plenty of twenty-something-year-old women out there who would surely turn his head. With him masturbating over women who looked like me but what made me think that he'd wanted to have sex with me instead of him wanting to have sex with one of them?
Yet, in my favor, we were isolated and stuck together until the COVID pandemic slowed. To my benefit, showing his sexual attraction to them, he continued masturbating over busty, blonde, forty-something-year-old women. Perhaps, without him aware, he continued masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with me. Whether he's aware of it or not, he continued masturbating over his stepmother and that gave me hope that he sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted him.
'No matter if I'm the type of woman that he's sexually attracted to, what if he felt that it grossed him out to have incestuous sex with his stepmother,' I thought?
Having never been turned down for sex before, how embarrassing would that be for my stepson to turn me down for sex now? Not knowing what else to do to change his mind and have sex with me, I'd be mortified. Now that I'm older, I'm not as proud of my looks as I was when I was in my twenties.
While standing in front of my full-length mirror naked and staring at my beautiful body, presently, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I imagined exposing myself to him. Going back and forth, should I or shouldn't I, I dared myself to show him all that he shouldn't see of me. As sexually arousing for me as I hoped it would be sexually exciting for him. If nothing else, after exposing myself to him that would give me more to masturbate over when using my vibrator and my dildo.
# # #
Nonetheless, feeling as sexually frustrated as I felt sad, I felt rejected. I couldn't help but feel not sexually wanted. While still looking at myself in my full-length mirror, I turned one way before turning the other way. After not having had any children, I still had a great figure. If I say so myself, I looked ten-years younger. With me not flabby and with nothing sagging, I could easily pass for thirty-something-years-old instead of forty-something-years-old.
'How could he turn me down for sex? Appearing ten-years-younger because of my diet and exercise, I'm still relatively young looking. Having always had a sexy and shapely body, I still have a sexy and shapely body,' I thought. 'Especially with my long, sexy legs, my big breasts, and my shapely backside, if I say so myself, I still look hot.'
Again, as if I was a nude model, I turned one way before turning the other way to look at my naked body in my full-length mirror. Proud of my naked body, I had shapely breasts and a toned stomach. Then, turning my head over my shoulder, I checked out my naked ass. I not only had big breasts but also, I had a shapely ass, too.
'If he'd only make the first, sexual move, I'd make all of the rest of the sexual moves. I'd give him the best blowjob that he's ever had in his life. Returning his fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps, I'd fuck him as fast and as hard as I hoped that he'd fuck me,' I thought. 'As long as he gave me a sexual orgasm with his cock, I'd give him a sexual orgasm with my pussy.'
Looking for any imperfections of aging that may turn him off, I continued turning one way before turning the other way while continuing to look at my naked self in my full-length mirror. Again, if I'd say so myself, I looked good. If a woman who looked as good as me offered me sex, I'd do her.
'Having had sex with so many men before, after he had sex with me, he'd never want to have sex with another woman,' I thought while assuring myself that he would have sex with me. 'Ready to give him as much sex as he wanted and needed, he'd never masturbate again while watching porn. Once removing his guilt, his shame, and his trepidation to have sex with his stepmother, I'd suck and fuck him anytime that he wanted.'



As I've done with so many unsuspecting men, the forbidden prospect of finally exposing my lingerie clad, sexy nightgown clad, topless, and/or naked body to my stepson sexually aroused me. If I flashed him my naked pussy and/or my naked breasts, again I wondered, would he look? Would he stare? Or would he look away in embarrassment, shame, and in disgust. While hoping that he would look when I flashed him my naked breasts and my naked pussy, I wondered if he'd reach out his horny hand to finger my pussy and/or to touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts.
'Touch me, John. Kiss your stepmother. Make out with me,' I thought while wanting to say that to him. 'Stick your horny hand up my nightgown and cup my naked pussy. Stick your big hand down my nightgown and fondle my breasts while fingering my erect nipples. Feel my ass through my nightgown. Strip me naked, push me back on my bed, on the couch, on the dining room table, or on the floor, outside on the deck, and fuck me,' I thought. 'Just do something instead of just staring and masturbating yourself over women who look like me.'
# # #
To be honest, something that I rubbed my clit over when masturbating myself with my vibrator, I'd love to wrap my long, manicured fingers around his hard cock and slowly stroke his naked prick. Something that I fondled my breasts over while fucking myself with my dildo, I'd love to give my stepson a motherly, hand job. Something that I fingered and sucked my erect nipples over, while pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, I'd love to take John's big dick in my mouth. I'd love to stare up at him with my big, blue eyes while stroking and sucking his prick.
'Blow me, mom,' I imagine him saying. 'Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth.'
I imagined him putting a gentle hand behind my blonde, pretty head while humping my mouth and fucking my face. Once we had sex, I imagined us having sex all the time. I imagined him regularly masturbating me, making love to me, and fucking me. I imagined regularly stroking his cock, sucking his cock, and fucking his cock. I imagined us living as boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife, and/or lovers instead of as stepmother and stepson.
Alas, sadly and sexually frustratingly, something that will never happen, I wished my stepson sexually wanted me in the way that he sexually wanted other women, and in the way that I sexually wanted him. With my incestuous, imagination running wild, nothing more than a sexual fantasy that I masturbated over numerous times, I'd love to see and hear John cum. As unbelievable as it's true, once a whore always a whore, I'd love him to cum in my mouth.
Giving him a special blowjob, wouldn't he be surprised if I allowed him to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. If he allowed me to blow him, I'd allow him to give me a cum bath. Something that I haven't done in years since I blew my brother-in-law, I'd love to be dripping with my stepson's cum. I'd love him to see his cum dripping from my hair, my eyebrows, my nose, my mouth, my chin, and my breasts.
'Mom! Mom! I'm cumming,' I imagined him saying while I masturbated myself and imagined stroking his cock while imagining sucking his big dick.
If only he knew what I was thinking, I wondered what he'd say. If only he knew all that I wanted to do to his young, naked body, I wondered what he'd do. Would he allow me to masturbate him? Would he allow me to blow him? Would he allow me to fuck him? Then, after I masturbated him, blew him, and fucked him, hoping that the sex wasn't all one way, would he masturbate me, eat me, and fuck me, too?
'Cum, John, cum. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I need to taste you. I need to swallow you,' I imagined saying to my stepson to encourage him to cum in my mouth.
Then, I imagined sexually encouraging him to give me a cum bath.
'Cum, John, cum,' I imagined saying. 'Shoot a second load of cum all over my face. Give me a cum bath. Cover me in your cum. I want to be dripping with your cum.'
Finally, after he ejaculated in my mouth and shot a second load of cum all over my face, after removing his cum from my face, hair, and breasts with a hand towel, I imagined mounting him and fucking him. A man at his young age would have no problem cumming three times within such a short period of time. Filled to the brim with testosterone, a man his age has an endless supply of cum.
'Cum, John, cum. Cum in mommy's pussy. I want you to cum in my pussy. I need to feel you shoot your load of warm, oozy cum inside me,' I imagined saying to my stepson to encourage him to cum in my pussy.
# # #
'If only John would make a sexual pass at me, I'd love to have sex with my stepson. Waiting for him to make the first, incestuous move, if he did, I'd make all of the next forbidden, sexual moves. I'd willingly and consensually have sex with him if he'd showed me that he wanted to have sex with me, too,' I thought.
Again, and sexually frustratingly, unable to make the first, incestuous move, not wanting him to think less of me by him knowing the whore that I am, I wished that he'd sexually seduce me. I wished he'd have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with him. Then, returning the sexual favor, I imagined him rubbing my clit, finger fucking my pussy, and masturbating me, before eating me. I'd love to feel his fingers deep inside of me while he licked my pussy and sexually pleasured me with his tongue.
'Don't stop, John. Please don't stop. Don't stop masturbating me. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Press my G spot, John. Press my G spot. Mommy is cumming,' I imagined saying. 'Mommy is cumming.'
If only he knew that I'd love him to make love to me, I'd love him to fuck me. I'd love to fuck him in every room of the house and outside of the house. I'd allow him to bend me over the kitchen table, the living room chair, the bathroom sink, the pool table, the bed in my bedroom, the bed in his bedroom, the basement work bench, and outside on the back deck. I'd love him to fuck me fast and hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm with his cock.
'Fuck mommy, John. Fuck your stepmother. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, John. Fuck me. Slam your big, hard prick in my warm, wet cunt. Give me a sexual orgasm. Give me multiple sexual orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock. Make me cum, John. I need to cum,' I imagined saying. 'Cum in my mouth. Cum in my pussy. Cum all over mommy's face.'
# # #
Something that a stepmother should never do with her stepson, a huge sexual fantasy of mine, I'd love to suck his big dick while stroking his hard prick faster and harder. I used to love sucking cock and it's been a long time since I've had a hard prick in my mouth, especially a cock as big as his dick. While staring up at him with my big, blue eyes, I'd love him to cum in my mouth, his stepmother's mouth. I'd love to taste his cum and swallow his cum.
Unfortunately, with him putting me on a high pedestal, he probably has too good of an opinion of me to solicit me for sex. If only he knew how horny and sexually frustrated that I am, no doubt, he probably thought that I don't masturbate. Again, if only he knew, he probably believed that I don't suck cock.
Wouldn't he be surprised that I love sucking cock? Wouldn't he be shocked if he knew that I'm a talented, cocksucking whore? Wouldn't he be surprised if I gave him the best blowjob of his life?
He probably thought that I don't fuck. Again, wouldn't he be shocked as much he'd be sexually excited if only he knew that I'm a wicked whore who fucked a small army of men? He probably believed that I'd never be sexually interested in him in the way that I wished he'd be sexually interested in me. Yet, with him not making a move to bed me, other than sexually teasing him by flashing him, how could I make him know that I'd have sex with him any time and any place?
No doubt, he probably thought that his stepmother is a morally, modest woman who never had a cock in her mouth. If only he knew how much I loved sucking cock, wouldn't he be surprised. No doubt, he has no idea that his stepmother is a cocksucking, nymphomaniac whore. He has no idea how many men that I've sucked and fucked. He has no idea how many men who have seen me topless and/or naked.
He has no idea that I'd have incestuous sex with him if only he'd make the first, fucking move. He has no idea that I'd make romantic love to him every morning. He has no idea that I'd incestuously fuck him every night. He has no idea that whenever he wanted me to blow him, I'd suck him in between and not only allow him to cum in my mouth but also allow him to give me a cum bath, too.
'Jesus Christ, John. Do something. Grab my tits. Feel and squeeze my ass. Expose your naked cock to me,' I thought and wanted to say. 'Strip me naked, push me back on my bed, on the couch, on the floor, or across the table, mount me, and then, fuck me. Grab me by my hair, slap me hard across my face, and stick your cock in my mouth.'
# # #
Preventing him from making the first, sexual move, no doubt, he probably thought that I don't sexually want him in the way that I sexually wanted him. Stopping him from sexually seducing me, with me his stepmother and him my stepson, he probably believed that I'd never have sex with him. If only he knew that I'd stroke him, suck him, and fuck him. Only, without showing him the whore that I am by telling him that I wanted to have sex with him, how can I make that happen until he shows me his sexual intent first?
I've masturbated enough to have worn out three vibrators. I can't count how many blowjobs I've given over the years, especially before I was married. Then, if only my husband knew that I blew his best friend, not once, but twice, I wondered what he'd say.
I blew him once out back in the dark by the pool when my lazy husband was asleep drunk on a lawn chair recliner. I blew him another time when he stopped by when my husband was at work. Only, serving him right, with leopards never changing their spots, and with him no longer sexually satisfying me, he knew that I was a whore when he married me. He knew that I couldn't go a day without sex, never mind not having had sex for years because he could no longer get and maintain an erection.
'Once a whore, always a whore,' I thought. 'I'm so horny that I'd nearly suck and fuck anyone. If Sister Mary Elizabeth suddenly appeared at my front door asking for a donation to the Catholic Charity fund, I'd proposition her for sex. I've always wanted to have sex with a nun. I've always imagined a Catholic nun blessing me after eating her pussy and giving her a sexual orgasm.'
Wearing only her crucifix, I imagined Sister Mary Elizabeth stripping herself naked. I imagined the good sister being as sexually frustrated and horny as I am. I imagined her not having had sex since Father O'Brien left the parish. I imagined her being as big of a bi-sexual whore as I am. I imagined her loving to finger and eat my pussy as much as I'd love to finger and eat her pussy.
'Bless you, my child,' I imagined her saying while putting a gentle hand to the back of my head and anointing herself as I licked and fingered her pussy. 'God be with you,' I imagined her saying as soon as I gave her a sexual orgasm. 'Thank you, God,' I imagined her saying as soon as I sexually satisfied her with my fingers and with my tongue.
# # #
With me the nasty whore that I am, before being isolated because of COVID, while my stepson was out for the night with his friends, I blew my brother-in-law, my husband's brother, John's uncle. I sucked his cock when he stayed for the weekend after my husband's funeral. Then, not stopping with just a blowjob, whenever my stepson wasn't home, I allowed him to fuck me, not once but three times. Knowing that I can no longer get pregnant, I not only allowed him to cum in my mouth but also, I allowed him to cum in my pussy, too.
Not spitting it out, never spitting it out, with me not a spitter but a gulper, I loved swallowing cum. I even allowed him to ejaculate a second load of cum all over my face, in my blonde hair, and across my naked breasts. I wanted him to give me a cum bath and he did. Sadly, and unfortunately, then, when COVID struck, that was the last time that I had sex.
"Cum, Bob, cum. Cum on your sister-in-law's face. Give me a cum bath. I want to be dripping with your cum," I said to him. "Then, after I blow you, I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me fast enough and hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm with my cock."
With my brother-in-law always sexually attracted to me, he was more than surprised that I blew him. Even when I was on my knees sucking his cock, he couldn't believe that I had willingly and consensually given him oral sex. He couldn't believe that I not only allowed him to cum in my mouth but also that I allowed him to cum all over my face, too. Then, as sexually excited as he was shocked, he couldn't believe that I allowed him to fuck me.
# # #
Something as simple as that and that drove me insane with sexual lust, I wished that my stepson would make out with me while feeling me through my clothes. I'd love him to kiss me, French kiss me, while feeling my breasts and fingering my erect nipples through my blouse and my bra. I'd continue making out with him while he felt and squeezed my shapely ass through my short skirt and panties. I'd kiss him even more passionately if only he dared to reach his hand beneath my short skirt and cup my pussy through my white, bikini panties.
As if we were parked after a date, I wished he'd slowly and sexily undress me while continuing to make out with me. Alas, something that he'd, no doubt, would never do, he'd never undress me. I'd love for him to strip me naked. I'd love my stepson to see his whore of a stepmother without her clothes. As much as I'd love to see John standing in front of me naked, I'd love to stand in front of him while naked, too.
I wished he'd undress me down to my bra and panties before stripping me naked, totally naked. I'd love him to see, touch, and feel my big, D cup, naked breasts, and finger my erect nipples. I'd love him to see, touch, and feel my round, shapely, and naked ass. I'd love him to see, touch, and finger my blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. I'd love him to see, touch, and feel my naked body everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother.
In the way that I'd love to stroke his erect cock, I wish he'd cup my naked pussy before fingering my wet cunt. I'd love him to rub my clit and finger fuck me with one hand while pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples with his other hand. As much as I'd love to masturbate him, I'd love him to masturbate me. I wished my stepson would masturbate his stepmother. I'd love for him to give me a sexual orgasm with his long, stiff fingers.
Something that he'd, unfortunately, no doubt, would never do, I wished John would eat me. I'd love him to lick my warm pussy with his tongue while fingering my wet cunt with his fingers. I'd love my stepson to give me oral sex. I'd love him to give me a second, sexual orgasm, this time, instead of with his fingers, with his long and wide tongue.
'Eat me, John. Eat your stepmother. Lick me while rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. Make mommy cum. I need to cum. If you give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and your tongue, I'll give you the best blowjob you've ever had in your life,' I imagined saying to him.
Something that I imagine him doing while masturbating myself, my sexual dream come true, I wanted my stepson to give me multiple, sexual orgasms. I wanted him to give me my first, sexual orgasm with his fingers. I wanted him to play with my pussy. I wanted him to masturbate me. I wanted him to make me cum.
Then, I wanted him to give me my second, sexual orgasm with his tongue. I wanted him to eat me. I wanted him to lick my pussy while fingering my pussy. I wanted him to rub my clit while finger fucking me. I wanted him to lap my cunt while reaching up to fondle my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples. I wanted him to make me cum with his fingers and his tongue.
Finally, once naked, and sexually vulnerable, I wished he'd stick his cock in my pussy. I wished he'd slowly and passionately make love to me while kissing me, French kissing me. Then, I wished he'd fuck me fast enough and hard enough to give me a third, sexual orgasm, this time with his cock. When masturbating myself, I imagined him literally pounding my pussy fast and hard. I imagined him fucking me. I imagined him cumming in my pussy.
I've thought about having sex with him dozens of times when masturbating myself with my vibrator and with my dildo. Yet, with him never taking that next, sexual step, no doubt, we'll never have forbidden sex. Trust me, if he showed any indication of being sexually attracted to me, I'd have incestuous sex with him if I could. Only, he'd rather masturbate over blonde, big breasted, older women who looked like me while alone in his bedroom with his door closed.
'Fuck! What about me? I have blonde hair. I have big breasts. I'm an older woman. Why don't you want to have sex with me? Is it because I'm your stepmother,' I thought? 'Is it because you'd be embarrassed and ashamed to have sex with me?'
To be continued...



        

  
    Carol, John & Linda Sex Ch. 04
  
  Carol, John & Linda Sex Ch. 04

        Carol flashes her stepson her naked body.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/carol-john-and-linda-sex-ch-04

Title: Carol, John & Linda Sex Ch. 04

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Carol flashes her stepson her naked body.

Tags: sex with stepmother, sex with stepson, showing him my naked ass, stepmother and stepson, stepson and stepmother, flashing my stepson, showing him my naked pussy, wanting to blow him, showing him my naked tits, wanting to fuck him

Series: Carol, John & Linda Sex


Carol, John & Linda, Ch. 04
Carol sexually flashes her stepson her naked body.
Continued from Chapter 03: Carol, John & Linda
Daring myself to do so, hoping to entice him to have sex with me, I sexually teased my 24-year-old, stepson, John, by flashing him my naked pussy, my naked breasts, and my naked ass. While making my flashes appear accidental and/or unintentional, I deliberately flashed him up nightgown peeks of my naked, blonde, trimmed pussy and down nightgown peeks of my naked breasts and erect nipples. Then, when bending at the waist in front of him while wearing my short nightgown, I flashed him my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy, too.
Sexually aroused that he'd not only look but also stare, he sexually aroused me by staring at all that I continually showed him of my beautiful, semi-naked body. Yet, hoping that he'd reach out and touch me, not making a move to have sex with me, all that he did was to stare. I needed him to do something to make me his woman.
# # #
Carol, John & Linda, Chapter 04:
Daring myself to sexually tease him while waiting for him to do something, deceiving myself by telling myself that it was all harmless fun, I enjoyed sexually teasing him by flashing him. Giving me something to masturbate over later that night, I loved deliberately flashing him while making my flashes appear accidental. Seemingly, judging him by his surprised reactions, he had no idea that I had deliberately flashed him my panties, my naked pussy, my bra, my cleavage, my naked breasts, and my naked ass. Once I started flashing him, unable to stop, I continued flashing him.
It made me sexually aroused to see him not only look but stare. Clearly, he was as sexually excited when seeing something of me that he shouldn't see as much as I was sexually aroused showing him something of me that he shouldn't see. With me an exhibitionist and with him, like all men, a voyeur, I enjoyed showing him all that he should never see of my shapely and sexy, nearly naked, or naked body.
The more that I flashed him, the more that I wanted to flash him. Yet, even though I'm a whore, I didn't want my stepson to think or know that I'm a whore. I needed to remain on that high pedestal that he had placed me on while adoring me as his loving and modestly, moral stepmother.
Besides, it would make him want me more if he thought that, other than his father, that he was the only man who saw my nearly, naked, and naked body. He'd want me more if he thought that he was only the second man to have sex with me. Yet, he'd be insane to think that I was a virgin before I married. He'd be insane to think that I continued to remain faithful to his father after he died. If only he knew how many men that I had flashed with his father's consent, he'd be stunned.
'A virgin? Me a virgin? Hardly,' I thought with a laugh. 'Having flashed nearly every man that I know and then, flashing unsuspecting strangers, I can't count how many men who saw my nearly naked and naked body.'
After making my first, sexual move by flashing him, once again, I waited for him to do something. I needed him to make the next, sexual move by showing me that he sexually wanted me by touching me, feeling me, fondling me, or groping me. I needed him to show me that he not only wanted to see more of me but also that he wanted have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with him. I needed him to sexually do something other than to look at all that he was seeing and stare at all that I was showing.
Nonetheless, how highly he regarded me, having been to plenty of nude beaches before, it didn't embarrass me for anyone, especially for my stepson to see my nearly naked and naked body. Having gone skinny dipping lots of times before, I'd love to go to a nude beach with him and go skinny dipping with him. I'd love to have sex with him while playing in the water.
Yet, not wanting him to think less of me, how would I dare broach the subject of him going to a nude beach and going skinny dipping with me without showing him the whore that I am? No doubt, he'd be embarrassed to go to a nude beach and/or skinny dipping with his stepmother. He'd be embarrassed if someone that he knows saw us together while naked. Nevertheless, just imagining that he'd go with me, it sexually aroused me to think that he'd go to a nude beach and/or go skinny dipping with me.
It sexually aroused me for him to see X-rated, naked flashes of me. If he dared returned the favor of my exhibitionism with his exhibitionism, I'd even allow him to photograph me in sexiest, lowest-cut, and sheerest nightgown, in my bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. Again, not stopping there, being the wicked, exhibitionist whore that I am, I'd even allow him to post my sexy photos on the Internet for everyone to see my nearly naked and naked body.
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed, showing him all that I hoped he wanted to see, I enjoyed walking around him while wearing my sheer, sexy, low-cut, short nightgowns without having the modesty to wear a robe over them. With him always staring while ogling what he could clearly see of me through my sheer nightgowns, his stares made my nipples erect and hard and my pussy wet. Again, daring him to make the next sexual move, I hoped that he'd touch me and feel me through my nightgown but he didn't.
Continuing to flash him, I took my flashes to the next level. When I stood in front of the brightly, lit television, or when opening the drapes in the morning in his room or in the living room, I knew that he could clearly see through my nightgown as if I was naked. I knew that he'd not only be looking but also that he'd be staring at all that I was showing and at all that he was seeing.
I knew that later today, tonight, or tomorrow morning that he'd be masturbating over all that he saw of me in the way that I'd be masturbating over all that I showed him of me. While he stroked his cock while imagining having sex with me, I'd be rubbing my clit with my vibrator, Linda, while imagining my best friend masturbating me. As soon as I felt the house shaking, I knew that he'd be stroking his cock while imagining me naked.
I needed sex more than I did showing him my naked body. Whether from my stepson or from m best friend, I needed someone to masturbate me while making out with me. I needed someone to eat me. I needed a sexual orgasm.
'Right there, Linda. Right there. Don't stop masturbating me. Make me cum, Linda. Make me cum,' I thought to myself while using with my vibrator, Linda, to rub my clit.
Then, continuing to masturbate myself, imagining my stepson fucking me, I'll be fucking my pussy with my dildo, John, while imagining fucking him.
"That's it, John. That's it. Fuck me deeper. Fuck me harder. Make me cum, John. Make me cum,' I thought while masturbating.
# # #
When he still didn't make his sexual move to seduce me, being the wicked whore that I am, again, I took my exhibitionism to the next level. Daring myself to do so, sexually aroused with erotic anticipation, I deliberately dressed and undressed with my bedroom light on and my bedroom door partially opened enough for him to see me naked. Not much of a dare for me to do, something that I'm comfortable doing, I dared myself to walk around my bedroom naked.
I didn't have to see him to know that he was in the dark hall outside of my bedroom spying on me. I knew that he had watched me strip myself naked just as I knew that he watched me walk around my room without my clothes. As if he was a peeper, and he certainly was, I knew that he'd watch me dress after watching me undress. The peeping pervert that he is, I knew that he fingered the head of his stiff prick through his pajama bottoms while staring at my naked body.
'Maybe, now, that he's seen me naked, totally naked, that he'll finally do something,' I thought.
Not having to be a mind reader, again, I knew that he'd be masturbating later over all that he saw of me in the way that I'd be masturbating over all that I exposed myself to him. I hoped that by allowing him to see me without my clothes that it would sexually excite him enough to sexually want me enough to seduce me. If not, I didn't know what else to do for him to reciprocate his sexual feelings for me.
'Fucking do something,' I thought. 'Walk in my bedroom and touch me. Push me back on the bed and fuck me. Stick your big dick in my pussy and/or in my mouth. Make me fuck you. Make me blow you,' I thought with sexual frustration.
# # #
Then, surprising me as much as he sexually shocked me, out of the clear blue, giving me hope that he sexually wanted me, my sexual prayers were answered.
"Mom," I heard him say when I walked to his room to deliver his laundry that morning.
Mistakenly thinking that he had called me, with my hand poised on his doorknob, I nearly opened his bedroom door until I heard what he said next. Instead of opening his door without knocking, which I usually do, I pressed my ear to his bedroom door. I stood in the hall while listening to all that he said as, clearly, he masturbated himself. With the whole house shaking, my pussy quivered with sexual desire for him.
'John is stroking his cock again,' I thought. 'Only better, giving me insight to what he's thinking, he's added dialogue to his masturbation.'
"I can't believe I finally saw you naked. I can't believe that I finally saw you without your clothes," he said. "I loved seeing your naked body. You're so sexy. You're so shapely," he said while continuing to stroke his cock. "You're so beautiful and you have such an incredible body."
Rattling the windows, while determined to cum over the thoughts of seeing me without my clothes, he stroked himself faster and harder. Normally, I'd open his door to watch him masturbate. Yet, hearing all that he had to say about me giving him a naked show in my bedroom while he stood spying on me in the hall was much better. Not wanting him to stop, not wanting him to know that I was outside of his bedroom door listening, I wanted him to continue talking.
# # #
"I loved seeing your naked ass," I heard him say while he continued playing with himself. "You have such a round and beautiful ass. I'd love to feel your naked ass. I'd love to squeeze your round ass. I'd love to tap your beautiful ass, mother," he said.
'He loved seeing my naked ass,' I thought. 'He said that I have such a round and beautiful ass.'
Happy that he liked my naked ass, that's a good start.
'He'd love to feel my ass. He'd love to squeeze my ass. He'd love to tap my beautiful ass,' I thought while continuing to listen to what more that he had to say about my naked body.
Again, shaking the whole house, he stroked himself faster and harder. Tempted to burst open his bedroom door, I wanted to watch him masturbate himself. I wanted to watch him cum. Yet, not wanting him to know that I heard all that he had said while stroking himself, I continued listening while hoping to hear more.
"I loved seeing your naked tits," he said. "You have such big tits. You have such shapely breasts. I love your big tits. I'd love to fondle your naked breasts while fingering and sucking your big nipples. I'd love to stick my prick between your tits and fuck them," he said.
'He said that he loved seeing my naked tits. He said that I have such big tits. He said that I have shapely breasts. He loved my big tits. He'd love to fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my big nipples. He'd love to stick his prick in between my tits and fuck them,' I thought.
Out of my mind with sexual arousal, finally, I had received a favorable, sexual reaction from him. My flashing wasn't in vain. He's just as horny and sexually frustrated as I am. Only, how am I going to get him to make his sexual move to seduce me. What else must I do for him to have sex with me?
# # #
Again, tempted to burst open his bedroom door, I heard him stroking himself faster and harder. With him saying all that I wanted to hear, I hoped to hear more. Ready to use his masturbation dialogue to my sexual benefit, perhaps, this is the way that I'll finally have sex with my stepson. Once knowing what he liked, I'll concentrate on that aspect of my flashing. I know that he's sexually attracted to big, breasted women. I'll continue flashing him my naked breasts.
"I loved seeing your naked pussy," he said. "You have a beautiful, blonde, trimmed pussy. I'd love to finger your pussy. I'd love to lick your pussy. I'd love to give you multiple, sexual orgasms with not only my fingers but also with my tongue," he said.
'He loved seeing my naked pussy,' I thought. 'He said that I have a beautiful pussy. He'd love to finger my pussy and lick my pussy. He'd love to give me all that I sexually wanted and needed, multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers and with his tongue.'
I couldn't wait for my stepson to not only finger my cunt and masturbate me but also, I couldn't wait for him to lick my pussy. I couldn't wait for him to give me sexual orgasms with not only his fingers but also with his tongue. Again, I heard him stroking himself faster and harder.
Waiting for him to cum so that I could open his bedroom door without knocking and catch him cumming, yet, listening to all that he said about me was erotically addicting. I needed to hear more. I wanted to hear all that he had to say about seeing me naked and all that he sexually wanted to do to my naked body.
"I loved seeing you naked," he said. "I loved watching you walk around your bedroom without your clothes. I loved watching you dress. I wanted to step in your bedroom and touch you and feel you before pushing you back on your bed to fuck you," he said.
'He loved seeing me naked,' I thought. 'He love watching me dress. He wanted to touch me and feel me. He wanted to push me back on my bed and fuck me. Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Do it! Just do it!'
Again, continuing to stroke himself, he stroked himself faster. He stroked himself harder. He had to be close to cumming.
"I wish I could make love to you while touching and feeling you everywhere. I wish I could fuck you. I'd love to give you a sexual orgasm with my cock. I'd love to see and hear you cum."
Literally flooring me and making me wet, confessing all that he wanted to do to my naked body, and all that I wanted him to do to my naked body, he continued his verbal dialogue.
'He wanted to touch and feel me everywhere,' I thought while imagining him touching and feeling my naked body. 'He wanted to make love to me. He wanted to fuck me. He want to give me a third, sexual orgasm with his cock. He wanted to see and hear me cum.'
Yet, again, he continued stroking himself faster and harder. Sexually reinvigorated, he said all of the things that I had been thinking. Finally, he said all the things that I wanted to hear. Hopefully, I'll soon be making all of his sexual wishes come true.
# # #
Now, whenever I walked to his room and heard him masturbating while talking, I put my laundry basket down beside me and in front of his closed, bedroom door. While listening to all that he had to sexually say about me, I felt my breasts through my nightgown while fingering my big, erect nipples. Then, when he continued stroking himself and continued with his sexual dialogue, I raised the hem of my nightgown to my waist, parted my pussy lips, and fingered my clit. While my stepson masturbated himself in his bedroom, I masturbated myself in the hall and in front of his bedroom door.
Sexually arousing myself enough with his dialogue to make me want to open his bedroom door, strip myself naked, and mount him, nevertheless, I controlled myself. I didn't dare sexually attack him. Unable to make that kind of sexual move, even though he confessed to seeing me naked, loved my naked body, and wanted to have sex with me, I still needed him to make the first, sexual move by at least touching me and feeling me. With the guilt of us having sex firmly placed on his shoulders, I needed the sex to be his idea.
With me already having exposed myself to him, other than just talking while masturbating himself, I continued waiting for him to sexually respond. I continued standing by his bedroom door while listening to all that he sexually said that he wanted to do to my beautiful, naked body. I hoped that later while I continued flashing him my naked pussy, my naked breasts, my naked ass, and my naked body that he'd do more than just stare.
'What the fuck,' I thought? 'Do something instead of just masturbating yourself and talking. Touch me. Feel me. Grab me. Strip me naked. Show me that you sexually want me as much as I sexually want you.'
# # #
Continuing with his masturbation dialogue, he sexually shocked me as much as he erotically aroused me by all that he said next.
"I'd love you to give me a hand job, mom. I'd love you to stroke my prick. I'd love you to masturbate me. I'd love you to make me cum all over your big, naked breasts," he said.
'Again, tempted to burst open his bedroom door again, I wanted to take his big prick in my hand and stroke him,' I thought. 'I wanted to give him a hand job. I wanted him to cum across my naked breasts."
Not stopping with wanting me to give him a hand job, he continued his masturbation dialogue. He said more that drove me sexually wild with erotic lust and sexual passion. Everything that I had sexually wanted him to do to me and everything that I had sexually wanted to do to him, he said out loud while masturbating himself.
"I'd love you to blow me," he said. "I'd love you to stroke me while sucking me. I'd love you to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said. "I'd love to cum all over your pretty face, in your beautiful hair, and across your naked breasts. I'd love to give you a cum bath, mom," he said. "I'd love to see you dripping with my cum."
'Oh, my God, he'd love me to give him a blowjob,' I thought. 'He'd love me to stroke him while sucking him. He'd love to cum in my beautiful mouth,' I thought. 'He wanted me to see me dripping with his cum. He wanted to give me a cum bath.'
Already making me wet, I couldn't believe all that he had said. Continuing to stand outside his bedroom door while listening was sexual torture. I couldn't believe what he said next.
"I wish I could masturbate you. I wish I could eat you. I wish I could make love to you while making out with you. I wish I could fuck you. I want to see you and hear you cum," he said while stroking himself faster and harder and making the whole house shake. "I want to give you multiple, sexual orgasms."
I took what he said about me blowing him and him cumming in my mouth as his voice of approval. Finally, I was making headway. He wanted to masturbate me. He wanted to eat me. He wanted to make love to me while making out with me. He wanted to fuck me. He wanted to give me multiple, sexual orgasms. He wanted to see and hear me cum.
'Be still my heart,' I thought. 'He wanted to have sex with me but, clearly, he couldn't bring himself to have sex with his stepmother.'
Now that I know that he sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted him, while waiting for him to reach out and fondle me, hoping to sexually entice him, I continued flashing him and sexually teasing him. I knew that by continuing to flash him that, eventually, he'd be unable to control himself from touching me, feeling me, and having sex with me. I couldn't wait to finally have sex with my stepson.
# # #
Now that I knew he was looking, I increased my flashing. When I served him breakfast, while smiling at him and making conversation with him, acting unaware that I flashed him my naked breasts, I leaned over him lower and longer than necessary. Making sure that he had a good, long look of my naked breasts, I watched him stare down my open nightgown top as if he had never seen a woman's naked breasts before. While hoping that he would, I waited for him to reach his horny hand inside my opened, nightgown top and touch and feel my naked breasts.



Only, and sexually frustratingly, instead of making a sexual move by reaching his horny hand down my opened nightgown top, touching me, feeling me, and fondling my naked breasts, all that he did was to look. All that he did was to stare at my naked breasts and my erect nipples. If he dared stick his horny hand down my open nightgown top and feel my breasts while fingering my nipples, I'd make the next, sexual move by feeling and fondling his cock through his pajama bottoms.
Something that I loved to do, with me having a whole history of exhibitionism and flashing unsuspecting men and women, I continued sexually teasing him by flashing him while waiting for him to make his sexual move. The lower and longer that I leaned forward when serving him food, the more that my nightgown top fell open, and the more that I showed him my big, naked breasts. When his horny eyes widened, he continued staring at all that he saw of my naked breasts.
'If only he'd touch and feel my naked breasts while fingering my nipples, I'd remove his cock from his pajama bottoms and stroke him,' I thought. 'Now, that I know that he wished that I'd stroke him while blowing him, I'd move to my knees and suck him. I'd allow him to cum in my mouth. I'd even allow him to shoot a second load all over my face, my hair, and across my naked breasts. In the way that he masturbated while imagining giving me a cum bath, I'd allow him to see me dripping with his cum.'
Instead of being ashamed or embarrassed that he saw my naked breasts and my erect nipples, I continued giving him a good, long look down my opened nightgown top of my big tits. Clearly, in the way that he loved watching porn of blonde, big breasted, older women, he loved seeing my big, naked tits and my erect nipples as much as I loved showing him my big, naked tits and my erect nipples. Only, yet again, I wished that he'd stick his hand inside of my nightgown top, feel my breasts, and fondle my breasts while fingering my nipples.
Although it sexually aroused me to know that John had ogled my naked breasts, he still didn't make a move to touch, feel, and fondle my naked tits while fingering my erect nipples. It sexually aroused me to know that he'd be masturbating later over seeing my big tits. In the way that I had deliberately flashed him my naked breasts, I wished he'd return my favor of exhibitionism and favor me with his exhibitionism by flashing me his naked cock.
Giving me something to masturbate over later, I'd love to see my stepson's naked prick up close. I'd love to watch masturbate himself again. I'd love to watch and hear him cum. I'd love to see the expression on his face when shooting a big load of cum. I'd love to hear what he'd say when cumming. In the way that he called to me when masturbating behind his closed, bedroom door, I'd love to hear him call me again when he stroked his cock.
Not stopping with just watching him masturbate himself and watching and hearing him cum, I'd love to wrap my fingers around his big dick. I'd love to stroke his hard cock. Indeed and again, I'd love to take him in my mouth and blow him. Something that a stepmother should never do with her stepson, I'd love to suck John's big prick. Oh, my God, I wished I could take him in my mouth while stroking him. I'd love him to cum in my mouth. Then, I'd love to fuck him as much as I'd love him to fuck me.
# # #
Later that morning, again, getting nowhere fast, I took my exhibitionism and his voyeurism to the next level. I sat across from him on the low couch while watching TV and sipping my coffee. He sat in his father's, red leather, reclining chair that was higher than the couch. With him always looking, I knew that he could clearly see whatever I showed him.
While he sipped his coffee, he stared over at me and watched me more than he watched the television. With my eyes glued to the television, while mindlessly watching TV, I pretended not to notice him staring. I pretended that I was unaware that I was continually exposing my naked pussy to him.
As if I was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, I sat with my knees parted open enough and the hem of my short nightgown raised high enough to give him a continual view of my blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. Hoping that he'd sit next to me and cup my pussy in his horny hand, I wanted him to see my naked cunt. Not stopping there, every time I crossed and uncrossed my legs, I crossed and uncrossed them slower. I made sure that he got a good, long look of his stepmother's naked cunt that he had hoped and wanted to see.
Something that I wickedly loved to do, I loved flashing him my pussy mound, my camel toe, my pussy slit, and my trimmed patch of blonde, pubic hair. A good sign, he continually stared at my naked pussy as if he had never seen a naked pussy before. Then, while still wearing my revealing nightgown, with the top of my nightgown falling wide open when leaning, I continually leaned in front of him while vacuuming. Continuing my cleaning, I squatted down in front of him with my nightgown raised nearly to my crotch and my legs spread wide open.
While waiting for him to do something, I continually showed him my naked pussy, my naked breasts, and my erect nipples again. Then, turning away from him to bend at the waist as if picking up something, I showed him my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy. Giving him plenty to masturbate over later, I made sure that he saw everything that he should never see of his stepmother. While waiting for him to make his sexual move to touch me and feel me, I did everything but remove my nightgown and walk around the living room naked.
'Fuck! Do something instead of just staring. Touch me. Feel me. Grope me. Grab my ass. Feel my breasts. Finger my pussy,' I thought and wanted to say but didn't dare.
# # #
Making him aware that I'm up early in the morning, the first thing that I do is to use the bathroom to pee. I know that once he heard the toilet flush that he'd know that it's showtime. When I'm not walking around the kitchen in my short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown, I'm walking around my bedroom naked while selecting my clothes before getting dressed.
Sometimes, when I awaken horny and need something to masturbate over later that night, with my bedroom at the far end of the hall, opposite his bedroom, I leave my bedroom door opened enough for him to see me. Before the sun is even up, making sure that he saw me stripping myself naked before getting dressed, I turned on the bright, overhead light in my bedroom. Unable to see him spying on me, my bright, bedroom light darkened the hall even more. He could see me but I couldn't see him. Yet, I knew he'd be there spying on me.
As soon as I returned from the bathroom, making sure that he knew that I was in my bedroom, I yawned loudly, stretched, and turned my radio on low. Then, ready to give him a sexy show by stripping myself naked, daring myself to do so, I reached down and grabbed the hem of my nightgown. With one slow lift, I pulled my nightgown up, over my head, and off. It sexually aroused me to know that I had deliberately flashed my stepson my naked body. It sexually aroused me to know that he was seeing me naked.
I was naked, totally naked. Finally, I was naked in front of my stepson. Filled with sexual anticipation, sexual arousal, and horniness, my first time being naked in front of him, I could feel my pussy moisten and my nipples erect and harden. Waiting for him to walk in my bedroom, touch me, feel me, and push me back on my bed to fuck me, he didn't. I didn't know what else I needed to do for him to make his sexual move.
'What the fuck,' I thought? 'With me constantly flashing him and striping myself naked, why doesn't he make a move to sexually seduce me?'
Knowing full well that he was standing in the hall outside of my bedroom while spying on me, not having to see him to know that he was there, I knew he was in the hall watching me. I could feel him staring at my naked body. It sexually aroused me to know that he spied on his stepmother dressing and undressing. Instead of masturbating himself while talking about all that he wanted to do to my naked body and what he wanted me to do to his naked body, I wished he'd do something to show me that he sexually wanted me.
It sexually aroused me to know that he was sexually interested enough in seeing me naked to know that he wanted, hopefully, to have sex with me. I could literally hear him stroking his cock while he ogled me. Only, hoping that he'd walk in my bedroom and touch, feel, and fondle my naked body, he never made a sexual move. Waiting for him to do something, anything, was torture.
'God damn it! I'm naked! Do something. Instead of just staring, show me that you want to have sex with me,' I thought. 'Walk in my bedroom and push me back on my bed. Stick your cock in my mouth and force me to blow you. Stick you prick in my pussy and fuck me,' I thought again.
# # #
I already made the first move by flashing him my naked pussy and my naked breasts. I made the next, sexual move by leaving my bedroom door opened enough to see me undressing and dressing. Now, showing him everything, I'm naked. I'm totally naked and ready for sex. Other than to strip him naked, too, what more can I do to send him the message that I want to have incestuous sex with him?
'Dare I return the masturbation favor and allow him to watch me and hear me masturbate myself while giving him my own version of my masturbation dialogue,' I thought?
I wondered. Yet, as soon as I thought of doing that, thinking that was a good idea, making my third sexual move to seduce my stepson, I did exactly that.
Fully aware that my stepson was in the darkened hall watching me, after removing my nightgown, I remained naked. Sexually teasing him, I walked around my bedroom before falling back on my bed. First, I made sure that he saw me without my clothes by walking around my room and opening and closing drawers, looking in my closet, and gathering my clothes to wear for the day.
Then, daring myself to do so, I allowed him to watch me masturbate and hear me cum. Making yet, another sexual move while still waiting for him to make his first, sexual move, I opened my dresser drawer and removed my vibrator and my dildo. Facing the opened doorway, I spread my legs wide open. Acting as if I believed that he was still sleeping, I turned on my vibrator and pleasured my clit. Giving him a real masturbation show, I didn't have to see him to know that he lurked in the pitch, black hall while spying on me undressing, and now masturbating myself.
"Oh, my God, John," I said loud enough for him to hear me in the hall but not loud enough to awaken him if he was sleeping. "Instead of just staring at me, I wish you'd touch me. I wish you'd feel me. I'd love you to masturbate my pussy. I'd love you to eat me. I'd love you to lick your stepmother's cunt," I said.
Then, I took my dildo in hand and stroked it before sucking it.
"If this was your cock, I'd stroke you. I'd masturbate you. I'd suck you. I'd blow you and allow you to cum not only in my mouth but all over my face," I said.
# # #
"Oh, my God, John. John! I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," I said, again, loud enough for him to hear me in the hall.
As soon as I recovered from the afterglow of sex, I got up from bed and bent at the waist with my back to my bedroom door while collecting my clothes. I gave him a good, long look of my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy. Then, facing the darkened hall, I leaned forward with my naked breasts falling forward with me to look through my lingerie drawer. Sexually teasing him, I took my time selecting my lingerie. While waiting for him to enter my bedroom and have sex with me, he didn't.
Continuing to sexually tease him, I held up my panties to my naked pussy. Then, I held my bra up to my naked breasts while looking at myself in the mirror. Taking my sweet, sexual time while continuing to expose my naked body to him, I held up several sets of my lingerie as if trying to decide which panties and bra to wear. I imagined that I must have made him as horny as I made him sexually excited, and as much as I made myself sexually aroused by continuing to expose myself to him.
I could feel him watching me as I searched through my sexy lingerie drawer. No doubt, he'll be masturbating over seeing me naked, over my masturbation show, and over watching me search for lingerie to wear. Finally, deciding which panties and bra to wear, I looked for a blouse and skirt to wear. I placed my clothes on my bed in readiness to get dressed.
Before getting dressed, I continued sexually teasing him by walking around my bedroom naked. I continued pretending that I was unaware that he was standing outside of my bedroom watching me. I walked across my bedroom to stand in front of my full-length mirror.
I turned one way before turning the other way. I felt my breasts as if I was feeling them for lumps. I felt one breast before I felt the other breast. Then, as if a reward that I didn't have any lumps in my breasts, I lifted my big tits to my mouth and sucked my nipples, first one and then the other. I hoped to sexually excite him enough to walk in my bedroom and have his wicked, sexual way with my naked body. Again, he didn't.
Finally, as if I was Lady Godiva sitting on my horse, I sat at my vanity table naked. Taking my time while continuing to sexually tease him, I brushed my long, lush, blonde hair before taking my time to put on my makeup. I stroked my hair one-hundred times with each hand. Knowing that he'd be masturbating over all that he saw of me later, I remained naked for most of the time that I spent in my bedroom, until I dressed.
Hoping to tempt him to sexually make his move, I deliberately and shamefully showed him all that he wanted to see of me in my low-cut bra, in my sexy, bikini panties, topless, and/or naked. Other than to strip him naked, push him back on his bed, and mount him, what more must I do for him to make his move to have sex with me? I thought about running out to the hall, kneeing in front of him, removing his cock from his pajama bottoms, and taking his prick in my hand before taking his big dick in my mouth.
Not wanting him to think me the whore that I am, I still waited for him to make his first, sexual move to have sex with me. Again, needing the sex to be his idea, I needed him to sexually seduce me. I needed him to play the role of the willful man and me the helpless woman.
Playing miss innocent, I needed him to think that he had forced his stepmother to have sex with him and not the other way around. I needed him to do something, anything, other than just masturbating himself while talking about all that he wanted to do to my naked body and all that he wanted me to do to his naked body. I needed him to do more than just staring at all that I was showing him.
# # #
Continuing my exhibitionism, on those days that I showered in the morning instead of the evening, I gave him another show of my naked body. When I showered, not shy, modest, embarrassed, or ashamed, I left the bathroom door opened enough to not only let out the steam but also to give him a show of my topless and/or naked body. With my towel always slowly falling down to my waist, I stood in front of the mirror with my arms raised over my head while drying my hair with the hairdryer, and my naked breasts on full display.
Knowing that he was hiding just outside of the bathroom while looking at all that he could see of me, I knew that he'd be watching me and staring at me. With him always masturbating, I wouldn't be surprised if he was stroking his erect, naked prick, while ogling his stepmother's, naked tits. Only, with us only having the one bathroom, pretending that he needed to pee, I wished he'd dare push open the bathroom door, pull out his cock, and pee in front of me.
I'd love for him to stand next to me to watch him pee while I was topless. After he peed, wishing he would, I'd allow him to touch my tits, feel my tits, fondle my tits, and suck my nipples. I'd allow him to strip off my towel to see me naked while having his wicked, sexual way with my big tits.
'How hot would that be for me to stare at his naked prick while he stared at my naked tits and/or my naked body,' I thought?
Then, with him still not making a move to have sex with me, when I finally emerged from the bathroom, I walked to the living room where he was sitting to talk to him. Just wearing a loosely, tied towel, as if I had a remote control button in my hand, just by taking a sudden, deep breath, I could make my towel fall to my feet at will. Daring myself to do so, I allowed my towel to fall to my feet. Feigning my embarrassment, he stared at my naked body as if he had never seen a naked woman before.
Until I stooped to pick up the towel and wrap it around me again, he continued staring at me as if memorizing every mole and freckle. Only a mere two feet from him, I hoped that he'd reach out and touch me. I wanted him to feel me. I wanted him to sexually enjoy my naked body as much as I wanted to sexually enjoy his naked body. Only, all he did was to stare. He never touched me.
"Oh, my God. Avert your eyes, John," I said playing it up that I was accidentally naked in front of him again. "Don't look at my naked breasts. Please don't look at my naked pussy. I'm so embarrassed. I'm so very embarrassed," I said feigning my embarrassment. "Don't look at my naked ass. I can't believe you're seeing me naked."
He laughed.
To be continued...
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Continuing my exhibitionism, on those days that I showered in the morning instead of the evening, I gave him another show of my naked body. When I showered, not shy, modest, embarrassed, or ashamed, I left the bathroom door opened enough to not only let out the steam but also to give him a show of my topless and/or naked body. With my towel always slowly falling down to my waist, I stood in front of the mirror with my arms raised over my head while drying my hair with the hairdryer, and my naked breasts on full display.
Knowing that he was hiding just outside of the bathroom door while looking at all that he could see of me, I knew that he'd be watching me and staring at me. With him always masturbating, I wouldn't be surprised if he was stroking his erect, naked prick, while ogling my naked tits. Only, with us only having the one bathroom, pretending that he needed to pee, I wished he'd dare push open the bathroom door, pull out his cock, and pee in front of me.
With him always ogling me, I'd love for him to stand next to me to watch him pee while I was topless. After he peed, wishing he would, I'd allow him to touch my tits, feel my tits, fondle my tits, and suck my nipples. Not stopping there, I'd allow him to strip off my towel to see me naked while having his wicked, sexual way with my big tits.
'How hot would that be for me to stare at his naked prick while he stared at my naked tits and/or my naked body,' I thought? 'Only, all that he does is stare. All that he does is to masturbate himself later in his room over all that he saw of me.'
Then, with him still not making a move to have sex with me, when I finally emerged from the bathroom, I walked to the living room where he was sitting to talk to him. Just wearing a loosely, tied towel, as if I had a remote control button in my hand, just by taking a sudden, deep breath, I could make my towel fall to my feet at will. Daring myself to do so, taking a big breath, I allowed my towel to fall to my feet.
Feigning my embarrassment, he stared at my naked body as if he had never seen a naked woman before. Until I stooped to pick up the towel and wrap it around me again, he continued staring at me as if memorizing every mole and freckle. A mere two feet from him, I hoped that he'd reach out and touch me. I wanted him to feel me. I wanted him to sexually enjoy my naked body as much as I wanted to sexually enjoy his naked body. Only, and yet, again, all that he did was to stare. He never touched me.
"Oh, my God. Avert your eyes, John," I said playing it up that I was accidentally naked in front of him again. "Don't look at my naked breasts. Please don't look at my naked pussy. I'm so embarrassed. I'm so very embarrassed," I said feigning my embarrassment. "Don't look at my naked ass. I can't believe you're seeing me naked."
He laughed.
# # #
Carol, John & Linda Sex, Ch. 05
Stepmother finally has incestuous sex with her stepson
Later that day, goading him while sexually teasing him, I wanted to continue our conversation of my exhibitionism. I approached him while hoping that he'd finally be ready to do more than just look and stare.
"I'm so embarrassed, John. I can't believe my towel fell. I can't believe that you saw me naked," I said looking at him with feigned embarrassment and shame.
He laughed.
"Don't worry, mom. I've seen you naked plenty of times already," said John with a dirty laugh.
Aware that I had deliberately flashed him my naked body earlier this morning, by dropping my towel, I pretended that I didn't know that he had seen me without my clothes plenty of times before. Again, while feigning my embarrassment and my shame, and playing my role as the innocent, morally modest stepmother, I looked at him as if I couldn't believe that he had seen me naked plenty of times. Yet, no longer able to control my sexual emotions, I looked at him with sexual arousal in the way that he stared at me with sexual lust.
"What? What do you mean that you've seen me naked plenty of times? When? How," I asked while looking at him with faked disbelief?
I waited for him to respond and when he didn't, I continued.
"I know that you saw me naked when my towel fell earlier this morning when I stood in front of you, but what other times have you seen me without my clothes," I asked while looking at him?
Then, when he gave me a Chesire cat smile without answering me, I continued.
"Have you been spying on me? Have you been peeping on me?"
He laughed again.
"Sometimes, you forget that you're not alone," he said nodding his head with sexual excitement. "You forget that I live here with you, too. Sometimes, you leave your bedroom door partially opened enough for me to see you," he said smiling while undressing me with his eyes and looking at me as if I was naked again.
He paused to look at me and to read my reaction to what he had said and what more that he had to say. When I looked at him with a sexually shocked reaction while not responding, he continued.
"When I walk by your room to tell you something, I've seen you undressing and dressing. I've seen you walking around you bedroom without your clothes while picking out what to wear. I've seen you standing in front of your full-length mirror naked. I've seen you sitting at your vanity table naked. I've even seen and heard you masturbating," he said with an excited, dirty laugh. "I'm sorry but, when I saw you without your clothes, frozen in place, I couldn't stop staring."
'Walking by my room to tell me something my ass,' I thought. 'He stood in the hall watching me stripping myself naked and masturbating myself, the little pervert. Only, I wished he'd do more than just stare. I wished he'd tell me that he wanted to have sex with me. I wished he'd touch me and feel me where I want to be touched and felt.'
Again, faking my reaction to all that he had said, I looked at him aghast while pretending that I had no idea that he had already seen me without my clothes numerous times.
"Oh, my God," I said. "I had no idea that I had given you a show of my naked body. I'm mortified. I'm mortified that you saw me in my room naked while dressing and undressing. I'm humiliated that you saw me masturbating," I said while continuing to fake my embarrassment.
I shook my head while pretending my disbelief.
"I can't believe that you saw me naked all of those times. I can't believe that you saw and heard me masturbating," I said again while looking up at him with a face full of sexual arousal instead of a face full of embarrassment.
He laughed again.
# # #
"Those aren't the only times that I've seen something of you that I shouldn't see," he said with another dirty laugh. "When you lean over me to serve me breakfast, the top of your nightgown always falls open and I've seen your naked breasts and your erect nipples lots of times," he said with a dirty laugh.
He stared at the shape and the size of my breasts that he could see through my sheer nightgown. He stared at my long line of sexy cleavage that revealed itself above my low-cut nightgown. He stared at my erect nipples that suddenly made their impressions known by my sexual arousal of our incestuous conversation of voyeurism and exhibitionism.
"You have big, shapely breasts, mother," he said while looking up at me to give me a big, shit eating grin. "You have beautiful tits. I love your big tits," he said while staring at all that he could see of my breasts through my sexy nightgown.
Playing the innocent stepmother instead of the whore that I am, denying him any more looks of my naked breasts, I looked at him aghast while folding my arms around my nightgown clad breasts.
"You shouldn't look at your stepmother in that sexual way. When you saw my naked breasts, you should have respected my privacy, been a gentleman by averting your eyes, and looked away," I said scolding him. "At the very least, when leaning over you to serve you your breakfast, you should have told me that I'm exposed."
Instead of continuing to play the morally, modest stepmother, I was tempted to ask him to feel my tits. I not only wanted him to finger my nipples, but I wanted to suck my nipples while masturbating my naked pussy. Instead of playing these silly games of showing him all that he wanted to see, I wanted sex.
He made a face and laughed again.
"Sometimes," he said. "When you walk in front of the television or open the drapes while wearing your sheer nightgowns, I can see through your nightgown as if you're naked," he said with a sexy smile.
I stared at him with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open.
"Oh, my," I said. "I had no idea that you could see through my nightgown," I said. "I had no idea that I was showing you my naked body."
He continued undressing me with his eyes and looking at me as if I was standing in front of him naked. Definitely, he was sexually interested in me. Definitely, the sexual lust that he had for me rested in abeyance before being released. Only, when will he do something, anything, to show me that he sexually wanted me?
"Then, when you sit across from me in the living room, you sometimes sit with your nightgown raised high enough and your knees parted open enough that I've seen your naked pussy many times," he said with sexual excitement.
Feigning my shame, I looked at him with humiliation.
"Jesus," I said. "I can't believe that you've not only have seen me naked but also, you've seen my naked breasts and my naked pussy numerous times. I'm so embarrassed," I said feigning my non-existent modesty again. "I'm shocked. I can't believe this."
It was then that I wanted to tell him that I knew whenever the house shook that he masturbated upstairs in his room. I wanted to tell him that I stood outside his bedroom door listening to all that he wanted to sexually do to me and all that he wanted me to sexually do to him. I wanted to tell him that when listening to his masturbation dialogue that I fingered my nipples and rubbed my clit while standing outside of his bedroom door. Only, I not wanting to ruin my plan of sexual seduction, I didn't dare.
He laughed again.
"That's not all. When you shower, you leave the bathroom door open enough to let out the steam. I've not only seen your naked breasts but I've seen you naked, totally naked, lots of times," he said. "Then, this morning when you came in the living room wearing just a towel, I watched your towel fall to your feet. With you standing so close to me, I couldn't believe my eyes. I saw you naked, again," he said with another dirty laugh.
Again, feigning my embarrassment, I looked at him shocked. I made a face.
'Then, why didn't you reach out and touch me, grope me, and feel me,' I thought and wanted to ask but I didn't? 'Why didn't you come in my room, push me back on my bed, and fuck me?'
Feigning my motherly outrage, instead, I looked at him with feigned anger, embarrassment, and shame.
"I asked you not to look at my naked breasts, my naked ass, and my naked pussy but I guess you disobeyed me and not only looked but also stared," I said. "How dare you ogle my naked body in that incestuous way? I'm your stepmother. I'm not some barroom whore," I said even though I am. "You could have given me the respectful courtesy to look away," I said. "What's wrong with you?"
He shrugged with another shit eating grin on his face.
"Sorry, mom, but I couldn't help myself from looking," he said. "You have a beautiful, sexy, and shapely body. I'm a horny guy and if you're going to show me something that I shouldn't sexually see, then, I'm going to look," he said with another shrug.
I allowed my jaw to drop and my eyes to widen.
"I'm so embarrassed," I said. "I had no idea that you've seen me in my panties and bra, topless, and naked when dressing and undressing in my bedroom. I had no idea that when serving you food that I flashed you my naked breasts," I said lying.
I can't believe you've seen so much of my naked body so many times."
He smiled.
"I had no idea that when sitting across from you that I had shown you my naked pussy," I said. "I had no idea that my nightgown is so sheer that you can see through it when I walk in front of the TV and/or open the drapes. I had no idea that you saw me in the bathroom topless and naked."
# # #
As if reliving all the moments that he saw me without my clothes, he stared at me with sexual excitement. Not returning his look of sexual excitement with my look of sexual arousal, I stared at him feigned embarrassment and shame. Instead of looking at him with embarrassment and shame, I wanted to look at him with sexual arousal. I wanted him to know that I sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted me.
Yet, in that moment, I knew that as much as I wanted to have sex with him and as much as I wanted him to have sex with me, he'd never have incestuous sex with his stepmother. Sadly, I knew that I'd never stroke his cock, suck his cock, and fuck his cock. Sexually frustratingly, I knew that he'd never masturbate me, eat me, make love to me, and/or fuck me.
At a loss with how to get him to sexually seduce me, I was unable to make any more moves to have sex with him, other than to continue flashing him my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked body. For whatever reason, he seemed unable to make the next sexual move. Even though he confessed that he had seen me without my clothes several times, he still didn't make a sexual move to bed me.
'What the Hell is he waiting for? What more must I do for him to have sex with me,' I thought?
All that he did was to stare. If only he'd touch me and feel me, I'd make all of the other moves to have incestuous sex with him. Something that I had deliberately arranged for him to see me without my clothes, all that he did was to tell me that he saw me naked.
'If only he'd show that he sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted him, I'd stroke him,' I thought. 'I'd suck him. I'd fuck him.'
Yet, instead of him just staring at me while undressing me with his eyes, I needed him to want to have incestuous sex with me. Even though I heard him in his room masturbating over me, I still needed the sex to be his idea and not my idea. I'd rather he'd force me to have sex with him than for me to coerce him to have sex with me.'
Clearly, flashing him my naked tits, my naked ass, and my naked pussy wasn't working. My exhibitionism and his voyeurism weren't enough for him to have sex with me. I needed to try something else and something new to sexually seduce my stepson than just flashing him my naked body. With him still not making a sexual move on me, reluctantly, and with him leaving me no choice, I needed to make another sexual move on him. I needed to show him my incestuous interest to want to have sex with him.
# # #
That night while sitting on the couch watching TV and with him sitting across from me, after flashing him my naked body when losing my towel, instead of flashing him my pussy, I sat like a lady. Something that I'm not accustomed to doing, instead of raising the hem of my nightgown and parting my knees to flash him my pussy, I sat as a stepmother should sit when sitting across from her stepson. In the way that he looked at me whenever I flashed him, he stared at me as if waiting for me and expecting me to flash him my naked pussy.
"Come here and sit with your stepmother," I said patting the couch cushion. "I'm cold, John. Keep me warm."
Not thinking that he would, he surprised me when he stood, walked over to me, and sat beside me. As soon as he stood, I could clearly see that he had a partial erection tenting his pajama bottoms. Just the imagined sight of his big, erect cock made me horny.
'I needed to see it. I needed to touch it. I needed to stroke it. I needed to suck it,' I thought.
"Put your arm around me and cuddle me to keep me warm," I said leaning against him and shivering as if I was cold.
Obediently obeying me, again, surprising me, he put his arm around me. Pretending that I was still cold, I put the throw across my lap. When I pulled the throw over me, I made sure that I raised the hem of my nightgown all the way up to my waist. Later, when I removed the throw, I'd be flashing him my naked pussy.
Trying something new, my fifth sexual move in trying to sexually seduce him, after drinking my third glass of wine, I pretended that I was as tipsy as I was sleepy. I yawned and I stretched. Then, daring myself to do so and surprising him, something that I've never done before, I lowered myself down and put my head in his lap.
"I'm tired," I said. "You don't mind if I sleep on you, do you," I asked while looking up at him?
He smiled while running his fingers through my long, blonde hair.
"Of course not. Sleep mom. Get some rest," he said. "You work hard. You're entitled to take a nap."
# # #
Measuring my breathing, I pretended that I was sleeping. As if daring him to stick his prick in my mouth, I parted my lips and breathe through my mouth. My lips were mere inches away from his pulsating and throbbing cock.
Taking a chance that he wouldn't move my hand away; I rested my hand on his erection. As if I was unaware that I was sexually touching him through his pajama bottoms, more than hinting that I wanted to have sex with him, I pretended to subtly feel his erecting cock in my sleep. Something that I'll be masturbating myself over later, I couldn't believe that I was finally feeling my stepson's prick, albeit in my feigned sleep.
I made sure that he received my sexual message by gently holding his cock in my hand through his pajama bottoms with my fingers loosely grasping him. Not stopping there, again, while continuing to pretend that I was sleeping, and as if I was dreaming, I fingered the head of his stiff dick in my feigned sleep. Hoping that he'd give me more to masturbate over later, I hoped that he'd pull out his stiff prick and stick it in my mouth. Yet, unfortunately, something that he'd never do, I still waited for him to do something, anything.
'Nevertheless, with me daring him to do so, how hot would that be for my stepson to gently part my lips, stick his prick in my feigned, sleeping mouth, and force me to blow him while I'm pretending to be asleep,' I thought? 'Whether I'm pretending to be asleep or fully awake, I'd love to suck his cock. I'd love to blow him. I'd love him to cum in my mouth.'
I wished he'd stick his big dick in my mouth while I pretended that I was asleep. If only he'd part my lips with his prick and stick his erect cock in my mouth, I'd blow him. While pretending that I was sound asleep, I suck him. My sexual fantasy come true; I'd allow him to cum in my mouth.
# # #
Again, as soon as I moved to my side to rest my head on his lap, deliberately flashing him my big tits again, I knew that my low-cut, nightgown top had fallen wide open. Yet, again, he had a clear, down nightgown view of my naked breasts and my erect nipples. I didn't have to see him to know that he stared down my nightgown top at all that he could see and at all that I continually showed him. Even with my eyes closed, I could feel him staring at my naked breasts.
If showing him my naked breasts is not going make him want me to blow him, at the very least, I wished touch me and feel me. While wishing that he would, I hoped that he'd reach his horny hand inside of my nightgown top to touch my naked tits, feel my naked tits, and fondle my naked tits, while fingering my erect nipples. I held my breath while waiting with sexual anticipation for him to stick his hand down my open nightgown top and feel my breasts. Only, and again, he didn't. All that he did was stare.
'What the fuck? With me pretending to be fast asleep, why isn't he taking sexual advantage of me by touching, feeling, and fondling my naked tits. Something that made me wild with sexual desire, I loved having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered,' I thought. 'If only he did that, I'd be his woman.'



Continuing to sexual teasing him, I continued fingering the head of his erect cock with my manicured fingertips. Hoping that his big dick would push its way out of his pajama pee hole, suddenly coming alive, it throbbed and pulsated with the touch of my fingertips. Seemingly, he was as horny as I was sexually frustrated. Hopefully, he wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with him.
'Stick your hand down my nightgown top. Touch my tits. Fondle my breasts. Finger my nipples,' I thought while hoping that he would.
I continued measuring my breathing to show him that I had fallen asleep and was deftly, albeit gently, touching him in my sleep. Then, finally, sexually surprising me as much as he sexually aroused me, as soon as he thought that I was sleeping, he reached his horny hand inside of my nightgown top. The first time that he touched my naked breasts, ever so gently and gingerly, he felt my breasts with his big hand and lightly fingered my erect nipples with his fingertips.
'I was in heaven. Finally, John is touching my breasts. He's feeling my tits. He's fingering my nipples,' I thought. 'Oh, my God. I'll be masturbating over him touching and feeling my tits tonight, tomorrow, and for the rest of my horny life.'
# # #
Then, removing his hand from my opened, nightgown top, he leaned forward to look to see if I was still sleeping. Assured that I was still asleep, again, he stealthily reached his horny hand inside my nightgown top. Clearly, he loved touching and feeling my naked breasts. This time, he cupped my tits while feeling tits and fondling my tits. Satisfied that I was sound asleep, he had his sexual way with my naked breasts and my erect nipples.
First he cupped and fondled one breast and then he cupped and fondled the other breast. Feeling him staring at all that he could see of my big breasts, I knew that he couldn't resist touching my tits and feeling my tits. I only wished that I could tell him how horny that he made me by feeling my tits and fingering my nipples. Standing in front of his bedroom door tomorrow, I'll be listening to all that he'd say while masturbating himself about feeling and fondling my naked breasts.
From all that I overheard him say while he masturbated himself, I knew that he couldn't wait to have his sexual way with my naked tits. He loved masturbating over big, breasted, older women. Something that filled me with sexual anticipation, he continued fondling my breasts while gently pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples. Finally, after having waited for what seemed like an eternity, my stepson made his sexual move to sexually seduce his stepmother.
He hadn't touched me in this sexually, inappropriate way since I wrestled with him when he was 18-years-old. That was the last time that he felt my breast through my exposed bra while making his touches and feels appear unintentional instead of deliberate as part of his wrestling moves. The last time that he touched my pussy and felt my ass through my panties was when he accidentally pulled my sweatpants down while wrestling with me.
Then, shocking me as much as he sexually aroused me, he stuck his hand between my legs to lift me and toss me on the couch. Not taking much to sexually arouse me, when play wrestling with him, immediately, he made me wet. Now, showing him that I was not only cold but also sexually aroused, my nipples erected and hardened while he continued fingering them.
I only wished that he'd lean down and suck them. Yet, there was no way that he could suck my nipples from my pretend sleep without awakening me. Nevertheless, I wished he'd reach his horny hand beneath the throw and cup my naked pussy.
# # #
Then, I realized that as soon as I leaned to the side to rest my head on his lap, the back of nightgown had risen to my waist. My naked ass and the back of my pussy were totally exposed along with my naked breasts. While continuing to feel my naked breasts with one hand, I felt his other hand reach down to feel my naked ass, cup my naked ass, and squeeze my naked ass.
'I was in heaven. Clearly, he liked seeing and touching my naked ass as much as he liked seeing and touching my naked breasts,' I thought. 'I loved it when he felt my naked body. Only, and again, I wished he'd finger my pussy. How hot would that be for him to masturbate me in my pretend sleep,' I thought?
# # #
Then, finally, and unexpectedly, sexually surprising me, his throbbing and pulsating cock pushed its way out of his pee hole. His erect, naked prick stood proud within a foot from my feigned, sleeping eyes. Stunned that I was finally seeing his erect dick up close, I stared at his big, naked prick in the way that I felt him stare at my naked tits.
'I can't believe that I'm finally seeing my stepson's erect, naked cock,' I thought.
Again, surprising me as much as he shocked me and sexually aroused me, he gently took what he thought was my sleeping hand by my wrist and moved it to his cock. As soon as my fingertips touched his pulsating prick, I allowed him to wrap my fingers around it. Sexually aroused as much as I was filled with sexual anticipation, I couldn't wait to see what he'd do next.
'Hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe I'm finally holding John's big dick in my hand,' I thought. 'His cock is so big. His prick is so hard. I love his big dick.'
Then, taking my hand in his hand, he held my hand with his big hand. He moved my hand up and down with his hand for me to give him a feigned, sleeping, hand job. Then, with him thinking that I was still, sound asleep by my deep and steady breathing, sexually surprising me, he moved his prick closer to my mouth. He touched the head of his cock to my lips. Obviously, he wanted me to blow him in my sleep.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My stepson wanted me to blow him. He wanted me to suck his stiff prick in my sleep. Finally, he's doing something more than just staring. Finally, he's making his sexual move to sexually seduce me.'
# # #
Then, when I didn't move, slowly, and gently he slid his penis across my lips. Sexually teasing him, I stuck out my tongue and licked his cock as if I had licked his prick in my sleep. When I did that, he quickly pulled his prick away and covered it with his hand while looking down at me again to make sure that I was still sleeping.
Then, when he believed that I was still asleep, he put his thumb and index finger to my nostrils. I had to voluntarily open my mouth to breathe. As soon as I opened my mouth to breathe, he removed his finger and thumb from my nose, and inserted the head of his cock in my mouth. Then, while careful not to awaken me, he put a tender hand behind my head and with a gentle hump, he slid his cock further in my mouth.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'John stuck his stiff prick in my mouth. He wanted me to blow him in my sleep.'
I couldn't believe that he stuck his big dick in my mouth. As if I was blowing him in my sleep while dreaming of giving a blowjob, I sucked his prick. He stroked himself while I continued sucking him. Instantly, I was so very wet.
At last, I sucked a hard cock again. Finally, I gave my stepson the blowjob that I had always wanted to give him and that he always wanted me to give him. I couldn't believe that I was having incestuous sex with my stepson, albeit while I pretended that I was sleeping.
'This is unbelievable. I can't believe that I'm finally blowing my stepson,' I thought. 'I can't believe he stuck his prick in my mouth when he thought that I was sleeping. I can't believe that I'm sucking his erect prick.'
Then, with me a skilled cocksucker, even when sucking a cock in my feigned sleep, not taking him long to cum, he caught me off-guard when he ejaculated a huge load of cum in my mouth. Instead of spitting it out and/or allowing it to dribble from my mouth, I swallowed it. As soon as he ejaculated his load of cum, he removed his cock from my mouth. He wiped my lips with a tissue from the cum that dripped from my mouth. Then, pretending that nothing happened, he leaned away from me.
Sexually surprising him, when he removed the throw from my lap, with my nightgown bunched up around my waist, he saw my naked pussy. I didn't have to see him to know that he was staring at my blonde, trimmed, naked pussy, his stepmother's cunt. Finally, continuing to make his sexual moves, I felt his fingers trace my pussy slit before his hand cupped my vagina. I couldn't believe that my stepson finally held my pussy in his big hand. Then, something that filled me with sexual passion, I felt his fingers part my pussy lips.
Already wet from blowing him in my feigned sleep, he rubbed my clit and finger fucked my pussy. Something that I had always hoped that he'd do but never expected him to do, finally, my stepson masturbated me. He rubbed my clit faster and harder while finger fucking me. Then, when I showed signs of awakening, by squirming on the couch and softly moaning, he abruptly stopped.
# # #
"Mom. Mom," he said pulling my nightgown down before shaking my shoulder. "You were sleeping. Let's get you to bed," he said.
He helped me to my feet. With his hands on each sides of my naked breasts, he felt my big tits through my nightgown as we walked. Once in my bedroom, holding me by my big tits as his way from preventing me from falling, he cupped both of my naked breasts through my nightgown.
While standing next to me, he lifted one of my legs by my ankle and put my foot on my bed. Then, parting my legs wide open while raising the hem of my nightgown to my waist again, he lifted my other leg and put me to bed. With me looking at him through my eye slits, as if he had never seen my naked pussy before which, of course, he had many times, he stared at my naked pussy before he turned to leave.
After he felt my naked breasts and fingered my erect nipples, having sucked his cock, and after he ejaculated in my mouth, I was as sexually aroused as I was sexually frustrated. Since I had sexually satisfied him, I needed him to sexually satisfy me. Hoping he'd return the favor of oral sex; I needed him to eat me. I needed him to, at least, masturbate me. Really what I hoped he'd do, I hoped he'd fuck me. I needed to cum.
"Don't go," I said surprising him.
I lifted my head from my pillow. I didn't want him to leave. With him finally making his sexual move, I didn't want to miss this sexual opportunity to have sex with my stepson.
"Sleep with me tonight. I'm sad. I miss your father," I said lying. "And I'm still cold. Keep me warm, John. Cuddle me," I said. "Stay with me until I fall asleep."
# # #
Sexually surprising me, not believing that he would, he climbed in bed beside me. I turned off the light. Then, I turned to my side away from him. With the back of my nightgown nearly raised to my waist again, I moved my naked ass against his pajama clad cock for him to spoon me.
He wrapped his arm around my waist and impaled my ass crack with his pajama clad penis, he still had an erection. Daring myself to do so, I took him by his wrist and placed his hand on my naked, nightgown, clad breast. Hoping that he'd do more than fondle my nearly, naked breast, I wanted him to feel my breast through my nightgown and finger my erect nipple while I slept.
Knowing that he would, while pretending that I was sleeping again, I allowed him to feel my breast, fondle my breast, and finger my erect nipple through my nightgown. I acted unaware that he was sexually and inappropriately touching me and feeling me where my stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother. Then, I allowed him to touch, feel, and squeeze my naked ass. Not stopping there, while wishing that he'd sexually masturbate me and/or seduce me in my feigned sleep, I allowed him to cup and finger my naked pussy again.
# # #
Sometime during the night, awakening me in my sleep, I felt him insert his big dick in my wet pussy. Not wanting him to know that I was awake and waiting for him to fuck me from behind, I tried not to gasp when he inserted his huge member in my vagina. If it wasn't enough that he had stuck his prick in my mouth when I pretended to be asleep, I blew him. I sucked his cock. I allowed him to cum in my mouth.
Gently humping me while trying not to awaken me from my pretend sleep, my stepson, finally, fucked his stepmother. I couldn't believe that his cock was, finally, buried deep inside of me. I couldn't believe that John was, finally, fucking me. I only wished that I didn't have to pretend that I was sleeping when he was gently fucking me while trying not to awaken me. I wished that I was on top of him and fucking him fast and hard.
I wanted to return his gentle humps with my gentle humps but not wanting him to know that I was awake, I remained motionless. Then, as soon as he ejaculated a load of cum in my pussy, he moved away from me and fell asleep. When I awakened he was already gone from my room.
I heard the water running. He was in the shower. Daring myself to do so, I needed to see his naked prick in the bright light of the bathroom instead of the low light of the living room and/or in the darkness of my bedroom.
"Sorry, but I need to pee," I said. "I won't flush."
The pervert that he is, he peeked out of the shower curtain to watch me raise my nightgown to my waist to expose my blonde, trimmed pussy to him. Clearly, he wanted to see my naked pussy in the bright light of the bathroom as much as I wanted to see his naked prick. When he parted open the shower curtain to peek out, whether accidentally or deliberately, he exposed his naked prick to me.
Immediately, returning the favor of his exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, I deliberately took my time raising the hem of my nightgown. Making sure that he got a good, long look of my naked pussy, I raised my nightgown to my waist before sitting on the toilet. In the way that he exposed his naked cock to me, I exposed my naked pussy to him. In the way that he voyeuristically stared at my naked cunt, I voyeuristically stared at his naked cock.
After having blown him while pretending that I was sleeping, after allowing him to cum in my mouth, after allowing him to fuck me in my feigned sleep, and cum in my pussy, I was horny. I was sexually frustrated. I was sexually unsatisfied. I needed him to give me a sexual orgasm. I needed him to give me multiple, sexual orgasms. I needed to cum.
'Tired of this bullshit, what the fuck,' I thought to myself? 'Instead of just sexually teasing him by flashing him my naked tits, my naked pussy, and my naked ass, it's time for me to have sex with my stepson.'
To be continued...
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John finally made his sexual move to have incestuous sex with his stepmother, Carol.
After John stuck his horny hand down my opened, nightgown top, he touched, felt, and fondled my naked breasts and fingered my erect nipples while I pretended that I was asleep on his lap. Then, holding my nostrils closed to force me to open my mouth to breath, he gently inserted his stiff prick in my partially opened mouth as soon as I parted my lips. Giving my stepson what he sexually wanted, and what he had masturbated over imagining me doing, I blew my stepson.
I sucked his cock and even allowed him to cum in my mouth while I pretended to be asleep. As soon as he ejaculated a huge load of cum in my mouth, he leaned away from me. Then, with a gentle nudge to my shoulder, playing the dutiful stepson, he awakened me to put me to bed.
Yet, with him finally making his sexual move to seduce me, I didn't want to miss this sexual opportunity. I didn't want to sleep alone. While he slept in my bed, I hoped that he'd fuck me in my feigned sleep. I invited my stepson to sleep with me. Now that I had sexually satisfied him with a blowjob, I needed him to sexually satisfy me by masturbating me, eating me, and fucking me.
# # #
Continued from Chapter 05: Carol, John & Linda sex:
Sometime during the night, awakening me in my sleep, I felt John insert his big dick in my wet pussy. Not wanting my stepson to know that I was still awake, I feigned that I was sleeping. While waiting for him to masturbate me, fondle my breasts and finger my nipples, instead, he fucked me from behind.
After I already blew him and allowed him to cum in my mouth, he gave himself even more sexual gratification by fucking me while I pretended to be sleeping. Again, not wanting him to know that I was still awake, I tried not to gasp when he inserted his huge member in my vagina. Instead of fucking me, in the way that I gave him oral sex, I wished he would have given me oral sex.
I was horny. I was sexually unsatisfied. I needed to have a sexual orgasm. I needed to cum. Instead, once again, a typical, sexually selfish man, he took care of himself.
Gently humping me while trying not to awaken me from my pretend sleep, my stepson, finally, fucked his stepmother. I couldn't believe that his cock was, finally, buried deep inside of me. I couldn't believe that John was, finally, fucking me. I only wished that I didn't have to pretend to be sleeping when he gently fucked me and while trying not to awaken me. I wished that I was on top of him and fucking him fast and hard.
Had he awakened me in bed as he did when I was on the couch with my head in his lap, I would have shown him the whore that his stepmother is instead of the morally, modest woman that he thought I was. Had he awakened me, I would have asked him to masturbate me while licking me. I would have made love to him while making out with him before fucking him.
This wasn't the way that I wanted our first time having sex to be. Not wanting to be the sexually passive one and the dutiful stepmother, I wanted to be the whore. I needed to be awake when he had sex with me. I wanted to be on top while fucking him. I needed him to sexually satisfy me. I needed him to give me multiple, sexual orgasms. I needed to cum.
I wanted to return his gentle humps with my gentle humps but not wanting him to know that I was awake, I remained motionless. Then, as soon as he ejaculated a load of cum in my pussy, he moved away from me and fell asleep. When I awakened, again, a typical man, he was already gone from my bed and from my room.
I heard the water running. He was in the shower. Daring myself to do so, I needed to see his naked prick in the bright light of the bathroom instead of in the low light of the living room and/or in the darkness of my bedroom.
"Sorry, but I need to pee," I said. "I won't flush."
The pervert that he is, and that I knew that he was, he peeked out of the shower curtain to watch me raise my nightgown to my waist to expose my blonde, trimmed pussy to him. Clearly, he wanted to see my naked pussy in the bright light of the bathroom as much as I wanted to see his naked prick. When he parted open the shower curtain to peek out, whether accidentally or deliberately, he exposed his naked prick to me.
Other than seeing the sideview of his naked prick when I stood in his bedroom and watched him masturbating over the thoughts of having incestuous sex with me, this was my first time seeing his naked prick. Immediately, returning the favor of his exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, I deliberately took my time raising the hem of my nightgown. Making sure that he got a good, long look of my naked pussy, I raised my nightgown to my waist before sitting on the toilet.
In the way that he unintentionally exposed his naked cock to me, I deliberately exposed my naked pussy to him. In the way that he voyeuristically stared at my naked cunt, I voyeuristically stared at his naked cock. I wanted to see his delicious big dick as much as he wanted to see my blonde, trimmed pussy.
After having blown him while pretending that I was sleeping, after allowing him to cum in my mouth, after allowing him to fuck me in my feigned sleep, and cum in my pussy, I was horny. I was sexually frustrated. I was sexually unsatisfied. I needed him to give me a sexual orgasm. I needed him to give me multiple, sexual orgasms. I needed him to give me sex. I needed to cum.
'Tired of waiting for him to make his sexual move, tired of this bullshit, what the fuck,' I thought to myself? 'Instead of just sexually teasing him by flashing him my naked tits, my naked pussy, and my naked ass, it's time for me to have sex with my stepson. Done with games of voyeurism and exhibitionism, it's time to show him that I sexually wanted him as much as I know that he sexually wanted me.'
# # #
Carol, John & Linda Sex: Chapter 06:
No longer waiting for him to make his sexual move to have incestuous sex with me, taking sexual matters into my own hands, I stood from the toilet, wiped myself, and fluffed my nightgown down. Then, I walked to the shower and pushed the shower curtain wide open. Surprising him, he looked at me with shocked, sexually excitement.
With him not making any move to cover his nakedness with his hand, I stared down at my stepson's naked prick before staring up at him. Then, asserting myself and taking charge, daring myself to set in motion us finally having incestuous sex, I did what I needed to do. I began by asking him the question that I already knew the answer to but pretended that I was unsure.
"I need to ask you something, John," I said.
He gave me a sexy smile while still not covering his naked prick which started to grow bigger and harder.
"Ask me anything," he said with a smile. "What would you like to know?"
I looked at him as if I was a police detective asking him a question to prove his innocence in a crime.
"John, tell me the truth. Be honest. I need to know," I said.
I stared up at him before staring down at his big dick again. I couldn't wait to take his cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy again. He made my pussy wet and my nipples erect just by seeing him naked. I paused while watching his reaction before asking him my question.
"I've never lied to you, mother," he said lying.
Difficult for me to remove my horny eyes from his erecting cock, I paused several seconds while watching his penis continue to grow bigger and harder.
"Did you stick your prick in my mouth last night while I slept on your lap?"
When he looked at me stunned with his eyes bulging open and didn't answer my question, as if a police detective interrogating a suspect in a crime of passion, I asked him another question.
"Did you put your hand behind my head and hump my mouth while I was sleeping? Did you have me blow you? Did I suck your cock last night?"
I asked as if I was confused and acting if I was unsure and didn't know? Again, standing his ground, when he stood there stunned and didn't answer my second question, I asked him my third question.
"Did you cum in my mouth, your stepmother's mouth?"
When I continued staring up at him to judge his reaction to my questions, he made a face and looked at me as if I was insane.
"I'm asking you because I had cum in my mouth and on my nightgown this morning," I said.
He made another face and looked at me as if I was I had lost my mind.
"Blow me," he said with a dirty laugh? "No, you didn't blow me," he said making another face while lying again.
Then, when he looked at me staring at up him, after he made a face of disbelief, he changed his tune. As soon as he saw the stain from his cum on my blue nightgown, he had to tell the truth. Suddenly, I felt like Monica Lewinsky when President Clinton ejaculated a load of his cum on her blue dress.
"Actually, I don't know. You may have blown me in your sleep," he said with a shrug.
He put the blame on me for having oral sex with him. He accused me of blowing him instead of him forcing me to blow him by sticking his big dick in my mouth while I pretended to be sleeping. Needing him to be honest, not allowing it to drop, I needed him to admit the truth.
Not wanting to be his victim, I wanted to be his lover. I wanted us to be on the same sexual page. No longer wanting him to be the aggressor, I wanted both of us to agree for us to continue having incestuous sex. I wanted him to know that I sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted me. I wanted to continue sucking him and fucking him as long as he masturbated me and ate me.
He continued staring at all that he could see of me through my sheer and sexy nightgown while I continued staring at his big, naked cock. Suddenly, filled with sexual anticipation, with him standing naked in front of me, I wanted to strip off my nightgown. I wanted to show him my naked body. I wanted him to see me naked up close. No longer playing games of voyeurism and exhibitionism, I wanted to stand naked in front of him.
No longer wanting to play these nonsensical games of unrequited lust, in the way that I continued staring at his naked prick I wanted him to stare at my naked breasts and my naked pussy. Tired of flashing myself and exposing myself while waiting for him to make his sexual move, this was it. This was finally it. One way or the other, even if I had to initiate it, I was going to have incestuous sex with my stepson.
"I don't know. I fell asleep on the couch, too," he said with another shrug.
He hung his guilty head as if he was suddenly ashamed.
"Now that I think of it, I had a dream that I was receiving an incredible blowjob,' he said with a laugh. "Maybe, that was you blowing me in my sleep. I wish I had been awake for that," he said with a dirty laugh.
Again, he blamed me for blowing him.
'How dare he,' I thought? 'He's such an asshole not to admit the truth.'
# # #
Unable to stop myself from looking, I stared down at his cock before looking up at him again. The second time seeing his prick close up, I saw his dick once in the darkened living room and again in the bright light of the bathroom. Finally, seeing his big cock sexually aroused me in the way that I haven't been sexually aroused since exposing my naked body to unsuspecting men at my husband's request years ago. Then, I asked him my next sexual question that I already knew the answer.
"Let me ask you this, then," I said.
Again, watching for his reaction to my question, I stare at him while waiting and expecting him to lie to me again.
"Did you fuck me last night in my sleep?"
Not removing my eyes from his eyes, I continued staring at him to watch his reaction to my question. Definitely, I made him uncomfortable with my question and he squirmed while he still standing naked in the shower.
"Tell me the truth, John. Did you stick your erect prick in my pussy and fuck me? Did you fuck your stepmother last night? Did you have your wicked, sexual way with my nearly, naked body while I was sleeping?"
When he didn't answer my question, I rephrased my question and asked him another question.
"In the way that you had me blow you while I was sleeping, did you fuck me in my sleep, too?"
In the way that he didn't answer my second question, I asked him a third question.
"In the way that you ejaculated cum in my mouth, did you ejaculate cum in my pussy, too? Did you force your stepmother to have sex with you in her sleep?"
# # #
Again, in the way that I stared at him when asking if he had made me blow him in my feigned sleep, I stared at him when asking if he had fucked me in my feigned sleep. I stared at him with horniness and sexual frustration. I stared at him with anger. I stared at him with disbelief. I stared at him as if he had taken sexual advantage of me and raped me in my sleep. Finally, I stared at him with sexual arousal.
Now that I sexually satisfied him by blowing him and allowed him to fuck me, I needed him to sexually satisfy me. I needed him to give me multiple, sexual orgasms. I needed to cum.
"Again, I'm asking you because I had cum not only in my pussy but also on my ass. There's cum all over my bedsheet," I said. "How did that all of that cum get there if you didn't fuck me in my sleep," I asked?
He looked at me with embarrassed shame.
"I don't know. I may have fucked you in my sleep. I may have been dreaming of fucking you," he said lying again.
He looked at me as if he was without a lawyer and pleading his case in front of a judge while asking for mercy.
"That was the first time that I had slept in your bed. With me not having a girlfriend and being as lonely as I'm horny, I may have been dreaming of fucking someone else and may have not realized that I had fucked you," he said as his lame, lying excuse.
A game that I needed to play to sexually seduce him, he continued looking at me with embarrassed shame that I caught him lying after he had taken sexual advantage of his stepmother, albeit in my feigned sleep.
"I'm sorry, mom," he said lying again.
He wasn't sorry. If he was anything, after me blowing him and him fucking me, he was sexually satisfied. He was happy. He'd be masturbating over me sucking his cock and him cumming in my mouth for the rest of his horny life. He'd be masturbating over fucking me and cumming in my pussy for the rest of his life, too. After blowing him and fucking him in my feigned sleep, no doubt, he wished that I'd blow him and fuck him again. Yet, up to me, only I could make that happen.
"Again, I wish I had been awake for that," he said with another dirty laugh while acting as if he was the innocent victim.
I made another face while staring at him with disbelief.
"I don't know," he said changing his tune. "I was sleeping. You can't blame me or be mad at me for something that I did in my sleep," he said with a shrug as his excuse for having me blow him and fucking me in my sleep. "Just as I had no idea that I had stuck my prick in your mouth and ejaculated in your mouth, I had no idea that I had stuck my prick in your pussy and ejaculated in your pussy, too."
# # #
I no longer cared what he thought of me. I no longer cared if he thought that his stepmother was an incestuous whore, daring myself, and surprising him as much as I sexually excited him, I removed my nightgown and stepped in the shower with him. I stripped myself naked in front of him.
I stepped in the shower with him. I quickly washed myself, turned off the water, stepped out of the shower, and dried my naked body. In the way that I stood there staring at his naked body, he stood in the shower while staring at my naked body. Then, not taking no for an answer, I told him what I expected and wanted him to do.
"Come back to bed. I need to blow you now that I'm awake. I need to stroke your cock while sucking your cock. Yet, before I give you oral sex, I need you to masturbate my pussy while eating my pussy. I need you to give me oral sex. I need you to finger and lick your stepmother's cunt. I need you to give me sexual orgasms with not just your fingers but also with your tongue," I said waiting for his reply.
When he didn't respond, I continued.
"In the that I had already given you two, sexual orgasms with my sleeping body, one when I blew you in my sleep and another when you fucked me in my sleep, I need you to make me cum," I said. "Mommy is horny. I'm sexually frustrated. I need you to sexually take care of me."
Again, when he didn't answer me, I continued with my sexual demands.
"I need you to give me sexual orgasms. I need you to give me multiple sexual orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock. After you made me your bitch, I need to make you my bitch," I said. "Make me your whore, John. Make your stepmother your incestuous whore. Use my naked body to satisfy your every sexual whim."
Not saying anything, he remained as silent as he looked sexually excited while drying himself. As if it was the first time seeing me naked, he continued staring at my naked body as if he had never seen a naked woman before. Not done telling him what I expected him to do, I told him what more I wanted. In the way that he stared at my naked breasts and my naked pussy with lust and sexual excitement, I stared at his naked prick with sexual arousal and horniness.
"Now that I'm not sleeping, after you eat me, as if I'm your lover instead of your stepmother, I need you to make out with me while making passionate love to me. Then, I need you to fuck me again. I need you to have incestuous sex with your stepmother," I said. "I need you to make me cum. I need to cum."
With him not moving, I pulled him out of the shower by his semi-erect prick.
"If you give me multiple, sexual orgasms, I'll give you the best blowjob that you've ever had and will ever have in your life. I'll give you a blowjob that you'll never forget," I said.
# # #
John quickly grabbed the towel from me to finish drying himself. Then, not bothering getting dressed, he walked to my bedroom naked. I was already in bed naked and waiting for him to arrive when he walked in my bedroom with his big, naked dick swaying from side to side.
'I'm finally going to have sex with my stepson,' I thought. 'Finally, he's going to eat me, make out with me, make love to me, and fuck me. Finally, no longer pretending that I'm sleeping, I'm going to stroke him, suck him, and fuck him. In the way that I want him to make me his whore, I want to make him my bitch,' I thought.
"Come to my side of the bed," I said.
I stared up at him to give him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Stick your prick in my mouth," I said. "I need to blow you now that I'm awake instead of when I'm asleep," I said.
I continued to pretend that he had taken sexual advantage of me when he thought that I was sleeping. I made him feel guilty that he stuck his cock in my mouth and had me blow him, before sticking his prick in my pussy and had me fuck him. I made him feel obligated to sexually satisfy me by giving me multiple, sexual orgasms. I continued my ruse while continuing to pretend that my stepson had forced himself on me.
# # #
John walked to my side of the bed with as much trepidation as he had sexual excitement and horniness. As soon as he neared me, I reached out my hand and wrapped my long, manicured fingers around his semi-erect prick. It felt so good to hold his naked cock in my hand. Then, while staring at his big dick as if I had never seen a big prick before, I slowly, and lovingly, stroked him to a bigger and harder erection.
Finally, I pulled him forward by his prick and wrapped my fingers around erect dick. Then, while continuing to stroke him, and staring up at him, I took him in my mouth. I made sure that he saw me with his stiff prick in my mouth.
I made him bigger. I made him harder. I consensually sucked my stepson's cock.



While sucking him, I continued staring up at him with my big, blue eyes. I wanted to watch his sexual reaction to seeing his big dick buried in my willing mouth. Instead of allowing him to cum in my mouth, saving that for later, making his knees weak with sexual anticipation, I gave him a teaser of a blowjob. I showed him what to expect when he finished sexually satisfying me.
"Instead of masturbating over imagining me giving you a blowjob and fucking me," I said removing his stiff prick from my mouth to speak. "I'll suck your cock and will fuck you anytime you want me to suck your prick and fuck you," I said with a dirty laugh. "I'll give you sex anytime you want me to give you sex."
Seemingly shocked by all that I had said, he stared down at me with sexual excitement.
"You may cum in my mouth and/or in my pussy anytime you need to cum in my mouth and/or in my pussy. You'll never have to masturbate again," I said with a dirty laugh. "I'll blow you and fuck you whenever you want me to blow you and fuck you. I'll not only be your stepmother but also, I'll be your whore."
# # #
I stared at his erect, naked cock in the way that he stared at my naked tits and pussy.
"Now, get in bed and eat me. Eat your stepmother's cunt. Lick my pussy while fingering my pussy and masturbating my cunt. Then, after I've had a sexual orgasm, I want you to make love to me while making out with me. Finally, I want you to fuck me and cum in my pussy," I said. "After you sexually take care of me, I'll sexually take care of you."
Obediently obeying me, John climbed in bed and moved between my long and shapely legs. He positioned his face in between my thighs and fingered my pussy while licking me. I put a heavy hand behind his head and pulled his face to my pussy.
Quickly making him my sexual slave, I rubbed my vagina secretions all over his face. Before I sucked his cock and allowed him to cum in my mouth again, I ordered him to masturbate my pussy while eating my cunt. Having not had oral sex in a long time, it didn't take me long to have a sexual orgasm from his fingers and his tongue.
"That's it, John. That's it. Right there. Right there. Don't stop. Don't stop. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," I said arching my back and stiffening my legs. "Oh, my God! Eat me, John. Eat your stepmother."
He moved next to me and fondled my naked breasts and fingered my erect nipples while I rested and enjoyed the afterglow of sex. After a few minutes, I mounted him. I reached down between my legs and positioned his erect cock by my pussy lips. Then, I gave him my next sexual instruction.
"Make love to me, John. Make love to your stepmother," I said. "Make love to me as if I'm your girlfriend, your wife, or your lover instead of your stepmother."
# # #
Again, obediently obeying me, John mounted me and lovingly humped me. He made love to me. He kissed me, French kissed me while continuing to slowly hump me. With one hand fondling my big tits, his other hand squeezed my shapely ass. While cupping and holding onto my shapely backside he continued making love to me.
Then, rolling him over, I mounted him. I humped him faster. I humped him harder. Then, he rolled him over and mounted me, again.
He fucked me in the way that I needed to be fucked. Returning his hard humps with my hard humps, I fucked him in the way that he needed to be fucked. While he rode him as if he was riding a wild Mustang, he pounded my pussy with his big prick. Instead of imagining fucking me while masturbating himself, he finally had incestuous sex with his stepmother.
"John! John! Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Don't stop humping me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, again," I said falling silent while having my second, sexual orgasm.
Not leaving him hanging, as soon as he gave me another sexual orgasm, this time with his cock, as promised, I made my way halfway down the bed. I took him in my hand to stroke him before taking him my mouth to suck him. I sucked his cock in the way that I had never sucked anyone's cock before. I blew my stepson.
I sucked his cock as if my life depended on him cumming in my mouth. Determined to make him cum in my mouth, I wanted him to cum in my mouth. With me not a spitter but a swallower, I needed to taste and swallow his cum again.
"Mom. Mom. Don't stop," he said putting a gentle hand behind my blonde pretty head. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming," he said exploding a huge load of cum in my mouth.
Happy to finally have sex with him, I allowed him to ejaculate his cum in my mouth again. I swallowed all the he gave me. I gave him the best blowjob that he ever had in his life, the best blowjob that he'll ever have in his life, and the best blowjob that I had given any man.
Now that we broke the incestuous ice, he'll be sleeping in my bed. I'll be making love to him every night. I'll be fucking him every morning. In between, I'll be sucking his cock after he eats my pussy.
Now that I've finally had incestuous sex with my stepson, John, I can't wait to have lesbian sex with my best friend, Linda. Who knows, while aware that she's as sexually attracted to my stepson as I am, maybe we'll have a threesome. How hot would that be to eat my best friend's pussy while she sucked my stepson's cock?
To be continued...
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Again, obediently obeying me, John rolled me over and mounted me. Slowly at first, he lovingly humped me. The more that he humped me, the further his cock slid inside of me.
Then, when his cock was seated deep inside of me, he made love to me. He kissed me, French kissed me while continuing to slowly hump me. With one hand fondling my big tits, his other hand squeezed my shapely ass. While cupping and holding onto my shapely backside with both hands, he continued making love to me.
Then, rolling him over, I mounted him. Sitting on him as if he was my wild stallion, I humped him faster. I humped him harder. Then, he rolled him over and mounted me, again. He humped me faster. He humped me harder. I returned his fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. Back and forth, we took turns mounting one another and fucking one another.
He fucked me in the way that I needed to be fucked. I fucked him in the way that he needed to be fucked. While he rode him as if he continued riding me, he pounded my pussy with his big prick. Instead of imagining him fucking me while I masturbated myself, finally, I had incestuous sex with his stepmother.
"John! John! Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Don't stop humping me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, again," I said falling silent while having my second, sexual orgasm.
# # #
Not leaving him hanging, as soon as he gave me another sexual orgasm, this time with his cock, as promised, I made my way halfway down the bed. I took him in my hand to stroke him before taking him my mouth to suck him. While staring up at him with my big, blue eyes, I sucked his cock in the way that I had never sucked anyone's cock before. I blew my stepson. I gave him the blowjob of his life.
I sucked his cock as if my life depended on him cumming in my mouth. Determined to make him cum in my mouth, I wanted him to cum in my mouth. With me not a spitter but a swallower, I needed to taste him. I needed to swallow his cum again.
I stroked him faster. I stroked him harder. I sucked him deeper. Not taking him long to cum, no one could withstand my blowjobs for long without cumming.
"Mom! Mom! Oh, my God, mom! Don't stop," he said putting a gentle hand behind my blonde pretty head. "Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. I'm cumming, mom. I'm cumming," he said exploding a huge load of warm, oozy cum in my mouth.
Sexually satisfied to finally have had sex with him, after giving him his first blowjob while resting my head on his lap and pretending that I was sleeping. Now that I was fully awake and not pretending that I was sleeping, I allowed him to ejaculate his cum in my mouth again. I swallowed all the he gave me. I gave him the best blowjob that he ever had in his life, the best blowjob that he'll ever have in his life, and the best blowjob that I had given any man.
Now that we finally broke the incestuous ice, he'll be sleeping in my bed. I'll be making love to him every night. I'll be fucking him every morning. In between, I'll be sucking his cock after he masturbated me while licking my pussy.
Now that I've finally had incestuous sex with my stepson, John, hoping beyond hope, I can't wait to have lesbian sex with my best friend, Linda. Who knows, maybe I can make that happen? While aware that she's as sexually attracted to my stepson as I am, maybe, hopefully, we'll have a threesome. How hot would that be to eat my best friend's pussy while she sucked my stepson's cock?
# # #
Carol, John & Linda Sex, Chapter 07:
Carol wanted to have lesbian sex with her best friend, Linda.
Now that the COVID pandemic was nearly over, the culmination of me already and finally having had incestuous sex with my stepson was when I had my best friend, Linda, over to talk. We drank coffee, and ate homemade, pound cake while watching a Hallmark movie. Even though we had known one another for decades, Linda was unaware that I'm bi-sexual.
She had no idea that I sexually enjoyed licking pussies as much as I sexually enjoyed sucking cocks. Unbeknownst to her, she had no idea that I'm as sexually attracted to women as much as I'm sexually attracted to men. If only she knew that I was bi-sexual, I wondered what she'd say. Moreover, she had no idea that I'm sexually attracted to her. If only she knew that I wished I could have sex with her, I'd wondered what she'd say.
Not out of the closet, something that I was successfully able hide from her, not an easy thing to do, especially after I've had a couple glasses of wine, she was totally unaware that I was sexually attracted to her. She had no idea that I've always wanted to have sex with her. She had no idea that I'd love to lick and finger her pussy while watching and hearing her have a sexual orgasm. She had no idea that I'd love to fuck her with my strap-on dildo. She just thought that I was a whore as much as she was a whore, too.
She didn't know that I loved fingering and licking pussies as much as I loved stroking and sucking cocks. In the way that I had just had sex with John, I wondered if I told Linda that I'm bi-sexual and sexually attracted to her, I wondered if she'd have sex with me. Yet, too much of a sexual leap, deciding not to tell her that I'm bi-sexual and sexually attracted to her, I didn't want to jeopardize our friendship. I feared that she wouldn't accept me not only as her best friend but also as her lover.
Having known Linda nearly, all of my life, again, unbeknownst to her, I've always had a big crush on her. I've always wanted to kiss her, French kiss her. Over the years, while sharing dressing rooms and trying on clothes in front of one another, in the way that she's seen me in my bra and panties, I've seen her in her bra and panties, too. Again, with us sharing dressing rooms while trying on bikinis and sexy lingerie, in the way that she's seen me topless and naked, I've seen her topless and naked, too.
Later that night, after arriving home from the mall and after seeing her in all manner of undress, something that she'd be shocked to know, I've masturbated over seeing Linda in her bra and panties. I've masturbated over seeing her topless and naked. I've masturbated over imagining making out with one another while feeling one another our clothes. I've masturbated over slowly and lovingly stripping one another naked. I've masturbated over us having lesbian sex.
It was no big deal with us seeing one another naked but she had no idea that seeing her without her clothes sexually aroused me. I wondered how she'd react if I told her, in the way that I had masturbated over my stepson that I had masturbated over her, too. While fondling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples, I've not only imagined having lesbian sex with her but also, I've masturbated over her willingly having consensual, lesbian sex with me, too. A sexual fantasy come true; I'd love to be her lesbian lover.
I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her huge breasts through her blouse and her bra. I'd love to touch and feel and squeeze her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties. While continuing to make out with her, I'd love to reach beneath her short skirt and cup her pussy through her panties while fingering her clit through her panties.
I'd love to push her panties aside with my finger, rub her clit, and finger fuck her pussy. I'd love to masturbate her. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers. Again, while continuing to make out with her, I'd love to slowly undress her. I'd love to strip her naked while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere while she did the same to me.
I'd love to fondle her double, D cup, naked breasts while and fingering and sucking her erect nipples. I'd love her to fondle my big, D cup, naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples. I'd love to finger her brown, trimmed, naked pussy while licking her. I'd love her to finger my blonde, trimmed, naked pussy while she licked me, too.
In the way that I'd love to give her oral sex, and in the way that my stepson, finally, gave me oral sex, I'd love her to give me oral sex, too. In the way that I sucked my stepson's cock, I'd love to eat Linda's pussy. I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm not only with my fingers but also with my tongue. I'd love her to give me a sexual orgasm not only with her fingers but also with her tongue.
With her not even knowing that I have one squirreled away beneath my bed, as if I was the man and she was the woman, I'd love to fuck her with my strap-on dildo. I'd love to hear her scream my name while I fucked her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm. Then, I'd love her to fuck me with my strap-on dildo. I'd love her to fuck me fast and hard enough for me to scream her name when she gave me a sexual orgasm.
# # #
Alas, sadly and sexually frustratingly, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, in the way that it was my sexual fantasy to have incestuous sex with my stepson, it's always been my sexual fantasy to have lesbian sex with Linda. Yet, with her never showing any signs of being sexually interested in women as much as she's sexually interested in men, I'd never be lucky enough to have lesbian sex with my best friend. Sadly, and sexually frustratingly, with her never showing any sexual interest in me, she'd never have sex with me.
Whether having sex with John or with Linda, I never believed that neither would ever happen. In the way that my stepson took his sweet time to sexually seduce his stepmother, I had to make nearly all the moves to bed him. While wearing my sexiest nightgown around him without having to modesty to wear a robe over them, I continually flashed him my naked pussy, my naked breasts, and my naked ass while making my flashes appear unintentional.
Then, while undressing and dressing in my bedroom with my bedroom door opened enough for him to see while he stood in the darkened hall, I flashed him my naked body. Not stopping there, I masturbated myself while I knew that he was just outside my bedroom door watching me. Finally, I pretended to be asleep on his lap with my hand resting on his erect, pajama clad cock and my fingertips playing with the head of his prick in my feigned sleep.
Finally, making his sexual move, he reached his hand down my open nightgown top and felt my naked breasts when he thought that I was sleeping. Hoping that he would, he stuck his cock in my mouth when he thought that I was dreaming. He had me blow him and he ejaculated cum in my mouth. Lastly, when he removed the throw from my lap with the hem of my nightgown raised nearly to my waist, he cupped my naked pussy and parted my pussy lips with his fingers in my feigned sleep.
Then, when I invited him to sleep with me in my bed, sometime during the night, while pretending that I was sleeping again, he fucked me in my feigned sleep. The bottom line is when I finally had incestuous sex with my stepson, believing in sexual miracles, I wondered if I could have lesbian sex with my best friend, too. Even more unbelievable, with Linda sexually attracted to John, using her as my buffer, I wondered if I could have threesome sex with John and with Linda as my way to have sex with her.
'Making myself horny by the mere thoughts of imagining bedding my best friend, how hot would that be to have lesbian sex with Linda,' I thought? 'Even hotter. How hot would that be to have threesome sex with John and with Linda? Finally, I'd have sex with the two people who I'd love to lick, masturbate, suck, and fuck. I'd finally have sex with the two people that I'd love them to masturbate me, eat me, make love to me, and fuck me.'
Yet, different with Linda, I seriously doubted that she was sexually attracted to women as much as she was sexually attracted to men. She'd never have lesbian sex with me in the way that I'd love to have lesbian sex with her. If only she would, I would, too. I imagined us in the sixty-nine position while masturbating one another and giving oral sex to one another. I imagined her wanting to have sex with me as much as I've always wanted to have sex with her.
One thing in my favor, one night when we were out drinking, surprising me, she confessed that she had a secret, sexual attraction to my stepson. She confessed how good looking that she thought he was. With my sexually frustrated imagination running wild, and with sexual scenarios flashing through my horny mind, especially now that I've already had sex with John, she made me wonder about us having a sexual threesome. Perhaps, somehow and in some way, I could use her sexual attraction to John to not only have sex with my stepson again but also to have sex with her, too.
# # #
'My sexual fantasy come true, I'd love to have a sexual threesome with John and Linda,' I thought. 'Yet, in the way that I'd never have lesbian sex with Linda, I'd never have a sexual threesome with the both of them. If John took forever to sexually seduce me, he'd never agree to having a sexual threesome with his stepmother and her best friend. Yet, with Linda as attractive as I am but with bigger breasts, I wondered if somehow I could get the three of us to have sex.'
Then, I remembered who made him sexually excited enough to masturbate over them. Whenever he watched porn on his computer, he masturbated over forty-something-year-old, blonde women with big tits. Like me, Linda is a forty-something-year-old woman and she has huge breasts. Only, instead of having blonde hair, she has brown hair. I wondered if her not being a blonde would make a difference to him being sexually attracted to her in the way that he was sexually attracted to me.
Yet, now that I knew that my best friend had a secret crush on John, I hoped to use her sexual attraction to sexually seduce her into have a threesome. Now that I was aware of her sexual attraction to my stepson, I couldn't help but notice how different she was when around him. Every time he walked in the room, she stared at him and smiled up at him, while always making conversation with him.
Hoping to sexually entice her enough for her to have sex with my stepson and/or to have threesome sex with me, I told her something that I knew she'd want to know. I told her that John had a big dick. I only needed to see the sexually aroused look on her face to know that she was interested in having sex with him.
"Like father like son," I said to Linda. "In the way that Jim had a big dick, John has a big dick, too," I said. "Only, hard to believe, John's cock is bigger than his father's big prick," I said nodding my head and smiling. "He has a huge dick."
Seemingly surprised that I'd suddenly be discussing my stepson's big cock, Linda stared at me with her eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth falling open. As if in shock, she fell silent. No doubt, she was imagining John's big penis in her hand, in her mouth, and in her pussy.
'Linda loved men with big pricks as much as I love men with big dicks,' I thought while remembering her sexual attraction to men with monster cocks.
"I'm sorry, what," she looked at me with jealousy mixed with shock and sexual arousal? "Really," she asked while looking at me as if she didn't believe me? "John has a big prick" she asked with a dirty laugh while biting her lip before sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips?
Knowing her as well as I do, after I told her that my stepson had a big cock, I knew that she'd be already thinking of seeing it, stroking it, sucking it, and fucking it. Then, she looked at me as if I was kidding. She made a face of disbelief while staring at me and laughing.
"How do you know he has a big dick," she asked with a look of sexual arousal that she was unable to hide? "Have you seen his cock?"
Obviously, being the whore that she is, I knew she had already imagined having sex with John. Harder to get her to have sex with me, it would be easy for me to get her to have sex with my stepson. All that I had to do was to tell her that he had a big dick. Perhaps, while she had sex with my stepson, she'd be sexually aroused enough to have sex with me, too. Only, I wondered how I could get her to have sex with John while I watched.
# # #
"I've seen his erect, naked prick," I said with a dirty laugh.
She looked at me with her mouth hanging open and her eyes bulging out of her head again.
"How did you see his cock? When did you see his prick," she asked?
I gave her a Cheshire cat grin.
"When delivering his laundry, hearing him masturbating, I opened his bedroom door without knocking while hoping to catch a glimpse of his erect, naked prick," I said. "With him watching porn while wearing headphones, and with him not aware that I'm in his room watching him, I've caught him masturbating more than a few times," I said with another dirty laugh and a shrug.
I watched her mindless feel her big breast through her blouse and bra.
"I've seen his erect, naked prick several times. He has a huge cock. He has a much bigger prick than his father's big dick," I said.
As soon as I told her that John had a bigger prick than his father, Jim, I watched Linda squirm in her seat. Then, I told her what I knew would make her as sexually aroused as she was sexually frustrated and horny. I stared at her face to watch her reaction to what I was about to say.
"Get this. Guess who he masturbates over," I asked?
No doubt expecting me to say some young, hot celebrity with a beautiful face and a killer body, she looked at me with curiosity mixed with sexual arousal.
"Who does he masturbate over," she asked?
I gave her a big smile.
"He masturbates over forty-something-year-old women with big tits," I said with a laugh. "He masturbates over women who look like us," I said with a dirty laugh.
I watched her squirm again in her seat.
"Further, I know that he's sexually attracted to me," I said with pride.
She looked at me and asked her question.
"How do you know he's sexually attracted to you," asked Linda?
I gave her a big shit eating grin.
"When he masturbates in his room, he shakes the whole house. He rattles the dishes in the China cabinet," I said with a laugh. "As soon as I hear him stroking his prick I stealthily go upstairs to listen."
She looked at me with sexually arousal. No doubt, she was imagining my stepson stroking his big cock.
"Something new that he started doing when he masturbates, he has a running, verbal monologue with himself. Because he's wearing headphones, he talks loud enough for me to hear him in the hall. I've stood outside of his bedroom door listening to him saying all that he sexually wanted to do to me and all that he sexually wanted me to do to him," I said.
No doubt, already imagining all that he sexually wanted to do to me and all that he sexually wanted me to do to him, she looked at me with sexual arousal.
# # #
Linda stared at me as if she was in a sexual daze.
"Don't take this the wrong way, Carol," said Linda with a laugh. "Mostly due to be isolated because of COVID, not able to go to my usual haunts, I haven't had sex since my divorce. I'm as horny as I'm sexually frustrated. And now that you told me that John has a big dick, and that he's attracted to older women with big tits, you're really making me horny," she said laughing.
Not telling me anything new, until I finally had sex with my stepson, I was sexually frustrated and horny, too. Then, realizing that she had shown her cougar side, she looked at me with shame and embarrassment that I had made her sexually horny by telling her about John's big member. Hoping to make her feel better about her confessing her sexual attraction to my stepson, I was tempted to tell her that I had sex with him. I wondered what her reaction would be if I told her that I sucked him, fucked him, and he ate my pussy.



If I told her that we've already had sex, I wondered if she'd want to have sex with my stepson, too. No doubt, she'd love to stroke him. She'd love to suck him. She'd love to fuck him, too. Not surprising me that she was sexually attracted to my stepson, with me the bigger whore, we were both whores. There was nothing unusual about the both of us being sexually attracted to the same man. We've shared lovers more than once.
With us always talking about having sex with this one and with that one, men that we met in bars before COVID, hard for me to be shocked, nevertheless, she surprised me by what she said next.
"Your stepson is someone that I've masturbated over while imagining having sex with him when using my vibrator on my clit and fucking myself with my dildo. Especially now that you told me that he has a big cock, I'll be masturbating over imagining having sex with him again," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'm sure that it's no surprise to you that I'd love to stroke John's dick. I'd love him to make out with me while he felt me through my clothes and slowly undressed me," she said.
She paused to read how I reacted to all that she said and to what more that she was about to say about my stepson.
"I'd love him to finger my pussy and masturbate me while licking my pussy and giving me a sexual orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue," said Linda becoming more sexually aroused. "I'd love to make love to him. I'd love him to fuck me," she said putting her head back and swooning.
She looked at me unembarrassed and unashamed that she admitted her sexual attraction to my stepson.
"A long time since I've given a blowjob, especially now that you told me that John has a big dick, I hope that I'm not offending you but I'd love to stroke him while sucking him," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'd love to blow him. I'd love him to cum in my mouth. I'd love to fuck him," she said with an embarrassed, little smile and a dirty laugh. "Oh, my God, if only he would, I'd love him to cum in my pussy."
She paused again to read my reaction to all that she had sex. Indeed, she sounded like me before I had sex with John. Daring to tell her that I had already had sex with my stepson, I waited for the right opportunity to share that incestuous information with her.
"You're not offending me, Linda. I understand your sexual attraction to him," I said with a shrug. "He's just as handsome as was his father before he gained all of that weight. Then, when he contracted Diabetes and couldn't get a maintain an erection, I used my vibrator and dildo nearly every night," I said with a laugh.
I smiled at her while waiting for her to continue. Again, I so wanted to tell her that I had sex with my stepson but I didn't. Bad enough that she knew that I was a whore, I didn't want her to know that I was an incestuous whore, at least, not now. Maybe, later, if I could persuade her to have a sexual threesome.
"I'd love him to give me multiple, sexual orgasms," she said closing her eyes while putting her head back. "I'd love him to give me a sexual orgasm by masturbating me with his long fingers. I'd love him to give me a second sexual orgasm by licking my pussy. Finally, I'd love him to give me a third, sexual orgasm but fucking me fast and hard to make me cum again," she said while swooning over all that she had imagined.
Again, tempted to tell her that I already had incestuous sex with him, instead, biding my time while waiting for the right moment, I looked over at her and smiled at her again.
# # #
Before he could no longer get and maintain an erection, my deceased husband had a big prick but not as big as John's big dick. Before he gained a lot of weight, he was as big of a sexual pervert as I was a whore. One time when we were all a little drunk, something that he did on occasion, my husband came out of the bedroom naked. In the way that he loved it when I exposed myself to unsuspecting men, he sexually enjoyed exposing his big dick to unsuspecting women.
Over the years, he had deliberately flashed my mother, my sisters, my aunt, my cousins, many of my friends, some of my co-workers, and many of our neighbors his big dick, too. One night, he didn't know that Linda was still here or he pretended that he didn't know that she was still here. He came in the living room from the bedroom scratching his balls. He must have been stroking himself before he walked in the living room because he had a huge erection.
Then, when he turned to face Linda, with him always having been sexually attracted to her, his erect cock pointed at her as if she was the woman of his sexual desire, and she definitely was. Seemingly, unembarrassed, and unashamed, not covering himself with his hand, no doubt, something that he had always wanted to do, he had deliberately flashed his naked, erect prick to my best friend. He stood there for a minute while watching Linda staring at his erection.
"Oops, sorry, Linda. I didn't know you were still here," he said clearly lying while retreating back to the bedroom.
Yet, after he allowed me to flash my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass to his friends, to our neighbors, to the lawncare men, the pool men, and to delivery drivers, I didn't care who he flashed. In the way that Linda seemingly enjoyed seeing Jim's big dick, my mother, my sisters, my aunt, my cousins, my friends, and my co-workers all seemed to enjoy seeing Jim's big, naked prick, too. No doubt, if I had given Linda my permission, with her agreeable to having sex with him, too, she would have sucked and fucked my husband.
For that matter, with me surrounded by whores, especially in my family, if I left my mother and my sisters alone with Jim, they would have had sex with him, too. Now, that I think about it, after he flashed his erect, naked prick to so many women, their big topic of conversation, my friends and some of my co-workers would have had sex with him, too. Taking after his father, in the way that John was a good-looking man now, before he had gained so much weight, his father was a handsome man back then, too.
With her having seen my husband's erect, naked prick, I could only imagine how she felt when I told her that John had a bigger dick than my deceased husband. Her imagination must have gone wild with sexual desire, horniness, sexual frustration, and sexual arousal. No doubt, in the way that I would, had I not already had sex with my stepson, she sexually aroused me when she admitted that she wanted to stroke John's big dick and suck his huge cock before fucking his prick.
When she told me that she wanted to fuck John and wanted him to cum in her pussy, she made me want to tell her that I had sex with him. She made me want to tell her that my stepson not only ejaculated cum in my mouth but also in my pussy, too. Again, tempted to tell her, I wondered what Linda would say if I told her that I had been sexually intimate with my stepson. Something that made me horny, I imagined Linda making love to John, blowing him, and fucking him in the way that I've already done.
'I'd love to watch her having sex with him,' I thought. 'I'd love to watch her blow him. I'd love to watch him cum in her mouth. I'd love to watch him fuck her. I'd love to watch him cum in her pussy,' I thought while wanting to masturbate over that imagined sexual scenario later tonight. 'I'd love to join them in a threesome to have lesbian sex with my best friend and incestuous sex with my stepson again.'
To be continued...
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Carol, John, & Linda Sex, Chapter 08:
Carol has threesome sex with her stepson and her best friend, Linda.
Continued from Chapter 07: Carol, John & Linda Sex:
Before he could no longer get and maintain an erection, my deceased husband had a big prick but not as big as John's big dick. Before he gained a lot of weight, he was as big of a sexual pervert as I was a whore. One time when we were all a little drunk, something that he did on occasion, my husband came out of the bedroom naked. In the way that he loved it when I exposed myself to unsuspecting men, he sexually enjoyed exposing his big dick to unsuspecting women.
Over the years, he had deliberately flashed my mother, my sisters, my aunt, my cousins, many of my friends, some of my co-workers, and many of our neighbors his big dick, too. One night, he didn't know that Linda was still here or he pretended that he didn't know that she was still here. He came in the living room from the bedroom scratching his balls. He must have been stroking himself before he walked in the living room because he had a huge erection.
Then, when he turned to face Linda, with him always having been sexually attracted to her, his erect cock pointed at her as if she was the woman of his sexual desire, and she definitely was. Seemingly, unembarrassed, and unashamed, not covering himself with his hand, no doubt, something that he had always wanted to do, he had deliberately flashed his naked, erect prick to my best friend. He stood there for a minute while watching Linda staring at his erection.
"Oops, sorry, Linda. I didn't know you were still here," he said clearly lying while retreating back to the bedroom.
Yet, after he allowed me to flash my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass to his friends, to our neighbors, to the lawncare men, the pool men, and to delivery drivers, I didn't care who he flashed. In the way that Linda seemingly enjoyed seeing Jim's big dick, my mother, my sisters, my aunt, my cousins, my friends, and my co-workers all seemed to enjoy seeing Jim's big, naked prick, too. No doubt, if I had given Linda my permission, with her agreeable to having sex with him, too, she would have sucked and fucked my husband.
For that matter, with me surrounded by whores, especially in my family, if I left my mother and my sisters alone with Jim, they would have had sex with him, too. Now, that I think about it, after he flashed his erect, naked prick to so many women, their big topic of conversation, my friends and some of my co-workers would have had sex with him, too. Taking after his father, in the way that John was a good-looking man now, before he had gained so much weight, his father was a handsome man back then, too.
With her having seen my husband's erect, naked prick, I could only imagine how she felt when I told her that John had a bigger dick than my deceased husband, Jim. Her imagination must have gone wild with sexual desire, horniness, sexual frustration, and sexual arousal. No doubt, in the way that I would, had I not already had sex with my stepson, she sexually aroused me when she admitted that she wanted to stroke John's big dick and suck his huge cock before fucking his prick.
When she told me that she wanted to fuck John and wanted him to cum in her pussy, she made me want to tell her that I had sex with him. She made me want to tell her that my stepson not only ejaculated cum in my mouth but also in my pussy, too. Again, tempted to tell her, I wondered what Linda would say if I told her that I had been sexually intimate with my stepson. Something that made me horny, I imagined Linda making love to John, blowing him, and fucking him in the way that I've already done.
'I'd love to watch her having sex with him,' I thought. 'I'd love to watch her blow him. I'd love to watch him cum in her mouth. I'd love to watch him fuck her. I'd love to watch him cum in her pussy,' I thought while wanting to masturbate over that imagined sexual scenario later tonight. 'I'd love to join them in a threesome to have lesbian sex with my best friend and incestuous sex with my stepson again.'
# # #
Carol, John & Linda Sex: Chapter 08:
Perfect timing and as if he entered the living room on cue, John emerged from his bedroom wearing a t-shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear. In the way that I always walked around the house in my sheer and sexy nightgowns, he always walked around the house in his pajama bottoms. In the way that I never wore panties beneath my nightgown, he never wore underwear beneath his pajama bottoms. Like stepmother like stepson, he never wore a bathrobe either.
The bulge that his big, prick made, and that swayed in his pajama bottoms as he walked, made it obvious that he not only wasn't wearing underwear but also that he had a semi-erection. In the way that he always hung around the house wearing pajama bottoms and a t-shirt, he always had a semi-erection. Especially now that I told Linda that John had a big dick, she never removed her eyes from the bulge that showed behind his pajama bottoms.
No doubt, she imagined seeing his cock, stroking his cock, sucking his cock, and fucking his cock. In the way that I'll be masturbating tonight over Linda, she'll be masturbating tonight over John. Curious for her reaction, daring myself to do so, I was tempted to stand and pull down John's pajama bottoms in front of her. I wondered her sexual reaction if I exposed his naked prick to her.
Only, with me his loving stepmother, I didn't know how to do that without looking like a sexual degenerate. Perhaps, had I told her that we already had sex, she may have expected me to expose his naked prick to her in the way that my husband had exposed his naked prick to her. I'm sure that Linda would love to see his naked prick but I didn't know how John would react to me exposing him to my best friend. Best that I not do anything sexual with my stepson until I know that it will be received and reciprocated.
# # #
"Oh, my God," said Linda putting her hand to her mouth and whispering to me. "John has an erection," she said looking from me to stare at the impression that his big dick made in his pajama bottoms.
I laughed, made a face, and shook my head.
"If you think that's an erection, then you've never seen an erect cock," I whispered while laughing again.
Unable to remove her eyes from the bulge in his pajama bottoms, she stared at his pajama clad, semi-erect cock. She continued staring at his bulging prick in the way that John stared at my naked breasts and/or my naked body whenever seeing me without my clothes. Wishing that I not only could have lesbian sex with her but also, after seeing Linda's sexual reaction to John, I wanted to have incestuous sex with my stepson again in front of her and while she watched.
Linda made me horny to want to have a sexual threesome with her and my stepson. Not only would I love to have lesbian sex with her but also I'd love to have incestuous sex with my stepson again, too. I hoped that the sexual attraction that Linda had for my stepson would not only allow her to have sex with John but also to have threesome sex with me, too.
# # #
Suddenly, whether deliberately or unintentional, when she leaned forward in her seat, her low-cut top fell wide open. I not only saw Linda's long, line of sexy cleavage, but also, I saw the tops of her huge breasts and her low-cut bra. With him staring over at her, my stepson saw her long line of cleavage and her low-cut bra, too.
Then, again, whether deliberate or unintentional, with her no longer sitting like a lady, being the whore that she is, her short skirt had risen nearly to her crotch. Her knees were parted open enough to give me and my stepson a clear view of her bright, white panties. In the way that my stepson saw what I saw, I stared at all that I saw of Linda's pussy through her sheer panties.
Making my mouth water, making me wish that I could eat her, I stared at her pussy mound. Making my nipples erect, I stared at her camel toe. Making my pussy wet, I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at the patch of brown, trimmed pubic hair that I could see through her sheer panties while imagining giving her oral sex.
I couldn't help myself from imagining removing her panties, spreading her long, shapely legs, and fingering her pussy while licking her pussy. In the way that I wanted to suck John's cock again, I wanted to eat Linda's pussy. In the horny and sexually frustrated way that I felt before having sex with my stepson, I felt that way before having sex with my best friend.
# # #
Spellbound while sexually lusting over her, with me mindlessly and erotically staring at all that I could see of Linda big, bra clad breasts and her panty clad pussy, John caught me by surprise. With me preoccupied with staring over at Linda, he grabbed the remote control from the coffee table and changed the channel from my Hallmark movie to his sports channel. I couldn't believe he did that. I jumped up from the couch and reached for the remote.
"The game is still on. I need to know who's winning," he said. "I have money riding on the game."
Beckoning back the days when we used to play wrestle, when he held the remote over his head, I stood from the couch and jumped up while trying to get it. Trying to pull his arm down to grab the remote, he was too strong for me. As if he had just stolen my purse on the street, we struggled like strangers instead of stepmother and stepson.
"Give me that, John. That's so rude. I have company. How dare you barge in the living room and change the channel. We're watching a movie," I said jumping up while trying to swat it from his hand.
He continued holding the remote high over his head. Even when I jumped for it, with him too tall and his arms too long, I still couldn't reach it. Then, daring myself to do it, I did something that we used to do a very long time ago, when he was 18-years-old and on the wrestling team in college. I wrestled with him. While hoping that he'd touch and feel me where he shouldn't touch and feel me, the prelude to us having incestuous sex, I used to enjoy wrestling with my stepson.
Only, usually wearing sweatpants and a sweatshirt, I wasn't dressed for wrestling. I was wearing my short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown without panties. However, I moved, I flashed my naked ass, my naked pussy, and/or my naked breasts not only to my stepson but also to Linda, too. Yet, for the benefit of sexually flashing Linda my naked body, I didn't care that I was nearly naked while wrestling with my stepson. It sexually aroused me to expose myself while wrestling.
While trying to regain control of the remote, as if we were alone in the living room and I was properly dressed, I continued wrestling with John. Hoping to sexually arouse my best friend, I wanted to give her a show of my nearly, naked body while wrestling him. As soon as I grabbed my stepson by his pajama bottoms, surprising him as much as I surprised Linda, daring myself to do so, I pulled them down to his knees. As much as I wanted to see his naked prick again, I wanted my best friend to see my stepson's big, naked dick, too.
"Oh, my God," gasped Linda while leaning forward to stare closer, longer, and harder at John's big, naked prick.
'I exposed his big, naked dick to Linda. I'm glad that I could sexually aroused my best friend my showing her my stepson's naked prick,' I thought. 'If nothing else was to happen, she'd be masturbating over all that she saw of John's cock later tonight.'
Then, catching me off-guard again, returning the favor of his nakedness with my nakedness, he grabbed a handful of my nightgown and pulled. When jumping up while trying to grab the remote, my naked breasts had already spilled out of my low-cut, nightgown top from wrestling him. Then, leaning forward, and with the hem of my short nightgown nearly bunched around my waist, Linda stared at us while laughing.
"This is better than watching a Hallmark movie," she said laughing again.
# # #
In the way that his father stood in front of Linda with his naked cock exposed so long ago, John turned to Linda with his semi-erect, naked prick exposed. Then, continuing wrestling him, his hand caught my nightgown strap. While trying to free his hand, he pulled my nightgown strap and ripped it. I couldn't believe he ripped my nightgown. This was one of my favorite nightgowns. Yet, whether deliberately or unintentionally, John ripped my nightgown.
Angry now, I was determined to retrieve the remote control from his hand. Surprising me while sexually arousing me, John made no move to cover his nakedness with his hand or to pull up his pajama bottoms. Seemingly, he wanted to flash Linda his naked prick as much as I wanted her to see his big dick.
I gave Linda a real X-rated show of his naked cock, my naked ass, and my naked breasts. I pushed him back on the couch. While he touched and felt my nearly naked body everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother, I continued wrestling with him while trying to snatch the remote control from his hand.
"John, give me that. Give me the remote," I said.
Taking sexual advantage of me, John fondled my breasts in front of my best friend. Then, he cupped my naked pussy in the palm of his big hand while lifting me up to slam me down on the couch. I felt his finger part my pussy lips. He stuck his finger inside of me as if he was about to masturbate me. Finally, when I pushed him away and stood, my nightgown slowly fell from my shoulders, to my chest, to my waist, and to my feet.
While still wrestling with my stepson for control of the remote control, I was naked. I was naked in front of my stepson and in front of my best friend. With neither of us making any attempt to cover our nakedness, I was completely naked and John still had his pajama bottoms bunched around his ankles with his cock pointing straight at Linda.
As soon as I stood naked in front of my stepson, he immediately had a bigger and a harder erection. Seemingly embarrassed that he was nakedly exposed in front of Linda, he quickly stood and pulled up his pajama bottoms. He stared at me in the way that I stared at him. Then, he stared at Linda in the way that she stared at him.
'What's fair for my stepson is fair for me,' I thought.
For the benefit of my best friend's voyeurism, giving her something to masturbate over later tonight, I wanted her to see John's, big dick again. Catching him by surprise, while he stared at my naked body, I reached out and pulled his pajama bottoms down to his feet again. Immediately, his big, erect cock sprang to life and pointed straight at me.
Then, not stopping there. I pinned John's arms behind his back as if I was a cop placing him under arrest. Finally, I turned him to face Linda and stepped aside so that she could have a good, long look at hiss naked prick.
"Oh, my God, John," she said. "Your prick is enormous," she said looking up at my stepson before staring back down at his erect cock. "You have the biggest cock that I've ever seen," she said with a dirty laugh while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
# # #
While hoping that Linda would follow my lead and do the same, something that I hadn't done since I pretended to be sleeping on his lap when John put his cock in my hand, I grabbed my stepson's prick. With a two handed shove on his shoulders, I pushed him back on the sofa again. Turning to the side to make sure that Linda could see me, I leaned over my stepson to fondle the head of his cock while slowly stroking him. Hoping to sexually arouse her, I continued stroking my stepson's cock in front of my best friend.
Then, daring myself to do so in front of Linda, double daring myself to do so, I moved to my knees between my stepson's long legs and took his big dick in my mouth in front of her. I blew my stepson in front of my best friend. I stroked his cock while sucking his cock. Unembarrassed and unashamed, I gave John a blowjob in front of Linda.
Giving her an incestuous, sex show that she'll never forget, I continued stroking his cock while sucking his prick. I continued blowing him. I stroked him faster. I stroked him harder. I sucked him deeper. With John's cock still buried in my willing and consensual mouth, before he ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth, I removed his cock from my mouth to turn to look at Linda.
Sexually surprising me, when I turned to face her, she had one hand on her breast and fondled her breast through her blouse and bra. Not stopping there, she fingered her erect nipples through her clothes. Her other hand was buried between her spread, opened legs and inside of her white panties. With her short skirt nearly raised to her waist, her panties were exposed to my stepson. While I stroked and sucked his cock, masturbating herself, she rubbed and fingered her pussy.
"Oh, my God, Carol," said Linda talking to me as if John wasn't in the room with us. "That was so hot. I can't believe that John stripped you naked and you stripped him naked too. If that wasn't enough, I can't believe you stroked your stepson's cock. I can't believe that you sucked John's prick," said Linda. "I can't believe that you blew your stepson."
With her hand still stuffed inside of her panties, Linda continued masturbating herself while watching me playing with John's cock. Whether she was sexually aroused from seeing his big, naked prick, from seeing me naked, and/or from watching me blowing him, I had no idea. Perhaps, she was sexually aroused from watching us wrestle. No doubt, if I was to guess, with her confessing her sexual attraction to my stepson and with her admittedly horny, she was sexually aroused from watching me stroke his big dick, while sucking his erect prick.
'I wondered if she'd surprise me and take over where I left off with John. With this my golden opportunity to have threesome sex, as if giving her my permission, I wondered if she'd wrap her long, manicured fingers around his thick prick and stroke him. I wondered if she suck him. I wondered if she'd fuck him. Moreover, while having sex with him, I wondered if she'd have sex with me, too.
# # #
I turned to Linda. I gave her a sexy look and a naughty smile while saying the magic words.
"I dare you to blow him," I said to Linda with a sexually seductive laugh.
As if John wasn't with us in the living room, I continued giving my full, sexual attention to my best friend.
"I dare you to take his big dick in your hand before taking his erect cock in your mouth. I double dare you to suck John's prick. I double dare you to blow him and allow him to cum in your mouth."
Linda looked at me stunned with a face full of sexual arousal. Sexually surprising me, showing me the whore that she still is, not having to ask her twice, she stood and walked over to my stepson. Then, sexually surprising me again, as if we were two strippers in the VIP room of a strip club, she moved to her knees in front of John while staring up at him with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
After I removed his cock from my mouth, she took his stiff prick in her hand. As if this was her sexual fantasy, and clearly it was, she slowly stroked him while staring up at him with her big, brown, beautiful eyes. She stroked him faster. She stroked him harder. Then, before taking his stiff prick in her mouth, she turned to me.
"You know that I never turn down a dare, especially a double dare," she said with a dirty laugh as her justified excuse for taking him in her mouth to blow him.
She smiled at me before smiling at John and while continuing to stare at his big dick. Then, she wrapped her manicured fingers tighter around his erect cock. While stroking him faster and harder, she leaned forward and took him in her mouth again. My best friend blew my stepson. I couldn't believe it. Linda sucked John's cock.



I watch my stepson put a gentle hand to the back of my best friend's head. He humped her mouth. He fucked her face. He enjoyed Linda sucking his cock as much as Linda enjoyed sucking his cock. He enjoyed me sucking his prick as much as he enjoyed Linda sucking his prick.
She made me so horny watching her stroking my stepson while sucking him. Something that I had yearned for her to do to me, I wished she'd give me oral sex. I wanted her to finger my pussy while licking my cunt. I wanted her to give me a sexual orgasm with her fingers and her tongue. I wanted us to have lesbian sex. I wanted us to have a sexual threesome.
# # #
While she continued giving my stepson oral sex, I watched him unbuttoned her blouse. With Linda his type of woman, she was a forty-something-year-old woman with huge breasts. Then, helping him to undress her, she removed her arms from her sleeves for him to remove her blouse.
I watched him feel her huge breasts through her bra while fingering her erect nipples. Then, not stopping with just removing her blouse, with him, no doubt, dying to see her naked breasts, he reached around behind her to unhook her big, triple hook brassiere. As she did with her blouse, she moved her arms out of bra straps for him to remove her bra.
Linda was topless while sucking John's prick. If it wasn't sexually arousing seeing Linda's naked breasts and John's big prick again, watching her blowing him while he had his wicked sexual way with her big breasts was too much. Once she was topless, with his big dick still buried in my best friend's mouth, he was all over her big tits.
He felt her huge breasts. He squeezed her giant breasts. He fondled her enormous melons while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. While she continued sucking his prick, he continued having his wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts.
Not wanting to miss this sexual opportunity to have sex with not only my stepson again but also with my best friend, I reached out my horny hand and felt her naked breasts. My first time feeling her huge breasts, I couldn't believe that she allowed me to fondle her naked breasts. Then, while continuing to fondle her breasts, I fingered her erect nipples. In the way that my stepson did with one of her breasts, I did with her other breast. I pulled, turned, and twisted her nipple to her sexual delight.
Then, taking a risk that she wouldn't push me away, continuing where my stepson left off, I leaned closer to her to take her nipple in my mouth and sucked it. While fondling her breast, I sucked her nipple. Then, I unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled down her short skirt. Finally, as soon as I pulled down her short skirt, helping me to strip her naked, she moved her legs out of her panties while she continued blowing my stepson.
In the way that John and I were naked, Linda was naked now, too. I pulled her away from his stiff dick and kissed her. Something that I had always wanted to do, I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. Sexually surprising me, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss.
Then, as I did with my stepson, I did with my best friend. I pushed her down on the couch. Again, not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, I moved between her shapely thighs. I fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. With her not stopping me from giving her oral sex, I ate Linda's pussy.
"Oh, my God, Carol. I've always wanted to have sex with you," she said holding me by my hair and rubbing my face all over her wet pussy. "I can't count how many times that I've masturbate over you eating my pussy. I was so afraid to tell you that I'm bi-sexual," she said.
She put a gentle hand behind my blonde head. She pushed my head forward. While I continued licking her and fingering her, she continued rubbing her vagina secretions all over my face. Then, when I removed my face from her pussy, I laughed out loud.
"I'm bi-sexual, too. I've always been sexually attracted to you. I've always wanted to have lesbian sex with you," I said. "Fearing to tell you, I never thought that you'd have sex with me."
# # #
John moved me away to kiss her. He continued making out with her while touching her and feeling her everywhere. Then, he mounted her. Immediately she reached down to position his cock by her pussy lips. Then, with a quick hump he was inside of her. My stepson was making love to my best friend.
Not wanting to be left out on all of the sexual fun, especially after she told me that she's bi-sexual and had been sexually attracted to me, too, I stood on the couch above her head. Then, I lowered my pussy to her mouth. As soon as I did, practically sitting on her face, she fingered and licked my pussy while John continued making love to her. Then, when John started fucking her faster and harder, I moved away.
"John! John! Oh, my God, John. Fuck me. Fuck me. Don't stop fucking me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. You're going to make me cum. I'm cumming, John," said Linda. "Fuck me, John. Fuck me. I'm cumming."
As soon as she had her sexual orgasm, she left for the bathroom. I took her place and John mounted me. Not bothering to make love to me, he immediately started fucking me in the way that he had fucked Linda. Seemingly, something that he had always wanted to do to his stepmother, in the way that I gave him the best blowjob of his life, he gave me the fucking of my life.
# # #
Thereafter, after having threesome sex with my best friend, John and I made love every morning. We fucked every night. We fucked in every room of the house, including the bathroom, the basement, and even outside on the deck. Instead of acting like stepmother and stepson, we acted as if we were a couple of lovers on our honeymoon.
We invited Linda over again for another sexual threesome. This time, instead of wasting time drinking coffee, eating pound cake, talking, and watching a movie, we had sex. While John watched and stroked himself, I stripped my best friend naked and she stripped me naked. I masturbated her while making out with her and she masturbated me while making out with me. I ate her and she ate me.
Then, once we gave one another sexual orgasms with our fingers and our tongues, we gave John our undivided, sexual attention. Positioned on either side of him, we took turns stroking his cock and sucking his cock. He ejaculated a huge load of cum in both of our mouths.
With John immediately ready to go again, he made love first to Linda and then he made love to me. Taking turns again, she fucked him and then I fucked him. After he fucked the both of us, he moved between Linda's shapely thighs to eat her pussy, while I sat on her face again for her to finger and lick my pussy. Then, when John moved between my legs to eat my pussy, Linda sat on my face for me to finger and lick her pussy.
Threesome sex with my son and my best friend, by far, is the best sex that I ever had. Linda and I can't wait to have threesome sex with John again. With the both of us bi-sexual whores, we'd love nothing better than to have sex with one another again while my stepson watched. Then, once we gave one another sexual orgasms, we'd give John the best sex that he ever had.
THE END
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Falling for my Mother-in-law, Ch. 1
Mother-in-law invited to live with daughter and son-in-law.
While she was in China on a business trip, my wife invited her mother to live with me without telling me. Typical of her, I'm the last person she remembered to tell anything. When it came to her job and to her career, she planned everything to the nth degree but not when it came to me. In her scheme of things, I'm just an afterthought.
A multiplicity of unanticipated events happened today, all of them unexpected, and all of them unwanted. It all started on one, bright and sunny morning that my life, as I know it, changed forever. The sky was blue, the birds were singing, and I was humming and whistling, too. It was a beautiful day and I was happy. I was so very happy.
Living a good life working from home while enjoying my privacy and earning piles of money, it was good to be alive. One of the happiest days of my life, honestly, I'm even happier now than I was on my wedding day. By far, this was the best day of my life of living 32-years on the planet.
Now, with no one telling me what to do and when to do it, I do whatever I wanted, and whenever I wanted to do it. Finally, comfortable in my routine working from home, I'm the boss of my own destiny. Never believing that I'd be happy working from home, a big adjustment in the beginning, but I've never been as happy as I was now.
No longer having to set my alarm, I can awaken any time that I wanted. I loved not having to fight the traffic to go to the office every day. Not having to worry about the weather, I could relax sipping my coffee while watching the news.
Alas, nothing stayed the same. Everything is subject to change. Turning everything dark gray, the clouds suddenly rolled in to darken my bright, blue sky overhead.
Suddenly feeling the doom and the gloom of foreboding, much like the weather peeing on my parade, give it a minute and something will happen to change my good times to bad times. As if I had a sixth sense, feeling a sense of evil in the air, I felt something bad, really bad, was about to happen to ruin my day and destroy my life. I didn't know what it was but whatever it was, I wasn't going to like it.
# # #
With my life not perfect, my only complaint is my wife. Christine is never home. A world traveler, she's always traveling. When she's not at the airport or on a plane, as if she's a foreign service agent, a diplomat, or an ambassador, she's always on business in a foreign country. Usually passing them along to her mother and/or to her friends, with her company footing all of her travel expenses, she earns enough free mileage points to never have to pay for another airline ticket or pay for another hotel room.
When she's home, whether on Zoom, on her laptop, or on her phone, she's still working. Seldom taking time off, a sick day or a vacation day, she accumulates those too for when she really needs time away from her job to decompress. When she's home and not working, she's tired, cranky, and moody. Whenever I wanted to get romantic, she has a headache, a backache, an ass ache, or has her period.
I wished she was more loving, patient, and kinder. I wished she was more sexual, an understatement. I wished she wanted to have as much sex with me as I wanted to have with her. I wished she wanted children but, interfering with her career, she doesn't want children.
Something that she wasn't before I married her, if I had to describe my wife, then, she was warm, affectionate, and caring. She wanted children until she got this God forsaken job. If I had to describe her now, she's cold, uncaring, and not very loving.
Forget about sex, I seldom get to kiss her. Not remembering the last time, we made out, we don't make out anymore. With a deep rift between us, forget about making love, we argue more than we talk.
I spend most of my days and nights alone while she's living out of a suitcase in a hotel somewhere on the other side of the world. Now, with her not filling her role as my wife, I wonder why I married her. With her not needing my sexual comfort and companionship, I wonder why she married me.
Even though I appreciate working from home and being alone to do my own thing, I hate sleeping alone. I need to feel her warm body next to me. Yet, even when she's sleeping in bed next to me, with her sexually unresponsive, her side of the bed is always cold.
As soon as we married, with her more focused on her career than on our marriage, as if turning off a faucet, the sex abruptly stopped. Sexually frustratingly, we had more sex and better sex before we married than we had now. Seemingly, with her no longer interested in having sex with me, she devoted more of her attention to her job, and to her successful career than to me. With her busy thousands of miles away on the other side of the world, I was just a memory that didn't interfere with her thoughts.
'Unimportant to her in her job and in her career, I'm no longer her lover, just a name on her marriage license, I'm her husband,' I thought. 'I wished I had never married her. I wished I had married someone else.'
# # #
Impatiently waiting for her to reach the top, I hoped that as soon as her career climbed out of the stratosphere and reached the pinnacle that she'd focus her attention more on me and on our marriage than on her career. Surprisingly, something she's never done, and something that I wanted her to do and wished she'd do, Christine had never blown me. No surprise there, she's never sucked my cock.
I'd love my wife to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in her beautiful mouth. I'd love to watch her swallow my cum. I'd love to ejaculate a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her blonde hair, and across her D cup, naked breasts. I'd love to give her a cum bath. I'd love to see her dripping with my cum. Only, she won't even blow me.
Yet, with her not sexually submissive enough to play the role of being my cocksucking whore, she's dabbled with blowing me. She's taken me in her mouth and licked the head of my prick while kissing it but she never took my dick all the way in her mouth and sucked it while stroking it. Maybe, she's afraid of it because it's rather big. Seemingly, the last thing that she wanted me to do, was what I wanted to do, to ejaculate a load of my warm, oozy cum in her mouth.
Nothing more than my sexual fantasy when masturbating myself, I'd love to watch Christine blow me. I'd love her to look up at me with her big, blue eyes with my big dick buried in her mouth while she's stroking me and sucking me. Something that I've masturbated over, I'd love to hear her call my name while I'm fucking her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
Yet, taking me in her mouth didn't seem to bother her when we were dating. We did everything except to have sexual intercourse. Nevertheless, even then, after I had given her oral sex plenty of times, she never reciprocated and gave me oral sex. She just dabbled. Pretending that she was sucking my cock, she acted as if she was blowing me.
As she does now, she did then, she pretended to suck my cock. She never completed blowing me. She never allowed me to cum in her mouth.
I figured that her giving me a blowjob would be something she'd do after we had married but, with us married more than five years, she still hasn't blown me. I'm still waiting for Christine to give me a blowjob. I'm still waiting for my wife to suck my cock and allow me to cum in her mouth.
Whenever she briefly took me in her mouth, I was tempted to put a heavy hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head and hold her head in place. I wanted to hump her mouth. I wanted to fuck her face while my prick was buried deep in her mouth. I wanted to cum in her mouth.
Yet, if I forced her to blow me, I imagined her pushing against me, punching me in my stomach, and pinching my thighs while trying to remove my cock from her mouth. Nevertheless, while pulling her head forward, making her my submissive bitch, I imagined ejaculating a load of my warm, oozy cum in her mouth. Only, no doubt, spitting it out, she'd be angry with me cumming in her mouth and forcing her to swallow my cum.
'With her always in control, my wife is no one's submissive bitch,' I thought.
Sadly, and sexually frustratingly, with me unable force her to suck my cock, she's never given me a real blowjob. With her removing me from her mouth way too soon, she's never given me a completed blowjob. Too soon for me to cum, it's sexually frustrating for her to partially take me in her mouth and then to remove me from her mouth a minute or two later.
'What the Hell is that? That's not a blowjob,' I thought while sexually frustrated.
Hopefully, one day, she'll be just as horny for me as I am for her. Hopefully, one day, she'll be more interested in having sex with me than in advancing in her career. Hopefully, one day, she'll be the whore that she was before I married her. Hopefully, one day, she'll blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth and will swallow my cum. Until that day, I masturbate over imagining my wife sucking my cock and giving me a real blowjob.
All the girlfriends and wives of my friends have given them blowjobs, multiple blowjobs. They've all allowed them to cum in their mouths. Not spitting it out, they've all swallowed their cum. They've even allowed them to give them cum baths. The odd man out, I feel as if there's something wrong with me for her not to give me oral sex.
Hopefully, one day, she'll sexually want me as much as I sexually want her. I still wait for the day when she'll suck my cock, allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth, and will swallow my cum. I still wait for the day when she'll allow me to give her a cum bath.
Hopefully, my patience will be rewarded. Good things come to those who wait. Yet, with my wife more interested in her career, I feel that the chances of her giving me what I sexually wanted is slim to nil.
# # #
Nevertheless, with me in a good mood and having a great day, all that it took to dampen my spirits, and ruin my life was when I received an email from my wife. Oddly enough, without her even asking me, Christine, invited her mother, Sharon, to move in our house. With her traveling on extensive, business trips and gone for long periods of time, she thought that it would be a good idea for her mother to live with us, and to keep me company when she wasn't home.
"She can cook for you, Michael," she wrote. "She can clean for you. She can do your laundry. She can run your errands so that you can concentrate on your work without being interrupted," she wrote. "She can be the mother than you never had."
I'd rather do my own cooking and cleaning, thank you very much. I'd rather do my own laundry. I'd rather run my own errands. I never had any problem concentrating on my work before her mother lived here but now with her soon living with me, I imagined her interrupting me to talk and/or to ask me stupid questions.
'The mother that I never had,' I thought?
I never met my real mother. My mother died giving birth to me. My father remarried. I had a stepmother. Sharon could never be my mother.
# # #
What encouraged my wife's decision for her mother to move it with us, killing two birds with one stone, was when her mother lost her job and could no longer afford the monthly rent on her apartment. Nevertheless, at a loss for words, I wished she had consulted with me. Had she asked me first, I would have overruled her. Maybe, the reason why she didn't ask me first is because she knew that I would have said no to her mother moving in our house.
I definitely didn't want her mother living with me. I didn't want to live with her mother. A stranger to me, I barely know the woman. When I'm having such a good time living alone, why would I want to live with my mother-in-law?
Something that would dramatically change my life, I couldn't believe that my wife had invited her mother to invade my privacy and ruin my life. With her living with me, there goes my routine. There goes my privacy. Never will I be happy with a woman that I barely know, for all intents and purposes, a stranger, invading my house and interfering with my private life.
Having not seen her in more than five-years, having a hard time remembering her to imagine her, I struggled to remember what she looked like. All that I remembered about her was as soon as I saw her, no surprise there, with me always horny, that I was immediately, sexually attracted to her. My wife's mother, Sharon, was a real MILF. With my wife seldom giving me sex, instead of my mother-in-law being short and fat, Sharon was my sexual, fantasy woman.
# # #
Remembering her now. My kind of woman, looking more like an older version of her daughter, she was tall. She was blonde. She had big, blue, beautiful eyes just like her daughter. More importantly, Sharon had big tits.
My sexual weakness, I love mature women with big breasts, the bigger the better, and her mother certainly had quite the rack. She had bigger tits than her daughter's C cup breasts. Yet, even more than her having big breasts, something that I've always been, I'm sexually attracted to older women. Before I dated Christine, all my girlfriends were older women. Some of them were old enough to be my mother.
No longer going through their menstrual cycles, older women didn't have the emotional immaturity, nor did they have the imagined or real psychological problems of younger women. They didn't play the games that younger women played. They didn't waste their time sexually teasing me.
Grateful for my affectionate attention and my sexual attraction to them, they willingly and consensually removed their clothes and immediately climbed in bed. They enjoyed being with a younger man. They enjoyed being with a man who had all of his hair, all of his teeth, and had a hard cock whenever they wanted it and needed it.
Normally, Sharon having big breasts would have been plenty enough to spark and encourage my sexual interest in her but not enough for me to want her to live with me. Unfortunately, even though I've admittedly masturbated over my mother-in-law while imagining her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked while having sex with her, realistically, and unfortunately, sex with her was out of the question. She was my wife's mother. I can't have sex with my mother-in-law.
Berating myself, how dare I have those forbidden sexual thoughts? How dare I be sexually attracted to my mother-in-law? How dare I masturbate over Sharon while imagining her naked and having sex with me? How dare I harbor such sick thoughts as to want to have sex with my wife's mother? Perhaps, saving her from myself, was the real reason why I didn't want her living with me.
I blame my sexual attraction to her mother on my wife. If Christine had given me the sex that I wanted and needed, I would never look at another woman, especially not a woman who was her older clone. Instead, I'd be sexually satisfied with my wife not to look for what I needed and wanted elsewhere. I loved my wife. I wanted Christine. I didn't want Sharon.
'What's wrong with me,' I thought? 'Maybe, if my mother-in-law didn't look so much like my wife, I wouldn't be sexually attracted to her. Maybe, if my wife was home more to give me sex, I wouldn't be horny enough to imagine her mother naked and having sex with me. Maybe, if my wife blew me, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum, I wouldn't be thinking of having sex with another woman, especially not with her mother,' I thought.
# # #
Had Christine asked me before she went ahead and gave her mother the green light to move in with us, I would have vetoed her moving in with us. I would have voted to pay her rent rather than having her live with us. With the money that my wife earned as a world traveling, marketing executive, with a master's degree from Harvard Business School, we'd have no problem financially subsidizing her mother. We well could have afforded to give her whatever she needed.
Instead of her moving in with me, as a way for me to maintain my precious privacy, and as our nest egg of an investment property, I'd even agree to buy Sharon a house. Again, with me working from home, and making a good chunk of change, too, better than commuting back and forth to work, I enjoyed my alone time. I needed my privacy. I needed my space. I needed to concentrate on my job than feeling compelled to have a conversation with my wife's mother and feeling forced to entertain my mother-in-law.
Not having a dog to walk, or children to take to school, I didn't have to get dressed every day. If I wanted, I could stay in bed. Yet, with me an early riser, I was always up early and working. Unless I was ill, not a video game player, or a sports fanatic fan, I'd never waste my time idly staying in bed and/or watching mindless television.
It wasn't my style to lounge around the house while doing nothing productive. Ambitiously driven, I always did something that earned me money and advanced my career. In that regard, I was much like my wife. Yet, unlike Christine, not traveling the world but staying home, I wanted and needed sex.
Nevertheless, with me a solitary person, other than when my wife was home, I enjoyed living alone. I had no problem occupying my alone time. I preferred being left alone to think and to ponder the universe.
I wondered if there's a God, angels, and the devil. I wondered if there are aliens, ghosts, vampires, zombies, and the walking dead. I wondered what happens when we die. I wondered if there's reincarnation. Moreover, something a bit kinky to do, I enjoyed walking around my house in my underwear, sometimes, even naked if the mood struck.
Walking around my house naked is something that I could only do when working from home and when living alone. Yet, if only some of my hot, female co-workers only knew that I was naked below the waist while on Zoom, I wondered what they'd say. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy that I've masturbated over, I imagined having a meeting at my house with a select few female co-workers.
No doubt, horny and sexually frustrated because my wife wasn't here to give me sex, yet, even when she's home, we seldom had sex. Nevertheless, nothing more than a sexual fantasy when masturbating myself, I imagined conducting an in-person, business meeting in my pajama bottoms without wearing underwear. Accidentally on purpose, deliberately flashing them, I imagined my erect cock pushing its way out of my pajama pee hole and exposing myself to my female co-workers.
I imagined pretending that I didn't know that I was nakedly exposed. If they saw my big, naked prick, I wondered what they'd say. I wondered what they'd do. I wondered if they'd look, stare, or look away. Would they tell me that I'm exposed?
I wondered if they'd be embarrassed or sexually aroused when seeing my naked prick? Would they report me for exposing myself to them? In my defense, I could always say that my exhibitionism was unintentional.
While imagining them wearing short skirts and white panties, after seeing my naked cock, I wondered if they'd return my exhibitionism with their exhibitionism. I wondered if they'd sit with their short skirts moved up high enough and with their knees parted open enough to expose a slice of nirvana to me. I wondered if they'd solicit me to have sex with them.
# # #
Truth be told, before I married, having been to a few, nude beaches in my life, I could have been a nudist. I loved being naked. Truth be told, something I'd never tell my wife, I loved flashing myself to unsuspecting women.
While masturbating, I've imagined exposing my erect, naked prick to some of my wife's girlfriends while making my cock flashes appear unintentional in the way that I masturbated over flashing my co-workers. Only, something I'd never do, unless I was at a nude beach, I'd never deliberately flash my naked cock to any unsuspecting women. I may be horny and may masturbate myself with the thought of exposing myself, but I'd never deliberately expose myself. I'm may be sexually frustrated but I'm not perversely perverted.



With my mother-in-law, Sharon, thinking of me an exhibitionistic pervert, if ever she saw me without my clothes, I'd be unable to walk around naked in my own house once she lived with me. Moreover, now, with her moving in, I had to shower and get dressed every morning. I wouldn't be able to hang around my house all day wearing pajama bottoms without underwear and without wearing a robe. I had to show Christine's mother more respect than flashing her something of me that she shouldn't see.
Yet, feeding my sexual fantasies, something that I'm curious to know, and would love to see of my mother-in-law, I wondered what she wore to bed. I'd love to see Sharon in her bra and panties. I'd love to see her topless. I'd love to see her big, naked breasts. I'd love to see her shapely, naked ass. Alas, and again, nothing more than a sexual fantasy when masturbating myself, I'd love to see my wife's mother naked.
Thinking more about it now that she's moving in, something that I never thought about before, I'd love to see her naked pussy. I'd love to know if she's a natural blonde. I'd love to know if she's shaved, trimmed, or bushy. Yet, truly, and strangely enough, as much as I'd be embarrassed is she saw me without my clothes, I'd be embarrassed to see her without her clothes. She's my mother-in-law and not some whore from a club or a bar that I asked to come home with me.
# # #
Again, dreading the daily, personal grooming, something that I hated to do now that I worked from home, with my mother-in-law moving in with me, I needed to force myself to shower, shave, and get dressed every morning. Moreover, for her to feel welcome living with me, I needed to force myself to make conversation with her every day. No longer able to watch the television programs that I wanted to watch and when I wanted to watch them, I'd have to watch television in another room. The last thing that I wanted to do was to babysit Christine's mother.
'God this sucks! This really sucks,' I thought. 'I can't believe my wife invited her mother to live with us.'
Then, thinking the worst, an imagined, scary scenario paralyzed me with dread. What if Sharon lived with us for the rest of her life. While my wife crisscrossed the planet on business trips, I imagined having to hire a home, healthcare worker to wash, diaper, and dress my wife's elderly mother. With many home healthcare workers not reliable and totally undependable, I imagined, sometimes, having to wash, diaper, and dress my mother-in-law while my wife traveled to God knows where.
'Yuck! Fuck. God forbid. This sucks! This really sucks,' I thought! 'Why did my wife invite her mother to live with us without asking me first?'
# # #
Ruining my day and, no doubt, my life, it all started when I received an email from my wife. Our preferred way of communicating and corresponding with one another, we both hated texting. With practically everything now made in China, and with her on the fast track to be the president of her company, she was in Hong Kong setting up, yet, another manufacturing factory for her company.
Fluent in Chinese, it helped that she spoke several languages, Spanish, French, Italian, and German, too. Her company sold top of the line and expensive leather handbags, briefcases, luggage, and other traveling accessories. Before their product line was manufactured overseas, they made everything in the United States. Yet, once the labor unions and high cost of wages decimated our manufacturing base, businesses moved to Mexico, Brazil, Japan, Taiwan, India, Sri Lanka, Viet Nam, and finally to China. Now, nearly everything is made in China.
As if the world was her sales, marketing, and manufacturing territory, Christine had traveled to England, France, Germany, India, Mexico, Brazil, Dubai, China, and Japan, along with a dozen other countries that I'm forgetting to mention. Working on her second passport, with her passports filled with extra pages, they're choked full of colorful stamps. Never offering to take me with her, not wanting to go if she wanted me to tag along, I was comfortable remaining home.
When she wasn't boarding a plane, she was in a foreign country doing logistics, overseeing the construction of factories, maintaining the quality control of the product line, and hiring employees. A one-woman task force, before letting go to leave that country for another, she hired the best help in every country. She paid them well to assist her to successfully do her job. No matter the country she visited, as well as being fluent in their language, she knew their laws, their traditions, and their customs.
"Michael, I'll be here at least a month," she wrote. "Maybe longer if they quarantine me and don't allow me to leave the country. The pandemic is worse here in China. I'm glad that I've had all of my shots, but not taking any chances, I still wear my mask."
Accustomed to her staying in a country longer, and until her job was done, her next email message floored me.
"I'm sorry, Michael," she wrote. "With everything that I had to do before flying to East Asia, leaving in a frenzy of activity, it slipped my mind. I forgot to tell you. Please forgive me for not telling you beforehand and checking with your first. My mother is moving into our house today."
'What,' I thought? I was stunned. I couldn't believe what I was reading. Her mother is moving in our house today?'
I read her email over three times in case I had misread it. Filled with dread, I felt my heart beating out of my chest. As if I was having a heart attack, short of breath, my pulse quickened.
Not believing what I read, I had to reread her email again. I wondered if she was kidding me. Yet, with her not having much of a sense of humor, with all of her emails right to the point and all business, and as if I worked for her, I knew that she was serious. My mother-in-law would be living with me. She'd be occupying my house and living in one of our guest bedrooms.
'Her mother is moving in our house today,' I thought with dread mixed with panic?
I couldn't believe what she wrote. I couldn't believe what I read. I couldn't believe that her mother was moving in our house today.
'Oh, my God. What the fuck? Why?'
# # #
As soon as I read her email, my stomach sank. My mother-in-law was moving in my house to live with me. With her moving in with us not open for discussion, she was moving in today, not next week, not next month, and not when my wife was here to greet her. Today was the day that I'd be giving her a set of keys and the alarm codes to my house.
'Kill me now,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. I'm fucked. I'm doomed.'
I don't want my mother-in-law living with me. I love living alone. I want to live alone. I need my privacy. I need my alone time. I need my space. I don't want to be bothered when I'm working with her mother interrupting me to ask me stupid questions.
Except for not having sex, I enjoyed my solitary alone time when my wife traveled the world and wasn't here. I needed the peace and quiet, along with the undisturbed concentration to do my job. Moreover, I wanted the choice of not having to get washed, shaved, and dressed every day. I wanted the privacy to walk around in my underwear, or to parade around naked if I wanted. Suddenly, wishing that I had never married, I liked not having to cater to the needs of a woman, especially if that woman is my mother-in-law.
Forget about Christine's mother as my houseguest, the last thing that I wanted was Sharon as my live-in housemate. Nevertheless, giving me someone to masturbate over, my sexual downfall, at least she was tall, sexy, shapely, good-looking, and had big tits. A sucker for big, breasted, older women, yet, I imagined all of the housemates that I would have preferred living with me.
With them all older than me and having huge breasts, I thought of Christina Hendricks, Sofia Vergara, Scarlett Johansson, Jenny McCarthy, Nicole Natalie Austin, better known as Coco Austin, Kim Kardashian, or Beyonce. Successful in their own careers, I imagined them not bothering me in the way that my mother-in-law would continually interrupt me. With them all doing their own thing and leaving me alone until it was time for us to have sex, I could live with any of them, no problem.
'Christina, it's your turn to blow me. I need to cum in your mouth while fondling your huge breasts,' I imagined saying. 'Tomorrow, I'll be giving Sofia oral sex. I love licking her pussy while reaching up to feel her big tits. Then, I'm scheduled to fuck Scarlett on Wednesday and have hot sex with Jenny on Thursday. I'll be making love to Coco on Friday, and will allow Kim and Beyonce to have their wicked, sexual way with my naked body over the weekend.'
Alas, nothing more than my sexual fantasies when masturbating myself, none of those women would live with me in the way that my mother-in-law was ready to be a permanent resident in one of our en suite guestrooms. None of those women would have sex with me in the way that I imagined having sex with them. Why did my wife tell her mother that she could live with us without even telling me? Why must I be saddled with my wife's mother?
'God help me,' I thought again while anointing myself with the sign of the cross.
# # #
"I already paid the movers," wrote Christine. "All that you need to do is to tip them. My mom lost her job and her apartment. I'm sorry to spring this on you at the last minute but she has no other place to live. With us having plenty of room, I invited her to stay with us for as long as she needed and wanted. I didn't think it would pose a problem," she wrote.
'What? Seriously? Is she kidding me,' I thought. 'She didn't think that her mother living with me would pose a problem?'
I could give her a laundry list of problems with having her mother moving in with us. First, I don't want to live with her mother. Second, I don't want her mother living with me. I want my privacy. I want to keep a thought in my head without feeling forced to be socially polite and make conversation. I don't want to get washed, shaved, and dressed every day. Finally, if the exhibitionist desire presented itself, I wanted to walk around my house in my underwear or naked.'
Shocked as much as I was devastated, I still couldn't believe it.
As if a recording looping through my head, her mother is moving in today? I couldn't believe that I'll be living with my mother-in-law? Having only met the woman three times, once before the wedding, the second time during the wedding, and the third time after our wedding when we invited her over to see our new home, I hardly know the woman.
Finally remembering her more clearly now, she's a very attractive woman but she's my mother-in-law. She's not my wife. I love my wife. I don't love my mother-in-law. I didn't marry my wife's mother; I married my wife.
# # #
With Christine seldom home and always traveling, I'll be seeing and talking to Sharon more than I'll be seeing and talking to my wife. The last thing that I wanted was a roommate, especially one that I may be sexually attracted to enough to imagine having forbidden sex with her while masturbating myself. The last thing that I wanted was my mother-in-law walking in on me while I masturbated over the thought of imagining her naked and having sex with me.
'As if I'm a testosterone filled, young man, how embarrassing would that be for my mother-in-law to catch me jerking off,' I thought? 'I'd be so embarrassed if she saw my naked, erect prick, and caught me cumming while calling her name.'
I imagined my mother-in-law listening to my masturbation dialogue while standing outside of my bedroom door. I imagined her walking in my bedroom without knocking to deliver my laundry. Unaware that she was in my room watching me, I imagined her watching me masturbate myself and cumming over the thought of imagining her naked and having sex with her.
'Sharon, suck my cock,' I imagined saying. 'Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth while I fondle your huge breasts and finger your erect nipples,' I typically thought while masturbating over my wife's mother.
# # #
Perfect timing, not expecting her to arrive so soon, with a ring of my doorbell, Sharon arrived ahead of the movers. With me walking around naked, I quickly put on a pair of pajama bottoms without underwear and my Ugg slippers to open the front door to greet her and to walk out to the driveway. More comfortable in my pajamas bottoms than in my jeans, I hated wearing underwear beneath my pajamas. I'd rather hang free.
Besides, this is my house. I'll wear whatever I want to wear. If she doesn't like seeing the big impression that my dangling dick made in my pajama bottoms, too bad. Don't look or go live somewhere else.
She lugged in two suitcases full of her personal possessions from her car, up the driveway, and up the front steps. She had more boxes in her car. I opened my front door and helped in with the suitcases. Then I ran out to the circular driveway to unload her car.
If her vast amount of things was any indication of what it would be like living with Christine's mother, I was glad that I had a big house. With me a minimalist, and with my mother-in-law moving in all of her furniture and personal possessions, I wouldn't be a minimalist anymore. I couldn't imagine a moving truck full of furniture backing into my driveway. I'm just glad that she didn't have a grand piano to move in, too.
Yet, something that I'd love to see, I wouldn't mind if she was moving in a stripper's pole. How hot would that be for my mother-in-law to want me to install a stripper's pole in her bedroom? How hot would that be for my wife's mother to invite me to watch her exercise while pole dancing. I could only imagine watching Sharon slowly and sexily removing her clothes in front of me while dancing around a pole.
'Stop it,' I thought! 'Get your dirty mind out of the gutter. Sharon is not a stripper. No doubt, she's never pole danced in her life. She's your wife's mother. No doubt, a church going woman, she's your modestly, moral mother-in-law. Show some respect,' I thought.
# # #
In case the movers arrived early, she wanted to supervise them moving her precious antiques, grandfather clock, dining room table, rolltop desk, chairs, and an overstuffed couch. Hoping that she still had it and was moving it in my house, the piece of furniture that I had was most interested in was a navy blue, overstuffed, and oversized, Barcalounger recliner. Tempted to buy one, I loved that chair. As comfortable as my Herman Miller Aeron, office chair, I remembered how comfortable that chair was when sitting on that the first time that I met Sharon when asking her permission to marry her daughter.
Remembering her now that I saw her, a widow after her much older husband died of a sudden, heart attack, mother and daughter could have done Ivory Soap commercials in the day. Now that I'm seeing her again, strikingly similar in appearance, even with their 22-year age difference, incredibly, they looked that much alike. They looked more like sisters than they looked like mother and daughter. As if looking into the future, Sharon made me imagine what Christine would look like when she was fifty-two-years-old. Now that I saw my mother-in-law, I wished she had moved in a stripper's pole.
They were both tall, 5'9" tall, blonde, and with big, beautiful, blue eyes. They both had long legs and shapely asses. The only difference in their outside appearances was that Christine had 34 C cup breasts and Sharon had 36 D cup breasts.
'A sucker for big tits, I love big breasted women, especially big, breasted, older women,' I thought while staring at Sharon's big blouse and bra clad breasts.
I knew her breast size because I happened to see her bra hanging in the shower when I visited her apartment with my wife and used her bathroom. Yet, with me quite the breast expert, bulging over her bra in her low-cut top, her breasts looked bigger than a D cup. With some women squeezing their tits in a smaller size bra, if I was to guess, Sharon had double, D cup breasts.
I examined her bra tag and felt her big, bra cups in my horny hand as if I was feeling her breasts through her bra. Something that I couldn't help, for as long as I can remember, I've always been attracted to mature, busty women, until I met and married Christine. Between ten and twenty-years older, all of my girlfriends before Christine were older than me. Ignored by many men for younger women, there was something about beautiful, sexy, and shapely, older woman with big breasts that made my knees weak, my pulse quicken, and my heart skip a beat.
# # #
"Welcome," I said out of breath after lugging in box after box in my house.
I played my role as the respectful son-in-law to make the best of a bad situation. Wanting to make her feel welcomed, I greeted her with opened arms and with a big smile after closing and locking my front door behind her. Suddenly, difficult to breathe after being forced to surrender my freedom and my privacy, feeling a bit claustrophobic, even though I had a huge house, I felt trapped. I felt used by my wife to entertain her mother.
Then, surprising me, something that I wasn't expecting, my mother-in-law to do, she stepped closer to me, gave me a big smile, wrapped her arms around me, and hugged me as if I was her long lost son. The first time hugging me, she wrapped one arm around my shoulders, and her other arm around my waist. Then, stepping closer, she gave me a full, body hug. She hugged me in the way that I hugged my wife after not seeing her in a while. Sharon hugged me as if I was her boyfriend or her husband instead of her son-in-law.
Taken aback, with her pelvis firmly pressed against my pelvis, and her big breasts pressed against my chest, as if we were lovers instead of mother-in-law and son-in-law, she practically humped me. Then, with her seemingly full of sexual surprises, taking my breath away, she gave me another big smile, looked into my eyes with her big, blue, beautiful eyes, and kissed me on the lips. My wife's mother kissed me on the lips. Never expecting her to do that, stunned, I couldn't believe that Sharon kissed me on my lips.
'This is unbelievable,' I thought. 'First she hugged me with a full body hug as if we were long, lost lovers and then she kissed me. Not giving me a peck on the cheek, as if she was a previous girlfriend instead of my wife's mother, she kissed me full on the lips. I couldn't believe that Sharon kissed me.'
Continuing to sexually surprise me, she kissed me longer than what was deemed appropriate when a mother-in-law kissed her son-in-law. As if sending me a message, she kissed me as if she wanted to show me that she was sexually attracted to me. She kissed me in the way that I now wanted to kiss her. Expecting that she would, I was surprised that she didn't part my lips with her tongue and French kiss me.
Now that she hugged me and kissed me, I imagined her hugging me and kissing me good morning, every morning. I imagined her hugging me and kissing me good night, every night. As if she was my mother instead of my mother-in-law, I imagined her tucking me in bed at night.
With me horny and sexually frustrated, I imagined looking forward to her full body hugs and sexually, inappropriate kisses, every day, twice a day. Eventually, while she hugged and kissed me, making my sexual move to sexually seduce Sharon, I imagined touching her and feeling her through her clothes. I imagined touching and feeling my mother-in-law everywhere that a son-in-law should never touch and feel his wife's mother.
I was stunned. I was sexually excited. My mother-in-law not only gave me a full body hug but also, she kissed me. The first time she hugged me and kissed me, I couldn't believe that she hugged me and kissed me. Not having had sex in months, I was tempted to reach my horny hands down, cup her shapely ass through her short skirt, and part her red, full lips with my tongue. I was tempted to buy her a stripper's pole and install it in her bedroom.



Something so sexually inappropriate, I was tempted to return her imagined hump with my real hump. With me missing my wife, and with her mother looking so much like her daughter, when she pressed her pelvis and her big breasts against my body and kissed me, I felt my dangling cock begin to harden. There's no other feeling like it when her pelvis and her huge breasts are pressed against me and when being kissed by a sexy and shapely, older woman.
'As if she belonged there, Sharon felt so good in my arms,' I thought. 'And she smelled so good, too. I'll be masturbating later tonight over her hugging me, practically humping me, and kissing me.'
With me having breast feelers in every part of my horny body, without even touching them and feeling them with my hands, I could feel her big, bra clad tits squished against me. Clearly, something that I wasn't aware of before, maybe because I was horny and sexually frustrated with my wife gone so long but, suddenly, I was sexually attracted to Christine's mother. Perish the thought but, nothing more than a sexual fantasy or a masturbation dream, I suddenly imagined having forbidden sex with my mother-in-law.
# # #
In an instant, I imagined pushing her back on the carpet and making out with her. Not stopping there, I imagined touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes while continuing to kiss her, French kiss her. I imagined moving my horny hand up the back of her short skirt and feeling and squeezing her shapely ass before reaching my hand beneath the front of her skirt to cup her panty clad pussy.
Still not stopping there, I imagined slowly undressing her. I imagined removing her blouse, her short skirt, her bra, and her panties. I imagined stripping her naked. I imagined seeing Christine's mother without her clothes.
Then continuing with my sexual fantasy, I imagined mounting her and making slow and passionate love to her. I imagined lovingly humping her while passionately kissing her. Finally, I imagined fucking her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. If all of this sexual lunacy came over me with just a hug and a kiss, I couldn't imagine what may happen later after we've been living together for a while.
'What the Hell is wrong with me? This is my wife's mother. How dare I have sexual thoughts for my mother-in-law,' I thought? 'How can I be horny enough to want to have sex with Sharon?'
Trying to control myself from having erotic, sexual thoughts for my mother-in-law, I escorted her to the dining room. Sexually exciting me, hard not to notice, she was more beautiful than I had remembered. No ands, buts, or maybes, if ever there was one, my wife's mother was a MILF. She definitely would be a mother that I would love to fuck.
Perhaps, because I was so much in love with my wife back then, I hadn't noticed her mother in the way that I noticed her now. She reminded me of Christie Brinkley but with bigger tits, when she appeared in National Lampoon's Christmas Vacation while driving her red Ferrari. Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, Sharon was stunning.
My kind of woman, judging her by the two, huge impressions in her blouse, she had big tits. Unable to help myself, something that I can't say enough, I loved big, breasted woman. Realizing now that I had made a mistake when marrying Christine, I should have married an older woman with big tits. Moreover, with my wife not a cocksucker, while wondering if Sharon sucked cock, and with plenty of them out there who do, I should have married someone who loved sucking cock.
To be continued...
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Falling for my Mother-in-law, Ch. 2
Mother-in-law sexually excited me by hugging me and kissing me.
Continued from Chapter 1: Falling for my Mother-in-law
In an instant, I imagined pushing her back on the carpet and making out with her. Not stopping there, I imagined touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes while continuing to kiss her, French kiss her. I imagined moving my horny hand up the back of her short skirt and feeling and squeezing her shapely ass before reaching my hand beneath the front of her skirt to cup her panty clad pussy.
I imagined slowly undressing my mother-in-law. I imagined removing her blouse, her short skirt, her bra, and her panties. I imagined stripping Sharon naked. I imagined seeing Christine's mother without her clothes.
Then continuing with my sexual fantasy, I imagined mounting her and making slow and passionate love to her. I imagined lovingly humping her while passionately kissing her. Finally, I imagined fucking her fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. If all of this sexual lunacy came over me with her just hugging me and kissing me, I couldn't imagine what may happen later after we've been living together for a while.
'What the Hell is wrong with me? This is my wife's mother. How dare I have sexual thoughts for my mother-in-law,' I thought? 'How can I be horny enough to want to have sex with Sharon? Having sex with her is off-limits.'
Trying to control myself from having erotic, sexual thoughts for my mother-in-law, I escorted her to the dining room. Sexually exciting me, hard not to notice, she was more beautiful than I had remembered. No ands, buts, or maybes, if ever there was one, my wife's mother was a MILF. She definitely would be a mother that I would love to fuck.
Perhaps, because I was so much in love with my wife back then, I hadn't noticed her mother in the way that I noticed her now. She reminded me of Christie Brinkley but with bigger tits, when she appeared in National Lampoon's Christmas Vacation while driving her red Ferrari. Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, Sharon was stunning.
My kind of woman, judging her by the two, huge impressions in her blouse, she had big tits. Unable to help myself, something that I can't say enough, I loved big, breasted woman. Realizing now that I had made a mistake when marrying Christine, I should have married an older woman with big tits. Moreover, with my wife not a cocksucker, while wondering if Sharon sucked cock, and with plenty of them out there who do, I should have married someone who loved sucking cock.
# # #
Falling for my Mother-in-law, Chapter 2:
Michael unintentionally flashes himself to his mother-in-law.
"Would you like coffee or tea," I asked?
She smiled up at me with affection in the same way that Christine used to lovingly smile up at me with those big, blue, beautiful eyes. Now, my wife looked at me with impatient distain as if I bothered her by asking her a simple question, especially when asking her a sexual question. Not surprisingly, and oddly enough, now that I see her mother again, I wished I had married her mother instead of her daughter. Had I married Sharon, in the way that she hugged me and kissed me, I'd be having sex with her right now.
'Yet, the big question, I wondered if she sucked cock,' I thought while staring at her red, full lips.
"Coffee would be lovely. Black with no sugar," she said looking at her watch. "I have no idea when the movers will arrive. I hope they arrive earlier than later. I've been packing for days," she said with a look of exhaustion.
With her a Wellesley College graduate, a college in Massachusetts where Diane Sawyer, Hillary Clinton, Toni Morrison, Meryl Streep, Michelle Obama, and Madeleine Albright graduated, I loved how she enunciated her words. Whatever she said, she sounded educated. Whatever she said sounded important and made me want to listen.
Then, she looked up at me and smiled again. In the way that Christine no longer loved me, seemingly, Sharon liked me. Her smile melted my heart and hardened my cock. I wished she'd stand, wrap her arms around me, hug me while humping me, and kiss me again. In the way that my wife used to kiss me, it's been a long time since I've been kissed like that.
Something that I thought I'd never want to do; I loved kissing Christine's mother. Yet, more than just kissing her, I'd love to part her red, full lips with my tongue. I'd love to French kiss her. I'd love to make out with my mother-in-law while feeling her everywhere through her clothes.
# # #
"Had I known you were moving in our house, I would have helped you pack. Christine forgot to mention that you were moving in until she sent me an email this morning," I said with a shrug. "Your moving in was quite the surprise. Had I known, I would have vacuumed," I said with a laugh.
She gave me an uncomfortable look as if she was imposing on me and, certainly, she was. Yet, someone who looked like her could impose on me every day. Certainly, someone who looked like her was more of a thrill than an imposition.
"I'm sorry about all of this but Christine insisted. She thought it would be a good idea for me to move in with you until I found another job and secured another apartment," she said.
She gave me a look of embarrassed shame.
"She said that you'd welcome the company when she was traveling out of the country. I had no idea that she hadn't told you. Now, I feel as if I'm imposing on you. I'm sorry for that," she said.
I wished that I could touch and feel her big breasts through her blouse and her bra. Suddenly, I wanted to give her a full body, naked massage. I wondered what she'd say if I offered to give her a full body, naked massage.
I wanted to touch and feel her. Controlling myself from inappropriately, sexually touching and feeling her, instead, I touched and rubbed her back and her shoulder while giving her a broad smile. Needing to touch her as if to see that she was real and I wasn't dreaming, she felt as firm as she felt soft to my touch.
'Allow me to draw you a warm bath,' I imagined saying to her. 'A warm bath will ease your tired body from having to do all of that packing. After your bath, I'll be happy to give you a full body, naked massage,' I imagined saying.
I imagined her readily agreeing to strip herself naked and relax her tired body in a warm bath. Then, barging in her bathroom without knocking, I imagined arriving with extra towels as soon as she had stripped naked and was about to climb in the tub. I imagined seeing Sharon without her clothes. Then, as if she was Mimi Rogers in Full Body Massage, I imagined her laying naked on my massage table while I touched and felt her naked body everywhere that a son-in-law should never touch and feel his mother-in-law.
In the way that she had sexually surprised me by hugging me and then kissing me, I wanted to sexually surprise her by kissing her while feeling her big breasts through her blouse and bra. Yet, instead of giving her the same kiss that she gave me, I imagined parting her lips with my tongue. I imagined French kissing my mother-in-law while feeling her sexy body through her clothes. I imagined reaching around her to feel her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties before moving my hand beneath the front of her skirt to cup her panty clad pussy.
'Wow,' I thought!
# # #
"Don't be silly. You're no imposition. We love having you here. Please stay as long as you want and need to stay," I said.
Literally not really seeing her before when I previously met her, I stared at her as if imagining her. Shocked by her beauty, truly, -I hadn't realized how good looking she was until now. Moreover, for an older woman, she still have quite the shapely body. My mother-in-law was sexy. Indeed, Sharon was a MILF.
"This is a huge house and we have plenty of room," I said while wanting her to stay now that I saw what she looked like and reconnected with her again. "You have your choice of four guestrooms and all of our guestrooms are en suites. There's even a guest bedroom on the first floor if you'd rather not climb the stairs," I said replacing my anger and hostility with kindness and compassion.
'Something that I couldn't stop thinking about,' I thought. 'I stared at her while imagining her pole dancing. In the way that LilyDior pole danced on YouTube, I imagined Sharon wearing tiny outfits that barely covered her huge, naked breasts, and her naked, shapely ass. In the way that I've seen LilyDior naked on Google Images, I imagined seeing my mother-in-law naked, too.'
"Let me know which guestroom you'd like and I'll deliver your boxes for you to unpack. If you'd like, I'd be happy to help you unpack," I said.
With her back turned while busy unpacking boxes, I imagined unpacking her bras and panties and holding up each bra and each panty to stare at them and feel them as if she was wearing them.
"Here are the keys and the alarm code," I said handing her a piece of paper with the alarm code written on it. "Think of this house as your house," I said.
'God, she's so beautiful and she smells so good,' I thought.
"What perfume is that," I asked? "You smell intoxicatingly good."
She smiled up at me.
"Chanel. Chanel number five," she said.
For perfume to smell that good, I knew that it had to be French perfume and it had to be expensive and, indeed, it was French and it was expensive.
# # #
Surprising me for thinking it, suddenly, after dreading her living with me, I was glad that she was here. Looking forward to her company, instead of feeling that she invaded my privacy, I felt happy that she'd be living with me. Incredibly jaw dropping with her looking so very much like her daughter, and with them both having the same voice and the same laugh, if I closed my eyes, living with Sharon felt as if I lived with Christine.
Only, now that I see Sharon in the bright light of the dining room, Christine was quite good-looking but, hard to believe, her mother was even more beautiful, sexier, and shapelier than her daughter. Trying to control my sexual excitement, my horniness overwhelmed me. Something that I'd never admit to myself before and that I realized again, I should have married my wife's mother instead of marrying Christine.
Then, feeling so sexually frustrated, my perversion took control of my thoughts. I wondered if Sharon was good in bed. Opposite of her daughter, I wondered if my wife's mother liked sex as much as I liked sex. Something so forbidden for me to think while imagining her with my prick in her mouth as I fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples, I wondered if my MILF of a mother-in-law sucked cock.
Now that I see her again, thinking such a forbidden thought, I'd love Sharon to blow me. I'd to put a gentle hand behind her blonde, beautiful head and cum in her mouth. An outrageous thought, I'd love to have forbidden sex with my wife's mother. With her living with me, hopefully, having more of a chance of seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, I'd love to see my mother-in-law without her clothes.
'Stop it! What's wrong with me? The woman just moved in and I'm already imagining seeing her without her clothes and having forbidden sex with her. How dare I sexually think of this mature and modestly, moral woman as I would a whore? How dare I sully our beautiful mother-in-law and son-in-law relationship with my sexually, perverted thoughts.'
Never mind having sex with Sharon, Christine would divorce me if she thought that I even had sexual feelings for her mother. I'd never hear the end of it. I'd not only hurt her by my sexual attraction to her mother but also, I'd embarrass her. She's trying to help me by moving her mother in to do my cleaning, my laundry, and run my errands and I'm taking advantage of my wife being in a foreign country by wanting to have sex with her mother.
# # #
With the coffee already made, as if I was a waiter ready to serve her, I grabbed two cups, put the coffee pot on a tray with some Danish, and headed for the dining room. Not wanting to spill it, while still carefully holding the tray in front of me, solicitously, I leaned over her while pouring her coffee. Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, with Sharon leaning forward with her elbows on the table, the top of her blouse had fallen wide open.
'Her tits are huge,' I thought while I stared down the opened top of her blouse. 'Thank you, Jesus,' I thought.
With her wearing a low-cut top with a plunging neckline, when she leaned forward, the top of her blouse leaned forward with her. Here not even an hour, already, my mother-in-law had already given me a downblouse view of her the tops of her big breasts, her cleavage, and her low-cut bra. Mesmerized by the surprised sight of her huge breasts, as if hypnotized, I couldn't stop staring at all that I suddenly saw of my MILF of a mother-in-law's huge tits.
Seemingly unaware that she continued giving me a downblouse view of her abundant breasts, and her long, line of sexy cleavage, with her hands wrapped around her cup, she remained leaning forward while sipping her coffee. Sexually frustrated, and with big breasts my sexual weakness, I continued staring down her blouse at all that I shouldn't see of Sharon's big tits. After she hugged me and kissed me in that sexually familiar way, as if I was a testosterone, filled, young adult, especially now that she gave me a downblouse view of her huge tits, she had sexually excited me.
Horny for my wife before, now, I was horny for her mother. Daring myself to do so while wondering what she'd say and do if I did, I was tempted to stick my hand down the top of her wide opened blouse. As if my index finger was a miniature, Alpine skier, I was tempted to slowly slide my finger down her long line of sexy cleavage. I was tempted to feel her huge breasts through her bra. I was tempted to stick my hand inside of her bra, cup her naked breasts, fondle her breasts, and finger her nipples.
With my wife seldom home, it had been quite a while since I had felt a pair of big, naked tits. Without a doubt, just by the shape and the size of them with them bulging up over her bra, Sharon had larger breasts than my wife. Forget about her being a D cup, Sharon was definitely a double D cup. My mother-in-law had huge breasts. Between her full body hug, her kiss on the lips, and now seeing a downblouse view of her gigantic breasts, I was beside myself with sexual excitement.
Too focused on concentrating of what I could see of her bra clad breasts, I was unaware that I had a noticeable erection that tented my pajama bottoms. Even more sexually embarrassing than my noticeable erection, while I carried the coffee tray from the kitchen to the dining room, my penis had pushed its way out of my pajama, pee hole. Nakedly exposed I walked towards my wife's mother. My erect penis pointed at my mother-in-law as if she was my object of sexual desire and, indeed, with her beautiful face, her sexy and shapely body, and her enormous boobs, she was.
Unaware that I had flashed Christine's mother my naked prick, unable to see my exposed cock because of the tray that I carried in front of me, I continued solicitously leaning over her while pouring her coffee and serving her Danish. While I continued staring down the opened top of her blouse, she stared down at my naked cock. Seemingly unbeknownst to one or the another, we each had a voyeuristic view of one another. I stared at all that I could see of her exposed breasts and she stared at my erect, naked prick.
# # #
"Would you like something else to eat," I asked while erecting my posture and still holding the tray in front of me as if I was her butler standing at attention? "We have cereal, oatmeal, eggs, toast, bagels, cheese, bacon, ham, and sausage. Whatever you normally eat for breakfast, I'm sure that we have it."
I smiled down at her. Too busy sipping her coffee, when she didn't look up to return my smile, I continued staring at my mother-in-law's big breasts. Without a doubt, between her full body hug, her kissing me on the lips, and now giving me a down blouse view of her massive breasts, I'll be masturbating over my wife's mother tonight and again, tomorrow morning.
"That's the beauty of having our groceries delivered," I said. "We never run out of anything," I said with a little laugh while continuing to stare down her open blouse at her bulbous breasts. "Whatever we need, we have delivered the next day," I said while wanting to keep her engaged in conversation so that I could continue staring down her blouse at all that I could see of her huge, bra clad breasts.
With my one-eyed monster staring at her, unbeknownst to me, my erect, naked prick was at her eye level. Moreover, with me standing close enough to peer down her blouse, my cock was within reach of her hands and a mere two feet from her beautiful mouth. While I continued staring down her blouse, she smiled while continuing to stare at my exposed, naked prick before she looked up at me to give me a sexy laugh and a naughty look. Unbeknownst to me, I had sexually aroused my mother-in-law as much as she had sexually excited me.
"I do love a good sausage," she said staring at my exposed naked prick before looking up at me to give me a dirty laugh and a sexy wink.
Unaware of her meaning when she said that she loved a good sausage, does she want me to cook her some sausages? She continued staring up at me with a naughty smile before staring down at me again. I wondered what she meant by that. I wondered what she was staring at. Then, what she said next shocked me as much as she sexually excited me.
"Unless you're expecting me to blow you, Michael," she said with a deliberate pause while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. She stared up at me before staring down at my exposed, naked prick again. Then, she looked up and gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I'm good with just coffee. Thank you," she said with another dirty laugh.
Not believing what she said, I didn't understand her meaning. I looked at her as if I had imagined what she had said. Only, now that she asked if I'm expecting her to blow me, I couldn't help from imagining my mother-in-law blowing me.
I stared at her as if I imagining my cock buried in her beautiful mouth. Again, I imagined putting a gentle hand behind her blonde, beautiful head and humping her mouth while fucking her face. I imagined ejaculating a load of cum in my mother-in-law's mouth while I stuck my hand inside of her blouse and bra to fondle her naked breasts.
'What? Huh? What did she just say? Expecting her to blow me? Can she read my mind?' I was stunned. 'Did my wife's mother ask me if I was expecting her to blow me,' I thought? 'Was she asking me if I wanted her to blow me? Was she asking me if I wanted her to suck my cock?'
# # #
As if mesmerized by what she said, I looked at her as if I was dreaming. I looked at her as my sexual fantasy took control of my horny mind. I looked at her while imagining her hand wrapped around my stiff prick and slowly stroking me while staring up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes. I looked at her as if imagining my erect cock in her mouth while she stroked me and sucked me.
While she stroked me faster, stroked me harder, and sucked me deeper, I imagined reaching my horny hand down inside the plunging neckline of the top of her opened blouse. I imagined touching and feeling the tops of her big breasts while she continued sucking my erect prick. I imagined sticking my hand all the way down inside of her bra to finger her erect nipples. I imagined fondling her naked breasts and cupping her big tits in my hand inside of her bra while she seemed determined for me to cum in her mouth.



Frozen in place, I was stunned. Replaying what she said again in my horny mind, had she offered to blow me? Never seriously considering that before, now that she volunteered taking my prick in her mouth, and with her daughter never sucking my cock, I'd love for Christine's mother to give me a blowjob. Having never ejaculated a load of cum in my wife's mouth, how hot would that be to ejaculate a load of cum in my mother-in-law's mouth?
Not stopping there, and hoping that she'd swallowed, I'd love to cum in Sharon's beautiful mouth. Only, I needed to get my mind out of the gutter. Clearly, with me feeling as horny as I felt sexually frustrated, I must have misheard what she had said. No doubt, she hadn't asked me if I expected her to blow me and/or wanted her to blow me at all. Definitely and without a doubt, she had said something else.
First with her surprising me by giving me a full body hug. Then, not taking much with me not having had sex in a while, she had sexually excited me by kissing me. Finally, after seeing a downblouse view of her breasts, with my inappropriate, sexual attraction to her overruling my sanity and respect for my mother-in-law, no doubt, I had imagined her saying that.
Again, I imagined helping her to unpack her bras and panties again. Whenever she turned her back to me, I imagined touching, feeling, and sniffing her bras and panties. Making my sexual attraction to her even more sexually exciting, again, I imagined installing a stripper's pole in her bedroom. How awesome would that be for my wife's mother to be my very own, personal, LilyDior?
# # #
Not having had sex in a while, nevertheless, I was unable to stop my horny, sexual thoughts. The thought of my wife's mother giving me oral sex, initiated a sexual fantasy of Christine's mother blowing me. Never thinking of her blowing me before, I thought about her sucking my cock now. Not having to think twice about it, never refusing a blowjob from her, I'd love for Sharon to take my prick in her hand to stroke me before taking my stiff dick in her mouth to suck me.
I imagined Christine's mother on her knees in front of me. I'd love her to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. While continuing to stare down the opened top of her blouse, I imagined her sitting at the dining room table while I walked closer to her. I'd love her to stare up at me with her big, blue eyes with my erect dick buried in her beautiful mouth. Once we started having sex, I imagined Sharon blowing me every day and in every room of my big house.
Something that filled me with sexual anticipation, and something that I'll be masturbating over later tonight, I imagined my mother-in-law continuing to stroke me while sucking me. Something that my wife would never allow me to do, I imagined cumming in her mouth. I imagined ejaculating a second load of cum and cumming all over her beautiful face, in her blonde hair, and across her huge, naked breasts. Again, something that my wife would never allow me to do, I imagined giving Sharon a cum bath. I imagined my MILF of a mother-in-law dripping with my cum.
While she blew me, I'd love to unbutton her blouse one, slow button at a time to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. Then, when her blouse was fully unbuttoned, I imagined pushing her blouse wide open. I imagined seeing her in her low-cut, sexy brassiere. I'd love to see her long line of sexy cleavage. I'd love to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples through her big, white brassiere while she continued stroking my cock while sucking my cock.
Then, with my index finger poised beneath the front of her bra, while she watched me about to reveal her naked breasts, I imagined lifting her bra up and over her breasts to expose her big tits. Finally, I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples as she continued stroking my cock and sucking my cock. I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with her big breasts while she had her wicked, sexual way with my naked prick.
# # #
Never thinking of my mother-in-law in such a forbidden, sexual way before, I thought of her as my forbidden lover now. Sexually attracted to my wife's mother, I wondered if this was their plan. Her mother was the type of woman that I had confessed to my wife that sexually excited me. I wondered if Christine had deliberately moved her mother in to sexually tease me, tempt me, and trick me into making a sexual pass at her. Maybe her plan was to divorce me for trying to have extramarital sex with her mother.
Regardless of my wife's agenda, unable to control myself, my sexual attraction to her mother took hold of my better judgment. Never thinking about it before, I thought about it now. Something so forbidden yet, something so sexually exciting to do, I entertained the thought of having forbidden, extramarital sex with my mother-in-law.
Stealthily snooping around the house, I imagined spying on Sharon when she was dressing and undressing. While hoping to catch her without her clothes, I imagined barging in her bedroom without knocking to bring her some fresh linens. I imagined installing a tiny, hidden camera in her bedroom to catch her naked and, perhaps, even to watch her masturbating herself. I imagined downloading the video of my naked mother-in-law on my computer to masturbate over while watching Sharon in her bra and panties, topless, naked, and masturbating herself.
'Suck my cock, Sharon,' I imagined saying. 'Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I need to watch you swallow my cum.'
It took all of the self-control that I had to stop thinking about her in that sexually, inappropriate way. Nevertheless, after she hugged me and kissed me in that sexual way, after seeing her tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut bra in a downblouse view, I couldn't stop thinking about her in a sexually, inappropriate way. My mother-in-law had sexually excited me. I sexually wanted my wife's mother. Now that she was here and living in my house, Sharon was the only woman that I romantically wanted.
Whatever it was that she had said, she filled my mind with imagined sexual thoughts for my wife's mother blowing me. Whether imagined or real, unable to stop thinking about I, the sexual thoughts of my mother-in-law stroking my cock while sucking my cock flashed through my mind in nanoseconds. Awakening from the sexual fantasy of Sharon sucking my big dick, I returned to reality to clear my head of having sex with her.
# # #
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'What's wrong with me? I can't believe that I'm horny enough to want to have sex with my wife's mother. I can't believe that I'm already imagining her stroking me while blowing me. I can't believe that I'm imagining cumming in her mouth and her swallowing my cum,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I imagined giving her a cum bath. I can't believe that I imagined this beautiful woman dripping with my cum.'
Talk about feeling ashamed, if Christine ever discovered that I wanted to have sex with her mother, never mind having sex with her mother, I'd want to die. I'd be so embarrassed. She'd think me sick. She'd think me perversely perverted. She'd never understand my sexual attraction to her mother. She'd never forgive me for wanting to have sex with her and/or for having sex with her. She'd divorce me. She'd take the house from me and leave me with nothing.
'If I did have sex with Sharon and if ever we were found out, how would I explain that to my wife? I'd feel so guilty. I'd feel so wickedly depraved. I'd feel so sickly deranged. How dare I harbor the forbidden, sexual thought of my mother-in-law blowing me?'
With my guilt, shame, and regret overwhelming me enough to confess my sexual transgressions to Christine, I imagined telling my wife about what happened between her mother and I while she was traveling. I couldn't apologize enough. I'd have to buy her expensive jewelry for her to hopefully understand my loneliness, my horniness, my sexual frustration, and my sudden sexual attraction to her mother. I'd have to beg her forgiveness me for allowing her mother to blow me.
'Honey, thank you for inviting your mother to move in with us. I'm sorry to tell you this but... Wait, let me give you this diamond, tennis bracelet first,' I imagined saying.
Suddenly, I wondered why they called that a tennis bracelet when no woman in her right mind would play tennis with a piece of jewelry on her wrist that cost thousands of dollars. Then, I remembered Chris Everett wearing a diamond tennis bracelet while playing tennis and losing it. They had to stop the match to search for her bracelet. Yet, with the name mistakenly attributed to Chris Everett, tennis bracelets were given that name back in the 1920's.
# # #
'That diamond, tennis bracelet looks fabulous on you,' I imagined saying to Christine. 'Look at all of those diamonds sparkling in the light,' I imagined saying to my wife before confessing my sexual transgressions.
I imagined giving her a soulful look and looking at her with apologetic eyes.
'By the way, um, while you were in China," I imagined saying while looking down at my feet. "Um, your mother blew me. She stroked my cock while sucking my cock. She allowed me to cum in her mouth,' I imagined saying to Christine while staring up at her to see her reaction to me having forbidden sex with her mother. "Then, she allowed me to give her a cum bath. She allowed me to cum all over her beautiful face, in her lush, blonde hair, and across her huge, naked breasts."
Not stopping there, I imagined telling her the rest.
'She allowed me to make out with her while unbuttoning her blouse, fondling her breasts, and fingering her erect nipples through her bra. Then, she allowed me to lift her brassiere over her huge melons to expose her big, naked breasts. I had my wicked, sexual way with her enormous breasts while she had her wicked, sexual way with my erect, naked cock,' I imagined saying to her.
I imagined staring at my wife with apologetic eyes while hoping that she'd forgive me for having had sex with her mother.
'I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. Isn't your tennis bracelet beautiful,' I imagined saying?
This sexual scenario of having sex with my mother-in-law flashed through my brain within a few horny seconds. Pulling myself together, I returned to reality again to ask Sharon what she meant by her asking me if I was expecting her to blow me.
# # #
"Pardon," I asked interrupting my sexual fantasy and not believing what I misheard my mother-in-law had said? "What did you mean by saying that if I'm expecting your to blow me? I assure you Sharon that I expecting no such thing," I said expecting her to laugh to tell me that I misheard her.
She laughed again.
"Your penis," she said.
'What? My penis? What about my penis? My mother-in-law wanted to know about my penis. I'll tell you all about my penis if you tell me all about your tits,' I thought.
I stared down at my mother-in-law with confusion.
'Why is my mother-in-law asking about my penis,' I thought? 'Does my wife's mother want to see my penis. Does my mother-in-law want to stroke my penis while sucking my penis? Does she really want to blow me?'
While still holding the tray in front of me, unaware what she continued staring at, while I continued staring down her blouse, she continued staring at my exposed prick. Then, sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she touched the head of my naked cock with her fingertip. Finally, she wrapped her fingers around my stiff prick and lifted it with her fingertips before looking up at me to give me another sexy smile.
'As if I was in a daze, did my wife's mother just touch my penis with her fingertip? Did she just wrap her fingers around my cock? Did she lift my erect dick with her hand? Is my mother-in-law asking to see my penis? Does she want to stroke me? Maybe, she really does want to blow me,' I thought.
She laughed while she continued staring at my exposed prick before telling me that I was nakedly exposed.
"Your erect cock popped out its head out to say hello," she said with a sexy smile.
She laughed while giving me a look of sexual arousal and letting go of my penis.
"That's okay. If you don't mind me saying so, and I hope you won't think less of me, but I enjoyed seeing your erect, naked prick," she said unembarrassed, unashamed, and with a dirty laugh. "I haven't seen an erect cock in a long time," she said taking a sip of her coffee while continuing to stare at my escaped penis.
As if she was as sexually aroused seeing my naked prick as I was sexually excited seeing a downblouse view of her breasts, she continued staring at my erect cock in the way that I continued staring at her breasts. After she said that she enjoyed seeing my erect, naked prick, her erect nipples made their presence known through her bra and her blouse. My mother-in-law not only had big tits but also, she had big nipples, too.
"Again, if you don't mind me saying so," she said looking up at me with a blush. "You have a big, beautiful prick. My daughter is a lucky woman," she said. "I wish my husband had a penis as big and as hard as your cock."
# # #
She continued staring at my exposed prick and pointing at my naked cock with her finger. Dreading to see what she had stared at and pointed to, now while knowing full well what she was staring at and pointing to, I moved the tray that I was holding to look down to where she stared and pointed. If it wasn't enough that I had exposed my cock to her, I couldn't believe that I had a huge erection. I still couldn't believe that my mother-in-law held my big dick in her hand.
'Oh, my God,' I thought.
I looked up at her with horniness and sexual desire.
'Yet, more sexually excited than I was embarrassed, I couldn't believe that I exposed myself to my wife's mother. If that wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that she wrapped her fingers around my naked prick. I couldn't believe that she said that she enjoyed seeing my erect, naked prick. Again, if that still wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that she said that I have a big, beautiful prick.'
Frozen in place, I stood in front of my mother-in-law with my erect cock sticking straight out of my pajama bottom pee hole. I made no attempt to cover it with my hand or push it back in my pajama bottoms. In the way that I had stared down her blouse, I couldn't believe that she continued staring at my naked prick.
Not wanting to put it away, I wanted to leave it out there while hoping that she'd take me in her hand again, stroke it, and suck it. Embarrassed before but emboldened now, while hoping she'd wrap her fingers around it again, I wanted her to see my big dick. I never thought that I'd be sexually excited unintentionally exposing myself to my mother-in-law but now with me shamelessly leaving my cock out in full view, I loved exposing my naked prick to Sharon.
With having just moved in and with this her first day living here, I couldn't believe that I had flashed my naked prick to my mother-in-law. She not only saw my naked cock and stared at my naked prick but also, she took me in her hand. As embarrassed as I was horny, I had plenty to masturbate over later.
I wondered if I should tell her that when she leaned forward the top of her blouse fell wide open. I wondered if I should thank her for giving me a great downblouse view of the tops of her breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut bra. I wondered if I should tell her that I enjoyed seeing a downblouse view of her breasts in the way that she enjoyed seeing my erect prick. I wondered if I should tell her that she has big, beautiful breasts in the way that she told me that I have a big, beautiful prick.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Sharon. I'm so sorry. I had no idea that I was exposed," I said placing the tray in front of my exposed prick. "I'm so embarrassed," I said lying. "Please forgive me," I said turning away from her and moving my hand behind the tray to stuff my penis back in my pajama bottoms. "Sometimes Mikey has a mind of his own," I said with a dirty laugh.
Sharon looked up at me and laughed.
"Mikey? Who's Mikey," she said with another laugh.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"That's the name that I gave my penis," I said with another laugh.
She laughed, too.
"That's interesting that you named your penis, Mikey. I named my vagina, Pearl," she said with a sexy laugh.
# # #
Seemingly unashamed and unembarrassed, she continued staring at my erect cock that continued tenting my pajama bottoms. Feeling that I needed to explain, while hoping that she'd understand, I did my best to try and make her realize why I had an erection. The last thing that I wanted was for her to think that I had deliberately flashed her my naked prick. Even though I'd love to have sex with her, I didn't want her to know that I wanted to have forbidden sex with her beautiful, naked body.
"I'm embarrassed to share this with you, but since I unintentionally exposed myself to you, you accidentally exposed yourself to me, too," I said with a nervous little laugh.
She looked up at me with confused curiosity.
"Pardon," she asked while making a face? "When did I expose myself to you? How did I expose myself to you," she asked with sudden, sexual arousal taking control of her beautiful face?
In the way that she continued staring at my erection that tented my pajama bottoms, I continued staring down her opened blouse.
"With Christine always traveling, and seldom home, we seldom have sex. Then, always horny, and sexually frustrated, when pouring your coffee, with you leaning forward, no doubt, the reason for my erection, I couldn't help from staring down the plunging neckline of your wide open blouse."
With her still leaning forward to flash me her big tits, I continued looking down the opened top of her blouse.
"When you leaned forward to place your elbows on the table, your top had fallen open enough to reveal the tops of your abundant breasts, your long line of sexy cleavage, and your low-cut bra," I said while continuing to stare down her blouse.
She looked down at herself and pushed her top closed while removing her elbows from the table, Then, denying me any further downblouse views, she sat back in her chair. Rethinking what I was about to say, but unable to stop myself from saying it, after she sexually, inappropriately complimented me, I sexually, inappropriately complimented her.
"In the way that you said that you enjoyed seeing my erect prick, I enjoyed seeing the tops of your big breasts and your long line of cleavage," I said with a dirty laugh. "In the way that you complimented me on my big, beautiful prick, may I compliment you on your big, beautiful breasts," I said with another dirty laugh? "I can't believe that I'm confessing this to you but, please forgive me if I'm offending you by saying this but, I'm sexually attracted to older, busty women. I've always been sexually attracted to older women with big tits."
I gave her a big smile. She returned my dirty laugh with her dirty laugh.
"Please forgive me if I'm offending you by saying this but, I'm sexually attracted to younger men with big pricks," she said staring up at me and giving me a sexy laugh and a naughty smile. "I've always been sexually attracted to younger men with big dicks."
I nodded my head.
"No matter our sexual attractions to one another, I'm sorry for staring at your breasts. I'm sorry for unintentionally exposing my naked cock to you. I'm sorry for embarrassing you and making you feel uncomfortable on your first day here."
She laughed again. She looked down at herself, opened the top of her blouse with her finger to look where I had been staring and to see what I had seen of her big breasts. Then, in the way that I wished that I could do, she cupped her breasts through her blouse and bra with both hands.



"Thank you for telling me. I appreciate your honesty. I'm glad you like my big tits," she said with another laugh while smiling up at me. "I love my big breasts, too," she said with a dirty laugh.
I returned her smile with my smile.
"I'm glad you like my big dick," I said returning her sexy look and naughty smile with my sexy look and naughty smile. "I love my big dick," I said returning her dirty laugh with my dirty laugh.
When she lifted her breasts through her blouse and bra as if offering them to me, I cupped my cock through my pajamas and lifted it as if offering it to her.
"I'd say that we're even," she said with a laugh. "I'm glad that we've established that early in living together. I like your big, beautiful prick and you like my big, beautiful breasts," she said with a dirty laugh.
Then, thinking about my wife, I wondered if I could trust her to keep our secret.
"We mustn't tell Christine that you love my big, beautiful prick and that I love your big, beautiful breasts. She wouldn't understand our sudden, sexual attraction to one another. She'd think we were having forbidden sex," I said while imagining my mother-in-law without her clothes again while dancing naked around a stripper's pole.
# # #
Now that I think of it, as if I had deliberately exposed myself to my wife's mother, I couldn't have arranged for this to happen any better. I couldn't believe that I had unintentionally exposed my erect, naked prick to my mother-in-law. I couldn't believe Sharon not only stared at my exposed, naked prick but also, she took me in her hand and wrapped her fingers around it. Then, shamelessly, I couldn't believe that I didn't cover my nakedness with my hand. I couldn't believe that I took my time stuffing my naked prick back inside of my pajama bottoms.
Something that I thought would never happen and something she'd never say, I couldn't believe that she said that she enjoyed seeing my erect, naked prick. I couldn't believe that she said that I have a big, beautiful prick. Whether deliberately or unintentionally, I couldn't believe that she had given me the perfect down blouse view of her bra clad breasts. I only hoped that she didn't tell my wife. In the way that I confessed that I'm sexually attracted to older women with big breasts, I can't believe that she confessed that she's sexually attracted to younger men with big pricks.
What came out of my mother-in-law telling me that I was nakedly exposed and telling her that I stared down her blouse, was the feeling that we could tell one another anything. Indeed, with me unembarrassed and unashamed, I even felt comfortable enough with her to confess my sexual attraction to older women with big breasts. Already knowing that she liked younger men with big pricks, in the way that she felt comfortable enough to tell me her sexual attraction to certain men, I felt comfortable telling her my sexual attraction to certain women.
Yet, sexually surprising me, instead of looking away in embarrassment and shame, as if she had never seen an erect, naked prick before, she stared at my naked prick with sexual arousal. Difficult for me to wrap my horny brain around, my mother-in-law stared at my naked prick in the way that I stared at what I could see of her breasts down her blouse. Sharon enjoyed all that she could see of me in the way that I enjoyed all that I could see of her.
'I'm really going to like living with my mother-in-law,' I thought.
Even after I put my prick away, she continued staring at my cock tenting my pajama bottoms. In the way that she continued staring at my erect prick, I continued staring down her blouse at all that I could see of her big breasts. Seemingly, in the way that she couldn't help herself from staring at my erection, I couldn't help myself from staring at her humongous tits.
# # #
Now, forbidden wickedness filled me with sexual desire for Sharon. My wife never stared at me in that sexual way. With her telling me that she enjoyed seeing my naked penis and then telling me that I had a big, beautiful prick, I was tempted to pull out my cock and stroke myself in front of her. After unintentionally exposing myself to her, while hoping that she'd expose her naked breasts to me, I wanted to deliberately expose myself to her.
Sexually tempted to do so, I wondered what she'd say if I suddenly pulled out my prick and masturbated in front of her. I wondered what she'd do if I stroked my cock faster and harder while she watched. I wondered if she'd open her mouth and blow me. I wondered if she'd allow me to step closer to her and not only cum in her mouth but also all over her face and her blonde hair but across her blouse and bra clad breasts. I could only imagine my mother-in-law calling my wife to tell her that I had given her a cum bath.
Only, if I deliberately exposed myself to my wife's mother, and masturbated in front of her, maybe, she'd leave. Yet, with her not having a job or a place to live, where would she go? How would she support herself?
How would I explain to Christine that the reason why her mother left was because I not only deliberately exposed my naked prick to her but also, I masturbated in front of her mother and gave her a cum bath? Besides, suddenly enjoying my time with her, I didn't want her to leave. I enjoyed the sudden, sexual repartee and the erotic teasing. I couldn't wait to see what more would happen next.
To be continued...
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Falling for my Mother-in-law, Ch. 3
Mother-in-law and son-in-law discuss their sexual attraction to one another.
I confessed my sexual attraction to my mother-in-law, Sharon. I told her that I was attracted to older big, breasted women. She confessed her sexually attraction to me. She told me that she was attracted to well endowed, younger men. Unbelievably, she loved men with big pricks as much as I loved women with big breasts. My wife's mother loved my big prick as much as I loved her huge breasts.
# # #
Reread, Reviewed, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 2, Falling for my Mother-in-law:
Now that I think of it, as if I had deliberately exposed myself to my wife's mother, I couldn't have arranged for this to happen any better. Embarrassed that Sharon unintentionally saw my naked cock, not expecting her reaction, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me that she stared at my erect prick. Seemingly, she liked what she was seeing as much as I liked what I was showing.
Mortified at first, when I watched her continue to stare at my naked prick, my sexual excitement replaced my humiliation. I had unintentionally exposed my erect, naked prick to my mother-in-law. Sharon not only stared at my naked prick but also, she took me in her hand and wrapped her fingers around my big dick.
No longer caring that she's my wife's mother, shamelessly, I didn't immediately cover my nakedness with my hand. With exposing myself an accident before, now I wanted her to see my erect prick. I wanted her to stare at my naked cock.
When I saw her staring, wanting to give her a good, long look, I took my time stuffing my big dick back inside of my pajama bottoms. I hoped she'd reach out her hand and wrap her fingers around me again. Something that I had never imagined her doing before, I imagined her doing now. Hoping that she would, I imagined her stroking me and sucking me.
Something that I thought would never happen was something that I thought she'd never say. She said that she enjoyed seeing my erect, naked prick. She said that I have a big, beautiful prick. Then, sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, whether deliberately or unintentionally, while she continued staring at my erect cock, she gave me the perfect down blouse view of her bra clad breasts.
I only hoped that she didn't tell my wife that I had unintentionally exposed myself to her. No doubt, Christine would think that I had deliberately exposed myself to her mother. Then, after I confessed to my wife's mother that I'm sexually attracted to older women with big breasts, she confessed that she's sexually attracted to younger men with big pricks. Oddly enough, with her having huge breasts, I'm not only sexually attracted to my MILF of a mother-in-law but also, with me having a big dick, she's sexually attracted to me, too.
'Wow,' I thought!
Nonetheless all good, what came out of my mother-in-law telling me that I was nakedly exposed and me telling her that I stared down her blouse, was the feeling that we could tell one another anything. Indeed, with me unembarrassed and unashamed, I even felt comfortable enough with her to confess my sexual attraction to older women with big breasts. Already knowing that she liked younger men with big pricks, in the way that she felt comfortable enough to tell me her sexual attraction to which type of men, I felt comfortable telling her my sexual attraction to which type of women.
Yet, sexually surprising me, instead of looking away in embarrassment and in shame, as if she had never seen and erect, naked prick before, she continued staring at my naked prick with sexual arousal. Difficult for me to wrap my horny brain around, my mother-in-law stared at my naked prick in the way that I stared at all I could see of the downblouse view of her breasts. A romantically, sexual match made in heaven, Sharon enjoyed all that she saw of me in the way that I enjoyed all that I saw of her.
Even after I put my prick away, she continued staring at my cock that continued tenting my pajama bottoms. In the way that she continued staring at my erect prick, I continued staring down her blouse at all that I could see of her big breasts. Seemingly, in the way that she couldn't help herself from staring at my erection, I couldn't help myself from staring at her humongous tits.
# # #
Now, forbidden wickedness filled me with sexual desire for Sharon. My wife never stared at me in that sexual way. With my mother-in-law telling me that she enjoyed seeing my naked penis and then telling me that I had a big, beautiful prick, I was tempted to pull out my cock and stroke myself in front of her. After unintentionally exposing myself to her, while hoping that she'd expose her naked breasts to me, this time, I wanted to deliberately expose myself to her instead of accidentally exposing myself to her.
Sexually tempted to do so, I wondered what she'd say if I suddenly pulled out my prick and masturbated in front of her. I wondered what she'd do if I stroked my cock faster and harder while she watched. I wondered if she'd open her mouth and blow me. I wondered if she'd allow me to step closer to her and not only cum in her mouth but also cum all over her face, in her blonde hair, and across her blouse and bra clad breasts. I could only imagine my mother-in-law calling my wife to tell her that I had given her a cum bath.
'Christine, first your husband exposed his erect, naked prick to me, then he masturbated in front of me. Stepping closer, he ejaculated a load of his cum in my mouth. Not done sexually violating me, he exploded a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my blouse and bra covered breasts,' I imagined my mother-in-law calling her daughter and telling her everything that happened.
Only, if I dared to deliberately expose myself to my wife's mother, and masturbated in front of her, not only would she tell Christine but maybe, she'd leave. Yet, with her not having a job or a place to live, where would she go? How would she support herself? She'd not only be unemployed but also, she'd be homeless.
How would I explain to Christine why her mother left? How could I tell her that her mother left was because I not only deliberately exposed my naked prick to her after unintentionally exposing my big dick to her? Then, with me sexually excited that Sharon stared at my naked prick, how could I tell her that I masturbated in front of her mother, ejaculated in her mouth, and gave her a cum bath?
Besides, something I thought would never happen, suddenly, I enjoyed my time with my mother-in-law. Not wanting her to move in with me before, I didn't want her to leave now. Enjoying her company, I loved talking to her more than I enjoyed talking to my wife. Now, that we created a bond, albeit a forbidden, sexual bond, I wanted her to stay to keep me company. More than that, with her seemingly as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited, I relished the sudden, sexual repartee and the erotic teasing. I couldn't wait to see what more would happen next.
# # #
Falling for my Mother-in-law, Chapter 3:
Instead of looking away from my noticeable erection that continued to tent my pajama bottoms, my mother-in-law stared at my erect, pajama clad prick in the way that I stared down her blouse at her enormous breasts. After I told her that she had flashed me, I couldn't stop myself from staring at the all that I could still see of her big tits. As if she laughed over a private joke, she laughed again. Then, she surprised me by what she said next.
"Don't be sorry for staring at what you could see of my breasts in a downblouse view, Michael," she said with a wave of her hand and with another sexy laugh. "I'm flattered that you noticed me in that sexual way. Women, even mothers-in-law, enjoy flashing men, even sons-in-law, something that they shouldn't see of themselves," she said with a laugh. "It's a lonely world out there and, sometimes, we all need some sexual attention," she said.
Now aware that I was staring, she leaned forward on her elbows again to give me another downblouse view, this time a deliberate downblouse view of her the tops of big breasts and her long line of cleavage. As soon as she leaned forward, the plunging neckline of her low-cut blouse leaned forward with her before falling wide open again. In the way that I continued staring down her blouse at her huge breasts, she continued staring at my cock that continued tenting my pajama bottoms.
She stared up at me as if looking to see my reaction to seeing a downblouse of all that I could see of her exposed breasts. She gave me a big, sexy smile and a naughty look. Then, surprising me, instead of looking at me with embarrassmented shame, she looked up at me with a face full of sexual arousal. Seemingly, my mother-in-law became just as horny in her voyeurism of me as I grew horny in my voyeurism of her.
Clearly, something that I had never expected to do, I had made my mother-in-law sexually aroused by unintentionally exposing my naked dick to her. Something that shocked me and sexually excited me at the same time, setting the sexual wheels in motion, by accidentally exposing my erect prick to her, I had made her horny. By her giving me a downblouse view of her huge breasts, she had made me horny, too.
Never thinking that I'd flash her my naked prick, whether deliberately or accidentally, I never thought that she'd flash a downblouse view of her huge breasts. Then, with us discussing it, I never thought that I'd have this sort of open, sexual dialogue with my mother-in-law. With her having just moved in today, I couldn't imagine what would happen tomorrow.
# # #
"Since you confessed your sexual attraction to older women with big breasts, Michael, allow me to confess something sexually personal to you, too," she said.
As if rethinking what she was about to say, she paused while staring up at me with her beautiful, big, blue eyes.
"I haven't seen a naked cock since my husband died," said Sharon with sadness. "Matter of fact, I haven't seen an erect prick, since Christine's father contracted Diabetes. Because of his morbid obesity, he could no longer get and maintain an erection," she said looking up at me with gloom while taking me in her sexual confidence. "He had such a tiny cock."
Not knowing what to say to all that she confessed about her deceased husband's miniscule, limp dick, I said what I thought was appropriate.
"I'm sorry," I said.
She smiled at me again.
"Don't be sorry, Michael," she said with a little smile and a shrug.
She continued staring at the big impression that my erect cock made when still tenting my pajama bottoms. If it wasn't enough that she continued staring at my erection while I continued staring down her blouse, I couldn't believe that I was having this kind of sexual conversation with my mother-in-law. Then, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me by what she said next.
"If you don't mind me saying so, Michael, unembarrassed, and unashamed to say this but I was thrilled to see your big, beautiful cock," she said looking up at me to give me a sexy smile. "I hope you're not embarrassed but I loved seeing your erect, naked prick. My daughter is a lucky woman," she said again with a big smile. "I only wish my husband had your prick," she said with a dirty laugh.
She looked at me to see my reaction to what she said. She laughed again but this time with a nervous laugh. Tempted to ask her if she wanted to see my naked prick again, I was tempted to reach inside my pajama pee hole and pull out Mikey. With her already confessing that she loved seeing my erect, naked prick, I wondered what she do and say if I removed my cock from my pajama bottoms and exposed myself to her again.
# # #
"Since we're playing some convoluted version of Truth or Dare," she said with a laugh. "Forgive me for staring but your prick is only the second prick that I've seen since I've been married. Now that I said that you have a big, beautiful cock, I'm embarrassed to admit that seeing your erect, naked penis sexually aroused me," she said while waving her hand in front of her blushing face as if trying to cool herself.
Perhaps, thinking better of it, she paused again as if rethinking what she was about to say but she said what she was thinking anyway.
"It's been years since I've been sexually aroused other than with my own hand. No doubt, I'll be masturbating tonight over seeing your naked prick," she said with a dirty laugh and a sexy, little grin.
'Something that no son-in-law in his right mind should ask his mother-in-law, I was tempted to ask her if she needed my help in masturbating herself,' I thought. Thinking better of saying what I was thinking, I remained quiet. 'I was tempted to ask her if she wanted to see my naked prick again.'
Denying me a further downblouse view of her breasts, she pushed her top closed with her fingers and she sat back in her chair. While she continued staring up at me standing next to her, like seeing two mountains on the distant horizon, I continued staring at the huge impressions that her big tits made in her blouse and bra. The side view of her big tits was amazing. I loved her huge breasts as much as she loved my big dick.
"Forgive me for saying this, but I'm unashamed and unembarrassed to say that when I wrapped my fingers around your cock," she said with a pause while staring up at me. "I was tempted to stroke you," she said with a dirty laugh. "I was tempted to masturbate you. I suddenly wanted to hear and watch you cum," she said with a dirty laugh.
She looked up at me to see my reaction to what she said about wanting to stroke me. Again, she paused as if rethinking what she was going to say next. Then, she sexually shocked me again by what she said.
'My mother-in-law was tempted to masturbate me,' I thought. 'She wanted to hear me and watch me cum. Wow,' I thought.
# # #
Then, astonishing me, as if Christine told her mother what my sexual fantasy was, Sharon voiced my sexual fantasy come true.
"Something so sexually inappropriate for a mother-in-law to want to do to her son-in-law, I was tempted to take you in my mouth and blow you," she said staring up at me with those magical blue eyes again. "It's been a long time since I sucked an erect cock, Michael," she said.
Again, she stared up at me with red faced, sexual arousal to see my reaction to what she said about her wanting to take me in her mouth and blow me. Something that I'll be masturbating over tonight, tomorrow morning, and every day thereafter, I imagined my mother-in-law taking me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. Giving me what her daughter had never done and what she should have given me, I imagined Sharon blowing me. I imagined her mother stroking my cock while sucking my cock. I imagined cumming in my mother-in-law's mouth and watching her swallow my cum.
"Something that I used to be quite skilled at doing before I married my husband; it's been years since I've given a blowjob."
Again, she stared up at me as if to see my reaction to what she was about to say. As if she was thinking about blowing me, I watched her slide a slow tongue across her red, full lips again. Then, again, she stunned me with what she said next.
"I used to love sucking cock," she said closing her eyes and swooning. "I enjoyed controlling men not only with my hand and my pussy but also with my mouth. When they ejaculated their cum in my mouth, congratulating myself for a blowjob well done, I loved swallowing their cum," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Stunned into silence, all that I could do was to stare at Sharon in dumbfounded shock.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'My wife's mother confessed that she was tempted to wrap her fingers around my cock and stroke my prick. She was tempted to take me in her mouth and blow me. Quite skilled at giving blowjobs before she was married, she told me that she used to love sucking cock, allowing men to cum in her mouth, and swallowing their cum,' I thought.
Not believing all that she was telling me, as if seeing her for the first time, I stared at my mother-in-law in the way that I had never stared at her before. Then, I wondered if this was a game that she was playing. Perhaps, she had been schooled by my wife to say everything that I wanted to hear. Nonetheless, no matter if this was a game or not, she had me at blowjob.
'Something that my wife isn't, my mother-in-law is a talented cocksucker. Dreading my mother-in-law living with me before, I'm going to enjoy living with Sharon now,' I thought. 'I only hoped that Sharon wanted to blow me as much as I wanted her to blow me. I'd love for her to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in her mouth. I'd love to watch her swallow my cum,' I thought.
Then, as if she was signaling me that she wanted to blow me, she slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips again. Then, she stared at me to see my reaction to what she had just said to stroking me and blowing me. When I didn't answer her, unable to speak for fear of saying the wrong thing at the wrong time, she continued.
"Forgive me for staring at your naked penis but that was quite the unexpected, surprised sight for me to see," she said with a dirty laugh while staring up at me to see my reaction to what she had said. "With it having been so long since I've seen such a big and erect, naked cock, I couldn't stop myself from staring. Suddenly, I feel like such a whore," she said with a laugh. "Don't tell my daughter but your mother-in-law is a whore," she said with a dirty laugh.
When she said that she suddenly felt like a whore and was a whore, I thought about installing a stripper's pole in her bedroom again. Now, that we're having such an open, sexual conversation, I'd love to watch my mother-in-law pole dancing. I'd love to watch her slowly strip off her clothes as she danced around the pole to music. I wondered if she'd enjoy having a stripper's pole in her bedroom as much as I would.
# # #
Knowing full well that I was looking and could see her huge breasts, giving me another downblouse view, this time a deliberate downblouse view, she leaned forward again. Once again, she gave me a deliberate downblouse view of the tops of her breasts, her long line of cleavage, and the top of her bra. In the way that she continued staring at my erect cock that tented my pajama bottoms, I stared at all that I could see of her bra clad breasts.
Sharon sexually teased me in the way that my wife should have sexually teased me. She talked dirty to me in the way that my wife should have talked dirty to me. She talked about stroking my cock, sucking my cock, and cumming in her mouth in the way that my wife should talk about stroking my cock, sucking my cock, and cumming in her mouth. She made me wish that I had married mother instead of daughter.
"Since we're playing some form of Truth or Dare," I said with a pause as if rethinking what I to say. "In the way that you were tempted to wrap your fingers around my naked prick and stroke me, and tempted to take me in your mouth and blow me," I said staring down her wide opened blouse again. "When I saw the downblouse view of your enormous breasts, I was tempted to reach down and feel the tops of your breasts before reaching inside of your bra to fondle your breasts and finger your nipples."
She looked up at me to give me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Oh, my," she said with a sexy laugh. "That would have been awkward," she said with another sexy laugh.
She looked down her top and opened it even more by pulling her top forward with her index finger. Then, she paused again while staring up at me to see my reaction to all that I was seeing of her big and beautiful breasts. She paused longer to watch my reaction to what she was about to say next.



"Wouldn't you have been surprised if I allowed you to reach your hand down my top and feel my breasts before allowing you to reach inside my bra and allow you to finger my nipples," she said with a dirty laugh. "In the way that you, no doubt, love having your cock stroked and sucked, I love having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered," she said with dirty laugh.
# # #
Again, with her continuing to give me a downblouse view of her breasts, I wanted to ask her if I could stick my hand down her blouse and fondle her breasts while fingering her nipples. I was tempted to ask her if she wanted to see my cock again. With her saying that she enjoyed seeing my prick and telling me that I had a big, beautiful prick, I was tempted to pull out my prick. I was tempted to masturbate myself in front of my wife's mother while sticking my hand inside of her blouse and her bra.
With her confessing that my penis was only the second penis that she's seen since she's been married, I wondered if my mother-in-law is a closet whore. I wondered how many naked pricks she saw before she was married. Since she said that she was quite skilled at giving blowjobs before she was married and loved sucking cocks, I wondered how many blowjobs she had given and cocks she had sucked. Again, she made me horny when she confessed that she enjoyed seeing my naked prick.
She said that she was sexually aroused when she saw my erect, naked penis. She said that she was tempted to take me in her hand and stroke me. She said that she was tempted to take me in her mouth and blow me. I never expected to receive such a favorable reaction to me unintentionally exposing myself to her. Since she complimented me on my penis again, I wondered if I should compliment her on her big, beautiful breasts again?
"Since you told me that I have a big and beautiful cock, you have big and beautiful breasts," I said while staring down her open blouse again. "With breasts one of my favorite parts of a woman's body, I love your huge breasts, Sharon, the bigger the better," I said with a dirty laugh.
She smiled up at me.
"Thank you. I'm glad that I have huge breasts and that you love my big tits," she said with a laugh. "I love your big dick," she said with another dirty laugh while continuing to stare at my erection.
She looked down her top again as if to see what I could see of her breasts. Then, looking as if she was rethinking what she was about to say, she said it anyway. Sexually exciting me as much as she sexually surprised me again, she added more fuel to my sexual fire by saying what more she said.
"To be honest, I'm indebted to you. It was a nice surprise to see an erect, naked prick again," she said with a dirty laugh. "Even if that erect, naked prick is my son-in-law's erect, naked prick, especially if it was my son-in-law's erect, naked prick, thank you," she said giving me a sexy smile, a dirty laugh, and a naughty look. "You made my day," she said while giving me a big smile.
'I couldn't believe it. My wife's mother is indebted to me. I made her day by exposing my big dick to her. My mother-in-law thanked me for accidentally flashing her my erect, naked prick.
Again, I was tempted to strip off my pajama bottoms, show her my naked prick again, and offer her my erect cock to stroke and/or to suck. Dreading her coming to live with me, now I had a feeling that I'm going to enjoy living with my wife's mother,' I thought. 'After living with her for a while, I could only imagine what more she'd say next and what more would happen next.'
# # #
She continued staring at my erect penis that tented my pajama bottoms until I sat in my chair with my hands in my lap. Then, sexually shocking me with what more that she had to say, she made me uncomfortable by sharing so much of her personal, sexual life so early in our first day of living together. I mean, when I had just met the woman after having not seen her in years, I couldn't imagine what would happen after we've been living together for a while.
"I haven't had sex in ten-years," she said out of the clear blue.
She blew my mind while looking at me as if I was fresh meat. She looked at me with her face blushing red as if she wanted to have sex with me. Again, she sexually surprised me as much as she sexually excited me by confessing such personal information about her private, sexlife. I didn't know how to respond to all that she had said?
'Was she hoping that I'd give her sex,' I thought? 'Was she hoping that I'd give her a sexual orgasm? Since she's quite skilled at giving blowjobs and admitted that she loved sucking cock, was she wanting to blow me? Something that her daughter refused to do; I'd love Sharon to blow me. In the way that I imagined her blowing me and cumming in her mouth before, I imagined her blowing me and cumming in her mouth, again, now.'
"Trust me," she said suddenly looking sad. "It wasn't my idea not to have sex. With me always horny and sexually frustrated, I wanted sex. Instead of masturbating myself with my finger, my vibrator, and/or with my dildo, I needed a cock. I needed an erect prick. I needed a hard dick. I needed sex. Unlike my virgin saint of a daughter, I can't go without sex for long periods of time. I love sex. I love giving as much as I love receiving."
'Wow! Again, how do I respond to that? Too much information,' I thought. 'Why is she telling me all this? She's talking to me as if she's a man and we're drinking beer at a bar. Why did she say that she hasn't seen a naked cock since her husband died?'
Perhaps, all she needed was for me to listen because, at a loss for words, I looked at her not knowing what to say. Stunned that she had confessed so much about her private, sexual life, I didn't know what else to do other than to listen. It sexually excited me when she said cock, prick, and dick.
Yet, perhaps, this whole thing was a sham. Perhaps, this was nothing more than a scheme devised by my wife for me to make a pass at her mother. Maybe, my mother-in-law was instructed by my wife on what to say and on what to do to sexually seduce me. Knowing what I sexually needed, an older woman with big breasts, and wanted, a blowjob, maybe, my wife had arranged her mother to sexually tease me and erotically excite me enough for me to make a sexual pass at her.
'Why did she say that she enjoyed seeing my erect cock? Why did she say that I have a big, beautiful cock? Why did she compliment me on my naked prick,' I wondered? 'Why did she tell me that her husband could no longer get and maintain an erection? Why did she tell me that she can't go without sex for long periods of time, that she loves sex, and that she loves giving as much as she loved receiving? Why did she tell me that she used to love sucking cock, allowing men to cum in her mouth, and swallow their cum?'
I continued looking at her while not knowing what to say.
'Why did she tell me that she's always horny and sexually frustrated? Why did she tell me that she wanted sex? Why did she tell that she needed sex? Why did she tell me that she masturbated? Why did she tell me that she needed an erect prick? Why did she tell me that she needed a hard dick? Is she hoping to have sex with me,' I thought again? 'Or if she playing me and setting me up for divorce court,' I thought?
# # #
Suddenly and again, something that I had never imagined, with her looking so much like her daughter, the thought of having illicit sex with my wife's mother sexually excited me. A big step, did I dare make a pass at her and try and to sexually seduce her? Now, filled with forbidden, sexual thoughts for my mother-in-law, I wondered what she was like in bed. With her daughter not giving me oral sex, and with her mother not having given a blowjob in years, I wondered if Sharon would suck my cock.
With this our first day together, she had already made me sexually crazy. Again, I was tempted to strip myself naked while hoping that she'd reach out and touch my stiff prick while stroking my erect dick. Now, sexually focusing more on her than I sexually thought about myself, unable to stop myself from imagining her in all manner of undress, I wondered what she looked like without her clothes.
I wondered what she looked like in her bra and panties. Making myself horny, I wondered what she looked like topless. I wondered what her big, naked breasts and erect nipples looked like.
I'd love to see her shapely, naked ass. Making me even more sexually excited, I wondered what she looked like naked. I wondered if she was a natural blonde. I wondered if her pussy was shaved, trimmed, or bushy.
'Never considering it before, I considered it now. How hot would that be to have sex with my mother-in-law while Christine was in Hong Kong and having sex with some Chinese man,' I thought? 'What's fair for her is fair for me.
Maybe, me having sex with her mother was what my wife hoped I'd do all along. Perhaps, with me wanting sex, especially a blowjob, and her mother an experienced cocksucker, maybe, Christine thought that I'd be a better match for her mother than for her. Maybe, she hoped that I'd leave her for her mother,' I thought.
Now, that her mother was living with me, I imagined having sex with Sharon every time Christine disappeared for weeks at a time on another business trip. With her loving to give as much as she loved to receive, I imagined eating her pussy and giving her sexual orgasms with my fingers and my tongue. In returned of me giving her an oral, sexual orgasm, I imagined her giving me an oral, sexual orgasm. I imagined her sucking my dick and allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth while watching her swallowing my cum.
'Nah, my wife would never cheat on me. She'd never have extramarital sex. Too focused on moving up the ladder, and breaking the glass ceiling to be the company's first, female president, she's too concerned with her career. She loved her job too much to jeopardize it by having an extramarital affair with one of her business associates in China.'
# # #
Yet, especially after she had given me a full body hug, kissed me on the lips, and given me a downblouse view of her breasts, suddenly, I couldn't remove the thought of making out with Sharon. While kissing her, French kissing her, I imagined touching and feeling her through her clothes while slowly undressing her. I imagined stripping her naked. I imagined giving her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I imagined having forbidden sex with my mother-in-law.
I imagined mounting her and making love to her while continuing to make out with her before fucking her fast and hard. I imagined cumming in her pussy, and giving her a third, sexual orgasm with my cock. I imagined her sleeping in my bed. I imagined making love to her every morning and fucking her every night. In the way that I wanted my wife to scream my name when I fucked her, I imagined my mother-in-law screaming my name when I fucked her.
'Michael! Michael! Don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming again,' I imagined Sharon saying. "Oh, Michael. Oh, Michael."
When my wife didn't sexually want me, I felt sad that albeit sexually excited, that seemingly, my wife's mother sexually wanted me. Suddenly, feeling perversely perverted, I wanted to have sex with my mother-in-law. With her seemingly, sexually willing, I imagined having consensual sex with my wife's mother.
Yet, still unsure. I couldn't help but think that this was all prearranged to entrap me. With her not even here for a day, why else would Sharon, seemingly, be so ready to have sex with me?
'Stop it. Enough,' I thought! 'This is lunacy. What's wrong with me? How dare I imagine having sex with this woman that I barely know. This is my wife's mother and not some barroom whore that I invited home to fuck,' I thought. 'I can't have sex with my mother-in-law, even if she is a MILF.'
She could be telling me what my wife told her to tell me. She could be telling me all that I wanted to hear. Maybe, she's lying when she said that I made her day when she saw my naked prick. Maybe, she's lying about me having a big, beautiful prick. Maybe, she's lying about loving to suck cock. Maybe, she's lying about loving when men cum in her mouth and she swallows their cum.'
I looked at her while trying to clear my mind of having sex with her but I couldn't. After she had sexually teased me by giving me a continual downblouse view of her breasts, I continued thinking of her without her clothes. After she told me that she loved sucking cock, I continued thinking of her on her knees while sucking my prick and allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth.
'Yes, she's beautiful. Yes, she sexy. Yes, she's shapely but she's my mother-in-law. How dare I imagine having illicit sex with my wife's mother,' I thought while berating myself?
# # #
A million thoughts ran through my mind. Never considering it before, not even wanting her to live with me, for the first time, I seriously imagined having sex with my wife's, MILF of a mother now. Horny and sexually frustrated enough to do so, I wondered if tricking me in having forbidden sex with Sharon was the intention of my mother-in-law or of my wife?
Was Christine expecting me to sexually service and physically satisfy her mother while she was away and I was home alone with her? Was this their plan to entrap me all along? Was this my wife's way to set the divorce wheels in motion, to get rid of me, to take the house from me, and to leave me with nothing?
A good plan that may have been formulated by my wife. Having already confessed to my wife that I was sexually attracted to busty, older women, was Christine thinking that I'd fall in love with her mother in the way that I had fallen in love with her? A realistic strategy for her to have, the thought that my wife may have hoped that I'd have extramarital sex with her mother gave me pause. Something that I considered, in the way that she looked at me with sexual arousal, was Sharon hoping and expecting me to entrap me by soliciting her mother for sex?
Was this Christine's way of ending our marriage by having me have a forbidden, sexual affair with her mother? Was Sharon part of the plan to initiate divorce proceedings by my having forbidden sex with her? Was this their combined plan to entrap me by luring me to have extramarital sex with her mother? Playing over their possible deception in my mind, again, I wondered, was this her way to take our beautiful house in the divorce settlement and leave me with nothing?
'He had sex with Christine's mother, your Honor,' I imagined her high priced, divorce attorney saying. 'Her dear, sweet, elderly mother, said that he forced himself on her. Her mother testified under oath that he deliberately exposed himself to her. Her mother gave testimony that he not only stripped her naked but also that he forced her to sexually service him orally, vaginally, and anally.'
Then, I wondered what this was really all about. Was this Christine's way of covering her guilty conscience? Had my wife found a lover in China? Was she carrying on a sexually relationship with another man in East Asia? That would explain why she wouldn't have sex with me. Was she sacrificing her mother so that she wouldn't feel guilty about her having an extramarital affair in China?
Christine traveled to China the most and stayed there the longest. With her traveling all over the world and with her speaking several languages, imagining the worst, I wondered if she had been having sexual affairs with men and/or with women in foreign countries? With us married five plus years, and with her traveling so much, too much, the honeymoon was long over.
Even when she was home, with her always working or too tired, we seldom had sex. Masturbation was my only sexual release. Now that Sharon was living with me, she filled my head with forbidden, sexual thoughts. After I saw downblouse views of the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut bra, and she saw my naked prick, at least I had more to masturbate over when stroking myself. Now, instead of wishing that I could have sex with my wife, I wished that I could have sex with her mother.
To be continued...
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Falling for my Mother-in-law, Chapter 4:
My mother-in-law returned the favor of my unintentional exhibitionism with her deliberate exhibitionism.
Continued from Chapter 3, Falling for my Mother-in-law:
A million thoughts ran through my mind. Never considering it before, not even wanting her to live with me, for the first time, I seriously imagined having sex with my wife's, MILF of a mother. Horny and sexually frustrated enough to do so, I wondered if tricking me in having forbidden sex with Sharon was the intention of my mother-in-law or of my wife?
Was Christine expecting me to sexually service and physically satisfy her mother while she was away and I was home alone with her? Was this their plan to entrap me all along? Was this my wife's way to set the divorce wheels in motion, to get rid of me, to take the house from me, and to leave me with nothing?
A good plan that may have been formulated by my wife. Having already confessed to my wife that I was sexually attracted to busty, older women, was Christine thinking that I'd fall in love with her mother in the way that I had fallen in love with her? A realistic strategy for her to have, the thought that my wife may have hoped that I'd have extramarital sex with her mother gave me pause. Something that I considered, in the way that she looked at me with sexual arousal, was Sharon hoping and expecting me to entrap me by soliciting me for sex?
Was this Christine's way of ending our marriage by having me have a forbidden, sexual affair with her mother? Was Sharon part of the plan to initiate divorce proceedings by my having forbidden sex with her? Was this their combined plan to entrap me by luring me to have extramarital sex with her mother? Playing over their possible deception in my mind, again, I wondered, was this her way to take our beautiful house in the divorce settlement and leave me with nothing?
'He had sex with Christine's mother, your Honor,' I imagined her high priced, divorce attorney saying. 'Her dear, sweet, elderly mother, said that he forced himself on her. Her mother testified under oath that he deliberately exposed himself to her. Her mother gave testimony that he not only stripped her naked but also that he forced her to sexually service him orally, vaginally, and anally.'
Then, I wondered what this was really all about. Was this Christine's way of covering her guilty conscience? Had my wife found a lover in China? Was she carrying on a sexual relationship with another man in East Asia? That would explain why she wouldn't have sex with me. Was she sacrificing her mother so that she wouldn't feel guilty about her having an extramarital affair in China?
Christine traveled to China the most and stayed there the longest. With her traveling all over the world and with her speaking several languages, imagining the worst, I wondered if she had been having sexual affairs with men and/or with women in foreign countries? With us married five plus years, and with her traveling so much, too much, the honeymoon was long over.
Even when she was home, with her always working or too tired, we seldom had sex. Masturbation was my only sexual release. Now that Sharon was living with me, she filled my head with forbidden, sexual thoughts.
After I saw downblouse views of the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut bra, and she saw my naked prick, at least I had more to masturbate over when stroking myself. Now, instead of wishing that I could have sex with my wife, I wished that I could have sex with her mother. I'd love to have sex with Sharon. I'd love to make her my forbidden lover.
# # #
Falling for my Mother-in-law, Chapter 4:
The next morning, after the movers had arrived and delivered everything yesterday, including the overstuffed, blue, Barcalounger recliner, before I was up, she was in the kitchen cooking breakfast. With me doing all of the cooking and with my wife seldom home to cook anything, it was a real treat to have her mother cook breakfast for me. As if I was a hungry bear in the woods about to invade a campsite, the smell of bacon and coffee awakened me.
With us up late talking, half awake, I walked to the kitchen from my bedroom rubbing my eyes and yawning. Something I thought that I'd never see, as soon as I saw Sharon, she sexually excited me. I couldn't believe what my wife's mother was wearing or not wearing.
Astonishing me that she wasn't wearing a robe over her sexually, revealing nightgown, with Christine modestly moral, her daughter always wore a robe over her nightgown, even in front of me, especially in front of me. Something more sexually exciting, and something that her daughter hasn't worn since our honeymoon, Sharon wore a short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgown. I could clearly see her sexy and shapely body as if she was naked.
'My mother-in-law is practically naked,' I thought.
Relishing the vision of her, I stared at her as if she was naked and for all intents and purposes, she was nearly, naked. Shockingly and sexually excitingly, hard for me to believe my eyes, Sharon returned the favor of my unintentional exhibitionism of my exposed prick with her deliberate exhibitionism of her nearly, naked body. She showed me all that I never thought that I'd ever see of my mother-in-law. Tempted to run back to my bedroom to grab my phone and take some candid, cheesecake photos of my mother-in-law, I wondered what she'd do if I did.
Would she allow me to take her photo? Maybe, she'd surprise me and would pose for me. Curious of her reaction to me seeing her in such a sexually revealing nightgown, I wondered if she'd be sexually aroused that I could see her as if she was naked. With her, seemingly, unembarrassed, and unashamed that I could see all that I was seeing of her, I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me. In the way that she told me that I was exposed, I wondered if I told her that she was exposed, if she'd return to her room and get dressed.
'With Christina Hendricks 48-years-old, Sofia Vergara fifty-one-years-old, and Gwen Steffani fifty-three-years-old, with her in their league, for a fifty-two-year-old woman, Sharon had quite the body,' I thought.
No longer having to imagine what she looked like without her clothes; I saw her through her sheer nightgown as if she's naked. With her only here for one day, I can't believe that I'm already seeing so much of my MILF of a mother-in-law. I can't imagine what more I'd see of her after she's lived here for a week, a month, or a year.
Flabbergasted by all that she showed and all that I could see of her, at a loss for words, she sexually stunned me as much as she sexually excited me. She took my breath away. I couldn't catch my breath. Speechless, I couldn't speak. As if she was standing in my kitchen naked, I couldn't stop staring at her. This was my wife's mother and not some stripper that I imagined dancing around a stripper's pole in her bedroom.
'Wow,' I thought! 'Did she know that I could see as much as I was seeing of her? After I had unintentionally exposed myself to her or had she deliberately exposed herself to me?'
# # #
Hard to believe what I was seeing; I couldn't believe all that she was showing. Immediately, expecting him to pop out of my pajama pee hole again, I could feel Mikey erecting itself to full attention. No doubt, as he did before, my one-eyed monster wanted to peek out his head to see what I was seeing. Forget about installing a stripper's pole in my mother-in-law's bedroom, this sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgown is nearly as good.
As if she stood in the kitchen without her clothes, better than standing in front of a TSA X-ray machine at the airport, Sharon was virtually naked. Especially when she opened the refrigerator door and stood in front of it, the bright light illuminated her. I could see her as if she wasn't wearing anything.
If I hadn't noticed her sexy and shapely body before, I definitely noticed her nearly, naked body now. Again, unable to catch my breath, I couldn't breathe. As sexy as she was beautiful, it was then, at that moment that I sexually wanted her.
As if she was my wife instead of my MILF of a mother-in-law, I wished that I could have sex with her. No longer caring about Christine in Hong Kong or wherever the Hell she is, not caring about the repercussions of bedding her mother, I didn't care. I wanted to have forbidden sex with my wife's mother.
I wanted to take her in my arms and make out with Sharon while touching and feeling her everywhere through her nightgown. I wanted to slowly, and sexily remove her nightgown. I wanted to strip her naked. I wanted to see her beautiful, naked body.
Sexually attracted to older women anyway, now that I saw Sharon's nearly naked, beautiful body, an involuntary, sexual reaction that I shouldn't have over my mother-in-law, she turned my head and hardened my cock. Never have I seen a woman as lovely and as sexually exciting as my wife's mother. The erotic vision of all that she showed and all that I saw of her was erotically exciting. As if I was at a peepshow staring at a nearly, naked woman, I wouldn't have a better view than I had now.
Glad that she had moved in with me, never have I seen a woman as beautiful, as sexy, and as shapely as Sharon. The sexual temptation of wanting to have sex with her beautiful body was overwhelming. I hoped she'd want to have sex with me as much as I suddenly wanted to have sex with her. Yet, with her returning the favor of my unintentional exhibitionism with her deliberate exhibitionism, I suspected that she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
I never thought that I'd want to have sex with my mother-in-law. Something so sexually bizarre, I never seriously thought about having forbidden sex with my wife's mother until now. Then, again, I never seriously imagined seeing her naked until I saw her nearly, naked now. Not even in my wildest masturbation fantasy, I never seriously thought about making love and fucking my wife's mother until she paraded around in front of me while wearing this sheer and sexy nightgown.
'Sharon, I want you,' I thought. 'I want to make love to you. I want to fuck you. I want to do all of the dirty and nasty sexual things that a son-in-law should never want to do to and with his mother-in-law.'
# # #
Taking the vision of her wearing this sexually revealing nightgown with me to bed later, again, I'll definitely be masturbating over my mother-in-law tonight, tomorrow, and every day thereafter. If I can't have forbidden sex with my wife's mother, now that she's given me plenty to masturbate over, at least I can masturbate over her while imagining her naked and having sex with her. Frozen in place, as if I had never seen a nearly, naked woman before, all that I could do was stare. Hard for me to believe, I can't believe she wore this nightgown without wearing a robe over it.
She's so beautiful. She's so sexy. She's so shapely. While falling out of love with Christine, I'm falling in love with Sharon. Something that I thought would never happen, I sexually wanted my wife's mother more than I sexually wanted my wife.
As if she stood in front of the television or opened the drapes in front of a sunshine filled window, she stood in front of the opened, refrigerator door getting eggs, butter, and cheese. With her leaning forward and the bright light of her fridge passing through her nightgown, again, I could see her as if she was naked. Clearly, I could see the outline of her shapely ass and her ass crack. Then, when she turned to face me and smiled, with me seeing more of her than I expected to see, I returned her smile with my smile.
'Wow! Thank you, Jesus,' I thought!
Indeed, with Christine no slouch in the looks department, Sharon had an even more beautiful face and a better body than her daughter. Forget about Christina Hendricks, Sofia Vergara, Scarlett Johansson, Jenny McCarthy, Coco Austin, Kim Kardashian, or Beyonce, I have my own version of an older, big breasted woman in front of me. What women should look like when wearing such a sexually revealing nightgown, Sharon did this nightgown sexual justice. Showing her curves in all the right places, she's absolutely stunning.
'Never did I ever think that I would ever say this but, my MILF of a mother-in-law is the woman of my dreams. The woman of my sexual desires, she's the woman of my sexual fantasies. She's the woman that I sexually and lovingly want for now and forever,' I thought. 'Forget about my cold, bitch of a wife, I want Christine's mother. I want my mother-in-law. I want Sharon.'
# # #
"I hope you don't mind me not wearing a robe over my nightgown," she said turning to me while looking down at herself before looking up at me with a sexy look and a naughty smile. "After you accidentally flashed me your naked cock, I felt comfortable enough with you to wear this nightgown in front of you without wearing a robe."
With her showing so much of her beautiful body, not wanting to think less of my wife's mother, not wanting to think of her as a whore, I wondered if she was aware that she had deliberately flashed me. I wondered if she had sexually teased me. I wondered if she knew that I could see her as if she was naked. In the way that I had unintentionally flashed her my erect, naked cock, I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me what I could clearly see of her naked breasts, her nearly, naked pussy, and her nearly, naked ass.
'Wow,' I thought.
This is my mother-in-law, my wife's mother, something so bizarre and sexually exciting, my masturbation dream, why would she deliberately flash me and sexually tease me? Surely, she had no idea that I could see as much as I was seeing of her through her sheer and sexy nightgown. If she knew that I could see her as if she was naked, she'd cower in shame and embarrassment.
Yet, she made me wonder. Did she want to have forbidden sex with me in the way that I wanted to have incestuous sex with her? With us not blood related, having sex with my mother-in-law wouldn't be incest but, with us living under the same roof, whatever sexual relationship that, hopefully, developed would be deemed incestuous. I've heard the term, motherfucker but I never heard the term, mother-in-law fucker.
'I definitely want to be a mother-in-law fucker,' I thought.
Surely, she'd be embarrassed if she knew that I could see so much of her beautiful and nearly, naked body. Yet, not wanting this sexy show of exhibitionism to end, best I play it cool. I hoped that she'd show me more than I ever hoped that she'd show me. Not wanting this exhibitionistic show to end, best I not stare until she turned the other way. In case she's unaware that her nightgown is so revealing, I needn't show her the sexual pervert that I am in wanting to bed my mother-in-law.
# # #
"I hate robes. They're too confining. They make me hot," she said. "Maybe, I'm having hot flashes," she said with a laugh while waving her hand in front of her face. "I'm hot. I'm always hot."
'You can say that again,' I thought. 'You definitely are hot, especially when wearing that sexy, see-through nightgown. Hot flashes or not, you're hotter than your daughter. You're what the designer envisioned a woman looking like when designing such a sexy and sheerly revealing nightgown.'
Not done flashing me, she flashed me again. She leaned forward at the waist and opened and closed the top of her nightgown as if fanning herself. She flashed me a down nightgown view of her long, sexy line of cleavage and the tops of her abundant breasts. I didn't have to imagine what she looked like without her nightgown. With her standing in the bright, overhead light of the kitchen, that made her appear as if she was naked, I already had a good idea of what she looked like without her nightgown.
'Indeed, my mother-in-law is hot,' I thought. 'She's the hottest woman that I've ever seen. And she's standing in my kitchen practically naked.'
# # #
Then, sexually surprising me, as if she was deliberately sexually teasing me, she moved away from the stove and turned to face me. While looking up at me, as if she had practiced this move in a mirror, she pulled her sheer nightgown tighter against her nearly, naked body. Unable to stop myself from staring, I couldn't believe my horny eyes.
'What is she doing,' I thought?
When she pulled her nightgown tighter across her body, her big, naked breasts pressed against her nightgown. Her patch of trimmed, blonde, pubic hair was clearly visible through her nightgown. She looked down at herself again to see what she could see of herself and what I could see of her before looking up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
'Something I had wondered about, judging her hair color and by the color of her pubic hair, indeed, Sharon is a natural blonde. She's not shaved or bushy. She's trimmed,' I thought. 'I love her blonde, trimmed pussy.'
Forcing me to stare, mesmerized, as if she was hypnotizing me with her nearly, naked body, she continued pulling her nightgown tighter across her beautiful body.
'I'm seeing my mother-in-law as if she's naked,' I thought.
She looked up at me and smiled.
"Tell me the truth. Be honest with me, Michael. You can't see anything can you," she asked inviting me to not only step closer and to look closer but also to stare harder?
Again, while waiting for it to tear, she pulled her nightgown even tighter against her shapely body.
"I don't think you can see through this nightgown, can you," she asked while looking down at herself again before looking up at me?
Clearly, sexually teasing me, she called my inherent voyeurism into play. She wanted me to look. She wanted me to stare. She wanted me to truthfully tell her what I could see of her naked body. Given her permission to look and to stare, I stepped closer while looking harder and staring longer at all that I was seeing and all that she was showing of her beautiful body.
Clearly, my mother-in-law was a MILF. She was as shapely as she was sexy. Without doubt, after I unintentionally exposed my naked prick to her, yesterday, she deliberately exposed her huge breasts in a downblouse view to me. Now deliberately exposing her nearly, naked body to me today, she wore this nightgown while knowing that I could clearly see her as if she's naked. By deliberately exposing herself to me, Sharon is sexually teasing me.
'Thank you, Jesus,' I thought again. 'I'll be masturbating over all that I'm seeing of Sharon now, later tonight, and for the rest of my horny life.'
# # #
In that moment, totally unexpected, as if Cupid's arrow found my heart, I sexually wanted her. In that moment, with her being so sexually playful, I fell in love with her. Sharon was what was missing from my life. Sharon was what Christine wasn't and what she should have been as my wife. If I had married my mother-in-law, I'd be having sex with her right now.
My wife's mother was all the woman that I wanted. Sharon was the wife that I should have had instead of her daughter, Christine. She was the woman of my sexual desire and erotic dreams. She was the woman that I sexually lusted over. She was the woman that I sexually wanted. Clearly obvious to me, she was the woman that I should have married.
Tempted to do so, yet resisting the temptation in case she didn't feel the same way about me as I felt about her, I needed to hold Sharon in my arms. Again, after she hugged me and she kissed me yesterday, again tempted to do so, I needed to hug and kiss her today. I needed to part her red, full lips and French kiss her. I wanted to kiss her every morning and kiss her again every night.
Not stopping there, I needed to touch and feel her everywhere through her nightgown while making out with her. Never have I been as horny as I was now. Never have I wanted a woman, not even her daughter, in the way that I sexually wanted her mother. After only living with her for a day, I'm in love with my mother-in-law. Forget about her daughter, her mother is the woman missing from my life.



'No, I can't see anything,' I thought while continuing to stare at her sheer, nightgown clad body. 'I can see everything, I wanted to say. I can see the shape and the size of your naked breasts. I can see your erect nipples and your symmetrical areolas. I can see your trimmed patch of blonde, pubic hair. Then, when you turn the other way, I can see your ass crack and your shapely, naked ass. I can see you as if you're standing in my kitchen naked,' I thought.
Unable to stop staring at her sexy, nearly, naked body, I continued staring at her as if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy. If I had my camera with me, I'd be taking her picture. As if I was a paparazzi photographer, I imagined the flash of the camera lighting her up to display her beautiful body as if she wasn't wearing any clothes.
'She's so lovely,' I thought. 'She's all the woman that I want. I sexually want Sharon. I wanted to have sex with my wife's mother. I wanted her to be my woman forever and always. I wanted to make love to my mother-in-law.'
Now, no doubt about it, with me as horny as I'm sexually frustrated, something that I never expected to happen, I was sexually attracted to my wife's mother. After she saw my erect, naked prick and now that I'm seeing her nearly, naked, shapely body, I'd love to have sex with her. Yet, not just sex, I'd love to make love to her. Only, not wanting to force her to have inappropriate sex with me, I needed to know if she sexually wanted me as much as I suddenly, sexually wanted her.
'She did say that she enjoyed seeing my naked penis. She said that I had a big, beautiful prick. Yet, pushing the mother-in-law and son-in-law relationship to the next level, would Sharon dare have forbidden sex with me in the way that I'd love to have a sexual relationship with her,' I wondered? 'Would she willingly and consensually cross that line of having forbidden sex with her son-in-law in the way that I'd willingly and consensually cross that line to have incestuous sex with my mother-in-law?'
# # #
Yet, alas, the only problem was my wife. How do I broach the subject that after being with her mother for only one, full day that I had hopelessly fallen in love with her? She'd think me insane, and rightly so. She'd think me perversely perverted that I wanted to have sex with her mother. Right again. A dark and forbidden path to take, with her twenty-years older than me, what man would sexually want his wife's mother instead of his wife?
Again, no longer having to imagine what Sharon looked like without her clothes, I already knew. I could clearly see enough of her shapely body through her sheer nightgown to know what she looked like without her clothes. She had huge breasts, so full and so shapely. I loved seeing the shape and the size of her enormous breasts. I love seeing her big, erect nipples through her nightgown.
Definitely, after seeing my mother-in-law wearing this sheer and sexy nightgown, I'll be masturbating over her tonight, tomorrow morning, and for the rest of my horny life. I'll be cumming with the thoughts of cumming in her mouth and/or in her pussy. To show her my sexual appreciation for her revealing so much of her sexy body, I wished that I could masturbate myself in front of her right now. I'd love her to watch me stroke my cock. I'd love her to watch and hear me cum.
"No. You're good. I can't see anything," I said lying. "Actually, that's a very beautiful nightgown, Sharon. It's very sexy," I said.
As my excuse step closer to her while leaning forward to stare longer and harder at her shapely, and nearly, naked, nightgown clad body, I pretended that I stared at her beautiful nightgown. Instead, I stared at the size and the shape of her huge, naked breasts. I stared at her erect nipples. I stared at her blonde, trimmed pussy.
As if my dick gave her my sexual applause by erecting itself again, I felt my cock throb with all that I was seeing of my mother-in-law's nearly, naked body. I felt my prick pulsate with the imagined anticipation of having forbidden sex with my wife's mother. Now that I've seen so much of her beautiful body and, now that she's seen my naked prick, I'd love to see Sharon naked. I'd love to touch and feel her naked body everywhere while making out with her.
"Thank you," she said. "I love this nightgown. It's one of my favorite nightgowns. I'm glad that you can't see anything. I'd be so embarrassed if I thought that you could see me as if I was standing in your kitchen naked," she said with a dirty laugh.
She looked down at herself again. Then, she twirled around as if she was dancing. She flashed me her nearly, naked ass again. Again, determined to buy a stripper's pole for her bedroom, I wondered what she'd say if I made it rain with dollar bills while she sexily danced around the pole.
'She has such a beautiful ass,' I thought. 'With me not an ass man but a breast man, if I was an ass man Sharon's ass would be the ass that I'd want. Suddenly, as if Sharon was the star of the movie instead of Julia Roberts, the music from Roy Orbison's Pretty Woman played through my head.'
Sexually exciting me, in the way that I stared at her nearly, naked breasts, she stared at my erection that tented my pajama bottoms again. Seemingly and hopefully, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Yet, what I hoped would happen may never happen. Once I crossed that sexually, inappropriate line, there'd be no going back. Guilt riddled and full of regrets, I'd be doomed to relive these sexual memories forever. How could I face my wife after I had sex with her mother?
What would Christine say if she knew that I had sexually lusted over her mother? What would my wife say if she knew that I sexually wanted her mother? What would my wife say if she knew that I had exposed my penis, albeit unintentionally, to her mother? What would she say if she knew that her mother returned my unintentional exhibitionism with her deliberate exhibitionism by revealing her nearly, naked body to me while wearing this sheer and sexy nightgown without wearing a robe over it? What would she say if we had sex?
# # #
Then, as if she had deliberately sexually teased me, while facing the stove and turning the bacon and cooking the eggs, she surprised me by her sexual candor. As if talking to herself, she mindlessly said something that literally blew my mind. I learned another sexually exciting thing about my mother-in-law.
"If I was in my apartment, I'd be naked," she said.
She turned to give me a sexy smile and to see my reaction to her saying that she'd be naked if she was in her apartment. In the way that I continued staring at her nearly, naked body through her nightgown, she stared down again at my erection that tented my pajama bottoms. Immediately, giving me an image of her beautiful, naked body that I'll be masturbating over later, I imagined Sharon without her clothes. I envisioned her standing at the stove without her nightgown. I imagined sexually staring at her if she was my wife instead of Christine's mother.
"When I'm home alone, I sometimes hate wearing clothes," she said looking at me to watch for my reaction again to what she said about her being naked. "Stripping myself naked is a freeing experience.
Again, she turned from the stove to look at my reaction to her hating wearing clothes and stripping herself naked.
"I loved being naked," she said raising her arms over her head and shaking her big breasts and her shapely ass through her nightgown as if she was a dancer.
When she danced like that, I couldn't help but think of installing the stripper's pole in her bedroom again. As soon as she said that she loved being naked, again, as if waving a magic wand, I imagined her without her clothes. Something impossible for me to do, how could I not imagine her without her wearing her nightgown?
She turned, again, to look at my reaction to what she said about her being naked. I stared at her as much as she stared at me. Judging me by my erect prick that still tented my pajama bottoms, when she saw my favorable, sexual reaction, and my erect cock, she continued sexually teasing me by talking more about her not wearing clothes.
"Sometimes," she said while biting her lip as if rethinking what she was about to say. "I even cook and clean while naked." She laughed. "I love the feeling of being free of convention and not caring about what people think that I should be wearing or not wearing."
Then, she sexually shocked me, yet, again, by what she confessed.
"Something so terrible of me to even think of doing, sometimes, I imagine answering my front door to the mailman, the UPS man, the FedEx man, or to whichever man happened to be standing at my front door while I'm naked."
She gave me another sexy look and a naughty smile.
'Fuck me,' I thought. "How fun is that? Christine would never open the front door wearing a robe over her long, flannel nightgown never mind opening the front door naked.'
Tempted to take her in my arms and kiss her, I was tempted to touch and feel her everywhere through her see-through nightgown. Daring myself to do so, I wanted to lift her nightgown up and over her head. I wanted to strip my mother-in-law naked. I wanted to have sex with her on my kitchen floor, up against the refrigerator, and/or on the kitchen floor. I wanted her to open my front door and frolic outside while naked.
# # #
If it wasn't enough that she sexually teased me by wearing such a revealing nightgown, she sexually teased me with her words.
"I could have been a nudist. Daring myself to go, not wanting to go alone, I've never been to a nude beach," she said with another laugh, this time a sexy laugh and a shrug while turning her head to look to see my reaction.
Filled with the visual images of her being naked, again, I imagined taking her to a nude beach. I imagined us going to a nude beach together. I imagined her undressing in the car before walking down to the water. I imagined every man staring at her as if she was my mother instead of my lover.
I imagined her standing in front of the stove naked. I imagined her without her clothes while cooking breakfast. I imagined her sitting at the dining room table naked while eating her breakfast without wearing anything but her beautiful smile. I imagined her dusting and vacuuming while naked. I imagined her spending every day with me while naked.
Then, not stopping there. I imagined her lying on her back on the dining room table with her knees raised and her legs spread wide open while naked. Finally eating more fruits and vegetables, I imagined her covered with fruits and vegetable. Covering my perversely, perverted stare, I laughed with her, too.
If only she knew what I was thinking, I wondered what she'd say. If only she knew that I imagined her being my sexual, fruit salad, I wondered what she'd do. I imagined her sexually obliging me by stripping herself naked, getting out the fruits, vegetables, and the whipped cream, and climbing up on the dining room table.
Then, with my encouragement to, hopefully, strip herself naked, I took a chance that she'd remove her nightgown.
"Mi casa, su casa. If you're more comfortable not wearing any clothes, Sharon, I don't mind," I said with another shrug and a dirty laugh. "Actually, if you still wanted to go, I'll love to take you to a nude beach."
When she didn't make a move to remove her nightgown, respond to my invitation for her to strip naked, or go with me to a nude beach, I added what I hoped was more encouragement for her to undress.
"I like being naked, too," I said with another dirty laugh while tempted to remove my pajama bottoms and show her my erect prick again.
Then, hoping that she'd say yes, I said something that I should never have said to my mother-in-law.
"If you get naked, Sharon, I'll get naked, too," I said with, yet, a dirty laugh. "We both can be naked together."
# # #
'With her here barely 24-hours, I couldn't believe that I had sexually solicited my mother-in-law,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I asked her to remove her nightgown and strip herself naked. I can't believe that I invited her to go to a nude beach with me. What's wrong with me? This is my wife's mother and not some whore standing on a street corner. Have I no respect?'
Yet, she started the conversation with if she was home alone, she'd be naked. She said that she liked being naked. She said that she sometimes hated wearing clothes. She told me that she could have been a nudist. She said that she imagined opening her front door to unsuspecting men while naked.
Suddenly, with my sexual imagination gone wild, I imagined standing naked in my kitchen with my naked mother-in-law. In the way that she looked at me with sexual arousal before, when staring at my exposed, naked cock, she looked at me with sexual arousal, again, now, while staring at my erection that tented my pajama bottoms. With her full of sexual surprises, she sexually surprised me again by what she said next.
"After I saw your naked cock, Michael," she said turning from the stove to look up at me before staring down at my erection again that still tented my pajama bottoms. "Knowing men as I do," she said with a pause. "I wondered if you were sexually naughty and had deliberately flashed me your naked penis."
She paused to stare up at me.
"Did you? Did you deliberately expose your erect cock to me to see my reaction to seeing your naked prick? Did you want your wife's mother to see your erect, naked penis? Were you hoping that your mother-in-law would have sex with you?"
I made a face while shaking my head.
"Certainly not. I assure you that I didn't deliberately flash you. I would never do that," I said. "You're my mother-in-law, my wife's mother. I have more respect for you than to deliberately flash you my erect, naked prick," I said while not answering her question of hoping to have sex with her.
# # #
Giving her an explanation, I paused to stare at all that I could see of her through her nightgown before telling her what happened.
"I'm embarrassed and ashamed to say that you sexually excited me when you hugged me and kissed me. You look so much like your daughter," I said. "With me so needy for affection and sexual attention, and with your daughter seldom home, and with her not giving me sex even when she is home, I'm always horny," I said.
I looked at her with shame and embarrassment.
"I had no idea that my erect penis had pushed itself out of my pajama pee hole," I said. "I'm sorry for making you feel uncomfortable," I said. "I'm still embarrassed that you saw my naked penis."
Then, continuing in that vein, again, she said something else that sexually shocked me as much as it sexually excited me.
"Actually, you didn't make me feel uncomfortable," she said with a laugh. "I'm unembarrassed and unashamed to say that seeing your erect penis sexually aroused me," she said with a pause. "Hoping that I'm not shocking you but I enjoyed seeing your naked prick. It's been a long time since I've seen a man's swollen member," she said with a dirty laugh.
'Oh, my God. My mother-in-law enjoyed seeing my naked prick. Again, I was tempted to pull out my cock and flash her my prick again,' I thought. 'With her enjoying seeing my naked prick, I wanted her to enjoy seeing it again.'
Undressing me with her eyes, she looked at me in the way that I sexually looked at her when seeing a downblouse view of her huge breasts. Then, with her full of sexual surprises, she sexually surprised me, yet again, by what she said next.
"Now that I've seen your naked penis..." she said with a pause as if rethinking what she was about to say.
Yet, instead of censoring herself, she said what she was thinking anyway.
"I bet you'd like to see me naked, too," she said. "I bet you're wondering what I look like without this nightgown."
I laughed to myself.
'Honey, with that nightgown so sheer and sexually revealing, I already know what you look like without that nightgown,' I thought to myself.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look while giving me the eye. Then, she put her hand on her hip and posed as if she was a high fashion model in the way of Heidi Klum or Gisele Bunchen, Tom Brady's ex-wife.
"Cock for pussy," she said with a sexy laugh while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
'Cock for pussy,' I thought? 'What does that mean? If I show her my naked cock, will she show me her naked pussy?'
I loved it when she said the words cock and pussy. I loved it when my wife's mother talked dirty to me. Yet, what did she mean by saying that,' I wondered?
Once again, I was tempted to pull out my naked prick and show her my erect cock again in the hope that she'd raise her nightgown to her waist to show me her naked pussy. In the way that I hoped she'd love to see my naked prick again, I'd love to see her naked pussy. I'd love to see my mother-in-law naked.
# # #
Who is this woman and why is she sexually flirting with me? As if she's the devil disguised as my mother-in-law, she's killing me with forbidden, sexual temptation. As much as I wanted to sexually submit myself to her, I can't go there. As much as I wanted to have sex with her this morning, how would I feel about having sex with my mother's wife tomorrow? Having sex with my mother-in-law would be a huge mistake.
How dare I have sexual thoughts for her? I'm married to her daughter. What would my wife say if she discovered that I had sex with her mother? I'd have holy hell to pay. She'd never forgive me. She'd want me out of her life. She'd divorce me and I wouldn't blame her.'
I needed to tread lightly. I needed to be careful. Sexually enticing me because she's an older, blonde, busty woman, my kind of woman, my wife moving her mother in could be nothing more than a prearranged trap. This may be my wife's way of divorcing me and taking the house from me. Then, with her not finished sexually teasing me, she floored me with what she said next.
"Maybe, later," she said turning her beautiful head to give me another sexy look and another naughty smile.
'What? Maybe later? Maybe later, what? What does she mean by maybe later? Will Sharon remove her nightgown in front of me? Will my mother-in-law strip herself naked in front of me later? Is that what she meant by saying cock for pussy? Is that what she meant by saying maybe, later?'
I stared at her with sexual anticipation and excited horniness. I stared at her with passionate lust. I stared at her in the way that I've never stared at another woman before, not even my wife, especially not my cold, bitch of a wife.
'Wow,' I thought. 'If she did mean what she said, and if she dared strip herself naked later, again, I'll be masturbating over seeing her naked body for the rest of my horny life.'
Hard for me to believe, I couldn't imagine seeing my wife's mother without her clothes. Yet, before seeing her naked, something that I wished I could see, I'd love to see Sharon in her panties and bra. I'd love to see her topless. In the way that I'd love for her to see me naked, I'd love to see her naked, too.
To be continued...
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Who is this woman and why is she sexually flirting with me? As if she's the devil disguised as my mother-in-law, she's killing me with forbidden, sexual temptation. As much as I wanted to sexually submit myself to her, having never cheated on my wife before, I can't go there.
As much as I wanted to have sex with my mother-in-law this morning, how would I feel about having sex with my mother's wife tomorrow? Having sex with my her would be wrong. Having forbidden sex with Sharon would be a huge mistake.
How dare I have sexual thoughts for my wife's mother? What's wrong with me? I'm married to her daughter.
What would my wife say if she discovered that I wanted to have sex with her mother? What would my wife do if I had sex with her mother? I'd have holy hell to pay.
Thinking that I sexually seduced her, Christine would blame me for having sex with her mother. She'd never forgive me. She'd want me out of her life. She'd divorce me and I wouldn't blame her.'
So as none of this came back at me, I needed to tread lightly. I needed to go slowly. I needed to be careful. Sexually enticing me because she's an older, blonde, busty woman, my kind of woman, my wife moving her mother in could be nothing more than a prearranged trap.
Setting her up with me may be my wife's way of divorcing me and taking the house from me. This may be my wife's way of getting me out of her life. Moving her mother in our house, while knowing that I'd be sexually attracted to her, may be Christine's way of covering her tracks for the sexual affairs that she's been having when traveling.
Trying to control my sexual attraction to my mother-in-law, I took a big breath. I thought of other things. I thought of baseball and football. I thought of my work. Then, with Sharon not finished sexually teasing me, she floored me with what she said next.
"Maybe, later," she said turning her beautiful head to give me another sexy look and another naughty smile.
'What? Maybe later? Maybe later, what? What does she mean by maybe later? Will Sharon remove her nightgown in front of me? Will my mother-in-law strip herself naked in front of me later? Is that what she meant by saying cock for pussy? Is that what she meant by saying maybe, later and cock for pussy?'
No longer thinking about baseball, football, or my work, I thought of my wife's mother. I stared at her with sexual anticipation and excited horniness. I stared at her with passionate lust. I stared at her in the way that I've never stared at another woman before, not even my wife, especially not my cold, bitch of a wife.
'Wow,' I thought. 'If she did mean what she said, and if she dared strip herself naked later, again, I'll be masturbating over seeing her naked body for the rest of my horny life.'
Hard for me to believe, I couldn't imagine seeing my wife's mother without her clothes. Yet, before seeing her naked, something that I wished I could see, I'd love to see Sharon fully clothe while watching her slowly undressing. I'd love to see her in her bra and panties. I'd love to see her topless. I'd love to see her naked breasts. In the way that I'd love for her to see me naked, I'd love to see her naked, too.
'How hot would that be to see my mother-in-law without her clothes,' I thought.
# # #
Falling for my Mother-in-law, Ch. 5
After his mother-in-law offered to blow him, Sharon asked her son-in-law, Michael, to make her his whore.
We ate our breakfast in the dining room in silence. Filled with sexual anticipation with Sharon saying cock for pussy and saying maybe later, hopefully, maybe later meant that she'd remove her nightgown while I watched. Maybe, later meant that if I showed her my naked, erect prick again, she'd show me her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. Maybe, later she'd have sex with me. The sexual tension between us was palpable. I wanted to have sex with my wife's mother.
She had given me much to digest. Thinking that she was just lonely, with her coming on a little, too strong, and confessing too much about her personal, sexual life, I didn't know what to think. Flattered that she'd be as sexually interested in me as much as I was sexually interested in her, confused, I couldn't remove from my mind that this may have been a plot to entrap me. Arranged by my wife and her mother, dare I make a sexual pass at my mother-in-law, Christine would divorce me.
As much as seeing her nearly, naked body through her sheer and sexy nightgown, and hearing her sexy talk, her sexual teasing and playfulness seemed too contrived. Yet, I loved her sexually teasing me. No woman had sexually flirted with me in the way that my mother-in-law had. No woman had come onto me as sexually strong was my wife's mother. Wanting to believe that this sexual attraction was genuine, not knowing what to believe, I was unsure what to believe.
I reflected back to when she had first arrived. Perhaps, I had encouraged her to sexually tease me by unintentionally exposing my naked prick to her. Maybe, she didn't believe me that I had accidentally exposed my prick to her. Maybe, she thought that I had deliberately flashed her my naked cock.
Maybe, by her giving me a down blouse view of her breasts yesterday, and wearing such a revealing nightgown today, Sharon may have thought that I had already made a sexual pass at her. Ergo, now, she returned my exhibitionism with her exhibitionism. Now, she made a sexual pass at me by allowing me to see her nearly, naked body.
# # #
I collected the plates, rinsed them, and put them in the dishwasher. Then, as soon as I returned to the dining room, she started up again with her sexually, inappropriate flirting. If this was anyone but my mother-in-law, I wouldn't have questioned her sexual intentions. If this was anyone but my wife's mother, I would have already made my sexual move to bed her. If this was anyone but Sharon, I'd already be having sex with her. I mean, seriously, how much sexual teasing and flashing can a man take?
Yet, having just reconnected with the woman after years of having nothing to do with her, with her practically a stranger, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, I was unsure what to make of her sexual forwardness. I didn't know what to think of her deliberately flashing me by wearing such a sexually, revealing nightgown. Pushing all of my sexual buttons, I didn't know what to think of her telling me that she loved being naked. As soon as I sat in the dining room, she started flirting with me again.
"After I've had a couple glasses of wine," she said giving me the eye. "If you dare me. If you double dare me to remove my nightgown and get naked..." she said looking up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "As long as you don't laugh, I just may sexually surprise you and strip myself naked in front of you," she said giving me sexy wink.
She stared at me to see my reaction to her sexually surprising me by her removing her nightgown and stripping herself naked in front of me. With my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open, I couldn't believe what my mother-in-law had just said. After she's had a couple glasses of wine, if I dared her, if I double dared her to remove her nightgown and get naked, and as long as I don't laugh, she may sexually surprise me and strip herself naked in front of me.
'Wow,' I thought! 'I'd love to see Sharon naked.'
Not stopping there with her saying that she may strip herself naked in front of me, she continued sexually teasing me.
"I bet you'd love to see me without my nightgown," she said with a dirty laugh. "With you an admitted breast man, the bigger the better," she said with a sexy smile. "I bet you'd love to see my naked breasts."
As if dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, I looked at her with horniness and sexual excitement. Something that I'll be masturbating over later, I imagined Sharon without her nightgown. I imagined seeing her big, naked breasts and her erect nipples. I imagined my MILF of a mother-in-law without her clothes. Something that I had never imagined, I had never seriously imagined Christine's mother naked until now. Now, I imagined my wife's mother without her nightgown.
'After a couple glasses of wine, if I dared her, double dared her, sexually surprising me, my mother-in-law may remove her nightgown. She may strip herself naked. Wow,' I thought while thinking again of all that she had said. 'I'd love to see my mother-in-law naked.'
As if seeing the real her for the first time, I looked at her with new eyes. I looked at her as if she was a woman who wasn't my wife's mother. Looking at her with sexual desire, I looked at her with as much sexual lust as I'd looked at any other tall, blonde, big breasted, mature woman.
'This is unbelievable,' I thought. 'Even with us married, Christine would never say anything like that to me. It's been such a long time since I've seen my wife without her clothes. I can't remember when I saw Christine naked last.'
# # #
"Laugh? Why would I laugh at seeing you naked," I asked? "From what I can see of your curvy and shapely figure through your nightgown, you have nothing to be ashamed of," I said as my excuse to stare longer at all that I could see of her through her nightgown. "You appear to have a beautiful, sexy, and shapely body."
She laughed.
"How do you know that I have a beautiful, sexy, and shapely body? I thought you couldn't see anything through my nightgown," she said with another laugh.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"I saw enough to know that you're not only beautiful but also you have a sexy and shapely body with huge breasts, big nipples, and a blonde, trimmed pussy," I said with a dirty laugh while returning her sexually inappropriate talk with my sexually inappropriate talk.
I stared at her with horniness. I stared at her with sexual desire. I stared at her with sexual lust.
"Why would I bother removing my nightgown when you already know what I look like naked," she asked with another laugh, a dirty?
I gave her my best sexy smile and naughty look.
"Because...," I said.
I paused as rethinking what I was about to say. Needing to be careful not to offend her, this was my mother-in-law and not some whore. Nevertheless, with her not filtering all that she had said, I said what I was thinking anyway.
"If you're willing to strip naked in front of me, perhaps, you'd allow me the sexual pleasure of touching and feeling your naked body," I said. "In the way that you wrapped your fingers around my erect penis, I'd love to cup your naked breasts in my hands while fondling them."
I continued staring at her while imagining her naked.
"You look good, really good. I dare say, from what I can see of you through your sexy nightgown, you have a better body than your daughter," I said with a laugh. "You seem to have the body of a thirty-some-thing year old woman instead of a fifty-something-year old woman."
Undressing her with my eyes, unable to stop myself from staring at all that I was seeing and at all that she was showing, I continued ogling at her as if she was already naked. With her daring me to double dare her to remove her nightgown, I was ready to double dare her. I was ready to see my mother-in-law naked. I wanted to see what she looked like without her clothes. I wanted to see Sharon naked.
# # #
Difficult for me to remember, again, I couldn't recall the last time that I saw my wife naked. With her undressing and dressing in the bathroom, the chances of me seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and especially naked was slim. More than Christine dressing and undressing in the bathroom, we slept in separate bedrooms.
Not a fan of sleeping in separate bedrooms, that was her idea and not mine. With her traveling and arriving home at odd hours, she needed her sleep. Now glad that Christine's mother lived with me, erasing my uncomfortableness with her sharing my house, I gave her a sexy smile.
"Thank you," she said returning my smile with her smile. "You're kind to say that. Yet, I'm a fifty-two-years-old woman. I'm twenty-years older than you, Michael. I don't have the body that I used to have when I was Christine's age," she said. "My breasts and my ass aren't where they used to be," she said with another, dirty laugh.
Continuing to undress her with my eyes while imagining her naked, I stared at her as if she was naked. My dream woman, I couldn't believe that I was lusting over my wife's mother. I couldn't believe that I was sexually attracted to my mother-in-law. I couldn't believe that I wanted to have sex with Sharon.
"No matter where your breasts and your ass are," I said with a laugh. "You look thirty-something instead of fifty-something," I said again. "If I didn't know your age, I'd think that you were Christine's big sister instead of her mother," I said.
Then, I said something that I'd thought that I'd never say to my wife's mother. Unable to stop myself from saying what I was thinking, surprising even myself by saying it, I just blurted it out without filtering my thoughts. Yet, I was curious to see her reaction to what I was about to sexually, and inappropriately say.
"Since you've already asked me if I'd love to see you naked, yes, I'd love to see you without your clothes. I'd love to see your huge, naked breasts. I'd love to see you naked, Sharon," I said while staring at all that I could see the shape and the size of her big breasts through her nightgown. "If you'd allow me the honor and the sexual pleasure, I'd love to see you without your nightgown."
In the way that my cock still tented my pajama bottoms, her erect nipples pushed against the sheer, thin material of her nightgown. As soon as I said that I'd love to see her naked, even though I was uncomfortably embarrassed saying that, I couldn't stop myself from staring at her while imagining her sitting across from me at the dining table without her nightgown. Covering what I offensively said somewhat, I voiced my sexual excuse for needing to see her naked.
"Of course, taking you on your word that your breasts and your ass are no longer where they used to be," I said with a sexy laugh. "I'd have to see you naked to make an informed decision," I said while giving her a naughty look and a sexy laugh while undressing her with my eyes. "I'll hold my opinion until I do," I said with a laugh.
# # #
Then, not having to even think about it, and with her sexually prompting me, I said what I hoped were the magic words.
"I dare you to strip yourself naked, Sharon," I said looking at her while undressing her with my eyes. "I double dare you to remove your nightgown in front of me," I said with a sexy laugh. "I double dare you to show me your beautiful, naked body."
Instead of her being shamefully embarrassed by what I had said about wanting to see her naked, she returned my naughty look and sexy laugh with her naughty look and sexy laugh. I couldn't believe that I had sexually flirted with Christine's mother. Moreover, I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law had sexually flirted with me.
I wondered if she'd honor my double dare. I wondered if she'd remove her nightgown. I wondered if she'd allow me to see her naked. Then, once naked, I wondered if she'd allow me to touch and feel her naked body everywhere that a son-in-law should never touch and feel his mother-in-law.
"I never turn down a double dare," she said with a sexy laugh while staring at me with sexual arousal. "Maybe after breakfast," she said after taking a sip of her coffee. "I may sexually surprise you," she said with a sexy smile and a wink. "I may show you all that you'd love to see of me."
'Something that my wife isn't, this woman is sexy,' I thought. 'Again, something that my wife isn't, my wife's mother is naughty. Sharon is fun.'
I couldn't stop staring at all that I could see through her nightgown as if she was already naked.
'Sexually surprise me,' I thought. 'My mother-in-law may sexually surprise me after breakfast. Did she mean that she may remove her nightgown in front of me after breakfast?'
Again, I imagined my wife's mother naked. I imagined my mother-in-law without her nightgown. Then, stoking my sexual fire to a higher flame, she said something that I never expected her to say.
"It's a little early, but," she said looking at her watch. "If you open a bottle of wine," she said with a pause. "And cuddle with me on the couch while making out with me," she said while looking up at me and pausing again.
She fondled her big breasts through her nightgown while watching me staring at her hands feeling her huge tits.
"While touching and feeling me through my nightgown," she said with another pause. Then, she gave me another sexy smile but this time with a naughty look. "I may sexually shock you," she said.
'What? I couldn't believe what my mother-in-law just said,' I thought. 'She wanted me to cuddle with her on the couch while making out with her. She wanted me to touch and feel her through her nightgown. She may sexually shock me.'
I couldn't believe all that Sharon had just said. If I wasn't horny enough before, I was even hornier now. Something I thought would never happen when my wife's mother moved in with me, I sexually lusted over my mother-in-law.
'If stripping herself naked wouldn't shock me enough, I wondered what else she'd do to sexually shock me,' I thought. 'Is she kidding me? The best thing that my wife ever did was to allow her mother to move in with me. Never thinking that I would be, I'm so glad that Sharon is here.'
Not expecting her to say what I was thinking and what I hoped would happen, not knowing how to respond to all that she had said, I was as stunned as I was sexually excited. Forget about her possibly shocking me, she already had. Surpassing my honeymoon night with my wife, never had I been as sexually excited as I was now. I was about to cuddle on the couch with my mother-in-law while making out with her. She invited me to touch and feel her through her nightgown.
'This isn't happening,' I thought. 'I'm dreaming. This can't be real. I can't believe that my mother-in-law is coming on to me. I never knew that my wife's mother was such a sexy minx.'
With her already telling me that she wanted me to touch and feel her through her nightgown while making out with her, something she already hinted at doing, I wondered if her sexual surprise included her removing her nightgown. Then, once she was naked, I wondered if her sexual surprise included giving me a hand job and/or a blowjob. I wondered if she'd allow me to mount her while making out with her and make love to her. Finally, I wondered if she'd allow me to fuck her. I'd love to have sex with my wife's mother.
'After making romantic love to her, I'd love to fuck my mother-in-law fast enough and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock,' I thought.
# # #
Never thinking about it before, unless I masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with me, I'd love to have sex with my wife's mother. I'd love to have sex with her in every room of my big house. Cuddling her and making out with her while touching and feeling her through her nightgown is one thing, taking a huge, next step, us actually having forbidden sex is something else entirely. Sharon may talk a big game as her way of sexually teasing me but I didn't think she'd have sex with me, that is, especially if this was a trap.
"Sexual surprise," I asked while continuing to play her game of sexual teasing? "What kind of sexual surprise," I asked while my sexual imagination ran wild with all of the sexual possibilities of having forbidden sex with my mother-in-law?



I imagined my wife's mother taking my big prick in her hand and slowly stroking my cock while staring up at me and smiling. I imagined Sharon giving me a hand job. I stared down at her hands. With her long, manicured fingers wrapped around my stiff prick, I imagined her fingering the head of my cock while stroking me faster and harder.
Then, something her daughter had never done and would never do, I imagined my wife's mother taking me in her mouth and giving me a blowjob. I imagined my MILF of a mother-in-law sucking my cock. I imagined her staring up at me with her big, blue eyes while my erect prick was buried in her mouth. I stared up at her full, red lips while imagining her sucking my cock.
As if to see if she was real, I touched her red, lipstick, clad lips with my finger. Surprising me, she took my finger in her mouth. She sucked my finger as if she sucked my prick. Then, she laughed.
"If I tell you what the surprise is, then it won't be a surprise," she said with another laugh. "Be patient. You'll have to wait and see," she said giving me the eye. "I promise that you won't be disappointed."
# # #
She continued sexually teasing me. Something that I never imagined she'd do in front of me, she stared at me while fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown, first one and then the other. I couldn't believe my mother-in-law fingered her nipples in front of me. I watched her nipples grow bigger and harder.
She not only had big breasts but also, she had big nipples, too. While watching her finger her nipples, in the way that I'd love to suck her nipples, I felt my lips take the shape of a goldfish looking for food. Hoping that she would, I'd love to watch her remove her breasts from the top of her nightgown, fondle her big, naked breasts, and suck her nipples. Even better, I'd love her to remove her breasts from the top of her nightgown, allow me to fondle her big, naked breasts, and allow me to suck her nipples.
'Again, something that I'd love to do, how hot would that be to watch my mother-in-law remove her big breasts from her nightgown and sexually pleasure herself by sucking her erect nipples while I watched,' I thought? 'Then, after she told me that she masturbated herself with her finger, her vibrator, and her dildo, I imagined her masturbating herself in front of me while I watched. I'd love to watch and hear Sharon cum.'
She laughed. Then, she said something that totally floored me. I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law was talking to me in such an outrageous, sexual way.
"I'll give you a hint," she said giving me yet another sexy smile and a naughty look. "If you remove your pajama bottoms and show me your erect, naked prick again, I'll remove my nightgown and show you my naked body," she said.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile while I stared at her stunned. My mother-in-law wanted to see my erect, naked prick again. If I removed my pajama bottoms, she'd remove her nightgown and show me her naked body. I couldn't believe what she had said. Sharon wanted me to see her naked body.
"If you show me your big, beautiful prick, I'll show you my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass," she said with a dirty laugh.
'What? Seriously? Having only lived with the woman for barely a full day, I don't believe this. Would Sharon really remove her nightgown in front of me? Would she really allow me to see her naked? Would she really want me to remove my pajama bottoms? Would she really want to see my naked prick again?'
Again, I couldn't believe all that my mother-in-law had just said. This, by far, is the best day of my life. Yet, in the back of my mind, too much too soon, I couldn't help but think that this was a trap.
# # #
Expecting her to laugh, I looked at her to see if she was kidding. Playing all that she said through my horny mind as if I was watching a porn video staring my mother-in-law and I, she wanted me to cuddle with her on the couch. She wanted me to make out with her. She wanted me to touch and feel her nearly, naked body through her nightgown.
'This is unbelievable,' I thought while feeling my penis harden. 'Something that I thought would never happen, I can't believe that I'm about to have sex with my mother-in-law.'
Then, with her not stopping there, if I removed my pajama bottoms, she'd remove her nightgown. Stunned, again, I sexually looked at her as if she joking. I looked at her as if I saw her for the first time.
Then, when I realized that she was serious, undressing her with my eyes, I looked at her as if was already naked. I imagined my mother-in-law naked again. With her wearing that short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgown without having the moral modesty to wear a robe over it, she practically was naked.
Even though I suspected her moving in with me and sexually teasing me was nothing more than a ruse to entrap me, hoping that it wasn't, I couldn't sexually control myself. In the way that female cops go undercover and dress as if they're prostitutes, they had to stop before having sex. I knew that after all of this sexual flirting, that if she didn't remove her nightgown and have sex with me, that this was a scheme to entrap me. Yet, if she removed her nightgown and had sex with me, then this was the real thing.
Hoping beyond hope, I wanted my mother-in-law to remove her nightgown. I wanted to see her huge, naked breasts and her erect nipples. I wanted to see Sharon naked. I wanted to remove my pajama bottoms. I wanted my wife's mother to see my erect, naked prick again. I wanted to have sex with her. I wanted this to be the real deal and not a scheme to entrap me.
# # #
With me no longer hungry for food but hungry for sex, we quickly ate our breakfast and retired to the living room. I sat on the Barcalounger recliner and she sat across from me on the low couch. Then, not letting what she said drop, I took advantage of what I hoped was a sexual opportunity to have sex with my wife's mother.
Gone beyond my sexual control, I didn't care if Christine and her mother had planned to entrap me. I didn't care if my wife divorced me. I didn't care if I'd lose the house in the divorce settlement. It was worth it to have sex with my mother-in-law. In way that I felt, and with Sharon continuing to sexually tease me, nothing else mattered but having forbidden sex with my wife's mother.
I was horny. I was sexually frustrated. I wanted to have sex with Sharon. I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I wanted to make her my bitch by giving her multiple, sexual orgasms. I wanted her to blow me. I wanted her to suck my cock. I wanted to cum in her mouth.
More than that, as she suggested, a slow and sexually exciting transition before having sex, I wanted to make out with her while touching and feeling her through her nightgown. I wanted to watch her slowly and sexily remove her nightgown. I wanted to see Christine's mother naked. I wanted to remove my pajama bottoms. I wanted Sharon to see me naked.
# # #
"Red or white," I asked while standing?
With her knowing exactly what I meant by asking her red or white, she smiled.
"I prefer white wine," she said.
As if my ass was on fire, determined to get her feeling good and to relax any sexual inhibitions that she may have, I couldn't wait to see her naked. I walked to the bar and opened two bottles of white wine. I poured her a glass of wine and sat beside her on the couch. As soon as I sat beside her, as if she was my girlfriend, my wife, or my lover instead of my wife's mother, she leaned into me. Again, something my wife didn't do, cuddle with me on the couch, the warmth of Sharon's body felt good against me.
With all of this new, we were nervous. Biding our time, we talked about everything and laughed over nothing. Learning more about one another, we shared our favorite memories about Christine. We discussed our favorite books. She told me her favorite movies, television programs, her favorite songs, her favorite actors, and I told her mine. We were on our way to becoming friends before becoming lovers.
Surprisingly, even though there was a 20-year age difference, we had much in common. As if she was my mother, my aunt, or my friend that I've known for a long time, it was easy to talk with her. With neither of us having a hidden agenda other than sex, it was easy to share our thoughts with one another. I felt as if we had known one another for years when this was only our fourth time meeting. Even before we had sex, if we were to have sex, she felt more like my best friend.
Only, in the back of my mind, I hoped my wife hadn't set me up to have a sexual affair with her mother as her way to divorce me. Bursting my balloon of sexual excitement, that would ruin everything. If this was nothing more than a scheme for me to make a sexual move on Sharon, than all that we shared now was fake, phony, and ill-conceived.
# # #
As soon as she finished her first glass of wine, wanting her to feel relaxed, I poured her a second glass of wine. With Christine a little tipsy after two glasses of wine, as soon as Sharon finished her second glass of wine, wanting to get her a little drunk, I poured her a third glass of wine. I could clearly see that she was already feeling the effects of the alcohol.
With her looking so very much like her daughter, as if she was my wife instead of my mother-in-law, I put my arm around her and pulled her close. As if we were sitting at a movie instead of watching television on my 85" television mounted on the wall across from us in my great room, I loved sitting beside her in this romantic way. She felt as soft as she felt firm. The heat of her body set my sexual mood on fire. Already, I had another erection that tented my pajama bottoms.
As if she was my girlfriend, my wife, and/or my lover, instead of my mother-in-law, as if she belonged to me, it felt good to hold her. Then, indeed, as if she was my potential lover instead of my wife's mother, as soon as she looked up at me, surprising myself, the right moment, I leaned to her and kissed her. Daring myself to do so, seizing the opportunity, I kissed Christine's mother. Something that I thought I'd never do; I couldn't believe that I kissed my mother-in-law.
Hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I sexually kissed Sharon. Then, not stopping there, as much as I wanted to do the first time that she kissed me, I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. As stunned as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I had French kissed my mother-in-law. Even more surprisingly, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet, and passionate kiss. As if I was making out with Christine, I made out with her mother.
I remembered she said that if I cuddled with her on the couch while making out with her and touched and felt her through her nightgown, she may sexually shock me. With me a breast man, daring myself to do so, while continuing to make out with her, taking a chance that she wouldn't slap my hand away, I felt her enormous breasts through her nightgown, first one and then the other. With her not stopping me from touching her and feeling her in such a sexually, inappropriate way, I fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown.
Returning my touches and feels with her touches and feels, she rested her hand on my pajama clad cock. Then, she fingered the head of my erect prick through my pajama bottoms with her manicured fingertips. As much as her nearly, naked breasts felt good in my horny hands, her fingertips felt good playing with the head of my cock. As if trying to judge the girth and the length of my big dick, she squeezed my cock in her hand and fondled my prick with her fingertips through my pajama bottoms.
Hard for me to wrap my head around with all of this that happening so soon, I couldn't believe that I was making out with Christine's mother. I couldn't believe that I was feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown. I couldn't believe that she allowed me to feel her up while making out with her. I couldn't believe that she was holding my erect prick in her soft and warm hand through my pajama bottoms.
# # #
After she consumed her third glass of wine, while wondering if she would, I wondered if she'd remove her nightgown and allow me to see her naked. I remembered what she said. If you remove your pajama bottoms and show me your erect, naked prick again, I'll remove my nightgown and show you my naked body. If you show me your big, beautiful prick, I'll show you my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass.
Not rushing things but taking my sexual time with my mother-in-law, I continued making out with her while fondling her breasts through her nightgown. I felt and squeezed her naked ass from the side. While continuing to make out with her and touching her and feeling her, she seemed as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited.
Not stopping with just feeling her breasts through her nightgown, and her naked ass beneath her nightgown, wondering if she'd allow me, I wanted to reach my horny hand inside of the top of her nightgown. I wondered if she'd allow me to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples without slapping my hand away. Then, daring myself to do so, I reached my hand inside of the top of her nightgown and felt and fondled her naked breasts. When she didn't stop me from feeling her big tits, I fingered her erect nipples.
Not stopping there, I wondered if she'd allow me to feel her naked pussy. Just the thought of cupping my mother-in-law's cunt in the palm of my hand sexually excited me in the way that I've never been sexually excited before. Again, daring myself to do so, I moved my hand beneath the hem of her nightgown. Taking my time while waiting to see what she'd do, if she slapped my hand away then I knew that this was a scam to trick me.
I touched her naked pussy with my fingertips. I played with her trimmed, pubic hair. I raised the hem of her nightgown to see if she was a natural blonde and, indeed, she was. Then, I cupped her naked pussy in the palm of my hand. As if I owned her naked body, I cupped my mother-in-law's cunt in my hand.
I couldn't believe that I was touching and feeling my wife's mother everywhere while making out with her. I couldn't believe that Sharon allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body everywhere. I couldn't believe that I was about to have sex with my mother-in-law. Again, hoping that this wasn't a scam to entrap me, I hoped my wife's mother would remove her nightgown. If she removed her nightgown, I'd remove my pajama bottoms.
'I'm feeling Sharon's cunt,' I thought. 'I'm cupping her naked pussy in the palm of my horny hand,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm about to finger her pussy while making out with her. I can't believe she's allowing me to touch, feel, and fondle her in such a sexually, inappropriate way. I can't believe that I'm ready to masturbate her. While hoping that she wouldn't stop me, I'm ready to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers.'
# # #
Then, if what she said about me removing my pajama bottoms to see me naked and her removing her nightgown and allowing me to see her naked wasn't enough, I couldn't believe what she said next. Hardening my cock and encouraging my resolve to have sex with her, I couldn't believe my ears. Jumping way ahead of wanting me to make out with her while touching her and feeling her through her nightgown, she asked me something that I never expected her to ask me. Forget about seeing her naked and her seeing me naked, she shocked me.
"Would you like me to suck you," she asked while staring up at me with sexual arousal?
Unable to speak, my mother-in-law asked me something that my wife had never asked me. I stared at her dumbfounded. I couldn't believe what she said. Sharon asked me if I wanted her to suck me. My wife's mother wanted to blow me. My mother-in-law wanted to suck my cock.
'Would you like me to suck you,' she asked? 'My mother-in-law just asked if I wanted her to blow me. Fuck yeah,' I thought. 'Of course, you may suck my cock. I'd love to stick my big dick in your beautiful mouth.'
With her offering to suck my cock, now I knew then that this wasn't a trap. This was the real deal. If this was a trap arranged by my wife to divorce me, Sharon would have never offered to suck my cock. She wouldn't have to blow me. With her testifying against me in divorce court, what we had already done was enough to give her divorce attorney plenty of ammunition to set the divorce wheels in motion.
Speechless, and taking my breath away, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me. When I didn't answer her, speechless and unable to answer her, while waiting for me to respond, she continued staring up at me with her big, blue, beautiful eyes. Then, she confessed what I thought she'd never tell me.
"Since I've been married, my husband's penis is the only penis that I've had in my mouth. It's been more than ten-years since I've given a blowjob. I used to love sucking cock," she said while continuing to feel my cock through my pajama bottoms. "If you'd like me to, I'd love to give you a blowjob, Michael. I'd love to suck your cock."
She stared up at me before saying more that hardened my cock and softened my heart.
"Unlike my prissy, big shot daughter, something that you may have never guessed about your mother-in-law, I love sucking cock. Before I was married, from the time that I was 18-years-old when I blew my prom date and allowed him to cum in my mouth, I sucked a lot of cock," she said with a dirty laugh.
While she continued fondling my penis through my pajama bottoms, she stared up at me with those beautiful eyes.
"My friends called me the blowjob queen," she said with a dirty laugh. "I was quite the whore in my day. I loved giving blowjobs. I have no idea how many cocks I sucked, at least one hundred, maybe more. Rather than give my date that I didn't like a French kiss goodnight, I'd rather suck his prick and allow him to cum in my mouth," she said.
# # #
As if telling me that she loved chocolate, she looked at me and smiled.
"With you being so kind to give me a place to live, as my appreciation generosity, I'd love to blow you, Michael," she said. "I'd love to return the favor of you giving me a place to live by giving you the sexual pleasure of sucking your cock. From the first time that I saw your erect prick, I wanted to suck your big dick. While you continued staring down my blouse, I was tempted to suck your cock."
I was stunned. Christine's mother offered to suck my cock. She wanted to blow me. The blowjob queen, my mother-in-law is a talented cocksucker. Again, something my wife had never done, never wanted to do, and would never do, her mother confessed that she loved sucking cock, and she wanted to suck my cock. Sharon wanted to blow me.
"May I suck your cock, Michael," she asked again while staring up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes and wrapping her fingers around my erect prick through my pajama bottoms?
Then, she said something that quickened my pulse and made my heart skip a beat. Not done sexually surprising me as much as she erotically shocked me, what she said next floored me and gave me a huge erection. After marrying the wrong woman, I'm finally with the right woman.
Normally, when some men are having sex with their mothers, they lust over having sex with their daughters. It was just the opposite with me. While married to Sharon's daughter, I wanted to have sex with Christine's mother. Especially with her having larger breasts than my wife, with her mother willing to give me a blowjob, and allow me to cum in her mouth, my mother-in-law was more sexually desirable than my wife.



Not done sexually teasing me, Sharon had more to say. Continuing to allow me to do anything to her beautiful body, she definitely wanted to blow me. I've never been with a woman who wanted to give me oral sex as much.
"If you finger my pussy while licking my pussy, I'll blow you," she whispered what she wanted me to do in my ear. "I'll suck your cock, Michael," she said again for the third time. "I'll give you the blowjob of your life."
She flicked out her tongue, licked my ear, and blew in my ear. I haven't had a woman lick and blow in my ear since my 18-year-old prom date licked and blew in my ear more than a decade ago. Still sexually shocking me, she made my cock throb and pulsate by what she said next.
"If you give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue, I'll allow you to cum in my mouth. I'd love to taste you, Michael. I'd love to swallow you," she said. "I'd love you to make me cum as much as I'd love to make you cum."
'Again, something that her daughter had never done and would never do, my mother-in-law offered to do. She not only offered to blow me but also if I give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue, she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. She'd swallow my cum. As much as I'd love to eat my mother-in-law's pussy, I'd love Sharon to blow me. I'd love to cum in her beautiful mouth.'
# # #
She smiled up at me while giving me another sexy look and another naughty smile. Then, she said something else that blew my mind. I couldn't believe it. Maybe it was because she had half a bottle of wine but this sexual interaction just got better.
"With my daughter on the other side of the world, make me your whore, Michael," she said while staring up at me. "Use me for your sexual pleasure. With no strings attached, take what you sexually want from me and do whatever you want to my naked body."
She paused for me to digest all that she had sexually said. Then, she said even more.
"In the way that you're sexually attracted to older women with big breasts, I've always been sexually attracted to younger men with big pricks," she said with a dirty laugh. "A match made in heaven, we're perfect for one another."
She continued to sexually excite me with not only her words but also with her sexual actions.
"After you eat me and I blow you, I want you to make love to me. I want you to fuck me, Michael. I want you to fuck your mother-in-law. I want you to give your wife's mother the fucking of her life. I want you to fuck me fast enough and hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm, this time with your cock."
She stared up at me again.
"Make me your whore, Michael. Make me your whore. Rip off my clothes. Spank my naked ass. Force me to do every dirty, sexual thing that you can imagine and I'll treat you as if you're my Dom," she said. "Cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. After I blow you, give me a cum bath."
To be continued...
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Falling for my Mother-in-law, Ch. 6
Prearranged by his wife, Christine, for them to live together, a true love match, 52-year-old, mother-in-law, Sharon, and her 32-year-old, son-in-law, Michael, not only fell in love, had forbidden sex but, once divorcing his wife, will marry her.
Continued from chapter 5, Falling for my Mother-in-law
As if telling me that she loved chocolate, Sharon looked at me and smiled.
"With you being so kind to give me a place to live, as my appreciation for your generosity, I'd love to blow you, Michael," she said. "I'd love to return the favor of you giving me a place to live by giving you the sexual pleasure of sucking your cock," as if I didn't hear her the first time, she said it again.
She paused to look at me to see my reaction to her offering to blow me. Taking my breath away, speechless, I couldn't speak.
'My MILF of a mother-in-law wanted to suck my cock. I couldn't believe that my wife's mother wanted to blow me,' I thought.
"From the first time that I saw your erect prick, I wanted to suck your big dick. While you continued staring down my blouse, I was tempted to suck your cock," she said while giving me a big smile.
I was stunned. Christine's mother offered to suck my cock. She wanted to blow me. The blowjob queen, my mother-in-law confessed that she's a talented cocksucker. Again, something my wife had never done, never wanted to do, and would never do, her mother confessed that she loved sucking cock, and that she wanted to suck my cock. Sharon wanted to blow me.
When I didn't answer her, when I couldn't formulate the words to respond, she asked me again.
"May I suck your cock, Michael," she asked again while staring up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes while wrapping her fingers around my erect prick through my pajama bottoms?
Then, she said something that quickened my pulse and made my heart skip a beat. Not done sexually surprising me as much as she erotically shocked me, what she said next floored me and gave me a huge erection. After marrying the wrong woman, I'm finally with the right woman. Who knew that Christine's mother was sexually better than her daughter.
Normally, when some men are dating and having sex with single mothers, they lust over having sex with her daughter. It was just the opposite with me. While married to Sharon's daughter, I wanted to have sex with Christine's mother. Especially with her having larger breasts than my wife, with her mother willing to give me a blowjob, and allow me to cum in her mouth, my mother-in-law was more sexually desirable than my wife.
Not done sexually teasing me, Sharon had more to say. Continuing to allow me to do anything to her beautiful body, she definitely wanted to blow me. I've never been with a woman who wanted to give me oral sex as much. I couldn't stop staring at her red, full lips while imagining my cock buried in her mouth.
"If you finger my pussy while licking my pussy, I'll blow you," she whispered what she wanted me to do in my ear. "I'll suck your cock, Michael," she said again for the fifth time. "I'll give you the blowjob of your life."
She flicked out her tongue, licked my ear, and blew in my ear. I haven't had a woman lick and blow in my ear since my 18-year-old prom date licked and blew in my ear more than a decade ago. Still sexually shocking me, she made my cock throb and pulsate by what she said next.
"If you give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue, I'll allow you to cum in my mouth. I'd love to taste you, Michael. I'd love to swallow you," she said. "I'd love you to make me cum as much as I'd love to make you cum."
'Again, something that her daughter had never done and would never do, my mother-in-law offered to do. She not only offered to blow me but also if I gave her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue, she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. She'd swallow my cum. As much as I'd love to eat my mother-in-law's pussy, I'd love Sharon to blow me. I'd love to cum in her beautiful mouth. I'd love to watch her swallow my cum.'
# # #
She smiled up at me while giving me another sexy look and another naughty smile. Then, she said something else that blew my mind. I couldn't believe it. Maybe it was because she had half a bottle of wine but this sexual interaction with my wife's mother just got better.
"With my daughter on the other side of the world, make me your whore, Michael," she said while staring up at me and smiling. "Use me for your sexual pleasure. With no strings attached, take what you sexually want from me and do whatever you want to my naked body."
As if I was dreaming and imagining all that she had said, she paused for me to digest all that she had sexually said. Then, she said even more.
"In the way that you're sexually attracted to older women with big breasts, I've always been sexually attracted to younger men with big pricks," she said with a dirty laugh. "A match made in heaven, we're perfect for one another."
She continued to sexually excite me with not only her words but also, with her continuing to fondle my erect prick through my pajama bottoms, with her sexual actions, too.
"After you eat me and I blow you, I want you to make love to me. I want you to fuck me, Michael. I want you to fuck your mother-in-law. I want you to give your wife's mother the fucking of her life. I want you to fuck me fast enough and hard enough to give me another sexual orgasm, this time with your cock."
She stared up at me again.
"Make me your whore, Michael. Make me your whore. Rip off my clothes. Strip me naked. Spank my naked ass. Force me to do every dirty, sexual thing that you can imagine and I'll treat you as if you're my Dom," she said. "Cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. After I blow you, ejaculate a second load and give me a cum bath."
She laughed.
"Do every sexual thing to your wife's mother that my daughter would never do with you," she said.
# # #
Falling for my Mother-in-law, Chapter 6:
Calling her bluff and deciding to see if she was serious about wanting to have sex with me, I stood and quickly walked to the bathroom. I grabbed an oversized bath towel for her to sit on to not stain the couch. She stood and I spread the towel across the couch cushions.
Then, calling my bluff, before she sat down, not believing my eyes, as if I was imagining seeing what I was seeing, I watched her reach down for the hem of her nightgown. As if she was a stripper and there was a drumroll going off in my head, the sexual anticipation of seeing my mother-in-law without her nightgown and seeing her naked was overwhelming. Not having to ask her to strip naked, I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law consensually and willing was ready to remove her nightgown in front of my horny eyes.
Now that I was about to see my mother-in-law without her nightgown, I'll definitely be installing a stripper's pole in her bedroom. I'd love to watch her dancing around a pole while slowly stripping off her clothes as I made it rain with hundreds of dollar bills. As if I was dreaming this or sexually fantasizing this, as if in slow motion, I watched her ever so sexily and ever so slowly remove her nightgown.
She sexually teased me, as if she was a stripper doing a slow striptease. While staring at me, she lifted her nightgown up past her shapely thighs, up over her naked, trimmed, blonde pussy, up to her waist, up over her enormous, naked breasts, and over her head. Showing me all that I had hoped to see and thought that I'd never see, Sharon was naked. My wife's mother stood before me without her clothes. I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother-in-law without her nightgown for the rest of my life.
'She's so beautiful. She's so sexy. She's so shapely. I love her beautiful body,' I thought. 'Her breasts are huge. I love her big and shapely tits.'
Instead of keeping my thoughts to myself, I told her what I thought of seeing her beautiful, naked body.
"You're so beautiful. You're so sexy. You're so shapely. I love your beautiful body, Sharon," I said while staring at her. "Your breasts are huge. I love your enormous, shapely tits. You have such big nipples and perfect areolas."
I couldn't stop staring at her huge, naked breasts. I couldn't stop staring at her trimmed, blonde pussy. Never expecting this to happen when my wife's mother moved in with me, this was beyond sexually exciting.
To think that I was against my mother-in-law moving in with me was something that I sincerely regretted. To think that I thought this was a scam to set me up for divorce made me realize that I was wrong. Now, with her only living here for one day, I saw Sharon naked. My MILF of a mother-in-law not only offered to blow me but also, she showed me her naked body.
# # #
No longer having to undress her with my eyes, I saw my mother-in-law naked. Unable to remember when I saw my wife naked last, I couldn't believe that I was seeing Christine's mother naked. As if I had never seen a naked woman before, I couldn't stop staring at her sexy and shapely, naked body.
She was all the woman that I had imagined. She was all the woman that I wanted. Forget about my wife, I want her mother.
My mother-in-law was naked. Sharon removed her nightgown before my eyes. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my wife's mother without her clothes.
I couldn't wait to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body. I couldn't wait to do dirty and nasty, sexual things to my wife's mother that my wife would never allow me to do to her. As she invited me to do, I couldn't wait to make Sharon my whore.
Something my wife had never done nor would ever do; I loved that Sharon confessed that she loved sucking cock. I'm still stunned that she offered to blow me. As long as I eat her pussy, something that Christine would never do, I'm thrilled that my mother-in-law will allow me to cum in her mouth and swallow my cum,' I thought.
My mother-in-law is a cocksucker. A dozen, sexual thoughts filled my mind with sexual debauchery. I couldn't wait to see my big dick buried in her beautiful mouth. I couldn't wait to cum all over her beautiful face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. I couldn't wait to give her cum bath. I couldn't wait to see my wife's mother dripping with my cum.
Sharon wanted to have sex with me. She wanted me to cheat on her daughter with her. She wanted me to make her my whore. A match made in heaven; my wife's mother wanted to be my whore.
As if she was a Goddess, the most beautiful woman that I had ever seen, I continued staring at my mother-in-law's naked body as if I had never seen a naked woman before. With no strings attached, my wife's mother wanted me to use her for my sexual pleasure. She wanted me to make love to her. She wanted me to fuck her. She wanted me to make her my whore.
'I can't believe this. I finally found the woman of my dreams. As if Cupid's arrow had found my heart, I'm in love with Sharon,' I thought. 'Again, and without a doubt, this by far, is the best day of my life.'
# # #
Unable to stop staring at her, I stared at her while stunned that I was seeing my mother-in-law's enormous, naked breasts. I continued staring at Sharon's huge breasts and her erect nipples as if her breasts and nipples were the first breasts and erect nipples that I had ever seen. No doubt, with her gigantic breasts overflowing her sexy, low-cut bra, she definitely needed a bigger bra. Now that I saw her naked breasts, she definitely took a double D cup bra instead of a D cup bra. Her tits were huge, much bigger than Christine's C cup breasts.
Making my mouth water and my cock throb, I stared at her beautiful, blonde, trimmed pussy. I couldn't wait to finger her. Wanting to watch her and hear her cum, I couldn't wait to masturbate her. I couldn't wait to lick her. I couldn't wait to eat her beautiful pussy. I couldn't wait to give her sexual orgasms, multiple, sexual orgasms, not only with my fingers but also with my tongue and with my cock.
"Your turn," she said with a dirty laugh while staring down at my erection that tented my pajama bottoms. "Remove your pajama bottoms. I want to see your big, beautiful prick again. Show me your erect dick. I want to wrap my hand around your cock and slowly stroke you. Then, after you eat my pussy, I'll stroke your penis faster and harder while sucking your prick. I can't wait to blow you, Michael," she said. "I can't wait to suck your cock."
While giving me a sexy smile, she stared up at me again with her beautiful, blue eyes.
"Determined to make you cum, I can't wait until you cum in my mouth," said my mother-in-law. "I can't wait to swallow your cum."
Then, she said what I was thinking.
"I can't wait until you ejaculate a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I can't wait for you to give me a cum bath, Michael," she said.
She continued saying everything that I wanted her to say.
"I want to be dripping with your cum in the way that my daughter would never allow you to give her a cum bath," she said.
She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around herself as if I had already given her a cum bath. Then, she looked at me with sexual lust in her eyes in the way that I stared at her with horniness. Something as unexpected as it was new to me, my mother-in-law sexually wanted me opposite to how my wife had never sexually wanted me. It took me to romance Christine's mother for me to get the sexual attention that I wanted and needed.
"Make me your whore, Michael. Make me your whore," said my wife's mother, again.
# # #
Returning the sexual favor of her nakedness with my nakedness, as if my pajama bottoms were on fire, I stood and pushed them down, stepped out of them, and exposed my erect, naked prick to my wife's mother again. I quickly removed my t-shirt. In the way that my mother-in-law stood in front of me naked, I stood in front of her naked, too. In the way that I stared at Sharon's naked body, she stared at my naked body.
A good sign, if this was a scam arranged by my wife to divorce me and take our house, my mother-in-law would never have strip herself naked in front of me. She never would have asked me to strip myself naked in front of her. She never would have asked me to eat her pussy.
Again, if this was a trick to entrap me, Sharon never would have asked to suck my cock. She never would have allowed me to cum in her mouth and would never willingly swallow my cum. She never would have asked me to give her a cum bath. She never would have asked me to make her my whore.
Instead, this was the real thing. I was about to have sex with Christine's mother. I was about to have sex with Sharon. While my wife was in China having sex with God only knows who, I was about to have sex with her mother. I was about to make mother-in-law my cocksucking whore.
# # #
Immediately, she leaned forward, reached out her hand, and wrapped her fingers around my erect, naked cock while slowly stroking me and staring up at me with her beautiful, blue eyes. With her twenty-years older than me, as if my mother gave me a hand job, my erect prick felt so good in my mother-in-law's soft and warm hand. She continued stroking me to a bigger and harder erection. In the way that Christine seldom stroked my cock, Sharon seemed eager to stroke my prick. My mother-in-law seemed to enjoy giving me a hand job.
"You may touch, feel, and fondle my breasts while fingering my nipples," she said giving me a sexy look. "I love having my breasts touched, felt, and fondled and my nipples fingered."
Not having to ask me twice, while she continued stroking my erect cock, I cupped her big, naked breasts in my horny hands. In breast heaven, my favorite part of a woman's body, I fondled her huge tits. I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples with one hand while reaching around her to feel and squeeze her shapely, naked ass. In the way that she had such big and beautiful breasts, she had such a firm and round ass. Indeed, between her enormous breasts and her beautiful ass, my mother-in-law was magnificent.
Then, again, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I reached down between her shapely thighs again and cupped her naked pussy. Hard to get my head around, in the way that she had wrapped her manicured fingers around my erect cock, I couldn't believe that I cupped Sharon's naked pussy in the palm of my hand. I parted her pussy lips with my finger, and inserted my finger in her warm, wet cunt.
I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her. I fingered her pussy while continuing to kiss her, French kiss her. In the way that she stroked my cock while masturbating me, I masturbated my wife's mother. I gave her a sexual orgasm with my fingers.
"Michael. Oh, Michael. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Don't stop. Finger fuck me deeper. Masturbate me, Michael. Masturbate me. You're going to make me cum. You're going to make me cum," she said putting her head back and closing her eyes. "I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming," she said moving her head forward and opening her eyes.
Then, closing her eyes again, she fell silent while relaxing in the afterglow of sex. She kept her eyes closed while continuing to enjoy the sexual exhilaration of sex. Never have I been as sexually excited when masturbating a woman and making out with my mother-in-law while touching and feeling her everywhere.
Hard to believe, I couldn't believe that I had masturbated my wife's mother. I couldn't believe that I had sexually pleasured Sharon enough with my long, stiff fingers for her to have a sexual orgasm. I couldn't believe that I saw, felt, and fondled her huge, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Not nearly stopping there, I couldn't believe that I saw my wife's mother naked. After seldom having sex with her daughter, I couldn't believe that I had sex with her mother. Indeed, my MILF of a mother-in-law was now my whore.
# # #
Satisfied that this wasn't a plan to entrap me, if this was a ruse, my mother-in-law would never offer to suck me. She'd never remove her nightgown. She'd never strip herself naked. She'd never ask me to remove my pajama bottoms. She never ask to see my naked prick. She'd never stroke my cock. She'd never allow me to masturbate her. She'd never allow me to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers.
Then, as soon as she opened her eyes and sat back on the couch, she put her heels on the edge of the sofa and spread her legs wide open while inviting me to eat her.
"Eat me, Michael," said Sharon. "Eat the pussy of your wife's mother," she said with a dirty laugh. "Eat your mother-in-law's cunt."
She leaned forward to give me a deep, wet kiss. Then, she told me what she sexually wanted.
"Make me cum again. Lick me, Michael. Lick my pussy while fingering my pussy and rubbing my clit. While eating me and playing with my pussy with one hand, reach your other hand up and fondle my breasts while fingering my nipples."
'I loved it when Sharon told me what to sexually do. I loved it when she talked dirty to me. As if Diane Sawyer talked dirty to me, hearing Sharon saying sexually, suggestive things to me in her Wellesley College voice was sexually exciting.
Obediently obeying her, as if she was the Dominatrix and I wasn't the Dom, I moved to my knees in front of her and fingered her pussy while reaching my hands up to fondle her naked breasts and finger her nipples. Then, I moved my face between her long, shapely thighs and licked her pussy. This is where my wife took her first breath before crying after the doctor lightly slapped her on her ass. I was licking her mother's cunt.
# # #
Something that I never imagined doing, I couldn't believe that I was eating my wife's mother. Something I never thought I'd do; I gave my mother-in-law oral sex. I ate her beautiful, blonde, trimmed pussy. Rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy, I licked Sharon's cunt while fingering her cunt.



Then, as if an added bonus, I reached my horny hand to fondle her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Seemingly, with me on my knees while leaning forward, this submissive position between my mother-in-law's shapely legs was one of my favorite, sexual positions.
After I had masturbated her, while I continued fingering her while licking her, much wetter than her daughter, she was so wet. She squirmed while moaning. I loved watching her squirm. I loved hearing her moan. With her not having had sex in such a long time, it didn't take her long to cum again. I gave my wife's mother, the queen of blowjobs, another, sexual orgasm.
Then, ready to cum again, she moved her shapely, naked ass all over the couch.
"Michael! Michael! Oh, my God, Michael," she said while pulling my hair. "Eat me! Eat my pussy! Eat my cunt! Give me a sexual orgasm with your tongue and your fingers. Make me cum. Make me cum, again. I need to cum, again," she said.
She had a big, beautiful, sexual orgasm. Again, something her daughter had never done, surprising me, she squirted a small amount of warm liquid in my mouth. At first I thought she had peed in my mouth. Yet, having had sex with another woman who squirted, I recognized what was happening. In the way that I swallowed her, I couldn't wait for her to swallow me.
'My mother-in-law is a squirter. I had no idea,' I thought. 'I loved her squirting her warm, liquid in my mouth. With Christine not a squirter, she faked some of her orgasms. Something my mother-in-law couldn't do nor would do, with her squirting the proof of her having a sexual orgasm, sex between us was better than the tepid and seldom sex that I had with my wife.'
# # #
Even after she had her sexual orgasm, not stopping, I continued eating her. As if I was a woman sucking a cock instead of licking a pussy, and she was a man receiving a blowjob, she put both of her hands to the back of my head. She pulled my face closer. Then, she took my head in both of her hands and rubbed my face all over her naked pussy. I had my MILF of a mother-in-law's vagina secretions in my mouth, all over my face, and up my nose.
With her promise of giving me a blowjob, not stopping now, I continued eating her. After giving her a sexual orgasm from masturbating her, I wanted to give her a second and a third, sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue from eating her. I couldn't believe that I was eating my wife's mother. I couldn't believe that I was giving Sharon oral sex. I couldn't believe that I was licking her cunt while fingering her cunt.
I couldn't wait to see my MILF of a mother-in-law with my cock buried in her beautiful mouth. I couldn't wait to ejaculate a load of cum in her sexy mouth. With her not having had sex in so long, it didn't take her long to cum again from me eating her.
"Michael! Michael! Don't stop. Oh, my God, please don't stop. Rub my clit faster. Lick me faster. Lick me harder. Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming," she said falling silent. "I can't believe I'm cumming again."
She fell silent before erupting again.
"Michael. Michael. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum again. I can't believe that I'm going to cum again.
I continued fingering while licking her. I continued eating her pussy. I didn't stop until she had a third, sexual orgasm. Again, not having to tell me that she had another orgasm, she squirted in my mouth again.
Again, she arched her back and stiffened her legs. Then, she relaxed while enjoying the afterglow of sex. After a few minutes, she shared her thoughts with me.
"I love your tongue. I love your fingers. I love you, Michael. I love you, lover," she said leaning down to kiss me. "I love you," she said while kissing me, French kissing me.
# # #
As soon as she had her third, sexual orgasm, I moved from my knees to move to the couch to sit beside her. As if she was already my wife instead of my mother-in-law, I put my arm around her while she continued to enjoy the afterglow of sex. Mindlessly, she continued fingering the head of my erect cock while staring at my erect dick. In the way that I loved her huge breasts, she loved my big prick.
With all of this so surreal, running all of what sexually happened through my mind, I couldn't believe that I was sitting beside my naked mother-in-law while naked. I couldn't believe that I just had sex with my wife's mother. I couldn't believe that we kissed, and French kissed while making out.
I couldn't believe she allowed me to feel her through her nightgown while making out with her. I couldn't believe that she not only allowed me to stick my horny hand down her nightgown top to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples but also, she allowed me to cup her naked pussy. If that wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that she stripped herself naked. Then, Sharon allowed me to not only masturbate her but also, she allowed me to eat her twice. I gave my wife's mother three, sexual orgasms.
Then, after a few minutes, as if there was another drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, she leaned forward and took my erect prick in her soft hand before taking my cock in her wet mouth. Something her daughter had never done; Sharon took the entire length of my cock in her mouth. Deep throating me, as if she was Linda Lovelace in Deep Throat, my MILF of a mother-in-law blew me. My wife's mother, the Blowjob Queen, stroked my cock while sucking my cock.
Hard to wrap my head around, Christine's mother sucked my cock. Difficult for me to realize when we've only been together for a day, I not only masturbated my mother-in-law but also, I gave my wife's mother oral sex twice. Again, hard for me to wrap my head around, I had already given her three, sexual orgasms.
Then, returning the favor of me masturbating her, giving her oral sex, and giving her multiple, sexual orgasms, she gave me oral sex. Sharon sucked my prick. Something hard for me to believe, my mother-in-law blew me.
Again, something that my cold, bitch of a wife had never done and would never do, Christine's mother took my prick in her mouth. My whore of a mother-in-law blew me. She sucked my cock.
I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law sucked my cock. As if I was dreaming it or sexually fantasizing it, I couldn't believe that my wife's mother gave me one Hell of a blowjob. Now that I ate her and she continued to blowing me, officially, Sharon was my whore.
Something that I'll never forget and will always remember, she stared up at me with her big, blue, beautiful eyes while my cock was buried in her mouth. I had to touch the side of my cock to realize that I wasn't dreaming. Sharon blew me. She sucked my cock.
Something so hard to process, I couldn't believe my mother-in-law sucked my cock. With her a very talented and experienced cocksucker, she seemed to enjoy sucking my cock as much as I loved her sucking my prick. Indeed, with her keeping her reputation as the Blowjob Queen, she gave me the best blowjob that I ever had in my life. I loved my mother-in-law more than I ever loved my wife.
# # #
She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. She continued staring up at me with my big prick buried in her mouth. Not having to hold back and pull my prick from her mouth when ready to cum, determined for me to cum in her mouth, she wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow my cum in the way that I had swallowed a mouthful of her squirted fluid.
"Something that your daughter never did and refused to do, suck my cock, Sharon. Blow me. Again, something that your daughter never did and refused to do, I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said. "I can't wait to watch you swallow my cum."
In the way that she had put a gentle hand to the back of my head, I put a gentle hand to the back of her head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. I impaled her mouth deeper by pulling her head closer.
Then, when I was ready to cum, not wanting her to suddenly pull away, I put a heavier hand to the back of her head. Again, I gently pushed her head forward, and exploded a load of cum in my mother-in-law's mouth. Instead of spitting it out, she swallowed. My wife's mother not only blew me, allowed me to cum in her mouth but also, she swallowed my cum.
'Wow," I thought!
With my stiff prick still buried in her mouth, I watched her hold and fondle my dick. Then, when she removed my cock from her mouth, I watched her kissing it while licking my penis clean. Sharon seemed as sexually attracted to my naked prick as I was sexually attracted to her naked breasts. With us both on the same, sexual page, she was the woman that I should have married instead of my wife. I should have married mother instead of daughter.
'Still in sexual shock, if it wasn't enough that she allowed me to masturbate her and eat her, if it wasn't enough that she allowed me to give her three, sexual orgasms, my mother-in-law sucked my cock. My wife's mother blew me. She not only allowed me to cum in her mouth but also, she swallowed my cum.
Then, giving her what she wanted, surprising even me, as soon as she completely removed my erect prick from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. With my mother-in-law dripping with my cum, I gave my whore of a mother-in-law a cum bath. In the way that my wife should have blown me, allowed me to cum in her mouth, swallowed my cum, and allowed me to give her a cum bath, her mother did.
"I love you, Sharon," I said as soon as I saw my MILF of a mother-in-law dripping with my cum.
# # #
That night, while hoping that she'd accept my sexual invitation, I invited her to sleep with me in my bed. Not expecting that she would, she surprised me when she readily accepted my invitation to spend the night with me. The most sex that I've had in my life, we made love all night. Then, the next morning, we fucked as if we were horny, newlyweds. Again, I ate her pussy and she sucked my cock.
Trusting her and more comfortable with her now, my wife's mother sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her. We showered together and had sex in the shower. Again, something that I never did with my wife, I pushed her up against the wet, shower wall and fucked her. I fucked my mother-in-law in the shower. Then, I lifted her in my arms and fucked her again. Finally, I bent her over and fucked her for the third time while still in the shower.
Not stopping there, as if we were a just married couple on our honeymoon, we had sex in every room of the house. When we weren't making love, we fucked. When I wasn't eating her pussy, she sucked my cock. I had the kind of sex with Christine's mother, Sharon, that I should have had with my wife, Christine. My mother-in-law was my lover. My wife's mother was my whore.
As if we were in the movie, The Postman Always Rings Twice, and as if I was Jack Nicholson and she was Jessica Lange, I fucked her on the kitchen table. I bent her over the Barcalounger recliner chair. I bent her over the pool table, lifted her nightgown and fucked her from behind.
I fucked her in the basement. I fucked her outside on the backyard deck. I fucked her in the garage. We had sex in my car. We had sex in her car. Not taking me long to do, even with me married to my wife for more than five, miserable years, I had more sex with my mother-in-law than I ever had sex with my wife.
# # #
Then, Christine emailed me. Getting right to the point, I couldn't admit that she surprised me. As if I had been waiting for her email, I expected something like this to happen.
"I'm pregnant with Chang's baby. I won't be coming home," wrote Christine. "My company asked me to stay in China through this year and part of next year until the factory is up and running."
'Chang? Who the hell is Chang,' I thought? 'No doubt, he was someone she worked with in China and had grown close to enough to have had sex with him. In the way that she had confessed that she was sexually attracted to Asian men, I had confessed that I was sexually attracted to older, big breasted women.'
I wondered if she wore her mask while having extramarital sex with him. I wondered if she blew him. Something that she never did with me, I wondered if she sucked Chang's cock. Again, something that she never did with me, I wondered if she allowed him to cum in her mouth and swallowed his cum. Perhaps, with her having sex with other men and, maybe even with women, along with Chang, was the real reason she stopped having sex with me and was the real reason why she traveled extensively.
No longer having emotional feelings for her, I continued reading her email as if I was reading someone else's email.
"I plan on living here to raise my baby with Chang. My mother wrote me to tell me that everything is going along as we had planned. I'm glad that you two are more than just roommates but lovers. I'll send divorce papers for you to sign and papers to sign my right to the house over to you and my mother."
# # #
So, that was her plan all along. Not to entrap me to divorce me but to introduce me to her mother while hoping that we'd be a love match. Indeed, we were. With her mother the type of woman that I'm sexually attracted to, it was not only a good plan but also a good match. I loved Sharon in the way that I had never loved Christine.
'Good riddance to my wife,' I thought. 'Hello to her mother.'
Unbeknownst to me but glad that they had, Christine and her mother had planned this whole thing. Yet, it didn't matter. I had fallen in love with her mother and she had fallen in love with me. I loved Sharon and she loved me. Indeed, and without a doubt, I loved her more than I ever loved my career driven, bitch of a selfish, sexually cold wife.
Never have I had as much sex and as much fun as I have when with my wife's mother. We talked about everything and laughed over nothing. Sharon is future wife that her daughter should have been. As soon as I divorce Christine, I plan on marrying her mother.
I was as happy that my wife wasn't coming home and was remaining in China as much as I was thrilled that I was with Sharon now and forever.
THE END
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K-I-S-S-I-N-G, Kissing Cousins, #1
Luke is in love with his first cousin, Scarlett.
I love my cousin, Scarlett. Not only do I love her but also, something romantically forbidden, I'm in love with her. I love her in the way that a man loves a woman and not in the way that a cousin loves a cousin.
I know it sounds weird. I know that it sounds perversely perverted but I don't care. I'm crazy in love with her. I want to scream it from the rooftops that I love my first cousin, Scarlett.
'Scarlett, I love you,' I thought.
She's beautiful. She's sexy. She's shapely. She's kind. She's loving. She's everything that I'd want in a woman. Only, forbidden to marry her, she's my first cousin. We're related by blood. Having a sexual relationship with her would be incestuous.
'I love you, Scarlett! I love you,' Nevertheless our incestuous relationship, a sexual relationship that would never be, my heart was broken.
Scarlett is my Aunt Maureen's daughter. Maureen is my mother's sister. If my mother and/or my aunt knew that I not only loved Scarlett not as a cousin but as a man loved a woman, they wouldn't understand. They'd beat me with a broom. They'd forbid me to see my cousin again. They'd lambaste me for having sexual feelings for my cousin. They'd disown me for wanting to have sex with her.
If only they knew that I masturbated over Scarlett every morning when waking up and every evening when going to bed while imagining her naked and having sex with her, I'd have hell to pay. Again, with my mother and my aunt not understanding my love for Scarlett, discouraging me instead of encouraging me, they'd never make sense of my sexual attraction to my cousin. They'd never allow our sexual relationship to blossom into marriage.
They'd make fun of me. They'd tease me. They think that my love for my cousin was nothing more than a whimsy, puppy love, an infatuation, or nothing more than a forbidden, sexual fantasy. Only, they'd be wrong. I love Scarlett. I love my cousin.
'You're in love with your cousin, Scarlett? What do you mean you're in love with your cousin,' I imagined my mother asking.
I imagined my mother putting hand on her big hip and looking at me as if I was crazy.
'That's crazy, Luke. Get your mind out of the gutter. What's wrong with you? She's your cousin. You can't fall in love with your cousin,' I imagined her making a face as if she was going to vomit. 'You're blood related.'
I imagined my aunt folding her arms across her big breasts and giving me a look as if she thought that there was something wrong with me. Maybe there is something wrong with me for falling in love with my cousin. I imagined her looking at me as if she thought that I was perversely perverted. Perhaps, I was perversely perverted to be in love with my cousin. No man in his right mind should be in love with his cousin. No normal man would want to marry his cousin. Yet, I did. I wanted to marry Scarlett.
Yet, when seeing my cousin, any man would be sexually attracted to Scarlett. Any man would want to have sex with her. Any man would fall in love with her and want to marry her. I imagined my aunt laughing at the thought that I wanted to marry my cousin, her daughter.
'Don't be silly, Luke. You can't marry your cousin,' I imagined my aunt saying. "That's incestuous. There are plenty of women who aren't related to you that you can marry," she said with a laugh. "Go find a woman who's not related to you by blood."
I imagined my mother being concerned about future grandchildren.
'If you married your cousin, you can't have children,' I imagined my mother saying. 'With you blood related to your first cousin, there's a big chance that your babies would be born with severe, congenital, birth defects," she said. "They could be born with heart and lung conditions. They could be born with no arms, no legs, or blind," she said with the assurance of a medical doctor.
# # #
Yet, I've heard of a lot of people falling in love with and marrying their second or their distant cousins, but I wondered how many people have fallen in love with and married their first cousins. Moreover, even people who married their first cousins had children who weren't born with birth defects. Back in the day, people married their first cousins because before the inventions of automobiles, trains, and planes, they married women who were within reach of their horse and wagon.
The Royals married their distant cousins to keep their titles, to preserve the bloodline, and to maintain their family fortunes. Even Princess Diana was a distant cousin of Prince Charles. Yet, marrying a distant cousin isn't as problematic as marrying a first cousin.
'Nonetheless, I wanted to marry my cousin because I love her. I truly love her. Whoever said that love was blind didn't have a royal title, a huge fortune to protect, and a Kingdom to reign. Further, they weren't entitled to a Sovereign Grant that paid each royal member a percentage of profits from what the Crown Estate made each year,' I thought.
Is it any wonder why they say in England, "Long live the king! Love live the queen! Long live the millions of pounds that we receive yearly for being the puppet head of state."
Whomever wished them a long life, no doubt, is invested in earning millions of pounds yearly in Sovereign Grants.
# # #
Nevertheless, marrying my first cousin is strictly forbidden. My family would never allow that to happen. They'd sabotage my every move to marry Scarlett. Nonetheless, there are lots of people who have married their first cousins. Below is an abbreviated list of famous people who have married their first cousins. The actually list of first cousins marrying is endless.
Albert Einstein married his first cousin, Elsa Lowenthal, Jerry Lee Lewis married Myra Gale, and Edgar Allen Poe married Virginia Eliza Clemm. Queen Victoria married Prince Albert, John Sabastian Bach married Maria Barbara, and Charles Darwin married Emma Wedgewood. Pierre S. du Pont married Alice Belin, and Carlo Gambino married Catherine Castellano.
Actually, the list of famous, first cousins who married their first cousin is endless enough to fill a book, a telephone book. An even longer list are of those famous people who have married their second and their distant cousins. Seemingly, with plenty of hanky-panky going on in the dark between blood, related relatives, there are plenty of cousins who'd love to have a sexual relationship with their cousin.
# # #
Think about it. Do you have a favorite cousin who you'd like to see without her clothes? Imagine your favorite cousin, the one that you love talking to over everything, laughing over nothing, and the one that you're sexually attracted to enough to want to have incestuous sex with her.
Now, that you have her in your mind, imagine kissing her. Imagine making out with your cousin. Imagine touching and feeling her through her clothes while French kissing her.
Imagine feeling her big breasts through her blouse and her bra. Imagine feeling her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties. Imagine reaching beneath her skirt to cup her pussy through her panties.
Now, as if she's an expensive gift that needed to be unwrapped, imagine slowly undressing your cousin. Imagine unbuttoning her blouse. Imagine seeing her big, white brassiere. Imagine feeling her tits and fingering her nipples through her bra while continuing to make out with her.
Imagine unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt. Imagine lifting her butt to remove her skirt. Imagine seeing your cousin in her bra and panties. Imagine feeling and squeezing your cousin's panty clad ass. Imagine fingering her pussy through her panties.
Now imagine reaching behind her to unhook her bra. Imagine removing her bra straps from her shoulders while she held her bra cups in place with her hands. Imagine your cousin slowly removing her bra cups while staring up at you with her beautiful eyes. Imagine her topless. Imagine seeing her big, naked tits.
Finally, imagine your cousin naked. Look at her. Isn't she beautiful without her clothes? Now touch her. Feel her. Imaging touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. Imagine fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Imagine having sex with your favorite cousin while continuing to make out with her.
Imagine sticking your fingers inside of her and masturbating her. Imagine rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. Imagine giving her a sexual orgasm with your long, stiff fingers. Imagine moving between her shapely legs to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. Imagine eating your cousin's cunt. Imagine giving her a second, sexual orgasm.
Now, imagine mounting her to make love to her while continuing to French kiss her. Then, imagine humping her faster and humping her harder. Imagine fucking your cousin fast and hard enough to give her a third sexual orgasm.
Then, with your cousin returning the sexual favor of you giving her multiple, sexual orgasms, imagine her taking your erect, naked prick in her soft, warm hand. Imagined her stroking your while staring up at you and teasing you with her eyes. Imagine your cousin stroking you faster. Imagine her stroking you harder. Imagine you masturbating you. Imagine her giving you a hand job.
Then, shocking you as much as she sexually excited you, imagine your cousin leaning forward to take your big dick in her beautiful mouth. Imagine your cousin blowing you. Imagine her sucking your cock while stroking your cock.
Imagine staring down at her with your erect prick buried in her mouth. Imagine her staring up at you while continuing to blow you. Imagine putting a gentle hand behind your cousin's pretty head and ejaculating a load of cum in her mouth. Imagine her swallowing your cum.
Now, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from your cock by removing you from her mouth, imagine ejaculating a second load of cum all over your cousin's pretty face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. Imagine giving your cousin a cum bath. Imagine her literally dripping with your cum. Imagine cum dripping from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and her naked breasts.
Now, you know where I'm at with my cousin.
# # #
Encouraging to know, I'm not the only man who fell hopelessly in love with his cousin. I'm not the only man who wished that he could have forbidden and passionate sex with his cousin. I'm not the only man who'd love to marry his cousin.
'Scarlett, I love you and want to marry you,' I thought.
After I accompanied Scarlett to her senior prom when we were both 19-years-old, the last time that I saw her was at her wedding two years later. That was more than five-years-ago. When they married, including her husband, Brian, we were all twenty-one-years-old. As if she couldn't be any more beautiful, she made for such a beautiful bride.
With her hair professionally done and her makeup professionally applied, she looked like a movie star bride. Breaking my heart, wishing that it was me standing beside her at the altar, I wished that it was me marrying Scarlett instead of Brian. My dream come true; I'd love to marry my cousin. Alas, with her marrying the man that she loved, I'd never marry my cousin.
'I love you, Scarlett,' I thought while listening to them taking their vows.
First I watched and listened to Brian pledging his marriage vows to Scarlett.
"I, Brian, take you, Scarlett, to be my lawfully wedded wife to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and health, until death do us part."
Then, it was Scarlett's turn to pledge her marriage vows to Brian.
"I, Scarlett, take you, Brian, to be my lawfully wedded husband to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and health, until death do us part."
# # #
After they vowed to remain married until death in front of their family and friends, alas, shocking but true, nine-years later, when they were 30-years-old, her husband, Brian, divorced her because she was sterile and couldn't have children. Desperate to have children, wanting a boy to carry on his name, he wanted a son. They could have adopted to save their marriage but he wanted a child of his own flesh and blood.
Even if she couldn't bare him son, I don't know why any man would divorce my cousin. If I had been lucky enough to be married to her, no matter the reason, I'd never divorce her. She was too perfect for any man not to want to stay married to her. Yet, now, with them no longer married and with her unable to have children, I wondered if that improved my chances of beginning a sexual relationship with and marrying Scarlet.
Seemingly glad that she couldn't conceive, my cousin didn't care that she couldn't have children. In the way that many women don't want children today in order to concentrate more on their careers, Scarlett didn't want children either. She heard of too many horror stories of men leaving their wives and children with nothing while refusing to pay child support. Much different and freer being a divorcee, the last thing that she wanted to be was a single mother weighted down with a brood of kids who were abandoned by their father.
Even though we're first cousins, after her divorce, I hoped that we could reconnect. I couldn't wait to see her again. I hoped to reignite the close relationship that we had nine-years ago, if only as friends, best friends forever.
Now that there were no children on the horizon to have birth defects from blood related, first cousins marrying, I wanted to see, talk, and laugh with my cousin again. I missed her. With her a big part of my life, as if my heart had been surgically removed from my body, I really missed her when she moved out of state after her wedding. Given a new life when Brian divorced her, I felt my heart beating in my chest again.
Yet, this time, instead of having a normal platonic relationship with my cousin, I wanted more. I wanted to hook up with her while hoping to have more of a romantic bond. I wanted her to be my girlfriend, my fiancé, my lover, and my wife. Making love to her every morning and fucking her every night, and giving and receiving oral sex in between, I wanted to have sex with my cousin every day.
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, something that I'm unable to deny, I've always been in love with Scarlett. Moreover, I'm still in love with my cousin. In the way that she looked at me, smiled at me, and flirted with me, I suspected that she had always been in love with me, too.
Nine years is a long time not to see the love of my life, and the love of my life was my cousin, Scarlett. From the time that I was 19-years-old when I took her to her senior prom, to when she married two-years later, I've wasted 11-years of my life sexually lusting over my cousin.
I couldn't wait to see her again. I couldn't wait to hug her and hold her in my arms while staring into her beautiful, green eyes. I couldn't wait to talk to her about everything and laugh with her over nothing. I couldn't wait to, hopefully, finally kiss her in the way that a cousin should never kiss his cousin. Parting her lips with my tongue, I couldn't wait to French kiss Scarlett.
Long before she married, the only thing that stopped us from having sex was because, as first cousins, we were forbidden to do so. Besides, back then, when we were both 18-years-old, I knew that she'd never have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with her. She'd never make love to me in the incestuous way that I wanted to make love to her. Then, when we were 19-years-old, everything changed when Brian broke his leg playing football and my cousin asked me to take her to her senior prom.
Before taking her to her senior prom, never mind making love to me, she'd never even kiss me in the way that a woman kissed a man. Yet, now that she had married and divorced, I hoped to persuade her to have a romantic relationship with me. Hopefully, she'd see me in the way that I'm seeing her. Hopefully, she'd sexually want me in the way that I've always sexually wanted her.
Yet, being her first cousin didn't stop me from masturbating over imagining Scarlett naked and her having sex with me. When I wasn't dreaming about Scarlett, sexually fantasizing over her, I masturbated over her while imagining being sexually intimate with her. I masturbated over Scarlett naked and having sex with me every morning. I masturbated of her blowing me and cumming in her mouth every night.
Something that I yearned to do, ever since we turned 18-years-old, I imagined taking my cousin in my arms, looking deeply in her beautiful, green eyes, brushing back her long, red, lush hair, and kissing her. I imagined parting her full, red lips with my tongue and French kissing her. I imagined making out with Scarlett while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Alas, something that would never happen, my cousin didn't love me in the way that I loved her.
Nevertheless, how she felt or didn't feel about me, I imagined her wanting to make out with me as much as I wanted to make out with her. I imagined her wanting me to touch and feel through her clothes as much as I wanted to touch and feel her through her clothes. I imagined Scarlett returning my French kisses with her deep, wet kisses. I imagined her allowing me to strip her naked and have sex with my cousin.
# # #
'Oh, my God. If only I could make out with Scarlett, I'd love to make out with her. I'd love to strip her naked,' I thought. 'If only I could have sex with her, I'd love to have sex with her. If only she'd agree to marry me, I'd love to marry her.'
Only, my cousin would never kiss me in that romantic sort of way. She'd never allow me to part her lips and French kiss her. Forget about making out with her, she'd never make out with me while allowing me to touch her and feel her through her clothes. Again, forget about undressing her, she'd never allow me to strip her naked. She'd never allow me to have sex with her beautiful, naked body.
Forbidden to have that kind of romantic connection with Scarlett, we were cousins, first cousins. Sadly, loving me only as her cousin and not as a woman who'd love a man, I seriously doubted that she loved me in the way that I loved her. Forget about any kind of relationship other than a friendship, she'd never have a sexual relationship with me. Even now that she's divorced, with somethings never changing, I seriously doubted that she'd agree to marry me and be my lawfully, wedded wife.
Nevertheless, I continued masturbating myself while imagining making out with Scarlett. I imagined feeling her big breasts through her blouse and bra. I imagined touching, feeling, and squeezing her shapely ass through her short skirt and her panties.
Not stopping there, I imagined reaching beneath her skirt to cup her panty clad pussy in the palm of my hand while sliding a slow finger along her panty clad pussy slit. I imagined her being the girlfriend and the lover that I've always wanted before making her my wife. Until death do we part, I imagined us living happily ever after.
# # #
Then, something that would never happen, I imagined slowly and sexily undressing Scarlett. I imagined removing her clothes. Starting with her blouse, I imagined looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button of her blouse. Once I unbuttoned her blouse, I imagined feeling her breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her beautiful, lacy bra.
Continuing to make out with her, I imagined unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt. I imagined feeling her round, firm ass through her white, bikini panties. I imagined finally seeing my beautiful, sexy, and shapely cousin in her low-cut bra and her bikini panties.



Not stopping with just touching Scarlett and feeling her through her clothes, while stripping her down to her sexy lingerie, I imagined reaching around her to unhook her big, white brassiere. I imagined revealing her magnificent, naked breasts to my horny eyes. I imagined tucking a thumb in the waistband of her panties and slowly moving them down and off.
In the way that imagined Brian stripping her naked on their honeymoon, I imagined slowly stripping Scarlett naked while continuing to make out with her. I imagined having my wicked, sexual way with her enormous, naked breasts. Then, I imagined touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a first cousins should never touch and feel his first cousin.
I imagined touching, feeling, and fondling her huge, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her big, erect nipples. I imagined feeling her firm naked ass before fingering her warm and wet pussy. I imagined rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy while continuing to make out with her. While watching and hearing her having a sexual orgasm, I imagined masturbating my cousin. I imagined making Scarlett cum. I imagined her screaming my name.
'Luke! Luke! Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck my pussy deeper. Press my G spot, Luke. Press my G spot. That's it, Luke! That's it! Luke! Luke! You're going to make me cum. Don't stop masturbating me. Please don't stop. I'm cumming, Luke. I'm cumming,' I imagined Scarlett excitedly saying.
I imagined her closing her eyes, arching her back, and stiffening her legs. Then, falling silent while relaxing on her pillow, I imagined Scarlett enjoying the afterglow of sex. I couldn't wait to give her a second, sexual orgasm, this time with my tongue. I couldn't wait to eat my cousin's pussy.
# # #
'Alas,' I thought. 'Nothing more than a sexual, masturbation fantasy, my cousin would never romantically kiss me never mind French kissing me. She'd never allow me to touch and feel her through her clothes. She'd never allow me to undress her. She'd never allow me to strip her naked. She'd never allow me to masturbate her never mind eat her pussy.'
She'd slap my face and push me away, if I dared tried to touch and feel her through her clothes. Forget about undressing her and stripping her naked, she'd never allow me to have my wicked, sexual way with her beautiful, naked body. If ever I tried removing her clothes, she'd knee me in the testicles. She'd not only tell her mother but also, she'd tell my mother that I was sexually and inappropriately fresh with her.
Filled with horniness, sexual frustration, and incestuous desire, always masturbating over my cousin, at least I had my wicked, sexual way with her in my masturbation fantasies. When stroking my erect prick over the sexual thoughts of my cousin, I imagined slowly removing her blouse one slow button at a time. Again, before unbuttoning the next button, I imagined looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed. I imagined seeing the tops of her abundant breasts, her low-cut bra, and her long line of sexy cleavage.
Not ending my masturbation session there, once unbuttoning her blouse, I imagined pushing it all the way open to expose her big, white brassiere. I imagined feeling her huge breasts and erect nipples through her sexy bra. Then, removing her blouse, I imagined staring at her big, white, and low-cut brassiere. I imagined slowly sliding my index finger down her long line of sexy cleavage. Finally, ready to see her huge, naked breasts, I imagined reaching around her to remove her lacy bra.
As if I didn't have the secret combination, a bra that would baffle a safecracker, I imagined struggling to unhook the three hooks of her 36, double D, cup bras that held her breasts in place. Finally, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I imagined unhooking her bra. With my eyes glued to her long line of lovely cleavage, I imagined removing one, bra strap from her arm before removing her other bra strap from her other arm.
Then, imagining Scarlett holding her bra cups in place with her hands, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, again, I imagined my cousin removing her bra to reveal her naked breasts. I imagined her enormous, naked breasts slowly falling from her bra cups in view of my horny eyes. Now, that I had imagined and masturbated over seeing my cousin topless, not stopping there, I imagined removing her short skirt.
# # #
As if she was a delicate work of art or an expensive, one of a kind, Christmas gift given to me to unwrap, I imagined unbuttoning her skirt. Then, with trembling fingers, I imagined slowly unzipping her skirt to reveal the side view and the color of her panties. Finally, with her cooperating with me to remove her clothes and strip her naked, I imagined Scarlett lifting up her buttocks from the sofa for me to remove her skirt.
Taking her all in, I imagined staring at my nearly, naked cousin in her panties. I couldn't stare long enough and hard enough at her huge breasts, her pink, erect nipples, and her symmetrical areolas. I loved her giant-sized breasts. In the way that I stared at Scarlett's naked breasts, I stared at her white, sheer, bikini panties. I couldn't wait to imagine seeing her without her panties. I couldn't wait to imagine having sex with her.
I continued masturbating myself to the imagined image of my cousin without her clothes. Not believing all that I imagined seeing of her through her sheer panties while stroking my cock faster and stroking my prick harder, I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at the patch of red, trimmed, pubic hair that I could clearly see through her panties.
Lastly, again, as if there was a final drumroll going off in my head, I imagined slowly, sexily, and seductively removing her panties. In the way that she lifted her buttocks for me to remove her short skirt, I imagined her lifting her buttocks, again, for me to remove her panties. In the way that I imagined staring at her naked breasts, I imagined staring at her red, trimmed, naked pussy. I stroked myself faster and harder while I imagined seeing my cousin's, naked pussy.
'I'd love to see Scarlett naked. I'd love to see my cousin without her clothes,' I thought while continuing to masturbate myself.
Even if it was only in my horny imagination, I couldn't believe that I imagined seeing Scarlett's, naked cunt. Albeit in my sexually frustrated mind, the thought of imagining my cousin naked and her wanting to have sex with me made me want to continue masturbating myself. I couldn't believe that I had imagined seeing my cousin topless. I couldn't believe that I imagined seeing her naked. I couldn't believe that I was about to masturbate over having sex with my cousin, yet again.
# # #
While making out with my cousin, I imagined rubbing her clit. I imagined finger fucking her pussy. I imagined masturbating my cousin. I imagined giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers while continuing to make out with her.
Hoping that my dreams and my masturbation fantasies would come true, I couldn't wait to give Scarlett a sexual orgasm with my fingers. I couldn't wait to see and hear her cum. Making her fall in love with me and making her become sexually dependent on me, I couldn't wait to make her my woman.
'Luke,' I imagined her say. 'Rub my clit harder. Rub my clit faster. Fuck me deeper with your finger. Don't stop. Please, don't stop masturbating me. I'm cumming, Luke. I'm cumming,' I imagined my cousin saying before she had her first sexual orgasm.
While she enjoyed the afterglow of sex, I imagined holding her after I had given her sexual pleasure. I imagined continuing to make out with her while I continued stroking my prick. I imagined masturbating my cousin and giving her a sexual orgasm while I continued masturbating myself.
'If only I could kiss Scarlett, I would. If only I could make out with my cousin while touching and feeling her through her clothes, I would. If only I could strip her naked and have sex with her, I'd be the happiest man in the world,' I thought.
# # #
My favorite person to masturbate over, I continued stroking my big, erect dick, while imagining undressing her again. I stroked myself faster and harder while imagining her standing before me naked again. Continuing to stroke myself faster and harder, I imagined her in her bra and panties. I imagined her topless. I imagined her naked. I imagined making out with my cousin while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. I imagined having sex with Scarlett.
While continuing to masturbate myself, before wrapping her long, manicured fingers around my erect penis, I imagined her fondling the head of my naked dick while staring at my naked cock. I imagined her taking my big, hard prick in her soft, warm hand to slowly stroke my erect cock. I imagined her staring down at my naked dick in the way that I imagined staring at her naked breasts and her naked pussy.
I imagined her staring up at me and smiling while I imagined her stroking me faster. I imagined her stroking me harder. I imagined my cousin enjoying stroking my hard cock as much as I enjoyed her stroking my big prick. I imagined her masturbating me. I imagined Scarlett giving me a hand job. I imagined cumming for her.
Then, something that I had always imagined her doing whenever masturbating myself, I imagined Scarlett blowing me. With her long, beautiful, lush, red hair cascading down over my pubic area, I imagined her leaning forward to take me in her mouth to suck my cock while staring up at me with her beautiful, green eyes. I imagined my cousin stroking my cock while sucking my cock.
I imagined her wanting to blow me as much as I wanted her to blow me. I imagined her stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. I imagined cumming in my cousin's mouth. I imagined her swallowing my cum.
'Oh, my God. My sexual fantasy come true, if only Scarlett would blow me, I'd love to watch her sucking my cock. If only I could cum in her beautiful mouth, I'd love to cum in her beautiful mouth,' I thought. 'I'd love to watch her swallow my cum.'
Then, after cumming in her mouth, as soon as I imagined her removing the pressure of her lips from my erect prick, I imagined ejaculating a second load of cum all over my cousin's pretty face, in her beautiful, red hair, and across her enormous, naked breasts. I imagined my cum dripping from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her lips, her chin, and her naked breasts. I imagined giving Scarlett a cum bath.
Her special reward for a blowjob well done, I imagined her laughing that I had ejaculated a load of cum all over her. I imagined her scooping up my cum with her fingertips and taking gobs of cum in her mouth to swallow. It was one thing for my cousin to blow me, yet, it was quite another thing for her to allow me to cum in her mouth.
Then, again, it was not only something else for her to swallow me but also it was something else entirely for me to give my cousin a cum bath. As if I owned her, I defiled her by ejaculating my cum all over her. I'd love to make Scarlett my woman by having incestuous sex with her. I'd love for her to suck my cock as much as I'd love to lick her pussy.
# # #
Not all one way, as sexually generous as I imagined my cousin being with me, I imagined being sexually generous with her. I imagined returning the favor of her giving me oral sex by giving her oral sex. I imagined positioning myself between her long, shapely legs while enjoying the aroma of her musky scent.
With her already wet, so very wet, I imagined fingering her red, trimmed pussy while licking my cousin's cunt. While continuing to masturbate myself, I imagined eating Scarlett's pussy. I imagined licking her faster and licking her harder. I imagined not stopping eating her pussy until she had her second, sexual orgasm.
'Luke! Luke! Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. You're going to make me cum, again. You're going to make me cum,' I imagined her saying while I continued licking and fingering her beautiful, red pussy. 'Lick me harder, Luke. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Luke. I'm cumming,' I imagined Scarlett saying.
Yet, not stopping with just stripping her naked and her giving me a blowjob, I imagined eating my cousin's cunt while I continued masturbating myself. As soon as I gave her a second, sexual orgasm, I imagined her closing her eyes, stiffening her legs, and arching her back again while cumming. Then, once she had her sexual orgasm from me giving her oral sex, I imagined her remaining silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex again.
Once again, not sexually stopping there, waiting to give her a second, sexual orgasm by eating her pussy and a third, sexual orgasm after masturbating her and eating her, I continued giving her oral sex. I licked her clit faster. I licked her pussy harder. I fingered her pussy deeper. I imagined that it didn't take her as long the second time from me giving her oral sex as it took for her to cum the first time that I gave her oral sex.
'Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Yes, right there. That's it. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming, Luke. I'm cumming,' I imagined Scarlett saying. 'Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!'
I imagined her closing her eyes again. Then, I imagined her stiffening her legs and arching her back. Finally, remaining silent again, I moved up to hold her while she enjoyed the afterglow of sex.
# # #
I imagined giving her multiple, sexual orgasms not only with my fingers but also with my tongue. I imagined eating my cousin's beautiful pussy not once but twice. In the way that she orally had made love to me, I imagined making oral love to her.
Then, something that I had dreamed of doing, I imagined mounting Scarlett while making out with her. I imagined her reaching down between my legs to position my stiff prick by her wet pussy. I imagined making sweet, passionate love to her. I imagined having sexual intercourse with my cousin.
Finally, as if we were both wild animals during the mating season, humping her faster and humping her harder, I imagined fucking her. I imagined fucking my cousin, Scarlett, while continuing to masturbate myself. I imagined fucking her fast enough and hard enough to give her a fourth, sexual orgasm, this time with my cock.
'Luke! Luke! I'm cumming. I'm cumming again. Don't stop fucking me. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Luke. I'm cumming,' I imagined my cousin saying before falling silent again to enjoy the afterglow of sex again.
Even if it was only in my imagination while I played with myself, I imagined giving Scarlett four, sexual orgasms, one when I masturbated her, a second and third one when I ate her, and a fourth one when I fucked her. Something that I had always wanted to do, I had sexual intercourse with my cousin. Again, something that I had always wanted to do, I not only had sex with my cousin but also, I made love to her.
Then, not done there, I fucked my cousin fast enough and hard enough again to give her another sexual orgasm. If giving her five sexual orgasms wasn't enough for her to fall in love with me, then I didn't know how else to make her fall in love with me. Sadly, knowing that my cousin would never fall in love with me, masturbating myself while imagining that she would was all that I had.
# # #
Something so forbidden to do, I knew that I'd never have sex with Scarlett. Then, when she married, I knew that I'd never marry my cousin. Yet, now that we're older, with her no longer married, and unable to have children, as long as she felt the same way about me that I felt about her, there was nothing stopping us from reconnecting again. There was nothing stopping her from having a sexual relationship with me and marrying me.
Especially, now that she's unable to have children, there's nothing stopping us from having a romantic romance. Now that she's divorced, unless she's against first cousins having incestuous sex and marrying, there's nothing stopping us from marrying one another. I'd love to marry Scarlett more than anything else and anyone else on the planet. I'd love to be with her for the rest of my life.
If she agreed to my marriage proposal, I'd marry her. I'd definitely marry my first cousin. I'd make her my lawfully, wedded wife.
With half of the states allowing first cousins to marry, including Massachusetts, and with us already living in Boston, in order to avoid any shame and/or embarrassment, I'd live somewhere that no one knows that we're first cousins. I probably move to western Massachusetts. I'd move to Springfield, the city of homes, or to another state that allowed first cousins to marry. I wouldn't care where I lived as long as I was with Scarlett.
Yet, what would our relatives say about us not only having a sexual relationship with one another but also marrying? Jumping way ahead of myself, my cousin would never marry me. Of course, I loved my cousin and she loved me but did she love me in the way that a woman loved a man? Unfortunately, she may not love me in the romantic way that a man loved a woman but in the way that a cousin loved a cousin. I hoped that I wasn't doomed to be without the love of my life, my cousin.
Yet, long before she was married, the romantic idea of marrying my cousin was materialized as a possibility when I escorted her to her senior prom. My romantic and sexual connection to her all started there. I knew that as soon as I was alone with her and talking to her that I was deeply in love with her. I knew that as soon as I slow danced with her that, somehow and in some way, I wanted to make her my wife. Hoping she felt the same way, I hoped she'd agree to marrying me.
To be continued...
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Filling in for her boyfriend, 19-year-old Luke takes his 19-year-old cousin, Scarlett, to her senior prom.
K-I-S-S-I-N-G Kissing Cousins, Reviewed, Reread, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter #1:
Something so forbidden to do, I knew that I'd never have sex with Scarlett. Then, when she married, I knew that I'd never marry my cousin. Yet, now that we're older, with her no longer married, and unable to have children, as long as she felt the same way about me that I felt about her, there was nothing stopping us from reconnecting again. There was nothing stopping her from having a sexual relationship with me.
Especially, now that she's unable to have children, there's nothing stopping us from having a romantic romance. I'd love to make love to my cousin. I'd love to fuck her.
Now that she's divorced, unless she's against first cousins having incestuous sex and marrying, there's nothing stopping us from marrying one another. I'd love to marry Scarlett more than anything else and anyone else on the planet. I'd love to be with her for the rest of my life.
If she agreed to my marriage proposal, I'd marry her. I'd definitely marry my first cousin. I'd make her my lawfully, wedded wife. I'd live and love her forever, until death do us part.
With half of the states allowing first cousins to marry, including Massachusetts, and with us already living in Boston, in order to avoid any shame and/or embarrassment, I'd live somewhere that no one knows that we're first cousins. I probably move to western Massachusetts. I'd move to Springfield, the city of homes, or to another state that allowed first cousins to marry. I wouldn't care where I lived as long as I was with Scarlett.
Yet, what would our relatives say about us not only having a sexual relationship with one another but also marrying? Jumping way ahead of myself, my cousin would never marry me. Of course, I loved my cousin and she loved me but did she love me in the way that a woman loved a man? Unfortunately, she may not love me in the romantic way that a man loved a woman but in the way that a cousin loved a cousin. I hoped that I wasn't doomed to be without the love of my life, my cousin, Scarlett.
Yet, long before she was married, the romantic idea of marrying my cousin materialized as a possibility when I escorted her to her senior prom. My romantic and sexual connection to her all started there. I knew that as soon as I was alone with her and talking to her that I was deeply in love with her. I knew that as soon as I slow danced with her that, somehow and in some way, I wanted to make her my wife. Hoping she felt the same way, I hoped she'd agree to marrying me.
# # #
Chapter #2: K-I-S-S-I-N-G Kissing Cousins
It all started when Scarlett's prom date cancelled because he broke his leg playing football. With her already having bought the prom tickets and bought her beautiful, prom dress, my cousin asked me to take his place. She asked me to take her to the senior prom.
How could I say no? I was so excited to take Scarlett to her prom. Even though this really wasn't an official date, I've always wanted to date my cousin. Yet, taking her to her senior prom would be the closest way that I could date my cousin, even, if only for one night.
If nothing else, giving me something to masturbate over when masturbating over imagining my cousin naked and having sex with me, something that I've never done, I've always wanted to romantically hold Scarlett in my arms. Again, something that I've never done, with one arm around her shoulders, with my other arm around her waist, and our lips mere inches apart, I've always wanted to slow dance with her. With us always surrounded by friends and family, I've always wanted to be alone with her. I've always wanted to confess how I truly felt about her.
With no one knowing and/or thinking that I was sexually attracted to my cousin, the perfect time to hold her and slow dance with her was during her senior prom. The perfect time to be alone with her was after the prom. A no brainer, I eagerly agreed to take Scarlett to her prom. I couldn't wait to finally be alone with her to talk to her and to laugh with her without receiving dirty looks from my mother and my aunt.
As if we were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of cousins, we danced all night. As if we were lovers, I finally held my cousin while slow dancing with her. We talked about everything. We laughed over nothing. Not only were we cousins but also, we were friends, best friends.
We discussed our favorite books, movies, and television programs. We discussed our favorite foods and what we did to exercise. With us having a lot in common, including our birth signs, both Leos, we had a wonderful time together. Then, when it was time to drive her home, she said something that made my heart skip a beat and something that hardened my cock.
Never have I felt as close to Scarlett as I felt that night. Never have I loved her as much as I loved her that night. In the way that she looked at me and smiled at me, I wanted to kiss her.
I wished she was my girlfriend instead of my cousin. If we were boyfriend and girlfriend, I'd be kissing her. I'd be making out with her. I'd be French kissing her while touching and feeling her through her prom dressed. In the way that I've done with all my prom dates, I'd be having sex with her tonight. I'd be having sex with my cousin.
# # #
Then, she said something that I never expected her to say.
"Brian said that he wanted to take me to Lover's Lane after the prom," said Scarlett looking at me innocently with her big, green eyes.
'Lover's Lane,' I thought? 'What? With my cousin? Is Scarlett hinting that she wanted me to take her to lover's lane? Seriously? Why? I'd love to be alone with her at Lover's Lane.'
As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that my cousin wanted me to take her to Lover's Lane. Does she know what happens at Lover's Lane? Does she want me to kiss her? Was she hoping that I'd make out with her? Is she hoping to have sex with me in the way that I'm hoping to have sex with her?
'Forget about having sex with my cousin, she'd never even kiss me in the romantic sort of way that Brian kissed her,' I thought. 'She'd never kiss me in the way that I've dreamt about kissing her. Even if she did kiss me on the lips, she'd never allow me to part her lips and French kiss her.'
My sexual fantasy come true; I'd love to kiss my cousin. I'd love to make out with her. I'd love to part her red, full lips, with my tongue, and French kiss her while touching her and feeling her everywhere through her beautiful prom dress. I'll be masturbating about doing just that tonight. I'll be masturbating over imagining Scarlett naked and having sex with her.
'No, this is my cousin, not my girlfriend,' I thought. Again, I'm dreaming. She'd never kiss me, especially French kiss me. Something so forbidden for me to do, she'd never allow me to touch and feel her through her dress,' I thought. 'Nevertheless, I wished that I could feel her big breasts through her prom dress while making out with her.'
I stared at her while wishing she was my girlfriend. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. I loved Scarlett. Never have I been as sexually attracted to a woman as much as I was sexually attracted to my cousin. I loved her. I truly loved her.
'Yet, if I tried something so sexually stupid as trying to touch and feel her while kissing her, she'd slap me across my face and walk home. If I dared make a sexual pass at her, telling our friends and our family the inappropriate, sexual things that I tried to do, ruining our close relationship, she'd never forgive me. She'd never talk to me again. As much as I wanted to, I can't kiss my cousin. I don't dare touch and feel her through her clothes.'
# # #
Scarlett gave me a soulful look. She looked at me with her beautiful, pleading eyes. Again, unable to help myself, I imagined taking her in my arms and kissing my cousin. I imagined parting her lips with my tongue and French kissing her. Only, something that would never happen, I imagined her returning my French kiss with her deep, wet kiss. I imagined touching and feeling her huge, double D, cup breasts through her beautiful, prom dress while making out with her.
"I don't want to go home, yet, Luke. It's still early. Can we go there to see the view? Please? Pretty please," she asked while smiling at me and expecting me to say yes? "I was so looking forward to seeing the view when Brian said that he'd take me to Lover's Lane."
How could I say no? No matter what Scarlett asked me to do, I'd never say no to her. I'd love to be alone with my cousin at Lover's Lane while pretending that I was her boyfriend and she was my girlfriend instead of us being cousins. Who knows between the romantic view and the moonlight, something magical may happen.
Who knows, maybe, she'd allow me to kiss her, I hoped. After kissing her, I'd apologize profusely for kissing her but at least, giving me plenty to masturbate over later, I'd finally know what it's like to romantically kiss my cousin. Only, I hoped to God that she didn't tell her mother or tell my mother that I kissed her. Even worse, I hoped she didn't tell my friends or her friends that I romantically kissed my cousin. Lastly, I hoped she didn't tell Brian that I kissed her.
'If I dare tried to kiss her,' I thought. 'She'd slap my face. Running the risk of alienating my cousin, she'd never talk to me again. I'd ruin the close relationship that I enjoyed with Scarlett. The last thing that I want is for her to hate me.'
# # #
Yet, a vision of sexual temptation, she looked so beautiful with her long, red, lush hair perfectly coiffed. Complimenting the color of her beautiful, green eyes, she looked so sexy wearing a low-cut, emerald, green dress that showed her shapely figure and her long line of sexy cleavage. Sexually lusting over my cousin, this wasn't the first time that I looked at her while imagining kissing her. Every time I'm with her, I imagined taking her in my arms and kissing her.
Again, I'll be masturbating tonight over imagining her naked and having sex with her. I've masturbated over my cousin dozens of times while imagining making out with her, and touching and feeling her huge, double D cup breasts through clothes. I love her big tits. I've masturbated over imagining slowly undressing her. I've masturbated over imagining stripping her naked.
I've masturbated over seeing her naked breasts, touching her naked breasts, feeling her naked breasts, and sucking her erect nipples. I've masturbated over having forbidden sex with Scarlett. I've masturbated over her stroking my cock while sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth. Only, nothing more than my sexual fantasies that I masturbated over when thinking of my cousin, I'd be lucky if she allowed me to kiss her. Truthfully, making my night, I'd be happy with just kissing her.
Yet, none of that would ever happen. Forget about having sex with my cousin, she'd never even allow me to kiss her. Sex between first cousins was forbidden. Besides, she loved Brian. He was her man. He was her fiancé. She had plans to marry him. When she thought of romance, she thought of Brian. No doubt, the last person she thought of having sex with was me, her cousin.
"Sure," I'd said ready to say anything to stay out with my cousin longer. "I'll take you to Lover's Lane. I'd love to see the view, too. It's so scenically beautiful there."
# # #
Entrusting me not to scratch, dent, or have an accident with his car, my father allowed me to use his beloved, shiny black, 2011 Lincoln Town Car, the last year of the Lincoln Town Car, to take Scarlett to the prom. A lot bigger than my Mustang GT, a huge gunboat, it had something that my Mustang didn't have. The Lincoln had a huge and comfortable backseat.
In case I got lucky with my cousin, as if I ever would, I pulled in a parking space that was isolated from the other cars and concealed by low hanging branches of trees. The scent of her Ambush perfume drove me wild. Her red, full, lipstick, clad lips glistened in the moonlight. A beautiful woman, she was even more beautiful in her prom dress with her hair done and makeup perfectly applied. Breathtaking, needing to take the image of her home with me to masturbate over her again tonight, I couldn't stop staring at Scarlett.
"We'd be more comfortable in the backseat," she said surprising me and as if reading my mind.
'I wanted to suggest that,' I thought.
But I feared that she'd think me too forward and sexually inappropriate for me to suggest that we move to the backseat. Not wanting her to think that I was hoping to get fresh with her, I kept my thought about climbing in the backseat with her to myself. Even though we had plenty of room in the front seat, even with the steering wheel and the armrest in the way, it wasn't as nearly comfortable as the backseat. She squirmed in her prom dress within the tighter confines of the front passenger seat of the Lincoln.
Besides, to be honest, I couldn't wait to sit next to her. As if she's my girlfriend for the night, hopefully, she'd allow me to put my arm around her while holding her close. Something that I'll be dreaming about doing tonight, I hoped beyond hope that I could kiss her. I'd love to kiss Scarlett. With there so much in a kiss, if she allowed me to kiss her, I'll be masturbating over kissing my cousin tonight, tomorrow morning, and for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
"Okay," I said again. "The backseat would be more comfortable. It's too bad this car didn't come with a moonroof, then, we could look at the stars. We can still see the stars by looking out the windshield," I said.
I opened my driver's side door and, as if I was her chauffeur, I ran around the car to open her front passenger side door. I gave her my hand to help her alight from the car. So as not to bump her head, she ducked her head to alight from the front passenger seat of the car.
Careful not to bump her head, she rewarded my gentlemanly manners by leaning forward as she emerged from the front seat. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, she gave me a down, dress view of the tops of her massive breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. Like her mother and my mother, my cousin had enormous breasts. I loved big tits, the bigger the better. I loved my cousin's enormous breasts.
Having seen my mother's enormous breasts when I walked in her bedroom without knocking when she was topless, I saw my aunt's huge naked breasts when she was sunbathing topless in our backyard. With me spying out my bedroom window while masturbating over seeing my aunt's naked tits, no one knew that I was home. With big breasted women running in my family, I loved Scarlett's big tits as much as I love my mother's and my aunt's huge breasts.
'Wow,' I thought while watching her climb out of the car. 'Scarlett has huge tits. I wonder if her breasts look like my mother's and my aunt's naked breasts. I'd love to see her naked breasts.'
While staring at all that I could see of her breasts, I loved her big, bouncing breasts. I wished that I could touch them. I wished that I could feel them. I wished I could fondle them. I wished that I could see them. I wished I could suck her nipples while having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts. No doubt, Brian, the lucky duck that he is, had already touched, felt, fondled, and saw her naked breasts while sucking her big, erect nipples,' I thought.
# # #
I opened the rear door for her while hoping that she'd reward me with another down dress view of her enormous breasts. Surprisingly, she did give me another down dress view of her long line of cleavage while leaning forward to sit sideways on the rear passenger backseat and before swiveling to get into the car. I stared at the tops of her meaty breasts that overflowed her bra as if she was wearing a pushup bra. Making my mouth water with sexual desire, I stared at her long, sexy line of cleavage again.
Then, sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she pulled up the hem of her dress, as if her prom dress was her wedding dress and she was a bride sitting in a limousine. Before sitting on the seat, she pushed her dress behind her so as not to sit on it and wrinkle it. While facing me, when she lifted her long, shapely leg and turned to climb in the backseat of the car, she spread her knees wide open. After giving me two, down dress views of her breasts, she gave me an up dress view of bright white, sheer panties.
'I'm not only seeing Scarlet's panties but also, I'm seeing her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her red patch of trimmed pubic hair through her sheer, white panties. I'll definitely be masturbating over all that I'm seeing of my cousin tonight and for the rest of my life,' I thought. 'I love my cousin's pussy as much as I love her breasts.'
Having never seen anything of my cousin before, if seeing a down dress view of my cousin's huge breasts wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that I saw an up dress peek of her white, sheer panties. With me a voyeur and with my horny eyes attuned to seeing such things, I stared at all that I was seeing and all that she was showing. In an unintentional flash while she made herself comfortable in the backseat, I continued staring at her panties as if I had never seen panties before.
With her continuing to fiddle with her dress to not wrinkle it, I continued staring at all that I could see down and up my cousin's prom dress. I not only stared at the tops of her breasts and her cleavage, I stared at her white, sheer panties. If my cousin wasn't hot and sexy enough, seeing a down dress view of her breasts and an upskirt peek of her panties gave me an erection.
Glad that she suggested that I take her to Lover's Lane, not only did my cousin give me an unintentional down dress view of her huge breasts but also she gave me an up dress peek of her panty clad pussy. Again, after never having seen anything of my cousin before, I couldn't believe how much that I was seeing of her now. Again, I'll be masturbating over seeing my cousin's cleavage and her panties tonight and tomorrow morning.
'Brian is such a lucky man to have a woman like her in his life. I wished that I was Brian. I hate him.'
# # #
With the Lincoln having huge, oversized rear doors, my father had the extended wheelbase version that gave the backseat an extra six inches of legroom. Even with my 6'2" frame and my long legs, with the front seat pushed all the way forward, I could stretch my legs all the way without touching the back of the front seat with my big, twelve inch feet. We had plenty of room to relax within the comfort of the Lincoln.
Again, as if we were still at the prom, we talked about everything and laughed over nothing. Then, surprising me, as if I was her boyfriend instead of her cousin, Scarlett leaned into me, looked up at me with those big, green, beautiful eyes, and kissed me. She kissed me. My cousin kissed me. Stunned, I couldn't believe that she kissed me. She didn't give me a peck on the cheek, she gave me a real kiss.
Literally in shock, I couldn't believe that Scarlett kissed me. The first time that my cousin kissed me, she kissed me not on the cheek but on the lips. As if I was her prom date, which I was, instead of her cousin, I couldn't believe that my cousin kissed me. Not knowing what to do and/or what to say, I remained frozen in place.
"Thank you for taking me to my prom, Luke," she said while giving me a big smile.
Something so forbidden of me to do, and something that I wanted to do, surprising me again, when I returned her kiss with my kiss, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. Scarlett French kissed me. I couldn't believe that my cousin French kissed me. Something that I never expected her to do and something that was hard for me to wrap my head around, I made out with Scarlett. I couldn't believe that I made out with my cousin.



# # #
Then, with her full of surprises, she sexually surprised me by what she said next.
"You may touch me and feel me through my dress while kissing me, Luke," she said staring up at me with sexual arousal. "You may feel my breasts through my dress. That's what Brian would have done had he taken me to the prom and not broken his stupid leg. He would have felt my breasts through my dress while making out with me. He loved my big breasts. He's always grabbing my tits, groping them, feeling them, and fondling them," she said.
As if afraid of touching her enormous breasts for fear of getting an electrical shock, I paused while staring at her big tits through her beautiful dress. Not knowing where I should touch and/or how I should feel her, she removed my confused curiosity by taking my hand by my wrist and moving it to her breast. Something that I had always wanted to do, I couldn't believe that my cousin put my big hand on her dress and bra clad breast. I couldn't believe that I was feeling my cousin's huge tits while making out with her.
'I'm feeling my cousin's big tits while kissing her, French kissing her, and making out with her,' I thought. 'Her breasts are so big that they barely fit in the palm of my big hand. Her breasts feel as soft as they feel firm at the same time,' I thought. 'I love Scarlett's enormous tits.'
I couldn't believe that I was feeling Scarlett's huge breasts. If it wasn't enough that she kissed me, then, French kissed me, if it wasn't enough that we made out, now she put my hand on her breast. I'll never wash this hand again,' I thought.
Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, giving me more to masturbate over later, I felt and fondled her breasts through her dress and her bra. I felt one breast, and then her other breast. While continuing to make out with her, I continued feeling her gigantic tits through her clothes. I loved feeling my cousin's breasts as much as I loved kissing her lips. I'll be masturbating over making out with her and feeling her breasts through her prom dress for the rest of my horny life.
Then, when her big, erect nipples made their impressions known through her bra and her dress, hoping that she wouldn't slap my hand away, I fingered her nipples through her dress and her bra while returning her kisses with my kisses. I couldn't believe that Scarlett allowed me to continue making out with her while I felt and fondled her huge tits and fingered her erect nipples. Then, surprising me again, I couldn't believe that she asked me next. She asked me something that would give me plenty to masturbate over for the rest of my life.
# # #
"Would you like to see them, Luke," she asked while staring up at me in the moonlight with those beautiful, green eyes?
Filled with curiosity, I couldn't imagine what she wanted to show me and what she wanted me to see. Not believing that Scarlett would ask me if I wanted to see her naked breasts, I must have misunderstood her meaning. My cousin would never show me her naked breasts. Yet, wouldn't that be something if that was what she meant?
'Would I want to see my cousin's naked breasts? Fuck yeah. I definitely would love to see Scarlett's, gigantic, naked tits,' I thought.
"Pardon," I said looking up at her while lost in her eyes?
She laughed while cupping her breasts in the palms of her hands and lifting them through her low-cut dress and her bra as if offering them to me.
"My breasts, silly," she said with a laugh. "Would you like to see my tits," she asked while giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile? "I'll show you my naked breasts if you want to see them. Brian loved seeing my tits. Would you like to see my tits, Luke?"
'Would I like to see my cousin's tits? I couldn't believe she asked me if I wanted to see her naked breasts. Of course, I'd love to see Scarlett's naked breasts,' I thought. 'I'll be masturbating over not only making out with my cousin, feeling her tits, fingering her nipples through her dress and her bra but now, I'll be masturbating over seeing her naked breasts for the rest of my horny life.'
I stared down at her fully clothe breasts as if she was already topless. I could feel my cock throbbing. I could feel my prick erecting and pulsating with the sexual anticipation of seeing my cousin's naked breasts.
"Seriously? Are you kidding me? I'd love to see your breasts, Scarlett," I said never removing my eyes from her big impressions that her breasts made in her prom dress.
# # #
I watched her reach behind her back to partially unzip her dress. I watched her remove her left arm from her dress sleeve. Then, I watched her remove her right arm from her dress sleeve. As if there was a drumroll going off in my head, and as if she was a stripper instead of my cousin, I held my breath while watching her slowly and sexily lower the front of her dress.
Unable to stop staring, she exposed her big, white, sexy, low-cut brassiere to my horny eyes. I stared at her as if I had never seen a woman in her bra before. She wore the biggest bra that I had ever seen.
I stared at her long line of sexy cleavage until I started going cross-eyed. The size and the shape of her huge breasts through her bra were clearly visible. I could even see her pink nipples and her darker pink, symmetrical areolas peeking through the sheer, lace fabric of her big, white brassiere. Then, not done sexually surprising me, she said something else to make my erect cock throb and pulsate.
"You may touch and feel my breasts through my bra while continuing to kiss me," she said. "I love having my breasts felt through my bra while I'm being kissed. That's what Brian would have done if he was here. If he had taken me to my prom, he'd be feeling my breasts through my bra right now while making out with me," she said while expecting me to feel her big tits through her bra while continuing to make out with her.
Not having to ask me twice, I touched her big tits. I felt her big tits. I fondled her big tits. I fingered her erect nipples through her bra. If it wasn't hot enough making out with my cousin while French kissing her, it was even hotter making out with her while feeling her breasts through her bra.
Thinking that she'd never dare show me her naked breasts, with her making all of the sexual moves, I held my breath while watching her release the clasp on her front snapping bra. Again, if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, with my eyes bulging out of my head, I watched her huge, naked breasts slowly fall into sight. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my cousin's naked tits, her erect nipples, and her symmetrical areolas.
'I'm seeing Scarlett's naked breasts. I can't believe that I'm seeing my cousin's huge, naked tits,' I thought. 'They're so big. They're so shapely. She has beautiful breasts. Shapelier breasts than Christina Hendricks and Sofia Vergara's F cup breasts, better than the breasts of any Playboy, playmate model, better breasts than Jenny McCarthy's big tits, she had the best breasts that I've ever seen.'
Unable to remove my eyes from her giant, naked breasts, and erect nipples, I couldn't wait to touch them. I couldn't wait to feel them. I couldn't wait to fondle them. If she allowed me, I couldn't wait to suck her nipples.
# # #
"Don't be shy, Luke," she said with a sexy laugh while taking a big breath and pushing out her chest. "I need to use you to sow my wild oats before I marry Brian," she said.
Not knowing what she meant exactly by telling me that she needed to use me to sow her wild oats, she gave me a big smile.
'Is my cousin wanting to have sex with me? Is that what she meant by using me to sow her wild oats,' I wondered?
"You may touch and feel my tits. I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered," she said. "Brian loved feeling my naked tits and fingering my erect nipples."
'Brian. Brian. Brian. She made me wish that I was Brian,' I thought. 'Only, with her allowing me to do everything that she had allowed him to do, I was glad that we were cousins.'
Obediently obeying my cousin, I touched her tits. I felt her tits. I fondled her tits. Then, I fingered her erect nipples. I pulled them. I turned them. I twisted her nipples to her sexual delight. Then, still sexually surprising me, she said something else that sexually shocked me.
"Suck my nipples, Luke. I want you to suck my nipples," she said while not done sexually surprising me. "I love having my nipples sucked. If Brian was here, he'd be sucking my nipples," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
I leaned forward and took her nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other. I sucked Scarlett's nipples while fondling her enormous breasts. She put a gentle hand to the back of my head while running her long, manicured fingers through my hair. Then, while I continued fondling her naked breasts, fingering her nipples, and sucking her nipples, she sexually surprised me, yet, again.
She felt my growing erection through my pants. My cousin touched my cock through my pants. I couldn't believe that Scarlett felt my erect cock through my pants. Something that I never expected her to do, I couldn't believe that my cousin fingered my erection through my pants. Making me even more sexually excited, she rubbed the head of my cock with her fingertips.
'If it's not enough that my cousin flashed me a down dress of her breasts, and an up dress of her panties, then, she kissed me. Not stopping there, she French kissed me and made out with me. Then, she asked if I wanted to not only feel her tits while kissing her but also if I wanted to see her naked breasts, feel her naked breasts, finger her nipples, and suck her erect nipples. Now, she's feeling my erect cock through my pants.'
Then, she asked me the question that no man would say no to a beautiful woman asking him such a question.
"Would you like me to suck you, Luke," she asked looking at me with another sexy smile and another naughty look? "I can blow you if you want. I love sucking cock," she said. "I'd love to blow you, Luke."
I was stunned. Speechless, I didn't know what to say. I couldn't stop imagining my big prick buried in my cousin's mouth.
'My cousin asked me if I wanted her to suck my cock. Scarlett was willing to blow me,' I thought with great sexual excitement.
Then, she stunned me again by what she sexually said next.
"In the way that Brian ejaculated his cum in my mouth, if you want to cum in my mouth, too, I don't mind. Actually, I'd love you to cum in my mouth," she said. "As your special reward for taking me to my prom, I'd love to blow. I'd love to suck your cock while stroking your prick. I'd love you to cum in my mouth," she said while giving me another sexy smile and another naughty look. "I'd love to swallow your cum, Luke."
# # #
As if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, I watched Scarlett unbutton and unzip my pants. I lifted my ass from the car seat for her to pull my pants down to my knees. Then, the first time exposing myself to my cousin, she pulled down my underwear to expose my naked, erect prick.
Immediately, my big dick popped to attention. Proud of my big dick, my cock was so big. I was so hard. Never have I been as sexually excited as I was now while about to have my cousin blow me. She stared at my erect prick in the way that I stared at her naked breasts.
While I continued fondling her huge, naked breasts, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my stiff prick and slowly stroked my cock. Something that I never imagined she'd ever do; Scarlett masturbated me. I couldn't believe that my cousin masturbated me. I couldn't believe she was giving me a hand job.
Then, while staring up at me with those big, beautiful, green eyes, she leaned down and kissed my prick while licking my prick. Then, she took me in her mouth. With her hand still wrapped around my cock and while still stroking me, my cousin had my big dick in her mouth. She continued stroking me while sucking me and staring up at me. My cousin blew me. I couldn't believe she blew me. Something that I've always masturbated over her doing, Scarlett sucked my prick while stroking my prick.
"I've always been sexually attracted to you, Luke," she said removing my prick from her mouth to speak. "I've always wanted you to see my naked tits, feel my tits, and suck my nipples. I've always wanted to blow you. I've always wanted to suck your cock. I've always imagined you cumming in my mouth and swallowing your cum," she said.
She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. Seemingly, she was determined for me to cum in her beautiful mouth as much as I couldn't wait to cum in my cousin's mouth. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my cousin gave me a blowjob.
"Cum, Luke, cum. Cum in my mouth. Brian loved cumming in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth, too," she said. "I need to taste you. I need to swallow you."
Then, when she took me in her mouth again, I put a gentle hand to the back of her redhaired, beautiful head. Determined to cum in my cousin's mouth, obediently obeying her, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Not taking me long to cum, with Scarlett an incredible cocksucker, I explode a huge load of warm and oozy cum in her mouth.
Instead of spitting in a paper towel that I handed her, she swallowed. Scarlett swallowed my cum. I couldn't believe that my cousin blew me, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum. I'll be masturbating over her giving me a blowjob for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
Then, sexually surprising me, yet, again, she reached beneath her beautiful, prom dress and removed her panties. She threw her panties in my face for me to sniff them. She leaned back against the side of the car, moved one leg up on the seat behind me, and put her other foot on the floor of the car. Then, she lifted her shapely ass and pushed her prom dress all the way behind her back so as not to sit on it and wrinkle it. Finally, she spread her long, shapely legs wide open.
Something that I never expected to see, my cousin showed me her red, trimmed, naked pussy. I stared at her naked cunt. I couldn't believe that Scarlett exposed her beautiful pussy to me. Sexually excited enough that my cousin gave me a down dress view of her breasts and an up dress peek of her panties, I couldn't believe that she kissed me and French kissed me while making out with me.
I still can't believe Scarlett allowed me to feel her big breasts through her dress and bra before showing me her naked breasts and allowed me to touch them, feel them, and suck her nipples. If that wasn't enough, she blew me. My cousin stroked my cock while she sucked my cock. My sexual fantasy come true, she allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed my cum. Then, not done sexually surprising me, what she said next blew my mind.
"Eat me, Luke," she said. "Eat my pussy. If Brian was with me now, after I blew him, he'd return the sexual favor of me giving him oral sex by him giving me oral sex. Finger my pussy while licking my pussy," she said. "Give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and your tongue. Make me cum. I need to cum, Luke," she said.
I quickly pulled up my pants. Then, I grabbed a clean towel that I used when washing the car. I helped lift her to spread the towel beneath her and over the seat. Then, I leaned forward and made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. Ready for me to give her oral sex, she was already wet, so very wet.
I fingered her. I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her pussy. Then, I leaned all the way down and licked her pussy. I couldn't believe that I licked my cousin's cunt. I couldn't believe that I ate Scarlett's beautiful pussy. After she gave me oral sex and allowed me to cum in her mouth, I was determined to give her oral sex and a sexual orgasm.
While I continued fingering her while licking her, I reached up and felt and fondled her naked breasts. I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples again. I had my wicked, sexual way with her enormous, naked breasts while having my wicked, sexual way with her naked pussy.
"Luke," she said as if there was something wrong.
I looked up to see if there was and she put a heavy hand to the back of my head.
"Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. You're going to make me cum. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God, Luke. Oh, my God. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming, Luke. I'm cumming," she said arching her back, stiffening her long legs, and falling silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
I held her in my arms while still fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Then, when she opened her eyes, she said something that I'll remember for the rest of my life.
"Make love to me, Luke. Make love to your cousin," she said. "I need to feel you inside of me."
I looked at her with my mouth hanging open and my eyes bulging out of my head.
"I can't," I said.
She made a face and looked up at me with sexual disappointment.
"Why not," she asked?
I looked at her with horniness, sexual frustration, and sadness.
"I don't have protection. I didn't think that I'd needed a condom tonight," I said.
She laughed.
"That's okay. I'm on the pill," she said with a sexy laugh.
I quickly lowered my pants and underwear again. Then, I leaned forward and mounted my cousin. She reached her soft and warm hand down between my legs to position my stiff prick by her wet pussy.
With a gentle hump, I slipped inside of her. She returned my gentle hump with her gentle hump. While lovingly humping one another, we continued making out with one another. We made love. I made love to my cousin and she made love to me.
Then, as our humps grew faster and harder, steaming up every window of the Lincoln, I fucked my cousin. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. I fucked my cousin and she fucked me.
"Fuck me, Luke. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Luke. Fuck me," she said.
# # #
She married Brian within a year. She moved out of state when he got a better job opportunity. Then, after being married for nine-years, I heard through the family grapevine that he was divorcing her because she couldn't bare him children, namely a son.
I finally saw her again when she moved back to live with her mother. My heart skipped a beat as soon as I saw her. She looked as lovely as I remembered.
From that moment forward, we were friends, best friends. Always together, we went everywhere as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend or a married couple instead of cousins. I couldn't imagine a day going by without seeing Scarlet.
I asked her to move in with me and she agreed. Hopefully, the next step was marriage. With there a huge history of first cousin's marrying their first cousins, I wanted to marry my cousin and I hoped that she wanted to marry me, too.
THE END
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David confronts a thief brandishing a knife to retrieve a purse stolen from a lady.
Something that I never expected and that caught me by surprise, I witnessed a crime, at of all places, at the symphony. An affront to who I am, feeling personally violated, I was angered that he'd disrespect such a beautiful institution by defiling it with his common thievery. Not allowing the man to get away, ready to teach him a lesson, he was going down, and I'm the one to take him down.
As if I'm Denzel Washington as Robert McCall in the Equalizer, a highly trained commando, who gave victims the benefit and the satisfaction of his fair fight help, I decided to take matters into my own hands. Trained in Kenjutsu, not only the use of the samurai sword but also the knife, the stick, and the open hand arts. I'm disciplined and skilled in self-defense techniques. I'm always ready to put my skills to good use in real life situations even when facing a knife wielding thief.
# # #
It all started one bright and sunny day. The birds were singing and I was in a good mood. Tired of staying home and doing nothing, I wanted to do something different other than wandering my house. Bored to death, I needed to break my routine. An advertisement on television caught my interest. The informercial on Public Service television advertised symphonic DVD's given to donors for donations. The ad motivated me to attend the symphony.
Having never been to the symphony, something that I had always wanted to do, I've always wanted to go. Yet, hating to go alone, more enjoyable when going with a friend, I wished that I had someone to go with to the symphony. Thinking of all the people that I knew from my work, from my dojo, and from my past, I quickly scrolled through anyone that I thought who may be interested in going with me to the symphony.
Unfortunately, with everyone busy with their own lives, with work, with nagging wives, and with demanding children, no one came to mind. Having divorced my wife years ago, and with us not having any children, seemingly, I was the only one who had the free time enough to attend the symphony. Yet, no matter. Better off alone, I usually did everything alone.
I could donate to the symphony and send away for the DVD's. Then, when they arrived, I could stay home while watching the symphony on television and listening to the symphony on my speakers but I wanted to go there. I wanted to see the symphony in person.
Watching the symphony on television, even on a big screen television with speakers, is not nearly the same as being there. Hearing the orchestra playing their music on television is one thing but feeling the music wafting through the huge, concert hall live is something else entirely. As if something haunted me to go, I needed to go to the symphony.
A moving experience and a total body sensation, there's nothing else like it when listening to the symphony orchestra in person. The entire orchestra playing in unison in volume, in softness, and in perfect timing attacked my senses in the way of a Kenjutsu, live blade match. Even if I ventured there alone, I needed to attend the symphony.
# # #
Unfortunately, with me a loner, in recent years, more like a hermit while hiding in my house, I didn't have any friends. With my family continually moving around the country for my father's work, I found myself in a new school nearly every year. With me always the tallest boy in class, sticking out to show that I didn't belong there, not wanting anyone to know that I had a speech impediment, remaining silent instead of talking, it was hard for me to make new friends.
Kind of a nerd in high school, back then, before no bullying policies were established, when nerds were bullied and beaten up by jocks and popular kids, my height saved me. More intimidating than they were, I was taller than they were. Nonetheless, keeping to myself, I ate my lunch alone. Besides, I knew that I wouldn't be at that school long. I'd be transferring to a new school as soon as my father's company transferred him again.
Before personal computers, tablets, smartphones, and the Internet, with my pocket protector, my Texas instruments calculator, and my slide rule proudly displayed, even back then, I fit the bill as a nerd. Even now, especially now, with my life continuing in that lonely vein, sadly and depressingly, I had no one to ask to go to the symphony with me. Even though I searched my mind again thinking of someone who'd like to attend the symphony with me, I had no one to ask.
Preferably, my perfect date, I'd much rather go to the symphony with a woman, a beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman, than with a man. Only, I didn't have a woman in mind to ask. As shy as I was clumsy in introducing myself to the opposite sex, I wasn't smooth or suave in meeting women.
Picking up women was never my thing. Talking to women proved difficult. I don't know how I ever established and maintained a relationship with my ex-wife but, somehow, I did. Actually, now that I think about it, she was as much of a nerd as I was.
I'm not the kind of man that women would fall in love with at first sight, I wasn't the type of man who women dated. Not that I wasn't good looking, I was just inept when it came to the opposite sex. Not knowing what to say, with me not carrying my side of the interaction, the conversation always stalled before petering away. Cocktail parties were my social nightmares. More comfortable sitting in a chair in the corner while people watching, I'd rather remain silently aloof.
While waiting for women to approach me, unfortunately, unless they were a little drunk, they seldom made the first, sexual moves. Most women wanted to be swept off their feet and romanced by the words and/or the physical actions of men. With me awkwardly uncomfortable when trying to make conversation with the opposite sex, I didn't know how to do that.
Stumbling over my words, I never knew what to say. Always too nervous, I seldom made a good, first impression. I was never the one chosen to make a presentation at work.
Yet, now that I think of it, hard for me to believe, not dating after my divorce, never mind having a sexual relationship, I haven't had a date with a woman in fifteen-years. The last time that I had sex was when I danced with a woman at a bar. Even then, she made more moves to sexually seduce me than I made to sexually seduce her.
Perhaps, because I had a few drinks, and felt more relaxed than nervous, I danced as if I was John Travolta in Saturday Night Fever. I loved to dance. Surprisingly, with her taking the lead, she agreed to spend the night with me at my brother's house where I temporarily lived until I found my own place.
# # #
A bit depressing to admit, I was 50-years-old the last time that I had sex. Fifteen-years later, now that I'm 65-years-old, a big deal, a huge deal, I'm glad that I can still get and maintain an erection. Yet, getting and maintaining an erection, other than masturbating myself, isn't any good if I don't have a woman who's willing to have sex with me. Now that I'm considered elderly by AARP and Social Security standards, I wondered if I should hang around in front of a nursing home while hoping that my true love will emerge with her walker.
'I need a woman. I need to have sex,' I thought while thinking of all of the woman that I've seen on the street and even in my neighborhood that I feared to approach.
Even at my age, I'm still sexually shy and uncomfortable conversing with women. Even with my three degrees in Engineering, unless they share my love for engineering, my extensive education isn't of any help when bedding a woman. Perhaps, with me mingling by attending the symphony, I'll meet someone of interest to date.
'Who knows,' I thought? 'Maybe, I'll get lucky.'
I thought of my life passing me by. Where did the time go? No longer able to remember the name of the woman at the bar or the details of her naked body, as if it never happened, sex is just a distant memory. Fifteen-years is a long time to go without having sex other than masturbating myself.
Yet, a distant second, masturbation is not nearly the same as having a sexual relationship with a sexy and shapely, beautiful woman. Unfortunately, now that I'm older, the women who may be sexually attracted to me are short and fat and no longer interested in sex. With them all single mothers, they're just looking for someone to help them support their brood of children. Besides, someone who didn't take pride in their appearance enough to diet, exercise, and lose weight, is not my type of woman.
# # #
Nonetheless, a simple pleasure of life, and a way to get me out of the house and to socialize with people, a harmless adventure, I was excited about attending the symphony, even if I had to go alone. Having my food delivered, and other than going to the bank, still working from home, I haven't left my house in years. In the way that Howard Hughes lived on the entire, top floor of the Desert Inn in Las Vegas, when asked to leave by the owner, Moe Dalitz, because of the anticipated arrival of the 'high rollers,' Howard bought the hotel.
Sadly, I've become a recluse. In the way that Howard Hughes had a germ phobia and an obsession for cleanliness, I'll soon be walking around my house wearing a diaper and using empty, Kleenex boxes as slippers. Yet, before he lost his mind, something that I've yet to have, at least Howard Hughes had a varied and fulfilling, sex life. With him carrying on affairs with sixty-three famous women, I don't know how he found the time to build and fly the Spruce Goose.
He dated Jean Peters, Marlene Dietrick, Rita Hayworth, Virginia Mayo, Ann Miller, Ava Gardner, Yvonne De Carlo, Lana Turner, Gloria Vanderbilt, and Jane Russell. He also dated Shelley Winters, Cyd Charisse, Olivia de Havilland, Joan Fontaine, Gene Tierney, Bette Davis, Barbara Stanwyck, Katharine Hepburn, and Ingrid Bergman. Last but hardly not least, he dated Carole Lombard, Zsa Zsa Gabor, Ginger Rogers, Ida Lupino, Jean Harlow, Joan Crawford, Veronica Lake, Marilyn Monroe, and thirty-six other lesser known starlets. Howard was also rumored to have had sex with Cary Grant, David Bacon, and Errol Flynn.
Nonetheless, something new to be enthusiastic about and to look forward to, forgetting my sadness about not having had a sexual relationship in so very long, I was excited about going to the symphony. Something that I loved to experience, I couldn't wait to hear the symphonic, music of the orchestra live. Hoping that I didn't get a seat so far in the back that I couldn't see, I hoped to have a good look of the orchestra members playing their instruments.
# # #
'The symphony,' I thought as if I was a child going to a toy store or a candy store! 'I'm off to see the symphony,' I thought as if I was off to see the wizard in the Wizard of Oz!'
Just saying the symphony, a magical word, evoked a cacophony of rich, musical sounds to delight my ears and entertain my senses. I love most all types of music from pop to rock, to country, to R & B, to folk, to soul, to disco, to jazz, and to classical music. With music soothing the soul, and evoking passion in other things, the only music that I'm not a big fan of are marching bands.
Not an admirer of parades, I never developed an ear for big drums banging by me with legions of people marching, wearing uniforms, and playing songs that I've heard too many times. People wearing uniforms while marching evoked memories of Hitler and Nazi Germany. Now, people wearing uniforms while marching evoked memories of North Korea and Kim Jong-Un. Except for the marching bands, I do love the Macy's Day Parade with all of those huge balloons floating high up in the sky down New York's 34th Street.
Actually, the only people that I loved wearing uniforms, other than Hooter's female employees and Playboy Bunnies, are cheerleaders at professional football games. Now, they knew how to fill out a uniform. If they played symphonic music in the background, I could watch professional cheerleaders in their skimpy outfits, dancing, jumping, and leaping all day.
'Now that I think of it, something that would deliver more men to the symphony, how hot would that be to have cheerleaders doing their thing while the orchestra played in the background,' I thought?
Of course, not verbalizing their cheers while the orchestra played, they'd have to quietly jump and leap around the stage in the way of a sexy, ballet dancer. If the symphony had cheerleaders in the way that football games do, more men would want to buy tickets to the symphony.
# # #
'Honey, where are you going all dressed up in your good suit,' I imagined a wife asking her husband?
I imagined him giving her a big smile and a kiss on the cheek.
'I'm going to watch the cheerleaders, I mean, um, I'm going to listen to the symphony,' I imagined him saying.
I imagined his wife making a face.
'The symphony? You? Since when do you enjoy going to the symphony? Other than lusting over Heidi Klum and Sofia Vergara when watching America's Got Talent, the only thing that you watch on television is football. Maybe, I'd like to go, too,' I imagined her saying.
I imagined him running out the door.
'Next time, honey. Next time,' I imagined him saying as he left her behind. "I'm running late. I have to go. Bye."
# # #
Having fiddled with guitar and piano, I can play simple chords and songs on both instruments but I'm not a musician. I won't be going on America's Got Talent any day soon. Nonetheless, I appreciated the talent that the members of the orchestra had to have to be hired to play in the symphony. Especially when an orchestra comes together to play, between the strings, the brass, the woodwinds, the percussion, and the keyboards, rich and full, and unlike anything else, again, symphonic music is something that I could listen to all day.
Yet, unlike those rich people who dressed up to go to the symphony, I wasn't one of them. I've heard that some of the super wealthy bring a member of their staff to serve them champagne and canapes while sitting in their private boxes and booths. With them all seemingly having such a good time talking and laughing, and with me seated way in the back of the concert hall and out of sight, once again, I felt left out and isolated. Nonetheless, even at that great distance, because of the wonderful acoustics of the concert hall, the music of a full orchestra music is amazing.
With men in their black, custom tailored, and fitted tuxedos, and women in their long, beautiful, designer gowns, and with their hair and makeup professionally done, they sparkled by wearing their expensive jewelry. Seemingly, one thing that they had in common, they all had that rich smell of success by wearing their imported, French perfumes and colognes. Feeling underdressed, I wore my navy-blue suit with a light blue shirt and a matching tie. I sprayed on my fifteen-year-old Polo cologne that I hoped hadn't gone bad.
My best suit and my most expensive off-the-rack suit that I had hidden in the back of my closet, I wore this suit for special occasions. Only, with my suit hanging there as long as I haven't had sex, it was a reminder that I hadn't been to any special occasions in fifteen-years. Funerals were the only occasions where I was welcome to attend. And, of course, I'd wear my black suit.
Yet, today was the day. Today was a very special day. Today was the day that I'd be smiling from ear-to-ear. Today, I'll be leaving my house and attending the symphony.
Leaving my house to attend the symphony was, definitely, a special occasion for me. Attending the symphony would be something that I'd remember for the rest of my life. I only wished that I had gone years ago. I only wished that I had a woman to take with me to the symphony.
'As if she was a princess with her hair and makeup beautiful done, how hot would that be to sit with a beautiful woman wearing a low-cut gown decorated with sparkling jewelry while enjoying the symphony,' I thought?
Yet, looking like one of the peasants sitting in the cheap seats, I looked dressed but not formally dressed in the way that the other men looked wearing their tuxedos. For sure, with me just an average Joe, nothing special about me except for me being tall, no one would mistake me for being rich. Yet, I did press my pants to have a sharp crease on each leg and polished my black shoes to a high, military shine. Even if no one felt good about me, all that mattered, I felt good about myself.
# # #
Then, hard to miss, I saw something out of place. Immediately, my attention perked up to a high degree and my awareness to a high level. As if on the lookout, suddenly, I had the keen eye and the self-preservation instincts of a street cop. Hard not to notice him, it was during the intermission that I noticed a man who clearly didn't belong there. Dressed in jeans, a sweatshirt, a dirty baseball cap, and sneakers, he looked out of place while slowly making his way through the crowd.
Somehow, perhaps through an unlocked, backdoor in the alleyway, he had gained entry to the symphony without buying a ticket. By the look of him, I didn't think that he could afford to buy a ticket. No doubt, not why he was there, with the musical arrangement over his head, he'd rather buy drugs or booze rather than to listen to symphonic, orchestra music.
Most of the people who are able to afford a season ticket to attend the symphony, along with a private box, or a private booth, and such fine clothes as tuxedos, gowns, and expensive jewelry are from another stratosphere. Either they were born with money, inherited money, or amassed self-made fortunes. Nothing like me, most of these wealthy people didn't grow up on the mean, city streets like me.
Most of these rich and privileged people didn't experience the hard life in the way that I did. Yet, a blessing in disguise, something that always came to my rescue, I had my street smarts and my self-preservation instincts to protect me from harm and they didn't. Everyone is blessed with self-preservation instincts, but few listen to them. If it doesn't look right, it's not right. With them not noticing the obvious, they are what I called victims.
With the rest of the rich and privileged folk busy talking and drinking their drinks at intermission while unaware that a crime was about to take place, I kept my eyes glued on the guy who was out of place. Knowing that he was up to something, no doubt, something no good, with it just a matter of time for him to make a mistake, I was ready to intercede. Taking it upon myself, I was prepared to stop him. Reading him as if I read a book, I watched him studying people while looking for his victim.
# # #
He had his eye on a tall, redheaded, attractive woman wearing a beautiful, dark, emerald, green gown. As soon as she put her purse down on the concession counter to fuss with her hair, as if he was a snake lunging at his prey, he grabbed her purse, and was off with it. With her not a victim and with her not oblivious to such things as many of the others were, she not only immediately noticed her missing purse but also, she saw him take it.
"Hey! Stop that man! Help! Thief! Someone help! He took my purse," she screamed! "Thief! Thief! Someone stop him! He stole my purse! He stole my purse!"
Typical of this bunch, none of them possessed any street smarts or common sense. With her calling more attention to herself than the man had called attention to himself, instead of looking at the thief, everyone looked at her. Yet, with me different from them, instead of focusing my attention on her, I kept a watchful eye on him. I memorized his physical details to describe him to the police and to pick him out of a police lineup. I continued watching the criminal.
After having watched this unfold, ready for him, with me alighting from the cheap seats, and perfectly positioned, I stood ready at the back of the crowd to intercept him. With no one else coming to her aid, the woman continued screaming for help in the background. Only, other than consoling her, no one responded to her pleas for help in retrieving her stolen purse.



Instead, they all seemed helpless to help. With them all out of touch, they continued looking at her as if there was something wrong with her for screaming at the symphony during the intermission. Yet, it didn't matter what they did or didn't do to help her, I was ready to stop the thief.
"Someone stop him. That man," she continued yelling while pointing in the air to someone long gone and who had disappeared within the crowd of spectators. "He stole my purse!"
While continuing to keep my eye on him, I waited for him to make his way to me. Sure enough, walking right towards me, and now with him almost within arm's reach, he continued moving in my direction. Not even looking behind him, disappearing in the crowd in front of me, and not running to call attention to himself, heading for the front entrance and for freedom, he moved slowly but purposefully.
When he finally neared me, I surprised him. As if I was a 6'4" locked door, ready to confront him, I stepped in front of him and blocked his escape. He had nowhere to go but through me. He had no other option but to hand me the purse.
# # #
"You took the lady's purse. Give it to me and I won't call the police," I said.
Instead of giving me the purse, his second mistake after making his first mistake by stealing the purse, he reached in his pocket and pulled a switch blade. I laughed to myself. Adept in Filipino stick fighting, Aikido, empty hand vs sword, and other Karate styles of fighting, a knife against someone who earned a black belt in martial arts is much like bringing a knife to a gunfight.
I've practiced this exact scenario many times in the dojo with my sensei. I needed to master such real-life altercations with the attacker wielding a knife, a club, and/or even a gun to earn my martial arts, black belt status. If only he knew who he had pulled a knife on, he'd drop the weapon, hand me the purse, and run.
As if I was David Carradine as a Shaolin Monk, Kwai Chang Caine, Grasshopper, in Kung Fu, trained not to even think what to do, I instinctively knew what he'd do. Instead of lunging for the knife, I quickly stepped forward, grabbed him by his wrist and, surprising him, knocked him off balance by turning him towards me. Instead of grabbing for the purse, something that he wasn't expecting me to do, I pulled him closer.
With his back to me and my arms wrapped around him, as if hugging him, I immobilized his arms. He was no longer able to use the knife to stab me. Then, with both of his forearms crossed in front of me, I pressed pressure points on each of his forearms and squeezed hard.
Applying excruciating pain, and immediately paralyzing his hands, he screamed in pain. He not only dropped the knife but also, he let go of the purse. I snatched the purse before it fell to the floor. Not even having to throw a punch or let loose a kick, the altercation was over as quickly as it began.
Realizing what was happening, as if we were in a schoolyard instead of at the symphony, the crowd parted and encircled us. When he dropped the knife and I retrieved the purse, then, I picked up the knife, folded it, and pocketed it. The crowd clapped and cheered.
Suddenly, I felt like Sean Connery in The Presidio. He confronted a bully in a bar who disrespected him by calling him Major instead of his real rank, Lt. Colonel. The man deliberately disrespected him again by calling him Major again.
He warned the man who dwarfed him in height and in weight that he could defeat him by just using his thumb. The man laughed and called his bluff. Then, as if he was Billy Jack, with his black belt in Savate, a French martial art, who told his victims where'd he'd kick them before he kicked them, Sean Connery did the same with his thumb instead of his foot.
With lightning speed, before thumbing him, he told the man where and when he was going to touch him with his thumb. Unable to do anything about the physical assault, stunned by the quickness of the violent, thumb attack, unable to stop it, the man just stood there and painfully took it. Then, after he quickly and repeatedly applied his thumb to the man's pressure points, he literally thumbed the man into submission.
# # #
The thief turned and pushed his way through the crowd. In his attempt to get away, he fell down a long flight of stairs. Then, immediately getting up, he ran for the door and disappeared in the night but without his stolen prize, the woman's purse.
"My hero," said a tall, redheaded, attractive woman who suddenly stood behind me and smiled widely. "You got my purse back. Thank you," she said when I handed her purse to her.
I returned her smile with my smile.
"You're welcome," I said. "My pleasure. I'm glad that I could be of help."
Giving me an unexpected look of interest, she eyed me as if seeing me for the first time. Her attentive look relaxed me, and her beautiful smile engaged me. As if I knew her, unlike other women who I was nervous around, there was something about her that made me feel comfortably relaxed in her presence. Perhaps, it was her fetching smile. I suddenly felt calm enough with her to talk to her.
"How did you do that," she asked? "I didn't even see you throw a punch. All that you did was grab his arms."
I smiled at her with modesty and shrugged.
"I squeezed pressure points in his forearm. Doing that is painful enough to temporarily paralyze his hands. He'll be sore for a week," I said with a laugh.
She looked at me as if not understanding the pressure points that I pushed to temporarily paralyzed his hands. I gentle too her by the wrist and gentle pushed the pressure point on her forearm.
"Ow," she said with a laugh. "I see. That would be very painful in the way that you pushed down harder on his forearms."
I grinned.
"I have a black belt in martial arts. I've practiced such a scenario in my dojo with my sensei dozens of times with men wielding a sword, a stick, a club, a knife, and/or a gun," I said. "I'm glad that I could come to your rescue by retrieving your stolen purse," I said with a little bow as if I was respectfully greeting her on a dojo mat.
# # #
Surprising myself, suddenly, I was naturally at ease talking to her and so smooth with her in engaging her to answer her questions. Usually, I'm a puddle of sweat around a beautiful woman. Yet, she made me feel special. She gave me another big smile that further relaxed me.
"Martial arts? Black belt? Interesting," she said with a little laugh.
She took a step back and looked at me as if studying me.
"You're about the same height as Steven Seagal," she said with a laugh. "You're my Steven Seagal. I love Steven Seagal," she said with a big smile and a little laugh while giving me a hug. "I've watched all of his movies," she said while taking a step back.
Seemingly, she had embarrassed herself by hugging me, but she was thrilled to have her stolen property back. She smiled at me again before asking her another question.
"Will you be my personal bodyguard for the night? Suddenly, I no longer feel safe as a woman alone without an escort," she said.
Seemingly, with her not caring that I wasn't anything like the other men in their tailored tuxedos, she looked at my blue suit and smiled.
"I'm Christina," she said holding out her gloved hand while giving me another big smile.
Not sure if I should kiss her gloved hand, I shook her gloved hand.
"And what is your name?"
I returned her smile with my smile.
"David. My name is David," I said.
She looked around the huge concert hall as if looking to see where I was sitting.
"Where are you sitting, David," she asked?
I laughed.
"I'm sitting way back there somewhere in another postal zip code," I said pointing to the distance while returning her laugh with my laugh.
She laughed again and took my arm as if suddenly, I was her escort for the night.
"Well, you're not sitting there anymore," she said with another laugh while squeezing my arm. "You must come sit with me. I have a private box and I hate sitting alone. Coming here long before my husband died three-years-ago, I love the symphony. I hated to waste the tickets, even if I had to attend alone," she said.
She paused as if rethinking what she was about to say but she said it anyway.
"It's not easy for a widowed woman to find an escort. All the women who I thought were my friends, now suspect that, I'm out to take their husbands," she said with a sad, little laugh.
I walked with her towards her box as the lights dimmed in and out to let people know that the symphony was about to begin again.
"We must celebrate this occasion with champagne," she said once we were seated in her private box.
I looked at her with a panicked expression.
"I'm sorry but I don't think that I can afford champagne," I said embarrassed while imagining her expecting me to buy a French champagne of an expensive vintage.
She laughed.
"Nonsense," she said waving her hand. "The champagne is my treat for saving my grandmother's, diamond earrings," she said opening her purse to remove diamond earrings that appeared that they were five carats each. "I removed them because they were too heavy on my ears," she said with a laugh.
# # #
Too preoccupied watching the thief, it wasn't until I sat next to her in her private box that I noticed how truly beautiful she was. Stunning with her low-cut gown, her beautiful red hair, and her bright, green eyes, she took my breath away. Deliberately trying not to look and to look away, not wanting to embarrass her and/or make her feel uncomfortable, I couldn't stop staring at her. I've never seen a woman as beautiful, never mind someone so elegant sitting next to one.
Whatever her age, something that I'd never ask, if I was to guess, I'd guess that she was in her forties. She looked ten-years younger. A natural redhead with freckles and big breasts, I not only loved redheads, but I loved women with freckles and with big breasts, too.
I had to literally control myself from staring at her long, line of sexy cleavage. As if I was an Olympic skier from Norway skiing down a mountain top while yodeling, I imagined slowly sliding my index finger down her exposed cleavage. I imagined kissing her, French kissing her, and making out with her while touching and feeling her huge breasts through her beautiful dress.
Most redheads have brown eyes. Fewer have blue eyes. A rarity in her case, she had red hair with green eyes. The combination of red hair with blue eyes is engaging. Yet, I've never met a redhead with green eyes. Especially with her wearing that dark, green, emerald gown, that color dress really showed her eyes. I loved her red hair as much as I loved her green eyes and her enormous breasts.
Interestingly enough, now that I think of it and compared to other women, perhaps because of her red hair, she reminded me of Mariette Hartley. Only, Christina was much more beautiful. She had green eyes instead of Mariette's brown eyes. With them both about 5'10" without heels and 6'1" tall with heels, Christina had much bigger breasts, at least a D cup, if not a double D cup, instead of Mariette's C cup breasts.
# # #
Ready to respond to her every whim, she waved her white, gloved hand. As if she was a magician, her manservant magically appeared with a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket and on a tray with two glasses and napkins, along with a plate of canapes. Something obviously allowed in a private box, her servant was at the ready to serve her whatever she wanted and needed.
He would certainly come in handy while I watched a football game and wanted a beer and snacks. Only, I wouldn't want to wear those gloves. They looked uncomfortable.
Then, unable to stop watching her, as if she was a stripper on stage about to dance around a pole to music, she ever so slowly and sexily removed her white glove that covered her hand and her forearm nearly to her elbow. I didn't think that I could become sexually excited watching a woman remove her opera gloves, but I did. When she removed her gloves, she revealed an enormous, diamond ring, her wedding band, and her gold watch. Still wearing her wedding rings even after the death of her husband three-years-ago, she must have loved him very much.
We sipped our champagne and ate our canapes while watching and listening to the rest of the symphony. As if we were old friends who finally reunited, we continued enjoying the symphony. My first time attending the symphony and my first time sitting in a private box, I couldn't believe how much better the sound of the orchestra was over sitting in the back of the concert hall. Moreover, it was even more thrilling to see the orchestra members closeup while playing their instruments.
Instead of having to squint my eyes, when sitting towards the back of the concert hall, wishing I had opera glasses, not needing them now, I could clearly see each orchestra member. As much as sitting in the box was a treat to my ears, it was a treat to my eyes, too. Hoping someone that I knew would see me and recognize me sitting there, I'll remember this experience for the rest of my life.
Enjoying the feeling of sitting in a private box, I felt like someone famous. I felt like a star. I felt like someone of some importance. I felt special. I felt rich.
# # #
After the symphony ended, and with us having a private exit that place us ahead of the large crowd, she put her gloves back on her hands and we beat the crowd to the street. Again, as if she was a stripper about to dance around a pole, as if she was putting on her white brassiere in front of me, I couldn't help myself from watching her put on her white gloves. I remembered a time when women wore white gloves back in the fifties and the early sixties.
I remembered June Cleaver, Beaver's mother, in Leave it to Beaver wearing white gloves. I remembered Lucielle Ball wearing white gloves on I Love Lucy. I remembered Donna Reed wearing white gloves on the Donna Reed show.
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I remembered imagining and masturbating over June Cleaver, Lucielle Ball, and Donna Reed giving me a hand job while wearing their white gloves. Knowing that she never would, I imagined Christina giving me a hand job while wearing her white gloves. I found her white gloves to be as sexy as her long, line of exposed cleavage.
Getting up the nerve, before she disappeared forever, after enjoying her company, surprising myself by my forwardness, instead of asking her for a hand job, something that I'd never do, I asked her out for coffee. Hoping to make my move, not wanting to have any regrets, I wanted to ask for her phone number and/or her email address before she left. With me as horny as I was sexually frustrated, I imagined the unimaginable. I imagined something that would never happen, I imagined her as my lover.
"There's a Starbucks down the street. Perhaps, I could buy you a cup of coffee and a cookie or a piece of cake," I said with a little, uncomfortable laugh while hoping that she'd say yes.
With my limited income compared to her obvious wealth, I didn't have to be a psychic to know that I wasn't in her league. Nonetheless, I hoped that she may be indebted to me enough for saving her purse, to have coffee with me and give me her contact information. She was too beautiful to allow her to disappear in the night without having the hope of ever seeing her again.
Then, falling back on being too hard on myself, I doubted that she'd want to begin a relationship with me, sexual or otherwise. I figured that she'd thank me for saving her purse, saving her grandmother's earrings, and bade me her goodbye. Surprised by her negative reaction, as if I had asked her if she wanted to eat chocolate, covered bugs from a Vietnamese, street cart, she made a face and waved her gloved hand again.
"Oh, my," she said. "I never go to those places," she said with a haughty attitude. "If you please, you must come home with me. James will make us coffee," she said taking my arm. "I'd love to have you as my guest."
She took my arm and turned me to the street.
"My car is right here," she said pointing to a black Maybach illegally parked in front of the concert hall. "After we've had our coffee, and/or an aperitif, and some conversation, James will drive you home."
Befitting her being driven around in such a fine, luxurious automobile, the car was as magnificent as her. Suddenly, I felt like Peter Sellers with Shirley MacLaine as Chance the gardener in Being There when her chauffeur drove him in her silver, Cadillac limousine to her mansion. If nothing else was to happen tonight, just to be allowed to sit in her private box, driven home in her expensive car, and given entry to her imagined mansion while having coffee and/or an aperitif, would complete my night.
'Wow,' I thought! 'Someone who seldom left his house, I can't believe this is happening to me.'
To be continued...
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Family Incestuous Affairs, Ch. 01
Incestuous sex with my 42-year-old aunt, Christine, and my 45-year-old mother, Darlene.
It was my birthday. I was 21 years old. I was a man.
Glad that I wasn't driving, my friends took me to my first strip club and drove me home early, around 10:00 pm, after they spent all of their money tucking dollar bills in strippers' G strings. I walked in my front door standing up straight, too straight, while pretending that I wasn't drunk. My mother, Darlene, standing by the front door, and her sister, Christine, sitting in the kitchen, were there to welcome me home.
My aunt is there nearly every night with her sister. Since both of their divorces, they hang out with one another. They're close, really close. Her sister is there nearly every night having coffee, smoking, and talking to all hours of the night. They talk about everything and laugh over nothing.
"You're home early," said my mother looking at her watch. "I figured with today your birthday; you'd be out all hours of the night. I figured you'd be drunk," she said with a laugh.
I smiled while hoping not to stumble when I climbed the stairs.
"Thank you again for the birthday gifts that you gave me, earlier," I said turning to look at my mother.
Something that I wasn't aware doing, until my mother told me that I was doing it, I had a bad habit of staring at my mother's big tits whenever talking to her. I loved big breasted women, the bigger the breasts the better. My mother and my aunt both had big breasts, double D cup breasts. I knew my mother's cup size because I've seen her bras hanging in shower. Her sister's breasts looked identical to my mother's huge breasts.
I didn't dare kiss my mother on the cheek for fear that she'd smell my alcohol breath. Even though I imagined that she knew, I didn't want her to know that I had been drinking. I didn't want her to know that I was drunk. Instead of staring at my mother's enormous breasts, I stared down at the floor.
It was a hot summer night. She was wearing her nightgown without wearing a robe. In the winter, she wears her long, flannel nightgown with a robe. Now that she was wearing this short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgown, when she stood in the light, I could see her as if she was naked. While waiting for my mother to look away, I was hoping to see what I could see of my mother's naked breasts and her naked pussy.
"Happy birthday, Danny," said my aunt from the kitchen and interrupting my thoughts of hoping to see my mother's nearly naked body through her nightgown.
# # #
Then, something so unexpected happened. My aunt ran to me from the kitchen. Something she's never done before, she threw her arms around my neck, pressed her big breasts against my chest, and her pelvis against my pelvis, and kissed me on the lips. My aunt kissed me. She kissed me on the lips. The first time kissing me on the lips, I couldn't believe my aunt kissed me on the lips.
Then, my aunt further surprised me as much as she sexually excited me by parting my lips with her tongue. As if I was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, she gave me a deep, wet kiss. She French kissed me. My MILF of an aunt French kissed me.
Something that I automatically did, not even having to think about it, I returned her long, wet kiss with my French kiss. Daring myself to do so, I was so tempted to feel her big tits through her blouse and bra and/or to reach around her to squeeze her panty clad ass through her short skirt while kissing her. Only, my mother was there watching us kissing while making a face. Oddly enough, she looked as if she was jealous that her sister kissed me in that sexual way and not her.
"Christine," said my mother pulling her away from me by her arm. "Danny is your nephew and not some man you met in a bar," said my mother with a laugh. "You shouldn't kiss him in that romantic sort of way. What's wrong with you? That's incestuous."
With my aunt's body angled to block my mother's view, before my aunt stepped back, she slowly slid her hand down my chest, down my stomach, and stopped to feel my throbbing prick through my jeans. She fingered the head of my cock to sexually tease me. Then, she squeezed my growing erection through my jeans as if to see how big I was.
If it wasn't enough that my aunt French kissed me, she felt my stiff dick through my jeans. Having never kissed my aunt on her lips before, she's never felt my penis through my jeans. Then, before turning to face her sister, she quickly took me by my wrist and put my hand on her big breast.
'If it wasn't enough that my aunt French kissed me, she felt my cock through my jeans. Then, if that still wasn't enough, she put my hand on her blouse and bra clad breast. She not only put my hand on her breast, but she put her hand over my hand and squeezed my hand for me to squeeze her big breast. I can't believe that she felt my semi-erect prick and I felt and squeezed my aunt's big tit,' I thought.
I stared at my aunt with as much shock as I stared at her with sexual excitement.
'If it wasn't enough that I was horny over seeing nearly, naked strippers, I'll be masturbating over my aunt French kissing me, feeling my cock through my jeans, and putting my hand on her big breast,' I thought.
"Oh, Darlene. It's his birthday. There's nothing wrong with a birthday kiss from his aunt," said my aunt with a laugh. "He's a man today."
My horny mind was reeling. While imagining touching and feeling my aunt through her clothes and making out with her, I'll be masturbating over my aunt kissing me tonight and tomorrow morning. I'll be masturbating over my aunt feeling my prick and allowing me to feel her tit. I needed to cum. I couldn't wait to go upstairs to masturbate not only over the nearly naked strippers but also over my MILF of an aunt.
"I'm tired," I said. "I'm going to bed."
Better than watching strippers strip themselves topless and nearly naked, I couldn't wait to masturbate over all that just happened between my aunt and I.
# # #
As if I was an elderly man, I held onto the banister, something that I've never done before, as I climbed the stairs. Not wanting my mother to know that I was drunk, I carefully climbed the stairs while trying not to stumble and fall backwards down the stairs. Probably because I was horny after French kissing my aunt, I'm unsure why I did but once in my bedroom, I closed my bedroom door and stripped myself naked before falling back on my bed.
Maybe because I was hot, I didn't even pull the covers over my naked body. I may have stripped myself naked because I thought of masturbating myself over all that happened at the strip club and with my aunt downstairs. If sex with strippers and sex with my MILF of an aunt was a prelude to becoming a man, I'm glad that I'm a man.
With my hand around my naked cock while ready to masturbate over nearly naked strippers and over my aunt French kissing me, her touching my cock, and putting my hand on her blouse and bra clad breast, I fell asleep. Then, abruptly awakening me, I heard my aunt and my mother talking and laughing while coming upstairs. Something they've never done before; they never came upstairs together.
'I'm naked. What do I do? Do I cover myself with my sheet? If they dare open my bedroom door my mother and my aunt will see me without my clothes,' I thought.
Yet, instead of being embarrassed and/or ashamed, I was sexually excited. I wanted my mother to see my erect, naked prick. I wanted my aunt to see my erect, naked prick. I wonder what their reaction would be to seeing me naked. I quickly stroked myself fast and hard to an erection. If they were about to barge in my bedroom, I not only wanted them to see me naked but also, I wanted them to see me with an erection.
# # #
"I bet he's naked," said my aunt whispering and with a sexy laugh while walking down the hall to my room. "Have you ever seen Danny's penis," asked my aunt of her sister?
I heard my mother laugh.
"Once, when he was 18 years old," she whispered with another laugh.
I was shocked. My mother saw my naked cock. When did she see my prick? I didn't know my mother had seen me naked.
"I opened his bedroom door without knocking to deliver his laundry. I couldn't believe my eyes. He was at his computer wearing his headphones while masturbating himself over our vacation photos of us in our bikinis," said my mother with a laugh.
I laughed to myself.
'One of my favorite things to masturbate over, I loved jerking off over my aunt and my mother in their sexually revealing bikinis,' I thought. 'They both had sexy and shapely bodies. I'd love to have sex with not only my mother but also with my aunt, too. Alas, something that would never happen neither my aunt or my mother would have incestuous sex with me.
"I couldn't believe my horny son masturbated over us," whispered my mother with another laugh. "He also had photos of us topless while sunning in the backyard. He must have taken those with his smartphone from his bedroom."
'Oh, oh,' I thought. 'I didn't know that my mother saw those photos that I had taken of them topless, too.'
My aunt returned her sister's laugh with her dirty laugh.
"I can't believe that horny, little bastard took pictures of our naked breasts," she said seemingly unembarrassed and unashamed. "Now, I hope he's lying on his bed naked. After he masturbated over our naked breasts, I'd love to see my nephew's naked prick," whispered my aunt to my mother.
My mother returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"As stunned as I was sexually aroused, when I saw the sideview of his erect, naked prick, I couldn't leave his room. Seeing his stiff dick made my pussy wet and my nipples hard. He has a bigger cock than his father. With me horny and sexually frustrated after divorcing Bob, I couldn't remove my eyes from Danny's big penis," said my mother stopping on the stairs to talk to her sister.
'I loved when my mother talked dirty. I loved her saying the words prick, dick, pussy, nipples, and cock,' I thought.
"I rubbed my clit beneath my nightgown and fingered my nipples inside of my nightgown while watching him playing with himself. Only, not wanting him to catch me spying on him, I left his bedroom before he ejaculated cum all over his chest and his stomach," said my mother with a laugh. "I've masturbated myself with my vibrator and with my dildo a few times after seeing Danny's naked, erect pick and while watching him masturbate himself."
My aunt gave her sister a sexy laugh. I was shocked. I didn't know my mother masturbated herself. I didn't know that she had a vibrator and a dildo.
"Well, get ready to see his prick again now because I'm willing to bet that he's lying on his bed naked," said my aunt as if she was psychic.
# # #
They were coming to my bedroom. With them never coming to my bedroom before, I couldn't believe they were coming to my bedroom now. As if she was an upstairs burglar, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, my aunt slowly and stealthily opened my bedroom door without knocking and without turning on the light.
Yet, the light from the hall showed my aunt and my mother all that they wanted to see of me. The hall light showed them that I was lying on my back and on my bed naked. Wanting to see their reaction to see my erect, naked prick, I opened my eyes a crack to see them.
"He's naked," whispered my aunt to my mother with a sexually aroused, little laugh. "He does have a big dick. His cock is bigger than Bob's big prick."
My mother stared at my naked prick and looked at her sister with shock.
"How do you know that Danny has a bigger cock than his father? When did you see Bob's prick," asked my mother of her sister?
Christine let out a little, quiet laugh. As soon as they started arguing, I closed my eyes.
"He always flashed me whenever you weren't around," said my aunt with a little, dirty laugh. "I've seen his big dick, several times," she said.
Christine looked at her sister as if she was rethinking about what she was going to confessed.
"I never told you this but while I waited for you to come home from work, Bob came home early. He saw me asleep on the couch. As soon as he sat beside me, I awakened but I pretended that I was still asleep. I was curious what he'd do," said Christine.
Darlene looked at her sister with anger.
"Tell me, what did he do?"
Christine looked from my naked prick to look at her sister.
"He felt my breasts through my blouse and my bra. Then, he unbuttoned a couple of buttons and reached his fingers inside of my bra to finger my nipple. Then, he lifted my short skirt and slowly slid his horny hand along my panties," she whispered.
My mother looked at her sister with hurt that she'd allow her brother-in-law to touch her in such a sexual way while she pretended that she was sleeping.
"That's not all," said Christine with a dirty whisper. "He unzipped himself, pulled out his prick, and wrapped my fingers around it. When I still pretended to be sleeping, he leaned me across his lap and stuck his cock in my mouth," said Christine with another dirty whisper.
Darlene looked at her sister with anger.
"I blew Bob. I sucked his cock. He ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth and I swallowed him," whispered Christine. "What did it matter? You had already filed for divorce. Besides, it was just a blowjob. It wasn't as if he fucked me," she whispered.
# # #
Wanting to see their sexual reactions to seeing me naked, I cracked my eyes open again, enough to see my aunt standing over me and staring down at my semi-erect, naked prick. As if afraid to enter, my mother stood in my bedroom doorway. She peeked at my naked prick from the hall.
She stared at my naked prick in the way that her sister continued staring at my naked prick. Then, sexually shocking me, not believing what I was seeing, while wondering if she was going to mount me, my aunt stepped closer to my bed. My aunt stood over me while staring down at my naked dick.
With her standing over me and standing so close to my bed, and with me lying on my back, from that angle, and with the hall light illuminating her, I could see her white panties. Having never seen anything of my aunt before, other than seeing her in her sexy bikini and seeing her naked breasts when she sunbathed topless out back, I stared at all that I was seeing of her now. If it wasn't enough that I was exposing my naked cock to her, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my aunt's panties.
I stared at my Aunt Christine's sheer, white panties. I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at her patch of red, trimmed, pubic hair that clearly showed through her panties.
Then, with me always having been sexually attracted to my MILF of an aunt, not believing my eyes, I watched her move to her knees. Then, driving me insane with as much sexual anticipation as she drove me mad with sexual excitement, she did something that I thought she'd never do. She turned to look at my mother and laughed before she turned back to me to take my naked prick in her hand to finger the head of my cock before she slowly stroked me.
My Aunt Christine held my naked prick in her warm, soft hand. She wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my naked cock. Then, ever so slowly, as if my prick was breakable, she stroked me. She lovingly stroked my erect prick. My aunt slowly masturbated me. I couldn't believe that my aunt, Christine, was giving me a hand job.
# # #
"Christine, what are you doing? Don't do that. You'll wake him," whispered my mother to her sister.
Instead of stopping her by pulling her away, my mother took another step into my room to watch her sister masturbating me. My aunt continued stroking my cock while staring at my cock. Seemingly determined to make me cum, she stroked me a little faster and a little harder.
With me already horny from watching strippers dancing around a pole while removing their clothes to music, and from my aunt kissing me, I immediately had an erection from my aunt masturbating me. Proud of my big, hard dick, I couldn't believe that my aunt stroked my cock faster and stroked my prick harder while my mother watched. I'll be masturbating over this day, over nearly naked strippers, and over my aunt seeing my naked prick and masturbating me for the rest of my horny life.
Again, instead of stopping her, as if she liked to watch, my mother took another step closer to watch her sister masturbating me. Then, if her stroking me wasn't enough, my Aunt Christine leaned forward and took me in her mouth. My MILF of an aunt was blowing me. She was sucking my cock while continuing to stroke my prick. I couldn't believe that my aunt was giving me oral sex.
"Christine," said my mother in a harsh whisper! "Christine. Stop. Don't do that," she said. "You'll wake him. He'll catch you," whispered my mother. "Christine."
Yet, instead of stopping her sister from giving me oral sex, she stepped closer to her sister. She watched Christine blowing me. She watched her sister sucking my cock while stroking my cock. In the way that my mother stared at her sister giving me oral sex, I wondered if my mother would give me oral sex, too.
Then, in the way that my mother did before when she caught me masturbating when I was 18 years old, she did again. I watched her touch and feel her breast through her blouse and bra. I watched her move her other hand beneath her short skirt and finger her pussy through her panties. If it wasn't enough that I had seen my aunt's panties, now I was seeing my mother's panties, too.
Clearly, watching her sister stroking my cock while sucking my cock had sexually aroused her. Seeing my mother sexually touching herself while watching her sister blow me made me wonder if my mother wanted to give me sex, too. In the way that I loved my aunt blowing me, I'd love my mother to blow me, too.
"It's his birthday. This is my birthday gift to him. Unfortunately, with him drunk and sleeping, he'll never know that I sucked his cock," said my aunt with a dirty laugh. "That's too bad because I'd love to blow him again."
# # #
Then, when I felt my aunt pulling away and begin removing my stiff dick from her mouth with her tongue, I quickly put up my hand, reached around her neck, and put a heavy hand behind her redheaded head. Pushing her head forward, I inserted my erect cock deeper in her mouth. I moved my other hand beneath her top and felt her big breasts through her bra.
Not wanting her to stop blowing me, I was ready to cum. Not wanting her to deny me the feeling of cumming in her mouth, I needed to cum in her mouth. While trying to pull down her top and remove my stiff prick from her mouth, she pushed against my thighs while desperately trying to stop me from cumming in her mouth.
Only, too late, I exploded a load of warm, oozy cum in my aunt's mouth. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my erect prick, I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her red hair, and across her blouse. As soon as I ejaculated, removing my hand from her bra clad breasts, I pretended that I fell back to sleep.
"Oh, my God," said my mother. "You blew my son. You sucked your nephew's cock. How dare you? What's wrong with you," asked my mother? "You allowed him to cum in your mouth. You swallowed his cum. You allowed him to give you a cum bath," whispered my mother.
My aunt stood and wiped her lips with a tissue while laughing.
"When I tried to remove his prick from his mouth, he must have been dreaming of getting a blowjob. He put a heavy hand to the back of my head in his sleep. He pushed my face forward and ejaculated in my mouth," said my aunt with a sexy laugh. "He exploded so much cum in my mouth that I couldn't help but swallow him. Shocking the shit out of me, I couldn't believe that he had enough cum left to give me a cum bath," said my aunt with a dirty laugh.



# # #
That next morning, I quickly showered. With the thoughts of my Aunt Christine blowing me, cumming in her mouth, and giving her a cum bath, still fresh in my mind, I stood in the hallway listening at my mother's closed bedroom door. In the way that she saw me naked last night, I hoped to see her naked this morning. Hoping to surprise her, as soon as I heard the unmistakable rustle of her removing her nightgown, I quickly turned her doorknob and opened her bedroom door without knocking.
In the way that my aunt and my mother barged in my room last night, that was the first time that I barged in my mother's bedroom without giving her the courtesy of knocking. The first time seeing my mother without her clothes, other than that time when I saw her sunning in the backyard topless, she was naked. My MILF of a mother was naked. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her beautiful, naked body.
As if a deer caught in headlights, she stared at me while I stared at her. Oddly enough, while I stared at my naked mother, she stood by the side of her bed with her arms down by her sides. Not making a move to cover herself with her nightgown that she had tossed on her bed, she didn't make a move to cover her big, naked breasts with her hands and/or her with her forearm.
As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother naked. Expecting her to cower while covering her nakedness with her hands and her forearm, she didn't make even make a move to cover her naked, black, bushy pussy with her hand. Letting it all hang out; she stood there as if she wanted me to see her naked.
My mother deliberately exposed herself to me this morning in the way that I had deliberately exposed myself to her last night. I stared at her naked body this morning in the way that she stared at my erect, naked prick last night. In the way that she couldn't get enough of staring at my erect, naked prick, I couldn't get enough of staring at my mother's naked body. I stared at her huge, naked breasts, as much as I stared at her bushy, black pussy.
Last night, she fondled her breast through her blouse and her bra while watching her sister stroking my erect prick and sucking my big dick. Perhaps, she was still sexually aroused from watching her sister having sex with my feigned sleeping body. Perhaps, my mother wanted to see my naked prick again. In the way that her sister had done, perhaps, she wanted to stroke me while sucking me.
With her still not making a move to cover her nakedness, I stared at her big, naked breasts. I stared at her erect, dark brown nipples. I stared at her round, symmetrical areolas. I stared at her black, bushy pussy. I stared at my mother's naked body this morning in the way that she stared at my naked body last night.
# # #
"Danny, I'm getting dressed," said my mother finally after I had a good, long look at her sexy and shapely, naked body.
The first time seeing anything of my mother, other than seeing her sunbathing topless in the backyard with her sister, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her without her clothes now. Still not leaving her bedroom, instead, I continued staring at my naked mother as if I had never seen a naked woman before. Again, still not leaving her bedroom, determined to have sex with my mother this morning in the way that my aunt had sex with me last night, I took a step closer.
"I had a dream last night that you and Aunt Christine came in my bedroom," I said staring at my mother to see her reaction. "I dreamt that you both saw me naked. Then, I dreamt that Aunt Christine took my naked penis in her hand and stroked my cock."
When my mother showed no reaction except for an empty stare, I continued.
"Then, I dreamt that she took my erect prick in her mouth and sucked my cock. I dreamt that she gave me a blowjob. I dreamt that I ejaculated in her mouth," I said. "I dreamt that she swallowed my cum while you watched. I dreamt that as soon as she removed my prick from her mouth, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face, in her red hair, and across her blouse. I dreamt that I gave Aunt Christine a cum bath," I said.
Again, when my mother showed no reaction to all that I said. and with her still not making a move to cover her nakedness, I continued staring at my naked mother.
"Tell me. I need to know. Did Aunt Christine have sex with my drunken, sleeping body? Did she stroke my prick while sucking my prick. Did your sister blow me," I asked my mother who still showed no reaction to my questions. "Did she allow me to cum in her mouth? Did she swallow my cum? Did I give her a cum bath?"
# # #
When my mother still didn't answer me, not having to ask her confirmation, I already knew that my Aunt Christine had sex with my feigned sleeping, drunken body. I already knew that she blew me. I already know that I ejaculated my cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum. I already knew that I gave my mother's sister a cum bath.
Again, instead of leaving my mother's bedroom, I took another step closer to her. Something that I've masturbated over while imagining doing, I reached out my horny, right hand and touched her left, naked breast. I felt her left, naked breast. With her not stopping me, I fondled her left, naked breast while fingering her left, erect nipple.
I couldn't believe that I felt my mother's naked breast. I couldn't believe that I fondled her naked breast while fingering her erect nipple. I couldn't believe my mother allowed me to touch her breast, feel her breast, and fondle her breast while fingering her nipple.
Then, with her still not stopping me from having my wicked, sexual way with her naked breast, I touched her other, naked breast with my horny, left hand. I touched her right, naked breast. I felt her right, naked breast. I fondled her right, naked breast while fingering her right, erect nipple.
With her allowing me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts, I pulled her nipples. I turned her nipples. I twisted her nipples. Then, I leaned forward and took her left, erect nipple in my mouth. Then, I took her right, erect nipple in my mouth. If it wasn't enough that I had seen my mother naked and had my wicked, sexual way with her big, naked breasts, I fingered her nipples while I sucked her erect nipples.
Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by to have sex with my MILF of a mother, I pushed down my pajama bottoms and my underwear to my feet. I stepped out of them. Then, I removed my t-shirt. In the way that my mother was naked in front of me, I was naked in front of my mother.
While she stared at my naked body, I stared at her naked body. I stroked my prick to an erection while she watched me play with myself. Then, I stepped closer to her and kissed her. In the way that my aunt kissed me last night, I kissed with my mother this morning. I parted her lips with my tongue while continuing to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples.
I French kissed my mother. With her returning my French kiss with her deep, wet kiss, I made out with my mother. If it wasn't enough that she allowed me to see her naked, she allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. Now, she allowed me to make out with her this morning in the way that I made out with her sister last night.
# # #
I quickly stroked myself to an erection. In the way that my aunt took me by my wrist to put my horny hand on her blouse and bra clad breast, I took my mother by her wrist and put her soft and warm hand on my naked prick. Instead of pulling her hand away, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my stiff dick while staring down at my naked cock. She fondled the head of my big dick before she slowly stroked my erect prick.
My mother stared at my naked cock this morning in the way that she stared at my naked prick last night, and in the way that I stared at her naked body this morning. I put a gentle hand to her shoulder. Hoping she'd take my not so subtle hint; I wondered if my mother would move to her knees and blow me this morning in the way that her sister blew me last night. Immediately giving me what I wanted, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, my mother willingly moved to her knees.
In the way that her sister had done last night, my mother did this morning. She consensually took my stiff dick in her hand while staring up at me. She continued slowly stroking me. Then, stroking me faster and stroking me harder, she stroked me to a bigger and harder erection. Finally, in the way that her sister took me in her mouth, my mother took me in her mouth, too.
My mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe that my mother was blowing me. My MILF of a mother sucked my cock. She continued stroking my cock while sucking my cock. Determined to have me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper.
Then, as soon as I put a gentle hand to the back of my mother's black, haired, pretty head, I ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth in the way that I had ejaculated a load of cum in her sister's mouth. I watched my mother swallow my cum. Then, again, as soon as my mother removed the pressure of her full lips from my penis, and removed me from her mouth, I involuntarily exploded another huge volume of cum.
In the way that I gave her sister a cum bath last night, I gave my mother a cum bath this morning. I ejaculated cum all over my mother's pretty face, in her black hair, and across her naked breasts. She scooped up my cum with her fingertips while laughing and inserted my cum in her mouth.
She laughed while removing my cum from her hair, her face, and her naked breasts with a hand towel that she kept by her bed.
"I take you giving me a cum bath as a blowjob well done. Thank you for that," she said with another laugh. "I haven't had a cum bath in years."
I left her bedroom and for the rest of the day, we acted as if nothing happened.
# # #
That night, my aunt came over again. As if nothing happened the night before with my aunt and with my mother this morning, they drank their coffee and smoked their cigarettes while talking. With me listening to their conversation from the hall upstairs, neither of them said a word about having sex with me. Biding my time to come downstairs and confront my aunt, I waited until my mother went to the bathroom. I knew that she'd be in there a while.
I quietly snuck downstairs. Before entering the kitchen, I removed my pajama bottoms, my underwear, and my t-shirt. In the way that I was naked in my bedroom last night, and in the way that I was naked in front of my mother this morning, I stripped myself naked again in front of my aunt tonight. I quickly stroked myself to an erection as I neared my aunt.
Seemingly, with her unaware that I stood behind her, I draped my arms over her shoulders and stuck my horny hands down her low-cut top and inside of her bra. With her not stopping me from doing so, in the way that I had my wicked, sexual way with my mother's naked breasts, I felt my aunt's big, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. I felt and fondled her big breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Then, when she turned to me, I put my hand behind her red, pretty head and stuck my prick in her mouth. Not moving away, she immediately opened her mouth and took my prick inside. Seemingly, my aunt wanted to blow me as much as I wanted her to suck my cock. I humped my aunt's mouth and I fucked her face.
"Blow me," I said. "Suck my cock. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth again."
Obediently obeying me, my aunt stroked me while sucking me. I couldn't believe that my aunt stroked my cock while sucked my cock again. I would have ejaculated in my aunt's mouth again, but my mother entered the kitchen. When she entered the kitchen, she looked at me standing in the kitchen naked and at her sister blowing me with shocked sexual arousal.
"Stop," she said. "What are you doing? Don't do that!"
I couldn't tell if she was talking to me or to her sister.
"Sit down," I said turning to my mother and giving her a big smile. "You're next."
I removed my stiff prick from my aunt's mouth and walked to my mother while holding my erect prick in my hand. I grabbed a handful of my mother's black hair and when she opened her mouth to scream, I stuck my prick in her mouth. Instead of resisting me, instead of spitting me out of her mouth, she took me in her hand to stroke me while taking me in her mouth to suck me.
Before ejaculating in my mother's mouth again, I removed my prick from her mouth. I held my erect prick in my hand and continued slowly stroking myself so that I didn't lose my erection. Then, I told them what I wanted them to do.
"Come upstairs," I said. "I want to make love to you before fucking you while my mother watches," I said to my aunt. "Then, I want to make love to my mother before fucking her while you watch," I said to my aunt. "I want to give you both something to talk about," I said with a dirty laugh. "I want to give you both sexual orgasms with my cock."
Instead of resisting me, surprising me as much as they sexually excited me, obediently obeying me, they both came upstairs behind me. I entered my mother's bedroom and climbed on her bed. As if they were strippers albeit without music and without a pole, I watched them quickly remove their clothes. Quite the sexual sight to see, my aunt and my mother were naked. I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
With me in the middle, they climbed on the king-sized bed on either side of me. As soon as my aunt made herself comfortable on my mother's big bed, I leaned to her and mounted her. I fondled her big, naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. My aunt reached between my legs and took my erect prick in her hand to move it to her pussy. Parting her pussy lips with my stiff dick, she was already wet. With a gentle hump, I slid inside my aunt's cunt.
Thrusting my dick deeper, I slowly and gently humped her while kissing her, French kissing her. Something that I thought I'd never do, I made out with my aunt while making love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. I fucked my aunt.
She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. My aunt fuck me in the way that I fucked her. Awaiting her turn, my mother fondled her naked breasts, fingered her erect nipples, and rubbed her clit while watching me having sex with her sister.
"Danny! Danny! Oh, my God, Danny. Don't stop humping me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Danny. I'm cumming," said my aunt.
Not wanting to cum just yet, as soon as my aunt had her sexual orgasm, I pulled my prick out of her. She fell quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex. As soon as I gave my aunt a sexual orgasm with my cock, I turned to my mother.
In the way that I had mounted my aunt, I mounted my mother. I kissed her, French kissed her. In the way that her sister reached down to move my naked prick to her pussy, lips my mother did the same. With a gentle trust, I slid inside my mother's cunt. We made love. I made love to my mother and she made love to me.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, we fucked. I fucked my mother and she fucked me. Continuing to hump one another faster and harder, we were both determine to make the other cum. Only, and again, not wanting to cum just yet, in the way that I gave my aunt a sexual orgasm with my cock, I gave my mother a sexual orgasm with my cock.
"Danny. Oh, my God, Danny. Don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. Fuck me, Danny. Fuck me. Fuck your mother."
She wrapped her arms tightly around my neck and wrapped her legs tightly around my back. Then, she closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs. In the way that my aunt fell quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex, my mother fell quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
Not finished yet with having sex with my aunt and my mother, as soon as my aunt and my mother had rejuvenated themselves, I gave them my next instruction.
"Now that I gave you both sexual orgasms, I need you both to give me a sexual orgasm," I said. "I want you both to blow me. I want you both to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. I need to see you with my stiff dick in your mouths. I need to cum in both of your mouths," I said. I want to watch you swallow my cum."
Again, obediently obeying me, my aunt moved halfway down one side of the bed and my mother moved halfway down the other side of the bed. Taking turns stroking me, they took turns sucking me. Then, when I was ready to cum, they took turns taking me in their mouths. I ejaculated cum in my aunt's mouth and in my mother's mouth.
To be continued...
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Encounter at the Symphony, Ch. 02
After saving her purse and her grandmother's diamond earrings, Christina invited David home for a nightcap.
Encounter at the Symphony, Continued from Chapter 01:
After the symphony ended, and with us having a private exit that placed us ahead of the large crowd, she put her long, gloves back on her hands and we beat the crowd to the street. Again, as if she was a stripper about to dance around a pole, as if she was putting on her white brassiere in front of me, I couldn't help myself from watching her put on her white gloves. I found it just as sexually exciting while watching her putting on her gloves as I found it sexually exciting watching her removing her gloves.
Not necessarily long, white gloves, I remembered a time when women wore white gloves back in the fifties and the early sixties. I remembered June Cleaver, Beaver's mother, in Leave it to Beaver wearing white gloves. I remembered Lucielle Ball wearing white gloves on I Love Lucy. I remembered Donna Reed wearing white gloves on the Donna Reed show. I remembered Dinah Shore wearing white gloves.
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I remembered imagining and masturbating over June Cleaver, Lucielle Ball, Donna Reed, and Dinah Shore giving me a hand job while wearing their white gloves. Knowing that she never would, I imagined Christina giving me a hand job while she wore her white gloves. I found her white gloves to be as sexy as her long, line of exposed cleavage.
Getting up the nerve, before she disappeared forever, after enjoying her company, surprising myself by my forwardness, instead of asking her for a hand job, something that I'd never do, I asked her out for coffee. Hoping to make my move, not wanting to have any regrets, I wanted to ask for her phone number and/or her email address before she left. With me as horny as I was sexually frustrated, I imagined the unimaginable. I imagined something that would never happen, I imagined having sex with her. I imagined her as my lover.
"There's a Starbucks down the street. Perhaps, I could buy you a cup of coffee and a cookie or a piece of cake," I said with a little, uncomfortable laugh while hoping that she'd say yes.
With my limited income compared to her obvious wealth, I didn't have to be a psychic to know that I wasn't in her league. Nonetheless, I hoped that she may be indebted to me enough for saving her purse and her grandmother's diamond earrings, to have coffee with me and give me her contact information. She was too beautiful to allow her to disappear in the night without having the hope of ever seeing her again.
Then, falling back on being too hard on myself, I doubted that she'd want to begin a relationship with me, sexual or otherwise. I figured that she'd thank me for saving her purse, for saving her grandmother's earrings, and bade me goodnight and her goodbye. Surprised by her negative reaction, as if I had asked her if she wanted to eat chocolate, covered bugs from a Vietnamese, street cart, she made a face and waved her gloved hand again.
"Oh, my," she said. "I never go to those places," she said with a haughty attitude. "If you please, you must come home with me. James will make us coffee," she said taking my arm. "I'd love to have you as my guest," she said giving me a big, welcoming smile
She took my arm and turned me to the street.
"My car is right here," she said pointing to a black Maybach illegally parked in front of the concert hall. "After we've had our coffee, and/or an aperitif, and some conversation, James will drive you home."
Befitting her being driven around in such a fine and luxurious automobile, the car was as magnificent as her. Suddenly, I felt like Peter Sellers with Shirley MacLaine as Chance the gardener in Being There when her chauffeur drove him in her silver, Cadillac limousine to her mansion. If nothing else was to happen tonight, just to be allowed to sit in her private box with her, and given entry to her imagined mansion while having coffee and/or an aperitif, and driven home in her expensive car would complete my night.
'Wow,' I thought! 'Someone who seldom left his house, I can't believe this is happening to me.'
# # #
Encounter at the Symphony, Ch. 02:
In the way that Nick Carraway never left the mansion of F. Scott Fitzgerald's novel, The Great Gatsby, once allowed in the inner sanctum sanctimonious, experiencing a similar fate, David never left Christina's mansion. He was her permanent guest.
As if Christina was a black, widow spider and her mansion was her web, David never left as a guest in her huge home. With him for the taking, not expecting her to do so, and not having to make his moves to sexually seduce her, she made her sexual moves to win his heart. In the way that Zsa Zsa Gabor moved her lover, Prince Frederic von Anhalt into her house and into her life, Christina moved David into her house and into her life. Only, David would never financially take advantage of her in the way that Prince Frederic stole money from Zsa Zsa.
With Christina as lonely as she was horny and sexually frustrated, after receiving sexual advice from her sister, Carolyn, she took sexual advantage of the man who retrieved her belongings. Seemingly, unbeknownst to David, a love match made in heaven, she was as sexually attracted to him as he was sexually attracted to her. As much as Christina was ready for such a sexual affair, so was David. He wanted Christina as his lover as much as she wanted David as her forever, live-in lover.
As promised, James made and served them coffee and biscuits. Then, once they drank their coffee and ate their biscuits, she implored him to stay a little longer. Not wanting him to go as much as he didn't want to leave, he agreed to stay longer. Already unable to say no to her, he couldn't resist her beautiful face and her big smile. He'd love to stay longer if only to continue basking in the glow of her presence.
"You must have a nightcap with me before you go," she said while James opened a bottle of her favorite, white wine and filled her a glass. "What would you like to drink?"
I returned her smile with my smile.
"I'll have what you're having. White wine is fine," I said even though I'd prefer a cocktail.
Easy to talk to her, she allowed me to enjoy the vision of her while making eye contact with her. We sat and chatted for what seemed like minutes when it was more than two hours. We talked about everything and laughed over nothing. We discussed her favorite movies and television shows, and I told her my favorite movies and television shows. Discovering that we had much in common, we even had the same tastes in not only movies but also in television shows.
We discussed books. We discussed our likes and our dislikes. We discussed foods that we loved and foods that we hated. With her a world traveler, she told me all the countries that she had traveled to and visited, and with me having never left the country, all that I could do was to listen to her in awe.
If her face, her hair, and her eyes weren't beautiful enough, she had huge breasts that pushed out the front of her low-cut gown. Her long line of sexy cleavage promised to make me cross-eyed had I not forced myself to gaze into her beautiful, green eyes instead of staring at her big breasts. Then, when the skies suddenly darkened, she turned to look out her window at an advancing storm. The sideview of her enormous breasts through her dressed reminded me of two sexy, yet deadly torpedoes.
I would promise my soul to the devil to see her naked breasts. I'd live in hell for all of eternity to touch, feel, and fondle her huge tits while fingering her erect nipples. As if she had the body of a porn stage, she had the whole package. She had it all, beauty, brains, body, and money, lots of money.
# # #
Then, lighting her up as if she was a star onstage, an intense brilliance of lightening illuminated her. Another brilliant flash of lightning lit up the entire drawing room where we were sitting. Not a second later, a violent clap of thunder gave evidence that a sudden storm was directly overheard.
Asking me not to promise my soul to the devil, as if heaven sent me message, an angel appeared before me and spread her wings. I looked at Christina as if she was my angel, my busty, redheaded, green-eyed angel. The skies opened up with a monsoon like downpour. There was no way that I'd be traveling home tonight. As my good fortune continued, lucky me, I'll be her overnight guest tonight.
James knocked before entering the room to close the drapes.
"Pardon me, madam. I need to close the drapes," he said.
With her giving him her permission with a nod of her head, he gave her a little bow before walking over to the windows and pulling the drapes closed.
"Well, David, it looks like you're my guest for the night," she said looking at me as if measuring me. "You look to be my husband's size," she said eyeing me. "Fortunately, my husband was tall and slender, too. I have a thing for tall, slender men, especially in the way that I love Steven Seagal, obviously, I have a thing for men who have a black belt," she said with a sexy laugh. "He wore a 38 extra-long and a size 12 slipper."
I laughed.
"Those are my sizes. That's what I wear, too," I said.
She smiled.
"I have the perfect robe, pajamas, and slippers for you to wear. My husband, God bless his soul, passed away in his sleep before he had a chance to wear them. You may take them home with you when you leave," she said.
I nodded my head and smiled.
"Thank you," I said.
She rang her bell for James and as soon as he entered the room, she raised her glass.
"Shall we have another before bed," she asked?
I smiled.
"I'd like that," I said. The wine if very good," I said. "It must be French of a good vintage," I said talking out of my element.
She smiled.
"It is, indeed," she said.
James refilled our wine glasses.
"David will be our guest for the night. Leave my husband's new pajama's, robe, and slippers on his bed," she said to James.
As if psychic, attending to her every whim, somehow, James knew which of the six, guest bedrooms to outfit with her deceased husband's new pajama's, robe, and slippers. Obviously, the professional servant that he is, he knew that she'd be having sex with David before either of them knew that they'd be having sex. Thinking ahead as if he was a grandmaster chess champion, it was his job to realize her wants and needs before she realized them.
# # #
In the way that she enunciated her words, she reminded me of Diane Sawyer, Hillary Clinton, Madeleine Albright, Nora Ephron, and Ali MacGraw spoke. Having that in common, all Wellesley School graduates in Wellesley, Massachusetts, I detected a slight, Boston accent. I dared myself to ask her if she was a graduate of that prestigious, women's private, liberal arts college.
"In the way that you perfectly enunciate your words, and with me having an ear for language, you sound like a Wellesley College graduate," I said while hoping that she'd take that as a compliment.
She laughed.
"Indeed, I am. Only, I shall not reveal the year that I graduated that private, women's college," she said with a laugh.
She finished the last of her wine.
"It's late," she said looking at her watch, a gold Rolex. "Let's get you to bed, shall we? Instead of ringing for James, I'll escort you myself. You have a choice of several guestrooms," she said while walking up the wide, winding stairs with me.
I gave her a smile.
"It doesn't matter where I lay my head," I said. "I'm sure that they're all beautifully, decorated rooms. You choose," I said.
She escorted me down the hall to a room that was next to the master bedroom, her bedroom, which at the time I didn't know that I was next door to her bedroom. Brand new pajamas, a robe, and slippers were already on the bed and set out by James awaiting me in their original packaging. They all looked expensive. She definitely didn't buy these from Wal-Mart where I shopped for my clothes.
"I'll see you at breakfast," she said. "Again, thank you for saving my purse and my grandmother's, diamond earrings from being stolen. Good night," she said closing my guest, bedroom door behind her.
'Hmm, Ugg men's slippers,' I thought while looking over my bed clothes and admiring the slippers. 'I didn't know that Ugg made men's slippers. I thought that they only made boots for women. They must have been expensive," I thought while feeling the thick, shearling lining.
Then, I remembered someone telling me not to wear socks with Uggs. As soon as I slipped my naked foot inside the slipper, they fit perfectly. I've never worn a slipper as comfortable.
'Wow,' I thought. 'These are wonderful.'
# # #
As soon as Christina made herself comfortable on her bed, before even undressing, she called her best friend, her identical, twin sister, Carolyn.
"Carolyn," said Christina with a laugh while knowing that she had awakened her sister. "Did I wake you?"
Christina sat on her bed while talking to her sister.
"What time is it," asked Carolyn yawning and rubbing the sleep from her eyes?"
Christina laughed.
"I know. It's late but I have an emergency," she said. "I have a real dilemma. I don't know what to do. I need your help. You must help me. You must tell me what to do," said Christina.
Her sister laughed and sat up in her bed.
"Emergency? What kind of emergency? What's wrong? Are you okay," she asked? "What's your dilemma? Of course, I'll help you. Of course, I'll tell you what to do," she said with a laugh. "I love telling you what to do," said Carolyn her big sister by two minutes time.
Christina laughed.
"I'm fine but my purse was stolen at the symphony," she said.
There was a moment of silence on the phone.
"Oh, my," said Carolyn. "How much did the thief get?"
Christina let out a little laugh.
"Nothing. Are you ready for this? A man with a black belt in martial arts, my personal version of Steven Seagal, interceded on my behalf. He confronted the criminal and got my purse back," she paused.
As if rethinking what she was about to say, she remained silent for a minute. Then, she told her sister.
"I invited him home for a drink. Then a sudden storm happened that made it impossible for James to drive him home. He's upstairs in one of the guest bedrooms," she said with a sexy, little laugh.
Carolyn looked at her sister in the phone.
"I know. The storm is still raging. It's a bad one. It's shaking my windows. So, what's your emergency? Is he good-looking," asked Carolyn with a sexy laugh?
Christina returned her sister's sexy laugh with her sexy laugh.
"Actually, he is," said Christina. "And he's tall and slender like John but younger. With him having a black belt in martial arts, he reminded me of my idol, Steven Seagal."
Carolyn laughed.
"Oh, God. You and Steven Seagal. Have you seen Steven Seagal lately? He got heavy. He's fat," laughed Carolyn. "What's his name?"
Christina laughed.
"David," said Christina. "It doesn't matter if Steven Seagal gained weight, I still love him as much as I love Stephen King. I'll always love them," she said with a dirty laugh.
Christina made a face while nodding her head in the phone.
"I'd still have sex with Steven Seagal but, no doubt, he's probably into younger twenty-something-year-old women instead of someone like me who's having hot flashes and soon will be going through menopause," she said with laugh. "Nothing more than a sexually fantasy that I masturbate over when horny, he'd never sexually want me in the way that I sexually want him."
Carolyn chuckled, too.
"Oh, I thought you were talking about David. I didn't know you were still talking about having imagined sex with Steven Seagal," said Carolyn with another laugh. "You'd have better luck with having sex with Stephen King," laughed Carolyn. "He loves horror."
Christina laughed, too.
"Very funny," she said.
Carolyn paused while waiting for her sister to talk and when she didn't, she continued.
"If sex is your imagined dilemma, then, go upstairs and have sex with him. With John sick for so long, it's been a long time since you've had sex. You need a good screw. You need to suck a hard cock," said Carolyn with a dirty laugh. "Why are you delaying? I dare you to sexually seduce him."
Christina laugh.
"My days of sexually seducing a man are long over. I'm too old. At 52-years-old, I'm past my prime," said Christina with a sad, little laugh. "I haven't sexually seduced anyone in 25-years, since I seduced John into marrying me when I was 24 years old and he was 36 years old," she said.
# # #
She paused as if rethinking what to say and seemed embarrassed by what she was about to say.
"Actually, I was thinking about that very thing, going to his room having sex with him, but I'm afraid. I don't want to be too forward. I don't want him to think me a whore. I don't want him to think that I asked him to be my guest overnight just to have sex with him. I'd be so embarrassed if he thought that."
Carolyn laughed.
"You? A whore," she said laughing again? "Nonsense," said Carolyn. "This may be the excuse to get what you romantically want and sexually need. This stolen purse business may be your blessing in disguise," said Carolyn.
Christina paused again on the phone while waiting for her sister to speak and when she didn't Carolyn continued.
"For all you know, now that you invited him home, he may be hoping to have sex with you in the way that you want to have sex with him. If I say so myself as your identical twin sister," said Carolyn with a big laugh. "You're a very beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman. I'd do you, if you weren't my sister," said Carolyn with a dirty laugh.
# # #
"Do you remember when we fooled John," asked Christina? "Dead tired from getting up so early to wash and dress him every day, with him refusing to have a live-in, home health caretaker for fear that they'd steal things, I asked you to wash and dress him one day."
Carolyn laughed.
"I'll never forget that. That was the first time that I saw John naked. I couldn't believe that you allowed me to see him without his clothes," she said with a dirty laugh.
Carolyn paused as if she was rethinking what she was about to confess to her sister.
"I don't think that I told you all that happened when you asked me to wash and dress him," she said with a dirty laugh.
Christina looked at her sister with curiosity.
"What do you mean? What happened when you washed and dressed him," Christina asked her sister? "With him unable to get and maintain and erection, I know that you didn't have sex with him," said Christina with a laugh.
Carolyn returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"After I washed him, before putting on his diaper, he asked me to masturbate him," said Carolyn with a dirty laugh.
Christina made a face in the phone at her sister.
"What? Seriously? He did? Did you? Did you masturbate my husband," asked Christina with anger?
Carolyn laughed.
"I had no intention of doing that but he started feeling my breasts through my blouse and my bra. You know how sexually excited I get when having my breasts felt. Then, when he lifted my blouse and my bra and fondled my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples, of course I masturbated him," said Carolyn with a little laugh.
Christina looked at her sister through the phone with anger.
"How could you," asked Christina?
Carolyn made a face and shrugged as if he sister was making more out of it than it was.
"While masturbating him, I leaned over him to allow him to suck my nipples. Yet, I couldn't help but have the nagging feeling that he knew that I was his sister-in-law masturbating him and not his wife," she said with a dirty laugh. "I think he knew that it was me stroking his cock instead of you."



Carolyn laughed.
"Actually, enjoying myself playing with his prick, I continued stroking his cock while he fondled my naked breasts but he was unable to get hard. It wasn't until I leaned over him and took him in my mouth and sucked him for several minutes that he got hard enough to ejaculate a small bit of cum in my mouth," said Carolyn with another dirty laugh.
Christina looked at her sister through the phone video in shock.
"Oh, my God. You not only masturbated John but also, you allowed him to see, touch, feel, and fondle your naked breasts while fingering your nipples? You allowed him to suck your nipples? Then, if that wasn't enough, you blew him? You sucked his cock? You allowed him to cum in your mouth," asked Christina? "How could you Carolyn?
Knowing that her sister wasn't indignantly mad at her, Carolyn smiled at her sister.
"Yes, I did," she said with pride. "I blew John and allowed him to cum in my mouth," said Carolyn with a laugh.
Christina returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"Thank you," said Christina. "Actually, before he became ill and no longer could have and maintain an erection, his sexual fantasy was to have sex not only with you but also with the two of us together," she said with another laugh. "He loved you as much as he loved me."
Carolyn laughed, too.
"That's what twin sisters are for, to have threesome sex with horny husbands," she said. "It's too bad we didn't do that. If John could have gotten and maintained an erection, I would have had threesome sex with you and your husband."
# # #
"Now, go put on your sexiest nightgown, that pale green one that is virtually see-through, and go to his room without wearing a robe. Trust me. With you wearing that nightgown without a robe, and with him able to see you as if you're naked, you won't have to sexually seduce him. He'll sexually seduce you," said her sister with a laugh.
Christina, embarrassed with shame, stared at the phone video of his sister's face.
"I can't do that," said Christina. "He'll think me a whore."
Carolyn laughed.
"He won't think you a whore. He'll think of you as a lonely widow. He'll think that he's lucky to have sex with you," said Carolyn.
Christina made a face at her sister.
"What if James sees me in the hall? I'd be so embarrassed. I'd be humiliated with him thinking that I was going to David's room for sex."
Carolyn laughed.
"I'm sure James is sleeping. He's up long before you are," she said. "Besides, James is gay. He wouldn't care if you had sex with your guest," she said. "If anything, he'd be jealous because, no doubt, James would love to have sex with him," said Carolyn with another laugh.
Then, she said something that made her sister do what she said.
"If you don't do go to his room and have sex with him, I'll drive to your house in this storm. I'll pretend that I'm you in the way that we used to do," she said with a laugh. "I put on your green nightgown, go to his room, and I'll have sex with him," she said with a dirty laugh. "Trust me. With us having done that before, I'm plenty horny enough to do that again," said Carolyn with a laugh.
Christina returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"I dare you to go to his room wearing that beautiful nightgown. I double dare you," said Carolyn.
Again, Christina returned her sister's laugh with her laugh. Not one to turn down a dare, especially a double dare, she told her sister what she wanted to hear.
"Okay. Okay, I'll do it," she said.
# # #
Christina removed her clothes and before putting on her nightgown, she looked at her naked body in her three, panel, full-length mirror. She turned to look at one side of her naked body before she turned to look at the other side of her naked body. Then, she angled her mirror to look at herself from the back.
"My breasts and my buttocks are still where they should be," she said with a little laugh. "Actually, if I say so myself, I still look pretty good naked."
She retrieved her nightgown from a hanger in her closet. She was with her sister when she bought the nightgown. Something that she'd not normally buy, it was too short, too low-cut, and much to sheer. Yet, her sister insisted that she buy it.
Something she bought for her husband to wear on their 25th wedding anniversary, she never got to wear it. Her husband passed a month before their anniversary. Now, with her sister's encouragement and Carolyn daring her, double daring her, she was going to wear her sexy nightgown tonight for her guest. If she didn't, she knew that her sister would drive to her house in this storm and would have sex with David while pretending that she was Christina.
Feeling like the sexual seductress that her sister wanted her to be, suddenly feeling naked, she left her bedroom without wearing a robe over her nightgown. She felt as nervous as she felt sexually aroused. She could already feel her pussy moisten and her nipples harden.
As she approached David's room, she saw a light peeking out beneath his bedroom door. She stealthily continued to his room and stood in front of his bedroom door to listen. Hearing him turn a page, obviously, he was reading. Daring herself to do so, quietly, she opened his bedroom door without knocking.
"I'm sorry, to bother you, David. Please, forgive me for my intrusion," she said.
As if she had never seen a man in his pajamas, she stared at him wearing her husband's new pajamas as if she imagined her husband wearing them.
"I don't usually do this. Actually, this is my first time doing such a scandalous thing but my sister said that if I didn't, she'd drive over in the storm and she would," said Christina with a laugh. "I've been dared. I've been double dared to do something that I'd never do."
David looked at her with her arms folded across her breasts that denied him from seeing her huge, naked breasts through her sheer and sexy nightgown. Yet, he could clearly see her long line of sexy cleavage and her red, trimmed pussy through her nearly, transparent nightgown. While he stared at what he could see of her the tops of her naked breasts and her naked pussy, with him not needing a blue pill to get hard, it didn't take him long to have an erection.
"That's a beautiful nightgown," he said with the compliment giving him reason to stare longer and harder at all that he was suddenly seeing of her beautiful nearly, naked body. "The color goes beautifully with your red hair and your beautiful, green eyes.
Christina looked down at her nightgown as her cheeks blushed red.
"Oh, my," she said feigning her embarrassment. "I'm so embarrassed. In my rush to talk to you before I retired for the night, I forgot to wear my robe. I'm so embarrassed. Suddenly, I feel nakedly exposed."
Then, sexually teasing him, she lowered her arms and moved them by her sides to reveal the size and the shape of her huge and nearly, naked breasts. Then, while looking down at herself again before looking up at him to give him a sexy smile and a naughty look, she deliberately pulled her nightgown tighter against her nearly naked body. When she pulled her nightgown tighter against her nearly, naked body, she showed him even more of her naked breasts and her naked pussy. Then, as if she was a ballerina, she twirled around to show him the back of her sheer and nearly transparent nightgown.
"You can't see anything, can you," she asked while sexually teasing him and knowing that he could see everything of her beautiful, sexy, and shapely body, as if she wasn't wearing a nightgown?
Again, her asking him if he could see anything through her sexy nightgown gave him reason to stare longer and harder at her nightgown clad body. Not believing his eyes, David stared at the size and the shape of her massive, naked breasts. He stared at her pink, erect nipples. He stared at the darker shade that her symmetrical areolas made. Then, looking further down, he stared at her red, trimmed pussy. Finally, when she turned to show him the back of her nightgown, he stared at her shapely naked ass and her ass crack.
"No, I can't see anything," he said lying.
I can see everything, he wanted to say but he didn't.
# # #
Christina stood before him in her transparent nightgown as if she was naked. She may as well have been naked with all that he could see of her nearly, naked, beautiful body. She bit her lip while daring herself to ask him. Yet, not wanting her sister to claim her man, she asked what she thought that she'd never ask before her sister came to her house and asked David what she needed to ask him.
She took a big breath. Hoping that he wouldn't refuse her, moreover, hoping that he wasn't gay, she asked him what her sister had double dared her to ask him. A question that she had never asked any man before, she was as nervous as she was sexually aroused. Having been double dared by her sister, she asked David her question.
"May I sleep with you," she asked while mindlessly feeling her breast through her nightgown? "I'm a lonely widow, and after what happened at the symphony, I don't want to be alone tonight."
She paused to see his reaction to her asking to sleep with him. Then, when he showed a flash of sexual excitement on his face, she continued.
"I haven't had sex long before my husband died," she said. "Hoping you'll accept my offer and not think me a whore, having sex with you will be your just reward for you saving my purse and my grandmother's, diamond earrings."
Wanting her to see his big erection that already tented his pajama bottoms, David smiled and pulled the covers back.
"I'd love to sleep with you, Christina," he said with a laugh. "As you can see, long before seeing you in that sheer and sexy nightgown, you've already made a huge impression on me."
She climbed into bed with him. Instead of waiting for him to kiss her, she kissed him. She parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him. They made out as if they were horny teenagers. Then, as soon as he felt her enormous breasts through her nightgown, she reached down and felt his huge, erect prick through his pajama bottoms.
"Oh, my, you have such a big cock, a huge prick, David. Your cock is much bigger than my husband's penis," said Christina with a laugh. "You have the biggest penis that I've ever felt with my hand. It's so hard. It's been a long time, years, since I've felt a big, hard prick in my hand," she said.
Then, she said something that she had never said to another man and thought that she'd never say to him. She couldn't wait to tell her sister what she said.
"I don't know if your big prick will fit in my pussy or my mouth, it will be quite the stretch, but I'll be eager enough to try," she said with a dirty laugh.
She paused while looking at him.
"I promise to be gentle," he said.
He returned her laugh with his laugh.
"My husband hasn't had an erection in years," she said while thinking of her sister blowing her husband in the way that she suddenly wanted to blow David.
She laughed. She looked at him staring at her nearly, naked breasts. She watched him touch them and feel them while he fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown. Again, something she had never said to another man, she said something that was as sexually shocking as it was sexually arousing.
"I'll show you my naked breasts if you show me your naked penis," she said. "I hope you want to see my naked breasts as much as I'd love to see your naked cock."
When David smiled at her and nodded his head, Christina sat up in bed. In the way that she slowly and sexily removed her opera gloves from her forearms and her hands, she slowly and sexily removed her nightgown from her naked body. David slowly removed his pajamas as his cock sprang to life.
"You are the most beautiful woman that I've ever seen. I can't believe you chose me to give you sex. I'd love to give you what you want and what you need," he said with a big smile.
With them both naked, they continued making out with one another while touching and feeling one another's naked body everywhere. David touched, felt, and fondled her huge breasts while she wrapped her manicured fingers around his big dick and slowly stroked his prick. He leaned forward to take her swollen nipples in his mouth while reaching down to finger her already wet pussy.
David continued masturbating Christine in the way that she continued masturbating him. With them both on the same sexual page, clearly, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her. Something that he never thought would happen, as if it was kismet that a thief stole her purse, he was glad that he interceded on her behalf. Never expecting this to happen, he was glad that he attended the symphony orchestra.
# # #
Not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass him by, David mounted Christina. She reached down between his legs, wrapped her long, manicured fingers around his swollen cock, and moved his prick to her pussy. With a gentle thrust, he slid inside of her warm and wet pussy.
Then, with her gasping by the huge size of him, he lovingly thrusted his massive pole inside of her while continuing to French kiss her. In an instant, his stiff dick was already deep inside of her. They made out while making love and moving in rhythm together.
Then, banging her beautiful body faster, and pounding her pussy harder, giving her what she obviously needed and wanted, he fucked her. A woman he assured himself that he wasn't in her league, David fucked Christina. She returned his fast and hard bangs with her own fast and hard pounds. In the way that he fucked her pussy, she fucked his prick.
"David. David," she said whispering in his ear. "Don't stop. Please don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. You're going to make me cum," she said. "I'm going to cum."
She wrapped her arms tightly around his neck and her legs tightly around his back. She returned his fast and hard thrusts with her fast and hard humps. She fucked him as fast and as hard as he fucked her.
"David, I'm cumming. I'm cumming, David," she said. "I'm cumming."
Moaning loudly, she closed her eyes, arched her back as her long legs began to jerk and spasm as her pussy contracted around his cock. She rested her head back on the pillow while enjoying the afterglow of sex. David moved beside her to hold her. Then, after a few minutes, he did something that her husband hadn't done since their honeymoon.
Moving halfway down the bed, he made himself comfortable between her long, shapely legs. He enjoyed the aroma of her musky scent of sex. Then, he fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. He rubbed her clit while licking and sucking her clit. He finger fucked her pussy. He gave Christina oral sex.
He continued sucking her clit while finger fucking her. He ate her pussy. Giving her long, wide, and slow licks, he licked her from her ass to her pussy. He stuck his tongue deep in her pussy as far as he could.
Then, while rubbing her G spot, he licked her faster and he licked her harder. Driving her wild with sexual arousal, she whimpered. He reached up his hand and fondled her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. With her not having had oral sex in so long, it didn't take her long to have a second, sexual orgasm, this time from his fingers and his tongue instead of with his cock.
"David. David. Oh, my God, David," she said. "Don't stop licking me. Please don't stop licking me. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Lick my clit faster. Lick my clit harder. Press my G spot harder. I'm cumming, David. I'm cumming," she screamed. "Oh, my God, I'm cumming again."
She held his head in both of her hands. Then, as if she gave him her own version of a cum bath, she moved his face all over her pussy. She rubbed her pussy secretions all over his face, in his nose, and in his mouth.
"Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God," she said while having her second, sexual orgasm. "You're such a generous lover."
Again, she rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
Then, returning the favor of him giving her oral sex, in the way that he moved halfway down the bed, she moved halfway down the bed to give him oral sex. Barely able to wrap her fingers around it, she took his erect prick in her hand while staring up at him with her big, beautiful, green eyes. While continuing to stare up at him staring down at her, sexually teasing him again, she kissed, licked, and mouthed his penis before taking it all the way in her mouth.
Christina blew David's big dick. She stroked his huge, erect cock while sucking his cock. Determined for him to cum in her mouth, she stroked him faster and harder while sucking him deeper. With him not having had sex in such a very long time, it didn't take him long to ejaculate a thick load of warm, oozy cum in her mouth.
He put a gentle hand behind her beautiful, red head. Then, as soon as he was ready to cum, he moved her head forward. He humped her mouth. He fucked her face. While hoping that she'd allow him to cum in her mouth and that she'd swallow, not wanting her to pull away, he needed to cum in her beautiful mouth.
"Christina. I'm cumming," he said not giving her much of a warning while exploding cum in her mouth.
Instead of spitting him out, she swallowed. Then, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips and removed him from her mouth, he uncontrollably ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, red hair, and across her giant, naked breasts. He unintentionally gave Christina a cum bath. Instead of getting angry that she was dripping with his cum, she laughed.
"Thank you," she said laughing. "I take that as a compliment for a blowjob well done. That was quite a lot of cum," she said scooping cum up with her fingers from her breasts and her face and sticking her fingers in her mouth to swallow again. "You must have been saving that up for me," she said with another laugh.
She smiled up at him. She couldn't wait to tell her sister how they made love and fucked one another. She couldn't wait to tell Carolyn how he ate her pussy and she sucked his cock. She couldn't wait to tell her that he ejaculated in her mouth, she swallowed his cum, and he gave her a cum bath.
"In twenty-five-years, my husband gave me oral sex, once, on our honeymoon," she said with a sad, little laugh. "My husband never had that volume of cum to give me a cum bath. Thank you," she said. "You've made me a very happy woman."
To be continued...
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Sex with My Son in the Dark, Ch. 01
I'm Kathy and this is the prelude to me having incestuous sex with my son, Jason.
After discussing our conditions to have inappropriate, sexual contact, something that was necessary for us to cross the incestuous line and have sex, as if daring one another to do so, I had incestuous sex with my son. Jason had incestuous sex with his mother. With neither of us embarrassed nor ashamed, we both had incestuous sex with one another.
My name is Kathy. I'm a 45-year-old single mother of a 22-year-old son named Jason. Not having had sex in a while because of COVID sequestering us in our house, I'm horny. I'm sexually frustrated. Tired of masturbating myself with my vibrator and my dildo, I'm climbing the walls. I'm ready to fuck my bedpost.
Negotiating with Jason as if agreeing to a contract, this is my story about the sexual deal that I made with my son and that he made with me, his mother for us to agree to have sex with one another. With us both satisfied with the outcome of the contract negotiations, we made a sexual deal. As long as we met all of our verbal conditions, it was agreed that we'd have incestuous sex. Discussing the terms beforehand, it was the only way that we'd agree to have forbidden sex.
Made during a sexually difficult time during the COVID pandemic when we were both were self-quarantined to our home, we both wanted and needed sex. We needed sex as much as we needed to breath, eat, drink, and sleep. It was a deal that any horny, young man who was sexually attracted to his mother would love to make with her. It was a deal that any sexually frustrated mother who was sexually attracted to her son would love to make with him. With the both of us consensually willing to have incestuous sex, it was the perfect solution to our horniness and sexual frustration.
When the power went out, not expecting it to happen and surprised that it did, incestuous lust and forbidden sex ignited to illuminate our forbidden love match. Twenty-two-year-old, Jason, unable to see me in the dark made his way to my bedroom to see if I was okay. Ready for him to make his sexual move after I made my sexual move, unaware that I had deliberately stripped myself naked, when I invited him to stay with me to keep one another warm, he climbed in bed with me.
As soon as he discovered that I was naked, ready to flee my room in embarrassed shame, I stopped him from leaving. We openly and honestly discussed our sexual feelings, our sexual attraction to one another, and the real possibility of us having incestuous sex. Something that we both could live with; we made a sexual deal with one another that gave us both what we sexually wanted and needed. Mother and son were ready to go where no mother should go with her son and no son should go with his mother.
# # #
Sex with My Son in the Dark, #1
After my 22-year-old son, Jason, graduated college, unable to find a job, he finally found a job that allowed him to work from home. Rather than rent an apartment that he couldn't afford without a roommate, and with the COVID virus still infecting and killing people, I'm glad that he's safely back at home with me. Not leaving the state nor even the city to attend college, commuting back and forth while wearing his mask whenever outside and in class, he continued living at home.
After losing his father to the COVID virus, a stubborn man who refused to get vaccinated, my son and I have had all of our COVID vaccination shots. Enjoying his company and his companionship while growing closer, I'm glad that Jason is with me to keep me company. As if living with my best friend, talking about everything, and laughing over nothing, someone to talk to, watch TV, movies, and play board games with, we're never bored. Instead of going to the grocery store, playing it safe, we have our groceries delivered.
Now, with my son a college educated adult, and with us self-quarantined to our house, I'm unembarrassed to admit that I'm sexually attracted to him. I'm unashamed to admit that I'm as sexually horny as I am sexually frustrated. Something that needed to be written, again, something that I can't say enough, sex is as much a part of life as breathing, eating, drinking, and sleeping.
I love sex and I miss having it. I miss kissing. I miss French kissing. I miss making out while being felt through my clothes. I miss cuddling on the couch and holding one another while watching a movie.
I miss a man slowly undressing me while making out with me. I miss someone stripping me naked while touching and feeling my naked body everywhere. I miss making love. I miss a man taking me, and fucking me. I miss a man making me his whore.
I miss having my pussy fingered and licked. I miss a man masturbating me and eating me. With me more than a bit of a whore, I miss sucking a cock. I love stroking a big, hard dick while sucking an erect prick.
I miss allowing a man to cum in my mouth. I miss swallowing his cum. I miss him ejaculating a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I miss receiving a cum bath. I miss dripping with his cum from my hair, my eyebrows, my nose, my lips, my chin, and my naked breasts.
# # #
Taking careful baby steps, but with me taking the sexual lead while waiting for him to make his sexual move to seduce me, we started out slowly until my sexual teasing turned into us having incestuous sex. While in his bedroom with his door closed, not easy not to hear, I heard him masturbating over imagining me naked and having sex with me. While in my bed alone, I masturbated over imagining him naked and having sex with him.
Suffice to write, with the both of us as horny as were sexually frustrated, seemingly, we always masturbated over imagining having sex with one another. When he wasn't stroking his cock, I rubbed my clit with my pink, rabbit vibrator and finger fucked my pussy with my big, black, curved dildo. In the way that he imagined fucking me while stroking his cock, I imagined stroking him and sucking him while I rubbed my clit, fingered my pussy, fondled my breasts, and pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples.
We all need sex. Even a MILF of a mother and her adult son needed sex. Only, except for the forbidden thoughts of having forbidden sex with one another, we had no one to give us sex. Now that I knew that my son masturbated over imagining me naked and having sex with me, and I masturbated over imagining my son naked and having sex with him, too, we were ready to have sex.
Something so forbidden for a mother to do, with me no longer having a man in my life, perversely perverted, I looked to my son for sexual gratification. I wondered what it would feel like to kiss Jason, French kiss him. I wondered what it would feel like to make out with him while he touched and felt me through my clothes.
I wondered what it would feel like for him to continue touching, feeling, and fondling me everywhere while slowly undressing me. I wondered what it would feel like for him to strip me naked. I wondered what it would feel like to allow him to see, touch, feel, and fondle my naked body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother.
Not stopping there, I wondered what it would feel like for Jason to finger my pussy and give me a sexual orgasm with his fingers while making out with me. I wondered what it would feel like for him to lick my pussy while rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. I wondered what it would feel like for him to give me a second, sexual orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue while eating his mother's cunt.
I wondered what it would feel like for Jason to mount me and make love to me while continuing to make out with me. I wondered what it would feel like for him to fuck me. I wondered what it would feel like for him to fuck me fast and hard enough to give me a third, sexual orgasm, this time with his cock.
Then, with his big dick buried in my mouth, I wondered what it would feel like to stroke Jason's cock while sucking his prick. I wondered what it would feel like to blow my son while I stared up at him with my big, brown eyes as he fondled my naked breasts and fingered my erect nipples. I wondered what it would feel like for my son to cum in my mouth.
I wondered what it would taste like to swallow him. I wondered what it would feel like for him to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I wondered what it would feel like for him to give me a cum bath. I wondered what it would feel like to be literally dripping with my son's cum.
# # #
Only, a fine line to cross, without making myself appear like the whore that I am, I didn't know how to cross the incestuous line to make my son sexually want me in the way that I sexually wanted him. Then, with something as so forbidden for us to have sex with one another, as if he was any man other than my son, I called my womanly ways into play. I sexually teased Jason by showing him all that I wanted him to see of me and all that he wanted to see of me.
Something that I had never done before, I did now. Instead of wearing a robe over my nightgowns as I had always worn before, whenever I didn't have to leave the house, I hung around the house in my shortest, sheerest, lowest-cut, and sexually revealing nightgowns. After practicing in my full-length mirror to see what he could see of me, knowing that he could see through my sheer nightgowns as if I was naked, I sexually teased him. If he made a sexual move to seduce me, I'd make the rest of the sexual moves to have forbidden sex with him.
With him able to see me in my opened, kitchen layout from the living room, I opened the refrigerator door without turning on the kitchen light. As if trying to decide what I wanted to eat, I took my time standing in front of the opened refrigerator door. With the refrigerator light illuminating me, I knew he could see me as if naked and stood in front of a TSA machine at the airport. I didn't have to turn to face him to know that he was staring at all that he could see of his mother through her nightgown.
Then, when entering the darkened living room, with the bright light of the television illuminating me, I gave him a good, long look through my nightgown while standing in front of the TV. Not stopping there, every morning, I opened the drapes while allowing the bright sunlight to light me up as if I was naked again. Continuing to sexually tease him, knowing that he'd be looking,
 
I left the bathroom door opened enough to remove the steam. With my arms over my head while drying my hair, I allowed my towel to slowly fall to my waist to expose my naked breasts.
# # #
Continuing my sexual teasing, knowing that he'd be standing in the darkened hall watching me, with my bedroom light on, I left my bedroom door opened just enough for him to watch me undressing and dressing. As if trying to decide what to wear, I walked around my bedroom naked. I stood in front of my full-length mirror naked while staring at my naked body in the way that I knew he'd be staring at my naked body. Giving him plenty to masturbate over, as if Lady Godiva, I sat at my vanity table naked while brushing my long, brown hair.
When I leaned over him to serve him breakfast or coffee, leaning longer and lower than necessary, with my nightgown top falling open, I gave him a down nightgown view of my big, naked breasts and my erect nipples. When vacuuming and dusting, as if picking something up from the carpet, I leaned at the waist in front of him and squatted in front of him with my knees parted wide open. Not only did I give my son an up nightgown view of my shapely, naked ass, I gave him an up nightgown view of my brown, trimmed, naked pussy, too.
Knowing that he enjoyed all that he saw of his nearly, naked mother, continuing to sexually tease him by exposing myself to him, he had a continual erection that tented his pajama bottoms. In the way that flashing him sexually aroused me, seeing all that he shouldn't see of me sexually excited him. The only sexual release that we had, he masturbated over imagining seeing me naked while imagining having sex with me every night and every morning. I masturbated over imagining seeing him naked while imagining having sex with him every night and every morning.
When I sat across from him on the low couch while watching TV, he sat in his father's higher up recliner. While leaning forward on my elbows, I gave him a continual down nightgown view of my naked breasts. Then, while sitting with my nightgown raised to the middle of my thighs, I parted my knees enough to give him a continual flash of my naked pussy. While knowing that he stared at all that he could see of me, continuing to sexually tease him, as if I was Sharon Stone in Basic Instincts, I seductively, crossed and uncrossed my legs.
Returning my exhibitionism with his exhibitionism, sometimes when he was as horny as he was sexually excited, he'd allow his erect prick to poke it's head out of his pajama pee hole while leaning over me to serve me coffee. Tempted to take his big dick in my hand to stroke him, I was tempted to take his cock in my mouth to blow him. I wondered what my son would say if I wrapped my fingers around his big dick and stroked him. I wondered what he'd do if I leaned forward to take him in my mouth to suck him.
# # #
Shaking the whole house, I'd hear him masturbating. While hoping to watch him stroking his erect, naked prick, I waited to hear him masturbating before delivering his laundry. Then, stealthily, and silently, I opened his bedroom door without knocking.
With him wearing headphones while masturbating over computer porn of big, breasted, older women, I stood in his room with my back to his closet door while watching him stroking his cock. Interestingly enough, he masturbated over women who looked like me, my sister, Maureen, and my best friend, Colleen. I continued watching him and, not wanting to be caught, I left before he ejaculated. Yet, leaving my laundry basket behind on his workout bench, he'd know that I had been in his room and, no doubt, saw him playing with himself.
When I delivered his laundry, before opening his bedroom door, I listened to him carrying on a masturbation dialogue with himself. While masturbating, he said all that he wanted to do with me and all that he wanted me to do to him. He said all that he wanted to do with his aunt, my sister, Maureen, and all that he wanted her to do to him. He said all that he wanted to do with my best friend, Colleen, and all that he wanted her to do to him.
While watching him stroke his big, erect, naked prick, I felt my breasts and fingered my erect nipples through my nightgown. I raised the hem of my nightgown and rubbed my clit and finger fucked my pussy while continuing to watch him stroke himself. Wishing he'd catch me masturbating myself to him masturbating himself, I wondered what he'd say if he knew his mother stood behind him and/or outside his bedroom door in the hall while masturbating herself and watching or listening to him masturbating himself.
Yet, not wanting him to catch me, mortified if he caught me masturbating over him masturbating, I left his room before he had his sexual orgasm. While continuing to masturbate myself, I stood outside his bedroom door listening to him cum. Then, when I was ready to have my sexual orgasm, I put my hand over my mouth so that he wouldn't hear me. I was as sexually aroused masturbating over my son as he was sexually excited masturbating over his mother, his aunt, and my best friend.
# # #
If only Maureen and Colleen knew that Jason masturbated over them in the way that he masturbated over me, they'd be sexually aroused, too. Yet, I wondered what my sister would say if I told her that her nephew was sexually attracted to her. I wondered what my best friend would say if I told her that Jason was sexually attracted to her, too. With all of us as horny as we were sexually frustrated because of COVID, I wondered if they'd both want to have sex with him in the way that I wanted to have sex with him.
Every day, I continued standing outside of his bedroom door while listening to him masturbating over me, over my sister, and over my best friend. Sexually arousing me with his continual dialogue, he gave me plenty to masturbate over later. Daring myself to do so, I wished that I could masturbate in front of him while he listened to all that I'd say about having sex with him. In the way that I loved watching him stroking his big dick, I'd love him to watch me finger my pussy while fondling my naked breasts.
"Oh, mom, if you only knew that I could see through your sheer nightgowns as if you were naked, I wondered what you'd say. Then, while you're cleaning, you lean at the waist and squat down in front of me. You give me an up-nightgown view of your naked ass and an up-nightgown peek of your naked pussy. Then, when serving me breakfast, with your nightgown top falling open, you give me a down-nightgown view of your big, beautiful breasts and erect nipples," he said while stroking himself faster and harder.
Not stopping there in his masturbation dialogue, he continued.
"I'd love to reach beneath your nightgown and feel your shapely, naked ass and finger your brown, trimmed pussy. I'd love to reach inside your nightgown top and feel your big, naked breasts while fingering your erect nipples. I wonder what you'd say and do if I reached beneath your nightgown to finger your pussy and/or reached inside of the top of your nightgown to feel your big, naked tits. I'd love to pull, turn, and twist your erect nipples while sucking your nipples," he said.
Stroking himself faster and harder, he continued masturbating.
"I wish I could see you naked. I wish I could touch and feel your naked body everywhere. I'd love to see, feel, fondle, your beautiful breasts and suck your erect nipples," he said while stroking himself.
Again, stroking himself faster, he stroked himself harder while continuing his masturbation dialogue.
"I wish I could have sex with you. I'd love to finger and lick your pussy. I'd love to eat your cunt, my mother's cunt," he said with a dirty laugh. "I'd love to make love to you. I'd love to fuck you. I'd love you to suck my cock. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said every time he masturbated.
When he wasn't masturbating over me, he masturbated over his aunt, my sister, Maureen, or over my best friend, Colleen. Suffice to write, a masturbation machine, Jason continually masturbated. He masturbated at least three times a day. Yet, something that I'd love to do, I'd love to take his big dick in my hand and stroke him. While hoping that he'd want to return the masturbation favor by masturbating his mother, I'd love to masturbate my son.
"I'd love to see you naked, Aunt Maureen. I'd love to touch and feel you everywhere. I'd love to have sex with you," he said when masturbating over my sister.
He stroked himself faster. He stroked himself harder. He shook the whole house when masturbating himself.
"I'd love to see you naked, Colleen. I'd love to touch and feel you everywhere. I'd love to have sex with you," he said every time he masturbated himself over my best friend.
# # #
Recently, something that was as shocking as it was sexually arousing, when he thought I'd be gone longer when visiting with my sister and my best friend, I caught him watching a mother and son incestuous, sex movie. With Jason sometimes giving me an inappropriate, sexual look or making an inappropriate sexual comment, I wasn't surprised that that he'd be interested in watching a mother and son movie. Especially now that I know that Jason masturbated over imagining me naked and having sex with me, I wondered if he'd make his move to cross the line and have sex with me.



I caught him watching Spanking the Monkey, a movie about a son helping his mother wash and dress herself after she broke her leg. Eventually, and not surprisingly, they had sex, incestuous sex. The movie made me wonder if I, suddenly, needed help washing and dressing, if Jason would help me wash and dress myself. Again, the movie made me wonder if my son, suddenly, needed help washing and dressing, if he'd allow me to wash and dress him. In the way that I'd love him to wash and dress me, I'd love to wash and dress him, too.
In the way that the son touched and felt his mother in the movie, I wondered if Jason would touch and feel me everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. Then, I wondered if the movie roles were reversed and the son had broken his leg instead of his mother, if I'd touch and feel my son everywhere that a mother should never touch and feel her son. Curious to know how that would play out in real life, I thought about putting our close relationship as mother and son to the test.
"Jason," I said coming up behind him and surprising him.
He was on the couch in his pajama bottoms. With him wearing his headphones, he seemed so engrossed in the movie that he never heard me unlock, enter the front door, and walk up behind him. Surprised that he watched such a movie, curious for his reaction to my sexually teasing him, I decided to incestuously tease him. I wondered if he'd have forbidden sex with me in the way that I wanted to have sex with the woman in the movie. I wondered if he wanted to have incestuous sex with me in the way that I wanted to have incestuous sex with him.
"I didn't know that you liked that movie," I said standing over him from behind the couch.
Never expecting him to be watching such a movie, I recognized the movie, a dark comedy. I had watched the movie years ago, back in the 90's, with my sister, Maureen, and my best friend, Colleen. Giving us something to masturbate about, we all thought that the movie was hot. No doubt, even back then, for us to become sexually aroused over a mother having sex with her son, we were all incestuous whores.
I couldn't help from noticing that he had a box of tissues and a bottle of hand lotion within reach on the coffee table. Not expecting me home so early, he seemed ready to sexually pleasure himself, no doubt, while watching the son helping his mother to shower. Seemingly embarrassed that I caught him about to masturbate over the movie, he didn't answer me. Instead, holding his hand in front of his cock that tented his pajama bottoms, not even looking up at me, he just shrugged.
# # #
"Isn't that Spanking the Monkey, the movie where the son had sex with his mother," I asked while ready to sexually tease him?
Again, not looking up at me nor answering me, he shrugged again. Ready to ask him the real hardcore, sexual questions, I was curious for his reaction. I needed to know if my son would admit that he was sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to him. I needed to know if Jason would confess that he'd willingly have sex with me as much as I consensually wanted to have sex with him.
"Answer me this," I said. "While watching the movie, did you imagine having sex with me," I asked with a laugh? "Be honest. Tell me the truth. Don't be embarrassed. I'd really like to know if you find your mother attractive and sexually desirable enough to want to have sex with me."
When he didn't answer me, already knowing the answer to my questions, I asked him more direct questions.
"Did you imagine seeing me naked? Did you imagine touching and feeling my naked body everywhere? Did you imagine having sex with me? Did you imagined having incestuous sex with your mother," I asked with a sexy laugh?
He looked up at me with embarrassed shame.
"Mom," he said! "No, I didn't imagine having incestuous sex with you. I'd never have sex with you. That's disgusting. That's so gross," he said protesting too much.
# # #
Knowing full well that my horny son would have sex with me if I sexually teased him with my nudity, I laughed. Again, not letting it go, I continued sexually teasing him. I needed him to face the truth about himself. Nearly, any son would have sex with their mother if she was beautiful, sexy, and shapely enough. Indeed, I had all of those attributes.
"Tell me this then. If I had broken my leg, as his mother did in the movie, while making your touches and feels appear unintentional, would you touch and feel me through my clothes while undressing me," I asked smiling down at him? "Would you strip me naked?"
Just by asking him such a leading question, I could feel my nipples erect inside of my bra and behind my blouse.
"If I was the mother in that movie, would you help me shower in the way that her son helped her shower," I said with a dirty laugh while staring down at him? "Would you peek at my naked body? While helping me with the soap and wash cloth, would you touch and feel my naked body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother?"
In the way that I suddenly felt a warm, wetness in my panties, I saw his cock twitch in his pajama bottoms. Suddenly, sexually excited, Jason's throbbing cock grew bigger and harder. He had become sexually excited. He had developed an erection merely from my words. I continued sexually teasing him.
# # #
"I bet you'd love to see me naked in the way that he saw his mother naked," I said with a dirty laugh. "I bet you'd love to see my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass. I bet you'd love me to see your naked, erect prick."
I watched his pulsating and throbbing cock continue to grow bigger and harder.
"Would it embarrass you or sexually excite you to see mommy naked," I asked with another dirty laugh?
I continued sexually teasing him while watching him starting to get an erection.
"If I needed help, would you undress me? Would you strip me naked? Would you give me a shower, Jason," I asked while laughing?
Totally tenting his pajama bottoms, I watched his big dick continue to throb and pulsate.
"If I needed help, would you wash my dirty, naked body while touching and feeling me everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother," I said with another dirty laugh? "As her son did in the movie, would you have sex with your mother?"
I had sexually aroused myself as I had sexually excited my son. Then, when his erect cock popped out of his pajama pee hole, I couldn't stop from staring at it. His prick was so big. His cock was so hard. Tempted to walk around the couch, move to my knees, and take him in my hand before taking him in my mouth, I wanted to blow him before fucking him.
# # #
"You have an erection, Jason," I said with a dirty laugh. "Am I sexually exciting you? Is that why you have an erection?"
He covered his naked prick with his hand.
"I see that you have tissues and hand lotion on the coffee table. Were you going to masturbate over the movie in the way that you masturbate over imagining undressing me, stripping me naked, and touching and feeling me everywhere," I asked? "Were you going to masturbate over the mother in the movie in the way that you masturbate over me, your aunt Maureen, and my best friend, Colleen?"
Clearly embarrassed, he got up from the couch, removed the movie, and turned off the television. When he stood, knowing that I had gotten to him with my incestuous talk, with his erect cock still hanging out of his pajama pee hole, he had a huge erection. Rather than stuff his erect prick back in his pajama bottoms, not covering his nakedness with his hand, he turned to face me. He deliberately flashed me his naked cock in the way that I deliberately flashed him my naked tits, my naked ass, and my naked pussy many times.
"I don't have time to play this silly game with you, mother," he said. "I have work to do," he said in embarrassed shame while holding his hand in front of his big dick. "You've embarrassed me with all of this dirty talk."
As shocked as I was stunned and sexually aroused, that was my first, real indication that my son wanted to have incestuous sex with me.
# # #
Then, clearly, with him forgetting that it was there, I saw it. I saw the video that my deceased husband had taken years ago. It was a video that he took of me, my sister, and my best friend. It was a video that he took when we were all drunk. We removed our clothes and swam naked in our pool. We were all naked. It was a video of our naked breasts, our naked asses, and our naked pussies.
I had hidden the video in my lingerie drawer under my panties and bras along with my vibrator and dildo. While I was out visiting my sister and my best friend, he must have snooped around my room while searching for whatever he could sexually find to masturbate over. No doubt, he had searched for sexy topless and naked photos of me. Then, finding the sexual bonanza, he found the video of me, my sister, and my best friend drunk and naked.
'Suddenly, I felt as embarrassed as I felt sexually aroused. In the way that I've seen my son's naked prick many times while watching him masturbate himself, he saw me naked, albeit in a video taken years ago. Moreover, he saw my sister, Maureen, his aunt, and my best friend, Colleen, naked, too.
"Jason," I said with anger! "You come back here right this second." As soon as he entered the living room, I pointed to the video? "Where did you get that?"
When he walked in the living room, his cock was stuffed back in his pajama bottoms but he still had a big erection that tented his pajama bottoms. He looked at me while making a face and shrugging his shoulders.
"That," I said walking over to the video and picking it up from in front of the television. "Where did you get this video?"
He looked at me with embarrassed shame.
"I don't know what that is," he said picking up the video. "It's an old video. It's always been there," he said with a shrug.
I returned his shrug with my anger.
# # #
"Bullshit! This is a video taken by your father of me, your aunt, and my best friend when we were all drunk and skinny dipping in our pool," I said. "I had this video hidden in my lingerie drawer," I said walking to him, taking the video from his hand, and holding it up in the air.
He looked at me with embarrassed shame that I caught him looking through my lingerie drawer.
"Did you go snooping in my room? Were you feeling my bras and sniffing my panties before finding this video? Do you like seeing and touching mommy's underwear?"
He shrugged.
"You watched this, didn't you," I asked? "You saw us all naked? Did you masturbate over your naked mother, your naked aunt, and my naked best friend," I asked?
He shrugged again.
"Since you've seen me naked, it's only fair that I see you naked. Remove your pajama bottoms. Take them off. Show me your cock. I want to see your naked prick in the way that you saw my naked ass, my naked tits, and my naked pussy," I said. "I want to embarrass you in the way that you've embarrassed me."
Only, I knew that if he removed his pajama bottoms to show me his erect, naked prick that he wouldn't be embarrassed. In the way that I was already sexually aroused, he'd be sexually excited. Nonetheless, I couldn't wait to see Jason's erect, naked cock again.
Sexually surprising me as much as he sexually aroused me, obediently obeying me, he dropped his pajama bottoms to his feet. He showed me his naked penis. He showed me his big, erect dick. No doubt, in the way that he had masturbated over my naked video, he'll be masturbating over showing me his naked prick later.
To be continued...
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Family Incestuous Affairs, Ch. 02
Trying to sexually seduce him, forty-eight-year-old, mother-in-law, Carol, deliberately flashed her twenty-two-year-old son-in-law her naked pussy and her naked breasts.
I dated my wife, Darlene, for four-years before marrying her, when I was 22-years-old. Too young to get married, I wished that I had waited until I was, at least, thirty-years-old. After having sex with my aunt and my mother, now that I was married, I thought that was the last time that I'd be having incestuous and/or forbidden sex with anyone.
Boy was I wrong. As soon as I turned 21-years-old, turning on the sexual faucet on high, the erotic fun just started. A good-looking man with a muscular body, every woman that I met wanted to have sex with me. It didn't matter that I was married. The older women were the worst. Forget about going out to dinner, they just wanted to suck and fuck.
I had several incestuous encounters with my wife's mother, Carol, forbidden sex with her best friend, Joan, incestuous sex with my sister-in-law Kathy, and forbidden sex with my sister-in-law's mother, Rose. Then, much later, after I divorced my wife, I had forbidden sex with my girlfriend's adult, daughter, Erin. I even had sex with my girlfriend's mother, Pauline. Especially older women, it seemed that women were as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to them.
# # #
My mother-in-law Carol, is the real definition of MILF. She's definitely a mother who I'd love to fuck. Her being sexually attracted to me and clearly wanting to have sex with me started on my wedding day on of all days, and at my wedding reception at of all places. She shocked me as much as she sexually excited me by her sexual forwardness. Something that I never thought I'd say about my wife's mother, but Carol was a whore.
With the both of us having drank too much at the wedding reception, while grinding her shapely body against me as if she was humping me, we danced together a few times. Every time we danced; my mother-in-law held me closer than the mother of my newly married bride should. She pressed her big breasts against my chest and her pelvis against my pelvis. She danced with me as if we were lovers or newlyweds instead of mother-in-law and son-in-law.
With her dancing so romantically close, too close, she sexually excited me. She gave me an erection and I'm sure that she could feel my big dick poking her tummy where I should be poking my wife and not her mother. No doubt because of our alcohol consumption, while dancing with Carol, when I turned her away from the crowd, she allowed me to lower my hand behind her to feel her shapely ass. I felt and squeezed her ass through her dress and panties.
Then, moving my hand in between us where no one could see, she allowed me to feel her big breasts through her dress. Daring myself to do so, I felt one breast before I felt her other huge breast. Then, as soon as I felt her breasts, her nipples erected. While continuing to feel her tits, I fingered her nipples through her dress and her bra.
If it wasn't enough that I had felt my mother-in-law's ass through her dress, I couldn't believe that she allowed me to feel her big tits and finger her erect nipples through her dress and bra, too. Returning the favor of my inappropriate, sexual touches, she slowly slid her hand down my chest, down my stomach, and stopped to feel my erection through my pants. I couldn't believe Carol felt my cock in the way that I felt her ass and her tits. Stunned as much as I was sexually excited, my mother-in-law felt my cock through my pants.
Having Carol for my wife's mother, I'm going to enjoy being married to her daughter, Darlene, and living in the same house. If my mother-in-law is making sexual advances to me on my wedding day, I couldn't imagine what she'd do after being married to her daughter for a while. I wondered if she'd try and sexually seduce me. I wondered if she stroke and suck my cock while I felt her naked breasts in the way that I'll be masturbating over her stroking and sucking my cock while I felt her naked breasts.
In the way that I saw my aunt and my mother naked, I'd love to see my wife's mother naked, too. While masturbating myself, I imagined what she'd look like without her clothes. In the way that I had sex with my mother and with my aunt, I'd love to have sex with Carol, too. In the way that I made love to and fucked my mother and my aunt, I'd love to make love to and fuck my mother-in-law, too.
# # #
We lived in a three family house with my mother-in-law and father-in-law living on the first floor, I lived with my wife, Darlene, on the second floor, and my brother-in-law, Stephen, lived with his wife Kathy on the third floor. Unbeknownst to me, my in-laws were heavy drinkers. They drank every night. After my father-in-law had his fill of beer, ready to pass out, he went to bed. A night owl and always staying up late, my mother-in-law had one for the road.
After my father-in-law had gone to bed and after my wife had retired and gone upstairs to bed, I stayed downstairs with her mother to talk. I liked her mother. She was intelligent and had a good sense of humor. Besides, with her always sexually flirting with me, I was eager to see what would sexually materialize between us. I was sexually attracted to my mother-in-law as she, seemingly, was sexually attracted to me.
With her an exhibitionist, my mother-in-law's usual attire was a housecoat with nothing underneath, no bra and no panties. I could clearly see her big, erect nipples that made their presence known through her thin housecoat. Also, as if she wanted me to see her naked pussy, she never snapped the snap by her crotch. Deliberately flashing me, every time she leaned backward to sit or leaned forward to stand, she'd flash me her brown, bushy, naked pussy. I couldn't count how many times I saw Carol's naked cunt.
As soon as her daughter left to go upstairs to bed, with Carol sitting across from me, seemingly to be more comfortable, she raised the hem of her housecoat from her knees to the middle of her thighs. Then, as we talked and laughed, as if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she sat with her knees parted open enough to continually flash me her pussy. Trying not to stare, not wanting her to know that she was flashing me, I couldn't believe that my wife's mother continually flashed me her naked pussy.
'I'll be masturbating over seeing her naked pussy later tonight and tomorrow morning. In the way that I masturbated over my aunt and over my mother, I'll be masturbating over my mother-in-law,' I thought while already having an erection.
Something that I never expected to see, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother-in-law's cunt. Hard to believe that she'd deliberately flash me, not knowing which, I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me or unintentionally flashed me. Again, something that I couldn't wait to do, I couldn't wait to masturbate later over seeing Carol's naked pussy later tonight and tomorrow morning.
# # #
Then, sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me again, she said something that made my cock tent my pajama bottoms. I put my hand over my erection for Carol not to see that I was sexually excited. All that I could do was to stare at all that my mother-in-law was showing me.
"I'm hot," she said unsnapping the top two snaps of her housecoat.
She opened and closed the top of her housecoat as if fanning herself. Every time she opened her housecoat, she showed me more of the tops of her big breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. She had gigantic breasts and I loved seeing all that I could see of them.
Now, whenever she leaned forward to pick up her drink from the coffee table, she gave me a down-housecoat view of her big, naked breasts. If it wasn't enough that she flashed me her naked pussy, now she flashed me her naked breasts, too. Something that happened to me after having incestuous sex with my aunt and my mother, in the way that I've always been a voyeur as are most men, I'm an exhibitionist, too, as are most women.
Returning the sexual favor of my wife's mother flashing me her naked pussy and her naked breasts, when she excused herself to use the bathroom, I stealthily removed my growing erection from my pajama bottoms. I never wore underwear beneath my pajama bottoms. Curious for her reaction, I wanted Carol to see my naked prick in the way that I saw her naked pussy and her naked breasts. I wondered if she'd look at my naked prick, stare at my erect prick, look away, and tell me that I was exposed.
Then, when my mother-in-law returned to her chair, pretending that I was unaware that my erect penis had escaped from my pajama pee hole, I deliberately flashed Carol my naked prick. In the way that I stared at her naked pussy and her naked breasts, she stared at my erect, naked cock. A game that we never tired of playing, we continually flashed one another all that we should never see. With her continuing to stare at my exposed dick, and with my erect prick pointing straight at her, I stood to take a napkin from the coffee table.
"Oh, my God," I said looking down at myself before looking up at Carol staring at my naked prick. "I'm so embarrassed," I said. "I had no idea that my penis popped out of my pajama pee hole," I said finally covering my naked cock with my hand before stuffing it back inside my pajamas. "I'm so sorry. Please forgive me."
She laughed.
"It's okay," she said. "You have nothing to be embarrassed about. You have a big, beautiful penis."
Then, when my mother-in-law fell asleep in her chair, wanting to touch her and feel her while she slept, instead, I went upstairs. I couldn't get my mother-in-law's naked pussy and naked breasts out of my mind. Flashing her my naked prick sexually excited me enough to masturbate over her staring at my erect, naked prick, too. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself over flashing her my naked prick. She not only looked at my naked cock but also, in the way that I stared at her naked pussy and her naked tits, she stared at my naked prick.
I wondered if she'd remember flashing me her naked pussy and her naked breasts. I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me. It was hot seeing so much of my Carol's naked body. Giving me something to masturbate over, I'll be masturbating over seeing all that I shouldn't have seen of my mother-in-law.
I wondered if she'd remember seeing my naked prick. I wondered if she suspected that I had deliberately flashed her. It was so hot to flash Carol my erect, naked cock while pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed. When I'm not having sex with my wife, I'll be masturbating over my mother-in-law seeing my naked cock every morning and every night.
# # #
The next evening, again, after my father-in-law retired to his room and my wife went upstairs to bed, I stayed downstairs with my mother-in-law.
"Suddenly, I'm so tired," she said yawning and stretching.
I stood.
"I should go upstairs and allow you to go to bed."
She smiled at me.
"Don't go, yet. I'm enjoying this movie. I'd like to watch the end of it," she said.
Something that I never thought I'd say to my mother-in-law but something that I saw on a porn site, I said what I was thinking.
"If I sit on the couch, you can rest your head in my lap," I said.
Immediately liking my idea of her resting her head on my lap, she stood and moved with me to the couch. With her hand on my upper thigh and her fingers nearly in contact with my prick through my pajama bottoms, she made herself comfortable on my lap. As soon as she rested in that way, with the top two snaps of her housecoat unsnapped, the top of her housecoat fell open. Whether deliberately or unintentionally, she gave me a great down-housecoat view of her naked breasts.
Also, with her never snapping the snap by her pussy, she gave me a continual view of her brown, bushy pussy. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my mother-in-law's naked tits and erect nipples, I was seeing her naked pussy, too. Sexually exciting me, my prick grew hard to all that I was seeing.
# # #
My cock immediately erected. While staring down at her naked breasts, my prick throbbed. While staring at her naked pussy, it pulsated. Then, sexually surprising me, in the way that she fingered the head of my erect prick when dancing with her at my wedding, Carol gently and lightly touched the head of my erect cock with her fingertips in her sleep.
I looked down at her and she looked as if she was sleeping. She continued to finger my cock in her sleep. Daring myself to do so, I ever so slowly and gently moved my horny hand down the top of her housecoat. While she continued fingering my prick, I felt the tops of her abundant breasts.
If my finger was an alpine skier, I slowly slid my finger down her long line of cleavage. With her not moving and still sleeping, I slowly moved my hand lower. I touched her naked breast. I felt her big tit. I fondled her naked breast. Then, with her not moving and continuing to breath as if she was sleeping, I moved my hand further down and cupped her big breast in my hand while fingering her erect nipple.
Then, as soon as she moved, not wanting her to catch me sexually abusing her, I quickly removed my hand from her housecoat. Again, daring myself to do so, I wanted to do what I saw on that porn site. I stealthily removed my erect prick from my pajama pee hole. My cock was within inches of my mother-in-law's mouth.
While waiting for her to stir, hoping that she didn't open her eyes, I took my prick in my hand and slowly slid it across her lips. Sexually surprising me, she flicked out her tongue in her sleep and licked my big dick. My mother-in-law licked the head of my prick. I couldn't believe that Carol licked my erect cock.
I looked down to see if she was still sleeping and with her still asleep, I slowly slid my prick across her lips again. This time, I parted her lips with my prick. Sexually surprising me again, as if she was dreaming about blowing her husband in her sleep, she opened her mouth enough to take my cock inside her mouth.
Once my prick was in her mouth, she licked me with her tongue. She sucked me. My mother-in-law was blowing me in my sleep. Then, again, as if she was dreaming, she wrapped her hand around my dick and stroked me. Carol was stroking me and blowing me in her sleep.
In the way that it didn't take me long to explode a volume of cum in my aunt's mouth and my mother's mouth, it didn't take me long to explode a huge load of cum in my mother-in-law's mouth. Instead of spitting it out, she swallowed. Yet, she had cum dripping from her lips. I wiped my cum from her lips with my napkin. Then, I gently put her head on a pillow, and went upstairs.
'My mother-in-law blew me,' I thought. 'I can't believe that Carol sucked my cock. I ejaculated in her mouth. She swallowed my cum. Never have I been as sexually excited as I was now,' I thought.
# # #
While my wife had to drive to work and face the long commute there and home, thank God, I worked from home. The next day, I had a hangover. Having just gotten out of the shower, I walked in the kitchen naked while drying my hair with a towel.
As soon as I removed the towel from my hair and looked up, I was surprised to see my mother-in-law sitting at the kitchen table watching me drying my hair. In the way that I stared at her naked pussy and her naked breasts last night, she stared at my naked cock this morning. Yet, in the way that she was unembarrassed and unashamed, I was unembarrassed and unashamed. Instead, especially after she blew me in her sleep last night, I was sexually excited that Carol had a good, long look of my naked penis.
Not covering my nakedness with my hand or with my towel, for her to come upstairs and let herself in without knocking, I figured that she wanted to see me naked as much as I wanted her to see me naked. I watched her staring at my naked prick in the way that I stared at her naked breasts and her naked pussy. Clearly, my mother-in-law was as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her.
"Sorry," she said. "I let myself in. I knew you made coffee and I needed a cup," she said while continuing to stare at my naked prick.
Again, in the way that my mother didn't cover her nakedness with her hands, I didn't cover my nakedness with my towel.
"Nice cock," said my mother-in-law with a sexy smile. "My daughter must be a happy woman," she said.
She leaned forward in her chair to stare longer and harder at my naked prick.
"How big does it get," she asked surprising me by asking me such a sexually inappropriate question?
I walked over to her.
"See for yourself," I said walking close enough to her for her to reach out her hand and wrap her fingers around my naked cock.
With her not mentioning that she had sucked my prick last night and allowed me to cum in her mouth, I figured that she must have been fast asleep and blown me in her sleep.
# # #
Not thinking that she would, she surprised me when she did. As I had hoped she would, she reached out her hand, wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my stiff prick, and held my cock in her hand while staring up at me. Then, something that I couldn't believe she did, she slowly stroked me. Carol stroked my cock to a big and hard erection. She masturbated me while continuing to stare up at me.
"With all of the drinking that he does, your father-in-law hasn't had an erection in years. It's nice to hold a big, hard dick in my hand," she said looking up at me again while smiling.
She looked down at her braless breasts before looking up at me.
"You may feel my breasts, if you'd like while I stroke you. I love having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered while stroking a cock.
I felt her naked breasts through her housecoat while fingering her erect nipples. Then, I unsnapped her housecoat another snap to expose her big, naked breasts to my horny eyes. My wife had big tits, D cup breasts, but my mother-in-law had bigger tits than my wife. Carol easily had double D cup breasts. I love big tits, the bigger the better, and my mother-in-law certainly had big ones.
"I love your big tits, Carol. You have beautiful and shapely breasts," I said feeling her naked breasts and fondling her huge tits while fingering her big, erect nipples. "They're so big. I love how they feel firm as much as they feel soft. I love how big your nipples get," I said pulling them, turning them, and twisting them. "You have really big nipples."
She looked up at me and watched me fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, smiling up at me, she stared down at my naked cock again. I couldn't believe my wife's mother was staring at my naked prick. I couldn't believe that Carol was stroking my stiff dick. Then, she asked me something that shocked me as much as it sexually excited me.
"May I suck it? May I suck your cock, Danny," she asked looking up at me again? "I'd love to take you in my mouth. I'd love to give you a blowjob," said my mother-in-law.
Clearly, she didn't know that she had blown me last night. I looked at her stunned. If it wasn't enough that Carol was seeing my naked penis, my mother-in-law was stroking my cock. She was masturbating me. Then, making me even more sexually excited, she asked me if she could suck my cock. She wanted to blow me.
"It's been a long time since I've sucked a prick. I love sucking cock and I'd love to suck your cock. Before I married your father-in-law, when I was dating, I'd rather give a date that I didn't like a blowjob instead of a goodnight kiss," she said with a dirty laugh. "To me, a French kiss is more personal than a blowjob," she said.
She stared down at my erect prick again.
"May I give you a blowjob, Danny," she asked while looking up at me with her big, brown eyes? "You may cum in my mouth, if you'd like," she said. "I love tasting and swallowing cum."



Not turning down a blowjob, especially one from my wife's mother, I stepped closer to her. She leaned forward in her chair to take me in her mouth. I stared down at my mother-in-law with my big dick buried in her mouth.
I couldn't believe my mother-in-law was blowing me while stroking me and as I fondled her big, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. Hard to wrap my head around, my MILF of a mother-in-law continued stroking my cock while sucking my cock. I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth and fucked her face.
"Cum, Danny. Cum," she said while determined for me to cum in her mouth. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said encouraging me to cum in her mouth. "Cum, Danny. Cum."
# # #
After I ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth, not spitting me out, she swallowed my cum. I quickly excused myself and got dressed. Reeling with sexual excitement, I couldn't believe my mother-in-law blew me. I'll be masturbating over this day and over my mother stroking my prick while sucking my prick for the rest of my horny life.
Only, the next day, my mother-in-law had her 46-year-old, best friend, Joan, over the house. Curious that she had her best friend over the house after she blew me yesterday, I suspected that something was up. In the way that Joan looked at me, smiled at me, and stared at the bulge in my jeans, she seemed to be as sexually attracted to me as my mother-in-law was sexually attracted to me.
After my mother, my aunt, and now my mother-in-law sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in their mouths, I wondered if Carol told Joan that she had blown me. I wondered if Joan would want to suck my cock, too. I wondered if her best friend would have sex with me in the way that I had sex with my wife's mother. With Joan as attractive as Carol, I'd love to have extramarital sex with her.
Instead of sitting in the recliner across from Carol, I sat on the couch next to Joan and adjacent to my mother-in-law sitting in her chair. It was late morning and instead of my mother-in-law getting dressed, she was in her virtually, transparent nightgown. I loved seeing Carol's nearly naked body through her nightgown. I looked at Joan while waiting for her reaction to me seeing so much of my mother-in-law's beautiful body.
Clearly, I could see the shape and the size of her naked breasts through her nightgown. I could see her big, erect, brown nipples. I could see her brown, bushy pussy, and when she stood and turned to walk to the kitchen for more coffee, I saw her shapely naked ass and her ass crack.
Seeing all that I saw of my mother-in-law's sexy and shapely body sexually excited me. I had a noticeable erection that tented my pajama bottoms. Then, when my mother-in-law excused herself to use the bathroom, I made a sexual pass at Joan.
"I can't believe the nightgown that Carol is wearing. I can see her as if she's naked," I said to Joan. "I can see the shape and the size of her big breasts. I can see her erect nipples and her areolas, too."
Joan laughed.
"She's always been an exhibitionist," said Joan. "I think that she wanted you to see her body as much as you wanted to see her body. You're wife's mother is a bit of a whore," she said with a laugh while giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "And so am I," she said.
I smiled.
"With her daughter somewhat of a prude, I'm glad Carol's an exhibitionist. I'm glad that she's a bit of a whore. I'm glad that you're a big of a whore, too." I said with a dirty laugh. "I love seeing her naked pussy, her huge naked breasts, and her shapely, naked ass," I said with another dirty laugh.
Joan nodded her head.
# # #
"With all that she's sexually flashing me of her beautiful body, she made me sexually excited," I said while giving Joan a sexy smile and a naughty look. "She gave me an erection."
I looked down at my cock that tented my pajama bottoms. She looked down at my bulging cock, too. Then, sexually surprising her as much as I seemingly sexually aroused her, I took Joan's hand by her wrist and moved it to my cock.
"See," I said. "Feel how big it is."
Instead of pulling her hand away, she laughed with glee. She squeezed my cock through my pajama bottoms and when she did, I removed my cock from my pajama pee hole. As if she had never seen a naked, erect prick before and she certainly had never seen my naked, erect prick before.
"You have such a big dick," she said while fondling the head of my erect penis with her fingertips.
Joan stared down at my naked prick. In the way that I did with my mother-in-law yesterday, I did with Joan today. I removed my erect cock from my pajama pee hole. In the way that Carol had done yesterday morning, Joan wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my erect, naked cock.
Again, in the way that Carol had slowly stroked me yesterday, Joan slowly stroked me today. My mother-in-law's best friend was giving me a hand job. With her willingly and consensually ready to have extramarital sex with me, clearly, Carol must have told Joan about her blowing me.
# # #
When my mother-in-law returned from the bathroom, she looked at her best friend stroking my cock.
"I see you two are having fun," she said with a dirty laugh. "Doesn't Danny have a big prick, Joan," she asked her friend.
Joan smiled.
"He certainly does. He has the biggest cock that I've ever seen and held in my hand," she said with a dirty laugh.
While Joan continued stroking my cock, I felt her breasts through her blouse. Then, I unbuttoned her blouse to reveal her white bra. With her not stopping me, I lifted her bra to reveal her C cup breasts. While she continued playing with my cock, I felt and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
"Suck my cock, Joan. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said while putting a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. "Blow me, Joan."
Obediently obeying me, in the way that my mother, my aunt, and my mother-in-law did, Carol's best friend did, too. She willingly and consensually leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth. She stroked me while sucking me. Joan blew me. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. It didn't take me long to cum in her mouth.
"If you come with me upstairs, I'll eat your pussy," I said to Joan.
Carol laughed.
"Why take her upstairs? Have sex with her here on the couch. I'd like to watch. Maybe, after you eat her pussy, you'll eat my pussy, too," said my whore of a mother-in-law. "I'll put a sheet down on the couch and I'll get a couple of pillows from the bedroom," she said.
She stood, got a sheet from the closet, and covered the couch with it and put the pillows by the head of the couch. Carol watched her best friend undressing. She stripped herself naked. Then, making herself comfortable on the couch, I made myself comfortable between her long, shapely legs.
Returning the favor of her giving me oral sex, I gave her oral sex. I fingered Joan's pussy while licking her pussy as my mother-in-law watched. Carol lifted her nightgown to her crotch, and masturbated herself with her finger while watching me eating her best friend. I continued licking her pussy and fingering her pussy until she screamed with sexual delight and have a sexual orgasm.
"Danny! Danny! Don't stop. Please, don't stop. Rub my clit faster. Lick my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Danny. I'm cumming," she said before falling silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
With her not having her pussy eaten in a very long time, it didn't take her long to have a sexual orgasm.
# # #
After I ate Joan's pussy, she got up and disappeared in the bathroom. Not to be denied me giving her oral sex, my mother-in-law removed her nightgown and moved to the couch. She was naked. The first time seeing Carol without her clothes, I stared at her huge, naked breasts in the way that she stared at my big, naked dick yesterday.
As soon as she spread her shapely legs, as I did with Joan, I did with Carol. I made myself comfortable between her long, shapely legs. Something that I thought I'd never do when I married her daughter, I fingered my mother-in-law's her pussy while licking her pussy. I ate Carol's cunt.
In the way that it didn't take Joan long to have a sexual orgasm, it didn't take my wife's mother long to have her sexual orgasm. In the way that both women loved sucking cock, I loved eating pussy. As soon as I finger fucked her deeper while rubbing her G spot, she called my name.
"Danny! Oh, my God, Danny. Lick me, Danny. Lick me. Don't stop licking me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Danny," she said.
# # #
The next day, with me now working from home, I'm always hanging around the house. I was sitting on the first floor front porch enjoying a cup of coffee. My wife and my father-in-law had already gone to work.
A sudden noise caught my attention. When I turned to my right, my mother-in-law was standing in front of her bedroom window naked while trying to fix her Venetian blinds that had fallen. After seeing her yesterday without her clothes while eating her pussy, I couldn't believe that I saw Carol naked again.
Not missing this sexual opportunity to have incestuous sex with my mother-in-law again, I entered her house and entered her bedroom without knocking. Still naked, with her unashamed and unembarrassed, my mother-in-law turned to face me. I stared at her naked body today in the way that I stared at her naked body yesterday.
"I can't reach to put them back," she said. "Can you help me?"
She made no move to cover her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and/or her naked ass. My wife's mother was naked, totally naked. I grabbed the stepladder and while reinstalling the blinds, my mother put a hand on my buttocks to keep me from falling.
On the pretense of holding me so that I wouldn't fall, not only did she feel my ass through my jeans while I was on the stepladder, she reached around me to feel my cock through my jeans and underwear. I couldn't believe that my wife's mother was touching me and feeling me in such a sexually inappropriate way. Clearly, in the way that I wanted to have sex with her, she wanted to have sex with me.
# # #
After I fixed her blinds, she took me by the hand and pulled me to her bed. She undressed me. She stripped me naked. Then, she pushed me back on her bed and mounted me.
My mother kissed me, French kissed me, while on top of me and making love to me. Then, I rolled her over. I humped her faster and I humped her harder. I fucked her. I fucked my wife's mother.
"Danny! Danny! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Danny," she said falling silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
I gave her a sexual orgasm with my cock. More than being her son-in-law, I was her lover. Over the years that I was married to her daughter, I lost count how many times we had sex. When she wasn't making love to me, I fucked her. When I wasn't fucking her, I ate her pussy. When I wasn't eating her pussy, she sucked my cock. My mother-in-law continually blew me.
To be continued...



        

  
    Sex with My Son in the Dark, Ch. 02
  
  Sex with My Son in the Dark, Ch. 02

        Kathy has sex with her son, Jason, when the power goes out.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sex-with-my-son-in-the-dark-ch-02

Title: Sex with My Son in the Dark, Ch. 02

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Kathy has sex with her son, Jason, when the power goes out.

Tags: sleeping with his mother, seeing her son naked, son and mother sex, mother and son sex, stroking his prick, sleeping with her son, fucking his mother, sucking his cock, fucking her son, seeing his mother naked

Series: Sex with My Son in the Dark


Sex with My Son in the Dark, #2
Forty-five-year-old Kathy uses the conveniently creative excuse of losing her power to have incestuous sex with her twenty-two-year-old son, Jason.
With him the star of their sexual attraction, Kathy, her forty-one-year-old sister, Maureen, and her forty-four-year-old, best friend, Colleen, discussed Kathy's son, Jason. Something they openly confessed and finally admitted, they were all sexually attracted to him. With them all horny and sexually frustrated from being hidden indoors because of the COVID pandemic, they all wanted to have sex with him.
# # #
Reread, Rewritten, and Continued from Sex with My Son in the Dark, Chapter 1:
Then, clearly, with him forgetting that it was there, I saw it. As shocked as I was sexually aroused, I couldn't believe that Jason had gone through my things to find this hidden video. I saw the video that my deceased husband had taken years ago. It was a video that he took of me, my sister, and my best friend when we were all drunk and naked while skinny dipping in the pool.
Obviously, Jason had watched the video while masturbating himself. Clearly, he had seen and masturbated over me, my sister, and my best friend naked. I remember that day as if it was yesterday instead of so many years ago. It was a hot day with temperatures nearing one-hundred degrees. Thank God we had a pool in back of our private, high fenced yard.
Leading the way for my sister and my friend to strip themselves naked, I double dared them to swim naked. First, I stood to face my husband and his probing camera lens. Sexually teasing him, I slowly removed my clothes. I removed my blouse to reveal my sexy, low-cut brassiere. I removed my skirt to reveal my matching panties. Then, while standing in my sexy lingerie, turning one way before turning the other way, I posed for my husband and for the camera.
Then, turning to face him again, I slowly and sexily removed my bra. Once I had removed my bra, I cupped my D cup breasts in my hands and lifted them for the camera. Finally, I slowly removed my panties to reveal my brown, bushy pussy. I turned one way before turning the other way to make sure that he captured me naked at every angle. Then, I jumped in the pool naked while he continued filming me.
Following my lead, the first time seeing her naked, my whore of a sister, Maureen, slowly and sexily removed her clothes in front of my husband, her brother-in-law. Turning to face him and the camera, as if she was a stripper on stage removing her clothes while dancing around a pole to music, she removed her blouse to reveal her big, white brassiere. Then, she removed her skirt to reveal her white, bikini panties.
She walked up to him to rub her lingerie clad body against him and to feel his erect prick through his bathing suit. Then, stepping back to be in focus of the cameras, she removed her three-clasped bra to reveal her huge, double D cup breasts. Again, she walked up to my husband to allow him to touch, feel, and fondle her giant sized breasts while leaning forward to suck her erect nipples. With my sister not sexually shy, she reached her hand in his bathing suit, pulled out his erect cock, and stroked him.
Finally, stepping back again for the camera to capture her naked image, she removed her panties to reveal her trimmed, red pussy. Then, turning and bending at the waist, she showed him her shapely naked ass and the back of her red pussy. My sister posed naked in front of my husband and his camera before jumping in the pool naked. He continued filming us splashing one another in the pool while rubbing our naked bodies against one another as if we were about to have sex.
Finally, my best friend, Colleen, as if she was a nude, swimsuit model, turned to face my husband and his camera in the way that my sister had done. Something she confessed that she had always wanted to do, before removing her clothes, she knelt in front of my husband. She took his nakedly exposed, erect cock in her hand to stroke him before taking his big dick in her mouth to suck him. Sexually teasing him, she stopped blowing him before he ejaculated cum in her beautiful mouth.
Then, after giving him a surprised, albeit unfinished blowjob, she stood to remove her clothes. She slowly unbuttoned her blouse before removing her blouse. Then, she sexily unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt and allow that to fall to her feet.
She reached around herself to unhook her yellow bra to reveal her naked C cup breasts. Finally, proving that she's a real blonde, she removed her yellow, bikini panties to show my husband and his camera her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy and turned to flash him her naked ass. Then, she jumped in the pool. The three of us were in the pool naked while he continued filming.
My husband stayed on the deck and continued filming us while watching us frolicking in the pool. Then, he stripped himself naked while Maureen and Colleen watched. Once naked, holding the camcorder in one hand, he held his prick in his other hand.
While recording us, he stroked himself to a bigger and harder erection. My sister and my friend watched my husband playing with himself. Giving us a show by stroking himself, we gave him a show by exposing our naked ass, our naked tits, and our naked pussies to him. We watched him continuing to stroke his erect prick over me, his naked sister-in-law, and over my naked, best friend.
Then, when we all climbed out of the pool, we knelt in front of him and took turns taking his big dick in our hands in our mouths. We all blew him. We all sucked his cock. When ready to cum, he sprayed his sperm in our hair, all over our face, in our mouths, and across our naked breasts. He gave us all a cum bath.
# # #
We were all so drunk. After removing our clothes and blowing my husband, we all swam naked in our pool. Remaining naked, we continued flashing him and his camera our naked bodies. Unembarrassed and unashamed, as drunk as we were sexually aroused, it was a video of our naked breasts, our naked asses, and our naked pussies. Leaving nothing for the watcher of this video to imagine, we let it all hang out. Unbeknownst to us, when having them over to watch football, my pervert of a husband showed our naked video to all of his friends and co-workers.
All of his friends saw me, my sister, and my best friend naked. All of his co-workers saw the three of us without our clothes. Towards the end of the video, he captured me, Maureen, and Colleen serving him beers topless during their weekly poker game. They not only touch, felt, and fondled our naked breasts but they sucked our nipples, too. Once we were drunk enough, we gave the men who sexually appealed to us, blowjobs while my husband watched and masturbated himself.
I had hidden the video in my lingerie drawer under my panties and bras along with my vibrator and dildo. I didn't want my son finding those personal items should he go prying in my bedroom. While I was out visiting my sister and my best friend, he must have snooped around my room while searching for whatever he could sexually find to masturbate over. No doubt, he had searched for sexy topless and naked photos of me. Then, finding the sexual bonanza, he found the video of me, of my sister, and of my best friend drunk and naked.
In the way that I've seen my son's naked prick many times while he's unaware that I watched him masturbate himself, he saw me naked, albeit in a video taken years ago. Moreover, he saw my sister, Maureen, his aunt, and my best friend, Colleen, naked, too. He saw the three of us blowing my husband. He watched the three of us blowing his friends. I'm sure that video is the reason why he continued masturbating over the three of us. Clearly, he hoped that the three of us would strip ourselves naked and blow him.
Suddenly feeling violated, I felt as embarrassed as I felt sexually aroused. I couldn't believe that sexually perverted son went through my lingerie drawer. How dare he? No doubt, he saw my vibrator and my dildo, too. With him thinking that I don't masturbate, now he knows that I do masturbate myself.
# # #
"Jason," I said with anger! "You come back here right this second."
As soon as he entered the living room, I pointed to the video?
"Where did you get that?"
When he walked in the living room, he had stuffed his cock back in his pajama bottoms. Yet, he still had a big erection that tented his pajama bottoms. My son had a big dick. He had a bigger prick than his father's big prick. As if pretending that he didn't know why I was so angry, he pretended as if he didn't know what I was talking about. He looked at me while making a face and shrugging his shoulders.
"What are you talking about," he asked while looking at me blindly?
I walked over to the video.
"This," I said picking up the X-rated video from in front of the television. "Where did you get this video?"
He looked at me with embarrassed shame.
"I don't know what that is," he said taking the video from me and acting as if this was the first time seeing it. "It's an old video. It's always been there," he said with a shrug.
I returned his shrug with my anger.
# # #
"Bullshit! Liar! This is a video taken by your father of me, of your aunt, and of my best friend when we were all drunk and skinny dipping in our pool. We were all naked. Your father took a video of us all drunk and naked," I said. "This is my private, personal video."
He looked at me blankly.
"Admit it. You watched this video of us naked while masturbating yourself, didn't you? You saw us all naked? You watched us blowing your father and blowing his friends, didn't you," I asked? "I had this video hidden in my lingerie drawer," I said holding the video up in the air. "Did you go through my lingerie drawer? Is that where you found this?"
He looked at me with embarrassed shame that I caught him lying but also that I caught him looking through my lingerie drawer.
"Did you go snooping in my room? Did you go searching through my lingerie drawer? Were you feeling my bras and sniffing my panties before finding this video?"
Not denying that he went through my room but not admitting that he searched through my lingerie drawer either, he looked at me blankly.
"Tell me. Did you like seeing and touching mommy's underwear? Did you masturbate over my bras and panties? Did you take a favorite pair of my panty and bra to bed with you? Did you masturbate yourself over them while touching them and sniffing my panties before cumming on them?"
He shrugged while looking at me with shame and embarrassment.
"You watched this, didn't you," I asked? "Admit it. You saw us all naked and sucking cock, didn't you? Did you masturbate over your naked mother, your naked aunt, and my naked best friend naked while giving your father and his friends blowjobs," I asked? "I bet you did."
He shrugged again.
"Since you've seen me naked, it's only fair that I see you naked," I said sexually exciting him. Remove your pajama bottoms. Take them off," I ordered him. "Show me your cock. I want to see your naked prick in the way that you saw my, my sister's, and my best friend's naked ass, naked tits, and naked pussy," I said. "I want to embarrass you in the way that you've embarrassed me."
# # #
Only, I knew that if he removed his pajama bottoms to show me his erect, naked prick that he wouldn't be embarrassed. In the way that I was already sexually aroused, he'd be sexually excited. Nonetheless, I couldn't wait to see Jason's erect, naked cock again.
Sexually surprising me as much as he sexually aroused me, obediently obeying me, he dropped his pajama bottoms to his feet. He showed me his naked penis. He showed me his big, erect dick. No doubt, in the way that he had masturbated over my naked video, he'll be masturbating over him showing me his naked prick later.
"Now take your prick in your hand and stroke yourself. I want to see how big it gets. I want to watch you masturbate yourself. I want to see your erection. I want to watch and hear you cum," I said. "Cum in front of mommy, Jason. Cum in front of me," I said.
I laughed.
"Your lucky that my sister and my best friend aren't here because I'd have you masturbate in front of them, too. Yet, I bet you'd like that. I bet you'd love to expose your big dick to your aunt and to my friend. I bet you'd love to masturbate in front of them, wouldn't you?"
He closed his eyes as if imagining being naked in front of my sister and my friend.
"Oh, God, yes. I'd love to expose my naked cock to them. I'd love to masturbate in front of them. I'd love them to watch and hear me cum," he said while continuing to stroke himself in front of me.
Again, obediently obeying me, he took his big dick in hand and stroked himself to a bigger and harder erection. He continued masturbating himself while staring up at me. Stroking himself faster and stroking himself harder, when he was ready to cum, I handed him a wad of napkins. Instead of him cumming on napkins, I'd rather he'd cum in my mouth. Only, I was saving that for later.
# # #
Sex with My Son in the Dark, Chapter 02:
With me working from home, too, the only people that I continued to see were my 41-year-old sister, Maureen, and my 44-year-old, best friend, Colleen. They'd gather at my house nearly, every day for coffee and to gab and gossip. We talked about everything and laughed over nothing. Recently, with the three of us as horny as we were sexually frustrated, our latest topic of discussion was my son. Shockingly as much as it was sexually arousing, unbeknownst to me, we were all sexually attracted to Jason.
"Jason is so handsome," said Colleen.
She swooned, no doubt, over the imagined thoughts of Jason seeing her naked and him having forbidden sex with her. My sister nodded her head in agreement and smiled. She swooned, too, no doubt, over her imagined thoughts of him seeing her naked and him having incestuous sex with her.
"I agree," said Maureen. "He's my most handsome nephew. If it wasn't for COVID, I would have fixed him up with someone long ago," said my sister with a laugh.
I laughed, too.
"Actually, I'm glad he's here with me and not dating anyone. With him masturbating his big dick every day, multiple times a day, he's as horny as he's sexually frustrated as I am," I said with a dirty laugh.
I shocked and sexually aroused my sister and my best friend. They looked at me with their eyes bulging out of their heads and their mouths gaping open. Obviously, they both wondered how I knew that Jason masturbated his big dick multiple times a day.
"I'm so sexually desperate that I masturbate over imagining my son naked and imagining having sex with him," I said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
I invited their sexual reactions to me wanting to have incestuous sex with my son. Colleen looked at me with shocked curiosity mixed with sexual arousal. My sister looked at me with sexual frustration.
"Wait," said Colleen returning my dirty laugh with her dirty laugh. "How do you know that Jason masturbates multiple times a day," she asked?
I laughed.
"I hear him," I said with a laugh. "He shakes the whole house when stroking himself fast enough and hard enough to cum," I said to my sister. "Apparently, thinking that with his bedroom door closed is enough for me to not to know that he's masturbating, he's unaware that I know that he's playing with himself. He's always playing with himself. With him hornier than I am, he masturbates three and four times a day, every day."
I looked from my friend to look at my sister.
"How do you know he has a big dick? Have you seen Jason's cock," asked Maureen with a look of sexual arousal and sexy laugh?
I smiled and nodded my head.
"I've seen his erect, naked prick several times," I said with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "He has a bigger cock than his father's big dick. His erect prick is huge. That monster would not only stretch my mouth but also stretch my pussy, too," I said with another dirty laugh.
With Maureen having seen my husband's big dick when we were all drunk one night and jumped in the pool naked, my sister stared at me as if she imagined seeing Jason's cock.
"I need my mouth and my pussy stretched," said Maureen with a dirty laugh. "Tell us. How did you happen to see his penis," asked Maureen?
I smiled again.
"Something naughty of me to do," I said with a laugh. "I wait until I hear him playing with himself before I go up to his room to deliver his laundry," I said. "I've seen his big, erect naked prick too many times to count," I said with another dirty laugh.
Colleen looked at me with her mouth gaping open.
# # #
"Then, when I deliver his laundry while carrying the heavy, laundry basket upstairs, I gently, stealthily, and silently push open his bedroom door with my foot and without knocking," I said with a dirty laugh.
I looked from my sister and looked at my friend. Wanting me to tell them more about Jason masturbating himself, they looked at me with sexually interest. Better than gossiping about other people, they're rather hear me talk about my son's big dick.
"With him wearing his headphones while watching porn of big, breasted, older women who look similar to the three of us," I said with a laugh. He's unaware that I'm standing in his room by his closet door and out of his sight while watching him masturbate himself," I said with a laugh. "If I thought his flaccid cock was big, when he strokes himself to an erection, that bad boy is huge."
I looked from Maureen to look at Colleen to see their reactions from me telling them that Jason masturbated over big breasted, older women who look like us. They both looked at me with their eyes bulging out of their heads with their mouths gaping open. I knew that I had sexually aroused them both by telling them his erect cock is huge..
"Recently, he started having a masturbation dialogue with himself," I said.
I looked from my sister to look at my friend.
"When I hear him talking to himself while stroking himself, curious what he's saying, I stand outside his bedroom door to listen," I said. "The first time that I heard him, I was shocked by all that he said."
Colleen looked at me wide-eyed.
"What does he say," she asked?
I gave her a proud and sexually aroused smile.
"First masturbating only over me, his dialogue was what he sexually wanted to do to my naked body and what he wanted me to sexually do to his naked body," I said with a little laugh. "Then, recently, his dialogue was about what he sexually wanted to do to you, Maureen, and what he sexually wanted you to do to him," I said looking from my sister to look at my best friend to see their reactions.
My sister gasped.
"Oh, my," she said. "With me not having a man in my life, I never thought about having incestuous sex with my nephew as I'm thinking about having sex with him now," she said with a dirty laugh. "Now that I think about it, I'd love him to see me without my clothes. I'd love him to touch and feel me everywhere a nephew should never touch and feel his aunt," she said with a laugh. "I'd love to suck and fuck Jason," she said with a dirty laugh.
Colleen laughed, too.
"I'm with your sister. I'm definitely horny enough to have sex with Jason," said Colleen. "I'd love him to see me naked. I've love him to touch and feel my naked body while making out with me and masturbating me while I stroke his big prick," she said with dirty laugh.
She looked at me as if expecting me to show her my outrage, instead I showed her my sexual arousal.
"Yesterday, I heard him masturbating over you, Colleen. He said all that he wanted to sexually do to your naked body and all that he wanted you to sexually do to his naked body," I said looking over at my best friend. "He'd love to have sex with me as much as he'd love to have sex with you, Maureen, and with you, Colleen," I said raising their sexual arousal to a higher level.



Colleen looked from me to look at Maureen with sexual arousal.
"Wow," she said. "It's been a long time since a man masturbated over me," she said with a dirty laugh. "I agree with Maureen. With me not having a man in my life either, I never thought about having forbidden sex with your son as I'm thinking about having sex with Jason, now," said Colleen with a dirty laugh. "I'd love to suck and fuck him, too."
# # #
Then, holding back the good part, I told them what happened yesterday.
"When I was out visiting you, Jason went through my lingerie drawer. He not only found my vibrator and my dildo but also, he found that old video of the three of us naked and skinny dipping in the pool. When I came home and caught him masturbating over Spanking the Monkey, I'm sure that he's masturbated over that old video of the three of us naked, too," I said.
My sister and my best friend looked at me with their mouths hanging open.
"Since that day that I heard him masturbating over me, I've been trying to think of a way to have sex with my son without him thinking that his mother is an incestuous whore," I said with a dirty laugh. "I finally thought of a way to have sex with him that would seem more serendipitous than sexually planned."
Maureen looked at me with curiosity.
"How," asked Maureen? "I'd love to have sex with my nephew," she said with a dirty laugh.
Colleen looked from Maureen to look at me.
"Yes, tell us how you plan on having sex with your son without him thinking of you as an incestuous whore. How do you plan on having sex with Jason," asked Colleen? "I'd love to fuck him and suck him, too," said Colleen.
I looked from my sister to look at my best friend.
"Something that always happened on the hottest days of summer, because everyone is using their air conditioners and overtaxing the power grid, like clockwork, we lose power. Last month, we lost power two days on the hottest days of the month. Tomorrow, they forecasted the temperature climbing to more than 100 degrees," I said. "We'll definitely be losing power tomorrow. Good thing there's no global warming," I said with a wink and a sarcastic laugh.
Maureen and Colleen laughed, too.
"As soon as the lights go off, I plan on stripping myself naked and climbing in bed," I said. "I'll let you know what happens from there," I said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
The next day when I had Maureen and Colleen over, I told them what happened last night when we lost the power again.
"I had sex with Jason last night," I said looking from my sister to look at my best friend. "I stroked him. I sucked him. I fucked him. He not only ejaculated a load of cum in my pussy but also, he ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth. Instead of spitting out his cum, I swallowed it."
They looked at me with shocked, sexual arousal.
"This is the good part," I said looking from Maureen to look at Colleen. "Not only did I have sex with him but also, I made a deal for him to have sex with the both of you, too. That is, if you'd like to have sex with my son," I said with a dirty laugh while looking from my sister to look at my friend.
They stared at me with their eyes bulging out of their heads and their mouths hanging open.
"Now that you broke the incestuous ice, I'd love to have sex with him," said Maureen looking at me before looking at Colleen. "I'd allow my nephew to do whatever he wanted to do to my naked body," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'd willingly be his whore of his aunt. I'd happily be his sexual slave."
Colleen looked from Maureen to look at me.
"Now that you had sex with your son, I'm unembarrassed to admit that I've always wanted to have sex with Jason," said Colleen with a dirty laugh. "Like Maureen, I'd allow Jason to do whatever he wanted to my naked body, too," she said with a dirty laugh, too. "For me to have sex with his big prick, I'd willingly be his sexual slave, too."
# # #
Maureen looked at me with curiosity again.
"Tell us. How did you manage to get him to have sex with you and make a deal with him to have sex with us, too," asked Maureen?
Colleen looked from Maureen to look at me.
"Yeah. How did you do that," asked Colleen?
I laughed.
"I can't wait to hear this," said Maureen laughing.
Colleen laughed, too.
"With him not only wanting to have sex with me and also with you two, too, I made a sexual deal with Jason that included him having sex with the three of us, not together but separately," I said.
Colleen leaned forward in her chair.
"I'm on pins and needles while wondering how you got him to agree to have sex not only with you but also with us, too," said Colleen.
# # #
"It all started when we lost the power again," I said. "Knowing that he'd come looking for me to make sure that I was okay, I stripped off my nightgown. I was naked. I pulled the covers over me, and I waited. Then, I heard him leave his bedroom and make his way down the pitch-black hall and to my bedroom."
Maureen leaned forward in her chair in the way that Colleen had leaned forward in her chair.
"Mom? Where are you," he asked?
Maureen looked from me to look at Colleen.
"Barely able to see him in the darkness, with no windows in the hall and everything pitch black, I watched him making his way to my bedroom as if he was a ghost," I said with a chuckle. "With his arms stretched out in front of him and his hands searching in the dark for something familiar to touch, Jason slowly and ever so carefully walked along the darkened hall to my bedroom," I said.
I watched him walk closer before I answered him.
"I'm in bed, Jason," I said from my bedroom. "If only he knew that I was in bed naked, I wondered what he'd say."
Maureen cupped her big breast in her hand through her blouse and her bra.
"I watched him ever so slowly and ever so carefully walk closer. With him unable to see his hand in front of his face, it was dark, really dark. He continued slowly walking along the hall while feeling the wall with his hands," I said.
As if ready to touch herself, Colleen lifted her short skirt to rest her hand on the inside of her thigh.
"The power is out again," he said. "We lost power twice last month. The whole street is out. I found a flashlight but the batteries are dead."
I laughed.
"I laughed to myself when he said that he found a flashlight with dead batteries," I said looking from Maureen to look at Colleen. "Already planning my sexual moves, I had removed the batteries in the flashlight and replaced them with dead ones. Then, I clapped my hands," I said.
Maureen stealthily fondled her enormous breasts and fingered her erect nipples though her blouse and bra.
"Walk to the sound of my clapping and to the sound of my voice, Jason," I said to Maureen and Colleen. "I clapped my hands again."
I looked at Maureen.
"With everything pitch black, finally, he stumbled into my bedroom," I said to my sister and to my best friend.
I looked at Colleen.
# # #
"Climb in bed with me, Jason," I said.
I gave my sister and my best friend a sexy smile.
"He reached out his hands and finally found the bottom of my bed. Following the bed with his outstretch arms, he slowly moved to the side of the bed. Then, he climbed in bed with me," I said. "I was in bed with Jason. I was in bed with my son while I was naked," I said.
I gave my best friend and my sister a naughty look.
"Get under the covers with me," I said. "With the heat out, too, between the covers and our body heat, we'll keep each other warm."
Suspecting what would happen next, Maureen gasped.
"He climbed beneath the covers. Unbeknownst to him, sexually shocking him as much as I sexually excited him, he had no idea that I was in bed naked," I said with a dirty laugh.
Colleen stared at me with her face full of sexual arousal.
"Snuggle up to me and put your arm around me," I said.
I looked from Colleen to look at Maureen.
"As soon as he touched my naked body, he was as shocked as I was sexually aroused," I said.
Again, I looked from Maureen to look at Colleen.
"Mom, you're naked," he said while moving away from me. "Why are you naked?"
I laughed.
"I sleep naked. Besides, it isn't as if you can see me," I said with another laugh. "Hold me," I said. "Hold your mother. Hold your naked mother, Jason," I said with another laugh.
Colleen rested her hand on her bright, white panties while stealthily fingering herself through her panties.
# # #
"He reached out his horny hands to feel where I was in the bed. He touched my naked ass. He felt my naked back and, then, he touched my naked shoulder. Then, when he pulled back, I reached out my arm to take him by my wrist and, pulling him closer to me, I wrapped his arm around me. Tempted to put his big, horny hand on my naked breast, instead, I rested my breast on his forearm. Then, I wiggled my naked ass against his pajama clad prick," I said. "Not surprisingly, he already had a huge erection."
I laughed.
"As soon as he knew that I was naked, as soon as he touched my naked ass, and I rested my naked breast on his forearm, he had a big, hard cock. No doubt, in the way that he couldn't believe his mother was naked, I couldn't believe that he had an erection over me. The first time he touched my naked body, this was the first time that I was in bed with my son," I said.
I looked at Maureen continuing to fondle her big breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her blouse and her bra.
"Mom, I can't hold you. You're naked," he said. "I'm embarrassed."
Prepared for him to say something like that, I laughed.
"If it embarrasses you to hold your naked mother, remove your pajama bottoms and get naked with me. This way, when the power comes back on, and we wake up in the morning, with us both naked, we'll be embarrassed together," I said with another dirty laugh.
My sister stared at me with her mouth gaping open.
"Seemingly, my convoluted logic somehow made sense to him. He pushed down his pajama bottoms, lifted the covers, and kicked them off with his feet and pushed them to the floor. Only, with his erection, he didn't want to get too close to his naked mother," I said.
I looked from my sister to look at my friend.
"Already making my decision to have sex with him, I moved and wiggled my naked ass against his throbbing, erect prick. As soon as his cock touched my naked ass, I reached behind me, and wrapped my fingers around his big dick," I said. "I held his big, erect prick in my hand."
# # #
I watched Colleen rub her clit a little faster and harder through her panties.
"You have an erection, Jason," I said. "Actually, I'd be surprised if you didn't have an erection," I said with a dirty laugh. "Are you sexually excited being in bed naked with your naked mother,' I asked with a sexy laugh?
Joining my sister and my friend touching themselves, I felt my big breast through my blouse and my bra.
"Duh, mom," he said. "Of course, I have an erection. I'm right up against your naked ass. I'm practically parting your ass cheeks with my penis, he said. "And your resting your big, naked breast on my forearm."
I watched Colleen fingering her pussy through her panties.
"I turned in bed to face him," I said while looking from Colleen to look at Maureen.
Maureen stared at me with bated breath.
"Would you like me to do something about that," I asked?
Colleen stared at me with sexual arousal.
"Oh, my God," she said. "I can't believe you offered to masturbate him."
I laughed.
"I could feel him looking at me through the dark with a face full of confusion," I said.
I smiled at my friend.
"Pardon? Do something about what? I don't know what you mean, mom," he said.
Again, I looked from Colleen to look at Maureen.
"I laughed. Your erection. I can masturbate you, if you'd like. I have tissues and hand lotion on my nightstand within reach," I said. "I don't mind. It's been a long time since I've held a hard, erect cock in my hand," I said with a dirty laugh.
As shocked as he was sexually excited, he didn't answer me.
"I'd love to masturbate you, Jason. I'd love to spank your monkey," I said with another dirty laugh. "Would you like mommy to masturbate you," I asked? "Would like Mommy to spank your monkey," I asked with a dirty laugh?
# # #
Maureen stared at me with wide-eyed sexual anticipation.
"I could feel him looking at me in the dark as if I was crazy."
Colleen looked at me with her eyes bulging out of her head.
"Mom? Seriously? You'd masturbate me? Really," he asked? "You'd spank my monkey," he said with a laugh.
My sister looked at me with her mouth hanging open.
"I returned his laugh with my laugh," I said to Maureen and Colleen.
I looked from Maureen to look at Colleen.
"Of course, I'd masturbate you. I'd do anything for my son. I love you, Jason," I said with another laugh while pulling him closer and hugging him.
I leaned forward in my chair as if about to tell my sister and my friend a secret.
"With me offering to do anything for Jason, I suspected that he was tempted to ask me to blow him instead of masturbating him," I said to Maureen and Colleen with a dirty laugh. "Definitely, he'd rather his mother suck his cock than stroke his cock," I said with another dirty laugh.
As if I was blowing my son, I put my hand to my mouth and moved my hand back and forth while pushing my cheek out with my tongue. Maureen and Colleen laughed.
"Actually, to tell the truth, I wanted to blow him. I couldn't wait to suck his cock. I wanted him to cum in my mouth," I said with sexual arousal. After he watched that video of us naked and giving blowjobs, I wanted to give him a blowjob, too."
# # #
"Tell us. Did you take Jason in your mouth? Did you blow him," asked Maureen? "Did he cum in your mouth?"
Coleen looked at me with sexual arousal.
"Yeah, tell us. Did you suck his cock?"
I laughed while nodding my head and smiling.
"Wait a minute," I said. "There's a full moon. If I open these drapes we can have enough moonlight to see," I said. "Unless you'd be embarrassed seeing your mother naked and me seeing you naked, too," I said with a sexy laugh.
I looked at Maureen smiled.
"He returned my sexy laugh with his nervous laugh," I said to Maureen and Colleen.
I looked at Colleen.
"Actually, that's a good idea," he said. "I'd love to see you naked, mom. I don't mind you seeing me naked," he said.
I continued leaning forward in my seat while looking at Maureen and Colleen.
# # #
"With me more familiar with my bedroom and more comfortable walking around it in the dark, I walked to the window and pushed open the drapes. Taking my time tying back the drapes while standing by the moonlight, giving him a good, long look of my naked body, there was plenty of moonlight for him to see me standing in front of the window naked. Even though he's seen me in my bedroom in my underwear, topless, and naked, and had seen me in the bathroom topless and naked, this was the real first time seeing a closeup of me without my clothes," I said.
Knowing that I would, I had sexually aroused not only myself but also, I had sexually aroused my sister and my best friend. They were both ready to masturbate themselves. They were both filled with sexual anticipation for me to finish the story and telling them about how I made a deal for Jason to have sex with them.
"Not even having to turn around to look at him, I could feel him staring at my naked ass. If I say so myself. I love my ass. I have a great ass," I said looking from my sister to look at my friend.
Then, when I turned to slowly walk back to bed, he stared at my D cup, naked breasts, and my brown, trimmed pussy," I said to Maureen and Colleen. "He stared at his naked mother as if had never seen a naked woman before," I said with a laugh. "With him staring at me in that sexually inappropriate way, he made my pussy wet and my nipples hard."
Colleen and Maureen stared at me with sexual awe.
"Oh, my God," said Colleen. "What I wouldn't do to be you in that sexual situation. I would have jumped on top of him and fucked him," she said.
Maureen nodded her head.
"I can't wait to have my wicked, sexual way with my nephew," said my sister.
# # #
"I sat up in bed and pulled back the covers. I stared at his naked, erect prick in the way that he stared at my naked body. Then, I took him in my hand again and fondled the head of his erect cock with my fingertips," I said to my sister and to my friend.
Maureen stared at me with sexual arousal.
"You have a bigger and harder dick than your father, God rest his soul," I said. "Then, I slowly stroked him while staring up at him in the moonlight. With him not protesting nor stopping me, I began masturbating my son. Only, just as I thought, seemingly, not interested in me masturbating him, he didn't allow me to finish masturbating him."
Maureen continued fondling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her clothes.
"You may touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts and finger my nipples if it will help you to cum. I like having my breasts felt and fondled while my nipples are fingered," I said. "Stroking his big dick faster and harder, I continued stroking his cock while knowing that he'd stop me. After several minutes, even with him feeling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples, with him still not cumming, I turned to him."
My sister stared at me with sexual arousal.
"Oh, my God," said Maureen. "I can't believe you stroked Jason's cock. I can't believe that you were masturbating him. I can't believe he saw you naked. I can't believe you allowed him to feel your breasts and finger your nipples," said my sister. "Jesus Kathy, you're making me so wet."
She looked at me and smiled with sexual arousal for my son.
"I'd love him to see me naked. I'd love him to see my naked breasts while feeling them and fondling them," she said. "I'd love to stroke his big dick. I'd love to masturbate my nephew. I'd love to suck his cock. I'd love him to cum in my mouth."
I smiled at Maureen.
"What's wrong," I asked him?
I smiled at Colleen.
# # #
"He looked at me as if he was afraid to tell me," I said.
I looked from my sister and to look at my friend.
"Would you mind blowing me instead of masturbating me," he asked? "I can masturbate myself but it's been a long while since I had a blowjob," he said with embarrassed shame. "I'd love for you to suck my cock, mom," he said while sliding a slow finger across my lips. "While staring up at him, I took his finger in my mouth and sucked his fat finger as if I was sucking his thick cock."
Again, I looked from my sister to look at my friend.
"I laughed. For the man who was embarrassed to touch his naked mother, now you want me to blow you. You want me to suck your cock while stroking your prick. I suppose you'd want to cum in my mouth and have me swallow your cum, too," she said with another laugh.
Colleen stared at me with sexual arousal.
"He laughed. If you don't mind, mom. Yes, I'd love you to blow me. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth. And I'd love you to swallow my cum," he said.
Maureen stared at me with sexual arousal.
# # #
"I laughed. I'll tell you what I'll do. I'll make a deal with you," I said. "I'll blow you if masturbate my pussy with your fingers and give me a sexual orgasm first. He nodded his head and gave me a smile," I said to my sister and my friend.
I looked to Maureen.
"Then, he made a deal with me," I said.
I looked to Colleen.
"I'll masturbate you, mom, and will give you a sexual orgasm, if you allow me to take photos of you in your bra and panties, topless, and naked, tomorrow after we get the power back," he said.
He paused to look at my naked body in the moonlight.
"My friends are all sexually attracted to you. They'd all love to see you without your clothes. They'd all love to have sex with you. I'd love to show them photos of you in your bra and panties, topless, and naked," he said.



I smiled at my sister and at my friend.
"I returned his smile with my smile. I bet you'd love to watch them have sex with me while you watched and masturbated yourself," I said. "Is that why you want to take sexually provocative photos of your mother?"
He looked at me stunned.
"Would you? Would you have sex with my friends while I watched and masturbated myself," he asked with sexual excitement?
I laughed.
"We'll see. One step at a time. I need you to give me sex first before I give you sex and give your friends sex, too," I said.
I stared at me with shocked disbelief mixed with sexual excitement.
"I'll allow you to take photos of me in my bra and panties, topless, and naked if you eat my pussy and give me another sexual orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue right now," I said looking at Colleen.
# # #
Colleen looked at me with a face full of sexual arousal.
"He nodded his head again and gave me another smile. I'll eat your pussy and will give you another sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue, if you set me up with Aunt Maureen. I've always wanted to have sex with her," he said. "She's so beautiful. She's so sexy. She has such a great body. I's love to see, touch, feel, and fondled her enormous, naked breasts while sucking her big nipples."
Maureen had her blouse unbuttoned and her hand inside of her bra.
"I laughed. You want to have sex with my sister," I asked? "I'll tell you what. I'll arranged for you to have sex with my sister if you make love to me and give me another orgasm with your cock."
Maureen removed her big breasts from her bra and fingered her erect nipples.
"He nodded his head again while smiling," I said. "I'd want to take photos of her too, topless and naked to show my friends."
I nodded my head.
"I'm sure my sister would agree for you to take cheesecake photos of her naked body," I said.
My sister was as sexually aroused as I was and as my friend was, too.
"I'll make love to you and give you another sexual orgasm with my cock if you set me up with your best friend, Colleen. I've always wanted to have sex with her, too," he said.
When I looked over at Colleen to see her reaction to what Jason had said about her, she had her short skirt up to her waist and her hand buried inside of her panties.
"I laughed again."
Masturbating herself, Colleen rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy.
"I'll set you up with Colleen if you fuck me fast and hard enough to give me a third sexual orgasm with your big dick," I said.
Colleen looked at me with her eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth hanging open.
# # #
"Again, he nodded his head," I said to Maureen and Colleen. "In the way that I photographed you and Maureen, I'd want to photograph Colleen, too, to show to my friends," he said.
I watched my sister fondling her big breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
"For me to blow you, allow you to cum in my mouth, and swallow your cum, allow you to take pictures of me, set you up with Maureen and with Colleen, you'd have to give me multiple sexual orgasms. First you must give me sexual orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock before I suck your cock, I said while giving him a big smile. You need to give me three, sexual orgasms," I said.
I watched Colleen masturbating her pussy. I watched Maureen fondling her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. I watched my sister and my best friend consumed with sexual arousal over the deal that I told them that I made with Jason.
"Deal," he said.
I looked from Maureen to look at Colleen.
"I looked at him through the moonlight while he stared at me. With him not having much choice, with him really wanting me to blow me, have sex with his aunt, and have sex with my best friend, too, he agreed to give me multiple, sexual orgasms," I said.
I smiled at my sister and at my best friend.
"Okay, mom," he said.
To be continued...



        

  
    Encounter at the Symphony, Ch. 03
  
  Encounter at the Symphony, Ch. 03

        Christina asked David if he'd have sex with her twin sister.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/encounter-at-the-symphony-ch-03

Title: Encounter at the Symphony, Ch. 03

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Romance

Description: Christina asked David if he'd have sex with her twin sister.

Tags: masturbating her, cumming in her mouth, making love to her, identical twin sisters, sex with sister, threesome sex, sex with twin sisters, sucking his cock, seeing her naked, eating her pussy

Series: Encounter at the Symphony


Encounter at the Symphony, Ch. 03
Christina told her sister all that sexually happened between her and David.
Encounter at the Symphony, Chapter 02:
I apologize for the rehash of events from the previous chapter but not satisfied with chapter 2, this is a major rewrite of the end of chapter 2. No writer is happy with their work. Once deemed finished, every writer wished that they could rewrite it over again.
# # #
Encounter at the Symphony, Reread, Rewritten, and continued from Chapter 02:
As shocked as I was sexually excited, surprising me, I couldn't believe that Christina opened my guest bedroom door without knocking and quietly closed the door behind her. Glad that I wasn't masturbating, fortunately, I was reading. Yet, I was thinking about masturbating after I finished reading. Imagining all sorts of sexual scenarios with Christina, I had much to masturbate over now being a guest in her huge house.
Seemingly embarrassed and ashamed, she stood before me in her beautiful, green, transparent nightgown as if she was naked. She may as well have been naked with all that I could see of her beautiful body. If it wasn't enough that she came to my room in the middle of the night, I couldn't believe what she was wearing. Obviously, with her hopefully wanting to sexually seduce me, she was as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her.
Discovering later, with her being double dared by her sister Carolyn to go to my room and have sex with me, she bit her lip while daring herself to ask me her question. Yet, after I found out later, not wanting her sister to claim me as her man, she dared herself to ask me her question. With her dressed in that sexually revealing nightgown without wearing a robe, suspecting what she was about to ask me, I watched her take a big breath.
Obviously, no mistaking her intentions, she wanted to have sex with me. Something that I'd never refuse, especially someone who looked like her, undoubtedly, she hoped that I wouldn't refuse her for sex. With me not having had sex in fifteen, long years, even if I haven't had sex in 15 minutes, I'd never refuse her. Moreover, something she hadn't considered before coming to my room, no doubt, in the way that James was gay, perhaps, she hoped that I wasn't gay.
Then, seemingly summoning her courage, she asked me what I had learned later that her sister had dared her, double dared her to ask me. A question that she had never asked any man before, she was as nervous as she was sexually aroused. With her sister threatening to drive to her house, put on her nightgown, and take her place if she didn't ask me what she needed to know, she asked me her question.
"May I sleep with you," she asked while staring up at me with trepidation and mindlessly feeling her breast through her nightgown?
Her question echoed in my head. Even though I suspected that was what she wanted to ask me, I was speechless. This beautiful woman asked to sleep with me. As if I was dreaming, I couldn't believe my ears. Never has a woman as beautiful and sexy as her asked to sleep with me.
I was stunned. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe this gorgeous woman asked to sleep with me. She wanted to sleep with me. Speechless, I couldn't talk. I couldn't formulate my answer.
'Christina asked if she could sleep with me,' I thought in disbelief. 'Maybe, she's just tired and lonely and just wanted to sleep next to me. Maybe she doesn't want sex but just comfort and companionship. Yet, I hoped that her question was the code question that she wanted sex,' I hoped.
I stared at her in astonished surprise with my mouth hanging open. I couldn't stop staring at her. She was so beautiful. I couldn't stop staring at all that I could see of her through her sheer nightgown. She was so sexy.
As if Christina Hendricks from MADMEN, and Good Girls, had stepped in my guest bedroom, she was just as beautiful. Even more remarkable, they both shared the same first name, had the same red hair, and had huge breasts. When I didn't answer her, with me still in shocked surprise that she asked to sleep with me, still unable to speak, she took the lead and explained her reason for wanting to sleep with me.
# # #
"I'm a lonely widow, and after what happened at the symphony, I don't want to be alone tonight. With the storm still raging outside enough to rattle the windows, I'm afraid. I need to be held. I need to be comforted," she said. "I need you to hold me in your arms."
She paused to look at me to see my reaction to what she had already asked and to all that she said. Tongue tied and still unable to respond, all that I could do was to stare. When I still didn't answer her, she continued.
"I need to be consoled and told that everything will be alright. Alone in this big house since my husband died, I don't like living alone, and sleeping alone. With me living a fantasy life of wealth and privilege, after that thief invaded my life by taking more than my purse but also my innocence, he made me aware of what's out there without having someone to protect me and save me from harm."
Again, she paused to see my reaction to what she said. Now that she asked me her question and explained why she needed to sleep with me, I couldn't contain my sexual anticipation. Involuntarily, feeling so happy, I showed her a flash of sexual excitement on my face.
I stared at her with lustful desire and sexual interest. I couldn't stop from looking at her. Yet, unable to speak, I still hadn't answered her. I needed to respond. She awaited my answer. If I didn't tell her how I felt, I feared she'd feel rejected and flee my room. She'd think that I didn't want her and want to have sex with her. She'd think me gay.
Yet, catching me by surprised, totally shocked, I never expected her to come to my room. I never expected her to be wearing such a short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgown without a robe. I never expected her to ask if she could sleep with me. Flabbergasted by her sexual request, while looking at her dumbfounded, I couldn't say the word, yes. While waiting for me to respond, she continued.
"With my husband unable to get and maintain an erection, I haven't had sex long before my husband died," she said with sadness. "I'm sexually frustrated," she said with embarrassment. "I'm horny," she said with shame. "Then, when you came into my life," she said with a pause. "I felt as if this was meant to be," she said with hopefulness.
Mindlessly unaware what she was doing, I watched her lift and play with the hem of her nightgown. Lifting her nightgown high enough, she mindlessly and unintentionally showed me the bottom of her red, trimmed, naked pussy. With me lying prone on my bed, I don't think she knew that from my angle that I could clearly see beneath her nightgown, especially with her lifting and playing with the hem of it.
# # #
'She's not wearing panties. I can't believe that I'm seeing Christina's cunt,' I thought. 'She came to my room without wearing a robe, while wearing this nearly transparent nightgown, and she's not wearing panties. Of course, she wanted sex. Then, with what she said next, she left no reason for doubt.'
"I hope you'll accept my offer for sex and not think of me a whore," she said. "I hope you'll take me asking you for sex as my way of thanking you for saving my purse and my grandmother's, diamond earrings. More importantly, I wanted to thank you for rocking me from my world of fantasy to reality. You probably saved my life from being so naïve about the wicked ways of the world that's out there waiting for me to be their victim," she said.
Suddenly, with her telling me that she wanted sex, I wanted her to see my big erection that already tented my pajama bottoms. I needed her to know that I was just as sexually excited as she was sexually aroused. I wanted her to see that I was as hard as she, hopefully, was wet. Unlike her husband, I wanted her to visually see that not only could I get an erection but also, I could maintain an erection.
Wishing that I was naked, I smiled and pulled the covers back. I looked down at my erection that tented my pajama bottoms before looking up at her. I gave her a sexy look and a naughty smile. She stared at my big erection with bulging eyes and her mouth falling open. Seemingly, she was as impressed seeing my erection as I was proud showing her my bulging, pajama clad cock.
"I'd love to sleep with you, Christina. It would be my honor to have sex with you," I finally said with a laugh.
I stared down at my big dick again before staring up at her.
"As you can see," I said, looking down at my bulging, throbbing, and pulsating prick once again. "Long before seeing you in that sheer and sexy nightgown, you've already made a huge impression on me," I said with a laugh.
She returned my laugh with her chuckle.
"I can see that," she said.
# # #
I took my erect, pajama clad penis in my hand while she watched me touching myself in the way that I watched her mindlessly feeling her breast through her nightgown. She continued fidgeting with the hem of her nightgown. Then, surprising herself while, no doubt, and making her sister proud, she climbed in bed with me.
Resting her soft, warm hand on my chest, she snuggled up against me. The warmth of her nearly naked body heated my sexual desire to an even higher temperature. She felt as if she belonged there. I put my around her and pulled her close.
Instead of waiting for me to kiss her, shocking me again, she turned to me, looked up at me, and kissed me. Something that I never expected her to do, Christina kissed me. Seemingly hungry for sex, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I returned her deep, wet kiss with my French kiss. Lost in her kisses, I never kissed a woman who blanked my mind and excited my soul when kissing me, but she did.
Something that I haven't done in more than a decade and a half, she allowed me to touch and feel her everywhere through her nightgown. I felt her big breasts. I felt her shapely ass. We made out as if we were horny teenagers.
Then, tits and ass for prick, as soon as I felt her enormous breasts and her shapely ass through her nightgown, she reached down and felt my huge, erect prick through my pajama bottoms. Never dreaming that this would happen, as if this was a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe that I was making out with Christina. I couldn't believe that she allowed me to feel her nearly naked body.
Continuing to make out with her, I couldn't believe that she touched, held, and squeezed my erect prick through my pajama bottoms. Never have I been as sexually excited as I was now. Never have I sexually wanted a woman in the way that I sexually wanted Christina.
"Oh, my, you have such a big cock," she said looking up at me and smiling. "You have a huge prick, David. Your dick is much bigger than my husband's penis," she said while whispering her words in my ear.
She laughed.
"Not that I've felt many pricks in my life, I'm not the expert that my sister is," she said with a laugh. "With her a registered nurse and a bit of a whore, she's seen and felt lots of naked men's penises in her nursing career and in her sexlife," she said with another laugh. "Only, I seriously doubt if my sister had felt a cock as big as your enormous prick."
She continued staring at the bulging impression that my huge dick made in my pajama bottoms. She stared at my erection as if she had never seen an erect cock before. Wishing she'd remove my prick from my pajama pee hole, I couldn't wait to show her my naked cock. I couldn't wait until she wrapped her soft and warm hand around me and stroked me.
I wanted her to see it. I wanted her to touch it and feel my erect prick. I wanted her to wrap her long, manicured fingers around my big dick and slowly stroke me to a bigger and harder erection.
# # #
"I'm shocked. I'm stunned. Never knowing that some men had penises as big as your big penis, you have the biggest penis that I've ever felt," she said, wrapping her long, manicured fingers tighter around it through my pajama bottoms.
She stared down at my throbbing prick in the way that I continued staring at her huge, nightgown clad breasts.
"It's so hard. It's so long. It's so thick. It's been a long time, years, before I married John twenty-five years ago, since I've felt a big, hard prick in my hand," she said.
Then, undoubtedly, she said something that she had never said to another man. She said something that I never thought she'd say to me. Something that she wished she could have said to her deceased husband, only that would have been a lie. Clearly daring herself to say what she was thinking, acting like the whore that her sister is, and the whore that she suddenly was tonight, seemingly, she couldn't wait to tell her sister what she had said.
"I don't know if your big prick will fit in my pussy or in my mouth," she said with a sexy laugh while staring up at me with a naughty look. "It will be quite the stretch, but I'm willing to try. It will be fun," she said with a dirty laugh. "There's no better way to stretch my pussy and my mouth other than with your enormous penis," she said with another sexy smile and a dirty laugh.
While waiting for me to respond with something that was equally as witty, she paused while looking at me.
"I promise to be gentle," I said with a little laugh while reassuring her and brushing back her beautiful, long, lush, red hair. "Especially with you not having had sex in a long time, I'll take it slow," I said with a little laugh. "Something that I'm embarrassed to admit but I haven't had sex in fifteen-years."
She looked at me shocked.
"And I thought that I was bad at not having sex since before my husband died. It sounds like you need to get laid more than I do," she said with a laugh. "Why such a long time without having sex?"
I shrugged.
"Too busy working, other than the bank, food shopping, and going to the dojo once a week, I don't go out much," I said as quite the understatement. "Not much of a drinker, I don't like the bar scene. I fell into the habit of staying home."
I gave her a smile.
"It wasn't until I saw an ad on television about the symphony that I was excited about seeing and hearing the orchestra live. Thank you for inviting me to your box. That was a real treat," I said.
# # #
"My husband hasn't had an erection in years," she said changing the subject.
Something she confessed to me later, no doubt, she thought of her sister blowing her husband in the way that she seemingly and suddenly wanted to blow me. Surely, from what she had already told me about her sister, with her being a bit of a whore, Carolyn would love to blow me, too. With them identical twins, oddly enough, she confessed, always sexually attracted to the same men, they both had the same taste in men.
She laughed, again, over something that she confessed to me later. She thought of her having threesome sex with me and with her sister. With me totally enamored with her big tits, she looked at me staring at her nearly naked breasts. As if she had never had her breasts touched, felt, and fondled before, she watched me touch, feel, and fondle her big tits through her nightgown.
I couldn't get enough of her enormous tits. If I loved Christina's big breasts, with them identical in appearance, I'd definitely love Carolyn's huge breasts, too. I couldn't wait to meet her sister. I wondered if I'd be as sexually attracted to her sister as I was to her. Yet, no matter, I hoped that Christina was my woman in the way that I hoped she thought of me as her man.
Again, as if I had never touched and felt a woman's breasts before, taking my time fondling her tits, I stared at all that I could see of her enormous breasts through her nightgown. I continued touching her big tits. I continued feeling her huge breasts. Unable to get enough of them, I continued fondling her enormous breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown.
Again, something that I discovered later that she had never said to another man, daring herself to do so, she said something that was sexually shocking as much as it sexually excited me. From the first time that I met her at the symphony, I never thought she'd say anything like what she said to me. Immediately, I was more than ready and willing to take her up on her sexually revealing request.
"I'll show you my naked breasts if you show me your naked penis," she said.
In the way that I stared at her dumbfounded when she asked if she could sleep with me, I stared at her speechless when she volunteered to show me her naked breasts if I showed her my naked penis. I couldn't wait to see her naked breasts in the way that I couldn't wait for her to see my erect, naked penis. Tits for dick, I was in sexual heaven.
"I hope you want to see my naked breasts as much as I'd love to see your naked prick," she said with a sexy laugh. "Show me your cock, David. I'd love to see it," she said, encouraging me to show her my big dick.
When I smiled at her and nodded my head, taking the sexual lead, Christina sat up in bed. In the way that she slowly and sexily removed her opera gloves from her forearms and her hands, she slowly and sexily removed her nightgown from her naked body. Giving me a good, long look of her huge, naked breasts and her big, erect nipples, she turned to face me while sitting Indian style on my bed. I slowly removed my pajama bottoms and, even surprising me, my cock sprang to life in the way of a Jack-in-the-box.
"You are the most beautiful woman that I've ever seen," I said staring at her naked breasts. I can't believe you chose me to give you sex. I'd love to give you what you want and what you need, Christina," I said with a big smile.
With us both naked, we continued making out while touching and feeling one another's naked bodies everywhere. Unable to get enough of her huge breasts, I continued touching, feeling, and fondling her big tits. With her unable to get enough of my stiff prick, while staring at my naked penis, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my big dick and slowly stroked my erect cock to a bigger and harder erection. I leaned forward to take her swollen nipples in my mouth while reaching down to finger her pussy.
While sucking her nipples and fondling her breasts with one hand, I reach down with my other hand to part her pussy lips with my fingers. I fingered her already wet and warm pussy. I slowly rubbed her clit while gently finger fucking her. Something that I thought would never happen when I invited her out for coffee and she declined my invitation to Starbucks to invite me to her house instead, I masturbated Christina in the way that she continued masturbating me.
With us both on the same sexual page, clearly, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Something that I never thought would happen, as if it was kismet that a thief stole her purse, I was glad that I interceded on her behalf. Never expecting this to happen, the best thing that I ever did was to attend the symphony. A serendipitous surprise, it was a coincidence that we met.
# # #
Encounter at the Symphony Orchestra, Chapter 03:
Christina called her sister the next morning to tell her all that happened last night between David and her.
"I did it," she said. "I did what you double dare me to do."
Her sister gasped.
"No way," she said. "I never thought that you'd go to his room."
Christina laughed.
"You double dared me, and I never turn down a double dare," she said laughing again.
Carolyn looked at her sister through the phone with sexual excitement.
"Tell me everything that happened and don't leave anything out," she said with a laugh.
Christina returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.



"I went to his room wearing that virtually transparent, green nightgown, that nightgown that you persuaded me to buy, without wearing a robe. Totally shocked as he was clearly sexually excited, he stared at me as if I was naked. As far as all that he could see of my nearly naked body, I was naked," she said with a dirty laugh. "Having just met the man, I couldn't believe that I was sexually frustrated and horny enough to show him all that he shouldn't have seen of me but all that I wanted him to see of me."
Seemingly, enjoying hearing about her sister's sexual adventure nearly as much as if she was there with her, Carolyn laughed, too.
"Aren't you glad that I talked you into buying that nightgown," she asked while not expecting her sister to respond?
Carolyn laughed.
"That's a beautiful nightgown," said Carolyn, not telling her sister that she returned to the store and bought the same nightgown but in blue.
Christina laughed, too.
"So, tell me everything. How was he as a lover? On a scale of 1 to 10 with ten being the highest number that you'd rate him, what's his number? Keep in mind that, according to you, only Steven Seagal and Stephen King are worthy of a score of ten as lovers," said Carolyn with another laugh.
Christina exhaled a big breath of sexual arousal before returning her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"I think you've been a nurse too long, Carolyn, when asking patients about their pain on a scale of one to ten," said Christina with another laugh. "Yet, if I was to rate him on a scale of one to ten, with him surpassing all of my sexual expectations, higher than Seagal and King, I'd give him an eleven," she said with a laugh.
Carolyn chuckled.
"You're scoring David higher than Seagal and King? You must have had a sexual orgasm worthy of a religious miracle," said her sister with a laugh.
Christina swooned.
"It was wonderful, Carolyn. As if we were on our honeymoon in Morocco, he made love to me as if he loved me. I've never been with a man who wanted me as much as I now want him. I've never been with a man who was so enamored with my big breasts," said Christina. He loved my big tits."
# # #
Carolyn gasped.
"So, he loved your big tits," said her sister, knowing that he'd love her big breasts, too.
Carolyn laughed.
"He never removed his eyes and/or his hands from my naked breasts. Even when he was masturbating my pussy, he fondled my breasts with his other hand while fingering my nipples. I've never had sex like that in my life," she said.
Carolyn fondled her breasts through the cellphone while listening to her sister talking about her lover.
"Now that I think of it, I haven't had sex like that since before I married John. I wished my husband's cock was as big as his fortune," said Christina with a dirty laugh. "A very generous lover, he gave me three sexual orgasms, one with his fingers, a second one with his tongue, and a third one with his cock," she said swooning.
Seemingly thinking about having sex with David, she paused while continuing to swoon.
"He not only masturbated my pussy, and fucked my pussy, but he ate my pussy, too. I haven't had a man go down on me in twenty-five years, since my honeymoon. John loved receiving oral sex, but he didn't like reciprocating oral sex. In that regard, he was a selfish lover," said Christina. "He only ate me that one time."
Christina laughed.
"Every time he didn't give me oral sex after I gave him oral sex, I bought myself a pair of shoes. Suffice to say, I have hundreds of pairs of shoes," she said with a laugh.
Carolyn laughed, too.
"Then, when I blew him, when I stroked his cock while sucking his cock, he ejaculated a load of warm, oozy cum in my mouth," said Christina with a laugh. "As if I was hungry for cum and needed the protein," she said with a dirty laugh. "I swallowed his cum."
She laughed again and Carolyn returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"Then, not done cumming, as if complimenting me for a blowjob well done, as soon as I removed his big dick from the pressure of my lips, surprising me, he ejaculated another load of cum. With John having so little cum, not expecting David to do that, he ejaculated a huge load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across from my naked breast," said Christina with sexual arousal and with a dirty laugh. "There was so much cum."
Again, her sister returned her dirty laugh with her dirty laugh.
# # #
"Something that John had never given me; David gave me a cum bath. I had cum in my hair, all over my face, and across my naked breasts. Literally, I was dripping with his cum. I've never had any man ejaculate as much cum.
His sexual lust was everywhere," said Christina with a sexually aroused laugh. "I scooped as much cum with my fingers and took it in my mouth and swallowed it but I still needed a towel to remove his sperm," she said with a laugh. "I'm glad that he had a towel by his bed."
Carolyn stared through the phone at her sister.
"Big dick? So, David has a big cock," asked Carolyn with a dirty laugh? "How big is big? Tell me more about his big prick."
Christina returned her sister's dirty laugh with her dirty laugh.
"No exaggeration, Carolyn, his cock is huge. He had the biggest prick that I've ever seen, touched, felt, and stroked," she said with another dirty laugh. "He not only stretched my mouth but also, he stretched my pussy, too, with that big monster," she said with a laugh.
Carolyn looked at her sister with envy.
"I've never sucked and fucked a cock as big. No comparison, his big dick dwarfed John's comparatively small penis. John's dick was an appetizer compared to the full meal of David's enormous prick," said Christina with another laugh.
Carolyn returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"I'm just glad that I'm not into anal sex because his monstrous cock would have split me in half," she said with another dirty laugh. "Yet, I loved stroking him, sucking him, and fucking him. I can't wait to have sex with him again," she said.
As if she was masturbating herself while listening to her sister, Carolyn gasped over the phone again.
# # #
Carolyn remained silent while rethinking what she wanted to ask her sister.
"You don't have to answer me if you'd rather think about it," she said with a pause. "Of course, you can say no to my request, and you won't hurt my feelings but," she said with another pause as if rethinking again what she was about to ask her sister.
Christina waited for her sister to tell her what was on her mind.
"What? What is it, Carolyn? What do you want to ask me," asked Christina?
Christina waited for her sister to respond and when she didn't, she continued.
"Whatever it is, you know that I'd never said no to you," said Christina with a laugh. "Do you need money? Would you like to go through my clothes and/or my shoes and pick out what you'd like to wear? What? What is it that you seem afraid to ask?"
Carolyn remained silent for a long minute while obviously uncomfortable with what she wanted to ask her sister. Not wanting to ruin things for her sister with David, seemingly, she didn't know how Christina would respond to her request. Then, embarrassed, and ashamed, she finally summoned the courage to ask her sister her question.
"Do you think David would have sex with me, too?" Not waiting for her sister to answer, she continued to explain. "Like you, it's been a long while since I've had sex. I'm so horny. I'm so sexually frustrated. I've worn out my vibrator and my dildo. I could fuck my bedpost," she said with a laugh. "Especially after you told me that he has a huge prick, had given you three, sexual orgasms, and that he's an eleven on a scale of ten, I'd love to have sex with David," said Carolyn.
Christina looked at her phone with her eyes bulging out of her head and with her mouth gaping open.
"If it wasn't enough that you told me that you masturbated John, sucked his cock, and allowed him to cum in your mouth while he felt and sucked your tits, now you want to have sex with David," said Christina. "Why can't you get your own man?"
Carolyn looked at her sister with embarrassed shame.
"I'm sorry for asking. Forget about it. I'm not rich like you, Christina. Even with all of the money that you've generously given me over the years, I'm always working. I work 12-hour shifts as a nurse and with us short staffed I work five-day weeks and 60-hour weeks. When I'm finally home, I'm exhausted. Forget about going out to look for a man for sex, I'm too tired to do anything but sleep," she said with sadness.
She sounded as if she was going to cry on the phone.
"I'm sorry for asking you such a nasty thing to have sex with David. I'm ashamed of myself for asking you such a horrible thing. After Hank left me for someone else, I don't have a man in my life. I haven't had sex in such a long time. I don't want to ruin this for you," she said. "Again, I apologize for asking. I'm sorry for asking. Forget what I asked. Okay?"
Christina looked at her sister through her phone with love, with compassion, and with understanding.
"Let me see. Let me think about it," said Christina.
Then, she had an idea.
"I'll tell you what I'll do. I told David that I have an identical twin. I'll ask him if he wants to have sex with my twin sister. I'll leave it up to him. Okay," she asked Carolyn?
Carolyn smiled at her sister through the phone.
"Okay," said Carolyn.
Then, Christina gave her sister a stern look.
"Only," said Christina with a pause. "If he agrees to have sex with you, I don't want you stealing him from me. He's mine. The last thing that I want is for you to fall in love with him and/or to make him fall in love with you."
Carolyn gave her sister a big smile.
"Okay," she said. "Thank you. We'll leave it up to him. Don't worry, it's just sex. I won't put any moves on him to make him fall in love with me. It sounds like he has clearly fallen in love with you," said Carolyn. "I'm happy for you, Christina. I promise not to do anything to ruin that for you."
# # #
That morning after David had his morning coffee and ate his breakfast, Christina asked him her question on behalf of her sexually frustrated and horny sister.
"I told you that I have a sister, but I didn't tell you that I have an identical, twin sister," said Christina with a laugh while staring up at David.
I looked up at her with surprise. If it wasn't enough that Christina was tall, beautiful, shapely, sexy, and busty but also, she has a carbon copy. She has a clone. I couldn't wait to meet her sister.
"She looks exactly like me. She has red hair, green eyes, and huge breasts," said Christina with a sexy laugh while cupping her big tits in her hands and lifting them through her nightgown. "As you can imagine, we're close, really close. We tell one another everything. I told her about you," said Christina with a dirty laugh. "I told her about last night," said Christina blushing.
My sexual fantasy came true, while imagining her standing next to her twin sister naked and unable to tell them apart, I looked at her with surprised disbelief that she had an identical, twin sister.
"You do," I said with sexual excitement? "That's awesome. I'd love to meet her. I have a brother but we're not twins. I'm older," I said.
I paused before asking her my next question.
"With you being so close, I figured you'd tell her that we had sex," he said with sexual excitement.
Christina laughed.
"Us having sex and you giving me three, sexual orgasms were the highlight of our conversation," she said with another dirty laugh.
# # #
Before asking David her unusual, sexual question, in the way that Carolyn paused as if rethinking her question, Christina paused while rethinking her question. Clearly, she didn't want to ruin their budding romance by inviting her sister for a sexual triangle to interfere with that. Moreover, she didn't know how he'd react to her asking him such a sexually inappropriate question so soon in their relationship.
"I need to ask you something a bit weird," she said with a little laugh. "It's okay if you say no." She paused while looking at him. "If you say yes, I'll take that as a huge favor?"
David looked at her with curiosity.
"Favor? What kind of favor? What? Spit it out Christina. I'll do anything for you," he said. "You may ask me anything. I'd never say no to you."
She paused again while mindlessly playing with her napkin this morning in the way that she fidgeted with the hem of her nightgown last night while unintentionally flashing him her naked, red, trimmed pussy.
# # #
"Please don't be mad. Just understand why I'm asking you such a question. Carolyn is my sister, my twin sister. As you just said that you'd do anything for me, I'd do anything for her. Forget what I asked you if you find my question offensive," she said. "Okay?"
She paused again while staring at him for a long minute.
"What? What's your question? What would you like to know," he asked?
She looked at him while she nervously bit her lip. Then, maintaining eye contact to see his reaction to her unusual request, she took a big breath of courage before asking him her question.
"Would you have sex with my twin sister? Would you have sex with Carolyn?"
She stared at me to see my reaction to her asking me if I had sex with her sister. I looked at her with my mouth gaping open and my eyes bugging out of my head. Christina asked me to have sex with her twin sister, her identical, twin sister. I couldn't believe that she'd would ask me such a question.
Something that any man would love to ask his girlfriend, lover, or wife, to have sex with her twin sister, Christina beat me to the punch by asking me the question, if I'd have sex with her twin sister. In the way that I couldn't believe that she asked if she could sleep with me, I couldn't believe that she asked me if I'd have sex with her sister. Every man's sexual fantasy to have sex with identical, twin sisters, what man would say no to that?
"Wait. What? Pardon me. What was that? I'm sorry. Please forgive me. I obviously misheard you, but did you ask me if I'd have sex with your sister," I asked while looking at her stunned?
When she didn't respond, I continued.
"You want me to have sex with your twin sister? Is that what you asked me? And is Carolyn okay with me having sex with her?"
# # #
Filled with sexual anticipation to have sex with her sister, Carolyn, in the way that I was filled with sexual anticipation to have sex with Christina, I looked at her dumbfounded. When she still didn't answer me, I continued. Clearly, she was uncomfortable asking me such a question as I was sexually excited hearing her ask me such a question.
"Lemme get this straight. With the consensual approval of you and the willingness of your sister, you want me to make out with Carolyn while touching and feeling her through her clothes," I asked? "Is that right?"
Christina looked at me and smiled.
"Yes, that's right," she said.
I returned her smile with my smile.
"Just so that I understand, and we don't have any misunderstandings," I said. "While continuing to make out with her, you want me to undress her. You want me to remove her clothes. You want me to strip her naked. Is that right?"
I looked at Christina as if she was a Madam, arranging for me to have sex with one of her stable of women.
"Yes, that's right," she said again.
She looked at me to give me a nervous, little smile.
"Then, you want me to touch her, feel her, and fondle her naked body everywhere that I touched, felt, and fondled your naked body while continuing to make out with her," I asked? "Am I correct in imagining the progression of having sex with your sister?"
With me clarifying every detail and sexually explicitly saying all that I'd do with her sister, Christina gave me an embarrassed and an uncomfortable, little smile again.
"Yes," she said again. "You are correct. We'd both expect you to do all of those things," she said.
Again, I returned her embarrassed smile with my sexually excited smile.
"Again, just so that there's no misunderstanding. Are you okay with me making love to your sister? Are you okay with me fucking her, too," I asked while filled with sexual anticipation and becoming sexually excited?
Christina looked at me with embarrassed shame.
"Yes," said Christina, again. "We'd both want you to make love to her and fuck her, too."
She looked at me to give me a painful smile. At that moment, I knew that she was uncomfortable with me having sex with her sister. Clearly, her sister was the one who asked if I'd have sex with her. Clearly, with Christina loyal to her sister, she felt compelled to ask me the question.
"Is your sister okay with me eating her pussy and her sucking my cock. In the way that I ejaculated cum in your mouth, and you swallowed my cum, are you both okay with me cumming in Carolyn's mouth and her swallowing my cum, too," I asked?
Christina looked at me with reservation while biting her lip. Then, she gave me a big smile.
"Yes. We'd both be eternally grateful if you had sex with Carolyn and gave her multiple, sexual orgasms in the way that you had sex with me and gave me multiple, sexual orgasms," she said with a pause.
I waited for her to finish what she was saying before I continued with what more that I had to say.
"Yes, I expect you to give her oral sex in the way that you gave me oral sex. Yes, I expect her to give you oral sex in the way that I gave you oral sex," she said without shame and/or embarrassment. "We both expect you to cum in her mouth. Carolyn would definitely swallow your cum. She's quite the cocksucker. She loves giving blowjobs."
Before continuing, she remained silent as if rethinking what more she wanted to say.
"In our gratitude for you having sex with my sister, we'd do anything that you wanted us to do. If that's something that you'd like to do, we'd even agree to have threesome sex with you," said Christina with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "I've never had sex with my sister but I'd have sex with her if that was something that you wanted me to do. I know that she'd definitely have sex with me, if you wanted to have sex with the both of us," she said with a shrug.
'Wow,' I thought. 'Threesome sex with beautiful, redheaded, busty, identical twins. How could I say no to that?'
# # #
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me with this conversation, I gave her another big smile.
"I've not only always wanted to have sex with twins but also, I've always wanted to have threesome sex," I said with a big, sexually excited smile. "After I have sex with your sister, I'd love to have threesome sex with you and with Carolyn."
Suddenly, Christina looked at me with shame mixed with sexual arousal and jealousy. With me willing to have sex with her sister, Carolyn, this was the sexual scenario of my dreams. I couldn't wait to have sex with her twin sister. I couldn't wait to have sex with both of them. I couldn't wait to have sex with Christina again before and after I had sex with her sister.
"So, does that mean that you'll have sex with my sister," she asked again?
I gave her a big smile.
"Yes. If me having sex with Carolyn will make you happy," I said with a dirty laugh. "I'd love to have sex with your sister," I said. "As long as you're okay with it, I'm good with it, too. Not wanting to ruin anything between us, I'd love to have sex with your sister."
Christina smiled.
"Are you sure?"
I returned her smile with my smile.
"I'm sure," I said with a big smile.
With us both on the same, sexual page again, Christina returned my big smile with her big, beautiful smile.
# # #
"As our repayment for you having sex with Carolyn, does that mean that you'll have sex with the both of us, too," she asked?



I looked at Christina with sexual excitement.
"After I have sex with Carolyn, I'd love to have sex with you both," I said. "I'm just glad that you're not a triplet. I don't think that I could do three women at once," I said with another dirty laugh.
She studied me to make sure that I was okay with this sudden, sexual arrangement.
"Are you sure," she asked again while staring at me? "I won't be mad if you say no."
As if I had won the lottery, I gave Christina a nod along with my biggest smile. Then, suddenly having doubts, I paused to make myself clear. I needed to know how I felt about her. I didn't want her sister ruining anything that we had.
"Yes. I'll do anything for you but, I need you to know that no matter if you have an identical twin sister and I have sex with her, and we have threesome sex, I want you," I said. "I'm already falling in love with you, Christina," I said. "I don't want your sister. I don't want anyone else but you. I want you," I said.
Christina got up from her chair at the table, walked over to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and gave me a big hug, and a long, wet kiss.
"Thank you, David. Thank you," she said. "You've made me so happy. Carolyn will be so pleased."
Then, she looked at me in the way that she had never looked at me before.
"I'm falling in love with you, too," she said.
# # #
That evening, Christina called her sister to tell her that David agreed to have sex with her. Waiting to see how the sex went with her sister, she didn't tell Carolyn that David's sexual fantasy was to have threesome sex with identical twins. Allowing him to rest after having had marathon sex with her, she scheduled her sister to have sex with David the next evening.
"Thank you, Christina. Thank you. I never told you but when you bought that green, sexually revealing nightgown, I returned to the store and bought that same nightgown in blue. I love that nightgown and I couldn't wait to wear it," she said. "Now that I'll be having sex with David, I'll finally wear that nightgown tomorrow night."
Christina paused on the phone before saying what she was thinking.
"Even though we both agree to have sex with David, he's mine. I don't want you to fuck this up for me. I'm doing you a favor by allowing my man to have sex with you. Am I clear? Okay?"
Carolyn looked at her sister through the video phone with gratitude.
"Yes, of course. I understand. I promise that I won't do anything to ruin this for you," said Carolyn with a big smile.
She paused.
"I love you, Christina. So, when is this happening? I'm beyond being sexually excited that I'm finally going to have sex," she said.
Christina smiled at her sister through the phone.
"I love you, too, Carolyn. This time next week," she said. "That will give me time to have sex with David a few more times and to establish a solid connection with him. Next Friday, I'll introduce you and, if you hit it off, you both can take it from there and retire to one of the guest bedrooms. I'll see you a week from tomorrow," said Christina.
Carolyn smiled at her sister.
"Thank you. I'll see you a week from tomorrow. Goodnight," she said.
To be continued...
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Family Incestuous Affairs, Ch. 03
Sex with my sister-in-law, Kathy, and with her mother, Donna.
After a day at the beach, this story is about the extramarital, incestuous sex that I had with my 24-year-old, sister-in-law, Kathy, and with her 46-year-old, mother, Donna.
Author's Note:
Normally, because, as her brother-in-law, I'm not blood related to my sister-in-law, our sexual relationship is not deemed incest. Yet, with us living in the same house, and under the same roof, even though it's a three-family house and we live on separate floors, a sexual relationship between us is, indeed, deemed incestuous. Moreover, because we're both married to different people, our extramarital, sexual relationship is clearly forbidden.
# # #
Family Incestuous Affairs, Chapter 03:
We all live in the same three-family house, a house that was built in the 1880's. My mother-in-law and father-in-law live on the first floor. My wife, Darlene, and I, Danny, live on the second floor. My brother-in-law, Stephen, my wife's brother, and his wife, my sister-in-law, Kathy, live on the third floor.
Darlene and Stephen are home bodies. They don't go out much. Actually, other than going to work, they don't go out at all. When not working, they'd rather stay home and vegetate. Rather than shop for food, they have their food delivered. Rather than going to a restaurant, they order takeout. They hated going shopping. Buying everything they need and want online; they hate going out to shop for anything. The last place they'd go, they hate going to the mall.
More than that, weird, Darlene doesn't enjoy watching movies. I've never known anyone who doesn't enjoy watching movies. Mindless entertainment that breaks the boredom of reality, I mean, seriously, who doesn't like watching a good movie?
I've been watching movies for as long as I can remember. I watched movies on a black and white television. It was a big deal when my dad bought a color TV that was mostly green. I love watching movies. I love when my imagination is lost in a movie and/or in a character.
Instead of watching a movie, as if she was a cat, my wife would rather curl her body up in a chair in the corner of the room and read while drinking a glass of wine. Reading while drinking wine are her two favorite things to do. My wife is weird.
Stephen is just as odd as his sister. He doesn't like sports. What man doesn't like sports? Not only did he never play sports but also, he never watched and/or followed hockey, baseball, basketball, or football. Giving him credit for at least that, he does enjoy watching the Olympics.
After work, he'd rather sit in his reclining chair, and peruse his Playboy, Penthouse, and Hustler magazines while drinking beer. Later, when those magazines disappeared from publication, a typical pervert, he preferred watching porn on his computer. No doubt, with him seldom having sex with his wife, I found out later from Kathy, and in the way that Darlene seldom had sex with me, I attributed them not having sex with their spouses to their low, sexual libidos.
Perhaps, with my wife having a vibrator and a dildo hidden beneath her panties and her bras in her lingerie drawer, along with her photo of Keanu Reeves, maybe, she preferred masturbating herself. With my brother-in-law reading men's magazines and watching porn online of topless and naked women, perhaps, he'd prefer masturbating himself to computer images of naked women rather than having sex with his beautiful and sexy wife. Clearly, the reason why I had sex with Kathy and the reason why she had sex with me was because we were both horny and sexually frustrated.
Who knows and I wouldn't be surprised? Maybe, whenever we're not home, my wife has sex with her brother. Maybe, her brother preferred having sex with his sister and his sister preferred having sex with brother. Wouldn't that be something, if brother and sister really did have incestuous sex?
That would explain a lot. Yet, that's another story for another time that I could write. Brother and Sister have Sex, Brother Fucks Sister, or Sister Blows Brother. With them seldom having sex with their spouses, I've imagined that they've done all of the above with one another. I know for the longest time, before they were married that they slept in the same bed. Them having sex, no doubt, started there.
'Eww,' I thought!
Hating to admit it, they're both odd people. If I knew that Darlene was like this before I married her, I never would have married her. She wasn't like this when we were dating. As soon as I married her, she changed.
When we dated went everywhere. We traveled. We never stayed home. We went shopping at the mall. We watched movies together. We played games. We had more fun before I married her than we had now.
Had I met my sister-in-law, Kathy, before I met Darlene, with us having so much in common, always laughing, talking, teasing one another, and having a good time, I would have married her. I love my brother-in-law's wife. I'm in love with her. She's my woman of sexual desire.
I wish I could kiss Kathy. I wish I could part her red, full lips with my tongue and French kiss her. I wish I could make out with my sexy sister-in-law while touching and feeling her through her clothes. I wish I could slowly undress her. I wish I could strip my her naked. I wish that I could have sex with her.
Lastly, again, something weird, neither Darlene nor Stephen enjoyed playing games. Again, who doesn't like playing games? Whether card games, board games, mind games, and/or video games, no matter the game, playing games doesn't interest them. Forget about them having sex with their spouses, not enjoying movies, nor playing games, what they did liked doing is drinking, reading, talking, and in the case of my brother-in-law, his favorite thing to do was watching porn.
Much different from them, I loved sex. I loved having real sex with live women and not images of women on a computer screen. As horny as I was sexually frustrated, yet, I had more sex before I married my wife than I'm having with her now. Before we were married and when we were dating, we did everything short of sexual intercourse. Albeit a spitter, she even sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her mouth.
Now, we don't do anything sexual that newly married, normal couples do. Even with us only married for two-years, we don't even kiss. What the Hell is that about? We never make out. Again, what the Hell is that about?
I don't smell. I don't have bad breath nor do I have body odor. With her dressing and undressing in the bathroom, I can't remember the last time that I saw her without her clothes. Tempted to push her back on the bed, strip her naked, and mount her, yet, why bother? In the way that she no longer sexually wanted me, I no longer sexually wanted her. I wanted my sister-in-law, Kathy.
# # #
I've never been much of a drinker. I dislike the taste of beer unless it's an imported ale. I do enjoy having a beer on a hot summer's day at a ballgame or while having a hot dog at a barbeque. Most evenings, I prefer sipping a 12-year-old, single, malted scotch, or a glass of French, red wine of a good vintage while relaxing in front of the television.
With us having that in common, too, Kathy, wasn't much of a drinker either. It only took two drinks to get her inebriated enough that she wasn't able to drive. A funny drunk, she talked and laughed a lot whenever she felt good. Moreover, whenever she was feeling good, stopping short of feeling her breasts and her ass through her clothes, she allowed me to touch her, hug her, and hold her. While daring myself to do so, I wanted to kiss her.
Unlike my wife and her brother, Kathy loved the mall. She loved shopping. She loved going to the mall. As if she was going to a theme park, the mall was her favorite place to go.
Even if she didn't have money to spend, something that my wife and my brother-in-law hated doing and would never do, she enjoyed window shopping. It was fun for her to just look at things. Whenever my wife and my brother-in-law went to the mall, they went there knowing exactly what they wanted to buy. In and out of the mall, it took them fifteen-minutes.
Whenever Kathy went to the mall, with so much to look at and so much to see in so many stores, she'd be gone for hours. Giving her a generous thirty-percent discount on whatever she bought, she even got a job at the mall to sell women's clothes. Every week, she came home with something. A typical woman, something that my wife hated doing and seldom did, she loved buying clothes and shoes. She had two walk-in closets full of clothes and shoes.
Opposite of her husband, and much like me, Kathy loved watching movies. We were both big movie buffs. As if we were watching the Super Bowl, the Oscars was our special night to watch television. We watched everything. From the time that the stars pulled up in their limousines and walked the red carpet ready to be interviewed, we watched that yearly event for hours. It was even more fun with us having seen all of the movies up for nomination.
Opposite of my wife, Darlene, Kathy loved going to the movies to see new releases. As if we were boyfriend and girlfriend dating, instead of a horny brother-in-law out with his sexually frustrated and sexy sister-in-law, with neither my wife nor her husband wanting to go with us, we always went to the movies together alone. Again, as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, when we weren't holding hands, she allowed me to put my arm around her shapely shoulders and cuddle with her while holding her close.
Every time I saw a romantic or nude scene at the movies, I imagined being in a romantic scene or in a sexual scene with Kathy. While sitting with her at the movies holding her hand in my lap or with my arm around her, I thought about leaning into her and kissing my sister-in-law. Something that I'd love to do, I'd love to kiss Kathy on the lips. I'd love to part her red, full lips with my tongue and French kiss her.
When she turned to look at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes, I wondered what her reaction would be if I surprised her and kissed her. I wondered if she'd return my kiss with her kiss. Then, not stopping with just a kiss, I imagined touching and feeling her through her clothes while kissing her, French kissing her. I wondered what her reaction would be if I touched and felt her through her clothes while French kissing her.
# # #
Sadly, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I've masturbated over kissing her. I've masturbated over making out with her while touching her and feeling her through her clothes. I've masturbated over slowly undressing her. I've masturbated over stripping her naked. I've masturbated over having sex with her.
I've imagined slowly unbuttoning her blouse and looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. I imagined removing her blouse while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra and continuing to make out with her. I've masturbated over unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt. I've masturbated over imagining feeling and squeezing her ass and cupping her pussy through her panties.
I've masturbated over removing her bra and removing her panties. Again, my favorite thing to masturbate over, I've masturbated over stripping her naked. I've imagined touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples. I've imagined feeling and squeezing her naked ass. I've imagined cupping her naked pussy in the palm of my hand as if I owned her naked body. I've masturbated over having sex with my sister-in-law.
When masturbating myself, I imagined touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a brother-in-law should never touch and feel his sister-in-law. With her a good looking woman, again, I'd love to have extramarital sex with Kathy.
I have a thing for tall and busty women. My wife is 5'7" tall and has C cup breasts. Kathy is 5'10" tall and over six feet tall, nearly as tall as me, when wearing high heels. She has D cup breasts.
Moreover, something else that we have in common, she loved watching NFL football. Every Sunday, Monday night, and Thursday night, we'd watch football together while our spouses were drinking, reading, or sleeping. With her a real football encyclopedia, no matter the team, she knew more about the players and their stats, than I did. I was as overwhelmed by her football knowledge as I was by her beauty.
Lastly, even having this in common, Kathy was a games player. She loved playing games. Just like me, she willingly played any game at any time. When we weren't out shopping together, watching movies, or watching football, we played games. It didn't take me long to realize that Kathy and not Darlene was my perfect match. It was then that I started falling in love with my sexy sister-in-law. It was then that I thought about divorcing my wife and marrying my sister-in-law.
# # #
My extramarital affair that I had with Kathy started on a hot, July day when she asked me to go to the beach with her. Having never gone to the beach with her and having never been alone with her for that long of a time, I was excited about going to the beach with my sexy sister-in-law. While wondering if she wore a one-piece bathing suit of a sexy bikini, I was sexually excited in seeing what she looked like in her bathing suit.
Alas a real bummer, with her mother bored and lonely after her husband died, she asked if we could bring her mother, Donna, along with us. Even though I'd rather go to the beach alone with my sister-in-law, one look at her mother while imagining her in a bathing suit, made me want to take her with us, too. Kathy's mother was a real MILF.
She was as tall, good-looking, sexy, and shapely as her daughter was. Looking ten-years younger, she could have been her big sister. Now, as much as I wanted to have sex with my sexy sister-in-law, I wanted to have sex with Kathy's mother, too.
To say that I wasn't as sexually attracted to her mother as much as I was sexually attracted to my sister-in-law would be a lie. Indeed, something that has never happened to me, I was as sexually attracted to her daughter as I was sexually attracted to her mother. No doubt, after going to the beach with Kathy and her mother, Donna, I'll not only be masturbating over imagining Kathy naked and having sex with her, I'll be imagining her mother naked and having sex with her, too.
Yet, what else is new, neither of our spouses wanted to go to the beach with us? They'd rather stay home. With them always home alone together, I wondered if they had sex in the way that I wanted to have sex with Kathy and/or with her mother. They gave us our blessings to go to the beach together. Seemingly, they were happy to be home alone with one another. Seemingly, they were happy to get rid of us for several hours.
# # #
Sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, as if she was an Olympic diver, Kathy wore a one-piece bathing suit that barely covered her big breasts and her shapely ass. The back of her bathing suit fit more like a thong up the crack of her ass instead of covering her naked, ass cheeks. When she stood, I could see the tops of her jiggling breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. Then, when she leaned forward, which was all the time while at the beach, she flashed me a perfect, down bathing suit view of her naked breasts and her erect nipples.
'I'm seeing Kathy's naked tits. I can't believe that I'm seeing my sexy sister-in-law's naked breasts and her erect nipples,' I thought. "I love her big and beautiful breasts. I love her pink, erect nipples. I love my sister-in-law.'
Having never seen anything of my sister-in-law before, I stared at all that I saw of her shapely, D cup, naked breasts, and nipples now. I love tits, the bigger the better. Interestingly enough, Kathy's mother, Donna, wore the same one-piece bathing suit as her daughter wore but in a different color. There must have been a sale on bathing suits where Kathy worked.
Sexually surprising me, in the way that her daughter flashed me her naked breasts and her erect nipples, whenever her mother leaned forward, she flashed me her D cup, naked breasts, and erect nipples, too. In the way that Kathy flashed me her nearly naked ass, Donna flashed me her nearly naked ass, too. Preoccupied as I was sexually excited seeing Kathy's naked breasts, and her mother's naked breasts, when I wasn't staring at Kathy's naked tits, I stared at her mother's naked tits.
They both had big and shapely breasts. They both had long, sexy lines of cleavage. When I wasn't staring at all that I could see of Kathy's breasts I stared at all that I could see of her shapely ass. When I wasn't staring at all that I could see of Donna's breasts, I stared at all that I could see of her shapely ass. I'm not only glad that Kathy asked me to go with her to the beach but I'm glad that she asked her mother to come along with us.
Never expecting to be sexually excited over her mother in the way that I was sexually excited over Kathy, I was sexually enamored with both women. While wondering if my sister-in-law had deliberately or unintentionally flashed me, I was tempted to reach my horny hand and stick it down her open bathing suit top. While wondering if her mother had deliberately or unintentionally flashed me, again, I was tempted to stick my horny hand down her bathing suit top, too.
'I'll be masturbating over seeing Kathy's and Donna's naked breasts and erect nipples tonight and tomorrow morning,' I thought. 'I'll be masturbating over imagining touching them, feeling them, and fondling their beautiful breasts while sucking their erect nipples. I'll be masturbating over imagining having sex with not only Kathy but also with her mother, too.'
If it wasn't enough that they both exposed their naked breasts and erect nipples to me, as if they were both strippers, they exposed their nearly naked asses to me. They both had sexy and shapely bodies. They both were beautiful women.
'In the way that I'll be masturbating over all that I'm seeing of their naked breasts, I'll be masturbating over all that I'm seeing of their naked asses,' I thought. 'They both had shapely asses. So round and so full, even though I'm a breast man instead of an ass man, I loved seeing as much of their asses as they showed me while wearing that sexy, one-piece, bathing suit.'
# # #
With breasts my favorite body part of a woman's body, nevertheless, while staring at their bathing suit, clad asses, I watched them walk to the water. After seeing their naked breasts and now staring at their nearly naked asses, it didn't take me long to have a throbbing and pulsating erection. Oddly enough with me sexually attracted to both women, I wanted to have sex with mother as much as I wanted to have sex with daughter. Only, sadly, and sexually frustratingly, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I knew that I'd never have sex with Kathy or with Donna.
With their backs turned to me, as soon as Kathy walked down with her mother to the water's edge to test the temperature of the water with her toe, I made my sexual move. Something that I thought that I'd never do, but with them flashing me their naked breasts and their nearly naked asses, I wanted to return the flashing favor by flashing them my naked cock. In the way that I saw their big, naked tits and most of their asses, I wanted the both of them to see my big, naked dick.
I stealthily and quickly removed my erect prick from out of the netting in my bathing suit. In the way that they both flashed me their naked breasts and nearly naked asses, while filled with horniness and sexual anticipation, I wanted them to see my naked prick. I was curious to see their reactions to seeing my escaped, naked cock. I wondered if they'd look, stare, or look away.



I pulled up my bathing suit leg higher to make sure that my naked, erect prick poked out the end of my bathing suit leg and was clearly exposed. Again, wanting to return the favor of their exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, after my sister-in-law and her mother flashed me their naked breasts, I was determined to flash them my erect, naked prick. Making my flash appear unintentional, the head of my erect prick was nakedly exposed from the leg of my bathing suit.
Beyond being sexually excited, hoping that they'd notice it in the way that I noticed their naked breasts, I couldn't wait for Kathy and Donna to see my exposed, naked prick sticking out of my bathing suit leg. Curious for their reactions to seeing my big dick, I wondered if they'd look at all that they could see of my erect cock. I wondered if they'd stare at my erect, naked cock. I wondered if they'd be as sexually aroused seeing my erect, naked cock as I was sexually excited seeing their big, naked breasts.
Then, something that I hoped they wouldn't be and/or do, I hoped they wouldn't be embarrassed and look away from my exposed dick. I wanted them to see it. I wanted them to stare at it in the way that I stared at their naked breasts and shapely asses. I wanted to make them as sexually aroused as they made me sexually excited.
I hoped that Kathy and/or her mother wouldn't be modestly moral enough not to look and stare at my erect cock. With me sitting on the blanket with my legs stretched all the way out, as soon as they neared me while talking and laughing, they stopped talking. They stopped laughing.
They both saw my naked prick at the same time. In the way that I hoped they would, they both stared at the head of my naked prick in the way that I stared at their big, naked breasts and erect nipples. As sexually excited seeing their naked breasts and most of their naked asses, it sexually excited me for them to see my naked prick.
No longer talking and laughing while looking at one another, instead, they both focused their sexual attention on my big dick. They both stared at all that they could see of my erect, naked prick. Hard to miss, with my big dick throbbing and pulsating while sticking straight out of the leg of my bathing suit, Kathy and her mother saw my naked cock. They stared at my big dick as if they had never seen a naked prick before.
If I wasn't sexually excited before, I was even more sexually excited now that I not only flashed them both my penis but also that they stared at my naked penis. After seeing their naked breasts, their erect nipples, and most of their shapely asses, I'll be masturbating over all that I saw of them today. After exposing my naked prick to them, I'll be masturbating over all that they saw of me today.
'In the way that she exposed her naked breasts, erect nipples, and most of her naked ass to me, I exposed myself to my sexy sister-in-law. I deliberately flashed her my cock. In the way that her mother exposed her naked breasts, erect nipples, and most of her naked ass to me to me, I exposed myself to Kathy's mother, too. I deliberately flashed her my cock, too. I'll not only be masturbating over seeing their naked breasts and nearly naked ass, but I'll be also masturbating over Kathy and Donna seeing my naked prick for the rest of my life,' I thought.
# # #
They both spotted my erect penis protruding from the edge of my bathing suit at the same time. I couldn't believe that I had not only flashed my sister-in-law my naked penis but also, I had flashed her mother my naked penis, too. With them not looking away in embarrassed shame, I found it even more sexually exciting how they both stared at my erect dick. Sexually surprising me as much as they sexually excited me, they not only looked at what she could see of my erect cock, they stared at my naked prick.
Then, something I couldn't believe they did, instead of sitting beside me on my blanket, Kathy opened another blanket and spread it out by my feet. Now, Kathy and Donna were in a direct line of sight of my exposed member. In the way that I continued staring at their naked breasts, they continued staring at my exposed, erect, naked prick. With me staring at all that they continued showing me of their naked breasts and erect nipples, they continued staring at my naked cock.
Then, when Kathy and her mother rested on their elbows on her blanket facing me, they had a constant view of my naked cock in the way that they gave me a continual view of her naked breasts and erect nipples. Tits for cock, the more that I saw of their naked breasts the bigger and harder my penis grew. Now, instead of just seeing the head of my exposed dick, they saw half of my thick, naked prick. Moreover, with them both staring at my naked dick, with my cock continuing to throb and pulsate, they made my cock grow bigger and harder.
The three of us remained in those positions the whole time we were at the beach. With them both staring at me, I leaned forward to stare at them. I stared at their naked tits in the way that they stared at my naked dick. I'll be dreaming of having sex with not only my sister-in-law tonight but also, I'll be dreaming over having sex with her mother, too. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love to have threesome sex with my sister-in-law and with her mother, too.
Finally, when it was ready to leave, we gathered up everything and put it all in the trunk of Kathy's car. She started the car to put on the air conditioning. Then, once we were in the car, my sister-in-law said something that I never expected her to say. She said something that I'll never forget her saying. Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, I'll be masturbating over what she said and over this day of seeing their naked tits and exposing my naked prick to them at the beach for the rest of my life.
# # #
"Why don't we get changed in the car," she said looking at me with sexual anticipation and sexual arousal?
'What? My sister-in-law wanted us to strip ourselves naked in front of one another and change our clothes in the car,' I thought with sexual excitement.
Her question echoed in my head. Something that I'd never dare to suggest, I couldn't believe my sister-in-law suggested that we strip naked in the car to put on our clothes. In the way that I couldn't remember the last time I saw my wife, Darlene, naked, I'll be seeing my sister-in-law, Kathy, and her MILF of a mother, Donna, naked, and they'll be seeing me naked, too.
"I won't look if you don't look," she said with a sexy laugh and a naughty look.
Surprising me and sexually exciting me even more, with her mother seemingly okay with changing out of her bathing suit in Kathy's car, and in front of me, her mother laughed, too. I couldn't believe that my sexy sister-in-law suggested that we change out of our bathing suits in the car. She suggested that the three of us strip ourselves naked in front of one another before putting on our clothes.
If I wasn't sexually excited enough before while flashing them my naked prick and with them flashing me their naked breasts, I was even more sexually excited now. I couldn't believe that I was not only going to see them both naked but also, they were going to see me naked, too. I couldn't wait for them to see the entire length of my naked prick. I couldn't wait to watch them staring at my naked body in the way that I'll be staring at their naked bodies.
I couldn't wait to watch them both remove their bathing suits. I couldn't wait to see the entirety of their naked breasts and their erect nipples. I couldn't wait to see their naked pussies. I couldn't wait to see my sister-in-law's naked cunt. I couldn't wait to see her mother's naked cunt, too. I couldn't wait to see them both naked in the way that I couldn't wait for them to see me naked, too.
I couldn't wait for them to watch me remove my bathing suit and see my naked, erect prick. Taking my sweet, slow time putting on my clothes, I couldn't wait for Kathy to see my naked prick. I couldn't wait for Donna to see my big, erect cock. I couldn't wait to see the reactions on their faces for me to see them naked and for them to see me naked.
# # #
"I don't mind getting changed in the car," said Donna. "Nudity never bothered me," she said with a shrug. "I could have been a nudist," she said with a laugh while I stared at her and I imagined her naked.
She looked from her daughter to look at me.
"I love being naked," she said while giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile. "Most days I do housework naked. Sometimes forgetting that I'm not wearing any clothes, I've even answered my front door to the takeout food delivery man while naked," she said with a sexy laugh. "Oops," she said with a dirty laugh.
I returned her dirty laugh with my nervous laugh. I couldn't believe that I was about to see Kathy and her mother naked. I couldn't believe that they'd soon be seeing me naked, too.
"I used to go skinny dipping all the time with my friends. I miss being naked in public. I love being naked in public. It's so freeing," she said lifting her arms over her head. "Now that I think of it," she said.
She looked from me to look at her daughter as if to see our reactions to her loving to be naked in public. Then, she said something that I had never expected her to say.
"The three of us should go to a nude beach together sometime," she said with a laugh. "Wouldn't you love to be naked in public?"
Again, as if to see my reaction to all that she said, she looked from her daughter to look at me.
"That would be fun. I haven't been to a nude beach in thirty-years," she said.
She looked at me and smiled.
"I bet you'd love to see your sister-in-law naked, Danny," she said with a chuckle. "I bet you'd love to see your sister-in-law's mother naked, too," she said with another dirty laugh while staring at me with sexual arousal. "I know that we'd love to see you naked," she said with another dirty laugh.
I couldn't believe that my sister-in-law's mother not only agreed to change in the car but also suggested that we go to a nude beach sometime. By all that she said, Donna was showing me what a whore she really was. I only wished that I was alone with Kathy's mother. In the way that she was looking at me, I'd definitely have sex with her.
Nonetheless, keeping my mind on the prize, seeing Kathy naked, with the three of us agreeing to change in the car, I kept to our agreement. I didn't look. Instead of looking, I stared. As much as I couldn't remove my horny eyes from my sister-in-law's naked body, I couldn't remove my eyes from her mother's naked body, too.
"Actually, Donna, I'd love to see you without your clothes," I said returning her dirty laugh with my dirty laugh. "I'd love to go to a nude beach with you and your daughter. I'd love for the three of us to walk the length of the beach and back without our clothes," I said with a laugh.
# # #
Before removing my bathing suit, as if they were in syncopation, I watched Kathy and her mother, Donna, remove their bathing suit straps from their shapely shoulders at the same time. Giving me a real, slow, sexy, striptease show, as if hypnotized watching them undress, I was mesmerized by all that they were both suddenly showed me of their beautiful, naked bodies. Looking from Kathy to Donna and back again, I couldn't stop staring. I was as shocked as I was sexually excited that my sister-in-law suggested that we strip naked and change in the car.
As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I held my breath. This was it. The were going to remove their bathing suits in front of me. They were going to show me their naked breasts. I was going to see the size and the shape of their big, naked tits. As if sexually teasing me, I watched them pull down the front of her bathing suits to expose their shapely, naked breasts. Instead of only seeing the tops of their big tits, I saw the entirety of their naked breasts.
As if I watched a tennis match, I stared from my sister-in-law's naked breasts to stare at her mother's naked breasts. Moving my head one way before moving it the other way, I stared from Kathy to stare at Donna and back again. In breast heaven, my eyes were filled with four, big breasts. They both had beautiful breasts.
Kathy's breast was just like her mother's breasts. Donna's big breasts sagged a little more than her daughter's big breasts. Moreover, because she breastfed Kathy, as I found out later, she had huge nipples, bigger nipples than her daughter's nipples. Her nipples were so big that my lips involuntarily moved in the shape of the mouth of a goldfish looking for food.
'I'd love to suck her big nipples while fondling her big tits,' I thought. 'I'd love Donna to stroke my cock and suck my cock while I fondled her naked breasts. In the way that I'd love to cum in Kathy's mouth, I'd love to cum in her mother's mouth, too.'
Finally, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I watched them lift their butts from the car seats. Again, as if there was another drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, they slowly and sexily pulled their bathing suits all the way down to her ankles. They were naked. Kathy was naked and Donna was naked. Never thinking that I'd ever see my sister-in-law and her mother naked, I saw them both without their clothes.
'I'll be masturbating over seeing my sister-in-law and her mother naked for the rest of my horny life,' I thought.
I stared from Kathy to stare at her mother before staring back at her daughter. They both had brown, bushy pussies. I stared at Donna's naked breasts and her bushy pussy in the way that I stared at her daughter's naked breasts and bushy pussy. Never did I ever think that I'd be seeing my sister-in-law without her clothes. Unbelievably and even more sexually exciting, never did I ever think that I'd be seeing Kathy and her mother naked.
# # #
Hard to wrap my head around it, Kathy was naked. My sister-in-law was naked. I was seeing my brother-in-law's wife without her clothes. Her mother, Donna, was naked, too. My sister-in-law's mother was naked. I was seeing Kathy's mother without her clothes.
As if they both wanted to show me their naked bodies, taking their time dressing, while talking and laughing, neither one seemed in a rush to put on their clothes. They both seemed comfortable being naked in front of me. I not only stared at their big, naked tits but also, I stared at her brown, bushy pussies. Back then, women didn't trim their pussies in the way that they trim and nakedly shave their beavers now.
"Danny! I asked you not to look," said Kathy suddenly catching me staring at her beautiful, naked body.
She covered her big, naked breasts with her forearm and her naked pussy with her hand while feigning her embarrassment. I knew she wasn't embarrassed. If she was anything she was sexually aroused that I was seeing her naked.
Her mother laughed and I laughed, too.
"I'm so embarrassed," said my sister-in-law, Kathy.
If she was that easily embarrassed, she never would have suggested that we change our clothes in the car. She never would have removed her bathing suit in front of me. She never would have stripped herself naked.
"I'm not embarrassed, Danny," said her mother. "You may look at me instead of my morally modest daughter," said her mother opening her arms to show me her naked breasts and her naked pussy while laughing. "I don't care if you see me naked," she said with a dirty laugh. "It's sexually arousing for you to see me without my clothes," she said with another laugh.
She leaned forward in the car from the backseat. She sat up straight and stuck out her naked breasts. Then, looking down at her naked tits, she looked up at me and smiled. She stared at me and nodded her pretty head as if inviting me to touch them and feel them.
Accommodating her, daring myself to do so, I reached out my horny hand and felt Donna's naked breasts, first one and then the other. I squeezed her big tits. I fondled her big beautiful breasts. I fingered her erect nipples. I turned her nipples. I twisted her nipples. I pulled her nipples to her sexual delight.
"Your breasts are so firm," I said. "Your nipples are so big. I love your big tits, Donna," I said with a dirty laugh. "I love your erect nipples."
I turned to Kathy to stare at her naked breasts and her naked pussy. She still modestly covered her nakedness with her forearm and her hand. Yet, instead of looking back at me with embarrassed shame, she looked at me with sexual arousal. Clearly, she enjoyed me seeing her naked as much as I enjoyed seeing her without her clothes.
"I'm not looking. I'm staring," I said with a laugh. "You have a beautiful body, Kathy," I said. "I love your big tits. I love your brown, bushy pussy. I'd not only love to have sex with you but also, I'd love to have sex with your mother, too," I said looking from Kathy to look at Donna.
Daring myself to ask her, I wanted to ask Kathy if I could feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples in the way that I had felt her mother's naked breasts and fingered her nipples. I'd love to cup my sister-in-law's naked pussy in the palm of my hand. I'd love to spread her pussy lips with my fingers and rub her clit while finger fucking her pussy. I'd love to masturbate my sister-in-law.
# # #
"Your turn, pervert," said Kathy with a sexy laugh.
She still covered her naked breasts with her forearm. She continued covering her naked pussy with her hand. She looked over at me and stared at my erection that tented my bathing suit. She appeared as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited.
"Take off your bathing suit," she said. "Show us your cock. Show me and my mother your naked prick. We want to see your big, erect dick. Now that you saw us both naked, we want to see you naked, too," she said.
I smiled at her.
"Okay," I said. "No peeking," I said with a laugh.
They laughed, too.
"Oh, I won't peek. I'll stare," she said giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "We'll both stare in the way that you stared at our naked bodies."
Her mother laughed.
"I love to watch," said Donna. "I love seeing people naked. I love watching people having sex," she said with a dirty laugh.
In the way that my sister-in-law was a bit of a whore, like mother like daughter, I was surprised that her mother was more than a bit of a whore, too. Sexually excited to show them both my erect naked prick, as soon as I removed my bathing suit, my erect cock sprang to life in the way of a Jack-in-the-Box. With her mother leaning over the front seat while staring at my naked prick, we were all sitting in Kathy's car naked.
Men that walked past her car stared at Kathy's and Donna's naked breasts. Three, older women in their fifties, with their car parked next to our car, stopped on my side of the car to stare at my exposed erection. One woman lowered the front of her bathing suit to show me her naked breasts.
She signaled me to lower my window. When I did, she stood closer and allowed me to feel her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. Then, she reached her hand inside of my car window to take my erect prick in her hand and stroke it
"Nice cock," she said.
I laughed.
"Nice tits," I said.
# # #
Finally, with us alone and without any spectators, as her mother still leaned over the seat watching, again, daring myself to do so, I took Kathy's hand by her wrist and put in on my prick. With her mother watching, as soon as I did that, instead of pulling her hand away, surprising me, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my cock. She fondled the head of my big dick with her fingertips while slowly stroking me. My sister-in-law was giving me a hand job while her mother leaned over the seat to watch.



With her not stopping me and allowing me to do so, I reached my horny hand over to her and felt her naked breasts, first one and then the other. I fondled her big tits. I fingered her erect nipples.
In the way that I did with her naked mother, I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Then, not stopping there, I reached down to her pussy and cupped her bushy pussy in the palm of my horny hand. I couldn't believe that I had Kathy's cunt in the palm of my hand.
While her mother continued watching me having extramarital sex with her daughter, my sister-in-law continued stroking me while I parted her pussy lips, rubbed her clit, and finger fucked her. She was so wet. She was so very wet. Kathy continued masturbating me, and I continued masturbating her while her voyeur of a mother watched.
Donna fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, leaning back in her seat, I turned to watch her finger her pussy. While I masturbated Kathy, I watched Donna masturbating herself. She masturbated herself to me masturbating her daughter and her daughter masturbating me.
Then, with us alone and no one walking by, sexually surprising me, something that I never expected her to do but had always masturbated over imagining her doing, Kathy leaned forward and took my prick in her mouth. I couldn't believe my sexy sister-in-law took my erect prick in her mouth and in front of her mother. Before I even had a chance to kiss her she blew me.
Kathy sucked my cock while her mother leaned forward again to watch her daughter giving her brother-in-law oral sex. Determined for me to cum in her mouth, she stroked my cock faster. She stroked my cock harder. As if she was Linda Lovelace in Deep Throat, deep throating me, she sucked my prick deeper. Seemingly, she wanted to blow me as much as I wanted her to blow me. She wanted me to cum in her mouth as much as I wanted to cum in her mouth.
# # #
With me already horny from seeing them both naked and them both seeing me naked, not taking me long to cum, I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Then, as if my cock was a mini-volcano, I exploded a load of cum in my sister-in-law's mouth.
Unlike my wife, instead of spitting it out in a napkin, she swallowed it. Not only did she swallow my cum but also, she took her time while licking my cock clean. Better than the blowjob my wife, Darlene, gave me, better than the blowjob my mother-in-law, Carol, gave me, and better than the blowjob Carol's best friend, Joan, gave me, Kathy gave me the best blowjob that I ever had.
I'll be masturbating over her sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in her mouth for the rest of my life. As soon as her daughter finished sucking my cock, Donna reached her arm over and down the front seat to take my stiff prick in her hand. In the way that her daughter had stroked me, her mother stroked me, too. Then, as shocked as I was sexually excited, Kathy's mother said something that I never expected her to say.
"If you come back here, Danny," said Donna with a face full of sexual arousal. "I'll allow me to fuck me. Would you like to fuck your sister-in-law's mother," she asked with a dirty laugh? "Would you like to stick your big dick in my warm and wet pussy," she asked? "It's been a while since I've gotten laid. I'd love you to fuck me. I'd love to fuck you, Danny."
She leaned over the seat to look at her daughter.
"You don't mind if I fuck, Danny, do you? You don't mind if he fucks your mother? You don't mind if I have sex with your brother-in-law, do you, Kathy," asked Donna with a big laugh?
Kathy laughed, too.
"As long as I can watch him fuck you, mother," she said. "Maybe, after he fucks you, he'll give me sloppy seconds and fuck me, too," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'd love to fuck Danny as much as I'd love him to fuck me."
'Unable to believe all that I was hearing, my sister-in-law's mother wanted me to fuck her. She willingly and consensually wanted to fuck me, too. Even more unbelievable, my sister-in-law wanted to watch me have sex with her mother. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, Kathy wanted to fuck me, too. She wanted me to fuck her, also.
To be continued...
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Taylor Swift/Travis Kelce/Aunt Anne
Twenty-four-year-old Tommy reaped the reward of his Aunt Anne hatred for Taylor Swift and her love for Travis Kelce, a premium tight end for the Kansas City Chiefs.
My 39-year-old Aunt Anne is a huge football fan. When it comes to football, her interest in the sport exceeds most men's love of the game. A dedicated fan, she loved watching NFL football every Sunday afternoons, Monday nights, and Thursday nights. With her unable to afford a ticket to a football game that wasn't in the nosebleed seats, watching football on my big screen TV was our weekly event.
When it was time for the football game, she dropped everything to come to my house to watch the game. As soon as she arrived, after greeting her sister, my mother left the house to go out with her friends and/or to go shopping at the mall. Not a fan in the way that her sister loved football, an understatement, my mother hated the loudness of the TV blaring the game and our constant cheering or lambasting ruining her peace.
As if she was a referee or a statistician, her running dialogue of rules and players statistics were ongoing throughout the entire game. She entertained me with her knowledge of the sport as much as the sports announcers. Watching football with my aunt was like having Tony Romo sitting beside me while watching the game.
Her favorite team was, her home team, the Kansas City Chiefs. Of course, Patrick Mahomes, the quarterback, is her favorite player. Yet, as soon as she saw a closeup of him, as if love at first sight, she fell in love with Tight End #87, Travis Kelce. As if she was dating him, and he was her steady boyfriend, all of her conversation bordered around him. Travis this and Travis that, all she talked about was Travis Kelce.
'Give it a rest,' I thought. 'The man is a good player but he's no Rob Gronkowski.'
It's true, in the way that my aunt was in love with Travis, I had a man crush on Tom Brady, especially on his beautiful wife Gisele, but with him retired and divorced from her, I've been searching for another player to brag about. With him head and shoulders above any other player, there's no other player good enough to replace his football jersey. Brady until the end, like many other Brady fans, I continue wearing his jersey and his hat while watching the game. Of course, my favorite movie is 80 for Brady with Lily Tomlin, Jane Fonda, Rita Moreno, and Sally Fields.
Then, with Gisele the last of the supermodels, unless Christie Brinkley suddenly emerged from retirement looking rested after plastic surgery, and from her long-time home in the Hamptons, Gisele had no competition. Other than the fake and manufactured beauty of the Kardashians, there's no woman on the planet to replace her. Yeah, sure there's Beyonce, Scarlett Johansson, Jessica Alba, and Emma Watson, but they all pale in comparison to Gisele's beauty.
# # #
Every time they showed Travis Kelce on camera, my Aunt Anne swooned. In the way that she fell head over heels in love with him, if she could marry him, she would. Only, he didn't even know my aunt and her undying love for him existed.
With my aunt 5'11" tall, the same height as Taylor Swift, and with Travis 6'5" tall, if they married, they'd have giant children. In the way that Donald Trump at 6'3" and his soon to be ex-wife, at Melania at 5'11" tall, they begat Barron a virtual 6'7" giant at only 15-years-old, and he's still growing.
Like clockwork, dropping everything for the game, every Sunday afternoon, Monday night, and Thursday night, our favorite thing to do, we sat together on the couch eating popcorn, drinking beer, and watching football. My aunt was not only my mother's younger sister but also, she was my beer drinking, football watching, best buddy. I loved watching football with my aunt. A football factory of knowledge, educating me at every game, she knew more details about the game and statistics about the players, past and present, than I did.
# # #
"I want to show you something," said my aunt giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
As soon as she looked at me with her big, beautiful, green eyes, I was lost in her soul. In the way that she was in love with Travis Kelce, I loved my aunt. I wanted to marry her. I wanted to have children with her. Yet, with her 15-years older than me, I'd settle for having incestuous sex with her.
'How hot would that be to have sex with my aunt,' I thought?
I wished there was a Travis Kelce mask that I could buy to pretend that I was him. Yet, with me only 6'2" tall, and him 3" taller than me, my height would deceive me. Nonetheless, maybe, if I mimicked his moves on the football field, walked like him, and tried talking like him, she'd fall in love with me.
'You remind me of Travis Kelce,' I imagined my aunt saying.
# # #
Then, with her wanting to show me something, she floored me with what she said next.
"Only, you mustn't tell your mother what I'm about to show you," she said.
She was ready to take me in her confidence over her confiding in her sister. She was ready to tell me something that my mother, her sister, didn't know, and shouldn't know. She gave me a look that suddenly frightened me and sexually excited me at the same time.
"She must never know that I showed you what I about to show you," she said with a sexy laugh. "I'd be so embarrassed."
I looked at her with curiosity while wondering what it was that she wanted to show me. Knowing my aunt's keen sense of humor, I imagined it was a magic trick. Perhaps, it was a piece of jewelry. Maybe, she got something pierced. Maybe, she had her breast tattooed with Travis Kelce's name.
'That's one tattoo that I'd love to see,' I thought.
In the way that she looked at me, I knew that it had to be something sexually inappropriate for her to make me promise not to tell my mother. Maybe, she had her nipples pierced. I'd love to see my aunt's big breasts and pierced nipples. Yet, hoping that it was something good, I had no idea what my aunt wanted to show me.
# # #
"I have a friend who does embroidering," she said with a dirty laugh.
'Embroidering? Boring. Who cares,' I thought? 'I was ready for her to pullout a potholder, a hat, or a scarf from her pocketbook.'
Then, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me by what she said next.
"I bought a red bra and red matching panties for her to embroider the Kansas Chiefs and their logo in red, white, yellow on my bra and panties," she said with sexual arousal.
Suddenly, showing me her embroidery, I imagined my redheaded aunt parading around the living room in her red bra and red panties emblazoned with the Kansas City Chiefs logo.
"I even had her embroider in yellow, the property of Travis Kelce on my panties," she said with a dirty laugh.
Clearly, my aunt had lost her mind over her sexual attraction for Travis Kelce. Is that what my aunt wanted to show me? Is that what she didn't want me to tell my mother what her sister had shown me? Did my aunt want me to see her embroidered bra and panties? I held my breath with sexual anticipation while hoping my aunt wanted me to see her embroidered, sexy lingerie. I'd love to see my aunt's bra and panties.
# # #
"May I see," I asked?
I hoped my aunt would show me her embroidered bra and panties. Yet, more than wanting to see her embroidery, I wanted to see her in her bra and panties? I wanted to see my beautiful, redheaded aunt in her sexy, red lingerie.
She gave me another sexy smile and another naughty look. She warned me again.
"I'll show you but you mustn't tell your mother that I showed you my bra and panties," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'd be so embarrassed."
My aunt saying bra and panties echoed in my horny brain. My aunt was ready to show me her bra and panties. She wanted me to see her bra and panties. Who cares about the Kansas City Chiefs, and about Travis Kelce when I was about to see my aunt in her sexy underwear?
# # #
Playing her game of secrecy and deception, I held my hand up as if I was taking an oath on the Bible in a court of law. Then, as if my aunt was a stripper and there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, Aunt Anne slowly and sexily lifted her Travis Kelce football jersey. Sexily teasing me, she lifted her jersey to expose her naked, flat, and toned tummy. The first time seeing her slim waistline other than when she's sunning herself out back by the pool in her sexy bikini, my aunt has such a sexy and shapely body.
With my eyes bugging out of my head and my mouth gaping open, she slowly and sexily lifted her jersey higher. She exposed the bottom of her red brassiere. Continuing to sexually tease me while still slowly lifting her jersey higher, she exposed her big, red bra cups. She exposed her low-cup bra. I stared at her long line of cleavage. Continuing to lift her football jersey higher, she lifted her jersey up and over her bra. She lifted her Travis Kelce football jersey all the way up to her shoulders.
'Wow,' I thought while seeing my aunt's embroidered, big, red brassiere. 'I love her red bra. Aunt Anne has such big, beautiful breasts. I love her big tits. I wish I was Travis Kelce.'
I saw my aunt's brassiere embroidered with the Kansas City round, red logo with the KC in white and the Chiefs in yellow beneath the circle. Continuing to stare, I saw the shape and the size of her D cup breasts, and her erect, pink nipples through her big, sheer brassiere. Having never seen anything of my aunt other when staring at her while she's in her bikini, I stared at all that I could see of her bra clad breasts now. She had such big tits.
"The embroidering is beautiful," I said as my excuse to stare longer and harder at her bra clad breasts.
I complimented the embroidering as my excuse to reach out my horny index finger to trace the embroidery. Then, not wanting any regrets if I had failed to do it, something that I'll be masturbating over later, not allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, I felt her big, bra clad breast in the palm of my hand. As if in surprised shock, she stared down at my hand groping her bra clad breast as if she wanted me to feel her breast through her bra. I slid a slow index finger down her long, line of sexy cleavage.
When she didn't stop me by telling me to not grope her, and/or by slapping my hand away, she continued staring down at my hand feeling her big breast. With her continuing to stare down at my horny hand, I felt her other big, bra clad breast. Her tits felt amazing, so big, so firm and, yet so soft. I loved my aunt's big tits.
A front snapper, my favorite kind of brassiere, a bra that didn't require a secret combination to unhook it from the back, I was tempted to unsnap her bra to expose her naked breasts. While wondering if she'd allow me to unsnap her bra, I couldn't wait to see her big, naked breasts. Alas, too late. She slapped my hand away.
"Okay, that's enough of you groping my breasts through my bra," she said slapping my hand away and with a dirty laugh while pulling down her football jersey. "These breasts are for Travis Kelce and not for you," she said with attitude and a dirty laugh.
# # #
Again, with her not done flashing me, she sexually shocked me as much as she sexually excited me. While staring at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look, my aunt parted her knees. While I continued staring at all that I could see of her panties, she, slowly and sexily lifted the hem of her short skirt up along her long, shapely thighs. She continued raising her short skirt all the way up to her waist. After exposing her red bra to me, my aunt exposed her red panties to me.
If seeing her bra and feeling her breasts through her bra wasn't enough, my aunt showed me her red embroidered, bikini panties. I'll be masturbating over seeing my aunt in her bra and panties tonight and tomorrow morning. Yet, not stopping with just showing me her panties, she allowed me to trace the Kansas City logo on her panties with my index finger in the way that she allowed me to trace the logo on her bra.
My aunt showed me her red, embroidered, bikini panties. I couldn't believe that first she showed me her bra and now she showed me her panties. I loved seeing my aunt's bra and panties. She looked so good in her bra and panties that I wished she'd remove her football shirt and short skirt and watch the football game with me in her sexy, embroidered lingerie.
Her panties were even more transparent than her bra. I not only saw the beautifully, embroidered, Kansas City Chiefs logo but I also saw her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of red, trimmed, pubic hair. I saw my aunt's nearly naked cunt. I stared at my aunt's beautiful pussy through her panties. Again, I'll be masturbating over seeing my aunt in her sexy bra and transparent panties tonight and tomorrow morning.
There above her pussy slit was embroidered, property of Travis Kelce. The embroidery read; 'My pussy belongs to Travis Kelce'. If only he knew that my aunt had designated her pussy for him and was saving her pussy for him, I wondered what he'd say. I wondered what he'd do.
With my aunt better looking than Taylor Swift, I wondered if he'd make out with her. With my aunt having much bigger breasts than Taylor Swift's small breasts, I wondered if he'd strip my aunt naked. I wondered if he'd masturbate her pussy while fondling her big, naked breasts. I wondered if he'd eat her pussy. I wondered if he'd make love to her. I wondered if he'd fuck her pussy. I wondered if he leave Taylor Swift for my aunt. Yet, my aunt wasn't wealthy in the way that Taylor was super rich.
# # #
Again, as I did with her bra, I did with her panties. I traced her embroidery with my index finger. Sexually teasing my aunt's beautiful cunt, my finger was a mere inch away from her pussy slit. Then, before she had a chance to stop me, I slide a slow and deliberate finger along her pussy slit.
Again, before she had a chance to slap my hand away again, I cupped my aunt's pussy through her panties in the palm of my hand. I couldn't believe I cupped her cunt as if I owned her cunt. I stared up at her while she stared down at my hand holding her panty clad pussy. With her seemingly enjoying me touching her pussy, again, before she stopped me, daring myself to do so, I pushed her panties aside, inserted my finger, and rubbed her clit while finger fucking her.
"I love your pussy as much as I love your tits," I said.
As soon as I said that, again, she slapped my hand away while lowering her skirt.
"Tommy! Oh, my God! You stuck your finger inside of me," she said while feigning her outrage. "What's wrong with you? I'm your aunt. How dare you sexually violate me in such a sexually, abusive way."
I gave her a sexy smile.
"I'd love to masturbate you, Aunt Anne," I said.
She pulled her panties over her naked pussy and pulled down her short skirt.
"I didn't show you my bra and my panties for you to grope me while sexually abusing me," she said with a dirty laugh.
Yet, with me feeling her big tits through her bra, tracing her long, line of cleavage with my finger, and fingering her naked pussy, she was as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited. Seemingly, my aunt wanted to have incestuous sex with me as much as I wanted to have incestuous sex with her.
"I showed you my bra and panties to show you what a dedicated fan I am to the Kansas City Chiefs and to Travis Kelce," she said with another laugh. "I wanted you to see how much I love Travis Kelce," she said with a laugh while swooning.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
# # #
"After seeing your embroidered bra and panties, you make me want to get a Kansas City Chiefs tattoo on my cock," I said with a dirty laugh.
I stared at my aunt to see her reaction to me getting my cock tattooed.
"Trust me, the tattoo will fit lengthwise and sideways on cock, too," I said with another dirty laugh.
She laughed too.
"You must have a big dick," she said while laughing and staring down at the bulge my erection made in my jeans.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"I do have a big dick," I said looking at my aunt while hoping that she'd ask me to show it to her in the way that she showed me her bra and panties.
Then, she paused to look at me. She looked at me with horniness. She looked at me with sexually arousal. As if rethinking what she was about to say, she said it anyway.
"If you got a tattoo with the name of Travis Kelce #87 on your prick," she paused again while staring at me as if rethinking again what she was about to say but said it anyway. "While pretending you were Travis, I'd not only stroke your cock but also, I'd suck your cock," she said sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
Then, she paused again.
"While pretending that you were Travis Kelce, I'd not only allow you to cum in my mouth but also, I'd swallow your cum," she said. "Finally, not only would I stroke you and blow you but also, I'd fuck your cock," she said with another dirty laugh while swooning. "I'd not only allow you to cum in my mouth but also, I'd allow you to cum in my pussy, too," she said.
# # #
I looked at my aunt stunned while thinking where I could go to have my cock tattooed. Only, if I had my big dick tattooed with Travis Kelce's name, whoever saw my dick tattoo would think that I was in love with Travis Kelce. They'd think that I was a gay man. Yet, it may be worth it to have sex with my beautiful aunt. Only, I couldn't imagine the pain that I'd have to withstand to have my cock tattooed.
"Seriously? Really? If I had my cock tattooed with Travis Kelce's name, you'd stroke me?"
She smiled.
"Yes," she said nodding her head.
She raised her hand and moved it up and down as if she was already masturbating my prick.
"If I had a Kelce tattoo on my cock, you'd suck me?"
Again, she smiled while nodding her head. She moved her hand back in forth in front of her lips while pushing her cheek out with her tongue as if she was blowing me.
"Yes, if you had a Travis Kelce tattoo on your dick while I pretended that you were him, I'd blow you," she said. "I'd suck your cock. I'd allow you to cum in my mouth."
Again, she moved her hand to her mouth and moved her hand back and forth in front of her mouth while pushing her cheek out with her tongue as if giving me a blowjob.
"Wait. Lemme get this straight. If I got a tattoo of Travis Kelce, you'd stroke me. You'd blow me. You'd allow me to cum in your beautiful mouth and you'd swallow my cum?"
She laughed.
"It's not considered a blowjob unless you cum in my mouth and I swallow your cum," she said with a dirty laugh.
I looked at my aunt stunned while imagining my aunt stroking my cock while sucking my cock.
"You'd fuck me, too? You'd allow me to cum in your pussy, too?"
My aunt smiled wildly.
"Yes," she said with a laugh. "Of course, I would. While pretending you were him, I'd even allow you to give me a cum bath. I'd allow you to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts," she said with a dirty laugh. "As if you were Travis Kelce giving me a cum bath, I'd want you to see me dripping with your cum."
I returned her dirty laugh with my dirty laugh.
"I'd love for you stroke me. I'd love for you to blow me, Auntie Anne. I'd love to watch you sucking my cock. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said not believing that she'd blow me and allow me to cum in her mouth. "I'd love to give you a cum bath. I'd love to see you dripping with my cum."
She laughed.
"Of course, I'd allow you to cum in my mouth," she said with another dirty laugh.
I stared at my aunt as shocked as I was sexually excited.
# # #
"Can we pretend that I have a penis tattoo of Travis Kelce #87 on my penis," I asked?
She looked at me in the way that she never looked at me before. Then, she laughed.



"You want to show me your naked prick in the way that I showed you my bra and panties, don't you? You'd want me to see your naked cock," she asked?
I looked at her with my mouth gaping open and my eyes bulging out of my head from seeing her big, red brassiere, and her matching, red, bikini panties.
"Yes, I'd love to show you my cock. I'd love for you to see my big, erect, naked prick," I said to my aunt. "I'd like to know what you think of my big dick."
She stared at me with sexual arousal.
"Lemme get this straight. While your mother, my sister, is at the mall, instead of watching football, you'd rather have sex with me, your aunt?"
I looked at her with sexual excitement and with the possibility that she'd allow me to have incestuous sex with her beautiful, naked body.
"Yes," I said.
She laughed.
"You not only want me to see your naked prick but also, you want me to touch and feel your erect cock, don't you," she asked?
I smiled.
"You'd want me to blow you. You'd want me to suck your big dick while stroking your big prick. You'd want to cum in my mouth and give me a cum bath, too," she said.
This time I swooned.
"Yes, I'd love you to see my erect, naked prick. I'd love you to stroke my big dick while sucking my prick," I said. "I'd love to not only cum in your mouth but also to give you a cum bath, too."
# # #
Maybe, she was sexually teasing me but, as if we were playing a sexually incestuous version of truth and dare, my aunt continued playing her sexually inappropriate game with me, her nephew.
"Just so that I understand your sexual attraction to me, you'd want me to stroke your cock? You'd want me to suck your cock? You'd want me to fuck your cock while pretending that your prick was tattooed with Travis Kelce #87," she asked? "Is that right?"
Beyond being sexually excited by all that my aunt said, I wanted to have sex with her.
"I'd love for you to stroke my cock while allowing me to feel and fondle your naked breasts," I said. "I'd love you to take my erect prick in your mouth and blow me. I'd love you to suck me while stroking me faster and harder. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said while sliding a slow finger across her red, full lips. "I'd love you to swallow my cum."
Instead of slapping my finger away, she took my finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking my cock. Seemingly, for her to show me her bra and her panties, she was just as sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to her. Forget about Travis Kelce, I was here and he wasn't.
"I'd love to slowly undress you while touching you and feeling your naked body everywhere that a nephew should never touch and feel his aunt. I'd love to strip you naked. I'd love to mount you and slowly make love to your naked body while making out with you. Finally, I'd love to fuck you fast and hard enough to give you a sexual orgasm with my cock," I said.
She looked at me with sexual arousal.
"Before I stroked your prick," she said with a pause as if rethinking what she was about to say again, but she said it anyway. "Would you finger my pussy? Would you masturbate me? Would you give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers?"
I nodded my head.
"Yes, I'd love to masturbate you, auntie," I said. "I'd love to give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers."
She smiled.
"Before I blew you and allowed you to cum in my mouth, would you eat me? Would you eat my pussy? Would you finger my cunt while licking my cunt? Would you give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue in the way that you gave me a sexual orgasm with your fingers when masturbating me?"
I returned her smile with my smile
"Yes, I'd love to lick your pussy while fingering your pussy. I'd love to give you another sexual orgasm with my tongue and my fingers," I said. "I'd love to eat your pussy."
# # #
She turned off the television so that we could hear if my mother unexpectedly came home.
"Let's go in your bedroom," she said.
Once in my bedroom and sitting on my bed, my aunt took the lead. She kissed me. Then, parting my lips with her tongue she French kissed me. Something that I've masturbated over doing, I was making out with my aunt.
I felt her bra clad breasts and her shapely skirt and panty clad ass while kissing her. Then, slowly unbuttoning her blouse while looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed, I slowly removed her blouse. In the way that I had stared at her in her sexy, red bra before, I stared at her in her sexy, red bra again.
I removed her blouse. Then, I unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt. Again, in the way that I had stared at her in her sexy, embroidered bra and panties, I stared at her now.
Then, as if the was a drumroll going off in my head, as if she was a stripper and with me filled with sexual anticipation to see her naked breasts, I unhooked her front snapping bra. I parted her bra cups as if Moses parted the Red Sea. As soon as her big breast slowly fell from her bra cups, I was all over them with my horny hands.
My aunt had amazing breasts, so big and so shapely. I touched them. I felt them. I fondled them. I leaned forward to suck her erect nipples.
Then, I removed her panties. I exposed her red, trimmed, naked pussy to my horny eyes. As soon as I saw her naked pussy, I reached down to cup it in my horny hand again. Then, I parted her pussy lips with my fingers.
I inserted my index finger inside of her again to rub her clit while finger fucking her. I was masturbating my aunt. I continued masturbating her until she put her head back, closed her eyes, arched her back and stiffened her legs.
"Tommy! Tommy! I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Tommy. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking me. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Rub my G spot. I'm cumming, Tommy. I'm cumming," she said falling silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
I laughed.
"Don't call me Tommy. Call me Travis," I said with another laugh.
I rested back on my pillow with her while continuing to gently fondle her naked breasts. Then, as soon as she returned from having her sexual orgasm, I slid halfway down the bed ready to eat my aunt. I wanted to give her a second, sexual orgasm by giving her oral sex.
"Oh, Travis," she said. "Thank you for masturbating my pussy."
I made myself comfortable between my aunt's shapely thighs. I reached out my finger to rub her clit again. Then, I moved my mouth closer to lick her clit. Giving her long, slow licks, I licked my aunt's naked cunt.
Then, licking her clit faster and licking her clit harder, I gave my aunt oral sex. I reached up my hand to fondle her naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. She seemed sexually aroused to have her nipples fingered in the rough sort of way.
I continued licking her faster and harder. I continued rubbing her clit with my finger. I continued finger fucking her. I continued rubbing her G spot.
"Travis! Travis! My God, Travis! I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Travi. I'm cumming," she said.
# # #
"What the fuck is this? Anne! What's wrong with you? How dare you have sex with my son? Tommy! How dare you have sex with your aunt," asked my mother?
As if I was Travis Kelce, I stood from the bed naked with my erect cock pointing at my mother. Then, I lifted her in my arms and tossed her on my bed. Something that I had always wanted to do with my mother in the way that I had wanted to do with her sister, I tore open her blouse with both hands to reveal her big, white brassiere.
My mother had even bigger breasts than he sister. She had double D cup breasts. I've seen her bras in the laundry basket and in her lingerie drawer. Then, I quickly unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt. Not wasting time with small talk, I pulled her bra over her head and off. Then, I quickly pulled down my mother's panties.
In the way that my aunt was naked, and in the way that I was naked, my mother was naked, too. In the way that I wanted to do with my aunt but hadn't had the chance to do with her, I did with my MILF of a 43-year-old mother. I mounted her. I reached down between my legs and moved my cock to her pussy lips. Surprising me, by me forcefully stripping her naked, she was already wet.
With a gentle hump, my big dick was inside of my mother's pussy. Moving my cock deeper inside of her, I continued humping her while kissing her. I parted her lips and French kissed her. In the way that I made out with my aunt, I made out with my mother.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked my mother's cunt. I fucked her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my big prick. Not wanting to cum just yet, saving my cum for my aunt, I stopped as soon as my mother had her sexual orgasm from me fucking her.
"Oh, my God, Tommy. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming. Don't stop humping me. Don't stop fucking me. I'm cumming, Tommy. I'm cumming," she said falling silent to enjoy the afterglow of sex.
As soon as my mother rested back on my pillow, I moved to my aunt. I mounted her. She reached down for my cock and inserted me inside of her. In the way that my mother was wet, my aunt was wet, too.
Starting out making love, I made love to my aunt while making out with her. Then, gradually humping her faster and humping her harder, we were fucking. I fucked my aunt in the way that I fucked her sister, my mother. Again, not wanting to cum in my aunt's pussy, just yet, I wanted to save my cum for her mouth and to give her a cum bath after she blew me.
"I love your big dick, Travis," said my aunt while still pretending that I was Travis Kelce instead of her nephew, Tommy. "Fuck me harder, Travis. Fuck me faster. I'm cumming, Travis. I'm cumming," she said.
# # #
Again, my aunt rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, something unexpected, my mother and her sister moved halfway down the bed. They took turns taking my erect prick in their soft and warm hands to stroke me.
Then, sexually surprising me, they continued taking turns to take me in their mouths to suck me. Again, taking turns, both my aunt and my mother blew me at the same time. If it wasn't enough that my aunt blew me, I couldn't believe that my mother sucked my cock, too.
Unable to get enough of my aunts big tits, I fondled them while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. She became even more sexually aroused with me fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. I put a gentle hand behind my aunt's red, pretty head. I humped her mouth and I fucked her face.
Unable to get enough of my mother's huge breasts, I fondled them while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. She became even more sexually aroused with me fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. In the way that I had put a gentle hand behind my aunt's red, pretty head, I put a gentle hand behind my mother brunette, pretty head.
In the way that I humped my aunt's mouth, I humped my mother's mouth. In the way that I fucked my aunt's face, I fucked my mother's face. I'll be masturbating over my aunt and my mother blowing me for the rest of my life.
After having sex with my aunt and my mother, it didn't take me long to cum. Again, taking turns, my aunt took my cock in her hand before taking me in her mouth. She allowed me to cum in her mouth. Then, my mother took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. She allowed me to cum in her mouth, too.
Then, as soon as my mother removed my stiff prick from my lips, I exploded a second load of cum all over my mother's and my aunt's faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts. I had plenty enough cum to give them both cum baths.
# # #
My MILF of a mother stared at me before shocking me as much as she sexually excited me with what she said next.
"Now that my sister and I have had sex with you Tommy, I'd like to introduce you to my two best friends, Mary, and Theresa. They're always talk about you. They're always tell me how handsome you are. With them both horny and sexually frustrated, would you be willing to have sex with them in the way that you had sex with your aunt and with your mother," she asked?
Then, showing me the whore that she was, my mother shocked me with what she said next.
"After you have sex with my friends, I'd love to have sex with your friends, too," said my mother.
She laughed.
"I've always wanted to be gangbanged," she said sexually shocking me. "Do you think your friends would gangbang me, my sister, and my two friends? I'd love to have group sex," she said.
THE END
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Encounter at the Symphony, Ch. 04
Every man's sexual fantasy, David has threesome sex with identical, twin sisters, Christina and with Carolyn.
David not only had sex with Christina on the night that he met her but also, a week later, he had sex with her identical twin sister, Carolyn, too. If that wasn't enough, something he had sexually fantasized over experiencing, and something that Christina suggested they'd do, he had threesome sex with Christina and with Carolyn. If that still wasn't enough, he had threesome sex with the both of them at the same time.
# # #
Encounter at the Symphony, Reread, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 03:
Christina looked at David with trepidation. Afraid to ask him her question, she didn't know how he'd respond to her asking him such an inappropriate question. It hadn't even been a day since they met and they've already had sex.
Not knowing how he'd receive her question and not wanting to prematurely ruin things between them, she felt as aroused by David as much as she felt obligated to Carolyn. Pressured from her sister to ask him the question, with her in a delicate situation, she didn't know what to do. Then, feeling compelled to ask him her question at her sister's behest, allowing the pieces to fall where they may, just blurting it out, she asked him her question.
"Would you have sex with my sister, Carolyn?"
She stared up at me to see my reaction to her asking me such an outrageous question. Expecting me to say something, when I didn't, she looked awkwardly embarrassed. Immediately, and hoping that I'd understand, she seemed to want to break the tension by withdrawing her question.
Something that I had never considered doing until now, I looked at her with excited anticipation mixed with confusion over the imagined thought of having sex with her sister. Immediately, I felt George nodding his approval. Not even having to ask him, George would definitely have sex with her sister.
Yet, her question not only caught me by surprise but also stuck me speechless. I couldn't formulate the words to answer her. With all of this new to me, I didn't know what to say. I stared at her in the way that she stared at me.
'Perhaps, I misheard her,' I thought. 'What? What did she just ask me? Did she just ask me if I'd have sex with her sister? Is that what she asked or did I misunderstand? Did I imagine her saying what I thought she had said because, now that I know she's an identical twin, every man's sexual fantasy, I'd love to have sex with her sister?
Clearly, having just met the woman yesterday and already having had sex with her last night, Christina needed to explain why she asked me such a sexually, inappropriate question. When everything is going so well between us, why would she ask me to have sex with her sister? Why would I have sex with Carolyn when I wanted to continue having sex with her? Why would Carolyn want to sex with me, a man that she hasn't even met?
I wanted Christina, not her sister. Does she feel that she made a mistake by sleeping with me and now wanted to pawn me off to her sister? Is that why she asked if I'd have sex with her sister?
Then, after having sex with her sister, what if her sister doesn't want me either? Does Carolyn try and pawn me off on her mother? Now, that I felt rejected, I didn't want to have sex with anyone but with Christina. Only, George didn't care who he had sex with. He'd have sex with Christina, her sister, her mother, and even her grandmother if she was still alive.
'Calm down, George,' I thought while repositioning him in my underwear through my pants.
# # #
"Please don't be mad," said Christina. "Just understand why I'm asking you such a question. With her not having had sex since her husband left her for another woman, after I told her that we had sex, Carolyn asked my permission to ask you if you'd have sex with her," said Christina. "With her working twelve-hour shifts as a nurse, she has little time to socialize. She's as horny as she's sexually frustrated," she said with an embarrassed, little laugh
She continued staring at me staring at her. Not wanting to ruin what we had between us; I didn't know what to say. Even though I found the thought of having sex with her sister exciting, careful how I responded to her question, I didn't want to prematurely ruin things between us. I didn't want her to think that the sex we had wasn't good enough when it was the best sex that I had in my life. She stared up at me while waiting for me to respond, when I didn't, she continued.
"Carolyn is my sister, my twin sister," she said explaining her tenuous position. "She's my best friend. As you just said that you'd do anything for me, I'd do anything for her. With us having a strong bond that will never break, we've always been very close," she said.
Needing to explain herself more, she stared up at me and smiled.
"Yet, if you agree to have sex with her, I don't want that to ruin things between us. I don't want to lose you to my sister," she said. "You're my man."
Again, when I didn't show any reaction to her asking me if I'd have sex with her sister, she backtracked. Clearly, uncomfortable asking me such a question so soon in our relationship, she felt uncomfortably embarrassed. Maybe, she didn't want me to have sex with her Carolyn but had just asked me the question on behalf of her sister.
"If you find my question offensive and harbor reservations about having sex with my sister, forget what I asked you," she said.
Pleading with me to answer her with her big, beautiful, green eyes, she stared up at me and, when I still didn't answer her, she implored me to answer her.
"Okay?"
When I stared at her without responding, she continued.
"I apologize for putting you in such a difficult position. I'm sorry for asking you such a sexually inappropriate question. Please forgive me," she said.
She paused while staring up at me.
"You don't have to answer my question. Matter of fact, I don't want you to answer my question. I don't want to impose on you to have sex with Carolyn. Really, I don't want you to answer my question," she said. "Because of how you clearly feel about me, I don't want you to feel forced to have sex with her."
# # #
I wondered what was going through her mind when she paused again to stare at me for a long minute. Unable to wrap my head around what she had asked, shocking me as much as she excited me, did she just ask me if I'd have sex with her sister? Two of my erotic fantasies coming true in one, having sex with sisters and, another, having sex with identical, twin sisters would give me masturbation memories for a lifetime. I'd make George very happy.
Not having had much of a sexlife, an understatement, when not having had sex in fifteen-years, hard for me to believe, as if I had just won an erotic lottery, this was an exciting, new beginning. I've always masturbated over imagining having sex with sisters, especially with twin sisters. How could I say no to such a sexual proposition? Besides, if I turned her down, George would be so angry with me.
"Wait. What? Pardon me? I'm sorry, I think I was daydreaming," I said giving her a smile. "What was your question, again? What would you like to know," I asked?
I laughed nervously. Then, when she didn't respond, I continued.
"I think I misheard you," I said with a little laugh. "As ridiculous as it sounds, and forgive me for saying this but, I thought I heard you ask me if I'd have sex with your sister," I said with another little, nervous laugh.
She looked at me while she nervously bit her lip and fidgeting with her fingers. A strong and confident woman, I've never seen her as softly unsure and vulnerable. I've never seen her as embarrassed. Seeing her like this made me want to take her in my arms to hold her, to reassure her, and to kiss her.
I've never seen her as uncomfortably ashamed. Then, maintaining eye contact to see my reaction to her unusual request, she took a big breath of courage. She pushed out her big chest and pulled her shapely shoulders back. Then, she reiterated her inappropriate question.
"Yes. You heard me correctly. That is the question that I asked you," she said pausing to stare at me.
She looked at me for a long minute while studying me.
"You didn't answer my question," she said regaining her confidence with another pause while watching me for my reaction to her question again. "Would you have sex with my sister," instead of looking at me with embarrassed shame she looked at me with curiosity? "Would you have sex with Carolyn?"
# # #
I was stunned. I hadn't misheard her and I wasn't daydreaming over imagining her having asked me to have sex with her twin. Christina really did ask me if I'd have sex with her sister. I couldn't believe that she asked me if I'd have sex with Carolyn. Too shocked, at a loss for words, excited with erotic anticipation over the imagined thought of having sex with her sister, I still couldn't answer her. After not having sex for fifteen, long years, an erotic opportunity like this never happens to me.
She continued staring at me to see my reaction to her asking me if I'd have sex with her sister. I looked at her with my mouth gaping open and my eyes bugging out of my head. Something that I couldn't wrap my head around, something that many men would inappropriately ask a sister of a twin, Christina asked me if I'd have sex with her identical, twin sister.
'Wow,' I thought! 'Double wow,' thought George! 'Calm down, George. You're embarrassing me by tenting my pants with your obvious erection.'
Staring at her dumbfounded, I couldn't believe that she asked me such a question. If it wasn't enough that I just had sex with Christina, my dream woman, now she asked me if I'd have sex with her sister, my sexual fantasy woman. She asked me if I'd have sex with a woman who looked exactly like her.
Something that any man would love to ask his girlfriend, his lover, or his wife at the right, sexual moment, if he could have sex with her sister, Christina beat me to the punch by asking me the question. Not even having to think about it twice, I'd love to have sex with her sister. What man would say no to having sex with the twin sister of his woman?
Unable to believe that she'd ask me such a question, I couldn't believe that she asked me if I'd have sex with Carolyn. In the way that I couldn't believe that she asked me last night if she could sleep with me, I couldn't believe that she asked me this morning if I'd have sex with her sister. As if reading my mind, surprised that she asked me that question now, that would have been a question that I may have thought about asking her some day in the distance future.
Yet, fearing that I'd ruin things between us, I'd never ask her if I could have sex with her sister. Women don't want to share their man, even if the other woman is their sister, and especially if the other woman is her twin sister. Removing the guilty pressure from me, and the regret that I'd feel by not asking her, instead of me asking her if I could have sex with Carolyn, I'm glad she asked me if I'd have sex with her sister.
Again, what she asked me was every man's sexual fantasy to have sex with sisters. Even more sexually exciting, she asked me to have sex with her identical, twin sister. Again, what man would say no to that? What man wouldn't love to have sex with sisters, especially identical, twin sisters?
I only wished that I had friends that I could boast to about not only having sex with Christina but also about having sex with her sister, too. Alas, with me growing up as a nerd when nerds weren't as popular as they are now, I don't have any friends to tell. Now, with most of the country computer savvy because of the internet and social media, everyone needs a nerd to fix their computer and/or to instruct them on how to use it.
# # #
"Wait. What? Pardon me. I'm sorry. What was that again? Please forgive me. I obviously misheard you," I said. "I thought you asked me if I'd have sex with your sister," I said while looking at her stunned?
When she didn't respond, I continued.
"Did you want me to have sex with your twin sister? Is that what you asked me? And if that was what you asked me, is Carolyn okay with me having sex with her," I asked while looking at her with disbelief? "Does Carolyn want to have sex with me without even having met me?
Filled with as much erotic anticipation to have sex with her sister, Carolyn, in the way that I was filled with sexual anticipation to have sex with Christina, again, I looked at her dumbfounded. When she still didn't answer me, I continued. Clearly, she was uncomfortable asking me such a question as I was filled with erotic anticipation with hearing her ask me such a question.
Yet, now that she asked me the question, I didn't want her to drop it. Wanting to pursue having sex with her sister as a forbidden option, I didn't want to miss this sexual opportunity to have sex with her sister. I needed her to tell me more.
I needed her to tell me all of the sexual details. I needed to know why she'd ask me to have sex with her sister. I needed to know when and where she'd want us to have sex. Truth be told, without even having met her, but if she looked like Christina, I'd love to have sex with her twin sister. Without a doubt, George would love to have sex with her, too.
'Hello, nice to meet you. Now, strip yourself naked and let's have sex,' I imagined saying when meeting Carolyn for the first time. 'After you blow me, bend over so that I can fuck you,' I imagined saying to a woman that I had just met.
# # #
"Lemme get this straight," I said with a pause. "With the consensual approval of you and the willingness of your sister, Carolyn, you want me to make out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes," I asked? "Is that right?"
Christina looked at me and smiled.
"Yes, that's right," she said looking up at me with a pained expression of a smile. "As if you were parked in your car after a date, we both want you to make out with her while touching her and feeling her through her clothes."
Obviously, she was not only uncomfortable asking me if I'd have sex with her sister but also, she was uncomfortable with the imagined thought of me having sex with her sister. In my attempt to make her feel more at ease, and not regret asking me if I'd have sex with Carolyn, I returned her smile with my smile. Yet, I needed to know if she really wanted me to have sex with her sister, if Carolyn really wanted to have sex with me, or if this was a game they played to test my faithfulness to Christina.
"Just so that I understand, and we don't have any misunderstandings later," I said. "While continuing to make out with her, you want me to undress your sister," I said while watching Christina reaction to the imagined thought of me undressing her sister.
When she didn't respond, I continued.
"Carolyn wants me to remove her clothes. She wants me to strip her naked. Is that right?"
I looked at Christina as if she was a Madam, arranging for me to have sex with one of her stable of women.
"Yes, that's right," she said again. "We both want you to undress her. We both want you to remove her clothes. We both want you to strip her naked," she said while biting her lip.
She looked at me to give me another nervous, little smile while rubbing her hands together and fidgeting with her fingers.
"Then, once she's naked, you want me to touch her, feel her, and fondle her naked body everywhere that I touched, felt, and fondled your naked body while continuing to make out with her," I asked? "Am I correct in imagining the progression of me having sex with your sister?"
With me clarifying every explicit, sexual detail, so that it wouldn't come back at me, not wanting to ruin things between us, I said all that I'd do with her sister. Christina nodded her head. She gave me an embarrassed and an uncomfortable, little smile again.
"Yes," she said again while rolling her eyes and sighing. "You are correct. We'd both expect you to do all of those sexual things to her naked body," she said.
Again, I returned her embarrassed smile with my excited smile. To be honest, I enjoyed asking her all of these forbidden questions about romancing her sister. Even though my asking her questions about having sex with her sister, seemingly, embarrassed her, it excited me asking questions about having sex with her sister. I could feel George throb and pulsate against my underwear with every sexual question that I asked her about her sister.
'Calm down, George. The last thing that I want you to have is a premature ejaculation,' I thought. 'I haven't ejaculated in my pants since I was an 18-year-old teenager.
# # #
"Again, just so that there's no misunderstanding. Are you okay with me making love to your sister," I asked while asking her my next question without waiting for her to answer? "Are you okay with me having sexual intercourse with Carolyn while making out with her? Are you okay with me fucking her, too," I asked while filled with sexual anticipation and becoming sexually excited? "Are you okay with me giving her a sexual orgasm with my cock?"
Christina looked at me with embarrassed shame.
"Yes," said Christina, again. "In the way that you made love to me and fucked me, we both want you to make love to her and fuck her, too. We both hope that you'll give her a sexual orgasm with your stiff prick."
She looked at me to give me a painful smile. At that moment, I knew that she was uncomfortable with me having sex with her sister. Clearly, just as she had said, her sister was the one who asked if I'd have sex with her. With Christina loyal to her sister, and with her willing to do anything for her sister as I was willing to do anything for her, clearly, she felt compelled to ask me the outrageously, forbidden question of having sex with her sister.
"Tell me this then. Is your sister agreeable to us having oral sex," I asked while not waiting for her to answer and asking her my next questions. "Is your sister okay with me licking her pussy while fingering her pussy. Is she okay with stroking my cock while sucking my cock. In the way that I ejaculated cum in your mouth, and you swallowed my cum, is she okay with me cumming in her mouth, and her swallowing my cum, too," I asked?
Christina looked at me with reservation while biting her lip. Then, she gave me a big smile.
"Yes, I expect you to give her oral sex in the way that you gave me oral sex. Yes, I expect her to give you oral sex in the way that I gave you oral sex," she said without shame and/or embarrassment.
She paused while watching my reactions to all that she had said.
"We both expect you to cum in her mouth. She'd love you to cum in her mouth. Carolyn would definitely swallow your cum. She's quite the talented cocksucker," said Christina. "Many men's dream woman, with her very skilled at giving blowjobs, she loves sucking cock."
She let out a dirty laugh.
"Indeed, she's a talented cocksucker. She loves giving blowjobs," she said with another laugh. "My sister is more than a bit of a whore. I dare say that in the way that you gave me a cum bath, she'd allow you to give her a cum bath, too," she said with a dirty laugh. "As her testament to a blowjob well done, she loves dripping with a gentlemen's cum."
Then, she floored me with what she said next.
"I need for you to know how much you agreeing to have sex with Carolyn means to us," she said with an embarrassed, little smile. "I've never had sex with my sister but I'd have sex with her if that was something that you wanted me to do in return for you having sex with my sister. In the way that she'd definitely would have sex with you, I know that she'd definitely have sex with me, too. If you wanted to have sex with the both of us and wanted us to have sex with one another, we'd do that, too," she said with a shrug.



'Wow,' I thought. 'Lesbian sex between sisters and threesome sex with her beautiful, redhead, identical, twin sisters, my sexual dreams come true, how could I say no to that?'
"I've not only always wanted to have sex with twins but also, I've always wanted to have threesome sex with sisters," I said with a big, sexually excited smile while able to feel George banging his horny head against my underwear. "After I have sex with your sister, I'd love to have threesome sex with you and with Carolyn."
# # #
Suddenly, Christina looked at me with shame mixed with sexual arousal and jealousy. With me willing to have sex with her sister, Carolyn, this was the sexual scenario of my dreams. In the way that I couldn't wait to have sex with Christina, I couldn't wait to have sex with her twin sister. With this at her suggestion, I couldn't wait to have sex with the both of them after watching them having lesbian sex with one another.
Yet, something that I needed to do first to cement my sexual connection to Christina, I needed to have sex with her again before I had sex with her sister. I needed to make love to her. I needed to fuck her, again. I needed to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock before I gave myself to her sister. The last thing that I wanted was to jeopardize the connection that I had with Christina for the sake of having a one-time, sexual affair with her sister.
"So, does that mean that you'll have sex with my sister," she asked again?
I gave her a big smile.
"Yes. If me having sex with Carolyn will make you happy," I said with a dirty laugh. "I'd love to have sex with your sister," I said. "As long as you're okay with it, I'm good with it, too. Not wanting to ruin anything between us, as long as you're both agreeable to having sex with me, I'd love to have sex with your sister and with the you as a threesome."
Christina smiled.
"Are you sure?"
I returned her smile with my smile.
"I'm sure," I said with a big smile.
With us both on the same, sexual page again, Christina returned my big smile with her big, beautiful smile.
# # #
"As our repayment for you having sex with Carolyn, does that mean that you'll have sex with the both of us, too," she asked?
I looked at Christina with sexual excitement.
"After I have sex with Carolyn, I'd love to have sex with you both," I said. "I'm just glad that you're not a triplet. I don't think that I could do three women at once," I said with another dirty laugh.
She studied me to make sure that I was okay with this sudden, sexual arrangement.
"Are you sure," she asked again while staring at me? "I won't be mad if you say no," making me wonder if she wanted me to say no.
Yet, as if I had won the swingers' sexual lottery, and my grand prize was having sex with beautiful, sexy, and shapely busty, identical, twin sisters, I gave Christina a nod along with my biggest smile. Then, suddenly having doubts, I paused to make myself clear. I needed her to know how I felt about her. I didn't want her sister ruining anything that we had and hoped to have later.
"Yes. I'll do anything for you. I need you to know that no matter if you have an identical twin sister and I have sex with her, and we have threesome sex, I want you," I said pointing to her.
I looked at her as if I was Carl Weathers as Apollo Creed dressed as Uncle Sam in Rocky.
"I'm already falling in love with you, Christina," I said. "I don't want your sister. I don't want anyone else but you. I want you and I don't want your sister ruining our relationship," I said.
Christina got up from her chair at the table, walked over to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and gave me a big hug, and a long, wet kiss.
"Thank you, David. Thank you," she said. "You've made me so happy. Carolyn will be so pleased."
Then, as if she was the bachelorette on the bachelor and I was the bachelor, she looked at me in the way that she had never looked at me before.
"I'm falling in love with you, too," she said.
# # #
That evening, Christina called her sister to tell her that I agreed to have sex with her. Waiting to see how the sex went with her sister, she didn't tell Carolyn that my sexual fantasy was to have threesome sex with identical twins. Wanting to make a stronger sexual connection between us first, and before having sex with her sister, she scheduled her sister to have sex with me next week.
"Thank you, Christina. Thank you," said Carolyn with excitement. "I didn't tell you but when you bought that green, sexually revealing nightgown, I returned to the store and bought that same nightgown in blue. I love that nightgown and I can't wait to wear it for David," she said. "Now that I'll be having sex with him, I'll finally get to wear that nightgown."
Christina paused on the phone before saying what she was thinking.
"Even though we both agree for you to have sex with David, I'm doing this as a favor to you," said Christina. "He's mine. I don't want you to fuck this up for me. I mean it. I'm allowing my man to have sex with you as a onetime deal. Am I clear? Okay?"
Carolyn looked at her sister through the video phone with gratitude.
"Yes, of course. I understand. I promise that I won't do anything to ruin this for you," said Carolyn with a big smile. "I'd never do anything to hurt you. I appreciate you allowing me to have sex with David."
She paused.
"I love you, Christina," she said with another pause. "So, when is this happening? I'm beyond being sexually excited that I'm finally going to have sex," she said.
Christina smiled at her sister through the phone.
"I love you, too, Carolyn. This time next week. I'll give James the night off so that he doesn't see the whores that we both are," she said with a laugh.
She looked at her sister on the phone to see her reaction to her having sex with David next week.
"That will give me time to have sex with David a few more times and to establish a solid connection with him. Next Friday, I'll introduce you and, if you hit it off, you both can take it from there, and retire to one of the guest bedrooms. I'll see you a week from tomorrow," said Christina. "Love you."
Carolyn smiled at her sister through the phone's video.
"Thank you. I'll see you a week from tomorrow. Love you, too. Goodnight," she said.
# # #
Encounter at the Symphony, Chapter 04:
Since that first night that Christina came to my room and we had sex, she invited me to sleep with her in her inner sanctum, sanctimonious, her huge, and tastefully decorated master bedroom suite. Resplendent with expensive drapes and bedding, her bedroom had a huge, en suite bathroom and an even bigger, attached walk-in closet. Her bedroom, bathroom, and closet were bigger than the interior of my entire house. Bigger than a California king-sized bed, obviously custom made, I've never seen a bed as big. She could comfortably sleep six people on this huge bed.
While touching and feeling one another's naked bodies, we made out and made love every night. As if we were in prison and having a conjugal visit, we fucked fast and hard every morning. In between, giving one another sexual orgasms, we masturbated one another and gave each other oral sex. As if we were newly married and on our honeymoon, continuing to have sex every morning and every evening, we had sex night and day.
In all of my years on the planet, never have I had as much sex as I had now. When we weren't making love and fucking, we had oral sex. I fingered and licked her pussy and she stroked and sucked my cock. She loved my big and hard prick as much as I loved her wet and warm pussy. I haven't ejaculated as much cum since I was a horny, 18-year-old, horny teenager. To say that George was happy, very happy, would be a huge understatement.
"Your cock is so big," said Christina while holding my erect prick in her hand and staring down at my big dick. "You're so hard. "You have the biggest prick that I've ever seen. You have the hardest cock that I've ever held in my hand. I love your cock, David."
She laughed.
"It's been a long time since I've had a big, hard cock in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy," she said with another laugh. "Carolyn is going to love your monster prick next week as much as I'm enjoying your big dick now," she said. "I can't wait for her to see your big dick. I can't wait to gossip about you with her later," she said with a dirty laugh.
I laughed.
"George," I said.
She laughed.
"Pardon? George? Who's George," she asked?
As if introducing her to George, I lifted my cock in my hand.
"His name is George," I said with a laugh while George throbbed and pulsated as if taking a bow.
She looked at me and laughed again.
"Well, I love George as much as I love you," she said with another laugh. "Interesting that you named your prick, George, because I named my pussy, Rose," she said while laughing.
# # #
Never believing that love could happen at my age, I'm in love. I truly loved Christina in the way that I've never loved another woman. I hated being a minute without her. I needed to be with her every second of every day. I couldn't believe all that we had in common. When I wasn't thinking about her, I dreamt about her.
I only wished I had met her thirty-years ago. I only wished that I had children with her. Then, something that I hadn't asked her, I wondered if she had children. If she did have children, I'd love to meet them.
If she did have children, I wondered if they looked like her. I wondered what they'd think of me. Maybe, they'd think of me as an interloper and only after her huge fortune.
Yet, her money was the last thing on my mind. Having sex with Christina and now with her sister trumped my feelings about money, power, and wealth. Making up for lost sexual times, in case this was just a fleeting moment in time, my focus was enjoying the sex that I never had as a younger man.
With me already accepted in her family by having sex with the matriarch, even though it's my sexual fantasy to have sex with twin sisters, I wondered if Carolyn would accept me in the way that Christina had accepted me. Maybe, when Carolyn meets me, not sexually attracted to me, she'll change her mind and not want to have sex with me. Either way, that's okay. I still had Christina. Yet, now that my mind had switched gears, with sex with sisters and threesome sex with twins on my mind, I thought more about Carolyn than I thought about Christina.
Granted they're identical, twin sisters but I wondered if I could tell them apart. I wondered if the sex would be as good with her sister as it is with Christina. I wondered if they sounded alike as they looked alike. I wondered if they laughed alike. I wondered if they both looked the same and sounded the same when having sexual orgasms. I wondered if they both had the same breasts and shapely ass.
Yet, something in the back of my mind told me that I was on a dangerous path and that I should thread lightly. This having sex with sisters could blowup in all of our faces. What if Carolyn fell in love with me in the way that Christina obviously had? What if both sisters are in love with me? What do I do then? With them both looking and sounding exactly alike, how do I separate my feelings, sexual or otherwise, from one to the other?
What if one becomes jealous that I'm having sex with the other. Even though this is Carolyn's idea and Christina was the one who suggested these unusual, sexual circumstances to me, this could be a huge mistake. In the way that I feel about Christina, I don't want to lose her over having sex with Carolyn. Maybe, I should discuss the ramifications of this sexual interaction and the implications of romantic love with Christina again before having sex with Carolyn. Maybe, I should change my mind and not have sex with her sister.
# # #
In the week before I had sex with Carolyn, Christina and I went everywhere. James chauffeured us anywhere we wanted to go. Something that I had never experienced, with me being a recluse in my house in the way of a poor version of Howard Hughes, we were always out and never home.
With me without clothes but for my suit that I wore to the symphony, Christina spoiled me by outfitting me with a complete wardrobe of expensive clothes. She took me to Brooks Brothers and to Ralph Lauren. From suits, to shirts, to jeans, to sweatshirts, to jackets, to coats, to overcoats, to shoes, to ties, and to hats, she bought me everything.
Oddly enough, comparing parallels between the two, our sudden sexual adventure reminded me of the movie, The Witches of Eastwick. Instead of being driven around in a 1972 Mercedes-Benz 600 Pullman, as if James was my imagined version of Fidel, and with him nearly as tall, he chauffeured us about in an equally expensive two-tone gold over black, Mercedes-Maybach 62. As if outfitted by a Saudi Prince, the car boasted gold wheels, gold door handles, gold trim, and a gold hood ornament. The passenger and driver side of the car was shiny black, the reason that I hadn't noticed it at night at the symphony, and the hood, trunk, and roof were glistening gold.
A car that a billionaire would be driven around in, as was her late husband, a real attention getter, a one-of-a-kind car, it was a strikingly glamorous automobile. When being chauffeured around by James while sitting in the back, I felt special. I felt rich. Never have I sat in a car as roomy, quiet, and comfortable. The backseats reclined all the way and could be slept in as a bed. The interior of the car was more spacious than my bathroom.
Of course, with me playing the lead role in the movie, The Witches of Eastwick, I imagined myself as Jack Nicholson, playing the devil incarnate, Daryl Van Horne. I imagined Christina as Cher when she played, Alexandra Medford, and Carolyn as Susan Sarandon as Jane Spofford. With her legs spread wide open, I imagined Christina's sister playing the cello. Alas, if only we had a third woman to play the role of Sukie Ridgemond, as the young, small town writer in the way that Michelle Pfeiffer had played her, we'd have a full cast of characters.
I only hoped that Christina and/or Carolyn didn't put a curse on me in the way that the three witches of Eastwick had put a curse on Daryl with their cherry pit curse. I'd rather they'd give me a potion to drink for the three of us to continue our sexual threesome. Never have I been as erotically excited as I was now. Not only was I going to have sex with Carolyn but also, I was going to have threesome sex with Christina and her sister.
'Wow,' I thought!
Just when I grew accustomed to living the lifestyle of the ideally rich, the impending day of pleasure or doom to have sex with Carolyn, loomed over me in the way of a guillotine ready to lop of my head. Dreading that her sister may spoil everything, not wanting to ruin what I had, my life with Christina couldn't be any better. I've never been as happy. I've never loved a woman in the way that I loved her. I've never had as much sex.
Never having fallen this deeply in love, I couldn't imagine me having sex with another woman. Yet, ready to satisfy any sexual want, need, and whim of Christina even if that meant having sex with her sister, I'm willing to give Carolyn the use of my naked body. Not that I wasn't filled with the anticipation over the imagined thought of having sex with Christina's identical, twin sister, I was erotically excited over having sex with Carolyn, indeed.
Yet, catastrophic doubts invaded my horny mind. If it meant that having sex with Carolyn would ruin things between me and Christina, I'd rather not go through with it. I'd rather not have sex with her sister. Unfortunately, too late now, I told her that I'd have sex with her twin. I needed to see how this would play out. Maybe, this was a good thing. Maybe, having threesome sex with her sister would be something that we'd always do.
Carolyn looked forward to having sex with me in the way that I looked forward to having sex with Christina. The last thing that I wanted to do was to alienate her sister by disappointing her. The last thing that I wanted to do was to go back on my word with Christina. Walking a dangerous tightrope while treading a fine line, I wanted to be careful not to make a misstep. With all of this new to me, one wrong move may ruin my relationship with Christina.
# # #
I had sex with Christina every day, twice a day before I was scheduled to meet her sister and have sex with her, too. In the way that I was nervous about going to Christina's house for coffee, I was nervous about meeting her twin sister. With James having the day off, Christina answered the huge, mahogany 8-foot tall and 6-foot wide, double, front doors when her sister rang the doorbell.
The front door was so wide that I could drive my car through them. The reception lobby was so big that I could park my car there, too. A residence that any billionaire would own, this was such a massive, exclusive, private, and expensive mansion.
As if she was a servant in her own house, with James given the day off, Christina ushered her sister in the drawing room. The first time meeting Carolyn, had they been dressed alike, I wouldn't be able to tell them apart. They looked so much alike. Indeed, they looked that identical. I couldn't stop staring from one sister to the other sister.
I continually looked from Christina to look at Carolyn while looking for any differences. With them both having beautiful faces, with those huge, double D cup breasts, long legs, and flat stomachs, I couldn't see any physical differences between them. My long-time, sexual fantasy come true; I couldn't believe that I was about to have sex with her sister before having sex with them both.
'Pinch me. I'm dreaming,' I thought.
# # #
By my growing erection, with him excited about having sex with Carolyn, George gave her his sexual approval. He liked her. He wanted to have sex with her. He not only wanted to cum in her mouth but also, he wanted to cum in her pussy, too.
"Hi," I said to Carolyn with a big, inviting smile while undressing her with my eyes.
Instead of returning my hello, she walked to me, put one arm around my waist, and her other arm around my neck, and kissed me. Then, further surprising me, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I returned her deep, wet kiss with my deep, wet kiss. Never had a woman I had just met kissed me, French kissed me. A first for everything, never had I ever French kissed a woman I had just met.
Feeling a little bit awkward having Carolyn kiss me, French kiss me in front of her sister, that was something that I'd have to get over if I was to have sex with her sister, especially threesome sex with them both. Her kiss felt like Christina's kiss. If I was in a pitch-black room, I don't think that I could tell them apart from their kiss.
"My sister just gave you her seal of approval," said Christina with a laugh. "Clearly, she likes you. More than that, she's sexually attracted to you in the way that I'm sexually attracted to you," she said with another laugh. "That's a good start. You've made a good impression not only on me but also on my sister, too," she said with another laugh.
She looked from me to look at her sister.
"I'll understand if you want to forgo cocktails and conversation, and immediately want to retire to one of the guest bedrooms," said Christina with another laugh.
# # #
Still having not heard her voice, Carolyn took me by my hand and led me upstairs. She took the room across from my room. Another huge room with another en suite bathroom, the room had a king-sized bed.
As soon as we entered the room and closed the door behind us, she turned to me and kissed me again. As if we were in love, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. First kissing Christina and not making out with her sister, never have I been as sexually excited as I was now.



Taken by the impressive, interior decoration, these guest bedrooms, with their attached bathrooms and dressing rooms were bigger than the size of the interior of my house. I couldn't imagine living here. Swallowed up, I'd be lost in such a huge house. I've visited museums that were smaller.
Something that, no doubt, Carolyn may have never done, she seemed uncomfortably embarrassed to be having sex with me, someone she had just met a few minutes ago. Yet, with how beautiful, sexy, and shapely she was, and with her having enormous breasts, even when I imagined her wearing baggy scrubs, I couldn't imagine all the doctors, patients, and nurses who must have hit on her multiple times a day in her nursing career. If I was hospitalized and she was my nurse, I'd feel better just seeing her enter my room.
We sat on the bed and once on the bed, while making out, she allowed me to touch and feel her everywhere through her clothes. There's nothing like the sensation of feeling a woman's breasts through her clothes while making out with her. While French kissing her, I felt her huge breasts through her blouse and bra, the same size breasts as Christina's, double D cup breasts. I love her big tits, the bigger the better, and her, and her sister certainly had big tits.
While continuing to make out with her, I felt her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties. Then, reaching beneath the hem of her skirt, ready to cup her pussy through her panties, surprising me, she wasn't wearing panties. I've never been with a woman who wasn't wearing panties.
Forget about panties, all the women that I dated wore pantyhose. I hate pantyhose. They should force the gay, fashion designer who invented pantyhose to wear them over his head and face. As soon as I cupped her pussy, I had a whole handful of her red, trimmed, naked pussy. As if I owned her pussy, I couldn't believe that I was already cupping Carolyn's naked cunt.
# # #
While continuing to kiss her, I parted her pussy lips with my fingers. I began masturbating her. Already so very wet, she reached down and felt my already, erect cock through my pants. While I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy, making George very happy, she continued fingering the head of my engorged cock with her long, manicured fingers.
Then, as if our clothes were on fire, not wasting any time with small talk, I slowly unbuttoned her blouse. I looked to see what each unbuttoned revealed before unbuttoning the next button. I loved seeing her big, white brassiere, the tops of her jiggling breasts, and her long, line of sexy cleavage.
In case this was the one and only time we'd be having sex, taking my time staring at her bra clad breasts, giving me more to masturbate over later, I wanted to linger longer in the moment. I continued staring at her bra clad breasts as if I had never seen bra clad breasts before. I continued staring at her long, sexy line of cleavage while slowly tracing it with my index finger. I stared at the tops of her meaty breasts. I loved her huge breasts that bulged out of the top of her big, white brassiere.
I kissed her while she unbuttoned my shirt. I removed her blouse and she removed my shirt. Then, I unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt. The only item of clothing remaining to remove from her shapely body was her big, white, low-cut brassiere. Adept at removing Christina's huge bra, as if an experienced safecracker, I knew that Carolyn's bra wouldn't pose a challenge.
Yet, filled with sexual anticipation to see her naked breasts, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I reached around her to unhook her three, hook brassiere. As soon as I unhooked her bra, sexually teasing me, she put her hand to the middle of her bra to hold her bra cups in place. Then, I slowly slid her bra straps down her shoulders and removed them from her arms. Again, with me filled with sexual anticipation, as if there was another drumroll going off in my head, she stared up at me while removing one bra cup before removing the other bra cup.
"Your naked breasts look exactly like your sister's breasts, so big and so shapely," I said while reaching out and cupping my entire hands with her huge, naked tits. "I love your enormous breasts. They're so firm and yet so soft. I love your erect nipples. I can't get enough of feeling your breasts, fondling your breasts, and pulling, turning, and twisting your erect nipples," I said while leaning forward to take her nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other.
# # #
I stood for her to remove my pants and as soon as I did, she reached out her hand and unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped my pants. In the way that I pushed her short skirt down to her feet, she pushed my pants down to my feet. I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my pants. Then, she pulled me forward by my erection that tented my underwear. She pulled open the waistband of my underwear and leaned forward to stare down at my naked prick. I could feel George staring up at her.
"You have a big cock, David," she said looking up at me and smiling wildly. "I like men with big, hard dicks," she said with a dirty laugh. "You have such a beautiful prick."
She reached her horny hand inside of my underwear to wrap her long, manicured fingers around my erect, thick prick. Then, she gently cupped my testicles in the palm of her soft and warm hand. In the way that she did with my pants, she did with my underwear. She pushed my underwear down to my ankles. My cock stuck straight out and pointed at her as if she was the one that George had chosen.
She fondled the head of my stiff dick while staring up at me. Then, making George very happy, she kissed my cock and licked my cock before taking my stiff dick in her mouth. As soon as she stopped blowing me, clearly, with her not wanting me to cum just yet, I sat on the bed beside her.
While sitting next to her, I stared at her huge, naked breasts. With nurses' uniforms not sexually flattering, she must look as sexy as she looked shapely in her nurses' scrubs with her huge breasts stretching her top. Again, I thought of all of the doctors, nurses, and patients who continually must hit on her. As if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I couldn't wait to have sexual intercourse with her.
I wondered if doctors and nurses had coed dressing rooms. I wondered how many men have seen her enormous, naked breasts. As a nurse, I wondered how many naked cocks she had seen. As a woman, with Christina telling me that her sister is more than a bit of a whore, I wondered how many stiff pricks she had stroked, sucked, and fucked.
# # #
No longer wasting time with foreplay, I wanted to do more. I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
Yet, first, I wanted to eat her red, trimmed pussy. I wanted to give her oral sex. I wanted to give her a sexual orgasms with my tongue and with my fingers. I wanted to hear and see her cum.
I pushed her back on the bed and I moved between her shapely thighs to savor in the fragrant, musky aroma of her pussy. Then, I fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. Gently fingering her and slowly licking her at first, I rubbed her clit faster and licked her harder while finger fucking her pussy with my finger. I ate Carolyn's pussy. Giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue, I gave Christina's sister oral sex.
"David! David! Eat my pussy. Make love to me with your tongue," said Carolyn lifting her head to look at me eating her.
With her as horny as she was sexually frustrated, it didn't take her long to have a sexual orgasm.
"I don't believe this. I'm ready to cum. I've never had a sexual orgasm as fast," she said putting her hands on both sides of my head.
Placing her hands on each side of my head, she moved my face all over her wet pussy. My face was covered with her vagina secretions. I had her vagina fluid in my eyes, up my nose, and in my mouth, of course.
"You're amazing," she said. "Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. I'm going to cum, David. I'm going to cum. Lick me faster. Lick me harder. Finger me deeper. I'm cumming, David. I'm cumming," she said suddenly falling quiet.
# # #
Then, not stopping there, I allowed her to enjoy the afterglow of sex before I mounted her. Ready for me to make love to her as much as George was ready to make love to her, she reached down and inserted my stiff dick in her wet pussy. Then, as soon as I humped her, I was inside of her.
As if he was a mole drilling through a hole, George was deep inside of her wet and dark tunnel of love. She turned me over, moved on top of me, and rode me bareback as if I was a horse and she was a cowgirl. She humped me as fast and as hard as I humped her.
With us humping one another faster and humping one another harder, soon we were fucking. Determine to give her a second, sexual orgasm, this time with my cock, I rolled her over, mounted her, and fucked her as fast and as hard as I could. Hard to wrap my horny brain around, if it wasn't enough that I had fucked Christina, I couldn't believe that I had fucked her twin sister, too. Again, not taking her very long to cum, it didn't take her very long to have her second, sexual orgasm.
"David! David! Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, David. Fuck me," she said wrapping her arms tightly around my neck and her long, legs tightly around my back. "Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God," she said wrapping her arms around my neck and her legs around my back.
I continued humping her faster. I continued humping her harder. I continued fucking her. Then, in the way that she fell quiet after enjoying the afterglow of sex from having her first, sexual orgasm, she fell quiet from enjoying the afterglow of sex from having her second, sexual orgasm.
# # #
While staring up at me and sexually teasing me with her big, green, beautiful eyes, Carolyn slowly moved halfway down the bed while kissing me everywhere. She sucked my nipples and kissed my stomach before continuing to move down to my erect prick. While continuing to stare up at me, sexually teasing me with her eyes, she took my big dick in her hand. She slowly stroked me.
Then, not removing her eyes from my eyes, she took me in her mouth. She wanted me to see her with my prick filling her mouth. She sucked me while stroking me. Carolyn blew me. I couldn't believe that Christina's sister sucked my cock.
Taking her sweet time giving me oral sex, proving to me how much she loved sucking cock, she stroked me a little faster before sucking me deeper. Then, continuing to stroke me faster while sucking me deeper, she took the full length of my cock in her mouth. As if she was Linda Lovelace in Deep Throat, she deep throated me. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she continued stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper.
"Carolyn! Carolyn! Oh, my God, Carolyn. That feels so good. Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking me. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum," I said place a gentle hand behind her red, pretty head.
I moved her head forward while humping her mouth and fucking her face. Then, as George had exploded, I ejaculated a load of cum in her warm and wet mouth. As soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my erect prick, I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, red hair, and across her huge, naked breasts.
Dripping with my cum, she had cum dripping from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and her breasts. If it was enough that I had ejaculated a load of cum in Carolyn's mouth, I had given Christina's sister a cum bath. I watched her scoop the cum up with her fingers and take her fingers in her mouth to swallow more of me.
# # #
She laughed.
"That was the most cum that anyone had ever exploded in my mouth. You literally filled my mouth with cum. You gave me plenty to swallow," she said with another laugh. "I'm surprised you had cum left to give me a cum but clearly you did. Never has anyone given me a bigger cum bath," she said with another laugh.
While still holding my stiff prick in her hand, she looked up at me and smile. She scooped up gobs of cum from her face and breast to insert in her mouth to swallow.
"I'll remember this blowjob for the rest of my life," she said with a laugh.
I laughed, too.
"I'll remember this blowjob for the rest of my life, too," I said returning her laugh with my laugh.
# # #
As soon as I finished having sex with Carolyn, while resting in the afterglow of sex, surprising me, Christina walked in the bedroom naked. Not bothering to close the bedroom door, with the three of us the only ones in the house, she left the door wide open. With her sister beside me on the left side of the bed, she moved beside me on the right side of the bed.
Then, in the way that I had done with Carolyn, I did with Christina. I moved halfway down the bed to make myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. Never knowing that I was a pussy eater, after giving Carolyn oral sex, I couldn't wait to give Christina oral sex. A first time for everything, never had I ever eaten two pussies in the same day.
I lowered my nose down to enjoy her musky scent of her warm and wet pussy. I reveled in the experience of eating Christina's pussy. Taking my time to enjoy her warm, wet pussy, I fingered her while licking her. In the way that I ate her sister's pussy, I ate Christina's pussy, too. I couldn't wait to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and tongue.
Determined to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I wanted to hear her cum. I wanted to watch her cum. While Carolyn rested next to us, I continued giving Christina oral sex.
When she was ready to cum, she lifted her head off the pillow to watch me. Then, in the way that her sister had done, giving me a pussy bath, she took my head in both of her hands and rubbed her vaginal secrets all over my face. As if giving me a pussy bath, I had Christina's vaginal secretions everywhere.
I reached up my hand to fondled her enormous, naked breasts while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. As soon as I fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples while continuing to lick her and finger her, she came alive. She squirmed. She moaned. She seemed ready to cum.
With her still holding my head in her hands, she slowly moved my face to the right and to the left. Then, she slowly moved my face up and down. Drenched with her vaginal secretions, I had her wetness all over my face. Again, in the way that her sister didn't take long to have a sexual orgasm from me eating her, it didn't take Christina long to cum.
# # #
"David! Don't Stop. Keep licking me. Keep fingering me. You're going to make me cum, David. You're going to make me cum," she said. "Lick me faster. Lick me harder. Finger me deeper. Eat me, David. Eat me. Eat my pussy. Eat my cunt," she said.
Then, when she fell silent I moved up between them again.
Ready for one of them or both of them to give me a blowjob, I was so hard. Christina moved halfway down the bed to suck my stiff dick. Her sister sat on my face for me to eat her pussy again. If it wasn't enough that I had sex with Christina and had sex with Carolyn, now I had sex with identical, twin sisters.
With Christina resting on one side of me and Carolyn resting on the other side of me, and with me resting in the middle, if I was to die now, I'd die a happy man. Having lived a good and honorable life, I imagined Saint Peter greeting me at the white, pearly gates of Heaven. As if he was holding a white harp, I imagined him holding a white, feathered, Microsoft Surface Pro Tablet to review my life. With him showing me pictures of periods in my life, I imagined looking up at him while smiling wildly.
"And how did you die,' I imagined him asking me while peering in my soul to see if I had told him the truth?
I imagined staring up at him. Guilt free and with nothing to hide, I imagined being happy to be there during my judgment day. I imagined him looking like a tall, snow white, Santa Clause with his long, white hair, his long, white beard, and his flowing, white gown with his huge, white wings closed behind him.
If I didn't know that he was Saint Peter, I'd think that he was Jesus Christ. Yet, Jesus didn't need wings to fly, and who knows, Jesus may be a woman or an alien for all that I know. Besides, I had to be approved by Saint Peter to be allowed into Heaven before I'd have an audience with the Lord Almighty him or herself.
# # #
Gently opening and closing his wings a little to remain afloat, I imagined him hovering in front of me while staring down at his tablet. Towering over me, he looked more than 7' tall. In the way that he continued staring down at his tablet, he reminded me of a football coach planning strategy for the game.
'I died happy, Saint Peter,' I imagined saying. 'I have no regrets. I've lived a good life.'
I imagined watching him make a notation on his tablet.
'I died having sex with two, beautiful, and sexy women,' I imagined saying while watching for his reaction to me having had sex with two, beautiful, and sexy women.
I imagined watching him making another notation on his tablet.
'I died having sex with sisters, identical, twin sisters,' I imagined while smiling wildly at him with peace.
I imagined him looking down at me and returning my smile with his smile as he made another notation on his tablet. I made Saint Peter smile. I imagined that he didn't smile very much with him shouldering the huge responsibility of being the gatekeeper to Heaven's gates.
# # #
'For fifty-two-year-old women, with them looking ten-years younger, they were so beautiful,' I imagined closing my eyes and swooning while telling him what they looked like. 'Tall with long, shapely legs, and long, red, lush hair, they both had double D cup breasts,' I imagined saying while holding my hands out in front of my chest.
I looked at him and smile as if I was already at peace.
'They had shapely asses, too,' I imagined telling him. 'My kind of women, they were as kind and as loving as they were intelligent, shapely, and beautiful.'
He looked down at me and nodded his head before asking me a trick question.
'And how much did you pay these women of the night to have sex with these women,' I imagined him asking me?
Not offended by such a question but understanding him asking me that because I was an elderly, sixty-five-year-old man and these women were thirteen-years younger than me, I laughed.
'Women of the night? Pay,' I imagined saying? 'I didn't have to pay them anything for them to have sex with me,' I imagined saying with a laugh. 'Their idea, they both willingly and consensually wanted to have sex with me, first one, and then the other before we had a threesome sex together. They gave me the best sex that I ever had in my life. Clearly, they gave me enough sex to kill me,' I said with a laugh.
I felt my chest to see if I could feel my heart beating but I no longer had a heart. I no longer had a chest. I no longer had a body. I no longer had a brain. Sorry, George, I no longer had a penis. All that I had was a soul.
'I must have died while having sex with them,' I imagined saying. 'Yet, what a way to go,' I imagined saying with a little chuckle? 'They fulfilled my every sexual whim, my every erotic fantasy, and my every lustful desire.'
He looked down at me and chuckled, too. I couldn't believe that I not only made Saint Peter smile but also, I made him chuckle, too. If I say so myself, with him not liking very many people, especially those that he condemned to Hell, I imagined that Saint Peter liked me.
'I bet they did,' I imagined him saying with a laugh. 'Indeed, what a way to go,' he said nodding while making another notation on his tablet?



I not only caused Saint Peter to smile but also, I caused him to chuckle, and laugh. As if I had amused him, he stared down at me with interest.
# # #
'How did you meet,' I imagined him asking?
Proud of what I did on Christina's behalf, I hoped that would score me enough points to get into Heaven.
'A thief stole Christina's purse at the symphony. With no one else interceding on her behalf to stop the robbery, capture the thief, and return her stolen property, I did. I got her purse back,' I imagined confessing.
I imagined him nodding his head while making another notation on his tablet.
'And how did you meet her sister,' I imagined him asking?
I stared up at him.
'Christina asked if I'd have sex with her sister, Carolyn,' I imagined saying. 'She told me that she was lonely and sexually frustrated woman after her cad of a husband broke the sacred vow of holy matrimony, and left her for another woman,' I imagined saying.
No doubt, making entries against the husband and his whore of a mistress, I imagined Saint Peter making a longer notation. No doubt, when they died, they'd be going to Hell. Perhaps, to see if I was lying, he looked at me as if looking right through me to read my mind and see my soul. Then, seemingly satisfied that I had told him the truth, he nodded his head again.
# # #
'Most who stand before me don't want to die. Most are afraid to die. Most fear death,' I imagined him saying. 'Kicking and screaming, they want to continue their evil ways of lust, gluttony, greed, sloth, wrath, envy, and pride on Earth. Those are the souls that I don't want here. Those are the souls that I send to the Devil and to Hell,' he said. 'Those are the souls that are condemned and doomed to burn in Hell for all of eternity.'
With the interview done, he lifted his arm and waved his hand. As if being admitted to my own version of a private, and an uncrowded, adult, X-rated, version of Disney World, immediately, the gates of Heaven opened. As soon as I emerged through the other side of a big, puffy, white cloud, I saw women, millions of naked women lounging around Heaven.
Welcoming me, as if they were my personal harem of lovers, whores, concubines, and servants, and they all belonged to me, they all turned to smile at and welcome me. Then, converging on me, millions of naked women surrounded me. Naked breasts, naked pussies, and naked asses were everywhere I looked. Yet, with none of them having a physical body but looking as if they did, without even touching me, somehow, they hugged me and rubbed their naked breasts and naked pussies against me. Never have I felt as loved and as sexually excited.
White, yellow, red, brown, and black women, all races of women were represented. Tall, short, thin, and overweight women, all shapes and sizes of women were represented. Small breasted, big breasted, and huge breasted women, all size and shapes of women's naked breasts were represented, too. Clearly, my version of Heaven, with me the only man there, all of these women were just for me.
Then, even though I no longer had a penis but feeling as if I still did, when I looked down at George, I've never seen him as sexually excited. He looked so happy. Sexually thrilled, he was so very sexually excited. With him filled with sexual anticipation while waiting to be stroked, sucked, and fucked by millions of naked women, he was the biggest and the hardest that I've ever seen him.
Unbelievably but true, without even having to introduce him, all of these woman knew his name. Sexually teasing him, all of these women chanted his name. In the way that he couldn't wait to have sex with them, they couldn't wait to have sex with him.
'George! George! George,' I imagined millions of woman chanting his name at the same time!
As if I was a young man again, when I peered down at my hands and at my non-existent body, I looked to be thirty-five-years-old instead of sixty-five-years-old. At the prime of my life, or death, with George at the ready, I couldn't wait to sexually sample these women one at a time for the rest of my heavenly life.
I figured that if I had sex with two women a day, seven-hundred-thirty women a year, and with more women entering Heaven every day, it would take me more than one-hundred-million-years to have sex with them all. My version of Heaven, sex every day, multiple times a day for more than one-hundred-million-years, made me happy. Finally, after not having much sex until I met Christina and her sister, I'd be having plenty of sex now.
# # #
After experiencing the best sexual fantasy that I ever had, I closed my eyes to rest for a minute and briefly, fell asleep. Especially at my age, threesome sex with twins exhausted me. Then, when I opened my eyes, as if I dreamt her, I saw a young, beautiful, redheaded woman standing in the bedroom doorway staring at me, at Christina, and at Carolyn. She was just as tall and as busty as was Christina and Carolyn.
Wishing she'd turn around and bend forward at the waist, she wore tight, navy blue, short shorts that sculpted the sides of her beautiful, shapely ass. With her not wearing a brassiere, she wore a crop top that barely covered her huge naked breasts. Barely covering her erect nipples, the sides of her crop top showed the roundness of her breasts peeking out each side of her. While imagining her big breasts bouncing out of her top, I wished she'd jump up and down.
Not wanting her to know that I was awake while watching her, I closed my eyes again but cracked them open enough to see. She looked like Christina and, not having asked her if she had children, with the sexually excitement of meeting her sister, I had forgotten to ask her if she had children. With her having a key to her house, with her upstairs in her house, and with her looking so very much like her, I assumed that she was Christina's daughter.
While she continued staring at the three of us naked, I stared at her as if she was the third witch, Sukie, of the Witches of Eastwick. Surprising me and sexually exciting George, I watched her mindlessly feel her big breasts and finger her erect nipples through her skimpy and sexually revealing top. Then, I watched her cup her pussy through her short shorts.
Not stopping there, I watched her slide a slow, experienced finger along her pussy slit through her short shorts. Then, putting her head back while closing her eyes, she stuck her horny hand in her shorts and masturbated herself. Finally, while Carolyn and Christina enjoyed the afterglow of sex by sleeping, I watched whoever she was her slowly undress.
To be continued...
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Encounter at the Symphony, Ch. 05
Sixty-five-year-old David has sex with fifty-two-year-old, Christina, with her identical twin sister, Carolyn, and with Gabriella, Christina's twenty-one-year-old daughter.
Encounter at the Symphony reread, rewritten, and continued from Chapter 04:
'Most who stand before me don't want to die,' I imagined Saint Peter saying while standing in front of the pearly, white gates of Heaven on my judgement day. 'Most who stand before me are afraid to die,' I imagined him saying while staring down at me as if he was the judge, the jury, and the executioner and, indeed, he was.
Unable to lie to him, he looked through me as if he could see inside of me to see if I was telling him the truth.
'Unaware what happens when you die, especially when not having faith, most fear death,' I imagined him saying. 'Especially those who believe that Heaven doesn't exist, they don't want to die. They believe that once they die, in the way that there was nothing before they were born, they're dead and there's nothing."
He stared down at me for my reaction to all that he said about dying, about having faith, and about those not believing that there's a Heaven.
"That's why no one wants to die,' I imagined him saying. 'Especially if you've lived a sinful life, no one wants to go to Hell.'
Before he continued, again, he looked at me as if he could see through me.
'Kicking and screaming, they all want to continue their evil ways of lust, gluttony, greed, sloth, wrath, envy, and pride on Earth. Those are the souls that aren't welcome in Heaven. Those are the souls that I don't want here. Those are the souls that I send to the Devil and to Hell,' he said.
With him holding my eternal fate in his hands, and with him having judged billions of people, he looked at me with critical eyes while judging me.
"Those who embraced the devil and evil are the souls that are condemned and doomed to burn in Hell for all of eternity," he said with a long and thoughtful pause of suspense. "Fortunately for you," he said, pointing to me as if he was Uncle Sam. "You're a good man and your soul shall not be condemned and doomed to burn in Hell for all of eternity. You are welcome to enter Heaven. You may reside here for all of eternity.'
# # #
With the interview finally over, and with him giving me his approval to enter Heaven, Saint Peter lifted his arm and waved his hand. As if being admitted to my own private, and an uncrowded, adult, XXX-rated, version of Disney World, immediately, the huge, one-hundred-foot high, solid gold gates of Heaven slowly opened with music from angels singing in the background. Unable to see anything because of the clouds, as soon as I emerged through the other side of a big, puffy, white cloud, I saw Heaven. I saw my Heavenly reward.
My dreams came true; I was shocked. With all of my sexual fantasies realized, I was sexually excited. There in the distance, I saw women. I saw naked women.
For as far as I could see, I saw a vast number of women. I saw hundreds of naked women. I saw thousands of naked women. I saw millions of naked women lounging around Heaven while waiting for me to arrive.
Never have I ever seen as many women. Never have I seen as many naked women. I couldn't believe my eyes. With him as hard as he was big, George didn't know where to look. With them having no shame nor modesty, as if these women were featured in a nude painting by famed, nude artist, Francisco Goya, immodestly immoral, they were unembarrassed by their nudity.
Unable to believe my eyes, I stared from one naked woman to stare at another naked woman. Not covering their nakedness with their hands nor with their forearms, they all showed me their naked bodies. As if they were proud of their naked bodies, they wanted to show me their naked bodies. They wanted me to see them naked. Sexually teasing me and inviting me to have sex with them, in the way that they so openly posed and exposed themselves with their legs spread and their arms positioned by their sides, they wanted me to sexually desire their naked bodies.
Granted, I seriously doubted if they were all virgins, perhaps, some of them were virgins, but I had more naked women waiting to greet me in Heaven than a Muslim man had when he died. He only had 1,000 virgins and I had millions of naked women wanting me and ready to have sex with me. Besides, I'd much rather have sex with a sexually experienced woman than a shy, modestly moral, and an inexperienced virgin. I'd much rather have a woman who knows what to do with her hands, her mouth, her ass, and her pussy.
# # #
Welcoming me, as if they were my personal harem of lovers, whores, concubines, and servants, they all belonged to me. These were all of my women. These naked women were my reward for making it to Heaven. In conjunction with my personal vision of Heaven, seemingly, their idea of Heaven was my revelation of Heaven. Indeed, these naked women were my final and eternal reward for living a good life on Earth.
By their body movements, their outgoing, and their friendly manner, they all turned to face me. They smiled at me. Then, opening their arms to give me a better view of their naked breasts and naked pussies, they all welcomed me to Heaven.
Hard for me to believe, I couldn't believe the sheer volume of naked women. Millions of women stood, and slowly and sexily walked towards me. The enormous crowd of naked women advancing towards me was endless.
With me the center of their emotional connection, sexual attraction, and erotic desire, they continued slowly, and sexily converging on me. Unable to see the end of the enormous crowd of women, millions of naked women surrounded me. Overwhelmed by so many naked women, I didn't know where to look. I didn't know what to do.
A virtual sea of naked women, naked breasts, naked pussies, and naked asses were everywhere I looked. Big breasted, small breasted, big assed, small assed, bushy pussies, shaved pussies, and trimmed pussies filled my eyes and hardened George. Yet, with none of them having a physical body but looking as if they all did, without even touching me, somehow, they hugged me and rubbed their naked breasts and naked pussies against George and me.
Never have I felt as loved. Never have I felt as wanted. Never have I felt as erotically desired. Never have I felt as sexually excited. I couldn't wait to have sex with them. I couldn't wait to impregnate them all and give them babies.
White, yellow, red, brown, and black women, all races of women were represented. Tall, short, thin, and overweight women, all shapes and sizes of women were represented. Small breasted, big breasted, and huge breasted women, all sizes and shapes of women's naked breasts were represented, too. Clearly, my personal version of Heaven, with me the only man there, all of these women were just for me.
Then, even though I no longer had a penis but feeling as if I still did, when I looked down at George, I've never seen him as sexually excited. Throbbing and pulsating, he looked so happy. Erotically thrilled, he was so sexually excited. With him filled with lustful anticipation while waiting to be stroked, sucked, and fucked by millions of naked women, making me proud to be a man, he was the biggest and the hardest that I've ever seen him.
Unbelievable but true, without even having to introduce him to them, somehow, all of these women already knew his name. Sexually teasing him and exciting him, all of these women chanted his name. In the way that he couldn't wait to have sex with them, seemingly and unbelievably, they couldn't wait to have sex with him.
'George! George! George,' I imagined millions of women chanting his name at the same time! 'George! George! George!'
Glad that I no longer had ears, the noise that millions of women made when calling his name was deafening.
# # #
As if I was a young man again, when I peered down at my hands and at my non-existent body, no longer having any wrinkles or age spots, I looked to be thirty-five-years-old instead of sixty-five-years-old. Regaining all of the muscle mass that I had lost with age, I felt as young and as healthy as much as I felt vibrant and horny. In the prime of my life or death, with George at the ready, I couldn't wait to take my time sexually sampling these women one at a time for the rest of my heavenly life.
Only, I needed a black book and a pack of pens to record their names. I not only needed to know their names but also, I needed to remember their names. With so very many women, I could never remember their names unless I had a cheat sheet.
Along with their names, I needed to record pertinent facts about them. As much as I wanted to know what type of sex they enjoyed, I wanted to know how they lived and how they died. As soon as I thought of needing a black book and a supply of pens, miraculously, I had them in my hands.
Having always kept a black book with only two entries, now, I'm going to need black books the size of several, huge, telephone books to keep track of all of the women that I sexually pleasured. I figured that if I had sex with two women a day, seven-hundred-thirty women a year, and with more women entering Heaven every day, it would take me more than several hundred-million-years to have sex with them all. I couldn't wait to begin.
Still, I had time. I had plenty of time. I had all of eternity to have sex.
Then, I had a thought. Instead of seeing all of these women naked, I'd rather see them in sexy lingerie. Seeing women in their sexy lingerie, and leaving something for my horny imagination, is more exciting than seeing them naked. I'd rather see them in their colorful, low-cut bras, and colorful, bikini panties, than seeing all of them naked. I'd much rather undress with my eyes and undress them with my hands myself.
Further, I'd much rather see them in their short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns than seeing them without their clothes. Again, as soon as I thought that every woman wore bra and panties, or short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut, revealing nightgowns. Now that I was in Heaven, I just had to think what I wanted and, if God Almighty was my genie, I received whatever I wanted.
'Wow,' I thought. 'This is unbelievable. I just need to think whatever I want and it's here.'
My version of Heaven, I'd be having sex every day, multiple times a day for hundreds of millions of years. I'd be having sex longer than the dinosaurs were on Earth. Having sex with millions of women made me happy, a huge understatement. Finally, after not having had sex for fifteen-years until I met Christina, her sister, Carolyn, and her daughter, Gabriella, my version of the Three Witches of Eastwick, I'd be having plenty of sex now.
I'd be having more sex in death than I ever had in life. I'd be having sex with millions of women for millions of years. Unbelievably, with us all on the same, sexual page, millions of women wanted me in the way that I wanted them. With me having so very many women to choose from, I'd never get tired of having sex.
# # #
Then, a sight for sore eyes, running through the women and jumping up on me, every dog that I ever owned, and that died from the time that I was a child to as an adult, were there to greet me. My first dog, Hurricane, a Miniature Manchester terrier, was there. Buster, a mongrel beagle, and poodle mix, was there, too. Brandy, another mixed breed rescue dog, was there. Roxy, my Miniature Pinscher, was there, too. Finally, I saw Polo, my beloved, Rat terrier, again, too. They all jumped on me while licking me as if they missed me as much as I missed them.
Hard for me to choose between the two, millions of scantily clad women or my dear, departed dogs, if I had to pick, I'd definitely choose the women with the dogs a close second choice. Everything that I wanted was here in the afterlife. All that I had to do was to think of it and I had it. All that I had to do was wish for it and I received it.
Sex with naked women, and seeing my dogs again was my realization of Heaven. What more could I possibly want? Actually, with me being a car buff, it would be great if I had a fleet of cars to drive in Heaven. Only, I wondered if I could drive on clouds or if Heaven would provide an endless, winding road for me to motor my automobiles along. I'd love to have a highway in Heaven, highway route number 333 or highway route number 777.
If I had an automobile to drive in Heaven, I wouldn't need a seatbelt. I wouldn't need a license. I wouldn't need gasoline. I wouldn't need an inspection sticker. I wouldn't need insurance. I wouldn't need auto repair. I could drive a different car every day. I imagined all of the cars that I'd love to drive in Heaven.
Then, as soon as I thought about it, my fleet of expensive automobiles were here. Every car that I yearned to drive suddenly appeared. Every car that I lusted over while visiting endless auto shows were mine. Every car was brand new. Every car belonged to me.
There was a two tone, shiny black over glistening gold, Rolls Royce Phantom, and a racing green, Bentley Continental GT. There was a lipstick red, Ferrari F90 Spider and a silver, 2023, two, million, five-hundred-thousand, Lamborghini Countach. There was a shiny black, Mercedes-Maybach S 680, a 2023, white with a blue stripe, Ford Mustang Mach 1, and a blue with a black stripe, 2023, Chevrolet Corvette. Finally, there was a silver Aston Martin and a red and black, Bugatti Veyron. Finally, my dream car, a bright, red 2005, 50th anniversary edition of the Ford Thunderbird.
'Wow, my dreams come true. Not only will I be having daily sex with millions of naked women but also, I'll be playing with my dogs. No longer having to walk my dogs or feed my dogs, I didn't even need leashes, licenses for my dogs, and/or take my dogs to the vet for shots. I could just allow them to run wild through Heaven. When not having sex with beautiful, naked women, or playing with my beloved dogs, I'll be driving around Heaven in my choice of the finest automobiles in the world.
# # #
After experiencing the best Heavenly, sexual fantasies that I ever had and could possibly ever imagine, I closed my eyes to rest for a minute. Especially at my age, threesome sex with twins exhausted me. Never have I been as tired and as sexually satisfied as I felt now. Briefly, I fell asleep until I felt someone staring at me.
Then, when I opened my eyes, as if I dreamt her and had imagined her, I saw a young, beautiful, redheaded woman standing in the bedroom doorway staring at me, at Christina, and at Carolyn. We were all naked. As soon as I saw the young woman staring at my naked cock, I had a throbbing and pulsating erection thanks to George. Looking much like a younger version of Christina and/or Carolyn, she was just as tall and just as busty as the twins.
Sexy and shapely, with that long, lush, red hair, and those big, beautiful, green eyes, she was stunning. Only, she was so young. If I was to guess her age, I'd guess that she was 21 years old. With me old enough to be her grandfather, one would think that I should know better. Only, with George wide awake and nodding in agreement while imagining having sex with this beauty, making me proud, he throbbed and pulsated while growing bigger and harder.
I wished she'd turn around and bend forward at the waist. She wore tight, navy blue, short shorts that sculpted and defined the sides of her beautiful, shapely ass. I'd love to see her ass through those short shorts from the back instead of only from the sides. Yet, with me not an ass man but a breast man but, with her having such an incredible ass, I could be an ass man for her.
With her not wearing a brassiere, she wore a crop top that was too small to cover the entirety of her huge, naked breasts. Barely covering her erect nipples, the sides of her crop top showed the roundness of her gigantic breasts peeking out each side of her crop top. While imagining her big, naked breasts bouncing out of her top, I wished she'd jump up and down. I'd love to watch her jogging or skipping rope while wearing that too small, crop top.
Playing it cool and not wanting her to know that I was wide awake while watching her, I closed my eyes again but cracked them open just enough to see. She looked like Christina and, not having asked her if she had children, with the sexual excitement of meeting her sister, I had forgotten to ask her if she had children. With her having a key to her house, and with her upstairs in her house, and with her looking so very much like her, I assumed that she was Christina's daughter.
While she continued staring at the three of us naked, I stared at her as if she was the third witch, Michelle Pfeiffer as Sukie, in the Witches of Eastwick. Surprising me and sexually exciting George, while she continued staring at my naked prick, I watched her mindlessly feel her big breasts and finger her erect nipples through her skimpy and sexually revealing top. Then, I watched her cup her pussy through her short shorts.
Not stopping there, I watched her slide a slow, experienced finger along her pussy slit through her short shorts. Then, putting her head back while closing her eyes, she unbuttoned and unzipped her shorts to stick her horny hand in her shorts and in her panties. She masturbated herself while I watched her rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. Finally, while Carolyn and Christina enjoyed the afterglow of sex by sleeping, I watched whoever she was slowly undress.
# # #
Encounter at the Symphony, Chapter 05:
Sixty-five-year old David not only has sex with 52-year-old Christina but also, he has sex with her identical twin sister, Carolyn, and with Christina's, 21-year-old daughter, Gabriella, who arrived home unexpectedly early from college.
No longer able to keep my eyes closed, I popped them open. I watched whoever this lovely woman was as if I was Santiago in Hemingway's novel The Old Man and the Sea. In the way that Santiago dreamt of seeing lions playing in the surf on a beach in Africa, I dreamt that I imagined seeing this beautiful, young woman undressing. I imagined her slowly and sexily stripping herself naked for my personal, voyeuristic pleasure.
Not done with just watching her undress, I imagined being alone with her on a deserted island in the middle of the Mediterranean Sea. With our clothes torn to shreds from falling overboard and from having to swim a long distance to arrive safely at shore, I imagined us both naked. I imagined living life in the way that Guy Ritchie envisioned Madonna as Amber, a snooty socialite, stranded on a deserted island with her hired help, Guiseppe, a communist sailor, in Swept Away.
With the roles now reversed and with him having more practical knowledge on how to survive being washed ashore of a deserted island, I imagined her looking up to me as the alpha male and her the lowly female. Reluctant to submit herself to me at first, I imagined having consensual sex with a woman who was young enough to be my granddaughter. With nothing for us to do but to fish, hunt for food, build a shelter, explore the island, and sleep, with no television to watch or cellphones to monitor, I imagined all we had to comfort us was sex.
# # #
I wondered her name? With her looking as much like Christina as much as she looked like Carolyn, she could have been either woman's daughter. I wondered whose daughter she was. I couldn't believe she stared at my naked prick in the way that I stared at her imagined naked image.
Sexually exciting George, she continued staring at my naked, erect prick in the way that I imagined staring at her slowly and sexily undressing. Once naked, I wondered if she'd have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with her, and in the way that her mother and her aunt already had sex with me. If I was to die now, that's how I'd love to die having sex with Christina, Carolyn, and whoever this beauty is. Having sex with three, beautiful and busty women is how I want to go.



While I watched her as if I was watching Bo Derek in 10 undressing, I watched her slowly and sexily unbutton and remove her blouse. She revealed her big, white, low-cut brassiere to me. I stared at the tops of her meaty and jiggling breasts.
I stared at all that I could see of her long line of sexy cleavage. I'd love to slowly trace her cleavage with my index finger before tracing it with my tongue and with my cock. I could clearly see her erect nipples through the sheer lace of her bra.
Continuing to enjoy her private, striptease show as if I was a customer in a VIP room and she was the headline stripper, I watched her unbutton and unzip her short shorts again. Only, this time, instead of sticking her hand down her shorts to masturbate herself, she removed her short shorts. Again, as if she was a stripper about to dance around a pole to music while undressing, she swayed her shapely hips to her imagined music.
Then, while sexually teasing me, she ever so slowly and sexily removed her short shorts. She not only showed me her bright, white, bikini panties, her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit but also, she showed me her patch of red, trimmed pubic hair. Never have I been as erotically aroused seeing a woman in her sexy underwear as much as I was sexually excited seeing this woman in her bra and panties.
As if there was another drumroll of sexual anticipation, sexually teasing me again, making sure that I was watching, she stared at me while reaching around her to unhook her big brassiere. Unembarrassed and unashamed, she removed her bra straps from her shoulders and from her arms while holding her bra cups in place with her hands. Then, ever so slowly and ever so sexily, she removed one bra cup before removing her other bra cup to expose her enormous, naked breasts to my horny eyes.
Filling my eyes with her magnificent tits, her naked breasts were identically the same as Christina's huge, naked breasts and Carolyn's huge, naked breasts. Only, her breasts were higher up where they belonged. They didn't sag at all. I love big tits, the bigger the better. In the way that I was sexually enamored with Christina's naked breasts, and Carolyn's naked breasts, I was erotically excited by her naked breasts.
Finally, and again, as if she was a stripper on stage about to dance around a pole to music, sexually teasing me again, she sexily moved her hips to an imagined rhythm. Then, while staring at me with her big, beautiful, green eyes, she slid her panties down to her feet and stepped out of them to reveal her red, trimmed pussy. I couldn't believe that after seeing her naked breasts that I was seeing her naked pussy, too.
Again, whoever this woman was, she had removed all of her clothes in front of me while I watched. Seemingly, she wanted me to see her without her clothes as much as I wanted to see her naked. To the sexual pleasure of myself and George, she had stripped herself naked. Not even knowing her name, again, as if she was my personal stripper paid to perform, she had stripped herself naked.
# # #
"This looks like fun," she whispered to herself softly but loud enough for me to hear.
Only, as soon as she spoke, familiar with the sweet sound of her voice, Carolyn and Christina popped open their eyes.
"Gabriella! Oh, my God," said Christina, covering her naked body with her sheet. What are you doing at home," ask Christina? "I'm so embarrassed."
Gabriella laughed.
"I was released early from my last semester of college to enjoy the summer before starting my senior year. Then, when I saw you all in bed naked, I thought I'd join you," she said with a sexy laugh. "You all looked like you had some, sexy fun."
She looked from her naked mother to stare at her naked aunt before staring at my big erection again.
"Who's this handsome, naked man with the big dick," she asked with a dirty laugh while looking from her aunt to look at her mother before staring back at me and at my naked prick?
Carolyn quickly covered herself while George, the immoral and immodest pervert that he is, insisted that I didn't cover him with a sheet. Not done exposing himself, he wanted to remain naked. He wanted her to see him as much as she wanted to see him.
Still dancing to Gabriella slowly and sexily stripping herself naked, ready for sexual action, he continued throbbing and pulsating. Obediently obeying my other brain, I remained naked to the sexual delight of Gabriella. Giving her a real show, while she continued staring at him, he grew bigger and harder.
"This is David," said Christina. "My friend."
Christina turned to look at me and saw that my naked prick was still exposed.
"David. Cover yourself. This is my daughter Gabby," she said. "How dare you expose yourself to her?"
Gabriella laughed.
"You mean, he's your friend with benefits," she said with a dirty laugh. "Oh, mother, don't be such a prude. David's cock is not the first cock that I've seen. Besides, in the way that I'm enjoying him staring at my naked body, I'm enjoying staring at his naked prick," she said with another dirty laugh.
When I still didn't make a move to cover my nakedness, Christina reached over me to cover George with the sheet. With George still erect, it seemed useless trying to cover a tent pole with a sheet. I looked as if I had a circus tent in my lap.
"David. Cover yourself. You're exposed to my daughter," said Christina again.
This time, I covered George with a blanket.
"Sorry," I said after having exposed myself to her. "I thought I was dreaming. I thought that I had imagined your daughter undressing and stripping herself naked," I said with an embarrassed, little laugh.
Unable to stop myself from staring, I stared at Gabriella's naked body.
"You have a beautiful body, Gabriella," I said. "I love your enormous breasts. I love big tits, the bigger the better," I confessed. "Your breasts are just as big and shapely as your mother's breasts and your aunt's breasts."
# # #
Surprising me as much as she sexually shocked me, not taking no for an answer, Gabriella climbed on the foot of the bed. She pushed my covers aside, and moved between my legs. Shocking me, she took my stiff prick in her soft hand to slowly stroke me before she impaled her wet mouth with my cock. While my cock was buried in her mouth, she stared up at me with her big, beautiful, green eyes.
Christina's daughter blew me. She stroked me while sucking me. If it wasn't enough that I had sex with Christina, and with Carolyn, I couldn't believe that now I had sex with Christina's daughter, Gabriella.
"Gabriella," said her mother with shock. "Remove David from your mouth at once. How dare you blow my boyfriend? How would you like it if I sucked your boyfriend's cock," asked Christina?
'Boyfriend,' I thought? 'Christina referred to me as her boyfriend. 'Wow!'
Gabby laughed.
"I think it would be fun to watch you having sex with one of my ex-boyfriends, mother," said Gabby with another laugh. "I'd love to watch you strip yourself naked in front of them. I'd love to watch you stroke them while sucking them. I've love to watch you fucking them," she said with a dirty laugh. "I could arrange for you to do that, if you'd want," said Gabriella.
Carolyn laughed.
"If your mother doesn't want to have sex with one of your boyfriends, I'd love to have sex with all of your boyfriends," said Carolyn with a dirty laugh.
Gabriella turned her attention from her mother and from her aunt to look at me.
"Whoever you are, you have such a big, hard, prick," she said, staring up at me while continuing to slowly stroke me. "I love big, hard pricks. I love your big, hard dick," she said with a laugh.
She turned to look at her mother and at her aunt again.
"Call me a whore," she said with a shrug. "But I love giving blowjobs. I love sucking cock. Much like my aunt, who's a cocksucking whore," she said with a laugh. "Giving blowjobs is my favorite thing to do. I love sucking cock," she said again while temporarily removing me from her mouth to talk and laugh.
Carolyn laughed, too.
"Unlike your prissy mother, I love sucking cock, too," said Carolyn with a laugh.
I returned Carolyn's laugh with my laugh.
"Christina is no longer prissy," I said with another laugh. "She gave me the best sex that I ever had in my life."
I looked at Gabby and smiled.
"I'm David and you have George in your mouth," I said with another laugh while staring down at her blowing me. "We both love being stroked and sucked," I said with a dirty laugh. "And you're giving me such a great blowjob. Like your mother and your aunt, you're a talented cocksucker," I said.
# # #
I put a gentle hand to the back of her red haired, pretty head and humped her mouth. Then, holding her head with two hands, one on each side, I fucked her face. Determined for me to cum in her mouth, Gabriella continued blowing me. Stroking me faster, she stroked me harder while sucking me deeper.
"We both love receiving blowjobs as much as you clearly enjoy giving blowjobs," I said with another laugh. "Suck my cock, Gabby. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth."
Christina stared at her daughter with shock.
"David," said Christina, poking me in my ribs with her elbow. "How dare you?"
She reached down and grabbed a handful of her daughter's hair while trying to pull her mouth off my prick before I ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth.
"Gabby! What Hell are you doing," asked her mother? "Stop stroking him. Stop blowing him. Stop sucking his prick this instant," she said. "David is my man."
Gabby laughed. She reluctantly removed my cock from her mouth to speak.
"Sorry, mother, but I couldn't resist. He has such a big, beautiful, and thick prick. I'm horny and David's big dick looked so inviting," she said with a dirty laugh.
She reinserted my stiff prick in her mouth again. She continued to blow me before abruptly stopping. She removed my stiff dick from her mouth again.
# # #
Then, surprising me as much as she shocked her mother, she moved between her mother's shapely legs. She fingered Christina's pussy while licking her cunt. She masturbated her mother while eating her mother.
"Gabriella. My God, Gabby. What are you doing? I'm your mother. You mustn't do that," said Christina. "That's incest. Sex between us is strictly forbidden."
Then, unable to help herself, she grabbed two handfuls of her daughter's beautiful, red hair and pulled her face forward.
"Gabby. Oh, my God, Gabby. You're going to make mommy cum," said Christina, taking Gabby's head in her hands and rubbing her face all over her vaginal secretions.
With her daughter giving her oral sex, it didn't take her mother long to cum.
"Gabby! Gabby! Don't stop. You're going to make me cum. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Gabby. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said, arching her back and stiffening her legs. "Don't stop. Please don't stop licking me. Don't stop finger fucking me."
Christina had a huge orgasm from her daughter eating her pussy. As soon as Christina rested back on her pillow to enjoy the afterglow of sex, Gabriella moved between her aunt's shapely legs. In the way that she did with her mother, she did with her aunt. She fingered Carolyn's pussy while licking her cunt. In the way that she ate her mother, she ate her aunt.
"Oh, my God, Gabriella," said Carolyn. "Eat your aunt's pussy. Lick my cunt. Rub my clit. Finger fuck me. Give me oral sex," said Carolyn. "Eat me, Gabriella. Eat me. Eat your aunt's cunt."
In the way that Christina and I held Gabby's head in our hands, her aunt held her head in her hands, too. In the way that it didn't take her mother long to have a sexual orgasm from her daughter giving her oral sex, it didn't take her aunt long to have a sexual orgasm from her niece giving her oral sex.
"Gabby, don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Finger fuck me deeper. Rub my G spot. Rub my G spot. Yes, that's it. That's it. I'm cumming, Gabby. I'm cumming. Auntie Carolyn is cumming," said Carolyn.
In the way that her sister did, Carolyn did, too. She arched her back and stiffened her legs. She had a sexual orgasm from her niece giving her oral sex.
Then, with Christina and Carolyn enjoying the afterglow of sex, Gabby mounted me. She reached down and moved my cock to her warm pussy. With a gentle hump, I was inside of her wet cunt. Then, as if she was an American Indian riding bareback, she rode me until I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy.
"Make me pregnant. Give me your baby," she said laughing. "Don't worry. I'm on the pill," she said. "Only, I wish that I wasn't. I'd love you to give me your baby," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
After Christina and Carolyn recovered from the afterglow of sex, and after Gabriella fucked me as if she was a barrel racer at a rodeo, the four of us showered together. One of George's sexually, favorite things to do is to have sex in the shower. I pushed Christina up against the wet shower wall and fucked her.
After fucking Christina, I pushed Carolyn against the shower wall and fucked her, too. Finally, with her wrapping her long legs around my back while I held her shapely ass in my hands, I fucked Gabriella in the shower, too. Never have I had as much sex as I had last night and this morning.
Finally, they all took turns moving to their knees. First Christina sucked my cock while in the shower. Then, Carolyn sucked my prick while in the shower. Finally, Gabriella sucked my cock while in the shower. Holding myself from cumming, I waited until Gabby had my cock in her mouth.
As soon as she stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper, I exploded a huge load of cum in her mouth. I watched her swallow my cum. Then, with her mother and her aunt still on their knees and positioned on each side of me, when Gabriella removed the pressure of her lips from my stiff prick, I exploded a second load of cum. I ejaculated cum all over Gabby's, Christina's, and Carolyn's faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts. I gave them all cum baths.
George took turns dipping himself in Christina, Carolyn, and Gabby's mouths and pussies. Returning the favor of their oral sex with my oral sex, I ate Christina's pussy, Carolyn's pussy, and Gabriella's pussy while still in the shower. Never have I had sex with three women. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough to have sex with two women, it was outrageously hot to have sex with three women.
After we showered and dressed, we headed downstairs for breakfast. With James still enjoying his day off, and with Christina, Carolyn, and Gabby not skilled in the kitchen in the way that they were skilled in the bedroom, I made coffee, toast, eggs, and bacon. We ate our meal while discussing all that happened the night before and that morning.
"Is this something that you do regularly, have threesome sex," asked Gabby?
Her mother laughed.
"Actually, this was our first time. After I had sex with David, Carolyn asked if she could have sex with him, too. Then, to persuade David to have sex with my sister, I promised him that after he had sex with Carolyn, I'd agree to have a three-way," said Christina. "I've already told Carolyn that this was a one-time event."
Gabby laughed.
"Actually, mother, it doesn't have to be a one-time event," said Gabby with a sexy laugh and a naughty look. "We all could benefit from this sexual arrangement. We all could do this again," she said.
She paused to look at her mother and to look at her aunt before looking at me.
"Just as I'd love to give you and Aunt Carolyn oral sex again, I'd love to have sex with David again. With no one but James knowing what we all do behind closed, bedroom doors, I'd love to continue this sexual relationship until I return to school to start my senior year in September. I'd even invite a couple of my friends over to sexually take care of Aunt Carolyn while you continued having sex with David," said Gabriella while smiling at her aunt.
From that moment forward, when we weren't being chauffeured around by James, we were having group sex. Sometimes, I'd have sex with Christina alone, with Carolyn alone, and/or with Gabby alone. Most times, we had foursome sex.
Just as Gabby loved eating her mother's and her aunt's pussies, Christina had a fondness for giving her sister and her daughter oral sex. Then, when we weren't having group sex, I had sex with Christina and Carolyn had sex with a couple of Gabriella's old boyfriends. Suffice to write, we were always having sex.
Never have I had as much sex as I'm having now. Again, if I died now, especially after having my heavenly fantasy, I'd have no regrets. If it wasn't enough having sex with Christina, it was unbelievable having sex with her twin sister, Carolyn, too. Then, having sex with Gabby was the cherry on top. All three women loved sucking my cock, allowing me to cum in their mouths, and giving them cum baths as much as I loved them sucking my cock, allowing me to cum in their mouths, and allowing me to give them cum baths.
# # #
After Gabby left for college and Carolyn allowed one of Gabriella's ex-boyfriends to move in with her, Christina and I were finally alone to enjoy one another. One of the things that we loved to do and haven't done since we had threesome and foursome sex was to attend the symphony. In the way that all of this started, all of this ended. We finally attended the symphony again.
Never had I imagined that I'd find my true love by attending the symphony. Never did I imagine that I'd have sex not only with Christina's sister but also with her daughter, too. Whoever said that music is food for the soul discounted sex. Sex is food for the soul.
Threesome and foursome sex is like the symphony orchestra of sex. Never have I been as happy and sexually satisfied as I am now. A constant reminder of how it all began, attending the symphony is a bonus.
Now, every time I hear a symphony orchestra playing, I think of Christina coming to my room and asking to sleep with me. Whenever I hear violins, I think of Carolyn asking her sister if she could have sex with me. Whenever I hear big, bass drums, I think of Gabriella slowly and sexily removing her clothes.
Whenever I hear the entire orchestra, I think of the four of us having outrageous sex in the shower. Never can I hear a symphony orchestra or take another shower without thinking of Christina, Carolyn, and Gabriella naked. I can't wait for Saint Peter to look at my life to see how I was loved by and how I loved three women.
THE END
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Two-Step Cowboy Dances Disco, Ch. 1
David has first time, gay sex with two men, Chad, and Troy.
Down and out after losing my job, out of money, and without a car, no longer able to afford the rent for my apartment, I found myself living in Austin, Texas with my gay, younger brother, Daniel. Not an ideal situation, embarrassed that I needed to move in with my brother but, hopefully, a temporary one.
As soon as I find a job, I'll move into my own place and buy some new furniture. With Texas so big and everything far away, unlike Boston where I could walk or take the public transportation to everything, I'll need to buy a car, too. For now, living with my brother will have to do. Thank God, with him a lifesaver, at least I had somewhere to go and a place to stay.
I love my brother. He's my best friend and we've always been very close. It doesn't matter to me that he's gay as long as he's careful and stays safe. Thank God AIDs is no longer the crisis that it was but it's still a threat.
Daniel has always been into men in the way that I've always been into women. He had a rough time of it in high school. It's not easy being gay when living in Texas. Better that he stayed in Boston, but he made a choice to live with his father instead of his mother. Never having admitted it to anyone, I've always been a little bit, bi-curious.
Not that I'd have gay sex with a man but, especially when watching porn movies, I stare as men's naked penises as much as I stare at women's naked breasts. Not that I'm sexually attracted to penises, I'm not. I'm just curious about the size and the shapes of men's erect, naked pricks. Admittedly, now that I sometimes think about cocks, perhaps, the gay gene runs in the family. Perhaps, I'm a latent homosexual.
Again, not that I'm gay but it was then that I wondered how common it was to have brothers or identical twins who were both gay. Yet, something I'd never do, if a man gave me oral sex, I wouldn't feel obligated to return the sexual favor and give him oral sex, too. Unless I was in prison and forced to sexually service another man, I'd never blow a man. Gross. That's so gross to me just to imagine sucking a man's prick and allowing him to cum in my mouth. I'd never do that.
Nevertheless, not that I'd want a man to suck my cock, but I always wondered how different it would feel for a man to blow me instead of a woman blowing me. I wondered if a man blowing another man was more sexually exciting than a woman blowing a man. I figured that another man would know what more a man wanted than a woman would. With many women who don't suck cock and if they did suck cock, they may not allow a man to cum in her mouth. I imagined a man would give a better blowjob than a woman.
# # #
I imagined the same thing applied to lesbian sex. I figured that a woman eating another woman would give a woman better oral sex than would a man. Instead of not knowing what to do and haphazardly licking her and incorrectly fingering her, women would inherently know how to lick and finger a woman. I'd be the first one to admit, I have no idea what I'm doing when eating a pussy. Perhaps, once I've had more experience giving women oral sex, I may enjoy that more than I do now.
Yet, the bottom line, as long as my brother is happy, I'm happy for him. No one should be alone. Everyone should have someone. Everyone needs someone in their lives and he's blessed with many friends, albeit gay friends. Unlike me, I've always been a loner. I can count the number of friends that I have on two fingers, my brother and me.
Grateful that he took me in, hoping that I didn't disrupt his homosexual lifestyle, he could have said no. Instead, as I hoped he would, he welcomed me, his big brother, with open arms. Yet, feeling depressed and feeling sorry for myself, things could have been worse. At least, I wasn't homeless. At least, I wasn't living on the streets and begging for spare change.
Thanks to my brother, at least, I had food to eat and water to drink. I had the basic necessities of life to help me soldier through this unemployment patch. I had a bed to sleep on, a shower to clean myself, and a toilet to use. What more do I want? What more do I really need?
Nevertheless, with me at my lowest point, only up from there, as soon as I found a job, I'd be better. As soon as I had money enough to rent my own place, buy some furniture, and buy a car, I could entertain women. Already having gone a long time without sex, as horny as I'm sexually frustrated, I needed to get laid. I can't remember the last time that I had a hand job or a blowjob.
# # #
My accommodations aren't so bad. Certainly, they could have been better, but they could have been much worse. My brother lived in downtown Austin, Texas, a high crime area. Yet, I could have been living in a roach and mouse infested motel. I could have been in a housing project with single mothers with crying babies, men dealing dope in the halls, and shootings outside my front door.
Even though my brother's neighborhood is not the safest of neighborhoods, at least his house is nice. Once I close and lock his doors, because of his double paned windows, with the noise, gunfire, police, fire, and ambulance sirens not filtering in, the crime stays outside. I don't hear anything. It's peaceful compared to all of the shit that goes on outside.
Living with my brother, I have my own bedroom with an extra-long, twin bed, albeit a bed that feels too much like an army cot or a prison bed. With my kid brother working all day and gone all night with his homosexual friends to gay bars, he left me alone to do my own thing. Actually, with him seldom home, I feel as if I live alone. Then, when he's finally home to crash before leaving for work, with resume and references in hand, I'm already out of the house knocking on doors and looking for a job.
Not an unusual thing with him, when living the single life, sometimes gone for a day or two, while staying with friends, I never know when he'd return home or what the Hell he was doing. I imagined that he was having sex, lots of gay sex with lots of different men. I wondered why gay men had so many sexual partners.
Most straight men don't have as many sexual partners as gay men. Somehow, gay men can immediately tell another gay man. As soon as they give one another the eye, seemingly, they're on their knees sucking one another off.
Different from straight men, gay men can have sex with multiple partners in a single day. I've never had sex with two different women in a week, never mind having multiple, sexual partners in a single day. I'd be exhausted.
Moreover, I'd want to have more than just sex. I'd want to have a relationship. I'd want to fall in love. I'd never have sex with a woman in a bathroom or in a bus terminal in the way of Jon Voight did in the movie, Midnight Cowboy.
Yet, this living situation was ideal for the both of us. I cooked whenever he was home. I cleaned the house and did the laundry. I fed and changed the cat's pee and poop pad and watered his plants.
I babysat his house. In the meantime, I looked online for available job openings. He was free to do whatever he sexually wanted to do with a variety of men without worrying if his house was being burglarized while he was away overnight having sex with one of his friends.
# # #
The first day that I was there, my brother introduced me to two of his friends, Chad, and Troy. Sounding too fabricated, no doubt, Chad and Troy weren't their real names but their gay names. Yet, they seemed friendly enough and not standoffish in the way that straight men are when meeting one another for the first time.
"Hi, pleased to meet you," I said shaking Chad's hand.
He was young, my age, about 25-years-old. He had dyed, blonde hair, and big, blue eyes. A good-looking man, he was about 5'9" tall and slim. If I didn't know that he was gay, I'd be trying to fix him up with my sister.
With me taller than my brother, Daniel, who was six feet, two inches tall, Chad gave me an approving eye while staring up at me and shaking my hand. Troy was about the same age and shorter than my brother and I, about 5'10" tall. He had black hair and brown eyes. He was as good-looking as his friend.
"Are you gay, too," asked Troy with a sexy laugh, no doubt, hoping that I was?
Not an odd question for a gay man to ask me as my brother was gay and Chad and Troy were clearly gay, too.
I returned his laugh with my laugh.
"No, I'm a straight as an arrow," I said with another laugh. "I love women, especially big, breasted women," I said holding my hands out in front of my chest. "I have a thing for tits, big tits, the bigger the better," I said with a laugh.
Troy shook my hand while staring down at my crotch. In the way that I talked to a big breasted woman's tits, he talked to the big bulge in my jeans. As matter of fact, in the way that I stared at women's nipples whenever they made their presence known through their blouses and bras, he continued staring down at the bulge my big dick made in my jeans.
"No matter if you're not gay," said Troy with a dirty laugh. "I'd blow you. I'd suck your cock. I'd allow you to cum in my mouth," he said while looking me over and giving me a sexy look. "I love turning, so called, straight men into gay men," he said with another dirty laugh.
Chad waved a limp, wristed hand.
"I'd suck your cock, too," said Chad. "I love turning straight men into gay men, too," he said laughing. "I'd love to fuck you in your ass," he said with a dirty laugh.
I made a face and shook my head.
"My ass is for outgoing only," I said with a little, nervous laugh. "Sorry but that backdoor is closed and locked for anything incoming."
# # #
Uncomfortably embarrassed that they both offered to blow me, I couldn't believe that Chad wanted to fuck me in my ass. After having just met them, I said something that, perhaps, I shouldn't have said. Wishing that I could take it back, I wished that I hadn't said what I said.
"To be honest, I'm not gay. I'm not even bi-curious," I said with a pause as if rethinking what I was about to say but I said it anyway. "Yet, for some odd reason, I've always had a fascination with cocks," I said with a nervous, little laugh.
Unsure why I told them that I had a fascination with cocks, I suddenly felt embarrassed. Perhaps, a slip of my tongue, I looked from Chad to look at Troy before looking at my brother, Daniel. Then, while trying to talk my way out of it, I made matters worse.
"Every time I watch a porn film, I stare at men's naked pricks as much as I stare at women's naked breasts," I said with a dirty laugh while looking from Chad to look at Troy again. "In the way that most men want to see women with big breasts, men, even straight men, want to see men with big dicks."
I paused while waiting for Chad, Troy, or my brother to respond. When they didn't, I continued making a fool of myself. I said more that, not my intended meaning, no doubt, they took the wrong way.
"Who wants to see a man with a tiny prick in a porn film," I asked with a laugh? "Men want to see giant dongs when watching men fucking and being sucked in a porn movie," I said as if I was a gay man. "You don't have to be gay to want to watch a man with a big dick fuck a woman with big tits."
Chad gave me a sexy smile.
"I'd be happy to show you my cock if you show me your cock," he said with a dirty laugh.
Troy looked at Chad and laughed.
"You little whore," said Troy with a laugh while turning to me. "I'd be happy to show you my cock, too, if you show me your cock."
Chad returned Troy's laugh with his laugh.
# # #
"Actually, there are so many different sizes of male members from small penises to smaller than average pricks to average dicks to bigger cocks and finally to huge dongs," said Chad. "Then, not stopping with just size, many erect penises have unique curves with most curving up, some curving down, and even some curving to the side," he said with another laugh. "I've not only seen and stroked all types and sizes of pricks, but I've sucked them all," he said with another dirty laugh.
Troy nodded his head in agreement before adding his two cents.
"Finally, with some men circumcised and other men not circumcised, seemingly, a great variety of men's dicks, in the way that many women's breasts are different, seemingly no two pricks are alike," said Troy.
I nodded my head in agreement as if I was an expect in men's penises in the way that Chad and Troy were. I couldn't believe I was having a discussion of men's penises. I wondered if this is what gay men do, they talk about different size cocks and shapes of men's dicks in the way that straight men talk about the sizes and shapes of women's breasts.
Totally weird, I've never thought and/or discussed men's penises in the way that I was thinking about them and discussing them now. I couldn't help but wonder if I was a latent homosexual. Maybe, I have the gay gene that my brother has.
# # #
"I've never blown a man, but I always wondered how different it would feel for a man to blow me," I said.
Such an odd thing to for me to say to three gay men, I didn't know why I said that about wondering what it would feel like for a man to blow me. It sounded too much like I was hinting that I wanted Chad or Troy to blow me. Digging myself deeper into uncharted, sexual ground, I looked from Chad to look at Troy to see their reactions to my confession about wondering what it would feel like for a man to suck my cock.
Chad laughed.
"I'd blow you," said Chad. "I'd suck your cock. I'd love for you to cum in my mouth, honey," he said running his hand through his blonde, dyed hair while staring up at me with a sexy look and a naughty smile.
Troy laughed.
"I'd blow you," said Troy. "I'd suck your cock, too," he said giving me the same sexy look and naughty smile.
# # #
As nervous as I was uncomfortably embarrassed, I was uneasy suddenly being the sexual focus of a couple of gay guys. Yet, my curiosity got the better of me. Like most straight men watching porn, I enjoy seeing men with their huge cocks fucking small, young women and cumming all over their faces, on their tits, in their pussies and/or in their asses. Something that I've yet to do, cumming all over a woman's face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts, I enjoyed watching men giving women cum baths.
I wouldn't consider myself bi-curious, but I've always had a fascination about women seeing men with big cocks. Something that men do; we not only measure our cocks but also we compare our cocks to the penises of other men. In the way that I'm sometimes not subtle about staring at women's blouse and bra clad breasts, Chad and Troy weren't subtle about staring at my jeans covered crotch.
No doubt, they were curious about what my prick looked like. Returning their curiosity with my curiosity, I couldn't help but wonder what they're pricks looked like, too. No doubt, my huge dick when flaccid was much bigger than their pricks when erect.
Then, surprising me, something that I've never done when eyeing a woman, as if they were horny women, they licked their lips while fondling their bulges. Even my brother, who has seen me naked plenty of times before, appeared sexually excited. Yet, preferring to watch his friends instead of joining in, he chose not to get involved other than to taunt me, tease me, and dare me to show his gay friends my huge prick.
"Come on, David," said my brother Daniel. "You have nothing to be embarrassed about. Show them your enormous dong. I dare you to show them your gigantic prick," said my brother with a laugh. "Show them how big you are," he said with a dirty laugh.
He looked from Chad to look at Troy.
"Wait until you see his massive prick," he said to Chad and Troy.
He laughed.
"Show them that you're hung like a horse. Show them your cock, David. I double dare you to show them your big dick," said Daniel.
# # #
Daring me to show them my naked prick, double daring me, Daniel seemed eager to see the reactions of his friends seeing my huge member. Taking our homosexual game to the next level, no doubt, hoping to sexually entice me to undress, Chad and Troy kicked off their sneakers and removed their shirts. Then, they unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed their jeans to reveal their already erect cocks that bulged out their colorful, bikini underwear.
The bulges that their stiff pricks made in their underwear were certainly impressive, a solid 7", albeit their erections weren't porn star size, or even close to my bulging, 9 1/2" prick when stiff.
Joining them in undressing, reluctantly, albeit sexually excitedly, I kicked off my sneakers and unbuttoned, unzipped, and slowly removed my jeans. Even though I was embarrassed to remove my clothes in front of three gay men, one of which was my brother, I removed my clothes anyway.
As soon as I removed my jeans, as if I was hiding something in my underwear from airport security, my cock came to full erection and bulged out my white briefs. I couldn't believe that I stood in front of Chad and Troy in my underwear with an obvious erection. They stared down at my 9 1/2" prick tenting my briefs. When they saw how much my erection bulged out my underwear, I watched Chad and Troy's eyes bulge out of their heads.
'Why did I have an erection,' I wondered? 'Was I sexually excited standing in my underwear in front of two, gay men? What's wrong with me?'
Clearly sexually excited, they licked their lips in sexual anticipation. Perhaps, because I was horny from not having had sex in a while, something I thought would never happen, I was surprised that I was getting hard by them staring at my stiff erection. They continued staring at my underwear clad prick.
Obviously, they saw that I was much bigger than their own already impressive erections. Taking me by surprise again, not expecting him to do that, Chad moved to his knees in front of me. Then, not expecting him to do what he did, he reached out his horny hands, and fondled my cock through my underwear while staring up at me. Having never had a gay man touch my erect prick through my underwear, I was fascinated by him fondling my hard-on.
Actually, I'd be lying if I didn't admit that it felt good having him feel my erect prick through my underwear. Having not had sex in a long time, I was as horny as I was sexually frustrated. Something that I never thought I'd admit to myself, I enjoyed him continuing to finger the head of my cock through my briefs. Then, he did something that I hadn't expected him to do. He pulled open the waistband of briefs and leaned forward to peek inside.
"Oh, my God. Your brother wasn't kidding," he said. "You do have a huge dong," he said with a laugh.
He held the waistband of my underwear open for Troy to peek inside, too.
"Your prick is a monster prick. How big is it," asked Troy while staring up at me with sexual excitement?
I smiled with pride.
"Almost 7" when flaccid but just under ten inches, about 9 1/2 inches when erect," I said.
Troy rolled his eyes and sighed.
"Wow! That's the biggest dick that I've ever seen," he said with dirty laugh.
As if the three of them thought that they were turning a straight man to a gay man, my brother grinned while quietly watching us from his chair.
"Well, if you've always wondered what it would feel like for a gay man to blow you, now is your chance. Now is a good time to put that to the test," said Chad pausing to stare up at me before asking me his question. "You don't mind if I suck your cock, do you," he asked while staring up at me with sexual anticipation?
# # #
Surprised that I didn't say no to him blowing me, I shrugged and nodded my head. Something that I suddenly wanted him to do, especially now that he offered, I wanted him to blow me. I wanted him to suck my cock. I wanted to cum in his gay mouth.



Without having to put a subtle hand to his shoulder or a gentle hand to the back of his head, with him already on his knees, Chad leaned forward and pulled down my briefs to my feet. Immediately, my cock sprang to life as if it was a sideways Jack in the Box. I stepped out of my underwear.
As soon as he saw my giant cock sticking straight out, no doubt, before I changed my mind, he wrapped his hand around my naked, erect prick and slowly stroked me while staring up at me. I couldn't believe that I allowed a gay man to give me a hand job. Yet, I was so horny that I would have allowed my mother and/or my sister to give me a hand job if they were here. In shock, I stared down at him and watched him masturbate me.
Actually, it felt good for him to masturbate me. I enjoyed him stroking my prick. Definitely, he was expert at giving a hand job. He gave me a better hand job than most women ever gave me a hand job.
Hard for me to wrap my head around, something that I thought that I'd never do, I couldn't believe that I allowed a gay man to not only see my erect prick but also to stroke my erect prick. Yet, admittedly, with him knowing his way around a man's dick, a real professional hand job giver, it really felt good for him to masturbate me. Sexually surprising me as much as he sexually excited me, as if he was a woman instead of a man, he continued staring up at me while continuing to stroke me.
Then, surprising me and with me not stopping him, Chad leaned forward and took my erect prick in his mouth. He was blowing me. I couldn't believe my brother's gay friend was blowing me. As soon as he took me in his mouth, I had an even bigger erection. It felt so good for my penis to be inside of his warm and wet mouth. I couldn't remember the last time that I had a blowjob.
I closed my eyes while pretending that he was a woman blowing me instead of a man. I ran my fingers through his dyed, blonde hair before putting my hand behind his head. I pulled his head forward while humping his mouth and fucking his face. Then, seemingly, not believing that he was sucking a cock as big, he pulled me out of his mouth to stare at my naked, erect cock.
"I've sucked some big dicks in my life, but you have the biggest prick that I've ever had in my mouth," he said with a dirty laugh staring at my big dick before smiling up at me and while still stroking me. "You have the biggest cock that I've even seen," he said laughing like a girl. "I love your giant dong. Your cock is a monster. I'm really enjoying blowing you," he said.
Having just met the man, Chad was blowing. I couldn't believe that a man was sucking my cock. I couldn't believe that I had allowed my brother's gay friend to blow me. Then, unable to control myself from doing so, I put a firm hand to the back of his blonde head again. Unable to stop myself from doing so, I humped his mouth and fucked his face again.
Determined for me to cum in his mouth, he stroked me faster. He stroked me harder. He sucked me deeper. Deep throating me, with him a professional cocksucker, he took the entire length of my prick in his mouth.
# # #
Well, that certainly was different from just meeting a woman and her blowing me. Unless she was a prostitute that I paid for her to give me a blowjob, I had never met a woman who sucked my cock after just having met her. Seemingly, different with gay men, they'll suck anyone's cock anywhere and anytime, even after just having met them.
"Save some for me," said Troy moving to his knees and scooting closer to his friend. "Oh, my God," said Troy. "He does have a big dick. I love men who have big penises," he said taking me in his hand to stroke me before taking me in his mouth to suck me.
Something that I never thought would happen, both men took turns stroking me. Both men took turns sucking me. Both men blew me.
I couldn't believe that two, gay men gave me oral sex. Having never had threesome sex, I couldn't believe that I was having threesome sex with two men instead of having threesome sex with two women. Yet, I didn't care. It wasn't like I was blowing them. They were blowing me.
While watching his friends suck my cock, my brother unzipped himself and pulled out his prick. I wondered if he was thinking about blowing me, too. I couldn't believe that I allowed two, gay men that I had just met to blow me while my brother watched and masturbated himself. Only, I wouldn't want my brother to blow me. That would be too weird.
Yet, still in shock, I couldn't believe that I was receiving a blowjob from two, gay men. Yet, comfortable in my masculinity, I didn't think that I'd cum from receiving a blowjob from a man, not even from two men, and especially not from two, gay men. I didn't think that I'd cum unless I was fondling a woman's naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples as she blew me.
Then, as soon as I thought that I wouldn't cum, shocking me as much as it surprised me and sexually excited me, I exploded a huge load of cum in Troy's mouth. As soon as I did, Chad grabbed my cock and stuck my prick in his mouth. I ejaculated more cum in his mouth, too.
Then, as soon as Chad removed my stiff prick from his lips, I exploded more cum all over his face, in his blonde hair, and all over his naked chest. Finally, when Troy grabbed my penis and took me in his hand again, I continued ejaculating cum all over his face, in his hair, and all over his naked chest, too. I gave both of my brother's gay friends cum baths.
"That was a lot of cum. So much cum," laughed Chad while scooping up my cum with his fingers and depositing it in his mouth. "You gave us both quite the cum baths," he said laughing.
Troy nodded his head while wiping his face with a hand towel that my brother handed him.
"Are you sure you're not gay," said Troy with a laugh?
# # #
As soon as I ejaculated from Chad and Troy blowing me, Daniel ejaculated in a tissue from masturbating himself. While watching his two friends blow me, my brother watched me give his two friends a cum bath while laughing. I wiped my penis with a tissue and stuffed my still erect prick back in my underwear. Unintentionally, something that I thought that I'd never do, I gave three gay men a sexual show.
Then, seemingly not done with me, surprising me, Chad stood, and with a heavy hand to my chest, he pushed me back on the couch. As soon as I fell backwards on the softness of the couch, he climbed on me. He mounted me.
"In case your curious about what it feels like to suck a cock, suck my cock. Blow me, David," he said. "I need to cum in your mouth."
I surprised myself, yet again. Instead of pushing him off of me, turning my head away, and refusing to take him in my mouth and blow him, as if I was in a tranced, I opened my mouth and took his erect prick inside. I stroked his cock while sucking his cock as if I was a gay man instead of a straight man. I blew my brother's gay friend. I couldn't believe that I sucked his cock.
In the way that I put a heavy hand to the back of his head, humped his mouth, and fucked his face, he put a heavy hand to the back of my head, humped my mouth, and fucked my face. In the way that it didn't take me long to cum from two, gay men blowing me, it didn't take him long to cum from a straight man blowing him. Surprising myself again, instead of spitting out his cum, I swallowed his load.
As soon as Chad ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth, he moved off or me. Then, still not done with me, Troy mounted me, too. He leaned forward and struck his prick in my mouth, too. In the way that Chad had done, Troy did, too.
He put a heavy hand to the back of my head, humped my mouth, and fucked my face. As if I was mesmerized by their pricks, as if I was hypnotized by their big snakes, I blew him in the way that I blew Chad. As if I was a gay man instead of a straight man, I stroked Troy's cock while sucking his erect prick.
Again, not taking him long to cum, he exploded a load of cum in my mouth and I swallowed that, too. Then, doing something that I never expected them to do, the both of them stood in front of me while masturbating themselves. They ejaculated a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, all over my chest, and across my stomach. My first and only cum bath, two gay men gave me a cum bath.
Fortunately, I never saw Chad, Troy, or any other of my brother's gay friends again. They kept to himself, and I did, too. Instead of living together, we lived as if we were living in a time share. Not by choice or by deliberate purpose but just how our lives seldom crossed, I was there when he wasn't home.
To be continued...
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Sex with Stepmother and Stepsister
Finally, Larry had incestuous sex not only with his MILF of a stepmother, Molly, but also with his sexy and shapely, stepsister, Mandy, too.
My name is Larry. I'm 19-years-old. I graduated high school in June. I'm a good-looking guy if I say so myself. I have a muscular body and a bigger than average dick.
Women my age and older, women my mother's age, are always hitting on me, flirting with me, and/or sexually teasing me by showing me upskirt peeks of their panties and down blouse views of their cleavages and bras. Only, with me still a virgin, and not having any sexual experience at all, I don't know how to respond to women flashing me and sexually teasing me. Filled with regrets, I've missed a lot of sexual opportunities to have sex with my aunts, my cousins, friends, classmates, neighbors, my mother's friends, and my sister's friends.
Instead of going to college, a life altering decision, I decided to attend a trade school for plumbing. Not having a grade point average high enough to win a scholarship to college, I didn't want to start my life indebted to the Department of education and burdened with student loans. While learning a trade, better than flipping burgers at McDonalds, I'd earn a decent salary working as a plumber's apprentice after school. I looked forward to installing new bathroom fixtures, toilets, sinks, and walk-in showers.
Plumbers make good money but, a real turn-off, and with me, the new apprentice, I imagine my days ankle deep in customers' shit. I imagined wearing a hazmat suit, rubber gloves, goggles, and wading boots. I imagined my boss giving me all of his dirty work while he kept his hands clean not to soil the interior of his Cadillac Escalade.
The only thing that I didn't like about the job was, literally, the shit work that I'd have to do before I turned in my plumber's, apprentice license for my certified, plumbers license. Yet, that was the price that I'd have to pay to learn how to be a plumber. Then, once I was a plumber, I'd be rolling in the dough.
Fortunately for me, after busting my ass to earn good grades in high school, I had the summer off. With my boss on vacation in Florida for the summer, I don't start my apprentice training for my new job until September. With both my stepmother and stepsister working from home because of the COVID pandemic, I enjoyed my time off while hanging around the house.
Suddenly, while lazing around the pool, I felt like Dustin Hoffman in the Graduate. Surprising me as much as they sexually excited me, my stepmother and stepsister were always sexually teasing me by flashing me. In the way that Anne Bancroft, as Mrs. Robinson, sexually teased Dustin Hoffman as Ben Braddock by flashing him upskirt peeks of her underwear, she finally stripped herself naked to sexually seduce him. My stepmother, Molly, and my stepsister, Mandy, routinely did the same thing to me, too.
Seemingly, something that I never expected them to be, with them sexually teasing me by flashing me, they're just as horny and sexually frustrated as I am. Only, it's one thing to look and to stare at all that they're deliberately showing but it's quite another thing to have incestuous sex with them. I'd never have sex with my 46-year-old stepmother and/or my 22-year-old stepsister. That's so gross. Even though we're not blood related, yet, because we live under the same roof, that's incestuous.
I'd be embarrassed for anyone to know that I had incestuous sex with my stepmother and/or my stepsister. Granted, my friends sexually lust over my MILF of a stepmother and my sexy stepsister, but they're not related to them in the way that I am. Every time I had my friends over the house, my stepmother and my stepsister sexually teased them, too. While making their flashing appear unintentional, they flashed them their panties, bras, naked pussies, and naked breasts in the way that they continually flashed me.
# # #
When they're not flashing me upskirt peeks of her panties or up nightgown peeks of her naked pussies, my stepmother and stepsister flash me downblouse views of their bras and cleavages, and down nightgown views of her naked breasts. Not sure if they're deliberately flashing me, they make their flashes appear accidental and act embarrassed when I saw something of them that I shouldn't have seen. Yet, with them flashing me so much, I suspect that they're deliberately flashing me.
Still, whenever I see what I shouldn't see of my stepmother and/or my stepsister, giving me a throbbing erection, they sexually excite me. Unfortunately, with me still a virgin, no doubt, thinking that it's funny, is the reason why they sexually tease me. Having not gotten laid yet, received a hand job, and/or a blowjob, my sexlife consists of masturbating myself. Always horny and sexually frustrated, I'm a masturbation machine.
Taking them to bed with me and hiding them beneath my pillow, I like masturbating while holding a pair of my stepmother's or stepsister's panties. I like looking through their lingerie drawers to feel their big, colorful bras. Checking their bra size, my stepmother takes a 36 D cup bra and my stepsister takes a 34 C cup bra.
Surprised that my stepmother and stepsister masturbate, I've found their vibrators and their dildos, too. I wonder what they masturbate over. I wonder if they masturbate over me seeing what I shouldn't see of them, in the way that I masturbate over them when seeing all that I shouldn't see of them.
Unable to control myself, sometimes, I masturbate up to four times a day. My record is five times in one day. Usually, I masturbate twice a day.
I masturbate every morning, and every evening while imagining my stepmother and stepsister naked and them having sex with me. I fear that if I masturbate too much that I may run out of cum. How awful would that be to have no cum left for my newly, married bride on my honeymoon one day?
If only my friends knew, yet, something I'm embarrassed to tell my friends, that they dress and undress with their bedroom doors wide open and with their bedroom lights on for me to see them without their clothes. If I told my friends that my stepmother and stepsister undressed in front of me, they'd want me to invite them over to watch. They'd want me to take pictures of them in the bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. No doubt, if my friends stayed overnight, they'd probably dress and undress in front of my friends, too.
With them unable to see me and not knowing that I'm there peeking, I spy on my stepmother and my stepsister dressing and undressing from the darkened hallway. Giving me even more to masturbate over, I've seen my stepmother and my stepsister in their bras and panties. I've seen them topless. I've even seen them both naked. Unembarrassed and unashamed, no doubt, with them suspecting that I'm in the hall watching them, they don't discipline me nor do they cover their nakedness with their hands and/or with their forearms.
# # #
For a mature woman, my stepmother has a beautiful body with long, sexy legs, big tits, and a shapely ass. I love seeing her in her sexy bra and in her bikini panties as much as I love seeing her topless and naked. Actually, something strange for me to admit, I love seeing her in her low-cut bra and her bikini panties more than I do enjoy seeing her topless or naked.
Hiding any defects that they may have; women look better in their sexy lingerie. I can't count how many times I've seen my stepmother in her bra and panties. I love seeing her wear her low-cut bra and her bikini panties. She looks so sexy in her revealing lingerie.
I can't count how many times I've masturbated over seeing my stepmother topless. I can't count how many times I've masturbated over seeing my stepmother naked. I can't count how many times that I've masturbated over imagining having sex with my stepmother.
Something hard for me to admit that my stepmother is a whore, I've always wondered if she knew that I was in the hall spying on her. I've always wondered if she knew that I've seen her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. Not sure if she did or not, I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me her underwear clad, topless, and naked body.
I wondered if my stepmother wanted me to see her in all manner of undress as much as I wanted to see her in all manner of undress. I wondered if she was as much of an exhibitionist as I'm a voyeur. I wondered if she masturbated over me seeing her without her clothes in the way that I masturbate over seeing her without her clothes.
When not masturbating over my stepmother, Molly, I masturbate over my stepsister, Mandy. In the way that I imagine my stepmother naked and her having sex with me, I masturbate over imagining my stepsister naked and her having sex with me, too. Yet, in the way that I don't have to imagine my stepmother without her clothes, I don't have to imagine my stepsister without her clothes either.
I've seen them both naked. Whenever I see something that I shouldn't see of them, whether their panties, their bras, their naked pussies, or their naked breasts, I masturbate over that, too. Suffice to write, I'm always masturbating over my stepmother and/or my stepsister.
# # #
Taking a rule from her mother, Mandy dressed and undressed with her bedroom door wide open, too. With her not asking me to leave and/or slamming her bedroom door in my face, I've stood in her bedroom doorway talking to her while watching her undress or dress. Like mother like daughter, my stepsister has a beautiful body, too. In the way that I saw my stepmother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, I've seen my stepsister in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, too.
Seemingly, unembarrassed, and unashamed, my stepsister doesn't make a move to cover her nakedness with her hands nor with her forearms. With them both whores, my twenty-two-year-old stepsister is just as much of a sexual tease as is her 46-year-old mother, Molly. As if sexually tempting me to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and have sex with her, Mandy is always flashing me, too. She's always showing me all that I shouldn't see of her beautiful, naked body.
When they're not flashing me their panties or their naked pussies, they flash me their bras, their cleavages, or their naked breasts. Suspecting that they're, undoubtedly, are deliberately flashing me, between my stepmother and my stepsister, they're always sexually teasing me by flashing me. Giving me plenty to masturbate over, they make me so horny. Because of their constant flashing, embarrassed that they sexually frustrate me, between my stepmother and my stepsister, when I'm not masturbating, I walk around the house with a constant erection.
Since my stepsister allowed me to stand in her bedroom doorway while I talked to her and watched her dress and undress, I started standing in my stepmother's bedroom door while talking to her. On the pretense that I had something important to tell her, in the way that I watched my stepsister dress and undress, I watched my stepmother dress and undress, too. Not asking me to leave nor covering their nakedness with her hands or forearms, I can't believe that they both allowed me to watch them dress and undress.
Then, one day when we were shopping at the mall, something that I was as surprised as I was sexually excited that she did, my stepmother invited me into the changing room with her. She wanted me to help her undress and dress. She wanted me to give her my opinion on the clothes that she was considering to buy.
"Come in the changing with me, Larry. Because of my Arthritic shoulders," she said rubbing her shoulder while in obvious pain. "I need your help to get me out of this dress. Also, I'd like to have your opinion on these clothes that I'm thinking about buying," she said.
'I couldn't believe what my stepmother asked me to do. She wanted me to come in the dressing room with her. She wanted me to help her undress and dress,' I thought.
# # #
Instead of her just wanting me to give my opinion on her clothes, something that I've never done, she wanted me to help her undress and dress. I couldn't believe that I was going to undress my stepmother. I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life.
As if I was dreaming or sexually fantasizing what I was doing, I slowly unzipped the back of my mother's dress. I saw the back of her two hook bra. I saw the top of her white, bikini panties. Then, helping her to remove her dress from her shoulders, I saw my stepmother in her bra and panties from the back and from the front when staring at her in the dressing room mirror.
Unable to help myself, daring myself to do so, I touched and felt my stepmother through her clothes while undressing her. When removing her dress, as if trying to maintain my balance, I cupped her bra clad breast in the palm of my horny hand. Then, when slowly pushing her dress down to her feet and removing it, again, as if I was trying to maintain my balance, I cupped her panty clad ass.
"Would you be a dear, Larry, and unhook and remove my bra. You may close your eyes if it bothers you to see your stepmother's naked breasts. Yet, I'm okay with you seeing me in my bra and panties, topless, and even naked," she said with a dirty laugh. "It doesn't embarrass me for you to see me without my clothes."
When removing her bra, as I did when helping her remove her dress, with her not stopping me and/or slapping my hand away, I cupped her big, naked tits in my horny hands, first one and then the other. Her breasts felt as firm as they felt soft. Again, with her not disciplining me nor slapping my hands away, I felt her naked ass, too, while helping her trying on her bikinis. From all of the exercising that she does, her shapely ass felt firm.
Then, when helping her try on her bikinis, while removing one bikini bottom to put on another, I deliberately cupped her naked pussy. Holding her naked pussy in the palm of my hand, I felt my stepmother's cunt. I couldn't believe that I held her naked cunt in the palm of my hand in the way that I'd love for her to hold my naked cock and testicles in her soft and warm hand.
Then, while adjusting her bikini top, as if she was my model and I was her designer, I felt her naked breasts again while adjusting her bikini top. Every time I removed her bikini to put on another bikini, I not only felt her naked breasts but also, I slid a slow hand across her erect nipples. Then, when removing her bikini bottom to put on another bikini bottom, I felt her naked ass and her naked pussy. On the pretense of helping her to undress and dress, I had my wicked, sexual way with my stepmother's beautiful, naked body.
# # #
My stepmother has long, shapely legs from all of the swimming, bike riding, jogging, and tennis that she does. She loved showing off her legs by wearing short skirts. Fortunately for me, whenever she sat across from me on the couch in the living room, unless she crossed her legs, she always flashed me her bright, white panties. Then, when she, seemingly, didn't realize that she had flashed me, she relaxed and parted her knees open enough to flash me her panty clad pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her black patch of trimmed, pubic hair.
Later that night, she changed into her nightgown without having the modesty to wear a robe over it. In the way that she flashed me her panty clad pussy when wearing a short skirt, when she wore her nightgown, she flashed me her naked pussy, I imagined fingering her pussy, licking her pussy, and fucking her pussy. I can't count how many times that I've masturbated over seeing my stepmother in her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns and seeing her naked pussy. In the way that she constantly flashed me her panties, she constantly flashed me her black, bushy, naked cunt.
In the way that I loved seeing her panties, I loved seeing her naked pussy, too. I only wished that I had the nerve to sit next to her on the couch, cup her pussy, finger her pussy, masturbate her pussy, and eat her pussy. Only, nothing like that would ever happen. She's my stepmother and not some whore that I brought home for sex. She'd never have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with her.
Yet, again, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, she did allow me to touch her and feel her when helping her to undress and dress in the dressing room at the mall. She allowed me to feel her naked ass and cup her naked breasts. She allowed me to slide a slow hand across her erect nipples. Still, seeing her, touching her, and feeling her beautiful body is one thing but it's another thing to want to have incestuous sex with my stepmother.
Nonetheless, with her continuing to flash me, when she's not flashing me her panties or her naked pussy, she flashed me her low-cut, bra clad breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. Then, when she wears her nightgown, every time she leans forward to take a sip of her drink, she flashed me a down nightgown view of her naked breasts. In the way that I can't count how many times I've masturbated over seeing my stepmother's panties and her naked pussy, I can't count how many times I've masturbated over seeing her bra or her naked breasts.
My stepsister flashes me the same way. With her wearing skirts that are even shorter than her mother's short skirts, I'm always seeing her panties. When she's not bending at the waist in front of me to flash me her panty clad ass, she sits across from me with her knees parted open enough to show me her panty clad pussy. In the way that my stepmother does, my stepsister does, too. She not only flashed me her panties, but also, she showed me her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of black, trimmed pubic hair.
Then, in the way that my stepmother lounges around the house in her sheer and sexy nightgown without having the modesty to wear a robe, my sister does, too. When Mandy sits across from me, she flashes me her black, trimmed, naked pussy. Then, when she leans forward to retrieve her drink from the coffee table and take a sip, she flashes me down nightgown views of her naked breasts. When my stepmother isn't flashing me, my stepsister is flashing me.
# # #
Then, it finally occurred to me. Two can play this game of exhibitionism and voyeurism. Instead of masturbating over them continually flashing me, I decided to return their flashing favor by flashing them. I decided to flash them, too.
Something that I've never done before, I was as nervous as I was sexually excited. In the way that they wanted me to see them naked, I wanted to show them my prick. Curious to see their reactions to seeing my naked, erect prick, I decided to sexually tease them by dick flashing them.
'I can't believe I'm about to dick flash my stepmother and my stepsister. Again, I'll be masturbating over flashing them and them seeing my naked cock for the rest of my horny life,' I thought.
I wondered if they'd look at my naked prick. I wondered if they'd stare at my erect cock. I wondered if they'd look away in disgust at seeing my naked penis. I wondered if they'd tell me that I was exposed. While hoping that they would, I wondered if they'd reach out and touch me and feel me in the way that I touched and felt my stepmother in the dressing room.
# # #
The first time flashing my stepmother and my stepsister my naked, erect prick, I felt embarrassed. I felt like such a pervert deliberately flashing them. Yet, after I flashed them my naked cock, I can't count how many times that I masturbated over my stepmother and stepsister seeing my naked prick. Surprising me as much as they sexually excited me, they not only looked at my naked, erect prick but they both stared at my naked, erect prick.
In the way that I stared at whatever they flashed me, they stared at all that I had flashed them. I only wished they had reached out and touched me. I would have loved my stepmother and/or my stepsister to stroke my cock. I would have loved them to masturbate me. I would have loved to cum for my stepmother and my stepsister. In the way that I imagine doing with them, I wondered if I showed them my erect, naked prick, if they'd masturbate over imagining me naked and having sex with me, too.



For the entire summer, I hung around the house wearing my t-shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear. With my pee hole opening big enough to flash them my naked prick, whenever I sat, leaned, or stood, the opening in my pajama bottoms opened enough to flash them the side of my erect, naked prick. Sometimes, by deliberately throbbing and pulsating my prick, my erect cock popped out of my pajama bottoms. Pretending that I was unaware that I was nakedly exposed, I'd walk around in front of my stepmother and/or my stepsister with my big dick pointing at them.
Acting as if I was unaware that I was nakedly exposed, I'd serve my stepmother and stepsister coffee or juice with my prick dangling from my pajama pee hole. With my semi-erect cock only inches from my stepmother's and stepsister's hands and mouths, I wished they'd touch me. I wished they'd stroke me. I wished they'd take me in their mouths and suck me.
Again, while wondering if they'd look, stare, or look away in disgust, not telling me that I was exposed, they sexually surprised me by staring at my naked prick. As much as they sexually excited me, my stepmother and my stepsister continued staring at my naked prick as if they had never seen a prick before. Instead of telling me that I was exposed, they stared. I continued flashing my stepmother and my stepsister my naked prick every day, multiple times a day.
# # #
Then, taking my flashing a step further while knowing my stepmother and my stepsister would barge in my bedroom without knocking, I slept naked. I wanted them both to see me without my clothes. As soon as I awakened, I pushed off the covers as if I was hot while waiting for my stepmother or my stepsister to barge in my bedroom.
I stroked myself when I heard them climbing the stairs and walking down the hall towards my room. Filled with sexual anticipation to flash them my naked dick, I made sure that I had an erection while pretending that I was sleeping. As soon as they barged open my bedroom door without knocking, they saw my naked, erect prick. I cracked open my eyes just enough to watch their reaction to seeing my naked erection.
Unbelievably, as sexually exciting for me and, seemingly, as sexually arousing for them, instead of leaving my bedroom, they stayed to stare at my naked, erect cock. Showing me the incestuous whores that they both are, I couldn't believe that my stepmother and my stepsister both stared at my naked prick. Then, sexually shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, I watched my stepmother fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown while continuing to stare at my erection.
Again, with her never removing her eyes from my cock, while she continued staring at my naked prick, I watched her lift the front of her nightgown. Something that I had never expected her to do, she rubbed her clit and finger fucked her bushy, black, naked pussy while staring at my big dick. With her obviously as horny as she was sexually frustrated, I watched my stepmother masturbate herself while staring at my erect, naked prick. Clearly, I had made my stepmother just as sexually excited as I was. I had sexually aroused her enough for her to masturbate herself.
Like mother like daughter, my stepsister, Mandy, did the same thing. As soon as she barged in my bedroom without knocking, instead of immediately leaving when she saw me naked, she stared at my naked prick. In the way that my stepmother fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown, my stepsister did, too. Then, sexually surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she lifted the front of her nightgown to rub her clit and finger fuck her black, trimmed pussy. In the way that my stepmother masturbated herself when seeing my erect prick, my stepsister did, too.
# # #
Not done sexually teasing them, taking the next step in my exhibitionism, when I heard them climbing the stairs and walking down the hall towards my room, I stroked myself to an erection. Only, instead of just remaining naked with an erection in front of them and with my eyes closed, before they entered my bedroom, I added dialogue to my masturbation. Shocked to hear me talking to myself about them, again, surprising me as much as they sexually excited me, they stood outside of my closed, bedroom door to listen to all that I said.
In great, sexual detail, I told my stepmother all that I wanted to sexually do to her beautiful, naked body. Again, in great, sexual detail, I told my stepsister all that I wanted to sexually do to her beautiful, naked body, too. Knowing that my stepmother or my stepsister stood outside of my closed bedroom door listening, I began my masturbation dialogue while stroking myself to a bigger and harder erection. I hoped to sexually arouse them enough for my stepmother and my stepsister to want to have sex with me.
"Mom, I'd love to kiss you, French kiss you. I'd love to make out with you while feeling you through your clothes. I'd love to slowly undress you," I said. "I'd love to strip you naked."
I could see her feet beneath my bedroom door standing there while listening.
"I'd love to slowly unbutton your blouse, one button at a time. I'd look to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. Then, I'd remove your blouse to expose your sexy, low-cut brassiere, the tops of your meaty breasts, and your long line of sexy cleavage," I said.
Not leaving but continuing to stand outside of my bedroom door while listening, she continued standing outside of my bedroom door listening to all that I wanted to sexually do to her. I wondered if she was fondling her breasts while fingering her erect nipples again. I wondered if she was rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy to all that I confessed that I sexually wanted to do to her.
# # #
"Then, I'd love to unbutton and unzip your short skirt. I'd love to slowly remove your skirt to expose your white, bikini panties. I'd love to cup your panty clad pussy in my hand while slowly rubbing your clit through your panties while still making out with you. Then, pushing aside your panties with my finger, I'd love to masturbate you. I'd love to rub your clit and finger fuck your pussy. I'd love to sexually pleasure you by rubbing your G spot," I said. "I'd love to see you and hear you cum."
Making sure that she heard me by talking louder, and making sure that she knew that I was masturbating by feeling the vibration that I created when stroking my erect prick faster and harder, I continued masturbating himself. I stroked my cock faster. I stroked my cock harder. I'd love for my stepmother to enter my bedroom just as I was cumming over imagining having sex with her.
"After giving you a sexual orgasm with my fingers, I'd love to remove your bra. I'd love to expose your huge, naked breasts to my horny eyes. I'd pull, turn, and twist your erect nipples while sucking your nipples. Then, while continuing to fondle your big breasts, I'd move to my knees to finger and lick your pussy. I'd love to eat your cunt, mother," I said while knowing that she was still outside of my bedroom door listening.
I continued masturbating myself. Again, stroking my self faster, I stroked myself harder. I shook the whole house masturbating myself.
"In the way that I'd give you a sexual orgasm with my fingers, I'd love to give you one with my tongue. I'd love to give you multiple, sexual orgasms," I said. "I'd love to finger your pussy while licking your pussy. I'd love to eat your cunt, mother."
Again, determined to cum for my stepmother standing outside of my bedroom door, I continued stroking myself faster and harder.
"Then, before giving you a third, sexual orgasm with my prick, I'd love for you to stroke my cock. I'd love to take my big dick in your mouth. I'd love for you to suck my prick. I'd love you to blow me, mother. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said.
# # #
I did the same masturbation routine for my sister.
"Mandy, I'd love to kiss you, French kiss you. I'd love to make out with you while feeling you through your clothes. I'd love to slowly undress you," I said.
I could see her feet beneath my bedroom door standing there while listening.
"I'd love to slowly unbutton your blouse, one button at a time. I'd look to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. Then, I'd remove your blouse to expose your sexy, low-cut brassiere, the tops of your meaty breasts, and your long line of sexy cleavage," I said.
She still stood outside of my bedroom door listening to all that I wanted to sexually do to her.
"Then, I'd love to unbutton and unzip your short skirt. I'd love to slowly remove your skirt to expose your white, bikini panties. I'd love to cup your panty clad pussy in my hand while slowly rubbing your clit through your panties while still making out with you. Then, pushing aside your panties with my finger, I'd love to masturbate you. I'd love to rub your clit and finger fuck your pussy," I said.
Making sure she heard me and felt the vibration that I created when stroking my erect prick faster and harder, I continued masturbating myself faster and harder.
"After giving you a sexual orgasm with my fingers, I'd remove your bra. I'd expose your huge, naked breasts to my horny eyes. I'd pull, turn, and twist your erect nipples while sucking your nipples. Then, while continuing to fondle your big breasts, I move to my knees to finger and lick your pussy. I'd love to eat your cunt, Mandy," I said while knowing that my stepsister was still listening while standing outside of my bedroom door.
I continued masturbating myself.
"In the way that I gave you a sexual orgasm with my fingers, I'd love to give you a second, sexual orgasm with my tongue," I said. "I'd love to eat your pussy, Mandy. I'd love to hear you and see you cum."
Again, determined to cum for my stepsister standing outside of my bedroom door, I stroked myself faster and harder.
"Then, before mounting you, fucking you, giving you a third, sexual orgasm with my prick, I'd love for you to stroke my cock. I'd love you to take me in your mouth. I'd love you to blow me. I'd love for you to suck my prick. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said. "Then, as soon as you my prick from your mouth, I'd love to ejaculate a second load of cum all over your pretty face, in your black hair, and across your big, naked breasts. I'd love to give you a cum bath."
# # #
Now that the summer was nearly over, when my stepmother and/or stepsister not making a move to sexually seduce me, daring myself to do so, I decided to take matters in my own hands. I decided to sexually seduce them. One day when I was alone with my stepmother, I came up behind her when she was at the kitchen sink.
Then, something that I had masturbated doing, I lifted the back of her nightgown up and over her head. Before she could react to me lifting her nightgown and exposing her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy, I tied her nightgown over her head. With her arms raised over her head with her nightgown, trapped within her nightgown, she struggled to get free.
"Larry! What the hell are you doing? How dare you strip me naked? Oh, my God," she said. "I'm so embarrassed," she said feigning her embarrassment. "Untie my nightgown this instant," she said turning to face me with her raised nightgown exposing her naked breasts and covering her pretty face.
Instead of untying her nightgown, I touched her big tits. I felt her breasts. I fondled her huge jugs. I fingered her erect nipples while fondling my stepmother's breasts. I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples to her obvious delight. Then, with my cell phone, I took photos of her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. I couldn't wait to show my friends the naked photos of my stepmother. Before she could stop me, I sent all of my friends her naked photos.
Not done with sexually molesting my stepmother, I cut a hole in her nightgown by her mouth. Then, I put my hand to her shoulder and gently pushed her down to her knees. As soon as she knelt in front of me, I stuck my erect prick in the hole of her nightgown and in her mouth. Instead of turning her head away, she opened her mouth.
My stepmother accepted my big dick in her mouth. She blew me. She sucked my cock. With her arms still raised over her head, and with her unable to stroke me, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face while stroking my prick.
It didn't take me long to cum. I ejaculated a huge load of cum in my stepmother's mouth. Instead of spitting me out of her mouth, she swallowed m. Then, as soon as I did, I untied her nightgown. Instead of yelling at me, hitting me, or admonishing me for forcing her to blow me, she took me by my hand to her bedroom.
"I need you to make love to your stepmother. I need you to fuck me. Yet, before you stick your prick in my pussy, I need you to finger me and lick me. I need you to eat my pussy. I need you to lick my cunt in the way that I sucked your cock," she said.
# # #
Obediently obeying my stepmother, I moved between her long, shapely legs. I fingered her pussy. I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her. Then, moving my face closer, I licked her pussy. I ate my stepmother's cunt.
"Lick me, Larry. Don't stop licking me. Lick me faster. Lick me harder. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Rub my G spot. Don't stop. Please, don't stop. You're going to make mommy cum," she said.
As soon as she said that I was going to make her cum, she closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs.
"Larry! Larry! Oh, my God, Larry, I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. I wiped my face with a towel that she kept by the bed. Then, I moved up on the bed to rest beside her.
# # #
After only a few minutes, she mounted me. She reached down between my legs to move my cock to her pussy lips. With a gentle hump, I was inside of my stepmother. My first time getting blown, fingering and eating a pussy, no longer a virgin, this was my first time getting laid. My stepmother took my virginity.
Instead of making love, she fucked me. She humped me faster. She humped me harder. She fucked me as if she was riding a wild mustang at a rodeo.
With this my first time fucking, especially fucking my stepmother, it didn't take me long to cum. I exploded my load of cum in my stepmother's pussy. Yet, still hard enough to continue fucking her, I rolled her over. I fucked her as fast and as hard as I could. In the way that I gave her a sexual orgasm with my tongue, I gave her another sexual orgasm with my cock. I made my stepmother my bitch.
# # #
The next day, after sexually assaulting my stepmother, her blowing me, and me fucking her, when I was alone with my stepsister, I did the same to her. While she was at the sink, I came up behind her. As I did with my stepmother, I did with my stepsister.
I lifted her nightgown from the back. I lifted her nightgown all the way up and over her head. With her arms raised along with her nightgown, I tied it in a knot a the top of her head. Immediately, she struggled to get free.
"Larry! Larry! What the fuck are you doing? Untie my nightgown," she yelled!"
Taking sexual liberties with her in the way that I did with my stepmother, I felt her firm ass. I reached around her to touch, feel, and fondle her big tits while pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Finally, I cupped her pussy while rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy.
Then, as soon as turned around, in the way that I cut a hole in my stepmother's nightgown, I cut a hole in my stepsister's nightgown. With a gentle hand to her shoulder, I moved her to her knees. As soon as she knelt in front of me, I stuck my erect prick in the hole and in my sister's mouth. Instead of moving her head away, in the way that my stepmother blew me, my stepsister sucked my cock, too.
Again, in the way that it didn't take me long to cum in my stepmother's mouth, it didn't take me long to cum in my stepsister's mouth. Once I ejaculated my cum in her mouth, I untied her nightgown. In the way that my stepmother took me to her room for me to fuck her, my stepsister took me to her room to fuck her, too.
Mandy pushed me back on the bed. She climbed on top of me and, instead of having me eat her pussy, she wanted me to fuck her pussy. She moved my cock to her pussy lips. Then, with a hump, I was inside of her warm, wet pussy. I fucked my stepsister. I couldn't believe that I fucked my stepsister.
"Oh, my God, Larry. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. You're going to make me cum," she said.
As soon as she said that, she closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs. She rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, in the way that I took naked photos of my naked stepmother, I took naked photos of my naked stepsister. I sent their naked photos to all of my friends.
Taking turns having sex with my stepmother and with my stepsister, I continued fucking them, until I graduated from trade school and earned my plumber's license. I still have sex with them on their birthdays, on my birthdays, and/or anytime that they're lonely and/or horny.
I love my stepmother. I love my stepsister. They love me.
THE END
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Two-Step Cowboy Dances Disco, Ch. 2
David has sex with Belle, a tall, beautiful, blonde, big breasted, older woman with blue eyes and a potty mouth.
Rewritten and Continued from Two Step Cowboy Dances Disco, Chapter 1:
As soon as I ejaculated from Chad and Troy blowing me, Daniel ejaculated in a tissue from masturbating himself while watching me having gay sex with his friends. My brother watched his two friends blow me. Then, while he laughed, he watched me give his two friends a cum bath. After I ejaculated for the second time, I wiped my penis with a tissue and stuffed my still, erect prick back in my underwear. Unintentionally, something that I thought that I'd never do, I gave three, gay men a sex show.
Then, seemingly not done with me, surprising me, Chad stood, and with a heavy hand to my chest, he pushed me back on the couch. As soon as I fell backwards on the softness of the couch, he climbed on top of me. He mounted me. Obviously, in the way that he blew me, he wanted me to blow him.
"In case you're curious about what it feels like to suck a cock, suck my cock. Blow me, David," he said, holding his erect prick in his hand while leaning forward and ready to impale my mouth with his cock. "I need to cum in your mouth."
Surprising myself again, instead of pushing him away, instead of turning my head away, and refusing to take him in my mouth and suck him, I opened my mouth and took his erect prick inside. As if I was hypnotized, and as if I was a gay man instead of a straight man, I stroked his cock while sucking his cock. As if I was in a trance and unable to control myself from doing so, I blew my brother's gay friend. Never believing that I would ever blow a man, at the right time and the right moment, I couldn't believe that I sucked his cock.
In the way that I put a heavy hand to the back of his head, humped his mouth, and fucked his face, he put a heavy hand to the back of my head, humped my mouth, and fucked my face. In the way that it didn't take me long to cum from two, gay men blowing me, it didn't take him long to cum from a straight man blowing him. Surprising myself again, instead of spitting out his cum, returning the sexual favor, I swallowed his load.
As soon as Chad ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth, finally done with me, he moved off of me. Then, still not done with me, Troy mounted me, too. He leaned forward and struck his prick in my mouth, too. In the way that Chad had made me his bitch, Troy did, too.
He put a heavy hand to the back of my head, humped my mouth, and fucked my face. Again, as if I was mesmerized by their pricks, as if I was hypnotized by their big snakes, I blew him in the way that I blew Chad. As if I was a gay man instead of a straight man, I stroked Troy's cock while sucking his erect prick. I gave Chad and Troy the blowjob that they gave me. I sucked their cocks as good as any gay man would suck their pricks.
Again, not taking him long to cum, he exploded a load of cum in my mouth and I swallowed that, too. Then, doing something that I never expected them to do, they both stood in front of me while masturbating themselves. They ejaculated a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, all over my chest, and across my stomach. My first and only cum bath, with me having not yet given a woman a cum bath, two gay men gave me a cum bath.
I was covered with cum. I had cum all over my face, in my hair, across my chest, and all over my stomach. In the way that I had given them both cum baths, they both gave me a cum bath, too.
# # #
I wondered if they had turned me. I wondered if I was gay. I wondered if I'd be their sexual slave from this moment forward. I wondered if this was the first time over endless times that I'd be giving oral sex to Chad and to Troy.
I wondered if I'd be sucking men's cocks instead of sucking women's tits. Yet, all that I needed to do was to think of the naked breasts of women that I had seen, touched, felt, fondled, and sucked. As soon as I thought of women's naked breasts, my cock throbbed and pulsated. I knew that I wasn't gay. I knew that giving men blowjobs was a one-time, sexual experience.
When I gave them a cum bath, they seemed to enjoy how my cum arced over their bodies and landed in their mouths, coated their faces, and dotted their hair, chest, and stomach. Then, when they wanted me to blow them, because I really didn't know how to suck a cock, I just did what I thought I'd like to be done to me. Clearly, they enjoyed my efforts in orally getting them off.
An understatement, after blowing two men, I learned a lot about myself. Even though I was curious about how it felt for a man to blow me, I'm not gay. Even after I sucked off two gay men, allowed them to cum in my mouth, and allowed them to give me a cum bath, that was something that I'd never do again.
Fortunately, I never saw Chad, Troy, or any other of my brother's gay friends again. He kept to himself and I did, too. Instead of living together, we lived as if we were living in a timeshare. Not by choice or by deliberate purpose but just how our lives seldom crossed, I was there when he wasn't home and vice versa.
# # #
Two Step Cowboy Dances Disco, Chapter 2:
Surprising myself that I had gay sex, blowing two men and them giving me a cum bath still reeled through my mind. Something I thought I'd never do; I couldn't believe that I had gay sex with two of my brother's friends last night. When I was looking to have sex with a woman, what the Hell is wrong with me to have had sex with two men?
The first time having had gay sex, clearly, I must have been as desperate as I was horny for me to have had sex with men. Not proud of myself, with my curiosity satisfied what it felt like for a man to blow me, hopefully, that will be my first and my only time having homosexual sex. I still couldn't believe that I allowed them to have their sexual way with my mouth.
Yet, to be honest, after they blew me, I never expected to blow them, too. It was one thing for them to blow me but something else entirely for them to blow me. It was never my sexual fantasy to blow a gay man, especially two, gay men and have them cum in my mouth, swallow their cum, and allow them to give me a cum bath.
Nevertheless, I'd be lying if I said that it wasn't sexually exciting to not only allow them to blow me but also to blow them, too. Yet, I'm not gay. I'm straight. Putting that all behind me, unless I'm raped in prison, I'll never have gay sex with a man again.
# # #
Glad that my kid brother remembered that I loved to dance, generous of him to do that, he gave me enough money each week to buy a couple of drinks at a bar. Fortunately, I wasn't much of a drinker. One beer to sip throughout the night was plenty enough for me. Especially when visiting a new and unfamiliar place, and surrounded by people that I didn't know, in case of trouble, not wanting to be a victim of a crime, it's better that I keep my wits about me.
Besides, I preferred single, malt scotch when I could afford it, or French, red wine of a good vintage to beer. Yet, until the time when I can afford to buy my own drinks, I stuck to sipping one beer that lasted me the whole night. Moreover, with my brother not living in the safest of neighborhoods and with more people packing concealed handguns than anywhere in the country, I needed to stay aware and trust my survival instincts when walking home from the bar in downtown Austin, Texas late at night.
Trying to fit in, I wore my cowboy hat and cowboy boots along with a rodeo buckle that I bought at a pawn shop years ago. While hoping that I'd get lucky, my brother gave me enough money to buy a woman a couple of drinks, too. Yet, with me being a nerd when it comes to women, even though I'm a good-looking man, the only thing that attracted women to me was my dancing. When dancing, I didn't have to talk to pick up a woman. I just needed to dance. Once women saw me dancing, they came to me.
Nevertheless, shy in an unfamiliar bar, and not knowing anyone, as if I was a wallflower at a school dance, I didn't have the confidence to ask a woman to dance. Not much fun sitting alone in a chair against the wall, I needed to break my bashfulness. I needed to come out of my shell. Instead, until I built up my confidence, I sat alone and watched the others dance. Better to remain silent than to stumble over my words while trying to make clumsy conversation when trying to romance an attractive woman enough to invite her home.
Seemingly, the women living in Texas are all tall. They're all blonde. They're all beautiful. They're all as shapely as they are sexy. In the seventy-years of the Miss America contest, the state of Texas has had the most winners with ten. That one statement says it all about Texas women.
Yet, my saving grace and my dating salvation, my dancing did all of my talking. Good enough of a dancer for women to notice me, I can dance. I can move. When I'm on the dance floor, I'm no longer a nerd. Swinging to the beat of the music, I'm a player.
When I hear music, unable to help myself, I want to dance. When I hear the rhythm, unable to stop moving, I want to shake my hips and move my feet. Then, when Disco was the popular music of the day, that music transformed me into a master class dancer. As if I was Hermes from Greek mythology, the messenger of the Gods, and had wings attached to the heels of my feet, I suddenly transformed into John Travolta, in Saturday Night Fever, albeit without the white suit.
# # #
Fortunately for me, within walking distance from where my brother lived, was a bar called Rocky's. I didn't have a car. Leaving that at home, I only had my loud motorcycle and one helmet, not something that a woman would want to ride on should I get lucky and drive her to my brother's house or to her house.
The bar wasn't always called Rocky's. The late night saloon used to be called The Two-Step for The Texas Two-Step because they had a dance floor and live music on Saturday nights. Filled with loud music and even louder people, Rocky's was a jumping place crowded with people who enjoyed dancing on a Saturday night as much as they enjoyed drinking. Think of Rocky's as a much bigger version of the bar used in Patrick Swayze's Road House but without the bouncers, the fist fights, and the violence.
Before changing the name of the bar to The Two-Step, the bar was called Dallas, not because the bar was in Dallas, Texas, it wasn't. The bar was in the crime riddled neighborhood of downtown Austin, Texas. The owner's name was Dallas, a big, loud, beer bellied man wearing a cowboy hat, cowboy boots, and a rodeo belt buckle, like me but without the loud mouth and the beer belly.
He had a sawed off, double, barrel shotgun beneath the bar within reach. He drove a '69, black, Cadillac Eldorado with longhorns on the hood and black and white cowskin seats. A diehard redneck, he flew a small, Rebel flag on his radio antenna. He had a bumper sticker that read, 'Real Men Don't Buy Jap Cars.'
Finally, from the Two-Step, the name of the bar was changed to Rocky's after Belle bought the place. At the same time, Sylvester Stallone's movie, Rocky, came out in December of 1976. Belle, a tall, beautiful, big breasted, blonde, barmaid with blue eyes, and a potty mouth, a bit of a whore, was the new owner of the bar. She was an attractive woman in the way that Cathy Moriarty was in Raging Bull with Robert De Niro.
Needless to write, Belle's favorite actor, and the imagined love of her life, was Sylvester Stallone. She sexually lusted over him. She loved him. As if he was her boyfriend, her lover, or her husband, she never stopped talking about him.
With her talent for impersonations, she knew every line to all of his movies and could imitate his voice along with his facial expressions perfectly. She could also do Talia Shire's voice and facial mannerisms, too, as Adrian, too. She even did the voice and the facial expressions of Adrian's brother, Paulie, played by Burt Young. Never knowing which celebrity voice would come out of her mouth, it was fun to watch her imitate famous people when asking patrons what they were drinking. Every time Sylvester came out with another movie, she played that on her big screen TVs, too.
# # #
Anytime anyone dared turn off her movie, she'd give them a ration of shit. This was her bar and she'd play whatever she wanted on her big screen TV's. Under the penalties of Belle, no one dared touch her TV's. She had warning signs on every television set.
'Do not touch the televisions.'
Then, when someone tried changing the channel or turning off the TV, she'd verbally attack them.
"Hey! What the fuck is wrong with you? Didn't your mother teach you no manners," she asked in her loud, booming voice that stopped everything?
She focused her attention on the man who dared touch her television set.
"I don't come in your fucking house and turn off your fucking TV? Well, this is my fucking house and these are my fucking TVs. Don't touch my fucking television," she said leaning over the bar to expose her long line of sexy cleavage before slamming her club loudly down on the bar.
She continued leaning over her bar while staring at the perpetrator.
"This bar is called Rocky's for a reason. You don't like Sylvester Stallone? If you don't like what I'm playing, get the fuck out of my bar!"
The man stood with hat in hand.
"Sorry, Belle," he said sitting down.
# # #
A real fan, she was a fountain of personal information about the private life of Sylvester Stallone. As if she was a jealous lover, she continually commented on his wives and on his lovers. She freely offered personal information and rumored tidbits about Stallone to anyone who asked and/or even to those who didn't ask. Seemingly focused on him as if she was married to him, Sylvester Stallone was her main topic of discussion.
Undoubtedly, she was in love with him. Belle knew everything about Sylvester Stallone. Seemingly, with this her bar, she couldn't get enough of watching Sylvester Stallone movies, especially Rocky movies. The bar was filled with three, big screen TV's playing Rocky from the time that she opened to when she closed. The only time she turned off the televisions was when the music played for dancing. As soon as dancing ended, she turned on her TV's.
Sometimes, Belle wore a red, boxing robe with Italian Stallion in gold letters on the back like the one that Sly wore in Rocky II. She wore the robe without wearing a bra to sexually tease her male patrons by exposing and flashing them her long line of sexy cleavage and most of her big, naked breasts. She routinely flashed her big tits to male customers in the way that Isadora Goresther as Svetlana Yevgenivna flashed her tits when she played the busty, Russian barmaid at the Alibi Bar in Shameless.
Whenever Belle flashed her cleavage along with her huge breasts, she earned more in tips. Her male customers loved seeing a surprised view of most of her huge, naked breasts. Immodestly immoral, she wasn't shy, ashamed, or embarrassed by showing men what God gave her. She continually pretended that her robe had become untied to slowly retie her robe in front of someone that she wanted to flash for him to tip her.
After finding suitable employment and renting a small, studio apartment, while I continued living in Austin, Texas, Belle still owned the bar. I continued visiting Rocky's every Saturday night to dance. Only, changing from a slum to an up and coming neighborhood, gay residents and young, upwardly mobile professionals, Yuppies, bought up all of the rundown houses to make them over. As soon as they moved into the neighborhood, house prices and real estate taxes skyrocketed. With more police surveillance patrolling the neighborhood, along with more arrests, the crime rate significantly went down.
# # #
True to form, Belle continued showing Rocky movies. Rocky II came out in 1979, Rocky III in 1982, Rocky IV in 1985, Rocky V in 1990, Rocky Balboa in 2006, Creed in 2015, and finally Creed II in 2018. Normally, much like the Godfather movies, where the original Godfather and Godfather II were good, Godfather III wasn't as good as the first two movies. Usually, sequels aren't as good as the original movie but, surprisingly Godfather II and Rocky II were as good as the original Godfather and Rocky movies, if not better.
As an actor, a writer, a producer, and/or a director, when latching onto a good thing, and when a movie brings in a mountain of money, why change the formula? Best to continue what worked before while hoping that the movie success will snowball again to make even more money. Afraid to come out with anything fresh and unproven, that would explain why Hollywood continues to rehash the same storylines but with different actors and directors.
How many times have we seen the same shoot 'em up, and blow 'em up movies? How many times have we watched the same love stories? How many times have we seen the same westerns, the same war stories, and the same rehashed sequels over and again with the same, tired plots?
The best movies are the movies that we remember and the movies that we want to see again. They are the original movies that we can watch dozens of times. The Wizard of Oz with Judy Garland is one. It's a Wonderful Life with Jimmy Stewart and Donna Reed is another. Star Wars is another. Good Fellas with De Niro, Sorvino, Pesci, Bracco, and Liotta. Francis Ford Coppola's Apocalypse Now. Gone with the Wind. The Godfather. Lord of the Rings. Shawshank Redemption. Pulp Fiction. Schindler's List. Citizen Kane, Rocky, and Harry Potter movies are movies we all love to watch.
Then, when Stallone came out with Rambo, I was surprised that Belle didn't change the name of the bar from Rocky to Rambo. I was surprised that she didn't blacken her face and dress herself in army fatigues to look like him. Yet, no matter, she showed that movie on their big screen TV's alongside with the Rocky movies, too.
First Blood was released in 1982, Rambo II in 1985, Rambo III in 1988, John Rambo in 2008 and, finally, Rambo Last Blood premiered in 2019. Many lesser acclaimed movies of Stallone's were released in between. Except for Cop Land released in 1997, many of his movies bombed. Yet, as long as Belle still owned the bar, there was always a Sylvester Stallone movie playing on her big screen TV's.
Then, in the way of Rocky and Rambo, The Expendables, was released in 2010. A big hit, the movie was loaded with talent, Jason Statham, Jet Li, Dolph Lundgren, Eric Roberts, Steve Austin, Terry Crews, Micky Rourke, and Arnold Schwarzenegger. The Expendables 2 was released in 2012. The Expendables 3 was released in 2014 and, finally, The Expendables 4 was released in 2023.
Nevertheless, none of the other of Stallone's movies reached the success of Rocky and/or Rambo. Again, I was surprised that beautiful Belle didn't change its name from Rocky's to Sly's Saloon, or to The Expendables. I was surprised that she didn't have replicas of automatic weapons decorating the walls. Nonetheless, she still entertained her customers by doing her impersonations and flashing her tits.
As if he was her bouncer, she had a bigger than life, 7', three-hundred-pound, replica statue of Rocky wearing boxing gloves with his arms raised, and chained to the front door. The statue was the image of him running up the stairs of the Philadelphia Museum of Art and turning to the music of Gonna Fly Now in Rocky. Framed behind glass so that no one could deface them, she had huge movie posters of Rocky's movies on nearly every wall of her bar.
So that no one could touch them or steal them, she had autographed photos of Sylvester Stallone hanging on the wall behind the bar and over her top shelf stuff. No doubt, she had written to him and sent him photos of her and her bar. I wondered if she photographed herself wearing her Italian Stallion boxing robe. I wondered if she showed him her big, naked tits in the way that she continually flashed her customers her huge, naked breasts. In the way of a presidential library, Belle's bar was more of a Rocky museum devoted to Sylvester Stallone.



# # #
Yet, even though it may seem that this story is about gay men, about Sylvester Stallone, about Belle, about Rocky, or about Rambo, it's not. This story isn't about that or about any of them. This story is about me and about a woman named Debbie that I met and danced with at Rocky's. Alas, a love story that didn't last, this is our short lived, love story.
My name is David and, back then, when Disco was the hip, popular music, and the dance craze music of the day, I was in my element. Especially with ABBA, Donna Summer, the Bee Gees, Rick James, Prince, Blondie, Michael Jackson, Diana Ross, Pointer Sisters, the Village People, Earth, Wind & Fire, and Gloria Gaynor releasing more songs to dance to, I was 25-years-old.
Now, forty-years later, with my good times over, but with a lifetime of memories, I'm no longer in my prime. I'm no longer dancing in the way of Dick Van Dyke is still dancing every day at 97. At 65-years-old, all that I have are my distant memories, and thank God for that. At least I lived an exciting life and have those remembrances to relive when I'm feeling old, lonely, unfulfilled, and unsatisfied.
In the way that Bruce Willis now has Dementia, that could have been me with all the blows that I took to my head on my way in earning my black belt in martial arts. Yet, Dementia has many other reasons for getting that condition than just blows to the head. If blows to the head were the only reason for getting dementia, then, every professional boxer, football player, hockey player, and professional wrestler would have dementia but most of them don't.
About a fifteen-minute walk, Rocky's was the bar that I walked to from my brother's house to, hopefully, meet a woman and dance with her. Crowded with people drinking, talking, dancing, and watching Sylvester Stallone movies, the place was always jumping until 2 am. Fortunately for me, my dating salvation, and my only way to meet women, my mother, and my older sister taught me how to dance long ago. Perfecting my moves by adding more dance steps, I've been dancing ever since.
Allowing me to stand out, most men don't dance. Most men don't know how to dance. Most men don't like to dance. I loved to dance. No matter what kind of music, unless it's classical music, I can dance to pop, rock, country, hip-hop, R & B, folk, jazz, and disco. Because of my dancing, women wanted to dance with me. Rocky's is where I met Debbie.
# # #
Normally, by the time that I entered the bar around 10 pm, people were already coupled up, sitting around talking, and drinking. I was ready to order a beer from the bar and, while standing behind the bar directly in front of me, Belle surprised me as much as she sexually excited me. She pretended to retie her Rocky robe while flashing me her long line of sexy cleavage, her big, naked breasts, and her erect nipples. She looked down at herself as if looking to see what she was showing me before she looked up at me and smiled.
Leaving me speechless, unable to look away from her naked breasts to order my drink, I love big, breasted women, especially older women and, with her definitely older, Belle, certainly, had huge breasts. For a forty-something-year-old woman, she had enormous breasts and shapely breasts with big nipples. With me an expert in judging the size of women's breasts, I guessed that Belle had at least double D cup breasts, if not bigger. She may even have had an F cup, a triple D cup, the same size breasts as Christina Hendricks and Sofia Vergara.
With me 6' 4" tall in my stocking feet, and looking 6' 8" tall with my cowboy hat and my shit kicking, cowboy boots, no doubt, she thought that I had a big dick and she'd be right. As most men in Texas do, I looked more like the cowboy that I'm not. I looked more like 6' 3" Toby Keith or 6' 7" Trace Adkins than I looked like myself, a shy and softspoken, CAD-CAM draftsman. She surprised me that she was sexually attracted to 5' 9", Sylvester Stallone, in the sexual way that she stared at me, clearly, she was attracted to me, a much taller man.
Never having met a woman as sexually forward as Belle, with her somehow, already knowing my favorite scotch, it was as if she already knew me. As soon as I bellied up to the bar, after giving me a show of her big titties, before I even had the chance to ask her for a beer, she poured me a shot of Laphroag 18. Afraid to drink the shot because I couldn't afford to pay for it, she said something that I never expected her to say.
"For you, cowboy," she said with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "With this your first time in here, it's on the house. Welcome to Rocky's," she said with a smile while giving me a sexy wink.
She laughed while giving me a look of sexual seduction. Something that I normally do when meeting a hot woman, she undressed me with her eyes while imagining me naked. Suddenly filled with sexual anticipation for Belle, she made me nervous. I've never been sexually seduced by a woman. I've never had sex with a woman who was old enough to be my mother.
"With you looking like a virgin at your first dance, you look as if you could use it. Drink up," she said.
Instead of gulping down the shot of scotch. I sipped it. I enjoyed it while visualizing Belle's naked breasts again. If this is how my first night here would go, with Belle flashing me her tits, and buying me a drink, I'm going to like Rocky's.
# # #
That first night, having just met Belle in the way that I had just met Chad and Troy, she surprised me as much as she sexually excited me. On the pretense that she wanted to show me something, Belle invited me behind the bar. She took me by my hand to a small apartment that she had in a secret room with an ensuite bathroom. She had camera screens that videotaped and monitored the bar, a television, a bed, a desk, and cases of top shelf booze everywhere. Clearly, this is where she stored the good stuff.
In the way that Chad and Troy had done, with her knowing what she sexually wanted, she wanted me. I've never had a woman sexually want me in the way that Belle, obviously, wanted me. Not taking no for an answer, not that I'd ever say no to her, she pushed me back on her bed.
Then, while I watched with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth gaping open, she slowly and sexily removed her robe while staring down at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look. She exposed her big, shapely, naked breasts and her erect nipples to my horny eyes again. As if she was a stripper without a pole, as soon as her robe slowly slid from her shoulders to her feet, she cupped her big breasts in the palms of her hands.
Continuing to sexually tease me, while staring down at me, she slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips. She fondled her big, naked breasts in the way that I couldn't wait to fondle her enormous tits. While still staring down at me, and continuing to sexually tease me, she lifted one breast to her mouth to suck her right nipple before lifting her other breast to her mouth to suck her left nipple. As soon as she sucked her nipples, they grew bigger.
She had the biggest breasts and the biggest nipples that I had ever seen. I loved her huge breasts and her big, erect nipples. I couldn't wait to suck her nipples in the way that she sucked her nipples. Then, as if she could read my mind, she said what I wanted to hear.
"I'll let you fondle my breasts and suck my nipples if you let me stroke your cock and suck your prick," she said. "I love giving blowjobs, and I'd love to give you a blowjob, cowboy," she said. "I'd even allow you to cum in my mouth. Yet, before I do, first things first, what's your name?"
She didn't have to ask me twice to fondle her breasts and suck her nipples while she stroked and sucked my cock. I looked up at her to give her a nervous, little laugh. I couldn't believe that she not only exposed her naked breasts to me again but also, she'd allow me to fondle her breasts and suck her nipples if I allowed her to blow me. She'd even allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth. Who would turn down that offer, especially from a good looking, big breasted woman who looked like her?
"David," I said. "My name is David."
She returned my laugh with her laugh. I couldn't believe that I was about to have sex with this beautiful, blonde, busty, older woman who had the biggest breasts, and the bluest eyes.
"I'm Belle. I own this bar," she said with pride.
# # #
An offer too good to say no to, how could I turn that down? Belle not only would allow me to fondle her big, naked breasts and suck her erect nipples but also, she'd stroke my prick and suck my prick. She'd even allow me to cum in her mouth? Having just met the woman, I couldn't believe she wanted to blow me. No woman has ever deliberately shown me her naked breasts. No woman has ever asked to blow me. Belle did both.
As if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, I watched as she unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled down my jeans. Then, in the way that Chad and Troy moved to their knees, Belle moved to her knees, too. She took my stiff, erect prick in her hand to tease the head of my big dick with her manicured fingertips before slowly stroking me. Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, she took me in her mouth to suck me while staring up at me. Never had a woman blown me after having just met her.
As soon as she touched my cock, I was all over her massive breasts. I touched her tits. I felt her tits. I fondled her tits. I fingered her nipples. Pulling them, turning them, and twisting her nipples to her obvious, sexual delight, I had my sexual way with Belle's big breasts and her erect nipples while she had her sexual way with my big, naked dick.
"Oh, my God," she said removing my cock from her mouth to speak.
As if she was an artist trying to see perspective, she leaned back as if trying to get a better look of my giant prick.
"I figured you had a big prick but I never suspected your cock to be this big," she said with a dirty laugh. "Your cock is huge. You have the biggest dick I've ever seen, stroked, and sucked."
She leaned forward and kissed my prick. Then, she licked my prick. No one, not even Chad or Troy had ever kissed licked my prick before Belle kissed and licked my prick.
"I love your big dick. I'm willing to stretch my mouth to suck your monster," she said with another laugh. "I don't have time to fuck you now with all of the customers in my bar, but maybe, another day soon, you can come to my house and fuck me," she said.
Hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe Belle exposed her naked breasts to me. I couldn't believe she allowed me to not only fondle her big tits but also suck her erect nipples, too. If that wasn't enough, she blew me. She allowed me to cum in her mouth.
If this was the 50's and a woman blew me and allowed me to cum in her mouth, I'd be obligated to marry her. Women didn't give men oral sex back then, unless they were going to marry them, in the way that women will give nearly any man a blowjob today. Yet, even though she was much older than me, with her so beautiful, so sexy, and so shapely, and with her having huge breasts, I'd marry her if she'd marry me.
Then, not done sexually surprising me, she offered to invite me to her house to fuck me. I'd love to spend hours with her beautiful, naked body. I'd love to masturbate her, eat her, make love to her, and then fuck her. Even though I was twenty-something years younger than her, I'd love to make her my woman. Then, shocking me again, she stared up at me and said something that no one has ever said to me and something that I never expected her to say to me.
"Have you ever considered becoming a porn star," she said with a dirty laugh while kissing the head of my cock and giving me another sexy smile and a naughty laugh? "I'd love to watch you having sex with another woman," she said. "I may know someone who'd be interested in talking to you about making porn movies," she said.
'What? Belle would love to watch me have sex with another woman? Does she have someone in mind that she'd love to watch me having sex with? Is she a swinger? Is she into threesomes? I'm lucky to sexually satisfy one woman, I can't imagine having sex with two women,' I thought.
To be continued...
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Two-Step Cowboy Dances Disco, Ch. 3
David danced with Debbie on the way to sex and love.
Rewritten and Continued from Two-Step Cowboy Dances Disco, Chapter 2:
An offer too good to say no to, how could I turn that down? Belle not only offered to allow me to fondle her humongous, naked breasts and suck her erect nipples but also, she'd stroke my prick and suck my prick. She'd not only blow me but also, she'd even allow me to cum in her mouth? With me a breast man, how could I say not to fondling her enormous breasts and suck and finger her erect nipples while she sucked my dick?
Having just met the woman, something that had never happened to me, I couldn't believe she wanted to blow me. This tall, beautiful, busty, blue-eyed, blonde woman wanted to suck my cock. After having just met her, no woman has ever deliberately shown me her naked breasts. No woman has ever asked to blow me. Belle did both.
Glad that I had chosen Rocky's to drink and dance, with more than 600 other bars in Austin, Texas, what are the odds that I'd pick the bar where the stunning owner offered to give me sex? Maybe, my destiny is to fall in love with an older woman, a woman nearly twice my age. Perhaps, after being afraid to approach women that are my age, I'm more comfortable with Belle because she's older and more my mother's age.
Overthinking it to the point of paralyzing myself, if I hooked up with Belle as my steady girlfriend, there'd be those who'd accuse me of wanting to have sex with my mother. Yet, I wouldn't care what they thought because I've never been sexually attracted to my mother. I'd never have sex with my mother. Moreover, my mother, other than she was tall, looked nothing like Belle. Not wanting to ruin the moment, I kept my mouth shut.
# # #
As if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, I watched as she unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled down my jeans. I wondered how many men at the bar wished they could be me right now with Belle getting ready to blow me. I wondered how many men she had done to them what she was doing to me. Then, in the way that Chad and Troy moved to their knees, Belle moved to her knees, too.
As if I was hypnotized, while she stared up at me smiling, I watched her take my stiff, erect prick in her hand to tease the head of my big dick with her manicured fingertips before slowly stroking me. Then, mesmerized, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, she took me in her mouth to suck me while continuing to stare up at me. A first time for everything, never had a woman blown me after having just met her.
As soon as she touched my cock, I was all over her massive breasts. I touched her tits. I felt her tits. I fondled her tits. I fingered her nipples. Pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples to her obvious, sexual delight, I had my sexual way with Belle's massive breasts and her erect nipples while she had her sexual way with my big, naked dick. While she sucked my cock, I leaned forward to suck her nipples.
"Oh, my God," she said removing my cock from her mouth to speak.
Thinking there was something wrong, I stopped sucking her nipples to look down at her. As if she was an artist trying to see perspective by comparing my big dick to something in the background, she leaned back as if trying to get a better look of my giant prick. Then, she grabbed an empty beer bottle and compared it to my erect prick. Proud that it was, my cock was nearly an inch taller than the beer bottle.
# # #
She tossed the beer bottle in her recycling bin and looked up at me in shock.
"I figured you had a big prick but I never suspected your cock to be this big," she said with a dirty laugh. "Your cock is huge. You have the biggest dick I've ever seen, stroked, and sucked."
I laughed.
"And you have the biggest and the shapeliest tits that I've ever seen, touched, felt, and fondled," I said with a dirty laugh.
While continuing to stare up at me with her big, beautiful, blue eyes, she leaned forward and kissed my prick. Then, she licked my prick. No one, not even Chad or Troy had ever kissed licked my prick before Belle kissed and licked my prick. Seemingly, a sexual match made in Heaven, Belle loved my cock as much as I loved her tits.
"I love your big dick, David. I'm willing to stretch my mouth to suck your monster," she said with another laugh. "I don't have time to fuck you now with all of the customers in my bar, but maybe, another day soon, you can come to my house and fuck me," she said. "I'd love to feel you deep inside of me while you pound my pussy."
I put a gentle hand to the back of her blonde heard while running my fingers through her hair.
"I love your wonderful breasts," I said continuing to fondle them while fingering her nipples.
Hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe Belle exposed her naked breasts to me. I couldn't believe she allowed me to not only fondle her big tits but also suck her erect nipples, too. If that wasn't enough, she blew me. She allowed me to cum in her mouth.
# # #
If this was the 50's and a woman blew me and allowed me to cum in her mouth, I'd be obligated to marry her. Seventy-years ago, women didn't suck cock and swallow cum unless they had a diamond on their finger. In the way that women will give nearly any man a blowjob today, women didn't give men oral sex back then, unless they were going to marry them. Unlike today with nearly all women sucking cock, the only women who sucked cock back then and allowed men to cum in their mouths were whores, hookers, prostitutes, escorts, and call girls.
Yet, even though Belle was much older than me, at least by twenty-years, with her so beautiful, so sexy, and so shapely, and with her having huge breasts, I'd marry her if she'd marry me. Actually, with me looking ten-years older than my age, Belle looked ten-years younger than her age, we looked to be the same age. If I was going to sexually fantasize over any woman while masturbating myself, that woman would be Belle.
Then, not done sexually surprising me, she offered to invite me to her house to fuck me. Taking my time undressing her and stripping her naked, I'd love to spend hours with her beautiful body. I'd love to masturbate her, eat her, make love to her, and then fuck her. Even though I was twenty-something years younger than her, I'd love to make her my woman. Then, shocking me again, she stared up at me and said something that no one has ever said to me and something that I never expected her to say to me.
"Have you ever considered becoming a porn star," she said with a dirty laugh while kissing the head of my cock and giving me another sexy smile and a naughty laugh? "I'd love to watch you having sex with another woman. We could have a threesome," she said. "I may know someone who'd be interested in talking to you about making a porn movie," she said.
'What? Belle would love to watch me have sex with another woman? Does she have someone in mind that she'd love to watch me having sex with? She'd be willing to have a threesome? Is she a swinger? Is she bi-sexual? Is she into threesomes? I'm lucky to sexually satisfy one woman, I can't imagine having sex with two women,' I thought.
# # #
Two-Step Cowboy Dances Disco, Chapter 3:
Glad that Belle took the sexual lead, unfortunately, I'm too much of a nerd to make my sexual move with her and/or to approach a woman, especially an attractive women. It wasn't until I had a beer to give me the false courage that I needed, to feel confident enough to talk to, flirt with, dance with, and, hopefully, invite a woman home to sexually seduce her. In the meantime, moving to the music, I danced alone while hoping that a woman would approach me and ask me to dance.
The next Saturday night, I returned to the bar. Undressing me with her eyes, Belle gave me the eye as if she wanted to fuck me.
Yet, the bar was crowded and she was busy. Besides, with so many young, tall, blonde women in attendance, when comparing her to them, I wanted someone my own age. Probably because the women in Texas aren't as ethnic, unless their Hispanic or Mexican, Texas has so very many beautiful women. Other states, especially those states on the east coast are flooded with Italians, Sicilians, Asians, Black, Irish, English, and French.
More important than sex, at least for the time being, I wanted to dance. And with Belle stuck behind the bar working, she wouldn't be my preferred dance partner. Besides, until she invited me home to her place, she wasn't ready to fuck me in the way that I wished that I could fuck her. Becoming lost in her arms, she was a woman that I could make love to and fuck all night. Indeed, she was a woman that I could marry and live with happily ever after.
# # #
I held my beer in one hand without spilling a drop as I danced alone. While waiting for a woman to make her move, talk to me, and ask me to dance, I continued dancing. I saw some women giving me the eye, especially very tall women. I danced the Texas two-step to country and western songs along with a crowd of dancers. As I danced, I looked around the bar at so many good-looking, sexy, and shapely women.
There were so many tall, blonde, pretty women, I had my choice of women, if only I had the nerve to approach one. Even after Belle sucked my cock and allowed me to ejaculate a load of cum in her mouth the week before, as if I had never had sex, I felt horny, again. There were so many good-looking, young women in attendance but, trying to get up the gumption to ask one to dance, I didn't have the confidence to approach any of them.
Suddenly, I felt like the nerd that I am and will always be. I felt as if I was back in high school with my pocket protector, my Texas Instrument calculator, and my glasses with white, adhesive tape holding the glasses together. I took marital arts lessons to give me confidence, and even though I earned my black belt, the confidence that I needed to approach women hasn't changed. I had more confidence to face them in a dojo than I did in asking them to dance in a bar.
I'm still a loner. I'm still a loser. I'm still without a woman in my life. Yet, Belle saw something in me that she wanted. She saw me for the man that I could be instead of the nerd that I am.
Since this was Texas, the land of the tall, blonde, beautiful women, many of the women at the bar were tall, blonde, blue-eyed, and small breasted women with nice asses. A few, shorter women with darker hair had big breasts but nothing like Belle's huge tits. I lusted over Belle again but not wanting her to be my steady diet, I needed to find a woman my age. I needed a relationship and not just a fuck buddy. I needed to find someone to fall in love with and someone who'd fall in love with me, too.
Actually, even though she was twenty-years older than me, I could fall in love with Belle. Unfortunately, she was too old to have children. I wanted children. I wanted a son and a daughter. I wanted grandchildren. I wanted offsprings who' care for me in my old age.
# # #
After going to the bar over the course of a couple weeks, an attractive, brunette woman noticed me dancing alone and asked me to dance. With Belle leaning across the bar while watching me dance with a younger woman, this younger woman was as sexy as she was shapely. Seemingly, Belle was jealous that I danced with a woman nearly half her age. Maybe, she wouldn't be as jealous if I allowed her to watch us having sex. Then, again, maybe, she'd be even more jealous if I dared have sex with this woman while she watched.
"I'm Debbie," she said giving me a big smile and lighting me up with her big, brown, beautiful eyes. "What's your name?"
I guzzled the rest of my beer and put the empty glass on a table. Glad that she approached me first to hopefully get me out of my shell, I returned her big smile with my big smile. Now, that she approached me, I didn't want to ruin it by not talking to her. I needed to make the most of my time with her. Hoping to get lucky, maybe once she danced with me standing upright, she'd want to dance with me lying down naked without our clothes.
"David," I said.
'Debbie and David sitting in a tree, k-i-s-s-i-n-g,' I thought.
# # #
Unfortunately, with Debbie a brunette, and only 5' 4" tall, not that she was short, but average, between the 2" heels of my cowboy boots and my cowboy hat, she wasn't even up to my shoulder. I felt like Blake Sheldon with Gwen Stefani when she's not wearing heels. Normally, I'm sexually attracted to taller, big breasted, blonde women, and Belle was definitely my type. I wished that Debbie had Taylor Swift's 5' 11" height. If only Belle was my age, twenty-five-years-old, instead of forty-something-years-old, my kind of big, breasted woman, I could have fallen in love with her.
While dancing with Debbie, I prefer staring in a woman's eyes than staring down at the top of her head. Belle was tall, about 5' 10" tall, and about 6' 1" tall with her high heels. Unfortunately, with her old enough to be my mother. Alas, if only Belle was my age, I imagined marrying her.
Yet, whenever I ordered a beer, she'd deliberately flashed me her long, sexy line of cleavage and her big, naked tits while making her flashes appear accidental. No doubt, if only I'd make the move to sexually seduce her, she'd love to dance with me naked while lying down in her backroom again. Instead, I wished she'd invite me home to fuck her. With us having hot sex all night long, I'd love to make love to her and fuck her in every room of her house.
Yet, no matter Debbie's height, she was very pretty, had a great personality, and a good sense of humor. She had a well-rounded body with a nice ass and C cup or D cup breasts. Seemingly, at first glance, she'd not only make for a good wife but also, I imagined that she'd make for a good mother, too.
Something that I loved a woman doing, she enjoyed displaying her big breasts by exposing her long, line of sexy cleavage when wearing her low-cut tops. I could tell by the shape of her breasts that she wasn't wearing a bra. As soon as I held her and she danced with me, either she was cold or sexually aroused, but her big nipples made their presence known through her low-cut top. Feeling as if she belonged there, I loved holding her in my arms.
Enamored with her big tits, I enjoyed watching the tops of her breasts jiggle, while I stared at her big breasts bouncing up and down as we danced. Something that sexually excited me to do and that was thrilling for me to do, I loved watching her big breasts move and jiggle. Something that I shall always remember and will never forget, with her a good dancer, as good of a dancer as I was, I loved dancing with Debbie. We made for a good dance team.
# # #
If they still had marathon, dance contests in the way that they did in the 1930's in the movie, They Shoot Horses, Don't They, starring Jane Fonda, Michael Sarazin, and Susannah York, we'd win? With us both dancing fools, and with me spinning her around and dipping her, when dancing together, we made everyone else look bad. Sometimes, giving us the floor, the crowd parted to watch us dance alone.
When I wasn't staring down Debbie's blouse at her jiggling breasts and at her cleavage, while close dancing with her, with my one beer giving me the sexual courage, I copped cheap feels of her shapely ass. Even though I wasn't an ass man but a breast man, Debbie had a nice, firm ass, no doubt from dancing. Her ass was as shapely as Jennifer Biel, Lady Gaga, Jennifer Lawrence, Scarlett Johansson, Jennifer Lopez, Kate Upton, Rihanna, Beyonce, and Sofia Vergara's asses.
With her not slapping my hand away and/or reprimanding me for touching her and feeling her round and firm ass, I took even more sexual liberties by continuing to rest my hand on her shapely backside through her short skirt and panties. I felt her ass as if she was already my woman. Seemingly, she was my woman by the loving way that she stared up at me.
With her enjoying me touching and feeling her, I left my hand on her ass all the while that I close danced with her. As if I was already having sex with her, and as if I already owned her ass, I loved cupping her sweet ass in the palm of my big hand. Then, taking a chance that she wouldn't push me away or slap me, I squeezed her shapely ass as if we were already in bed naked and fucking.
Normally, a nerd, except when dancing, especially with Debbie, I loved dancing with her. Before Belle flashed me her naked breasts, allowed me to fondle her tits and suck her nipples while she sucked my cock, dancing was my way to meet and pickup women. My alcohol consumption of one beer gave me the sexual courage that I normally didn't have to talk to women. Whenever I danced with a woman, suddenly filled with confidence, I romanced women with my dancing moves, and with my subtle touches and feels.
In the way that I had copped cheap feels of her ass, while close dancing with her, I copped cheap feels of her big breasts, too. With me a breast man, I loved feeling her breasts even more than I loved feeling her ass. Slowly sliding my hand across the front of her, I felt her erect nipples. I couldn't believe that she wasn't wearing a bra. I had enough of a feel of her naked breasts through her sheer top that I could imagine what her naked breasts looked like.
Again, with her not slapping my hand away, Debbie didn't seem to mind me taking sexual liberties with her shapely and sexy body. Definitely, natural breasts and not implants, her big breasts felt as firm as they felt soft. Definitely bigger than a C cup, her breasts felt as if they were a D cup.
'I love tits, especially big tits,' I thought while copping cheap feels of Debbie's breasts.
# # #
After that first night when we danced together, one of the things that I liked about Debbie was that every time I saw her, she wore a short skirt. She had shapely legs with defined calf muscles. Seemingly, she enjoyed showing off her legs when wearing a short skirt in the way that she enjoyed showing off her big breasts by wearing low-cut tops without wearing a bra. The total package, she looked just as sexy wearing her short skirts as she did when wearing her low-cut tops.
Most women at the bar wore blue jeans and loose tops that didn't show the size and the shape of their breasts nor their cleavage. Nearly all women in the bar wore bras. With Debbie's breasts up where they should be and not sagging at all, she looked good without wearing a brassiere. No doubt, ashamed of their unshapely legs and/or their small breasts by keeping them covered, they didn't have the shapely legs and/or the big breasts that Debbie had. Their uniforms of choice were blue jeans, loose tops, and sneakers.
Yet, with most of the women at the bar tall blondes, in the way that Belle was a tall blonde, I wished that Debbie was tall blonde, too. In the way that I have a thing for tall, women with big tits, I have a thing for women with blonde hair, especially natural, blonde hair and not dyed, blonde hair. Debbie's uniform of choice was short skirts, low-cut tops, and high heels that made her 5' 7" tall. With her dancing backwards with heels while wearing a short skirt, I imagined that I was her Fred Astaire, and she was my Ginger Rogers.
When close dancing with her, one of the things that I enjoyed doing with Debbie, was deliberately raising her short skirt high enough to expose her white panties. With her seemingly unaware that I was exposing her panties, it sexually excited me to flash Debbie's panty clad ass. Not acting as if she knew her panty clad backside was exposed to the crowd, I didn't know if she knew that I was flashing her panty clad ass. Yet, with her not slapping my hand away or reaching behind her to pull down her skirt, I took that as her permission to continue flashing her.



Maybe, she knew that I was flashing her panties. Maybe, she enjoyed me flashing her panties as much as I enjoyed flashing her panties. Maybe, she was as much of an exhibitionist as I was a voyeur. Yet, the more that I flashed her panties, the more that she allowed me to flash her panties. While pretending that I was unaware the I was exposing her, I continued raising her skirt higher and longer until I raised her short skirt all the way up to her waist and kept it there while close dancing with her.
No doubt, in the way that I masturbated over dancing with Debbie and over Belle showing me her naked breasts and blowing me, I'll be masturbating over flashing Debbie's panties to a dance floor and a bar full of men. Besides, every time I twirled her around, her short skirt collected around her waist. Every time I spun her, especially to those sitting and watching us dance, she flashed more than just the back of her panties. She flashed her panty clad, pussy mound, her camel toe, and her dark patch of dark brown pubic hair that was clearly visible through her panties, too.
# # #
It was late, around midnight and, having finished my one beer, I was out of money. Time to go home, I needed to say my goodbyes to Belle and to Debbie. I'd love to ask Debbie to come home with me, but I didn't have the confidence to do that, not yet. I'll be masturbating tonight and tomorrow morning over imagining her naked and having sex with me.
I'd have to dance with her for another year before I made that kind of sexual move. I'd have a better chance of asking Belle to come home with me. Obviously, for her to show me her naked breasts, allow me to fondle them while sucking her nipples as she sucked my cock, an understatement, she liked me. She had already confessed that she wanted to fuck me.
"Bye Belle. I'll see you next week," I said.
Sexually surprising me, she deliberately opened her Rocky, boxing robe all the way to flash me her naked breasts again. She laughed. I loved seeing her big, naked tits.
"Good night, cowboy," she said looking down at her exposed breasts before staring up at me with a sexy smile. "We'll miss you," she said laughing while cupping her big breasts in the palm of her hands and waving me her goodbye to me with her big, naked tits.
I walked to Debbie's table. She sat with some of her friends. They all looked up at me as if they had been talking about me.
"Well, thanks for dancing with me, Debbie. It's late and I have a long walk home. I'll see you next week, maybe," I said waving to her and hoping that I'd see her again.
Surprising me, not allowing me to leave without her, she gulped down the rest of her beer.
"Wait," she said. "I'll give you a ride home," she said standing up from the table. "It's not safe to walk through this neighborhood, especially at this hour," she said with a sexy laugh.
# # #
Only, as I found out later, a ride home wasn't the only thing that she wanted to give me. I was glad that I decided not to drive my Honda 360, racing bike to the bar, the only transportation that I had at the time. We walked out the door to her car, a '70 Oldsmobile, red convertible with white, leather interior. It was a better car than my brother's '71, white, Plymouth Fury with a black vinyl top, an old man's car compared to Debbie's, bright, red, hot convertible.
A short ride home instead of a long walk, comfortable on my own turf, I invited her inside my brother's house for a beer. Thankfully, he wasn't home. He's never home. Yet, unsure how to go about it, I hoped to get lucky with Debbie in the way that I got lucky with Chad and Troy a couple of weeks ago, and with Belle last week.
I'd love to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to slowly undress her. I'd love to strip her naked. Too pretty for me not to want to make love to her, I'd love to have sex with Debbie. In the way that I wanted to masturbate, eat, make love to, and fuck Belle, I wanted to do all of those sexual things to Debbie, too.
Suddenly, into blowjobs after two gay men and Belle sucked my cock, I'd love Debbie to blow me, too. I'd love her to suck my cock while I fondled her big, naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. I'd love to put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I'd love to hump her mouth and fuck her face. I'd love to cum in her beautiful mouth and watch her swallow my cum.
Yet, unfortunately, not all women are into giving men, especially a man that they had just met and hardly know, oral sex. Moreover, many women would never allow a man to cum in their mouths. Sad to say but true, most women are spitters instead of swallowers. I hoped Debbie wanted to blow me as much as I wanted her to blow me.
Yet, with me reverting back to being a nerd again, afraid to make my sexual move, afraid to even kiss her, we sat on the couch and talked as if we were old friends or brother and sister. Again, unless I'm on the dance floor copping cheap feels of her sexy and shapely body, I revert back to being bashfully shy. Lacking confidence, I feared making any sexual move to sexually, seduce her. Not wanting to alienate her, I feared that she may not like me in that way.
# # #
"Well," she said. "I'm waiting for you to make your move to kiss me," she said. "Don't you want to kiss me? Don't you like me," she asked while staring up at me with those big, beautiful, brown eyes?
I gave her an embarrassed smile.
"Sorry, I'm not very sexually experienced. To be honest, I was waiting for you to kiss me. I was hoping that you'd make the first sexual move," I said.
Fortunately for me, instead of rejecting me, Debbie took the lead to sexually seduce me. She leaned into me, looked up at me, smiled and then, she kissed me. Something that I dared myself to do, but unable to do, I couldn't believe she kissed me.
Then, surprising me again, she parted my lips with her tongue. Something that I had never expected her to do, the first time that I woman had kissed me before I kissed her, she French kissed me. Now, filled with confidence with her giving me a deep, wet kiss, I returned her kiss with my kiss.
'Wow,' I thought. 'She must really like me to not only kiss me but also to French kiss me.'
Then, not stopping with just a French kiss, something that I had never expected her to do, as if giving me her permission to touch and feel her, she reached down to feel my growing erection through my jeans. Teasing me into having a bigger and harder erection, she fingered the head of my growing prick with her long, manicured fingers. While she continued feeling my stiff prick, she continued making out with me while allowing me to touch and feel her through her clothes.
There's nothing like French kissing a woman while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I loved making out with her as much as I loved touching her and feeling her. I loved feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples through her bra. I loved feeling her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties. Then, taking a chance that she wouldn't slap my hand away and/or slap my face, I reached my horny hand beneath her short skirt and cupped her pussy through her panties.
I couldn't believe that I was cupping Debbie's cunt through her panties. I couldn't believe that she allowed me to cup her panty clad pussy. As surprising as it was sexually excited, the fact that she allowed me to cup her pussy through her panties told me that she wanted more.
She allowed me to finger her clit through her panties. Then, pushing her panties aside with my index finger, and with her already wet, I continued French kissing her. I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy while continuing to make out with her. My first time masturbating a woman, I masturbated Debbie.
"David don't stop rubbing my clit. Rub my clit faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me, David. Finger fuck me. I'm going to cum," she said whispering her sexual lust in my ear.
Again, the first time that I had masturbated a woman, she closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back while having a sexual orgasm from me rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy.
# # #
Then, with one thing leading to another thing, surprising even myself that she'd willingly follow, I wanted to ask her up to my brother's bedroom. His bedroom was much bigger than my bedroom. Moreover, he had a king-sized waterbed, and I only had a twin XL bed. As if she read my mind, she said what I wanted to say to her.
"Let's take this to your bedroom," said Debbie. "We'd be more comfortable upstairs," she said.
She surprised me that she invited herself to my brother's bedroom while under the impression that it was my bedroom. Then, once upstairs, we continued making out while sitting on his waterbed as I slowly undressed her. My favorite thing to do, undressing a woman, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I felt her breasts and her erect nipples through her top.
While continuing to make out with her, I continued touching and feeling her through her clothes. With me more of a breast man than I am an ass man or a leg man, I couldn't wait to see her naked breasts. I couldn't wait to remove her top.
As if her blouse was breakable, I slowly and carefully removed her top to expose her naked breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and erect nipples. Glad that she wasn't wearing a bra, I loved seeing her big, shapely breasts as much as I loved seeing her long line of sexy cleavage. She had big tits, at least D cup breasts.
I couldn't wait to touch her breasts, feel her breasts, fondle her breasts, and suck her nipples. Before cupping her breasts in the palms of my hands and fondling them, I traced her cleavage with my index finger as if I was skiing down a long, mountainous slope. Then, I unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt to reveal her white, bikini panties.
I not only stared at her white panties but also, I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and the dark patch of neatly trimmed, brown, pubic hair that showed through her sheer panties. I loved seeing her in her panties as much as I loved seeing her topless. Then remembering what I had done when dancing with her, I loved flashing her panty clad ass to the men in the bar.
There's something that's sexier seeing a woman in her underwear than seeing her naked. Unfortunately, she wasn't wearing a bra. Something that would have added more sexual suspense to seeing her naked breasts, I wished she was wearing a bra. I would have loved feeling her breasts through her bra and slowly removing her bra while making out with her.
Leaving the bedroom light on to see her without her clothes, I removed her panties to reveal her brown, trimmed pussy. Most women Belle's age back then didn't trim their pussies. In the way that Belle had, most women back then had big, hairy, and scary bushes. Yet, Debbie's pussy was neatly trimmed.
Debbie's pubic hair was not only neatly trimmed but also it was silky smooth. Unlike my previous, sexual partners, I couldn't believe how soft her pubic hairs felt. Something else different about her pussy, her pussy had an erotic and tantalizing aroma instead of having the musky smell of previous pussies that I have fingered.
Surprising myself that I did, I stripped Debbie naked. Then, after she was naked, she stripped me naked, too. Once we were naked, like being on a raft out in the ocean, we settled back to enjoy the rolling comfort of the ever-moving waterbed.
# # #
Again, something that I had never done but that I wanted and needed to do, surprising even myself with my sexual passion, I moved between her shapely legs. Having never given a woman oral sex before, ready to eat her, hoping that she'd return the favor and give me oral sex, too, I fingered her trimmed pussy while licking her pussy. Again, surprising even myself, Debbie was the first woman that I had eaten. Besides, eating Debbie would give me good practice to eat Belle's pussy later.
Not really knowing what to do, I continued licking her and fingering her while following her lead. The more that she wiggled and moaned the more that I continued doing what I had just done to make her wiggle and moan more. Determined to give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue, I reached my hand up to fondle her naked breasts.
I pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples to her sexual pleasure. She seemed to like me fondling her big tits while fingering her erect nipples as I continued licking and finger fucking her pussy. Finally, when I was about to stop before getting lockjaw, she grabbed my head in both of her hands and, moving my face side to side and up and down, she wiped my face with her vaginal secretions.
As if she had given me a cum bath, I had her pussy juices in my eyes, up my nose, all over my face, and in my mouth. She continued to moan and squirm all over the bed while I continued eating and fingering her pussy. Now, even more determined to make her cum, not taking a break to rest my sore jaw, I rubbed her clit faster.
I rubbed her clit harder. I licked her faster. I licked her harder. Then, as soon as she stiffened her legs and arched her back, realizing that she was about to cum, she had an explosive, sexual orgasm from me giving her oral sex.
"David! Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. I'm cumming, David. I'm cumming," she said.
She relaxed on her pillow while enjoying the afterglow of sex. I did it. I ate her pussy. Proud of myself, I gave her a sexual orgasm with my tongue and with my fingers.
# # #
Not stopping there, determined to give her a second oral, sexual orgasm, I continued licking her. I continued fingering her. I licked her clit faster. I licked her clit harder. I finger fucked her pussy deeper. I didn't stop eating her pussy until she screamed my name again with passion when having her second, sexual orgasm.
"David! David! Oh, my God, David. You're going to make me cum again," she said. "Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!"
She pushed my head forward with both of her hands and pressed my face against her sopping wet pussy.
"Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. Finger me deeper. Finger me faster. Finger me harder. Lick me faster. Lick me harder. I'm cumming, David," she said. "I'm cumming."
I fingered her deeper before I accidentally stumbled upon her G-spot. Something that I never knew existed, as if finding the combination to a bank vault, as soon as I touched her there, she moaned and she wiggled. As if she had a magic button of orgasmic arousal, I rubbed her G-spot again a little harder this time.
I continued rubbing her clit, licking her pussy, and applying pressure to her G-spot. After discovering her G spot, she shuddered and convulsed in a mind blowing orgasm. Then shocking the both of us, as she told me later, she squirted for the first time in her life. With it not taking her long to cum again, this time, she was so sexually aroused that she squirted in my mouth.
# # #
The first time that a woman squirted in my mouth, I hoped it wasn't pee. Yet, it didn't taste like I imagined pee to taste. It had no taste at all.
Again, I allowed her to rest while she enjoyed the afterglow of sex. Then, as soon as she recovered, she mounted me. She moved my cock to her pussy lips and slowly lowered herself onto me. Then, with a gentle hump, I was inside of her.
Even though her pussy provided plenty of natural lubrication, I needed to be gentle when entering her. I needed her to adjust to the size of my big cock. We lay there for a few minutes just enjoying the sexual sensations without moving before we began fucking like rabbits.
Not surprisingly, her pussy was very tight, especially considering that my cock was much bigger than most men. Seemingly enjoying the size of my big dick, she rode me as if she was a cowgirl riding a wild Mustang bareback at a rodeo. Not allowing her to have all of the sexy fun, I rolled her over and mounted her.
Instead of kissing her while making love to her, I humped her faster. I humped her harder. I fucked her in the way that I had never fucked anyone. I fucked Debbie in the way that I couldn't wait to fuck Belle. Then, with her not asking me to wear a condom and not telling me to pull out, I exploded a huge load of cum in her pussy. Hopefully, she was on the pill.
Yet, if I impregnated her, I wouldn't care. I could fall in love with this woman. I could love her. I'd marry her. I'd love to have a brood of children with her.
She was fun. She was hot. I've never had sex with any woman in the way that I had sex with Debbie. She was a great dancer and I loved dancing with her. I never danced with anyone who danced as good as she danced. She was as good of a dancer standing as she was a great dancer lying on her back in my brother's waterbed.
Then, surprising me, she moved halfway down the bed. She stared down at my naked, erect prick as if she had never seen a big dick before. Then, she took my still erect cock in her hand to slowly stroke me while staring up at me.
"Oh, my God, David," she said with dirty laugh. "You have such a big prick. You have the biggest and the hardest cock that I've ever held in my hand and taken in my mouth," she said with a sexy laugh. "I love it. I love your enormous prick, David," she said giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. "I can't wait to blow you. I can't wait until you cum in my mouth."
# # #
While continuing to stare up at me, she took me in her mouth. Debbie blew me. She sucked my cock while stroking my cock and continuing to stare up at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes. Then, remembering the song by Van Morrison, Brown Eyed Girl, my brown eyed girl, gave me a wonderful blowjob.
She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she didn't stop stroking me and sucking me until I ejaculated another load of cum in her beautiful mouth in the way that I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy. She gave me a better blowjob than Chad, Troy, and/or Belle. No doubt, with her having had plenty of experience sucking off men, Debbie was quite the talented cocksucker.
Then, in the way that I did with Chad and Troy, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips from my prick while removing me from her mouth, I exploded another load of cum. I ejaculated cum all over her pretty face, in her brown hair, and across her naked breasts. In the way that she gave me a cum bath by wiping her vaginal secretions all over my face and squirting in my mouth, I gave her a cum bath, too. The first time giving a woman a cum bath, I gave Debbie my first cum bath, too.
She laughed while wiping cum from her face with her fingertips and taking gobs of cum in her mouth to swallow.
"That was quite the load of cum. You gave me the biggest cum bath that I ever had," she said with another laugh.
My first time giving oral sex to a woman, I couldn't believe she allowed me to eat her pussy. I couldn't believe she squirted in my mouth. I couldn't believe Debbie blew me. I couldn't believe she allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed my cum. I couldn't believe she allowed me to give her a cum bath. Finally, filled with sexual confidence, I felt more like a man than like a nerd.
To be continued...
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Two-Step Cowboy Dances Disco, Ch. 4
Moving on with a new job and a new place to live, David said a final and reluctant goodbye to Debbie.
Two-Step Cowboy Dances Disco Rewritten and Continued from Chapter 03:
Catching me by surprise, Debbie squirted in my mouth. The first time that a woman squirted in my mouth, I hoped it wasn't pee. Yet, it didn't taste like pee. Not that I knew what pee tasted like, I've never tasted pee. Yet, it didn't taste what I imagined pee to taste like.
"Oh, my God," I said involuntarily pulling away from her.
I had heard of women squirting but this was the first time that a woman had squirted in my mouth.
Debbie lifted her head off of the pillow to look down at me with confusion.
"What's wrong," she asked?
I laughed.
"You caught me off guard," I said. "You squirted in my mouth. I didn't know you squirted," I said with another laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Seriously? I squirted? Oh, my God," she said. "That was the first time that I ever squirted," she said.
She laughed again.
"Maybe, I squirted because you ate me for the second time," she said with a little laugh. "I've never been as sexually excited as I was when you gave me oral sex the second time," she said sliding her long, manicured fingers through my hair.
She continued staring down at me with affection.
"No man had ever gone down on me twice in such a short period of time. You're the first," she said with a happy smile. "I'll remember this night for the rest of my life," she said with a sexy laugh. "You gave me the best sex that I ever had."
She lifted her head from her pillow and rested on her elbows to look down at me.
"Yet, even more than that, much more than just sex," she said with a pause. "You made me feel wanted. You made feel needed. You made me feel loved," she said.
Again, she continued staring down at me poised between her shapely legs.
"Thank you for making me a sexually satisfied woman," she said putting her hands on each side of my head and slowly rubbing my face all of her wet pussy as if my face was a sponge. "I love having my pussy eaten as much as I love sucking cock."
I had her vaginal secretions all over my face, in my eyes, in my nose, and in my mouth. As if this was her version of giving me a cum bath, she gave me a good one. My face was drenched with her. I grabbed a clean, hand towel that my brother kept by his bed and wiped my face.
# # #
Allowing her to linger longer in the sexual exhilaration, I gave her time to rest her head back on her pillow, again. I allowed her continue to enjoy the afterglow of sex. I loved being with her, talking to her, and laughing with her. I loved dancing with her. More than that, now that I know what it was like to have sex with Debbie, I loved having sex with her.
Then, after just a few minutes, as soon as she recovered, as if I was her wild stallion for her to ride me bareback, she mounted me. She reached her hand down in between my legs and moved my cock to her pussy lips. With her sitting on me, she lifted up her bottom and as if easing her pussy down on a pipe, she slowly lowered herself onto me. Finally, with a gentle hump, I was inside of her.
"Wow, David," she gasped. "Your cock is so big. You fill all of me. Never had I felt such an enormous prick in my pussy," she said with a laugh. "I like it," she said wiggling her ass while I impaled her with my big dick. "I really like the feeling of having sex with you. Taking the time to sexually pleasure me first, you're the best lover that I have ever had."
I smiled up at her.
"George," I said.
She looked down at me with confusion.
"George? Who's George? Did you just call me George," she asked with a laugh while copping an attitude?
I laughed.
"No. George is the name of my cock. I call my prick, George," I said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Why did you name your prick George," she asked.
I laughed.
"I've always admired George Foreman, the boxing champion. He named five of his sons George," I said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Well, I love George and I love you, too," she said giving me a kiss.
'What? Debbie said she loved me,' I thought. 'Roses are red. Violets are blue. I love you, Debbie, too,' I wanted to say but didn't dare.
Why too early to be exchanging love vows, we only just met. I didn't know anything about her and she didn't know anything about me. Yet, her saying that she loved me, even in jest, was a good start.
Yet, nevertheless, her saying that she loved me didn't mean anything. Not yet. I didn't think that she meant it in a real sort of love way. I think she just said that she loved me because she loved George. I tried not to get a big head over imagining her falling in love with me. Removing love from the equation of having sex, I concentrated more on having sex with her than I did with imagining being in love with her.
# # #
Even though her wet pussy provided plenty of natural lubrication, after we changed positions, going slow and easy, not wanting to hurt her, I was gentle when entering her again. Accustomed to women not realizing how big I am, especially with women who have yet to give birth, with my big dick stretching her pussy, I needed her to adjust to the enormous size of my cock. As she was, too, by just looking at it, women are always surprised by how big I am, especially when they take me in their hands, in their mouths, and/or in their pussies.
Making out with one another while making love to one another, we lay there for a few minutes just enjoying the sexual sensation of me being inside of her body. Not surprisingly, because my cock was so big, her pussy was tight. When especially considering that my prick was thicker and longer and much bigger than most men's penises, she needed to adjust to my bigger size naturally and without being force to endure but instead to love it. Seemingly not taking her long to enjoy the size of my big dick, it didn't take us long to start fucking like rabbits.
With her no virgin, and this not her first time being fucked, and with her clearly skilled at having sex, she rode me as a cowgirl would ride a wild Mustang bareback when barrel racing at a rodeo. Not allowing her to have all of the sexy fun, I rolled her over and mounted her. Instead of kissing her, no longer making out with her, and making love to her, I pushed myself up on my hands, arched my back, and humped her fast and hard.
I humped her faster. I humped her harder. I fucked her. I fucked her faster. I fucked her harder. Pounding her pussy, I really fucked her. I fucked her in the way that I had never fucked another woman before. With her as active having sex as I was, she returned my fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. We were fucking. We were really fucking. Hump for hump, I humped her, and she humped me.
Then, surprising me, a position that I had never done before, she turned over, and with her hands and knees on the bed, and her ass was up in the air. She was in a position that I never imagined seeing her in when dancing with her on the dance floor. As if she wanted me to anally fuck her, she exposed the back of her naked pussy to me.
Taking my big dick in my hand, I inserted my stiff cock inside of her soaking wet cunt. With a hand on each side of her, I humped her. I continued humping her faster and harder. I was really fucking her now. She seemed to enjoy this position better than the missionary position.
Good thing that my brother had a king-sized bed because we were all over the bed. Only, with him having a waterbed instead of a mattress, it was harder to get and remain in position. When she moved away from me, I pulled out of her. Then, taking control again, she pushed me on my back and mounted me again.
This time, sitting on me with her hands on her chest, she seemed to enjoy sitting on me while fucking me. With her legs spread wide open, I fucked her better when in the missionary position than I did when she was on her knees with her ass raised in the air. Yet, as long as I was fucking Debbie, not caring how, I allowed her to pick any position she desired.
Seemingly she preferred me fucking her pussy from behind. I preferred lying on top of her while facing her so that I could see her pretty face and have better access to her big tits and erect nipples. Especially when making love to her instead of fucking her, I enjoyed kissing her while lovingly humping her slow and easy. Continuing to fuck her, I fucked her faster and harder while I held onto her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
Trying to hold back from cumming as long as I could, I wanted our fucking session to last longer. I wanted to have sex with her every day and every night. I wanted to be with her always and forever. Not wanting it to end just yet, I tried to think of things that would take my mind off of cumming. Only, other than thinking of fucking Belle, I couldn't think of anything other than fucking Debbie. Sex, sex, and sex, with me young, dumb, and filled with cum, my horny mind was continually filled with sex.
I rolled her over again. Now, with me on top of her, as if she was on a ride at the amusement park, she wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my back. I continued humping her faster. I continued humping her harder. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps.
Curiously and unbelievably, with me thinking of Belle while I was inside of Debbie, I fucked Debbie in the way that I couldn't wait to fuck Belle. Then, with her not asking me to wear a condom and not telling me to pull out, while wondering if I should pull out of her or not, too late, I exploded a huge load of oozy cum in her warm and wet pussy. With her sexually exciting me so very much, I couldn't believe that I had ejaculated so much cum in Debbie's pussy. Hopefully, she was on the pill.
Yet, it wouldn't matter if she wasn't on the pill. It wouldn't matter to me if I impregnated her. I wouldn't care. Giving me an excuse to marry her and, perhaps, giving her a reason to marry me, I'd love to give her my baby. I'd love to give her a girl who looked just like her or a boy born in the way that I was born with a big dick.
# # #
Definitely and without a doubt, with her feeling so good in my arms, as if she belonged there, especially when I was deep inside of her, I could fall in love with this woman. I could love her. I'd marry her. I'd love to have a brood of children with her.
If only Belle was younger and more my age, I could fall in love with her, too. Yet even though Belle had the biggest breasts that I had ever seen, she was at least, twenty-years older than me. When I was forty, she'd be sixty-something. When I was sixty-something, she'd probably be dead.
Adding to my sexual attraction to her, Debbie was so pretty. Even though there were plenty of beautiful women in Texas, she was different. Instead of having long, lush, and natural blonde hair, or dyed blonde hair, and blue eyes, she had beautiful, shoulder length brown hair and big, brown eyes. She was so shapely. She was so sexy. She was so hot.
With her having a wonderful sense of humor, she was fun. I loved talking to her as much as I love joking around with her. Sharing our secret conversations with one another while on the dance floor, we always had a good time when dancing together while whispering in one another's ears. Only, not at that point yet, to ask her out on a date and/or invite her to my brother's house. Unfortunately, with me still a nerd, it would take me longer to be comfortable enough with a woman to romance her.
Nevertheless, something hopeful, I've never had sex with any woman in the way that I had sex with Debbie. She was a great dancer and I loved dancing with her. I never danced with anyone who danced as well as she danced. Moreover, and even better, she was as good of a dancer standing on the dance floor as she was a great dancer lying on her back with her legs spread wide open and positioned around my back on my brother's waterbed.
Surprising me, with her ready to give me unexpected, sexual pleasure, and with not all women giving a blowjob to a man that they just met and hardly know, I watched her move halfway down the bed. She stared down at my naked, erect prick as if she had never seen a big dick before. Then, teasing me with her tongue by licking the head of my cock, she took my still stiff cock in her hand to slowly stroke me while staring up at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes.
Then, filled with sexual anticipation, as if a drumroll happened in my head, Debbie took me in her mouth. She was blowing me. She continued staring up at me while stroking me and blowing me. I couldn't believe this beautiful woman was sucking my cock. I'll be masturbating over Debbie giving me a blowjob for the rest of my horny life.
"Oh, my God, David," she said with dirty laugh while removing my dick from her mouth to speak. "You have such a big, beautiful prick. You have the biggest and the hardest cock that I've ever held in my hand, taken in my mouth, and fucked in my pussy," she said with a sexy laugh. "I love George," she said with another laugh. "George, I love you," she said kissing the head of my dick.
She continued staring at my cock as if she had never seen a naked, erect prick before. Turning it one way before turning it another way while continuing to stroke it, she examined my big dick as if I was a freak of nature. She took it in her mouth again to suck it while stroking it. Then, she removed my dick from her mouth to speak again.
"I love it. I love your enormous prick, David," she said giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look while rubbing my big prick along the side of her cheek and across her red, full lips. "I can't wait to finish blowing you," she said with sexy laugh. "I can't wait until you cum in my mouth. I can't wait to swallow your cum."
# # #
While continuing to stare up at me with her big, brown eyes, she took me in her mouth again. Debbie wrapped her hand and her lips around my big dick and continued blowing me. She sucked my cock while stroking my cock and continued staring up at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes. Then, remembering the song by Van Morrison, Brown Eyed Girl, my brown eyed girl, gave me a wonderful blowjob.
As if she was in a cocksucking contest while trying to win first prize, she became engrossed in sucking my cock. As if I was watching an interactive video, she moved her head back and forth, and up and down. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. Not having to put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head to hump her mouth and fuck her face, she gave me the best blowjob of my life.
Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she continued sucking me. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. She knew how to suck a cock. She didn't stop stroking me and sucking me until I ejaculated another load of cum in her beautiful mouth in the way that I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy.
Debbie is a wonderful cocksucker. Unbelievably, even though I've received some wonderful blowjobs from Chad, Troy, and Belle, Debbie gave me the best blowjob than them all. She gave me a blowjob that I'll never forget.
No doubt, with her having had plenty of experience sucking off men, Debbie was quite the talented cocksucker. With her a regular at Rocky's, I wondered how many men she had blown. I wondered how many men she had fucked.
Yet, it didn't matter how many men she had sucked and/or fucked. I was with her now and she was with me. I didn't care how many men had ejaculated their cum in her mouth and/or in her pussy as long as she continued fucking me and blowing me.
She taught me some things. I've always had sex when in the missionary position. I never had sex when a woman sat on top of my dick and rode me as if I was a wild stallion. The first-time having sex from behind, I enjoyed having sex in that way, too, especially while holding on to her big tits. Then, there's her blowjob. No one has ever sucked my cock in the way that Debbie blew me.
I remembered Belle saying that she'd like to watch me having sex with another woman. Maybe one day but for now, I'm with Debbie. Even though I thought of fucking Belle while I was inside of Debbie, after she sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her mouth, I no longer thought of Belle or any other woman. Hopefully, Debbie was my woman now. Hopefully, and more importantly, I was her man now.
# # #
Then, in the way that I did with Chad and Troy, I did with Debbie. As soon as she released the pressure of her lips from my prick while removing me from her mouth, unable to control myself, I involuntarily exploded another load of cum. I ejaculated cum all over her pretty face, in her brown hair, and across her naked breasts. In the way that she gave me a cum bath by wiping her vaginal secretions all over my face and squirting in my mouth, I gave her a cum bath, too. The first time giving a woman a cum bath, I gave Debbie my first cum bath.
With her covered with my cum, as if I was a dog marking my territory by peeing on a tree, a fire hydrant, or on a pole, I had marked her as my woman. She laughed while wiping cum from her face and her breasts with her fingertips. She took gobs of cum in her mouth and swallow it.
"That was quite the load of cum, David," she said. "You gave me the biggest cum bath that I ever had," she said with another laugh. "I'm literally covered with your cum," she said laughing again.
Again, my first time giving oral sex to a woman, having just met her tonight, I couldn't believe she allowed me to eat her pussy not once but twice. I couldn't believe she squirted in my mouth. If that wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that Debbie blew me. She sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth, swallowed my cum, and I gave allowed me to give her a cum bath.
Instead of being angry with me for cumming all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts, I couldn't believe that she laughed. She seemingly enjoyed me cumming all over her. As if giving her a cum bath was my compliment for a blowjob well done, she seemed proud that I ejaculated a load of cum all over her.
Finally, filled with sexual confidence, I felt more like a man than I felt like a nerd. Debbie did that for me. She gave me the confidence that I never had nor that I thought that I would ever have.
# # #
Two-Step Cowboy Dances Disco, Chapter 04:
A week later, this time having my own transportation, I returned to Rocky's. I bellied up to the bar while waiting my turn to be served. Finally, when Belle came over, she gave me a big smile.
"Hi Belle. How are you," I asked unable to stop myself from staring at her enormous breasts that pushed out her Italian Stallion boxing robe?
She laughed.
"I'm horny now that I see you, Cowboy. I still need to take you home with me and properly fuck you," she said with dirty laugh while leaning over the bar to touch my hand.
I gave her a big, sexy smile while staring at the cleavage that she deliberately exposed to me.
"Beer," I said taking a step back.
# # #
With Belle busy serving customers, I turned my back to the bar to scan the room.
By the time that I got to the bar, after 9 pm, everyone was either drinking, dancing, or sitting at tables talking. I saw Debbie again but this time she sat at a table with three men.
'Darn it,' I thought.
Keeping my cool, I wasn't going to let that slow me down. I walked to her table and acknowledged the three men with a nod. I asked her to dance, and she said yes.
"May I have this dance, Debbie," I asked putting my beer down on her table?
I held out my hand as if she was my princess and I was her prince.
She looked up at me and smiled. Glad that she accepted my invitation to dance, immediately, she stood and took my hand. A simple erotic pleasure, I loved holding her hand. Her hand felt so soft. Her hand felt as if it belonged in my hand. I imagined walking down the aisle while holding her hand after being married and kissing the bride.



Judging by her big smile, she seemed happy to see me again and even happier that I asked her to dance. My preferred dancing partner, with no one dancing better, I loved dancing with Debbie. I hoped she liked me as much as I liked her. I hoped she liked me more as a lover than as a dancing partner. As much as I loved dancing with her, I loved having sex with her even more.
We danced several times. Not acting as if she was my steady girlfriend, and not sitting at her table to interfere with her conversation, I gave her space and plenty of time to dance with other men. Without being jealously possessive, I allowed her to dance with the three men who were sitting at her table as well. They seemed to enjoy holding her while slow dancing with her as much as I enjoyed holding her while slow dancing with her. Only, none of them could dance as well as me.
Then, as soon as they played our song, 'Unchained Melody,' by the Righteous Brothers.
I walked over to her again, placed my beer down on her table, and asked her to dance again. Hoping that she'd accept my invitation to dance again, I was nervous when approaching her. Something that was as much of a part of me as was my six-foot, four-inch height, and my big dick, my nerdiness reared its ugly head while approaching Debbie, a beautiful woman.
"They're playing our song," I said with a little laugh.
Instead of turning me down, she surprised me. She jumped up from her seat.
"You're right. This is our song," she said with a big smile while taking my hand as we walked together to the dance floor.
When the music stopped before I had the chance to walk her back to her table and grab my beer, they played another song that was our song. They played, 'Can't Help Falling in Love,' by Elvis Presley. I loved that song, especially now that I couldn't help from falling in love with Debbie.
Then, as if the band was trying to keep us on the dance floor, the band played all of the songs that seemingly were our songs. Next, they played, 'At Last,' by Etta James. 'My Cherrie Amour,' by Stevie Wonder, 'Tennessee Whiskey,' by Chris Stapleton, and 'Lovesong,' by Adele.
After watching her dance with other men, with me no longer a nerd when dancing on the dance floor, there wasn't a man who could hold a candle to my dancing. They were as clumsy as they were awkward while touching her, feeling her, and groping her as they danced with her. It did make me jealous when they danced with her with their hands on her shapely ass.
That was my ass they were cupping. After having sex with her, I couldn't help but feel that she belonged to me. Yet, clearly, allowing other men to grope her while dancing with her, she didn't feel the same way about me. No doubt, in the way that Belle was a whore, Debbie was a whore, too.
I sexually teasing the men at her table as well as every other man on the dance floor and in the bar. When I danced with Debbie, I not only left my hand on her ass as if I owned her ass but also, I raised her short skirt. Hoping she enjoyed me flashing her panties as much as I enjoyed flashing her panties, every time I danced with her I raised her short skirt high enough to flash her panties. I loved showing men something that they'd never do unless they were me.
# # #
The night labored on. Unless I was dancing with her, I felt alone without having Debbie in my arms. It wasn't the same without being in the constant presence of her. Even though she was only thirty feet away from me, I missed her. I liked talking to her. I liked teasing her and joking with her. Admittedly, I liked her more than I willingly admitted.
After we had sex, every time I saw her, my pulse raced, and my heart skipped a beat. Now, after having had sex with her, every time I saw her, I imagined her naked. I imagined making out with her while touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body everywhere.
I imagined me fingering her pussy while licking her pussy. I imagined eating her pussy and her squirting in my mouth again. I imagined her stroking my cock while sucking my cock. I imagined making love to her before fucking her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my big dick. I imagined marrying Debbie, making her my wife, and the mother of my children.
Now, that I sipped my one beer to last me the night, I stayed away from the bar and from Belle. Not wanting to be tempted should she invite me to her backroom again, I didn't want her distracting me from Debbie by her flashing me her naked breasts. I needed to concentrate more on what I hoped that I had now instead of giving my attention to an older woman that would never come to fruition as love other than just sex.
As the evening progress there was no sign those guys leaving her. Why would they? She was a catch. Seemingly, they enjoyed her company as much as she enjoyed their company. Who wouldn't enjoy her company? She was beautiful. She was sexy. She was shapely. She was all that any man would want in a woman.
Yet, even more than that. She was intelligent, a good conversationalist, and had a great sense of humor. If I wasn't already in love with her, I could fall in love with her.
Unfortunately, the three men sitting at her table seemed as interested in Debbie as much as I was interested in her. I wondered if she already had sex with one of them or with all of them. Yet, giving me encouragement that she wanted to dance with me, be with me and, hopefully, have sex with me again, she continued looking away from them to look to see where I was and what I was doing. While pretending to ignore her, as I did before meeting Debbie, I danced the two-step alone within a crowd of dancers.
# # #
Even though it was still relatively early, about midnight, sexually frustrated from not having Debbie in my arms to kiss her while feeling her through her clothes, I decided to go home. It was frustrating seeing her with other men talking, laughing, and drinking. I walked to her table to say my goodnight. With her not knowing that I had a car, I figured she'd offer me a ride home, but she didn't. I left.
"I'm tired. I'm going to head on to the house," I said in my best Dean Martin voice. "Have a good night," I said to Debbie without acknowledging the three men. "I'll catch you later. Maybe, I'll see you next Saturday night."
Giving me another big smile, she looked up at me with those big, brown, beautiful eyes. She melted my heart every time she smiled up at me like that. I loved holding her in my arms when slow dancing with her. More than anything else, I love kissing her. No doubt, I'll be dreaming of her while I'm sleeping.
"Goodnight, David," she said.
I hoped she'd stand, wrap her arm around my neck, press her big breasts against my chest and her pelvis against my pelvis while giving me a goodnight kiss, but she didn't. She didn't introduce me to her three friends neither but that was okay. I'd rather not know who they are. I'd rather not know their names. I'd rather not think of them or remember them having an intimate relationship with who I thought was my girlfriend.
I couldn't help but wonder if she'd hook up with one of them or all three of them later tonight. I wondered if she'd make out with them and allow them to feel her through her clothes while undressing her and stripping her naked. I wondered if she'd make love to them. I wondered if she'd allow one or all of them to fuck her. I wondered if she'd allow them to gangbang her. I wondered if she'd have a circle jerk, suck their cocks, and allow them to cum in her mouth.
# # #
As usual, typical of him to disappear without checking in with me, my brother wasn't home. With me babysitting his house, caring for his plants, feeding the cat, changing her pee pad, and protecting his property, he had the habit of disappearing over the weekends. No doubt, he was having gay sex somewhere with someone. Tired, lonely, horny, and depressed, but for the nightlights, I turned off the lights and went to bed.
A couple hours later, around 2:30 am, I heard a knock at my brother's front door. Maybe, he forgot his key. I hadn't heard my brother come in; he's never awakened me anyway when he comes home.
Maybe he's drunk, I thought. Maybe, it was one of his friends knocking and looking for him. In this sketchy neighborhood, carefully cautious, I knew enough not to open the door unless I knew who was on the other side.
In case my brother was home, I called out to him to answer the door. No answer. Either he was sleeping, or he wasn't home.
Another knock and I called out to my brother again to answer the door. A third knock. By this time, I was wide awake.
At this point, I realized my brother wasn't home. I called out to whoever was on the other side of the door. I put on a God awful looking orange jumpsuit because it was handy. Even though I looked like a county prisoner, at least I was dressed. I left my bedroom to walk to the front door.
# # #
"Who is it?"
When they didn't answer, I peeked out the side curtain.
Standing in front of my door was a woman. It looked like Debbie, but I couldn't tell in the low light. Then, I saw her red, Oldsmobile convertible parked out front. It was Debbie.
I wondered if there was something wrong. I wondered if something happened. I wondered if she was in trouble. I wondered if those three men were rough with her. I never should have left her there alone. I opened the front door and invited her inside.
"What are you doing here? Come in. Come in. It's cold outside," I said. "Are you okay?"
# # #
Not waiting for her to answer, I continued interrogating her.
"I figured you would have gone home with one of those three guys that were sitting with you at your table," I said.
She laughed. Then, she looked me straight in the eyes and said something I will never forget.
"If I had just wanted sex, David, I would have gone with one of them but," she said looking up at me with those big, brown, beautiful eyes. "Knowing the difference now after being with you, I wanted to be wanted."
She took my hand and kissed it.
"I needed to be needed," she said.
She took my hand and moved it to her big breasts.
"In the way that you made me feel the first time that I was with you, I'd loved being loved," she said. "Not wanting to go home alone or with someone who didn't care for me as much as you clearly care for me, I needed to be with you again."
Literally, my jaw hit the floor. She dropped her purse inside the front door, tossed her keys in the general direction of the coffee table, wrapped her arms around my neck, and planted the biggest lip-lock on me! When we finally came up for air, with us still standing inside of the opened doorway, I stammered.
"Let me close the door first," I said closing and locking the door behind her.
Now that I knew that she liked me as much as I liked her, I invited her upstairs again. If our first night sexually together was special, our second night, sexually together was something that I'll never forget for the rest of my horny life. Inviting Debbie to sleep over, I was glad that my brother didn't come home.
# # #
I took her upstairs to my brother's bedroom. While sitting on my brother's bed. I made out with her in the way that I've never made out with another woman before. I kissed her as if I loved her and, clearly, I did love her. I've never kissed any woman as much as I continued kissing Debbie. I loved kissing her. I couldn't get enough of her lips.
In the way that I was falling in love with her, she made me feel as if she loved me. She made me feel special. She made me feel that I was the one. She made me feel loved. I loved the thought of being in love with her and, hopefully, her loving me.
I continued making out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I loved feeling her through her clothes while French kissing her. Then, slowly, as if she was an expensive, one-of-a-kind Christmas gift to unwrap, I slowly and lovingly undressed her.
As if I had never seen her without her clothes before, I was just as sexually excited now to soon see her in her bra and panties. Glad that she was wearing a bra instead of allowing her big breasts to fall free, I stared at her as if I had never seen a woman in her bra and panties before. I loved seeing her in her sexual lingerie as much as I loved seeing her topless and/or naked.
I continued making out with her while feeling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her bra. I cupped her panty clad ass in my big hand before cupping her brown, trimmed, panty clad pussy in my hand. Holding her ass and her pussy as if she was my woman to hold, I continued kissing her.
Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, filled with sexual anticipation, I traced her long line of cleavage with my fingertip while feeling her breasts through her bra again. I reached around her to unhook her white, low-cut brassiere. I removed her bra straps from her shoulders and arms. Finally, I removed her bra and stared at her naked breasts as if I had never seen a woman's naked breasts before.
I loved her big, shapely breasts. I loved her big, erect nipples. I loved her pink, symmetrical areolas. I loved everything about her, especially when she was sitting on my brother's bed topless.
I fell back with her while continuing to kiss her. Parting her lips, I French kissed her. She returned my French kisses with her deep, wet kisses.
# # #
Not done undressing her, I inserted my hand in the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down and off. In the way that I stared at her naked breasts, I stared at her naked pussy. Remembering what she said about wanting to be wanted, needed, and loved, I moved between her shapely thighs to give her sexual pleasure with my fingers and tongue.
I licked her pussy while fingering her pussy. Surprising me, with her not taking long to cum, she squirted in my mouth again. This time, instead of pulling away, I swallowed all that she squirted. I lapped up her juices as if she was a tasty, fruit drink.
"David! David! Oh, my fucking God. I'm cumming, David. I'm cumming," she said.
Then, instead of allowing me to eat her again, she pushed me away. She mounted me and moved my cock by her pussy lips. She wanted to make love with me as much as I wanted to make love to her.
Kissing and kissing one another while touching and feeling one another's naked bodies everywhere, I made slow and passionate love to Debbie. Then, she rolled me over and sat on me as if I was a comfortable sofa. As if I was her amusement ride, she jumped up and down on my prick. She rode me as in the way of riding a horse. I was her personal merry-go-round.
I rolled her over and mounted her. I humped her faster. I humped her harder. I fucked Debbie in the way that I fucked her the first time.
Then, she rolled me over and positioned herself on her knees with her ass in the air. She wanted me to fuck her from behind. I couldn't wait to continue fucking her in any position that she wanted me to fuck her. This time, I gave her a second sexual orgasm with my cock.
"David! David! Don't stop. Please don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, David," she said falling silent.
# # #
We remained holding one another while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, in the way that she did the first time that we were together, she did now. She moved halfway down the bed.
She took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. I raised my head from the pillow to watch her blow me. She stared up at me with her big, brown, beautiful eyes while licking my cock while showing her licking my stiff prick.
Then, she took me in her mouth. She took all of me in her mouth. As if she was Linda Lovelace in Deep Throat, Debbie deep throated me. She sucked my cock completely.
She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She continued sucking my prick deeper. With her giving me an even better blowjob than the first time that she sucked my cock, I emptied my balls in her beautiful mouth.
# # #
Perfect time, when my brother finally arrived home the next day, he told me that he was moving in with his gay lover. Fortunately, for me, I had a job offer that I was excited to tell him about. Only, the job was five-hundred miles away from Austin Texas in Amarillo.
I saw Debbie for the last time at Rocky's. She was sad that I was leaving. She said that she would never forget me. Instead of asking her to come with me, instead, with me being the nerd that I am and will always be, I didn't have the nerve to ask her to be my forever girlfriend, lover, and wife.
Instead, before my brother packed up his house, we got together for the last time. We had sex as is we were stranded on a desert island. I kissed her and made love to her in the way that I had never kissed and made love to any woman. She returned my sexual passion with her sexual passion.
"I will never forget you, David," she said returning the next day to see me off.
She stood alongside of my packed car. We kissed.
"Goodbye, Debbie," I said. "Maybe, if I make the long drive to Austin, I'll see you again, one day."
I never saw Debbie again, but I'll never forget her. Without doubt, I was in love with her. Only, I didn't feel that she loved me. Clearly, she was the one who got away.
I always think how differently my life would have been had she agreed to come with me. I think of being married to her and having had children with her. Yet, with time passing me by, my time disco dancing and having sex with Debbie are nothing more than distant memories.
THE END
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Susan Jill Parker Masturbation, #01
Brian meets Susan Jill Parker at the mall.
Author's Note:
This story is dedicated to Brian.
He wanted me to write a story about him seeing me, Susan Jill Parker, at the café, and bumping into him again at the mall.
# # #
My name is Brian and I'm a 45-year-old maintenance worker for a downtown mall. I love my job. I love fixing what needs to be fixed and repairing what needs to be repaired. Instead of working for just one store, I work for the mall. I'm able to go from one shop to another shop without anyone supervising me or bothering me. I just give the store owner the bill and they pay the mall.
As part of my job responsibilities, I'm usually standing on a ladder while surveying everything and everyone around me. Always on a ladder as if a general surveying his troops on a battlefield or as if I'm an acrobat at the circus under the big top tent, it's quite a different perspective when I'm higher up than everybody else. Whenever I'm standing on my ladder, away from the madding crowd, I enjoy my alone time while concentrating on making my repairs.
On this particular day, something unexpected happened. I was standing on my ladder in the far, darkened corner of a coffee shop working on replacing one of the air vents in the ceiling when I caught movement below out of the corner of my eye. A tall, blonde, good-looking woman sat at the table with her coffee.
Usually, no one sits this far back in the café. When I glanced down, surprised to see her while wondering who she was, I saw a woman who looked familiar. Unable to place her, I didn't know who she was.
Normally, people sit at the front of the store where it's lighter, brighter, and busy with customers socializing, entering, and leaving. Instead, all the way in the back where it was isolated, she sat at the last table of the café. Unless the shop is very crowded, which it wasn't, it's unusual for anyone to sit this far back as it was darker and deserted than the front of the coffee shop.
With her seemingly unaware that I was there, while enjoying my view of her, I continued staring down at her from my high perch atop my ladder. Seemingly, sitting there with her book and her beverage, she enjoyed her quiet and private alone time. Captivated by her, unable to remove my eyes from her because she was so pretty, I watched her read while sipping her coffee.
Then, when I looked again, more than just pretty, she was one of the most strikingly beautiful women that I've ever seen. I had to remind myself that I had work to do and shouldn't be staring at her while ogling her. Yet, from my angle, and with me facing her, when I climbed down from the ladder and stood behind a partition off to the side, especially from my vantage point, I clearly could see beneath her table.
Not believing my eyes, with her not knowing that I was there, I saw an upskirt peek of her panties. Being the pervert that I am, I squatted down for a better peek of her underwear. No doubt, unaware that a pervert would be staring at her lingerie, her knees were parted open plenty enough for me to see her sheer, bright, white panties.
Unable to stop myself from staring, I stared at her exposed panties. An unexpected pleasure, I continued staring at her panties as if I had never seen a woman's panties before. There's something exciting when seeing a woman's panties when she has no idea that she's exposed.
More than just staring at an upskirt peek of her panties, I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at her blonde patch of pubic hair that was clearly visible through her panties.
While wishing that I could, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I wanted to cup her pussy in my horny hand through her panties. Allowing my fantasies to consume me, I imagined kissing her, French kissing her. I imagined feeling her abundant breasts through her blouse and bra while making out with her.
As sexy as she was shapely and with me hoping to see more of what I shouldn't see of her, quietly, stealthily, and slowly I climbed my ladder again. This time I stood higher up on my ladder. Oblivious to me, forget about noticing me staring, she didn't notice me at all. Able to blend in the background, most people don't notice a workman, especially one standing high up on a ladder.
Sure enough, not only did she give me a beautiful upskirt view of her sheer panties but also, she gave me a great downblouse view of the tops of her meaty breasts. While reading her book, with her leaning forward and her top falling open with her, I saw her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut, white bra. In the way that I wished that I could cup her pussy through her panties, I wished that I could feel her big breasts through her blouse and bra while kissing her.
# # #
A few minutes later, difficult for me to concentrate on my work, distracted again by her sudden movement, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me. While wondering what she was doing or was about to do, I watched her move her right hand beneath the table. As if she had an itch that she needed to scratch, while continuing to read her book, she rested her hand on the top of her long, naked, and shapely thigh in the way that I wished that I could rest my hand on her naked thigh.
Then, something that I had never expected her to do, and couldn't believe that I was seeing, I watched her move her hand beneath the hem of her short skirt. No doubt, thinking that no one could see her, perhaps, as if she had mindlessly done this many times before, she raised her skirt to her crotch. She gave me an even better view of her panties. Not believing my horny eyes, never expecting to see a woman do what she did, I watched her finger herself through her panties.
Something that shocked me as much as it sexually excited me, I never saw a woman masturbate herself since I spied through my 21-year-old, big sister, Diane's, partially opened, bedroom door when I was 18-years-old. Something I thought that I'd never see, I watched her undress. With her unaware that I was home and standing in the darkened hall outside of her bedroom door, I watched her unbutton and remove her blouse to expose her white brassiere.
Then, I watched her unbutton and unzip her short skirt to expose her white panties. Finally, while she faced the partially opened door of her bedroom, I watched her reach around behind her and unhook and remove her bra. I couldn't believe that I saw my sister's naked breasts. Then, when she pushed down her panties before putting on her nightgown, I couldn't believe that I saw her naked pussy. I saw my sister without her clothes.
I pulled my prick from my pajama bottoms and stroked myself in the darkened hallway while spying on her. Then, I couldn't believe my luck when she fell back on her bed, and spread her legs wide open. Her bushy, brown pussy was the first pussy that I had ever seen.
I watched her finger herself while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Then, she removed her vibrator from her dresser drawer and masturbated herself with it. As soon as she had an orgasm, not wanting her to catch me, I stealthily ducked back in my room and silently closed my bedroom door. I masturbated myself to my sister masturbating herself.
The next night, home alone, I stripped myself naked and fell back on my bed. I had a box of tissues beside me along with a tube of lube. When I heard my sister arrive home, I couldn't wait to expose myself to her. Instead of closing my bedroom door, I pretended that I didn't know she was standing in the darkened hall.
I stroked my cock while aware that she was watching me. I returned the favor of her playing with herself with my masturbation. In the way that I stared at her fingering her pussy, exciting me, I knew that she stared at me stroking my cock. With her watching me, stroking myself faster and stroking myself harder, it didn't take me long to cum in a wad of tissues. As soon as I did, she stealthily disappeared in her room and silently closed her bedroom door.
# # #
The only other time that I deliberately exposed myself was when the daughter of our neighbor, my sister's best friend, 21-year-old, Cindy, stayed overnight in my sister's room. Hearing my sister in the bathroom showering, not turning off my light, I deliberately left my bedroom door open. Hoping that she'd watch me masturbate myself in the way that my big sister had watched me stroke myself and cum, as soon as I heard her coming up the stairs and walking down the hall, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection.
Instead of screaming or leaving, she quietly stood in the darkened hall as did my sister. She watched me stroke myself. She remained there while watching me cum. She didn't leave until she heard my sister turn off the shower. Then, she quickly retired to my sister's bedroom and quietly closed the door.
Something that I've masturbated about numerous times over the years, I couldn't believe that I watched my sister masturbate herself. I couldn't believe that I not only exposed myself to my sister and to her friend, but also, I masturbated in front of them, too. Even more unbelievable, instead of leaving in embarrassment and shame, they both watched me stroke my cock and cum.
The next morning, while my sister was in her room with her door closed, Cindy dropped her towel in front of me as she emerged from the bathroom just as I walked up the stairs. I always wondered if she had deliberately dropped her towel while making it appear unintentional or if she had accidentally dropped her towel. I not only saw her C cup, naked breasts but also, I saw her brown, bushy pussy, and her naked ass when she squatted down to retrieve her towel.
"Sorry," I said. "I didn't see anything," I said lying while covering my eyes with my flayed fingers.
She ran in my sister's room and closed her bedroom door. Now, I wondered if my sister had deliberately allowed me to catch her undressing and masturbating. When I heard them laughing, I wondered if Cindy had planned to flash me by deliberately dropping her towel.
I wondered if my sister had told her friend that she saw me masturbating. I wondered if Cindy told my sister that she caught me masturbating, too. A masturbation machine back then, when I was young, dumb, and full of cum, I jerked off three and four times a day.
I lost count how many times that I masturbated over seeing my sister naked and playing with her pussy. I lost count how many times that I masturbated over seeing Cindy naked. I lost count how many times that I jerked off over my sister and her friend seeing my naked prick. I still can't believe that they stood in the hall while watching me stroking my prick and cumming.
# # #
Now, years later, reliving the experience of a woman masturbating herself, in the way that I stared at my sister fingering her naked pussy, I stared at this beautiful woman touching herself through her panties. Unable to stop staring, I haven't been as sexually excited since exposing myself to my big sister and her friend. I haven't been as sexually excited since I knew that they stood in the darkened hall while watching me stroke myself and cum.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'She's rubbing her pussy through her panties. I can't believe she's touching herself in a public place. This beautiful woman is masturbating herself while unaware that I'm watching her.'
Other than my sister, having never seen a woman touch herself in such a sexual way before, especially when in public, the book that she read must have aroused her. With her facing the other way from all of the other patrons and employees, no doubt, thinking that she was alone, she continued fingering her pussy through her panties. Seemingly, she had no idea that I was watching her rub her clit through her sexy lingerie.
Unable to remove my eyes from her, she put her book down on the table and closed her eyes. Then, I watched her unbutton the top two buttons of her blouse to expose her white, lacy bra. She stuck her hand inside of her shirt, and lifted out her breast to fondle her naked breast and finger her erect nipple. She continued rubbing her pussy through her panties with one hand while fondling her naked breasts and pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipple with her other hand.
Immediately, I had an erection that bulged out my work pants. Clearly, she had no idea that I stood there watching her touching herself from behind my ladder and the partial partition. With her rubbing her clit through her panties, exposing her big tit, and fingering her erect nipple, she continued masturbating herself.
Stunned, not wanting her to stop, I dreaded moving for fear of her seeing me and catching me staring at her while watching her playing with herself. Undoubtedly, with her such a beautiful and elegant woman, she'd be mortified if she knew that a grimy workman watched her fingering with herself while she read her book. She'd be as embarrassed as she'd be ashamed that I saw something of her that I should have never seen, namely her white panties, her bra, her naked breast, and her erect, pink nipple.
Even though I could easily imagine how angry she'd be if she saw me looking, I couldn't stop staring. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself. I'll be stroking my cock over seeing her panties, her cleavage, her bra, her breast, her nipple, and watching her playing with her pussy, fondling her breast, and fingering her nipple for the rest of my life.
With us back in the far, dimly lit corner of the café, much darker and deserted where we were, no one saw us. Seemingly, no one knew we were there. No one suspected that she was playing with herself.
Unable to control my lustful desire, my horniest took control of my commonsense. Daring myself to do so, not allowing myself to regret missing this sexual opportunity, in the way that she raised her short skirt to her crotch, I unzipped myself. This time, double daring myself to do so, something that I've never done in public before, I pulled out my erect prick.
While I continued watching her rub her pussy through her panties, fondle her big breast, and finger her erect nipple outside of her blouse, I slowly stroked myself to a bigger and harder erection. While hoping that she didn't see me, I self-abused myself to her self-abusing herself. I needed to cum. I couldn't wait to cum.
# # #
Suddenly, surprising me, and shocking me, catching the movement of my hand, she glanced up at me. Sexually exciting me, she saw me stroking my prick. Then, as if in shock, instead of looking away, she stared at me and watched me masturbate myself.
While she stared at me stroking my erect, naked prick, replacing her look of embarrassed shame, an involuntary look of sexual arousal flashed across her face. Clearly, in the way that I enjoyed what I saw of her, she seemed to enjoy all that she saw of me. While I continued staring at her playing with her pussy and her naked breasts, she stared at me stroking my erect prick.
In the way that I saw her sheer, white panties, she saw my naked, erect prick. She not only saw me stroking my cock but also, she watched me stroking my big dick. Instead of looking away, she continued watching me masturbate myself in the way that I had watched her masturbate herself. Beyond the point of no return, unable to stop stroking my big dick, making me hornier and more sexually excited, I couldn't believe she continued watching me playing with myself.
Expecting her to scream, and/or get up and leave, I was surprised when she didn't. Instead, exciting me even more, she reached her hand beneath the table again. This time, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, while staring up at me, she parted her knees wider and pushed her panties aside with her practiced finger. In the way that I exposed my naked prick to her, she exposed her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy to me.
Something that I never thought would happen in my wildest, sexual fantasies, we masturbated for one another. She masturbated for me and I masturbated for her. While I watched her rub her clit, finger fuck her pussy, fondle her breast and finger her nipple, she watched me stroke my cock. As soon as she had her sexual orgasm, nearly cumming together, I ejaculated a load of cum in a paper towel.
As soon as I had finished cumming, she covered her pussy with her panties and closed her legs. She fluffed down her short skirt, pushed her breast back in her bra, and buttoned her blouse. Quickly, I tucked my cock in my pants, and zipped them. Then, she stood, and left the café.
For as long as I shall live, I'll never forget that day. Much better than masturbating for my sister and/or her friend, I'll be masturbating myself for the rest of my life to her masturbating for me while I masturbate for her. If it wasn't enough that I saw her panties, her cleavage, her bra, and her naked breast and nipple, I saw her naked pussy, too. Indeed, whoever this woman was, she had a beautiful cunt.
# # #
Shaken, it took me a minute to compose myself. With her not reporting me to my employer or to the police, one of the best days of my life, I realized that I was extremely fortunate. If she had complained to management, I would have lost my job. I would have been fired on the spot for exposing myself to a customer. I would have been arrested. With that on my record and with my name on the sex registry offender list, I'd never get another job.
After I calmed down, curious who she was, I picked up her coffee cup and found her name written on the side.
'Susan. Her name is Susan,' I thought to myself.
I racked my brain trying to think of all of the Susans that I know. I didn't know anyone named Susan. The only Susan that I know is Susan Jill Parker. I wondered if she was her. Explaining why she looked so familiar; she looked like her. Did Susan Jill Parker masturbate for me while I stroked my prick for her?
Once I finished my repairs, I clocked out and went home. The first thing I did of course, was strip down, take my cock in hand, and close my eyes so I could picture the wondrous sight of her exposed panties while I stroked myself to a climax. I stroked myself faster and harder to the view of her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy and her naked breast. I masturbated myself to the thoughts of her playing with herself.
While reliving the experience as I stroked my cock, I masturbated myself to the thoughts of her masturbating herself. As if I was a horny, 18-year-old teenager again, never have I been as excited as I was now. Never have I ejaculated as much cum as I did now. No doubt, I'll be masturbating every day, multiple times a day over Susan Jill Parker masturbating for me while watching me play with myself for her.
# # #
The rest of the week was uneventful. I filed my experience at the café as a once-in-a-lifetime event, albeit one that continued to give me great pleasure each evening when I got home with my box of tissues and my tube of lube. A week later, I was working in a different part of the mall. Unbelievably, thanking God for my good fortune, I saw her again.
                                                                                          
She was dressed in an elegant and obviously expensive skirt and blouse ensemble with high heels that really showed off her shapely, long legs. I wanted to follow her but, not wanting her to think that I was a stalker, I feared she'd recognize me from masturbating myself at the café. Fortunately, she disappeared in a woman's clothing store.
Most women using the dressing rooms don't realize that security cameras are watching them. Monitored by female, security loss prevention employees, nonetheless, anyone can have access to the recordings. From where I worked high up on a ladder, changing light bulbs, fixing ceiling tiles, inserting fresh batteries in smoke detectors, and/or adjusting cameras for lost prevention, I could clearly see into the changing rooms.



Out of sight in the back corner of the store behind the changing rooms where no one could see me, I angled my ladder for the best view. With her oblivious to me spying on her, I watched her as she undressed to try on different outfits. Seemingly, with her unaware of being watched, I stood high up on my ladder while staring at her as she unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt.
There they were again, her white, sheer, bikini panties. I loved seeing her white panties. I loved her panty clad ass and her panty clad pussy. Then, with her not done undressing, I watched her unbutton and remove her blouse. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself later over seeing her in her sexy, low-cut bra and her white, bikini panties. She had such a sexy and shapely body.
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, as if she knew that I was there spying on her, I watched her reach behind her and unhooked her bra. I watched her remove her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, and she was a stripper about to dance around a pole to music, she removed her bra cups from her naked breasts.
'I don't believe this. There's her big, naked tits,' I thought. 'I'm seeing Susan Jill Parker topless. Her breasts are so big. They're so shapely."
# # #
There they were, her big, naked breasts. Even from this distance, I could clearly see them. I stared at her beautiful breasts. She had such shapely breasts. Only, I couldn't tell from my distance and from my angle if they were a D cup or a double D cup breasts. Whatever bra cup they were, with them not sagging at all, they were big. Indeed, Susan has big, beautiful tits.
Finally, as if she was about to try on a bikini bathing suit, surprising me and not thinking that she would, I watched her remove her panties. She was naked. Something that I never expected to see and will be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I couldn't believe that I was seeing Susan Jill Parker without her clothes.
I stared at her round, naked ass, and her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy. I stared at her naked breasts. She stood in front of the dressing room mirror staring at herself. Then, as if giving herself a breast exam, she felt her breasts for lumps, first one and then the other.
Finally, as she did in the café, she did in the dressing room. She fingered her pussy. Playing with her pussy again, she masturbated herself again. I watched her rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy while she pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples.
As she did in the café, as soon as she had her orgasm, she got dressed. She left the dressing room. She left the clothes that she didn't purchase nor even try on behind. I watched her walk out into the mall.
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'I don't believe this.'
I wondered if she saw me standing high up on my ladder. I wondered if she knew that I was there watching her. I wondered if she knew that I could see her. I wondered if she knew that there were security cameras watching her and she had deliberately masturbated herself for whoever was watching her. If she did see me and knew that I was there watching her while staring at her, I wondered if she masturbated for me again.'
# # #
Quickly, I climbed down the ladder to discreetly, and stealthily follow her. I put on my baseball cap and lowered my head as I walked at a distance behind her so that if she saw me following her, she may not recognize me. She headed for the shoe store. I watched her from outside of the shoe store through the window trying on shoes.
The lucky bastard, I watched a salesman, a young man in his twenties, help her trying on shoes. Interestingly enough, helping women trying on shoes was one of my fantasies and something that I'll be masturbating over tonight. I imagined what it would be like to be a salesman in a woman's shoe store while seeing a steady flow of upskirt peeks of panties and/or even naked pussies.
Unless they enjoyed deliberately exposing themselves, what are women thinking? It's never a good idea for women to wear dresses or short skirts in a women's shoe store when needing the assistance of a man to help them try on shoes. Yet, apparently, sexually teasing unsuspecting men, women do all the time. With most women exhibitionists, perhaps, they intentionally flash the salesman their panties or their naked pussies, especially if he was cute.
From my angle, especially with her facing me, and the salesman sitting on a low stool in front of her with his back to me, I moved to the side for a better view. With her not knowing nor seeing me spying on her, I watched her subtly raise her short skirt and part her knees while lifting her foot for him to fit her with a boot. With him having a bird's-eye view between her long and shapely legs, I stared at her flashing him, her white panties while she struggled to try on the boot.
Again, she needed to lift her leg higher and part her knees wider to squeeze her foot in the boot. No doubt, he not only saw her panties but also, he saw her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her trimmed, blonde pubic hair through her sheer panties. Even from where I stood, I couldn't believe how much I saw of her panties and her panty clad pussy.
This time, with the hem of her short skirt raised to the top of her thighs and with her knees spread open plenty enough for her to continue to expose her panties to him, he measured her foot. Taking his sweet time while enjoying the view, clearly, the salesman needed to get a larger size boot from the storeroom. I wondered if she had chosen a smaller size to deliberately flash him, her panties.
As soon as he stood from the stool, even from where I watched, I could see that he had a huge erection tenting his pants. He held the boot in front of him while heading for the storeroom to retrieve a bigger size boot. Unbeknownst to him, as soon as he thought that he was out of view, I saw him through the oversized mirror that hung from the ceiling and angled for views from the storeroom to the store floor. I watched him unzip his pants, pull out his prick, and quickly masturbate himself in some tissues.
He returned to his stool for her to try on her boot. Flashing him, her panties again, she didn't buy the boots. As soon as she left the shoe store, I turned my back to her as she walked ahead of me the other way. The mall was plenty crowded enough with shoppers that I could remain hidden from her should she turn around. I followed her to the escalator. I moved behind her with two men in front of me.
As soon as she climbed higher on the escalator, no doubt, knowing that two men stood a few steps down behind and below her, she bent at the waist on the pretense of fixing her shoe. The two men standing in front of me got quite the eyeful up her short skirt. I stared between the two men and was rewarded with a view of her shapely, panty clad ass. They gave one another a high five sign. Again, never tiring of seeing her panties, I'll be masturbating over this later tonight.
# # #
The following week, I was doing some maintenance in an occult novelty store. When I finished, I spotted an odd, crystal pendant that really caught my attention. It sparkled in the light while giving off a rainbow of different colors. Uniquely unusual, the only crystal like it, I picked it up from the rack and held it in my hand.
"What's this," I asked the twenty-something-year-old clerk, a goth girl, named Gwen, by her nametag, who turned out to be the owner of the store?
Even with her jet, black hair, her black eye makeup, her black lipstick, and her pale face powder, I could see that, beneath all of that, she was a very attractive woman. I wondered if she dressed in goth just to sell her merchandise. I wondered what she looked like without her goth clothes, jewelry, her black makeup, and white face powder.
Yet, what I noticed was that she wore a nearly transparent blouse decorated with netting. She wasn't wearing a bra. With her young enough that her breasts didn't sag, she had big breasts, C cup breasts by my trained eyes. Except for her nipples, I could see a good amount of the shape and the size of her breasts through her sheer and low-cut blouse. Immediately, not taking me much to develop an erection, she made me horny.
If I say so myself, with me not a bad looking man, and looking ten-years younger than my age, flirting with me, and giving me a sexy smile, she held my interest.
"Oh that," she said with a shrug. "It's supposed to be a hypnotist's crystal. It's supposed to have magic powers," she said, making a face with a little laugh.
She watched me staring at the crystal while holding it up to the light.
"It's a big seller. As you can see I have them in all shapes, sizes, and colors," said dismissively with a little laugh. "The crystal that you're holding, the most unique one of the bunch, people love them because of all of the colors that it exudes, especially in the light."
# # #
She leaned over the counter from her chair while staring up at me. Seemingly unaware that her top fell forward and open with her, she gave me a great downblouse view of the tops of her meaty breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. I wondered if she had deliberately shown me her nearly naked breasts or had accidentally shown me her big, naked tits. Whether she did or didn't, I didn't care. Enjoying the down blouse view, I just enjoyed seeing all that I shouldn't have seen of her tits.
"I don't put any stock in that nonsense," she said. "I just sell this shit to make a buck," she said with a laugh. "You can have the crystal at no charge if you like it. It's the least I can do as my thanks for fixing my air conditioning," she said with a shrug.
While giving me another great down blouse view of her braless breasts, she quickly opened and closed the top of her blouse with her hand as if she was suddenly hot.
Of course, something for free, I wasn't going to refuse her offer of her giving me the crystal as a gift. When I arrived home, even though I knew nothing about hypnosis and/or about crystals, I jerked off while imagining hypnotizing women. After having seen much of her naked breasts, I masturbated while imagining hypnotizing Gwen. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I stroked myself while thinking of all of the sexual things that I could do with women and to her while they were under hypnosis by the power of my magic crystal.
First though, I had to figure out how to use the crystal to hypnotize someone. After I played with myself, I used my free time to research how to hypnotize someone using my colorful crystal. I discovered that crystals, a favorite of the occult and witches, possessed special powers. I hoped to unleash the power of my crystal. I hoped that I possessed a powerful tool to hypnotize women.
The secret is having 100% confidence in both the crystal's power and in my ability to wield it. After a few days of studying and practicing by myself, I figured that I should try it on a real person first. If it worked, I knew that I'd somehow be able to use it to hypnotize Susan the next time we met.  If she willingly watched me masturbate myself while I watched her masturbate herself, perhaps, she'd allow me to hypnotize her, too.
To be continued...
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Susan Jill Parker Masturbation, #02
Brian uses his magic crystal to hypnotize women.
Susan Jill Parker Masturbation, continued from chapter 01:
The following week, I was doing some maintenance in an occult novelty store. When I finished, I spotted an odd, crystal pendant that really caught my attention. It sparkled in the light while giving off a rainbow of different colors. Uniquely unusual, the only crystal like it, I picked it up from the rack and held it in my hand.
"What's this," I asked the twenty-something-year-old clerk, a goth girl, named Gwen, by her nametag, who turned out to be the owner of the store?
Even with her jet, black hair, her black eye makeup, her black lipstick, and her pale face powder, I could see that, beneath all of that, she was a very attractive woman. I wondered if she dressed in goth just to sell her merchandise. I wondered what she looked like without her goth clothes, jewelry, her black makeup, and white face powder.
Yet, what I noticed was that she wore a nearly transparent blouse decorated with netting. She wasn't wearing a bra. With her young enough that her breasts didn't sag, she had big breasts, C cup breasts by my trained eyes. Except for her nipples, I could see a good amount of the shape and the size of her breasts through her sheer and low-cut blouse. Immediately, not taking me much to develop an erection, she made me horny.
If I say so myself, with me not a bad looking man, and looking ten-years younger than my age, flirting with me, and giving me a sexy smile, she held my interest.
"Oh that," she said with a shrug. "It's supposed to be a hypnotist's crystal. It's supposed to have magic powers," she said, making a face with a little laugh.
She watched me staring at the crystal while holding it up to the light.
"It's a big seller. As you can see I have them in all shapes, sizes, and colors," said dismissively with a little laugh. "The crystal that you're holding, the most unique one of the bunch, people love them because of all of the colors that it exudes, especially in the light."
# # #
She leaned over the counter from her chair while staring up at me. Seemingly unaware that her top fell forward and open with her, she gave me a great down blouse view of the tops of her meaty breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. I wondered if she had deliberately shown me her nearly naked breasts or had accidentally shown me her big, naked tits. Whether she did or didn't, I didn't care. Enjoying the down blouse view, I just enjoyed seeing all that I shouldn't have seen of her tits.
"I don't put any stock in that nonsense," she said. "I just sell this shit to make a buck," she said with a laugh. "You can have the crystal at no charge if you like it. It's the least I can do as my thanks for fixing my air conditioning," she said with a shrug.
While giving me another great down blouse view of her braless breasts, she quickly opened and closed the top of her blouse with her hand as if she was suddenly hot.
Of course, something for free, I wasn't going to refuse her offer of her giving me the crystal as a gift. When I arrived home, even though I knew nothing about hypnosis and/or about crystals, I jerked off while imagining hypnotizing women. After having seen much of her naked breasts, I masturbated while imagining hypnotizing Gwen. Nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I stroked myself while thinking of all of the sexual things that I could do with women and to her while they were under hypnosis by the power of my magic crystal.
First though, I had to figure out how to use the crystal to hypnotize someone. After I played with myself, I used my free time to research how to hypnotize someone using my colorful crystal. I discovered that crystals, a favorite of the occult and witches, possessed special powers. I hoped to unleash the power of my crystal. I hoped that I possessed a powerful tool to hypnotize women.
The secret is having 100% confidence in both the crystal's power and in my ability to wield it. After a few days of studying and practicing by myself, I figured that I should try it on a real person first. If it worked, I knew that I'd somehow be able to use it to hypnotize Susan the next time we met.  If she willingly watched me masturbate myself while I watched her masturbate herself, perhaps, she'd allow me to hypnotize her, too.
# # #
Susan Jill Parker Masturbation, #02
Brian uses his magic crystal to hypnotize women.
On my day off, I decided to drive to the mall. Not usually going there on my day off, I knew who my practice target to hypnotize would be. I headed for the occult novelty store to hypnotize Gwen, the owner of the store.
My perfect person to hypnotize, if it didn't work, we'd laugh about it. Aware that she closed for lunch, I timed my arrival at the shop a few minutes before so that I'd have uninterrupted time with her. When I entered, surprised to see me, she looked up at me and smiled.
"I'm sorry. I'm just about to close for an hour for lunch," she said. "Would you mind coming back later?"
I gave her a smile.
 "No problem but this will only take a minute. I just wanted to check to make sure the new A. C. is working properly," I said.
She smiled warmly and thanked me again for fixing it with a nod of her head.
"So far so good," she said. "It's working great. Thank you for repairing it."
While I quickly went to the back of the store to ostensibly check the system, put up the 'Out to Lunch' sign on the locked door, she closed the shades. She waited at the front of the store for me to return.  Not making her wait, I quickly reappeared.
"Okay. Everything looks good," I said.
Seemingly her favorite position, she leaned over the counter while giving me another down blouse view of her cleavage and much of her naked breasts. Trying not to stare at all that she showed and at all that I saw, I smiled at her.
"Gwen is it," I asked?
I acted as if I didn't know her name or had forgotten her name. I just wanted to stare at her braless breast down her blouse while pretending that I was leaning closer to stare at her name tag instead of staring down her blouse at her breasts.
"I'm Brian," I said. "You can ask for me if you ever need maintenance work done here," I said. "I'm always on call."
Seemingly a more comfortable position for her, she moved her arms beneath her breasts while leaning more over her counter. As soon as she did, her blouse fell open with her and her breasts moved up with her folded arms. As if she offered her breasts to me, she gave me the perfect down blouse view of even more of her big, naked tits.
Not surprised that she did, especially after seeing Susan flashing herself all over the mall, I wondered if Gwen had intentionally or accidentally flashed me her big breasts. With the top of her blouse falling wide open, how could she not know that I could see her naked breasts? From what I could see of them, she had beautiful breasts.
# # #
"Oh, and by the way, the crystal that you gave actually works," I said with a big smile while removing the crystal from my pocket! 
She made a face as if she didn't believe me. She chuckled and shook her head in disbelief as she remained leaning over the counter. Talking about the crystal that she gifted me, gave me an excuse to walk closer to her.
"Really? Seriously? Yeah, right," she said sarcastically while staring up at me. "Anyway, thanks for checking on the system, but I'd really like to take my lunch break now." 
Even with me standing closer, she continued leaning over the counter while waiting for me to leave. As soon as I walked closer, I saw her pink, erect nipples. Either she was cold from the air conditioning, or she was aroused, perhaps, a little of both. I had a clear view down her blouse of her big tits.
"Yes, really. Just give me a minute to show you," I said.
I dangled the crystal pendant in front of her eyes.
"See? Watch. You can't look away from it. The swaying motion of it is relaxing you," I said. 
Unbelievably, surprising me, and exciting me, with some people easy to hypnotize, fortunately, she was one such person. She froze, while staring at the crystal. She continued staring at the crystal swaying back and forth.
"Wait. What are you doing," she asked.
She sat back in her chair with a hint of fear in her voice.
"Oddly, enough," she said. "That's so weird. I do feel relaxed while staring at it. How did you do that," she asked?
I laughed while continuing to sway the crystal in front of her eyes.
"I didn't do anything. It's the power of the crystal," I said.
I continued swaying the crystal in front of her eyes.
"Just relax and keep your eyes on the crystal. Watch how it dances and sparkles as it goes back and forth," I said while talking to her in a low and soothing voice.
Unbelievably with her susceptible to hypnosis, she continued staring at the crystal while listening to my voice. I never thought that I'd be able to hypnotize anyone by reading about how to hypnotize someone online.
"Relax. Relax. Breathe. Breathe. Relax, Gwen. Relax," I said in a soft and soothing voice.
Back and forth, I continued swaying the crystal pendant. I watched as she struggled to resist the power of the crystal.
"You feel so relaxed that you're unable to keep your eyes open. Your eyelids are getting heavy as you become sleepy. Close your eyes, Gwen. Close your eyes and sleep. Sleep, Gwen. Sleep," I said.
# # #
As soon as she closed her eyes, I stopped swaying the crystal and pocketed it. As soon as she closed her eyes, she slumped forward in her seat while fully relaxed.  Ready to give her my hypnotic suggestions, I continued my hypnotic monologue.
"Now you can only hear my voice. You will obey my commands without question. Do you understand, Gwen?" 
She nodded her head.
"Yes, I understand. I will obey your commands," she replied from her trance.
I was ready to give her my first hypnotic suggestion.
"Excellent. I'm going to awaken you on the count of three and when I do, you'll feel fantastic. You won't remember me mentioning the crystal or being hypnotized. You will only remember that I returned to check the air conditioning. Do you understand?"
With her eyes still closed, she nodded her head again.
"Yes. I understand," she said. "You're just here to check on the A. C." 
# # #
"When you awaken, you'll feel grateful for me being here," I said. "As if I'm your boyfriend, your husband, or your lover, you'll remove your blouse and consensually show me your naked breasts. Proud of your big tits, you'll want me to see your breasts," I said.
With her seemingly accepting my first hypnotic suggestion, I was ready to give her my second, hypnotic suggestion.
"Then, you will stand, lift your skirt up to your waist, and show me your panties. Finally, you will remove your panties and show me your naked pussy," I said. "Lastly, you will return to your chair, sit, and masturbate yourself in front of me while I watch."
I gave her my third hypnotic suggestion.
"Finally, you will watch me unzip my pants, pull out my prick, and masturbate myself in front of you, too. You will stare at my naked, erect cock and watch me cum in the way that I will stare at your naked breasts and your naked pussy while watching you having an orgasm," I said.
She still had her eyes closed while listening to my voice.
"You won't feel ashamed or embarrassed in any way. It will feel like a perfectly natural way to thank me for repairing your air conditioner," I said. "You will not remember any of this."
I watched her hanging her head down with her eyes still closed.
"Now on the count of three and after I snap my fingers, you will awaken. One, you're slowly awakening while feeling relaxed and rested. Two, you're awakening a little more while thinking about how you'll thank me. And three," I said.
 
She straightened up, opened her eyes, and smiled.
"Thank you, Brian. I'm so glad the system is still working," she said.
She lifted her blouse to her naked breasts and up over her head. She sat before me topless. She stared down at her naked breasts before staring up at me.
"It was so hot without the air conditioning," she said with a grin.
She cupped her breasts in her hands and lifted them as if offering me her big tits. Then, she ran slow hands across her nipples. Finally, she pinched them, pulled them, turned them, and twisted her nipples to full erection.
Not believing my eyes, she stood from her chair and lifted her short, black skirt to her waist to show me her black, lace panties. She tucked her thumbs in her waistband and slowly slid her panties down to her ankles. She removed them by stepping out of them to show me her black, trimmed pussy.  I was stunned and elated to see her naked cunt. I couldn't stop staring at her naked breast and her naked pussy.
She returned to her chair and sat facing me with her legs spread wide open to show me a lot of glistening pink. I watched her touch herself. She fingered her pussy with one hand and while fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples with her other hand. While she continued playing with herself, she watched me unzip my pants, pull out my erect prick, and stroke myself.
She rubbed her clit faster. She finger fucked herself deeper. She fondled and squeezed her big breasts while pulling her nipples. Not taking her long to cum, she voiced her orgasm.
"Brian. Brian. I'm cumming. Stroke yourself faster. Stroke yourself harder. Cum Brian. Cum. Let's cum together," she said. "Cum with me, Brian."
As soon as she had her sexual orgasm, I ejaculated in some paper towels. Then, I took out my crystal again and swayed it in front of her eyes.
"Close your eyes and sleep, Gwen. Sleep," I said.
As soon as he closed her eyes and slumped down her head, I pocketed my crystal again and gave her my hypnotic suggestion.
"When you awaken, you will quickly get dressed. You won't remember any of this. You won't know why you're naked other than you were horny and needed to pleasure yourself," I said.
I readied myself to leave.
"On the count of three and as soon as I snap my fingers, you will awaken feeling refreshed. One, two, three," I said, opening her shop door and sticking my hand inside to snap my fingers before closing her door.
'Snap!'
# # #
That worked better than I had hoped. Even though seeing Gwen's naked breasts, her naked pussy, and watching her masturbate was hot, that didn't hold a candle to Susan's big, naked breasts, her blonde, trimmed pussy, and watching her masturbate herself to me masturbating myself at the café. Of course, now that I knew that I had hypnotized Gwen, I couldn't wait to hypnotize Susan. Somehow, I couldn't wait to get her alone again as I did the first time that I watched her masturbate herself in the café. 
Time to put my plan in motion. I arranged my next day off to coincide with Susan's weekly visit to the mall. As if I was a cop on surveillance detail, I found an out-of-the-way spot not far from the main entrance so that I wouldn't miss her when she arrived. I was soon rewarded with the sight of her walking by, and impeccably dressed in a tailored skirt, blouse, and heels, with her long blonde hair beautifully styled. 
Maintaining my distance, I followed her. I watched as she visited various stores and made purchases. I was mildly amused by how careful and deliberate she was with her movements. Something counter to all that she had already done, apparently, she didn't want to take the slightest risk of accidentally exposing her panties or her cleavage to unsuspecting men.
I imagined hypnotizing her as I did with Gwen. As I did with her, I imagined doing with Susan. Somehow getting her alone and someplace private, I was rock hard with the sexual anticipation of hypnotizing her. I imagined her stripping herself naked for me. I imagined her showing off all that I shouldn't see of her beautiful, naked body.
 
When it looked like she had finished shopping and was ready to leave, I felt panicked. I realized the flaw in my plan. Without knowing the car that she drove, while hoping that I hadn't parked on the opposite end of the mall, if I did, I wouldn't be able to catch up to her in time to follow her home.
Fortunately, she walked in the direction of where I had parked my car only a few rows from her red Mustang GT.
'Perfect,' I thought!
I'm close enough to still keep an eye on her, but far enough away that it won't appear that I'm actually tailing her.  Easy to keep track of her red car ahead of me, I stayed behind several cars. Then taking note of the address of her home when she pulled into her driveway, I continued down her street past her house and parked on the far end of the block. Hopefully, no one would notice a strange car parked on the street while I remained in my car.
# # #
In case anyone was suspicious of me sitting in my car, I got out of my car and casually strolled back up the block to her house. I nonchalantly made my way to her front door and rang her doorbell.  As nervous as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I was about to confront her. Patiently, I waited for her to answer her door. The first time seeing her up close, she was so beautiful.
     
"Yes? May I help you," she asked with a smile as soon as she opened her front door?
Then, within seconds, losing her smile, recognition flashed across her face. Her welcoming expression turned from curiosity to anger.
"Wait, I know you," she said, giving me a stone cold look! "You're that creep from the café. You followed me through the mall. Get off my property before I call the police!"
Actually, weird how she viewed things, with her masturbating to me masturbating to her, if I'm a creep, then she's a whore.
"When I thought that I was alone at the café, you watched me touch myself. Then, you exposed your naked prick to me," she said. "While I was too stunned to look away, you masturbated yourself in front of me. I should have reported you."
 
Anticipating her reaction, I already had my pendant in hand. Before she slammed her door shut in my face and called the police, I held up the crystal to her. Allowing it to sway back and forth like a pendulum, I hoped to hypnotize her as fast as I had hypnotized Gwen.
"Relax Susan. I just want to talk," I said looking down at the crystal before looking up at her. "Watch the crystal and relax. Everything will be just fine."
She laughed while making a face at me trying to hypnotize her. She scoffed at the idea of me hypnotizing her. Yet, unable to look away. Her eyes were drawn towards the refracting light dancing colors before her eyes. Amazingly, she stared at the crystal in the way that Gwen stared at the crystal in the occult store.
"What's this," she asked, making a face? "Do you really think you can hypnotize me?"
She laughed again.
"You can't hypnotize me. I'm one of those people who cannot be hypnotized," she said with another laugh. "I told you to leave!"
I gave her my big, shit eating grin.
"It's too late for that, Susan," I said. "You can't look away from the crystal. Watch how it sways back and forth. The swaying motion of the crystal makes you more relaxed. Relax, Susan. Relax. We need to talk. Let's go inside and talk," I said, putting my foot in the door.
Her anger changed from outrage to fear as she found it more and more difficult to resist the power of the crystal.
"Wait. What are you doing to me? Stop. Please. Don't. No," she said, unable to struggle.
# # #
In her feeble attempt to block the power of the crystal, she put her hand up to her eyes while leaning back away from me. Not taking no for an answer, I pressed forward and took a step inside of her house. While continuing to sway the crystal, I closed her door with my foot.



"I'm just helping you to relax. You must be tired trying to resist the power of the crystal. Don't fight it," I said in a calm and soothing voice. "Relax. Just relax and breathe."
I continued swaying the crystal before her eyes as she continued walking backwards while trying to move away from me.
"Your arms and legs are feeling heavy as you become more and more relaxed. You feel so tired."
When the back of her legs hit the couch and she could no longer continue backwards, she sat on the couch while continuing to stare at the crystal. I sat across from her in a chair while continuing to sway the crystal and talk to her in a low, soothing voice. Even though she still tried to fight and resist the power of the crystal, she was unable to look away from the swaying motion of it.
"That feels good, doesn't it Susan? It feels good to finally relax. Allow your arms and legs go limp," I said while continuing to sway the crystal in front of her eyes.
I watched the power of the crystal relax her more.
"Your eyelids are heavy," I said, slowly swaying the crystal. "It's hard for you to keep your eyes open. You feel sleepy. You want to sleep. The more that you resist the crystal, the heavier your eyelids become and the sleepier you are."
I watched her getting sleepy. I watched her struggling to keep her eyes open.
"Close your eyes and let go. Drift off to sleep. Sleep, Susan. Sleep. That's it," I said when she finally closed her eyes.
Despite putting up an admirable fight, the power of the crystal proved to be too much for her. Her arms rested helplessly by her sides as she leaned back against the soft cushions of the couch. Desperately trying to stay awake was a losing battle as her eyes finally fluttered closed. Then, as soon her head fell forward, falling in a deep sleep, her body fell limp.
# # #
"Sleep, Susan. Sleep," I said in my calm and soothing voice. "The deeper you sleep, the more relaxed you will feel."
No longer needing to sway the crystal, I put the pendant in my pocket.
"You can only hear the sound of my voice. You will obey my commands. Obedience makes you feel good, and you always want to feel that way. You're doing well, Susan," I said.
I paused to watch her sleep while ready to give her my hypnotic suggestion.
"I'm going to awaken you, and when I do, you'll feel calmly relaxed. You'll love feeling this way. As long as you obey me, that feeling will only grow stronger. However, if you disobey me, you will feel just the opposite, and you won't like that at all. Nod you head to show me that you understand."
I smiled when she nodded her head. I was happy that I was able to hypnotize her.
"I'm going to count to three and snap my fingers. On the count of three, you'll awaken feeling refreshed and relaxed. Then, when I snap my fingers, you will open your eyes."
I paused to look at her sleeping with her head down.
"One. Two. Three. Snap," I snapped my fingers.
Susan opened her eyes, smiled, stretched, and stared at me as startled as she looked confused when seeing me sitting across from her.
"What happened? Who are you? How did you get into my house?"
I smiled.
"I'm Brian. I met you at the mall," I said. "You invited me in, remember?"
I gave her a reassuring smile.
"We were having a nice conversation and, suddenly, you fell asleep while we were talking. Not wanting to disturb you from your sudden slumber, since you seemed so tired, I let you nap," I said.
# # #
She looked at me confused while trying to remember.
"I'm sorry," said Susan. "I don't remember. What were we talking about," she asked? "Who are you again?"
I smiled.
"Brian," I said. "You were telling me about what you bought at the mall today. You told me how much you liked the sexy lingerie that you purchased," I said pausing. "I'd love to see it," I said, giving her a smile.
She blushed and made a face.
"I can't show you what I bought because I'm wearing them," she said with a little, sexy laugh.
I chuckled.
"Perfect! Part your knees and show me," I said.
I held my breath in anticipation as she looked hesitant at first. Then, she smiled at me as she slowly parted her knees and lifted the hem of her short skirt to her crotch to show me her white, sheer panties. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my eyes, with her obeying my hypnotic suggestion, I had hypnotized her.
In the way that I did at the café, I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at all that I could see of her patch of trimmed, blonde, pubic hair through her sheer panties.
Something that I'll never forget, Susan Jill Parker flashed me her panties while under my hypnotic suggestion. I stared at her sexy lingerie. I watched her spend the whole day being morally modest and especially careful not to unintentionally flash her bra and/or her panties to anyone. Now, she relaxed back while giving me a full upskirt view of what until now she's been trying not to show. With her not pulling down her skirt and closing her knees, seemingly, she doesn't care what she showed and all that I saw.
'Let's see if I can push her further to show more,' I thought.
"Very nice, Susan. I can see why you were so excited to buy them, but I really wanted to see how they look on you. Stand up and take off your skirt for me. Show me your panties."
# # #
Beyond belief, I was happily surprised when she stood and obeyed me without objection. My eyes widened while I eagerly watched her unbutton and unzip her short skirt. She allowed her skirt to fall to the living room rug and collect around her ankles.
Then, when she took a step forward to give me a closer look of her sexy lingerie, with me sitting and her standing, the crotch of her panties was at my eye-level. The white, sheer fabric along with her clean perfumed scent was intoxicating. I felt a bit dizzy as I closely inspected her most intimate clothing. Tempted to reach out and touch while feeling her through her panties, fearing that she'd abruptly awaken and break the hypnotic spell, I controlled myself from doing so.
"I'd love to see your new bra as well. Show me. Show me your bra, Susan," I said. "Unbutton and remove your blouse for me."
My eyes were riveted to her chest as her manicured fingers slowly unbuttoned the buttons of her blouse. With each unbuttoned button, I saw more. She revealed the tops of her breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut, sexy, white brassiere. Then, obediently obeying me, she removed her blouse.
After all of those weeks that I masturbated while imagining her in her bra and panties, here she is standing before me in her sexy lingerie. No longer concealing myself in the back of a dimly lit café, while watching one another masturbate. No peeping through a shoe store window watching her trying on shoes while exposing her panties. No watching her climb an escalator while bending at the waist on the pretense of fixing her shoe to flash the back of her panties. No spying on her in the dressing room while atop my ladder. I'm in her house.
She's right here in front of me in her living room. She's allowing me to stare at her bra clad breasts and ogle her panty clad pussy! I couldn't believe that I was seeing her in her sexy lingerie.
"Oh Susan," I said. "You are such a beautiful and sexy woman! You must feel calmly relaxed while happy to know that you're pleasing me."
She smiled.
"Yes. It feels good to obey you," she said.
I smiled.
"That's excellent, and you're doing so well. Now take off your bra and show me your naked breasts," I said.
# # #
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Obediently obeying me, she reached behind her back, unhooked her bra. She removed her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Then, she held her bra cups in place with her hand.
Finally, she removed one bra cup, before she removed the other. She stood before me topless. Susan Jill Parker showed me her naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her big tits.
Her big and shapely breasts were fully exposed. She had pink, symmetrical areolas, and pink, erect nipples. My sexual fantasy came true, after seeing her in her bra and panties, now, I'm seeing her topless.
Now for the final test. I needed to be completely confident because if this fails and snapped out of it, she'll panic and call the police. She'll report me for rape and I'll be arrested, prosecuted, and remanded to prison for a long time.
I took a deep breath. Then, I gave her my hypnotic suggestion.
"Remove your panties, Susan," I said.
# # #
Not immediately obeying me by removing her underwear, she paused while frowning. She appeared to be fighting my hypnotic suggestion. She seemed to wrestle with her internal thoughts.
Seemingly slightly panicked, I wondered if I had pushed her too far. Then, seemingly satisfied with her hypnotized decision, she smiled. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties while smiling up at me. She slowly and sexily removed her panties, pushed them down to her ankles, and stepped out of them.
I stared at her blonde, trimmed pussy. I stared at all that I could see of her pink, pussy lips. Lightheaded with sexual excitement, I was stunned that I had hypnotized her to strip herself naked.
With some women not looking as good naked as they do in their panties and bra, she's even more sexy and beautiful naked than I ever could have imagined. My dreams of seeing her naked have come true. All of the work and planning to get to this moment paid off. Now, I was ready to give her my last hypnotic suggestion.
"Masturbate yourself," I said. "Finger your pussy while watching me stroke my prick. Rub your clit and finger fuck your pussy while you stare at me masturbating. Feel and fondle your naked breasts with your other hand while fingering your nipples," I said.
She sat on her couch and as soon as she spread her legs and started playing with her pussy, as if we were back in the café again, I unzipped myself, pulled out my prick and stroked my big dick in front of her. She rubbed her clit faster, she fingered herself deeper while I stroked my prick faster and harder. With the both of us pleasuring ourselves together, it didn't take us long to cum.
"Brian! Brian! I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Brian," she said. "I'm cumming."
She continued staring at me stroking my prick while she had her orgasm. Not wanting to leave any evidence behind, I ejaculated in some tissues while watching her having a sexual orgasm. As soon as she did, I pocketed the tissues, put my prick in my pants and zipped them.
# # #
I'll remember this day forever. I lost track of time memorizing every inch of her beautiful body until I realized it's getting dark outside. As much as I wanted to stay, I couldn't stay any longer.
"Thank you Susan. You've been an obedient woman. Get dressed, please. Then, have a seat on the couch when you're done."
It was almost as much fun watching her dress as it was watching her undress. Yet, soon enough, she'd be sitting back across from me while looking expectantly at me. I removed the crystal pendant from my pocket and put it in motion again while swaying it in front of her beautiful, blue eyes. I allowed the overhead light to illuminate the colors and capture her gaze as she watched it swing back and forth.
"Susan, you've had a long day and are so very tired. Your eyes are very heavy, and you just want to sleep. You're so sleepy that you can barely keep your eyes open. Close your eyes. Close your eyes and sleep. Lay back on your couch and sleep. Sleep, Susan. Sleep," I said in my calm and soothing voice while swaying the crystal in front of her eyes again.
This time, it only took a short minute before she surrendered and drifted off to sleep.
"You're going to sleep all night. When you awaken, you won't remember any of this. You won't remember me. You won't remember me in your living room. You won't remember being hypnotized," I said. "You won't remember masturbating yourself while watching me playing with myself."
I watched her deeply sleep while ready to give her my last hypnotic suggestion.
"You will awaken feeling relaxed, refreshed, and horny. From this moment forward, whenever you are at the mall, instead of being embarrassed or ashamed, you will feel proud and aroused to show unsuspecting men your sexy lingerie. Whenever you notice a man admiring you, you'll become aroused. You'll want to expose your panties to him. You'll want to give him a down blouse view of your cleavage and low-cut bra," I said.
Wishing that I could be a fly on the wall whenever she was at the mall, I hoped to see her often. Whenever I saw her, I hoped she'd notice my admiring looks and expose her sexy lingerie to me. I couldn't wait to see her out and about again.
"You'll always make your deliberate flashes seem accidental or unintentional. Every man that you flash will think that he's lucky or at the right place and at the right time to see something he shouldn't see. On warm summer days, you'll wear short skirts and low-cut tops to the mall," I said. "When going up the escalator, you'll bend at the waist on the pretense of fixing your shoe so that the men behind you can look up and see your sexy, white panties stretched across your ass and pussy."
I was sexually excited remembering her bending at the waist while in front of me on the escalator.
"Every time you lean forward, you'll give men a good look at your cleavage and bra. When trying on shoes, you'll part your knees to give the salesman a good, long look of your panties," I said remembering her flashing the shoe salesman. "Every time you enter a changing room to try on clothes, you'll leave the curtain open enough for anyone looking to watch you undress. The more that you expose yourself, the more aroused you'll become until you have to rush home and masturbate," I said.
I stared at her sleeping.
"Nod your head if you understand all that I've said, Susan."
She nodded her head.
"Yes, I understand. I will be a flashing exhibitionist every time I go to the mall. Deliberately flashing myself to unsuspecting men while making my flashes appear accidental will sexually arouse me. Admiring men will feel as excited as they'll feel lucky that they saw my panties, my bra, and my cleavage."
I smiled while looking forward to running into her at the mall again. With me working there every day, there was a good chance that I'd see her whenever she was shopping.
"At the count of three, when I snap my fingers, you will awaken and won't remember any of this. "One," I stood. "Two," I walked to the front door. "Three," I snapped my fingers. 'Snap! I silently closed her door behind me and left.
I couldn't wait until the next time that I see her at the mall!
The End
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SusanJillParker is Spider-Woman, #1
Unbeknownst to many readers, something she's never confessed to anyone, Susan Jill Parker has super, sexual powers.
Not a character in one of Stan Lee's Marvel comic books, fifty-year-old Susan Jill Parker, a professional writer of erotica, is the reality version of Jessica Drew, the fictional version of Spider-Woman. Yet, she doesn't possess enhanced speed, strength, and reflexes. She's unable to stick to any surface as Spider-Woman can do. She cannot produce powerful energy blasts. She doesn't have her marksmanship nor her hand-to-hand combat skills. She doesn't have her private investigator skills.
Instead, Susan has super, sexual powers. She possesses Spider-Woman's pheromone aura. She has the innate ability to stick to any man that she sexually desires and lustfully wants. She has the unique ability to make any man desire her.
She's akin to the redheaded witch, Melisandre of Asshai, the Red Woman, and the adviser to King Stannis Baratheon, in the Games of Thrones. With men, her helpless pawns and carnal victims, Susan is able to have sex with any man that she wants. Whether married or single, young, or old, men do not have the ability to deny her and turn her down for sex. With just one look at her, they want to have sex with her as much as she wants to have sex with them. As much as they try to resist her, no man can say no.
# # #
Instead of fighting crime for justice, in the way that all of Marvel's superheroes do, unable to control her overpowering libido, she started her nymphomaniac tendencies by having sex with her chosen victim, her 25-year-old stepson, Brad. Only, unlike a female spider, she doesn't eat her victim, per se, after having had sex with him. She doesn't devour him for food. Indeed, she does eat him in a sexual way by sucking his cock, allowing him to cum in her mouth, in her long, blonde hair, all over her beautiful face, and across her naked double D cup breasts to give her a cum bath.
Even though she's most men's dream woman, and their sexual fantasy whore, that is, until they have had nonstop, never-ending sex with her, exhausting them, she has sex with them over and again. Always in the mood for sex, she never makes excuses that she can't have sex because she has a headache. She's never too tired for sucking and fucking. She's ready to go all day and all night, anytime, anywhere, and with anyone.
Without embarrassment, shame, and/or regrets, in the way that a spider's focus is eating other bugs, Susan's biggest and only focus is having sex. Sex, sex, and more sex, with her a sexual woman, she wants, needs, and must have sex all of the time. Immorally immodest, indeed, Susan is a cocksucking whore. With her always ready to return the sexual favor, she loves it when a man gives her multiple orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
Alas, something that she'd never do, she may imagine sexually seducing her stepson, she may even masturbate herself while visualizing him naked, and having sex with him, but she'd never go through with it. She'd never have sex with Brad. Even though she needed sex every waking hour of every day, she'd never cross that forbidden line, that is, until that fateful day when she was bitten by a spider.
The spider was responsible for giving her the super sexual power that she has. The spider bite turned her into a nymphomaniac. No longer able to control her forbidden desire for Brad, the spider was the reason why she had hours of forbidden sex with her stepson.
Incredibly, a spider bite changed her until she passed the poisonous serum from her system. It took a month before she returned to her normal self. With her never modestly moral before, energizing her libido, the spider serum did its work to change her into an incestuous whore.
# # #
Peter Parker, no relation to Susan Jill Parker, as Spider-Man, a fictional, Marvel comic book character, was bitten by a genetically engineered, super-spider, Araneus oscorpeus. Jessica Drew, Spider-Woman, was placed in a hibernation chamber for years before emerging decades later as a teenager. She became physically enhanced and derived her superpowers after being given a special spider-derived serum.
Susan Jill Parker became sexually driven and derived her super, sexual powers after being bitten by one of the deadliest spiders in the world, a Brazilian banana spider, also known as a Brazilian wandering spider. Without medical treatment, those who are younger, older, or have weakened immune systems, and have been bitten may die within two-hours. Fortunately, except for her having uncontrollable, side effects of urges and desires, Susan was immune to the spider's deadly bite. Surprisingly, she didn't adversely react to the poison.
Instead of becoming life threatening ill or dying, no doubt, perhaps, because where she was bitten, in all places, in her vagina, she had unusual, sexual side effects after being bitten by the spider. Interesting and devastating enough, if they survive, when men are bitten by a Brazilian banana spider, no matter where they are bitten, unless they're immediately given an antidote, they have painful and uncontrollable erections before they die. After being bitten by the spider, Susan's biggest side effect was having an overpowering libido.
With her horny and sexually frustrated before, she became even hornier and sexually frustrated now. Needing to continually suck and fuck, with the spider's serum releasing the beast within her, she became a predator and a sexual animal. The spider bite turned her into an insatiable nymphomaniac.
She wanted sex. She needed sex. She had to have sex. She wanted sex now. She wanted sex all the time, day, and night.
Fortunately for her and unfortunately for him, the only man in her immediate proximity was her stepson, Brad. Had there been another man, any man, or other men who were close by, no longer particular who she'd had sex with, she'd have sex with one or with all of them. As long as he had a cock, no matter if he wasn't able to get an erection, with her pheromonal aura, she's turned his limp prick into a steel rod.
Poor Brad, he had no idea what was about to happen. Lucky, for him, sexually attracted to his stepmother since he turned 18-years-old, at first, he welcomed her sexual advances. Then, with her continually wanting sex, and seemingly never sexually satisfied long enough to even enjoy the afterglow of sex, he had no idea that his stepmother was bitten in her pussy by a spider. He had no idea that his stepmother was a sexual version of Spider-Woman.
# # #
Today is Brad, my stepson's birthday. He's 25-years-old. After his father passed away several months ago from COVID, he's been so sad. I wanted to surprise him with my special, birthday gift in hopes of brightening his mood.
Having raised him since he was a child, we live together as stepmother and stepson. Other than having sex, which we'd never have with one another, he'd do anything for me and, returning the favor, I'd do anything for him. With people still being infected from the COVID pandemic, our blessing in disguise, I'm glad that we both work from home.
Not having to get up early every morning, rushing to get ready, and being stuck in traffic, we love working from home. Now, breaking it up throughout the day, we're able to make our own work schedules. Most times, lazing around in my king-sized bed until midmorning, I don't bother getting dressed. Having so many sexy nightgowns that my late husband bought me, I hang around the house in one of my short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns.
I hate wearing robes as much as I don't like wearing long nightgowns, or flannel nightgowns, unless it's really cold. Robes and flannel nightgowns are too uncomfortably hot. I don't think I even own a robe, and I only have one, long, flannel nightgown. I gave all of my robes and flannel nightgowns away to charity, clothing drives.
Besides, flashing Brad what he should never see of his stepmother gives me something to masturbate over later with Honey, my pink, bunny vibrator and Bruno, my big, black dildo. So easy to do, I love teasing my stepson by deliberately flashing him. Not wanting him to think of me as the cocksucking whore that I am, I make all of my deliberate flashes appear accidental and unintentional. Long before the spider bite, he has no idea that I'm a whore. He has no idea that his stepmother sexually wanted him as much as he, seemingly, sexually wanted me.
# # #
In the way that Brad looks at me and sometimes stares at me, making me feel sexy, wanted, and desired, I know that he enjoys seeing me in my revealing nightgowns. Returning the favor of my voyeurism with his voyeurism, he hangs around the house wearing his pajama bottoms without underwear in the way that I wear my nightgowns without wearing panties. I know that he's not wearing underwear because, in the way that he's young, dumb, and full of cum, he's always walking around the house with an erection tenting his pajama bottoms.
In the way that he sexually stares at me, I've stared at him. I've seen the side of his big dick peeking through the stretched opening in his pajama pee hole. Because of COVID, not going out, having fun, dating, and having sex, we have all that we need, food, water, and all other purchases delivered. With us both at that age when we need sex the most, I'm as sexually frustrated as he's horny. Men are the horniest when they are younger, 18-years-old to 35-years-old, while women are the horniest from the ages of 40-years-old to 60-years-old.
Suffice to write, even though we both need sex, frustratingly, because of the pandemic virus, we don't have sex with anyone anymore. Unable to cross that forbidden line, we'd never have sex with one another. Even though we're not blood related but, because we live in the same house, sex between us would be wrong. Sex between a stepmother and her stepson would be deemed incestuous. If my friends and/or family knew that I had sex with Brad, I'd be mortified.
Yet, nothing more than innocent flashing fun, again, giving me something to masturbate over later, I enjoy teasing him. Giving him more to masturbate over when he's alone in his room, I enjoy seeing his reaction when showing him what sexually excites him to see of me. When wearing my short skirt, pretending that I'm unaware that I'm exposed, while slowly and seductively crossing and uncrossing my long, shapely legs, I sit with my knees parted open just enough to flash him my panties.
In the way that I have a lot of nightgowns, I have a lot of sexy panties and low-cut bras, too. My deceased husband, God rest his soul, he loved spoiling me with sexy lingerie as much as he loved buying me revealing nightgowns. I feel sexy when wearing my revealing lingerie. Sadly, not having anyone to wear them for, I wear them for myself to make me feel like the desirable woman that I am. Then, daring myself to do so, I wear them for my stepson, too.
While relaxing with a glass of wine, something that gets me in the mood to flash him, with that always getting his attention, I continually cross and uncross my legs slowly and sexily. Every time I do that, my short skirt moves higher up my thighs to expose more of my panties. While talking or watching television, the more that I relax with him sitting across from me, I repeatedly part my knees open a little more to show him what he clearly wanted and loved seeing.
With him not removing his eyes from me, I slowly and deliberately spread my legs wider to give him more than an upskirt peek of my panties. Something that makes me wet to show him, I allow him to see my pussy mound, my camel toe, my pussy slit, and my blonde patch of pubic hair through my sheer, white panties. Then, while leaning over him lower and longer than necessary when pouring him a beer, I give him a deliberately down blouse view of my long line of sexy cleavage and my low-cut bra.
Again, giving him something more to masturbate over later, when wearing my short nightgown, being the whore that I am, I part my knees enough to flash him peeks of my blonde, trimmed naked pussy. Giving him even more to masturbate over, again, when leaning over him longer and lower to serve him food or something to drink, I give him down nightgown views of my double D cup breasts. I enjoy showing him my naked pussy as much as I enjoy flashing him my naked breasts.
Returning my exhibitionism with his exhibitionism, he's dick flashed me several times while making his exhibitionism appear accidental. In the way that he stares at my panties, my bra, my naked pussy, and my naked breasts, whenever he flashes me his erect prick, I stare at his big, naked dick. As much as he loves seeing my naked pussy and breasts, I love seeing his naked cock.
# # #
One time, after getting out of the shower, when I was in the living room sitting on the couch, as if he had something important to tell me, he stood in front of me while only wearing his towel. While wondering what the rest of him looked like, I stared at his muscular chest, shoulders, and arms. In the way that his erect cock tented his pajama bottoms, his big dick tented his towel. Deliberately teasing me, I wondered if he stroked himself to a big and hard erection before coming into the living room from the bathroom.
Then, while talking to me, as soon as he took a big breath, I watched his towel untie itself and fall from his waist to his ankles. With his erect prick at my eye level, instead of looking away, in the way that he stares at my naked pussy, I stared at his erect, naked prick, his pubic hair, and his dangling testicles. Tempted to reach out my hand and wrap my manicured fingers around it, I didn't dare. As if he didn't know that he was exposed, it took him a long moment for him to cover his cock with his towel.
"Oops. Sorry, mom," he said, reaching down to grab his towel and wrap it around his waist again. "That's embarrassing," he said with a little laugh while looking down at me for my reaction to seeing his naked prick.
I laughed.
"Don't be embarrassed. I didn't see anything. I looked away," I said lying.
I'll be masturbating myself over seeing his big dick later. I'll be rubbing my clit with my vibrator and fucking my pussy with my dildo while imagining having sex with my stepson. Only, playing with myself was a distant second to actually having sex with him.
# # #
Another time, with him holding a tray in front of him with my food and coffee, I watched him walk from the kitchen to the dining room with his erect dick sticking out of his pajama pee hole beneath the tray. I pretended that I didn't notice his errant dick. While I sat at the dining room table mindlessly staring at my laptop, he poured me coffee and served me breakfast while staring down my open nightgown top at my naked breasts.
As soon as he removed the tray from in front of him and I saw his naked, erect prick, my nipples immediately erected. Whenever I lean forward as I was doing while staring at my laptop, my nightgown top falls open with me. In the way that he stared at my naked breasts, tit for cock, I stared at his naked prick out of the corner of my eyes.
I wondered if he stroked himself to a big and hard erection in the kitchen before walking in the dining room. In the way that I sometimes deliberately expose myself to him, I wondered if he deliberately exposed himself to me. A game that we played every day, flashing one another is a great way to make our home alone, sequestered days more excitingly tolerable.
The first time that I saw his erect, naked prick, I couldn't believe my eyes. He has a much bigger dick than his father's puny prick. I pretended that I didn't notice his errant, erect cock. Then, with him stepping closer while leaning forward to pour me coffee, his naked cock was mere inches from my mouth. With me so sexually frustrated, I was tempted to take his big dick in my hand, open my mouth, and take him inside.
I wondered what he'd say if I wrapped my fingers around his erect prick and slowly stroked him. I wondered what he'd do if I took him in my mouth and sucked him while staring up at him with my blue eyes. Again, something that I've rubbed my clit and fingered my nipples visualizing doing, I'd love to blow my stepson.
I've lost count over how many times that I masturbated while imagining being naked and him having sex with me. I'd love to suck his cock. I'd even allow him to cum in my mouth. With me not a spitter, I'd definitely swallow his cum. Then, I hoped he'd cum again all over my face and give me a cum bath.
Only, he's my stepson and I'm his stepmother, I can't do that. I'd never do that. Again, even though we're not blood related, we live together under the same roof. Sex between us would not only be forbidden but also it would be deemed incestuous. Yet, we have fun exposing ourselves to one another.
# # #
Returning the favor of his exhibitionism, sometimes, I leave the bathroom door open to let out the steam. When I do, he stands in the bathroom doorway talking to me. In the way that he deliberately dropped his towel in front of me, I dropped my towel in front of him. With my arms raised over my head while holding my hair dryer, I deliberately allowed my towel to slowly fall to my waist to show him my naked breasts in the reflection of the bathroom mirror. In the way that I stared at his big dick, he stared at my huge tits.
"Brad! Don't look at mommy. I'm so embarrassed," I said lying while sexually aroused instead of being embarrassed.
In the way that he took his time to wrap his fallen towel around his waist, I took my time to turn off the hair dryer, put it down on the counter, and retie my towel around my naked breasts. Again, I'll be masturbating over him seeing my naked breasts. Only, I wish he had touched them, felt them, and fondled them while sucking my erect nipples instead of only staring at them.
With us having only one bathroom, while I'm in the shower, he's come into the bathroom on the pretense that he has to pee. The shower curtain is clear vinyl, and he can see as much of my naked body as I can see of his big prick. Again, it aroused me as much as it excited him to see me naked. Just once, I'd love to stand naked in front of my stepson to see his reaction to seeing me without my clothes.
"Mom, I have to pee," he said.
Careful not to get water on the floor, without being distorted through the shower curtain, before he enters the bathroom, I pushed it open just enough for him to see all that he shouldn't see of my naked body.
"Okay, but don't flush," I said.
Instead of standing in front of the toilet to pee with his back to me, he stands facing the shower, slowly pushes down his pajama bottoms, and sits while peeing. He enjoys the naked view of me while I enjoy seeing his big dick before he sits on the toilet. In the way that he stared at all that he could see of my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass, I stared at his naked cock out of the corner of my eye.
If we continued down this forbidden road of flashing one another, it would only be a matter of time before we'd be having sex. No turning back, if we were to have sex, I wondered if that would ruin the close relationship that we have. Perhaps, having sex would make our stepmother and stepson bond even stronger. Something that I hoped not to regret, I wouldn't know how we'd feel until we did the dirty deed and had intimate relations with one another.
# # #
With us both adults and not related by blood, I thought about having sex with him more than once. I've thought about leaving my bedroom wide door open when I undress or dress. While waiting for him to stand in my bedroom doorway and talk to me, I thought about sitting at my dressing table and brushing my long, blonde hair while topless. In the way that he stared at my naked breasts when I deliberately dropped my towel, I'd love to show him my naked breasts again.



While waiting for him to stand in the darkened hallway outside of my bedroom and pretending that I was unaware that he was there, I thought about standing in front of my full-length mirror naked. I imagined feeling my naked breasts and fondling my big tits as if checking my breasts for lumps. Again, while he stood in the darkened hall, I imagined lying back on my bed with my bedroom door open, my light on, and my legs spread wide open while I masturbated myself.
Yet, nothing more than my erotic fantasy, I'd never deliberately expose my naked self to his horny eyes. In the way that he's allowed me to catch him playing with himself, I'd never allow him to catch me masturbating myself. I'd be embarrassed if he saw me rubbing my clit with my vibrator and fucking my cunt with my dildo.
Nevertheless, something that I've masturbated over doing, I wondered if he'd look, stare, or look away if he saw me in my low-cut bra and bikini panties. While daring myself to do so, I wondered what he'd say if he saw me topless. Again, daring myself to do so, I wondered what he'd do if he saw me naked. As much as I'd love to see him naked, I'd love him to see me without my clothes, too. Once again, daring myself to do so, something that I'd love to do, I wondered what he'd say if I asked him to take me to a nude beach.
I thought about inviting him to my bed to watch television. Nothing more than teasing one another by flashing one another, with us having nothing to feel guilty about, we haven't done anything that a stepmother shouldn't do with her stepson. Yet, nothing more than teasing one another to masturbate in private while imagining having sex with one another, unfortunately, I'd never have sex with my stepson just as he'd never have sex with me.
That's wrong. That's nasty. Yet, as far as I'm concerned, lessening our sexual frustration, there's nothing wrong with teasing one another while innocently flashing one another. Only, sometimes, when I flash him or he flashes me, I become so horny that I want to jump his bones.
Yet, something that I enjoy doing and need to do, there's nothing wrong with masturbating over imagining having sex with him. There's nothing wrong with rubbing my clit, finger fucking my pussy, and pinching, pulling, twisting, and turning my erect nipples while envisioning that my hands are his hands. Whenever I rub my clit with my vibrator or fuck myself with my dildo, I visualize Brad masturbating me, eating me, making love to me, and fucking me.
I'm sure that whenever he strokes his cock, he imagines me stroking his prick. He imagines me sucking his big dick. He imagines making love to me while making out with me. He imagines fucking me fast and hard to give me an orgasm with his cock.
Truth be told, I'd love to make out with him while he makes slow and passionate love to me. I'd love him to fuck me as much as I'd love to fuck him. I'd love him to pound my pussy fast and hard enough to make me cum. I'd love him to finger my pussy while licking my cunt.
Returning the favor of oral sex, I'd love to suck his cock. I'd allow him to cum in my mouth. I'd swallow his cum. I'd even allow him to give me a cum bath. Awash with his cum, I'd love to have his warm, oozy, white stuff all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts.
# # #
Yet, today was his birthday, his special day. I had a case of his favorite beer and a birthday cake delivered that I decorated with twenty-five candles. I left his birthday card on the dining room table and inside the card was my big, birthday surprise.
"Happy birthday, Brad," I said as soon as he walked in the living room.
I stood and wrapped my arms around his neck. I pressed my nightgown clad, nearly naked body against him, and kissed on the lips. Something that I've never done before but always wanted to do, I couldn't believe that I kissed him on his lips.
Daring myself to do so, but controlling myself from making a fool of myself, I wanted to part his lips with my tongue and French kiss him. I wondered what his reaction would be if I stuck my tongue in his mouth. If I French kissed him, I wondered if he'd return my French kiss with his deep, wet kiss.
I wondered if he'd feel my naked ass through my sheer nightgown while kissing me longer and deeper. I wondered if he'd reach around me to feel my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples through my low-cut nightgown top while continuing to make out with me. I wished he'd pick me up in his arms, take me to my bed, strip me naked, and fuck me.
Instead of doing all that I imagined him doing, he put his arm around my waist just above my ass and pulled me to him. When he pulled me to him, I envisioned him returning my kiss with his kiss. I visualized him making out while touching me and feeling me everywhere through my nightgown before stripping me naked and having sex with me.
With me in my nightgown and him in his pajama bottoms, I imagined feeling his cock swell and harden against my tummy. Tempted to reach my hand down and touch his prick, I wanted to stroke his dick. I wanted to move to my knees and give him a birthday blowjob. I wondered how he'd feel about me stroking his cock, sucking his cock, and allowing him to cum in my mouth.
# # #
Interrupting my sexual fantasy, as soon as we parted, he opened his birthday card.
"What's this," he asked while looking up at me?
With my pussy as wet as my nipples were erect from imagining having sex with him, he stared down at the impressions that my nipples made in my nightgown. Returning the favor, I stared down at his erection that tented his pajama bottoms. With him always walking around with an erection, my nipples are always hard as much as my pussy is wet.
"That's your birthday surprise. I bought us two tickets to Alaska and rented a cabin in the rainforest," I said with excitement. "Happy Birthday," I said again.
His big smile lit up his face.
"Oh, mom," he said with excitement. "I've always wanted to go to Alaska."
Then, surprising me, in the way that I had just imagined, he wrapped his arm around my waist and hugged me again. This time, not expecting him to pull me to him, with my arm stuck between us and his erection pressed against the palm of my hand; while daring myself to wrap my fingers around it, I felt his cock throb. I felt his prick pulsate against my palm. Again, I wanted to move to my knees, remove his big dick from his pajama pee hole and stroke his cock while sucking his cock.
'Happy Birthday, Brad,' I imagined saying again.
I pictured myself moving to my knees in front of him. I envisioned pulling down his pajama bottoms and taking his erect prick in my hand. I visualized stroking him while staring up at him before taking him in my mouth.
'This is your birthday blowjob,' I dared myself to say.
Then, something unexpected, he kissed me on the lips again. This time, his hand slid down to rest on the top of my nightgown clad ass. He continued to slowly slide his hand lower to fondle my ass while squeezing my ass. I so wanted to strip off my nightgown and allow him to have sex with me, but I didn't dare to do that. In the way that he felt my ass with his hand, I wanted to feel his erect cock through his pajama bottoms.
To be continued...
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SusanJillParker is Spider-Woman, #2
Susan Jill Parker gets bitten in her pussy by a Brazilian banana spider also known as a Brazilian wandering spider. The spider's venom changes her into a sexual version of Spider-Woman.
SusanJillParker is Spider-Woman, rewritten and continued from #1
Today was Brad's birthday, his special day. I had a case of his favorite beer and a birthday cake delivered that I decorated with twenty-six candles, an extra candle for good luck. I left his birthday card on the dining room table and inside the card was my big, birthday surprise.
"Happy birthday, Brad," I said as soon as he walked in the living room.
I stood and wrapped my arms around his neck. When I pressed my nightgown clad, nearly naked body against him, immediately, I felt his growing erection against my tummy. Then, daring myself to do so, as if I was his wife, his lover or his girlfriend instead of stepmother, I kissed on the lips.
Something that I've never done before but always wanted to do, I couldn't believe that I kissed my stepson on his lips. Later tonight, when alone in my bedroom later, I couldn't wait to rub my clit with my vibrator, fondle my breasts, finger my nipples, and fuck myself with my dildo. I'll be masturbating over imagining him touching and feeling me through my nightgown while we made out with one another.
Again, daring myself to do so but not wanting to make a fool of myself, I wanted to part his lips with my tongue and French kiss him. I wondered what his reaction would be if I stuck my tongue in his mouth and French kissed him. If I dared to part his lips with my tongue, I wondered if he'd return my deep, wet kiss with his French kiss or step back from me in shame, disgust, and disdain for me.
Not stopping with just a kiss, no longer satisfied with the hope of him sticking his tongue in my mouth, I wondered if he'd feel my nearly naked ass through my sheer nightgown while kissing me longer and deeper. I wondered if he'd reach around me to feel my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples through my low-cut nightgown top while continuing to make out with me. I wished he'd pick me up in his arms, take me to my bed, strip me naked, and fuck me.
Instead of doing all that I imagined him doing, surprising me, he put his arm around my waist just above my ass and pulled me to him. When he pulled me to him, I envisioned him returning my kiss with his kiss. I visualized him making out with me while touching me and feeling me everywhere through my nightgown before stripping me naked and having forbidden sex with me.
With me in my nightie without panties and him in his pajama bottoms without underwear, I felt his cock swell and harden against my tummy again. Tempted to reach my hand down and touch his prick, I wanted to finger the head of his cock before slowly stroking his dick. Being the cocksucking whore that I am, I wanted to move to my knees and blow him for his blowjob. I wondered how he'd feel about me stroking his cock, sucking his cock, and allowing him to cum in my mouth.
# # #
Interrupting my sexual fantasy, as soon as we parted, he opened his birthday card.
"What's this," he asked while looking up at me and holding up two airline tickets?
Already sexually aroused from kissing him and him returning my kiss, my pussy was as wet as my nipples were hard and erect from imagining having sex with him. He stared down at my long, line of cleavage and the impressions of my nipples that they made in my nightgown. Clearly, he could see the shape and the size of my breasts through my sheer nightie.
I returned the favor of his voyeurism with my voyeurism. I stared down at his erection that tented his pajama bottoms. Unapologetic and unashamed to have an erection in front of me, seemingly proud of his big dick, brazenly, he always walked around the house with an erection.
"That's your birthday surprise. I bought us two tickets to Alaska and rented a cabin in the rainforest," I said with an excited smile. "Happy Birthday, Brad," I said again.
Returning my smile with his big smile, his smile lip up his face.
"Oh, mom," he said with excitement. "I've always wanted to go to Alaska."
# # #
Then, surprising me, in the way that I had just imagined, he wrapped his arm around my waist and hugged me again. This time, not expecting him to pull me to him, with my arm stuck in between us and his erection pressed against the palm of my hand; while daring myself to wrap my fingers around it, I felt his cock throb through his pajama bottoms. I felt his prick pulsate against my palm.
Clearly, he sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted him. Daring myself to do so but I'm only able to do that in my sexual fantasies. Again, I wanted to move to my knees, remove his big dick from his pajama pee hole, and stroke his cock while sucking his cock. I needed him to put a gentle hand behind my red-haired head, hump my mouth, fuck my face, and cum in my mouth.
'Happy Birthday, Brad,' I imagined saying again.
Again, something that I so wanted to do, if only he was any man other than my stepson, I would have moved to my knees in front of him. I imagined pulling down his pajama bottoms and taking his erect prick in my hand. I pictured myself stroking him while staring up at him before taking him in my mouth to suck his cock.
'This is your birthday blowjob,' I visualized myself daring to say.
Then, surprising me again, something unexpected happened. After I kissed him on the lips, he kissed me on the lips. This time, while kissing me, his hand slid down to rest on the top of my nightgown clad ass. He continued to slowly slide his hand lower to fondle my ass while touching, feeling, and squeezing my nightgown clad ass.
Again, daring myself, I wanted to strip off my nightgown. If he made a move to have sex with me, I'd allow him to have sex with me, but I didn't dare to do that. In the way that he felt my ass with his hand, I wanted to feel his erect cock through his pajama bottoms.
# # #
SusanJillParker is Spider-Woman, #2
Unbeknownst to many readers, something she's never confessed to anyone, Susan Jill Parker has super, sexual powers.
With us both due a vacation from work, we left for Tongass National Forest in Ketchikan, Alaska the next day. A thirty-mile trip from the airport, we rented a four-wheel drive utility vehicle at a car rental agency. With a map and directions in hand, we drove from the airport to our cabin along a dirt road path in the middle of the scenic, Alaskan rainforest.
Ideally suited for one person or a couple, a boyfriend and girlfriend, lovers, or a married couple, the cabin was nicely appointed albeit very small. It had all that we needed, a kitchen with appliances, electricity, running water, one small bathroom with a shower, a fireplace, and a big screen TV. The only problem was that there was only one room with one queen-sized bed.
With not even a cot, only a small sofa wide enough for two people sitting while watching TV, unless Brad slept on the floor, we'd be sleeping together for the week. With my short nightie bunching around my waist when I slept, something that I had always wanted to do, I'd love to sleep in the same bed with my stepson. Only, I wondered if he felt the same way about us sleeping together. Would he want to sleep with me in the way that I couldn't wait to sleep with him?
If we slept together, would he hold me? Would he cuddle me? Would he spoon me? Would he touch and feel me in my sleep?
I imagined his erect cock escaping from his pajama pee hole. I envisioned him resting his engorge prick against my ass crack and the back of my pussy. I visualized him resting his arm around my waist and the bottom of my big breast resting on his forearm.
The only problem was that other than only having one bathroom, which we're used to only having one bathroom, there was no privacy. Not counting the bathroom as a room which had a door, the cabin had only one room. The cabin had a small table with two chairs. I guess whoever owned the cabin figured that they'd only need the cabin to sleep and keep them out of the elements. The rest of the time, they'd be out exploring the rainforest.
A bit claustrophobic, a week living together in such a small space could be daunting at best. Then, again, living together in such close quarters could be just what we both needed. Sleeping in the same bed may give us the opportunity to have sex. Living together in such a confined area may allow us to continue to flash one another.
Unashamed and unembarrassed to admit it, I imagined all of the flashing that I could do with us only having one room. I imagined the fun that I could have sleeping with my stepson in one queen-sized bed. If I wasn't horny before, I was sexually aroused now with the thoughts of playing touchy feely and, possibly, having forbidden sex with Brad.
# # #
With Alaska not having any deadly spiders, unfortunately, somehow, a Brazilian banana spider, also known as a Brazilian wandering spider, Phoneutria nigriventer had, somehow, gotten in my luggage at the airport. Something that I didn't know until I read about it later on the internet, one of the world's deadliest spiders, the eight-legged predator is infamous for its potent venom. When I unpacked my bag in the bathroom after showering and while naked, with it moving too fast for me to react, the spider quickly crawled up my leg.
Spotting the spider too late, when I tried to slap it away, it bit me in my vagina and on my clit. Fortunately, I was wearing slippers instead of bare feet, so I stepped on it and squashed it. Glad that we had wi-fi, it wasn't until I picked the dead body up with a paper towel and looked it up on the internet that I discovered the type of spider that had bitten me.
Not knowing what kind of spider that it was until I researched it, having never heard of such a spider, the arachnid was a Brazilian banana spider also known as a Brazilian wandering spider. Strangely enough with the females one to three inches long, the males are only half an inch long. Yet, the male spiders pack a much more potently powerful and poisonous bite. Indeed, judging the sex by the small size of it, indeed, it was a male spider that bit me.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'm going to die. Never thinking that I'd need a doctor in the Alaskan rainforest, I wondered how far the nearest hospital was.'
# # #
Later, when I continued researching the spider and read about it on the internet, thank God, I didn't have any of the symptoms, no redness, soreness, or swelling. I didn't have any of the reactions that it said that I may have after being bitten. Oddly enough, other than suddenly feeling horny, I didn't even feel pain where the spider bit me. With me not having any reaction to the spider bite, other than having the need for sex, I suspected that I was immune to the spider's poisonous bite.
Conversely, if this spider had bitten Brad, aside from causing him intense pain, the venom from this specific type of spider could have led to a condition known as Priapism in men. If the man survived the bite, deadlier than taking a triple dose of Viagra, Priapism refers to prolonged and painful erections that last for many hours. As soon as the spider bit me, perhaps because the spider bit me in my pussy and, perhaps, different for a woman than it is for a man, instead of feeling intense pain, I felt an overwhelming sensation of sexual arousal.
A story that only a science fiction writer could imagine and write, instead of falling ill, I felt immensely horny. I not only wanted sex but also, I needed sex now. Alone in this small cabin in the middle of the Alaskan rainforest, it wasn't as if I could drive to a bar and pick up a man. The only available man who could give me what I needed, wanted, and had to have sex with was my stepson, God help him. Unable to control myself, no longer having to dare myself to do so, I was ready to have sex with him.
I stared at my naked self in the bathroom mirror. I fondled my big breasts while imagining Brad not only seeing my naked breasts but also feeling and fondling my big tits while sucking my erect nipples. I fingered my nipples to bigger erections while visualizing him pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples and sucking my nipples.
Then, I reached my hand down and rubbed my clit where the spider bit me while envisioning Brad masturbating me. I imagined him licking my pussy while fingering my cunt. I imagined him sucking on my clit while finger fucking me. I pictured him eating me before making love to me and fucking me. I parted my vagina lips to look where the spider bit me and there wasn't even a mark.
Already so very wet, I was drenched with sexual anticipation of having forbidden sex with my stepson. Dripping wet, I've never been as ready for sex as I was now. Something that I've always wanted to do but something that I'd never do before, I wanted to do now. I wanted to have sex with Brad. I wanted to have forbidden sex with my stepson.
Fanning myself with my hand, suddenly, I was hot. Yet, I wasn't hot from the weather; I was hot from my wanton, carnal yearning for my stepson. I was hot with lust and sexual desire for Brad. I was hot with what I had dared myself to do and what I was about to do.
# # #
Something that I've never done before, instead of putting on my nightgown, not even having to dare myself to do so, I remained naked. I felt so free being naked. I wondered what his reaction would be to seeing me without my clothes. I dared myself to walk out of the bathroom naked. I double dared myself to show him what I looked like without my nightgown. Ready to expose my naked body to him, something that I had always wanted to do but had never done until that spider bit me, I've never been as sexually aroused as I was now.
While wearing nothing but my sexy smile and my slippers, as if my stepson was my husband, my boyfriend, or my lover, I walked from the bathroom to the bed naked. Unembarrassed and unashamed, showing him the cocksucking whore that I am, I was immodestly immoral, but I no longer cared. Curious for his reaction, while hoping that he'd touch me, feel me, fondle me, and have sex with me, I wanted him to see me without my nightgown.
Again, after daring myself to do so and going through with it, I wondered what his reaction would be to seeing me without my nightgown? Would he look at me? Would he stare at me? Or would he look away in embarrassment and shame?
There was only one way for me to know what he'd do. As if I was a model on a runway of a naked fashion show in New York or at an AVN adult entertainment convention in Las Vegas, I held my head high, and stuck out my chest. I walked out of the bathroom without my clothes. I was naked. I was naked in front of my stepson.
The first time seeing me without my clothes, as soon as he saw me, he stared at me with his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth hanging open. He stared at me in the way that I hoped he'd stare at me. Giving him a good, long look of my naked body, I stood before him with my arms by my side.
As if he was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, Brad stared at my enormous, naked breasts and my erect, pink nipples. He stared at my blonde, trimmed pussy. Then, when I walked to the bed and leaned forward to lower the blanket and sheet, I felt him staring at my shapely, naked ass. I climbed in the bed and pulled the sheet and blanket over me.
I looked over at him. I gave him a sexy smile. I gave him a naughty look.
"I'm tired from the long flight and the drive from the airport. I'm going to take a nap," I said. "You must be tired, too. Will you join me," I asked, patting the bed?
# # #
I looked over at him to give him another sexy smile and another naughty look. Hoping that he wouldn't reject me, he didn't. He surprised me as much as he sexually aroused me, as if his clothes were on fire, he stripped himself naked. He stood by the bed to show me his swollen, naked prick that stuck out at full attention while pointing at me. Then, he climbed in bed next to me. He put his muscular arm around my naked shoulders and pulled me to him.
"With your birthday yesterday," I said with a sexy laugh. "Consider me your belated birthday present," I said with another laugh while staring up at him with a big smile. "Feel free to do whatever you'd like to me."
As if I was Marilyn Monroe and he was President Kennedy, I looked up at him with lustful and inappropriate, sexual desire.
"Happy birthday, Brad," I said leaning up to him to give him a kiss on his lips.
This time, I parted his lips with my tongue and French kissed him. He returned my deep, wet kiss with his French kiss. Something that I've always wanted to do, I reached down for him and wrapped my fingers around his erect prick.
I squeezed his cock and fingered the head of his big dick while holding him in my hand. Then, I slowly stroked him. Impossible for him to believe, and hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I was giving my stepson a slow, hand job. I stroked him a little faster. I stroked him a little harder. Yet, not wanting him to cum just yet, I continued to slowly stroke him again.
Returning the sexual favor of me surrendering my naked body to him, surprising me when he did, he pushed the blanket and the sheet off of me so that he could stare at my naked body. Obviously a breast man, and with him always wanting to touch my naked breasts in the way that I always wanted to wrap my fingers around his big dick, he felt my tits. He felt one before feeling the other.
Then, he fondled and squeezed my naked breasts with his hand. Finally, he cupped them in his big hand, first one and then the other. He pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted my hard and erect nipples. Finally, he leaned down and took my nipples in his mouth, first one, and then the other. Something that I had always wanted him to do, he sucked my nipples.
# # #
While glad that he wasn't the one bitten by the spider, I was intensely aroused to do all that I had yearned to do to Brad's naked body. Not taking no for an answer, I asked him the question that he, no doubt, hoped that I'd ask him. While continuing to stroke his big dick, I stared up at him to see his reaction to what I was about to ask him. With me, his stepmother, and him my stepson, would he say yes or no to my question?
I looked up at him and smiled. I gave him another sexy look and a naughty smile. If it wasn't enough that I was naked and in bed with him naked, too, I dared myself to ask him my question.
"Would you like me to blow you, Brad," I asked?
As if he had lost his ability to speak, with his eyes bugging out of his head, he stared at me in shocked surprise. Clearly, not having to guess his answer, he wanted me to blow him. Yet, needing him to answer me, I asked him my question again.
"Would you like mommy to suck your cock," I asked while fingering the head of his engorged prick and continuing to stare up at him.
Again, when he didn't answer me, I reached down to cup his testicles in my hand before I held his big dick my hand again. I continued slowly stroking his prick to an even bigger and harder erection. As if I owned and controlled him with my hand, I loved masturbating him.
"As my birthday gift to you, Brad, I'd love to give you oral sex. I'd love to suck your cock. I'd love to blow you," I said. "I'd love you to cum in mommy's mouth. Would you like to cum in your stepmother's mouth and watch me swallow your cum," I asked?
Again, having lost his ability to speak, he nodded his head.
I made my way halfway down the bed. I took him in my hand again to slowly stroke him before taking him in my mouth to blow him. With his big dick stretching my mouth, I stared up at him with my blue eyes while stroking his prick and sucking his dick. I stroked him faster. I stroked him harder. I sucked him deeper. Having given too many blowjobs to count, I gave him the best blowjob that I have given anyone.



Unable to wrap my head around it, not putting the spider bite together with my sudden desire to have sex with him, and with me always wanting to have sex with him, I sucked his cock. I blew my stepson. I allowed him to cum in my mouth and I swallowed his cum.
It wasn't until later that I realized the poisonous toxin in the spider had sexually changed me. Not only did it make me more vulnerable but also, it made me more sensually, erotically, and emotionally aggressive. Zeroing on my sexual desire for my stepson, it turned me into the sexual animal that I have become and that I now am.
# # #
As if I had four hands and four legs, with him young, dumb, and full of cum, even after cumming in my mouth, his big dick was still erect. Being the whore that I am, even more boldly sexual after being bitten by the spider, I mounted him. I reached down to grab his cock to part my pussy lips with it. With a hump, he was inside of me. I humped him again to slide the full length of him deeper in my drenched pussy.
He returned my loving hump with his passionate hump. While continuing to French kiss one another, we were making love. He continued humping me while kissing me, French kissing me. Then, humping me faster and humping me harder, we were fucking. I fucked him and he fucked me. I fucked my stepson and he fucked his stepmother.
Then, rolling me over, he literally pounded my pussy. Never has a man fucked me as fast and as hard as he fucked me. Never have I humped a man as fast and as hard as I humped him. Not taking me long to cum, I had an explosive orgasm. Filling all of me, never have I had sexual intercourse with someone who had such a big dick. Not taking me long to cum, I was alive with lustful passion.
"Brad! Brad! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Mommy is cumming," I said. "Oh, my God! Mommy is cumming," I said.
I wrapped my arms tighter around his neck. Driving him deeper inside of me, I wrapped my long legs around his back. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Brad. I'm cumming," I said, falling silent. "Mommy is cumming."
Even though he gave me an orgasm, not taking nor needing the time to enjoy the sexual afterglow, I moved higher up on his body. I never thought that I'd ever be giving him oral sex. As soon as he climbed off of me and rested on his back, I moved up to him, spread my legs, and sat on his face. As soon as I did, as if he was energized, he licked my vagina. He fingered my cunt. My stepson ate my pussy in the way that I sucked his cock.
"Eat me, Brad. Eat your stepmother," I said. "He continued fingering while licking me."
As if his face was my sex machine, giving him my version of a cum bath, I rubbed my vaginal secretions all over his face. Humping him, I fucked his mouth with my pussy. Again, not taking me long to cum, he gave me a second orgasm with his fingers and his tongue.
"Brad! Oh, my God! Brad! Don't stop. Rub my clit faster. Lick me harder. Finger fuck my pussy deeper. I'm cumming, Brad. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," I said. "Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!"
Still not done with his naked body and his still erect prick, I moved halfway down the bed again. I took his engorged big dick in my hand before taking him in my mouth. I blew him again. I sucked my stepson's cock. I stroked his prick while sucking his big dick. In the way that I loved him eating my pussy, I loved sucking his cock.
"Cum, Brad. Cum," I said, removing his cock temporarily from my mouth to speak. "Cum all over my face. Give mommy a cum bath," I said.
As soon as I told him to cum, and to cum all over my face, and give me a cum bath, he did. He ejaculated a third load of cum, this time all over my face. Dripping with his cum, I had his warm, oozy, white stuff dripping from my hair, my eyebrows, my nose, my mouth, and my chin.
Never has anyone ejaculated as much cum all over me. There was so much cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I scooped his cum up with my fingertips. Then, I moved my fingers to my mouth and swallowed his cum.
# # #
For the next month, until the spider's toxin left my body, when I wasn't fucking him, I sucked him. I fucked my stepson every morning. I made love to him every night. In between, I masturbated him and sucked his cock after he masturbated me and ate her pussy. Never have I had as much sex as I am having now. Never has he had as much sex as he was having now.
Remembering all that happened in such a short period of time, never would I have walked from the bathroom to my bed naked, had I not been bitten by the spider. Never would I have had sex with Brad had that spider not bitten me in my pussy. Glad that we had sex, everything changed for the better.
When I wasn't masturbating him, I was blowing him. When I wasn't making love to him, he was fucking me. As if we were on our honeymoon, we continued having sex every day and every night.
Then, one day, ruining everything by violating my trust, when he was in the bathroom talking on his cell phone to his friend, thinking that I couldn't hear him, he told his friend that he had sex with me. I knew that friend would tell his other two friends. Now, my stepson and his three friends knew that I was an incestuous whore. Thinking that he would keep our secret, as embarrassed as I was ashamed, I was disappointed when he didn't.
I decided to get even. I'd use what I overheard to my sexual advantage. The day that he was to have his poker party, I bought a Brazilian banana spider from an exotic pet dealer in a ready-made habitant.
Not wanting the toxin of the spider bite to wear off, I wanted to continue having sex with my stepson. Even if it meant having sex with his three friends, especially if it meant having sex with more men half my age, I wanted to have a gangbang. I wanted them to gangbang me. I wanted to continue to be as horny as I was in Alaska after being bitten by the spider again now.
# # #
Saturday night, the night of his poker party, angry that he had made our sexual relationship public, Brad and his friends stared at me as if I was naked. Making me horny as much as I was erotically aroused, while making them sexually excited, they undressed me with their eyes. After they had a few beers, I decided to give them something to see.
I took my male, Banana spider into the bathroom with me. I removed my panties and put them in the laundry bin. I wore bite proof, animal control gloves on both of my hands. Then, I picked the spider up in my gloved hand and stuffed him in my pussy. Sure enough, as soon as the spider felt threatened to be squished, he bit me. Immediately, his bite turned me into a sexual Spider-Woman.
Once again, my only reaction wasn't an adverse one but a good one. As soon as the spider bit me in my pussy, I was overwhelmed with sexual desire. I fished the spider out of my cunt and flushed him down the toilet.
With the spider's venom working fast, I was horny. I was sexually frustrated. I wanted sex and I wanted sex now. Whenever I needed another spider to bite me, I'd buy another one from the exotic pet dealer.
As if I had become a spider, my four victims were in the dining room playing poker. If only they knew what was about to happen, they'd either stay or flee. I hoped that they'd do the former instead of the latter. I hoped that they'd want to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with them.
# # #
I removed my blouse and stuffed that in the laundry hamper. Then, I removed my bra and stuffed that in the laundry bin, too. Having already removed my panties for the spider to bite me in my pussy, the only article of clothing that I wore was my short skirt.
In the way that I did at the cabin in Alaska, I stared at my naked breasts in the bathroom mirror. I loved my big tits. I fondled my double D, cup breasts while fingering my nipples to a hard erection. Then, silently, and stealthily, as if I was a female spider approaching four male victims trapped in my web, I made my way down the hall and to the kitchen while topless without anyone seeing me.
"Is anyone ready for another beer," I asked from the kitchen?
I knew that all four men would want another beer.
"Yes, we all want another beer," said Brad.
I grabbed a tray, put four beers on the tray, and walked in the dining room while topless. They all stared at me with their mouths hanging open and their eyes bulging out of their heads. They stared at me as if they all had been electrocuted. They stared at my huge, naked breasts and erect nipples, as if they had never seen a woman's tits before.
"Mom," said Brad with shock and as sexually excited as were the other three men! "You're topless. What are you doing," he asked?
I gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I overheard you talking to your friend on your cell phone. If you're going to talk to your friends about me having sex with you as if I'm your whore, I may as well act like one," I said with a shrug.
# # #
I looked from one of his friends to the other of his friends.
"Who wants a hand job," I asked while looking from one to the other?
Instead of raising their hands, they looked at me stunned.
"Who wants a blowjob," I asked while looking from one to the other?
Again, when no one raised their hands, I asked my last question.
"Who wants me to stroke them while sucking them before fucking me," I asked?
Except for my stepson, they all raised their hands. My first gangbang, I was ready to have sex with Brad's three friends.
# # #
They followed me into my bedroom. Brad sat in the chair in the corner while he watched his friends undressed and stripped themselves naked. I removed my skirt, pulled down the bed covers and climbed in bed.
In the way that I was all over them, they were all over me. Six hands fondled my breasts and thirty fingers pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted my nipples. With me on my knees while sucking one of his friends, another one of his friends fucked me from behind. Then, switching off, while one of his friends ate my pussy, I blew another one of his friends.
After stroking, sucking, and fucking Brad's three friends, they returned the favor of me having sex with them by cumming all over me. They gave me their version of a bukkake fest. A memorable night to remember, never have I had as much cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked body as I had that day.
In the way that I had forbidden sex with my stepson, I had forbidden sex with his three friends. Even though the spider venom finally wore off, I still continued having sex with Brad. We had sex every day and every night until he found a woman to marry and I found a man to love.
Yet, on the anniversary of his birthday, I stroke his cock. I suck his prick. I allow him to cum in my mouth. I allow him to cum all over my face, in my hair, across my naked breasts. I allowed him to give me a cum bath.
Then, returning the favor of me celebrating his birthday in such a forbidden sexual way, on my birthday, he undressed me and stripped me naked while making out with me. He fingered my pussy while fondling my breasts and fingering my erect nipples. He masturbated me while eating me. He gave me multiple orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
Then, we made love while making out with one another. Finally, he fucked me fast and hard in the way that I fucked him fast and hard. The best sex that I ever had, the best thing that ever happened to us was when I was bitten by that spider.
The End
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A Nubian Princess Teaches Me Sex
An older black woman instructs a white, 18-year-old virgin about sex.
Author's Note:
This story is dedicated to Garrett for allowing me to write his story.
# # #
My name is Garrett. Something that I've never forgotten and will always remember until the day that I die, this story is about what happened forty-years ago.
By the time I turned 18, we had moved to the United States from Europe several years prior to my eighteenth birthday. Long before arriving in America, I was able to read and speak English, as well as a few other languages fluently.
Interestingly enough, the United States is the only country that believes that English is the only language in the world. Many people throughout Europe not only read and speak their native tongues but also, they read and speak the languages of their bordering counties, as well as English.
I graduated from high school while living in the United States. It surprised me how superior my education was when living in Europe compared to living in America. I was already well above my fellow classmates and bored with my high school courses. I received straight A's and would have gone to college but, unless I received a scholarship, there weren't the student loans back then that there are now.
Needing to earn money to help support my family, I worked five days a week from 2 pm to the 11 pm closing time at a gas station. A time when every gas station gave full service, checking oil, tire pressure, washing windshields, and allowing customers to use of the restroom, most times I'd receive a quarter, fifty-cent, or a dollar tip from the driver. Seemingly not much back then, but a dollar in 1985 is worth fifteen dollars today.
We had a prime location on main street that was only four blocks from the highway. Able to see our big Texaco sign from the highway, dozens of cars streamed in for gas while I gave them my smiling, full-service routine. As if I was a tall, beautiful, busty, blue-eyed, bimbo of a waitress at a diner, my tips bulged out my pockets by the end of the night.
As if I was a drug dealer selling dollar joints, every night I had a pile of pocket change and a stash of cash. For just pumping gas at $3.35 an hour, I never returned home with less than a hundred-dollars in one-dollar bills and another twenty-dollars in pocket change. Besides, as long as it wasn't downpouring rain, windy cold, or snowing, I enjoyed working outside instead of sitting behind a desk in an office. I loved seeing people that I know and talking to strangers that I had just met.
# # #
Only, with me still a virgin, I was always horny. Some of my regular customers deliberately sexually teased me. In the day of the miniskirt, they'd pull up to the pump with the hem of their skirts up to their crotch.
With me always looking while leaning in their driver's side window or staring at them while washing their windshield, they seemed to enjoy flashing me their panties. When they were flashing me their panties, they flashed me their cleavage and their bras. Those who weren't wearing bras flashed me their naked breasts and erect nipples.
After a day of seeing panties, cleavages, bras, and naked breasts, I couldn't wait to go home and masturbate myself. I masturbated every morning and every night while thinking of all the women who showed me all that I shouldn't see. Yet, while biding my time and waiting for my opportunity, I couldn't wait to have sex.
I couldn't wait to act on some of the women who regularly flashed me. Only, the women who flashed me the most were older women. They were married women with children. Seemingly, they were just as sexually frustrated as I was horny.
Every day, regular customers, and/or new customers, pulling up with a couple of kids in the backseat, with her knees spread wide open and her skirt pulled up to her crotch, flashed me her panties. On hot days, women pulled up to the pumps with their blouses unbuttoned and not wearing a bra. Giving me more to masturbate over, I loved seeing the panties, bras, and naked breasts of older, busty women.
# # #
A good-looking guy, I stood 6' 2' tall and weighed a slender 175 pounds. I have bright, blue eyes and black hair. I had been working on the job for about 3 months when a brand new, 1985, bright red, Chevrolet Corvette pulled up to the pumps. I've seen the car in magazines, Motor Trend, Car & Driver, and Road & Track, I've seen lots of older Corvettes, but this was the first time seeing a brand new one up close.
Then, if seeing the car wasn't enough, the woman who emerged from the car was as if I watched a model at a car show climbing out of a car. Unable to stop staring, I watched as the most beautiful, black woman that I had ever seen opened her driver's door and stepped out of her car. I wished that I had been watching her from a different angle because without the driver's door blocking my voyeuristic view, I'm sure that she would have flashed me her panties when stepping out of her car.
Much different in the seating position from a Mustang GT, as if sitting on the ground or in a bathtub, the Corvette had seats that you sat in instead of having seats that you sat on like the Mustang. With such a low seating position, in that way that the driver's legs are more straight out instead of being bent at the knees, the Corvette was more akin to a race car. Even though I preferred the streamline look of the Corvette, much more comfortable, I preferred the seating position of the Mustang.
Yet, in 1985, with the average new car price about ten grand, and a new Corvette around twenty-five-thousand, I wondered how she could afford such an expensive automobile. Perhaps the car belonged to her boyfriend, to her husband, to her brother, to her boss, or to a friend. Perhaps, the car was a rental. I didn't know nor did I care. I just enjoyed staring at the car and at her.
The fact remained was that this beautiful Nubian princess was driving around in a new Corvette as if she was a black Cinderella on her way to the ball, or a black Barbie on her way to the beach. Never have I seen a car so desirable. Never have I seen a woman so beautiful. Then, when you put them together, an older, black woman driving a Corvette, I'll be dreaming about this day for as long as I shall live. I'll be masturbating over imagining her naked and having sex with her every night and every morning.
# # #
Even after Lincoln freed the slaves in 1863, more than 120-years later, this was still racist America back then in 1985 as it still is in 2024. Even with Jesse Jackson, Rodney King, the Million Man March, and Black Lives Matter, nothing has changed in the terrible treatment of black people. No matter if it was a black man or a black woman, white people still believe that it's okay to mistreat, embarrass, insult, and abuse people just because of the color of their skin. It's a tragic shame how many people, including the police mistreat black folk.
An easy target, I'm sure that a beautiful, black woman driving a shiny new, bright red, Chevrolet Corvette was pulled over, searched, and groped by male police officers. No matter how nicely she was dressed, I'm sure that they ordered her to get out of her vehicle, and get down on the ground while they illegally searched her and her car for drugs and weapons. If it wasn't enough seeing a new Corvette pull into the service station, it was a bonus seeing who stepped from the car.
As soon as she stepped out of the car to stretch her legs, my jaw dropped. With my eyes bulging out of my head, she was stunningly gorgeous and as beautiful as Diahann Carroll of Julia fame from the 60's. With her big breasts rising with her, I watched her stretch her arms over her head and yawn. Then, I watched her bend at the waist to stretch her long legs to relax and unstiffen her back while I stared at her shapely black ass. As soon as she bent like that, I got a quick glimpse of her white panties beneath her short skirt.
'I'll be masturbating over her later tonight,' I thought.
Unable to remove my eyes from her, as if she and her beautiful automobile were figments of my imagination, I stood staring at her and her car. I stood frozen in place while watching her. She leaned against her car as if she was a model posing for an alcohol or a cigarette commercial, which they had back then, instead of the endless prescription drug commercials that they have today. Something that I never was before, I was plenty nervous now to walk up to her and ask the usual gas station related questions.
Where I grew up in Europe, we lived in a small, rural, agricultural town. Only a handful of black people lived there. For some strange reason, not knowing why, but I've always been attracted to older women, especially to older, black women with big breasts. Indeed, she was a black woman. Indeed, she was an older woman. Indeed, she certainly had big breasts.
# # #
As soon as I saw this thirty-something-year-old, black woman, she was my real-life vision from one of my imagined masturbation fantasies. With her dark complexion complimenting her big, beautiful, brown eyes, and her long, jet black, and lustrous straight hair that collected around her shoulders, she stood about 5' 9" tall. She wore flats. No doubt, had she been in heels, she'd be 6' tall, and the perfect height for me.
Looking very professional, she wore a navy-blue business suit with her skirt just above her knee. She wore an ivory, fitted blouse that highlighted her big breasts beneath her jacket. She had all the sexy curves in all the right places. She had long and shapely legs, a round ass, and full, red lips. Something that I discovered much later, she had, natural, C cup breasts, and a black, trimmed pussy shaped in a heart.
Daring myself to do so, I finally summoned the courage to walk over to her and introduce myself. Something I usually don't have to do as all of my regular customers know me by my first name, I did with her. I hoped she'd tell me her name so that I could masturbate over her tonight while saying her name. As nervous as I was excited to meet her, I walked over to her and introduced myself.
"Hi, I'm Garrett," I said with a blush. "Would you like me to fill up your tank with gas?"
Suddenly, dirty thoughts filled my horny mind.
'I'd love to fill her tank and pump her with my big hose,' I thought. 'I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes before slowly stripping her naked. Then, once naked, I'd love to turn her around, bend her forward and, while holding on to her big, naked breasts, take her from behind.'
Only, with black women enjoying anal sex more than Caucasian women enjoy taking it up the ass, she'd probably want me to take her anally. Forget about never having anal sex, I've never had sexual intercourse. I'm not even sure how to go about having anal sex. No doubt, I'd have to fill her anal cavity with lots of lube before fucking her in her ass.
# # #
Then, she gave me a smile that made me light on my feet, softened my heart, and hardened my cock. If she wasn't beautiful enough before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled now. Other than Naomi Campbell, Diana Ross, Tina Turner, and later, Tyra Banks, Vanessa Williams, and the Williams sisters, Venus, and Serena, never have I seen such a beautiful, black woman.
"No thank you," she said with a chuckle. "My father owned a gas station. Something that I've always done, and a hard habit to break, I have gasoline in my veins," she said with a laugh. "If you don't mind, I prefer pumping my own gas."
She turned to me while pumping her gas. She held the pump handle that I held in my hand thousands of times while pumping her own gas. Unable to stop my horny imagination, I imagined her holding my naked, erect prick in her black hand while pumping me.
"I like your rosy cheeks. You look so healthy," she said with a smile.
I returned her smile with my smile while wishing that I could remove my pants and show her my white, naked, ass cheeks. Allowing her to pump her own gas, something that everyone will be doing in the near future, I took no exception to her wanting to fill up her own tank. Perhaps, she feared that I may scratch her precious car.
"While you're pumping gas, may I check your oil, check your tires, and wash your windshield," I asked in my most friendly Texaco voice?
She gave me that beautiful smile again.
"Yes, I'd like that," she said. "Having checked my tires and oil plenty of times myself before, but with me appearing in court this morning, I don't want to dirty my clothes."
'Court,' I thought while being careful not to lean against her car with my dirty overalls? 'I wondered what she was arrested for, maybe speeding. Or maybe because she's just black.'
"Court," I asked?
Again, she gave me that smile.
"An officer of the court, I'm an assistant district attorney, a prosecutor for the state of Massachusetts. I'm a lawyer," she said with a wink and a smile.
Impressed, she's not only beautiful, sexy, and shapely but she's smart.
# # #
Not wanting to make her late for court, I opened her driver's side door and popped open her hood. I saw her high heel shoes sitting atop of her briefcase on her passenger seat. Making sense to me, I guessed that she preferred driving while wearing flats than wearing high heels.
Preferring to shift gears herself, I was impressed that the Corvette had a standard transmission rather than an automatic. It's sacrilegious to buy a Corvette, a Camaro, or a Mustang with an automatic. It's more fun driving a car with a standard than an automatic.
No doubt with her in a hurry, speeding up my usual routine, I continued checking her tires, checking her oil, and washing her windshield. While wishing that I was her boyfriend or her boy toy with her much older than me, I wondered why she winked at me. She made me feel good when she said that I looked healthy with my rosy cheeks.
As I leaned beneath her hood while checking her oil, she snuck up next to me. Then, as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife, or lovers, she placed her hand on my lower back just above my overall covered backside. In the way that I imagined her touching, feeling, and groping my ass, I so wanted to fondle and squeeze her shapely behind.
If she moved her hand any lower, she'd be feeling my ass through my overalls. In the way that I'd love to feel her big, black breasts through her blouse and bra and her round, black ass through her skirt and panties, I wished she'd move her hand lower. Yet, while watching what I was doing, she leaned in close enough to me for me to smell her perfume.
"Is everything in order," she asked?
I turned to smile at her while staring up at her. Unable to stop staring at her, she was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. Never have I seen a woman, white, brown, black, red, or yellow who was so pretty and desirable. Then, when she smiled, she had beautiful, bright, white teeth.
"Your oil and your tires are fine," I said, wiping my hands on my dirty, red rag.
Making me weak in my knees, she made eye contact with me and smiled. She stuck out her hand to shake it. Before shaking her hand, I wiped my hand on my rag again.
"I'm Andrea. It was so nice to meet you, Garrett," she said, handing me a five-dollar bill for doing my job.
'Andrea,' I thought. 'Such a pretty name for such a beautiful woman.'
# # #
As if I was a valet at a fancy restaurant instead of at a Texaco gas station, while hoping to sneak a peek of her white panties again, I opened her driver's side door for her. Taking her time to get in her seat, while she stared up at me and smiled, I watched her move sideways to sit in her low, bucket seat. Tempted to walk to her and press my bulging cock against her mouth, I'd love for her to blow me while she sat in her car.
With the top two buttons of her blouse unbuttoned, while leaning forward to climb in her car without hitting her head, she flashed me a glimpse of her long, line of sexy cleavage. With her blouse opening wide open, I saw the tops of her bulging, black breasts. Tempted to stick my horny hand down inside of her blouse, I saw her low-cut, white brassiere.
Then, something that I'll be masturbating over later tonight, she gave me the perfect upskirt peek of her panties. With her short skirt raised to the middle of her thighs, when she spread her long, shapely legs wide to put her foot inside of the car, she flashed me her white panties. With her taking her time getting in her car, as if I had never seen a woman's panties before, I was sexually excited. Unable to stop myself from staring, I saw her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her black, trimmed, pubic hair through her sheer, white panties.
'I can't wait to masturbate over seeing her bra and panties later tonight,' I thought.
I couldn't help but wonder if she flashed me unintentionally or deliberately. No matter, if she flashed accidentally or deliberately, I loved seeing her cleavage, her bra, and her panty clad pussy. Again, I'll be masturbating over her and over her flashing me tonight and tomorrow morning.
Unable to remove it from my horny brain, I loved seeing her cleavage, her low-cut bra, and her panties. Immediately having an erection, never have I been as sexually excited as I was now. After I closed her car door and watched her drive away, waving her my goodbye, I wondered if I'd ever see her again. I hoped that the last time that I saw her wasn't just in my dreams and in my masturbation fantasies.
However, as good fortune would have it, thanks to God, and because she rented a high rise apartment several blocks from the gas station, she became a regular customer. Something that no other customer did, she always gave me a five-dollar tip. Even better than her giving me a big tip, every time she came in for gas, she always flashed me her cleavage, her bra, and her panties. Then, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, after a couple of months of her coming in for gas once a week, she invited me to her house for dinner.
"I'm tired of eating alone, Garrett. I need some company," she said. "Would you like to come to my apartment for dinner," she asked? "I'd like to get to know you better," she said, giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile in the way that I looked at her with horniness and lust.
# # #
I arrived at her apartment at 8 pm. She lived on the better and much more expensive side of town with less crime, less homelessness, less prostitution, and less drug dealing on the streets. Going to her apartment from where I lived, without having to step over bums, used condoms, seeing needles, scratched lottery tickets, and women soliciting me was as if I lived in a different city.
Not knowing anything about wine, with the age to buy liquor in Massachusetts 21-years-old, and with me only 18-years-old, not even old enough to buy wine, I stole a bottle of red wine from my parent's wine rack. Interestingly enough, under the age to buy alcohol but I could serve in the military and die for my country. I put the wine in a paper bag, and brought that with me, while pretending that I had just purchased it from a liquor store.
Costing me a half day's pay, not knowing what her favorite flower was, I bought her a dozen, red, long-stemmed roses. Everyone loves red roses. If I could have afforded it, nothing more than a fantasy, I would have loved to buy her a diamond engagement ring.
I imagined myself moving to one knee and asking her to marry me. Only, she was old enough to be my mother. Yet, the fact that she was a mature, black woman with big breasts inflamed my sexual attraction to her and my passionate desire for her. I wondered if inviting me to her apartment was her way to solicit me for sex. A memory that I'll never forget, I'd love for her to break my cherry.



Yet, starting out slow, I'd love to kiss her. I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. I'd love to slowly undress her while stopping to look at what each unbuttoned button revealed before continuing. Then, I'd love to strip her naked and touch, feel, and fondle her beautiful, black body everywhere.
When she opened her apartment door and greeted me, with nothing changing since the first time that I met her, I stared at her with my eyes bugging out of my head and my mouth hanging open. Speechless, unable to talk, I could barely breathe. I felt my other brain, the perverted brain in my cock, show me how pleased he was seeing her by erecting itself in my pants. If she wasn't beautiful enough before the first time that I saw her at the gas station, she was even more beautiful now with her smiling at me.
Then, something that I didn't think she'd do, she leaned forward and kissed me on my lips. Andrea kissed me. She kissed me on my lips. I couldn't believe she kissed me. As if I was Dick Van Dyke playing Rob Petri and she was Mary Tyler Moore on the Dick Van Dyke Show, never have I been as sexually excited as I was now.
# # #
She was dressed in a tight, form fitting, black, low-cut dress that showed her big, bulbous breasts and her long, line of sexy cleavage. She wore three-inch, high heels that made her nearly as tall as me. A natural beauty, she barely wore any makeup except for red lipstick and long, false eyelashes.
As if she had just taken a bath and perfumed herself, she smelled fresh and clean. She smelled like a big bouquet of freshly picked flowers. Making me dizzy with the scent of her perfume, she smelled incredible. She smelled how a woman should smell.
I handed her the bottle of wine and the roses. While giving me that big, beautiful smile, she gracefully accepted them and took them from me. Then, she invited me inside her apartment.
"Come in," she said. "Welcome to my home."
It was a big and beautiful apartment with a nice view of the city. Tastefully decorated, it had a large fireplace, a white shag carpet, and a white, overstuffed couch with big, fluffy pillows everywhere. She had a wall of bookshelves that housed her law books. Afraid to touch anything, I didn't want to break anything or make anything dirty with my hands that never looked clean enough from working at the service station.
With her so easy to talk to, we had a wonderful dinner and talked about everything and anything. Getting to know me better, she asked lots of questions about me. Getting to know her better, I asked lots of questions about her. Then, she invited me out on the balcony to enjoy the view while we each had a glass of wine and continued to talk. She said she had been divorced for four years and had no children but had many nieces and nephews living in Atlanta, Georgia.
As if we had known each other for years instead of months, we stood side-by-side staring into the hills when I felt her hand rub my ass. Seemingly, she loved feeling my ass through my pants in the way that I hoped to feel her breast through her dress. It felt good for her to touch me. Never expecting her to touch me in such a familiar way, I liked her taking the lead to, I hoped, sexually seduce me. Immediately, her touch awakened my penis again and I was instantly hard.
We put our glasses down and, while facing each other, surprising me as much as she excited me, she leaned in and kissed me again. Andrea kissed me. This time she kissed me longer and with passion. I couldn't believe she kissed me.
Then, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I returned her French kiss with my long, wet kiss. Hard for me to wrap my head around, I was making out with this beautiful, older, black woman with a shapely body.
# # #
As if her lips were plugged into an electrical outlet, as soon as she kissed me, she switched on my sexual passion. I couldn't get enough of her lips. I couldn't stop kissing her. Never have I kissed anyone who excited me with just a kiss.
Yet, afraid to touch her, I didn't want to prematurely ruin what may happen by being sexually aggressive, too soon. Yet, unable to stop myself, I slowly slid my hand down behind her to feel her shapely, black ass through her little, black dress. With her not stopping me, slapping my hand away, or admonishing me, she allowed me to feel her shapely backside.
Not feeling a panty line, she wasn't wearing panties. I reached down a little lower while continuing to kiss her. I cupped her black ass through her dress in my big, horny hand. Then, taking liberties with her ass, as if I owned her ass and her ass was mine, I felt her ass and squeezed her ass. She seemed to enjoy my ass play.
Again, surprising me, an unexpected pleasure, she took my hand by my wrist and moved it to her breast. She wanted me to feel her breast. Eagerly obliging her, I felt her big breast through her dress, first one and then, the other. I loved her big tits as much as I loved her shapely ass.
With her not wearing panties, she wasn't wearing a bra either. It blew my mind that this black dress was the only thing that prevented me from seeing her naked. I'd love to see her without her clothes. I'd love to see her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. I'd love to see Andrea naked.
As soon as her nipples erected, again, with her not stopping me but seemingly enjoying it, I fingered her big and hard nipples through her dress. I continued kissing her while fingering her nipples with one hand and feeling and squeezing her ass with my other hand. Then, daring myself to do so, as if I was Captain Kirk on Star Trek, and daring myself to go where I had never gone before, I slowly lifted the back of her dress while kissing her longer and deeper.
Yet, with her previous marriage and divorce, I'm sure that I'm not the only man that she's allowed to make out with her while feeling and fondling her through her clothes. Then, sexually exciting me as much as it surprised me, I felt skin. I touched her naked ass. I fondled her naked ass. I squeezed her naked ass. Then, daring myself to do so, I slapped her naked ass.
Seemingly enjoying the ass play, she laughed when I slapped her ass. So, I slapped her again and again, each time a little harder. I spanked this beautiful, black woman who was old enough to be my mother.
Then, again, daring myself to do so, I reached around her. While waiting for her and expecting her to stop me, I slowly moved my horny hand beneath the front of her dress. Again, with her not pushing me away or admonishing me by scolding me, I cupped her naked pussy in the palm of my hand. As if I owned her pussy, I couldn't believe that I was cupping her naked cunt in my big hand.
Then, I played with her black, trimmed, pubic hair with my fingertips. While still making out with her, I continued playing with her pubic hair before inserting a gentle and inexperienced finger inside of her. Easy to do, she was already wet. She was so very wet, and she gasped when I inserted my finger inside of her. Again, I felt as if I was on Star Trek back in 1966 and going where I had never gone before I continued fingering her pussy.
Not really knowing what to do and how to masturbate a woman, having never fingered a pussy before, this was my first time touching, cupping, and fingering a naked pussy. My first blowjob, just to get her to blow me, I made out my 18-year-old date in the backseat of my car. I fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples after our senior prom. Yet, with me a horny virgin, Andrea's pussy was the first pussy that I've ever touched and fingered.
Not knowing how to seduce a woman and arouse her enough for her to want to have sex with me, I was at a loss of what to do. Yet, having heard my friends talk about it in great detail, I reached down between her legs and fingered her clit. Strangely enough, her clit felt like a miniature penis. I slowly rubbed her clit before rubbing it faster and harder. Going by her reaction on what to do next, I could tell that I was sexually arousing her by her reaction to me rubbing her clit.
Then, again, daring myself to do so, I stuck my long, stiff finger deep inside of her. I finger fucked her. Making her even more sexually aroused, I masturbated Andrea while she continued passionately kissing me. While searching for it with my finger, my friends told me about something they called a G spot.
As soon as I found a bump deeper inside of her, while hoping that this was it, I pressed on it. With her immediately going to another level of sexual arousal, I continued pressing and rubbing on what I suspected was her G spot. Wrapping her long arms tighter around my neck, she kissed me in the way that she hadn't before. She kissed me more passionately and in the way that I returned her passionate kisses and kissed her.
# # #
I loved how she held me. Her touch was like nothing that I had ever experienced. I kissed many women my own age, a little younger, and a little older before but making out with her was so much better. With her putting so much of her behind her kisses, her kisses were more intensely passionate. Seemingly, she enjoyed kissing me as much as I enjoyed kissing her.
Then, she grabbed me by my hips and pressed her beautiful body against me. Making their impressions known, I stared down at her erect nipples that pushed against the thin material of her black dress. When she grabbed me by my hips and pressed her nearly naked body against me, I felt her nipples pushed against muscular chest through her dress and my shirt.
Returning her lustful desire, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her even tighter against my body. While knowing that she did, she must have felt my hard, pulsating, and throbbing cock pressing against her tummy. Showing me her sexual desire, she put her hand to my ass and pulled me even closer. Then, when she slowly slid her hand down between us to feel my erect cock through my pants, surprising me, she let out a little moan.
Quickly learning what to do as the evening progressed, I slowly slid my horny hands down to her perfect ass again. I felt her ass. I fondled her ass. I squeezed her ass. She seemed to enjoy me touching and feeling her naked ass as much as she enjoyed me touching and feeling her naked breasts and fingering her wet pussy. Then, I slapped her ass again through her little, black dress, this time a little harder. With her not stopping me, she seemed to enjoy me spanking her.
She let out another moan and we stood there making out getting ever so frenzied for what must have been 30 minutes or so. As we finally released each other from our embrace, with me not knowing what to do next, glad that she was taking the lead, she took my hand and took me up a spiral staircase. There at the top of the hall was her master bedroom or in her case the bedroom of the mistress. She had a huge bed, a California king-size, much bigger than my extra-long twin-sized bed, she had the biggest bed that I had ever seen.
"Unzip me please," she said, turning her back to me while wiggling her shapely ass.
As if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I was filled with sexual anticipation with the thoughts of seeing her topless and then naked. Not wanting to rush her naked unveiling, while counting each click of the teeth of her zipper, as if keeping track of tenths of a gallon on a gas pump, I took my time with unzipping her zipper.
'Click. Click. Click. Click.'
As all my wildest dreams were coming true, my hands were shaking, and my fingers were trembling. Eagerly excited about unzipping her the back of her dress and seeing her beautiful, black, sexy, and shapely, naked body, I continued to ever so slowly unzip the back of her dress. Once unzippered, she turned to face me with the back of her dress unzipped to her waist.
Then, as if she was a stripper on stage ready to dance around a pole to music while removing her clothes, she slowly and sexily removed the straps of her dress from her shoulders, and her arms from the straps of her dress. She held her dress in place with her hands. Then, she let go of the bodice of her dress and I watched it slowly slide from her body and gather around her feet.
My first time seeing a naked, black woman or any woman for that matter, she was naked. Andrea was naked. Never expecting to kiss her and make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes, I never expected to see her naked. I'll be masturbating over seeing this beautiful, Nubian princess naked for the rest of my horny life. Never will I ever forget this wonderful day filled with sexual passion.
# # #
After her dress fell to the floor, I was confronted with the two most perfect breasts that were not too large and not too small but were a perfect, C cup. She had very dark areolas with big, black nipples. In the way that I couldn't remove my eyes from her beautiful face, I couldn't keep my eyes off of her magnificent, naked breasts. With some of my customers flashing me their naked tits, I had seen naked breasts before in Playboy and in Penthouse magazines, and on my previous, three dates but nothing compared to her beautiful tits.
As I broke my stare from her naked breasts, I stared down at her naked pussy. As if she was an expert in topiary, trimming bushes in the shape of animals, idols, and images, she had a perfectly manicured bush. Her pubic hair was neatly trimmed and shaped in the form of a heart.
With her pussy my first naked pussy that I had ever seen, in the way that she had a beautiful face, shapely breasts, and the perfect ass, she had an amazing looking pussy. I stood there staring at her pussy in the way that I stared at her face, her naked breasts, and her naked ass. Everywhere I looked, as if she was a painting by Somaya Critchlow, was real beauty in her shape and in her form.
"Well, what are you waiting for, Garrett," she asked with a laugh? "Are you going to stare at me all night or are you going to return the favor and shed your clothes," she asked with a laugh?
In the way that I continued staring at her naked breasts, she stared down at the big bulge in my pants.
"Undress. Get naked. Show me your cock. I want to see your erect prick," she said with impatience.
Then, she giggled and, embarrassing herself, she let out with a sexy laugh. In the way that I watched her undress, she watched me undress. She stared at me as I stripped off my clothes as if they were on fire. My first time naked in front of a woman, other than my mother when she caught me masturbating myself, I've never been as excited as I was now.
With that said, I quickly unbuttoned and removed my shirt. Only, she stopped me from continuing to undress myself. Instead, she wanted to undress me herself. The first time that a woman wanted to remove my clothes to see my naked body, I was uncomfortably embarrassed. Having always been self-conscious of my body, especially with the size of my penis, while aware that I'm bigger than average, I feared that she may be repulsed by the size of my cock. While hoping that she wouldn't, I hoped that she wouldn't take one look at my big dick and ask me to leave her apartment.
As soon as she removed my shirt, exploring my body, she touched and felt my shoulders, my arms, and then my chest. She fingered my chest hairs while leaning forward to suck my nipples, first one and then the other. The first woman to ever suck my nipples, it felt weird for her to do that. Then, she reached for my belt buckle. Unbuckling my belt, she unbuttoned and unzipped my pants.
Then, while slowly pulling down my pants, surprising me, she squatted down while kissing my chest, my stomach, and the big bulge that my cock made in my white briefs. She pushed my pants down to my ankles. Finally, while staring up at me, she tucked her manicured fingers in the waistband of my briefs and pulled those down, too. Again, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, Andrea was about to see my naked, erect cock.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Garrett," she said while staring at my prick. "You should be proud."
She continued staring at my erect prick as if she had never seen an erect, naked prick before. In the way that I stared at her beautiful face, her shapely breasts, her heart trimmed pussy, and her naked ass, she continued staring at my erection. Something else that I'll be masturbating over later, I couldn't believe that she enjoyed staring at my cock as much as I enjoyed staring at her naked body.
"You have a big and beautiful prick," she said while staring up at me and smiling.
Then, opening her hand wide, she measured me with her fingers, she stared up at me and smiled.
"With most men about five to five and a half inches when erect, judging you by measuring you with the span of my thumb to my baby fingers, I'd estimate that your erect cock is a bit over seven inches," she said. "And you're so hard," she said, squeezing my cock as if squeezing a cucumber in the supermarket. "It's been a while since I felt penis that was as hard as your hard prick."
Then, she smiled up at me to ask me her question.
"How big is it," she asked?
Glad that she was excited by seeing it and squeezing it, instead of being repulsed by it, I gave her my biggest smile.
"When erect, as it is now, it's about seven and a quarter inch," I said. "When it's flaccid, it's about five inches," I said with pride.
Not wasting time staring at it, she took me in her soft and warm hand. She fingered the head of my big dick with her fingertips. Then, she squeezed it again while laughing with joyous arousal. Finally, while staring up at me she slowly stroked me. Then, surprising me, she stared down at my prick again before moving to her knees to take me in her mouth.
Andrea was blowing me. I couldn't believe she was on her knees sucking my cock. She stroked my prick while sucking my prick. Even though I've only had one blowjob before, my Nubian princess was giving me my best blowjob now.
# # #
Not wanting me to cum just yet, she stood from her knees. We stood facing one another while naked. Uncomfortably embarrassed as much as I was sexually excited being naked in front of her, I could feel that my cheeks were bright red. She rubbed my shoulder while reassuring me that everything was okay. Then, she stopped to impart her mature wisdom to educate me on what a woman wants.
"As most men make the mistake of doing, the key to winning a woman's heart is not to jump right into fucking her but to make her want you," she said. "Before sticking your prick in her, you must make love to her first with your lips and your hands."
She smiled at me while she fondled my naked prick.
"Women love foreplay. It takes women longer to become sexually aroused. Kissing and making out with one another while touching and feeling each other's naked body is a good way to start. Kiss all of her erogenous zones. Start with her ear lobes, her neck, her breasts, and her stomach, before making your way down to her vagina."
Clearly, she knew that I was a virgin. Glad for her help in educating me, I showed her that I understood. I kissed her neck, her earlobes, her shoulders, and her arms before making my way over to her breasts. Showing me that she enjoyed what I was doing, she softly moaned. Then, once I started kissing her breasts while fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples, before sucking them, she dug her fingernails in my back to show me that I was on the right track.
I continued fondling her breasts, licking her areolas, and fingering her nipples while sucking them. I pulled, pinched, turned, and twisted her erect nipples to her delight. Gently biting them, her nipples were rock hard. Not wanting me to stop, she grabbed me by my hair and pulled my head to her.
Moaning louder and longer, she grabbed my head and pulled me off of her breasts to pull me to her mouth. Kissing me longer and kissing me deeper, I returned her French kisses with my French kisses. Then, when she closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs, I thought there was something wrong.



I thought that I did something wrong for her to suddenly stop. Maybe she was having a leg cramp. Those are really painful.
"Are you okay," I asked?
Unable to stop staring at her, I stared at her beautiful face. I stared at her shapely breasts. With her pussy trimmed into the shape of a heart, making me think of Valentine's Day, I stared at her naked pussy.
She laughed.
"I'm okay. I'm more than okay," she said with a dirty laugh. "You did nothing wrong. You did everything right," she said.
She smiled at me while giving me another long, deep, wet kiss.
"You gave me an orgasm, albeit a small one but it felt so good. You made me cum just by fondling my breasts, fingering my nipples, and sucking my nipples," she said.
She laughed again.
"Up to this point, there's nothing that I can show you. You're a natural. You're a master of giving women what they want and what they want is for you not to rush them. They want you to take your time while giving them foreplay," she said. "They want you to be patient while they have a slow burn before you set them aflame with sexual arousal."
# # #
After about 15 minutes of her enjoying the afterglow of sex from me giving her an orgasm with breast play, she looked at me and smiled.
"Are you ready for your next lesson," she asked while giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile?
While wondering what my next lesson would be, I nodded my head.
"Yes, I'm ready," I said.
She put a pillow beneath her ass.
"Move down between my legs and make yourself comfortable," she said.
Obediently obeying her as if she was my mother or my Dominatrix, I did what she told me to do.
Something that I had never done, I was ready to eat her pussy. Only, I had no idea what to do. I fingered her while staring at her pink, glistening cunt. Then, I licked her. In the way that she sucked my cock, I licked her pussy.
Something that I thought that I'd never do and would never enjoy, I enjoyed eating Andrea now. Continuing to lick her while fingering her, I licked her faster. I licked her harder. I fingered her deeper.
Suddenly feeling like a man, a sexually experienced man, I gave her oral sex. After she sucked my cock, I ate Andrea's pussy. Something that I had never imagined seeing and smelling when I first met her at the gas station several months ago, I saw and smelled the sexually excited, musky aroma of her naked pussy.
Again, something more that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I saw the inside of her glistening, wet, pink pussy. Instructing me what to do, as if she was a director of an adult X-rated film and I was the actor, she pulled at her swollen vagina lips open wide with her long, manicured fingers. Clearly, without having to tell me, she wanted me to finger her while licking her. She wanted me to eat her cunt.
Then, taking more control of her, I placed my hands beneath her firm ass and pulled her closer to my mouth. Really getting into it, I fingered her pussy while staring up at her and fondling her breast and fingering her nipple with my other hand. Then, I sucked her nipples, first one and then the other while I continued rubbing her clit and fucking her with my long, stiff fingers.
Finally, as if there was another drumroll going off in my head, wanting to give her an orgasm and determined for her to cum, I continued licking her faster and harder while finger fucking her pussy. I licked her warm, wet cunt. I couldn't believe I was eating her pussy. I ate my Nubian princess.
Determined to make her cum, not wanting to disappoint her, I wanted her to have sex with me again and again. Even though my jaw hurt, not stopping, I continued licking her. I nibbled on her clit while finger fucking her. I continued rubbing her clit with my finger and finger fucking her.
Then, with her totally sexually aroused, she took my head in both of her hands and, as if my face was her sponge, she rubbed my face all over her pussy. I was covered with Andrea's vaginal secretions. Her vaginal secretions were in my hair, in my eyes, up my nose, and in my mouth. I was covered with her pussy, Andrea's pussy.
# # #
I smelled of her. I tasted her. As if she gave me her version of a cum bath, my face dripped with her vaginal secretions. It didn't take her long to have a screaming orgasm from my fingers and my tongue.
"Yeah, baby, that's it. Right there! That feels so good," she said. "Don't stop. Rub my clit faster. Lick my clit harder. Lick me! Lick me! Lick me! Oh, God! I'm cumming, Garrett. I'm cumming," she said.
Only, after she had her second orgasm, instead of stopping, I continued. I enjoyed eating her as much as she enjoyed me fingering her while licking her. I continued rubbing her clit. I continued finger fucking her. While giving her wide laps with my big tongue, I continued licking her faster and harder.
Then, suddenly, and surprisingly, I found it. I found her magic button. When I finger fucked her, I stumbled over her G spot again. As soon as I pressed that and continued pressing on that, with her immediately reacting, she reached a higher level of sexual arousal.
"Garrett! Garrett! Oh, my God, Garrett! That's it! Right there! Don't stop pressing that. Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Don't stop! Please, don't stop! I'm cumming, Garrett! I'm cumming," she said, closing her eyes, arching her back, and stiffening her long and shapely legs. "Mommy is cumming," she said.
I liked it when she referred to herself as mommy. Certainly, with her old enough to be my mother, I wished she was my MILF of a mother. I'd love to sleep with her in her bed every night and wake up with her every morning.
I'd love to make love to her every morning. I'd love to fuck her every night. In between, whenever we were horny, I'd love her to masturbate me while I masturbated her. I'd love her to give me oral sex after I gave her oral sex. I'd love for her to cum in my mouth and swallow her cum as much as I love to cum in her mouth while watching swallow my cum.
I had fingered her and licked her to a third orgasm. She had her legs wrapped around my neck, her heels and nails digging in my back while shoving against her pussy. Even after she had her orgasm, I continued licking. I continued eating her. I drank every drop of her creamy cum.
# # #
Not allowing her to rest, and to enjoy the afterglow of sex, or to fall asleep, I mounted her. As soon as I did, she reached her hand down between us and positioned the head of my cock by her pussy. Then, with a gentle hump, I was inside of her. Kissing and kissing one another, we made love. She wanted to make love to me as much as I wanted to make love to her.
Then, humping one another faster and harder, we were fucking. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. I fucked her and she fucked me. Then, rolling me over, she climbed on top of me and sat on me. As if she was riding a bucking bronco at a Rodeo, as if she was barrel racing, she had her arms over her head while humping me as fast and as hard as I humped her.
Then, pushing her off of me and spinning her around, I fucked her from behind. I grabbed onto her big breasts as if I was holding the handles of a subway car. Humping her faster and humping her harder, I pushed my cock deeper inside of her. With me no longer a virgin and giving my lover multiple orgasms, she screamed with her fourth orgasm.
My first time having sex, this was my first time giving a woman an orgasm. Then, to give her multiple orgasms, I felt like a man. I felt like a sexual man. I couldn't believe that I gave Andrea four orgasms.
"Garrett! Garrett! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Jesus Christ, Garrett. I'm cumming. I'm cumming again," she said.
She closed her eyes, arched her back, stiffened her long and shapely legs before falling silent to enjoy the afterglow of sex.
Exhausted, we both rested. We fell asleep for an hour. When I awakened, Andrea was in the bathroom taking a shower. I wondered if I should shower, too. Then, when she emerged from the bathroom, she jumped on the bed on her stomach. She looked up at me and smiled. She was even more beautiful when she smiled.
"I want you to toss my salad," she said.
'Toss her salad? Are we eating now? I'm not hungry for food. I'm hungry for her,' I thought.
"I'm not hungry," I said.
She laughed.
"Tossing my salad is slang for you licking my ass. I liked having my ass licked before you fuck my ass with your big dick," she said. "That's a special treat that I only allow a special man to do. Not every man that I've been intimate with has had his dick in my ass," she said with a laugh.
'She wanted me to give her anal sex. She wanted me to stick her cock not only in her mouth and in her pussy but also in her ass, too,' I thought. 'Wow!'
# # #
I moved in position behind her before she moved to her stomach. Making myself comfortable, I moved myself between her legs again. Then, I parted her shapely ass cheeks with my hands. Then, I licked her.
Surprisingly, I didn't smell or taste anything unpleasant. She must have cleaned herself really well while showering. Really getting into it, I continued licking her ass. As if she was an all that I can eat buffet, I ate Andrea's ass in the way that I ate her pussy.
Then, she stopped to reach into her nightstand drawer. She removed a tube of lube and put a generous portion of lube inside of her ass. Something that I've never done, and never wanted to do, I was ready to do now. I'm glad that she knew how to have anal sex because I had no idea.
Instead of moving to her knees as I thought she would, she moved to her side and instructed me to move behind her again. I grabbed her breasts in both of my hands and positioned myself closer to her. She reached between us and inserted my erect cock in her ass.
The inside of her ass felt much tighter than the inside of her pussy, that is, until she relaxed her sphincters. Then, between her gently humping me while I gently humped her, the lube slowly eased my cock deeper inside of her. I was having anal sex. I was fucking Andrea in her ass.
My first time having anal sex, something that I thought that I'd never do, I was fucking Andrea in her ass. I couldn't believe that I had done everything that I had never imagined doing with her and to her. That first time having anal sex, with her mainly giving me the idea of what it was to fuck her in the ass, we only had anal sex for a few minutes.
Yet, over the eighteen months that I dated her, we had anal sex every time that we had sex. I enjoyed fucking her in her ass as much as she enjoyed me fucking her in her ass. I loved cumming in her ass as much as I loved cumming in her mouth and in her pussy.
As soon as I pulled out of her ass, wanting her to blow me, I needed to shower. I quickly showered and returned to bed. I didn't even have to ask her to give me oral sex because as soon as I moved beside her, she made her way halfway down the bed.
She stroked my cock while staring up at me as I fondled her breasts and fingered her erect nipples. Then, while still staring up at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes, she took me in her mouth. Andrea was blowing me. This mature, black woman who was twice my age was sucking my cock.
Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. As if she was Linda Lovelace in Deep Throat, she deep throated me. Never had anyone taken the full length of my big dick in their mouth but she did.
I put a gentle hand behind her black haired, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated a huge load of warm, oozy cum in her mouth.
Then, surprising myself as much as it surprised her, as soon as she removed the pressure of her full, red lips from my prick, I ejaculated a second load of cum. I exploded my semen all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, black hair, and across her naked breasts. I gave Andrea my first cum bath.
I couldn't believe that I gave Andrea a cum bath. Yet, that may have been the first cum bath that I had given her but it surely wasn't the last. She loved swallowing my cum as much as she loved bathing in it.
# # #
The last time that I saw her was after she helped me get my US citizenship and after I joined the Army at age twenty. I heard that she had married a white man and had a baby boy. I couldn't help but wonder if that child was mine.
Yet, I'll never forget Andrea until the day that I die. She taught me everything that I needed to know about sex and how to pleasure a woman. She taught me everything that I needed to know how to make a woman want me. She taught me how to make love to a woman.
The best thing that ever happened to me was meeting Andrea. Something that I thought she'd never do, she even allowed me to drive her Corvette, as long as she was in the car with me. Truth be told, I'll never forget her. I loved her.
'I miss you, Andrea, wherever you are,' I thought.
Had I not joined the army, I wondered if she would have married me. Even though she was 18-years older than me, I would have married her. She was not only beautiful, sexy, and shapely but also, she was smart. She freely shared her wisdom with me in all things, especially all things sexual. She made me a better man.
"Never will I forget you. I love you, Andrea."
THE END
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My Mother's Best Friend, Elizabeth
After my mother, Mary, died, her best friend, Elizabeth moved in with me and became my surrogate mother, albeit, with benefits.
My name is Vincent. My friends call me Vinnie. No one calls me Vin, and only my boss calls me Vincent. My mother used to call me Vincent when she was angry with me. Sadly, with it all happening very fast, only two years after she was diagnosed, my mother, Mary, passed away last month when she was 52 year old from breast cancer.
Too young to die but with her smoking for more than 30-years, she was a smoker since she was a teenager. Her childhood best friend, Elizabeth, who didn't smoke, never smoked, tried to get her to quit. Even though my mother tried to quit several times, she always returned to her one and only vice. Because of her filling the house with smoke and with our clothes smelling of smoke, and with me getting plenty of second-hand smoke, I never smoked.
I dated a woman who smoked, and I hated kissing her. I imagined it's like a woman kissing a man with beer breath. Not much of a drinker either, whenever I have a drink, I sip on one top shelf, single malt scotch, neat, without ice, for the night.
I seldom have more than two scotches and I never have three. I never drive even when I only had one drink. And I don't take drugs. Not much of a party guy, unlike my friends, I've never been to a bar or to a strip club.
I have a two-year-old, Cyber orange, Mustang GT with Recaro seats, black wheels, and black hood and side scoops with a black wing that I keep covered when not driving it. I love and value that car too much to crash it. A six-speed standard, there's something about driving a car with a standard transmission that makes me feel as if I'm actually driving the car instead of floating on the highway with cruise control. I only wished I had a garage.
# # #
Too busy working, presently, while busy making money, frustrating of me to admit but women don't interest me. All they want to do is party, take drugs, spend my money, and tease me with sex. Besides, the women that interest me are not women my age.
The women that make my dick hard are older women. I'm attracted to women my mother's age and even older. I love mature women with big breasts. I love older women who don't drink to an excess, don't take drugs, don't party, and who don't act like a whore around other men. A masturbation machine, I masturbate a lot while imagining seeing big breasted, older women that I know naked and having sex with them.
With them more mature and knowing what they want and don't want out of life, older women are wiser and, unafraid to tell you what they're thinking, they're outspoken. Moreover, believe it or not, something that many men do not know, older women are hornier than younger women. You're more likely to have sex when dating an older woman than you are when dating a younger woman. Indeed, especially before they go through the change of life, older women are whores. I like that about them.
Besides with me having watched television with my mother, young women wouldn't get the informative and comical references that I make about television shows from the 50's and the 60's. They have no idea what I Love Lucy, The Honeymooners, Bonanza, Rawhide, Gun Smoke, Leave it to Beaver, Dick Van Dyke show, and Bewitched are. With them not having a clue as to what I was talking about and referring to, our conversations would be stunted because of their age.
In the way that I talked to and laughed with my mother, they wouldn't share my interest in all that happened in the past. My mother told me about everything that her mother told her in great detail. From the roaring twenties, to the depression, to poodle skirts, and drive-in movies, I'd miss all of those references when talking to women my age.
# # #
A loner and able to entertain myself with video games, when not working, I prefer exercising and keeping in shape. Going for walks, swimming laps, and riding my bike helps me to think. I love being outside, especially in the good weather. Spring and fall are my favorite seasons. I feel as if I can finally breathe.
I lift weights and do lots of pushups. My personal record is 250 without stopping. I have an Everlast heavy bag, bag gloves, a jump rope, and a speed bag on my back porch. I leave them there because when the speed bag is in rhythm, it's as loud as a machine gun.
I have a lot of muscles, and a flat stomach with a six pack, instead of a pot belly. Fortunately for me, I don't drink beer. I don't like the taste of it. When I do have a beer, one beer, it's an imported beer instead of an American beer. Without doubt, the Germans make the best beer.
Yet, left to live alone and on my own, after only 2-years out of college, I'm 24-years-old. Sometimes lonely, I wish I wasn't an only child. I wish I had a brother or a sister. I'd buy a dog but then, I'd have to walk him. I don't like going out in the rain, the cold, and the snow. I prefer staying inside and watching everyone else brave the elements.
I miss my mother. A very pretty and intelligent woman, she was fun. We had a great mother and son relationship. We got along well. She had a good sense of humor. I miss talking and laughing with her while playing cards and board games, watching TV, and watching movies together while cuddling on the couch.
# # #
Fortunately, taking my mind off of my sorrow, my job keeps me busy. I have a good job working from home and writing code for a software company. Yet terribly sad and missing my mother, my mom's best friend, Elizabeth, no longer visited. With her having my mother's sense of humor and knowledge of all that happened decades ago, I enjoyed talking to her. She always told me things about my mother that I never knew.
She lived alone on one income since her divorce several years ago. I don't know how she does it with the rents and the prices of food, everything else is so high. Fortunately, for her, she doesn't have any children to support. A woman that I've known all of my life, I'm tempted to ask her to move in with me, but she'd never go for that. Why would she want to move in with me instead of falling in love and moving in with a man her age?
A church going woman, my morally modest mother was a prude. With her always cold, she always wore long robes over her long, flannel nightgowns that buttoned to her neck. With her, an attractive woman with brown hair and brown eyes, and with me always horny, she was my favorite woman to stroke myself over while imagining her naked and having sex with me. Even though she's dead, I still continue to masturbate over my mother. I stroked my cock while imagining seeing something of her that I shouldn't have seen.
Frustratingly, I never saw much more of her than her bra strap. I never saw her panties in upskirt peeks, her bra in a down-blouse view, her naked pussy in an up-nightgown glimpses, or her naked breasts in a down nightgown sights. Yet, while continuing to imagine her without her clothes, I continued masturbating over my mother as if I had seen her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked.
Especially now that she's dead, unembarrassed, and unashamed to admit, indeed, I was sexually attracted to my mother. I would have had sex with her if she showed any signs that she wanted to have sex with me. To that end, while hoping that she'd take the bait, I deliberately allowed her to catch me masturbating several times.
# # #
Curious about her reaction to her seeing me stroking my naked, erect prick, I knew that she'd be barging in my room without knocking to deliver my laundry. I hoped that by flashing her my naked, erect prick would make her sexually aroused to stay in my room to watch me masturbate or, hopefully, to help me cum by taking me in her hand and stroking me. My fantasy, I would have loved my mother to stroke my cock while we sat on the couch watching a movie.
Filled with sexual anticipation for my mother, as soon as I heard her climbing the stairs, I'd quickly strip myself naked. I was as nervous as I was sexually excited to dick flash my mother. Then, once naked, I fell back on my bed. I donned my headphones, stroked myself to a big and hard erection, and closed my eyes while waiting for her to barge open my bedroom door and see me masturbating.
The first time that I dick flashed her was three-years ago when I was 21 years old. Never have I been as excited to show her my cock. As soon as she opened my bedroom door without knocking, she was going to see me naked. Something that I'll masturbate over the rest of my horny life, I dick flashed my mother.
While daring myself to do so, I deliberately allowed her to see my big dick. She was going to see my erect, naked prick. I wondered if she touched herself while watching me stroking myself. I wondered if she'd stay in my room to watch me cum.
I dick flashed my mother several times. Giving me more to masturbate over, I loved showing her my erection. Instead of not looking and immediately leaving my bedroom, she stayed a long minute to stare at my cock. I always hoped that she touch me, stroke me, suck me, and/or fuck me but she never did.
# # #
Not having to wait very long, as soon as she barged open my bedroom door without knocking, I slitted open my eyes enough for me to see the shocked look on her face. The first time that I dick flashed my mother, I wondered if she'd look in curiosity, stare in sexual arousal, or look away in embarrassment and shame. Instead, as soon as she opened my bedroom door and saw me playing with myself, she stopped cold. She stared at my naked, erect cock for a long minute then, she immediately and quietly closed my bedroom door.
'My mother saw my prick. She stared at my big dick. She watched me stroke myself. I can't believe I dick flashed my mother,' I thought while hoping she'd return the favor of my exhibitionism with her exhibitionism.
Secretly, I wished she'd flash me her panties in an upskirt peek. I wished she'd flash me her cleavage and bra in a down blouse view. I wished she'd flash me her naked pussy in an up-nightgown peek. I'd wish she'd flash me her naked breasts in a down nightgown view.
I wished she'd come out of the bathroom only wrapped in her towel after taking a shower and deliberately dropping her towel in front of me while making it appear accidental. I'd love to see my mother topless as I'd love to see her naked. Yet, my mother never flashed me in the way that I continued flashing her.
From that day forward, I continued to deliberately allow my mother to catch me masturbating once a week. As if she wanted to and was hoping to see my naked, erect prick again, she continued barging in my bedroom without knocking. Then, something that I dared myself to do, I added dialogue to my masturbation sessions. I wanted her to know that I was masturbating over her when stroking myself.
"Oh, mother," I said as soon as I saw her feet beneath my bedroom door. "I wish I could make out with you while touching and feeling you through our clothes. I'd love to French kiss you while feeling your breasts through your blouse and your bra. I wish I could slowly undress you and strip you naked," I said. "I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle your naked body everywhere while French kissing you."
Instead of leaving, or opening my bedroom door to admonish me, surprising me, she stayed to listen. Seemingly, she enjoyed listening to all that I wanted to do to her. I wondered if my dialogue made her nipples hard and erect. I wondered when sexually talking about her if I had made her pussy wet.
"I'd love to masturbate you, mother. I'd love to rub your clit and finger fuck you while licking your pussy. I'd love to give you oral sex. I'd love to give you an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I'd love to watch and hear you cum.
Then, while continuing to make out with you, I'd love to make slow and passionate love to you before fucking you fast and hard enough to give you another orgasm. Finally, I'd love for you to stroke me while blowing me, mother. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth and watch you swallow my cum," I said. "Finally, I'd love to shoot a second load all over your pretty face, in your hair, and across your naked breasts. I'd love to give you a cum bath, mother."
# # #
Curious to know, having never heard her, I wondered if my mother masturbated. When she was out running errands, I looked through her underwear drawer. She had boring lingerie. All of her panties were white, except for a pair of black panties, and all of her bras were white, too, except for her one, black bra. Glad that she doesn't wear pantyhose, I hate pantyhose. They should jail the gay fashion designer who invented pantyhose.
'You're charged with inventing pantyhose, a travesty against all heterosexual men. How dare you invent pantyhose that women wear over their panties to deny men upskirt peeks of panty clad pussies. How do you plead,' I imagined the judge asking?
I imagined the gay man not wanting to face a jury of twelve angry men or twelve angry women who hated wearing pantyhose.
'Guilty, your Honor,' I imagined the gay man saying. 'I couldn't help myself from inventing that men hate women to wear. I don't like women. I prefer men.'
The judge sat up in his chair and leaned forward while resting his elbows on his bench.
'I sentence you to life without parole. You'll finally get your wish and be with all the men that you want,' I imagined the judge banging his gavel.
I searched for evidence that she played with herself. Yet, looking through all of her drawers, I didn't find a vibrator nor a dildo. I looked for topless and naked photos of my mother in her closet but there weren't any. I checked her laptop and her cell phone, no photos.
That night, when she thought that I was in my room, I stealthily moved in the hall to listen to my mother talk to best friend, Elizabeth. I hoped she'd tell her friend that she caught me naked and stroking myself. I wondered if she'd tell her that she saw my naked prick. I wondered if she'd tell her about all that I said about my mother when stroking myself. Then, she said what I hoped she'd say.
# # #
"I caught Vinnie naked and masturbating, again," said my mother with a dirty laugh.
She paused to listen to what her friend had to say about her catching naked and stroking myself.
"Pardon? Yes, he does. He has quite a big prick. He's hung bigger than his father," she said with another laugh. "Actually, he has the biggest penis that I've ever seen. His cock is huge."
I wished that she had put her friend on speaker phone. I wished that I could hear her side of the conversation. I'd love to know her reaction to my mother telling her that she not only saw my naked, erect prick but also that I had the biggest penis that she had ever seen.
"Yeah, knowing the whore that you are, I bet you would. I know you'd love to see that monster," said my mother to her friend.
'What? My mother called her friend a whore. Clearly, she knows something about Elizabeth that I don't know,' I thought.
"What? No, don't be silly," laughed my mother. "Maybe you would but, I'd never return the favor and allow him to catch me touching myself," she said with a laugh. "That's nasty. You're nasty, Elizabeth," said my mother with another laugh.
I could only imagine what her friend had said. It sounded like she told my mother that she should allow me to catch her playing with herself.
"What? No. I'd never flash him my panties. What? Jesus, Beth, I'd definitely not drop my towel in front of him to flash him my naked body. What's wrong with you? I'm his mother and he's my son," she said. "I'd never do that. That's just wrong. I'd be so embarrassed if ever he saw something of me that he shouldn't see."
My mother laughed out loud.
"With you always wearing short skirts and low-cut blouses, I bet you'd love to flash Vinnie your sexy lingerie. And I'm sure he'd love to see your panties, your bra, your naked breasts, and/or your naked pussy, too," said my mother with a laugh. "He's always liked you. He's always staring at your big breasts," said my mother with a dirty laugh.
My mother paused while listening to her friend.
"Should I take a photo of him playing with himself for you the next time I catch him stroking himself and email that to you," she asked her friend with a laugh? "I bet you'd like that. I bet you'd love to see his big dick. I bet you'd love him to see you topless while sunning out in our backyard."
# # #
My mother was talking to her best friend about seeing my cock. I couldn't believe she told her friend that she saw my big dick. It excited me to hear her tell her friend that she saw my naked, erect prick. She told her friend that she caught me masturbating. Judging by her friend's reaction, from what I could hear of her side of the telephone conversation from my mother's responses, she was curious to know about my big dick.
"Then, while masturbating, he talked to himself. He carried on a conversation with himself about all of the things that he wanted to do to his mother," she said with another laugh.
My mother paused to listen to what her friend said on the phone?
"What did he say? What didn't he say," she said with a dirty laugh.
I watched my mother fan herself with her hand while telling her friend all that I wanted to do to her naked body.
"He said that he'd love to make out with me while feeling me through my clothes. He'd love to slowly undress me and strip me naked while touching, feeling, and fondling my naked body everywhere," she said.
My mother paused to listen to her friend again.
"What else did he say," she laughed. "He said that he'd masturbate me, eat me, make love to me, and fuck me. Then, he said he'd love for me to suck his cock, allow him to cum in my mouth, and watch me swallow him," said my mother. "Gross," she said. "Then, if that wasn't enough, he said that he'd love to give me, his mother, a cum bath," she said aghast.
Wishing I could hear what Elizabeth was saying, my mother stopped talking to listen to her friend.
"I was tempted to barge into his bedroom and slap him across his face for all those sexually inappropriate things that he said about me. I'd never have sex with my son," said my mother, shaking her head side-to-side. How dare he masturbate over me blowing him? Like father, like son, he's a sick bastard to think that I'd ever have sex with him," said my mother.
# # #
Then, one day, soon after I buried my mother, Elizabeth invited herself over to my house to talk to me. Actually, a break from writing code, I was happy for her company. To tell the truth, with her a constant in my life, I missed her. She felt more like family than she did a friend.
An understatement, I've always liked my mother's best friend. She's very attractive. She's even better looking than my MILF of a mother which is not easy to do. To deny that I wasn't sexually attracted to my mother's best friend would be a lie. I've masturbated over imagining Elizabeth without her clothes and having sex with me as much as I masturbated over imagining my mother, Mary, without her clothes and having sex with me.
Elizabeth is a 5' 9" tall, sexy, and shapely redhead with blue eyes and freckles. I have a fondness for women with freckles. With my mother only having modest, B cup breasts, Elizabeth has Irish milkmaid, double D cup breasts. Especially when she stands sideways, she has enormous breasts.
I love tits, the bigger the better. I have a weakness for redheads, especially older women with big tits. Again, to say that I haven't masturbated over imagining my mother's best friend naked and having sex with me would be a lie, too. Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I'd love to have sex with Elizabeth. I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes.



I invited her inside and offered her a cup of coffee or a glass of wine. With this late in the afternoon, she chose wine instead of coffee. I had a bottle of water. It was so good to see her again. I'd definitely be masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with Elizabeth later tonight and again tomorrow morning.
While she sat on the couch, I sat across from her in my reclining chair. With my chair higher and the couch lower, I hoped she'd flash me her panties. Even prettier than my mother, looking ten-years younger than her age, she was so beautiful.
The first time alone with her and sitting with her in the living room, I couldn't help but notice that every time she slowly, sexily, and seductively crossed and uncrossed her long, shapely legs, she flashed me her white panties. Something that I never saw of my mother, I was seeing of my mother's friend. Even when she sat with her knees cemented together, unless she put her hand in her lap, which she didn't, she flashed me a triangular patch of her white panties above her thighs.
Having never seen an upskirt peek of my mother's panties, I couldn't believe that I was seeing Elizabeth's panties. Again, I'll definitely be stroking my cock tonight and tomorrow morning over seeing her white panties. Then, as if sexually teasing me and enticing me, while leaning forward in her seat, she gave me a down blouse view of her long line of cleavage and her low-cut bra. When she sat back in her seat, she left her knees parted open enough to give me a continual view of her panties.
'Oh, my God. She's such a sexy bitch. If it wasn't enough that I had always wished that I could have sex with my mother,' I thought. 'I wish I could have sex with her best friend.'
Unable to stop myself from staring, but careful for her not to catch me staring, I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at the red, trimmed patch of pubic hair that I could clearly see through her sheer, white panties.
# # #
Then, out of the clear blue, my mother's best friend surprised me with what she suggested. If it wasn't enough that I saw her panties, her cleavage, and her bra, I was stunned to not only see what I saw of her but to hear what she suggested. Already developing an erection, my mind reeled with the possibility of having her as a constant companion in my life.
"If you'd like, I could move in with you, Vinnie," she said leaning forward in her seat again to show me her long, line of sexy cleavage along with her big brassiere. "We could split the expenses. Actually, I've done the math, and it would be cheaper for me to live with you than to maintain a separate household," she said.
Having considered it before, as if she had read my mind, I didn't know what to say. Not even having to ask her, Elizabeth wanted to live with me. My mother's MILF of a friend wanted to be my housemate. Definitely, it was a good idea, and something that would help us both from grieving over my mother and her friend. As I did with my mother, I'd love to do it with her friend. I'd love to have her in my life to talk to, laugh with, play games, and watch movies.
She paused while waiting for my answer. Trying to move my stare from her cleavage to her eyes, I continued staring at her while undressing her with my eyes and talking to her tits. If Elizabeth flashing me down blouse views of her cleavage and bra, and up skirt peeks of her panties, before she even moved in, I couldn't wait for her to live with me.
"I've known you all of your life, Vinnie," she said, stating her case as to why we should live together. "I'm like your second mother. I used to babysit you," she said with a warm smile. "I've even changed your diaper," she said with a laugh. "You're the son that I never had," she said with a motherly smile. "I love you, Vinnie," she said, hardening my cock and softening my heart.
Then, before I could answer her, she sweetened the pot.
"Things that I do now for myself, I'd cook, clean, do your laundry, do the grocery shopping, and run all of your errands," she said with hopeful expectation that I'd say yes. "I know that you're busy with your work. You'd be helping me by allowing me to live with you and I'd be helping you not to have to bother with all of the mundane, daily things," she said.
'With me a lousy cook, hating cleaning, hating to do laundry, boring to shop for groceries, and inconvenient to run errands, how could I say no,' I thought? 'I'd love to live with Elizabeth. Hoping that it would evolve into more than just innocent cohabitation, I'd love to have a sexual relationship with her. Daring myself to do so, eventually, I'd love to tell her how sexually attracted I am to her.'
"Yes, that's a great idea, Elizabeth," I said looking into her blue eyes while smiling at her gigantic blouse and bra clad breasts. "I love you, too," I said.
I couldn't believe that this beautiful, sexy, and shapely, redheaded, older woman with humongous breasts told me that she loved me. Daring myself to do so, I couldn't believe that I told her that I loved her, too.
"With you doing all of that work and me making plenty of money, I wouldn't expect you to pay rent," I said with a wave of my hand. "Allowing you to save money to buy yourself a better car, you may live here for free," I said, giving her a big smile. "It's the least that I can do for my mother's childhood, best friend, and my surrogate mother."
Surprising me, she was so happy that she stood and hugged me. When she stood I stood to hug her, too. Even though I had a close relationship with my mother, I couldn't remember when she hugged me. It felt so good to wrap my arms around her shapely and sexy body to hug her.
Unbelievably, giving me a bit of a woody, I loved holding this beautiful woman in my arms while hugging her, especially when she squeezed her big breasts against my muscular chest. Wishing I could drop my hand down to feel and squeeze her shapely skirt and panty clad ass, daring myself to do so, I rested my hand on the tops of her backside. When she hugged me, I wanted to kiss her.
I wanted to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her. In the way that I wanted to make out with my mother while feeling her through her clothes, I wanted to make out with Elizabeth while touching and feeling her everywhere. In the way that I never got to do with my mother, I wanted to slowly undress her and strip her naked.
I wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body everywhere while making out with her. I wanted to make slow and passionate love to her. I wanted to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock. I wanted to have sex with my mother's best friend.
# # #
I rented a truck and helped her move her things. She didn't have much. She had a few furniture pieces that I didn't need, a bed, a sofa, a chair, some lamps, framed pictures, mirrors, and rugs. She had half a dozen boxes of bath and kitchen items, including food. She had a dozen bags of clothes. It only took me a couple hours to move her out and move her in. Actually, looking fuller and more lived in, my house looked better with her personal items in it.
Surprisingly, giving me a constant boner, instead of wearing jeans and a sweatshirt to help load the truck, as if she was dressed for work, she wore a short skirt and a low-cut blouse. Her uniform of choice, with my mother always in jeans, a sweatshirt, and sneakers, Elizabeth always wore a short skirt, a low-cut blouse, and high heels. With me 6' 2" tall, her high heels made her 6' tall, the perfect height for me.
Every time she climbed up to the tailgate of the truck, I stood there while staring up at her. Able to see her shapely, panty clad ass beneath her skirt, I continued staring up at all that I was seeing and all that she was showing. Whether deliberately or unintentionally, she continually flashed me her white panties. Something that I've never seen of my mother, I loved seeing her sexy underwear.
Then, when standing on the tailgate facing me, when she bent at the waist, she flashed me her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bra. Finally, when she squatted down to look through a box, with her knees parted wide open, I stared at her panty clad pussy. Definitely, without a doubt, and looking forward to it, I was going to have fun living with Elizabeth.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe I'm continually seeing her panties, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut brassiere. Doesn't she know that she's flashing me her panties, her cleavage, and her bra? Having never seen anything of my mother after living with her all of my life, as long as she continues flashing me, I'm going to love living with Elizabeth,' I thought. 'In the way that she's flashing me, and in the way that I did with my mother, I can't wait to dick flash her.'
# # #
Our first night together, with my mother not a drinker, I discovered that Elizabeth had a fondness for wine, white wine. Only, with her only weighing 130 pounds, her limit before getting tipsy was two glasses of wine. Surprising me, an understatement, without wearing a robe over it, she walked out of her room wearing a short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgown that left nothing to the imagination. I couldn't believe all that she was showing and all that I was seeing.
'Oh, my God. She may as well not be wearing anything,' I thought. 'I can practically see through her nightgown as if she's naked.'
My house has an open floor plan. I'm able to see from the living room to the kitchen. When she walked out to the kitchen without turning on the light and stood in front of the open door of the refrigerator, I could see her silhouette through her nightgown as if she was naked. With her so sexy and so shapely, when she leaned forward, I loved seeing her breasts hanging forward through her nightgown with her. I love seeing her shapely ass and her ass crack through her sheer and sexy sleeping gown.
Then, when she stood in front of the bright light of the television, again, I could see through her sheer nightie as if she was naked. When she stood at the bay windows in the early morning, and opened the drapes in the living room to allow the sunshine to illuminate the room, as if she stood there in her birthday suit, I saw everything. While imagining her naked, unable to get enough of staring at her, I loved seeing Elizabeth's sexy and shapely body.
Starting from flashing me upskirt peeks of her panties and down blouse view of her cleavage and bra in my living room, she continually flashed me her panties when I helped her to move. Never having seen anything of my mother, with this only our first day living together, she was already showing me everything that I wanted to see. While wondering if she was horny and sexually frustrated, I wondered if she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
'I'd love to have sex with her,' I thought.
# # #
I wore what I always wear, my T-shirt that showed my muscles, a pajama bottom without underwear, and my Ugg slippers. If she dared flash me her naked pussy, and/or her naked breasts, I'd dick flash her my naked cock. Once again, I didn't have to wait very long to see something that I shouldn't see of Elizabeth. Seemingly, she wanted to show me her naked body as much as I wanted to see her naked body and as much as I wanted to show her my erect, naked prick.
Something I occasionally did with my mother, she invited me to sit beside her on the couch. As soon as I sat beside her, she rested her pretty head on my shoulder. As if she was my girlfriend and we were at the movies, I put my arm around her bare shoulders. After she had her second glass of wine and I poured her a third glass of wine. Getting more comfortable, she slouched down and rested her head on my chest.
Feeling the heat of her body through her thin nightgown, it felt so good to sit next to her. With her breast so big, I could feel her breast resting against the side of my chest as if it belonged there. Peaking my imagination, I wondered what her naked breasts looked like. I wondered if she had big nipples. I wondered what they felt like.
Then, as if she was starting to fall asleep after she finished her third glass of wine, she rested her hand on my thigh only inches from my growing erection. When I looked down at her and she looked up at me, I wanted to kiss her. She was so beautiful. I wanted to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her. I wanted to feel her naked breasts through her nightgown while making out with her. Only, with this our first night together, not wanting to ruin things between us, what's the rush?
# # #
Then, when she moved her hand higher and touched the side of my throbbing and pulsating prick, taking that as my permission to touch her and feel her, I felt the side of her breast through her nightgown. I wondered if I dared to ask her if she'd give me a hand job. Again, I wondered if I dared to ask her, if she sucked cock. I'd love for my mother's best friend to stroke my prick while sucking my prick.
Then, when she moved her hand and rested it on my growing erection, I moved my right hand around her to feel the front of her breast with my fingertips. With her not stopping me nor admonishing me, I moved my left hand to the front of her to cup her breast through her nightgown. If it wasn't enough that she continued touching my pajama clad cock with her fingertips, I touched her nightgown clad breast through her nightgown with my horny hand.
Then, with her more outspoken than my mother, she looked up at me and smiled. With her sexual aggressiveness, she rested her whole hand on my erection. She surprised me with what she said next.
"Did I do that, Vinnie?"
Playing Mickey the Dunce, I looked down at her.
"Do what?"
She laughed while squeezing my prick.
"Did I give you an erection," she said looking down at my bulging prick before looking up at me.
I smiled at her while fondling her breast through her nightgown and fingered her erect nipple.
"You did," I said.
Then, not done shocking me, she asked me a question that I never thought she'd ask.
"May I see it," she asked while staring up at me? "I haven't seen a naked prick since I divorced my husband," she said while looking up at me with sexual arousal.
# # #
I laughed while not expecting her to accommodate me, I was surprised when she did.
"I'll show you my naked prick, if you show me your naked breasts," I said.
Not having to ask her twice, she moved away from me, sat up straight on the couch, and removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders. Then, she removed her arms from her nightgown straps. Finally, while staring up at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look, she ever so slowly and sexily lowered the bodice of her nightgown.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'If it wasn't enough that Elizabeth asked to see my naked prick, she showed me her naked breasts.'
She looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me.
"With you always staring at them, and talking to them," she said with a laugh. "What do you think of them? Do you like my big tits," she asked with a big smile.
She looked down at her naked breasts again before looking up at me.
"Like them," I said with a laugh. "I love them. You have big, beautiful breasts, Liz," I said. "You have the biggest tits that I've even seen."
I stared at her while she stared at me.
"Well, it's your turn. Show me your cock. I want to see your big dick," she said.
I looked at her stunned. She wanted to see my naked prick. Before I could remove my erection from my pajama bottom, she grabbed the waistband and pulled down my pajamas. Immediately, as if my cock was a Jack-in-the-Box, it popped out.
She pushed my pajama bottoms to my knees. Then, she took me in her warm, soft hand and wrapped her fingers around it. As if she was going to masturbate me, she slowly stroked my cock while smiling up at me.
"It's so big," she said, staring down at it before looking up at me with a big smile.
I took the liberty to fondle her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Then, I leaned forward to suck her nipples while she continued stroking me to a bigger and harder erection.
# # #
That night and every night thereafter, we slept together in my mother's king-sized bed. We mad love every morning and we fucked every night. I gave her orgasms with my cock every morning and every night while I ejaculated in her pussy.
In between, she allowed me to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. Returning the favor of oral sex, she blew me.
She allowed me to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed my cum. Then, something that she loved me to do, she wanted me to cum all over her pretty face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. Elizabeth loved me giving her cum baths.
As if we were a married couple, we lived together for five years, before I found the love of my life, my girlfriend, married her, and had two children. About the same time, she started dating a man that she knew from her past. They married, too.
I never told my wife that I had sex with my mother's best friend, and she never told her husband that she had sex with her best friend's son. Our little secret, no one needed to know.
"I just love a happy ending, don't you?"
THE END
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Celebrity Women and AI Sex, Ch. 1
Cher orders an artificially intelligent robot for her sexual pleasure, as her personal butler, her driver, and her bodyguard all rolled into one AI robot.
As if the richest of the rich don't have enough, artificially intelligent robots are giving them even more bang for their multimillion dollar bucks. With their huge, private yachts, custom, private planes, multi million dollar houses, high-rise condos, exotic, custom cars, the best clothes, foods, cigars, and liquors, AI Sex makes robots for billionaire men and wealthy women as their personal, human-like sex toys. Able to clone their favorite celebrity, or custom make their own AI robot, as if they're really having sex with them, no longer their sexual fantasy, billionaire men and women can have sex with anyone they desire.
Something that you may not know, and that is true, forget about masturbation toys, blow up dolls for men, and vibrators and dildos for women, wealthy men and women have sex with AI Robots. Billionaire men and women have secret sex with custom created, personalized, artificially intelligent, robotic beings. When meeting them for the first time, if you weren't told that they are an artificially intelligent robot, you would never know. AI Sex robots are much different from the toy-like robots that engineering students have created at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology (MIT) and the California Institute of Technology (Cal Tech).
A cross between a robot, an android, a humanoid, and a cyborg, they have skin that feels real to the touch. They have real hair that never grows and never needs to be cut. They have eyes that look real but are much better than human eyes.
They not only look human but are human-like to the touch and the feel. If one didn't know that they're an artificially intelligent being, they wouldn't know. Even though they don't need to breathe, they are even made to breathe. Made to be waterproof, they can even swim.
Faster, stronger, more intelligent, and better in every way than their human counterparts, artificial intelligent robots talk and sound like humans. They move, walk, run, and dance like humans. They laugh like humans. They think like humans. They respond to conversations and human emotions as if they really are humans instead of manmade robots.
Unable to tell that they are manmade robots instead of God's human creations, unless opening their sealed Li-ion battery pack, no one would know that they aren't human. With them far more feeling and sensing than humans, they have hidden sensory sensors all over their bodies. They can touch, smell, hear, taste, and see better than humans can, too.
# # #
Creating their own modern day, science fiction, version of Frankenstein, albeit sexually active ones, mad, German scientists Karl Friedrich and his partner, Hans Rictner, manufactures robots under the company name of AI Sex, Inc. Yet, they don't build just any robots. They build robots especially deemed for sex.
With their corporate name a turn off for some, the in your face name is a turn on for many. They could have named their company, AI Robots, Inc. Yet, wanting their customers to know what they could have for the price, they more wanted to capture the sexual market for those wealthy clients who could afford the price and who wanted to have guilt free, extramarital sex with a humanoid.
Not hiding what they do, they build robots intended to have sex with lonely, sad, depressed, and/or perversely perverted humans. If your spouse died, much better than a waxed figure standing in the corner of the room or having your partner taxidermied and placed in your bedroom, AI Sex can bring the departed back to life. If a stranger didn't know that they were interacting with an artificially intelligent cyborg, mistaking them for being human, they would never know.
From their factory in Baden-Baden, Germany that's nestled on the northern slopes of the Black Forest, they've already made an army of secret, artificially intelligent sexual androids to sell to whomever can afford their price to buy them. They build artificially intelligent, custom cloned male, sexual humanoids for women and/or for gay men who can afford to buy their own custom designed, and superior sex toys. They build artificially intelligent, custom cloned female, sexual humanoids for men and/or lesbian women who can afford to buy their own, personalized, robotic, sex toy.
'Seriously, think about it, if you had the money to afford one, wouldn't you buy an artificially intelligent being who looked exactly like Lynda Carter or Christie Brinkley in their prime? With them calling you by name, wouldn't you love to know what it felt like to have sex with these celebrity women? Wouldn't you love to be their lover?
Imagine making out with them while undressing them and stripping them naked. Imagine having sex with them. Imagine Lynda Carter or Christie Brinkley on their knees and blowing you. Now, imagine them in your bed fucking you any time you wanted to have sex with them. That would definitely be worth the price of admission, wouldn't it?'
# # #
Programmed to not only obediently obey but also to pamper their owner's every sexual want, need, perversion, and/or deviant whim, they come with a remote control that has more buttons on it than a computer keyboard. After an hour of training, with the owner able to reprogram them on the fly, the remote control keyboard looks like a mini-console on a jumbo jet airplane. They can do anything and everything that a human can do but only better and without complaint.
Moreover, they never get tired, hungry, thirsty, or need to go to the bathroom. They never get sad, moody, depressed, or angry. They're always ready to go and do whatever their master or mistress wants them to do.
A one-of-a-kind futuristic and much needed accessory to their busy lives of the idly, very rich, they are the perfect addition to any billionaire who wants something that few people can afford. With more and more people able to afford their AI clones, one never knows if they are interacting with a human or with an AI version. The way of the futured, the more humanoids manufactured, the lower the price will drop. Soon, in the way of having a television and/or a computer in every home, everyone will have their one AI cyborg.
Bill Gates, Mark Zuckerberg, Elon Musk, Jeff Bezos, and Larry Page all have artificially intelligent, male robots but not for sex. They serve as their personal butlers, their chauffeurs, and their bodyguards. Far better than a stiff Robo Cop, in the way that Arnold Schwarzenegger played a cyborg in Terminator, they can think and process information. They can see, hear, feel, taste, and sense things that are far beyond human sensory capabilities.
# # #
One of their first customers that they made a robot for was, of all celebrities, Oprah Winfrey. Karl and Hans made her an artificially intelligent, female humanoid in the image of a young Diane Sawyer, but with bigger breasts. There have been longtime rumors that Oprah has not only had lesbian, sexual affairs with Gayle King but also with Diane Sawyer, along with many others, too.
Well able to afford whatever price they wanted her to pay for her AI sex toy, Oprah bought an AI cyborg from AI Sex, Inc. Now, Oprah no longer needed to secretly compensate her lesbian lovers to have sex with her by giving them hugely expensive and elaborate gifts. Also, before having a sexual relationship with them, she had them sign a nondisclosure contract. In addition to being rumored to be Gayle King's longtime lover, she's rumored to have had sex with not only Diane Sawyer but also with Tyra Banks, as well as many others, too.
Well able to afford to order two, artificially intelligent, female robots, although an unconfirmed rumor, it's said that Simon Cowell had humanoids made in the images of Heidi Klum and Sofia Vergara. Even better than having sex with the real women, I can only imagine that he must have threesome sex with his robots while imagining having sex with Heidi and Sofia anytime that he wanted to have sex with them. Moreover, whenever he wanted them to stop talking, and to fill their mouths with himself, he only needed to press a button.
Imagine making out with them while touching and feeling them through their clothes before undressing them and stripping them naked. Imagine Heidi Klum blowing you. Imagine Sofia sucking your cock. Imagine one or both of them fucking you.
Moreover, forget about pleasuring them. A humanoid doesn't need to have an orgasm. Just think of yourself. You no longer have to bother with fingering them, masturbating them, or eating them, just stick your prick in their mouths and tell them to suck you.
# # #
Again, although unconfirmed, it is rumored that the wife of a high ranking, Republican politician who is no longer in office, ordered a robot in the image of President Obama. With her a whore born in Yugoslavia before migrating to the United States to work as a porn star, (ahem) a fashion model, she has always been a willing whore for the right price. Seemingly, having bedded many black athletes in the past, she always had a thing for big, black cocks.
Her husband, who shall remain nameless, was a high ranking Republican politician who is no longer in office, but is still in the public eye. Guilty as charged, he's rumored to have ordered a robot in the image of Stormy Daniels. With his wife living in New York and him living in Florida, instead of having sex with one another, they have sex with their AI impersonators anytime they want to have sex.
Again, unconfirmed rumors from employees at his residence, he not only wanted to have forced sex with AI Stormy Daniels robot by pushing her back on the bed and mounting her, he wanted her to talk to him. He wanted her to compliment him. He wanted his humanoid, Stormy Daniels, to make him feel better about himself by continually telling him all that he wanted and needed to hear.
"Fat? No, you're not fat at all. You're stocky. You have big bones," said his AI Stormy.
With him literally pushing her buttons on his remote keyboard, she continued fawning all over him.
"You have such big, manly, and masculine hands," said robotic Stormy. "And your cock is huge and so very hard," she said looking up at him with love, devotion, and a big smile. "I love your big prick."
He continually replayed her compliments over and again.
"Lift the front of my skirt and grab my pussy through my panties again. I like having my pussy grabbed. I like it when you grab my pussy through my panties," she said.
Then, she asked him the question that he obviously wanted to hear.
"Shall I pee on you again? Something that none of your three wives would do for you, I'm glad that you like it when I pee on you. Open your mouth and I'll pee in your mouth this time," said AI Stormy.
Again, another unconfirmed rumor, rumored to be engaged, Taylor Swift had AI Sex, Inc. make Travis Kelce a robotic sex toy in her image. The artificially intelligent humanoid looked like her, moved like her, danced like her, sang like her, talked like her, and laughed like her. With her on the road so much, she didn't want to leave him missing her while alone and lonely. As if she was actually there in the room with him, robotic Taylor would sing him songs and give him hours of sexual pleasure.
# # #
In the way that Gemma Chan as Mia was an artificially intelligent humanoid in the television series, Human, Karl, and Hans build their own versions of male and female, artificially intelligent robotic humans for their customers to use, especially for sex. Of course, programmed to do mundane tasks, the AI robots can do household chores as well. They not only can wash and wax your car, clean your house, vacuum, do your laundry but also, they can cook, too.
Surprisingly and unbelievably, they can even drive a car, fly a plane, or steer a ship better than any human can drive, fly, or steer. As was Terminator, with their body made from liquid metal and much more bulletproof than Kevlar, they can withstand a.50 caliber bullet without injury. Not only are they trained in all types of martial arts, but much quicker than humans, too, they can not only be their personal butlers or maids but also, their bodyguards, too.
Moreover, by using their custom keyboard, they are able to write their own code needed to accommodate whatever else you want them to do. Actually, just by depressing buttons on the keyboard, they can be reprogrammed to do anything that their owners need them to do at the time. Just scratching the surface, state of the art, artificially intelligent robotic humanoids are, indeed, the way of the future. With them both thinking out of the box, Karl and Hans are just hinting at what they may design next.
As if buying a one-of-a-kind, custom made, Rolls Royce, horny, older billionaire women, and/or billionaire, deviant men, can pick and choose which version of an AI robot that they want Karl and Hans to build for them to buy. With no questions asked and keeping their secrets by not forcing them out of their closets, homosexual men, and lesbian women, can buy their same sex robots, too. With prices starting at one-million-dollars, their prices cap at fifty-million-dollars for the Super Hero Robot who is not only bulletproof, waterproof, but also fireproof.
'Faster than a speeding bullet, more powerful than a locomotive, able to leap tall buildings at a single bound-look, up there in the sky, it's a bird, it's a plane, it's Superman.'
Their fifty-million-dollar, super hero robotic man or woman can actually fly, and shoot lasers out of his eyes in the way of Superman.
# # #
Every artificially intelligent robot is designed and made to their owners' personal specifications. Much in the way of humans, no two robots are alike. With Karl and Hans supplying their robots with identification cards, driver licenses, Social Security cards, and passports, the owners even give them names, personal backgrounds, and places and dates of their birth.
A booming business geared to the super rich who still want to have more and better sex in their lives, no matter their age or physical condition, Karl and Hans first began making male robots. Easier to make male robots than to make female robots, they ventured deeper into the AI robotic business by making female robots, too. With both Karl and Hans gay men, they wanted to make their perfect versions of male, artificially intelligent robots to be their personal butlers and sex slaves first before they made female AI robots.
Next, already flooded with custom orders from billionaire men and women, they made cloned female AI robots for those who imagined having sex with female celebrities. By using DNA specimens that have already gathered, they can clone the looks and personal characteristics of nearly any woman. If they don't already have their DNA on file, they will hire someone to get it just by finding their used coffee cup, tissue, or cigarette. Men only need to tell them what they want and viola, as if ordering a car from the factory, AI Sex, Inc. will deliver their robot within eight to twelve weeks.
'I only wish that I could afford an AI robot,' thought Susan. 'I'd want a taller version of Brad Pitt but with more muscles and a bigger dick.'
# # #
After Oprah received her delivery, Cher was the next female celebrity to invite Karl and Hans to her eighty-five-million-dollar, exclusive, Malibu mansion. As if they were tattoo artists, they brought their leather bound book of male, artificially intelligent, humanoid robots with them. All that Cher had to do was to browse through the pages and choose which one she wanted them to build, and then add her personalized features. Of course, costing a premium price, she could design her own male, AI robot by picking his height, his weight, his hair, eye, and skin color, along with his body type and, of course, cock size.
Cher's manservant, driver, and personal bodyguard, Brock, who is always armed, and very dangerous, showed the two men into Cher's drawing room. With her always wanting to make an entrance, she deliberated having the men wait fifteen, long minutes before she came downstairs to meet, greet, and charm them. The men stared out at the amazing view of the Santa Monica Bay while waiting for the illustrious Cher to arrive.
With her having had a whole menu of plastic surgery done, looking twenty-years younger, and looking more like a 58-year-old woman than 78-year-old woman, she walked downstairs wearing long, flowing, see-through, black negligee. If one was to rudely stare at her, and easy to do, they'd see the shape and the size of her surgically enhanced, B cup breasts, her erect nipples, and her trimmed, black pussy. Unembarrassed and unashamed, even though she was nearly naked, especially when she was nearly naked, she loved it when a man or when men stared at her as if she was standing in front of them without her clothes.
Indeed, coming a long way from when she was married to Sonny, with everything she wore showing more of her nearly naked body, she was quite the exhibitionist whore. Born on May 20th, 1946, Cher is a Taurus the bull. Bull-headed and with an eye for detail, she's strong-willed and faithful.
As if waiting for the Queen of England to be seated, both men stood as Cher sexily walked in the room while looking amazing. They clicked their heels and bowed their heads as if they were top Nazi generals meeting Adolph Hitler, the Fuhrer himself, for the first time. Each man took her hand in his and kissed it. Then, they continued standing until Cher took her seat on her overstuffed and oversized, elaborate, custom couch.
Featured in Architectural Digest Magazine, a huge house with panoramic views from every window, Cher sat on her beige couch. Every chair in her living room and dining room was of the same beige material. A beautiful, one-of-a-kind home custom designed with elaborate details, there was so much to look at and see.
Yet, paying more attention to her than to her luxurious surroundings, Karl opened his elaborate book of plastic, covered photos to show her what AI robots that he had in stock to offer her. While watching for her reactions and interests, he gave her a few minutes to browse through his sample book. Then, when she didn't seem interested in anything that he had in stock and ready to deliver, he offered her an alternative.
"We have a big selection from which you can choose. Of course, if there is nothing to your liking that I have in stock and ready to deliver, we will custom make the artificially intelligent, robotic man of your dreams," he said with a smile.
# # #
Starting from the beginning to look at the photos again, Cher took her time looking through the book before closing it. She not only looked at the photos of the AI robots but also, she looked at their specifications, and all that they can do. Curious to know, she wanted to know what more that they could do than to just be her AI lover.
"I'm sorry but none of these are robots acceptable to me. I need a custom made, robotic man," said Cher with a wave of her hand. "I need a cook, a cleaner, a personal butler, a driver, a bodyguard and, of course, my artificially intelligent lover all rolled into one," she said. "I need him to do whatever I want him to do and whenever I want it done."
She waved her hand as if she was Marlena Dietrich smoking a cigarette in a cigarette holder. She looked at the men as if she was ordering a new car or an elaborate fashion, one-of-a-kind, designer outfit. With the cost of no object, and money meaning nothing to her, her personal wealth exceeded three-hundred and sixty-million-dollars. Not really caring how much her perfect AI man cost, she asked the question anyway.
"How much will it cost me for you to custom make the man of my dreams? And, of more importance to me, how long will it take you to make him," she asked looking from Hans to look at Karl?



Karl looked to Hans and, as if the price had already been negotiated and predetermined between the two men before meeting Cher. Hans nodded his head.
"Twenty-million American dollars," said Hans.
No doubt, ready and willing to give her a discounted price, which he didn't have to, he paused to see Cher's reaction to the exorbitant price. When she didn't even raise a pretty eyebrow, he told her how long she needed to wait for delivery.
"Normally, it takes eight to twelve weeks but, putting a rush on it, we can have him ready to ship within six weeks," said Karl.
Cher smiled at the two men while nodding her head in agreement.
"Moreover, we will both return to train you on how to use him to make your transition into AI less confusing," said. Hans.
Karl stood and placed a contract on the table with a pen for her to sign.
# # #
Then, Karl sat across from her and opened his laptop. Ready to write whatever detailed specifications she wanted, he recorded all of what Cher wanted him to make in her AI robotic humanoid to do as her personalized artificially intelligent man.
"Firstly, and most importantly, with me 5' 9" tall and over 6' tall with my high heels, I need a tall man, 6' 4" or 6' 5" tall. He must have jet, black hair, and piercing blue eyes like Paul Newman's eyes," she said.
She paused while thinking. Not asking for much, she continued to tell Karl and Hans all that she wanted in her AI robot.
"I need him to be a cross in appearance between Clint Eastwood, Clint Walker, and Tom Sellick," she said. "I'd like to be reminded of all three men when I look at him while having sex with him."
She paused again while thinking.
"Oh, and he must look like he's in his mid-thirties, 36 to 38," she said. "I enjoy having sex with men half my age. I don't want to have sex with a man my age," she said with a laugh while waving her hand. "That would never work."
She paused while staring at the two men.
"One last thing," she said with another pause while looking at Karl and Hans. "I don't want him to call me Cher. Everyone calls me Cher. I want him to call me Mom or Mommy," she said.
She laughed.
"A real turn-on for me, I like the thought of having sex with my imagined son. If my son, Chaz, wasn't a transgender, I'd be having sex with him," she said.
# # #
As they promised, six weeks to the day, Karl and Hans returned with their artificially intelligent robot expressly designed for her. He stood 6' 5" tall, had wavy, jet, black hair, big, blue eyes, and lots of muscles. Interestingly enough, he looked as if he could have been a cross between Clint Eastwood, Clint Walker, and/or Tom Sellick's son.
"I like what I see but how does he work," she asked? "Does he kiss? I love being French kissed."
Karl pointed to the start button. Then, he pointed to the kissing buttons.
"Press start. Then, anything that you want him to do, type on the line there," he said pointing again. "Especially designed for you but if there's a threat from someone not speaking English, we programmed him to understand, speak, and write in all languages."
Cher looked up at them aghast.
"Wow," she said.
Then, when she pushed the kissing button, he leaned down and kissed her. He parted her lips with his robotic tongue that felt as real as a human tongue. Satisfied thus far, she smiled at the two men.
"That's amazing but," she said, staring down at the bulge in his pants. "First things first, I want to see his cock. I want him to show me his prick," she said with the excitement of a young, virginal woman about to have sex for the first time. "How do I make him do that?"
# # #
Karl smiled.
"It's simple. Just type show me your cock and he will obediently obey you by showing you his naked, erect penis," he said.
She typed in his exact words. Cher stared at her AI robot, unzipped himself, pulled out his prick, and walked closer to her. She took his stiff prick in her hand to touch him, feel him, fondle him, and slowly stroke him.
"It feels so real. It's so big. It's so hard," she said. "I love it! He has a beautiful cock."
Stunning Karl and Hans, not even waiting for them to leave, while staring up at him as if he was already her lover, she stroked him before leaning forward to take him in her mouth. Her first time sucking an AI robot's prick, she continued stroking him while sucking him. Then, she removed his cock from her mouth to speak.
"Does he cum," she asked Hans?
Hans smiled and nodded his head.
"Yes. He does. These groups of buttons are for how soon and how much you want him to cum," he said.
Before taking him in her mouth again, she pushed a button.
"I need him to cum in my mouth. I need to taste him. I need to swallow him," she said.
# # #
As soon as she took him in her mouth and stroked him again, she pushed the cum button. Not having to wait very long, he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth. She had his cum dripping down her chin and all over the front of her sheer and sexy, black nightgown.
"Oh, my God. It looks, feels, and tastes like the real thing," she said with glee. "I love sucking cock. I miss giving blowjobs," she said with a dirty laugh. "Sucking cock is one of my favorite things to do," said Cher. "I love controlling a man by sucking his dick."
She laughed.
"Now, I can finally dump my 37-year-old boyfriend, Alexander, who's always asking me for money. Now that I have my own AI robot, I never have to pay any man for sex again."
Karl smiled.
"If you don't mind saying so, Cher, I think that you are a very talented cocksucker," he said while nodding his head and smiling. "You made him cum very fast."
She smiled at both men. She laughed.
"Sucking cock is what I love to do and am good at doing," she said with another laugh. "If you weren't both gay men, I'd suck you, too," she said with a dirty laugh.
She looked from Karl to look at the keyboard.
"Now, I can't wait for him to fuck me," she said removing her nightgown in front of the men. She rang the bell for Brock.
When the men stared at her naked body. Brock has seen me without my clothes many times.
"Bring me a towel for the couch," she said.
He quickly returned with a towel to cover the couch cushions. Then, showing the men a lot of glistening pink, she reclined back on her couch with her legs wide open. Then, looking at the keyboard with confusion, she held the keyboard up to Hans.
"Show me. How do I do that? Which button must I push for him to fuck me," asked Cher?
Hans pointed to the buttons. As soon as she pressed the buttons, obediently obeying her, her AI robot quickly removed his clothes, and gently mounted her while supporting his weight on his hands and his knees. Then, he reached down between his legs to stick his big dick in her warm and wet pussy. Finally, he started humping her.
"By continuing to push these buttons, he'll hump you faster and harder," said Karl.
Seemingly unable to get enough of her AI man humping her faster and harder, Cher continually pushed the buttons. Her AI robot humped her faster. He humped her harder. Not taking her long to cum, Cher wrapped her arms around his neck, and her legs around his torso.
"Oh, my God! Oh, my God! I'm cumming. I'm cumming. I can't believe that I'm already cumming," she said. "I love my robot."
# # #
"You need to name him," said Karl. "Do you have a name in mind?"
She smiled.
"Jack. His name must be Jack," she said. "I want him to be my humanoid fucking God. I christen thee, Jack Apollo Zeus," she said with a sexy, little laugh. "And I want him to respond to any and all of those three names when I call him," she said, handing the keyboard back to Hans. "Do that for me."
To be continued...
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Celebrity Women and AI Sex, Ch. 2
Sandra Bullock orders her humanoid/android robot from AI Sex, Inc., in the image of her ex-husband, bad boy, Jesse James.
Celebrity Women and AI Sex rewritten and continued from chapter 1:
As they promised, six weeks to the day, Karl and Hans returned with their artificially intelligent robot expressly designed for Cher. Just as she had ordered, an amazing specimen, he stood 6' 5" tall, had wavy, jet, black hair, big, blue eyes, and lots of muscles. Interestingly enough, he looked as if he could have been a cross between Clint Eastwood, Clint Walker, and/or Tom Sellick's son.
While impressed at first sight, Cher stood and walked all around him. To see how he would feel and how he would react, she touched and felt him through his clothes. Only, not having any reaction to her touches and her feels, he remained motionless.
"I like what I see but how does he work," she asked? "Does he kiss? I love being French kissed. I need to make out with him to have sex with him," she said.
Karl handed her the elaborate keyboard and pointed to the start button. Then, he pointed to the kissing buttons.
"Yes, he kisses. First press start. Then, anything that you want him to do, type on the line there," he said pointing again. "Especially designed for you but if there's a threat from someone not speaking English, we programmed him to understand, speak, and write in all languages."
Cher looked up at them aghast.
"He does many things that you need not to type in what you want, especially when doing routine duties, and/or driving a car," said Hans. "With him able to write the code necessary on the fly, he's programmed to make his own decisions."
Cher nodded her head.
"Wow," she said.
Then, when she pushed the kissing button, he put his arm around her, pulled her closer to him, looked in her eyes with his big, blue eyes, and kissed her on the lips. He parted her lips with his robotic tongue that felt as real as a human tongue. Satisfied thus far, she smiled at the two men.
"That's amazing but," she said, staring down at the bulge in his pants. "First things first, forgive my whore like behavior," she said with a laugh. "I want to see his cock. I want him to show me his prick," she said with the excitement of a young, virginal woman about to have sex for the first time. "How do I make him do that?"
She looked at Karl.
"He is anatomically correct, isn't he," asked Cher? "He does have a cock, doesn't he?"
Hans laughed.
"I can assure you that, just as you ordered, he has a big prick," said Hans.
# # #
Karl smiled.
"It's simple. Just type show me your cock and he will obediently obey you by showing you his naked, erect penis," he said.
She typed in his exact words. Cher stared as her AI robot unzipped himself, pulled out his prick, and walked closer to her. Not shy, embarrassed, or ashamed, she took his stiff prick in her hand to touch him, feel him, fondle him, and slowly stroke him while staring up at him for his reaction to her giving him a hand job. She turned to give Hans and Karl a big, satisfied smile.
"His cock feels so real. His prick is so big. His dick is so hard," she said with a big, beautiful smile. "I love it! He has a beautiful cock. I can wait to suck him and fuck him," she said without having any filter as to what she may say next.
Stunning Karl and Hans, not even waiting for them to leave, while staring up at him as if he was already her lover, she stroked him before moving to her knees to take him in her mouth. Something that neither man thought that they'd ever see, Cher was blowing her android. Her first time sucking an AI robot's prick, she continued stroking him while sucking him.
He put a gentle hand to the back of her head. He humped her mouth and fucked her face while Cher stroked him faster. She stroked him harder. She sucked him deeper. Then, she removed his cock from her mouth to speak.
"Does he cum," she asked Hans?
Hans smiled and nodded his head.
"Yes. He does. He makes an unlimited supply of semen. This group of buttons are for how soon and how much you want him to cum," he said. "Of course, his semen cannot impregnate anyone. It's just a mixture of harmless chemicals made to look, feel, and taste like real semen."
Before taking him in her mouth again, she pushed a button.
"I need him to cum in my mouth. I want to see and hear him cum. I need to taste him. I need to swallow him," she said. "I love swallowing cum."
# # #
As soon as she took him in her mouth and stroked him again. Then, she pushed the cum button. Not having to wait very long, a flash of sexual excitement took over his face. He ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth. She had his thick, white stuff dripping down her chin and all over the front of her sheer and sexy, black nightgown.
"Oh, my God," she said looking at Karl and Hans with a big, satisfied smile. "It looks, feels, and tastes like the real thing," she said with glee. "I love sucking cock, and I love sucking his cock. I miss giving blowjobs," she said with a dirty laugh. "Sucking cock is one of my favorite things to do," said Cher. "I love controlling a man with my hand, my mouth, and my pussy."
She laughed out loud.
"I can finally dump my 37-year-old boyfriend, Alexander, who's always asking me for money. Now that I have my own AI robot, I'll never have to pay any man for sex again."
Karl smiled.
"If you don't mind saying so, Cher, I think that you are a very talented cocksucker," he said while nodding his head and smiling. "You made him cum very fast."
She smiled at both men. She laughed.
"Sucking cock is what I love to do and am good at doing," she said with another laugh. "If you weren't both gay men, I'd suck you, too," she said with a dirty laugh.
She looked from Karl to look at the keyboard.
"Now, I can't wait for him to fuck me," she said.
She shocked the men by removing her nightgown in front of the men. Then, she rang the bell for her man, Brock. Unable to remove their eyes from her, even though they're both gay, Karl and Hans stared at her naked body. This was Cher. They were staring at world famous, Cher's naked body. Their favorite, female celebrity, they've always loved Cher.
"Brock has seen me without my clothes many times," she said, waving a hand of no concern. "We've even had sex a couple of times," she said. As soon as he arrived, she told him what she needed. "Bring me a towel for the couch," she said. "I don't want to stain it."
He quickly returned with a towel to cover the couch cushions. Then, showing the men a lot of glistening pink, ready to fuck and be fucked, she reclined back on her couch and spread her legs wide open. She looked at the keyboard with confusion. She held the keyboard up to Hans.
"Show me. Which button must I push for him to fuck me," asked Cher? "How do I make him do that?"
Hans pointed to the buttons. As soon as she pressed the buttons, obediently obeying her, her AI android quickly removed his clothes, and gently mounted her while supporting his weight on his hands and his knees. Then, he reached down between his legs to stick his big dick in her warm and wet pussy. Finally, he started slowly and lovingly humping her.
"By continuing to push this button, he'll hump you faster and harder," said Karl.
Seemingly unable to get enough of her AI man humping her faster and harder, Cher continually pushed the buttons. Her AI robot humped her faster. He humped her harder. Not taking her long to cum, Cher wrapped her arms around his neck, and her legs around his torso.
"Oh, my God! Oh, my God! I'm cumming. I'm cumming. I can't believe that I'm already cumming," she said. "I love my robot. I love him."
Karl gave her a happy smile.
# # #
"You need to name him," said Karl. "Do you have a name in mind?"
She smiled.
"Jack. His name must be Jack," she said. "I want him to be my humanoid fucking God. I christen thee, Jack Apollo Zeus," she said with a sexy, little laugh.
She stared up at Hans.
"And I want him to respond to any and all of those three names when I call him," she said, handing the keyboard back to Hans. "Do that for me."
Hans programmed him to respond to the names Jack, Apollo, and/or Zeus. He typed in what was needed for him to recognize Cher calling him by name.
# # #
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Getting her twenty-million-dollars' worth from his liquid, metal exterior, immediately, Cher put Jack to work in her bedroom before giving him any daily, mundane duties to do. Every night and every morning they had sex. Giving her an orgasm with his cock, every night, Jack fucked Cher as fast and as hard that she needed to be fucked to have an orgasm.
Giving her another orgasm with his cock, every morning while French kissing her a lot, he slowly made sweet, passionate love to her every morning. In between, giving her more orgasms with his fingers and his tongue, he fingered and licked her pussy. Not having to be shown where it was, he continually pressed on her G spot. As if she was Cleopatra, the Queen of Sheba, or Helen of Troy, Jack gave Cher multiple orgasms every day.
Then, not all one way, she stroked his cock. She sucked his cock. She allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed her cum. Never has she had as much sex and better sex as she had now with her artificially intelligent android.
In addition to keeping the mistress of the house sexually satisfied, Jack's main duty was as her driver and her bodyguard. He drove her big, black, beautiful Flying Spur, Mulliner Bentley. Seemingly nervous about Cher's robotic man driving her beloved Bentley, just in case, Brock sat next to him in the front seat. Feeling more protected from fans, now, she'd have a two man, or a one man, one android bodyguard team. It was also an invaluable asset that Jack was a better driver and bodyguard than Brock could ever be.
# # #
Several days later, after getting used to having her personal android, one of her best friends, Meryl Streep, dropped by unexpectedly. Jack opened the door for her and, without her even having to tell him, he already knew who she was, and who she was to Cher. With the manners of an English butler, he graciously invited her inside. He directed her to the parlor and asked if she'd like coffee, tea, or water.
Quite taken by him, spellbound and speechless, all that Meryl could do was to stare at him. Seemingly, having never seen such a handsome and well-built man, losing her ability to form a thought or to speak, she just shook her head no while staring up at him. Seemingly, immediately sexually attracted to him, she continued staring at him.
Excited to share the news with her best friend, not allowing her to wait, Cher came downstairs immediately. Having not told her before that she ordered an android from AI Sex, Inc., now that Jack was here, she was ready to tell her. As much as Cher was impressed having the perfect man, albeit an android, she wanted to tell her friend about Jack's unlimited, untiring, and multi-orgasmic, sexual talents.
"Meryl. How are you? It's so good to see you," she said.
She smiled at Meryl as if she was the cat who ate the canary.
"I didn't know you were coming for a visit," said Cher. "Of course, you don't even need to call, you're always welcome here. My house is your house."
Meryl smiled.
"Well, I, um, just happened to be in the neighborhood," said Meryl lying.
Truthfully, she got all dolled up and made a special trip to Cher's house to see her new man. After hearing all of the women gossiping about him, she wanted to see this man for herself. She cast a glance at Jack standing statue-like in the far corner of the room while waiting for his instructions.
"The women at the club are all in a titter that you have a new man servant," said Meryl looking over at Jack, again. "Everyone is talking about him. They all want to know who he is."
Meryl let out a nervous, little laugh when Cher caught her looking at Jack again.
"They, um, we," she said with a laugh. "Actually, I wanted to know who he is? Having seen him chauffeuring you around, they told me that he's gorgeous and, indeed, after seeing him in person, oh, my God, Cher, he is. Even after seeing and acting with so very many leading men in Hollywood, I've never seen a more handsome and well-developed man," she said.
She looked from Jack to Cher.
"Where did you find him," she asked in a whisper?
She looked from Cher to look at Jack before looking back at Cher.
"The only help that I can find to hire are Hispanic and illegal immigrants," said Meryl while making a face. "Yet, I will admit, going above and beyond their assigned duties, they are hard workers."
All a fluster, Meryl looked at where Jack stood in the distance. She picked up a magazine from the coffee table and fanned herself with it. Cher chuckled. Then, they both looked to where Jack stood in the far end of the room.
"With Brock with me for such a long time, and now with him getting older, I needed to hire another man to help him with the things that he can no longer do," she said. "In addition to my maid, my chef, my gardener, my pool man, my personal assistant, my public relations person, my lawyer, and my accountant, Jack is the perfect addition to my household staff.
Then, while watching Meryl continue to stare at Jack, she laughed.
"What? What's so funny, Cher," asked Meryl? "Did I say something to amuse you," asked Meryl with a laugh.
# # #
Cher paused while looking at Jack to look at her friend.
"It's just the way that you're looking at him is the way that I looked at him the first time that I met him," she said with a glow.
Then, she leaned forward in her seat while pausing to look at her friend.
"I must confess and tell you the truth, Meryl," said Cher. "Jack is not really a man," she said with another laugh.
Meryl looked from Cher to look at Jack.
"What? Not a man? What do you mean he's not a man? He's not one of those transgender people, is he? Don't tell me that he's a woman or one of those crossdressers," she said.
She looked at him aghast.
"I knew there had to be something wrong with him. Only, in Hollywood," she said with a laugh while shaking her head. "Yet, he's the biggest woman that I've ever seen," she said. She looked at him again. "He's too big to dress as a woman."
Cher laughed.
"He's not transgender and he's not a crossdresser," she said with a pause. "He's an android. He's an artificially intelligent humanoid. He's my real life, robotic sex toy," said Cher with a dirty laugh.
Meryl looked at Cher with a face full of disbelief before looking over at Jack again while speechless.
"He'll do whatever I ask him to do, no questions asked. If I told him to jump out of the window, he would," said Cher. "I'll show you. Watch this."
Cher looked at Jack standing in the far corner as if he was a sentry at his post.
"Jack. Come here, please," she said in her barely audible, lowest of whispers.
Immediately, as if he had the hearing of Superman, Jack walked to her and stood between her and Meryl sitting on couches across from one another.
"Yes, mom," he said.
Meryl's eyes fully opened. She snapped her head to look at Cher before looking back at Jack, and again at Cher.
"Mom?" She looked at Cher in shock. "Is he your son," asked Meryl?
Cher laughed.
"No, he's not my son. I had him programmed to call me mom or mommy. Mom when working in the house, driving me, and/or guarding me, and mommy when we're having sex," said Cher with another laugh. "It's a turn on to imagine having sex with my son."
# # #
Meryl looked at her friend aghast with her eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth hanging open.
"Sex? Wait. What? You had sex with him," she asked looking from Cher to Jack in disbelief?
Cher nodded her head while smiling broadly.
"Why not? He's mine. I own him," said Cher.
Meryl stared at her friend while waiting for her to tell her more.
"He fucks me every night and makes love to me every morning. In between, he fingers my pussy while licking my pussy. He gives me oral sex. Then, I stroke his cock while sucking his cock. I give him oral sex whenever I want it," she said. "I just need to tell him to eat me."
Meryl looked at her stunned.
"I've never had as much sex as I'm having now. I've never had as many and better orgasms than I'm having now. If I died today, I'd die a happy and a sexually satisfied woman," she said with a loud laugh.
No doubt, while imagining her having sex with Jack, Meryl mindlessly fingered her nipple through her blouse and bra.
"I had him created from AI Sex, Inc. They make sex toys, males, and females for those who can afford to pay their exorbitant prices," she said while smiling broadly. "He cost me twenty million."
Meryl stared at her with her mouth open again.
"Twenty-million dollars? What? Seriously? Twenty-million dollars. Oh, my God, Cher. Are you kidding? You paid twenty-million-dollars for a robotic sex toy? Wow! That's a lot of money. I hope he's worth it," she said with another laugh while looking over at Jack.
Cher nodded her head.
"He's not just a robot, he's an artificially intelligent android. More than that, he's a cross between a humanoid and a cyborg. It's him being an android that makes him look more human," said Cher with a big, satisfied smile while looking at Jack. "Oh, my God, Meryl, he's worth every penny and more," she said.
# # #
Something that the women would never impolitely do, they talked about Jack as if he wasn't there in the room with them. Meryl continually stared up at Jack, impressed. Then, unable to help herself from staring, she looked down at the big, noticeable bulge in his pants.
"Is he anatomically correct," asked Meryl in a whisper while embarrassing herself and blushing? "Does he have a penis," she asked, whispering even lower.
Cher laughed.
"He can hear you, Meryl," said Cher with another laugh. Yes, he's anatomically correct. He has a big dick," said Cher with another laugh.
Meryl stared at the bulge in Jack's pants again while mindlessly biting and licking her lips.
"As if my voice is a verbal fingerprint, he's programmed to obey my voice, only my voice. Watch this," said Cher. "Jack," she said, turning in her seat to her robotic man to look up at him while smiling.
Jack turned to her.
"Yes, mom," he said.
Cher looked from Jack to Meryl with a big smile.
"Show Meryl your cock," said Cher.
With her mouth open and her eyes bulging out of her head, Meryl looked from Jack to look at Cher aghast. Then, unable to remove her eyes from him, she looked back at Jack. As if he was a male stripper at a CFNM strip show, she watched as he turned to face her and unzipped his trousers.
"Cher! No," said Meryl waving her hand. "Please don't. Oh, my God, I don't want to see his penis," she said, feigning her embarrassment.
She covered her eyes with her splayed, fingered hand.
"I'd be so embarrassed."
Obediently obeying his master, Jack pulled out his big, erect dick and held it in his hand while staring down at Meryl. She not only looked at his exposed cock, but she stared at it.
"Oh, my. He has a beautiful penis," said Meryl while fanning herself with the magazine again. "It's so big."
Cher gave her friend a big smile.
"Go ahead. I know that you want to," she said. "Touch it. Feel it. I dare you to wrap your fingers around it and stroke it."
Timidly and with trepidation, Meryl looked from Cher to look at Jack. Then, while staring up at him to watch for his reaction, she reached out her hand. She touched his erect cock with her fingertip. Then, she felt his erect prick with her fingers. She wrapped her fingers around his big dick and, while smiling and staring up at him. Finally, she slowly stroked him before pulling her horny hand away.



"Oh, my God, Cher. He's not a robot. He's a man, a real man," she said, turning a bright red with embarrassment. "That's a real penis. That's not the cock of a robot. I can't believe you tricked me into giving your servant a hand job," she said with shame while looking from Cher to look up at Jack.
# # #
Cher laughed.
"I assure you, Meryl, that he's not human. Go ahead. I know that you want to take him in your mouth and blow him. Suck his cock, Meryl. I dare you to suck his cock. Trust me, it's like sucking on a dildo that feels real," she said. "He's a sex toy but so much more."
Jack stepped closer to Meryl. He put a gentle hand behind her head and pulled her forward. Then, as soon as she willingly opened her mouth, he inserted his cock in her mouth.
Something that she's done with too many of her male co-stars to remember, with Meryl as much of a whore as Cher, she stroked Jack's cock while sucking his prick. Then, when Cher pressed the ejaculation button on her console, surprising her, Jack exploded a huge load of cum in Meryl's mouth. Immediately, as soon as he exploded cum in her mouth, she pulled back.
With her not a spitter, Meryl swallowed most of him. Yet, her mouth not only overflowed with cum but also, she had Jack's cum in her hair and all over face. She had cum dripping from her mouth, her chin, and on her blue dress as if she was acting in a role as Monica Lewinski giving President Bill Clinton a blowjob.
"Cher," said Meryl, removing him from her mouth and pushing him back. "You didn't tell me that he cums," she said with a laugh. "Oh, my God. I've never had so much cum in my mouth. That was a huge mouthful," she said with a laugh. "If I died my cause of death would be that I choked on cum," she said with a loud laugh.
Cher laughed, too.
"Actually, Meryl, it wouldn't be a blowjob unless he ejaculated in your mouth and you swallowed his cum," she said with a loud laugh.
Meryl nodded her head with a smile.
"Having given so very many blowjobs, I certainly know that," she said with a dirty laugh while nodding her head.
# # #
Having heard all of the whispered gossip at the country club from women who have already ordered one, Sandra Bullock was interested in buying her very own android man. Only, not wanting just any old robot, she wanted her cyborg to look, move, talk, and laugh like her ex-husband Jesse James. She still loved him.
Her friends were surprised when she married someone like him. Yet, something her friends may not have known, Sandra loved bad boys. From Greg Davis in high school, to Tate Donovan, Troy Aikman, Don Padilla, and Matthew McConaughey. With her having sexual affairs with Bob Schneider, Lance Armstrong, Ryan Gosling, Jesse James, Chris Evans, Brian Randall, Keanu Reeves, George Clooney, and Jesse James, she had a long list of lovers. Her friends were unaware of the whore that she was, still is, and always will be.
Only and of course, she'd want to make some changes to her robotic man. Instead of her android clone, Jesse James, looking his real age, 55 years old, she wanted him to look as he did when he was 35 years old. Instead of him being 6' 2" tall, she'd want him to be taller, 6' 4" tall. As if he had a son that age, she wanted her Jesse James humanoid clone to look as if he was 25 years younger than her.
Sandra invited Karl and Hans to her sixteen-million-dollar home in Beverly Hills. As she had already told them over the phone and in email communications, she wanted a custom-made robot. They need not bother bringing their book of samples with them. She already knew exactly what she wanted.
Her maid escorted them to the living room where they sat while waiting for her to appear. When she arrived from upstairs, happy to meet them, even though she had never met them, she greeted them warmly as if they were old friends. Excited to meet them, with black and red her favorite colors, she appeared in the living room wearing her little, black dress with red piping.
"How do you do," asked Karl, clicking his heels, bowing, and offering her his hand? "I'm Karl Friedrich and this is my partner, Hans Rictner."
Sandra shook their hands. Then, with her so happy to meet them, and with them not expecting her to do that, she hugged them.
"I'm pleased to meet both of you," she said, stepping away. "Even though I have a custom order, I believe what I want in a robot may be simplified by the fact that I have samples of his DNA. I have his old hairbrush and toothbrush."
She handed them his hairbrush and his toothbrush wrapped in separate plastic bags inside of another bigger, plastic bag.
"I also have photos of him naked that show all of his tattoos," she said.
She handed them a dozen photos of her ex-husband.
"With him having numerous affairs while married to me, he broke my heart when he had an affair with Bonnie Rotten and married her after our divorce. Befitting her last name, she's a whore rotten to the core," said Sandra with a little, vindictive laugh.
Karl gave her a compassionate and understanding smile.
# # #
"Tell us more about what you'd like in your android," said Hans.
Sandra pulled out her list of things that she wanted and read from it.
"Of course, I'd want him to look like Jesse James but a younger version of him, around 35 years old. I have a thing for younger men," she said with an unembarrassed and unashamed, little laugh.
Karl recorded all that she said in his laptop.
"Those photos that I gave you show his tattoos. I'd want him to have the same tattoos that I remember him having. I'm sure that he has more now but I'm not interested in those," she said.
She looked down at her list while reading from it again.
"I'd want him to be taller, 6' 4" tall instead of being 6' 2" tall. Even though he was quite muscular back then, I'd want him to have even more and bigger muscles," she said. "I love a muscular man."
She smiled at Hans and Karl.
"Of course, with you having samples of his DNA, I'd want him to walk, talk, and laugh just like him. Lastly, I'd want him to have a big cock. An 8" prick is my perfect and preferred size. Not big enough for me, Jesse was only 7", she said.
# # #
Karl nodded. Then, while thinking that if you have to ask, you can't afford it, she asked her question anyway.
"How much will he cost," she asked?
Hans looked from Karl to look at her.
"With you already having samples of his DNA and photos of him naked, even though he's a custom order, that should make him much easier to do. With us able to substantially come down in price, and with us having more orders that help us lower the price, what we used to charge twenty-million-dollars before, we can sell you your android for fifteen-million-dollars," said Hans.
Sandra gave both the men a thankful smile.
"How long will it take to make him," she asked?
Karl smiled.
"We have a team of robotic engineers working around the clock. We can have him ready to be delivered within 4 weeks," he said.
Hans stood from his seat.
"We would need a deposit of three million dollars should you change your mind and cancel," he said.
Sandra smiled.
"Of course," she said, opening her checkbook and writing AI Sex, Inc., a check for three million dollars.
# # #
Beating their scheduled time of delivery, Karl and Hans had Sandra's man ready in only three weeks. With her already having his DNA and photos of him naked, that made the difference in not only lowering the price of production costs but also in quickening their manufacturing time in making her perfect man. As promised, Karl and Hans arrived to deliver her android in person.
With Sandra more computer literate than Cher, it only took her fifteen minutes training her what to do. As soon as the men left, she called her best friend, Jennifer Aniston, to come over to meet her new man. With her living only 5 miles from Bel-Air where Jennifer lived, it only took her a few minutes to drive over in her silver, 2021 Bentley Continental GT.
Jennifer had a stable of expensive and exotic cars in the way that Sandra did, too. One of her many cars that Sandra loved driving was her Porsche 2016, white Panamera HB Turbo. She also has a Range Rover, a 5 series BMW, an Audi, a Mercedes, as well as a Toyota Prius.
"He's here," said Sandra excitedly greeting and hugging Jennifer at her front door.
Having already told Jennifer about her expensive sex toy, she was excited for her friend to meet him.
"Wait until you meet him. He looks just like Jesse. Only, he's younger," she said with a laugh. "He's taller and has more muscles. He's so handsome," she said, swooning.
# # #
As soon as Jennifer walked in the living room with her best friend, looking exactly like Jesse James but younger, taller, and with more muscles, just as she said, she saw Sandra's perfect man standing in the middle of the room.
"I need to name him. I don't know what to call him. I don't want to name him Jesse," she looked from her android to look at Jennifer. "Do you have any suggestions," asked Sandra?
Jennifer smiled.
"If he was my man, I'd name him Brad after the love of my life dumped me for that whore, Angelina Jolie," said Jen with a sad laugh.
Sandra laughed, too. Then, she hugged her friend.
"Oh, I know," said Jennifer, perking up with a big smile on her face. "Something appropriate, what about Hal," asked Jennifer? "From that movie by Stanley Kubrick, 2001: A Space Odyssey."
Sandra looked from her friend to look at her Jesses James clone while nodding her head.
"Hal. I like that. That's what I'll name him. I shall name him Hal," she said. "I Christen thee Hal," she said with a laugh.
Immediately, with just a few strokes of her keyboard, Sandra programmed him with his new name, Hal. Then, she reached in the envelope that came with him to remove the identification application that she needed to fill out and return to Karl and Hans. Once they had his name, they'd mail her back his proper identification.
"Once I return this form, they'll give him a last name, a driver's license, a birth certificate, a Social Security card, a passport, a date of birth, and birthplace," said Sandra.
# # #
"Let's see what he can do," said Sandra, holding her keyboard.
Jennifer laughed.
"Is he anatomically, correct? Does he have a penis," asked Jennifer?
Sandra gave her friend a big smile.
"Yes. Hal is anatomically correct. Does he have a penis," she laughed. He has a big cock," said Sandra.
Jennifer laughed, too. With her having a long list of lovers in the way that Sandra had, too, she's as much of a whore as Sandra is. Jennifer had sexual relationships with Charlie Schlatter, Daniel McDonald, Adam Duritz, Tate Donovan, Jon Stewart, Paul Rudd, Brad Pitt, Vince Vaughn, Paul Sculfor, John Mayer, Gerard Butler, and Justin Theroux.
"Forget about what he can do, I want to see his cock. Tell him to show me his prick. I want to see it," said Jen with a sexy laugh and a naughty look.
Sandra laughed and typed in, show me your cock. As soon as she did, Hal unzipped his pants, and pulled out his naked, erect prick. Then, he turned to face Sandra before turning the other way to face Jennifer.
"Wow! He certainly has a big one," said Jen.
# # #
In the way that Cher dared her best friend, Meryl Streep to touch, feel, fondle, stroke, and suck Jack's erect prick, Sandra dared her best friend, Jennifer Aniston to touch, feel, fondle, stroke, and suck his erect prick.
"I dare you to stroke and suck his prick," she said. "Wait," she said. "Me first. With him just being delivered an hour ago, I haven't had sex with him, yet," she said, moving to her knees.
She took Hal in her hand to stroke him. Then, she took him in her mouth to suck him. Finally, with a press of a key on her keyboard, he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth. Jennifer stared at her best friend giving her android a blowjob.
"Wait. What? Are you kidding me? He cums, too," asked Jennifer in disbelief.
She laughed.
"Sign me up. I'm going to buy my android, too. I want him to look like Brad Pitt but even better looking, taller, more muscular, and with a bigger dick," she said with a laugh.
With Jennifer Aniston worth three-hundred-twenty-million-dollars, even more than Sandra Bullock's net worth of two-hundred-fifty-million-dollars, she could well afford to buy her own Brad Pitt Android. In three short weeks, Jennifer had her own Android that she named Forrest.
Once Jennifer took delivery of her clone of Brad Pitt, Sandra and Jennifer had foursome sex. Jennifer had sex with Jesse James' clone while Sandra had sex with Brad Pitt's clone. Then, they switched. Sandra had sex with Jennifer's Brad Pitt clone, Forrest, and Sandra's best friend had sex with Jesse James clone, Hal.
In the way that Cher couldn't get enough of her android, both women continued having sex with their androids every day. They fucked them every night and made love to them every morning. Their perfect, artificially intelligent men fingered and licked their pussies every day. Returning the sexual favor, they stroked and sucked their real life cocks every day. They allowed their androids to cum in their mouths and they swallowed their cum.
To be continued...
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Celebrity Women and AI Sex, Ch. 3
Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara
Jeff Bezos ordered four superhero androids in the human, lifelike images of Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara from AI Sex, Inc. Delivered to his Beverly Hill estate, he used them for sex. He made out with them. He undressed them and stripped them naked. He touched, felt, and fondled them everywhere that he touched, felt, and fondled his human fiancée, Lauren Sanchez.
Get your lotion and a box of tissues. Now remove your pants and underwear. Stroke yourself to a big and hard erection. Now, while continuing to masturbate yourself, imagine if you could have sex with Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and/or Sofia Vergara, albeit as androids that looked, talked, laughed, and walked just like them. Imagine having threesome sex with them two at a time. Which two women would you have sex with first?
Imagine fingering and licking their warm and wet pussies while reaching up to fondle their big, naked breasts with your other hand and pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting their erect nipples. Imagine masturbating the four women. Imagine seeing, hearing, and watching them having orgasms from your fingers and your tongue.
"Wait. Don't cum, yet. There's so much more," said Susan.
While making out with them, feeling their big breasts and their shapely asses, imagine making love to any one of those four women. Then, imagine fucking them fast and hard enough to give them a second orgasm, this time with your cock. Once they recovered from the afterglow of sex, imagine them moving halfway down the bed to stroke and suck your prick. While staring at their beautiful faces and touching and feeling their naked bodies everywhere, imagine them allowing you to cum in their mouths, and swallowing your cum.
"Wow," said Susan.
If that's not enough, imagine ejaculating a second load of semen and cumming all over their pretty faces, in their beautiful hair, and across their big, naked breasts. Imagine seeing Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and/or Sofia Vergara dripping with your cum from their hair, their eyebrows, their noses, their mouths, their chins, and their breasts. Imagine giving all four women cum baths.
"Okay. Now, you can cum. Go ahead. Stroke yourself faster. Stroke yourself harder. With you not a billionaire, masturbating yourself while imagining having sex with any and all of these four women is the closest way that you'll ever have sex with them," said Susan.
# # #
Well able to afford them, Jeff Bezos ordered four, human, lifelike androids. By copying her DNA with a strand of her hair, he ordered an android in the image of Lynda Carter to look as she did when she won Miss World in 1972, and how she looked in her role as Wonder Woman. Arguably one of the most beautiful women in the world at that time, if not the most beautiful, while paying her high praise, what horny, perversely perverted man wouldn't want an android who looked exactly like Lynda Carter? Who wouldn't want to have sex with her even if she was an android?
He ordered a second, human, lifelike android in the cloned, beautiful image of supermodel Christie Brinkley. Again, by copying her DNA with a strand of her lush, blonde hair, he ordered an exact replica of her how she looked in the 70's and long before she married Billy Joel. Looking as if she was a long, legged, busty, blue-eyed blonde from Texas, she was born in Monroe, Michigan. With Jeff celebrating the past fifty-years ago by taking advantage of the future technology today, there weren't more beautiful women than Lynda Carter and Christie Brinkley.
Once again, copying her DNA by using a strand of her hair, he ordered a third, human, lifelike android in the image of Christina Hendricks of Mad Men and Good Girls fame. He ordered a replica of what she looked like in 2007 when she starred as the office manager in Mad Men. He ordered her not only because she was beautiful but also because she had enormous F cup breasts equal to triple D cup breasts.
"If you think double D cup breasts are big, imagine triple D cup breasts," said Susan.
# # #
A closeted breast man who always lusted and masturbated over women's naked breasts, Jeff loved women with big tits. Unable to tell that he loved big breasted women by his ex-wife, Mackenzie Scott's small breasts, his fiancée, Lauren Sanchez has double D cup breasts. She more represents what Jeff loved more in a beautiful and sexy woman. An understatement, something that he never boasted in public, Jeff had a thing for big breasted women.
Calling up images on his computer screen of topless celebrities and women that he knew who posted topless photos of themselves, he loved seeing naked breasts. He loved touching and feeling naked breasts. While making out with women, he loved fondling naked breasts while fingering and sucking on their nipples. He loved tits. Now that he had his four, celebrity androids, without cheating on his fiancée, he could enjoy having sex with all four of them while enjoying their naked breasts.
Finally, he ordered a fourth, human, lifelike android in the image of Sofia Vergara, famous for her role in Modern Family and her appearances on America's Got Talent. A breast man, Jeff loved Lynda and Christie' C cup breasts. Yet, he loved Christina and Sofia's enormous breasts even more. They both had F cup breasts that were equal to triple D cup breasts. If you had a choice on how you wanted to die, wouldn't you want to be smothered to death by a beautiful woman with enormous breasts?
"Jack died in peace," said Susan.
Jack's best friend, Frank, looked at Susan with curiosity.
"How did he die," asked Frank?
Susan smiled.
"I smothered him to death with my double, D cup, naked breasts," said Susan.
Frank stared at Susan with his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth hanging open.
"That's a wonderful way to go," said Frank while staring down at Susan's big, bra and blouse clad breasts. "That's how I want to die, Susan," said Frank.
# # #
Lynda Carter and Christie Brinkley, both 5' 9" tall, had the exact same body measurements of 37-25-35 and bra cup C size back then. Christina Hendricks and Sofia Vergara at 5' 7" tall, had similar body measurements of 40-28-41 for Sofia and 42-30-39 for Christina. Yet, they have much bigger breasts than Lynda Carter and Christie Brinkley. With her huge tits, Sofia Vergara had F cup breasts that are equal to triple D cup. Her shapely, albeit surgically implanted breasts are now the same size as Christina Hendricks' natural breasts.
Jeff Bezos would now have a staff of four, human, lifelike androids in the images of Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara. One of the things that he loved doing with his androids, especially with Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara, was to have them jump rope in his bedroom while wearing their low-cut, sexy nightgowns. He was curious to see whose breast would pop out of their nightgown first. Usually the winner, Christina's huge right breast leapt out of her nightgown first.
Interestingly enough, Simon Cowel of America's Got Talent was rumored to have ordered human, lifelike androids of not only Heidi Klum but also of Sofia Vergara, too. Only Jeff Bezos, sparing no expense, ordered the newer versions and superhero models of Karl and Hans' human-like androids. These updated models were much more technically sophisticated than the earlier models that Simon had purchased only two years before. With the robotic business much like computers and automobiles, every year showcased new technology, and improved models of androids.
# # #
Celebrity Women and AI Sex rewritten and continued from chapter 2:
"Let's see what he can do," said Sandra Bullock to Jennifer Aniston while holding her keyboard and smiling excitedly.
Showing the whore that she was, has always been, and always will be, Jennifer laughed.
"Is he anatomically correct? Does he have a penis," asked Jennifer?
She stared down at the big bulge in his trousers while moving her hand back and forth in front of her mouth and pushing her cheek out with her tongue as if she was giving a blowjob. Sandra gave her friend a big smile and returned her laugh with her own laugh.
"Yes. Hal is anatomically correct. He does have a penis," she laughed? "Actually, he has a big cock," said Sandra. "Where Jesse had a seven-inch prick, I ordered my android with an eight-inch dick," she said with a chuckle.
Jennifer laughed, too. With her having a long list of lovers in the way that Sandra had, too, she's as much of a whore as Sandra is. Indeed, both women are whores, perhaps, not in the league of Beyonce, Kim Kardashian, and Jennifer Lopez, but both women will fuck nearly any man at nearly any time. They sucked cock as much as they loved being fucked.
Jennifer had sexual relationships with Charlie Schlatter, Daniel McDonald, Adam Duritz, Tate Donovan, Jon Stewart, Paul Rudd, Brad Pitt, Vince Vaughn, Paul Sculfor, John Mayer, Gerard Butler, and Justin Theroux. That's only the men that we know about and that she admitted to having had sex with. Yet perhaps she was embarrassed or ashamed, but there were plenty of other men that she had forgotten to mention or deliberately didn't want to admit to having sex with. With her making her way through Hollywood with her hands, her mouth, and her pussy, it wouldn't surprise me if she had sex with more than one-hundred men.
"Forget about what he can do, I want to see his cock. Tell him to show me his prick. I want to see it," said Jen with a sexy laugh and a naughty look.
With her already adept with the keyboard, Sandra laughed and typed in, show me your cock. As soon as she did, Hal stepped closer to the two women. Then, he unzipped his pants, and pulled out his naked, erect prick. He turned to face Sandra while stroking himself to a bigger and a harder erection before turning the other way to face Jennifer.
"Wow! He certainly has a big one," said Jen with a dirty laugh. "I love his big dick, Sandra."
# # #
In the way that Cher dared her best friend, Meryl Streep, to touch, feel, fondle, stroke, and suck her android Jack's erect prick, Sandra dared her best friend, Jennifer, to touch, feel, fondle, stroke, and suck her android's erect prick.
"I dare you to stroke and suck his prick," she said. "Wait. What am I saying," she said with a laugh. "Me first. With him just being delivered an hour ago, I haven't had sex with him yet," she said with a laugh while assuming the position and moving to her knees in front of him while excitedly smiling up at him.
While continuing to stare up at him, she took Hal in her hand to stroke him. Then, she took him in her mouth to suck him. Finally, with a press of a key on her keyboard, he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth. With his cum dripping from her lips, Sandra stared at her best friend after giving her android a blowjob. Sandra not only sucked his cock but also, she allowed him to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed his cum.
"Wait. What? Oh, my God. Are you kidding me? He cums, too," asked Jennifer in disbelief. "I don't believe that. How does he do that? What does is cum taste like, Sandra," asked Jen?
Jennifer laughed with glee while clapping her hands.
"It tastes like the real thing," said Sandra wiping cum from her chin with a tissue.
Jennifer was beside herself with sexual arousal.
"Sign me up. I'm going to buy an android, too. I already know what I want. I want him to look like Brad Pitt but even better looking, taller, more muscular, and with a bigger dick," she said with a dirty laugh.
With Jennifer Aniston worth three-hundred-twenty-million-dollars, even more than Sandra Bullock's net worth of two-hundred-fifty-million-dollars, she could well afford to buy her own Brad Pitt Android. Immediately, she called AI Sex, Inc. to order her android. In three short weeks after Karl and Hans visited Jennifer's house in Bel-Air, she had her own Android that she named Forrest.
Once Jennifer took delivery of her clone of Brad Pitt, something that no one else had done, as if the two women were at a P Diddy party, Sandra and Jennifer had foursome sex with their androids. Jennifer had sex with Jesse James' clone while Sandra had sex with Brad Pitt's clone before switching. Continuing to change partners, Sandra had sex with Jennifer's Brad Pitt clone, Forrest, and Sandra's best friend had sex with Jesse James clone, Hal.
Going all night and never tiring, the two androids fingered and licked their pussies while fondling their breasts and pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting their nipples. As if they were human instead of manmade androids, Jesse and Hal made love to and had sex with Sandra and Jennifer every day. Their androids fucked them. Getting their money's worth, with their androids giving them multiple orgasms, the two women stroked them, sucked them, and fucked them again and again.
In the way that Cher couldn't get enough of her android, Sandra and Jennifer continued having sex with their androids every day. They fucked them every night and made love to them every morning. Their perfect, artificially intelligent men fingered and licked their pussies and gave them multiple orgasms every day.
Sandra and Jennifer returned the sexual favor. They stroked and sucked their lifelike robotic cocks every day. They allowed their androids to cum in their mouths, and they swallowed their cum. Not leaving their homes in weeks, they continued having sex with their androids.
# # #
Celebrity Women and AI Sex, Ch. 3
Seemingly, Jeff Bezos had more money than God. Married to her for 25-years, after divorcing his longtime love, Mackenzie Scott, and giving her a paltry 12 billion dollars, even though he had a beautiful woman in his life, his fiancée, Lauren Sanchez, he wanted more. Never happily satisfied with all that they've amassed, what billionaire ever had enough? What billionaire didn't want more? Powerful men are no longer satisfied with being multi-millionaires, with their greed taking over their sense and their selfish desires, they all now want to be billionaires.
With Jeff Bezos 60 years old, having grown up lusting over the most beautiful women in the world, Lynda Carter as an ex-Miss World then her as Wonder Woman, he loved supermodel Christie Brinkley, too. Then, he lusted over Christina Hendricks when she starred in Mad Men and Good Girls. Finally, when Sofia Vergara emerged on the scene from doing Coca Cola commercials, to acting in Modern Family, and appearing on America's Got Talent, he was hooked on her, too. Who wouldn't? They were all such beautiful, sexy, and shapely women.
Not having to be tall, dark, handsome, suave, debonaire, and/or a young man, he could sweep any woman off her feet with his mega-billion-dollar fortune. Yet, he wasn't a cheater. He was engaged. He loved Lauren Sanchez as much as he loved his ex-wife, Mackenzie Scott. Nonetheless, he was a man with needs, lusts, and desires. With his money, he could have the best of both worlds. He could still remain faithful to Lauren while having wild sex with his four, human, lifelike androids, Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara.
With him well aware of all the happenings in the world, he knew of Karl and Hans' company AI Sex, Inc. Piquing his interest, he knew that some of his billionaire buddies had already taken delivery of their human, lifelike androids. No longer seeing them at the country club, dining in exclusive restaurants, attending boring cocktail parties, operas, ballets, or charitable events, they were too busy and preoccupied having sex with their android clones. Unless they invited their human-like androids on board with them, they stopped cruising on their mega yachts and flying in their private planes.
Unless they knew that their female friend was an android, no one could tell her from a man-made robot to a real live, breathing human. They not only looked human but also, they acted like and sounded human. Able to continue a dialogue, they could respond to questions. For all intents and purposes, they acted human. For all intents and purposes, they were human. Not looking or sounding mechanical at all, except for not having souls, they had all of the human characteristics of real women.
Jeff has palatial palaces in Washington, Maui, Miami, and Beverly Hills. With Lauren twenty-five-hundred miles away vacationing in Maui with her three children, Nikko, Evan, and Ella, he discreetly invited Karl and Hans to his 165-million-dollar estate in Beverly Hills. His six-car garage housed his 3 million dollar, Ferrari Pininfarina Sergio, his 3.4 million dollar, Bugatti Veyron Mansory, his 4-million-dollar, W Motors Lykan Hypersport, his 4.8 million dollar, Koenigsegg CCXR Tervita, and his 5-million-dollar Lamborghini Venero.
He also owned a Honda Accord, a Mercedes S450, a Range Rover, and a Cadillac Escalade. Other than his Beverly Hills estate, his other most expensive purchases are a 41-million-dollar, Falcon 900 EX private jet, and a 417 foot, 500-million-dollar luxury, custom super yacht named Koru, meaning loop or coil in Māori. Forget about affording any of these vehicles, I couldn't afford the insurance on any of them. Surprisingly, with him not owning a custom-made Rolls Royce or a Bentley, judging him from the automobiles that he owned, he seemed to be more interested in speed than he was in Luxury.
# # #
Met by his butler/bodyguard, Charles greeted the men at the front door and ushered them into the parlor, a huge and airy room with modern furnishing. Impressed with the huge size of the mansion and the surrounding manicured grounds, the men sat on the sofa while admiring the details of the expansive room. No doubt, surpassing the homes of all of their multi-million and billionaire customers, by the looks on their faces, it was the most beautiful house that they had ever been invited inside.
With nothing officious about him, Jeff entered the room wearing casual attire, sweatpants, a sweatshirt, and sneakers. After sleeping eight hours, he awoke every day at 6:30 am. It was his morning routine to drink two cups of black coffee and have a hearty breakfast while reading his bevy of newspapers. Then, he checked his computer for the latest news, stock market prices, and answered his emails while making phone calls.
Semi-retired from Amazon, the biggest 1.75 trillion-dollar online company in the world, as CEO after 27-years. He still maintained his executive chair seat on the board. Still a busy and driven man, rather than continue as the head of Amazon, he wanted to spend more time on his other ventures, the Washington Post, his space company, Blue Origins, and his philanthropy work.
Even though he has a beautiful tennis court, he doesn't play tennis. Instead, he does lots of low-impact exercises, such as rowing and lifting light weights. A man of routine, getting his eight hours of sleep every night, watching his diet, and exercising is what he's done all of his life and continues doing. Not smoking and/or drinking to an excess, and with him not wanting to follow suit, he's witnessed his other billionaire buddies dying too early.
"How do you do," asked Jeff, smiling and extending his hand to both gentlemen? "I'm pleased to meet you."
As if meeting an emperor or a king, Karl and Hans clicked their heels and bowed while shaking Jeff's hand. With him the second richest man in the world, they looked at him as if he was a God. To say that they were impressed with his mega mansion and with the man himself, and awestruck by his unlimited wealth, would be a gross understatement.
"How may we be of help," asked Karl?
Jeff sat across from them on another couch in his huge parlor. As if he was thinking what he wanted to say, he remained quiet for a minute.



"Something that I didn't know existed, many of my billionaire friends have already taken delivery of their custom made, human, lifelike, and personalized androids. They all seemed very pleased with their unique purchases. Now that I've seen them and have interacted with them, I want an android of my very own. Only, instead of ordering only one android," he said with a pause while looking at both men and smiling. "I'd like to order four androids," said Jeff.
With his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth wide open, Karl looked from Jeff to look at Hans before returning his attention to his now biggest customer. He unzipped his shoulder bag and removed his brown, leather bound book of samples. Yet, before he could even place the book on the table, Jeff waved him off and stopped him.
"I'm sure that you have a wonderful collection of androids, but I'd like to order my own custom made and personalized versions of androids that are based on real people that I've lusted over and have never had a chance to meet," said Jeff.
Hans nodded his head while Karl opened his laptop.
"Tell us what you would like. Tell us exactly what you would like, every minute detail, in your androids," asked Hans? "First, would you like male or female androids or two of each," he asked? "Would you want them to look like some celebrity, perhaps," he asked?
# # #
Jeff smiled excitedly. He leaned forward in his seat. Giving it thought, he held his hands.
"I want four, beautiful, big, breasted, android females," he said with a smile.
He looked from Karl to look at Hans before continuing in telling them all that he wanted in his androids.
"I don't know how you'd go about doing it but, perhaps by finding a stand of their hair to copy their DNA. I want an android to look exactly like Lynda Carter, in the way that she looked when she won Miss World in 1972 and starred in Wonder Woman in the '70's. I want my android to look as beautiful as she did," said Jeff.
He paused while watching Karl write all that he wanted on his laptop.
"I want a second android to look like supermodel Christie Brinkley, in that she looked in her prime back in the '70's too. I want a third android to look like actress Christina Hendricks the way that she looked when she starred in Mad Men. Lastly, I want a fourth android to look like Sofia Vergara in her prime, too," said Jeff.
He looked from Karl to look at Hans.
"I don't want just an ordinary android that my friends have purchased, I only want the best. Money is no object," he said, waving a hand of disinterest. "I heard that you have a superhero version of androids. I want my androids to not only fly but to have laser beam eyes, too," said Jeff. "That would be so cool."
Again, he waved an unconcerned hand as to how much he'd have to spend to get exactly what he wanted.
"So that I may take them out in public, I want the best android representation of them. I want people to think that they are interacting with a real, live human and not with a man-made robot," said Jeff.
Karl nodded his head while doing some calculations on his laptop.
"We can make all four superhero versions of androids for one-hundred-million dollars," said Karl.
Not blinking an eye by the exorbitant price, Jeff smiled and nodded his head.
"We can deliver all four at the same time or deliver each as we complete them," said Karl.
Jeff smiled at the two men.
"I can wait," said Jeff. "I'd rather have all four androids delivered at the same time," he said. "Give me your banking information and I'll have the full amount wired to your account now."
# # #
Suddenly, as if knowing that the other man was thinking, Hans looked from Jeff to look at Karl with trepidation.
"Something that we must make you aware of," said Hans. "We've never made multiple androids for anyone. We will test them at our lab, of course, but with these androids able to write their own code, we don't know what may happen when we have four androids together in the same room," said Hans.
Karl nodded his head in agreement.
"Treading new ground, difficult to predict, anything may happen. They may want to take control over you. They may communicate with one another and conspire against you."
Jeff looked from Hans to look at Karl with interest. Understanding completely, he nodded his head.
"Conspire against me? Wanting to take over? Not wanting to speculate, what do you mean, exactly," asked Jeff?
Karl looked from Jeff to look at Hans.
"In the way that simplistic Hasbro's Furbies talk to one another in their secret language when they are together with other Furbies, unfortunately, the same thing may happen with our androids. I'm not saying that it would happen, but it could happen that the androids may communicate with one another in a secret and/or even silent, secret language of computer code," said Karl.
Jeff smiled before letting out a nervous, little laugh.
"I see," said Jeff. "What do I do if they try to harm me and/or take over," he asked with a nervous, little laugh. "Should I shoot them?"
Hans made a face and nodded his head.
"They are impervious to bullets. They are made of liquid metal that's stronger than Kelvar. As if they're superhuman, they are bulletproof," said Hans.
Hans remained quiet while thinking for a moment.
"The best way to stop an android is by shutting it down when delivering an electromagnetic pulse, a sudden shock to their computerized system. As a precaution, just in case, we will provide you with four electromagnetic pulse wands to use against them should you need to do that. Only, you must take care as they can take the wands away from you to use on you," he said.
Karl nodded his head.
"Much like a cattle prod, electromagnetic pulse wands are deadly to humans," said Karl.
# # #
Six weeks to the day, Karl and Hans delivered Jeff's android cloned versions of Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara. To say that it was a momentous day for Jeff is an understatement. To say that they looked like their human celebrity counterparts would be a true statement. Made from their DNA, they not only looked exactly like them, but they sounded, moved, walked, talked, and laughed exactly like them.
Ensconced at home in his enormous master bedroom with his four human, lifelike androids, Jeff hasn't left his house in weeks. With his fiancée in Hawaii, he was alone to have sex with them every day. As if they were really Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara, he couldn't get enough of his four, favorite, beautiful, and big breasted, female celebrities.
If he was asked to choose one who was better having sex with than the other, impossible to choose, he couldn't pick one over the other. He loved having sex with all four of his human, lifelike androids. With them never tiring, never saying no while complaining of a headache, or a stomachache, or having their periods, they were always in the mood for sex. Lynda, Christie, Christina, and Sofia are always ready to sexually pleasure their master.
His only problem now was that he needed to rename them. A dead giveaway that they were androids, he couldn't allow them to keep their real names. Better that people said that they looked exactly like Lynda, Christie, Christina, and/or Sofia but he needed to pick four names that befitted the beauty and their sexuality.
Taking a long while to ponder the names to give them, with them all deserving of four syllable names that took time to roll of peoples' tongues while admiring their beauty, he finally decided to name, Lynda, Ariana. He named Christie, Elizabeth. He named Christina, Gabriella. He named Sofia, Victoria. Lynda, Christie, Christina, and Sofia now became Ariana, Elizabeth, Gabriella, and Victoria.
# # #
Every morning, Jeff made out with Lynda as Ariana while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. He made out with Christie as Elizabeth while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. He made love to Christina as Gabriella while touching and feeling her through her clothes. Finally, he made out with Sofia as Victoria while touching and feeling her through her clothes, too.
Then, every night, taking his time to slowly undress them, he stripped them all naked. Mounting her, he made sweet, passionate love to Ariana. Mounting her, he sweet, passionate love to Elizabeth. Mounting her, too, he made sweet, passionate love to Gabriella. Mounting her also, he made sweet, passionate love to Victoria.
Then, after making love to all four robotic women, he fucked them. He fucked Lynda Carter as Ariana. He fucked Christie Brinkley as Elizabeth. He fucked Christina Hendricks as Gabriella. He fucked Sofia Vergara as Victoria. He continually fucked all celebrity cloned women.
In between, he fingered and licked their pussies. He ate their robotic cunts. While fingering their pussies and fondling their breasts with his other hand, he pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted their erect nipples. He gave them all orgasms with his fingers and with his tongue.
Then, returning the favor of oral sex, his four human, lifelike androids stroked his cock while sucking his prick. The women androids blew him. They sucked his cock. In the way that he couldn't get enough of them, seemingly, while programmed to do so, they couldn't get enough of him.
They not only allowed him to cum in their mouths but also, they swallowed his cum. Then, not stopping there, all four female androids allowed him to cum all over their faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts. His four beautiful, big breasted androids allowed him to give them cum baths. They all smiled up at him while dripping with his warm, oozy, white semen.
To be continued...
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I Care for my Embarrassed Mother
Son home health cares for his mother after she broke her arm.
"Somewhere over the rainbow..."
After a rainstorm, there's always a silver lining. Sometimes, there's even a rainbow on a bright sun shining day. My rainstorm was when my mother broke her arm and wasn't able to do all of the things that she used to do, the cooking, cleaning, laundry, grocery shopping, and running errands. I had to step up and do all of that.
As nervous as I was sexually excited, my silver lining was that I had to dress, undress, and bathe her. Having never seen anything of my mother before, every day, I saw her in her bra and panties. I saw her topless. I saw her naked.
My rainbow was, until her cast was removed, she asked me to sleep with her in her bed to help her to the bathroom. Every night, I cuddled her. Every night, I spooned her. Every night I rested my erect, naked cock against her shapely, naked ass while holding her breast and fingering her erect nipple through her nightgown.
My sun shining days were that I eventually had sex, regular sex, every morning, and every evening sex with my mother. With me always having an erection that tented my pajama bottoms, it all started when she asked me if I wanted her to masturbate me as her thanks for helping her. Then, when I couldn't cum because I was uncomfortably embarrassed that my mother was giving me a hand job, she asked me if I wanted her to suck me.
Again, something I thought would never happen, because of all of my good deeds and the daily help that I gave her, my mother blew me out of her appreciation. She stroked my cock while sucking my cock. She allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth. Then, she swallowed my cum.
Finally, when she removed my stiff prick from her mouth, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her enormous, naked breasts. I gave my MILF of a mother a cum bath. She dripped with my semen from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her lips, and her chin that pooled on her naked breasts.
I love my mother, and she loves me. Yet, I don't love her in the way that a son loves his mother. I love her in the way that a man loves a woman. She doesn't love me in the way that a mother loves her son. She loves me in the way that a woman loves a man.
# # #
My name is Danny. I'm 24-years-old and I take care of my 48-year-old mother, Elizabeth, after she had broken her left arm. As she's right-handed, it's a good thing that she had broken her left arm and not her right arm. Only the doctor said that it will take about 12 weeks to heal before he can remove her cast. Twelve weeks in an uncomfortable cast is a long time. Twelve weeks is an entire season.
Fortunately for her, with me still living at home, and with me, seemingly a mama's boy, I do everything she asks me to do without question. Never thinking that I would be, I'm still living with my mother at home after my father divorced her fifteen-years ago. With rents, food, and basic necessities so expensive, we could never make it on our own. As if I'm her husband or her boyfriend instead of her son, we lived together while sharing the living expenses.
Sometimes, I can't believe that I'm living with my mother. Difficult for me to date, I don't have anywhere to take a woman. Most women laugh at me when I tell them that I'm still living at home with my mother.
Yet now that she's an invalid, albeit temporarily, for most everyday things, she needs me. Never turning my back on my mother, especially during her time of need, I have to help her. With her arm in a cast, she's helpless to do the things that she used to do. I feel bad for her.
Fortunately for me, as if I'm reliving one of my favorite movies, Spanking the Monkey, where a mother breaks her leg and her son must help her undress, dress, and help her shower, I'm living my incestuous fantasy with my mother. I have to undress and dress her. I have to bathe her while touching and feeling her everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother and a mother should never allow a son to touch and feel her.
Instead of her doing the cooking, the cleaning, the dusting, the vacuuming, the laundry, the grocery shopping, and running errands, I do all of that now. Literally, overnight, I've become the woman of the house. Yet, something that I masturbate over seeing every day, multiple times a day, my reward is seeing my MILF of a mother without her clothes.
Never having seen anything of my mother before, other than her bra strap, a church going woman, she's modestly moral. She never wears sexy nightgowns, and she always wears robes over her nightgowns. Most of her nightgowns are long flannel ones that button up to her neck.
Admittedly, something that I was excited to do, consumed with the thoughts of removing her clothes, it was a real trip when it was time for me to undress her for bed. Consumed with sexual anticipation, I couldn't wait to see her in her bra and panties. I couldn't wait to see her topless. I couldn't wait to see her naked. I couldn't wait to masturbate later after seeing my mother without her clothes.
'I'm so excited to undress my mother. I can't wait to see her enormous naked breasts,' I thought.
# # #
Once home from the emergency room, after I made us supper, and we watched TV, it was time to get her undressed for bed. As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, thinking nothing else than seeing my mother without her clothes, I already had an erection. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough that I was going to undress my mother but also, I was going to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, I couldn't believe it.
I only wished that I could take photos of her with my cell phone of her in her sexy lingerie, topless, and naked. I'd love to show my horny friends my mother in all manner of undress. With them always commenting on how beautiful, sexy, and shapely she is, forget about showing the photos to them, they'd want to buy them so that they could masturbate over my mother in the privacy of their bedrooms.
"Open a bottle of white wine and bring me a wine glass," she said, holding her arm as if she was in pain.
She returned me back to reality and from thinking about photographing her and showing the photos to my friends. Clearly, she was uncomfortable and in pain.
"It was embarrassing enough that the nurse removed my blouse in front of that young doctor for him to put my arm in a cast," she said blushing.
She looked up at me in embarrassed shame.
"The doctor wanted the nurse to remove my bra, but I refused," she said with a cringe. "With the emergency room so busy, and with people constantly filing by, anyone could have seen my naked breasts," she said. "Other than my female general practitioner, I'd be so embarrassed to remove my brassiere in front of anyone. I'd be mortified for anyone to see my naked breasts."
She gave me an embarrassed look.
"I'm going to need a couple glasses of wine to numb me from you seeing me without my clothes," she said with a nervous, little laugh. "Oh, God," she said. "I can't believe this is happening to me. If I had someone else to call, I would but I only have you to help me through this."
# # #
I felt bad for my mother because of all of the pain, shame, and embarrassment that she had endured. Hoping that it would put her in a better mood, I allowed her to watch her favorite show again, Bridgerton. She loved that series. Yet, she seemed uncomfortably aroused while watching the male actors having sex. In the way that I masturbated while watching porn on my computer, I wondered if my mother masturbated after watching Bridgerton.
Surprising me, never having seen her having more than two glasses of wine, instead of her having two glasses of wine that made her tipsy, she had three glasses of wine that made her a little drunk. Before she polished off the rest of the bottle, I turned off the TV and helped her to her room. I couldn't wait to undress my mother. I turned on her bedroom light and sat with her on her bed while staring at her huge, bra clad breasts through her blouse.
My first time in my mother's bedroom while alone with my mother, this was my first time sitting on her bed. Her mattress was firmer than I thought. I like a firm mattress. After sitting on my mother's bed, I realized how soft my mattress had become.
'I need a new mattress,' I thought. 'Her mattress is so much better than my old mattress.'
This was it. This was the moment that I had been ready, waiting, and eager since I turned 18-years-old. This was what I was consumed with horniness over doing. I was about to undress my mother. My heart beat faster and my pulse raced.
My erect cock that tented my pajama bottoms throbbed and pulsated. Never have I had a bigger and harder erection. As if I was a male stripper at a CFNM club ready to undress one of my customers, I was ready to undress my mother. I put my hand over my cock so that she didn't see my erection. How embarrassing would that be for her to know that I was sexually excited while undressing her?
With her sleeping in her nightgown with nothing else underneath, I was going to remove her blouse, her bra, her skirt, and her panties. With her only wearing four articles of clothing, I'd love to play strip poker with her. Only, if she knew that she was about to play strip poker with me, she'd probably wear her shoes, a baseball cap, gloves, and a sweater over her blouse. Besides, with her too modestly moral, my mother would never play strip poker with me.
I was as nervous as I was sexually excited. I was about to undress my mother. I was about to strip her naked. I wondered, after seeing her without her clothes, I wondered if she'd play truth or dare with me.
'Truth or dare, mother,' I imagined asking her?
I imagined her looking at me with sexual arousal.
'Dare,' I imagined her saying.
I imagined giving her a big smile while undressing her with my eyes.
'I dare you to remove your blouse and your bra. I dare you to strip yourself topless,' I imagined saying to my mother.
I returned back to reality to ask her a question.
# # #
"Do you have a preference which nightgown that you'd prefer to wear," I asked?
She made a face.
"It doesn't matter to me, Danny," she said, waving her hand with an embarrassed shrug. "Pick out whichever nightgown that you'd like to see me wearing," she said with a drunken chuckle. "I have long, flannel nightgowns in all colors. My favorite flannel nightgown is the blue one," she said.
# # #
'Flannel nightgown,' I thought while laughing to myself?
Glad that she gave me her carte blanche permission to pick out any nightgown, inspiring the pervert in me, while rummaging through her nightgown drawer, I picked out the shortest, sheerest, and lowest-cut nightgown that she had. Shocking me, when searching through her nightgown drawer, I found her vibrator and her dildo. Indeed, my mother does play with herself.
With them buried in her pussy many times, I needed to hold them in my hand while fingering them. I turned and held them in my hand. Turning my back to her, I took them in my mouth, sucked them, and licked them. Then, I turned to her while holding her toys.
"Do you want these on your nightstand, mother," I asked?
While looking at me with embarrassment, she let out a big gasp.
"Oh, God," she said, nodding her head. "Yes, please. No doubt, I'll need to use those later after you've seen me without my clothes," she said with an embarrassed sigh.
As if I was carrying my mother, holding her wedding dress, or carrying her nightgown during our honeymoon night for her to wear, I carried her sexy and nearly transparent nightgown to her bed.
"Jesus, Danny, if I wear that, you'll see everything," she said with a little laugh.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"What does it matter, mother," I asked? "I'll be seeing you naked anyway," I said.
She let out another gasp again.
"Oh, God. I'm going to be so embarrassed. I'll feel so ashamed. Promise me that you won't stare," she said.
I smiled at my mother.
"I'll have to look at you when giving you a shower tomorrow, mother," I said. "I'll not only have to look but I'll have to touch and feel you everywhere while washing you."
She looked at me with her eyes bugging out of her head and her mouth hanging open.
"Oh, God," she said. "You'll have to put my arm in a plastic bag so that it doesn't get wet."
If it wasn't enough that I was about to undress my mother and strip her naked, it was even more exciting that I'll be showering her tomorrow. I can't wait to wash her dirty breasts, her dirty ass, and her dirty pussy.
I stared at my mother's enormous breasts in her blouse and bra. She had huge tits, and I couldn't wait to see them. I've seen her bras in the laundry. I knew that she took a size 34 double D cup brassiere.
"I promise that I won't stare, mother," I said lying.
# # #
As soon as I started unbuttoning her blouse and saw the top of her big, white, low-cut brassiere, I had an erection. Having always masturbated over imagining my mother naked and having sex with her, with me undressing her, I had more to masturbate over her now. With her not having a sister or a friend to call to help her undress, I was it. As if God had smiled down upon me while giving me all that I prayed to see, taking my time, I continued slowly undressing my mother.
Hard to wrap my head around, as if I was her husband or her boyfriend, I couldn't believe that I was removing her clothes. I'll be masturbating over seeing her without her clothes later tonight and tomorrow morning. I'll be jerking off every day, multiple times a day after seeing my naked mother. I'll be playing with myself for the rest of my pathetically miserable and horny life.
Taking my time while enjoying the view of her bra clad breasts, I memorized every mole and every freckle of her beautiful chest. I unbuttoned one slow button at a time while looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before continuing to unbutton the next button. With trembling fingers and a throbbing cock, I continued unbuttoning her blouse.
Something that I had never expected to see, I saw her nipples through her sheer, white brassiere. They were pink, they were big, and they were erect. I saw her long line of sexy cleavage.
'I can't wait to masturbate over seeing my mother in her bra and seeing her erect nipples and her cleavage,' I thought.
I wondered if my mother's nipples were erect because she was sexually aroused that I was undressing her and seeing her in her bra or if she was suddenly cold. Once her blouse was unbuttoned, I carefully removed her arm from her sling. Then, I removed her blouse from her right arm and then from her left arm. Even though I promised not to stare, I couldn't help myself from staring at my mother without her blouse and in her bra.
As if I had never seen a woman in her bra before, I stared at the tops of her meaty, jiggling, and bulbous breasts. I stared at her long line of sexy cleavage. I stared at her erect, pink nipples that I could clearly see through her bra again. I so wanted to feel my mother's breasts through her bra while kissing her, French kissing her, and making out with her. Only, I didn't dare.
As if I was unwrapping an expensive Christmas gift, I pushed her bra strap down from her right shoulder and carefully removed her arm from her bra strap. Then, I pushed her bra strap down from her left shoulder. As gently as I could so as not to hurt her, I carefully removed her left arm from her bra strap. As soon as I did, her bra slid down lower. I saw more of the tops of her breasts.
Exposing the tops of her areolas, her bra was just about her nipples. My cock tented my pajama bottoms at the thought of seeing my mother's nipples. My erect prick throbbed and pulsated at the thought of seeing my mother's naked breasts. Not wanting to forget this memory of removing my mother's bra for the first time, I held my breath.
# # #
Then, never able to remove a bra one handed, especially one that had four clasps as her bra had, I leaned over her to unhook her bra from behind with both hands. I suddenly felt like a safecracker given the secret combination to a safe to see the treasure that lay inside. When I stood to lean over her while careful not to hit her broken arm, my erect, pajama clad cock was mere inches from my mother's mouth.
Instead of moving away from me, something my mother has never done before, she surprised me and fingered the head of my pajama clad cock with her manicured fingertip. She touched my erect cock in the way that I wanted to finger her erect nipple. Then, shocking me, she took the head of my erect cock between her thumb and two fingers through my pajama bottoms. I stared down at her staring up at me.
She laughed.
"Danny," she said, looking up at me and smiling. "You have an erection," she said.
She wrapped her fingers around my pajama clad cock and squeezed my prick.
"You're so big. You're so hard. You're much bigger and harder than your father," she said looking up at me again.
She smiled at my embarrassment.
"Why do you have an erection," she asked with a chuckle? "Are you excited to see your mother in her bra?"
I stepped back from her and when I did, she let go of my penis.
"I'm only human, mother," I said embarrassed. "Something that I've masturbated over seeing, I'm about to see your naked breasts."
She chuckled.
"Wait. What? Seriously? You've masturbated over imagining seeing my naked breasts," she asked with surprise?
I made a face.
"I'm a horny, testosterone filled, young man that no longer has a girlfriend after she broke up with me," I said. "What do you think, mother? It's been a while since I've had sex."
She nodded her head to show me that she understood.
"Tell me the truth. Be honest," she said with a pause.
She stared at my erect prick that tented my pajama bottoms as if my cock was a steel pole holding up the big top at a circus.
"After you see my naked breasts, and after you see me naked," she said with another pause to look up at me for my reaction to her question. "Will you be masturbating over me later tonight," she asked while giving me a coy, little smile? "Will you be cumming over seeing your mother without her clothes," she asked with a dirty, drunken, little laugh?
I made a face.
"Probably mother," I said with an embarrassed shrug.
# # #
She looked up at me and smiled as I unhooked her bra and, as if a stripper asked me to help remove her bra in a VIP room, not wasting anymore time, I removed it. I removed my mother's bra. My mother was topless.
Unable to wrap my head around it, I couldn't believe that I removed my mother's big, white brassiere. My mother allowed me to remove her bra. I saw her naked breasts and her erect nipples. Breaking my promise to her that I wouldn't stare, I stared at her massive naked breasts and erect nipples.
As if I had never seen naked breasts before, I continued staring at her shapely naked breasts. They were so big. They were so shapely. They didn't sag at all.
My mother has beautiful breasts. I love her enormous tits. I only wished that I could touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. I'd love to have my wicked, sexual way with her gigantic tits.
Not stopping with just staring at her naked breasts, I stared at her erect nipples. Seeing her big nipples so erect, involuntarily moved my lips in the shape of a goldfish looking for food. I stared at her symmetrical areolas. Memorizing them in my mind's eye, my mother had such shapely breasts that I couldn't stop myself from staring at them. I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing her naked breasts later.
"Tell me," she said. "I'm curious to know. Now that you've seen my naked breasts," she said looking down at her naked tits before looking up at me. "What do you think of them," she asked? "What do you think of my big tits," she asked?



With her asking my opinion of her naked breasts, that gave me more reason to stare longer and harder at her big tits. I only wished that I could photograph them. Like father, like son, I'd love to show my friends photos of my topless mother. After the doctor removes her cast, I'd love her to serve my friends drinks at our poker party while topless. I'd love to see them grope her breasts while fingering her nipples.
"You're breasts are spectacular, mother," I said.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Tell me and be honest. Later tonight, will you be masturbating and cumming over seeing your mother's naked breasts?"
No doubt, had she not been a little drunk, she wouldn't have asked me as many sexually inappropriate questions as she did.
"Yes. I'll be stroking myself after seeing your naked breasts and your erect nipples, mother. I'll be jerking off while imagining touching them, feeling them, and fondling them and pinching, pulling, and turning your erect nipples," I said. "I'll be cumming over the thoughts of seeing you topless."
She leaned back to give me a better view of her naked breasts. She looked down at her big naked tits before looking up at me. Then, she shocked me by what she said next.
"Well, Danny, this is your chance,," she said. "Go ahead. Get that out of your system," she said looking down at her naked breasts again before looking up at me. "Touch them. Feel them. Fondle them. Finger my nipples," she said. "My thanks for helping me, I give you my permission to have your way with my naked breasts and nipples."
Obediently obeying my mother, I touched her big tits. I felt her enormous breasts. I fondled her gigantic boobs. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples to her erotic delight. Then, she surprised me again by what she said next.
"Suck my nipples, Danny," she said. "I love having my nipples fingered and sucked. It's been years since anyone has had their sexual way with my naked breasts."
Again, not having to ask me twice, I obediently obeyed her and sucked her erect nipples while fingering them and continuing to fondle her huge breasts.
# # #
With her having given me her permission, and with her not stopping me, I continued fondling her amazing breasts. I continued fingering her erect nipples. I continued sucking her erect nipples.
Then, wanting to see her naked, I reached down and unbuttoned and unzipped her skirt. I removed her short skirt to reveal her bright, white panties. I stare down at my topless mother sitting in her panties. I could clearly see the big patch of her brown, bushy, pubic hair. I couldn't believe that I was about to see my mother's cunt and, hopefully, her shapely ass, too.
She lifted her bum to help me remove her skirt. Then, she lifted her bum again to help me remove her panties. When I did, I stared at the side of her naked ass. She had such a beautiful body with such a shapely ass and enormous breasts. I stared at her bushy, brown pussy.
Not stopping there, even though I had promised my mother that I wouldn't stare, I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit.
With her sitting on her bed with her knees parted, I stared at my mother's glistening pink, naked cunt. No doubt having sexually aroused her seeing her topless and now naked after fondling her breasts, fingering, and sucking her nipples, she was as wet as I was hard. I so wanted to give her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
Unable to quell my incestuous lust and desire for my mother, after eating her, I wanted to make out with her. I wanted to mount her and make love to her. I wanted to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her another orgasm with my cock. I wanted to give her multiple orgasms.
I wanted to give her a full body, naked massage. I wanted to massage her feet. I wanted to lick her toes while sucking her toes. I wanted to give my mother every sexual pleasure that I could imagine.
# # #
I wondered if she was aroused to know that she gave me an erection. I wondered if she was aroused because she felt the head of my pajama clad cock with her long, manicured fingertips. I wondered if she was aroused after squeezing my cock and telling me that I had a big, hard prick, a bigger and harder prick than my father's prick.
Bidding my farewell to her beautiful, naked body, I helped her on with her nightgown. Then, she blew my mind with what she said next. Never expecting her to say what she said, I stared at her in disbelief.
"You're going to have to sleep with me tonight and for the next twelve weeks, Danny, until they remove this cast. I'll need your help to go to the bathroom," she said.
My mother asked me to sleep with her in her bed. I was going to sleep with my mother. I couldn't believe she gave me permission to sleep with her in her bed.
'Oh, my God. When we returned from the hospital, if it wasn't sexually exciting enough that I'd be undressing my mother, stripping her naked, and seeing her without her clothes, now, she wants me to sleep with her. I couldn't believe she asked me to sleep with her,' I thought.
That night, as soon as I climbed in bed with her, thank God that she has a king-sized bed, I stayed on my side of the bed and she stayed on her side of the bed. I couldn't believe that I was in bed with my mother. Then, again, she said what I never expected her to say.
"Cuddle me, Danny. I'm cold," she said. "Spoon me. Don't be afraid to spoon me. I don't bite," she said with a little laugh.
# # #
I scooted over and as soon as I did, I touched my mother's naked ass. Her nightgown was bunched up around her waist. Unable to control it, with it seemingly having a mind of its own, my cock emerged from my pajama pee hole to rest against my mother's naked buttocks.
Instead of moving away from me and my naked, erect prick, she wiggled her naked ass against my big dick. As soon as she did, the tip of my cock rested against the back of her naked pussy. If I humped my mother in my sleep, I'd be inside of her. I'd be fucking her doggie style from behind.
As soon as I spooned her she took my hand by my wrist and placed it on her left, nightgown clad breast. As soon as I held her breast her nipple grew hard and erect. With her not stopping me, I fondled her breasts and fingered her nipple through her nightgown. Then, she took my hand by my wrist again and stuffed my hand inside of her low-cut nightgown. I cupped my mother's big naked breast and fondled it while continuing to finger her erect nipple.
Then, sometime during the night, when I turned the other way my mother turned with me, too. Seemingly, a more comfortable position for her, she rested her arm on my hip with her hand in contact with my naked prick. With my erect cock sticking straight out of my pajama pee hole, she wrapped her fingers around my erect cock. Then, surprising me, again, while sensing that I was still awake, she whispered in my ear.
"With you having an erection and not having the chance to masturbate yourself, would you like me to masturbate you," she asked? "For all that you're doing for me, I wouldn't mind doing that for you. It would be my pleasure to stroke your cock," she said.
'What? My mother asked if I wanted her to masturbate me? She wouldn't mind stroking my prick? It would be her pleasure to stroke my cock. I was stunned. I couldn't believe it. If it wasn't enough that I saw my mother naked, I was stunned that she asked to masturbate me,' I thought.
# # #
Not waiting for me to respond, she turned on the overhead bedroom light, and pushed down the covers. In the way that I had stared at her naked breasts, she stared at my erect, naked cock. I couldn't believe my mother stared at my naked prick with lustful desire.
Seemingly, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. While scratching the surface by undressing her, what happened to my morally modest, church going mother? She's suddenly turned into an incestuous whore.
Then, when I pushed down my pajama bottoms, she took me in her right hand. She fondled the head of my cock. Then, she slowly stroked me to a bigger and a harder erection. My big dick felt so good in her soft and warm hand as if it belonged there.
Hard for me to wrap my head around, she was giving me a hand job. I couldn't believe she was stroking my prick. My MILF of a mother was masturbating me.
Clearly wanting me to cum, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Only, feeling uncomfortable that this was my mother and not some whore that I invited home from the bar for sex, I couldn't cum. I was unable to cum.
"What's wrong," she asked?
I gave her a sexually frustrating look.
"I'm sorry, mom, but it's not working," I said. "I can't cum. I'm embarrassed," I said. "I feel perverted."
# # #
She paused while thinking of what she wanted to say. Then, again, she floored me with what she said next.
"What if I blew you, Danny. Would you like mommy to suck your penis," she asked giving me a warm, motherly smile?
I stared at my mother with disbelief. She asked to blow me. She asked to suck my cock.
"I'd love to blow you. You may even cum in my mouth," she said. "I'd love to swallow your cum. It's not really considered a blowjob unless you cum in my mouth and I swallow your cum," she said with a laugh.
She smiled up at me while slowly stroking my prick. Then, she leaned into me and kissed me on the lips. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I returned her long, wet kiss with my long, wet kiss. My mother was making out with me. I couldn't believe that I was making out with her.
"I miss sucking cock," she confessed. "I always loved blowing your father."
She smiled at me while giving a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"With many of their wives refusing to suck their cocks, and because he said that I was such a talented cocksucker, he wanted me to blow all of his friends. He wanted to watch me blow his friends while he watched and masturbated himself," she said with a dirty. "Yet, not being the whore that he wanted me to be, I never did. I couldn't do that for them but I'm willing to do that for you."
Without waiting for my response, she moved halfway down the bed. As if there was another drumroll going off in my head, she took me in her hand again before she took me in her mouth. She stroked me while sucking me.
My mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe she was blowing me. She was sucking my cock. Not taking me long to cum, I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head.
"Mom. Mom," I said. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming, mom," I said while giving her a chance to remove my cock from her mouth if she didn't want me to cum in her mouth, but she didn't.
Clearly, she wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow my cum. She allowed me to not only shoot a load of cum in her mouth but also, she swallowed my cum. Then, surprising even me, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips and removed my erect prick from her mouth, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breast. I gave my mother a cum bath.
"Danny," she said laughing. "There's so much cum. We were saving that for me," she said with a laugh.
# # #
"Danny," she said with a laugh. "You made a mess of mommy. I have cum everywhere," she said with a laugh. "Help me shower," she said.
She turned on the bedroom light. I climbed out of bed with her. I removed her nightgown. Unable to stop myself from staring, I stared at my naked mother. Then, I duct taped a plastic bag over her cast.
"I can help you with that," I said while staring down at her bushy, brown pussy.
She looked down where I was staring.
"Help me with what," she asked.
I smiled.
"I can trim your pubic hair for you," I said.
She returned my smile with her smile.
"Really? You'd do that for me. You'd trim my pussy?" She smiled. "I'd like that."
I stripped myself naked and helped her in the shower. With her only holding on with one hand, I stood behind her while holding her. While fondling and fingering her erect nipples, I washed her naked breasts. I washed her naked pussy. I washed her naked ass. Then, while holding onto the big bar in the shower, she leaned forward. Once again, she surprised me with what she said.
"Stick your cock in me, Danny. Fuck your mother. Make me your woman. In the way that you ejaculated in my mouth, I need you to ejaculate in my pussy," she said. "Fill me with your cum," she said.
I reached down, leaned forward with her, and inserted my prick in her pussy. She was so wet that I slid inside of her. While holding on to her huge breasts I humped her from behind. I humped her faster. I humped her harder. I doggie fucked my mother. After she gave me an orgasm with her hand and her mouth, I gave my mother an orgasm with my cock.
# # #
From that day forward, until the doctor removed her cast three months later, I slept with my mother in her bed. I made love to her every morning. I fucked her every night. In between, she blew me and I ate her pussy.
I've never ejaculated as much as I do now. I've never had as much sex with any woman as I had sex with my mother. In three months, with us making love and fucking every day, with her blowing, and with me eating her, we had sex more than 200 times.
"I love you, mom," I said, kissing her.
She returned my kiss with her kiss.
"I love you, Danny," she said.
THE END
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My Wife's Mother, My Mother-in-law
My wife's mother, Carol, moved in with her daughter, Kathy, and her son-in-law, Michael.
After being married for five years, happy to be working from home, no more commuting, unfortunately, my wife worked from eight in the morning until six at night. Sometimes, she worked half a day on Saturday, too. Able to entertain myself, to be honest, with her nagging me to do things around the house, I enjoyed my alone time. I could concentrate on my work without interruptions.
Then, terrifyingly, everything changed when I overheard Kathy's telephone conversation with her mother.
"Sure, mom. I understand. That's not a problem. Move in with us. We'd love to have you. We have plenty of room," she said.
'What? Move in with us,' I thought? 'Is she serious? My wife invited her mother to live with us.'
I stood by the upstairs railing shocked while listening to my wife's telephone conversation with her mother. Kathy invited her mother, my mother-in-law, Carol, to live with us without even asking me. With her having already gone to work, I didn't have the chance to discuss this with her.
I couldn't wait for her to return home tonight so that I could have a conversation with my wife about her mother. Not wanting to bother her at work, it would be hours before she returned home. While mulling it over in my mind, I spent hours being angry with my wife. I needed to nip this in the bud so that her mother could find other accommodations. Maybe she has a friend that she could move in with instead of moving in with us.
I couldn't wait to talk to my wife about her mother. I couldn't wait to put my foot down and tell her no. I don't want her mother living with us. There's no way that her mother is moving into our house. With my wife gone 50-hours a week, I'm happy living alone.
Then, surprising me, several hours later, around noon, I heard the beep, beep, beep sound of a truck backing up in front of my house. I looked out the front window. Carol showed up with her small rental truck that carried all of her possessions boxed and ready to unload.
'What the fuck,' I thought while still peering out window? 'She's already here ready to move in. I don't believe this. My mother-in-law is moving in with us. She's ready to ruin my peace, my quiet, my privacy, my concentration, and my life. God damn it. Fucking Kathy. I can't believe she did this without even asking me,' I thought.
# # #
This is only the second time my mother-in-law has been to our house, since we bought the house last year, she shocked me when she rang my doorbell, and I saw her Ryder truck parked in my driveway. Too late to stop her from moving in now, showing her a welcoming smile, I opened the front door to greet her.
"Carol. This is a surprise. Kathy didn't tell me that you were visiting," I said.
Surprising me, my wife's mother greeted me at the front door with a big smile, a loving hug, and a peck on the lips. Swooning with her hug and her kiss, her perfume made my knees weak.
"Sorry, I should have called. I suspect that Kathy didn't tell you that she invited me to move in with you until I can find other accommodations," she said.
She looked at me while waiting for me to say something. When I didn't respond, she continued.
"The truck rental called me today. They had a cancellation. I wasn't expecting to get a truck until the weekend," she said. "They said that if I didn't take the truck they had today, they may not have one this weekend."
Actually, now that I see Carol again, it's difficult not to notice, she looked good. She looked really good. For a fifty-year-old woman, she looked forty.
With her hair done and her makeup nicely applied, she looked even better than when she was dressed to kill with that low-cut and tight-fitting dress at our wedding. Showing off her sexy and shapely body, as if she was trying to outdo the bride, her dress fit her like the proverbial glove. She had one hell of a body, a better body than her daughter.
Instead of being dressed for moving, no doubt, expecting me to unload her truck by myself, she looked like she was dressed for work. Instead of wearing jeans, a sweatshirt, and sneakers, she wore a low-cut blouse, a short skirt, and high heel shoes. This is too much. This is really too much.
My wife is taking advantage of my good nature. Not only is her mother moving in with us but also, she expects me to unload her truck, and carry all of her boxes in my house without having any help. That's asking a lot. That's asking too much. I have work to do instead of dealing with this lunacy.
Only, as if giving me an electrical shock, she jolted my attention at what she did next. Unable to stop staring at all that I was already seeing of my MILF of a mother-in-law, Carol wore a top with a plunging neckline that exposed her long line of sexy cleavage. Every time she squatted down with her knees parted and leaned forward, which was all of the time, to pick up boxes, she not only flashed me her low-cut bra and her cleavage but also, she flashed me her panties, too.
She dressed a bit younger for her age. She wore a short skirt and high heels that showed off her long and shapely legs. With me not even a leg man, but a breast man, I loved her legs as much as I loved her breasts.
'Kathy's mother has nice legs. Her legs are even better than her daughter's legs,' I thought. 'I love Carol's long, shapely legs.'
Then, I remembered Carol telling me that she used to ice skate. With her very active daily life, she still plays tennis, golfs, lifts weigts, does yoga, and rides her bike. Unbelievably, my mother-in-law was in better shape than her always working, couch potato daughter, who was 25 years younger than her mother.
# # #
Surprisingly, Carol carried her weight. She helped me unload her boxes from her rental truck. Unable to stop staring, something that I thought I'd never see, every time she squatted down with her knees spread while at the back of the truck, she flashed me her panty clad pussy. When she leaned at the waist, she flashed me her panty clad ass. I stood behind her and leaned down with her to stare up her short skirt at her panties and her shapely ass.
'If it's not enough that I'm seeing her cleavage and her bra, she's flashing me her panties,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I saw Carol's panty pussy and her panty clad ass. Her legs are as sexy as her big breasts and her ass is as round as it is shapely. Indeed, in the way that baby has back, my mother-in-law has back. She has a great ass. She has a beautiful body for a woman who's nearly twice my age.'
Giving me quite the upskirt show, tempted to take a photo of her shapely backside and frontside with my cellphone, I didn't dare. If it wasn't enough seeing her cleavage and her bra, I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing Carol's panties. I loved seeing her sexy lingerie.
Every time she climbed up on the tailgate, with her short skirt climbing up with her, and with me staring up at her, she spread her long legs wide open to flash me her panty clad crotch. Every time she squatted to move down from the back of the truck, with her knees parted wide open, she not only flashed me her cleavage, her low-cut bra, but also, she flashed me her bright white panties again, too. I've never seen as much of my wife's mother as I am seeing now.
I walked closer to her and reached up my arms to help her down from the tailgate. With her 5' 9" tall, and barely a hundred and twenty-five pounds, I carried her down from the tailgate. She felt so good in my arms. My mother-in-law felt better in my arms than my wife did. Then, with her not stopping me, when I lifted her down from the tailgate, I deliberately grabbed two, horny handfuls of the sides of her big breasts.
She has enormous breasts, double D cup breasts my wife told me when I asked her. Her tits are as huge as they are firm. I forgot how much I loved my mother-in-law's massive boobs. I'd love to watch her skipping rope without wearing a bra.
As if she was my wife, I loved holding my mother-in-law in my arms. As I moved her to the ground, I slowly slid my hand down along her shapely backside. After feeling the sides of her breasts, and with her not stopping me, I couldn't believe that I dared myself to feel her firm ass through her short skirt.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Now glad that she was moving in, I never expected to see as much of my mother-in-law's sexy lingerie as I'm seeing now. I can't believe I felt the sides of her blouse and bra clad breasts. I can't believe I felt her ass, too. My wife's mother is sexier than my wife. I should have married her mother instead of her daughter,' I thought.
# # #
Something that I had masturbated over for months, it was then that I remembered dancing with Carol at my wedding. With the both of us having had too much to drink, when I danced off with her away from the crowd, I moved my horny hand lower from the top of her ass. As if she was my newly married bride instead of my wife's mother, I cupped, felt, and squeezed her shapely buttocks through her dress. Then, surprising me, not stopping me, she allowed me to move my hand to the front of her to feel her gigantic breasts.
With me being a breast man, I loved Carol's humongous breasts. I only wished that Kathy had inherited her mother's double D cup breasts instead of her having modest B cup breasts. While kissing me, she parted my lips and French kissed me. My mother-in-law not only allowed me to stick my tongue in her mouth but also to stick my horny hand inside of her low-cut dress to feel her naked breast and finger her erect nipple. Careful not to be caught, we moved away from one another.
Yet, the fact remained, something that I never expected to happen, I wanted my wife's mother as much as she seemingly wanted me. Now that she was moving in to live with us, I could only imagine what may happen. Chalking it up to the both of us being drunk at the reception, surely, something like that would never happen again. Yet ever since I French kissed my mother-in-law, felt her ass, and stuck my horny hand down her dress to feel her naked breast and finger her erect nipple, I masturbated over that day.
# # #
Giving me quite the unexpected down blouse peeks of her cleavage and her low-cut bra, and upskirt views of her panties, I couldn't wait to masturbate later tonight and tomorrow morning over my MILF of a mother-in-law. If she was going to continue to flash me all that I shouldn't see of her, perhaps, it won't be as bad as I thought it would be living with my wife's mother. I already had an erection from seeing her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch bushy, brown, pubic hair through her sheer panties.
Not knowing that she was going to live with us, now that I knew, I was reluctant for her to move in with us. Had I known that Kathy had intended to ask her mother to move it with us, I would have put my foot down and told my wife that I didn't want her mother living here. Preferring to live alone, I feared that I'd have to entertain her. She talks a lot and, when working, I need to concentrate. Yet, her living with us was better than I thought it would be while having her as a permanent guest in our home.
# # #
Something my wife and I both hated to do, freeing our time to do other fun and more important things, Carol did all of the mundane, daily chores. She did all of the cleaning, the dusting, the vacuuming, the laundry, the cooking, the grocery shopping, and she ran all of the errands. She was like having a live-in maid. Moreover, with her saving her money by not having to pay rent, she loved her new living arrangement.
Shocking me as much as she continued exciting me, accustomed to my morally modest wife, her mother was as immoral as she was immodest. With Kathy always wearing a bathrobe over her long, flannel nightgowns that buttoned to her neck, her mother was comfortable spending the day wearing her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns. The only time she got dressed was when she had to go out to do food shopping or to run errands.
'I can't believe the nightgowns that she wears. Tempted to touch her and feel her through her nearly transparent nightgowns, I can see her as if she's naked. I wish my wife would dress as sexy as her mother,' I thought. 'I couldn't wait to add to her nightgown collection and buy her a sexually revealing nightgown for her birthday.'
Moreover, with my wife already gone to work, as if I was a stealth ninja while spying on my mother-in-law, I snuck out to the hall to watch Carol undress and dress. With her thinking that I was still in bed, she undressed with her bedroom light on and her bedroom door wide open. Fortunately for me, able to hide in the darkness, her bedroom light didn't illuminate the hall. I stood outside of her room stroking my erect cock while watching her remove her nightgown.
'She's naked,' I thought. 'My mother-in-law is naked.'
I watched her walk around her bedroom naked while gathering her clothes. Then, every morning, she stood in front of her full-length mirror while turning from side to side to stare at her naked body. She checked her breasts for lumps. Then, she sat at her vanity table naked while brushing her shoulder length hair one-hundred strokes with each hand.
Tempted to walk in on her while she sat at her vanity table, I wondered what she'd do if I did. Would she scream? Would she yell for me to get out? Would she grab for something to cover her nakedness? I didn't know. Yet, I was content just to look and masturbate over later.
# # #
With my wife having to get up early, she went to bed early while I stayed up late with her mother. We talked. We joked. We laughed. We played games. We watched television.
Whenever she walked in front of the TV in the darkened living room, I could clearly see through her sheer nightgown as if she was naked. Then, after my wife left for work, whenever Carol stood in front of the big bay, living room window to open the drapes in the morning, I saw all of her that I shouldn't see of her beautiful body. With the sunshine shining through her sheer nightgown, again, I could see through her nightie as if she wasn't wearing one.
With my house having an open floor plan, I could see from my chair in the living room into the kitchen. She had a habit of not turning on the kitchen light when in the kitchen. When she opened the refrigerator door, again, with the light from the fridge lighting her up as if she stood in front of a TSA X-ray machine at the airport, I saw through her nightgown as if she wasn't wearing one.
Having already seen so much of Carol, I wondered if she was flashing me unintentionally or deliberately. I didn't know. I couldn't tell. Yet, every day I saw something of my MILF of a mother-in-law's shapely and sexy, nearly naked body that I shouldn't see.
Whenever she vacuumed, with her leaning forward, she constantly and continually gave me down nightgown views of her enormous, double D cup, naked breasts. Whenever she squatted down with her knees spread to pick something up off the floor when she wore her short skirt, I saw her panties. Whenever she squatted down with her knees parted while wearing her nightgown, I saw her naked pussy.
I loved seeing her naked tits as much as I loved seeing her naked pussy. With her looking ten-years younger, to say that my mother-in-law didn't have a great body, a better body than her daughter, again, would be a lie. To say that I didn't enjoy seeing more of my wife's mother than I thought that I'd ever see would be a lie.
I sat in my reclining chair, and she sat on the couch across from me in her short skirt. Every time she slowly and sexily crossed and uncrossed her long, shapely legs, as if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she'd flash me her panties. When she sat across from me while wearing her short nightgown, every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs, she flashed me her bushy, brown pussy. Sometimes she'd sit with her knees parted enough to flash me a continual up nightgown view of her naked cunt.
With her making me so horny, seemingly unaware that she was flashing me, and with her giving me more to Jerk off over, I stared at her pussy mound. While memorizing every detail of her naked cunt, I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit. While counting every curly strand, I stared at her bushy brown, pubic hair.
Daring myself to do so, I'd love to move to her on my knees and fall between her legs. I'd love to finger her pussy while licking my mother-in-law's cunt. While hoping she'd return the favor of me giving her oral sex by blowing me, I'd love to give her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue before giving her another orgasm with my cock.
To say that she made me horny would be an understatement. To say that I didn't masturbate over my mother-in-law while imagining her naked and having sex with me, would be a lie, too. To say that I wasn't enjoying this living arrangement wouldn't be true. I loved Carol living with me. I loved seeing all that I shouldn't see of my wife's mother.
# # #
Whether deliberately or unintendedly, with Carol continually teasing me, I always had an erection. As if I had a pole in my pajama bottoms, my stiff dick continually tented them. Not having to get dressed unless I was going out somewhere, I stayed in my T-shirt and pajama bottoms without wearing underwear, and my Ugg slippers.
Daring her to look and to stare at me in the way that I looked and stared at her, I wanted my wife's mother to see my erect cock tenting my pajama bottoms. I wanted her to know that she had sexually excited me enough to give me an erection. Something that I never thought of doing and have never done, with me horny and perversely perverted enough to do so, in the way that she continually flashed me, I thought about dick flashing my mother-in-law.
Having never dick flashed anyone before, I wondered what Carol would do if I showed her my erect, naked prick. I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my naked, erect prick. Would she look? Would she stare? Or would she look away in embarrassment and shame?
Then, I wondered, in the way that I touched and felt her, would she reach out and touch me while fingering the head of my prick with her manicured fingers? Would she wrap her long fingers around my naked prick and stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me? Or would she admonish me for flashing her my prick even after she's flashed her naked pussy and her naked breasts dozens of times? Would she tell my wife that I deliberately dick flashed her?
There was only one way to know what she'd do and that was to flash my houseguest my naked, erect prick. Daring myself to do so, I needed to dick flash Carol. I need to show my wife's mother my naked prick. I needed to know how she'd react. I needed to know if my mother-in-law wanted to see my naked, erect prick as much as I wanted to show her my stiff dick, and as much as I wanted to see her naked breasts and pussy.
With me an early riser and up before her, I always made the coffee. Then, as soon as she awakened, she sat at the dining room table half asleep while holding her head in her hands. She didn't perk up until she had her first cup of coffee and something to eat. Then, she sat at the dining room table reading the newspaper while I was on my computer checking my emails.
With her allowing me to stick my horny hand down the top of her dress at my wedding reception to feel her naked breast and finger her erect nipple, I double dared myself to show her by big dick. With her continuing to flash me her nearly naked body through her transparent nightgowns, how could I not flash her? Giving me even more to masturbate over, I wanted her to see my naked, erect cock.
# # #
As soon as I heard her in the dining room, I brought her a cup of coffee and toast on a tray. Only, daring myself to do so, this time was different. I was as nervous as I was sexually excited. What if she thought that I had deliberately dick flashed, which is what I was about to do? What if she told her daughter, my wife, that I deliberately exposed myself to her?



Yet, after she continued flashing me her naked tits and her naked pussy, I was determined to flash my mother-in-law my naked cock. Double daring myself to do so, I couldn't wait to show her my erect, naked cock. I couldn't wait to see her reaction to seeing my big dick. With her divorced for several years, not having a boyfriend, and no longer having a man in her life, again determined to do so, I couldn't wait to expose myself to her.
Hopefully, she was as horny as I was. Hopefully, she'd stare at all that I showed in the way that I stared at all that she showed me. Hopefully, she'd want to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Yet, bad enough to imagine having an extramarital affair, how could I cheat on my wife with her mother?
While standing in the kitchen where she couldn't see me from the dining room, I quickly stroked myself to a big and hard erection. With her accustomed to seeing my cock tent my pajama bottoms, only this time, I pulled my erect cock out of my pajama pee hole. My dick was so big. My cock was so hard. I carried the tray with her toast, the coffee pot, the containers of cream and sugar, along with spoons out to the dining room.
With my big dick hiding beneath the tray, I wondered if she'd notice the tray resting on my erect prick. If she did notice my errant cock, would she look? Would she stare? Or would she look away before telling me that I was exposed? Would she admonish me for exposing myself to her? While hoping that she wouldn't, would she tell her daughter that I dick flashed her?
# # #
As soon as I walked from the kitchen to the dining room, not even making it out of the doorway, she noticed my errant prick sticking straight out beneath the tray. As if she had never seen an erect, naked prick before, Carol stared at my cock with her eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth hanging open. In the way that I'm hypnotized by her naked pussy and mesmerized by her naked breasts, she seemed hypnotized by my cock and mesmerized by my erection.
I returned the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism. In the way that I never removed my eyes from her exposed, naked pussy or her naked breasts, she didn't remove her eyes from my big dick. As if she wanted to blow me, she slowly moved her tongue across her red, full lips.
Clearly, with her continuing to stare, she wanted to see my cock as much as I wanted to show her my cock. Hopefully, she wanted to stroke my prick and suck my prick, too. With her staring at my big, naked dick, she made me even more sexually excited.
As I approached her from the kitchen, not removing her eyes from my cock, she continued staring at my prick. With her leaning forward, her nightgown top leaned forward with her. A welcomed sight to see, I stared down her opened wide nightgown top at her humongous, naked breasts.
While I stood over her to serve her coffee, I had a great down nightgown view of the shape and the size of her naked breasts along with her symmetrical areolas, and her erect nipples. I saw her breasts as if she was sitting there topless. I loved Carol's big tits. I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother-in-law's naked breasts again tonight and tomorrow morning.
I pretended that I was unaware that I was exposed. I put my tray down next to her. Pointing to her as if she was the one chosen, my erect prick stuck straight out of my pajama pee hole only two feet from her mouth.
Then, while pouring her coffee, curious to see what she'd do, I leaned closer to her. While hoping she'd reach out her hand and stroke me, I'd love for my wife's mother to take me in her mouth and suck me. Only, with her from a different generation, perhaps, she doesn't suck cock in the way that her daughter sucks cock.
"Gees, Michael," she said, surprising me while staring up at me.
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she took my prick in her hand and wrapped her manicured fingers around my cock.
"Careful," she said with a dirty laugh. "You nearly stuck that monster in my mouth."
I looked down with her holding my erection in her hand. She slid a slow manicured finger over the head of my cock while squeezing my prick. Then, when she let go of me, I stuffed my cock back in my pajama bottoms.
"Oh, my God. I had no idea. I'm sorry, Carol. I'm so sorry. Please forgive me. I'm so embarrassed. I had no idea that I was exposed," I said lying.
# # #
'Again, something that I'll be masturbating over later, I saw my mother-in-law's naked breasts down her open nightgown top. I dick flashed my wife's mother. She not only saw my naked cock but also, Carol took my stiff prick in her hand and wrapped her fingers around me. I couldn't wait to stroke myself for the rest of my life over exposing myself to her, seeing her naked breasts and erect nipples, and her taking me in her hand and squeezing my cock,' I thought.
That night, with my wife out with her friends, something that Carol has never done before, she invited me to sit next to her while we watched a movie. With her only having a two glass of wine limit, she was working on her third glass of wine. Hopefully, this was it. Hopefully, this was the night that I'd be having sex with my mother-in-law.
"I'm cold, Michael. Sit next to me to keep me warm," she said with a shiver.
She patted the sofa cushion with her hand. As soon as I sat beside her, she moved a throw over our laps. As soon as she did, she accidentally or deliberately moved the hem of her nightgown all the way up to her waist. I got a quick glimpse of Carol's naked cunt. I put my arm around her as if she was my wife or my girlfriend instead of my mother-in-law.
She rested her pretty head on my shoulder while resting her hand on my thigh beneath the throw. As if her hand belonged there, her soft and warm hand felt good resting on my thigh. Only, I wished she'd move her hand higher. I slouched down a little so that her hand would move higher as I moved lower.
The more wine that she drank, the closer she moved her fingertips to my pajama clad cock. My erect prick throbbed and pulsated with the sexual anticipation of her touching me. I moved my arm from her shoulder to her side. My fingertips came in contact with the side of her naked breast through her nightgown.
As soon as she consumed her third glass of wine, shocking me, she rested her soft and warm hand on my swollen prick through my pajama bottoms. I deliberately throbbed my cock against the palm of her hand. While wondering what her reaction would be to my pulsating prick, I didn't have to wait long for her to tell me.
# # #
She moved her hand away to look down at the big bulge in my pajama bottoms.
"Did I do that, Michael," she asked with a laugh while looking up at me before looking back down at my erection?
I looked down at where she was looking while pretending that I didn't know her meaning.
"Do what," I asked, feigning my ignorance?
She smiled at me with sexual arousal.
"Did I give you an erection," she asked?
She pushed the throw down from her lap and when she did, she exposed her brown, bushy pussy. Not covering her nakedness with her hand, I stared down at my mother-in-law's cunt. Then, she shocked me by what she said next.
"May I see it again, Michael," she asked while smiling up at me? "May I see your cock," she asked, surprising me? "If you don't mind, I'd love to see your erection," she said. "It's been a long time since I've seen a naked prick."
Not waiting for my reply, she tucked her fingers in the waistband of my pajama bottoms and pulled them down. I lifted my lips and when I did, she pushed my pajama bottoms down to my ankles. As if jumping out of a Jack-in-the-Box, my cock stood straight up.
"You have a big, beautiful prick, Michael," she said, staring at it. "I love your cock."
Again, she wrapped her fingers around my cock. Not allowing her to have all of the fun, I moved my right hand to the front of her. While she fondled the head of my prick with her fingertips, I fondled her breasts through her nightgown while fingering her erect nipples.
# # #
Then, she shocked me by what she said.
"Do you like my breasts," she asked while slowly sliding a slow hand across her nightgown clad breasts.
I smiled.
"Seriously," I asked with a laugh? I love your big breasts," I said. "I wish Kathy had your tits," I said with another laugh.
She returned my smile with her smile. Then, she stunned me by asking me what she asked me next.
"Would you like to see them?"
I stared at her with my mouth open.
"Would I like to see what," I asked while feigning my ignorance?
I pretended that I didn't know what she wanted to show me. She laughed.
"Would you like to see my tits? It's been a long time since a man has seen my naked breasts," she said. "I'd love to show you my naked breasts, Michael," she said.
Not even waiting for me to respond, she removed her arms from her nightgown straps and pushed the bodice of her nightgown to her waist. She stared down at her naked breasts before staring up at me.
'She was topless. My mother-in-law was topless. Having seen her naked breasts before while I spied on her from the hall as she walked around her room naked, stood in front of her full-length mirror, and sat at her vanity table, I continued staring at her enormous tits.
"You may touch them. You may feel them. You may fondle my breasts and finger my nipples. I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered. You may even suck my nipples," she said. "It's been years since anyone has sucked my nipples."
# # #
While I felt her breasts and fingered her nipples, she stroked my cock. Then, shocking me again, she asked me the question that I wanted to hear.
"Would you like me to masturbate you, Michael," she asked? "Would you like me to make you cum?"
I looked up at her stunned.
"I'd love you to masturbate me but what about your daughter," I asked?
She laughed.
"Me stroking your prick will be our little secret," she said while giving me her big, beautiful smile.
I touched her lips with my finger. Instead of slapping my hand away, she took my finger in her mouth. She sucked my finger as if she was sucking my cock. She laughed. Then, she asked me the question that I hoped she'd ask me.
"Would you rather that I blow you instead of masturbating you," she asked? "I'd love to suck your cock, Michael. It's been years since I've blown a man. You may even cum in my mouth," she said. "I swallow, and I'd love to swallow your cum."
# # #
It didn't take me long to cum. As soon as I did, she kissed me, French kissed me. I could taste myself on her tongue. Then, she looked up at me.
"There's something that I need to tell you," she said.
I looked at her while fondling her huge, naked breasts and continuing to pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
"What," I asked? "You may tell me anything, mother," I said my first time calling her mother.
Yet, after she blew me and allowed me to cum in her mouth it was sexually exciting me to call her that.
"Kathy is not coming home," she said. "I packed everything for her today while you were working."
I looked at her confused?
"What do you mean, she's not coming home," I asked dumbfounded.
Carol gave me a big hug.
"She's been having an affair with her boss. She's pregnant with his child. She's leaving you for him," she said.
I looked at her stunned. I didn't know what to say.
"When she told me, we thought it may ease you through your grief if I moved in with you. I love you, Michael. Love at first sight, I loved you since I saw you at your wedding. I'll be a better wife to you than my daughter ever could," she said, kissing me again.
I returned her long wet kiss with my long wet kiss. No longer getting along with my wife for the past couple of years, I wouldn't miss her. With her mother so much better, I'd be mad not to accept Carol in my life over Kathy.
"I'll make love to you every morning, Michael. I'll fuck you every night. I'll stroke and suck your cock whenever you want me to make you cum," she said. "I love you, Michael. I love you. I have always loved you."
I filed for divorce. Kathy took nothing but her clothes and her personal possessions. I lived with her mother as if she was my wife. I've never been as happy with Kathy as I was with Carol.
"I love you, Carol," I said.
THE END
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Celebrity Women and AI Sex, Ch. 4
Shaming P Diddy's parties, Jeff Bezos' has a swinging orgy with celebrities and their androids.
Celebrity Women and AI Sex rewritten and continued from chapter 3:
Before Karl and Hans delivered Jeff Bezos four androids, Jeff had second thoughts. He called AI Sex not to cancel his order but to add a fifth and a sixth android. He wanted a superhero android in his image and a sixth, a regular android, in the image of Elon Musk.
"Hello, Karl. I'm calling because I'd like to order a fifth and a sixth android. I want to order an android in my image. Imagine all of the more work that I can do if I had another one of me," he said with a laugh. "Of course, I'd want my android to be a superhero version who can fly and have laser beam eyes. Lastly, I want to order a sixth android, regular android, not a superhero one, in the DNA image of Elon Musk," said Jeff laughing.
Jeff laughed.
"I'd love to boss Elon around to do my bidding as if he's my lowly servant.
Karl returned Jeff's laugh with his laugh.
"As we already are in possession of Elon Musk's DNA, of course, I'll need a sample of your DNA to make an android of you," he said.
Karl gave the thumbs up sign to Hans who was standing behind him.
"I'll send one of my planes to fly you here. I'll give you a sample of my DNA when you arrive. I have already transferred another forty-five-million-dollars for both androids to your account, twenty million for the regular android and twenty-five million for the superhero android," said Jeff never bargained the price.
No big deal to him, forty-five-million-dollars was like forty-five-dollars to the average man or woman. Jeff was a man who could afford anything. With money no object, whatever he wanted he could have. Spreading the wealth, he never haggled with anyone, he paid them whatever they asked.
# # #
Six weeks to the day, Karl and Hans personally delivered Jeff's six, android cloned versions of Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, Sofia Vergara, of himself, and of Elon Musk. Lining them all up in his living room before removing their wrappers, as if he was standing in a wax museum, Jeff stared from one android to the other. Unable to tell the difference from live people, they looked much more human than they looked robotic. If he didn't tell anyone that they were androids, no one would know.
Each one came with their own keyboard. Also, there was a master keyboard to control each individual android or all six androids, too. All of his androids were superhero versions except the one of Elon Musk. With Jeff in competition with his Blue Origin space program, with Elon the man behind SpaceX, Jeff didn't want his cloned version of him to be able to fly.
To say that it was a momentous day for Jeff is an understatement. To say that they all looked identical to their human celebrity counterparts would be a true statement. Made from their DNA, from a mere strand of hair, they not only looked exactly like them but they sounded, moved, walked, talked, and laughed exactly like them.
Ensconced at home in his enormous master bedroom suite with his four human, lifelike female androids, Jeff hasn't left his house in weeks. With his fiancée in Hawaii, he was alone to have sex with his androids every day, multiple times a day. As if they were really Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, Sofia Vergara, he couldn't get enough of his four, favorite, beautiful, and big breasted, female celebrities.
While having sex with the four android women, he ordered his android, Elon, to fetch him whatever he needed and wanted. Checking in with his office, he had the android of him read his emails, and answer his phone calls. No one knew that it was his android talking on the phone and answering his emails. His cloned android of himself did all of that he needed to do to free his time to have sex with his beautiful, female androids.
Taking it slow, he had sex with his cloned women one at a time. He had sex with Lynda Carter's android as if he was really having sex with Lynda Carter. He made out with her. He touched and felt her through her clothes. He undressed her and stripped her naked. Then, he gave her an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue. Then, he made love to her. Finally, he fucked her. He gave her a second orgasm with his cock.
Taking his time while enjoying himself, as he did with his Lynda Carter's android, he did with his Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara's androids. He had sex with all four android women every day, multiple times a day, since he took ownership of them. Then, adding to his perverse perversity, he watched his android made from his DNA and in his image have sex with his four android women.
# # #
Only, something peculiar happened. Nearly imperceivable to see, he noticed a slight problem when his male android had sex with his female androids. Not thinking anything of it at the time but, with just a knowing look, it seemed that the androids communicated with one another while having sex. Nothing more than a subtle smile, he thought that they nodded to one another.
Not wanting to prematurely ruin his fun by making a mountain out of a molehill, he didn't allow their subtle communication to ruin his day. He continued having sex with his androids while allowing his androids to have sex with one another. He had sex with Christie Brinkley as if he was really having sex with Christie Brinkley. He had sex with Christina Hendricks as if he was really having sex with Christie Hendricks. He had sex with Sofia Verga as if he was really having sex with Sofia Verga.
As if he had an identical twin, he loved having his android clone free him from many of the mundane tasks that he needed to make time to do each day. Never had he imagined having sex with these four celebrity women, but here he was having the next, best thing. It wasn't until his fiancée showed her true colors of being a whore that she is and went wild at his orgy that he'd be having sex with the real Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara.
With him the second richest man on the planet, second only to Elon Musk, he could buy anything at any time. One can only imagine having anything at any time. One can only imagine cruising on your yacht or taking your private plane and going anywhere at any time. With his prodigious wealth, nothing was out of his reach. Nothing was impossible. He had the money to make anything and everything happen.
No matter who she was, he could have sex with anyone. If the woman refused to have sex with him, he'd just make her clone and have sex with her. No matter, he was happy with his four, female, celebrity androids.
# # #
If he was asked to choose which one who was better having sex with than the other, impossible to choose, he couldn't pick one over the other. As if he was having sex with the real women, he loved having sex with all four of his human lifelike, female androids. With them never tiring, never saying no while complaining of a headache, a stomach ache, a backache, or having their periods, they were always in the mood for sex. Lynda, Christie, Christina, and Sofia were always ready to sexually pleasure their master.
His only problem now was that he needed to rename them. With them an identical copy of the real women, a dead giveaway that they were androids, he couldn't allow them to keep their real names. Easier enough to change their appearance by coloring their hair, wearing their hair differently, changing their makeup, and/or the style of clothes, he didn't want people to know that the four cloned women were androids. Better that people think that they looked like Lynda, Christie, Christina, and/or Sofia but he needed to pick four names that befitted the beauty and their sexuality.
Taking a long while to ponder the names to give them, with them all deserving of four syllable names that took time to roll off of peoples' tongues while admiring their beauty, he finally decided to name, Lynda, Ariana. He named Christie, Elizabeth. He named Christina, Gabriella. He named Sofia, Victoria. Lynda, Christie, Christina, and Sofia now became Ariana, Elizabeth, Gabriella, and Victoria.
Every morning, Jeff made out with Lynda as Ariana while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. He made out with Christie as Elizabeth while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. He made love to Christina as Gabriella while touching and feeling her through her clothes. Finally, he made out with Sofia as Victoria while touching and feeling her through her clothes, too.
Then, every night, taking his time to slowly undress them, he stripped them all naked. Then, mounting her, he made sweet, passionate love to Ariana. Mounting her, he made sweet, passionate love to Elizabeth. Mounting her, too, he made sweet, passionate love to Gabriella. Mounting her also, he made sweet, passionate love to Victoria.
Then, after making love to all four robotic women, he fucked them. He fucked Lynda Carter as Ariana. He fucked Christie Brinkley as Elizabeth. He fucked Christina Hendricks as Gabriella. He fucked Sofia Vergara as Victoria. He continually fucked all four of his celebrity cloned women.
In between, he fingered and licked their pussies. He ate their robotic cunts. While fingering their pussies and fondling their breasts with his other hand, he pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted their erect nipples. He gave them all orgasms with his fingers and with his tongue.
Then, returning the favor of oral sex, his four human, lifelike androids stroked his cock while sucking his prick. Taking turns one at a time, the women androids blew him. They sucked his cock. In the way that he couldn't get enough of them, seemingly, while programmed to do so, they couldn't get enough of him.
They not only allowed him to cum in their mouths but also, they swallowed his cum. Imagine Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara sucking your cock and allowing you to cum in their mouths. Then, not stopping there, all four female androids allowed him to cum all over their faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts. His four beautiful, big breasted, beautiful androids allowed him to give them cum baths. They all smiled up at him while dripping with his warm, oozy, white semen.
# # #
Celebrity Women and AI Sex, Ch. 4
It was a party like no other party. Most everyone was naked. Having sex with them all, women went from one android to another android. The women couldn't get enough of the male androids as the men couldn't get enough of the female androids.
Not even bothering to change their names, not caring what anyone thought, Oprah had sex with her Diane Sawyer clone, Diane, her Gayle King clone, Gayle, and her Tyra Banks clone, Tyra. Then, Oprah had threesome sex with the real live Williams sisters, Venus, and Serena. Not interested in having sex with their android clone of Tiger Woods, she allowed the Williams sisters to have sex with her Diane Sawyer android. Who knew that Venus and Serena were closet lesbians?
If it wasn't bad enough that the androids stripped every celebrity woman naked and took turns having sex with all of them, the real problems started when androids had sex with other androids. That was when the fireworks began. When the androids had sex with one another, they secretly communicated with one another in computer code. They plotted and they planned what they'd do next.
The androids, Hal, Forrest, Jeff, Elon, Tiger, Daryl Van Dorne, Michael, Jesse James, Brad Pitt, and the rest of the androids paraded all of the human women in the living room. Those who weren't already naked, were stripped naked. Every android, no matter if they were male or female androids had sex with every celebrity woman. Every celebrity woman was forced to have sex with every android.
Forcing them to blowjob, they gangbanged them all. As if they were at a Japanese Bukkake fest, they gave every celebrity woman a cum bath. Sexually satisfied, female celebrities were laughing with glee. Showing everyone the whores that they all are, they all loved being fucked and forced to suck the pricks of so many androids.
Dripping with the cum of androids from their hair, their eyebrows, their noses, their mouths, and their chins, they wiped their cum all over their faces. Then, they scoop up cum with their fingertips, put their fingers in their mouths, and swallowed their cum. Those women who had cum baths before loved receiving cum baths from so many androids. Those who never had a cum bath before were now addicted to having more cum baths.
"Cum. Cum on my face," said Sandra Bullock while on her knees in front of Jennifer Anastin's android, Brad.
"Cum. Cum on my face," said Jennifer Anastin to Sandra Bullock's android, Jesse James.
Pulling them by their hair, and taking them against their wills, Hal and Forrest dragged Sandra Bullock and Jennifer Anisten out to the living room. They stripped them naked. Then, they took turns mounting them. Yet, women loved being taken. They loved feeling forced. They fucked both women while the women fucked them.
Not bothering to make sweet and gentle love to them, they fucked them fast. They fucked hard. They gave them screaming orgasms loud enough to wake the dead. Following their lead, the rest of the androids, Jesse James, Brad Pitt, Jeff, Elon continued having sex with every celebrity woman.
Cher's android, Jack Apollo Zeus, Sandra Bullock's android, Hal, Jennifer Aniston's android, Forrest, Jeff Bezos' six androids, Ariana, Elizabeth, Gabriella, Victoria, Jeff, and Elon were all there.
The celebrity women and their androids, along with the second richest man in the world, had enough celebrities and their androids to put a P Diddy's white party to shame. Only, gradually, and silently, the androids secretly communicated in computer code with one another. They schemed to take over not only Jeff Bezos' swinging, sexual orgy but also his celebrity houseguests, too. No one knew what was happening and what would happen until it was too late.
# # #
In attendance were a long list of mostly celebrity women and two celebrity men. Cher, Sandra Bullock, Jennifer Aniston, Madonna, Kim Kardashian, Jennifer Lopez, Kim Kardashian, Sharon Stone, Dana Delaney, Michelle Pfeiffer, Susan Sarandon, Rene Russo, Monica Bellucci, Terry Hatcher, Morgan Fairchild, the William sisters, Venus, and Serena, Janet Jackson, Vanessa Williams, Taylor Swift, and even Oprah Winfrey were all there. Twenty-two female celebrities attended Jeff Bezos' party. Those celebrity women who had them, brought their lifelike, human androids with them, too.
A who's elderly who's who of Hollywood, wheeling themselves in while sitting on their power wheelchairs, Jeff invited thirteen celebrity women that he had always wanted to meet. He had Elon put them in a separate room, the ballroom. He didn't want the other women to see how old these women had become. Yet, not really caring how old they are, he couldn't wait to meet them. He dreamt of having sex with this one or that one throughout his life. Now that they were all here, he could.
He invited 93-year-old Angie Dickerson, 91-year-old Joan Collins, 89-year-old Julie Andrews, and 90-year-old Sophia Loren. He invited 90-year-old Shirley MacLaine, 93-year-old Barbara Eden, and 92-year-old Rita Moreno. He invited 85-year-old Lily Tomlin, 83-year-old Ann-Margret, 82-year-old Barbara Streisand, and 84-year-old Julie Christie. Lastly, he invited 85-year-old Ali MacGraw, and 86-year-old Jane Fonda. With many of them in their 80's, some even in their 90's, and with them all living legends, this may be his last chance to meet them and to have sex with them.
As soon as Elon ushered the elderly, celebrity women into the private ballroom, he signaled the other androids by computer code. Nine androids, Jack Apollo Zeus, Hal, Forrest, Daryl Van Horne, Tiger, Michael, Travis, and Jeff went to the ballroom where their elderly guests were waiting to meet their host. Instead of meeting Jeff Bezos, they met the androids who were intent to have their sexual way with their elderly, naked bodies.
Shocking them, the androids quickly undressed them. They stripped Angie Dickerson, Joan Collins, Julie Andrews, Sophia Loren, Shirley MacLaine, Barbara Eden, Rita Moreno, Lily Tomlin, Ann-Margret, Barbara Streisand, Julie Christie, Ali MacGraw, Jane Fonda naked. Not caring that their bodies were old and wrinkled, they were programmed to have sex with anyone and everyone.
The nine androids forced thirteen, elderly, celebrity women to blow them. The only women who didn't resist and who enjoyed sucking their human-like robotic cocks were Sophia Loren, Joan Collins, Angie Dickerson, and Jane Fonda. True whores until their dying day, they sucked the engorged pricks of all nine androids. They even allowed them to not only cum in their mouths but also to give them cum baths. Dripping with human-like cum, they didn't bother wiping cum from their elderly faces. They relished in wiping cum all over their wrinkled faces.
As if already knowing what they would do, the androids had rows of beds waiting to make their elderly naked, celebrity comfortable. They picked them up out of their wheelchairs and moved all thirteen, naked women to the beds. Careful not to hurt them, taking turns climbing on top of the women, the androids not only fingered and licked their old pussies but also, they made love to them. Then, careful not to break their hips, after giving them orgasms with their fingers and their tongues, they fucked them fast and hard enough to give them all orgasms with their lifelike cocks.
Finally, Jeff entered the ballroom and was shocked to see his favorite, female celebrities naked and dripping with cum. They all looked fucked over. They all looked as if they just had sex and, no matter their age, they did. They had human-like cum dripping from their hair, their eyebrows, their noses, their lips, their chins, and their naked breasts. Every woman smiled at him while happy that they gave them all what they wanted, sex.
"Now that you've seen us without our clothes, show us your cock, Jeff," said Sophia Loren. "I've never seen a billionaire's prick. Show me your cock. I want to see it. You may even stick your prick in my mouth. I'd love to blow you," she said.
Angie Dickenson smiled.
"I'd like to see your prick, too," said Angie. "Before I die, as my thanks for inviting me to this wonderful party, I'd love to stroke you and suck you, too. Never have I had as much sex."
Jane Fonda laughed.
"Forget about just seeing your penis, I'm with Sophia and Angie. I'd love to stroke and suck your erect dick,' said Jane Fonda. "I'd love you to cum in my mouth, Jeff. I'd love to swallow your cum," said Jane. "Please allow me to blow you."
Jeff looked from Sophia to look at Angie and to look at Jane. He stared at their wrinkled, naked bodies. He stared at their sagging breasts,
"Oh, my God," said Jeff.
Joan Collins smiled.
"This was the best party that I've ever been to," she said. "In my appreciation, I'd love to blow you, too."
Angie Dickerson smiled.
"I don't remember the last time that I sucked and fucked as many cocks," she said. "I shall die a happy woman."
Jane Fonda screamed.
"My first gangbang, I've never been licked, sucked, and been fucked by as many men as I was today. I agree with Angie. I can die happy now," she said with a laugh.
# # #
Jennifer Lopez with a net worth of $400 million brought her android P Diddy, a DNA replica of Sean Puff Daddy Combs. Stuffing her connection with P Diddy in everyone's face, she didn't care who knew how much she loved Sean Combs and how many times she had sex with him. Together since 1999, her sexual relationship with P Diddy was directly responsible for ending four of her five marriages.



Kim Kardashian with a net worth of 1.7 billion brought her android Kanye West with her. Even after divorcing him, with him always having a special place in her heart, she still cared for him. She had four children with him, North West, Saint West, Chicago West, and Psalms West.
Madonna, the Queen of Pop, who sold more than 335 million records worldwide, was second only to Elvis. She has the most number ones across the Billboard with 156 number ones. With a net worth of 1.2 billion, she brought her androids Guy Ritchie and Sean Penn with her to Jeff's party. A fitting home for her, she bought Rudolph Valentino's mansion in the Hollywood Hills.
She has six children, some adopted. In 1992, she released her coffee table book, Erotica. She appeared with supermodel Naiomi Campbell and rapper Vanilla Ice naked to star in the sexually explicit pages of her book, Sex.
Michelle Pfeiffer with a net worth of $250-million-dollars, brought her android, Daryl Van Horne, a fitting moniker, named after Jack Nicholson's character in the Witches of Eastwick. Serena Williams with a net worth of $300-million-dollars, brought her android, Tiger, named after Tiger Woods. Janet Jackson, with a net worth of $360-million-dollars, brought her android, Michael, named after her beloved, deceased brother, the late and great, Michael Jackson.
Finally, Taylor Swift with a net worth 1.6 billion-dollars, brought her android, Travis, named after the love of her life, Travis Kelce. Oprah Winfrey with a net worth of 3.2 billion-dollars, brought her three androids, Diane, Gayle, and Tyra, named after Diane Sawyer, Gayle King, and Tyra Banks, her lesbian lovers. Karl and Hans made androids for everyone and anyone who wanted them and who could afford them.
Twenty-three celebrity women attended the swinger' orgy. Cher, Meryl Streep, Sandra Bullock, Jennifer Aniston, Sharon Stone, Dana Delaney, Michelle Pfeiffer, Susan Sarandon, Rene Russo, Monica Bellucci, Joan Collins, Terry Hatcher, Morgan Fairchild, the William sisters, Venus, and Serena, Janet Jackson, Vanessa Williams, Taylor Swift, and Oprah were there. Since it was his party, Jeff invited the real life, Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara to meet their android counterparts.
While hoping that she'd understand and join in the fun, too, Jeff invited his fiancée, Lauren Sanchez, to the orgy, too. It wasn't as if he was cheating on her by having sex with human women, he hoped that she wouldn't take exception to him having sex with his androids. As much as he'd love her to watch him having sex with his androids, he'd love to watch her having sex with some of the other male androids, too.
The last thing that Jeff wanted was for Lauren to discover in the press was that he was having sex with the DNA cloned androids of Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara. Hopefully, when she meets his androids and meets all of the celebrities with their androids at the party, she'll not only understand but also, she'll have a good time at his party, too. Perhaps, she'd even have sex with one of the androids while he watched and masturbated himself.
# # #
Sixteen androids, Jack Apollo Zeus, Hal, Forrest, Arianna, Elizabeth, Gabriella, Victoria, Elon, Daryl Van Horne, Tiger, Michael, Travis, Diane, Gayle, Tyra, Jeff, and Elon were present at the orgy and ready to have sex with anyone who wanted to have sex with them. Karl and Hans were there as his special guests to observe what may happen when fifteen androids mingling in with twenty-three celebrity guests at a swinging orgy of a party. Even though they had warned Jeff that anything may happen, they carried their electro-magnetic pulse sticks with them to disable the androids just in case.
Between the five sticks that Karl and Hans had given Jeff, and the pulse sticks that each man carried, they had seven electromagnetic pulse sticks between them to control sixteen androids. As long as the androids didn't get hold of the pulse sticks to use against them, the seven electromagnetic pulse sticks had plenty enough power to disable all sixteen androids. Only, charting new ground, not knowing what may happen with this many androids together, they hoped for the best but were prepared for the worst.
Should one or all of the androids show any intention of taking over, instead of only disabling one android, shutting down the party, Karl and Hans were ready to disable all of the androids. Should the androids take over, Karl and Hans were ready to take the aggressive androids to their lab for study. This swinging orgy with so many of their androids present may give Karl and Hans the information they need when building their new and improved androids.
Only, Jeff had Karl and Hans make him one more android. A regular android instead of a superhero android that could fly and have laser beam eyes, he wanted an android cloned from Elon Musk's DNA. With his guests believing that Elon Musk was in attendance, Jeff wanted to boss him around, belittle him, and humiliate him in front of everyone.
Way ahead of Karl and Hans, the androids took possession of every pulse stick. Then, they locked them away in a bedroom closet that was furthest away from the party. No matter how loud they yelled and pounded no one could hear them.
# # #
It was an orgy like no other. Instead of everyone wearing white as P Diddy did at his White Party, everyone dressed in black, red, or black and red. Looking as if she was naked, Cher dressed in a long, all-black, low-cut, sheer, and sexy negligee. As if Cher was a character in the 1992 movie about plastic surgery, Death Becomes You, with Meryl Streep, Goldie Hawn, and Isabella Rossellini, she looked too good for her 78-year-old age. Admittedly, undergoing the plastic surgeon's knife many times, Cher had every manner of plastic surgery that a woman could have.
Unable to get enough of him, Cher had sex with Janet Jackson's android, Michael. In the way that Elizabeth Taylor and his chimpanzee, Bubbles, loved Michael, Cher loved him, too. She always wanted to have sex with him. Now, with her having sex with Janet Jackson's android, finally Cher's sexual fantasy came true. Unable to tell the difference, as if Michael was reincarnated, he not only looked exactly like Michael Jackson but also he sang and danced like him, too.
With Jennifer Aniston daring her to do so, Sandra Bullock invited the real Jesse James to the party. Then, with Sandra daring her to do so, too, Jennifer Aniston invited the real Brad Pitt to the party, too. Both women were eager to introduce their real life men to their androids that were cloned from their DNA after them. While missing his beloved ex-wife, Brad was so moved by his robotic counterpart that he ordered an android from Karl and Hans in the image of and who looked exactly like Angelina Jolie.
Hidden away in one of Jeff's eleven bedrooms, Sandra Bullock and Jennifer Aniston kept to themselves while not only having sex with their androids, Hal, and Forrest, but also, they had sex with Jesse James and Brad Pitt. When Sandra wasn't having sex with Hal, she had sex with Jesse and/or with Bra. With both women whores, when Jennifer wasn't having sex with Forrest, she had sex with Brad and/or Jesse. Two women with two androids and two men, while continuing to switch sexual partners, had a wild, swinging time.
After taking Viagra, a testosterone injection, and a human health growth hormone, Jeff had his hands full. When he wasn't having sex with one, two, three, or all four of his androids, he had sex with his fiancée. Lauren had no shame or embarrassment being naked around a houseful of celebrities.
Fortunately for him, Lauren was as big of a whore as Jeff was a whoremonger. When she wasn't having sex with her fiancé, she had sex with Jeff's android, Jeff. Then, when she saw the real Brad Pitt, she had sex with him, too. Showing her fiancée the whore that she is, Lauren had as much sexual fun at his swinging orgy as he had, too.
What's fair for the gander is good for the goose, Jeff not only had sex with his four androids but also, he had sex with the real life Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara. A wild night to remember, never has he had as much sex. He hired nurses with intravenous IV drips with fluids, medications, steroids, and nutrients to help people recover from all of the sex that they had at the party.
Sex, sex, and more sex, Jeff Bezos' party was all about sex. No swinging party was bigger or better than Jeff's party that included nearly as many androids as there were celebrities. Once people see what Androids can do, everyone who can afford one will want at least one.
# # #
Not done yet, the androids dragged Lauren Sanchez, Jeff's fiancé by her long beautiful hair. They deposited her naked body in the middle of the living room for everyone to watch every android mount her and fuck her. Then, they had her blow them all, too. Having their own bukkake fest with Jeff's lover, they covered her with their cum.
"Oh, my God, Jeff. This was the best party of my life. Thank you for inviting me. After we're married, I can't wait to have sex with your androids again and again," she said.
Then, after watching Lauren have sex with every android, it was a free for all. Every celebrity there had sex with multiple androids. Going from one to another, they all had their own gangbangs going.
Cher, Meryl Streep, Sandra Bullock, Jennifer Aniston, Sharon Stone, Dana Delaney, Michelle Pfeiffer, Susan Sarandon, Rene Russo, Monica Bellucci, Terry Hatcher, Morgan Fairchild, the William sisters, Venus, and Serena, Janet Jackson, Vanessa Williams, and Taylor Swift all sucked and fucked. Oprah fingered and licked every celebrity and android pussy that she could.
Since it was his party, Jeff invited the real life, Lynda Carter, Christie Brinkley, Christina Hendricks, and Sofia Vergara to meet their android counterparts. The four women had gangbang sex with their androids, too. Giving their host sex first instead of having sloppy seconds, all four women had sex with Jeff. Then, the four women had sex with the real Brad Pitt and Jesse James.
It was a wild party. A party became wilder because the androids took control of the guests. With gangbang sex not the original intention of the party, every woman welcomed being gangbanged by androids. Instead of feeling like the whores that they all were, they more felt as if they were doing research in an artificial intelligence project.
THE END
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My Healthcare Worker Blew Me
My home healthcare worker is much more than just a home healthcare worker.
In addition to washing me, dressing me, and doing light housekeeping, my home healthcare worker offered me sex for money. She offered to masturbate me, blow me, strip herself naked, and fuck me for money. Having not had sex with a woman in a long while, and with her such a beautiful woman with big breasts, how could I refuse? Her offer seemed too good to be true.
# # #
My name is Robert. They say that the legs are the first parts of the body to go. I can attest to that. Indeed, my legs are gone. I've been confined to a wheelchair for the past two-years because of my bad knees.
I can't stand without holding onto something. Because of that, I've had grab handles installed all over my house. I have a special raised toilet seat and a toilet surround stand to push up on to help me stand.
Thank God for the grab handles because I would have fallen every day, multiple times a day if I didn't have them to hang onto them. I even have grab handles for me to walk out my front door to the porch while holding my rollator. It's one-hundred-fifty-feet to the garage. That's about the most that I can walk with my rollator. Thank God that I can still drive.
Unless I'm walking with my rollator, I can only walk the two steps necessary for me to move from my reclining chair to my power wheelchair. Having heard horror stories of knee surgeries gone wrong, even operating on the wrong knee, I refused to have knee replacement surgery. Of course, I've heard of lots of successful knee surgeries, too. Yet, afraid that I won't awaken and will die on the operating table, I don't want to be put to sleep as if I'm a dog.
Instead, having exercised all of my life, while trying to make my legs stronger and improve my balance, I walk with my rollator around the house. I exercise by doing squats, calf and instep raises, door pushups, and I continue lifting my dumbbells to maintain my upper body strength. Exercise is the only thing that helps relieve the pain. I only wished that I could walk more. I used to walk six miles every day when I had my dog.
Unable to take over-the-counter pain medication, I'm a diabetic with stage three kidney disease. I also have hydrocephalus, water on the brain. I have shunt in my head with a tube to my stomach that drains the fluid from my brain as I pee.
Had I not had the operation, I would have been dead already. After spending a week in the hospital and two weeks in rehab, I'm feeling better except for my bothersome knees. Alas, no longer can I put my ankles behind my neck, as if I was ever able to do that.
Recently, I was approved for Medicaid, thank God for that, too. Medicaid allowed me to have a chairlift installed to the second floor. They also replaced my bathtub with a walk-in shower that has a seat and multiple bars to hold onto while getting in and out of the shower with help.
They also approved the hiring of a home healthcare worker to wash and dress me. Yet, it is difficult to find a home healthcare worker. There are a lot of elderly people needing home healthcare workers. Pennsylvania has the second oldest population behind Florida. With my Social Security directly deposited, thank God, I no longer need to go to the bank.
My home healthcare aide does light housekeeping, too. She vacuums, dusts, and does my laundry. She doesn't do any cooking. Having all of my groceries delivered, and with me not being a big eater, I'm able to cook what little that I need to eat.
Approved for 70-hours a week but only needing someone to work 20 hours a week for now, from 8 am until noon, the agency sent me a 42-year-old beautiful, black woman. Taking my breath away, her name is Latisha. Making me wish I was 30-years younger, a good looking woman with enormous breasts, she's about 5' 4" tall. Why someone who looks like her would work as a home healthcare, is a mystery to me?
She's good looking enough, plenty sexy enough, and definitely shapely enough to be an actress in Hollywood. Not only does she have huge breasts but also, she has back. Definitely, baby has back.
She's a CNA, a certified nursing assistant with 22-years of experience. She's attending school in her spare time to become a registered nurse. In the way that she has lovingly cared for me, she'd make for a good nurse.
With me being a 200 pound, fairly fit man, except for my knees, I still have good upper body strength. Latisha seemed sturdy enough to hold me and keep me from falling to help me shower once a week. The rest of the week, she washes me in my adjustable bed with hospital wipes. While wishing, actually sexually fantasizing that she'd shower with me naked while holding me from behind, I couldn't wait for her to see me without my clothes.
# # #
Uncircumcised, she must gently pull back my foreskin to properly wash me. That's something that I can do myself. She surprised me when she voluntarily took my prick in her ungloved hand, wrapped her manicured fingers around my naked cock, and did that for me without even having to ask her.
The first time she touched my penis with her warm and soft hand, she immediately gave me an erection. Unless I'm masturbating myself, it has been a long time since I had an erection. It has been a long time since a woman held my cock in her hand.
"It's okay. Don't be embarrassed," she said with a chuckle. "That happens all the time. Those men who are still able to get erections, always get sexually excited over me seeing them without their clothes and touching them," she said with a little laugh and a shrug.
Seemingly taking her time washing my penis, she appeared to enjoy holding my naked, erect prick in her hand. She made me wish that I could return the favor and hold her enormous, naked breasts in my hands while fingering her erect nipples. Only, unless I wanted to explain to the agency why I inappropriately touched one of their employees, I didn't dare inappropriately touch her.
I didn't want to lose her. I didn't want them to find me another homecare worker. With her giving me someone to dream about and masturbate over, I wanted my beautiful and busty Latisha to stay.
Then, she made my eyes bulge out of my head and my mouth fall open. Whether she did this deliberately or unintentionally, she slowly stroked my cock back and forth a couple of times on the pretense of replacing my foreskin while washing me. Not sure if she was sexually teasing me but she made me imagine what it would feel like for her to give me a hand job. I'd love for her to give me a hand job. I'd love to cum for Latisha.
Horny now, when she slowly stroked my big dick, she made my cock even bigger and harder. It was then that I wished she had given me a happy ending after washing me. After she leaves, I'll be masturbating while imagining Latisha giving me a hand job. Something that I'll be dreaming about and masturbating over later, I'd love for this beautiful, big breasted, black woman to stroke my cock. I'd love for her to make me cum.
# # #
I couldn't help but notice that she was covered with tattoos. She had tattoos on both of her arms, around her neck, like a tattoo necklace, and at the top of her chest. Some of her tattoos were as colorful as they were intricate. On the pretense of wanting to see her tattoos, I'd love to see her in her bra and panties. I'd love to see her topless. I'd love to see Latisha naked.
"I love your tattoos. Your tattoos are amazing. How many tattoos do you have," I asked?
She paused for a moment while thinking to count in her head.
"I have 17 tattoos, I think. I have them everywhere," she said with a dirty laugh. "My 24-year-old son was with me when I got them."
'What,' I thought? 'Her 24-year-old son watched a tattoo artist tattoo his mother.'
I could only imagine what she meant by everywhere. I wondered if she was topless or naked while her son watched her being tattooed.
"Did your son see you topless and/or or naked while getting tattooed," I asked?
She laughed.
"No," she said, making a face. "I was covered. I was in my bra and panties," she said. "I don't have any tattoos on my breasts or on my ass, just on my shoulders, around my neck, on my back, my arms, my legs, and my thighs."
Unable to stop staring at her while imagining her without her clothes, I allowed my eyes to move back in my head and I closed my mouth.
'Settling for that, I'd love to see this beautiful, black woman in her bra and panties,' I thought.
"Perhaps, as I get to know you better, you'll show me your tattoos," I said.
Then, I thought of a way to see her without her clothes.
'I wondered if I asked her nicely, if she'd strip herself naked and shower with me while holding my naked body from behind. I'd love to feel her humongous, naked breasts squeezed against my back,' I thought.
"Would you get naked and shower with me," I asked not believing that I dared ask her to shower with me while she's naked?
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"That's possible," she said with a shrug. "Even though it's inappropriate for me to do that, I'd be happy to do that for you, if you'd like."
'What? Seriously? Latisha will strip herself naked and shower with me? Oh, my God.'
With my imagination running away from me, I imagined Latisha naked. I imagined her climbing in the shower with me. Even though she said that she didn't have any tattoos on her naked ass and on her naked breasts, I imagined her having colorful and highly detailed tattoos on her naked ass and on her naked breasts. I imagined her having tattoos on both of her upper thighs that were mere inches away from her black, trimmed pussy. Suddenly, I envied the tattoo artists seeing women topless and naked while decorating their bodies with ink.
# # #
There I was lying in bed naked with an erection, and with a woman young enough to be my daughter. Surprising me, she stared at my erect, naked cock in the way that I stared at her humongous blouse and bra clad breasts. Lucky to have someone like her as my home healthcare aide, she was so nice. She was so kind. She was so young. She was so beautiful. She had such big tits.
Indeed, she was so busty. If I had to guess, I'd guess her enormous breasts were F cup, the same size breasts as Christina Hendricks from Mad Men and Sofia Vergara from Modern Family and America Got Talent. With me being a breast man, I love women with big tits, the bigger the better. With D cup breasts the smallest and double D cup breasts the biggest, all of the women in my past had big breasts. I couldn't help but wonder what size bra cup Latisha had.
Daring myself to ask her, I hoped she wouldn't take offense that I not only stared at her blouse and bra clad breasts but also that I asked her bra cup size.
"I'm curious to know, Latisha. If I'm not being rude and too personal," I said with a pause while staring at her gigantic tits. "What bra cup size do you take?"
Instead of being insulted and/or offended, she smiled. She looked down at her chest. Then, she put her shoulders back and took a big breath.
"I'm a double D cup but with my bras getting a bit too tight, I may have gone up a size. I might be a triple D cup, commonly known as an F cup," she said with pride while looking down at her breasts again before looking up at me with a smile. "I love my big breasts," she said cupping her blouse and bra clad breasts in the palms of her hands and lifting them as if offering them to me.
If I wasn't sexually excited, I'd be embarrassed. Only, and understandably, my sexual excitement took precedence over my embarrassment. Horny now, she sexually frustrated me.
Maybe, one day, she'll show me her tattoos. Maybe, one day, she'll show me her naked breasts. Maybe, one day, she'll shower with me while she's naked. Maybe, one day, she'll have sex with me. Yet, not wanting to prematurely ruin our professional relationship by saying or doing something inappropriate, I didn't say all that I was thinking.
# # #
Then, when she leaned over me to continue washing me, with my hand resting on my bedrail, whether accidentally or deliberately, she pressed her big breast against the back of my hand. With men able to feel women's breasts with nearly every part of their bodies, her bra clad breast felt as big as it felt firm. I didn't pull away and with her not moving away, I left my hand there in contact with her heavy breast. I was tempted to turn my hand and cup her breast but I didn't dare. I would have loved to have fingered her erect nipple through her blouse and her bra.
Something that I'll be masturbating over later, I wished I could feel her big breasts through her clothes. Perhaps, when she helped me from the bed to the wheelchair, I could cop a cheap feel of her breasts and of her ass. She had such a shapely ass, too.
I wondered what she'd do if I groped her breast and felt her shapely ass while making my touches and feels appear accidental. Maybe, she'd slap me. Maybe, she'd report me. Maybe, she'd leave my house in a huff never to return. Maybe, she'd welcome my touches and feels. Yet, not wanting to risk the chance of her leaving me, controlling my sexual lust for her, I kept my hands to myself.
Admittedly, without a shadow of a doubt, I'd love to cup, feel, and fondle her big breast through her blouse and her bra. I'd love to touch, cup, and squeeze her shapely ass. In the way that she held my naked prick in her hand, I'd love to hold her naked breast and/or her naked ass in my hand, too. Yet, it was enough to stare at her enormous blouse and bra clad tits while she washed me. It was enough to masturbate over imagining her naked and having sex with me later, after she left.
Of course, while staring at her huge breasts through her blouse and her bra, I wondered what her naked tits looked like. I wondered what her enormous breasts felt like. I wondered if she had big nipples, too. While some women had orgasms by a man fondling their naked breasts, pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting their nipples, and sucking their nipples, I wondered if she was such a woman.
# # #
After she finished washing me, and before dressing me, proud of my erect dick, I still had a big throbbing and pulsating erection. She looked up at me and gave me a big smile. If she wasn't beautiful enough, she was even more beautiful when she smiled. Forget about being sexually attracted to my home healthcare worker, I was falling in love with her.
Only, unless I was a billionaire, in the way that Selma Hayek married Francis-Henri Pinault worth 38.7 billion, what chance would I have of a beautiful woman nearly half my age falling in love with me? Then, there's Kaley Cuoco of Big Bang fame marrying Intuit founder, Karl Cook worth 5.69 billion. Nicky Hilton married James Rothschild, who's family's net worth of 400 billion to one trillion dollars.
Model Jerry Hall married elderly Rupert Murdoch of Fox, worth 8.5 billion. Janet Jackson married Wissam Al Mana worth one billion. Elle MacPherson married Jeffrey Soffer worth 2.2 billion. Jane Fonda married Ted Turner worth 2.2 billion. Talulah Riley married Elon Musk twice, worth 239.3 billion.
Yet, unable to stop my wild imagination, I imagined what it would feel like to kiss her. Having never kissed a black woman before, I wondered what it would feel like to part her luscious lips with my tongue and French kiss her. I imagined making out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I imagined slowly undressing her. In the way that I was naked, I imagined stripping her naked, too. I'd love to see all of 17 of her tattoos.
Making my cock throb and pulsate, I imagined Latisha in her bra and panties. I imagined her topless. I imagined her naked. I imagined her willingly and consensually having sex with me.
I imagined fingering and licking her naked pussy. I imagined giving her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue from eating her. Then, I imagined mounting her and making sweet, passionate love to her while continuing to make out with her. I imagined fucking her. I imagined fucking her fast and hard enough to give her another orgasm, this time with my cock.
I wondered what she looked like when she had an orgasm. I wondered what she sounded like when she cummed. As much as I'd love to give her sexual pleasure, I'd love for her to give me sexual pleasure, too. Only, what's wrong with me? Latisha isn't here to give me sex. She's here to wash me, dress me, and do light housekeeping.
Besides, she has a fiancé. What would she want to do with an elderly, white man? She'd never have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with her. I'd be satisfied just to see and fondle her naked breasts while sucking her erect nipples
With me being a breast man, I love tits. I love big tits, the bigger the better. I only wish that I could have my wicked, sexual way with Latisha's naked breasts.
Finally, I imagined her blowing me. I imagined Latisha sucking my cock. I imagined humping her mouth. I imagined fucking her face. I imagined fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples while she continued blowing me.
Then, I imagined cumming in her mouth. As soon as she removed the pressure of her lips by removing me from her beautiful mouth, I imagined cumming all over her pretty face, in her brown hair, and across her naked breasts. I imagined giving my home healthcare worker a cum bath. Alas, all of that imagining was nothing more than a sexual fantasy.
Only, with me nearly twice her age and unable to walk, what chance would I have with a woman who looks like her? She was so pretty. She is so sexy. She's so shapely. She was so young. Indeed, my perfect woman, she's so busty.
# # #
Then, after she was done cleaning me and before dressing me, surprising me, she wrapped her fingers around my big dick again. Not believing my eyes, I watched her slide her finger across the head of my cock while staring down at my erect prick. Then, as if imagining what my big dick felt inside of her, she closed her eyes and squeezed my cock while ever so slowly and lovingly stroking it. She continued slowly stroking it while staring down at it. Then, she looked up at me again and smiled.
"Would you like me to do something about this for you," she asked while still holding and slowly stroking my cock in her hand?
While pretending that I misunderstood her meaning, I looked up at her with shocked confusion.
"Pardon," I asked? "Do something about what? What do you mean," I asked even though I hoped that I had guessed her meaning?
Not wanting to assume that she was asking to give me a hand job, I needed her to ask me if I wanted her to give me a hand job.
She laughed.
"I could masturbate you, Robert, if you'd like," she said with a smile. "I wouldn't mind," she said with a shrug. "I love giving hand jobs."
With her manicured fingers still wrapped around my erect prick, she didn't remove her hands. Instead, she stroked my cock a little faster and a little harder. She smiled. Then, she told me the real reason why she volunteered to give me a hand job.
"I'd be happy to give you a hand job for $20. With my agency only paying me $15 an hour, giving my patients what they need, sex, as long as they give me what I need, money," she said with a little laugh. "I'd love to stroke you. I'd give you a very good hand job. I'll make you cum," she said with a laugh. "Would you like to cum, Robert? Would you like me to make you cum? I could make you cum."
# # #
Then, if that wasn't enough that she offered to give me a hand job for twenty-dollars, she blew my mind with what she said next.
"For $50, I'll suck your cock. I'll allow you to cum in my mouth while you feel and fondle my naked breasts," she said. "Would you like that, Robert? Would you like to see my naked breasts? Would you like to feel and fondle my big tits while fingering my erect nipples? In the way you've been staring at my tits, I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you," she asked?



Fifty-dollars for a blowjob in the privacy of my bedroom while feeling and fondling her naked breasts, how could I refuse?
"Yes, Latisha, I'd love for you to blow me. I'd love to watch you suck my cock. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth and watch you swallow," I said.
I slid a slow finger across her red, full lips. She took my finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking my prick. Then, something that I wanted to do from the first day that I met her, I felt her humongous breasts through her blouse and her bra.
"I'd love to see, touch, feel, and fondle your naked breasts while fingering your erect nipples."
# # #
I pulled a fifty-dollar bill from my wallet and handed it to her. Then, as if she was a stripper and I was in a VIP room, I watched her slowly and sexily unbutton her blouse. I stared at her long line of cleavage and her sheer, low-cut, white bra. She removed her blouse and I stared at her in her sexy bra. I stared at several of her tattoos that were now clearly visible.
"With me a breast man, I love your big breasts," I said. "You have huge breasts. The biggest breasts that I've ever seen."
She smiled.
"Thank you. I love my big breasts, too," she said looking down at her bra clad breasts.
I reached up again and felt her huge breasts through her bra.
"Only, my fiancé must never know that I gave you sex for money. This must be our little secret. I won't tell if you promise not to tell," she said.
I smiled.
"Indeed, our little secret, I promise not to tell anyone," I said.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. I watched her reach behind her to unhook her bra. As if there was a drumroll going off in my head, filled with sexual anticipation, deliberately teasing me, she took her time removing her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Then, while turning one way before turning the other way, Latisha held her bra cups in place with her hands.
Finally, she removed one bra cup before removing her other bra cup. She showed me her gigantic, naked breasts. I couldn't believe my new home healthcare aide was topless. I loved her gigantic breasts. I loved her dark brown areolas and big, black, erect nipples. I couldn't wait for her to blow me.
I reached up to feel and fondle her big, naked tits. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. She leaned over me for me to suck her nipples. Then, she leaned lower. She took me in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. My home healthcare worker was blowing me. She was sucking my cock.
I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I humped her beautiful mouth. I fucked her beautiful face.
Not taking me long to cum, she allowed me to cum in her mouth. She swallowed my cum. An incredible cocksucker, she gave me the best blowjob that I ever had in my life. Never expecting my home healthcare worker to give me sex, I'm so happy that she did.
# # #
With her not done shocking me and sexually exciting me, she said something that made me want her even more.
"Tomorrow," she said while putting on her bra. "Or whenever you're up to it," she said with a pause.
She put on her blouse and buttoned it.
"For one-hundred-dollars, I'll strip naked and will allow you to fuck me. Would you like that? Would you like to fuck me, Robert?"
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Would you like to see me naked, Robert? Would you like to fuck me," she asked me again? "I bet you'd love to cum in my pussy, wouldn't you," she asked with a laugh.
She laughed.
"After we fucked, I'd even shower with you while naked," she said.
A happy man, my home healthcare worker, had sex with me.
THE END
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Sexual Payback for Loan Forgiveness #1
Money for Sex. Sex for money. Never borrow money unless you can afford to repay it.
Sex with my MILF of a mother, my bitch of a big sister, my beautiful aunt, my sexy cousin, and my best friend's, hot wife.
It all started out with me being a numbers nerd. I could memorize numbers, multiple, add, subtract, and divide huge numbers and analyze statistics in my head while holding a conversation. It was as if I had two brains. Suffice to say, I was good with numbers.
My talent for numbers translated into me being a shrewd investor, I've always been smart with my money. My family and friends are spenders, not me. Contrary to them, I'm quite the saver. Even though I can afford an expensive car, a mansion, a yacht, and a plane, I don't have any of those things. Hidden away, I live in my high rise condo high above the noise of the city and the maddening crowd.
Unattached and unencumbered, I live alone so that I can think with a clear head. No wife to spend my money. No girlfriend enticing me to travel. No friends to waste my money on strip clubs and champagne. I'm a boring man with a plan. My plan is to be a billionaire. Money is everything to me. The more money that I have, the more money that I want.
Gifted in that way, I have a talent for making investments at the most opportune time. I save my money to have it on hand when I happen upon a worthwhile investment. Be it in the stock market, buying bargain real estate, or giving an entrepreneur seed money for capital to help with a startup business, I'm always there to take advantage of a money making investment opportunity.
Something that too many investors don't realize, you can't make real money unless you are willing to lose your investment. Yet, it's less of a gamble if the research is properly done and the numbers are fully analyzed. Thinking of all that could go wrong, I'd rather miss the investment opportunity than to make a stupid mistake.
# # #
Because I'm a wealthy investor and a generous person, seeing the good in everyone, especially in beautiful women, an easy touch, my family, and friends are always asking me for money. Yet, with them simple minded, needing the money to buy a car or for a down payment on a house, instead of using the money to make an investment, they're doomed to work for the rest of their lives. That's the difference between them and me. I don't work. I invest.
Of course, I give them whatever money they need but only after they sign a promissory note to repay me with interest. Adding to my capital, I wouldn't be much of a business man if I didn't expect them to repay me with interest. I really don't care about the money that I loan them, I care more about having something to hold over them. They'll renegotiate when I come calling for repayment of their loans later.
Now, in my case, with me a creative, albeit a perversely perverted person, those indebted to me, and repaying me could return my loan with anything of value. With too many of my relatives and friends unable to pay me back, able to soothe their shame, their embarrassment, and/or their guilty consciences, the repayment of my loans has turned to repayments in sex. After becoming bored with money, sex is a new enticement that keeps me motivated to give, and interested to receive back later. Loaning money now to have sex in the future is a worthwhile investment to me.
I'm no fool. With me always having ulterior motives when lending someone money, I make it a practice to loan money to the women that I have a sexual interest in wanting to see them without their clothes and bedding. A great way for me to get my foot in their bedroom doors, I love it when beautiful women ask me to loan them money and then are unable to repay me what they owe. Renegotiating their payment, we're able to agree to a different repayment arrangement that is consensual to both parties.
Of course, not taking chances to ruin my public image, whenever money and sex is involved, I have them sign an NDA, a non-disclosure agreement. Not wanting to publicly embarrass anyone, I don't want anyone knowing the pervert that I am and the whores that they are. By threatening to sue them in civil court should they disclose our personal, sexual agreement, the women that I bed don't want it known that they had sex with me for money. Not that I'm a bad looking man, I'm not. I'm quite good looking, if I say so myself.
While I watched everyone buying new homes, new cars, and taking vacations, it was time for them to cough up the money that they owed me, and make good on their loans. It was time for me to collect and ask them all to repay their loans with interest. Honestly, I didn't need the money. Admittedly, I needed the sex. Typically, when smaller amounts of principle are involved, fifty-thousand-dollars or less, depending on the woman, I'd much rather have sex than money.
# # #
My dad wanted to name me Kingsley. With us from Boston, some-thing that he never could aspire to, he dreamt of me attending Harvard. With Harvard enrolling students from all over the world, he thought how cool would that be for my fellow classmates to believe that I was the king of some foreign country. My mother didn't want me to be named King and/or Kingsley. She quickly squashed my dad's idea of giving me a royal, first name.
Then, when he toured Vanderbilt's 70 room, 13 acre, five storied cottage, the Breakers', in Newport, Rhode Island, he was so taken with the owner that he named me Cornelius after Cornelius Vanderbilt, nicknamed The Commodore. An American business magnate, my name is Cornelius but everyone calls me Connie, those familiar with Vanderbilt's nickname call me The Commodore. Even my mother calls me Connie. If Mr. Vanderbilt was alive today, with his extensive holdings in railroads and shipping, he'd be the 2nd richest person in the world with a 185-billion-dollar mega fortune.
Fulfilling my father's dream by attending Harvard, I'm a 25-year-old, self-made millionaire on my way to becoming a billionaire. I have a master's degree in finance from Harvard University. Able to pay my own tuition, something that I'm proud of doing, I made my first million dollars by the age of 18-years-old, in my senior year in high school.
By the time that I graduated Harvard with my bachelor's degree in business and finance, I was worth twenty-million-dollars. By the time that I graduated Harvard Business School with my master's degree in business and finance, I was worth fifty-million-dollars. By the time that I'm thirty-years-old, with the startup business investments coming to fruition, I should be worth in excess of one-hundred-fifty-million-dollars. With every decade a new investment milestone, it's only up from there.
Now that I have all of the money that I need, with everything in place, and with the money wheel never stop turning; while rolling in even more money, it was time for me to call in my loans. Having planted the seeds of my sexual perversity spread across several women that I wanted to bed, it was time for me to satisfy my sexual fantasies. It was time for me to have sex with those beautiful and sexy women who were unable to pay me the money that they owed but who may agree to pay me with sex.
# # #
"I'm sorry mom but, I need the money that you borrowed from me five years ago returned. You haven't made one payment. You've made no attempt to repay me. The interest has significantly increased the principal amount of the loan. Now, instead of owing me fifty-thousand-dollars, you owe me eighty-thousand-dollars," I said. "I need the money because I have a new investment that I want to make."
My mother, Emma, looked at me with shocked horror while wringing her hands with consternation.
"Oh, my God. Eighty-thousand-dollars? I don't have that kind of money. I'm your mother, Connie," she said.
She looked up at my 6' 4" height with soulful eyes.
"I never expected that you'd ask me for the money back. Besides, you don't need my money, you're rich," she said with hopefulness that I'd forgive her loan.
Looking at me as if she was about to cry, she looked up at me with sad eyes.
"Now that your father is dead and buried, I'm alone. I'm my sole supporter. I can't afford to pay you what I owe. If I could, I would have years ago," she said looking up at me and begging me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes for mercy.
I nodded my head to show her that I understood her inability to repay me. I gave my fifty-two-year-old MILF of a mother a loving smile. Then, I stepped closer and, pressing my torso tight against her, I hugged her. With the scent of her expensive Chanel perfume filling my nose with a floral fragrance, I loved hugging my mother. She was so beautiful. Her shapely body felt so good in my arms.
I truly loved my mother, except not in the way that a son should love his mother. Unashamed and unembarrassed to admit, I love my mother in the way that a man loves a woman. I loaned her the money while knowing that, unless she won the lottery, she could never repay me what she owed me.
Instead, a longshot, something that I wanted from her more than the repayment of my money, I hoped she'd give me sex. I hoped that my mother would give me sex in exchange for the money that she owed me. I'd love to have sex with my MILF of a mother.
# # #
Then, surprising even myself, something that I never did before but have always wanted to do, I leaned down and sexually kissed her on her lips. As if I was dreaming, difficult to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I sexually kissed my mother on her lips. Instead of just giving her a peck on the lips, my first time kissing my mother in such a sexual way, I was tempted to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her. I wondered what she'd do if I stuck my tongue in her mouth.
Then, astonishing me as much she sexually excited me, an unexpected pleasure, instead of pulling away from me, she returned my kiss with her kiss. Seemingly, my MILF of a mother wanted to romantically kiss me as much as I wanted to romantically kiss her. If it wasn't enough that I dared to kiss my mother in such a forbidden, sexual way, I couldn't believe that she kissed me in that same way, too.
Wrapping my long arms around her shapely waist and pulling her closer to me, I hugged her tighter. Wanting her to feel my lustful desire for her, my growing and throbbing, hard erection pressed and pulsated against her soft tummy. Something that I'll be masturbating over later if she doesn't give me sex, her enormous breasts were squished against my muscular chest. I wondered if her nipples were erect. I wondered if her pussy was as moist as my cock was hard.
In the way that I could feel her big breasts, I suspected that my mother could feel my sexual yearning for her when my prick grew bigger and harder. With her not pulling away from me, as if she was my girlfriend, my mistress, my lover, or my wife, she returned my tight hug with her tight hug. Not wanting to let her go, I wanted to kiss her again. I wanted to make out with my mother while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes.
Something titillating for me to do, I traced the back of her enormous brassiere with my fingertips. She wore a huge, over-the-shoulder, boulder holder to harness her enormous, double D cup breasts. Wanting to unhook it and remove her blouse along with her bra, I felt the back of her four clasp closure.
Then, with her not stopping me by pushing me away, I slowly slipped my hand down lower behind her to rest it on the top of her shapely ass. My first time feeling my mother's backside, I loved my mother's firm ass as much as I loved her big breasts. Something that continued to throb my cock, I traced the top of her panties through her skirt with my fingertips.
When she didn't wiggle away from me resting my hand on the top of her buttocks, I slowly inched my hand lower. Then, daring myself to do so, my first time feeling my mother's backside, I cupped her shapely ass in my horny hand before squeezing it and patting it. As if it belonged there, her behind felt so good in my horny hands. While imagining her positioned on her bed and on her knees, I imagined fucking my mother from behind.
Unbeknownst to her, with her such a beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman, I've always been sexually attracted to my mother. I lost count how many times I masturbated while imagining her in her sexy nightgowns, in her low-cut bras and bikini panties, topless, and/or naked and her having sex with me. Just a feeling, with my hard, erect prick throbbing against her soft tummy, I suspected she knew what I wanted. I suspected she knew that I wouldn't want the money if she gave me sex, incestuous sex. I wondered if my mother would give me sex for money.
# # #
"It was a loan, mother, and not a gift," I said. "Over the years, I've given you plenty of money and have given you many gifts, but this was money that I needed repaid. I gave you fifty-thousand-dollars as a down payment to buy this house after dad died. You signed a promissory note," I said. "You contractually agreed to repay me with interest."
Seemingly shocked that I asked her for my money back, she looked up at me as if she was about to cry.
"I'm sorry Connie but, I don't have the money to pay you," she said. "Barely surviving on the little that I earn, I work long hours as a legal secretary to make ends meet. Your father left me with a lot of credit card debt to pay. If I don't pay all that he owes, they'll put a lien on my house."
She looked up at me as if she was about to cry again.
"When he wasn't charging tools that he never used and didn't need, he bought guns and ammunition," she said. "Then, he bought that damn boat that blocks the garage."
She looked up at me with hopefulness.
"I could give you his tools, his guns, and his boat as partial payment for your loan," she said.
Showing her that I understood her dilemma, I nodded my head.
"Well, what do you have other than money, tools, guns, and a boat mother," I asked? "Do you have jewelry that I can sell?"
She clutched her chest as if she was about to have a heart attack. She looked up at me aghast with her eyes bugging out of her head and her mouth hanging open.
"No! You mustn't take my jewelry, Connie," she said. "Your father bought that jewelry for me to celebrate our special occasions, birthdays, anniversaries, and Christmas."
She looked up at me with sad eyes.
"Now, that he's gone, I can never sell my jewelry. Reminding me of him, it's too precious to me. Selling my jewelry would be like selling my memories," she said while looking as if she was about to cry again.
# # #
Something that I always did and continued doing, I stared at my mother's blouse and bra clad, double D cup tits. She had such enormous breasts. I loved her tits. I've always been fascinated by her big tits. While stroking myself whenever alone in my room, I've always fantasized seeing them, touching them, feeling them, and fondling them while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
"Perhaps, we could come to another repayment arrangement, mother, something agreeable to the both of us," I said.
She looked up at me stunned.
"Another arrangement? I don't understand. What do you mean, Connie," she asked? "What other arrangement?"
Something that I've never done before but couldn't wait to do now, daring myself to do so, I reached out my horny hand and felt my mother's breast through her clothes. Her bra clad breast felt as big as it felt firm in my hand. I couldn't believe that I had the perversity to feel my mother's breast through her clothes.
When she didn't step away, slap my hand, or verbally admonish me, taking that as her silent permission to continue groping her, I felt her other breast with my other hand. Surprising me by her passive complicity, she stared down at my hands feeling her breasts. With her staring up at me with her big, brown eyes bugging out of her head and her beautiful mouth falling open again, she looked down at my hands having my sexual way with her fully clothed breasts.
"Connie. Oh, my God. What are you doing," she asked.
She looked down at my hands groping her breasts before looking up at me?
"Stop that. You mustn't feel mommy's breasts. I'm your mother," she said with indignation. "You're my son," she said with pride.
Again, not stepping back, slapping my hand, or admonishing me, she continued staring at me feeling and squeezing her blouse and bra clad breasts.
"You mustn't feel mommy's tits," she said in a whisper as if talking to herself. "You touching me in such a sexually inappropriate way is wrong."
Yet, with her not even raising her voice, and with her meekly and mildly protesting, she still didn't slap my hands away. While she continued staring down at my hands groping her breasts, she didn't even take a step back from me. Instead, as if she enjoyed me touching her as much as I enjoyed touching her, she allowed me to continue feeling her huge and firm breasts through her blouse and her bra. I loved feeling my mother's enormous tits.
Then, surprising me, something I never expected to see, with her unable to control it, a flash of involuntary, sexual arousal betrayed her face. Instead of breathing through her nose, my mother was breathing through her mouth. Then, as soon as her erect nipples made their big impressions through her clothes, I fingered her big nipples. My mother not only had big tits but also, she had big nipples, too. I loved her big breasts as much as I loved her big nipples.
Again, with her not stopping me, I continued fondling my mother's breasts through her clothes. I continued fingering her erect nipples. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples through her blouse and her bra. I continued groping my mother's breasts while squeezing them through her clothes.
Not stopping me from groping her, she continued staring down at my hands. Seemingly, my mother enjoyed having her breasts felt and her nipples fingered through her clothes as much as I enjoyed feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her clothes. I wondered how far my mother would allow me to go with having my sexual way with her beautiful body.
After the death of my father several years ago, and with her not having a man in her life, undoubtedly, she was just as sexually frustrated as I was horny. Hoping that she would, I suspected that my mother wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Only, not knowing anything sexual about my mother, something that excited me, I wondered if she sucked cock. If she did suck cock, I wondered if she'd blow me. I wondered if she'd not only allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth but also would swallow my cum, too.
# # #
Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she said something that I never expected her to say.
"Connie," she said breathlessly while continuing to stare down at my hands groping her breasts and fingering her nipples. "You're sexually arousing mommy. You're making mommy wet," she said in a whisper. "Oh, my God," she said in a whisper while leaning against me with her hand on my shoulder.
Surprised that she told me that I was sexually arousing her and making her wet, I took that as her invitation to touch and feel her where a son should never touch and feel his mother. Again, while daring myself to do so, I reached my horny hand down beneath her short skirt. I lifted the hem of her skirt to her waist. Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going through my mind, I cupped my mother's pussy through her panties.
As if I owned her cunt, I held her panty clad pussy in the palm of my hand. I continued feeling my mother's cunt through her panties. If it wasn't enough that I felt her fully clothed breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her clothes, I cupped my mother's pussy through her panties. Again, she didn't slap my hand away.



"Connie. My God, Connie. What are you doing," she meekly protested with gasp? "You're making mommy hot and bothered," she said in a whisper.
Not stopping there while hoping to make her wetter and hotter, I slowly rubbed her clit with my index finger through her panties. Then, I pressed her pussy slit harder though her thin panties with my finger. Finally, I leaned down to her and kissed her on her lips again. Only, this time, daring myself to do so, something that I wanted to do earlier, I parted her full, red lips with my tongue. With her not stopping me by pushing my tongue from her mouth with her tongue, I French kissed my mother.
Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, sticking her tongue in my mouth, she returned my French kiss with her deep, wet kiss. There we were mother and son, as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife, or lovers, we made out with one another. While I still felt my mother's breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her clothes with one hand, I continued rubbing her clit through her panties while slowly sliding my finger along her panty clad pussy slit with my other hand.
Then, again, daring myself to do so, I reached around behind her, and lifted the back of her skirt to her waist to feel and squeeze her firm, panty clad ass. Again, surprising me and blowing my mind, something I didn't expect her to do, she reached her motherly hand down and felt my erection through my pants. My mother felt my cock through my pants after I felt her breasts through her blouse and bra and felt her pussy and her ass through her panties.
Not stopping with just briefly feeling my prick through my clothes, she slid a slow finger across the fully clothed head of my cock. Then, as if tracing the length and the girth of my big dick with her manicured finger, she squeezed my prick before cupping my testicles through my pants. My mother groped my package through my clothes as much as I groped her breasts, her pussy, and her ass through her clothes.
# # #
This was it. This was really it. I was finally going to have sex with my mother.
"Shall we discuss the repayment of my loan in your bedroom, mother," I asked?
With me as her favorite child, my mother always liked me more in the way that a woman liked a man than in the way that a mother loved her son. She loved me more than my big sister, Ellen, who is a total bitch. With her already allowing me to grope her and make out with her while she groped me and made out with me, hoping that she would, I suspected that my mother would have sex with me as repayment of her loan.
Walking hand in hand, we adjourned to her bedroom. My first time in her sacred, sexual, sanctum of a bedroom. I sat next to my mother on her king-sized bed. Filled with sexual anticipation, I wondered if my mother would have sex with me in the way that I wanted to have sex with her. Again, shocking me that she'd consensually have incestuous sex with me, while hoping that she would, something that I loved to do, I continued making out with my mother while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes.
Then, as if she was an expensive Christmas gift for me to unwrap, with trembling fingers, and with her not stopping me, I slowly and sexily unbuttoned my mother's blouse. She stared down at me unbuttoning her blouse. Not wanting to rush undressing her, and with her not stopping me, I took my time unbuttoning her blouse while looking to see what each unbutton button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. Something that I've never seen before, I couldn't wait to see my mother's humongous, bra clad breasts.
Finally, once her blouse was unbuttoned, I pushed her blouse wide open. I stared at her huge bra clad breasts. I stared at the meaty and jiggling tops of her big tits. As if I was a Norwegian skier skiing down a mountain slope, I traced her long line of sexy cleavage with my fingertip. While doing so, imagining sticking my big dick between her shapely breasts, I had the urge to yodel.
# # #
Not stopping there, I removed her blouse from her shapely shoulders before cupping her bra clad breasts in the palm of my hands. Able to see her darker pink areolas, I saw her lighter pink, erect nipples through her sheer and sexy bra. Pinching them, pulling them, turning them, and twisting them, I continued fingering her nipples through her bra. Then, leaning forward, I sucked her nipples through her bra, first one and then the other. Again, with her not stopping me, as soon as I did her nipples erected as big as they were hard.
With her clearly sexually aroused, she stared down at her bra clad breasts before looking up at me with a big smile. If my mother wasn't beautiful enough, she was even more beautiful when she smiled. She took her bra clad breasts in her hands and lifted them as if offering them to me. Then, she asked me something that shocked me as much as it sexually excited me.
"With you always staring at my breasts, would you like to see them," she asked?
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Unable to answer her, I continued staring at her bra clad breasts before staring up at her. With the both of us on the same sexual page, I couldn't believe my mother asked me if I wanted to see her breasts.
"Would you like to see mommy's tits, Connie," she asked again?
She laughed a seductive laugh. Then, shocking me again with what she said, my mother wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
"I bet you'd love to touch my naked breasts, feel them, and fondle them while fingering and sucking mommy's nipples, wouldn't you. Wouldn't you like to suck mommy's nipples," she asked? "You're such a bad boy, Connie," she said with a dirty laugh.
I collapsed against her. I leaned into her with the side of my face resting on her bra clad breasts and my mouth mere inches from her bra clad nipples.
"Oh, mom," I said. "Yes, I can't wait to see your naked breasts. I can't wait to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and finger your erect nipples while sucking your nipples. I've always loved your big tits."
# # #
Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me that she did, she turned for me to unhook her four clasp brassiere. As if I was a safecracker unlocking the secret combination of a safe that contained valuables, my mother's naked breasts, I unhooked her bra. Then, she turned to face me while smiling.
As if she was a stripper on stage about to dance to music around a pole, she stood between my legs in front of me. I watched her slowly, sexily, and seductively removed one bra strap from her shapely shoulder before she removed her other bra strap. Then, she removed her arms from her bra straps while holding her bra cups in place.
"So, lemme get this straight," she said. "If I show you my naked breasts and allow you to have your sexual way with my tits, you'll forgive my loan?"
I laughed out loud.
"Oh, mother. It would take more than that to forgive your eighty-thousand-dollar loan, I said.
She looked at me red faced embarrassed.
"What more can I do other than to show you my naked breasts and allow you to have your sexual way with my tits? What more can I offer you, Connie," she asked innocently? "What more can I do?"
I gave her a big shit eating grin. Ready to tell her what I wanted, this was it. This was really it. I only hoped she'd agree to my repayment terms by willingly and consensually having sex with me.
# # #
"After I have my fun with your naked breasts, I'd want to finger your naked pussy, mother. I'd like to masturbate you. Then, I'd want to finger you while licking you. I'd want to eat you mother and give you an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. I've always wanted to know what you looked like and sounded like when cumming," I said.
She shuddered while staring down at me with a face full of sexual arousal.
"Oh, Connie," she said while clasping her hands to her breasts. "You'd really eat your mother? You'd give mommy a sexual orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue," she asked while staring at me wide-eyed?"
I nodded my head while smiling up at my mother.
# # #
"After I give you oral sex, mother, I'd want to make slow, sweet, and passionate love to you," I said, giving her a long, wet kiss. "Then, I'd want to fuck you. I'd want to fuck you fast and hard enough to give you a second orgasm, this time with my cock." I gave her a big smile. "I want to give you the fucking of your life."
She stared at me with sexual arousal.
"Oh, Connie. I'd love that. I'd love you to fuck your mother after making love to me," she said. "I'd love you to give me multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock," she said while giving me a big, beautiful smile. "You'd make mommy very happy."
I returned her smile with my smile.
"Tell me, mother. Something that I'm curious about and need to know," I said. I paused before asking her my question. "If I'm not being too boldly personal to ask but," I said, pausing again to slide a slow finger across her red full lips.
Already answering my unasked question, she took my finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking my cock. Yet, wanting to make sure that she does, I asked her my question anyway.
"Do you suck cock," I asked?
She laughed.
"Do I suck cock? Of course, I suck cock. I gave your father lots of blowjobs," she said with a little chuckle. "He loved it when I sucked him, allowed him to cum in my mouth, and swallow his cum," she said with a dirty laugh.
She smiled.
"Is that what you want, Connie, for you to forgive your loan? You want mommy to blow you? You want mommy to suck your prick."
She laughed.
"I bet you'd want to cum in my mouth and watch me swallow your cum, too," she said.
I traced her red, full lips again with my fingertip.
"Oh, God, yes, mother," I said. "I'd love for you to blow me. I'd love to watch you sucking my prick while looking up at me with my big dick buried in your beautiful mouth."
She laughed.
"Maybe after you cum in my mouth and I swallow your cum, you could ejaculate a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breast. Would you like that? Would you like to give mommy a cum bath," she asked?
She gave me her big and beautiful smile.
"After mommy makes love to you, fucks you, blows you, allows you to cum in her mouth, swallows your cum, and allows you to give me a cum bath, is that enough to forgive my loan?"
I smiled at my mother. Then, I stood and removed my clothes while she removed her skirt and her panties. We were both naked.
"After we do all of that, consider your loan paid in full, mother," I said while making myself comfortable between her long, shapely legs.
# # #
I fingered my mother's wet pussy while reaching up my other hand to fondle her gigantic breasts and finger her big, erect nipples. Then, I licked her. I licked my mother's cunt. I continued licking her while fingering her. I couldn't believe that I was eating my mother. I was giving her oral sex. With her not having had sex since my father passed, it didn't take her long to have an orgasm.
"Connie. Connie. Oh, my God, Connie," she said, humping my mouth with her hips.
She took my head in both of her hands and mashed my mouth in her pussy. Then, she moved my face side-to-side while rubbing her vaginal secretions all over my face. I had my mother's wetness all over my face.
"Don't stop licking me. Rub my clit faster. Lick me harder, Connie. Lick mommy's cunt. Eat mommy's pussy," she said. "Eat mommy. Eat me."
She fell silent. Then, she closed her eyes. She arched her back and stiffened her legs.
"I'm cumming, Connie," she said, leaning up to stare down at me. "Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said, falling silent again while enjoying the afterglow of oral sex.
# # #
I moved up to my mother. I put my arm around her and held her as if she was my girlfriend or my wife. I fondled her breasts while lightly kissing her.
Then, surprising me, my mother moved her long leg over me. She pushed on the bed with her hands and mounted me. She sat on me as if she was sitting on a horse.
Then, she reached down between my legs to part her pussy lips with my stiff dick. Finally, with a gentle hump, I was inside of my mother. She rode me as if I was her stallion. French kissing one another, we were making love. I made love to her and she made love to me.
Not allowing her to have all the fun, I rolled her over and mounted her. I fucked my mother fast. I fucked her hard. Determine to make her have another orgasm, I fucked my mother in the way that I've never fucked another woman.
"Connie! Connie," she screamed! "I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming again. Fuck me faster. Fuck mommy harder. I'm cumming, Connie. I'm cumming," she said, falling silent again.
I moved off of her to position her to her knees. I fucked from behind. While holding onto her big breasts, I fucked my mother hard and fast. I was literally pounding her pussy. I fucked her faster. I fucked her hard.
"Connie! Connie! Connie," she screamed again. "Oh, my God. I'm cumming. I can't believe I'm cumming again. Mommy is cumming, Connie. Mommy is cumming," she said, collapsing on her bed.
# # #
I moved beside her to hold her. Again, not taking her long to enjoy the afterglow of sex, she moved halfway down the bed. She took me in her hand to stroke me before she took me in her mouth to blow me. My mother was stroking my cock was sucking my prick.
I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head.
"Suck me, mother. Suck my cock. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. Look up at me with my prick in your mouth. Suck me deeper, mother. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said.
Unable to hold back any longer, I ejaculated a load of warm, oozy cum in my mother's mouth. I watched her swallow my cum. She continued stroking me and sucking me. She licked me clean. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my cock, I exploded a second load of cum all over my mother's pretty face, in her beautiful hair, and across her enormous, naked breasts. I gave my mother a cum bath.
As soon as we regained our energy, I took her by her hand. I wanted to see her naked in the bright light of the bathroom. I wanted to shower with her. I wanted to have sex with my mother again.
With the water raining on us as if we stood beneath a waterfall, I positioned my mother against the shower wall. I made out with her. I touched and felt her beautiful body everywhere. Then, I leaned her forward and fucked from behind again. I gave my mother another orgasm.
# # #
Not stopping there, we had sex every week. I gave my mother whatever money she wanted and needed. I paid off all of her credit card debt. I had her submit all of her bills to my accountant. I paid for everything.
"Now, you don't have to work as hard, mother. You can work part-time to earn enough to buy groceries. I'll continue to pay for everything else," I said, giving her a long, wet kiss.
I loved having sex with her. She continued sucking my cock and I continued fucking her. My mother was my lover.
"I love you, mommy," I said.
She smiled up at me with my big dick in her mouth. She removed my prick from her lips to speak.
"Mommy loves you, Connie, too," she said. "Now be a good boy and cum in mommy's mouth."
To be continued...
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Sexual Payback for Loan Forgiveness #2
Sex with my sexy, bitch of a beautiful, big sister.
Instead of her repaying my loan with interest, I had sex with my bitchy, big sister, Ellen, under one condition.
Sexual Payback for Loan Forgiveness rewritten and continued from #1:
I fingered my mother's wet pussy while reaching up my other hand to fondle her gigantic, double D cup breasts and finger her big, erect nipples. Then, I licked her. I licked my mother's cunt. Something that I thought I'd never do; I couldn't believe that I was eating my mother. I was giving her oral sex.
Really getting into it, with her sexual arousal making me even more sexually excited, I continued licking her pussy while fingering her pussy. Something hard for me to wrap my head around, even with my face buried in her wet cunt, I couldn't believe that I was eating my mother. With her not having had sex since my father passed, it didn't take her long to have an orgasm.
"Connie. Connie. Oh, my God, Connie," she said, humping my mouth with her hips.
She took my head in both of her hands, pulled my face forward, and mashed my mouth in her pussy. As if I was being born again, I was buried in my mother's vagina. Then, as if my face was her towel, she moved my face side-to-side while rubbing her vaginal secretions all over my face. I had my mother's vaginal wetness in my mouth, in my hair, in my eyes, and all over my chin.
"Don't stop licking me. Rub my clit faster. Lick me harder, Connie. Lick mommy's cunt. Eat mommy's pussy," she said. "Eat mommy. Eat me. Eat me. Eat me," while pulling my hair.
She fell silent. Then, she closed her eyes. She arched her back and stiffened her legs.
"I'm cumming, Connie," she said, leaning up her head to stare down at me. "Mommy is cumming," she said. "Mommy is cumming," she said.
She fell silent again while enjoying the afterglow of oral sex.
'I ate my mother,' I thought. 'I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I made my mother my bitch. Now, every Monday, I'll be having sex with my mother. I'll be fucking her and she'll be sucking me.'
# # #
I moved up to my mother to rest beside her. I put my arm around her and held her as if she was my girlfriend or my wife. Unable to stop touching, feeling, and fondling her big, naked tits and fingering her erect nipples, I continued fondling her enormous, naked breasts and fingered her big, erect nipples while lightly kissing her.
Then, surprising me, my mother moved her long leg over me. She pushed herself up on her bed with her hands and mounted me. She wanted to make love to me as much as I wanted to make love to her. She sat on me as if she was a barrel racing cowgirl sitting on a quarter horse.
Then, she reached down between my legs to take my still erect prick in her soft and warm hand. She moved her hand lower and parted her pussy lips with my big dick. Finally, with a gentle hump, I was inside of my mother. My hard cock was inside of my mother's wet cunt. I was about to make love to my MILF of a mother.
My first time having sex with my mother, with her unembarrassed and unashamed, she rode me as if I was her stallion or her wild Mustang. She made love to me as if I was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover instead of her son. French kissing one another, we continued making out while making slow and passionate love. I made love to her and she made love to me. Never did I believe that making love to my mother would be the best sex that I ever had.
Yet, not allowing her to have all the fun, I rolled her over, and I mounted her. On top of her, I stared down at her while not believing what I was about to do. I fucked my mother. I fucked her fast. I fucked her hard. Pounding her warm and wet cunt, I pile drove her pussy. Determined to make her have another orgasm, I fucked my mother in the way that I've never fucked any other woman before.
"Connie! Connie," she screamed! "I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming again. Fuck me faster. Fuck mommy harder. I'm cumming, Connie. I'm cumming," she said, falling silent again. "Fuck mommy. Fuck mommy. Fuck mommy."
I moved off of her to help position her to her knees. Then, stuffing my cock in her warm and wet pussy again, I fucked from behind. While holding onto her big breasts as if they were huge, firm, yet, soft handles, I fucked my mother hard and fast. Making a suction sound with my cock, I literally pounded her pussy. Making her want to cum again, I fucked her faster. I fucked her hard. I didn't stop fucking her until she had another orgasm.
"Connie! Connie! Connie," she screamed again. "Oh, my God. Connie! I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. I can't believe I'm cumming again. Mommy is cumming, Connie. Mommy is cumming," she said, collapsing on her bed.
She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps.
"Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Don't stop fucking your mother, Connie," she said breathlessly. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me."
# # #
I moved beside her to hold her again. Not taking her long to enjoy the afterglow of sex, she moved halfway down the bed. She took me in her hand to stroke me before she took me in her mouth to blow me. Hard for me to comprehend, my mother had my big dick in her mouth. She was stroking my cock was sucking my prick. While staring up at me and smiling, she was blowing me. I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother was blowing me.
I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I humped her beautiful mouth. I fucked her pretty face. Determined to cum in my mother's mouth, I continued humping her as if her mouth was my personal gloryhole. I couldn't wait to watch her swallow my cum.
"Suck me, mother. Suck my cock. Blow your son. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. Look up at me with my prick in your mouth. I want to see my cock in your mouth, mom. Suck me deeper, mother. Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said. "I need to watch you swallow my cum."
I gently pushed her head forward to impale her deeper.
"Mom! Mom! Mommy! I'm cumming," I said, giving her fair warning that I was about to cum in her mouth. "I'm cumming."
Giving her fair warning should she not want to cum in her mouth, I hoped she didn't remove me from her mouth. I hoped she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. I hoped she'd swallow my cum. Then, before I ejaculated in her mouth, she removed my prick from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Connie. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you. Cum, Connie. Cum," she said again. "Cum in mommy's mouth."
Unable to hold back any longer, with my hand behind the back of my mother's brunette head, impaling her mouth deeper, I pushed her head forward. I ejaculated a load of warm, oozy cum in her mouth. I watched her swallow my cum. My mother blew me. I couldn't believe she sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum.
She continued stroking me and sucking me. She licked me clean. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my cock, unable to stop myself, I exploded a second load of cum all over my mother's pretty face, in her beautiful hair, and across her enormous, naked breasts. I gave her a surprised, cum bath.
"Oh, Connie," she said laughing. "Look at me. You made a mess of mommy. I have your cum dripping from me everywhere," she said with a laugh.
She scooped up my cum with her fingers. Then, she took her cum filled fingers in her mouth and swallowed more of me.
As soon as we regained our energy, I took her by her hand. I wanted to see her naked in the bright light of the bathroom. I wanted to shower with her. I wanted to have sex with my mother again.
With the water raining on us as if we stood beneath a waterfall, I positioned my mother against the shower wall. I made out with her. I touched and felt her beautiful body everywhere. Then, I turned her around, leaned her forward, and fucked from behind again. I gave my mother another orgasm.
"Connie! Connie, you bad boy. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder, Connie. Fuck your mother. Fuck mommy," she said falling silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex as I exploded another load of cum in my mother's pussy.
# # #
Not stopping there, giving her multiple orgasms, we had sex every week. Every Monday, I fucked her. Every Monday, she sucked me. I ejaculated my cum in her pussy and in her mouth.
I gave my mother whatever money she wanted and needed. I paid off all of her credit card debt. I had her submit all of her bills to my accountant. I paid for everything. She paid for nothing except gas and groceries.
"Now, you don't have to work as hard, mother. You can work part-time to earn enough to buy gas and groceries. I'll continue to pay for everything else," I said, giving her a long, wet kiss while fondling her big, naked breasts.
I loved having sex with her. She continued sucking my cock and I continued fucking her. My mother was my lover.
"I love you, mommy," I said.
She smiled up at me with my big dick in her mouth. She removed my prick from her lips to speak.
"Mommy loves you, Connie, too," she said. "Now be a good boy and cum in mommy's mouth."
# # #
Sexual Payback for Loan Forgiveness #2
After having regular sex with my mother, I paid an unannounced visit to my sister, Ellen. I don't regularly see my sister. I don't like her. We never got along. She was always bossing me around, belittling me, laughing at me, yelling at me, hitting me, pinching me, kicking me, and pulling my hair.
She lives alone. No doubt, because no one can stand to live with her. She has had several boyfriends over the years who lived with her for a year or two. With her the one ending their relationship, she broke up with them when they were unable to commit, marry her, and start a family.
Yet, just because I didn't like my sister as a person, I loved her as a woman. I was sexually attracted to my big sister. She was good looking and had a beautiful body. I loved my sister in that incestuously, forbidden way.
My sister was three-years older than me. With her internal clock ticking, she was quickly getting to that age where having children may be a problem. She wanted to have children when she was young enough to enjoy them. She didn't want to be close to sixty-years-old when her children were graduating from high school. With her 28-years-old, the perfect age to start a family, something that I didn't know, she was eager to get pregnant.
# # #
She lived in a new high rise condo that I helped her to buy. Like our mother, she never repaid me a penny of the fifty-thousand-dollars that I loaned her for the down payment on her condo five-years ago. Like our mother, with the unpaid interest on the loan, the principal had grown to nearly eighty-thousand-dollars. After my MILF of a mother gave me sex and continued giving me sex, I hoped my bitch of a sister would give me sex, too, in forgiveness of her loan.
To be honest, even though we had a love/hate relationship, I'd love to have sex with my sister. Who wouldn't? She was tall, 5'11" tall, and 6' 2" tall with her heels. She had beautiful, natural blonde hair, from my father's side, big, blue, beautiful eyes, D cup breasts, long, muscular legs, and a firm and shapely ass from cycling, and swimming.
The front desk called up to her to tell her that I was here. She gave them her permission and they allowed me to take the elevator up to her condo.
"Connie," said my sister, opening her front door, and surprised to see me. "What are you doing here at this early hour of the morning? You usually call first to let me know that you're coming for a visit."
Then, she looked at me in a panic.
"Is something wrong? Is mother alright? Tell me," she said.
I laughed and waved a hand of ridiculousness at her panic.
"There's nothing wrong. Mom is fine," I said.
# # #
Something that raced my pulse, quickened my heartbeat, and erected my cock, she was in her short, sheer, sexy, low-cut, and revealing nightgown without having the modesty of wearing a robe. The first time seeing as much of my sister's nearly naked body, I'll be masturbating over her later. As if she was a lingerie model in her nightgown, she had such a shapely figure.
"I wanted to surprise you. May I come in," I asked?
Once inside she closed the door behind me. Now that we were alone, I perversely continued staring at all that I was seeing of my big sister and all that she was immodestly and immorally showing her kid brother. Continuing to undress her with my eyes, I smiled at her while staring at her when I saw what she was wearing. Again, something that I'll be masturbating over later, I continued staring at all that I could see of my sister's sexy and shapely body through her sheerly revealing nightgown.
I dared myself to say what I was thinking.
"Actually, I was hoping to catch you in your nightgown," I said with a dirty, little laugh while continuing to leer at my sister.
As if she was naked, I continued staring down at all that I could see of my sister's beautiful body through her nightgown. The light from the floor to ceiling windows behind her lit her up as if she was naked. Looking to see what I stared at; she stared down at herself.
"My nightgown? Why," she asked looking up at me with innocent confusion?
She looked at me continuing to stare at all that I could see of her big, full breasts through her nightgown and her patch of blonde, trimmed pubic hair. But for the thin material that she was wearing, I stared at her as if she was naked. Instead of just staring, I wanted to touch her. I wanted to feel her everywhere that a brother should never touch and feel his sister.
# # #
She made a face.
"Well, have a good look, pervert," she said, rolling her eyes and sighing with a laugh.
While holding her arms out to her sides, she turned around as if modeling her nightgown for me. Again, the light from the windows lit her up as if she was naked. I continued staring at what I could see of my sister through her revealing, low-cut nightgown.
Again, I could clearly see the size and the shape of her big D cup breasts. I could see her light pink, erect nipples. I could see the darker pink of her symmetrical areolas. Feeling my erecting cock throbbing in my pants, I could even see her patch of trimmed, blonde pubic hair. Then, when she turned around, I stared at her shapely, nearly naked ass.
"Jesus, Connie. Gross. Stop looking at me in that way," she said, making a face. "You're embarrassing me. Actually, you're making me sick to my stomach."
I smiled while continuing to stare at all that she was showing and all that I was seeing.
"In what way am I looking at you," I asked?
She folded her forearm across her breasts and placed a hand over her pussy.
"You're looking at me as if you're undressing me with your eyes," she said. "You're staring at me as if you're imagining me naked."
I laughed.
"Sorry, sis, but I am undressing you with my eyes. I am imagining you as if you're naked. You have a beautiful body, Ellen," I said with a dirty laugh.
I bit my lip while rethinking what I was about to say.
"I've always wanted to see you without your clothes."
She made another face.
"What? Seriously? You've always wanted to see me without my clothes? Eww. That's gross, Connie. I'm your sister," she said. "What the fuck is wrong with you?"
# # #
She looked at me with confusion.
"So, why are you here other than to leer at me through my nightgown while sexually inappropriately talking to me," she asked?
I gave her a smile.
"I'm here on business," I said, opening up my laptop. "I'm here to collect on my loan that you owe me," I said.
She looked at me with shocked surprise.
"Loan? What loan? What are you talking about? I thought you gave me the money as a gift," she said with shocked surprise.
I shook my head and made a disapproving face. As if I was her banker about to foreclose on her condo, I smiled at my sister while looking around her condo to make notes.
"This was a good investment. I could sell this for more than what you paid for it five years ago," I said.
She looked at me with anger.
"Fuck you, Connie. You're not selling my condo," she said.
I smiled at my sister.
"With you not having made a payment, the balance of your loan is now nearly eighty-thousand-dollars," I said.
She removed her forearm from her breasts and her hand from her pussy. Pulling her nightgown tighter across the front of her, she put her hands on her hips. She looked at me aghast with her mouth open and her eyes bugging out of her head.
"What? Eighty-thousand-dollars? How do you figure that? I only borrowed fifty-thousand-dollars from you," she said.
I smiled at my sister.
"Interest, dear sister," I said. "Interest. Money is not free."
She rolled her eyes and made another face.
"Well, I don't have it," she said, folding her arms across her breasts again.
# # #
She looked at me with embarrassment and shame that she was unable to pay her loan. Then, a look of illumination took control of her face. She gave me a smug smile.
"Oh, I get it. I know why you're here," she said, giving me a big smile.
Like mother, like daughter, if she wasn't beautiful standing before me in her sheer nightgown, she was even more beautiful when she smiled.
Returning my sister's smile with my smile, I smiled at my sister.
"I just told you why I'm here. I'm here to collect on my loan," I said again.
She laughed and shook her head.
"You're not here to collect on your loan. You don't need my money," she said.
She gave me a knowing look while smiling at me again.
"You're here to renegotiate the terms of my loan as you did with our mother," she said with a dirty laugh. "Well, in the way that our mother consensually did, I'm not going to have sex with you, Connie. I'll never have sex with you," she said, shaking her head. "That's disgusting."
She wrapped her arms tighter around her to deny me a look at her nearly naked breasts. Making my cock pulsate in my pants, I still stared at what I could see of her beautiful pussy through her nightgown.
"That's nasty. You're nasty. You're my kid brother and I'm your big sister," she said. "Having sex with you would be wrong."
She shook her head.
"You're disgusting. I can't believe you're here thinking that I'll fuck you and suck you," she said staring at me with a face of anger instead of love. "I can't believe our mother agreed to have sex with you. She's a whore. Yet, understandably, she was lonely and she always liked you better than me," she said.
I laughed.
# # #
"Every Monday," I said with a little laugh. "I have sex with our mother. Every Monday I eat her, make love to her, and fuck her. Every Monday she sucks my cock, allows me to cum in her mouth, and swallows my cum. Every Monday, I give our mother a cum bath," I said with a big, dirty laugh.
I continued staring at my sister while undressing her with my eyes. Telling her all that I do to our mother in greater detail, I wanted to see her reaction to all that I said.
"Giving her an orgasm with my fingers, I masturbate her. Then, I lick her. I eat her pussy. I give our mother oral sex. Then, giving her another orgasm with my cock, I make love to her while making out with her. Then, I fuck her," I said with a loud laugh. "I fuck her fast and hard enough to give her multiple orgasms," I said with a laugh.
I stepped closer to my sister. With her not taking a step back or squirming away, I wrapped my arms around her and cupped both of her firm ass cheeks through her thin nightgown. Again, with her not stopping me, I pressed my growing erection against her soft torso. I felt and squeezed my sister's nearly naked ass.
"Finally, she blows me," I said, telling her again while whispering in her ear. "She strokes my prick while sucking my dick. Mommy loves blowing me. She allows me to cum in her mouth. She swallows my cum. Then, I give our mother a cum bath," I said with a loud laugh. "I cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, brown hair, and across her enormous, naked breasts."



I let go of her ass to take a step back. I reached in my pocket and pulled out my black book and a small pen.
"I can fit you in to have sex with me every Tuesday. Are Tuesdays okay," I asked? "What do you say or would you rather want a different day of the week to fuck and suck me," I asked?
She looked at me aghast.
"Fuck you," Connie. "You pervert. I'll never have sex with you."
# # #
I stepped closer to my sister again. In the way that I did with our mother, feeling her breasts through her blouse and her bra, I cupped my sister's naked breast through her nightgown, first one and then the other. With her not stopping me, stepping back, and/or admonishing me, she stared down at my hands.
I fingered her erect nipples. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples. Instead of slapping my hands away, as if she couldn't believe that I was groping her, she continued staring down at my hands groping her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples before staring up at me.
"Connie," she said breathlessly.
A look that my big sister had never given me, she looked up at me with sexual arousal. Instead of breathing through her nose, she was breathing through her mouth. I had gotten to my sister. With her nipples fully erect, I wondered if her pussy was as wet for me as my dick was hard for her. Leaving big, wet spots as if she was in a wet nightgown contest, I leaned forward and sucked her nipples through her nightgown, first one and then the other.
"What are you doing? Jesus Christ. What the fuck is wrong with you? Oh, my God. Stop that, Connie! I'm your sister," she said softly, meekly, and mildly. "How dare you grope my breasts? How dare you suck my nipples. Oh, my God. I can't believe you're feeling my tits, fingering my nipples, and sucking my nipples. You've made me all wet," she said in a mindless whisper.
Something that I've never done with my big sister, I wrapped my arm around her slim waist. Then, I pulled her to me. I leaned into her, closed my eyes, and kissed her on her lips. Then, allowing my hand to drop behind her again, I cupped her firm, nightgown clad ass while continuing to kiss her. While continuing to kiss her, I lifted the back of her nightgown to feel and squeeze her naked ass.
Something that I had always wanted to do with her as I had always wanted to do with our mother, I parted my sister's lips with my tongue and French kissed her. Instead of pushing my tongue out of her mouth with her tongue, and pushing me away, she melted in my arms. Surprising me, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my bitchy, big sister.
Then, no doubt, after our mother told her everything, she knew what I wanted. In the way that I had sex with our mother, I wanted to have sex with my sister. I moved my hand to the front of her, lifted the hem of her short nightgown, stuck my hand inside and cupped her naked pussy in my hand. Not stopping there, I parted her wet pussy lips with my finger, inserted my finger inside of her, and slowly rubbed her swollen clit.
# # #
As soon as I started masturbating her pussy, she let herself go and fell into me. Breathing harder through her mouth, she wrapped her arms around my neck. Not thinking that my sister ever would, surprised me by what she said next, she whispered in my ear.
"What if I blew you," she asked while looking up at me? "What if I sucked your cock? Would you like me to stroke your cock while I suck your prick, Connie," she asked?
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Tell me. Would you like to cum in my mouth, your big sister's mouth? Would you like to watch me swallow your cum? Would that be enough for you to forgive my loan," she asked?
I laughed.
"Eighty-thousand-dollars for a blowjob," I laughed again? "I could get Jennifer Lopez, Demi Moore, or Jennifer Aniston to suck my cock for less," I said with a dirty laugh.
I paused to stare at my sister in her nightgown.
"I'd have to see you naked, Ellen. I'd have to see, touch, feel, and fondle your naked body. Then, I'd have to finger and lick your pussy. I'd want to give you an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue," I said. "I'd want to eat your cunt, my sister's cunt."
She made another face.
"Seriously, Connie? You'd eat your sister," she asked? "What's wrong with you?"
I nodded my head while still fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her nightgown. Again, she didn't slap my hand away or admonish me for having my sexual way with her breasts through her nightgown.
"I'd want to make love to you, too, before fucking you," I said.
My sister took a step back. She covered her breasts with her forearm and covered her pussy with her hand again.
"Jesus, Connie. I can't believe you'd want to have sex with me," she said. "This is wrong. This is so wrong. I'm your sister," she said again.
I gave her a big, shit eating smile.
"Of course, after I fucked you, Ellen, I'd want you to blow me, too. I'd want you to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. As I do and continue doing with our mother, I'd want to cum in your mouth," I said.
I took a step closer to her to slide my finger across her red full lips. Surprising me, she took my finger in her mouth and, in the way that our mother had done, she did, too. My sister sucked my finger as if she was sucking my cock.
# # #
"Let's go to your bedroom," I said.
With my hand cupping her sweet ass through her thin nightgown, we walked to her bedroom as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife instead of brother and sister.
"Take off your nightgown. I want to see you naked, Ellen," I said, turning on her overhead bedroom light. "I can't wait to see you without your clothes.
She folded her arms across her breasts again.
"Wait," she said. "I'll agree to have sex with you but I have one condition. There's something that I want, too," she said.
I smiled at my sister.
"What? Do you want more money to buy more pocketbooks and more shoes," I said with a laugh? "I can do that. Whatever you want is yours," I said. "I'd even buy you a new car to have sex with you once a week, every week," I said with a dirty laugh.
She returned my laugh with her laugh.
"No," she said with a long pause.
She looked at me with sadness. She looked as if she was about to cry.
"What? What's wrong," I asked? "Tell me."
I walked to her and hugged my sister. The first time hugging her, she felt as good in my arms as did our mother. She looked up at me with tears in her eyes.
"With every man that I've been with not wanting to commit," she said with a pause.
Then, she looked up at me with soulful eyes.
"I'll have sex with you if you give me a baby," she said. "I want to have a child before it's too late for me to have a child," she said. "I have always wanted a baby. I don't care if it's a boy or a girl."
# # #
'What? My sister wants me to impregnate her,' I thought.
She blew my mind. I never expected her to ask me to impregnate her. Now, I was the one who looked at my sister as if she was nuts.
"Seriously?"
I continued looking at my sister as if she was crazy.
"Seriously, sis? You want me to impregnate you? You want me to give you a baby?"
She gave me a big, happy smile while looking at me with excitement.
"Yes," she said. "That's my one condition. As long as you make me pregnant, I'll have sex with you as much as you want to have sex with me. I'll make love to you. I'll fuck you. I'll suck your cock and will allow you to cum in my mouth and all over my face," she said. "I'll allow you to give me a hundred cum baths," she said.
Not waiting for me to agree, teasing me with her naked body, she reached down for the hem of her nightgown. Not believing my horny eyes, I watched her slowly pull her nightgown up to her waist to show me her blonde, trimmed pussy. Then, she pulled it up to her shoulders to show me her naked, D cup breasts, her darker pink areolas, and her pink erect nipples. Then, she lifted her nightgown up and over her head, and off. Ellen was naked. My sister was naked.
She tossed her nightgown on the chair. Then, she fell back on her bed with her knees up and her legs spread. Sexually teasing me while staring up at me, she reached her hands down and spread her pussy lips with her fingers to show me her glistening pink. My sister was already as wet as I was hard.
# # #
"Eat me, Connie. Eat your sister. Finger my cunt while licking my cunt. Give me an orgasm with your fingers and your tongue," she said. "Go ahead. This is what you wanted. Eat your sister's cunt. Eat me, Connie. Eat me. Make me cum."
I removed my clothes as if they were on fire. Then, in the way that I did with our mother, I did with my sister. Making myself comfortable, I moved between her shapely thighs. I fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. If it wasn't enough that I continued having sex with my mother, it blew my mind that I was having sex with my sister.
"Every Tuesday," she said. "I'll have sex with you every Tuesday. After you fuck me and ejaculate your semen in my pussy, I blow you. The more that you fuck me, the more that I'll suck you. I want you to give me our baby, Connie," she said with happiness.
I slid my finger all the way inside of her and found her G spot. Pressing on it and not taking her long to have an orgasm, she put two hands behind my head and mashed my face in her pussy. I had my sister's vaginal secretions in my mouth and all over my face.
"Connie! Connie! Jesus, Connie! I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop fingering me. Finger my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Connie. I'm cumming," she said.
She fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, she mounted me. She moved my still, erect cock to her pussy lips and humped me. Forget about making love, my sister humped me fast. She humped me hard. She fucked me. I rolled her over and returned her fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps.
"Cum, Connie. Cum. Cum in my pussy. Cum in your sister's cunt. Give me your baby. Make me pregnant," she said.
She humped me faster. She humped me harder.
"Fuck me, Connie. Fuck me," she said. "Fuck your sister. Fuck me."
Obeying my sister, I exploded a load of warm, oozy cum in my sister's cunt. Three months later, my sister was pregnant with our baby. A win/win for the both of us. I got what I wanted, to have sex with my sister, and she got what she wanted, to have a baby.
To be continued...
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Camping with my Wife and her Mother
Camping under the stars turns into sex with my mother-in-law.
Something that I dreaded doing, I reluctantly went camping with my wife, Donna, and her mother, Diane. Before we were married, when her father was alive, they enjoyed camping together all of the time. I never understood their wanting to sleep outside in a tent with no plumbing or electricity. This time, with them not taking no for an answer, they insisted that I go with them.
"Trust me, Robert. Once you go camping with us, you'll want to go camping all the time. Being outside in the moonlight and under the stars, it's addictive," she said.
Not for me, camping was something that they enjoyed doing. My wife used to go camping with her dad and with her mother before her dad died. Not me. Even though I had never stayed overnight in a tent, I hated camping. I hate bugs. There could be snakes and all kinds of wild animals. My idea of roughing it is staying in a shoddy motel instead of a hotel with room service.
Having done this many times before, experienced campers, they had all of the gear, tents, sleeping bags, pots, pans, coffee pot, canteens, flashlights, first aid kit, and everything else that we needed to camp over the weekend. As if they were the macho men and I was the wimpy woman, they worked as a team and took care of everything. With me not knowing what to do and how to do anything, pounding the stakes in the ground, they set up the tent in a level wooded clearing that wouldn't flood should it rain.
They shoveled out a shallow hole, gathered stones to build a campfire, and asked me to forage for sticks and branches to start the fire. A chance for my wife to unwind, something she has seldom done, she surprised me when she polished off nearly an entire bottle of wine while we talked and laughed around the campfire. While I was still at the campfire with her mother talking, my wife who was wasted, was already in the tent and in her sleeping bag soundly sleeping.
My first time alone with her mother, I hung out with my mother-in-law. We talked and we laughed. I like my mother-in-law. She's fun, intelligent, and she's pretty. More importantly, difficult not to notice, she has enormous, double D cup breasts. I knew her bra cup size from her hanging her bras in her bathroom for them to dry.
Admittedly, camping was better than I thought it would be. Being outside in the dark with the stars overhead and with other campers, some with them had RV's, was fun. It was refreshing to be outdoors. We weren't totally alone, which I thought we would be, our campsite had several other tents, campfires, and people talking and laughing in the distance.
Then, when it was time for bed, dousing the campfire with water and stomping on it to make sure that it was out, Diane put out the campfire. I dare say that my wife and her mother were somewhat of survivalists who could survive outdoors. Whereas should something happen worldwide, I'd be hiding out in a supermarket.
Suddenly, as soon as the campfire was out, it was dark, really dark. Diane was going in the tent to ready herself for bed. Not knowing what to do, should I stay outside by the extinguished campfire while waiting for my wife's mother to undress and climb in her sleeping bag, or should I go inside the tent with her? Diane answered my unasked question when she told me what to do.
"It's late. C'mon," she said with a smile. "Let's get ready for bed," she said.
# # #
Suddenly, horny, I was overwhelmed with sexual anticipation. Not knowing what to expect, with there not much room in the small tent, would my wife's mother undress in front of me? I mean, it was dark, but with the moonlight, I could still clearly see her. I hoped she'd remove her clothes while I watched.
Instead of the perverted thing for me to do, stare at her removing her clothes, perhaps, the gentlemanly thing for me to do was to turn around and not look and watch her undress. Was she expecting me to undress in front of her? I didn't know. If I did undress in front of my wife's mother, would she watch me remove my clothes in the way that I'd love to watch her remove her clothes. I didn't know what to do.
I imagined stripping myself naked in front of Diane. I imagined dick flashing her. I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away. I wondered if she'd reach out and touch me. I'd love her to wrap her manicured fingers around my cock and stroke me.
Since this was my first time camping, I didn't know what the protocol was when undressing and getting ready for bed in such a small tent that had no walls and no doors, but for a zipper. This wasn't just any woman; this was my mother-in-law. Yet, unable to control myself from looking, especially with my wife soundly sleeping, I stared at my mother-in-law while wondering what she'd do. Surely, she wouldn't undress in front of me or would she? Perhaps, she'd sleep in her clothes.
She went in the tent and I followed behind her as if I was her loyal and obedient dog, or her husband instead of her son-in-law. Leading the way, she carried a lantern and, so as not to awaken my wife, she turned the light down low just before she entered the tent. Still, along with the moonlight, the low light from the lantern was plenty of enough light to watch my wife's mother undress. Hoping that she'd remove her clothes in front of me, I wondered if she'd undress.
Maybe, she'd strip down to her panties and bra. I'd love to see my MILF of a mother-in-law in her sexy lingerie. Maybe, she'd remove her bra before climbing in her sleeping bag. I'd love to see my wife's mother topless. Maybe, she'd strip herself naked before putting on her nightie. I'd love to see Diane naked. Whatever she removes or doesn't remove, I'll be masturbating over any of the above as soon as I return home.
Uncomfortably embarrassed, not wanting to miss anything, I couldn't help myself from staring. It was a small tent with nothing to hide behind. As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I couldn't believe that my wife's mother was about to remove her clothes in front of me. Unable to look away, the ungentlemanly thing to do, unable to help myself, I continued staring while hoping that she'd undress.
# # #
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, Diane wasn't shy, ashamed, or embarrassed to remove her clothes in front of me. As if I was watching an XXX-rated movie that starred my mother-in-law, I watched her slowly, sexily, and seductively remove her sweatshirt. As if she was undressing in slow motion just for me, I couldn't believe she was removing her sweatshirt while standing four feet from me in our 7' by 7' tent.
With the tent only 5' high instead, I had to slouch down while ducking my head. No doubt, with her knowing that I'd more than just look but stare, I wondered how far she'd go in undressing. Instead of uncomfortably standing, I sat on a stool that we brought. I stared up at her as if she was on stage at a strip club and I was a member of the audience staring up at her while watching her do a striptease.
Perhaps, this was part of the X-rated fun of camping. Perhaps, as long as you were camping, it was okay to watch your friends and/or your relatives undress. I wondered if all of the campers at the campsite went skinny dipping. Maybe, being naked in the woods was part of the allure of camping. I wondered if Diane was deliberately giving me a show of what I shouldn't see of my mother-in-law's sexy and shapely body.
My first time seeing anything of my wife's mother, other than her bra strap, or the side of her bra cup that peeked out beneath her buttoned buttons, seemingly, she removed her sweatshirt in slow motion. As soon as she lifted her sweatshirt to her waist, to the bottom of her bra, above her bra, to her shoulders, and off, I stared at her in her brassiere. Looking as if they were about to leap out, her double D cup breasts were squished in her low-cut bra.
As soon as she raised her arms over her head the tops of her areolas were already exposed. With her breasts pushed up as if she was wearing a pushup bra, definitely, she needed a bigger bra. Having never seen her naked breasts, already aware of her bra cup size when seeing her bras in the laundry hamper, I wondered if she had F cup breasts, triple D cup breasts instead of double D cup breasts.
Her breasts looked bigger than I had imagined. Indeed, she had humongous tits. I thought of the celebrity women that I knew who had F cup breasts.
Christina Hendricks from Mad Men and Good Girls immediately came to mind. She has natural F cup breasts. Then, I thought of Sofia Vergara from Modern Family and America's Got Talent. She has surgically enhanced and implanted F cup breasts. Whenever I watch those big breasted women on TV, I can't stop staring at the size and the shape of their big tits through their clothes.
Envious of Diane's breasts, I wished my wife had inherited her mother's big tits. Still more than a handful, Donna has modest, B cup breasts. Surprised that I was sexually attracted to and married a woman who didn't have breasts the size of her mother's huge tits, I've always been sexually attracted to big breasted women, especially big breasted, older women. Before I was married, no matter their ages, I only dated women with big tits.
Yet, until I saw Diana in her bra, understanding why I fell in love with Donna, there's more to love than just having big tits. Yet, now that I see my wife's mother in her sexy brassiere, I wish that I had married a big breasted woman. Now that I've seen the bra clad breasts of my mother-in-law, something that I never thought about before, I wished that I had married mother instead of daughter.
Perish the thought. What the hell am I thinking? I'd never marry a woman who's twenty-five-years older than me just because she has big tits. That's insane. That's lunacy. That's perverted.
# # #
The first time I saw anything of my wife's mother, unable to look away, I stared at her while she immodestly walked around the tent in her bra. I stared at her tops of her meaty, jiggling breasts when she reached for something. I stared at her long, sexy line of cleavage when she leaned in front of me. No doubt, I'll be masturbating later over seeing my mother-in-law in her sheer and sexy, low-cut brassiere.
Unable to remove the huge sight of them from my horny eyes, having dated women with C cup and D cup breasts, especially when compared to her daughter's much smaller B cup breasts, Diane's breasts were enormous. She had the biggest tits that I had ever seen, not that I was seeing her naked tits, just her big breasts squished in her bra. Daring myself to do so, I wanted to feel her huge breasts through her bra. Yet, I could only imagine what she looked like topless.
Then, something I hadn't expected, as soon as she saw me staring at her bra clad breasts, her big nipples erected themselves through her bra. Not only did she have huge breasts but also, she had big nipples, too. I love women with big breasts as much as I love women with big nipples. Donna has small nipples. As soon as I saw the impressions of Diane' nipples through her sheer brassiere, my lips involuntarily turned into the shape of an oval as if I was imagining sucking them.
Exciting enough that I was seeing her in her bra, but something that I was surprised to see, her symmetrical areolas and her erect nipples were clearly visible through her sheer bra. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough seeing my mother-in-law in her bra but also, I saw her areolas and her nipples, too. Either she was cold or she was as sexually aroused showing me her bra clad tits as I was sexually excited seeing her in her bra. She not only had big tits but also, she had big nipples, too.
Something I never had with my mother-in-law, I had now. Not proud of it, embarrassed by it, I had an erection that bulged out my tight jeans. Never thinking about having sex with my wife's mother before, I imagined having sex with her now. Only, I'd never cheat on my wife, Donna, especially with her mother. Moreover, her mother would never have sex with me.
Nevertheless, I couldn't stop myself from imagining touching and feeling her big breasts through her bra. I imagined fingering her erect nipples through her bra, too. I imagined making out with my mother-in-law while feeling her big tits through her low-cut brassiere. Then, taking the next step, I imagined unhooking her bra and removing it. Even though it was something that I'd never see, I imagined seeing and staring at my mother-in-law's naked breasts.
My throbbing, erect cock pulsating in my pants from seeing my wife's mother in her sheer brassiere. Unembarrassed for me to see her in her big brassiere, she remained in her bra and jeans while tidying up the tent, talking to me, and turning to face me. Showing her the pervert that her daughter married, unable to remove my horny eyes from her, all that I could do was to stare at my mother-in-law in her revealing brassiere.
# # #
"Well, what are you waiting for," she asked with a laugh? "Are you shy or embarrassed," she asked with a chuckle. "Get undressed, Robert," she said with another laugh.
I stood to remove my sweatshirt while watching her unbutton, unzip, and pull down her jeans to her ankles. Again, instead of turning away from me, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, as if she wanted me to see her in her panties and bra, she turned to face me. Instead of me turning away from her, as if paralyzed when about to see her in her sexy lingerie, I stared.
She stepped out of her jeans, folded them, put them atop of her suitcase, and turned to face me again. Something that I never expected to see, I stared at Diane in her panties and bra. I never imagined that I'd be seeing my wife's mother in her low-cut bra and bikini panties. As well as seeing her areolas and her nipples, I could clearly see her big, bushy patch of brown, pubic hair through her sheer panties. I never thought that I'd ever be seeing Diane's nearly cunt, albeit through her panties.
'I'm starting to enjoy going camping,' I thought. 'If I'm always going to see my mother-in-law without her clothes, I can't wait to go camping again. Maybe as she becomes more comfortable with me seeing her without her clothes, she'll strip herself naked. Maybe, we all could go skinny dipping.'
I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother-in-law in her panties and bra. Even though she was a full-figured woman, she had a nice figure for an older woman. I'd definitely do her.
'Jesus. What the hell am I thinking,' I thought? 'How dare I? This is my wife's mother. What's wrong with me to be sexually lusting over my mother-in-law?'
# # #
Now that I've seen Diane in her sexy lingerie, I'll be masturbating over her for the rest of my horny life. With her living with us in the spare bedroom, I wondered how seeing her in her panties and bra would change things when we returned home. Would she continue wearing a bathrobe over her sheer and sexy nightgowns? Would she walk around the house in just her sexy lingerie?
Now that I've seen her in her bra and panties, would she undress and dress with her bedroom door open while I watched from her the hall or talked to her from the doorway of her bedroom? Would she sunbathe topless and ask to apply sunscreen to her nearly naked body? Would she allow me to touch and feel her while playing Marco Polo? Would she touch and feel me while playing Marco Polo?
Then, shocking me, she sexually excited me. Not thinking that she'd remove her bra in front of me; while standing in front of me and turning to face me, she moved her hands behind her back and unhooked her four clasp brassiere. As if she wanted me to see her naked breasts, I stared at my mother-in-law with shocked, sexual excitement. Smiling at me, she gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
She blew my mind. Something that I never thought I'd ever see, as if she was a stripper on stage, teasing me, she removed one bra strap from her right shoulder before removing her other bra strap from her left shoulder. Then, she removed her right arm from her bra strap before removing her left arm from her bra strap. While staring up at me, she wanted me to look. She held her bra cups in place.
As if my clothes were on fire, I quickly unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. Then, kicking off my sneakers, I pushed my pants down to my ankles. Obviously sexually excited, my erection tented my briefs. Surprisingly, Diane stared at my bulging erection in my briefs.
"Robert," she said. "You have an erection," she said with a little laugh. "Did I do that?"
Mortified, I covered my erection with my hand.
"Sorry, mom," I said. "I'm so sorry but I've never seen you in your panties and bra before."
She laughed.
"It's okay, Robert. I'd think there was something wrong with you if you were excited to see me in my sexy lingerie. Hand me my nightgown, please. It's in my suitcase."
# # #
I turned, opened her suitcase, and pulled out her nightgown. Then, when I turned to face her and handed her nightgown to her, having already removed her bra, she stood before me topless with her hands by her sides. As if she wanted me to see her naked breasts, she didn't cover her nakedness with her forearms or with her hands. She stared down at her naked breasts before staring up at me. Then, she cupped them in the palms of her hands.
"Well, what do you think of my tits, Robert," she asked.
I laughed.
"Your breasts are the 8th and 9th wonders of the world," I said.
With her asking my opinion of what I thought of her breasts, that allowed me to stare longer and harder at her naked tits. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother-in-law's naked breasts. Never have I seen breasts as big as Diane's tits. As if I had never seen a woman's naked breasts before, I couldn't stop staring at them.
They were shapely. They were beautiful. She had such big nipples. Again, I'll be masturbating over seeing Diane's big tits and her erect nipples for the rest of my horny life.
"You're staring at me topless as if you've never seen naked breasts before," she said with a laugh. "Well, now is your chance," she said with a dirty laugh. "Have a good look at my tits," she said, turning one side to turn to the other side.
Then, she took a step closer to me. Astonishing me, she took my hand by my wrist and placed it on her naked breast. She squeezed my hand while I squeezed her huge tit.
"With you always staring at them, let's get this over with," she said. "Go ahead. You may touch them. Feel them and fondle them while fingering my nipples," she said. "I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered. It's been a long time since I've been touched by a man."
While my wife was sound asleep, I touched, felt, and fondled her mother's naked breasts with my two, horny hands. I pinched, pulled, twisted, and turned her erect nipples. I couldn't believe she allowed me to have my way with her naked breasts. Again, this was my mother-in-law and not some woman that I happened upon in the forest and cheated on with while my wife slept off her drunkenness.
"Suck my nipples, Robert," she whispered. "I love having my nipples sucked."
When I leaned forward to suck her nipples, first one and then the other, she put her hand behind my head and ran her fingers through her hair. Then, when I stood, she kissed me. Surprising me, as if she was my girlfriend or my lover instead of my wife's mother, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. Surprising me, yet, again, she quickly removed her panties.
"I never sleep in my underwear," she said.
While she continued making out with me, I reached around her to feel her firm and shapely naked ass. While I felt her firm ass, she reached her hand down to feel my erect prick through my underwear. Returning the favor, I cupped her bushy, brown pussy in the palm of my hand.



Then, when I parted her pussy lips with my finger in the way she parted my lips with her tongue, I rubbed her wet and swollen clit. Then, I finger fucked my mother-in-law's pussy. I stuck my long, stiff finger deep inside of her. Moving my finger in and out of her wet cunt, I masturbated Diane.
She let out a little gasp. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my wife's mother. Returning the sexual favor again, she stuck her motherly hand inside of my underwear and wrapped her manicured fingers around my erect cock. She held and squeezed my naked prick. Then, she slowly stroked it.
# # #
As if I had a miniature tent pole in my underwear, while still holding my erect prick in her hand, she stared down at my big dick pushing against my tight briefs.
"Would you like me to do something about that for you, Robert," she asked?
She stared up at me with sexual arousal.
"Pardon? I'm sorry. Do something about what," I asked?
I feigned my ignorance while pretending that I didn't know what she meant? Not answering me, she pushed down my underwear, pulled out my prick, and cupped my testicles. Then, while staring up at me with a sexy look and a naughty smile, she wrapped her fingers around my cock again, and slowly stroked my big dick to a bigger and a harder erection while laughing.
"I could masturbate you, if you'd like," she said, giving me a sexy look.
Then, she leaned forward to whisper in my ear what she said next.
"I could suck you, if you prefer. Would you like to cum in my mouth, Robert? Would you like to watch your wife's mother swallow you?"
She laughed while giving me a naughty look.
"Or, if you'd rather, you could fuck me. The sexual fantasy of many men, sons-in-law's would you love to fuck their mothers-in-law," she said with a dirty laugh? "Tell me, Robert. Would you like to fuck mommy?"
She smiled up at me.
"It's up to you. Would you prefer to stick your prick in my hand and have me stroke you, stick your cock in my mouth and have me suck you, or stick your dick in my pussy and have me fuck you," she asked?
Then, she laughed.
"Maybe, you're an ass man and would rather fuck mommy in her ass," she said turning to bend forward at the waist while shaking her naked ass at me. "Are you into anal, Robert? Would you rather fuck me in my ass?"
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"What would you like me to do, Robert, stroke you, suck you, or fuck you," she asked with a dirty, little laugh.
She looked at her daughter.
"Don't worry about her, she's dead to the world," she said.
I looked at my mother-in-law with horniness.
"All of the above," I said, except for anal.
# # #
When she moved to her knees in front of me, I stared down at her not believing what I was seeing. She stared up at me while smiling. Diane wanted to blow me as much as I wanted her to suck me. Then, she took my erect prick in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to blow me.
Something that I never imagined happening, my wife's mother was sucking my cock. Diane was blowing me. Seemingly determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. Again, I'll be masturbating over my wife's mother giving me a blowjob for the rest of my life.
"Cum, Robert. Cum. Cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth," she said. "I want to taste you. I want to swallow you. Cum, Robert. Cum," she said again. "Cum in mommy's mouth," she said.
Even though she's not my mother but my mother-in-law, I liked it when she referred to herself as mommy.
"Mom! Mom," I said. "I'm cumming, mommy. I'm cumming."
I put a gentle hand behind my mother-in-law's pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. I exploded a big load of cum in her mouth.
Then, surprising me as much as I surprised her, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my big dick, I exploded a second load of cum all over Diane's face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. I gave Donna's mother a cum bath. As soon as I did, my wife awakened. While still ensconced in her sleeping bag, she turned to face us.
"What are you two doing? Why are you still up," she asked? "Oh," she said laughing when she saw the both of us naked.
When she saw her mother dripping with my cum, she laughed again.
"Well, I'm glad to see you two getting along," she said with a dirty laugh.
Her mother giggled.
"You just missed it," she said.
Her mother laughed while wiping my cum with her finger that dripped from her face and taking her fingers in her mouth to swallow my cum.
"I just blew Robert," she said. "Then, in his appreciation of a blowjob well done, complimenting me, he gave me a cum bath. He exploded a load of cum all over me. I have cum everywhere," she said laughing.
Diane laughed again. My wife gave her mother a big smile.
"Oh, mom. I'm glad that you did. Thank you Robert for allowing my mother to blow you. Thank you for giving her a cum bath. She's been so horny lately," she said.
She smiled at her mother.
"Are you going to fuck him, mother," she asked? "Fuck my mother, Robert."
Her mother nodded her head.
"Yes," she said.
My wife smiled at us.
"May I watch?"
My mother-in-law moved to her back on her sleeping bag with her legs spread wide open. As soon as I mounted her, my wife stripped herself naked. While watching me make love to her mother, she felt her naked breasts, fingered her erect nipples, and masturbated her pussy.
# # #
I made love to Diane as if she was my wife instead of my wife's mother. I made out with her while lovingly humping her. She returned my French kisses with her long, wet kisses. She returned my loving humps with her loving humps.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder. I fucked her. I fucked my mother-in-law while my wife watched and masturbated herself. Then, as soon as I ejaculated a load of cum in her cunt, exhausted, I moved off of her.
Something that I never expected to happen, I couldn't believe it when my wife kissed her mother. She parted her lips with her tongue and French kissed her. She felt her breasts and fingered her erect nipples while making out with her. Then, she made herself comfortable between her mother's legs. Donna ate Diane's pussy. She licked out my cum from her mother's cunt and swallowed it.
"Donna! Donna," said Diane. "Eat mommy. Rub my clit harder. Lick my pussy faster. Fondle my breast and finger my nipples. I'm cumming, Donna. Mommy is cumming," she said.
My wife wiped her mother's vaginal secretions from her face with a small hand towel. Then, returning the favor of oral sex, Diane made herself comfortable between Donna's thighs. She ate her daughter's pussy in the way that her daughter ate her mother's pussy. With my wife having already masturbated herself, it didn't take her long to cum.
"Mom! Mommy," she said. "Rub my clit harder. Lick my clit faster. Eat me, mommy. Eat me," she said.
She arched her back, stretched her legs, closed her eyes, and fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
"As you can see, Robert, every time we go camping, we have sex. I used to have sex with my father when he was alive. I blew him, allowed him to cum in my mouth, and swallowed his cum. I loved it when daddy gave me a cum bath," she said.
She laughed.
"Not all one way, after I blew him, he ate my pussy and fucked me. He gave me multiple orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and with his cock," she said. "I loved my dad. I miss him."
She smiled over at her mother.
"I've been trying to help my mother with her sexual frustration and her horniness. Yet, not enough for me to give her oral sex, she needed a cock. She needed your big prick. Thank you for having sex with my mother, Robert," said my wife. "Hopefully, you will have sex with her again."
I stared at my wife stunned.
"I'm looking forward to going camping again," I said. "I never realized that camping could be so much fun," I said with a laugh. "Perhaps, we can go camping again next weekend."
The three of us went camping every weekend until the weather turned too cold to go. We had threesome sex every time we went camping. Then, we camped in our living room with a tent and sleeping bags but without the campfire.
I continued making love to and fucking my wife's mother. My mother-in-law continued blowing me and allowing me to cum in her mouth and all over her face. I watched my wife having sex with her mother. I love camping.
THE END
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Naked with Aunt Flora & Cousin Emma
Nephew pretends that he's a nudist as his excuse to be naked in front of his aunt and his cousin.
My name is Roger and I'm an exhibitionist. Unable to help myself, I'm a pervert, too. Something that I can't stop doing, I love dick flashing women my cock. Taking them by surprise, I love flashing my naked body to unsuspecting women.
It's all in that split second when they first see me without my clothes that I most enjoy. I love seeing their first reactions to them seeing me naked. Some women look. Some women stare. Very few women look away in shame and embarrassment, especially when they're alone with me.
Not wanting to be arrested for lewd and lascivious behavior, I do all of my flashing in the confines of my home. I never flash women on a public street or in my car. Begging to be arrested, that behavior is too risky. I'd rather that people don't know that I'm a perverted flasher.
Between video cellphones and computer cameras, flashing women is easier now than ever. Then, again, while making my flashes appear unintentional, walking around in a short bathrobe that never closes and continually opens at the most opportune of times is always fun. Dropping my towel after emerging from the shower is a good way to flash unsuspecting women, too.
"Oops, sorry. I'm so embarrassed," I say while taking my time to pick up my towel and tie it around my waist.
# # #
Along the way, I've learned some things about flashing my dick. I have a better chance of successfully flashing a woman when she's alone. She will not only look but also will stare. When she's with a friend, they both act embarrassed, giggle, and quickly walk away.
Also, pregnant women and older women, fifty-years-old to seventy-years-old, probably because they haven't had sex in a while and are horny, are good targets to flash, too. They not only always look but also, they always stare. Especially when they're alone, I've never had a pregnant or older woman look away in shame and embarrassment.
Surprisingly, something that shocked me, even Sister Mary Elizabeth stared at my naked cock when she came to my door to solicit money for the parish. I opened my door in my bathrobe, the one that never closes, with nothing underneath. I invited her inside of my house for a cup of tea and some cookies.
We sat chatting. We me sitting like a longshoreman or a construction worker, my knees were parted wide. My flaccid, then semi-erect, and finally erect cock was clearly visible to the good nun. As if she had never seen a naked, erect cock before, she not only looked but she stared. Sister Mary Elizabeth stared at my big dick.
Giving me something to masturbate over later, I continued dick flashing the nun. We sat talking for twenty minutes. Then, when I leaned in front of her to pour her another cup of tea, my bathrobe parted wide open at the waist. She not only got a good, long, closeup look of my naked prick but also, she stared at my pubic hair and my hanging testicles. I wondered if she'd masturbate herself later over me in the way that I'll be masturbating over having dick flashed her.
# # #
Having a long list of the women that I've flashed, I've flashed every woman that I know except for my forty-one-year-old aunt Flora and her daughter, my cousin, my twenty-one-year-old cousin, Emma. They lived too far away. I seldom get to see them. Yet, I've masturbated over imagining flashing them. Only, I've been able to think of a way to flash them without making my dick flashing seem deliberately done.
Beginning ten-years ago when I was 18-years-old, I dick flashed my forty-three-year-old mother, Caroline, my twenty-three-year-old sister, Debbie, and my sixty-five-year-old grandmother, Mary. I allowed them all to catch me stroking myself. Surprising me, the women who stared at my cock the longest were my mother and my grandmother. No doubt, with them alone without a man in their lives, clearly they're both horny.
Lying back on my bed naked with my eyes closed and while wearing my headphones, I knew that they'd barge open my bedroom door without knocking to deliver my laundry. As soon as I heard them climbing the stairs and walking down the hall, I stroked myself faster. Determined to cum in for them, I stroked myself harder. If it wasn't enough that I exposed myself to my mother while cumming, I did the same to my sister.
I cracked open my eyes just enough to see the reaction of my mother seeing my big dick ejaculating a load of cum all over my chest, my stomach, and my hand. Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, instead of her immediately leaving my room, she stared. My mother not only stared at me stroking my cock but she also watched me cum. She put my laundry down on the floor and watched me from my closet.
She surprised me when she fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples through her nightgown while watching me stroke myself. Not stopping there, she removed her big breasts from her nightgown while continuing to fondle them and fingering her nipples. If that wasn't enough, she exposed her black, bushy, naked pussy when she lifted the hem of her nightgown and rubbed her clit and finger fucked herself while continuing to watch me masturbating.
Then, as soon as I ejaculated a load all over my chest, my stomach, and my hand, she silently left my bedroom. My sister had a different reaction to seeing me stroking myself and cumming. She walked over to my bed and slapped my cock with her hand.
"Pervert," she said. "I'm telling mom. Mom," she yelled! "Mom! Roger exposed himself to me."
My mother came upstairs.
"Roger was playing with himself," she said.
My mother came to my defense.
"Did you knock," asked my mother?
My sister shook her head no.
"You should have knocked at his door first and waited for him to tell you to enter before opening it. How would you like it if your brother barged in your bedroom and caught you in your bra and panties, topless, or naked," she asked. "I'm sure you wouldn't appreciate being called a pervert if he caught you playing with yourself after he barged in your bedroom without knocking."
With my sister looking down with shame, my mother gave me a smile and a wink.
"Now, apologize to your brother for embarrassing him and violating his privacy," said my mother.
My sister made a face.
"Sorry," she said, not meaning it.
# # #
Now that I had carte blanche forgiveness from my mother, I masturbated every time my sister had one of her friends over. Just as she did before, I knew she'd do again. Knowing full well that I was masturbating because the house was shaking, three for one, she deliberately barged open my bedroom door with her two friends standing behind her on the pretense of borrowing my records.
In the way that my sister stared at my naked, erect prick, her friends, Anne, and Julie, stared at my naked, erect prick. Her two friends stared at my big dick as if they had never seen a cock before. No doubt, this was their first time seeing a man playing with himself.
With me close to cumming, instead of stopping, I stroked myself faster. Determined to cum for all three of them, I stroked myself harder. I gave my sister and her friend a show of me cumming.
"Oh, oh, oh," I said. "Oh, my God. I'm cumming. Oh, my God. I'm cumming," I said, shooting a load of cum all over myself.
My big sister and her two friends stood with her eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth hanging open. Then, she looked at her friends and smiled. That was when I knew that my sister wanted her friends to see me stroking myself and cumming.
"Oh, my God, Roger. Jesus. Is that all you do all day, every day," she said, throwing a pillow at me. "What the fuck is wrong with you? Cover yourself, pervert. How dare you embarrass my friends?"
Not fooling me by her outrage, with them not leaving my room and closing my bedroom door behind them, my sister and her two friends stared at my naked, erect cock. Then, when I saw them staring, giving them a real show, I exploded a load of cum all over me. I'll be stroking myself for the rest of my life over my sister and her two friends watching me masturbating and cumming.
"Mom," yelled my sister again!
My mother ran upstairs again.
"Now what," she asked?
My sister pointed to me as if I was a rapist and she was the police.
"He masturbated himself in front of us," she said.
My mother sighed, rolled her eyes, and put her hand on her hip.
"Did you knock?"
My sister shook her head no.
"I told you to knock first, Debbie, and wait for him to answer before opening his bedroom door," said my mother, defending me again.
She looked at my sister disapprovingly.
"Get out," she said. "Give your brother some privacy."
My mother turned to stare at my erect naked prick oozing with cum. Then, filling me with encouragement, she smiled at me before she closed my bedroom door behind her.
# # #
Then, when my mother talked to her mother, my sixty-five-year-old grandmother, Mary, on the phone, as she did every day, my mother must have told her that she caught me masturbating and cumming. It excited me to imagine my mother talking to her mother about catching me stroking myself and cumming. I'm sure that she told her about my sister and her two friends barging in my bedroom without knocking. Being the pervert that I am, it was then that I masturbated over imagining dick flashing my grandmother, too.
I wondered what my nanna's reaction would be to seeing my naked prick. Would she look? Would she stare? Would she immediately leave my room in shame and embarrassment? Would she admonish me? Would she stay to watch me cum?
With my grandmother living only a few houses away from us, the next day, she visited my mother, as she does nearly every day. While listening from the upstairs hall, I overheard my mother ask my grandmother to carry up my laundry. I knew that my mother wanted me to give my grandmother a show in the way that I gave my mother, my sister, and her two friends a show.
I hurried to my room, quietly closed my bedroom door, and quickly readied myself to flash my nanna. As if my clothes were on fire, I quickly stripped myself naked. As excited as I was to flash my mother, my sister, and her two friends, I was excited to flash my grandmother, too. Not taking me long to have an erection, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection before putting on my headphones and falling back on my bed naked.
As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I was going to dick flash my grandmother. I couldn't believe that I had the balls to dick flash my nanna. I was going to allow her to see me stroking my cock. As my mother did, my sister, and her two friends did, I wondered if my nanna would remain in my room long enough to watch me cum.
With her having difficulty walking up the stairs, especially when carrying something, I heard her slowly walk up the stairs. I heard her slowly walking down the hall. I hoped that she wouldn't knock at my bedroom door but just open it. Not having to wonder long what her reaction would be, I was ready for my grandmother to see my naked, erect cock.
As soon as she opened my bedroom door without knocking, she froze. She stared at my erect cock as if she had never seen a naked prick before. With my grandfather dead and buried years ago, sexual arousal betrayed her shocked face. I continued stroking myself. Determined to cum in front of my grandmother, I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder.
Enjoying her reaction, seemingly, my grandmother liked what she was seeing. Like mother, like daughter. In the way that my mother stared at my naked prick, my grandmother stared at my erect cock, too. She seemed as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited to show her my big dick. Now, I couldn't wait to cum for her.
# # #
Then, surprising me, something that my mother didn't do and that I never expected my nanna to do, after putting my laundry basket down on the floor, she walked to my bed and sat next to me. I opened my eyes as if I didn't know she was there in my room. I removed my headphones.
"Granny," I said. "Oh, my God. I didn't hear you enter my room. I'm so embarrassed," I said while feigning my embarrassment.
I covered my naked prick with my hand. Yet, with my big dick, too big to cover and impossible to bend, I had a huge, throbbing, and pulsating boner in front of my grandmother. Then, not done surprising me, she pushed my hand away and took my cock in her warm, soft, and wrinkled hand. She smiled down at me.
"At my age, it no longer matters what I do," she said with a little laugh. "I'm no longer embarrassed and ashamed," she said with a little laugh.
Then, she looked down at me with lust in the way that I stared up at her with horniness. She blew my mind with what she said next.
"May I masturbate you, Roger? It's been a long time since I've held a man's penis in my hand. I'd love to make you cum."
Not waiting for me to respond, she wrapped her elderly fingers tighter around my naked cock. She slowly stroked me to an even bigger and harder erection. I couldn't believe that my grandmother was masturbating me. I imagined my good looking grandmother being a big hit in the nursing home. Then, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me by what she said next.
"I love your big and hard prick, Roger. You have a much bigger cock than your grandfather," she said.
Then, she looked down at her blouse and bra clad breasts before looking up at me to give me a big, sexually aroused smile.
"You may touch my breasts while I stroke you," she said. "I miss having my breasts felt."
She let go of my prick to unbutton her blouse. I watched her expose her long line of cleavage and her big, white brassiere. Then, surprising me, yet again, she lifted her bra to expose her enormous, sagging breasts and her big, erect nipples. She took my prick in her hand and continued stroking me while allowing me to have my way with her naked tits.
"Touch my breasts. Feel them, Roger. Fondle them while fingering my nipples. You may suck my nipples, if you'd like," she said. "I love having my breasts fondled while having my nipples sucked. It's been a long time since a man has touched me."
While she stroked me faster and harder, I felt and fondled my grandmother's naked breasts. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Then, I sat up and leaned forward to take my granny's nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other.
Daring myself to do so, I pulled up her long skirt all the way up to her crotch to expose her white, granny panties. Then, I reached my hand between the top of her thighs and cupped her pussy through her panties. I rubbed her pussy slit with my finger. Then, I pushed her panties aside. With her wet enough to do so, I rubbed her swollen clit and finger fucked my nanna. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my grandmother and she allowed me to finger her pussy.
As soon as I fingered her pussy, she leaned forward. My grandmother took me in her mouth. She was blowing me. She continued stroking me while sucking me. I put a hand behind her grey haired head and exploded a load of cum in her mouth. She didn't remove her mouth from my cock until she swallowed all of me. A talented cocksucker, my grandmother gave me a wonderful blowjob.
"Thank you, Roger. The next time you come to my house to mow my lawn, I'll fuck you. Would you like to fuck your grandmother, Roger," she asked with a dirty laugh.
Then, when my grandmother went downstairs to talk to my mother, I listened from the upstairs hall. With them both talking to one another and comparing notes, not only did I have incestuous sex with my grandmother but also, the next day, I had forbidden sex with my mother, too. While my sister was at work, my mother came into my room naked.
The first time I saw my mother without her clothes, I stared at her big, naked breasts. I stared at her black, bushy pussy. I stared at what I could see of her shapely, naked. Then, in the way that her mother did, my mother did. She sat on my bed and stroked my prick while sucking my prick. She allowed me to make love to her before she fucked me and allowed me to cum not only in her mouth but also in her pussy, too.
Without my sister knowing, I not only continued having incestuous sex with my mother but I continued having forbidden sex with my grandmother. I made love to both of them. I fucked the both of them. They both continued blowing me, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed my cum.
# # #
Two for one, today was the day that I was going to flash my aunt and my cousin my naked body. I had already developed a believable flashing scenario. Hoping that they'd not only believe me but also would strip themselves naked, too, I was going to tell them that I was a nudist.
Ten-years later, with my grandmother dead and buried, my mother died of breast cancer at too young of an age of 55-years-old, I saw my aunt and my cousin at my mother's funeral. I invited them to my log cabin for the weekend in the wooded hills of Vermont. With them not knowing the way, I told them that I'd drive them there and back.
As soon as we arrived there, I showed them around my property. I gave them a tour of the interior of my cabin. Not much to see, about 800 square feet, I had a one-room studio with a bedroom and a bathroom. My living room was open to my kitchen. Then, I poured them wine and set a cheese, fruit, and cracker plate in front of them.
In case they wanted to stay overnight or stay for the weekend, I had a couple of blow up mattresses that I could put on the living room floor. Hoping they'd stay over; I'd love to spy on them taking a shower. With only me staying here, the bathroom and my bedroom didn't have doors.
With my mother an incestuous whore, and my grandmother consensually having forbidden sex with me, I hoped that my aunt was a whore and my cousin would have forbidden sex with me, too. For the time being, as if they were my captives, with me their only ride back, I held them hostage in my cabin. As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I was as nervous as I was sexually excited.
I was about to show my aunt and my cousin my naked body. On the pretense that I was a nudist, I wondered what their reaction would be to seeing me without my clothes. Would they look? Would they stare? Would they look away in shame and embarrassment?
Not knowing what to expect, would they ask me to cover myself? Or, hoping that they would, would they remove their clothes and get naked with me, too? Would my cousin and/or my aunt have incestuous sex with me in the way that my mother and my grandmother did? I'd love to see my aunt and my cousin without their clothes as much as I'd love to have sex with them.
# # #
Daring myself to do so, this was it. I had exposed myself to my mother's sister and my cousin. With me perversely perverted, I had no shame and no embarrassment. No matter their reaction to seeing me naked, I'll be masturbating over exposing myself to them for the rest of my horny life.
"Excuse me while I get changed," I said.
I disappeared in my bedroom and removed my clothes except for my slippers. My now thirty-one-year-old cousin was the first to see me and my flaccid cock when I walked from my bedroom to the living room naked. She put her hand to her mouth and giggled while staring at me. Clearly, not removing her eyes from my naked prick, she liked what she was seeing.
Then, when my fifty-two-year-old aunt looked up at me, she choked on her wine. I walked over to her to pat her on her back. As soon as I stood close to my aunt and cousin, while patting my aunt on her back, my cock went from flaccid to semi-erect to erect. Something a nudist shouldn't have; I had an erection.



"Sorry," I said. "I should have warned you."
I covered my chair with a towel and returned to my seat across from them.
"I'm a nudist," I said lying while looking from my aunt to my cousin.
Instead of looking up at my face, both my aunt and my cousin continued staring down at my cock.
"You have a big dick, Roger," said my cousin, giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
My aunt fanned her face.
"This is your house, we're your guests, and you may do whatever you want but I never expected to see so much of my nephew," said my aunt with a nervous little laugh. "Aren't you cold," she asked with a laugh?
# # #
Not offering to get dressed, instead I invited them to get naked.
"If you'd be more comfortable, feel free to remove your clothes, and get naked with me," I said with a big smile.
My aunt looked at me with horror but her daughter looked at me with sexual arousal. With her not shy, ashamed, or embarrassed, I watched my cousin, Emma, unbutton and remove her blouse. She had big tits, what looked like D cup breasts. Then, she stood, unbuttoned, and unzipped her short skirt.
She twirled around to show me what she looked like in her bra and panties. Not stopping there, she reached around her to unhook and remove her bra. Then, she pushed down her panties and removed them, too. While smiling at me, she twirled herself around again to show me what she looked like naked.
"I'd never do this anywhere else but here and with anyone but you," she said with a little laugh. "With you being a nudist, I'm comfortable being naked. I've always wanted to go to a nude beach. I've always wondered what it would be like to be a nudist," she said with a laugh.
She looked down at her mother and smiled.
"Remove your clothes, mother, and get naked with us. It's so freeing," said my cousin Emma. "C'mon. Live a little."
My aunt laughed.
"If I had your body, Emma, I'd already be naked," said my aunt with a sexy smile.
I handed my cousin a towel to sit on when sitting on the couch. Then, surprising me, Emma started to unbutton her mother's blouse. Instead of stopping her, clearly sexually aroused seeing me naked, and now seeing her daughter naked, too, my aunt Flora stared down at her daughter's hands. Emma removed her mother's blouse. While Emma and I were naked, my aunt was in her big, white brassiere.
My mother's sister had enormous breasts the same size breasts as her sister and her mother. They all had double D cup breasts. Hoping that Emma would strip her mother naked, I'd love to see my aunt's massive tits.
# # #
"My cousin, Debbie, your sister told me that you were always in your room naked and masturbating," she said. "She told me that you not only exposed yourself to her but also you masturbated in front of her and her two friends. She said that they all saw you cumming," said my cousin with a dirty laugh.
I sighed and rolled my eyes.
"Not having a lock on my bedroom door, not giving me the courtesy of a knock, my mother, my sister, and even my grandmother barged in my bedroom all the time and without knocking. With me, an 18-year-old testosterone filled man, I was a masturbation machine. I masturbated four and five times a day, every day," I said with pride.
Surprising me that she did, my aunt stood for my cousin to unbutton and unzip her skirt. Then, she pulled down her mother's skirt to expose her white, sheer, bikini panties. I stared at my aunt in her low-cut bra and her sheer, bikini panties. Finally, my aunt Flora sat on the couch and turned to her daughter for her to unhook her four hook bra. I watched Emma remove her mother's brassiere.
In the way that they stared at my naked, erect prick, I stared at Emma naked and my aunt topless. Then, standing again, I watched my aunt roll down her panties and step out of them. My aunt was naked. We were all naked. I handed my aunt a towel to put on the couch to sit on while we continued talking.
# # #
"I've never seen a man masturbate before," said my cousin. "With my aunt, cousin, and grandmother having seen you stroking yourself, do you think you could cum for me and my mother," asked Emma?
If she wasn't beautiful enough, she was even more beautiful when she gave me a big smile.
"I'd love to masturbate you," she said. "With you making me horny, I'd even blow you. I'd love for you to cum in my mouth, Roger. I'd love to swallow your cum. Maybe my mother would blow you, too," said Emma with a dirty laugh.
My aunt looked at her daughter aghast with her eyes bugging out of her head and her mouth hanging open.
"Emma! Oh, my God! I'm not going to have sex with my nephew. That would be so wrong," she said.
My cousin laughed.
"I bet you'd allow him to fuck you after you had another glass of wine," said my cousin pouring her mother another glass of wine.
Then, yet, again, my cousin surprised me as much as she sexually excited me by what she said next.
# # #
Emma walked over to me, moved to her knees, and took me in her hand to stroke me. Then, while staring up at me, she took me in her mouth to suck me. If it wasn't enough that I was naked in front of my aunt and cousin, and they were naked in front of me, Emma was giving me a blowjob.
Then, once I ejaculated in her mouth, she moved to the floor on her back and onto my bearskin rug with her legs spread wide open. Mounting her, I made love to my cousin while making out with her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. I fucked my cousin.
Then, shocking me yet again, she was full of sexual surprises.
"Cum in my pussy, Roger. Make me pregnant. Give me your baby," she said.
Motivated to give my cousin the fucking of her life, I couldn't wait to cum in her pussy. I hoped to impregnate her. I wanted her to have our baby.
"Roger! Roger! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming, Roger. I'm cumming," she said. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
She closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs. Then she fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. We rested side by side until her mother, who had consumed her fourth glass of wine, walked over to me. Not expecting her to do what she did, my aunt Flora sat on my face.
"Eat me, you bad man," she said. "Make me cum with your fingers and your tongue. I need to have an orgasm. Then, after you give me oral sex, I'll give you oral sex. After you cum in my mouth, I'll fuck you," she said.
# # #
Nine months later, I heard that my cousin, who lived on the other side of the country, had fraternal twins, a girl she named Rita and a boy she named Roger.
"Move out here, Roger. Make me your woman. Marry me. Make me an honest woman. Give our babies your name and don't allow them to be bastards.
Of course, I sold all of my possessions and moved out west. I married my cousin and we lived a glorious life. My aunt joined us on occasion to have sex. I had sex with my aunt while she had sex with her daughter.
THE END
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I Teased my Stepbrother for Sex
Stepsister teases stepbrother for sex, then stepmother joins in on the fun, too.
My forty-eight-year-old mother, Crystal, worked as a stripper for nearly twenty-years. With horny men throwing one-dollar-bills at her while she was on stage, or tucking money in her G-string, she removed her clothes while dancing around a pole to music. That's how my mother earned her living.
She's a whore. She's always been a whore. That's how my dad met her. He met her at a strip club.
After giving my dad a lap dance, it was love at first sight. Yet, once a stripper, always a stripper. With her an exhibitionist, my mother loves flashing her panties, her bra, her naked pussy, and her naked breasts to unsuspecting men, especially while shopping at the mall.
My single mother is still a whore. She'll always be whore. Once a whore always a whore. Like mother, like daughter, I'm a whore, too. I love stroking, sucking, and fucking cock.
Now that she discovered how to use a computer and how to take advantage of social media on the internet, she works as a webcam model. She rents a small one-bedroom apartment as her studio to shoot her videos. Albeit petite, barely 120 pounds, she's 5' 3" tall. She's beautiful and has a sexy and shapely body.
She has dark brown, long hair, and beautiful brown eyes. As soon as my father passed, she used some of his insurance money to buy huge, double D cup, breast implants. Because she is so short, looking a bit like Dolly Parton but without the teased, blonde hair, they look ridiculous on her but she loves her big, phony breasts. She has a well-rounded ass, and shapely legs. Yet, when rounding a corner, her big breasts are the first things that everyone notices.
Now that she's older with children, she seems ashamed of her past. Whenever anyone asks what she does for a living, with her too short to be a runway model, she tells them that she works as a clothing store, magazine model. Pretty enough to model, again, the only modeling that she ever did was to dance around a pole to music while stripping down to her G-string.
Yet, now that she has humongous, phony breasts, instead of looking up at her pretty face and her beautiful, brown eyes, her big tits are the first things that men notice. She always wears low-cut tops that show off her long, sexy line of cleavage and the tops of her jiggling breasts. If she had blonde hair instead of brown hair, she'd look a lot like Coco Austin who's married to Ice-T. I love my mother and I'm proud of her.
Yet, pleased that she was a stripper, and proud of her that she's a webcam model, most people would wonder about her career choices. Not knowing how tough it is for a single woman to make her way in the world, they wouldn't understand. Thinking that she was a whore, and she was and still is, women would keep their husbands away from her. The men would lust over her while wondering where they could find her erotic online images.
Glad that she gave me a stripper's name, my name is Tiffany and, like mother like daughter, even though I'd never be a stripper, I'm an exhibitionist. I love flashing my panties, my bra, my naked pussy, and my naked breasts. Fortunately, I got my father's height, my grandmother's big breasts, blonde hair color, and my mother's shapely ass. Standing 5' 9" tall, I have long, sexy legs. Yet, we both must exercise to stay fit, and not gain excess weight to keep our figures.
# # #
My mother is constantly and continually doing webcam videos. She's done hundreds of videos on every social media. She loves teasing men for money with her sexy lingerie, and her topless and naked body. With her not having to pay the club to strip and split her tips with the club owner, the bartender, and the doorman, she earns more money as a webcam model then she ever did as a stripper. God knows what she does and with whom she does it after work. She's never home.
Fortunately for us my stepbrother and I work from home. Taking after my mother, I lounge around the house wearing my short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgown without having the modesty to wear a robe over it. I love sexually teasing my stepbrother by flashing him all that he shouldn't see of me.
I like how he stares at me. Always horny, he sexually arouses me when he looks at me as if he wants to stick his big dick in my hand, my mouth, and/or my pussy. My stepbrother wears a T-shirt, and his pajama bottoms without underwear.
I'm twenty-four-years-old and Charlie, my stepbrother, is twenty-one-years-old. Once divorced, my dad had a son before he married my mother, and my mother, once divorced, too, had me before she married him. Together, we became a family. We continued living together after my dad died of Covid.
I'm home alone with Charlie all day, every day. Sometimes, a fun game to play, when I get as bored as I get horny, I like sexually teasing him by flashing him. With him always looking, I love flashing him something of me that he shouldn't see. He's always masturbating in his room. With him a masturbation machine, masturbating four and five times a day, he's even hornier than I am.
Hearing the windows shake and the dishes rattle in the China cabinet, I always know when he's stroking himself. After flashing him, I know that he's stroking himself over me. His reactions to seeing what he shouldn't see of me is priceless. So easy for me to do, when wearing my short skirts, just by crossing and uncrossing my legs, I flash him a triangular patch of my white panties.
Daring myself to do so, when wearing my short nightgowns, I've deliberately given him up nightgown views of my blonde, trimmed, naked pussy, too. He not only looks but also, he stares. As soon as I flash him, as funny as it's sexually arousing for me to see, he has an erection that tents his pajama bottoms that he wears without wearing underwear.
Difficult not to notice, my stepbrother has a big dick. Being the whore that I am, even hornier seeing his erection than I was before, he makes me wish that I could see it, touch it, feel it, fondle it, and stroke it. I'd love to catch him masturbating. I'd love to watch him stroking his erect prick. Tempted to lick it up, I'd love to see and hear him cum all over his chest, this stomach, and his hand.
Embarrassed that I sexually excited him, he covers his erection with his hand. Yet, he constantly and continually walks around the house with an erection. Sometimes, while wondering if he ever had a blowjob, I think about blowing him. Not refusing to suck him, if I was drunk enough, I'd blow my stepbrother.
I masturbate over my stepbrother cumming in my mouth and swallowing his cum. I'd love to see the look on his face with his big dick buried in my mouth. I wonder if he's had sexual intercourse. If not, taking his cherry, again, if drunk enough, I'd definitely fuck him. I continue masturbating over the thoughts of sucking and fucking my stepbrother.
# # #
Something that he saw on some porn site, he asked to give me a taste test. Having seen it on the same website, I knew that he didn't want to test my taste. What he really wanted to do was to stick his prick in my mouth.
"I bet if I removed one of your senses and blindfolded you, that you can't tell the foods that I put in your mouth," he said.
I laughed.
"That's ridiculous, Charlie. How can a blindfold stop me from tasting food," I asked? "I'm sure that blind people can taste food."
He smiled.
"Let's see," he said.
He walked around behind me and while, no doubt staring down my open nightgown top, he blindfolded me to give me a taste test. While I'm on my knees in front of him, not sure why I needed to be on my knees for him to give me a taste test, he stuck a carrot in my mouth.
"Carrot," I said.
Then, he stuck a breadstick in my mouth.
"Breadstick," I said.
Next he stuck a pickle in my mouth and then a banana.
"Pickle," I said. "Banana, I said.
Then, as if I didn't know what he was doing, knowing what he was doing all long, having seen women given the taste test, he put whipped cream on his big dick. Moreover, I've been to CFNM strip clubs. The stripper's put whipped cream on the cocks before sticking their erect pricks in the mouths of their customers. When he touched my lips with the head of his whipped cream covered cock, I stuck out my tongue and licked the whipped cream.
"Whipped cream," I said.
Then, surprising me, not taking no for an answer or giving me a chance to pull away, he put a heavy hand behind my head and stuck his erect prick in my mouth. As if he was wild with lust for me to blow him, he humped my mouth. My stepbrother fucked my face.
Determined to cum in my mouth, Charlie forced me to blow him. Even though I wanted to blow him, wanted him to cum in my mouth, and wanted to swallow his cum, I hit him. I slapped him. Then, just before he ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth, I pushed him away.
"Charlie! Oh, my God," I said. "What are you doing?"
I removed the blindfold. Then, when I saw his naked, erect prick, I punched him in his balls.
"What the fuck? How dare you stick your prick in my mouth," I said with anger and wiped my mouth with a tissue.
While holding himself in pain, he looked at me apologetically.
"Sorry, sis. With you on your knees in front of me, I couldn't resist," he said. "I hoped you wouldn't know that it was my prick in your mouth."
I laughed.
"Jesus, Charlie. I've sucked a lot of cocks not knowing when there's a prick in my mouth," I said with another laugh.
# # #
Knowing that he'd offer to do anything for me not to tell my mother that he stuck his prick in my mouth, I played him.
"I'm telling mom that you stuck your prick in my mouth. I'm telling her that you tried to get me to blow you," I said. "I'm telling her that you forced me to suck your cock with this stupid taste test game," I said.
Realizing that my mother wouldn't be happy with her stepson trying to have sex with her daughter, he begged me not to tell our mother that he tried to take sexual advantage of me.
"Please don't tell mom, Tiffany. Please don't. I'm sorry for sticking my prick in your mouth. I'll do anything to make it up to you. Please don't tell her," he said, begging me not to tell.
I looked at him and smiled.
"Anything," I asked? "You'll do anything for me not to tell mom that you tried to get me to blow you?"
He nodded his head.
"Anything, Tiff. I'll do anything," he said.
I grabbed a pillow from the couch.
"Lay back," I said while putting the pillow under his head.
I hiked my nightgown up to my waist to show him my panties. I was wearing panties with a pad because today was the end of my menstrual cycle.
"For you sticking your prick in my mouth, I want you to lick my pussy," I said.
He looked at me with shock mixed with sexual excitement.
"I've never licked a pussy," he said while looking up at me with trepidation mixed with sexual excitement.
I laughed.
"I'll show you. It's easy. You just stick out your tongue and lick it," I said.
I quickly removed my tampon and my panties. Then, I moved up to him and sat on his face. I pushed my pussy down in his mouth and held his shoulders down with my hands.
"Lick it," I said. "Lick my pussy. Lick my pussy or I'll tell mom that you stuck your cock in my mouth. Lick it. Lick my pussy, Charlie," I said.
He stuck out his tongue and licked it.
"Gross. It smells. It tastes terrible. I hate it," he said.
I laughed.
"Lick it. Lick it again or I'll tell mom," I said.
When he licked it again, I stood and moved off of his face.
"You're lucky. This is the last day of my period. If I sat on your face on the first day when my flow was heavy, you would have looked like a vampire," I said with a big laugh.
Like the little bitch that he is, he ran to the bathroom to wash his face. I went to my bedroom for another tampon and a fresh pair of panties. I couldn't wait to masturbate over my brother sticking his big dick in my mouth and him licking my pussy.
# # #
After we're done with our work, we play board games. While ready to flash him again, I sit on the couch and he sits on the floor in front of me. When I don't have my period, I never wear panties. Unless I sit with my knees cemented together, I give him a continual up nightgown view of my naked pussy.
Eventually, tired of keeping my legs crossed or my knees closed, while pretending that I don't know that I'm exposed, I part open my knees enough to give him a continual view of my naked pussy. With him trying not to stare, he pretends that he's not looking. Yet, I know that he's not only seen my naked pussy but also, he's staring at his stepsister's naked cunt.
Something easy for me to give him, immediately, he has an erection from seeing my pussy mound, my camel toe, my pussy slit, and my blonde, trimmed, blonde pubic hair. Not stopping with just flashing my stepbrother my naked cunt, I deliberately flash him my naked breasts, too. Every time I lean forward to play a game piece; the top of my nightgown falls open with me.
Sexually teasing him, while giving him continual up nightgown peeks of my pussy, I continually give him down nightgown views of my naked breasts and my erect nipples. In the way that he never removes his eyes from them, he loves seeing my big tits as much as I love showing him my naked breasts. In my exhibitionism and voyeurism, giving him even more to masturbate over, I love flashing him my naked pussy and my naked breasts.
With my mother out with her friends and not expecting her to return home until late, we decided to watch a movie. I opened a bottle of wine and my brother had a couple of beers. After finishing my second glass of wine, my limit before becoming a little tipsy, I felt sleepy. Using my brother as my pillow, I stretched out and rested my head on his lap. Continuing to sexually tease him, his erect, pajama clad cock was mere inches from my mouth.
With my head on his lap while pretending that I was asleep, I wondered what he'd do. After sticking his prick in my mouth, I wondered if he had learned his lesson. Not having to wait long to know, as soon as I closed my eyes, ever so gently so as not to awaken me, I felt his hand feeling the side of my breasts through my nightgown. When I didn't stir, move, or slap his hand away, he fondled my breasts while fingering my erect nipples through the sheer material of my low-cut nightgown.
I love having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered. Then, surprising me as much as he sexually aroused me, the first time that he felt my naked breasts, he stuck his horny hand inside of my opened top and fondled my breasts while fingering my nipples. As soon as he did, able to watch his big dick throb and pulsate, he had an erection. I rested my fingertips on his thigh only mere inches from his throbbing pajama clad prick.
With my head turned away from him, he didn't know that I was awake. When I opened my eyes, the head of his erection peeked out of his pajama pee hole. While wanting to stroke it, suck it, and fuck it, I stared at the head of his big dick while continuing to pretend that I was still asleep.
Then, he slid down lower to position his naked cock closer to my fingers and to my mouth. When he did, my fingers touched the head of his naked cock. No doubt, he deliberately moved lower for me to touch him.
As if I was dreaming, I fingered the head of his erect cock with my fingertips. Then, when I yawned, with him not having learned his lesson, he lifted his prick and touched my lips with the head of his big dick. He slowly slid his erect, naked cock across my lips.
Clearly, my stepbrother wanted to stick his prick in my mouth again. He wanted me to blow him. He wanted me to suck his prick. No doubt, he wanted to cum in my mouth. Teasing him, I licked the head of his big dick in my feigned sleep.
# # #
Then, surprising me, when I yawned again, he turned more to the side and stuck his prick in my mouth. I couldn't believe that Charlie stuck his big dick in my mouth, again. This time, instead of pulling away and admonishing him, as if I was dreaming of blowing my ex-boyfriend, I blew my stepbrother.
While continuing to pretend that I was sleeping, he wrapped my manicured fingers around his big dick. He humped my hand to give him a forced hand job while I sucked him as if I was sleeping. Giving him his first blowjob, I sucked my stepbrother.
With him a horny, testosterone filled, young man, not taking him long to cum, he ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth, his stepsister's mouth. As soon as he did, I coughed. I pretended that I was gagging. I pretended that I was choking. I looked at him with his cum dripping from my lips and on to my nightgown.
"Oh, my God, Charlie," I said, spitting out some of the cum that I hadn't swallowed in the palm of my hand. "What did you do? What did you do? What the fuck did you do, you pervert. Oh, my God! Did you cum in my mouth? Did you force me to blow you?"
He stared at me with embarrassment and shame.
"What's wrong with you? I'm your stepsister. How dare you stick your prick in my mouth? How dare you take sexual advantage of me while I was sleeping? I can't believe you ejaculated your cum in my mouth," I said.
I hit him and slapped him as if I was angry when I was sexually aroused that I blew my stepbrother.
"I'm sorry, Tiffany. I was sleeping, too," he said lying. "You must have taken me in your mouth in your sleep," he said, blaming the blowjob on me.
Thinking that this was a good way out for me to continue our game of teasing, I pretended that it was my fault.
"Oh, my God, Charlie. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I had no idea. I must have been dreaming of my ex-boyfriend. I can't believe that I blew you. Please forgive me. Please don't tell mom that I sucked your cock and you ejaculated your cum in my mouth," I said. "I'm so embarrassed."
# # #
He laughed when I gave him the upper hand. Now, able to blackmail me, he had something on me.
"I won't tell mom if you show me your tits," he said.
I looked at him as if he was crazy?
"What? Show you my tits? Seriously? You want to see my naked breasts. I can't do that. I'm not going to show you my breasts. I'm your stepsister," I said, shaking my head. "That would be wrong, Charlie."
He shrugged.
"Then, I'll tell mom that you blew me," he said. "I'll tell her that you sucked my cock. I'll tell her that you forced me to cum in your mouth while I was sleeping."
I looked at him with feigned embarrassment and shame.
"Okay. Okay. Please, don't tell mom that I blew you. I'll show you my breasts but you mustn't touch them or feel them. That would be wrong," I said. "You can only look but can't touch."
Wanting to show my stepbrother my naked breasts, I hoped that he'd not only touch them and feel them but also would fondle them while fingering my nipples and sucking my nipples, too.
# # #
As if I was my mother doing a slow striptease, I slowly, sexily, and seductively removed my arms from my nightgown top. Then, I pushed the bodice of my nightgown down to my waist. I stared down at my naked breasts before staring up at Charlie while biting my lip. Acting as if I was embarrassed, I sat topless while sitting next to my stepbrother. I showed him my naked breasts and he stared at my big tits.
Immediately, he touched my naked breasts with both hands. He squeezed them. He fondled them. Then, fingering my erect nipples, he pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted them before leaning forward to take my nipples in his mouth to suck them.
"Charlie! Oh, my God, Charlie! Don't. Stop. Jesus," I said, slapping him across his face. "What's wrong with you? I asked you not to touch my breasts."
I lifted the bodice of my nightgown and put my arms through my nightgown sleeves.
"I can't believe you did that. How dare you? You're such a perverted pig," I said. "You made me all wet."



He laughed.
"What? Seriously? I made you wet? Let me see," he said.
He reached his horny hand down and beneath my nightgown. He cupped my naked pussy in his horny hand. He parted my pussy lips with his finger and rubbed my clit. Then, he finger fucked me with his long, stiff finger.
"Charlie! Oh, my God. Stop that, I said, closing my legs and pushing his hand away. "I can't believe you cupped my pussy and finger fucked me."
# # #
The next day, when Charlie was out, I told my mother what happened.
"Mom," I said. "After breaking up with my boyfriend, I've been so horny. I've been sexually frustrated."
My mother looked at me.
"I know that it's wrong but I've been flashing Charlie my panties, my naked pussy, and my naked breasts," I said with a dirty laugh. "I've been sexually teasing him."
She laughed.
"You have," she laughed again? "And what did Charlie do? Did he look? Did he stare? Or did he look away in embarrassment and shame," she asked?
I laughed.
"Oh, he not only looked but also, he stared. He enjoyed seeing all that I was showing him," I said. "He's quite the pervert."
My mother nodded her head.
"That's good to know. At least we know that he's not gay," she said with a laugh. "After sexually teasing so many men online, I've been horny, too," said my mother.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Something that I enjoyed doing with your father's friends, while he watched and masturbated himself, I've had thoughts of flashing Charlie, too," she said. "I've always been curious about his reaction to seeing something of his stepmother that he shouldn't see," she said.
She let out a sexy laugh.
"Maybe we could drive him crazy and flash him together," she said with a dirty laugh. "That would be fun."
# # #
I looked up at my mother with shame. Then, I told her what I did.
"Mom. I have to tell you this," I said with a pause.
I looked at my mother with embarrassment.
"What," asked my mother? "What do you need to tell me?"
Even though I felt mortified, sexual arousal betrayed my face when thinking about my stepbrother's cock in my mouth, allowing him to cum in my mouth, and swallowing his cum.
"I blew Charlie," I said. "I sucked his cock and allowed him to cum in my mouth. I swallowed his cum."
My mother looked at me with shock. Then, in the way that sexual arousal took over my face, a flash of sexual arousal betrayed her face. She smiled.
"What? You blew him? You sucked your stepbrother? Oh, my God, Tiffany. You're such a whore," she said with a dirty laugh.
She continued looking at me with sexual arousal.
"Tell me how it happened," she said. "Tell me everything. Don't leave anything out," she said.
I nodded my head while looking at my mother with sexual arousal.
# # #
"We were cuddling on the couch while watching a movie. After having two glasses of wine, I was sleepy. I rested my head on his lap. He thought that I was sleeping but I wasn't. He felt my breasts and fingered my nipples through my nightgown. Then, he stuck his hand in the top of my nightgown and felt and fondled my naked breasts while fingering my nipples. As soon as he did, he had an erection that emerged out of his pajama pee hole," I said.
I laughed.
"Then, when I yawned, he inserted his big dick in my mouth. I pretended that I was dreaming. I pretended that I was blowing my ex-boyfriend instead of my stepbrother. Then, with this, no doubt, his first blowjob, not taking him long to cum, he ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth and I swallowed his cum," I said with a laugh.
My mother laughed.
"I've been sexually frustrated, too. Doing all of those webcam videos is getting to me," she said. "I'm so horny. Masturbating myself isn't enough. I need a cock to stroke, suck, and fuck," said my mother with a dirty laugh. "I'd love to stroke, suck, and fuck my stepson."
My mother looked at me and smiled.
"Oh, my God, Tiffany, I'm such a whore. I'd love to suck his cock, too. I've seen his erections that tent his pajama bottoms. He has a big dick," said my mother. "Do you think that Charlie would let me blow him? I'd love him to cum in my mouth. I'd love to swallow his cum."
I laughed while nodding my head.
"I'm sure that he'd love to cum in your mouth, too, mother," I said.
She gave me a sad smile.
"Only, I'd like him to fuck me, too. How do we do that," she asked?
# # #
She let out a dirty laugh.
"Working as an exhibitionism team, we could flash him together," I said to my mother.
My mother looked at me with curious interest.
"How could we flash him without making it appear that we were deliberately flashing him," she asked?
I thought for a moment.
"I know," I said with a smile. "Instead of deliberately dropping a towel in front of him, you could come home pretending to be drunk. I'd ask him to help me undress you and put you to bed," I said to my mother. "He's as sexually attracted to you as he is to me."
My mother nodded her head, smiled, and laughed.
"That would work. I like that idea. I like playing the helpless victim," she said with a laugh. "Let's do that tonight," she said. "I can't wait."
Sure enough, after being dropped off by her friends, barely able to walk, my mother pretended that she was drunk, really drunk, and too drunk to undress herself and put herself to bed.
"Charlie, help me. I need you to help get her in her bedroom," I said.
Then, I said the magic words.
"You need to help me undress her," I said.
My stepbrother looked at me with his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth hanging open. We each took one of my mother's arms and escorted her to her bedroom. I moved on my mother's bed behind her while on my knees.
"I'll hold her, Charlie, so that she doesn't fall backwards while you unbutton her blouse," I said.
I watched my stepbrother unbutton my mother's blouse. Free with his horny hands, as soon as her blouse was unbuttoned, he opened it wide to remove it. With my mother blocking my view, he felt my mother's breasts through her bra. He cupped one before cupping the other. Then, he held both of her bra clad breasts in his hand while fingering her erect nipples through her bra.
"She has big tits," he said with a dirty laugh. "And they feel as firm as they feel heavy."
I unhooked my mother's bra. Then, I removed her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my sexually aroused head, I removed my mother's brassiere.
"Oh, my God," said Charlie. "I love mommy's tits," he said, touching them, feeling them, and fondling them while fingering her erect nipples.
# # #
Playing her part as a drunken whore, my mother looked up at her stepson.
"Charlie," she said. "Thank you for helping me to undress."
She looked down at her naked breasts before she looked up at him with a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Do you like mommy's breasts," she asked?
She took his hand by his wrist and put his hand on her naked breast. Then, she reached her hand down, pulled out his prick from his pajama pee hole, and wrapped her manicured fingers around it. She slowly stroked him.
"Mommy likes your big dick," she said while continuing to stroke his erect prick.
Then, she leaned down and took her stepson's prick in her mouth. My mother was blowing my stepbrother. She was sucking his cock. I watched her stroking Charlie while sucking him.
"Cum, Charlie. Cum," she said removing his stiff dick from her mouth to speak. "Cum in mommy's mouth. I need to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said. "Cum, Charlie. Cum," she said, removing his prick from her mouth again to speak.
This time when she took him in her mouth again, she stroked him faster. She stroked him harder. Determined for her stepson to cum in her mouth, she sucked him deeper.
As soon as he put a hand behind his stepmother's head, he humped her mouth. He fucked her face. He ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed. Then, not even taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, my mother instructed her stepson what to do next.
"Fuck me, Charlie. Fuck mommy. Stick your prick in your stepmother's cunt," she said.
She unbuttoned and unzipped her skirt. Then, she pulled down her panties and moved back on the bed with her legs spread. I moved off of the bed to watch them have sex.
Charlie mounted my mother, his stepmother. He parted her pussy lips with his cock and humped her. Humping her faster and humping her harder, he fucked my mother. As soon as he shot a load of cum in her pussy, I pulled him off of her. I took him to my bedroom to have sex with him.
I fucked him. I fucked my stepbrother. From that night forward, we had threesome sex. My mother made love to and fucked my stepbrother. I made love to and fucked Charlie. In between we both sucked his cock whenever he wanted one of us or both of us to blow him.
If it wasn't enough that I had sex with my stepbrother, I had sex with my mother, too. Rubbing her clit with her vibrator while fucking her pussy with her dildo, I masturbated my mother. Then I ate her pussy. Returning the sexual favor, she masturbated me and ate me, too. Never have we all been as happy as we are sexually satisfied.
THE END
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My Cocksucking Whore is my Wife, #1
My first time with a transvestite shemale.
"Excuse me," said an attractive woman approaching me in a bar.
Surprising me, she stared down at the bulge in my jeans. Wondering if my fly was open, I checked my fly. Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, reached down and cupped me through my jeans with her hand.
'What the fuck? In all of my years no woman that I had just met has felt me though my jeans,' I thought.
If that wasn't enough, after she removed her hand from groping me, I couldn't believe what she asked me next.
"You feel like you have a big dick," she said.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. I returned her smile with my smile.
"What's your name," I asked?
If she wasn't beautiful enough, she was even more beautiful when she smiled. I loved her smile. Her smile made me smile.
"Janice," she said, lighting me up with her big and beautiful smile again.
I laughed.
"My name is Jack," I said, sticking out my big hand to shake her small, soft, and warm hand.
'Jack and Janice,' I thought. 'Maybe we're meant to be together.'
# # #
We moved to the bar and sat on bar stools next to one another.
"May I buy you a drink," I asked?
She touched my hand, nodded her head, and smiled again.
"What are you drinking," I asked?
She lifted her hand, made a fist, and stuck the finger of her other hand in the hole of her fist while moving it back and forth.
"Screwdriver," she said, giving me that sexy smile and naughty look.
She slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
'I have a live one,' I thought. 'This woman is quite the whore. I'll be getting lucky tonight.'
I wondered if I had picked up my clothes in the living room and the towels in the bathroom. I ordered her drink then, nearly choking on my drink, she blew my mind when she asked me a question.
"Do you have a big cock," she asked with an unembarrassed smile while staring in my hazel eyes with her big, blue eyes? "I prefer men with big dicks," she said without shame.
She smiled up at me again.
"With you so tall, you look like you'd have a big prick," she said, reaching her hand over to cup me through my jeans again. "How tall are you," she asked?
I stared down at her hand. Her fingers fingered the head of my prick through my jeans. Then, when she traced the length and the girth of my cock with her fingertip. Immediately, she gave me a throbbing erection.
"I'm 6' 4" tall," I said while proud of my height.
With her high heels that made her look 5' 9" tall, she was probably 5' 6" tall without her heels.
As if she was the man and I was the woman, I felt uncomfortable with her groping me. Unless we were already in a sexual relationship, the first time for everything, I've never had a woman grope me. I wondered if she did this with every man or with just me.
We talked. We laughed. We danced. While closing dancing, she allowed me to feel, cup, and squeeze her shapely ass through her short skirt. We exchanged phone numbers. Then, she disappeared somewhere into the crowd, no doubt asking other men if they had big cocks. With her, no doubt, hooking up with some other man, I left the bar without her while scratching my head.
'This is one for the books,' I thought.
# # #
A week passed before my cell phone rang. When I answered it was Janice, the same woman that I met at the bar. We talked casually, until she crossed the line in our conversation. She said something sexually inappropriate for a woman having just met a man while hoping to make a first date. She shocked me as much as she excited me by asking me what she asked.
"You never answered my question, Jack," she said, asking me her question again. "Do you have a big cock," she asked?
I laughed. My first time talking about my prick to a woman that I haven't even dated, she excited me.
"Yes, I do," I said with pride. "My cock is not only long, about 8" when erect but wide, too. I've never had any woman voice a complaint with the size of my big dick," I said with a dirty laugh.
Oddly enough, even though she was sexually aggressive, I felt comfortable talking dirty to her. With her removing all of the preconceived notions when first meeting someone, I felt as if I had known her for years. I felt as if we already had sex. She made me feel confidently relaxed and horny at the same time.
Then, I listened to her making oral sex noises with her mouth and her tongue as if she was blowing me over the phone. It was then that I realized that this woman was not only a whore but also, she was a cocksucking whore. My kind of woman, seemingly, she loved sucking cock. More importantly, she wanted to suck my cock.
Having just met the woman, she already wanted to blow me. Without question, she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. She would definitely swallow my cum. Again, my perfect woman, no doubt, she'd even allow me to give her a cum bath, too.
# # #
Not done shocking me and sexually exciting me, she said something that no other woman has ever said to me, even women that I've already bedded.
"Take out your prick, Jack, and put the phone down by it. I want to see it. Show me your cock," she said. "I want to see how big it is."
Obediently obeying her, I put my phone down, unzipped myself, pulled out my prick, and stroked myself to an erection before I dick flashed her over the phone.
"Wow," she said with a dirty laugh. "You do have a big dick. I'd love to suck that monster."
She laughed. I loved her laugh. She had a melodious laugh that made me laugh with her.
"Would you like to come over to my place next weekend," she asked with a pause?
Then, once again, she floored me with what she said next.
"I'd love to blow you, Jack. I'd love to suck your cock," she said.
She gave me a sexy laugh.
"I'd love you to cum in my mouth. I swallow," she said with a sexy laugh. "Unlike other women who don't suck cock or who only dabble when pretending to suck a prick, I promise you that you won't be disappointed by my blowjob. You will definitely want me to blow you again," she said with a dirty laugh.
Seemingly, not wanting me to misinterpret her meaning, she acted as if she was already blowing me. Turning on her video, she held her phone up to her face. Then, she moved her hand in front of her mouth and moved it back and forth while sticking out her cheek with her tongue. Never have I met such a woman. I've been with lots of whores, but I've never been with such a cocksucking whore.
# # #
We set the time and, when she gave me her address, that was when I realized that she lived in the same high rise apartment as I did. I lived on the ground floor, the garden condo. She lived on the top floor, the twentieth floor, the penthouse condo.
'The penthouse,' I thought. 'I've always wanted to see how the other half lives. If only to see the view would be well worth the trip. Her blowing me would be quite the bonus.'
Eagerly waiting for next weekend to have sex with this mystery woman, I never knew a woman who so wanted to blow me. She had a private elevator to her penthouse condo. I had to stop at the front desk to register before they called up to her to get her permission to take me up to her condo with their elevator key. The elevator door directly opened to her suite. As soon as the elevator door opened, she had a wall of windows overlooking the city.
'This condo must cost millions. She must be rich. I wonder what she does for a living,' I thought?
As soon as she met me at the front door, and escorted me inside, I saw the view of the city that she had. I realized why living in the penthouse was so much better than living on the ground floor. No comparison between the two, Janice's condo was extraordinarily larger than my studio condo.
I looked around the place as if she was a realtor and I was a potential buyer in the market to buy a condo, she gave me the grand tour. She had vaulted ceilings, and wall to wall windows from the floor to the ceiling. Her living room was as big as my entire condo. She had a beautiful view of the city where I had a view of the sidewalk and the street out front and the parking lot out back.
'Wow,' I thought. 'I'd love to live here.'
Then, surprising me yet again, rather than move to her master bedroom where we'd be more comfortable having sex, she was ready to have sex right here and right now in her living room. Shocking me, while staring up at me and smiling, she moved to her knees in front of me. She unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans.
She pushed my jeans down to my ankles. Then, she pushed my briefs down to my ankles, too. My erect cock launched itself at her as if she was the chosen one. She wrapped her small hand around my big dick and squeezed. She licked my prick while kissing it. Then, she slowly stroked me while staring up at me and smiling.
"I can't wait to blow you," she said. "I can't wait to suck your cock while stroking your prick. I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth. I love sucking cock," she said.
Not even taking the time to kiss me, make out with me, and allow me to feel her through her clothes, she took me in her mouth. This woman that I had just met and knew nothing about other than her name was Janice and she loved big dicks was blowing me. She was sucking my cock while stroking my prick. Determined for me to cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder.
I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Then, unable to hold back, with her giving me the best blowjob that I ever had in my life, I unloaded a huge load of cum in her mouth. She swallowed all that I gave her. Then, while staring up at me and smiling with my cum dripping from her lips, down her chin, and on her blouse, she excited me more by saying what I never expected her to say.
# # #
"Cum again, Jack. This time cum on my face. Give me a cum bath. I want you to see me and remember me dripping with your cum," she said.
She took my prick in her hand again. She wrapped her manicured fingers tightly around it. Then, she stroked me. Determined for me to cum all over her face, she stroked me faster. Determined for me to give her a cum bath, she stroked me harder.
"Cum, Jack. Cum," she said. "Cum on my face. Give me a cum bath. Cum, Jack. Cum," she said. "I want you to see me dripping with your cum."
She took me in her mouth again. She blew me while stroking me. Deep throating me, she sucked my cock deeper. She continued stroking my prick faster. She stroked my prick harder.
"Cum, Jack. Cum. Cum on my face. I want you to cum on my face. I want you to give me a cum bath," she said.
Never had any woman asked me to cum on her face. Never had any woman asked me to give her a cum bath. Never has any woman wanted me to see her dripping with my cum.
As soon as I put a gentle hand behind her pretty head, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. As soon as I was ready to cum, holding my big dick in her hand as if my prick was a hose, she removed me from her mouth. She sprayed my squirting load of cum all over her face and in her beautiful hair.
My semen dripped from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her mouth, and her chin. She had cum all over the front of her blouse. She had my cum everywhere. She scooped up my cum with her fingertips, put her fingers in her mouth, and swallowed my semen.
# # #
'This is unbelievable. How did I get this lucky,' I thought? 'A match made in heaven; I stumbled across a beautiful woman who loves sucking cock as much as I love receiving blowjobs.'
She wiped the rest of my semen from her hair and her face with a small hand towel that she had at the ready. Then, she stood. She still hadn't kissed me. All she did was to undress me, stroke me, blow me, allow me to cum in her mouth, cum all over her face, and give her a cum bath.
"Sorry to cut this short, but I have an appointment," she said.
Seemingly, eager to get rid of me, she escorted me to her elevator.
"Thank you, Jack. That was fun," she said.
Surprised that she didn't give me a couple hundred-dollars, she made me feel like a gigolo. She made me feel used. I wanted more than just a blowjob from her, I wanted to get to know more about her. I wanted a relationship.
I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I wanted to undress her and strip her naked.
I wanted to return the favor of her giving me oral sex by giving her oral sex. I wanted to finger her pussy while licking her pussy. I wanted to give her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I wanted to make her my whore, instead of her making me her gigolo.
Then, I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to give her multiple orgasms with my cock. Only, making my head spin, and with it over so fast, I was already standing in the lobby while wondering what the fuck just happened.
# # #
The next time I saw her was when she called me out of the blue. It was February, and freezing cold. She invited me up to her penthouse, called down to the front desk, asked them to give me admittance, and take me up in the elevator. The warmth and the decorative look of her fireplace was a welcome addition. I wished that I had a fireplace.
Then, again, not even giving me the chance to kiss her, unbuttoning my shirt, she started removing my clothes again. Surprised that she didn't give me money for allowing her to blow me, she made me feel like her whore. Uncomfortable with whatever this was, I felt used. Feeling how women must feel, I felt like a thing instead of a person. She moved to her knees while staring up at me and smiling.
She unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. Then, as she did before, she did again. She pushed my jeans and my underwear down to my ankles. As if my cock was a Jack-in-the-box, my erection nearly hit her in her eye.
She tightly wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked me while staring up at me and smiling. Then, as she did before, she did again. She kissed my prick. She licked my prick. She stroked my prick. Then, she took me in her mouth.
Janice was blowing me again. Having not even kissed or touched this woman, she was sucking my cock again. In the way that she stroked me and blew me before, she stroked me and blew me again.
"Suck my cock, Janice," I said. "Blow me. I need to cum in your mouth."
This time, not being denied, I reached my horny hand down and felt her breasts through her blouse and her bra. She had big tits, probably a D cup. Immediately, her nipples erected. She had big nipples, too. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her big nipples through her blouse and bra.
"Blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said humping her mouth.
Not taking me long to cum in her mouth, as soon as I did, instead of cumming again to give her a cum bath, I pulled her up to me. Then, surprising her, I kissed her on her mouth. Surprising me, something so unexpected, she snowballed my cum in my mouth. I swallowed my own cum.
# # #
No matter, I continued kissing her. I parted her lips and French kissed her while squeezing her ass with one hand and feeling her breasts with my other hand. Surprising me that she didn't pull away, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss. While continuing to make out with her, I touched and felt her everywhere through her clothes.
I lifted the back of her short skirt to feel her through her panties. I made her as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited. This time instead of ending our brief, sexual encounter in her living room, she took my hand and walked me to her bedroom.
Her bedroom was huge. I couldn't believe the size of her bed. It was enormous. Never having seen a bed as big, she could sleep an entire family.
I removed my clothes as if they were on fire. Taking control, I pushed her back on her jumbo bed. I reached beneath her short skirt and pulled down her panties. Then, I pushed her skirt further up, and all the way up to her waist.
Stunned, I couldn't believe my eyes. Instead of her having a pussy, she had a cock, a big cock, and an erect prick. I stared at her erect penis as if I had never seen a penis before. Having never sucked a cock before, pulling me down, she wanted me to suck her dick. Surprising myself, I wanted to suck her prick.
Making myself comfortable between her shapely thighs, I wrapped my hand around her dick. I stroked her. Then, I kissed her cock while licking her cock before taking her stiff prick in my mouth. In the way that she sucked me, I sucked her. Not taking her long to cum, she exploded a load of warm, oozy cum in my mouth and I swallowed.
"Cum again. Cum all over my face. I want you to give me a cum bath," I said.
Only, this was my first time giving a trans shemale oral sex without even kissing her, and without making out with her. I would have loved to have made out with her first while feeling her through her clothes before slowly undressing her and stripping her naked. She took all of that away from me.
Now, she made me wonder if I was gay. I just blew a man or a transvestite or whatever the hell she is. Yet, instead of being revolted by sucking a cock, admitting it to myself, I liked it. I enjoyed her cumming in my mouth and swallowing her cum.
# # #
Seemingly, before it started, it was over. I found myself in the lobby again while wondering what the fuck happened.
'Hard for me to believe, I sucked a cock,' I thought. 'I blew a man. I allowed him to cum in my mouth. I swallowed his cum. Am I gay,' I thought?
The next time we met was totally different. Now that I sucked her cock, surprising even myself to admit it, I wanted to fuck her in her ass. Having never had anal sex with a woman before, I wanted to have anal sex with a man now. Not wanting her to fuck me in my ass, I wanted to fuck her in her ass.
'I wonder what it would be like to fuck her in her ass,' I thought.
This time, we immediately went to her bedroom. I pushed her back on her bed. Instead of unbuttoning and unzipping her short skirt, I pulled it down and off. I removed her panties.
I quickly kicked off my shoes, unbuttoned, unzipped my jeans, and removed them. Then, I turned her over.
"Wait. Stop," she said. "Before you fuck me in my ass, toss my salad. Lick my ass. Stick your fingers and your tongue in my asshole," she said.
She wiggled her ass.
"Lick my ass. Lick it. Lick it," she said.
I lifted her buttocks and pulled her to me to slide my tongue down her ass crack while teasing her asshole. Not only was I ready to fuck her in her ass but also, I was tossing her salad. Then, surprising myself, I wanted to blow her again.
I wanted to suck her cock. I wanted her to cum in my mouth. This time, I wanted her to give me a cum bath. I wanted her to see me dripping with her cum.
# # #
Seemingly, with her wiggling her ass and moaning, I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. I tossed her salad. Eager to fuck her in her ass, I lifted her to her knees.
"Wait," she said again. "Before fucking my ass, you need to lubricate me," she said.
She removed a tube of K-Y jelly from her nightstand and handed it to me.
"Use this," she said.
Having never fucked a woman in her ass, I couldn't believe that I was about to fuck a man in his ass. I lubed her ass with K-Y jelly. I made it slippery enough to gently slide my big dick inside of her. As soon as I did, she gasped by the girth and the length of my big dick entering her tight ass.
"Fuck me. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck my ass. Cum in my ass. Make me cum. Give me an orgasm with your cock," said Janice.
# # #
As soon as my prick slid inside of her, I humped her. I humped her fast. I humped her hard.
I buried my cock deeper inside of her. Then, I humped her faster. I humper her harder. My ass fucking labors worked for both of us. I gave her as much sexual pleasure as she gave me.



"Don't stop," she softly moaned. "Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me."
Surprising me, not humping her very long, she was about to have an orgasm. She stiffened her legs. Then, she screamed.
"I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Jack. I'm cumming. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me," she said, falling silent.
As soon as she had her orgasm, I unloaded a load of cum in her ass. I pulled out my dick, while watching my cum streaming and dripping from her asshole. The first time having anal sex, it was better than I thought it would be, especially when fucking a man.
I moved up the bed to hold her while kissing her. With her not enjoying the afterglow of sex for very long, she moved halfway down the bed. She took me in her hand before she took me in her mouth. She was blowing me again.
Stroking me while sucking me. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. She was determined for me to cum in her mouth after I ejaculated a load of cum in her ass, she wanted me to cum in her mouth.
"Cum, Jack. Cum. Cum in my mouth. I need to swallow you. Cum, Jack. Cum," she said.
Again, as soon as I put a gentle hand to the back of her head, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. I ejaculated in her mouth.
We rested for what seemed like an hour but was only fifteen minutes.
# # #
Returning the favor of her giving me oral sex, I gave her oral sex. Humping my mouth, she held my head with both hands. In the way that I fucked her face, she fucked my face.
I stroked her cock while sucking her prick. Having never blown a man before, I blew a man again. I wanted her to cum in my mouth again. Needing to make her my woman, I needed to swallow her cum.
"Cum, Janice. Cum in my mouth. I want to swallow your cum," I said.
As soon as I said that she put a forceful hand behind my head. She humped my mouth faster. She humped my mouth harder. Then, she unloaded a huge volume of cum in my mouth. I swallowed all that she gave me.
Surprising me, as soon as I removed the pressure of my lips from her erect prick, she ejaculated a second load of cum all over my face. I had cum in my hair, in my eyes, up my nose, in my ears, and in my mouth. Janice gave me a cum bath.
As if I was candy, she licked her cum from my face. Then, I moved up to her to hold her and we kissed. As she did before, she did again, she snowballed my cum in my mouth.
# # #
While holding her I felt her breasts through her blouse and bra. I fingered her erect nipples. I needed to see her tits. I needed to suck her nipples while stroking her cock.
I unbuttoned her blouse and removed it. I continued making out with her while feeling her tits through her low-cut, white brassiere. Then, I reached around her to unhook her two hook bra. I slowly removed her bra.
I checked her bra tag. Just as I thought she did, she had D cup breasts. I stared at her breasts before touching them. Works of art, they were so shapely. I couldn't see any scars. They must have installed her implants through her nipples.
I felt her breasts. I fondled her breasts. I fingered her erect nipples before leaning forward to suck her nipples, first one and then the other.
Again, we rested for what seemed like an hour but was only fifteen minutes. Then, with her full of surprises, she surprised me with what she said next.
"Move in with me, Jack. Be my roommate. I'm lonely here alone. I'd love to have your company," she said, giving me that big and beautiful smile.
I accepted her invitation and moved in with her. We were married within the year. With no one knowing that she was a man and not a woman, not my friends, nor my relatives, we lived together as man and shemale.
To be continued...
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My Cocksucking Whore is my Wife, #2
Janice has a circle jerk and a bukkake fest with her husband's poker party pals.
My Cocksucking Whore is my Wife, rewritten and continued from #1:
As soon as my prick slid inside of her, I humped her ass. As soon as she grew accustomed to the size of my big dick, I humped her ass faster. I humped her ass harder. My first time having anal sex, I couldn't believe that I was fucking a transvestite shemale instead of a woman.
I buried my cock deeper inside of her and with her voicing no complaint or pain, she took all of me. I continued humping her beautiful ass faster. I continued humping her shapely ass harder. My ass fucking labors worked for both of us. Shocked that I was so successful having anal sex for the first time, I gave her as much sexual pleasure as she gave me.
"Don't stop, Jack," she softly moaned. "Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck my ass," she whispered. "Give my ass a good fucking," she said. "Stick you big dick deep inside of me. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck me."
She wiggled her ass. She hump me with her humps. Surprising me, not humping her and fucking her very long, it was clearly obvious that she was about to have an orgasm.
Having never anally fucked anyone before, I didn't know that someone could have an orgasm from being fucked in the ass. She stiffened her legs. Then, she screamed.
"I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Jack. I'm cumming. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me," she said, falling silent. "Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Pound your cock in my ass. Faster. Harder. I'm cumming, Jack. I'm cumming."
As soon as she had her orgasm, I unloaded a load of cum in her ass. I pulled out my dick, while watching my cum streaming from her asshole. The first time having anal sex, it was better than I thought it would be, especially when fucking a man instead of a woman. Only, even though I was obviously gay or bi-sexual, I'd never want her to fuck me in my ass in the way that I fucked her in her ass.
I quickly moved from the bed to the bathroom to wash my cock. Using her bathroom sink next to me, she stood beside me while washing her ass. Even though her floors were heated, and the warmth felt good on our bare feet, we couldn't wait to return to bed. She wanted to have more sex with me as much as I wanted to have more sex with her.
I moved in the bed beside her to hold, and spoon her. With her so petite, she felt so good in my arms. Then, when she turned, I put my arm around her shoulders to cuddle her while kissing her. With her not enjoying the afterglow of sex for very long, she moved halfway down the bed.
While staring up at me and smiling, she took me in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth. Janice was blowing me again. My cocksucking whore was sucking my cock again.
Stroking me while sucking me. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. Determined for me to cum in her mouth after I ejaculated a load of cum in her ass, she wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow my cum.
"Cum, Jack. Cum. Cum in my mouth. I need to swallow you. Cum, Jack. Cum," she said. "Cum in my mouth."
Again, as soon as I put a gentle hand to the back of her head, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. With her continuing to give me the best blowjobs of my life, I ejaculated in her mouth. We rested for what seemed like an hour but was only fifteen minutes.
# # #
Returning the favor of her giving me oral sex, I gave her oral sex. Something that I had never done before, not even thinking about blowing another man, I did now. Only, with her shoulder length hair, beautiful face, big breasts, and shapely ass, she was more of a woman than she was a man.
Something that I never thought I'd ever want to do, unless I was in prison and forced to do it, I looked forward to sucking her cock. I wanted to blow her. I wanted her to cum in my mouth. I wanted to swallow her cum.
As soon as I took her in my mouth, she humped my mouth. She humped my mouth faster. She humped my mouth harder. She held my head with both hands while humping me. In the way that I fucked her face, she fucked my face. From that moment forward, even though she was half my size, I was her bitch.
I stroked her cock while sucking her prick. Having never blown a man before, I technically blew a man again. I wanted her to cum in my mouth again. Needing to make her my woman, I needed to swallow her cum. I loved sucking her cock.
"Cum, Janice. Cum in my mouth. I want to swallow your cum," I said. "Cum baby, cum. Cum in daddy's mouth."
As soon as I told her to cum, she did. She put a forceful hand behind my head and pulled my mouth forward. She humped my mouth faster. She humped my mouth harder. Then, she unloaded a huge volume of cum in my mouth and I swallowed.
Never thinking that I'd ever swallow another man's cum, I swallowed all that she gave me. I continued stroking her cock while sucking her cock to get every last drop. I licked her clean. Her prick felt so good in my mouth as if it belonged there.
Surprising me, an unexpected surprise, as soon as I removed the pressure of my lips from her erect prick, she ejaculated a second load of cum all over my face. I had cum in my hair, in my eyes, up my nose, in my ears, and in my mouth. My first cum bath, I couldn't believe that Janice gave me a cum bath.
As if I was candy, she licked her cum from my face. Then, I moved up to her to hold her. We kissed. I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. As she did before, she did again, she snowballed my cum in my mouth and I swallowed.
# # #
While holding her, I felt her breasts through her blouse and bra. I fingered her erect nipples. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her big nipples through her sheer brassiere. I needed to see her tits. I needed to suck her nipples while stroking her cock.
I unbuttoned her blouse and removed it. I continued making out with her while feeling her tits through her low-cut, white brassiere. I loved making out with a woman while feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her brassiere. Then, I reached around her to unhook her two hook bra. Not wanting to rush anything, taking my time, I slowly removed her bra.
I checked her bra tag. Just as I thought she did, she had D cup breasts. Her breasts reminded me of Katy Perry's breasts. I stared at her breasts before touching them. Works of art, they were so shapely. They were so big. I couldn't see any scars. They must have installed her implants through her nipples.
I felt her breasts. I fondled her breasts. I fingered her erect nipples before leaning forward to suck her nipples, first one and then the other. I loved Janice's big, fake tits.
Again, we rested for what seemed like an hour but was only fifteen minutes. I held her while continuing to kiss her. I was falling in love with her. Then, with her full of surprises, she surprised me with what she said next.
"Move in with me, Jack," she said, looking up at me and smiling. "Be my roommate. I want you to be my man. I'm lonely living alone. I'd love to have your company," she said, giving me that big and beautiful smile.
I accepted her invitation and moved in with her. We were married within the year. With no one knowing that she was a man and not a woman, not my friends, nor my relatives, we lived together as man and wife, or as man and shemale. Deliriously in love with her, I've never been as happy as I am now.
# # #
My Cocksucking Whore is my Wife, #2
Janice has a circle jerk with her husband's poker party pals.
The first two years that we were married with us not adopting children nor having any pets to care for, we traveled. With her an only child, Janice had a multi-million-dollar inheritance after her father died. Then, when her mother died several years later, her mother left her everything, too. She didn't tell me how much she was worth but if I was to guess by the condo she owned, her summer vacation estate in the Hamptons, and the childhood mansion that her mother left her in Beverly Hills, I guess she was very rich.
We traveled to England, Ireland, Scotland, France, Spain, and Italy. We partied with other couples. It surprised me how many shemales are out there. Taking Frank Sinatra's Strangers in the Night to heart, with just a subtle look across a crowded room, she had a unique ability to find like minded couples.
We stayed at the best hotels, ate the best foods, drank the finest wines, and when we weren't having sex, we relaxed, went sightseeing, or went shopping. While traveling, we had become somewhat of swingers. While she had sex with men, I had sex with women. Even though she blew the men, swallowed their cum, and allowed them to have their sexual way with her beautiful breasts, she wouldn't allow any man to fuck her ass or touch or see the pussy that she didn't have.
"I'm sorry. My ass and my pussy are only for my husband. I'll gladly give you my hands, my mouth, and my breasts," she said with a dirty laugh.
They all wanted to finger and lick her pussy. They all wanted to fuck her cunt. She told them that she'd stroke them, she'd suck them, she'd allow them to cum in her mouth, and all over her face but her pussy was exclusively for me, her husband. Respecting her requests not allowing them to give her oral sex or to fuck her, they were more than satisfied with her blowing them. No one knew nor even suspected that she was a man. Ludicrous, how could a woman this beautiful be a man?
I couldn't bring myself to suck anyone's cock but for her prick. Somehow, with me not a flamer, I felt that I'd be cheating on her if I had gay sex with a man. Yet, with Janice encouraging me to do so, I enjoyed fucking their wives. They enjoyed me fucking them. They blew me and I ate them.
Strangely enough, after having had sex with so many beautiful women, not tempted or distracted by any of them, I loved Janice. Surprising myself, even though I knew she was a man, actually, half man and half woman, but a true woman in her mind, I truly loved her. After testing the waters with so many women, happily content with her, for better or for worse, as long as we both shall live, I only wanted her.
# # #
With us happily and exclusively enjoying one another's company, the first time that she acknowledged my friends, she told me that I could invite my friends over to play poker but I never did. I guess I feared that, somehow and someway, they'd suspect that she was a man and not a woman. Unable to admit it to myself that I was, I didn't want my friends to know that I was a gay man or a bi-sexual man instead of a straight man.
Having never met any of her friends, she didn't offer to invite any of her friends over to her condo. Maybe she had fallen out of favor with them because they didn't accept her for who she was. Maybe, she wanted to keep me all to herself. Then, after not having seen any of my friends for several months, the urge to play cards overwhelmed me. I needed to reconnect with my buddies.
I invited Joe, Martin, Sam, and Dave. Joe and Martin were childhood friends. Sam and Dave were friends from college. They all loved playing poker and drinking beer. What man doesn't? Impressed by Janice's condo, with them all walking to the wall of windows to stare out, they all marveled at her view.
"This view is unbelievable," said Sam. "If I lived here, I'd never leave the condo. I'd just sit here sipping a drink while staring out at the city below."
Even though my friends are all very good looking, judging by the flirtatious attention that their wives always gave me, I was the best looking, had the most muscular body, and the tallest of my friends. While we played poker, the women went shopping. Unaware that this was Janice's plan, she had already instructed the front desk to allow the four women to be allowed upstairs. Seemingly, she wanted them to catch her and their husbands in compromising, sexual positions.
# # #
Teasing my four friends, she wore a low-cut top with a plunge neckline. Her revealing blouse showed the tops of her jiggling breasts, her long, sexy line of cleavage, and peek-a-boo flashes of her areolas and erect nipples when she leaned over them to pour them beers. Somehow, her cock was buried and fastened securely between her legs. Anytime she bent at the waist, she deliberately flashed them her shapely panty covered ass. She loved flashing them her panties as much as she loved flashing them her tits.
With the alcohol freely flowing, as soon as they started with the shots, they were free with their hands, their touches, their gropes, and with their sexually inappropriate comments. With Janice the only woman present, taking advantage of her, they felt her ass, lifted the back of her skirt to expose her panties, and pulled her to sit on their laps while groping her breasts. Going along with them, with her laughing and not slapping their horny hands away, I encouraged them to continue sexually abusing my wife.
"Janice has silicone implants," I announced as soon as she left the room. "She has the most perfect breasts," I said while holding my hands in front of my chest as I was holding her tits. "They are spectacular. She has the best, surgically enhanced breasts that I've ever seen. She has better silicone breasts than Heidi Klum, Sofia Vergara, and Kim Kardashian. She has the best tits that I've ever seen, felt, and fondled. I love sucking her big nipples.
Then, when Janice returned, as soon as she walked in the room, not hearing what I told my friends, I told her what I had said.
"I told the guys that you have the most perfect breasts," I said with a dirty laugh.
She feigned her embarrassment.
"Jack," she said, scolding me with her look.
Feigning her embarrassment, she held her hands up to her breasts as if she was topless. Then, she admonished me.
"What if I told my friends that you have a big dick," she said with a dirty laugh? "How would you like that?"
I laughed.
"Seriously? I'd love you to tell your friends that I have a big cock," I said with a dirty laugh. "Maybe they'd want to see my big dick in the way that my friends want to see your beautiful breasts," I said with a dirty laugh.
She made a face.
"A typical man, you'd probably want them to stroke you, suck you, and fuck you," she said.
I smiled.
"Of course, I would. You have some good looking friends," I said, even though I had never met any of her friends.
I smiled at my wife before revealing my master plan.
"With you clearly proud of your big breasts, I dare you to show my friends your naked breasts," I said. "They'd love to see them. Wouldn't you guys," asked?
When they all nodded their heads, she looked at me aghast as if I had just slapped her across her face. Yet, I knew that she'd not only love to show them her naked breasts but she would allow them to see her big tits.
# # #
Janice made another face while calling me out by telling me exactly what I wanted to hear.
"Jesus, Jack. Are you drunk or are you bluffing? How would you feel if I showed your friends my naked breasts, allowed them to touch them, feel them, and fondle while fingering and sucking my nipples," she asked?
I laughed again.
"I dare you to serve us drinks topless," I said with a dirty laugh. "I double dare you to allow my friends to touch your tits, feel your tits, fondle your tits, and finger your nipples while sucking your erect nipples."
Janice looked at me with a face of horror before a look of sexual arousal betrayed her face. Then, surprising me by acting like the little cocksucking whore that she is, she stood in the middle of the room while slowly, sexily, and seductively unbuttoning her blouse. As if she was a stripper on stage about to dance around a pole to music, she removed her blouse. All of my friends turned to stare at her as if they had never seen a woman in her bra before.
"Go ahead. Don't stop there. I double dare you to remove your bra," I said with a laugh. "You've been double dared. Remove your bra, Janice. Show my friends your tits. They all want to see your naked breasts," I said.
She looked from me to look at my friends with disbelief.
"Really? You want to see my tits," she asked?
My friend, Dave, gave her a big smile.
"I'd love to see your naked breasts," said Dave.
Janice made another face.
"I bet you'd love to feel them, too," she said.
Joe laughed.
"Fuck yeah," he said. "I've love to feel your naked breast, Janice."
Janice held her hands over her bra clad breasts as if she was embarrassed.
"I'd love to suck your nipples," said Martin with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Janice looked from me to look at Joe, Martin, Sam, and Dave.
"Oh, my God," said Janice. "I can't believe I'm doing this. It's the four glasses of wine that I had making me do this," she said. "I hope I don't remember any of this in the morning," she said with a laugh. "I'll be so embarrassed if I do."
She reached around her back and unhooked her bra. Again, as if she was a stripper on stage doing a slow striptease, she removed her bra strap from right shoulder, then, she removed her bra strap from her left shoulder. Then, she removed her right arm from her bra strap, and her left arm from her bra strap. Sexually teasing them, she held her bra cups in place with her hands. Finally, she removed one bra cup before removing the other bra cup.
Natural breasts would fall from her bra but her breasts stood proud as if she was one of Hemingway's naked women walking topless on an African beach. She cupped her naked breasts in her hands. Then, she lifted her breasts as if offering her tits to the men.
She looked down at her beautiful breasts before looking up at me to look at my friends and smiling. Then removing her hands from her breasts, she moved her arms to her side. As if she was a topless model, she turned one way before turning the other way to show my four friends frontal and side views of her breasts.
"Step closer, Janice, and give us a feel," said Martin.
She laughed.
"What about me? What do I get out of this," she asked the five men.
She looked from one man to look at the other men.
"I'll allow you to feel my breasts, fondle my breasts, finger my nipples, and suck my nipples if you all show me your cocks. Show me your cocks," she said. "I want to see your pricks."
# # #
Obediently obeying her, every man stood, unbuckled their belts, unbuttoned, and unzipped their pants. Then, kicking off their shoes, they removed their pants and their underwear. In the way that she stood topless in front of them, they stood naked below the waist in front of her.
Janice walked to each man. She allowed them to feel her breasts, fondle her breasts, finger her nipples, and suck her nipples. Showing them the cocksucking whore that she is, she fondled and stroked their naked pricks.
"I dare you to do a circle jerk, Janice," I said. "Stroke two men while sucking a third man. Then, when he cums in your mouth, you move onto the next man," I said.
She laughed.
"I've never done a circle jerk before but I've always wanted to do one," she said with sexual arousal. "I'm only agreeing to do this because I'm drunk," she said with a hiccup.
Only, pouring out her wine when no one was looking, she wasn't drunk. She was horny.
The men moved away from the poker table to stand in the middle of the living room. With Janice standing topless in the middle, they formed a tight circle around her. Immediately, she moved to her knees.
Wrapping her fingers tightly around them, she took a cock in each hand and stroked them. Then, leaning forward, she took the erect prick in front of her in her mouth. Showing her ambidextrous talent, she stroked two men while sucking the third man.
# # #
While men ejaculated in her mouth, all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts, four women entered her condo from the elevator. Unaware what was happening in the next room, they all walked to the wall of floor to ceiling windows to stare out at the view. Then, when they rounded the corner and saw my wife on her knees with their husband's pricks in each of her hands, and a third one in her mouth, they stopped and stared.



They stared at Janice dripping with their husband's cum in shock. My wife had and was continuing to have a private bukkake fest. Clearly, with none of them having seen any of the naked cocks of the husbands' friends, the women stared at the erect prick of all four men.
"Look girls, they're having a private swinging sex party without us," said Tina, Joe's wife.
She dropped her shopping bags, unbuttoned her blouse, and removed it. Then, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt, and allowed that to fall to her feet. Finally, she removed her bra and her panties, too. Tina was naked. A woman that I've known for years, the best man at their wedding, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her without her clothes.
Taking Tina's lead, Susan, Martin's wife, Maureen, Sam's wife, and Paula, Dave's wife followed the action of Tina. With them all only having four articles of clothes, not counting their high heels, the women removed their blouses, their short skirts, their bras, and their panties. The three women quickly stripped themselves naked.
Then, instead of going to the friends of their husbands they surrounded me in the way that my four friends surrounded my wife. They all wanted to have sex with me. While their husbands continued having a circle jerk and a bukkake fest with my wife, I had my own swinging circle with their naked wives.
Tina sat on my cock with her back to me while Susan sat on my face. I fucked Tina while I ate Susan's pussy. Then, switching off, I ate Tina's pussy while I fucked Susan. Then, doing it over again, I fucked Maureen's cunt while I ate Paula's pussy. Finally, I fucked Paula while I ate Maureen's pussy.
After sexually satisfying my friends' wives, careful not to make any of them pregnant by cumming in their pussies, they all moved to their knees around me. Determined to make me cum in their mouths, Tina, Susan, Maureen, and Paula took turns stroking and sucking my cock. Then, when I was ready to cum, as if they were my baby birds with their mouths wide open, moving from one to another, I ejaculated cum in each of their mouths. Then, I stood and stroked myself fast and hard.
As if my cock was a hose, I sprayed cum all over their faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts. I gave the wives of my four friends cum baths. Taking turns, while scooping up gobs of my cum with their fingers, putting their fingers in their mouths and swallowing, they licked the cum from one another's faces.
Then, not done surprising me, the four women had their own swinging party. Making out with one another while touching and feeling one another's naked bodies, they took turns giving each other oral sex. Forming a four women chain of pussy lickers, they took turns eating each other's cunts. Even while watching my wildest porn movie, never have I seen and heard four women cumming.
# # #
After our sex fest, I made some coffee. We put on our underwear and sat around Janice's twelve person, dining room table. With all of us starving, Janice put out some food.
"I need to tell you something," I said while holding Janice's hand.
I looked at my wife and she smiled while giving me a nod.
"Janice is a shemale. She has a penis," I said.
Never expecting that she was born a man instead of a woman, they all looked at us shocked. More surprised by their initial reaction to my wife having a penis, they wanted to do this again, next weekend. My friends sucked my wife's cock and fucked her ass while I had my sexual way with their wives. Then, we all switched partners. My four friends took turns having sex with the wives of their friends while Janice and I watched.
Never have I had better sex than when I had sex with Janice. The best sexual times that we had was swinging with my four friends and their four wives. Janice paid for the ten of us to take a cruise to Disney World.
THE END
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Sexy Sister-in-law Moved in with Me
Sister-in-law, Gina, moved in with her brother-in-law, Scotty, after her husband, Hank, his brother, died of COVID.
An unexpected pleasure after the sad and lingering sorrow from the death of my big brother, no longer able to afford to pay her rent and her own way, my sister-in-law, Gina, asked if she could move in with me. Not even having to think about it, how could I say no to my brother's widow? Honestly and admittedly, sexually attracted to her for years, I've had a secret crush on her when my brother was dating her.
I remembered how she looked ten-years ago. She was beautiful. She was hot. She was sexy. She was intelligent. She was funny.
With every one not perfect, even though she had tiny breasts, she was shapely. Able to get over her small breasts, I hoped she looked the same way today. I was so excited to have Gina, the love of my life, live with me.
With her three-years older than me, I was an 18-year-old high school senior and she was a junior in college. With her considering me a teenager and my big brother an adult, college coeds never looked twice at someone who hasn't graduated from high school yet. Popular with the guys in high school, she was the head cheerleader, and the prom queen. Everyone loved her because she was so pretty, and was a kind, sweet, and loving person.
In college she ice skated, participated in swimming events, ran indoor, outdoor, and cross country track, and did gymnastics. What I remember most about her, other than her beautiful face, she had the perfect ass. With me not an ass man but a breast man, but she had the shapeliest ass that I have ever seen on a woman. She had short, toned legs, and a flat, muscular stomach.
She had a body much like Simone Biles, albeit 5" taller than her. Everyone in school called her, 'The Body.' Only, she had no tits. She was as flat as a board. With her not needing to wear a bra, and she didn't wear a bra, all she had were nipples, big nipples. Instead of staring at her eyes, I stared at her erect nipples that poked through her top. Her nipples made up for her not having breasts.
Even though I have a fascination with breasts, the bigger the better, I've always liked Gina. No, I've always loved Gina. Admiring her, I secretly adored her. I danced with her at their wedding. I turned her away from the crowd, while dancing with her as if she was my newly wedded wife instead of my sister-in-law. Unable to control my horniness, especially with my dream woman in my arms, I rested my horny hands at the top of her shapely ass as we danced.
Then, as soon as the music stopped and we stopped dancing, daring myself to do so, I quickly lowered my hands to cup and squeezed her firm ass with both of my hands through her wedding dress. Sexually inappropriate with my new sister-in-law, hoping she didn't notice when I did, hoping she didn't slap me, she surprised me by smiling up at me. If she wasn't beautiful before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled.
Then, surprising me, instead of slapping me and/or admonishing me for cupping and squeezing her ass through her wedding dress, she stood on her toes, put her arm around my neck, pulled me down to her, and kissed me on my lips. I couldn't believe that my brother's newly wedded wife kissed me on my lips. Squeezing her shapely ass again, her lips felt so soft and her buttocks felt so shapely firm.
'My sexy sister-in-law kissed me. I'll be masturbating over cupping her ass, squeezing her ass, and her kissing me for the rest of my horny life,' I thought.
# # #
Sadly, not wanting to see them leave, they moved to California as soon as they were married. I haven't seen my brother and his wife in 10-years. With her extraordinarily beautiful then, remembering her pretty face and her shapely body, I wondered what she looked like now.
With her thirty-one-years-old now, maybe she no longer ice skated, swam, ran track, and/or did gymnastics. With her short, barely 5' 3" tall, maybe she got fat. A short, fat woman with no tits is hardly my kind of woman.
I've always been attracted to tall women with big breasts. Yet, the purpose of her moving in with me wasn't for me to have sex with her, it was to help her in her time of need by giving her a place to live. I need to remove the thoughts of seeing her naked and having sex with her, my brother's widow, out of my mind.
Perfect timing, after breaking up with my live-in girlfriend, lonely and alone, and with me having a spare bedroom, it would be wonderful to have her as company. Never wanting a roommate, yet, I missed having someone to talk to, laugh with, watch a movie with, play a board game, or go for a walk. My perfect companion, Gina, would be my preferred roommate. Hoping that she still looked the same, even without her having big breasts, she's still my dream woman.
Embarrassed to admit, with me a masturbation machine back then, I lost count how many times I masturbated over my brother's girlfriend as an 18-year-old teenager. I stroked myself even more while imagining her naked and him having sex with her after they married. It sickened me to imagine him making out with her, making love to her, and fucking her.
I wished it was my cock that she sucked instead of my brother's prick. Wishing she was with me instead of with my brother, even after I had a girlfriend, I continued masturbating over Gina while imagining her naked and having sex with her. If she had shown any interest in me, I would have married her if I could have. Only, I was just an 18-year-old teenager, my brother's kid brother. Even though I always looked at her in that forbidden way, she never looked at me in that sexual way.
'Gina, I love you,' I thought while waiting for her at the airport. 'I've always loved you. No matter what you look like now, even if you only have one arm or one leg, I will never stop loving you until the day that I die,' I thought.
Hopefully, helping me through my depression of losing my only brother, grieving together, she could tell me stories of what they've been doing since they've been married. They didn't have any kids. A mutual decision, they decided that they preferred traveling than to tie themselves down with children. Many couples are doing that today, not having children, saving money, and traveling instead of saving for their children's college tuitions.
# # #
Filled with sexual anticipation of seeing her again, eager to see her, I impatiently waited at the airport to greet her and to give her a ride to my house. I bought her a bouquet of yellow roses, her favorite colored rose. She'll be shocked to know that I remembered her favorite flower.
Beyond being excited, I couldn't wait to see her again. Unable to imagine what she looked like after ten, long years; as if she was emerging from prison instead of moving from California, I hoped she still looked hot. Yet, knowing that she wouldn't look the same, everyone changes and ages, especially after ten, long years. Nonetheless, even if only my sexual fantasy, I'd love to live with what I remember my sister-in-law looked like back then.
Quite certain that she's not doing gymnastics now, Gina was a proficient gymnast. Something that I proudly told everyone; she tried out for the Olympic team but wasn't chosen. She's a little bit of a thing, barely 5' 3" tall. I've never dated a woman who was shorter than 5' 7" tall. With me 6' 4" tall, my perfect height for a woman, I've dated women as tall as 6' tall without heels. If ever I married a 6' tall woman, we'd have giant children, children even taller than Baron Trump.
In the way Simone Biles had stunted her growth from doing gymnastics for years, no doubt, Gina had stunted her growth, too. Nevertheless, I hoped she still looked the same today as she did then. Thinking back, I remembered her having long, brown, beautiful hair, big, brown eyes, a tight, shapely ass, and tiny breasts.
When the passengers emerged from the off ramp, I scanned the crowd for a short, flat chested woman with long, brown hair. Then, when I saw her, not immediately recognizing her, and when I finally did recognize her, with her high heels, she was 5' 6" tall, had shoulder length, brown hair, and gained about ten or fifteen pounds from her 100 pound gymnast weight.
# # #
Something not difficult to notice, something that shocked and excited me, and something that I stared at, flat chested Gina had enormous breasts. Clearly silicone implants, her gigantic tits had to be, at least, a double D cup if not a triple D, an F cup. Her tits were as huge as they were shapely.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Gina has tits, big tits. I loved her more now than I ever loved her before.'
When looking at her, the first thing that anyone notices of her are her humongous breasts. Actually, now that she had breasts, big breasts, I only wished she was taller. Yet, as long as she continued wearing her high heels, I'd be okay with pretending my short sister-in-law is my girlfriend instead of my guest, and my roommate.
Even for me, the big breast man, overkill, her massive breasts looked a bit ridiculous on such a small body. Had she had blonde hair, she'd look like a much younger version of Dolly Parton, or Coco Austin, Ice-T's busty, whore of a wife. Proudly showing off her man made assets, she wore a low-cut top with a plunging neckline that showed the tops of her jiggling breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. With her being called, 'The Body,' before, now that she has huge breasts, she'd still be referred to as 'The Body,' again now.
'Oh, my God,' I thought while staring at her big boobs before sticking up my arm to wave her over.
"Gina," I said, waving to her and calling to her.
# # #
As if I was her husband or her boyfriend instead of her brother-in-law, as soon as she saw me, smiling wildly, she ran over to me with her carry-on bag. As if we were in an Irish Spring soap commercial, I watched her huge breasts bouncing up and down and swaying side to side as she ran. As if she was the bachelorette on the Bachelorette television show, surprising me, she launched herself at me. Taking me by surprise, I held out the flowers with one hand, good thing she was so light as I never could have caught her in my arms with my other hand.
She wrapped her legs around my waist, wrapped her arms around my neck, and gave me a big hug while squishing her panty clad pussy against my stomach and her big breasts against my chest. Then, continuing to surprise me, she stared into my hazel eyes, gave me a big, and a long kiss on my lips. Daring myself to do so, I so wanted to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her but I controlled myself from doing that. The second time she kissed me, it was enough that she kissed me. I'll be masturbating over her kissing me later tonight.
When she climbed off of me with her short skirt bunched up and pushed all the way up to her waist, and her short legs wide open before she jumped down, I stared at all that she was showing. I continued staring at all that I was seeing. Not immediately noticing that she was exposed, before having the time to push down her short skirt, she flashed me her bright white, bikini panties and her panty clad crotch. The first time I saw my sister-in-law's sexy lingerie, I felt faint with sexual excitement.
Then, when she leaned forward to push down her short skirt, she gave me a down blouse view of her low-cut bra, the tops of her humongous breasts, and her long line of sexy cleavage. I couldn't believe that in just the few minutes that I was with her, I've already seen an upskirt peek of her panties and a down blouse view of breasts. If this was a sample of how things would be living with my sister-in-law, I couldn't wait to live with her.
Becoming a masturbation machine again, I'll be masturbating every morning and every night while imagining Gina without her clothes and having sex with me. With her looking the same after ten-years, I was so happy. My longtime dream is coming true, even if we were married or boyfriend and girlfriend, nevertheless, she'd be living with me. Gina, the love of my life, would be my roommate for however long she'd like to stay.
Except for her big breasts, I couldn't believe that she looked the same. She hadn't aged a day. I have been alone and lonely since I broke up with my girlfriend. With Gina living with me, I couldn't wait to talk to her, laugh with her, grieve with her over my brother, her husband, watch a movie with her, play games with her, and go for walks with her. Never did I imagine that I'd be living with Gina, my sexy sister-in-law, who was now my seven-day a week, 24-you're a day companion.
# # #
As soon as she climbed off of me, I handed her the bouquet of roses.
"Yellow roses," she said sniffing the flower and then looking up at me. "My favorite."
She looked up at me and smiled as if I was her husband, her boyfriend, and/or her lover instead of her brother-in-law.
"Scotty," she said. "You haven't changed a bit," she said, giving me her big, beautiful smile. "You look the same," she said, taking a step back to stare up at me.
My brother was 6' 2" tall and I'm 6' 4" tall. With me so tall, I've never been with a woman who was less than 5' 7" tall. With her looking so young, no doubt, because she was so small, we looked like father and daughter walking through the airport instead of brother-in-law and sister-in-law.
"You look even more beautiful now than you did ten-years ago," I said complimenting her to give me an excuse to stare at the side of her enormous breasts through her blouse and bra.
Unable to stop staring, I continued staring at her giant boobs. I had a difficult time looking up at her eyes. Instead, I talked to her tits.
# # #
The first night that Gina stayed with me, never expecting to see as much of her as I saw, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me. As if she was a shorter version of a Victoria's Secrets model but without the wings, she emerged from her bedroom wearing her low-cut sheer, white brassiere, her white, sheer, bikini panties, and her high heel shoes. I rubbed my eyes to see if I was seeing things or imagining things. Then, I pinched myself to see if I was dreaming.
"Ow," I said, glad that I wasn't dreaming.
Unable to remove my eyes from her standing before me in her sexy lingerie, all that I could do was to stare. Even though I've stroked myself over seeing her in her panties and bra lots of times, I never expected to see my sexy sister-in-law in her underwear. If she wasn't beautiful enough before, she was even more beautiful in her sexy lingerie.
Now, I knew why she was called, 'The Body.' She had an unbelievable body. Covering it with my hand, immediately, I had a throbbing erection when seeing Gina in her revealing lingerie.
As she walked closer to me, while smiling, I stared at what I could see of her darker pink areolas through her sheer brassiere. I stared at her big, lighter pink, erect nipples. I stared at all that I could see of her beautiful pussy through her panties. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of dark brown, trimmed pubic hair through her sheer panties.
"Wow," I said.
# # #
I thought of the Levirate marriage custom where the brother is obligated to marry his brother's widow. Only, with me not part of a clan, I didn't subscribe to that tradition. Nonetheless, after seeing her in her sexy bra and panties, I would definitely marry Gina if only she'd agree to marry me.
She laughed. Then, she looked down at herself before looking up at me. She gave me that big, beautiful smile again.
"I hope you don't mind," she said standing in front of me with her arms by her sides while in her sexy underwear. "I hope you don't think that I'm an exhibitionistic whore," she said, biting her lip. "I don't own a bathrobe or a nightgown," she said with a shrug and a nervous, little laugh.
She looked down at herself again before looking up at me and smiling.
"When I was with your brother, with it so hot in California, and with us working from home, I hung around the house in the nude. I loved being naked. I did the housekeeping and the cooking naked," she said with a laugh. "I slept in the nude, too. Living like nudists, we could have been nudists," she said with a sexy laugh. "I lost count how many times when his friends saw something of me that he shouldn't have seen," she said with a dirty laugh.
Clearly feeling awkwardly embarrassed and/or ashamed, she looked down at herself before looking up at me. Then, she wrapped her arms around her bra clad breasts.
"I figured that when wearing my panties and bra that I'm covered, more than some of my ice skating, cheerleading costumes, running attires, bikinis when swimming, and gymnastics outfits," she said with a dirty, little laugh. "With women's sports all about sex, in the way that men forced women to dress when participating in sports, especially with my ass cheeks totally exposed when wearing a bathing suit thong, I always felt naked," she said.
She let out a little chuckle.
"Not wanting to embarrass you or make you feel uncomfortable, I hope you don't mind if I hang around your house in my underwear," she said with a nervous, little laugh. "Other than being naked, I'm comfortable like this."
She looked down at herself again before she looked up at me to give me another big smile. Glad that she continued looking down at herself, she gave me the opportunity to stare longer and harder at her in her bra and panties.
# # #
"Don't be silly, Gina," I said. "Me casa su casa. If you're more comfortable naked, as long as you don't mind me taking photos and shooting videos," I said with a dirty laugh. "I'm fine with seeing you without your clothes."
She laughed.
"I bet you would. You're just like your brother, and his friends," she said. "His drunken friends were always saying sexually inappropriate things to me."
She looked at me with embarrassment.
"Always peeping in the windows, they were always trying to catch me naked. I'm sad to say that his friends caught me without my clothes more than a few times. I suspect that your brother wanted them to see me naked," she said with shame.
She looked at me as if she was about to cry.
"Then, as soon as they started with the shots, especially when I got my new breasts, they were always touching me, feeling me, groping me, and trying to kiss me. After Hank died, I needed to leave there before they raped me," she said with sadness.
# # #
As if we were already a couple, she sat on the couch next to me in her sexy underwear.
"Do you have any wine," she asked? "I could use a drink."
I stood from the couch.
"I do. Red or white," I asked?
She smiled.
"White wine, please," she said.
I opened a bottle of white wine, poured her a glass, and poured myself a double shot of single malt scotch, neat. I needed a drink, too, after seeing Gina in her sexy underwear. I handed her wine and sat on the other end of the couch with her.
"You can sit closer to me, Scott. I don't bite," she said with a little laugh.
While wanting to touch her, feel her, fondle her, kiss her, make out with her, while slowly undressing her and stripping her naked, I moved closer to her. She grabbed a throw and put it over our laps. Then, she shivered.
"Suddenly, I feel cold," she said. "I'm never cold."
I laughed.
"This isn't California," I said with a little laugh. "I can't believe that I'm saying this because I'd much rather see you in your revealing lingerie but, maybe, it's time that you went shopping for a nightgown and a robe," I said with a laugh.
She returned my laugh with her laugh.
"Until then, we can cuddle," I said, putting my arm around her shoulders and rubbing her shoulders to warm her. "In the meantime, I have plenty of flannel shirts you can wear," I said with a laugh.



She looked up at me and smiled.
"Forget about walking around your house in my underwear, I look hot when wearing a man's shirt with nothing underneath," she said, giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
Suddenly, I imagined Gina wearing one of my flannel shirts with nothing underneath. I imagined her topless. I imagined her naked. I imagined having sex with her.
# # #
I sipped my scotch while she sipped her wine.
"Would you like to watch a movie," she asked?
I turned on the TV.
"Sure," I said.
She picked up the TV guide and looked through it.
"What do you have that's good," she asked? Then, she looked up at me. "What would you like to watch? I like football. We can watch a game," she said.
I laughed.
'My perfect woman, she not only hangs around the house in her underwear and naked but also and now has enormous breasts but also, she likes watching football,' I thought. 'Thank you, Jesus.'
"I have all kinds of movie channels and Netflix, too," I said.
Then, she surprised me with what she said next.
"Do you have any porn movies," she asked with a dirty, little laugh? "I enjoyed watching porn with your brother. He was really into porn. Watching porn with him seemed like a good way to bond with him, so I did. Seemingly, not happy enough with me, he was always watching porn," she said with a look of sadness.
I scrolled through the channels.
"The dirty movies are somewhere on the higher channels," I said, continuing to scroll through the channels of X-rated movies. "I've never watched any of them. I'm not much into porn," I said.
She laughed and squeezed my knee.
"Thank God," she said. "If I see another mother, sister, stepmother, stepsister, aunt, cousin, mother-in-law, sister-in-law, or grandmother sucking cock, I'll be sick," she said with a laugh.
# # #
When she put the thought in my head of women sucking cock, I was tempted to ask her if she sucked cock. I'd love to see my big dick buried in Gina's beautiful mouth while she stared up at me with her big, brown eyes. Only, with her thinking that I wanted her to suck my cock for allowing her to stay with me, I didn't dare ask her such a sexually inappropriate question. Instead, not wanting her to think that I was as perversely perverted as my brother, I remained silent.
Then, she looked up at me and smiled.
"Thank you for allowing me to live with you, Scott," she said. "I don't know how I'd survive without your help. California is so expensive. I guess that I could have gotten a roommate," she said with a shrug. "Only, I didn't want to live with a stranger."
Suddenly, surprising me, in the way that she did at the airport, she did with me on my couch. She leaned up to me, moved her arm around my neck, pulled me to her, and kissed me on my lips again while resting her other hand in my lap. Only, the third time kissing me, she kissed me at her wedding, at the airport, and again, tonight.
Unable to stop it, my cock immediately erected and throbbed against her hand that rested in my lap. I wondered if she felt my big dick throbbing. I wondered if she knew that she gave me an erection.
Already in heaven, this time, not allowing this intimate opportunity to pass, I returned her kiss with my kiss. Then, surprising me, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I returned her French kiss with my French kiss.
I couldn't believe my sister-in-law French kissed me and I was French kissing her. We were making out. I made out with my brother's widow and she made out with me, her deceased husband's brother. Forget about watching an X-rated movie, we were making our own X-rated movie.
Unable to stop myself from doing so when kissing her, something that I wanted to do since the first time that I saw her at the airport, I felt her huge breasts through her bra. Immediately, her big nipple erected. We continued kissing while I continued feeling her bra clad breasts, first one and then the other. With her making her own moves, surprising me, she turned her hand and felt my bulge through my jeans. With her full of surprises, she asked me a question that I never expected her to ask.
# # #
"May I sleep with you tonight, Scott," she asked in a sexually aroused whisper? "I need you. I'd rather not be alone."
I looked at her stunned. This beautiful woman asked if she could sleep with me. My fantasy woman, the woman that I've masturbated over for years, asked if she could sleep with me.
I hoped to God that she wasn't tired. I hoped that the code phrase for wanting to sleep with me was wanting to have sex with me. Then, seemingly, she felt the need to explain.
"Never wanting to get vaccinated, your brother was sick for months with COVID 19 before he passed. He spent weeks in the hospital. Before that, he was quarantined so that I wouldn't catch the virus. It's been months since I've had any physical contact," she said, staring up at me with sexual arousal. "It's been a long time since I've had a cock in my hand, in my mouth, and/or in my pussy. I'm so horny," she said, squeezing my cock through my jeans.
'What the fuck? I couldn't believe what she was saying. I couldn't believe all that I was hearing. My sexy sister-in-law, my brother's widow, seemingly, is a whore,' I thought.
She wants to stroke me. She wants to suck me. She wants to fuck me. Not having to ask me twice, I was ready to take her to my bedroom and take her to bed.
Showing her my sexual interest, I gave her a hug, a smile, and a kiss.
"Sure, you can sleep with me. And," I said. "With me your host and you my guest, you may sleep naked if you are more comfortable," I said with a dirty laugh. "I'll sleep naked, too."
She laughed.
"I'd like that, Scott," she said, kissing me again. "Thank you for being so kind, considerate, and for not judging me."
# # #
We moved to my bedroom. So as not to make her feel uncomfortable or embarrass her, instead of putting on the bright, overhead light, I turned on the nightlight.
"Put on the light," she said, surprising me. "I want to show you something."
I turned on the overhead light. While I sat on my bed, she stood in front of me, only a few feet away from me. Then, giving me a sexy show, she started dancing as if she was doing gymnastic exercise.
Not stopping with dancing, as if she was a stripper on stage removing her clothes while dancing around a pole to music, she removed her right bra strap from her right shoulder. Then, she removed her left bra strap from her left shoulder. While continuing to dance, she removed her right arm from her right bra strap.
Then, while staring at me with a sexy look and a naughty smile, she reached around her to unhook her three hook brassiere. As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, after she unhooked her bra, she held her bra cups in place. Then, she removed her left bra cup before removing her right bra cup.
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, Gina was topless. I stared at her enormous, naked breasts and erect nipples as if I had never seen naked breasts and erect nipples. Surely, I've never seen breasts as big and nipples as erect as Gina's breasts and nipples. She had perfectly shapely breasts.
# # #
"Your breasts are spectacular, Gina. Whoever your surgeon was, he's an artist. I love your big tits," I said.
She laughed.
"Thank you," she said.
She looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me and smiling.
"You may touch them, Scott, if you'd like. You may feel them. You may finger my nipples. I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered. You may suck my nipples, too. I love having my nipples sucked," she said.
Not having to ask me twice, I touched her tits, felt her tits, fondled her breasts, and fingered her erect nipples. Then, I leaned forward and took her nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other. After I did, she took a step back and slowly, sexily, and seductively removed her panties.
Gina was naked. My brother's widow stood before me without her clothes. If she wasn't beautiful before, she is even more beautiful now. I stared at her as if I had never seen a naked woman.
# # #
"Your turn," she said. "Undress. I want to see your cock. Show me your cock, Scott," she said with a sexy, little laugh. "I need to stroke it. I need to suck it. I need to fuck it," she said with a face full of sexual arousal.
I removed my clothes as if they were on fire. I pulled my shirt off over my head. Then, I kicked off my slippers, unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed my jeans. Then, I pushed down my underwear to show my dream woman my big, erect prick.
"Wow," she said. "Your cock is much bigger than your brother's prick. I can't wait to touch it. I can't wait to stroke it. I can't wait to suck it. I can't wait to fuck it, Scott," she said with a laugh. "Let's get in bed."
She climbed my king-sized bed on one side and I climbed in my bed on the other side. As soon as I was in bed with her, I kissed her. I made out with her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. As if she was my wife instead of my widowed sister-in-law, I was ready to make love to her. I was ready to make her my woman.
# # #
She climbed on top of me. She moved my erect prick to part her pussy lips. Then, she leaned down to me to French kiss me. Making out with one another, she humped me as if she was riding a horse bareback. I felt and fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples while making love to her.
I returned her slowly, loving, and passionate humps with my humps. Then, not allowing to have all of the fun, I rolled her over. I humped her faster. I humped her harder. I fucked my brothers widow.
With her so sexually frustrated and her me so horny, it didn't take us long to cum.
"Scotty! Oh, my God, Scotty. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Scotty. Fuck me," she said. "Fuck your sister-in-law."
Then, she surprised me by what she said next.
"Cum in my pussy, Scotty. I want you to cum in my cunt. Impregnate me with your baby," she said.
I stopped humping her to look at her
"I thought you didn't want children," I said.
She shook her head.
"I wanted kids but your brother didn't. Give me your baby, Scott. Let's get married and have a house full of children," she said with her big, beautiful smile.
As soon as she gave me permission to cum inside of her, I humped her faster. I humped her harder. Not stopping humping her, I pounded her pussy. We both had orgasms together.
I married her within the month and within three months, she was pregnant with fraternal twins, a boy for me and a girl for her.
"I love you, Gina," I said.
She smiled.
"I love you, Scott," she said.
THE END
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Multi-Millionaire Dad is a Nudist
Sex with my female relatives and my female in-laws, too.
I walk around my house naked in front of seventeen naked women. Naked in front of my wife, my ex-wife, my three daughters, my three stepdaughters, my mother, my two sisters, my two mothers-in-law, my two sisters-in-law, my two nieces. They're all naked in front of me, too.
Out of necessity, I'm a new nudist. All of my blood related and in-law related women living with me have become nudists, too. Hoping to embarrass them, I became a nudist because I wanted them to leave my house. A win/win sexual relationship for all of us, they became nudists because they wanted to stay.
After winning more than six-hundred-and ninety-million-dollars in the lottery, I thought my life would change for the better. I decided to take the 30-year payout option. Starting with seven-million-five-hundred thousand the first year, by thirty year, I'll receive thirty-million-dollars. Truthfully, my life did get better, a lot better, especially if being surrounded by seventeen, busty, and naked women is my idea of a better life, which of course, it is.
# # #
Author's Note:
With so many characters, eighteen characters in this story, I thought it a good idea to list the characters by their names and descriptions.
Frank, the main character, and lottery winner is a 53-year-old retired mechanic. A good looking and physically fit man, he looks ten-years younger. He's 6' tall, weighs 180 pounds, has a good head of hair, and all of his teeth.
Francesca, Frank's second wife, is a fifty-two-year-old, 5' 7" tall, and beautiful, Italian woman with long, dark brown hair, brown eyes, and double D cup breasts.
Vivian is Francesca's eldest daughter. She's thirty-years-old, stands 5' 9" tall, has long, dark brown hair, brown eyes, and has C cup breasts. She's as beautiful as her mother.
Vivian's sister, Veronica, the middle child is twenty-seven-years old, stands 5' 8" tall, has long, dark brown hair, brown eyes, and has D cup breasts. A sexy and shapely woman, she looks a lot like her sister.
Victoria, the baby, is twenty-four-years-old, stands 5' 7" tall, has long, dark brown hair, brown eyes, and has double D cup breasts. Another beautiful woman, the gene pool in this family is phenomenal.
Francesca's mother, Frank's mother-in-law, Rose, has grey hair and brown eyes. She's 69-years old, is 5' 5" tall, and has enormous, albeit sagging F cup breasts.
Frank's 5' 7", fifty-year-old ex-wife, Carol, is a pretty blue-eyed blonde with C cup breasts.
Then, Frank's daughters are Christine, Catherine, and Connie. Christine is a twenty-eight-year-old, blue-eyed blonde. She's 5' 8" tall with C cup breasts. Her sister, Catherine, is 5' 7" tall twenty- five-year-old with blonde hair, blue eyes, and C cup breasts. Connie is 5' 6" tall with blonde hair, blue eyes, D cup breasts, and is twenty-three-years old. Frank's ex-mother-in-law is Cynthia. She's 5' 5" tall with humongous double D cup sagging breasts.
Then, joining our family of women, there's my wife's two sisters, my sisters-in-law, Lorraine, and Linda. Lorraine is a 5'7", forty-eight-year-old redhead with gigantic, triple D cup breasts, an F cup, blue eyes, and freckles. Her sister Linda is a forty-five-year-old redhead too. She's 5' 6" tall with huge double D cup breasts, blue eyes, and freckles.
My niece, Lucille, is Linda's daughter. Lucille is a twenty-six-year-old, blue-eyed blonde standing 5' 9" tall with D cup breasts. Her cousin, Lauren, Linda's daughter, is a twenty-three-year-old redhead with D cup breasts and blue eyes. Good looking women, all women are as beautiful as they are sexy and shapely.
My mother, Mary, is seventy-one-years-old. She's 5' 5" tall with D cup breasts, grey hair, and brown eyes. Her daughters, my sisters, are Crystal and Tiffany. Interestingly enough, my mother gave her daughters strippers' names because fifty-years-ago, she worked as a stripper. She danced around a pole to music while removing her clothes to earn enough money to make ends meet after her husband, my father left her.
My sister Crystal is a gorgeous redhead with blue eyes, freckles, Irish milkmaid double D cup breasts. Irish twins, only eleven months apart in birth, Tiffany looks much like her sister. Taking after their grandmother, another redhead, she has blue eyes, freckles, and double D cup breasts.
This story is about me winning the lottery and living with seventeen, busty, blood related and in-law related women. The story is about me, lucky with the lottery and lucky in love and in sex, having sexual relationships with all seventeen women. I'm the envy of all men. If men saw the women in my family, they'd want to have sex with them, too.
With them all done with men, they were tired of cheating and drunken men. They had enough with men belittling them. They were done with men sexually abusing them. They had enough of men taking their money and gambling, going to bars, or having sex with hookers.
# # #
My name is Frank and I'm a fifty-three-year-old retired mechanic. My wife, Francesca, is a beautiful fifty-two-year-old Italian woman. Looking a bit how Sophia Loren used to look, she's 5' 7" tall with long, dark hair, a shapely body, and double D cup breasts. I met her online three-years ago. We corresponded, dated, and lived together for a while. Then, when I won the lottery, no longer having to wait to marry for monetary constraints, we married.
An unfortunate and rookie mishap, not thinking of the ramifications, my biggest mistake was telling everyone that I won the lottery. I should have kept it to myself. I told them all that I'm now a multi-millionaire.
Now, they all wanted to be part of my financial success. They all wanted me to give them money. They all wanted to live in me to enjoy the luxury that millions of dollars can bring.
As soon as I told Francesca that I was rich, my longtime girlfriend wanted to make our relationship official by marrying me and finding a large house. Of course she did. Should anything happen to me; she'd inherit my money. She wanted a big house, a huge house, a mansion with at least nine bedrooms and ten bathrooms.
"Why do we need such a big house with just the two of us," I innocently and naively asked?
With her having ulterior motives, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look while squeezing my arm. Little did I know that she wanted to move in with her three, adult daughters, Vivian, Veronica, and Victoria, and her mother, Rose, my mother-in-law. God help me. I'd be living with five women. I guess it would be okay if the house was big enough and as long as I had my private space, my man cave, somewhere far removed from the noisy women.
Yet, to be honest, being surrounded by beautiful, busty women, my wife, my three stepdaughters, and my mother-in-law was sexually exciting. I have a thing for tits. I love big breasted women. With some men having an infinity for women with big asses, other men love women with long, shapely legs. For me, there's something about women with big tits that drives me crazy.
My stepdaughter, Vivian, is thirty-years-old. At 5' 9" tall, she has long, black hair, big brown eyes, and C cup breasts. Her sister, Veronica is twenty-seven-years-old, is 5' 8" tall, she has long, dark brown hair, big brown eyes, and D cup breasts. Victoria takes after her mother, she's twenty-four-years old, is 5' 7" tall, has long, brown hair, big brown eyes, and double D cup breasts. My wife's mother, my 69-year-old mother-in-law, Rose is 5' 5" tall with enormous F cup sagging breasts.
# # #
Then, as soon as I told my ex-wife, a woman that I've known for decades, and who is still my best friend, that I won the lottery, she wanted to move in with us, too. Along with my ex-wife, she wanted to move in with our three, adult daughters, and her mother, too. My ex-wife, Carol, is a 5' 7", blue-eyed blonde with C cup breasts. My daughters are Christine, Catherine, and Connie.
Christine is a blue-eyed blonde. She's 5' 8" tall, and has C cup breasts. Her sister, Catherine, the middle child, is 5' 7" tall with blonde hair, blue eyes, and C cup breasts. The baby of the family is Connie. She's 5' 6" tall with blonde hair, blue eyes, and D cup breasts. My ex-mother-in-law is Cynthia. She's 5' 5" tall with D cup breasts.
Out voted, again, by the vast majority of women, as long as I had my space, my man cave, I'd be living with ten women. A bit hectic, I didn't know how I'd survive living with ten women talking and laughing all at the same time. No one would believe me that I lived with my new wife, her three daughters, and her mother, my mother-in-law. No one would believe me that I lived with my ex-wife, our three daughters, and my ex-mother-in-law.
Granted, I was related, either biologically or by marriage, to all of the women. I could write a book called, Living with Ten Busty Women. Yet, to be honest, I was excited about giving a home to all of the women in my life that I loved and lusted over. Then, I thought of the noise of ten women.
'God help me,' I thought anointing myself while looking up at Jesus.
No surprise, unable to find a house, we hired a contractor to custom build us a huge house, a mansion with twelve bedrooms and thirteen bathrooms. Every bedroom had an ensuite bathroom. We bought a huge piece of land, fifty acres way up in the hills. We had no neighbors, and one hell of a view.
In the beginning, it wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. With all the women splitting the chores, they did all of the cooking, the cleaning, and laundry, and ran all of the errands. With me as the generous ATM money machine, all that I did was to relax, buy them all new cars, hand out money, and pay their credit cards.
# # #
Actually, the most difficult part of living with ten women was women unintentionally and continually flashing me, including my morally modest daughters. Then, after a while, they didn't care how they were dressed or not dressed. They didn't care all that I saw of them be it topless or naked. No longer noticing them, I was oblivious to their nakedness.
With them walking around the house in their short, sheer, sexy, low-cut, and revealing nightgowns, the women no longer possessed any modesty. When I wasn't seeing women in their bras and panties, I saw their naked breasts, their naked pussies, and their naked ass. Then, thinking that no one could see them, they sunned out by the pool topless or naked. Actually, no one saw them but me.
In appreciation for allowing them to live with me, while I generously handed out money, it was as if their plan was to flash me their topless and naked bodies so that I wouldn't ask them to leave. They were right. Ten topless and naked women gave me plenty to masturbate over. There wasn't one woman, including my two elderly mothers-in-laws, and my mother, that I didn't want to see without their clothes. I loved comparing the big breasts of every naked woman.
Never did I think that I'd be seeing any of these women naked but now, every day, multiple times a day, I saw someone dressing or undressing. Always stroking myself and cumming, in the way that I was a masturbation machine when I was an 18-year-old teenager, I am a masturbation machine again now. Never have I've seen as many naked breasts, naked asses, and naked pussies. Never have I stroked my cock and ejaculated as much as I was now.
Then, coming up with a plan to hopefully make them leave, I returned the favor of their nudity with my nudity. I stripped myself naked. I walked around the house without my clothes. I declared myself a nudist.
Taking a big breath of courage, I was about to dick flash my wife, my ex-wife, my three stepdaughters, my three daughters, my two mothers-in-law, my mother, my two sisters, my two sisters-in-laws, and my two nieces my naked prick. Thinking that seeing me naked and walking around the house with a huge erection would make them leave, it didn't. Instead, they not only remained at my house but also, they stared at my big dick.
# # #
Naked and in plain sight, with trepidation and sexual anticipation, I walked upstairs from my downstairs hideaway. My first wife's mother, my ex-mother-in-law, Carol's mother, Cynthia, was the first to see me. Her eyeballs bugged out of her head and her mouth hung open.
Not looking away in embarrassment, she stared at my cock as if she had never seen a penis before. As soon as she saw my naked prick, I had an erection. She continued staring at my hard dick with a flash of sexual arousal betraying her look of shame. Too old to care, seemingly Carol's mother was a whore.
Then, bracing myself to show my adult daughters daddy's cock, I dare myself to do so. My daughters, Christine, Catherine, and Connie saw daddy in the kitchen naked. They pointed, they laughed, they giggled, and then they stared. I couldn't believe that I exposed myself to my ex-mother-in-law and my three adult daughters. Instead of looking away, I couldn't believe that they stared at my naked penis.
Finally, as soon as they emerged from their bedrooms, my second wife's mother, Rose, and Francesca's three daughters, my stepdaughters, saw me without my clothes sitting out on the deck drinking my coffee. In the way that they had all been flashing me their topless and naked bodies for months, I finally flashed them all my naked body. I dick flashed them all. The good part of flashing them my dick was, again, as if I was a horny testosterone filled 18-year-old young man, I always had an erection.
Actually, proud to flash them, wanting them all to see my big dick, I had an 8" cock when fully erected and 7" when flaccid. Not caring who saw my naked penis, none of them cared what I saw of them. Tit for prick, along the way, with us living together, we had all become accidental nudists. We all saw one another without our clothes.
With all of the women having been fucked over by men, forsaking all men, they chose to live with me. They'd rather live the life of luxury and comfort than to have a man belittle them, beat them, and abuse them. Done with all of that, I gave them all an alternative that other women wished they had.
# # #
Then, there's the sex, the glorious incestuous and forbidden sex with blood related women and with my in-laws. With seventeen topless and naked women, I had my choice of women. Unbelievably, not one woman, including my mother, my sisters, my nieces, my daughters, my ex-wife, my mothers-in-law, my sisters-in-law, and/or my nieces turned me down for sex. Whatever I wanted and whenever I wanted it, they were more than happy to stroke me, suck me, and fuck me.
Thinking that they'd leave after I told them that I was a nudist and walked around the house naked, they didn't leave. They stayed. Even more surprising than that, because they were so happy living the life of luxury, they offered me sex. They all offered to stroke, suck, and fuck me, including my elderly mother.
It was Sunday and I was watching a football game on my 100" TV when my stepdaughters, Vivian and Veronica came down naked. Usually seeing them naked from a distance when they sun themselves by the pool, this was my first time seeing them close up. A dirty, old man's dream, I couldn't believe they weren't wearing any clothes. Unable to stop myself from staring, I stared at their big breasts, their symmetrical areolas, and their erect nipples. I stared at their brown, trimmed pussies, and their round, naked asses.
Innocently at first, I watched football with two of Francesca's daughters, my stepdaughters. Vivian cuddled on one side of me and Veronica cuddled on the other side of me. Then, deliberately, sexually teasing me, my stepdaughters rested their hands on the top of my thighs with their manicured fingertips mere inches from my throbbing and pulsating big dick.
Vivian was first to touch my naked penis. Immediately, she gave me an erection. She fingered the head of my cock while her sister wrapped her hand around my erect prick and slowly stroked. Masturbating me, they took turns stroking me to a bigger and harder erection. Seemingly, they both loved their stepfather's cock.
Then, not stopping with just stroking me, shocking me as much as they sexually excited me, they took turns taking me in their mouths. Two of my stepdaughters were blowing me. I couldn't believe they were sucking my cock. Vivian stroked and sucked my cock, then Veronica stroked and sucked my cock. Something that I never thought would happen, my stepdaughters were blowing me.
"I have tissues over there," I said.
Knowing that I was about to cum, I pointed to a table. I didn't want them to make a mess of me or my chair by spitting out my load. Not every woman sucks cock and even less swallow.
They looked at one another. Then, they looked up at me and smiled. They laughed.
"Don't worry, daddy. We won't need any tissues," said Vivian.
Veronica laughed.
"We swallow," said Veronica.
While they continued stroking me and sucking me, they allowed me to fondle their big, naked breasts and finger their erect nipples. Then, when I was ready cum, not taking me very long, they took turns allowing me to cum in their mouths. Instead of spitting it out, they swallowed it. Then, they took turns licking me clean.
# # #
Then, Victoria came downstairs. She had been watching her sisters blow me from the stairs. Not wanting to be left out, Victoria sat on my lap facing me.
She kissed me, French kissed me while allowing me to fondle her naked breasts and pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. Then, as soon as she was wet enough, she reached down between my legs and positioned my erect cock in her pussy. Difficult for me to wrap my head around, I made love to my stepdaughter. I fucked my wife's daughter.
"Cum, daddy. Cum," she said whispering in my ear. "I want you to cum in my pussy. I want you to give me your baby," she said.
She was so wet. She was so warm. She was so tight. Bouncing up and down on me, she humped me faster. She humped me harder. Determined to make me cum in her pussy, Victoria fucked me.
"Fuck me, daddy. Fuck me. Make me pregnant. Give me a baby," she said, wrapping her arms around my neck.
Unable to hold back, obeying her, I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy. Thinking that it was over, Vivian sat on my lap, too. She wanted me to fuck her. She wanted me to cum in her pussy. She wanted me to give her a baby.
Victoria followed her sisters' leads. She sat on my lap and fucked me. She wanted me to cum in her pussy. She wanted me to give her a baby, too.
Never have I been as sexually excited as I was having sex with my three stepdaughters. As if I was a teenager again, I ejaculated four times, once in Vivian and Victoria's mouths. Then, again, in Vivian's, Veronica's, and Victoria's pussies.
I hoped to God that I didn't make any of them pregnant. Bad enough that we were all walking around the house naked, and worse that I had sex with them, impregnating them would just be wrong.
# # #
The next day, Monday, was the same sexual scenario but with my daughters. If it wasn't sexually exciting enough that two of my stepdaughters gave me a blowjob, two of my daughters gave me a blowjob, too. Christine sat on one side of me and Catherine sat on the other side of me. In the way that my stepdaughters, Vivian, and Veronica stroked and sucked my cock, my daughters, Christine, and Catherine took turns stroking and sucking my cock.
Something so incestuously forbidden, I never imagined that I'd be having sex with my blood related, adult daughters. Yet, it was something that I thought about now. I couldn't believe that Christine and Catherine took turns stroking me and sucking me. They wanted me to cum in their mouths. They wanted to swallow my cum.
"Cum, daddy. Cum. Cum in our mouths," said Christine, removing my cock from her mouth to speak.



She took my prick in her mouth again.
"Cum, daddy. Cum," said my daughter, Catherine. "We want to taste you. We want to swallow you," she said.
I exploded a load of cum in their mouths. They quickly took turns putting their mouths on my squirting prick. They both swallowed my load of cum. Shocked, I still can't wrap my head around not only my stepdaughters having sex with me but also my daughters having sex with me, too.
Then, in the way that Victoria did, my daughter, Connie did also. She sat on my lap facing me. She kissed me, French kissed me while allowing me to fondle her naked breasts and pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. Then, as soon as she was wet enough, she reached down between my legs and stuck my erect cock in her pussy. I fucked my daughter and she fucked me, her father.
She returned my humps with her humps. She humped me faster. She humped me harder. As did Victoria, Vivian, and Veronica, Connie seemed determined for me to cum inside of her, too.
"Cum, daddy. Cum," she said. "Cum in my pussy. Give me your baby, daddy," she said. "Impregnate me with your child."
In the way that I did with Vivian and Veronica, I did with Christine and Catherine. After I fucked Connie, I fucked her sisters, my two other daughters, too. I ejaculated my cum in their pussies. They wanted me to impregnate them with my babies. Blowing my mind, from that day forward, with me fucking and cumming inside of the six women all of the time, I imagined the real possibility of having six more children.
# # #
Tuesday, while I was relaxing downstairs playing pinball, my mother, Mary, Francesca's mother, Rose, and Carol's mother Cynthia came downstairs naked. Reluctantly joining the party by stripping off their clothes, they finally did. I never thought I'd be seeing my mother naked, but I was. Then, to see my two mothers-in-law without their clothes gave me a big and hard erection. Giving them my full attention, I stopped my game of pinball to hear what they had to say.
My mother, Mary, smiled up at me. I stared at her D cup breasts and her grey, bushy pussy. For an elderly, seventy-one-year-old woman, she looked ten-years younger. She still was very pretty. Glad that I saved her from being a sex bomb in a nursing home, she lived with me.
"Something we never did with our husbands, Frank," she said with a long pause.
She looked from me to look at her new friends, Rose, and Cynthia for the courage with what she was about to say.
"The three of us agreed that we could do this if we all did this together," said my mother with a long pause.
She smiled up at me.
"The three of us want to blow you. We want to suck your cock. We want to know what it's like for a man to cum in our mouths and swallow his cum. Finally, we want you to give us," she said with another pause. "Something called a," she said, pausing again.
Rose, Francesca's mother continued.
"After you cum in our mouths, we want you to give us cum baths," she said with a laugh.
Cynthia, the mother of my ex-wife, Carol, nodded her head in agreement.
"We want you to see the three of us dripping with your cum," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Saving them from getting on their knees, the three of them sat side by side on the bed that I had in my man cave. My mother, Mary, was first to take me in her hand to stroke me. Then, while staring up at me and smiling, she took me in her mouth to suck me. I couldn't believe my mother, who had never blown her husband, was blowing me.
Then, Francesca's mother, Rose, stroked me before sucking me. Finally, Cynthia, the mother of my ex-wife, Carol, stroked me and sucked me. With three, elderly women taking turns stroking me and sucking me, it didn't take me long to cum.
As if they were baby birds asking for food, they huddled closer to each other with their mouths open. Using my cock as a hose, I ejaculate cum in my mother's mouth and my two mothers-in-law mouths. I watched as they all swallowed my cum.
Then, I stood in front of them while stroking my prick fast and hard. Stroking myself faster, I stroked myself harder. Determined to cum, I wanted to give the three women something that they never got from their husbands. I wanted to give them all cum baths. I wanted to see them dripping with my cum.
Again, using my cock as a hose, I ejaculated cum on my mother's face. On Rose's face. Then, on Cynthia's face. I splashed cum all over the faces, in their hair, and across the naked breasts of the three women. I gave them what they wanted and asked me to give them. I gave them cum baths.
# # #
Getting in on the swing of things, Wednesday, my two sisters, Crystal and Tiffany, surprised me. In the way that everyone was naked, they were naked, too. I stared at my sisters' naked body in the way that I stared at all of the other naked women.
"With everyone giving you sex as their appreciation for financially taking care of us, we wanted to give you sex, too, Frank," said my sister Crystal.
My sister Tiffany slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips.
"I can't wait to suck your cock. I need you to cum in my mouth, Frank," she said.
Crystal laughed.
"After we both blow you, we want to fuck you. We want you to fuck us fast and hard enough to give us an orgasm with your cock, Frank. We want you to not only cum in our mouths but also in our cunts, too," she said.
Something I never expected to see, my two sisters moved to their knees in front of me. They took turns stroking and sucking my cock. Then, as soon as I was ready to cum, they moved my cock to each of their mouths. I ejaculated my load of cum in Crystal and in Tiffany's mouths and they swallowed my cum.
Then, taking their positions, they leaned at the waist, first Crystal and then Tiffany, and allowed me fuck them from behind while holding on to their big tits. Glad that they could no longer get pregnant, I ejaculated a load of cum my sister, Crystal. Then, fucking Tiffany, with her unable to get pregnant, too, I exploded a load of cum in Tiffany's pussy.
# # #
Wednesday, I had sex with Carol's sisters, my two sisters-in-law, Linda, and Lorraine. Thank God that they could no longer become pregnant because after they both blew me and I exploded cum in both of their mouths. Then, I fucked them both and ejaculated cum in their pussies. I gave them both orgasms with my cock.
If having sex with them wasn't enough, I had sex with their daughters, my nieces, too. I had sex with Lucille and Lauren. They both blew me, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed my cum. Then, they both fucked me and allowed me to cum in their pussies.
"Cum in my pussy, Uncle Frank," said my niece Lucille.
I exploded a load of cum in her pussy. Then, I fucked her sister, my niece, Lauren.
"Cum in our pussies, Uncle Frank. "Impregnate us with your baby," they both said.
As I did with my three stepdaughters and my three daughters, I did with my two nieces.
After impregnating my three stepdaughters, my three daughters, and my two nieces, nine months later, I fathered eight children. My daughter, Catherine, had a boy that I named Frank, Jr. Francesca's daughter, Vivian, had a boy that we named, Adam. My step-daughters Veronica and Victoria had baby girls that they named Anna and Sophia.
My daughters, Christine and Connie had girls also. They named their daughters Emily and Ellen. My nieces delivered girls, also. They named their daughters, Patricia, and Rosemary. Two boys and six girls, I hired two, maternity nurses to help us all get some sleep with six screaming babies.
# # #
I had my own harem of naked women. As if we were Mormons or hippies, we had a cult, a sect, and a huge family of our own as if we lived in Waco, Texas. If it wasn't enough that I won an enormous amount of money in the lottery, I loved having sex with seventeen women. There was always someone ready to have sex with me. I couldn't wait to make some more babies.
I continued having sex with my wife, my ex-wife, my three stepdaughters, my three daughters, my mother, my two mothers-in-law, my two sisters-in-law, my two nieces, and my two sisters. Having sex with someone every day, I continued having sex with Seventeen women. Someone was always stroking me, sucking me, and fucking me.
When they weren't sexually taking care of me, I sexually took care of them. I fingered and licked all of their pussies. I made love to them. I fucked them. I gave them all multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
I gave them whatever money they wanted. They all bought clothes, shoes, handbags, and makeup. They had rooms turned into closets to accommodate their things.
Never have we all been as happy.
THE END
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Stepmom & Stepson Share a Motel Bed
Stepmom and stepson share a bed in the only motel available during a hurricane.
Named after my father, a successful lawyer, my name is Johnathon, but everyone calls me Johnny instead of junior. I'm a nineteen-year-old virgin that I hope will change as soon as I start college in September. My stepmother is Elizabeth, a beautiful, 38-year-old redhead with blue eyes, freckles, and a shapely and sexy figure. With me a virgin, always horny, and filled with testosterone, I can't count how many times I've masturbated over imagining Elizabeth topless, naked, and having forbidden sex with her.
Happy and proud to see me embark on college, she volunteered to drive me to look at colleges. We took my dad's beloved 2011, Lincoln Town Car, signature series L, in shiny black, of course, and sporting all of the extra added on chrome. With the airbag rear and self-leveling rear suspension, long gone are the Chrysler Imperial and the Cadillac Brougham, the Lincoln Town car was America's last true, luxury sedan.
As quiet, roomy, and comfortable as a Rolls Royce of a Bentley, the Lincoln Town Car was considered the American Rolls Royce. This luxury automobile has a longer wheelbase, wider rear doors, and six more inches of legroom in the backseat. I can stretch my long legs all the way out without hitting the front seat. The 2011 Lincoln Town Car was the last factory built limousine made by Lincoln. There are many stretch limousines, of course, but none of them are made by Lincoln.
Listing for $53,450 in 2011, my dad bought the car new in 2011 for $50,000. The car has only a little more than 25,000 miles on it. Giving them the royal treatment as if being chauffeured in a limousine, he only used the Town Car to pick up clients at the airport. Everyone felt special when being driven in that car.
# # #
An intelligent, albeit stubborn man, my dad refused to get vaccinated. He left me enough money to pay my college tuition before he died of COVID. Fortunately for me, after all of my hard work and studying, all three of the colleges that I applied to not only accepted me but also offered me full scholarships with room and board. Instead of having to pay out two-hundred-forty-thousand-dollars over four years, I'd be attending the college of my choice for free.
At around one-hundred-fifty-thousand-dollars, that would free up the money to follow in my father's footsteps and attend law school for three-years, pass the bar, and become a lawyer. I'd have plenty of money left to buy a new car, a Mustang GT with a 6-speed transmission. My life was good, really good. Now, I only needed to get laid.
Earning a perfect score on my SAT's, I aced my college board exam. With all of the AP extra credit courses that I took, I had plenty of extra credit activities, too. Active in my community, establishing a youth sports center, I solicited funds to build a playground in my neighborhood. Something that looked good on my college application, it helped that I was fluent in four languages, French, Italian, Spanish, and English.
Now, with my stepmother's help, I needed to visit three colleges in one day to see the one I wanted to attend for the next four-years. Fortunately, within driving distance, they were all within a one-hundred mile radius. Not having to go out again, we could do that all in one day.
# # #
A big deal for me, quite the extra bonus, I'd be alone in a car with my hot stepmother. Instead of her being distracted by constantly checking her cell phone, and instead of her working from home, I'd have her full, undivided attention. Before we left, as soon as she disappeared in her bathroom, I quickly went to her bedroom to take a pair of her panties from her lingerie drawer for the road trip to masturbate over later. I loved stroking myself over my stepmother's sexy underwear.
Something that I didn't know until I stumbled over her open computer screen, she left it like that to go to the bathroom. Not believing my horny eyes, shocking me, something I didn't know nor suspected, my stepmother worked as a webcam model. Forget about her working as a legal secretary in my dad's office before he died, webcam modeling was now how she earned money to work from home. My MILF of a stepmother is a webcam model.
Making sense now, I always wondered why she had a video camera set up on a tripod in her bedroom. Now I know why. She filmed herself in the privacy of her bedroom with her bedroom door closed and locked.
She exposed her lingerie clad, topless, and naked body to horny men willing to pay for the pleasure of seeing her without her clothes. She gave them sexy, private shows. Quickly doing the math in my head, she earned more than twice the money as a webcam model than she'd earn as a legal secretary.
I wished that I could be a fly on the wall in her bedroom. Only if I was, she'd swat me. She teased her clit with a red, sex toy vibrating and pulsating while buried in her pussy. She chatted with men who paid her in tokens for the privilege to chat with her in her sexiest clothes, her revealing nightgowns, her bras, her panties, topless, and naked.
Before she emerged from the bathroom, not allowed to post photos of herself naked, I hurriedly looked at her lingerie-clad and topless photos of herself that she had posted on her site. Having never seen my stepmother's naked breasts, I was seeing them now. They were enormous. They were shapely. They were spectacular.
As soon as I heard her toilet flush, and heard her washing her hands, forgetting about taking a pair of her panties with me, I left her computer the way that I found it, and left her bedroom. Not wanting to be caught looking at her webcam site, I didn't want her to know that I knew that she was an exhibitionistic whore. I always thought highly of my stepmother. A church going woman, I truly believed that she was morally modest. Now, I know differently. I know who she really is.
# # #
Impossible to remove her website, and her revealing photos of her in her lingerie and topless from my horny mind, before we left, we listened to the weather. Several hundred miles away, there was a hurricane brewing and, thankfully, heading in the opposite direction. Even though it was far in the distance, we still had heavy rains and high winds. With this the perfect time to go for the both of us, we decided not to postpone our journey because of the weather.
While staring at the weather map, I plotted the hurricane's movement and path as if I was a meteorologist. I estimated that we should have plenty of time to visit the colleges and return safely home. Only, having a mind of its own, Mother Nature is unpredictable.
Several hours later, as soon as we headed home, the hurricane changed direction and headed our way. With lots of people stranded on the roads, everyone had the same idea. They looked for shelter from the storm beneath bridges, and searched for overnight accommodations.
After stopping at several motels that were booked, we found the only motel with a room. Only, it was a single room with a full-sized bed, a small sofa, a desk, and a chair. At 6' 3" tall, the sofa was too short for me to comfortably sleep. I could have slept on the floor but I have a bad back from playing football as a lineman in high school.
Yet, better than sleeping in the car, especially with tornado warnings, we took the room. A good thing, the room was on the first floor, in the back of the motel, and away from the monsoon like rains and the screeching, high winds. With us safely insulated by other rooms beside us, and behind us, we barely knew that there was a storm out front. The motel guests on the higher floors, the fourth, fifth, and sixth floors, and at the front of the motel, with their windows rattling and threatening to break, took the brunt of the storm.
We quickly grabbed extra food to eat and beverages to drink at the food court inside of the motel before a panic set in and all of the food and drinks were gone. Filling up her thermos, she opted for coffee and bottles of juice, and I grabbed several bottles of water. Then, we headed to our first-floor room with our food and drinks in hand to check out our accommodations.
Smaller than my stepmother's closet in her master bedroom, the room was extremely small. Blatantly obvious, there was only one, full-sized bed. Clearly, the room was meant for only one person. At least we'd be comfortably warm and cozy in bed.
Already touting an erection, I secretly had a sexual fantasy of having sex with my stepmother. I hoped that all of my dreams would come true. Even if nothing happens, I'll be stroking my cock later while imagining that we had sex. I was beyond sexually excited with the prospect and sexual anticipation of sleeping in the same bed with my stepmother.
# # #
We ate our food. She drank her coffee, and I sipped my water. Unable to watch TV, not having any reception, the screen was totally distorted from the storm. There was nothing else for us to do, something that I couldn't wait to do, but to get ready for bed, and retire for the night. Never believing that this would ever happen, as if I was reading an erotic story on a porn site, I couldn't believe that I'd be sleeping in the same bed with Elizabeth.
Too early for either of us to go to bed, yet, we were both tired. Starting out early to beat the storm, it had been a long day of driving and walking around school campuses. With her wearing a short skirt that continually crept higher up her shapely, naked thighs, every time she stepped on the brake or the gas, by the time we stopped, the hem of her skirt was up to her crotch.
Making me horny and giving me a continual erection, I had a clear and constant peek-a-boo view of the bottom of her exposed, white panties. Thank God she wasn't wearing pantyhose. I hate pantyhose and the gay fashion designer who invented them.
Whoever he is, he should be flogged before being strangled with a pair of pantyhose for his creation of pantyhose. Women are so much sexier when they flash their panties instead of their pantyhose, especially when wearing panties with short skirts, too. I love seeing a surprised flash of women's white panties.
Being the perversely perverted and horny, nineteen-year-old, stepson that I am, I rushed around the car to open the door for my stepmother. Thinking of me as a gentleman, I had ulterior motives. She emerged from the car sitting sideways with the hem of her dress all the way up to her crotch and her knees parted wide open.
Whether she knew it or not, she gave me the perfect upskirt view of her panty clad pussy. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of red, trimmed, pubic hair through her sheer panties. Wishing that I hadn't forgotten to take a pair of her panties with me, definitely, I'll be masturbating over seeing Elizabeth's panties later.
Continuing my gentlemanly service, I opened and held her driver's side door every time she got in and out of the car. Again, sitting in the car sideways with the hem of her short skirt, all the way up to her crotch, I stared at her panty clad pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of red, trimmed pubic hair. After a while, with her working as a webcam model whore, I wondered if she was unintentionally or deliberately flashing me her panties.
# # #
Then, instead of her getting undressed in the bathroom, surprising me, she undressed herself while standing on her side of the bed. Tempted to look, she turned away from me while undressing.
"Don't peek, Johnny," she said, turning her head to see if I was peeking.
Only, I didn't have to peek. Whether she knew or not, I had the perfect view of her in the mirror. As if I was one of her webcam customers and she was doing a slow strip tease for me in one of her private shows, I watched her looking down at her hands while unbuttoning her blouse. Then, sexually exciting me, she removed her blouse, neatly folded it, and turned towards me to put it on the bed beside her.
Unable to stop staring, something that I had never seen before of her, having never seen more than her bra strap, I stared at my stepmother in her big, white, low-cut brassiere. I stared at her long line of sexy cleavage. I stared at what I could see of her areolas and her erect nipples through her sheer bra.
Then, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. Allowing her skirt to fall to her feet, she picked it up, folded it, and placed it next to her blouse. As if she was my personal lingerie model, I stared at her in her white, low-cut bra, and her white, bikini panties. Something that I'll be masturbating over later, I stared at my MILF of a stepmother in her bra and panties. She had a spectacular body.
As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my horny head, I watched her reach around her to unhook her three hook bra. As if she knew that I could see her and was watching her, she removed her bra straps from her sexy shoulders. Then, she removed her right arm from her right bra strap. Next, she removed her left arm from her left bra strap. Finally, while holding her bra cups in place, she removed her bra.
My stepmother stood topless a few feet away from me. Again surprising me, she turned towards me and leaned forward to place her bra on her clothes. When she leaned forward, her massive, naked breasts leaned forward with her. I had the perfect frontal view of my stepmother's naked breasts in the mirror.
I saw the shape and the size of her enormous, Irish milkmaid breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and her big, erect nipples. In the way that she had a beautiful face and a perfect body, she had such shapely breasts that didn't sag at all. I couldn't wait to masturbate later over seeing her in her bra and panties and over seeing her naked tits.
Then again shocking me, that she removed her panties. As if she was doing a private strip show, she slowly, sexily, and seductively rolled down her panties, and removed them, too. Standing a mere six feet away from me, she was naked. My stepmother was naked. I saw Elizabeth without her clothes.
When she bent at the waist to retrieve her panties, she rewarded me with the perfect view of her round, naked ass. As much as she had shapely breasts, she had a beautiful ass. Then, when she partially turned my way to place her panties on top of her bra, I saw her red, trimmed, naked pussy. I saw my stepmom's cunt. Tempted to do so but not daring to do so, I wanted to pick up her panties, hold them to my nose, sniff them, and pocket them.
# # #
Before putting on her nightgown, seemingly unaware that I could see her naked form in the mirror, she turned again to face me.
"Get undressed, Johnny. Don't be so modest. I won't look," she said with a dirty laugh.
Then, shocking her, she saw her naked reflection in the mirror. She turned her naked ass away from me. She moved her forearms to her naked breasts, and moved her hand to her naked pussy.
"Oh, my God," she said. "I didn't know there was a mirror there."
She looked at me with shock, embarrassment, and shame. She looked at me as if I had stabbed her.
"Johnny! Have you been watching mommy undress? Did you see your stepmother topless and naked," she asked? "Oh, my God. Oh, my God," she said under her breath. "I'm so embarrassed."
Feeling sexually excited but ashamed, I nodded my head.
"Sorry, mom. Once I saw you in your bra and panties, having never seen a naked woman before, I couldn't stop looking. I couldn't stop staring," I said with embarrassment and shame.
# # #
She laughed.
"Well, it's my turn now. Turn and face me while undressing. Since you saw me naked, I want to see you naked, too," she said. "Show me your cock. I want to see your prick."
After seeing my stepmother without her clothes, and as soon as she said that she wanted to see me naked, wanted me to show her my cock, and wanted to see my prick, I had an erection. Obediently obeying her, I removed my sweatshirt, then, I unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. I kicked off my sneakers, pushed my jeans down to my ankles and removed them.
Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I removed my T-shirt. Finally, as if I was a stripper at a CFNM (clothe female and naked male) strip club, I tucked my thumbs in the waist band of my briefs, and pushed them down. I exposed my naked erection to my stepmother. Surprising me, my morally modest, church going, albeit webcam model of a loose woman, stared at my big dick.
"Oh, my, Johnny," she gasped. "You have a huge penis. You have the biggest cock that I've ever seen," she said looking up at me with a big smile before staring down at my naked prick. "How big is that monster," she asked with a laugh?
I looked down at my erect cock before looking up at her.
"It's almost 9" when fully erect," I said.
She continued staring at my naked prick in the way that I stared at her naked ass, her naked breasts, and her naked pussy. Then, she put her hand to her lips and laughed. She pointed to my penis.
"Did I do that," she asked? "Did seeing mommy in her bra and panties, topless, and naked give you an erection."
Embarrassed, I covered my erection with my hand. I nodded my head.
"Except for topless and naked women on my computer screen, I've never seen a naked woman before. You're the first naked woman that I've ever seen," I said. "You have a beautiful body, mom."
She gave me a compassionate and understanding smile.
"Thank you," she said.
Then, I felt embarrassed by what she asked me next.
"Are you a virgin, Johnny," she asked?
Suddenly feeling ashamed. Again, I nodded my head.
# # #
Then, she said something that I never expected her to say.
"Would you like mommy to do something about that for you," she asked.
She continued staring at my erect prick as if she had never seen an erect prick before. I hoped that I didn't misunderstand her meaning. I would love my stepmother to masturbate me.
"What do you mean, mom" I asked while acting innocently naïve? "Do something about what?"
As if playing air-guitar, moving her hand up and down, she smiled at me as if stroking an imaginary cock.
"I could relieve the pressure of your erection," she said. "I could stroke your cock. I could make you cum," she said. "Would you like me to masturbate you, Johnny? Would you like to cum for mommy?"
Blowing my mind, my stepmother offered to masturbate me. I couldn't believe that she would willingly and consensually stroke my prick. She wanted me to cum for her. Not allowing this opportunity to pass, again, I nodded my head again while giving her a big smile.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, I walked over to my stepmother naked. As soon as I stood in front of her, with my erect prick pointing to her as if she was the chosen one, she looked up at me while smiling. She sat on her side of the bed. My erect cock was a mere foot from her beautiful mouth. Then, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, she took me in her warm and soft hand while slowly stroking me to a bigger and a harder erection.
She lovingly smiled up at me. Seemingly, enjoying stroking my big dick as much as I enjoyed her stroking my cock, my stepmother masturbated me. I couldn't believe that she was stroking my erect prick. She wanted me to cum for her.
# # #
Determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Giving me one hell of a hand job, she continued stroking. Alas, she stroked me to no avail. I didn't cum. I couldn't cum. I was stunned that a woman that I masturbated over every morning and every night while imagining her topless or naked and having sex with her, I couldn't cum for my stepmother.
"It's not working," I said with sexual frustration and shame.
She stopped stroking me and looked up at me.



"What's wrong," she asked? "Am I doing something wrong? Am I not stroking you fast enough? Am I not stroking you hard enough? To be honest, I've never had a cock as big as your huge dick in my hand."
I shrugged.
"I don't know, mother," I said feeling disheartened.
Then, she smiled up at me. Sexual arousal betrayed her look of forbidden frustration.
"Have you ever had a blowjob," she asked?
I looked down at her stunned. Was my MILF of a stepmother asking if I wanted her to blow me? Before allowing me to answer, she continued shocking me as much as she sexually excited me.
"I could take you in my mouth, Johnny. I could suck you, if you want me to do that for you. I wouldn't mind," she said.
Then, she confessed something that I always wondered about. Never really imagining that she did but now that I know she's a webcam model, I wondered if she sucked cock.
"I haven't had a prick in my mouth since your father passed. I used to always blow him. I used to love sucking his cock. He loved me sucking his prick," she said with a little laugh.
She looked up at me and smiled while fondling the head of my penis in her long, manicured fingers.
"Would you like mommy to blow you?"
Not waiting for me to answer, she wrapped her fingers around my prick again and squeezed it while continuing to fondle it. Then, she leaned forward and kissed my cock. Not stopping there, she licked my prick while staring up at me and smiling.
"You may cum in my mouth. I swallow," she said with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "I'd love to swallow your cum, Johnny."
She looked up at me and smiled again.
"Would you like to cum in mommy's mouth," she asked?
# # #
I lovingly touched the side of her face while brushing back her beautiful, red hair. Then, I slid a slow finger across her red full lips. As soon as I did, she took my finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking my cock. I couldn't wait to see my stepmother with my cock buried in her mouth after seeing her with my finger in her mouth and sucking it.
"Yes, mother. I'd like for you to blow me. I'd love for you to be the first woman to give me a blowjob. I've love for you to stroke me while sucking me. I want to cum in your beautiful mouth, mother. I want to watch you swallow my cum," I said.
She leaned forward and, while continuing to stare up at me, she took me in her mouth. My huge dick stretched her mouth wide. Something I never believed would ever happen, I couldn't believe that my stepmother was blowing me. She was stroking my cock while sucking my prick.
I touched the side of my prick with my fingertips to make sure that I wasn't dreaming. Then, I ruined everything. As soon as I put a gentle hand to the back of her red haired, pretty head, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Unable to hold back, surprising her by my premature ejaculation, I exploded a huge load of cum in her mouth.
She swallowed all of the cum that I gave her. Then, catching her off guard again, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips from my stiff prick and removed me from her mouth, I ejaculated again. I shot a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, red hair, and across her naked, double D cup breasts. I gave my stepmother a cum bath.
She laughed.
"Jesus, Johnny, that was a big load," she said laughing. "Where did all of that cum from? I've had cum baths before but not like this, never like this. Were you saving your cum for mommy," she asked with a laugh? "Did you like mommy blowing you?"
I gave her a big smile. I stared at her dripping with my cum. She had cum dripping from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and streaming down her naked breasts.
"I loved you sucking my cock, mom," I said. "I loved cumming in your beautiful mouth and giving you a cum bath, too."
# # #
She sexually teased me while staring up at me. As if I was one of her webcam customers, I watched her scoop up my cum from her face and her breasts with her fingertips. Then, while smiling widely, she put her fingers in her mouth and swallowed my cum. She used a face cloth by the bed to wipe the rest of my cum from her face, her chest, and her hair.
"Do you feel better?"
I laughed.
"Do I feel better? I've never felt as good," I said. "This is the best day of my life, thanks to you, mom."
I leaned down to her. I kissed her on the lips. Then, daring myself to do so, surprising even myself, I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her while feeling her breasts and fondling her erect nipples through her sheer nightgown.
"Mommy loved stroking and sucking your prick, Johnny. You've made your mother very happy, too," she said.
# # #
We climbed in bed. As soon as she moved in bed, her nightgown bunched up around her waist. Before pulling the covers up and over her, she flashed me her naked ass and the back of her red pussy. With the bed so small and me so big, I stayed on my side of the bed as much as I could. Then, she said the magic words.
"Move closer, Johnny. Cuddle mommy," she said. "I'm cold," she said with a shiver.
As soon as she gave me permission to move closer to her and cuddle her, I moved closer to her. As soon as I did, my erect penis poked out of my pajama pee hole. Not stuffing it back in my pajama bottoms, instead, I rested my naked cock between her shapely ass cheeks. Surprising me, brushing my cock away and pushing me away, she wiggled her shapely ass against me. If I was any closer to my stepmother, I'd be inside of her.
"Oh, my God, Johnny. Are you still horny," she asked with a dirty laugh.
She turned to me and when she did, she took my erect prick in her hand again. Shocking me yet again, with her full of surprises, I couldn't believe what she said next.
"I bet you'd love to make love to mommy," she said without shame. "I bet you'd love to fuck your stepmother."
# # #
Not waiting for me to respond and not taking no for an answer, she pushed down the covers, moved to her back, and spread her shapely legs open wide.
"Eat me, Johnny. Eat your stepmother," she said. "Finger my pussy while licking my pussy. Eat your mother's cunt. Give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue," she said. "Make me cum, Johnny."
She parted and lifted her pussy lips to show me her glistening pink pussy.
"After you make me cum, I'll make out with you. While French kissing you, I'll allow you to touch and feel me everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother, and a stepmother should never allow a stepson touch and feel her."
She looked up at me and smiled.
"Then, I'll make love to you. Finally, after we make love, I'll fuck you, Johnny. Mommy will fuck you," she said. "I'd love you to give me another orgasm, this time with your giant cock."
# # #
My first time giving a woman oral sex, I moved halfway down the bed. I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I smelled the musky aroma of her wet pussy. I parted her pussy lips with my finger. Then, I rubbed her clit before licking her clit, and finger fucking her.
I masturbated my mother while eating her. I couldn't believe that after she gave me oral sex, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and gave her a cum bath, that I was giving her oral sex, too. She took my hand in her hand and her finger in her finger. She moved my finger deeper inside of her.
"That's mommy's G spot. If you press on that while rubbing it, you'll make mommy cum," she said.
While fingering her clit, and licking her clit, I pressed and rubbed her G spot. With her as sexually frustrated as I was horny, it didn't take her long to have an orgasm. She closed her eyes, stretched her long legs, and arched her back.
"Johnny! Johnny," she said. "Oh, my God, Johnny. You're going to make mommy cum."
She humped my mouth with her pussy.
"Rub my clit faster. Lick me harder. Finger me deeper. Use your other hand to fondle my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples.
# # #
My first time making love to a woman, my stepmother was ready to pop my cherry. I'd no longer be a virgin after having sex with her. I'd rather she'd take my virginity than a stranger.
Obediently obeying her, I rubbed her clit faster. I licked her harder. I fingered her deeper. I fondled her enormous, naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
"Johnny! Johnny! I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, not resting very long, she mounted me. She sat on me as if she was a barrel racer at a rodeo riding a horse bareback. She leaned down to kiss me, French kiss me while slowly and passionately humping me.
I returned her French kisses with my French kisses. I returned her loving humps with my loving humps. Then, humping her faster, I humped her harder. I was fucking my stepmother and she was fucking me.
# # #
Then, if she didn't shock me enough, she blew my mind with what she said next.
"Cum in my pussy, Johnny," she said whispering what she wanted me to do in my ear. "Cum in your stepmother's cunt. Impregnate your mother. I can still have a baby. Give me our baby, Johnny," she said.
Determined for me to cum inside of her, she humped me faster. She humped me harder. My stepmother fucked me as fast and as hard as I fucked her.
"If you make me pregnant with our child, I'll stroke, suck, and fuck you whenever we're together and whenever you want," she said. "Make me your woman, Johnny."
Making me even more sexually excited that she wanted me to give her a baby, unable to stop from cumming, I ejaculated a huge load of cum in my stepmother's cunt. Indeed, obeying her, not taking her long to know the news and to tell me the good news, I made my father's wife pregnant. Nine months later, in May, just as I had finished my freshman year and was headed home, she delivered our baby. I gave her my stepmother a baby, a baby girl, that we named Deirdre Ailene.
Even though my stepmother was twice my age, with her looking younger and me looking older, we looked like any other married couple with a new born baby. We moved where no one knew us. After selling my father's house, we bought a house. We lived as a family, and as husband and wife instead of stepmother and stepson.
"I love you, Elizabeth," I said.
My stepmother, now my common wife, gave me a long, wet kiss on my lips.
"I love you, Johnny," she said.
THE END
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Mother Takes Daughter to Strip Club
Mother takes her daughter to a CFNM strip club for her 21st birthday.
Michael has sex with his stepsister and with his stepmother. Stepsister watches her stepbrother eat, make love to, and fuck her mother. Stepmother watches her stepson eat, make love to, and fuck her daughter.
My name is Michael and I'm 23-years-old. Living with two superhot women, I'm the luckiest and most sexually satisfied man on earth. Never tired with a backache, a headache, or not in the mood, I have sex any time I want it.
I live with my stepmother, Laurel, a very pretty, 5' 7" forty-four year old woman with dark brown hair, brown eyes, and D cup breasts. After my dad died of COVID, with her helping to raise me, even though we're not blood related, I felt obligated to stay with her and with her daughter, my stepsister, to help support her financially. With my stepmother and stepsister unable to afford the rent and the monthly expenses on their own, together, we had enough money.
Surprisingly, something I never expected her to do, perhaps, as a rite of passage, in the way that fathers take their sons to strip clubs, mothers take their daughters to see strippers. Laurel took my stepsister, Lauren, to a CFNM (clothed female nude male) strip club to celebrate her 21st birthday. Legally able to drink, just in case of any unforeseen circumstances, Laurel wanted to go with her daughter to keep her safe.
Knowing that they'd be drinking too much, unable to drive home, they took an Uber each way. With Laurel having too much fun with the strippers while celebrating Lauren's birthday, they stayed nearly until the 2 am closing and didn't arrive home until 2:30 am drunk. I only wished I could have gone with them to see what they did with the strippers. Unfortunately, women only, men are not allowed in the strip club.
As they typically do, men wait outside the club for drunk and horny women to emerge after the show while hoping to take some of them home for sex. Having none of that, it was a good thing that Laurel was with her daughter to protect her and to get her safely home. To say that they had a good time would be an understatement. God knows what they did. With my stepsister the birthday star, don't ask, don't tell, they had a wonderful time with the strippers.
# # #
The first time seeing my stepmother and my stepsister plastered, I waited up for them, and was glad that I did. A good thing that I did, with them too drunk to walk without falling and hurting themselves, I helped put them to bed. While my drunken stepmother was already passed out and asleep on the couch, I accompanied Lauren to her bedroom. My first time alone with her, I've never been in her bedroom.
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I've always been sexually attracted to my stepmother, and to her daughter. Who wouldn't and how could I not be? With them both so pretty, so sexy, so shapely, and so busty, I continually masturbate over imagining them naked and having sex with me. Only, seeing either one of them without their clothes and either one of them having forbidden sex with me will never happen.
Something a bit perverted for a stepbrother to want to do, hoping that she wouldn't remember any of this tomorrow, I couldn't wait to undress my stepsister for bed. With her out of it, I couldn't wait to strip Lauren naked. I couldn't wait to see my stepsister without her clothes.
As if she was my girlfriend, my wife, or my lover, we sat on her bed together. With her slumped over, and her long hair in front of her face, she was so drunk. Not wanting her to throw up on me, I placed a small bucket in front of her in case she had to puke.
Yet, as soon as I sat beside her, surprising me, before I could start undressing her, she sat up, pushed back her hair, and started kissing me. The first time that my stepsister kissed me on my lips, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I returned her kisses with my kisses. I couldn't believe that we were making out while I touched and felt her everywhere that a stepbrother should never touch and feel his stepsister through her clothes.
I felt her big breasts through her blouse and her bra. I felt her shapely ass through her short skirt. Then, I felt her pussy through her panties.
An image that I'll never forget, I'll be masturbating over making out with my sexy stepsister while touching and feeling her through her clothes for the rest of my life. Then, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, as if she thought that I was one of the strippers, she reached her hand to my lap and fondled the head of my cock through my pajama bottoms. My stepsister felt my cock through my clothes in the way that I felt her tits, her ass, and her pussy through her clothes. She squeezed my erection with her manicured fingers.
She continued making out with me while holding my bulging, pajama clad cock in her hand. Squeezing it while tracing it with her fingers, she made me hot. She made me horny. She made me wish that I could have sex with her but, with her mother in the next room, albeit drunk and sleeping, I didn't dare. I'd never take sexual advantage of my stepsister.
Then, again, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, something that I couldn't believe she did, she removed my cock from my pajama bottoms. I stared down at her soft and warm hand holding my erect penis. She stared down at my naked prick. Never wanting to forget this image, wishing I had my phone with me to photograph it, I continued staring down at Lauren holding my erect, naked prick in her hand.
As if she had never seen and held a cock before, she continued staring at my big dick before she lovingly and slowly started stroking me. As if she didn't recognize me, and didn't know who the hell I am, she looked up at me and smiled while continuing to masturbate me. Seemingly, determined to make me cum, she stroked me a little faster. She stroked me a little harder.
If it wasn't enough that Lauren kissed me, French kissed me, and made out with me while allowing me to continue feeling her perfect body through her clothes, she held my prick in her hand. Now, something hard to believe and something that I'll never forget, my stepsister was masturbating me. She wanted to make me cum, and I wanted to cum for my stepsister.
She wrapped her fingers tighter around my big dick tighter. She continued stroking me faster. She continued stroking me harder. Determined to make me cum, she wanted me to cum all over her hand. I couldn't wait to see my stepsister's hand covered with my cum.
Something that I'll be masturbating over later, I couldn't believe that my sexy stepsister, Lauren, was giving me a hand job. Then, if that wasn't enough, blowing my mind, no doubt, something she did with the strippers, she did with me. Hard for me to wrap my head around, she voluntarily, willingly, and consensually leaned forward and took me in her mouth.
As if she thought that I was one of the strippers, my stepsister was blowing me. My sexual fantasy coming true, I couldn't believe that Lauren continued stroking me while sucking my cock. Never believing that I'd ever have a blowjob from my stepsister, I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth. I couldn't wait to watch her swallow my cum. I couldn't wait to see my cum dripping from her lips and from her chin.
# # #
Then, as quickly as it started, it ended. With me just on the verge of cumming in her mouth, she removed my prick from her lips before allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth. Then, she suddenly passed out and fell asleep.
Now, with her sleeping, as if she was stripping herself naked for me, I slowly, sexily, and seductively undressed her. Again, I wished I had my camera with me. Only, perhaps it was better that I didn't take her pictures, the flash may have woken her.
Not nearly done with my stepsister, I slowly, sexily, and seductively unbuttoned and removed her blouse. Taking my time, before unbuttoning the next button, careful not to awaken her from her drunken slumber, I looked to see what they unbuttoned revealed before continuing. I felt her C cup, firm breasts through her bra while fingering her erect nipples.
Then, I unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt, too. Something that I've never seen before, I was seeing now. I stared at my stepsister in her white, low-cut bra and her sheer white, bikini panties. She looked so sexy in her underwear.
Unable to control my sexual lust for her, I continued feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples through her bra. Then, I cupped her pussy mound through her panties. I reached around her to feel and squeeze her shapely ass. While rubbing her clit, I slid a slow finger along her pussy slit and rubbed her clit through her panties. Able to feel her moistness, she was already wet.
Finally, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I removed her bra. With her still soundly sleeping, she had no idea that I was sexually molesting her topless body. I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples before leaning down to suck her nipples. She had such firm and shapely breasts.
Then, I removed her panties. Before putting on her nightgown, with her still sleeping, I continued fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. I leaned forward and sucked her erect nipples. I loved her big tits and I loved her big nipples.
# # #
Finally, I cupped her naked pussy. Then, parting her pussy lips with my finger, I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her pussy. I leaned down to sniff the musky aroma of her wet cunt.
Then, when I parted her pussy lips wide open with my fingers, I saw her glistening pink. While continuing to hold her pussy lips apart with my fingers, I licked her cunt. Returning the favor of her sucking my cock, I ate her pussy. I continued licking her faster and fingering Lauren's clit harder. She had an orgasm in her sleep. I masturbated and ate my stepsister.
With her sleeping with her mouth partially open, I leaned over her and stuck my prick in her mouth again. Lauren took me in her mouth and blew me in her sleep. As if she was dreaming, she sucked my cock while stroking my prick.
Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated a load of cum in my stepsister's mouth. Giving her too much to swallow, she had cum dripping from her lips, down her chin, and onto her naked breasts. When she removed me from her lips to sleep deeper, I shot a second load of cum, an even bigger load than the first one, all over her pretty face, in her beautiful hair, and across her naked breasts.
Something that I'll never forget and will masturbate over for the rest of my horny life, I gave my sexy stepsister a cum bath. I stood and turned to see Lauren dripping with my cum. She had gobs of cum dripping from her beautiful, brown hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her mouth, her chin, and streaming down her breasts. I made quite the mess of her. As if I was a dirty dog leading my mark on a fire hydrant instead of her face, she had my cum everywhere.
Instead of sitting her up, and no doubt waking her, to put on her nightgown, leaving her like that, I pulled the covers over her, turned off her light, and closed her bedroom door behind me. No doubt, not able to remember, she'll think that one of the strippers ejaculated cum in her mouth and gave her a cum bath. She'll think that she came home like that and went to bed like that.
# # #
As I did with my stepsister, beyond being sexually excited to have my horny way with my stepmother, I couldn't wait to do with Laurel that I did with Lauren. Having never seen as much as her bra strap, I looked forward to undressing her. I couldn't wait to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. I couldn't wait to strip my stepmother naked. I couldn't wait to see Laurel without her clothes.
Before she awakened from her drunken sleep, I needed to get her ready for bed. Shocking me, when I walked out to the living room from Lauren's bedroom, Laurel had already undressed. With her always hot, and even hotter when drinking and drunk, she had stripped herself naked. She had stripped off her clothes and threw them all over the floor in front of the couch.
With her lying on the couch on her back, I stared at her naked breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and her erect nipples. I stared at her brown, trimmed pussy. I stared at her toned stomach, and her long, shapely legs. I stared at my stepmother naked.
I stared at her as if I had never seen a naked woman before. She was so beautiful. She was so shapely. She was so sexy. With all of her dieting and exercising, she had the perfect body for a mature forty-four-year-old woman.
As soon as I stood in front of her, fearing that she'd see me staring, with it plenty enough that I saw her without her clothes, I was ready to cover her with a blanket, and go to bed. Frightening me, as if she had an electrical shock, she bolted up in her sleep and sat upright on the couch. Then, with her not looking up at me nor having a look of recognition of who I was, taking me by surprise, she pushed my pajama bottoms down to my feet.
My erect cock leapt out at her as if my big dick was in a Jack-in-the-box. She wrapped her soft hands around my prick and pulled me closer by my cock and leaned forward. Then, in the way that her daughter did, her mother did, too.
Her eyes were still closed as if she was dreaming of having sex with me in her sleep, while stroking my erect prick, she took my cock in her mouth to suck me. After my step sister blew me, I couldn't believe my stepmother was blowing me, too. Drunk enough to believe that I was, perhaps, dreaming of giving them oral sex, she must have thought that I was one of the strippers.
My stepmother was such a talented cocksucker. As soon as I put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head, and held her so that she wouldn't fall backwards, it didn't take me long to cum. After ejaculating in Lauren's mouth and all over her pretty face, I ejaculated a load of cum in Laurel's mouth.
Then, before she fell back asleep, when she removed my stiff dick from her mouth, as I did with my stepsister, I did with my stepmother. I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. Dripping with my cum, she had cum everywhere.
No doubt, with her drunk enough to think that one of the strippers had ejaculated cum in her mouth and given her a cum bath, I ejaculated in my stepmother's mouth and gave her a cum bath. As soon as I did, immediately, she fell back to sleep naked on the couch. As I did with my stepsister, I did with my stepmother.
With her already sleeping, I moved one of her legs down on the floor. Then, I moved down to her and moved my face between her shapely thighs. I parted her pussy lips with my fingers. She was already wet.
I rubbed her clit and fingered her pussy. I masturbated her while finger fucking her. Then, I licked her. I ate my stepmother's cunt. With her still sleeping, albeit sexually aroused from blowing me, it didn't take her long to have an orgasm in her sleep.
After seeing her naked, masturbating her, eating her, fingering her, cumming in her mouth, and all over her pretty face, I turned to look at my MILF of a stepmother dripping with my cum. I took one, last, long look of her beautiful naked body. In the way that I'll be masturbating over having had sex with my stepsister, I'll be masturbating over having had sex with my stepmother, too. I covered her with a blanket and went to bed.
# # #
The next morning, they awakened with a start. No doubt surprised to find dried cum all over their faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts, they showered. Playing Mickey the Dunce, not volunteering my guilt, I wasn't about to give them any information. Curious to know what they remembered, other than blowing strippers, I hoped they didn't remember anything about me having sex with them. Biding my time before getting out of bed, I remained in bed as if I was still sleeping.
Lauren opened my bedroom door without knocking. Something she always did when delivering my laundry, I can't count how many times I allowed her to catch me masturbating. While wearing my headphones with my eyes closed, I loved dick flashing my stepsister. Every time she saw my erect, naked prick, she not only looked but she stared.
"Michael," she said.
She looked at me embarrassed. She paused before asking me her question.
"Did you undress me and put me to bed?"
Pretending that I had just woken up, I turned to her while rubbing my eyes and yawning. Having masturbated myself early this morning over seeing my stepsister and stepmother naked and them blowing me, I still had an erection. My stiff dick was still out of my pajama pee hole. Pretending that I was unaware that I had morning wood, I threw the covers off of me.
Lauren stared at my erect prick as if she had never seen an erect prick before. Little did she know that I undressed her, stripped her naked, masturbated her pussy, and ate her cunt. Clearly, she was unaware that she blew me, that I ejaculated cum in her mouth, and gave her a cum bath.
"What? Sorry? What? Did I undress you? No, I was in bed sleeping," I said, yawning again. "I never heard you come home. You must have undressed yourself," I said.
She nodded her head and closed my bedroom door behind her.
# # #
Then, a few minutes later, my stepmother opened my bedroom door and asked me the same question. No longer covered, I still had my erection standing proud. In the way that my stepsister stared at my big dick, my stepmother stared at my erect cock, too.
"Michael, did you undress me," she asked?
I made a face and shook my head.
"No. Lauren asked me the same thing," I said. "I was in bed sleeping. I never heard you come home."
Unbeknownst to them, I not only saw them both naked but also, I masturbated the both of them and ate their pussies. Then, they both blew me. My stepmother and my stepsister sucked my cock. I not only ejaculated a load of cum in their mouths but also, I ejaculated a load of cum all over their pretty faces. I gave them both cum baths.
# # #
Later that day, I discovered what they did at the strip club by listening at their bedroom doors while Lauren talked to her friend on her cell phone, and my stepmother talked to her sister on her cell phone. As if I was there watching them having fun with the strippers, Laurel gave her sister a blow by blow account of what happened. Lauren told her friend everything that she remembered. I was glad that she didn't remember anything about me.
"I came home so drunk," said Lauren. "I'm surprised I didn't get sick. I couldn't believe it. Strippers unbuttoned and removed my blouse. Then, they unhooked and removed my bra. I was topless," she said.
She laughed.
"Because I was the birthday girl, and there with my mother, they gave us special attention. I had a stripper on each side of me," she said. "They fondled my breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples.
She laughed again.
"Then, they took turns sticking their big dicks in my mouth. I stroked and blew one then, I stroked and blew the other," she said. "Having never sucked cock before, as if she was my sex ed teacher, my mother told me what to do. She gave me an education."
She laughed.
"My mom was even worse. After they removed her blouse and her bra, too, strippers stuck their dicks in her mouth. She stroked them while sucking them. My mother is a talented cocksucker. She loves sucking cock. She had a great time," said Lauren. "Where I blew two strippers, my mother blew for strippers."
Then, she paused.
"When I awakened, I had dried cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts," she said with a dirty laugh. "Too drunk to remember, I don't remember a stripper cumming in my mouth and/or giving me a cum bath. More than that, I was naked. I don't remember undressing. I was too drunk to remember," she said.



# # #
Then, when I heard my stepmother talking to her sister on her cell phone, I listened at her bedroom door, too.
"I sucked so many cocks last night, three or four. After removing my blouse and my bra while fondling my naked breasts, fingering my erect nipples, and sucking my tits, every stripper that walked by me stuck his prick in my mouth," she said.
She laughed.
"I stroked them. I sucked them. You know how much I love sucking cock. I'm such a whore," she said with a dirty laugh.
Then, she paused.
"Yet, I awakened tasting cum in my mouth. I don't remember a stripper cumming in my mouth. Moreover, I had dried cum in my hair, all over my face, and across my naked breasts. I don't remember a stripper giving me a cum bath. I was so drunk, and too drunk to remember," she said.
She laughed again.
"Lauren had a great time. She was topless, too. Not shy or embarrassed, her first time blowing a man, as much of a whore as her mother, she was sucking strippers' cocks, too," said Laurel with a laugh. "I helped her through her first time sucking a prick and told her what to do."
# # #
Thinking that they were still out shopping on my stepsister's birthday, I never heard them come home. I had no idea that they were both standing in the hall behind my closed, bedroom door and listening to my cell phone conversation. I was in my room naked stroking myself while telling my friend that I made out with my stepsister and touched and felt her everywhere through her clothes.
I told him about undressing my stepsister, and continuing to make out with her while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a stepbrother should never touch and feel his stepsister. Then, I told him about masturbating her and eating her pussy. I told him about giving Lauren an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
I told him about my stepsister blowing me. I told him that she stroked my cock and sucked my cock in her drunken sleep. I told my friend that I ejaculated a load of cum in Lauren's mouth, and a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. I told him that I gave my drunk stepsister a cum bath.
Finally, I told him about my stepmother. I told him about seeing her naked and her blowing me, too. I told him that I not only ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth but also, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. I told him that in the way that I had given my stepsister a cum bath, I had given my stepmother a cum bath, too.
Now that they knew it was me that had stripped my stepsister naked, they heard me tell my friend that I gave them both orgasms by eating their pussies. They both heard me confess that I was the one that they both blew. They heard me confess that I not only ejaculated cum in their mouths but also, I gave them both cum baths.
They barged open my bedroom door and burst in my bedroom. I hung up the phone and put my hand over my cock but my stepmother pulled my hand away. They were red faced and angry.
# # #
"Oh, no," said my stepmother. "Now that we know that you took sexual advantage of us when we were inebriated, come with me," she said.
She pulled me by my hair to her bedroom. She quickly stripped off her clothes, her blouse, her short skirt, her bra, and her panties. My stepsister followed her mother's lead. She removed her blouse, her short skirt, her bra, and her panties, too. Laurel pushed me back on her bed.
"Now that we blew you, and sucked your cock while stroking your prick, it's our turn. Now that you ejaculated in our mouths and all over us, you're going to eat us again, this time when we're sober and not drunk. You're going to give us orgasms with your fingers and with your tongue," she said.
My stepmother fell back on her bed and spread her long, shapely legs wide. Then, she parted open her pussy lips to show me a lot of glistening pink. She wanted me to eat her now as much as I wanted her to blow me early this morning.
"Eat me," she said. "Eat your stepmother's cunt. Finger me while licking me. Make me cum, Michael."
Obediently obeying her, afraid to defy her, I moved between her shapely thighs. I fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. Hard for me to wrap my head around it, I couldn't believe that I was giving my stepmother oral sex again. Not taking her long to cum, I gave her another orgasm.
"Michael! Michael! Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. I'm almost there. I'm almost there," she said. "I'm cumming, Michael. Mommy is cumming."
She moved both of her hands to each side of my head. As if my face was her sponge, she rubbed my face all over her pussy. I had her vaginal secretions everywhere. She humped my mouth with her pussy. She fucked my face with her hips.
"Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Michael. Mommy is cumming," she said again.
She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back. Then, she fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
She lifted her head up to watch me with Lauren.
"Now eat your sister," she said. "Give her an orgasm, too, with your fingers and your tongue."
Lauren moved next to her mother and spread her legs wide. As I did with my stepmother, I did with my stepsister. I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. I couldn't believe that I was eating my stepsister again. Not taking her long to cum, I was quite the talented pussy eater.
"Michael," she screamed! "Oh, my God, Michael. I'm cumming. I can't believe that I'm already cumming."
She put two heavy hands to the back of my head and mashed my face in her wet pussy.
"Rub me harder. Finger me deeper. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming," she said, falling silent to enjoy the afterglow of sex.
# # #
While Lauren rested, my stepmother mounted me.
"Make love to me. Give your stepmother another orgasm, this time with your cock," she said.
She kissed me. Then, she parted my lips with her tongue. My stepmother French kissed me. I couldn't believe that I was making out with her.
While continuing to make out with her, I lovingly humped her. She returned my loving humps with her loving humps. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked my stepmother. As if my cock was a pile driver, I pounded her pussy.
She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. My stepmother fucked me as fast and as hard as I humped her. Having masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with me, I'll never have to imagine what she looks like naked and what it feels like to have sex with her.
"Good God, Michael," she said. "I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming."
We continued fucking one another faster and harder.
"Don't stop fucking me. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Cum in my pussy, Michael. Cum in mommy's cunt," she said.
Then, she said something that blew my mind.
"Give mommy your baby," she said whispering what she desperately wanted in my ear.
# # #
Shocked as much as I was sexually excited, my stepmother wanted me to impregnate her. She wanted me to give her a baby. As soon as she closed her eyes and had her orgasm, I exploded a load of cum in her cunt. Then, it was my stepsister's turn to make love to me and fuck me.
Lauren mounted me. She reached down between my legs to part her pussy lips with my cock. Then, with a gentle hump, I was inside of her. We kissed. We French kissed. We made out. We made love.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked my stepsister. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. She fucked her stepbrother and I couldn't believe that I fucked my stepsister.
"Michael. Fucking, Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. I'm cumming. I'm cumming again," she said.
In the way my stepmother shocked me by what she wanted me to do, my stepsister shocked me, too.
"Cum in my pussy, Michael," she said whispering in my ear. "Give me your baby. Make me pregnant. Make me your baby mama," she said.
Obediently obeying my stepsister, in the way that I ejaculated a load of cum in my stepmother's cunt, I exploded a load of cum in my stepsister's cunt, too. As soon as I did, she closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back. She fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
Nine months to the day, mother and daughter delivered their babies. With twins running on both sides of our families, my stepmother had identical twin boys. She named them Johnny and Jimmy. My stepsister had identical twin girls. She named them Rose and Ruby. We lived happily ever after as a family.
THE END
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Watering Flowers & Exposing Pussy
Landlady flashes pussy & breasts while watering flowers
My name is Raymond. My friends call me Ray. I'm a single, 24-year-old, horny man. Alone and lonely, I recently broke up with my girlfriend, the love of my life. I wanted to marry her and have children with her but she didn't want to marry me. She didn't want to have children with me.
I left the apartment that we shared and moved to another part of town. Still broken hearted over my girlfriend, I met a good looking, albeit older woman, the woman who owned the house where I rented my apartment. Never giving her a sexual thought, my landlady, Tina, is a Greek, divorced, forty-two-year-old, single mother.
She's 5' 7" tall, has shoulder length, thick, lush, and beautiful, black hair, and brown, pretty eyes. She has a shapely figure on her. If I was twenty-years older, I'd make a pass on her. If I were to guess, she weighs about 130 pounds.
She has a sexy and shapely body with a nice, tight ass, and guessing again, has D cup breasts. Having only dated women my age or younger before, I've never been with an older woman. Tina is the same age as my aunt. I can't imagine dating a woman as old as my aunt. Yet, some women love dating younger men while most women prefer men their own age.
Then, after talking to her and learning more about her, she suddenly caught my attention, no doubt, because I was lonely. Yet, for a mature woman, instead of being short, fat, and flat chested, like my girlfriend's mother, Tina is very pretty, sexy, and shapely. Even though she's eighteen-years older than me, finally noticing her, and with me horny enough, and sexually interested in her enough, I'd do her if I had the chance.
She showed me photos of her 21-year-old daughter, Maria. She's away at college. Taller and bustier than her mother, Maria is a knockout. Now she's a woman who would make me forget about my girlfriend.
Tina lived alone on an isolated, dead end street with not a lot of other houses. I lived in her second floor apartment. A desolate area, a good place for peace and quiet to write a novel, I needed the alone time after my girlfriend broke up with me.
She showed me photos of Maria. A younger and prettier version of her mother, Maria was special. In the way that Dustin Hoffman errored with having sex with Mrs. Robinson in the movie, The Graduate, rather than having sex with her daughter, Elaine, I'd rather do Tina's daughter, Maria, than her mother.
# # #
Surrounding herself with beautiful flowers, bringing life to such a depressing place, she had dozens of beautiful hanging flowers all around the front and sides of her front porch. Clearly, she loved flowers. Obviously, with her spending hours maintaining them, she loved her flowers.
When I went out early one morning to buy coffee, I wasn't in a hurry to return to my stuffy apartment. I parked out front sipping my coffee and mindlessly looking at my cell phone. Something that I didn't know; I discovered quite by accident, isn't that always the case, that Tina comes out on her front porch every morning to water her flowers.
No big deal, something that made sense, was something that I never thought about. Flowers need loving care and attention. Flowers need water.
Only, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, when I saw her step out on her front porch, I couldn't believe my eyes. She stood on her porch in her short, thigh high, sheer, practically see through, especially in the bright sunlight, low-cut, plunging actually, and sexy nightgown without having the modesty to wear a robe. I'll be masturbating over seeing her in her nightgown later.
'Wow,' I thought! 'She has an amazing body.'
No doubt, she thought that they'd be no one out and about at this early hour of the morning to see her. As if she stood on her porch naked, I couldn't believe all that I saw of her beautiful body. Even though she was close to twice my age, she definitely had my sexual interest now.
'Wow,' I thought when I saw her. 'I'd love to go to bed with her every night and wake up with her the next morning. She has a spectacular body for an older broad.'
Then, I thought of her daughter. Maria was closer to my age. With the mother looking this good, the daughter looked even better.
Turning my horny mind to the darker side of forbidden sex, I thought of threesome sex with mother and daughter. How hot would that be to impregnate not only Tina but also Maria with my baby. Instead of having to pay rent, I'd be family, and an integral part of her household. Finally, without even having to get married, with me raised in foster care, something that I've always wanted to have, I'd have a family. I'd have children.
# # #
Seemingly, unaware that I was sitting in my car while stealthily watching her, she concentrated more on her flowers, than on anything else or anyone else on the street. Oblivious to my presence, she didn't notice me sitting in my car in front of her house. Difficult for her to see through, my side and rear windows are darkly tinted.
As if I was seeing a sexy show, as if she was standing on a stage instead of on her porch, and I had a front row seat in the audience, I had a clear view up her short nightgown. From the lower angle of my driver's seat, and the higher level of her standing on her front porch, I saw more. Every time she reached over her head to water her flowers, her nightgown climbed higher with her.
I slouched down in my seat for an even better view up her nightgown. When I did, rewarded with seeing more of her, I saw the bottom of her bushy, black pussy. I couldn't believe my eyes. Barely knowing this woman, I already had a beautiful view of her vagina.
Then, when she reached higher, something that I never expected to see, I saw her cunt in its entirety. I saw her pussy mound. I saw her camel toe. I saw her pussy slit. I even saw a tiny bit of glistening pink.
Something that I never expected to have, I had the perfect, private view of my landlady's beautiful, black pussy. She made my dick hard and my mouth water. Suddenly, I wanted her. I wanted to have forbidden sex with her. Yet, not ready to move again, I didn't want her evicting me.
# # #
The next day, I came outside early. Making myself comfortable for my show of exhibitionism, I sat sideways on the steps of her front porch. While hoping she would, I waited for her to come out with her water can, and in her revealingly short and sexy nightgown.
Pretending not to notice her, mindlessly staring at my cell phone, I pretended to play with my cell phone while ready to, hopefully, and stealthily flash photos of her in her revealing nightgown. I heard her running the water in the kitchen to fill up her jug. Not having to wait long, sure enough, thinking that she was alone, she opened her front door, and walked onto her porch with her container of water.
Perfectly positioned, as if I sat in the orchestra pit and she stood on stage, with me sitting lower and her standing higher, I saw the tops of her shapely, naked thighs. Having even a better view that I had yesterday morning, I already had a clear view up her nightgown. I just needed her to step just a little closer to me to see even more. In the way that she wasn't wearing panties yesterday, I hoped that she wasn't wearing panties under her nightgown this morning.
"Hi Tina. How are you," I asked while giving her a big smile?
When I asked her how she was, she stepped closer to me, and practically standing over me, she smiled down at me. Taking her all in, I returned her smile and smiled back at her while staring up at her. Especially now that I was seeing her naked pussy, she was such a pretty woman.
Glad that she wasn't wearing panties beneath her nightgown, her big nipples already made their erect impressions known through her sheer nightgown. I wondered if she was sexually aroused or cold. With it a bit chilly this time of the early morning, and with her wearing nothing but a thin nightgown, I suspected that she was probably cold.
# # #
No one was out and about except for a man leaving for work, and a woman, my next door neighbor, a pretty redhead, walking her dog in front of her house. With me always looking to see things that I shouldn't see, not hard to notice, with her only thirty-feet from me, she wore a bathrobe without a tie. No doubt, rushing out of her house to potty her dog, looking as if she had just gotten out of the shower or was about to take a shower, she probably assumed that there would be no one out at this early hour.
She held her bathrobe closed with her hand. Then, when she squatted down to pick up her dog poop, no longer holding her bathrobe closed, her bathrobe fell wide open. She looked at me with sexual arousal while I looked at her with sexual excitement.
When she stood, unable to close her robe, she held dog poop in one hand, and her dog leash in her other hand. As if she was a man flashing himself while wearing a raincoat, with her bathrobe still wide open, she not only flashed me her naked breasts but also, she flashed me her naked pussy, too. Seemingly unembarrassed and unashamed, taking her time to close her robe, while turning to face me, she gave me a good, long look of her Irish milkmaid breasts and her red, bushy pussy.
'Wow,' I thought. 'If it's not exciting enough that I'm seeing an up nightgown view of Tina's naked pussy, I can't believe that I saw my neighbor's naked breasts and naked pussy, too. I need to come outside this early more often,' I thought.
With this not my first rodeo of how women purposely, sexually tease men, I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me or unintentionally flashed me. Whether she did or not, no matter, I enjoyed seeing my nearly naked neighbor. After she disappeared in her house with her dog, I returned my attention back to Tina.
Already and unknowingly giving me a view of her naked pussy up her short nightgown, she smiled down at me with innocence instead of with embarrassment and shame. Seemingly and unbelievably, she had no clue that I was staring up her nightgown at her naked pussy. As shocking as it was sexually exciting, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my landlady's naked cunt.
# # #
"What are you doing," she asked, smiling down at me?
Giving me a reason for me to stare up at her longer and harder when she asked me a question, I smiled up at her while taking a better look of her naked pussy again.
"I get better reception outside than inside," I said lying.
Reception wasn't what I wanted. My voyeurism of Tina's cunt was what I wanted to make my day.
I held up my cell phone as if I was checking my reception signal. Then, surprising me, a flash of sexual arousal betrayed her face. While wondering if she did or not, she seemed to know why I was there and what I was doing. It was then that I suspected that she intentionally flashed me her naked cunt.
Something that I was surprised to learn, my sexy landowner is an exhibitionist. Again, with her unashamed and unembarrassed, seemingly, nudity doesn't mean to her what it means to me. What I thought was being at the right place and at the right time, perhaps, wasn't. Knowing that I was not only looking but also that I was staring, I couldn't help but think that she had deliberately flashed me her naked pussy.
'Oh, lucky me,' I thought. 'She wanted me to see as much as she showed.'
Showing me all that I wanted to see, she gave me an up nightgown show while standing directly over me. Then, when she raised her water jug over her head, no longer paying any attention to me or to her revealing nightgown, her short nightie rose with her. In one glimpse, I saw even more of her black, trimmed pussy. I saw the entirety of her naked cunt. Then, when she slightly turned to water the other side of her plants, I saw the side of her shapely, naked ass.
'I'll be masturbating later over all that I'm seeing now,' I thought.
# # #
With her looking up at her plants, and no longer paying any attention to me, is when I stealthily photographed her. As if my sexy property-owner was my naked model and I was her perversely, perverted photographer, with her continuing to look up and away, I quickly shot quick photos of her naked pussy and her naked ass. Then, when she leaned at the waist to water her plants that lined her porch, her nightgown top fell wide open with her. I quickly shot photos of her naked breasts.
Finally, when she turned away from me, and leaned at the waist to water her plants on the opposite side of the porch, I took more photos of her. With her nightgown rising with her, I shot photos of her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy. Then, when she turned to face me again, and squatted down while leaning forward, her nightgown top fell wide open again. I took more stealthy photos of her cleavage, her naked breasts, and her erect nipples.
"Sorry," I said. "I don't know what's wrong with my phone. My camera is suddenly flashing like that for no reason," I said. "I hope it's not broken. I dropped it when coming out here," I said, making my excuse for the flash seemingly going off by itself.
# # #
When I returned to my apartment, I viewed the photos. Not only had I photographed her black, bushy pussy but I photographed her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, her pussy lips, and even a bit of her glistening pink. I had photos of her naked ass, too. Not only did I have photos of her naked breasts but also I had photos of her long line of cleavage, her symmetrical areolas, and her big, erect nipples. Indeed, my landlady had quite the sexy and shapely body.
The next day, much more private than the front porch, sexually exciting me, she was in her backyard gardening. With me as much of an exhibitionist as I am a voyeur, returning the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, filled with the sexual anticipation of showing her my big dick, I wanted to dick flash her. I wanted to show her my big dick. I couldn't wait to show her my naked cock in the way that she showed me her naked pussy, ass, and tits.
Curious about her reaction to seeing my naked, erect prick, with her a mature woman, I wondered if she'd look, look away, or stare at my big dick in the way that I stared at her naked pussy, ass, and breasts. In the way that I had masturbated over seeing her naked pussy, her naked ass, and her naked breasts, I couldn't wait to masturbate over her seeing my naked cock. I wondered if she'd masturbate over seeing my naked prick, too.
Even though I deliberately had dick flashed many women, I couldn't wait to dick flash Tina. When I lived at home before moving out to get my own place, allowing them to catch me masturbating, with them barging in my room without knocking, I dicked flashed my mother, my sister, and my sister's girlfriends many times. When I lived with my girlfriend and worked from home, with them both not just looking but staring, I dick flashed her sister, and her mother. Yet, never have I wanted to dick flash anyone as much as I wanted to dick flash Tina.
# # #
With a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head that I was about to deliberately expose myself to my landlady, I quickly grabbed my wet laundry and put them in a laundry basket. Before going to the backyard, not taking me long to do, I quickly stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Then, I walked downstairs, and outside in my short bathrobe, the one that never closes all of the way. Not having a dryer, I wanted to hang my laundry on her clothesline.
I put my laundry basket down on the ground. Then, every time that I bent at the waist to remove a piece of laundry from my basket to hang it on her close line, my bathrobe opened wide from my waist down. With her squatting down only several feet in front of me while pulling weeds, in the way that I stared at her naked pussy, she stared up at my naked, erect cock as if she couldn't believe her eyes.
I made my dick flashes appear accidental. I had successfully dick flashed my landlady my naked prick over and again. I returned her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism. With her continuing to stare at my prick, I couldn't wait to masturbate over flashing Tina.
Then, with her continuing to play her game of flashing, cock for pussy, with her still pulling weeds, the hem of her nightgown was raised nearly to her crotch and her knees were parted wide open. With my cock already throbbing and pulsating, seeing her naked pussy again, gave me a bigger and a harder erection. I loved seeing Tina's cunt. I only wished that I could finger it, lick it, and fuck it.
# # #
This time she gave me an even longer up nightgown view of her naked pussy. With the top of her nightgown falling open with her, she gave me the perfect down nightgown peek of her cleavage, her naked breasts, and her erect nipples at the same time. I loved seeing her naked pussy as much as I loved seeing her naked tits. Stunned that I was seeing her nearly naked again, she had such a beautiful body.
Not nearly done showing her my erect, naked prick, my turn to flash her my dick again, I deliberately turned to face her while hanging my clothes. I knew that as soon as I raised my arms that my bathrobe would open wide at my waist again. In the way that she exposed me her naked pussy and flashed me her naked breasts to me, I continued exposing my naked, erect cock to her.
While waiting for her to do something more than just stare, I hoped she'd take me in her hand and stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me, and in her pussy to fuck me. Then, something that I didn't realize, looking up, I saw movement in the window of my next door neighbor. She's the one who flashed me her naked breasts and her naked pussy when her bathrobe opened wide while squatting down to pick up her dog poop.
I was unaware that she could see me from her bedroom window. With her unable to see Tina from her vantagepoint and, no doubt, with her thinking that I was alone, she had been watching me flashing my naked cock while hanging my laundry. Perhaps, she thought that I had been flashing her.
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, while I stood facing my landlady, I also faced my neighbor in the near distance. Seemingly wanting me to see her as much as she wanted to see me, she stood at her bedroom window naked with her shade raised and her bedroom light on. I couldn't believe that I was seeing two, naked women.
'Forget about my girlfriend, glad that she broke up with me, I love living in this neighborhood,' I thought.
# # #
Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, as soon as my bathrobe opened and my cock made its appearance, Tina not only looked at my big dick but she stared at my erect prick. I wondered if she'd masturbate over seeing my big dick in the way that I masturbated over seeing so much of her. She stared at my erection in the way that I stared at her naked pussy, her naked ass, and her naked breasts. Then, surprising me, she laughed while pointing at my errant cock.
"Ray," she said with a laugh.
Then, when I looked up at my neighbor, with her standing conspicuously in her bedroom window, she was already masturbating herself while staring at my erection. If Tina wasn't there with me and I was alone, masturbating myself with her, I would have stroked my cock for my neighbor. In the way that she masturbated for me, I would have masturbated for her.
Breaking me away from staring at my naked neighbor, I turned my attention to Tina. Not looking away, she stared at my naked, erect prick as if she had never seen a naked cock. Seemingly sexually aroused to see it, she never removed her eyes from my big dick. She enjoyed seeing my prick as much as I enjoyed dick flashing her.
"You're exposed," she said with another little laugh.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile. Then, she laughed again. Even though I knew that I was dick flashing her, I acted as if I was unaware that I was exposed. Slow to close my bathrobe, especially now that I had two women staring at my nakedness, I gave her a long look of my erect prick. Then, I stared down at my erection before closing my robe.



# # #
"Sorry. I'm so sorry," I said. "I had no idea my bathrobe was open. That's so embarrassing. Please forgive me."
She waved her hand at me and laughed.
"Don't feel embarrassed. There's nothing to forgive. Only in America are people embarrassed by nudity," she said with a laugh.
With the head of my stiff prick still peeking out of my bathrobe, as if my cock had a mind of its own, she continued staring at my erect cock.
"When I lived in Greece, before I divorced my husband, and moved to America with my daughter, my entire family picnicked and swam naked at nude beaches," she said. "Nudity meant nothing to us. Being proud of our naked bodies was part of life."
She looked up at me and smiled.
"Even though there are no official nude beaches in Greece, there are lots of beaches to go naked. My dad, my brothers, my uncles, my cousins, my grandfather, my father-in-law, my brothers-in-law, and our family friends all saw one another naked," she said.
She laughed.
"Nakedness was no big deal to us. My mother, my sisters, my aunts, my cousins, my grandmother, my mother-in-law, my sisters-in-law, and all of our family friends saw one another naked, too," she said.
Bullshit over her saying that nudity meant nothing to her, she stared at my cock in the way that I stared at her pussy. Nudity meant as much to her as it did to me. In the way that she stared at my naked cock, I wondered when she went to the beach with her family as a married woman, if she stared at her family's naked pricks. I wondered if she stared at her father, her brothers, her uncles, her cousins, her grandfather, her father-in-law, her brothers-in-law, and her family friends naked cocks.
# # #
Making me doubt that nakedness was no big deal to her, she continued staring at my naked penis that continued peeking out from my robe. Never removing her eyes from my erect cock, she stared at my big dick as if she had never seen a man's penis before. Making me bigger and harder, she sexually excited me with her continual stares.
"As far as I'm concerned," she said with a shrug. "You may remove your bathrobe and stand before me naked," she said with a laugh. "Having seen it all for years, seeing you without your clothes would mean nothing to me," she said with another shrug and a laugh while lying.
Excited to strip naked in front of my landlady and in front of my next door neighbor, I couldn't wait to remove my bathrobe. I couldn't wait to give them a look at my naked body. Then, when a flash of sexual arousal betrayed her face, I laughed. Not needing her to ask me twice, daring her to remove her nightgown, I was ready to remove my bathrobe.
"If nudity means nothing to you, I'll remove my bathrobe if you remove your nightgown," I said with a laugh while daring her to do so. "I'll allow you to see me naked if you allow me to see you without your clothes."
Not having to ask her twice, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she stood, and removed her nightgown. Not covering her nakedness with her hands or with her forearms, making sure that I saw all of her without her clothes, she turned to face me with her arms by her sides. Then, she twirled around and bent at her waist to show me her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy. Wishing I had my cell phone with me, Tina was naked.
'If it wasn't enough that she saw my naked, erect prick, and was about to see me naked, I can't believe that I'm seeing Tina naked,' I thought. 'I can't wait to masturbate over dick flashing Tina and my neighbor while seeing them both naked.'
Returning the favor, I quickly removed my bathrobe. Giving both Tina and my neighbor a show, I stroked my prick to a bigger and harder erection. Then, in the way that she twirled around to show me her naked ass, I twirled around to show them both my naked ass.
# # #
"Tell me. I'm curious to know. Is your daughter the same way? Would she be embarrassed for me to see her naked," I asked? "Would she be embarrassed to see me naked?"
Tina laughed.
"My daughter wouldn't give it a second thought if you saw her topless or naked," said Tina. "She wouldn't care if you were naked, too. Not that we're whores, it's just that nudity is part of lives. Always running around topless and/or naked, we could have been nudists," she said with a laugh.
I laughed with her. Daring myself to ask her the question that suddenly plagued my mind, I asked her to see her reaction.
"Maybe, when Maria is home from school for her summer vacation, the three of us could go to a nude beach," I said.
Tina gave me a big smile.
"Oh, I'd love that," she said. "I'm sure that she'd love that, too."
# # #
Then, seeing movement in my peripheral vision, when I looked at our back gate, my neighbor stood inside the gate naked. I couldn't believe my eyes. She walked to me while smiling as if she was fully dressed. Then, when she saw Tina naked, too, she covered her naked breasts with her forearms and her naked pussy with her hand.
Looking to be in her late thirties, she was a tall redhead with freckles. I love women with freckles. She had enormous, double D cup breasts, a slender waist, and a red, bushy pussy.
"Oh," she said. "I didn't know you were here," she said to Tina. "I thought you were alone," she said to me.
She laughed.
"Is this a private party or can anyone join," she asked with another laugh?
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"The more the merrier. We were just talking about going to a nude beach. Maybe, you'd like to join us," I said.
She gave me a big smile.
"I'd love to go to a nude beach. I've never been to one," she said. "I've always wanted to spend a day at the beach naked."
I gave her a big smile.
"My name is Raymond but everyone calls me Ray. This is my landlady, Tina," I said, reaching out to shake her hand.
She removed her forearm from her big breasts and her hand from her naked pussy.
"I'm Maureen," she said.
# # #
Continuing to surprise me, my neighbor walked to me, she kissed me on my lips. Then, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. Then, shocking me, this beautiful, older woman moved to her knees.
She took my prick in her hand and stroked me. Then, staring up at me, she took me in her mouth. A woman that I had just met was blowing me. Maureen was sucking my cock.
"Sorry," she said, removing my cock to speak with a little laugh. "I hope you don't mind me blowing you but I haven't had a cock in mouth since my husband left me for a younger woman two-years ago," she said.
She took my cock back in her mouth and sucked me while Tina watched. I looked over at my landlady, she fondled her breasts and fingered her erect nipples while rubbing her clit and masturbating herself. Then, surprising me, she walked to me, and moved to her knees on the other side of the woman.
When Maureen let go of my prick to give Tina a turn, she reached out and took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. Something I had never experienced before; two women were stroking my cock while sucking my prick. Then, not taking me long to cum, they took turns sticking my dick in their mouths while I continued cumming. Swallowing me, I ejaculated a load of cum in both women's mouths.
# # #
Then, not stopping there, Tina stood, turned, and bent at the waist in front of me.
"Stick your cock in my cunt," she said. "Fuck me, Ray. Fuck me. I haven't been fucked since I divorced my husband and left Greece for America."
While holding onto her big, naked breasts, I humped Tina fast. I humped her hard. I fucked my landlady. I continued fucking her faster and harder. I slammed my cock inside of her warm and wet pussy. With her not taking long to cum, having not had sex in years, she had an orgasm.
"Ray! Ray! Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Ray. Fuck me," she said. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Ray."
She suddenly fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
Not to be denied, my neighbor stood, turned, and assumed the position. She leaned at the waist in front of me. In the way that I fucked Tina, I fucked Maureen.
I humped her fast. I humped her hard while holding onto her big tits. Fucking her faster and harder, not taking her long to cum either, I gave her an orgasm with my cock.
"Ray! Ray! Oh, my God, Ray. Fuck me, Ray. Fuck me," she said. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me."
With her as seemingly as sexually frustrated as Tina, surprising me, unlike my girlfriend who seldom had an orgasm, both women didn't take her long to cum, too. Maureen fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, quickly running away, checking to see if anyone was out and about, she hurried left our backyard and ran to her house naked.
# # #
A week later, Tina's daughter, Maria, came home for her summer vacation. Tina introduced me to her daughter. Maria was taller, bustier, and even better looking than her mother. She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. Already in love, love at first sight, I'd love to marry Tina's daughter.
Two weeks later, on a hot summer's day, the three women surprised me. With my Mustang GT too cramped to accommodate four passengers, Maria and Maureen stood in the driveway by Tina's sport utility vehicle. The three women already had their beach towels, umbrellas, chairs, cooler of drinks, and food packed in back. Not telling me where they were going and/or that I was invited to go with them, they all smiled at me as soon as I came downstairs and walked outside.
"Going somewhere," I asked?
Tina gave me a big smile. If she wasn't beautiful enough, she was even more beautiful when she smiled.
"We thought it was a perfect beach day," she said with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "Would you like to come with us?"
I returned her smile with my smile.
"Sure, I have nothing else planned. Just let me run upstairs and grab my bathing suit," I said.
Maureen laughed.
"Don't bother. We're going to a nude beach," she said.
# # #
As soon as we arrived at the beach, we stripped naked in the car. We put our blanket behind a dune and away from the scattering of naked people, mostly older men. Something that surprised me, clearly sexually attracted to me, Maria started making out with me while allowing me to touch and feel her naked body everywhere.
Giving us some privacy, Tina and Maureen walked down to the water to take a dip and cool off. Unbeknownst to us, while making out with one another, we had attracted the attention of several older, perversely perverted, horny men. They masturbated themselves while watching us making love and fucking.
Surprising me, something that my girlfriend had always insisted that I do, Maria didn't. With her not asking me to wear a condom, nor asking me to pull out, nor asking me not to cum inside of her, I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy. My first time not using a condom and ejaculating my cum in a woman's pussy, having sexual intercourse with Maria was the best sex that I ever had.
A few weeks later, with the three women not getting their periods, as shocked as I was excited, Tina, Maureen, and Maria told me that they were all pregnant with my baby. I was so happy. I couldn't believe that I had impregnated three women. Finally, after being an orphan in foster care for most of my life, I was going to have a family.
Nine months later, the three women gave birth to three girls. Tina named her daughter, Anna. Maureen named her daughter, Colleen, and Maria named our daughter, Melissa. A father to one daughter, I was the uncle to two other daughters. Never imagining that I'd father three children with three women, we were all so very happy.
I remodeled Tina's house. Instead of it being a two family, I made it into a one family. I lived with three women and our three children.
As soon as Maria graduated from college, I asked her to marry me. I lived upstairs with her and our baby, and Tina lived downstairs with Maureen and their babies.
THE END



        

  
    Fitting Room Man Helps Women Dress
  
  Fitting Room Man Helps Women Dress

        A male fitting room attendant helps women undress and dress.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/fitting-room-man-helps-women-dress

Title: Fitting Room Man Helps Women Dress

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: A male fitting room attendant helps women undress and dress.

Tags: topless and naked, sex in fitting rooms, sex in dressing rooms, rolls royce factory, undressing women, removing bras and topless, rockefeller billionaire, rolls royce ghost, mercedes-maybach s680, bra and panties




Fitting Room Man Helps Women Dress
Male fitting room attendant helps women undress and dress while helping them to try-on clothes.
A slave to fashion, Winston, a male fitting room attendant, helps women undress and dress while helping them to try-on their clothes. He gives wealthy women the personalized service that they want, deserve, need, and must have.
My name is Winston, truthfully, not my real name. My real name is Robert, or Bob, as my friends call me. I'm in the service business. My name is whatever name women want to call me.
Truthfully, I don't care what they call me, as long as they call me. I just don't like it when they snap their fingers at me as if I'm their dog. The name they give me and want me to answer to is meaningless to me. As long as they generously tip me for my service, we're good.
The key component in our brief, business transactions, when we're alone in the fitting room, for that moment in time, I'm their sexual fantasy. A game that we silently play, women wanting me in a sexual way is part of my fitting room service. The more that they lust over me, want me to hold them, hug them, kiss them, touch them, feel them, and/or have sex with them, even if I don't do any of those things, the bigger the tip they give me.
They don't have to allow me to do any of those things, they only must want and/or imagine me doing all of those things. With me earning six-figure commissions, along with generous tips, some-thing that I don't report to the Internal Revenue Service, my tips sometimes dwarf my salary. Tipping me a thousand-dollars for fifteen minutes of my time is meaningless to them. A thousand-dollars to them is like a ten-dollar bill to the rest of us average folk.
Expressly catering to women, extremely wealthy and demanding women, sounding like the perfect job, my job is to help women undress and dress in the fitting room while helping them to try-on their clothes. Sometimes hard for them to reach, with a bad back, a bad shoulder, or arthritis, I unzip their dresses for them. While looking without seeing, I remove their dresses, and hang it on a wooden hanger, only wooden and never a wire hanger, with my thanks to Fay Dunaway as Joan Crawford in Mommy Dearest.
Seeing them in their slips, bras and half-slips, bras, and panties, topless, and/or naked does little for me, unless the woman is a celebrity that I admire. Then, I memorize every mole and freckle on her beautiful body. Some women, knowing full well that I'll be undressing them in the fitting room, don't wear a bra or panties. Seemingly becoming sexually aroused while curious for my reaction, no doubt, part of their needs, they want me to see them topless and/or naked.
Yet, I've never seen such beautiful lingerie. With fifty-dollars for a pair of panties, women have dozens of them in different colors and styles from boy shorts, to classic briefs, to French cut panties, to hipsters, thongs, G and C string, bikini, crotchless panties, and a dozen others. Where the rest of the women go to Wal-Mart to buy four-dollar panties, these wealthy women send thousands of dollars on panties alone.
Then, there's the bras that cost at least double the cost of panties. In the way that these wealthy women have their panties in different colors and styles, they have their bras in different colors and styles. T-shirt bras, wireless bras, padded bras, push-up bras, front open bras, strapless bras, halter bras, stick-on bras, minimizer bras, sports bras, seamless bras, underwire bras, and a dozen other types of bras, they spend thousands of dollars in bras, too. Wearing nothing but the best, the lingerie cost as much as a yearly income for some women.
# # #
The customers who shop in our store reserve the right to go in the fitting room alone. Should they need help undressing, dressing, trying on clothes, or needing a second opinion, they have the right to choose a male or a female fitting room attendant. After a while, with customers knowing us by names, when shopping in the store, they'll make an appointment with one of the fitting room attendants to help them with their selections.
All part of my job, even when they stand before me in their sexy lingerie, topless, or even naked, something that most men are unable to do, I see them without their clothes without looking. Sometimes, women innocently ask me to remove their bras to try on a special dress that should be worn braless. Although I clearly see their naked breasts, never making them feel ill at ease, I never stare, gawk, or leer at them.
Of course, if she asks me my opinion of what I think of their underwear clad, topless, or naked body do I stare long enough to give them my opinion. Then, to give her an honest answer, I'll have to stare longer and harder at her to tell her my honest, professional opinion. Yet, never disagreeing with her, I always agree with her with whatever she thinks or believes.
After having seen thousands of naked women, it's rare to see a woman with the perfect body. A woman blessed with a beautiful face along with a sexy and shapely body is a rare gem. With no one perfect, most women have flaws.
After seeing so many women topless and naked, it's my opinion that, except for those rare gems who are naturally blessed with a spectacular body, all women look better wearing their low-cut bras and sexy panties. With nothing covering them to hide their flaws, very few women look better naked. Besides, just like a suit can make a man, sexy lingerie can make a woman.
Not knowing who else to ask, not wanting anyone to know, some women ask me about breast implants or for my opinion on plastic surgery. As if I'm a doctor giving them a breast exam, they even ask me to feel their breasts to give them my opinion of their breasts. Of course, I accommodate them by touching, feeling, squeezing, and fondling their naked breasts while careful not to sexually arouse them by fingering their nipples.
# # #
Even though it's hard for me to sometimes believe, depending on the woman, I'm mystified that women tip me to not only stare at their naked breasts but also to feel and fondle them, too. For those women who want larger and/or shapelier breasts, they ask if I can recommend a plastic surgeon. Later at the front desk, with me having the good fortune of having professional contacts in nearly every business, I give them the business card of a local, board certified, plastic surgeon.
Having worked at my job for several years, I've lost count of how many women in their bras and panties, topless, and naked that I've seen. While not maintaining a black book to record the details of every customer, suffice to write, I have plenty enough visualizations to masturbate over. Yet, never bored with my job, I love seeing women without their clothes. Truly, how many men can grow tired of seeing women in their sexy lingerie, topless, and/or naked?
In the way that many men wish they could be a mammary gland technician, X-raying women's naked breasts, that's many men's dream job. Yet, I can assure you that helping women undress and dress while trying-on clothes in a fitting room is a demanding job. I'm not just a sales clerk, I'm a valued part of their sometimes lonely and/or sexually frustrated lives.
A job not for everyone, as if I'm the head butler in an exclusive residence, I must always be at my best and professional in my manner. After a while the job can, indeed, become tedious and mind-numbing, but I won't allow my job to do that. Instead of merely going through the role of undressing and dressing customers, I engage with them personally with conversation and jovial bantering. I befriended them. I'm no longer just their fitting room attendant but an important person in their lives.
As if I'm a mortician looking at live bodies instead of dead bodies, how many naked women can I see without losing interest in seeing another topless or naked woman? In the way that women become disenchanted with seeing naked men, seen one, seen them all, having grown quite picky in who I date, I've become somewhat dissatisfied with seeing naked women. Affecting my dreams, no longer dreaming of topless and/or naked women, I dream about cars. I love cars.
# # #
A downside of the job, no matter how nice and helpful I am to their needs, some women are real bitches, and are impossible to please. I can't imagine being married to them, no matter how wealthy they are. They think just because they have enormous amounts of money that they can trample their way through life without taking note of anyone's feelings.
Some women take sexual advantage of me by being sexually inappropriate by touching and feeling me without my permission. Some women, because we're alone in a soundproof fitting room that is devoid of cameras, think that they can hug me, kiss me, and/or grope me. Because I'm a good looking, hard bodied guy, and because they are lonely, horny, and/or sexually frustrated, they think that I'll give them sex and, depending on the woman, many times, they'd be right.
I've lost count how many women have felt my manhood through my pants, unzipped me, pulled out my prick, stroked me, and even sucked me. Instead of slapping their hands away and/or scolding them, if I allow them to have their sexual way with me, I'll receive a much larger tip. After locking the fitting room door, I've even opened the couch into a bed, or stretched out the leather, reclining chairs, and had sexual intercourse with a few.
Understanding how women feel when women treat me like that, they make me feel like a plaything instead of a person. They disregard what I want as long as they get what they want. Yet, if seeing me, hugging me, kissing me, groping me, stroking me, sucking me, and even fucking me, is what they want, I never deny them the pleasure.
How dare I refuse them? Who am I to deny them the sexual pleasure of my body? Again, all part of my job, I've lost count of how many rich women have blown me, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed me. I've lost count of how many rich women have allowed me to bend them over and fuck them from behind while holding their naked breasts in the palms of my hands.
Yet, no longer crossing the line of what is appropriate, that abhorrent, sexual behavior is mostly in the past. After getting to know my female customers better, as would a hairstylist or a fashion designer, I've built more of a friendship with many of them. Some of my customers have invited me out to dinner, to cocktail parties at their house, or to keep my company as their escort for the night to attend the theatre. Lillian, the owner of the store, encourages me to build closer relationships with my customers to motivate increased sales.
Yet, whatever my customers do, their secrets are safe with me. Don't ask, don't tell is my personal policy that I abide by when sexually servicing them. Because a woman needs a good fucking, when her older, rich husband can no longer cut the mustard, and can only lick the jar, is no reason to ruin her marriage by telling him or threatening to blackmail her.
If word got around that I failed to honor the confidences of a customer, I'd be out of a job. My loyal customers would no longer ask me to undress them, dress them, and/or have sex with them. Keeping their secrets safe is how I earn my living. Even though my and their zippers may be down, and our legs spread, my lips are sealed.
# # #
I work in a high-end, fashion designer, women's clothing store on Fifth Avenue in New York. I'm hired to give women the personal attention and the professional service that they need, want, deserve, and expect when shopping for expensive fashion that sometimes cost more than a car. Ready to accommodate their every need and special requirement, it's not unusual for women to want me to give them sex as part of my personal, fitting room service.
Not encouraged by management to give my customer sex but closing her eyes to such things, what happens behind closed, fitting room doors is none of anyone's business. Besides, the owner of the store, Lillian, an ex-model, knows what goes on in the fitting rooms. In order to score modeling assignments, she's had sex with photographers, modeling agents, and customers.
Ready and willing to give all of myself, my motto is never saying no to anything to satisfy the customer for a bigger tip, of course. In the way that men love having quickies while on their lunch hours, surprisingly, many women do, too. Many women are nasty whores just as men are perverted whoremongers.
In the way that women have high-end clothing boutiques, men have high-end clothing stores, too. I serve women and sometimes sexually service them to make a sale, and earn a commission along with a tip. In high-end men's clothing stores, women give men the personalized attention and the professional service that they need, want, deserve, and expect when shopping for expensive clothes. Believe it or not but with more lonely women than there are horny men, I offer the same service to women as women offer to men.
With wealthy men buying half-a-dozen, ten-thousand-dollar suits in one visit, it's not unusual for men wanting women to give them sex as part of their shopping service. Easy to build friendships and/or sexual relationships, especially when alone with a customer in the privacy of a fitting room, their positive shopping experience is all about the customer. It's important that the customer returns to buy more. Again, what happens behind closed and locked, dressing room doors, our little secrets, must never be disclosed.
Not equipped with cameras spying, our fitting rooms are furnished in the way of a compact, albeit tastefully decorated living room, with even art on the walls. Every dressing room has soundproof walls, a couch that can double as a bed, comfortable reclining chairs, a wide-screen TV, a stereo, links to the stock market, a table, chairs, a well-stocked mini-bar, and chilled champagne. Anything from a bag of chips or nuts to a full course meal, can be delivered when ordered.
In some regards, as employees of this exclusive boutique, we have become as powerfully influential as our customers. With just a call on our cell phones, we can get them choice seats at concerts, operas, ballets, Broadway shows, sporting events, and/or dinner reservations at booked and impossible to reserve restaurants. We are the concierges of the super rich who help get the wealthy whatever they want and need.
# # #
With sex, sales commissions, and exorbitant tipping are all part of the shopping experience that we avail ourselves to our customers. It would be wrong to label male and female fitting room attendants as prostitutes. Oh, no. Even though we do sometimes have sex with our clientele, we are so much more than that.
We're not whores and whoremongers, we're well read, and well-traveled, educated professionals with advanced degrees. As if we're Jeopardy contestants, for conversation sake, we're trained to know a little about a lot of things. We entertain our customers with engaging conversation and knowledge as much as we do with our bodies.
Yes, of course, we give those lonely, and wealthy women who want sex, and those horny men who want sexual companionship what they want, but sex is much more than what we deliver with our personalized service. Most customers, especially women, are just lonely. They want to talk, cuddle, kiss, or to have someone to listen to them. As if they're teenagers dating, they enjoy making out with me while I touch, feel, and fondle them through their clothes.
When sex does happen, a special event, and a beautiful thing, it's more loving than it is rushed. Where a male of a female escort will mainly suck and fuck, we could pass as their wealthy companion, a family friend, perhaps, or even a distant relative albeit close, very close, relative. We're the whole package loosely labeled as fitting room attendants.
Alas, a downside of the job, even though they are well put together, with hair, makeup, and fashion, too many of my customers are short, fat, wealthy women with big, saggy breasts, and fat asses. Yet, sometimes, younger, and beautiful women allow me to undress and dress them while offering her my opinions about style and fashion. No matter what they look like, as long as they can afford to shop in our store, hire me, allow me to sell them to earn my commission, and generously tip me, I'm ready to help them look their best.
# # #
The requirements of my job that I needed to be hired was that I needed to be tall, I'm 6' 4". I needed to be good looking. I worked as a model for a short time. I needed to be well built. I'm a body-builder, powerlifter, a third dan in Japanese Judo, and an all around physical fitness freak.
Too many wealthy men have too much fat, more understated, I have lots of muscles without looking like a broad shouldered monster of a bouncer standing at the front door of a club. More-over, I'm well-groomed and am wearing the latest fashion. Women look at me in the way that they'd love their husband to look. Actually, some women wish that I was their husband.
Lastly, and the most important part of my job, I needed to be a good listener. Remaining silent, I nod my head to let them know that I'm not only listening but also that I understand their needs. As if I'm their therapist, ready to take me in their confidence, women tell me exactly what they want and expect while I remain silent and listen to their specific needs.
Many of these women are married to wealthy and powerful men who discount them, seldom listen to them, and barely talk to them. Too busy thinking about money and making their next business deals, or fucking their secretaries, they're seldom home long enough to lend their lonely wives their ears. As if I'm their chosen one, I'm their surrogate listener. As long as they handsomely reward me for my time, I give them the full attention that they need.
With me being a good listener, having lots of repeat customers, as if I'm a massage therapist, a chiropractor, a therapist, a psychiatrist, or world famous chef, women ask for me by name. Again, a typical trait, many of the women are lonely. Again, something that many of them have in common, many of them are sexually frustrated. Many of them just want to talk to a good looking man while I undress them, allow me to subtly touch them, and seductively feel and fondle them without groping them.
Before I was hired, I met with the owner of the company, Lillian, a fifty-something, 5' 10", beautiful, ex-model with black, shoulder length hair, beautiful brown eyes, and a beautiful smile. Looking ten-years younger, she has B cup breasts, a shapely figure, and a tight ass. Even though she was twenty-years older than me, I'd do her. Then, she shocked me with what she said when interviewing me.
"I have sex with all of my seriously considered applicants before I hire them," she said unembarrassed and unashamed.
Surprising me, she stood from her leather chair in her second floor office that overlooked the busy street below. Then, surprising me, she put her high heeled foot on her desk. Looking without staring, she was wearing a short skirt.
As soon as she put her foot on my desk, with her long, shapely legs spread wide open, she exposed her sheer, white panties to me. Again, seeing without staring, she was testing me while sexually teasing me and seducing me. Nonetheless, I saw her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her black, trimmed pubic hair that peeked through her panties.
# # #
Then, she told me what she wanted. She told me what she expected me to do. Before hiring me, she showed me what I needed to do for some of my wealthy customers.
"Masturbate me, Winston," she said as the name that she gave me. "Finger my pussy while licking my pussy," she said.
She lifted the hem of her short skirt to her waist.



"Eat me, Winston. Eat my cunt. Give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue," she said. "Make me cum."
She cupped her pussy through her panties. Then, she sat on the edge of her desk facing me with her long, shapely legs spread wide open. Obediently obeying her, I moved to my knees. I leaned closer to her panty clad pussy. I fingered and licked her through her panties. Then, I removed her underwear and ate her. With her already sexually aroused, it didn't take her long to have an orgasm.
"Winston! Winston! Eat mommy. Make me cum. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Winston. I'm cumming," she said. "Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!"
Not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, she didn't bother putting on her panties. Then, she unbuttoned her blouse, and raised her bra to show me her B cup, naked breasts, and her erect nipples. She fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples while staring at me.
"Show me your cock. I want to see it," she said.
I stood, unbuttoned, and unzipped my pants. I pushed down my pants and my underwear to show my new boss my erect, naked cock. She smiled.
"You certainly have a big, beautiful prick," she said, staring at my big dick before looking up at me and smiling. "I like it."
Not wasting time, surprising me again, she moved to her knees in front of me. She stroked me to a bigger and harder erection. Then, she took me in her mouth and sucked me. My boss was blowing me. With me already sexually excited from me eating her, seeing her naked breasts, and her having her way with my cock, it didn't take me long to cum.
"Lillian. Lillian," I said. "I'm going to cum."
She removed my prick from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Winston. Cum. Cum in my mouth. I need to taste you. I want to swallow your cum," she said.
I put a gentle hand behind her black haired, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. I ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed. Then, she stood, turned, lifted her short skirt up to her back, and leaned at the waist.
"Fuck me," she said leaning forward and bending at the waist with her shapely, naked ass in the air. "Stick that big dick in my cunt and fuck me while fondling my breasts and fingering my nipples."
Again, obediently obeying her, I stepped closer to her and parted her pussy lips with my cock. Then, with a gentle hump, I was inside of her. I fucked my new boss. I gave her a second orgasm, this time with my cock.
"Winston! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said. "Oh, God. Oh, God."
As soon as she had her second orgasm, she pushed down her skirt, and turned to face me. Laughing, she picked up her panties from my desk and threw them in my face.
"You're hired," she said. "You start tomorrow when the store opens at 10 am."
# # #
Sometimes, unembarrassed, with them having no modesty or shame, I strip women naked to help them try on bikinis or one-piece bathing suits. They want me and expect me to touch and feel them when measuring them and while they're naked. Other-wise, if I was impatient, rude, or acted superior to them, they'd never allow me to remove all of their clothes. A role that they couldn't play with their demanding husband, they needed to play the dominant role with me.
Not surprisingly, many of the women want and expect me to give them sex. Yet, not just sex, they want me to give them sexual orgasms. As if I'm their sexual fantasy, some of them enjoy pretending that we're in a love relationship instead of a sexual one or a business one. They enjoy making out with me while allowing me to touch and feel their naked bodies everywhere.
Keeping their secrets as if I signed an NDA, a legal, non-disclosure agreement, my job is not to judge. My job is to be a professional as if I'm their personal butler or obedient servant. My job is to see without looking and to never disclose what I saw, what they did, and/or what I did. A mutual agreement made in hell but brought us pleasure as if we're in heaven.
Even if she's a whore which, of course, some of my customers are, no woman wants to be thought of as a whore or treated like one. She wants and needs to be treated like a lady. She wants to be treated with kindness, respect, and loving affection. No woman wants to be leered at, gawked at, and groped. With these women able to buy anything and anyone that they want, they want to be treated as a person and not as a thing.
Yet, as if they're models posing for a professional photographer during a photoshoot, women want to feel comfortable, beautiful, and sexy while removing their clothes. Especially when I strip them naked, they want me to see without staring. Suddenly, when women stand before me without their clothes, sexual arousal betrays their embarrassed faces. With me having a way with women, I make them feel special even when many of them are not.
# # #
"Is Winston working today? Thank you. I'd like to schedule an appointment for 2 pm, please," said one of my many customers.
With many of them, endowed with eternally enduring trust funds, some of my wealthiest customers are distant relatives of the men who built America back in the late 19th century. Christine Rockefeller, Monica Vanderbilt, Hannah Hershey, Ellen Carnegie, Susette DuPont, and Louise Rothschild are several of my most loyal customers. Living the life of the idle superrich, when they're not shopping on Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills, gambling at a casino in Monaco, or vacationing on some tropical island, they're shopping for designer clothes in our boutique in New York.
# # #
Thirty-year-old, Christine Rockefeller, a beautiful, natural blonde woman with big, blue eyes, D cup breasts, and a shapely ass, hurried into the store and took me by my hand and pulled me out of the store. She's a direct descendant of the John D Rockefeller family, with an estimated combined family net worth of more than four-hundred-billion-dollars today. We were friends, best of friends.
"Come with me, Winston." she said, dragging me out of the store. "I need you."
'She needs me,' I thought. 'Christine needs me. She made me feel special. I loved her needing me.'
Out of all of my many customers, I loved Christine. I had a secret crush on her. Out of my element, even though we're very good and closer friends, she'd never think of me as a romantic connection. I'm no one. I'm nobody.
I've known Christine for more than three years. I've dressed and undressed her many times. She has a beautiful body with the best natural D cup breasts that I've ever seen. More than that, able to tell one another anything, we were friends.
I quickly told Maggie, the receptionist at the front desk, to cancel all of my appointments. I waved over to Edward for him to take my place on the floor. Excited by her attention, I gave Christine a big smile. She ushered me to the backseat of her 2023 Mercedes-Maybach S680 limousine. She turned to me and smiled.
"You seemed to know everything about everything," she said with a laugh. "What do you know about cars," she asked?
I smiled.
"I'm trained to know a little about a lot of things but, with me being a diehard, car buff, I know a lot about cars," I said. "What do you need to know? Or more simply, what are you looking to buy? This is a new and beautiful car," I said.
She pondered with a long pause.
"Oh, the car is not for me. I need to buy a special car, a custom ordered car, and an automobile that no one else has," she said. "It's a special gift for one of my dearest friends," she said.
She made me wish that I was her dearest friend. She made me wish that she was buying me a special, custom, ordered car. Eager to give her my knowledge about cars, I offered her my opinion. I gave her a big smile.
"There's not a more special and custom made car on the planet than the Rolls Royce," I said. "Only, if you're in a hurry to buy one now, you'd have to buy a used one. A new one takes six to nine months to build, sometimes even longer," I said.
She nodded her head.
"I'm not in a rush," she said with a shrug. "I can wait. Where do I buy one of those," she asked?
I smiled at her ignorance.
"There are lots of dealers throughout the country but they're selling used Rolls Royce's," I said.
I paused a minute while thinking.
"The closest place to order new one is in Manhattan, New York but, unless you fly to England to order one direct from the factory, you'll be on a waiting list and bogged down in red tape while waiting for their approval. They don't sell their cars to just anyone," I said with a little laugh.
I smiled at her.
"Instead of taking weeks to order your car, immediately starting the production process, it will take you however long for you to pick the colors, the leathers, the interior woods, and decide on the custom options that you want. Instead of taking days and weeks for them to process your order, it will only take minutes when ordering the car directly from the factory," I said.
She tapped on the driver's partition window.
"Tell Jason to get my plane ready to fly to England," she said with a little laugh. She snapped her fingers at me. "Sorry for snapping my fingers at you," she said. I know you hate that. I hope you have your passport with you," she said with a laugh.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"Actually, I do have my passport with me. Although it's never happened until now, I never know who will whisk me a foreign country," I said with a laugh.
She laughed, too. We got along so well. I'll be dreaming over her tonight.
"Where in England is the Rolls Royce factory," she asked?
I smiled. With me a warehouse of useless information, I prided myself on knowing where the Rolls Royce factory was in England, as well as many other nonsensical things.
"It's in Goodwood, England, near Chichester across the pond from Quebec," I said.
She tapped on the window again.
"Across the pond. The Atlantic Ocean is quite the pond," she said with a laugh. "I like that."
Even though she had an intercom in the car, not making use of it, she tapped on the driver's window again.
"Tell my pilot to set a course for Goodwood, England near Chichester, and to get approval from the tower before we arrive," she said.
# # #
Then, she looked at me with a troubled look of confusion on her face.
"I suspect that there are lots of models of Rolls Royce's. I don't know much about cars as you are well aware," she said with a little laugh. "I know a lot about fashion," she said.
She paused for a moment while thinking.
"I know that my Maybach has a 12 cylinder engine. My driver told me that. Can I buy a Rolls Royce with a 12-cylinder engine? He told me that 12 cylinder engines are better than 8 cylinder engines. They are smoother and last much longer," she said.
I smiled
"Both the Rolls Royce Phantom and the Rolls Royce Ghost are available with 12 cylinder engines," I said.
I smiled at her while offering her my personal opinion.
"The one that I would buy is the black badge edition of the Rolls Royce Ghost series II. Before options, tax, destination, and gas guzzling charges, it cost fifty-thousand-dollars more than the base model at around three-hundred-eighty-thousand-dollars, but it's well worth the extra cost," I said.
She nodded her head.
"That's not bad. Last year, this Maybach with all of the options was three-hundred-fifty-thousand-dollars," she said.
She looked up at me and smiled.
"Which do you think is the better car, the Maybach or the Rolls," she asked?
I laughed.
"There's no comparison, the Rolls," I said. "Unless you know cars or see the badge, the Maybach looks like just another Mercedes. Other than the Bentley, that doesn't look as special as a Rolls, no other car looks like a Rolls Royce."
# # #
My first time on a private jet, a Gulfstream 700 jet, a six-hour flight, I sat next to Christine while sipping champagne and eating from a fruit and cheese plate. We talked, we laughed, and with her resting her head on my shoulder while holding my hand, we even took a nap. All part of my personal service, I never knew where my customers would take me.
Then, when she suddenly opened her eyes and looked up at me, as if she had been dreaming about me, she leaned into me and kissed me on the lips. Then, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. She shocked me with what she said next.
"Will you marry me, Winston," she asked?
Taken by surprise, I lost my ability to speak.
"Marry you," I asked?
At first I thought she was kidding. I looked at her in the way that I had never looked at her before. I loved her. I truly loved her. I had fallen in love with you more than two-years ago.
"Seriously? You're asking me to marry you," I asked?
She smiled and nodded her head. Then, she kissed me again. She parted my lips again and French kissed me. I was making out with Christine, the woman of my dreams.
Stunned. I couldn't believe this beautiful mega-rich woman, a billionaire, with a trust fund of two-hundred-million-dollars a year, wanted to marry me. Unable to stop staring at her in shock, if she wasn't beautiful enough before, she was even more beautiful when she gave me a big smile.
"I want you to come and live with me," she said. "I have a house in Pocantico Hills, in Westchester County in New York."
She smiled at me again.
"I enjoy your company. I miss you when I'm not with you. Only, you must tell me your real name. Surely, your birth name isn't Winston, is it," she asked with a laugh?
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"Robert. My real name is Robert, Robert Mills," I said.
She stuck out her hand.
"I'm pleased to meet you, Robert Mills. Hmm, Christine Mills. I like that," she said with a laugh. "Now kiss me," she said with another laugh.
As if we were teenagers, we kissed. We French kissed. We made out while she allowed me to touch and feel her through her clothes. Officially, we were now together as boyfriend and girlfriend and soon would be together as husband and wife. No doubt, she'd have a prenuptial agreement but I didn't care. The important thing is that I'd be with her.
# # #
If that wasn't surprisingly shocking enough, as soon as we made our way to the Rolls Royce showroom, she had me decide on the exterior color of the car, the interior leather, and the custom options. She had me make all of the decisions. It didn't take long for us to accumulate a long list of one-hundred-twenty-five thousand dollars in options. Our Rolls Royce Ghost had quickly climbed to more than five-hundred-thousand-dollars.
With a base price of three-hundred-seventy-thousand-dollars for a 2025 Rolls Royce series Ghost II, add more for options. It cost an additional fifty-thousand-dollars for the Black Badge designation with the 12 cylinder engine. Add another six-thousand-five-hundred-dollars for the Technical Bespoke Clock, five-thousand-five-hundred-dollars for rear seat picnic table, options were already over sixty-thousand-dollars.
Then adding another seven-thousand-five-hundred-dollars for miscellaneous options, there's the embossed Rolls Royce doors at two-thousand-five-hundred-dollars, the color-key trunk trim at two-thousand-dollars, and the heated armrests at three-thousand-dollars.
Add fifteen-thousand-dollars for the starry night roof and two Rolls Royce umbrellas will add seven-hundred-fifty-dollars each. Add another forty-thousand-dollars for sales tax, registration, insurance, destination charges. and gas guzzler tax. The 2025 Rolls Royce series Ghost II, Black Badge model with options will cost a little more than five-hundred-thousand-dollars.
# # #
With green my favorite color, I chose a two tone, metallic green Ghost. With the lighter metallic green on the top and the darker metallic green on the sides, based on my color choices, Christine ordered a two tone metallic green Ghost, Crystal Green over Fame Green. As if we were expecting a baby, we'd have the car in nine months. I ordered a rich, dark brown, leather interior with a mahogany dashboard, door panel trim, and armrest trims.
Once we boarded the plane to return to New York, she handed me the order sheet.
"You, Robert, are my dearest friend," she said with a laugh. "I ordered this car for you."
I looked at her stunned.
"When I met you more than three-years ago, I knew you were the man of my dreams. A bit forward for me to ask but, knowing that you'd never ask me, I needed to ask you to marry me. I can't think of another man who'd I want to marry, start a family with, and live with for the rest of my life," she said.
She kissed me on the lips again.
"I love you, Robert," she said, kissing me again.
I returned her kiss with my kiss.
"I love you, Christine," I said.
I lived with her in her exclusive mansion and we drove around the countryside in my Rolls Royce Ghost. Eventually, we had two children, a boy named Nelson and a girl named Abby. We lived happily ever after.
THE END
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Mowing More Than My Granny's Lawn
Christopher has incestuous sex with his 72-year-old, elderly grandmother, Mary.
My name is Christopher. A good looking guy, if I say so myself, I'm 6' 2" tall. A masturbation machine, I'm a 22-year-old, horny and testosterone filled, young man. When I'm not stroking my cock over imagining my mother, Caroline, naked and having sex with me, I'm playing with myself while imagining my big sister, Flora, naked and having sex with me. If that's not enough, I masturbate while imagining my aunt Emma naked and having sex with me, and imagining my cousin Pamela naked and having sex with me.
Surrounded by tall, beautiful women, my mother is a 50-year-old MILF with black, shoulder length hair, brown eyes, and D cup breasts. My 25-year-old sister looks like a younger version of my mother. My aunt and my cousin, taking after my grandfather both have red hair and blue eyes. Only my aunt taking after her mother has double D cup breasts and her daughter has C cup breasts.
My incestuous sexual adventure started innocently enough with my grandmother. As long as it's not raining, I mow my 72-year-old grandmother's lawn every Saturday. During the winter, I shovel her walkway and her driveway. I love my grandmother and she loves me. Something that I look forward to, every time I visit her, she always bakes me chocolate chip cookies, my favorite.
Only, unlike other Saturdays, this day was different. Something my grandmother never does; she answered her door in her nightgown. The first time seeing my grandmother in her short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown, even though she's elderly, I stared at all that I was seeing and all that she was showing. For an elderly woman, she has a sexy and shapely body.
Unable to stop staring and with her not covering her nearly naked body with her forearms or with her hands, I could clearly see through her transparent nightgown as if she was naked. I could see the immense size and the bulbous shape of her huge, double D cup, sagging breasts. Unable to remove my eyes, I saw her symmetrical, dark pink areolas and her brown, erect nipples. Something that I had never seen before and something that I'll be masturbating over later, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my grandmother's tits.
'I love her tits,' I thought. 'I can't wait to masturbate over seeing her nearly naked breasts later.'
# # #
With her modest and moral, a church going, and God fearing woman who never takes the Lord's name in vain, she's always on her knees praying. She always wears a robe over her nightgown. Only, this time, she wasn't.
Unable to remove my horny eyes, seeing more of my grandmother than I ever thought that I'd see, I stared down at her bushy patch of her gray, public hair visible through her nightgown. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing her naked breasts but also, I was seeing her naked pussy, too. I saw my grandmother's nearly naked cunt through her nearly transparent nightgown.
Then, when hugging me, something she never did before, she pressed her big breasts against my muscular chest. As if she was my wife or my girlfriend, instead of my grandmother, as if she was about to hump me, my 5' 9" grandmother pressed her pelvis against me. She gave me a full body hug.
Already having an erection, my cock throbbed and pulsated in my jeans against her soft tummy. Never thinking of her sexually, I thought of her sexually now. I've never had an erection over my grandmother before. I took a step back from her while holding my hand in front of my big bulge in my jeans. Embarrassed for her to know that I had an erection, I hoped she hadn't felt it or seen it.
Then, after she closed and locked her front door behind me, turning the other way, she walked ahead of me. With her hallway light brightly lighting her up, I stared at her big, shapely ass, and her ass crack. While wishing that I could masturbate now and cum in front of her while she watched, I'll be masturbating over all that I saw of my granny later tonight and tomorrow morning.
# # #
We walked in her living room and I sat on her living room chair. Surprising me, as if she had forgotten to hug me before, she hugged me again now. Only this time, never hugging me this way before, not hugging me in the way that a granny would hug her grandson, she hugged me differently. Hugging me in a sexually familiar way, she hugged me in the way that a girlfriend hugged her boyfriend or a wife hugged her husband. I've never been as sexually excited over her hugging me.
Instead of me standing while she hugged me, not giving me a chance to stand, surprising me, she hugged me while I was sitting. She walked up to me, and leaned forward. With her enormous breasts leaning forward with her, she pressed her big, nearly naked tits against my face.
As soon as she leaned forward the top of her nightgown fell open wide with her. I saw her naked breasts and her erect nipples. Practically having her nightgown clad nipples in my mouth, I had a face full of my grandmother's nightgown clad breasts.
Again, I'll be masturbating later over seeing granny's naked breasts now. I stared at all that I could see of her naked breasts. Unable to help myself, daring myself to do so, not wanting to miss this opportunity, being the deviant pervert that I am, while she continued hugging me, I wrapped my arm around her. Then, I slowly lowered my hand behind her.
With her not stopping me by slapping my horny hand away, I felt her nearly naked, big ass through her sheer nightgown while she continued hugging me. As if she was my woman instead of my grandmother, I cupped her nightgown clad ass cheek in my horny hand. Then, I squeezed her ass as if I was wanting to fuck her anally.
Not pulling away from me, she didn't admonish me for inappropriately touching and feeling her buttocks. Again, not slapping my hands away and stopping me from touching her and feeling her, taking that as my sign to continue groping her, I reached around each side of her to feel the sides of her humongous breasts. With most of her breasts in the palm of my hand, I was tempted to reach around her to feel the front of her breasts while touching her nipples with my fingertips.
Thinking that she would discipline me and call me naughty, again, not stopping me from sexually molesting her, she allowed me to reach around her to feel her big breasts through the front of her nightgown. Daring myself to continue doing so, I felt one of her breasts before I felt her other breast. With her staring down at my naughty hands touching her breasts, feeling her breasts, and fondling her breasts, taking the next step, I fingered her erect nipples to her sexual delight.
As if she was my girlfriend instead of my granny, I continued feeling and fondling her breasts through her nightgown while she smiled down at me. Then, as if I had the remote control of my PlayStation in my hand, I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples through her nightgown. Still not stopping me by slapping my horny hands away from having my way with her nightgown clad breasts, something that I've never confessed to my grandmother, I shocked myself with what I said next.
"I love your big breasts, granny," I said.
Then, daring myself to do so, with her still leaning forward over me, I pulled open the top of her nightgown to peek inside. I saw her naked breasts and her erect nipples. Again, daring myself to do so, with her not stopping me, I stuck my horny hand inside of her nightgown top. I felt her naked breasts while fingering her nipples. Still, not stopping me, she stood and took a step back.
"I always see you staring at my big breasts," she said with a dirty laugh. "You've always liked my big tits, Christopher."
She smiled down at me as if she was handing me her freshly back cookie. Then, blowing my mind, she shocked me by what she asked me next.
"Would you like to see Granny's naked breasts," she asked?
Losing my ability to speak, she asked me again.
"Would you like to see my tits, Christopher," she asked while smiling down at me?
Stunned, as if I had misheard her or imagined what she said, I stared up at my grandmother before staring down at all that I could clearly see of her huge breasts through her transparent nightgown.
# # #
Not waiting for my reply, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, she took a step back, and reached down for the hem of her nightgown. As if she was a stripper on stage about to do a strip tease while dancing around a pole to music, she slowly, sexily, and seductively lifted her nightie in front of me. I couldn't believe that she was really going to remove her nightgown.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'My grandmother is removing her nightgown in front of me. She's really going to show me her naked breasts.'
As she slowly raised her nightgown, I saw the tops of her naked thighs before I saw her bushy, gray, naked pussy. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my grandmother's naked cunt. Then, I saw her stomach before I saw the bottoms of her massive breasts. When she lifted her nightie all the way to her shoulders, I saw her naked tits. Finally, she lifted her nightgown over her head and off. Something I thought I'd never see; my grandmother, my mother's mother, was naked.
I stared at her naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before. Yet, these breasts weren't just anyone's breasts. These were my granny's breasts. I loved seeing her big, naked breasts.
I stared at the size and the shape of her enormous, naked breasts. I stared at her symmetrical areolas. I stared at her dark brown, erect nipples. I stared at her gray, bushy pussy. My first time seeing her without her clothes, she leaned forward again. Then, she wrapped her arms around my neck, pulled me towards her naked breasts, and hugged me again.
# # #
She stood up straight. Then, she took a step closer to me. She looked down at her naked breasts before she stared down at me.
"Go ahead," she said with a laugh. "Don't be shy, Christopher. You may feel my breasts, fondle my breasts, and finger my nipples. I want you to feel my breasts. You may even suck my nipples. Granny loves having her breasts fondled while having her nipples fingered and sucked," she said with a swoon while continuing to stare down at me.
Unable to remove my horny eyes from them, I stared at her big tits. Then, obediently obeying my grandmother, I touch her naked breasts. I felt her enormous tits. I fondled her sagging breasts. I fingered her erect nipples. I pinched, pulled, twisted, and turned her nipples. Then, I took her nipples in my mouth and sucked them. She had such big and hard nipples. She had such gigantic breasts that they didn't even fit in my hands.
"No one has seen and touched my breasts in years," she said. "Feel them."
She gave me a big smile.
"Stand up," she said.
Continuing to obey her, she surprised me with what she did next. Never expecting her to do what she did, she unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. In the way that she stared down at me fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples, I stared down at her pulling down my jeans and my underwear.
My stiff prick leapt out at her as if my big dick was a Jack-in-the-box. As soon as she saw my erect prick, she stared at my cock as if she had never seen a naked prick before. Then, shocking me, she wrapped her warm and soft elderly hand around my erection while cupping my testicles in her hand.
She stared up at me while slowly stroking my cock and smiling. Then, she slid a slow finger over the head of my cock. Continuing to play with my penis, she ever so gently and slowly stroked me. Something I never thought she'd do, my elderly grandmother masturbated me. Again, something in my wildest sexual fantasies that I never thought she'd do; my granny was giving me a hand job.
# # #
She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. While I continued fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples, she played with my prick.
Then, if I had my way with her naked breasts while she had her way with my naked prick wasn't enough, she shocked me. She removed her teeth from her mouth and set them on a napkin on the coffee table. Then, she sat on the hassock positioned behind her, leaned forward, and took my stiff prick in her mouth. Surprised that someone her age sucked cock, gumming my prick, my grandmother was blowing me.
She continued stroking my prick while sucking my prick. If it wasn't enough that she was giving me a hand job but now she was giving me a blowjob, too. Forget about giving me a blowjob, my grandmother was giving me a gum job. Giving me the best, gum blowjob that I ever had, my grandmother was a talented cocksucker. I've never been as excited as I was now to not only see her naked breasts but also to fondle them and finger her nipples while she stroked and sucked my prick.
'My grandmother is blowing,' I thought. 'I'll be masturbating over having sex with my grandmother for the rest of my life.'
Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she didn't stop stroking me, sucking me, and giving me oral sex. She continued stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. When I put a gentle hand behind her gray haired head, she stared up at me while smiling to show me my cock in her mouth.
Unable to help myself, needing to cum in her mouth, I pulled her head closer. Then, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face while reaching down to fondle her breasts and finger her erect nipples. Really getting into blowing me, she moved her head back and forth and side to side while making cocksucking sounds.
"Cum, Christopher," she said, removing my cock from her mouth to speak. "Cum in your grandmother's mouth. Granny needs to swallow you," she said. "Cum, Christopher. Cum. Cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth."
Then, unable to hold back, with it happening so fast, I ejaculated a load of cum in my granny's mouth. Impaling her mouth, with my hand still behind her head, I gently moved her head closer. She swallowed my cum.
Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips and removed my cock from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her gray hair, and across her naked breasts. Surprising her, I gave my grandmother a cum bath. Something that I will never forget, I stared at my grandmother dripping with my cum. She had gobs of cum dripping from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her mouth, and her chin before pooling on her naked breasts.
"Christopher," she said with a laugh. "Where did all of that cum come from? You gave granny a cum bath," she said with another laugh. "I love it," she said. "No one has given me a cum bath in thirty-years."
As if my cum was a beauty crème, she rubbed my cum all over her face and all over her breasts. Then, scooping up cum with her elderly fingers, she took her fingers in her mouth and gulped down more of my cum. Finally, she leaned down and kissed me. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I could taste my cum in her mouth.
"Don't worry about the lawn, Christopher. Do it next week. I'm tired. I need to take a nap," she said.
Shocked as much as I was sexually excited, I left her house without even mowing her lawn. I still couldn't believe that I saw my granny naked. I couldn't believe that she wanted me to fondle her breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples.
Unable to wrap my horny mind around it, I couldn't believe that she stroked my cock and sucked my prick. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum. Then, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over my grandmother. I gave her a cum bath. I'll be stroking myself for the rest of my horny life over having sex with my naked grandmother.
# # #
After masturbating over having sex with my grandmother last night, the next morning, I was eager to masturbate over having sex with my grandmother again this morning. I stripped myself naked, donned my headphones, and fell back on my bed. I stroked myself while remembering my grandmother naked. I stroked myself faster over fondling her naked breasts and fingering and sucking her erect nipples.
Then, I stroked myself harder over my grandmother seeing my naked, erect prick and playing with me. I continued stroking myself faster and harder over her taking me in her mouth and blowing me. I still couldn't wrap my head around my grandmother removing her dentures and her stroking me while sucking me and giving me a gum job.
'My grandmother blew me,' I thought while masturbating. 'She sucked my cock while stroking my prick. She allowed to cum in her mouth. She swallowed my cum. I gave my grandmother a cum bath,' I thought while stroking myself faster and harder.
Oblivious to my surroundings, too focused on stroking myself, while determined to cum, I never heard them climbing the stairs, walking down the hall, and talking outside of my bedroom door. My mother, Caroline, as she always does when delivering my laundry, barged open my bedroom door without knocking. She was with my big sister, Flora, my redheaded aunt Emma and her daughter, my redheaded, big cousin, Pamela.
Not hearing nor seeing them enter my bedroom, I was wearing my headphones with my eyes closed listening to porn while stroking myself. I was naked with a huge erection. Ready to cum over the thoughts of having sex with my grandmother, I continued stroking my big dick faster and harder in front of the four women. Then, I exploded a huge load of cum all over my chest, my stomach, and my hand. As if I had given myself a cum bath, I was covered with my cum.
I found out later from my aunt that, instead of immediately announcing their presence, my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin watched me masturbating. They wanted to catch me stroking myself while hoping to catch me cumming. They stared at my naked prick while I stroked myself faster and harder. The four most important women in my life wanted to see me cum. As incestuously horny as I'm perversely perverted, they wanted to watch me ejaculate a load of semen all over myself.
"Christopher! Cover yourself," yelled my mother after they saw all that they wanted to see.
Having deliberately allowed her to catch me stroking my big dick many times, she knew that I'd be in my room playing with myself. No doubt, she wanted to catch me stroking my cock. She wanted her daughter, her sister, and her niece to see my naked, erect prick. She wanted them to watch me masturbating myself and cumming.
# # #
When I opened my eyes, I saw four women staring at my naked prick. Embarrassed as much as I was sexually excited, I quickly covered myself with my sheet. My sister laughed and my cousin giggled. In the way that my grandmother stared at my big dick, my mother, my aunt, my sister, and my cousin all stared at my erect cock tenting my sheer, white sheet. No doubt, they all could still see the outline of my throbbing and pulsating naked, erect prick.
"Clean yourself up and get dressed," ordered my mother. "Your grandmother passed last night."
Shocked. My grandmother is dead. I couldn't believe she's dead. Having just seen her and had sex with her yesterday, I wondered if my grandmother knew that she was going to die. I wondered if that was the reason why she had sex with me. Then, I wondered if the reason why she died was because I had sex with her.
'My grandmother is dead. I can't believe she's dead. I can't believe she died. How awful,' I thought. 'Oh, my God.'
I quickly prayed for her departed soul.
"Hail Mary..."
# # #
A couple of weeks after the funeral, my forty-seven-year-old aunt, Emma, invited me to her house. The first time inviting me to her house, I was suspicious. Maybe with me no longer cutting my grandmother's grass, she wanted me to mow her lawn. Then, with her having already seen my naked prick, watching me stroking myself, and cumming, I hoped she wanted me to do more than just mow her lawn.



Then, in the way that I thought my grandmother would never have sex with me, I knew my aunt would never have sex with me. I wondered, as did my mother, that she was going to scold me for masturbating myself in front of them. Yet, they barged in my bedroom without knocking. Only, surprising me, she had a different reason for inviting me to her house. She wanted me to teach her, train her, and help her with her exercises.
"I need to lose ten pounds, Christopher. With it getting close to summer, I need to fit into my bikini," she said with a little laugh.
She smiled at me.
"Can you help me do some sit-ups? I need you to hold my ankles," she said.
I smiled while figuring she had a sweatshirt and sweatpants or shorts beneath her bathrobe.
"Sure, no problem, Auntie," I said.
When she removed her robe, my eyes bugged out of my head and my mouth fell open. Her nightgown reminded me of the transparent nightgown that my grandmother was wearing. Never having seen as much of my aunt's sexy and shapely body, she was wearing a short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgown that barely contained her big breasts. Taking after her mother, my aunt had double D cup breasts with big nipples.
I had no idea how she'd get down on the floor and do sit-ups without exposing herself to me. As soon as she sat on the floor, she moved her knees up, and the hem of her nightgown slid down her shapely thighs and climbed nearly to her crotch. With her ready for me to show her how to do sit-ups, she'd be flashing me her panties. Only, something that I immediately saw as soon as she parted her knees, she wasn't wearing panties.
I stared at my aunt's red pussy. I wondered if she was deliberately flashing me her red, trimmed pussy or if she had accidentally flashed me her naked cunt. With every sit-up, my aunt not only flashed me her red, naked pussy but also she flashed me her naked breasts that slowly fell from her low-cut nightgown top. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my aunt's naked pussy but also, I was seeing her naked breasts, too. She had dumbbells, and I showed her the correct form, and how to use those, too.
# # #
Then, like mother, like daughter, she shocked me with what she said next.
"I need your opinion, Christopher," said my aunt Emma standing. "Tell me where you think which part of my body that I need to work the most to regain my figure."
As her mother had done, her daughter, my aunt did, too. She reached down for the hem of her nightgown, lifted it over her head, and off. I stared at my mother's sexy sister and at her shapely, naked body. My redheaded Aunt Emma was naked.
She stood with her arms by her side. Then, she turned around to show me her naked ass. Finally, she leaned forward to show me the back of her red pussy.
"Do you see which parts of my body that I need to work," she asked?
I stared at my naked aunt.
"I don't see anything wrong with your body. You have a sexy and shapely body, auntie," I said. "You're beautiful."
She stepped closer to me. She took my hand by my wrist and lifted it to her naked breasts. She laughed.
"My mother told me everything. She told me that she wanted to have sex with you before she died," said my aunt with a dirty laugh. "Only, she feared that you'd turn her down. She didn't think that you'd have sex with her because she was more than three times your age."
My aunt laughed again.
"I told my mother that with you a horny, testosterone filled, young man, that if you lived on a farm, you'd have sex with one of the farm animals," said my aunt with a dirty laugh. "She called me after she had sex with you. She told me that she removed her nightgown and while you had your way with her naked breasts. She told me that she blew you, allowed you to cum in her mouth, and swallowed your cum."
Then, in the way that her mother, my grandmother moved to her knees in front of me, my aunt moved to her knees in front of me. In the way that her mother did, she did, too. She unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. She pulled them down along with my underwear. My erect cock pointed to my naked aunt as if she was the chosen one.
She took my big dick in her soft and warm hand. She stroked my prick while staring at it. Then, she smiled up at me to ask me her question.
"Would you like auntie to blow you, Christopher? Would you like me to suck your cock? I'd love for you to cum in my mouth. I'd love to swallow your cum," said my aunt.
As soon as I nodded my head, she took me in her mouth while staring up at me. With me already sexually excited after seeing my aunt naked, it didn't take me long to cum.
"I'm cumming. Auntie, I'm cumming," I said, exploding a load of cum in her mouth.
# # #
My aunt not only blew me but after she did, I ate her pussy. In the way that I did with her mother, I did with her. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
"Christopher! Christopher, rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Christopher. Auntie is cumming," she said.
Not taking time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, she mounted me. She parted her pussy lips with my prick and with a gentle hump I was inside of my mother's sister. I made slow and passionate love to my aunt while making out with her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. I gave her another orgasm, this time with my cock.
As soon as I arrived home, my mother met me at the front door. She slapped me hard across my face.
"How dare you have sex with my mother? How dare you have sex with my sister? What's wrong with you?"
Then, in the way that my grandmother and my aunt did, my mother did, too. She removed her nightgown in front of me. She was naked. I stared at her in the way that I stared at her naked mother and her naked sister.
"What's wrong with me? Why haven't you had sex with your mother," she asked?
She pulled me into her bedroom.
"Take off your clothes. You're going to give me sex in the way that you gave my mother and my sister sex," said my mother. "If you give me a sexual orgasm, maybe I'll blow you," she said. "If you make me cum, maybe I'll suck your cock and allow you to cum in my mouth."
# # #
Always wanting to have sex with my mother, I stripped off my clothes as if they were on fire. In the way that I stared at my grandmother's and my aunt's naked bodies, I stared at my mother's naked body. They were all good looking, sexy, and shapely women.
She moved back on her bed, spread her legs wide open, and lifted her pussy lips with her fingers to show me her glistening pink.
"Well, what are you waiting for? Eat me? Eat your mother. Give me an orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue," she said. "Make me cum, Christopher. Make your mother cum."
Obediently obeying her, I moved between her shapely thighs. I fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. I couldn't believe that I was giving my mother oral sex. Something that I thought that I'd never do but have masturbated over doing, I couldn't believe that I was fingering and licking my mother's cunt.
After talking to her sister on the phone and with my aunt Emma telling her everything about my grandmother and about her, my mother was already sexually aroused. It didn't take her long to cum. Now that I gave her an orgasm, I hoped she'd give me one, too. I'd love to watch my mother suck my cock. I'd love her to blow me.
"Chistopher. Oh, my God, Christopher. Lick me faster. Lick me harder. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said, falling silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
She stared down at me while smiling.
"Fuck me, Christopher. Fuck your mother. Make me cum again," she said with open arms.
I wiped my face on a towel that she had by the bed. Then, I moved up to my mother and mounted her. She reached down and took my erect prick in her hand to stick in her pussy. I couldn't believe that I was about to fuck my mother.
With a gentle hump, I was inside of her. I humped her faster. I humped her harder. I fucked my mother. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. In the way that I fucked her, she fucked me.
Determined to make her cum again, I wanted her to blow me. I wanted my mother to suck my cock. I needed to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow my cum.
"Oh, my God! Oh, my God, Christopher. Oh, my God. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Mommy is cumming, Christopher. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She fell silent again while enjoying the afterglow of sex. When she made no move to blow me, instead of waiting for her to suck my cock, I moved up to her. I sat on her shoulders. Then, I grabbed a handful of her hair, lifted her head from her pillow, and stuck my prick in her mouth.
"Blow me, bitch," I said. "Suck your son."
Instead of pulling away, instead of pushing my cock out of her mouth with her tongue, she wrapped her hand around my big dick and stroked me. After my grandmother and my aunt gave me oral sex, my mother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock.
With me beyond being sexually excited, not taking me long to cum, I exploded a huge load of cum in my mother's mouth and she swallowed my cum. I rested beside her while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
# # #
The next day, emboldened by having had sex with my aunt and with my mother, I waited for my big sister to barge in my bedroom without knocking. Hiding behind my bedroom door while naked, as soon as she entered my bedroom with her laundry basket, when I quickly moved behind her, she dropped her laundry basket. Not taking no for an answer, I lifted her nightgown up and over her head. Then, I tied it in a knot on the top of her head.
I pushed her forward on my bed and licked my hand to wet her pussy. Surprising me, she was already wet. In the way that I did with my grandmother, my aunt, and my mother, I did with my sister. I stuck my big dick in her warm and wet pussy. I fucked my sister.
I humped her fast. I humped her hard. I fucked my bitch of a big sister. Figuring that she'd resist me, figuring she'd scream for my mother, figuring that she pull away from me, she didn't do any of those things. Instead, she allowed me to fuck her.
"Oh, my God, Christopher. That feels so fucking good. Fuck me, Christopher. Fuck me. Fuck your sister," she said.
Then, she surprised me by what she said next.
"Tomorrow, I want to watch you fuck our cousin," said my sister. "I want you to do the same to her that you did to me."
She turned to me to wrap her arms around my neck and her legs around her back. Then, she inserted my prick inside of her again. She fucked as fast and as hard as I fucked her.
"I'm cumming, Christopher. I'm cumming. Don't stop fucking me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder," she said. "Fuck me, Christopher. Fuck me. Fuck your sister."
Then, she fell silent to enjoy the afterglow of sex.
"I need to blow you," she said. "I need to suck your cock. I need you to cum in my mouth," she said. "I need to swallow your cum."
# # #
The next day with my cousin, Pamela, having a sleepover with my sister, in the way that I did with my sister, I did with my cousin. I pulled her out of bed, quickly lifted her nightgown over her head, and tied it in a knot on top of her head. I pushed her back on the bed and sat on her shoulders. I cut a hole in her nightgown where her mouth is and I stuck my prick in her mouth.
Instead of my cousin resisting, she wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked me while sucking me. My cousin was blowing me. I couldn't believe that Pamela was sucking my prick.
Then, with my sister joining in, we had threesome sex. My cousin blew me while my sister moved between her legs and fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. While my sister ate my cousin, my cousin continued stroking and sucking my cock. Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a load of cum in her mouth as soon as my sister gave her an orgasm.
"Flora! Flora," said my cousin, removing my cock from her mouth to speak. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming."
She accepted my stiff prick back in her mouth and sucked me until I exploded a load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed. From that day forward, with us a close knit family, when I wasn't having incestuous sex with my mother, I had forbidden sex with my sister, my aunt, or my cousin. I'm hoping to make my sister and/or my cousin pregnant with our baby.
THE END
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Living with Dad's Whore and her Mom
My father's girlfriend, Vicky, is a whore and her mother, Veronica, is a whore, too.
My name is George and I'm 24-years-old. A name that I've grown to hate, my dad, Gerald, named me after his father, my grandfather. Instead of being named Gerald, Jr., which I hated, too, had I been named after my father, I'm George the II because my dad named me after my grandfather.
Successful in his career as a trucker, my grandfather lived a good and long life. Tired of driving a long-distance truck, he bought his own trucking company. Starting out small with only three trucks, he developed his long-haul business and has fifty trucks.
My grandfather was wealthy. When he died, he left everything to his only child, my dad. He left him his house, his trucking business, his cars, and his money. My father was rich.
As soon as my dad's father died, just before he inherited all of his property and money, not wanting to give anything to my bitch of a mother, my 48-year-old father divorced her. He divorced her for cheating on him with her neighbors, her co-workers, and men that she picked up at the bar. My mom was a cocksucking whore.
I discovered later that my father had a thing for whores, especially cocksucking whores. Inheriting his desire for a specific type of woman, I had a thing for whores, too. I loved women who loved to have sex.
Whores are more fun. Whores love sex. Whores suck cock. Like mother and father, like son, there's no better woman to have in your bed than a cocksucking whore.
Giving me a choice to stay with my mother or live with my dad, he invited me to move in with him, and his sexy, 28-year-old, new girlfriend, named Vicky. Better than living with my whore of a mother, she admonished me every time she caught me masturbating. Deliberately dick flashing her, I wanted my mother to see my naked, erect cock. I wanted her to catch me cumming.
Yet, I decided to live with my father. I'd have more fun with dad and his girlfriend than waiting for my mother to cum home drunk after having had sex with men. Even though my mother had sex with numerous men, seemingly, she didn't understand me wanting to have sex with myself. Perhaps, after deliberately dick flashing her my cock many times, she hoped that I'd have sex with her.
# # #
My dad's girlfriend, Vicky, is hot. She's beautiful. She's 5' 7" tall, has long, dark, brown beautiful hair, a sexy body with a shapely ass and D cup breasts. Love at first sight, I love her. Only, she's not my woman. She belongs to my dad.
Besides, almost as good as having her as my girlfriend, if I moved from Massachusetts to California to live with him, my dad promised to buy me a new car, and he did. He bought me a brand new, grabber blue, 2024 Mustang GT with a six speed standard transmission, Recaro seats, and 19" wheels. I love my car nearly as much as I love Vicky.
Unbeknownst to me, unaware of it at the time, yet, something that I should have suspected, before she moved in with my dad, Vicky worked as a stripper and a part-time call girl. She removed her clothes for tips while dancing around a pole to music. She had sex with men for money. That's how they met. He met her at a strip club. The first time they had sex, he paid her to have sex with him.
Then, after my father was rich, with her no longer stripping or hooking now but, suffice to say, my dad's girlfriend was a whore and still is a whore. Once a whore, always a whore. Unable to help herself, she's a sexual teaser and an exhibitionist temptress.
She enjoys flashing her topless and naked body to unsuspecting men, and to me. Truly, I loved that about her. Especially when he's not home and working and I'm alone with her, I love seeing all that I shouldn't see of my dad's whore of a girlfriend. She gives me plenty to masturbate over while I imagine her having sex with me.
# # #
Not a big leap to make, she doesn't have a filter. She doesn't think before she says what's on her mind. She's quick to put someone down with her sharp tongue and her choice of vulgar words. I should have guessed that she's a whore in the way that she dresses and by the way that she talks while making lewd suggestions and sexually inappropriate remarks.
Yet, I'm glad that she's a whore. Like father, like son, I like whores. I love being around my father's whore of a girlfriend. She's fun. She's funny. Never knowing that she's going to say and/or do, she always makes me laugh.
With her potty mouth, she always gives me an erection. Even though I continually dick flash my mother, in the way that I never masturbated over her, I'm always masturbating over Vicky while imagining her naked and her having forbidden sex with me. Only, even though she's a whore, she'd never have sex with me. Now that she's with my dad, she'd never cheat on him with me, his son. If she did, she'd find herself out the door.
If the way that she behaves and talks wasn't enough, lucky me, she continually walks around the house in front of me in her sexy, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgowns without having the modesty to wear a robe. The first time that I saw her in her sheer and sexy nightgown, I couldn't stop staring. I masturbated every night and every morning over seeing all that I shouldn't have seen of Vicky.
As if deliberately teasing me, she escalated her flashing. Whenever my dad is working and not home, no longer having to wonder what she looks like without her clothes numerous times. Something that my mother never did, Vicky emerges from her bedroom or from the bathroom in her bra and panties, topless, and even naked.
While making her exhibitionistic flashes appear accidental or unintentional, she deliberately sexually teases me. She shows me all that I should never see of my dad's girlfriend. I'm always staring at all that she's showing. Giving me more to masturbate over, I look forward to seeing her without her clothes. With her looking like a hot woman should look, I love her beautiful sexy and shapely body.
I've already seen her in her sexy nightgowns, in her low-cut bras and sheer, bikini panties, topless, and naked nearly every day. She has the best body with the shapeliest ass and the biggest breasts that I've ever seen. With her always making me horny and giving me an erection, I've lost count how many times that I've masturbated over my father's slut of a girlfriend while imagining having sex with her.
Alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, even though I've seen Vicky without her clothes lots of times, she'd never have sex with me. Now that she's with my dad and faithful to him, seemingly, she's a reformed whore. Only, just once, I'd love to have sex with her. She must be unbelievable in bed.
# # #
Then tragically, taken away too early, three-years after I moved in with my dad, he died in a car crash. Drunk when he slammed into a tree, he died instantly. In his will he left me everything and left Vicky nothing. He left me his house, his trucking company, his cars, his stocks, his bonds, and his cash on hand. To say that I was rich was an understatement. I was an instant millionaire.
With him keeping his business affairs to himself, not knowing anything about his trucking business, not having any choice, I instructed his lawyer to sell it. Seemingly a good time to sell, his lawyer sold it for twelve-million-dollars. At 24-years-old, worth twenty-million, retired and no longer having to work, as long as I didn't party, gamble, take drugs, or foolishly give my money away to his whore of a girlfriend, I was set for life.
Our decision to make, it was left up to me and to Vicky, of course, if she should stay or leave. I hoped she would stay. With her not having any place to go, and no longer working as a stripper or doing prostitution, no longer wanting to be a stripper or a prostitute, she wanted to stay.
She asked if she could stay. As we always had a good time teasing one another and laughing, enjoying her company, curious how our new living arrangement would work out, I wanted her to stay, too. Then, as if putting frosting on the cake, surprising me, she made me a better offer.
"I'll be really good to you, Georgie, if you allow me to stay," she said, giving me a sexy smile, a naughty look, and a wink.
Not having to wonder what she meant by her sexy look, her naughty smile, and her wink, no doubt, with her finding me sexually attractive as much as I was sexually attracted to her, she'd give me sex. I'd love to finally have sex with my father's hot girlfriend. I'd love to kiss her, make out with her, and make love to her.
I only hoped that she wasn't leading me on just to stay in my house. I hoped that she was sincere and liked me. I hoped that she'd have sex with me. My dream came true having sex with my fantasy woman, I couldn't wait to have sex with Vicky.
# # #
Vicky had already given me a nickname. She preferred calling me Georgie instead of George. I liked her nickname.
Of course, not imagining my life without her, I agreed and allowed her to stay. Who wouldn't? I hoped she'd continue flashing me by walking around the house in her sexy nightgowns, in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. Hoping beyond hope, I hoped she'd have sex with me.
I'd be crazy not to want to live with such a hot and sexy woman. She continued showing me what I loved seeing. She continued showing me her topless and naked body. Not wanting to look pathetically needy by asking her to have sex with me, I hoped that she'd have sex with me. I'd be nuts to ask someone who looked like and behaved like her to leave. Of course, I absolutely wanted her to stay and was happy when she did.
Not having a period of mourning, that first night after my father's funeral, no doubt, with him turning in his grave, she invited me to sleep with her in my father's bed. I slept with Vicky. I held her. I spoon her. I cuddled her.
Then, surprising me, she wanted to have sex with me, and I wanted to have sex with her. Suffice to write, we had sex. I had the best sex of my life.
She kissed me passionately. She kissed me as if she loved me. Never has any woman excited me with just her kisses.
I continued making out with her. I loved French kissing her. I felt her everywhere through her sheer and sexy nightgown. Then, removing our clothes, I fingered and licked her pussy. I ate her. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. I love hearing and seeing her cum.
"Georgie," she said, pulling my hair. "Georgie. Oh, Georgie. Oh, my God, Georgie."
She pulled my hair harder. Then, putting her long, nailed, manicured hands on each side of her head, she rubbed my face all over her wet pussy. She gave me her version of a cum bath. I had her vaginal secretions everywhere, all over my face, in my hair, and up my nose.
"I'm cumming, Georgie. Vicky is cumming," she said referring to herself in the third person.
She humped my mouth with her pussy.
"Right there. That's it. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Georgie. I'm cumming," she said. "Eat me, Georgie. Lick my cunt."
She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back. Then, she fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. I did it. I gave my father's whore of a girlfriend an orgasm.
I moved up next to her. As if she was my woman now, I put my arm around her shoulders and hugged her. I fondled her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples while kissing her. I loved her. I loved my father's whore. Hopefully now, she was my whore.
# # #
Not taking long to enjoy the afterglow of sex, she mounted me.
"I need to feel your cock in my pussy. Make love to me, Georgie," she said whispering what she wanted in my ear.
She reached down between my legs, parted her vaginal lips with my cock, and inserted my prick in her pussy. Then, with a slow and loving hump, I was inside of her. I made slow, loving, and passionate love to her while kissing her, French kissing her.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. I fucked my father's girlfriend. I fucked Vicky. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. My father's whore fucked me. Vicky fucked me.
Not allowing her to have all of the fun, I rolled me over and mounted her. I continued fucking her faster and harder. I really pounded her pussy. Then, she rolled me over and mounted me. As if she was a barrel racer at a rodeo, she sat on top of me as if I was her horse. She rode me as if I was her wild stallion.
Taking turns, I rolled her over and mounted her again. I returned her fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. Slamming my big dick in her wet and warm cunt, I pounded her pussy. I gave her the fucking over her life.
"Georgie! Georgia! On, my God, Georgie. Fuck me, Georgie. Fuck me. I'm cumming again," she said.
She returned my humps with her humps.
"Don't stop fucking me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming, Georgie. I'm cumming," she said, falling silent again.
# # #
Then, while watching her, as if a drumroll of sexual anticipation rumbled in my head, she moved halfway down the bed. She took my still erect prick in her hand. She kissed and licked my cock while stroking my prick. Then, while staring up at me, she took me in her mouth. She showed me my cock in her mouth.
Finally, she stroked me. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. She blew me. My dad's girlfriend sucked my cock.
She continued stroking me faster. She continued stroking me harder. She continued sucking me deeper. She sucked my cock in the way that no woman has ever sucked my cock. She allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth and she swallowed my cum.
"Oh, Georgie," she said. "I love your big dick. Your cock is so much bigger and harder than your father's prick. With him always drunk, he seldom got an erection. Then, when he did finally get an erection, unable to maintain it, he left me sexually unsatisfied," she said
She smiled up at me.
"I love stroking. I love sucking you. I love fucking you, Georgie," she said while smiling up at me.
If she wasn't beautiful enough before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled, especially when she smiled up at me with my cock in her mouth. Then, surprising myself, saying what I was thinking, I said something that I probably shouldn't have said.
"I love you, Vicky," I said.
I shocked myself as much as I shocked her by saying those three words. Then, with her full of surprises, she shocked me with what she said next.
"I love you, too, Georgie," she said with that smile.
She kissed me. She French kissed me. She continued making out with me while I touched and felt her naked body everywhere.
Unforgettable, something that I'll remember for the rest of my life, my first time having sex with my father's sexy girlfriend, I had unbelievable sex with his whore. We slept in his ten-thousand-dollar, Tempur-Pedic, Active Breeze adjustable bed. Whether it was the bed, Vicky, or both, that was the best sleep that I had in my life.
# # #
Alas, not everything is wine and roses. I've learned early after my father divorced my whore of a mother that I had to take the good with the bad. Now that Vicky knew that she had me, now that I told her that I loved her, and she told me that she loved me, she took advantage of me. I braced myself for my father's whore controlling my life.
Telling me that it would help her through her grief, she asked if her mother could stay with us, too. Ready to say no but, before I made my rash decision, unable to believe my horny eyes, she showed me topless and naked photos of her whore of a mother. I couldn't believe that she not only had topless and naked photos of her mother but also that she showed them to me.
"Your mother is beautiful, Vicky. She has an unbelievable body for a mature woman. What's her name," I asked.
Vicky smiled while clearly proud of her mother.
"Veronica. Her name is Veronica. Yet, with my name Victoria and everyone calling me Vicky, everyone calls her Ronnie," she said.
'Wow,' I thought. 'She's an older and taller version of Vicky but with bigger tits. A real MILF, she's a mother that I'd love to fuck.'
After having seen her mother's sexually salacious photos, since I had a four bedroom, five bathroom house, I agreed for Vicky's mother to stay with us, too. Hoping that I'll be having sex with her mother, too, my sexual fantasy coming true, I'd love to have threesome sex with mother and daughter. Vicky's mother, Veronica, is 52-years-old. Never would I have guessed her age. She looked ten-years younger.
Veronica is a tall, 5' 9" tall, busty, a 38 double D cup, beautiful brunette with blue eyes. Thinking that I'd find a woman my age, marry her, and have children, I never thought I'd be living with my father's whore and her whore of a mother, too. Yet, with them both giving me sex anytime I wanted sex, I no longer masturbated. Rich and driving around in my new Mustang, while having sex with my dad's whore and her mother, I've never been as happy.
# # #
As soon as her mother arrived, excited to meet her, I helped move her into the guest, ensuite bedroom. Like daughter, like mother, she was so pretty. She was so sexy. She was so shapely.
Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, Veronica walked around the house in her sexy, low-cut sheer and sexy nightgowns without wearing a robe. If it wasn't enough that I had seen Vicky as if she was naked, I was seeing her mother as if she was naked, too. If that wasn't enough, again, not shy, ashamed, or embarrassed, she walked around the house in her low-cut bra and in her sheer, bikini panties.
Without embarrassment or shame, again, like daughter, like mother, Veronica walked around the house topless, and naked, too. Proud of her sexy and shapely body, she enjoyed showing me what she looked like topless and naked as much as I enjoyed seeing her topless and naked. No longer having to masturbate while wondering what Vicky's mother looked like without her clothes, I already knew what Veronica looked like without her clothes.
Something that I didn't know but soon discovered, instead of stripping or having sex with men for money, Vicky worked as a webcam model. Her mother worked as a webcam model, too. Veronica is responsible for setting up her daughter with her own webcam site. When they weren't appearing barely dressed or topless on their webcam sites, they appeared together on a third webcam site as a mother and daughter modeling team.
With them earning more than two-hundred-thousand-dollars a year combined from their three webcam sites, they more than paid for their room and board. They could afford to buy their own house but they didn't. With us having no sexual boundaries, they'd rather continue living with me. I loved living with them.
I not only continued to sleep with and have sex with Vicky but also, I slept with and had sex with her mother, too. My perfect, sexual arrangement, when I wasn't having sex with Vicky, I had sex with Veronica. Not stopping there, sometimes, we had threesome sex, too. Thinking that I had died and gone to heaven, I had sex with mother and daughter and, as if they were starring on their webcam, they had sex with one another, too.
# # #
One night, when I was having sex with her mother, Vicky entered my bedroom. One of her favorite, sexual positions, Veronica was sitting on my face while I was fingering and licking her pussy. As soon as Vicky entered my bedroom, she made herself comfortable between my thighs.
While I continued giving her mother oral sex, Vicky gave me oral sex. She stroked my prick while sucking my prick. She blew me while I ate her mother. Then, as soon as her mother had her orgasm, we switched.
"George! George," said her mother, preferring to call me George instead of Georgie. "I'm cumming," she said. "Mommy is coming."



I liked it when she referred to herself as mommy. It sexually excited me more to not only have sex with Vicky's mother but also to think that she was my mother, too.
Then, when Victoria put her head back and shook her body as if she had been executed, she climbed off of me. Assuming the position, Vicky sat on her face while returning the favor or oral sex, her mother made herself comfortable between my thighs.
She stroked me. Then, she took me in her mouth to suck me. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper.
Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a load of cum in Veronica's mouth. As soon as I did, Vicky had her orgasm, too. We lay there exhausted before I mounted Vicky's mother.
I made love to her. I fucked her. Then switching, I made love to Vicky and I fucked her, too.
Totally exhausted, ready to fall asleep, the women weren't done. I watched Vicky move down the bed to eat her mother. Then, her mother switched places to eat her daughter. Finally, they moved in the 69 position to eat one another while I watched. Never had I had as much sex as I was having now.
We continued living together. Vicky was as happy living with her mother as I was happy living with her and Ronnie. When I wasn't making love to Vicky in the morning, I made love to her mother. When I wasn't fucking Veronica at night, I fucked her daughter.
In between, they blew me. My beautiful webcam whores loved sucking my cock. They loved me cumming in their mouths. They swallowed me cum and, from time to time, even allowed me to give them cum baths.
I not only loved Vicky but also I loved her mother, too.
"I love you, Vicky. I love you, Veronica," I said every morning and every night.
Telling what I wanted to hear, Vicky told me every morning that she loved me.
"I love you, Georgie," she said, giving me a big, wet kiss.
Her mother responded in kind, too.
"I love you, George," said Ronnie, giving me a big, wet kiss.
THE END
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Auld Lang Syne...Never Forgotten
Was it a Christmas dream, a sexual fantasy, or the eternal attraction of soulmates?
It was Christmas Eve. Old man McKinsey settled into his favorite reclining chair that faced the living room window. The fireplace warmed the room and nearly the entire, small house.
He warmed himself from the cold that seeped through the cracks in his drafty, old windows, by covering his legs with a throw blanket. Not turning on the TV, content looking out the window, he watched the snow silently falling outside. Something amazing about nature, with no two snowflakes exactly alike, the fresh falling snow was beautiful.
As surprised as he was happy that he found it hiding on the shelf way in the back of his bar, forgetting it was there, he found a bottle of a very old scotch called Auld Lang Syne meaning old long since or old times. Auld Lang Syne was a Scottish song created by Robert Burns in 1788.
Glad that he still possessed the unopened bottle, his Christmas gift to himself to find, Mac remembered saving the bottle of scotch for a special occasion. Yet, not having anything to celebrate in years, today was as much of a special occasion as any. It's almost Christmas. Why not open his bottle of good cheer today?
While hoping that it hadn't gone bad, he opened the unopened bottle, sniffed it, and sipped it from the bottle before pouring himself a drink, neat, with a splash of water, and no ice. It tasted good to him. Sadly alone, he didn't have anyone else to share his scotch or celebrate the occasion of him opening the bottle. He never thought that his life would be as empty as it was. Yet, satisfied living alone, he was happy to live a quiet life without distractions by burdening himself with the feelings of someone else.
He had no family and most of his friends had either moved or had passed away. Like every other morning, especially in this cold and damp weather, the arthritis in his knees and fingers painfully reminded him of his more than seventy-years that he survived on this earth. While wondering how much longer he had to live, he remembered his near fatal mishaps, between car accidents, work accidents, and falls. Lucky to have survived as long as he did, he sometimes questioned why he was still alive.
Suddenly feeling lonely, he wished someone had invited him somewhere. He looked out at all of his neighbors' houses decorated with lights and lawn decorations to celebrate the spirit of Christmas. Not having anyone to celebrate the holidays with, and with him no longer in the holiday mood anyway, he hadn't decorated his house in years.
Compared to all of the other houses on the street, his house looked darkly haunted. He didn't even have a Christmas tree. He had no decorations. With him not sending out any Christmas cards, he hadn't received any season's greetings. The only reminder of the season, barely a decoration, was a very small artificial tree that he had on the small coffee table in front of him.
'Humbug,' he thought while wondering if he had turned into Ebenezer Scrooge from Charles Dickens' novel, a Christmas Carol.
Depressingly alone, there were no brightly wrapped presents piled under his non-existent Christmas tree. Not playing any Christmas music, and too stormy for carolers to be singing outside, he sat in silence, sipping his scotch, and dozing off while thinking of better and happier days gone by. Having snoozed with the scotch in his hand without spilling a drop, he didn't know what time it was when he awakened.
# # #
Then, imagining he was hearing things, as if he was a character in Edgar Allen Poe's poem, The Raven, instead of a rap, rap, rap on his chamber door, a faint, albeit distinct knock on his front door awakened him.
'Knock. Knock. Knock.'
Not knowing if the knock was real, imagined, or the wind, he slowly and carefully got up from his chair, and looked out of the window. Too snowy to see anything, he didn't see anyone.
Glad that he wasn't out there, he noticed that the wind had picked up and was really blowing the snow everywhere. The increasingly heavy snow, beautiful to see, made deep snow drifts along his walkway and by his front door. He returned to his easy chair to finish his scotch. Then, as soon as he sat down, he heard the knock again.
'Knock. Knock. Knock.'
He peered out his living room window from his chair while listening.
'Who in their right mind would be out in this weather at this time of night,' he thought to himself.
While waiting to hear it again, he wondered again if the knock was real or imagined?
'Knock. Knock. Knock.'
There it is again. There was another knock, three knocks, faint but distinctive knocks. He wondered if a shutter had loosened and was knocking against the house. Could it be the wind? Yet, whatever it was, not stopping, the knocking continued.
'Knock. Knock. Knock. Knock. Knock. Knock.'
McKinsey yawned, rubbed his eyes, and was now wide awake. He put his scotch on the table, leaned forward, nose over toes, and with his hands firmly pressed on his padded armrests, pushed himself up to stand to answer the door. Before opening the door, he grabbed his cane, an imported Shillelagh, Irish walking stick handcrafted from Blackthorn wood.
Always suspicious of strangers, his cane was a good weapon. He looked out of the side window but the window was frosted over with ice and snow. Unable to see anyone, too dark to see, he hadn't turned on the porch light.
He turned on the porch light, looked out again but still didn't see anyone. Carefully and gingerly, he slowly opened the front door. When he did, he was hit by an icy blast of wind and snow. As if a lawn ornament covered in snow, he could barely make out the silhouette of a small figure bundled up with only a light, hooded coat. It was a woman.
'Who is she,' he thought? 'Why is she out in this storm? Was that her knocking on my door? Why did she knock at my door? I don't know her,' he thought.
# # #
"Sir, may I please come in? I'm so cold." Her arms were tightly wrapped around her while she shivered. "I'm freezing. I'm lost," said the little voice that was nearly silenced by the wind.
Unable to get a good look at her, especially with her hood pulled tightly over her head, the shivering voice came from a petite, young woman, who couldn't be much older than twenty-years-old. Not wearing gloves, a hat, or boots, clearly, she wasn't dressed for this freezing cold weather and this sudden winter storm. Again, he wondered why she was out in this storm. Maybe, her car had broken down, and she needed to use his phone to call for a tow.
'Good luck getting a tow truck in this storm,' he thought.
Showing her the generosity of his holiday spirit, he opened his door wider, stood to the side, and smiled at her. Had she been a man, especially a big man, he never would have opened his door. Yet, with her a petite woman, he didn't feel threatened by her surprised presence.
"Oh my god! Yes, of course, you may come into my house. Get in here before you freeze to death," he exclaimed while opening his door wider and taking her arm to help her inside.
He closed the front door behind her while she wiped her shoes on his rug and shook the snow from her coat. He escorted her to the living room. With a wave of his hand, he motioned her to sit on the couch in front of the fireplace. Before sitting down, he placed another log on the fire.
"Would you like anything to eat or drink," he asked, willing to share his scotch with her?
Then, he wondered with the drinking age of twenty-one, maybe she's not old enough to drink. Yet, a good shot of his scotch would help warm her insides. She smiled up at him and surprised him with what she asked.
"Do you have any hot chocolate with cinnamon and marshmallows," she asked in a quiet voice with a lovely smile?
An odd request but with him having what she had asked for, he was able to honor her request. With her hood covering her head, tightly tied, and pulled around her face, he still hadn't clearly seen her face. He quickly made her a big mug of hot chocolate with cinnamon and marshmallows. He brought one out for himself as well. He handed her the mug, placed his mug on his table by his chair, and sat in his chair across from her.
With him so lonely, thankful for the company, he didn't want her to leave. Strangely enough, suddenly feeling connected to her, he felt as if he knew her. Not waiting for her to answer the first question before asking her another question, and another, he asked her a plethora of rapid fire questions?
"What brings you out on a night like this," he asked? "Why aren't you with your family tonight? It's Christmas eve," he said. "You said you were lost. Who are you looking for," he asked? "Where are you from? What's your name?"
Seemingly waiting for him to finish his volley of questions, she smiled while sipping her hot drink. Then, she let out a little laugh. She paused before answering him while looking at him and smiling.
"My family doesn't live around here anymore. With the snow making everything look the same, I got turned around. I was looking for someone. I think he lives somewhere around here, but I don't remember where," she replied while not answering all of his questions.
Still cold, she shivered. He stood, picked up a blanket, walked to her, and put the blanket around her shoulders.
"I'm so cold," she said with another shiver. "May I stay here for a while to warm up? The fire from the fireplace feels so good."
Happy for the company, he smiled at her.
"Of course, you may stay as long as you'd like," he said, surprised that he said that. "Let me grab an extra blanket for you," he said.
He went to get another blanket from the linen closet. Then, he returned and handed her the blanket before heading out to the kitchen.
"I'm making a big batch of hot chocolate," he called from the kitchen. "You may have as much as you want."
He returned with another mug of hot chocolate and took the first mug from her hand and brought it out to the kitchen and rinsed it.
# # #
When she wrapped the second blanket around her, and removed her hood, is when he first saw her face. Surprisingly and astonishingly, she was beautiful. Envious of her young age, making him wish that he was fifty-years younger, she was filled with all of her youthful charms of a woman that he was happy to know.
Sizing her up by taking a quick note of her measurements, he judged that she stood about 5' 4" tall. Hard to tell from her jacket and blanket, she seemed slender. Yet, looking shapely, she seemed to have all her curves in the right places.
Difficult not to notice, she had big, blue eyes, and a nice smile. Her long, golden locks fell out from her hooded jacket, spilled out over half of her pretty face, and down around her shoulders. A dainty and grateful smile of recognition crossed her lips as she beheld the kindness of her new found benefactor.
Yet, unable to place her, there was something so familiar about her. Feeling as if he had met her before, almost feeling as if he should know her, while racking his brain, he assured himself that he had seen her somewhere before. Then, not remembering if when he saw her, unable to remember her, he shook the notion that he knew her out of his head. Of course, he'd never forget such a sweet, young lady like her. She's drop dead gorgeous.
Warming her hands, she cupped the hot chocolate with both hands, drained her cup, and looked up at him with her big, beautiful, blue eyes.
"Please, Sir, can I have some more?"
Suddenly, when she said that and in the way that she looked up at him while holding up her cup, she reminded him of Charles Dickens' novel Oliver Twist when Oliver lifted his empty bowl and asked for more food.
"Please, Sir, can I have some more," he remembered Oliver Twist asking?
Again, nose to toes while pushing himself up with two hands on his padded, chair arms, he stood with great difficulty. His knees didn't like this cold and damp weather. He quickly grabbed his cane.
"Of course," he replied as he went to retrieve the hot carafe of chocolate. "There's plenty more for you."
He refilled her mug and, holding up his own mug, he refilled that, too. He sat in his recliner while staring at her and smiling. Forgetting what it was like, it was nice to have company, especially the company of a beautiful, young woman. His type of women, he had always been attracted to beautiful, petite, and blonde women with blue eyes and big tits. Unfortunately, he couldn't tell her breasts size from her jacket but she looked as if she had decent sized breasts.
# # #
"Thank you for the fire and the extra blanket. I'm getting warmer now, especially with this wonderful hot chocolate," she said with gratitude. "Something I've been craving, no doubt, because of the cold, I haven't had hot chocolate with cinnamon and marshmallows like this since forever."
She smiled up at him.
"Thank you," she said. "You're very sweet."
Something that he hasn't done in a long while, McKinsey let out a big smile. She made him smile. With him always grumpy, he couldn't remember when he smiled. With him living alone, he had no reason to be happy.
"You are more than welcome, miss..." he said, pausing with curiosity. "I don't even know your name," he said. "What's your name? And how old are you? You look so very young," he said.
She smiled.
"My name is Christina but all my friends call me Christie. You may call me Christie, too," she said, extending her hand. "I'm 22-years-old."
Again, not an easy thing for him to do, pushing down with both hands again, while leaning forward nose over toes, McKinsey stood from his recliner, and crossed the small room to shake her dainty hand. Her small, soft hand was still cold but she was warming up. Then, she surprised him by what she said next.
"Sit here on the couch beside me," she said. "You can keep me warm."
Inviting him to sit next to her, she patted the couch cushions next to her. She stood, removed the blanket, and removed her jacket.
"I'm feeling warmer now, but I'd love your company," she said.
She smiled at him while patting the couch cushions again.
# # #
Obediently obeying her, he sat next to her.
"My name is Duncan but everyone calls me Mac," he said, introducing himself with a smile. "Actually, there's no longer anyone to call me Mac. All of my friends are either dead or have moved away," he said with sadness.
Surprised that she asked him to sit next to her, something that he hadn't felt in a long time, he felt excited sitting next to such a young and beautiful woman. Not knowing why or what it was, he didn't know, but there was something special and something familiar about her. Suppressing the thought, as if she was his girlfriend, his wife, or his lover, he had a sudden urge to put his arm around her. As if he wanted to protect her from harm, he wanted to hold her.
Unable to remove his eyes from her, she had an engaging smile. Then, shocking him, as if she was his granddaughter and he was her grandfather, and as if reading his mind, she lifted his arm by his hand, put it around her. Then, leaning towards him and pressing himself against him, she snuggled under his arm, put her arm around his waist, and hugged him. Almost as if someone had removed a huge burden from her shoulders, seemingly comfortably content, she sighed a big breath of relief.
As if she had been lost and had finally returned home, he returned her smile with his smile. Afraid to touch her, as if she was breakable, he finally returned her hug with his hug. Surprising himself, not knowing why he did it, but something told him that hugging her in such a familiar way was the right thing to do.
When Christie looked up into his eyes, shocking him, she suddenly leaned up to him, and kissed him on his lips. He couldn't believe that this young and beautiful woman kissed him. It wasn't just the friendly kiss that one would receive as a thank you, it was a kiss that was full of emotion, warmth, lust, and passion.
Then, she parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him. Without thinking, unable to remember the last time he kissed a woman, he automatically returned her French kiss with his passionate kiss. If it wasn't enough that she hugged him and kissed him but she French kissed him, too.
Wrapped in each other's arms, an unexpected pleasure, not stopping with just one kiss, they made out like a couple of horny eighteen-year-old teenagers. Having been years since he not only made out with a woman, he felt her through her clothes. His horny hand found its way to her big breasts beneath her unzipped jacket.
He felt her breasts through her sweater, blouse, and bra. Her breasts felt firm, possibly a C cup, and perched themselves high on her chest. He had grown accustomed to feeling the sagging and flabby breasts of elderly women.
Not admonishing him for touching and feeling her in such an inappropriate way, and not slapping his hands away, with her arm around his neck, she continued allowing him to feel her breasts through her blouse and her bra. Not denying him the pleasure of feeling her through her clothes, her posture was open to him to continue to touch and feel her while kissing her. He gently squeezed and massaged her delectable mounds of pure pleasure through her blouse and her bra. Then, making her gasp, he slowly slid his thumbs over her stiffening nipples.
Returning the favor, with him old enough to be her grandfather, surprising him, Christie reached her small hand down and to his lap. She felt, squeezed, and massaged his erecting penis through his trousers. He couldn't remember the last time that a woman felt his cock. His prick swelled and stiffened in the way that it hadn't been hard in years. Glad that he could still get it up, because of her, he had a raging erection.
# # #
They paused in their kisses long enough for her to look up into each other's eyes.
"Yes," she said and was all that she said.
Giving him her permission, he didn't have to be psychic to know her meaning.
After Chrisie told McKinsey yes to continue, they resumed their kissing and fondling. While waiting for her to stop him, he was surprised when she didn't. He helped her remove her sweater. Then, he slowly unbuttoned her blouse. He looked to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. Then, once her blouse was fully unbuttoned, he opened it, and removed her blouse.
He stared at her sexy, red, lacy, low-cut bra. He stared at the tops of her meaty breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. He stared at her areolas and her erect nipples that he could clearly see through her sheer brassiere. Then, he felt her breasts and fingered her nipples through her bra while continuing to kiss her.
As if he was in the backseat of his '65 chevy again with his 18-year-old prom date, proud of himself for still having the touch, he reached around behind her and unhooked her bra with one hand. He removed her bra straps from her shoulders, her arms from her bra straps. Then, as if there was a drumroll of anticipation, he ever so slowly removed her bra.
Something that he hasn't seen in forever, he feasted his old eyes on the most perfect, young breasts that he had ever seen. He touched her naked breasts, felt them, and fondled them while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Then, he leaned forward and devoured her areolas while sucking her nipples, first one and then the other while continuing to finger her nipples.
Christie moaned contentedly and ran her fingers through his silver hair. With one hand on her breast, his other hand went to her mound and began to massage her vulva through her pants. He found her clothing-clad vagina much warmer than the rest of her body. He felt her dampness growing through her pants and panties. She was wet. He couldn't remember the last time he made a woman wet.



She unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and unzipped his fly. Her soft and warm hand pulled open the waistband of his boxers. Her fingers snaked its way into his underwear searching for his erection. As soon as she found it, wrapping her manicured fingers around it, she gripped his now stiff cock. Then, with her arms around my neck and legs around my back, she pulled him on top of her while they continued passionately kissing.
# # #
She paused to catch her breath while looking into his eyes wantonly.
"Where's your bedroom, Mac," she asked with lustful arousal?
Forgetting about his bad knees, he scooped up this tiny waif of a woman in his arms. She felt so light. She couldn't have weighed more than 110 pounds. As if this was their honeymoon, he carried this sweet angel into his no longer empty and lonely bedroom.
He gently laid her on his bed. Instead of ripping one another's clothes off, as if he was unwrapping an expensive Christmas gift, he carefully pulled down her pants. Then, staring at her topless, he removed her lacy, red panties that matched her bra that she had left in the living room. As if a trophy, he mounted her panties on his bedpost.
Amid impassioned kissing and fondling, they fell back onto his bed. This little woman was all over him like a woman possessed. He rolled her onto her back as she spread her legs wide to expose her glistening wet, pink pussy.
Her clitoris was engorged and prominently protruding from its hood. It had been so long since he had the pleasure of eating such a delectable feast that was being offered to him. He couldn't wait to make himself comfortable between her shapely legs. While sniffing and basking in her musky aroma, he couldn't wait to finger her. He couldn't wait to lick her.
Having never been with such a naturally blonde, young woman before, he marveled at her smooth outer lips with only a tiny patch of true blonde pubic hair like a star on the top of a Christmas tree that decorated her pussy. He nuzzled into that wonderful vulva and inhaled her intoxicating aroma. Then he gently licked her labia at first until she started to quiver.
As soon as she did, he licked and sucked her clit. Then, rubbing her clit harder, he licked her faster. Surprisingly, not taking her long to cum, she shivered and quivered with a large orgasm while holding his head with two hands. While moving his head side to side, she wiped her vaginal secretions all over his face. She writhed in ecstasy, then as if humping his mouth, her hips bucked up to meet his tongue.
He placed a finger into her very tight vagina and she immediately came again. He stroked in and out of her pussy with his finger and with his tongue as her juices freely flowed. He added a second finger, and finally a third finger, as she continued to buck and moan with one orgasm after another. Then when he moved up to her to hold her, they held each other tightly as she regained her breath.
# # #
"That was even better than I imagined it could be," she said between gasping for breath.
After regaining her strength, Christie pushed him onto his back. She smiled up at him. Then, she moved halfway down the bed.
"Now it's my turn to pleasure you," she said with excitement.
She clutched his throbbing erection in her soft and warm, small hand. She stroked him to a bigger and a harder erection while staring up at him. Then, leaning forward, she hungrily sucked him like a Dyson vacuum cleaner.
He had never felt so hard and lustfully horny in his entire life. He couldn't even remember the last time he had an orgasm but this tiny lady was determined to suck him dry! He felt that old urge to cum, and while trying to delay it, he couldn't stop it.
"Christie! Christie! Oh, my God, Christie. I'm going to cum,' he said.
He gave her fair warning and the time to pull him from her lips should she not want him to cum in her mouth! Determined to make him cum in her mouth, instead of removing him from her mouth, she stroked him faster. She stroked him harder. She sucked him deeper.
"Cum, Mac. Cum. Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said, removing his big dick to speak.
As soon as she told him to cum, he did. Then, with another loud groan, he shot the biggest load of cum that had ever ejaculated since he was a teenager in the mouth of his 18-year-old prom date, Mary Beth. Too much for her to swallow, she removed his stiff prick from her mouth.
Then, holding his cock as if she held a mini-hose, cum spurted out all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. With her dripping with his cum, she laughed. He gave Christie a cum bath, and seemingly, she loved it.
He watched her wipe his semen from her face, her hair, and her breasts with a hand towel that he kept by the bed. Exhausted, he collapsed back into the bed, out of breath, he couldn't speak. She placed her finger on my lips and smiled.
"You don't have to say anything. It was my pleasure. I loved blowing you as much as I loved you eating my pussy. We could both use a break," she said.
He tried to sit up but, with her soft hand to my chest, she lovingly pushed me back down on the bed.
"I remember seeing where your refrigerator was. What would you like to drink?" She grinned. "I'll bring you some water."
She winked, and not bothering to cover herself, she walked out of his bedroom, and disappeared into the kitchen.
Mac stared at her tight, naked buns doing a slow samba as she walked. When Christie returned, instead of bringing water, she carried our mugs of hot chocolate. With hot chocolate the best drink on this cold, winter's day, they laughed while sipping their drinks.
# # #
With them both in bed naked, now was a good time for them to get to know one another better by knowing more about each other. Christie took his hand, and looked into his eyes.
"Mac, I already know more about you than you think," she said cryptically. "As you know more about me, that really doesn't matter anymore because I finally found you. Let's just leave it at that for now," she said. "I'll explain more later."
She gave him a big hug and a loving smile.
"Let's make slow passionate love," said this little angel.
With her taking the lead, she gave him another deep, wet kiss. He gently pushed her back on the bed and mounted her. He made slow and sweet, passionate love to her while kissing her and touching and feeling her firm, naked body everywhere.
He humped her faster. He humped her harder. He fucked this little doll.
Then, not allowing him to have all of the fun, she rolled him over, and sat on him as if she was riding a wild stallion bareback. With her so young and filled with energy, she returned his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. She fucked him as fast and as hard as he fucked her.
"Mac! Mac," she said. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Mac," she said. "Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Mac. Fuck me," she said.
After he ejaculated another load in her pussy and she had her orgasm, they fell asleep in each other's arms. Whenever they awakened during the night, they made slow and passionate love again before falling asleep again. After giving her several more orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock, they fell asleep while holding one another again.
Something that he hasn't done in years and didn't forget how to do, he enjoyed exploring and pleasing her beautiful body. Totally exhausted, they finally fell into a deep sleep while still holding one another. Seemingly, now that she found him, she didn't want to let go of him.
# # #
Christmas morning, Mac awoke with the sun beaming brightly through his living room window. He was disoriented at first, and not realizing where he was. It was late, around noon. Always up and about at sunrise, he's never slept as much and this late as this.
Totally confused and disoriented, surprisingly, he awakened naked.
'Why am I naked,' he thought? 'When did I remove my clothes? I don't remember.'
He thought that he had fallen asleep in his bed but had fallen asleep in his recliner. His wonderful, old bottle of scotch was on the floor and empty by his chair. Other than the first drink, he didn't remember drinking any more of it.
He sat up, and rubbed his eyes. The fire in the fireplace was out. He was cold. He needed to get his robe. He needed to light a fire. Surprised that he didn't pee himself while sleeping in his recliner, he needed to pee.
Ever carefully, he stood while grabbing his cane. He was dizzy. Just making it to the bathroom without falling, thank God for the grab handles that he installed everywhere around the house to hold onto as he unsteadily walked.
No longer able to move all the way down to sit on a standard toilet seat with his arthritic knees, he sat on his raised toilet seat instead of standing. While sitting and peeing, he held onto the toilet surround stand that he installed to stand up from the toilet. A never ending pee, he peed like a racehorse.
He walked to his bedroom and grabbed his robe. His bed was still made. Clearly, even though he thought that he did, he hadn't slept in his bed. Never remembering his dreams, he remembered this one.
# # #
'I had the most wonderful dream last night,' he thought. 'It felt so real." Then something that didn't belong in his bedroom caught his eye. There was something red hanging on his bedpost. It was a pair of red, lacy panties! Feeling like a pervert that he had become, he thought that he went to bed with a woman's pair of panties.
'Yet, where did I get them,' he thought? 'Where did they come from?'
Then, when he picked them up and felt them, they were still damp. With him not a panty sniffer, he moved the panties to his nose and sniffed them. They saved the aroma of an excited woman.
'Nah. This can't be,' he thought. 'Yet, unable to remember to understand, how could these panties find their way into his bedroom and onto his bedpost?'
# # #
Not giving it another thought, hurting his head to think about it, he stuffed the panties in his pocket. He quickly started a fire in the fireplace to warm the house. Then, when he walked into the kitchen to start a pot of coffee, mysteriously, there were two, empty mugs of hot chocolate on the kitchen counter.
'What the fuck,' he thought?
As bewildered as he was confused, he couldn't remember. As soon as his coffee brewed, he poured himself a big mug of black coffee, and headed from the kitchen and back to his recliner while still confused and trying to remember. Yet, there was no logical explanation for my dream with the evidence that he found this morning. Either it was the scotch or someone was here last night.
Choosing to ignore it, too troubling to think about it anymore, clearly, after polishing off a fifth of scotch, he was drunk, too drunk to remember any more. After drinking two cups of coffee and eating breakfast, he quickly dressed. The storm was over. The plows did a good job of clearing the streets.
He opened his front door to see if I had a newspaper, he didn't, perhaps because it was a holiday, Christmas. Instead, he settled in his chair again, turned on the TV, and flipped to the news. The broadcasters were all in a tizzy while commenting on several reports of strange events overnight.
Surprisingly, nothing bad happened. Instead, as if Santa had visited everyone, the news was filled with unexplained, good occurrences. He shook his head and wondered if anyone else had dreams like he did.
# # #
Then, he heard children down the street outside playing with their Christmas gifts, building snow forts, and having snowball fights. Santa must have been good to them. Working on his third cup of coffee, there was a loud knock on his front door. A small crowd had gathered outside of his house. He heard the murmur of several people all whispering and talking in hushed voices among themselves.
When he opened his door, shocked by what he saw, everyone yelled.
"Surprise!"
The faces of many of his lifelong friends with their spouses that had moved away so long ago stood outside his door. There was Robert, Dexter, John, Richard, Bill, Curtis and even Jack. He recognized Kimberly, Debbie, Linda, Martha, Pam and even Becky.
In total disbelief, he invited them all inside. They filled his small living room. Not having enough chairs for them to sit, they grabbed chairs from the dining room and the kitchen. Then, he heard the voices of his co-workers, Gary, Steven, Mike, and Ken.
"Hey Mac, where's your Christmas tree? Why don't you have a tree this year? No worries, we figured that you wouldn't have one, so we brought you one," they said with a laugh.
Several of the guys hauled in a live 8' Balsam Fir and stood it in the corner of the room, opposite the fireplace. The ladies, bless their hearts, brought decorations. Some of the wives of my friends carried in a veritable holiday feast complete with turkey, duck, and Ken even brought some venison that he had shot and processed himself!
# # #
"How did this all come together, he asked amid the hustle and the bustle? Except the guys from the office, no one else lived anywhere near him anymore. How did you all decide to come here? Who organized this?"
Richard and his wife Rita spoke up and said it's all this lady's doings. Everyone parted to allow a lone woman to enter. Richard introduced the lady. In case you didn't recognize her, this is Christina Christmas Noelle but she is better known as Christie.
Christina Noelle appeared to be in her forties, and stood about 5' 4" tall with blonde hair, big, sparkling blue eyes, and what looked like C cup breasts. Her petite, sexy frame was slim and shapely, and seemingly very fit for her age. She smiled a knowing smile. Again, he felt that strange feeling that he felt last night.
'Christie,' he thought. 'Her name is Christie. Christie was in my dream. Did I have sex with this woman last night? Are those her red, lace panties that I found in my bedroom and that are now stuffed in my pocket?'
Was that just a dream? He didn't know. He couldn't remember. Clearly, he was drunk out of my mind. Christina remarked with a wink.
"Your house is exactly the way I remembered it," she said with a smile.
'What? Huh? My house is exactly the way she remembered it? When was she here? What did she mean by that,' he wondered to himself?
# # #
After making the rounds greeting old friends and co-workers, he managed to steal a few moments alone with Christie.
"I'm wondering why I have this feeling that we've met before," he said.
She smiled. If she wasn't beautiful enough before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled.
"Yes, we've met before," answered Christie cryptically again. "Out of the kindness of your heart, you came to our house to do some repair work for my folks. Years ago, nearly thirty-years ago, you helped my parents and wouldn't accept any money. I was twenty-two-years-old at the time and now, I'm forty-eight-years-old," she said. "Much older than me, you were forty-six-years-old."
She gave him that smile that she gave him when she patted the couch cushion and invited him to sit beside her.
"You were old enough to be my father then," she said with a cute, little laugh. "You were much older than me. Yet, no matter your age, I had an immediate attraction to you. I had this funny feeling in my stomach. I asked my mom and grandmom about it," she said.
My grandmother smiled at me. Granny was there when you were doing the repair work and she felt something, too, as if she already knew you. She paused to smile at him.
"Do you know what a soulmate is," she asked?"
Mac nodded.
"As if we're gypsies or psychics, as if we have radar that locks in, our family are sensitive about such things. We pick up on strangers that will be our soulmates, our predetermined, and destined to be loved ones."
She took his hands in her hands.
"It's like that movie with Warren Beatty and Julie Christie, Heaven Can Wait. He dies and returns in a different body. Yet, it doesn't matter. She knows that this stranger is her one and only, who was reincarnated in a different body and as another person," she said.
# # #
"Soulmates," he said. "With the billions of people living on the planet, that may take an impossibly long time to find your forever person, if ever you do."
She nodded my head.
"I agree. Yet, no matter our age, that would explain the feelings that I get when I'm around you," she said. "I feel as if I've known you all my life, and even through past lives, and the passages of time that we've lived together."
Mac smiled at his newly found soulmate.
"Yet, that still doesn't explain how you were able to coordinate this whole Christmas surprise party," he said.
She nodded her head and explained.
"It wasn't easy but remember I grew up here as well," explained Christie. "My mom was about your age and knew many of your friends. I was able to track down most of them and I invited the ones who could make it. I planned to surprise you on Christmas. They all knew you didn't date, didn't have anyone, and knew you didn't have much of a family anymore, so, we decided to give you the best Christmas present possible," she said.
She stood on her toes and gave him a deep, wet kiss.
"Then, when I knew that I had found you, I braved the storm to be alone with you for our romantic night of passion," she said with a smile. "I needed to have sex with you before this big event. I needed to explain and to help make you understand," she said.
Mac nodded his head and smiled.
"I understand about the soulmate thing, and now I understand about what I thought was a dream that I had last night? I dreamt that we had sex. Now, I know that we did. I have our panties," he said with a laugh.
He removed her panties from his pocket and discreetly handed them to her. She quickly pocketed them. I still stared at her bewildered.
"Um yeah, about that," she grinned. "Granny helped me with that, too. No matter the weather, she told me that I should go to you."
She gave him a wink. Then, she took him by his hand. Now that she found him again, she'd never let him go. They enjoyed the party while planning the rest of their lives together.
'There had to have been something special about that old bottle of Auld Lang Syne that I found hidden behind the bar,' thought Mac. 'Tomorrow, as soon as the liquor store opens, I plan on buying a case of it.'
Merry Christmas, here's hoping that you all find your soulmates, and I hope all your dreams come true.
THE END
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I Want My Mother for Christmas, #01
All that Michael wants for Christmas is his mother, Elizabeth.
"All I want for Christmas is my two, front teeth..."
All Michael wants for Christmas is mom's two, big breasts...and her red, full lips, her shapely ass, her red, bushy pussy, and her naked body.
# # #
Counting the days, twenty-four-year-old Michael couldn't wait for Christmas. As if it was a dream or a sexual fantasy that may become his worst nightmare, he decided to make his move on his forty-eight-year-old mother, Elizabeth, on Christmas Eve night. Making his intentions clear, with not so subtle hints, he bought his mother sexually inappropriate Christmas gifts.
With her having a two glass limit before becoming tipsy, and a three glass limit before becoming drunk, he hoped to get her tipsy if not drunk with champagne. He bought two bottles of the bubbly and aligned them in an oversized ice bucket that fit the two bottles of champagne to chill. Having never seen his mother drunk, he was curious to know what kind of drunk she'd be.
Would she be funny? Would she be belligerent? Would she be sexy? Would she no longer care how she sat? Would she continually flash her panties in upskirt peeks when cross, uncrossing, and/or sitting with her knees parted? Would she flash him down blouse views of her cleavage and her bra when leaning forward? Wondering what she'd do or say after having had too much champagne, he hoped she'd be as sexy as he was horny.
# # #
His mother, Elizabeth, is tall, 5' 9" tall. Nearly as tall as him when she's wearing her high heels, with him 6' 2" tall, she's his perfect height. She's beautiful. She has long, lush, red hair, big, beautiful, blue eyes, and freckles. With her having not too many freckles and not too little, but just the right amount, Michael loved his mother's freckles.
Something that always gets his focused attention as soon as she walks in a room, Liz has enormous, Irish milkmaid, double D cup breasts, and a shapely ass. Michael has a thing for redhead, older women with big tits and freckles. He has a thing for his mother, Elizabeth. Adoring her, he loves his mother.
After lusting over her for six, long, frustrating years, since he became a man at eighteen-years-old, with his mother no longer having a man in her life, he needed to know if she wanted him as much as he wanted her. Foolish of him to think that his mother would have sex with him, he hoped she would. Perhaps, if he got her drunk enough, she'd let down her inhibitions and give him what he wanted.
This was it. This was finally it. A longtime coming, today was the day that he was going to make his feelings known to his mother. Christmas eve was when he was going to make an inappropriate pass at her.
He needed to know if she had inadvertently or deliberately teased him by continually flashing him upskirt peeks of her sheer, white panties. How many times can he see her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her big patch of her red, bushy pubic hair before wanting to kiss her while touching and feeling her through her clothes?
He needed to know if her continued up nightgown peeks of her red, bushy pussy was accidental or deliberate. He wondered if she had unintentionally flashed him down blouse views of her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bras. Then, when leaning over him to serve him food or pour him coffee, he needed to know if she had accidentally flashed him down nightgown views of her naked breasts, her areolas, and her erect nipples or had deliberately flashed him.
Because of his MILF of a mother, he had become a masturbation machine. Every morning, he masturbated over imagining his mother naked. Every night, he stroked himself over imagining having sex with her. Every day, he masturbated three and four times over the forbidden thoughts of his mother having an incestuous relationship with his mother.
He had seen enough upskirt peeks of her panties, up nightgown peeks of her naked pussy, down blouse views of her cleavage and bra, and down nightgown views of her naked tits to want to see his mother naked. He had seen enough peeks, flashes, and views of her to want to have sex with her beautiful, naked body. Daring himself to do so, after she flashed him so very many times, returning the favor of her exhibitionism with his exhibitionism, he wanted to dick flash his mother but he didn't dare.
Nonetheless, if he did dick flash her, curious for her reaction to see his erect, naked cock, he wondered if she'd look at his naked, erect cock. He wondered if she'd stare at his big dick. He wondered if she'd look away in embarrassment and in shame. Then, hope beyond hope, he wondered if she'd reach out and take him in her hand to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. As much as he'd love her to masturbate him, he'd love her to blow him.
# # #
Forget about opening thoughtful presents wrapped in holiday, pretty paper with bows and colorful ribbons, the only gift that Michael wanted was his mother, Elizabeth. While making out with her, as if unwrapping an expensive Christmas present, slowly removing her clothes, he wanted to undress his mother. He wanted to strip her naked while touching and feeling her shapely body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother.
Again, something he had been dreaming of receiving, and her giving, the only gift that he wanted was his mother. The only gift that he wanted to see in front of the Christmas tree or under the tree was his mother posing for him while naked. Nothing else mattered, after checking off his holiday list that he had been good for his mother instead of being naughty, now he wanted to be naughty with his mother. All that he wanted for Christmas was her.
Going beyond what was appropriate, twenty-four-year-old Michael was in love with his forty-eight-year-old best friend, the woman of his sexual dreams and erotic fantasies, his mother, Elizabeth. He couldn't wait to celebrate Christmas with her, his soulmate, the love of his life, and his hoped-for sexual lover, his mother. All he wanted for Christmas was to see his mother without her clothes and to have sex with her naked body. All he wanted for Christmas was to make out with his mother while making love to her before fucking her.
"Merry Christmas, Mom," he said as soon as he walked into the living room.
Instead of her changing into her nightgown, she still dressed in her blouse and short skirt. With him ready for bed, hopefully with his mother, he had already changed into his pajama bottoms without underwear. On his way to getting an erection, his big dick already showed its bulging presence.
Wanting to show her what he really wanted for Christmas, he wished he had the audacity to give his mother a deep, wet kiss instead of giving her a kiss on her cheek. He'd loved to make out with her while feeling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her blouse and her bra. Then, while kissing her, giving her no doubt what he wanted, he'd love to reach up her short skirt and cup her pussy through her panties.
With her sitting on her favorite chair, he'd love to step closer to her, pull his big dick out from his pajama bottoms, put a gentle hand behind her red, pretty head, and stick his cock in his mother's mouth. He'd love for her to blow him. He'd love her to stroke him while sucking him. He'd love to cum in her beautiful mouth. Only, he'd never defile her in that disgusting way by forcing her to give him oral sex. Even though he'd love for her to blow him, he'd never force her to suck his cock.
# # #
Taking a big chance that he'd ruined everything between them, he told her he loved her many times before, of course, but not like this, never like this, not romantically, and surely not sexually. Having no idea how she'd feel about his illicit confession, she may be shocked to learn that he loved her not as a son loved his mother but as a man loved a woman.
Having no idea how she'd feel by his honest and open and honest confession, she may be shocked to learn that he wanted her in such a forbidden way. Yet, just as she may be shocked to know that he sexually wanted her, he may be disappointed to know that she may not sexually want him.
'I love you, Mom,' he wished he could say while giving her a deep, wet kiss. 'I want you, Mom,' he wished he could confess while making out with her, touching, and feeling her everywhere through her clothes and where a son should never touch and feel his mother. 'I want to have sex with you, Mom,' he wished he had the courage to confess while undressing her. 'What I want for Christmas is you.'
Yet, tired of carrying an unrequited torch of romance in his heart, he needed to know one way or the other if she felt the same way about him as he felt about her. Nervous and questioning his own feelings, and second guessing his emotions, desires, and intentions, he felt the way that a man must feel when down on one knee, holding up the ring, and asking a woman to marry him. Only, this woman wasn't any woman. This woman was his mother.
Moreover, he wasn't asking her to marry him, he was asking her for sex, incestuous sex. Not knowing how she'd respond to his inappropriate Christmas wish, he felt the way that a man must feel when waiting for the woman he just proposed to say yes or no. If there was a Santa Claus, he could only imagine what Santa would say. If there was a Santa Claus, he'd be placed on Santa's naughty list for the rest of his perverted life for wanting to have incestuous sex with his mother.
"I beg your pardon? Perhaps I misheard you, Michael," he imagined Santa saying with Michael sitting on his lap. "Did you just confess to Santa that what you want for Christmas is to have sex with your mother?" Instead of saying, "Ho! Ho! Ho," Santa would surely say, "No! No! No!"
Yet, just as ridiculous for someone to understand that Michael wanted to have sex with his mother as his Christmas gift, it would be even more bizarre for his mother to grant him his incestuous wish. It was one thing for a son to incestuously lust over his mother sexually but it was something else entirely for a mother to lust over her son. More common for a son wanting to see his mother naked and have sex with her naked body, it was the rare mother who allowed her son to see her naked and have sex with her naked body.
He had no idea how she'd react to his strange Christmas request. Chances are, she wouldn't understand his sexual attraction to her. Chances are, she'd be embarrassed, mortified, and angry. Chances are she'd wonder what she did wrong in bringing up her son. Chances are she'd want to take him to a psychiatrist to have his head examined. Yet, saving a glimmer of hope and wishing against all odds, he hoped that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
# # #
'She loves me. She loves me not,' he thought as if he was pulling pedals from an imaginary flower. 'She wants to see me naked as much as I want to see her naked. She wants to suck me as much as I want to lick her. She wants to make love to me as much as I want to make love to her. She wants to fuck me as much as I want to fuck her,' he thought.
After already having told her what he wanted for Christmas, he hoped she'd grant him his Christmas wish. Just as he hoped she'd accept him as her lover, he hoped she wouldn't reject him as her paramour because he was her son. Taking the chance to tell her how he felt on this special night, Christmas Eve, she looked at him as if she already knew his inappropriate, sexual intentions and what he meant by wanting her for Christmas.
Only, just guessing how she felt, unless he could read her mind, which he couldn't, he had no idea what she was thinking. All that he could do was to wonder if she was sexually thinking of him in the way that he always sexually thought of her. If it wasn't enough that she may reject him and not grant him his Christmas wish, she may ask him to leave her house. If it wasn't enough that he lost his ex-girlfriend to his father over sex, he didn't want to lose his mother over sex too. Nonetheless, he had to try.
'I want you, Mom,' he thought whenever he was with her. 'I have to have you. Please, Mom. I beg you to have sex with me.'
Hoping his positive, romantic, and incestuous thoughts would penetrate his mother's being, her brain, her soul, and sway her to feel the same way sexual way about him, he silently chanted to himself whenever he was with her.
'I love you. I want you. I need you. I love you. I want you. I need you,' he thought over and again. 'I love you. I want you. I need you.'
Yet, with him feeling romantically differently about her than other women his age, nonetheless his strong romantic feeling that he held for her, he didn't want to marry her or even date her. Too weird for him to think of having that kind of a matrimonial or steady dating relationship with his mother, of course he didn't want to marry and/or date his own mother. Yet, if the thought of dating and/or marrying his mother wasn't weird enough, he just wanted to see his mother naked. He just wanted to have incestuous sex with her.
# # #
While kissing her, French kissing her, he wanted to touch and feel her through her clothes. While kissing her, French kissing her, he wanted to strip her naked and touch and feel every part of her naked body. Unprepared for her to reject him, not ready to take no for an answer, he wanted to see her without her clothes as much as he wanted her to see him without his clothes. He wanted to have sex with his mother.
A sexy, forbidden sight he longed to see, he wanted to see, touch, and feel his naked mother everywhere a son should never see, touch, and feel his naked mother. He wanted his naked mother to see, touch, and feel him everywhere a mother should never see, touch, and feel her naked son. He wanted to make love to her before fucking her. Wanting to give her multiple orgasms with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock, he wanted to watch and hear her cum.
'Oh, Michael,' he imagined his mother's eyes bulging with sexual passion. He imagined her mouth falling open, her arching her back, and stiffening her long, legs while he continued fucking his mother. 'I'm cumming. Michael. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming,' he imagined her saying.
He imagined his mother tightly wrapping her arms around his neck and her legs around her back.
'Don't stop, Michael. Please don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me,' she said. "I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming."
# # #
Yet, treading on thin ice, the last thing he wanted was to insult her, offend her, pressure her, and/or make her feel uncomfortable in her own house. The last thing he wanted was to ruin the good mother and son close relationship that they enjoyed. The last thing he wanted was for her to think him a pervert for wanting to see her naked and for wanting to have sex with her. A real conundrum, yet a chance he was willing to take, he didn't know how else to let her know how he felt about her without telling her and risking them splitting apart.
Chances are, in the way that he looked at her and with him always with her, instead of dating other women, she may already know how he perversely felt about her. Chances are, in the way that she looked at him and with her always with him, instead of dating other men, he suspected and he hoped that she felt the same loving way about him. Yet, chances are she doesn't feel the same way about him that he feels about her. Chances are, she'd reject him, not grant him his Christmas wish, and not have sex with him.
Yet, with incestuous sex between them forbidden, what are the odds that she'd feel the same way about him that he felt about her? With naked, physical contact between them deemed inappropriate, what are the odds that they'd come together sexually? No matter how much he wanted to have sex with his mother, it took her to agree to want to have that type of relationship with him, too. Alas, in the way that he sexually wanted her, a viable possibility, she may not sexually want him.
Perhaps going a bit too far, unless he told her, she may not know that he'd willingly finger and lick her pussy to orgasmic pleasure. She may not know that he wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. Unless he told her, she may not know that he'd love for her to stroke his stiff prick, suck his erect cock, allow him to ejaculate his cum in her mouth, and watch her swallow his cum. She may not know that he wanted her to give him multiple orgasms with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy.
If there was one woman that he was dying to have sex with, it was Elizabeth, his best friend, who unfortunately was his mother. With his father deserting his mother after marrying Michael's ex-girlfriend, he was home alone with his mother. With his mother without a boyfriend and him without a girlfriend, and them not even dating anyone anymore, this may be his best chance to sexually seduce his mother. Hopefully, she was just as horny and sexually frustrated as he was.
He lost count how many times he masturbated while imagining sexual scenarios of them intimately coming together. He lost count how many times he masturbated while imagining his mother in her sexy nightgowns, in her low-cut bra, bikini panties, and/or topless. He lost count how many times he masturbated over imagining his mother naked and him having sex with her. He lost count how many times he sexually fantasized and dreamt about having sex with Elizabeth, his MILF of a mother.
# # #
While masturbating himself, he imagined one sexy, incestuous, sexual scenario after another. Caught in a blizzard, a life or death tragic event, he imagined them trapped alone in a ski lodge after experiencing an avalanche. Barely making it to safety, the doors and windows of the building were buried in twelve feet of heavy wet snow and ice. Having skied for their lives, they managed to barely beat the avalanche before it buried them. Had they not made it to shelter, they would have been buried alive.
With their clothes soaking wet, he imagined that they had to remove their clothes and hang them over the fire to dry. He imagined they had to sleep naked together beneath wool blankets that were left behind. With no reception on the cell phones, they were trapped and doomed to die.
Alone and naked with his naked mother, his imagined, sexy scenario didn't get any better than this one. Somehow, he forgot about the blizzard outside and the threat that they may not make it home alive. With him naked with his naked mother, he didn't care and, seemingly, she didn't care either.
After imagining the power being knocked out by the storm, he imagined having to cuddle one another to keep warm. He imagined spooning his naked mother and her spooning him. While holding her and hugging her, he imagined touching and feeling her in all the forbidden places that he had sexually fantasized of touching and feeling her. While holding her, hugging him, and pressing her naked body up against his naked body, he imagined his mother touching and feeling him in all the places that he had sexually fantasized of her touching and feeling him.
While thinking that they were going to die from the cold and/or from hunger, abandoning their preconceived and forbidden notions of having incestuous sex with one another, he imagined his mother consensually responding to his sexual touches. If he was going to die, at least he'd die sexually satisfied. When he felt and fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples, he imagined her willingly holding and voluntarily fondling his erect cock. When he fingered his mother's pussy while rubbing her clit while hoping to get her to cum, he imagined her stroking his erect prick while hoping to get him to cum.



After fingering and licking his mother's pussy, imagining giving her a sexual orgasm with his fingers and tongue, he imagined her stroking and sucking his stiff prick and giving him a sexual orgasm with her mouth and hand too. It was so sexually exciting to imagine eating his mother's pussy before imagining her giving him a blowjob. In the way that he imagined his mother having an orgasm, he imagined cumming in his mother's mouth, and her swallowing his cum too.
Then, continuing his sexy scenario, as if this was the last time they'd be having sex with anyone before they died. He imagined they made love before fucking one another. He imagined his mother giving him instructions on how to make her cum. He imagined his mother screaming out his name in orgasmic pleasure.
'Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. That's it. Right there. Don't stop. Fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. You're going to make me cum, Michael. You're going to make mommy cum,' he imagined her saying.
Fucking his mother faster, he fucked her harder. Michael pounded his mother's pussy.
'Michael! Michael! I'm cumming,' he imagined her saying. 'Mommy is cumming.'
# # #
Another one of his favorite, incestuous scenarios, he imagined them traveling together and having to take the last room available in a motel that only had one, full-sized bed to share. He lost count how many times he masturbated over the thoughts of them sleeping together in the same bed. Instead of sleeping in a chair or on the floor, the gentlemanly thing to do, and as he volunteered to do, he imagined his mother inviting him and insisting that he share the bed with her. Always imagining sleeping with his mother, he couldn't believe his dream, hopefully, was about to come true.
Not wanting to wrinkle his clothes as his pretense to undress, normally sleeping in the nude, he imagined sleeping in his underwear and his mother sleeping in her sexy nightgown. During the night, with him peeking beneath the covers to see what he could see of her from the light from his cell phone, he imagined her nightgown rising to her waist and exposing her shapely, naked ass. Then, when she turned to sleep on her back, peeking again, he imagined her exposing her red, bushy pussy to his horny, incestuous eyes.
Beyond being tempted to play in the Devil's incestuous playground, biding his time, he listened to her breathing while waiting until she was sound asleep to sexually touch her. He imagined cuddling her and spooning her as she slept. Then, once she fell fast asleep, he imagined gently feeling her naked ass, stealthily fingering her naked pussy, and sticking his horny hand down her nightgown top to feel her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
'Oh, my God. I can't believe I'm feeling up my mother,' he thought while stroking himself faster and harder. 'I can't believe I'm touching and feeling my mother's naked ass and her naked breasts while fingering her nipples and fingering her pussy.'
Cuddling and spooning her as she slept, he imagined stealthily removing his underwear during the night. He imagined rubbing his erect, naked cock all over his mother's firm, naked ass. Making the most of this fantasized, incestuous, sexual opportunity, he imagined pressing the head of his engorged prick against the back of his mother's moist pussy. He imagined her responding to him in her sleep by pressing the back of her wet pussy up against his erection.
Not stopping there, with her already wet, as his mother slept or pretended to sleep, he imagined gently easing the head of his cock in his mother's cunt. Gently sliding his stiff prick inside of her increasingly wet pussy, he imagined slowly humping her while trying not to awaken her. He imagined deliberately, willfully, and forbiddingly making love to his mother from behind. Then, once she was soaking wet and his engorged cock was deeply seated inside of her, he imagined fucking her in her sleep.
As if he was really having sexual intercourse with his mother, wanting to give her a sexual orgasm with his dick, he imagined fucking his mother fast and hard. Yet, waking her up with his fast and hard humps but too late for her to do anything about it now, he imagined continuing to fuck her doggie-style. Now that she was awake and was more of a participant in their incestuous sex than a spectator, he imagined mounting her and banging her fast and hard while hanging onto her big tits.
With him imagining having sex with his mother in a motel room one of his favorite scenarios to masturbate over, he imagined fucking his mother and her fucking him. He imagined giving her an orgasm with his cock. He imagined her returning his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. He imagined cumming in his mother's warm and wet cunt.
# # #
Still not stopping there with those aforementioned favorite, imagined, incestuous scenarios, he fantasized and masturbated over another sexy scenario. While calling out her name as he stroked his cock faster and harder, with her thinking that there was something wrong, he imagined his mother opening his bedroom door without knocking and catching him stroking himself. With him talking out loud while playing with himself, he wanted her to know that he was masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with her.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'How sexually exciting for my mother to catch me masturbating? Even more sexually exciting than her catching me stroking my prick, how sexually exciting it would be for her to hear me calling her name while I was cumming? Elizabeth, I want you. I need you. I need to have sex with your naked body,' he imagined saying while continuing to stroke himself harder and faster.
Closing his eyes as soon as she barged open his bedroom door, he pretended that he didn't know she was standing there watching him masturbate. Instead of hiding his erect prick from her, he continued stroking himself in front of her as she watched. He imagined his mother wanting to watch him playing himself and cum as much as he wanted her to see him playing with himself and cumming, too.
He imagined opening his eyes just enough to see her. He imagined her staring at him stroking his erect prick while watching him cum. He imagined her feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her blouse and bra while watching him masturbate. He imagined her sticking her other hand up her short skirt and down her white bikini panties to masturbate herself while watching him masturbating himself.
Then, as soon as she finished pleasuring herself, and as soon as he shot a load of cum all over himself, he imagined her taking his erect prick in her hand before taking him in her mouth. Stroking him while sucking him, he imagined cumming in her mouth. Once he had an erection, he imagined her stripping off her clothes and mounting him. He imagined his mother making sweet, slow love to him before fucking him fast and hard.
'Oh, my God, if only, she'd give me my Christmas wish, I'd never ask for anything ever again,' he thought. 'If only my mother would have sex with me, I'd be so happy.'
With her big tits bouncing up and down and swaying side to side, he imagined reaching his horny hands up to harness her naked breasts in his big hands while returning her fast and hard humps with his fast and hard humps. Then, turning her over and mounting her, he imagined making his mother his sexy bitch in the way that she made him her boy toy by fucking her and pounding her pussy doggie style.
# # #
Imagining one last sexy, sexual scenario, he imagined returning the favor of her bursting in his room while he was masturbating. He imagined barging in his mother's bedroom door without knocking and catching her masturbating, too. In the way that he masturbated in front of her unembarrassed and unashamed, cock for cunt, he imagined her continuing to masturbate herself in front of him while unembarrassed and unashamed.
'Oh, my God,' he thought. 'In the way that I'd love for my mother to catch me masturbating and cumming, I'd love to catch her masturbating and cumming too.'
With her knees spread wide apart, he imagined her exciting herself with her vibrator before fucking herself with her dildo while fondling, feeling, and fingering with her naked breasts. Showing him how to masturbate a woman and specifically how to masturbate her, he imagined watching her feel her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples as she rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. Before asking her if she needed his finger, his tongue, and/or his cock, he imagined watching and hearing her cum.
'Oh, God. Oh, my God. Oh, Michael. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming,' he imagined his mother saying while staring at him staring at her. 'Watch me cum, Michael. Watch me cum.'
While continuing to masturbate himself, he imagined staring at his mother's naked body. He imagined staring at her big tits and her erect nipples. He imagined staring at her red, bushy pussy. He imagined her fingering her nipples while rubbing her clit and fingering her pussy.
'You're so beautiful Mom,' he imagined saying to his mother.
He imagined her making eye contact with him and smiling. Then, he imagined her surprising him with what she said next.
'Stick your prick in my mouth while I'm cumming, Michael,' he imagined her saying. 'I need to suck you. Perhaps, I can get you to cum, too. Perhaps, we can cum together and at the same time,' he imagined her saying.
Michael imagined sticking his erect prick in his mother's mouth. He imagined her stroking him while sucking him and while continuing to masturbate herself with her other hand. He imagined her stroking him faster and sucking him deeper. He imagined her giving him the best blowjob of his young life.
'I'm ready to cum, Michael. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming,' he imagined her saying after temporarily removing his cock from her mother to speak. 'Cum for me, Michael. Cum with me. Ejaculate your cum in my mouth while I have my orgasm. I need to swallow you,' he visualized her saying.
He imagined unloading a huge load of cum in his mother's mouth just as she had her orgasm. Then, as soon as he removed his prick from her lips, he envisioned exploding a second load of cum all over his mother's pretty face, in her natural, red hair, and across her enormous, double D cup breasts. While his mother swallowed his first load of cum, he imagined giving his mother a cum bath with his second load of cum.
# # #
Unsure if he missed or imagined her sexual hints. Yet, whether real or imagined, it was sometimes hard to read her because he was so close to her and so biased of his sexual feelings for her. Because she was not only his mother but also his best friend and not his lover, risking their friendship along with their close mother and son relationship, he was taking a big risk in soliciting her for sex. He hoped she sexually wanted him in the same way that he sexually wanted her.
Her continuing to flash him down-blouses of her cleavage and bra, down-nightgowns of her naked breasts, up-skirts of her white panties, and up-nightgowns of her naked pussy, he couldn't even tell if she was deliberately flashing him or inadvertently flashing him. In the way that he was an incestuous voyeur, he hoped that she was an incestuous exhibitionist. If only his mother would make the first incestuous move, he'd make all the rest of the sexual moves. If only his mother would show him that she wanted him as much as he wanted her, he'd be the happiest son on Earth.
He'd love nothing more than to take their friendship and their mother and son relationship to the next, incestuous level and make it more of a sexual relationship. He'd love nothing more than to be sexually intimate with his her. He'd love nothing more than to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. He'd love nothing more than to sexually touch her and feel her while kissing her. He'd love nothing more than to have sex with his mother.
'She loves me. She loves me not. She sexually wants me. She sexually wants me not,' he thought while hoping that she did want him in that forbidden way.
Knowing that his mother loved him as a dear and trusted friend, he knew she loved him as a mother loves her son. Yet, he wondered if his mother could love him as her lover in the way that he could love her as his lover. As sexually exciting as it was to think of her being his lover, it was even sexually devastating to think of her rejecting him.
He'd be overcome with sadness if she didn't want to have sex with him. He'd be overwhelmed with sexual frustration if she didn't grant him his Christmas wish. In the way that he wanted to have sex with her, he hoped that she wanted to have sex with him. In the way that he wanted to give his mother sexual pleasure with his fingers, his mouth, and his cock, he hoped she wanted to give him sexual pleasure with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy.
'Even though it's obvious that she loves me as her best friend and as her son, perhaps, she'd never want me as her lover. Perhaps, she'd never allow me to see her in her panties and bra, topless, and/or naked. Perhaps, she'd never have sex with me because I'm her son,' he thought.
He wondered what her reaction would be to him asking her to be his sexy, sexual Christmas gift. He wondered what her reaction would be to him soliciting her for sex on Christmas Eve of all nights. Curious to know, needing to know, he wondered if she'd say yes or no.
'I want you. I love you. I have to have you, Mom,' he thought.
Going over it again in his head, he needed to know if she sexually felt the same way about him that he felt about her. Perhaps, jeopardizing their friendship and their close mother and son relationship, she'd be deeply hurt, offended, insulted, humiliated, and uncomfortable that he wanted her in that forbidden way. He hoped that she wouldn't be devastatingly hurt, offended, and/or uncomfortable that he dared solicit her for sex, especially on all nights, Christmas Eve.
The last thing he wanted to do was to ruin her Christmas holiday. The last thing he wanted to do was to ruin her life by disclosing that he was an incestuous pervert while hoping that she was an incestuous whore. The last thing he wanted to do was to say the wrong thing for her not to grant him his Christmas wish. Only, he didn't know how else to go about it other than to tell her what he wanted for Christmas was to see his mother naked and to have sex with her naked body.
Reluctant to confess how he sexually felt about her, again, he just hoped that he didn't ruin the close connection, the deep affection, and the solid attachment they enjoyed by asking his mother for sex. As much as he'd be hugely disappointed if she refused to have sex with him, he'd be heartbroken if she sexually rejected him. Yet, even worse than that, he'd never forgive himself if he was to blame for ending their friendship and/or their close mother and son relationship.
A big leap of faith to carry across the imaginary line of incest, he'd be crushed if she didn't want anything to ever do with him again. Yet, he needed to know how she truly felt about him. He needed to know if she'd have sex with him in the way that he wanted to have sex with her. He needed to know if she was as sexually attracted to him as he was to her. Taking a chance, while hoping it was well worth the risk, he persevered.
# # #
"Thank you," she said when he said she looked pretty. "Merry Christmas, Michael," she said, usually calling him Mike but not on this day of peace on Earth.
Glad that she encouraged him to call her Elizbeth and called him Michael, he hoped was an encouraging sign. As if he had just met her instead of having known her all his life, now that he had the image of her naked on his horny mind, he felt awkward around her when he never felt that way before. Having successfully hidden his lust from her for six, long, and frustrating years, with his attraction for her hitting him hard, he looked at her with unveiled lust now.
She returned his look of lust with her look of love, kindness, understanding, and compassion. Not the looks he had hoped to receive but at least she wasn't angry with him for looking at her in that inappropriate way. Unless he was misreading her and he hoped he wasn't, he hoped that she had been thinking about him in the way that he always thought about her.
With them both lonely, they were both sexually frustrated. What better way to erase their loneliness and erase their sexual frustration by having sex with one another? Hoping they were on the same page, and at that same, forbidden, incestuous level, he hoped that they were about to have sex with one another for the first time. He hoped she'd sexually make him the happiest man in the world by giving him the chance to sexually make her the happiest woman in the world.
With their age of no consequence to him, he didn't care that she was twice his age while he hoped that it wouldn't matter to her that he was half her age. What did age matter when they were in bed naked, humping, sweating, and having forbidden sex? With incest of no consequence to him, he didn't care that she was his blood related mother. If anything, having sex with his mother was more sexually exciting than having sex with any other woman.
# # #
'This is it. This is really it. This is finally it. After already having told her what I wanted for Christmas was her, tonight, I'm finally going to make a sexual pass at her. I'm going to confess my inappropriate love and sexual lust for my mother.
'Something that no son should ever do with his mother, I'm going to solicit her for sex,' he thought. 'In the way that I want to finger her, lick her, make love to her, and fuck her, if she affirmatively responds to me, I'm going to ask her to stroke me, suck me, make love to me, and fuck me, too.'
Michael imagined asking his mother to have sex with him. What would she say? What could she say? She could only say yes or she could say no. With him having fifty-fifty odds and having more to win, a gamble that he was willing to take, what did he have to lose?
He imagined her turning him down, calling him a pervert, and taking him to have his head examined. Then, he imagined her wanting to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her. He imagined his mother, Elizabeth, as his forbidden lover.
'Now or never, forever kicking myself if I don't, I need to make my sexual move. I need to finally make my sexual intentions and my sexual feelings known. I need to make my mother my woman. I no longer want to be just her best friend and/or just her son. I want to be her lover,' he thought while looking at her with nervousness and filled with self-doubt.
Not wasting precious time with conversation as he always did before when sitting with her, then regretting not making a sexual move on her later, something special was in the air. Feeling so right, tonight was the night. Maybe because it was Christmas Eve and with them surrounded by Christmas decorations, the warmth from the fire, and with the snow silently falling outside, he couldn't have picked a more romantic moment if he had tried.
As if it was kismet, fate, and/or their destiny, it was as if they both knew what was about to happen. Hopefully in tune with one another, as if the angels were smiling down on them, he hoped that they were both on the same page. All he wanted for Christmas was to see his mother without her clothes and to have sex with her. Then, when their eyes met, as if she wanted him as much as he wanted her, the mood was magical.
Obviously, while sitting on the couch together across from the fireplace, in the way that she looked at him, he surmised that she wanted to be kissed. She wanted him to kiss her. His mother wanted him to kiss her in the way that he wanted to kiss her. Obviously, in the way she looked at him, he surmised that she wanted him as much as he wanted her. Befitting that this should happen on Christmas Eve, in the way that she looked at him and leaned into him as if to cuddle, he hoped that she was ready for this romantic moment as much as he was.



When she slouched down closer to him while staring up at him, he hoped that she wasn't just tired. Then, when she leaned closer up against him, the warmth of his mother's body felt good against him. When she closed her eyes, hopefully in anticipation of his kiss, he hoped she was asking him to kiss her. He hoped she was asking him for more than just a peck but for a long, wet kiss, a French kiss. He'd love nothing more than to part his mother's lips with his tongue.
'I'd love nothing more than to French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes,' he thought.
He stared down at his beautiful mother resting beside him with her eyes closed.
'Not rushing things or ruining things, after waiting so very long to kiss her, I need to find the right moment. Not rushing things or ruining things after waiting so very long to make my move, I need to take my time. I need to be patient. I need to wait for her to want to be kissed and touched. I need to make sure that she wants me as much as I want her,' he thought.
Then, when he didn't kiss her, she looked up at him with her big, expressive, blue eyes as if she was expecting him to kiss her and waiting for him to make his sexual move by kissing her. Without doubt, unless he was misreading her look by his ever-present horniness and incestuous lust for his mother, she looked up at him as if she wanted to be kissed. She looked up at him as if she was expecting him to take her in his arms and make her his woman. She looked at him in the same sexually, incestuous way that he looked at her.
Feeling like a failure, with him the aggressive man and her the submissive woman, it was up to him to make the first, sexually, romantic move. It was up to him to kiss her. It was up to him to take her. It was up to him to make his feelings known by kissing her while feeling her through her clothes. Just as it was up to her to accept him or reject him as her lover, it was up to him to make his move to make her his woman and his lover instead of his best friend and his loving mother.
With no turning back now, this was the moment that he'd forever regret if he didn't kiss his mother. This was the moment that he'd regret if he didn't part his mother's lips with his tongue. This was the moment that he'd forever regret if he didn't feel her big breast through her blouse and bra while kissing her. This was the moment he'd forever regret if he didn't stick his hand up his mother's short skirt and move his hand between her shapely thighs and cup her pussy through her panties.
'Do it! Just do it,' he thought. 'Kiss her. Kiss your mother. She wants you to kiss her. With everything to gain, what do you have to lose? Judging her by how she's looking up at you, she's begging you to kiss her. Kiss her, you fool. Kiss her. Kiss your mother. Part her lips with your tongue and French kiss your mother,' he thought while staring at her in the way that she was staring at him.
He continued staring at her while she continued staring at him. This was it, the moment of no return. This was it, the moment before opening Pandora's Box of sex between mother and son. Once they crossed this incestuous line, they could never return to how things were before. Once they crossed this forbidden line, they'd either be lovers or at odds with one another.
'Touch her while kissing her. Feel her while kissing her. Judging her by how she's looking up at you, she's begging to be kissed, touched, and felt. Kiss her, touch her, and feel her, you fool. Kiss, touch, and feel your mother,' he thought while trying to summon the courage to kiss and feel up his mother. 'Do it. Just do it.'
To be continued...
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I Want My Mother for Christmas, #02
Michael gave his mother, Elizabeth, inappropriate, sexual gifts for Christmas.
I Want My Mother for Christmas, Reviewed, Revised, Rewritten, and continued from #01:
'This is it. This is really it. This is finally it. After I already told her what I wanted for my Christmas gift was her, tonight, I'm finally going to make a sexual pass at her. I'm going to confess my inappropriate love, sexual lust, and forbidden desire for my mother. I'm as nervous as I am excited,' he thought.
'Something that no son should ever do with his mother, something as nasty as it is forbidden, I'm going to solicit my mother for sex, incestuous sex,' he thought. 'In the way that I want to finger her pussy, lick her cunt, make love to her, and fuck her fast and hard enough to make her cum, if she affirmatively responds to me, I'm going to ask her to stroke me, suck me, make love to me, and fuck me, too.'
Michael imagined asking his mother to have sex with him. He wondered what she'd say? What could she say? She could only say yes or she could say no. There was no maybe with a mother and her son having sex, either they did have sex or they didn't have sex. With him having fifty-fifty percent odds, and having more to win, a gamble that he was willing to take, what did he have to lose?
On the bad side, he imagined her turning him down, calling him a pervert, and taking him to have his head examined. On the good side, he imagined her wanting to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her. He imagined his mother, Elizabeth, as his forbidden lover.
'Now or never, forever kicking myself if I don't, not having any regrets, I need to make my sexual move with my mother. I need to finally make my sexual intentions and my sexual feelings known to her. I need to make her my woman. I no longer want to be just her best friend and/or just her son. I want to be her lover,' he thought.
He looked at her with nervousness and filled with self-doubt. Not wasting precious time with conversation as he always did before when sitting with her, then regretting not making a sexual move on her later, something special was in the air. Feeling so right, tonight was the night. Maybe because it was Christmas Eve and with them surrounded by Christmas decorations, the warmth and glow from the fire, and with the snow silently falling outside, he couldn't have picked a more romantic moment if he had tried.
As if it was kismet, fate, and/or their destiny, it was as if they both knew what was about to happen. Hopefully, with mother and son in tune with one another, as if the angels were smiling down on them, he hoped that they were both on the same page. All he wanted for Christmas was to see his mother without her clothes and to have sex with her. Then, when their eyes met, smiling at one another, as if she wanted him as much as he wanted her, the mood was magical.
While sitting on the couch together across from the fireplace, in the way that she looked up at him, he surmised that she wanted him to kiss her. Hoping that he wasn't misreading her, his mother wanted him to kiss her. She wanted to be kissed. Clearly, and without a doubt, his mother wanted him to kiss her in the way that he wanted to kiss her.
In the way she looked at him, a look that he hoped he wasn't mistaking, he surmised that she wanted him as much as he wanted her. The night before Christmas, it was befitting that this should happen on Christmas Eve. In the way that she looked up at him and leaned into him as if to cuddle, while resting her head on his chest, he hoped that she was ready for this romantic moment as much as he was. Surely, she could hear his heart beating faster by the closeness of her sexy and shapely body.
Then, when she slouched down closer to him while staring up at him, he hoped that she wasn't just tired. When she leaned closer up against him, the warmth of his mother's body felt good against him. She closed her eyes, hopefully in anticipation of his kiss.
He hoped that she was asking him to kiss her. He hoped that she was asking him for more than just a peck but for a long, wet kiss. He'd love nothing more than to part his mother's lips with his tongue and French kiss her. Something that a son should never do, Michael would love to make out with his mother.
'I'd love nothing more than to French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes,' he thought.
He stared down at his beautiful mother resting beside him, with her head on his chest, and with her eyes closed.
'Not rushing things and ruining things, after waiting so very long to kiss her, I need to find the right moment. Not rushing things and ruining things after waiting so very long to make my move, I need to take my time. I need to be patient. I need to wait for her to want to be kissed and touched. I need to make sure that she wants me as much as I want her,' he thought.
Then, when he didn't kiss her, she looked up at him with her big, expressive, blue eyes as if she was expecting him to kiss her and waiting for him to make his sexual move by kissing her. Without doubt, unless he was misreading her look by his ever-present horniness and incestuous lust for his mother, she looked up at him as if she wanted to be kissed. She looked up at him as if she was expecting him to take her in his arms and make her his woman. She looked at him in the same sexually, incestuous way that he looked at her.
Feeling like a failure, with him the aggressive man and her the submissive woman, it was up to him to make the first romantic move. It was up to him to kiss her. It was up to him to take her. It was up to him to make his feelings known by kissing her while feeling her through her clothes. Just as it was up to her to accept him or reject him as her lover, it was up to him to make his move to make her his woman and his lover instead of his best friend and his loving mother.
With no turning back now, if he didn't kiss her, he'd forever regret not kissing his mother. This was the moment that he'd regret if he didn't part her lips with his tongue. He'd forever regret if he didn't feel her big breasts through her blouse and her bra while kissing her. If he didn't stick his hand up his mother's short skirt, move his hand between her shapely thighs, and cup her pussy through her panties, he'd be sorry.
'Do it! Just do it,' he thought. 'Kiss her. Kiss your mother. She wants you to kiss her. With everything to gain, what do you have to lose?'
With her arm wrapped around him, she pressed herself against him.
'Judging her by how she looked up at you, she's begging you to kiss her,' he thought. 'Kiss her, you fool. Kiss her. Kiss your mother. Part her lips with your tongue and French kiss her,' he thought while staring down at her in the way that she stared up at him.
This was it, no turning back now, this was the moment of no return. The moment before opening Pandora's Box of sex between mother and son. Once they crossed this incestuous line, they could never return to how things were before. Once they crossed this illicit line, they'd either be lovers or at odds with one another.
'Touch her while kissing her. Feel her while kissing her. Judging her by how she's looking up at you, she's begging to be kissed, touched, and felt. Kiss her, touch her, and feel her, you fool. Kiss, touch, and feel your mother,' he thought while trying to summon the courage to kiss and feel up his mother. 'Do it. Just do it.'
# # #
I Want My Mother for Christmas, #02
Yet, making his incestuous move was a risk that he may soon have to undertake to test their physical and, hopefully, sexual attraction. He needed to know if she'd return his deep, wet kiss with her deep, wet kiss. Having no idea, filled with hope, he wondered if she would reciprocate his inappropriate passion with her forbidden passion.
While kissing her, French kissing her, and making out with her, he wondered if she'd allow him to touch, feel, and fondle her through her clothes. Having never kissed her on her lips before, he wouldn't know until he tried kissing her, parting her lips with his tongue, and French kissing her. While making out with her, he wouldn't know how she'd react to him touching and feeling her where he should never touch and feel his mother until he touched and felt her. He didn't have a clue if she wanted him as much as he wanted her.
'Today is the day. Today is the day that I find out if my mother wants to have sex with me as much as I'd love to have sex with her,' he thought to himself. 'Now or never, I'm ready to make my move to sexually seduce my mother.'
# # #
Something that his father, her boyfriend, or her lover would give his mother but not her son, never her son, he wanted to give his mother multiple orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock for Christmas. He'd love to see and hear his mother cum. Only, she didn't have a husband, a boyfriend, or a lover. Except for him, she didn't have a man in her life. He not only wanted to be her son but also, he wanted to be her man, her sexy boyfriend, and her lover. Michael wanted to have sex with his mother.
Again, something that his divorced father, her boyfriend, or her lover would give his mother as a gift for Christmas, he watched her open her present from him, a pink, rabbit vibrator. Daring himself to do so to show her his sexual intentions, he bought his mother a masturbation toy for Christmas. Hoping she'd like it, testing the waters of her sexuality, he hoped she'd appreciate his gesture to seduce her. He hoped his mother would masturbate herself with his gift while thinking of her son naked and having sex with him.
"Oh, my God, Michael," she said with a laugh and a blush. "What is this?
She laughed again while holding up his gift to her and smiling over at him.
"Is this what I think it is," she asked with a laugh? "Oh, my God," she said with a sexy laugh. "You bought your mother a vibrator," she said laughing again. "How very thoughtful, I think," she said laughing again? "Thank you for the sex toy."
Once again, something that his divorced father, her boyfriend, or her lover would give his mother for Christmas but not her son, he watched her open her next gift, a big, black, flexible, silicone dildo. The dildo was huge, and the size that any man, black or white, would love to have as their long and thick member.
"Michael! Oh my God. You bought me another sex toy," she said with a laugh while holding it in her hand. "This is so big," she said with another laugh. "Thank you, I think," she said.
In the way that he wished she'd wrap her long, manicured fingers around his hard cock and slowly stroke him, she wrapped her fingers about her big dildo while stroking it up and down and laughing. Then teasing him, she moved it up to her mouth and pretended that she was sucking a big, black cock. While wondering if his mother sucked cock, his prick hardened watching her give a feigned blowjob. He'd love her to suck his cock. He'd love to cum in her beautiful mouth.
# # #
Finally, her last gift, he bought her something else that was sexually inappropriate for a son to buy his mother. Yet again, something his divorced father, her boyfriend, or her lover would give his mother for Christmas, he watched her open her last gift, a short, sheer, sexy, low-cut, very expensive, blue nightgown, her favorite color. As if staring at her prom dress or her wedding dress, she stared at her nightgown. He watched her slowly slide her hand beneath the nearly see-through material before looking up at him with a blush of embarrassment.
Then, she held it up to herself and looked down at herself. As if she was holding the Emperor's, non-existent, new clothes, able to see right through it, she smiled. Michael could clearly see the buttons of his mother's blouse through her transparent and sexy nightgown.
"It's so beautiful, Michael," she said. "I love it. Only, and sadly, I don't have anyone to wear it for," she said looking at him with gloom and bravely smiling.
'You could wear it for me,' I thought but didn't say.
She looked at her son with embarrassment. Obviously, if she modeled her nightgown for him, she'd show him every part of her beautiful, naked body. If she dared wear his present in front of him without having the modesty of wearing a robe over it, he'd see her as if she was naked. She blushed by how sheer and virtually see-through; it was.
Then, surprising him and catching him off guard, a look of sexual arousal flashed across her face as she looked at her son and smiled at him. Betraying her look of embarrassment, he wondered if she was thinking of wearing his Christmas gift for him. He'd masturbate himself for the rest of his life if he saw his mother wearing this nightgown without having the modesty of wearing a robe over it.
"Michael," she said, holding her nightgown up to her chest. "This is so beautiful, but it's so sheer," she said with an embarrassed, little laugh. "I love it. I do," she said.
Pleased that she loved his Christmas gift; he imagined her wearing it. He smiled at his mother and stared at her while undressing her with his eyes as if she was already wearing his gift. He loved to see his mother wearing his nightgown. He hoped she'd model it for him.
"Try it on, mother," he said goading her while hoping that she'd wear her nightgown for him. "I'd love to see how it looks on you," he said with a smile while daring her to wear his sexually inappropriate gift in front of him.
She slid a slow hand beneath the thin material of the nightgown again before looking up at him. Another look of sexual arousal flashed across her face. As if daring herself to wear this nightgown for her son, she gave him a sexy laugh and a naughty smile.
"I bet you would. I'd love to model this nightgown for you but I'm afraid that I'd show you all that you should never see of your mother," she said with another sexy, little laugh. "I'm sorry but it's not for you to see."
# # #
He stood from his chair to retrieve one of the two bottles of champagne from the ice bucket. He opened it with a pop without spilling any. Then, he walked over to his mother with a flute and poured her a glass of champagne. He waited for the bubbles to recede, before filling her glass with more bubbly.
"Perhaps, after a couple glasses of champagne you'll find the courage to model your nightgown for me," he said, teasing her and tempting her. "I'd love to see how it looks on you, mother."
She laughed and blushed.
"I bet you would," she said again. "If I have too much champagne, I may come out of my bedroom naked," she said with another laugh.
Then, as if she was thinking about do it, she surprised him by what she said next.
"I bet you'd love to see your mother without her clothes. In the way that you're always staring at me while undressing me with your eyes, I bet you'd love to see me naked," she said with a sexy laugh while giving him another naughty smile.
While imagining her without her clothes, Michael smiled over the thought of seeing his mother naked. With her starting this sexually, inappropriate conversation between mother and son, he dared himself to say what he was thinking.
"Your Christmas gift to me, I'd love to see you without your clothes, mother," he said while surprised that he had the courage to say that. "I'd love to see you naked. At the very least, I'd settle for you modeling my sheer and sexy, low-cut, Christmas gift."
She laughed.
"Michael. Oh, my God. I'm your mother," she said with a little laugh while softly scolding him. "You must never see me naked. I'd be so embarrassed."
She stared down at the nightgown again.
"I'm sorry but, as much as I can't wait to try it on and to see how it looks on me, I can't model this beautiful nightgown for you. It's too sheer," she said.
She slowly shook her head side to side as if she was considering wearing her nightgown for her son.
Michael laughed.
"I'd be sexually excited to see you wearing my gift, mother," he said.
She held up her champagne glass to toast him.
"I bet you would," said with a sexy laugh and a naughty smile.
She teased him with what she said next.
"Maybe later," she said. "Here's to you seeing me modeling your nightgown and me being too drunk to care," she said with a laugh.
# # #
'I'd love my mother to strip off her clothes and try this nightgown on in front of me, he thought. 'Only, what was he thinking, unless she was drunk, she'd never undress in front of him? She'd never allow him to see her without her clothes. She'd never wear this nightgown in front of him. Morally modest, his mother wasn't an exhibitionist whore.'
Then, again, what was she thinking? In the way that she looked at her nightgown and smiled up at him, was she thinking of undressing in front of me, he wondered? Was she thinking about wearing this sexy, sheer nightgown in front of me without having the moral modesty to wear a robe over it? My sexual fantasy coming true, and something that I'd masturbate over for the rest of my life, I'd love for her to wear my Christmas gift.
'The reason why I bought it while hoping that she would, I'd love to see my Mom wear this sexy, sheer nightgown in front of me,' he thought again. 'I'd love to see her nearly naked ass, her nearly naked breasts, and her nearly naked pussy through this virtually see-through, sexy nightgown.'
Then, as if she was already wearing it and modeling the nightie for him, she held it up to her over her clothes and stood in front of him. Seemingly unable to help herself, she gave her son a sexy smile and a naughty look. Assuredly unable to help himself, Michael stared at his MILF of a mother while imagining her wearing her nearly transparent nightgown in front of him, and without the modesty of wearing a robe over it.
Undressing her with his eyes, he stared at her as if she was already naked. Undressing her with his eyes again, he stared at her as if she was already wearing his Christmas gift. He imagined her wanting to model her nightgown for him as much as he'd love to see her wearing his Christmas gift. He imagined her wanting to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
As if she was already modeling her sexy nightgown for him, he imagined seeing the size, the shape, and the outline of her huge, naked breasts. He imagined seeing her dark pink, round, and symmetrical areolas. He imagined seeing her lighter pink, erect nipples. Then, imagining seeing his mother's cunt, he imagined seeing his mother's red, bushy pussy through the nearly transparent material of her nightgown.
While holding the nightgown behind her, she turned and teased him by leaning at the waist to show him how his sexy nightgown looked from behind. He imagined seeing the shape of her round, firm ass, and her ass crack. Mesmerized by the thought of her wearing it and hypnotized by the vision of her wearing it, he imagined how his mother would look in her sexy, sheer nightgown. He'd hoped that she'd drink enough champagne to model the nightgown for him.
# # #
"It's beautiful, Michael, and it's blue, my favorite color," she said. "Thank you," she said leaning into him to give him a peck on the lips.
His mother kissed him. She kissed him on his lips. Surprised that she kissed him on his lips, she had never kissed him on his lips before.
"It's so sheer,' she said. "It's so sexy," she said.
She stared down at the image of her hand beneath the revealing material again before staring up at him with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I could never wear this in front of you without a robe, Michael. You'd see everything," she said. "I'd be so embarrassed," she said with another look of sexual arousal instead of showing another blush of embarrassment.
While sipping her champagne, already on her second glass, she gave him another sexy laugh and a naughty look.



Michael stared at his mother still holding the nightgown up to her while wondering what she'd look like just wearing a nightgown without wearing her skirt, blouse, bra, and panties underneath. He stared at her as if she was his girlfriend and/or his lover instead of his mother. He stared at her with forbidden lust that a son should never have for the woman who birthed him and raised him to be the horny and perversely perverted man that he is today.
"I love you, Mom," he said.
Something that he's never done before, he did now. With the champagne working its magic, and her working on her third glass of champagne, he stood, took her in his arms, lifted her to a standing position, and kissed her on her lips. Instead of giving her just a peck on the lips, he gave her a longer kiss. Then, when she returned his kiss with her kiss, he parted her lips with his tongue, stuck his tongue in her mouth, and French kissed his mother.
Not stopping there, he lowered his hand from the top of her hips to slide over her skirt clad ass. He not only felt her shapely ass through her skirt but also, he squeezed her firm ass. When she didn't stop him by slapping his hand away, he reached down, lifted the back of her skirt, and felt her ass through her panties while he continued kissing his mother and feeling her panty clad buttocks.
"Michael. Oh, my God. Stop that," she said.
No doubt, the champagne delayed her reaction to him kissing her and inappropriately feeling her. She took a step back. Unable to hide his sexual excitement, he looked at apologetically, and she looked at him sexually aroused.
"Oh, my God. You French kissed me. Then, you felt my ass. You must never kiss me in that way and you must never touch and feel your mother in that sexually forbidden way," she said.
Michael stared down at the rug with shame.
"I'm sorry, mom. Please forgive me. It must have been the champagne," he said.
Instead of telling her how he truly felt, he wished his mother a Merry Christmas.
"Merry Christmas, Elizabeth," said Michael returning to his seat next to his mother on the couch.
'I French kissed my mother,' he thought. 'I parted her lips with my tongue, stuck my tongue in her mouth, and French kissed her. Then, I felt and squeezed her ass. I'll be masturbating over French kissing my mother and feeling her ass later tonight.'
# # #
Beaming by her loveliness, he surprised even himself by calling her by her first name instead of calling her mom, mommy, or mother. He imagined her wearing her nightgown, she'd looked so pretty and so sexy in that revealing nightgown,' he thought. Something that they did every year, so that they could relax in bed the next morning, they exchanged gifts the night before, on Christmas Eve.
'I'd love nothing more than to relax in bed with my mother on Christmas morning. Only, she'd never allow me to share her bed. Yet, instead of just thinking that she looked pretty and sexy, I need to tell her that she looked pretty and sexy,' he thought.
He stared at her with love and incestuous lust before voicing his compliment.
"You'd look so pretty and so sexy wearing that nightgown, mom," he said, reverting to calling her mom again instead of Elizabeth.
An understatement to how he truly felt about his mother and about her appearance, especially if she dared to wear that immodest and immoral nightgown in front of him, again, he imagined her modeling it for him. The reason why he bought it, he imagined seeing all that he wanted and needed to see of his naked mother through the sheer material of her nightgown while in the bright light of her bedroom. Only, no doubt wearing it for someone else, he knew his mother would never wear that sheer and sexy nightgown for him.
In the way that he'd love to expose himself to his mother, he knew she'd never expose herself to him. Yet, he needed to do something to seduce her. He hoped the champagne would do the trick.
He hoped his mother would become intoxicated enough to not only model the nightgown but also not care that he was seeing her nearly naked. He hoped she'd invite him to sleep with her in her bed. His Christmas gift to him, he'd love to have sex with his MILF of a mother.
# # #
The first time for everything, he couldn't believe he called her by her first name. Always respectfully formal of her before, he only called her mom or mother, once in a while he called her mommy. With her an older woman, and him a younger man, they had a twenty-four-year age difference. With him always respectful of her, this was his first time calling her by her first name.
As if she was his girlfriend or his lover instead of his mother, it felt odd to say her first name aloud. Yet after graduating college and until he found a job, with them both adults, they lived together as man and woman instead of as mother and son. Thankful for that, at least he found a job working from home writing computer code for a software company.
Then, surprising him, seemingly enjoying him calling her Elizabeth, she insisted that he call her by her first name instead of calling her mom.
"I like it when you call me by my first name," she said with a smile. "Call me Elizabeth, Michael, instead of mom or mother, and never call me mommy," she said with a little laugh.
Then, she surprised him by what she said next.
"Let's pretend we're adults, boyfriend and girlfriend, perhaps, instead of mother and son," she said.
He looked at her surprised that she wanted him to call her by her first name. He looked at her shocked that she suggested that they pretend that they were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of mother and son. A role that he could play, he'd love to be her boyfriend instead of her son. He'd love her to be his girlfriend instead of his mother.
"Okay, Elizabeth," he said, not questioning her motives. "Sure, I can do that. We can even pretend that we're boyfriend and girlfriend. I'd like that. Then, you'd have no problem trying on your nightgown in front of me," he said with a laugh.
She returned his laugh with her laugh.
"I don't know about that, Michael. Maybe, after you pour me another glass of champagne and turn the lights off, except for the Christmas tree, I may consider modeling your beautiful Christmas gift," she said with a sexy laugh.
Michael stood and opened the second bottle of champagne with another pop. He poured his mother her fourth glass of champagne.
# # #
Now, when he dreamt about her and sexually fantasized about her while masturbating himself, he'd be calling her Liz, Beth, or Elizabeth instead of mom or mother, and never mommy. Only, continuing to call her mom or mother, even though she wanted him to call her by her first name, a hard habit to break, he continued calling her mom and mother.
As if he had already been sexually intimate with her, it sexually excited him to call his mother by her first name. Elevating his status from her son to that of her boyfriend or her lover, every time he called her by her first name, he imagined kissing her and making out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes. He imagined slowly undressing her, stripping her naked, and having forbidden sex with his mother.
"After I divorced my husband, your dad, and now that we've moved to a different city and bought this beautiful, new condo, no one needs to know our business," said his mother. "No one needs to know that we're mother and son," she said, giving him a sexy, embarrassed smile. "After your father took up with your whore of an ex-girlfriend, this is our chance to start our life anew," she said.
'What? What did she mean? No one needs to know that we're mother and son? Interesting that she would say that. Why would she say that,' he wondered?
He looked at his mother while puzzled by her thinking.
'Why shouldn't our neighbors know that we're mother and son? He wondered if his mother shared his ulterior motive in not wanting anyone to know that they were mother and son. Perhaps, she wanted her neighbors to think they were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, significant others, or lovers,' he thought. 'How hot would it be to play that sexy, sexual game with my mother?'
He returned her smile with his smile while thinking again of Elizabeth as his girlfriend, significant other, or lover instead of his mother.
"Okay, Elizabeth," he said, obviously enjoying saying her name.
She looked at him differently whenever he called her Elizabeth. She looked at him as if he was her boyfriend instead of her son. Then, shocking him into a sexual fantasy of his naked mother in bed with him, she voiced what she was thinking and what she was thinking was what he was thinking, too.
"Especially with me looking younger and you looking older," she said with an embarrassed laugh. "With no one being the wiser, we could pretend to be boyfriend and girlfriend, or husband and wife, she said with a pause and a sexy smile. "Or lovers."
'What? Or lovers? Is my MILF of a mother suddenly thinking what I'm thinking. Definitely, the champagne had not only loosened her tongue but also erased her inhibitions. I'm so glad that I bought his champagne,' he thought.
# # #
Not having to be a psychic to read the look on his mother's face, she blushed by the obvious thought that her son was her lover. Perhaps reading more into it but as if he wasn't her son and she wasn't his mother, she looked pleased that he called her by her first name. He'd love nothing more than to be his mother's lover.
He'd love nothing more than to whisper sweet nothings in his mother's ear. He'd love nothing more than to kiss her and make out with her while touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes where a son should never touch and feel his mother. He'd love nothing more than to be naked and in bed with his MILF of a mother.
He'd love to give her oral sex, make love to her, and fuck her. He'd love her to stroke him, suck him, make love to him, and fuck him, too. This was his Christmas gift that he wanted her to give him. He wanted his mother for Christmas.
With her filling his mind with this ruse, he was ready to fool the other residents of the condominiums. Not having them think of them not as mother and son, but as boyfriend and girlfriend, husband, and wife, or as lovers, he'd love nothing more than to deceive his new neighbors. This was a game that he could definitely play.
Besides, not thinking of her as his mother, he more thought of her as an of older woman, a MILF, someone else's mother that he'd love to fuck. If only she'd allow him to have sex with her, he'd have sex with her. If only she'd willingly, voluntarily, and consensually agree to have sex with him, he'd be so happy. Hopefully, with her now knowing what he wanted, hopefully the champagne will ease the way.
'I'd love to be my mother's lover instead of her son. I'd love Liz to be my girlfriend instead of my mother. How hot would it be to live with my mother as husband and wife,' he thought.
# # #
Their first time hopefully having sex, he was nervously excited with sexual anticipation. This wasn't an older woman he picked up at the bar and invited home. She was his mother and he was his son.
What he wanted from her wasn't normal sex but incestuous sex. What he wanted from his mother was to see her without her clothes while touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. What he wanted from her was for her to be his lover in addition to her being his mother and him being her son.
Shocking her by telling her what he wanted for Christmas, he wondered if she was really going to go through with granting him his one, Christmas wish. He wondered if she'd not only allow him to see her naked but also allow him to have sex with her naked body as his Christmas gift. Yet, a good sign, he hoped that he read her look correctly.
In the way that she looked at him, she now knew what he was thinking. She clearly knew that he wasn't kidding. After he French kissed her while feeling her ass through her clothes, no longer shocked, she already knew his sexual intentions. Only, he found it hard to read his mother. Encouraging him instead of admonishing him, she gave him a soft smile and a come hither look on this night before the Lord's birthday, Christmas Eve night.
At the time, obviously oblivious to son's incestuous, sexual attraction, it all started when Elizabeth innocently asked her son what he wanted for Christmas. Instead of telling her that he needed socks, underwear, pajamas, a book, a gift card, or a new video game, he seemingly surprised her with his answer. Answering his mother's loaded question with his inappropriate, sexual response, it all started when Michael told his mother what he wanted for Christmas was her.
"What would you like for Christmas, Michael," she asked? "Here it is Christmas eve and you still haven't told me what you want for Christmas. Except for the few things that I bought you, I haven't given you anything that you want for Christmas," she said.
She smiled.
"Tell me. What do you want for Christmas. I can order your gifts from Amazon. Unfortunately, you won't have it delivered until after Christmas," she said.
Only, what he wanted wasn't available on Amazon. What he wanted was here sitting beside him. He wanted her. He wanted his mother for Christmas.
She smiled at him with her big, blue, beautiful eyes. She tucked a fallen strand of her shoulder length, red hair behind her ear while waiting for him to respond. With his mind overwhelmed by the thought of his unexpected answer, he stared at his mother.
She was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely, and she had such big tits. There wasn't anything that he wanted more than to see his mother without her clothes, and to have sex with her beautiful, naked body.
As if this was all just a dream or a sexual fantasy, he dared himself to confess his sexual attraction to her. There was only one thing that he wanted for Christmas, and what he wanted was her. He looked at her with love. He looked at her with incestuous lust. He looked at his mother as if she was already sitting there naked.
Daring himself again to say what he truly wanted and how he truly felt about her, he had been sexually attracted to her and desperately lusting over her for years, ever since he turned 18-years-old. Finally, while hoping that she'd get it and take him seriously, he was going to tell her again what he wanted for Christmas. Hopefully, with her granting him his wish, his lust for her would come to fruition.
"I already told you what I want for Christmas, Elizabeth," he said with a dirty laugh. "What I want for Christmas," he said, pausing for effect and to look at her while undressing her with his eyes again.
He stared at her as if she was standing before him as if she was wearing his nightgown. He stared at her as if she was in her sexy bra and panties. He stared at her as if she was topless. He stared at her as if she was standing before him naked.
"Yes, Michael. Tell me. Any thing. I'll give you anything you want," she said, giving him a wide smile.
If she wasn't beautiful enough before, she looked even more beautiful when she smiled.
"What would you like for Christmas," she asked him again?
Pretending that this was a dream or a sexual fantasy, what did he have to lose by telling his mother that he wanted her for Christmas? She'd either grant him his wish or she wouldn't. She'd either give him sex or she wouldn't.
"What I want for Christmas Elizabeth is," he said with a pause. "What I want for Christmas is you, Mom," he said. "I want you."
As if he had just complimented her, she laughed while giving him a warm smile.
"Me? What do you mean, you want me for Christmas? Bless your heart, Michael," she said.
She beamed him a broad smile before laughing again.
"You already have me, honey," she said with a smile. "Besides what kind of gift is that?"
She waved a hand of disbelief while crossing her long, shapely legs and flashing him a quick peek of her bright, white panties.
"Impossible to rid yourself of me, you'll always have me in your life," she said.
Oblivious to his answer, obviously, she didn't understand what he meant by wanting her as his Christmas gift.
# # #
He imagined his mother as his willing and consensual, sexual Christmas gift. He imagined her naked but for a red bow diagonally tied across her body in the way of a beauty pageant sash. He imagined his mother giving herself to him to sexually use her in any physical, intimate way that he wanted. He imagined her being as salaciously solicitous of him as he wanted to be with her.
Treading on thin ice, once again, he was ready to tell her what he wanted for Christmas was to have sex her. He was ready to tell his mother that, as his solitary Christmas gift, he wanted to hold her, kiss her, touch her, feel her, fondle her, and have sex with her. He wanted to finger and lick her pussy. He wanted to make love to her. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
This was it. This was really it. This was finally the moment that she'd accept him or reject him as her lover. Whether this was real, a dream, or a sexual fantasy, going for broke, he was ready to solicit his mother for sex.
He was ready to tell his mother that he wanted to make love to her before fucking her. He was ready to tell her that he wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. He was ready to tell her that he wanted her to give him multiple orgasms with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy. He was ready to tell her that he wanted her to stroke his cock and suck his cock before fucking his cock. If only she'd give him sex, he'd give her sex too.
Even though he was sexually excited to hopefully have sex with her for the first time on Christmas Eve, he was already feeling remorsefully guilty to dare put the sexual moves on her, his mother, of all women. How dare he solicit his mother for sex? How dare he pressure her to grant him his Christmas wish by expecting her to sexually submit to him? Already having second thoughts about what he was about to confess, what's wrong with him wanting his mother in that forbidden, incestuous way?
What's wrong with him to constantly dream about her while continually masturbating over the sexually inappropriate thoughts of his mother naked? What's wrong with him constantly fantasizing about her while continually masturbating over the inappropriate thoughts of having sex with her? If his friends and/or relatives knew that he propositioned his mother as what he wanted for Christmas, he'd be embarrassed. If his friends and/or relatives knew that he propositioned his mother for sex, he'd feel like an incestuous pervert. Yet, if his friends and/or relatives had a mother who looked like his mother, they'd be propositioning her too.
Unlike the obese and unattractive mothers of his friends and/or relatives, she was more than his mother. His Goddess on Earth, the woman he dreamt about every night and masturbated over every day, she was his fantasy woman. She was his best friend, his most trusted confidant, and the woman who he told everything to except for telling her that he loved her as a man loved a woman instead of a son loving his mother. He must tell her that he wanted to have sex with her.
Even now, with him overwhelmed with the sexual anticipation of seeing his mother naked and having sex with her, he had such a foreboding feeling of forbidden incest. Unable to read her, he had no idea how she'd react to his Christmas wish. Unable to read her, he wondered if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
Lusting over her from afar, with her giving him plenty to stroke himself over, she was his favorite masturbation subject. After giving him so many deliberate or accidental up-skirt peeks of her white, bikini panties and down-blouse views of her cleavage and low-cut bra, when he wasn't with her, he masturbated over imagining being with her sexually. After giving him deliberate or accidental up-nightgown peeks of her red, bushy pussy, and down nightgown views of her natural, double D cup breasts, when he wasn't masturbating over imagining her naked, he stroked himself over having sex with her.



'I love you, Mom,' he thought while masturbating himself after seeing something so sexually provocative and prohibited of his mother that no son should ever see.
Constantly dreaming about her and sexually fantasizing over her, he masturbated over the imagined image of his mother in her low-cut bra and bikini panties. He masturbated over his mother in her sexy, sheer, low-cut nightgowns. He masturbated over the imagined image of his mother standing before him topless. He masturbated over the imagined image of his mother naked. He masturbated over the imagined image of having sex with his naked mother. He continually masturbated over the sexually incestuous thoughts of his mother.
'Mom, I want you,' he thought while stroking himself. 'Mom, I want to kiss you, French kiss you. I want to touch and feel you through your clothes before slowly stripping you naked. I want to finger your pussy before licking your pussy while reaching up to feel your big tits and finger your erect nipples. I want to make sweet, slow love to you before fucking you hard and fast. I want to see and hear you having a sexual orgasm,' he thought.
He needed to know if she wanted him in that inappropriate way as much as he wanted her. He had to tell his mother how he felt. He needed her to know what he wanted. With her a little drunk from having too much champagne, this was his chance to have his way with his mother.
To be continued...
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I Want My Mother for Christmas, #03
A very merry Christmas, mother and son have sex on Christmas eve.
I Want My Mother for Christmas, #02 Reviewed and Rewritten from #02:
Michael imagined his mother, Elizabeth, as his willing and consensual, sexual Christmas gift. He imagined her naked but for a red satin sash diagonally tied across her body in the way of a beauty pageant contestant. He imagined her giving her to him sexually to use her in any physical and forbidden, intimate way that he wanted. He imagined her being as salaciously solicitous of him as he wanted to be with her.
Treading on thin ice, once again, he was ready to tell her what he wanted for Christmas was her. He was ready to tell his mother that, as his solitary Christmas gift, he wanted to hold her, kiss her, touch her, feel her, fondle her, undress her, and have sex with her. He loved his mother and he hoped that she'd grant him his Christmas wish.
He wanted to finger and lick her pussy. He wanted to make love to her. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
This was it. This was really it. This was finally the moment that she'd accept him or reject him as her illicit lover. Whether this was real, a dream, or a sexual fantasy finally coming true, going for broke, he was ready to solicit his mother for sex.
Something a son should never say to his mother, he was ready to tell her that he wanted to make love to her before fucking her. He was ready to tell her that he wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. He was ready to tell her that he wanted her to give him multiple orgasms with her hand, her mouth, and her pussy. He was ready to tell her that he wanted her to stroke his cock and suck his cock before fucking his cock. If only she'd give him sex, he'd return the favor and give her sex too.
Even though he was sexually excited to hopefully have sex with his MILF of a mother for the first time on Christmas Eve, he was already feeling remorsefully guilty to dare put the sexual moves on her. She was his mother and not some whore. How dare he solicit her for sex? How dare he pressure her to grant him his Christmas wish by expecting her to sexually submit to him? Already having second thoughts about what he was about to confess, what's wrong with him for wanting his mother in that forbidden, incestuous way?
What's wrong with him to constantly dream about her while continually masturbating over the sexually inappropriate thoughts of imagining his mother naked? What's wrong with him constantly fantasizing about her while continually masturbating over the inappropriate thoughts of envisioning having sex with her? If his friends knew that he propositioned his mother as what he wanted for Christmas, he'd be embarrassed. If his friends knew that he asked her for sex, he'd feel like an incestuous pervert. Yet, if his friends had a mother who looked like his mother, they'd be propositioning her too.
Unlike the obese and unattractive mothers of his friends, she was more than the woman who birth him. His Goddess on Earth, the woman he dreamt about every night and masturbated over every day, she was his fantasy woman. She was his best friend, his most trusted confidant, and the woman who he told everything to except for telling her that he loved her as a man loved a woman instead of as a son loved his mother. No longer able to remain silent, he must tell her that he wanted to have sex with her.
Even now, with him overwhelmed with the sexual anticipation of seeing his mother naked and having sex with her, he had such an exciting feeling of forbidden incest. Unable to read her, he had no idea how she'd react to his Christmas wish. Unable to read her, he wondered if she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her.
Lusting over her from afar, with her giving him plenty to stroke himself over, she was his favorite masturbation subject. After giving him so many deliberate or accidental up-skirt peeks of her white, bikini panties and down-blouse views of her cleavage and low-cut bras, when he wasn't with her, he masturbated over imagining being with her sexually. After giving him deliberate or accidental up-nightgown peeks of her red, bushy pussy, and down nightgown views of her natural, double D cup breasts, when he wasn't masturbating over imagining her naked, he stroked himself over having sex with her.
'I love you, Mom,' he thought while masturbating himself after seeing something sexually provocative and prohibited of his mother that no son should ever see.
Constantly dreaming about her and sexually fantasizing over her, he masturbated over the imagined image of his mother in her low-cut bra and bikini panties. He masturbated over visualizing her in her sexy, sheer, low-cut nightgowns. He stroked himself over the envisioned image of her standing before him topless. He masturbated while picturing her naked. He continually masturbated over the sexually, incestuous thoughts of having sex with her.
'Mom, I want you,' he thought while stroking himself. 'Mom, I want to kiss you, French kiss you. I want to touch and feel you through your clothes before slowly undressing you and stripping you naked. I want to finger your pussy before licking your pussy while reaching up to feel your big tits and finger your erect nipples. I want to make sweet, slow love to you before fucking you hard and fast. I want to see, hear, and watch you having a sexual orgasm,' he thought.
He needed to know if she wanted him in that inappropriate way as much as he wanted her. He had to tell his mother how he felt. He needed her to know what he wanted. With her a little drunk from having too much champagne, this was his chance to have his way with his mother.
# # #
I Want My Mother for Christmas, #03
Michael and his mother Elizabeth have sex on Christmas eve.
His kind of woman, his mother's son after all, she was much like him in humor, in spirit, and in personality. His dream woman, Elizabeth, was tall, beautiful, and sexy. His perfect partner, she was smart, witty, fun, and funny.
His hoped for lover, she was as strong and stubborn as she was sensitive and vulnerable. His mother was his match made in heaven. As if they were made for one another, in the way that he was made for her, she was as sad, as lonely, as horny, and as sexually frustrated as he was, too.
'I love you, Mom,' he thought every time he looked at her.
Michael couldn't think of a better woman than his mother to make him his woman. He wanted no other woman sexually in the way that he wanted her. He loved her. He truly loved his mother. Now, he needed to have sex with her.
With marriage and children out of the question, he didn't have to marry her and give her a child to know that he could ease her sadness and erase her sorrow to make her feel better by giving her sex. He didn't have to marry her and give her a child to love her in the way that his father should have given her another child and continued to love her. If they were intimately together, the only baggage they'd have is whatever guilt, shame, embarrassment, remorse, and regrets they brought into their forbidden relationship.
While waiting for her to emerge from the bedroom to model his Christmas gift, he lit some candles and turned off the bright, overhead, living room light. Now the only lights in the living room were the glow from the Christmas tree, the candles, and the light from the fireplace. He'd willingly sacrificed his view of his mother for her modesty. With the bright overhead light off, he knew that he wouldn't be able to see her as well in the Christmas lights, the candlelight, and the fireplace light while she modeled her sheer, sexy, and nearly see-through nightgown.
With her an older woman, he didn't want to make her feel self-consciously uncomfortable. With her a mature woman, he didn't want to embarrass her once she, hopefully modeled her nightie for him. Perhaps, she didn't have as good of a body as he thought she had. Perhaps, her clothes not only flattered her figure but also hid the effects, the wrinkles, and the blemishes of age. Besides, he didn't care. With sexy lingerie and sheer and low-cut nightgowns, the perfect examples, it's always better to imagine more than to see everything.
He couldn't wait to see his mother wearing her sexy nightgown. He couldn't wait to touch and feel her through her nightie while kissing her. He couldn't wait to slowly and lovingly undress her. He couldn't wait to strip her naked while touching and feeling her naked body all over. Now, with them having sex more than a possibility, he imagined Elizabeth without her clothes in the way that he had never imagined her without her clothes before when masturbating over the naked thoughts of her.
'I can't wait to see her in her revealing nightgown,' he thought. 'I can't wait to hold her in my arms while kissing her, touching her, and feeling her sexy body through the Christmas gift that I bought her.'
# # #
Finally, and hopefully, he was going to see his best friend, his mother, and his hoped for lover in her sexy nightgown. He couldn't wait to remove her nightie and see her naked. Hopefully, she was finally going to see her best friend, her son, and hopefully her lover naked too.
Counting the minutes, he couldn't wait to see Elizabeth wearing his Christmas gift. He couldn't wait to see all that he could see through her nearly transparent nightgown. He couldn't wait to see the shape and the size of his mother's enormous breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and her erect nipples, as well as her red, bushy pussy, and her shapely ass.
As if she was already standing before him modeling her nightgown, he imagined seeing more of her beautiful body than he had ever seen before. As if she was standing before him naked now, he imagined seeing her naked. He imagined touching her, feeling her, and fondling her in places where he had never touched, felt, and fondled her before. He imagined seeing her without her clothes while masturbating himself over touching her, feeling her, and fondling her in all the places where he had always wanted to touch, feel, and fondle his mother.
His sexual fantasy came true; this was it. His incestuous dream came true; this was really it. Having waited for this moment for six, long, sexually frustrating years, this was finally it. With her trying on his Christmas gift as a pretense to having sex, he was about to have sex with the love of his life. He was about to have sex with Elizabeth. He couldn't believe he was about to have sex with her. He couldn't believe she was about to have sex with him.
'Between the champagne, the sexy nightgown, and the mood of the candles, Christmas lights, and the glow from the fireplace, I hope she'd want to have sex with me. I can't wait to have sex with Elizabeth,' he thought.
After having lusted over her for so, very long, he had finally summoned the courage to kiss her. Not wasting time with small talk, he kissed her. He French kissed her. Something hard to wrap his head around, he French kissed his mother, and she returned his kiss with her kiss.
He couldn't believe that he finally parted his mother's lips with his tongue and French kissed her while feeling her firm ass through her short skirt. He couldn't believe that while continuing to kiss her, and with her allowing him to do so, he lifted the back of her short skirt and felt her shapely ass through her panties. Even more unbelievable than kissing her in that sexual way, he couldn't believe she returned his sexual passion with her kiss sexual passion.
As if it happened to someone else, as if he was dreaming, he replayed their deep, wet kiss over again in his mind. He thought of the feel of her soft lips. He thought of the sensation of her warm, wet tongue probing his mouth. Something that he'd never forget for the rest of his life; her lips and her kiss were magical. After wanting to have sex with his mother for so long, they were hopefully, finally, about to have sex. He couldn't believe it.
'What an unbelievable kiss? That was the best kiss of my life,' he thought.
Never had he sexually wanted his mother or any woman in the way that he wanted her now. Moreover, seemingly, she was just as sexually aroused kissing him and having him touch and feel her as he was. He couldn't wait to kiss her again. This time, instead of feeling her ass, he couldn't wait to feel her massive breasts and finger her erect nipples through her nightgown.
'This is unbelievable,' he thought. 'This is my dream come true. I love kissing my mother. I love touching and feeling her through her clothes.'
# # #
While impatiently waiting for her to return after removing her clothes and slipping on her sexy nightgown, he opened another bottle of champagne. He couldn't wait to see all that he could see of her through her sheer, barely-there nightgown while sipping more champagne. He blamed it on the champagne. With her already having four glasses of champagne when two glasses was her limit, maybe she'd sexually do naughty things that she'd never do if she wasn't a little tipsy, if not a little drunk.
Not that he needed to get her drunk, but he couldn't wait to get his mother inebriated enough for her to lose her sexual inhibitions. He needed his mother to think of him not as her son but as her lover. He couldn't wait to see her totally relaxed while allowing him to continue to kiss her, touch her, feel her, and have forbidden sex with her.
When the cork popped from the second bottle, champagne gushed on the carpet. The bottle gushed champagne in the way that he imagined his cock would soon gush cum in her pussy before gushing cum in her mouth. Something he didn't know; he hoped his mother sucked cock. He hoped she'd allow him to cum in her mouth. He hoped she'd swallow his load of cum while smiling up at him.
After cumming in his mother's pussy and again in her mouth, he'd love nothing better than to give Elizabeth a cum bath. He'd love to cum all over her beautiful face. How erotically exciting would that be to see her dripping with his cum from her hair, her nose, her mouth, her eyes, her chin and, coating her breasts while dripping from her nipples. As if he owned her, and was a dog marking his territory, how sexually exciting would that be to cum all over his mother.
He sipped the champagne that he bought her, and that now chilled in an ice bucket by the end of the sofa. He sniffed the red roses that he bought her in the way he hoped to soon be sniffing her wet pussy while licking her and fingering his mother's cunt. Wanting his mouth to taste as sweet as her mouth, he had a piece of one of the chocolates that he bought her for Christmas. He couldn't wait to see his mother in the sexy nightgown that he bought her for Christmas too.
Filled with sexual anticipation, his incestuous, horny thoughts were consumed with his mother modeling her sexy nightgown for him. The sexual anticipation was thrilling. He couldn't wait to see his mother in her sheer and sexy nightgown. He couldn't wait to see more of his mother that he imagined seeing while playing with himself and cumming over the thoughts of her naked.
He couldn't wait to kiss her. He couldn't wait to make out with her. He couldn't wait to feel her ass, her breasts, and her pussy while kissing her through her sheer nightgown. He couldn't wait to take her by her wrist and move her hand to his erect, naked cock.
He wondered if she'd pull her hand away or leave it there. He wondered if she'd fondle his emerging erection through his pajamas in the way that he felt her ass through her panties. Something he knew she'd never do but would love for her to do, he wondered if his mother would remove his prick from his pajama pee hole.
He'd love nothing more than for her to reach her hand in his pajama bottoms and pull out his erect cock. Not knowing what she'd do, if she did pull out his prick, he wondered if she'd wrap her long, manicured fingers around his prick and stroke him. He'd love her to give him a slow, motherly hand job while continued making out with her and feeling her through her nightgown.
Showing him that she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her; while kissing her and feeling his mother's body through her sheer nightgown, he imagined her stroking his cock. He imagined her masturbating him in the way that he couldn't wait to finger her pussy, rub her clit, and finger fuck her. He imagined his mother leaning down to take him in her mouth and sucking him in the way that he'd love to lick her pussy while fingering her cunt.
Not ending with thoughts of only looking, kissing, touching, and feeling, after giving her an orgasm with his fingers, his mouth, his tongue, and his cock, he hoped she'd give him an orgasm with her hand, her tongue, and her mouth. After cumming in her pussy and in her mouth, he hoped she'd allow him to give her a cum bath. After he imagined gushing a first load of cum in her pussy, he imagined gushing a second load of cum in her mouth, and a third load of cum all over her beautiful face, in her lush, red hair, and across her big breasts.
'Wow, he thought. 'How hot would that be for my mother to suck my cock? How hot would that be to cum in my mother's mouth? How hot would it be to give my Mom a cum bath?'
Only, perish the thought, with her an older woman, hoping she does, maybe she doesn't suck cock. If she did suck cock, maybe she wouldn't allow him to cum in her mouth but only on her tits. Not all women suck cock and allow a man to cum in her mouth, especially women from her generation. Having no idea, while hoping that she did, he didn't know if she sucked cock or not. He hoped his mother sucked cock. As much as he'd love to finger and lick her pussy, he'd love her to stroke and suck his prick.
Maybe that's why his father left her because his mother refused to suck his prick. On the other hand, his ex-girlfriend, Jessica, was quite the experienced cocksucker. Maybe the reason why his father left his mother for Jessica was to receive regular blowjobs. As simple as that, would his father reject his MILF of a mother for a woman who'd suck his cock?
To be honest, he didn't care if his mother sucked cock or not. He'd be happy eating his mother's pussy without her having to reciprocate by giving him a blowjob. He'd be happy to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. He'd be happy slowing undressing her while making out with her and feeling her through her clothes, before stripping her naked, and touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. He'd be happy to make love to her and fuck her. He'd be happy to be sexually intimate with his mother and be allowed to sleep in her bed while holding her, kissing her, cuddling her, and spooning her.
'Who am I kidding? Wanting her to be my cocksucking whore, I hope my mother sucks cock. I hope my MILF of a mother is a cocksucker. I'd love nothing more than to watch her staring up at me with her big, blue eyes, and with my hard-hairy cock in her beautiful mouth while blowing me,' he thought.
# # #
Making himself more comfortable on the couch while waiting for her to return from the bedroom, he propped up more pillows behind his back. Not wanting to miss her grand entrance, as if she was his sexy, Victoria Secrets model but without wings, he wanted to watch her enter the living room from her bedroom wearing her nearly transparent nightgown. He couldn't wait to see his mother in the sexy nightie that he bought her. He couldn't wait to see what he could see of her gigantic tits, her red pussy, and her shapely ass through her sheer nightgown.
'A risk that I needed to take by buying my mother something so sexually inappropriate, pleased that she didn't threaten to return it, I'm glad that I bought her that nightgown. I'm already sexually excited with the anticipation of seeing her virtually naked,' he thought. 'I can't wait to see my mother's nearly naked body. I can wait to kiss her while touching and feeling her through her thin nightgown.'



Moreover, cock for cunt, he wanted her to get a good look at his erection that tented his pajama bottoms that he wore without underwear. Just as he wanted to see her wearing his revealing gift, he wanted her to see the gift that he had waiting for her, and that tented his pajamas bottoms. He wanted her to see the pole that added heat to the candles, color to the Christmas lights, sexual arousal to her face, and shock to her eyes.
Hotter than the fire from the fireplace, he was already hot for the anticipated touch of her motherly hand on his erect cock. He was already hot for the anticipated sensation of his cock in her warm and wet mouth. He was already hot for the anticipated feel of his cock buried in her wet pussy. He'd love nothing more than to make love to his mother before fucking her cunt.
'Stroke me, mom,' he thought of all the things that he wanted to do to her and with her. 'Blow me. Suck my cock. Make love to me. Fuck me, mom. Fuck me.'
After French kissing her the first time, he yearned to French kiss her again. In the way that he couldn't wait to sexually touch her, feel her, and fondle her again, he couldn't wait for her to sexually touch him, feel him, and fondle him too. After he felt her and squeezed her ass through her short skirt, and lifted her skirt to feel her ass through her panties, he couldn't wait to feel her humongous breasts through her sexy nightgown. Just as he couldn't wait for her to feel him through his clothes, he couldn't wait to touch, feel, and fondle her nearly naked body through her nightgown.
He couldn't wait to have his wicked, sexual way with every part of his mother's beautiful, nightgown clad body. In the way that he couldn't wait for her to take his prick in her soft, warm hand, he couldn't wait to finger her wet pussy. He couldn't wait to rub her clit and finger fuck her while making out with her. He hoped she'd make love to him before fucking him. He couldn't wait to feel his cock buried deep in her cunt in the way that he couldn't wait to see her staring up at him with his prick in her mouth while she sucked him.
If it wasn't enough that he was about to see his MILF of a mother nearly naked and modeling her see-through nightgown for him, he wanted to have sex with her too.
'Where is she,' he thought? 'Why is she taking so long? She's been in her bedroom a long time. How long does it take to remove her blouse, her skirt, her bra, and her panties? How long does it take for her to put on her nightgown? She's probably fixing her hair and reapplying her makeup,' he thought.
# # #
Their first time hopefully having sex on all nights, Christmas Eve, a night of celebration, this was indeed an auspicious, once in a lifetime, romantic and sexually exciting occasion. Denied the invitation to her bed until hopefully now, she finally saw the light when she realized the lustful desire, and felt the romantic passion that he had long held for her. Not sharing his illicit feeling before, she finally reciprocated his sexual attraction when she kissed him and allowed him to feel her ass through her skirt. She finally discovered how she felt the same sexual way about him that he felt about her.
She saw the light when she noticed his erection that he was no longer able to hide nor wanted to hide from her. When he wished her a Merry Christmas and sealed the deal with a kiss, a French kiss, they both knew that sex between them was inevitable. Like mother, like son, they knew that tonight was the night for love, romance, and sex. A life changing experience, after being consumed with forbidden, incestuous lust, once they had mother and son sex, they could never return to how they innocently were before.
He couldn't wait for his mother to come together with him as one. Finally, after making him wait what seemed like an eternity, she emerged from her bedroom wearing nothing more than her sexy, sheer nightgown and a big smile of sexual arousal. She seemed as aroused for him to see her in her sheerly transparent nightgown as he was excited to see his nearly naked mother. While hopefully not misreading her, she seemed as eager to have sex with him as he was excited to have sex with her.
'She looks so beautiful. If she wasn't beautiful enough before, she's even more beautiful when she smiles,' he thought. 'If she wasn't beautiful enough when she's smiling, she's even more lovely while wearing this see-through nightgown.'
He stared at all that he could see of her mother through her revealing nightgown.
'She looks so sexy,' he thought. 'If she wasn't sexy enough, he could see the outline of her enormous, shapely breasts. He saw the impressions her areolas and her big nipples made through the nightie. Then, when he looked further down, he saw the shadow of her bushy, red pubic hair, his mother's cunt. I've never seen as much as my mother, as I'm seeing now,' he thought. 'Even if we don't have sex, I'll be masturbating over seeing her wearing my Christmas gift every day.'
His vision of perfection, she entered the living room wearing her short, sheer, nearly see-through, sexy, low-cut nightgown that he gave her for Christmas. Modeling it for him, it was a sensually, sexy sight to see. She looked so beautiful. An incestuously forbidden sight to behold, as if she was already naked, she looked so lovely, as lovely as he imagined Eve looked to Adam in the Garden of Eden.
Totally captivating, she reminded him of how Kelly Preston, John Travolta's deceased wife, looked when she played Marnie Mason, Arnold Schwarzenegger's love interest, in Twins so long ago. As if she was the redheaded Melisandre, high priestess from the God R'hllor in the Games of Thrones, his mother was his red angel haired angel. He couldn't wait to make his mother his lover. Now that he saw how hot and sexy she looked in that sheer and totally see-through nightgown, he couldn't wait to see what she looked like without it.
In the way that he touched and felt her ass through her panties while kissing her, he couldn't wait to touch and feel his mother through her thin nightgown. He couldn't wait to touch and feel his mother everywhere that was forbidden for him to touch and feel her. He couldn't wait to kiss her while pulling down her nightgown to expose her big, naked breasts. He couldn't wait to kiss her while lifting up her nightgown to expose her naked ass and naked pussy to his horny eyes.
# # #
"How do I look," she asked while already knowing how she looked?
She looked divine. She looked like no mother had a right to look when standing in front of her son. As if she didn't know how she looked, she sexually teased him while turning one way before turning the other, and while giving him the eye.
'How does she look,' he thought? 'She looks how he imagined her looking when he bought her this nightgown and masturbated himself over the thoughts of seeing her without her clothes.'
Tempting him, teasing him, and toying with him to ask him such a loaded question, just as she knew what she was doing to him, she knew exactly how she looked. Not only did she look beautiful but also, she looked sexually dangerous. He only wished she wasn't his mother but some other MILF that he picked up in a bar. Yet, if she was any other woman than his mother, he wouldn't feel the sexual excitement that he felt for her now. If she was any woman other than his mother, he wouldn't yearn to see her naked in the way that he had incestuously lusted over her for years.
Once again imagining how Adam was taken by Eve, she looked like a piece of forbidden fruit from the Garden of Eden. Instead of imagining himself as the snake who dared tempt Adam to seduce her in the Garden of Eden, he imagined himself being a modern-day version of Adam. Instead of imagining her as an innocent virgin, he imagined that she was his modern-day version of Eve.
Yet, no matter who they were or imagined themselves to be, he didn't care about the consequences of them coming together sexually. In the same way that there wasn't a chance she'd say no to him, he'd never say no to her either. This was his mother and he was her son. There was no way that he could logically explain the sexual attraction that he felt for her just as she wouldn't be able to explain the sexual attraction she felt for him. Yet, with her standing before him nearly naked, he didn't care about the logic behind any psychological explanation.
Having never seen as much of her sexy body as he was seeing now, he stared at her as if she was naked already. He stared at her as if he was seeing her without her clothes for the first time, and he was. As if she was a new age version of Lady Godiva wearing a sheer nightgown instead of being naked, he looked from her shoulder length, red hair, to her big, blue, beautiful eyes, before staring down at her shapely figure. As if God had created her just for him, God had created him just for her. He was beyond being sexually excited to finally see so much of his mother.
Before answering her to tell her how she looked, as if her low-cut nightgown cupped them just for him, he stared at the sensuous sight that her double D cup breasts made in her pale-blue nightgown. In the way that his erection showed her the sexual lust that he had for her in his pajama bottoms, he saw the sexual lust she had for him by the huge impressions her nipples made in her nightgown. She not only had huge tits but also, she had big nipples, too.
Either she was cold or sexually excited. If he was to guess, he'd guess that his mother was as sexually aroused as he was excited. If he was to guess, he'd guess that she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her. With him meeting her half way by buying her such an inappropriate nightgown to wear in front of him, she met him the other half of the way by wearing his present. With the time right, he couldn't wait to make his move on his mother.
Just as he couldn't wait to hold her in his arms, kiss her, and make out with her while feeling her big tits, he couldn't wait to see her enormous breasts. He couldn't wait to finger and suck her erect nipples. Unless he was mistaken and was misreading all the sexual signals that she had given him over their years together, tonight was the night for him to have incestuous sex with his mother.
'This is it. This is really it,' he thought.
A long-time coming, why else would she tease him with upskirt peeks of her panties, up nightgown peeks of her naked pussy, down blouse views of her cleavage and bra, and down nightgown views of her naked breasts? Seemingly, his mother was as much of an exhibitionist as he was a voyeur. With them both on the same page, she wanted him to see as much of her as he wanted to see of her.
Why else would she not slap his hand away when he rubbed her bikini clad body with sunscreen while touching and feeling the sides of her breasts when her bikini top was unhooked? Why else would she not admonish him when he rubbed sunscreen on her nearly naked thong clad bikini bottom ass? Why else would she allow him to touch and feel her breasts and her ass through her bikini when playing Marco Polo in the pool while he pretended that his eyes were closed?
Why else would she have kissed him, French kissed him, and allowed him to feel and squeeze her shapely ass through her short skirt? Why else would she allow him to lift the back of her skirt and feel her firm ass through her panties? Unless she was hoping for and wanting sex, why else would she dare model this sheer, short, low-cut, and revealing nightgown that he gave her for Christmas?
With tonight the night of love, romance, and sex, hopefully, if all goes as planned, he'd be making romantic love to his mother tonight. He'd be having sex with the woman of his dreams, his lustful desires, and his incestuous, sexual fantasies on Christmas eve night. He'd finally be seeing Elizabeth naked. Who else would he want to have sex with other than to have sex with his best friend? Who else would he want to have sex with other than with his mother?
# # #
'Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah,' he thought while imagining angels singing and rejoicing in his lust for his mother.
He stared at her as if he was dreaming. He gazed upon her as if he was having another one of his sexual fantasies while stroking himself over the thoughts of imagining her naked and having sex with her. He leered at her as if she was already naked. Undressing her with his eyes, even though she was practically naked now anyway, he sexually ogled at her as if she was his woman not just for this one night but forever.
"How do you look," he said, beaming her a big smile? "You look beautiful, Elizabeth. You look sexy. A perfect fit, the nightgown looks amazing on you,' he said, staring at all that he could see of his mother's breasts, her pussy, and her ass.
She beamed him a smile with her sexy look.
"Thank you," she said.
She further surprised him when she slowly turned around and teasingly bent at the waist to pick something up from the carpet. She knew all that she was showing and all that he was seeing. As if she was naked instead of wearing a nightgown, he not only saw the outline of her shapely ass but also the back of his mother's red, bushy pussy, too.
"You look like a Goddess sent here from Heaven just for me. You look so forbidden in that pale-blue, nearly see-through nightgown," he said.
She looked down at herself. Then, she looked up at him as if she wasn't aware that she was as exposed as she was.
"Oh, my," she said with feigned embarrassment. "Can you really see through this nightgown?"
She covered her nearly naked breasts with her forearms and her nearly naked pussy with her hand. He hoped that she was sexually aroused instead of immodestly embarrassed. He returned her sexy look with his look of desire.
"Allow me to show you how you look, mother," he said with a dirty laugh.
He stood from his seated position. Then, he moved his hand away from the erection to show her his big dick tenting his pajama bottoms. In the way that he stared at her nearly naked breasts and looked down at what he could see of her red, bushy pussy, she stared at his erection.
"Oh, my Michael," she said with a little laugh. "Did I do that?"
# # #
She looked at him with as much arousal as he looked at her with lust. As if he wasn't sexually excited enough, it sexually excited him even more when his mother stared at his erection in the way that he stared at what he could see of her nearly naked tits and pussy. As if she was his sexy wench, he walked to her and wrapped his arm around her slim waist.
As if he was a pirate and she was the precious, albeit forbidden spoils from a taken castle in his new kingdom, he pulled her to him and pressed her against him. As if she had no say in the matter, he acted as if she was already his woman. His for the taking and she was, something she seemed to enjoy and something he never knew about his mother, giving her what she needed and wanted, he was aggressively forceful with her.
Yet, instead of forcing her to have sex with him, with her already agreeable to having sex with her son, instead of romancing her, he took her. She giggled like a little girl to be the reason for his sexual lust. He kissed her more forcefully, and in the way that he did before, he parted her lips with his tongue again. Michael French kissed his mother, and she returned his deep wet kiss with her French kiss.
Reciprocating his incestuous lust, as soon as he kissed her and as soon as she returned his kiss, he slowly slid his hand down the back of her nightgown to cup her round, firm ass in his horny hand. With her allowing him to do so, not slapping his hand away and/or admonishing him, he felt his mother's nearly naked ass. He couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's nearly naked ass through her thin nightgown.
When he pulled her to him in that forceful way, he turned and pulled her back on the couch with him. When she fell on top of him, the top of her low-cut nightgown opened to give him a great down-nightgown view of the tops of her full breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. When she fell on top of him, the back of her short nightgown raised enough for his hand to come in contact with her naked ass. He felt, fondled, and squeezed his mother's naked ass. He couldn't believe he was feeling her naked ass.
As if he was her man and she was his woman, she was on top of him in the way that he couldn't wait to be on top of her. He couldn't wait to make sweet and passionate love to her while slowly humping her. He couldn't wait to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her an orgasm with his cock. The object of his affection, his lustful attraction, his focused attention, and his repressed passion, she had fabulous tits and he couldn't wait to finally see them, touch them, feel them, fondle them, and suck them.
In the way that he couldn't wait for her to stroke his cock while sucking his prick, he couldn't wait to finger her pussy while licking his mother's cunt. He could wait to see and hear her have an orgasm. He couldn't wait to watch her naked breasts bounce up and down and sway side to side as he fucked her hard, long, and fast. Whether in her mouth and/or in her pussy, he couldn't wait to cum in his mother.
As if voluntarily lifting itself in sexual anticipation of him fingering her, when she fell with him on the couch, her short nightgown moved high up enough to give him a quick, sexy view of her red, bushy pussy. She wasn't wearing panties, of course. Obviously, ready for whatever he had on his horny mind, he was glad that she wasn't wearing panties.
Naked beneath her nightgown, his sign that she sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her, he couldn't believe his mother wasn't wearing panties. She was naked beneath that flimsy nightgown. One, thin piece of satin material prevented him from seeing the entire naked body of the woman of his lustful desire.
He couldn't wait to remove her nightgown while making out with her. He couldn't wait to strip his mother naked. He couldn't wait to touch and feel her everywhere while making out with her. He couldn't wait to be naked with her. He couldn't wait to have sex with Elizabeth.
# # #
'Ahoy,' as if he thought he was a pirate ready to have sex with his wench of a captured woman.
Having seen her panties before with her flashing him sexy up-skirt peeks, even though he had seen up nightgown flashes of her naked pussy, he had never seen her cunt in the way that he was seeing it now. Other than brief in-between her leg, up-nightgown glimpses in a darkened room of his mother's cunt while cuddling on the couch as they watched a movie together, he had never seen her bare, naked pussy. Now that she was so totally and so nakedly exposed, he stared at her darker patch of pubic hair that was revealed through her sheer nightgown as if he had never seen a woman's pussy before.
Indeed, her pussy was a very special pussy. This was his beloved, Elizabeth's, pussy. This was his mother's cunt. As shocked as he was to French kiss his mother while feeling her through her clothes, he couldn't believe he was seeing flashes of his mother's naked body.
'I saw my mother's pussy. I saw Elizabeth's cunt,' he thought. 'I saw her red, bushy pussy.'
Hard for him to wrap his head around, he couldn't believe that he saw her naked pussy.
'She has a beautiful pussy. I love her pussy. I can't wait to finger her pussy. I can't wait to lick her pussy. I can't wait to make love to her pussy. I can't wait to fuck her pussy,' he thought.
He continued staring at all that he could see of his mother's naked cunt.
# # #
Taking it slow, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, allowing her to take the lead, Michael couldn't wait to touch her pussy, cup her pussy, and finger her pussy. If seeing his mother's naked cunt wasn't enough, the thought of fingering her pussy sent shivers down his spine. He couldn't wait to lick her pussy while fingering her pussy. Just as he couldn't wait for his mother to suck him, he couldn't wait to eat her.



As if he was her longtime lover instead of her best friend and her beloved son, he couldn't wait to make love to his mother before fucking her. He couldn't wait to give her multiple, vaginal orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. He couldn't wait to see her, hear her, and watch her cum. He couldn't wait to pound her pussy into the mattress while hearing her scream out his name in sexual passion.
'Michael! Michael! Oh, my God, Michael! Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck your mother,' he imagined her screams of sexual passion. 'Fuck me! Fuck mommy! Fuck me!'
He couldn't wait to have sex with her and make her his woman and his lover.
'Fuck Mommy, Michael. Make mommy cum. Fuck your mother. Fuck me harder, Michael. Fuck me faster. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me,' he imagined her saying.
Making out with her, he touched her, felt her, and fondled her now where he had been forbidden to touch, feel, and fondle her before but had always yearned to touch, feel, and fondle her. He slid a slow, purposeful hand over her nightgown clad ass and squeezed her buttocks before raising her nightgown high enough to feel her naked backside. She had such a firm and shapely backside.
With her not stopping him by slapping his horny hand away and reprimanding him for his lustful behavior, he felt his mother's naked ass. He couldn't believe he was feeling his mother's naked ass. After having his sexual way with her naked, shapely ass, squeezing her ass, and feeling her ass again before slapping her ass, he moved his hand to the front of her.
# # #
'Merry Christmas to me,' he thought. 'My God, she has such an incredible ass,' he thought. 'I can't believe I'm feeling a forty-eight-year-old ass. Any thirty-year-old woman would be proud to have my mother's ass. If feeling her ass isn't enough, I can't believe I'm about to finger my Elizabeth's pussy before feeling her big breasts,' he thought.
He lifted the front of her nightgown to expose her red, bushy pussy to his horny eyes again. As if her body was his personal playground, his Christmas gift of sexual pleasure given to him by her, he felt her full, nearly naked breasts through her nightgown. First one breast then the other breast, he felt her breasts again before fingering her nipples. Much to her erotic delight, while kissing her, he pulled, turned, twisted, squeezed, and pinched her erect nipples through her nightgown.
Now beyond eager to see her naked, natural breasts, he always wanted to see her big tits, her round areolas, and her erect nipples. Her sexy nightgown was as if a shroud cloaking a masterpiece painting. As if there was a drumroll of suspense going off in his horny head, he lowered her nightgown straps, first one and then the other. He was about to see his mother topless. He was about to see her naked breasts.
He kissed her exposed shoulders before he kissed the tops of her naked breasts. He touched and felt the tops of her breasts. Then, taking his time undressing her, he removed her arms from her nightgown straps. He slowly pulled her nightgown down to her waist to expose her gigantic naked breasts to his horny eyes. Staring at them as if he had never seen naked breasts before, finally, he saw Elizabeth's naked, natural breasts. He couldn't believe he was seeing his mother's big tits.
'This is unbelievable,' he thought. 'My mother is topless. She has amazing and enormous tits. She has much better tits than Jessica, my ex-girlfriend, a woman half her age, and who's now my father's new wife, and my new stepmom. Maybe because they're my mother's tits but she has the best tits I've ever seen. I love my Elizabeth's tits.'
Before even touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and sucking them, he continued staring at them. A sight to behold and one of rare beauty, her breasts were as big as they were shapely. He couldn't believe his horny eyes. Something he thought he'd never see; these were his mother's naked tits. He was finally seeing Elizabeth's bare, natural breasts.
With her topless now, unable to remove his eyes and his hands from them, he feasted his horny eyes on her naked breasts. He couldn't believe she was finally topless before him. He couldn't believe he was finally seeing his mother's big, beautiful breasts. Her tits were amazing. He loved her tits.
As if they were something valuably forbidden to touch, feel, finger, and suck, and indeed they were, he touched, felt her breasts, and fingered her breasts before he lowered his head to suck her erect nipples. His sexual fantasy came true, something he thought he'd never get to do; he sucked his mother's tits. So firm and yet so soft, he couldn't believe he was sucking her tits. He couldn't believe that she not only allowed him to see her naked breasts but also allowed him to feel, touch, fondle her huge tits, and finger her erect nipples while sucking them.
Pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples between his fingers, he continued fingering her nipples while sucking her nipples. He continued sucking her nipples while gently nibbling her nipples. Hard to wrap his horny head around, his sexual fantasy came true, he couldn't believe he was finally seeing, touching, and sucking on Elizabeth's big tits while fingering and biting her nipples. Enormous double D cup breasts, she had beautiful breasts that were as huge as they were shapely.
'By far, she has the best tits that I've ever seen, touched, felt, fondled, and sucked,' he thought while continuing to suck and finger her erect nipples. 'I love my mother's big tits. I can't get enough of her huge, naked breasts. I can't wait to watch her tits bouncing up and down and swaying side to side when she's sitting on top of me while fucking me.'
# # #
Then, something that he only fantasized of her ever doing, he felt her reach her hand down to feel his erection through his pajama bottoms. In the way that he felt and fondled his mother's nearly naked body, she felt and fondled his erection through his clothes. Clearly, she wanted his cock as much as he wanted her pussy. When he moved his hand in between her legs to cup her naked pussy, she stuck her hand inside of pajama bottoms.
She wrapped her long, manicured fingers around his erect cock. She slid a slow finger over the head of his prick. Then, she cupped his testicles before she removed his prick from his pajama pants and slowly stroked him while staring down at him.
'Oh, my God. If it's not enough my mother allowed me to feel her naked ass, suck her naked tits, and cup her naked pussy, she's giving me a slow hand job,' he thought.
As if she had never seen and held a big dick in her soft and warm hand, she continued staring down at his erect, naked cock in the way that he stared at her naked breasts.
"Take them off. Take off your pajama bottoms," she said. "I want to see your cock. Show me your big dick, Michael," she said. "Show mommy your penis."
Obediently obeying her, he removed his pajamas. Not a difficult request to respect, he had been wanting to expose himself to his mother for years. As soon as he stripped himself naked, she moved closer to him, and while leaning over him, she continued to feel, fondle, and stroke his erection. His mother was feeling his naked cock. Masturbating him, he couldn't believe she was stroking his stiff prick.
In the way that he felt her ass through her short skirt and panties when they were making out on the couch earlier, she felt his naked cock now. In the way that he cupped her naked pussy, she wrapped her fingers around his big dick. In the way that he felt, fondled, and sucked her big, naked tits, she continued slowly stroking his cock. As soon as she stroked his prick, his cock bigger and harder. His cock throbbed and pulsated for his mother.
# # #
'My mother wrapped her fingers around my erect prick. She's holding my cock in her hand while stroking me. Elizabeth is giving me a slow hand job while making out with me,' he thought. 'This is the best Christmas that I've ever had. Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, this is unbelievable.'
Obviously, in the way that he couldn't wait to see his mother's cunt, she couldn't wait to see her son's cock. In the way that he couldn't wait to touch, feel, and finger her warm and wet pussy, she couldn't wait to touch, feel, and stroke his hard, erect cock. Pussy for prick, obviously, he wasn't the only one who wanted to have some hot, sexy fun.
Something that he'll be masturbating over for the rest of his horny life, Michael couldn't believe that his beloved Elizabeth sexually wanted him as much as he sexually wanted her. Beyond being shocked and beyond being sexually excited, he couldn't believe that he had his way with her naked breasts and his mother's cunt. He couldn't believe his mother was holding his erect cock in her hand while stroking him.
'Oh, my God,' he thought when she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around his thick, stiff prick and squeezed.
Continuing to French kiss one another, masturbating her, he fingered his mother's wet cunt, rubbed her clit, and finger fucked her while she masturbated him. Slowly, as if making love to his prick with her soft hand, she continued having her way with his engorged cock. Just as he couldn't believe he was playing with her pussy; he couldn't believe she was playing with his prick. His sexual fantasy came true, just as he couldn't believe that he was finally masturbating his mother, he couldn't believe she was finally masturbating him.
Then, it was one thing to touch and feel his mother while making out with her, it was quite another thing for her to touch and feel him while making out with her son. Finally, taking their foreplay to the next level, he couldn't believe what she said next. Clearly, not stopping with kissing, touching, and feeling, she wanted him as much as he wanted her.
"Lick me, Michael. Eat your mother's cunt," she said whispering what she wanted him to do in his ear. "Give mommy an orgasm with your tongue and with your fingers." she said. "Make me cum. Make mommy cum, Michael."
She continued whispering her sexual wants, needs, and wishes in his ear while licking and blowing in his ear.
"Eat my pussy, Michael. Eat your mother's cunt," she said again. "Finger me while licking me."
She laughed a loud and dirty laugh.
"Make me your woman, Michael. Make me your submissive bitch. Make me your dirty whore. Make me your sexual slave. Use me and abuse me. Make me your cum slut," she said.
She gave him another deep, wet kiss. Clearly, his mother loved sexy, pillow talk.
"Make me cum, Michael. Make your mother cum. Give mommy an oral orgasm. I need to cum. Mommy needs to cum," she said. "Finger fuck me. Lick me. Eat me."
# # #
His kind of woman, he loved it when she talked dirty to him. His kind of woman, he couldn't wait to talk dirty to her. As much as he loved having sex with her, he couldn't wait to have hot, sexy pillow talk over all the sexual things that they'd do and all the sexual things they've done.
Just as he couldn't wait to fill her beautiful mind with sexual imagery, he couldn't wait for her to fill his horny mind with dirty thoughts. Just as he couldn't wait to fill his mother's pussy with his cock, he couldn't wait to fill her mouth with his prick too. Hoping that his mother sucks cock and is a cocksucker, he couldn't wait for her to blow him. He hoped she'd want him to cum in her mouth instead of on her tits.
Not wearing his Christmas gift very long, she hurriedly removed her nightgown as if it was on fire. With them both naked now, they were ablaze by the heat of their sexual flames. With her taking the lead, she took him by surprise. Not expecting her to remove her nightgown, he stared at her naked body.
As if recording the naked image of her in his mind, he wished he had a camera. He'd love to take dozens of sexy cheesecake, naked photos of his mother to masturbate over later. Returning the favor, he'd allow her to take dozens of beefcake photos of him for her to masturbate over later, too.
"I can't believe I'm finally seeing my mother naked. I can't believe I'm finally seeing Elizabeth without her clothes. I can't believe I'm having sex with my mother,' he thought.
While memorizing every mole and freckle of her beautiful, naked body, he drank her all in as if he was guzzling a cold beer on a scorching, hot day.
'She's such an extraordinarily beautiful woman, especially for a woman her age. She has such a phenomenal body. I can't believe I'm in the living room naked with my naked mother.'
As soon as he thought that, she stood, took him by his hand, and pulled him into her bedroom. Then, with a heavy hand to his chest, she pushed him back on the bed. Something he never expected his mother to do, instead of climbing on him and mounting his cock, she sat on his face.
"Eat me, Michael. Eat mommy. Lick my pussy while fingering my cunt," she said. "Give me an orgasm. Make me cum."
# # #
Again, obediently obeying her, he fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. With her not having sex in several years after his father absconded with and married his ex-girlfriend, it didn't take his mother long to cum. While leaning forward to hold his head in her hands, she wiped her vaginal secretions all over his face.
"Michael. Don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Lick my pussy faster. Eat me, Michael. Eat mommy. Make me cum. Give your mother an orgasm with your finger and with your tongue," she said.
Then, closing her eyes, moving her head back, and arching her back, she fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not remaining still very long, she mounted him. She sat on him. She reached down and took his stiff prick in hand. She parted her pussy lips with his cock.
"Make love to me, Michael," she said humping him. "Make love to your mother. Give mommy another orgasm, this time with your cock. Cum inside of my pussy, baby," she said. "Fill me with your cum."
As if she was his wife or his girlfriend instead of his mother, they made love. They French kissed one another while slowly and passionately humping one another. Then, humping faster and humping harder, they were fucking. He fucked his mother and she fucked her son.
"Michael! Michael! Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said. Fuck me. Fuck mommy, Michael."
As soon as she closed her eyes, put her head back, stiffened her legs, and arched her back, he knew that she was cumming again. He gave his mother two orgasms. One with his fingers and his tongue and a second one with his cock.
# # #
Then, surprising him, his mother moved halfway down the bed. She took his cock in her hand and stroked him before she took him in her mouth to blow me. Glad that Elizabeth was a cocksucker, he couldn't believe that his mother was sucking his cock.
She stroked him faster. She stroked him harder. She sucked him deeper. A much better cocksucker than his ex-girlfriend, his mother gave him the best blowjob that he ever had in his life. She temporarily removed his stiff prick from her mouth to tell him what to do.
"Cum, Michael. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth," she said smiling up at him. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I need to swallow you," she said, temporarily removing his cock from her mouth to speak.
She laughed. Then, before taking his prick in her mouth again, she said something that blew his mind.
"Save some cum because after you cum in my mouth, my Christmas gift to you, I want you to cum all over my face. I want you to give your mother a cum bath. I want you to see mommy dripping with your cum," she said with a dirty laugh.
She returned his prick to her mouth again and stroked him while sucking him. Not taking him long to cum in her mouth, he put a gentle hand behind her red, pretty head. He humped her mouth. He fucked her face. He exploded a load of warm oozy cum in her mouth and she swallowed.
"Mom! Mom! I'm cumming. Elizabeth! Oh, my God," he said, filling her mouth with his cum and while watching her swallow.
Then, as soon as she removed him from her mouth, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, red hair, and across her enormous breasts. He gave his mother a cum bath.
"Liz! Oh, my God, Liz," I said.
From that day forward, they slept together in her bed. He made love to her every morning and fucked her every night. When they weren't making love and fucking, they were fingering, stroking, licking, and sucking. From that day forward, mother and son had incestuous sex every day.
THE END
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Sex with Mom, Sister & Grandma, #01
Andy has sex with his grandmother before having sex with his sister and mother.
Their ideas to sexually seduce Andy, Natalie willingly had sex with her son, and Vanessa had consensual sex with her brother. Yet, way ahead of him in her lustful desire for her grandson, grandma Grace had sex with him first.
After arriving home drunk and horny from having fun with strippers at a CFNM strip club, (clothed female nude male), on her 50th birthday, exciting him, Natalie made her son, Andy, an offer that he couldn't refuse. Going along with her mother's plan, with Vanessa drunk and horny, too, she wanted to have sex with her brother as much as her mother wanted to have sex with her son. Mother and daughter played their game of forbidden seduction.
Having continually masturbated over imagining his mother and his sister without their clothes, and having sex with them, Andy no longer had to play with himself while imagining that now. The lucky bastard that he is, son not only had illicit sex with his MILF of a mother but also, brother had incestuous sex with his sexy sister, too. The only thing better than having forbidden sex with your mother is to have taboo sex with your sister, too. The only thing better than having sex with your mother and with your sister is having threesome sex with them both at the same time.
# # #
Unembarrassed to admit, my longtime sexual fantasy finally came true. Taking me by surprise, my MILF of a mother, Natalie, had illicit sex with me. Unashamed to confess, my masturbation fantasy came true, too. My sexy, big sister, Vanessa, caught me off guard and, something that I never expected her to do, she had sex with me, too. Then, something as forbidden as it was incestuous, if it wasn't enough having sex with my mother and with my sister, we had threesome sex with one another.
Not stopping there with us only having sex one time, continuing to have sex with my mother and my sister, we had sex not only in our mother's bedroom, but also, we had sex in the bathroom. As if we stood beneath a waterfall in Hawaii, something that I couldn't believe that I was doing, I fucked my mother in the shower. Then, bending my sister forward at the waist, shocked that she'd allow me to stick my prick in her pussy, I fucked her in the shower, too.
Finally, with them both on their knees on either side of me and staring up at me, something that I will never forget, they took turns blowing me. They took turns stroking me before sticking my erect prick in their mouths. Then, when I was ready to cum, as if my cock was a firehouse, and they're mouths were on fire, again, back and forth, they took turns moving my prick to their mouths. I ejaculated cum in both of their mouths. With them not spitters but swallowers, they swallowed my load of oozy cum.
Then, still on their knees in the shower, while staring up at me and smiling, as soon as they removed my cock from the pressure of their lips, I surprised them. I exploded a second load of cum all over their pretty faces, in their beautiful, brown hair, and across their big, naked breasts. I exploded cum all over their naked bodies while they knelt beneath the showerhead. I'll be masturbating over having sex in the shower for the rest of my life. I not only fuck them both but also, I gave my mother and my sister cum baths.
"Andy," said my mother laughing. "You gave mommy a cum bath."
She scooped up my cum with her fingertips and stuck her fingers in her mouth to swallow my cum. Vanessa laughed, too. She scooped up my cum with her fingertips and stuck her fingers in her mouth to swallow my cum, too.
"Something that I'll never forget, you gave me my first cum bath, Andy," said my sister.
Once the floodgates opened, no more pretenses, with the three of us sexually depraved, we had sex downstairs, upstairs, outside on the back deck, in the backyard, in the cellar, in the garage, in the car, and in every room of the house. A once in a lifetime experience is now an everyday occurrence. When I'm not having sex with my mother, I'm having sex with my sister. Of course, my favorite memories are when I'm having threesome sex with both of them. I love giving them multiple orgasms with my tongue, my fingers, and my cock.
# # #
My name is Andy. I'm twenty-five-years-old. Still living at home, not happy about my living situation after having to return home, I live with my fifty-year-old mother, Natalie, and my twenty-eight-year-old, big sister, Vanessa.
Fortunately for us, happy to cohabitate together again, we've always had a close knit family relationship. My mother and my sister are good people. Not having any tensions between us, we never argue. We get along well. We love one another. Yet, we love one another more than a son should love his mother, more than a brother should love his sister, more than a sister should love her mother, and more than a sister should love her brother.
With them looking a lot like one another, perfect mother, and daughter candidates to do an Ivory liquid or a Palmolive soap commercial, my mom is beautiful and my sister is beautiful, too. They're both 5' 10" tall, and are over six foot with high heels. With me taking after my 6' 2" dad, I'm 6' 4" tall. Especially when they wear their high heels, they're the perfect height for me.
They have beautiful shoulder length, lush, dark brown hair, and big, expressive, brown eyes. Difficult for me to choose one over the other, I love my MILF of a mother as much as I love my sexy sister. Yet, something so illicitly forbidden, being the pervert that I am, I always wished that I could see them without their clothes and have sex with them. My secret to keep, my mother and my sister had no idea that I'd love to bed them.
Seriously, think about it. How many sons really love their mothers? How many brothers really love their sisters? Only, I don't love my mother and sister in the way that a son loves his mother and a brother loves his sister. I love them in the way that a man loves a woman and wants to have sex with them. I stroke myself every day over imagining them naked and having sex with the both of them.
Alas, my solicitous, sexual thoughts towards them are nothing more than my masturbation fantasy. Aside from my perverse perversity, with them unaware of my sexual attraction to them, we talk about everything. We laugh over nothing. We joke, we tease, and we have fun spending time together.
With them quite the comedians, my mother and sister have great senses of humor. They're always playing practical jokes on me. I never know what they're going to do to make me laugh, surprise me, and/or shock me. Whether it's tickling me, I'm very ticklish, or scaring me, I scare easily, they're always doing something to make me laugh.
With the three of us working from home, thank God, we play card games and board games. We do jigsaw and crossword puzzles together. We cuddle on the couch while watching TV or a movie while eating popcorn and having a drink. I love my mother as much as I love my big sister and they love me. Blessed with the perfect mother and sister, with us never arguing or having any discord, I don't know of a happier family than our family.
# # #
With rents sky high, after breaking up with my girlfriend, who shared the rent and monthly living expenses, embarrassing for me, even though we get along well together, I moved back in to live with my mother and my sister. I've been on my own since graduating college three-years ago. Just to make ends meet, it's common for underemployed people to work two jobs to afford the higher costs of living, especially people with small children. Thank God I don't have any children to support. They'd drain what little resources that I have. My sister was in the same boat.
After breaking up with her boyfriend last year, unable to afford the rent to stay in her apartment, she moved back in with our mother, too. After my dad died of heart failure, struggling to pay the rent and monthly expenses, now that we had three incomes, we pooled our resources, and had enough money to afford to live together as a family again. Other than not having a place to have sex with a woman, unless she invited me to her place, it's embarrassing to tell women that I live with my mother and my sister.
As weird as it was sleeping in my old room, it was strange sleeping alone. I hate sleeping alone. I miss holding, hugging, cuddling, and spooning the warm body of my ex-girlfriend while fondling her big breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown. I miss making love to her and fucking her. I miss eating her pussy and her sucking my cock. Hard for me to do without, with little chance of me having an intimate relationship now, as if I'm a priest or a celibate monk, I miss having sex.
A sucker for big breasted women, my girlfriend had shapely, C cup, natural breasts. There's something about tits that gives me an immediate erection. With big, natural breasts running in our family, my grandmother wears a huge, over the shoulder, double, boulder holder type of brassiere that covers her humongous F cup, sagging breasts.
Exciting to see them, unashamed to admit, I saw my grandmother, Grace's naked tits for the first time, three-years ago. I was twenty-two-years-old and she was sixty-nine-years-old. I was mowing her lawn. She came outside to bring me some of her homemade lemonade. I suspected that she had spiked her lemonade and was a little tipsy.
With her still having a shapely body for an elderly woman, she was wearing a one piece bathing suit that showed the tops of her meaty, jiggling breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. Claiming that they were too tight, her bathing suit straps were off of her shoulders, and her bathing suit top was nearly down to her areolas. Never have I seen as much of my granny's breasts as I am seeing now. While hoping that she would, if she took a big breath and exhaled, or raised her arms over her head, she'd expose her areolas and her nipples.
Then, she sneezed. She sneezed again and again. I was at the right place and at the right time.
# # #
As soon as she leaned over me to pour me lemonade, she turned her head, covered her mouth with her napkin, and sneezed. When she sneezed again and again, her bathing suit top fell to her waist. As if her breasts had minds of their own, practically hitting me in my face, her enormous breasts launched themselves out of her bathing suit at me.
I stared at my granny's humongous, naked tits as if I had never seen naked breasts before. Not immediately noticing that she was topless, still leaning over me with her breasts leaning forward with her, she made no attempt to cover her toplessness with her hands or with her forearm. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked breasts.
Seemingly unembarrassed, instead of blushing, she gave me a look that I'll never forget. As if she had deliberately flashed me her naked breasts, while looking down at me staring up at her exposed breasts, she looked at me with sexual arousal. Not thinking that a sixty-nine-year-old woman would be aroused to flash her breasts, my grandmother seemed to be. Unless she was cold on an 85-degree day, her nipples were erect.
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I continued staring at my grandmother's gigantic, naked breasts. She had huge, brown, symmetrical areolas and had big, brown, erect nipples, too. Daring myself to do so, I wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples but I didn't dare. Only, with her making all of the moves, I didn't have to grope her.
Nearly dropping the lemonade, seemingly getting dizzy, she lost her balance when leaning forward. She put the lemonade down on the table just in time before falling forward on top of me. My immediate reaction was to reach up my hands to catch my grandmother before she fell to the pavement.
I had two, big handfuls of her naked breasts. With her tits too big for my hands, I could feel her nipples erecting bigger and harder against the palms of my hands. If it wasn't enough that I had seen her naked breasts, now I was cupping them in my horny hands.
An involuntary reaction, as if I was holding two, soft Nerf basketballs, I squeezed her big tits in both of my hands. Then, when she leaned back to stand, while helping her to stand, I slowly slid my hands across her erect nipples. I wanted to finger them. I wanted to suck them. Something that I never considered before, I considered now. I so wanted to have sex with my grandmother.
"Oops, sorry, Andy," said my grandmother with a laugh. "I'm glad that you caught me."
Again, seemingly unembarrassed, and still unaware that she was exposed, she stood, inhaled, puffed out her chest, and took a big breath. Then, she put her arms over her head and yawned. Looking like giant, inverted, hot air balloons, her natural tits looked even bigger when I stared up at them. Then, when she, finally, looked down at her naked breasts before looking at me sitting on her chair by her pool, she smiled. My grandmother smiled at me while I stared at her tits.
"Oops. Oh, my God, Andy," she said with a laugh. "Granny is exposed. Don't look at my breasts. I'm so embarrassed," she said, feigning her embarrassment.
Instead of covering her nakedness, with her arms by her sides, she looked down at her breasts before looking at me. Still not hiding her nakedness with her hands or with her forearm, she was slow to cover herself. As if she had deliberately exposed herself to me and wanted me to see her naked breasts, she took her sweet time pulling up her bathing suit top.
With her big tits still out of her top, she cupped one breast in one hand and stuffed that in her bathing suit. Then, she cupped her other naked breast in her other hand to stuff that in her bathing suit, too. With her not turning her back to me to save her modesty, again, I wondered if she had purposely flashed me or accidentally showed me her naked breasts.
Certainly, it would be more exciting to think that my grandma was an exhibitionistic whore. Perhaps, having this bizarre episode of flashing herself was planned. Perhaps, she wanted to show me her naked breasts as much as I enjoyed seeing her big tits. Something that I never expected to see and was glad that I saw them, I'll be masturbating over seeing my granny's naked breasts for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
No surprise there, with me always getting erections, I had one now. My grandmother gave me a huge erection that tented my bathing suit. My cock throbbed and pulsated in my bathing suit. Embarrassed that I was excited over seeing her naked breasts, not wanting her to know, I covered my erection with my hand too late for her not to notice.
"Oh, my Andy," she said, staring down at my hand covering my boner. "Oh, dear. Did I do that? Did I give you an erection? Are you excited seeing granny's breasts," she asked with a little laugh? "I'm sorry."
I felt myself turning red. I felt like such a pervert. This wasn't just any woman. This was my beloved grandmother. Nevertheless, too excited to care and even more excited that she noticed my erection, I couldn't believe that I not only saw but also that I cupped, felt, squeezed, and her naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I slowly slid the palms of my hands across her erect nipples.
"Sorry grandma. This is really embarrassing," I said.
She laughed.
"Don't be embarrassed. Are you embarrassed because you saw my naked breasts or because I saw that you have an erection," she asked?
I gave her a meek, little smile.
"Both," I said lying.
After seeing her naked breasts, I wasn't embarrassed that she noticed my erection.
"My son, your uncle, was the same way every time he saw my naked breasts. As soon as he turned 18-years-old, I wasn't as shy about nudity. I walked around my house topless and naked. I could have been a nudist," she said.
She let out a little laugh.
"He loved my big tits. Every time I came up to his room to deliver his laundry, he had a running dialogue to let me know that he was masturbating over me. He was always playing with himself and cumming over seeing my naked breasts," she said.
Unable to respond to what she said, she made me even more excited.
"After my husband, his father, and your grandfather died, I was fifty-years-old and my son would have been twenty-five-years-old. He broke both of his hands in a work related accident," she said with a pause. "With him still living at home and not having a girlfriend, feeling sorry for him, I masturbated him," she said with a shrug.
She laughed.
"Then, when that wasn't enough for him to cum, I blew him, too. I sucked his cock," said my grandmother with pride. "I allowed him to cum in my mouth and I swallowed his cum, too. To tell you the truth, I enjoyed sucking my son as much as he loved me sucking him."
I stared at my mother's mother with shocked disbelief filled with sexual excitement. She confessed that she masturbated her son. She blew my uncle. I couldn't believe that my beloved grandmother was an incestuous whore. Then, I couldn't believe it when she asked me the question that I never thought she'd ask me.
"Would you like granny to take care of that for you," she asked? "I could masturbate you. Even though it's been years since I've stroked a cock, I wouldn't mind stroking your prick, Andy," she said.
Then, she floored me with what she said next.
"I'll even suck your cock if you'd like me to do that, too," she said with a smile.
She pushed her bathing suit top down to her waist again. She looked down at her naked breasts before looking at me. Then, in the way that she did before, she cupped her breasts in her elderly hands and lifted them as if offering them to me.
"You may feel my naked breasts while I stroke you," she said. "You may even finger my nipples while sucking my nipples. I love having my breasts fondled, and my nipples sucked."
# # #
"Take off your bathing suit. Show granny your cock," she said, staring at the big bulge in my bathing suit. "I want to see your naked prick."
As if she was my girlfriend ready to give me sex, my grandmother removed a cushion from the chair and knelt beside me. I removed my bathing suit and as soon as I did, she stared down at my erection with wide eyes. Then, she wrapped her elderly hand around my throbbing prick and slowly stroked me while smiling at me. My grandmother, my mother's mother, was giving me a hand job.
"We'll keep this between ourselves. There's no need to tell your mother that I masturbated and blew you. This will be our little secret," she said with a smile and a wink.
She laughed.
"Besides, something you may not know, while allowing him to feel her naked breasts, and finger and suck her nipples, your prude of a mother used to masturbate and blow her brother," she said. "Before she was born again Christian, all through college, she was quite the little whore. Always out partying, she had sex with lots of men."
My grandmother stroked me while I felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. Then, surprising me, she removed her dentures from her mouth, and placed them on a napkin. She leaned forward and took me in her mouth. She stared up at me while stroking my cock and sucking my prick.
Having had blowjobs before, my grandmother gave me a gum job. She blew me. Hard to wrap my head around, my granny sucked my cock. Not taking me long to cum, I put a gentle hand behind her gray haired head and exploded a load of cum in her mouth. She swallowed my cum.
From that day forward, every time I mowed her lawn or shoveled her snow, something that I never told my sister or my mother, my grandmother gave me sex. She stroked me and sucked me while I felt and fondled her enormous breasts. I loved sucking her nipples while she sucked my cock. Even though I never made love to her or fucked her, she blew me. While gumming it without her dentures, she loved sucking my cock. She allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum.



# # #
I still masturbate over seeing my grandmother's naked breasts and her giving me sex. Clearly, and without a doubt, she had deliberately flashed me her naked breasts. I loved seeing and having my way with her big boobs. Something that I never imagined having, I loved having sex with my grandmother.
Taking after her mother, my mother has enormous, double D cup breasts. My sister has shapely, D cup breasts. Torturing me by tempting me to touch them, feel them, and fondle them, I'm surrounded by women with big tits. Yet, this is my mother and my sister, while undressing them with my eyes, all that I can do is to stare and masturbate myself over imagining seeing them topless in the way that I saw my grandmother's naked breasts.
Now that my grandmother told me that her daughter was a whore, I wished my mother was still a whore. In the way that my grandmother did, I'd love for her to show me her naked breasts. Then, in the way that she did with her brother, and her grandmother did with me, I'd love for my mother to blow me. Only, after she found Jesus, she'd never expose herself to me or give me sex.
Now that I'm back at home, a familiar sight to see again, my mother and sister hang their wet bras from the shower curtain rod. Every time I use the bathroom, a very colorful and sexy display of their lingerie, I touch and feel their bras while imagining that I'm touching and feeling their tits through their clothes. Something that I used to do and have returned to doing, no longer having a sexual outlet other than with my right hand, while continuing to masturbate over my grandmother, I masturbate over my mother and sister, too.
I stroke myself while imagining them in their sheer and sexy, revealing nightgowns. I play with myself while envisioning them in their low-cut bras and bikini panties. I masturbate while envisioning them topless, and naked. I stroke myself while imagining them stroking me and sucking me. I played with myself while picturing my mother or my sister having outrageous sex with me.
Alas, something that will never happen, because we are such a close knit family. Having had sex with my grandmother was one, fluky thing but sex with my mother and/or my sister will never happen. Feeling guilty when just thinking about it, I'm despicably wrong to lust over them. Bad enough that I had sex with my grandmother, and continued masturbating over imagining my mother and sister without their clothes, that's nasty. I can't believe that I cum over the thoughts of them naked while having sex with me.
God bless both of them. I respect and love them. Even though my grandmother said that my mother used to be a whore in college, she's not an incestuous whore now, and my sister is not an inbred slut. Sadly, disappointingly, and sexually frustratingly, just as my mother would never have sex with me, my sister would never have sex with me either. I was lucky to have had sex with my grandmother. I still can't believe she allowed me to have my way with her naked breasts while she had her way with my erect cock.
Yet, being the pervert that I am, truthfully, if an opportunity presented itself, and we were all drunk enough, I'd not only have sex with my mother but also, I'd have sex with my sister, too. Yet, nothing more than a fantasy that I have when playing with myself, seeing them naked and having sex with them will never happen. To my defense, with me as horny as I'm sexually frustrated, it's my harmless, sexual scenario to have. Yet, admittedly, it's sexually frustrating to live with two beautiful, big breasted women.
# # #
Yet, now that we're older, things suddenly changed for the better between us. Comfortable in their own home, especially during the summer months, their modesty disappeared with the uncomfortableness of the warmer temperatures. They don't wear bathrobes over their sexy nightgowns. They walked around the house in their panties and bras. They undressed and dressed with their bedroom doors wide open. Something they never did, when we lived together before, they did now. They gave me plenty to masturbate over.
Not thinking of me as a sexual predator, fortunately for me, they didn't always sit like ladies. Suddenly, seeing all that I had hoped to see of them, I couldn't help but wonder if they were deliberately flashing me or accidentally showing me all that I shouldn't see. Nonetheless, whether deliberately or unintentionally teasing me by flashing me, they gave me lots of upskirt peeks of their panties. They gave me plenty to masturbate over.
Again, no matter if their flashing was purposely done or done by accident, sexually exciting me, I loved seeing their panties. With them sometimes sitting with their knees parted open enough, they flashed me their pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and their patches of pubic hair through their sheer panties. I loved seeing my mother's panty clad crotch as much as I loved seeing my sister's panty clad crotch.
They showed me lots of down blouse views of their long lines of cleavages and their low-cut bras, too. When not wearing bathrobes over their short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nighties, they flashed me up nightgown peeks of their naked pussies. My first time seeing their naked cunts, I tried not to stare. Yet, unable to control myself, impossible not to stare, I stared at my mother's bushy, brown pussy, as much as I stared at my sister's brown, trimmed pussy.
Then, whenever they leaned over me to serve me coffee or food, with their nightgown tops falling open with them, and their naked breasts falling forward with them, too, their tits were exposed at my eye level. Unable to stop looking, I stared at their naked breasts, their areolas, and their nipples. When I wasn't masturbating over seeing my mother's enormous, naked breasts, I masturbated over seeing my sister's big, shapely, naked tits. Suffice to write, as horny as I was sexually frustrated, after seeing all that I shouldn't have seen of them, I continually played with myself.
# # #
Thank you, Jesus. Now that I've seen their panties, their bras, their naked pussies, and their naked breasts, something that I've never done before, after my grandmother asked to see my naked prick, I was tempted to dick flash them. I'd love to masturbate myself over them seeing my big dick. Curious for their reactions to seeing my erect, naked cock, I wondered if they'd look. I wondered if they'd stare. I wondered if they'd look away in shame. I wondered if they'd tell me that I was exposed.
Giving me even more to stroke myself over, while wondering if they were as horny as I am, I wondered if they'd reach out their hands and touch my cock. I wondered if they'd wrap their fingers around my exposed prick and stroke it. I wondered if they'd move to their knees, take me in their mouths, and suck me. In the way that my grandmother did, I'd love for my mother and my sister to blow me while stroking me. I love to cum in both of their mouths while watching them swallow my cum.
Yet, in the way that they continually and unintentionally flashed me their panties, their bras, their naked pussies, and their naked breasts, I couldn't deliberately flash them my big dick. I couldn't do that. That's just wrong. That's just nasty. I'd ruin our close relationship. They'd never forgive me for embarrassing and disrespecting them in that disgustingly vulgar way.
In the way that I wished they'd have sex with me, they'd never take that forbidden step. They'd never touch my naked prick. They'd never stroke me. They'd never suck me. How dare I think that? This is my mother and my sister. I needed to get my mind out of the gutter. I needed to show them more respect than lusting over them.
Then, thinking of a better way to expose myself to them, I thought of ways how I could flash them while making my flashes appear accidental. That would be okay. That would be their fault that they saw something of me that they shouldn't see. With them barging in my bedroom to deliver my laundry without knocking, I could deliberately allow them to catch me playing with myself. With my eyes closed but opened a slit enough to see, and my headphones on, I wondered if they'd stay to watch me cum.
How hot would that be for them to be as aroused when seeing my naked, erect prick as I am when seeing their naked pussies and their naked breasts? Before coming out of the shower, stroking myself to a big and hard erection, then, while making it appear unintentional, I could drop my towel in front of them. I thought about stroking myself to an erection when in the kitchen and coming into the dining room with my cock sticking out of my pajama pee hole. Pretending that I'm unaware that I'm exposed, I imagined leaning over them while serving them coffee.
Again, I wondered if they'd look, stare, or look away. I wondered what they'd say. I wondered if they'd tell me that I'm exposed. I wondered what they'd do. I wondered if they'd reach out and touch my cock in the way that I'd love to stick my horny hand down their nightgown tops and feel their naked breasts. I wondered if they'd stroke me in the way that I'd love to finger them.
Just the thoughts of dick flashing them gave me more to jerk off over. As much as I wanted to see them without their clothes, I wanted them to see me without my clothes. I wanted them to see my erect, naked cock. Something that I was emboldened to do, in the way that they continually flashed me, I wanted to flash them.
Yet, I couldn't deliberately flash them my naked prick. In the way that my grandmother flashed me her naked breasts, and in the way that they continually flashed me their naked breasts and their naked pussies, I couldn't flash them my naked cock. In the way that I had sex with my grandmother, I wanted to have sex with my mother and sister.
Yet, something that will never happen, they'd never have sex with me. Nevertheless, I was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited over the thoughts of having sex with them. How dare I lust over my mother and my sister? How dare I fantasize of having sex with them? How dare I have sex with my grandmother but I did?
Wanting to dick flash my mother and my sister, I'm just as bad as my grandmother walking around her son topless and naked. I'm just as bad as my uncle having his mother, my granny, masturbating and blowing him. Before she found Jesus, I'm just as bad as my mother masturbating and blowing her brother while allowing him to have his way with her naked breasts. What's wrong with me?
# # #
Then, I remember it well as if it happened yesterday. It all started this time last year, early in the morning. It was late and I was home alone. Enjoying my quiet time by watching porn on my computer, I had enough double scotches that I was feeling good. I seldom get to have the house to myself, and I was enjoying the solitude. If it wasn't so late, not wanting to awaken her, something that I've secretly done before, I was tempted to call my grandmother and talk dirty to her while masturbating myself.
Unbeknownst to me, the one thing that I never expected, that night changed everything for the better. My then, fifty-year-old mother, Natalie, was out with my then, twenty-eight-year-old sister, Vanessa. A momentous occasion and a reason to celebrate, with her a New Year's Eve baby, December 31st, it was my mom's 50th birthday.
"Happy birthday, mom," I said, giving her a kiss on the cheek.
I gave her a birthday card, a dozen, red roses, a bottle of her favorite wine, and perfume. My sister took her to a CFNM strip club. With my mother, a church going, God fearing woman, and a modestly moral woman, that is, when she's not inadvertently flashing me, I was surprised that she'd go to a male, strip club. Something more that I'll be masturbating over later, hopefully not too boring, I couldn't wait to hear about their sexy adventure with the naked, male strippers.
No doubt, with her not knowing what to expect, my mother had never been to see male strippers. With her excited about going, I was surprised that she was eager to see the naked pricks of strippers. Dressed to the nines, they both looked sexy. With my mother looking ten-years younger and my sister looking a few years older, no one would guess that they were mother and daughter.
Well aware of what happens at male, strip clubs, the strippers paid more attention to the newly engaged, the birthday, and/or the anniversary women. Wishing I was there to watch, I wondered what they'd do to my mother. If anything, I wondered what she'd do to them. Giving me even more to masturbate over, I hoped my mother and sister wouldn't be embarrassed to tell me all that happened.
Allowing my horniness to get the better of me, something that I wished that I could do, I wondered if they'd kiss her, French kiss her, while feeling her breasts through her clothes. I wondered if they'd lift her top and her bra and expose her naked breasts. I wondered if she'd allowed them to not only see her naked breasts but also feel and fondle her massive tits while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. Yet, with her a good woman with modesty and high morals, I couldn't imagine my mother allowing strippers to do that or anything to her.
Giving me more to masturbate over while I imagined the sexy fun that they've had with my mother, I wondered if they'd wrap her long, manicured fingers around their erect cocks. I wondered if she'd voluntarily stroke them. Nah, she'd never do that.
Then, I wondered if they'd put a hand to the back of her pretty head and stick their pricks in her mouth. I wondered if she'd blow them. Nah, unable to imagine her with a dick in her mouth, I seriously doubted that my mother sucked cock. Then, again, my grandmother told me that she blew her brother twenty-something-years ago.
Skeptical if she did, while wishing she would, now the only time she's on her knees is to pray. Just a feeling, even if she did before, I didn't think that my mother sucked cock now. Even though I've masturbated over her blowing me, I can't imagine her with a cock in her mouth. Something my mother would never do; I couldn't imagine her stroking strippers while sucking them.
Yet, on the other hand, I'm sure that if strippers paid my sister attention, she'd have her sexy fun with them. She'd allow them to make out with her while feeling her breasts through her blouse and bra. She'd even allowed them to lift her top and her bra to allow them to fondle her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. Not that my sister is a whore but all in good fun, she's more sexual than her mother.
Then, I'm sure that if they stuck their erect cocks in her hand, she'd stroke them. If they stuck their big dicks in her mouth, she'd suck them. Yet, who could blame her? Horny men loved going to strip clubs. Having fun with the strippers was why women go to clothed female and nude, male, strip clubs. Again, while wishing I was a fly on the wall, I only wished that I was there to watch.
# # #
Tired, a little bit drunk, and ready for bed, after 1 am in the morning, finally, I heard a car drop them off outside. I watched them get out of the car from the living room window. Alighting from the car with their skirts up to their waists, their legs spread wide open, and their panties in view, clearly, they had a good time.
As if they were intoxicated sailors, they both came home drunk. Good thing they took an Uber there and back. Good thing we lived on a dead end street with not many neighbors. With a cemetery across from our street, they were talking loudly and laughing boisterously enough to wake up the dead.
I continued watching them from the living room window. They were holding onto one another so that they didn't fall while talking and laughing. Clearly, while watching them struggle to climb the front stairs, they were both more than a little drunk.
Having never seen my mother drunk before, I've seen my sister feeling as good as she was inebriated now. With her not having an angry bone in her body, Vanessa is a happy, funny, and a good natured drunk. It was funny to see my mother overindulging. A happy drunk like her daughter, she continued laughing and talking about strippers and about all the fun they had at the strip club.
Then, I overheard them saying my name and laughing. I heard them saying something about me. I heard them say my name again. Unable to make it out, other them hearing them say my name, I heard them continually talking about me. With them always plotting and planning to play practical jokes on me, while wondering what they said and what they were up to, straining to listen, I couldn't hear what they were saying and what they had said.
I heard them talking loudly and laughing in the front hall about whatever they had said outside. With them unable to unlock the front door, hearing the key drop three times, I opened the door for them. Not having to be a psychic to know, in the way that they were both smiling at me, I knew that they were up to something. With them always teasing me by deliberately flashing me while making their flashes appear accidental, ready to play some sort of joke on me, they giggled like the naughty and drunken women that they are.
Then, as soon as I closed and locked the front door behind them, my sister turned to face me while smiling widely up at me. She shocked me as much as she sexually excited me. Never expecting her to do what she did, she took my hand by my wrist and placed it on her blouse bra clad breast. She wanted me to feel her breast. Obviously, with the strippers doing their job, my sister was as sexually aroused as she was drunk and horny.
With her giving me her permission to feel her tits through her clothes, not allowing this rare opportunity to pass me by, I felt and fondled her right breast before I felt and fondled her left breast. I loved my sister's tits. Her bra clad breasts felt as firm as they felt big. With her staring down at my horny hands, not wanting to stop, I continued feeling both of her big tits while fingering her emerging nipples through her blouse and bra as our mother watched and laughed.
"Feel your sister's tits, Andy. I know you've always wanted to touch them and feel them. This is your chance to feel Vanessa's breasts through her clothes," said my mother while laughing.
# # #
Then, surprising me, as if she was my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover instead of my sister, she wrapped her arm around my neck, pressed her full body against me, and kissed me on the lips. The first time she kissed me on my lips, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I not only felt my sister's tits and fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra but also, I reached around her to touch, feel, fondle, and squeeze her ass through her short skirt and panties.
While continuing to make out with me, hard to wrap my head around what she did, immediately giving me an erection, she reached her other hand down and grabbed my cock through my pajama bottoms. Not stopping there, she wrapped her fingers around my growing erection through my pajama bottoms that I wore without underwear. I couldn't believe Vanessa groped my cock through my clothes while I felt her breasts through her clothes.
Again, not stopping with just groping me, in the way that my grandmother did, my sister did, too. Not believing my eyes, shocking me, my sister moved to her knees in front of me while staring up at me. I stared down at my big sister while she stared up at me. With our mother watching her daughter, she laughed and dared her to do what I thought my sister would never do.
"Pull down his pajama bottoms, Vanessa," said my inebriated mother with a loud laugh. "Show me his cock. I want to see Andy's prick."
Obediently obeying our mother, and with me not stopping her, my sister pulled down my pajama bottoms to my ankles to expose my erect, naked prick while laughing. As if my prick was a Jack-in-the-box, my cock launched itself at her in the way that my grandmother's naked breasts launched themselves at me that first time that I saw them.



"Take him in our hand. Stroke his cock, Vanessa," said my mother. "Give Andy a hand job."
Not done sexually exciting me, my sister obeyed her mother again. She wrapped her long soft, warm, and manicured fingers around my prick while staring up at me and smiling. Then, she slowly stroked my naked cock while staring at my big dick as if she had never seen an erect cock before.
"In the way that you sucked the strippers' pricks, blow your brother, Vanessa," said my drunk mother. "Suck Andy's cock," said our mother.
Our mother laughed while egging on her daughter.
"Blow Andy, Vanessa," said our mother. "Stroke his cock while sucking his cock. I dare you to take your brother in your mouth and suck him."
# # #
Then, continuing to stare up at me while smiling, blowing my mind as well as blowing my cock, following her mother's instructions, my sexy sister took me in her mouth and sucked me while continuing to stroke me. Something I've masturbated over her doing but never expected her to do, my big sister was giving me oral sex. Vanessa stroked my cock while sucking my cock.
As if I was watching a porn video with her as an AVN porn star, with her seemingly enjoying giving me oral sex, in the way of an interactive video, she moved her head back and forth while blowing me. Seemingly determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper.
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, with encouragement from our drunken mother, I couldn't believe my sister stroked my cock while sucking my cock. Then, before I had a chance to cum in her mouth, she removed me from her mouth and stood up while laughing. This was what they were planning to do while secretly plotting outside what they were going to do to me.
Suddenly, as shocked, and embarrassed as I was sexually frustrated, I pulled up my pajama bottoms. Even though I felt used and abused for their personal entertainment, I couldn't wait to masturbate over my sister stroking my cock while sucking my prick. Hard for me to believe, she not only exposed my prick to her beautiful, brown eyes but also, she stroked my dick while sucking my dick.
"I wish you could have seen the look on your face, Andy," she said with a loud laugh.
Then, as if she wasn't done shocking me, she stepped aside to allow our mother her turn with me.
# # #
Not to be denied, if it wasn't enough that I had sex with my sister, I was about to have sex with my mother, too. In the way that her daughter did, my mother did, too. She lifted my hand by my wrist and placed it on her enormous breast. She stared down at my hand while I stared up at my mother. Obediently obeying her, I felt her huge tits through her blouse and her bra with both hands and fingered her emerging nipples in the way that I felt my sister's big tits and nipples.
Then, surprising me, not expecting her to do what she did, she wrapped her arm around my neck, pressed her full body against me, and kissed me on the lips. My first time kissing my mother on the lips, not stopping there, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me, too. I couldn't believe it. My mother French kissed me while allowing me to feel her breasts through her clothes. If it wasn't enough that my sister gave me a long, wet kiss and allowed me to feel her huge tits through her clothes, my mother did, too.
As shocked as I was sexually excited, while continuing to make out with her, in the way that my sister did, my mother reached her hand down and grabbed my cock through my pajama bottoms. Then, she reached her hand inside of my pajamas and wrapped her fingers around my still erect, naked cock. With the strippers doing their magic on both women to make them aroused and horny, seemingly, my mother was as drunk and ready for sex as was my sister.
Again, not stopping with just groping me, blowing my mind, my mother moved to her knees in front of me. She stared up at me while I stared down at her. Then, she pushed down my pajama bottoms to my ankles, took me in her hand, and slowly stroked my naked cock while staring at my big dick. Not thinking that she'd take me in her mouth and blow me, I couldn't believe it when she did.
"Stroke his prick. Blow him, mom," said my sister. "Suck Andy's cock," said my sister.
Vanessa cheered for our mother to give me oral sex. Again, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, she took me in her mouth and sucked me while continuing to stroke me. My mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe she was sucking my cock.
Seemingly like daughter, like mother, determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. On the verge of cumming, not giving me a chance to cum in her mouth, she stood while laughing. In the way that I wanted to cum in my sister's mouth, I wanted to cum in my mother's mouth, too. Sexually frustrated, with me their poor, pitiful pawn, clearly, this was their game to play.
I wanted to push her back down to her knees. I wanted to put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I wanted to hump her mouth. I wanted to fuck her face. I wanted to ejaculate a load of cum in my mother's mouth and watch her swallow.
To be continued...
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Sex with Mom, Sister & Grandma revised, reread, rewritten, and continued from #01:
Tired, a little bit drunk, and ready for bed, after 1 am in the morning, finally, I heard a car drop them off outside. Curious to see them, I watched them get out of the car from the living room window. With them both happy drunks, they alighted from the car with their skirts all the way up to their waists, their legs spread wide open, and their panties in view. They must have given the Uber driver quite the show of their panty clad pussies. Clearly, they looked like they had a good time.
As if they were intoxicated sailors on shore leave, they both came home drunk. Too drunk to drive, it was a good thing they took an Uber there and back. It was a good thing we lived on a dead end street with not many neighbors. With a cemetery across from our street, they were talking loudly and laughing boisterously enough to wake up the dead. Definitely, with them feeling this good, they had a great time with the strippers. Hoping that they'd tell me all that they did, I couldn't wait to hear about it.
I continued watching them from the living room window. They were holding onto one another so that they didn't fall while talking and laughing. Obviously, while watching them struggle to climb the front stairs without falling, they were both more than a little drunk. They were smashed.
With two glasses of wine her limit before getting a little tipsy, I've never seen my mother drunk. I've seen my sister feeling as good as she was inebriated now. With her not having an angry bone in her body, Vanessa is a happy, funny, and a good natured drunk.
It was funny to see my mother overindulging, too. A happy drunk like her daughter, she continued laughing and talking about strippers and about all the fun they had at the strip club. I only wished that I was a fly on the wall to see all that they did with the exotic dancers and what the strippers did to them.
Then, surprised to hear them refer to me, I overheard them say my name and laughing. I heard them saying something about me. I heard them say my name again. Unable to make it out, other them hearing them say my name, I heard them continually talking about me.
I wondered what they said about me that made them laugh as hard. With them always plotting and planning to play practical jokes on me, they were always teasing me. I wondered what they were up to now. I strained to listen through the living room window. I couldn't hear what they were saying and what they were saying now.
Continuing to make a lot of noise, and continuing to hear my name, I heard them talking loudly and laughing hard in the front hall about whatever they had said outside about me. With them unable to unlock the front door, hearing them drop the key three times, I unlocked and opened the door for them. Not having to be psychic to know, in the way that they were both smiling at me, I knew that they were up to something. Only, I had no idea what it was that they were planning to do.
With me the subject of their practical jokes, they always teased me. They always played tricks on me. Hoping that they would, especially now that they're both drunk, they always flashed me while making their flashes appear accidental. Not knowing what it was, I knew that they were ready to play some sort of joke on me. Playing off one another, and laughing as if they shared an inside joke, they giggled like the naughty and drunken women that they are.
# # #
Then, as soon as I closed and locked the front door behind them, my sister turned to face me while smiling widely up at me. Never expecting her to do what she did, she shocked me as much as she excited me. She took my hand by my wrist and placed it on her blouse and bra clad breast.
While staring at my hand on her big tit, she squeezed my hand with her hand. Clearly, she wanted me to feel her breasts through her clothes. Obviously, with the strippers doing their job, my sister was as sexually aroused as she was drunk and horny. This was what they must have been laughing outside over me doing, feeling my sister's tit.
Not wanting to have any regrets, when she gave me her permission to feel her tits through her clothes, I didn't want to miss this opportunity. I love my sister's tits. I've always wondered how they felt in my horny hands. While staring down at her tits, I felt and fondled her right breast before I felt and fondled her left breast.
I've lost count how many times that I masturbated over imagining feeling my sister's tits. Her bra clad breasts felt as firm as they felt big. Watching me, she stared down at my horny hands. Not wanting to stop, I continued feeling both of her big tits while fingering her emerging nipples through her blouse and her bra as our mother watched and laughed.
"Feel your sister's tits, Andy. With you always staring at them while undressing her with your eyes, I know you've always wanted to touch them and feel your sister's tits. With her drunk and you always horny, and her giving you her permission to grope her, this is your chance to feel Vanessa's breasts through her clothes," said my mother while laughing.
Then, surprising me, as if Vanessa was my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover instead of my sister, she wrapped her arm around my neck, pulled me to her, and pressed her full body against me. Then, she closed her eyes and kissed me on the lips. The first time my sister kissed me on my lips, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. My sister made out with me.
I not only felt my sister's tits and fingered her nipples through her blouse and bra but also, returning her kisses with my kisses, I made out with her. Pulling her closer and tighter against me, I reached around her to touch, feel, fondle, and squeeze her firm and shapely ass through her short skirt and panties. Surprised that she wasn't stopping me by slapping my hand away and/or pushing me back, she wanted me to kiss and feel her as much as I wanted to kiss and feel her.
While she continued making out with me, hard to wrap my head around what she did next, immediately giving me an erection, she reached her other hand down between us, and grabbed my cock through my pajama bottoms. Not stopping there, she wrapped her fingers around my growing erection through my pajama bottoms that I wore without underwear. I couldn't believe Vanessa groped my cock through my clothes and I felt her breasts through her clothes while continuing to kiss her.
# # #
Again, not stopping with just groping and making out with me, in the way that my grandmother did, my sister did, too. Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, not believing my eyes, shocking me, assuming the position, my sister moved to her knees in front of me while staring up at me. While wondering and hoping what she'd do next, I stared down at my big sister while she stared up at me. With our mother watching her daughter, she laughed and dared her to do what I thought my sister would never do.
"Pull down his pajama bottoms, Vanessa," said my inebriated mother with a loud laugh. "Show me his cock. I want to see Andy's prick. Do it," she said. "Show me his big dick."
Obediently obeying our mother while laughing, and with me not resisting and/or stopping her, my sister pulled down my pajama bottoms to my ankles to expose my erect, naked prick. As if my dick was a Jack-in-the-box, my cock launched itself at my sister. My cock stuck straight out and was mere inches from Vanessa's mouth.
The first time that I saw my granny's naked breasts was when her bathing suit bodice fell to her waist. Her huge breasts launched themselves at me in the way that my erect penis launched itself at my sister. No longer a joke, beyond teasing me, this was no longer funny.
I hoped my sister would touch me. I hoped she'd stroke me. I hoped she'd take me in her mouth and blow me. I'd love to watch my big sister stroking my prick while sucking my cock. Then, as if she could read my mind, my mother said what I was thinking.
"Take him in our hand. Stroke his cock, Vanessa," said my mother. "Masturbate your brother. Give Andy a handy," said my mother with a laugh. Give your brother a hand job."
Not done sexually exciting me, while smiling up at me, my sister obeyed her mother again. She wrapped her long, soft, warm, and manicured fingers around my prick while staring up at me and smiling. Then, she slowly stroked my naked cock while staring at my big dick as if she had never seen an erect cock before. Having always imagined my sister masturbating me when playing with myself, I couldn't believe that she was stroking my prick now.
"In the way that you stroked and sucked the strippers' pricks, blow your brother, Vanessa," said my drunk mother. "Suck Andy's cock," said our mother. "I want to see my son with his big dick in his sister's mouth," said my mother with a laugh. "Blow him, Vanessa. Suck your brother."
Our mother laughed while continuing to egg on her daughter to not only stroke me but also to blow me, too.
"Blow Andy, Vanessa. Blow your brother," said our mother again. "Stroke his cock while sucking his cock. I dare you, no I double dare you to take Andy's cock in your mouth and suck him."
# # #
Then, continuing to stare up at me while smiling, blowing my mind as well as blowing my cock, following her mother's instructions, my sexy sister took me in her mouth and sucked me while continuing to stroke me. Vanessa was blowing me. My big sister was sucking my cock. What I've masturbated over her doing but never expected her to do, she was giving me oral sex. She stroked my cock and sucked my cock while I reached my horny hand down to feel her tits and finger her erect nipples through her top and her bra.
I stared down at her as if I was watching a porn video with her as the AVN, Adult Video News, porn star. As if I was one of the strippers instead of her brother, she seemed to enjoy giving me oral sex. In the way of an interactive video, she moved her head back and forth while blowing me and making loud cocksucking sounds that revealed that she enjoyed blowing me. Seemingly determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper.
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, with encouragement from our drunken mother, I couldn't believe my sister stroked my cock while sucking my cock. Then, before I had a chance to cum in her mouth, teasing me as much as she frustrated me, she stopped blowing me. She removed me from her mouth and stood up while laughing. This was what they were planning to do while secretly plotting outside all that they were going to do to me.
Nonetheless, something that I'll never forget, my sister allowed me to feel her big breasts and finger her erect nipples through her clothes. She kissed me. She French kissed me. She made out with me.
Then, she groped my cock through my pajama bottoms. Shocking me as much as she excited me, she moved to her knees in front of me. With the encouragement of our mother, she pulled down my pajama bottoms. Again, with the encouragement of our mother, she stroked me while sucking me. Even though she stopped before I ejaculated in her mouth, my sister blew me. Vanessa sucked my cock.
Suddenly, as shocked, and embarrassed as I was sexually frustrated, with the joke over, reluctantly, I pulled up my pajama bottoms. Even though I felt used and abused for their personal entertainment, I couldn't wait to masturbate over my sister stroking my cock while sucking my prick.
Hard for me to believe, she not only exposed my prick to her beautiful, brown eyes but also, she stroked my dick while sucking my dick. Wanting to scream it out loud, Vanessa blew me. Unable to wrap my head around it, my sexy sister stroked my prick while sucking my prick.
"I wish you could have seen the look on your face, Andy," she said with a loud laugh.
Then, as if she wasn't done shocking me, something that I never expected to happen, she stepped aside to allow our mother her turn with me. Thinking that it was over, my mother looked at me in the way that my sister had looked at me. She looked at me with horniness, lust, and desire. Unbelievably, my mother wanted to have sex with me in the way that my sister just had sex with me, albeit unfinished sex.
# # #
Not to be denied, if it wasn't enough that I had sex with my sister, unbelievably, I was about to have sex with my mother, too. In the way that her daughter did, my mother did, too. Smiling up at me, she lifted my hand by my wrist and placed it on her enormous breast. She squeezed my hand and stared down at my hand while I stared down at her big breasts before I stared up at my mother.
In the way that my sister wanted me to feel her tits through her blouse and her bra, my mother wanted me to feel her tits through her blouse and her bra. Obediently obeying her, I felt her huge tits with both hands and fingered her emerging nipples in the way that I felt my sister's big tits and fingered nipples. With her eyes closed and her mouth open, she seemed to enjoy me touching and feeling her as much as I enjoyed touching and feeling her.
Then, surprising me, not expecting her to do what she did, she wrapped her arm around my neck, pressed her full body against me, and kissed me on the lips. My first time kissing my mother on the lips, not stopping there, in the way that my sister did, my mother did, too. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me.
I couldn't believe it. My mother French kissed me while allowing me to feel her breasts through her clothes. I returned her deep, wet kiss with my French kiss. If it wasn't enough that my sister gave me a long, wet kiss and allowed me to feel her huge tits through her clothes, my mother did, too.
As shocked as I was sexually excited, while continuing to make out with her, in the way that my sister did, my mother reached her hand down between us and grabbed my cock through my pajama bottoms. Then, she reached her hand inside of my pajamas and wrapped her fingers around my still erect, naked cock. With the strippers doing their magic on both women to make them aroused and horny, seemingly, my mother was as drunk and ready for sex as was my sister.
Again, not stopping with just groping me, blowing my mind, my mother moved to her knees in front of me. She stared up at me while I stared down at her. Then, she pulled down my pajama bottoms to my ankles, took me in her hand, and slowly stroked my naked cock while staring at my big dick. Not thinking that she'd take me in her mouth and blow me, I couldn't believe it when she did. My mother was giving me oral sex.
"Stroke his prick. Blow him, mom. Give your son a blowjob," said my sister while laughing. "Suck Andy's cock. Suck him mom, suck him while stroking him."
Vanessa cheered on our mother to give me oral sex. Again, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, she took me in her mouth and sucked me while continuing to stroke me. My mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe she was sucking my cock.
Seemingly like daughter, like mother, determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. On the verge of cumming, not giving me a chance to cum in her mouth, she stood while laughing. In the way that I wanted to cum in my sister's mouth, I wanted to cum in my mother's mouth, too. Sexually frustrated, with me their poor, pitiful pawn, clearly, this was their illicit game to play.
With a heavy hand to her shoulder, I wanted to push her back down to her knees. I wanted to put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head and stick my prick in her mouth. I wanted to hump her mouth. I wanted to fuck her face. I wanted to ejaculate a load of cum in my mother's mouth and watch her swallow.
# # #
Sex with Mom, Sister & Grandma, #02:
Andy has sex with his mother, Natalie, and his sister, Vanessa.
I couldn't wait to play with myself over them allowing me to feel their tits and finger their erect nipples through their blouses and bras. I couldn't wait to masturbate over my sister and my mom kissing me. I couldn't wait to stroke my cock over them French kissing me. I couldn't wait to cum after they both stroked my cock while sucking my prick.
I love my family. I love my grandmother. I love my mother. I love my sister. Yet, I love them all not in the way that a grandson loves his grandmother, a son loves his mother, and a brother loves his sister. I love them in the way that a man loves a woman and wants to have sex with them. Now that they made their moves, hopefully, not denying me my pleasure, I hoped to continue our mother's birthday celebration with the both of them having sex with me.
As shocked as I was excited, something hard to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe my sexy, big sister moved to her knees in front of me, and stroked and sucked my prick. I couldn't believe my MILF of a mother moved to her knees in front of me, and stroked and sucked my prick. Now I know that they're all incestuous whores. In the way that I loved granny blowing me every time I mowed her lawn or shoveled her snow, while I fondled her breasts and fingered her nipples, I couldn't wait to have sex with my mother and sister.
With them having their drunken fun with me, it was my turn to have my forbidden fun with them. We retired to the living room. Beyond being too sexually excited to retire to bed, my erect cock tented my pajama bottoms.
My big dick continued to throb and pulsate with the thoughts of my sister and my mother stroking me while blowing me. Something that I'll remember for the rest of my life, I was stunned. After I've had sex with both of them, I couldn't wait to masturbate later while imagining bedding my mother and my sister later.
Then, with them not done surprising me and sexually teasing me, never expecting them to do what they did, glad that they did, my mother and my sister undressed themselves in front of me. As if I was at a gentleman's striptease club, they stripped themselves naked. While I sat in my chair, ready to give me a show of her beautiful body, Vanessa stood in front of me while smiling at me.
As if she was a stripper on stage undressing while getting ready to dance around a pole to music, she slowly pulled her top up over her bra, over her head, and off. She stared down at her bra clad breasts before staring down at me while giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile. Then, continuing to tease me, cupping her bra clad breasts in her hands, she felt and fondled her big tits through her low-cut, sexy bra. I stared up at my sister's jiggling tits and her long line of cleavage.
Then, enjoying the show that her daughter was giving me, while our mother watched and laughed, Vanessa sexily unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. She allowed her skirt to fall and collect around her ankles to expose her white, bikini panties to me. Then, she kicked her skirt up at me. Not the first time seeing her in her sexy lingerie, I stared at my sister in her bra and panties. Not done driving me crazy by teasing me, with her full of erotic surprises, she turned and leaned back towards me.
"Can you help me with this, Andy? I have a hard time unhooking my bra when I'm drunk," she said with a sexy laugh.
With trembling fingers, and filled with sexual anticipation, I reached up and unhooked my sister's three hook bra. Expecting her to go to her room to put on her nightgown, she surprised me when she turned and faced me. She smiled at me. If she wasn't beautiful before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled. Again, as if she was a stripper on stage, she continued giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look while she seductively removed her bra.



I watched her sexily remove her bra straps from her shoulders. Continuing to tease me, I watched her slowly remove her arms from her bra straps. Then, she held her bra cups in place with her hand while smiling down at me. Finally, as if there was a drumroll with cymbals, with sexual anticipation going off in my head, she slowly, sexily, and seductively removed her bra cups, first one and then the other, to show me her naked breasts. Something I thought that I'd never see, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my sister's naked tits.
In the way that I'd love to do, but afraid to touch them, until she gave me her permission, she cupped her naked breasts in the palms of her hands. She fondled her big tits. Then, sliding slow hands across her nipples, she pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Finally, while continuing to tease me, she moved her breasts to her mouth and sucked her nipples, first one and then, the other, while staring down at me.
Unable to remove my horny eyes from them, my first time seeing her naked tits, her areolas, and her nipples, other than in down nightgown views, I stared at my sister's naked breasts. As if I was her boyfriend instead of her brother, and we were at a swingers' party, my sister sat in the living room topless. I couldn't stop staring at my sister's shapely, naked breasts and her big, erect nipples.
# # #
Then, if that wasn't enough seeing my sister topless, surprising me, it was my mother's turn to undress while giving me her version of a striptease show. Not thinking that she'd follow the lead of her daughter, she shocked me when she did. Unable to believe my eyes, while watching her slowly undress, I stared at her with my mouth hanging open.
Giving me a clear view, my mother stood in front of me. In the way that her daughter did, she did, too. She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Again, like mother, like daughter, as if she wasn't beautiful enough before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled.
While continuing to smile at me, she pulled her top up over her bra, over her head, and off. Something that I've occasionally, albeit quickly seen before, I stared at my mother in her bra. Something that I'll never forget, in the way that I stared at my sister, I stared at my mother.
I stared at her big, white, sheer brassiere. I stared at the tops of her jiggling breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. I could clearly see her symmetrical, dark pink areolas and her big, pink, erect nipples through her sheer brassiere.
Then, again, in the way that my sister did, my mother did, too. She unbuttoned, unzipped, and allowed her short skirt to fall to her feet. Something that I've stroked over when occasionally seeing her in her bra and panties, I stared at my mother in her low-cut bra and her bikini panties. Something that I'll be masturbating over later, taking her lead from my sister, as Vanessa did, my mother, Natalie, did, too. She turned and leaned back towards me.
"Be a dear and unhook my bra, Andy. Mommy has a hard time doing that with her arthritic shoulder," she said with a little laugh while referring to herself in the third person.
As if I was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover, I unhooked her four clasp bra. In the way that my sister did, my mother did, too. As soon as I unhooked her bra, she turned to face me while sexily removing her bra straps from her shoulders.
Then, again, as if there was a drumroll with cymbals going off in my head, she slowly removed her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Finally, while holding her bra cups in place with her hand, she seductively removed her bra cups, first one, and then the other, to show me her gigantic, naked breasts and erect nipples. I was seeing my mother's naked tits. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her enormous breasts.
# # #
I've seen three generations of tits. First I saw my granny's naked breasts. Then, I saw my sister's naked breasts. Now, I'm seeing my mother's naked breasts. I love tits. I love their tits. I only wished that I had my camera with me to take cheesecake, candid photos of my topless sister and my topless mother.
In the way that I stared at my grandmother's naked breasts, and my sister's naked breasts, I stared at my mother's naked breasts. Unable to remove my eyes from them, I continued staring at her naked tits. My eyes bugged out of my head. My mouth hung open. My cock throbbed and pulsated in my pajama bottoms.
My first time seeing my mother's naked breasts other than in down nightgown views, I loved my mother's naked tits as much as I loved my sister's, and my grandmother's naked tits. She continued to tease me. She cupped her breasts in the palms of her hands. Then, she slid slow hands across her erect nipples. She pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples to an even bigger erection. Finally, while staring down at me and smiling, she lifted her breasts to her mouth and sucked her nipples, first one and then, the other.
Daring myself to do so, in the way that I wanted to feel and fondle my grandmother's tits, and my sister's tits, I wanted to feel and fondle my mother's tits, too. Yet, with them drunk, not wanting to ruin things by rushing things by groping her, I needed her to invite me to touch her breasts. Even though she stroked me and sucked me, I needed sex between us to be consensual instead of being a forced, inebriated joke. Instead of asking me to touch, feel, and fondle her huge tits while fingering her nipples, shocking me again, she invited me to do something else.
# # #
"Come to bed with us, Andy," said my mother. "After three strippers stripped us topless, fondled our naked breasts while fingering and sucking our nipples, we're horny. As if I'm in college again, at frat parties, and spring breaks before I found Jesus, I sucked the cocks of three strippers tonight," confessed my mother with a blush, a laugh, and a drunken, little burp.
She cupped her naked breasts in both of her hands while fingering her erect nipples. She stared down at her naked breasts before she stared down at me. Obviously, my mother got off on showing me her naked breasts as much as I loved seeing her huge, naked tits.
"We need you to give us sex, Andy," said my mother, not done shocking me. "We're both horny. We're both sexually frustrated. We need you to finger us while licking us. We need you to eat us. We need you to give us oral sex and make us cum. We need you to fuck your mother and your sister," she said with a drunken, little laugh. "We need you to give us multiple orgasms with your finger, your tongue, and your cock."
With her never talking to me in such a forbidden way, I couldn't believe that my mother invited me to give her and my sister sex. In the way that her mother did, my grandmother, my mother smiled at me with sexual arousal. Then, not done shocking me, she slowly and sexily removed her panties to show me her naked brown, bushy pussy. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked cunt. This wasn't just any woman's pussy. This was my mother. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother's cunt.
Still not done teasing me, she turned around and leaned at the waist to show me her shapely naked ass and the back of her pussy. Hard for me to believe, if it wasn't enough that I saw my sister's and my mother's naked breasts, now I saw my mother's naked cunt and her naked ass. I'll be masturbating over seeing my sister topless and my mother naked for the rest of my life.
My sister laughed, too. Then, following her mother's lead, she stood in front of me to remove her panties and kicked them in my face. Finally, giving me a taste of her pussy, she wiped her wet pussy with her hand, leaned over me, wiped her hand across my mouth, and stuck her fingers in my mouth. Now, as much as I couldn't wait for them to blow me again, I couldn't wait to eat their pussies.
"I'm horny, too, Andy. I need to cum. Give me sex," she said, taking me by my hand and pulling me up from my chair. "Come to bed with us and fuck your sister. Make me cum," she said with a drunken, little laugh. "I need to have multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock."
# # #
I escorted my sexy sister to our mother's bedroom. Instead of turning on the nightlight, my mother turned on the bright, overhead light. Clearly, she wanted me to see them naked, as much as I wanted to see them naked. Moreover, as much as I wanted to see them without their clothes, she wanted to see me without my clothes.
Not believing that I was seeing them both naked and that they wanted to have sex with me, while we walked to our mother's bedroom, I wrapped my horny arm around my sister's slim waist. Then, something that I always wanted to do, as if her ass belonged to me and I owned her ass, I lowered my hand to cup, feel, and squeeze her naked ass while walking with her. As soon as I fondled her naked ass, she stopped, turned, and kissed me while wiggling her ass in my hand.
We continued walking to our mother's bedroom. Blowing my mind, with the covers strewn to the side of the bed, as if I was having a sexual fantasy, she was sitting up in bed naked while waiting for me to have sex with her. While trying to memorize every mole and freckle, I stared at her naked, shapely, and sexy body.
Something that I've masturbated over countless numbers of times, I couldn't stop staring at her massive tits. Then, again, while wishing that I had my camera with me, I stared at my naked sister. I stared at my sister's naked ass, her tits, and her pussy. Going back and forth from one to the other, as if I had never seen naked women before, I continued staring at my naked mother and my naked sister.
I quickly stripped myself naked. I removed my T-shirt and pajama bottoms as if they were on fire. Glad that my mother had a king-sized bed, I moved beside her and my sister moved beside me. As if we were about to make our own mother, daughter, and son porn movie, I couldn't believe that I was in bed with my naked mother and my naked sister. Never will I have to play with myself over the thoughts of wondering what they looked like naked and how it felt to have sex with them.
Right here and right now, I saw my MILF of a mother without her clothes. Right here and right now, I saw my sexy sister without her clothes. Right here and right now, my mother and my sister saw me without my clothes. These are memories that I will never forget.
Never thinking that I'd ever see my mother naked, if it wasn't enough that I was seeing her without her clothes, I couldn't believe that I was about to have sex with her. Never believing that I'd be seeing my sister without her clothes, I couldn't believe that I was about to have sex with her, too. Impossible for me to wrap my horny head around, something that I'll never forget for the rest of my life, I was naked and in bed with my mother and sister.
With them just as horny for me as I was for them, they wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with them. They wanted me to eat them, make love to them, and fuck them. They wanted me to give them multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. They wanted me to make them cum.
# # #
"Even though I stroked them fast and hard while sucking them deep, not one of them ejaculated cum in my mouth," said my whore of a mother with disappointment. "I hoped that one of them would cum in my mouth," she said with a laugh.
I couldn't believe what she was saying. She sucked the cocks of three strippers. She wanted them to cum in her mouth. Stroking them faster, harder, and deeper, she was determined for them to cum in her mouth and was disappointed when they didn't.
"With them making me so horny, returning the favor of my sexual arousal with their sexual excitement, I wanted to swallow their cum," said my mother.
Never thinking that my mother sucked cock, until my grandmother told me that she regularly blew her brother, now with her blowing three strippers, and about to blow me, indeed, she's a cocksucking whore. She wanted them to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow their cum. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Here I was thinking that I'm taking sexual advantage of them by about to have sex with them, when they're taking advantage of me by about to have sex with me.
In the way that my sister had done, my mother did, too. She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile. If I was to guess, my mother wanted to blow me again. She wanted to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. She wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow my cum. As if I was psychic, I read her mind.
"Give your mother sex, Andy. Give me multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock. After you finger and lick my pussy, after you make love to me, after you fuck me, and make me cum, mommy will blow you. Mommy will suck your cock," she said.
# # #
Opening herself up to me, he spread her legs wide. I stared at my mother's brown, bushy cunt. Then, lifting them, she parted her pussy lips with her fingers. She showed me her swollen clit and lots of glistening, wet pink.
"Eat me, Andy. Eat mommy's pussy," she said. "Give me an orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue. Make me cum. Make your mother cum."
Before I even had a chance to climb up on her bed, she shocked me with what she said next.
"My mother told me about what happened when you mowed her lawn and shoveled her snow," she said with a laugh. "She told me that she flashed you her naked breasts by allowing the bodice of her bathing suit to deliberately fall to her waist. She told me that she allowed you to have your way with her tits," laughed my mother. "She told me that you loved her huge breasts and big nipples."
She gave me a big smile.
"In the way that she did with her son, and I did, too, with my brother, my mother told me that she stroked you, blew you, and sucked you. She told me that she allowed you to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed your cum. Your grandmother told me that you've had sex with her dozens of times. Well, now it's my turn for you to have sex with me," said my mother.
# # #
Now, with everything out in the open, first I turned to my mother. Something that I always wanted to do and couldn't believe that I was doing, I made out with her while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. I reached my other hand down to finger her clit and finger fuck her pussy.
I continued masturbating my mother while continuing to make out with her. I finger fucked my mother's cunt deeper. She was already so wet that my finger slid inside of her. Then, again, eager to finally do what I had always wanted to do, I moved halfway down the bed and made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I inhaled her musky aroma.
Then, while staring in her glistening wet vagina, I continued rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. Finally, I licked her pussy. I licked my mother's cunt. I ate my mother. I gave her what she wanted, oral sex.
Not taking her long to cum, as if my face was her sponge, she held my head in both of her hands while rubbing my face all over her wet pussy. She humped my mouth. She fucked my face. My mother gave me her version of a cum bath. Soaked with her vaginal secretions, I couldn't believe that I was giving her oral sex.
"Andy! Andy! Oh, my God, Andy! Rub my clit harder. Fuck me deeper with your finger. Yeah, that's it. Right there. Lick me faster. Finger fuck me. Finger fuck your mother. Oh, God! Oh, God! I'm cumming, Andy. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back. Then, she fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not remaining silent for long, not giving me a chance to turn to my sister, my mother threw her leg over me and mounted me. She sat on top of me. Then, she reached between my legs, took my erect prick in her hand, and parted her pussy lips with my big dick.
"Make love to me. Make love to your mother," she said.
As if keeping as a secret from my sister, she whispered her forbidden lust for me in my ear. Then, with a gentle hump, I was inside of her. She kissed me while slowly humping me. I passionately kissed her while returning her slow humps with my slow humps. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, we were fucking. I fucked my mother and she fucked me.
"Mommy will blow you after you fuck me, Andy," she said.
She whispered in my ear what she'd willingly do as if it was our secret to keep.
"I can't wait to suck your cock, son. I can't wait to blow you again, Andy. I'd love for you to cum in my mouth. I need to taste you. I'd need to swallow your cum," she said.
As soon as she told me that she'll blow me after I fuck her, I couldn't wait for my mother to suck my prick while my sister watched. I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth. I couldn't wait to watch her swallow my cum.
"Andy! Andy! Fuck me, Andy. Fuck me. Fuck your mother. Fuck your mother. Fuck mommy. Mommy is cumming," she said. "Mommy is cumming. Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!"
Again, she closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back. She fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex again. I gave my mother two orgasms, one with my fingers and tongue and a second one with my cock. Hard for me to wrap my head around, I couldn't believe that I had sex with my mother.
# # #
My sister's turn, with me young, dumb, and still filled with plenty of cum, I turned to sexy Vanessa. Already primed and ready to have sex with me, my sister fingered her pussy and her nipples while watching me having sex with our mother. We kissed as if we were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, or lovers instead of brother and sister. Then, in the way that I did with our mother, I did with my sister. I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs.
In the way that she sucked my cock, I couldn't wait to eat my big sister. Something I thought I'd never be doing; I fingered her wet pussy while licking her pussy. If it wasn't enough that I ate my mother's cunt, I ate my sister's cunt, too. Again, with her horny from the strip club, not taking her long to cum, I soon gave her a screaming orgasm.
"Andy. Don't stop. Please, don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Lick my clit faster. Eat me, Andy. Eat me. Eat your sister's cunt. I'm cumming, Andy. I'm cumming," she said. "Oh my God. Oh, God. Oh, God."
Like my mother did, my sister did, too. She took my head in both of her hands and rubbed my face all over pussy. I had my sister's vaginal secretions everywhere. In the way that my mother gave me her version of a cum bath, my sister did, too. I had her wetness in my mouth, up my nose, all over my face, and in my hair. I was drenched with the musky odor of my sister.
She fell silent in the way that my mother did while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, not resting very long, in the way that my mother mounted me, my sister mounted me, too. As if it was our secret to keep, she leaned down to whisper in my ear what she wanted me to do.
"Stick your big dick inside of me. Make love to me, Andy," she said. "Make love to your sister."
# # #
Then, stunned by what she said, she leaned down to whisper what she wanted in my ear again.
"Make me pregnant. Give me our baby," she said.
She smiled at me as if she was Rosemary and I was the Devil in Rosemary's Baby. She wanted me to give her a baby in the way that Lee Remick as Katherine Thorn gave birth to Damian in the Omen. As if my sister was Alexandra Daddario, the 13th witch in the Mayfair Witches, she wanted me to give her a baby. Then, determined for me to cum in her pussy and impregnate her with our baby, she took hold of my stiff prick and stuffed it in her warm and wet pussy.
As soon as she did, with a gentle hump, I was inside of her. French kissing one another while slowly humping each other, I made love to my sister in the way that she made love to me. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, with my cock sliding deeper inside of her, I fucked my sister. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Vanessa fucked me in the way that I fucked her in our ungodly union.



"Fuck me, Andy! Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck your sister. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck your sister. I'm cumming, Andy. I'm cumming," said my sister.
She leaned down to whisper in my ear again.
"Cum with me. Cum in my cunt, Andy. Give us our baby," she said. "Make me pregnant with our child. Fill my belly with your baby. Fuck me, Andy. Fuck me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck your sister."
# # #
After I ejaculated a huge load of cum in my sister's vagina, we rested together while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not giving me much time to rest, my mother and sister moved halfway down the bed. They smiled up at me while taking turns stroking my cock to a bigger and a harder erection.
Then, my mother was first to take me in her mouth. She was blowing me, again. I couldn't believe that she was sucking my cock while stroking my cock. With her staring up at me and smiling to show me my cock in her mouth, I propped myself up with pillows to watch her give me oral sex. Seemingly, enjoying giving me head, she cupped my testicles in her hand.
Again, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, I couldn't believe that my mom was blowing me again. Hard for me to wrap my head around, as if I was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover, instead of her son, my MILF of a mother continued sucking my cock. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, in the way that her mother did, my grandmother, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper.
Then, she gave my sister a turn. My sister took my big dick in her hand. She stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. I couldn't believe that my big sister was sucking my cock again. In the way that my mother did, my sister did, too.
Determined for me to cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. Vanessa was blowing me again.
"Cum, Andy. Cum for your sister. Cum in our mouths. We want to taste you. We want to swallow you. Cum, Andy. Cum," said my sister. "Cum in our mouths."
My mother took over for my sister. She took my prick in her hand before taking me in her mouth.
"Cum, Andy. Cum for mommy. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want to swallow you," she said.
My mother and sister took turns taking me in their hands before taking me in their mouths. They were blowing me. I couldn't believe they were both blowing me. They continued stroking my cock while sucking my cock. Hard to understand, I couldn't believe they were stroking my cock while sucking my cock.
With them determined for me to cum in their mouths, I put a heavy hand behind my mother's head. I humped her mouth and I fucked her face. Then, when my sister took me in her mouth again, I put a heavy hand behind my sister's head. I humped her mouth and I fucked her face.
Unable to hold back any longer, again, as if my cock was a fire house and their mouths were on fire, they took turns taking my squirting prick in their mouths. I ejaculated in both of their mouths. They both swallowed my load of cum.
Then, as soon as they removed me from their mouths, with them thinking that I was done, I exploded a second load of cum all over my mother's face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. I ejaculated cum all over my sisters' face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. I gave them both cum baths.
"Andy," said my mother laughing. "You made a mess of mommy."
My sister laughed, too.
"I love it," said my sister laughing. "You gave me my first cum bath."
# # #
The beginning of a new year, having sex with my mother and with my sister was something that made us all happy. Yet, we didn't have sex just that one drunken time. Oh, no. From that day forward we had sex every day, usually threesome sex.
I made love to my mother and my sister in the morning. I fucked them both in the evening. In between taking turns making love and fucking them, I masturbated them with my fingers, with their vibrators, and with their dildos. Then, I ate their pussies.
After I gave them both orgasms from masturbating them and giving them oral sex, they stroked and sucked my cock. When I was cumming in my mother's and my sister's mouths, I was cumming in their pussies. Sexually satisfying them, I continually filled them with my cum.
Then, something that excited me to see and couldn't believe that I was seeing, I watched my sister have sex with our mother. Vanessa fingered Natalie's pussy while licking her cunt. I couldn't believe my sister had lesbian sex with our mother and my mom had lesbian sex with her daughter.
"Vanessa. Oh, dear God, Vanessa. Rub my clit harder. Lick my pussy faster. I'm cumming, Vanessa. Mommy is cumming," she said.
I watched our mother close her eyes, stiffen her legs, and arch her back. Then, she fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not resting long, as soon as my sister gave her an orgasm with her fingers and her mouth, they swapped places. It was our mother's turn to give her daughter an orgasm by eating her pussy.
Not believing my eyes, I watched my mother make herself comfortable between her daughter's shapely thighs. My mother fingered her Vanessa. She rubbed her clit. She finger fucked her. Then, she licked her. She ate her daughter's cunt in the way that her daughter ate her vagina.
"Mommy! Mommy," said Vanessa. "Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster."
Giving her a cum bath, she took our mother's head in both hands and rubbed her face all over her pussy.
"Don't stop! Please don't stop. I'm cumming, mommy. I'm cumming," she said.
Again, falling silent she enjoyed the afterglow of sex. With all of us exhausted we fell asleep in each other's arms. I hugged them. I held them. I cuddled them. I spooned them.
# # #
I'm so glad that I moved back home. My sister had her baby three months ago. We named her Destiny.
Surprised that they did, after my grandmother told her daughter that we've been having sex, my mother told her mother that we've been having sex. She told her all that happened at the strip club. She told her that I had impregnated Vanessa and Destiny was our baby.
This year, on my mother's 51st birthday, my sister took her to see the strippers again. Only, this year, they took our 73-year-old grandmother, Grace, with them. I can't wait to see what may happen when they arrive home drunk and horny.
I'd love to have sex with my grandmother again. I'd love to see her massive, sagging breasts again. This time, I'd love to make love to her and fuck her. I'd love for my mother's mother to blow me. I'd love for her to remove her false teeth from her mouth and give me a gum job. I'd love to cum in her elderly mouth and watch her swallow my cum.
Something that I'll remember for the rest of my life, I'd love to have incestuous sex with three generations of women, my sister, my mother, and my grandmother. I'd love to make love to them. I'd love to fuck them. I'd love them all to blow me, allow me to cum in her mouths, and swallow my cum.
"I'm so happy. I'm so sexually satisfied. I'm having the time of my life."
THE END
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Fetish for Mom's & Sister's Bras
Something that I never knew but know now, my son, David, has a fetish for my bras and for his sister's bras, too.
Having never heard of someone with a bra fetish, as soon as I found out that he had a fetish for brassieres, unable to understand it, I tried to make sense of it. Then, going with the flow, while having a little fun, I decided to use his fetish against him. Driving him crazy, my daughter, Jennifer, and I decided to tease him by flashing him our bras while we were wearing them.
After telling Jen about David's bra fetish, we exclusively wore our low-cut blouses that had plunging necklines to flash him our bras. With him only needing to see our bra straps to become sexually excited, he continually stared down our tops at our sexy, colorful bras while undressing us and removing our blouses with his eyes. When we weren't wearing our low-cut blouses, we wore our crop tops that showed him even more of the underside of our bra cups. Perhaps, something that we can arrange, he'd love to see us in our bras.
We did all that we could to tease him without removing our blouses and walking around him in our bras. We continued flashing him down blouse and up blouse views of our bras. Deliberately flashing him our bras, we leaned at the waist in front of him, so that he could see our bras down our blouses. While cleaning the bathtub, with him standing in the bathroom doorway while talking to us and watching us clean, we bent at the waist and leaned to the side so that he could see our bras up our crop tops.
# # #
Some men have a fetish for feet. Some men love women with big asses. Some men love short and petite women. Some men love tall women. Some men love obese women. Some men prefer small breasted women. Some men love busty women.
Some men have a thing for touching, feeling, sniffing, licking, sleeping with, masturbating over, and wearing women's panties. Again, something that I never heard of before, my son has a bra fetish. He has a thing for bras.
Seemingly, he loves bras as much as he loves tits. Actually, I suspect that he loves bras more than he loves naked breasts. Clearly, with him always complimenting us and telling us how beautiful and sexy we are, my son prefers short, blonde, petite women with big tits wearing big bras.
After searching his room, not surprised, I found a collection of bras hidden in his closet, under his pillow, and beneath his mattress. After regularly finding our bras out of place in our lingerie drawers, we knew that he's touched, felt, and fondled our bras. Something that wouldn't surprise me, I suspected that whenever we're not home, perhaps, he's even tried on and has worn our bras.
Again, something that he loves to do, and that I didn't know that he does, after looking more closely at our bras in the laundry bin, and bras in our lingerie drawers, I was shocked to discover that he had masturbated in our bra cups. Something that must have excited him, we've worn bras that he's ejaculated his cum in our bra cups. No doubt, he must get off on knowing that the bras that we wear have his dried cum against our nipples.
# # #
My name is Amie and I'm forty-five-years-old. I'm a divorced, single mother of two children, a twenty-one-year-old daughter named Jennifer, and a nineteen-year-old son named David. Unashamed and unembarrassed to admit, something that started after my husband left me for another woman, with me feeling sad, lonely, and frustrated, I've been having an incestuous affair with my daughter. I didn't plan for it to happen, it just did.
Considered very attractive, I'm 5' 3" tall, with blonde, shoulder-length hair, blue eyes, have 36 double D, cup breasts, and a firm and shapely ass. I'm 5' 6" tall when I wear my high heels. My best features, albeit four things that give me lots of unwanted attention from men, I love my blonde hair, my blue eyes, my big tits, and my shapely ass.
Why my husband dumped me for a whore more than half his age, his daughter's age, is a mystery to me? Yet, I'll never understand why men do some of the things that they do. Men are pigs. Going from one woman to another woman, they use women for sex and abuse them with their perversions.
My daughter, Jennifer, is beautiful. Shorter than me, she's 5' tall, has long, blonde hair with blue eyes, 38 double D cup breasts, and a tight, little ass. When she' ready to marry and start a family, she'll have no problem finding the right man. There are plenty of men who fantasize having a woman on their arm who looks like her. Interestingly enough, taller men go for shorter women. It's not unusual to see a 6' 5" man with a 5' woman.
# # #
My son, David, is 5' 11" tall. He plays hockey, and has an athletic build. He has brown, short hair and brown eyes. With him growing into a better looking man than his father, he's very handsome. He is nineteen-years-old.
At the age where he's filled with excess testosterone, he's always walking around the house with erections. Judging his big dick by the huge bulge that tents his pajama bottoms, I dare say that he has a much bigger and harder cock than his father. I'm surprised my son didn't hook up with my daughter's best friend. Yet, with her a bit flat chested with only having A cup breasts, she seldom wears or even needs to wear a bra. After finding out about David's bra fetish, he'd never be with a woman who doesn't wear a bra.
Now that I know that he has a thing for our bras, that titillating fact arouses me. He not only loves his mother and his sister but also, he loves our bras, too. Only, he loves us not as a son and brother should love his mother and sister. He loves us as a man loves and wants to have sex with women. I suspect that he not only wants to see us in our bras but also that he'd want to have sex with us, too.
Believe it or not, something as easy as that, all that he needs to see to get his motor running and to get and maintain a huge erection is to see our bra straps. We both have blouses that leave an opened space between the buttons and that expose our bra cups. Again, as if undressing us with his eyes, by removing our blouses, he stares at all that he can see of our exposed bra cups.
Had I not been having an affair with my daughter, I'd be disturbed to find out that my son is not only sexually attracted to me but also, he's attracted to his sister, too. Now that I know that bras are his perversely perverted peccadillos, and after telling Jennifer about David's fetish, we love deliberately flashing him our bras. With him hanging around the house in his pajama bottoms without wearing underwear beneath them, right on cue, as soon as he sees any part of our bras, he develops an erection.
In the way that I'm having illicit sex with my daughter and she's having forbidden sex with me, I'd love to have incestuous sex with my son. I'd love to watch him having sex with his sister. I know that Jen would love to have sex with her brother. My daughter would love to watch him having sex with me. After having lesbian sex with Jennifer, our sexual fantasy is to have threesome sex with David.
# # #
My story started when my forty-eight-year-old husband of more than twenty-years left me for my daughter's twenty-one-year-old best friend, Cindy. My forbidden affair started with my daughter innocently enough when I invited her to sleep in my bed. I was heartbroken that my husband left me, and Jennifer was inconsolable that her best, childhood friend caused me to have a failed marriage, and us to have a broken home.
With me missing my husband and my daughter missing her best friend, we comforted one another. While sleeping together every night, finally able to sleep, we held, hugged, and spooned each other. Then, one night, when we were both as sexually aroused as we were horny, she touched and felt me through my nightgown in my sleep. Thinking that I was sleeping, I couldn't believe that my daughter touched and felt me.
Sexually arousing me, she felt and fondled my breasts while fingering my erect nipples. With my nightgown bunched around my waist, she fondled my naked ass, too. Making me wet, she even fingered the back of my pussy. Then, when I turned to spoon her, I felt and fondled her breasts through her nightgown. I fingered her erect nipples. Then, as she did to me, I fingered her pussy from behind in her sleep.
Only, we weren't sleeping. We were wide awake. We turned to face each other, something I never expected we do, we kissed. I kissed her on her lips and she kissed me on my lips.
Something that we had never done before, the first time kissing my daughter on her lips and the first time that she kissed me on my lips, we kissed in a sexual way. With our touches and kisses making us aroused, I parted Jen's lips with my tongue and French kissed her. Immediately, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss.
From there, I touched, felt, and fondled my daughter everywhere that a mother should never touch, feel, and fondle her daughter. Reciprocating my advances, Jennifer returned my touches, feels, and fondles everywhere that a daughter should never touch, feel, and fondle her mother. An unexpected pleasure that later helped us both to sleep and get a good night's rest, the innocence of our consoling and comforting one another turned to sex.
Something that I imagined, I envisioned having sex with my son whenever I masturbated myself with my vibrator and/or dildo. I never thought that I'd be having sex with a woman, specifically with my daughter. Once we started, it was hard to stop. She knew where and how to touch and feel me. Impatient for us to cum so that we will blow him, a man doesn't have a clue how to pleasure a woman. We continued having sex.
Sex with my daughter allowed me to forget my bastard of a cheating husband. Sex with her mother allowed her to forget her best friend betraying her by sleeping with her dad. No longer feeling sad, lonely, depressed, and/or frustrated, we had sex. How could something that felt so good be so wrong, I continued having sex with my daughter and she continued having sex with me.
While making out with one another, Jennifer fingered my pussy while fondling my breasts, fingering my nipples, and sucking my nipples. I fingered her pussy while fondling her breasts, fingering her nipples, and sucking her nipples. She masturbated me and I masturbated her. Then, something I never thought that I'd have with a woman, we had oral sex. Making myself comfortable between her shapely thighs, I fingered and licked her pussy. She was so wet.
Giving her orgasms with my fingers and my tongue, every night, I continued fingering her and licking her pussy. Returning the favor of me masturbating and eating her, Jennifer masturbated and ate me. Having illicit sex with one another was how we unburdened our grief. Instead of feeling guilty having sex, we felt good. We were happy. Never have I had such great sex until I had sex with my daughter. Never have I slept as soundly as I was sleeping now.
# # #
Not inviting my son to sleep with me in my bed, he didn't seem to be as upset over the loss of his father as we were. Besides, with him always locked in his room playing video games and masturbating, nothing seemed to change with him. He seemed happy to continue in his routine. He never had much of a relationship with his father, and he wasn't remotely interested in Jen's best friend in the way that he was sexually interested in his mother's and his sister's bras.
Not having to be psychic, I always knew whenever he was playing with himself. Every time he masturbated, stroking his cock faster and harder, no doubt, unaware that he was doing so, he rattled the windows and the dishes in the China cabinet downstairs. When I was upstairs in the hall, while listening at his bedroom door, with him playing with himself over me and/or over his sister, I could hear him cumming.
"Mom. Oh, mom. I love your bras. I love Jennifer's bras, too," he said. "I'd love to have sex with the both of you. I'd love you both to blow me. I loved you both to suck my cock. While holding your bras in my hands, I'd love to cum in both of your mouths. I'd love to watch you swallow my cum."
Daring myself to burst open his bedroom door without knocking, I wondered if he was holding our bras and cumming in our bra cups while jerking himself off. Only, not wanting to invade his privacy, I didn't dare enter his bedroom unannounced. In the way that he's respected my privacy by not barging in my bedroom when I'm in bed with his sister, I respected his privacy.
Perhaps, he thought, and I wondered, with his father gone and him alone with us, that this may be his opportunity to have sex with me, with his sister, or with the both of us. Something unbeknownst to him, something that Jennifer and I discussed, and fantasized over doing, easy for us to do, we had fun thinking about and talking about sexually seducing David, and having threesome sex with him. Nothing more than a fantasy, we no longer seriously considered seducing him, that is, until I discovered his fetish for our bras as revealed to me by my friend.
After already having sex with my daughter, how hot would that be to have sex with my son, too? With Jennifer already having sex with her mother, how hot would that be to have sex with her brother? With us both on the same page, it aroused the both of us to imagine having an orgy of threesome sex. Loving cocks as much as we discovered how much we loved pussies, we both would love to fuck and suck David.
# # #
It all started one day out of the blue, I received a call from a dear friend who I haven't spoken to in a while. She worked as the manager for a Victoria Secrets store at the mall. What she told me shocked me. What she told me enflamed my sexual fantasy of having a threesome sex with my son and my daughter. No longer imagining having sex with David, what she told me made me realize my fantasy of having sex with my son could become my reality.
"Amie. Hi. This is Carol. I haven't spoken to you in a while. How are you," she asked?
I let out a sad, little laugh.
"Everything is fine other than my husband left me for my daughter's twenty-one-year-old whore of a best friend," I said.
Suddenly, I felt as if I was going to burst out in tears but holding it back, I didn't.
"I'm sorry to hear that," she said.
She paused.
"Not wanting to dump more on your plate but I'm calling you for a reason," she said.
Carol sighed heavily. I perked up to listen.
"What reason is that," I asked?
I heard her exhale a big breath of courage over the phone.
"Forgive me for asking something that may be too personal of me to ask but is David a crossdresser," she asked?
I laughed?
"What? David? My son? A crossdresser," I said laughing again? "No. Not that I know," I said with another laugh. "Why are you asking? Do you know something that I don't know?"
Carol's voice quivered with nervousness.
"He was in the store today, again. Actually, he's in the store a lot. He enjoys touching and feeling the bras in the women's lingerie section. Yesterday, he took a few bras into the dressing room. Not sure why he did that or what he did with them, unless he was masturbating himself over them," she said with a little laugh.
She paused to hear my reply. Shocked, I remained silent and allowed her to continue.
"Giving him the benefit of the doubt, I imagined that he was trying them on and wearing them in the dressing room," she said. "We've had men, crossdressing men, taking women's lingerie in the dressing rooms before."
As if a lightning bolt hit me, I smiled with interest.
"Thank you for telling me, Carol," I said.
Now, not knowing that he had a bra fetish before, everything made sense. Anytime he saw our bras, he had an erection.
# # #
After I told my daughter what my friend told me, we came up with a plan. I instructed Jennifer to gather all of her bras from her lingerie drawer and lay them out on my bed. I did the same with my bras.
Then, with the both of us as aroused as we were filled with anticipation of teasing David and possibly having sex with him, we removed our blouses. We were in my bedroom wearing our lowest cut, sheerest, and sexiest bras, and our short skirts. Then, I called out to my son.
"David," I said. "Come to my bedroom, please. I need your help."
As soon as he opened my bedroom door, and saw me and his sister in our bras, and with him not wearing underwear beneath his pajama bottoms, immediately, his cock tented them. Then, when he saw the dozens of our bras all over my bed, his eyes bugged out of his head and his mouth fell open. I've never seen him as excited as he is now.
As if he was in a whorehouse or left alone in a bra factory, he stared at the bras on my bed as if he was staring at naked women. He looked from me to look at his sister. Unable to remove his eyes from us, he stared at me in my bra before staring at his sister in her bra. The first time seeing us in our sexy bras, he continued staring at us as if he was trying to remember every detail of our bras.
"As you can see, David, we have a lot of bras. Some of these bras we never wear," I said.
I touched them, felt them, and lifted up several of the bras while his eyes bugged out of his head.
"We need a man's opinion. Would you be a dear and tell us which bras that you like and which bras that you don't like? We'd like to get rid of the bras that we don't wear and buy more of the bras that we do wear," I said.
I watched David stare at the huge collection of bras. Seeming to know which bras were which, he stared at my bras before staring at his sister's bras. A real bra connoisseur, I could tell which ones he liked and which ones that he didn't like. He stared longer at the bras that he liked. The bras that he didn't like, other than giving them a quick glance, he hardly looked at them.
# # #
"Something that you may not know, based on their construction, there are only four categories of bras. There are padded, non-padded, wired, and unwired bras. Just as wired bras could be padded or unpadded, unwired bras could be padded or unpadded, too," I said to my son.
I handed him each type of bra, padded, non-padded, wired, and unwired bra. While staring at them as if he was about to cum, he accepted all four bras and held them in his hands. Then, unable to stop himself from feeling them and fondling them, he felt each one while fondling them and staring down at them in his hands. Clearly, not a crossdresser, my son had a bra fetish.
"Now that you know the four categories of bras, which bra do you like best, the padded bra, the unpadded bra, the wired, or the not wired bras, David," I asked?
I feigned my innocence that I didn't have an ulterior motive in calling him in my room when my daughter and I were in our bras, and with bras piled on my bed. I looked up at him and smiled. When he wasn't staring at me in my bra, he stared at his sister in her bra. When he wasn't staring at us in our bras, he stared at the huge pile of bras amassed on my bed.
As if he was holding something valuable, David held our bras in his hands. While staring down at them, he continued feeling them and fondling them. His big dick never softened in its erection. Then, he held up the brassiere that he liked the best and the one that felt better in his hands than the other three bras.
"This one," he said. "Which one is this," asked and holding it up as if it was a trophy?
I smiled at my son.
"That's a non-padded bra. That's the bra that I like the best, and the bra that I'm wearing now," I said.
I looked down at my bra before looking up and smiling at my son.
Jennifer looked down at her bra before looking up at her brother and smiling. She turned more to face her brother before turning one way and before turning the other way. As if she was modeling her bra for him, she gave him a good, long look of her in her sexy brassiere.



"The non-padded bra is the bra that I like the best, too," she said. "It's the bra that I'm wearing now."
I smiled at David. Then, if it wasn't enough that we were in my bedroom in our bras, and with our bras strewn all over my bed, I said something that he never expected me to say.
"Feel my breasts through my bra, David. You can better tell why we prefer this bra to the other bras by feeling my breasts through my brassiere."
Not having to ask him twice, David walked closer to me and felt my breasts through my bra, first one and then the other. As soon as he felt my bra clad breasts, not surprisingly, my nipples erected.
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed, I was instantly aroused.
"Look at what you did, David," I said with a little laugh.
I stared down at my bra and at the impressions that my erect nipples made through my sheer non-padded brassiere.
"Can you see the impressions of mommy's nipples through my non-padded brassiere," I asked?
Surprised that he didn't pull out a magnifying glass, my son leaned at the waist in front of me for a closer look at the impressions that my big nipples made when poking out my bra.
"Yes," he said. "I can see them, mom. You have really big nipples," he said, looking up at me with pride and smiling.
I continued to tease my son. As if daring him to do so while hoping that he would, I inhaled a big breath, and stuck out my chest for him to touch and feel my nipples through my bra.
"Touch them. Go ahead. Finger mommy's nipples," I said. "That's a good way to test how much you like my bra."
David reached out his horny hand and felt my nipples through my non-padded brassiere. First he felt one of my nipples then he felt the other one of my nipples. Putting a big smile on his face, he continued fingering my nipples through my bra.
"You can't do that with a padded bra. There's too much padding for you to see and feel my nipples," I said.
I stared down at my son's hands having his way with my erect nipples.
"Come around behind me," I said, turning my back to him. "Put your arms around me and cup my breasts in your hands through my brassiere."
Obediently obeying me, he stepped closer, and pressing his pajama clad erection against my skirt and panty clad ass, he put his arms around me, and felt my bra clad breasts from behind. He cupped my breasts in the palms of his hands through my bra. He squeezed my breasts through my bra. Then, to feel the heaviness of my big breasts, he lifted them through my bra while fondling my breasts and continuing to finger my erect nipples.
"Obviously, you can feel much more of my breasts and my nipples through an unpadded bra," I said.
# # #
Not to be denied her turn, Jennifer stepped closer to her brother.
"Feel my tits through my bra, David," she said.
Jennifer invited her brother to feel her breast through her bra as if it was no big deal for her brother to feel her big tits through her bra. David stepped closer to his sister. Again, not having to ask him twice, he felt her breasts through her bra with two hands. Like mother like daughter, as soon as he did, her big nipples erected. He fondled and squeezed her huge breasts through her unpadded bra.
"Can you feel my nipples," Jen asked?
As soon as she asked him if he could feel her nipples through her bra, he had his way with his sister's erect nipples through her unpadded brassiere. David fingered his sister's nipples through her bra. He pinched her nipples. He pulled her nipples. He turned her nipples, and he twisted them.
"Just like mommy said, you can't feel or finger nipples through a padded bra," said Jen. "There's too much unnecessary padding.
His sister smiled at her brother.
"The non-padded bra is my favorite type of bra, too," said Jen. "I have no idea why bra manufacturers make padded bras for busty women. It makes no sense. My breasts look plenty big enough without padding," she said with a laugh.
As if inviting her brother to stare at her bra clad breasts, continuing to tease him, she felt her breasts through her bra while sliding slow hands across her erect nipples. She cupped her breasts through her bra while squeezing and fondling them. Jennifer stared down at her enormous tits before staring at his huge erection that continued bulging out his pajama bottoms.
# # #
I looked at my son and smiled.
"Why do you like the non-padded bra," I asked him?
David blushed.
"Um, because, especially with the sheer bras that you're both wearing, I can see your nipples through her bra," he said.
He stared at what he could see of our erect nipples through our bras. First, he stared at my nipples. Then, he stared at his sister's nipples. Finally, he stared down at the pile of bras on my bed again.
"I can feel your nipples through your bras. I like how nipples feel through a bra," he said with a dirty, little laugh. "I love bras as much as I love breasts and nipples," he confessed.
I nodded my head in agreement.
"Sometimes, depending on the circumstances, I like my nipples showing through my blouse and my bra. In addition to showing an interested man that I may be cold, it shows a man that I'm interested," she said with a little sexy laugh. "I love my big tits as much as I love my big nipples."
David stared at me and his sister in our bras again before staring down at the collection of bras on my bed.
"It looks like there are more than only four categories of bras," he said.
He looked from me in my bra to look at his sister in her bra. Clearly, he loved seeing us in our bras. Without doubt, he'll be masturbating over seeing my daughter and I in our sheerly revealing brassieres.
# # #
I laughed.
"There are lots of different bras in each category," I said.
I held up each bra in my hand to name the different types of brassieres.
"There are Balconette bras, Bandeau bras, Bralette bras, Built-in bras, that are good smaller size breasts when wearing a tank top."
Going alphabetically, I continued naming the different types of bras.
"There are Cage bras," I said. "Cage bras have several straps working together to not only show off my curves and my cleavage but also to give me more support. There are Convertible bras The straps can be removed to wear the bra strapless. Designed to be a supportive bra but they are more supportive when both straps are attached," I said.
I opened my hand as if counting off the different types of bras on my fingers.
"There are Cupless bras. This lingerie style has a frame but little or no material over the cups and the nipple area. It's a very sexy bra to wear, especially when wearing a transparent dress. Unfortunately, giving us very little support, this type of bra doesn't work for big breasted women," I said looking over at my daughter.
I smiled at my son who seemed to be becoming excited seeing and talking about bras while holding bras in my hand. I continually handed him different types of bras for him to hold. Mindlessly, he felt and fondled each bra.
"There low-cut, Demi bras with cups that cover half of my bust. They are a good bra to wear when wearing a V-neck or a top with a plunging neckline. Demi bras will give good support but are more designed for smaller breasts.
I laughed.
"A bra that you no doubt would like, are front-open or front snapping bras where the fastener is in the front of the bra between the cups. It's a much easier bra to put on and remove than a bra that must be hooked in the back. I prefer a front-opening bra. They are very supportive," I said. "Yet, they are sometimes hard to find in our bra cup size."
I smiled at my son while I cupped my breasts through my bra.
"Unfortunately, with your sister and I too big breasted to wear some of these, sexy, little bras, we prefer a full-coverage brassiere that the fabric goes all around our breasts. Best for women with big breasts, fully covered, these bras have underwire for maximum support," I said.
# # #
"Oh, my God, David," I said laughing. "I'm so sorry. Thank you for staying to give us a man's opinion about bras."
I picked up a handful of my bras and tossed them in the air. He stared at the falling bras as if he was going to cum. No doubt, wishing he could masturbate himself in front of us now, clearly, he couldn't wait to return to his room and masturbate himself.
"There are so many bras. I'm sure you have more important things to do than to learn about bras, and see your mother and sister in our bras. Am I boring you, yet," I asked?
Clearly not bored, he still had a huge erection that tented his pajama bottoms. If he was anything, he was sexually excited seeing all of the bras and seeing his sister and I in our bras, too.
"Not at all, mother. I find this bra discussion very interesting," he said with a smile. "I like bras," he confessed. "And I'm enjoying seeing you and Jen in your bras."
I returned his smile with my smile. Then, I laughed.
"I can tell by your erection that you're enjoying your sister in I in our bras," I said.
I stared down at my son's erection. Suddenly, embarrassed, he put his hand in front of his bulging cock.
"Let me think. Where was I before being distracted," I asked?
I stared down at my son holding his hand in front of his erection.
"Oh, there are Halter bras that are designed to wear with halter tops. It has one strap that goes around a woman's neck. No woman wants her bra straps showing," I said with a laugh. "Halter bras are designed to show some cleavage and are more supportive than a strapless bra. Again, this bra is more designed for a woman with smaller breasts."
I paused while thinking of more bras.
"There are High-neck bras. They cover the whole chest. Designed for T-shirts. Some women wear them without a shirt as outerwear," I said.
As if counting with my fingers, I named the next bra.
"There are Longline bras. Longline bras cover the entire front down to the belly button. They are a great choice for wearing under corsets or under a formal gown," I said. "They are great for supporting big breasted women."
# # #
Jennifer joined the conversation about the many types of bras that are available.
"There are low-back bras that are ideal for clothes that have a low or a sheer back so that the back of the bra doesn't show. Again, they are more designed for women with smaller breasts," said Jennifer.
Jen counted off on her fingers in the way that her mother did.
"There are Maximizer bras that use padding and underwires to boost breast size," said Jen with a laugh. "That's something that we don't need," she said.
She stuck out her big chest with pride. Then, continuing to tease him, she turned one way before turning the other way to show her brother her enormous bra clad breasts.
"Maximizer bras are another bra that is meant for smaller breast women," said Jen.
She cupped her huge breasts in both hands and lifted them through her bra while her brother stared at her with lust and desire.
"There are minimizer bras. These bras are meant for big breasted women. They are good when wearing a form-fitting dress. Sometimes, we don't want our big tits to be the first thing that someone sees when we round a corner or enter a room," she said with a laugh.
She paused for a minute to think.
"Of course, we've already mentioned the unpadded bras and the padded bras, with the unpadded bras one of our favorite bras," said Jen with a laugh.
She smiled at her brother.
"A bra that I'm sure that you'd love is the Peephole bra. The cups are cut out to show the nipples," said Jen with a laugh. "Yet, this is another bra designed for smaller breast women."
David returned his sister's smile with his smile.
"Yeah, I'd like a peephole bra," he said with a laugh. "I love seeing nipples," he confessed.
Jen returned her brother's laugh with her laugh.
"There's the Plunge bra designed for very low-cut and deep V-neck blouses that don't show the front of the bra. I bet you hate that," said his sister with a laugh. "You'd rather see our bras."
She laughed, and David made a face.
"Only, that's not another bra that's meant for big breasted women. Many of these bras are impossible to find when women have breasts larger than a C cup," said Jen.
# # #
Rejoining the conversation about bras, I continued talking about more models and the purposes of specific brassieres.
"Speaking of P bras, there's the Push-up bras. We have several of those bras. We both like those bras because, as if we're back in the day when women advertised their breasts, by pushing up our breasts, they show the meaty and jiggling tops of our breasts and more cleavage, too," I said with a laugh. "I'm sure that's another bra that you'd like to see your mother wearing."
David nodded his head in agreement.
"I love push-up bras. I love any bra that accentuates the breasts and that shows cleavage," he said with a giggle.
I returned my son's head nod.
"Unfortunately, once again, pushup bras are designed for smaller breasts. Big breasted women wearing a push-up bra look like their tits are under their necks," I said.
I laughed.
"Lemme think what other bras there are. Oh, I know. There's the Racerback bra. This bra is great for tank tops and sun dresses. They are very supportive and a good brassiere choice for busty women," I said.
David smiled at me and his sister while continuing to stare at us in our bras.
"Another bra for smaller breasted women is the Shelf bra. That bra doesn't work for us," I said.
# # #
"Of course, there's the Sports bra," said Jen. "I love Sports bras. Instead of having my tits bouncing up and down when jogging or playing tennis, something that men love seeing but that is something very painful for women, Sports bras give great support for any size breasts," said Jen.
Counting with her fingers again, Jennifer continued telling her brother about all of the different types of bras that she knows.
"There's the Stick-on bras. Not really a bra, another bra that is more meant for smaller breasted women. Stick-on bras are great for backless dresses without showing bra straps," she said. "They offer no support whatsoever for women with big tits," she said with a little laugh.
Jen cupped her breasts through her bra again while smiling at her brother. David continued staring at his sister and their mother in their non-padded bras.
"Then, there are strapless bras. Another bra meant for smaller breasted women; strapless bras offer little support for big breasted women," said Jen.
Jennifer stared down at her brother's erect prick again that still tented his pajama bottoms.
"There are T-shirt bras that are meant to be worn beneath T-shirts. Made for comfort they are seamless. Again, unless we buy an underwire T-shirt bra, which are hard to find in larger cup sizes, that's another brassiere designed for women with smaller breasts," said his sister.
# # #
"Of course, another bra that we've already talked about, the underwire bras give optimal support and are a great choice for big breasted women. Yet, depending on the bra, underwire bras can sometimes dig into our skin and become uncomfortable to wear," I said to my son.
I nodded my head and smiled in agreement with my daughter.
"That's where the wireless bra comes in," said Jen.
I smiled again in agreement with my daughter.
"Other than maternity bras and mastectomy bras, that's all of the bras that we can think of," I said. "Indeed, there are a huge range of bras available. Is it any wonder why women spend so much money on clothes, especially on lingerie?"
# # #
Then, this was it. This was really it. I was ready to expose my naked breasts to my son. Curious for his opinion of my big, naked tits, I couldn't wait for my son to see something that a son should never see of his mother. Not done shocking him, I stunned my son by what I said next.
"Would you like us to model some of our bras for you, David," I asked?
I gave David another sexy smile and a naughty look? Knowing that we'd have to remove our bras in front of him, to try on and model our bras, his eyes practically popped out of his head and his mouth fell open.
"Yes, I'd love for you and Jennifer to model your bras for me," he said without hesitation.
Jennifer made a disapproving face.
"Wait," said Jennifer. "If we're going to show him our naked breasts, mother," she said with an indignant pause and a dirty laugh. "It's only fair if David shows us his naked prick."
Jennifer looked from me to look at her brother before explaining her logic in wanting to see her brother's erect, naked prick. As if he was about to faint, David looked from me to look at his sister. Making her case, Jen explained her logic in wanting to see her brother's naked prick before she showed him her naked breasts.
"I don't want him embarrassing us by telling his friends and our relatives that we consensually removed our bras in front of him to show him our naked breasts. This way, if he does tell anyone, we can embarrass him by telling our friends and relatives that David deliberately dick flashed us," said Jen. "As much as he'd love to see our big, naked tits, I'd love to see his big, erect, naked cock."
# # #
While giving David a smile of sexual anticipation, I nodded my head to Jennifer.
"You're right. That makes sense. That's only fair for David to show us his penis in exchange for us showing him our breasts. I agree," I said.
I turned to my son while staring down at his cock that bulged out his pajama bottoms.
"Take off your pajama bottoms, David. Show your mother and your sister your erect prick. We want to see what's been tenting your pajama bottoms," I said to my son.
We both stared at him with sexual anticipation while waiting for him to undress.
"If you show us your cock, we'll show you our naked breasts while trying on bras for you," I said.
Obediently obeying his mother, David removed his pajama bottoms to show me and his sister, his big, naked, erect dick. He looked at me excitedly before looking at his sister staring at his big dick. In the way that he already masturbated over us, he'll be playing with himself over this day for the rest of his horny life.
As soon as he removed his pajama bottoms, while staring at his naked cock, keeping to our deal, I reached around behind me to unhook my bra. I stared at my son while he stared at me, as if I was a stripper on stage about to dance around a pole to music, I slowly, sexily, and seductively removed my bra. With his eyes wide and his mouth open, I showed David my naked breasts.
Jennifer did the same. Continuing to tease him, she reached around behind her, unhooked her bra, and slowly, sexily, and seductively removed her bra straps from her shoulder. Then, she removed her arms from her bra straps.
Finally, while holding her bra cups in place with her hands, she removed one bra cup before removing her other bra cup. Jen was topless. She was topless in front of her brother. Mother and daughter were topless while David was bottomless in front of my daughter and I.
Not knowing where to look, he stared from my double D, cup breasts and erect nipples to stare at his sister's double D, cup breasts, and her erect nipples. We stared down at his throbbing prick that continued to pulsate. Something hard to wrap my head around, and that all happened so fast, I couldn't believe that my daughter and I were showing David our naked breasts while he showed us his naked prick.
# # #
David watched us put on our bras and take off bras. We continued trying on different types, styles, and colors of bras. We even swapped bras with one another while asking David's opinion of how this bra or that bra looked on us.
Every time we put on a bra; we'd model it for him. Continuing to tease him, we turn one way before turning the other way. Then, stepping closer to him, we'd allow him to feel our breasts through each of our bras.



"How do our breasts feel in his bra, David," I asked.
His sister stepped closer to him.
"I love how my breasts feel in this bra. Feel my breasts, David," said Jen.
# # #
Not stopping with just putting on and removing my bras, I unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed my short skirt. Then, turning to face my son, I slowly, sexily, and seductively removed my panties to show him my blonde, bushy pussy and my shapely naked ass while staring at my son's big dick. Just as I thought it was, while continuing to maintain his erection, my son's prick was longer, wider, and harder than his father's puny dick.
Following my lead, Jennifer unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt, too. Then, while staring at her brother, she slowly, sexily, and seductively removed her panties to show him her blonde, trimmed pussy. Continuing to tease him, she turned her naked body one way before turning her naked body the other way. Then, she bent forward to show him her shapely ass and the back of her blonde pussy.
As if he had died and gone to heaven, looking from one to the other, as if trying to memorize us without our clothes, he stared at my naked body before staring at his sister's naked body. Then, surprising him, as if pushing him back on a bounce house, I pushed him back on the pile of bras. A place that he looked as if he loved to be, surrounded by dozens of brassieres, he had our bras beneath him and all around him.
I picked up a handful of bras, wiped them across my wet pussy and threw them in my son's face. Jennifer did the same with her bras. She wiped her wet pussy with her bras and leaned forward to place her bras on his head, on his face, on his chest, and on his prick. While touching, feeling, and fondling all of our bras, David sniffed the musky aroma of my pussy and his sister's pussy while fondling and sniffing our bras.
He licked our bras and rubbed our bras all over his erect prick. Then, he stroked his cock in front of me and his sister while holding our bras. Not wanting him to waste his cum, I stopped him from masturbating himself. I climbed on my bed. Then, something that I couldn't believe that I was doing, I moved higher up, spread my legs, and sat on my son's face.
"Eat me. Eat my pussy, David. Finger and lick your mother," I said. "Give me an orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue. Make me cum. Mommy needs to cum. Eat me, David. Eat me. Eat mommy. After you make me cum, mommy will make you cum, too."
# # #
Not to be left out, Jennifer made herself comfortable between her brother's muscular thighs. She took his erect prick in her soft hand to stroke him before she took him in her warm and wet mouth to suck him. While David continued fingering and licking me, Jennifer stroked and blew her brother. Finally having our threesome sex, she sucked her brother's cock while my son ate my pussy, his mother's cunt.
Not allowing this opportunity to pass me by, not wanting to have any regrets, I held his head with both of my hands. I rubbed his face all over my wet pussy. As if giving my son a cum bath, he had my vaginal secretions all over his face, up his nose, in his mouth, and in his hair. Not letting him go, I humped his mouth. I gave David my version of a cum bath.
"David! David! Don't stop licking me. Please don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, David. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming. Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God."
Not taking me long to cum, with me so aroused with my son giving me oral sex, I closed my eyes, arched my back, and stiffened my legs before falling silent to enjoy the afterglow of sex.
As soon as I had my orgasm, I didn't take the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, I moved down between my son's legs to take my daughter's place. I couldn't wait to suck his cock. I couldn't wait to blow my son.
I took his erect prick in my hand to stroke him. Then, I took him in my mouth to suck him. After he ate my pussy, I blew my son. I couldn't believe that I was sucking David's cock. Wanting him to cum in my mouth, I couldn't wait to swallow him.
Following my lead, his sister was already sitting on her brother's face. While I sucked him, he ate his sister. Their first time having sex with one another, not taking her long to cum, in the way that I did, she did, too.
She grabbed his head with both of her hands and rubbed his face in her blonde, trimmed pussy. When I looked up to watch them, in the way that I gave him a cum bath, his sister gave him cum bath, too. In the way that he dripped with my vaginal secretions, his face dripped with his sister's vaginal secretions.
With her as sexually aroused by her brother giving her oral sex, as I was, it didn't take Jen long to cum either. She humped his mouth. She fucked his face with her pussy.
"Oh, God, David. David! Don't stop. Please don't stop licking me. Oh, God," she said. "Finger fuck your sister."
With her facing me while sitting on her brother's face, she put her head back with her eyes closed and her mouth open. He had two, big handfuls of his sister's naked breasts. He fondled her huge tits, squeezed them, and fingered her erect nipples.
"I'm cumming. David. I'm cumming. Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. Eat me. Eat your sister. Lick my cunt. Rub my clit faster. Lick me harder," she said. "I'm cumming, David. I'm cumming."
She arched her back while humping his mouth.
"David! David! Oh, my God, David! Eat me. Eat me. Lick your sister's cunt. Make me cum. Make me cum. Give me an orgasm with your fingers and your tongue," she said.
# # #
As soon as she had her orgasm, she fell silent to enjoy the afterglow of sex. Not resting long, she moved off of him to move beside him. With David not cumming yet, I reached down and grabbed a few bras. I covered his face with them. Then, I moved up to him and mounted him. I took hold of his still erect cock and parted my pussy lips with it. With a gentle hump, he was inside of me.
While slowly humping him. I kissed him. I made out with my son. He returned my deep, wet kisses with his French kisses. Then, humping him faster and humping him harder, I fucked him and he fucked me.
"David," I said while no longer able to speak. "Oh, my God, David. Fuck me. Fuck your mother. Make me cum. Make mommy cum," I said.
I wrapped my arm around his neck and my leg around his back. I fucked him faster and I fucked him harder. He returned my fast and hard humps with his fast and hard humps. My son gave me my second orgasm. He made me cum again.
Then, as soon as I climbed off of him, as if he was our amusement ride at the park, Jennifer took her turn with her brother. In the way that I mounted him, my daughter mounted him, too. She reached down between her legs and parted her pussy lips with his cock. In the way that I made out with him and made love to him, she made out with him and made love to him. In the way that I fucked him, she fucked him, too. Finally, while screaming loudly, she had her second orgasm.
"Fuck me, David. Oh, my God. Fuck me. Fuck your sister. I'm cumming. I'm cumming," she said. "Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Don't stop fucking me."
She fucked him faster. Returning her fast humps, David fucked Jennifer faster. She fucked him harder. Again, returning her hard humps, he fucked her harder.
"Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me, David. Don't stop humping me. Fuck your sister. Fuck your sister," said Jen.
She collapsed beside him on the bed. David climbed up to us and rested between us. Then, again, not enjoying the afterglow of sex for very long, we moved halfway down the bed. We took him in our hands while taking turns stroking him. Finally, we took him in their mouths to blow him. Unable to make him cum no matter how fast we stroked him and how deep we sucked him, he surprised us with what he said next.
"Put on your bras," said David.
It wasn't until we put on our bras, and he felt our bras, my bra in his right hand, and his sister's brassiere in his left hand, that he exploded a load of cum in both of their mouths. Then, while still fondling our bras, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over our faces, in our beautiful, blonde hair, and all over our bra clad, enormous breasts. David gave us a cum bath.
# # #
From that day forward, we had threesome sex. When he wasn't making love to me at night, he made love to his sister. When he wasn't fucking me in the morning, he fucked his sister.
In between, he masturbated us and gave us oral sex. Every day, we'd take turns stroking his cock and sucking his prick. Every day we walked around him wearing our bras without blouses. Then, something we were surprised to learn, Jennifer was pregnant with David's baby. He filled her belly with new life.
Instead of being aghast, instead of stopping the pregnancy, and having an abortion, we were thrilled. We were both as excited as we were happy. Jen having a baby by her brother made us an even closer family. While having sex with us, he continued with his bra fetish.
Because of David, we have more bras than we needed. Between me buying bras and Jennifer buying bras, David is buying bras, too. Yet, his preferred thing to do, is making love to us and fucking us on my king-sized bed filled with bras while we wear our sexy brassieres.
Nine months later, Jen had a baby boy. We agreed to name him Brad. We call him Bra for short.
THE END
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Sex! Why is Everything About Sex?
Sex, sex, and more sex. Everything is about sex.
Sex is what we want. Sex is what we need. We must have sex. Is it any wonder why everything is about sex?
No exaggeration. I speak the truth. After having discovered their erections, literally, many eighteen-year-old men are masturbation machines. Something that men may not know, but men play with themselves far more than women do. Women rub their clits far less than men stroke their pricks. It's true.
We don't know how many times men masturbate a day because, seldom admitting to it, unless they're bragging about it, most men are embarrassed to tell. We know by hearing the windows rattle and the China shake in the China cabinet downstairs that they masturbate every morning, every night, and a couple of times in between. I'd guess that they masturbate four times or more a day, every day.
Most play with themselves in the privacy of their bedrooms or bathrooms. With them young, dumb, and filled with cum, we know that most adult men jerk off more when they're between the ages of eighteen-years-old and twenty-four-years-old. Many of them are inexperienced if not still virgins. No longer being relegated to looking at photos in Playboy and Penthouse magazines as they did in the past, porn sites are plentiful today. Depending what they're viewing, these horny men may be jerking off even more than four times a day.
# # #
If they're mothers and/or stepmothers are MILFs, if their sisters and/or their stepsisters are sexy, then they're masturbating even more. Giving them more to see and masturbate over, is when the above mentioned relatives parade around them in their short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgowns without having the moral modesty to wear robes over them. Wicked in their horny desire for women, no matter who the women are, they'll be stroking themselves over all those women who show them all that they want and need to see.
Comfortable in their own homes, if women sit with their knees parted enough to flash them their panties or their naked pussies, they have more reason to stroke themselves while imagining them topless and naked and having sex with them. While leaning over them longer and lower than necessary to serve them something to drink or eat, their nightgown tops fall open with them. Giving them plenty to see and jerk off over, they flash them the tops of their naked, jiggling breasts, their long, lines of sexy cleavages, and even their erect nipples.
Unmercifully teasing them, whether they flashed them their tits deliberately or accidentally, it doesn't matter. What matters is that they've not only seen their naked breasts but also, they'll be stoking themselves and cumming over seeing their tits. After giving them still even more to jerk off over, these men are going for the record for cumming in one day. Fortunately for them, never running out of cum, they have an endless supply of sperm to spew.
Women who they know, sexually desire, and lust over, while thinking of them topless, naked, and/or having sex with them, are why these horny, young men play with themselves so much. Frustratingly, many of them don't have girlfriends, yet. Again, not yet having had sex with women, many of them are still virgins.
Instead, unable to help themselves, with no other women available, any port in a storm, they jerk off over the women that they know and who are accessible to them. They masturbate themselves over the women that they see every day. They jerk off over their mothers, stepmothers, sisters, stepsisters, aunts, cousins, grandmothers, friends, neighbors, co-workers, professors, and even their Sunday school nuns. Horny, young men will masturbate over any woman especially if she's pretty, has a sexy and shapely body, and is showing them something that they shouldn't see and are excited to see.
# # #
With nearly all men voyeurs, especially randy, young men, they're always looking. Making their wanking sessions last longer and more exciting, if their bedroom windows are across from and face exhibitionistic women who enjoy undressing and/or, dressing, with their bedroom lights on and their shades up, then they're lucky. Giving these men striptease shows, and even more to stroke themselves over, if these women finger themselves while allowing these men to watch, they are doubly lucky. Watching them from their darkened bedrooms, these horny men stare at these women teasing them while they stroke themselves faster and harder.
They watch them lay back on their beds, raise their nightgowns, tease their clits with pink bunny vibrators, and fuck themselves with big, black dildos. Lucky them, they watch these women expose their naked breasts to pinch, pull, turn, and twist their erect nipples as they rub their clits, finger fuck their pussies, and press their G spots. Lying on their beds facing their windows, women raise their heads on pillows for these horny men to see what they look like when they're cumming. Men watch them with their legs raised and their knees spread while orgasming.
The whole point of their striptease show, pretending that they don't know that they're being observed, is that these exhibitionistic women are well aware that they're being watched. Deliberately exposing themselves to spying men, they love being ogled. They love teasing men, especially young, horny men, with all that they shouldn't see of their lingerie-clad, topless, and/or naked bodies while allowing them to catch them masturbating themselves. They enjoy being wanted, lusted over, and sexually desired.
After they've had their orgasms, they turn off the lights and go to sleep satisfied that they flashed themselves to their horny neighbors. Then, the next morning, a new day of exhibitionism, their naked shows start all over again. As if they're sexy strippers on stage dancing around poles to music while slowly, sexily, and seductively removing their clothes, with their bedroom lights on, they stand facing their unshaded windows while acting oblivious to being watched. With their voyeurs filled with sexual anticipation of seeing them naked again, these women remove their nightgowns to the spying eyes of masturbating men.
Once naked, they prance around their bedrooms naked. Leaning forward with their naked breasts leaning forward with them, they make their beds. Continuing to tease them, they bend at the waist to flash them their shapely naked asses and the backs of their glistening wet pussies while gathering their clothes before disappearing in the shower. When they emerge wearing a towel over their wet hair and another towel over their naked bodies, they remove the towels to dry themselves in front of their full-length mirrors, and in view of their voyeuristic victims.
While still naked, and still in view of the men watching them, they sit in front of their vanity tables to dry and brush their hair while their voyeuristic admirers watch. Remaining naked, they take their time putting on their making up and doing their hair. With their not so secret fans still watching, they shimmy into their panties and put on their bras while standing in front of their bedroom windows. Finally, show over, they put on their blouses, skirts, shoes, grab their phones and car keys, turn off the light, and leave for work.
# # #
In the evening, with their bedrooms brightly lit, and their shades not drawn, clueless that these women are deliberately teasing them, not caring if they are, these masturbating men watch them undress and strip themselves naked again. Acting unaware that they're being watched sexually teasing their horny neighbors, they undress by their bedroom windows again. They slowly and sexily unbutton their blouses and remove them. They unbutton and unzip their short skirts and allow them to fall to their ankles.
Pretending to be thinking about something while staring down at their phones, and standing in front of their bedroom windows in their low-cut bras and bikini panties, they contemplate the universe. Then, with them creating a drumroll of sexual anticipation in the men, they reach around themselves and unhook their bras. Acting oblivious to being watched, they look up to heaven as if thanking God for their C cup, D cup, or double D cup breasts.
Continuing their striptease, taking their sweet time in exposing their naked breasts, they remove one bra strap from their shoulders before removing the other bra strap. Then, they remove one arm from their bra strap before removing the other arm from their bra strap. Finally, they hold their bra cups in place with their hands before removing their bras to reveal their naked breasts, their symmetrical areolas, and their big, erect nipples. Then, as if checking their breasts for lumps, continuing to tease them, they feel and fondle their naked breasts while staring down at their tits.
As if they're ready to have sex with these horny men, they slowly and seductively slide down their panties to reveal their shaved, trimmed, or bushy blonde, red, brown, or black pussies. Finally, with these women naked again, these men cum. They cum fast. They cum hard. Then, remembering this striptease show over and again they continually masturbate themselves while thinking about these women in their sexy lingerie, topless, naked, and rubbing their clits while finger fucking their pussies.
These men will never forget the striptease and masturbation shows that these exhibitionistic women have given them every night and every morning. Adding these women to their list of the women who they jerk themselves over, these sexy women have given these men something to masturbate over for the rest of their horny lives. In addition to jerking off over their mothers, their stepmothers, their sisters, their stepsisters, their aunts, their cousins, their grandmothers, their professors, their friends, their neighbors, and their co-workers, they even stroke themselves over their Sunday school nuns.
# # #
Here is something I've learned from my personal experiences, and I mean this as no offense to anyone. I thought that black men were the horniest men on the planet and, indeed, many of them are. Again, based solely on my personal, sexual experiences, in my opinion, especially Asian men and white men, notably Irish Catholics, are the least horny men.
Having worked for six Jewish employees in my career, and knowing a lot of Jewish men, even though they were married with children, every one of my Jewish employers hit on me. Flirting with me, hugging me, groping me, asking me out to lunch, for drinks, or to dinner, my prize for the horniest men goes to Jewish men. Indeed, willing to cheat on their spoiled wives who don't suck cock for pussy and blowjobs, these circumcised men are the horniest men by far.
Actually, an aside, the individuals who have had sex with most people are not men but women. The Fokken twins, Louise and Martine, Amsterdam's oldest prostitutes, admitted to having sex with 177,500 men each, that's 355,000 men between them. These two women have had sex with more people residing in Reno, Nevada, Fort Lauderdale, Florida, Hartford, Connecticut, Albany, New York, Cincinnati, Ohio, Providence, Rhode Island, Buffalo, New York, Orlando, Florida, Plano, Texas, and Jackson, Mississippi. I couldn't write this unless it was true. How about that?
Gweneth Montenegro, a sex worker, admitted to sleeping with more than 10,000 men in her long, sexual career as a whore. She really must have been tired to have slept with more than ten-thousand men. Lisa Sparks holds the Guinness World's Record for sleeping with 919 men in a 24-hour period. I dare say that there wasn't any love in these encounters, just sex, record breaking sex.
Talking about sex, need I say more than Pee Diddy's white parties? Regulars at his parties were Usher, Beyonce, Jay-Z, Meek Mill, Jennifer Lopez, Justin Bieber, Paris Hilton, Kim Kardashian, Kanye West, Naomi Campbell, Mary J. Blige, Mariah Carey, Leonardo DiCaprio, and Martha Stewart. Something as shocking as it was revealing, the long list of celebrities who attended Sean Combs parties is seemingly endless. With him the only one going to jail, they are all deemed guilty of being complicit in his sexual crimes of sexual abuse, sex trafficking, and gang rape.
Then there's Jeffrey Epstein's private island retreat. First there's a list of everyone who attended his parties, now, mysteriously, there is no list of participants at his sex perversely perverted sex parties. With him superhuman and perversely perverted, he confessed to having had sex with three women every day. We know that he had sex with more than one-thousand women in one year but how many women did he have sex with before hooking up with Ghislaine Maxwell?
# # #
We don't know how many women he sexually abused and violated. Even after he was released from prison to supposedly pick up trash, the only trash he picked up were even more women that he abused. With him dead and supposedly committing suicide in his cell (wink, wink) we'll never know how many women he abused. When did he find the time to do anything else but to have sex with underaged women?
His private 72-acre island, Little St. James, is 2 miles off the coast of St. Thomas, part of the Virgin Islands. The tip of the iceberg, a short list of the most notable celebrities who attended his private island of sex and debauchery were Bill Clinton, Donald Trump, Prince Andrew, Oprah Winfrey, Alan Dershowitz, Naomi Campbell, and Kevin Spacey. Dozens more celebrities appeared on his flight list of having visited his island.
I don't need to imagine what they were all doing there. They were having sex, sex, and more sex. Our beloved celebrities proved that everything, indeed, is about sex.
Fidel Castro admitted to having had sex with 35,000 women. Wilt 'the Stilt' Chamberlain confessed to having had sex with 20,000 women. John Holmes' little, black books listed him having had sex with 14,000 women. Warren Beatty, Shirely MacLaine's brother, and Annette Bening's hubby, admitted to having had sex with 12,775 women. The above listed men could have been Jewish, but they are not. They're just perversely perverted.
Then, there's Charlie Sheen, Gene Simmons, and Ron Jeremy, all Jewish. Charlie Sheen of Two and Half Men claimed to have had sex with 5,000 women. Gene Simmons of Kiss, admitting to having had sex with many underage fans, is married to stunning Shannon Tweed. He admitted to having had sex with 5,000 women. Ron Jeremy, recently released from a mental institution due to health issues, admitted to having had sex with 4,000 women. Sex, sex, and more sex, when did these men have time to do anything else other than to have sex?
# # #
Then, with not all men normal, there are those men who are exhibitionistic perverts. They want to be caught masturbating by their moms, their stepmoms, their sisters, their stepsisters, their aunts, their cousins, their grandma's, their friends, their neighbors, and their co-workers. They want them all to see their naked, erect pricks while hoping that they'll stay to watch them cum. As wicked as these men are perversely perverted, some of these women want to see what they shouldn't see, too. They want to watch them stroking themselves and cumming.
Adult males have excess testosterone. Unable to hide their sexual excitement, unembarrassed, and unashamed to expose themselves, they walk around their family and female friends with erections tenting their pajama bottoms that they wear without underwear. Two can play this game. They don't necessarily have to be incestuous perverts to notice their female relatives walking around the house in their short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns without having the moral modesty to wear a robe over them.
With these men able to see their sexy and shapely bodies as if they're naked, how could they not notice them? Giving them immediate erection, when they open the drapes in their living room or in their bedroom, the bright sunshine shines through their nightgowns as if they're naked. When they stand in front of the television in a darkened living room, they can clearly see through their nightgowns. When they open the door of the refrigerator without turning on the kitchen light, they can see through their nearly transparent nightgowns as if they are not wearing one.
When unexpectedly seeing what they're seeing, their erect pricks may sneak out of their pajama pee holes to say hello. Returning their exhibitionism, while pretending that they are unaware that they are exposed, they give the women something to see and stare at without them looking away. Not surprising, many women want to see men's naked cocks as much as men want to see women's naked tits, asses, and pussies.
Saving their non-existent moral modesty, acting as if they've never seen a cock before, while staring at their naked, erect pricks, women act shocked. Yet, not looking away, they pretend to be embarrassed. While still staring at their big, stiff dicks, they act offended as if they've been sexually violated. Showing men that they've been sexually abused by them deliberately dick flashing them, these women may scream, call these men names, slap them, and admonish them for exposing their cocks to them.
Yet, it doesn't matter to them. After exposing themselves to all of these women, they now have even more to masturbate over. After having deliberately dick flashed their mothers, their stepmothers, their sisters, their stepsisters, their aunts, their cousins, their grandmothers, their friends, their neighbors, their co-workers, and Catholic nuns, they not only looked but they all stared. They're as sexually excited watching their neighbor dressing and undressing by her bedroom window and masturbating themselves as they are excited after having dick flashed every woman that they know.
# # #
Encouraged by women sexually teasing them and/or deliberately flashing them, indeed, some men may feel the need to deliberately expose themselves to their captive audience of women, those who lived with them. Stroking themselves to bigger and harder erections before exposing themselves, they may stealthily and deliberately remove their erect pricks from their pajama pee holes. Then, pretending that they are unaware that they are exposed; while serving women something to eat or drink, they lean over them with their big dicks only mere inches from their mouths.
While hoping they will, those women who are sexually frustrated, horny, and attracted to these men may take them in their hands to fondle, squeeze, and stroke their cocks before taking them in their mouths to suck them. With seemingly everything about sex, first time sex for some men may be not with strangers but with relatives and/or with women that they know. Indeed, with any port in a storm, their first hand jobs and/or blowjobs may be from a relative or a friend who lives with them or is in close proximity to them.
Again, while comfortable in their own homes, when sitting on couches in their short skirts or short nighties, with their knees parted just enough, they give them glimpses of their panties or naked pussies. When they lean forward to sip their coffee, they give them down blouses or down nightgown views of their bras or naked breasts. When they undress or dress, they may forget to close their bedroom doors or deliberately leave them open. They may want them to see them in their bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
When they shower, knowing that men will be spying on them, they may leave the bathroom door ajar to let out the steam. Then, taking their time drying their naked bodies with towels, they may give men peek-a-boo looks at their topless and/or naked bodies when they step from the shower. When they take their bubble baths, inviting them in to talk to them while they bathe, and as the bubbles continually burst and dissipate around them, they may want to show them all that they shouldn't see.



Just as bad as men are, women want them to see their topless and/or naked bodies. They may even ask them to wash their backs. Of course, while washing their backs, men will reach around them to not only wash the sides of their naked breasts but grope as much as the women's tits as they will allow them to touch, feel, and fondle. Then, deliberately dropping the soap in the tub, when they fish around for it, they may accidentally on purpose grab their naked pussies and even finger their cunts.
Imagine your mother, your stepmother, your sister, your stepsister, your aunt, your cousin, your grandmother, your friend, your neighbor, or your co-worker allowing you to watch her taking her bubble bath. Imagine these men removing their pajama pants and leaning forward for them to take them in their hands before taking them in their mouths. Imagine climbing in the tub with any of these women. While these men wash their naked breasts, these women wash their naked pricks. They may want to have sex with these men as much as these men want to have sex with them.
When they're wearing towels tied around their waists, with their arms overhead while holding a hair brush in one hand and a hairdryer in the other hand, these horny men stand in the doorway talking to these exhibitionist women. With them not making any move to pull up their towels, their towels slowly slid down and fall to their waists. While filled with sexual anticipation with all that they're about to see, they watch their towels slowly slide down to their waists to expose their naked breasts.
Two can play this game of voyeurism and exhibitionism. Were these horny men at the right place and at the right time to see the naked breasts of these women? Or knowing that their towels would fall, did these sexy and seductive women deliberately flash them their tits?
# # #
Their sexual toy stores, fantasy worlds for horny men, women have lingerie drawers filled with sexy panties and bras. Sneaking some of them to bed with them, they stroke themselves while feeling them and sniffing them. Not wanting them to know that they ejaculated in them, they hid them in the laundry baskets. Yet, with them knowing which underwear they wore, women know that they've used their undergarments for sex. Now wanting them to know that they know, it would do no good to admonish them because they'll only do it again.
Women spend hours on their hair, their makeup, and picking out clothes. They dye their hair, cut their hair, and constantly change their hairstyles. They wear sexy lingerie, low-cut bras, and bikini panties when they're not wearing a bra, or going commando, and not wearing panties.
Sexually teasing them by deliberately flashing them, they wear sheer blouses that show their bras, the impressions of their erect nipples, and/or their naked breasts when they're not wearing bras. They wear short skirts that give men flashes of their panties every time they sit, cross, and/or uncross their legs. They bend at the waist or stoop with their knees parted to flash their panties and/or their naked asses and/or pussies. They lean over men to flash them their long line of sexy cleavages, their low-cut bras, and/or their naked breasts and erect nipples.
Even though women call men perverts, slap their faces, and/or berate them if they dick flash them, say something inappropriate, stare too long, and/or touch, feel, grope, and fondle them, women are all about sex. Women are as much whores as men are whoremongers. Women wouldn't dress the way they dress unless they wanted to be noticed, flirted with, sexually teased, stare at, wanted, and desired. Women want men to touch them, feel them, grope them, fondle them, and kiss them as much as men do. Confoundedly confusing, women are always giving men mixed signals.
# # #
Whether on television, social media, in the movies, or on video games, we're surrounded by sex. From the time we wake up in the morning until the time we go to bed in the evening our lives are all about and even controlled by sex. No matter where we look and what we see, we see sex. Why is everything about sex?
Sophia Loren, Bridgitte Bardot, Grace Kelly, Marilyn Monroe, Jayne Mansfield, Raquel Welch, Pamela Anderson, Anjelina Jolie, Haley Berry, and Catherine Zeta-Jones were sex symbols of yesterday. Today's sex symbols are Scarlett Johansson, Margo Robbie, Gal Gadot, Zendaya, Rihanna, Emily Ratajkowski, Priyanka Chopra, Jennifer Lawrence, Selena Gomez, Christina Hendricks, Sofia Vergara, and Beyonce. What man wouldn't want to have sex with any of them?
Yet, with all of the above women unattainable, all that we have are the women who are close to home. Yet, think about it. While allowing them to deliberately catch us masturbating, how hot would that be to dick flash our MILF of mother or our stepmothers? How hot would that be for them to allow us to see them topless and/or naked?
How hot would that be for our sisters, stepsisters, and their friends to want to have sex with us? How hot would it be for our aunts and/or our cousins to sexually seduce us? Imagine our grandmothers deliberately flashing us their topless and/or naked bodies every time we mowed their lawns and/or shoveled their snow.
Imagine next door neighbors undressing, masturbating, and dressing with her bedroom shade up and her light on while deliberately wanting to expose themselves. Imagine co-workers wanting to have sex with men as much as horny men want to have sex with them. Imagine sexy women wanting to see men dick flashing them as men love deliberately showing women their naked, erect pricks. Imagine women wanting to watch men masturbate themselves as much men want them to watch them stroke their cocks and cum, and as men want to watch women rubbing their clits, finger fuck their pussies, and fondling their naked breasts.
Everything is about sex.
The End
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Seduced by Sexual Temptation
Now that he knows the secret to having sex with some women, starting with his step aunt and his stepmother, Michael has sex with nearly every woman that he knows.
Clueless, something that I did not know before, I now know why some women deliberately expose themselves to men. Suffering from the long lasting repercussions, they may have been verbally, physically, and/or sexually abused. Furious rage is another sign of having been taken advantage of and abused. Unable to break the cycle of abuse, with many of them repeating the pattern, whether verbally, physically, or sexually, it's common for those who have been abused to become abusers themselves.
Strippers, prostitutes, sex workers, webcam models, and everyday whores have histories of abuse. How does one know when a woman has been abused? A telling sign, as if flipping a switch, she's angry. Her rage comes on instantly.
With exhibitionism a side effect, while making their flashing appear accidental, another telling sign is when women deliberately expose themselves to unsuspecting men. Now, I know their reasons for their rage and exhibitionism. They were victims of abuse.
# # #
What we think is sexy when women flash us while making their flashes appear unintentional is not only deliberate but also is secretly disturbing for them. They are prisoners to their whims and desires of exhibitionism. Unable to stop, they cannot help themselves from showing men all that they want to see. With them wearing short skirts and low-cut blouses, upskirt peeks of their panties, when wearing panties, and/or, down blouse views of their bras, when wearing bras, cleavages, and/or even their naked breasts and pussies are quite common with abused women.
These women who have suffered from the side effects of horrendous, and lifelong lasting abuse flash themselves at bars, shoe stores, and going up escalators at the mall. Those who can still find dressing rooms with curtains, never close the curtain all the way. By pushing the curtain hard and fast, bunching up at the end, will leave an opening enough for men to see them changing.
They pretend that they are unaware that they are being spied upon by impatient husbands waiting for their wives and bored boyfriends waiting for their girlfriends outside of the dressing room. The not fully closed dressing room curtain allows these exhibitionistic women to give their audience of spying, voyeuristic men a striptease show. While staring in the mirror, they slowly, and sexily undressed. No longer impatient waiting for their wives or bored waiting for their girlfriends, these men now have plenty to see and masturbate over later.
As if they're lost in thought, they take their time unbuttoning and removing their blouses. While continuing to stare at themselves in the mirror, they unbutton and unzip their short skirts. They allow their skirts to slowly fall to their feet to expose their bikini panties. Then, as if there's a drumroll of sexual anticipation for the women as much as for the men, they reach around them to unhook their low-cut brassieres.
Something their wives or their girlfriends may not do for them; these abused women do for these admiring men. As if they're strippers on stage dancing around a pole to music while removing their clothes, they remove one bra strap from their shoulder before removing the other bra strap. Then, they remove one arm from their bra strap before removing the other arm. Finally, while holding their bra cups in place, they remove their bras to show their excited audience of men their naked breasts.
Now, topless, they stare at their tits in the mirror. As if thanking God for their C cup, D cup, or double D cup breasts, they stare up at the ceiling while feeling their breasts for lumps. Finally, they slowly slide down their panties to expose their bushy, trimmed, or shaved, blonde, red, brown, or black pubic hair. Then, bending at the waist to remove their panties, they flash the men their shapely naked asses and the back of their glistening wet pussies.
# # #
Exhibitionism is their motif of operandi. They love flashing themselves as much as they love being watched. They love men seeing all that they shouldn't see of their lingerie clad, topless, and/or naked bodies. With everything about sex, they are not only ripe to have sex with any man who will have them, but they are eager to stroke, suck, and fuck any man. Only, a game they play, if any man makes a comment when they leave the dressing room, they act embarrassed and angry that they were being watched.
I've known many such women who have deliberately exposed their panties and/or their bras. I've known women who have exposed their naked pussies, their naked asses, and/or their naked breasts to me at various times. With me thinking that I'm at the right place and at the right time to see something of women that I shouldn't see, that is not always the case. Sexually teasing me, many of these women deliberately flash me while making their flashes appear unintentional or accidental.
Now that I know the secret to having sex with such women, my sexual horizons have improved and my luck with such women has brightened. Starting with my step aunt and my stepmother, this story is about some of the sexual exploits that I've experienced, and that has tempted me but also has allowed me to have sex with women who I never thought would have sex with me. Whether with relatives, friends, neighbors, and/or co-workers, my list of sexual encounters not only amazed me but also continues to grow.
# # #
Sex with my step aunt Emma:
First of all, let me be clear. As many women have told me, I'm a handsome man. From working out, I have a muscular body. I'm 6'3" tall and weigh 220 pounds.
Fortunately, I'm blessed with an above average sized prick, nearly 8" when fully erect. Because of my good-looks, my white teeth, my good head of chestnut brown hair, my hazel eyes, and my fit body, I've always had women hitting on me. Yet, something that I never thought would ever happen, I couldn't believe it when I had incestuous sex with my stepmother's sister, my beloved step aunt, Emma.
A late bloomer, not going to my prom, avoiding frat parties in college, unable to afford to go on spring breaks, and too busy studying and working to date, I don't have a steady girlfriend. Something my friends don't know, embarrassed to tell them, at 21-years-old, when they've been having regular sex since they were 18-years-old, I'm still a virgin. Unbelievably, with her taking my virginity not with sexual intercourse but with oral sex, my sexlife started when my 43-year-old step aunt, Emma, blew me.
While I was drunk and sleeping she came into my bedroom with my stepmother. She stroked my cock. Then, with her on her knees by my bed, while my stepmother watched, she took me in her mouth and sucked me while continuing to stroke me faster and harder. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, my step aunt blew me. Not taking me long, I exploded a huge load of cum in her beautiful mouth and she swallowed it all.
With her horniness and loneliness making her sad and sexually frustrated, her husband worked as a cross country truck driver. Seemingly never home, he was always on the road. He seldom spent time with her. When he was home, he was at the bar drinking with his friends. Always coming home late, thankfully driven home, he came home drunk.
Many years ago, when I was twenty-one-years-old, I was in my senior year of college. Unable to afford a car or stay in a dorm, I commuted to the university by mass transit. Because I lived off campus, I missed a lot of opportunities to have sex. Not smart enough to earn a scholarship, there weren't student loans available back then in the way that they are available to everyone now. Student loans are as much of a business as they are the needed necessity for people to earn a college degree.
# # #
It all started one evening when I came home drunk after my friends took me out to have my first drink at a bar while celebrating my twenty-first birthday. With everyone buying me drinks, and with me not much of a drinker, I was drunk. Grateful for them watching out for me, they drove me home.
A ritual that they shared, my step aunt had coffee at my house with my stepmother nearly every night. With her always visiting her, drinking coffee, smoking cigarettes, and talking, she only lived two blocks away. They were not only sisters but also, they were best friends. Because of the abuse they suffered, which I didn't know, they were really close.
The age of the mini-skirt back then, showing off her long and shapely legs, never having seen her in jeans or pants, my step aunt always wore short skirts. The age of the pantyhose, instead of wearing panties, she wore sheer pantyhose. Whenever she sat, instead of flashing me her panty clad pussy, she flashed me her red bushy pussy that I could clearly see through her nude pantyhose.
I hate pantyhose. I love panties, especially bikini panties. They should imprison the man who invented them. Only, this time, I was glad that she was wearing sheer pantyhose. I couldn't believe my step aunt flashed me her naked pussy.
# # #
Sometimes visiting with them, she sat with my stepmother on the couch while I sat across from them in my reclining chair. Not suspecting it then but knowing it now, she deliberately flashed me. While sitting with her knees parted enough, every time she crossed and uncrossed her long and shapely legs, my step aunt flashed me her pantyhose clad pussy. The first time she flashed me her red, bushy, naked pussy, my mouth fell open and my eyes bugged out of my head.
Trying not to stare, I was unable to look away. If it wasn't enough that I had already seen up nightgown views of my stepmother's naked, bushy black pussy, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my step aunt's naked cunt, too. I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing my step aunt's naked pussy.
Again, trying not to stare but with her catching me looking, she continued sitting with her knees parted just enough to give me a constant in between her legs view of her pussy. The longer she sat, as if she was teasing me, the wider her knees parted. As if she was a drunken sailor or Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she slowly, sexily, and seductively crossed and uncrossed her legs. My step aunt not only showed me her bushy pubic hair but also, she flashed me her pussy mount, her camel toe, and her pussy slit.
While looking over at me and smiling, she continually and deliberately flashed me her pussy. I lost count how many times I saw my step aunt's naked cunt as much as I lost count of how many times I saw views of my stepmother's black, bushy pussy. I lost count how many times I jerked off over seeing my step aunt's and my stepmother's naked cunts.
# # #
Women back then didn't trim or shave their pussies in the way that they do today. Giving me something to masturbate over for the rest of my horny life, my stepmother's vagina was the first naked pussy that I ever saw. Relaxed drinking wine while watching a movie, she comfortably sat with her nightgown raised to mid-thigh and her knees parted plenty enough to flash me her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her bush of black pubic hair. I jerked off a lot over seeing my stepmother's naked pussy.
Now that I know what I know about women deliberately flashing themselves, and learned that my mother and her sister had been abused by men, I suspected that she had intentionally flashed me her naked cunt, too. Moreover, with my stepmother and my step aunt flashing me their genitals, not suspecting it back then but knowing it now, when I discovered later that they had both been verbally, physically, and sexually abused it all made sense.
After seeing my stepmother's naked pussy numerous times, making me horny, my step aunt's vagina was the second pussy that I saw. With me sometimes invited to sit with them in the living room, they treated me to an exhibitionistic show of not only my stepmother's naked cunt but also to my step aunt's pantyhose clad pussy, too. A time before the personal computer and internet porn, they literally turned me into a masturbation machine for the rest of my horny life.
When I wasn't stroking myself over seeing my stepmother's cunt, I stroked myself over seeing my step aunt's pussy. With their knees parted wider, they deliberately teased me by flashing me their naked cunts. Giving me immediate erections, I stared at their pussy mounds. I stared at their camel toes. I stared at their pussy slits. I stared at their bushy, pubic hair. I ejaculated buckets of cum in my bedroom later that night and early the next morning over seeing their naked pussies.
Yet, teasing me wasn't enough. Something that will never happen, I wanted to have sex with them. I wanted to move to my knees in front of them and finger them while licking them. I wanted to eat them, make love to them, and fuck my stepmom's cunt as much as I wanted to eat, make love to, and fuck my step aunt's cunt.
With my step aunt and my stepmother constantly flashing me their naked pussies, when they weren't flashing me their naked cunts, they flashed me their naked breasts. Along with my stepmother's short nightgowns and my step aunt's short skirts, my stepmother wore low-cut nightgowns, and my step aunt wore low-cut blouses. Whenever they leaned forward to sip their coffee or flick their cigarette ash in the ashtray, their tops fell forward and opened with them.
If it wasn't enough that they flashed me their naked pussies, they flashed me their naked breasts, too. My stepmother never wore a bra beneath her nightie and my step aunt sometimes didn't wear a bra beneath her low-cut blouse. In the way that my step aunt treated me to a constant view of her pussy, she treated me to a continual view of her D cup, naked breasts, and her erect nipples. When I wasn't staring at my step aunt's naked pussy, I stared at her naked tits.
When I wasn't staring at whatever my step aunt deliberately flashed me, I stared at all that my stepmother showed me, too. Never expecting that they were deliberately flashing me, I thought that I was lucky to see all that I was seeing. They both gave me plenty to jerk off over later. Seemingly, a telltale sign that I missed, they were as sexually aroused with me seeing all that I shouldn't see of them as I was sexually excited.
# # #
Comfortable in her own home, unless she was out running errands, my 46-year-old stepmom, Caroline, remained in her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns all day without having the moral modesty to wear a robe over them. She never wore panties beneath her nightgowns. With her sitting with her knees parted, too, and giving me erections, she continually flashed me peeks of her black, bushy pussy.
Again, sometimes with her knees parted even wider, I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit. I stared at her big bush of black, pubic hair.
When she opened the drapes in the morning, with the sun shining through her nightgown, I saw her as if she was naked. When she stood in front of the television in the darkened living room, I saw through her nightgown as if she wasn't wearing one. When she stood in front of the opened refrigerator door, without turning on the overhead kitchen light, the light from the refrigerator lit her up and made her nightgown totally transparent.
When sitting on the couch and leaned forward to sip her coffee, with the top of her nightgown falling open with her, she flashed me down nightgown views of her enormous, double D cup, naked breasts. I saw a down nightgown view of her long, sexy line of cleavage, her areolas, and her erect nipples. Giving me even more to stroke myself over, I loved seeing my stepmother's naked breasts as much as I loved seeing her naked pussy.
When I wasn't staring at my stepmother's naked pussy, I stared at her naked breasts and her erect nipples. When I wasn't staring at all that I could see of my stepmother, I stared at all that I saw of my step aunt. Giving me plenty to jerk off over for the rest of my horny life, when alone in my room, I masturbated while imagining my stepmother and my step aunt naked while having sex with me.
Yet, something that will never happen, I'll never have sex with my stepmother nor my step aunt. They may flash me but they'll never have sex with me. Sexually attracted to my stepmom and her sister, I'd love to have sex with either one of them or both of them together. How hot would it be to have threesome sex with them? Yet, with me still a virgin, I wouldn't even know what to do to sexually satisfy them.
When I wasn't out with my friends, and with it always stuffy in the house, not wearing a robe, I remained in my T-shirt, pajama bottoms without underwear, and slippers. Whether it was my step aunt or my stepmother, as soon as I saw their naked pussies and/or their naked tits, I had an erection that tented my pajama bottoms. Careful for them not to see my sexual excitement, I covered my erection with my hand. In the way that I stared at their naked pussies and their naked tits, they stared at my erection that threatened to pop out of my pajama pee hole.
# # #
Then, one night, after returning home from celebrating my twenty-first birthday with my friends, I came home drunk. I said hello to my stepmother and my step aunt, and quickly staggered upstairs to my room. Something that I've never done before, maybe because I was as hot as I was drunk but, I quickly stripped off my clothes, and went to bed naked. Then, awakening from my drunken sleep, I heard my stepmother and my step aunt talking and laughing while they climbed the stairs.
Too hot to be covered with a sheet, and too drunk to care or know, I didn't realize that I was naked. When I opened my eyes my room was spinning, so I closed them. Honestly, wishing that I was sober, I was too drunk to realize what was about to happen.
Startling me, as if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, I heard talking and laughing while they walked down the hall to my room. Never expecting them to do that, I was surprised when my stepmother came upstairs with my step aunt to check on me. Without knocking, and without turning on my bedroom light, they quietly opened my bedroom door. The light entering my bedroom from the hall was enough for them to see me and for me to see them.
"Look, Carol," whispered my step aunt. "He's naked."
She laughed while she continued staring at me lying naked on my back. If it wasn't enough that my aunt stared at me without my clothes, my mother did, too. With them both staring at me, I had the urge to stroke myself in front of them. Yet, as soon as I thought about doing that, I forgot about doing that.
"He has such a big and beautiful prick. I wonder what his cock looks like when fully erect," she said with a laugh.
Again, too drunk to know, I didn't realize that I was naked until my step aunt told my stepmother that I was. Yet, too drunk to care that I was, I was excited that they were seeing me without my clothes. I couldn't believe that my step aunt said to her sister that I had such a big and beautiful prick. Hoping that I remembered tomorrow that my stepmother and step aunt saw me without my clothes, I couldn't wait to masturbate over that.
My stepmother looked at her sister with sexual arousal mixed with shame. Clearly, she was as embarrassed seeing me without my clothes as much as she was aroused seeing me naked.
"Emma. What are you doing," whispered my stepmother while pulling at her sister's arm? "Don't. You'll wake him," she said when my aunt stepped in my room.
# # #
With my step aunt standing in my room, my stepmother stood in the doorway. While continuing to stare at me, she fondled her breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown. With the room still spinning, I closed my eyes again.



Then, when I heard them whispering and giggling, I slit open my eyes just enough to see them staring at my naked body. Before my step aunt stepped into my bedroom, with my stepmom still standing in the doorway, instead of immediately leaving, they stood in the doorway of my bedroom staring at me lying on my bed, and on my back naked.
Still not leaving my room and closing my bedroom door behind them, when they saw me without my clothes, my step aunt and my stepmother continued staring at my naked prick. Something that I'll be masturbating over later, if I remember, my stepmom and my step aunt stared at my naked body as if they had never seen a naked man before. Only, I wasn't sure if I was dreaming.
Instead of being embarrassed, an understatement, I was sexually excited that my stepmother and my step aunt were staring at my naked body. Something I never imagined happened now. In the way that I've stared at their naked pussies and their naked breasts, they continued staring at my naked cock.
With me young, dumb, and filled with cum, as soon as I saw my MILF of a stepmother and my AILF of a step aunt staring at my naked body, I had an erection. With me filled with excess testosterone, I always had an erection. Then, as soon as my cock erected, shocking me, my step aunt stepped all the way in my room, and stood by the side of my bed. She stared down at me before looking over to her sister with a big smile.
"Emma, get out," whispered my stepmother.
Not wanting them to leave, while hoping they'd stay, I slitted open my eyes just enough to see them. While still fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her nightgown, my stepmother stared at my naked body. Following her sister, my step aunt felt her braless breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her blouse while continuing to stare at my naked prick.
With the room still spinning, I closed my eyes again before opening them again when I heard my stepmom whisper to her sister to leave. As soon as my step aunt Emma moved closer to my bed, she moved to her knees. I couldn't believe my step aunt knelt next to my bed.
"Emma. No. What are you doing," whispered my stepmother?
Then, as if my step aunt wanted a closer look, she leaned forward.
"Emma, don't. You'll wake him," whispered my stepmother again. "Emma. No."
# # #
The first time that a woman touched my cock, as if testing to see how hard I was, my step aunt touched the side of my erect prick with her manicure fingertip while looking over at her sister and smiling. Then, she wrapped her long fingers around it. She took my naked prick in her soft and warm hand and squeezed it.
"Emma no," whispered my mother again.
As if my cock belonged in her hand, my step aunt squeezed my prick again while smiling over at her sister. Then, she slowly stroked me. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Something that I've masturbated over her doing but never thought she'd ever do, my step aunt was masturbating me.
"He's so big, Carol. He's so hard," she said with a big smile. "With my husband always too drunk to get and maintain an erection, it's been years since I felt a big and hard cock. I love Michael's prick."
My stepmother continued standing in my bedroom doorway watching her sister. Then, while my step aunt fondled the head of my erect cock with her fingertips while squeezing my big dick again, my stepmom lifted the hem of her nightgown. She exposed her bushy, naked cunt while fingering her pussy.
"Emma," whispered my stepmother. "Emma. Don't," she whispered halfheartedly. "He's your nephew," she said.
I slitted open my eyes again to watch my stepmom rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy with one hand. Then, removing her nightgown straps, she allowed the bodice of her nightgown to fall to her waist. Continuing to masturbate her pussy, she fondled her breasts and pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples with her other hand.
"This is wrong. This is nasty," she said.
My aunt laughed.
"He's drunk, Carol. He's sleeping. He'll never know," she said.
# # #
My step aunt turned to look at her sister and smiled. Then, she turned to face me. Finally, she leaned over me and took me in her mouth. My step aunt continued stroking me while blowing me.
"Emma. No. Stop. Oh, my God," whispered my stepmother. "Emma. Don't. You mustn't."
While my stepmother watched, her sister blew me. She stroked my cock and sucked my prick. An involuntary reaction, I put a gentle hand behind my step aunt's red, pretty head. Then, something that I always wanted to do, I did now.
I stuck my other hand inside of the opened top of her blouse. She wasn't wearing a bra. While she stroked and sucked my prick, I fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. In the way that my stepmom pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her big, erect nipples, I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted my step aunt's big, erect nipples.
Not stopping me by slapping my hand away, my step aunt allowed me to have my sexual way with her naked tits. While my stepmother watched me grope her sister's naked breasts, I humped my step aunt's mouth. With my hand behind her head pushing her mouth forward, I fucked her face in my drunken sleep.
"Emma. Oh, my God. No. Stop. You mustn't. Please don't do that. You'll wake him up," said my stepmother.
With this my first blowjob, while my stepmother watched, it didn't take me long to cum in her beautiful mouth. I exploded a big load of oozy cum in her mouth and she swallowed. More awake now, I couldn't believe she blew me. I couldn't believe she sucked my cock and7 allowed me to cum in her mouth.
Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her red, full lips from my erect prick, I exploded a second load of cum in her beautiful, red hair, and all over her pretty face. After she gave me my first blowjob, I gave my step aunt my first cum bath while my stepmother watched in shocked, sexual arousal. Instead of staring at her sister with embarrassment and shame, my stepmom stared at her sister dripping with my cum with horniness.
By the look on her face, seemingly, my stepmother wanted to blow me, too. With her eyes bugging out of her head and her mouth hanging open while she continued masturbating her pussy, she wanted to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. My MILF of a stepmother wanted me to not only cum in her mouth but also give her a cum bath, too.
# # #
Sex with my stepmother Caroline:
As soon as I gave my step aunt a cum bath, they left my room and quietly closed my bedroom door behind them. I heard them in the distance talking and laughing. Still drunk, I wasn't sure if I had imagined my step aunt blowing me while my stepmother masturbated herself and watched.
Did I dream of her giving me oral sex? Had she really stroked my prick while sucking it. Had she really given me a blowjob?
Did I dream of fondling my step aunt's naked breasts and fingering her nipples? Did I see my stepmom masturbate herself? Did I see her naked pussy and her naked breasts? Too drunk to know, I didn't remember what I saw and what I imagined.
Nevertheless, whether it was imagined, dreamt, or it was real, I masturbated over the thoughts of my step aunt and my stepmom seeing me naked. I continued jerking off over my step aunt stroking my prick and sucking my dick. I masturbated over the thought of her allowing me to cum in her mouth, and giving her a cum bath.
I played with myself over my stepmom seeing me naked. I jerked off over my her lifting her nightgown to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. I stroked myself over watching her fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
The next day, blowing my mind as much as she blew my cock, my stepmother blew me. Her sister must have made her horny after she watched her stroking me and sucking me. After my step aunt gave me oral sex, my stepmother gave me oral sex, too. She stroked my cock and sucked my prick. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum.
Yet, with her catching me off guard, the oddest thing that happened the next day is what proved to me that I wasn't dreaming, imagining it, or sexually fantasizing my step aunt giving me oral sex. Something that she never did before, my 46-year-old stepmother dressed with her bedroom door wide open. When I walked by her bedroom to go downstairs to make coffee, I couldn't believe my eyes. I did a double take.
My stepmother was topless. She was not only topless but also, she was naked. After having seen plenty of down nightgown views of her naked breasts, this was my first time seeing a full frontal view of her naked tits. After seeing plenty of up nightgown peeks of her naked pussy, this was the first time seeing her bushy, black pussy head on, too.
Shocked as much as I was sexually excited seeing my stepmother's naked, double D, cup breasts, and her naked pussy, I stopped in my tracks. I stared at my topless stepmother. I stared at my naked stepmother. I stared at her without her clothes before.
She shocked me as much as she sexually excited me, with her not turning away, instead, she turned to face me. Instead of covering her naked breasts with her forearms and her naked pussy with her hand, she stood with her arms by her sides. My stepmom wanted me to see her naked body as much as I wanted to see her without her clothes.
Seemingly, and unbelievably, I was seeing my stepmother naked. Not looking away, as if I had never seen a naked woman before, I stared at her sexy and shapely nude body. She was so sexy. She was so shapely. My stepmom had a beautiful body.
"Michael, I'm getting dressed," she said.
Still not making any move to cover her nakedness, my MILF of a stepmother continued standing facing me with her arms by her sides.
# # #
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, instead of looking away and leaving, in the way that my step aunt stepped in my room last night, I stepped in her room this morning. I stepped into my stepmother's bedroom. While not removing my eyes from her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and what I could see of her naked ass from the side, I stepped closer to her.
I wanted to touch her. I wanted to feel her everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother. I wanted to have sex with her as much as I wanted to have sex with her sister.
With her not stopping me, not slapping my hand away, and/or not admonishing me, daring myself to do so, I reached out my horny hand and touched, felt, and fondled her naked breast. I stared at my stepmother while she stared down at my hand. Then, I did the same with my other hand. I touched, felt, and fondled her other naked breast.
I felt both of her naked tits. In the way that I had my way with my step aunt's naked breasts last night, I couldn't believe that I was having my sexual way with my stepmom's naked breasts this morning. I cupped both of her naked tits in my hands while sliding slow fingers across her erect nipples.
Then, to her sexual delight, with her smiling up at me, I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples before leaning forward to suck them. Something that I've masturbated myself over doing but never thought that I'd ever do, I couldn't believe I was sucking my stepmother's nipples. With my step aunt having dark pink areolas and lighter pink nipples, my stepmother had dark brown areolas and brown nipples.
Not wanting to have any regrets by allowing this opportunity to pass me by, I reached around her and felt and squeezed her naked ass. Then, I reached down and fingered her pussy. In the way that she did last night while watching her sister blow me, I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her.
Not stopping me from fingering her cunt, with my stepmother still standing there naked, immediately, I had an erection. I unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. With her staring down at me, I pushed my jeans and underwear down to my ankles. In the way that my stepmother had exposed her naked body to me, I exposed my naked, erect cock to her.
I took her hand by her wrist and moved it to my prick. As soon as I did, in the way that her sister did last night, my stepmom did this morning. She wrapped her manicured fingers around my big dick and squeezed it. Then, she slowly stroked me.
Sitting across from her, I sat on her bed. Not stopping there, and with her not stopping me or stepping away from me, I continued reaching out my horny hands and continued feeling her naked breasts. I fondled and squeezed her naked tits while continuing to pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. I continued squeezing her naked ass and fingering her naked pussy.
Then, while she watched, I masturbated myself to an even bigger and harder erection. Instead of looking away, in the way that my step aunt did last night, my stepmother did this morning. She stared down at my naked prick. Now or never, giving her a not so subtle hint, I put a gentle hand to her shoulder.
# # #
As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going through my mind, I watched her willingly move to her knees. In the way that my stepmother's sister, my step aunt, Emma, did last night, my stepmother, Caroline, did this morning. She consensually took my erect, naked prick in her soft, warm hand and fondled the head of my prick with her fingertips.
While staring up at me and smiling, she slowly stroked me as I continued having my wicked, sexual way with her naked tits. Then, leaning her head down, shocking me, she took me in her mouth. Swirling her tongue all around my prick while stroking me, my MILF of a stepmother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock.
Determined for me to cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper while cupping my testicles. In the way that her sister gave me oral sex last night, my stepmother gave me oral sex this morning. Lovingly, I put a gentle hand behind her raven haired, pretty head. In the way that I did with my step aunt, I did with my stepmother. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face.
"Mom. Oh, my God, mom. Don't stop. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. I'm cumming mommy. I'm cumming," I said.
With her stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper, she wanted me to cum in her mouth.
"Cum, Michael. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said, temporarily removing my prick from her mouth to speak.
As soon as she inserted my prick back in her mouth, while I continued fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples, it didn't take me long to cum in her mouth. If it wasn't enough that my step aunt blew me, I couldn't believe that my stepmother blew me, too. If it wasn't enough that I ejaculated in my step aunt's mouth and she swallowed my cum, I ejaculated in my stepmother's mouth and she swallowed my cum, too.
"You need to leave now before your father comes home from work," she said.
Only, in the way that I gave her sister a cum bath, I wanted to give my stepmom a cum bath, too. In the way that my step aunt dripped with my cum, I wanted to see her sister drip with my cum, too. Only, before I could ejaculate a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful black hair, and across her naked breasts, she removed me from her mouth and stood.
# # #
Disobeying her while knowing that I had time before my dad arrived home, instead of leaving her room, not taking no for an answer, I stood and pushed her back on her bed. As soon as she fell back on her bed, telling what she wanted, she spread her legs. I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. Then, while I stared up at her and she stared down at me, I fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. Returning the favor of her giving me oral sex, I gave my stepmother oral sex.
I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her. Inserting my finger deeper, something that I had learned to do watching porn videos, I pressed on her G spot. I continued rubbing her clit harder, licking her faster, and finger fucking her deeper. I ate her cunt. I ate my stepmother's pussy. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue.
"Michael. Michael," said my stepmother. "Don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Lick my clit faster. Eat me, Michael. Eat me. Eat your stepmother."
She took my head in both of her hands, pulled me forward, and buried my face in her cunt. She was so wet, so very wet. As if my face was her sponge, she rubbed my face all over her wet pussy. I had her vaginal secretions everywhere, in my mouth, up my nose, all over my face, and in my hair. I not only tasted like my stepmother but also, I smelled like her, too.
"I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming. Don't stop licking me. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back. She fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. I moved up to her to hold her. I allowed her to rest.
Then, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I mounted her. I mounted my stepmother. I reached down and inserted my big dick in her wet pussy. The first time kissing my stepmother on her lips, I made out with her. I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. I made sweet, slow love to my stepmother.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. Pounding her pussy while piledriving her cunt, I fucked my stepmother fast and hard enough to give her a second orgasm with my cock. With her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, my stepmother fucked me.
"Michael! Michael! I'm cumming. I'm coming. Don't stop fucking me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm almost there," she said.
She fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. After ejaculating a load of cum in her mouth, I ejaculated a second load of cum in her pussy. I'd love to make my mother pregnant with our baby. After fucking her, I couldn't wait to fuck my aunt. I'd love to make her pregnant with our baby, too.
# # #
Threesome sex with my step aunt and with my stepmother:
The next day, I overheard my stepmother talking to her sister. She told her that we had sex. She told her that she deliberately exposed her naked body to me.
"I blew, Michael," said my stepmother to her sister over the phone. "I stroked his prick while sucking his big dick. I allowed him to cum in my mouth and I swallowed his cum."
She laughed.
"No, he didn't give me a cum bath," she said laughing again. "I told him to leave my room before his father came home but he didn't," she said.
She let out a dirty laugh.
"Instead, disobeying me, he stayed," she said with a dirty laugh. He pushed me back on my bed and fingered my pussy while licking my cunt. He ate my pussy. After he gave me an orgasm, he mounted me and made love to me. Finally, he fucked me. He fucked me fast and hard enough to give me a second orgasm, this time with his cock. My son fucked his stepmother and I fucked my stepson," she said with another dirty laugh.
# # #
That night, ready for the both of them, I stripped off my clothes and walked downstairs naked. They were sitting at the kitchen table drinking their coffee, smoking their cigarettes, and talking about having sex with me. As soon as I entered the kitchen, my stepmom nearly choked on her coffee.
With me standing behind her, I walked to her and slid both of my hands down her low-cut top. She wasn't wearing a bra. I felt and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
"Michael," my stepmom said as soon as she finished coughing. "What are you doing," she said as if she didn't know?
I laughed.
"Take off our blouse and your bra, you're next," I said.
When my aunt turned to face me, she couldn't believe that I was naked. I put a hand behind her red, pretty head, parted her lips with my prick, and stuck my cock in her mouth. She took me in her hand and stroked me while sucking me. Not wanting to cum just yet, with her having already removed her blouse and her bra, I walked over to my stepmom and stuck my prick in her mouth.



She took me in her hand to stroke me while taking me in her mouth to suck me. Still not wanting to cum, I wanted to fuck them both. I wanted to make them both pregnant.
"Let's take this to my bedroom," said my stepmom.
I not only had sex with my stepmother again, I had sex with my step aunt, too. I had threesome sex with both of them. Nine months to the day, I was a proud dad. My stepmom had a boy and my step aunt had a girl. After my stepmom and my step aunt divorced their husbands, we lived together as a family.
I made love to the both of them every morning and I fucked them both every night. In between, I masturbated them and gave them oral sex. They masturbated me and gave me oral sex. The perfect sexual arrangement, when one wasn't in the mood for sucking, making love, and fucking I had sex with the other.
No longer a virgin, I never thought that I'd be having as much sex as I was having now. I never thought I'd be having sex with my beautiful, red headed aunt. I never thought I'd be having sex with my raven haired mother.
I couldn't wait to take their topless and naked photos and show them to my friends. I couldn't wait to write a story about all of the sex that I've had with not only my MILF of a mother but also with my AILF of an aunt. Not needing to have a girlfriend, not wanting anyone else to have sex with, I couldn't be happier that my aunt and my mother sexually seduced me.
The End
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Covid Cum for Clit Climaxes, #01
Cum cocktails combat horniness from the COVID-19 virus.
My name is Brett, six years before the COVID-19 pandemic started in China in November 2019, the first case of COVID in the United States was in February 2020. Unembarrassed and unashamed to confess, I had sex with my stepmom, Elizabeth, on my 18th birthday. Our dirty, little secret, my dad nor Cleo, my stepsister, knew that we had sex. My first time legally drinking, with my stepmom and I a little drunk, we celebrated my birthday a little too much.
Massachusetts allowed me to drink at 18-years-old but only at home and when with a parent or guardian. Otherwise, the legal age for drinking alcohol in public is 21-years-old. Before leaving for college in September, my mom gave me a birthday party in July with a birthday cake, and presents. My step aunt, my step cousin, my step grandmother and, of course, my stepsister were there to celebrate my birthday.
Not wanting the day to end, after everyone left, my dad was in bed drunk and asleep upstairs, and my stepsister was upstairs in her room asleep, too. Wide awake and not ready for bed, I stayed up late with my stepmom. Turning on the TV without the sound, I suspect that she wanted to listen for anyone coming downstairs.
I loved being alone with her. Suddenly treating me as if I'm an adult instead of a child, we talked about everything and laughed over nothing. I was sad to leave her for college. Stroking my cock while imagining her in her sexy nightgown, in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, I'm going to miss her.
Sexually attracted to her, with her a real MILF, a great end to my day, we cuddled on the couch as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend instead of stepmom and stepson. I had my arm around her shoulder while she leaned into me. She rested her pretty head on my chest with her hand on my stomach. Adjusting my position, as soon as I sat up straighter, her big breasts rested against my ribs. I hoped that she'd move her hand lower, and she did a little to the top of my jeans.
Something that would never happen but hoping it would, something that I've stroked myself over, as if giving me a combination birthday and going away gift, I'd love her to fondle my prick through my jeans. The first time that I was totally alone with her, the alcohol made me hornier than I've ever been. I wondered if she was drunk enough to allow me to make out with her while feeling her breasts through her blouse and her bra.
How hot would that be to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes? Alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I wished I could have sex with my stepmom. Only, she'd never have sex with me in the way that I wanted to have sex with her.
A church going woman, and morally modest, she's not a whore. With her always wearing robes over her nightgowns, I've never seen any more of her than her bra strap. Instead of flashing me her panties or her naked pussy, keeping her legs crossed or her knees cemented together, she sits like a lady. When she leans forward, she puts her hand to the top of her blouse or her nightgown to deny me views of her cleavage, her bras, or her naked breasts.
# # #
Wishing that I could kiss her, I wished she'd give me 18 birthday kisses, and another kiss for good luck. She felt so good in my arms. Her perfume made me lightheaded with lust and dizzy with desire.
Then, when she leaned forward and a little to the side, a first time for everything, her partially unbuttoned blouse fell open with her. I stared down at all that I could see of the tops of her meaty breasts. I stared at her long line of sexy cleavage and at the top of her light blue, low-cut bra.
As if I was a Norwegian, Olympic skier skiing in the Alps, I'd love to trace her cleavage with my finger while yodeling. I'd love to fuck her tits with my cock. I'd love to cum all over her naked breasts. I'll definitely be jerking off later over all that I'm seeing of my mom now.
"Happy birthday, Brett," she said.
With my mom having a little too much to drink, she looked up at me with her big brown eyes and smiled. Instead of sitting like a lady with her legs crossed, her short skirt was nearly up to her crotch. Peeking out from the hem of her short skirt, my first time seeing her panty clad pussy, I stared at the tip of her white panties.
Then, she did something that I never expected her to do. She did something that she had never done before. My 39-year-old stepmother put her arm around my neck, pulled me to her while leaning up to me, and kissed me on my lips.
# # #
The first time kissing me on my lips, not wanting to regret missing this opportunity, daring myself to do so, and unable to stop myself, I closed my eyes and parted her lips with my tongue. I French kissed my mom. Had I not been a little inebriated, I never would have dared to kiss her in that sexually inappropriate way but, I did. Something that I couldn't wait to jerk off over, I'm glad that I did.
Instead of pushing me away, shocking me as much as she encouraged me, she returned my kiss with her long, wet kiss. Kissing her again and again, I made out with my stepmother. Then, with her not slapping my horny hand away nor admonishing me for feeling her in that forbidden way, I felt her D cup breasts through her blouse and her bra. As soon as I did, her big nipples immediately erected and pushed against the palm of my hand. When I fingered her erect nipples through her bra, she squirmed.
Seemingly giving me her permission to do so, I continued making out with my stepmom while feeling her through her clothes. Further shocking me, she rested her hand on my throbbing erection through my jeans. Not stopping there, she fondled the head of my pulsating prick with her fingers while I continued feeling her D cup breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her clothes.
Then, blowing my mind, she allowed me to unbutton her blouse. While continuing to kiss her, with shaking hands while expecting her to tell me to stop, I unbuttoned one slow button at a time. Not rushing to undress her but taking my time, I looked to see what each button revealed before unbuttoning the next button.
Finally, when her blouse was unbuttoned, I pushed it apart to stare at her cleavage and her bra clad breasts. Her big nipples made their impressions through her sheer brassiere. Again, with her not stopping me, slapping my hand away, nor admonishing me, I felt her breasts through her light, blue bra. I felt one of her bra clad breasts before feeling the other. With our make out session becoming hotter, she continued fondling my pulsating prick through my jeans while kissing me.
Daring myself to do so, and shocked that she did, she allowed me to lift her bra. As if they were heaven sent and the breasts of an angel, I watched her big, naked breasts slowly fall from her bra cups. Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going through my head, again, daring myself to do so, I touched them. I felt my stepmom's tits. I fondled her naked breasts.
With her still not stopping me, while making her squirm again, I fingered her erect nipples, too. She put her head back and closed her eyes before looking down at my horny hand to watch me pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. We continued kissing while I continued fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples. I couldn't wait to masturbate over having my way with her tits.
Happy birthday to me. I continued fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Again, instead of pushing me away, when I leaned down to suck her nipples, as if breastfeeding me, she put a gentle hand behind my head. I loved her big tits. As shapely as they were firm, I never thought I'd ever see her naked breasts, never mind feeling and fondling them while fingering and sucking her nipples.
# # #
Thinking that it was over when she pulled away from me, with her giving me plenty to jerk off over, I figured she was tired and wanted to go to bed. She looked up at me and smiled. If she wasn't beautiful enough before, she was even more beautiful when she smiled. I loved her smile. Her smile is contagious. Her smile made me smile.
Only, instead of pulling down her bra and buttoning her blouse, she didn't. She looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me and smiling again. She took my hand and placed it on her big tits. Then, she stunned me with not only what she said but also what she did. Even though she had given me lots of birthday gifts, cologne, underwear, socks, jeans, a shirt, sneakers, and a jacket, she had another birthday gift to give me.
"I forgot to give you one of your birthday gifts, Brett," she said with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
I stared down at her hand in disbelief while she unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. Then, as soon as I lifted my buttocks from the couch, she pushed my jeans, along with my underwear, down to my knees. As if my big dick was a Jack-in-the-Box toy, it sprang up in all of its glory. As if bowing to her, my prick throbbed and pulsated.
She stared down at my naked, erect prick in the way that I continued staring at her naked tits. Then, as if checking the hardness of my cock, she poked it with her fingertip. She took me in her hand, wrapped her manicured fingers around my cock, and squeezed it before she slowly stroked me while smiling up at me. Something I've jerked off over her doing but never expected her to do, my stepmom was masturbating me.
Not done giving me my birthday gift, if it wasn't enough that she stroked my prick, she smiled and kissed me on the lips again. Then, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth. She was blowing me. She turned her head to stare up and smile at me to show me my prick buried in her mouth. Giving me my first blowjob, my stepmom was stroking my cock while sucking my prick.
# # #
Determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. While swirling her tongue all around it, she took me deeper in her mouth. Then, she temporarily removed my cock from her mouth to look up at me and speak.
"Cum, Brett. Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you. Cum, Brett. Cum for mommy. Cum in mommy's mouth," she said.
She took me in her mouth again. She stroked me faster and stroked me harder while sucking me deeper. Had I not had too much to drink, I would have already ejaculated in her mouth. Yet, glad that I hadn't prematurely cum, I put a gentle hand to her brunette, pretty head.
This wasn't just some woman who I invited home for sex; she was my stepmother. As if I was dreaming or having a masturbation fantasy, she kissed me, allowed me to part her lips, and French kissed me. She returned my kisses with her long, wet kisses. I made out with my mother and she made out with me. Then, she allowed me to see, touch, feel, and fondle her naked tits while I fingered and sucked her nipples.
If that wasn't enough, she was blowing me. She stroked my prick while sucking my dick. She wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow my cum.
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Then, while gently pushing her head down, I held her head in place with both hands. Hoping she didn't change her mind about wanting me to cum in her mouth and swallow my cum, I wanted to cum in her mouth. I wanted her to swallow my cum.
I exploded a huge load of cum in her mouth. Cumming and cumming, never have I ejaculated as much cum. Not pulling away nor spitting me out, she continued stroking me while sucking me. She swallowed all of my cum. Then, kissing and licking my cock while sucking out more of my cum, she licked me clean.
"Oh, my God, Brett. You had so much cum," she said with a laugh. "Catching me by surprise, you nearly choked me."
She slid a slow tongue over her full, red lips.
# # #
With her not done with me, she stood and placed a towel on the cushions that she had hidden under the couch. Then, she stood, reached beneath her short skirt, and removed her panties. Teasing me, she threw her panties in my face. An involuntary reaction, I lifted them to my nose and sniffed them. I sniffed my stepmom's panties while she watched and laughed.
She slowly and sexily lifted her short skirt to her waist to show me her brown, trimmed, naked pussy. Giving me a real show, she turned, and bent at the waist to show me her naked ass and the back of her glistening wet cunt. Other than those vaginas that I've seen while masturbating to porn, my mom's pussy was the first one that I've seen in person.
As soon as she sat on the towel, she spread her legs and parted her vagina lips with her fingers to show me some glistening pink. She took my hand, and placed it on her pussy. Her pussy was the first pussy that I ever touched. I cupped my stepmother's cunt and squeezed it as if I owned her cunt. After having my way with her tits and her blowing me, I couldn't believe I held her cunt in the palm of my hand.
"Are you a virgin, Brett," she asked?
Unable to speak, I nodded my head while staring at her vagina.
"Is mommy's pussy the first pussy that you've ever seen and touched," she asked?
Still unable to formulate the words to answer her, I nodded my head again.
# # #
Showing me what to do, she held my fingers with her fingers. She rubbed her clit with my index finger. Then, she positioned my middle finger by her hole, stuck it inside of her, and squirmed. Once my finger was inside of her, she moved it to a bump, and pressed down on it.
"Do you feel that? That's mommy's G spot. If you continue pressing down on it while rubbing my clit, and finger fucking me, I'll cum," she said.
Obediently obeying her, I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her and pressing on her G spot.
"Rub my clit harder while finger fucking me deeper. Press on my G spot," she said excitedly. "Masturbate your mother, Brett. Make mommy cum."
Not taking her long to have an orgasm, she closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs. Then, resting in the afterglow of sex, she fell quiet. If it wasn't enough my mom blew me, she showed me how to masturbate her. I gave her a sexual orgasm with my fingers. Then, she said something else that blew my mind.
# # #
"Eat me, Brett. Eat your mother," she said.
With a gentle hand to my shoulder, giving me a not so subtle hint, she leaned back and spread her legs wide. I moved to my knees in front of her and made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I smelled her musky aroma. She was so wet. As soon as I leaned forward, as if my face was her sponge, giving me her version of a cum bath, she pulled my head forward and, moving it side to side, she wiped her vaginal secretions all over my face.
"Eat mommy, Brett," she said, holding my head in both of her hands. "Lick me while rubbing my clit, finger fucking me, and pressing on my G spot," she said.
I ate my mother. I gave her oral sex. My first time eating a woman's pussy, surprisingly, it didn't take her long to cum. Again, she closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs before falling silent again.
Still not done with me, with her not enjoying the afterglow of sex for not very long, she reached down for me. She stretched out on the couch, parted her legs, and dropped one foot to the floor. She looked up at me and smiled.
"Make love to me, Brett. Make love to your mother," she said. "I need to feel you inside of me. Make me your woman."
As soon as I mounted her, she reached down between my legs to insert my stiff prick in her pussy. With a gentle hump, I was inside of her. She felt so warm and so wet. Humping her again, I was deeper inside of her.
Making out again, we kissed while I slowly and passionately humped her. She returned my kisses with her kisses and my loving humps with her loving humps. Something that I'll never forget, I made love to my mother and she made love to me.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, no longer making love, as if we were dogs in heat, we were fucking. I fucked my stepmother and she fucked me. Then, stunning me with what she said, she whispered in my ear.
"Cum, Brett. Cum. Cum in mommy's pussy. Give me your baby," she said.
Obediently obeying her, as soon as she told me to cum, I did. I exploded a huge load of cum in my stepmother's cunt. She wrapped her arms tighter around my neck and her long legs around my back. She pressed on my ass and pushed my pelvis forward while I continued cumming inside of her. She held me as if I was her boyfriend, her husband, or her lover instead of her stepson.
# # #
Again, still not done with me, seemingly, she couldn't get enough of me. She loved my cock. With my dad always drunk, maybe he could no longer get and/or maintain an erection. My stepmom was as sexually frustrated as I was horny. She fucked me as fast and as hard as I fucked her.
Even after cumming twice, once in her mouth and once in her pussy I was still hard. As soon as I moved off of her, she moved to her knees in front of me. She took me in her hand again while stroking me while smiling up at me.
"I love sucking your cock, Brett. Mommy loves blowing you," she said. "Clearly, I need the protein," she said with a laugh. "I love it when you cum in my mouth and I swallow your cum."
She smiled up at me while holding my big dick in her hand and stroking me. Teasing me, she licked my prick while slowly stroking my dick. Then, she took me in her mouth again. Giving me the best birthday gift that I ever had, my mom was blowing me again. She stroked my cock while sucking my cock. She wanted me to cum in her mouth again and swallow my cum.
With me already sexually excited from her stroking me, sucking me, having my way with her naked breasts, masturbating her, eating her, making love to her, and fucking her, I was already excited. Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated a second load of cum in her mouth. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my cock, and removed me from her mouth, I exploded a huge load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful brown hair, and across her naked breasts.
"Oh, my God, Brett," she said laughing while wiping her face with her towel. "You gave mommy quite the cum bath."
# # #
After I graduated college, not returning home, I leased an apartment with two of my dormitory friends. Soon after, everything changed with the COVID-19 virus. Big pharma rushed to create a vaccine.
Working from home, not dating, and not daring to venture outdoors, we were all required to wear masks when we braved to go outside. Staying away from everyone, we took care not to contract the fatal virus. Sequestered in our homes as if under house arrest, the pandemic ruined our social lives. No more holding, hugging, touching, and kissing, other than playing with ourselves, there was no more sex.
Catching us unprepared, COVID was such a deadly virus. We didn't know who had it, and who would get it next. The virus killed more than one-million people in the United States and more than seven-million people worldwide. With many deaths not attributed to COVID, the WHO, the World Health Organization, reported the number of deaths worldwide may be accurately numbered between 19 and 36 million.
Sparing no one, the elderly, the already sick, the already infirmed, those living with disabilities, people of color, and the poor, as well as doctors, nurses, and hospital staffs. So many were getting sick. Before we had the COVID-19 vaccine, so many were dying.
No longer eating out, going to the movies, attending plays, going to the theatre, drinking at bars, avoiding crowded sports arenas and stadiums, and having a good time with others ended. Going out to mingle and gather in groups, dating, and having intimate relationships stopped overnight. With restaurants, bars, and retail stores closed, no one was making any money but for hospitals, casket and urn manufacturers, cemeteries selling plots, and funeral homes.



Scared that we may contract COVID, we all remained huddled indoors and surrounded with our families. Many parents stopped sending their children to school and homeschooling them instead. Thankfully, keeping the economy going by not shutting down, many businesses allowed us to work from home.
This is where my story ends and my stepsister, Cleo's story begins. With her having intimate knowledge that I don't have, she can better tell the reader the rest of the story from her point of view. With her still living at home, and with me living away for six-years, she knows her mother better than I know my stepmother.
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, my mother and I are sluts. Happy to display our tramp, tattoos stamped above our asses that proudly proclaimed that my mother and I are, indeed, whores. My name is Cleo and my mother's name is Liz.
We both love cock. We missed seeing stiff, naked dicks. We missed stroking, sucking, and fucking men. Stuck staying home, unable to go out to party, we're as horny as we are sexually frustrated.
Not thinking about all the people sick with COVID, nor caring who died, we only thought about ourselves. We only thought about how the virus affected our social lives and sex lives. Unless we wanted to have lesbian sex with one another, we wondered how we can still safely have sex with a man without catching the fatal virus.
Then, the answer to our prayers, my stepbrother, Brett, texted my mom.
"Mom, if you will have me, I'd like to come home. I'm not renewing my lease. My roommates agreed that it was safer for us not to continue living together. I'm up-to-date on vaccinations. If it's okay with you, may I have my old room," he asked?
My stepmom immediately answered his text.
"Yes, of course, you may have your old room. I can't wait to see you. Welcome home, sweetie. Mommy loves you," she wrote.
# # #
Immediately, my mom popped her head in my room and excitedly told me the good news.
"Brett is not renewing his lease. He's giving up his apartment. He's coming home to live with us," she said.
She smiled widely while jumping up and down and bouncing her big, braless breasts beneath her nightgown.
I excitedly clapped my hands. She ran over to me and we hugged.
"Horary," I said.
Clearly, with us having the same thought, we both looked at one another and smiled. No doubt, she wanted to have sex with her stepson as much as I wanted to have sex with my stepbrother. Then, she answered my unasked question.
"Yes, I'm horny enough to have sex with my stepson," she said. "I can't wait for him to fuck me. I can't wait to suck his cock."
She let out a dirty, little laugh. I returned her dirty laugh with my dirty laugh. Only, I had no idea that they've already had sex.
"I'd love to have sex with my stepbrother, too," I said. "I can't wait for him to strip me naked while making out with me. I can't wait for him to push me back on my bed and fuck me."
# # #
With COVID running rampant, indeed, my mom loved her stepson but not in the way that a stepmother should love her stepson. She was sexually attracted to him. As much as my mom loved and was sexually attracted to Brett, I loved and was sexually attracted to my stepbrother, too. I loved him not in the way that a stepsister should love her stepbrother.
Especially with the both of us not having had sex in a while, we couldn't wait to jump his bones. We only hoped that he felt the same way about us as we felt about him. Only, how do we seduce him without him thinking that we're whores? Before marrying my stepdad, my mom dated as many men as I dated. No doubt, especially with her already having had sex with him, Brett knows that we're whores.
My mom laughed.
"What do you think his reaction would be if we greeted him at the door naked," she asked with a dirty laugh. "Do you think he'd stay or leave?"
I returned my mom's laugh while nodding my head.
"Seriously? Are you kidding me? You'd do that," I asked with a laugh?
I laughed.
"I'd do that," I said. "If we dared greet him at the front door naked, he would definitely stay. He'd never leave," I said with another laugh. "I'm sure he's just as horny as we're sexually frustrated."
My mom laughed.
"Tell me. Would you rather give him a long, wet kiss hello or would you rather be on your knees stroking and sucking his cock as soon as he walked in the front door," I asked while returning her laugh with my laugh?
My mom returned my laugh with her laugh.
"I think we both should be on our knees and take turns stroking him while sucking him," she said.
I laughed.
"I think we should give him time to unpack before we have sex with him," I said.
# # #
Even though my mother and I are not lesbians, and are not sexually attracted to one another, if Brett wanted to have threesome sex, I'd have sex with my mother and she'd have sex with me. We'd willingly do anything to make him happy. Something we've never done before, and if that was something he wanted to do, we'd even allow him to give us anal sex.
We hatched a plan to combat the sexual frustration of COVID with plenty of cum cocktails to give us lots of clitoris climaxes. We couldn't wait to have sex with him. Only, unbeknownst that my mother had already crossed that forbidden line years ago, I wondered if he'd have sex with us? Not having to wonder long, he definitely would have sex with us.
Brett is quite handsome. Something we're sure that he knows, with us always flirting with him, we have always been sexually attracted to him. Having caught him masturbating in his room more than once, after barging in his bedroom without knocking to deliver his laundry, having seen his erect cock in all of its splendor, we know that he has a big dick.
He's young, dumb, and full of cum. Long before he moved out, sorry to see him go, we used to tease him by flashing him. Back then, not taking him much to become excited, he always walked around the house with an erection that tented his pajama pants that he wore without wearing underwear.
With him up-to-date with his vaccinations, and with him the only man in the house, assured that he didn't have COVID, he was our target for sex. Something so deliciously forbidden, he was our sexual savior. Willing to go all the way to ease our sexual frustrations, my mom and I were determined to have sex with him.
With the both of us allowing him to do anything to our naked bodies, we wanted him to make out with us while feeling us through our clothes. We wanted him to slowly undress us, and strip us naked. We wanted him to finger our pussies and lick our cunts. After giving us orgasms with his fingers and with his tongue, we wanted him to make love to us. Then, we wanted him to fuck us fast and hard enough to give us orgasms with his cock.
Not requiring him to wear a condom, with my mom no longer able to become pregnant, I'd even allow him to cum in my pussy. Wicked for me to admit but I'd love him to impregnate me. I'd love to have my stepbrother's baby. Hot how would that be to be his baby momma?
Returning his sexual favors with our forbidden favors, we wanted to make out with him while feeling him through his clothes. We wanted to undress him and strip him naked. We wanted to stroke his cock and suck his prick. Then, we wanted to make love to him before fucking him.
In the way that we wanted him to give us multiple orgasms, we wanted to make him cum over and again. We were willing to do anything to entice him to have sex with us, and anything for him to continue having sex with us. Hopefully, he'd want to have sex with us as much as we wanted to have sex with him.
To be continued...
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Covid Cum for Clit Climaxes, #02
Cum cocktails combat horniness from the COVID-19 virus.
Covid Cum for Clit Climaxes rewritten and continued from #01:
Even though my mother and I are not lesbians, and are not sexually attracted to one another, if Brett wanted to have threesome sex with us, we would. If he wanted to watch us having sex with one another, I'd have sex with my mother, and she'd have sex with me. For him to continue to have sex with us, we'd willingly do anything to make him happy. Something we've never done before, but if that was something that he wanted to do, we'd even allow him to give us anal sex.
We hatched a plan to combat the sexual frustration of COVID with plenty of cum cocktails to give us lots of clitoris climaxes. As sexually frustrated as we hoped he was horny, we couldn't wait to have sex with him. Only, I had no idea unbeknownst that my mother had already crossed that forbidden line years ago. Because I didn't know that Brett already had sex with my mom, I naively wondered if he'd have sex with us? Not having to wonder long, he definitely would have sex with us.
Brett is quite handsome. Something we're sure that he knows, with us always flirting with him, we have always been sexually attracted to him. Having caught him masturbating in his room more than once, after barging in his bedroom without knocking to deliver his laundry, we've already seen his erect, naked cock in all of its splendor. We know that he has a big dick.
He's young, dumb, and full of cum. Long before he moved out, sorry to see him go, we used to tease him by deliberately flashing him. Back then, not taking him much to become excited, he always walked around the house with an erection that tented his pajama pants that he wore without wearing underwear.
With him up-to-date with his vaccinations, and with him the only man in the house, assured that he didn't have COVID, he was our target for sex. Something so deliciously forbidden, he was our sexual savior. Willing to go all the way with him to ease our sexual frustrations, my mom and I were determined to have sex with him.
With the both of us allowing him to do anything to our naked bodies, we wanted him to make out with us while feeling us through our clothes. We wanted him to slowly undress us, and strip us naked. We wanted him to finger our pussies and lick our cunts. After giving us orgasms with his fingers and with his tongue, we wanted him to make love to us. Then, we wanted him to fuck us fast and hard enough to give us orgasms with his cock.
Not requiring him to wear a condom, with my mom no longer able to become pregnant, I'd even allow him to cum in my pussy. Wicked for me to admit but I'd love him to impregnate me. I'd love to have my stepbrother's baby. Hot how would that be to be his baby momma?
Returning his sexual favors with our forbidden favors, we wanted to make out with him while feeling him through his clothes. We wanted to undress him and strip him naked. We wanted to stroke his cock and suck his prick. Then, we wanted to make love to him before fucking him.
In the way that we wanted him to give us multiple orgasms, we wanted to make him cum over and again. We were willing to do anything to entice him to have sex with us, and anything for him to continue having sex with us. Hopefully, he'd want to have sex with us as much as we wanted to have sex with him.
# # #
Covid Cum for Clit Climaxes, #02:
Easy for us to seduce him, judging by his constant erections, we know that he's as sexually attracted to us as we are to him. With him as horny and as sexually frustrated as we are, he's helpless to resist our sexual charms. In the way that men get women drunk to hopefully have sex with them, he didn't have to get us drunk to have sex with us, nor did we have to get him drunk to have sex with him.
All we needed to do to tempt him was to flash him up nightgown peeks of our naked pussies and down nightgown views of our naked breasts. All that we had to do to make him want us was to show him all that he wanted to see. A litmus test to the success of our sexual seduction was his constant erections.
Every time he saw something that he shouldn't see of us, his cock bulged out his pajama pants. Every time he stood from his chair in the living room, his chair from the dining room, or from his stool in the kitchen, he had a boner. While he continually walked around the house with a stiff dick, we walked around the house smelling of sex with our nipples erect, and our pussies wet. With us all more than ready for sex, our pheromones were working overtime.
Something we never considered doing before, we were horny enough to do now. We were eager to have sex with any man. My mom would even have sex her stepson. With me no shrinking violet, I'd love to have sex with my stepbrother, too. Tired of rubbing our clits with our pink bunny vibrators, fucking our pussies with our big, black dildos, and taking long baths while masturbating ourselves, we were as horny as we are frustrated.
Only, with us daring him to do so by flirting with him, sexually teasing him, and deliberately flashing him all that he shouldn't see, was he horny enough to have sex with his stepmom? Was he sexually attracted to me enough to have sex with his stepsister? Would he make out with us while feeling us through our clothes? Would he slowly undress? Would he strip us naked while continuing to kiss us?
Not stopping with just making out with us and undressing us, after stripping us naked, something forbidden for him to do, would he finger our pussies? Would he masturbate us? Would he give us oral sex? Would he finger our pussies while licking our cunts? Would he make slow and passionate love to us before fucking us fast and hard enough to give us a sexual orgasm with his cock after he gave us one with his fingers and his tongue?
Something my mother and I discussed over and again, we'd love to make out with him, allow him to feel us through our clothes, undress us, and strip us naked. After he ate our pussies, made love to us, and fucked us, we'd love to stroke and suck his cock. We'd allow him to cum in our mouths, and we'd swallow his cum.
We'd even allow him to cum all over our faces, in our hair, and across our naked breasts. To show him our sexual desire for him, and allow him to show us his lust for us, we'd love for him to give us cum baths. With his huge load of cum dripping from our hair, our eyebrows, our noses, our lips, our chins, and sliding down our necks to pool on our breasts, we'd love for him to see his stepmother and his stepsister dripping with his cum.
Only, with my mother keeping her sex with her stepson a secret, she knew that he'd have sex with us. Playing me for a fool, she didn't tell me that she blew him, made love to him, fucked him, and even allowed him to give her a cum bath six-years ago on his 18th birthday. She didn't take me in her confidence and confess that he's already masturbated her, given her oral sex, made love to her, and fucked her, too.
# # #
Starting with my great grandmother, named after Queen Anne, and with her immigrating from England more than three generations ago, my family has quite the sense of humor when naming their women. With her admiring the royal family, she named my grandmother, Mary, after Queen Mary. Interestingly enough, the women in our family were all named after royalty.
My grandmother named my mom, Elizabeth, after Queen Elizabeth. She goes by Liz. Because of the movie Cleopatra with Elizabeth Taylor, my mom named me Cleopatra. Everyone calls me Cleo.
My mom has a four, big bedroom, one bath house, 115-year-old, Tudor house. Having installed new windows and refinished the floors, before my dad could finish building a second bathroom, he died from COVID. With her having two extra bedrooms, we added more royal names to our family of females to safely harbor them from the deadly virus. Before they developed COVID vaccines, we invited her mother, my grandmother, Mary, her divorced sister, my aunt, Victoria, and her daughter, my cousin, Isabella, to live with us until the pandemic ended.
My mom shared her bedroom with her sister. I shared my room with my cousin. My granny had her own bedroom. Brett kept his old bedroom where he slept, and that doubled as his office, and his exercise room.
Our prisoner until the pandemic ended, my stepbrother, no longer kept his apartment with his two roommates, and moved in with us. With all of us whores, he was surrounded by five, horny, and sexually frustrated females. We were all ready and willing to have sex with him.
In the way that horny men lust over desirable women, ready to be devoured, we all looked at him as beefcake meat. As if we were all female spiders who ate their male spiders after impregnating them, we were ready to consume him. We were more than willing to do anything he wanted to sexually do.
# # #
My cousin, Isabella, and I are 22-years-old. I'm 5' 9" tall with long, blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and D cup breasts. My cousin is 5' 8" tall, has long, red hair with beautiful green eyes. Taking after our grandmother, she has enormous, Irish milkmaid, double D cup breasts. My stepbrother, Brett, is 24-years-old, 6' 3" tall, has chestnut brown hair, hazel eyes, and a muscular build.
My mom and her identical twin sister are 45-years-old. They're 5' 7" tall, have D cup breasts, shoulder length, dark brown hair, and brown eyes. My grandmother, looking ten-years younger, is sixty-seven-years-old. She's 5' 5" tall, has huge, double D cup, sagging breasts, and has gray hair with blue eyes.
With us all working from home, other than my grandmother who lives off of her Social Security, bored, horny, and sexually frustrated, we had nothing better to do than to sexually torture and tease Brett. While he was in his room working with his door closed, talking amongst ourselves, we devised our incestuous plan to sexually seduce him by teasing him while flashing him. Even though we're not blood related but while living under the same roof, having sex with him would be deemed incestuous.
Our seduction started on the day that my grandmother, my aunt, and my cousin moved in with us. As if we were going to work instead of moving, not wearing sweatshirts, jeans, and sneakers, my stepmother and I wore short skirts, low-cut blouses, and high heels. She told her mother and her sister to wear short skirts, low-cut tops, and high heels, too. In the way that I wore the same outfit, I told my cousin to wear a short skirt, a low-cut top, and high heels, too.
With all of us horny and sexually frustrated, my mom told her mother and her sister, and I told my cousin of our plan to seduce Brett. Ready to deliberately flash him upskirt peeks of our panties, and down blouse views of our cleavages and low-cut bras, we couldn't wait to flash him all that he shouldn't see. Surprised that his step grandmother, step aunt, and step cousin were moving in with us, we couldn't wait to see his reaction with what they were wearing when he helped them unload their moving truck.
As soon as they arrived in their small moving truck, Brett ran outside in his uniform, a T-shirt, pajama pants without underwear, and his Ugg slippers. It was a warm day and as soon as he started unloading boxes, his muscles glistened with sweat. He looked as if he was a muscular male model ready to pose while being photographed for a fitness magazine.
Brett lowered and raised the tailgate for my mom and I to get into the back of the truck. We flashed him upskirt peeks of our panties when we leaned forward to grasp the truck handles. My aunt and my cousin flashed him upskirt peeks of their panties as soon as they leaned forward to grasp the truck handles to climb on the tailgate, too. While he raised the tailgate for them to get in the back of the truck, spreading open their legs wide, they flashed him an even better view of their panties.
Finally, while she climbed on the tailgate and held on to be lifted into the back of the truck, it was my grandmother's turn to flash him her panties, too. As we all had done, she leaned forward while holding onto the truck handles. As my mother and I did, my aunt and my cousin flashed him their panties, and my grandmother flashed him her panties, too. He stared at my granny's panties in the way that he stared at my panties, his stepmother's panties, his step aunt's panties, and his step cousin's panties.
# # #
"There's no sense of you all climbing up and down. Stay in the back of the truck, carry the boxes to the tailgate, and I'll carry them inside," he said.
We did what he told us to do. We carried the boxes to the tailgate. My grandmother was only able to carry the lightest boxes to the tailgate one at a time.
He carried two and even three boxes at a time into the house. With him continuing to stare up at us while enjoying the view, the five of us worked together as a flashing team. When I wasn't flashing him upskirt peeks of my panties and down blouse views of my cleavage and bra, someone else was.
Carrying them together, my stepmom and her sister carried the heavier boxes to the tailgate while my cousin and I carried the heaviest boxes together to the tailgate. In the way that my grandmother did, we all did, too. When picking up boxes, my mom and my aunt bent at the waist to flash Brett the back of their panties. Then, when putting the boxes on the tailgate, we squatted down and leaned forward. We spread our knees, and flashed him in between our leg views of our panties, and down blouse views of our cleavages, and our low-cut bras again, too.
Five women continually flashed him their panty clad asses and their panty clad pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and their pubic hair through their sheer panties. Brett stared from my mother and I, to my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother deliberately and continually flashing him. Giving him plenty to masturbate over later, it didn't take him long to have an erection.
We continued taking turns flashing him until his erect cock snuck out of his pajama pee to say hello. Seemingly, with him acting as if he was unaware that he was exposed, he continually walked in the house and returned outside to carry in more boxes with his big dick sticking straight out of his pajama pee hole. We wondered if he was deliberately flashing us in the way that we deliberately flashed him. In the way that we continued flashing him, he continued flashing us.
He stared at our panties, our cleavages, and our low-cut bras in the way that we stared at his naked, erect prick. In the way that we made him horny, he made us horny, too. With all of us wicked whores, including my grandmother, we couldn't wait to have sex with him.
# # #
Not stopping there, after giving him deliberate flashing shows of our panties, our cleavages, and our bras, our plan was to walk around him in our shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest-cut nightgowns without wearing robes over them. Giving him lots to see that he shouldn't see of us, we gave him plenty to jerk off over every morning and every evening, and in between. We knew when he was playing with himself because the China in the China cabinet directly beneath his room rattled from the vibrations of him stroking himself faster and harder to cum.
With the five of us staying indoors, having our groceries delivered by the market, and everything else delivered by Amazon, unless we had to go out to run errands, we remained in our nighties all day. He didn't bother getting dressed either. With him not having the moral modesty to wear a robe, he returned our exhibitionism with his exhibitionism. Showing off his big muscles and his sexy body, he walked around in his T-shirt, pajama bottoms without wearing underwear, and his Ugg slippers.
We all knew that he wasn't wearing underwear because with us giving him constant erections, his big dick tented his pajama pants. Instead of covering his erection with his hand, he wanted us to know that he was sexually excited. With all of us as horny as we were sexually frustrated, in the way that he stared at us, we stared at him. He wanted to be intimate with our naked body as much as we wanted to be intimate with his naked body.
While waiting for him to make his move, we continued deliberately flashing him. We took turns opening the drapes in his room and in the living room. The bright morning sunshine poured through the windows like a spotlight and, as if we weren't wearing anything, made our nighties virtually see through. When we walked by the television in the darkened living room, the bright light from the TV made us appear as if we were naked.
Not turning on the overhead kitchen light, and because of the open floor plan, he was able to see us from his chair in the living room to the kitchen. As soon as we opened the refrigerator door, he turned to look. The light from the refrigerator made us appear as if we weren't wearing anything. As if trying to decide what we wanted to eat and/or drink, we gave him a real show. We stood there longer and leaned lower for him to see all that he shouldn't see of us through our nightgowns.
# # #
When we watched television or a movie, the five of us sat together on the extra-long couch while Brett sat across from us in his reclining chair. Comfortable in our own home, especially after we consumed our second glasses of wine, we sat with our knees parted plenty enough to flash him our naked pussies. Then, when leaning forward to remove our wine glasses from the coffee table and return them after we had our sips, with our tops falling forward with us, we flashed him down nightgown views of our naked breasts.
Unmercifully teasing him, we slowly, sexily, and seductively, uncrossed and crossed our legs. As if we mimicked Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, we deliberately flashed him our naked cunts. As soon as he stared over at us, we parted our knees even more to flash him our pussy mounds, our camel toes, our pussy slits, and our trimmed public hair. With her as much of a whore as we are, my grandmother deliberately flashed him her gray, bushy pussy.
When we played board games and card games, he sat on the floor in front of us on a pillow while we sat on the couch in front of him. We continually flashed him up nightgown peeks of our naked pussies. In the way that he stared at our cunts, he made us wet and our nipples hard while we gave him erections.
With us all WWE wrestling fans, as soon as we started tickling one another, our tickling turned into wrestling. After moving the furniture out of the way, we wrestled on the living room carpet in our nightgowns. Pretending it was accidental, we touched and felt his big dick as much as he touched, felt, and fondled our naked asses, naked tits, and naked pussies through our nightgowns.
He allowed us to get him in wrestling holds where we wrapped our thighs around his neck with his face buried in our naked pussies. He sat on our shoulders and leaned over us to pin our arms down with his erect prick mere inches from our mouths. Now, this is the kind of wrestling that fans want to see. Unless the men are gay, heterosexual men would much rather watch men wrestle scantily clad women than watching men wrestling men.
# # #
The only fly in the ointment of all of us living together, sharing one bathroom with five women was a real problem for Brett. As long as he wasn't doing number 2 and only doing number 1, and as long as he promised not to flush the toilet, we allowed him to pee while we were in the shower. Not seeming to bother him, he flashed his cock to us as much as we flashed our naked bodies to him. Instead of standing with his back turned from us, he faced us while sitting on the toilet.
Taking his time to lower his pajama pants to flash us his cock, he stared at all that he could see of us through the clear, shower curtain. With him always having an erection, no doubt, he stroked himself before entering the bathroom. A game we played, even after we told him not to flush the toilet, and while knowing that he would, he flushed the toilet. While flashing him our naked breasts, we stuck our heads out of the shower curtain to admonish him.



"Brett! I asked you not to flush the toilet," I said.
I opened the shower curtain wide enough while leaning forward far enough to give him a good view of my naked breasts. He did the same thing with my mother as he did with his step aunt, and his step cousin. With him dick flashing them all, except for my grandmother, they flashed him their naked breasts.
"Brett, you naughty boy," said grandma with a sexy laugh.
Instead of poking her head out of the shower curtain to admonish him while flashing him her naked breasts, she pushed the shower curtain open all the way. She climbed from the bathtub naked. He returned her exhibitionism with his exhibitionism. He stood from the toilet, and taking his time to pull up his pajama pants, he dick flashed his step grandmother his naked, erect prick. Instead of looking away, she not only looked but also, she stared at his naked, erect prick.
"Be a dear, Brett, and dry granny," she said, handing him her towel. "My Arthritis in my shoulders is hurting me today."
She laughed.
"When you're my age, I'm no longer embarrassed with you seeing me without my clothes. Even though my breasts sag down to my waist, I don't have a bad body for an elderly woman, " she said.
She gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. With her arms by her sides, giving him a long look of her naked body, she turned one way before turning the other way.
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed, something that we all wanted to do, my grandmother stood before him naked. He dried her naked body while touching and feeling her everywhere through her towel. He felt her naked ass, her naked pussy, and her naked breasts while wiping her dry.
"You have a very big penis," she said. "My husband had a much smaller penis than your monster. How big does it get when erect," she asked?
She stared down at his big bulge. He smiled while continuing to dry her huge, sagging breasts.
"It's 8" long and thicker than average when fully erect," he said with pride.
She reached her horny hand down to grope his erect cock through his pajama bottoms. She squeezed his prick while smiling. Then, not stopping there, she reached her hand inside his pajama pants, wrapped her elderly fingers around his dick, and squeezed it again while fondling the head of his erect cock with her arthritic fingers.
"Oh, my," she said. "It's so big. You're so hard. It's been years since I felt a hard cock."
She laughed.
"Maybe later, you can come to my room," she said with a pause. "To talk," she said with a sexy smile and a wink.
# # #
With her a whore as much as the rest of us are whores, the sex started with my grandmother. She invited him to sit with her while she took a bubble bath. With her not embarrassed or modestly moral, she asked him to wash her back.
"Be a dear, Brett, and wash granny's back," she said.
Obediently obeying her, he washed her back. Then, when she leaned forward, and with her huge tits falling forward with her, he washed the sides of her enormous breasts. Practically cupping her naked breasts in his hands, he took his time while watching the bubbles bursting around her to show him even more of her naked body.
Then, with her not slapping his hand away, not wanting to regret missing this opportunity, he cupped her breasts in the palms of his hands. Then, he fondled her naked tits while fingering her erect nipples. Instead of admonishing him for inappropriately touching her, she stared down at his horny hand while allowing him to pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples.
"I love having my nipples fingered while my breasts are fondled," she said with a dirty laugh.
Then, when he wiped the soap off of her breasts, he leaned down and sucked her nipples. When he did, as if she was breast feeding him, she put a gentle hand behind his head. She allowed him to suck her nipples.
"I love having my nipples sucked," she said.
Again, with her not stopping him, slapping his hand away, admonishing him, nor reaching her hand in the water to find the soap herself, he deliberately dropped the soap as his excuse to grope her pussy. He groped her pussy and parted her pussy lips with his finger. He fingered her cunt. With her holding his hand in place, and leaning back with her eyes closed, and her legs spread, he rubbed her clit, finger fucked her, and pressed on her G spot.
"Oh, my God, Brett. Oh, my God. Don't stop, Brett. Please, don't stop. Masturbate your granny. Give me an orgasm with your fingers," she said, closing her eyes with her mouth falling open.
Not taking her long to cum, he gave his step grandmother an orgasm with his fingers.
"Oh, Brett. That was wonderful. Thank you," she said. "It's been years since a man fingered my pussy."
Then, instead of asking him to leave, as she did before, she did again. She stood and faced him while naked.
"Be a dear, Brett, and dry your grandmother. The Arthritis in my shoulder makes it hard for me to do that," she said.
While paying more attention to her naked ass, her naked pussy, and her naked breasts, she allowed him to touch and feel her everywhere through the towel while drying her.
Not wasting any time talking about it, my grandmother was first to have sex with him. While the rest of us were sleeping, and with her an early riser, Brett gave her oral sex, made love to her, and fucked her. She made love to him and fucked him, too. Then, she blew him. She stroked his prick while sucking his prick. She allowed him to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed his cum.
# # #
Then, the next time she took a bubble bath, she invited him to climb in the tub and take a bubble bath with her. They had sex in the bathtub. He fucked her and she sucked him. With the four of us standing outside of the closed bathroom door listening to them having sex, no longer teasing him, flashing him, and/or playing games, we all had sex with him.
Rubbing our clits and finger fucking us, he fingered our pussies. While pressing on our G spots, he masturbated us. Then, he ate us. He gave us oral sex. He gave us multiple orgasms with his fingers and his tongue.
Then, he made slow and passionate love to us while making out with us. Finally, humping us faster and humping us harder, he fucked us. We returned his fast and hard humps with our fast and hard humps. Not asking him to wear a condom, we allowed him to cum in our pussies.
We all stroked him. We loved masturbating him while making out with him. Then, we blew him. We all loved sucking his cock. His compliment for a blowjob well done, we loved it when he thanked us by cumming in our mouths. We swallowed his cum and even allowed him to give us cum baths.
Now with everything out in the open, taking turns, we invited him to our rooms to spend the night. Once my grandmother broke the ice, after having sex with each of us individually, Brett had threesome sex with my cousin and I. After he made love to us and fucked us, while my cousin, Isabella, sucked his cock, I sat on his face. Then, switching places, she sat on his face while I sucked his cock. He ejaculated cum in both of our mouths.
He had threesome sex with my mother and with my aunt. After eating their pussies and making them cum, he made love to his stepmother, then he made love to his step aunt. Then, he fucked them both. He fucked them fast and hard enough to give them an orgasm with his cock.
Then, they blew him again and again. They took turns stroking and sucking his cock. He ejaculated his cum in both of their mouths, and they swallowed his cum.
Not stopping there, he had threesome sex with my mother and I. He had threesome sex with his step aunt and step cousin, too. In between, he continued having sex with my grandmother. She loved fucking his prick as much as she loved sucking his cock.
Brett had sex with one of us or two of us every day. When we weren't sucking him, he was fucking us. With none of us having a headache, a backache, stomachache, or an ass ache, unless we had our periods, we were always in the mood to have sex with him. We were never too tired to stroke his prick while sucking his dick. Never have we had as much sex as we all were having now.
A virtual cum machine, he had so much cum. He ejaculated huge loads of cum. As if he was a porn star doing the money shot while cumming on camera, he could cum three and four times during a threesome session.
When we weren't making love to him, fucking him, and or blowing him, he gave us multiple orgasms. He masturbated us. He ate us. He made us all feel so good and so sexually satisfied.
When we weren't making out with him, making love to him, and fucking him, we masturbated him. We blew him. We allowed him to not only cum in our mouths but also all over our faces, in our hair, and all over our naked bodies. Not stopping there, we loved him giving us cum baths.
No surprise there, he made me and my cousin pregnant with his babies. He made us his baby mommas. Fat and happy, we couldn't wait to add children to our family.
# # #
In the meantime, before we showed how pregnant we were, making his friends jealous, while posing for his camera, we allowed him to photograph all of us in our short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns. We posed for him in our sexy, low-cut bras, and revealing panties. We even allowed him to photograph us topless and naked. With all of us immorally immodest, we didn't care who saw us without our clothes.
Not stopping there, allowing him to not only show our sexy photos to his friends but also, we gave him our permission to post our nightgown and lingerie clad, our topless and naked photos on the internet. We even allowed him to make videos of us having sex with him and allowed him to post those on the internet, too. With our videos going viral, we received millions of views and thousands of comments.
His friends returned the favor of our nude photos with their nude photos. They sent us photos of their naked, erect pricks. They sent us videos of them masturbating themselves and cumming.
Again, not stopping there, they sent us photos topless and naked photos of their girlfriends, wives, mothers, sisters, aunts, cousins, grandmothers, mothers-in-law, and sisters-in-law, too. They sent us videos of them having incestuous sex with their relatives and forbidden sex with their in-laws, too. They sent us photos and videos of them having sex with their neighbors, co-workers, and family friends.
They sent us sexy emails of all that they wanted to do to us. We reciprocated and sent them explicit emails of all that we wanted to do to them. Of course, we couldn't do what we all wanted to do until the pandemic ended. As soon as COVID ended, and after we delivered our babies, all five of us would be having sex with all of his friends.
The End
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Naked Mom Poses for her Son, #01
I needed my son's help with my online dating profile.
My name is Victoria but everyone calls me Vicky. Never married, I'm a 41-year-old single mother. I have one child, my 22-year-old son, Brett.
I gave birth to him nine months after my high school graduation. I was 19-years-old. Devoted to him, I love him dearly. Except for my big sister, Maureen, he's my best friend.
I'm 5' 9" tall and have dark brown, shoulder length hair, and brown eyes. From the compliments that I've received, I'm considered to be attractive. With big breasts running in my family, taking after my mother, I have D cup breasts, long legs, and a shapely body.
Many women gain weight after giving birth, but I didn't. I still weigh the same as I did before I was pregnant. I still look good. Mistaking me for a thirty-something-year old instead of a forty-something-year-old, people tell me that I look ten-years younger.
Brett just graduated from college. The first in our family to graduate from college, I'm proud of him. He majored in computer science and minored in IT, AI technology, and photography. He earns good money, enough to afford him a new car, a Mustang GT.
He works from home as a software engineer. I work from home, too. I maintain the schedules of three doctors and three lawyers. Plugged into my headset, I'm always on the phone making their appointments and taking their messages.
He writes code for a software video game company. When he's not working writing code, he's in his room testing and playing video games. Because he plays so many video games, with him being the expert, he knows what customers want in their games.
# # #
I have one sister, Maureen. She's quite the opposite of me in everything she does and likes, especially sexually. She doesn't look anything like me.
She's my big sister. She's 5' 8" tall, is 43-years-old, and is very beautiful. She has long, lush, red hair, big, blue eyes, freckles, and enormous, double D cup, Irish milkmaid breasts. I love my sister as much as I love my son. I wish I could be more like her in her confidence with men.
Married three times with no children, she not only had sex with two of her brothers-in-law but also, she had sex with one of her fathers-in-law, too. She's even participated in the swinging lifestyle with her third husband before divorcing him. She's had sex with women, threesome sex, foursome sex, circle jerks, and orgies, too. She's attended swingers' socials and private house parties.
She's a bit of a whore. Unable to trust her, I'd never leave her alone with Brett. With no man able to resist wanting to have sex with her, she'd probably have sex with him, too.
For my fortieth birthday last June, instead of taking me out to dinner, Maureen took me to a CFNM, a female, nude male strip club. With me being the birthday girl, I received a lot of attention. Totally mortified, three naked strippers surrounded me. While feeling my breasts through my bra and blouse, they tried to stick their naked pricks in my hand.
Then, when they tried to stick their cocks in my mouth, I turned my head, and pushed them away. Something I never told my sister; I've never masturbated and/or blown a man. Just as I've never given a man oral sex, I never had a man give me oral sex. With me an anomaly, I've only had sexual intercourse once.
The slut that she is, my sister allowed the strippers to unbutton her blouse and lift her bra over her naked breasts. She allowed them to fondle her naked breasts, finger her nipples, and suck her nipples. She not only stroked three strippers' cocks but also, she took them in her mouth and blew them, too. She removed them from her mouth, before they ejaculated their cum in her mouth. Nonetheless, I couldn't believe she stroked their cocks while sucking their dicks.
With me being a bit of a prude, and not much of a drinker, I was too ashamed to do anything. Practically a virgin, I've only had sex with one man. A virgin then, not a pleasant experience, he scarred by forcing himself on me. He had a big cock and it hurt when he entered me.
# # #
Maureen is always pressuring me to relax, break loose, and have some fun while I still can and am still young. She's tried fixing me up on blind dates. When I refused, she wanted me to join an online dating site.
Never married, I don't have a boyfriend. I've never dated anyone. The one and only time that I had sex was 23-years ago when I was 18-years-old in the backseat of a car on my prom night.
My first time drinking alcohol, my prom date got me drunk enough to have sex with me. When I passed out, he stripped me naked and had his way with me. If it wasn't bad enough that he got me drunk, stripped me naked, and forced himself on me, he impregnated me with my son.
Forget about him taking responsibility and marrying me, abandoning me, he left me to raise my baby boy alone. Instead of him helping me emotionally and financially, he joined the Army, and was killed in action. Yet, having my son was the best thing that ever happened to me. I cannot imagine my life without having Brett in it, and sharing it with him.
"You need to get out there, Vicky," said my sister. "You need to fool around and play the field."
She nodded her head.
"You need to find someone. It's not good to live without having a man in your life," she said. "You need to have sex."
I laughed.
"When it comes to having sex with a man, I'm clueless. I have no idea what to do. I'm not like you, Maureen. I'm more like a nun in a convent. I know little about sex, how to be a girlfriend, and how to be a wife," I said.
I gave her a sad smile.
"With mom disowning me when I became pregnant, except for you taking me in to live with you, and buying me diapers and formula, she wasn't any help," I said. "She acted more like a stranger than a grandmother."
I gave her a sad, little smile.
# # #
"It makes my skin crawl to think about some man that I don't know and just met trying to kiss me while groping me through my clothes. Gross. That's so gross. That's not going to happen," I said, shaking my head.
Maureen laughed.
"If it will make you feel more comfortable by easing yourself into having sex," she said. "Have sex with someone you know, a male friend. Have sex with someone you like well enough, and who you feel comfortable kissing him while he undressed you, and stripped you naked," she said.
I laughed.
"Except for you and my son, I don't have any friends. I especially don't have any male friends. I don't have someone who I like well enough to make out with him and allow him to undress me," I said, making a face.
She laughed. Then, she said something that shocked me. No doubt, she said what she said to get a reaction out of me. She said something that she obviously would do.
"Have sex with Brett. I'm sure he's seen you in your nightgown, bra and panties, topless, and/or naked," she said. "I'd have sex with him," she said with a dirty laugh.
I looked at my sister as if she was nuts.
# # #
"What? Oh, my God, Maureen. Are you crazy? I'd never have sex with my son," I said. "What's wrong with you?"
I stared at her stunned by her suggestion of telling me to have sex with Brett. She laughed. Then, she rolled her eyes, sighed, and shrugged her shoulders.
"I always wear a robe over my nightgowns. He's never seen me in my bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. I always undress and dress with my bedroom door closed," I said.
I shook my head and made a face.
"Not wanting to tempt him to spy on me naked while taking a bath or a shower, I don't even leave my bathroom door ajar to let out the steam. Instead, I turn the ceiling fan on high," I said. "With you married three times and a swinger having sex with everyone in the swinging lifestyle, I'm not a whore like you, Maureen."
My sister laughed again.
"Incest is best," she said with a dirty laugh. "If I had a son who looked like him, I would have walked around him in my sexy nightgowns, in my bra and panties, topless, and naked. I already would have sucked and fucked him," she said with another dirty laugh.
Accustomed to her saying nasty things and telling me dirty jokes, I looked at my sister with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open.
"Jesus, Maureen. He's your blood related nephew. How dare you even think such a thought, never mind telling me, his mother, the filth that you're thinking," I said with indignation. "Gross. That's so gross. You're gross."
# # #
I made a face. She disgusted me. Then, giving me something to think about, surprising even myself, I pondered the thought of her having sex with her nephew. Then, I pondered the thought of me having sex with my son. I couldn't believe that I was even contemplating the thoughts.
I envisioned making out with him while he felt me through my clothes. I visualized him slowly undressing me and stripping me naked. Then, I came to my senses.
"I wouldn't even know how to go about having sex with him," I said.
Not realizing that I was asking for her help to seduce my son, I paused before I said what I was thinking.
"Besides, he may not even be sexually attracted to me," I said.
It was then that I wondered if he was sexually attracted to me. I wondered if he'd have sex with his mother in the way that I was suddenly thinking about having sex with my son. With her the expert, and with me suddenly having forbidden thoughts, I looked to my big sister with innocent curiosity.
"How would I know if he'd have sex with his mother," I asked?
She laughed.
# # #
"First stop wearing those long robes over your nightgowns," she said with a laugh. "Start wearing short, sheer, low-cut, sexy nightgowns without a robe. Show him a little skin. Flash him up nightgown peeks of your naked pussy and down nightgown views of your naked breasts," she said with another laugh.
Surprising me that she was sexually arousing me by talking about me deliberately flashing Brett to entice him to have sex with me, I looked at her with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open.
"Jesus, Maureen. I can't do that. I can't deliberately flash my son," I said. "With me modestly moral, and easily embarrassed, as far as I know he's never seen more than my bra strap."
She laughed again.
"You can deliberately flash him if you make your flashes appear unintentional," she said. "While making it appear accidental, deliberately drop your towel in front of him. While he's standing in the doorway of the bathroom talking to you, with a hair dryer in one hand and a hair brush in your other hand, allow your towel to slide down to your waist. Expose your naked breasts to him while making your flash seem unintentional," she said.
Even though I felt disgusted by what my sister said about flashing him and having sex him, I was sexually aroused thinking about making out with him while he touched and felt me through my clothes. Then, when I thought about him undressing me and stripping me naked, my pussy was wet and my nipples erected. Suddenly, in the way that my sister wanted to have sex with her nephew, I wanted to have sex with my son.
# # #
At the very least, giving me something to rub my clit with my pink, bunny vibrator and fuck my pussy with my big, black dildo, I decided to see if he was sexually attracted to me by flashing him. Daring myself to do so, with me a teetotaler, tipsy after having one glass of wine, I opened a bottle of white wine. As nervous as I was sexually aroused, I quickly polished off two glasses of wine, and poured myself a third glass when Brett returned home from running his errands.
"Mom? I'm home. Where are you," he asked from downstairs?
Needing the courage for what I was about to do, I gulped down my third glass of wine.
"I'm upstairs in my room," I said.
As if he had something important to tell me, he hurried upstairs. My bedroom door was wide open and my bedroom was brightly lit. He looked from me to look at my bed strewn with my clothes.
First he noticed my dresses, my skirts, and my blouses. Then he stared at a pile of my bras and panties. After finding my panties beneath his pillow, I knew that he's masturbated over my sexy lingerie.
Giving me more reason to think that he may want to have sex with me, he kissed me on the lips good morning and kissed me on the lips goodnight. Whenever he kissed me, as if I was his wife, his girlfriend, or his lover instead of his mother, he hugged me. He pressed his bulging erection against my pelvis and squished my bathrobe and nightgown clad breasts against his muscular chest.
Something that I'd never tell my sister, when kissing me, he rested his hand at the top of my ass and his other hand on the side of my breast through my clothes. Sometimes, especially if he had been drinking, he allowed his hand to slowly slide down my backside and cupped my ass. Once, cupping it in his big hand, while making it appear accidental, he felt my breast through my blouse and my bra.
# # #
"I've been trying to find something to wear. I have nothing to wear," I said, shrugging my frustration.
He laughed.
"You have so many clothes, mom," he said. "I have four pairs of jeans, half a dozen T-shirts, three sweatshirts, two pairs of sneakers, and one pair of shoes."
I looked up at my son and smiled.
"Men aren't as interested in clothes as women are," I said with a chuckle. "Could you help me pick out an outfit," she asked? "I need a man's opinion."
# # #
Ignoring the dresses, pushing one aside while lifting up one and then another, he looked through my short skirts and low-cut blouses.
"While showing off your long and shapely legs, a short skirt and a low-cut blouse will make you look younger and sexier," he said.
As if he was suddenly undressing me with his eyes, and wondering what I looked like without my clothes, he stared at me with curiosity.
"Did you meet someone? Are you finally going out on a date," he asked with a little laugh?
I frowned at him and shook my head.
"No. I haven't met anyone. And I've never been on a date," I said. "Maureen has been pressuring me for years to join an online dating site, and I finally summoned the nerve and agreed," I said. "I'm so nervous."
I looked at my son and smiled.
"Can you help me? I don't know anything about computers. I'm supposed to post a profile to tell men about me along with photos of what I look like," I said.
# # #
He immediately picked out three outfits, a navy blue, short skirt, and a light blue, low-cut blouse that was transparent enough to show the outline of my bra. He set aside a forest green, short skirt, and a matching light green blouse that was transparent enough to show the outline of my bra. Then, he picked out a dark red, short skirt, and a light pink blouse again, that was sheer enough to show the outline of my bra.
The skirts and blouses that he picked were all nearly the same style but in different colors. He took his time going through my lingerie. He picked up each bra and panty while feeling them. He did everything but sniff them. Giving him an obvious erection, he held and fiddled with my sexy lingerie longer than necessary.
Finally, he picked out a matching light blue, low-cut bra with a light blue, sheer panty, a light green, low-cut bra with a light green, sheer panty, and a pink low-cut bra with light pink, sheer panties. He arranged the skirts and blouses with the bras and panties covering them as if I was wearing them. He surprised me how excited he became by just seeing and feeling my bras and panties.
"That's good. Actually, I like what you picked out. I never would have chosen those outfits. I would have worn a long dress that buttoned to my neck instead of short skirts and low-cut blouses," I said with a laugh.
# # #
Had I not been drinking, filled with trepidation, I never would have said what I said. Surprising even myself, suddenly sexually aroused, I never would have done what I was about to do. As if I had turned into a whore like my sister and behaving like her, daring myself to do so, I was ready to expose myself to my son.
"Please forgive me for what I'm about to do," I said with a nervous giggle. "We're both adults. If I'm going to start dating, I need to not be as modest around men as I am," I said. "I need you to help me to feel more comfortable not wearing my clothes."
Not understanding my meaning, he looked at me with confused curiosity. Ready to unbutton my blouse in front of him, I put my fingers to the button of my blouse. As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in his head, he stared at my fingers with bated breath.
"You may look away if you're uncomfortable and don't want to see your mother undressing," I said.
I giggled. With him having never watched me undressing, he let out a nervous, little laugh. Not looking away, clearly with him not feeling uncomfortable watching me undress, he looked sexually excited. He stared at me as if I was a stripper in a VIP room giving him a private show.
"I've had three glasses of wine to do what I'm about to do," I said. "I'm a little bit drunk," I said with a hiccup.
I laughed.
# # #
He stared at me in disbelief as I slowly and sexily unbuttoned my blouse. I stared at him to watch his reaction to see me in my bra. Again, as if I was a stripper on stage getting ready to dance around a pole to music, I slowly and sexily removed my blouse, and tossed it on the bed. Turning to face him with my arms by my sides, I stood to face him in my sheer, low-cut bra and my short skirt.
Something he had never seen before, he stared at me in my bra. He stared at my bra clad breasts and my long line of cleavage as if he had never seen a woman in her bra before. Immediately with his stare sexually arousing me, my nipples erected. He could clearly see my dark, pink areolas and my light, pink nipples through my sheer brassiere.
He stared at erect my nipples. Something he never would have seen if I was wearing a padded bra, I hate padded bras. I don't know why designers make padded bras for busty women. We don't need nor want the extra padding. We feel sexy when the impression of our erect nipples can be seen through our bras and blouses.
Then, I unbuttoned and unzipped my skirt. I allowed it to slowly slide down to my feet. I removed that, too. Something I've never done in front of any man, not even my doctor, who's a woman by the way, again, I turned to face my son in my bra and panties and with my arms by my sides.
As if I was a lingerie model modeling my sexy underwear, I gave him a long look of me in my bra and panty. I turned one way before turning the other way. Maureen would be proud of me.
"Before I change my mind, something that I could never do unless I drank half a bottle of wine," I said with a laugh. "I need you to photograph me in my bra and panties."
He disappeared in his room to grab his camera, and quickly returned. As if he was a professional photographer and I was his model, he took dozens of photos of me in my white, sexy low-cut bra and my white, bikini panties. With him directing me on how to pose, again, I turned one way before turning the other way while he continued photographing me.
# # #
Daring myself to do so, shocking him as much as I astonished myself, with him holding his breath, he stared at me with his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth hanging open. While smiling at him as if I was a hooker that he hired, I reached behind me, and unhooked my bra. Then, I removed my bra straps from my shoulders, and my arms from my bra straps. While holding my bra cups in place with both hands, I removed one bra cup before removing the other bra cup.
Again, turning to face him with my arms by my sides, I stood in front of him topless. I exposed my tits to my son. Something he had never seen and something I thought that I'd never do, I showed him my naked breasts. With his erection bulging out his jeans, he stared at me with his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth falling open in disbelief and in sexual excitement.



"Well, tell me. What do you think of your mother's tits," I asked?
I turned one way before turning the other way. Then, as if offering him my naked breasts for him to touch them, feel them, and fondle them, I lifted my breasts in the palms of my hands. I slid slow hands across my nipples to erect them even more. He stared at my breasts as if he had never seen naked tits. Then, without asking my permission, he continued photographing me while topless.
"You have beautiful breasts and big nipples, mother," he said looking through the lens of his camera. "I love your breasts."
# # #
Giving him plenty to masturbate over later, after taking dozens of photos of me in my bra and panties, he took dozens of photos of me topless. Again, daring myself to do so, had I not been drunk, I never would have stripped myself naked in front of him. I slowly and sexily slid down my panties to expose my brown, trimmed, naked pussy to him.
Continuing to take photos of me, he photographed me naked. Then, when I turned and bent at the waist to show him my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy, he took more photos of me without my clothes. As if I was twerking, I wiggled my ass in front of him.
Again, my sister would not only be proud of me but also, she'd be jealous. I couldn't wait to tell her that I not only removed my blouse and my skirt and posed in front of him but also, I allowed him to photograph me in my sexy lingerie. Then, with her not believing me, I couldn't wait to tell her that I removed my bra and posed topless in front of him.
She'll never believe that I allowed him to photograph me topless unless I showed her the photos. If that wasn't enough, I removed my panties, posed in front of him, and allowed him to take photos of me naked. With her being the whore that she is, I wondered if she'd ask me for my permission to strip herself naked in front of her nephew, and ask him to photograph her without her clothes, too.
"Oh, mom," he said. "You're so beautiful. You're so sexy. You're so shapely. You have a beautiful body."
I smiled.
"Thank you," I said.
# # #
Now that I was naked, while feeling more comfortable around him without wearing any clothes, I tried on all three of the outfits that he picked. I dressed and undressed three times. I had him photograph me wearing each bra and panties and in each skirt and blouse. He took dozens of photos of me dressing and undressing. He took more photos of me wearing the blue, the green, and the red skirts and blouses.
"May I ask you a question? You don't have to answer me if you're embarrassed," I said.
He laughed.
"Embarrassed," he said laughing again? "After seeing you in your bra and panties, topless, and naked mother, you may ask me anything," he said.
While thinking that he may be as sexually backward as I am, I paused while smiling at him.
"Are you a virgin," I asked?
He looked at me and made a face. Then, he laughed.
"Quite the opposite mother. Even though I never went on spring break, with everyone drinking and/or taking drugs, I had lots of sex in college. If there wasn't a frat party, there was a dorm party," he said. "Frat parties and dorm parties, with so many coeds naked and having sex, are much like swingers' home parties."
# # #
Then, curious for his response, I asked him my next question.
"Be honest. Tell me the truth. Now that you've seen me and photographed me in my bra and panties, topless, and naked," I said.
I paused while staring at him.
"Are you sexually attracted to me," I asked?
Not covering my nakedness with my hand or with my forearm, I put my arms by my side. Again, I turned one way before turning the other way. Then, I turned and bent at the waist to show him my naked ass and the back of my, glistening wet, naked pussy.
He laughed again.
"Jesus mom, if I wasn't sexually attracted to before, and I was, after seeing you in your bra and panties, topless, and naked, I'm definitely sexually attracted to you now," he said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
I smiled before asking him my next question.
"Have you masturbated over me while imagining seeing me in my bra and panties, topless, and naked while having sex with me," I asked?
He laughed.
"I'm young, dumb, filled with cum, and always horny. With me having a MILF of a mother like you, yes, I've masturbated over you lots of times," he said. "Yes, I've stroked myself while imagining you without your clothes and having sex with me."
Having never heard the term, I looked at him with confusion.
"MILF? What's that," I asked?
He smiled.
"It's a compliment, mom. A MILF is a mother that I'd love to fuck," he said.
I blushed. I bit my lip while imagining him naked and on top of me while fucking me. I imagined turning him over, mounting him, and fucking him.
"You'd like to fuck me? You'd like to have sex with your mother," I asked?
He nodded his head.
"I'd love to have sex with you, mom," he said.
# # #
I was stunned. Suddenly feeling like a desired woman instead of a mother, my son wanted to have sex with me. He called me a MILF. He wanted to fuck me. I wondered what my sister would do if Brett told her that he was sexually attracted to her, had masturbated over her, and wanted to have sex with her, too.
"If I agreed and gave you my permission to have sex with me," I said.
I paused again. I hoped that he was serious about wanting to have sex with me. I hoped that he just wasn't flattering me and telling me what I wanted to hear.
"Would you have sex with me? Would you have sex with your mother," I asked?
He stared up at me with lust. He continued looking at me with desire. He looked at me with sexual excitement as I looked at him with sexual arousal.
"Oh, God, mom. Yes, mom. I'd have sex with you. I'd love to have sex with you," he said.
I paused as if rethinking what I was about to say. Building up to it, had I not consumed half a bottle of wine, never mind stripping myself naked, I never would have asked him if he was sexually attracted to me. Moreover, I never would have asked him if he wanted to have sex with me. Had I not done all that I had done to entice him, tease him, allow him to photograph me, I definitely wouldn't have agreed to have sex with my son.
# # #
I paused again while choosing my words carefully.
"I need to ask you another favor. You can say no if you want," I said.
I paused while feeling embarrassed with all that I was about to confess.
"I'm practically a virgin while your aunt is a whore. She's been married three times and has had sex with lots of men. She even participated in the swinging lifestyle with her third husband," I said.
Ready to tell him everything, I told him more about my sister.
"She told me that she'd have sex with you," I said with a dirty laugh.
He looked at me stunned that his aunt wanted to have sex with him. Definitely, judging him by his look, he not only wanted to have sex with me but also, he wanted to have sex with my sister, too. Instead of this being a nightmare with me pressuring my son to have sex with me, this is a sexual fantasy. Something that I'll never forget, I'll remember the day that I had sex with my son for the rest of my life.
I paused again.
"I've only had sex with one man, my prom date twenty-three-years ago. He raped me in the backseat of his car when I was eighteen-years-old. Subsequently, he impregnated me with you. Scared, and scared, I wasn't interested in men after having that experience. Besides, I was too busy working and caring for you. I didn't have the time to date," I said.
He nodded his head to show me that he understood.
"Instead of having an abortion, glad that I didn't, I was blessed to have you as my son," I said. "You are the best thing that ever happened to me."
# # #
Instead of him saying anything about me being brutalized by my prom date, he was more interested in my sister.
"Would Auntie Maureen really have sex with me," he said with excitement?
Then, he laughed. I made a face, shrugged, and nodded my head.
"I'm sorry. What's your favor, mother? I'll do anything for you," he said.
I smiled at my son while biting my lip. I was as afraid that he'd say no as much as I feared that he'd say yes. Already assured that he would have sex with me; while hoping he wouldn't change his mind, I asked him my question again.
"Would you have sex with me," I asked?
He stared at me with shock and sexual excitement.
"Yes, mom. I'm serious when I said that I'd love to have sex with you," he said.
To be continued...
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Naked Mom Poses for her Son, rewritten and continued from #01:
Not knowing how he'd reply, taking a chance that he'd reject me, I paused again while choosing my words carefully.
"Please forgive me, but I need to ask you another favor. If you're uncomfortable with the favor that I'm asking you to do, you can say no if you want," I said. "No pressure."
I paused again. What I'm about to ask him to do may ruin the close mother and son relationship that we have. Not just crossing the line, I'm about to take a giant leap over the line of what a mother should never do with her son. Then, what I'm about to ask him to do may bring us even closer together as lovers than as mother and son. My sister always said that once you see someone naked and have sex with them, you'll have a bond with them for the rest of your life.
"I have several groups of friends. My childhood friends, my neighborhood friends, my close friends, my best friends, and my swinging friends. Because I had sex with my swinging friends we'll always be close. Not wanting them to think and know me as the whore that I am, we say and do things that I would never do with my other friends," said my sister.
Suddenly feeling embarrassed not because I was naked in front of my son but I was ashamed by all that I was about to confess. I quickly got dressed. I felt confident that he'd agree to have sex with me because of how he stared at me when I was in my bra and panties, topless, and naked. If he did want to have sex with me, I wanted to get dressed so that he could make out with me and feel me through my clothes, undress me, and strip me naked.
# # #
"I'm practically a virgin while your aunt is a whore. She's been married three times and has had sex with lots of men. She even participated in the swinging lifestyle with her third husband," I said.
Ready to tell him everything, I told him more about my sister.
"She told me that she wanted to have sex with you," I said with a dirty laugh.
He looked at me stunned that his aunt wanted to have sex with him. Definitely, judging him by his look, he not only wanted to have sex with me but also, he wanted to have sex with my sister, too. Instead of a nightmare with me pressuring him to have sex by stripping myself naked, and allowing him to photograph me in my bra and panties, topless, and naked, this is my sexual fantasy coming true.
Something that I'll never forget, I'll remember the day that I had stripped myself naked and allowed him to photograph me without my clothes. I hoped he'd give me another lifelong memory. Again, something that I'll never forget, I hoped my son would have sex with me.
I paused again while thinking what to say. I was embarrassed by confessing what happened to me so long ago.
"I've only had sex with one man, my prom date twenty-three-years ago. He raped me in the backseat of his car when I was eighteen-years-old. He impregnated me with you. Scared, and scarred, I wasn't interested in men after having that experience. Besides, I was too busy working and caring for you. I didn't have the money or the time to date," I said.
He nodded his head to show me that he understood.
"Instead of having an abortion, glad that I didn't, I was blessed to have you as my son," I said. "You are the best thing that ever happened to me."
# # #
Instead of him saying anything about me being brutalized by my prom date, not surprisingly, with my sister so beautiful, sexy, and shapely, he was more interested in asking me about her.
"Would Auntie Maureen really have sex with me," he asked with obvious excitement?
Then, he laughed nervously.
I made a face, shrugged, and nodded my head.
"Yes, she would have sex with you," I said. "She's sexually attracted to you. She's always talking about you."
He stared at me as if he was imagining my sister naked and having sex with her.
"I'm sorry. What's your favor, mother? No matter what it is, I'll do anything for you," he said. "Anything. All you have to do is ask."
I smiled at my son while biting my lip. I was as afraid that he'd say no as much as I feared that he'd say yes. Already assured that he would have sex with me; he told me that he would. I hoped that he hadn't changed his mind. I asked him my question again.
"Would you have sex with me," I asked? "Would you have sex with your mother?"
With him having already seen me in my sexy lingerie, topless, and naked, he stared at me with shock and sexual excitement.
"Yes, mom. I was serious when I said that I'd love to have sex with you," he said.
# # #
Naked Mom Poses for her Son, #02:
Never feeling nervous around my son before, I felt nervous now. While staring down at my bedroom carpet, I fidgeted with the button of my blouse. Would I dare go through with it? A big step to take, would I have sex with my son?
"Only, with me not knowing what to do should I get a date with a man, I need to know what to do. I want you to show me what to do. I want to use you as my teacher. I want to do everything to you and I want you to do everything to me that I would do to any man and you would do to any woman," I said. "What better way to get over my shyness, my modesty, and my sexual inhibitions than by having sex with you?"
Seemingly, he was not only agreeable to having sex with me but also, he was ready to have sex with me. Becoming more sexually aroused with everything that I wanted to do to his naked body and everything that I wanted him to do to my naked body; I smiled at my son while reciting my sexual menu. After hearing all that I wanted to do, I hoped that he wouldn't change his mind.
"I want to make out with you while you feel me through my clothes. Then while continuing to make out as if we're boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife, or lovers instead of mother and son, I want you to slowly and sexily undress me. As if I'm your whore instead of your mother, I want you to strip me naked," I said.
I paused while staring at him. I watched his reaction to all that I said and what more that I was about to say. Something so forbidden, I wondered if he'd make out with his mother. When he smiled while encouraging me by nodding his head, I continued telling him what more that I wanted him to do. As shocked as I was sexually aroused, I couldn't believe my son wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with him.
"After you remove my clothes," I said.
Suddenly feeling like a whore that my sister is and always has been, I paused. He wasn't just any man that I asked home, he was my son. Not just crossing the line, I took a giant leap of faith that he'd have sex with me.
I felt uncomfortable soliciting him for sex. I felt embarrassed telling him what I wanted to do and what I needed him to do. Yet, daring myself to purge myself, I swallowed my shame and continued.
"I want you to masturbate me. Then, I want you to lick me. I want you to give me an orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue," I said.
Shocking myself that I was asking all of this of my son, I paused again. Telling him all that I wanted him to do sexually aroused me as much as it made me feel emotionally uncomfortable. Instead of rebuking me, instead of feeling revolted that I wanted to have sex with him, he smiled.
"Having never had oral sex, I want to know what that feels like. I want you to eat my pussy," I said. "Can you do that, Brett? Can you eat your mother's cunt?"
# # #
While waiting for his reply, with him eating me, going beyond me stripping myself naked and allowing him to photograph me without my clothes, expecting him to say no, I paused again. Surprising me, instead of replying, he took me in my arms, looked into my eyes, and caressed my cheek. He brushed my hair back with his hand. Then, he kissed me. Giving me not just the peck on the lips that he gives me every morning and every night, he kissed me passionately.
He parted my lips with his tongue, and felt my breasts through my blouse and bra with one hand while feeling and squeezing my ass through my short skirt and panties with his other hand. He lifted the back of my short skirt to feel and squeeze my panty clad ass with his other hand. Then, he reached his other hand to the front of me and cupped my pussy through my panties in his big hand. Immediately, my nipples erected and my pussy moistened, too.
I returned his French kisses with my deep wet kisses. With him continuing to feel and fondle me through my clothes, we continued making out as if we were teenagers. Not letting me go, he held me while kissing my neck, fondling my breasts, and feeling my ass through my clothes. I reached down and felt his big and hard erection through his jeans. Then, with him seemingly receptive to all that I was asking him to do, I whispered what more I wanted him to do in his ear.
"After you eat me, while making out with me, I want you to make slow and passionate love to me. Then, I want you to fuck me fast and hard enough to give me a second orgasm, this time with your cock," I said. "I want you to cum in my pussy. I want you to cum in your mother's cunt."
He smiled. He looked at me with horniness. He looked at me with lust. He looked at me with desire.
"I'd love to do all of those things, and more, mother," he said.
I nodded my head. Then, I took a step back while holding his hands.
"Finally, returning the favor of us having sex, I want to stroke your cock while sucking your prick. Having never given a blowjob, I want to blow you, Brett. Having never tasted cum, I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to swallow your cum," I said.
I laughed with what I was about to say next.
"Lastly, I want you to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. What my sister told me that she loves men doing to her, I want you to do to me. I want you to give me a cum bath," I said. "I want to know what it feels like to be dripping with your lustful desire for me."
He stared at me stunned.
"I'd love you to stroke me while sucking me. I'd you to blow me, mom. I'd love to cum in your mouth and watch you swallow my cum. I'd love to give you a cum bath and cum all over your face and all over your naked body," he said.
# # #
I paused.
"There's one more thing," I said.
Already knowing his reaction to what I was about to request, I added a sweet reward for him agreeing to have sex with me.
"Needing to learn what more to do, and with her the expert, I want to watch you having sex with my sister," I said. "I want to watch you giving her oral sex. I want to watch her making love to you, and fucking you. Then, I want to watch her stroking and sucking your cock."
He stared at me with his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth hanging open.
"After learning what to do with a man from you, I need to learn what a woman does to a man from her. Then, after you have sex with my sister, having never been with a woman before, I'm curious to know what that's like to have sex with a woman. I want to have threesome sex with you and my sister," I said.
As if he had just won the lottery, he looked at me stunned.
"Oh, my God, mom. Really? Seriously," he said.
Looking at me with disbelief, he gave me a big smile.
"I'd love to have sex with Auntie Maureen," he said. "I'd love to have threesome sex with the both of you. Oh, my God, mom. I love you," he said, giving me another French kiss.
# # #
Seizing the moment, ready to begin the sexual seduction of my son, I removed my bedspread while he stripped off his clothes as if they were on fire. As soon as he removed his briefs, his stiff prick pointed straight out at me as if his erect penis was choosing me. His cock looked so big and so hard. Thinking more about my sister than myself, she's going to love stroking him, sucking him, and fucking him.
Not removing my clothes, I wanted him to make out with me while touching and feeling me through my clothes. I wanted him to undress me. I wanted my son to strip his mother naked. I wanted him to touch and feel my naked body everywhere.
I climbed on my bed, and he moved next to me. As if we were lovers instead of mother and son, we kissed. While I was fully dressed and he was naked, we made out. He parted my lips with his tongue and French kissed while feeling me everywhere through my clothes.
He felt my breasts, fingered my nipples, and my ass through my clothes. I wrapped my long, manicured fingers around his thick prick. My first time holding a cock in my hand, enamored with his big dick, I felt, squeezed, and fondled his naked erection. As soon as I grasped his penis, it grew bigger and harder. As soon as I held his prick in his hand, even after allowing him to photograph me while naked, I've never been as aroused as I was.
Then, while we continued making out, giving him something to masturbate over for the rest of his life, he slowly undressed me. He took his time unbuttoning my blouse. Even though he had already seen my naked breasts, before unbuttoning the next button of my blouse, he looked to see what each unbuttoned button revealed.
Finally, after unbuttoning my blouse, he removed my blouse. He stared at me in my low-cut brassiere as if he had never seen a woman in her bra before. He traced my long line of cleavage with his index finger. Then, he unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed my skirt. He stared at me in my bra and panties.
Then, he reached around me to unhook my bra. As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head of being stripped topless, he slowly removed my bra straps from my shoulders and my arms from my bra straps. He stared at my naked breasts. He felt and fondled my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples.
Finally, with him making me so wet, I lifted my buttocks from the bed while he slid my panties down and removed them, too. He stripped me naked. I relished being naked in front of my son again. Something that I'll remember and will be masturbating over for the rest of my life, I was naked and in bed with my naked son.
Then, while continuing to kiss me, he touched, felt, and fondled my naked body everywhere that a son should never touch, feel, and fondle his naked mother. Making my nipples bigger and harder, he pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted my nipples. He reached between my legs and rubbed my clit while finger fucking me. He made my pussy so wet. My son masturbated me.
# # #
Then, once I was naked, while kissing my naked body everywhere, he moved halfway down the bed, and made himself comfortable between my thighs. Wanting to see him eating me, I spread my legs wider and put another pillow beneath my head to watch him. While staring up at me and smiling, he rubbed my clit and finger fucked me. Something that I've masturbated over my son doing, rubbing my clit harder and finger fucking my pussy, he continued masturbating me.
'Oh, my God. Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Thank you, Jesus.'
Then, sending shivers down my spine and warmth all over my naked body, I had goosebumps everywhere. Something that many men seldom do to women, he licked my clit while finger fucking my cunt. My son was eating me. He gave me oral sex. When he pressed on my G spot while licking me, I thought I was going to prematurely cum.
He not only masturbated me but also, he ate me. He had his long and wide tongue buried deep in my pussy, his mother's cunt. With this my first time receiving oral sex, and with him a master pussy licker, it didn't take me long to cum.
I thought of something my sister always said. Oral sex is the best. I'd rather blow a man that I never want to see again, and have him cum in my mouth, than having him stick his tongue in my mouth and French kiss me. A blowjob is less personal than a French kiss.
While he continued eating me, I reached my hand down to run my fingers through his thick, black hair. Unable to wrap my head around, my sexual fantasy coming true, my son was eating my pussy. While masturbating, he continued licking my cunt. Not wanting him to stop, he gave me multiple orgasms with his fingers and with his tongue.
"Brett! Oh, Brett! Oh, my God, Brett. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Finger me deeper. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," I said. "Mommy is cumming."
I closed my eyes, arched my back, and stiffened my legs, while putting a gentle hand to the back of his head and pressing his tongue deeper in my cunt. Then, I put my hands on each side of his head. As if he was my sponge, I gave him my version of a cum bath. I rubbed his face all over my wet pussy. He had my vaginal secretions everywhere, all over his face, in his hair, up his nose, and in his mouth.
"Oh, my God, Brett. Oh, my God. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," I said. "Mommy is cumming, again."
# # #
Not taking me long to have an orgasm, I fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not allowing me to rest for long, eager to get on top of me and make love to me, he mounted me. I reached down and took hold of his stiff dick in my hand and parted my pussy lips.
He was so big. He was so thick. He was so hard. Then, with a gentle hump, he was inside of me. With my warm wetness engulfing his prick, he was making love to his mother and I was making love to my son.
Continuing to make out, we made slow and passionate love to one another. Then, gradually humping me faster and harder, he fucked me. I returned his fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps.
I fucked my son and he fucked his mother. As soon as I put both of my hands on his naked ass and pressed down on it, he moved deeper inside of me. Obediently obeying me, not taking him long, he exploded a load of cum in my pussy.
With him not wearing a condom and with me still able to become pregnant, I imagined my son impregnating me. I imagined him giving me his baby. Odd for me to think that, I wondered if we'd have a baby boy or a baby girl. Then, I wondered what we'd name our baby.
He continued fucking me. He fucked me faster. He fucked me harder. Pile driving my cunt, he pounded my pussy. I returned his fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. I fucked my son as much as he fucked his mother. Then, I felt the wave of sexual passion warm my body.
"Oh, Brett. Oh, Brett. Oh, my God, Brett. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Don't stop humping me. Fuck me, Brett. Fuck your mother," I said.
I wrapped my arms tighter around his neck. I wrapped my long legs around his back. I pressed on his ass again while pressing his cock deeper inside of my vagina.
"I'm cumming, Brett. Mommy is cumming," I said. "Jesus, Brett. Jesus."
I closed my eyes, arched my back, and stiffened my legs while falling silent to enjoy the afterglow of sex again.
# # #
Not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex for long, as soon as I rested, I moved halfway down the bed. This was it. This was really it. I was going to do it.
Having never given a blowjob before, I was about to blow my son. He was as excited about seeing me naked and having sex with me, as I was aroused to stroke his cock while sucking his prick. Because of my sister's encouragement, I was about to give him oral sex and allow him to cum in my mouth. Having never tasted cum before, I was going to swallow his cum.
As soon as I took his still erect prick in my hand, he lifted his head to stare down at me. I played with the head of his penis with my long, manicured fingers while squeezing his cock. I stared up at him smiling while I kissed and licked the head of his big dick. I slowly stroked his cock with one hand while cupping his testicles with my other hand.
"You have such a big prick, Brett. I love your hard cock," I said while stroking him.
Then, I took him in my mouth and sucked him while continuing to stroke him. I stared up at him to show him his cock buried in my mouth. I couldn't believe I was blowing my son. I couldn't believe that I was stroking his prick while sucking his prick.



Determined for him to cum in my mouth, I stroked him faster. I stroked him harder. I sucked him deeper. I couldn't wait for him to cum in my mouth. I temporarily removed him from my mouth to speak.
"Cum, Brett. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," I said. "Cum, Brett. Cum."
# # #
I took him in my mouth again. He had such a thick prick. It stretched my mouth. Something hard for me to wrap my brain around, I could not believe that I was blowing my son.
With him the first man that I had ever blown, I couldn't wait for him to cum in my mouth. I couldn't wait to taste him. I couldn't wait to swallow him.
He put a gentle hand to the back of my head and he gently pushed my head forward to move his prick deeper in my mouth. Then, he humped my mouth. Humping me faster and harder, he fucked my face. My son was using and abusing my naked body and my mouth.
I wondered how many women he had blown him. I wondered how many men my sister had blown. With me living like a cloistered nun in a convent, and giving my first blowjob at 41-years-old, some women have never given a blowjob. Some women have never sucked cock and will never suck cock.
"Cum, Brett. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth," I said again, removing his cock from my mouth again to speak.
He took my head in both of his hands as if my mouth was his glory hole. While fondling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples, he humped my mouth faster and harder. I stroked him faster and harder while sucking him deeper. In the way that he fucked my cunt, fast and hard, he fucked my mouth.
"Mom! Mom! Oh, my God, mom. Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking me," he said.
He continued humping my mouth.
"This feels so good. This feels so good. This is unbelievable," he said.
I could feel that he was ready to cum.
"Stroke me faster," he said. "Stroke me harder. Suck me deeper. Blow me, mom. Blow me. I'm cumming, mom. I'm cumming," he said.
Then, not taking him long, as soon as he told me that he was cumming, he did. He blasted a load of warm oozy cum in my mouth. I swallowed his cum.
After cumming in my pussy, he exploded a big load of cum in my mouth that splashed against the back of my throat. He ejaculated so much cum that he filled my mouth. Before I was able to swallow it all, I had his cum dripping from my lips, down my chin, and collecting on my naked breasts.
# # #
Surprising me, as soon as I removed his prick from the pressure of my lips, he ejaculated a huge load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. Dripping with his cum, I was drenched with his cum. Receiving my first cum bath, as if he owned me, my son gave his mother a cum bath.
I wiped my face, my hair, and my breasts with a hand towel that I kept by the bed. We rested in bed for what seemed like an hour when it was only just a few minutes. Then, we walked to the bathroom naked and showered together. Better able to see his big prick in the bright light of the bathroom, I stared at his naked cock in the way that he stared at my naked body.
As if blowing him beneath a waterfall, I moved to my knees, took him in my hand to stroke him, before taking him in my mouth to suck him again. I blew him in the shower. Something that must be in our DNA, I loved giving him a blowjob as much as my sister loved sucking every man she knows and has ever met. Once he ejaculated another load in my mouth, I stood.
Then, having his way with my naked body, he turned me around. Giving me a not so subtle hint, he put a gentle hand to the back of my head. I bent at the waist for him to fuck me from behind. Nearly banging my head, slapping my ass, he fucked me against the shower wall while holding onto my naked breasts. After having sex with him again, a two hour marathon, sexual affair, we went downstairs for something to drink and eat.
As soon as we finished having sex, with him returning upstairs to play video games, I called my sister to tell her all that happened. I couldn't wait to tell her that I had sex with Brett. I couldn't wait to tell her that he ate my pussy. I couldn't wait to tell her that I sucked and fucked him after I allowed him to photographed me naked.
"Well, you'd be proud of me, Maureen. I did it. I had sex with my Brett," I said.
She gasped over the phone.
"Oh, my God. No way. You did not," she said. "Did you," she asked.
I laughed.
"I did," I said.
She returned my laugh with her laugh.
"Tell me everything. Don't leave anything out," she said.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"For me to summon the courage, while Brett was out running errands, I drank half a bottle of wine," I said. "When he returned from running his errands, and with me more than tipsy, I was in my bedroom with my clothes strewn all over my bed."
I chuckled.
"He stared at my clothes, especially my bras and panties. I asked for his help in picking out an outfit," I said. "With him a computer expert, I told Brett that I needed his help to make me a profile for an online dating site."
Not interrupting me, Maureen remained quiet while listening.
"Of course, he selected three of his favorite outfits, sheer blouses and short skirts with matching bras and panties. Then, blowing his mind, daring myself to do so, had I not been drinking, I never would have done what I did. I undressed in front of him. Surprising even myself, as soon as I removed my blouse and my skirt, I allowed him to photograph me in my sexy underwear," I said.
Maureen gasped.
"Oh, no you didn't. Oh, my God, Vicky. If it's not enough that you stripped down to your bra and panties, I can't believe you allowed him to photograph you, too," she said.
She laughed.
# # #
"That's not all," I said.
I laughed a dirty laugh.
"I not only removed my bra and panties but also, I slowly, seductively, and sexily removed my bra. If that wasn't sexual enticement enough, I allowed him to photograph me topless," I said.
Suddenly in the mood and wanting to have sex with Brett again, I was making myself horny by telling my sister all that happened.
"Finally, in the way that I removed my bra to show him my naked breasts, I slowly, sexily, and seductively removed my panties to show him my naked pussy. Turning one way before turning the other way, and bending at the waist to show him my naked ass and the back of my naked, glistening pussy, I allowed him to photograph me naked, too," I said.
My sister gasped again.
"Oh, my God, Vicky, you whore," she said with a laugh. "Oh, my God. Seriously? Are you kidding me? Especially now that you're getting to the good part, tell me what happened next and don't leave anything out," she said.
She laughed.
"While I cupped them in my hands, I lifted my breasts as if inviting him to touch them, feel them, and fondle them. I fingered my erect nipples and asked him how he liked my tits. Then, when he said that he loved my tits, while waiting for his reply with bated breath, I asked him if he was sexually attracted to me."
She remained silent while listening.
"Then, not stopping there, I asked him if he'd have sex with me," I said. "He told me that he was sexually attracted to me, and would love to have sex with me," I said.
She gasped over the phone.
"Jesus Christ, Vicky. I can't believe you asked him to have sex with you," she said.
# # #
With her suddenly becoming too quiet, something that wouldn't surprise me, I wondered if my sister was masturbating herself while listening to me telling her all that happened with my son.
"Then, I told him that I only had sex with one man 23-years-ago and I was inexperienced. I told him I wanted him to show me what to do. Taking a chance while hoping that he would, I told him that I wanted to make out with him while he felt me through my clothes. I told him that I wanted him to undress me and strip me naked," I said.
I giggled.
"I told him that I wanted him to masturbate me, eat me, make love to me, and fuck me," I said.
Not leaving anything out and telling her everything, I continued telling her all that happened.
"Then, I told him that I wanted to blow him. I wanted to stroke him while sucking him. I wanted him to cum in my mouth and I wanted to swallow his cum. Finally, I told him that I wanted him to give me a cum bath," I said.
I laughed.
"Oh, my God, Vicky. Oh, my God. You've turned into a real whore, a cocksucking whore like me," she said.
She let out a loud laugh and I laughed with her.
"Then, we showered together and had sex in the shower. I blew him again and he fucked me from behind," I said.
I laughed again.
"That's not all," I said.
She gasped.
"What more can there be? It sounds like you did everything," she said.
I chuckled. I paused. Then, I told her something that blew her mind and, no doubt, wanted to hear.
"I told him that I wanted to watch him have sex with you. I told him that I wanted him to have threesome sex with the both of us."
# # #
"No way," she asked? "What did he say when you told him that you watch me having sex with him? What did he say when you told him that you want to have threesome sex with him? Are you really going to allow me to have sex with my nephew?"
I laughed with glee.
"Yes, I not only want you to have sex with him but also, I want to watch. I want to learn. I want you to teach me by showing me what you do when having sex him. Then, not stopping there, I want to have threesome sex with you and Brett," I said. "I want to know what it's like to have sex with a woman."
I invited her to come over tomorrow night.
"Oh, my God, Vicky. Oh, my God," she said. "I can't wait to have sex with him. I can't wait to have threesome sex with you."
# # #
Not wasting time, as soon as Brett opened the front door, she took him by his hand and led him upstairs to my bedroom. She fell backwards on my king sized bed and he moved beside her. As he had done to me, he did with my sister.
I watched them having sex from my corner chair in my bedroom. They made out while he touched and felt her through her clothes. Then, while continuing to make out with her, in the way that he did with me, again, he did with her.
He undressed her. He stripped her naked. While he continued making out with her, he felt and fondled her naked body everywhere. Then, he allowed her to help him strip off his clothes.
Once they were both naked, he moved between her legs. He fingered her red, trimmed pussy, and masturbated my sister. He rubbed her clit while finger fucking her pussy while pressing on her G spot.
Then, licking her cunt, he ate Maureen's pussy. Lifting her ass with two hands, he buried his tongue in her pussy. He gave my sister oral sex. My son had incestuous sex with his aunt.
"Oh, my God, Brett. Don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Lick my pussy faster. Yes, right there. That's it. Press on my G spot," she said. "Jesus, Brett. Jesus."
# # #
Obediently obeying his aunt, he rubbed her clit harder. He licked her pussy faster. He continued pressing on her G spot.
She grabbed his head in both of her hands. She rubbed his face all over her wet pussy. With him having her vaginal secretions everywhere, she gave him her version of a cum bath.
"Don't stop. Please don't stop. Lick me faster. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Press on my G spot. I'm cumming Brett. I'm cumming," said Maureen. "Auntie Maureen is cumming."
As soon as she had her orgasm, not even bothering to rest, she mounted him. She made slow and passionate love with him in the missionary position while making out with him. Then, with her humping him faster and harder, she sat on him and fucked him. He returned her fast and hard humps with his fast and hard humps.
She sat on him as if he was her horse and she was a cowgirl. Then, she turn around and fucked him in reverse cowgirl style as if she was a barrel racer at a rodeo. With her arms in the air, she humped him fast and harder.
Again, matching her hump for hump, he humped her faster. He humped her harder. He fuck his aunt and she fucked her nephew. As soon as she had her orgasm and he ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy, she climbed off of him.
Not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, she moved halfway down the bed. She took him in her hand and stroked him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. I watched my sister blow my son. With her a talented cocksucker, it only took a minute for him to cum in her mouth. As soon as he did, he fell back on the bed sweating and spent.
# # #
With her still not done with him, shocking me, she moved up to him and sat on his face.
"Suck his cock, Vicky, while he eats me. Then, once he gives me an orgasm, we'll switch. You sit on his face while I suck his cock," she said.
With her the satanists of incestuous sex, obediently obeying my sister, he ate his aunt's pussy while I moved between his legs and stroked and sucked his cock. Then, as soon as she had her orgasm, we switched places. I sat on Brett's face while my sister sucked his prick.
We all had sixty-nine sex. Brett had sixty-nine sex with his aunt. Then, he had sixty-nine sex with me.
With him beyond lust and desire for both of us, Brett fucked us again. I fucked my son and he fucked his mother. He ejaculated another load of cum in my pussy. My sister fucked him again, and he fucked his aunt. With him a virtual cum machine, he ejaculated another load of cum in my sister's pussy.
After we all had multiple orgasms, we positioned ourselves on each side of him, and took turns blowing him. As soon as he started cumming, moving his prick from one to the other, we allowed him to cum in both of our mouths. With him seemingly never running out of cum, we allowed him to cum all over our faces, in our hair, and all over our naked breasts. He gave us both cum baths.
After my sister moved in with us, we made love every morning. We fucked every night. We had threesome sex and lesbian sex. When we weren't making love and fucking, he ate our pussies, and we sucked his cock.
Nine months to the day, we gave birth to our babies. I had a boy and my sister had a girl. I named my son, Brian. My sister named her daughter, Aileen. With no one knowing that we had illicit incestuous sex, we lived happily ever after as a modern day family.
The End
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Mother & Daughter are Webcam Whores
Olivia & her mother, Elizabeth, are webcam whores.
Always topless or naked, my mother and I are exhibitionists. Not caring who sees us without our clothes, like mother like daughter, we love showing off our bodies. We're topless and/or naked so much that we could have been nudists.
We love sex. Oddly enough, we don't have husbands or boyfriends. My mom was a single mother just like me. Instead of interacting with men emotionally, we have X-rated video sex with men online. My mom and I are webcam whores. We get what we sexually need by masturbating ourselves in front of thousands of men for tokens.
Before opening the front door, peeking out to make sure that we're not flashing a child, we've answered our front door in our bra and panties, topless, and naked. We've flashed the food delivery men, the UPS man, the FedEx man, the mailman, and Father O'Brien picking up a donation for the church. We've flashed every man we know, and many men we don't know, who happen to ring our doorbell to sell us something.
With us wearing our sexiest nightgowns, bras and panties, when we're not topless or naked in private shows, party shows, nude shows, or in goal shows, we're exhibitionists for men who appreciate our nudity by giving us tokens. Our modern day computerized peepshow, as long as men pay us to do so, we're there showing men our naked bodies. Covering our asses legally, as long as they X the box that they're over the age of eighteen-years-old, no way for us to know, we willingly have online sex with anyone.
With our webcam sites wired with sound, customers can not only see us but also hear us, too. While pretending that we're orgasming, we maintain a continual dialogue with men. We show them us masturbating with various toys. If the customer has a webcam setup, we can watch and interact with them, too. We can watch them masturbating and cumming, too.
I have my own webcam show. My mother has her own webcam show for women over 50-years-old. We have a third webcam show where we sometimes pose topless and naked together. For the right price, we even have lesbian sex with one another in our private shows.
With him unaware that we're webcam whores, I'm hoping my son will want to have his own webcam show, too. With there millions of webcam sites on the internet, I hope to have a fifth webcam show of him having sex with me. I'm hoping to have a sixth webcam show showing him having sex with my mother, his grandmother. Perhaps we can have a seventh webcam show of my son having threesome sex with my mother and I.
# # #
It's all about the money. We'd love to have several more webcam shows on different sites. The more we're out there nakedly exposed on the internet, the more money we make. Not having to leave the house, we only have to work three-hours a day, four days a week, Friday to Monday. With us only having to work 12-hours a week, we earn ten times more than we'd earn in a third of the time than if we worked at a nine-to-five, forty-hour a week job.
When combining our incomes, depending who is watching us, a whale with deep pockets, we earn ten-thousand to twenty-thousand dollars a month, sometimes more on a good month. Able to afford a 2,600 square foot, four-bedroom, four and 1/2 bathroom, four level condo with an oceanfront view in Puerto Vallarta, Mexico we have an amazing view of the ocean. Something that would cost more than two to three times in America, we paid $650,000 for our condo.
We both have new luxury cars with underground parking. Our condo has a gym, a private pool with a hot tub, an outdoor kitchen, a balcony, and a rooftop deck. We live a great life.
With us blessed with great figures, we love showing off our topless and/or our naked bodies. We have identical measurements as one another, 39-28-39, with double D cup breasts. We have the same body measurements as Sofia Vergara of Modern Family and America's Got Talent. Even though my mom is twenty years older than me, but with her looking ten-years younger, we look a lot alike. We more look like sisters than we do mother and daughter.
Only, not safe for women to walk around without their clothes, especially in Mexico, again, we could have been nudists. Other than at home or in our private pool, other than at nude beaches which are hard to find, there aren't many places where we can be naked. We found an LGBT luxury resort only half a mile from our condo, Casa Cupula, and within walking distance, that has a private beach, Jet's beach, that allows nudity.
My mother and I aren't whores in real life but we're whores on the internet. With them thinking that they're in the right place at the right time, we enjoy showing off and exposing ourselves to unsuspecting men. We take pleasure in sexually teasing men while flashing them our panties, our bras, our naked asses, our naked pussies, and our naked breasts.
# # #
When we're not exposing ourselves online, one of our favorite places to flash is at the mall. Unlike America, where most dressing rooms have doors, most dressing rooms in Mexico have curtains. It's easier to flash when a dressing room has curtains instead of doors. With a practiced hand, we can quickly swish the heavy curtain closed but for an opening when it bunches up at the end.
While pretending that we are unaware that we're being ogled, bored men waiting for their wives or their girlfriends, enjoy peeking in our dressing room, seeing us in the mirrors, and watching us undressing and dressing. While opening and holding the curtain open, taking turns, I deliver more clothes to my mother to try on while she's topless or naked. Then, when I'm changing behind the curtain, holding the curtain open, she delivers more clothes to me to try on when I'm topless or naked, too.
While standing to watch one another and continuing to hold the curtain open, we model the outfits while talking. We act oblivious to the men seeing us without our clothes. We love men seeing us in our sexy lingerie, topless, and/or naked as much as we love men seeing us in our sexy lingerie, topless, and/or naked.
The shoe store is another one of our favorite places to flash our panties or our naked pussies. We ask for boots a size too small to try-on. We lift our foot higher and spread our legs wider to force our foot into the too small boots. With the shoe store salesman sitting on a low stool that's level with our knees, we give him upskirt peeks of our panties or our naked pussies when not wearing panties. Then, when we lean forward, we give him down blouse views of our cleavages and bras.
Then, off to the jewelry store. We lean over the counter longer and lower while looking at the jewelry. With our low-cut blouses falling open with us, we give the salesman great down blouse views the tops of our breasts, our long line of sexy cleavage, and our bras.
Before going up the escalator, timing our ascent, we wait for a couple of men to file in behind us. Then, once we're high enough, we bend at the waist as if fixing our shoes. We give the men standing lower behind us a great upskirt peek up our short skirts of our panty clad asses or naked asses when we're going commando. Again, with them thinking that they are the right place and at the right time, with them not knowing that we're deliberately flashing them, we love flashing unsuspecting men.
# # #
I have a 22-year-old son, Jack. He's a bit of nerd. With him able to work from anywhere, he works from home writing software code for a video game company. When he's not writing code, he's playing video games. As soon as he graduated college, we packed up and moved to Mexico.
Before moving to Mexico, with him a virgin, as soon as my mother moved in with us, we started teasing him by deliberately flashing him. We subscribed to the motto, the family who flashes together stays together. With him having never seen much more than my bra strap, everything changed once we became webcam whores.
We wanted to include him in our business by adding more web sites for us to flash together. With him the computer expert, instead of paying someone to add web sites, Jack could easily do that for us. Yet, for us to include him, we needed to tell him that we're webcam whores. We needed him to see us without our clothes.
"Mom," I said. "Let's have some sexy fun with Jack."
She looked at me with interested curiosity. She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile. She knew what I meant.
"What do you mean," she asked playing innocent? "What kind of fun," she asked?
I returned her sexy smile and naughty look with my sexy smile and naughty look along with a dirty laugh.
"Flashing fun," I said. "Instead of wearing jeans, a sweatshirt, and sneakers when unloading your moving truck, wear a blouse with a plunging neckline, a short skirt, and high heels shoes," I said.
She laughed.
"Okay," she said. "I gather you want me to deliberately flash my grandson my bra and panties."
She laughed again.
"Is that it?"
I laughed.
"I'll be dressed the same way, too. I want us to give him a real show," I said. "With him still a virgin, I want to ease him into our lifestyle."
I nodded my head.
# # #
"With him young, dumb, and filled with cum, as soon as he sees something of us that he shouldn't see, he'll surely had an erection that will tent is pajama pants that he wears without underwear," I said. "He's a masturbation machine."
I laughed again.
"That sounds like fun," she said.
Then, I told her something that she didn't know about her grandson.
"For a nerdy virgin, he has a big prick," I said. "It's big, real big, about eight inches and thick."
My mother smiled.
"It sounds like he takes after his grandfather. Your father had a big dick."
Then, she looked at me with curiosity.
"How do you know that," she asked?
I returned her smile with my smile.
"I've caught him masturbating several times when I opened his bedroom door without knocking. With him knowing that I'd be coming upstairs to delivery his laundry, I suspect that he wanted me to catch him playing with himself. I suspect that he wanted me to see his erect, naked prick," I said.
My mother smiled.
"With him lying on his back naked on his bed with his eyes closed while wearing headphones, I suspect that he hoped that I'd stay to watch him cum," I said. "I suspect that he's sexually attracted to me, and masturbates over imagining me without my clothes, and having sex with him. Obliging him, acting oblivious to him jerking off, I stayed to watch him play with himself while putting away his laundry," I said.
She laughed.
"I can't wait to deliver his laundry," she said.
# # #
As soon as she arrived in her small moving truck, with Jack running out behind me, I ran out to help my mother unload her boxes. As soon as I stood on the tailgate and leaned forward to grab the truck handles, I flashed him an upskirt peek of the back of my panty clad ass.
"No sense you climbing up and down, stay in the back of the truck, move the boxes to the tailgate, and I'll carry them in the house," he said.
I stood on the end of the tailgate to give him upskirt peek of my panty clad pussy. Again, with him never having seen my panties, he stared up at my panties. With my mother and I continually leaning forward to pick up boxes to carry them to the tailgate, we continually flashed him our bras, our long line of cleavages, and our panty clad asses. Then, when we squatted down with our knees spread to place the boxes on the tailgate, we flashed him our panty clad pussies.
It didn't take him long to have a huge erection that tented his pajama bottoms. Then, with him acting as if he was unaware that he was exposed, he returned our flashing with his flashing. When his big dick emerged from his pajama pee hole, he didn't stick it back in. Instead, he left it sticking out while he carried boxes in and out of the house. We stared at his erect, naked prick as much as he stared at our sexy lingerie.
Deliberately flashing ourselves was something that aroused my mother and I. Unembarrassed and unashamed, we continued flashing him. He never looked away. He stared at whatever he saw of our sexy and shapely bodies. We loved seeing his erection as much as he seemingly loved showing us his erection.
With him rattling the dishes in the China cabinet below his bedroom, we know when he's playing with myself. I can't count how many times we've caught him jerking off and cumming. Instead of leaving immediately and closing his bedroom door, we stay to fold my laundry and put it away while watching him pleasuring himself by abusing himself. Even though we haven't had sex with him yet, we're hoping to take his virginity and have sex with him soon.
# # #
My name is Olivia. I'm considered pretty by my friends compliments and if I say so myself. I'm 44-years-old. I'm 5' 9" tall, have red hair, blue eyes, and freckles. Taking after my mother, I have double D cup breasts, a shapely ass, and a toned stomach.
My mom's name is Elizabeth. She's 67-years-old but looks 10-years younger. She's 5' 7" tall, has gray hair, blue eyes, and double D cup sagging breasts. She still looks good for a woman her age.
I'd love to have sex with my son, too. For us to make more money as webcam whores, I'd even have lesbian sex with my mother, as well as having threesome sex with my mother and my son. As soon as my grandmother moved in with us, everything changed for the better. With it always hot in the house, even with the air conditioning, we didn't wear robes over their nightgowns.
As if working as a flashing team, seemingly, we tried outdoing one another. When they weren't walking around in their short, sheer, and sexy low-cut, nightgowns, we walked around in our bras and panties, topless, and even naked. With Jack masturbating four and five times a day, we turned him into a masturbation machine. In the way that we both continually flashed him, he constantly flashed us his erect, naked prick.
# # #
With the three of us only flashing one another, the sex started one hot, summer day, when we went to a nude beach adjacent to our condo, about half a mile away. I didn't tell Jack that we were going to a nude beach. Our first time at a nude beach, it was a beach we have never been that was part of 'the Casa Cupula resort.
A pleasant walk, it was a private beach that was open to guests and residents who lived nearby. Only, instead of walking, with us having too much to carry, I drove. It was just a beach with sand dunes, a longshore line, and beautiful blue water. As soon as I parked, I turned to my son and smiled.
"We'll undress in the car. There's no sense undressing on the beach and having to lug our clothes around and get sand in them," she said.
Jack nodded his agreement. Too hot to undress in the hot car without the air conditioning, I didn't turn off the engine.
"Okay, mother," he said.
# # #
He unbuttoned his shirt, and removed it. Then, he kicked off his sneakers, unbuttoned, and unzipped his jeans, and removed them, too. Done undressing, with him already in his bathing suit, he left his T-shirt on to protect him from the hot sun, and put on his sneakers to protect his feet from the hot sand.
My mother and I surprised him when we climbed out of the car while still dressed. We opened the rear doors, climbed inside the car, and sat beside me. Something that he'll be masturbating over for the rest of his horny life, we shocked him as much as we excited him when we started undressing.
Even though he had already seen us in our bras and panties, topless, and naked, he immediately had an erection watching us undress. With him unaware that we were at a nude beach, no doubt, he thought that we were already in our bathing suits beneath our clothes. Only, as soon as we unbuttoned our blouses and removed them, shocking him, showing him that we weren't wearing our bathing suits beneath our clothes, we showed him our bras.
Even though he's seen us in our bras plenty of times before, yet, with us sitting on each side of him, he didn't know where to look. Instead of wearing our bathing suits, we were wearing our bras. Seemingly, he couldn't believe that we were undressing in a public parking lot.
As if he had never seen a woman in her bra before, he stared from his mother sitting on one side of him in her bra. Then, he stared at his grandmother sitting on the other side of him in her bra. He stared at the tops of our jiggling and meaty breasts. He stared at our long lines of sexy cleavages. He stared at what he could see of our dark pink areolas, and the impressions of our big, lighter pink nipples when they erected through our sheer and unpadded bras.
Then, we unbuttoned and unzipped our short skirts. We lifted our buttocks from the car seat, and removed those, too. It didn't matter that I've seen them dozens of times in their bras and panties, he stared from his mother to stare at his grandmother in our sexy lingerie. As if he had a pole in my swim trunks, my cock grew bigger and harder.
Not done shocking his, looking from one to the other, he watched us reach around behind ourselves to unhook our bras. Again, even though he had already seen our naked breasts lots of times before, with his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth hanging open, he still held his breath in sexual anticipation of seeing our big, naked tits again. He watched us remove our bra straps from our shoulders and our arms from our bra straps. Then, we removed our bra cups from our breasts, first one and then the other.
He stared at my naked double D cup breasts. Then, he stared at his grandmother's double D cup breasts. Not stopping there with our striptease show, we removed our panties. Again, even though I've seen their naked pussies before, I stared at my mom's red, trimmed, naked pussy before starting at my grandmother's gray, bushy pussy.
# # #
"Well," said my mother. "Take that off. You can't go on the beach wearing those," she said.
She laughed.
He looked at me as if he couldn't believe that I wanted him to remove my bathing suit. Frozen in place, even though he had dick flashed my mother and I lots of times before, he looked embarrassed. I guess he felt uncomfortable being naked with an erection in front of my mother and I in public with an erection. With him having such a big dick, he should be proud instead of embarrassed.
Maybe he feared bumping into someone he knows. I imagined that he'd be embarrassed by that. Yet, with us in Mexico, what are the chances of that? We didn't know anyone.
Nevertheless, it would be bad enough for them to see him naked but even more if they saw him naked with my mother and I. With the three of us naked on a nude beach, they'd think that we're having sex, even though we're not. Yet, I hoped we'd soon be having sex.
When he didn't make a move to undress, I tucked my fingers in one side of his bathing suit and my mother tucked her fingers in the other side of his bathing suit. We pulled his bathing suit down and off. Then, we removed his T-shirt. Except for his sneakers, he was naked.
His naked prick immediately grew bigger and harder. His cock throbbed and pulsated. Then, with him not expecting me to do what I did, I took his cock in my hand and squeezed his prick. Then, while smiling up at him, I fingered the head of his cock with my manicured fingertips.
Then, as soon as I let it go, my mother took him in her hand. She slowly stroked him. My mother was masturbating her grandson. If she continued stroking him any faster and any harder, he'd cum right there in the car.
# # #
"You have a beautiful penis, Jack. I love your penis," she said, giving me a sexy smile. "With your mother taking after me with her double D cup breasts, you take after your grandfather. He had a prick as big and as hard as your cock. Only, it's been years since I've stroked a hard cock," she said.



My mother laughed.
"You should be proud of your big dick, Jack. You're going to make some lucky woman very happy one day," she said.
Then, my mother shocked him when she leaned down and took him in her mouth. She was blowing her grandson. She was sucking his prick while stroking his cock. Before he ejaculated a load of cum in his mouth, she removed him from her mouth and sat up in the car.
"I can't wait to suck and fuck you, Jack," she said. "I can't wait for you to now only cum in my pussy but also in my mouth, too."
# # #
As soon as my mother she let go of his prick, I put his hand on my naked breast. With him having never touched, felt, and fondled my naked tits, I allowed him to have his horny way with my naked breasts. Then, my mother did the same thing. She put his hand on her naked breasts. breasts. In the way that he had his way with my tits, he had his way with my mother's tits, too.
Startled to see them, when I looked up, two naked men stood on each side of the car. They stared at me naked mom and my naked mom. One man was my age and the other man was my grandma's age. Making no move to cover our nakedness, my mom lowered her window and my grandma lowered her window.
They smiled up at the men and talked to them. They introduced themselves and me to them. With them seemingly unembarrassed and unashamed to be naked in front of not only me but also in front of two men they didn't even know and had just met, I couldn't believe it.
"Hi, I'm Olivia. This is my son, Jack, and my mother, Elizabeth," she said.
The men smiled.
"We thought we recognized you. We're too of your biggest fans. I go by the name of Horny Man and my dad goes by the man of Big Breast Lover," he said with a laugh.
With her not stopping him or admonishing him, Horny Man reached into the car to feel my naked breasts. He fondled my big tits and fingered my erect nipples while she reached her hand down and fondled the man's erection. The Big Breast lover reached in the car to feel my mom's naked breasts. He fondled her big tits and fingered her erect nipples while she fondled the man's erection.
"I'm Robert," said the man on my mom's side of the car. "He's Henry, my granddad."
With them just meeting the men for the first time, I couldn't believe they allowed the men to grope their naked breasts while they've fondled their naked cocks.
"We've seen you and your mother before in action on your webcam sites," he said with a dirty laugh. "I wish we could stay longer to talk but my grandfather has a doctor's appointment," he said.
Then, he directed his words to me.
"You're lucky to have such sexy and shapely women as your mother and grandmother. I wish they were my mother and grandmother," he said with a dirty laugh. "I'd make love to them every morning and fuck them every night."
# # #
As soon as the men left, we emerged from the car naked. Not knowing it before, I knew where we were now. We were at a nude beach. I never knew there was a nude beach here. Expecting to see a lot of naked women, surprisingly there were ten naked men to every naked woman.
My mom carried a small cooler. My grandmother carried three huge beach towels while I carried three oversized umbrellas. They arranged the towels and I set up the beach umbrellas to give us shade from the sun.
Not giving me a chance to sit, relax, and view the terrain, they wanted me to apply sunscreen to their naked bodies. Something that I'll remember for the rest of my life, and will never forget, I applied sunscreen to my naked mother and my naked grandmother. First I coated my mother with sunscreen then I coated my grandmother.
I applied sunscreen to their arms, their shoulders, their naked breasts, their stomachs, their legs, and their naked asses. Then, as if having an X-rated massage by two sex therapists, they both coated my naked body. They continued touching, fondling, and stroking my naked prick while cupping my testicles.
Two hot to stay out more than two hours in the hot sun, before we left, we stopped behind a big sand dune. Not knowing what she was doing and why we stopped there, I watched my mom arranged the blankets. Then, as soon as she sat on the blanket, she pulled me down by my hand.
As soon as I sat beside her, she kissed me. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me while fondling my erect prick. The first time kissing my mom on the lips, my grandmother pulled me to her and kissed me on the lips, too. Then, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. If it wasn't enough that my mother made out with me, my grandmother made out with me, too.
My mother mounted me. She moved her hand between her legs and inserted my naked cock in her warm and wet pussy. Sitting on me as if I and riding me bareback as if I was he horse and she was a barrel racing cowgirl; she made love to me. Then, she humped me faster and harder. My mother fucked me.
My first time having sexual intercourse, not taking me long to cum, I exploded a huge load in my mother. As soon as she climbed off of me, my grandmother climbed on me. In the way that my mother made out with me, made love to me, and fucked me, my grandmother did, too. I not only had incestuous sex with my mother but also, I had illicit sex with my grandmother while they had forbidden sex with me.
Again, with me young, dumb, and full of cum, it didn't take me long to cum in my grandma's cunt. We rested on our backs out of breath and sweating. I was stunned to see half a dozen naked men surrounding us. A dozen men watched us having sex from a distance while stroking themselves. As if they were at a swingers' social, my mom and grandmother allowed the men to surrounding us to give them cum baths. They ejaculated all over their naked bodies, on their faces, and even in their mouths.
The End
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We Massaged our Nephews & Our Sons
My sister & I massaged & had sex with our nephews & sons.
With the both of us horny and sexually frustrated, single mother whores, my sister and I gave our sons and our nephews more than just an innocent massage. As if we were whores from Bangkok, Thailand, we gave them massages with happy endings. Something that a mother should never do with her son and an aunt should never do with her nephew, we stroked their cocks, sucked their pricks, and fucked them. While giving them innocent massages, we had forbidden sex with them.
My name is Elizabeth. Everyone calls me Liz. I'm a divorced, single mother. I'm 46-six-years-old but everyone tells me that I look ten-years younger. I'm 5' 9" tall, and 6' tall with high heels. I have red hair, blue eyes, freckles, and big tits.
"I love my big tits," I said.
Every time I'm topless and look at myself in the mirror, I cup my breasts in my hands, lift them, and suck my nipples. Every man that I have ever been with can't get enough of my tits. They love my tits. They love feeling them through my clothes while making out with me.
Then, once they remove my blouse and my bra, they can't believe their eyes. They feel them and fondle them. They pinch, pull, turn, and twist my erect nipples while sucking my nipples to my sexual delight. Every man, no matter their age, if they're married or single, stares at my tits through my clothes. As soon as I round the corner, the first thing they see are my big tits.
# # #
My son, Brian, is 22-years-old. He just graduated from college. I'm proud of him. With the COVID pandemic still infecting people, instead of having to work outside at a job, he works from home. Besides, unable to afford the high rents, instead of living with roommates, he lives at home with his mommy.
I'm glad that he's home with me. I love my son. Something that I'd never confess to anyone, I love him not in the way that a mother should love her son. I love him in the way that a woman loves a man. I rub my clit with my vibrator and fuck my pussy with my dildo while imagining having sex with not only my son but also with my nephew, Christopher, too.
I know that he's sexually attracted to me, too. I've heard him stroking himself while holding a dialogue with himself over all that he'd like to do to my naked body. He not only jerks off over me while imagining me naked and having sex with me but also, he plays with himself over imagining having sex with my sister, Kathy, his aunt, too.
With my sister, my best friend, and with us very close and doing everything together, she told me that her son, Chris, masturbates over her, too while imagining her naked and having sex with him. She told me that he masturbates over me, his aunt, too, while imagining me naked and having sex with me. As if they want us to know who they're jerking off over, they maintain a dialogue with themselves while stroking their pricks and cumming.
My son, Brian, and his cousin, Christopher, my nephew, and my sister, Kathy's son, attended college together. Thank God, many of their classes that they took were online. We're next door neighbors.
I work as a massage and physical therapist. Allowing me to work from home, I love my job. Kathy works from home as a seamstress. Like my son, Christopher works from home, too.
With their social lives on hold because of the pandemic, neither Brian nor Chris have girlfriends. Instead, they play with themselves. Cumming machines, they masturbate three and four times a day. They shake the house and rattle the windows when they're jerking off. They are as horny and sexually frustrated as my sister and I are. When they're not working, they're playing video games, watching porn, and jerking off.
# # #
My sister, Kathy, is 43-years-old with blonde hair, blue eyes, and D cup breasts. Like me, she's a divorced, single mother, too. Our sexual attraction to our sons started on one hot summer day, four-years ago, when Brian and Christopher were both 18-years-old, and they left to go to the mall. I was 42-years old and Kathy was 39-years-old. Now that we were alone, Kathy asked me to give her a deep tissue massage.
"Liz, I've had this nagging backache for three days. I got it from pulling laundry out of the washer that was stuck. Can you give me a massage," she asked?
Giving my sister a massage any time she wanted one, I never charged her for a massage. I invited her over, had her remove her clothes, and get up on my table. I covered her with a towel while massaging the knotted muscles on her tight back.
As soon as I finished, now that we had hours of privacy, with it a hot summer's day, I stripped naked, and we jumped in the pool. With the mall nearly an hour's drive each way and with them, probably, going out for lunch after shopping, our sons weren't expected home for hours. Cooling off, we swam around the pool for half an hour. Then, we relaxed while sunning ourselves naked on the back deck. With her backyard totally private, no one could see us over my eight-foot high fence.
The hot sun felt good on our naked bodies. My new chaise lounges were very comfortable. Giving us the zero gravity effect, we had a pillow beneath our heads and a pillow beneath our ankles. We felt as if we were weightlessly floating.
# # #
We must have fallen asleep because we never heard Brian's car, a loud Mustang GT, pull in the driveway. Had we heard his car, we would have quickly gotten dressed. Their first time seeing us without our clothes, we had no idea how long they stood by the backdoor ogling our naked bodies. Every young man's dream is to see his MILF of a mother and his AILF of an aunt without their clothes, we unintentionally gave them something to jerk off over for the rest of their horny lives.
Silently, without talking or laughing, as if they were burglars, not making a sound, they stripped off their clothes and walked out on the back deck naked. While they stared down at our naked bodies, they stroked themselves to big and hard erections. With us unaware that they stood over us naked, they continuously stared at our naked bodies while stroking themselves.
Christopher stood beside his mother while staring down at her naked, D cup breasts and her blonde, trimmed pussy. Brian stood beside me while staring down at my naked, double D cup breasts and my red trimmed pussy. Not removing their horny eyes from our naked bodies, a once in a lifetime experience to see their mother and their aunt without their clothes, they both continued stroking themselves while staring at our naked bodies.
I'm surprised that they didn't cum on us. I'm surprised they didn't cum all over our faces, in our hair, and all over our naked bodies. Thinking about it later, later, after we had awakened and they saw us naked and we saw them without their clothes, I'm surprised they both didn't give us both a bukkake cum bath while we soundly slept.
If seeing us naked wasn't enough, the thought of them cumming all over our naked bodies aroused me. Imagining them both cumming all over our faces, in our hair, and in our mouths, made my pussy wet and my nipples erect. As if it was far away, and I was dreaming of my son seeing me without my clothes and giving me a cum bath, I heard his voice far away in my head.
# # #
"Mom? Would you like me to rub sunscreen all over your naked body," asked Brian?
My dream felt so real that my son was seeing me without my clothes. Then, I felt a ghostly hand fondling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples. I enjoyed the sensation of a heavenly hand cupping my pussy, rubbing my clit, and finger fucking my pussy. I dreamt that my son was masturbating me. Loving having my nipples fingered, I dreamt that he sucked my nipples while fingering my cunt.
Then, as if it was far away, and I dreamt of my son seeing me without my clothes, I heard Christopher's voice.
"Mom? Would you like me to rub sunscreen all over your naked body," he asked?
Not immediately responding to their voices and to their questions, we lay there motionless, and naked until we heard Chrisopher's voice again.
"Mom? Would you like me to rub sunscreen all over your naked body," asked Christopher?
As if testing if we were awake, he asked his mother his question with a dirty laugh?
Then, again, as if I was dreaming, I felt his naked cock in my sleeping hand. Brian had wrapped my fingers around his big dick. I dreamt that he was moving my hand up and down as if I was masturbating. Not stopping there, I felt him pinch my nose closed. Then, when I opened my mouth to breath, I felt him stick his erect prick in my mouth. Unaware of it then, suspecting it now, I was blowing my son in my sleep.
While I was sucking my son in my sleep, my sister was sucking her son in her sleep. Then, after removing his stiff prick from my mouth, he did the same to his aunt. Brian pinched his aunt's nostrils.
When she opened her mouth to breathe, he stuck his prick in her mouth, too. My sister was blowing her nephew. I dreamt that Christopher did the same thing to me, too. I dreamt that he pinched my nostrils and stuck his prick in my mouth. I dreamt that I blew my nephew, too.
Then, Brian shook my shoulder, and asked me his question again.
"Mom? Would you like me to rub sunscreen all over your naked body," he asked again?
# # #
Brian and Christopher giggled like schoolgirls. Kathy and I popped open our eyes at the same time. We stared up at them in shocked shame and utter embarrassment. We covered our naked breasts with our forearms, and our naked pussies with our hands. They were both naked and had huge erections. I'm surprised that they didn't jerk off and cum all over us.
"Brian! Christopher! Oh, my God," I said. "What the fuck? Why are you naked?"
We stared at their naked, erect pricks in the way that they had clearly stared at our naked bodies.
"Why aren't you at the mall," I asked?
Not removing our eyes from their naked bodies, we continued covering our naked breasts with our forearms and our naked pussies with our hands. Never removing their horny eyes from us, they stared. As nervous as they were excited, they laughed.
"I forgot my wallet and I'm glad that I did," said Brian with a dirty laugh while continuing to ogle us. "I enjoyed the view. Thank you, mother. Thank you, auntie," he said with another laugh.
We grabbed our towels, quickly wrapped them around ourselves and dashed inside the house.
"You both have incredible bodies," said Chris calling after us.
Brian laughed.
"I love your enormous breasts, mom," he hollered from the back deck after the back door slammed shut.
# # #
After they left for the mall, I opened a bottle of wine, and poured my sister a glass.
"Oh, my God, Kathy. I can't believe my son and my nephew saw us naked," I said with a laugh mixed with sexual arousal embarrassment.
My sister laughed, too.
"I can't believe we saw them without their clothes. They both have big dicks," she said. "I wonder how long they were there staring at us," she said.
She laughed again.
"Unashamed to confess, I'll be touching myself later tonight over them seeing us without our clothes. I'll be rubbing my clit with my pink bunny vibrator and fucking my pussy with my big, black dildo," I said.
Kathy smiled while nodding her head.
"Me too," she said. "I woke up wet with my nipples erect. Not sure if they did, but suspecting that they did, I dreamt that they felt my tits, fingered my nipples, and sucked my nipples. I dreamt that he masturbated me, too," she said.
# # #
She paused.
"Feeling so real, I dreamt that Brian and Christopher stuck their cocks in my mouth. I dreamt that I blew them in my sleep," she said.
She laughed when she pulled a pubic hair from her mouth.
"Whether imagined or real, whether dreaming it or not, I can't wait to play with myself," she said.
I took a long sip of my wine.
"Never have I been as sexually aroused and horny as I am now," I said.
I laughed and my sister laughed with me.
"I'll be imagining Brian and Chris naked. I'll be visualizing me stroking their cocks, sucking their cocks, and fucking their pricks. I'll be envisioning them not only cumming in my pussy but also in my mouth. I pictured myself swallowing their cum while playing with my toys," said Kathy with a dirty laugh.
I returned my sister's dirty laugh with my dirty laugh.
"I think Brian and Chris fondled my naked breasts, fingered my nipples, and sucked my nipples. I think they both rubbed my clit and finger fucked my pussy," I said. "I know that they stuck their pricks in my mouth," I said while removing a pubic hair from my mouth, too.
Kathy nodded her head.
# # #
"I awakened with my pussy wet and my nipples erect. I think my son and my nephew felt and fondled my naked breasts, fingered my nipples, and sucked my nipples, too. I think they both rubbed my clit and finger fucked my pussy. I think they both forced me to blow them in my sleep."
I paused while becoming more sexually aroused.
"Maybe I was dreaming it, but, wishing that I was awake, I think they both stuck their pricks in my mouth. I dreamt that I was blowing them both in my sleep," I said.
My sister laughed.
"I think you're right," said Kathy. "Had they stuck their big dicks in my mouth when I was awake, I would have pretended that I was still sleeping. I would have sucked them in my feigned sleep and allowed them to cum in my mouth. I would have swallowed their cum," she said.
She let out another dirty laugh.
"I'm such a whore," she said.
I laughed.
"Feeling unembarrassed and unashamed that they saw me naked and I saw them naked, too, I don't feel like a whore. I feel sexually aroused," I said.
Kathy laughed.
"I do, too," she said.
# # #
I continued confessing to my sister how I felt.
"Something so forbidden to imagine, to be honest, with me so horny and sexually frustrated, I'd love to have threesome sex with my son and my nephew. If it was their secret desire for me to have sex with them, I'd even have foursome sex. I'd eat your pussy, Kathy, in order to fuck and suck them," I said with a dirty laugh.
Kathy laughed, too.
"I'd eat your pussy, too, if that is what it would take to have sex with them. Men love watching women having lesbian sex," said Kathy.
I looked over at my sister.
"Instead of feeling embarrassed that they saw us naked, they made me feel horny and sexually frustrated when I saw them without their clothes. They both have big dicks. Had they felt and fondled me everywhere that a son and nephew should never touch, feel, and fondle their mother and their aunt where they should never touch, feel, and fondle his aunt," I said with a pause. "If I wasn't sleeping, I would have had sex with them both right there in the backyard," I said.
Kathy smiled and nodded her head.
"I would have fucked and sucked them, too," she said. "I would have allowed Brian and Chris to not only cum in my mouth but I would have allowed them to cum in my pussy, too. Something so wicked to imagine, I'd love to have their babies," she said with a dirty laugh.
I laughed, too.
"Me, too. I'd love to have another baby," I said.
# # #
With our sons away at college and returning home on holidays, on spring break, and on summer vacation, we put that embarrassing and sexually arousing moment behind us. Now that we saw one another naked and they forced us to have sex with them while we were sleeping, when they were home for the summer, we played Marco Polo in the pool. We allowed them to touch and feel us. With all of us drinking and a little drunk, we even allowed them to lift out bikini tops and swim behind us while holding onto our bare breasts.
Yet, we both continued touching ourselves while imagining having sex with our sons and our nephews. We both had the same stories to tell of catching our sons playing with themselves. With both of them masturbation machines, more than once when delivering their laundry, we caught them lying on their beds naked, with their eyes closed, and them wearing headphones.
Unable to knock on their bedroom doors, with their doors ajar, we kicked open their doors with our foot without knocking. With us as lonely as we're sexually frustrated and horny, instead of leaving and closing their bedroom doors behind us, we stayed to watch. Especially after they saw us naked, we confessed to one another that we watched them stroking themselves while folding and putting away their clothes.
With them never knowing that we were there watching, we left and silently closed their bedroom doors before they ejaculated. While wondering if they had deliberately allowed us to catch them jerking off, as soon as we closed their doors, they started talking to themselves. They wanted us to know that they were stroking themselves over us. Now we knew that they had deliberately flashed us their naked, erect pricks. They wanted us to see them playing with themselves.
"Before going downstairs, Kathy," I said.
I paused to feel my breasts and finger my erect nipples through my clothes.
"I listened at his bedroom door," I said.
I looked at my sister with sexual arousal.
"Mom," he said while stroking himself faster and harder. "I wish I could have sex with you. I wish I could make out with you while stripping you naked and touching and feeling your naked body everywhere. I'd love to finger and lick your pussy. I'd love to eat your cunt," said my son.
My sister looked at me with sexual arousal.
"Then, he said, I'd love to make love to you before fucking you fast and hard enough to give you an orgasm with my cock. Oh, mom, I'd love for you to stroke my prick while sucking my prick. I'd love for you to blow me."
Shaking the whole house, while knowing that I still stood behind his bedroom door listening, I listened to him stroking himself faster and harder.
"I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth. I'd love to watch you swallow my cum. Then, I'd love to give you a cum bath, mom. I'd love to cum all over your beautiful face, in your lush, red hair, and all over your big, naked breasts," he said.
Kathy looked at me with her eyes bugging out of her head and her mouth hanging open.
"As if they rehearsed it, Christopher said the same things about wanting to have sex with me. Now, I know that they wanted us to catch them playing with themselves. In the way that they saw our naked bodies, they wanted us to see their erect, naked pricks," said my sister. "No doubt, in the way that they fondled our breasts, and fingered and sucked our nipples, rubbed our clits, and finger fucked us on the back deck, they hoped that we'd stroke and suck their cocks."
She laughed.
# # #
Yet, nothing more than them seeing us naked and them flashing us their naked cocks happened until it was my sister's 40th birthday. I took her to a CFNM strip club. We stroked the strippers' cocks and sucked their cocks while they unbuttoned our blouses, lifted our bras, and had their ways with our naked breasts.
Too drunk to drive, we were glad that we had an Uber take us there and drive us home. With us living together before our divorce settlements were finalized, and purchased homes next door to one another, our sons were waiting up for us. With them wearing T-shirts and pajama bottoms without underwear, we had removed our bras, stuck them in our pocketbooks, and our blouses were half unbuttoned, and buttoned askew.
As soon as we entered the house, as if they were strippers, we kissed them. We made out with them while feeling their erect pricks through their pajama bottoms. I made out with my son before making out with my nephew. They touched and felt us everywhere.
Before we passed out, they took us to bed. With us still making out with them, they undressed us. They stripped us naked. They touched, felt, and fondled our naked bodies. We took their cocks in our hands before taking them in our mouths. We blew the both. We allowed them to cum in our mouths and we swallowed their cum before passing out and falling asleep.



The next day, instead of addressing the elephant in the room, we pretended that nothing happened. They'd be returning to school soon anyway. It wasn't until they graduated from college and lived with us that our forbidden, sexual relationship continued.
# # #
The first day they were home, my son claimed that he pulled his groin. Brian came downstairs for breakfast limping and holding himself through his pajama bottoms that he wears without underwear.
I know that he's not wearing underwear beneath pajamas because he always has a huge erection that tented is pajama pants. Especially after having seen me and my sister naked, undressing us with their eyes, they always have erections when around us. Sometimes, their erect penises snake out of his pajama pee holes. Pretending that they don't know that they're exposed, they lean over me and/or my sister while serving us coffee.
As if they're hoping that we'll take them in our hands and stroke them or take them in our mouths to suck him, they're big dicks that are only inches from our lips. Tempted to do so, we wondered what their reactions would be if I did take him in our mouths. I imagine them putting gentle hands behind our pretty heads, humping our mouths, fucking our faces, and reaching inside of our low-cut nightgown tops to feel and fondle our naked tits and finger our nipples.
"What's the matter," I asked?
My son looked at me with a pained expression. I've seen lots of people in pain. Especially after seeing me without my clothes and continuing masturbating over imagining having sex with me, I could tell that what he was feeling wasn't pain but horniness. He not only wanted me to ask to see his cock, but also, in the way of my job as a massage and physical therapist, he wanted me to touch, feel, and fondle his naked prick while stroking his cock.
After seeing me in my short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown, and especially after seeing my sister and I naked, we no longer had the modesty to wear robes over our nightgowns. He always stared at me as if I wasn't wearing any clothes. After they stripped us naked and we blew them on my sister's 40th birthday, waiting for him to make a move to seduce me, I remained in my nightgown all day unless I had an appointment.
"I pulled my groin tossing a football around with Chris," he said.
# # #
I walked closer to him. Then, I told him what he was hoping to hear.
"Show mommy where it hurts," I said.
He looked at me with horror mixed with sexual excitement.
"Mom," he said mildly, protesting while making a face. "I'm not going to show you my penis."
He laughed and I laughed.
"Brian. Seriously? You don't have anything that I haven't seen before," I said. "I'm a professional. I've seen lots of naked penises."
I laughed.
"Besides after you and Christopher saw me and your aunt without our clothes, and after you exposed yourselves to us, why are you shy now," I asked?
I laughed again.
"When we were asleep on the back deck, my sister and I dreamt what I now know. You and Christopher not only felt and fondled our naked breasts while fingering and sucking our nipples, you masturbated our pussies, too," I said.
I looked at him with sexual arousal. I wondered if he thought that we were too drunk to know that we blew them in our sleep.
"Don't you dare to pretend that you're morally modest when we know that you two perverts stuck your erect cocks in our mouths when we were asleep on the back deck. You and your cousin had us blow you both in our sleep. How dare you act like such a gentleman now," I asked?
I made a face.
"I have a faint recollection that when we returned home from my sister's 40th birthday at the strip club, you not only both stripped us naked but you had us blow you both when we were drunk," I said.
# # #
While trying to hide his sexual excitement of showing me his naked prick, a flash of sexual arousal betrayed his embarrassment, shame, and modesty of exposing himself to me. He slowly pushed down his pajama bottom to expose his naked prick. As soon as he did, no doubt thinking about groping us in our sleep and thinking about us blowing him as we slept, he started to get an erection.
Surprising him, expecting him to put a heavy hand to the back of my red, pretty head and stick his cock in my mouth again, while hoping that he would, I moved to my knees for a closer look. If he had stuck his prick in my mouth, with me still masturbating myself over him seeing me naked four years ago, and continually seeing his naked prick when he's jerking off, I would have sucked him. Now that I was wide awake instead of sleeping, tempted to blow him, my mouth was only inches away from his big dick.
I cupped his testicles in my hand. As soon as I did, his cock grew bigger and harder.
"Did that hurt when I cupped your testicles," I asked?
He shook his head no.
"Did that hurt when you got an erection," I asked?
He looked down at me with feigned pain.
"A little," he said.
He nodded his head while pretending that he was in pain. While fondling the head of his cock with my fingertips, I wrapped my fingers around his erect prick and gently squeezed.
"Does that hurt," I asked?
He stared down at me holding his prick in my hand.
"Yes," he said.
Knowing full well that he was faking a groin injury, having seen and attended to plenty of groin injuries before, I slowly stroked his prick.
"What about now," I asked? "Does that hurt when I stroke you?"
While staring up at him as if I was about to take him in my mouth and blow him, I stroked him a little faster and a little harder while he continued staring down at my hand. Something that I dreamt and masturbated myself over doing, I was masturbating my son. Not stopping there, I wanted to take him in my mouth and blow him. I would have loved to swallow his cum after he ejaculated a warm and oozy load in my mouth.
"Oh, mom," he said. "Oh, my God, mommy," he said. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."
He closed his eyes and put his head back while I continued stroking his prick. With his prick growing bigger and getting harder, he stared down at my hand stroking him. No doubt, he'll be jerking off over me stroking him later.
# # #
"I can help you by massaging your medial muscles," I said. "Take off your clothes and get on my table. Here's a towel. I'll give you some privacy."
With him in the living room undressing, not wanting her to miss this, I went out to the kitchen and called my sister.
"Kathy, hurry," I whispered. "Get over here. Brian is under a towel and on my table naked. Faking his injury, he claims that he injured his groin, wink, wink, while tossing around a football with Chris. I'm going to give him a massage."
Literally running from her house to my house, my sister immediately quietly and stealthily opened my back door. She was in her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown too. We stood in the kitchen whispering.
"You're not going to believe this," said Kathy. "Christopher is complaining of groin injury, too."
We laughed a diabolical laugh.
"Faking their groin injuries, they'll be hoping that I'll massage them while giving them a happy ending," I said with a laugh.
# # #
With my sister watching from the kitchen and staring at her nephew's erect naked cock, I walked into the living room.
"Brian," I said while walking closer to the table. "You're supposed to be under the towel and not on top of it," I said with a laugh.
I had him stand to remove the towel from beneath him. In the way that he stared at my naked body four-years ago, I stared at his engorged cock again now. I covered him with a towel. The head of his cock peeked out above the towel and pulsated the towel up and down. I stared at his throbbing prick, seemingly begging for my hand, my mouth, and/or my pussy.
"Does everyone wear a towel when you're massaging them, mom," he asked?
I shrugged.
"Some do, mostly the women wear towels. Many men would rather have me massage them while they're naked," I said with a dirty laugh. "I suspect that they're hoping that I'll give them a happy ending," I said.
I stroked my hand up and down while laughing. Then, I pushed out my cheek with my tongue while moving my hand back and forth in front of my mouth as if I was giving someone a blowjob.
"Mom," he said, shocked. "Oh, mom."
Then, he looked up at me with sexual excitement.
"Have you given anyone a happy ending," he asked? "Have you ever masturbated a client or sucked their cock," he asked.
I made a face and shook my head no.
"Oh, my God, Brian. I can't do that, I'd lose my license, Brian," I said.
I looked down at him and frowned.
"What's wrong with you? Do you think that your mother is a whore who would do such a thing," I asked?
He looked up at me with embarrassment and shame.
"Sorry mom," he said.
# # #
Then, while hoping that he'd want to remove his towel, he surprised me by what he asked next.
"Must I wear a towel, mom," he asked? "It's uncomfortable."
'Uncomfortable? Why is his towel uncomfortable? It's just a towel lying on top of him, it's not even tied,' I thought.
When I removed his towel and stared at his big, erect prick, my sister stepped in the living room from the kitchen for a closer look at his naked, erect cock.
As soon as I saw his big dick, I had a flashback. I remember my son and my nephew seeing us naked. I remembered them touching and feeling us everywhere that sons shouldn't touch and feel their mothers, and nephews shouldn't touch and feel their aunts.
With them doing the same things to my sister, I remembered them feeling and fondling my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples. I remembered them rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. I remembered them wrapping my fingers around their cocks, and moving my hand up and down, while having me give them a forced hand job. I remembered them sticking their cocks in my mouth and forcing me to give them a sleeping blowjob.
"Mom," he said. "Can you give me a massage with a happy ending," he asked?
He asked me the question that I hoped he would ask.
I laughed.
"Brian, seriously? "You want your mother to masturbate you," I asked?
I shook my head.
"I can't do that. That's just wrong. That's just nasty," I said. "I suppose you want me to blow you, too. I suppose you want to cum in your mother's mouth and watch me swallow you cum," I said.
I made another face when he nodded his head. Only, truth be told, I couldn't wait to masturbate him. I couldn't wait to see and hear him cum. I couldn't wait to blow him. I'd love for him to cum in my mouth again and swallow his cum.
"You need to get a girlfriend for her to do that for you," I said.
I laughed.
# # #
"Mom, please? I'd love to cum for you, mom," he said. "That would help my groin pain," he said.
He took his erect prick in his hand and stroked himself. I watch him masturbating himself. I wanted to lean down and take him in my mouth. I wanted to stroke him while sucking him. I wanted to blow my son.
"Please, mom. I haven't masturbated because it hurts when I do. Yet, with you the expert, no doubt, knowing how to stroke my prick without hurting me, I need to cum," he said. "Can you release the pressure and make me cum, mom? Please," he begged.
He looked up at me with sadness. I sighed and rolled my eyes.
"Okay, but this is just between us, and just this one time. No one must know. I mean it, Brian. You mustn't tell anyone that I masturbated you," I said. "I'd be so embarrassed for anyone to know that I masturbated my son," I said lying.
I laughed.
"If anyone knew that I gave my own son a happy ending, every man that I massaged would want a happy ending, too," I said.
# # #
"I'll be right back. I need to get a bottle of hand lotion and some tissues from the kitchen," I said.
I walked with Kathy from the living room to the kitchen. Brian was naked on my massage table with his eyes closed. He had a huge erection. My son was not only exposing himself to me but also to his aunt, my sister, too. Having already seen him and my nephew, Christopher, naked four years ago when they saw us naked, I couldn't believe that I was seeing him naked again.
Not wanting to ruin it by her talking, I put my finger to my lips. I returned to the table with a bottle of lotion and a box of tissues. I waved her over. We stood beside the table staring down at his naked body in the way that he stood beside us and stared down at our naked bodies four-years-ago.
In sexual anticipation of me cupping his testicles again, holding his cock in my hand, fingering the head of his prick, and slowly stroking him, he already had a throbbing and pulsating erection. Pretending she was me, Kathy took hold of her nephew's prick in her hand. She smiled at me before staring down at him.
"Tell me if this hurts, Brian," I said.
Not opening his eyes, as soon as my sister slowly stroked him, he grimaced in feigned pain. Instead of me touching his naked prick, his aunt took hold of him in her hand. In the way that I had done, she cupped his testicles, fondled the head of his prick with her fingertips, took him in her hand, and squeezed him before slowly stroking him. I watched my sister masturbate my son.
Pretending that I was masturbating him instead of my sister, she stroked him faster and harder. Then, surprising me as much as she surprised him, she leaned down and took him in her mouth. My sister Kathy was blowing her nephew. As soon as she started sucking him, he put a gentle hand to the back of blonde, pretty head. He humped her mouth and he fucked her face. Then, he opened his eyes.
"Aunt Kathy," he said, staring at my sister! "Oh, my God! Mom," he said, staring up at me!"
Not stopping from giving him a blowjob, my sister continued stroking him and sucking him.
"Oh, my God, Aunt Kathy! Oh, my God," he said. "Suck my prick. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth."
# # #
With her no longer having to pretend that she was me, Kathy removed Brian from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Brian. Cum. Cum in auntie's mouth. I need to taste you. I need to swallow you. Cum Brian, cum," said my sister to her nephew.
Not taking him long to cum, as soon as my sister told him to cum in her mouth, obediently obeying her, he did. As soon as she removed him from her mouth and swallowed his cum, I took him in my hand and stroked him. Then, as my sister did, I did, too.
While my son stared at me with disbelief and sexual excitement, I took him in my mouth and stroked him while sucking him. I stroked him faster and I stroked him harder while sucking him deeper. I gave him the blowjob that I had always wanted to give him and the blowjob that he always wanted me to give him.
Again, in the way that he did with my sister, he did with me. He put a gentle hand behind my red, pretty head. While reaching inside the top of my nightgown that had fallen open as soon as I leaned forward, he felt my naked breasts and pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples.
He humped my mouth. He fucked my face. I removed him from my mouth to speak. Still hard after his aunt blew him and even harder and more sexually excited with me blowing him, he was ready to cum again.
"Cum, Brian. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth. I need to taste you. I need to swallow you," I said. "Cum, Brian. Cum."
With him young, dumb, and filled with cum, as he did with my sister, he did with me. As soon as I told him to cum, obediently obeying me, he did. He ejaculated a big load of cum in my mouth. I missed having sex with a man who can get and maintain a hard erection, and who can immediately cum again.
# # #
After blowing Brian, he returned upstairs to his room. Kathy returned home to check on her ailing son.
"I'll be right back with Christopher for you to help him with his groin jury," she said with a laugh and a wink.
Chris sat at the kitchen counter while pretending to be in pain.
"I was just over Aunt Liz's house. She gave me some suggestions of what to do before taking you to her house. She said that she's helped lots of men with groin injuries," she said.
She stood beside him.
"Stand up," she said. "Show mommy where it hurts."
Chris stared at her as if his mother was crazy until a look of sexual arousal betrayed his feigned look of embarrassment and shame.
"Mom," he said. "I'm not going to show you my penis."
She laughed.
"What does it matter, you've already seen my sister and I naked," she said with an unembarrassed shrug? "We've already seen you naked, too."
She moved to my knees and pushed his pajama bottoms down. As if his cock was a Jack-in-the-box, his erection leapt out at her. With her mouth only inches away from his erect prick, she was tempted to take him in her mouth. As she told me later, she wanted to blow her son. Instead, she took him in her hand and wrapped her fingers around his prick and squeezed.
"Does that hurt," she asked?
While still pretending that he had injured his groin, he grimaced while nodding his head. She cupped his testicles.
"Does that hurt," she asked?
Again, he grimaced while nodding his head. She took him in her hand again. She fondled the head of his erect prick and slowly stroked him while staring up at him and smiling.
"What about now? Does it hurt when I move your penis back and forth," she asked?
Again, he grimaced while nodding his head. She stroked him faster. She stroked him harder. She was literally masturbating my son.
"What about now," she asked?
He stared down at her hand with his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth hanging open.
"Oh, mom. Don't stop. That feels so good," he said. "You're making my groin feel so much better."
His look of sexual excitement from his mother masturbating him betrayed his look of feigned pain. She pulled up his pajama bottoms.
"Let's go see Auntie Liz," she said.
# # #
"Christopher pulled his groin," said my sister as soon as we entered my house from the back door. "Can you give him some relief from the pain, Liz?"
I nodded her head.
"Remove your clothes, Christopher, and climb up on my table and we'll have a look," said my sister.
We both entered the living room.
"Mom, must you be here, too? It's bad enough that Auntie Liz is going to see me naked, must you see me naked, too," he asked?
She rolled her eyes and laughed.
"What's the big deal? Just as you've already seen us without our clothes, we've already seen you naked. After you told me, Liz, what to do to examine, I held his penis in my hand, cupped his testicles, and stroked his cock," said Kathy with a shrug.
# # #
As soon as Chris lay on my table with a big erection, shocking him, I took his cock in my hand before taking him in my mouth. As I did with my son, I did with my nephew. I stroked his cock while sucking his prick. Then, I stepped aside to give his mother a chance. She stroked her son's prick while sucking his big dick.
We took turns blowing him. Then, when he started cumming, we took turns taking him in our mouths. He ejaculated cum in both of our mouths and we swallowed his cum.
As soon as we removed the pressure of our lips and removed him from our mouths, he exploded a second and bigger load of cum all over our faces, and in our hair. We had cum dripping from our hair, our eyebrows, our nose, our lips, and our chin. My nephew gave me and his mother a cum baths.
We escorted him from the living room to my bedroom. I called to Brian to come down from his room to my bedroom. We were already naked. In the way that my sister had sex with her son, I had sex with my son. Then, in the way that my sister had sex with her nephew, I had sex with my nephew.
Then, switching, after I had already sucked his cock, Brian fingered and licked my naked pussy. Then, as soon as I had an orgasm, he mounted me. While making out with me, he touched and felt my naked body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother.



We made love. Then, humping me harder and faster, he fucked me. My son fucked his mother and I fucked my son. He humped me fast enough and hard enough to give me another orgasm, this time with his cock.
While I had sex with my son on one side of my king sized bed, my sister had sex with her son on the other side of my king sized bed. While Brian fingered and licked my pussy, Chris fingered and licked his mother's cunt. As soon as Kathy had her orgasm, he mounted her.
As my son did with me, my sister's son did with her. While making out with one another, they made love. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, they fucked. He fucked her fast and hard enough to give her another orgasm, this time with his cock.
# # #
After giving us both multiple orgasms with their fingers, their tongues, and their pricks, with them both unlimited cum machines, we blew them again. I blew my son and he ejaculated in my mouth again. My sister blew her son and he ejaculated in her mouth again.
Then, I blew my nephew and he ejaculated in my mouth again. My sister blew her nephew again and he ejaculated in her mouth again. With them still hard and still full of cum, they gave us a bukkake. They ejaculated all over our faces and all over our naked bodies. Then, after we blew them, we fucked them both again. With them giving us multiple orgasms, they ejaculated multiple times.
After having our marathon of sex, we took turns making love to them every morning and fucking them every night. In between they masturbated us and ate our pussies. We masturbated them and sucked their cocks. We had sex multiple times a day, every day.
It was no of surprise when we were both pregnant. After fucking us silly, they filled our bellies with babies. With twins running in our family, I had identical twin boys, and my sister had identical twin girls. I named my sons Aiden and Ethan. My sister named her daughters Ava and Emma.
With my sister and I looking ten-years younger, and our sons looking ten-years older, we moved to where no one knew us. We pretended that we were married couples. We lived happily ever after as a family.
The End
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Stepmom, Stepson, Son-in-law Sex #1
Stepmom has threesome sex with her stepson and best friend.
My name is Pamela but everyone calls me Pam. I'm 52-years-old and living with my 26-year-old stepson, Mark. Coincidentally, my best friend, 47-year-old Amber, is Mark's mother-in-law. We met at the gym cycling class together ten-years ago. A close friend that we share is our parish nun, Sister Mary Frances. Not much of a writer, after having threesome sex with my stepson, and his mother-in-law, I was inspired to write this story.
Something that most men don't know, many women over 45-years-old, especially single moms, are whores. I'm a whore. My friend, Amber, is a whore. Our friend, Sister Mary Frances is a whore, too. Why are we whores now when we were never whores before?
We're alone and lonely without a man in our lives supporting us and keeping us safe. Because we're older, most men don't look twice at us. They stare at and would rather have sex with some twenty-something-year-old or some thirty-something-year old slut than with someone who's old enough to be their mothers or their stepmothers.
Yet, in the way that most older men are attracted to younger women, most older women are attracted to younger men. Sadly, most younger men don't look twice at us. They don't compliment us about our clothes, our hair, and our perfume. They're too busy ogling and trying to seduce younger women.
Older women have much to offer. We have experience and wisdom not only in the world but in bed, too. If they'd give older women a chance, they'd see all we have to offer than some empty headed bimbo, who only cares about her shoes, her clothes, and her designer handbag while staring at her cell phone rather than talking to him.
# # #
Fortunately for me, my stepson loves older women. He loves his stepmom. He has a thing for me as much as he does for his mother-in-law, too. I've heard him masturbating in his room over Sister Mary Frances. Something so forbidden, it's not only many young men's sexual fantasy to have sex with their stepmom but also, their mother-in-law, and a Catholic nun.
When the three of us are together drinking wine and gossiping, he joins us. He's always staring at us, smiling at us, talking to us, complimenting us, and paying us attention. Even though he's my stepson, Amber's son-in-law, and Sister Mary's ex-Sunday school teacher, we'd have sex with him. Something that we secretly talk about when he's not home, we'd make out with him while allowing him to touch and feel us through our clothes.
We'd allow him to undress us and strip us naked while continuing to make out with us. We'd allow him to feel our naked bodies everywhere that a stepson should never feel his stepmother, a son-in-law should never feel his mother-in-law, a parishioner should never feel a nun. We'd allow him to finger our pussies while licking our cunts to give us orgasms with his fingers and with his tongue.
We'd allow him to make love to us before fucking us fast and hard enough to give us orgasms with this cock. We'd roll him over, mount him, and fuck him, too. Then we'd take his prick in our hands and stroke him before taking him in our mouths to suck him.
We'd allow him to cum in our mouths and, with us not spitters, we'd swallow his cum. Then, something fun to do, we'd allow him to cum all over our faces, in our hair, and across our naked breasts. With us dripping with his cum, something that most young women won't do with an older man, we'd allow him to give us cum baths.
Then, we'd do it all over again. We'd make love to him every morning. We'd fuck him every night. In between, instead of shopping online buying clothes, shoes, and handbags, when we're not making love and fucking him, we'd masturbate him and give him oral sex.
With many older women not having much sex, something they never did before, they do now. They have lesbian sex with their friends. Men love watching women having lesbian sex. We'd allow him to watch me eat Amber's pussy, Sister Mary's pussy, and watch them eat my cunt, too. Finally, we'd have threesome sex with his mother-in-law and I, and with Sister Mary and I, too.
# # #
Mark's wife, Meghan, a traveling nurse. She travels 9 months of the year. She's seldom home. She makes good money, about $120,000 a year.
Married only three-years, and with him alone for long periods of time, he doesn't get much sex other than pleasuring himself with his hand. With him young, dumb, and full of cum, he's as horny and sexually frustrated as we are. In the way that we're all exhibitionists, he is too. In the way that we deliberately enjoy flashing upskirt panties and down blouse bras, he loves dick flashing his erect, naked prick to unsuspecting women. He makes his flashes appear accidental. He's deliberately exposed himself to me many times.
After my husband died from COVID, he left me alone with his son. I've cared for him for years as if he was my own son. Suffice to say, no longer having a man in my life, I'm as sexually frustrated and as horny as Mark. As if in an emergency, any port in a storm, yet, something that I'd never do, even though I desperately would love to, I'd never have sex with my stepson.
'Gross. That's wrong. That's just nasty,' I thought.
# # #
With it always stuffy in the house, and with him walking around the house in his T-shirt, pajama bottoms without underwear, and his Ugg slippers, he adds to my horniness. I know he doesn't wear underwear under his PJ's because whenever he's around me, he has a constant erection that tents his pajama pants. Daring myself to sexually tease him, I started wearing my short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns around him without wearing a robe.
He stares at all that he can see of my naked ass, my naked pussy, and my naked breasts through my nearly transparent nightgowns. When I walk in front of the TV in a darkened living room, open the drapes in the living room, or in his bedroom, he can see right through my nightgowns as I'm naked. With the house having an open floor plan, he can see me from his armchair all the way into the kitchen.
When I open the refrigerator door without turning on the kitchen light, as if I'm not wearing a nightgown, the open door of the refrigerator lights me up as if I'm going through a TSA body scan. He can see me from his armchair all the way into the kitchen. Once I made him so horny seeing what he shouldn't see of me, when he leaned over me to pour my coffee, his erect cock snaked out of his pajama pee hole. The head of his big dick was only inches from my mouth.
"Oh, my God, Mark," I said.
Tempted to take him in my hand and stroke him before taking him in my mouth to suck him, I didn't dare. Yet, I didn't want to regret missing this sexual opportunity. Daring myself to do so, I took his prick in my hand and wrapped my manicured fingers around his penis while staring up at him.
He was so big. He was so hard. Unable to stop myself, I squeezed his cock.
"Jesus, Mark," I said with a laugh. "You nearly stuck your penis in my mouth," I said.
While still holding his big dick in my hand, I stared up at him with a sexy smile and a naughty look. Not wanting to let go of his cock, I wanted to stroke him. I wanted to suck him. As if his cum was the cream for my coffee, I wanted him to cum in my mouth. After not having had sex with a man in years, I'd love to swallow my stepson's cum.
"Sorry, mom," he said. "I'm so embarrassed. Please forgive me. I didn't know that I was exposed."
While staring down at me to see my reaction to seeing his naked prick, giving me a good, long look of his penis, he took his time pushing his cock back in his pajama pee hole. With his big dick still erect, his cock that tented his pajama bottoms pointed at me as if I was the chosen one. I'll be rubbing my clit with my pink bunny vibrator and fucking my pussy with my big, black dildo later after seeing and holding my stepson's prick.
# # #
My story started after my landlord didn't renew my lease. I needed someplace to live. Since my stepson has a spare bedroom, and his wife is seldom home, he said that I could live with him and his wife, Meghan until I found a place to rent. With rents sky high, living with them allowed me to save some money. Fortunately, with the pandemic continuing, I was able to work from home.
Besides with him busy working from home, too, we were always home alone together. With him not much of a cook, and clueless about, and hating to do household chores, as I did before he was married, I played house with him again. I cooked, cleaned, loaded, and unloaded the dishwasher, the laundry, the grocery shopping, and ran all of the errands. I dusted, vacuumed, and cleaned the bathroom, too.
Whenever I cleaned the bathroom, he leaned at the doorway and talked to me while I bent at the waist in my short nightgown to scrub the tub and flash him up nightgown peeks of my naked ass. Continuing to tease him, when I leaned when facing him, I flashed him my down nightgown views of my naked breasts. Then, when leaning against the bathroom tiles while reaching higher, my nightgown became wet and see-through when rinsing the tiles.
Having only one bathroom wasn't a problem for us. The only time that it was when I was in the shower and he had to pee. Seemingly, every time he heard the shower water, he had to pee. No doubt, and with me more than willing to oblige, he was hoping to see me naked. No doubt, and willing to not only look but also to stare, he not only hoped to see me naked but he wanted to dick flash me his naked prick.
# # #
"Mom," I heard him say loud enough over the water for me to hear. "I have to pee."
Expecting him needing to pee, I could have asked him if he had to pee before taking a shower, but this was more fun. I turned off the shower to listen.
"Okay, but don't flush the toilet, Mark," I said.
Not closing the shower all of the way, deliberately leaving a small opening to peep at him and for him to see me naked, it's a game we played dozens of times. He must have stroked himself before entering the bathroom because he always had a huge erection. Instead of standing and peeing while facing the toilet, he stood and faced me. As much as he wanted to see me without my clothes, he wanted me to see his big dick.
Then, as if he was a stripper on stage giving me a show of his cock, he slowly pushed his pajama bottoms down. With me not only looking but staring, he gave me a long look of his naked penis. Before sitting on the toilet to pee, examining his cock, he adjusted his engorged prick in his hand.
As soon as finished peeing, he stood, and gave me another show while taking his time to wipe himself. Then, as he always does, he did what I asked him not to do. Flushing the toilet was a habit that he had. He flushed the toilet. Returning the favor of him flashing me, I flashed him. I opened the shower curtain and poked my head out of the shower curtain.
"Jesus Mark. I asked you not to flush the toilet," I said.
When I leaned forward to chastise him, my big breasts leaned forward with me. In the way that I stared at his erect, naked cock, making nipples erect and my pussy wet, he stared at my naked breasts. I wished he'd strip himself naked and step in the shower with me.
I'd love him to bend me forward and fuck me in the shower. I'd love to move to my knees and suck his cock in the shower. With it having been so long, I miss having sex in the shower.
# # #
After repeating this emergency peeing routine many times, I couldn't believe that I was finally brazen enough to flash him more than just my naked breasts. Fingering myself later over what I did now, I showed my stepson more than just my double D cup breasts. Tired of playing this game, daring myself to do more, surprising myself and sexually arousing me as much as I shocked and sexually excited him, I did something that I thought I'd never do.
I pushed open the shower curtain, and stepped from the shower naked. Not covering my tits with my forearm or my brown, bushy, brown pussy with my hand, I turned to face him while naked. Having never seen me naked before, he was seeing me without my clothes now. He stared at me with his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth hanging open.
"Be a dear, Mark, and dry mommy. I can't do it," I said. "My arthritis is hurting my shoulder today," I said, rubbing my shoulder while feigning my pain.
He grabbed a towel, walked to me, and instead of covering my nakedness and drying me though the towel, he dried my naked body while staring at me, touching me, feeling me, fondling me, and groping me everywhere. He felt and fondled my big breasts, my ass, and my pussy through the towel where a stepson should never feel and fondle his stepmother. Then, as if he couldn't believe his eyes, something that he'll be masturbating over for the rest of his horny life, while holding the towel, he took a step back to examine my naked body.
"I'm still wet back there," I said, turning and pointing. "The back of my pussy is still wet," I said.
My pussy was plenty wet but not from the shower water but from my vaginal secretions. My pussy was wet from him seeing me naked. My cunt was wet from him groping me through the towel. My vagina was wet from him flashing me his naked prick.
I bent at the waist and allowed him to see, cup, and feel my cunt while drying my pussy. Doing everything but masturbating me, I wished he'd rub my clit and finger fuck me. I wished he'd move to his knees and eat my pussy and toss my salad by licking my ass. I wish he'd stick his big dick in my cunt, fuck me, and cum inside of me. No longer able to become pregnant, I would have loved him to give me his baby.
# # #
Everything changed for the better after I saw his erect, naked cock, took his stiff prick in my hand, and after he saw and dried my naked body. Acting more like boyfriend and girlfriend or husband and wife, we acted more like nudists than we did stepmother and stepson. No longer morally modest, not that I ever was, I started walking around the house in my bra and panties, topless, and even naked. He walked around the house naked, too.
When we played board games or card games, he sat on the floor sitting on a pillow and I sat on the couch in my short nightgown with my knees parted enough for him to continually see my naked pussy. Every time I leaned forward to play a piece or a card, my nightgown top opened with me to flash him my long line of cleavage, my naked breasts, and my erect nipples. As if he had never seen a naked woman before, he stared at my naked tits and my naked pussy.
We cuddled on the couch while watching television or a movie. Then, with two drinks making me tipsy, I had a third drink that made me a little drunk and tired. Unable to stop yawning, I fell asleep on his lap. A little drunk and half awake, I pretended I didn't know what he was doing.
He lifted the back of my nightgown and squeezed my naked ass. His big hand felt so good on my shapely ass. He lightly rubbed my clit while finger fucking me. Mark masturbated me in the way that I wanted to stroke his cock and masturbate him.
Then, careful that he didn't awaken me from my sound slumber, he felt my breasts and my erect nipples through my nightgown. He stuck his horny hand down my nightgown top and felt and fondled. When he pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples, his erect cock emerged from his pajama pee hole again.
# # #
His erect cock was mere inches from my mouth. He took my hand by my wrist and put my hand on his big, naked prick. He wrapped my long, manicured fingers around his stiff dick and moved my hand up and down to give him a forced hand job.
Then, when I slid lower with my head resting in his lap, he took his prick in his hand. He pinched and closed my nostrils. When I opened my mouth to breathe, he stuck is cock in my mouth.
My stepson wanted me to blow him. He wanted me to continue stroking his cock while I sucked his cock. He put a gentle hand to the back of my head and pushed my head forward.
He humped my mouth. He fucked my face. He wanted to cum in my mouth. Destroying the evidence that I blew my stepson, he wanted to swallow his cum.
# # #
Pretending that I was too drunk to know what I was doing; as if I was dreaming of blowing my deceased husband, I was blowing my stepson. I sucked his cock while stroking his prick in my feigned sleep. As soon as he ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth, I swallowed his cum, and awakened.
Then, as soon as I removed the pressure of my lips from his erect prick, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over my face and in my hair. I had cum dripping from my hair, my eyebrows, my nose, my mouth, my chin, sliding down my neck, and all over my nightie. There was so much cum. I had cum baths given to me before but never have I had a bigger cum bath.
"Mark! Oh, my God, Mark. Did I blow you in my sleep," I asked?
With his cum dripping from my face, I stared up at him with shame and embarrassment. I pretended that it was my fault that I blew him. I wiped myself with some napkins from the coffee table.
"Did I just blow you," I asked him again?
He nodded his head.
"You gave me quite the cum bath," I said with a laugh.
I gave him a grief stricken look.
"I dreamt that I was blowing your father. I'm so sorry, Mark. I'm so sorry. I was too drunk and too tired to know what I was doing," I said. "Please forgive me for taking advantage of you," I said.
He smiled down at me.
"It's okay, mom. I forgive you. I was sleeping, too," he said lying.
I couldn't wait to tell Amber that I blew my stepson, her son-in-law. I couldn't wait to confess to Sister Mary that I had sex with her ex-Sunday school student. With Amber as much of a whore as I am, jealous of my big, natural breasts, she had 32 F cup, triple D silicone implants. Now her breasts were the same size as Christina Hendricks' huge, natural breasts of Mad Men and Good Girls fame.
Sister Mary confessed that she had a sexual relationship with Father Murphy, and with Sister Mary Elizabeth from the Convent of the Most Holy virgins. Any port in a storm, when priests and parishioners weren't available to have sex with, nuns had lesbian sex with other nuns. Even nuns who preferred having sex with men than with women, had sex with women rather than going without having sex.
# # #
The next day, when I was putting away his laundry in his bedroom, he left his laptop computer on while he was in the shower. He had it open to a story written by a female writer on Literotica, Wicked Whore Writer, Wendy. The story was titled, Women Over 50 are Wicked whores.
I read the story and everything she wrote was true. Indeed, many women over fifty-year-old are whores. I'm a 52-year-old whore, even though she's only 47-years-old, my best friend, Mark's mother-in-law, is a whore, too. Even our Catholic nun friend, 50-year-old Sister Mary Frances is not only a lesbian but also a whore. He had a second window open on his laptop of naked that was filled with women who looked like me, his mother-in-law, Amber, and his ex-Sunday school teacher, Sister Mary Frances.
Then, when Amber paid me a visit the next day, with our dear friend, Sister Mary Frances, unaware that his wife's mother was visiting with our parish nun, good things happened. I told them that I had blown Mark while I pretended to be asleep.
"No way," said Amber. "You're such a lucky whore," she said with a laugh. "I would love to blow my son-in-law."
Sister Mary anointed herself.
"It's been a long time since I've had a hard cock in my hand, in my mouth and in my pussy," said the good sister. "I'd love to have sex with Mark, too."
# # #
Something he always does; Mark listened to our conversation. No doubt, he overheard me tell them that I blew him. He heard his mother-in-law say that she'd love to blow him, too. With us gossiping, laughing, and drinking wine, he must have heard Sister Mary confess that she'd love to have sex with him, too.



I didn't have to be a clairvoyant to know what was about to happen. This was his chance. With him not wanting to have any regrets about missing this sexual opportunity, I knew that he'd quickly stroke himself to a big and hard erection.
Then, expecting him to do so, he emerged from the shower naked. Pretending he didn't know we were there, he entered the living room naked with his head down while drying his hair. With him always having a big erection, he walked in the living room with a huge erection.
No doubt, with him aware that we were sitting in the living room visiting while drinking wine, gossiping, and laughing, as soon as we saw Mark naked, we all stopped talking. Mark's mother-in-law, Amber, stared at her son-in-law's big dick as if she had never seen a naked, erect prick before. She never removed her eyes from her daughter's husband's stiff prick. Instead of looking away in shame and in embarrassment, as if she had never seen a naked prick, erect before, Sister Mary Frances stared at Mark's cock while anointing herself.
"God Almighty. Thank you, Jesus," she whispered under her breath while anointing herself again and again.
Mark walked in the living totally naked but for a towel on his wet hair.
"Mom," he asked with his head still down while busy drying his hair? "Have you seen my blue Uggs," he asked?
# # #
Something that wouldn't surprise me if he had deliberately did, I wondered if he knew that Amber was visiting with the good sister. After sucking his cock last night and him giving me a cum bath, I wondered if his perversely perverted intention was to deliberately dick flash the two women. After overhearing them confess to me that they would, I wondered if he hoped that they'd suck his cock, too.
With me seeing him first walking down the hall from the bathroom, pretending that I didn't see him, I could have yelled out to warn him but I wanted to see how this would play out. I wanted Amber and Sister Mary to see Mark naked. I was curious for their reactions to seeing his nearly 8" erect, naked cock.
Not removing her eyes from her naked son-in-law, Amber's eyes bugged out of her head and her mouth fell open. She looked from Mark to look at me before she looked at Sister Mary Frances. Amber gasped. She fingered her erect nipples through her blouse and her bra. Then, she laughed while staring at me before continuing to stare at his naked, erect prick.
"Mark, honey," I said. "We have company," I said with a sexually aroused, little laugh.
Not making a move to cover his exposed prick with his hand, he stood there looking at me to look at his mother-in-law before looking at Sister Mary Frances, his former Sunday School teacher.
"Oh, my God. Sorry. I'm so sorry. I'm so embarrassed," he said lying.
Not leaving the room, nor making a move to cover his nakedness with his hand, he remained standing there unembarrassed and unashamed. With him still deliberately dick flashing us, now I knew that he had intentionally dick flashed us. After I had already seen his naked cock many times before, and had his stiff prick in my hand and in my mouth, he clearly wanted his mother-in-law and his ex-Sunday school teacher to see his naked cock. With him the perversely exhibitionist pervert that he was, he'll be masturbating over exposing himself for the rest of his horny life.
# # #
He turned to show us his firm and muscular buttocks before disappearing in his room. Seeing his bedroom door ajar from where I was sitting, I knew he was listening. I watched Amber take a big gulp of her wine.
"Be still my heart," she said, clutching her chest. "My daughter is a lucky woman to have married a man who has such a big dick," she said with a laugh. "He has such a big and beautiful prick."
Sister Frances laughed, too.
"I'd love to feel his cock in my hand while stroking his cock. I'd love to take him in my mouth and suck him while stroking him. I'd love to feel that monster in my pussy while he made love to me and fucked me," she said.
Sister Mary let out a dirty laugh.
# # #
"Embarrassed and ashamed to confess this," she said, anointing herself again. "I haven't seen such a big prick since Father Murphy left the parish," she said, nodding her head with sadness.
She looked from me to look at Amber to look at me before starting her confession.
"One Sunday after mass he called me into the parish rectory to show me something. I sat in his chair in front of his desk. Figuring that he had a letter from a parishioner that he wanted to show me, he didn't."
Again, she looked at Amber before looking at me.
"Unable to remove my eyes, as shocked as I was sexually aroused, he stood in front of me, unzipped himself, and pulled out his prick. Unable to remove my eyes, I stared at his big dick. I couldn't believe that Father Murphy was exposing himself to me," she said.
She nodded her head as if remembering Father Murphy exposing himself to her.
"I was ready to flee but he had a huge erection and I was so horny. Then, while I watched him, daring myself to lean forward and take him in my mouth, I didn't. I watched him stroke himself to a bigger and harder erection. His cock was as big as Mark's big prick." she said.
Blushing red, she looked from me to look at Amber with shamed and embarrassment. Then, she anointed herself again.
"I tried not to stare. I tried to look away but when he told me that he wanted to show me something, I leaned forward and looked closer," said Sister Mary. "He had a tattoo of Jesus on the crucifix on his cock and the words God Bless You on the underside of his stiff prick."
She looked at us with sexual arousal. Then, she anointed herself again.
# # #
Again, she looked from me to look at Amber.
"Then he said something that blew my mind. He said something that I couldn't refuse to do," she said.
She looked from me to look at Amber with sexual arousal again.
"Stroke Jesus, Sister Frances. Take God in your hand before taking him in your mouth. As if you're receiving holy communion, let Jesus, your husband, cum in your mouth, Sister Mary," he said.
She held her big D cup breast in her religious hand through her blouse while fingering her erect nipples.
"Then, he stepped closer and put a heavy hand to the back of my head. He parted my lips with his prick and pushed his big dick in my mouth," she said. "He humped my mouth and fucked my face."
She nodded her head.
"As if I was blowing Jesus, I blew Father Murphy. I stroked his prick while sucking his prick. I not only allowed him to cum in my mouth but I swallowed his cum," she said.
# # #
She laughed.
"Shortly after, he was fired from the parish after he showed tattoos of Jesus to all of the nuns in our parish. They all sucked his prick under the guise of blowing Jesus, our Lord Almighty. Then, when he tried the same thing with Mother Superior, she reported him because she's lesbian," she said with another laugh.
Amber returned Sister Mary's laugh with her laugh.
"If Father Murphy had shown me his prick, I would have blown him, too," she said. "Now that I've seen Mark's naked prick, as long as my daughter didn't know that I had sex with her man, I would love to suck him after I fuck him."
She laughed.
"I'd allow him to cum in my pussy, in my mouth, and allow him to give me a cum bath, too," she said.
# # #
Shortly after Mark had dick flashed everyone, Amber had a fire in her kitchen that nearly burned down her house. With her insurance paying for a new kitchen, she was homeless until they fixed it. Not hesitating for a moment, Mark invited his mother-in-law to live with them. Even though he had three bedrooms, he used one for himself, one for his office, and the third bedroom for me.
After having overheard Amber tell Pam, and Sister Mary that she'd allow him to cum in her pussy, in her mouth, and allow him to give me a cum bath, too, inviting her to live with them was a no brainer. With all of the bedrooms having king-sized beds, I invited Amber to sleep with me. After Amber saw her son-in-law naked, in the way that I continued to do, his mother-in-law walked about the house in her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns without wearing a robe. She walked around in her bra and panties, topless, and even naked.
Sister Mary Frances was a frequent visitor. With her not rebuffing him, he enjoyed sitting on the couch next to the nun. After we all started drinking our wine while he drank his beer, he took devilish liberties with the good sister. While she stared, he removed his pajama bottoms. Then, as soon as he sat next to her, he placed her holy hand on his naked prick. Not pulling it away, she left her hand there while fondling his big, erect prick, and slowly stroking his cock.
"I love your big and hard penis," she said.
Expecting him to kiss her, she looked up and smiled at him.
Then, he leaned to her and kissed her while feeling her big breasts through her blouse and her bra. Continuing to make out with her, he fingered her nipples while slowly undressing her. With her not stopping him, he stripped her naked while Amber and I watched. Then, when they stood from the couch, he bent her forward and fucked her from behind. He ejaculated his load of cum in the nun's pussy.
Finally, after he fucked her, when she was drunk enough, she moved to her knees as if she was going to pray. While Amber and I watched her, instead of praying, she took him in her mouth. The good Sister stroked and sucked my stepson in the way that she stroked and sucked Father Murphy. With her leaving our parish for the convent soon, that was the last that we saw of the nun.
# # #
Unbeknownst to my stepson, with us so horny and sexually frustrated, long before I blew my stepson, Amber and I had lesbian sex. During the day, after we finished our work, we'd sit on the couch naked while watching porn and masturbating one another. Then, now that we lived together, we invited Mark to watch porn with us. He masturbated me and his mother-in-law while we took turns masturbating him, and giving him oral sex. We allowed him to cum in our mouths and we swallowed his cum.
Once we were horny enough from watching porn movies and having sex in the living room, we moved the forbidden party to my bedroom. We had threesome sex in my bedroom. While I sat on my stepson's face, he rubbed my clit, fingered fuck my cunt, and ate my pussy while Amber sucked his cock. Then, after Mark and I had our orgasms, we changed places. Amber sat on her son-in-law's face. He rubbed his mother-in-law's clit, finger fucked her cunt, and ate her pussy while I stroked and sucked my stepson's cock.
After Amber had her orgasm and Mark ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth, we took turns making out while making love. Then, humping me harder and humping me faster, Mark fucked me and gave me an orgasm. Finally, while I watched, he made out with Amber while making love to her. Humping her harder and humping her faster he fucked his wife's mother and gave her an orgasm, too. He ejaculated in both of our pussies.
When Amber and I had lesbian sex, Mark watched us making out while making love to one another with our strap-on dildos. He watched us fingering one another's pussy. He watched us giving one another oral sex. When Mark's wife arrived home, with us all continuing to walk around the house naked, we hoped to include her in our sessions of forbidden, incestuous sex.
To be continued...
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"I Love You Daddy," said Penny.
Stepdaughter has a sexual relationship with her stepfather.
"Good morning, daddy," said Penny.
John smiled at his stepdaughter.
"I love you, Penny, too," he said.
Sexually teasing him, I hoped to have sex with him. With people still dying of COVID, seldom going out and never going out without a mask when I did leave the house, I wore my uniform of choice. Every day, I wore a crop top without a bra and my sheer, French bikini panties. To expose my naked breasts, I only had to raise my arms overhead.
With my dad in the kitchen helping me put away groceries that we had delivered, I continuingly flashed him the bottoms for my naked breasts. Then, when reaching higher, with my crop top climbing higher with me, I flashed him my erect nipples. With him not only looking but also staring, I knew he loved my D cup tits better than my mom's modest, B cup breasts.
I felt sorry for my stepdad. He took my mother divorcing him really hard. Taken by surprise, clueless, he didn't know she had a lover. He was unaware that she was having an affair with her boss at work. With my mother moving across the country to California with him, I stayed with my stepfather. My life was here in Boston and not two-thousand-six-hundred-miles away in Las Angeles.
Every morning, showing him how much I loved him, offering him some comfort and affection, with my big tits bouncing and swaying side to side, I ran to him as if I missed him. With the bottoms of my naked breasts exposed, I threw my arms around his neck. I pressed my crop top breasts against his chest and my panty clad pussy against his pajama bottoms that he wears without underwear. I know he doesn't wear underwear because as soon as I hug him and kiss him on the lips, he has an erection that tents pajama bottoms.
# # #
I look a lot like my mom but I'm taller and bustier. One night, when she was a little drunk, we had girl talk. Even though my mom is a whore, she was never a whore to her husband, or loving wife to my stepdad.
She didn't kiss him good morning and good night, as I started doing as soon as she divorced him. She undressed and dressed in the bathroom. Forget about having sex, he seldom saw her in her bra and panties, topless, or naked. I'm not modestly shy, especially when I'm around my daddy. When I'm not deliberately flashing him my naked breasts, I'm intentionally flashing him all that he can see of my ass and my pussy through my sheer panties.
Something that I wished that I could do, my mom confessed to me that never sucked his cock. Yet, I'm sure that she blows her lover. I'm sure she allows her boss to cum in her mouth, and she swallows his cum.
Even though I'm a whore in mind and in spirit, I'm still a virgin. I've made out while allowing my date to feel my breasts and my ass through my clothes while reaching beneath my short skirt to cup my pussy through my panties. I've even allowed my dates to lift my bra and see, touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples. I've allowed them to push my panties aside and rub my clit while finger fucking me. I've given hand jobs and blowjobs but I've never gone all the way.
I love stroking cock while sucking cock. I'd love to suck my stepdad's cock if I was drunk enough. Actually, I wouldn't have to be drunk to have sex with him. I'd just have to see his big dick to want to suck his erect prick.
I'd blow him. I really would. I'd stroke his cock while sucking his prick. I'd allow him to cum in my mouth, and I'd swallow his cum.
In that regard, I'm a whore. What my mom was never to him; I could be my stepdad's whore. I love him. I really do. I dream of him eating my pussy. I dream of him making love to me and fucking me. I'd love my stepdad to be my first lover. I'd allow him to break my cherry.
# # #
I give him more affection and attention than my mom ever did. As if greeting my boyfriend at the airport, something I've never done before until after he divorced my mom, and I celebrated my nineteenth birthday as a freshman in college, I kissed him on his lips. Just a brief kiss but more than just a peck, I closed my eyes and kissed him on the lips every morning and every night. Daring myself to part his lips with my tongue and French kiss him, even though I want to French kiss my stepdad, I didn't dare.
"Your mom stopped kissing me soon after we were married. Forget about sex, we seldom made out. We never cuddled on the couch while watching TV. I sat in my recliner and she rested on the couch. With her working long hours, she was always tired," he said with sadness.
With us nearly the same height, with me 5' 10" and him 6' tall, and 6' 1" tall in my high heels, as soon as I felt his big dick poking against my pussy, I wanted to reach my hand down, pull out his prick, and stroke it. He made me so horny that, something so forbidden to do, I wanted to move to my knees, remove him from his pajama pee hole, and take him in my hand before taking him in my mouth. I wondered what his reaction would be if I blew him.
'Cum, daddy. Cum,' I imagined saying while staring up at him with his big dick in my mouth. 'Cum, daddy. Cum. It's okay. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow your cum,' I imagined saying to my stepdad while he humped my mouth and fucked my face.
When I'm horny at night, I finger my erect nipples, rub my clit with my vibrator, and fuck my pussy with my dildo. I masturbate over my stepdad. I imagine blowing him. I picture stroking his cock while sucking his prick. I envision him cumming in my mouth and swallowing his cum. Then, I visualize him shooting a second load all over my face, in my hair, and giving me a cum bath.
'Oh, daddy. You made quite the mess of me,' I imagine saying while laughing.
I imagine scooping up his cum with my fingers sticking my fingers in my mouth and swallowing more of his oozy load.
# # #
Hoping that my love for my stepfather will turn into something romantically beautiful, I love kissing my stepdad. As if I'm his wife, his girlfriend, or his lover, and with him not rejecting me by pushing me away, I kiss him on the lips and he returns my kisses with his kisses. Because of the COVID pandemic, he works from home as a legal researcher for a group of lawyers, and I take online college classes at the local university. My mom is a corporate lawyer.
Whenever we don't have to go out wearing our masks, he hangs around the house in his T-shirt, pajama bottoms, and slippers. Because it's so stuffy in the house, it's too hot to wear nighties, and robes. More comfortable, I hang around the house wearing my crop top without a bra, and my French bikini panties. Pretending that I'm not aware that I'm deliberately flashing him all that he shouldn't see of me, I love sexually teasing my stepdad. I love giving him an erection.
Every time I lean at the waist to pick something up from the floor, I turn away from him. Then, I bend longer and lean lower. With my crop top falling open and my big breasts falling forward with me, I give him a good, long look at the underside of my naked breasts. Not looking away, he stares at my panty clad ass as much as he stares at my naked breasts. I wonder if he strokes his cock over me in the way that I finger myself over him.
When I sit across from him on the couch while watching television, with one leg up and the other leg down, and with my legs spread wide open, I showed him more of my pussy through my sheer panties. Able to see all that he shouldn't see of his stepdaughter, I show my stepdad my pussy mound, my camel toe, my pussy slit, and my red, trimmed pubic hair. I continually flashed him my nearly naked cunt. He not only looks at all that he can see but also, he stares.
I make him horny enough for him to have a huge erection. He always has a hard-on whenever he's around me. Unembarrassed and unashamed, as if proud of his big dick, he doesn't hide his erection with his hand. I wish he'd remove his stiff prick from his pajama bottoms and stroke himself in front of me. I'd love to know what he sounds like and looks like when cumming.
# # #
Sometimes, when he's drunk enough or horny enough, whether deliberately or unintentionally, he returns my exhibitionism with his exhibitionism. When he leans forward to serve me coffee or a drink, sometimes, his cock snakes out of his pajama pee hole. With us teasing one another, I stare at his naked, erect prick in the way that he stares up my crop top at my naked breasts, and at my ass and my pussy through my sheer panties.
Then, finally with me sitting at the dining room table having breakfast while staring at my phone, when he leaned over me to serve me coffee, his exposed prick snaked out of his pajama pee hole again. His big dick was mere inches from my mouth. I stared at his erect cock in the way that he stared at my exposed breasts and what he could see of my pussy through my sheer panties.
This time, not wanting to have any regrets by allowing this sexual opportunity to pass me by, daring myself to do so, I took his cock in my hand. I held his cock while I stared up at him and he stared down at me. I squeezed his prick. As if I was going to give him a hand job, and with him not stopping me, I slowly stroked his cock while fondling the head of his erect prick with my long, manicured fingers.
"Jesus, daddy," I said with a laugh while staring at his prick before looking up at him with a sexy smile and a naughty look. "You nearly stuck that monster in my mouth," I said with a sexy laugh and a naughty smile.
Before letting it go, shocking him while sexually arousing myself, I showed him my intentions. I wanted to take him in my mouth but I restrained myself from doing so. Instead, I squeezed his prick, slowly stroked his dick again, and fondled the head of his cock. Then, surprising him as much as I surprised myself, something that I couldn't help myself from doing, I kissed his cock, and licked his penis.
He stared down at me with shock that I not only took his cock in my hand, squeezed it, slowly stroked it, fondled the head of my cock with my manicured fingers, but also kissed it, and licked it. We remained frozen. Still holding his erection in my hand, I stared up at him while he stared down at me.
"Sorry, Penny. I'm so sorry. I didn't know that I was exposed," he said lying.
I laughed.
"It's okay, daddy. You have nothing that I haven't seen before," I said with a dirty laugh.
Then, before letting go of his big dick, I stunned him by what I said next.
"I love your cock, daddy. It's so big and so hard," I said. "You should be proud of your cock."
I squeezed his prick again.
"Mommy didn't appreciate your big dick," I said with a pause. "But I surely do, daddy," I said. "Giving me something to masturbate over, please dick flash me anytime you want," I said with a dirty laugh.
I gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"You have a big and beautiful prick, daddy," I said.
Nervously, he laughed, too.
Waiting for him to kiss me while reaching up my crop top to feel and fondle my naked breasts, I was disappointed when he didn't. If he had, I would have taken him in my hand and stroked him before taking him in my mouth and sucked him. I would have blown my stepfather and allowed him to cum in my mouth.
# # #
Again, giving me something to masturbate over later, after daring myself to do so, I couldn't believe that I held his cock in my hand. I couldn't believe that I squeezed his prick, fondled the head of his penis, slowly stroked his cock, kissed his dick, and licked his prick. I couldn't believe that I told him to dick flash me anytime he wanted to dick flash me. I told him that I loved seeing his beautiful prick. Tempted to do so, with me such a whore, albeit still a virgin, I wanted to take him in my mouth and stroke him while sucking him.
Having blown several of my dates before, I love sucking cock. I'd love to blow my stepfather. I'd love for him to cum in my mouth. I'd love to swallow his cum.
In the way that my mother seldom gave him sexual pleasure and never blew him, I wanted to give him sexual pleasure with my hand, my mouth, and my pussy. I wanted him to take my cherry. I wanted to have sex with my daddy.
Shocking him again, the first time that I kissed my stepdad on the lips, I surprised him. Now, a habit that we have, I kiss him every morning, every night, and whenever one of us goes out. Every time I kiss him, I stand, put my arms around his neck, press my braless breasts against his chest, and kiss him. Every time he kisses me, he pulls me close, rests his hand on the top of my panty clad ass with his big dick poking my tummy, and closes his eyes.
After he exposed himself to me, and I took him in my hand, everything changed. Especially when he's been drinking, I love it when he slowly slides his horny hand down lower when kissing me good morning and goodnight. Not stopping there, he cups my panty clad ass in his big hand, fondles it, and squeezes it. He loves my ass as much as he loves my tits and as much as I love his cock.
"You have a perfect ass," he said, squeezing my panty clad ass in his hand again. "It's so firm and so round."
Sometimes when I did something bad or said something naughty, he slapped my ass.
"Watch yourself," he'd say. "Or I'll give you a spanking."
Whenever he said that, I turned and leaned at the waist while pretending that I'm going to push down my panties and exposed my naked ass and the back of my pussy to him.
"Should I remove my panties, daddy," I asked? "I'd love you to put me over your knee and spank my naked ass," I said with a laugh.
He returned my laugh with his laugh.
"I bet you would," he said.
# # #
Continuing to sexually tease him after I made my move by wearing what little I'm wearing, and after taking his cock in my hand, whenever I lean at the waist, my crop top falls forward and opens with me. With my big tits leaning forward with me, I give him a good, long look at the underside of my naked breasts beneath my crop top. No doubt, knowing that I'm deliberately flashing him, he laughs and gives me a slap on my ass. Only, in the way that I loved holding his cock in my hand, I wished he'd cup my pussy through my panties.
"I love your big titties," he said.
I laughed and acted surprised and embarrassed that he noticed.
"Thank you, daddy," I said while playing miss innocent. "Oops, sorry. Did I just flash you my breasts again?"
He laughed.
"That's okay, Penny. In the way that you told me to dick flash you anytime, feel free to flash me your naked breasts," he said with another laugh.
Daring myself to do so and regretting it if I didn't, I turned to face him and lifted my crop to my shoulders.
"Wow," he said.
# # #
Whenever I clean the bathtub, I wear my panties, my crop top, and rubber gloves. He stared at me wearing my rubber gloves. I wondered if he had a rubber glove fetish and wished that I'd masturbate him while wearing rubber gloves. All he needed to do is to ask me and I would.
If he wasn't there watching me, I'd remove my crop top and my panties because they get wet. Daring myself to strip naked while cleaning the bathtub, I didn't dare. I didn't want my daddy to think that I'm the whore that I am. Yet, I'm only a whore for him. Something so forbidden to do, I'd love to have sex with my stepfather.
Instead, cleaning the tub with the little clothes that I was wearing, I leaned at the waist to clean the bathtub while he stands in the doorway watching me and talking to me. He not only stares at my panty clad ass but also, he stares at my naked breasts that are exposed up my crop top that falls open with me. I give him a good, long look at the underside of my naked breasts. When reaching up to clean the tile walls, the bottoms of my naked breasts are exposed, and sometimes my erect nipples are exposed and visible to his horny eyes, too.
Of course, my crop top and my panties got wet. He not only had a view of the size and the shape of my naked breasts, as well as my erect nipples, but he has a view of my ass and my pussy through my wet panties. Once I finish watching the bathtub and tile walls, I change my crop top and my panties. I'd love to undress and dress in front of him but not wanting to ruin things by rushing things, I didn't dare.
As much as he seemingly enjoyed dick flashing me, I love showing my stepdad my naked breasts. In the way that I took his cock in my hand, I wished he'd take my breasts in his hand, finger my nipples, and suck my nipples. I love showing him the rest of my body through my wet panties. Wishing he'd pop my cherry, I wished he'd strip me naked, bend me forward, and fuck me in the shower.
# # #
Then, just before they divorced, something happened that changed everything between my stepdad and I. Something my mother has gotten away from doing, she went to church on one Sunday morning. Thinking that my mother was home, I hollered from the bathroom for her to bring me some towels.
"Mom! I need some clean towels. There's no towels in here," I said. "Mom?"
I forgot that I did laundry yesterday. The towels were still in the dryer. Cold and dripping wet, I wondered if I could dash from the bathroom to the laundry room get some towels without my stepdad seeing me naked. As soon as I thought of him seeing me without my clothes, feeling my pussy moisten, and my nipples hardened, I wanted him to see me naked. I wondered what his reaction would be to seeing me totally nude.
Then, I heard who I thought was my mother walking down the hall. Only, it wasn't my mother, it was my stepdad. Something he never does; he opened the bathroom door without knocking. With me in a panic for some clean and dry clean towels, no doubt, hoping to see me naked, he stepped in the bathroom without announcing himself.
"Sorry, your mother is not home. She's at church this morning confessing her sins," he said with a laugh.
With his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth hanging open, he stared at my wet, naked, and shivering body. Wanting him to see me naked, not covering my naked breasts with my forearm and my naked pussy with my hand, I turned to face him. I brazenly stood before him with my arms by my sides. I stared at him without shame or embarrassment while he continued staring at me with sexual excitement and an erection that tented his pajama bottoms.
"Oh, my God, Penny," he whispered under his breath. "You're so beautiful. You're so shapely. You're so sexy. Never have I seen a woman with a better body."
Frozen in place, not turning to leave the bathroom, he stared at me in shocked surprise and sexual excitement. As soon as he saw me naked, I watched his erection grow bigger, harder, and tented his pajama bottoms. Something that I'll be fingering myself over for the rest of my horny life, again, that was the first time that my daddy saw me without my clothes. Yet, with me being the whore that I am growing to be, I wanted him to see me naked as much as he wanted to see me naked.
"Thank you, daddy, I think," I said with a dirty laugh.
As soon as I saw his reaction to him seeing me without my clothes, my nipples erected and my pussy moistened. He stared at my red, trimmed, naked pussy. Not removing his eyes from me, he stared at my naked breasts, my areolas, and my nipples. Still not making a move to leave, and with me not asking him to leave, he continued staring at me. As if he was a horny teenager, instead of a 45-year-old man, he stared at me as if he had never seen a naked woman before.
# # #
Then, when he suddenly embarrassed me by his continued stare, I turned with my back to deny him any more looks of my naked breasts and my naked pussy. Instead, still not leaving, he stared at my perfect ass. Daring myself to say what I was thinking, take a picture daddy, it lasts longer, but I didn't.



"Sorry, Penny. Sorry," he said.
He looked as if he had awakened from having a sexual fantasy of having sex with me.
"I should have knocked," he said. "Please forgive me."
Then, returning what I said to him about seeing his erect cock, he aroused me by what he said to me.
"You don't have anything that I haven't seen before," he said with a dirty laugh. "You have such a lovely body, Penny," he said.
Instead of putting the bath towels on the toilet, leaving the bathroom, and allowing me to dry myself, seeing me shivering, he walked to me holding a towel open. Then, he wrapped the towel around my naked shoulders and held me close to his body to hold me, and warm me while rubbing me. Something that I never expected him to do, not stopping him, he started to lovingly dry my naked body. His cock must have snaked out of his pajama pee hole again. While hoping that he'd bend me forward and fuck me from behind, I felt his erect, naked prick pressing against my naked ass.
Then, he stood in front of me and removed the towel from my shoulder with his erection exposed to my horny eyes. Instead of wrapping the towel around the front of me and drying me through the towel, he touched, felt, groped, and fondled me everywhere that a father shouldn't touch, feel, grope, and fondle his naked, adult stepdaughter. Standing naked in front of him again, giving him another look at my naked body, he continued staring at me.
I took the towel from his hands not to wrap me but to twist it around my wet hair. When I did, I stared down at his erect, naked prick. I watch his throbbing prick pulsate while grow bigger and harder.
I wanted to take him in my hand and stroke him. I wanted to kneel in front of him, take him in my mouth, and blow him. I wanted to turn, bend at the waist, and allow him to fuck me while taking hold of my naked breasts and humping me from behind. Only, he grabbed another towel, handed it to me, and left the bathroom.
'My father saw me naked. He stared at my naked body. He touched, felt, fondled, and groped me everywhere,' I thought.
Oh, my God. He made me so wet. He made me so horny. It felt so good for him to hold me and touch me. Even though I'm still a virgin, I'm a whore for my stepdad. I wanted to have sex with him right there in the bathroom.
'Fuck me, daddy,' I wanted to say. 'Stick your big dick in my cunt. Pop my cherry. Take my virginity. Give me your baby.'
# # #
After I held my stepdad's naked erect cock in my hand, and after he saw me naked, and felt me everywhere while drying me, everything changed. Truth be told, I showed my stepdad more love and affection than my mother, his ex-wife, ever did. He kissed me more than he kissed my mother. She divorced him after he discovered that she had been having sex with her boss.
"I love kissing you," he said. "Never have I kissed your mother as much. She never kissed me good morning or good night. She'd just roll over, turn off the light and go to sleep. When she wasn't too tired for sex, she had her period, a headache, a backache, or an ass ache," he said with a sad laugh.
With him a little drunk, he surprised me with what he did next.
He took me in his arms and kissed me again. This time, shocking me, he parted my lips with his tongue and French kissed. I returned his French kiss with my long, wet kiss. We were making out.
While holding my panty clad ass in one hand, he reached beneath my crop top, reached up, and held my naked breast in his other hand. I reached my hand down inside his pajama bottoms. I wrapped my long fingers around his erect prick. I slowly stroked him while he cupped my pussy through my panties.
Then, he pushed his finger against my pussy slit and rubbed my clit through my panties. Finally, he pushed my panties aside. He rubbed my clit and finger fucked my wet pussy. As soon as he did, he pulled away.
"Sorry, Penny. Sorry. This is wrong. This is nasty. I'm so sorry. Please forgive me," he said.
# # #
Clearly, my stepdad was as sexually attracted to me as I was to him. He wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with him. With all of the kissing, touching, and feeling, all that we managed to do was to make one another horny and sexually frustrated.
Something that I didn't know, as his act of revenge for his wife cheating on him, he's been having a sexual affair with his mother-in-law, my step grandmother, Flora. Clearly, she's as much of a whore as her daughter, my mother is, and as I am, too. My stepdad has been having sex his ex-wife's mother.
As shocked as I was aroused and jealous that my stepdad had been having sex with my step grandmother, Flora, I wanted him to have sex with me, too. Now or never, as horny as I was sexually frustrated. Especially with this new information that he was having sex with my step grandmother in mind, while waiting for him to make his move to fuck me, this was my chance to sexually seduce my stepdad.
My step grandmother is a bit of an exhibitionistic whore. She sometimes does her housework in the nude. Hidden from the neighbors by her 8' high fence, she suns herself out back topless and sometimes, even naked, especially when the lawn care men or the pool man is working. With her as horny as she's sexually frustrated, seemingly, she doesn't care who sees her without her clothes.
As long as she remains healthy, when confined to a nursing home, she's going to be a big hit licking stroking, sucking, and fucking many of the residents. They'll be a line of horny men and women wanting to have sex with her. No doubt, no matter that she's elderly, with her such a whore, she'll be having the most sex that she's ever had.
She's opened her front door for the food delivery men, the UPS, FedEx, mailman, the Amazon delivery men and/or women, and the mailman. Having flashed him many times over the years, their affair started after his mother-in-law allowed her son-in-law to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. After his wife found out about their affair, Flora invited my stepdad to take a swim or relax in the hot tub with her. With her being the whore that she is, swimming naked, she gave him her permission to remove his bathing suit.
"Don't be shy, John, you have nothing that I haven't seen before," she said with a laugh.
Instead of looking away, she not only looked at his erect penis, but she stared at his big dick. She allowed him to French kiss her, make out with her, touch, feel, fondled, and grope her naked body while she fondled and stroked his big dick before sucking his cock and fucking his cock. They had a sexual relationship from the time that he divorced my mother to the time that he started having sex with me.
"Something my daughter didn't appreciate, you have a big and beautiful cock," said my step grandmother to my stepdad. "I love your big prick, John."
He laughed. Something he confessed to me later after he had been drinking, he told me about their affair after she invited me to her house for a swim. I never would have believed that he was having an affair with his ex-wife's mother had I not seen it for myself.
"Penny said the same thing, when my erect prick snaked out of my pajama bottoms and nearly slapped her in her face," he said with a dirty laugh. "Unlike her mother, my stepdaughter is always teasing me. She's always flashing me. She seemingly loves my big dick as much as I love her big breasts, her shapely ass, and her red, trimmed pussy," he said with a dirty laugh.
She laughed, too.
"What are you waiting for," she asked with a dirty laugh? "I'm sure that Penny would love to have sex with you," she said. "With her always staring at you and smiling at you, I know that she's as sexually attracted to you as much as you are sexually attracted to her. Go for it. What do you have to lose? She'll either say yes or she'll say no."
# # #
One hot summer day, before I was aware of their forbidden affair, my step grandmother invited me to swim in her pool. I was unaware that they were having an affair until I saw it with my own eyes. I couldn't believe it. Moreover, I didn't know that she'd be swimming naked. I didn't know that my stepdad would be there with her swimming naked, too.
As soon as I entered her backyard, I stood shocked to see my step grandmother not wearing a bathing suit. I stared at her huge, double D cup sagging breasts. I stared at her bushy, gray pussy. When she turned to greet me, I stared at her big, naked ass. Then, if seeing my naked step grandmother naked wasn't shocking enough, I saw my stepdad swimming naked in the pool. They were both naked.
As soon as he saw me, in the way that I didn't cover my nakedness with my forearm and with my hand, when he saw me in the bathroom naked, he stood from the pool. Instead, taking his mother-in-law's advice, he didn't cover his erect, naked cock with his hand. He climbed out of the pool naked with his big dick pointing straight at me.
He waved to me while I stared down at his erect naked prick. Then, he walked closer to me. He greeted me with a big smile and a full body hug while pressing his big dick against me.
"Penny," he said. "The water is perfect. Come on in," he said.
He grabbed a towel not to cover his nakedness but to dry his hair, his arms, and his shoulders. As if I had never seen a naked prick before, I continued staring at my stepdad's erection. He had the biggest cock that I had ever seen.
He was a little drunk. Both he and my grandmother were a little drunk. They poured me a drink, and after my second drink, ready to do anything that they wanted me to do, I was a little tipsy, too.
"Don't be shy," said my grandmother. "We're all family. Take off your bathing suit, Penny."
My stepdad smiled.
"It's okay, Penny," said my stepdad, reassuring me to strip naked. "What does it matter? I've already seen you naked," he said with a dirty laugh. "Show my mother-in-law your beautiful, naked body."
# # #
As if I was undressing for the personal pleasure of my stepfather, I turned away from my step grandmother to face my stepdad while removing my crop top and my shorts. Sexually teasing him as if I was doing a striptease, I slowly removed my bikini that I wore beneath my clothes. I removed bra straps from my shoulders, and my arms from my bikini straps. Then, I reached around my back and unhooked my bikini bra.
I held my bikini cups in my hands. Then, with a drumroll of sexual anticipation going through my mind, my pussy was wet and my nipples were erect. Filled with sexual desire for my stepdad, I removed my bikini top, one cup before removing my other cup.
I showed my stefather my naked breasts again. As if I was a naked model, I turned one way before turning the other way. Then, I cupped my breasts in my hands and slid my slow hands across my nipples to make them even more erect.
Finally, continuing to sexually tease him, I lifted my breasts in my hands to my lips, and sucked my nipples while staring at my stepdad. If that wasn't enough, I leaned forward and shook my tits. He stared at me as if had never seen a topless, big breasted, naked woman.
# # #
"You're so beautiful, Penny. I love your big breasts, your dark pink areolas, and your pink nipples. I love your tight ass," he said with a drunken laugh. "You have such an incredible body."
Then, I slowly pushed down and bikini bottoms to show him my red, trimmed, naked pussy. I kicked my bikini bottoms in his face. He caught them, lifted them to his nose, and sniffed them. I turned one way before turning the other way. Then, I turned and bent at the waist to show him my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy.
"Oh, my God, Penny. You have a much better body than your mother. As if skipping a generation, you have as great of a body as does your step grandmother," he said.
He looked from his naked mother-in-law to stare at me.
# # #
The three of us dove in the pool.
"Let's play Marco Polo," said my step grandmother. "Now everyone close your eyes and no peeking."
We all swam off in different directions.
"Marco," said my step grandmother with a laugh.
Immediately, with her laughing with glee, my stepdad swam behind his mother-in-law, grabbed her enormous, naked breasts with both hands, and she swam around the pool with him hanging on to her tits.
"Polo," I said.
My stepdad swam up behind me. As he did with his mother-in-law, he did with me. He grabbed my naked, D cup breasts and swam around the pool with me while he fingered my nipples. Then, when he let me go, he swam to the far end of the pool.
"Marco," he said.
As soon as I swam to him, I took his erect prick in my hand while kissing him. I parted his lips with my tongue and French kissed him. We were making out again while groping one another. I fondled his erect prick, squeezed his big dick, cupped his testicles in my hand, and slowly stroked him.
As soon as I did, he felt and fondled my naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples. Then, he leaned down and sucked my nipples before reaching down to cup my pussy, rub my clit, and finger fuck my naked cunt.
When I tried swimming away, he grabbed me by my arm, pulled me to him, and kissed me on lips while reaching around to feel, fondle, and squeezed my naked ass. Then, he parted my lips with his tongue and French kissed me. We were making out like horny teenagers.
Finally, with him sitting on the top of the pool with his legs dangling in the water, daring myself to do so, I swam up to him, parted his knees with my hands, and moved between his legs. While staring up at him and with my step grandmother watching, I leaned down took his erect prick in my hand before taking him in my mouth. Finally, I was blowing my stepdad. I stroke his cock faster and harder while sucking him deeper. I removed his cock to speak.
"Cum, daddy," I said. "Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you. Cum, daddy. Cum," I said.
As soon as I gave him my permission to cum in my mouth, he put a gentle hand behind my red, pretty head and ejaculated a big load of cum in my mouth. After he touched, felt, and fondled me everywhere, French kissed me, cupped my cunt while rubbing my clit and finger fucking me, I gave my stepdad a blowjob. I stroked his cock while sucking his prick.
# # #
After I blew my stepdad, we retired to my step grandma's bedroom. No longer modest, we showered together. We took turns making out with my stepdad. He fucked his mother-in-law in the shower and I sucked his cock again.
Then, we had threesome sex in her bedroom. She sat on her son-in-law's face while I stroked and sucked his big dick for the third time. As excited as he was full of cum, he ejaculated a third load in my mouth and I swallowed.
Then, we switched places. I sat on his face. He ate my pussy while his mother-in-law blew him. Cumming, yet again, he ejaculated four times, three times in my mouth and once in his mother-in-law's mouth.
Finally, at long last, he mounted me. This was it. This was really it. My stepdad was going to pop my cherry and take my virginity.
Something that I'll remember for the rest of my life, especially when I marry my future husband and birth his children, I'll remember my dad being my first. I reached down to insert his cock in my wet pussy. With a gentle hump he was inside of me. Then, humming me faster and harder, he was deep inside of me. While we continued kissing, he made love to me and I made love to him.
Then, humping me faster and humping me harder, he fucked me. I turned him over and fucked him. I sat up on him cowgirl style. Then, I turned the over way and fucked him reverse cowgirl style.
I allowed him to cum in my pussy. Hoping that he'd make me pregnant, he filled my pussy with his cum. Nine months later, I birthed his baby, a boy that we named, Brett. We moved where no one knew us and lived together as husband and wife.
The End
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Susan Jill Models Naked for Stepson
Susan Jill Parker agrees to model naked for her stepson.
For those of you who don't know me, my name is Susan Jill Parker. I'm a whore. I'm proud of being a whore.
I'm a natural blonde. I'm not a dyed blonde or a pretend blonde. Whoever said that blondes have more fun got it wrong. Something that I can personally attest to, natural blonde whores have the most fun.
I'm a cocksucking whore. I love sex. I especially love sucking cock. Just as I never understood men who seldom pleasure their women with their mouths, I never understood those women who've never pleasured their men with their mouths. On the contrary, not caring who it belongs to, as long as their prick is big and hard, I'll suck it.
I've blown all four of my much older half-brothers, albeit forced. I've given blowjobs to many of my friends. Our little secret, I've blown many of my friends' boyfriends. Again, another one of our secrets, I've blown the husbands of several of my friends. Seemingly, men have a secret radar for spotting women who love sucking cock.
As if I'm a gay man, with just a look, I've blown any man who made a pass at me. Indeed, I'm the woman to invite to a swingers' party. As if I'm laying floors instead of blowing men, I'm considering buying a pair of knee pads. With me the blowjob queen, proud of the title that I earned, my personal record is giving blowjobs to five different men in a day.
# # #
Proud of that, too, I love being a sexual woman. I'm not only a talented cocksucker, I'm an exhibitionist. I love exposing myself to unsuspecting men. I love watching their reactions to them seeing something that they shouldn't when they see all that they're suddenly seeing of me.
With them believing that they are at the right place and at the right time, I love flashing them down blouse views of my long line of cleavage and my low-cut bra, when I'm wearing a bra. I love showing men my naked breasts and my nipples when I'm not wearing a bra. I love flashing men my panties, and my naked ass and pussy when I'm not wearing panties.
The mall is my favorite place to flash. The shoe store is the perfect place to flash my panties or my naked pussy. With the salesman sitting on a low stool that's eyelevel with my crotch, I love flashing him all that I'm aroused for him to see.
"Oops, please don't look at my naked breasts and my naked pussy. I'm so embarrassed," I said lying when I was sexually aroused.
# # #
Leaning forward in my chair to remove my shoes, I give him the perfect down blouse view of the tops of my breasts, my sexy line of cleavage, and my low-cut bra. When I'm not wearing a bra, I give him a down blouse view of my naked breasts, and my big, erect nipples. I love flashing men.
Even though I take a size 10 boot, not asking him to measure my foot, I ask him for size nine boots. Lifting my leg higher and parting my knees wider while struggling to fit my foot in the too small boot, I give him a long view of my panties or my naked pussy when I'm not wearing panties. He measures my foot, stands with an erection, and disappears in the stock room longer than necessary, no doubt, masturbating over me.
My next stop at the mall is climbing the escalator while wearing a short skirt. Before stepping onto the escalator, I wait for two men to walk behind me. Then climbing up a couple of steps, when I'm higher than them, I bend at the waist on the pretense of fixing my shoe while flashing them my panties or my naked ass. Getting harder to find, I shop at stores that still have curtains instead of doors.
With a skilled and heavy hand, I quickly slide the curtain all the way across the pole. It always bunches up at the end, and leaves just enough of an opening for men to watch me undressing and dressing. Those men waiting for their wives and those men waiting for their girlfriends are no longer bored waiting for them but are entertained while staring at me without my clothes.
# # #
Something you should know about me. I love sex. I'm the closest to being a nymphomaniac without being one. I love cock. I love stroking and sucking cock. As if complimenting me for a blowjob well done, I love it when a man puts a gentle hand behind my blonde, pretty hear and humps my mouth and fucks my face. I love it when he cums in my mouth and I swallow his cum.
Cum baths are an extra treat. Showing me his appreciation for sucking his cock, I love it when a man surprises me and cums all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I love scooping up his cum from my naked body and swallowing more of his sperm.
"Oh, my God," I said laughing. "You have so much cum."
Blowjobs are less personal than French kissing. I'd rather give a blowjob to a man that I don't like after a first date, and don't want to date again instead of giving him a goodnight, French kiss. Something that may not make sense to a lot of women makes sense to me. I'd rather he'd cum in my mouth and I swallow his cum than he put his tongue in my mouth.
'Eww. Gross,' I thought of him trying to French kiss me.
Instead, I'd rather reach down my hand, feel his erection through his pants, unzip him, pull out his prick, and wrap my long, manicured fingers around his cock. I'd rather look up at him while smiling and stroking his dick. Then, I'd rather lower my head in his lap, take him in my mouth, and suck him while continuing to stroke him. With him as surprised as he's excited, and with me so experienced sucking cock, it does take him long to cum.
"Bye, honey. Have a good night. Don't bother calling. Please lose my number," I tell him.
I quickly leave his car and slam shut the door.
"But, I love you, Susan," is what they all say before calling me a bitch after I ghost them.
# # #
I'm 53-years-old. Doing what I love to do, how many people can say that. I've written nearly 6,000 erotic stories and more than 60 novel length works. By far, I'm the most prolific writer on Literotica. I've won more than twice the contest money than any other writer Literotica.
Most of the money that I've won was from the Survivor contest. A grueling contest, the writer with the most stories in the most categories wins. I've written stories in nearly every category.
Writers banded together to write stories under one name and they still couldn't beat me. They even changed the rules to my disadvantage and I still won, finished second, or finished third. I adapted my writing to any new rule that they made.
Most writers only competed for one year. I competed for nine consecutive years. The contest paid $500 for first place, $250 for second place, and $200 for third place. I won the contest 3 times, finished in 2nd place 3 times, and placed 3rd three times.
Where most writers know that stories that have red H's means, stories with scores 4.5 and over, I have 8 green E's. Most writers don't know what a green E is. A green E is the award given to a writer from the owner of the site, Laurel, for who she believes has written the best story.
# # #
Now that you know who I am, this story started when my stepson told me that I look like Dee Williams, a famous porn star. Dee Williams? I had no idea who she was. Curious to know what she looked like; I looked her up online.
As soon as I saw her, I saw the resemblance. Dee Williams is the doppelganger not so much as me as she is more of my best friend, Donna. With Donna, the same height as Dee, 5' 4" tall, a natural blonde, and blue eyes like her, they looked like identical twins.
The only features that I have in common with Dee is my natural blonde hair, blue eyes, and my big breasts. Donna, as well as Dee, have triple D cup breasts that are equal to F cup breasts. Donna and Dee have the same breast size as Christina Hendricks of Mad Men and Good Girls fame.
Where Dee is 5' 4" tall, I'm 5' 9" tall. Where they have triple D cup breasts, I have double D cup breasts. Even though she's very attractive, I think I'm better looking than her.
Five-years older than her, I've known Donna since childhood. She was my best friend. At her senior prom, a month before she graduated high school, having unprotected sexual intercourse in the back of her date's borrowed van, she was pregnant with Seth at 18-years-old. Instead of aborting him, she kept him. I lost contact with her and haven't seen her in several years.
At the behest of my stepson, with him curious about him thinking that I look like Dee Williams, I looked her up and found her email online. Indeed, she was my friend, Donna. Dee Williams was her porn name.
We corresponded every day. She told me that she had won two-million-dollars on a scratch ticket and bought a big house in Fairfield, Connecticut. She showed me photos of the house and I was impressed.
She gave me her address, her cellphone number, and her email address. Not having a cell phone, a long story, I gave her home address, and my email address. She invited me to visit whenever I'm in the neighborhood. With me living in Hershey, Pa., 200 miles from Fairfield, Ct. and not having a car, another long story, there's little chance that I'll be visiting her. Since then, we've been corresponding online.
# # #
I asked her about Seth.
"How's he doing," I asked?
She chuckled.
"He's 30-years-old now," she said with a laugh. "I love my son." She laughed. "I really love my son," she said laughing again.
'Okay,' I thought. She really loves her son, what's wrong with that? That's good,' I thought.
I wish I had children, another long story.
"He's handsome and has a big, beautiful prick," she said.
'That's interesting,' I thought. 'That's an odd thing for a mother to say about her son.'
Then, she paused. Then, as if confessing to her priest or telling her therapist something that shocked me, I immediately knew her meaning.
"I love him in the way that a mother should never love her son," she said.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, she told me her secret.
"I've been having sex with him for three-years. I love him and he loves me," she said.
Then, she told me something even more shocking.
"I've worked as a porn star. I have more than 250 videos under the name of Dee Williams," she said with an unembarrassed laugh. "I got Seth into the business, and we've made a dozen videos together from my studio that I installed in my house."
Stunned, I was shocked. I knew she was a whore but I never figured her for an incestuous, porn star whore. Then, out of the blue, she sent me lots of photos of her naked and having sex with her son. Then, she sent me videos of them having sex, too.
As much as I couldn't believe that I was seeing Donna naked, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her son, Seth, naked, too. I couldn't believe she sent me videos of her stroking, sucking, and fucking her son. She sent me videos of him cumming in her mouth and him giving her cum baths, too.
# # #
Alas, my story isn't as good as Donna's story. She not only made money working the work that she loved to do, having sex with men, but also, she even had with her son. Then, she won two-million-dollars on a scratch ticket and bought a big, beautiful house in Connecticut.
'Lucky her,' I thought.
Instead of being blessed with Donna's life, I was homeless. I'm not very lucky. I've never won anything on a scratch ticket. Instead, I struggle to survive financially. I live with an elderly Mennonite woman who offered me her spare bedroom when I was homeless, hungry, and tired. Just as Lancaster, Big Valley, New Wilmington, Indiana, and Somerset Counties have lots of Mennonites, Hershey has lots of Mennonites. Milton Hershey was Mennonite.
From being a squatter, I'm now Hannah's home healthcare worker. In exchange for room and board, I cook, clean, wash and dress her for a small stipend. I was homeless for five months after I lost everything in the 100-year flood of the Susquehanna River on 9/11/11.
Only, living with Hanna has its conditions. I'm not allowed to have a cellphone or a camera. I'm surprised she allows me to have my computer but it's an old computer that doesn't have a camera. Yet, if she knew that I write erotica on my computer, and knew that I'm an exhibitionist whore who's had sex with hundreds if not thousands of men, she'd ask me to leave and I'd be homeless again. I'll be living with her until she dies.
She's quite wealthy, as are many Mennonites and Quakers. After her husband died, no longer able to maintain her farm, she sold her 100 acre farm, stock, and barrel for more than half a million dollars. With Mennonites not trusting banks, she keeps her money in a safe in her locked bedroom.
# # #
Before the flood, seemingly a lifetime ago, long after he asked me to pose naked for him, I lived with my stepson in a basement apartment across from the river in Hershey. With the river overflowing its banks by 30', we lost everything in the flood. The contaminated flood water was up to our ceiling and higher than the second floor of the building. Having to live in a motel, the building inspector wouldn't allow us back in our apartment whatever was salvageable until the building was inspected and deemed safe.
The motel room only had one bed and we slept together for nearly three weeks. Every night, with my nightgown up to my waist, he'd hump my naked ass with his erect cock that stuck out of his pajama pee hole. Every night, while thinking that I was sleeping, he'd stick his horny hand down the top of my nightgown and hold my naked breast in his hand while fingering my erect nipple.
Then, pretending that I was sleeping, when we turned the other way, I wrapped my hand around his erect cock. As if having sex with him in my sleep, I'd slowly stroke him. Not taking him long to cum by my experienced hand, as soon as he did, he fell asleep and stopped groping me for me to rest, too.
Now that I think of it, in the way that Donna had sex with her son, after we were homeless, and long after I connected with her, I had sex with my stepson. Giving us some pleasure in our lives, albeit sexual pleasure between a stepmother and her stepson, I not only masturbated him but also, with me the cocksucker that I am, I blew him. I allowed him to cum in my mouth. I even allowed him to give me a cum bath or two.
Not stopping there, not taking us long to become so forbiddingly intimate, I fucked him every night and made love to him every morning. With me no longer to get pregnant, I allowed him to cum in my pussy. With him not knowing what a G spot was, I taught him how to masturbate me and eat me.
# # #
After the Hershey Zoo had to shoot those animals trapped underwater. Downtown businesses had water over their roofs and had to be torn down and rebuilt after the waters receded. Leaving me alone to fend for myself with Hanna, he moved in to live with Christine. As soon as her married her, with her a nice woman, they moved to live with her family in California.
Being homeless was the worst time of my life. I lived on the street from September to February, five months of being cold and hungry. My only protection from the cold, the wind, the rain, and the snow were the clothes that I layered over me, and my cardboard box that I often replaced.
I ate my food at a mission and sometimes slept in a shelter. Occasionally, depending on the weather, sometimes living on the street was better than being sexually assaulted and/or robbed of what little possessions that I had in the shelter. Please don't judge me until you've walked in my shoes.
Embarrassed and ashamed to confess, I allowed passing men to see, touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering my and sucking my erect nipples for a few dollars. I gave hand jobs and blowjobs to buy food. My restroom was the MacDonald's bathroom. Sometimes desperate to pee, with toilet paper taken from MacDonald's stashed in my pockets, I peed and sometimes defecated behind a dumpster.
After I had reconnected with Donna, before I was homeless, I asked her permission to sell her photos and her videos to whoever emailed me and wanted to see them. I have more than 300 high-quality photos of me, my ex-stripper, ex-prostitute, whore of a mother, our ex-stripper friends, our current webcam model friends, and now Donna aka Dee Williams topless and naked.
For twenty-five-dollars, I sell the photos, a real bargain, and the videos, worth seeing, for an Amazon gift card (American) for the photos and twenty-five-dollars for the videos. Twenty-five-dollars buys one or the other and fifty-dollars buys both. For a $100 Amazon gift card or a Wal-Mart gift card, I'll write a personalized, custom story.
Actually, the gift cards don't even need to be emailed. I only need the alphanumeric numbers that appear beneath the silver strip that needs to be scratched off to reveal them. The gift cards help me to not only live a better life but also to survive.
# # #
I've had a hard life. My mom had five children by four men. My eldest brother is Freddie. He's 6' 3" tall and weighs 230 pounds. Then, there's the twins, Vito and Guido. I still can't tell them apart. They're 6' 6" and weigh 260 pounds. Finally, there's big Louie. He's a 6' 9" giant who weighs 400 pounds. They've all competed in the strong man contests.
They all worked for the mob as leg breakers and collectors. When they weren't working for the mob, they hijacked trucks and sold stolen merchandise. Surprised that she didn't abort any or all of us, she learned that she earned more tips when stripping while pregnant.
Turning me into the whore that I am, stripping me naked, while tearing my clothes, my four, drunken, half-brothers gangraped me when I was 18-years-old because I sassed them. They touched, felt, and fondled my naked body everywhere that half-brothers should never touch, feel, and fondle their half-sister's naked body. Forcing me to blow them, lucky not to become pregnant, they not only ejaculated in my mouth but also, they exploded their cum in my pussy.
My incestuous whore of a mother had regular sex with all four of her sons. With them all much older than me, and with me an accident at birth, I suspected that one of my half-brothers was my dad. How fucked up is that?
With her 5' 10" tall, and very attractive with a sexy and shapely body, she told everyone that she worked as a model. The only modeling she ever did was dancing around a pole to music while removing her clothes. She dyed her beautiful, natural, blonde hair to shoe polish black to get away from her bookie and her pimp.
Tired of being harassed by her bookie and her pimp, she had Vito, Guido, and Big Louie pay them a visit. Imagine the twins filling a doorway with Big Louie standing behind them. The last time I saw them, she left for Detroit with her sons.
# # #
From November to January my mom's busy season, with her flying off on a private jet or cruising on his yacht, she was gone for a couple of months. I never had thanksgiving, Christmas, or celebrated New Year's Eve. I never had a Christmas tree, holiday decorations, or gifts under the tree. While my half-brothers were out committing crimes and doing only God knows what I was left alone watching television.
Instead, whenever they finally returned home, they'd throw one-hundred-dollar bills at me and told me to buy something nice for myself. Instead of spending the money on clothes, I saved the money to rent a place of my own. I couldn't wait to leave that hellhole that was my life.
I dropped out of high school at 16-years-old, and moved in with a friend. I hung around with the wrong crowd taking drugs, drinking, and having unprotected sex. Following in the footsteps of my mother, with her my example of all that I shouldn't do, I was a whore, too.
Then, one day, changing my life, I earned my GED. Where most people take classes to prepare to take the GED test, I walked in and sat for nearly 8 hours and completed all four subjects. I scored in the 97 percentile.



From there I attended night college at Northeastern University in Boston. Where it usually takes eight-years to earn a bachelor's degree going halftime, and with many not graduating, I attended full-time, took 4 courses at a time while attending school during the summer. I majored in English with dual minors in English Literature and Creative Writing.
I earned my degree in 5-years. I graduated magna cum laude with a 3.8 average. With none of my family coming to my graduation, they were too busy with their lives.
Able to use both sides of my brain, as good as I was with words, I was good with numbers. I worked for a furrier on Newbury Street in Boston. I love mink. Then, people stopped buying fur, and he went out of business, I worked for a modeling agency as their business manager.
# # #
I met my ex-husband, a Boston undercover cop. While watching the 2005 New England Patriots parade. When I stepped down from the curb, I broke my heel in a sewer cover. He rescued me by pulling my heel from the sewer. We were married within the year and were divorced after only three-years of marriage.
It turned out that he was friends with all four of my half-brothers. My ex was a 5th degree black belt in Judo. I saw him in action one day when five men harassed me as we were leaving a bar. On our way out the door, standing in our way, one of the men grabbed my ass and another of the men groped my breast in front of my husband.
He handed me the car keys.
"Bring the car around. This won't take long. I'll be right out," he said.
As soon as I walked out, he stayed, and locked the door. I watched him through the window. As if he was Robert McCall played by Denzell Washington in the Equalizer, he looked at his watch. A minute later, all five men were on the floor unconscious and bleeding.
I divorced him 3 months later because he beat me whenever he came home drunk. Suffice to say, always beating me, he was always drunk. He knew where and how to hit me so as not to leave a bruise. The end was when he pushed me down the cellar stairs while I was carrying up a load of laundry. He left me there unconscious.
An ex-Army ranger, he was angry. Serving two tours of duty in Iran, Iraq, and Afghanistan, he wanted to make a career as a mercenary soldier until he was severely injured. Then, when he was shipped home, too valuable as an asset to release, they kept him on active duty to train Rangers, Green Berets, Delta Forces, Commandos, and special Ops in hand-to- hand combat.
He left the Army to join the Boston Police as an undercover cop. A skilled motorcyclist with a custom hog, he specialized in motorcycle gangs. With him looking like just another tough guy, no one would suspect him of being an undercover cop. At 5' 10" tall, he had lots of muscles and tattoos.
He told me that he wanted children. His excuse to have sex with me every morning and every night for the three years that we were married. At the divorce attorney's office, as soon as we signed the papers, he confessed that he had a vasectomy just before we married. If I had a gun, I would have shot him in the face.
He told me that he'd kill me if I divorced him. I left Boston to hide out in Hershey. That's when I fell in love with my second husband. Two-years later, before he could make me pregnant, he died from COVID, and left me his son to raise.
# # #
Now that you know more about me being the whore that I am, the rest of my story is about my modeling naked for my twenty-two-year-old stepson, Brett, and eventually having sex with him. Something that I never intended to do, but something that just happened before the flood and I was homeless. Never sexually inappropriate with him, it started when he told me that I looked like his favorite porn star, Dee Williams. I never knew that he watched porn nor that he had a favorite porn star.
Curious to know why he thought that I looked like her, long before the flood, every evening we sat and watched porn videos of her while eating popcorn. Something that I thought I'd never do, I watched porn with my stepson. With me no longer having a man in my life and him not yet having a steady girlfriend, we were both as horny as we were sexually frustrated.
When I turned on the living room light, and removed the throw blanket that we had across our laps, deliberately dick flashing me, he had an erection peeking out of his pajama pee hole. I stared at his naked, erect prick as if I had never seen a naked cock.
I wondered if he had been secretly fondling his prick beneath the blanket as I had been rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. When I returned from making popcorn, with him not making a move to tuck his cock back inside of his pajama bottoms, his stiff prick was still stood out of his pajama pee hole. He had such a big dick, nearly eight inches and thick.
I wondered if he was aware that he was exposed. I wondered if he was deliberately dick flashing me. I wondered if he hoped that I'd stroke him and suck him.
With the porn videos and the sight of his naked prick making me horny and sexually frustrated, I returned the favor of his exhibitionism with my exhibitionism. When he turned on the living room light, threw off the blanket, and stood to go to the bathroom to pee, I deliberately flashed him my naked pussy. With my short and sheer nightgown raised to my crotch, I gave him an up nightgown view of my blonde, trimmed, naked cunt.
Making no move to cover my nakedness with my hand or with my blanket, in the way that my stepson flashed me his cock, I flashed him my pussy. In the way that I had stared at his naked, erect prick, he stared at my naked, wet pussy. Just as he will too, later. I'll be masturbating after seeing his naked prick and me flashing him my naked cunt, in the way that he'll be masturbating over flashing me his erect cock and seeing my naked pussy.
# # #
Spreading my legs wider, showing him a lot of glistening pink, I flashed him my clit and my wet pussy. I left the blanket off of me until he returned. In the way that I stared at his naked prick, he stared at my naked pussy. After we had watched several porn videos of Dee having sex with her son, that was when my stepson found the courage to ask me his question.
"Mom," said Brett. "Since I'm unable to afford a model and because you remind me so much of Dee Williams, may I take photos of you," he asked? "You're so beautiful. You're so sexy. I'd love to get photos of you to publish in a men's magazine," he said.
I made a face and looked over at him surprised.
"You want to photograph me," I asked? "Seriously?"
I made another face. Flattered as much as I was suddenly sexually aroused that he wanted me to be his model and photograph me, I laughed.
"Wait. Let me get this right. You want your stepmother to be your model to start your career as a professional photographer," I asked?
I laughed again, and he nodded his head.
"Please mom. I have no one else to ask," he said.
I squeezed his thigh.
"Sure. Okay," I said. "Why not?"
I shrugged.
"When," I asked?
He turned off the video. Turned on the living room light, and pushed off the blanket. With his big, erect dick still sticking out of his pajama bottom pee hole, he stood. In the way that he stared at my naked pussy, I stared at his naked cock.
"Now," he said.
# # #
"Just let me change into something more appropriate than my nightgown," I said.
I quickly changed into a bra, panties, a short skirt, and a low-cut blouse. As I was leaving my bedroom, he took photos of me walking towards him as I posed one way before turning the other way.
"Thanks mom but I was hoping to take sexy photos instead of fully dressed ones," he said.
I made a face.
"Sexy photos? What do mean sexy photos," I asked? "I'm your mother and you're my son. You taking sexy photos of me isn't appropriate, Brett," I said. "I'd be embarrassed," I said lying.
Not even having to be psychic, I could read his horny mind. I knew exactly what he wanted to photograph. He wanted me to show him some skin.
He was hoping that I'd remove my blouse and/or my skirt to show him my sexy lingerie. Clearly, he wanted me to expose myself to him. In the way that he stared at me, undressing me with his eyes, not taking much, he made my nipples erect and my pussy wet.
Since I had already seen my stepson's naked, erect prick, and he had already seen his stepmom's naked cunt, and with me being the whore that I am, I was ready to strip myself naked.
"Wait, pour me a glass of wine. I need to be more relaxed," I said.
Instead of pouring me half a glass of wine, he poured me a full glass of wine. With me a little tipsy on one glass of wine, after having a full glass of wine, he poured me another. I quickly drank the first glass of wine and was working on my second glass. If I finished this second glass of wine, I'll consume nearly half a bottle of wine.
# # #
Then, telling me what he wanted, he shocked me as he continued sexually arousing me.
"May I take photos of you in your bra and panties, mom," he asked?
I finished my second glass of wine. With me a little drunk, I'd willingly do anything that he asked me to do. Just thinking of me removing my blouse and my skirt while he photographed me undressing, made my nipples erect and my pussy wet.
"Brett," I said.
I shook my head no.
"I can't do that," I said.
He looked at me with curiosity as much as he looked at me with sexual excitement.
"Why not, mom," he asked.
I rolled my eyes and sighed.
"Because I'm your stepmother and you're my stepson," I said.
He continued photographing me before looking up from his camera.
"Please, mom," he pleaded.
While he continued photographing me, as if I was a stripper on stage getting ready to dance around a pole while stripping off my clothes, I slowly, sexually, and seductively unbuttoned my blouse. Teasing him, I unbuttoned one button of my low-cut, sexy, blue bra before looking down to see what that unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button.
As soon as my blouse was unbuttoned, staring down at what he could see of me, I left it open to expose the tops of my jiggling breasts, my low-cut brassiere, and my long line of sexy cleavage. Then, I removed my blouse. Turning one way before turning the other way, I posed for him while he continued photographing me. I showed him my bra clad breasts.
# # #
As I did with my blouse, I did with my skirt. I slowly unbuttoned and unzipped it. Then, I slowly slid it down my torso and down my legs while he continued photographing me.
Once in my bra and panties, I posed for him. Then, sitting down across from him, I spread my legs wide open. He stared at and photographed my pussy mound, my camel toe, my pussy slit, and my blonde, trimmed pubic hair through my sheer and practically see through panties.
Then, not stopping there, he asked me his next question?
"Mom," he said with a pause while removing my bra with his horny eyes. "May I take photos of you topless," he asked?
He stared at my bra clad breasts as if I was already topless.
"Brett, oh, my God. I don't know. I shouldn't," I said.
Instead of showing him that I couldn't wait to remove my bra and show him my naked breasts, I pretended that I was embarrassed and ashamed.
"You're my stepson and I'm your stepmother, Brett," I said. "That would be wrong for me to pose for you while you photographed my naked breasts," I said.
He didn't have to ask me twice to remove my bra. I was ready to remove my bra before he even asked me to remove my bra. Giving him plenty to masturbate over for the rest of his horny life, I not only wanted him to see my naked breasts but also, I wanted him to touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples.
I couldn't wait for him to photograph my naked breasts. I hoped that he'd want to photograph me naked. I hoped that he'd show his friends his photos of me in my bra and panties but also topless and naked. I'd love it if he posted my sexy photos online, too.
"Please mom. Please," he asked?
Being the whore that I am, I was ready to remove my bra. Glad that he asked me, I wanted him to photograph my naked tits.
# # #
"Okay but you must promise me that you won't show my lingerie clad and topless photos to your friends. I'd be so embarrassed," I said.
I knew that he would show his friends what she looked like in her sexy underwear, topless, and naked, I was ready to give him my permission. I knew that he'd post my photos online, too. He gave me a big smile and raised his right hand as if he was swearing on a Bible in court.
"I promise not to show my friends my photos of you," he said.
I nodded my head.
"Also, you must promise not to post my underwear clad, topless photos, and/or my naked photos on the internet and/or to any social media sites," I said.
Again, I hoped he'd post my photos everywhere to porn sites and to all of the social media sites. He raised his right hand again as if swearing on the Bible.
"I promise," he said.
In the way that I did with my blouse and my skirt, I did with my bra. Again, as if I was a stripper on stage, I slid one bra strap from my left shoulder before releasing the other bra strap from my right shoulder. Then, I removed my left arm from my left bra strap before removing my right arm from my bra strap.
Finally, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I reached behind my back to unhook my triple clasp bra. While holding my breath, I held my bra cups in place. As he continued photographing me, I removed my bra cup from my left breast before removing my bra cup from my right breast.
I stood posing before my stepson in just my French bikini panties. I showed him my naked breasts while he continued photographing them. With my arms above my head, at my waist, and leaning forward, he took dozens of photos of my double D cup tits.
# # #
"Mom, now that we've gone this far, may I see you naked? You have such a beautiful body. Now that I've photographed you in your bra and panties, and topless, may I photograph your naked pussy and your naked ass, too," he asked?
Again, as if I was ashamed and embarrassed, I looked at my stepson with my mouth open and my eyes bugging out of her head.
"Jesus, Brett. If it wasn't enough that you wanted to photograph me in my bra and panties, you wanted to photograph me topless. Now, you want to photograph me naked," I said. "Oh, my God," I said. "I don't know."
No doubt, something that he couldn't wait to do, he asked his stepmother now.
"I'll tell you what, mom. What if I removed my clothes and photographed you naked while I'm naked, too," he asked. "That way, I won't embarrass you by telling anyone that I saw you naked because you can embarrass me by telling everyone that you saw me naked," he said.
Somehow making convoluted sense, he stripped himself naked. I stared at his naked body in the way that he stared at my naked body. Then, right there on the carpeted floor of the living room, we had sex.
# # #
Him photographing me undressing, in my sexy lingerie, topless, and naked was just the beginning.
From that day forward, we slept together in my king-sized bed. We made love every morning and we fucked every night. In between, I stroked and sucked his cock and he fingered and licked my pussy. With him an innocent virgin, I taught him everything he needed to know about having sex with women.
Once he experienced having sex with his stepmother, he found a girlfriend. Her name was Christine. As if she was my clone, she was tall with long legs. She had natural, blonde hair, and big blue eyes. She had big D cup breasts, a slim waistline, and a shapely ass.
Then, the flood hit. With there nothing left to hang around for, as soon as he was married, they moved to California to live with her family.
The End
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Xmas Nude Day with Female Relatives
Christmas Nude Day with my stepmom, stepsister, aunt, cousin & grandma.
Something that I frequently do, after breaking up with my girlfriend, Saturday evening, I was up late watching porn on my laptop. Someone who is usually in bed by 9 pm, surprised that she was up this late, I received an email from my stepmom, Elizabeth. One of my favorite women to jerk off over, I wanted to masturbate over her now.
Wondering why she was up so late, I hoped there wasn't something wrong. Then, I imagined that she was drunk, lonely, and horny. I wondered if she wanted to invite me over for a drink and to have sex with her.
'Nah, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, my MILF of a stepmother would never have sex with me, in the way that I'd love to have sex with her,' I thought with horniness.
Just thinking about my mom naked and having sex with me, made my cock throb. I not only loved playing with myself over my stepmom but also, I loved playing with myself over my stepsister, Veronica, my stepmom's sister, my aunt Olivia, and her daughter, my cousin, Isabella. Unashamed to confess, being the pervert that I am, I've even stroked myself over my thinking about my grandmother, Virginia, naked and having sex with me after I mowed her lawn or shoveled her snow.
I'd love to go on webcam video and chat with my stepmom live while naked. I'd love to go on webcam video with my stepsister, my aunt, my cousin, and even my grandma while I'm naked. I'd love to show them my erect, naked cock. How hot would it be for me to stroke myself while all of my female relatives watched.
'I wondered if they'd look, stare, or look away while watching me stroke myself,' I thought.
I smiled at the thought of exposing myself to them.
'If I dared dick flash them,' I thought. 'I hoped they'd return the favor of my exhibitionism with their exhibitionism. I wondered if they'd flash me their naked breasts. While hoping that I made them horny, I wondered if they'd invite me over for sex.'
Then, returning to my senses, all that I was thinking was just my sexual fantasy. If I dared dick flash any of them, they'd admonish me and call me a pervert. I'd ruin whatever relationship that I had with them.
Again, something she'd never do, I'd love her watch me to playing with myself while I watched her rub her clit, finger fucked her pussy, fondled her naked breasts, and fingered her erect nipples while I watched. Instead of having physical sex with my stepmom in person, I'd love to have webcam sex with my mom. How hot would it be to masturbate together on webcam?
Alas, I've never seen much more of her than her bra strap. With her a church going, modestly moral women, she always wears a robe over her nightgowns. When she sits, she sits like a lady with her knees cemented together. When she leans to serve me coffee, she always puts her hand to her top to deny giving me a down blouse view of her cleavage and her bra.
# # #
Wondering what she wanted, I opened her email with curiosity and trepidation. Shocking me, instead of sending her email to the stripper who she wanted to hire for her Christmas, Nude Day party, which I knew nothing about, and wasn't invited to, she sent her email to me. Obviously, with her a little drunk when she sent her email, I'm glad she sent her email to me instead of to the stripper.
Thinking quickly, I didn't want to regret missing this opportunity that fell into my lap. This may be my only chance to, hopefully, see my stepmom and the rest of my female relatives without their clothes. Moreover, with them thinking that I'm someone else, they'd never know that I saw them all naked.
It was late, after midnight. I needed to catch her before she went to bed. I quickly created a new email, BigBuffBruno2002, for my mom not to know that it was the stripper and not me, her 23-year-old stepson, Jack, responding to her email. Otherwise, while hoping that she would, she never would have consented to my request of sending me her nude photo.
Knowing that I'd never have sex with her, even though I'd love to have sex with her, something to jerk off over, seeing a naked photo of my stepmom would be the next best thing. Suddenly filled with the sexual anticipation of my perverse perversity asking my mom to send me a naked photo of her, daring myself to ask her, I wondered if she would. With nothing to lose, either she'd say yes or she'd say no.
Daring myself to do so, especially with her thinking that I was someone else, the stripper that she wanted to hire, and with her clearly drunk, she may consensually respond to my request. I pulled down my pajama bottoms and held my growing erection in my hand while fondling it and slowly stroking it. I imagined my mom naked. I imagined her big D cup tits and her red pubic hair.
# # #
"Please send me photos of everyone naked who'll be at the party so that I may ascertain that there are no minors at the party," I wrote responding to her email.
Instead of asking her for just a photo of herself, I asked her for photos of everyone who I knew would be invited to her party. I knew that she'd invite her daughter, her sister, my cousin, and my grandmother to her Christmas Nude Day celebration party. Giving me something to stroke myself over for the rest of my horny life, I'd love to see them all naked.
Hoping that she'd send photos of them all, but not believing that she would, I asked for nude photos of all the women attending her party. A lame excuse and a bold request, for her to send me naked photos of everyone at her party, she may do just that because she's up late and, clearly, drunk. Curious how she'd respond, I waited with baited breath.
Anointing myself, asking for God's help, and crossing my fingers, I hoped she would. I'd love to finally see my mom without her clothes. I'd love to see my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother naked, too. With me not invited to her Nude Day party, at least I'd have photos of everyone there. Aside from our female relatives, friends, and neighbors, I wondered who else she'd be inviting to her party.
Not expecting her to send me naked photos of her, of our female relatives, and whoever else she invited to her party, I hoped she would. My mom loved a bargain. I offered her a $100 discount if she sent me the photos. I hoped my offer may entice her to send me naked photos of everyone.
# # #
Modestly moral, a church going woman, she hosts a Bible study class with our parish nun, Sister Susan Jill Parker, once a month. Having never even seen up skirt peeks or down blouse views of my stepmom, I doubted she'd send me a naked photo of herself. Yet, whenever they've been drinking, after hearing her privately talking about sex with her sister, I knew my mother as well as my aunt are closet whores.
I heard them talking while I stood outside of my upstairs bedroom listening. They're always talking about men and discussing their penis size. They've gossiped about neighborhood men that they both know, and their favorite male celebrities. Whenever they're together drinking wine, they're talking about naked men.
They talk so much about naked men that they make me come downstairs while naked and dick flash them. I imagined pretending that I was home alone and had just gotten out of the shower. Stroking myself to a big and hard erection before walking downstairs with a towel over my head, I envisioned myself dick flashing my stepmom and my aunt. After I exposed myself to them, I wondered if the next time they got together if they'd be talking about my cock.
"Oh, my God, mom, and auntie. Please don't look at my naked penis. I'm so sorry. I thought I was home alone," I imagined saying.
Distracted by thinking of my stepmom and my aunt being closet whores and dick flashing them, I opened another email from her. Stunned, I couldn't believe it when she immediately sent me photos. As if I was dreaming, all that I could do was stare. I looked at each photo over and again.
The first photo showed her standing in her blue, low-cut bra and her matching blue, French bikini panties. The next photo showed her topless and just in her panties. The third photo was a full frontal nude photo of her D cup breasts, and her red, trimmed pussy. The last photo showed her turned the other way while leaning forward to show me her shapely, naked ass and the back of her pussy.
'Oh, my God,' I thought to myself. 'Are you kidding me? I don't believe this. Am I dreaming? This is unbelievable, I'm seeing my stepmom without her clothes. I'm seeing her in her sexy lingerie, topless, and naked.'
Stunned that she sent me her photos, I was speechless to see photos of my 45-year-old MILF of a mother in all manner of undress. Now that I saw her naked, she looked 10-years younger than her age. After delivering babies, most women gain weight. Yet, my mom didn't. She still had quite the body for a mature woman.
'Wow,' I thought. 'I can't believe it.'
Had she not been drinking, she never would have sent me photos. She never would have posted these to the cloud for anyone to hack them and see them. Had she not been drinking, she never would have accidentally sent her email to me instead of to the stripper. I couldn't wait to jerk off over the photos of my naked mother. I wished I could be a fly on the wall of my stepmother's Christmas Nude Day celebration.
I wondered if my mom had deliberately sent me her naked photos because she was inebriated. Nah, something she'd never do, she wouldn't deliberately send me photos of her naked had she not been drinking. She may have whore like thoughts when talking to her sister, but she'd never cross that forbidden, incestuous line and have sex with her stepson. She'd never send me naked photos of herself until now, while thinking that I was the stripper.
# # #
At 5' 9" tall, with lush, shoulder length, red hair, blue eyes, and freckles, she was stunning. She was sexy. She was shapely. I loved my stepmother. Now that I saw her without her clothes, I loved her even more. I'd love to have sex with her.
As soon as I received her photos, stroking myself faster and harder, returning the favor of her nudity with my nudity, I sent her photos of me from the neck down with a big erection. With my big dick sticking straight out, I sent her one from each side, and another one from the back. Something she's never seen, I wanted her to see my muscular, naked body and my erect, naked prick without her seeing my face.
It sexually excited me that my mom was unaware that I was seeing her naked. It excited me even more that she was seeing me naked, too. Making her photos my screensaver, I pulled out my prick and masturbated over her naked photos. I've never been as sexually excited as I am now.
Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a big load of cum in a wad of tissues. I continued staring at her naked, D cup breasts, and at her red, trimmed pussy. I stared at all of her other photos. I stared not only at her naked breasts, but also, I stared at her naked pussy, and her naked ass while she leaned forward.
"She's so beautiful," I said for no one to hear.
# # #
I wondered if my mother stared at my naked photos and lusted over me in the way that I stared at her naked photos and lusted over her. Then, as shocked as I was sexually excited, my mom sent me naked photos of my 25-year-old big sister, Veronica. Never expecting her to send me photos of her daughter naked, I stared at my sister's pretty face.
She sent me photos of Veronica in her pink, low-cut bra, and her matching pink, French bikini panties. She sent me a photo of her topless. Then, she sent me a photo of her naked. Finally, she sent me a photo of her leaning forward while facing the wall.
With her taking after our grandmother, I stared at Veronica's huge, double D cup, naked breasts. I stared at her pink, erect nipples, and at her darker pink areolas. I stared at her natural blonde, trimmed, naked pussy.
With her facing the other way while leaning forward, too, I stared at her shapely, naked ass and the back of her pussy. In the way that I ejaculated a load of cum in a wad of tissues over my mother, I exploded a load of cum in a wad of tissues over my sister.
Of course, fortunately for me, her drunken sister, my 43-year-old aunt, Olivia, was there with them, too, as her naked photos followed my sister's naked photos. I'm as sexually attracted to my aunt as I am to my mother and sister. If it wasn't enough that I saw my stepmother naked and my stepsister naked, I saw my aunt without her clothes, too.
I stared at her in her green, low-cut bra, and her green, French bikini panties. Then, I stared at her topless. I stared at her C cup breasts, her areolas, and her erect nipples. I stared at her naked. When I saw her next photo, I stared at my favorite aunt's shapely, naked ass.
In the way that I jerked off over my mother and my sister, I stroked my prick over my aunt. I imagined them all on their knees and blowing me, allowing me to cum in their mouths, and swallowing my cum. I'd love to have sex with my aunt as much as I'd love to have sex with my stepmother and my stepsister.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I have naked photos of my mother, my sister, and my aunt.'
In the way that I masturbated over seeing my mom and my sister's naked photos, I masturbated over seeing my aunt's naked photos, too. I couldn't believe that my mom sent me photos of not only her but also, my naked 25-year-old sister, Veronica, and my naked 43-year-old aunt, Olivia from the front and from the back. I'll be playing with myself over these photos for the rest of my horny life.
Then, blowing my mind, my mom sent me naked photos of my cousin, Isabella, Olivia's daughter, from the front and from the back. Again, in the way that I jerked off over my mother, my sister, and my aunt, I jerked off over my 21-year-old cousin, too. In the way that my stepmom, my stepsister, and my aunt were, too, my cousin was so beautiful. She was so sexy. She was so shapely.
'Are you kidding me? I'm in heaven,' I thought?
I continued staring at the photos while shaking my head and continuing to slowly stroke my cock.
'I can't believe this. This is unbelievable.'
# # #
Turning me into a masturbation machine, I stared at Isabella's pretty face. I stared at her D cup breasts, her light pink, erect nipples, and her darker pink areolas. I stared at her natural blonde, trimmed pussy. As I played with myself over my mom, my sister, and my aunt, I played with myself over my cousin, too.
If it wasn't enough that I saw naked photos of my mom, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, my mother sent me four photos of my beloved grandmother, Virginia, too. Having never seen anything of my granny before, I was seeing everything of her now. I stared at her enormous, double D cup, sagging breasts, her big, brown areolas, and her brown, erect nipples. I stared at her bushy gray, naked pussy.
After seeing my mom's naked ass, tits, and cunt, I couldn't believe that I saw my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandma's naked ass, tits, and cunt, too. If that wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that I sent photos of my naked body and my big, erect prick for my mom, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother to see. In the way that I masturbated over all five women, I wondered if they'd be rubbing their clits, finger fucking their pussies, and fingering their erect nipples over me.
Again, in the way that I stroked myself over my mom, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, I stroked myself over my sixty-seven-year-old, naked grandmother, Virginia. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, I'll be playing with myself over these naked photos for the rest of my life. A new personal record for me, I couldn't believe that I exploded cum five times in such a short period of time.
As soon as I received the photos, I printed out all of them. Keeping them under my pillow, I'll be taking these photos to bed with me and masturbating over them every night, every morning, and in between. While explaining how I have them, I couldn't wait to show my friends naked photos of my stepmother, my stepsister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother.
For them to be together and up so late, they must have been drinking while playing cards. They love playing poker for pocket change. With her on Social Security, suspecting that they let her win, my grandmother is always the big winner.
Being the incestuous pervert that I am, there's not one relative that I'd love to have sex with. I'd love to have sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin. With her not looking her age, I'd love to have sex with my 67-year-old grandmother, too.
I love my granny and I'd love to make love to her, fuck her, and cum in her pussy. I wondered if she still gets wet or needed lubrication. Many women of her generation don't suck cock.
I wondered if my grandmother sucked cock. If she does, I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth and swallow my cum. I'd love to have sex with my busty grandmother. I'd love to give them all multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
# # #
Even though my mother is religious, she's a whore. All of my extended family are whores. With birds of a feather flocking together, all of our friends and neighbors are whores, too.
Especially when they're a little tipsy, and are over the age of fifty-years-old, most women are whores. Not that they complied with my request to see their naked photos, I wondered if they'd send me naked photos of the rest of the guests. I suspected that they'd comply with my request to send me everyone's naked photos.
Once they saw my naked photos of my muscular body, and my 8" erect prick, I was certain that they'd invite even more women to attend her private, Christmas, Nude Day celebration. I couldn't wait to see who else she'd invite. All five women have some hot friends.
The price of admission is their naked photos, one with them wearing their panties and bras, one of them topless, one of them naked from the front, and the last photo of them naked from the back. With me hating Jeffrey Epstein because he had sex with countless underage women, I hoped they'd all comply with my condition of wanting to make sure that everyone there is over 18-years-old send me their naked photos.
I used that as my lame excuse for them to send their naked photos. My stepmom sent my naked photos to them, too, in exchange for their naked photos. Except for hiding my face, every woman coming to her Xmas Nude Day party has seen me naked as I had seen them all naked, too.
"Of course, with us living in the same neighborhood," I wrote back to my mother. "Not wanting you to know who I am, I must send a photo of me from the neck down. I'll reveal myself at the party."
Instead of only masturbating over naked photos, I wish I was going to their Nude Day party. Only, if my mom, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin knew who I was, they may not want to have sex with me. Best I keep my identity secret until after I had my erect prick in their mouths.
# # #
'Maybe I could rent a costume and pretend that I'm the stripper, Big Buff Bruno,' I thought.
I thought of costumes that would conceal my identity until after I had sex with them. Perhaps something with a mask. Dark Vadar came to mind. Keeping my helmet and my mask on, I could go as a fireman. Wearing a bandana around my face, I could go as an Ice Agent. I could go as a clown. Nah, too many women are afraid of clowns.
Maybe something with a beard and/or a mustache. Then, I could go as Santa Claus. Yeah, that's it. With it almost Christmas, I could dress as Santa Claus. Not removing my beard, and my hat, they'd never recognize me dressed as jolly, old, Saint Nick.
Shocking them until I revealed my identity at the end, and after I had sex with them, I'd love to make out with them while feeling them through their clothes. I'd love to unbutton their blouses, lift their bras, and fondle their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their erect nipples. I'd love to stick my big dick in their hands and their mouths.



# # #
The next day, my mom emailed naked photos of everyone in their bras and panties, topless, frontal nudity, and rear nudity attending her Christmas Nude day party. She sent me naked photos of her best friend, Brianna, a tall, beautiful blonde. She sent me photos of her friends, Ellen, Barbara, June, and Audrey, all good looking women, especially without their clothes. She sent naked photos of her naked co-workers, Cynthia, Heather, Rebecca, and Carol. She sent me photos of our neighbors, Gwen, Theresa, and Heather.
Shocking the hell out of me, she sent me naked photos of my fiancée, Jennifer, my future mother-in-law, Janice, as well as my future sister-in-law, Jenna. In the way that I masturbated over my mother, my sister, and my cousin, I masturbated over the photos of my naked fiancée, her naked mother, and her naked sister. With me having so much to jerk off over, I stroked my cock four and five times a day, every day.
Not done shocking me, my mom sent me photos of one of her best friends, Sister Susan Jill Parker. She's our parish nun, and my ex-Sunday school teacher. Even with her without wearing makeup, she's beautiful. My mom sent me naked photos of Sister Susan in her white bra and white panties, photos of her topless, and photos of her naked from the front and from the back while only wearing her veil.
Hoping that Sister Susan Jill Parker would stroke my cock while sucking my prick, I couldn't wait to stick my prick in her mouth. I hoped she'd blow me while I felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. I'd love to cum in her mouth. I'd love to watch her swallow my cum as if she was receiving communion.
"Wow," I said out loud. "I have someone else to masturbate over."
I stared at Sister Susan's double D cup breasts. I stared at her bushy, blonde pussy. I stared at her shapely naked ass. She's the hottest nun that I've ever seen with and especially without her clothes. With her not wearing a habit, she wears a blouse, a below the knee skirt, a bra and panties, and her crucifix.
Twenty-one horny and drunken women, I'd love to have sex with them all. I'd love to not only have sex with them during their Christmas Nude Day celebration but I'd love to continue having sex with them after the party, too. Perhaps, my fiancée may be possessively jealous of me having sex with her mother and her sister, but I'd allow her to have sex with my friends while I watched.
# # #
My mom sent me, BigBuffBruno, the time and the date of her Nude Day celebration party. It was Saturday night, the day after Christmas, at 8 pm. As soon as all twenty-one women had arrived and were working on their second glass of wine, I rang the doorbell dressed as Santa Claus at 9 pm.
"I wondered who that could be," said my mother as if she didn't know? "It's Santa! Come in Santa."
I couldn't believe it, instead of wearing her clothes, a blouse, short skirt, bra, and panties. She wore a short, sexy, low-cut, and nearly transparent nightgown. I've never seen my stepmom in her nightgown without her wearing a robe that was buttoned to her neck and flowed down to her ankles. With this nightgown so sheer, she may as well have been naked.
As if I had been invited to a pajama slumber party, every woman was in her shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest cut nightgown. With one woman trying to outdo the other woman, instead of dressed in their clothes, as if this was their honeymoon night, they all wore nightgowns with nothing underneath. I stared from one woman to stare at the other.
With them talking, laughing, and gossiping, they were a loud, excited, tipsy, and horny group of women. As soon as they saw me, while wondering who I was, they all stopped talking and laughing to stare at me. For those who were still standing, as if they were all naked, I could clearly see their naked breasts, their naked pussies, and their naked asses. For those sitting I stared at their naked breasts as if they weren't wearing nightgowns. My cock tented my red, velvet pants.
Before walking in her house, she handed me a big, Santa Claus bag. As the host of the party, my mom paid for 21 pink rabbit vibrators and 21 big, black dildos. At $30 each, she shelled out over $1,300 with tax. I had a big bag of vibrators and dildos gift wrapped for every woman. I had 21 pink rabbit vibrators and 21 big, black dildos. As soon as I arrived, I passed out my gifts to every woman.
"Merry Christmas. Merry Christmas. Ho! Ho! Ho," I said, giving each woman her gifts.
I leaned forward to pass out gifts to every woman. I leaned forward to part their lips with my tongue and give them a long wet kiss. While French kissing them, I stuck my horny hand down the top of their nightgowns to feel and fondle their naked breasts while fingering their erect nipples.
No woman stopped me by slapping my hand away. No woman admonished for French kissing them while fondling their naked breasts and fingering their erect nipples. Instead, they reached out their horny hands and felt my erect prick through my Santa pants.
# # #
Then, with my stepmom the host of the party, after I passed out the gifts, I returned to my mom to give her special attention. Seizing the opportunity, surprising me, she pulled down my Santa pants to expose my naked, erect prick. I removed my big, black boots, and kicked off my pants. As soon as I did, she took me in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to blow me.
My stepmom was blowing me. While looking up at me and smiling to show me my big dick buried in her mouth, with her or anyone having no idea who I was, she stroked my cock while sucking my prick. I put a gentle hand behind her red, pretty head. I humped her mouth and fucked her face while reaching in her nightgown again to fondled her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples as twenty-women clapped and cheered.
Not wanting to cum just yet, I stood in front of her. As I did with my mother, I did with my sister, I did with my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother. As they stroked and sucked me, I reached inside all of their nightgowns to feel and fondle their naked breasts while fingering their nipples. Again, not wanting to cum just yet, as I did with my mother and my sister, I did with my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother.
While I continued feeling their naked tits and fingering their erect nipples, I gave them each a turn to stroke my cock while sucking my erect prick. With women removing their nightgowns, they all wanted me to have my way with their naked breasts and bodies while they had their way with my big dick.
As if I was in a production line, I moved from one woman to the next woman. They all took turns stroking my prick while sucking my dick. Twenty women stroked and sucked me. Saving the best for last, I stuck my prick in Sister Susan's mouth. While I felt her enormous breasts and pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her big erect nipples, she stoked my prick while sucking my dick.
My ex-Sunday school temporarily removed my prick from her mouth to speak.
"Cum in my mouth, Jack. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I need to swallow you," she said. "I haven't had a prick in my mouth since Father Flattery left the parish."
Not taking me long to cum, I put a gentle hand behind her blonde, holy head. I ejaculate a huge load of cum in her religious mouth. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed my cum. She anointed herself and removed my prick from her mouth to speak.
"Thank you, Jesus, for this blessing," she said.
Then, she stared up at me and smiled.
"Thank you, Jack," she said while anointing herself again.
# # #
I returned to my mother, not wasting time, she removed her nightgown and took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Determined to make me cum, my MILF of a mother stroked my cock while sucking my prick.
"Cum, cum in my mouth, Bruno," she said. "I need to swallow you."
As soon as she told me to cum, obediently obeying her, I did. I exploded a load of cum in my stepmother's mouth. Then, my sister pulled me to her. She took me in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. I couldn't believe my stepsister was blowing me.
As I did with Sister Susan, my mother, and with my sister, I did with my aunt and my cousin. Finally, not knowing if my grandmother sucked cock or not, I stood in front of her. Not denying me, she removed her nightgown. Then, she took me in her elderly hand and stroked me before taking me in her wrinkled lips to suck me. My mother's mother was giving me a blowjob. She wanted me to cum in her mouth.
"Cum in my mouth, Jack," she said. "I want you to cum mouth."
Again, as soon as she told me to cum, obediently obeying her, I did.
# # #
Now that my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, my grandmother, and Sister Susan Jill Parker blew me, I removed the rest of my Santa suit. I removed my hat, my wig, and my beard. As soon as I did, they were shocked.
"Jack," screamed my mother.
As shocked as she was aroused, she laughed out loud.
"I can't believe my stepson saw me naked. I can't believe he felt my naked breasts, and fingered my erect nipples. I can't believe I stroked his prick while sucking his dick. He ejaculated in my mouth and I swallowed his cum," she said with shame and embarrassment mixed with sexual arousal.
My sister stared at me with shock. She stood to give me a punch in the shoulder.
"Eww. Eww," she said. "Oh, my God, you fucking pervert. How dare you take advantage of your sister?"
My aunt smiled.
"Thank you, Jack. I needed that," she said with a dirty laugh.
My cousin tried to kick me.
"Gross, I can't believe you stuck your dick in my mouth, ejaculated in my mouth, and I swallowed you," she said. "Asshole!"
# # #
"You fucking pervert," said my fiancée, Jennifer.
She removed my ring and threw it in my face. I laughed. I walked to her naked mother, Janice. She took me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. She stroked my cock while sucking my prick. After six women blew me, my future mother-in-law blew me, too. As soon as I ejaculated what little cum that I had left in her mouth, she swallowed me.
Jenna picked up Jennifer's engagement ring and put it on her finger. Then, she pulled me to her. Like mother. like daughter, she took my prick in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to blow me. Again, not taking me long to ejaculate the last bit of my cum, Jenna blew me too. A cum machine, as if I was a porn star, a new record, I ejaculated seven times in a short while.
"Give me that ring," said Jennifer to her sister.
She grabbed her hand, put her ring back on her finger. Then, she put on her nightgown, and sat on the couch with her arms folded, stewing, and sulking.
"I'll tell you what, Jennifer," I said.
I laughed. "As soon as we return home, I'll let you have sex with any or all of my friends. I know you've always had a crushes, David, Jaylan, and Tyrone, as long as I can watch, I'll allow you the suck and fuck them all three of them."
She smiled at me while nodding her head.
"Payback is a bitch, bitch," said Jennifer. "I want to have sex with your father and our brother, too, asshole."
The End
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Sharing a Bed with my Mother-in-law
Stranded in a storm, mom-in-law & son-in-law seek shelter.
My name is Christine. I'm a whore. Proud to admit it, I've been a whore all of my adult life. Forget about the nonsense of blondes having more fun. Without comparison, whores have the most fun, no matter their hair color.
Actually, truth be known, the women having the most fun, are those extraordinarily beautiful women in the company of billionaires. Having more than enough money to turn any woman's head, no matter what they look like, these men have the money to be picky. They can afford to have any whore that they want. They have those women who have the most beautiful faces, the perfect bodies, talented mouths, and golden pussies.
What man wouldn't want a blowjob from such a gorgeous woman? Billionaires love buying all that they only can afford to have hanging off their arms as trophy wives. Just ask Jeff Bezos with Lauren Sanchez, or Francois Henry Pinault married to Selma Hayek, Katsia married to Anton Zingarevich, or Harvey Weinstein married to Georgina Chapman, or King Donald Trump married to Queen Melania Trump, or Eike Batista married to Flavia Sampaio. The list goes on and on.
You will never find a billionaire with short, obese, women his age. All of their wives are drop dead with bodies to die for, and younger. None of their wives are too tired for sex or have a headache. With them clad in rare jewels and designer clothes, and expensive shoes and handbags, they'll suck his cock anytime and anywhere he wants.
"Honey, lean the other way so that I may watch the stock market while you blow me," he said.
Her husband ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed. He was excited not so much that his wife was a talented cocksucker but because his stocks were up 30%.
"Thank you, doll. Today is a great day. Here's my Black Card. Buy something expensive for yourself. Have fun shopping," he said.
# # #
These are women who we never see walking on the street, shopping in a supermarket, or buying gas. Whisked away in limousines driven by an armed and dangerous chauffeur and accompanied by an even more armed and more dangerous bodyguard, flown away on private jets, or aboard huge yachts, their shit doesn't smell. Even when on vacations to places we've never heard of and will never see, they're attended by servants in magnificent mansions and in private, penthouse suites.
They're the whales given every courtesy, and accommodations for free in Vegas and in Macau. They're flown to Vegas and to Macau in the hotel's private jets, and picked up from the airport in their limousines. Not having to ride in an elevator with the average Joe and his obese wife, Mary, forget about being given a private suite, they're given a private villa owned by the hotel's owner. As long as they gamble and lose lots of money, they want for nothing, and are welcomed back with a staff to cater to their every whim.
Owning more houses all over the world, their homes are the size of small museums and filled with furnishings and beautiful things that we only see in Architectural magazines. From riding in the backseats of Rolls Royce's, Bentley's, and Maybach's, we've only seen cars that cost more than our homes in the Robb Report and/or in automotive magazines.
We drive our Fords, Chevy's, Honda's, Toyota's, and pickup trucks. With their appointment books filled with private cocktail parties, invited guests at horse and yacht racing championships, they attend every charity, award, and sporting event. They have private boxes at ballets, operas, private viewings, and concerts, while the rest of us are jammed together at football, soccer, and baseball games, and in danger of beer being spilt on our heads by drunks. They live the lives of luxury while we live lives of survival.
Compared to one-tenth of her one percenters, even if we have good six-figure jobs, in comparison, we're poor. Even if we live in a good neighborhood and in a beautiful home, we're victims to violent crimes. With none of us never climbing that high up the ladder, we're labeled and treated as average. Yet, no matter how much money you have or don't have, making no difference if you're rich or poor, sex is sex.
# # #
My whoredom started when I was 18-years-old, my last day as a virgin. I had sex in the back of my date's van on prom night. Such a romantic, magical, and memorable night, with the stars in the sky, a full moon, and with Meatloaf playing "Paradise by the Dashboard Light," on the radio, I lost my virginity to Brad. I was the head cheerleader and he was the captain of the football team. Tragically, he was killed nearing the end of the Gulf War in 1991.
To this day, every time I hear "Bat Out of Hell," my pussy moistens and my nipples harden. One of my favorite songs back then, with it having a special memory for me, I loved that song. As if he had written a song about me, giving melody to my virginity, Meatloaf revitalized my memory of getting laid for the first time by writing "Paradise by the Dashboard light."
I allowed him to make out with me while touching and feeling me everywhere through my prom dress. Not stopping him, the first time that anyone touched my naked breasts and fingered my erect nipples, he stuck his horny hand down the front of my dress. Then, he reached his groping hand beneath my dress to feel my ass before cupping my pussy through my panties. Finally, again, not stopping him, allowing him to go all the way, he stripped me naked.
He stripped himself naked, too. My first time seeing a naked, erect prick, I wrapped my fingers tightly around his big dick and stroked him. Then, with him putting a gentle hand to the back of my brunette, virginal head to show me the way, not stopping him, he parted my lips with the head of his erect penis. Taking him in my mouth, he humped my mouth and fucked my face. I sucked his prick while stroking his dick.
I continued stroking his cock while sucking his prick. I not only allowed him to cum in my mouth but also, I swallowed his cum. My first time sucking cock and tasting cum, my friends were way ahead of me. Something that I couldn't wait to do, we fucked.
Before I married twenty-two-years-ago, I had sex, so very much sex. I lost count of how many men I stroked, sucked, and fucked. From dorm parties, to frat parties, to spring breasts, careful not to get pregnant, I'm surprised that I didn't. Then, I fell in love with a man ten-years older than me, who turned out to be a drunk.
He owned a hardware store. He had a few dollars, a nice house, and an expensive car. Shortly after we were married, within a year, he impregnated me with Elizabeth. I was happy until I became pregnant with her.
Something that saddened me and sexually frustrated me, once he made me pregnant, as if he was grossed out by my big belly, that was the premature end to me having sex. I still wanted sex. I needed sex. With him always drunk, he could no longer get and maintain an erection. He'd just fall asleep while snoring loudly.
# # #
Unbeknownst to my daughter, I have a strong and secret, sexual connection with my son-in-law, Michael, that started before he met Elizabeth. After my husband died of a heart attack, before I bought this two-family house, after I sold his business, and the house that he owned, I met my future son-in-law more than seven-years ago. Fifty-two-years-old now, I was 45-years-old then, and he was 21-years-old.
My hair was different. I had dyed it blonde and it was longer. Depressed after my husband died, no longer caring about my appearance, I was 30-pounds heavier. I looked older than my age. I started to look more like my seventy-year-old mother than I looked like a 45-year-old woman.
As soon as I saw him pull up and step out of his plumber's repair van, I quickly fixed my hair. Not having time to put on makeup, I applied some lipstick to my lips. Then, I quickly changed into my shortest, sexiest, sheerest, and lowest-cut nightgown.
With my husband deceased from cirrhosis of the liver from drinking too much, he died of a heart attack. I called the plumber to fix my blocked sink and replace my garbage disposal. No matter who he was, I was desperate for a man. As long as he had a hard penis, not caring what he looked like, I'd fuck him. I needed sex.
As soon as I saw him with his blonde hair and his buff body, he looked like a young Brad Pitt in the way that he looked like in his first major breakthrough movie in 1991, Thelma and Louise. He was so handsome. He was so young. I hoped he'd want to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with him.
"Oh, my God," I said, peeking out my living room window. "Look at him. He's such a handsome hunk of man."
Filled with sexual anticipation, having never done anything like this before, having sex with a stranger since I was in college, I was so nervous. Dare I sexually seduce this young plumber? Something that only a whore would do, having sex with a man more than half my age, and had just met, no matter, I was ready to suck and fuck him.
As if prescribed by my doctor, he's just what I needed to satisfy my wet pussy. I hoped that he could fix more than just my sink and my garbage disposal. I hoped he could satisfy my wanton, sexual desire, and my need to have multiple, sexual orgasms.
Long before my husband died, with him no longer able to get and maintain an erection, it had been years since I had sex. I was as horny as I was sexually frustrated. As soon as I saw the plumber, I hoped he was attracted to an older woman as much as I was attracted to younger men. Seriously, while pretending that they're having sex with their mothers or their stepmothers, just as women are sexually attracted to their sons and stepsons, and to younger men, men are sexually attracted to older women.
# # #
Being the whore that I am and always will be, I was ready to sexually tease him and hopefully seduce him. Missing stroking, sucking, and fucking a big dick, I knew it wouldn't take much for a man his age to get an erection. With my low-cut nightgown falling forward and open with me, I leaned longer and lower over the sink to flash him my naked, double D cup breasts and my erect nipples. Instead of looking away, he not only looked but he stared at all that he could see down my nightgown of my exposed breasts.
Then, he shocked me with what he said. Clearly, experienced with older women, he saw me for the whore that I am.
"You remind me of my mother," he said with a smile.
I didn't know if that was good or bad.
"Thank you, I think," I said. "Is that good or bad?"
He laughed.
"That's good. That's very good," he said. "I loved my mother. I really loved my mother, if you know what I mean," he said.
He let out a little laugh.
"I hope you don't mind me saying this but have big breasts like she has big breasts," he said. "I love tits, the bigger the better."
He paused to see my reaction to him responding on seeing and complimenting me on my big, naked breasts.
"Whenever she served me food or something to drink, her nightgown fell open exposing her naked breasts and her erect nipples to me," he said.
He blushed.
"I hope I'm not embarrassing you but your breasts appear to be the same size as my mom's breasts," he said. "Your nipples are just as big, and you have the color nipples, too."
He smiled.
"I love your breasts. You've made my day. Thank you for exposing them to me," he said.
I laughed.
"Thank you, I think," I said.
# # #
With me still leaning over the sink, never removing his eyes from them, he paused to stare at what he could see down my nightgown top. He made my pussy wet and my nipples erect by his continued stare, by his acknowledgement of my naked breasts and by his continued stare.
"If you don't mind me asking, what size bra cup are you," he asked?
He was as bold as I was horny. I laughed. This was too good to be true. Not only did he stare down my nightgown top but he admitted that he saw my naked breasts and my big nipples, and even the color of my nipples, too.
I stood upright, puffed out my chest, and looked down at the impressions that my big breasts made in my nightgown. Then, I lifted my breasts through my nightgown as if I was ready to serve them to him. He continued staring at my big tits as if I was his mother.
Then, if he was telling his friend or confessing his addiction at a sexual addiction meeting, he told me, a complete stranger, what happened.
# # #
"One day when my mother and my grandmother were out back sunning themselves, they were naked. I unexpectedly came home early. I not only saw my mom without her clothes but also, I saw my 65-year-old grandmother without her clothes, too," he said.
He paused to read my reaction to what he said. Not stopping him, I allowed him to continue.
"Sorry if I'm embarrassing you but I have a thing for big breasted, older women," he said. "My beloved grandmother, God bless her, has F cup sagging breasts. As soon as I saw their naked breasts, all that I could do was stare," he said.
He smiled at me while staring at my nightgown clad breasts.
"I looked from my mom to look at her mother. Not covering their nakedness with their hands, their forearms, or with their towels, they allowed me to continue to stare at their naked bodies," he said. "Seemingly, they wanted me to see their naked breasts, their naked asses, and their naked pussies as much as I wanted to see their big tits, their shapely asses, and their bushy pussies."
'He not only loves big tits but also, he's attracted to older women. Wow,' I thought. 'This is my lucky day. I'm older and I have big tits.'
"They were both a little drunk," he said. "They surprised me with what they said next."
# # #
"Now that you're here, Michael, let's play Marco Polo, " my mom said," he said.
He looked at me while nodding his head as if to tell me that all that he was saying was true.
"My grandmother nodded her head in agreement while looking up at me with a big smile. I couldn't believe that my naked mother and my naked grandmother wanted to play Marco Polo," he said.
He smiled while nodding my head as if he was a bobble head doll.
"Okay, just let me change into my bathing suit," he said.
My grandmother shook her head and laughed.
"Since we're naked, you get naked, too," she said. "Now that we showed you our naked bodies, show us your naked body," said my grandmother.
My mom smiled.
"Yes, Michael. Show us your cock. Between the sun and our alcohol consumption, we horny. We want to see your erect, naked prick," said my mom.
He smiled.
"While she looked at me with sexual arousal, I looked at her with sexual excitement," he said.
He looked at me with a horny smile.
"They watched me undress. In the way that I stared at their naked bodies, they stared at my naked body. I stood in front of my mother and my grandmother with a huge erection. We swam around the pool naked," he said.
He fell silent as if he was remembering his mom and granny naked.
"With my mom and grandma wrapping their hands around my big dick, and pulling me by my erect prick, they didn't stop me when I felt their naked breasts. I touched, felt, and fondled squeezed their naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting their erect nipples. Then, I cupped their pussies," he said. "After feeling and squeezing their naked asses, I cupped my mother's cunt, then my grandmother's cunt, too."
He stopped to see my reaction to his unexpected confession.
"When they stroked my prick, I rubbed their clits and finger fucked their pussies. Instead of playing Marco Polo, I made out with them, first my mom and then my grandma. Then, when I pushed my mom against the side of the pool, she reached down and inserted my erection inside of her. I not only made love to my mom but also, I fucked her and I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy," he said.
He looked at me as if he wanted to fuck me, too.
"Then, I did the same with my grandmother. I pushed her against the side of the pool. She inserted my stiff prick in her gray, bushy pussy. Then we made love. Our gentle humping turned to fucking when I humped her faster and harder, and she returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps," he said.
# # #
He made me so horny by all that he confessed. Continuing my flashing show, I squatted down with him, raised the hem of my nightgown to my crotch, and flashed him my naked, brown, bushy pussy. I deliberately flashed him my naked, brown, bushy cunt.
He stared more at what he could see under my nightgown than he stared at what he could see under my sink. Seemingly interested, he not only looked but he stared at my naked pussy as much as he stared down my nightgown top at my naked breasts. Thinking that he'd never have sex with me before, I was sure that he'd be having sex with me now.
With him there only a few minutes, already seeing a big bulge in his jeans, I continued flashing him my naked breasts and my naked pussy. If nothing else, I'll be rubbing my clit with my pink bunny vibrator and fucking my pussy with my big, black dildo while fingering and sucking my erect nipples after he leaves. Hopefully, I won't have to sexually pleasure myself. I hoped that he'll sexually pleasure me.
# # #
Then, having practiced this move before, I intentionally caught the hem of my nightgown on the low, sink cabinet handle. My nightgown was really caught. When I stood, my nightgown raised to my waist to expose my naked ass and my naked pussy to him. I covered my naked pussy with my hand.
Feigning my embarrassment, while continuing to flash him, I turned one way before turning the other way. I pretended to struggle to free myself. Pulling on my nightgown, while careful not to rip it, I raised it even more to expose more of my naked body to him.
"Oh, no. Oh, dear. Oh, my God. I'm so embarrassed. Please don't look at my naked ass and naked pussy," I said.
With his mouth only inches from my naked pussy, he squatted down while struggling to free my nightgown. Hoping that he'd squeezed my ass while fingering my pussy, he had the perfect view of my naked cunt and my big, naked ass. As if he had never seen a naked woman, he not only looked but he stared. He stared at my naked ass and my naked pussy. I hoped he'd do more than just stare. I imagined that he stared at me in the way that he stared at his naked mother and his naked grandmother.
Again, he seemed as attracted to me as I was attracted to him. He made my pussy wet and my nipples erect. Seemingly inevitable that we'd be having sex, the bulge in his jeans grew bigger and harder. I stared as much at the impression of his big dick, as much as he stared at the impressions of my erect nipples pushing against my sheer nightgown.
Finally, after freeing my nightgown, when he stood, he had an even bigger erection. Not done teasing him, with him lying on his back while removing the garbage disposal, daring myself to do so and brazen enough to do so, I stood over him with my legs spread. He had the perfect up nightgown view of my glistening wet, naked pussy. I continued giving him an up nightgown view of my naked cunt.
Then, when he looked up and told me to test the garbage disposal, acting like the helpless woman that I'm not, I deliberately soaked the front of my nightgown with the sink hose. My nightgown was as soaked as it was see-through. My nightgown was so wet that I looked like 27-year-old, Joy Hamon as Lucille, washing her car in her sexy, low-cut, and short dress in Cool Hand Luke with Paul Newman and George Kennedy.
With her a blonde, sexy bombshell with a sexy and shapely body, in 1967, Joy Hamon was the men's version of Pamela Anderson before Baywatch was ever conceived. A factual tidbit of useless information, she was crowned the 1957 Donut Queen at the USO. With her having such a beautiful body, I'm sure she never ate a donut in her life.



# # #
"Oh, my God," I said. "I'm soaked. Look at me, you can see everything," I said, pulling my nightgown tighter to show the plumber even more. "I'm so embarrassed," I said lying again while feigning my shame.
The front of my nightgown was so wet that it was virtually transparent. He could not only clearly see the shape and the size of my enormous breasts, my areolas, and my nipples but also, he could see my bushy brown patch of pubic hair. I moved out of the way and allowed the water to deliberately spill and leak all over and soak the front of his jeans.
When he stood, I knelt down, placed my hand on his ass, and wiped the front of his jeans with a hand towel while rubbing his erection through his jeans. As if jerking him off through his jeans, I continued rubbing his erection faster and harder while he stared down at my hand. Then, with me immodestly immoral, I reached down for the hem of my nightgown. While he watched spellbound with sexual anticipation, I raised my nightgown higher, lifted it over my head, and off.
As if he was my husband, my boyfriend, or already my lover, I stood naked in front of the plumber. Seemingly liking what he saw, never removing his eyes, again, he stared at my naked body. He continued staring at me as if he had never seen a naked woman. Again, in the way that he made my pussy wet and my nipples erect, I made his dick bigger and harder.
"Take off your jeans and I'll put them in the dryer," I said as if I was his mother and he was my son.
Instead of obediently obeying his mommy, he looked at me with horror.
"I can't," he said looking aghast.
I looked at him and made a face.
"Why not," I asked?
With his face turning a bright red, he looked at me while blushing.
"I'm not wearing underwear," he said.
# # #
Already imagining his naked, erect cock in my hand, my mouth, and my pussy, I looked at him with sexual arousal. All the better, I couldn't wait to see, stroke, suck, and fuck his big, naked dick. Again, something that he'll never forget, I hoped that he wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with him.
"It's okay," I said with a shrug and a dirty laugh. "With me old enough to be your mother, you have nothing that I haven't seen before," I said.
I stared at him while he unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed his jeans. He had his hand in front of his erect prick. I put my nightgown and his jeans in the dryer.
Instead of putting on another nightgown and giving him a towel to cover his nakedness, after putting our clothes in the dryer, I walked to him. Showing him the whore that I am, I knelt in front of him. He held his hand in front of his erection while staring down at me with excitement while I stared up at him with sexually aroused passion. It had been years since I had an erect prick in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy.
Shocking him, I removed his hand from his big dick. I stared at his cock. Pointing straight out at me as if I was the one chosen, it was so big. It was so hard. I took his erect prick in my hand and wrapped my long, manicured fingers tightly around it. I slowly stroked him while smiling up at him before taking his stiff prick in my mouth to suck him.
Showing him the talented cocksucker that I am, staring up at him to show him his cock in my mouth, I blew the plumber. I stroked his cock while sucking his prick. As if it was kismet and meant to be, I blew my future son-in-law long before he met my daughter, his future wife. If only I knew then what I know now, I would have greeted him naked with not only an open mouth but also with open arms.
'Welcome to the family, I imagined saying. 'The family that has sex together stays together,' I thought.
With him so horny, not taking him long to cum, I allowed him to cum in my mouth and, licking his penis clean, I swallowed his cum. Then I stood, took him by his hand, and led him to my bedroom. I pushed him on my bed.
I removed his T-shirt, and mounted him while reaching down between his legs to stick his big dick in my wet pussy. With a gentle hump, he was already inside of me. Making out with him while making love to him, I parted his lips with my tongue and French kissed him.
Then, humping him faster and humping him harder, he returned my fast and hard humps with his fast and hard humps. No longer making out and making love, we were fucking. In the way that I gave him an orgasm with my hand and with my mouth, he gave me an orgasm with his cock. I had sex with my future son-in-law long before he met and fell in love with Elizabeth. I only wished that he could have given me his baby.
# # #
When my daughter became engaged, she brought Michael home to meet me. As soon as I saw him, with him looking the same, I immediately recognized him. Hoping that he didn't recognize me, I had sex with him more than seven-years-ago.
I was as embarrassed and ashamed, as I was sexually aroused. Then, again, I was filled with sexual anticipation that, one day, I'd have sex with him again. Maybe I could have threesome sex with my daughter and her fiancé.
With my hair longer and dyed blonde, changed back to my original brunette color, and after losing more than thirty-pounds, again, I hoped he didn't recognize me. Not looking at me as if he knew me, clearly, he didn't recognize me. Fortunately, glad that he didn't. I'm sure with him looking the way that he does, and with him visiting and having sex with plenty of horny and sexually frustrated women, I was just another conquest on his list.
It wasn't until the day of the wedding, wanting him to know who I was, that I took sexual advantage of him again. While Liz's bridesmaids helped her do her hair, her makeup, and helped her get dressed in her room, I dressed myself in Michael's hotel room. Once he was dressed, I knew that he'd eventually return to the room.
In the way that his mother and his grandmother had flashed them their naked bodies seven-years-ago, I decided to flash him my naked body again, too. I stood in the bathroom naked while waiting for him to enter. Instead of knocking, he opened the door with his pass card.
As soon as he did, deliberately flashing him, I entered the room from the bathroom naked with my head down while drying my hair with a towel before using a hair dryer to dry and brush my hair. Not even having to look up, I felt his stare. Frozen in place, he stared at his naked, soon-to-be mother-in-law.
Pretending that I didn't know he was there, I didn't cover my nakedness with my forearm, my hands, or with my towel. I gave him a good, long look of my sexy, and shapely, naked body. In the way that I sexually seduced him before he met, fell in love, and proposed to marry my daughter, I wanted to sexually seduce him again, now.
When I lifted my head and saw him, acting shocked, I stared at him with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open. Again, in the way that I didn't cover my nakedness with my forearms, my hands, or with my towel, when I removed my nightgown in front of him so long ago, I didn't cover my nakedness now. Not turning away, and not making a move to leave, he continued staring at my naked breasts and my brown, trimmed, naked pussy.
"Oh, my God, Michael," I said laughing. "This is embarrassing. I can't believe my soon-to-be married son-in-law is seeing his soon-to-be naked mother-in-law."
He looked away.
"Sorry. Sorry," he said. "Oh, my God, mom. I'm so sorry," he said. "I didn't know you'd be dressing in my room."
Unembarrassed and unashamed, instead, showing him the whore that I am and have always been, I laughed.
"Well, now that you've seen me without my clothes, what do you think," I asked? "I worked hard to lose more than thirty pounds," I said.
As if I was a nude model, I turned one way before turning the other way.
"Oh, mom. You have such big tits. I love your enormous breasts," he said.
I lifted my tits in the palms of my hands as if offering them to him.
"Thank you," I said. "I love my big tits, too."
# # #
Then, when he turned to leave, I stopped him.
"Wait. Don't go, Michael," I said with a shrug. "Since you've already seen me without my clothes," I said.
I paused. Then, I turned around with my arms out to the sides to show him my shapely naked ass, too.
"You can help me get dressed," I said. "My arthritis is bothering me," I said lying.
I put my fingers to my lips.
"Our little secret, I won't tell Elizabeth that you saw her mother without her clothes, if you don't tell her that you saw me naked and helped me get dressed," I said.
I laughed and nodded his head in agreement.
# # #
Still not covering my nakedness, I was proud of my new body after losing so much weight. As if he was my husband or my husband-to-be, I took my time parading around the room in front of him while gathering my clothes. While continuing to stare at my naked ass, my naked breasts, and my naked pussy, he never removed his eyes from me.
"My nails are still wet, Michael," I said lying again. "I can't believe that I'm asking you to do this but I have no one else to ask."
He stepped closer.
"What is it, mom? I'll do anything for you," he said.
I smiled.
"Would be dear and help me put on my bra and panties," I asked?
I held out my hands and waved them on the pretense of drying my nails, even though they were already dry. He picked up my panties from the bed. He stared at them while touching them and feeling them. Then, unable to stop himself, he lifted my panties to his nose to sniffed them. I couldn't believe my future son-in-law sniffed his future mother-in-law's panties.
While making his touches and feels seem accidental, with me not stopping him but encouraging him, by wiggling my naked ass, he helped me put on my panties while he groped my naked ass. Then surprising me, while pulling up my panties higher, he cupped my brown, trimmed pussy through my panties as if making sure they fit. Then, again, while making his touches and feels seem accidental, he helped me put on my bra.
Again, unable to stop himself, with him seemingly not wanting to have any regrets by missing this sexual opportunity, he touched, felt, and fondled my naked breasts while cupping my big tits. Then, he slowly slid a slow hand across my erect nipples. While wishing that he had, as he adjusted the fit of my bra, he did everything but finger my nipples while sucking my tits.
Then, once he helped me with my dress and zipped me, I turned to face him. I gave him a big kiss on the lips. Then, I took a step back and twirled around.
"How do I look," I asked?
He looked me up and down while smiling.
"You look absolutely beautiful, mom. You look more like Elizabeth's big sister than you do her mother," he said.
I smiled.
"Thank you, Michael," I said.
# # #
He stared at me as I was his soon-to-be bride instead of his soon-to-be mother-in-law. Then, I looked down at his big bulge that tented his pants. Clearly, seeing me naked had excited him.
"Oh, my Michael," I said. "You have an erection."
I stared down at his big bulge that tented his pants. Immediately, he put his hand to the front of his pants to cover his erection.
"I'm sorry but did seeing me naked excite you," I asked him as if I didn't know that it had?
I laughed when he turned red and continued covering his erection with his hand. If only he knew that I had already blown him, I wondered what he'd say. I had already stroked his cock while sucking his prick. He had already ejaculated in my mouth and I swallowed his cum. I had already fucked him and he had exploded his cum in my pussy, too.
Our little secret, I couldn't wait to remind him of who I am. My perfect opportunity to do so, I was still alone with him in his room. Now that he saw me without my clothes, I was as sexually aroused as I was horny. I wondered if he'd let me blow him again. I wondered if he'd allow me to fuck him again, too.
# # #
"I'm sorry, mother. I'm so embarrassed," he said.
I laughed.
"Don't be silly," I said.
Then, daring myself to do so to see what he'd do, I gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I can take care of that for you, if you'd like," I said while still staring down at his big bulging prick.
He looked at me with curiosity mixed with sexual excitement.
"Sorry. I don't understand, what do you mean, mom," he asked?
I laughed while staring down at his big bulge again.
"You shouldn't face your bride, her maids, and the other guests while standing at the altar with an erection. They'll laugh," I said.
He looked at me with embarrassment.
"Oh," he said.
# # #
"Please allow me to do something about that for you," I said.
He looked at me with confusion.
"Pardon? I don't understand. What can you do," he asked?
I laughed. In the way that he cupped my pussy through my panties and felt my naked breasts while putting on my bra, I showed him what I can do to help him. I showed him the whore that I am. I reached out my horny hand to touch, feel, fondle, and rub his big dick through his pants.
"I can masturbate you, Michael, if you'd like," I said.
I moved my hand back and forth in front of him as if I was already stroking his prick. Then, again, pausing to say what I was thinking before saying it, I stunned him. I said what I thought twice about saying what I was thinking.
"I can blow you," I said.
I paused again.
"Would you like your wife's mother to stroke you while sucking you?"
I moved my hand back and forth in front of my mouth while pushing out my cheek with my tongue as if I was already blowing him. He looked at me stunned.
# # #
"Oh, mom. Seriously? Would you really blow me," he asked?
I nodded my head.
"It's my duty as your mother-in-law to be your sexual surrogate whenever your wife doesn't want or cannot have sex with you. After having a baby, it may be quite a while before she's physically able and/or in the mood to have sex. The last thing that she wants is to become pregnant again," I said.
I nodded my head while smiling at him.
"Instead of you having to masturbate yourself, cheating on my daughter with one of her friends, or with a prostitute, use me instead," I said.
# # #
He looked at me with shock mixed with sexual excitement.
"Use me. I'll blow you anytime you're horny, Michael," I said.
I laughed.
"You may even cum in my mouth," I said.
I gave him a big smile.
"I'll make love to you and fuck you anytime you need sex. You may masturbate me and eat me anytime you need. The only thing that I refused to do is to have anal sex," I said.
I gave him another sexy smile and a naughty look.
# # #
"Something I know that my prude of a daughter would never do, I'll even go to a nude beach with you," I said. "You may have sex with me while men gather around us to watch us licking, sucking, and fucking."
Then, he surprised me with what he said next.
"Oh, mother. Really, a nude beach? It sounds like I'm marrying the wrong woman," he said with a laugh.
He surprised me by taking me in his arms, parting my lips with his tongue and French kissing me. I returned his French kiss with my long, wet kiss. With him not stopping me, I moved to my knees in front of him, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his prick. I took his erect cock in my hand and stroked him while staring up at him.
"This is what I mean, Michael," I said.
I stared up at him while slowly stroking his big dick.
"Again, our little secret, I won't tell my daughter if you don't tell your wife," I said.
He stared down at me with his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth hanging open.
"Mom. Oh, mom. I love you," he said. "I promise not to tell Elizabeth, if you don't," he said.
I took him in my mouth again and sucked him while continuing to stroke him. Something a mother-in-law should never do to her son-in-law, especially on his wedding day, I blew him. I sucked his cock while stroking his prick. I invited him to have sex with me anytime he wanted.
He put a gentle hand to the back of my brunette, pretty head. He humped my mouth. He fucked my face. It didn't take him long to explode a load of cum in my mouth. I swallowed his cum.
Then, when I stood, I parted his lips with my tongue and gave him a long, wet kiss. He returned my French kisses with his kisses. Starting his honeymoon early, I made out with my son-in-law and he made out with his mother-in-law.
I allowed him to stick his horny hand down the front of my dress. He removed my naked breasts from my dress. He touched them, felt them, and fondled them while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples and sucking them. I only wished he'd push me back on the bed and fucked me. Had it not been his wedding day, he may have had sexual intercourse with me.
# # #
Two-years after they were married, my son-in-law drove me back and forth to see my daughter, Elizabeth. His wife was in the hospital after she gave birth to their baby, Gabriella. Born premature, the hospital wouldn't release her until she's 5 pounds. With Liz having medical complications after delivering her baby, the hospital kept her for a week.
My daughter didn't mind. She got to see, hold, and breastfeed her baby every day. My son in-law-didn't mind, we made love every morning and fucked every night. In between he fingered and ate my pussy while I masturbated him and sucked his cock. With the hospital fifty-miles away, and my son-in-law by my side, my constant companion, we drove to the hospital every other day to see my daughter, and my grandchild.
A couple of days before my daughter was scheduled to be released, on the way home, we hit a sudden rainstorm. With it raining so hard, unable to see to drive, cars were parked under bridges on the highway by the side of the road. We saw a motel sign in the distance and took that exit. Luckily, with everyone having the same idea, we got the last room.
Having no luggage, we ran from the car to the motel. We were soaked. The man behind the desk stared at all that he could see of the shape and the size of my big breasts and my erect nipples, through my wet blouse and bra.
As soon as we got in the room, I tossed him a towel. Turning to face him, I slowly undressed as if I was a stripper on stage dancing around a pole to music while stripping off my clothes. Enjoying the show, he sat on the edge of the bed staring at me undressing.
"Mom," he said. "Did you notice anything?"
He laughed. I looked at him with my blouse unbuttoned.
"I looked around the small room. What," I asked?
He patted the bed with his hand.
"There's only one bed and the couch is too small for me," I said.
She looked at me to look around the room again.
"That's okay," he said. "I'll sleep on the floor."
I laughed.
"Nonsense. Don't be silly. As long as you promise not to fuck me in my ass, we can share the bed," I said with a laugh.
He nodded his head.
"I promise," he said. "I only wish it was a king-sized bed instead of a queen," he said.
I chuckled.
"That's okay. I like to cuddle," I said.
# # #
He watched me remove my wet blouse. He continued watching while I unbuttoned and unzipped my short skirt. Before removing my bra and panties I hung my wet blouse, my skirt, over the shower curtain rod. He hung his jeans, his sweatshirt, and his briefs over the other side of the shower curtain rod.
Then, as if I was his wife instead of his mother-in-law and he was my husband instead of my son-in-law, I continued giving him a striptease show. Making sure that he saw all that he wanted him to see of me, I walked to him and stopped in front of him. While he stared up at me, I stared down at him.
I slowly and sexily removed my bra straps from my shoulders, first one and then the other. I removed my right arm from my bra strap before removing my left arm from my left bra strap. I reached around my back to unhook my three-hook bra. While holding my bra cups in my hands, I removed one bra cup before removing the other bra cup. I hung my bra and panties over the shower curtain rod.



"Since our clothes are wet and we don't have any other clothes, we'll have to go to bed naked," I said with a sexy laugh and a naughty look.
Michael looked at me with his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth hanging open.
# # #
Then, I said what he had seemingly forgotten.
"You don't remember me, do you," I asked?
He laughed.
"Remember you? What do you mean? Of course I remember you. You're my mother-in-law," he said.
He laughed again.
"More than nine-years ago, I lived on Cherry Street. You came to my house to fix my clogged sink and install a new garbage disposal," I said.
I laughed.
"I accidentally soaked both of us with the water sprayer. I removed my nightgown in front of you and stood before you naked. I asked you to remove your pants and I'll put them in the dryer with my nightgown," I said.
I laughed again.
"You told me that you weren't wearing underwear, and I told you that I'm old enough to be your mother. I told you that you don't have anything that I haven't seen before. I removed my wet nightgown and you removed your wet jeans. You stared at my naked body in the way that I stared at your naked prick.
# # #
Then, when I returned from putting our clothes in the dryer, I moved to my knees. I took you in my hand to stroke you before taking you in my mouth to blow you. I sucked your cock, allowed you to cum in my mouth, and I swallowed you. Then, I took you in my bedroom, and fucked you," I said.
He looked at me stunned.
"I remember that now," he said. "That was you," he asked incredulously? "You look so different, better. You're shapelier, better looking, and sexier."
I laughed.
"Thank you. I had long dyed, blonde hair, and was more than 30 pounds heavier," I said.
He stared at my naked body.
"Mom. I can't believe we had sex before I met and fell in love with Elizabeth. I can't believe we had sex again on the day of my wedding," he said.
I laughed.
"Well, we'll be having sex again tonight," I said.
# # #
Fortunately, the bathroom came equipped with travel sized toothpaste, mouthwash, and tooth brushes. As soon as we brushed our teeth and used mouthwash, we climbed in bed. As soon as we did, I turned off the light.
It was so dark. Even though I never sleep with a nightlight, this was the darkest room that I've even slept in. No matter, I had good company.
As soon as we climbed into bed, we put our arms around each other. Then, as if we were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, or lovers, instead of mother-in-law and son-in-law, we started kissing. We parted one another's lips with our tongues, and French kissed while touching and feeling each other everywhere that a mother-in-law and son-in-law should never touch and feel each other.
Then, he mounted me. I reached down and inserted his erect prick in my wet pussy. We made love. Then, humping faster and humping harder, we fucked. I fucked my son-in-law and he fucked his mother-in-law. Indeed, he married the wrong woman. I wished he had married me instead of my daughter. Only at fifty-four-years-old, I was too old to give him children.
I rolled him over and mounted him. I humped him as fast and as hard as he humped me. I rode him as if I was a barrel racing cowgirl. I allowed him to explode gobs of cum in my wet pussy. Then, we fell asleep. He rested his cock between my ass cheeks while holding my big breast in his hand while fingering my nipple in his sleep. Then we rolled over, I held his still erect cock in my sleep.
From that night forward, whenever we were alone, while my daughter was sleeping and we cared for the baby downstairs in my apartment, or after she returned to work while I babysat, we had sex. With him working from home, when we weren't making love, we were fucking. When he was fingering me and eating me, I was masturbating him and blowing him.
The End
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Grandma Natty, a Whore & a Stripper
SusanJillParker's mom is an ex-stripper & an ex-prostitute.
My name is Natalie. My stage name was Nasty Natty. Unashamed and unembarrassed, for thirty-years, I worked as a stripper and did lots of prostitution on the side to support my five children.
With me standing 5' 10" tall in my bare feet and 6' 3" tall in my high heels and with my hair up, I told all of my friends that I worked as a model. The only modeling that I ever did was to dance around a pole to music while removing my clothes. Before my sons paid my pimp and bookie a visit, and made them pee their pants, I dyed my beautiful, natural blonde hair shoe polish black to escape them from harassing me. We moved from Detroit to move to Boston to escape our past.
Not proud of the fact that I had five children by four men. Unable to abort any of them, I don't believe in abortion. What mom could kill her unborn babies? Not me.
Yet, with me fertile, I could have insisted the men use a condom, but I didn't. I could have taken the pill but I didn't do that either. Suffice to write, I loved babies, and I cared for them as best as I could. Unfortunately, with me always working, and seldom home, I hired home healthcare aides to take care of my children.
Besides, not all altruistic, I didn't abort any of them as soon as I discovered that I earned more tips when stripping while pregnant. Something that I wouldn't have believed was true had I not seen it with my own eyes. Horny men loved seeing big bellied women with huge, milk laden breasts, and their giant nipples. When I came on stage while seven and eight months pregnant, and with me very popular, they clapped, they cheered, they filled my pocketbook with hundreds, sometimes thousands of dollars, depending on my audience that day, with tips.
# # #
My oldest son is Freddie. He's 6' 3" tall and weighs 230 pounds. Then, there are the twins, Vito and Guido. They're 6' 6" tall and weigh 260 pounds. Big Louie is 6' 9" tall, and weighs 400 pounds. Finally, the baby of the family, an accident of birth is Susan. She's better known as the erotic writer, SusanJillParker. She's very beautiful. She's 5' 9" tall with double hair, and double D cup breasts.
Unashamed and unembarrassed to confess, with me having had drunken sex with all four of my sons many times, all of Susan's half-brothers who are so much older than her, suspect one of my sons is Susan's father. Only, I don't know. It could be any of them. Compared to your family, or any family in America, how's that for fucked up?
Blaming it on myself, Susan has had a hard life. Yet, I did, too. As most sex workers are, I was sexually, emotionally, and physically abused by my father, my uncle, his friends, and my two brothers.
I never had a role model to show me the way. My mom was a whore, too. I was never home. Out late, I slept all morning.
It was up to her to get herself out of bed, make herself breakfast, get washed and dressed, and walk to school. Yet, even though we lived in a bad neighborhood, no one messed with my little girl. Everyone knew who she was.
They feared her violent brothers. If anyone touched her, they wouldn't beat them, they'd kill them. They'd leave their bodies somewhere no one would find them. There's lots of bodies buried beneath the rubble in Detroit.
When she was home from school, I was already at work dancing around a pole while removing my clothes to music. Or I was sucking off someone in their truck, fucking them in the backseat of their car, or in the alley behind the club. My four sons, all criminals with long records, were out doing God knows what they do.
# # #
From just before Thanksgiving to after New Years' day was my busy season. I earned double the money over that ten-week period than I earned over the prior 42 weeks of the year. Very wealthy men invited me on their private jets and flew me away to secret and private locations and secret destinations, or took me on board their luxurious yachts to cruise the Mediterranean. While their wives were away fucking and sucking someone, they'd invite me to their mansions.
With me not much of a cook, and not home anyway, Susan had no turkey and the trimmings for Thanksgiving. There was no Christmas tree with wrapped gifts under the tree. There were no Christmas lights, decorations, nor Christmas music.
The house was as dark as it was silent. While staying up late, she quietly watched the ball drop on New Year's Eve while alone. She refused the offer of her home healthcare workers to go to their home. Seemingly, she'd rather be alone that to have to put up with all of the lunacy of her fucked up family, or to go to someone else's house where things are normal.
That was my sons' busiest time, too. With the three strike law in effect, they were always doing something illegal that could give them life without parole in prison if they were caught. When we finally returned home after the holidays, we all threw hundred-dollar bills at her, at least a couple of thousand-dollars. We told her to buy something nice for herself.
Instead of going on a shopping spree, every year, she saved most of the money. Her dream was to get away from us and rent her own place to live with a roommate. Until that day, she stayed home alone watching our little black and white television that only had three channels, NBC, CBS, and ABC.
Then two more channels were added, the UVH and the UHF, channels 38 and channel 56. My sons were lucky enough to find (ahem) a 23" color television that fell off the back of a truck. Back then, color TV's meant green screens. With no one home to check on her, she played hooky from school a lot until she dropped out of high school at 16.
That's right. Possibly, the best writer on Literotica is a high school dropout. How about that? Yet, self-taught, she was always reading. She lived in the library. As soon as she knew how to read, she read hundreds of books, maybe even thousands of books. She was reading college level material in junior high school. She always received A's in English, in essays, and won every creative writing competitions.
Sadly, no prom and prom dress for her, she didn't receive her class ring, nor her high school yearbook. No graduation, just anger, depression, and misery after dropping out of school and left behind to fend for herself. Even though she was extremely intelligent, articulate, and used proper grammar, her lack of education followed her everywhere she went.
# # #
After her four, drunken, half-brothers gang raped her for sassing them, she left home at 18-years-old and moved in with a friend. With all of the money that she had saved over the years, with all of us throwing one-hundred-dollar bills at her for her birthdays and every Christmas, she had saved thousands of dollars. A one-hundred-dollar bill back in 1980, when she was eight-years-old, was worth nearly four-hundred-dollars.
Before their sexual assault turned into a violent assault, this was her time to flee before things got worse. Taking hold of her, they tore off her clothes. They stripped her naked.
As if they were at a swingers' party and she was the guest of honor, they forced her to her knees, held her in place, and pulled out their erect pricks. They pinched her nostrils to force her to open her mouth to breath. Once her mouth was open, pulling her hair hard so that she wouldn't bite down on them, they impaled her mouth with their erect cocks. Seemingly, they had gang raped women before.
As soon as their pricks were buried in her mouth, they put heavy hands to the back of her blonde, pretty head. They humped her mouth. They fucked her face. They ejaculated in her mouth and forced her to swallow.
As if she was a whore from the neighborhood and, indeed, she was, they forced her to blow them. Not wanting them to hit her, unable to stop them, she gave them what they wanted. She stroked their cocks while sucking their pricks.
Even after she blew them, not letting her go, no matter how much she punched them, scratched them, or pinched them, they gave her a cum bath. They ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her long, lush, and, natural, beautiful, blonde hair, and across her double D cup, naked breasts. Not done with her, they forced her down on the couch and mounted her.
If stripping her naked and forcing her to blow them, wasn't enough, they took turns fucking her fast and hard. Except for big Louie, with him too heavy to mount her, he pulled her on top of him for her to mount him. Then, he reached between her legs and inserted his big dick inside of her. Surprised she didn't become pregnant, they all ejaculated their cum in her pussy. No longer able to stay there, not wanting them to raped her again, as soon as they all left, she packed her clothes and left home.
# # #
Susan turned her life around when she took the GED test. Unlike others who took GED classes to pass the test, she didn't have to study. She just walked in and took all four parts of the GED, a 2-hour test over four days. She passed the test in the ninety-seven percentile. From there, with her as good with numbers as she was with words, she worked as a full-charge bookkeeper while going to night school at Northeastern University in Boston.
Where it usually takes others 8-years to earn a degree going to college in the evenings, if they ever finish, by attending school full time and going through the summer, she graduated Magna Cum Laude in five-years. She earned a bachelor's degree in English and with dual minors in English Literature, and Creative Writing. To keep up with her course load, as part of her homework, an impossible task for anyone else, she had to read two books a day.
# # #
Setting something aside, and with me always saving for a rainy day, I bought my dilapidated house in a bad neighborhood for cash. If my house was in a better neighborhood, it would have been worth three times the price that I paid for it. My sons did all of the repairs.
They replaced the broken windows. Change all of the doors to solid wood, painted everything, and changed all of the appliances, cabinets, and countertops that they had stolen from appliance stores, counter, and cabinet stores. They even painted the house.
We never had to pay for anything. They had an army of indebted friends who helped them make all of the home improvements. From having the worst house in the neighborhood, we now had the best house.
With my four boys so big and so strong, and with them competing in the strong man competition every year, no one dared fuck with us. Even though they never won, they made themselves proud by being some of the strongest men in the world. Instead, with my four sons all violent criminals, we fucked with them.
# # #
Back then, my sons all worked for Ford in Dearborn, Michigan making Mustangs. Freddie, Vito, and Guido bought new Mustangs. As employees of Ford, not having to pay transportation costs, and given generous discounts, they saved thousands of dollars buying their new cars. With a Mustang too small for Big Louie, he found a low-mileage Lincoln Town Car to buy.
They all equipped their cars with CB radios that cost them nothing because the radios fell off the back of a delivery truck, too. They even installed one in my car so that we all could keep in touch with one another. Using their family discount, I paid cash for a new Ford, Crown Victoria. I put a bumper sticker on the back of the car that read, 'Support Your Local Police.'
Especially with the make, the model, and the dark blue color of the car along with antenna and the bumper sticker, the car looked just like an unmarked police car. When people saw me on the highway, afraid to pass me, the cars beside and behind me slowed. Police would nod and wave over at me even when I was speeding. With me always in a hurry and having a heavy foot, I never got a speeding nor a parking ticket when driving that car.
Running from the law, my sons quit their good paying, autoworker, union jobs, and moved from Detroit to Boston. Once in Boston, they didn't have to go very far or look very hard for work. Knowing who they are, the Mafia approached them. They worked for the Italian mob boss, Genaro Angulo. With them not made men, with them not Sicilian, but Chekhovian and English, they were free to work for whomever. They did jobs for the Irish mob boss, Whitey Bulger, too.
Whether they were Italian or Irish, no on fucked with my four sons. With them all in and out of jail, they had long records. Surrounded by violent men, murderers, and thieves, they all feared my boys, as much as they respected them, and needed them.
# # #
On the side, they worked as bodyguards, doormen, bagmen, enforcers, collectors, and leg breakers. They all had short fuses and violent tempers. Instead of talking, they'd rather be punching. You'd never want to walk down a dark alley with them coming the other way.
Before they came out with Animal Kingdom, we were the original crime family. With me, Nasty Natty, showing them the way, I was the program's version of Ellen Barkin as Janine 'Smurf' Cody instead of Nasty Natty. In the way that the series had four brothers, I had my four sons.
I was blessed with eight grandchildren, all of them boys. While my son Freddie, served a stretch in prison, his son, Freddie, Jr., lived with me. While I was hospitalized overnight for a routine medical procedure, he was alone in my house.
Unbeknownst to me, having never been up there, he wanted to check out the attic. There was nothing up there but junk, old furniture, and spiders. Something that I forgot was up there, my stripper pole lying on the attic floor was in the back, and all of my stripper outfits were stored in an old trunk.
At the bottom of the trunk was an album of photos showing me dancing around poles in several of my sexy outfits. There were lots of full-color photos of me topless and naked from strip clubs, aboard yachts, and on nude beaches. Giving him plenty to masturbate over, I found my old photo album hidden under his bed.
# # #
Angry that he invaded my privacy and knew about my sordid past, with me a respectable grandmother now, I confronted him.
"How dare you go through my things, Freddie," I said? "I'm so embarrassed," I said lying.
If I was anything, I was sexually aroused that my handsome grandson saw pictures of his whore of a grandmother topless and naked. I was proud that I was a stripper, a whore, and a prostitute. The oldest profession in the world is how I not only supported my family but also how I bought this house for cash.
Embarrassed that I found my album under his bed, he looked up at me with shame. Clearly, he now knew that he had been masturbating over my topless and naked photos. Actually, I was glad that he knew my secret, past life. An endless amount, something that I needed Excel software to tabulate, I had no idea how many men have seen me without my clothes. I had no idea how many men that I had stroked, sucked, and fucked.
"I'm sorry grandma," he said.
He looked at me as if was ill before looking at me with sexual excitement. Undressing me with his eyes, he stared at all that he could see through my sheer and low-cut nightgown. With me standing over him while he sat on the bed, and with me never wearing a robe over my nightie, he stared at the size and the shapely of my big, double D cup naked breasts.
Now that I knew he had seen my topless and naked, the impressions of my erect nipples were clearly visible, along with my patch of bushy blonde, pubic hair. My cunt was already wet. Except for the occasional blowjob or the fuck that I gave to one of my sons, it had been a while since I've had sex with anyone.
"Before my dad went to prison," he said with sadness. "He told me that he was going to bring me to a prostitute that he knows to have her teach me all about the birds and the bees. Now, I have no one to show me what to do," he said. "All of my friends have already had sex."
He looked up at me with horniness. As if rethinking what he was about to ask me, he bit his lip. Then, he summoned the sexually inappropriate question that he dared himself to ask.
"Now that I know the secrets of your past," he said with a nervous pause. "Could you show me how to be a man, grandma," he asked?
Surprising me, like father like son, he reached up his horny hand and felt my breast through my nightgown, first one and then, the other. He pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples. Not stopping him, I allowed him to finger my nipples, first one and then the other.
"Your breasts are the first breasts that I've ever felt," he said with sexual excitement. "Your nipples are the first nipples that I've ever fingered. Your breasts are so big," he said. "They're as firm as they are soft."
He paused again while staring at me as if I was topless.
"May I see your tits, Grandma," he asked? "Please?"
I made a face, rolled my eyes, and sighed.
"You want to see granny sagging breasts," I said with a laugh.
# # #
He nodded his head while staring at me as I was already topless.
Even though I worked as a stripper, did prostitution on the side, and had sex with all four of my sons numerous times, I looked at him with shame and embarrassment. This was different. This was my grandson.
Even though I still had sex with my sons, I was no longer a whore. Again, it had been years since I had sex with anyone. Other than one of my sons, I couldn't remember the last time that I saw a cock, stroked a prick, sucked a dick, and fucked a penis.
Something that my daughter confessed to me that she loves doing, too, she loves sucking cock. From the first time that I sucked a prick on the night of my prom, it's a compliment when a man cums in my mouth for a blowjob well done. Where so many women don't give blowjobs and if they do, they won't allow their man to cum in her mouth. Forget about swallowing, they're spitters.
To me a blowjob isn't a real blowjob unless a man cums in my mouth and I swallow his cum. Before I became a whore, a stripper, and a prostitute, I'd rather give a blowjob to a man that I was dating and never wanted to see again. I'd rather he stick his cock in my mouth than French kiss me and stick his tongue in my mouth.
With everyone tasting a little different, depending on their diet, I guess, I love the taste of cum. I love staring up at him when I'm blowing him. I love seeing his reaction when I show him his dick in my mouth. When I tease him and show him his cock, that always makes him harder and brings him closer to cumming.
# # #
"What? Oh, my God, Freddie," I said. "Seriously? I'm your grandmother," I said with new found indignation.
I paused while making a face.
"You want to have sex with your grandmother," I asked?
He nodded his head.
"Please grandma. Please," he said. "Now that I know you were once a stripper, a prostitute, and whore, I'm a virgin. All of my friends have already had sex," again, he said.
He paused while staring at me if I was naked.
"Other than masturbating over your topless and naked photos, I'd love to not only see you topless and naked but also, I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle your topless and naked body everywhere," he said. "I've never fingered a pussy."
He smiled at me with horniness.
"Please, grandma. Please," he begged.
I rolled my eyes, sighed, and shrugged.
"Okay, but you must promise not to tell anyone that we had sex. This must stay as our secret. I don't want anyone to know, not my sons, not my daughter, not your brothers, and not your cousins to know that you had sex with me," I said.
He nodded his head and held up his right hand as if he was swearing on a Bible.
"I promise not to tell anyone. I wanted to ask Aunt Susan but I didn't think she'd have sex with me," he said.



'Actually, with my daughter, Susan, as much as a cocksucking whore as I am, I'm sure that she'd love to suck on her nephew's prick. She'd love to have him cum in her mouth. She'd definitely swallow his cum, just as she swallowed his father and her uncle's cum so long ago,' I thought.
# # #
"Okay, take off your clothes. Let me see what I have to work with. Show me your cock, Freddie," I said.
I sat on his bed while he stood and removed his clothes with embarrassment and shame mixed with sexual excitement. He showed me his erect, naked prick. With him 18-years-old and already 6' 5" tall, he had a big dick, a solid 8".
I took him in my hand and slowly stroked him while smiling up at him. His prick was so big and so hard. I couldn't believe that I was going to break his cheery and have sex with my virgin grandson.
I'm sure that I've had sex with virgins before but men don't usually confess that they're virgins. Nonetheless, I can always tell when I'm having sex with a virgin. They cum so fast. Then, I leaned into him and kissed him on his lips while cupping his testicles in my warm and soft hand.
I parted his lips with my tongue and stuck my tongue in his mouth. Then, as if I was a stripper on stage getting ready to go upstairs to the VIP room, I stood and removed my nightgown. I was naked before my grandson and he was naked before his grandmother. He stared at me as if he had never seen a naked woman before.
"Feel my breasts and finger my nipples while kissing me," I said. "Suck my nipples. I love having my nipples sucked before I suck a cock.
As if I was his whore and his prostitute, his wife, his girlfriend, or his lover, we made out while he felt my breasts and fingered my nipples while I slowly stroked his big dick. Then, he sat next to me and leaned to suck my nipples. Finally, I shocked him when I moved to my knees, leaned forward, and took him in my mouth. I was blowing my grandson. I continued stroking his cock while sucking his prick.
# # #
Not taking him long to cum in my mouth, as soon as he did, I pushed him back on the bed. I mounted him. I reached down and inserted his still erect, naked prick in my swollen, wet pussy. With a gentle hump, he was inside of me.
I parted his lips with my tongue again, and French kissed my grandson. He returned my wet kisses with his French kisses. I slowly humped him while making love to him. He returned my loving and passionate humps with his loving and passionate humps.
Then, I humped him faster and harder. He returned my fast and hard humps with his fast and hard humps. No longer making love we were fucking. I fucked my grandson and he fucked his grandmother.
"Yes. Yes. That's it, Freddie. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Freddie. Grandma is cumming," I said.
After I had my sexual orgasm, not taking the time to rest in the afterglow of sex, I told him what more to do.
"Move down between my legs. Finger my pussy while licking my cunt. Eat your grandmother, Freddie. Give me your grandmother another orgasm, this time with your fingers and your tongue instead of with your cock," I said.
So that I wasn't deemed a pedophile, as soon as all of my seven other grandsons came of age, I took their virginity. I had sex with them all. I made love to them, fucked them, stroked them, sucked them, and allowed them all to finger grandma's cunt and lick her pussy.
# # #
"Mom? Can you blow me again? I'm so horny," I asked my mother.
She smiled at me while stirring the gravy so that it wouldn't stick to the pan.
"Not right now, Freddie, I'm too busy," she said. "After we eat our Thanksgiving day dinner, as I promised, we'll have gang bang sex with your three friends. Actually," she mindlessly said. "Now that I think of it, I owe my mother oral sex. It's been quite a while since I ate my mother's cunt."
She laughed.
"The best thing that I ever did was to divorce your father and move in and live together with all those who I truly love, my daughter, my sister, my niece, and my mother.
She stared at my erect, naked prick that protruded from my pajama pee hole. She took me in her hand, wrapped her manicured fingers around it, and stroked me.
"For now, ask your sister, your aunt, your cousin, or your grandmother. I'm sure that one of them will be happy to suck your prick. Only, after you cum in their mouth and they swallow your cum, don't forget to return the favor and eat their pussy or fuck their cunt," said my mother.
Indeed, I can attest to the fact that incest is best. The family that has sex together, stays together.
The End
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I Had Sex with my Best Friend's Son
Childhood friend has sex with her twenty-two-year-old son.
My name is Priscilla. I'm forty-five-years-old. My best friend is Molly. She's forty-five-years-old, too. I've known her for nearly all of my life, for forty-years. With us next door neighbors, we used to walk to school together every day while holding hands, talking, and laughing.
We've double dated. We went to the prom together. I went through all of her breakups as she comforted me through all of my heartbreaks. I was her maid of honor at her wedding. I was at the hospital when she gave birth to her son, Christopher, unbeknownst to me then, my future lover now. I was with her through her divorce.
# # #
We went to state college together and shared a dorm room. We had drunk, lesbian sex more than one time and even had a threesome with a senior on the football team. To say that we were whores in college would be a true statement. We finally got our lives together after we were married. We became whores again, after our divorces.
Chris left to attend college in Boston, Boston University, twenty-six-hundreds of miles away where he lived with his single mother after she divorced her husband. He received a full-scholarship including room and board. He returned home for school vacations. Instead of returning home for the spring, getting drunk and having sex, he partied during spring breaks. Unless he was traveling somewhere with his friends, he returned home for the summer.
With all of us having busy lives, I haven't seen Chris for four years, until he returned home after he graduated from college. Invited to his college graduation party, I attended his pool party. Several women, his friends' girlfriends, were already in the pool drunk and topless.
Only, I'd never go in the pool topless, especially with men half my age. I'd never show him my naked tits. I'd be too embarrassed for him to see me topless. I may have gone in the pool topless if the men in the pool were closer or older than my age.
The closest that I'd come to being naked, daring myself to do so, and something that he's never seen me wearing, it was enough that I wore my sexiest bikini without wearing a coverup. I felt so naked. With everyone playing Marco Polo, I couldn't believe his mother, my best friend Molly, was in the pool topless and playing Marco Polo with them.
'I can't believe Molly is showing Christopher her naked breasts to all of his friends. I can't believe she's allowing him to touch, feel, and fondle her tits while fingering her nipples,' I thought. 'They're even taking photos of his mom while she's topless.'
If that wasn't enough, my whore of a drunken best friend allowed Christopher's friends to have their horny way with her naked breasts, too. If that still wasn't enough, after his friends removed their bathing trunks, Molly fondled their naked, erect pricks. While his friends felt, fondled, and sucked her nipples, she stroked and sucked their cocks.
Arriving at his party late, after everyone was already a little drunk, something that aroused me, we were alone in the kitchen when Christopher first saw me. Clearly, he was as drunk as he was horny, and I was, too. He wrapped his arms around me and gave me a big chest to pelvis hug.
With me not having had sex in a while, since I divorced my husband, it felt good for him to hold me in his strong arms. I only wished that after he hugged me that he'd take me to his bedroom, close his door, push me back on his bed, and fuck me. I've always been sexually attracted to Molly's son. By the look in his eyes, he seemed attracted to me, too.
Yet, he was my best friend's son. I've known Chris since he was a baby. I've changed his diapers. How dare I think of him as my sexual partner? Yet, I was so horny, so very horny, especially when seeing him fully grown. No longer a child, he was a man.
# # #
"Auntie Priscilla," he said with excitement as if I was his long, lost girlfriend.
With his big erection tenting his bathing suit, he was as excited to see me as I was excited to see him. Even though we're not blood related, with me always there, and Molly an only child, I was his beloved Dutch aunt. More like a hump than a hug, taking me by surprise, he pulled me to him and gave me a full body hug. I could feel his bulging cock against my tummy.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Wow.'
Then, shocking me, as soon as he hugged me, he reached his horny hand down and around me. Sexually arousing me, and making my pussy wet, he cupped my bikini clad ass. I couldn't believe he was cupping my nearly naked ass though my bikini thong. My naked ass was exposed except for my butt crack.
'Jesus,' I thought. 'Christopher is feeling my naked ass.'
Having his forbidden way with my ass, he fondled my ass, squeezed my ass, and slapped my ass. Not stopping him, loving the inappropriate attention he gave me, I allowed him to have his way with my ass as if he owned my buttocks. Even though I've never had anal sex, I was so aroused that I'd allow him to fuck me in my ass if he took me to his room.
"Christopher," I said with a laugh. "That's some welcome," I said while wiggling my ass.
He laughed.
"I love your bikini, auntie," he said with a dirty laugh. "If you don't mind saying so, you have such a firm and shapely ass, Auntie," he said whispering in my ear.
He laughed while squeezing my ass and slapping my ass again. I loved him having his horny way with my ass. He made me so wet and my nipples so erect.
"I've always loved your ass. I've always wanted to touch it, feel it, grope it, squeeze it, and slap it," he said with a laugh while slapping my ass again. "I hope you don't mind, auntie, but I love your shapely backside as much as I love your sexy frontside," he said with a naughty laugh.
As soon as he felt my ass, with his penis pressed, throbbing, and pulsating against me, I felt his cock harden against my tummy. I wanted to take it in my hand before kneeling before him and take it in my mouth. I was able to see Molly on the back deck blowing his friends. I couldn't believe she was sucking all three of their cocks while their girlfriends watched.
As if we were dancing, undressing me with his eyes, he twirled me around. He stared at all that he could see of me through my sex bikini. With my nipples erect and making their impressions known, my clearly visible pussy slit defined and parted my bikini bottom.
# # #
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Christopher has an erection over me. If only he knew that as soon as I saw him, and he cupped my ass, my nipples erect and my pussy moistened.'
Making solid eye contact, he looked into my eyes, then filled with sexual anticipation, he pulled me close, and kissed me full on the lips. Having never kissed me on my lips before, not pulling away, I returned his kiss with my kiss. Then, surprising me, he parted my lips with his tongue and French kissed me. We were making out.
I wrapped my arm around his neck. I returned his French kiss with my long, wet kiss. Not stopping him, I allowed him to hold my bikini top D cup breast while fingering my nipple that had already erected.
He felt my left breast and fingered my erect nipple, then he felt my right breast and fingered my nipple through my bikini top. Again, not stopping him, he pushed up my bikini top to expose my naked breasts. He quickly cupped my naked breasts in both of his big hands. I felt his big dick pushed against me growing bigger and harder.
"Christopher, oh my," I said, scolding him. "You're making me so hot."
I turned away from him and quickly pulled my bikini top down. I couldn't believe that he not only saw my naked breasts but also, he touched, felt, and fondled my tits while fingering my nipples, too.
"I'm so embarrassed," I said lying.
# # #
He laughed.
"Sorry, auntie. I'm a little drunk," he said.
Then, making full eye contact, he looked deeply into my blue eyes as if he was going to kiss me again.
"I missed you, Auntie Priscilla," he said.
With him still holding me, hugging me, and seemingly humping me, he kissed my neck while still fondling and squeezing my ass, I laughed.
"I missed you, too, Christopher," I said.
With me always close to him, leaving my bikini top breasts unprotected, I wrapped my arms around his neck. While hoping that he'd push up my bikini top again, I hugged him as if he was my son. As soon as I wrapped my arms around his neck, he pushed up my bikini top. He felt, fondled, and cupped my naked breasts in both of his big hands while fingering my erect nipples.
He laughed.
"I love your tits, auntie," he said.
I looked down at my naked breasts to see what he could see. Then, he took my right nipple in his mouth and sucked it while fingering my left nipple. Finally, he took my left nipple in his mouth while fingering my right nipple. It's been years since someone felt and fondled my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples.
"Thank you," I said.
I put a gentle hand to the back of his head while he continued fingering and sucking my nipples.
# # #
He laughed.
"You don't understand, Auntie. I really missed you," he said with a dirty laugh.
Not knowing his meaning, I laughed with him.
"What do you mean by really missing me, I don't understand," I asked? "I missed you, too," she said again.
He moved his mouth to my ear.
"You kept me sane during those cold and lonely nights in my dorm room," he said.
I pulled away from him.
"I'm sorry but I don't understand," I said. "What do you mean, Christopher," I asked again?
He laughed. Then, he felt, fondled, and squeezed my nearly naked ass again.
"I used to masturbate over imagining you naked and visualizing having sex with you," he whispered in my ear again. "I imagined you making love to me. I imagined fucking you. I imagined eating your pussy and you stroking and sucking my cock. I imagined cumming in your mouth and in your cunt," he said.
I looked at him as shocked as I was sexually aroused.
"Christopher. Oh, my God. I'm your mother's best friend," I said.
Then, he pushed the back of my bikini bottom down and fingered the back of my pussy.
"Christopher. Christopher. Oh, my God, you naughty man," I said.
I pulled away from him, punched in his shoulder, and pulled up my bikini bottom.
"Your mother is my best friend," I said again.
While breathing with my mouth open, I stared at him with feigned outrage while I stared at him with unbridled lust. He made me so wet when he fingered the back of my pussy. I wanted his cock in my cunt more than I wanted his finger.
"Good God, Christopher," I said.
Not slapping his horny hand away, and not pulling up my bikini bottom, he cupped my naked pussy in his big hand.
"I'd never allow you to see me without my clothes. I'd never have sex with you," I said nodding my head. "That would be so wrong," I said, shaking my head.
# # #
I lied and he laughed. Actually, with him showing me so much attention and with me so very horny, I wouldn't have to be drunk to allow him to strip me naked while making out with me. I've masturbated over him while imagining him naked and him having sex with me, too.
Truth be told, I'd love him to make love to me before fucking me. I'd love him to finger and lick my pussy, and give me an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue. I'd love to stroke and suck his cock. I'd allow him to cum in my mouth, and I'd swallow his cum. I'd even allow him to cum all over my face and give me a cum bath.
"Seriously, Auntie? Are you sure you wouldn't have sex with me," he asked?
Shocking me again, he took my hand and moved it inside of his bathing suit.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'm feeling Christopher's big dick. It's so big. It's so hard.'
Not pulling away, it had been years since I had an erect prick in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy. It had been a long time since I had sex. Unable to let go of his stiff prick, I wrapped my long, manicured fingers around his stiff prick, squeezed it, and fondled the head of his big dick with my finger. Returning the favor, he stuck his hand inside the front of my bikini bottom and cupped my blonde, trimmed pussy.
"Christopher," I whispered. "Oh, my God, someone may see us."
Again, not stopping him, while I was holding onto his big dick, he slowly slide his finger along my pussy slit, entered me, and rubbed my wet clit while finger fucking me. Not stopping him, he continued rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. My best friend's son was masturbating me while I continued holding his erect cock.
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'He's fucking me with his finger. Oh, my God.'
I wiggled my pussy.
"Christopher. You have such a big and hard penis," I said. "Oh, my God. He continued rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. "You're going to make me cum."
Then, I moved closer to his ear and told him what he was hoping that I'd say.
"I'll be masturbating over you tonight while imagining naked and allowing me to stroke your cock while sucking your prick. I'll be having an orgasm while envisioning you cumming in my mouth and me swallowing your cum," I said.
I pushed down the front of his bathing suit and stared down to see his erect, naked prick.
"You have a beautiful penis. You're so big and so hard. I love your cock," I said. "I wish I could stroke it, suck it, and fuck you right now."
I looked out at the pool and, with all of the guests gone, Molly was allowing one of his friends to fuck her from behind while she sucked the cock of another one of his friends. My best friend is a whore. I had no idea that Christopher's mother was a cocksucking whore while having sex with her son's friends.
# # #
Seemingly so long ago, I remembered what happened four years ago, just after he turned 18-years-old, and just before he left for college. Molly asked me to carry his laundry basket up to his room. Unable to knock, with the door ajar, I opened his door with my foot. Shocked, I couldn't believe my eyes.
Giving me something to use my vibrator and dildo over later, he was lying on his back naked with his eyes closed while wearing headphones and stroking his erection. I couldn't believe that I was seeing Christopher's big dick. If that wasn't sexually arousing enough, he was jerking off over me.
"I love you, Aunt Priscilla," he said. "I'd love to make out with you while feeling you through your clothes and slowly undressing you. I'd love to strip you naked. I'd love to touch and feel your naked body everywhere. I'd love to give you multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock," he said.
'Oh, my God. He's making me so fucking horny,' I thought.
He stroked himself faster. He stroked himself harder. He had such a big and hard prick. Unable to stop staring at his naked, erect prick, I couldn't wait to watch him cum over the thoughts of seeing me naked and having sex with me. I wanted to move to my knees and take him in my hand and stroke him before taking him in my mouth to suck him.
"I'd love to finger and lick your pussy," he said. "I'd love to eat your cunt, auntie. I'd love to make slow and passionate love to you while making out with you. I'd love to fuck you fast and hard enough to make you cum again, this time with my cock instead of with my fingers and my tongue. I'd love for you to stroke and suck my cock and allow me to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said.
He stroked himself faster. He stroked himself harder. He continued talking about all that he wanted to do to my naked body.
"I'd love to watch you swallow my load. Then, I'd love to ejaculate a second time all over your pretty face, in your blonde hair, and across your big, naked breasts. I'd love to give you a cum bath, Aunt Priscilla."
Unable to move, I stayed in his bedroom doorway to watch him cum. As soon as he ejaculated a load of cum all over his chest, his stomach, and his hand, I put the laundry basket outside his bedroom door. Then, I quietly and quickly left his bedroom while silently closed his door behind me.
'I saw Christopher masturbating. He was jerking off over me. I can't believe it,' I thought.
# # #
As soon as I returned downstairs, I couldn't wait to tell Molly that I saw her son masturbating.
"You're not going to believe this," I said.
As if she didn't know what I saw, she looked at me and smiled.
"What," she asked?
I stared at her to watch her reaction to what I was about to say.
"Christopher was lying on his bed naked with his eyes closed while wearing headphones and masturbating himself. Oh, my God, Molly. Oh, my God. Your son has such a big and beautiful prick," I said.
Flattered, I looked at my friend with pride.
"He was playing with himself over me. He was stroking himself over imagining seeing me without my clothes and having sex with me. He's sexually attracted to me. He wants to have sex with me," I said.
Not saying a word, Molly smiled at me while nodding her head.
"Molly, Christopher wants to make out with me while feeling me through my clothes. He wants to strip me naked and feel my naked body everywhere. He wants to finger my pussy while licking my pussy," I said.
She continued smiling while nodding.
"He wants to make love to me before fucking me. He wants to give me multiple orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock. He wants me to stroke his cock and suck his prick. He wants to cum in my mouth and swallow his cum. Then, he wants to cum all over my face and give me a cum bath," I said.
# # #
She laughed.
"I know he was masturbating. As soon as I heard the China in the China rattling, I knew he was playing with himself. I wanted you to see his big prick," she said with a laugh.
She stared at me and smiled.
"Deliberately flashing me, I've caught him stroking his erect, naked prick, dozens of times. All that he's said about you, he's said about me, too. He knows I'm in his room watching him playing with himself. He made me so horny that I've fingered myself over him."
She laughed again.
"Not wanting to be deemed a pedophile, as soon as he turned 18-years-old, as his birthday gift, and my gift too," she said with a laugh. "I deliberately allowed him to see me naked."
She laughed.
"I left my bedroom door wide open and my bedroom light on while I undressed and dressed. I allowed him to see me naked. I knew he'd be in the dark hall watching me while stroking his prick," she said.
She laughed.
"I paraded around my bedroom naked while gathering my clothes," she said. "I sat in front of my vanity naked while stroking my hair 100 times on each side. I allowed him to see me standing naked and in my bra and panties in front of my three-way mirror while trying on my clothes," she said.
She looked at me and smiled.
"Returning the favor of him deliberately allowing me to catch him jerking off, I allowed him to see me pleasuring myself," she said. "I allowed him to see me with my legs spread wide open while I fingered my clit with my vibrator. I allowed him to watch me sucking, stroking, and fucking my cunt with my dildo," she said.
# # #
She leaned forward to stare at me with a sexually aroused look.
"That night, his birthday night, I asked him to sleep with me," she said. "I told him that I was cold and lonely. I asked him to hold me, hug me, cuddle with me, and spoon me. I shocked him when as soon as he climbed in bed, moved closer to me, and held me, I was naked," she said.
He quickly moved away from me and I moved closer to him.
"Hold me Christopher. Hug me. Cuddle with me and spoon me," I said.
I moved my naked ass against his naked, erect prick. He rested his stiff prick between my ass cheeks.
"Touch me," I said. "Feel me. Fondle mommies' naked body," I said. "I reached my hand behind me, wrapped my manicured fingers around his big dick and held his big cock in my hand."


She laughed.
"I gave him the best birthday gift he ever had. That night, for the first time, I had sex with my son. I blew him. I stroked his cock while sucking his prick. I not only allowed him to cum in my mouth and swallow his cum but also, while hoping he'd make me pregnant, I allowed to cum in my pussy, too," she said.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Molly. I can't believe you had sex with Christopher. I can't believe you sucked his prick and allowed him to cum in your mouth. I can't believe you fucked him and allowed him to cum in your pussy, too," I said.
Not done telling me all that she's sexually done with her son, she continued.
"Right after he graduated high school and left for college he broke both of his hands playing football. Four times a day, every day, I had to help him to the bathroom," she said with a sexually aroused laugh.
I stared at her in shock.
"I had to pull down his pajama bottoms or unzip his jeans, take his erect, naked prick in my hand and help him pee," she said with an unembarrassed laugh. "He made me want to break my hands so that he'd help me undress, dress, and bathe me," she said with another dirty laugh.
I stared at her in shock.
"Oh, my God," I said. "You should have called me over to help," I said with my own, dirty laugh. "I would have loved to hold his prick while helping him to pee. I'd even allow him to pee in my mouth," she said with a dirty laugh.
Molly laughed, too.
"After we had sex that night, I showered with him. I allowed him to fuck me in the shower. I moved to my knees, blew him, and allowed him to cum in my mouth, again," she said.
# # #
Then, I asked him about his fiancée.
"How's it going with your girlfriend," I asked? "Does she like your big dick as much as I do," I asked with a dirty laugh.
He returned my laugh with his laugh.
"Not as much as her mother does," he said.
Surprising me, I looked at him with shock.
"What do you mean," I asked? "Did you have sex with your girlfriend's mother, your future mother-in-law," asked?
He smiled while nodding his head.
"I sure did," he said. "You know how much I'm attracted to big breasted, older women. Well, like you, Cassie's mother, Charlotte his enormous double D cup breasts. We had sex one night when she came home drunk from going to a CFNM strip club for her 50th birthday while her daughter was fast asleep," he said.
He laughed.
"As soon as she came home, she was all over me, kissing me, touching me, and feeling me," he said.
He smiled at me.
"You're going to have to undress me and help me with my nightgown," she said.
I took my time undressing her, stripping her naked, and touching and feeling her everywhere. I fondled her enormous breasts. I fingered and sucked her erect nipples. Then, I fingered and licked her pussy. I ate Arlene's mother. I had sex with Charlotte."
Molly looked at me with sexual arousal.
"He told me everything that he did with his fiancée's mother," said Molly.
I stared at my best friend with my eyes bugging out of my head and my mouth hanging open.
"Christopher. Oh, my God, Christopher," said his future mother-in-law. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming," she said. "Not taking her long to cum, she closed her eyes while relaxing in the afterglow of sex."
Molly smiled.
"As soon as I gave her an orgasm," he said. "She unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. Then, she took him in her hand before taking me in her mouth. My girlfriend's mother blew him. Charlotte stroked my cock while sucking my prick. While my girlfriend was still sleeping, I fucked her mother, and ejaculated my cum not only in her mouth but also in her pussy, too," he said.
Molly looked at me and smiled.
"To be honest mom," he said. "I'd rather marry mother than daughter," he said.
# # #
With his mother busy having sex on the deck of the pool with his two friends, unaware that I had arrived, she was a little drunk, too. He pulled me up to his bedroom. As he did in college, he did at home. He put his necktie on the doorknob. As soon as he closed his bedroom door, I moved to my knees.
I pulled his bathing down to his ankles. I moved to my knees in front of him. I took his big dick in my hand and stroked it while staring up at him and smiling. Then, I took him in my mouth and sucked it. I was blowing my best friend's son. I was stroking his cock while sucking his cock.
I stared up at him while showing him his prick in my mouth. Teasing him, I kissed his prick and licked his prick. I stroked him faster. I stroked him harder. I sucked him deeper. Not taking him long to cum, he exploded a big load in my mouth and I swallowed.
Then, he pushed me back on his bed, and pushed down my bikini bottoms, and removed them. He made himself comfortable between my long and shapely legs. He returned my favor of giving him oral sex with his favor of giving me oral sex. He fingered my pussy while licking my cunt. My best friend's son ate my cunt.
Then, as soon as I had my orgasm, he made sweet and tender yet passionate love to me while kissing me. Humping me faster and humping me harder, he fucked me. He ejaculated a huge load of cum in my pussy. As soon as I had my second orgasm, we cleaned up in his bathroom and hurried downstairs.
Molly knew that I was upstairs having forbidden sex with her son. She didn't care. She was having sex with his two, best friends. She blew them, made love to them, and fucked them. She not only allowed them to cum in her mouth but also, she allowed them to cum in her pussy.
# # #
After all of the guests had left, she was downstairs waiting for us. She was naked.
"Now, that you had sex with my son, Priscilla, I want us to have threesome sex. After I eat your pussy and you eat my cunt, I want the both of us to have threesome sex with Christopher," she said. "I want my son to make us both pregnant. I'd love him to give us his babies," she said.
We made love to him every morning. We fucked him every night. When we were having threesome sex, he ate my pussy, Priscilla's pussy, then, he ate his mother's pussy, Molly's cunt. In between, we stroked his cock and sucked his cock. We blew him, allowed him to cum in our mouths and swallowed his cum. Never have we had as much sex as we were having now.
With the both of us still having our menstrual cycle, we were still able to become pregnant. We were both pregnant with his baby by Christmas. I had a girl, that I named Aileen, and Priscilla had a boy, that she named Brett.
She moved in with me, then I sold my house and we bought another house, a bigger house with five bedrooms and six bathrooms, where no one knows us. We lived together in bliss. After his fiancée got used to the idea that he was having threesome sex with not only his mother but also, her best friend, and her mother, too, she moved in with us with her mother, Charlotte.
The four of us had sex with Chris every morning and every night. When he wasn't having sex with me, he had sex with his mother, his fiancée, or her mother, too. It didn't take him long to impregnate his fiancée, Arlene. She had a baby girl that they named Cassie. We lived happily ever after.
The End
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Woman that I Met Online is a Whore
Favorite kind of woman, Barbara, I met online is a whore.
Whores are hot. Whores are fun. Whores would willingly serve my friends drinks while topless.
They'll all allow them to touch, feel, and fondle their naked breasts while sucking their nipples. For a couple hundred-dollars more, while prostituting themselves, they'll even stroke the men and suck them, too. Oh, yeah, give me a whore any day to a modestly moral, church going lady. I don't want an easily embarrassed, boring lady. I want a whore. Give me a whore.
Innocently enough, it all started when my wife of twenty-years asked me to leave. Catching me by surprise, I had no place to go. Unable to afford an apartment on only my salary, I needed to find a roommate. Yet, not wanting to live with a man, I needed to find a woman. Truth be told, I needed to find a whore.
Unfortunately, sometimes whores may not be easy to find. Unless they're wicked whores, most women may not like being deemed a whore and/or to admit that they're a whore. If their friends know that they're whores, they'll keep their man away from them. Typically, women don't like other women who are whores. Men are the ones who love whores.
# # #
Not knowing where else to look for a woman who is my love match whore, I hit the dating sites. With so many dating sites, new to making a profile, I had no idea where to look to find my whore. Signing in with my Google email name, I signed up for a dating site called, DateMyAge.
As if making a female AI robot, I liked the fact that I could custom make my whore. Even though there were some wicked good looking women over the age of 50-years-old, and even though I read a story about many women over fifty-years-old are whores. Nonetheless, I stuck to women my own age. With me being 42-years-old, I preferred a woman a couple of years younger or a couple of years older. I specifically looked for women between the ages of 40-years-old to 45-years-old.
After posting my profile and using my real photos, one of the profiles that I read was Barbara's profile. Impressed with her, I answered her dating ad. From the first contact, immediately, we hit it off. We were a match.
I love intelligent women, especially women with good senses of humor. With her a woman who loves talking dirty, she is my kind of woman. Hoping that she was, as long as she was faithful to me and didn't have sex with others behind my back, I love women who aren't ashamed to admit that they're whores.
A bonus is when they're exhibitionists who love teasing men by flashing them their panties, their cleavages, their bras, even their naked breasts, their naked pussies, and their naked asses. Oh, my God. That makes me so hot to watch my woman exposing herself at the mall to unsuspecting men.
With men thinking that they're at the right place and at the right time, if only they knew that they were being deliberately flashed all that they loved seeing. Unfortunately, what I should have seen as a red flag, I saw something as troubling as it was exciting. She told me that she had been married three times.
Three times? With her only forty-two-years-old, when did she first get married, at eight-teen-years-old? Indeed, she did. She was impregnated with her daughter, Erin, in the backseat of a Chevy station wagon after her prom.
She allowed her prom date to make out with her while undressing her before stripping her naked. She stroked him, sucked him, and fucked him. Her marriage only lasted a year.
In my close circle of friends and relatives, with all of us in for the long haul, I didn't know of anyone who was married more than once. I suspected that I had found the perfect woman. I had found my whore. I was in love.
# # #
Totally innocent, I had been happily married for 20-years. My 40-year-old wife, Arlene, stunned me when she confessed about a sexual relationship that she had been having with a co-worker for the past year. She worked in the supermarket delicatessen. When they weren't busy, or just before opening up or closing down, she stroked him, sucked him, and fucked him, in the freezer. Before they went home from work, she blew him in the backseat of his car.
Unfortunately, wishing that she was, my wife wasn't my whore. She was the mother of our children. With her never blowing me in the backseat of my car, she was another man's whore. Her having sex with someone else was something that I couldn't abide.
How dare she cheat on me? I had plenty of opportunities to have sex with co-workers, her friends, our neighbors and, unbelievably, even with her mother, my mother-in-law, who was a whore. Yet, I didn't. Even though she was fucking and sucking someone else, I remained faithful to her throughout our marriage.
We had two children together. I wasn't a cheater. Having never smoked, I wasn't a drinker. I wasn't a gambler or a woman chaser. Giving her my every dollar, I was a hardworking man wanting to provide for my family. I wanted to buy her a house one day.
# # #
She told me that she loved him and that he loved her. She asked me to move out so that he could move into our second floor apartment with her. I was shocked as much as I was hurt. Yet, powerless to stay, there was nothing that I could do but to abide by her wishes and leave.
Not having the money for a divorce, I gave her all of the furniture except for my red leather reclining chair, and my big screen TV. Fuck him. I didn't want him sitting in my chair while watching my TV. As soon as I found Barbara, my whore, I packed my personal things, my stereo, my tools, my clothes, and left.
"Just give me time to find other living accommodations," I said. "That's the least that you can do."
She agreed to give me time to find someone online through a dating app. She slept in our marriage bed while I slept in the guestroom. After her confession, I wanted nothing more to do with her hands, her mouth, and/or her pussy.
'Fuck her, the whore,' I thought.
I kept to myself.
# # #
We lived on the second floor of a two-family house, owned by her parents. Her mom, Charlotte, lived on the first floor. After her husband, Nick, died, and after her thirty-seven-year-old sister, Aileen, had moved out to get an apartment with a roommate, she lived alone. When Arlene told her mother that she had asked me to leave, her 60-year-old mother surprised me.
With me working from home, after Arlene went to work, her mother invited me downstairs for coffee. Instead of only making coffee, she made me a hearty breakfast of eggs, sausages, and pancakes. Then, she asked me what I never expected her to ask me.
"So that you don't have to move away from your friends and your family, why not move in with me," she asked? "I have plenty of room."
I was stunned. When I leaned down to kiss Charlotte on the cheek, she turned her head and kissed me on my lips. My first time kissing my mother-in-law on the lips, she parted my lips with her tongue and Frech kissed me.
Surprising me, all she had to do to capture my heart and harden my cock was to French kiss me. I wondered if she wanted me to sleep with her in her bed. Then, she answered my question.
"You know, Freddie," she said. "You don't have to leave. You could move in with me," she said again. "I have plenty of room. I have a king-sized bed."
# # #
I was stunned. My MILF of a mother-in-law wanted me to not only move in with her but also, she wanted me to share her bed. As soon as I finished my breakfast and drank my coffee, she sweetened her offer when she stood from her chair.
Giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look, she smiled down at me with sexual arousal. Then, ever so slowly, as if she was a stripper on stage about to dance around a pole to music while slowly removing her clothes, she sexily unbuttoned her housecoat. I couldn't believe my mother-in-law was undressing herself in front of me.
'Oh, my God,' I thought.
She never wore anything beneath her housecoats. Always flashing me her naked pussy and the side of her naked breast, she never buttoned the button by her breasts and the button by her pussy. With her as much as an exhibitionist as much as I'm an exhibitionist, and a voyeur, I returned her flashing favor by flashing her my erect, naked prick.
She never wore robes over her sheer and sexy nightgowns. When she stood in front of the TV, I could see through her nightgown as if she was naked. When she opened the drapes, the bright sun would light her up as if she wasn't wearing anything. When she walked in front the TV at night or opened the refrigerator door without tuning on the kitchen light, I saw everything.
# # #
Finding it exciting to do, especially with her not looking away but staring, and with her not telling my wife that I dick flashed her, I loved dick flashing my mother-in-law. I lost count how many times I showed her my naked, erect cock. From my wedding day, I helped my wife's mother get dressed in my hotel room while my soon-to-be bride was fixing her hair, putting on her makeup, and getting dressed with the help of her friends.
With me unaware that she was using my room to get dressed, when I entered my room, Charlotte exited the bathroom naked with just a towel on her head. With my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open, I stared at my soon-to-be mother-in-law as if I had never seen a naked woman before. I stared at her enormous double D cup naked breasts. I stared at her areolas and her erect nipples. I stared at her bushy brown and gray naked pussy.
Then, when she turned the other way and bent at the waist to move her bra and panties to the bed, I stared at her naked ass and the back of her exposed pussy. I apologized and started to leave, but she surprised me with what she said. She asked me to stay.
"Now that you saw me naked," she said with a little laugh and a shrug. "Help me to get dressed. My arthritis is killing me today. I need you to help me put on my bra, my panties, and help me put on my dress," she said.
Unable to help myself, with me always sexually attracted to busty, older women; while dressing her, I cupped her breasts while sliding my slow hands across her erect nipples. Then, while putting on her panties, I fondled and squeezed her naked ass. Finally, as if making sure that her panties fitted, I cupped her naked pussy. I couldn't believe that I dare myself to cup Charlotte's cunt.
# # #
That was then and, more than twenty-years-later, this is now. As soon as she unbuttoned one button, she looked down to see what she was showing and what I was seeing. Then, while staring at me to watch my reaction to seeing her naked body, she unbuttoned the next button. I couldn't believe my mother-in-law was undressing in front of me. I couldn't believe that I was about to see her naked again.
As soon as she unbuttoned her next button, she pushed her housecoat wide open. She showed me her enormous, double D cup, naked breasts, her big, dark pink areolas, and her big light pink erect nipples. As if offering them to me, while leaning over me, she lifted her big tits in the palms of her hands, lifted them to her mouth, and sucked her nipples.
Then, continuing to unbutton her housecoat, she showed me her brown and gray, bushy pussy. She slid a finger along her pussy slit, parted her slit with her finger, moved her finger inside of her naked cunt, and fingered her clit. Then, she moved her finger to her mouth, and sucked it. Finally, she turned and bent at the waist to show me her naked ass and the back of her glistening wet cunt.
After living upstairs from her for twenty-years, haven't seen her without her clothes since my wedding day, I finally saw my mother-in-law naked again. I finally saw her naked, double D cup breasts, her big, dark pink areolas, and her erect, pink nipples. I saw her bushy, gray and brown pussy. I saw her naked ass again, too.
# # #
She posed in front of me. Finally, removing her housecoat, she showed me her naked body while turning one way before the other way. With all of the yoga, aerobics, and swimming she does, she had quite the sexy and shapely body for a 60-year-old woman.
I couldn't wait for her to take my erect prick in her hand and stroke me. I wondered if my mother-in-law sucked cock. If she did, I couldn't wait for her to take me in her mouth and suck me. I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow my cum.
I couldn't wait for her to take me in her wet pussy. I couldn't wait to make love to her while making out with her. I couldn't wait to fuck her. I couldn't wait to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock. I couldn't wait to see her and hear her have an orgasm. Then, I couldn't wait to cum in her cunt.
"So that you know, I'm not one of those women who dabble when giving oral sex. I truly love sucking cock," she said. "May I suck you cock, Freddie," she asked?
'She sucks cock. My mother-in-law told me that she loves sucking cock,' I thought.
"I take it as a compliment for a blowjob well done, when a man cums in my mouth and I swallow his sperm," she said. "I've been sucking cock since I was 18-years-old. With my husband never suspecting, I blew all of his friends," she said confessing.
Blowing my mind, my wife's mother moved to her knees in front of me. She pushed down my pajama bottoms. She wrapped her fingers around my prick and slowly stroked me while smiling up at me. She enjoyed stroking my prick as much as I enjoyed her stroking my prick. My mother-in-law was giving me a hand job.
Then, while staring up at me and giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look, she leaned down and took me in her mouth. My mother-in-law was blowing me. Charlotte was sucking my cock.
She continued stroking me while sucking me. She wanted me to cum in her mouth. I couldn't believe my mother-in-law, my wife's mother, was giving me a blowjob.
"Charlotte. Charlotte. Oh, my God, Charlotte. I'm going to cum. I'm cumming, Charlotte. I'm cumming," I said.
I gave her fair warning and time to remove my cock from her mouth should she not want me to cum in her mouth. She temporarily removed my prick from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Freddie. Cum. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said. "Cum, Freddie. Cum."
As soon as she told me to cum, I did. I put a gentle hand to the back of her brown and gray pretty head. Then, holding the sides of her head with both hands, I hump her mouth. I fucked her face. I exploded a huge load of cum in my mother-in-law's mouth and she swallowed it.
# # #
In the way she never snapped all of the buttons on her housecoat, I only wore a T-shirt, pajama bottoms without underwear, and my Ugg slippers. While making my flashes appear accidental, I can't count how many times that I flashed my mother-in-law my big, erect dick. Instead of looking away, she not only looked but also, she stared. She even leaned forward in her seat for a better look at my naked cock.
Encouraged to dick flash her more; while leaning longer and lower over her, I've even served her coffee and food with my erect cock protruding from my pajama pee hole. Instead of looking away and admonishing me, she stares. Sometimes while using her shower when Arlene was in our shower, I stroked myself to an erection before emerging from her shower just wearing a towel.
With her sitting on the couch entertaining one of her best friends, June, Annelle, or even Sister Mary Elizabeth, I pretended that I didn't know she had company. No matter who was there, as long as it was a woman, I was determined to dick flash them while making my dick flash appear unintentional. I loved seeing the expressions on their faces when showing them my naked, erect prick. With me the exhibitionist pervert that I am, giving me something to masturbate over later, I was excited about dick flashing them.
As soon as I walked in the living room with my towel tied in front, I pretended that I had something important to tell my mother-in-law.
"Oh, sorry, I didn't know you had company," I said. "I wanted to tell you something important but now I forgot what I wanted to say," I said with a little laugh.
As soon as I turned to face whoever was there with Charlotte, I stretched my arms over my head, yawned, and took a big breath. As if on command or by remote control, my towel slowly fell to my feet. My erection pointed at them as if they were the one chosen.
No matter who was there with her, not saying a word, all they did was to stare at my naked, erect prick. Never looking away in shame or in embarrassment, they not only looked but also, they stared at my big dick. I quickly picked up my towel and tied it around me.
"Oh, my God. Please don't look at my naked penis. I'm so embarrassed. I'm so embarrassed," I said.
I fumbled while tying my towel while trying to tie it tight enough so that it wouldn't fall again.
"Mom," I said. "In the way that you tie your towel around you and it never falls, can you show me how to tie my towel so that it doesn't fall. This is so humiliating."
She held out her hands.
"Come closer, Freddie," she said.
With June, Annelle, or Sister Mary Elizabeth sitting on the couch beside her and staring at me, she took my towel from my hands. Instead of immediately tying my towel, she opened my towel wide while taking longer to adjust it. Before tying it, she gave Sister Mary Elizabeth, Annelle, or June, a good long look at my big dick.
June stared at my cock with her eyes bulging out of her head. Annelle stared by my naked prick with her mouth hanging open. Sister Mary Elizabeth anointed herself, looked up at the ceiling as if God was there before staring back down at my naked prick.
"Thank you, Jesus," she whispered to herself.
# # #
From that day forward, when June or Annelle visited, they no longer wore a sweatshirt and/or jeans. Something they never did before, they always wore a short skirt with a low-cut blouse, and had their hair neatly brushed, and wore make up. Then, with me sitting across from them in my reclining chair, and them sitting on the couch across from me, as if they were Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, they flashed me their panties. They slowly and sexily crossed and uncrossed their legs while continuing to flash me their panties.
They always parted their knees wide enough to continue to flash me their panties. In the way they had stared at my naked prick, I stared at their pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and their patches of pubic hair that I could see through their sheer panties. When they leaned forward to take their coffee cups or wine glasses from the coffee table, they flashed me their long line of sexy cleavages and their sexy bras down their low-cut blouses.
As soon as I moved in with my mother-in-law, with us working in tangent as a flashing team, my mother-in-law helped me to deliberately expose myself to her friends and to our relatives. With Charlotte's help, pretending that I didn't know they were there, I exposed my naked, erect prick to her Bible study group, her book club, and her lingerie party. Then, when my friends visited, I helped her flash them her naked breasts and/or her naked body.
When she was wearing a short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgown, after we all had a few drinks, I tickled Charlotte while my three friends watched. As soon as I tickled her, she laughed. As soon as she started laughing her nightgown climbed to her crotch to expose my friends her bushy brown and gray naked pussy.
Then, tickling her even more, her nightgown straps slid from her shoulders to expose most of her naked breasts. I continued tickling her until her huge breasts fell out of her nightgown. With her sitting in front of my friends with her legs spread wide open and her tits out of her nightgown, she was practically naked.


Finally, we wrestled on the floor in front of them. When my wife's mother wrapped her legs around my neck, I licked her pussy. Then, when I wrapped my legs around her neck, she sucked my cock. All three of my friends took turns wrestling with my mother-in-law before they took turns having sex with her, cumming in her mouth and cumming in her pussy.
On the night of my poker party, my mother-in-law shocked me as much as she sexually excited me when she emerged from the kitchen just wearing her white, sheer, bikini panties. While serving my four poker buddies drinks, she was topless. Daring them to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts, with her gigantic tits leaning forward with her, she leaned over them while serving them their drinks.
She not only allowed them to see her topless but also, she allowed him to touch her tits, feel her tits, fondle her tits, and finger her erect nipples while sucking her nipples. Then, when they pulled out their pricks, she stroked their pricks. She sucked their pricks, too. She allowed them to cum in her mouth and she swallowed their cum.
# # #
As soon as I moved in with Charlotte, we made love every morning. We fucked every night. In between, I made out with her while sucking her enormous breasts and fingering her pussy. Then, I made myself comfortable between her shapely legs and fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. I ate my mother-in-law's pussy.
As soon as she had her orgasm from my fingers and my tongue, I mounted her and made sweet love to her while making out with her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked my wife's mother. I gave her a second orgasm, this time with my cock.
With my mother, sister, aunts, cousins, my grandmother, my mother-in-law and her daughter, Aileen, our friends, our neighbors, and even my co-workers attending her Bible Study group, her Book Club, and her lingerie parties, I dick flashed every woman that I know. Every woman, not only looked but they all stared. After having a few glasses of wine, some of the women took me in their hands to stroke me while some of the women took me in their mouth to suck me.
Then, when I stood to get dressed, they all begged me to stay. They wanted me to remain naked. In the way that my mother, my sister, my aunts, my cousins, my grandmother, my mother-in-law, and her daughter, Aileen, our friends, our neighbors, and even our coworkers stroked my cock, they all sucked my prick.
Then, one day, while Charlotte was out doing errands, Arlene's younger sister, Aileen, visited her mother. She learned that I had moved in with her mother and we were having sex. I suspected that Charlotte told Aileen that I was home alone. Like mother like daughter, as soon as Aileen opened her mother's front door with her key, she kissed me on my lips. Then, she parted my lips with her tongue and stuck her tongue in my mouth.
"I heard you've been having sex with my mother," she said with a laugh. "Wouldn't you rather have sex with me," she asked?
She cupped my hardening penis in her hand though my pajama bottoms. Then, she took me by my hand and pulled me into her mother's bedroom. She climbed on the bed and pulled me next to her. We started kissing while I felt her everywhere through her clothes.
I couldn't believe I was about to have sex with my sexy sister-in-law. I slowly undressed her. I stripped her naked. Then, she pushed my pajama bottoms down and off. We were both naked.
I mounted Aileen. I made love to her. Then, I fucked her. When I looked up, I was surprised to see Charlotte standing in the bedroom naked.
"Make some room for mommy," she said with a dirty laugh.
While Aileen blew me, Charlotte made herself comfortable between her daughter's shapely legs. She fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. Mother had lesbian sex with daughter. As soon as Aileen had an orgasm, we switched. Aileen ate her mother while Charlotte blew me. Finally, I invited my three friends to have sex with my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law. Returning the favor, Charlotte invited June and Annelle to have sex with me.
# # #
Not having any place to go, and unable to afford my own apartment, I needed a roommate. Only, I couldn't live with a man, I needed to find a woman. I couldn't continue living with Charlotte. It was just wrong. Continuing to have sex with my wife's mother, her sister, and Charlotte's best friends was nasty. With my wife living upstairs with her lover, it was disgusting.
The dating apps on the internet is where I started my search to find my whore of a woman. The thing that sold the deal was when Barbara sent me photos of her pretty face. Even though she confessed to being 42-years-old, she looked thirty-years-old. She has natural blonde, beautiful hair that was braided and reached down to the middle of her back.
She was 5' 6" tall with blue eyes and B cup breasts. With the both of us working from home because of the COVID pandemic, we wrote every day, twice a day, in the morning and in the evening. I couldn't wait to meet her in person.
Her friends in college called her 'the Body.' A cheerleader in high school and in college, she did some gymnastics, too. When I finally convinced her to send me a naked photo of herself, she surprised me when instead of sending me one photo, she sent me four photos. She sent me naked photos from the front, from the rear, from the right side, and from the left side.
'Wow,' I thought. 'I understand why they call her the body. Even at her age, she has an incredible body. I can't imagine what she looked like when she was 20-years-old.'
She had the best body that I have ever seen. She had long shapely legs, and a toned stomach. Her perfect B cup breasts were as shapely as they were perky.
She had dark pink areolas, and light, big nipples. As if she was a custom made robot, she had the tightest and shapeliest ass that I've ever seen in my life. Just by her perfect ass, I would have called her the body. Then, when I saw her naked breasts, indeed, her breasts were perfect.
# # #
From the first day that I met her, I was hooked. When it was time to take my two-hour drive home, she stopped me. She surprised me by what she said as I stood to leave.
"Before you leave, Freddie, do you want me to suck you," she asked? "I don't mind."
'What? Is this gorgeous woman asking me if I wanted her to suck me,' I thought?
I was stunned. What man in his right mind would say no to wanting to be sucked by someone who looked like her. I sat down beside her. She unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. Then, she pushed them and my underwear down to my ankles.
While kissing me, she took me in her hand and stroked me. Then, she leaned down and took me in her mouth. Barbara was stroking my prick while sucking my dick. With her giving me the best blowjob that I have ever had, not taking me long to cum in her mouth, she swallowed my cum.
I moved in the next week. She and her daughter, Erin, along with Barbara's neighbor, John, helped me unload the small Rider's moving truck. Erin and her mother remained in the back of the truck while moving my boxes to the tailgate. Her neighbor and I carried the boxes into the house.
They were both wearing sundresses without bras and wore white, bikini panties. Every time Erin squatted down to place the boxes on the tailgate, she flashed John and I her panties, and her naked breasts. Following her daughter's lead, every time Barbara squatted down, she flashed John and I her panties and her naked breasts, too.
Once we unloaded the trunk, John grabbed Erin around the waist to help her down from the truck. When lifting her in his arms, and with her not stopping him, he lifted her short sundress all the way to the waist to flash me her panties. I did the same with Barbara. When I lifted her from the tailgate, I lifted her sundress all the way to her waist to flash John her white panties, too. Instead of being embarrassed, they both laughed.
# # #
Later that evening with Erin, a big wrestling fan, and with her staying overnight, something that she loved doing, she dared John to pin her.
"I dare you to pin me," said Erin.
John laughed.
She wrestled John. I was stunned when Erin gave me a continual view of her white panties and her naked breasts. Then, I dared Barbara to wrestle John. In the way that Erin exposed herself to me and John, Barbara exposed herself to John and I. With her not stopping me, I continually pulled up Barbara's sundress to expose her panties. It was so hot to watch women wrestling in their short sundresses.
The next morning Erin was wearing a short, sheer, and low-cut sexy nightgown. When she wasn't leaning forward to expose her naked breasts and her erect nipples, to me, she squatted down to pet my dog with her knees parted wide open while flashing me her brown, trimmed, naked pussy. As Erin did with me, I did with her.
After John left earlier that night, while making it appear unintentional, I leaned over Erin with my naked erect prick sticking out of my pajama pee hole. Showing me the whore that she is, she not only looked but also she stared. Surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she took my erect prick in her hand and wrapped her fingers around it.
"Jesus, Freddie. You nearly stuck that monster cock in my laugh," she said, squeezing my prick while slowly stroking my cock.
# # #
As soon as I moved in, one of the first things that I did with Barbara was to drive with her and Erin to help Barbara's mother, Polly, move from North Carolina to Kentucky. With Barbara's car fully loaded, Erin sat in the truck with me. She wore a short skirt that continually flashed me her white, bikini panties. With her wearing a low-cut t-shirt, she wasn't wearing a bra to support her D cup breasts.
"Jesus, Erin," I said. "You're making me horny. When I'm not seeing your panties, I'm seeing your naked breasts," I said with a dirty laugh.
She laughed and shrugged.
"I'm not embarrassed if you're not," she said, pulling her skirt up to her waist.
I laughed.
"I wish you could blow me," I said. "After watching you wrestle last night while showing me your panties and your naked breasts, I'd love for you to suck my cock," I said.
She laughed.
"I'd love to suck your cock, Freddie but with us following my mother she'd see my head bobbing up and down while I sucked your prick," she said.
Instead of being shocked that I asked her for a blowjob, had her mother been unable to see us in her rearview mirror, she said that she'd love to suck my cock.
"What about a hand job," I asked?
She laughed.
"I can do that," she said.
She reached her hand over and unbuttoned unzipped my jeans. I lifted my ass for her to pull down my jeans. She reached inside of my underwear and wrapped her fingers around my erection. Barbara's whore of a daughter jerked me off while I drove.
I slowed for Barbara to get ahead of me. When I did, Erin leaned to me and took me in her mouth. Showing me the whore that she was, Erin blew me. She allowed me to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed my cum.
# # #
That night while Barbara and Erin were sleeping downstairs, I stayed up with Barbara's sixty-five-year-old mother, Polly, while playing cards. Polly wore a bathrobe that never closed all of the way. With her not wearing a bra, she continually flashed me the tops of her jiggling, meaty breasts, and her long line of sexy cleavage. When she leaned forward to play a card, she flashed me her areolas and her erect nipples.
I wore my short bathrobe with nothing underneath. In the way that she flashed me her naked breasts, sitting with my legs parted open and the bottom of my bathrobe raised and not closed, I flashed her my naked, erect cock. Like mother, like daughter, and like granddaughter, instead of looking away, not only did she look at my big dick, she stared at my erect prick. Then, when I stood to say good night, with her still sitting, I stealthily untied my bathrobe and allowed it to fall wide open while hugging her.
With my open bathrobe exposing myself, my erect prick pressed against her cheek. She laughed. She stared down at my naked, erect prick.
"Jesus Freddie," she said.
In the way her granddaughter had done when I was serving her coffee, Polly did when I was hugging her goodnight. She took me in her hand and wrapped her elderly fingers around my erect prick. She squeezed my cock while slowly stroking my prick.
"You nearly stuck that monster penis in my mouth," she said.
She laughed.
"I'm sorry," I said. "Seeing your naked breasts gave me an erection."
I reached inside of her bathrobe. I cupped her naked breasts, first one and then the other while fingering her nipples. She surprised me when she stroked my cock, kissed my prick, and licked my dick.
"Goodnight," she said.
Encouraged to do so by her allowing me to fondle her naked breasts, instead of leaving, I parted her lips with my cock and stuck it in her mouth. She briefly stroked me while sucking my prick.
"Goodnight," she said. "Maybe tomorrow night, when I'm not as tired, I'll blow you and allow you to cum in my mouth."
Again, like mother, like daughter, and like granddaughter, they were all whores. I love whores. I've never had as much sex as I am having now. With Barbara making love to me every morning and fucking me every evening, when I wasn't having sex with Barbara, I had sex with her daughter. The last day visiting Barb's mother, Polly blew me. She sucked my cock, allowed e to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum while I felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
The End
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Sister has a Baby Doll Pajama Party
Fraternal twin sister, Elizabeth, hosts a pajama party.
My fraternal sister, Elizabeth, and her friend, Victoria, are no longer virgins. They are whores. As soon as they turned 18-years-old, they sucked and fucked the cocks of their prom dates in the backseats of their cars, and of every man they dated. Seemingly, once these women discovered sucking cock, they'd rather give a man a blowjob instead of a good night's French kiss, especially men they never wanted to see again.
Their other friend, Mary, isn't a whore because she's still a virgin. Yet, with the help of her two friends, and with the help of me, too, Elizabeth's fraternal twin brother, Eddie, she's quickly becoming a whore, too. Once they're deemed a whore, there's no going back. Even after they are married with kids, other women will still think of them as whores.
Women are much harder on other women than are men. Men love whores. Men would much rather be with a whore than with a morally modest, God fearing, church going woman. Forget about blondes having more fun, women no matter what color they have, as long as they're whores, have the most fun.
Something that I've been looking forward to all week, and something that I'll never forget for the rest of my horny life, my fraternal twin sister, Elizabeth is hosting a pajama party. She invited her two best friends, Victoria and Mary. No secret there, I'm sexually attracted to my sister and her two friends. Every time the three of them get together and hang around my house, with them the whores that they are, I have a continual erection.
It's funny that all three of the women are named after queens, Queen Elizabeth, Queen Victoria, and Queen Mary. Royalty and pomp and circumstances were big back then when Prince Charles was dating Diana before marrying her, along with Camilla Parker Bowles adding to the drama. There were Paparazzi pictures and stories of Princess Diana everywhere, way before the royal wedding. Then, after she was married, and had their children, Prince William, and Prince Harry, she was even more popular. Lots of admirers named their baby girls Diana.
Having just graduated from high school, we're all 19-years-old, and terribly sexually unsatisfied, and horny. Leaving home in the early part of August, we'll all be starting college in September in different states. My sister and her two friends paid me lots of attention because, even though I was underage as they were, too, I looked old enough to buy them alcohol. I was their connection to having sex and getting laid.
# # #
Always deliberately sexually teasing me, when they weren't deliberately flashing me peeks of their panties beneath their short skirts, they flashed me their cleavages and their low-cut bras with down blouse views. Suffice to say, my sister and her two friends were whores. My kind of women, I hoped to flash them my erect, naked prick one day while making my dick flash appear unintentional or accidental.
When I wasn't masturbating over my sister, I was playing with myself over her two friends. When I wasn't stroking myself over my sister and her two friends, I was jerking off over my MILF of a mother. Home alone with four sexy women is my fantasy whenever I self-abuse myself when stroking my erect prick while cumming and thinking about them. When they weren't flashing me, I was flashing them.
In readiness to flash them, I stroked myself to a bigger and a harder erection. Daring myself to do so, I wondered what their reaction would be to see my exposed cock. Giving me something to masturbate over for the rest of my horny life, I couldn't wait to show them my naked prick.
'Oops, sorry. I dropped my towel. Please don't look at my naked penis,' I imagined saying after deliberately dropping my towel in front of one or all of them.
Before deliberately dropping my towel and dick flashing them, I wondered if they'd look with sexual arousal, look away with embarrassment and shame, or stare. Would my sister, her two friends, and/or my mother stare at my erect, naked prick?
'I'm so embarrassed,' I imagined saying while lying.
# # #
Something that I wanted to do again, I've already deliberately dick flashed my MILF of a mother many times. Instead of immediately leaving my room and closing my bedroom door behind her, she remains in my room to put away my laundry while I continue stroking my prick. Seemingly, my mother enjoys seeing my naked prick as much as I enjoy showing her my erect, big dick.
When she hears me shaking the China in the China cabinet, she knows that I'm upstairs jerking off. That's her signal to carry up my laundry basket. As soon as I hear her climbing the stairs, already naked and lying on my back, I dawn my headphones and close my eyes. I pretend that I'm unaware that she's in my room watching me self-abuse myself. I've lost count how many times that I've dick flashed her.
Every time I dick flash my MILF of a mother, she not only looks at my naked prick but also she stares. Every time she stares at my big dick, I masturbate that morning, that evening, and the rest of the day, and every day thereafter, over her watching me jerking off. She doesn't leave my room until she sees and hears me cum. I love cumming for my mother.
Adding to my show, wanting her to know that I'm jerking off over her, I talk to myself while stroking my prick. I tell her how beautiful she is. I tell her how sexy and shapely she is.
I tell her that I wish I could see her in her short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown without her wearing a robe. I tell her that I wish I could see her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. With her being a single mother after divorcing my father, I tell her how much I'd love to have sex with her.
Pretending that I'm unaware that she's standing in my bedroom staring at me stroking myself, I tell her how much I'd love to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I tell her that I wish I could slowly undress her while touching and feeling her everywhere. I tell her that I'd love to strip her naked and fondle her naked body everywhere.
With her alone and lonely and not having a man in her life, I tell her how much I want to make love to her and fuck her. I tell her how much I want to finger her pussy and lick her cunt while eating her. I tell her I'd love for her to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. I tell her that I'd love to cum in her beautiful mouth and watch her swallow my cum.
# # #
"Oh, mom. Oh, mom. I wish I could see you in your sexy, sheer, and low-cut nightgown without you wearing a robe. I wish I could see you in your sexy, low-cut bra and your sheer, bikini panties," I said.
I slit my eyes open just enough to watch her reaction to me wanting to see her in her sexy lingerie.
"I wish I could see you topless. I'd love to see your big, naked breasts, your areolas, and your erect nipples," I said.
Every time that I masturbate for her, it's always the same dialogue. I slit open my eyes,just enough to watch her feel her breasts through her robe and her nightgown.
"I wish I could see you naked, mom. I'd love to take photos of you on my phone and show my friends. I wish I could have sex with you," I said just before cumming.
I stroke myself faster. I stroke myself harder.
"I'm cumming, mom. I'm cumming. Oh, my God. Oh, my God," I say. "I'm cumming, mommy. I'm cumming."
I shoot a huge load of cum all over my chest, my stomach, and my hand while my mother continues to stare. As soon as I cum, she quickly leaves my room while silently closing my bedroom door behind her.
# # #
Then, with my sister's room across from my room, one day, my mother asked my sister to carry up my laundry basket. As soon as she heard the China in the China cabinet rattling, my mom knew that I'd be up there playing with myself with my door closed. With my mom knowing that I'd love to expose myself to my sister and to her two friends, with her having ulterior motives, she wanted her daughter and her two friends to see me naked and stroking my prick.
In the way that my sister and her two friends are whores, my mother is a whore, too. Obediently obeying my mother, unaware and surprised at what she was about to see, my sister carried up my laundry basket with her two friends in tow to my room. My door was closed but not shut tight. It was ajar.
As soon as my sister barged open my bedroom door without knocking by kicking open my door with her foot, Victoria and Mary screamed. They saw my naked prick. Yet, not looking away, all three of them stared at my erect cock.
"Mom," said my sister, calling down to our mother. "Eddie is naked. He's masturbating again," she said.
I slitted open my eyes just enough to see their reactions to watching me stroking my big naked prick. While wearing my headphones, I pretended that I didn't hear them. I pretended that I didn't know they were standing in my doorway watching me jerking off.
"Didn't you knock," asked my mother? "I asked you to knock."
My sister and her two friends stood in my bedroom doorway still staring at my prick while watching me stroke my cock. I couldn't believe they were not only looking at me but staring at me stroking my prick. Instead of leaving the laundry basket and closing my door, as if never having seen a man masturbate before, they continued watching me stroking myself.
"No. I couldn't. I was holding his laundry," yelled my sister to my mother downstairs.
While all three of them continued staring at me, I stroked myself faster. Determined to cum for them, I stroked myself harder. Hoping that they would stay to watch me cum, I wanted to cum for them.
Now that I've already cummed for my mother, I wanted to cum for my sister. I wanted to cum for Victoria. I wanted to cum for Mary.
"With the three of you, one of you should have knocked," said my mom from downstairs.
Then, in the way that I did with my mother, I did with my sister and her two friends.
"Oh, my God, sis, I wish I had the nerve to dick flash you and your three friends. I'd love for the three of you to watch me jerk off and cum," I said.
I surprised her by what I said.
"I wish I could masturbate for your friends, too," I said. "I'd love for Victoria and Mary seeing me cum."
Then, shocking them and exciting me, as soon as I said that I wish they could watch me jerk off and cum, I exploded a huge load of cum all over my chest, my stomach, and my hand. I was so excited. Never have I exploded as much cum for my sister and her two friends.
# # #
"Oh, my God," said my sister. "Mom! Eddie just ejaculated all over himself."
She never removed her eyes from me.
"Jesus," said Victoria. "I can't believe he ejaculated."
Not removing her eyes from me either, she continued staring at my naked cock.
"Eww," said Mary. "That's so gross. What is all of that white stuff?"
Not removing her eyes from my prick either, my continued staring.
"Mom," yelled my sister again! "He ejaculated cum all over himself," she said again.
She giggled while continuing to stare at my naked penis.
"Good God, Elizabeth! What's wrong with you? Give your brother the courtesy of some privacy. Get out of his room and close his door," she yelled up to her.
My sister left with her two friends and closed my bedroom door.
# # #
With my sister's bedroom door wide open, I climbed out of bed, put my ear to my door, and listened to them talking about me through my bedroom door.
"He shot his load. He had so much cum. Eddie has such a big dick," said Victoria. "I love his cock."
She laughed.
"I've never seen a prick that big. I'd love to stroke, suck, and fuck that monster," she said.
She let out a dirty laugh.
"I've never seen a man shoot his load. I've never seen cum," said Mary. "Actually, I've never seen a man's erect penis."
I imagined my sister making a face that was mixed with sexual arousal and disgust.
"He had so much cum," said Victoria. "I can't imagine him ejaculating that much cum in my mouth and swallowing all of that cum."
I envisioned my sister staring at her friend and making another face.
"Eww. That's disgusting, Vicky. Would you really blow my brother," she asked?
I imagined Victoria smiling while nodding her head.
"Gross. That's so gross. I can't imagine you on your knees and stroking his prick while sucking his dick," said Liz. "I can't imagine him cumming in your mouth and you swallowing his cum."
Again, I imagined my Victoria nodding her head.
"Ever since he broke up with Cindy, he's always playing with himself," said my sister. "I'm surprised he hasn't dick flashed me before. I can't believe I never saw his erect, naked prick until now. I can't believe the both of you saw my brother's naked prick, too."
Again, I visualized my sister making another face.
"This is the first time that I've seen his naked, erect prick but my mother has caught him stroking himself before. She's seen his naked, erect prick many times. Instead of leaving his room, she stays to put his clothes away while watching him cum. Just as he's excited to jerk off in front of his mother, I think she gets off watching him playing with himself and cumming," said Liz.
# # #
My sister's pajama party was her going away party for her two, best friends. I'm not sure why she was having a pajama party unless the three of them were lesbians and would be having lesbian sex. That's something that I'd love to see. Nevertheless, hoping to see more than just their panties, their cleavages, and their bras, hoping to see them topless and/or naked, I'm glad they were having a pajama party.
I'll be going to Northeastern University in Boston, Massachusetts, and my sister will be attending Brown University in Providence, Rhode Island. Victoria will be going to University of California, Berkeley, and Mary will be going to University of Florida in Gainesville. This pajama party may be the last time they all see one another until after we graduate.
The pajama party is like a going away party before they leave in different directions to attend college. Because I look older, taller, at 6' 4" tall, and with my fuzzy beard, and I never get carded, they ask me to buy booze for them. Hoping that they'd invite me to attend their pajama party with them, surprisingly, they did.
"Normally, we wouldn't ask you to attend our pajama party but with you buying the booze for us, with our gratitude, you're welcome to attend our party, Eddie, if you'd like," said my sister.
Victoria laughed.
"But because it's a pajama party, you must wear pajamas," said Victoria.
Mary laughed, too. No doubt, Victoria wanted to see my cock again, too.
"This gives you a chance to wear your Superman pajamas or your Star Wars pajamas," said Mary.
I laughed.
"I have men's flannel pajamas, but I never wear my pajama top. It's too hot," I said. "Instead, I'll wear my T-shirt and my Ugg slippers."
I was excited about showing them my muscles. Girls love muscles. And after working out a lot, I have big muscles.
# # #
As shocked as I was sexually excited, figuring they'd wear robes over their flannel nightgowns, they shocked me when the three of them wore baby doll pajamas. Only, instead of wearing their baby doll bottoms over their panties, they wore short, low-cut, revealing baby doll tops over their sheer, bikini panties without wearing their baby doll bottoms. Their panties were so sheerly revealing that I could see their pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and the trimmed patches of pubic hair.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe this. I wonder if they know how much I can see of their beautiful and nearly naked bodies. Returning the favor of me flashing them my naked cock, I wonder if they're deliberately or unintentionally flashing me all that I can see of their tits and their pussies.'
Victoria's top only had one button at her neck. The rest was wide open. Her baby doll pajamas were sheer black and totally see through. I could see the size and the shape of her naked, D cup breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and her erect nipples.
Mary's top was short enough that whenever she moved, especially when she raised her arms over her head, I saw the bottoms of her naked breasts, and, sometimes, even her erect nipples. My sister's pajama top was plenty low-cut enough that when she leaned forward at the waist, her top leaned forward and open with her. She gave me a great down pajama view of her naked breasts, her areolas, and her erect nipples. I was seeing more of my sister and her two friends than I had ever seen of them before.
Shocking me, my mom came home early from work. She wanted to join in on the fun, too. Shocking me, instead of wearing baby doll pajamas, she wore her shortest, sexiest, sheerest, and lowest-cut nightgown. I've never seen as much of my mom's shapely and sexy body as I was seeing now. No matter how she moved or how she sat, she flashed her naked pussy, her naked ass, and/or her naked breasts.
I'll be masturbating over all that they were showing and all that I was seeing for the rest of my horny life. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my sister's naked breasts, Victoria's naked breasts, and Mary's naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mom's naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy.
# # #
'Oh, my God,' I thought as soon as I walked into my sister's bedroom. 'Are they kidding me? I don't believe this. This looks like a pajama party for strippers.'
While looking from my mother, to Victoria, to Mary, and to my sister, and back again, I could imagine them as if they were naked. I couldn't stop staring at them. I immediately had an erection that tented my pajama bottoms as if I had a pole inside of my pajamas. As embarrassed as I was sexually excited, not wanting them to see my erection, I covered my big dick with my hand.
"Let's take the party to my bedroom. I have a king-sized bed instead of a twin bed," said my mother.
With my mother entertaining us in her bedroom, we had so much more room to spread out and be more comfortable. I had bought them a quart of rum and two big bottles of Coke. As soon as they finished their second rum and Coke they were a little tipsy. With me able to hold my alcohol better than they could because I weighed nearly twice as much, I wasn't feeling high yet.
They were no longer modest about what they all were showing me. With my mother lying there with her nightgown practically up to her waist and her legs spread open, I stared at her brown, bushy pussy. With Victoria leaning forward, I stared at her naked breasts and her erect nipples. With Mary resting with her arms over her head, she gave me a continual up top view of her naked breasts and erect nipples. With my sister leaning forward while we were all having a gabfest, I saw my sister's naked breasts, too.
My cock throbbed and pulsated while staring at their naked breasts. As soon as it did, my erect penis snuck out of my pajama pee hole to say hello. Aware that I was exposed, I didn't care. I wanted them to see my erect, naked prick. With them showing me so much of their nearly naked bodies, I enjoyed exposing myself to them.
"Oh, my God, Eddie," said my sister.
She pointed to my prick.
"You're exposed," she said.
Not making a move to cover myself, my mother, my sister, Victoria, and Mary all stared at my erect cock. With them all staring at my big dick, my penis throbbed. With them not removing their eyes, my erect prick, my cock pulsated.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Eddie," said Victoria. "You have the biggest prick that I've ever seen. It's huge."
She looked up at me before staring back down at my naked cock. My mother laughed.
"He takes after his father. He had a big dick, too," said my mother while staring at my cock, too.
Vicky touched my exposed prick with her manicured fingertip.


"How big is it," she asked?
Not putting my prick away, I left it out for all for women to see and comment on it. I smiled with pride.
"It's eight inches when erect," I said.
She continued staring at it while I stroked it faster to make it bigger and harder..
"Wow," she said. "That's big."
# # #
Mary moved closer to stare at my cock.
"I've never seen a naked prick," said Mary. "May I touch it?"
I shrugged.
"Sure," I said.
In the way that Mary did, Vicky did, too. She poked it with her finger.
"It's very hard," she said.
My sister shocked me when she took me in her hand and wrapped her manicured fingers around my big dick.
"It is hard," she said. "It's very hard."
She stared at it while squeezing it.
"You have a beautiful prick, Eddie," she said.
# # #
Victoria reached out her hand.
"Let me see," she said.
She took my prick in her hand, wrapped her manicured fingers around it, she squeezed my prick while slowly stroking me. Victoria was masturbating me. Then, my mother took me in her hand and slowly stroked me. My MILF of a mother was masturbating me, too. Not stopping with just stroking my prick, surprising me, my mother leaned down to kiss my cock while licking and fondling the head of my prick.
"Have any of you girls given a blowjob," she asked?
Victoria raised her hand and my sister raised her hand as if they were in school.
"I blew my prom date but he wasn't nearly as big and as hard as Eddie's cock. Then he ejaculated his cum in my mouth, he didn't have as much cum as Eddie had when we saw him masturbating himself," said Vicky.
My sister laughed.
"I blew my prom date. He ejaculated in my mouth and I swallowed his cum," said Liz. "Actually, I love sucking cock."
My mother surprised me. She reached in her nightstand drawer and pulled out a blindfold. She put the blindfold on me.
"We'll all take turns blowing you, Eddie. After we all take our turns sucking your cock, see if you can identify who blew you and who gave the best blowjob," said my mom.
# # #
Vicky was first. She wrapped her hand around my prick again, and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. My sister was next. She gave me a better blowjob than Vicky.
Then, it was Mary's turn to blow me. She gave me the worst blowjob. Finally, it was my mother's turn to suck my cock. With my mom quite the talented cocksucker, she gave me the best blowjob by far.
Her blowjob was so good that I immediately ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth. While still wearing the blindfold, I put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth and I fucked her face while she stroked me faster, and harder while sucking me deeper. Indeed, my mother was the best cocksucker.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God," I said. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking me. Whoever you are, I'm cumming. I'm cumming."
As soon as I ejaculated in whose ever mouth that was, they all took turns sucking my cock. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, I ejaculated in everyone's mouth. Then, not stopping there, I gave my mother, my sister, Victoria, and Mary cum baths, too.
"Okay, Eddie, are you ready," asked my mother?
She wiped my cum from her face and handed the towel to my sister to wipe my cum from her face. Liz handed the towel to Victoria for her to wipe my cum from her face. Finally, Victoria handed the towel to Mary to wipe the cum from her face, too.
# # #
When I removed my blindfold, they were all naked. I looked from my mother to look at my sister before I looked at my sister's best friends, Victoria and Mary. I couldn't believe they not only all blew me but also, they were all naked.
"Who gave you the best blowjob," asked my mother?
As if I was in a Japanese porn, game video, I stared at all four, naked women.
"The last woman who sucked my cock gave me the best blowjob. She immediately got me to cum," I said.
My mother smiled and raised her hand.
"That was me," she said.
She leaned to me to kiss me on the lips. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. If it wasn't enough that my mother blew me, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum, too, not only did I give her a cum bath but now we were making out.
"Who gave you the worst blowjob," asked my mother?
I looked at Vicky, my sister, and Mary.
"Whoever number four was, she gave me the worst blowjob," I said.
Mary raised her hand.
"That would be me," she said. "Sorry, but I'm a virgin. Your prick is the first prick that I've ever seen, held in my hand, and taken in my mouth. I've never given a blowjob," she said.
# # #
After they all blew me, I fingered and licked all of their pussies. First I ate my sister's cunt. Then, I ate Vicky's cunt. Finally, I ate Mary's cunt before fingering and licking my mother's pussy. I gave them all sexual orgasms.
Not stopping there, I mounted them. I made love to my sister, her two friends, and my mother. Then, I fucked all four of them. I ejaculated my cum in my sister and her friends' pussies. Then I ejaculated cum in my mother's cunt.
Before we all left for college, I had sex with my mother, my sister, and her two friends every day. They took turns making love to me and fucking me. When I wasn't fucking them, I was eating them. When they weren't fucking me, they were sucking me. Never have I had as much sex.
The End
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All I Want for Xmas is My Stepmom
Seth wanted to have incestuous sex with his stepmom, Donna.
This story is dedicated to my childhood friend, Donna Williams, better known as adult film porn star Dee Williams, for allowing me to write her story.
I have naked photos of Donna having sex with her stepson, Seth, that she sent me. I have adult X-rated videos of porn star Dee Williams having explicit sex with her stepson, Seth, that she sent me for anyone who wants to see them. I also have more than 300 topless and naked photos of me, of my ex-stripper and ex-prostitute mother, our ex-stripper friends, and our webcam friends, too.
All you need to do is to vote for my stories, comment on my stories, and send me an email asking to see the photos and/or the sexually explicit videos of a real stepmother having sex with her real stepson. I promise you that you won't be disappointed. Perhaps, you'd even allow me to write your custom, personal, incestuous experiences, too, and submit them to Literotica under your name or under my name.
Actually, for those who want to have sex with their mothers, sisters, aunt, cousins, grandmothers, mothers-in-law, sisters-in-law, friends, neighbors, or co-workers, I can make that happen. How? Just by allowing me to write your story. As soon as I write your story and email it to you, print it out on your printer. Then, leave it somewhere that the woman of your desire will surely find it.
Trust me. I've helped dozens of men to have sex with the women they want. She will not only read your story but, impressed that you wrote a story about you having sex with her, she'll want to roleplay the story. She'll want to have sex with you as much as you want to have sex with you.
# # #
All I Want for Xmas is My Stepmom
After graduating from college and traveling overseas to London, England, Paris, France, Rome Italy, and several other nearby countries, Seth was finally home alone with his stepmother, Donna, for the Christmas holidays. Donna Williams, aka Dee Williams, a retired porn star, changed her name from Donna Williams to Dee Williams. Lucky her, she temporarily retired from making adult films after she won two-million-dollars on a scratch ticket and bought a big, five bedroom, six bath house in Fairfield, Connecticut for a million-dollars.
"Life is good," she said, talking to me over the phone. "Life is very good," said Donna.
She laughed.
"How is life treating you, Susan," she asked me?
I returned her laugh with my laugh. My life is not as good as your life. I don't even have any extra money to waste on scratch tickets," I said. "After losing everything in the 100-year-flood in Hershey, on 9-11-11, I was homeless for five months," I said.
She gasped with sympathy for me.
"Oh, my God. Homeless," said Donna? "You poor thing."
Embarrassed to tell her how bad it was, I paused.
"I slept in a shelter and ate at a mission. Then, with the shelters not safe, in better weather, I slept on the street in alleys in a cardboard box. Giving me enough money to buy food for the day or to get what I needed at Wal-Mart, I allowed men to feel and fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples for five-dollars.
She paused.
I gave them a hand job for ten-dollars. I gave them a blowjob and allowed them to cum on my naked tits for twenty-five dollars. I charged them fifty-dollars for them to cum in my mouth," she said.
I sniffed a tear away.
"With there as many Mennonites in Hershey as there are Amish in Lancaster, Pennsylvania, I'm living with an elderly, Mennonite woman as her home healthcare provider. It's not so bad. Things could be worse. I still could be homeless. I have the basics, a room, and board," I said.
Then, Donna stunned me with what she said next.
"You can stay for the weekend and we'll have sex like we used to do. We can even have threesome sex with Seth," she said with a dirty laugh.
I paused dumbfounded. Stunned, I couldn't believe it.
"What? Seriously? Oh, my God, Donna. Seth? You're having sex with your son," I asked?
She laughed.
"I am and have been for years. After Larry died, I worked as a porn star under the name of Dee Williams," she said. "I started having sex with Seth on Christmas Eve years ago when he told me that all that he wanted for Christmas was me, his stepmother," she said with a dirty laugh. "Making him a porn star, I've even made several adult films with him," she said.
I paused again in disbelief.
"Jesus Donna. Oh, my God. I had no idea," I said.
She laughed again.
I dried my eyes, and blew my nose in a tissue.
"You need to come out to the house," she said. "We're free this weekend," she said.
Wishing I could, I'd love to see her again. It's been years since I've seen her last, and even longer since we had sex.
"Sorry, I can't. I don't have a car. I lost that in the flood, too. I drive Hannah's old Honda. Besides, I can't leave her alone for a few minutes, never mind for a weekend," I said.
# # #
The same age as me, fifty-three-years-old, Donna was my childhood friend. We lived next door and used to walk to school together while holding hands. Keeping her past life a secret, I had no idea that Donna aka Dee worked as a porn star. After she moved from Boston to the San Fernando Valley of LA, the adult film capital of the United States, I lost contact with her. Something shocking to me, I had no idea she was having sex with her son.
We attended college together and shared a dorm room. When we weren't attending frat and dorm parties and having sex, we had drunken sex with one another in our dorm room. Then, there were all of those spring breaks.
'Oh, my God,' I thought with the memories of sex still fresh in my mind.
A beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman, Donna has natural blonde hair, blue eyes, stands 5' 4" tall, and weighs about 120 pounds. She has F cup natural breasts, equal to triple D cup tits. Her breasts are as shapely as they are enormous. Donna's huge tits are the same size as Christina Hendricks' natural breasts of Mad Men and Good Girls.
After the end of the COVID pandemic that claimed his father's life, and after graduating from college, Seth found a good and high-paying job working from home. His stepmother had raised him since he was a boy. Even after having won two-million-dollars, that wasn't enough to sustain her for the rest of her life of luxury. She had a fetish for buying handbags and shoes.
She needed to go back to work and the only thing that she knew what to do and did well was to have sex. She was good at stroking, sucking, swallowing cum, and fucking cocks. She was good at fingering, licking, and eating pussies, too. As much as she loved vaginal sex, she loved anal sex, too. A talented actress, she was good at remembering her lines, and even changing her lines on the fly for the better.
For those of you who don't know who she is, you should. She's fun to watch and, of course, masturbate over. Her top ten porn scenes from 2015 to 2025 are, #10: My Family Swap Sister, #9: I'm Sure She'd Understand, #8: Busty Tutor Dee Williams, #7: Mommy's Slutty Sacrifice, #6: The House Is Alright, #5: Cum County, #4: Share With Your Step Brother, #3: Special Sundays, #2: Buddy System, and #1 Interracial DP Gangbang.
When working as a porn star, she'd earn as much as an Executive Secretary, around seventy-five- thousand-dollars a year. Yet, now that she had a financial cushion, able to buy all of the audio and video equipment that she needed to make her own films, and hire the people she needed, she became an independent, adult filmmaker.
With her not looking her age, but ten-years-younger, still young enough, and popular enough, she continued making porn movies in her recording studio in the lower level of her home. Only, this time, instead of making adult films of her having sex with other porn actors, she made adult films of her having sex with her son. This story is about Donna Williams aka Dee Williams making adult films with her son, Seth, seven-years-ago until now.
She was the writer, the starring actress, the director, the producer, and the executive producer of her adult films. Winning many nominations, she's won several awards as the best actress, the best writer, the best director, and the best producer of her adult films at the AVN awards, the porn version of the Oscars in Vegas every year. With her receiving salaries for writing, acting, directing, and producing her films, she was on her way to becoming a multi-millionaire.
# # #
Giving her the idea to make her own adult films, this story is about the first time that Seth had forbidden sex with his stepmother, Donna. Always sexually attracted to her, twenty-three-year-old Seth loved his forty-six-year-old stepmother. Only, unbeknownst to her, he loved her not in the way that a stepson should love his stepmother. He loved her in the way that a man loves a woman.
If only he knew that his stepmom was a porn star, what would he think? What would he say? What would he do? Would he have tried to sexually seduce her long before now? Probably.
Every day and every night, he masturbated over imagining seeing his stepmom in her sexy nightgown without her wearing a robe. He masturbated over imagining seeing her in her sexy, low-cut bras and her French bikini panties. Stroking himself faster and harder, he envisioned her topless. He visualized her naked. He pictured himself having forbidden sex with her.
Unbeknownst to her stepson, Donna Williams as Dee Williams started making adult films before she was married, stopped after she married, and started again after her husband died. Then, when Seth moved away from home to go to college, she continued making adult films again. Actually, Dee's porn career started in 2004 when she was 27-years-old.
Seth jerked off while picturing making out with his MILF of a stepmom while touching and feeling her through her clothes. With two glasses of wine her limit, after his mom was a little tipsy from having a couple glasses of wine, he envisioned making out with her while slowly undressing her. Hoping that she'd drink a third glass of wine in celebration of the holidays, he visualized slowly stripping her naked.
He imagined touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother. He imagined fingering her pussy while fondling her naked breasts and sucking her nipples. He pictured himself fingering, licking, and eating her pussy and, giving her an orgasm, making her cum.
'Seth. Oh, my God, Seth,' he imagined his stepmother saying. 'Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. You're going to make mommy cum, Seth.'
As much as he'd love his stepmother to stroke his cock, suck his prick, allow him to cum in her beautiful mouth, and swallow his cum, he'd love to eat his mom's cunt.
'My stepmother's cunt has such a ring to it,' he thought. 'My stepmom's cunt. I love my stepmother. I love her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass.'
'Rub my clit harder,' he imagined her saying. 'Lick me faster, Seth. Finger fuck me deeper. Rub my G spot. Yes, that's it. Right there. Press on it. Oh, my God, Seth. Oh, my God. Mommy is cumming,' he visualized her saying. 'Mommy is cumming.'
# # #
The first time they had sex was seven-years-old on Christmas Eve.
"I didn't buy you anything, Seth." said his stepmother, Donna. "I asked you a dozen times what you wanted for Christmas, and a dozen times you said that all that you wanted for Christmas is me," she said with a laugh.
She looked up at him and leaned into him to kiss him on the cheek.
"Well, you have me. You'll always have me. I'm your stepmother, the closest woman to a mother that you'll ever have. I'm here for you forever and always, Seth," she said. "I love you. Mommy loves you," she said, hugging him.
She leaned into him to kiss him on the cheek. Only, when she went to kiss me on the cheek, he surprised her. Something he never did before, he did now. He quickly turned his head and kissed his stepmom on her lips.
Surprising her, he never kissed her on her lips before. Only, he gave her more than just a peck. He gave her a real kiss that a man would give a woman. Then, when he tried to part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her, she pulled away.
"Seth. Oh, my God. What are you doing? No, honey. You mustn't kiss mommy in that way. That's wrong," she said. "I'm your stepmother. I'm not your girlfriend," she said.
She leaned away from him. He took her hand and held it. Then, he lifted her hand to my lips and kissed it.
"Why not, mom," he asked? "I love you, and it's Christmas."
She smiled and stroked the side of his face.
"I love you, too, Seth, but not in the way that a man loves a woman and not in the way that a stepmother loves her stepson," she said.
He placed his hand on her knee and rubbed it through her bathrobe and her nightgown.
"I bought you lots of gifts, mom," he said. "It's Christmas Eve, I can't wait to watch her open them."
She smiled.
"I feel bad now that I didn't buy you anything. After Christmas, we'll hit all of the after holiday sales. I'll buy you whatever you want," she said.
He laughed.
"Christmas is for giving and not for the receiving. Besides, as I've told you many times before, all that I want for Christ is you, mom," he said.
He squeezed her waist before sliding his hand down to feel her ass through her bathrobe and nightgown. He reached up and felt her D cup, naked breast through her bathroom and nightie. As soon as he did, he felt her big nipple erect in the palm of my hand. He took her nipple in between his thumb and index finger and pinched it. She took his hand in her hand and moved it off and away from her breast and her nipple.
"No, Seth. You mustn't touch mommy in that sexually inappropriate way," she said.
He allowed her to pull his hand away.
"Sorry mom," I said lying.
Yet, he wasn't sorry at all. If he was anything, he was as horny as he was sexually excited.
# # #
"Let's play some Christmas music, shall we," she said?
She turned on the stereo and returned to the couch to cuddle with her stepson. They cuddled on the sofa while staring at the Christmas tree and at the snow silently falling outside. It was going to be a white Christmas.
Every time she leaned forward for her wine glass, her unbuttoned bathrobe, and the low-cut top of her nightgown leaned forward with her and fell wide open. Every time she reached for her wine, she unintentionally flashed him her naked breasts. With him staring, no doubt, he loved unexpectedly seeing his stepmother's D cup breasts. Having never seen her naked breasts before, finally, he was seeing them now.
As soon as he saw her meaty and jiggling tops of her naked breasts, he developed a noticeable erection. Then, when he saw her long line of sexy cleavage, no doubt, he couldn't wait to stroke himself over seeing my naked breasts. Finally, when he saw her erect nipples, his erection tented his pajama bottoms. His erect prick throbbed and pulsated his sexual excitement for me.
# # #
Christmas ended early. As soon as I consumed my fourth glass of wine, nearly the entire bottle, I yawned. I yawned again and again while stretching. Then, making myself comfortable, I rested my head on Seth's lap.
Not thinking anything of resting my head on his lap, all so innocent, I was as drunk as I was tired. It had been a long day of wrapping presents and decorating the tree. Difficult not to notice, his erect throbbing and pulsating prick, was only inches from my mouth.
Then, being the whore that I am, shocking him while sexually teasing him, I touched the side of his big dick with my fingertips. Then, while pretending that I was sound asleep, I rested my hand on his erection. As soon as I feigned that I was sleeping, as if I was dreaming, I took his big dick in my hand.
I squeezed it while fondling the head of his cock with my manicured fingers. Growing bigger and harder, his erection escaped from his pajama pee hole. As if he was having a sexual fantasy, I took my stepson's naked cock in my hand.
I held his naked cock. I squeezed his big dick. I slowly stroked him in my feigned sleep. The first time that I've ever touched his naked prick, I gave him a slow hand job.
# # #
As if daring him to stick his prick in my mouth, making it easy for me to blow him, I slept with my mouth partially open. When he was sure that I was sound asleep, careful not to awaken me, he positioned myself a little lower while leaning over me. Then, when I moved a tiny bit to the side to face him, the head of his prick touched my lips.
As soon as his cock was against my lips, I licked it in my feigned sleep. I kissed his big dick. As if I was playing the taste test game with him, he pushed his cock in my partially opened mouth.
Then, shocking him, while still holding his penis in my hand, I took him in my mouth. I blew my stepson. I sucked his cock. I sucked him while slowly stroking him. Giving him what he wanted for Xmas, I blew my stepson in my feigned sleep.
He reached his horny hand inside of my nightgown. He felt my naked breasts and fondled my tits while fingering my erect nipples. Then, unable to stop himself from doing so, and not taking long to do so, he ejaculated a big load of cum in my mouth. I swallowed his cum. Surprising me, he exploded a second load of cum, a bigger load of cum all over my face. My stepson gave his stepmother a cum bath.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'm dripping with Seth's cum.'
In the way that I had pretended that I was asleep, he pretended that he was asleep. As soon as he gave me a cum bath, I awoke. Dripping with his cum, I had cum dripping from my hair, my eyebrows, my nose, my mouth, my chin, sliding down my nightgown, and pooling on my naked breasts.
"Seth," I said, shaking him awake. "Seth," I said.
Yawning and stretching, he pretended that I awakened him from a deep sleep.
# # #
"I'm sorry," I said. "I'm so very sorry. I must have blown you in my sleep. I'm so ashamed. I'm so embarrassed. I can't believe that I allowed you to cum in my mouth and I swallowed your cum. I can't believe you gave me a cum bath. Please forgive me," I said. "Mommy is sorry."
He yawned.
"It's okay, mom. I was sleeping. If you did blow me, I don't remember," I said.
'I blew my stepson. I sucked his cock. I can't believe that I allowed him to cum in my mouth, and swallowed his cum. I can't believe he gave me a cum bath. Not only that, apologizing to him, I blamed myself for blowing him. This is the best Christmas that I've ever had,' I thought.
# # #
"It's nearly midnight, mom. Open your gifts," he said.
He handed me a wrapped gift of expensive, French perfume. Then, he handed her a box of Belgium candy. Her third gift was a hat, a scarf, and gloves. Then, he handed me a box that had a very expensive and a very sheer, short, sexy, and low-cut nightgown.
"Seth," I said. "It's so beautiful. This is the best nightgown I ever had. It must have cost you a fortune," I said.
I smiled while showing him how much I liked it.
"Go try it on, mom. I can't wait to see how good it looks on you," he said.
I slowly slid my hand beneath the material while holding it up to the light.
"Oh, Seth. I don't dare wear this without wearing a robe over it," I said while pretending to be embarrassed. "It's so sheer. You'll see everything that I own," I said with a tipsy, little laugh.
I held the nightgown up to me.
"I'll turn down the light on low, mom. Don't worry, I won't see anything that you don't want me to see," he said.
I stood and went into my bedroom. I quickly returned wearing the nightgown with her forearm across my breasts and my hand in front of my pussy. I reached up and dimmed the light even lower. I removed my forearm from my breasts and my hand away from my pussy.


Now that I felt more comfortable that I wasn't showing him all that he shouldn't see of his stepmother, I modeled the nightgown. As soon as I did, he turned the living room light up all the way. He not only could clearly see the shape and the size of my F cup breasts but also, he could see my areolas, my erect nipples, and my blonde, trimmed pussy.
"Seth! Oh, my God, Seth," I said crouching down. "Turn down the light. Turn it down," I said.
As if I was standing in front of him naked, feigning my embarrassment and shame, I knew he could see the size and the shape of my naked breasts along with my areolas and my nipples. I knew that he could see my cunt. He could my pussy mound, my camel top, my pussy lips, her pussy slit, and my trimmed patch of pubic hair.
# # #
"You're so beautiful, mom. That nightgown looks amazing on you," he said.
Standing tall and taking my hands and forearm away, I looked down at myself.
"I feel naked. I'm so embarrassed, Seth," I said.
He handed me another gift, his last gift. I opened the box. It was three pairs of sexy, low-cut bras and three sexy, French bikini panties in different colors, yellow, green, and blue.
"Try it on mom and model them for me," I said.
I made a face.
"You want me to model this for you? You want to see your old stepmom in her bra and panties," I asked?
He smiled while nodding his head.
"Yes, I do, mom," he said.
I shrugged my shoulders.
# # #
"Okay," I said. "Since I've already blown you, allowed you to cum in my mouth and swallowed your cum, and you gave me a cum bath, what the hell," I said with a dirty laugh. "Since you tricked me by turning the living room light on high to see me as if I'm naked, why not," I said?
Shockingly, I stood in front of him. I reached down for my hem and lifted her nightgown up, over my head, and off.
"Merry Christmas, Seth," I said with my arms over my head.
I showed him my naked breasts and my naked pussy. Then, I turned one way before turning the other way. I turned and bent at the waist for him to see my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy.
Giving him his Christmas wish, I stood before him naked. I tried on three bras and three panties. As soon as I was done, while I was still naked, he stood and pulled me to him. He kissed me on her lips. This time, I allowed him to part my lips, stick my tongue in my mouth, and French kiss me.
I was making out with my stepson and he was making out with me. He felt my naked breasts, and pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted my erect nipples while sucking them. Then, he pushed her back on the couch, spread my legs, and fingered my pussy while licking my cunt.
Finally, putting a towel down on the floor, after I had my orgasm from him giving me oral sex, he mounted me. He made love to me. My stepson made love to his stepmother. Then, humping me faster and humping me harder, he fucked me. He humped me fast and hard enough to give me another orgasm, this time with his cock.
"Seth! Seth! Oh, my God, Seth. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," I said.
He exploded a big load of cum in my pussy. I only wished I was younger. I would have loved to have his baby.
# # #
After we had sex, I told him about my sordid, sexual past. I told him that I was a porn star. I told him that I've made dozens of adult films. I told him that I was a whore.
Then, I told him that I wanted to make adult films with him. I wanted to make him a porn star, too. He agreed to make adult films with me.
From that day forward, we made passionate love every morning. We fucked hard every night. In between, we masturbate one another and gave each other oral sex.
When we weren't having sex in the privacy of my bedroom, we had sex on camera. We made dozens of porn movies. I don't know how many times we made love, fucked, and had oral sex. Yet, that Christmas was the best Christmas that we ever had.
The End
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Mother-in-law my Massage Therapist
My mother-in-law, my wife's mom, is my massage therapist.
My name is Peter. I'm thirty-years-old. I'm 6' 3" tall and I'm blessed with good health, and a big dick, nearly 8 1/2" when fully erect. When most men have a 6" erect prick, I'm proud of my big cock.
Should have won a cup, I hurt my groin playing football. A nasty injury, it hurt like hell. Feeling as if being kicked in the balls every time I moved, the pain was intense and never ending.
My wife, Ruth, is beautiful. She's twenty-eight-years-old. With them looking more like sisters than they do mother and daughter, my wife looks a lot like her mother.
They both have lush red hair. Ruth's hair falls halfway down her back. Her mother's hair is shoulder length. They both have green eyes, freckles, and are 5' 9" tall.
Only where Ruth has D cup tits, her mother, Elaine, has double D cup breasts. Looking ten-years-younger, Elaine is fifty-two-years-old. Nonetheless, with them both sexy, shapely, and beautiful women, my wife is just as hot as her mother.
I don't know why but I love tits. Some guys love big asses, other men love long and shapely legs, while other men love beautiful faces, but I love tits. I have it all with Ruth, perfect ass, great legs, big tits, and a beautiful face.
Nonetheless, I love big breasted women, especially older women with big tits. I have no idea why but I just do. Maybe because I always wanted to have sex with my mother, I've always been sexually attracted to big breasted, older women.
My mother has big tits, and I've seen her in her panties and bra lots of times. I've even seen her topless several times. Once when she was drying her hair while holding a brush in one hand and a hair dryer in her other hand. While standing in the bathroom doorway over the fan and the hair dryer, frozen in place, I watched her towel slowly fall to her waist.
My first time seeing her naked breasts, she was forty-years-old, and I was eighteen-years-old. I'll never forget it. As if she was deliberately flashing me and wanted me to see her naked breasts, she was slow to react. Not looking away, I saw the huge size and perfect shape of her naked breasts.
Unashamed and unembarrassed to admit, in addition to being sexually attracted to my mother, Debra, I've always been sexually attracted to my mother-in-law, Elaine, and her best friend, June. When I first met Elaine and June, a year before I married Ruth, I was twenty-eight-years-old, and they were both fifty-years-old.
# # #
Something that I never knew and was shocked to know, I read a two-part story written by a woman named, WickedWhoreWriter, a writer on Literotica, that stated that many women over fifty-years-old are whores. I was shocked to know that many women over fifty-years-old were whores when reading that. With all four of them over the age of fifty-years-old, I never thought that my mother, Debra, my mom's best friend, Stella, and/or my mother-in-law, Elaine, and her best friend, June, may all be whores.
'No,' I thought. 'Say that it isn't true that my mom, her best friend, my mother-in-law, and her best friend are all whores. Actually, yes, say that it is true that all four women are, indeed, whores. Wow! How hot would that be? All four women were hot. They all had big breasts and looked ten-years younger.'
After reading that story, I wondered if my mother, her best friend, my mother-in-law, and her best friend are whores. That was when I stopped masturbating over my fiancée's younger sister, Jennifer, and started masturbating over these four, big breasted, fifty-year-old women. I stroked my prick while imagining seeing them topless and naked before having sex with them.
She wrote in her story that older women are sexually attracted to younger men. She also wrote that for a younger man to sexually seduce an older woman; all he needed to do was to dick flash her. An odd phenomena, when a young man dick flashes an older woman, she will not only look at his exposed, erect prick but also, she will stare at his naked prick. Moreover, she will return his favor of exhibitionism by flashing him.
'Oh, my God. I need to try that. I need to dick flash my mother and her friend. I need to dick flash my future mother-in-law and her friend, too,' I thought.
I was shocked. All that I needed to do to have sex with any or all of four of these women who may be whores was to dick flash them. I can do that. Giving me something to masturbate over for the rest of my horny life, before I'm married, while making my dick flash seem accidental, I'd love to deliberately dick flash all four of those women.
# # #
Actually, now that I think about it, I've deliberately dick flashed my mom plenty of times. I've allowed her to catch me masturbating when she carries up my laundry basket and barges in my bedroom without knocking. Naked on my bed while wearing headphones with my eyes closed, instead of immediately leaving, she stayed to put my clothes away to watch me cum. I walked around her with my erect prick protruding from my pajama pee hole.
Again, now that I think about it, every time she sees my naked prick, she flashes me up skirts of her panties and up nightgowns of her naked pussy. She's flashed me down blouses of her bra and cleavage and down nightgowns of her naked breasts and erect nipples. I've even seen her topless and naked.
'My mother is a whore,' I thought. 'Now that I know she's a whore, I could probably have sex with her.'
Now that I know that my mother is a whore, I wondered if her best friend was a whore, too. One day, my mother had stepped out to run errands.
"Stella is coming over for coffee," she said. "If she rings the bell before I'm back, leave the front door unlocked, and tell her to come in," she said.
Now that I'd hopefully be alone with my mom's best friend, I was determined to dick flash her to see if she was a whore, too. Stripping myself naked, I quickly removed my clothes. I stroked myself to a big and hard erection, and wrapped a towel around myself. Then, I set up the ladder in the front hall and pretended that I was removing a light bulb. I only had to wait a couple of minutes before Stella rang the doorbell.
# # #
"Come in," I said.
As soon as she opened the front door, I stood in front standing on the ladder with my erect cock tenting my short towel.
"Hi, Stella," I said. "Mom is out running errands. She should be home soon. Would you hold the ladder for me? It's a bit wobbly.'
She stood opposite me holding the ladder. Her uniform of choice, with her wearing a short skirt and low-cut top, from my position on the ladder, gave me a great down blouse view of her long line of cleavage and her low-cut, sexy bra. As soon as I held the expensive crystal light cover in both of my hands, I took a big, deliberate breath and, as if on cue, my towel slid down to my feet and to the floor.
"Oh, my God," I said. "I don't want to drop this. Could you wrap my towel around me, please. I'm so embarrassed," I said lying. "I'm so embarrassed."
As soon as my towel fell and I was exposed, my prick grew bigger and harder. Instead of looking away, not removing her eyes from my big dick, not only did she look but also, Stella stared at my erect penis. My cock throbbed and pulsated to her stare.
While not removing her eyes from my naked, erect prick, instead of leaning at the waist, she squatted down to get my towel. As soon as she squatted down, taking her time to gather my towel, with her legs spread wide open, she gave me a great upskirt peek of her white panties and her panty clad crotch. I stared as much at her panties as she stared at my naked prick.
# # #
Then, while tying the towel around me, practically holding my dick in her hands, she brushed her fingers by my naked prick more than a few times. Then, just as I was about to reposition the light fixture and climb down my precarious position on the ladder, my mother walked in with her mother, my grandmother, Mary. As soon as I reached up higher to put the crystal light cover back on, and climb down, I took another deliberate big breath.
Shocking me as much as they sexually excited me, with all three women staring at my naked, erect prick, my mother, my grandmother, and my mom's best friend, my towel fell to the floor again. My grandmother stared at my erect cock as much as my mother and her friend stared at my erect cock. Making a joke at it, they all started laughing.
"You take after your grandfather. You have a very big penis," said my grandmother with a dirty laugh. "I've never seen a penis as big. It's beautiful."
Shocking me, she reached out her elderly hand and wrapped her wrinkled fingers around my stiff prick while slowly stroking me and smiling up at me.
"It's been years since I've held a prick in my hand, taken one in my mouth, and had one in my pussy," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Again, while not removing her eyes from my big dick, Stella stepped closer.
"May I try," she asked?
Not waiting for a reply, she took my prick in her hand, wrapped her fingers around it, and slowly stroked me while smiling up at me.
"Oh, my," she said. "You have the biggest and hardest prick that I ever felt in my hand. I love your big dick, Peter," she said.
Shocking me by outdoing her mother and her friend, my mother moved to her knees in front me.
"Give me a turn," she said.
She took me in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth and sucking me. While staring up at me to show me my cock in her mouth, my mom was blowing me. She was stroking my cock while sucking my prick while her mother and her friend watched. Then, Stella moved to her knees, took my prick in her hand from my mother, and blew me, too. Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated a load of cum in both of their mouths, and all over their faces while my grandmother watched.
# # #
As soon as they were done, I turned to go to my room to get dressed.
"Where are you going," asked my grandmother? "You're not done. It's my turn," she said.
She took my hand and pulled me to the living room. While I stood in front of her with a raging hardon, she sat on the couch. I watched her unbutton and remove her blouse. Then, she removed her bra to show me her sagging, F cup, naked breasts.
"Feel my tits and finger my nipples while I suck your cock," she said. "I need to blow you. I need you to cum in my mouth. I need to swallow you," she said. "Then, the next time you come to my house to mow my lawn, I need you to fuck your grandmother," she said.
Obediently obeying my grandma, I felt her sagging breasts. I fondled her enormous tits. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her big nipples.
While leaning forward on the couch, my seventy-three-year-old grandmother took my prick in her elderly hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. She stared up at me smiling while blowing me. Again, not taking me long to cum, this wasn't just any elderly woman, this was my granny. I exploded a huge load of cum in her wrinkled mouth, and she swallowed it all.
With my mother-in-law, Elaine, over fifty-years-old and, seemingly with my mother a whore, again, I wondered if my wife's mother is a whore, too. With her best friend, June, over fifty-years-old, and with my mother's friend, June, over fifty-years-old, and a whore, too, I wondered if my future mother-in-law's best friend was a whore, too. With my grandmother a cocksucking whore, having not met her yet, I wondered if my future wife's grandmother was a cocksucking whore, too.
With my future mother-in-law a massage therapist, I wondered how many men she saw naked. I wondered how many men she gave happy endings to. It sexually excited me to think of my mother-in-law giving me a hand job and/or a blowjob after giving me a massage.
# # #
My story started when I hurt my groin playing football with my friends.
"I hurt my groin," I said to my newly wedded wife, Ruth. "I need to see a doctor or a massage therapist. I'm in a lot of pain," I said.
I held my package in my hand as if protecting it from further injury.
My wife made a face. Then, she laughed.
"No, you don't need to see a doctor or a massage therapist. Duh," she said with a shrug. "Go downstairs and see my mother."
She laughed again.
"Did you forget," she asked with a little chuckle? "My mom is a massage therapist. She works from home giving her friends, our neighbors, and other customers massages. I'm sure she's not busy at this early hour. I'll come in the living room to check on you after I make some coffee," she said. "I'm expecting Carol to come over for coffee. We'll check on you later together."
Carol was my wife's best friend. Our next door neighbor, she has huge breasts, a double D cup. We skinny dipped in our backyard pool with her husband and my wife's sister, Jennifer, and her boyfriend several times when we were all drunk and horny. Touching, feeling, and groping one another, we all played drunken Marco Polo while my mother-in-law, Elaine, and her best friend, June, watched us from their deck chairs topless.
While they all stared at my big dick, I stared at my mother-in-law's double D cup breasts, June's D cup breasts, my sister-in-law's Jennifer's C cup breasts, and my wife's best friend, Carol, double D cup tits.
# # #
Yet, this would be different. My mother-in-law would be touching and massaging my naked body. She'd be seeing a closeup of me without my clothes. I wondered if she'd have to massage my prick and/or my testicles. If she had to massage me where a mother-in-law should never massage her son-in-law, I may not only have an erection but also, I may cum.
'I looked at my wife with embarrassment and shame for having sexual thoughts for her mother. Even though her mother has already seen me without my clothes, I didn't want her to see me naked while massaging me. Yet, more than seeing me without my clothes, I didn't want my mother-in-law to massage my testicles, stroke my penis, or whatever they do for a groin injury,' I thought. 'Gross.'
Then, a flash of sexual excitement took hold of me that Ruth's mother, Elaine, will be touching, feeling, and massaging her son-in-law everywhere that a mother-in-law should never touch, feel, and massage her daughter's husband. I wondered if part of her treatment was to give me a hand job. Truth be known, I'd love for my MILF of a mother-in-law to give me a happy ending. I'll be masturbating over Elaine jerking me off for the rest of my horny life.
Never having had a massage before, not knowing anything about how a massage therapist treats a groin injury, maybe she needs to test my cock by giving me a hand job to see if I can still get hard and cum. Now that I think of it, I'd love to cum for my mother-in-law. I'd love for my wife's mother to give me a hand job. I wondered if she'd allow me to feel her breasts and finger her erect nipples through her clothes while she stroked my prick.
'With her over fifty-years-old, in the way that my mother, her best friend, and my grandmother are all whores, I wondered if my mother-in-law is a whore, too. Stop it,' I said to myself.
Only, I couldn't stop thinking about having sex with my wife's mother.
'What's wrong with you? This is my mother-in-law and not some whore. My imagination is getting away from me,' I thought. 'As much as I'd love to have sex with my mother, I'd love to have sex with my mother-in-law. too.'
# # #
"I'm in a lot of pain. It hurts," I said, holding myself. "Only I don't know about going downstairs to see your mother for relief. I'll be embarrassed for her to see me without my clothes."
My wife sighed, rolled her eyes, and shrugged. She looked at me as if I was nuts.
"For God's sake, Peter, she's just my mother. What's the big deal? She's a trained, certified, and licensed massage therapist. She's a professional. Go downstairs and see her. I know she can help you to feel better."
She looked at the calendar hanging on the wall.
"Now that I think of it, she's not working today," she said. "Today is her day off. After all of the things you do for her, mow the lawn, shovel the snow, wash and wax her car, take out her trash, and fix whatever is broken, she'll be happy to help you."
Ruth smiled.
"She can help you right now. Then, after you've had your massage, we'll help you to the tub and give you a nice bath. My mom has that huge bathtub."
'What? Seriously? My wife and her mother will help me soak in her bathtub,' I laughed. 'Something I could get used to; I'd love for my wife and her mother to give me a bath. Imagining them both getting in the tub with me while naked, I'd love to wash their dirty bodies as much as I'd love them to wash my dirty body, too.'
# # #
I laughed.
"Really? You and your mother would help bathe me," I said with horniness mixed with sexual excitement.
My wife laughed.
"Sure? Why not? I don't know why you'd be embarrassed for my mother to see you without your clothes and/or bathe you," she said. "She's seen you naked already when we played Marco Polo in the back yard. Did you forget two-years ago, as my sister's graduation gift, we rented that cottage on Moon beach in Maine? How could you forget that," asked my wife?
She laughed.
The cabin meant for two people was so small but it was right on the beach. My wife, Ruth, her best friend, Carol, her mom, Elaine, her mom's best friend, June, her daughter Jennifer, Jen's best friend, Heather, and I shared a cabin for the weekend. I remembered that now. We took my Chevy Suburban that fits the driver and seven passengers.
"As if we were camping, our bedroom was the living room, and we had one, small bathroom with a small shower and no bathtub. Seemingly, every time one of us was in the shower, you suddenly had to pee," said my wife with a dirty laugh.
Doing a lot of drinking and smoking weed, partying more outdoors than we did indoors, we had a lot of fun.
"As much as we all saw your big, erect dick, you saw all of us topless and naked," she said. "Pervert," she said with a laugh.
# # #
I laughed, too.
"How could I forget that? Now that you reminded me, I'll never forget that weekend," I said. "Oh, my God. As if we were swingers or nudists, that was fun. We should do that again. I loved seeing everyone naked as much as I loved them seeing me naked, too."
I laughed again.
"The day before leaving, with no one but us on the beach, it doesn't matter that my wife's mother may be seeing me naked after we all went skinny dipping," I said. "As if I was at a nude beach, with all of us drunk, I've never seen so many big naked tits bouncing on the beach in my life," I said with a dirty laugh.
For some reason, I forgot about that naked weekend. I forgot about going into the water up to our shoulders while I felt Elaine's, June's, Jennifer's, Heather's, my wife's, and Carol's big, naked tits. While in the water, I felt, fondled, and squeezed all of their asses and cupped their naked pussies while they cupped my testicles, and fondled and stroked my big dick.
I forgot my mother-in-law was a massage therapist. After that weekend, again, I wondered if my mother-in-law would give me a happy ending after she gave me a massage. Only, still a bit embarrassing, I didn't injure my back or my leg. I injured my groin, and I had no idea how she'd treat a groin injury.
Is my mother-in-law going to massage my groin? Is she going to have to cup my testicles while stroking my penis? Actually, when skinny dipping, when we were up to our shoulders in the water, I did feel and fondle their naked breasts while fingering their erect nipples, while she stroked and fondled my naked prick. As if we were swingers, I had my drunken way with my mother-in-law, her best friend, my sister-in-law, her best friend, my wife, and her best friend naked breasts while they all felt and stroked my naked prick.


# # #
Ruth and I live in a two family house that my mother-in-law owns. We live on the second floor and my wife's mother, Elaine, lives on the first floor. After her husband, Henry, died of COVID, she lives alone with her daughter, my sister-in-law, Jennifer. I called her on the phone.
"Mom," I said. "I'm sorry to bother you but I hurt my groin playing football. Can you help me," I asked? "I'm in a lot of pain."
She paused.
"Sure, come on down. I can definitely help you. By the way, Jennifer is taking massage classes, too. She hasn't had experience working on a groin injury. Would you mind if she stayed to watch," she asked?
In the way I suddenly imagined my MILF of a mother-in-law seeing my naked, erect prick, I imagined my sexy sister-in-law, Jennifer, seeing my erect naked prick, too. I imagined them both holding my prick in one hand while cupping my testicles in their other hand. I envisioned them both taking turns to give me a happy ending.
I'd love to cum for my mother-in-law as much as I'd love to cum for my sister-in-law, too. If my mother-in-law and/or my sister-in-law gave me happy ending hand jobs, I'd be masturbating over that for the rest of my life. Then, I wondered if they loved sucking cock as much as my wife loves sucking cock. I'd love to cum in Elaine's and Jennifer's mouths. I'd love to watch them swallow my cum.
# # #
My sister-in-law, Jennifer, is twenty-six-years-old. She's a tall, busty, beautiful blonde with big blue eyes, a shapely ass, and C cup breasts. I'm sexually attracted to my sister-in-law as much as I'm sexually attracted to my wife, and to my mother-in-law. I'd love to have sex with either one of them, threesome sex with both of them or foursome sex with all three of them. How hot would that be?
If it wasn't embarrassing enough that I'd be naked, except for a towel, for my MILF of a mother-in-law, I'd be naked, but for a towel, in front of my sexy sister-in-law, too. I wondered when seeing my naked, erect prick if they'd look, stare, or look away.
"Yeah, that's okay," I said. "Sure, Jennifer can watch."
I imagined my sister-in-law seeing my naked, erect prick and my mother-in-law seeing my naked, erect prick, too.
She already had her massage table set up in the living room. She was standing there with my sister-in-law. As if they had just gotten out of bed, my mother-in-law was wearing her shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest-cut nightgown that I've ever seen. I could see everything she owned.
My mother-in-law showed me the tops of her meaty jiggling breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, her bulbous breasts bulging out of the top of her nightgown, and her patch of brown, bushy pubic hair. All that I could do was to stare.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Her tits are huge. I'm seeing her areolas and her erect nipples. I can't believe that I'm seeing her bushy, brown pussy, too.'
Not to be outdone by her whore of a mother, Jennifer wore her sheer and open, baby doll pajamas without wearing her baby doll bottoms over her sheer, white panties. I stared at all that I could see of Jennifer's nearly naked breasts and her blonde, trimmed pubic hair as much as I stared at her mother's nearly naked breasts and her brown, bushy pubic hair. With her long, shapely legs, her tight ass, and her big tits, my wife's sister had a beautiful body.
# # #
Something that I never expected my wife's mother to say, she said.
"Get undressed. Call me when you're ready," she said.
My mother-in-law telling me to get undressed rang in my ears. I'll be masturbating tonight of her telling me to get undressed.
Having never had a massage before, I didn't know what to do. Obediently obeying her, I removed all of my clothes, and stood beside the table naked with my hands in front of my naked penis and my naked ass totally exposed. Just thinking about my wife's mother and her sister seeing me without my clothes gave me an immediate erection.
"I'm ready," I said.
My mother-in-law and sister-in-law entered the living room. As soon as they saw me, they stared at me. Then, they both started laughing.
"Oh, honey," said my wife's mother with a chuckle.
A nice endearment that made my cock throb behind my hands, I liked it when she called me honey.
"You need to get under the towel, Peter," said Elaine with a little laugh.
# # #
They both walked closer to me.
"Let me help you," she said.
This was it. This was really it. I was not only going to dick flash my wife's mother but also, I was going to dick flash my wife's sister, too.
Removing my hands from covering my penis, I turned to face them. Exposing my erect prick to my mother-in-law and to my sister-in-law, they both stared at my naked cock and my ass as I climbed on the table and laid on my back. Once on my back and not yet covered by a towel, my prick stuck up as if it was a pole. Elaine covered me with a towel. Then, she moved one side of the towel off my leg.
'My wife's mother saw my naked, erect prick. My wife's sister saw my naked, erect prick. They both not only looked but also they stared,' I thought.
"This is how you massage a groin injury," she said to her daughter.
# # #
As soon as Elaine started massaging my left, upper thigh, the side of her hand rubbed against the base of my naked, erect cock again and my testicles. Already my groin felt better. As soon as she touched the side of my prick, immediately, I got an even bigger and a harder erection that tented the towel. Then, while leaning over me, whether deliberately or unintentionally, she gave me a great down nightgown view of her naked breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and her erect nipples.
I wondered, in the way that I had deliberately dick flashed my mother-in-law, seemingly, she was just as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited. If it was enough that they both saw my naked, erect cock, I saw Elaine's naked breasts, her erect nipples, and her pussy. Not one to be left out, I saw much of Jennifer's big breasts, panty clad pussy, and her ass. I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life.
"Here, you try," said Elaine to her daughter.
My sister-in-law moved the towel off of my right leg and massaged my thigh in the way that her mother massaged me. As soon as Jennifer's hand rubbed against my naked, erect prick, my cock grew bigger. It grew harder. It throbbed and pulsated against the side of her hand. She lifted more of her side of the towel to uncover my leg while peeking under the towel at my naked prick. My cock pulsated to her staring at my dick.
With my sister-in-law leaning over me and staring down at my bulging prick tenting the towel, her mouth was only mere inches from my cock. Suddenly, I was horny. Not only did my wife's mother touch my prick with the side of her hand but also my sister touched my prick with the side of her hand, too.
I saw both of their naked breasts, their areolas, and their nipples. Definitely, I'll be jerking off over seeing their tits and them touching my prick later. More than that, I saw Jennifer's pussy and ass through her sheer panties.
# # #
Then, I wondered something that I dared myself to ask.
"Does everyone wear a towel when they're getting a massage," I asked?
Seemingly, knowing what I was thinking and what I was about to ask her, she smiled.
"Mostly women wear towels but men seldom do," she said.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Would you be more comfortable without the towel, Peter," she asked? "I don't mind if you don't," said my mother-in-law. "I've seen plenty of naked men."
She looked from me to look at her daughter.
"Do you mind, Jennifer, if I remove Peter's towel," she asked?
Jennifer's eyes widened as she shrugged her sexual arousal.
"I don't mind," said Jennifer.
Sexually excited to dick flash my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law, I nodded my head.
"It is hot in here," I said.
It was hot but not from the temperature. It was hot from my sexual excitement over dick flashing them again. Elaine removed the towel from me and as soon as she did, my erect prick stood straight up. My big dick throbbed and pulsated as if it was saying hello to them.
# # #
"Oh, my, Peter," said my mother-in-law.
With me having the biggest and the hardest erection that I ever had, my wife's mother and my wife's sister both stared at my erect, naked prick as if they had never seen a naked cock before.
"My daughter is a lucky woman," she said. "You have the biggest prick that I've ever seen."
She laughed.
"If you don't mind me asking, how big is it," she asked?
Never removing her eyes from my erection, she continued staring at my big dick. I looked up at my mother-in-law with pride.
"It's a bit over eight and a half inches," I said.
# # #
Jennifer laughed.
"I bet Ruth loves massaging that," she said.
She shocked me with what she asked me.
"Do you mind if I touch it, Peter," asked Jennifer?
Something that I'll be jerking myself off later, my sexy sister-in-law asked me if she could touch my cock. I smiled and nodded my head. She surprised me when she took my prick in her hand, wrapped her fingers around it, squeezed it, and slowly stroked it. Something I never expected her to do; Jennifer was giving me an impromptu hand job.
In the way she stroked my prick when I felt her tits and cupped her pussy at Moon beach in Maine, and did it again when we were playing Marco Polo, she did it again. Seemingly sister-in-law enjoyed stroking my prick as much as I enjoyed feeling her naked breasts and cupping her naked pussy. If she stroked me any faster and harder, I would definitely cum all over her hand.
# # #
"May I try," asked my mother-in-law? "We must ask your permission to touch your penis, otherwise we could lose our license," she said.
I smiled.
"You have my permission to touch my penis, mom," I said.
In the way that my sister-in-law did, my mother-in-law did, too. She wrapped her fingers around my erect cock, squeezed it, and slowly stroked me. She looked from her daughter to look at me. My wife's mother was giving me a slow hand job, too.
"It's so big. It's so hard," she said. "It feels so good in my hand."
Then, she shocked me with what she said next.
"I don't think I could fit that monster in my mouth," she said with a dirty laugh.
I shrugged. Daring myself to ask her but refraining from doing so, I wanted to ask her if she wanted to try and fit my erect cock in her mouth.
"Thank you," I said instead.
She laughed.
"My pleasure," she said. "You have the biggest and the hardest prick that I ever felt," she said.
# # #
Shocking me, as soon as my mother-in-law let go of my prick, my wife walked in the room with her best friend, Carol, to watch. My wife was still in her nightgown as Carol was, too. Giving them all a show, four women stared at my naked, erect prick. In the way that I could clearly see through Elaine's sheer nightgown, I could clearly see through Carol's sheer nightgown, too.
My mother-in-law massaged my left upper thigh while my sister-in-law massaged my right upper thigh. With them both leaning over me, they both gave me great down nightgown and down baby doll views of their naked breasts.
"Oh, you poor man," said my wife. "Look at my husband's broken penis," she said to Carol.
Carol stepped closer to stare down at my naked, erect cock.
"How are you feeling, Peter," asked my wife?
All four women continued staring at my erect prick.
"Better," I said.
I smiled. I couldn't believe that my wife walked in the room with her Carol while I was still naked and still sporting a big erection. I couldn't believe that I had four women staring at my erect, naked prick. In the way that Elaine and Jennifer stroked my cock, I'd love for Carol to stroke my cock, too.
As soon as I thought about it, she did it. Carol took my stiff prick in her hand. She squeezed it before slowly stroking it. We should go to Moon beach again," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
My wife watched her best friend masturbating me.
"By the size of your erection, I bet you'd love to receive a happy ending," she said.
Ruth looked from her mother, to her sister, and to her best friend.
"Be honest, Peter. Wouldn't you love someone to give you a happy ending," asked my wife? "Who wants to give my husband a happy ending," she asked with a laugh?
All three women raised their hands.
"I'll give him a hand job," said her sister.
My mother-in-law laughed.
"I'll give him a hand job and will allow him to feel and fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples," said Elaine.
Carol laughed.
"I'll give him a blowjob. I'd love to stroke his cock while sucking your prick as you feel and fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples. I'll not only allow him to cum in my mouth but I'll swallow your cum, too," she said.
# # #
My wife laughed.
"Who do you want to give you a happy ending, Peter," asked my wife?
I gave her a big smile.
"I'd love to have all three women not only stroke my cock but also suck my prick while you watch, Ruth," I said. "I'd love to not only cum in your mother's mouth but also, I'd love to cum in your sister's mouth, and in your best friend's mouth, too."
I laughed.
"Then, I'd love to have sex with all four of you. I'd love to finger and lick your pussies. I' love to make love to you before fucking you. Then, with me full of cum, I'd love to give all four of you cum baths," I said.
# # #
We spent the next several months having sex. When I wasn't having sex with my mother-in-law, I had sex with my sister-in-law, my wife's best friend, and/or with my wife. With us having so much unprotected sex, I not only impregnated my wife but also, I impregnated my sister-in-law, and my wife's best friend.
Every time my mother-in-law hosted her Bible Study group and/or her Book Club, I entertained them. As if I was a male stripper for them, I danced while stripping myself naked. I had sex with three of Elaine's friends, two of Jennifer's friends, with Carol's mother, and her sister, and with my mother and with her best friend again.
Indeed, I can now attest to that all of the women over fifty-years-old that I know and had sex with are whores. Never have I had sex with so many big breasted, older women. Never have I had as many hand jobs, blowjobs, and sexual intercourse than I was having now.
The End
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Sex with Women Restrict Career, #01
I never had as much sex with women until I started working.
I dedicate this story to Freddie, a seventy-five-year-old man who wanted me to write his story.
Unembarrassed and unashamed to confess, a virgin before, surprisingly and unexpectedly, my sexlife started with having sex with my aunt first, and then with my mother. Never sexually attracted to my aunt nor my mother, I'm sexually attracted to them now. After they sexually seduced me, I've had sex with both of them several times as threesomes.
Unbelievably, the first time that I had sex with them, they blew me. They sucked my prick. They allowed me to cum in their mouths, and they swallowed my cum again. And that's just the start of my forbidden, sexual relationship with my aunt and my mother. Then, later, we had threesome sex.
They allowed me to slowly remove their clothes while making out with them. I touched and felt their naked bodies everywhere while stripping them naked. Finally, doing everything, they allowed me to have illicit sex with them.
# # #
"Oh, auntie. I'm cumming. I'm cumming auntie," I said.
I was shocked that my aunt Hilda was stroking my cock while sucking my cock.
"Cum, Freddie. Cum. I want you to cum in my mouth," she said.
Determined for me to cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper while fondling my testicles as I fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
'My aunt is blowing me,' I thought. 'I can't believe she's blowing me.'
Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a load of cum in my aunt's mouth that night. Then, the next day, my mother blew me, too. Stunned, I couldn't believe my mother was blowing me while allowing me to have my way with her naked breasts.
"Cum, Freddie. Cum. Cum in your mother's mouth. Mommy wants to swallow your cum," she said. "Cum, Freddie. Cum."
In the way that I exploded a load of oozy cum in my aunt's mouth last night, I exploded a warm load of cum in my mother's mouth this morning. In the way that my aunt allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallow my cum, my mom allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallow my cum, too. I'll be masturbating over my aunt and my mother giving me oral sex for the rest of my horny life.
That night, after they both blew me, I masturbated them. Returning the sexual favor, I gave them oral sex. I not only gave them orgasms with my fingers but also, I gave them orgasms with my tongue, too. I ate both of their cunts.
Not stopping there, I've made slow and passionate love to them. Humping them faster and humping them harder, I've fucked them both. With them returning my fast and hard humps with their fast and hard humps, they've fucked me, too, and allow me to cum in their cunts.
# # #
Incestuous sex started with my aunt and my mother, just before I started my senior year at college in September. My friends took me out to celebrate my 21st birthday in July. Glad that they drove me there and drove me home, celebrating too much, I was drunk.
My aunt Hilda, who visited with my mother every night for coffee, talking, and gossiping was there when I arrived home just before midnight. Staying up late while waiting for me to come home, I scurried upstairs to my room while hoping they didn't notice that I was three sheets to the wind.
"Happy birthday," said my aunt.
I turned to smile at her. As soon as she turned in her chair to look at me, her short skirt nearly up to her crotch and her knees were spread open. Something she's done many times before; she flashed me her white panties.
"Thank you," she said.
Suddenly, I felt weak, tired, and sick. I couldn't wait to go to bed. As soon as I walked in my room, just in case, I put a bucket by my bed.
Something that I should confess. Blessed with good looks, something that was a curse for me, women who I wasn't interested in, especially the overweight ones, always hit on me. Having worked out lifting weights and punching my heavy bag and my speed bag for years, I had a very muscular body. Blessed with a very large penis, my cock was more than eight inches when fully erect.
Years later, a bit heavier now, I weigh 230 pounds. I'm 6' 2" tall and weighed 200 pounds back then. With him 6' 2" tall and weighing about 180 pounds, even though I was twenty-pounds heavier, my friends told me that I was a doppelganger for Robert Urich. He played Dan Tanner in Vegas.
Suffice to confess, women, including my mother, my aunt, my sister, and her two friends, are not only sexually attracted to me but also they've all had sex with me. Before having sex with any of them, they sexually teased me. When they weren't flashing me their panties in up skirt peeks, they flashed me their cleavages and bras in down blouse views. Seemingly, they wanted to have sex with me long before I wanted to have sex with them.
I had a girlfriend, Darlene, who became my fiancé after I graduated college. Only, with her a virgin, she wanted to wait until after we were married before we had sex. Unbeknownst to her, my dirty, little secret, before we were married, I had sex with my aunt, my mother, my sister, and her two friends.
# # #
That night, as soon as I made it to my room, suddenly feeling as hot as I felt dizzy, I stripped off my clothes. Too drunk and too tired to put something on and pull down the covers, I fell back on my bed naked. Not long after, I saw the hall light turn on. Even with my bedroom door closed, the hall light illuminated my room.
Then, I heard my mother and my aunt talking and laughing while coming upstairs. They never come upstairs, especially not at this late hour. With them still laughing and talking, I heard them walk down the long and squeaking hall towards my room. Then, surprising me, my aunt barged open my bedroom door without knocking.
"Look Emma, he's naked," whispered my aunt with sexual arousal to her sister, my mother.
I squinted open my eyes just enough to see standing in my bedroom doorway staring at me. Not turning on my bedroom light, she could clearly see me from the bright light in the hall lighting up my darkened room. She looked from my mother to look at me. As if she had never seen a naked man before, she stared at my naked body.
Immediately, becoming sexually excited, my aunt and my mother were seeing me without my clothes. I'll be masturbating over this night later and for the rest of my horny life. Only, as drunk as I was tired, I just wanted to sleep. Alas, my penis had a mind of its own. My cock grew bigger. It grew harder.
I couldn't believe that my forty-eight-year-old mother and her forty-five-year-old sister were standing in my bedroom doorway, peeking inside of my bedroom, and staring at my naked body and my erect prick. As soon as they saw me without my clothes, unable to stop it and with me having no control of it, I developed a huge, throbbing, and pulsating erection. They stared at my naked body with glee mixed with sexual arousal.
# # #
Then, my aunt said what she was thinking.
"Look at the size of his prick, Emma. It's huge. I've never seen a cock as big," she whispered.
She giggled while turning to my mother. My mother nodded her head and giggled in agreement, too. Then, my aunt said something to my mother that blew my mind and something that I couldn't wait to masturbate over later.
"I'd love to feel his big dick in my hand and stroke that monster, Emma. I'd love to suck it," she said with a giggle. "I love to feel that big dick inside of my pussy," whispered Hilda.
With me only masturbating over women my age, having never masturbated over my aunt and/or my mother, I couldn't believe that my aunt wanted to blow me. She wanted to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. She wondered what my prick would feel like in her pussy. My aunt wanted to fuck me.
'I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth and in her pussy,' I thought. 'I wondered if she'd swallow my cum. I wondered if she's allow me to make her pregnant with our child.'
Again, with my aunt not removing her eyes from my big dick, my mother stared at my naked body, too. As if frozen in place, they never moved from my bedroom doorway.
"Close the door, Hilda," said my mother. "Clearly, he's drunk. Come on, let's go back downstairs. You're going to wake him," she said.
Only, my aunt didn't move. She continued staring at my big dick as if she had never seen an erect prick before. Yet, this wasn't just anyone's penis, this was her nephew's penis. My aunt had always been attracted to me. Every time she visited, when she wasn't flashing me her panties with up skirt peeks, she flashed me down blouse views of her cleavage and her bra.
# # #
The most sexually excited that I have ever been, I continued watching them through my barely opened eyes. Shocking me, I couldn't believe their reactions to seeing me naked. No doubt, now that I think about it, I'd have the same reaction to seeing them naked, too. I wondered if my MILF mother wanted to have sex with me as much as her sister, my AILF of an aunt, admitted that she wanted to stroke me, suck me, and fuck me.
Instead of leaving my room and closing the door behind her, my aunt stepped into my bedroom and walked closer to my bed.
"Hilda. What are you doing," asked my mother?
While feeling her breasts and her nipples through her blouse and her bra, she stepped closer and stood beside my bed. She continued staring down at my naked body. She turned to look at her sister and smiled, before turning back to stare at me.
Shocking me, not expecting her to do what she did, she knelt to her knees beside my bed. Not removing her eyes from my erect prick, she continued staring down at my throbbing and pulsating prick. Seemingly, my mother knew what her sister was about to do.
"Hilda. No. Don't you dare," said my mom. "C'mon, let's go."
Then, blowing my mind, my beloved AILF of an aunt took my erect cock in her soft and warm hand. She squeezed my cock while fondling the head of my prick with her manicured fingertips. Giving her a sexy look, she turned to my mother and gave her a naughty smile.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Emma. He's so big. He feels so hard," she said with a little laugh. "I've never felt such a big and hard cock in my hand."
Then, turning back to me, she leaned down and, leaving a red lipstick mark on the head of my prick, she kissed my cock. Not stopping there, she licked my prick as if my cock was her personal ice cream, cum flavored cone. She slowly stroked my big dick while laughing and turning to look at my mother to show her my cock in her hand.
"Hilda. No. Don't. Stop. You mustn't. Jesus, what's wrong with you? He's your nephew," said my mother with feigned indignation.
My mother stared at her sister and at me with her eyes bugging out of her head and her mouth open.
"Oh, my God. No. Stop. That's wrong, Hilda? That's nasty," she said. "I can't believe you're doing this."
Instead of stopping or obeying her sister, my aunt leaned forward and took me in her mouth. Giving me my first blowjob, she stroked me while sucking me. Showing her that I was awake, I surprised her when I put a gentle, drunken hand behind her black haired, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face.
While she continued stroking me and sucking me, I felt her tits through her blouse and her bra with my other hand while fingering her erect nipples. Then, I stuffed my horny, drunken hand inside of her blouse and her bra. I felt her naked breasts and I fingered her erect nipples while she continued blowing me.
I humped my aunt's mouth. Then pulling her head forward, I fucked her face. Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed. As soon as I did, my aunt stood, walked out of my room with my mother, and closed my door behind her.
# # #
The next morning, something that I did every morning, I delivered my mom a cup of coffee, buttered toast, and her morning newspaper while she rested in bed watching the news on TV. Nervous that my mom would say something about last night, if she did acknowledge what happened, I wondered what she'd say. Embarrassed that my mom saw me naked, I couldn't wait to masturbate over my aunt blowing me. I wondered if she'd say anything about what her sister did last night or say something about me coming home drunk.
As much as I couldn't believe that my mother and my aunt saw me naked, I couldn't believe that my aunt blew me. I couldn't believe that I ejaculated my cum in her mouth and swallowed my cum. I couldn't believe my mother watched her sister give me oral sex.
Only, with me drunk last night, unable to tell, I didn't know if I was dreaming of my aunt blowing me. Maybe, all in my mind, it was nothing more than a drunken, sexual fantasy. Maybe I masturbated myself in my sleep while imagining my mother and my aunt seeing me naked, and my mother's sister giving me oral sex.
'Yeah, that's probably it,' I thought. 'I didn't know. I couldn't remember. Even though she flashed me her bra and panties, my aunt would never blow me.'
Then, as soon as I opened my mother's bedroom door without knocking, and saw my mother, what I imagined happening last night really happened. My mother and my aunt really did see me without my clothes. My aunt really did blow me. I really had ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I don't believe this.'
# # #
Instead of her being in bed watching the news, she stood beside her bed facing the door while naked. My mother was naked. The first time seeing her without her clothes, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked body.
Unable to move my horny eyes away, all that I could do was to stare. I stared at her big, naked breasts. I stared at her areolas. I stared at her erect nipples. I stared at her bushy, black pussy.
Immediately, I had an erection that tented my pajama bottoms that I never wear with underwear. The first time seeing my mother's huge, naked breasts and her big, brown, erect nipples, I continued staring at her naked body. If it wasn't enough that my aunt blew me while my mother watched, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked.
Fortunately, alone with my mother, my father and my sister had already left for work. Instead of leaving and closing her bedroom door, I tossed her newspaper on her bed and placed her coffee and toast on her nightstand. I sat on her bed while continuing to stare at her naked breasts, and at her bushy, black pussy, too. I'll not only be masturbating over my aunt blowing me but also, I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother naked for the rest of my horny life.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, instead of covering her naked breasts with her forearm and her naked pussy with her hand, with her arms by her sides, she turned to face me while staring at me as I stared at her. Clearly, my mother was sexually aroused from seeing me naked. She was aroused from watching her sister blow me.
My mother wanted me to see her naked. Daring myself to do so, I reached out my horny hand and touched, felt, and fondled her big tits, first one and then the other. With her not slapping my horny hands away, I fingered her erect nipples before leaning forward to suck her nipples.
If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my MILF of a mother without her clothes, I was having my way with her naked breasts. Then, I reached around her to touch, feel, and squeeze her naked ass. Not stopping there, I reached down, inserted my finger between her legs, rubbed her clit, and finger fucked her pussy with my finger. She was already wet. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my mother.
# # #
"Freddie," she said. "Don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Press on my G spot. Make your mother cum. Mommy needs to cum," she said.
She not only allowed me to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples but also, she allowed me to masturbate her naked pussy. My father's wife, I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my mother.
"Oh, my God, Freddie. Oh, my God. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She closed her eyes and fell silent. With her shaking and her whole body shuddering, she put her head back and stiffened her legs.
"Freddie. Freddie," she whispered. "I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. Please don't stop rubbing my clit, finger fucking my pussy, and pressing on my G spot," she said. "Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God," she said.
As soon as she said she was cumming, she did. She wrapped her arms around neck and hugged me. Then, she kissed me on my lips and parted my lips with her tongue. The first time that my mother ever kissed me on my lips, I couldn't believe that she French kissed me.
# # #
No longer wondering if it was just a drunken, sexual fantasy, I remember my aunt blowing me while my mother watched. With her standing in front of me while naked, I wondered if she'd suck my cock, too. Now that my aunt blew me, I'd love for my mother to blow me, too.
How hot would it be for my mom to take me in her hand and wrap her manicure fingers around my cock and stroke me? I'd love my mother to give me a hand job. How hot would that be for her to move to her knees in front of me in the way that her sister did?
I'd love for my mother to blow me. I'd love to cum in her mouth. How hot would that be for her to swallow my cum while on her knees and staring up at me?
Taking the chance that my mother would return the favor and blow me after I gave her an orgasm with my fingers, I stood and pushed down my pajama bottoms. Had she been kneeling in front of me, my prick would have slapped her in her face when my big dick sprang straight out. Instead of looking away, in the way she did last night, she stared at my erect prick. My mother continued staring at my cock as if she had never seen a naked, erect prick before.
Giving her a subtle hint, while wondering what she'd do, I took a step closer and put a gentle hand to her shoulder. Immediately taking my hint, she moved to her knees. In the way that her sister did, she did, too. She took my stiff prick in her soft and warm hand while stroking me and staring up at me smiling.
Then, she took me in her mouth and sucked me while stroking me faster and harder. If it wasn't enough that my aunt had blown me last night, I couldn't believe my mother was blowing me this morning, too. I couldn't believe that I had masturbated my mother and had given her an orgasm with my fingers, and now she was giving me one with her mouth.
# # #
As I did with my aunt last night, I did with my mother this morning. I put a gentle hand behind her black haired, pretty head. Pulling her head forward, I humped her mouth while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Humping her mouth faster and harder, I fucked her face. Literally stunned, I couldn't believe my mother was blowing me.
'My mother is blowing me,' I thought. 'I can't believe she sucked my cock. I can't believe she wants me to cum in her mouth.'
Showing me that she enjoyed blowing me, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. Clearly, as I did with her sister, my mother wanted me to cum in her mouth. She removed my cock from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Freddie. Cum," she said. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to swallow you," she said. "Cum, Freddie. Cum in mommy's mouth."
As soon as she told me to cum, obediently obeying her, I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth. Instead of spitting it out, she swallowed. As confused as I was excited, I left her room. I'll be playing with myself for the rest of my life after my aunt and my mother both blew me, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed my cum.
# # #
That night, as soon as my aunt came over the house, I heard my mother tell her sister that she allowed me to see her naked and have my way with her naked tits. Then, she told her that I masturbated her and gave her a sexual orgasm with my fingers. She told her sister that she blew me.


She told Hilda that she sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum. They were laughing over the both of them having blown me. Never suspecting my mother and my aunt were whores, incestuous whores, I knew they were both whores now.
Now that they started me down this forbidden road, I wanted to continue having sex with them. I wanted them to take my virginity. I wanted to have sexual intercourse not only with my aunt but also with my mother, too.
With my dad working the nightshift, and my sister out with her friends, I was always alone with my mother and my aunt. That night, daring myself to do so, I entered the kitchen naked and with a huge erection that I gave myself with my hand before coming downstairs. I couldn't wait to see their reactions to seeing my naked body again.
"Freddie," said my mother as soon as she saw me! "Oh, my God."
I laughed.
# # #
Unaware that I was standing behind her naked, my aunt stared at my mother.
"Quiet," I said. "You're next. Take off your blouse and remove your bra," I said to my mother.
Obediently obeying me, my mother unbuttoned and removed her blouse. Clearly, she enjoyed me seeing feeling and fondling her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. Then, she reached around her to unhook her bra.
Finally, while smiling and staring at me, she removed her bra straps from her shoulders, her arms from her bra straps, and removed her bra. My mother was naked above the waist. I watched her cup her naked breasts while fingering her nipples to a bigger erection. While waiting for me to be done with her sister, she was topless.
With my aunt sitting with her back to me, as soon as she turned, I parted her lips with the head of my prick and stuck my erect cock in her mouth. Immediately, she wrapped her hand around my big dick and started stroking me while smiling up at me. Again, I put a gentle hand behind her black haired, pretty head.
I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Obviously, with not pulling away and with her not stopping me, she wanted to blow me. She wanted me to cum in her mouth again. She wanted to swallow my cum.
With my other hand, I reached my horny hand down her top and inside of her bra again. I cupped and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. I couldn't believe that my aunt was blowing me again while I was having my way with her naked tits. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, it didn't take me long to cum in my aunt's mouth. She swallowed my cum again.
Not missing this opportunity, it was my mother's turn to blow me again. While her sister watched, I walked to my mother. She took my cock in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me.
I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Again, with me young, dumb, and full of cum, after cumming in my aunt's mouth, it didn't take me long to cum in my mother's mouth again. In the way that my aunt allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed my cum, my mother allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed my cum, too.
# # #
From there, we took our party upstairs to my mother's bedroom. We all stripped naked and climbed on the bed. I had sex with my mother and I had sex with my aunt.
While I ate my mother's pussy, my aunt blew me. I fingered my mother's pussy while licking her cunt. I reached up to fondle her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples while eating her. I gave my mother an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
"Freddie. Oh, my God, Freddie. Don't stop. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
As soon as she said she was cumming, she did. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs. Then, she fell quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
Then switching off, I ate my aunt's pussy before making love to her. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. Not taking her long to cum, she had an orgasm.
"Jesus! Jesus! Oh, my God, Freddie. Oh, my God. Something my husband never does, don't stop. Please don't stop."
She humped my mouth. She put her hands to the sides of her head. Seemingly her version of a cum bath, she rubbed my face all over her cunt. I had her vaginal secretions in my mouth and all over my face.
"Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Freddie. I'm cumming," she said. "Don't stop licking me. Please, don't stop. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God," she said.
She closed her eyes and fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
Not giving her time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, I made love to and fucked my aunt while my mother watched. I made out with her while slowly and passionately humping her. Humping her faster and humping her harder, in the way that I fucked my mother, I fucked my aunt.
"Freddie! Freddie," she said. "Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming," she said. "Auntie is cumming."
Like her sister, as soon as she said she was cumming, she did. She closed her eyes again, arched her back, and stiffened her legs. Again, she fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
Then, I made love to and fucked my mother while my mother watched.
# # #
The next day with my mother downstairs, I was upstairs with my big sister, Judy and her two friends, Carol and Vivian. Daring myself to do so, knowing that they'll soon be barging in my bedroom without knocking to grab some of my records, I stripped myself naked. Ready to dick flash them, I donned my headphones, fell back on my bed, and closed my eyes while stroking myself. Ready to give them a masturbation show, I stroked myself faster and harder for a big and hard erection.
As soon as the three women barged open my bedroom door, shocking them as much as I sexually aroused them, they stood there in my doorway frozen. In the way that I had unintentionally dick flashed my aunt and my mother, I deliberately dick flashed my sister and her two best friends. Instead of looking away, they stood in the doorway of my bedroom watching me playing with myself. They stared at my big erection. Then, my sister ruined it by telling on me.
"Mom! Freddie is masturbating in front of my friends," she screamed downstairs for my mother.
Determined to cum for them before they left, I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. Instead of looking away and leaving, the three of them remained there while staring at me playing with myself.
"I told you to knock first," said my mother from downstairs. "Give your brother some privacy. Get out of his room and close his door," said my mother.
As soon as my sister and her two friends left my room, and closed my door, they returned to her room. I heard them talking and laughing over seeing me jerking off. Giving me the courage that I needed, I stood up from my bed, opened my bedroom door, and walked across the hall. I opened my sister's bedroom door, and walked in her room naked.
# # #
I launched myself on my sister's bed. I grabbed Carol around her neck and parted her lips with my tongue and kissed her while feeling her breasts through her blouse and her bra. Not stopping me, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss while taking my stiff prick in her hand and stroking it.
Then, I did the same with Vivian. I grabbed her around her neck and parted her lips with my tongue and kissed her while feeling her breasts through her blouse and her bra. Not stopping me either, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss while taking my stiff prick in her hand and stroking it.
Daring myself to do so, I did the same thing with my sister, too. I grabbed her around her neck, parted her lips with my tongue, and kissed her while feeling her breasts through her blouse and her bra. She returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss while taking my stiff prick in her hand and stroking it.
In a flurry of horniness and sexual desire, as if their clothes were on fire, Carol, Vivian, and my sister stripped themselves naked. They allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their erect nipples. They allowed me to finger their clits and finger fuck their pussies while making myself comfortable between their legs to lick their cunts.
Then, without wearing a condom, I mounted Carol before mounting Vivian, and mounting my sister. I made love to all three of them. Humping them faster and humping them harder, I fucked them all. Surprised that I didn't make them pregnant, I ejaculated my cum in all three of their pussies. Glad that they were all on birth control, otherwise, I would have impregnated one of them, or all of them.
Then, after I fucked them fast and hard enough to give them all orgasms with my cock, they took their time blowing me. They all stroked my cock and sucked my cock. Making them my whores, I ejaculated cum in all three of their mouths and they all swallowed my cum.
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, I can't believe my aunt blew me. I can't believe my mother sucked my cock while allowing me to have my way with her naked body. I can't believe I had threesome sex with my mother and my aunt. I can't believe I had sex with my sister and her two friends.
To be continued...
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Sex with Women Restrict Career, #02
Freddie had more sex then ever after he found employment.
Sex with Women Restrict Career continued from #01:
Before opening my bedroom door, crossing the hall, and stepping into my sister's bedroom naked, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. As soon as I stepped into my sister Judy's bedroom, she, and her two friends Carol and Vivian stared at my naked, erect prick. I launched myself on my sister's bed between the three women.
Emboldened by their stares, I grabbed Carol around her neck and parted her lips with my tongue and kissed her while feeling her breasts through her blouse and her bra. Not stopping me from feeling her tits through her clothes, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss. Then, she took my naked prick in her soft and warm hand and stroked me.
Then, I did the same with Vivian. I grabbed her around her neck and parted her lips with my tongue and kissed her while feeling her breasts through her blouse and her bra. With her not stopping me either from feeling her breasts, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss. Then, she took my stiff prick in her soft and warm hand and stroked me.
Daring myself to do so, I did the same thing with my sister, too. I grabbed her around her neck, parted her lips with my tongue, and kissed her while feeling her breasts through her blouse and her bra. Not stopping me or slapping my hand away, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss. As did her friends Carol and Vivian, she took my big dick in her soft and warm hand while fondling the head of my prick with her manicured fingertips and slowly stroking me.
In a flurry of horniness and sexual desire, as if their clothes were on fire, surprised that they all willingly did so, Carol, Vivian, and my sister stripped themselves naked. They allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their erect nipples. They allowed me to finger their clits and finger fuck their pussies while making myself comfortable between their legs to lick their cunts. They allowed me to feel, fondle, and squeeze their naked asses, too.
Then, without wearing a condom, I mounted Carol before mounting Vivian, and mounting my sister. I made slow, sweet, and passionate love to all three of them. Then, humping them faster and humping them harder, I fucked them all. Surprised that I didn't make them pregnant, I ejaculated my cum in all three of their pussies. Glad that they were all on the birth control pill, otherwise, I may have impregnated one of them, or all three of them.
Then, after I fucked them fast and hard enough to give them all orgasms with my cock, they took their time blowing me. With them all talented cocksuckers, they all stroked my cock and sucked my cock. As if I had hypnotized them, I made my whores. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, after exploding cum in all three of their pussies, I ejaculated a fourth, fifth, and sixth load of cum in all three of their mouths and they all swallowed my cum.
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I can't believe my aunt blew me. I can't believe my mother sucked my cock while allowing me to have my way with her naked body. I can't believe I had threesome sex with my aunt and with my mother. I can't believe I had sex with my sister and her two friends. I can't believe I had foursome sex with them, too. In the matter of a day, I had sex with five women.
# # #
Sex and Women Restrict Career, #02
It was the early seventies. Something I heard about in whispers; echoes of the television series, Mad Men, it was worse in the late fifties and rampant throughout the sixties. Sex, drinking, and smoking are all the executives did. Sex was everywhere, everyone was having sex, especially at their legendary Christmas parties that they held at the office.
My name is Freddie. I was 22-years-old back then. I started my business career as a lowly accountant for a company called, Warner-Elektra-Atlantic later to become WEA, Warner Music Group, and part of Warner Communications.
We had the best promotional people who knew everything about the music business, the record business, and a who's who of everyone in the industry. They had their offices within the administrative staff in an obscure building in Woburn, Massachusetts. Rick Ocasek of the Cars' wife, Susan, and Ben Orr's wife, Christine, worked for the company.
Susan was a tall, sexy, shapely, and beautiful woman. Christine was a happy and friendly woman from Ohio. Both men divorced their wives once they made it big in the music business. Rick remarried. He married Paulina Porizkova and remained with her until his death.
They had the best Christmas parties. I made out with Susan, Rick Ocasek's wife. I made out with Christine, Ben Orr's wife. I made out with my 21-year-old assistant, Kathleen Kennedy. To this day, she had the best breasts that I had ever seen in my life.
As if she was a stripper in the VIP lounge, she removed her blouse and her bra while standing on a table. I quickly grabbed her, took her out to my car, and had sex with her in the backseat of my car before rejoining the drunken Christmas party. Kathleen not only blew me but Gertrude, and Barbara blew me, too. By far, that was the best Christmas party that I have ever attended.
Several years later, WEA moved their operation to Burbank, California. I was invited to go but my wife didn't want to leave her controlling mother. We visited California in 1975 to check out the area. I remember it being so hot, too hot, and with big bugs flying around everywhere.
Of course, with Darlene so dependent on her mother, we took her everywhere with us. She was with us every time we vacationed. We stayed with June's sister, Betty, and her daughter, Janet. With her not having enough bedrooms, I slept in the living room with my wife.
With them all early risers, and having breakfast out in the kitchen, too tired with jet lag, I stayed in bed in the living room. Something perverted for me to do but after having had sex with not only my aunt but also, my mother, too, as well as my sister and her two friends, they had turned me into a bit of a pervert. Seemingly, a side effect of my incestuous sex, I loved dick flashing women while making my dick flashes appear accidental.
This was my opportunity to dick flash them all, my wife's aunt, Betty, and her cousin, Janet. While they were all in the kitchen eating breakfast, drinking coffee, talking, and laughing, I removed my penis from my pajama pee hole and stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Darlene's cousin, two-years older than me, was the first to walk in the living room. Shocked to see my erect cock, she stopped to stare at my erect prick before returning to the kitchen.
Her mother, Betty, my mother-in-law's sister, came into the living room twice to stare at my big dick. Then, my mother-in-law, June, walked into the living room to stare at my exposed penis, too. With me pretending to be sleeping, she stood over me, reached down, and took me in her hand, squeezed my erect prick, and stroked me. Having already had sex with my mother-in-law on my wedding day, long story, that wasn't the first time June had taken my big dick in her hand.
Then, their upstairs neighbor, Tanya, opened the apartment door without knocking. The first thing she saw was me with my erect prick sticking out of my pajama pee hole. Finally, someone said something to my wife, because she walked in the living room and covered me with a sheet. I had dick flashed five women that day, Betty, my wife's aunt, Janet, my wife's cousin, my mother-in-law, June, the neighbor, Tanya, and my wife, Darlene, of course. I couldn't wait to masturbate over exposing myself later.
Instead of looking away, every woman not only looked at my naked, erect prick but also, they stared at my naked dick. Returning the favor of my dick flashing them, the next morning while everyone was out sightseeing, Betty left the bathroom door partially open to let out the steam when she was taking a shower. Spying on her, I saw her naked body through the mirror in the living room. I saw her naked, huge F cup breasts, her naked ass, and her brown, bushy pussy.
Then, when I stood by her bathroom door, peeking, she saw me.
"Do you have to pee, Freddie? It's okay, you can come in," she said.
I pushed open the bathroom door, instead facing the toilet peeing, giving her a show of my naked prick, I slowly sat on the toilet to watch the silhouette of my Betty's naked body through the shower curtain. As soon as I finished peeing, I flushed the toilet.
"Freddie," she screamed. "I asked you not to flush."
She stuck her head out of the shower curtain with her enormous tits falling out with her.
My mother-in-law, June, must have told her that I had sex with her on my wedding day. Talking every day, she tells her sister everything. Shocking me, never expecting her to do that, she pushed open the shower curtain and stepped from the shower naked. I quickly dried my penis and pulled up my pajama bottoms.
"Would you be a dear and dry me with a towel," she asked. "My arthritis is bothering me."
Not missing a spot, especially her naked, ass, tits, and pussy, I dried Betty's wet, naked body. I touched, felt, and fondled her everywhere through the towel.
"If you don't mind, you have the biggest breasts that I've ever seen," I said.
I removed the towel from her body.
"Thank you," she said. "Would you like to touch them? I love having my nipples fingered while a man fondles my naked breasts," she said. "As long as you allow me to see, touch, fondle, aNd stroke your cock, you may suck my nipples," she said with a dirty laugh.
While I had my way with her big tits, she had her way with my erect, naked prick. Betty surprised me, moved to her knees, and took me in her mouth. My wife's aunt was blowing me. Then, when I heard someone come into the apartment, I quickly pulled up my pajama bottoms, left the bathroom, and closed the door behind me.
# # #
That night, while I was in bed, Janet sat on the bed with her cousin, my wife. She wore a short, sheer, and a low-cut nightgown. She flashed me her C cup breasts when she leaned forward and flashed me her blonde, bushy pussy when leaning back with her knees parted. The women back then, didn't trim their pussies in the way that women trim or shave them naked now. After seeing her mother, Betty, naked, and her blowing me, I practically saw Janet naked, too.
After my wife left me to shower, and Betty and Janet were in their rooms, my mother-in-law came into the living room and changed her clothes in front of me. Turning to face me while I watched her with my eyes slitted open, I watched her unbutton and remove her bathrobe. She was naked. Never tired of the view, I saw Darlene's mother without her clothes again.
I stared at her big double D cup naked breasts, her dark pink symmetrical areolas, and her lighter pink erect nipples. I stared at her brown, bushy pussy. Then, when she turned and bent at the waist to get her panties, I stared at her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy. I opened my eyes, yawned, and stretched.
"Thank you for the show, mom," I said.
She laughed.
"It's nothing you haven't seen before on the day of your wedding when you helped me get dressed," she said.
# # #
We lived with her mother, in a three family house in Medford, Massachusetts, five miles north of Boston, and seven miles south of Woburn. June lived with her husband John on the first floor. Then, when he died of heart failure, she lived alone.
I lived with my wife, Darlene, on the second floor with my mixed breed dog, Buster. Stephen, Darlene's younger brother, lived on the third floor with his wife Kathy, and their blue Great Dane, Caesar. Kathy, my sister-in-law, was a sexy and beautiful woman, too.
Darlene's youngest brother, Jimmy, married Jeanie, a beautiful 5' 2" woman with huge F cup breasts that are equal to triple D cup breasts. They bought a house when homes were affordable to purchase. I finally got to see Jeanie's tits at one of our drunken, pool parties that always culminated with sex with our friends, our neighbors, and our relatives.
A close family, we had barbeque and pool parties in the backyard with friends and family. We once had nineteen naked in our pool while my mother-in-law, June, and her best friend, Annelle, watched and sipped their highballs from the pool deck. If it wasn't enough that I had sex with my mother-in-law, and she was seeing me naked, her best friend, Annelle, was seeing me naked, too.
Daring them to remove their clothes and come in the pool naked with us, I would have loved to have seen my mother-in-law' enormous, double D cup breasts, again, and her best friend naked, too. Only, they'd rather stare at all of us naked instead of joining in the groping fun of playing Marco Polo. After having had sex with Darlene's mother, I wondered if my mother-in-law would have threesome sex with me and her best friend, too.
# # #
Married young at 22-years-old, a virgin, my first extramarital affair was on my wedding day. While my soon-to-be bride was having her hair and makeup done in a hotel room with her friends down the hall, I didn't know my future mother-in-law was showering and getting dressed in my room. Just as I opened my hotel door, June walked out of the bathroom naked with just a towel on her head and a smile on her pretty face.
As stunned as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my 52-year-old, mother-in-law without her clothes. Unable to move, all I could do was stare. Years later, I found out that with her quite the exhibitionist, she had deliberately flashed me.
Her plan all along, she wanted me to see her without her clothes. With her not removing her clothes during one of our pool parties, seemingly, she was waiting to get me alone. As sexually excited as I was embarrassed for my mother-in-law, I was about to run from my room. Unexpectedly, she stopped me.
"Wait. Don't go, Freddie. I need your help. Now that you've already seen me naked, I need you to help me get dressed," she said with a laugh and a shrug. "It doesn't matter that you're seeing me naked. We're family now," she said.
She quickly dried her hair with the towel, tossed it on my bed and, not covering her nakedness with her forearms or with her hands, she turned to face me with her arms by her sides. I stared at her huge, naked, and shapely breasts that hardly sagged at all. I stared at her symmetrical areolas, and her big, erect nipples. Then, I stared at her brown, bushy pussy. When she turned and bent at the waist to gather her clothes, I stared at her big, naked ass and the back of her naked pussy.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'If it wasn't enough that June and her best friend saw me naked in my pool, I saw my mother-in-law naked in my hotel room on the day of my wedding. I'll be masturbating over seeing my wife's mother without her clothes for the rest of my life.'
"My nails are still wet," she said lying while shaking her hands. "Help me on with my nylons," she said.
Not even bothering to put on a robe, she sat on my bed naked and facing me while staring up at me with a big smile. I couldn't stop staring at her big naked breasts and her erect nipples. As soon as I touched her foot to put on her nylon, she sighed.
"Oh, that feels good," she said. "Squeeze my foot. I could use a good foot massage. I've been on my feet all day."
Years later, I found out while watching Pulp Fiction with John Travolta and Samuel L. Jackson that a foot massage was sexual.
# # #
Something I thought that I'd never do, I massaged June's feet. I've never even massaged my soon-to-be wife's feet. While kneeling before her as if I was a shoe salesman, I lifted her legs to massaging one foot before massaging the other foot. Hard not to notice with her legs parted and seeing a lot of pink, her naked pussy glistened with her wetness. I had made my mother-in-law as wet as I was hard.
I put on her nylons, first one, and then the other.
"Help me with my panties, now," she said.
With me still kneeling before her, she stood with her pussy practically in my mouth. I could smell the musky aroma of her naked cunt. While she leaned on my shoulder and rested her big breasts on my back, I helped her with her panties. Unable to control myself, as if adjusting the fit of her panties, I pulled up the back of her panties by cupping her shapely ass with both hands. Then, I cupped her panty clad pussy, too. I couldn't believe my mother-in-law allowed me to cup her cunt in the palm of my hand.
"Now my garter belt," she said.
My first time seeing a garter belt, I affixed her stockings to her garter belt.
"Now my bra," she said.
Something so very erotic, she leaned over me while resting her naked breasts on my back again.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'll never wash my back again.'
"Sorry," she said. "I suddenly felt a little dizzy."
I stood and put my arm around her. Then, when she suddenly turned as if to catch her balance, I held her with both of my hands cupping her naked breasts. Again, unable to stop myself, I lightly fingered her nipples.
# # #
"I love your huge breasts, mother," I said. "I especially love your big nipples."
She laughed and stared down at her naked tits. She surprised me with what she did and said next. She cupped both of her breasts in both of her hands and lifted them as if offering them to me.
"I bet you'd love to suck my nipples, wouldn't you," she asked?
Inviting me to finger her nipples while sucking her tits, she took a step closer.
"Well, go ahead. This is your chance. Something you mustn't do after you're married to my daughter, suck my nipples, Freddie. It's okay," she said. "Finger them. I love having my nipples sucked and fingered," she said. "I haven't had sex since your father-in-law died."
With her not having to ask me twice, I leaned down and fingered and sucked her nipples. I couldn't believe that I had my mother-in-law's tits in my horny hands and her nipples in my mouth.
# # #
Then, she shocked me again with what she said.
"Now that you've seen me naked, felt my ass, cupped my pussy, felt my tits, and suck my nipples, before you help me with my bra and my dress, take out your cock," she said. "Show me your prick. I want to see your cock. Something my daughter may not do for you on your wedding night, let her mother do for you now," she said.
Wondering what she was going to do for me now that my wife may not do for me on my wedding night later, I couldn't imagine. I mean, this wasn't just any woman, this was my soon-to-be mother-in-law.
Obediently obeying her, I unbelted, unbuttoned, and unzipped my pants. I allowed them to fall to my ankles. She tucked her manicured fingers in the front of my briefs and pulled them down to my ankles, too. Then, she moved to her knees and took me in her hand. She fondled the head of my cock with her manicured fingertips before wrapping her fingers around my stiff prick.
While staring up at me and smiling, she stroked me. She stroked me a little faster and a little harder before taking me in her mouth. Never expecting that my mother-in-law would ever give me a blowjob, June was blowing me. Something my fiancé has yet to do, my wife's mother was stroking my cock while sucking my prick.
I put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. She removed my cock from her mouth to speak.
"Feel my tits and finger my nipples, while I suck you, Freddie," she said.
Obediently obeying her I felt and fondled her naked breasts while she sucked my prick. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples to her sexual delight. Then, she removed my cock from her mouth to speak again.


"Cum, Freddie, cum. I want you to cum in my mouth. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you. Cum, Freddie. Cum. Cum in your mother-in-law's mouth," she said.
As soon as she said for me to cum in her mouth, I did. I exploded a big load of cum in her mouth. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my prick and released me from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. As if christening a ship, I christened my mother-in-law.
# # #
As if women were jealous that I was married, comparing my wife to them, more sexual things happened to me after I was married. When I returned to work at WEA, after my honeymoon to Bermuda, Barbara, a woman who worked with me in the computer room, was wearing a sheer white, transparent blouse without wearing a bra. I couldn't believe what she was wearing. Sexually inappropriate attire to wear to work, with no one reprimanding her, it was okay to wear back then.
I couldn't remove my eyes from her big breasts. She had dark brown areolas and dark brown nipples. Her nipples were as erect as my dick was hard. Surely, she loved showing her naked breasts as much as I loved seeing them.
Gertrude, one of my co-workers who doesn't live far from my house, gave me a ride to work and a ride home that day as my car was in the shop. A 45-year-old woman with two adult children surprised me when she got into the car. Hot that day, flashing me her white panties, she pulled her short skirt nearly up to her waist, and entered her car with her legs spread wide open.
The car was extremely hot inside. I stared at her white panties. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and the brown, bushy pussy that I could clearly see through her sheer panties.
As soon as she started the car, she turned on the air conditioning. Yet, it would take several minutes before the car started to cool down. She surprised me when she pulled up her short skirt again while flapping her skirt up and down and parting her knees apart as if taking in the coolness of the air conditioning between her legs and laughing. I couldn't believe she exposed her white panties to me again.
Then, looking at me embarrassed, she pushed down her skirt. Yet, not to be denied another look of her panty clad pussy, I reached over and pulled her skirt up to her waist. Not slapping my horny hand aways and not stopping there, always attracted to older big, breasted women, I cupped her panty clad pussy. I ran a slow finger along her pussy slit while feeling her clit through her panties.
"Freddie," she said laughing while slapping my hand away. "I'm a married woman," she said with a laugh. "Oh, my God," she said. "I can't believe you cupped my panty clad pussy," she said. "If that wasn't enough, I can't believe you rubbed my clit."
She smiled up at me as if she was hoping that I'd cup her pussy again.
As soon as I removed my hand, she pushed her skirt down, and I cupped her big blouse and bra clad breasts in my hand, first one and then the other. I felt her tits through her clothes. Her breasts were so big and so firm. As soon as I felt her breasts through her blouse and her bra, her big, hard nipple emerged. I fingered her nipple through her clothes, too.
She stuck her arms up in the air and wiggled her body. Not stopping me, not slapping my hand away, she allowed me to continue feeling her breasts and fingering her big, erect nipples through her clothes.
"Do you believe, Barbara," I asked? "I couldn't believe she wore that transparent blouse without a bra in the office. I couldn't take my eyes off of her big tits."
Gertrude laughed.
"Do you like big tits," she asked?
I nodded my head while smiling at her and staring at her big breasts.
"My breasts are bigger than her breasts. Barbara has D cup breasts. I have double D cup breasts," she said.
She laughed.
"I love big tits. I love your enormous breasts, Trudy."
# # #
I smiled at her while daring myself to say what I was thinking.
"Before we go home, can we stop at the park," I asked? "I'd love to see your naked breasts."
She laughed.
"You want to go parking," she asked? "You want to see my naked breasts? Why would you think that I'd show you my tits," she asked with a dirty laugh.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"I'm hoping you will," I said.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I don't think that my husband would want me to show you my naked breasts," she said.
Then, she paused as if rethinking what she was about to say.
"I haven't gone parking in years," she said.
I nodded my head while smiling at her.
"I'd love to make out with you while feeling you through your clothes, Trudy," I said.
Not answering me, as we neared the park, she pulled into the park and parked beneath a big oak tree away from the other cars. I leaned into her and kissed her. As soon as I did, she returned my kiss with her kiss. Then, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I returned her French kiss with my long, wet kiss. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my co-worker.
She allowed me to feel her breasts through her clothes. Then, not stopping there, she allowed me to unbutton her blouse. As soon as I did, I lifted her bra. My horny hands were all over her big, naked breasts. I have a thing for big breasted, older women.
I touched them. I felt them. I fondled them. I fingered her nipples and sucked her nipples.
She reached over and felt my erect prick through my pants. Then, she unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned my pants, and unzipped them. She reached inside of my underwear and pulled out my cock. She wrapped her fingers around my prick and squeezed it while stroking me. Finally, shocking me, she leaned to me and took me in her mouth.
Gertrude was blowing me. My married co-worker was stroking my cock while sucking my cock. Not taking me long to cum in her mouth, I couldn't believe I had sex with a woman who was older than my mother.
# # #
The next company that I worked for was an oil company in downtown Boston. My office was on the sixteenth floor of the Traveler's Insurance building. My office overlooked the Boston harbor. I worked the second shift, 4 pm until midnight. Sometimes when the IBM 2500 computer didn't work, we had to work late doing everything manually. Back then, filling an entire room the IBM only had ten-mega byte, and used tape drives and key punched cards to run the programs.
One night, with the two of us alone, after one of our co-workers called in sick, my co-worker, Debbie, sexually attracted to me, lifted her blouse and her bra to flash me her naked B cup breasts. I couldn't believe she flashed me her tits.
She laughed.
"What do you think of these," she asked? "Do you like my breasts?"
She laughed again while holding up her blouse.
"Don't just look at them or stare at them. Touch them. Feel my tits," she said. "Suck my nipples. I love having my nipples sucked when having my naked breasts fondled."
I did what she told me to do. I touch her tits. I felt her tits, and I sucked her nipples.
Every night thereafter, whenever we were alone we had sex. I fucked her and she blew me.
# # #
After Debbie left for a better job, I suspected my forty-four-year-old boss, Janice, knew we were having sex. One night, she invited me out for a drink. It was very late and many of the bars were already closed. Instead of going out for a drink, we drove to Castle Island in South Boston and parked the car while looking out at the water.
Then, out of the clear blue, she leaned to me and kissed me. Twenty-five-years-old at the time, I returned her kiss with my kiss. With Janice, a good looking woman with C cup breasts, while making out with her, I felt her breasts through her blouse and her bra. She stopped me when I reached beneath her short skirt and cupped her panty clad pussy.
"No," she said. "Don't do that. I'm a virgin."
Stunned that she was a virgin, when I unzipped myself and pulled out my prick, she stopped me again.
"No," she said. "Don't."
All she wanted to do was to make out with me while I felt her tits. Expecting her to stop me and slap my horny hand away, she surprised me when she allowed me to unbutton her blouse. Not stopping me there, she allowed me to lift her bra. She had shapely breasts with big nipples.
She enjoyed me touching, feeling, and fondling her shapely C cup breasts. She especially enjoyed me pinching, pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples. I enjoyed French kissing her as much as I enjoyed having my way with her naked tits. It excited her when I sucked her nipples.
We did that several times but that was as far as she would go.
# # #
I left that company in Boston to work for a company in South Boston. Part of General Mills and Hasbro toys, they were a philately, stamp collecting, and numismatics, coin collecting company. There, I met a woman, Wilma. Her ex-husband, Will McDonaugh was a famous sports writer for the Boston Globe. Something that I didn't know at the time, he was best friends with Whitey Bulger. They grew up together.
Everyone feared him because he was friends with the head of the Winter Hill gang in Somerville, Massachusetts. Whitey and the Winter Hill Gang worked alongside the Mafia. Wilma's ex kept a Rolodex of everyone in sports.
He knew all of their dirty, little secrets. In the way that Mike Barnicle wrote fictional stories in the Boston Globe and passed them off as news, Will Mcdonaugh blackmailed more than one to get what he wanted and what he needed.
A powerful man, he had the Boston Red Sox hire his son, Sean, to be their next announcer after their announcer retired. Yet, as soon as Will died, the Red Sox fired his son. Not that he was a bad announcer, he was the best announcer they ever had but because everyone hated his father.
Anyway, I was good friends with Wilma. A very pretty and sexy woman, she had the legs of a dancer. She was 39-years-old and I was 28-years-old. One day, she invited me to her place in Scituate right on the water and a 45 minute drive from South Boston.
We had sex. What surprised me was that even though she was married to a famous sportswriter, a blackmailer, and a gangster, she had never given her husband oral sex. Even though she had been married nearly twenty-years to her husband, surprisingly, she had never blown anyone.
That day, she not only stroked my cock but also, she sucked my cock. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum. I liked her a lot and even though she was much older than me, I may have fallen in love with her. I would have left my wife for her.
She was very intelligent, and had a great sense of humor. She was fun and funny. Sadly, with her having a problem with alcohol, she only lived to be sixty-eight-years-old.
# # #
Unfortunately, with my wife a cold fish in bed, I had lots of extramarital affairs. I had a lot of sex with my mother-in-law. With me working from home, every time I went downstairs for coffee, she was either in her housecoat with nothing underneath, in her bra and panties, topless, or naked. I had more sex with my wife's mother than I had with my wife.
Whenever she had her Bible study group or her book club guests over, I loved exposing myself to all of them. I wore a short bathrobe with nothing underneath. I loved dick flashing everyone there. With no one complaining, they all just stared.
My mother-in-law even helped me to dick flash our neighbors, her friends, and her co-workers. Working as an exhibitionist team, she had fun flashing them all my big, erect prick. Then, returning the favor, I flashed her topless and naked body to my friends.
I had a seven-year affair with my sister-in-law, Kathy. We talked in the back hallway. She'd be wearing a short nightgown without wearing panties. She flashed me her brown, bushy pussy, every morning. Returning the favor, I removed my cock from my pajama pee hole and started stroking myself in front of her over seeing her naked cunt.
"Cum, Freddie. Cum. Cum for your sister-in-law," she said.
She laughed.
"If you come upstairs, I could do that for you," she said. "I'll even suck your cock and allow you to cum in my mouth after you fuck me," she said.
With her husband working, I accepted my sister-in-law's invitation to giving me a hand job, and a blowjob after I fucked her. She stroked me in her kitchen. I returned the favor and fingered her pussy. Then, after I ate her, she blew me. She stroked me cock while sucking my cock. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum.
Then, we made love. We fucked. We had sexual intercourse a couple of times a week. She gave me the best sex that I ever had. We'd fuck for two hours. She gave me oral sex every birthday and I ate her pussy on her birthday, too.
I even attended a nude beach with her and her mother in Truro, Massachusetts. We undressed in the car. Then after, when we were leaving, I not only had sex with Kathy in her car, an old Chevy Suburban, but also, I had sex with her mother, too. I fucked them both and they both blew me. Never have I had as much sex as I had in my twenties. Boy, those were the days.
# # #
Then, one day, before we went to the nude beach, when Kathy was out running errands, her mother, Brenda knocked on my front door looking for her daughter.
"Hi, Freddie. I'm looking for my daughter. I thought she might be down here visiting," she said.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"She told me that you've been having sex. She told me that you give each other oral sex on your birthdays," she said.
Then, Brenda blew my mind with what she said next. Our dirty, little secret, she told me what I never thought that Kathy would tell her mother.
"Today is my birthday," she said.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I'm fifty-years-old today," she said.
Not knowing what to say, I looked at her confused. I wondered if she wanted to have sex with me.
"Happy Birthday," I said.
She laughed.
"Don't you want to kiss me for my birthday," she asked. "How about you give me fifty kisses and another kiss for good luck," she said.
She laughed.
"Then, after you give me my birthday kisses, if you eat my pussy, I'll suck your cock," she said.
Of course, I not only gave my sister-in-law's mother fifty kisses with one for good luck but also, I fingered and licked her naked pussy. As soon as I gave her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my lips, she blew me. Kathy's mother stroked my cock and sucked my prick. She not only allowed me to cum in my mouth but also, she swallowed my cum.
# # #
After leaving the company in South Boston, I found a job with a commercial printing company, Foremost Printers, as their Controller. Years after I left the company, one of the owners, Richard Shuman, shot and killed two of his partners for trying to steal his company. I visited him in Bridgewater State Prison before he was transferred to the big house to serve life without parole.
As soon as I entered, his wife was leaving. She was dressed to kill. No doubt, dressing for him, giving him something to masturbate over, as soon as she saw me, she showed me her excitement. I haven't seen Beverly in nearly 10-years.
She pressed herself against me and gave me a big kiss on the lips. Then, surprising me, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. She not only allowed me to feel her shapely ass through her short skirt and panties but also, she allowed me to feel her big, double D cup breasts through her blouse and her bra.
Even though I felt uncomfortable kissing and feeling up my imprisoned boss's wife, I've always been sexually attracted to her. My boss used to take my wife and I to Boston Celtics games. He had season tickets. His wife played footsie under the table with me while we dined at their private restaurant for season ticket holders.
We had several sales people, one was a beautiful woman who was an ex-model, Mirriam. She was as tall as she was sexy. I loved Mirriam.
Something I had never experienced before; Mirriam was an exhibitionist. Every time she came into my office to discuss something, she deliberately flashed me some part of her naked body while making her flashes seem unintentional. She'd put her hands on my desk, and lean forward at the waist while talking to me.
Of course, with her seldom wearing a bra, I could clearly see her big naked breasts down her low-cut dress. Or, she'd sit in a chair across from my desk with her skirt raised and her knees parted enough to show me her sexy panties, her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her black trimmed, pubic hair through her sheer panties. I dreamt and masturbated myself over having sex with Mirriam but I never did.
One day, she came into my office wearing a button dress with huge gaps between the buttons. She wasn't wearing panties. She was wearing sheer pantyhose. I could clearly see her black trimmed pubic hair through her pantyhose.
# # #
Next I worked for a furrier on Newbury Street. There I met the most beautiful woman that I have ever seen in my life. She worked as the receptionist. Her name was Diane.
She had beautiful long raven hair and big brown eyes. She had huge double D cup breasts. At 5' 4" tall, her big tits looked even bigger on her small frame. The owner of the boutique was a player. Even though his wife worked there with him, he had sex with many of his customers.
My office was upstairs from the shop. I shared a window that I could open to send down a basket to retrieve and safeguard cash in my small safe.
His wife, Judith, was very beautiful, too, was 5' 8" tall, with brownish, red hair, and green eyes. She seemed sexually attracted to me as I was sexually attracted to Diane. She would sometimes sit with me to learn what I was doing with the accounting of the books. She wanted to learn about computers, too.
Every time she sat next to me at my desk, her blouse was unbuttoned enough that she gave me a down blouse view of her cleavage and her low-cut bra. She wore a different color and sexy bra every day. One day, she wore a brown bra. I've never seen a brown brassiere.
With her constantly leaning forward, she gave me a continual down blouse view of her bra. I finally found the courage to say something.
# # #
"I've always noticed that you wear a different color bra every day," I said looking down her blouse.
Saying what I should say to my boss' wife, I hoped that I wasn't being sexually inappropriate. I loved my job and wouldn't want to be fired from making a pass on my boss' wife. She put her hand on my thigh. Then, I looked down at her blouse.
"I have a lingerie fetish," she said with a little laugh. "I love my bras and panties."
I laughed.
"Well, I've never seen your panties, just your bras but whenever you want to flash me your panties, I'd love to see them, too," I said. "I have a lingerie fetish, too."
She laughed. Then, she surprised me. She moved her chair back, lifted her skirt to her waist, parted open her knees, and turned to face me.
I stared at her matching sheer, brown panties. I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit that was visible through her panties. I stared at her trimmed pubic hair through her sheer panties.
"Wow," I said. "I love your sexy underwear, Judy."
Surprising me, my boss's wife kissed me on the lips. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. Then, not stopping there, she took my hand by my wrist and placed it on her blouse and bra clad breast.
While kissing her and making out with her, I felt her breasts through her blouse, first one and then, the other. Again, not stopping there, I reached my horny hand under her short skirt. I cupped her pussy through her panties.


Then, I slowly fingered her clit through her panties with my finger. Finally, pushing her panties, aside, I fingered her wet clit and finger fucked her pussy with my long finger. She felt my erection through my pants and my underwear.
"Maybe we could go to lunch," she said. "I have a spot where we can be alone."
She took me to the Ritz Carlton for lunch. After lunch, she took me to a room that they reserved for select customers when they came to town. I had sex with my boss's wife.
As soon as we entered the room, we sat on the bed and started making out like horny teenagers. She allowed me to touch and feel her through her clothes. Then, she allowed me to slowly undress her. I stripped her naked and she stripped me naked, too.
I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, making myself comfortable between her legs, I fingered and licked her pussy. Finally, I mounted her and while making out with her, we made love. Humping her faster and humping her harder, after giving her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I gave her an orgasm with my cock.
She stroked my cock. She sucked my cock. My boss's wife blew me. She allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth and she swallowed my cum.
Over the next two-years that I was there, I had sex with Judy several times. I even had sex with Diane. I loved her big, shapely breasts. Except for my sister-in-law Kathy, Diane was the best kisser. I loved kissing her while having my way with her naked breasts.
# # #
With furs out of favor, the furrier went bankrupt and out of business. From there, I was hired by a modeling agency as their business manager a few doors down from the furrier on Newbury Street. I worked for Maggie's modeling.
Maggie's office was on the third floor and my office was on the second floor. I had a panoramic view of Newbury Street, one of the most expensive streets in Boston. Newbury Street ran parallel to Commonwealth Avenue, the most expensive street in Boston. Commonwealth Ave was home to multi-storey houses that cost tens of millions of dollars.
My office ran the entire length of the 60' floor. Whenever there was a cat call, my office floor was filled with one-hundred models gabbing about hair, makeup, and beauty secrets.
The first day of my job, Maggie came downstairs. Showing me that she was in control, she raised her leg and put her foot on my desk. She was wearing a short skirt. Expecting to see her panties, she wasn't wearing panties.
I stared at her black, trimmed, naked pussy with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open. I couldn't believe she was flashing me her naked cunt. That wasn't the only time she flashed me her pussy.
With me being the only man working for her agency, at the end of the day, when I walked upstairs to collect the trash, sometimes she'd be in the bathroom with the bathroom door wide open and the light on. As soon as I reached the top of the stairs, I could see her standing in front of the toilet with her skirt raised to her waist and her panties down around her ankles. In the two-years that I worked there, I saw her naked cunt a dozen times.
Then, there was another time that she was receiving an award at the Algonquin Club on Commonwealth, down the street from Harvard Club. She was voted as the first woman to be president of the Algonquin Club. Dressed to kill, she was wearing a very expensive suit but without a blouse and a bra. Something she could get away with wearing, Maggie had small A cup breasts.
"How do I look," she asked?
She walked to me in the way of a model walking along the runway? She bent at the waist and opened the top of her jacket to flash me her naked breasts and erect nipples. Daring myself to do so, I reached my horny hand inside of her top. I cupped her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
"Oh, Freddie, you dirty man," she said. "Now cup my pussy. I'm not wearing panties."
Obediently obeying my boss, I cupped her naked pussy in the palm of my hand and fingered her clit.
"You look wonderful and I love your naked breasts, and your wet pussy, too," I said with a laugh.
She laughed.
"I was hoping you'd do that," she said.
She kissed me and parted my lips with her tongue.
"Maybe, we can continue this on Monday," she said. "I'd love to suck your cock."
She laughed.
"Wouldn't you love to see your boss on her knees with your prick in her mouth," she asked with a laugh.
The End
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Hypnotize Women to Undress for Sex
Scott hypnotized his female relatives to undress for sex.
While deep under his hypnotic control, Scott hypnotized his mother, Elizabeth, his sister, Veronica, his aunt, Olivia, his cousin, Isabella, and his grandmother, Mary, to undress for sex.
My name is Scott and I'm an incestuous pervert. I'm not only sexually attracted to my MILF of a mother but also, I'm sexually attracted to my sexy sister. Not stopping there, I sexually attracted to my MILF of an aunt, and my sexy cousin, too. I'm even sexually attracted to my grandmother.
I'm twenty-five-years-old and I'm always horny. No more going out, no more dating, not having a social life, and no more having sex because of the COVID pandemic. I'm stuck staying at home with my family watching TV, watching movies, or playing games.
'Woe is me,' I thought. 'This sucks. This really sucks.'
We never leave the house without wearing our face masks. We pay our bills and do our banking online. Seldom going out anywhere anyway, we have our groceries delivered. We have our takeout food pizza, and/or Chinese food delivered, too. We have cases of wine delivered for the women and I have my beer delivered for me, too. Whatever else we needed, we have delivered from Amazon or Walmart.
'Thank God, for Amazon,' I thought. 'They have everything.'
# # #
With my mom having a big, four bedroom house but with only one bathroom, she tried keeping everyone safe from getting the COVID virus. With rents so high, instead of living separately, sharing our expenses, my mom invited all of our female relatives to live with us. Giving up our privacy to save some money, with my mother and my aunt divorced, my grandmother widowed, and my sister and cousin not presently dating anyone, none of the women had men in their lives. Unbeknownst to me, they were all as sexually frustrated and sexually attracted to me as I was horny and sexually attracted to them. With me the only man in the house, surrounded by them, I was inundated with women.
Having no peace from them, I'm forced to have to listen to five women continually talking and constantly laughing. Instead of being allowed to watch football, women want to watch their stupid Hallmark movies. For me to watch a football game, I must stay in my bedroom and watch it on my small 32" color TV or stay up late to watch it on my big screen, 65" color TV.
My mom, Elizabeth, sleeps in the master bedroom with her sister, Olivia. As if they are children again, my sister, Veronica, shares her bed in the guestroom with her cousin, Isabella. My grandmother, Mary, has her own bedroom, and I have my own bedroom, too.
I never know if the women are deliberately flashing me or unintentionally flashing me. They give me plenty to play with myself over later when they're not careful how they're sitting when they're wearing short skirts. I've seen up skirt peeks of everyone's panties. When they're sitting with their knees parted, I've seen up nightgown peeks of their naked pussies when they're wearing their short nightgowns.
I've seen down blouse views of their long lines of sexy cleavages and their colorful bras when they're wearing their low-cut blouses. I've seen naked breasts and erect nipples when they're wearing their low-cut nightgowns. I love seeing their big, naked breasts, their areolas, and their erect nipples.
Making me horny and giving me plenty to masturbate over, all that I do is play with myself. Jerking off every morning and every evening, and sometimes, a couple of times in between, I've masturbated over my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and even my grandmother, too. I have nothing else to do but to play with myself while watching porn of mother and son sex, of sister and brother sex, of aunt and nephew sex, of cousin sex, and of grandmother and grandson sex.
Feeling perverted to confess, making me stroke myself even more, I've even allowed them all to deliberately catch me jerking off. Curious for their reactions to seeing me stroking myself, I wanted to show them my erect, naked prick. Instead of looking away, leaving my room, and closing my door behind them, I hoped they'd not only look but they'd stare, and they do. I hoped they'd stay in my room to watch me cum, and they do that, too. They've all seen my big dick several times. They've all even watched me cum.
Taking turns carrying up my basket of laundry, I wait until I hear them coming up the stairs. I quickly strip myself naked, fall back on my bed, put on my headphones, and close my eyes while stroking myself to a big and hard erection. Again, curious for their reactions to seeing me naked, I want them to see me stroking my big, erect cock as much as they seemingly want to watch me stroking my cock.
I hope they stay in my room to watch me cum. No matter who it is, how hot would that be for them to stay in my room to watch me cum? I'd love to cum for my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and even my grandmother while they stare at me stroking myself and cumming. With them not leaving and closing my bedroom door behind them, I suspect that they want to see and watch me stroke my erect prick, as much as I want to show them see and watch me stroke my big dick.
# # #
I slit open my eyes just enough to see who is in my room. For them to know that I'm playing with myself over them, I added personalized dialogue when jerking off in front of them. By their reactions when they feel their breasts or touch their pussies through their clothes while watching me stroke myself, sexually arousing them, they love knowing that I'm masturbating over the thoughts of having sex with them.
"Oh, mom," I said. "I'd love to see you naked. I'd love to touch and feel your naked body everywhere while making out with you."
She stared down at me with sexual arousal over the thought of me seeing her naked, making out with her, and touching and feeling her naked body everywhere.
"Oh, Veronica. I'd love you to give me a hand job and allow me to cum all over your hand and across your naked breasts," I said. "Then, I'd love to make love to you, fuck you, and give you a baby."
Then, I said more dialogue about the rest of my family.
"Oh, Auntie Olivia, I'd love to eat your pussy before making love to you and before fucking you fast and hard enough to give you an orgasm with my cock. I'd love to cum in your pussy," I said. "I'd love to give you a baby."
Then, when my cousin was in my room, I addressed her with my personalized dialogue.
"Oh, cousin Isabella, I'd love to eat your pussy after you suck my cock, allow me to cum in your mouth, and swallow my cum while I fondle your naked breasts and finger your erect nipples. Then, I'd love to fuck you and cum in your pussy," I said. "I'd love to give you a baby."
Finally, when my grandmother was in my bedroom, I talked dirty to her, too.
"Oh, grandma Mary, I'd love to strip you naked. I'd love to see, touch, fondle your enormous, sagging, naked breasts while fingering and sucking your big nipples. Once naked, I'd love to bend you forward, and fuck you from behind while cupping your massive, naked breasts in the palms of my hands while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting your erect nipples," I said.
# # #
With them all as sexually frustrated as I'm horny, on the pretense of putting my clothes away, sometimes they stayed in my room to watch me stroke myself and cum when jerking off over them. Giving me even more to stroke myself over, instead of looking away, they not only looked but also, they stared. I only wish that one of them would sit next to me on my bed, and take me in their hand to stroke me before taking me in their mouth to suck me.
'How hot would that be if all five women gave me hand jobs and blowjobs,' I thought?
I've heard them talking downstairs about catching me jerking off and cumming over them. They laugh and comment about my personalized dialogue. They tell one another while daring each other to allow me to catch them playing with themselves. I'd love to catch my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother rubbing their clits with their vibrators and fucking their pussies with their dildos.
I'd love to have sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and/or with my granny, only, how would I do that? I'd love to feel and fondle their naked breasts while fingering their erect nipples while they stroked and sucked me before allowing me to cum in their mouths. I wish one of them would masturbate me and/or blow me. I'd love to cum in their mouths and watch them swallow my cum.
I'd make love to and fuck any and all of them. Only, they'd never have sex with me. They're not incestuous whores in the way that I'm an incestuous pervert.
With my mother and my grandmother too old to have a baby, I imagine impregnating my aunt, my sister, and my cousin. I imagine starting my own cult. Giving my sister and my cousin, more babies, how hot would that be to have my own incestuous family of children begotten from my loins?
'Daddy! I imagine seven children running up to me to greet me as soon as I arrived home from work,' I thought.
# # #
Sexually teasing me, all five women walk around me in their short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nighties without wearing robes over them. They walk around me in their bras and panties, or dash from their bedrooms to the bathroom topless or naked. With me staying up late to watch prerecorded football games, I love it when they scurry by the living room to go to the bathroom topless or naked to give me a sexy show.
I wonder if they're deliberately flashing me. Knowing that I stay up late to watch football games, I wonder if they want me to see them topless and/or naked as much as I want to see them topless and/or naked. Over the two years that we lived together, one time or another, I've seen everyone in their sexy nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, and naked.
Trying to go to the bathroom with five women is an impossible task. Having the bathroom to myself to take a shit is like winning the lottery. Finally, when they're in the shower, as long as I only do number one and not number two, and don't flush the toilet, they allow me pee. Of course, anytime anyone is in the shower, surprisingly, I suddenly have to pee.
Before entering the bathroom while someone is in the shower, I stroke myself to a big and hard erection. Instead of standing in front of the toilet to pee, I face the wet and steamy, glass, shower door while sitting on the toilet seat. Even though the glass is wet and foggy, I can see them as if they're naked. Giving them a show of my erect, naked penis, I slowly and seductively push my pajama bottoms down to my ankles. I wrap my hand around my prick and stroke and touch myself before sitting on the toilet.
Then, after peeing, giving them another show, I stand and take my time wiping myself while shaking and slowly stroking my prick. Finally, before pulling up my pajama bottoms, I flush the toilet. If they weren't staring at my cock before, when they poke their heads out of the shower door to scold me, they're staring at my naked prick now.
# # #
Before flushing the toilet on them, I watched all five women in the steamy, glass shower while I peed. I've seen my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother's shapely silhouette through the clear, wet, and steamy shower door. I can see them as much as they can see me.
Again, instead of standing with my back to the shower, I love sitting on the toilet to pee while staring at their naked form through the glass shower enclosure. Sometimes, when they stand too close to the shower door and squish their naked body against the glass, I can clearly see their naked breasts, their naked ass, and their naked pussy. Fortunately for me, all of the women in my family have big tits. I love tits, especially the naked breasts of older women. I love busty, older women.
All of the women are older than me but for my cousin. She's twenty-three-years-old. My big sister is twenty-seven-years-old. My aunt is forty-five-years-old. My mother is forty-eight-year-old. My grandmother is sixty-nine-years-old.
Taking after her mother her mother, my mother, Elizabeth, has double D cup breasts. Her sister, Olivia, my aunt, has double D cup breasts, too. My sister, Veronica, has D cup breasts, and my cousin, Isabella has D cup breasts, too. My grandmother, Mary, has humongous, F cup, sagging breasts. Something that happened to my grandmother may happen to my mother and my aunt, too. My granny had shapely double D cup breasts that grew to F cup sagging breasts as she aged.
# # #
Then, being the horny pervert that I am, when I'm not working from home, I love watching porn videos. I especially enjoy watching porn videos of men hypnotizing women to undress and have sex with them. It doesn't matter who the women are, their mothers, their sisters, their aunts, their cousins, or their grandmothers, their mothers-in-law, their sisters-in-law, their stepmothers, their stepsisters, family friends, their co-workers, and/or their neighbors. They're able to hypnotize them all to not only undress but also to have sex with him, too.
'Now that I had a captive audience, seven days a week and twenty-four hours a day, that's what I wanted to do,' I thought. 'I want to learn how to hypnotize the women in my family. I want to put them under hypnosis so that they'll remove their clothes and have sex with me when I give them my hypnotic commands.'
Thinking about it more every day, I wondered if I could learn how to hypnotize someone to undress for sex. I bought every book and video that they had on Amazon to learn hypnosis. With me having plenty of free time, it took me weeks to read the books and watch all the videos to learn the art of hypnotism. Finally, ready, and eager to try it out on someone, I think I learned how to hypnotize someone. My sexy sister was my first victim.
With her long, black, lush hair, and big, blue eyes, at 5' 8" tall, Veronica was very pretty. She was as shapely as she was sexy. I loved her D cup breasts, as much as I loved her long, shapely legs, and her tight, little ass.
With her always up late with me watching television, she loves watching football and hates Hallmark movies as much as I do. She wears a sheer nightgown without a robe. When she walks across the TV screen in the darkened living room to get us drinks and pauses in front of the TV to place the drinks on the coffee table, I can see her as if she's naked.
I wear my T-shirt, pajama bottoms without underwear, and my Ugg slippers. Too hot to wear robes in the house, especially in the summer, no longer having to get dressed to go out, everyone walks around in their nightgowns. Sometimes when I'm horny and get excited by what they're wearing, my erect penis will make a surprise appearance from out of my pajama pee hole. Instead of telling me that I'm exposed, they all not only look but also, they stare. They're just as sexually frustrated as I'm horny.
# # #
"What's with all of the books and videos that you've been buying from Amazon," asked my sister?
I laughed. Embarrassed as I was sexually excited to tell her, I told her.
"I've been trying to learn how to hypnotize someone," I said.
She made a face.
"Seriously, Scott? That's stupid," she said. "You can't hypnotize someone. Only psychiatrists can, and you're no therapist," she said with a laugh.
I shrugged and looked at me with curiosity.
"Why would you want to hypnotize someone," she asked?
I shrugged again.
"I don' know. It would be fun to have someone at my hypnotic control," I said.
I didn't tell her my real agenda to hypnotize them all in the hopes that they'd remove their clothes and have sex with me.
'How hot would it be to see my mother naked and to have sex with me? How hot would that be to see my sister naked and to have sex with her? How hot would that be to see my aunt naked and to have sex with her? How hot would that be to see my cousin naked and to have sex with her? How hot would that be to see my grandmother naked and to have sex with her, too,' I thought?
Every morning and every evening, I masturbated over all of the above. I jerked off buckets of cum imagining hypnotizing them all without any of them being aware that I not only saw them without their clothes but also that I had sex with them, too.
She laughed while still looking at me with curiosity.
"Have you learned how to hypnotize someone?"
I shrugged again.
"I don't know. I haven't tried it out on anyone, yet," I said.
# # #
Then, I paused to look at her. The perfect opportunity, I read that trying to hypnotize someone works better when they're already relaxed. With my sister already having had two glasses of wine, she looked pretty relaxed to me if not a little tipsy. Daring myself to ask her, I asked her my question.
"May I try hypnotizing you," I asked?
She smiled.
"Sure," she said. "As long as you don't make a fool of me to make me bark like a dog or walk like a chicken," she said with a laugh.
I returned her laugh with my laugh.
"I promise not to do that," I said.
# # #
"Give me a minute," I said. "I need to grab my shiny object from my room."
I went to my room and grabbed my shiny object, a fifteen carat, synthetic blue topaz gemstone on a chain that I bought on eBay. Excited to hypnotize my sister, hoping that it worked, I hurriedly returned to the living room. While walking to the living room, I played all of my hypnotic suggestions in my mind.
Excited to see my sister without her clothes, I already had an erection that tented my pajama bottoms. Unable to hide it with my hand, she noticed it as soon as I walked back in the living room. She stared at my bulging prick that tented my pajama bottoms, in the way that I stared at the shape and the size of her naked breasts that I could see through her sheer nightgown. My sister laughed.
"Someone is sexually excited," she said laughing.
Showing me that she was sexually frustrated, she continued staring at my big bulging prick in the way that I stared at her sexy and shapely body in her sheer nightgown.
"Why do you have an erection," she asked?
She pointed and stared at my throbbing and pulsating cock.
I laughed while looking down.
"I have no control over my erections," I said. "They just happen."
She shocked me with what she said next.
"May I see it," she asked?
I looked at her stunned.
"You want to see my erection," I asked?
She nodded her head while still staring at my big dick.
"Yes, I do," she said. "Very much so."
She laughed.
"C'mon. Don't be modestly shy. Everyone is sleeping. We're alone," she said.
Seemingly, I didn't even have to hypnotize my sister, she was already ready to have sex with me.
I looked down at my bulging cock while my sister stared at my big dick that pushed its way out my pajama bottoms. My cock had a mind of its own and exposed itself to her. I stared at my sister in her short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgown. Her erect nipples were already making their impressions through her nightgown. With her staring at my erection, I stared at the impressions of her nipples.
"Wow," she said. "I had no idea that my baby brother had such a big dick. I mean, I've already seen it a couple of times when delivering your laundry basket and watched you masturbating yourself while putting your clothes away," she said.
She paused.
"Did you mean all of those things that you said about me that you wanted me to give you a hand job, allow you to cum all over my hand and across my naked breasts," she said. "Did you mean it when you said that you'd love to make love to me, fuck me, and give me your baby?"
I looked at her with shame mixed with sexual excitement.
# # #
"Are you ready," I asked while changing the subject?


She smiled and nodded her head.
"I'm ready, master. I'm ready to be hypnotized," she said with a laugh while sticking out her arms and staring helplessly at me as if she was already under my hypnotic control. "Hypnotize me," she said.
I held my shiny topaz up to her.
"Stare at my shiny topaz. Don't remove your eyes from it. Watch it sway back and forth. Relax while you stare at it," I said. "Relax," I said. "Relax. Breath. Breath. Keep staring at the topaz swaying back and forth. Back and forth. Back and forth."
I slowly swayed the topaz before her eyes.
"You're getting sleepy. No longer able to stare at the topaz, you can barely keep your eyes open. You're so very tired. Close your eyes and sleep. Sleep Veronica, sleep," I said.
As soon as I told her that she could barely keep her eyes open, she closed her eyes. Then, as soon as I told her to sleep, she put her head down and fell asleep.
'I did it,' I thought. 'I hypnotized my sister. I couldn't wait to give her my first hypnotic suggestion.'
# # #
"Now, when I say the word, topaz, you will be under my control. You will do whatever I ask you to do. Then, when I say the word, chain, you will awaken and not remember anything that happened," I said.
I put the topaz on the coffee table in front of me. I read that my hypnosis subject wouldn't do anything that they wouldn't do ordinarily when they had full control of their senses. With her already confessing that she watched me masturbate and heard all that I said about her while putting away my clothes, I hoped that my sister wanted me to see her naked breasts and her naked pussy.
"Topaz," I said.
My sister lifted her head and looked at me as if she was wide awake.
"Lift the hem of your nightgown higher up your thighs and part your knees wider. Show me your pussy, Veronica," I said. "I want to see your naked cunt."
Obediently obeying my hypnotic command, I couldn't believe it when my sister raised her nightgown higher and parted her knees wider to show me her black, trimmed, naked pussy. I stared at my sister's pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at her pussy slit, and I stared at her black pubic hair. I couldn't believe my sister was showing me her naked cunt.
"Chain," I said.
My sister pushed the hem of her nightgown down, closed her legs, and lifted her head up as if she was no longer sleeping. I couldn't believe that I had hypnotized my sister. I couldn't believe she showed me her naked pussy. I couldn't wait to see what more she'd do while under my hypnotic control.
# # #
"Topaz," I said.
She immediately fell into a trance again.
"Remove your nightgown straps from your shoulders," I said.
Immediately, she obediently obeyed me again. She removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders, first one and then, the other. I stared at the tops of her exposed, meaty breasts, and her long line of sexy cleavage.
"Now remove your arms from your nightgown straps," I said.
The top of her nightgown slid down a little to show me more of her cleavage and more of the tops of her naked breasts while looking like it was about to fall to her waist.
"Slowly push your nightgown top down to your waist. Show me your naked breasts, Veronica. I want to see your naked tits," I said.
Once again, obediently obeying me, she slowly slid her nightgown top to her waist to show me her naked breasts. I stared at my sister's D cup breasts. I stared at her dark pink areolas. I stared at her light pink erect nipples.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. I hypnotized my sister into exposing her naked pussy and her naked breasts to me. She's so beautiful. She is so shapely. She's so sexy.'
"Stand," I said.
She stood.
"Push your nightgown down to your feet," I said. "I want to see you naked. Show me your naked body, Veronica."
She stood and pushed her nightgown down to her feet. I stared at my naked sister. I stood and joined her on the couch. I took my sister in my arms and kissed her. Then, I parted her lips with my tongue, and French kissed her. She returned my French kisses with her long, wet kisses. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my sister.
I removed my erect prick from my pajama pee hole again.
"Touch my prick with your fingertip," I said.
Immediately, she touched and fondled my prick with her manicured fingertips while staring down at my exposed cock.
"Wrap your fingers around my prick and stroke it. Give me a hand job, Veronica," I said. "Make me cum."
She slowly stroked my cock. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. I couldn't believe it, my naked sister was masturbating me while I felt her naked breasts, fingered her erect nipples, and rubbed her clit.
"Now, take me in your mouth and suck it. Blow your brother," I said. "Suck my cock, Veronica. I want to cum in your mouth. I want to watch you swallow my cum."
Again, obeying me, my sister leaned down and took my prick in her mouth. She stroked me while sucking me. Unbelievably, my hypnotized, naked sister was giving me a blowjob. She stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper until I shot a big load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed.
"Cum, Scott. Cum. Cum in your mouth. I want to taste you. I need to swallow you," she said.
She continued stroking me faster and harder. As soon as she told me to cum in her mouth, I put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head. Pulling her head forward, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. I ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed me.
As soon as I exploded my cum in her mouth, she stood, and put on her nightgown. Then, she sat next to me as if I had not seen her naked and as if we didn't have sex. I gave her the word.
"Chain," I said.
She smiled up at me wide away. She stretched her arms and yawned. I feel so rested. I must have fallen asleep," she said.
# # #
The next day, something I didn't know she did, my sister told our mother what happened. If she told my mother, that would mean that she wasn't hypnotized when she removed her nightgown, gave me a hand job, sucked my cock, and gave me a blowjob. I didn't know she told my mother that I supposedly hypnotized her and she had sex with me until much later after I tried to hypnotize everyone else.
"Scott has read and watched videos of how to hypnotize someone," said Veronica to our mother.
My mother, Elizabeth, laughed.
"I allowed him to practice on me. He believed that he hypnotized me," she said. "He believed that I was under his hypnotic command."
My mother perked up.
"And what did he ask you to do when you pretended to be under hypnosis," she asked?
Veronica laughed.
"He asked me to raise my nightgown higher and part my knees wider. I showed him my naked pussy," said Veronica.
My mother smiled.
"What else did he ask you to do," she asked her daughter?
Veronica gave her mother a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"He asked me to lower the bodice of my nightgown to my waist. He wanted to see my naked breasts," she said.
My mother looked at her daughter with sexual arousal.
"And did you? Did you show your brother your naked breasts," asked our mother?
My sister nodded her head.
"I did," she said with a dirty laugh. "Then, he asked me to remove my nightgown. He said that he wanted to see me naked," she said.
Something that I found out later, our mother looked at her daughter with sexual arousal.
"And did you remove your nightgown," she asked? "Did you show your brother your naked body?"
Veronica nodded her head with a big smile.
"Yes, I did. I removed my nightgown. I showed him my naked body."
My mother smiled at her daughter.
"Is that all that you did," she asked?
# # #
Veronica looked at our mother with sexual arousal.
"He asked me to stroke his cock. Then, he asked me to suck his prick," she said.
Our mother laughed.
"And did you? Did you blow your brother," she asked?
Veronica returned our mother's laugh with her laugh.
"I did. I not only stroked his cock but also, I sucked his cock. I allowed him to cum in my mouth, and I swallowed his cum under the guise that he had hypnotized me," she said.
Elizabeth laughed.
"Tonight, I'll stay up late. I'll allow him to hypnotize me," said our mother. "I'm so sexually frustrated. I'd love to have sex with my son."
# # #
That night my mother wore her shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest cut nightgown without having the modesty of wearing a robe. She sat on the couch and I sat across from her. I stared at all that I could see of her naked body through her nightgown.
"Veronica told me that you've learned how to hypnotize someone. She told me that you hypnotized her. She told me she never felt as relaxed after you hypnotized her. Some people can't be hypnotized. I've been told that I can't be hypnotized," she said.
She looked at me and gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Do you think you could hypnotize your mother, Michael," she asked?
I laughed. Now I knew that Veronica wasn't hypnotized. I knew that my mother was playing me. She wanted me to strip her naked and have sex with me, too. Clearly, my mom was going to pretend that I hypnotized her. Yet, what did it matter? As long as I saw my mother without her clothes and had sex with her, that's all that mattered.
"May I try to hypnotize you mom," I asked?
With my mother having already finished her second glass of wine, she was plenty relaxed. With my topaz already on the coffee table, I picked it up and swayed it before her eyes.
"Look at the shiny, topaz mother. Follow it with your eyes. Stare at it," I said. "Don't remove your eyes from it. Relax. Relax. Breathe. Breathe."
I continued slowly waving my topaz before her eyes.
"You're getting sleepy. Your eyelids are getting heavy. You can no longer keep your eyes open. You must sleep, sleep, sleep," I said. "Sleep mother, sleep."
She closed her eyes. She put her head down. She fell asleep.
"When you hear the word topaz, you will be under my control. When you hear the word, chain, you will awaken and won't remember anything," I said.
# # #
"Topaz," I said.
Showing me that she was under my hypnotic control, my mother looked up at me and smiled.
"See, I told you that I can't be hypnotized," she said.
I nodded my head to show her that I agreed. Then, I said the word.
"Topaz," I said.
Immediately, she was under my hypnotic control.
"Stand and remove your nightgown," I said. "Show me your naked body. I want to see you without your clothes, mother."
Immediately, she stood and removed her nightgown. I stared at my naked mother. I stared at her huge, double D cup naked breasts. I stared at her brown areolas and her brown, erect nipples. I stared at her bushy, brown pussy.
# # #
As I did with my sister, I did with my mother. I stood and sat beside her. I kissed her. I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. She returned my French kisses with her long, wet kisses.
As if she was my girlfriend and we were parking, I felt her naked body everywhere while kissing her. I felt her huge breasts. I fingered her big nipples. I leaned to her and took her nipples in my mouth and sucked one while fingering the other.
Then, with her not stopping me, I rubbed her naked clit and finger fucked her pussy. She was so wet. I was masturbating my mother while making out with her. With her still under my hypnotic control, I continued instructing her what to do.
"Take my penis in your hand, mom," I said. "Stroke my cock. Give me a hand job."
She stared up at me while smiling. Then, she took me in her hand and stroked me. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. My mom was masturbating me.
"Now, lean forward and take me in your mouth," I said.
Something that I had always wanted to say to my mother, I said now.
"Blow me, mom. Suck my cock," I said. "I need to cum in your beautiful mouth and watch you swallow my cum."
Immediately, my mother moved to her knees in front of me. She took me in her hand and then she took me in her mouth. She stared up at me with her big, beautiful, brown eyes while stroking me while sucking me. If it wasn't enough that my sister blew me, my mother blew me, too.
"Cum, Scott. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said.
She continued stroking me faster. She continued stroking me harder. She continued sucking me deeper.
"Mom. My God, mom. I'm cumming. I'm coming, mommy. I'm cumming," I said.
I unload a big load of cum in my mother's beautiful mouth and she swallowed. She licked me clean. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips to remove me from her mouth, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, brown hair, and across her enormous naked breasts. She had my cum dripping from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her lips, her chin, and sliding down her neck, pooling on her tits. I gave my mother a cum bath.
As soon as she removed my cum from her face, her hair, and her naked body, she stood and put on her nightgown. Then, I gave her the word to awaken.
"Chain," I said.
Immediately, she awoke feeling refreshed.
"What's the score of the game," she asked? "I must have fallen asleep," she said stretching with a loud yawn.
She giggled with sexual arousal while wiping my sperm from her face, her hair, and her naked body. Then, she leaned up and kissed me. She snowballed some of my cum in my mouth. I couldn't believe that I had swallowed my own cum.
I didn't care if they pretended that they were hypnotized. They showed me what I wanted them to show me, their naked bodies. They gave me what I wanted them to give me, sex.
# # #
Surprising me, my aunt and my cousin stayed up late with me. They both walked in the living room with their shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest cut nightgowns. When they stood in front of the television in the darkened living room, I could see them as if they were both naked. As soon as they did, suspecting what would happen next, I quickly covered the couch with towels.
They sat together on the couch across from me. I stared at my aunt and my cousin as if they were already naked. I could clearly see the size and the shape of my aunt's double D cup breasts and my cousin's D cup breasts. Before they sat, I could see their trimmed patch of pubic hair.
After I had sex with my mother, I hoped she'd tell her sister and, seemingly, she did tell my aunt Olivia. Hoping to get them alone, with them always together, my aunt stayed up late with her daughter, Isabella. Something that I hadn't yet tried to do, I hypnotized them both at the same time.
"My sister told me that you hypnotized her," said my aunt with an eager smile. "Can you hypnotize us? We've never been hypnotized. We'd like to know what it feels like," said my aunt, doing all of the talking for her daughter, my cousin, Isabella.
That told me that I hadn't hypnotized my mother. Like my sister did, she pretended that I had hypnotized her. Yet, no matter, what mattered was that I not only had sex with my sister but also, I had sex with my mother. Now, I was about to have sex with my aunt and my cousin.
I swayed my shiny crystal in front of their eyes.
"Stare at the crystal. Don't look away from the crystal," I said while continuing to sway the topaz before their eyes.
"You're getting sleepy. Relax. Breathe. Breathe in and breathe out," I said. "You feel so tired that you can hardly keep your eyes open. Your eyelids feel so heavy. Close your eyes, and sleep, sleep, and sleep," I said.
They both closed their eyes and put their heads down.
"When I say Topaz; you will do whatever I tell you to do. Then, when I say the word, Chain, you will awaken feeling relaxed and refreshed.
"Topaz," I said.
# # #
They were both ready for my hypnotic commands.
"Stand and remove your nightgowns," I said.
As soon as they removed their nightgowns, I stood and sat between them. In the way that I made out with my aunt I kissed my cousin. Taking turns kissing them both, I parted their lips with my tongue and French kissed them. They returned my French kisses with their long, wet kisses. I touched, felt, and fondled their naked bodies everywhere while kissing them.
Something that I had always wanted to do, and had masturbated myself while imagining doing, I did now.
"Stand and sit on my face, auntie," I said. "I want to eat your cunt."
Immediately, she stood and sat on my face.
"While I'm eating your mother, Isabella, suck my cock," I said. "Blow me. I need to cum in your mouth."
Immediately my cousin made herself comfortable between my legs, pulled down my pajama bottoms. She took my erect cock in her hand before taking it in her mouth. I fingered and licked my aunt. Then, as soon as my aunt had her orgasm and I exploded a load of cum in my cousin's mouth, we switched places. My cousin sat on my face while my aunt blew me.
Finally, as soon as my cousin had her orgasms and I ejaculated a load of cum in my aunt's mouth, I took turns mounting them. While my cousin watched, I made love to her mother. I slowly and passionately humped her while making out with her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, I fucked my aunt and she fucked me.
Then, I switched with my cousin. While my aunt watched, I mounted my cousin. I slowly and passionately humped her while making out with her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, I fucked my cousin and she fucked me. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, hoping to impregnate her, I ejaculated a load of cum in Isabella's pussy.
Once we all had our threesome, sexual fun, I gave them the word.
"Chain," I said.
# # #
The next evening, I was surprised to see my grandmother sitting on the couch. Dressed like my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, my granny, Mary, was wearing her shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest-cut nightgown. I could remove my horny eyes from her enormous breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her erect nipples that pushed out the front of her nightgown.
"My daughters told me that you hypnotized them. They told me that they felt so rested and so relaxed after you put them under your hypnotic control. I've been having trouble sleeping. Do you think you could hypnotize me so that I could finally get some sleep," she asked?
I picked up my topaz from the coffee table.
"Relax grandma. Stare at my topaz. Breathe in and out deeply as I swing my topaz before your eyes. Stare at the topaz swing one way before swinging the other way. Relax. Breathe. Stay at the topaz," I said.
My grandmother stared at the topaz while breathing in and out while relaxing.
"Now, that you're relaxed, you feel tired. You feel so very tired. Your eyelids are becoming heavy. You can no longer keep your eyes open. Close your eyes and sleep, grandma, sleep," I said.
She closed her eyes, put her head down, and soundly slept.
# # #
"When you hear the word topaz, you will do what I say. Then, when you hear the word chain, you will open your eyes and feel rested, relaxed, and feel wide awake. You will have no memory of what happened when you were sleeping," I said.
In the way that I thought that I had hypnotized my sister, my mother, my aunt, and my cousin, I hoped that I had hypnotized my grandmother. I hoped that she wasn't pretending to be hypnotized, too. Yet, no matter. What mattered was that I was having sex with my grandmother.
"Topaz," I said. "Stand and remove your nightgown," I said. "Show me your naked body, grandma."
Immediately, she stood and removed her nightgown. I stared at her enormous, sagging breasts. I stared at her bushy, brown pussy. I stood, removed my pajama bottoms, and sat beside my grandmother.


"Take my penis in my hand, grandma and stroke me before taking me in your mouth to suck me," I said.
Instead of obeying me, she surprised me by what she said next.
"I'm sorry, Scott but I can't blow you. I never gave my husband, your grandfather oral sex," she said. "When I was home from college, every time my father was drunk, he'd come into my room while I was sleeping. He had me suck his cock while I was asleep."
She looked so sad as if she was about to cry.
"I woke up with his big dick in my mouth. Then, as soon as I awakened, he not only ejaculated in my mouth but he ejaculated a second load of cum all over my face. My father gave me cum bath. Instead of me blowing you, you may fuck me in my ass," she said.
My grandmother knelt on the couch to bare her naked ass to me. While I held on to her huge, soft, and sagging breasts, I had anal sex with my grandmother. I fucked her in her ass.
After I had sex with all five of my female relatives, no longer having to pretend that they were hypnotized, we had sex every day and every night. When I wasn't having sex with my mother, I had sex with my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother. When I wasn't licking their pussies, they were sucking my cock.
Doing the dirty deed, I impregnated my sister, my aunt, and my cousin. Having three children within nine months, I was on my way to having an incestuous cult. I couldn't wait to have incestuous sex with them again. With twins running in our family, how hot would that be to have three sets of twins. I'd love to have nine children who looked like me.
With us able to finally survive the COVID pandemic by having sex, I hated when the epidemic was over. Yet, surprising me, the sex never ended. We continued having sex. As much as it was a fluke as it was a joy, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin, all gave birth to identical twins. My sister had identical, twin girls, my aunt had identical, twin boys, and my cousin had fraternal twins, a boy, and a girl.
The End
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Sis-in-law, her Mom & my Mom-in-law
Summer fun with sister-in-law, her mom & my mother-in-law.
An unlikely scenario, every man's sexual fantasy, something that shocked me as much as it sexually excited me, I had threesome sex with my sister-in-law, Kathy, her mother Christine, and my mother-in-law Diane. If it hadn't really happened, I never would have believed it.
They wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with them. Something that shocked me as much as it excited me, I never expected to have sex with any of them nevermind all three of them. I still can't believe it. I'll be masturbating over this unbelievable day for the rest of my horny life.
We didn't have sex in a bedroom while in bed, in the living room on the floor, or on a couch, oh, no, in the shower, bent over the pool table, or in the kitchen. We had sex in my sister-in-law's car at the beach. As if we were teenagers parked in lover's lane, I had sex with Kathy in the front seat of her car after I had sex with Christine and Diane in the backseat of her car. A very hot summer day, we left the car running with the air conditioning on high.
Not caring who saw us, beachgoers continually entered and left the beach while walking by our car. As if they couldn't believe their eyes, they stopped and stared at all that they were seeing. They stared at my sister-in-law naked in the front seat. They stared at her mother and my mother-in-law naked in the backseat with me sitting between them without my clothes.
Something they were all shocked to see, they stared at Kathy, Christine, Diane, and I naked. They stopped to stare at the three women taking turns to stroking my cock and sucking my prick while I fondled their big, naked tits and fingered and sucked their erect nipples. For all of the world to see, strangers stared at us having sex. If it wasn't enough that I was having sex with the three women, dozens of strangers watched us having sex.
# # #
My name is Michael. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, something my wife doesn't know, I'm a pervert. When it comes to having sex with women that I know, ready and willing, I'm a deviant. Giving me something to masturbate over when seeing their reactions to seeing my naked, erect cock, I love flashing my stiff prick to unsuspecting women.
Starting when I was eighteen-years-old, I couldn't help myself. Dick flashing women and stroking myself over dick flashing someone is something that I love to do. I've never felt as sexually satisfied after masturbating myself over dick flashing another unsuspecting woman.
Over the years, unable to stop myself from doing so, I've deliberately dick flashed every woman that I know not once but several times. While pretending that I don't know they're there watching me, with my eyes closed and my headphones on while I'm naked, I've allowed them to catch me masturbating.
I've dick flashed my mother, my mother's friends, my sister, my sister's friends, my aunt, my aunt's friends, my cousin, my cousin's friends, my grandmother, my grandmother's friends, my friends, my co-workers, and my neighbors many times. Encouraging me to flash them more, instead of looking away with disgust and disdain, they not only look, they stare. Most times, they even stay to watch me cum. I love when they remain in my room while watching me cum all over my chest and my stomach.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe they're staying in my room on the pretense of putting my clothes away while I stroke my prick and watch me stroking myself until I cum.'
# # #
Something that sexually aroused them as much as it excited me. Wanting them to know that I'm jerking off over them, I continued a dialogue about them with myself with my eyes closed but slitted open just enough to see their reactions. As much as they love watching me jerking off, they love hearing me talking about them while masturbating.
Again, shocking me as much as they surprise me, instead of looking away in embarrassment and in shame, they not only look at my big dick, enjoying seeing it as much as I love showing it, they stared at my exposed prick. If it wasn't enough that they all stared at my naked prick, I couldn't believe they stayed in my room to watch me cum. They're all whores as much as I'm a pervert.
Even better than having one of them catching me stroking myself, my best dick flashing scenarios are when my mother hosts her monthly book club, her monthly Bible study group, or her semi-annual, lingerie party in the living room of our house. When she does, while pretending to be embarrassed, I dick flashed eighteen women at a time when making my dick flash appear accidental instead of intentional.
Acting surprised, I pretended that I didn't know that my mom had guests. I masturbated myself to a big and hard erection before walking from the bathroom to the living room while only wearing a towel and drying my hair with another towel. Then, as soon as I inhaled while yawning and lifting my arms over my head, my towel fell from around my waist to collect around my feet. I stood frozen in front of eighteen women naked and with a big and hard throbbing and pulsating erection.
Again, surprising me as much as they sexually excited me, the women seemingly enjoyed seeing my naked, erect prick as much as I love showing them my naked, erect cock. After reading a story on Literotica written by Wicked Whore Writer, she wrote that many women over fifty-years-old are whores. Sitting forward in their chairs, staring instead of looking away, they stared the longest and the hardest at my naked dick.
"Oops, sorry. Oh, my God. I'm so embarrassed. Please don't look at my exposed penis," I said.
# # #
As soon as I told them not to look, calling more attention to my naked cock, they not only looked but also, they stared at my exposed penis. Other times, pretending that I'm unaware, with me wearing pajama bottoms without wearing underwear, I'll walk in the living room during their book club with my big prick sticking straight out of my pajama pee hole. Encouraging me to flash them again, I'm always surprised by how many women not only look but also lean forward in their chair while staring closer and longer at my erect cock.
When my mother hosts the Bible study group, I've even dick flashed Sister Mary Elizabeth, my former Sunday school teacher. Never thinking that this holy nun was a whore, surprising me by her reaction to seeing my naked penis, along with the others, she not only looked but also, she stared. She's even anointed herself, while staring up at the ceiling as if God was there.
"Dear God almighty. Thank you, Jesus," I heard her whisper under her breath.
Shocking me as much as I shocked them, never expecting their positive, sexual reactions to seeing my cock, giving me even more to masturbate over, I can't believe that they all not only looked but also, they stared. Moreover, our little secret, not telling their husbands, their boyfriends, or their significant others, they never told anyone that I dick flashed them. Seemingly, they were hoping that I'd dick flash them again.
Giving me something more to masturbate over, every day I looked forward to dick flashing more unsuspecting women and jerking off over all that they saw of me later. I can't count how many women that I've dick flashed. Over the years, encouraged to flash myself even more, I must have flashed hundreds of women my naked, erect prick with much more favorable reactions than negative ones. Unbelievably, women seemingly enjoyed seeing my naked, erect prick as much as I enjoyed flashing them my naked, erect prick.
# # #
The best is when my mother hosts a sexy lingerie party. Unbelievably, they invited me to join them. Coming out to join them in the living room, as if they're lingerie models walking the catwalk, they enjoy giving me a lingerie show.
With them in their sexy lingerie, ready to dick flash them again, I wear my bathroom with nothing underneath that I deliberately allow it to fall open at the most inappropriate and inopportune time. With them showing me their sheer panties and their low-cut bras, I return the favor by exposing my naked, erect prick again to them. I love showing them my big dick as much as I love seeing their sheer panties, their low-cut bras, and their sexy nightgowns.
"Michael," said my mother. "Come join us. We need a man's opinion," she said.
With me as the lingerie judge, they gave me the best seat in the house. As if they're walking the runway, from where I'm sitting in the living room, I watch them sexily walk from the kitchen, through the dining room and into the living room in their bras, panties, and sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't wait to masturbate over this sexy lingerie show later.'
My mother, her friends, my sister, her friends, my aunt, her friends, my cousin, her friends, my grandmother, her friends, and our neighbors, eighteen women in all, give me quite the revealing lingerie show.
'Oh, my God,' I said to myself again. 'This is unbelievable. I can't wait to masturbate myself after seeing all of these women in their sexy underwear and in their sheer nightgowns. I'll be jerking off over this for the rest of my horny life.'
What I've seen of their nearly naked bodies through their sheer and sexy bras, panties, and nightgowns, is like seeing them all topless and/or naked. Again, I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother Jane, and her two best friends, Audrey, and Maureen, my sister, Julie, and her two best friends, Jennifer, and Donna in their sexy lingerie.
Not stopping with just jerking off over them, I'll be playing with myself over seeing my aunt, Carol, her two best friends, Tina, and Susan, my cousin, Brenda, and her two best friends, Tiffany, and Crystal in their sexy lingerie. I'll be masturbating over seeing my grandmother, Barbara, and her two best friends, Ruth, and Mary in their sexy lingerie. As if I'm seeing them topless and naked, I'll be pulling my prick over seeing our next door neighbors, Emily, Katherine, and Gloria for the rest of my horny life.
Not wanting to be arrested for lewd and lascivious behavior, I only dick flash my captive audience of women who visit my house. I never dick flash women outside in public. As much of an exhibitionist as I am a voyeur, I love exposing myself to women. As soon as I dick flash someone, I'm surprised when they return the favor and flash me with up skirt peeks of their panties, and/or down blouse views of their cleavages and low-cut bras.
# # #
In celebration of my mother's fiftieth birthday, instead of going to a CFNM strip club, they hired me to dress as a policeman as their sexy stripper. Surprised that they asked me to strip naked in front of them, I was ready to have sex with them. With my mother, the birthday woman, while they all watched, I kissed her on her lips, parted her lips with my tongue, and French kissed her. I slowly and sexily stripped in front of my mother. I removed my policeman's uniform and she reached out her hands to remove my tiny briefs.
As soon as I was naked, my mother took my erect prick in her hand to slowly stroke me while starting up at me. She allowed me to unbutton her blouse and lift her bra over her double D cup naked breasts. I felt and fondled her naked breasts while my mother took me in her mouth and sucked my cock.
After stripping for my mother, my seventy-two-year-old grandmother wanted me to give her some sexual attention. I made out with my grandmother while feeling her huge F cup, triple D cup, sagging breasts through her blouse and her bra. Then, I lifted her blouse and her bra to reveal her humongous sagging breasts.
I fingered and sucked her nipples before she leaned forward, took my prick in her wrinkled hand before taking me in her wrinkled mouth. My grandmother blew me in front of everyone. I couldn't believe my beloved grandmother sucked my cock and allowed me to cum in her wrinkled mouth.
Next was my sister. Already topless, she allowed me to have my way with her naked, D cup breasts. In the way that my mother and my grandmother did, my sister did, too. She sucked my prick. My sister blew me, too. I ejaculated cum in my sister's mouth, too.
Next was my sister-in-law, Kathy, her mother, Christine, and my mother-in-law, Diane. They both took turns stroking my cock and sucking my prick. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, I exploded cum in both of their mouths and they swallowed my load.
Had we not already had sex in my sister-in-law's car, her mother and my mother-in-law blowing me would have shocked me. I was more shocked when my aunt and my cousin sucked my cock. Every woman wanted to have sex with me. Every woman wanted to expose and allow me to fondle their naked breasts while I sucked their nipples and they stroked and sucked my cock.
After having dick flashed them every woman several times, this was the first time they not only stared at my naked prick but also, they stroked and sucked my big dick. While I fondled their naked breasts and fingered their erect nipples. I never imagined that dick flashing these eighteen women would lead to having sex with all of them.
Remaining silent, my wife stared while watching me having sex with her mother, her sister, my mother, my grandmother, my aunt, and my cousin. The next weekend, I allowed my wife, Susan, to have sex with my three friends. Gary, John, and Raymond, stripped her naked.
While making out with her, they took turns fucking her while I watched from a chair in our bedroom. Then, she took turns stroking and sucking their cocks and allowing them to cum in her mouth and swallow their cum. My wife was as much of a whore as was her mother and her sister. They all couldn't get enough of my cock.
From that day forward, we emerged ourselves in the swinging lifestyle. I watch my wife have circle jerks with five men at a time. I watched her have gangbangs with three men. I watched her have threesome sex with two men. We even went to a nude beach with her mother and her sister. Hidden behind a sand dune, we had sex on the beach while a dozen men watched and jerked off their cum all over their naked bodies.
# # #
Long before I exposed myself to every woman that I know, and long before my wife and I became swingers, my story started on one hot summer's day in July. I invited my sister-in-law, Kathy, her mother, Christine, and my mother-in-law, Diane to the beach. Not thinking they'd take me up on my invitation, I was surprised when they all agreed to go to the beach with me. I only wish it was nude beach. I'd love to see Kathy, Christine, and Diane naked as much as I'd love for them to see me without my clothes, too.
With the three of them all having shapely bodies, I hoped they'd all wear sexy bikinis. Instead of wearing bikinis, they wore one-piece, low-cut bathing suits. Shocking me as much as they sexually excited me, as soon as they leaned forward to straighten the towels on the sand, their bathing suit tops leaned forward with them to show me down bathing suit views of their naked breasts. Having never seen their naked breasts before, I was seeing their big tits, now.
With me an exhibitionist pervert, I had another agenda than just going to the beach. In the way that they've already flashed me their naked tits, returning the favor, I wanted to flash them my naked dick. Three women who I've yet to dick flash, I wondered what their reactions would be to seeing my naked, erect prick.
Would they look away in shame and embarrassment? Would they look in curiosity? Or would they stare in sexual arousal?
Never having had the opportunity to dick flash them before, I wanted to dick flash them today. Again, curious for their reactions to seeing my naked prick, I couldn't wait to show my s mother-in-law, my sister-in-law, and my sister-in-law's mother my naked prick. I was hoping to dick flash all three of them at the beach. Again, curious to know, I wondered if they'd look, look away, or stare. In the way that I wanted to show them my prick, I hoped they'd flash me their tits again, and they did again and again.
Giving me something to masturbate over for the rest of my horny life, I hoped to dick flash not only my sexy, sister-in-law but also her MILF of a mother, and my wife's MILF of a mother, too. Again, curious for their reactions to seeing my naked, erect prick, I couldn't wait to dick flash them while making my deliberate flashes appear accidental. I hoped they'd return the favor of my dick flash by showing me down bathing suit views of their long line of cleavages, their areolas, their naked breasts, and their erect nipples.
I've not only have been sexually attracted to my sister-in-law but also, I've been sexually attracted to her mother and my wife's mother, too. All three women are good looking women with big tits. I'd love to have forbidden sex with any one of them or all three of them.
In preparation to dick flash them, I cut the netting out of my bathing suit so that when I relaxed on my towel with my legs parted, my cock would fall out, and the head of my naked prick would be totally exposed. Again, I was curious if they'd look, look away, or stare. With them as much exhibitionists as I'm a voyeur, they all wore revealing, one-piece, low-cut bathing suits. As soon as they moved to their knees to fix their beach towels, the tops of their bathing suits fell forward and fell open with them. I could see their naked breasts and their erect nipples down their bathing suit tops.
'Oh, my God. I can't believe I'm seeing their naked breasts. With my sister-in-law having D cup breasts, and her mother and my mother-in-law having double D cup breasts, I love their big tits. I couldn't wait to masturbate later after seeing their naked tits and their erect nipples."
I could clearly see the tops of their meaty and jigging breasts. I could see their long lines of sexy cleavage. I could even see their symmetrical areolas and their erect nipples. In the way that I gave them a continual view of my exposed prick, they gave me a continual view of their exposed breasts.
I'm glad that my wife didn't come with us. She would have been a party pooper and ruined my dick flashing plans. Besides, she's blonde, blue-eyed, and fair skinned, she burns easily in the sun. And with this a very hot day, in the nineties, no matter how much sunscreen she applied, she'd burn. Besides, she prefers going to the mountains than going to the beach where I preferred going to the beach than the mountains.
# # #
As soon as we found a good spot on the beach and placed our towels on the sand, they wanted me to put sunscreen on their nearly naked bodies.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'll be touching, feeling, and fondling, my nearly naked sister-in-law, her nearly naked mother, and my nearly naked mother-in-law everywhere. I'll be jerking off over rubbing them with sunscreen later.'
My sister-in-law was first. Wishing she was facing me, she turned from me to lower her bathing suit top to her waist. She has D cup breasts. I'd love to see her naked tits.
I applied sunscreen to her back, her arms, and her shoulders. While applying sunscreen to her back, reaching around her to nearly finger her erect nipples, and with her not stopping me, I applied sunscreen to the sides of her D cup breasts. Then, I applied sunscreen to her long and shapely legs. As soon as she parted her legs, with the back of my hand slowly sliding against her bathing clad pussy, I massaged her legs all the way up.
Next, I did the same to her fifty-two-year-old mother. As her daughter did, her mother did, too, she turned away from me to remove her bathing suit straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bathing suit straps. Then, she pushed her bathing top down to her waist to reveal the sides of her enormous, double D cup breasts. Again, I would have loved to see Christine's naked breasts.


As soon as she moved to her stomach, I applied sunscreen to her back and to the sides of her naked breasts that spilled out on each side. Her tits were so big and so firm. I nearly rubbed and fingered her nipples. I definitely touched her areolas.
# # #
Again, as I did with my sister-in-law, Kathy, I did with her mother, Christine. I applied sunscreen to her legs. I massage her legs all the way up with the back of my hand sliding across her bathing suit clad pussy. She squirmed and wiggled when I touched her cunt with the back of my horny hand.
Next was my fifty-three-year-old mother-in-law, Diane. Instead of turning all the way around with her back to me, she turned more to the side while lowering her bathing suit top. She gave me a good, long view of the side of her naked, double D cup breast. I love tits, especially big tits, and especially the big tits of older women. I couldn't believe that I saw my mother-in-law's naked breasts, just as I couldn't believe that I'll soon be flashing her my naked prick.
As soon as I removed my T-shirt, they all stared at my muscular body. I already had a big and hard erection that tented my bathing suit briefs. They stared at my bulging and pulsating prick in the way that I stared at their bathing suit, shapely asses.
My sister-in-law, her mother, and my mother-in-law took turns rubbing sunscreen all over my bathing suit clad body. As if I was receiving a massage from three women in a Taiwanese massage parlor, I'd love for them to all give me a happy ending. How hot would it be to receive a hand job from my sexy sister-in-law, her MILF of a mother, and my MILF of a mother-in-law? How hot would that be for the three women to take turns sucking my prick, allowing me to cum in their mouths, and swallowing my cum?
I waited until the three of them walked down to the water before I removed my prick from my bathing suit. I stared at their shapely, bathing suit clad asses. I immediately had an erection. My big dick snaked down my thigh. As soon as they walked towards me, they'd see my throbbing and pulsating cock. Again, I wondered if they look, stare, or look away.
Too hot to stay at the beach, we stayed for an hour. My sister-in-law's mother suggested that we change our clothes in the car rather than bring sand home with us. As much as I wanted them to see my erect naked prick, the three women agreed to change out of their clothes in the car. They wanted me to see them naked as much as I wanted to see them without their clothes.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm not only going to see my sister-in-law without her clothes but also, I'm going to see her mother and my mother-in-law naked, too.'
# # #
I looked at them stunned?
"What? Wait. Pardon me? You want to change in the car," I asked?
My mother-in-law laughed.
"Don't be a prude, Michael. We've already seen your erect, naked prick. We saw you staring down our bathing suit tops. You've already seen our naked breasts," she said with a little laugh. "What's the big deal?"
Christine laughed.
"Come sit between us in the backseat," said my sister-in-law's mother. "And we'll make it worth your while," she said.
She moved her hand up and down as if she was giving me a hand job. Then, she moved her hand up to her mouth and moved it back and forth while pushing her cheek out with her tongue as if she was giving me a blowjob. She shocked me as much as she sexually excited me.
My mother-in-law laughed. Then, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me, too, by what she said next.
"In case you don't know, Michael, many women over fifty-year-old are whores. We're whores," she said with a laugh. "We love sucking and fucking cock. We'd love to blow you, allow you to cum in our mouths, and swallow your cum," she said.
Kathy's mother laughed.
"Tell us, wouldn't you like your sister-in-law's mother and your mother-in-law to stroke your cock while sucking your prick? Wouldn't love to cum in our mouths and watch us swallow your cum," she asked?
She let out a dirty laugh.
"I'd love you to fuck me while I sit on your lap," said Christine. "And I'm sure that my daughter would love to have sex with you, too," she said.
Kathy smiled at me while doing the same hand motion as if she was giving me a hand job. Then, she did the same hand mother to her mouth as her mother did as if she was giving me a blowjob. Changing in the car, the four of us stripped naked.
While I fondled her big tits and fingered her erect nipples, not only did Kathy's mother stroke, and suck my prick but also, my mother-in-law stroked and sucked my prick, too. She allowed me to fondle her big breasts and finger her erect nipples. While stroking me faster and harder, they both allowed me to cum in their mouths and they swallowed my cum.
Then, with me young, dumb, and full of cum, as soon as I moved to the front seat with my sister-in-law, she stroked and sucked my prick, too. She allowed me to fondle her naked breasts and pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. Then, I sucked her nipples while finger fucking her pussy. As I did with her mother and with my wife's mother, I exploded a big load of cum in my sister-in-law's mouth, and she swallowed. All three women were talented cocksuckers.
Next week, a place where my prude of a wife would never go, I couldn't wait to take the three of them to a nude beach. I couldn't believe that I had sex with all three women. I couldn't wait for naked men at the nude beach to see them naked. I couldn't wait for naked women at the nude beach to see me naked, too.
I couldn't wait to have foursome sex behind a sand dune while men watched us fucking and sucking. I couldn't wait to watch them masturbate and cum all over my sister-in-law, all over her mother, and all over my mother-in-law. I can't wait to watch strangers having sex with them, too.
Not believing that my sex life could get any better, it did when my wife and I participated in the swing lifestyle. It was hot watching my wife stroke, suck, and fuck other men. It was so hot to watch men and women having threesome sex, foursome sex, and gang bang sex with my wife.
The End


        

  
    Sex with Mom’s Best Friend, Liz, #1
  
  Sex with Mom’s Best Friend, Liz, #1

        Forbidden Love story, younger man with a women Twice his Age

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sex-with-mom-s-best-friend-liz-1

Title: Sex with Mom’s Best Friend, Liz, #1

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Mature

Description: Forbidden Love story, younger man with a women Twice his Age

Tags: 

Series: Sex with Mom’s Best Friend, Liz


Sex with Mom's Best Friend, Liz, #1
Forbidden Love story, younger man with a women Twice his Age
Too young to die, my mother, Julie, succumbed to breast cancer. She was only forty-five-years-old. She worked as a full partner at a law firm. Fortunately, they had a buy-sell agreement in place and one of their lawyers bought her partnership for nine-hundred-thousand-dollars. In addition, she had a two-million dollar life insurance policy that her company gave her when she became partner ten-years ago.
With me an only child, I inherited everything, her paid in full, four bedroom, five bath house. I also inherited her prized, low-mileage, 2011 black Lincoln Town Car Executive that she used to commute back and forth to work and to pick up and drive clients to the airport. She had an eight figure investment portfolio, and cash that she was saving for my college education and for her retirement. An instant, eight figure, multi-millionaire, I had instantly become a rich man.
My name is Michael and I'm twenty-two-years old. Only, even though my mother wanted me to attend, matriculate, and graduate, I had no intention of going to college. She wanted me to attend Harvard Law School. She wanted me to follow in her footsteps and become a lawyer. A blue collar working man, I wanted to be an auto mechanic.
I already worked at a Ford dealership. An honest living, I wanted to make a career of repairing cars and maybe even buying my own shop. Now that I could afford my own garage, once I earned more experience as a lowly, auto mechanic, I'll soon own my garage. With money already in hand to afford one, maybe I'll even buy my own Ford dealership.
# # #
My mom's best friend, Elizabeth, a drop dead gorgeous woman, my next-door neighbor, helped me clean up after my mom's funeral. A big crowd of visitors paid their respects, my mom had a lot of friends, acquaintances, co-workers, clients, and neighbors, who attended her funeral. They brought so much food, too much food for me to eat before it went bad. We all ate a good bit of it. I froze some of it, and gave some to Liz. She stayed to help me with the cleanup and with the food.
Unbelievably, our love story started when I turned eighteen-years-old. Shocking me and giving me an instant erection, Elizabeth kissed me on my lips on my birthday. Surprising me again, she kissed me on the lips again at my high school graduation party.
This time, with us alone playing pool down the cellar after the party, she pressed her shapely body against me and more passionately and kissed me longer. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. Having never French kissed a woman before, I returned her kiss with my kiss. With my arm wrapped around her firm body, wanting to reach my hand down to cup her shapely ass, but not daring to do so, I rested my hand at the top of her buttocks.
"Congratulations, Michael," she said.
I've always had a secret crush on my mom's best friend. With me continually masturbating over her every morning and every night, I've always been sexually attracted to Elizabeth. I soon discovered that I had a thing for older women, women in their forties. Women who were twice my age.
With my mother having lots of friends and, seemingly, all of them having big breasts, I was sexually attracted to older women with big breasts. Who knows, maybe I had a secret desire for my mother and wanted to have sex with her, too. My mother, Julie, was a MILF with big breasts, too. She never wore a robe over her nightgowns in the house. All of her sexy nightgowns were short, sheer, and low-cut.
Sometimes she sat on the couch with her knees parted just enough for me to see what I shouldn't see of my mother up her short nightgown. Then, when she leaned longer and lower over me while serving me coffee or food, and with her giving me a down nightgown view, I saw even more of my sexy mother. When she wasn't unintentionally flashing me her naked pussy, she flashed me her naked breasts. She gave me lots of flashes of her naked body for me to play with myself over again.
# # #
Drinking wine and getting drunk every summer, my mom and her friend, Elizabeth, hung out by the pool in their bikinis. Our backyard fence was plenty high enough that no one could see them sunning themselves and having fun in the pool and/or in the sauna or the hot tub. Something that I loved to do, giving me even more to masturbate over, they asked me to rub suntan lotion on their nearly naked bodies. They'd undo their bikini tops and layout on their stomachs.
As soon as they removed their coverups, I couldn't believe what I was seeing. They bought new, matching bikinis but in different colors. My mother wore a light blue one, her favorite color, and Liz wore a light green one, her favorite color.
As shocking as it was sexually exciting, my mom's bikini top barely covered her areolas and her nipples. The entire shape and the size of her C cup breasts were fully exposed to my horny eyes. Imagining that I was seeing my mother topless, what I couldn't see of her, I could imagine of her. All she had in back was a thin strip of bathing suit material between her ass cheeks.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'm seeing my mother's shapely, naked ass.'
Unembarrassed and unashamed, she stood and modeled her bikini for me with her arms over her head.
"What do you think of my new bikini, Michael," she asked?
Seemingly, wanting me to stare, she twirled around and even bent at the waist to show me her nearly naked ass?
'I'll be jerking off over this later,' I thought.
Again, with them both wearing identical bikinis but in different colors, the first time sexually lusting over my mom, I stared at my mother in the way that I stared at her best friend. Only, with my cock throbbing and pulsating in my bathing suit, I stared at my mother's friend with even more horniness and sexual desire than I stared at my mother. With her bikini exposing so much of her beautiful body, I could see Liz as if she was naked. What I couldn't see of her beautiful, naked body, I imagined later while jerking off.
"Jesus, mom. You're practically naked," I said with a dirty, little laugh. "What I can't see of you, I can imagine," I said with a sexy laugh.
She returned my laugh with her laugh.
"Oh, Michael, I'm fully covered," she said.
She looked down at herself and smiled. I continued staring at all that I could see of my mother's breasts, her ass, and her pussy. She rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Seriously, give me your opinion of my bikini," she said. "I need a man's opinion."
She twirled around again.
"What do I think of your bikini? A woman who doesn't look her age, you look ten-years younger. I think you're as sexy as you are shapely. You're a real MILF, mom," I said.
She looked at me with confusion and laughed.
"MILF? What's that," she asked?
She looked at her friend.
"What's a MILF, Liz," she asked her friend?
I blushed.
"MILF means a mother that a man would like to fuck," said Liz with a sexy smile and a naughty look.
She laughed while my mother looked at me aghast.
"What? Oh, my God, Michael," she said in shock while covering her breasts with her forearm. "You want to fuck your mother," she asked?
I imagined having sex with my mother. I immediately sprouted an even bigger and harder erection that bulged out my bathing suit when she asked me if I wanted to fuck her.
"Oh, my God, mom. I'm so embarrassed. I didn't mean it in that way," I said.
# # #
Not dropping it, she turned to her friend.
"My son wants to fuck his mother," said my mom to Liz with a laugh.
Liz laughed, too.
"In the way that you look in that bikini, Julie, I'd want to have sex with you, too," said Liz with a dirty laugh.
I continued staring at my nearly naked mother in the way that I always stared at Liz whatever she was wearing. Then, when Liz removed her coverup, because she had bigger breasts and a shapelier ass, her bikini was even more revealing than my mother's inappropriate bikini. In the way that her bikini top exposed most of her naked breasts, her bikini top barely covered her areolas and her erect nipples.
Barely covering her big tits, her bikini bottom was a small triangular piece of material that barely covered her pussy. In the way that I clearly could see my mom's pussy mound, camel toe, and pussy slit, I could see Liz's pussy mound, camel toe, and pussy slit, too. Even though I've never eaten a pussy before, I'd so love to finger and lick Liz's cunt. Not covering her naked ass either, a thin piece of cloth material separated her shapely ass cheeks. Both women were nearly naked.
# # #
Then, my mother said what I hoped she'd say.
"Be a dear, Michael, and rub some sunscreen on us. We don't want to burn," said my mother.
Preventing me from seeing her naked breasts, my mom turned her back to me before undoing her top. She held it closed with her hand while moving to her stomach. Giving me more of a show, instead of turning her back to me, Liz moved more to the side of me while not holding her top in place with her hand. I watched the side her big breast drop from her top. When she moved down to lay on her stomach, I saw a quick glimpse of the size and the shape of her big breast, her dark pink areola, and her lighter pink, erect nipple.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I just saw Elizabeth's naked breast.'
I moved to my knees. Then, something that I didn't do with my mother but I did with her friend, when rubbing sunscreen on her back, I rubbed sunscreen on the sides of her exposed breasts that stuck out from each side of her. Getting closer and daring myself to touch and finger her nipples every time that I rubbed sunscreen on the sides of her breasts, I nearly touched her nipples. I wished they'd lay on their backs to allow me to put sunscreen on the front of them and all over their naked breasts but they never did.
'How hot would it be to massage my mother and her friend's naked breasts on the pretense of applying sunscreen,' I thought.
Taking pleasure in massaging my mother's nearly naked ass, I touched, felt, fondled, and squeezed her shapely ass cheeks on the pretense of applying sunscreen to her beautiful ass. As I did with my mother, I did with her friend. I had my horny way with both of their naked asses.
Then, when I rubbed sunscreen on the back of my mother's long and shapely legs, giving me access to her barely covered pussy, dangling her feet off the side of her lounge chair, she parted her legs wide open. I rubbed sunscreen all the way up and in between her thighs. I intentionally brushed her bikini clad pussy with the back of my hand. Even though I wasn't sexually attracted to my mother as much as I was sexually attracted to her friend, I so wanted to cup my mother's cunt while sliding a slow finger over her clit, but I didn't dare.
# # #
Then, after I massaged my mother's hot body, I massaged Elizabeth's hot body. As soon as I touched her bikini clad cunt with the back of my hand, she gasped and she wiggled, as if she wanted me to touch her cunt again. Seemingly, she enjoyed me inappropriately touching her as much as I enjoyed sexually touching her. She always gave me a huge erection. Then, when I stood, as if I had a pole in my trunks, my erection bulged out my bathing suit.
"Okay, turn over, and I'll put sunscreen on the front of you," I said with a dirty laugh.
My mother laughed, too.
"You wish," she said. "I bet you'd love to put sunscreen on my naked breasts."
Stunning me, Liz moved to her back. She put her forearm across her naked breasts but while turning to lay on her back, she gave me a good look of her naked tits.
"I'm game," she said.
Then, she shocked me when she removed her forearm from her naked breasts and allowed me to rub sunscreen all over her big, naked tits. While my mother watched, I touched, felt, and fondled Liz's naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, when I rubbed sunscreen on the front of her long, shapely legs, in the way that I wanted to do with my mother, I did with Liz. I cupped her pussy through the front of her bikini bottom. Showing me that she enjoyed me touching her there in that sexually forbidden way, she gasped, spread her legs wider, and wiggled.
"Oh, Michael, you naughty man," she said with a laugh.
# # #
"Someone is sexually excited," laughed my inebriated mother while staring at my bulging prick.
Immediately, Liz looked up to stare at my erection, too.
"You look like you have a big dick, Michael," said Liz with a laugh. "You're going to make some woman very happy."
Then, as if I was a stripper on stage at a CFNM strip club, my drunken and sexually aroused mother said something that I never expected her to say.
"Show us your cock, Michael. Mommy wants to see your prick," said my mother.
She laughed.
"Don't you want to see my son's prick, Liz," she asked her friend?
Liz laughed. Then, she shocked me with what she said next, too.
"I not only would love to see his erect cock but also, I'd love to take his prick in my hand to stroke it before taking his big dick in my mouth to suck it, and before taking his penis in my pussy to fuck it," said Liz.
She laughed again.
"Wouldn't you like to stroke, suck, and fuck your son, Julie," asked Elizabeth?
My mother smiled at her friend.
"It's different for me," she said. "Perhaps, if he wasn't my son, my baby boy, I'd already be having sex with Michael, but not only would that be wrong, that would be nasty."
She laughed again.
"But you go ahead, Liz, and have your fun while I watch," she said with a loud, dirty laugh.
Liz laughed, too.
"If I have another glass of wine, I just may do that," said Liz with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Not giving up, my mother said it again.
"C'mon, Michael. Don't be a prude. Show mommy and my friend your naked erect prick. We want to see it," she said with a sexy laugh. "I dare you to remove your bathing suit. I double dare you," she said.
She laughed again. Wanting to show them both my erection, I looked from my mother to look at her friend with embarrassment mixed with sexual excitement. Then, sweetening her offer, my mother said something that I couldn't refuse.
"If you show us your penis, Michael, I'll not only show you my naked breasts but also, I'll buy you a new car for showing us your cock as my gift for your high school graduation," she said.
'What? Seriously? My mother will show me her naked breasts? If that wasn't enough for exposing myself, she'll buy me a new car. Immediately, I thought of a brand new Mustang GT in orange.'
If it wasn't enough that my mother wanted me to dick flash her and her friend, I may be having sex with my mother and her friend. I couldn't believe she'd show me her tits and offered to buy me a new car if I removed my bathing suit and showed them my erect cock.
Continuing to shock me, facing me, they both sat up on their lounge chairs topless and turned to face me while waiting for my naked, dick flashing show. I stared at both of their naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before. I stared at my mother's C cup, naked breasts. I stared at Liz's D cup, naked breasts. I grabbed the bottle of wine and took a long gulp. Then, I slowly pulled down my bathing suit. I showed them both my naked, erect prick.
# # #
Giving her a closer look, I walked to my mother. I stood in front of her while stroking myself to a bigger and a harder erection. Sexually exciting me, she not only stared but also, she reached up her hand to fondle the head of my prick with her manicured fingertips.
Then, she cupped my testicles in her soft and warm hand before wrapping her finger around my thick prick. While smiling up at me with motherly love, soft affection, and sexual frustration, she squeezed my cock before she slowly stroked my prick. I couldn't believe my mother not only stared at my naked prick but she also touched, squeezed, and stroked my naked prick.
Then, with me young, dumb, and full of cum, it was Elizabeth's turn. While my mother watched me about to have sex with her friend, in the way that I did with my mother, I did with Liz. I'll be stroking myself over this day for the rest of my horny life.
I walked closer to Liz. I stood in front of her while stroking my cock. In the way that my mother did, her friend did, too. She reached up and fondled the head of my prick with her manicured fingers. Then, she cupped my testicles before wrapping her long fingers around my thick prick and squeezed my cock.
She slowly stroked me before leaning forward to take me in her mouth. My mother's best friend was blowing me. Never expecting her to do that, Liz was sucking my cock.
Stroking me faster and stroking me harder while sucking me deeper, as soon as I put a gentle hand behind her brown, haired head, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Not taking me long to cum in her beautiful mouth, she licked me clean and swallowed. Then, they took me in the house and led me up to my mother's bedroom.
While my mother watched, returning the favor of her giving me oral sex, I made myself comfortable between Liz's shapely legs. I fingered her pussy while licking her cunt while reaching up to fondle her naked breasts and pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. As soon as she had her orgasm from my fingers and my tongue, I mounted her.
While kissing her, parting her lips with my tongue, I made slow and passionate love to her. With a gentle hump, my cock slid inside of her. While kissing her, I slowly, passionately, and lovingly humped her. She returned my kisses with her kisses, and my humps with her humps. Liz took my virginity.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I had sex with my mother's best friend. Humping her faster and humping harder, I fucked her. She returned my fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. She fucked me in the way that I fucked her.
# # #
When my mom was sick with breast cancer, too ill to continue to work, and was on a leave of absence, Liz visited my mom every day. With me working from home fixing neighbor's cars before I got a job working at a Ford car dealership, I was always home. When I wasn't working on a car, I stayed in my T-shirt, my pajama bottoms that I wore without underwear, and my Ugg slippers.
Sometimes inviting me to visit with them, I sat in my reclining chair, and Liz sat on the couch with my Elizabeth. My mom always wore her housecoat with nothing underneath. Liz worked from home, too, as a writer.
She always wore her uniform of choice, short skirts, and low-cut blouses. As if she lived there, as soon as my mom became ill, she visited my mother and cared for her every day. Every time I saw Liz, remembering us having sex, I wanted to have sex with her again.
Whenever around Liz, I always had an erection. Sometimes, my erect prick would emerge from my pajama bottoms. When leaning over them to pour me wine, Liz reached out her hand and wrapped her fingers around my stiff prick.
"Did you come out to say hello," she asked while leaning forward to kiss and lick my cock while my mother watched her friend?
# # #
One day, I was upstairs in the front hall listening to their conversation. My mom talked about her upcoming double mastectomy.
"I'm thinking about getting silicone breasts. I'm a C cup," said my mom, removing her nightgown straps, and lowering the bodice of her nightgown. "I'm thinking about going a size larger and getting D cup breasts."
I watched Liz reach out her hand and fondle mom's naked breasts.
"You have lovely breasts," said Liz.
Liz unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her bra to allow her naked breasts to fall.
"I'm a D cup," she said.
Returning the favor, my mom felt her naked breasts, too.
"I love your breasts, Liz. After seeing your breasts, I've made my decision. I'm going to get D cup breasts," she said.


Liz saw me peeking over the second floor banister.
"We have company," she said with a laugh.
My mom looked up and saw me standing there naked with an erection.
"Come down, Michael and give me your opinion. Should I get D cup breasts like Liz's breasts," or stay with my original C cup breasts," she asked?
I walked downstairs without my clothes. I felt and fondled my mother's breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. Then, I felt and fondled Liz's breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples, too. They both took my erect cock in their hands before taking me in their mouths. Surprised that my mother took me in her mouth, if it wasn't enough that Liz took me in her mouth, I couldn't believe that my mother took my prick in her mouth, too.
"I like Liz's breasts. I think you should go with D cup breasts, mom," I said.
# # #
Long before we had sex in the backyard and in my mother's bedroom, while sitting across from me on the sofa, every time Liz crossed her legs, as if she was copying Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she'd flash me peeks of her white panties. Then, when she stayed overnight and was in her nightgown without wearing a robe, when she sat with her knees parted, she flashed me her naked cunt. She flashed me her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her trimmed patch of brown, trimmed, pubic hair.
When she leaned forward to remove her wine glass or her coffee cup from the coffee table, she flashed me her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bra. I loved seeing Liz's bit tits as much as I loved seeing her brown, trimmed pussy. Having fallen in love with her, I loved Liz.
When I wasn't masturbating over Auntie Liz, what I called her, kissing me on my lips, I jerked off over her flashing me her panties and/or her bra. I stroked myself over rubbing sunscreen all over her nearly naked body. I played with myself over her staring at my erection that tented my bathing suit whenever she was out back sunning herself.
One day, again, before we had sex in the backyard, too ill to climb the stairs, my mother asked her friend to carry my laundry basket up to my room. Hearing her climbing the stairs, I quickly stripped myself naked, fell back on my naked, closed my eyes, and put on my headphones. Hoping she'd barge open my bedroom door with knocking, I wanted to dick flash her.
Instead of her immediately leaving and closing my bedroom door behind her, I hoped she would stay to watch me jerking off. Daring myself to do so, I talked out loud about my mom's friend. As soon as I started talking about her, she stayed to listen on the pretense of putting my clothes away.
"Oh, Auntie Liz. I'd love to make out with you while feeling you through your clothes. I'd love to slowly strip you naked and touch, feel, and fondle your naked body everywhere. Then, I'd love to have sex with you," I said.
I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. As soon as I was ready to cum, she stealthily left my bedroom, and quietly closed my bedroom door behind her. Yet, it didn't matter. She not only saw my erect, naked prick but she remained in my bedroom while staring at my big dick. She knows that I'm sexually attracted to her. She knows that I want to have sex with her. She knows that I masturbate over her.
From that day forward, every time she visited she flashed me her panties and/or her bra. Whenever she stayed overnight, she'd continually flash me her naked pussy and her naked breasts. When we played Marco Polo in the pool while my mother watched, she allowed me to discreetly touch and feel her shapely ass and her big breasts through her bikini. She even allowed me to lift her bikini top over her naked breasts for me to swim behind her while holding onto her tits.
With her returning the favor, she felt my bathing suit clad ass and brushed her hand by my bathing suit clad erection. Then, after she had a couple glasses of wine, she stuck her hand inside my bathing trunks and took my erect cock in her hand while smiling up at me. Seemingly, she wanted to touch and feel my naked body as much as I wanted to feel her naked body through her bikini.
To be continued...


        

  
    Sex with Mom’s Best Friend, Liz, #2
  
  Sex with Mom’s Best Friend, Liz, #2

        Forbidden love story, younger man with a women twice his age.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sex-with-mom-s-best-friend-liz-2

Title: Sex with Mom’s Best Friend, Liz, #2

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Mature

Description: Forbidden love story, younger man with a women twice his age.

Tags: giving a hand job, sucking a cock, sex with a man with a big prick, sex with an older woman, cumming in her mouth, sex with a younger man, swallowing his cum, eating her pussy, sex with a woman with big tits, giving a blowjob

Series: Sex with Mom’s Best Friend, Liz


Sex with Mom's Best Friend, Liz, #2
Forbidden Love story, younger man with a women Twice his Age
Sex with Mom's Best Friend, Liz, continued from #1:
Long before we had sex in the backyard and in my mother's bedroom, while sitting across from me on the sofa, every time Liz crossed her legs, as if she was imitating Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she'd flash me peeks of her white panties. Then, when she stayed overnight and was in her nightgown without wearing a robe, when she sat with her nightgown raised higher and her knees parted, she flashed me her naked cunt. She flashed me her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her trimmed patch of brown, trimmed, pubic hair.
When she wore her low-cut blouse and leaned forward to remove her wine glass or her coffee cup from the coffee table, she flashed me her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bra. I loved seeing Liz's panties as much as I loved seeing her bra. Then, when she wore her nightie, I loved seeing her naked, brown, trimmed pussy as much as I loved seeing her big, naked tits and erect nipples as much as I loved seeing her naked pussy.
As if hypnotized by her naked pussy and her naked breasts, mesmerized, all I could do was stare. She turned me into a masturbation machine. I jerked off every morning and every night. Having fallen in love with her, I loved Liz.
When I wasn't masturbating over Auntie Liz, what I called her, after she kissed me on my lips, I jerked off over her flashing me her panties and/or her bra. I stroked myself after rubbing sunscreen all over her nearly naked body. I played with myself over her staring at my erection that tented my bathing suit whenever she was out back sunning herself.
One day, again, before we had sex in the backyard, too ill to climb the stairs, my mother asked her friend to carry my laundry basket up to my room. Hearing her climbing the stairs, daring myself to do so, I quickly stripped myself naked, fell back on my bed, closed my eyes, and put on my headphones. Hoping she'd barge open my bedroom door with knocking, curious for her reaction, if she'd look, stare, or look away, I wanted to dick flash her.
Instead of her immediately leaving and closing my bedroom door behind her, I hoped she would stay to watch me jerk off. Again, daring myself to do so, I talked out loud about my mom's friend. As soon as I started talking about her, she stayed to listen on the pretense of taking her time to put my clothes away.
"Oh, Auntie Liz. I'd love to make out with you while feeling you through your clothes. I'd love to slowly strip you naked and touch, feel, and fondle your naked body everywhere. Then, I'd love to have sex with you," I said.
I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. As soon as I was ready to cum, she stealthily left my bedroom, and quietly closed my bedroom door behind her. Yet, it didn't matter. She not only saw my erect, naked prick but she remained in my bedroom while staring at my big dick.
She knows that I'm sexually attracted to her. She knows that I want to have sex with her. She knows that I masturbate over her.
From that day forward, every time she visited she continued to flash me her panties and/or her bra. Whenever she stayed overnight, she'd continually flash me her naked pussy and her naked breasts. Then, when we played Marco Polo in the pool while my mother watched, she allowed me to discreetly touch and feel her shapely ass and her big breasts through her bikini. Not stopping there, when she was drunk enough, she even allowed me to lift her bikini top over her naked breasts for me to swim behind her while holding onto her big, bare tits.
With her returning the favor, she felt my bathing suit clad ass and brushed her hand by my bathing suit clad erection. Then, after she had a couple glasses of wine, she stuck her hand inside my bathing trunks, took my erect cock in her hand, and wrapped her fingers around my prick, while smiling up at me. Seemingly, she wanted to touch and feel my naked body as much as I wanted to touch and feel her naked body through her bikini.
# # #
Sex with Mom's Best Friend, Liz, #2
On the day of my Elizabeth's funeral, not leaving me alone to remain sadly depressed, she stayed to console me, comfort me, and to help me to grieve. Maybe, with me not having a girlfriend, with my mother no longer there, I needed someone to help me through my loss. With her grieving as much as I was, she had no one to go home to, anyway. Recently divorced, she didn't have any children. Before they were married, she and her husband decided that they didn't want any kids.
The day of my mother's funeral was the fourth time that Liz kissed me, once at my high school graduation party, once on my birthday, a third time when we had sex, and again on that sad day. Returning her kiss this time, she surprised me when she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I returned her long, wet kiss with my long, wet kiss. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my mom's best friend. Not wasting any time, my next door neighbor was sexually seducing me again.
Not stopping there and not slapping my horny hand away, she allowed me to feel her D cup breasts through her little, black dress. As soon as I felt her breasts through her clothes, her nipples erected. I continued fondling her breasts through her clothes while fingering her erect nipples through her dress and her bra. She had such big and firm tits.
Shocking me, never expecting her to return the groping favor, she felt my erection through my pants while continuing to kiss me. She continued to allow me to explore her body through her little black dress. Again, reaching around her, and not slapping my horny hand away, she allowed me to feel her shapely ass through her clothes.
Then, as if I was looking for gold or searching her for a concealed weapon, she allowed me to slowly slide my hand up her short dress along her shapely thighs. Finally reaching nirvana, the honey pot of her beautiful body, I cupped her pussy through her white panties. I couldn't believe that I was holding Elizabeth's moist pussy in the palm of my horny hand.
Not stopping there, she gave me her permission to unzip and remove her dress. With it getting dark outside and hot inside, I didn't even bother turning on a light. I didn't want anyone to know that I was home and unexpectedly stop by at this moment with Liz. With the both of us having a little too much to drink, we were like horny teenagers finally alone while babysitting someone else's children.
I quickly removed my shirt, my shoes, and my pants before we resumed making out. I felt her through her white, sexy, low-cut bra, and her sheer, white, bikini panties, and she felt me through my underwear. I felt, squeezed, and fondled her panty clad ass. I felt her big tits and fingered her erect nipples through her bra while continuing to kiss her.
She touched, squeezed, and fondled my big erection through my briefs. Then, shocking me again, she stuck her hand inside my underwear and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my stiff prick. She fondled the head of my cock while slowly stroking it. Then, she asked me a question that I'll be masturbating over later tonight, tomorrow morning, and for the rest of my life.
"May I see it? May I see your cock, Michael? If you show me your prick and I show you my tits," she said with a dirty laugh. "I haven't seen your naked prick since that day that we had sex, four, long years ago."
From that day forward, I slept with Elizabeth in my mom's king sized bed. I made love to her every night and I fucked her every morning. In between, giving her multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock, I masturbated her and licked her pussy. She stroked me and sucked my cock.
She sold her house and moved in with me. I sold my mom's Lincoln to an older gentleman who was thrilled to have the car. Now, Elizabeth had room to park her Toyota Camry Hybrid in my three car garage. As my mother had promised to do for me showing her my cock before she got sick and eventually died, I bought a brand new, 2026 orange fury, metallic tri-coat Mustang 500 GT 500 premium fastback V8 with every option. I installed a car lift and used the third garage for my workshop.
# # #
"Good morning, Liz," said Michael as soon as he climbed out of his mother's king-sized bed.
He yawned and stretched before dashing into the bathroom to pee. As soon as he emerged from the bathroom, before Elizabeth disappeared into the bathroom to pee and to shower, he put his arm around her waist, pulled her to him, and kissed her on her lips. Not just kissing her good morning, he parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her while reaching down behind her to feel her firm and shapely ass through her nightgown.
"I love you, Liz," said Michael.
Elizabeth, smiled up at him. Now that they've already had sex and are a couple, not slapping his naughty hand away, she returned his French kiss with her deep, wet kiss. While he reached around her to squeeze her nearly naked ass, she reached down to take his semi-erect penis in her hand to fondle it through his pajama bottom.
"I love you, too, Michael," she said.
# # #
Now that Michael was an adult, Elizabeth accepted his invitation to move in with him. She slept with him in his mother's bed every night. His mother would have been pleased that Elizabeth and her son were a couple.
Even though they slept in the same bed together, every morning, before walking in the kitchen to make coffee, Michael took her in his arms and kissed her on her lips. He loved her. He truly loved her and she truly loved him.
Sexually inappropriate behavior for a young man to do with a woman who was nearly twice his age, they were now boyfriend and girlfriend. No matter their age, he kissed her as if they were husband and wife, or were lovers and, indeed, they were. In the way that Michael was sexually attracted to a big breasted, older women, Liz was sexually attracted to men half her age, preferrably to those with big dicks.
Then, before going to bed in the evening, as if they were on their honeymoon or if he was leaving her to sleep in his room, he held her, hugged her, and groped her. Again, even though they slept in the same bed together, he French kissed her again and again. Michael never felt the kind of love that he felt for Elizabeth than he felt for any woman his age.
She was his to hold, to hug, to kiss, and to make love to for the rest of their lives. Until death do they part, hoping that she wanted to marry him, he wanted to marry her. With her only forty-three-years-old, she was still young enough to have children.
"Good night, Elizabeth. Sleep well," he said.
# # #
He loved how she smelled, so fresh and so clean. He loved how she felt in his arms, so soft, and yet, so firm. He loved Elizabeth's sexy and shapely body, her beautiful face, and her smile.
Proud of her as if she was his beautiful wife or his beloved, sexy girlfriend, he appreciated how she allowed him to have forbidden intimate sex with her. His pride and joy, she was a beautiful, busty woman who was twenty-one-years older than him. In the way that Nick Jonas fell in love with Priyanka Chopra, a beautiful Indian woman ten-years-older than him, Michael fell in love with Elizabeth.
When she was dressed for work, as if they were on their honeymoon, he kissed her again and again. With her not stopping him, while deeply kissing her, he reached beneath her short skirt and cupped her panty clad ass before reaching around the front of her to cup her moist pussy through her panties. Teasing her clit, he pushed her panties aside with a practiced finger and masturbated her. Making her shiver with sexual desire and quiver with passionate lust, he entered her with his stiff finger, finger fucked her, and pressed on her G spot.
Then, never ignoring them, too big for him not to notice them, he felt her big, D cup breasts through her blouse and her bra. He loved her huge breasts. Hating to let her leave for work, as soon as he felt her breasts, her nipples immediately erected.
He reached around her to feel her ass through her clothes while fingering her erect nipples through her blouse and her bra with his other hand. He couldn't wait to make out with her again while sucking her tits and fingering her pussy. He couldn't wait until she returned home. He couldn't wait to make love to her and fuck her again.
# # #
With Liz not wanting to be deemed a pedophile, they're sexual affair didn't start until Michael was a twenty-two-year old adult. A grown man now, shocking him, that wasn't the first time she kissed him on his lips, parted his lips with her tongue, and French kissed her best friend's son. She kissed him on his high school graduation party and on his eighteenth-birthday.
Sexually attracted to him, she lusted over him for years in the way that he lusted over her for years. Then, with him always wearing a T-shirt, pajama bottoms without underwear, and his Ugg slippers, making out with her best friend's son, Elizabeth continued giving Michael long, wet happy birthday kisses, and kisses on any holiday. While kissing him again, she allowed him to lightly touch the sides of her huge breasts through her clothes.
With his kisses and touches becoming longer while moving more to the front of her than to the sides of her, she allowed him to not only lightly touch her breasts through her blouse and her bra but also to feel them, fondle them, and grope them, too. Finally, she allowed him to finger her erect nipples while continuing to French kiss his Elizabeth and with her returning his French kisses with her long, wet kisses. Something that Julie would definitely approve of, all it took for them to become lovers was for his mother, Liz's best friend, to die.
With a sexually frustrated Elizabeth initiating sex, while he fondled her breasts through her clothes, she reached her hand down to fondle his growing erection through his pajama pants. Then, stunning him and sexily exciting him, she moved to her knees. Something he never expected her to do, on the day of his mother's funeral, she unbuckled, unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled down his pants. She stared up at him smiling before she pushed down his underwear.
She stared at his naked, erect penis before taking him in her hand. She squeezed his cock while fondling the head of his erect prick with her manicured fingertips. She wrapped her long fingers around his thick prick and slowly stroked him while smiling up at him, again. Then, shocking him, giving him his first blowjob, his MILF Elizabeth took Michael's big dick in her beautiful mouth.
# # #
"Happy Birthday, Michael," she said, temporarily removing his big dick from her mouth to speak. "Even though your birthday isn't until July," she laughed. "This is my special, early birthday gift to you," she said. "Happy Birthday, Michael. I've always wanted to blow you," she said, taking him in her mouth again.
While Michael stared down at Elizabeth's pretty head while she was on her knees in front of him, she stroked Michael's prick while sucking his big dick. Taking her time blowing him while kissing his cock and licking his prick, she stroked him a little faster and a little hard while sucking him deeper. Never had he felt such a loving sensation as he felt now. Something that he's only seen on mother and son or on stepmother and stepson's porn videos, he couldn't believe that his mother's best friend was blowing him for his upcoming birthday.
"Cum, Michael. Cum," she said, temporarily removing his prick from her mouth again to speak. "I want you to cum in Aunt Lizzy's mouth. Cum in my mouth, Michael. Please cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said, staring up at him with love and passion.
Obediently obeying her, as soon as she told him to cum in her mouth, he put a gentle hand behind her beautiful, brown haired head. He humped her lovely mouth. He fucked her pretty face. He took her as if she was his whore of a woman instead of his beloved Auntie Lizzy.
He ejaculated a huge load of cum in Elizabeth's mouth while sticking his horny hand down her low-cut blouse and bra to touch, feel, and fondle her enormous breasts and finger her erect nipples. By allowing her to blow him while having his way with her naked breasts, he gave her as much sexual pleasure as she gave him. Something he jerked off over many times, he never expected Elizabeth would suck his prick, allow him to cum in her mouth, and swallow his cum, while he felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
Clearly, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her. She wanted to blow him as much as he wanted her to give him oral sex. She wanted him to cum in her mouth as much as he wanted to cum in her mouth. She swallowed him as much as he wanted her to swallow him. He wanted to treat Elizabeth as if she was his whore, and he did. No longer just a friend of the family, she was his lover. She was his whore.
# # #
That night, continuing her birthday celebration, Michael invited her to sleep with me in my mother's bed. She dashed home next door to quickly change into her nightgown. Elizabeth wore her shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest-cut nightgown without wearing a robe. Even with the bright bedroom light turned off, she showed him everything of her nearly naked body from just the illumination of the nightlight. She looked as sexy as she was shapely. No forty-three-year-old woman should look this good.
She made out with him while allowing her friend's son to touch, feel, and fondle his sexually frustrated woman everywhere that a younger man should never touch, feel, and fondle an older woman. Something so forbidden, she allowed him to slowly and sexily remove her nightgown. Once she was naked, making himself comfortable between her long and shapely legs, he returned the favor of her giving him oral sex with him giving her oral sex.
A time after they had sex on the back deck of the pool and in his mother's bed with his mother watching, she was the first woman that he had ever given oral sex. He licked Elizabeth's pussy while fingering her wet cunt. With him not very experienced, she showed him what to do.
While eating her cunt, he reached his other hand up to fondle her gigantic, naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. He loved eating Elizabeth's pussy as much as he loved fondling her naked breasts and pinching, pulling, twisting, turning, and sucking her erect nipples. He loved licking his Elizabeth's cunt as much as he loved her sucking his erect prick.
"Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. Don't stop licking me. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Eat me, Michael. Eat me. Eat my pussy. I need to cum. Make me cum, Michael. Make me cum with your fingers and with your tongue," she said.
She held his head between her hands and as if his face was her sponge, she rubbed his face all over her wet cunt. As if she gave him her version of a cum bath, he had her vaginal secretions everywhere. He had her wetness in his hair, in his eyebrows, on his nose, in his mouth, on his chin, and dripping down his neck. He was covered with Elizabeth's wetness.
"Eat me, Michael. Eat me. Eat your Elizabeth. Finger fuck my pussy. Press on my G spot. Yes. Right there. That's it. Right there. Don't stop. Eat my cunt, Michael," she said. "Eat my cunt."
Something he never knew about her; she loved talking dirty when having sex. As if she was his whore instead of mom's best friend, he loved returning his dirty talk with her dirty talk. The more that he talked dirty to her, the more she talked dirty to him.
"I love licking your pussy, Elizabeth," he said. "I love fondling your enormous breasts and fingering your erect nipples. I love sticking my fingers and my tongue inside of your wet cunt," he said. "I love eating you. I can't wait to watch and hear you cum."


Clearing having her orgasm, she closed her eyes, arched her back, stiffened her long legs, curled her toes, and screamed.
"Michael! Michael! I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Michael," she said. "Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Don't stop licking me. Lick me faster. Lick me harder. I'm cumming, Michael. I'm cumming."
# # #
Not taking the time to rest while in the afterglow of sex, she reached her arms down for him. He mounted her. She wanted him inside of her. Ready to make love to his Elizabeth, she reached down for his penis and inserted his hard prick against her swollen pussy lips.
Never believing he ever would, Michael was making love to Elizabeth. She returned his gentle humps with her gentle humps. Already in sexual syncopation, in the way that he made love to her, she made love to him.
"Oh, Liz. You feel so good, so warm, and so wet," he said. "I love being inside of you. I feel as if we were meant to make love. I love making love to you, Liz. I love you. I truly do."
He cupped her firm and shapely, naked ass while making slow, sweet, and passionate love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, no longer making love to her, he fucked Elizabeth. With her returning his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, she fucked Michael. They continued humping one another faster and harder.
"Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me," she said. "Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God."
Continuing to fucking Elizabeth, Michael humped her faster. He humped her harder. Sliding deeper inside of her, pile driving her, he pounded her pussy.
"Cum, Michael. Cum. Cum in my pussy. I want you to cum in my cunt. Make me pregnant with your son," she said. "Give me your child. I want your baby."
Obediently obeying his Elizabeth again, as soon as she told him to cum, he did. In the way that he ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth, he exploded a huge load of cum in her pussy.
They fell asleep holding and hugging one another while spooning one another. She held him with his big, naked breasts against his back. He held her with his erect prick against her ass crack with his hand cupping her naked breast and fingering her erect nipple.
# # #
Even though their sexual affair has always been about them, sometimes, Elizabeth had her girlfriends around to talk about him while drinking wine. Sometimes, when drinking a little too much, they stayed overnight. With them not shy but all whores, he'd regularly see her friends in their sexy nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, and even naked. In the way that Elizabeth sexually teased and seduced him, her friends sexually teased him and tried to seduce him.
During that time, they adopted the swinging lifestyle and swapped sexual partners. Michael preferred having sex with older women than with women his age. Older women preferred having sex with younger men instead of with men their age. He had sex with several of his Elizabeth's friends while she had sex with some of Michael's friends.
There was a particular couple from the next city over that they enjoyed having sex with. Since the wife was close to her, Elizabeth shared her secret with her that they weren't husband and wife, but boyfriend and girlfriend. She said that Michael was her deceased best friend's son. They were open minded about their living arrangement. Once they started swinging, their sexual lifestyle improved as well.
Over time our sexual appetite grew more intense. Liz wanted to get gangbang while he watched. He had threesome and orgy like sex with many of her friends. With all of her friends older and big breasted, I love fucking her friends as much as I loved fucking Elizabeth. All of her friends were talented cocksuckers, too. They loved it not only when I ejaculated in their mouths but also, when I gave them cum baths, too.
Liz always said that sex is about being free to explore without being afraid to sexually express yourself. He had regular friends and swinging friends. They were closer to their swinging friends than their regular friends. Once you see someone naked and have sex with them, there is a closer bond.
They were unashamed and unembarrassed of our sexual desires and our swinging lifestyle. Only a couple of our closest friends know about our swinging, sexual relationship and support us. Now that they swing with similar aged couples, Elizabeth is sexually popular with younger men with big pricks, and Michael is popular with older women with big tits.
The End


        

  
    The Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence
  
  The Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence

        Catholic, transsexual nun, adopts a son who loves his mom.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-sisters-of-perpetual-indulgence

Title: The Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Transgender

Description: Catholic, transsexual nun, adopts a son who loves his mom.

Tags: anal sex with my mother, son and mother sex, my mother blew me, sex with a catholic nun, anal sex with my son, sex with mother, transsexual men and women, mother and son sex, sex with a priest, sex with son




The Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence
Catholic, trans female nun, adopts a son who loves his mom.
Penelope, Marshall's mother, is an excommunicated, Catholic nun. He doesn't know that his mother is transgender. She's a man and not a woman.
Sexually attracted to her, he truly believed that his mother is female and not male. He believed that she had a pussy and not a penis. Sister Penelope living in a convent is a Sister of Perpetual Indulgence. Especially when she's dressed in her black, long, nun's habit, coif, and veil, he was shocked to discover that his mother was a man.
Yes, indeed, there is such a place. The Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence® is a leading-edge order of transsexual and trans female nuns in the LGBTQ community. They believe that all people have the right to express their unique joy and beauty through religion and God, the Lord Almighty, especially when it comes to their sexuality. Their first appearance was in San Francisco on Easter Sunday, 1979. A righteous order, the Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence have devoted themselves to community service, ministry, and outreach to those on the fringe edges of society and who are otherwise rejected by most of humanity because of their transgenderism.
"God bless them. Amen."
They promote human rights, respect for diversity, and spiritual enlightenment to all of those who have been frowned down upon, laughed at, and rejected. With some of them even dressing up in drag to visually exaggerate and belabor their points, they use humor and irreverent wit to expose the forces of bigotry, complacency, and evil against transsexualism and transgenderism. With them born that way, their sexualism, whatever it is, isn't their fault.
Instead of manifesting guilt that chains, stains, and breaks the human spirit, they refuse to act as if they're trapped birds confined to bird cages, or colorfully fish collected in aquariums. Instead of being ashamed and embarrassed, they embrace and celebrate their sexuality with others of the same kind. They are not only proud of their transgenderism and transsexualism but also, they revel in it, and in all manner of it.
"Gay pride. Hallelujah!"
# # #
Hello, my name is Marshall. Bullied all throughout high school because I was as small as a petite woman, tormented especially by the football and the basketball players, my name given to me by the bullies was Marshmallow instead of Marshall because I was born different. As proud to admit, I'm made to feel embarrassed and ashamed that I'm transgender.
Actually, even though I'm a virgin and have never had sex, I enjoy masturbating over imagining having sex with males and/or with females. Part of my transgenderism, I identify with both sexes. Because of my virginity, I have no idea if I'm gay, straight, or bi-sexual. I'm sexually attracted to both sexes.
A mystery just yet, not knowing what the hell I am, instead of just being straight, gay, or bi-sexual, until I've had sex, and am able to tell which sex that I prefer to make a choice. Since I identify with both sexes, I define myself as being transgender. Having not undergone surgery to change me from a man to a woman, I'm not transsexual. Not knowing who I am, I'm just odd, confused, and tortured in my acceptance of both sexes.
Flamboyantly different from many of the other people my age, as if I'm a dwarf version of RuPaul but with a penis, pink is my favorite color. Acting like a transvestite by wearing women's clothes, wishing that I could wear a bra, I wear panties. I love the color pink.
Where my male classmates wear jeans and sweatshirts, I wear sexy and frilly, sheer blouses, and tight, pink pants that flatter and shape my tush. Wiggling when I walk, I love my tight ass. Instead of wearing sneakers, I wear my cute, bejeweled, and sparkly, pink high heels that make me look three inches taller. Is it any wonder why I'm a target for their amusement?
Some may say that I'm asking for trouble and begging to be bullied by what I wear to school. In winter, I wear my pink sweater beneath, an artificial fur hooded jacket that looks stunning on me against my black skin. As soon as I can afford one, I'd love to buy a pink car and name it the Pink Panther. Unfortunately, the name has already been taken by someone famous but I still would love to change my first name to 'Pink.'
If it's not bad enough that I was born transsexual, I was born black. Born in an era of Black is Not Beautiful, today is nearly as bad as the sixties. Racism is promoted and encouraged by our ignorant and racist president of the United States of America and enforced by ICE.
A narcissist, and a pathological liar, always lying and unable to tell the truth about anything, he has a unique and inherent way of saying the wrong thing at the wrong time. If ever he met me, he'd silently think of me as a queer nigger. No doubt, in private and/or in public, he'd call me a black fag.
# # #
Now that you read the introduction, this story is about an adopted son who loves his religious mother, Penelope, an ex-nun, who was asked to leave the convent after she adopted me, Marshall, her adopted son.
"I love my mother. Penelope Wilson, I love you," said Marshall when masturbating over her. "I not only love my mother but also, something so incestuously forbidden, I want to have sex with her, too. I not only want to fuck her in her pussy but also, I want to hump her mouth, and fuck her in her ass, too."
He paused while imagining his mother naked and on her knees, not praying but stroking him and sucking him. He envisioned cumming in her mouth and her swallowing his cum. He visualized, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from his stiff prick, ejaculating a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. He pictured giving his holy mother a cum bath.
After she blows me, I'd love to have anal sex with my mother while holding her naked breasts in the horny palms of my hands," he said while stroking himself faster and harder while imagining his mother naked.
Only, just like him, after giving her virginal body to the Lord Jesus Christ, she was a virgin, too. Even though she's no longer a nun, she'll always be a virgin. Moreover, with his mother living in a convent since she became a nun at 18-years-old, she's never had her own bedroom. Never having any privacy, she lived with twelve to twenty nuns sleeping in the same room. Every night, she heard nuns masturbating, pleasuring themselves with their fingers or sharing their beds with other nuns.
'With her heart filled with goodness, his mother showed him how to ignore the bullying, the chants, the name calling, and the laughter by believing in a God who loves all of his children,' he thought. 'Whether they're black, brown, yellow, red, white, gay, lesbian, or straight. If my mom isn't kind enough and sweet enough, something we share in common, something that I didn't know until much later when she stripped herself naked in front of me. She's transgender, too.'
Only, she's the rarest of women. She's a virgin. How many sixty-three-year-old women are still virgins? Faithful to her husband, Lord God, Almighty, she's never stroked, fingered, licked, sucked, or fucked anyone.
Faithful to the holy Father, my mother has never had sex. She's married to God. Then, shocked to know, she confessed to me that she's transgender. Not even sure how she knows she's a transgender when she's never had sex with a man or with a woman. Perhaps, she knows she's transgender by her forbidden, secret thoughts, and private thoughts she has when masturbating herself.
Now that she's out of the convent and has her own place and her own room, perhaps, she thinks about sex while masturbating herself in private when alone. I wonder if she imagines having sex with me in the way that I imagine having sex with her. Just once, I'd love to see my mother without her clothes. I'd love to see her naked. I continue imagining her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy when I play with myself.
I jerk off over deliberately dick flashing my mother. I imagine removing my erect prick from my pajama pee hole and leaning over her while serving her coffee. Tempted to show her my erect, naked prick, I wonder if she'd look, stare, or look away in shame and embarrassment.
I play with myself while imagining her reaching up and touching the head of my cock with her holy fingertips. I imagine her taking me in her religious hand and wrapping her fingers around my cock. I imagine my mother slowly stroking me while staring up at me and smiling until I crème her coffee with my cum.
Several times, I've deliberately allowed her to catch me masturbating. Hoping she'd stay to see me cum, I want her to watch me ejaculate a load of cum all over my chest and my stomach. With her arms full when carrying up my laundry basket, she lightly kicks open my bedroom door without knocking. Pretending that I don't know she's there, I close my eyes and wear my headphones while stroking myself faster and harder.
Surprising me, something I never expected her to do, she stays in my room while putting away my clothes. I slit open my eyes just enough to see her watching me jerking off. Instead of just looking, and never looking away, she stares at my naked, erect prick. She watches me stroking my prick faster and harder. I hope she'll stay to watch me cum. I'd love to cum for my mother.
Again, something she'd never do, I'd love for her to sit on my bed beside me and take me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. Oh, my God, I'd love to receive a blowjob from my mother. I'd go to confession every day and say a thousand Hail Mary's every day if my mother blew me and allowed me to have anal sex with her.
So that she knows that I'm jerking off over her, I add dialogue while stroking myself faster and harder. I can't count how many times that I deliberately allowed my mother to catch me playing with myself over the thoughts of having forbidden, incestuous, and illicit sex with her. I love stroking myself over her while she's watching.
# # #
"Oh, mom," I said. "I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling you everywhere through your clothes. I'd love to slowly undress you. I'd love to unbutton your blouse while looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. I'd love to strip you naked."
He paused in his dialogue to stroke himself faster and harder.
"Then, I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle your naked body everywhere that an adopted son should never touch, feel and fondle his adoptive mother's naked body, especially an adopted mother who was a nun," he said. "I'd love to have sex with a nun, mommy. I'd love for you to blow me before allowing me to fuck you in your ass."
Marshall slitted open his eyes just enough to see her feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her nightgown. He watched her lift the hem of her nightgown to her waist to expose her white panties with her bushy, black pubic hair peeking out the sides of her sheer panties. She rubbed herself while watching her son stroking his cock.
"After making love to you, I'd love to fuck you, mommy," said Marshall. "I'd love to cum in your pussy before humping your mouth and fucking your face. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth, mommy," he said. "I'd love to give you our baby. Finally, I'd love to have anal sex with you. I'd love to fuck you in your ass."
Penelope, a trans female, without having a sex change, has a shapely ass that her son would love to touch, feel, fondle, squeeze, lick, rim, and fuck. Unbeknownst to him, Marshall believed that his mother is female when, instead, she's male. She's transgender.
Nevertheless, he'd love to have anal sex with his virginal mother. He'd love to fuck her in her ass. He'd love for his mother to allow him to make out with her, touch, feel, and fondle her everywhere, and make love to her before fucking her, too. He would not only love to eat his mother's pussy but also, he'd love for her to stroke him, suck him, and fuck him, too, before allowing him to anally fuck her.
"I'd love to finger and lick your cunt, mother," he said. "I'd love to eat you mother. I'd love to give a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I'd love to give a second sexual orgasm by fucking you fast enough and hard enough for you to cum from my cock. I want to give you multiple, sexual orgasms. I love you, mother, and I need to have sex with you," he said.
# # #
'I wonder what she looks like when cumming,' he thought. 'I wonder what she sounds like when having an orgasm. With her a virgin, no doubt, other than by her own fingers, she's never had an orgasm from a man or from a woman. Then, I wondered, while living in the convent, if she's ever had sex with another nun or a priest. I imagine my mother having lesbian sex. I imagined her giving a priest blowjob,' he thought.
He envisioned seeing his mother naked. He imagined masturbating her. He visualized seeing and hearing her cum. He pictured giving her multiple orgasms and making her scream.
'Oh, my God, mom,' he thought. 'I'd love to give you multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my prick, mother,' he thought. 'In addition to screaming out, oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God. I'd love to hear her scream out my name, Oh, Marshall. Oh, Marshall. Oh, Marshall,' he thought.
Then, he imagined giving her anal sex. He imagined fucking her ass while holding onto her big, naked breasts. He'd love nothing more than to fuck his mother in her shapely ass.
# # #
My beloved mother adopted me when I was born to a young, single mother who was gang raped by three black men, and who didn't want me, didn't want to birth her baby, and wanted to abort me. Never sexually attracted to my adoptive mother until I was eighteen-years-old and started having constant erections, I finally experienced my longtime sexual fantasy, after writing her a love letter, and after tricking her that I had joined the army, I had anal sex with my mother. I fucked her in her ass.
This story is not only about mother and son, albeit not blood related but also about sex between transgender individuals. This story is about a mother and a son relating to both sexes and not only having sex but also having anal sex, too. Now that I'm having forbidden sex with my mother, I don't want to stop. I love having sex with my mom. I enjoy pretending that I'm her husband and she's my wife.
"I love you, mommy," I said every morning and, even though we sleep in the same bed, I said, "I love you mommy," every evening, too.
It makes my mother smile when I tell her that I love her. We started sleeping in the same bed after she gave me a blowjob for my eighteen birthday. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum. She allowed me to see, touch, feel, and fondle her silicone, surgically enhanced, naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. As soon as she left the convent, something she always wanted to do and to have, she had bigger breasts implanted.
"Mommy loves you, too, Marshall," said my mother every morning and every night.
# # #
I'm nineteen-years-old and my mother is a sixty-two-year-old sexagenarian. Still a very attractive woman, especially for a woman her age. She has shoulder length, straight black hair, and blue eyes. She's 5'7" tall with a shapely, hourglass figure. She has D cup saggy breasts.
I'm an adopted Jamaican, black boy. I'm 5' 2" tall with a big dick and have long, black, braided hair and brown eyes. She adopted me when she was forty-five-years-old.
As soon as she adopted me, her home for thirty-years, we were banned from staying at the convent. We had to find an apartment of our own. She found a job as an elementary school teacher at a Catholic school. Except for the Bishop who hired her, no one knew that my mother was an ex-nun. Not even the Bishop, no one knew that we were having sex.
Not knowing how to seduce my mother to have sex with me, I tricked her. I told her that I was joining the army as my plan to, hopefully, have anal sex with her. President Trump had already passed a law that banned transsexual men and transsexual women from joining the military. With the Don't Ask and Don't Tell policy still in place from 2011, discrimination at work, even though gay men and lesbian women could join the military, transsexual men and transsexual women were not allowed to join.
# # #
Before President Trump prohibited the United States military from enlisting transsexuals to their forces, this story started more than fifty-years ago when the Catholic church opened its doors to gay, lesbian, transgender, and transsexuals. Not discriminating between sexes, they invited them all to live in convents with straight, female nuns. Unbeknownst to parishioners, hidden from public views, judgements, and inspections, sex was rampant behind the high and closed convent walls.
Those nuns who became pregnant were banished from the convents. Cheating and unfaithful to the Lord God, Almighty, the rest of the nuns made love to lesbian and transexual nuns and priests every morning after morning prayer and fucked every night after their nightly prayers. Again, unbeknownst to parishioners, convents were whorehouses.
I don't know but, typecasting myself, maybe because I was born black but I have a big dick. My prick is way bigger than average. Wishing I was about a foot or even six inches taller than my five-foot-two-inch height, nonetheless, I'm proud of my big dick. In the way that many petite women have huge breasts, as a short man, I have a big dick.
Whenever I get to flash my cock while making my dick flashing appear accidental, I love showing unsuspecting women my big dick. Any time my mother has company, her sister, her mother, her friends, and even other nuns, I masturbate myself to a big and hard erection. Then, pretending I don't know that there are women in the living room, I come out wearing just a towel that suddenly falls. With me being so short, surprising those who haven't seen it, everyone would think that I have a small penis but I don't.
"Oops. Please don't look at my penis. I'm so embarrassed," I say while taking my time to wrap my towel around me.
With no one looking away, they all stare. With them all whores, they love seeing my naked, erect prick as much as I love showing them my naked, erect prick. Giving me more to stroke myself over, I'll be masturbating over dick flashing unsuspecting women for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
Where the average penis of a Caucasian man is five to six inches, my cock is a tad bit over eight inches and two inches thick around. I'm constantly flashing my mother my erection. I love dick flashing her in the way that she, seemingly, loves me dick flashing her.
In the way that she stares at my naked prick and never looks away in embarrassment and/or in shame, my mom loves my hard cock. Returning the favor, she sometimes dresses and undresses with her bedroom door wide open. I've seen her in her sheer and sexy nightgowns. I've seen her in her sexy bra and bikini panties. I've seen her, big, silicone enhanced, phony, naked breasts several times.
Hoping she'd take me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me, every time I pour her coffee or serve her food, I stroke myself in the kitchen before walking out to the dining room. While holding a tray over my erect cock, I walk from the kitchen to the dining room with a big erection sticking out of my pajama pee hole beneath the tray that I'm holding.
With my big dick mere inches from her beautiful mouth, I lean longer and lower over her to pour her coffee. Instead of looking away, she stares. Instead of telling me that I'm exposed, she doesn't. I love flashing my mother and whoever else is visiting. I only wish that whoever was staring at my exposed cock would take me in their hand to stroke me before taking me in their mouth to suck me.


# # #
Nuns were having sex with other lesbian nuns, with transsexual men, and with transsexual women, and with straight nuns were having sex with not only straight priests but also with transsexual and transgender priests, too. As if convents were within the city walls of Sodom and Gomorrah, cities of wickedness and sin, they were destroyed by God. Or if convents were reincarnations of Caligula's house of deviant and perverse sexual behavior instead of God's house of devout religion. Transsexual and transgender men and transsexual and transgender women were on their knees having as much sex as much as they were on their knees praying.
Sister Penelope was rooted out of the convent after President Trump voiced his disapproval of the LGBTQ members of their communities. He'd no longer give government support to the Catholic church should they continue to house transsexuals and transgender individuals within their convents. Disavowing a wealthy and powerful group of voters who will never cast another vote for Republicans, those who voted to cast shadows of contempt on the lifestyle of LGBTQ voters, Republicans were unaccepting of Americans who were different from them.
Penelope, the closeted transgender reclusive and faithful bride of Jesus Christ, made herself believe that she is doing a holy service in curing her black son's deviant urgent needs of gay interracial sex by having forbidden sexual relations with him. Yet, even though she was a virgin, in mind and in spirit, she was as much of a whore as her adopted son was a whore monger. Once they had sex for the first time, in the way that she continued to allow him to have sex with her, she continued having sex with him.
With her unaware that her adopted son was also transgender, his deepest secret and his darkest sexual fantasy, Marshall always wanted to have sex, especially anal sex, with his mother. After Sister Penelope was asked to leave the convent, and had to rent her own place, Marshall thought of a plan on how to not only have sex with his mother but also to have anal sex with her, too. Something he hoped that she'd allow him to do, he couldn't wait to fuck his mother not only in her mouth, in her pussy, but also in her ass.
He couldn't wait to cum in her mouth, in her pussy, and in her ass. Daring himself to do so, unable to face her in person, Marshall wrote his transgender mother a love letter. In the way that women love reading romance novels, Marshall sent his mother a graphic love letter of all that he hoped to sexually do to her naked body. He told her that he desperately needed to have a forbidden, sexual relationship with her. He told her that he wanted to do everything that a husband does with his and to his wife, a boyfriend does and to his girlfriend, and a lover does and to his lover.
# # #
'Dear mom,
I toss and turn in my bed every night while imagining you without your clothes. I continually masturbate myself night and day, sometimes as much as four times a day over the thoughts of seeing you naked. Only, you can heal my horniness by allowing me to have forbidden, illicit, and incestuous sex with you. I need to have sex with you, mommy.
I love you, mommy, but not in the way that a son loves his mother. I love you in the way that a man loves a woman. I need to make out with you while touching and feeling you through your clothes. I need to slowly undress you while continuing to kiss you. I need to slowly undress you, and strip you naked. I need to touch, feel, and fondle your naked body everywhere that a son should never touch, feel, and fondle his mother's naked body,' he wrote.
Continuing writing his letter, he added more. He confessed everything in great detail all that he wanted to do to her and with her. All that he couldn't say to her in person, he confessed to her in his X-rated letter.
'I need to finger and lick your pussy, mother. I need to watch and hear you cum while I rub your clit harder, and finger fuck you deeper. Then, I need to mount you and make passionate and slow love to you. Finally, I need to hump you faster and harder. I need to fuck you, mom,' he wrote. 'I need to cum in your pussy. I need to give you our baby.'
I need to have anal sex with you but before I do, I need you to blow me. I want you to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth. I need to watch you swallow my cum.
Then, I need to turn you over, mount you, and have anal sex with you, mom. I need to fuck you in your shapely ass while holding onto your big, naked breasts and pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting your erect nipples. In the way that I want to ejaculate in your mouth and in your warm and wet pussy, I need to ejaculate in your ass, too,' he wrote.
Love,
Marshall
# # #
Embarrassed as much as she felt ashamed and sexually aroused, Penelope responded with her own letter. She put her thoughts and feelings on paper. She told him that it was wrong for them to have sex. She told him that she cannot have a gay, interracial, and incestuous, sexual relationship with him.
'Dear Marshall,
It's wrong for you to see mommy without my clothes. It's wrong for you to make out with me while touching and feeling me through my clothes. It's wrong for you to slowly undress me and strip mommy naked. It's wrong for you to touch, feel, and fondle my naked body. You must not have oral sex with me. You cannot mount me and make love to me before fucking you.
I cannot stroke your penis while sucking your cock. You mustn't cum in my mouth and I must not swallow your cum. You cannot fuck me in my ass. That's wrong. That's nasty. You're my son and I'm your mother.
I'm the virgin bride of his Lord Almighty, Jesus Christ. Yet, understanding your sexual attraction to me and your sexual frustration, I'll make a deal with you. If you can try and clear your mind from this foolishness, I'll reconsider your sexual offer. If you can control yourself from playing with yourself and cumming for forty-days and forty-nights, and agree to wear a chastity belt, I'll agree to have sex with you.
Love,
Penelope, your virginal mother,' she wrote.
Willing to agree to her terms, hot-blooded Marshall cannot get over his desire and longing to have sex with his mother.
# # #
Alas, thinking that his mother was a woman and not a man, he didn't know that his mother didn't have a pussy but a penis. As she had fooled many others in her life, she had fooled her son about her gender. In the way that Marshall thought he was attracted to a woman, he had been sexually attracted to a man pretending to be a woman.
Yet, not believing that he could agree to her terms and go forty-days and forty-nights without masturbating, he developed his own plan. Now that he knew his mother had a penis and he was sexually attracted to her, he realized that he was sexually attracted to drag queens, transvestites, and cross dressers. He still wanted to have sex with his mother.
He wanted her to blow him. He wanted to give her oral sex. He wanted to make love to her. He wanted to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with his cock. He wanted to have anal sex with her, too.
"Mom," he said. "I joined the Army. After basic training, I'll be shipping out to some combat zone somewhere. A good chance that you may never see me again; I may be killed in action," he said, laying it on thick.
She looked at her son aghast.
"Oh, my God, Marshall. Why would you join the Army and put your life in danger for that despicable man," she asked?
Marshall nodded his head.
"Serving my country is something that I have always wanted to do. I report tomorrow for basic training in Fort Jackson, South Carolina," he said.
Something she never did before, stunned, she surprised him with what she did now. Something he never expected her to do, shocking him, she removed her clothes in front of her son. Posing for him by twirling around and bending at the waist to show him her naked ass and her big testicles, she stripped herself naked.
He saw her naked, surgically enhanced breasts. He saw her shapely naked ass. Instead of seeing her bushy, black pussy, he saw her naked, erect penis and her bushy, black pubic hair. He stared at his mother's erect cock with as much confusion as he stared at her with sexual excitement and shock.
"Something that I always wanted to do, tonight, we'll have sex. After you blow me and allow me to cum in your mouth, before I blow you, I'll allow you to make love to me and fuck me," she said. "Then, after I suck your cock, allow you to cum in my mouth, and swallow your cum, we'll have sex, anal sex. I'll allow you to fuck me in my ass, and after you fuck me in my ass, I'll fuck you in your ass, too," she said.
The End
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Stepmom's 50th Birthday Party, #01
Stepmom hires her stepson to strip naked for 50th birthday.
Always spying on my stepmother, Elizabeth, and my twenty-three-year-old stepsister, Amelia, I overheard my mother talking to her sister, her niece, and her mother when they visited. Able to look down upon them from the second floor balcony, as if I was a sniper, I quietly laid on the floor and on my stomach so they wouldn't see me spying on them. My forty-seven-year-old, step-aunt, Olivia, and her twenty-two-year-old daughter, Isabella, my step-cousin, were in the living room with my sixty-nine-year-old grandmother, Victoria.
My stepsister, Amelia, and her cousin, Isabella, sat on the floor beside one another talking and laughing. With them both wearing short skirts, they both comfortably relaxed with their knees up, parted wide open, and their panties exposed. I stared at my stepsister's sheer white panties. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and the shadow of her red, trimmed pubic hair.
Enjoying the upskirt peek that they both continued giving me, I stared at my step-cousin's, pale yellow panties. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit and the shadow of her trimmed, strawberry blonde pubic hair. I couldn't wait to masturbate later over seeing both of their panty clad cunts.
With them all talking, laughing, and leaning forward while sipping their wine from the low coffee table, their low-cut blouses leaned forward and opened wide with them. I stared at the tops of my stepmother's, my stepsister's, my step-aunt's, my step-cousin's, and my step-grandmother's long lines of sexy cleavages, and their low-cut, colorful bras. Again, I'll be stroking my cock over the five of them and all that I'm seeing of their downblouse views that they're giving me of their tits later.
I stared at my stepmother's light blue bra. I stared at my step-aunt's pink bra. I stared at my stepsister's white bra. I stared at my step-cousin's yellow bra. I stared at my step-grandma's big, beige brassiere.
# # #
Blessed with good looking female relatives, my soon to be fifty-year-old stepmother, Elizabeth, is 5' 9" tall, has shoulder length, red hair, blue eyes, and a shapely and sexy figure with double D cup breasts. Taking after her mother, my stepsister, Amelia, is 5' 9" tall, has long, red, lush hair and blue eyes, and a shapely and sexy body with D cup breasts. My step-aunt, Olivia is 5' 10" tall, has strawberry blonde hair with green eyes. She has double D cup breasts, and has a shapely and sexy figure, too.
Olivia's daughter, Isabella, my step-cousin, is 5'10" tall, has strawberry blonde hair with green eyes, too. She has a sexy body with C cup breasts. For an older woman, my sexy step-grandmother is very good looking. If ever she went to a nursing home, she'd be a big hit amongst the confined, elderly men. She's 5' 7" tall, has short gray hair, and brown eyes.
She has huge, sagging, F cup breasts, equal to triple D cup breasts. See has the same size breasts as Christina Hendricks from Mad Men and Good Girls. She also has the same size breasts as Dee Williams, the porn star.
With my granny a whore who has flashed me her naked breasts, and had sex with me every time I visit her, I loved her humongous breasts. I have an infatuation for older women, especially older women with big breasts. Blessed by the attributes of their enormous mammary gland attributes, my stepmom, my step-aunt, and my step-grandmother all have big tits.
# # #
Sex with my relatives all started with my stepmother. Blowing more than just my cock, she blew my mind when she blew me the first time for my eighteenth birthday. She stroked me while sucking me. When she opened my bedroom door without knocking and barged in my room, my stepmom gave me my first hand job and blowjob on the morning of my eighteenth birthday.
"Happy Birthday, Alex. Today you're a man and not mommy's boy. If your father was still alive, he'd be proud," she said.
My dad was in a work accident. His company made good on a two-million-dollar life insurance policy that their executives received. Set for life, along with her part-time job as a librarian, that payout allowed my mother to live comfortably and not have to worry about money.
A habit that's impossible to break, with me overfilled with excess testosterone, as I do every morning, every evening, and a couple of times in between, I masturbate. I stroke my cock while imagining my stepmother, my stepsister, my step-aunt, my step-cousin, and my step-grandma naked and having sex with me. Only, this time, my stepmom made my dreams and sexual fantasies come true.
Stunned, my stepmom caught me stroking my cock. She opened my bedroom door without knocking and turned on my bedroom light. Able to see through her sheer nightgown as if she was naked, she wore a short, low-cut, and sexy nightgown. Then, shocking me, while standing in front of my bed, reached her hands to the hem of her nightgown.
As if giving me a slow striptease, she raised her nightgown to her red, trimmed pussy, to her waist, above her double D cup breasts, over her head, and off. Stunned, I couldn't believe my stepmom removed her nightgown in front of me. My stepmother, Elizabeth, was naked. Having never seen my stepmother naked before, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her without her clothes now.
# # #
She walked to my bed and pulled my sheet off of me. She stared at my naked, erect prick as if she had never seen a naked cock before. Then, she climbed on my bed between my legs, and took my prick in her warm and soft hand. What my step-grandmother did to me later that day, my stepmother did to me that morning. She slowly stroked me to a bigger and a harder erection while smiling down at me.
Not uttering a word, while continuing to stare at my erect prick, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. My stepmother gave me my first hand job. Then, shocking me, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth.
Giving me my first blowjob, my stepmom blew me. She stroked my cock while sucking my prick. She temporarily removed my big dick from her mouth to speak.
"Happy Birthday, Alex. Now that you're eighteen-years-old, you're a man and no longer a boy. This is my gift to you, a birthday blowjob," she said with a laugh. "With this your special day, I'll give you a blowjob every birthday."
She continued stroking me and said before taking me in her mouth again.
"Cum, Alex. Cum. Cum for mommy. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to swallow your cum," she said.
As soon as she took me in her mouth again, I put a gentle hand to the back of her red, pretty head. Pulling her head forward, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. After only several humps, nearly gagging her, I exploded a huge load of cum in my stepmother's mouth and she swallowed.
# # #
With her not done, just the beginning, when I went downstairs for breakfast and to open my birthday presents, with her having never kissed me on the lips before, she gave me nineteen birthday kisses, eighteen for my birthday and one for good luck. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. While kissing me, she put my horny hand on her big breasts through her nightgown. She allowed me to reach around her and touch, feel, fondle, and squeeze her ass through her nightgown.
"Later tonight," she said sexily, whispering in my ear. "I want you to eat mommy's pussy. Then, after you give me an orgasm with your fingers and your tongue, we'll make love before you fuck your mother. After I blow you again, we'll take a shower and you can fuck me again in the shower," she said.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'What didn't happen on my prom night was happening now. My stepmom took my virginity. Not only did she blow me but she wants me to eat her. She wanted me to make love to her. She wanted me to fuck her, too.'
I was stunned. She wasn't just any woman that I picked up at a party, she was my stepmother. She raised me since I was a child. The first time I saw her naked, I couldn't believe she was having forbidden sex with me.
If it wasn't enough my mother gave me my first hand job and my first blowjob, she took my virginity. Returning the favor of oral sex, later that night, I ate my mother's pussy. I made slow and passionate love to her while making out with her. Then, I fucked her. I fucked her fast and hard enough to give her another orgasm, this time with my cock.
Then, we had sex again in the shower. I bent her over and fucked her from behind. As if she was kneeling beneath a waterfall, she moved to her knees and blew me again. From that day forward, I slept with my stepmom in her bed. With her fully aware that we were having sex, sometimes my stepsister joined us, and I had threesome sex with us, too.
Never looking at my stepmother and/or my stepsister in the same way, whenever I saw them fully clothed, I imagined them topless and naked. After I had breakfast, I masturbated over my stepmother stroking and sucking my cock. I jerked off over seeing my mother naked. I couldn't wait for that night when I'd be eating her pussy, making love to her, fucking her, and taking a shower with her, too.
I continually stroked myself over her French kissing me and allowing me to fondle her naked breasts and feel her ass through her nightgown. A masturbation machine, when I wasn't jerking off over my stepmother, I played with myself over my stepsister. The best birthday that I ever had; everything changed for the better that day.
# # #
Surrounded by whores, if it wasn't enough that my stepmother stripped naked, blew me, and fucked me, later that night, before sleeping with her mother, my stepsister stripped naked, blew me, and fucked me, too. After they had sex with me, something I did every Saturday; I visited my step-grandmother. Just another day to me, I mowed her lawn on my birthday. In the summer, I mowed her lawn once a week and I washed and waxed her car twice a year. In the winter, I shoveled her snow and brushed the snow off of her car.
With my granny an even bigger whore than my stepmom and my stepsister, now that I was eighteen, everything changed with her, too. She not only allowed me to mow her lawn but also, she allowed me to mow her other lawn with my tongue, if you know what I mean. In the way that I masturbated and ate my stepmother, and my stepsister, I gave my grandma oral sex, too.
My birthday was the first day that I saw my grandmother's naked breasts. When I arrived, as if she had planned flashing me her shapely body, she was out back lying on a lounge chair on her stomach sunning herself. Unable to help myself, still horny after my stepmother blew me, I stared at my step-grandma's shapely bikini clad ass.
As soon as I walked in her backyard, she undid her bikini top. I stared at the sides of her enormous breasts that peeked out the sides of her. Amazingly, with her swimming, riding her bike, doing yoga, and walking, she still had the body to wear a sexy two piece bathing suit.
Every time I saw her, I jerked off later over seeing her fully clothed breasts. I wished I could see them, touch them, feel them, and fondle them through her blouse and her bra. She had such gigantic breasts and I wished, just once, I wished I could have my way with her naked breasts.
"Be a dear, Alex, and put some sunscreen on my arms, my shoulders, my back and my legs," she said.
The sunscreen was on a small table next to her along with her cellphone, and her lemonade. Having rubbed sunscreen on my grandma many times before, I didn't think anything of rubbing sunscreen on her now. I love rubbing sunscreen on her elderly, nearly naked body. I loved copping cheap feels of her where I should never touch and feel her.
While rubbing her back, I loved seeing the sides of her enormous, naked breasts peeking out the sides of her body. Daring myself to do so, but not having the courage, I wanted to reach my long fingers beneath her and rub sunscreen on her nipples, but I didn't dare. I'll be stroking myself later over rubbing sunscreen on the sides of her exposed tits and imagining fingering her erect nipples later.
Instead of touching her areolas and fingering her nipples, I rubbed sunscreen on her long and shapely legs. For an elderly woman, with her still exercising every day, she still had a shapely body. As soon as I started massaging her legs, she parted her legs wide open with her feet hanging off of the sides of the chaise lounge.
While feeling and massaging her legs, I rubbed sunscreen all the way up between her thighs and up to her bikini bottom clad pussy. Daring myself to do so, I deliberately and slowly brushed the back of my horny hand along the length of my grandmother's cunt. Unaware of the whore that she was until I turned eighteen, I couldn't believe that I sexually assaulted my dear and sweet grandmother.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I brushed the back of my hand along her bikini clad pussy. I touched her cunt through her bikini bottoms.'
As soon as I did, she squirmed and giggled. Then, I did the same thing with my other hand. I slowly brushed the back of my hand by her pussy again. She squirmed and giggled again. Then, she sexually excited me when she confessed what I did.
# # #
"Oh, Alex," she said with a little laugh. "You touched granny where I haven't been touched since your grandfather died, twenty-years ago."
Then, she stunned me with what she said next.
"I liked you touching me there," she said. "Touch me again," she said.
Bulging out my eyes with my mouth hanging open, I watched her turn over on her back. She exposed her topless body to me. Speechless, the first time seeing her naked breasts, I stared at her humongous, naked breasts. I stared at her big areolas and her erect nipples.
While smiling up at me, she fondled her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Then, as if I was dreaming and imagining this, she slowly lowered her bikini bottoms, removed them, and tossed them in my face as if she wanted me to sniff them, and I did.
I stared at my step-grandmother's naked, gray-haired, bushy pussy. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. If it wasn't enough that I saw my stepmother naked this morning, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my beloved grandma naked now. In the way that I jerked off over seeing my stepmother naked and her blowing me, I'll be jerking off later over seeing her without her bikini.
"Happy birthday, Alex. Don't tell my daughters but this is your birthday gift. After you finger and lick granny's pussy, I'll stroke and suck your penis. Would you like me to blow you," she asked? Granny will allow you to cum in my mouth and I'll swallow your cum," she said.
No longer a virgin, after my stepmother showed me how to give oral sex to her, having never given any women oral sex before, my step-grandmother showed me what to do. Surprised that she could still get wet, she was plenty wet enough. She took my hand in her hand and took my finger in her fingers.
She showed me how to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy. She showed me where her G spot was and had me pressed on that. Not taking her long to cum, instead of enjoying the afterglow of sex, she sat up on the edge of her chaise lounge smiling and turned to face me.
I couldn't believe that I not only ate her but also, I ate her mother, too. I gave two generations of women oral sex, and returning the favor, they gave me oral sex, too. They both stroked my cock, sucked my prick, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed my cum. Yet, I still needed to get laid, and that wouldn't happen until later tonight when I made love to my stepmother and fucked her, too.
# # #
On the hot summer's day of my birthday, I wore my bathing suit briefs, a T-shirt, and sneakers. I already had a huge erection tenting my bathing suit as soon as I saw my grandma lying out in her two piece bathing suit. Then, when I saw her topless and naked, I nearly prematurely ejaculated in my bathing suit. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing her bushy, gray pussy, I couldn't stop staring at her enormous, naked breasts.
'I love tits,' I said to myself. 'I love my stepmom's tits, my stepsister's tits, and my grandma's tits, too.'
She leaned forward and pulled down the front of my bathing suit. My erect prick leapt out as if my cock was a Jack in the Box. Nearly slapping her across her face, it sprang out of my swimsuit.
"Oh, my," she said.
Before taking me in her elderly hand and wrapping her long manicured fingers around it, as if wanting to test how hard it is, she touched my cock with her fingertip.
"You have a much bigger and harder penis than my husband, may he rest in peace," she said anointing herself.
Then, she took me in her wrinkled hand and squeezed my prick before slowly stroking me while staring up at me and smiling. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She was giving me my second hand job.
"It's been years since I felt a hard cock in my hand," she said. "The last time that I gave a man a hand job and a blowjob was on the day of my husband's funeral. With him no longer giving me sex because he was diabetic and couldn't get an erection, I was sexually attracted to his best friend. When his best friend stayed after everyone left to help me clean up and put the food away, we had sex," she said.
She laughed.
"He always had a huge crush on me. That day, he kissed me, French kissed me. Then, he ripped my blouse open and lifted my bra. He felt and fondled my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples. With a gentle and not so subtle hand to my shoulder, I moved to my knees in front of him. As soon as he pulled out his prick, I stroked him and sucked him. I allowed him to cum in my mouth and I swallowed his cum," confessed my step-grandmother.
If it wasn't enough that my grandmother was giving me a hand job, she gave her deceased husband's best friend a hand job and a blowjob on the day of his funeral. Then, in the way she took her husband's best friend in her mouth, she took me in her mouth. After her daughter, my stepmother, Elizabeth, gave me my first hand job and blowjob, my grandmother, Victoria, gave me my second hand job and blowjob after I ate her pussy, my first pussy.
Every day thereafter, whenever I mowed my grandma's lawn, shoveled her snow, and/or washed and waxed her car, she stroked me. She sucked me. She fucked me, too. I had sex with her nearly every week for four-years, until I got a girlfriend and asked her to marry me. Now that I had a fiancé, faithful to her, the sex between my stepmother, stepsister, and step-grandmother stopped.
# # #
A family event, they were downstairs discussing my stepmom's upcoming fiftieth birthday party. A big deal, with at least a dozen invited guests, they discussed hiring a stripper until they learned that a stripper charged $200 an hour for a minimum four hour house party. Eight-hundred-dollars, plus the booze and the food, costing over well over one-thousand-dollars was too much for her to afford. Even though she had plenty of money, wanting to make it last, she was frugal.
"I wanted to hire a stripper but after he told me what he charged, way too expensive, unless you all want to chip in and share the expense, I can't afford to hire one for my birthday party," said my stepmother.
My whore of a step-grandmother laughed out loud. Then, unable to believe my ears, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me by what she said next.
"Instead of paying eight-hundred-dollars for a stripper, hire Alexander to strip naked at your birthday party. With him always flashing his prick, I'm sure that he'd do it for free," suggested my grandmother with a dirty laugh.


My grandmother was right. Indeed, I'd definitely strip naked for free. I'd love to dick flash my stepmom, my stepsister, my step-aunt, my step-cousin, my step-grandmother, and whoever else they invited. I'll be masturbating over playing a stripper for the rest of my horny life.
"With him so very handsome, he has a very big prick. I've seen his prick when he showered in my house after he mowed my lawn," said my step-grandmother. "He deliberately dick flashed me when he dropped his towel in front of me," she said with a laugh.
Then, she continued showing her daughters and granddaughters the whore that she was.
"Not having to dare myself to do so, I'd love to wrap my elderly fingers around his cock, stroke his prick, and take his cock in my mouth and suck him before I die," said my grandma.
If only they knew, in the way that I've been having sex with my stepmother and my stepsister for years, I've been having sex with my step-grandmother for years, too.
# # #
She let out another dirty laugh. She looked from her daughters to look at her granddaughters. No one knew that every time I mowed my grandmother's lawn or shoveled her snow, she'd answer her door topless. She'd allow me to have my way with her naked breasts while she stroked me and sucked my prick.
While she served me something cold to drink in the summer and cookies, she served me something hot to drink in the winter with cookies. She allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked, sagging breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. Instead of paying me, she stroked and sucked my prick. She blew me and I ate, and fucked her.
Much like my stepmother and my stepsister, Granny loved sucking my cock. She loved showing me her naked tits while I fondled them and sucked her nipples. No one knew that I ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed my cum, too. No one knew that grandma Victoria was a whore.
"Oh, my God. Be still my heart," said my step-aunt while fanning her face with a magazine. "After delivering his basket of laundry and catching him masturbating, I'd love to see my step-nephew naked again. He's a hunk and he does have a big prick. That would be so hot for him to unbutton my blouse and lift my bra over my tits while having his way with my naked breasts and kissing me," she said.
She looked at her sister.
"I would definitely suck Alex's prick. I'd love for him to cum in my mouth. I'd love to swallow his cum," she said. "No better than the rest of you," she said. "God, I'm such a whore."
She laughed while looking at her sister.
"Do you think he'd do it, Liz? Do you think he'd agree to strip for all of us," she asked? "Do you think he'd have sex with us," she asked? "Sorry. I haven't had sex in a long time. I'm so horny," said my step-aunt.
After having had sex with my stepmother, my stepsister, and my step-grandmother, not having had sex with my step-aunt and/or my step-cousin, I'd love to have sex with them both. In the way that I have threesome sex with my stepmom and my stepsister, I'd love to have threesome sex with my step-aunt and my step-cousin, too.
# # #
Elizabeth laughed.
"I'm sure he will. He's always staring at and, no doubt, masturbating over our big tits. I'm sure he wants our breasts in his mouth as much as we want his prick in our mouths," said Amelia. "As much as you want to have sex with your step-nephew, I want to have sex with my stepbrother'"
My stepsister laughed.
"I think he'd agree to strip naked if I had a birthday party with my friends," she said. "I think he'd be embarrassed to strip himself naked in front of women who are more than twice his age," she said laughing again. "Besides, he'd never want his grandmother to see him naked," she said.
If only she knew her grandmother in the way that I know her. Elizabeth laughed. She never told her daughter that she's been stroking me, sucking me, and fucking me as my special birthday gift for the past seven years, ever since I turned eighteen-years-old. Victoria laughed, too. She never told anyone that we've been having sex for several years.
"Don't be so naïve," said my stepmother to her daughter while making a face. "How many times have you caught him masturbating? How many times has he deliberately stripped naked, closed his eyes, and worn his headphones, and pretended that he didn't know that you had barged open his bedroom door to carry up his laundry basket and caught him playing with himself," she asked? "How many times have you seen your step-brother's big prick?"
My stepsister shrugged and nodded her head.
"A lot," she said.
Liz smiled at her daughter.
"How many times has he deliberately dick flash you and your friends by allowing the three of you to catch him jerking off when you barge in his bedroom without knocking to borrow his CD's," she asked?
Amelia nodded her head.
"Yes. Okay. Okay. He's exposed himself to me and to my friends several times," she said.
She gave her daughter a smug smile. Only, Elizabeth had no clue that not only has her daughter had sex with her stepbrother but also, her friends have had sex with him, too. The last time the three of them barged in his bedroom without knocking, after they left and closed his door behind them, he went to his sister's room naked. They had sex, foursome sex.
Alex not only had sex with his stepsister but also, he had sex with her friends, Jennifer and Vivian. He stripped them all naked. He ate their pussies while they sucked his cock. After giving the three of them orgasms with his tongue and his fingers, he made love to each one. He fucked them fast and hard enough to give them another orgasm with his big cock.
"What I'm saying is, it doesn't matter how old the women are, my perverted stepson will strip naked and dick flash any woman, any age, especially if that woman is his relatives," she said with another laugh.
# # #
Elizabeth looked from her sister, to her daughter, to her mother, and to her niece.
"I need your help to come up with a guest list. Who should we invite," she asked?
My grandmother smiled and, immediately, raised her hand as if she was in school.
"I'd like to invite my two best friends, Mary and Joan," said my grandma. "If Alex agrees to be our stripper, they'd love to see Alex naked. Just as I'm a whore, with them both whores, too, they wouldn't be shy to take him in their hands to stroke him before taking him in their mouths to suck him," she said with another dirty laugh. "With them not having had sex in years, they'd love for him to unbutton their blouses, raise their bras over their breasts, fondle their naked tits, and suck their erect nipples."
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'If it wasn't enough that I'd be dick flashing my stepmom, my stepsister, my step-aunt, my step-cousin, and my step-grandmother but also, I'd be dick flashing my grandma's best friends, Mary and Joan. They're both as hot as my step-grandmother. Not only that but, my grandma confessed that her two best friends would take me in their wrinkled hands to stroke me before taking me in their elderly mouths to suck me,' I thought. 'They'd allowed me to have my way with their naked breasts, too.'
"I'd like to invite my friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki," said my step-aunt. "As much as I would, they'd love to see Alex naked, too."
She smiled at her sister who nodded her head.
"And I'd invite my friends, Gwen, Gail, Gloria, Flora, and Carol, too. Let's see, including us, that's fourteen women. I'm going to need to buy a couple cases of wine and several trays of food," said my stepmother.
My stepsister smiled and raised her hand.
"I'd like to invite my two best friends Jennifer and Vivian," said Amelia. "They've always been sexually attracted to Alex."
Only, she didn't tell them that I've already had sex with not only my stepsister several times but also, I had foursome sex with her and her two best friends, too.
"I'd like to invite my friends, Melody, and Haley, too," said my step-cousin, Isabella.
# # #
"Curious what he'd do and what they'd do, let's shock him. Let's invite Alex's fiancé, Gabriella, his future sister-in-law, Christina, and his future mother-in-law, Diane. I'm sure they'd both love to see, stroke, and suck his prick while, while he fondles their naked breasts, and sucks their nipples as his fiancé watches in horror," she said.
She let out a dirty laugh.
"His future mother-in-law and sister-in-law both have big tits, too. I'm sure he'd love to see their naked breasts, fondle their big tits, and suck their erect nipples," she said.
She let out another dirty laugh.
"I'll invite my neighbors, Emily, and Helen, too. They've both been drooling over Alex every time he removes his shirt to mow the lawn," said Elizabeth. "Oh, I know, I'll also invite his co-workers, Grace, and Arlene. They both have big crushes on him. I'm sure they'd love to have sex with him, too."
My stepmother laughed again.
"You know, now that I think of it, this birthday party is more about Alex having sex with twenty-six women than me having sex with my stepson and other men. Something unpresented, I'll invite my neighbor's husbands, John and Martin, and Alex's best friends, Jimmy, Timmy, and Stephen. They're all hunks. I'd love to have sex with any one of them or all of them."
My stepmother laughed again.
"I'd love to have sex with all six men, John, Martin, Jimmy, Timmy, Stephen, and Alex, too," said my step-aunt laughing. "I'm so horny that I'd love to get gang banged."
# # #
Then, my stepmother looked up at her sister surprised.
"Oh, wait," I thought of a couple more women to invite.
She looked around the room at her sister, her mother, and her niece.
"My friend, Alex's ex-Sunday school teacher, Sister Mary Elizabeth, and his high school English teacher, Miss O'Brien. They'd both love to see, stroke, and suck his prick while he touched, felt, and fondled their naked breasts and fingered and sucked their erect nipples," she said with a laugh.
My stepmom paused for a moment while counting on both hands, that's thirty-three guests, twenty-seven sexually frustrated women and six horny men.
"That's twenty-seven women and six men, thirty-three guests," she said. I'll need to buy two cases of beer and three cases of wine," she said.
I was shocked. I couldn't believe they were not only inviting my fiancé but also, my future sister-in-law and my future mother-in-law, too. If that wasn't embarrassing and sexually exciting enough, my stepmom was inviting our neighbors, Emily and Helen, and my co-workers, Grace, and Arlene, too. Now that she was inviting my ex-Sunday school teacher, Sister Mary Elizabeth, and his ex-English teacher, Maureen, her list was complete.
I couldn't wait to strip naked in front of all of these women. I couldn't wait to make out with them, unbutton their blouses, and lift their bras. I couldn't wait to fondle their naked breasts and suck their erect nipples. I couldn't wait to stick my stiff prick in their hands and my big dick in their mouths.
# # #
"Before we get too far along with planning for my fiftieth birthday party, let's ask Alexander if he'd agree to be our stripper," said my stepmother. "No doubt, dick flashing twenty-seven women, I'm sure he'd agree to strip naked and have sex with any and/or all of them," she said with a dirty laugh.
My step-grandmother smiled.
"Where is Alex," she asked?
My stepmom looked up to the second floor.
"He's in his room," she said. "Alex," she said loud enough for him to hear. "Can you come down here, please? I need to ask you something," she said.
He removed his T-shirt and his pajama bottoms before stroking himself to a big and hard erection.
He threw his voice as if he was in his bedroom.
"I'll be right down," he said. "I was about to take a shower."
He walked downstairs naked with a big and hard erection. Watching their shocked and sexually aroused looks on all of their faces, he looked from his stepmom to look at his stepsister, to look at his step-aunt, to look at his step-cousin, and to look at his step-grandmother. They all looked as shocked as they looked sexually aroused.
"Oh, sorry. I didn't know you had company," he said lying while making no attempt to cover his naked prick with his hands. "I'm so embarrassed," he said lying again.
His stepmother laughed.
"Perfect timing, Alex. I wanted to ask you if you'd be the stripper for my birthday party. I'll even pay you $200 to strip naked for us," she said.
He laughed.
"I'll do it for free, mother," he said, waving his hand. "I'd not only love to strip naked for everyone but also, I'd love to have sex with whoever you invited to your party."
Elizabeth smiled her thanks and gratitude at her stepson.
"They'll be twenty-seven women," she said.
He made a shocked face as if he hadn't already heard the guest list.
"Wow. I'll be stripping naked for twenty-seven women," he said with a horny laugh. "I can't wait. Who did you invite?"
# # #
His stepmom counted off the guest list on her fingers.
"Of course, they'll be you, me, your stepsister, your step-aunt, your step-cousin, and your step-grandmother. That makes six. Then, they'll be your grandma's two best friends, Joan and Mary, that's eight," she said. They'll be my sister's best friends, Flanna, Brianna, and Nikki, that's ten. They'll be my best friends, Gwen, Gail, Gloria, Flora, and Carol."
She paused to count on her fingers.
"That's sixteen," she said.
She smiled up at her stepson.
"They'll be your stepsister's best friends, Jennifer and Vivian. That's eighteen," she said. "Of course, they'll be your fiancé, Gabriella, your future sister-in-law, Christina, and your future mother-in-law, Diane," she said with a laugh. "That's twenty-one."
Alex looked at his stepmother stunned.
"Oh, my God. Seriously? You're inviting Gabriella's sister and her mother," he said with a dirty laugh. "My prude of a fiancé, won't be happy about me exposing my erect prick to her sister and her mother. She'd never forgive me if I unbuttoned their blouses, lifted their bras, fondled their tits, and stuck my cock in their mouths," he said laughing.
"I'm also inviting our two next door neighbors, Emily and Helen along with your co-workers, Grace and Arlene," said Elizabeth. "That's twenty-five.
Alex laughed.
"It the way that Emily and Helen stare at me when I remove my shirt to mow the lawn, they'll love seeing my naked, erect prick. With both of my co-workers always flirting with me. Grace and Arlene would love to see, stroke, and suck my cock," he said. "I'd love to see, fondle, and suck their big tits, too," he said.
# # #
Alex gave out a dirty laugh. Elizabeth returned her son's laugh with her laugh.
"Last but not least," she said with a giggle. "I'm inviting your ex-Sunday school teacher, Sister Mary Elizabeth, and your ex-high school English teacher, Maureen. That's twenty-seven women."
She laughed.
"Oh, my God," said Alex. "You're really going to invite Sister Mary Elizabeth, and Miss Maureen to your stripper party. I can't even count how many times I've masturbated over them as well as my neighbors, my co-workers, and my future sister-in-law and my future mother-in-law. I'll be jerking off over all of them seeing my naked prick for the rest of my horny life while I hope to have sex with them," he said.
His stepmother nodded her head and smiled.
"Not even you can handle twenty-seven women, Alex, so, I'm inviting Emily and Helen's husbands, John and Martin. I'll also be inviting your three friends, Jimmy, Timmy, and Stephen," said Elizabeth with a dirty laugh.
# # #
"If I'm going to strip naked for twenty-seven women, I'm going to need to practice," said Alex.
He walked to his stepmother. As soon as he stood in front of her, she took him in her hand to stroke before she took him in her mouth to suck him. He unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her bra over her enormous double D cup tits. While she sucked his cock, he fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
When she released him from her mouth, he walked to his stepsister, Amelia. Like mother, like daughter. She took him in her hand to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. He unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her bra over her C cup tits. While she sucked his cock, he fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
When his stepsister released him from her mouth, he walked over to his step-aunt, Olivia. The first time having sex with his step-aunt, she took him in her hand to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. He unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her bra over her tits. While she sucked his cock, he fondled her naked double D cup breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Next, he walked to his step-cousin, Isabella. Again, the first time having sex with his step-cousin, she took him in her hand to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. He unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her bra over her D cup shapely tits. While she sucked his cock, he fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Finally, he walked over to his step-grandmother. As did all of the others, she did with her, too. She took him in her hand to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. He unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her bra over her F cup sagging tits. While she sucked his cock, he fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
He dick flashed and had sex with five women. All five women not only stared at his naked body, and his big dick but also, they all took him in their hands to stroke him before taking him in their mouths to suck him. They all gave him a preview of what to expect at Elizabeth's fiftieth birthday party.
To be continued...
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Stepmom's 50th Birthday Party, #02
Stepmom hires her stepson to strip naked for 50th birthday.
Stepmom's 50th Birthday Party continued from #01:
"If I'm going to strip naked for twenty-seven women, I'm going to need some practice," said Alex with a deviousness.
With them all staring at his naked body and his erect prick, he looked from his stepmother, to his stepsister. to his step-aunt, to his step-cousin, and to his step-grandmother. He walked to his stepmother naked and stood in front of her with a huge erection and smiling. She returned his smile with her sexy smile and her naughty look.
As soon as he stood in front of her with an erection, he stroked himself to a bigger and a harder erection. He took a step closer to her, leaned forward, and kissed her on her lips. Then, parting her lips with his tongue, he French kissed his stepmother. Instead of pushing him away, instead of slapping him, and instead of being embarrassed in front of the rest of her relatives, she returned his French kiss with her long, wet kiss.
She reached out her soft and warm hand and took his stiff prick in her hand and stroked him. Then, while he felt her breasts through her blouse and her bra, she leaned forward and took him in her mouth to suck him. He put a gentle hand behind her red haired, pretty head. As he hoped to do as a stripper at her fiftieth birthday party, he did with his stepmother.
As soon as she removed him from her mouth and her hand, he unbuttoned her blouse, pushed it wide open, and felt and fondled her breasts and emerging nipples through her light blue bra. Then, placing his fingers beneath her bra, he lifted her brasserie up and over her enormous double D cup tits. After she had stroked and sucked his cock, he fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
After having sex with Elizabeth, as he did with his stepmother, he did with his stepsister, Amelia. Standing in front of her, he walked close to his stepsister. He leaned forward and kissed her on the lips while feeling her D cup breasts through her blouse and her bra. With her not stopping him, he parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her. She returned his French kiss with her long, wet kiss. In the way that he made out with his stepmother, he made out with his stepsister.
Then, like mother, like daughter, she took him in her soft and warm hand to stroke him before taking him in her wet mouth to suck him. While she stroked and sucked her stepbrother's prick, with her not stopping him, he unbuttoned her blouse, opened it wide, and lifted her bra up and over her D cup, naked tits. While she sucked his cock, he fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
When his stepsister released him from her mouth, he walked over to his step-aunt, Olivia. The first time having sex with his step-aunt, this wasn't the first time that he dick flashed her. He dick flashed when his stepmother asked her sister to carry up his laundry basket to his room. Knowing that he was in his room masturbating because the China in the cupboard below his room was rattling, she knew that Alex would dick flash her.
As he did with his stepmother and his stepsister, he leaned forward and kissed his step-aunt on the lips. He parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her while he felt her enormous double D cup breasts through her blouse and her bra. As soon as her nipples emerged, he fingered those, too. Not stopping him, and not turning away from him, she allowed him to feel her breasts through her clothes, and she returned his French kiss with her long, wet kiss.
Wrapping her long, manicured fingers around his cock, she took him in her soft and warm hand to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. He unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her bra over her tits. While she continued stroking and sucking his cock, he fondled her naked double D cup breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. In the way that he had his way with his stepmother's enormous naked breasts, he had his way with her sister's gigantic naked tits.
Next, he walked to his step-aunt's daughter, his step-cousin, Isabella. She stared at his naked body and his erect naked prick with sexual arousal. As he did with the first three women, he did with her.
He leaned forward and kissed her on her lips. Then he parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her. She returned his French kiss with her long, wet kiss.
Again, like mother like daughter, the first time having sex with Amelia, she took him in her soft and warm hand to stroke him before taking him in her wet mouth to suck him. They were all talented cocksuckers. He unbuttoned her blouse, opened it wide, and lifted her bra up and over her D cup shapely tits. While she continued stroking and sucking his cock, he fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
Last but not least, he walked over to his step-grandmother. Again, as he did with the others, he did with her, too. He leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. Then, he parted her lips with his tongue. She returned his French kiss with her long, wet kiss.
While smiling up at him, she took him in her wrinkled hand to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. He unbuttoned her blouse, pushed it wide open, and lifted her big bra up and over her humongous, F cup sagging tits. While she sucked his cock, he fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
# # #
Even though he wanted to cum in all of their mouths, controlling himself from cumming, he needed to practice not to cum. He needed to train himself to hold it until the party was nearly over, and he'd pick those women who he wanted to cum in their mouths. Ignoring his stepmom, his stepsister, his step-aunt, his step-cousin, and his step-grandmother because he could have sex with them any time. He needed to concentrate on the women that he really wanted.
Hoping they'd blow him to completion, allow him to cum in their mouths, and swallow his cum, he wanted his future mother-in-law, Diane, and his future sister-in-law, Christina to blow him. He wanted his co-workers, Grace and Arlene to suck his cock, allow him to cum in their mouths, and swallow his cum. Finally, he wanted his ex-Sunday school teacher, Sister Mary Elizabeth to stroke and suck his cock.
After everyone left the church, he remembered the day that he was alone with the nun. The crucifix that she wore around her neck got tangled in her blouse. Two of her buttons were unbuttoned. He stared at all that he could see of her white bra. He stared at her long line of cleavage. He stared at the impressions that her erect nipples made in her D cup bra. He lost count how many times he jerked off over seeing Sister Mary Elizabeth's bra clad breasts.
He'd love for his ex-English teacher, Miss O'Brien to suck his cock while stroking his prick. When she sat on the front of her desk with her knees parted and her short skirt raised, she flashed her white panties to the whore all male class. He not only saw her white, sheer panties but also, he saw her pussy mount, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her bushy patch of brown pubic hair.
Then, whether deliberate or intentional, when she crossed and uncrossed her legs, she gave everyone up skirt panty flashes. As if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she continued flashing her panties. He lost count over how many times he masturbated over her flashing the class her sheer, white panties. He'd love her to allow him to cum in her mouth and swallow his cum while he unbuttoned her blouse, lifted her bra, and fondled her big, D cup breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Something that he couldn't wait to masturbate over later, he had dick flashed and had sex with five women, his stepmother, his stepsister, his step-aunt, his step-cousin, and his step-grandma. All five women not only stared at his naked body, and his big, erect dick but also, they all took him in their hands to stroke him before taking him in their mouths to suck him. They all gave him a preview of what was to come, and he gave them a preview, too, of what to expect from him at Elizabeth's fiftieth birthday party.
# # #
Stepmom's 50th Birthday Party, #02:
After sending out the invitations, buying the booze, and ordering the food to be delivered, the night of Liz's birthday striptease party was here. The long awaited night of Elizabeth's fiftieth birthday party, all thirty-three guests were there, ready, and waiting for the striptease party to begin. With them all sitting in the living room, on couches, sofas, and chairs, they were all eating, drinking, talking, and laughing.
Elizabeth sat with her friends, Gwen, Gail, Gloria, Flora, and Carol, all ex-strippers in their day, indeed, they were still all whores. Liz's sister, Olivia, sat with her friends, Briana, Flanna, and Nikki. All ex-strippers before becoming webcam models, they were still all whores. Amelia sat with her two best friends, Vivian, and Jennifer, both whores. Isabella sat with her friends, both whores, Melody and Hailey. His step-grandmother, Victoria, sat with her two best friends, Joan and Mary, even though they were grandmothers with grandchildren, ex-strippers, they were still both whores.
'Once a whore, always a whore,' thought Alex while looking around the living room.
Between low-cut blouses and short skirts, all the women were sexily dressed. Sitting with their knees parted, they were all flashing their panties. When leaning forward to sip their wine they flashed whoever was looking at their long lines of sexy cleavages and their low-cut bras.
There were so many women, and they were all waiting for him to undress. They all couldn't wait to see Alex naked. They all couldn't wait to see his big, erect prick. They all couldn't wait for him to kiss them, feel them, fondle them, and stick his cock in their hands and in their mouths.
Unable to sexually service them all, he wondered how many of them would have sex with him. He wondered how many of them would kiss him, French kiss him. He wondered if they'd allow him to unbutton their blouses, lift up their bras, and feel their naked breasts while fingering their erect nipples. He thought it interesting that they were all wearing button blouses, easier access to their bras that he couldn't wait to lift and expose their naked breasts.
Now that he's already had sex with his stepmother, stepsister, step-aunt, step-cousin, and his step-grandmother, he wondered how many of the women would take him in their hands before taking him in their mouths. He looked from one woman to the next. He imagined what it would feel like to feel and fondle their naked breasts while fingering their erect nipples as they stroked his cock and sucked his prick.
Planning his moves, he looked from his future mother-in-law, Diane, to look at his future sister-in-law, Christina. He looked over at his sexy co-workers, Grace and Arlene. Both were flashing him their panties in the way that they always flashing him their panties with upskirt peeks, and their cleavages and bras with down blouse views in work.
Imagining her wearing her nun's habit, he looked at Sister Mary Elizabeth wearing her long skirt past her knees, and her button blouse with her large crucifix proudly displayed. He looked at his high school English teacher wearing a short skirt that already displayed her white panties, and a low-cut blouse that showed her cleavage and her low-cut bra when she leaned forward to take a sip of her win. He remembered her always flashing her white panties in class, whenever she sat on the front of her desk.
He looked at his step-cousin's friends, Melody and Hailey. They were both very pretty. He couldn't wait to make out with them, unbutton their blouses, and lift their bras over their naked breasts. He couldn't wait for them to take his erect cock and stroke him before taking him in their mouths to suck him.
He stared over at his neighbors, Emily, and Helen, he couldn't wait to make out with them. Whenever they visited his stepmother on a hot day, with them wearing their bikinis, they both asked him to rub sunscreen on their backs, shoulders, legs, and arms. Just as he inappropriately rubbed sunscreen on his stepmother and step-grandmother, he inappropriately rubbed sunscreen on them while stealthily touching them and groping them.
# # #
Although his fiancé, Gabriella, portrayed herself as being a prude and an innocent virgin, he knew better. Just as every woman there was a whore, his fiancé was a whore, too. He looked at her mother, his future mother-in-law, Diane, and at her sister, his future sister-in-law, Christina. They were both so pretty. They were both so sexy. Sitting so pretty, with their hair done, their makeup applied, and wearing sexy clothes, short skirts, and low-cut blouses, he wondered if they were whores, too.
Seemingly, between his stepmother, stepsister, step-aunt, step-cousin, step-grandmother, and all of their friends, he was surrounded by whores. Again, he wondered if his future mother-in-law and future sister-in-law were whores, too. Hot how would that be if they were. He wondered if he stood in front of them as he did with his stepmother, stepsister, step-aunt, step-cousin, and step-grandmother, if they'd take them in their hands and stroke him before taking him in their mouths to suck him.
He wondered what his fiancé would do if he had sex with her mother and her sister in front of her. Yet, unable to help himself, he's always been sexually attracted to her mother and sister. He wondered if they were drunk enough and sexually aroused enough if they'd cross the forbidden line and have sex with him.
He surveyed the living room. Gabriella, Alex's fiancé sat with her sister, Christina, and her mother Diane. Again, his co-workers, Grace, and Arlene, already flashing him their panties with their knees parted enough to do so, sat together. Sister Mary Elizabeth, his ex-Sunday school teacher, and Miss O'Brien, his ex-English teacher from high school sat together.
His neighbors, Emily and Helen, sat together, too. With them living across the street from him and their bedroom windows facing his bedroom window, they never drew the shade when dressing and undressing with their bedroom lights brightly lit. Having masturbated over them many times, he's already seen them both in their sexy nightgowns, their bras, and panties, topless, and naked.
As soon as Alex entered the room, he walked to his fiancé and kissed her on the lips. When his future mother-in-law and future sister-in-law stood for him to hug them, he reached his horny hands down while feeling both of their asses through their short skirts and panties. He brushed his hands by their blouse and bra clad breasts when they sat down in front of him. Then, when the music started playing from the playlist picked by his stepsister and his step-cousin, he started dancing.
The songs played over again several times before the party was over. 'Pour some sugar on me,' by Def Leppard. Alex started undressing himself. 'Crazy Bitch,' by Buckcherry. 'Cherry Pie,' by Warrant. 'Girls, Girls, Girls,' by Motley Crue. 'You Shook Me All Night Long,' AC/DC. 'I Don't Want To Miss A Thing,' by Aerosmith. 'Sweet Child O' Mine,' by Guns 'N' Roses. 'Livin' On A Prayer,' Bon Jovi. 'Black In Black,' AC/DC. 'I Love Rock N' Roll,' by Joan Jett and the Blackhearts.
Alex stood in front of his future mother-in-law. He sexily danced to the music while undressing himself in front of Gabriella's mother, Diane. As soon as he stripped himself naked and stroked his prick in front of her to a bigger and harder erection, she stared at his erect, naked prick in the way that he stared at her blouse and bra clad breasts. She seemed to be as sexually aroused as he was sexually excited dick flashing his future mother-in-law and his future sister-in-law.
Then, daring himself to do so, wondering what her reaction would be, he leaned forward and kissed Diane on the lips. He parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her. Surprising him, she returned his French kiss with her long, wet kiss.
While kissing her, he felt her double D cup breasts through her blouse and her bra. Then, he unbuttoned her blouse while continuing to make out with her. When her blouse was unbuttoned, he parted it wide open. With her not slapping his horny hands away, she didn't stop him from feeling her breasts and fingered her nipples through her bra before lifting her white brassiere to expose her naked breasts. He stared at Diane's tits as much as she stared at his naked prick.
With her not stopping him from having his way with her breasts, as soon as he touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples, she took his stiff prick in her hand. Smiling up at him, she squeezed his cock while slowly stroking his prick. Then, when he put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head, she leaned forward and took him in her mouth.
Gabriella's mother was blowing him. She was stroking his prick while sucking his dick. While he pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples, she stroked and sucked his cock in front of her daughter, Gabriella, his fiancé.
With Alex's prick buried in her mother's mouth, Gabriella stood, removed her engagement ring, stood, and threw her ring in his face.
"How dare you stick your prick in my mother's mouth," she said? "What's wrong with you? You're such a perverted asshole," she said.
She left the room and sat in the kitchen crying.
His three friends, Jimmy, Timmy, and Stephen surrounded her while consoling her.
# # #
As soon as Diane released his prick from her mouth and her hand, Alex moved to his future sister-in-law, Christina. As he did with her mother, he did with her. He leaned forward and kissed her on her lips. Then, he parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her. She returned his French kisses with her long wet kisses.
Finally, again, like mother like daughter, showing him the whore that she is, as soon as he felt her breasts through her blouse and her bra, and started unbuttoning her blouse, she took him in her hand and stroked him. Then, once he opened her blouse wide, lifted her pale, blue bra over her breasts, and fondled her naked tits while fingering her erect nipples, she leaned forward and took him in her mouth.
If it wasn't enough that his fiancé mother blew him, her sister was blowing him, too. With both of them talented cocksuckers, Christina blew him in the way that her mother blew him. While smiling up at him, she continued stroking his cock while sucking his prick.
Determined for him to cum in her mouth, she stroked him faster. She stroked him harder. She sucked him deeper while cupping his testicles in the palm of her hand in the way that he cupped her breasts in the palms of his hands.
In the way that his future mother-in-law had already done, his future sister-in-law continued doing, too. It took all the self-control that he had not to cum in her mouth. He put a gentle hand to the back of her dyed blonde, pretty head and humped her mouth. He fucked her face while fondling her breasts and pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
While he had his way with her naked tits and her erect nipples in the way that she had her way with his naked, erect cock. Seemingly determined for him to cum in her mouth, she continued stroking him while sucking him. As soon as she removed his prick from her mouth and her hand from his cock, he moved to his co-workers, Grace and Arlene.
In the way that he did with his future mother-in-law and sister-in-law, he did with his co-workers. He stepped in front of Grace, a good looking, twenty-five-year-old redhead. He leaned down and kissed them on the lips. With them both already sexually attracted to him, they put their hands around his neck, pulled him down to them, parted his lips with their tongues, and French kissed him.


Not wasting time with foreplay, they unbuttoned their own blouses while making out with him and, surprising him as much as they sexually excited him, they lifted their own bras. They took him in their hands and stroked him while he fondled their naked breasts and fingered their erect nipples. Then, they leaned forward and took him in their mouths. Grace stroked his cock while sucking his prick. Then, Arlene stroked his prick while sucking his cock.
As soon as she released him from her mouth and her hand, he moved to Arlene, his other co-worker. In the way that Grace stroked and sucked him, she stroked and sucked him, too. In the way that Grace unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her bra, Arlene did, too. They both had as big D cup tits as they had big crushes on him. They both wanted to have sex with them, as much as he wanted to have sex with them.
# # #
While Alex already had sex with Diane and Christina, his future mother-in-law, and sister-in-law, and with Grace, and Arlene, his co-workers, getting even with him, Gabriella was in the kitchen having sex with Jimmy, Timmy, and Stephen. She allowed the three of them to make out with her while feeling her D cup breasts through her blouse and her bra. As Alex did with her mother and sister, she allowed them to unbutton her blouse and lift up her bra.
While they fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples, she stroked them. Then, leaning forward, taking turns, she took them in her mouth and sucked them. She blew all three men. She not only allowed them to cum in her mouth but also, she swallowed their cum. Then, she shocked them by what she asked them to do.
"Cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts," she said. "I want you to give me a cum bath. I want to go in the living room with your cum dripping from my hair, my eyebrows, my nose, my lips, my chin, and collecting on my tits. I want to show Alex that I blew you and allowed you to give me cum baths," she said.
While Jimmy, Timmy, and Stephen gave Gabriella a cum bath, with Alex still not done, he stood in front of his two neighbors, Emily, and Helen next. He leaned forward and first kissed Emily on the lips. Then, he kissed Helen on her lips. As he did with his future mother-in-law, future sister-in-law, and his two co-workers, he did with them.
While their husbands, John and Martin watched, he parted their lips with his tongue, and French kissed them. They returned his French kisses with their long, wet kisses. He continued making out with them while unbuttoning their blouses. Once their blouses were unbuttoned, he lifted their bras over her naked breasts. He fondled their B cup breasts while fingering their erect nipples.
With their husbands still watching, they took his erect prick in their hands and stroked him. Then, they leaned forward and took him in her mouth. Taking turns, they continued stroking him while sucking him. As soon as Emily released him from her mouth and her hand, he moved to Helen.
As he did with Emily, he did with Helen. He leaned forward and kissed her on her lips. Then, he parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her. She returned his French kisses with her long, wet kisses.
He felt her breasts through her blouse and bra while fingering her erect nipples. Then, as he did with Emily, he unbuttoned Helen's blouse. Once her blouse was unbuttoned, he lifted her bra to reveal her naked B cup breasts. He fondled her naked tits, while she stroked his naked prick. Then, as Emily did, Helen did, too. She took him in her mouth and blew him. She stroked his cock while sucking his prick.
# # #
Finally, ignoring his stepmother, stepsister, step-aunt, step-cousin, and his step-grandmother, he stood in front of Sister Mary Elizabeth. She anointed herself while looking up at the ceiling as if God was there.
"Thank you, Jesus," she said with a sexy, little laugh. "I haven't seen a naked, erect penis since Father Murphy left the parish. He used to call me into the rectory to ask me to pray with him.
She laughed.
"He said he wanted to show me something. Only, as soon as I moved to my knees, he pulled out his penis," she said to Alex.
She laughed again.
"He had a tattoo of the crucifix on his cock," she said. "Suck the Lord Jesus. Blow your husband is what he said to me," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
In the way that he French kissed, unbuttoned their blouses, and lifted their bras of all of the other women, he French kissed the nun, unbuttoned her blouse, and lifted her bra. He fondled the naked breasts of God's wife while she took him in her hand to stroke him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. Alex suddenly felt religious while having sex with a nun.
Still not done, he moved to his ex-high school, English teacher, Miss O'Brien. In the way that he sexually assaulted the nun, he sexually assaulted her. While making her up skirt flashes appear accidental, he remembered all of the times that she deliberately flashed him and the rest of the male students in the class her white panties. Turning him into a masturbation machine, he constantly jerked off over seeing her white panties.
Continually masturbating over his teacher later, he loved staring at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her bushy brown patch of pubic hair that showed through her sheer, white panties. Losing count, he had no idea how many times he masturbated over Miss O'Brien, as well as, over Sister Mary Elizabeth. He couldn't believe that he'd ever be having sex with them in the way that he was having sex with them now.
In the way he had kissed all of the other women, he leaned down and kissed his Miss O'Brien now. He parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her while feeling her big, D cup breasts through her blouse and her bra. Then, with her seemingly giving him her okay to continue with returning his French kisses with her, long, wet kisses, he unbuttoned her blouse. He lifted her bra over her naked breasts. He fondled her big tits while fingering her erect nipples.
She took his prick in her hand and slowly stroked him. Then, leaning forward while continuing to stroke him, she took his cock in her mouth. Miss O'Brien was blowing him. She was stroking his cock while sucking his prick. Surprised that he didn't cum in her mouth, he was saving his cum for later.
Curious for their reactions, he wanted to cum in his future mother-in-law and in his future sister-in-law's mouths. He wanted to cum in his co-workers' mouths, Grace and Arlene. Finally, he wanted to cum in Sister Mary Elizabeth's mouth, as well as Miss O'Brien's mouth, too. If he had any cum left, he'd love to cum in his neighbor's mouths, Emily, and Helen.
# # #
"I blew Jimmy, Timmy, and Stephen," she said.
Gabriella walked in the living room topless and dripping with cum to sit in between her sister and her mother.
"They ejaculated a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts," she said. "The three of them gave me cum baths. I feel like such a whore but after my mother, and no doubt, my sister blew my fiancée, as well as his co-workers, probably Sister Mary Elizabth and, definitely Miss O'Brien blew Alex, I'm glad that I did.
Alex kissed her on the lips while licking his friend's cum from her face. Then, with him young, dumb, and full of cum, and with the party nearly over, he put a heavy hand behind his future mother-in-law's head. He stuck his cock in Diane's mouth. Not pushing him away but determined to make her future son-in-law cum in her mouth, she stroked him fast. She stroked him hard. She sucked him deep.
She temporarily removed his prick from her mouth to speak.
"Cum. Cum, Alex. Cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth," she said. "I want to taste your cum. I want to swallow your cum. I want to experience what you give to my daughter."
Obediently obeying his future mother-in-law, he exploded a load of cum in her mouth. As soon as she removed his prick from her mouth, he moved to his future sister-in-law. Again, with a heavy hand to the back of her head, he pulled her head forward and stuck his prick in Christina's mouth, too. Hopefully, later, he'd love to give them both cum baths but for now, he needed to save some of his cum for the others that he wanted to blow him.
She temporarily removed his prick from her mouth to speak.
"Cum. Cum, Alex. Cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth," she said. "I want to swallow your cum."
As soon as Christina told him to cum, he did. While Gabriella watched her fiancée cum in her mother's mouth and her sister's mouth, she stripped herself naked. She stood and walked to his three friends again watching Alex being blown by his fiancé mother and her sister.
"Fuck me," she said. "Stick your pricks in my pussy. I want the three of you to gang bang me. I don't care if you make me pregnant," she said.
Moving the coffee table out of the way and lying on the floor on her back with her legs spread, she allowed his three friends to fuck her. Taking turns, Jimmy, Timmy, and Stephen mounted Gabriella. They fucked her fast. They fucked her hard. They fucked her fast and hard enough to not only cum in her pussy but also to give her multiple orgasms.
"Oh, my God. Don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming. I'm cumming again. Oh, my God, I'm cumming," said Gabriella while everyone watched her having sexual intercourse with Alex's three friends.
# # #
Meanwhile his stepmother, step-aunt, and step-grandmother were in the master bedroom having sex with their neighbors' husbands, John and Martin. While their wives were blowing Alex, taking turns, the three women stroked them, sucked them, and fucked them. This wouldn't be the only time the three women would have sex with their neighbors husbands, as much as Alex would continue having sex with Emily and Helen, Elizabeth, Olivia, and Victoria would continue having sex with John and Martin.
Finally, after Jimmy, Timmy, and Stephen fucked Gabriella, my stepsister, Amelia, and my step-cousin, Isabella, had their sexual ways with my three friends, Jimmy, Timmy, and Stephen. With my stepmother's fiftieth birthday opening the sexual doors for me, I continued having sex with my stepmother, my stepsister, my step-aunt, my step-cousin, and my step-grandmother.
I continued having sex with my neighbors, Emily, and Helen. I continued having sex with Sister Mary Elizabeth, and my ex-English teacher Miss O'Brien. Glad that my three friends didn't impregnate my fiancé, with her on birth control and them wearing condoms, Gabriella continued having sex with Jimmy, Timmy, and Stephen after we were married while I continued having sex with my co-workers, Grace, and Arlene.
Again, after we were married, I continued having sex with my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law. I loved having threesome sex with them. After I impregnated my wife, I impregnated her sister. With Gabriella having a boy, Anthony, and Christina having a girl, Heather, we lived as one happy family.
The End
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25-year-old Home Healthcare Aide
A 75-five-year-old man has a healthcare aide a third his age
At first, dreading her caring for me, I'm more embarrassed about my home healthcare aide seeing me in my diaper than I am about her seeing me naked. I've been in hospitals and rehabs too many times with dozens of doctors, nurses, aides, and hospital workers seeing me without my clothes. I no longer have any modesty.
A home healthcare aide young enough to be my granddaughter, was a horse of a different color. I felt uncomfortable with her seeing me without my clothes. I felt like a pervert with her seeing my naked penis.
Fretting about it. My home healthcare worker is a third of my age. She's so young that I felt like a Jeffrey Epstein party goer.
Yet, I've been looking for a female home healthcare worker for years who would care for an elderly man. I'm a seventy-five-year-old, diabetic man with bad knees and arthritis. Confined to a wheelchair, unable to walk more than two steps, barely able to stand without holding on to something or someone, I need help.
My name is Walter. A widower, my wife of fifty-years, Dorothy, died three-years ago of a stroke. A very kind and pleasant woman who loved to cook, bake, and eat, sadly, she was morbidly obese with high blood pressure all of her life.
I miss her. Having known her since we were sixteen-years-old, high school sweethearts, we attended the prom together. Lost without her, she was my best friend.
Growing old is not easy, especially when no longer having a partner, someone to talk to, play games with, watch television, and movies. I'm as sad as I am lonely not having anyone to talk to everyday. I miss having a dog nearly as much as I miss my wife. I had a dog all of my life.
Unable to walk a dog, I can no longer have a dog. I wish I could have a dog. I love dogs, especially small dogs. I had a Manchester terrier named Hurricane, a Miniature Pinscher named Roxy, and a Rat terrier named Polo. In between, I had two mutts that I rescued from the pound.
As sad as I'm lonely, I bought one of those AI dogs. They're not close to being the same as having a real best, four-legged friend. Nearly missing having a dog as much as I miss my wife, I wished I could have a dog again.
# # #
I used to be 6' tall. I'm 5' 10" now. I've weighed the same since I turned thirty-years-old, two-hundred-ten pounds. I had a lot of muscle mass with a 45-inch chest, broad shoulders, a 32-in waist, and 18" arms, I was quite muscular, especially my legs.
No champion bodybuilder or powerlifter, benching over 300, squatting over 400, and deadlifting over 500, I was in great shape. I was surprised at my annual checkup that the doctor told me that I had gained ten-pounds. No longer having much of an appetite, never eating fast foods, and staying away from sweets because I have diabetes, I have no idea how I could have gained weight.
I've exercised ever since I was thirteen-years-old. Faithfully watching Jack LaLanne and Elaine LaLane, and their white Belgian Shepherd, Happy, their dog, every day. Too young to drive a car, I walked everywhere.
I've lifted weights, did calisthenics, isometrics, boxed, worked out on my heavy bag, and my speed bag, rode my stationary bike, ran on my treadmill, skipped rope, and did 250 pushups every day. I was in the best shape of my life at the age of 45-years old. Then, as soon as I turned sixty-years-old, everything went downhill from there.
Worsening every year, feeling older than my age physically but not mentally, thank God. As soon as I turned seventy-years-old, no longer able to care for myself, I needed help. Even though I didn't want a stranger in my house, I needed to hire a home healthcare worker to help me get washed and dressed.
Not needing someone full time, I have a seventy-six-year-old, female roommate, Barbara, who orders the groceries to be delivered, does all the cooking, and cleans up the kitchen. Meeting online on finding a roommate app, we've been roommates for fifteen years. We get along quite well. Unfortunately, she's morbidly obese with high blood pressure, too.
# # #
A morning person instead of a night person, I go to bed at 7:00 pm and wake up at 3:00 am. Even though I've been approved to hire someone for seventy-hours a week, I only need someone to work twenty-hours. I only need someone to get me washed and dressed, do my laundry, vacuum, clean the bathrooms, do some dusting, and take out the trash.
With my roommate driving, and her using a rollator to get to the garage, I also need her to wheel me to my car when I go to the doctor's office. I need her to put the transport chair in the car, help me get in and out of my car, take the transport chair out of the car, and wheel me to the doctor's office. Then, I need her to put the transport chair back in the car, remove it from the car again, and wheel me back to the house. It's a one-hundred fifty step walk from the front door to the garage.
Fortunately, I'm able to climb out of bed on my own. Then, hoping that I don't fall, with one hand on the bed and the other hand on my wheelchair, I struggle to walk the two steps to get into my wheelchair without falling. After going to the bathroom nearly every hour, I disappear in my office to write until my caregiver arrives at 7 am.
My roommate fills a thermos with black coffee and makes nutty, peanut butter on graham crackers topped with walnuts the night before. I eat my crackers and drink my coffee while writing before my care worker arrives. Writing my stories every day is all that I have to look forward to doing. I write at least two new stories every week. I'm quite the prolific writer.
Difficult for me to get dressed and undressed, I sleep in my clothes. Then, when she arrives, I climb back into bed. She removes my clothes, washes me, and dresses me. I disappear into my office again and write from 7:30 am to 11:00 am, every day, seven days a week. Not needing full-time help, I don't want some woman sitting on the couch downstairs staring at her cell phone for half of the day while I'm upstairs writing.
# # #
I've been looking for someone for more than three-years. The problem is that they all want to work full-time. Moreover, most women don't want to care for a man.
Having never smoked, I prefer a non-smoking woman. I prefer a woman caring for me because, a victim of sexual abuse from a pedophile man as a child. Fearing that he'd tell my mother that he forced me to blow him, he tried to drown me. I can't bear to have a man see and touch me while I'm naked. My doctor and my dentist are both female.
Confined to a wheelchair, I have a power wheelchair downstairs and a power wheelchair upstairs. I have a chairlift to the second floor and a walk-in shower with a seat and big, silver poles to grab and hang onto everywhere in the shower. I even have grab handles on both sides of every doorway including the front door. I wouldn't be able to go to the bathroom if I didn't have the support of those grab handles within reach.
I have a raised toilet seat, thank God for that, and a toilet surround to help me to stand, lean forward, and grab a grab handle to wipe myself and pull up my diaper and pajama bottom. I have one of those fancy beds, a Sataava bed, that has a remote control that raises my back and my legs at the same time. My roommate has the same bed. My favorite position is the ZG, the zero gravity position with my back and my feet raised.
I have a big, blue, oversized Barcalounger reclining chair that is deeply padded and has lumbar support. The reclining chair allows me to rest totally flat. Even though I don't have a bad back, more comfortable with lumbar support, every chair in my house has lumbar support.
I have two Herman Miller Aeron chairs, one upstairs and one downstairs. I bought the first Aeron chair with every option twenty-years ago in soapstone for $1200, and it still looks like new. I bought my second Aeron chair in silver five-years ago for $2,200 with all the options including leather arms, and a chrome base. I can sit in those chairs for twelve hours without getting a backache. The best chairs on the market, I love Herman Miller Aeron chairs.
# # #
Even my old 2011 Lincoln Town Car Executive, the last of the made by Lincoln limousines with extra wide rear doors and six more inches of legroom in the rear seat, the car has lumbar support, too. The American version of a Rolls Royce, I love that car. Because the car uses the parts from a Ford Crown Victoria and a Mercury Marquis, but with everything tweaked to a better standard, the Lincoln is the most dependable car on the market.
No longer able to drive, my roommate chauffeurs me to the doctor. Easily lasting four-hundred-thousand miles and more, that car will outlive me. It's very quiet and has a great ride. The engine, a 4.6 is the engine of a detuned Mustang, and has dual exhausts. Of course, the only color to buy, I bought a black one with black interior.
I also have a heavy duty, Drive, rollator that supports four-hundred-fifty pounds. That helps me walk around the living room. I exercise every day except on rainy or very cold days.
Used to working out with fifty-pound dumbbells, I use 12 pound dumbbells now to do three sets of shoulder presses, curls, and French curls for 25 repetitions each. I do three sets each of 25 door pushups and squats. I do 300 calf raises, 25 standing back leg curls, and 25 leg side swings while holding onto a half wall.
I do all that I can to save my muscles and prevent more muscle loss at my age. My doctor wants to put me on Ozempic, Wegoby, or Manjaro. Because of the long list of dangerous side effects, I refused to take any of them. They're nothing but poison.
One causes blindness, one causes cancer, and the other causes death. People take them because it helps them to lose weight. Only, they don't realize that when they lose that much weight that fast, they lose muscle mass, too, and that weakens their bones. Because of my muscle mass and my proportions, I always looked lighter than I am. Everyone thought that I weighed one-hundred-eighty pounds instead of weighing two-hundred-ten pounds.
# # #
I signed up with half a dozen local home healthcare agencies without any luck. Then, one day, it finally happened. I received a call from one of the agencies.
'Oh, my God. Thrilled. I was so happy.'
Even though I asked for a non-smoking woman between the ages of forty-to sixty, and large enough to help hold a two-hundred-twenty-pound man, they sent me a twenty-five-year-old woman for a meet and greet. I was disappointed.
They told me that she's a non-smoking woman, who was 5' 7" tall, and weighed 140 pounds, big enough to help me in and out of my chair, and help me take a shower without falling. Only, I didn't want a woman that young to be my home healthcare aide. With her just Twenty-five-years-old, she's a child. We'd have nothing in common.
Then, as soon as I saw her in person, she took my breath away. She was stunningly beautiful. She looked like a taller version of Margo Robbie but with bigger breasts.
'Oh, my God,' I thought.
A kind and pleasant woman who is quite attractive, the only thing that I didn't like about her was her age. Unless she has daddy issues, and is sexually attracted to older men, what twenty-five-year-old, young woman would want to care for an elderly man? Then, she told me, with cancer running in her family, she cared for her seventy-five-year-old grandfather, her fifty-year-old father, and her forty-eight-year-old uncle before they all succumbed to that fatal disease. First hospitalized with COVID, they got pneumonia in the hospital before they died.
With her working from home, and her grandfather, and later, uncle moving in with her father and her, and with them having no one else to help them, she cared for the three men. The time of COVID, with them not wanting to go to the hospital, and refusing Chemo, she washed and dressed all three men over a seven-year period. The dutiful daughter, she was an angel of mercy. To be honest, blessed to have her, I couldn't hope for a better home healthcare aide.
# # #
Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she said something that blew my mind.
"Much easier to wash them, instead of leaning in the shower and getting my clothes all wet," she said.
She paused as if rethinking what she was about to say but she said it anyway. She confessed what I never would have imagined. I was as shocked as I was sexually excited.
"I stripped myself naked, climbed in the shower with them, stood behind them, and held them while washing them," she said.
Something that I'll be masturbating over later, she made me imagine her removing her clothes while I watched and showering with me while holding me from behind.
'What? Seriously? Oh, my God. She helped them shower while she was naked,' I thought.
I couldn't believe what she said. I'm glad to confess that I can still get and maintain an erection, even with my diabetes because I had one then. I'd love to watch such a young and pretty woman remove her clothes and strip herself naked. I wondered if she'd turn me to face her, press her big, naked breasts against my chest with my erect prick pressing against her tummy.
I wondered if she'd allow me to wash her, too. Scrubbing them really well while fondling them and groping them, I'd love to wash her dirty, naked breasts, and her dirty, naked ass, and her dirty, naked pussy. Wishing I could push her up against the shower wall and fuck her, unless we were laying on the shower floor with her on top of me, alas, those days are over and long gone.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'If it wasn't enough that she washed and dressed her naked granddad, her naked father, and her naked uncle but she also stripped herself naked to shower with them, I immediately developed feelings of lust for her. Wow. I only wished I was fifty-years younger.'
Already, on the very first day of her helping me, giving me plenty to masturbate over later, I think I'm really going to like this woman working for me.
# # #
Having had several home healthcare workers over the years before, I had grown accustomed to having a stranger in my house. It was nice having someone to talk to rather than just my roommate. The first home healthcare worker, even though she was a hard worker, only lasted three months. A pleasant Puerto Rican woman, she stole everything that wasn't nailed down.
The second home healthcare worker was a nineteen-year-old black woman who lasted one day. The next day, she just disappeared. She didn't show up or call. The third home healthcare worker lasted only three days. She said it was too far of a commute back and forth to only work part-time.
The fourth home healthcare worker was a tall forty-something-year-old black woman. Very beautiful, she had huge, double D cup breasts. After she worked for me for a week, I discovered online that she had been arrested twice for the attempted murder of her boyfriend. Sadly, fearing that she may attempt to murder me, I let her go.
This young woman, having just graduated from college, was unable to find a job in her field. She seemed friendly enough, and turned out to be a hard worker, trustworthy, and dependable. She had thoughts about becoming a nurse. She had ambitions of becoming a nurse practitioner or a pharmacist. They both make around one-hundred-thirty-five-thousand-dollars.
I liked her. Even more than that, she was a white woman instead of a black or a brown woman, not that I'm prejudiced, and she was very pretty. She had big tits, D cup breasts. Unable to stop staring at their tits, while wondering what they look like topless, I love big breasted women, no matter how old or how young they are.
# # #
Call it my sexual fetish but I love women with big tits. My wife had huge, double D cup breasts. My roommate has enormous F cup, albeit sagging breasts.
I've seen my roommates, humongous naked breasts several times. Once, when she was standing in front of her full-length mirror in her panties while topless with her bedroom door wide open. She was examining her breasts in her mirror for lumps.
Fortunately, she didn't see me staring. I couldn't believe my horny eyes as I quietly and stealthily wheeled by her bedroom in the darkened hall. Then, another time, not wanting to struggle to go downstairs to the other bathroom, I saw her naked breasts another time when she was in the shower and I needed to pee.
"I need to pee," I said, knocking on the bathroom door and speaking loud enough to hear me over the running water.
Wanting to return the favor of seeing her naked breasts, I wanted to dick flash her. Curious for her reaction to seeing my naked erect prick, I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away with shame and embarrassment. I waited for her to respond.
"Okay, just don't flush the toilet, Walter" she said.
# # #
Being the pervert that I am and always will be, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection before opening the bathroom door and entering the bathroom. Then, I stood from my locked wheelchair outside of the bathroom. Leaning forward, I grabbed the grab handles to make my way to the toilet. Instead of standing to pee while facing the toilet, and with my wheelchair blocking her view, I stood in front of the toilet. My back was to my toilet, and my wheelchair to the side to not block her view of seeing my naked, erect prick.
Hoping she'd look. I couldn't wait to show her my cock. As soon as I slowly pulled down my pajama bottoms, before pulling down my diaper, I saw her turn her head. She not only looked through the sheer, clear shower curtain but also, she stared.
Wanting her to see it, she did. Curious about her reaction to seeing my naked, erect prick, I gave her a good, long look at my big dick, and she never removed her eyes from it. I'll definitely be masturbating seeing my erect, naked prick later.
She could see my cock as much as I could see her naked silhouette through the shower curtain. She stared at me as much as I stared at her. Even though I was seeing only one of her breasts from the side, she had such huge breasts and I couldn't remove my eyes from them. Then, as soon as I stood and wiped myself, something she told me not to do, I flushed the toilet.
"Oh, my God! Hot, hot, hot! Jesus Walter, I asked you not to flush the toilet," she said.
She leaned forward to stick her head out of the shower curtain. When she did, her enormous, naked breasts fell forward with her. I stared at her giant breast as if I had never seen a naked tit before.
Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, not expecting her to do what she did, she pushed open the shower curtain all the way. I stared at her humongous naked breasts, her huge areolas, and her big, erect nipples. I stared at her brown, bushy pussy.
"Now that you're here, I'm going to need your help. My arthritis is killing me and I can't even lift my arms," she said. "Embarrassed to ask but I need you to dry me and dress me."
# # #
Blowing my mind, not covering her nakedness with her hands and/or her forearm, she turned to face me. Then, she stepped out of the shower naked with her hands by her sides. She tossed me a towel.
She stepped closer to stand in front of me. Then, she leaned over me with her enormous breasts falling forward and her big tits practically falling in my face. I felt her breasts through her towel while drying her. Then, surprising me, with her not stopping me, I fingered her erect nipples through her towel, too.
'I love her giant breasts and her big, dark pink areolas and her light pink erect nipples,' I thought.
Unable to remove my eyes from her naked body, I cupped her bushy brown pussy while drying her cunt with the towel. I reached down from my wheelchair to dry her legs as best as I could. Then, she turned and leaned forward to show her big, naked ass, and the back of her brown pussy. I dried her while groping her.


"If you'd like me to, I could trim your pubic hair while sitting in my wheelchair," I said.
As if realizing that she was standing in front of me naked, her face turned a bright red and she looked at me embarrassed.
"Thank you," she said. "Let me think about it."
She gasped, quiver, and shivered when I dried her pussy. Cupping her cunt, I rubbed her clit and fingered her pussy while drying her. Nearly finger fucking her, I practically masturbated her.
As if we were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, or lovers, she allowed me to dry her, help her dress, and undress whenever her arthritis flared up. Giving me something to masturbate over, I enjoyed seeing and drying her naked body, putting on her bra in the morning, and removing her bra at night. While brushing my hand by her naked pussy and groping her big ass, I enjoyed putting on her panties in the morning and removing them in the evening to help he on with her nightgown.
Even though I saw, touched, felt, and fondled her naked body, and even though she helped wash me and dress me before I was able to hire a home healthcare worker, she never touched, felt, and stroked my naked prick. In the way that I felt and fondled her naked breasts and cupped and groped her naked pussy and ass, I washed my own private area. We never had sex.
Just once, I'd love her to give me a hand job and a blowjob while I felt and fondled her naked breasts and fingered and sucked her erect nipples. I'd love to cum in her mouth. I'd love to watch her swallow my cum.
# # #
The name of the home healthcare worker that I hired was Heather. A natural blonde with blue eyes. She had a shapely figure with all of the curves in all the right places. She had D cup breasts, and the shapeliest ass that I've ever seen on a white woman. Even though I've never had anal sex, I'd lick her ass, toss her salad, and fuck her ass if she offered it to me.
The first day that she was there, not expecting her to wash me there, surprising me, she wasn't wearing gloves. She handed me a soapy wet wipe to wash my private area. When she saw me struggling with my arthritic fingers, she took the wet wipe from my hand.
"I can do that for you," she said with a smile. "I don't mind."
She washed me with her warm, soft, and soapy hand and fingers. She made me imagine what it would feel like to receive a hand job from her, not that she ever would, nor would I ever ask her to do such a thing. Yet, as soon as she touched my naked penis, glad that I could still get hard, she gave me an immediate erection. Then, when she washed my testicles, my cock throbbed and prick pulsated. I loved her touching me.
She giggled.
"All you men are the same. Every time I washed my grandfather, my dad, and my uncle, they all had erections," she said. "I guess they liked the idea of me touching them where a daughter, a niece, and granddaughter shouldn't touch them. Yet, I didn't mind. If I could give them some pleasure from their suffering, I was willing to do anything that they wanted me to do," she said.
She laughed.
"I was more than willing to be their whore," she said.
She stared at my erect prick before looking up at me. She surprised me by asking me her question.
"Would you like me to take care of that for you," she asked?
Shocked that she asked me such a thing, even though I knew what she meant, I played innocent. I stared up at her with my eyes bugging out of my head.
"Pardon? I'm sorry. I don't know what you mean. What do you mean by taking care of what," I naively asked?
She let out a sexy laugh and gave me a naughty look.
"I can masturbate you," she said.
She moved her hand up and down in front of her. Heather, this beautiful, young woman offered to masturbate me. Not having to force her, she was willing to stroke my cock and make me cum.
# # #
"I've masturbated my grandfather, my father, and my uncle many times. I'm unembarrassed and unashamed to have relieved their pressure and their sexual frustration," she said with a shrug. "I gave them some comfort from their pain."
She smiled.
"Masturbating them is just part of everyday life," she said with a shrug. "With all of their suffering, I was glad to give them what they wanted and what they needed. They loved cumming for me."
She laughed again.
"Then, something I should have known," she said.
She laughed again.
"What started out as a one-time thing, they wanted me to jerk them off every day. I didn't mind," she said. "Feeling sorry for them, they were suffering," she said again. "If I could give them pleasure with a hand job, I was willing to do that for them. What's the big deal," she said with another shrug? "It was just a hand job. It wasn't like I was fucking them."
She nodded her head while, seemingly, remembering masturbating her grandfather, her father, and her uncle.
# # #
"Then, taking it to the next level, a time before I showered with them naked, they asked to feel my tits. I allowed them to fondle my breasts through my nightgown. They'd stick their horny hands down the front of my low-cut nightgown and touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples as I stroked their pricks faster and harder."
She smiled at me.
"I love cock," she said.
She laughed again.
"Not stopping there, they wanted to see my tits. They asked to see my naked breasts. With me an exhibitionist and with the three of them voyeurs, I lowered the bodice of my nightgown to my waist and exposed my naked breasts to them," she said.
She giggled.
"I not only allowed them to fondle my naked breasts but also, I allowed them to suck my nipples while I stroked their cocks," she said. "I love having my tits fondled and my nipples sucked when I'm stroking cock. Having my nipples sucked makes me so wet."
# # #
"I can do that for you, if you want," she said. "I don't mind. More of an impersonal thing to do, I've been raised by my mother not to think that a hand job and/or even a blowjob is sexual," she said, shocking me.
She laughed.
"My mom was a bit of a whore. Like mother, like daughter, she loved sucking cock, too. With my father watching, she blew all of his friends, even his boss. She even served his poker buddies drinks while topless," she said.
She laughed again.
"I don't have to tell you for you to know that I love sucking cock," she laughed. "Matter of fact, on the first date, when dating a man that I didn't like, I'd rather give him a blowjob than a French kiss goodnight. To me, a blowjob is less personal than a goodnight's French kiss. I'd rather he stick his cock in my mouth than his tongue," she said with another laugh. "I'd even let him cum in my mouth and I'd swallow his cum.
I looked at her stunned. My dream woman, I could never find a home healthcare aide better than her. Not only was she a whore but she was drop dead gorgeous.
'She masturbated her grandfather,' I thought. 'She masturbated her father. She masturbated her uncle. She exposed her naked breasts to them and allowed them to touch her tits and fondle her tits while fingering her nipples. She took showers with them while naked. She loves sucking cock,' I couldn't believe it.
She laughed again.
# # #
Then, she blew my mind again by saying what she said.
'On the occasion of their birthdays, with them making it another year, a special day for them, I blew them. I sucked their cocks, allowed them to cum in my mouth, and swallowed their cum. I blew my grandfather, my father, and my uncle. With them making me horny, I only wished they could make love to me before fucking me fast and hard enough to give me orgasms with their cocks but, they couldn't," she said with sadness.
She looked at me and gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I can do that for you, if you'd like," she said while fingering the head or my naked prick with her manicured fingers. I can blow you on your birthday," she said, nodding her head. "Would you like that? Would you like me to suck your cock? When is your birthday," she asked?
She smiled.
"You may cum in my mouth and I'll swallow your cum while you fondle my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples," she said.
I was tempted to tell her that today was my birthday.
# # #
"My birthday is in July, July 26th," I said.
She laughed.
"I'll tell you what. I can blow you today for the birthday that I missed in July," she said. "I don't mind. You may even cum in my mouth," she said.
I smiled.
"I'd like that," I said. "It's been years since I've had a blowjob," I confessed.
After she washed me, before she dressed me and I left for my office, true to her word, she took me in her hand before she took me in her mouth. While staring up at me and smiling, she stroked my cock while sucking my prick. She showed me my prick in her mouth while teasing me with her tongue. She gave me the best blowjob that I ever had in my life.
"Cum, Walter. Cum. Cum in my mouth. Cum for Heather. I want to swallow your cum," she said.
I put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head. I pulled her head forward. Not taking me more than a minute to cum, as soon as she told me to cum, I did. I ejaculated a load of cum in her pretty mouth and she swallowed.
"Once we get better acquainted, and become friends, whenever you want me to stroke your cock or even suck our prick, I will. I don't mind doing that for you. I love sucking cock, and you may always cum in my mouth. I love the taste of cum. I'm not a spitter. I always swallow," she said.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I've been told more than once that I'm a talented cocksucker. I love sucking cock," she said again. "Whenever you want, you may see, touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering my nipples and sucking them," she said.
She laughed.
"In case you're wondering, unembarrassed and unashamed, I'm a whore. I love being a whore. Attracted to older men, my preference, I love elderly men who still can get an erection. They are the most appreciative and grateful for me giving them sex," she said.
"Maybe on those days when you are up to it; you could make love to me and/or fuck me. If you could fuck me fast and hard enough, I'd love you to give me an orgasm with your cock and cum in my pussy. Don't worry. I won't get pregnant," she said. "I'm on the pill. My sexual fantasy would be for you to finger my pussy while licking my cunt," she said.
# # #
Getting even better, the next day, she showered with me. The first time she showered with me, after she helped me undress, as soon as she leaned down to remove my diaper, with her mouth mere inches away from my cock, my erect prick nearly slapped her across her face. Whenever I was around her, as if I was a horny teenager again loaded with excess testosterone, I had an erection.
"Would you like me to shower with you," she asked?
'Is the pope Catholic,' I thought? 'Fuck, yeah.'
"I'll stand behind you and hold you. Then, when your legs get tired, you can sit on your shower seat and I'll blow you, again."
'What man in his right mind would say no to a woman who looked like her and asked him if she wanted to shower with him and blow him,' I thought?
"Yes, I'd love for you to hold me while showering with me," I said. "A bit unsteady on my feet, I haven't had a shower in three years. I don't want to fall."
With her giving me a real, slow striptease show, I sat on the shower seat to enjoy the view of her undressing. While facing me, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. She looked down to see what she was showing and what I was seeing before she unbuttoned the next button. I stared at her in her light, blue, low-cut bra.
She removed her blouse, folded it, and placed it on the toilet surround stand. Then, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. She allowed her skirt to fall to her feet before she stepped out of it. Showing me her light blue, bikini panty clad ass, she bent over, picked up her skirt, fondled it, and placed it on the toilet surround stand along with her blouse. She stood before me in her bra and panties.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I've died and gone to heaven. She has such a shapely and sexy body.'
# # #
While watching her undress and strip herself naked, I had the biggest and hardest erection that I had in years. Then, as if there was a drumroll going off in my head, when she reached around her to unhook and remove her bra, I thought I'd have a heart attack. I watched her remove her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps before removing her bra.
She was topless. She had perfect breasts, so big and so shapely. I stared at Heather's naked breasts as if I had never seen a woman's naked breasts for the rest of my horny life.
I continued to stare at the shape and the size of her big tits. I stared at her darker pink areolas and her lighter pink erect nipples. She had beautiful breasts, so firm and high up where they belong.
Finally, she slowly and sexily slid down her panties. I stared at her trimmed, blonde pubic hair. Then, when she turned and bent at the waist to remove and pick up her panties, I stared at her perfect, tight, little ass and the back of her naked blonde pussy. She had a perfect ass.
She washed, dressed, and masturbated me every day. She showered with me once a week. She blew me whenever I asked her to suck my cock and allow me to cum in her mouth. By far, she was the best home healthcare aide that I ever had.
I never imagined that I'd ever be sexually attracted to a woman a third of my age but, definitely, I am. I only wish I was younger. I'd love to be married to someone like her. When I wasn't having sex with her, I was dreaming about having sex with her.
The End
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Mother-in-law, My Massage Therapist
Mother-in-law, Veronica, gives son-in-law, Brett, a massage.
Something I didn't know, my mother-in-law worked as a licensed, professional, massage therapist. Earning thirty-five-dollars an hour plus tips, making a good living, she worked at an upscale massage salon for years before she was married. With her husband, my father-in-law, earning six figures as an attorney, after she gave birth, she no longer needed to work. She stayed home to raise her daughter, Felicity, my wife.
She didn't renew her license as a massage therapist after she had a child. Then, unexpectedly, my father-in-law died, three-years-ago from Diabetes. Even though he left her a pile of money, and a seven figure life insurance policy, she needed it to last for the rest of her life.
She took care not to blow through the money. Needing it for her daughter's college education, or to help buy her a house when she married, she wanted to leave some of it to her daughter, after she died. Needing the extra income to financially survive, she completed a required course, and renewed her license as a massage therapist to massage clients from her home.
All she needed was a massage table, which she already had, towels, and a supply of different scented oils. Veronica was back in business again. Only, this time was different. Instead of working as a massage therapist for a company She was in business for herself. This was her own business and she didn't have to share her income and her tips with anyone. Whatever she made was hers to keep.
Moreover, allowing her to earn more money on the side, not having to abide by the rules and regulations of a company, she could do naughty things that she'd never do while working in a reputable massage salon. She could give them sex. As long as they promised not to tell anyone their little secret, whether with women or with men, she could give them happy endings for more money, and even have sex with them.
Swearing everyone to secrecy, she gave her friends, her neighbors, and her deceased husband's friends, and co-workers massages with happy endings. For very special clients, after giving them a massage, she'd allow them to have sex with her for an agreed upon price. She'd remove her clothes for the right price and allow them to have their sexual way with her naked body.
# # #
My wife, Felicity, and I had no idea that her mother, my mother-in-law, Veronica, was a whore. With her already having plenty of money, we had no idea that she prostituted herself for extra income. While massaging them, after an agreed upon price, she gave her clients happy endings. She masturbated women. She'd make out with them while sexually fondling their naked breasts and pinching, turning, twisting, and pulling their nipples.
She sexually fingered their naked pussies. She masturbated them with her huge collection of vibrators and dildos. She rubbed their clits, and finger fucked their pussies with her fingers and/or with her toys. She'd play with their cunts, lick their pussies, and suck their nipples. With her bi-sexual, giving them multiple orgasms, she gave them oral sex.
While eating their pussies, she'd reach up and fondle their naked breasts. Knowing what women wanted, she'd reach up and pinch, pull, turn, and twist their erect nipples. For an agreed upon price, allowing them to see her topless and/or naked, she'd allow women to masturbate her and/or give her oral sex, too.
Of course, she masturbated men, too. As long as they were willing to pay her price, she'd stroke their cocks and gave her male clients happy endings, too. For a much higher price, instead of just stroking their cocks, she'd suck their pricks while stroking their pricks.
For a little more, and for the right man, she'd allow them to cum in her mouth. Again, with everything a charge on her sexual menu, for a little more, instead of spitting out their cum in a tissue, she'd swallow their cum. Afterall, it's really not a blowjob unless the man cums in the woman's mouth and she swallows his cum.
A full service whore, for an agreed upon price, she'd slowly and sexily strip herself naked. She'd allow them to make love to her and/or fuck her. For more money, she'd even allow them to fuck her in her ass. As long as they paid her, extending their session to include sex after their massage, everything was on the table. For the right price, she'd satisfy whatever kinky perversion they had.
# # #
My mother-in-law's name is Veronica but everyone calls her Ronnie or Vicky. I call her Veronica because I love that name. A four syllable name, Veronica sounds sexier than Ronnie or Vicky. Veronica is a good name for a stripper. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, and something that will never happen, with my wife's mother a MILF, I've masturbated over imagining her naked and having sex with her.
From the first day that I met her, I wished I was engaged to mother than to daughter. With her twenty-two-years older than Felicity, unbelievably, she was prettier, sexier, had a shapelier body, and had much bigger breasts. Instantly, I was sexually attracted to my future mother-in-law. With her the whole package, I was glad to be part of her family.
Before I knew she was a massage therapist, I've masturbated many times over my mother-in-law while visualizing her dancing around a pole to music, removing her clothes and stripping herself naked just for me. With my wife looking more like her father than her mother, a good looking man, I'm more sexually attracted to my fifty-year-old mother-in-law than I am to my twenty-eight-year-old wife. If ever I had the chance, unashamed and unembarrassed to confess, I'd have sex with Veronica if I could.
Again, something that will never happen, but something that I love jerking off to, I'd love to have threesome sex with my wife and her mother. There's nothing hotter than mother and daughter sex. Yet, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, unless we were all drunk and horny, threesome sex with mother and daughter will never happen.
How hot would that be to have sex with them both at the same time? While she sat on my face, I'd love to eat my mother-in-law's pussy while my wife stroked and sucked my cock. Then, as soon as I ejaculated a load of cum in Felicity's mouth, with her sitting on my face, I'd switch and eat my wife's pussy while my mother-in-law stroked my cock while sucking my prick. I'd love to ejaculate a load of cum in Veronica's mouth, too.
Being the pervert that I am, I wouldn't mind it if my wife's seventy-year-old grandmother joined in, too. For an old broad, looking ten-years-younger than her age, she's an attractive woman with humongous F cup sagging tits. I love big breasted, older women. The bigger the breasts the better.
I only wished that women had another set of breasts on their backs, back breasts. How hot would that be dancing close with a woman with her front pressed against your chest while you cup her back breasts and finger her erect back nipples? I'd be in heaven.
Then, again, if men would love women to have two sets of breasts, perhaps, women would like men to have two cocks, one in the front and a second one in the back. How hot would that be when having threesome sex and cumming from the front and the back? My mother-in-law could suck my front cock while her daughter could suck my back cock or visa versa.
# # #
My MILF of a mother-in-law is a good looking woman. She's as sexy as she is shapely. A natural redhead with freckles, she has blue eyes, and huge milkmaid, double D cup breasts, and is 5' 9" tall. I love Veronica's huge breasts.
My wife, Felicity, I love her name, has strawberry blonde hair, is 5' 8" tall, and has C cup breasts. She's very pretty. With two beautiful women on my arms, I'm blessed. Unbelievably, with Veronica taller and bustier than Felicity, mother is hotter than daughter.
After I received a groin injury from lifting something too heavy, while grimacing and limping around the house, I told my wife that I was in a lot of pain. Thinking that she was joking, she suggested that I see her mother for a massage.
Making a face as if she was crazy for suggesting that, thinking she was kidding me, I looked at my wife with curiosity. Then, thinking about her mother massaging my naked body made me horny. I had no idea that her mother had worked as a massage therapist.
With me just turning thirty-years-old, again, unable to help myself, I've always had a thing for older women, especially older women with big breasts. I Wish I had married an older woman. I love big breasted older women. Back in my early twenties, I dated a few older women, women twice my age, before I dated Felicity.
I dated one of my mother's best friends, Emma, and one of my aunt's best friends, June. They both were very pretty and had big tits. As much as their friends wanted to have sex with me, after hearing them talk on their cell phones while I listened to them from upstairs, I suspected that my mother and my aunt wanted to have sex with me, too. Having grown accustomed to it, especially with women in their forties, fifties, and even sixties, I'm surrounded by whores.
# # #
Having sex with older women is much different than having sex with women my age and younger. It's like the older women are more appreciative for the attention and grateful for the sex. Barring none and no comparison, the best sex that I've had is with older women. My sexual fantasy coming true, I only wished that I could have sex with my mother-in-law. I dream of having sex with my wife's mother. I dream of having threesome sex with both of them.
Older, horny women are by far, the best kissers, too. When French kissing me, before undressing them and stripping them naked, they love it when I touch and feel them everywhere through their clothes. With them loving to get their fingers and their lips around a big, hard prick, they give the best hand jobs and blowjobs, too. I don't nearly have the volume of sex, not even close, with my wife that I had with Emma and/or with June.
Nymphomaniacs in bed, older women are always ready and willing. They are as kinky as they are sexy and horny, too. Daring and adventurous, something my wife would never do, they want to have sex in public. Again, something else my wife would never do, they want me to tie them to my bed and blindfold them.
Thinking about blindfolding my mother-in-law, I'd love to blindfold her. Then, while she's on her knees in front of me, again, something my wife wouldn't do, I'd give her the taste test. I'd stick food in her mouth to see if she could identify the food. I'd stick a carrot, a banana, an ice cream sandwich, before sticking my whipped cream covered cock in her mouth.
'Oh, my God, Brett. I can't believe you stuck your erect penis in my mouth. I'm mortified. I'm so embarrassed,' I imagined her saying and looking at me as the pervert that I am.
I took a step back from her, tucked my prick in my pants, and zippered my pants.
'I'm sorry, mom. I'm so sorry. Please don't tell Felicity,' I thought before awakening from my dream.
With men sexually maturing earlier, eighteen to late thirties, women sexually matured later, forties to sixties. Then, when they no longer have their periods, they turn into whores. I remember reading a story by WickedWhoreWriter posted on Literotica that many women over the age of fifty-years-old are whores. After reading her story, all that she sexually wrote about older women is definitely true.
Indeed, not only wanted threesome sex with the both of them but also Emma and June wanted my friends to watch us having sex. With them young enough to be their sons, during our dirty talk pillow sessions, they even talked about having sex with my friends, too. Something my wife would never agree to do, they were even willing to serve my friends drinks at my poker games while they were topless.
When I wasn't making love to them and fucking them, I was fingering and licking their pussies. When I wasn't giving them oral sex, with them stroking my cock while sucking my cock, they gave me oral sex. Never having the excuses of being too tired, having a backache, or having a headache, they were always ready for sex. They were always horny. Something my wife seldom does; they initiated the sex. I love it when a woman initiates sex.
# # #
"A massage," I asked? "From your mother," I asked? "Seriously?"
I was already sexually excited with the thought of my mother-in-law massaging my naked body. I looked at my wife with curiosity as I looked away with sexual excitement. Suddenly I started developing an erection with the thought of my mother-in-law seeing my naked, erect cock. My prick suddenly tented my pajama bottoms that I don't wear underwear underneath. I imagined Veronica rubbing my naked body everywhere that a mother-in-law should never rub her naked son-in-law.
Faithfully married for twenty-five-years, with her no longer having a husband and regular sex, I wondered if she was as horny and sexually frustrated as Emma and June. I wondered if my mother-in-law masturbated over me in the way that I constantly and continually stroke myself over her. Even though I've jerked off over the thoughts of my wife's mother naked and having sex with her, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I never thought that would ever happen.
Yet, maybe receiving a naked massage from my wife's mother is a first step. I'd love to dick flash her. I'd love to show her my naked, erect cock. I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away embarrassed in disdain and in disgust. No doubt, something she'd never do, I'd love her to give me a massage with a happy ending.
"It's not like what you think, Brett," said my wife with a little laugh. "My mom is a licensed, professional, massage therapist. Before she was married, she worked in a high end massage salon. She's massaged hundreds of people, if not thousands of people over the years," she said.
She looked at me with pride that her mother was a professional, licensed, massage therapist.
"She's good at what she does. She's helped to relieve pain from those who suffer with all kinds of ailments. She's given me lots of massages for my bad back," she said. "Now that she renewed her license, she's been massaging clients in the comfort of her home."
Felicity reminded me of her bad back pain every time I wanted sex.
"Not tonight, honey. Sorry, I have a backache," she said.
Something I never heard from Emma or from June, my wife having a backache was her regular excuse not to have sex as I continually heard from my wife of five-years.
# # #
Felicity called her mother, explained my injury, and asked her if she could give me a massage. I was a bit nervous as I was sexually excited laying on a massage table naked while my wife's mother was touching, feeling, fondling, and massaging my naked body. I'd definitely would have an erection and I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing her son-in-law's naked, erect prick.
Excited enough to do so, I just hoped that I didn't prematurely cum in front of my wife's mother. How embarrassing would that be to cum all over my stomach, my chest, and/or on my mother-in-law's hand. As if I was a teenage, virginal boy, I'd be mortified.
"She's free today. She doesn't have any appointments. She can give you a massage anytime today," said my wife. "What time should I tell her?"
I thought about all the work that I had to do today. I thought about my wife's mother seeing my naked prick. I wondered if she'd give me a massage with a happy ending.
Then, I wondered if she'd allow me to give her a massage. I'd love to see, touch, feel, and fondle her big, naked breasts. I'd love to finger and suck her erect nipples. I'd love to return the favor and masturbate her. I'd love to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy while pressing on her G spot.
I envisioned her closing her eyes. I imagined her tensing her naked body. I visualized her arching her back and stiffening her long legs. I pictured her having a sexual orgasm from my fingers.
Then, I imagined eating her. I pictured myself fingering her pussy while licking her cunt. I envisioned giving her another orgasm before mounting her. I imagined kissing her while making love to her. I visualized fucking her fast and hard enough to give her multiple orgasms with my cock.
'Bret! Bret! Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Don't stop. I'm going to cum. Mommy is cumming,' I imagined her saying.
"How about 4 pm," I asked? "I'll be done with my work by then," I said.
She called her mother again and made my appointment. I was nervous about having a massage. I've never had one. More than that, something I never told my wife, of course but, I've always been sexually attracted to her mother. She's a real MILF. I feared that once she touched my naked body that I'd have a huge erection.
I'll be masturbating over Veronica massaging me for the rest of my horny life. I wondered again if she'd give me a massage with a happy ending. I remembered all of those massage videos that I watched and masturbated over where a stepson had sex with his stepmother after she gave him a massage or she had sex with him after he gave her a massage.
# # #
Conveniently for us, we lived in a two family house owned by her mother. She lived on the first floor and we lived on the second floor. Whenever I went down for coffee, unless she was going out, she was always in her nightgown. She lived in her short, sheer, and low-cut nightgown. I loved seeing all that I shouldn't see of her in her sexy and revealing nightgown.
While I sat in the living room talking to her while drinking my coffee, she sat across from me on the couch with her knees parted just enough to see glimpses of her naked pussy. As if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, crossing and uncrossing her long, shapely legs, she continued flashing me views of her naked cunt. Whether intentional or unintentional, when she wasn't flashing me her naked pussy, she flashed me her naked breasts.
Every time she leaned forward in her seat to sip her coffee or her wine, she gave me the perfect down nightgown view of her long line of cleavage. When she leaned over me longer and lower than necessary, she flashed me her naked breasts and even her erect nipples. I loved seeing her naked tits as much as I love seeing her naked pussy.
Sometimes, with her a big game player, I played Scrabble, Backgammon, or Rummikub with her. I would have loved to play strip poker with her or Truth or Dare. With her seated on the couch, and me sitting on a pillow on the floor in front of her, she continually flashed me.
Sitting with her knees parted just enough, she continually flashed me her naked cunt. Every time she leaned forward to play a piece, she flashed me a down nightgown peak of her naked breasts. Suffice to say, with her continually showing me something, I loved playing board games with my mother-in-law. I never tired of seeing all that I shouldn't see of my wife's mother.
# # #
I work from home and my wife works nine to five. Working for the same company, she works with her best friend, Robyn, our next door neighbor. They leave for work together and come home together.
Robyn is a good looking twenty-eight-year-old natural blonde. She's five foot two inches tall, weighs about 100 pounds, and has huge F cup breasts that are equal to triple D cup tits. Why do so many short women have huge breasts, I wondered? Never removing my eyes from her huge blouse and bra clad breasts, I loved her humongous breasts. As much as I'm sexually attracted to my mother-in-law, Veronica, I'm sexually attracted to Robyn, too.
With me being the pervert that I am, whenever my wife doesn't want to have sex, I stay up late to watch television in the living room. Robyn's bedroom window is directly across from my reclining chair. Only, she always has her bedroom shade drawn. Hoping to see something that I shouldn't see, never seeing anything, just in case, I leave my window shade up and my light off.


Yet, sexually frustrating for me, I've never been lucky enough to see anything of my neighbor. With her single and home most nights, one night, with her forgetting to pull her bedroom shade, and with her bedroom light on, I've watched her undressing and changing into her nightgown. Stunned and horny, I couldn't believe my eyes.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. She's so beautiful, especially without her clothes.'
# # #
I quickly turned off the TV, pulled out my prick to stroke myself over Robyn unbuttoning her blouse, unbuttoning, and unzipping her short skirt, removing her bra, and sliding down her panties before putting on her nightgown. I couldn't believe that I saw Robyn in her bra and panties before seeing her topless and, then, naked. I'll be masturbating over seeing her without her clothes for the rest of my horny life.
I wondered if she knew that I was there watching. I wondered if she was deliberately flashing me or unintentionally flashing me. With her bed facing my window, and her bedroom light brightly lit, and her bedroom shade not drawn, I watched her move to her bed with her legs spread wide open. With her showing me a lot of pink, I stared at her blonde trimmed pussy.
I couldn't believe it when she removed her pink rabbit vibrator and her big, black dildo from her nightstand drawer. While she watched porn on her laptop, she masturbated herself. With her giving me a show at the same time every night for the next week, I was glad that my wife had a backache. I couldn't help but wonder if she was deliberately flashing me or unintentionally flashing me.
Then, finally daring myself to do so, not pulling the shade, I turned on my living room light. Practically standing in front of my living room window naked, I slowly removed my clothes. As soon as I did, she turned off her bedroom light. I wondered if she was watching me strip myself naked. I wondered if she was seeing my naked, erect prick in the way that I saw her blonde, trimmed pussy, her humongous naked breasts, and watched her masturbate herself.
I stroked myself in front of my bedroom window for a bigger and harder erection. I suddenly saw a flash of light. Clearly, she had lit her cigarette. She was watching me stripping naked and stroking myself.
While still naked, I moved to my reclining chair. In the way that she masturbated herself with her vibrator and her dildo while watching porn, I continued stroking my prick. I exploded a load of cum all over my stomach and my chest while she watched.
Occasionally, over the next several months, more than a few times, we masturbated in unison. With her shade up and her bedroom light on, she stripped herself naked first. Then, falling back on her bed while facing her bedroom window with her legs spread, she masturbated herself.
After she had her orgasm, I stripped naked with my shade up and light on. Then, I masturbated myself with her watching me stroking my prick and cumming. Our sexual secret, I've never been as sexually excited watching Robyn strip naked and play with herself before I returned the favor and masturbated myself for her. Between seeing all that I shouldn't see of my mother-in-law and seeing Robyn naked while she masturbated herself, I was in heaven.
# # #
As nervous as I was sexually excited, as soon as I walked downstairs for my massage, I smiled at my mother-in-law. Just seeing her in her sheer and low-cut nightgown made my prick throb. Something so forbidden for me to do, I couldn't wait to show my wife's mother, my erect, naked prick. She had her table setup in the living room with a big, white towel on the table.
"Get undressed," she said. "That towel is for you," she said. "Call out to me, Brett, when you're ready."
This was it. This was really it. I was going to show Veronica my erect naked prick. I couldn't wait for her to see my big dick
I wondered what her reaction would be. Would she look? Would she stare? Would she look away in embarrassment and shame? Would she reach out and touch me?
As soon as she left the room for the kitchen, I undressed. I already had a big and hard erection. I quickly stroked myself to an even bigger and harder one. My cock throbbed and pulsated with my wife's mother seeing my big dick.
As embarrassed as I was sexually excited, all that I could think about, I couldn't believe my mother-in-law was going to see my naked, erect prick. Again, curious for her reaction, I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away. Adding to my sexual excitement, I couldn't believe my wife was okay with her mother seeing me without my clothes. I'll be masturbating over this day, every morning, and every night, for the rest of my horny life. I was exposing myself to my mother-in-law.
I spread the towel out on the massage table. Then, I climbed up on the table naked. While lying on my back with my big, hard dick pointing to the ceiling and sticking straight up in the air, I called my mother-in-law. Again, I couldn't wait to see her reaction to seeing my big dick. I couldn't wait for Veronica to see my cock. I wondered if she'd be as sexually aroused as I was sexually excited.
"I'm ready," I said.
My naked cock was throbbing. My big dick was pulsating. After she gave me my massage, I hoped she'd give me a happy ending. I'd love my mother-in-law to masturbate me. I'd love to cum for Veronica.
# # #
As soon as she entered the living room, she burst out laughing. Instead of looking away, she stared at my naked, erect prick. Not removing her eyes from my big dick, she continued staring at it.
"Brett," she said. "Didn't I say to get under the towel," she asked with a laugh?
I covered my cock with my hand.
"I don't think so," I said. "Oh, my God. I'm so embarrassed. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," I said. "With this my first massage, I never had a massage before."
She laughed.
"Get down and I'll cover you with the towel," she said.
No longer covering my nakedness with my hand, wanting her to have a close up look of my cock, I climbed down from the massage table. Then, taking my time, as soon as I climbed back on the table, she covered me with the towel.
"I must say, Brett, you must make my daughter very happy. I've seen a lot of naked men in my years of being a massage therapist but you have the biggest penis that I've ever seen," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Unless she had to leave the house to run errands or had an appointment with a client, she lived in her nightgown. With her always hot, she never wore a robe over her nightgown either. With her nightgown as short, sheer, and low-cut as it was sexy, she gave me the biggest and hardest erection that I ever had. With her so close to me, able to see through her nightgown as if she was naked, never have I seen as much of Veronica's sexy and shapely body as I was seeing now.
Adding to my sexual excitement, as soon as she leaned forward to massage me, she gave the perfect down nightgown view of her long line of cleavage, her enormous naked breasts, and erect nipples. I'll be masturbating over seeing Veronica's naked breasts and nipples later. Then, as if my cock was saying hello, the head of my prick continued peeking up over the towel. As soon as she covered my throbbing and pulsating naked prick with the towel, my big dick poked out its head and pushed the towel down again.
Something I needed to know, daring myself to ask her the question, I did.
"Do most people wear a towel while getting massaged," I asked?
She laughed.
"Unless they're lesbians and enjoy exposing themselves to me, nearly all of the women do," she said. "Being the exhibitionist perverts that they are, thinking that I'll give them sex, most of the men prefer not to wear a towel."
She laughed.
"No doubt, many men hope that I'll give them a happy ending. I've seen more naked, erect pricks than I can count. Yet, as I said before, I've never seen a cock as big as your prick, Brett," she said with a laugh.
She looked at me and smiled while staring down at my huge erection that tented the towel. Daring myself to ask her my question, I couldn't believe it when I did.
"Since you've already seen me naked, mom, if you don't mind, must I wear a towel, mom," I asked? "It's uncomfortable."
She shrugged.
"Sure," she said while removing the towel. "Actually, with you having a groin injury, it would be easier for me not to have to continually move the towel out of the way."
In the way that I stared at her big, naked breasts, she stared at my erect, naked prick. Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, I was naked in front of my mother-in-law with a huge erection. I hoped to God that she'd give me a happy ending. Then, when she rubbed my groin area the side and the back of her hand came in contact with my cock. Every time she touched me with her hand, my prick throbbed and pulsated.
# # #
Then, daring myself to ask my next question, I surprised myself when I did.
"Having never had a massage before, mom," I said with a pause. "May I have a happy ending?"
With her eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth hanging open, she looked at me stunned.
"Pardon? Seriously? I'm sorry," she said, putting her hand on her shapely hip. "You want me, your wife's mother, your mother-in-law, to masturbate you," she asked while moving her hand up and down.
She made a face and shook her head.
"No, I can't do that, Brett. I can't believe you asked me, your wife's mother, such an inappropriate thing. I'm a professional. That's wrong. That's nasty. I'll lose my license," she said. "I'd be so embarrassed to even touch your penis in such a forbidden way," she said lying.
I smiled pathetically at Veronica. Notwithstanding her refusal to give me a happy ending, I persevered.
"Please? It will be our little secret. No one will know. I promise not to tell Felicity," I said. "With your daughter having a never ending backache, she's always in pain. We seldom have sex," I said. "I'm so horny, mom. I'm so sexually frustrated. Please masturbate me."
# # #
I was shocked when she took me in her soft and warm hand and wrapped her fingers around my thick prick. She squeezed my cock while slowly stroking my prick. I couldn't believe Veronica was giving me a happy ending.
"Okay but, a one-time thing, you had better not tell anyone, especially your friends because they'll all be here asking me for a massage with a happy ending," she said with a dirty laugh. "Do not tell my daughter that I masturbated you," she said. "I'd be so embarrassed for her to know."
I held up my hand as if swearing on a Bible in a courtroom.
"I promise not to tell anyone," I said. "It will be our secret."
As nervous as I was sexually excited, giving me quite the hand job, stroking my prick as good as Emma and June did, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Then, not done telling her what more I wanted, I asked my next question.
"May I see your naked breasts, mom. I'd cum a lot faster if I could see them, touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering your erect nipples," I said.
# # #
Again, not saying a word, she surprised me when she removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders and her arms from her nightgown straps. She allowed the bodice of her nightgown to slowly and sexily fall to her waist. With her huge, naked breasts leaning over me, I immediately touched, felt, and fondled her enormous breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
"Oh, my God, Brett. With your big prick in my hand, you're making me wet," she said. "I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered. Don't stop. That feels so good."
With her encouraging me, I continued fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
"Suck my nipples," she said. "I love having my nipples sucked while my breasts are fondled."
With her leaning over me, I lifted my head and sucked her nipples while fondling her big tits.
# # #
Not done showing her the pervert that I am, I asked my next question.
"Mom," I said with a pause.
I touch her red, full lips with my finger.
"I'd cum faster if you'd take me in your mouth and blow me," I said.
I paused again while staring up at her.
"Would you blow me, mom? Please? Suck my cock, mom," I said. "I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth."
She stopped stroking me to stare down at me.
"Oh, my God, Brett. The only man that I have ever blown was my deceased husband," she said lying. "I can't do that. That would be wrong. That would be nasty. It's one thing for me to give you a happy ending and masturbate you but it's quite another thing for me to blow you," she said.
She took a step back while looking at me with horror.
"I'm your wife's mother. I'm your mother-in-law. I can't do that, Brett. I just can't," she said, shaking her head while lying again.
I touched her red, full lips with my fingers again. Then, as soon as she took my finger in her mouth and sucked it, I knew she would blow me. I'll be masturbating over my wife's mother stroking and sucking my cock for the rest of my horny life. As much as I hoped she'd give me a slow blowjob, I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth.
"Please, mom," I said again. "I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth," I said again. "I'd love to watch you swallow my cum."
I paused.
"I don't remember the last time my wife gave me a blowjob," I said. "I'm starting to wonder if Felicity prefers women to men. She's around Robyn more than she is with me."
# # #
Again, not saying a word, she leaned forward and took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother-in-law stroked my cock while sucking my prick. With me too focused on her blowing me, she was too focused on stroking and sucking my cock, too. We never heard Felicity and Robyn enter the house. My wife and her best friend stood in the living room staring at Veronica stroking and sucking my cock.
"Mom," said her daughter! "Oh, my God. What the fuck? I can't believe you're blowing my husband," she said.
Then, something that I didn't understand, my wife laughed over her mother blowing me. Robyn stared at my big, erect prick as if she had never seen a naked cock before. Telling me that she'd love to blow me, too, without saying anything, she smiled at me with sexual arousal.
"It's best you know the truth," said my mother-in-law removing my cock from her mouth to speak.
She paused.
"Something that you may have suspected after your father died, and I went into menopause, I turned into a whore. After I massaged them, giving them all happy endings, I not only had sex all of my friends, neighbors, and female clients but also, I had sex with all of my husband's friends and clients, too. I also had sex with their virginal sons, too, while giving them some sexual experience," she said.
# # #
"As soon as I saw my son-in-law's big dick, I knew I was going to give him a happy ending. I couldn't wait to show him my naked breasts. I knew I was going to stroke his prick and suck his prick. I couldn't wait for him to cum in my mouth," she said.
My wife laughed. Something I suspected about my wife being bi-sexual, I still couldn't believe what she said.
"I have a confession to make, too," said my wife. "Not only have I been having sex with my mother after she gives me a massage, but also, I've been having sex with Robyn, too. We're bi-sexual," she said.
I fell silent while nodding my head. Hoping that she was bi-sexual, too, and not strictly lesbian, I'd love to have sex with Robyn, too.
"Robyn," I said. "Now that everyone's secrets are out, may I have sex with you, too?
Robyn looked at my wife for her permission, Felicity nodded her head.
"Okay," she said. "I'd love to have sex with you, Brett."
While Felicity stayed downstairs with her mother to talk, I took Robyn upstairs. I couldn't wait to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I couldn't wait to slowly undress her and strip her naked. I couldn't wait to have sex with her.
After having sex with Robyn, falling in love with her, I divorced my wife. Felicity lived downstairs with her mother, and I lived with Robyn in her house. Veronica rented the second floor to a newly wedded couple.
The End
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Sex: Keeping It All In The Family
Jesses' relatives wash & dress him after his injury.
My name is Jesse. I'm a college senior quarterback or I was. A lightweight, I'm 6' 4" tall and only weigh a slim and not very muscular 200 pounds. I had a career ending injury when two 6' 7", 390 pound tacklers sandwiched me between them, and nearly broke my back.
Hitting the front and the back of my slim body and their helmets to the front and the back of my head at the same time, I'm surprised that I didn't have a concussion. They not only took my wind away but they knocked me out. I was unconscious for several minutes before smelling salts revived me.
Confined to bed to rest until I healed, and was healthy enough to get out of bed on my own, in too much pain to freely move about, I needed someone to undress me, wash me, and dress me. At only 22-years-old, I felt like an elderly man. Unable to afford to hire someone, my stepmom, Elizabeth, was the only one there to help me.
The only time I painfully, slowly, and carefully climbed out of bed, with my stepmother's help, was to get into my power wheelchair that she purchased to go to the bathroom. She bought special medical equipment, a raised toilet seat, and a stand that surrounded the toilet to help me stand. She had a handyman install grab handles on all of the doorways to hold onto while helping me walk. A blessing, as long as I'm careful and take it slow, I'm able to go to the bathroom on my own.
If I wasn't embarrassed enough having her undress me, wash me, and dress me, I was glad that my stepmother didn't have to help me take a shit, and wipe my ass. The grab handles allowed me to pull myself out of my wheelchair, step to the toilet seat, lower myself to the toilet, and ease off the toilet, and hold onto the surround stand while wiping myself. Then, while holding onto the grab handles, I took the few steps that I needed to take to move down on the wheelchair. Feeling helpless enough, I was thankful for the small things.
I bought extra padding for my wheelchair seat and back. The extra padding made my wheelchair much more comfortable. The padding allowed me to sit longer in the chair. Of course, I can't wait to feel well enough to get out of the wheelchair and walk. It's a good thing this wheelchair is a power wheelchair because, with too much strain on my arms, shoulders, and back, I don't think I could manually wheel myself.
Not having a father or a brother, not even an uncle, or a grandfather to help me, with me the only man in the house, I was surrounded by women. With their husbands no longer in the picture, my stepmom, and my step-aunt are divorced. My step-grandmother is a widow.
# # #
The first day that I was home from the emergency room, embarrassed as all hell, the next morning when my stepmother came into my room, I wanted to hide my head with shame and embarrassment. As if I was a child, my stepmom undressed me. She stripped me naked, washed me, and dressed me.
Unable to wash my privates, too painful to reach my arms down and move them, she washed my ass and my penis. As soon as she touched me, where a stepmother should never touch her stepson, unable to stop it from happening, I developed a huge erection. Instead of looking away, she stared at my engorged prick growing bigger and harder.
If I wasn't embarrassed enough before, that she saw me naked, I was more embarrassed now that she saw my huge boner. Feeling like the horny pervert that I am, my biggest, sexual fantasy and my worst nightmare merged together, I couldn't believe that I had an erection in front of my stepmom. Yet, helplessly confined in bed, there was nothing that I could do. Out of my control, it just happened.
"Oh, my God," I said. "I'm sorry, mom. I'm so embarrassed. I can't believe I have an erection."
She laughed.
My stepmom wasn't embarrassed. Not looking away, she stared at my big, erect, naked prick as if she had never seen an engorged cock. Covering her sexual arousal, she laughed again while continuing to stare at my penis growing bigger and harder, while throbbing and pulsating.
"Nonsense. Don't be embarrassed," she said. "I used to change your diaper. Besides, yours is not the first naked prick that I've seen, I've seen lots of erect penises in my life."
# # #
No doubt, because I haven't been able to masturbate in a while, I was horny. More than that, with her not wearing gloves, as nurses and/or home healthcare providers do, it was my stepmom seeing, touching, and holding me in her soft and warm hand while washing my prick. Never expecting her to hold my prick in her motherly hand, it felt so good for her to wrap her fingers around my big dick.
Sexually attracted to my MILF of a stepmom, I've masturbated over seeing her in her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns that she wears around the house without wearing a robe. When she stands in front of the television in the darkened living room or in front of the open refrigerator without turning on the kitchen light, I can see through her nightgown as if she's not wearing one. When she opens the drapes in the morning, the bright sunlight passes through her sheer nightgown and illuminates her beautiful body as if she's a naked stripper on stage.
I love seeing all that I shouldn't see of my stepmom. Embarrassed to confess but with me sexually attracted to her since I turned eighteen-years-old, I never imagined she'd see my naked penis, never mind touch, and hold my cock in her hand while washing me. I couldn't believe that I immediately had an erection. As soon as I'm well enough, I can't wait to masturbate over this later. I can't wait to cum over her staring at my naked cock and holding my cock in her hand.
Taking her bras and panties to bed with me, I've masturbated over imagining seeing in her low-cut colorful bras and in her French bikini panties. I've jerked off over visualizing seeing her topless and seeing her double D cup naked breasts. I'd love to see her naked breasts, her areolas, and her erect nipples. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle them while fingering and sucking her erect nipples.
Not stopping there, continually masturbating over my stepmother, I stroked myself over envisioning seeing her naked. I'd love to see her shapely, naked ass and her brown, trimmed, shaved, or bushy, naked pussy. I've cummed buckets over picturing her having sex with me while imagining giving her multiple, screaming orgasms.
'Jesse. Oh, my God, Jesse. Don't stop fingering and licking my pussy. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Jesse. Mommy is cumming,' I imagined her saying before having an orgasm from me eating my stepmom's cunt.
# # #
Now that I was naked in front of my stepmother, and with an erection, my sexual fantasy came true, I'll be masturbating over her holding my erect prick in her hand while washing it for the rest of my horny life. With her never looking at me in such an involuntarily, sexual way, I'll never forget her staring at my naked, erect prick in the way that I stare at her blouse and bra clad breasts for the rest of my life. I'll never forget her holding my naked cock in her hand and squeezing it.
Never have I had an erection as big and as hard as I have now. With her holding me in her soft and warm hand while staring down at my big dick, as if my penis had a mind of its own, my cock throbbed and pulsated in my stepmom's hand. Every time my prick throbbed and pulsated in her hand, she'd close her eyes, and softly inhale as if my prick was inside of her, and squeeze my penis. I was thankful that I didn't premature cum all over my stepmother's hand.
Seemingly and surprisingly, she was as sexually aroused as I was as embarrassed and sexually excited. Not removing her eyes from it, as if she had never seen a naked, erect cock before, as soon as my stepmother, Elizabeth, saw my naked, erect prick, her eyes widened and her mouth fell open. With my big dick mere inches from her mouth, she actually leaned forward for a closer look of my prick while continuing to stare at it.
Again, I'll be masturbating over my stepmother not only seeing my erect prick but also staring at my naked cock for the rest of my horny life. Something I never thought would ever happen; I couldn't believe that I was naked in front of my stepmother. I couldn't believe I had a big erection that she held in her hand.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Jesse," she said, enunciating every word.
She looked up at me smiling before staring back down at my big dick again. Now that the horse has left the barn, she felt compelled to say something about the elephant in my bedroom. She slowly slid her fingertips over the head of my prick.
"You're going to make some young woman happy one day, Jesse," she said with a dirty laugh.
Never thinking that my stepmother was a whore, in the way she continued staring at my prick and fondling my naked prick, I thought that she may be a whore now. Then, as if my cock was something preciously breakable, intricately delicate to the touch, and exquisitely valuable to gaze at, she continued touching my penis with her manicured fingertips. Then, surprising me, not thinking that she would, she cupped my big testicles in the palm of her hand, closed her eyes, and squeezed lightly.
Then, while never letting go of my engorged prick, she surprised me by what she said next.
"I'm glad you don't take after your father," she said with a little laugh. "Compared to your penis, his cock was small, very small. You have the longest, the widest, and the hardest prick that I've ever seen, touched, and held in my hand in my life," she said.
Unable to stop staring at it, touching it, and holding it, she took me in her hand again and wrapped her long fingers around my naked penis. My stepmother was holding and squeezing my cock in the way that I'd love to hold and squeeze her naked breasts. Then, closing her eyes again, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, as if giving me a motherly hand job, she slowly stroked my cock.
# # #
"I'm sorry, Jesse. I just love holding your penis in my hand. My God, Jesse, it's so big. I can't believe how big and how hard it is," she said, squeezing it again.
She continued staring at my big prick before looking up at me with a big smile.
"I love how it feels in my hand," she said, squeezing it yet again. "You're making mommy wet," she said.
Then, if it wasn't enough that she told me that I was making her wet, she said something that shocked me as much as it sexually excited me.
"Don't take this the wrong way, Jesse, but I love your big prick," she said while stroking it with a laugh.
'In the way that she reacts to seeing my naked, erect prick, I'm surprised she doesn't lean down and kiss it and lick it before taking it in her mouth to suck it. Now that she's already stroked my prick and cupped my testicles, I'd love her to suck my prick, too,' I thought. 'How hot would that be for my stepmother to blow me? How hot would that be to cum in my stepmom's mouth and watch her swallow my cum.'
# # #
"I'm barely able to wrap my fingers around it," she said while holding up my prick for me to see her fingers wrapped around my prick.
Then, giving me a visual image of having sex with my stepmother, she said what I couldn't believe she said.
"I don't think that monster will fit in my pussy, never mind in my mouth," she said with a dirty laugh. "You have the biggest prick that I've ever seen."
She laughed.
Daring myself to ask her my question that immediately came to mind, I wanted to ask my mom if she wanted to try. My cock throbbed and pulsated with the visualization of my stepmother taking my big dick in her mouth before squeezing it in her pussy. Daring myself to say what I was thinking, I didn't dare.
'I dare you, mom, to take me in your mouth to see if it fits. I dare you to take me in your pussy to see if it fits,' I thought. 'Perhaps, it will fit better if I turn you over and I fuck you in your ass.'
Only, with me in so much pain, I couldn't do anything but watch my stepmother staring at my naked member while holding it in her hand and occasionally slowly stroking it and squeezing it. As soon as I got better, I couldn't wait to masturbate over her holding my cock while staring at it and slowly stroking it. Giving me plenty to jerk off over, I'll be stroking myself while imagining her topless and blowing me.
With her beaming with a continual smile, my stepmom seemed as proud of my huge member as much as she was sexually aroused. As soon as she saw my big dick, I couldn't help but notice her nipples immediately erected in her nightgown. She had big nipples and they were fully erect.
After she confessed that I was making her wet, I wondered if she was wet. In the way that she held my cock, I'd love to cup her pussy. In the way that she slowly stroked my prick, I'd love to rub her clit, and finger fuck my stepmother's cunt. Enamored with my big dick, she couldn't stop staring at it, touching it, feeling it, squeezing it, fondling it, and slowly stroking it while holding it in her hand.
# # #
Then, later, I listened to her telephone conversations. With her talking on the phone to her sister, Maureen, her mother, Mary, and her best friend, Kathy, and even my stepsister, Jennifer, on speakerphone, I heard all that they said over the baby monitor that she forgot to turn off. Every day, her biggest topic of conversation, she'd talk to someone else about my giant member. I knew my prick was big but I never knew my cock was that big until my stepmother saw it, touched it, felt it, fondled it, stroked it, and commented on it while washing it.
With her telling her sister, my step-aunt, her mother, my step-grandmother, her best friend, and even my step-sister, I wondered who else she'd tell about my big dick. I wondered if she'd tell her friends, our neighbors, the members at her Bible study group, and/or her book club friends. I'd love for them to all come upstairs to undress me, wash me, and dress me.
Then, with her forgetting to turn off the baby monitor again, when she was on speakerphone with her sister, her best friend, and later, with her mother, and my stepsister, I heard everything they said. She told them all about my big dick over and again. I turned down the volume of the baby monitor so that she didn't hear it.
'I had to undress, wash, and dress my stepson after he injured himself. As soon as I took him in my hand to wash him, he developed a huge erection. He had the biggest erection that I've ever seen and felt,' I imagined her telling everyone. "I love his big dick."
She told them everything. My forty-five-year-old mother talked about my prick in the way that she talked about the strippers' big, naked, and erect pricks when her sister, her mother, and her best friend took her to a CFNM strip club on her fortieth birthday. Seemingly, my stepmom was as enamored with my cock as much as I was enamored with her big tits. She told me and everyone else that she loved my big dick.
I only wished that when she was holding my prick and washing my dick, that she'd stroke me faster and harder. I'd love her to masturbate me. I'd love my stepmom to give me a hand job. I'd love to cum for my stepmother. How hot would that have been for my stepmother to have taken me in her mouth and sucked me while stroking me? As soon as I recover, I'll be stroking myself over her blowing me.
# # #
After having celebrated too much on her fortieth birthday, she was so drunk, falling down drunk. My first time seeing my mother drunk, I couldn't believe it. She was all over me, hugging me, kissing me, and feeling me through my clothes. As if I was one of the strippers, giving me an erection, she felt my penis through my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear. When my penis popped out of my pajama pee hole, my stepmom wrapped her fingers around it and stroked me.
Returning the favor, not stopping me nor slapping my horny hands away, she allowed me to feel, squeeze, and fondle her short skirt and panty clad ass. No doubt, doing what the strippers did to her, she even allowed me to reach up and feel her big breasts through her blouse and bra. As soon as I touched her breasts through her clothes, her big nipples erected. Then, something that I dared myself to do, I cupped her moist pussy through her panties.
Having just turned eighteen-years-old, seeing my first naked woman, I had to help undress my drunk stepmom, put on her nightgown, and put her to bed. I still jerk off over that day when I undressed her and touched and felt her where a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmom. I'll be masturbating over stripping her naked and her stroking my naked, erect prick for the rest of my horny life.
I never thought that I'd be unbuttoning her blouse and removing it. I never thought I'd be unbuttoning her and unzipping her short skirt, and removing that, too. I never thought that I'd be seeing my mother in her sexy, low-cut bra and her French bikini panties.
Then, with trembling fingers, instead of leaving her in her bra and panties, and putting on her nightgown, I unhooked and removed her bra. Again, with her not stopping me or slapping my horny hands away, as if I was one of the strippers, I stared, touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts before removing her panties. As I did with her tits, I did with her naked ass and her naked pussy. I touched and squeezed her naked ass before cupping and fingering her wet pussy.
As if she thought of me as one of the strippers, she loved me when I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts. She loved it when I fingered and sucked her erect nipples. She enjoyed it when I felt, fondled, and squeezed her naked ass.
Then, when I fingered her pussy, rubbed her clit, and finger fucked, she was so wet. I couldn't believe that I was masturbating my stepmother. She was so excited that I thought she was going to cum.
"Jesse. Oh, my God, Jesse. I'm so horny. Don't stop. Rub my clit. Finger fuck my pussy. Press on my G spot. I'm going to cum, Jesse. Mommy's going to cum," she said.
# # #
Then, while washing me, concentrating too much on my penis, as if mesmerized and hypnotized by it, she held me a little too long, squeezed me a little too tight, and stroked me a little too fast. I don't know if she realized it but what she was doing. Clearly, with her not having a man in her lonely life, she was as horny as she was sexually frustrated. My stepmother was giving me a hand job.
"Oh, my God, Jesse. Please forgive me. I'm so sorry but I love holding your stiff prick in my hand," she said. "I didn't mean to stroke you, it just happened."
The first day she saw me naked and took me in her hand, she shocked me. I couldn't believe my MILF of a stepmother was not only seeing my naked prick but also, she was staring at my naked prick while holding my erect cock in my soft and warm hand. Stunned, I couldn't believe that my stepmom was stroking my prick in the way that I rubbed her clit four-years ago.
"I feel so bad for you lying here in so much pain, Jesse. What more can I do for you," she asked while staring at my erect prick?
I gave her a pathetic look.
"Nothing mom. What you're doing by undressing me, washing me, and helping me to get dressed is all that you can do. Thank you for all of your help," I said.
# # #
She laughed.
"I know," she said. "In the way that you undressed me and put me to bed when I was drunk on my fortieth birthday, I hope I can ease your suffering by doing something for you," she said.
She gave me a big, sexy smile and a naughty look.
"With you having such a big erection, and with you unable to masturbate yourself, would you like mommy to masturbate you," she asked?
She paused while I looked at her stunned. With me not even having to ask, not that I ever would, my stepmother offered to masturbate me. I was as stunned as I was sexually excited.


"I don't mind," she said. "Would you like to cum for mommy," she asked?
I looked at her with my mouth hanging open.
"Really mom? Seriously? You'd do that for me," I said. "I would love to cum for you, mom," I said.
# # #
Not believing my eyes, as shocked as I was sexually excited, I watched my stepmom slowly and sexily remove her nightgown straps from her shoulders. Then, while giving me another sexy smile and a naughty look, she removed her arms from her nightgown straps. Again, not believing my eyes, she held the bodice of her nightgown in place.
Then, removing her hand, she allowed the bodice of her nightgown to fall slowly to her waist. She exposed her naked, D cup, naked breasts to me. I stared at her naked tits in the way that she stared at my naked prick. Then, as if to see what I was seeing, she looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me and smiling.
I stared at the shape and the size of my mother's big tits. I stared at her darker pink areolas and her lighter pink, erect nipples. She had such beautiful breasts.
"It's okay, Jesse, you may touch and feel mommy's breasts," she said. "I'd like that."
Not having to ask me twice, my horny hands were all over her big tits.
"Finger my nipples," she said. "Mommy likes that, too," she said, talking in the third person as if removing herself from what I was doing and what she was about to do.
I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples.
After she washed me, she took me in her hand again. While staring up at me and smiling, she fondled the head of my prick with her manicured fingertips. Then, she slowly and lovingly stroked me. My MILF of a stepmother was masturbating me.
"You feel so good in my hand," she said. "Mommy loves your prick, Jesse," she said, talking in the third person as if removing herself again from what she was forbiddingly doing.
She paused for a long minute while staring at my cock before smiling up at me again.
Rethinking what she was about to say, I wondered if she was going to say that I'd feel good in her mouth and in her pussy, but she didn't. While I felt and fondled her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Without even having to ask her, she gave me a hand job.
Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated all over her hand, on my chest, and on my stomach. Stunning me, she licked my cum from her hand. She had my cum dripping from her lips and her chin. Then she cleaned me up before dressing me.
"Please don't tell anyone our little secret. I'd be so embarrassed for anyone to know that I masturbated my stepson," she said. "If you promise not to tell anyone, mommy will stroke your cock every day while fondling my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples until you get better."
# # #
That night, I heard my mother talking to her sister over the baby monitor. I turned the monitor down low so that she wouldn't hear it while I listened to their private conversation. I couldn't believe what she was saying.
"Oh, my God, Maureen, he has the biggest, the thickest, and hardest prick that I've even seen and felt in my life," said Elizabeth to her sister. "His hard dick felt so good in my hand. I love his cock. I masturbated him while he had his way with my naked breasts."
Maureen laughed. My mother had her sister on speakerphone. I heard both sides of their conversation over the baby monitor.
"I'd ask you to take a photo of his prick but that would be too weird," said Maureen with a dirty laugh.
Then, she paused.
"Do you think that I could wash him one day," she asked? "I'd love to see, touch, feel, and wash his huge cock while stroking it," she said. "I've been so horny. I'd love to masturbate you Jesse."
Elizabeth laughed.
"Every time I wash him now, I masturbate him," she said with a dirty laugh. "I've been washing him while I'm topless. I allow him to touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples. I haven't blown him yet, but I really want to suck him. I want him to cum in my mouth, and I want to swallow his cum," she said.
Maureen laughed.
"Oh, you whore," said Maureen.
Returning her sister's laugh with her laugh, Elizabeth laughed, too.
"I am a whore for masturbating my stepson but you are a whore, too. You want to come over on the pretense of washing him, just to see and stroke his big prick. He's your step-nephew and you're his step-aunt," said Liz.
My stepmother laughed.
"Knowing you, you'd blow him, too. You'd take him in your mouth and suck him while stroking him. You'd allow him to cum in your mouth and you'd swallow his cum," said my mom to her sister.
Maureen laughed again.
"You're right. It's really not a blowjob unless he cums in my mouth and I swallow his cum," said my step-aunt," she said. "So, can I wash him?"
My stepmom paused.
"I could tell him that I'm not feeling well and asked you to wash him," she said.
Maureen took a big breath and gasped out her reply.
"Really? Oh, my God. I'd love to wash Jesse," she said. "I'd not only would love to see his big prick but I'd love to stroke it, too. I'd love him to see me topless and fondle me where he should never touch and feel his step-aunt," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Instead of telling me that night that my aunt was coming over to wash me, she told me the next morning.
"Jesse, I'm sorry but I'm not coming up today. I'm not feeling well. I asked my sister and she's willing to wash and dress you," she said.
I got an immediate erection with the thought of my Aunt Maureen seeing, touching, and washing my naked, erect cock.
"Oh, my God, mom. Really? I'll be so embarrassed," I said lying.
My mom laughed.
"Don't be. She's your step-aunt. It will be okay," she said.
As soon as my step-aunt came over, she entered my room with a basin of warm water and some wet wipes.
# # #
"Hi honey, how are you feeling," she asked?
I made a sad face.
"Embarrassed," I said.
My aunt grinned.
"Don't be. I promise not to look," she said, closing her eyes.
Undressing me, my Aunt Maureen stripped me naked as if my clothes were on fire. As soon as she reached her fingers inside of my underwear band and pulled my briefs down and off, I had a big throbbing and pulsating erection. Lying to me, instead of not looking at my naked, erect cock, she stared.
In the way that my stepmother stared at my naked, erect cock, my step-aunt stared at my naked erect cock. She never removed her eyes from my big dick. As enamored as she was sexually aroused by it, she continued staring at it as if she had never seen a naked cock before.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Jesse. You have the biggest prick that I've ever seen in my life," she said.
She took me in her hand and squeezed it. She touched and felt the head of my cock with her manicured fingers. Then, she slowly stroked me while smiling up at me.
"My mom masturbates me while she's topless," I said while hoping that she'd remove her blouse and her bra.
Not having ask her twice, without saying a word, she unbuttoned her blouse and removed it. Then, she reached around her, unhooked her bra, and removed that, too. With them both having the same size double D cup breasts, I stared at my step-aunt's naked breasts in the way that I stared at my stepmother's naked breasts.
"She allows me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples," I said.
She smiled at me while nodding and taking a big breath while pushing out her naked breasts. As soon as I took her huge, firm breasts in my horny hands to fondle them while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples, she continued stroking me.
She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. My step-aunt masturbated in the way that my stepmom masturbated me. Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a big load of cum across her naked breasts.
"Oh, my God, Jesse. That was quite a load of cum," she said with a laugh. "You made quite the mess of me," she said with another laugh.
I watch her scoop up my cum from her naked breasts with her fingers. Then, she took her cum filled fingers in her mouth and swallowed my cum. Definitely, without a doubt, my step-aunt wanted to blow me. She wanted to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. She wanted me to cum in her mouth and swallow my cum.
# # #
The next day, shocking me again, with my mother telling me that she still not feeling well, my grandmother was there to wash me.
She removed my clothes and started washing. As soon as she touched my prick with her hand and wrapped her elderly fingers around my penis, I had another big and hard erection.
"Oh, my God, Jesse. My daughter is right. You have a huge penis. You have the biggest prick that I've ever seen," she said, staring at my naked cock.
Hoping she'd take the hint, I was ready to tell my step-grandmother about what both of her daughters did after washing me but she beat me to the punch.
"My daughters told me that they masturbate you while topless. It's only fair that I do that, too," she said with a little laugh.
She unbuttoned and removed her blouse. Then, she unhooked and removed her bra. In the way that she stared at my naked prick I stared at her enormous, sagging, naked breasts. While she stroked my cock, I felt and fondled her tits while fingering her erect nipples.
"I haven't had a hard cock in my hand and in my mouth since I blew my husband's best friend at his funeral when he stayed to help me clean up," she said with a dirty laugh.
She continued stroking my prick faster and harder. Then, blowing my mind, she leaned over me and took me in her mouth. My grandmother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock while stroking my prick. She removed my prick from her mouth to speak.
"I love sucking cock," she said. "I especially love sucking your cock. You have such a big and beautiful prick."
She took my cock back in her mouth and resumed blowing me while stroking me. Not taking me long to cum, as soon as I put a gentle hand to the back of her gray head, I exploded a huge load of cum in my grandmother's mouth and she swallowed. She sucked and licked me clean while I continued feeling and fondling her naked breasts and pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her big, erect nipples.
# # #
After my grandmother told her daughters that she blew me, the next day, my mother blew me, too. She sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum. Then, the day after that, my aunt blew me. She sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum, too.
Finally, my mother blew my mind when she invited her best friend, Kathy, over to undress me, wash me, and dress me. After she washed me, she blew me, too. Never have I had as much sex as I am having now. Between my step-grandmother, my stepmother, my step-aunt, and my stepmom's best friend blowing me, I was as sexually satisfied as I was happy.
Before completely healing, my stepsister, Christine, and her two best friends, Jennifer and Vivian undressed me, washed me while topless, and blew me, too, before dressing me. Then, two cheerleaders from my college football team, Crystal and Tiffany, undressed me, washed me, and blew me, too, while topless before dressing.
Lastly, my girlfriend and her mother washed me and dressed me while topless, also. They both blew me, too, before dressing me. Then, once I was healed, with my stepmom proud of my big prick, she wanted to show everyone my erect cock.
Something that I never expected her to do; we worked as an exhibitionist and voyeurism team. As soon as she assembled her Bible study group, waiting until they were working on their third glass of wine, she gave me the signal to walk in the living room wearing only a towel. Before walking in the living room, I stroked my cock to a big and hard erection that tented my towel.
"Look ladies, Jesse has an erection," she said.
As soon as she said that, with her laughing and acting inebriated, while everyone stared at the big bulge tenting my towel, she pulled the towel off of me. Every woman not only looked but also, they clapped, cheered, and stared, even Sister Josephine of the Convent of Holy Virgins.
Returning the favor, when my three best friends, Bobby, Jimmy, and Mike were in the living room, my stepmother entered wearing only a towel. She walked in the living room pretending she didn't know my friends were there, so I pulled the towel off of her.
I showed them her naked body. Acting mortified and ashamed, she covered herself with her forearm and her hands before turning to show them her naked ass and back of her pussy to pick up her towel. She ran out of the living room to the bedroom. After I exposed herself to my friends, she served us drinks while topless at our poker games.
In the way that I continued having sex with my stepmother, my step-aunt, my step-grandmother, my stepmom's best friend, my stepsister and her two best friends, my girlfriend, and her mother. I also had sex with many of the women from my stepmom's Bible study group, and her book club. Now that my friends saw my stepmom topless and naked, she had sex with all three of my best friends, too.
The best thing that ever happened to me was getting injured on the football field.
"Go Super Bowl 2026. Here's to Drake Maye, Couch Mike Vrabel, and my beloved New England Patriots. God bless Tom Brady, and fuck Gisele. She's a whore."
The End
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I Love Older Women with Big Breasts
My grandmother has humongous triple D cup breasts.
My name is Anthony. I'm twenty-two-years-old and I'm horny. A family man, and a mama's boy, I still live with my mother after she divorced my dad. I graduated college majoring in computer, and minoring in Technology and in AI, Artificial Intelligence.
When I'm not working from home writing software code for a gaming company, and testing video games, I'm playing video games, working out, watching porn, and/or masturbating over my female relatives. Even though nothing changes, and every day the same, I'm never bored. Able to entertain myself, to say that my life is a busy one, is an understatement. During the COVID years, I was content staying at home, not socializing with my friends, and/or dating.
My favorite porn is incest and my favorite activity is playing with myself. I love watching mother and son porn, aunt and nephew porn, female cousin and male porn, and grandmother and grandson porn. Something that I hope to achieve soon, hopefully not too daunting a task, as they're all sexually frustrated whores, my goal in life is to have sex with all of my female relatives.
After already having had sex with my mother, with her making me a man, and still having sex with her, my personal goal in life is to have sex with my AILF of an aunt, my sexy cousin, and with my GILF of a grandmother, too. No longer a virgin, having lost my virginity to my mother on my eighteenth birthday, she blew me, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum.
"Happy Birthday, Anthony. Mommy's blowjob is your birthday surprise," she said.
She knelt in front of me with my erect cock in her hand as she stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. She temporarily removed my cock from her mouth to speak.
"It's not really a blowjob unless you cum in the woman's mouth, and she swallows your cum," she said.
She took me in her mouth again. She stroked me while sucking me. I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother was giving me a blowjob on my birthday as my special birthday present. After sucking my cock, allowing me to cum in her mouth, and swallowing my cum, she let out a dirty laugh while wiping her mouth, staring up at me, and smiling.
"I hope when you find that special woman to marry, one who is good in bed, she will not only give you oral sex but also will allow you to cum in her mouth, swallow your cum, and allow you to give her the occasional cum bath, too" said my mom.
The night of my eighteenth birthday, a real birthday surprise, she took me to her bed, showed me how to masturbate her, give her oral sex, make love to her, and fuck her. Since that day, I have slept in her bed every night. We make slow and passionate love every morning and we fuck fast and hard every night. Then, in between, we have oral sex. I eat her pussy and she sucks my cock. I love my MILF of a mother and I give her multiple orgasms every day and every night.
# # #
My sexual confession to make, some men love pretty faces, beautiful hair, mesmerizing eyes, long and sexy legs, or a tight, shapely ass. My sexual fetish, I love tits. I love women with big well-formed breasts.
Unable to control my attraction, I'm especially sexually attracted to older women with big tits, the bigger the better. Give me a thirty-something-year-old to a sixty-something-year-old woman, fifteen to forty-years older than me, and I'm in heaven. I prefer older women to women my age or younger. Unable to maintain a conversation, women my age are foolish and immature. Older women are intelligent and wise. They know a little about a lot of things.
When I'm not masturbating over my busty grandmother, Filomena, I'm jerking off over my busty mother, Elizabeth, my busty aunt, Olivia, or my busty cousin, Isabella. Literally an understatement, lucky me, they all have big tits.
Living my sexual fantasy, I'm surrounded by women who have big breasts. If I had a sister, no doubt, she'd have big tits, too, but I'm an only child. When one isn't giving me an accidental down blouse or down nightgown view of their cleavages, their naked breasts, and/or their erect nipples, they're giving me unintentional upskirt peeks of their panties, and/or their naked pussies.
Because of the high rents, not wanting to have roommates during COVID, and wanting us all to stay safe, with us having a four bedroom house but with only one bathroom, we live together. I have my own room that's a combination bedroom, office, and exercise room. My grandmother has her own bedroom, my mom has her own bedroom, and my aunt shares the fourth bedroom with her daughter, my cousin.
With them always talking and laughing, living together is good for them. With me always looking and staring, living with them is good for me, too. When I'm not watching porn, I'm masturbating over them.
Alas, a sometimes impossible situation, the only fly in the ointment is having to share one bathroom with four women. Yet, as long as they allow me to pee, even when they're in the shower, unless someone has diarrhea, one bathroom hasn't been that much of an issue. I stroke myself to a big and hard erection before knocking on the bathroom door.
# # #
"I have to pee," I said.
I knocked and said loud enough for them to hear me over the shower water.
"Okay, just don't flush the toilet," they all say.
Giving me something to see, instead of standing with my back to them while peeing, I sit on the toilet facing them. Giving me more to jerk off over, I can clearly see their naked silhouette through the clear shower curtain. Then, after I finish peeing, I stand with my pajama bottoms down around my ankles and my big dick pointing straight at them while taking my time to wipe myself. Then, I flush the toilet. As soon as the toilet flushes, they always open the curtain to stick their heads out along with their big, naked breasts to admonish me.
"Anthony! Hot! Hot! Hot! Oh, my God. I asked you not to flush," they all say.
# # #
One day, my lucky day, after I've already been having nightly sex with her daughter, my mother, my grandmother opened the shower curtain all the way. Unable to remove my eyes from her, she stood before me naked. I stared at her humongous, F cup breasts equal to triple D cup tits. I stared at her bushy black and gray naked pussy. Then, when she turned and bent at the waist to grab her towel, I stared at her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy.
'I'll be masturbating over my naked GILF of a grandmother for the rest of my horny life,' I thought.
"I'm glad that you're here, I need your help, Anthony," said my grandma. "My arthritis is killing me today. My shoulders are really painful," she said, rubbing her shoulders.
She looked at me to give me her best grandmotherly smile.
"Would you be a dear and dry me with my towel," she asked?
'What? Seriously,' I thought. 'If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my grandma naked but also, she wanted me to dry her naked body with a towel.'
I smiled at my grandmother while taking her towel from her hands. Obediently obeying her, I dried her back, her shoulders, and her arms before spending extra time drying her enormous breasts. Not slapping my horny hands away or admonishing me for groping her tits, she allowed me to fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples through the towel.
Then, I dried her naked ass. I felt, fondled, and squeezed her ass while drying it. Then, reaching around her, I dried her legs all the way down and back up to her naked pussy. I cupped her cunt with my towel clad hand while drying it. I even slid slow fingers along her pussy slit and parted her pussy lips with my towel covered fingers. I was nearly masturbating my grandmother.
# # #
"Thank you, Anthony," she said. "I'm sorry to ask but could you help dress me," she asked?
While she leaned on my back, I helped her with her panties. Slowly lifting them higher, I brushed her bushy pussy with the backs of my horny hands. Then, I helped her on with her bra while touching, feeling, fondling, and groping her naked breasts while fingering her big, erect nipples. Then, I put on her blouse and her skirt. Something else to add to my masturbation list, I'll be stroking myself over drying and dressing my grandmother for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
After drying my wet and naked grandmother, and after getting her dressed, she stared down at my bulging and pulsating erect cock that tented my pajama bottoms. Not looking away in shame and/or embarrassment. Instead of staring at my erection without disgust and disdain, she stared at my erection in the way that I stared at her naked body when she opened the shower curtain.
"Oh, my," she said. "Did I do that," she asked while pointing at my big prick?
She looked from my erection to look up at me.
"Sorry, grandma. I'm so embarrassed," I said lying. "Unable to stop it, I became sexually excited as soon as I saw you naked. Then, when you asked me to dry you, well, I'm surprised that I didn't prematurely cum all over you," I said with a dirty laugh.
Not removing her elderly eyes from my erection, she continued staring at my big, pajama clad prick. She smiled up at me. Then, she surprised me with what she said next.
"Would you like me to do something about that," she asked?
I looked at my grandmother while hoping she said what I was thinking. Playing innocent, I pretended that I didn't know her meaning.
"I don't understand. What do you mean, grandma," I asked?
She laughed.
"I can masturbate you," she said, moving her hand up and down in front of her.
She laughed.
"Or, I can suck you," she said.
She moved her hand up to her mouth and moved her hand back and forth while pushing out her cheek with her tongue as if she was blowing me.
With this my chance, and with her not having to ask me twice, I pushed down my pajama bottoms to expose my naked, erect prick to my grandmother. She closed the toilet top and sat on the toilet seat. I stepped closer to her.
"I'd rather you blow me, grandma. I'd love to cum in your mouth while feeling your big breasts through your clothes," I said.
She took my prick in her hand and wrapped her manicured fingers around it. Then, while smiling up at me, she slowly stroked me. Stroking me faster and stroking me harder, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth.
My grandmother was blowing me. She was stroking my cock while sucking my prick. Not taking me long to cum, as soon as I put a gentle hand behind her gray haired head, I humped her mouth and fucked her face. Then, I ejaculated a load of cum in my grandmother's mouth, and she swallowed it.
"Our little secret, no one must know that I gave you oral sex," she said.
She laughed.
"Any time you want me to blow you again, come to my room after everyone has gone to bed. Hopefully, you'll return the favor and eat your grandmother's vagina before making love to me and fucking me," she said.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
# # #
Especially after my mother has been having sex with me for four years, and after I saw my grandmother naked, dried her wet, naked body, and dressed her, I still couldn't believe she blew me. Especially now that I was having sex with my mother and with her mother, too, I jerk off over one of them or all four women every day, twice a day, once in the morning and again at night. Sometimes, when horny or after seeing something that I shouldn't, I jerk off even more during the day.
When playing with myself, first I imagine them in their blouses, bras, and skirts. Then, I imagine them in their bras and panties, before thinking of them topless, and naked. I think of them either one at a time or all of them together. I seldom think of them in their clothes. I imagine them in their short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgowns.
I visualize them walking around me in just their bras and panties, which they sometimes do. Then, especially when they've had too much wine to drink, God help me, after seeing them all topless one time or another, I think of them topless. I picture them showing me their naked breasts.
'Be still my heart,' I say while imagining them naked, which, again, I've already seen them all naked.
To let out the steam and remove the fog from the mirror, they all leave the bathroom door open while drying their hair. I love standing in the bathroom doorway while talking to them loud enough to be heard over the noise of the hair dryer. With a towel wrapped around their naked bodies, a hair dryer in one hand, and a brush in the other hand, I watch as the towel ever so slowly slide down lower to show me their naked breasts.
Giving me quite the sexy, striptease show, I watched the towel slowly slide down to show the tops of their big breasts, and their long lines of sexy cleavages. Continuing to slowly slide down further, I stare at the tops of their areolas, their big, erect nipples, and finally their entire naked breasts. Finally, they remove their towels in front of me to expose their naked asses and their naked pussies while rewrapping their towel around their naked bodies again.
Something that I would love to happen but, unfortunately, something that will never happen, while they're naked, I visualize them all having sex with me one at a time or all of them together. I imagine my mother, my aunt, my cousin, and even my grandmother on their knees in front of me and stroking my cock while sucking my prick. I envision making love to them and fucking them after fingering and eating their pussies.
I visualize all of them giving me a blowjob. I imagine them stroking me while sucking me. I jerk off over them allowing me to fondle their naked breasts and finger their erect nipples. I envision cumming in all of their mouths. I pictured them swallowing my cum.
Then, as soon as they remove my big dick from the pressure of their full lips, I imagine exploding a second load of cum all over their pretty faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts. With them dripping with my cum from their hair, their eye brows, their noses, the lips, their chins, and dripping down to their naked breasts, I picture giving them all cum baths. I imagine them, removing my cum from their faces and breasts with their fingers to put in their mouths to swallow.
# # #
I love my sixty-two-year-old grandmother, Filomena, but not in the way that a grandson should love his grandmother. With me an incestuous pervert, after seeing her naked and drying her naked body, I play with myself when thinking of her without her clothes. Then, after she blew me and stroked my cock while sucking my prick, she invited me to her room any time. I can't wait to have forbidden sex with her again.
I want to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I want to slowly strip her naked while continuing to make out with her. Then, once naked, I want to finger and lick her pussy to give her an oral orgasm before making love to her and fucking her. I want her to give me a sexual memory that will last me for the rest of my life, and long after she's gone.
'Show me your tits, grandma,' I imagine saying to her after having already seen her humongous naked tits. 'I want to see your naked breasts.'
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, while I continue exposing my prick to her, I imagine her lifting her top to show me her white, big bra clad breasts and her long, sexy line of cleavage. Then, with her unembarrassed and unashamed, I picture her lifting her bra to allow her naked breasts to fall to her waist and show me her humongous naked breasts, her light brown areolas, and her darker brown, erect nipples. In the way that she continued staring at my naked penis, I continued staring at her naked breasts.
Normally, when I'm playing with myself over the thoughts of her big tits, I imagine making out with her while ever so slowly undressing her. I want to undress her while kissing her, French kissing her. Then, while continuing to make out with her, I want to unbutton her blouse. Once her blouse is unbuttoned, removing it, I want to touch, feel, and fondle her big tits and finger and suck her erect nipples through her bra. Finally, unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her skirt, I want to see my grandma in her bra and panties.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Giving me even more to jerk off over, how hot would it be to see my GILF of a grandmother in her bra and panties? How hot would that be to see my mom's mother in her sexy lingerie. I can't wait to see her topless and naked again.'
Finally, as if there's a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I want to unhook her big brassiere, slowly peel her bra straps from her shoulders, and remove her arms from her bra straps. As if unwrapping an expensive and delicate Christmas gift, I want to slowly remove one bra cup from her huge breast before removing her other bra cup. Then, before removing her panties and stripping her naked, I want to have my wicked, sexual way with her humongous, naked breasts and erect nipples.
Taking my time, I want to stare at them before touching them, feeling them, and fondling them. I want to pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples before sucking her nipples. With her as wet as I hoped she'd be, as if revealing a masterpiece painting, I want to slowly remove her panties. I can't wait to see my grandmother's black and gray, bushy pussy.
# # #
"Blow me, Grandma. Suck my cock. I want to cum in your elderly mouth," I say while masturbating myself.
Ready to cum while imagining her blowing me again, I stroked myself faster and harder. I envision dick flashing my grandmother. Instead of looking away at me in disdain and disgust, I think of her staring at my naked, erect cock. I visualize her moving to her knees and her taking me in her hand and stroking me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. I picture my mother's mother giving me a blowjob.
'Suck it, granny. Suck my cock,' I imagine saying. 'Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. Suck me deeper. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming, granny. I'm cumming,' I visualized saying that before ejaculating a big load of cum in her wrinkled mouth.
Other than my mother's cunt, having never touched, fingered, masturbated, or eaten a pussy before, I want to touch, finger, masturbate, and eat my grandma's cunt. I want to rub her clit while finger fucking her. I want to make her as sexually aroused as I'm sexually excited by finding and pressing on her G spot. I'd love to masturbate my grandmother. I want to watch and hear her have an orgasm.
Then, making myself comfortable between her legs, lashing out my tongue over and over again, I want to eat my grandmother's pussy. Licking her clit harder, while finger fucking her deeper, and licking her faster, I want to give her a second orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. While my tongue is inserted in her hole, I want to reach up my other hand and fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples.
'Anthony. Anthony. Oh, my God, Anthony,' I imagined my grandmother saying in pure ecstasy.
Pushing my tongue inside of her deeper, and teasing her with my tongue, I imagine her humping my mouth with her hips. As if she's giving me her version of a cum bath, I envision my face covered with my grandmother's vaginal secretions.
'Rub my clit harder, Anthony. Lick me faster. Finger me deeper. Press on my G spot. Yes, that's it. Right there. Oh, my God, Anthony. I'm cumming. Grandma is cumming,' I imagine her saying.
As soon as she closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs, I knew she had another orgasm. I envision her collapsing in the afterglow of sex. Not giving her much of a chance to rest, I mount her. Somewhere I thought that I'd never be, I'm on top of my grandmother.
I kiss her while reaching down to put the head of my erect prick by the slit of her vagina. Then, with a gentle hump, I slide inside of her warm and wet pussy. Something that I love to visualize, it always makes me cum to think of my prick inside of my grandmother's cunt.


Slowly and passionately humping her while continuing to kiss her, something so illicitly forbidden for me to do, I make love to my mother's mother. I imagine her returning my slow and passionate humps with her slow and passionate humps. I hold onto her naked ass with both of my hands while sliding my hard prick in and out and deeper inside of her.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fuck my grandmother. With her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, my grandma fucks me. Not taking long to cum, holding back, and waiting for it, continuing to hump her faster and hump her harder, as soon as she has her third orgasm, filling her with my seed, I cum in her pussy.
# # #
Well preserved, especially for her age, she looks ten-years younger. A real knockout and quite the MILF when she was younger, she's still very pretty and sexy now. Now that I've had sex with her, not having to think twice about it, I'd have illicitly forbidden sex with my grandmother again and again.
As I did with my mother, I did with my grandmother. With two down and two to go, now I can't wait to have sex with my aunt and my cousin. I can't wait to see them topless and naked while touching and feeling them everywhere.
I can't wait to eat their pussies and make love to them before fucking them. I can't wait for them to blow me. I jerk off while thinking about them stroking my cock while sucking my prick. I can't wait to cum in both of their mouths and watch them swallow my cum.
Everything started with my grandmother on my eighteen birthday, right after I graduated high school. She gave me a graduation gift, cologne, and a shirt. Then, catching me off guard, she took a step closer and kissed me on my lips. The second time my grandmother or any woman kissed me on my lips, after my mother kissed me on my lips, I was as surprised as I was sexually excited.
Immediately, I had a big and hard erection that pressed against her tummy. Something that I never did with any woman before, except with my mother, I did with my grandmother. An involuntary move, while still kissing her, I reached up and felt her immense breast through her blouse and her bra. Not admonishing me, slapping my hand away, or taking a step back, she looked down at my hand, looked up at me, and smiled. She allowed me to feel her breast through her clothes.
"Do you like grannies' breasts," she asked?
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. I stared down at her blouse and bra clad breasts.
"I love your huge breasts, granny," I said. "They're so big. They're so firm and so soft at the same time."
She put her hand on my hand and smiled again.
"I love you touching and feeling my breasts, Anthony," she said.
# # #
Taking a big breath, she inhaled and puffed out her massive chest to make it even bigger. As soon as she gave me her nonverbal permission to touch her big tits, I moved up my other hand and felt her other breast. As if I was playing one of my video games, I had both of my horny hands on her breasts through her clothes.
I felt them, squeezed them, and fondled them through her blouse and her bra. Then, as soon as I felt her nipples emerge, I fingered those through her clothes while continuing to feel her tits. Parting my lips with her tongue, she French kissed me again. I reached around her and felt her shapely ass. I fondled her ass while squeezing her ass through her clothes. Again, not slapping my horny hands away, admonishing me, or taking a step back from me, she continued to allow me to feel her shapely body through her clothes.
She continued kissing me. Again, she parted my lips with her tongue and stuck her tongue in my mouth. Other than my mother, my first time French kissing a woman, I French kissed my mom's mother again and again. I squeezed and fondled her ass through her clothes with one hand while continuing to feel her breast with my other hand.
My erect prick continued to throb and pulsate against my grandmother's tummy. She continued kissing me while I continued feeling her. Something that I never expected to happen, I was making out with my grandmother. I couldn't believe that I was making out with her. She reached her hand down and felt my erect prick through my jeans.
Not stopping there, waiting for her to slap my hand away while admonishing me, I unbuttoned her blouse. As soon as her blouse was unbuttoned, I pushed it open to reveal her giant, white, lacy bra. As if the amusement park was open, I felt her breasts through her bra and fingered her erect nipples.
We stopped and she quickly buttoned her blouse when we heard her daughter, my mother coming down the stairs. Losing count, I don't remember how many times that I masturbated over making out with my grandmother while feeling her breasts and her ass through her clothes. I still can't believe that she allowed me to unbutton her blouse and feel her breasts and finger her nipples through her clothes.
# # #
The one unusual thing about my grandmother is her breasts. She takes the same bra cup size as a famous porn star, Dee Williams, and Christina Hendricks from Mad Men and Good Girls. Equal to triple D cup breasts, they both have shapely F cup breasts that hardly sag at all.
When grandma Filomena rounds a corner, the first thing that anyone sees are her enormous breasts, her big bumpers coming around the corner. As mesmerizing and hypnotizing as they are to see, all that I can do is to stare. I've never seen bigger blouse and bra clad breasts on anyone. I love her gigantic tits.
Just once, I wish I could touch and feel her enormous breasts through her clothes. Then, on my eighteenth birthday, I did just that. Hard to focus on her face, with me a horny 18-year-old, I'm always staring at my grandmother's tits while imagining her topless.
She has the longest line of sexy cleavage. I imagine being a Norwegian skier skiing down a Bavarian mountain slope, not with my skis but my finger while yodeling. I'd love to slowly slide my finger down her cleavage. I'd love to fuck her tits with my cock. Then, when she leans her head down to take my prick in her mouth to suck me, I'd love to make a mess of her and cum all over her naked breasts.
As I have written before, I have a thing for older women, especially older women with big breasts, the bigger the better. A lucky man who is blessed with busty women, I'm surrounded by big breasted women, my mom, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother all have enormous breasts. We all live together, and every morning, I look forward to seeing what they're wearing today that will show off their long lines of sexy cleavages and the imprints of their erect nipples pushing against their sheer nightgowns.
Usually, on a typical day, with it always so hot in the apartment unless it's a cold winter's day, they all wear short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgowns without wearing panties. When they're not giving me up nightgown peeks of their naked pussies, they're giving me down nightgown views of their big, naked breasts. Turning me into a masturbation machine, they continually give me something new and something more to stroke myself over. Alas, something that will never happen, I love cumming over envisioning seeing my mother, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother naked, and having sex with them.
# # #
My thirty-nine-year-old mother, Elizabeth, takes after her mother. She has double D cup breasts. With my grandmother having D cup breasts when she was my mother's age, no doubt, when my mom is her mother's age, her breasts will grow to become F cup breasts, too.
With my mom a bit of a whore back then, and as she still is now, she became pregnant with me in the back of a Chevy Caprice station wagon on her high school senior prom night. Not content with him undressing her and stripping him naked while she stroked and sucked his cock, she allowed him to fuck her and cum in her pussy without requiring him to wear a condom. Now, every time she sees a Chevy Caprice Estate station wagon, a model that they still make again in 2025, she anoints herself, and says a silent prayer to the Virgin Mary.
A virgin then, she was pregnant before she graduated high school. With her prom date not taking responsibility for impregnating her, she didn't marry him. Instead, she continued living with her mother, her sister, and her niece, after her niece was born. She never married. Content to live alone with just me and the rest of her family, not wanting to have any more children, as if giving up on men, she didn't even date.
With my mom working at a diner and not making much money, she earned more in tips than she did in salary. She discovered early that unbuttoning a couple of buttons on her blouse to show her cleavage and her sexy low-cut bra, guaranteed her of bigger tips. By leaning longer and lower over horny men, she knew which men to tease while making her flashing appear unintentional.
Staying together as a family, we continued living with her mother, my grandma, her sister, my aunt, and her niece, my cousin. With rents so high, unless we lived in a project in the crime riddled slum, there was no way we could afford an apartment on our own without having the financial security of a man. Instead, we were happy living together, especially me. I had plenty to masturbate over every day.
Following in my mother's footsteps, my aunt Olivia got pregnant with her daughter, Isabella. The five of us continued living together as a family. An oddity of a family of women with black hair and brown eyes, my cousin was born with beautiful red hair, blue eyes, and freckles. My grandma said that her grandfather had red hair. A year younger than me, my cousin just turned nineteen-years-old and was a real minx.
Sharing the big breast genes with the rest of the family, like her grandmother, Isabella had enormous milkmaid, F cup breasts. Of course, no doubt, because of her humongous breasts, I'm as sexually attracted to my cousin as I am to my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother. As if living my sexual fantasy, a man who is infatuated with women with big breasts, I'm surrounded by busty women.
'Thank you, Jesus,' I thought every time I masturbated over one of them or all of them.
# # #
Fortunately for me, my mother, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother have a lot of female friends. With them all having great personalities and good senses of humor, everyone likes them. My mother, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother are all whores. Their friends are all whores, too. Something they all have in common, they all enjoy talking freely and openly about sex. Sex is all that they talk about and laugh over whenever they're all together.
Lucky me, all of their friends are voyeurs as much as they are all exhibitionists. As soon as I turned eighteen-year-old, with me the only man in the house, I was the focus of their attention. They sexually teased me by flashing themselves to me. With their friends flashing me and giving me up skirt peeks of their panties, and down blouse views of their cleavages and bras, I loved when they visited. With their encouragement, daring me to do so, I love exposing my naked cock to them.
Giving me even more to masturbate over, I loved dick flashing all of their friends. I'm guilty of dick flashing every woman that my mother, aunt, cousin, and grandmother knows. Being the pervert that I am, I love dick flashing unsuspecting women as much as I love dick flashing women who want me to dick flash them. I loved watching their reactions to seeing my erect, naked prick.
Not one of them looked away in embarrassment and in shame. As sexually attracted to me as I am to them, they all stare at my erect, naked prick. Some of them even reach out and touch it, wrap their fingers around it, and stroke it while laughing with glee.
My aunt Olivia has long, black hair and big, brown eyes. Taking after her sister, my mom has huge double D cup breasts. Two years younger than my mother, she's thirty-seven-years-old. I love my aunt as much as I love my cousin, my mother, and my grandmother.
# # #
Something that gives me great pleasure and plenty to masturbate over, my mother, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother are all exhibitionists. They love showing their naked breasts to any man who will look, especially to me. Taking after my mother, in the way that she loves exposing herself to unsuspecting men, I love showing my naked, erect prick to unsuspecting women. Yet, a man exposing himself is much different for a man than it is for a woman exposing herself. Worried that I may be arrested for exposing myself, my mom thought she could cure me of dick flashing women.
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, my mom took me to a nude beach with her mother, my grandmother, her sister, my aunt, and her niece, my cousin. Leaving our clothes in the car so that they wouldn't get all sandy, be lost, or stolen, we all stripped naked in the car. Not my first time seeing my mother and my grandmother naked, I saw my aunt naked, and my cousin naked, too, for the first time.
While sitting together in the backseat, they all removed their clothes. I watched them strip naked as they watched me strip naked, too. Again, I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life.
As soon as I removed my clothes, I had a huge erection. With my mother sitting beside me and my grandma, aunt, and cousin leaning over the backseat, they all stared at my big dick. I was more sexually excited than I was embarrassed. I loved showing my female relatives my naked prick while they showed me their naked breasts and their naked pussies.
Only and, perhaps, tragically, taking me to a nude beach didn't work. There were more gay men at the nude beach than there were women. The women who were there naked were either fat, old, and ugly, or fat, old, and ugly. If it did anything, walking around in public naked made me an even bigger exhibitionist. What it also did was to make me an even bigger pervert. My mother, aunt, cousin, and grandmother were hits with the men who were there that weren't gay.
Something that I never experienced before, I experienced now. I loved being naked with my four female relatives. Now, more than anything, I wanted to have sex with my mother, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother. After seeing them all naked, too, while hoping they'd have sex with me, I couldn't wait to have sex with them. I wanted to have threesome sex or group sex with all four of them.
# # #
Again, my biggest fetish, I love tits. I'm sexually attracted to older women, especially to those with big breasts. I not only love my grandmother but also, I'm sexually attracted to her, and to my mother and my aunt, and their enormous breasts.
Encouraging me to visit her more, every time I visited my grandma before she moved in with us, she not only kissed me on the lips but also, she allowed me to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her gigantic breasts through her blouse and her bra. Every time I felt her tits through her clothes, her nipples erected, and I fingered them, too. As soon as I fingered her nipples, she looked down where I touched her and she laughed.
"I'm glad you like my breasts, Anthony. I love it when you fondle my breasts through my clothes. Like grandson like grandfather, your grandpa loved my breasts, too. He always wanted me to flash my breasts to his friends, of course, I did. He wanted me to serve his poker buddies drinks while topless and, of course, I did that, too," she said with a sexy laugh.
Then, one day, she said something that blew my mind. Long before we went to a nude beach, before they flashed me their naked breasts, before I dried my naked grandmother, after my mother showed me her naked breasts, my grandmother was the second woman to show me her naked breasts. As soon as she asked me her question, I had an erection.
"Would you like to see them," she asked? "Would you like to see my naked breasts, Anthony," she asked? "I don't mind showing you my chest. I love showing off my tits," she said.
Not having to ask me again, I stared at her tits through her clothes with my eyes bugging out of my head and my mouth hanging open.
"Yes, I'd love to see your naked breasts, grandma," I said.
I watched her slowly and sexily unbutton her blouse. Unbuttoning one button at a time, she looked down to see what each button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. Then, as soon as all of her buttons were unbuttoned, she held open her blouse before removing it.
"Go ahead and feel my breasts through my bra," she said. "I like being felt up through my clothes."
Obediently obeying my grandmother, I felt her big breasts through her bra. As soon as I touched them her big nipples erected. I fingered her erect nipples. She put a gentle hand to the back of my head and pulled me forward.
"Don't be shy. Suck my nipples through my bra. I like that, too," she said.
I sucked her nipples through her bra. Then, without further ado, she reached behind her, unhooked her bra, and removed it. My grandmother showed me her naked breasts. She not only showed me her tits but also, she allowed me to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering and sucking her erect nipples.
# # #
After grandma showed me her naked breasts, one day, when I visited her to mow her lawn, she was out back sunning herself with her two best friends, Joan and Mary. Lying on their stomachs, they were all in their bikinis with their bikini tops unhooked. All three women were happy to see me. When they lifted themselves up on their elbows, I could see their naked breasts, their long line of cleavages, and their erect nipples.
"Be a dear," said my grandma. "And put some sunscreen on us."
I rubbed sunscreen on my grandmother Filomena's back, shoulders, arms, and legs. With her breasts so big, they peeked out on both sides of her, nearly touching her areolas and her nipples, and I put sunscreen on those, too. When I put sunscreen on her legs, I moved my horny hand all the way up between her legs until the back of my hand slid across her bikini bottom clad pussy.
I did the same with Mary and Joan. I covered them with sunscreen while feeling the sides of their naked breasts and brushing my hand along their bikini bottom clad pussies. While I sexually assaulted all three women, I had a huge erection that tented my pants. Then, shocking me as much as they sexually excited me, they all turned over on their backs to expose their naked breasts to me.
"Do our fronts," said my grandmother. "Make sure you put sunscreen on our nipples," she said with a dirty laugh.
Obediently obeying my grandmother, while fondling their naked breasts, I covered my grandma, and her two best friends, Mary and Joan's naked breasts, and their erect nipples with sunscreen.
"Now it's your turn. Remove your bathing suit and lay on your back. We want to put sunscreen all over your big prick," said my grandmother. "Show us your cock, Anthony. We all want to see your big prick while stroking it and covering it with sunscreen."
The End
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Mother-in-law and Sister-in-law Sex
Sex with my wife's mother and her identical twin sister.
Something so wrong and forbidden, and something that she doesn't know, and something that I never told her, I love my mother-in-law, Wilma. Please don't judge. Unbelievably, I'm deeply in love with my wife's mother. Something that I never expected to happen, but something that just did, I love her. I really do.
With her looking ten-years younger than her 52-year-old age, I love her pretty face. With her always making me laugh, I love her lovely smile and her sense of humor and her quick wit. I love her sexy body. I'm inspired by her intelligence and repartee. She's all of the woman that I'd want for the rest of my life.
She's so beautiful. She's so sexy. She's so shapely. What are the best women so impossible to attain? Having always been sexually attracted to older women, especially older women with big breasts, I've been sexually attracted to my mother-in-law from the first day that I met her. Something that I never expected to happen, but something that just did, I love her. I really do.
# # #
Again, something so wrong and forbidden, and something that she doesn't know, I love my sister-in-law, Donna, too. How could I not love her, she's my wife's identical twin sister. Unbelievably, I'm deeply in love with my wife's sister. I love her. I really do. In the same way as her mother, I've been sexually attracted to my sister-in-law from the first day that I met her.
I love her pretty face. I love her sexy body. I'm inspired by her intelligence. I love her sense of humor and quick wit. She always makes me laugh.
She's so beautiful. She's so sexy. She's so shapely. With me having always been sexually attracted to my wife's identical twin, I wanted her from the first day that I met her.
I'm in love with two women. I'm in love with mother and daughter. How can that happen? How can I love two women not as relatives but as a man loves a woman, women he's forbidden to love.
I love them both equally. I love my wife's mother, my mother-in-law, and my wife's sister, my sister-in-law. How can I be in love with both of them? Impossible to choose, I can't choose one over the other.
# # #
'Oh, my God. What am I going to do,' I thought while holding my head in my hands?
I want to kiss them and make out with them. I want to feel them everywhere through their clothes where an in-law doesn't make out with them while feeling them through their clothes. I want to slowly undress them. I want to see what each unbutton reveals before unbuttoning the next button. Not stopping there, I want to strip them naked. I want to see my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law naked.
I not only love them both but I want them both. I want to sleep in the same bed with them, the three of us together as one. I want to go to bed with them and wake up with them at the same time. I want to hold them, hug them, spoon them, touch them, feel them, and fondle them during the night.
I want to have sex with them every morning and every night. I want to make love to them every morning and fuck them every night. I want to explore their naked bodies with my hands, my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I want to impregnate my sister-in-law with our baby and make my mother-in-law the grandmother of our child.
'How hot is that,' I thought. 'How fucked up is that?
# # #
As if I'm a confused and tortured man on the show, The Bachelor, when the bachelor falls in love with two women at the same time, I don't understand how I can love two women simultaneously. Not right and so wrong, how is that possible? How can that happen? Not loving one woman any more or any less than the other woman, I'm unable to decide one over the other. I can't continue to live without having both of them emotionally, intellectually, and sexually in my life.
Alas, if only I was a believer in and a follower of Islam, a religion where I'm able to have more than one wife, I'd marry both mother and daughter. I would. Falling to one knee and putting a ring on each of their fingers, I'd ask them both to marry me and be my wife. Sure, they'd have to follow the Islamic religion, too, and wear hijabs, abayas, and/or jilbabs, but it would be worth it for us to be legally married and live as man and wife, and wife.
"Alhamdulillah! Praise God, I said out loud for no one to hear! "Alhamdulilluah!"
# # #
I want to run away with them. I want to go somewhere where no one knows us. I want to live as husband and wife, and wife. Yet, with the three of us already living in the same two-family house, the perfect secret scenario, no one knows what we do behind closed, bedroom doors. As long as they sexually want me as much as I sexually want them, I could have sex with both mother and daughter every morning and every night for the rest of my horny life.
I could sleep in Wilma's big king-sized bed between her and her daughter, Donna. When I turned to the left, I could hold, hug, and kiss her. Then, when she turned to the left, I could spoon my mother-in-law and press my erect dick against her naked ass while holding her naked breast and fingering her erect nipple through her nightie.
'Oh, my God. How hot would that be,' I thought?
Then, when I turned to the right, I could hold, hug, and kiss my sister-in-law. When she turns to the right, I want press my erect dick against her naked ass while holding her naked breast and fingering her erect nipple through her nightgown. I'd love to sleep in the same bed with mother and daughter?
'How hot would that be to have sex, threesome sex, with my mother-in-law and sister-in-law?'
I could make love to and fuck mother-in-law as my newly married bride. I could make love to and fuck my sister-in-law as my newly married bride. I could strip them both naked, finger and lick their pussies. I could make them cum with my fingers and my tongue. Then, after making love to them, I could fuck them both. I'd love to give them a second orgasm, this time with my cock. Finally, they both could suck me, allow me to cum in their mouths, and swallow my cum, one at a time or both at a time.
'Wow,' I thought! 'How hot would that be to have intimate and loving sex with both women? I'd love to make out with them, eat them, make love to them, fuck them, and watch them blow me. I'd love to cum in both of their mouths and watch them swallow my cum.'
I'd love to have threesome sex with the both of them at the same time. I'd eat my mother-in-law's pussy while her daughter sucked my cock. Then, switching, I'd eat my sister-in-law's pussy while my mother-in-law sucked my cock. I'd fuck mother while her daughter watched. Then, I fuck daughter while her mother watched. I give them both multiple orgasms.
'Jack! Jack! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Don't stop fucking me. I'm cumming, Jack. I'm cumming,' I imagine my mother-in-law, Wilma, saying.
Then, after fucking mother, I'd fuck daughter.
'Jack! Jack! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Don't stop fucking me. I'm cumming, Jack. I'm cumming,' I imagine my sister-in-law, Donna, saying.
Truth be told, if I could marry my mother-in-law, I would. Having a better chance of proposing to my sister-in-law and her accepting, if I could marry my sister-in-law I would. I love them both and can't decide one over the other. I just hope that they love me as much as I love them. With them both so much alike except for their age, they both have unique qualities that I love and can't live without.
# # #
My name is Jack. I'm thirty-two-years-old. Considered good-looking, I'm 6' 4" tall, have a lot of muscles, and I'm proud of what I'm packing. I have an eight inch prick when excitedly erect. An independent computer consultant, with a bachelor's degree in Computer Science, and a master's degree in Technology and Artificial Intelligence both from the Massachusetts Institute in Technology. I earn a low, six figure income, three-hundred-thousand-dollars, working from home writing software code for a dozen companies worldwide.
As if I'm the mystery man from Oz, the Wizard of Oz, I'm the man behind the curtain. I'm responsible for maintaining the integrity of computer systems all over the world. There is no recent technology invented that is beyond me. As if I'm Scarlett Johansson in Lucy, my life is similar to her life before she became a computer herself. I'm able to use two computer keyboards at the same time while typing separate thoughts.
It's a myth that the average human only uses 10% of their brain. In reality, everyone uses 100% of their brain. I just have a much higher intelligence quotient than the average person. With my superior intelligence, I'm able to do more than the average person who has an IQ between 90 and 105.
I have a head for math as much as I have a head for computers. My friends call me the Accountant. They nicknamed me after the role that Ben Affleck played in the movie, The Accountant.
In the way that he fills a room with numbers, going from one white board to another white board, then to windows and doors filled with more multiple equations, I do, too. Filling my head with numbers that I must unload, I do the same with a dozen white boards that surround me in my office. As if writing computer code, I look like a mad computer scientist or mathematician writing numbers that no one else can understand.
# # #
When I took the IQ test years ago in high school, my guidance counselor told me that my intelligence quotient was off the charts, nearly unmeasurable. He told me that I had an IQ of 185, much higher than Albert Einstein and Stephen Hawkings' IQ of 160. Actually, believe it or not but I have the same IQ as Ken Jennings, the host of Jeopardy, and a 74 game winner himself.
With all of them at genius level, Marilyn vos Savant has a whopping IQ of 228. An MIT alumnus, the actor, James Woods, has an IQ of 184. Rowan Atkinson, Mr. Bean has an IQ of 178. Ashton Kutcher and Matt Damon have IQ's of 160, Alicia Keys and Danica McKeller stand at 154, and Natalie Portman has a 140 IQ. There are less than a dozen individuals in the world living today with a higher IQ than Ken Jennings and I.
While even not understanding the meaning of many of the words, I was able to read by the age of two. No one taught me how to read, I just could. I've been awarded black belts in Judo, Karate, and Aikido. Much like the child who knows how to play the piano expertly without having a lesson or practicing, I never had a martial arts lesson and don't even practice. I just knew how to do it automatically and without any training. Of course, I had to demonstrate my skills in front of a panel of judges to earn my belts.
Trust me, no one should play darts, pool, chess, Texas Hold 'em, or challenge me to a fight for money, because I always win. I didn't have to solicit colleges, they solicited me. Of course, with me born in Boston, and with them giving me a full ride, I chose the Massachusetts Institute of Technology in Cambridge, Massachusetts. The institute is only several bus stops across the Charles River from my house in the North End of Boston.
# # #
My thirty-year-old wife, Debbie, died in a one car accident when she slammed her car into a tree on her thirtieth birthday. Celebrating her birthday with friends, she had been drinking and fell asleep at the wheel. Angry that they allowed her to drive home drunk, her friends had taken her to a CFNM strip club. No doubt, thinking that they were able to drive home, they were all drunk, too. Unfortunately, my wife didn't make it.
Fortunately, her identical twin sister was unable to attend her birthday party because she was on a sudden business trip in London. Otherwise, with her in the same car with her sister, she may have died, too. A horrific, tragic accident we were all beyond grief. Devastating to survive the trauma of the event, helping one another through our grief, my mother-in-law, Wilma, and my sister-in-law, Donna, other to sleep in their separate bedrooms, never leave my side.
With them all feeling guilty as much as they felt responsible for her death, her friends told me that she had been partying way too much with the strippers. Dancing with them, kissing them, and groping them, because she was the birthday girl, the strippers paid her more attention. Not surprised by her truth, one of her friends confessed that Debbie had stroked and sucked four of the strippers' cocks after they had stripped her topless.
Something that the club's management frowned upon, strippers are forbidden to ejaculate their cum in customers' mouths. Yet, depending on the control or lack of control of the man and the talents of the women sucking cock, she confessed that one of the strippers exploded a load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed him. Not surprising that a stripper had ejaculated his seed in my wife's mouth, Debbie, a talented cocksucker, swallowed his cum. She loved sucking cock.
She's sucked lots of cocks in her young life. If she was still alive, I'd dare any man not to cum when receiving a blowjob from Debbie. My wife has swallowed enough cum over the years to make a statue of a man from all of the cum that she's swallowed.
True to her slutty nature, my wife loved giving blowjobs. Unable to resist any man who dick flashed her, she loved seeing, touching, feeling, fondling, stroking, and sucking cock. Truth be told, an ex-stripper, my wife was a whore but, with me able to get beyond that, I loved that about her. Something that I enjoyed watching her do, she was unembarrassed and unashamed to do anything to anyone sexual while I watched.
"Debbie. Would you do me a favor? Look at him," I said pointing at my friend.
Debbie looked where I was pointing.
"My friend, John, is depressed today. Would you be so kind as to give him a blowjob. I'd love to watch you stroke his prick while sucking his dick. I'd love to see him cum in your mouth while you swallowed his cum," I said.
Not having to ask her twice, and with her never refusing to suck a cock, Debbie went to my friend, made out with him, unzipped him, pulled out his prick, and instantly improved his bad mood to a good one. She blew him, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed his cum. My wife loved cock and she was a great cocksucker.
# # #
Something that my whore of a wife loved to do, she loved flashing my friends her panties, her naked pussy, her cleavage and bra, or her naked breasts and erect nipples. She loved flashing unsuspecting men at the mall up skirt peeks of her panties or her naked pussy, and down blouse views of her cleavage, low-cut bra, or of her naked breasts, and erect nipples. With most men voyeurs, and most women exhibitionists, my wife was quite the exhibitionist.
She loved flashing the shoe store salesman her panties or her naked pussy. Asking for a boot a size too small, she lifted her leg higher and parted her knees wider while teasing the shoe salesman when trying to squeeze her foot in the wrong size boot. When he stood with an erection and disappeared with the correct size boots, obviously having masturbated himself in the storeroom, he returned without an erection.
Harder to find dressing rooms that still had curtains instead of doors at the mall, she had a way of sliding the curtain hard and fast. Leaving an opening enough at the end for men to see her undressing, the curtain didn't close all of the way. Husbands waiting for their wives and boyfriends waiting for their girlfriends, stared at Debbie stripping down to her bra and panties, topless, and naked while trying on clothes.
When she used the escalator to go up to the second floor, she waited for two men to step on the escalator behind her. Then, she stepped up a couple of steps before bending at the waist on the pretense of fixing her shoe. She gave the men standing behind her an upskirt view of her panties.
When not wearing a bra beneath her plunging, low-cut blouse, she leaned forward over the counter at a jewelry store. She gave the salesman a perfect down blouse view of her naked breasts and her erect nipples. After she successfully flashed him her tits, with him appreciating her flashing him, he always offered her a discount on jewelry.
Daring her to do so, she even served my poker buddies drinks while topless. We went to a nude beach once and had sex in public while several men watched us and stroked their pricks. We even tried the swinging lifestyle but, after swinging with other couples for two-years, that lifestyle wasn't for us.
# # #
I lived on the second floor of a two family house that my mother-in-law owned. My two hoped to soon be lovers, Wilma, and her daughter, Donna, lived downstairs I could afford to buy a house anywhere but, I chose to remain living with my mother-in-law and sister-in-law in the same house where I lived with my wife. With Wilma divorced more than a decade ago, her daughter, not having fallen in love yet, is still single.
As soon as Donna left for work, I went downstairs for coffee. With her having an expensive coffee machine, my mother-in-law made a good cup of coffee. Not much of a drinker, rare that I get drunk, I'll occasionally have a beer with a hot dog on a hot summer's day. I may have a glass of wine at dinner in a restaurant, but my thing is Gatorade for its electrolytes mixed with protein powder, and coffee, black with no sugar.
I wish my wife hadn't over indulged with alcohol that night. I wish she had taken an Uber home. I wish one of her friends had taken away her car keys and driven her home.
Something more about me, I'm always hot. Sometimes walking around my apartment naked, I hate wearing clothes. Unless I had to get dressed to go out, I'll wear a T-shirt, a pajama bottom without underwear, and my Ugg slippers around the house. Sometimes after taking my shower in the morning before having my coffee, I'll wear my short, thin, cotton bathrobe with nothing underneath.
Something I didn't know and never would have guessed, when my wife was a little tipsy one night, she confessed that her mother had worked as a stripper to pay her way through college. Again, with her looking ten-years-younger, Wilma looks forty-something instead of fifty-something. I wished I was around thirty-years-ago to have seen one of her striptease shows. I wondered if she had videos of her stripping.
Indeed, my mother-in-law is a MILF. For a fifty-two-year-old woman, she has an amazing body. She stands 5' 9" tall with double D cup breasts, brown, shoulder length hair, and brown eyes. She's as pretty as she is sexy and shapely. I'm a lucky man to have a mother-in-law and a sister-in-law who look like them.
Debbie's identical twin, Donna is 5' 11" tall with natural blonde hair, blue eyes, and D cup breasts. A family of beautiful women, perhaps, because of her identical twin sister, Donna, I miss my wife even more. It's amazing how identical they are. As if a reincarnation of her, Donna has the same voice, the same laugh, and says many of the same things as her twin Debbie. When with my sister-in-law, I sometimes feel that through her sister, that my wife is still alive.
# # #
For my thirtieth birthday, giving me a big birthday surprise, while my wife slept on the living room couch downstairs, she allowed for her twenty-eight-year-old, twin sister to come into our bedroom naked in the dark. Pretending that she was her sister, a sexual fantasy coming true, I had sex with Donna. I made out with her while feeling and touching her naked body everywhere that a brother-in-law should never touch and feel his naked sister-in-law.
Fingering and licking her pussy while reaching up my other hand to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples, I ate her pussy. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. Then, with her not talking, and not making a sound, I made love to her before fucking her. I gave her another orgasm, this time with my cock.


Finally, she slid halfway down the bed. She took my big dick in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. Donna blew me. Thinking she was my wife, my sister-in-law stroked my cock while sucking my prick. With her as good of a cocksucker as her sister, she allowed me to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed my cum. The next morning, with my wife sitting with her sister and I at the kitchen counter, Debbie confessed.
"I don't know if you realized it but as my birthday gift to you, Jack," said my wife.
She paused and looked at her sister while laughing before she looked at me.
"I slept on the couch last night. That was Donna having sex with you," she said with a loud laugh. "You had sex with my sister."
I looked at my wife stunned with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open.
'I had sex with my wife's sister,' I thought while still not believing it. 'I had sex with Donna. I made love to and fucked my sister-in-law. She blew me.'
I looked from Debbie to look at Donna. Shocked, I still couldn't believe it. With the bedroom so dark and with her not uttering a sound, I couldn't tell that I had sex with my wife's sister instead of with my wife.
"No way," I said.
My wife nodded.
"Yes, you did. You had sex with my twin," she said.
Not believing her, I stood from my stool, walked to my sister-in-law, pushed down my pajama bottoms, put a hand behind her blonde, pretty head, pulled her forward and stuck my prick in her mouth. My wife watched her sister stand from her stool and move to her knees in front of me. She stroked my cock while sucking my prick. As I did last night, I ejaculated another load of cum in Donna's mouth this morning while my wife watched.
"I guess you weren't kidding," I said with a laugh. "Thank you for the great birthday gift, Debbie," I said while smiling at my wife and her sister. "Thank you for having sex with me, Donna," I said.
My wife laughed.
"As you can tell, Donna loves sucking cock as much as I love sucking cock," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
Living off of a huge divorce settlement that my mother-in-law received from her very rich husband after she divorced him for cheating on her, never having to work again, she received five-million dollars. With her married to him for more than ten-years, she would have received more, about half of his assets, had she lived in California. Yet, with him working with his lawyer to hide his assets, she was lucky to walk away with the money that she received. Five-million-dollars was a mere pittance to him and a huge fortune to her.
Like me, she could have moved anywhere and purchased a bigger house but she stayed where she was. Clearly, she enjoyed living with me in the same house but on two different floors as much as I enjoyed living with her. The fact that my sister-in-law was still living at home was a bonus.
If she's not going out to run errands or leave the house to shop at the mall, Wilma doesn't bother getting dressed. She lives in her short, sheer, low-cut, sexy nightgown or in her housecoat with a button missing by her naked breasts and another button missing by her naked pussy. Now that I think about it, wondering if she had deliberately removed the buttons, all of her housecoats have buttons missing from her breasts and her pussy.
When she sits on the couch and with me sitting across from her on the reclining chair, she gives me a peek-a-boo show of the side of her naked breast and a front view of her brown, bushy pussy. I love seeing Wilma's tits as much as I love seeing her pussy. She always gives me an erection.
Returning the favor, I come downstairs while wearing nothing but my short bathrobe that never closes all of the way. Every morning, hornier than I'm embarrassed, I visit her for coffee and a couple of fried eggs with my toast. Sexually teasing one another, while she flashes me peeks of her tits and views of her pussy, I flash her subtle peeks of my testicles and my flaccid prick that doesn't stay flaccid very long.
Instead of looking away with embarrassment and shame, she stares at what she sees of my naked prick and testicles as much as I stare at what I can see of her naked tits and pussy. Now that my wife has been dead for several months, I suspect that one day, I'll be having sex with my mother-in-law, my sister-in-law or, hopefully, both. They know that I was in the swinging lifestyle with my wife. Wilma knows that I know that she worked as a stripper in her younger days.
# # #
When they open my unlocked back door of my apartment without knocking, they've both seen me naked several times. I never put a hand in front of my prick to cover my nakedness. Especially with Donna already having had sex with me, they know that I have a big dick. I want them to see my erect prick as much as they want to see my naked cock.
With them sharing a dorm room in college, my wife confessed that after drinking too much wine with her twin sister, they had sex with one another several times. She confessed that they've even had threesome sex with men that they both liked. As soon as my wife told me that she had sex with her sister and threesome sex with men, I not only wanted to have sex with her sister but also, I wanted to have threesome sex with her mother, too.
'Now that my wife is gone, I'm unable to share the experience of having threesome sex with my wife, Debbie and her twin sister, Donna. I would have loved to have done that. Yet, how hot would it be to have threesome sex with my mother-in-law, Wilma, and my sister-in-law instead,' I thought?
My sexual fantasy, I'd love to have forbidden sex with them both at the same time. Surely, with Wilma, an ex-stripper, she's had sex with women in the VIP room while men watched. Especially with Donna already having had sex with me, I'd love to have sex with Donna while her mother watched. I'd love to have sex with Wilma while her daughter watched.
# # #
One day, I sat in the living room naked playing a video game while wearing headphones. If she even knocked, I didn't hear my mother-in-law enter the back door with her two friends, Brianna and Flanna. Brianna is a fifty-year-old tall and beautiful blonde with B cup breasts. Flanna is a gorgeous fifty-two-year-old redhead with humongous F cup breasts that are equal to triple D cup breasts. I'm sexually attracted to them both and would love to have sex with either one of them or both of them as much as I'd love to have sex with my mother-in-law.
Instead of immediately leaving and closing my backdoor behind them, when they saw me naked while playing my video game, they walked in the living room and stood behind me. They watched me playing my game while, no doubt, staring down at my naked cock. Then, as soon as I saw them in the mirror standing behind me, I stood, and removed my headphones without covering my naked prick with my hand.
No longer looking at the television or up at me, the three women stared down at my cock. Even when I was flaccid, my cock was so big that it looked as if I had an erection. I loved showing them my prick as much as they seemed to love seeing my big dick.
"I'm sorry, Jack, for barging in on you. I guess you didn't hear me knock," said Wilma.
Showing me the whore that she is, she never removed her eyes from my big dick. While staring down at me, Brianna smiled. Flanna showed me that she was as big of a whore as was my mother-in-law, and her friend, Brianna.
"You're going to make some women very happy, should you marry again," said Brianna.
Still staring at my prick, Brianna never removed her eyes from my cock. Flanna laughed. She continued staring at my prick, too.
"You have the biggest prick that I've ever seen, Jack," said Flanna. "I can't imagine how big it is when excited," she said with a dirty laugh while still staring at my naked cock.
All three women laughed.
# # #
My mother-in-law returned their laughter with her laugh. With her having seen my erection before when coming downstairs for coffee in my bathrobe that never closes all of the way, she literally shocked me with what she said next.
"May I show them how big it gets, Jack," asked my mother-in-law?
Unsure what she was about to do, I nervously laughed.
"Sure. Go ahead, mom. It will be my pleasure," I said.
She laughed, too, and I stepped closer to my mother-in-law.
"I assure you that it will be my pleasure," she said with a dirty laugh.
Immediately, while staring up at me and smiling, Wilma took me in her hand. She fondled the head of my cock with her manicured fingers. Then, she stroked me to a big and hard erection.
Finally, while stroking me faster and harder, not expecting her to do what she did, she moved to her knees and took me in her mouth. I couldn't believe that my mother-in-law was blowing me in front of her two, best friends. She sucked my cock as well as her daughters Debbie and Donna sucked my prick.
She removed my cock from her mouth and stood. She nodded to Brianna. Following Wilma's lead, Brianna stepped closer to me and took me in her hand to stroke me before moving to her knees. Blowing my mind, she took me in her mouth. She stroked me while sucking me.
Then, giving Flanna a turn, she stepped closer to me, removed her top and her bra, and gave me a big, wet kiss on her lips while lifting my horny hand to her naked breasts. Flanna groped and stroked my cock before moving to her knees to suck my prick while continuing to stroke it. That was the first time but not the last that I had sex with my mother-in-law and her two, best friends.
I remembered a story written by WickedWhoreWriter that many women over fifty-years-old are whores. All a man needed to do to sexually seduce them was to dick flash them their naked, erect cock. Proving that her story was true, all three women who were over fifty, stared at, stroked, and sucked my cock.
# # #
The next week, with my sister-in-law at home from work on her day off, a personal day, she unexpectedly came upstairs with her grandmother, Helen. With Helen not looking her age of seventy-two, she looked more like sixty-two. The most notable thing about grandma Helen is her breasts.
She has humongous F cup breasts. I love older women, especially women with big breasts. With me a breast man, and with me always staring at her blouse and bra clad breasts, I'd love to see her naked tits, some day.
Only, I seriously doubted that Helen was a whore in the way that her daughter, Wilma, and her granddaughters, Debbie was a whore, and Donna is a whore. Yet, as it happened before with my mother-in-law, it happened with my sister-in-law. Barging in the back door without knocking, she came upstairs with her grandmother. I was playing my video game while naked and wearing only my headphones.
Even though I was wearing headphones, I heard them coming up behind me. I turned to see them staring down at my naked prick. As I did with mother, I did with daughter. I stood and not covering my nakedness with my hand, I removed my headphones.
As soon as I did, Helen stared at my naked prick. Immediately, I got a throbbing and pulsating erection. Seemingly, grandma enjoyed seeing my erect prick as much as I loved showing her my big, naked dick. I wondered if she'd show me her naked breasts.
"Oh, my," said Helen.
She turned a bright red. She looked up at me and smiled before staring back down at my cock. She surprised me with what she said next.
"You have such a big penis, Jack. It's beautiful," she said, staring down at my cock again.
Showing her grandmother the whore that she is, Donna walked closer to me. Like mother, like daughter, Donna said and did what her mother said and did.
"It gets much bigger, grandma," she said.
She took my cock in her hand and stroked me to a bigger and a harder erection before moving to her knees to take me in her mouth to suck me. She removed my cock from her mouth to speak to her grandmother.
"Go ahead, grandma," she said. "Take him in your hand to see how hard he is."
# # #
Obeying her granddaughter, surprised that she did, she stepped forward, and took me in her wrinkled hand. She squeezed my cock before involuntarily slowly stroking my dick. Smiling widely, she continued stroking my cock.
"I haven't had a penis in my hand since your grandfather died ten-years ago," she said to Donna with a little laugh.
In the way that she continued staring at my prick while stroking it, I stared at her big tits.
"May I," I asked?
She looked down where I was staring.
"Sure, go ahead," she said while sticking out her chest. "It's been years since a man has felt my breasts through my clothes."
As soon as I touched, felt, and fondled her enormous breasts through her clothes, her nipples erected. While she stroked my cock faster and harder, I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples through her blouse and bra. She seemed to enjoy me feeling her breast as much as she seemed to enjoy stroking my prick. I asked her the question that I hoped she'd say yes.
"May I see your naked breasts, Helen? I'd love to see your enormous tits," I said.
Helen beamed me a big smile, and let go of my prick to unbutton and remove her blouse before removing her bra. I stared at her naked breasts while fingering and leaning forward to suck her nipples while Donna moved to her knees to blow me. It didn't take me long to cum in Donna's mouth.
Clearly enjoying what she had been doing, Helen returned to stroking me again. She sat in a chair behind her and, as soon as she did, she took me in her mouth. If it wasn't enough that mother and daughter had sucked my cock, grandma sucked my cock, too. Determined to make cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder.
"Cum, Jack. Cum. Cum in granny's mouth. I want to swallow your cum," she said.
I put a gentle hand behind her gray haired head. Pulling her head forward, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. As soon as I did, I exploded a huge load of cum in grandma Helen's mouth, and she swallowed.
In addition to having three-way sex with mother and daughter, I'd love to have four-way orgy like sex with granddaughter, mother, and grandmother. How hot would that be to have sex with three generations of women. Now that they've already blown me, I need to give them all oral sex, make love to them, and fuck them while giving them multiple orgasms.
# # #
After seeing me naked was just the beginning of me having sex with not only my mother-in-law but also my sister-in-law. Not wanting to be left out, I also had sex with Brianna and with Flanna, too. Unbelievably, I even had sex with Helen, Wilma's mother, and Donna's grandmother. With her not only wanting me to eat her pussy but also, as did Wilma and Donna, Helen wanted me to make love to her and fuck her.
Never have I had as much sex as I am having now. I had sex with five women, Wilma, Donna, Helen, Brianna, and Flanna. I slept in my mother-in-law's bed with her daughter. Whenever they visited, I had sex with Brianna and Flanna, too. When I wasn't making love to and/or fucking one, I was making love to and/or fucking the other. In between, I ate their pussies and they sucked my cock.
Not stopping there, every time Wilma had her book club or Bible study group over, I had sex with some of the women. With her friends all over the age of fifty, her friends were just as horny as she was. I had sex with her friends, her neighbors, ex-coworkers, and even her parish nun, Sister Mary Elizabeth. All of the women were whores as much as I was a whoremonger.
When I wasn't having sex with her friends, I had sex with her daughter's friends, Vivian and Jennifer. As much as I hate to admit it, the best thing that happened to me was for my wife to have perished in a car accident. Sometimes, following bad things, good things happen.
I never would have had sex with her mother, her sister, and her grandmother. I never would have had sex with Wilma's friends, Brianna and Flanna, her neighbors, ex-coworkers, and Sister Mary Elizabeth. I never would have sex with Donna's friends, Vivian and Jennifer. I couldn't believe that I was sexually servicing all of these women. They all loved fucking, stroking, and sucking my big cock.
Unbelievably and something so shockingly true, I remembered that many women over fifty-years-old are whores. Lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated, all that it takes for a man to have sex with a woman twice his age and older is to dick flash her. Instead of looking away with shame and disdain, they stare.
They not only stare but also, many of them reach out to touch him, stroke me, and even suck me as soon as they see my naked, erect prick. They want to have sex with me as much as I want to have sex with them. I love having sex with older women, especially if they have big tits.
"I love you, Wilma. I love you, Donna. I love you, Helen," I said every time I had sex with them. "I love you, Brianna. I love you, Flanna."
Then returned my feelings of love with their feelings of love.
"I love you, Jack," said my mother-in-law. I love you, Jack, said my sister-in-law. I love you, Jack," said Helen. "I love you, Jack," said Brianna. "I love you, Jack," said Flanna. "God bless you," said Sister Mary Elizabeth.
The End
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Women React to Being Dick Flashed
Depending who they are, how women react when dick flashed.
Let's start this story with a truism. Most men are voyeurs. Most women are exhibitionists. Of course, just as many men can be exhibitionists, many women can be voyeurs. Now let's start my story about exhibitionism and voyeurism, shall we?
When making up skirt flashes of their panties appear accidental, that is, when wearing panties and not going commando, many women enjoy flashing unsuspecting men their panties and/or their naked pussies when wearing short skirts and dresses. They innocently part their knees a little wider while slowly and sexily cross and uncross their shapely legs. Most men wouldn't think that women were deliberately flashing them. They'd think they were lucky to see what they were seeing. They'd think that they are at the right place and at the right time.
If flashing their panties and their naked pussies wasn't enough, many women enjoy flashing their sexy line of cleavages down their low-cut blouses and their colorful bras. When not wearing a brassiere, some women are not shy about flashing their naked breasts, their symmetrical areolas, and their erect, naked nipples. Continuing to flash men while even at home, they'll parade around their house while wearing their short, sheer, low-cut, and revealing nightgowns without wearing a robe over them.
Some women, Kathy for instance, especially when she knows that someone is watching, enjoys dressing and undressing in front of her bedroom window with the light on and the shades up. A real whore, she's an exhibitionist at the height of exhibitionism. As if she is a stripper on stage dancing around and climbing a pole to music while removing her clothes, she strips herself topless and naked.
Aware that her next door neighbor, Robert, is there watching her undress, she slowly and sexily removes her dress, her blouse, or her short skirt before removing her bra, and her panties. Even with his bedroom light off, by the flash of his cigarette, she knows that he's watching her undress. Wishing she could see his cock, no doubt, he's watching her while playing with himself.
Then, giving her voyeuristic admirer a show, once she's naked, she climbs on her bed, spreads her legs open wide, and masturbates herself for him to watch. No doubt, Robert wishes that he could fingerfuck her while licking her. Rubbing her clit with her pink rabbit vibrator, she fucks her cunt with her big, black dildo. Then, while fondling her naked breasts and pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, she allows him to watch her cum.
# # #
With him unable to hear her sexual diatribe, it helps her to cum when talking about her neighbor.
"Every night, I know he's there watching me undress. I know he jerks off watching me strip off my clothes and put on my nightgown. He's there stroking himself while I finger my clit and fuck my pussy," she said. "I wish I could masturbate him."
She paused in her masturbation dialogue to rub her clit harder with her vibrator by increasing the speed. Then, while pressing her G spot with her finger, she fucked herself deeper with her dildo. She continued talking to herself while imagining all of what he'd like to do to her naked body and what she'd love for him to do to her naked body.
"Even though he's married with three small children, I bet he'd love to kiss me, French kiss me, while making love to me. I bet he'd love to fuck me faster and harder and give me an orgasm with his cock after giving me an orgasm with her fingers and his tongue," she said.
She pauses to pay more attention to her clit.
"Oh, yeah, he definitely would love to fuck me. He'd love me to take his prick in my hand and stroke him before taking him in my mouth to suck him," she said. "He'd love to see me on my knees and giving him a blowjob. God, I'd love to suck his cock."
She fell silent while playing with herself before continuing.
"He'd love to cum in my mouth and watch me swallow. He'd love to ejaculate a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. Oh, yeah, he wishes that he could give me a cum bath," she said while talking to herself for no one to hear.
Continuing to rub her clit harder and fuck her cunt deeper, she was ready to cum.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. I wish he was here eating my pussy," she said. "I'd love for him to lick me. Lick me, Robert. Lick me. Eat my pussy."
She turned off her light, closed her eyes, arched her back, stiffened her legs, and fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. She knew when the sun came up, he'd be there watching her removing her nightgown and drying her naked body with a towel after taking a shower. With him working from home and with his wife taking the children to school before leaving for work, he'd still be there while watching her getting dressed for work. Then, doing it all over again, he'd be there tonight.
# # #
Comfortable in their own home, showing them the whores that they really are, women will deliberately flash any man staring at them while making their flashes appear unintentional. Women will flash admiring men their naked breasts, their naked pussies, and their naked asses. No longer sitting like a lady, they'll deliberately show more while sitting. They'll squat down with their knees parted wide open to pick up something from the floor while flashing their panties or their naked pussies.
Seemingly, they're not shy about flashing their naked bushy, trimmed, or shaved pussy to anyone sitting across from them. Then, when they lean forward for their wine or their coffee on the coffee table, their low-cut nightgown top leans forward and falls open wide with them to flash horny men, their naked breasts, their areolas, and their erect nipples. While pretending that they are unaware that they are exposing themselves, seemingly, they enjoy flashing themselves.
Assuredly, even church going women are not as innocent as they look and appear to be. Most women are not modestly moral as they pretend to be. Oh, no. Chances are too many women can be tempted to be a whore with the right man and at the right time. With exhibitionism their game to play, flashing is just the beginning of how women sexually tease men and seduce them.
Think about it, with you thinking that their flashing was unintentional and not intentional, how many women have deliberately flashed you? Think about how many times you've seen your mother's or your stepmother's panties, her bra, her naked pussy, and/or her naked breasts. Think about your aunt, your grandmother, and/or your mother-in-law. Have they all shown you the whores that they are by flashing you all that you shouldn't see of them while making their flashes appear accidental.
With you believing that you're just lucky or being at the right place and at the right time, men are dumb. We're all just pawns to the sexual desires of women. They hold all of the cards and they know which ones to play when while making up their own rules. We're the losers in their game of exhibitionism and voyeurism. They are the ones in control of when we have sex and when we don't.
"No, sorry. Not tonight," said Carol. "I have my period, a headache, a backache, a stomachache, or an ass ache."
# # #
Just as some women enjoy deliberately flashing their panties, their naked pussies, their cleavages, their bras, and/or their naked tits and asses, some men enjoy dick flashing their erect, naked pricks to unsuspecting women, especially if they have a big cock. Depending on who is dick flashing them, and who is being dick flashed, not all women like being dick flashed. With them ready to call the police, many women find a man flashing her his naked, erect prick as perverted as they find it disgusting.
Just as there's a right time for a woman to reveal her bra and panty clad pussy, topless, and/or naked body, there's a correct time for a man to show his naked, erect prick. Of course, the perfect time is when a couple is having sex. Yet, other appropriate times to flash one selves is when trying to attract a mate. Just as animals do when hoping to impregnate the female of their species by flashing their feathers, fighting one another, and/or making mating calls, we humans do the same thing when flashing ourselves.
Indeed, without a doubt, women are the biggest flashers. It's much easier for a woman to flash her panties and/or her naked pussy than it is for a man to flash himself. It's by no means for a man to walk around in public with his naked, erect prick sticking out of his pants. With women wearing short skirts, all they need to do is to cross their legs.
All men need to do is to hold up a sign at any major sporting event.
"Show me your tits," and women will.
Never have I seen women holding up such a sign.
"Show me your pricks."
How hot would that be to show admiring and willing women are erect, naked pricks.
"Oh, my God," said Sally to her friend, Jane. "That man just flashed me his prick. He had his erection sticking out of his unzippered pants. I'm so embarrassed," she said.
She laughed and her friend laughed, too. With neither one of them embarrassed, they followed him while hoping to see his exposed penis again.
Then, again, depending on who had dick flashed them, and who the women are being dick flashed, believe it or not, some women like being dick flashed. They like seeing erect, naked pricks as much as men enjoy showing their erect naked pricks and seeing naked tits, asses, and pussies. Some women may find seeing a man's erect penis as sexy as they find it erotically arousing for men to see something of them.
# # #
Take a CFNM strip club for example. Even though women pretend to be mortified seeing a man's naked, erect cock, and embarrassed when naked men kiss them while feeling them through their clothes, they don't slap him and/or push him away. Instead, they enjoy the sexual attention.
Why is that? With them at a strip club, they feel free to enjoy the not so private, but personal attention. In the way that men love watching women strip naked while dancing around a pole to music, women enjoy watching nearly naked men dancing on stage before walking among them while naked. Women love naked cocks as much as men love naked breasts.
Without shame, embarrassment, and/or judgements, strip clubs allow women to touch, feel, squeeze, stroke, and even suck a variety of men's naked cocks. Unless they are swingers at a swinger's house party, where else can they do that? Faithful to their boyfriends or to their husbands, this is their chance to allow strange men to kiss them, French kiss them while making out with them and feeling them through their clothes.
If that's not enough, they allow strippers to unbutton and remove not only their blouses but also, they're bras, too. They are strippers to fondle their breasts while fingering and sucking their nipples as they stroke their erect pricks. Indeed, women get off showing their naked breasts as much as men enjoy seeing women's naked breasts. They love stroking men's cocks as much as the strippers enjoy having their pricks stroked.
In the way that women have their way with several of the strippers' erect, naked pricks, they allow strippers to have their way with their naked breasts and erect nipples. Something they'd never do unless they were inebriated and partying with their friends and their female relatives at a men's strip club, they're doing all of that now. Unembarrassed, unashamed, and horrified if they saw a man exposing himself on the street, they are sexually aroused now seeing men exposing themselves in a strip club.
"Your Honor," said an angry husband. "Those men removed my wife's blouse and bra and had their way with her naked breasts. Then, they stuck their naked, erect pricks in her hand before sticking their cocks in her mouth," he said.
The judge laughed.
"Your wife was drunk and willingly partying with strippers at a men's strip club. He banged his gavel. Case dismissed," said the judge.
# # #
"I can't believe that strippers made out with me while touching and feeling me everywhere through my clothes," said Julia to her friends. "My nipples were so erect and my pussy was so wet that I couldn't wait to blow him. I'm so horny from him and his two friends sticking their cocks in my mouth that I can't wait to go home and have sex with my son," she said while her friends looked at her aghast. "I can't wait to suck Timmy's cock and allow him to cum in my mouth."
Julia turned to look at her friends.
"Don't tell my husband that I allowed three strippers to have their way with my naked breasts while I had my way with their big dicks," she said.
Julia's friend, Samanta, looked at her friend and laughed.
"I won't say a word," she said.
Then, she paused and smiled at her friend.
"As long as I can have sex with your husband, my lips are sealed," she said.
Julia looked at her friend stunned.
"What? Seriously? You want to have sex with Frank," she asked?
Sammantha nodded her pretty head.
"I've always had a crush on him," said Sammantha.
Julia smiled.
"Okay," said Julia. "I know that Frank is sexually attracted to you. I'll allow you to have sex with him, if you allow me to have sex with your son, Joey. I love having sex with men half my age."
While continuing to show one another the whores that they are, something they never did until they visited a strip club, the two women had sex with each other's relatives. Julia had sex with Sammantha's husband, Frank, and Sammantha had sex with Julia's son, Joey.
# # #
Only, something that neither of the women knew, as soon as Julia arrived home drunk and horny, with her husband in bed sleeping, her adult son was waiting for her to return home. Sammantha was all over her son, Timmy, as soon as she walked in the door. Kissing him, parting his lips with her tongue, and French kissing him, she allowed him to feel her everywhere through her clothes while she felt his big dick through his pajama bottoms that he wore without underwear.
Not stopping there, she allowed her son to undress her in the living room and put her to bed. Once she was naked, she removed his penis from his pajama bottoms. As if he was a stripper, she stroked him and sucked him, allowed him to cum in her mouth, and swallowed his cum.
Then, once he put on her nightgown, she went to bed. Their secret, while pretending that she had no recollection of blowing her son, they never discussed what happened between them to anyone. The next day, Julia had sex with Sammantha's husband.
Something that she never discussed either, Julia had a similar experience with her adult son, Joey, that night. With her as drunk as she was horny, she attacked her son. She had her sexual way with him.
Literally stripping her naked, she allowed him to fuck her. With her divorced and not having a man in her life, she took her son to bed with her. She fucked him all night and made love to him the next morning. Then, every day thereafter, they took showers together and had sex in the shower.
Meanwhile, as Julia and Sammantha made future sexual plans of their own, the other women in attendance had fun of their own, too. Even though grandma, Flora, pretended to be offended by the strippers molesting and groping women, she still allowed the strippers to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. She took their naked cocks in her elderly hand to stroke them.
With her not having had sex since her husband, Henry, died ten years ago, she allowed one of the strippers to unbutton her blouse and lift her bra over her tits to feel her sagging double D cup naked breasts. She even allowed him to finger and suck her erect nipples. Then while he had his way with her naked breasts, not letting go of his cock, she stroked him faster. Determined to make him cum all over her elderly hand, she stroked him harder.
Then, when he gave her a not so subtle hint and put a gentle hand behind her gray haired head, while continuing to stroke him, she took him in her mouth and sucked him. Something that she hasn't done in years, she did now. She had sex with a stripper. She blew a man half her age that she didn't know and had just met. Indeed, even though she was a church going woman, and normally modestly moral, that night, Grandma Flora was a whore.
Something most women would never do, nearly every woman at the strip club not only allowed strippers to kiss them and make out with them but also, they allowed them to feel them through their clothes. Not stopping there, they allowed the men to remove their blouses and their bras. They allowed them to strip them topless.
Nearly every woman stroked strippers' cocks. Many of the women sucked the strippers' pricks. A few of the women got up on stage, allowed the strippers to strip them naked, and allowed the strippers to fuck them while holding up a flag in front of them.
# # #
Sex was everywhere. Women did what they'd never do if they weren't drunk, topless, and/or naked with naked men. The sex at a strip club turned into an orgy like atmosphere. With seven strippers in attendance, sex was everywhere and in every corner of the big room.
Many women took the strippers' cocks in their hands to stroke them before allowing them to stick their naked pricks in her mouths to suck them. Those same women who acted violated when a strange man merely dick flashed them on the street, were sexually aroused enough to personally pleasure strippers with their hands and with their mouths, and some with their pussies. Unembarrassed and unashamed they allowed these men to have their way with their naked breasts, their horny hands, their cocksucking mouths, and their wet pussies.
"It's been years since a man has had his way with my naked breasts," said grandma to her friends. "I can't believe a stripper allowed me to stroke him before he stuck his penis in my mouth to suck him. I haven't seen, touched, stroked, and sucked a man since my Henry died ten years ago," she said.
Indeed, a double standard when modestly moral on their street, inebriated church going women are wildly sexually at a strip club with their friends and their female relatives. With most men in a quandary, we have no idea which women liked being dick flashed and which women are ready to call the police and report him for lewd and lascivious behavior. As much as many men love seeing women flashing and/or touching themselves, some women love seeing men flashing and/or touching themselves, too.
Yet, men are at a loss with how to find those women who enjoy voyeurism as much as they enjoy exhibitionism. As a rule of thumb, not wanting to be arrested for indecent exposure, do not dick flash women on public streets. It's best to do all of our dick flashing in the privacy of our home.
# # #
When dick flashing relatives and family friends at home, women who know us well enough, seemingly, don't mind being dick flashed. They may even enjoy seeing our naked, erect pricks. They may even be sexually aroused to see something of us that they shouldn't see. Moreover, they won't report us to the police for dick flashing them.
They may even reach out and touch you and stroke our big dicks. They may even return our flashing them with them flashing us. They may even show us their naked asses, their naked pussies, and/or their naked tits.
Especially if they live in the same house with us, unless we're a budding rapist, again, they won't call the police and report you for dick flashing them. With them as sexually attracted to us as we are sexually attracted to them, again, unbelievably, they may even return the favor of our flashing them with them flashing us their naked tits, their naked asses, and/or their pussies. Giving us more to masturbate over, imagine seeing our hot and sexy relatives in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked.


'How hot is that,' thought Jason when his mother or stepmother raised her short nightgown to her waist and deliberately flashed him her brown, trimmed, naked pussy after he dick flashed her?
Without a doubt, if a man dick flashed his mother, stepmother, sister, stepsister, aunt, cousin, grandmother, family friends, co-workers, or neighbors, they may not only look but also they may stare. They may even return his sexual flashes with their sexual flashes. Chances are that women will do much more in private than they will in public. Giving them more to masturbate over, men have a better chance of women staring at their naked, erect cocks when they're alone with them.
Believe it or not, they may take our big dicks in their hands and stroke us. They may take us in their mouths and suck us. They may even take us in their wet and warm pussies and fuck us.
# # #
If women are with a friend when a man dick flashes the two of them, chances are they'll look away, laugh, and call him a pervert. Moreover, they won't flash him in return. Before dick flashing them, men need to get women alone.
Again, when dick flashing any woman, to get a more favorable reaction, it's best to dick flash them when there is no one else around. Again, so as not to be arrested and charged with indecent exposure, it's best to keep their dick flashing to the confines of their own home. With men able to dick flash more women, even groups of women, it's even better when they pretend that their dick flashing is accidental instead of deliberate.
"Go ahead. I dare you. Give it a try. No, I double dare you to dick flash someone in your family while making your dick flash appear accidental. Trust me, you won't believe what will happen when you show your female family member your erect cock," said Jason.
After you dick flashed your mother or your stepmother, tell me, did she look? Did she stare? Did she return you flashing her with her flashing you? Or did she look away in embarrassment, disdain, and shame? If dick flashing your mother or stepmother was a success, try dick flashing your sister and/or your stepsister.
"Go ahead. I dare you to dick flash your sister and/or your stepsister," said Jason to his readers. "If your mother or stepmother stared, chances are that your sister or stepsister will stare, too."
What do you have to lose? Your mother or stepmother not only looked at your big dick but also, she stared at your erect cock. After dick flashing your mother or your stepmother, and she returned the favor of you dick flashing her by flashing you her naked pussy, she already knows that you're as much of a perverted and incestuous exhibitionist as she is a perverted and incestuous exhibitionist.
Now that you successfully dick flashed one relative, your mom, or your stepmom, I dare you to dick flash another relative. Tell me. Do you have the balls to dick flash your sister or your stepsister?
What was her reaction to seeing your naked, erect prick? Did she look? Did she stare? Did she return your flash with her flash? Or did she look away and report you to her mother or her stepmother?
# # #
If you're batting a thousand with women looking, and even staring at your prick instead of looking away, continue your dick flashing experiment. Try dick flashing your aunt and your cousin. Tell me. How did your aunt react when she saw your naked, erect prick? How did your cousin react when she saw your big dick?
Did they look? Did they stare? Did they return your flash with their flash? Or did they look away in embarrassment and shame?
Something that you may not know until you discover dick flashing yourself to them now, many of those women over fifty-years-old will not only look but also, they'll stare. Your mother or stepmother, your aunt, your grandmother, and/or your mother-in-law will not only look at your exposed prick but they will all stare at your big dick. Do you know why? Men don't pay older women the attention that they once did and that they still deserve now. They seldom compliment them on their clothes and/or their hair.
Women over fifty-years-old feel ignored. That is, until they see you dick flashing them. Women over fifty-years-old are as horny as they are sexually frustrated. Women sexually mature later, forty to sixty while men sexually mature earlier in their teens to their thirties. Women over fifty-years-old will definitely return your dick flashing them but showing you their naked breasts and/or their naked pussy.
Giving them something to masturbate themselves over, when they see your naked cock, most women rub their clits with their vibrators and fuck themselves with their dildos. Unbelievably, they're as sexually aroused seeing your naked penis as you are sexually excited showing them your erect cock. A win/win situation, with younger men enjoying having sex with older women, older women enjoy having sex with younger men.
Moreover, in the way that you dick flashed them your penis, again, chances are, especially older women may return the favor of you flashing them with them flashing you. They may flash you up skirt peeks of their panties and down blouse views of their cleavages and their bras. They may flash you up nightgown peeks of their naked pussies and down nightgown views of their naked breasts and erect nipples. Trust me, especially when in your home or in their home, dick flashing them is well worth the risk.
"I double dare you to give it a try. Write to me to let me know how you did dick flashing someone."
# # #
Having only dick flashed five or six women, not nearly done with your dick flashing experiment, you still have lots of unsuspecting women to dick flash. There's your mother's or stepmother's friends. There's your aunt's friends. Then, of course, there's your grandmother and her friends. Your mother-in-law and her friends to dick flash, too.
Even though they are not over fifty-years-old there's your sister's or stepsister's friends, your cousin's friends, your sister-in-law and her friends, your friends, your co-workers, and/or your neighbors, too. Even after flashing all of them, you still have an abundance of women to dick flash. You have all of those unsuspecting women at your mother's or stepmother's book club, her Bible study group, including Sister Mary Elizabeth, and their lingerie party. Indeed, you have plenty of women to dick flash every day.
I dare say that with all of the women that you have to dick flash without leaving your home, you have a multitude of women to expose yourself to every day. To dick flash a group of women, all you have to do is to walk into the living room while only wearing a towel. After having stroked yourself to a big and hard erection enough to tent your towel with your cock, I double dare you to walk into the living room.
Trust me. Every woman visiting will not only look but also, they'll stare. While pretending that you were unaware that my mom or stepmom were hosting her book club, her Bible study group, or her lingerie party, you act surprised. Play it up by acting embarrassed, too.
"Oh, my God, mom. I didn't know you had company. I'm so embarrassed standing her nearly naked."
Don't be surprised if one of the women pulls off your towel. With every woman staring at the big impression that your erect cock makes behind your towel, you allow your towel to slowly fall from your waist to your feet. Again, I double dare you to expose yourself to every woman in that room.
'Go ahead. Don't be shy. You're been double dared. Do it. Just do it,' said Jason to himself.
"Oh, my God," said Jason after deliberately dropping his towel. "Please don't look at my naked penis. I'm so embarrassed," he said.
While not covering his naked self with his hand, he took his time covering himself with his towel.
Unbelievable in one flash, he dick flashed his mother or stepmother, his sister or stepsister, his aunt, his cousin, his grandmother, their friends, their co-workers, his friends, his co-workers, and his neighbors his naked, erect prick. Every woman not only stared at his exposed cock but also, they all laughed. Believe it or not, showing him the whores that they all are, some of the women asked him to leave the towel off. Other women reached out and touched him, felt him, and stroked him. Some of the women even flashed him their naked breasts.
# # #
Trust me, later, after having dick flashed them, many women, your mom or stepmom, their friends, your sister or stepsister, their friends, your aunt, cousin, grandmother, their friends, and/or co-workers and neighbors will want to have sex with you. They'll dream of you. They'll masturbate themselves while thinking of you naked and having sex with them.
Unlike the women who would normally not look, never mind stare, at first, they'll act disgusted, mortified, and outraged. Yet, with you having a captive always of women who enjoy seeing you naked, you've proven that there are many women who love being dick flashed, as there are men who love exposing themselves to unsuspecting women. I'm sure that there'll be several women who will return the favor of you flashing them by them flashing you.
I wouldn't be shocked if some of the women removed their blouses and their bras to show you their naked breasts. As if you're a stripper at a strip club, they may invite you to feel their breasts and finger and suck their nipples. While you have your way with their naked tits, they might have their way with your naked prick by stroking you and even sucking you.
Again, they may take you in their hands to stroke you before taking you in their mouths to suck you. Don't be surprised if they allow you to cum in their mouths and swallow your cum. Don't be surprised if they allow you to give them cum baths. Women are as much of whores as men are perverts.
"Good luck."
# # #
Again, trust me, no one will stop you from dick flashing them, especially if they are alone or in a crowd with other women, especially if you make your dick flashing appear accidental when dropping your towel. When alone with your mother, stepmother, sister, or stepsister, after allowing them to catch you masturbating while lying on your bed and wearing headphones when they barge in your bedroom without knocking, they'll not only look but also, they'll stare. They may even sit on your bed, take you in their hand, and masturbate you.
"Here, let mommy help with that, Jason. Have you ever had a blowjob," she asked?
Jason shook his head no.
"Would you like mommy to suck you," she asked. "You may even cum in mommy's mouth," she said.
When Jason shook his head yes, and his mother took her son in her mouth and blew him.
# # #
Another subtle way to dick flash a woman is to allow your erect naked prick to stick out of your pajama bottom pee hole when leaning forward to serve them a cup of coffee or a glass of wine. They'll not only stare but also, they may reach out and touch your cock, fondle your prick, and stroke your big dick. With you having a captive audience of women to dick flash, every woman who sees your naked, erect prick will stare at your exposed dick.
"Oops. Sorry. Please don't look at my naked prick. I'm so embarrassed," you say to make them believe that your dick flashing was accidental.
I dare say that just by dick flashing women, especially older women, you'll be surprised how easy it will be to sexually seduce them. You'll be having sex every morning and every night with a multitude of women that you masturbated over while imagining them naked and having sex with you. Women will be aggressively having sex with you by stripping themselves naked before coming into your room.
Now, with you in control by flashing women and giving them what they want, multiple, sexual orgasms, you're in control. After all it is a man's world, and you are a man. Indeed, with you the only man in the house, you are 'the' man.
"Men! Men! Men! Men! Men! Men! Men! Men!"
# # #
Jason stared at his MILF of a mother.
"Take off your clothes. Get naked and get on the bed. I'm going to fuck you hard and fast. I'm going to make you my woman. I'm going to make you cum," he said. "I'm going to give you multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock."
He stripped himself naked.
"Then, after I have sex with you, I'm going to have sex with your daughter, your sister, your niece, your mother, all of their friends, all of our co-workers, and all of our neighbors. Just as you will be, every one of these women will be my whores. Not refusing her son, after having dick flashed all of them, Jason had sex with every woman that he knew.
"Wow!"
The End


        

  
    Stepmother & Stepson a Love Story
  
  Stepmother & Stepson a Love Story

        Stepmom & stepson have sex & have swinging sex with others.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/stepmother-and-stepson-a-love-story

Title: Stepmother & Stepson a Love Story

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Stepmom & stepson have sex & have swinging sex with others.

Tags: fucking my stepmom, sex with stepmother, my stepmom sucking my cock, my stepmom stroking my prick, sex with stepson, stepson and stepmother sex, making love to my stepmother, swinging sex with stepmother, stepmother and stepson sex, swinging sex with stepson




Stepmother and Stepson Love Story
Stepmom & stepson have sex & have swinging sex with others.
"Good morning, mom," said Robert as soon as sat up and he climbed out of his mother's king-sized bed.
He yawned and stretched before disappearing into the bathroom to pee.
As soon as he emerged from the bathroom, before his mother disappeared in the bathroom to pee and shower after having sex with him last night, he put his arm around her waist. He pulled her to him, and kissed her. Not just kissing her good morning with a peck on the lips, he parted her red, full lips with his tongue and French kissed her.
He reached down behind her to feel, fondle, and squeeze her firm and shapely ass through her nightgown. The best thing that had ever happened to him was to have sex with his stepmother while sleeping with her in her bed. Then, he felt her breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her nightie.
"I love you, mom," said twenty-two-year-old Robert.
His forty-four-year-old stepmother, Barbara, smiled up at him. Not slapping his naughty hand away from feeling her ass and groping her breasts, she returned his French kiss with her deep, wet kiss. While kissing him, she reached down to take his semi-erect penis in her hand through his pajama bottoms. She showed that his cock was her prick.
She squeezed his penis while cupping his testicles. Something as wrong as it was forbidden, stepson and stepmom were entangled in a forbidden, sexual relationship. Yet, Barbara wanted to have sex with her stepson as much as Robert wanted to have sex with her.
"Mommy loves you, too, baby," she said.
She hugged him and kissed. She French kissed him before letting him go. A forbidden affair not all one way, she was the one who initiated sex after all. Without doubt, having sex with her stepson was the best medicine for her for her horniness and sexual frustration.
# # #
Now that Robert was an adult, accepting his stepmother's invitation to sleep with her, he slept in her bed every night. Yet, sleeping wasn't the only thing that they did together. They had sex. They had stepmother and stepson incestuous sex. Even though stepmother and stepson slept in the same bed together, every morning, before walking in the kitchen to make coffee, Robert took his mother in his arms and kissed her on her lips.
Sexually inappropriate behavior for a stepson to do with his stepmother, he kissed her as if they were husband and wife, boyfriend, and girlfriends, or were lovers and, indeed, they were lovers. Before going to bed in the evening, as if they were on their honeymoon, or if he was saying goodnight and leaving her to sleep in his room, he held her, hugged her, and groped her. Even though they slept in the same bed together, he French kissed her again.
Two of a kind, Robert never felt the kind of love for any woman that he felt for his stepmother. Barbara never felt the kind of love for any man that she felt for her stepson. Destined to be lovers, they couldn't keep their hands off of one another.
She was his to hold, to hug, to kiss, and to make love to for the rest of his life. He was hers to hold, to hug, to kiss, and to make love to for the rest of her life. As if made for one another, their innocent stepmother and stepson relationship quickly progressed from stepmom and stepson love to something inappropriately sexual as soon as he turned eighteen-years-old four years ago.
With no one knowing or suspecting, they've been having sex ever since. All that they did as a married couple instead of a stepmother and her stepson, they kept behind closed bedroom doors. With none of it anyone's business, it was their secret to fuck, suck, and lick one another. She was just as happy having sex with him as he was thrilled to have sex with her.
"Good night, mother. I love you. Sleep well," he said.
He climbed in bed behind her and, holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, and spooning her, he pressed himself against her. As soon as she climbed her bed, her nightgown climbed to her waist. Robert pressed his naked, erect prick that escaped from his pajama pee hole against her naked ass.
He rested his erect cock against his stepmother's naked ass crack. Then, he reached around her to hold her naked breasts through her nightgown while fingering her erect nipple. He loved holding her breast through her nightgown as much as he loved pressing his big dick against her naked ass.
# # #
Deeply in love with his stepmother, he loved how she smelled, so fresh and so clean. He loved how she felt in his arms, so soft, and yet, so firm. He loved his stepmother's sexy and shapely body. She was as sexy as she was shapely.
He loved her voice. He loved her smile. He loved her laugh. He loved her beautiful shoulder length brown hair and her big, brown eyes were.
An added bonus, he loved her sexy and shapely body. He loved her big D cup breasts. He truly loved his stepmother but in a totally forbidden way. He really did love her but not in the way that a stepson should love his stepmom. He loved her in the way that a man loves a woman. She fulfilled his fetish for busty older women.
As soon as they had sex, their relationship changed. No longer stepmom and stepson, they were man and woman. Robert had a sexual fetish for older women, especially older women with big breasts. Barbara had a sexual fetish for younger men, especially younger men with big and hard pricks. He fulfilled her fetish for younger men with big, stiff dicks.
Two peas in a pod, they couldn't be a better match. They made one another happy. She loved her stepson as much as he loved his stepmother. They truly loved one another. Just as there was nothing that he wouldn't do for her, there was nothing that she wouldn't do for him. Only, they needed to be careful for anyone not to know that their stepmother and stepson relationship was sexual.
# # #
As proud of her as if she was his beautiful wife or his sexy girlfriend, he appreciated how she allowed him to have forbidden intimacy and incestuous sex with her. Even though they weren't blood related, with them living together in the same house and sleeping together in the same bed, their relationship indeed, was incestuous. Not telling anyone about their forbidden union, again, not wanting anyone to know, many would surely look down upon them for sleeping in the same bed and having incestuous sex.
When she was dressed for work, as if they were on their honeymoon, he kissed her, yet, again. With her not stopping him, while deeply kissing her, he reached beneath her short skirt and cupped her panty clad ass before reaching around to the front of her to cup her moist pussy through her panties. Robert loved his mother's cunt as much as she loved his big dick.
Teasing her clit, he pushed her panties aside with a practiced finger and masturbated his mother. He rubbed her swollen clit. Then, making her shiver with sexual desire and passionate lust, he entered her with his stiff finger and finger fucked his stepmother's cunt. She gasped with sexual arousal.
Then, never ignoring them, too big for him not to notice them, his favorite thing to do, he felt her big D cup breasts through her blouse and her bra. A breast man, he loved her large breasts. Hating to let her leave for work, with her as sexually aroused as he was sexually excited, when he felt her breasts, her nipples immediately erected.
He felt her firm and shapely ass through her short skirt and panties. He fingered her erect nipples through her blouse and her bra. He couldn't wait to make out with her again while sucking her tits and fingering her pussy later that evening. Giving her all of the sex that she wanted, with her never complaining of a headache, a backache, a stomachache, an ass ache, and/or having her period, she gave him all of the sex that he wanted too.
# # #
With her not wanting to be deemed a pedophile, they're sexual affair didn't start until his eighteenth birthday. A grown twenty-two-year-old man now, and a college graduate, shocking him, his eighteenth-birthday was the first time that she kissed him on his lips. More than just a kiss, Barbara parted his lips with her tongue, and French kissed her stepson. It was the first time that she allowed him to reach behind her to feel, fondle, and squeeze her naked ass through her nightgown.
Then, with him always wearing a T-shirt, pajama bottoms without underwear, and his Ugg slippers, making out with her step son, she continued giving him his happy birthday kisses. As soon as she French kissed him and allowed him to grope her ass, he had an erection that tented his pajama bottoms. While continuing to kiss him, she allowed him to lightly touch the sides of her huge breasts through her nightgown.
She loved having her breasts felt and fondled through her clothes. She loved having her nipples fingered. It sexually aroused her when a man pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples. Adding to her sexual lust and desire, she loved having her nipples sucked.
With his touches becoming more sexual, and while moving his horny hands more to the front of her, she allowed him to lightly touch her breasts through her nightgown. Not stopping him by slapping his hand away, she allowed him to feel, fondle, and grope her breasts through her nightie, too. Finally, she allowed him to finger her erect nipples while continuing to French kiss her.
She returned his French kisses with her long, wet kisses. Not just groping his stepmother, Robert lovingly and passionately felt her in the way that a man feels a woman. Returning the favor of her stepson feeling and fondling her, she felt his ass through his pajama bottoms and reached around him to feel, fondle, and squeeze his erect prick.
# # #
His sexually frustrated stepmother initiated the sex. While he continued fondling her breasts through her nightgown, she reached her hand down to fondle his growing erection through his pajama pants. Then, stunning him and sexily exciting him, something that blew his mind, she moved to her knees in front of him. Something he never expected her to do what she did, she slowly pulled down his flannel pants while staring up at him and smiling.
His erect, naked cock popped out at her as if his pajama pants was a Jack-in-the-Box toy. She stared at his naked penis before touching the head of his big dick with her fingertips. Then taking him in her hand and wrapping her long, manicured fingers around his wide and long prick, she squeezed his hard cock. She closed her eyes and gasped before opening them again.
"Oh, Robert. Mommy loves your penis. It's so big. It's so hard," she said. "You're going to make a lucky woman very happy one day. You are so much bigger and harder than your father."
Then, making his prick throb and pulsate, she leaned forward and kissed the head of it. Then, she licked the length of it while cupping and sucking on his testicles. Shocking him, giving him his first blowjob, his MILF of a mother took her stepson in her beautiful mouth. She stroked him while sucking him and staring up at him. Teasing him, she partially removed his prick from her mouth to show him his cock in her beautiful mouth.
Something that he'll be masturbating over for the rest of his horny life, his stepmother not only saw his naked prick, she also touched and fondled his cock. If that wasn't enough she kissed and licked his prick. Then, she stroked him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. His stepmother blew him.
# # #
"Happy Birthday, Robert. Blowing you is mommy's special birthday gift for you," she said, temporarily removing his big dick from her mouth to speak.
While Robert stared down at his stepmother on her knees in front of him, returning his stare with her stare, Barbara stroked her stepson's prick while sucking his big dick. Determined for him to cum in her mouth, she stroked him a little faster and a little harder while sucking him a little deeper. His first blowjob, never had he felt such a loving sensation as he was feeling now. Indeed, she was quite the talented cocksucker.
He stared down at his big prick in his stepmother's mouth. He put a gentle hand to the back of his stepmother's brunette, pretty head. He humped her mouth. He fucked her face.
Something that he's only seen on mother and son and stepmother and stepson porn videos, his stepmother was blowing him. With her really getting into it, he couldn't believe that she was stroking his cock while sucking his prick for his eighteenth birthday. The best birthday gift that he had ever received, and the best birthday gift that his stepmother had ever given him, he had never received a better blowjob.
'Happy Birthday to me,' he thought.
Seemingly determined for him to cum in her mouth, she continued stroking him faster. She stroked him harder. She sucked him deeper while making all of the cocksucking sounds that he loved to hear. Indeed, the blowjob queen, his stepmother, was quite the professional at sucking cock.
It was one thing to kiss her. It was another thing for her to allow him to touch and feel her nearly naked body through her nightgown. It was still another thing for her to hopefully allow him to sleep with her in her bed. Yet, her blowing him was the best birthday gift that she could ever give him. If he died now, he'd die a happy man. He'll remember his stepmother blowing him for the first time for the rest of his horny life.
"Cum, Robert," she said, temporarily removing his prick from her mouth again to speak. "Cum in mommy's mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth," she said.
She stared up at him while smiling.
"I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said.
She continued staring up at him with love, lust, and passion.
"Cum, baby. Cum. Cum for mommy. Cum in mommy's mouth."
# # #
Obediently obeying his stepmother, as soon as she told him to cum in her mouth, he put a gentle hand behind her brunette head. He humped his mother's beautiful mouth. He fucked her pretty face. He took her as if she was his whore of a woman instead of his beloved stepmother.
He ejaculated a huge load of cum in his stepmother's mouth. He stuck his horny hand down her low-cut nightgown to touch, feel, and fondle her enormous, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. By allowing her to blow him while having his way with her naked breasts, he gave her as much sexual pleasure as she gave him.
Something that he'll be jerking off over many times, he never expected his MILF of a stepmother would stroke his prick. He never expected her suck his dick. He never imagined that she'd allow him to cum in her mouth, and swallow his cum while he felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
Clearly, she wanted to have sex with her stepson as much as he wanted to have sex with his stepmom. She wanted to blow him as much as he wanted her to give him oral sex. She wanted him to cum in her mouth as much as he wanted her to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow his cum as much as he wanted to watch his stepmother swallow his cum.
Now, after she blew him, he wanted to treat his stepmother as if she was his whore instead of his stepmother. Never will he forget her on her knees while staring up at him with his penis in her mouth. With her blowing him first before inviting him to sleep with her in her bed, he couldn't wait to return the favor of her giving him oral sex by giving her oral sex.
He couldn't wait to finger and lick his stepmother's pussy. He couldn't wait to make her cum with his fingers and with his tongue. He couldn't wait to see and hear her when she had an orgasm. He wanted to give her multiple orgasms.
He couldn't wait to make slow, sweet, and passionate love to her. He couldn't wait to fuck her. He couldn't wait to fuck his stepmother fast and hard enough to give her a second orgasm, this time with his cock. He couldn't wait for her to fuck him.
# # #
That night, with me practically a virgin, having had a blowjob but never having sexual intercourse, the only sex that I've had with my stepmom was her giving me a blowjob. Then, continuing her birthday celebration, surprising me, she invited me to sleep with her in her bed. With her not having to ask me twice, I couldn't believe it. I hoped this meant that we'd be having sex. I'd love to make love to my stepmother as much as I'd love to fuck her.
"Sleep with me tonight, Robert," she said.
Then, she told me her intentions.
"Let mommy take your virginity. Allow me to make you a man," she said.
She wore her shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest-cut nightgown. Even with her bright bedroom light turned off, she showed him everything of her nearly naked body in just the nightlight. She looked as sexy as she was shapely. No stepmother should look this good.
She made out with me while allowing me to feel my sexually frustrated stepmother everywhere that a horny stepson should never feel his stepmother, and a stepmother should never feel her stepson. Something so forbidden, she allowed me to remove her nightgown. My first time seeing her naked, once she was naked, I made myself comfortable between her long and shapely legs.
In the way she blew me and gave me oral sex, I wanted to lick her and give her oral sex. She showed me how to orally pleasure her. I returned the favor of my stepmother giving me a blowjob by eating her pussy.
The first woman that I had ever given oral sex to, she showed me what to do. I licked her pussy while fingering her wet cunt. While eating her, I reached my other hand up to fondle her big breasts and finger her erect nipples.
I loved eating her pussy as much as I loved fondling her naked breasts and pinching, pulling, twisting, turning, and sucking her erect nipples. I loved licking my stepmother's cunt as much as she, seemingly, loved sucking my prick. Now that she blew me and I ate her, I looked forward to having oral sex with her every day.
# # #
"Robert. Oh, my God, Robert. You're a natural. Don't stop licking me. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Eat your mother. Eat mommy's pussy," she said.
She humped my mouth with her hips.
"Eat me, Robert. Eat me. Mommy needs to cum. Make mommy cum, Robert. Make mommy cum," she said.
She held my head between her hands and as if my face was her sponge, she rubbed my face all over her wet cunt. As if she had given me her version of a cum bath, I had my stepmother's vaginal secretions everywhere. I had her wetness in my hair, in my eyebrows, on my nose, in my mouth, on my chin, and dripping down my neck. I was covered with my stepmother.
"Eat me, Robert. Eat me. Eat your mother. Finger fuck my pussy. Oh, my God. Press on my G spot. Yes. Right there. That's it. Right there. Don't stop. Eat mommy's cunt," she said.
She humped my mouth with her hips again while rubbing my face all over her wet pussy.
"Give mommy an orgasm. Make me cum, baby. Make mommy cum," she said, getting even more sexually aroused.
Something I never knew about my stepmother, she loved talking dirty when having sex. As if she was my whore instead of my stepmother, I loved returning her dirty talk with my dirty talk. The more that she talked dirty to me, the more that I talked dirty to her.
"I love licking your pussy, mom," I said. "I love fondling your big, beautiful, shapely breasts and fingering you erect nipples. I love sticking my fingers and my tongue inside of your wet cunt, mommy," I said.
Clearly having her orgasm, she closed her eyes, arched her back, stiffened her long legs, curled her toes, and screamed.
"Robert! Robert! I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said. "Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Don't stop licking me. Rub me harder. Lick mommy faster. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Robert. Mommy is cumming."
# # #
Not taking the time to rest while in the afterglow of sex, she reached her arms down for me. I climbed up to her on my hands and knees and mounted her. I mounted my stepmother. She wanted me inside of her. Ready to make love to my stepmother, I couldn't wait to climb on top of her, and I did.


I kissed her while she reached her hand down between my legs to position my hard prick against her swollen pussy lips. With a gentle hump, I slipped my cock inside of her warm and wet pussy. A beautiful thing, she was so wet. She was so warm. Even better than her blowing me, I loved being inside of my stepmother.
Never believing that I would ever have sexual intercourse with my stepmother, I made love to her. She returned my slow, gentle, and passionate humps with her slow, gentle, and passionate humps. In the way that I made love to my stepmother, she made love to me. Never did I ever think that making love to my stepmom would feel this good but, indeed, it did.
"Oh, mom. Your pussy feels so good, so warm, and so wet," I said. "I love being inside of you. I feel as if we were meant to make love. I love making love to you, mom. I love you, mom. I love you."
I cupped her firm and shapely, naked ass while making slow, sweet, and passionate love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, no longer making love to her, I fucked her. I fucked my stepmother. With her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, she fucked me. She fucked her stepson. We continued humping one another faster and harder.
"Fuck me, Robert. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck your mother. Fuck mommy," she said. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Obediently obeying her, I continued fucking my stepmother, I humped her faster. I humped her harder. She returned my humps with her humps. She humped me faster. She humped me harder. She fucked me as fast and hard as I fucked her.
"Cum, Robert. Cum. Cum in mommy's pussy. I want you to cum in my cunt. Make me pregnant with your baby, son," she said. "Give mommy your child."
Again, obediently obeying her, as soon as she told me to cum, I did. In the way that I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth, I exploded a huge load of cum in my stepmother's pussy. I wondered if I'd make her pregnant. I'd love to give her our baby.
We fell asleep holding and hugging one another while spooning one another. She held me with her big, naked breasts against my back. I held her with my erect prick against her ass crack with my hand cupping her naked breast and fingering her erect nipple.
# # #
Even though our sexual affair has always been about them, sometimes, my stepmother had her girlfriends around to talk and gossip while drinking wine. Sometimes, when drinking a little too much wine, they stayed overnight. I'd regularly see my stepmother's friends in their sexy lingerie, topless, and even naked. In the way that my mom sexually teased me and seduced me, her friends would sexually tease me and seduce me, too.
During that time, we adopted the swinging lifestyle and shared swapping sexual partners with other couples. We swapped partners with a couple of my mom's friends. I preferred having sex with older women, especially older women with big breasts, than with small breasted women my own age or younger. Older women preferred having sex with younger men instead of with men their age or older. I had sex with several of my stepmother's friends while she had sex with some of my friends.
There was a particular couple from the next city over that they enjoyed having sex with. Since the wife was close to my stepmom, she shared our secret with them that they weren't husband and wife, or boyfriend and girlfriend but stepmother and stepson. They were open minded about our living arrangement. Once they knew that they were stepmother and stepson, finding their incestuous lifestyle exciting, their sexual life improved as well.
Sometimes, experimenting, I enjoyed feeling more like a woman. I enjoyed wearing my stepmother's sexy lingerie. It was fun putting on her makeup and wearing one of her wigs. Crossdressing was sexually exciting, especially when my stepmom helped me dress, did my hair, and did my makeup.
# # #
To begin my story, starting our sexual relationship when I was 18-years-old and my stepmom was 40-years-old, with us having had sex for more than 30-years, I'm now 52-years-old and my stepmom is 74-years-old. My mom is divorced from my real father but, instead of moving to California to live with my dad, I stayed with my stepmom.
She never remarried, and I never married. I never even had a girlfriend. My stepmother has always been a single mother and worked hard to give us a good life. I became a private pilot making over two-hundred-thousand-dollars a year.
Mom is 5' 8" tall. She has big D cup breasts, and a shapely ass. A real MILF, she's as sexy as she is shapely. Extremely good looking, she's quite beautiful. She loves her big boobs, and I do, too.
My stepmom used to work as a kindergarten teacher during the day and a bar girl at night as well as a massage therapist for a spa. We had a small 1 bedroom apartment growing up. I slept in the living room on the pull out couch that turned into a twin bed.
It was around the time when I was 18-years-old, after she had blown me and we had sexual intercourse on my birthday that she came home one evening and found me trying on her panties and heels. She was not upset. Instead, she encouraged me and was fine with me using her lingerie. Shortly after she blew me, she allowed me to take showers with her and allowed me to explore her naked body.
After we made love every morning and fucked every night, she gave me oral sex every day and I ate her pussy daily. We continued having sex as if we were a married couple instead of stepmother and stepson. From that time forward, always seeing one another nude, we shared her bed. A natural way for a stepmother and stepson to bond, but not a normal way, we felt comfortable sleeping together.
This sleeping arrangement carried on all throughout my college days of commuting from college to home. As I grew older, she allowed me to have sex with her friends, even with her transexual friends. I found it so beautiful that I could fuck my stepmother and my friends could have sex with her, too.
# # #
I started working as a pilot in 2008. We moved from the United States to Malaysia, and then to Vietnam. Malaysia is a Muslim conservative country. I got a job in Vietnam and their attitude towards women wearing whatever they wanted was more progressive than the Muslim countries.
Over time in Vietnam, our sexual appetite grew more intense. Mom wanted to get gangbang while I watched. I used her trans and transgender friends as my submissive partners while she watched me having sex with them. I loved cumming in her mouth, and anal fucking her as our sexually preferred things to do. We loved watersports, and golden showers, as well as brown showers, too.
Mom always said that sex is about being free to explore without being afraid to sexually express yourself. She said that we should never be ashamed or embarrassed of our sexual desires. Now that some of their closest friends know about their swinging relationships and support us, they want to try swinging, too. Never have I been as sexually satisfied when having loving sex with my stepmother.
"I love you, mom," I said every morning and every night.
She smiles.
"I love you, Robert," she said every morning and everything.
As if we're a married couple, we've been sexually together for fifty-six-years.
The End
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Papa Kris' Home Healthcare Giver #1
Sexy granddaughter, Ellie, washes, and dresses granddad.
My name is Kris. I'm a seventy-two-year-old man. Except for my arthritis, I'm in good health. I've been married to the same woman for fifty-years. Always faithfully loyal to her ever since we were dating, and she was my steady girlfriend, never having even kissed another woman, I never had sex with anyone else.
My wife Mary is seventy-two, also. She has dark auburn hair with big, blue, beautiful eyes. She's 5' 6" tall, and weighs about one-hundred-forty-pounds with 36 C cup breasts. She's still as pretty as she's sexy and shapely.
I've stroked myself over other women, movie stars, and celebrities, throughout my life, while imagining them naked and having sex with me, of course. I've played with myself over Sophia Loren, Marilyn Monroe, Lucielle Ball, Doris Day, Ann-Margaret, Raquel Welch, Grace Kelly, and Angie Dickinson, who hasn't? Yet, nothing more than my sexual fantasies playing through my mind while jerking off over them.
I've never had a sexual affair with any woman. Seldom getting headaches or backaches and refusing to give me sex, my wife is plenty enough woman for me. Even though I've imagined what it would be like to have sex with some of my friends' wives, my co-workers, my neighbors, and/or TV personalities, I love my wife. Just as I can't imagine her having sex with another man and cheating on me, I'd never cheat on her. Never.
Not wanting her to divorce me for being unfaithful, I can't imagine my life without my wife. She's my history. Whatever I've forgotten, she remembers. She's my best friend. She's the best thing that ever happened to me.
I love her smile. I love her sense of humor. I love her. I truly love her. I can't live without my Mary, the mother of our children, and the grandmother of our grandchildren.
# # #
Taking after her mother instead of taking after me in the looks department, thank God, my oldest daughter, Allison, is a beautiful woman. She's 5' 5", weighs about one-hundred-and-five-pounds, and has shapely C cup breasts. She has dark brown, beautiful, shoulder length, curly hair, and blue eyes. With mother and daughter looking much alike, except for hair color, she's as beautiful as her mother. They could do one of those soap commercials where the daughter looks so much like mother.
Homeschooling them, she and her husband have four children. They were raised in a very strict religious, Catholic home. The only one not homeschooled but attending high school, one of her daughters, her oldest child, is Ellie. She just turned eighteen-years-old.
Educated by nuns and priests with studying the Bible a big part of her education, she's a senior in a local, Catholic high school. A multi-lettered athlete, she loves playing basketball and soccer. I couldn't help but notice that she has developed into a lovely young woman. I'm so proud of my granddaughter. I love her dearly.
Again, we have a strong genetic line in our family. Looking much like her mother when she was her age, Ellie is extremely pretty if not beautiful. She's 5' 8" tall with brown, shoulder length hair, blue eyes, and a shapely and athletic figure. Indeed, hard not to notice when she's wearing a tight pair of jeans, she has quite the shapely figure. Unlike my wife who has a bigger ass than her daughter, Ellie has a shapely and tight buttocks.
I'm embarrassed to confess that I've played with myself while imagining my granddaughter in her bra and panties, topless, even naked while having sex with me. Even though I've never cheated on my wife, I'd have sex with my granddaughter. Only, she'd never have sex with me. Never.
I've stroked myself while imagining kissing her, and making out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I've visualized parting Ellie's lips with my elderly tongue, and French kissing her. I've envisioned reaching around her to touch, feel, fondle, and squeeze her magnificent backside before feeling her big breasts through her blouse and her bra.
Her big breasts are a full C cup that have suddenly supersized themselves and have developed into a D cup since the last time that I saw her. When she wears a revealing top and a sheer bra, I can't remove my eyes from her big breasts. Then, when she's sexually aroused over something, I've seen the impressions of her big nipples push out against her clothes.
I not only would love to see her naked breasts but also I'd love to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. Again, I'm ashamed to confess that I've jerked off over envisioning feeling Ellie's big, naked breasts and erect nipples. Just once, if only I could see her naked tits, I'd die a happy man.
# # #
No doubt, with her never having been touched by a boy, I visualize her allowing me to touch her through her clothes while making out with her. I imagine her wearing her Catholic school uniform, an above the knee plaid skirt and a white button blouse. As if it's really happening, I picture myself slowly unbuttoning and removing her blouse to expose her bra clad breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage.
I imagine her reaching around her back to unhook her bra. Finally, I visualize her doing a slow striptease by slowly removing one bra strap from her shoulder before removing her other bra strap from her other shoulder. With her not stopping there, I visualize her removing one arm from her bra strap before removing her other arm from her bra strap. Teasing me with a sexy smile and a naughty look, I picture watching her holding her bra cups in place with great suspense.
Then, as if she's my personal version of Sophia Loren, Marilyn Monroe, Lucielle Ball, Doris Day, Ann-Margaret, Raquel Welch, Grace Kelly, and Angie Dickinson, I imagine watching her remove her bra cups, first one and then the other. I stare at her naked breasts as if I've never seen naked breasts before. I imagine staring at her darker pink, symmetrical areolas, and her lighter pink erect nipples.
Even though I've never had sex with another woman before I die, God help me for thinking the thought, I'd love to have sex with my granddaughter. Under the guise of teaching her about the birds and the bees, and instructing her about sex, I wondered if she'd allow Papa to be her personal sex ed teacher. Having turned into a dirty, old man, I wonder if my granddaughter would have sex with me.
# # #
Because of her strict upbringing Ellie is not only a virgin but also, she hasn't been allowed to date. Unbeknownst to her strict parents, she spends a lot of time flirting with boys in school, over her cell phone, and on social media on the internet when her parents aren't around. A blessing for me, with us very close, and something more for me to play with myself over, she tells me everything.
With me older and wiser, normal behavior for a young woman, I've deduced that Ellie is very curious about the opposite sex. Especially with boys her age being the main topic of our personal and private discussions, she talks to me about everything. In a world where most teenagers her age are addicted to social media, and their cell phones, and are having sex, she confessed to me that she's a virgin.
She confessed that she wonders what it would be like to be alone with a boy. With her too shy and too sexually backward, she told me that she's never even kissed a boy. Something so wrong for me to think about, I'd love to kiss my granddaughter.
I'd love to part her lips and French kiss her. I'd love to make love to her while making out with her and touching and feeling her everywhere through her clothes. Then, I'd love to slowly strip her naked and touch, feel, and fondle her beautiful naked body everywhere that a grandfather should never touch and feel his granddaughter.
Again, I'd die a happy man if I could take my granddaughter's virginity. Only, and again, I'd not only never have sex with my granddaughter but also, Ellie would never have sex with me. All I do is I masturbate over her every morning and again every night. I think about her showing me her naked breasts while allowing me to have my way with her tits. I think about her stroking my cock, sucking my prick, and allowing to cum in her mouth.
My granddaughter has turned me into a dirty, old man. When she told me that she's never kissed a boy, daring myself to do so, I wanted to lean forward, take her in my wrinkled arms, and kiss my granddaughter. I wanted to part her red, full lips with my elderly tongue and French kiss her. I wanted to make out with her while feeling her big breasts through her blouse and her bra and reaching behind her to cup her sweet ass cheeks.
# # #
"All of my friends have already had sex," she said with embarrassed shame and disappointment.
She paused with sadness. She looked as if she was about to cry.
"Even though several boys have asked me to go to the prom with them, my parents won't allow me to go to my senior prom. Protecting me from harm, and forbidding me to go, they told me that drinking and sex happens at proms."
No doubt, she thinks about such things often. I wondered if she thought of having sex with young men, late at night or early in the morning when she lays in bed with her nightgown raised to her waist and her long legs parted open. In the way that I masturbate myself, with women not touching themselves as much as men do, I imagine her letting her fingers explore her downy covered pussy.
I visualized her fondling her big, naked breasts, fingering her erect nipples, and enjoying the warm moisture that flows from her pussy slit. I envisioned her cumming. I wondered what she looked like and sounded like when she had an orgasm from rubbing her clit and carefully finger fucking her pussy but not deep enough to penetrate her hymen.
Then, when ready, I picture her closing her eyes, arching her back, and stiffening her long, and shapely legs. I imagine Ellie having an orgasm. I wondered if she posted any sexy photos of herself on the internet.
So that no one would know who she was, I wondered if she posted headless photos of her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. That thought made me want to, somehow, get a hold of her cell phone or her laptop. Yet, no doubt, they are password protected. How hot would it be to see Ellie in her sexy lingerie, topless, and/or naked, without her knowing?
# # #
With March Madness everywhere, even in high schools, Ellie's basketball team will be playing in a tournament for the next twenty-three days. The tournament is located a long distance from her house but close to where I live with my wife, her grandmother. With us having plenty of room, our family asked us, and we agreed, to allow Ellie to stay at our house for the duration of the tournament.
'Twenty-three days of seeing Ellie without her doting mother, my daughter,' I thought. 'Oh, my God. I'm a happy man.'
With my sexual perversion overwhelming me and taking hold of my horny mind, continuing with my dirty, old man status, I thought about putting a hidden camera somewhere in the guest bedroom. I'd love nothing more than to secretly watch my granddaughter undressing and dressing. I'd love to see her in her sexy nightgowns, in her low-cut bra and her bikini panties, I'd love to see her topless, and/or naked. Maybe I'd even see her masturbating herself with her vibrator.
'Wow,' I thought!
Then, coming to my senses. I couldn't do that. I couldn't invade her privacy like that. If the camera was discovered, I'd be an outcast in the family. If caught, I'd be deemed a pervert, and a piranha, to do such a thing.
This wasn't just any woman. This was my innocent and virginal granddaughter. How dare I have such perversely perverted thoughts about wanting to spy on her without her clothes? What's wrong with me?
Nonetheless my deranged sexual thoughts for Ellie, of course, we immediately agreed to have our beloved granddaughter as our houseguest. Such a sleeping arrangement only made sense to save her parents from driving hours every day to get her to the games on time and to safely return home. She registered and temporarily transferred her credits to another Catholic high school close by for the semester while she finished playing in her basketball tournament.
To say that I was excited that my granddaughter would be living with us for a little more than three weeks is an understatement. With me suddenly turning into a dirty, old man, at the very least, I hoped that I'd see something of her that I was forbidden to see and shouldn't see. I'd love to, somehow, catch her undressing or dressing. Perhaps, she's not shy about nudity.
Perhaps, while making herself comfortable at home after school, I imagined her giving me up skirt peeks of her white panties when not sitting like a lady. I'd love to see her panty clad pussy, her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of brown pubic hair through her sheer panties. Then, when leaning forward to take a sip of her soda, I imagined her giving me a down blouse view of her cleavage and her low-cut bra.
Giving me something more to masturbate over, I'd love to see up Ellie's short skirt. I'd love to see her panties. I wished that I had mirrors on my shoes. I wondered if I polished my black, dress shoes to a spit shine as I did when I was a Marine, 'semper fi', if that would allow me to see up her short skirt.
# # #
As her beloved grandfather, a huge admirer, I'm extremely fond of granddaughter. I love my granddaughter but not as a grandfather should love his granddaughter. Something forbidden for me to feel, I love her in the way that a man loves a woman. If it's not bad enough that I'm in incestuous love with my granddaughter, as bad as Jeffry Epstein and Bill Clinton, how dare that I want to have sex with a woman who's 54-years younger than me?
As soon as she turned eighteen-years-old, she blossomed like a beautiful flower, a delicate, red rose. I'm well aware of her womanly development and her physical attributes. She went from being a shy and innocent teenager to becoming a shapely and sexually desirable woman in such a short time.
Hard not to notice, careful not to catch me staring and sexually lusting over her, she has long and shapely legs from playing basketball and soccer. I love her firm and shapely ass with her hips widening in readiness for childbirth. Again, careful not to be caught staring, I love staring at her developing rack after having grown from a C cup to a D cup. I love it when her big nipples show their impressions through her white blouse and her sheer white, low-cut bras.
Whether up skirts or down blouses, or catching her undressing or dressing, giving me more to stroke myself over, I'm hoping to see much more of Ellie over the next three weeks. Somehow, I'd love to see her in her low-cut bra and her bikini panties. I'd love to see her topless. I'd love to see her naked. Only, something that will never happen, I'll be lucky to see an up skirt peek of her panties or a down blouse view of her bra.
Hoping she'd trust me to allow me to tell her about the birds and the bees, I'd love to instruct Ellie for her to learn about all of the fun things men and women can do together. Willing to teach her, by hands on instruction while showing her, I'd love to conduct my own sexual education class with my voluptuous granddaughter. I wondered if she allow her horny Papa to sexually educate her while touching and feeling her through her clothes.
'How hot would it be to talk to my granddaughter about all things sexual,' I thought.
If I'm unable to see anything of Ellie's beautiful body, at the very least, I'd love to dick flash my granddaughter. I'd love to flash her my naked, erect cock while making my dick flash appear accidental. While hoping she doesn't tell my wife that I showed her my naked prick, what if she tells her grandmother that I did?
'It was an accident,' I imagined saying. 'I didn't know she was there. Then, when I turned and saw her, my towel fell.'
A good excuse, I imagined my wife buying it.
'With my bad back and my arthritic knees, I couldn't bend down fast enough to cover my nakedness. I'm so embarrassed that Ellie saw me naked,' I imagined saying to my wife as my excuse for dick flashing my granddaughter.
"It's okay, grandpa," I imagined her saying while lying. "I didn't look," I imagined her saying even though I saw her staring.
# # #
After she showers in the downstairs bathroom, while wrapped in just a towel, with my wife in her room or busy in the kitchen, she leaves the bathroom door open to let out the steam while doing her hair. With her hair brush in one hand and her hair dryer in the other, while trying not to stare, I stood in the bathroom doorway innocently talking to her. Standing there for a specific reason, with her arms raised over her head, I watch her towel ever so slowly slide lower to reveal the tops of her big, jiggling, natural breasts, and her long line of sexy cleavage.
As if I was a Norwegian Olympic skier skiing down a Bavarian mountain slope, I imagine sliding my finger down her long line of sexy cleavage while yodeling. Daring myself to do so but something that I'd never do, I visualize reaching out my horny hand and removing her towel. I picture myself hugging her naked body.
I envision myself cupping her naked ass with one hand and cupping her naked breasts with my other hand. Something that I'll be jerking off over later, I imagine myself having incestuous sex with my granddaughter right there in the bathroom. As if teasing me with her bath towel, I'd love to see Ellie naked.
Then, nearly having a heart attack, what happened next blew my mind. Not paying attention to her towel or to me while doing her hair, ever so slowly sliding lower, her towel suddenly fell to her waist. With her slow to react, I stared at her big, naked breasts as if I've never seen naked tits before.
Again, slow to cover herself, when she finally put her hair dryer and brush down to reach for her towel, too late, it fell to her feet. Ellie was not just topless, she was naked. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her without her clothes. She was naked. Naked. Again, as if I had never seen a naked woman before, unable to remove my eyes from her, I stared at my naked granddaughter.
'Ellie is naked,' I thought. 'I'm seeing my sexy granddaughter naked. 'Oh, my God. Oh, my God. I'll be playing with myself for the rest of my horny life after seeing her naked ass, her naked pussy, and her naked tits. After seeing her without her towel, when I die, I'll die a happy man.'
Giving me more to stroke myself over, again, I'll be masturbating over seeing her without her towel for the rest of my horny life. Unable to stop staring, I stared at her naked breasts. I stared at her darker pink areolas and her lighter pink, big, erect nipples. I stared at her shapely naked ass. I stared at her naked pussy. I stared at her brown, trimmed pubic hair, and her pussy slit. I stared at my naked granddaughter.
'Oh, my God,' I thought again. 'Ellie is naked. I can't believe that I'm seeing her naked. She has the perfect body. She's so sexy. She's so shapely. She's so beautiful,' I thought.
"Oh, my God, Papa. Don't look. Please, don't look. I'm so embarrassed," she said, squatting down. "Oh, my God, Papa. Oh, my God," she said. "Look away."
Then, when she squatted down with her knees spread wide open, she showed me a lot of glistening pink. She was wet. Ellie was wet. Why was she wet? Did it sexually arouse her for me to see her naked in the way that it sexually excited me?
Covering my erect cock with my hand that tented my pajama pants that I wear without underwear, I already had a huge throbbing and pulsating boner. With her nipples fully erect, Ellie was wet, so wet, glistening wet with her vaginal secretions. No doubt, she was sexually aroused from me seeing her beautiful and sexy naked body.


In the way she stared up at me staring down at her, now, and with her so wet, I wondered if she had deliberately dropped her towel to flash me her naked body. Making it appear that her towel unintentionally fell to her feet, I couldn't believe that I saw Ellie naked. I wondered if she'd be touching herself later over me seeing her naked in the way that I'll be masturbating myself later after seeing my granddaughter without her clothes.
# # #
Ellie is eager to be away from her strict parents for a while as well. Everyone is looking forward to this new living arrangement. Something that I didn't know and wasn't made aware of until now. She wants to be a nurse, a registered nurse. Then, after years of experience as a registered nurse, making the big bucks, she wanted to take more courses to become a nurse practitioner.
Something else that I didn't know about her, she's been working part-time at a nursing home. With that thought in mind, with me having a harder time getting washed and dressed each day because of my arthritis, I wondered if my granddaughter would agree to wash and dress me. After having seen her without her towel, how hot would that be for her to see me naked while washing me. Only, would she agree to be my home healthcare giver? I wouldn't know until I asked her.
Certainly, something that happened to me after I married Mary was something that I'd never forget and still play with myself over the thoughts of what happened. After my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law saw me naked several times, certainly, my wife would trust me enough to be alone with my granddaughter even while I'm naked. I'm sure that she wouldn't mind me advancing Ellie's medical education with hands on experience while washing and dressing my naked body. Especially after seeing my granddaughter naked, I'd love to be naked in front of her, too.
Only, would my granddaughter be embarrassed seeing her Papa naked and, no doubt, with an erection? I already have an erection now just thinking about her seeing my naked, erect penis, and washing my naked body. Daring myself to ask her, I wondered if she'd agree to wash and dress me? Again, perhaps, no big deal, after seeing her naked, perhaps, she'd agree to seeing me naked.
If she did agree to wash me, I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away from my erect, naked penis. Instead of allowing me to wash myself, I wondered if she'd take me in her hand and wash me. Again, if she did agree to wash me, I wondered if she'd wear gloves while washing me. I hoped that she wouldn't be wearing gloves. I'd love her to take me in her warm and soft naked hand.
# # #
Having been confined to a hospital bed a few times over the years, I can't count how many nurses and hospital staff saw me without my clothes. With me in bed in just a hospital gown that always collected around my waist, my naked erection was always exposed. In addition to nurses and female doctors seeing my erect, naked prick, the woman bringing my food not only saw my cock but also, she stared at my big dick.
Then, when a Catholic nun visited me to bless me, pray for me, and give me a Bible, instead of looking away, she stared at my erection that I deliberately exposed to her, too. The more she stared, the more that my cock throbbed and pulsated. I was tempted to reach down and stroke myself in front of her. I wondered if she'd stay to watch me cum. If I did masturbate in front of her, I wondered if she'd report me to the head nurse.
It wasn't my fault that I enjoyed dick flashing my prick to women. Something that I never did before, after my mother-in-law and sister-in-law saw my naked, erect cock several times, I enjoyed dick flashing unsuspecting women now. One of my best dick flashes, that was so hot to show a Catholic nun, Sister Anne, my erection. Expecting her to look away in shame, disgust, embarrassment, and disdain, she didn't. Instead, she stared at my erect cock as if she had never seen a naked penis.
While anointing herself, and never removing her eyes from my throbbing and pulsating prick, instead of looking away, she continued staring at my erection. Then, when she handed me the Bible, she brushed the side of my engorged prick with her knuckles. Sister Anne was not only staring at my naked prick but also, she touched the side of my erect cock with her fingertips. Then, with her fingertips in contact with my naked cock, she prayed while resting her hand on my lap.
"Oh, dear Lord, heal this man," she said, bowing her head while staring at my prick before anointing herself again.
Not pulling her hand away when she continued touching what she shouldn't have touched. Not removing her hand, she continued resting her hand on my lap with her fingertips in continual contact with the side of my naked prick. Seemingly, she wanted to see and touch my penis as much as I wanted her to see and touch my prick. As if my cock was her rosary beads, I watched my throbbing cock lift her fingers. Finally, blowing my mind, she surprised me with what she whispered.
"Thank you, Jesus."
She anointed herself again before leaving. I threw my sheet off of me and took my erect prick in my hand while stroking it.
"Thank you for your prayer and for the Bible, Sister Anne," I said.
Surprising me, again, she stopped, turned around, and stared at me stroking my prick. I would have love for her to stay to watch me masturbate myself. I would have love for Sister Anne to watch me cum, but she didn't.
I couldn't wait to stroke myself later over the good sister not only staring at my naked prick but also touching it, too. Something that I never thought about before, I thought about now. I would have loved to have had a Catholic nun give me a hand job. While wondering if some of them had sex with priests or with parishioners, how hot would that have been to receive a blowjob from a nun. I would have loved to have ejaculated a load of cum in Sister Anne's mouth and watch her swallow as if she was swallowing the holy host.
# # #
I've learned that whether they're doctors, nurses, cafeteria workers, nuns, mothers-in-law, or sisters-in-law, women love seeing erect, naked cocks. When I think about it, the movies never show naked men in the way that they show naked women. Even though they've shown women's pussies, rarer when they do, they never show a man's prick. Even though I've been faithful to my wife for fifty-years, I'm still a man, and a man with sexual needs and desires.
A sexual fetish of mine, even though I'd never cheat on my wife and have sex with anyone, I enjoy dick flashing women. I always have an erection when a sexy nurse and other medical personnel sees me without my clothes. Over the years, while making my dick flashes appear accidental, I've dick flashed nearly all of my wife's friends, our neighbors, and many of our relatives.
Surprisingly, and strangely enough, our little secret, none of the women told my wife that I had dick flashed them. Moreover, none of the women looked away with embarrassment, shame, and disdain. Instead, they all not only looked at what I was showing, they all stared.
As I referred to it earlier, my dick flashing started with my fifty-two-year mother-in-law, Diane, and my twenty-four-year-old sister-in-law, Christine. Over the years, with Mary's mother divorced from her husband, we lived with her when we were first married. During those two years that we lived with them, my wife's mother had seen my naked, erect prick several times.
Not thinking that I ever would, surprising myself, unashamed and unembarrassed, I loved showing my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law my big, erect, naked prick as much as they loved seeing and staring at my big dick. While in the guest bedroom with my wife when she was blowing me, perfect timing, her mother had the habit of opening our bedroom door without knocking, and walking in on us while we were having sex. The first time she saw my erect prick, she stared at my naked cock. Instead of being embarrassed, I was sexually excited.
# # #
'My wife's mother saw my prick. I can't believe my mother-in-law saw my erection. She stared at my naked penis,' I thought.
Instead of looking away, instead of leaving, and closing our bedroom door behind her, she stayed. She not only stayed to watch us having sex, but she sat on our bedroom chair to watch. I couldn't wait to masturbate over Diane seeing my erect penis.
Instantly, with her not removing her eyes from my cock, my prick grew bigger and harder. My dick throbbed and pulsated for my mother-in-law's hands, mouth, and pussy. Instead of my wife blowing me, I wished that it was her mother stroking my cock while sucking my prick. Again, something that I never thought about before, I thought about now. I'd love to cum in my mother-in-law's mouth.
Instead of my wife asking her to leave, she temporarily removed my cock from her mouth to talk to her mother while continuing to stroke me. As if I wasn't even there in the room and on the bed naked and with an erection, she talked to her mother about the groceries that she needed or about their plans for the day. Something that I'll be jerking off over later, I couldn't believe my wife's mother was staring at my naked, erect prick while casually talking to her daughter.
Again, instead of looking away, immediately leaving, and closing the door behind her, she stayed to watch her daughter stroke and suck my cock while talking to her. She not only looked at my naked, erect prick but also, she stared at my big dick. She made herself comfortable and sat on our bedroom chair while watching us having sex.
With her short nightgown pulled up to the middle of her thighs, and with her knees parted enough for me to see what I shouldn't see from my angle, she flashed me her naked, bushy brown pussy. If her staring at my cock and flashing her pussy, she showed me more. With the top of her low-cut nightgown falling forward and wide open with her, she showed me her naked breasts, her symmetrical, brown areolas, and her erect nipples, too. As much as she stared at me naked, I stared at her naked.
With my wife very close to her mother, seemingly not thinking that there was anything wrong with her mother watching her giving me oral sex, she didn't care that her mother was there watching her blow me. Sexually excited that she was there watching, I ejaculated a load of cum in my wife's mouth while her mother watched. I couldn't believe that Diane watched her daughter blow me.
I wondered if my mother-in-law wanted to blow me, too. Suddenly, and again, I wanted her mother to blow me. While fondling her enormous double D cup breasts and fingering her erect nipples, I wanted to cum in Diane's mouth and watch her swallow my cum. While wondering if she would, I wanted my wife to watch her mother blow me.
# # #
If that wasn't enough, her sister, my sister-in-law, Christine, did the same thing that her mother did. As if she was listening at our bedroom door, again, perfect timing, she opened our door without knocking. As her mother did, she did, too, she stared at my naked, erect prick. She sat on our bedroom chair and watched her sister having sex with me while stroking my prick and sucking my dick.
With her facing me instead of her sister, she sat in the way that her mother did. With her short nightgown pulled up to mid thigh, and her legs parted open enough, she flashed me her brown, trimmed, naked pussy. Then, again, as her mother did, while leaning forward and her low-cut nightgown leaning forward and wide open with her, she flashed me her naked breasts and her erect nipples.
In the way that I suddenly wanted to have sex with my mother-in-law, I wanted to have sex with my sister-in-law. In the way that I'd love for my wife's mother to blow me, I'd love for my wife's sister to blow me, too. I never knew that I had a dick flashing fetish until Diane and Christine saw and stared at my naked, erect prick while my wife continued stroking me and sucking me in front of them. My wife didn't seem to care that they were there watching her blow me.
As if it was no big deal that we were in our bedroom having sex, she continually and temporarily removed my prick from her mouth to continue a conversation with her mother or her sister. Then, with me thinking on the forbiddingly naughty side, I wondered if one day, after they had a little too much wine, if my mother-in-law would have threesome sex with my wife and I. I wondered if her sister would have threesome sex with my wife and I. Never thinking about having swinging sex before, I was thinking about having swinging sex with the both of them now.
Over the next two-years, not all one way, shocking me, my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law returned the favor of me dick flashing them by allowing me to catch them in her bra and panties, topless, and even naked. Not stopping with dick flashing my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law, from that point forward, turning me into a perversely perverted deviate, I was hooked on dick flashing unsuspecting women. One day, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection before emerging from the bathroom just wearing a towel.
I pretended that I didn't know that my mother-in-law had company. As soon as she left the living room to get coffee, I dick flashed my mother-in-law's best friend, June. While standing in front of her, not three feet away from her, I yawned, stretched, and sucked in my stomach.
I deliberately dropped my towel in front of her while making my towel drop appear accidental. She not only looked at my naked, erect cock but also she stared at my big dick. Then, she laughed at my feigned embarrassment while I took my time picking up my towel and covering my nakedness.
Not stopping there, giving me more to masturbate over, I did the same with my sister-in-law. When her two best friends, Vivian and Jennifer were visiting. Pretending that I thought I was alone, before I walked in the living room just wearing my towel, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Not covering my bulging prick with my hand, my big dick tented my towel.
"Oh, sorry," I said. I acted surprised that Christine was there with her two friends. "I didn't know you had company, Christine. I thought I was alone."
As soon as I entered the living room, with them both staring at my bulging towel, as I did before, I did again. I yawned and stretched while sucking in my stomach. As soon as I inhaled, my towel fell to the floor. I dick flashed not only my sister-in-law but also, I dick flashed her two best friends. They not only looked but also they stared while laughing. Feigning my embarrassment, I took my time picking up my towel, and covering my nakedness.
To be continued...
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Papa Kris' Home Healthcare Giver #2
Sexy granddaughter, Ellie, washes, and dresses granddad.
Papa Kris' Home Healthcare Giver revised, rewritten, and continued from chapter #1:
If that wasn't enough, her sister, my sister-in-law, Christine, did the same thing that her mother did. As if she was listening at our bedroom door, again, perfect timing, she opened our door without knocking, and barged into our bedroom. As strange and sexually exciting as her mother did, she did, too.
As if she had never seen a naked erect cock before, twenty-four-year-old Christine stared at my naked, erect prick. She sat on our bedroom chair and watched her sister having sex with me while my wife, Mary, stroked my prick and sucked my dick. I couldn't believe that first my mother-in-law and, now, my sister-in-law remained in our bedroom while staring at my wife blowing me, and staring at my naked erection.
'Whores,' I thought. 'Obviously, They're both voyeuristic whores. In the way that they both continued staring at my erection, I wondered if mother and daughter wanted to suck my cock in the way that my wife is blowing me.'
With her facing me instead of facing her sister, with her unembarrassed and unashamed, she sat in the way that her mother did. With her short nightgown pulled up to her mid-thigh, and her legs parted open enough, she flashed me her brown, trimmed, naked pussy. After seeing my mother-in-law's naked cunt, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my sister-in-law's naked cunt.
Then, again, as her mother did; while leaning forward and her low-cut nightgown leaning forward and wide open with her, she flashed me her naked big breasts, her dark pink areolas, and her lighter pink, erect nipples. If it wasn't enough that I saw Diane's naked pussy and naked tits, now I was seeing Christine's naked pussy and naked breasts, too. If it wasn't enough that they watched my wife blow me while staring at my cock, they flashed me their pussy and their tits. I'll be masturbating over this later.
Never thinking about it before, I thought about it now. In the way that I suddenly wanted to have sex with my mother-in-law, I wanted to have sex with my sister-in-law, too. In the way that I'd love for my wife's mother to blow me, I'd love for my wife's younger sister to blow me, too.
I never knew that I had a dick flashing fetish until Diane and Christine saw and stared at my naked, erect prick while my wife continued stroking me and sucking me in front of them. Something so odd, my wife, Mary, didn't seem to care that I was nakedly exposed and they were there watching her blow me. After allowing her mother and her sister to watch her blow me, I wondered if Mary would allow my friends to watch her suck my prick.
As if it was no big deal that we were in our bedroom watching us having sex, as she did with her mother, she did with her sister. As if we weren't having sex, my wife continually and briefly removed my prick from her mouth to continue a conversation with her sister. Then, with me thinking on the forbiddingly naughty and exhibitionistic side, I wondered if one day, after they had a little too much wine to drink, if my wife's mother and my wife's sister would blow me.
'How hot would it be to receive a blowjob from Diane and Christine either together or one at a time,' I thought?
If it wasn't enough that they both stared at my big dick, they both flashed me their naked pussies and their naked breasts and erect nipples while sitting on my bedroom chair watching Mary blow me. Now that they've both stared at my naked, erect penis, I'd love for the both of them to suck my cock. As much as I'd love to cum in my mother-in-law's mouth, I'd love to cum in my sister-in-law's mouth while watching them both swallow, too.
Not stopping with just receiving a blowjob from my wife's mother and sister, I wondered if my mother-in-law would have threesome sex with my wife and I. I wondered if her sister would have threesome sex with my wife and I. I'd love to have threesome sex with my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law. Never thinking about having swinging sex before, I thought about having swinging sex with all three of them now.
# # #
Over the next two-years that we lived with her mother and sister, it wasn't all one way. Oh, no. Shocking me as much as they sexually excited me, my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law returned the favor of me dick flashing them by allowing me to catch them in their bras and panties, topless, and even naked. Not stopping with dick flashing my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law, from that point forward, turning me into a perversely perverted deviate, I was hooked on dick flashing unsuspecting women.
One day, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection before emerging from the bathroom just wearing a towel. With my big dick tenting my towel, I pretended that I didn't know that my mother-in-law had company. As soon as she left the living room to make coffee, I walked into the living room and dick flashed my mother-in-law's best friend, fifty-three-year-old, June. She's a tall, pretty blonde with big tits.
"Oh, sorry, June, I didn't know Diane had company," I said while feigning my embarrassment.
While standing in front of her, not three feet away from her, I yawned, stretched, and sucked in my stomach. Having practiced this move in my mirror, I deliberately dropped my towel to my ankles in front of her while making my towel drop appear accidental. Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, June not only looked at my naked, erect cock but also, not removing her eyes, she stared at my big dick. Then, she laughed at my feigned embarrassment while I took my sweet time picking up my towel and covering my nakedness.
"Oh, my God. I'm so embarrassed," I said lying. "Sorry. I'm so sorry. Look away. Please don't look at my naked penis," I said. "Oh, my God."
# # #
Not stopping with flashing my mother-in-law's best friend, giving me more to masturbate over, daring myself to flash them, I did the same with my sister-in-law, Christine. When her two best friends, Vivian and Jennifer visited. Pretending that I thought I was alone, before I walked in the living room just wearing my towel, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Not covering my erection with my hand, my big dick clearly tented my towel as if I had a pole behind the towel.
"Oh, sorry," I said.
I acted surprised and embarrassed that Christine was there with her two friends.
"I didn't know you had company, Christine. I thought I was alone," I said lying. "I never would have come out to the living room if I knew you were entertaining your friends," I said. "I'm embarrassed caught just wearing a towel," I said lying.
As soon as I entered the living room, after giving them my apologies, with them both staring at my bulging towel, as I did before, I did again. I yawned and stretched while sucking in my stomach. As soon as I inhaled, as I had practiced in my mirror, my towel fell to my feet in the way that it slid from my body when I dick flashed June.
Something that sexually excited me and that I couldn't wait to jerk off over, I dick flashed not only my sister-in-law but also, I dick flashed her two best friends. Again, surprising me as much as they sexually excited me, the three of them not only looked at me naked but also they stared at my erection while giggling. Feigning my embarrassment, I took my time picking up my towel, and covering my nakedness.
Already, in such a short time, giving me plenty to stroke myself over, I had already dick flashed five women, Diane, Christine, June, Jennifer, and Vivian. I was on a roll. I couldn't wait to dick flash more women while making my dick flashing appear unintentional. I played through my mind all of the women that I could expose myself to, my mother, my sister, my aunt, my grandmother, my friends, my co-workers, and my neighbors.
# # #
Papa Kris' Home Healthcare Giver #2:
I have arthritis in both of my knees and in both of my shoulders. Accepting the pain along with my inability to walk without my wheelchair, I refused to have knee surgeries. Always in pain, I can barely walk. Unable to walk more than two steps or stand without holding on to something I'm confined to a power wheelchair. I have a power wheelchair downstairs and a second one upstairs. I have a chairlift from the first floor to the second floor.
I also have a bed that has a remote control to raise the top and the bottom of the bed. Helping to relax without pain, my favorite position is on my back, which is how I sleep every night. No longer having swollen ankles and/or a neckache, I sleep in the zero gravity position with my feet and my back raised together. It feels as if I'm levitated and floating on the bed.
In addition to my wheelchairs, I have a rollator walker. I practice walking around my living room every day. I installed grab handles in every doorway. I even installed grab handles inside and outside the front door.
If I didn't have the grab handles to hold onto while supporting myself, I wouldn't be able to go to the bathroom. A blessing in disguise, grab handles have saved me from falling every day. While holding them with one hand, they allow me to wipe my own ass. A blessing in disguise, I even have a raised toilet seat with a toilet surround to help me ease myself down and ease myself up from the toilet.
In addition to walking around the living room with my rollator, I do squats, calf, heel, back, and side leg raises. Then, I do door pushups, too. Not totally helpless, I also do shoulder presses, bicep curls, and French curls with my twelve-pound dumbbells. While hoping to reverse the muscle loss, the last thing that I want to do is to lose any more muscle mass.
I have type-two diabetes. My doctor wanted to put me on Ozempic but I refused. That stuff is poison. Just like the other drugs like it where you have to inject yourself with a needle daily, it causes cancer and blindness. Also, it causes you to have diarrhea and vomit. There are class action suits against this drug. Along with losing weight, the last thing that I want to lose is my eyesight.
People who use this drug take it to lose weight fast but they are unaware that they're losing muscle mass, too. People who don't have Diabetes take the drug for weight loss. I don't need to lose any weight. I'm not fat. I still weigh the 210 pounds that I always have since I was thirty-years-old. With a BMI of 28, I'm considered overweight. Yet, the BMI doesn't take muscle mass into consideration.
Based on BMI, every football player and bodybuilder are considered morbidly obese instead of being considered muscular and in shape. I've lifted weights and have done calisthenics since I was 13-years-old. When I was boxing, I used to do 200 pushups every day.
On my fortieth birthday, I did 1,700 crunches in 14 minutes. I did so many crunches that I burned the skin off of my ass from the carpet. I used to also punch my heavy bag, workout on my speed bag, skip rope, and run ten miles on my treadmill. I was in the best shape of my life when I was forty-three-years-old. All of that exercise kept my blood sugar in check.
# # #
Then, as soon as Ellie told me that she worked part-time in a nursing home but with her not working there now, because she was living with us, my horny mind went into overdrive. I dared myself to ask her my sexually inappropriate question. With me, her loving Papa, and her loving me dearly, during the time that she lived with us, I wondered if she'd agree to wash and dress me.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'd love my sexy and shapely, beautiful granddaughter to see me naked. Giving me even more to masturbate over, I'd love her to see my naked, erect prick.'
After having dick flashed my mother-in-law, my sister-in-law, nurses, the hospital staff, Sister Anne, Diane's friend, June, her friends, our neighbors, our relatives, Christine's friends, Vivian, and Jennifer, I was ready to dick flash Ellie. I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my naked, erect prick.
Would she look? Would she stare? Or would she look away in embarrassment, shame, and disdain while fleeing my bedroom? There was only one way to know. I needed to dick flash her. I needed to expose my naked erect prick to my beloved granddaughter.
Having already dick flashed more than fifty women, hoping not to shock or disgust her, I wondered if my granddaughter would be too embarrassed at the thought of seeing me naked. I hoped she didn't say no to washing and dressing my wrinkled, elderly, and naked body. After seeing her without her towel, I'd love for my granddaughter to see me naked, too.
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I'd love to dick flash Ellie my naked, erect cock. Again, I'd play with myself for as long as I shall live if my granddaughter agreed to wash and dress my naked body. Daring myself to ask her, I took my time while beating around the bush before popping the question. Not asking her directly, I hinted at what I wanted to ask her.
I hoped that she'd respond affirmatively. I hoped that she'd pick up on my not so subtle hint and volunteer to wash and dress me. How hot would it be for my granddaughter to see me naked and with an erection every day, especially after I saw her naked? Then, I thought, after she refused to be my home healthcare worker, what if she told my wife that I wanted her to wash and dress me?
I wondered if I should broach the question with Mary first before asking Ellie. Mary may be relieved, I hoped, not to have to cum upstairs to wash and dress me. Instead of asking my wife first, I felt out Ellie. No reason to tell my wife that I wanted my granddaughter's help if Ellie refused to do it.
# # #
"I've been thinking about hiring a home healthcare worker to wash and dress me," I said to my granddaughter while feigning my helplessness. "Because of my arthritis," I said, rubbing my shoulder and my knee while flexing my fingers. "I've been having such a hard time doing that for myself. Only, I'd have to hire a woman. I don't want a man caring for me," I said.
I paused while looking up at her with pitiful eyes. Then, again, while hoping she'd take the hint, I laid it on thicker. It would be better if she volunteered to wash and dress me instead of making her feel pressured by asking her.
"You're grandmother doesn't want me to hire a stranger. With us both elderly, the woman we hire may have small children who are not vaccinated. Even though we are both vaccinated, at our age the last thing that we want is to get the Flu or COVID," I said.
She smiled down at me while thinking. I wondered what she was thinking. I paused again while daring myself to continue.
'Do it,' I thought. 'Just do it. Go ahead. Ask her the question. Ask her if she'd wash and dress you. What do you have to lose? Either she'll say yes or she'll say no.'
"I've already talked to your grandmother about hiring someone and she finally said that she'd be relieved not to have to come upstairs every day to wash and dress me. Our Medicaid will pay for us to hire someone. I'd only need her for twenty-hours a week. In addition to taking care of me, I'd need her to do my laundry, vacuuming, dusting, and taking out the trash, and possibly, go with me to doctor's appointments," I said.
Laying it on thick again while hoping that she'd feel sorry enough for me to say yes, I continued.
"Only, with me modestly moral," I said lying. "I may be embarrassed having a stranger see me naked," I said lying again. "Besides, I'm sure that it will take several weeks to find someone willing to wash and dress a man. Usually, women don't want to care for men in the way that they care for other women," I said.
# # #
Taking the bait, she smiled at me lovingly.
"I can do that for you, Papa," she said, nodding her head and smiling. "I can wash and dress you until I leave, and until you, hopefully, find someone else to do that for you," she said with a shrug.
She took my hand in her hand and kissed it.
"Even though I'm not allowed to wash and dress male patients in the nursing home, it's different with you. You're my grandfather and not some stranger. I can wash and dress you, Papa," she said with another shrug. "I wouldn't be embarrassed to do that if you're not embarrassed for me to see you without your clothes."
She gave me another loving smile.
"I wouldn't mind doing that for you at all. Paying you back for allowing me to stay here during my basketball tournament, I'd love to help you in your time of need," she said, giving me a big smile.
While leaning forward to press her big blouse and bra clad breasts against me as I sat in my wheelchair, she hugged me and kissed me on the cheek. I was tempted to reach up and grope her breasts, but not wanting to ruin things by prematurely rushing things, I didn't.
'Seriously? Are you kidding me,' I thought? 'I don't believe it. My granddaughter is going to wash and dress my naked, elderly, wrinkled body. I'm going to dick flash her my naked, erect prick.'
Already developing an erection, I was so excited. Something I thought that my innocent granddaughter would never agree to do, Ellie volunteered to wash and dress me. After I saw my granddaughter naked, after seeing her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass, she agreed to see me naked, too. As shocked as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe it.
My granddaughter not only agreed to wash and dress me but also, she volunteered to wash and dress me. Not even having to ask her, I couldn't believe that she offered to be my temporary home healthcare worker. Something that I'll be masturbating over tonight, I couldn't wait for tomorrow morning.
# # #
"I'm not allowed to wash and dress men in the nursing home. We have male attendants and nurses for that," she said. "The only thing that I'm allowed to do in a nursing home is to change and make their beds, bring them their food, give them water, and when they're understaffed, which they always are, give them a bedpan, or help them to the toilet."
Suddenly her face turned red. She looked embarrassed.
"Yet, even though, with me having limited access to the men, they're always groping me and grabbing me. They touch, feel fondle, and grope my ass, my breast, and even my pussy through my scrubs," she said with a sad, little laugh.
Then, she turned a bright red.
"Not only do they grope me, touch me, feel me, and fondle me through my clothes, they expose themselves to me. They expose their naked, erect penises to me. They stroke their erections in front of me," she said.
She shook her head while looking angry.
"They grab my hand and force my hand on their penis. They want me to touch them and feel them. They want me to stroke them. They want me to not only make them cum but also, they want me to watch them ejaculate," she said.
Then, she looked as if she was about to cry.
"They even pull my hair and force my mouth down to their laps. They want me to blow them. They want me to suck their cocks and cum in my mouth," she said.
With her face still a bright red, as if she was the one doing something wrong, she looked at me with embarrassment and shame.
"Always pulling away and stepping back, I'd never dare touch their penises, nor would I watch them play with themselves, and watch them cum. I'd never blow them," she said, shaking her pretty head. "As soon as they expose themselves to me, I leave the room and tell the head nurse," she said.
I couldn't wait to be one of her patients. I couldn't wait to grope, touch, feel, fondle, and sexually abuse my granddaughter while, somehow, making my gropes, touches, feels, and fondles appear accidental. I couldn't believe that she volunteered to be my home healthcare worker. While wondering again what her reaction would be to seeing my naked, erect prick, if she'd look, stare, or look away, I couldn't wait to show Ellie my big dick.


# # #
With my wife in bed still sleeping, she stays up late watching TV, mostly Hallmark movies, while I go to bed early. In bed by 7:30 pm, I'm up at 3 am. I'm an early riser. More creative in the early morning, too tired to write during the day, I like writing my stories when the house is quiet.
Never wanting one before, especially when we were having sex regularly, I'm glad that we have them now. Thank God that we now have separate bedrooms on the opposite ends of the house. I sleep upstairs and she sleeps downstairs. I'm up long before the sun rises. Sleeping in, she doesn't awaken until 11 am.
So that I don't have to come downstairs in the early morning and do it all myself, and risking falling, she makes me crunchy peanut butter crackers with walnuts on top the night before. She makes me black coffee that she puts in a thermos for me to drink the next morning. She delivers that to me the night before on the chair lift. With it already there waiting for me, all that I have to do is to make it from the bathroom to my desk.
"Don't die on me," I say to my wife nearly every day. "If you die, I die," I say to her jokingly.
I don't know what I'd do without her caring for me and helping me.
# # #
Never think that I'd be dick flashing my beloved granddaughter, something that I'll remember until the day that I die, I will never forget the first day that Ellie was my home healthcare worker. Up at my regular 3 am time, I stayed in my office writing, eating my peanut and walnut crackers while drinking my coffee. With her an early riser, too, Ellie came upstairs promptly at 7 am.
'This is it,' I thought. 'This is really it. Ellie is going to see my naked, erect prick. I'm going to dick flash her my cock. I can't wait to see her reaction. Whether she looks or not, I'll be masturbating myself later over dick flashing her.'
Sexually exciting me, she walked into my bedroom wearing her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown without having the modesty to wear a robe over it. I stared at her as if she was an angel and my vision of loveliness and, indeed, she was. I smiled up at her.
'Wow,' I thought. 'She's so beautiful. She's so sex.'
"Good morning," I said.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'This is really happening. She's going to strip me naked.'
Again, something that I'll be masturbating myself over later, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my granddaughter's nearly naked body through her sheer and sexy nightgown.
'Wow! Hubba! Holy smokes,' I thought.
As soon as she turned on my bedroom light and opened my drapes, with her standing in front of my bedroom window with the sunshine pouring in, and bright sunlight lit her up as if she had a spotlight on her. I could see her as if she was naked. I stared at her naked ass. Then, when she turned to face me while still standing in front of my bedroom window, I stared at her naked breasts and her brunette, trimmed pussy. In the way that I had already seen my granddaughter naked when she accidentally dropped her towel, I saw her as if she was naked again.
# # #
Something that I'll never forget is the first morning that my granddaughter undressed me and stripped me naked. I was more embarrassed that I was wearing a diaper than I was with her seeing me without my clothes. While knowing that I would, something that I have no control over and that immediately happened, I had a huge erection that leapt out of my diaper as if my cock was a Jack-in-the-box. My stiff prick throbbed and pulsated while Ellie, not looking away, never removed her big, blue eyes. She continued staring at my erect, naked prick.
I couldn't wait to play with myself after she left. I couldn't wait to stroke my cock hard and fast while remembering Ellie naked. I couldn't wait to cum. As if I was one of the perverted men in the nursing home, I wished I could masturbate in front of her. I was tempted to pull her by her wrist and wrap her long fingers around my naked cock. Yet, something that would never happen, after no longer having sex with my wife, I'd love her to give me a hand job.
Even though her pretty face turned a beet red, clearly embarrassing her, she shocked me by not looking away in shame. Instead, she continued staring at my big dick as if she had never seen a penis before. Unable to stop it from happening, my erect prick continued throbbing and pulsating to my granddaughter staring at my erection.
'Take me in your hand and stroke me,' I thought. 'Masturbate your grandfather. Make me cum all over you warm and soft hand.'
Much later, after she had told me that the men in the nursing home had dick flashed her and groped her, I no longer wondered if my cock was the first erect penis that she had ever seen. If I was confined to a nursing home, I'd be the same perverted way. Apparently, she had already seen many naked erections. Surely, if men in the nursing home groped her, with her not having to tell me that they did, I figured that they had dick flashed her, too.
With her a confessed virgin who hasn't even kissed a boy, I wondered if she stared at the naked, erect pricks of the men dick flashing her in the nursing home in the way that she stared at my big dick now. Her strict parents don't allow her to date. Totally wrong, they wouldn't even allow her to attend her senior prom.
Something that surprised me, while washing me, she wasn't wearing gloves. She handed me a soapy wet wipe to wash myself and a washcloth to dry myself. Putting it on thick, while hoping she'd take my not so subtle hint, I pretended that I had arthritic fingers, even though I don't have arthritis in my fingers. I could hold the washcloth and the wet wipe myself. Dropping the wet wipe and the face cloth, I feigned struggling to wash myself.
# # #
"Here, let me help you, Papa. I can do that for you," she said. "I don't mind."
While smiling down at me, she took the wet wipe and the face cloth from my hands. Then, as if I was dreaming and having a sexual fantasy, my granddaughter took my erect, naked cock in her soft and warm gloveless hand. While wondering if my cock was the first prick that she ever held in her hand, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my big dick and squeezed while continuing to stare down at my big dick.
As if exploring my cock, while continuing to stare down at it, seemingly, she mindlessly fondled the head of my erection with her fingertips. Then, not realizing if she knew what she was doing but, she washed me while ever so slowly stroking me. Unbelievably, Ellie was giving me a slow hand job. I wanted to hold her hand while humping her hand with my hips. I wanted her to stroke me faster and harder to make me cum.
While staring down at my balls, she gently cupped my testicles and washed those, too. Then, she had me turn to the side to wash my naked ass. Giving me a thorough bed bath, she washed my legs, my feet, and my toes, too.
Then, she had me lean forward and washed my back. While I was sitting up in bed, she washed my hair with a wet wipe and dried my hair with a towel. Then, lying back down, she washed my neck, my chest, my stomach, my arms, and my underarms before applying deodorant.
Something that I'll be playing with myself for the rest of my horny life, while wishing my mother-in-law and/or my sister-in-law had given me sex after I dick flashed them. After washing me, surprising me, seemingly enamored with my erect cock, my granddaughter took my stiff prick in her hand again. As if she hadn't already washed it, she continued washing my erect prick while giving me an ever so slow hand job. Seemingly, she enjoyed holding my prick in her hand as much as I enjoyed her holding my cock.
"Most men are circumcised but I'm not," I said. "You need to gently pull back my foreskin to wash beneath it."
With my hand on the bed rail keeping my balance from falling to the side, she leaned forward to stare at my naked prick while gently pulling back the foreskin to wash my cock. As soon as she leaned forward, she rested her big, nightgown clad, naked breast on the back of my hand. With men having breast feelers all over their bodies, I couldn't believe that I was feeling Ellie's firm breast pressing against the back of my horny hand.
So tempted to do so, I dared myself to turn my hand and cup her big tit but not wanting to prematurely ruin things by rushing things, I didn't. I'd not only would love to see her naked breasts but also, I'd love to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering her erect nipples. I wished that I could see her topless again in the way that she was seeing me naked now.
# # #
"One day, next week, I'll give you a shower," she said.
With my horny mind thinking sexually inappropriate thoughts, I wondered if my granddaughter would strip herself naked and wash me while holding me. I'd love her to press her naked breasts against my back while reaching around me to wash me. Only, even though I have already seen her naked, I seriously doubted that she'd do that.
To be continued...
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Papa Kris' Home Healthcare Giver #3
This story is dedicated to Kris for giving me the inspiration to write his story about his sexual fantasy of imagining having sex with his home healthcare worker, his granddaughter, Ellie.
Author's Note:
This is it. This is the last chapter. This is the chapter that you must read. This is what you've been waiting to read. This is the chapter that has sex, sex, and more sex between a beloved grandfather and his beautiful, shapely, and sexy, virginal granddaughter.
For all of you elderly men who are still able to get and maintain an erection, and for all of you elderly men who no longer can get and maintain an erection, this story is for you. For all of you elderly men who are unable to live on their own and are confined to nursing homes, this story is for you, too. Be it your mother-in-law, your sister-in-law, aunt, cousin, mother, or stepmother who is your home healthcare worker, I sincerely hope that this sexual fantasy of having sex with your granddaughter gives you plenty to jerk off over and cum.
Lastly, for all of you young or middle-aged, and/or elderly men who regret missed sexual opportunities of what could have been, and should have been in your youth, this story if for you. For all of those men young, middle-aged, or elderly who could have had sex with their mothers, aunts, cousins, mothers-in-law, sisters-in-law, family friends, co-workers, neighbors, strangers, and, yes, even their sexy, smoking hot, virginal granddaughters, this story is for you.
"Enjoy but before you do..."
We writers spend thousands of hours writing stories for you for free. The least that you readers can do is to vote for our stories and/or leave a comment. Less than one half of one percent, 99.5% don't vote for our stories, even less than that percentage leave a comment.
At the very least, encouraging us to write more stories for you, please vote. Your votes mean a lot to us. Vote. Please vote. I even welcome suggestions of stories that you'd like me to write, and that you'd love to read.
# # #
Papa Kris' Home Healthcare Giver #3
Granddaughter, Ellie, has sex with her grandfather, Kris.
Papa Kris' Home Healthcare Giver continued and rewritten from chapter two:
Something that I'll never forget is the first morning that my granddaughter undressed me and stripped me naked. Honestly, I was more embarrassed that I was wearing a diaper than I was that my granddaughter saw me without my clothes. While knowing that I would, something that I have no control over and that immediately happened, I had a huge erection as soon as she removed my diaper. As if my stiff prick was a Jack-in-the-box, my erect cock leapt out at her.
My stiff prick throbbed and pulsated while Ellie, not looking away, never removed her big, blue eyes from my erection. Proud that I could still get and maintain an erection at my age, she excited me with her stare. In the way that my cock erected, her nipples erected, too. Making me want to masturbate in front of her, as I did with Sister Anne in the hospital, she continued staring at my erect, naked prick.
'Instead of looking away in embarrassment, shame, and disdain, she's staring at it. Ellie likes my cock,' I thought. 'I'll be masturbating over dick flashing her later.'
While remembering dick flashing my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law, I couldn't wait to play with myself after Ellie left to go downstairs while I remained upstairs to continue writing. I couldn't wait to stroke my cock hard and fast while remembering Ellie naked after losing her towel in front of me. I couldn't wait to cum over her staring at my cock.
As if I was one of the perverted men in the nursing home that she told me about, I wished I could masturbate in front of her. I was tempted to pull her by her wrist and wrap her long, manicured fingers around my naked prick and move her hand up and down with my hand. Yet, something that would never happen, after no longer having sex with my wife, I'd love my granddaughter to give me a hand job.
In the way that she volunteered to wash and dress me, I wondered if she'd willingly stroke my prick fast and hard enough to make me cum. Yet, with this the first day of her seeing me naked, I didn't want to ruin things by rushing things. Taking my sexual fantasy slowly, hopefully, something sexual may happen between us.
'Yet, making my dick throb just thinking about it, how hot would it be for my granddaughter to give me a hand job,' I thought? 'Wow!'
# # #
Even though her pretty face turned a beet red, clearly embarrassing her, she shocked me by not looking away in shame. Yet, with her clearly embarrassed with seeing me naked, instead of looking away, she continued staring at my big dick as if she had never seen a penis before. Unable to stop it from happening, my erect prick continued throbbing and pulsating to my granddaughter's continued stare at my erection.
'Take me in your hand and stroke me, Ellie,' I thought.
I hoped to give her my suggestions by mental telepathy for her to psychically respond and give me a hand job.
'Jerk off your grandfather. Make me cum all over your warm, soft, and delicate hand. Do it, Ellie. Just do it. Stroke my prick. Make me cum.'
After she had told me that the men in the nursing home had groped her, dick flashed her, and stroked themselves in front of her, I no longer wondered if my cock was the first erect penis that she had seen. No doubt, she had already seen lots of hard and flaccid penises. If I was confined to a nursing home, I'd act in the same perverted way. I'd be groping and dick flashing someone who looked like her, too.
# # #
While making my mind wander, I wondered how many home healthcare workers had sex with their patients in the privacy of their own homes. I wondered how many nurses risked being fired and losing their licenses to give a select few patients sex. What's a hand job or a blowjob between a wealthy patient in a private room and a nurse? Something more to stroke myself over, I wondered how many home healthcare aids or nurses allowed good looking men to feel their breasts, see their tits, and feel their asses through their clothes.
'Wow,' I thought!
Especially with me still able to get and maintain an erection, I'm proud of my naked, erect prick. Having become a dick flasher because of what happened between me, my mother-in-law, and my sister-in-law, I want all women to see my erect prick. Apparently, no longer a big deal, with Ellie having already seen many naked erect cocks and men stroking themselves, perhaps that was the reason why she agreed to see me naked while washing me and dressing me.
Surely, if men in the nursing home groped her, with her not having to tell me that they did, before even confessing that they had, I figured that they had dick flashed her, too. Now that she saw my erect, naked prick, perhaps, she was expecting me to grope her, too. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle Ellie through her clothes. Who knows? With her still a virgin, maybe she enjoys being groped?
With her a confessed virgin who hasn't even kissed a boy, I wondered if she stared at the naked, erect pricks of the men dick flashing her in the nursing home in the way that she stared at my big dick now. No doubt she's horny and sexually frustrated because her strict parents don't allow her to date. Totally wrong, they wouldn't even allow her to attend her senior prom.
Something that surprised me, figuring that she would be wearing them; while washing me, she wasn't wearing gloves. She handed me a soapy wet wipe to wash myself and a washcloth to dry myself. Playing my part and putting it on thick, while hoping she'd take my not so subtle hint, I pretended that I had arthritic fingers, even though I don't have arthritis in my fingers. I could hold the washcloth and the wet wipe myself in my hands. Continuing to drop the wet wipe and the washcloth, I feigned struggling to wash myself.
# # #
Hoping that she would, she said the magic words.
"Here, let me help you, Papa. I can do that for you," she said. "I don't mind."
While smiling down at me, she took the wet wipe and the washcloth from my hands. Then, as if I was dreaming and having a sexual fantasy, my granddaughter took my erect, naked cock in her soft and warm gloveless hand. As soon as she touched me, chills went down my spine. I stared down at her hand holding my erect penis. While wondering if my cock was the first prick that she ever held in her hand, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my big dick and squeezed while continuing to stare down at my engorged cock.
As if exploring my cock with her eyes as well as with her fingers, while continuing to stare down at my penis, seemingly, she mindlessly fondled the head of my erection with her fingertips. Then, as if not realizing what she was doing, she washed me while gently and slowly stroking me. Unbelievably, whether she realized what she was doing or not, Ellie was giving me a slow hand job. I wanted to hold her hand while humping her hand with my hips. I wanted her to stroke me faster and harder to make me cum.
In the way that I did for my mother-in-law, Diane, and my sister-in-law, Christine while my wife, Mary, blew me in their presence, I wanted to cum for my granddaughter. I wanted to cum for Ellie. While staring down at my balls, she gently cupped my testicles and washed those, too. Then, she had me turn to the side to wash my naked ass. Giving me a thorough bed bath, she washed my legs, my feet, and my toes, too.
She had me lean forward and washed my back. While I was sitting up in bed, she washed my hair with a wet wipe and dried my hair with a towel. Then, lying back down, she washed my neck, my chest, my stomach, my arms, and my underarms before applying deodorant.
# # #
Something that I'll be playing with myself for the rest of my horny life, I wished my mother-in-law and/or my sister-in-law had given me sex after I had dick flashed them. After washing me, surprising me, seemingly, still enamored with my erect cock, my granddaughter took my stiff prick in her hand again. As if she hadn't already washed it, she continued washing my erect prick while giving me a harder and bigger erection. Seemingly, she enjoyed holding my prick in her hand and stroking it as much as I enjoyed her holding my cock in her hand and stroking it.
"Most men are circumcised but I'm not," I said. "You need to gently pull back my foreskin to wash beneath it."
With my hand on the bed rail keeping my balance from falling to the side while sitting up, she leaned forward to stare at my naked prick while gently pulling back the foreskin to wash my cock. With her unaware that her big breast was in contact with the back of my horny hand, when she leaned forward, she rested her big, nightgown clad, naked breast on the back of my hand. With men having breast feelers all over their bodies, I couldn't believe that I was feeling Ellie's firm breast pressed against the back of my horny hand.
'Her big breasts feel as firm as they are soft,' I thought.
Tempted to do so, I dared myself to turn my hand and cup her big tit in the horny palm of my hand. Yet, again, not wanting to prematurely ruin things by rushing things, I didn't. I not only would love to see her naked breasts but also, I'd love to touch them, feel them, and fondle her tits while fingering her erect nipples. I wished that I could see her topless again in the way that she was seeing me naked.
# # #
"One day, next week," she said. "I'll give you a shower."
With my horny mind thinking sexually inappropriate thoughts, I wondered if my granddaughter would strip herself naked and wash me while holding me up from behind.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'How hot for my granddaughter to wash my naked body while she was naked, too?'
I'd love her to press her naked breasts against my back while reaching around me to wash me. Only, even though I have already seen her naked, I seriously doubted that she'd do that. Nonetheless, something that Mary has never done and wouldn't do; I'd love to have sex with Ellie while showering together.
I imagined bending her forward while gently fucking her behind. Careful not to break her hymen, I'd be satisfied just to insert the tip of my penis in her warm and wet pussy. I imagined her moving to her knees and taking me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to blow me.
Only, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, my beloved Ellie would never, never, have sex with me. If nothing else, just thinking that she would fuck me and suck me gave me more to masturbate over every morning and every night.
'I love you, Ellie,' I silently said to myself.
# # #
Papa Kris' Home Healthcare Giver #3
Again, when she was drying and brushing her hair in the bathroom, I wondered if she had deliberately dropped her towel and intentionally flashed me her naked body. I wondered if her flashing me was by no accident. Giving me a good, long look of her nakedness, with her slow to pick up her towel and cover herself, when she squatted down with her knees parted wide open, she flashed me lots of glistening pink.
Ellie was wet. She was glistening wet. While wondering if she was sexually aroused after flashing me, with her nipples erect, too, she appeared that she was. I wondered if she was as much of an exhibitionist as I was. I wondered if she enjoyed showing her naked body in the way that I loved dick flashing my naked cock. Then, something that would explain staring at my cock, I wondered if she's as much of a voyeur as I am.
Then, never expecting her to say what she said, she shocked me with what she said next.
"Papa," she said.
Soft and sweet, I loved her voice. I loved her laugh. With her looking like a younger version of her grandmother nearly fifty-five-years-ago, I wished that I was eighteen-years-old again. Going back in the future, if I was that young again, I'd date her. I'd marry my beautiful granddaughter.
Seemingly enamored with my erection, she paused a long minute while continuing to stare at my throbbing and pulsating prick. The longer that she stared at my cock the more that she sexually excited me. Glad that she took my hint to wash and dress me without even having to ask her, I'm glad that she volunteered to help until I could hire a home healthcare worker.
Of course, not an invalid, I still can wash and dress myself. Yet, not wanting to miss the chance of dick flashing my her, the timing of her twenty-three day visit was perfect. I still couldn't believe that Ellie was not only seeing my naked cock but also, never looking away, she stared at my prick. I still can't believe that she took me in her warm and soft gloveless hand while washing me and, seemingly mindlessly slowly stroking me.
'Clearly, with her not realizing that she was slowly stroking me, my granddaughter gave me a gentle hand job,' I thought.
# # #
Lost in the ethereal vision of her, I stared at her as much as she stared at me. I'll be dreaming, sexually fantasizing, and masturbating over my beautiful granddaughter being my home health care aid for the rest of my life.
"Please forgive me for asking you such a question. I'm embarrassed to ask you, and I'm sorry if I'm embarrassing you but," she said.
Not knowing what she was about to ask me, with her turning a beet red, I knew it was going to be something good, something really good. While I waited with baited breath, she paused for a long minute again while staring up at me before staring down at my pulsating prick. As if fearing to ask her question, clearly, not wanting me to think less of her, she looked as if she was rethinking what she wanted to ask me. She took a big breath of courage before telling what she was thinking.
"All of my friends have given their boyfriends hand jobs. They made them cum," she said. "They said that oozy white stuff spurts out of their penises."
Turning even a brighter red, she paused again. Again, as if I was dreaming and having a sexual fantasy, shocking me as much as she excited me, I couldn't believe what my innocent, virginal Ellie asked me next.
"Can you show me how to give a hand job? May I watch you cum," she asked? "I'd love to watch you ejaculate, Papa," she said.
'What? Huh? Seriously? Ellie asked me to show her how to masturbate me? Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I couldn't believe my ears. No way! I don't believe she willingly and consensually wanted to masturbate me fast and hard enough to make me cum.'
I stared up at her with shocked disbelief while she continued staring down at my throbbing prick.
'My granddaughter wants me to show her how to give someone a hand job. She wants to watch me cum. Seriously? Is she kidding me? When I thought that she'd never agree to seeing me naked and washing me, now she wants me to show her how to masturbate me,' I thought.
# # #
I smiled up at her in sexual excitement and in utter disbelief. My erect prick throbbed and pulsed faster to her unpresented request. Ellie asked to masturbate me. My granddaughter wanted to stroke my prick and make me cum. I couldn't believe it.
"Yes, of course, I'll show you how to masturbate me," I said.
'It would be my pleasure, I wanted to say but not pushing my luck by being sarcastic, I didn't.
"I'll help you, Ellie, but...," I said.
I paused to look up at her.
"Our little secret, you mustn't tell your grandmother that you masturbated me. She mustn't know that you stroked me fast and hard enough to make me cum," I said. "She only agreed for you to wash and dress me but not give me sex."
She smiled.
"Our little secret, Papa, I promise not to tell grandma that I stroked your penis," she said.
She held up her hand as if she was swearing on a Bible.
# # #
Immediately, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my stiff prick and squeezed my erect prick again. She seemed eager to stroke my cock. Eager to show her how to masturbate me, I took her hand in my hand. While smiling up at her with love and sexual excitement, I gently and slowly moved her hand up and down with my hand.
"Just continue moving your hand up and down a little faster and a little harder," I said. "That's all you need to do to give some lucky man a hand job. That's all you need to do to make Papa cum."
Obediently obeying me, she moved her hand up and down, and up and down. She moved her hand up and down faster. Determined to make me cum, she moved her soft and warm hand up and down harder. After she washed me but before she dressed me, my beloved granddaughter gave me a hand job. She jerked me off.
"Yes! Yes! That's it, Ellie. That's it. Move your hand up and down a little faster and a little harder," I said. "Yes. Perfect. You're doing a good job of masturbating me."
Then, daring myself to do so, not wanting to miss this opportunity, hoping that she willingly agree, I asked her a question that a grandfather should never ask his granddaughter.
"I'll cum quicker, Ellie," I said as my excuse.
I paused while staring at the bulbous impressions that her big breasts and hard, erect nipples made in her sheer nightgown.
"If I can see, touch, feel, and fondle your naked breasts while fingering your erect nipples," I said. "May I see your tits, Ellie? Show Papa your naked breasts."
# # #
Again, not even thinking about it, obediently obeying me, Ellie smiled down at me with sexual arousal. As she did in my sexual fantasy that I jerked off over her every morning and every night, she removed her nightgown straps from her lovely shoulders and her long arms from her straps. Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation playing through my horny head, she allowed the bodice of her nightgown to slowly and sexily fall to her waist.
'Oh, my God. There they were,' I thought. 'If it's not enough that my granddaughter is giving me a hand job and wanting me to cum, she's allowing me to have my wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts and erect nipples.'


In the way that I stared at my mother-in-law's and sister-in-law's naked breasts years ago, I stared at my granddaughter's naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before. Her breasts were so big. They were so shapely. Not sagging at all but sitting proud, they were up where they belonged.
She took a step closer to my bed and leaned forward with her big tits leaning forward with her. My masturbation dream had become my reality. While smiling up at her, I touched her naked tits, felt her naked tits, and fondled her naked tits while she continued stroking my cock faster and harder. Then, surprising her, I leaned up, took her erect nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other. I sucked her nipples while fingering them.
I couldn't believe that I was having sex with my granddaughter. I couldn't believe that I was not only seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling Ellie's naked breasts but also that I was sucking her nipples, too. As soon as I took her nipples in my mouth, they grew bigger and harder. Sexually aroused that I had my way with her naked breasts and nipples, she breathed through her opened mouth. As soon as I sucked her nipples, I exploded a huge load of oozy cum all over her naked breasts and all over her hand.
"Oh, grandpa. Thank you. Thank you so much," she said, smiling down at me.
I laughed.
"Thank you, Ellie," I said. "You made Papa a very happy man."
# # #
The very next day, not speaking of what we did yesterday morning, no doubt, with the both of us thinking about all that we did yesterday, she entered my room wearing an even sexier nightie. With what she was wearing was so sheer and nearly transparent, she didn't have to stand in front of my bedroom window for me to see everything. I already could clearly see through her sheer nightgown.
She washed me without speaking while fondling and slowly stroking my erect prick and gently cupping my testicles while washing them. She remembered to pull back my foreskin to wash me there, too. As if it belonged there, my prick felt so good in her delicate and loving hand.
Again, with her choked full of surprises, not expecting her to ask me what she did, after she washed me, she shocked me again with what she asked me next.
"Papa," she said.
Again, she paused a long minute while staring at my erect throbbing and pulsating prick.
"Please forgive me for asking you such a question. I'm embarrassed to ask you this. I'm sorry if I'm embarrassing you but," she said.
Turning a bright red again, she paused a long minute again while staring up at me before staring down at my naked, erect penis again.
"All of my friends have given their boyfriends blowjobs," she said.
My heart throbbed and my pulse raced at what I imagined she'd ask me next. Unable to help myself from imagining what she was going to ask me, I envisioned her taking my cock in her mouth. I envisioned my granddaughter blowing. I visualized her stroking my prick while sucking my prick. Then, I pictured myself cumming in her beautiful mouth and her swallowing my cum.
"They put a heavy hand to the back of their heads and ejaculated cum in their mouths. Then, they swallowed their cum," she said.
She paused again while her face turned an even brighter red. Again, as if I was dreaming and having a sexual fantasy, suspecting what she was about to ask, nonetheless, I couldn't believe what she asked me next.
"Can you show me how to give a blowjob? I'd love to learn how to suck cock. Can you teach me? May I blow you, Papa," she asked? "Wanting to know what cum tastes like, I'd want you to cum in my mouth and I want to swallow your cum."
# # #
She smiled down at me with her innocent beauty.
"Our secret, something that I'd never tell grandma, I'd love to blow you, Papa. Can you show me how to give you oral sex? Can you show me what to do to make you cum in my mouth," she asked?
She paused again while staring at my throbbing and pulsating prick.
"I hope you don't think bad of me, Papa. I'm not a whore. I'm a virgin," she said with shyness. "Because of my strict parents, I haven't dated a man or even kissed on his lips," she said with sadness.
She paused again while staring at my pulsating prick.
"I'd love to suck your cock, grandpa. I'd love for you to cum in my mouth. I want to swallow you. I want to know what cum tastes," she said again.
She gave me a pathetic smile.
"Please grandpa. Please? May I blow you," she asked again?
Even after having dick flashed so many unsuspecting women, I never had anyone beg me to allow them to blow me. How could I refuse my granddaughter from stroking my cock while sucking my prick. It would be a blessing to cum in her beautiful mouth and watch her swallow my cum.
Besides, accepting the responsibility, with her parents such strict Catholics, and something that they wouldn't do, it was my job to teach her about the facts of life. What's a blowjob between grandfather and granddaughter? An act of love, albeit a sexually incestuous act of love, it was the least that I could do for her to learn how to suck some lucky man's cock.
# # #
While thinking of and wishing that my MILF of a mother-in-law and/or my sexy sister-in-law had blown me, I couldn't believe that my beautiful granddaughter consensually asked to blow me. She practically begged to blow me. She willingly wanted to suck my penis. Something hard to wrap my head around, after she gave me a hand job yesterday, today, Ellie wanted to suck my cock. She wanted me to cum in her innocent and virginal mouth. She wanted to swallow my cum.
'If I die now, after she blows me, of course, and after I ejaculate my cum in her mouth, and she swallows my cum, I'll die a happy man. I may not go to heaven to bask in heavenly bliss for having incestuous sex with my granddaughter but it's worth the fiery damnation of going to hell for Ellie to give me oral sex,' I thought.
Unable to believe my good fortune, I nodded my head with sexual excitement. Not even having to ask her, instead of lowering the bodice of her nightgown and exposing her naked breasts to me, she removed her nightgown to show me her shapely and sexy, naked body. I stared at my granddaughter as if I had never seen a naked woman before. I stared at her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy.
"All that you have to do, Ellie, is to take me in your hand and stroke me before taking me in your mouth to suck me," I said. "Don't bite down on my penis. Instead, use your tongue."
She smiled with obvious sexual arousal and nodded her head. After she washed me, and before she dressed me, she smiled down at me. She took my erect prick in her hand and squeezed it while stroking me. She lovingly smiled up at me. Then, again, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, with my pulse racing and my heart beating, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth.
'My granddaughter was blowing me. Ellie was stroking while sucking my cock. I couldn't believe it. Again, something that I'll be jerking off over for the rest of my horny life, I love my daughter's child,' I thought.
Able to see the side of my cock buried in her beautiful mouth, I stared at her with my big dick in her mouth. I couldn't believe it. Ellie was blowing me. Not dreaming of having a sexual fantasy, she was really giving me oral sex. Seemingly, with her enjoying blowing me, she continued stroking my prick while sucking my cock. I couldn't wait to cum in her beautiful mouth.
# # #
If it wasn't enough that my granddaughter saw me naked, stared at my erect prick, and she took me in her gloveless hand. She stroked me and masturbated me. She made me cum all over her naked breasts and her hand. Now, she's blowing me. She's sucking my cock while stroking my prick. She wants me to cum in her mouth. She wants to swallow my cum.
"Stroke my prick, Ellie. Suck my cock," I said. "Yes, that's. That's it. Perfect. You're doing great."
I put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face while gently pushing her mouth down and gentle easing my prick deeper in her mouth. As if she was Linda Lovelace in Deep Throat, she practically deep throated me. With her really getting into it, and with her a natural born cocksucker, she genuinely seemed to enjoy blowing me.
She continued stroking my prick while sucking my cock while I fondled her naked breasts, and pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. She seemed to love having her nipples fingered as much as I enjoyed fingering her erect nipples and as much as she seemed to enjoy blowing me. Again, a naturally talented cocksucker, with her only the second woman who gave me oral sex, she gave me the best blowjob that I ever had.
When it came to sucking cock, compared to my granddaughter, my wife was just a dabbler at best, but Ellie was a real professional at sucking dick. Very talented, and a loving memory to make, again, I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth. Now that I taught her how to give hand jobs and blowjobs, she's going to make some lucky man very happy with her hands and with her mouth.
With her stroking me faster and stroking me harder while sucking me deeper, it didn't take me long to cum. With me humping her mouth and fucking her face, I held her head in place with both of my hands and exploded a huge load of cum in my granddaughter's mouth. Instead of spitting it out, she swallowed my load.
From that day forward, with me, a very lucky man, after not having had sex with my wife in years, she not only washed me and dressed me but also while she masturbated me, she blew me, too. She stroked my prick while sucking my cock every morning. Seemingly, she loved having sex with her Papa as much as I loved having sex with my granddaughter. Every day, giving her lots of protein, she allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum.
# # #
Nearly a week later, again, she shocked me with what she said next.
"Papa," she said.
Once again, she paused a long minute while staring at my erect throbbing and pulsating prick.
"Please forgive me for asking you such a question. I'm embarrassed to ask you this. I'm sorry if I'm embarrassing you but," she said.
She paused a long minute again while staring down at me before staring at my naked, erect penis again.
"All of my friends' boyfriends have given them oral sex. They made them cum in their mouths with their fingers and with their tongues," she said. "In the way that I stroked your penis and sucked you, and blew you, and allowed you to cum in my mouth, and swallowed your cum, they ate them," she said.
Turning red with embarrassment, she paused again. She stared down at me while fondling and slowly stroking my stiff prick. As if I was having a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe what she asked me next. If masturbating me, allowing me to see and fondle her naked breasts and nipples before blowing me, allowing me to cum in her beautiful mouth and swallow my cum, I was as shocked as I was sexually excited.
"Can you masturbate me with your fingers and lick me with your tongue. I'd love to know what it feels like to have a sexual orgasm from having you give me oral sex," she said. "Would you be so kind as to eat my pussy, Papa. Please eat me, Papa. Please," she asked while practically begging me to eat her cunt in the way that she practically begged me to allow her to blow me?"
# # #
Without even answering her, I climbed out of my bed and allowed her to take my place while lying on her back and with her knees up and her long and shapely legs spread wide open. With her showing me a lot of pink, I stared at her naked, glistening pussy. She was so wet, much wetter than my wife has ever been. My first time having sex with another woman, the least that I could do to return the favor, I couldn't believe that I was about to eat my granddaughter's pussy after she masturbated me and blew me for the entire week.
I climbed back on my bed and made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I parted her pussy lips with my finger. I gently rubbed her swollen clit. Careful not to break her hymen, I finger fucked her. I found her G spot and pressed on that. Then, I licked her. I ate my granddaughter's pussy.
"Oh, Papa. Papa. Don't stop," she said while wiggling her naked ass on my bed. "Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Papa. I'm cumming," she whispered. "I'm cumming."
She humped my mouth.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God, Papa," she whispered. "Papa. Papa. Jesus Christ, Papa," she whispered for my wife not to hear us having illicitly incestuous and forbidden sex.
Not taking her long to cum, she put two heavy hands behind my head while rubbing my face all over her soaking wet pussy. As if she was giving me her version of a cum bath, my face was covered with my granddaughter's vaginal secretions. She closed her eyes, arched her back, stiffened her legs and, ever so quietly, had her orgasm.
From that day forward when she wasn't masturbating me, she was blowing me. Returning the favor, before she gave me sex, I masturbated her and I gave her oral sex. I ate my Ellie's pussy. I ate my granddaughter's cunt. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. Something that I thought would never happen when she agreed to be my home healthcare giver, I couldn't believe that I ate Ellie's cunt as much as she stroked and sucked my cock.
# # #
The next morning, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she entered my bedroom naked. After having sex every day for two weeks, the last week that she stayed here, the next day, we didn't speak of what we did the previous days. She silently washed me while fondling, slowly stroking my erect prick, and gently cupping my testicles. Never expecting her to say what she said, she shocked me and sexually excited me again with what she said next.
"Papa," she said.
Again, she paused a long minute while staring at my erect throbbing and pulsating prick.
"Please forgive me for asking you such a question. I'm sorry if I'm embarrassing you but," she said. "All of my friends have gotten laid. They've all had sexual intercourse. They've all made love. They've all had sexual orgasms while being fucked."
She paused a long minute again while staring down at me before staring at my naked, erect penis again. Again, as if I was dreaming and having a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe what she asked me next.
"With grandma staying overnight at her friend's house, would you have sexual intercourse with me? Would you be kind enough to make love to me? I want you to be the one to take my virginity," she said. "I want to know what it feels like to have an orgasm while getting laid."
Turning red again, she paused again with embarrassment while nervously smiling at me.
"Then, after we make love, would you fuck me, please, Papa. Would you fuck me fast and hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock," she asked?
She reached down to take my erect cock in her hand. She squeezed it while closing her eyes. Then, looking up at me without shame, she looked up at me with sexual arousal.
"Please, Papa. Please? I want to know what it feels like to have a sexual orgasm while being fucked."
She pulled a strip of condoms from out of her brown, shoulder length, lush hair as if she was pulling out a silver ribbon. I nodded my head with sexual excitement. Having never cheated on my wife, Mary, I was ready to cheat on my wife now with my granddaughter, Ellie.
If it wasn't enough that she stroked me, blew me, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed my cum, I fingered and licked her pussy. I ate her cunt. Now she wanted me to take her virginity and make love to her. Then, not stopping there, Ellie wanted me, her Papa, to fuck her hard and fast enough for to give her an orgasm from my cock.
Again, not having to ask her, instead of lowering the bodice of her nightgown and exposing her naked breasts to me, she removed her nightgown to show me her shapely and sexy naked body again. I stared at my naked granddaughter as if I had never seen a naked woman before.
After she washed me, she smiled down at me. She took my place on my bed and allowed me to climb on top of her. My first time kissing my granddaughter on her lips, I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. We made out while slowly and passionately making love.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked Ellie. I fucked my granddaughter. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. She fucked me. She fucked her grandfather. Glad that my wife wasn't home, she shuddered. She shook. I gave her a screaming orgasm with my cock.
# # #
Not stopping with making love to her and fucking her once, we had sex for more than two hours. Totally exhausting me, glad that she had extra condoms, I used them all. I made love and fucked her in the missionary style. I her move to her knees and made love and fucked her from behind. Then, I made love and fucked while she sat on me cowgirl style and reverse cowgirl style. Still, not done, giving her several of the Kama Sutra moves, I had 69 sex with her. I ate her pussy while she sucked my prick.
As soon as we stopped having sixty-nine, after ejaculating a load of cum in her mouth and after I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, she turned to me before dressing me. Once again with her full of surprises, she asked me something that I've never even given my wife. I was so envious of the man that she'd marry one day.
"Papa," she said. "Before I leave for home on Saturday, would you give me a cum bath? I want to know what it feels like to have a man cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts," she said.
Having already ejaculated cum in her mouth and in her pussy, I didn't have enough cum to give her a cum bath. I laughed.
"Tomorrow, I'll give you a cum bath," I said.
The next day, she finally gave me a shower. My dream came true. Instead of having me sit on the shower seat, she removed her nightgown and walked in the shower with me. She held me from behind while washing me. Then, I turned and held her while she continued washing me and while I washed her, too.
With my wife downstairs sleeping, and her not knowing any better, and/or any the wiser, I bent Ellie over and fucked her from behind in the shower. Ever so quietly and careful not to cum in her pussy, after she had another quiet orgasm, she moved to her knees. She took my big dick in her hand and stroked me before taking my cock in her mouth to suck me.
As if we were beneath a waterfall, instead of cumming in her pussy, I gave her a cum bath. With her dripping with my cum, I ejaculated all over her pretty face, in her beautiful brown hair, and across her big naked breasts. Right up to the last day that she was there, we had sex in the shower. I gave her more cum baths. She seemed to enjoy dripping with my cum. I had turned my loving granddaughter from a virgin to a whore, my personal whore.
# # #
When I wasn't masturbating and eating my granddaughter's pussy, making love to her, and/or fucking her, she was masturbating me, blowing me, and/or making love to and fucking me. As if she was my wife, my girlfriend, and/or my lover and, indeed, she was my lover, I gave her multiple orgasms every day. Even on my honeymoon more than fifty-years ago, never have I had more sex than I was having now.
With the basketball tournament over, on the day before she was scheduled to leave, blowing my mind, she invited her friend, her classmate, Amber, over to the house. While Mary was out early running errands, and having her hair done, I was in my bedroom with Ellie and her friend. With Amber thinking about a nursing career and with her already working part-time at a nursing home, Ellie invited her over to help wash and dress me.


If I wasn't sexually excited enough to expose myself to and have sex with my granddaughter, I was sexually excited to expose myself to Ellie's friend. Shocking me, as soon as I saw Amber, I couldn't help but notice how pretty she was and what an unbelievable body she had. Amber had long, red hair, big blue eyes, and freckles. She had enormous double D cup, milkmaid breasts.
Unlike Ellie, Amber was not a virgin. Her friend, a bit of a whore, was sexually experienced. I discovered after Ellie told me that Amber already had given several of her classmates hand jobs, blowjobs, and even had sexual intercourse with them, too.
While wondering why Ellie invited Amber to my house, I couldn't help but wonder if Amber was going to give me a hand job, a blowjob, and/or fuck me while washing and dressing me. Actually, with her having quite the body, I'd love to not only make love to her but also fuck her, too. As beautiful of a woman as was Ellie, I'd love to give her a sexual orgasm not only with my fingers and with my tongue but also with my cock.
Sure enough, with no pretenses and not wasting time, as soon, Ellie delivered her friend to my bedroom. Then, shocking me, sexually exciting me, and blowing my mind, and sexually teasing me, as if she was a stripper doing a slow striptease on stage while dancing around a pole to music, she stripped herself naked. Clearly, my granddaughter must have told her friend that we were having incestuous sex.
She washed me while allowing me to touch, feel, and fondle her enormous naked breasts and pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. After she washed me, as if it was our little secret, she wrapped her fingers around my erect pick. Then, she stroked me while smiling down at me.
Thank God that my wife wouldn't be home for a few hours, with us not quietly having sex, we both screamed our orgasms. Determined to make me cum, Amber stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Then, she stopped stroking me to lean forward and take me in her beautiful mouth.
In the way that my granddaughter had blown me several times, Amber blew me. She allowed me to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed my cum. Even though I loved having sex with Amber as much as I love having sex with Ellie, having sex with my granddaughter was special.
After Amber blew me, she allowed me to eat her red pussy. Finally, giving me even more to masturbate myself over later, after I gave Ellie's friend a screaming sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue, I mounted her. Not wanting me to impregnate her, she covered my cock with a condom. While making out with her, I made love to her before I fucked Amber fast and hard enough for her to cum.
# # #
On the afternoon of the last day that Ellie was our houseguest, with my wife still not home and running errands after she had her hair done, she invited her home healthcare instructor to my house and to my bedroom. Mother Superior, Sister Mary Elizabeth, was a tall and pretty, stately nun. She had humongous breasts, G cup breasts, that created a shelf in her black habit. Ellie invited her over to inspect the home healthcare work that she had been giving me for the past three weeks to get her grade.
As soon as the good sister entered my bedroom, years ago, I remembered stroking my erect cock in front of Sister Anne in the hospital. As soon as Ellie stripped me naked, unable to prevent it, I had a big and hard erection in front of my granddaughter and the nun. While wishing that the good sister would take my naked cock in her holy hand, my throbbing prick pulsated in front of the religious nun.
I only wished that my granddaughter wasn't there in the room with us. I'd love to be alone with the nun. Something that would wickedly turn me on to do, I'd love to masturbate myself and cum in front of Mother Superior. Not stopping there, my sexual fantasy, I'd love to strip her naked and have sex with Sister Mary Elizabeth, while having my way with her gigantic, naked breasts.
With her not looking away but staring at my big dick, my cock throbbed and pulsated. The good sister, Sister Mary Elizabeth continued staring at my naked, erect cock as if she had never seen a naked man with an erection. After Ellie washed me, I was stunned when the Good Mother took me in her hand to inspect me.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe that a Catholic nun is holding my erect prick in her holy hand. While wishing she'd give me a hand job, I'm going to hell for thinking what I was thinking. I'll never go to heaven now.'
Shocking me, with her not just staring at my erection, as if she was doing a chemistry exam with a frog, Sister Mary Elizabeth, squeezed, fondled, and lovingly and gently, slowly stroked my erect prick. She even gently cupped my testicles while lifting them to look beneath them. Then, she gently pulled back my foreskin to make sure that part of my penis was washed, too.
# # #
Then, something that I never had expected her to do, when Ellie left my bedroom to dump the water, and put the washcloth, and the towel in the washing machine, Mother Superior took my stiff prick in her hand again. She closed her eyes and looked as if she was praying. Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she slowly stroked my naked penis to a bigger and harder erection with her big, soft, and warm holy hand. Determined for me to quickly cum, the good sister stroked me faster. She stroked me harder.
Sister Mary Elizabeth wanted to watch me shoot my load. Finally, astonishing me, never expecting her to do what she did, Jesus's wife leaned forward and took my big dick in her mouth. Again, something that I couldn't believe was happening, Mother Superior was blowing me. She stroked my prick while sucking my dick.
While allowing me to feel her enormous breasts and finger her big, erect nipples through her habit, she stroked my cock faster and harder while sucking my prick deeper. Just before Ellie returned to my bedroom, stopping to unload the dryer, and add detergent to the washer, and turn on the washing machine, I exploded a huge load of cum in Mother Superior's mouth. She not only allowed me to cum in her holy mouth but also, as if my cum was the holy host, and the sacramental bread, Sister Mary Elizabeth swallowed my cum.
"Thank you, Jesus," she said softly while anointing herself and bowing her head as if in prayer while thanking the Lord Almighty for allowing her the opportunity to have sex with me. "I haven't sucked a cock since Father O'Malley left the parish," she said, anointing herself again.
Then, when Ellie returned to my bedroom, she turned to my granddaughter and smiled.
"You've done a wonderful job of taking good care of your Papa," said the nun. "I'm giving you an A."
She put her finger to her lips, smiled, and gave me a wink.
"Thank you," she whispered.
Ellie escorted her downstairs.
"God bless the both of you, and peace be with you," said Mother Superior while leaving.
The End
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Three Generations of Strippers, #1
Grandmother, Stepmother, & Stepsister are Strippers & Whores
Something that I didn't know and never would have suspected, with her being born in 1960, I recently discovered that my sixty-six-year-old grandmother, Mary, worked as a stripper back in the late 1980's.
'What? A stripper? Seriously? My grandma was a stripper? Are you kidding me? No way. I don't believe it,' I thought.
I was shocked when I discovered her secret past. Stunned, I couldn't believe that my morally modest, church going grandmother had worked as a stripper and, no doubt, was a whore. Clearly, even worse than her being a stripper, with all strippers whores, no doubt, my beloved grandma was a whore, too.
Admittedly, even at her elderly age of sixty-six-years-old she still has quite the sexy and shapely body. Something perversely perverted for me to admit, she's a GILF, a grandmother who I'd love to fuck. Yet, I'd never have sex with Grandma Mary because she'd never have sex with me.
She may have been a whore forty-years ago but she's not a whore now. Yet, maybe so but, once a whore always a whore. Only, now that I know her dark past, I may have a chance to see her without her clothes and/or her having sex with me.
Even though I'm a virgin and have never had sex with a woman with me having a sexual fetish for older women, especially older women with big breasts, the bigger breasts the better, I'm sexually attracted to my grandma. I read a story by a writer on Literotica, WickedWhoreWriter, called Women Over Fifty are Wicked Whores. She wrote that many women over fifty-years-old are whores because men don't compliment them or notice them. Women, especially those women without a man are sad, lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated.
She also wrote that for a man, especially a much younger man to seduce an older woman, all they had to do was to dick flash her while making their dick flash appear unintentional. Again, especially if she was alone and without a man, she'd not only look but also she'd stare at his exposed, nakedly erect cock. After reading that story, especially with her past, I wondered if I dick flashed my grandma if she'd not only look at my exposed prick but, instead of looking away with shame and embarrassment, if she'd stare at my naked cock.
'Again, especially considering her past, secret life, with many older women loving younger men, I wondered if she was as sexually attracted to me as I was to her,' I thought.
# # #
Stunned and in shocked disbelief, unable to understand and/or make sense of it, something hard to wrap my head around, my dear, sweet, loving, GILF of a grandma had a secret life. She worked as a stripper. She was a whore.
Looking at that now, I'd never believed her dirty secrets until I found proof of her early career. I couldn't believe it. My granny removed her clothes for tips while dancing around a pole to music and topless.
'Oh, my God! Are you kidding me? Seriously? Wow,' I thought! 'Holy smokes. This is crazy. No way,' I thought.
Then, I wondered if she had photos of herself in her stripper outfits. I wondered if she had photos of herself topless and/or naked. With me always at her house doing something for her, when she was out running errands, I looked in her dresser drawers. Nothing. I looked in her closets. Still nothing.
Literally blowing my mind, I couldn't believe that I discovered that my sixty-six-year-old grandmother was a stripper and a whore, too. Cutting to the chase, if that wasn't enough of a shock, I discovered that my forty-four-year-old stepmother, Veronica, had worked as a stripper and was a whore, too. After finding my grandmother's trunk in the attic that was full of sexual surprises, I found my stepmother's trunk in the attic that was full of sexual surprises, too.
Looking at them both differently now, I had proof that they were both strippers and whores. Like mother, like daughter, my stepmother had sexy secrets, too. She had a secret career. Bad enough that my grandmother was a stripper and a whore but my stepmother was a stripper and a whore, too.
'Are you kidding me? Seriously? My loving MILF of a stepmother was a stripper, too? No way. She was a whore. What the fuck? Are you kidding me? Give me a break. I can't believe it,' I thought.
# # #
My stepmother worked her way through college by removing her clothes while dancing around a pole to music in the early 2000's. Something that I didn't know, my parents met at a strip club. After my dad died of COVID, having raised me since I was eight-year-old, she took me in as if I was her own son. Hard enough to make sense that my grandmother was a stripper and a whore but a little more than twenty-years later, my stepmother was a stripper and a whore, too.
Following in the footsteps of her mother, stunned that my beloved grandma and stepmom worked in strip clubs, I was flabbergasted. No doubt, like her mother was, my stepmother was a whore, too. Changing everything, I looked at them and thought about them differently than I did before. As I did before, I did even more of it now. Stripping them both naked with my eyes, I imagined them without their clothes and having sex with me.
After snooping through their personal things in the attic when they weren't home, I found their old stripper costumes, photos of them wearing their costumes, and photos of them topless, and even naked. I knew that both my grandmother and stepmother were ex-strippers and, no doubt, were whores. I found my stepmom's old diaries, too.
I even found an old, silver strippers' pole lying on the floor in the back of the attic that they must have practiced stripping on. I stroked myself while staring at their sexually explicit photos and imagining them holding onto the pole. At a loss for words, I couldn't believe that my beloved grandmother and her daughter both had dark secrets.
Then, thinking bad but sexually exciting thoughts, I wondered if they sucked cock. Not all women give head but surely, now that I know their past, I'm sure that they both did. I stroked myself and imagined my stepmother and my grandmother blowing me.
I'd love for both of them to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. I'd love to cum in both of their beautiful mouths and watch them swallow my cum. Then, allowing my dirty mind to wander, I wondered if they'd strip themselves topless, and even naked while giving me oral sex.
'If it's not enough that I found their old stripper's costumes, I can't believe that I'm seeing photos of my grandmother and my stepmother in their stripper outfits, topless, and naked,' I thought?
# # #
With them never going up to the attic and never knowing that these photos were missing, I took several of my favorite photos and hid them in my room to masturbate over them later. In the way that I imagined that many men had seen them without their clothes, before I even knew that they worked in strip clubs, I masturbated over both of them every morning and every night. I stroked myself while imagining them in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked while having sex with me.
Now that I've seen and stroked myself over their old, sexually explicit photos, I'd love nothing more than to see them both in their bras and panties, topless, and even naked. With the ceiling high enough, I imagined surprising them and reinstalling their pole in the living room. Then, giving me a private striptease show, while wearing their old costumes and slowly and sexily undressing themselves, I wondered if they would. I'd love to jerk off in front of them while they removed their clothes.
Now that I know what they both are, while wondering if they'd watch, I'd love to dick flash, jerk off, and cum for my stepmom and my grandmother. Even though they're no longer what they once were, I wondered if they'd take me in their hands and stroke me while allowing me to touch and feel them through their clothes. I wondered if they'd allow me to make out with them while slowly stripping them naked.
'I'd love for my stepmother or my grandmother to take my virginity away,' I thought.
Something that I thought would never happen, and sexually excited that it did, I couldn't believe that I found salaciously sexual photos of them both. Alas, even now that I've seen photos of them without their clothes, nothing more than jerk off fantasies before, having forbidden sex with them may be my reality now. With them ex-whores, again, once a whore always a whore, I'd love to watch them strip themselves naked. I'd love to have sex not only with my GILF of a grandma but also with my MILF of a stepmother, too.
With all strippers having sex with a select few of their special customers, I wondered how many men they had sex with after stripping themselves topless or naked. I wondered what really happened in the VIP room. I wondered if they had sex for money and were ex-prostitutes, too.
Not having to wonder if they sucked cock, of course they both did. Something so hot to imagine, I'd love for them to blow me. While imagining the extreme sexual fantasy, I'd love to have threesome sex with my grandmother and with my stepmother.
'Oh, my God, if only I could have sex with my stepmother, my grandmother, or threesome sex with them both, I would,' I thought. 'As if having my own sexual education teachers or sexual therapists, what better way to lose my virginity than to have two, sexually experienced women teach me about sex.'
# # #
Then, and again, if that wasn't enough, that my beloved grandmother and stepmother were ex-strippers, whores, and possibly prostitutes, too, I overheard my stepsister talking on the phone to her friend. Following in her mother's and grandma's footsteps, too, my stepsister worked as a stripper, was a whore, and possibly a prostitute, too. My twenty-two-year-old big stepsister, Crystal, worked her way through college by stripping herself topless for tips, too. Bad enough that she worked as a stripper but also, I wondered if she sold her body to horny men for money, too, as my stepmom and grandma surely did.
Digging through my stepsister's closet while she was at college, I found her stripping outfits and photos of her climbing a pole in her sexy stripper's costumes. Giving me even more to jerk off over, I found photos of her topless and naked, too. I couldn't believe my horny eyes. As many young women do, their excuse to grasp this sexual opportunity to become a whore, stripping while working her way through college, my stepsister was a stripper and a whore, too.
Stunned, I couldn't believe my big stepsister was a stripper and a whore. I wondered if my sexy stepsister was a prostitute, too. No doubt, she had sex for money, too. With me still an innocent virgin, I was surrounded by three generations of women in my family who worked as strippers, whores and, possibly, were prostitutes, too.
'Something that I never would have guessed or imagined, who knew? I had no idea that they all had sexual secrets to hide,' I thought.
Stunned, something unbelievably shocking, I still can't believe that they're all whores. With not all women sucking cock and, if they did suck cock, not all women allow men to cum in their mouths. I imagined my grandmother, my stepmother, and my stepsister were all experienced and talented cocksuckers. I'd love any one of them or all of them to stoke me while sucking me. I'd love to cum in all of their beautiful mouths and watch them swallow my cum.
'How hot would that be for my stepsister, my stepmother, and/or my grandmother to give me oral sex,' I thought?
# # #
With me being a twenty-year-old virgin, consensually and willingly allowing any of them to take my virginity, I wished that I could have forbidden sex with my sexy stepsister, my MILF of a stepmother, and/or with my GILF of a grandmother. I'd love to have sex with any of them or all of them. Alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, with them all beautiful with great bodies, now that I know what my stepmother and grandmother once were, and my stepsister still is, I wish I could have sex with them.
I wish I could have sex with all three of them one at a time, two of them together in a threesome, or all three of them together in an orgy. I continually masturbate myself over imagining my stepsister, my stepmother, and my grandmother in their bras and panties, topless, and naked. I can't stop jerking off over envisioning them naked and any of them having sex with me. I'd love to make out with them while feeling them through their clothes. Then, I'd love to slowly remove their clothes and strip the three of them naked.
Not stopping there, having never seen or eaten a pussy, I'd love to finger and lick their cunts. I'd love to give them sexual orgasms with my fingers and with my tongue. I imagine mounting them and making love to them before fucking them fast and hard to give them another orgasm, this time with my cock.
Something that is just as perverted as it is crazy, I'd love to cum in my stepsister's and, in my stepmother's pussies. I'd love to give them both babies, and give my grandmother two more grandchildren. Willing to move away where no one knew us, how hot would that be to have an instant family with me, the daddy? Wishing they would, I wondered if my stepsister and/or my stepmother would allow me to impregnate one or the other.
Finally, every night, I dream of the three of them having sex with me every day. I imagine making love in the morning and fucking at night. I envision the three of them taking turns to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. I'd love to cum in my stepsister's, my stepmother's, my grandmother's mouths.
With me young, dumb, and full of cum, I'd love to watch the three women swallow my cum. I visualize my stepsister, my stepmother, and my grandmother on their knees while topless and stroking me and blowing me while I have my way with their naked breasts. How hot would it be to have sex with three generations of my hot, female relatives?
# # #
'Stroke me, grandma,' I imagine saying to her. 'Take me in your mouth and blow me. Yes, that's it. Suck my cock, grandma. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. Suck me deeper. I need to cum in your mouth, grandma. I need to watch you swallow my cum.'
With me never having had a blowjob, I imagined my elderly grandmother removing her teeth and giving me a gum job. How hot would that be for my grandmother to cum my prick? I wondered how it would feel for her to gum my prick? While hoping to find out, I wondered which is better, a gum job or a blowjob?
Then, I imagined turning to my MILF of a stepmother. I envisioned her on her knees and topless, too. I visualized fondling her D cup breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
'Stroke my cock, mom,' I imagine saying to her. 'Take me in your mouth and blow me. Yes, that's it. Suck my cock, mommy. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. Suck me deeper. I need to cum in your mouth, mom. I need to watch you swallow my cum.'
Finally, not quite done with having sex with all three of them, I imagined turning to my sexy stepsister. I picture her on her knees and topless, too. I envision feeling her naked C cup breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples as she stares up at me smiling with my big dick in her beautiful mouth.
'Stroke my cock, Crystal,' I imagine saying to her. 'Take me in your mouth and blow me. Yes, that's it. Suck my cock. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. Suck me deeper. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth, sis. I need to watch you swallow my cum.'
I always cum while imagining them all topless and blowing me.
'Alas, poor me, nothing more than masturbation fantasies, I'll never have incestuous sex with any one of them,' I thought.
# # #
My name is Christopher but everyone calls me Chris, except for my grandmother. She calls me Christopher. Not proud of it, as I confessed before earlier in the story, embarrassed by it, and ashamed for anyone to know, I'm a twenty-year-old virgin. Even though all of my friends have already had sex, a sore spot with me, I haven't had sex.
Other than the sex that I have with my hand while stroking myself and watching porn on the internet, I've never had sex with a woman. Embarrassed to confess, I've never had a hand job, a blowjob, made love to, and/or fucked a woman. Other than seeing topless and naked women on pornography sites, I've never even seen a woman in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked.
Then, other than finding and seeing topless and naked photos of my grandmother, Mary, my stepmother, Veronica, and my stepsister, Crystal, I've never seen a woman in person without her clothes. I've never touched, felt, or fondled or even kissed a woman dressed or undressed. Alas, other than stroking myself, I haven't lived my sexual fantasy or any sexual fantasy. Admittedly, I'm a nerd.
Now that I know that my granny and my stepmom were strippers, and Crystal now works as a stripper, I'm more focused on hoping to have sex with any of them than I'm focus on having sex with other women. Even though I'm a virgin, truth be told, I'm a lucky man. No one would believe me if I told them that I'm surrounded by three generations of strippers, so I put my story down on paper and published it. Where else? On Literotica the number one site of free sex stories and adult fiction.
My stepsister, my stepmother, my grandmother and, as I found out later, even my grandmother's best friend, Edna, all worked as strippers. Indeed, and no doubt, all four women are whores. Such a travesty for a virgin to be surrounded by three generations of whores. Again, over a forty-year period, they all removed their clothes while dancing around a pole to music for tips. God only knows what else they did while topless and/or naked.
# # #
Yet, more than knowing that they all worked as strippers, it's my sexual fantasy to have sex with any of them or all four of them. I'd love to have sex with my stepmother, my stepsister, my grandma, and even my grandmother's best friend, too. I'd love to make out with them all while feeling them through her clothes. While making out with them, French kissing them, I'd love to slowly and sexily strip each one of them naked while touching, feeling, and fondling their naked bodies everywhere.
'With them all sexually experienced women, how hot would it be for any one of them to take my virginity,' I thought? 'Please be gentle,' I imagined saying. 'I'm a virgin.'
Something that I stroke myself over, I'd love to have sex with my sexy stepsister. I'd love to make out with her, and French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to slowly and sexily strip her naked. After her showing me what to do and how to do it, I'd love to finger and lick her pussy and give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue.
I'd love to make love to her while continuing to make out with her before fucking her fast and hard and give her an orgasm, this time, with my cock. Then, I'd love for Crystal to blow me and allow me to cum in her sexy mouth. I'd love to watch her swallow my cum.
Again, someone else who I jerk off over, after having forbidden sex with my stepsister, I'd love to have sex with my stepmother. I'd love to make out with her, and French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to slowly and sexily strip her naked, too. I'd love to finger and lick her pussy and give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue.
I'd love to make love to her while continuing to make out with her, and French kiss her before fucking her fast and hard and give her a sexual orgasm, this time with my cock. Then, I'd love for my stepmother, Veronica, to blow me, and allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth. I'd love to watch her swallow my cum, too.
Finally, I'd love to have sex with my grandmother, Mary. I'd love to make out with her, and French kiss her, while feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to strip her naked. I'd love to finger and lick her pussy and give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue.


I'd love to make love to her while continuing to make out with her before fucking her fast and hard and give her a sexual orgasm, this time with my cock. Then, I'd love for my grandma, Mary, to blow me, or gum me after removing her teeth. I'd love her to allow me to cum in her elderly mouth. I'd love to watch her swallow my cum.
Definitely and without a doubt, I'd love to have sex with my grandmother's best friend, Edna, too. I'd love to make out with her, French kiss her while feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to slowly and sexily strip her naked. I'd love to finger and lick her pussy and give her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue.
I'd love to make love to her while continuing to make out with her before fucking her fast and hard to give her an orgasm, this time with my cock. Then, I'd love for my grandmother's best friend to blow me and allow me to cum in her wrinkled mouth. I'd love to watch her swallow my cum.
Unfortunately, nothing more than masturbation fantasies, even though all four women are whores, and even though we're not blood related, sex between us is taboo. They'd never have sex with me. Perhaps, Edna may have me sex with me but my stepsister, stepmother, and grandmother would never have forbidden sex with me. All that I can do is to continue stroking myself while imagining them all in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked while having sex with me.
# # #
There's nothing wrong with me. I'm tall, good looking, and have a muscular body from working out. Only, I'm a nerd when it comes to women and sex. I have no idea what to do.
Not knowing how to sexually seduce them, I'm as shy as I am clumsy. I need an experienced woman to take me under her wing and show me what to do to get laid. Yet, embarrassed to ask anyone, I have no one to ask for her help.
The only women that I know well enough to ask them any question are my stepmother, Veronica, my big stepsister, Crystal, my grandmother, Mary and/perhaps, my granny's best friend, Edna. Only, even though I'm close with all four women, I can't ask them about sex. I can't. I just can't. I'd be so ashamed for any of them to know that I'm an innocent virgin. I wouldn't want any of them to know that I've yet to have sex.
I considered going to a prostitute. Definitely, she could tell me and, perhaps, show me what to do. Except, I don't know any hookers. Besides, even if I did know a hooker, with her sexually being with lots of men, I don't want to contract an STD. Instead of having sex with her, maybe, she'd just talk to me, allow me to ask her questions, and allow me to touch and feel her naked body. I don't know if that's something she'd do, and how much she'd charge to talk to her while she's naked.
Instead of having a sexual relationship with a woman, literally, I'm a horny masturbation machine. I masturbate at least four times a day, sometimes more, once in the morning, once at night, and two more times during the day. I masturbate while watching porn on my computer.
# # #
A sexual fetish and fixation of mine, I have a thing for older women, especially older women with big breasts. I don't know what it is but I love older women with big tits, the bigger the better. Then, after finding topless and naked photos of my stepsister, my stepmother, and my grandmother, in sexual heaven, I masturbate over those, too.
While watching older, big breasted women on porn sites on my computer, I imagine my stepmother, Veronica, in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked and having sex with me. I imagine my grandma, Mary, in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked and having sex with me. I even imagine Edna, in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked and having sex with me.
My grandmother and her friend both have big tits. Having seen her bras in the laundry basket, when visiting her, my granny has F cup breasts that are equal to a triple D cup tits. Her friend takes a smaller bra cup size but her breasts are still quite big, too. If I were to guess her bra cup size, Edna probably wears a double D cup bra. Having seen their bras in the hamper, too, my stepmother, Veronica, wears a D cup bra and my stepsister, Crystal, wears a C cup bra.
'Tits, tits, tits, I love tits, especially big tits,' I thought.
I can't believe that I found old photos of my grandmother and my stepmother topless and naked in their storage trunks in the attic. If that wasn't enough, I can't believe I found topless and naked photos of my stepsister in the bottom of her bedroom closet. While wishing that I could see those, I wondered if Edna has topless and naked photos hidden in her house, too.
Other than just seeing their bras and panties in the laundry, I hold them and sniff them while masturbating. Yet instead of just holding bras and sniffing panties, I'd much rather see what's inside of their bras and panties. I wish I could see their naked breasts, their naked pussies, and their naked asses in person instead of in photos. I'd love to see all four women topless and naked.
Alas, me seeing any of them in their bra and panties, topless and/or naked, and having sex with any one of them will never happen. Church going women, surprisingly after discovering that they were once strippers and whores, my grandmother and her friend are modestly moral. In the way that many horny men saw them forty-years-ago topless and, perhaps, naked, I'll never see them without their clothes now. They'll never have sex with a virginal man, especially a man who is a third of their age.
# # #
Oddly enough, while wondering if she knew that I was a virgin, something that I never expected, my sexual education started with my grandmother, of all women. I love my grandmother. I mow her lawn every summer and shovel her snow every winter. I wash her car weekly and wax her car four times a year.
Good with my hands, and happy to do it, she calls me to fix whatever is broken, and repair whatever needs repairing. While hoping to see something of my grandmother that I shouldn't see, I'm always at my grandma's house for something. Adding to my masturbation fantasies, it was a bonus when I discovered that she once was a stripper and a whore.
Again, and surprisingly, something that I never knew until I read a story by WickedWhoreWriter on Literotica is that many women over fifty-years-old are whores. Because men no longer pay attention to them and/or compliment them, with them as horny and lonely as they are sexually frustrated all it takes for a man to bed an older woman is to dick flash her. Something that younger women may find disgusting, older women love seeing a man's exposed prick, especially a younger man's erect naked cock.
I love my grandmother but, while wondering if that story about older women was true, I couldn't dick flash her. She's my grandma. She's my best friend. She's my confidant. The things that I can't talk to my stepmother about and/or my stepsister, I confess to my granny.
With us having no secrets between us, except for sex, I talk to her about everything. Thinking that there'd be something wrong with me, I don't want her to know that I'm a virgin. With me good looking, I'm sure she thinks that I have a girlfriend. I'm sure she thinks that I've had sex.
As if I'm still a child, she makes me homemade chocolate chip cookies and gives me milk every time I visit her. After mowing her lawn or washing her car, I'd rather have a cold beer on a hot summer's day than milk or a shot of brandy on a cold winter day. Seemingly with them always together, while drinking coffee or wine, her best friend and next door neighbor, Edna, is always there visiting, too. If I didn't know any better, now that I know about their past, secret life, I'd suspect them of being lesbian lovers.
'Wow,' I thought. 'How hot would it be if they were lesbian lovers? How hot would it be to watch my naked grandmother having lesbian sex with her naked best friend?'
From there I thought of how hot it would be to have threesome sex with my grandmother and her best friend. I'd love for my big breasted grandmother and/or her busty friend, Edna, to take my virginity. Only, if they were lesbian, they may not want to have sex with me or with any man.'
# # #
Something that I didn't know but overheard my grandmother say when she was talking on the phone to Edna, and I was in the kitchen eating my chocolate chip cookies and drinking my milk. Shocking but true,they once worked together. Forty-years ago, Edna was a stripper with my grandmother. This sixty-six-year-old woman was a stripper, too. Mary's best friend and next door neighbor, Edna, was also a whore. I wondered if she was a prostitute, too.
Again, something that will never happen, nonetheless, those thoughts gave me plenty to jerk myself off over later. Now that I knew and not just suspected, I imagined having threesome sex with them. I visualized making out with and French kissing my grandmother and her friend. I envisioned feeling them through their clothes while undressing them. I pictured stripping them both naked while touching, feeling, and fondling their naked bodies everywhere.
Once they're naked, with them teaching me what to do and how to do it, I'd finger and lick their pussies. I'd give them both sexual orgasms with my fingers and with my tongue before slowly and passionately making love to them. Then, humping them faster and humping them harder, I'd fuck them. I'd fuck them both fast and hard enough to give them orgasms with my cock. With them no longer able to get pregnant, I'd even ejaculate my big load of oozy cum in their warm and wet pussies.
Finally, my sexual fantasy finally coming true, I'd have them both blow me, or have my grandmother gum me. I'd love for the both of them to stroke my cock while sucking my prick one at a time or both of them together. Showing me the cocksucking whores that they are, I'd cum in their mouths, and watch them swallow my cum.
'Suck it, grandma, or gum me grandma,' I imagined saying. 'Blow me, Edna, I need to cum in your mouth and watch you swallow my cum.'
While they licked me clean, I imagine ejaculating a second load of cum all over their elderly faces and their naked, wrinkled bodies. I imagined cumming in their gray hair, and across their huge, naked breasts. I stroke myself faster and harder while envisioning giving them both cum baths, and them dripping with my cum. Alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I may have a better chance of having sex with my stepmother and/or my stepsister than with my grandmother and her best friend.
'Wow,' I thought. 'How hot would that be to have sex with my stepmother Veronica, and/or my stepsister, Crystal? I wish I could have sex with either one of them or both of them. Only, even though my stepmother and stepsister are whores, with us not blood related but living together under the same roof, they may not want to have sex with me. They may not be incestuous whores. They may draw the line at having forbidden sex with me, their stepson and their stepbrother.'
# # #
I love visiting my grandmother, especially when her friend is visiting her, too. I love it when my grandmother and her friend are relaxing while drinking wine. With them sitting on the couch, and me sitting across from them on the reclining chair, not realizing that they're flashing me, whether they know it or not, they sexually teased me. No doubt, because of their arthritis, they sit with their knees parted open just enough for me to see what I shouldn't see of them.
Giving me more to masturbate over later, they continually flash me their white panties. I don't know if they're deliberately flashing me or unintentionally flashing me but every time they slowly and seductively cross and uncross their legs, they both flash me upskirt peeks of their sheer white panties. I love seeing their panties.
Sometimes, showing me more, seemingly, they forget how they're sitting, and don't notice me staring. I wonder if they're deliberately flashing me their panty clad pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and the image of their bushy gray and brown, pubic hair. After seeing topless and naked photos of my grandma, I wish I could see topless and naked photos of Edna, too. Yet, seeing her sheer panties gives me plenty to jerk off over her, too.
Then, I love it when they lean forward to pick up their wine glasses from the coffee table to take a sip of their wine. Giving me even more to masturbate over, with their low-cut blouses falling forward and open with them, they flashed me down blouse views of their long lines of cleavages and their low-cut white bras. With me not just looking but staring, they flash me down blouse views again when they return their wine glasses to the coffee table.
'Oh, my God, undressing them with my horny eyes, I love seeing my grandmother's and her best friend's panties and bras,' I thought while getting a bigger and harder erection. I can't wait to masturbate over all that I'm seeing now later. I only wish that I could have sex with one of them or with both of them.'
Unable to stop staring at the both of them, I continued staring at all that they're showing and at all that I'm seeing. Now that I know that they were both strippers, I only wished they'd undress for me. I'd love to see them in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked.
# # #
'How hot would that be to have sex with my grandmother and/or her best friend,' I thought?
When I'm not seeing something of my grandmother that I shouldn't see, I'm seeing something of her best friend that I shouldn't see. When I'm not playing with myself over seeing their panties, I'm stroking myself over seeing their cleavages and bras. With me horny and sexually excited with all that they're showing and all that I'm seeing, unable to stop it, they always give me an erection. In the way that I stare at them, unless I cover my erection with my hand, they stare at the big bulge in my jeans.
With them staring at my bulging prick through my jeans, in the way that I continually stare at their big breasts and erect nipples through their blouses and bras, I wonder if they're as horny and sexually frustrated as I am. I wonder if they want to see me naked as much as I want to see them naked. I wonder if they want to have sex with me as much as I love to have sex with them.
Then, I remembered that story about many women over fifty, especially women without a man in their lives who are whores. Seeing if what the writer wrote is true, with her staring at my jean clad bulge, I'd love to dick flash my grandmother. With her staring at my jean clad bulge, too, I'd love to dick flash her friend.
In the way that I stare at them while undressing them with my horny eyes, I'd wonder if they'd look at my exposed prick. I wondered if she'd stare at my erect naked cock. Or, possibly born again after having found God and religion, perhaps, they look away in shame, embarrassment, and disdain.
'Nah,' I thought. 'This is my grandmother and her friend; I can't dick flash them. Just as they'd never allow me to see them in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked and have sex with them, they'd never want to see me naked and have sex with me.'
To be continued...
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Three Generations of Strippers, #2
Massaging my grandmother, Mary, and her Best Friend, Edna.
Three Generations of Strippers revised, rewritten, and continued from #1:
I love visiting my grandmother, especially when her friend, Edna, is visiting her, too. I love it when she and her friend are relaxing while drinking wine. Laughing a lot, they become a little tipsy after their second glass of wine. With neither one of them having enough body weight to hold their own liquor, they're both 5' 8" tall and weigh about 140 pounds.
When they're sitting on the couch, and I'm sitting across from them on the reclining chair, unaware that they're flashing me, whether they know it or not, they sexually teased me by flashing me up skirt peeks of their panties. No doubt, because of their arthritis, they sit with their knees parted open just enough for me to see what I shouldn't see of them. Giving me more to masturbate over later, they continually flash me their white panties.
I don't know if they're deliberately flashing me or unintentionally flashing me but every time they slowly, sexily, and seductively cross and uncross their legs, they both continually flash me upskirt peeks of their sheer, white panties. With me as horny as I'm sexually frustrated, I love seeing their panties. As much as they're exhibitionists, I'm a voyeur. All they have to do for me to get an erection is to give me up skirt peeks of their panties.
Sometimes, showing me more, especially when they're working on their third glass of wine, no longer sitting like ladies, they forget how they're sitting. Moreover, and surprisingly, too busy talking and laughing, they don't notice me staring at all that they're showing and at all that I'm seeing. Again, I wonder if they are deliberately flashing me their panties. I love seeing their sexy underwear.
'How hot if my grandma and her friend were sexually teasing me by intentionally flashing me,' I thought? 'If they are, I wonder if they finger themselves over me seeing their panties in the way that I stroke myself over them when I'm seeing their panties.'
# # #
With their arthritic knees parted open even more, they flash me their panty clad pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and the patch of their bushy gray and brown, pubic hair. After seeing topless and naked photos of my grandma, I wish I could see topless and naked photos of Edna, too. With her as much of a MILF as my grandma is a GILF, seeing her sheer panties gives me plenty to jerk off later over her, too.
Then, with them not done flashing me up skirt peeks of their panties, I love it when they lean forward to pick up their wine glasses from the coffee table to take a sip of their wine. Giving me even more to masturbate over, with their low-cut blouses falling forward and open with them, they flashed me down blouse views of their long, sexy lines of cleavages and their low-cut white bras. With me not just looking but staring, they flash me down blouse views again when they return their wine glasses to the coffee table.
After seeing their panties and bras, I continue undressing them with my eyes. I imagine them topless. I imagine them naked.
'I love seeing my grandmother's and her best friend's panties and bras,' I thought.
Giving me more to masturbate over, after seeing their panties and bras again, I can't wait to jerk off over them later. Growing bigger and harder, my erection throbs and pulsates in my jeans over all that I'm seeing of them. I can't wait to masturbate over all that I'm seeing now, later. I can't wait to cum. Alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, I only wish that I could have sex with one of them or with both of them. I'd love for one of them to take my virginity.
Unable to stop staring at the both of them, memorizing all that I'm seeing and continuing to undress them with my horny eyes, I continued staring at all that they're showing and at all that I'm seeing. Now that I know that more than forty-years-ago, they were once both strippers, I only wished they'd undress and strip themselves naked for me.
I'd love them to give me a slow, striptease show. I'd love to see them standing in front of me in their bras and panties, topless, and naked. Again, I'd love to have sex with either one of them or in a threesome with both of them. Even though not all strippers are whores and/or prostitutes, after finding my stepmother's diary, I suspected that not only were stepmother and stepsister whores and prostitutes but also my grandmother and her friend were, too.
'No matter their age, once an exhibitionist, always an exhibitionist,' I thought. 'Once a stripper always a stripper. How hot to have sex with my grandmother and her friend, after they stripped themselves naked. 'Assuredly, when it's their time to go, they're both going to be big hits in the nursing home.'
Continuing to undress them with my horny eyes, I stared at them as if they were sitting across from me in their bra and panties, topless, or naked.
# # #
When I'm not seeing something of my grandmother that I shouldn't see, I'm seeing something of her best friend that I shouldn't see. When I'm not playing with myself over seeing their panties, I'm stroking myself over seeing their cleavages and bras. With me horny and sexually excited with all that they're showing, and all that I'm seeing, unable to control it, they always give me an erection. In the way that I stare at them, unless I cover my erection with my hand when I stand, they stare at the big bulge in my jeans.
With them staring at my bulging prick through my jeans, in the way that I continually stare at their big breasts and erect nipples through their blouses and bras, I wonder if they're as horny and sexually frustrated as I am. I wonder if they're as wet as I'm hard. I wonder if they want to see me naked as much as I want to see them naked. I wonder if they want to have sex with me as much as I love to have sex with them.
Then, again, I remembered a story about many women over fifty-years-old, especially women without men in their lives are whores. Seeing if what the writer wrote is true, with her staring at my jean clad bulging prick, something so forbidden, albeit sexually exciting to do, I'd love to dick flash my grandmother. With her staring at my jean clad bulge, too, I'd love to dick flash her friend, too.
In the way that I stare at them while undressing them with my horny eyes, if I did dare myself to dick flash them, I'd wonder if they'd look at my exposed prick. I wondered if they'd stare at my erect naked cock. Or, possibly born again after having rediscovered God and religion, perhaps, no longer whores, they'd look away in shame, embarrassment, and disdain.
Even though I dared myself to deliberately dick flash them, I can't. Even though I want to show them both my big dick after they showed me their panties and bras, I just can't. Even though when I go home, I'll be stroking myself and cumming over imagining showing them my erect prick, I don't want them to think that I'm an exhibitionistic pervert.
'Nah, ruining our close relationships that I have with my grandmother and her friend isn't worth it,' I thought. 'This is my grandmother and her best friend. I can't dick flash them. Just as they'd never allow me to see them in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked and have sex with them, they'd never want to see me naked and have sex with me.'
After not having the courage to show them my cock, especially after they continued showing me their panties and bras, still feeling so horny, I felt sexually frustrated. I still not only wanted to dick flash them but also, I wanted to masturbate and cum in front of them. As if I was a customer in the VIP room, while wondering what happens in a VIP room, I wanted to step closer to them and cum in their hair, all over their faces, and on their clothes. Surely not their first, receiving one, I wanted to give them both cum baths.
'It's enough that I know about their secret pasts. It's enough that I have topless and naked photos of my grandma. It's enough that they intentionally or unintentionally flash me their panties and bras,' I thought while taking a breath to calm myself.
# # #
Three Generations of Strippers, #2
After finding topless and naked photos of my grandmother and my stepmother in the attic, I found topless and naked photos of my stepsister in the bottom of her closet. Yet, alas, even though I've seen them all topless and naked, with me an innocent virgin, all that I can do is stare at them. All that I can do is masturbate over their sexually revealing photos.
Unable to make a sexual move, these are not just any women, this is my grandma, my stepmom, and my stepsister. By all that I read in my stepmom's diary, even though they're whores and, perhaps prostitutes, I'm clueless what to do? Unaware how to sexually seduce a woman, I'm powerless to have sex.
Sometimes, when I visit my grandmother in the early morning, she's still in her short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgown. For an elderly woman, she still has an amazing body. Seeing more of her than just her bra and panties, I love seeing her in her nightgowns. Again, I undress her with my eyes, especially after having seen her topless and naked photos, I love imagining seeing more of her than I'm seeing.
Especially when she walks in front of the television in the darkened living room, I can clearly see through her nightgown. When she opens the drapes in the morning, and the bright sunshine illuminates her, again, I can see through her nightgown as if she's not wearing one. With her having an open floor plan, I can see her from the living room where I'm sitting in my reclining chair all the way into the kitchen.
When she opens the refrigerator door without turning on the kitchen light and leans her head inside, her nightgown becomes totally transparent. Giving me more to masturbate over, and with her always giving me an erection, when I return home, I love stroking myself whenever seeing my grandma wearing her sheer and sexy nightgowns. With them unaware that I've seen all of them that I shouldn't have seen, I continually jerk off over their topless and naked photos that I have hidden in my room.
'Oh, my God.' I thought. 'Looking ten-years younger than her age, looking fifty-something instead of sixty-something, my grandmother still has a sexy and shapely body, especially for a sixty-six-year-old woman. Her best friend does, too. Maintaining their figures with diet and exercise, they're both models and examples of what good living did for them later in life.'
# # #
All that I could do was to stare at all that I was seeing of her. I can't wait to play with myself later over seeing my nearly naked grandmother now. Again, undressing her with my horny eyes, I stared at all that I could see of her naked ass, her naked tits, and her naked pussy through the sheerness of her nearly transparent nightgown. I love it when she squats down in front of me with her knees parted wide open, and her nightgown pulled up to the middle of her thighs to pick something up off of the carpet.
'My grandmother flashed me her naked pussy. I saw her naked cunt,' I thought.
Seeing her naked cunt makes me want to have sex with her. I wondered what she'd do if I took her in my arms, kissed her on her lips, and parted them with my tongue. Then, while kissing her and reaching behind her to feel, squeeze, and slap her naked ass through her short nightgown, I imagine reaching beneath her nightie to cup her naked pussy in the palm of my horny hand.
Something that I'll be stroking myself over later, I can't believe that she gave me an up nightie view of her naked, bushy brown pussy. Then, with my eyes bugging out of my head and my mouth hanging open, with her still squatting in front of me, I watch my grandma's nightgown fall forward and wide open with her. In the way that I stared at her naked pussy, I stared at her naked breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and her erect nipples.
'If seeing her naked pussy wasn't enough, I saw her naked breasts, too,' I thought. 'I can't believe it.'
With me as a breast man, I wish I could touch, feel, and fondle her naked double D cup breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples. I'd love to make her as wet as I'm hard. Even though she's my beloved grandmother, and my best friend, I'd love to have forbidden sex with her. I'd love to give her multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
'Don't stop kissing me, Christopher,' I imagined my grandma saying. 'Feel my tits and finger my nipples. I love having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered.'
Obediently obeying her by feeling her breasts and fingering her nipples through her nightgown, I imagined continuing to make out with her. Then, I imagined her telling me what more to do.
'Reach beneath my nightgown, part my pussy lips with your finger and rub my clit. I'm so wet for you, Christopher. Finger fuck me. Masturbate your grandmother,' I imagined her saying.
Alas, nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, I couldn't wait to play with myself while visualizing having illicit sex with my granny. I couldn't wait to cum over her. I still can't believe that I saw her naked pussy and her naked breasts.
# # #
With her always hot, and it is always hot in her house, especially in the summer, unless it's a cold winter's day, she never wears a robe over her nightgowns. Unless it's really hot outside, she's not a fan of air conditioning. She said the cold air flares up her arthritis. She's always asking me to rub her shoulder or her lower back. While imagining her naked and having sex with her, I love touching, feeling, and rubbing her firm and shapely body.
I love it as much as she loves it when she allows me to rub her shoulders and her lower back. While wishing she was naked, I love massaging my grandma. As if she was my girlfriend, my wife, or my lover instead of my beloved grandmother, I love touching, feeling, and rubbing her nightgown clad body while imagining her naked and her having sex with me.
Then one day, she called me from her bedroom.
"Christopher, come here, please. I need you to do something for me. Come into my bedroom and help granny, please," she said.
Somewhere I've never been, she invited me into her inner sanctum, her bedroom. Not knowing what she wanted, perhaps she wanted me to change a lightbulb, hang a drape, or help her change her sheets. Again, obediently obeying her, I walked to her bedroom from the living room. I stopped to stare at her from her bedroom doorway.
Shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she had disappeared in her bedroom, removed her nightgown, and put on a housecoat with nothing underneath. She buttoned only one button of her housecoat by her tummy. Whenever she moved around her room, the top and/or the bottom of her housecoat opened wide enough to reveal her naked breasts and/or her naked pussy.
Something that I've never seen of her before until she squatted down to pick something up from the carpet, I couldn't believe that she was flashing me quick glimpses of her naked breasts and her naked pussy again now. I watched her as if I was a voyeur which, of course, I am, and she's an exhibitionist which, of course, she is. As soon as I saw what she was wearing or not wearing, I had an erection.
With her bedroom light on, she turned to face me with her housecoat partially open from the top and from the bottom. With her not wearing a bra or panties, not having to imagine what I was seeing, continually flashing me quick glimpses of her naked breasts, and/or her naked pussy, I could clearly see that she was naked beneath her housecoat. I loved seeing her in her unbuttoned house coat more than I loved seeing her in her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns.
I stared at her while picturing seeing quick flashes of her naked breasts and her naked bushy pussy. I couldn't see as much as I hoped to see of her beautiful, naked body. Modestly moral, she had one hand by her breast and a second hand by her pussy. Then, turning away from me, and with her back to me, while wondering what she was doing, I watched her climb on bed to lay on her tummy.
# # #
As soon as she climbed on her bed, I wanted to climb in bed with her. As if giving me a not so subtle hint, I wondered if she wanted me to climb in bed with her and lay beside her. I wanted to hold her, hug her, and spoon her while touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body beneath her nearly open housecoat.
While I was with her on her bed, I wanted her to hold me, hug me, and spoon me, too. I wanted her to reach her hand inside the front of my jeans and in my underwear to take hold of my big dick. Something that will never happen, yet, with her making me so horny by continuing to flash me, I envisioned having sex with my grandmother.
Not believing my horny eyes, the back of her housecoat was raised to the bottom of her firm ass cheeks. With her legs spread, I couldn't quite see her naked pussy but I could see the shadow that her bushy brown pubic hair made between her legs. I sat lower on her bed beside her while hoping to catch more of an up housecoat glimpse of her naked pussy again. Then, she said what I was hoping she'd say.
"Would you be a dear and give granny a massage," she asked? "My arthritis is really bad today," she said. "I'm in a lot of pain. That extra strength, 8 hour Tylenol doesn't help."
Stunned, surprising me other than rubbing her shoulders and her lower back on the couch, I've never given her a massage. Having never given anyone a massage, I didn't know how to give a proper massage. I didn't know where to start and what to do.
To be honest, wishing that I could give her a naked massage, I wish she wasn't wearing her housecoat. With it easier to uncover more of all that I shouldn't see, I wish she was naked and lying beneath a towel. I'd see more of her naked body if she was only wearing a towel than a housecoat.
"Don't get old," she said with a laugh. "At my age, everything hurts. Massage my legs, and my hips, too, please," she said.
'What? She wanted me to massage her hips. Seriously? Did she mean that she wanted me to massage her ass? As much as I wished that I could massage her naked breasts, which she'd never ask me to do, I'd love to massage her naked ass,' I thought.
She turned to look at me as if to see my reaction to see what she was wearing, what I was seeing, and to her asking me to give her a massage. Again, obediently obeying her, working my way up, I started with her feet, I gave her a foot massage. I don't have a foot fetish but massaging her feet while parting her legs more, I was hoping to see her naked pussy again.
She wiggled and sighed with pleasure when I massaged her feet. Having given her several foot massages before while peeking at her white panties beneath her short skirt or at her naked pussy beneath her short nightgown, she seemed to love it when I gave her foot massage. With me giving her foot massages always giving me an erection I always masturbated after giving my grandma a foot massage.
# # #
I remembered what John Travolta as Vincent Vega and Samual L. Jackson as Jules Winnfield in Pulp Fiction said when talking about foot massages. Vincent said that foot massages were sexual and Jules, who confessed to giving his mother foot massages all the time, said that they were not. Based on my grandma's reaction to me giving her a foot massage, I'd agree with Vincent.
When massaging her feet, she turned more to me and parted her legs more. She continually flashed me her naked pussy beneath her nearly buttoned housecoat. Foot massages made her glistening wet. While I massaged her feet, wishing it was her hand instead of her foot, I rested her foot on my throbbing erection while I continued staring at all that I could see of her naked cunt.


She gave me plenty to masturbate over for the rest of my horny life. I felt as if I was a shoe store salesman trying to fit her foot in a boot a size too small. With her not wearing panties, and with me massaging her feet while lifting her legs higher and parting her legs wider, she continued flashing me her naked pussy. A game that we continued to play, just as she never mentioned that she could feel my throbbing erection against the back of her toes, I never mentioned that I could see her naked cunt.
After massaging her feet, I massaged her legs from her ankles and in between her shapely legs nearly all the way up to her housecoat covered pussy. With her legs spread open even more, when massaging the tops of her inner thighs, I slowly and deliberately brushed my horny hand by her naked cunt. When I did, as if she enjoyed my hand brushing by her moist pussy, she gasped, giggled, and wiggled.
I wondered what it would feel like to masturbate my naked grandmother's cunt. Again, having never had sex with a woman, I wanted to have sex with her now. I wanted to finger her pussy while licking her cunt. I wondered if she'd show me how and allow me to masturbate her before eating her. Even though I've never masturbated and/or licked a pussy, I'd love to give her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue.
Not stopping with just eating her, with her making me sexually crazed, I wanted to strip off my jeans and my underwear. I wanted to climb on her bed and mount her from behind and fuck her. After giving her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I wanted to give her another orgasm with my cock. While wondering what it would feel like, I wanted to cum in her warm and wet pussy.
# # #
Only, feeling as if I was taking sexual advantage of my grandma, what I wanted to do and what I did do was just stare. I stared at all that I shouldn't see of her nearly naked pussy. I'll be playing with myself later over massaging her now.
Finally, with her giving me permission to massage her hips, I massage the sides of her hips through her housecoat. With her housecoat continually rising higher, it didn't take long to expose more of her nearly naked ass. Shocking me again, she reached her hand down and lifted the back of her housecoat to her waist and exposed her naked ass, and the back of her naked pussy to me.
'Is she kidding me? I don't believe this,' I thought. 'She deliberately exposed her naked ass and the back of her pussy to me,' I thought.
She laughed.
"It's okay, Christopher. It's just my ass," she said with a shrug. "If you don't mind and aren't too embarrassed, I like having my ass massaged, too."
'Just her ass,' I thought? 'May I massage your pussy, too,' I wanted to ask but I didn't dare?
With her naked ass not a big deal to her, her naked ass was a big deal to me. Her naked ass is the first woman's naked ass that I've ever seen. She had a beautiful ass, especially for a woman her age. I wondered if she knew that I could see the back of her naked pussy, too. Suddenly again, I wanted to bury my finger and my tongue in her glistening wet cunt. Clearly just as she had made me hard, I had made her wet.
# # #
Then, she turned over. Not believing my horny eyes, as soon as she turned to the side, she flashed me the side of her naked F cup breast and a side view of her bushy, brown pussy. As soon as she moved to her back, she briefly flashed me her big naked breasts, and a full frontal view of her bushy brown naked cunt, along with her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit.
'I saw my grandmother naked. I saw her naked breasts and she gave me a good long look of her naked pussy,' I thought. 'As shocked as I was sexually excited, I can't believe that I saw her naked tits and her naked pussy. I can't wait to masturbate over seeing her naked.'
"Opps," she said. "Sorry. Don't peek."
She laughed.
"Sorry about that," she said, apologizing again.
She laughed again while closing her housecoat.
"Now that you massaged the back of my legs, massage the front of my legs, too," she said.
I continued massaging my grandmother. Only, this time, after she flashed me her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy, her naked breasts, and her pussy again, I was freer with my hands. While massaging her long, shapely legs, I accidentally on purpose brushed by her housecoat to open it more. As if unaware that her naked pussy was exposed, she was slow to close her housecoat. I continued staring at her naked cunt. This wasn't just anyone's pussy. This was my grandmother's pussy.
Unable to remove my horny eyes, I continued staring at my grandma's naked cunt. I stared at her brown, bushy pubic hair, her naked pussy mound, her naked camel toe, and her naked pussy slit. The first naked pussy that I've seen, I so wanted to cum it, finger it, part her pussy lips with my finger, rub her clit, and finger fuck her but I didn't.
With her giving me a good, long look, all I could do was to stare. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked cunt. I'll be masturbating over seeing my naked grandma for the rest of my horny life.
Especially having never had sex before, I wanted to have sex with my grandma. I wanted to finger her cunt before licking her cunt. I wanted to eat her pussy. Then, after giving her a sexual orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I wanted to mount her, make love to her, and fuck her. I wanted to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
# # #
Then surprising me, something that I never expected her to do, she turned to the side to grab her cell phone. When she did, the top of her housecoat opened all of the way. With her big breasts falling out of her housecoat and to the side with her, her huge tits were entirely exposed.
In the way that I stared at her naked ass, the back of her naked pussy, and the front of her cunt, I stared at her naked breasts, her symmetrical areolas, and her big, erect nipples. Unable to stop staring, I stared at my nearly naked grandmother. I loved seeing her big, naked tits as much as I loved seeing her naked ass and her naked pussy.
'Again, especially now that she gave me a good long look of her naked breasts, I'll be masturbating over my naked grandmother for the rest of my horny life,' I thought.
With her feigning her moral modesty but acting embarrassed and closing the top and the bottom of her housecoat but not enough. I continued staring at all that she was showing and all that I was seeing. Wanting to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples, I didn't dare. I couldn't.
I wanted to cup and finger her naked pussy but I couldn't do that either. Instead, when I heard her talking to Edna on her cell phone, I stopped massaging her legs. I listened in disbelief to all that she said.
"Edna, what are you doing," she asked? "Well, stop whatever you're doing and come over. Christopher just gave me a wonderful massage," she said. "Would you like him to give you one, too," she asked her friend with a dirty laugh?
She hung up her phone. Then, letting go of her housecoat to expose a quick flash of her naked breasts to me again, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Thank you for the massage, Christopher. I loved it when you massaged my feet and my naked ass," she said with a dirty laugh.
Then, she looked at me apologetically.
"I should have asked you before I called her and invited her over for you to massage her, too, but you don't mind, do you," she asked? "Would you give Edna a massage, too," she asked? "Will you?
She looked at me and gave me a big, satisfied smile.
"She loves getting massages. I'm sure she'd love to get a massage from you. You have magical hands, so big and so strong," she said with a wiggle and a giggle.
I smiled at my grandmother.
"I don't mind. I'm at your service, grandma," I said. "Your wish is my command," I said as if I was her personal massage genie.
I bowed my head while smiling up at her.
# # #
Rushing over from next door and wearing just her short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgown and slippers, Edna entered the back door without knocking. Then she entered Mary's bedroom in a flurry. Just as my grandmother had just done, Edna gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
While staring up at her friend, my grandmother, Mary, sat on her bed practically naked. The side of her breast was nakedly exposed and with her naked pussy still exposed, the bottom of her housecoat was opened nearly up to her waist. Not making any attempt to close her housecoat and cover her nakedness, she showed her friend and I a lot of skin.
"I'm here for my massage," said Edna.
She laughed while hugging herself with glee.
"Especially one with a happy ending," she said.
Not knowing what a massage with a happy ending was, I looked at her confused. She stared at me while licking her lips. In the way that my grandmother had just done, Edna did, too. She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
Shockingly surprising me and sexually exciting me, Edna walked closer to me, close enough for me to reach out and touch her and feel her everywhere through her sexy nightgown. Then, as if I was her boyfriend, her husband, or her lover, she leaned forward, reached down for the hem of her nightgown, and raised her nightie to her naked pussy, up over her naked breasts, and off.
Edna was naked, totally naked. I stared at her as if I had never seen a naked woman before. If seeing my grandmother nearly naked wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her best friend totally naked without her nightgown. As soon as my grandmother turned to look at her friend, she screamed.
"Edan! What the hell are you doing?"
# # #
My grandmother stood and left her room to grab a towel from the linen closet.
"This isn't that kind of massage, Edna. Christopher is my grandson. How dare you strip yourself naked in front of him," she asked? "Oh, my God! I can't believe you did that."
Edna shrugged.
"What's the big deal, Mary? You act as if he's a virgin," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'm sure he's seen plenty of naked women. With him so good looking, I'm sure he has plenty of girlfriends."
She shrugged her immoral immodesty again.
"If you don't mind seeing me in my naked splendor, Chris, I don't mind," she said. "Would you like me to remain naked while you massage me," she asked?
Unable to answer her, in the way that I stared at my nearly naked grandmother, I stared at her friend. I stared at her big double D cup, naked breasts. I stared at her dark pink, symmetrical areolas, and her lighter pink, erect nipples. I stared down at her bushy brown and gray pussy.
Then, as if she was a nude model posing for me, she slowly turned around to show me her naked ass. She even bent at the waist and wiggled her ass to give me a better look at her naked ass and the back of her wet, glistening pussy. Not done there, showing me a lot of pink of her naked pussy, she parted her ass cheeks with her hands while laughing.
Mary returned to her bedroom and threw the towel at her friend.
"Cover yourself," she said. "Get on my bed and climb beneath the towel."
To be continued...
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Three Generations of Strippers, #3
Sex with my grandma, her friend, my stepmom & my stepsister.
Author's Note:
This chapter is dedicated to those men who had, wished they had, and/or regretted not having had sex with their stepmothers. This chapter is dedicated to those men who had, wished they had, and/or regretted not having had sex with their stepsisters. This chapter is dedicated to those men who had, wished they had, and/or regretted not having had sex with their grandmoms. This chapter is dedicated to all of those men who had, wished they had, and/or regretted not having had sex with their family friend.
Before you read the last chapter of this story, I apologize in advance. Please forgive me. I'm so embarrassed. I got carried away. With me being the cocksucking whore that I am, I couldn't help myself from adding more sexual scenes.
If I was a stepmom and had a stepson, if I was a stepsister and had a stepbrother, if I was a grandmother and had a hot, young grandson, or if I was the family friend, this would be my story.
Overloaded with sex, I have way too much sex in this chapter. I hope you don't mind. I hope that after reading this chapter, it doesn't make your penis sore from stroking yourself too much when reading this chapter. Again, please forgive me for going overboard with the sex.
Perhaps, you shouldn't read the entire chapter in one sitting. Perhaps, you should break up reading all of this chapter in the course of a day or two. Perhaps, you should turn on a fan, drink lots of water, and have a bottle of baby oil, and a box of tissues on hand. Unless you want your stepmom, stepsister, grandma, or family friend to catch you masturbating over this story, I suggest that you lock your bedroom door while jerking off over this story.
# # #
Three Generations of Strippers revised, rewritten, and continued from #2:
Rushing over from next door and wearing just her short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightie and slippers, Edna entered her friend's back door without knocking. With her big tits bouncing up and down, and her braless breasts swaying side to side, she entered Mary's bedroom in a rush. Just as my grandmother had just done, Edna gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
While staring up at her friend, Mary sat on her bed practically naked and still sexually aroused. The side of her breast was nakedly exposed and, with the bottom of her housecoat opened all the way to her waist to expose her naked pussy, too. As if as stunned as she was still sexually stimulated, not making any attempt to close her housecoat and cover her nakedness, she continued showing her friend and I a lot of skin.
No doubt, getting the wrong idea from seeing Mary nearly naked, Edna must have thought that I had given her friend a naked massage or, possibly, even sex. She looked from my grandmother to look at me while smiling wildly. Looking already sexually aroused, the impressions of her erect nipples were clearly noticeable through her sheer and nearly transparent nightgown.
"I'm here for my massage," said Edna.
She laughed while hugging herself with glee.
"I love massages, especially ones with happy endings," she said.
Not knowing what a massage with a happy ending was, I looked at her with confusion. She stared at me while sliding a slow tongue across her red, full lips. In the way that my grandmother had just done, Edna did, too. As if they shared a secret, she gave me another sexy smile and a naughty look.
Shockingly surprising me and sexually exciting me, as if expecting me to hug her, Edna walked closer to me, close enough for me to touch her and feel her everywhere through her sexy nightgown. Then, as if I was her boyfriend, her husband, or her lover, she leaned forward, reached down for the hem of her nightgown, and raised her nightie to her naked pussy, up over her naked breasts, and off. With her unembarrassed and unashamed, she stared up at me smiling while, seemingly, waiting for me to say something and/or take her in her arms.
Unable to speak, I couldn't move. Afraid to touch her, other than touching and feeling my grandma everywhere, including her naked ass, except for her naked breasts and her naked pussy, I had never sexually touched, felt, and fondled a naked woman. In the way that Edna stared up at me, it was clearly obvious that she wanted me to give her more than just a massage. Perhaps, that's what a massage with a happy ending was. She wanted me to give her sex.
Edna was not only naked, totally naked but seemed proud that she stood in front of me without her clothes. I stared at her as if I had never seen a naked woman before. If seeing my granny nearly naked wasn't enough, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her best friend without her nightgown, and totally naked. As soon as my grandmother turned to look up at her friend, she screamed.
"Edna! What the hell are you doing," she asked?
She stared at her friend with shocked surprise and anger.
# # #
My grandmother stood and left her bedroom to grab a bath towel from the linen closet.
"This isn't that kind of massage, Edna. We're not in Jamaica," said Mary with a little laugh. "Christopher is my grandson. How dare you strip yourself naked in front of him," she asked? "Oh, my God! I can't believe you did that."
Edna shrugged her immoral immodesty.
"What's the big deal, Mary? You act as if he's a virgin," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'm sure he's seen plenty of naked women. With him so good looking, I'm sure he has plenty of lady friends giving him more than just massages with happy endings but sex."
She shrugged her immoral immodesty again. Then, she looked up at me and smiled. As if to offer them to me, exciting me, she cupped her breasts in both of her hands and held them up to me. Then, while staring at me, she lifted her breasts to her mouth and sucked her erect nipples, first one and then the other. Ignoring her friend, she turned to me.
"If you don't mind seeing me in my naked splendor, Chris, I don't mind," she said. "After all of the nude beaches that I've been to, and all of the men that I've shown my topless and naked body to, I'm a bit of an exhibitionist," she said with a dirty laugh.
She looked at me and gave me a smile.
"We can do without the towel," she said, looking down at herself with a laugh before looking up at me again. "Would you like me to remain naked while you massage me," she asked while ignoring her friend?
Unable to answer her, in the way that I stared at my nearly naked grandmother, I stared at her totally naked friend. I stared at her big double D cup, sagging, naked breasts. I stared at her dark pink symmetrical areolas, and her lighter pink, erect nipples. I stared down at her bushy brown and gray pussy.
Then, as if she was a nude model posing for a Playboy photo shoot, she slowly and sexily turned around to show me her shapely, naked ass. She even bent at the waist and wiggled her ass to give me a better look of her naked ass and the back of her glistening wet pussy. Not done there, showing me a lot of pink of her naked pussy, while still bent at the waist, she parted her ass cheeks with her hands while laughing.
Mary returned to her bedroom and threw a bath towel at her friend.
"Cover yourself. You're embarrassing me," she said. "Get on my bed and climb beneath the towel."
# # #
Obediently obeying her friend, Edna climbed on the bed and rested face down on her stomach. While struggling to reluctantly cover her naked self with the towel, I helped cover her. Then, in the way that I massaged my grandmother's feet, I massaged Edna's feet. Squirming while breathing through her mouth, she seemed to enjoy me giving her a foot massage as much as my granny did. After massaging the feet of two women, I more agreed with John Travolta as Vincent Vega in Pulp Fiction. Giving women foot massages is, indeed, sexual.
"I'm going to put on some coffee," said Mary. "After you're done with your massage, come downstairs and we'll all have a nice breakfast."
Clearly, Edna wasn't interested in coffee or in food. She wanted sex. As soon as Mary left her bedroom, Edna threw off her towel.
"I love a good foot massage as much as I love the rest of my body parts being massaged, too," she whispered with a dirty, little laugh.
# # #
She lifted her head to look up at me with a big smile while reaching up her hand to slowly rub and feel my erection through my jeans. As shocked as I was excited, I couldn't believe what Edna said next.
"Our little secret," she said. "Maybe, after you massage my feet, I could stroke and suck your cock. Would you like that, Chris," she asked in a whisper?
She turned to look at me with another sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I'd love to blow you. I'd love to stroke you while sucking you. You may even cum in my mouth. I'd love you to cum in my mouth," she said.
She quietly laughed.
"I haven't had my protein today. I'd love to swallow your cum, Christopher," she whispered with another, little laugh.
She shocked me as much as she sexually excited me. Never having received a blowjob before but always wanting one, forget about giving her a massage, she wanted more than just a massage. She wanted sex. While my granny was downstairs in the kitchen on the other end of the house, we had sex.
"Take off your clothes," she said. "Show me your prick. I want to see your naked cock," she whispered. "It's been years since I've had an erect prick in my hand, in my mouth, and in my pussy," she whispered with a dirty laugh.
With her not having to ask me twice, I removed my clothes as if they were on fire. She turned sideways on the bed to watch me undress, and to stare at my erect, naked prick. As soon as I was naked and stepped closer to her, she took me in her warm and soft hand. My first time that a woman touched, felt, and held my naked, erect penis in her hand, Edna fondled the head of my prick while slowly stroking my big dick and staring up at me and smiling.
"Oh, Christopher," she said.
She stared up at me with sexual admiration while resting on her elbows. Then, she kissed my cock, and licked my prick. She squeezed my prick before slowly stroking me.
"You have a beautiful penis. You have the biggest cock that I've ever seen," she whispered. "I love your big dick," she whispered.
She squeezed my cock again while closing her eyes and kissing it and licking it.
"You have the hardest penis that I've ever felt in my hand," she said.
# # #
Never removing her eyes from my engorged cock, she continued staring at it while fondling it and continuing to slowly stroke it. Clearly, she loved my big dick as much as I loved her soft and warm hand, and her sexy and shapely, naked body. Then, she reached down and gently took my testicles in her hand. She cupped them before gently squeezing them.
"I love your big balls, too," she whispered with a dirty, little laugh.
She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Then, nearly prematurely cumming, never have I been as excited when she took me in her elderly mouth while staring up at me. She partially removed my prick from her mouth to show me my cock buried in her mouth.
Continuing to tease me by removing half of my prick from her mouth to show me my stiff prick, she stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. I couldn't believe that my grandma's best friend was blowing me. Forget about me giving her a massage, all that she wanted was sex.
Blowing my mind, this wasn't just any woman, she was my grandmother's best friend, and her next door neighbor. No matter who she was, as if it belonged there, my cock felt so good in her warm and wet mouth. With her a talented cocksucker, it didn't take me long to cum in her beautiful mouth. I put a gentle hand to the back of her brown and gray, pretty head. I humped her mouth. Not wanting to hurt her, I gently fucked her face.
As soon as I moved her head forward, and inserted my cock deeper in her mouth, with her nearly deep throating me, I exploded a big load of cum in her mouth, and she swallowed. Continuing to stroke me while licking me clean and smiling up at me. As soon as she blew me, I wanted to do everything to her naked body. I wanted to touch, feel, and fondle her everywhere.
Exploring my sexual fantasies with her, I wanted to turn her over, make myself comfortable between her shapely legs, and eat her pussy. I wanted to give her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I wanted to see and hear what she sounded like when cumming. Yet, not wasting time with foreplay, with us not having much time before my grandmother would surely come upstairs to check on us, she told me what she wanted.
"Hurry before Mary comes upstairs to see what we're doing. Fuck me, Christopher," she whispered. "Stick your big dick in my wet pussy. Fuck my hot cunt. I need to feel your stiff prick inside of me. I need you to cum inside of me," she whispered. "With you so tall and handsome, I only wished I was younger for you to give me a baby," she whispered with a laugh.
My first time fucking a woman, I fucked my grandmother's best friend. She took my virginity. Instead of taking my sweet time to make out with her while touching, feeling, and fondling her beautiful, naked body everywhere, instead of making love, she just wanted me to fuck her. Not even wanting me to finger her or lick her pussy to give her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue, she just wanted me to fuck her fast and hard enough to cum in her cunt.
As soon as I gave her an orgasm, digging her fingernails into my back, she hugged me harder than anyone has ever hugged me. She wrapped her legs around my back and continued humping me fast and hard. Then, while stiffening her entire body, she stiffened her body and buried her face in her pillow while trying not to scream.
# # #
Three Generations of Strippers #3:
Then, the next day, before it got too hot, I visited my grandma early in the morning to mow her lawn. Something mindless to do, I love mowing her lawn. With her grass wetter inside of her panties, I only wished that I could mow her other lawn with my tongue, too.
The day after I gave my grandmother a nearly naked massage, and Edna stroked and sucked my prick, allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed, fucked me, and allowed me to cum in her pussy, I was still horny. With her never locking her doors, I walked in my granny's house when she was just stepping out of the shower dripping wet and naked. As much as I couldn't believe my horny eyes, I couldn't believe my good luck.
Instead of calling out to her and telling her that I was there, stunned, the first time seeing her totally naked, I stared at my naked grandmother. I couldn't remove my eyes from her. If it wasn't enough that yesterday, I massaged her nearly naked body while she continually flashed me her naked breasts and her naked pussy, I massaged her naked, shapely ass.
If it wasn't enough that I saw her best friend naked, I had sex with her. She blew me. She sucked my cock while stroking my prick. Then, I fucked her as fast and as hard as she fucked me. Now, unbelievably, I'm seeing my grandmother naked.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Now, I'm seeing my grandmother naked. I'll be masturbating over seeing her without her clothes for the rest of my horny life.'
With her thinking that she was home alone, her bright bathroom light was on and her bathroom door was wide open. Unable to stop staring, I never thought that I'd ever see her naked. I had a clear view of her bathroom and of my naked grandmother from the front door.
With her unaware that I was standing there with my eyes bulging out of my head, my mouth hanging open, and my prick erecting itself in my jeans, I stared. Unable to move or remove my horny eyes from her naked body, seeing my second, completely naked woman, I continued staring at my naked grandmother. Already continually jerking off over Edna blowing me and fucking me, I'll be masturbating over my naked grandmother tonight, tomorrow, and every day thereafter.
As stunned as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my grandmother without her clothes. I stared at her humongous, F cup, sagging breasts, her bushy brown and gray pussy, her naked ass, and the back of her naked pussy when she turned and bent at the waist to dry her legs. Having called her to tell her that I was on the way, with her well aware that I was on the way to her house, and with all that happened yesterday, I wondered if she had deliberately or unintentionally flashed me.
Not caring if her naked flash was deliberate or accidental, the fact that I was seeing my grandma naked was something that I'll never forget. Giving me something more to jerk off over, shocked, I still can't believe that I was seeing her without her clothes. Something that I'll never forget as long as I shall live, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked tits, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. Again, unable to stop staring, I'll be masturbating over seeing my naked granny for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
I watched her cover herself with a towel, and cover her hair with another towel. Then, as soon as she turned to face me, I surprised her. She screamed and dropped her towel. She covered her naked breasts with her forearm and her naked pussy with her hand.
Slow to retrieve her towel, hard for her to lean forward with her arthritic knees, and with her enormous breasts leaning forward with her, I continued staring at her naked body. Expecting her to slam shut her bathroom door but, instead of closing her door, she didn't. Instead, while holding onto the sink, she squatted down to retrieve her towel while staring up at me.
"Christopher! Oh, my God," she said. "When you called, I didn't know that you were coming over now. I figured I'd have plenty of time to take a shower."
I couldn't help but wonder if she wanted me to see her naked as much as I wanted to see her without her towel. As if needing to apologize, she looked at me while explaining. Seeing her clearly in my mind's eyes, I continued staring at her as if she was naked instead of wearing her towel.
"Sorry, Christopher, but when I'm alone, I never close my bathroom door, and I always walk around naked. Sometimes, when it's really hot outside, instead of running the air conditioning, which I hate, I do my housework and cook while naked. Feeling confined wearing clothes, I could have been a nudist," she said with a dirty laugh.
My grandmother always called me Christopher instead of Chris.
"How long have you been standing there," she asked? "Did you see granny naked?"
Clearly, she knew that I did. I nodded my head while feigning an embarrassed smile.
"I did," I said. "I'm sorry, grandma. I immediately turned away. I didn't stare," I said lying.
'I didn't look,' I thought. 'I stared.'
"As soon as I saw you without your clothes, I looked away," I said lying again. "I didn't see much at all."
# # #
Truth to be told, instead of just looking at my naked grandma but never looking away, I not only looked but I stared. I'll definitely be masturbating myself over seeing my beloved granny without her clothes later. I can't wait to cum after seeing her sexy and shapely naked body.
She laughed.
"You're the first man who has seen me naked since your grandfather died," she said. "I'm so embarrassed," she said, clearly lying. "I can't believe you saw me without my clothes in the way that you saw Edna without her clothes. With Edna a whore, now you must think that your grandmother is a whore, too," she said.
I made a face and nodded my head.
"Not at all, grandma. I'd never think of you as a whore. You're my grandmother. I love you. You can do no wrong," I said.
I smiled at her.
"Don't be embarrassed grandma. You still have a shapely and a sexy body for a woman your age," I said. "You're beautiful, grandma," I said.


She made a face and laughed again.
"I thought you said that you looked away and didn't see me naked," she said with a little laugh.
I continued staring at her as if she was still naked. Giving me a big smile, she seemed to like my compliment of her naked body. Then, unable to help myself and daring myself to do so, I said what I was thinking.
"After Edna removed her nightgown in front of me, you are only the second woman that I've seen naked," I said, confessing my innocence.
I paused while rethinking what I was going to say before I said what I was thinking but I said what I was thinking anyway.
"I don't have a girlfriend. I've never had a girlfriend," I said.
Embarrassed to say more, I paused.
"I'm a virgin, grandma," I said.
I wanted to add, I was a virgin until Edna took my virginity after having sex with her. When I said that I was a virgin, she gave me a curious look. I wondered if she knew that I had sex with her best friend. I wondered if Edna told her that she blew me and I fucked her.
Not knowing what to say in my defense, if she knew our secret that instead of giving Edna a massage, we had sex. Again, I said what I was thinking.
"You have such big breasts, grandma," I said. "Where some men are leg men or ass men, I'm a breast man. I love women, especially older women with big breasts, the bigger the better," I said. "I love your naked tits, grandma. Your breasts are huge."
# # #
She looked down at herself before smiling up at me. Then, something that I never expected her to say, as if I was dreaming or imagining what she said, she shocked me with what she said.
"Would you like to see them again, Christopher," she asked? "Would you like to see granny's tits," she asked?
I looked at her stunned with my mouth open with shocked excitement.
"Seriously grandma?"
I paused while staring at the huge impressions that her naked breasts made behind her towel. With her not having to ask me twice, I immediately responded.
"Yes, I'd love to see your naked tits again, Grandma. Please show me your naked breasts, again," I said.
Hoping that she just wasn't teasing me, I stared at her as if she was already topless.
"Oh, my God, Grandma, please, may I see them? I'd love to see your naked breasts, again," I said again.
Something that I dared myself to say but hoping not to ruin things by rushing things with what I was about to say, I said it anyway.
"If I had my cell phone with me, I'd take a photo of you topless," I said.
Instead of reprimanding me, she not only laughed but she surprised me by what she said next.
"Use my cell phone," she said, handing me her cell phone that was on the bathroom counter. "You may take as many pictures of me topless and naked as you'd like. I'll send the photos of me to your email," she said.
She let out a dirty laugh.
"You may even show your friends the photos of your topless grandmother," she said with another dirty laugh. "I wouldn't mind. With me as much of a whore as Edna is," she said with a laugh. "I love flashing unsuspecting men my topless and naked body."
Not wanting to miss the show, I walked closer to her while holding up her camera. As if she was a stripper on stage, I stood in the bathroom doorway while watching her sexily and slowly opened the top of her towel to show me her naked breasts. Clicking photo after photo, then switching to video, I watched her feel and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
'I can't believe I'm taking naked photos of my grandmother. I can't believe she's posing for me," I thought. 'I can't believe she gave me her permission to show my friends her topless photos.'
As Edna did yesterday morning, my grandmother did this morning. I stared at her with disbelief as she lifted her breast and cupped it in her hand before moving it to her mouth to suck her nipple. She did the same with her other breast and her other nipple while smiling up at me. It was so hot to see my topless grandmother sucking her nipples. While hoping that she'd allow me to do so, I couldn't wait to fondle her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples, too.
"May I touch them, grandma," I asked? "May I feel them? I'd love to fondle your breasts while fingering and sucking your nipples," I said.
She laughed while looking down at her naked breasts before looking up at me.
"Of course you may touch my naked breasts. It's been years since anyone has seen and touched my breasts. I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered and sucked," she said.
I walked to her and touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering and leaning forward to suck her erect nipples. My first breasts that I ever felt, with Edna not bothering with foreplay, just blowing me and fucking me, she didn't allow me to touch her breast and/or finger her nipples.
# # #
Then, she dropped her towel while smiling up at me in the way that Edna smiled up at me when she stood in front of me naked without her nightgown. She shocked me with what she said next.
"Now take photos of me naked," she said.
She posed while keeping her arms by her sides and then raising them over her head. Then, she turned for me to photograph her naked ass. Finally, in the way that Edna did, my granny did, too. Bending at the waist and spreading her ass cheeks with her hands, she showed me a lot of pink. She wanted me to take photos of the back of her glistening wet, naked pussy.
Then and again, blowing my mind, not done sexually teasing and exciting me, again, she shocked me with what she said next.
"With her unable to keep a secret, Edna told me that she blew you. She told me that she stroked your cock while sucking your prick. She told me that you ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed your cum. Then, she told me that you fucked her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with your big cock," she said.
Then, after not only seeing my grandmother naked, I couldn't believe that she allowed me to take topless and naked photos of her. Finally, with her as big of a whore as was her friend, she shocked me again with what she said next.
"Show me your penis, Christopher. I want to see your naked prick," she said. "Since you've seen me naked, I want to see you naked, too."
She stared at me while waiting for me to oblige her and remove my clothes. Ready to remove my clothes and strip myself naked, I unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. Then, before I could kick off my sneakers and remove my jeans, she stopped me.
"Wait," she said. "It's been many years since I've seen a naked man, and even longer since I've had an erect prick in my hand, my mouth, and my pussy. I'd love to take some photos of your naked, erect prick. Before you show me your cock, I want to call Edna over to see your stiff prick again, too. She'd love to see your naked penis again as much as I'd love to see your erect penis for the first time, too," she said.
She laughed.
"In the meantime, while waiting for Edna, take it out, and show me. I want to watch you make it bigger and harder by stroking yourself with your hand. I want to see your erection. After Edna told me what a big dick you have, I want to see how big and how hard you get," she said.
# # #
As if I was dreaming and having a sexual fantasy, I couldn't believe my grandmother showed me not only her naked breasts but also her naked body, too. If that wasn't enough, she allowed me to photograph her topless and naked. She even gave me her permission to show her naked photos to my friends.
Then, shocking me as much as she excited me, she asked to see my naked cock. If that still wasn't enough, she wanted her best friend, Edna, to see my erect naked prick again, too. I wondered if we were going to have threesome sex. Something that I would love to do, I'd love to have sex with not only my hot grandmother but also with her best friend, too.
As if they had planned this, Edna was over in a flash only wearing her nightgown with nothing underneath. Seemingly, she wanted to show me her naked body again as much as I wanted to see her naked again, and as much as she wanted to see me naked. In the way that my granny allowed me to take her naked photos and gave me her permission to show my friends her naked photos, I wondered if Edna would allow me to take naked photos of her, and give me her permission to show her photos to my friends, too.
As soon as Edna arrived, I undressed myself as if my clothes were on fire. I couldn't wait to show both women close up views and hands on touches, feels, and fondles of my naked, erect prick. As soon as I stripped naked in front of both of them, my grandmother let go of her towel again, and Edna removed her nightgown. If it wasn't enough that I saw my grandmother naked and her best friend naked, too, and they saw me naked, too.
Never has my cock been as big and as hard as it was now. Not only did I take candid, naked photos of my grandmother but, later, I took candid naked photos of her best friend, too. Edna not only posed for me while photographing her but also, she gave me her permission to show her nude photos to my friends. Then, my grandmother took photos of me naked and with a big throbbing and pulsating erection.
"I've seen a lot of cocks in my life," said Mary to me. "I've never seen a prick as big and thick as your prick," she said. "I can't wait to show your naked photos to my friends, to my daughter, and my granddaughter, too," she said with a dirty laugh. "Keeping it all in the family," she said with a laugh. "Maybe they'll want to have sex with you, too."
My grandmother stepped closer. She took me in her hand and wrapped her elderly fingers around my big dick. She slowly stroked my prick, and squeezed my cock while smiling up at me. They both stared at my naked, erect prick as if they had never seen a naked cock before.
Then, as soon as my grandma let go of my cock, her friend did the same. She wrapped her elderly fingers around my erect prick, slowly stroked, and squeezed my cock while smiling up at me. They both seemed to like my cock. I wondered if they'd both blow me. Once again, my grandmother shocked me with what she said next.
"My God, Christopher. I've never seen a penis as big as your penis. After taking you in my hand and stroking you, I can't wait to take you in my pussy, and in my mouth," said my grandmother with a dirty laugh.
# # #
With her totally sexually aroused, my grandma nodded her head while smiling.
"Something that my daughter knew, after she found her bra under her pillow and her cum stained panties in the laundry bin, she told me that she suspected that you're a virgin. She told me that she suspected that I not only haven't had sex with a woman but also that I've never even seen a naked woman," she said. "She said that you don't even have a girlfriend."
Then, as if telling me a secret, she leaned in closer.
"With your stepmother not having a man in her life and with her as horny as she's sexually frustrated, she wanted to take your virginity," she said.
She laughed.
"I volunteered to do that but my best friend beat me to the punch," she said.
She laughed again.
"Knowing that you'd be arriving early, I deliberately allowed you to see me naked," she confessed. "Edna and I both want to have sex with you. Wanting to make you a man, we want to give you more sexual experience," said my grandmother.
Giving more foreplay this time, Edna smiled at me while allowing me to feel her naked breasts, finger her erect nipples, reach down to part her pussy lips with my finger, and rub her clit. In the way that I took candid, topless and naked photos of my grandmother, while she posed for me, I candidly took more topless, and naked photos of Edna, too. Clearly, once a whore, always a whore, both my grandmother and her best friend are exhibitionist whores.
"Let's go to my bedroom, shall we? We want to make a man of you," said my grandma again.
# # #
Something that I didn't know about my sixty-six-year-old grandmother and her sixty-six-year-old best friend, they have known one another for forty-years. Something else that I didn't know about my grandmother and her best friend was how they met. While working their way through college, they worked as strippers for a strip club called, TAPs. TAPs was an abbreviation and an acronym for tits, ass, and pussy.
My grandma and her friend worked as strippers. Even though not all strippers are whores but many are, they were whores as they, obviously, still are now. They wanted to give me sex as much as I wanted them to give me sex. What older woman wouldn't want to have sex with a much younger man who could not only get a big and hard erection but also maintain it for hours, too?
They not only wanted to have sex with me but also, something that blew my mind, they wanted to have threesome sex with me as much as I wanted to have threesome sex with them, too. Exploring the forbidden, I couldn't wait to have sex with not only my grandmother but also with her best friend, too. I wanted to learn how to have sex with in as many positions as I could. I wanted them both to show me everything.
As soon as we entered my grandmother's bedroom, we climbed into her king sized bed. With me in the middle, my grandma was on my right and her friend was on my left. I imagined what a great porn video this would make.
I turned to my grandma and she turned to me. We started kissing, French kissing. My first time kissing my grandmother on her lips, I loved making out with my grandmother. Making my toes curl, she really knew how to kiss.
Making out with one another, again, my first time making out with a woman, I felt her naked breasts. I reached around her to squeeze and fondle her naked ass. Then, I cupped her naked pussy in the palm of my hand while she fondled and stroked my big dick. A memory that I'll remember for the rest of my horny life, after Edna gave me a blowjob and fucked me yesterday, my grandmother gave me sex today.
Then, I turned to her best friend. We started kissing, French kissing. We continued making out with one another while I felt her naked breast before reaching around her to fondle and squeeze her naked ass. Then, while cupping her bushy, brown pussy, I parted her pussy lips with my fingers and rubbed her swollen, wet clit. She fondled my prick while cupping my testicles before slowly stroking it. My granny's friend was giving me a slow hand job.
Going from one to the other, I turned to my grandmother again. With me never having had sex until yesterday, I couldn't believe that I was having sex with two women who were both ex-strippers and whores more than forty-years ago. My sexual, masturbation fantasy coming true, I couldn't believe that I was having sex with my grandmother and her best friend.
"Give me your hand and I'll show you what to do," said my grandmother.
Having watched plenty of porn movies, I already knew what to do.
# # #
She took my finger in her fingers. She parted her pussy lips with my finger and rubbed her clit with it. She was already wet. Then, she fingered her hole with my finger while pushing it down. She showed me her G spot and had me press down on that. Rubbing her clit and finger fucking her. I masturbated my grandmother. Then, giving me a not so subtle hint, she pushed down on my shoulders.
"Make yourself comfortable between my legs," she said. "Finger your grandmother while licking me. Eat my pussy, Christopher."
Burying my face in her wet pussy, she pushed down on the back of my head.
"Eat your grandmother. Give granny oral sex. Give me an orgasm with your fingers and your tongue," she said. "Make me cum. I need to cum, Christpher."
With her as horny as she was sexually frustrated, it didn't take her long to cum.
"Christopher! Oh, my God, Christopher. "Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. Press on my G spot. Yes, that's it. I'm going to cum. I'm cumming. Granny is cumming," she said.
As if giving me her version of a cum bath, she took my head in both of her hands. As if my face was her sponge, she rubbed her vaginal secretions all over my face, up my nose, and in my mouth. My face was totally wet from my grandmother's cunt.
As soon as she had her orgasm, not even giving me a minute, Edna mounted me. She literally sat on my face. I fingered her wet pussy while licking her. In the way that I pressed on granny's G spot, I pressed on Edna's G spot.
While I continued having sex with Edna, not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, my granny moved down to take my erect prick in her mouth. She stroked me while sucking me. My grandmother was blowing me. I couldn't believe that my stepmother's mother was sucking my cock.
"Cum, Christopher. Cum," she said. "Cum in granny's mouth. I need you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said.
Not having to tell me twice, I put a gentle hand behind her gray and brown haired head and ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth. Then, while my grandmother enjoyed the afterglow of sex, I turned to her best friend again. While she sat on my face my grandma blew me. While I fingered and licked her friend's pussy, grandma stroked my prick and sucked my dick. Not taking her long to cum, Edna screamed.
"Christopher! Christopher! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!
She humped my mouth with her hips while putting both of her hands to the back of my head.
"Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. I'm cumming, Christopher. I'm cumming," said Edna.
As soon as Edna had her orgasm, I exploded my oozy load of cum in my grandmother's mouth, and she swallowed.
Instead of her relaxing in the afterglow of sex, Edna moved halfway down the bed to take me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to blow me. If it wasn't enough that I ate my grandmother's pussy and she sucked my prick, after I ate Edna's pussy, she sucked my prick, too. Again, after putting a gentle hand to the back of her brown and gray haired head, not taking me long to cum, I exploded a big load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed me, too.
# # #
That night, after my grandmother told her daughter over the phone all that happened earlier that day. She told my stepmom, Veronica, that I not only had sex with her but also, I had sex with Edna, too. She told her that we had three-way sex. With her excited about me having sex with her mother and Edna, she told her daughter, my stepsister, that her mother's friend took my virginity.
With my grandmother telling her daughter and my stepmom telling my stepsister, giving them all of the sexually salacious details, grandma told my stepmom that she sat on my face while Edna blew me. Then, they switched. She stroked and sucked my cock while Edna sat on my face. Finally, she told her that they took turns making love to me and fucking me.
That night, my stepmother said and did something that she had said and had never done before. She invited me into her bedroom.
"Christopher. Come to my bedroom. I want to show you something," she called through her closed, bedroom door.
As soon as I knocked, I waited for her to acknowledge my knock.
"Come in," she said.
I figured that she had a bug that she wanted me to kill or something she wanted me to hang on her wall. When I opened her bedroom door, my stepmother, and my stepsister were in bed naked together. I couldn't believe my eyes. Clearly, in the way that I had three-way sex with my granny and her friend, my stepmom and stepsister wanted to have three-way sex with me.
Showing me their naked breasts, they had the sheet pulled down to their waists. I stared from my stepmother's D cup, naked breasts to stare at my stepsister's C cup, naked breasts. I stared at their dark pink areolas and their light pink, erect nipples. My first time seeing their naked breasts, unable to stop staring, my eyes were glued to their big tits. I stared at my topless forty-four-year-old topless stepmother and my twenty-two-year-old topless stepsister.


"My mother told me that you had three-way sex with her and Edna. She told me about your big prick," she said with a giggle.
She paused to stare at my erection that tented my pajama bottoms.
"Show us your cock, Chris. We want to see it, stroke it, fuck it, and suck it. After my mother and her best friend gave you sex, and you gave them sex, we need to give you sex, and we need you to give us sex, too," she said with a dirty laugh.
Giving me her sexy look and naughty smile, she looked from her daughter to look at me. They both giggled. With her not having to ask me twice, I stripped off my clothes as if they were on fire. Then, with them opening the sheet and making room for me while exposing their naked bodies to me, I climbed in bed with my stepmother and my stepsister.
Something that I never knew but that I loved to do, until I made out with my grandmother and her best friend, in the way that I made out with them, I made out with my stepmother, Veronica, and my stepsister, Crystal. The first time kissing my stepmom on the lips, I loved parting her lips with my tongue and French kissing her. The first time kissing my stepsister on the lips, I loved parting her lips and French kissing her, too.
Not having to undress them, I touched, felt, and fondled their naked bodies everywhere that a stepson should never touch, feel, and fondle his stepmother, and a stepbrother should never touch, feel, and fondle his stepsister. Returning the favor, they took turns touching, feeling, and fondling me everywhere that a stepmother should never touch, feel, and fondle her stepson, and that a stepsister should never touch, feel, and fondle her stepbrother.
# # #
In the way that Edna didn't waste time with foreplay the first time that she blew me, I was excited to have sex with my stepmom. I made myself comfortable between her shapely legs. I fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. I ate my stepmom. With her not having a man in her life and with as horny as she was sexually frustrated, it didn't take her long to cum. Another thing that I imagined seeing and hearing when jerking off, I loved watching and hearing her cum.
"Chris! Chris! Oh, my God, Chris. Don't stop licking me. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Chris. I'm cumming. Dear God, mommy is cumming," she said.
As my grandmother did, my stepmother did, too. She put heavy hands to the back of my head and mashed my face into her soaking wet cunt. Then, as if my face was her sponge, she rubbed my face all over her wet pussy. I had my stepmother's vaginal secretions all over my face.
She humped my mouth with her hips. As if giving me her version of a cum bath, she continued holding my head with both of her hands and rubbing my face all over her wet cunt. My jaw was aching and getting tired but wanting to give her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I continued eating her.
Hard to breathe, needing to come up for air to rest my jaw, her vaginal secretions were everywhere, all over my face and in my hair. Then, with me obediently obeying her by rubbing her clit harder and licking her faster, as soon as I pressed on her G spot, she closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs. Giving her an orgasm, she fell quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
"My turn," said my stepsister. "Eat me," she said.
Crystal moved to her back and spread her legs wide. I was excited to have sex with my stepsister. I made myself comfortable between her shapely legs. I fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. After I ate my stepmother, I ate my stepsister.
With her not having a man in her life and with as horny as she was sexually frustrated, it didn't take her long to cum either. Something that I imagined seeing and hearing when jerking off, I loved watching and hearing her cum. In the way that I ate my grandmother, her best friend, and my stepmother, I ate my stepsister.
While reaching my horny hand up to touch, feel, and fondle her C cup naked breasts and finger, pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples, I continued rubbing her clit and licking her pussy. Something that I never knew would ever happen, I not only ate my stepmother's cunt but also, I ate my stepsister's pussy, too. I had forbidden sex with them both.
She was so wet. Much wetter than my grandmother, her friend, and/or my stepmom. Again, in the way that my stepmom held my head in both of her hands, as if my face was her sponge, Crystal gave me her version of a cum bath, too.
In the way that my face was soaked with my stepmom's vaginal secretions, my face was covered with my stepsister's vaginal secretions. I had her wetness all over my face, in my eyes, up my nose, in my hair, and dripping from my chin. As soon as she humped my mouth while pulling my head forward, not taking her long to cum either, she was too sexually aroused not to have an orgasm.
"Chris! Chris! Oh, my God, Chris! Jesus. Jesus. God Almighty, I'm cumming. Don't stop. I'm cumming. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop licking my pussy. Rub my clit harder. Lick my pussy faster. I'm cumming, Chris! I'm cumming," said Crystal. "Eat me, Chris. Eat me. Eat my cunt."
In the way that her mother did, she did, too. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs before falling silent in the afterglow of sex. After having sex with my grandmother's best friend, Edna, then with my grandma, Mary, and now with my stepmother, Veronica, and my stepsister, Crystal, I felt like a player. With me a virgin no more, but an experienced lover, and with some men having sex with one woman, their wives, all of their lives, feeling like an incestuous gigolo, in just two days, I had sex with four women.
# # #
Surprising me, as soon as I finished eating Crystal and gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, my stepmom reached out her hands for me. Pulling me to her and wanting me to mount her, as if I was on top of the world while having my sexual fantasy, I mounted her. She moved her hand between my legs and positioned my erect prick by her swollen pussy lips. With a gentle hump, I was inside of my stepmother's warm and wet cunt.
Making out with her again, I made gentle and passionate love to my stepmother. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. My masturbation fantasy coming true, I fucked my stepmother. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. She fucked me in the way that I had fucked her.
"Oh, my God, Chris. Jesus Christ. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Cum in my pussy."
Never having much religion as we were having now when praying to God, I felt glad that I could elicit them to pray. Then, never expecting her to say what she said, my stepmom said something that stunned me.
"Impregnate me, Chris. Give mommy your baby," she said.
As soon as I finished making love to and fucking my stepmom, not giving me a moment to rest, my stepsister reached out her hands for me. She wanted me to mount her, too, and I did. I mounted my stepsister in the way that I mounted my stepmom. As her mother did, she did, too. She moved her hand between my legs and positioned my erect prick by her swollen pussy lips. With a gentle hump, I was inside of my stepsister's warm and wet cunt.
As soon as I gave my stepmother an orgasm with my cock, I was ready to give my stepsister an orgasm with my prick. Making out with her again, I made slow and passionate love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. I fucked Crystal. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. My stepsister fucked me in the way that I had fucked her.
"Chris! Don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming, Chris. I'm cumming. Cum inside of me," she said.
Then, in the way that my stepmother stunned me with what she said, my stepsister stunned me with what she said, too.
"Make me pregnant with your baby, too," said Crystal.
# # #
After they both had their multiple orgasms from me eating them and fucking them as fast and as hard as I could, they took turns taking my prick in their hands. They felt, fondled, and stroked my cock. Then, moving halfway down the bed, they took turns sucking my prick. First my stepmother blew me. Then, my stepsister blew me.
"Cum, Chris. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said.
Giving me as good of a blowjob as my grandmother gave me a gum job, and her friend gave me a blowjob, indeed, all four women were talented cocksuckers. Spoiling me after blowing me, no other women sucked my cock in their way that they all sucked my cock. My first of many blowjobs from them, I loved cumming in their mouths and watching them swallow my cum, as much as I loved eating their pussies, making love to them, and fucking them, too.
Not having to ask me twice, I put a gentle hand behind my stepmother's brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, my third ejaculation, I exploded a huge load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed.
As soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my prick, I exploded another load of cum, my fourth ejaculation all over my stepmother's pretty face, in her hair, and all over her naked breasts. I gave my stepmother a cum bath.
Then, it was my stepsister's turn to blow me. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Again, with me young, dumb, and full of cum, my fifth ejaculation, I exploded a big load of cum in my stepsister's mouth and she swallowed. Still not done cumming, as I did with my stepmother, I did with my stepsister. Giving her a cum bath, I exploded my sixth load of cum all over my stepsister's face and her naked breasts
Nine months later, giving my grandmother two more grandchildren, they both delivered babies on the same day. My stepmother had a baby boy that she named, Christopher, Jr., and my stepsister had a baby girl that she named after her grandma, Mary.
# # #
I still can't believe that I had sex with three generations of strippers along with my granny's best friend, Edna. Still having sex with them today, even after I married, and even after my stepsister married, my stepmother remarried, and my granny and her friend found boyfriends, I continued having sex with the four women.
When, I'm not making love to, making out with, and fucking my grandmother, she's stroking my cock while sucking my prick. When I'm not fucking Edna, she's sucking me, too. I continue to make love to not only my stepmother and my stepsister, but also, I regularly fuck them both, too.
When I'm not eating their pussies, my stepsister and my stepmother stroke my prick while sucking my cock. I wonder what my wife and their husbands would say if they knew that we not only had sex but also, we continued having sex, even after we all were married. Even more than that, no one knows that I'm the father to both of their children.
The End
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Author's Note:
Vote, please vote.
Judging from my emails, everyone writes to tell me that they love mother and son stories. Yet, few vote for my mother and son stories when I write them. Why? What is that about? I don't get it. I don't understand.
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We writers spend a lot of time writing free stories for you. The least that you can do is to vote. Vote, please vote.
# # #
Mom is a Whore and a Prostitute, #1
"I'll be old one day like our grandma, Mary," said my mother, Veronica, to her sister, Jennifer, on her cell phone.
She laughed.
"Before I'm old, gray haired, and wrinkled with a bad back, arthritic hands, and bad knees, I need to use my body while I still have it," she said. "Better to use it than lose it."
She laughed.
# # #
Always spying on her and staring at her, while careful for her not to catch me staring, I listened to her cell phone conversation from my hidden perch on the second floor landing near my bedroom of our two story house. As soon as she finished talking to her sister, with me still having a view of her, she stood and looked at herself in the full length, three-way mirror that she had in the hall. With her having a fetish for looking at herself, and liking what she saw, she had mirrors everywhere.
As if she was the Evil Queen in Snow White, sometimes when she feels that she's looking her best, I've heard her say her line.
"Mirror, mirror, on the wall, who is the fairest of them all?"
Enamored with her appearance, I watched her turn one way before turning the other way. She posed as if she was a high fashion model on a photo shoot. Then, while wishing her hands were my hands, as if adjusting her breasts in her bra, she placed the palms of her hands beneath her blouse and bra clad breasts and lifted her big tits. She turned each way to look at her short skirt clad ass.
Then, leaning forward into the mirror to look at herself more closely, she applied more lip gloss to her lips. After one final look, she brushed her beautiful, natural blonde hair with a few strokes of her hairbrush while looking at herself in the mirror again. Taking full advantage of all that she had, obviously, her appearance was important to her.
In the prime of her life, my thirty-nine-year-old mom is a MILF. With my father taking her off the market as soon as he saw her, it was love at first sight. With him five-years older than her, he knew what he wanted, and she did, too.
After only three months of dating, married at twenty-years-old, she gave birth to me a year later. She's beautiful. A one in a million stunner, she could have been a model, a beauty queen, a movie star, or a celebrity. Instead, she became my stay-at home mother.
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed to confess, I love my mom but not in the way that a son should love his mother. I love her in the way that a man loves a woman. Something so forbidden and something that will never happen, if I could have incestuous sex with her, I would.
Written by Calvin Lewis and Andrew Wright, I thought of Percy Sledge singing 'When a Man Loves a Woman.'
I played that song in my mind as my excuse whenever I think inappropriate sexual thoughts about having illicit sex with my mother, which is all of the time. When I imagine having forbidden sex with her, I visualize making out with her while feeling her everywhere through her clothes before slowly undressing her. Even though I've never seen her in her sexy lingerie, topless, and naked, I envision her in her low-cut bra and her bikini panties, topless, and naked.
As horny as I'm sexually frustrated, filled with testosterone, I'm always masturbating over my mother. While imagining her without her clothes, as soon as I awaken with an erection, I play with myself every morning. While visualizing her stroking my prick and sucking my cock, I jerk off every night before going to bed. In between, I stroke myself a couple more times during the day while envisioning making love to her, fucking her, and cumming in her pussy.
Something that I'd love to do, I'd love to give my mother a baby. Only, with them discussing before I was born, especially with me being a boy, they were satisfied with only having one child. In agreement with my father, she had her tubes tied. To be honest, I would have liked to have a brother or a sister. Only, the decision was already made for not to have a sibling.
Again, alas, and sexually frustrating, even though I'd love to have sex with her, she'd never have sex with me. She's not a whore and, even if she was a whores, she's not an incestuous slut. Yet, with me a bit of a nerd, and still a virgin, nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, I have no idea how to seduce her, and what to do if she agreed to bed me. Pathetically pitiful and not nearly enough, my only sexual experience that I have is from playing with myself while watching porn videos.
After my dad died, she prostituted herself to make ends meet. Perhaps, one day, if she's drunk enough, she'd allow me to do all of the dirty and nasty things to her naked body that she allows her clients to do with her naked body for money. With her out of my price range, I can't afford to pay my mom for sex.
She'd have to give me sex for free. Only, she does nothing without being paid. Besides, even if I had the money to pay her, again, sadly, and sexually frustratingly, as much as I'd love to have sex with her, she'd never have sex with me.
# # #
A natural blonde with straight, long hair down to the middle of her back, and big, blue, beautiful, bright eyes, she has a body better than most movie stars, celebrities, and tv personalities. She has a better body than most of the porn stars, high priced call girls, and strippers that I've seen and jerked off to on online porn sites. They all wished they had her beautiful face, her gorgeous long hair, and her shapely figure.
As if she's a Miss America contestant walking on stage, she's 5' 11" tall, 6' 2" tall with her high heels, and weighs a slim and curvaceous 135 pounds. She is as beautiful as she is shapely, and as she is sexy. She's a perfect 36-24-36 with D cup natural breasts, and a round, firm, and tight ass with long and shapely legs. When I see her dressed to go out for the night, as if she's the girl from Ipanema, when she walks by any man, every man turns to stare, I think of that song.
Tall and tan and young and lovely
The girl from Ipanema goes walking
And when she passes
Each one she passes goes, "Ah"
When she walks, she's like a samba
That swings so cool and sways so gentle
Than when she passes
Each one she passes goes, "Ooh"
Oh, yeah, that's my mom. Wherever she goes with her not having to look for men, as if she's a celebrity or a movie star, she draws their attention. Few men have seen a woman as beautiful. I may be biased but, I've never seen a woman more beautiful and sexier than my mother.
Trying to be subtly careful so that their wives or their girlfriends don't catch them staring at her, every man looks at her twice before they stare while lusting over her beautiful face and sexy body. No doubt, and without exaggeration, every man wishes she was on his arm and naked in his bed. Once they're home alone, in the way that I do every morning, every evening, and a couple more times during the day, every man who sees her will be masturbating over imagining her topless and/or naked, and having sex with her.
# # #
We live in a small house that my dad bought before he died. Her way of making ends meet, something that I thought she'd never do, my mom has been taking home men and having sex with them for as long as I can remember. She doesn't think that I know what she does behind her closed bedroom door, but I know. Before her date arrives, she gives me her instructions. She doesn't want me to know what she's doing, even though I suspected long before I knew.
"Go to your room, close and lock your bedroom door, put on your headphones, and watch TV without the sound," she said. "I need you to be quiet. Don't make any noise. I want my guest to think that I'm home alone."
Obediently obeying her, except not wearing my headphones, with her a screamer, I wanted to listen to men having sex with her. Wishing that it was me having sex with her, I stroked myself while watching TV without the sound. As soon as her date arrived, I peeked through my keyhole to see if I recognized him. At first, she had sex with men that she knew and that I knew, too. Many of the men were our neighbors, my deceased father's friends, or men she met on the street, at a bar, or in a restaurant.
With her drawing their attention, thinking that they were just lucky, they were unaware that she was a prostitute and a whore, that is, until they had to pay her to have sex with her. Men were always introducing themselves and hitting on her. She didn't have to look far to find a date for an hour or two, or for the night. They found her and, with her better looking than any prostitute, they were willing to pay her whatever she asked for consensual sex.
To her advantage, my mom didn't look like the typical prostitute or whore. If she looked like any woman, she looked like a model or a professional woman. Again, she looked like a beauty queen, a movie star, a celebrity, or a television personality walking the red carpet at an award show. Whenever she left the house, even if only to buy groceries, never dressing like a whore, she dressed to kill. While hoping to get lucky, no man buying groceries or standing at the pumps pumping gas in his car could resist talking to her while she pumped gas.
With her openly friendly, she enjoyed talking to men more than she enjoyed talking to women. She had few female friends. Most of her friends were male.
Unable to help themselves, most men flirted with her and/or hit on her. If only to talk to her while staring at her, they engaged her in polite conversation. Undressing her with their horny eyes, they stared at her as if she was in her bra and panties, topless, or naked.
They all complimented her. While hoping to get lucky with her, they all told her how beautiful, sexy, and shapely she was. With her loving the attention, men always stared at her while smiling at her. As if she was Christie Brinkley, men looked at her as if she was driving a red Ferrari convertible as Christie did in National Lampoon's Vacation. Only, with her more beautiful and having a better body, they lusted over her as if she was Marilyn Monroe reincarnated, a taller version of Reese Witherspoon, Scarlett Johansson, Jennifer Lawarence, or Charlize Theron in the flesh.
# # #
With her not a whore and never believing that she would prostitute herself, but everything changed after my father died. A single mother with a child, a widow with a lot of charge card debt, she didn't have a college degree, and had little work experience. She sold what little she had but that wasn't nearly enough for her to survive. She needed to get a job but who would watch her son? She needed to earn enough money to not only support us but also to pay for childcare. A job at Wal-Mart or McDonald's wouldn't be enough.
Starting out small, just to earn enough to pay the mortgage, the utilities, buy groceries, and gas, with her thinking better of herself, the men who she first had paid sex with soon grew out of their price range. With her raising her rates to afford new clothes, expensive perfumes, and afford beauty treatments, the average working man could no longer afford her. Instead of dating any of them, not wanting to marry again, she made it clear what she was and who she was. No longer a prostitute, but still a whore, she told them that she was a high priced call girl.
Even from the beginning, my mom was much more expensive than a corner hooker who charged $20 for a hand job, $50 for a blowjob, and $100 to see her naked and fuck her. My mom charged $50 for a hand job, $100 for a blowjob, and $500 to see her naked and fuck her. Once she removed herself from the neighborhood men, moved away, and moved onto the Wall Street stockbrokers, lawyers, doctors, and computer geeks who had more money. My mom charged $200 for a hand job, $500 for a blowjob, and $1,000 to see her naked and fuck her for an hour.
# # #
Finally, thinking big, the best thing she ever did was to follow the money. Wanting to be noticed, she went where the wealthy men went, and hung out where they hung out to be seen. Paying the price of membership, she joined a private club, an expensive golf course, an exclusive tennis club, and a swanky gym, even though she didn't golf, play tennis, and ruin her appearance by sweating.
Indeed, not hard to do, she no longer wasted her time and talents with small time players who couldn't afford to give her the luxurious lifestyle that she wanted. Again, she went where she knew where wealthy men spent their free time and their money. Pretending that she was waiting for someone, well aware that she'd be hit upon by rich men, who'd pick up her tab, she drank at select bars and dined at expensive restaurants after being invited to dinner for free.
Even when they suspected that she was a prostitute, with just one long look at her, unable to remove their eyes while undressing her in their horny mind's eye, they didn't care. Not wanting to pay for an expensive divorce, not wanting a romance, and not looking for love, wealthy married men just wanted sex. They didn't want the commitment of having a steady girlfriend. Something that they're more accustomed to doing, they preferred treating their chance sexual unions as mere business transactions.
"My date stood me up," she'd use as her excuse when men approached her and offered to buy her a drink.
They flashed their Rolexes or their Patek Philippe watches while pretending to look at the time while they all said nearly the same thing. Most men don't have much of a creative imagination, until they're in bed. Many men become flustered around her, and say the same tired pickup lines, especially when they struggle trying to impress a beautiful woman to go home with them.
When many of them are successful business men, it's much easier to seal the deal when paying her money. Dollars is their language. Money is what they understand. Why else would someone who looked like her want to have sex with someone who looked like them? As if a priest in a confession booth, sometimes, unspoken transactions are better to be left unsaid and not discussed in the open where someone may hear.
A silent exchange, no doubt, when whoring herself, my mother thought of what Cuba Gooding, Jr. exclaimed as Rod Tidwell in Jerry Maguire.
'Show me the money. Show me the money. Show me the money!'
Not wanting to insult her by asking her how much, somehow, knowing who each one was and what each one wanted, they came to an unspoken, mutual agreement over dinner. If they had to ask her how much, they couldn't afford her. Instead, with them never disappointing her with their generosity, she left the value of her sexual services up to them.
Showing her the type of men that they are, as if paying her a bonus for how she looked on their arm, and how good she was in bed, they voluntarily paid her far more than she ordinarily would have asked. They knew that if ever they should meet and hookup again, the more generous they were with her now, the better in bed she'd be later. As if she was a Dow Jones scale climbing higher, she never disappointed them with what she could do with her hands, her mouth, and her pussy. Their brief union was a fair transaction with a just award.
# # #
"He's a foolish man to keep you waiting," they all said. "I already have a table reserved. May I buy you dinner?"
Always they offered and, once she had a live one on the line, able to tell a ten-thousand-dollar suit and a three-hundred-dollar necktie over a store bought suit and a five-dollar necktie, she always accepted. Easy to identify the super wealthy, sometimes they had their security and/or their chauffeur waiting in the wings, sitting at another table, or waiting at the bar. With them easy targets open for crime and/or lawsuits, sometimes with an entourage rich and powerful men are seldom alone.
She hoped that the wealthy men who introduced themselves to her while hitting on her would ask to join her. No matter who she was and what she was, with her too beautiful not to want to get her alone, they always asked her to join them. She'd eat and drink all night for free until they invited her to their place, or invited themselves to her place. As she always did before, she never did now. With her not wanting them to know where she lived, she never invited anyone home.
Even though he may suspect that she was a working girl, the last thing that she wanted was for the doorman to know her business. With him a talker for a tip from anyone who was interested enough to know, he'd gossip to all who lived there, visited there, or asked him a question while stealthily handing him a folded C-note. While denying that he was the one who gossiped, he'd be the one to quickly ruin her reputation.
Not her style, with their sexual business arrangements all about money, as long as they were rich, she seldom turned anyone down who could afford her. No matter what they looked like, as far as she was concerned, wealthy men always looked better than poor, handsome men. Seldom going out with the same man twice, she soon had a long customer list of men who kept her busy and awash in cash while dating every night and every weekend.
Maintaining her reputation, she didn't want to be regularly seen in the same public places. With men having a habit of drinking and eating at the same places, she switched the bars where she drank and the restaurants where she ate. The last thing that she wanted, especially when she was with someone else, was to continually see someone who was one of her previous clients.
Once she had sex with them, keeping her private life secret as much as she could, instead of bumping into them on the street, she'd rather keep in contact with them by cell phone or by email. A hard act to balance, being noticed by new clients and remembered by old ones, sometimes proved difficult. Lucky for her, with plenty of millionaires and billionaires in New York to go around, her list of wealthy men who didn't want to be noticed, needed to maintain their reputations, too.
# # #
With them above bragging rights, keeping their private lives to themselves, kept them safe for divorce. Wealthy men don't want their wives to discover that they were cheating on them. None of anyone's business what they did with whom in private, they didn't want their friends, business partners, clients, and/or their business associates to know that they solicited sex from a call girl. In the way that so many rich and powerful men keep their personal, sexual life a secret, they did, too.
Unlike Richard Gere as Edward Lewis, and Julia Roberts as Vivian Ward in Pretty Woman, once dressed as a lady instead of as a whore, most were unaware that she was a prostitute. Except for the hotel manager, Barnard Thompson, played by Hector Elizondo, and Gere's business partner Phillip Stuckey played by Jason Alexander, Edward kept his personal life to himself. At the same time, even inviting her out in public, he didn't care who saw them together with her on his arm.


Pretty Woman by Roy Obison
'Pretty woman, walking down the street
Pretty woman, the kind that I'd like to meet
Pretty woman, I don't believe you, you're not the truth
No one could look as good as you, mercy
Pretty woman, won't you pardon me
Pretty woman, I couldn't help but see
Pretty woman, you look lovely as can be
Pretty woman, are you lonely just like me'
# # #
Nothing but the best, wanting to be noticed and remembered by newly potential clients, she drove an expensive car, a 2026 Mercedes-Benz, CLE 53 AMG coupe in Starling Blue Mango. The car had a black and yellow Nappa leather interior with 20 inch wheels. The luxury sports coupe, cheap by today's standards, was loaded with all of the options for a mere $110,000. Whenever she pulled up to the valet and climbed out of the car showing her long, shapely legs, along with a quick flash of her panties, she was noticed, talked about, and remembered.
Not needing to wear one, with everything in their right place, she seldom wore a bra when out on the town but she always wore panties. To her, going braless while showing lots of her long line of cleavage and part of her bulbous breasts was sexier than wearing a brassiere. Not going commando and flashing her pussy, while making her panty flash appear unintentional was less slutty than deliberately flashing her shaved, naked pussy. With image everything, she'd much rather look like a classy and sexy woman than a slutty whore.
As Gretchen Mol playing Gillian Darmody, a whore from Boardwalk Empire with Steve Bascemi playing Enoch Thompson, arranged Dabney Coeman playing the Commodore, Louis Kaestner to have sex with, my mom had sex with only men who could afford her. An exclusive piece of ass, all of her preferred clients and steady customers were millionaires and billionaires. Again, never inviting anyone home, instead of coming to our high rise condo, she went to their high rise condos. When their wives were away, giving the staff the night off, she went to their mansions, their exclusive cottages, or on their private planes, or aboard their luxurious yachts.
Between taking her to extravagant dinners, concerts, operas, and the ballet, in addition to paying her for sex, they bought her gifts. They bought expensive jewelry, perfume, designer dresses, shoes, pocketbooks, and fur coats, not fake fur but real fur. She loved fur, especially mink, fox, and sable.
Taking about 50 skins to make a mink coat, she loved mink. She loved mink that had female matched skins rather than a mink coat with male matched skins. All though male skins were studier; much luxurious feeling, female skins were softer.
She made a small fortune having sex with wealthy men who could afford her. Much more than a high priced attorney, she continued raising her rates until only billionaires could afford her. With her only having a limited time before losing her looks and being replaced by someone younger, better looking, and with a better body, needing to save for her retirement, she needed to earn as much as she could now for later.
Thanks to my mom, reaping the rewards of my mother's hands, her mouth, and her pussy, not having to work, I lived the life of luxury. My job was driving her, escorting her, keeping her safe, and protecting her. I took care of my mother as if she was my wife or the first lady, and I was her very own secret service detail.
Following in the footsteps of my dad and my mom, I was black belted in Karate, Judo, and Aikido. As soon as I turned twenty-one-years-old, I bought a handgun, a Sig Sauer P365 Fuse in 9 mm with a 21 round magazine. With her knowing many wealthy and powerful men in New York, not easy to get, they helped her get me a licensed permit to carry a concealed weapon.
I was my mom's protector and bodyguard, leg breaker, and collector should anyone get out of hand and/or refuse to pay her. Wherever my mom went, keeping in contact with a tracking device on her phone, and another one on her car, I always knew where she was. She felt safer knowing that I knew where she was at all times.
# # #
With my dad 6' 3" tall and my mom 5' 11" tall, with two tall parents, I was destined to be tall. I was 6' 6" tall, the same height as Rory McCann who played Sandor Clegane, as The Hound, in the Games of Thrones, and the same height as Rob Gronkowski of the New England Patriots fame. In the way that my mother loved being beautiful, sexy, and shapely, I liked being tall, and with a big cock that corresponded with my height.
Rory is 6' 6" tall and weighs 250 pounds. According to the novel, The Hound was described as being 6' 8" tall and over 300 pounds, an inch shorter and 100 pounds lighter than his fictional brother, The Mountain. Gregor Clegane, played by Hafpor Julius Bjonsson, a powerlifter, is 6' 9" and weighs over 400 pounds in real life. I can't imagine being that big, too big.
Instead of getting into bodybuilding, I got into powerlifting. With me weighing a muscular 260 pounds from playing lineman in college football, by beefing up my workouts and eating more, I put on more muscle mass to weigh a low body fat of 280 pounds. Looking much lighter because of my muscular physique, no one believed me when I told them that I weighed nearly 300 pounds.
With us able to talk about anything, I found out later, after I turned eighteen-years-old, that my mom had rules. With us not keeping any secrets, always wanting to be treated like a lady and not like a whore, she told me that she didn't do anal sex. Always wanting to be in control of the sexual scenario, she didn't do bondage either. She never wanted to be tied to her bed and/or blindfolded. No matter how much money he had and was willing to pay her, she never had sex again with anyone who didn't give her at least one orgasm.
She kept track of all of the men who she had intimate relations with by listing their names, descriptions, sexual preferences, and ages on her laptop computer. A lesser version of Tia Bellinger known as Bonnie Blue, she confessed in her documentary that she had sex with more than 1,000 men in twelve hours. At her last count, hard for me to believe, much later in her career at the age of fifty-years-old, my mom confessed that she had sex with more than one-thousand, five-hundred men. That's a lot of cocks to see, stroke, suck, and fuck.
Yet, having sex was not only her full-time job but her profession, and her reluctantly chosen career. Having sex with men was how she supported us to live such a luxurious lifestyle. Clearly, she made a lot of money to buy the high rise condo where we lived on the twenty-first floor penthouse suite in New York city, and afford her Mercedes-Benz two door coupe, and designer clothes.
# # #
With her never too tired, or having a headache, a backache, or a stomachache, never refusing him sex, and with her being faithful to him, my father died a happy man when married to my mother. My deceased dad died from a traumatic brain injury that led to a brain hemorrhage after having received one too many blows to the head. He owned a dojo and had multiple degree black belts in Judo, Karate, and Aikido.
In the way that Gizelle Brady trained with her partner, Joaquim Valente in Jiu Jitsu, and who she later married, my dad trained with my mother while dating, and before they married. She had black belts in Judo, Karate, and Aikido, too. Protecting herself, she didn't want any man to take physical advantage of her by restraining her, having his sexual way with her, and/or raping her. To say that she could protect herself from harm, with her skilled in martial arts, was a huge understatement.
As I grew older, a word that I never heard and didn't know the meaning of, until I looked it up, I was surprised to discover that my mother was not only a whore and a prostitute, she was more than that. She was a nympho. She couldn't help nor control herself from wanting and needing to have sex, the more sex the better.
Having sex was her cross of urges to bear. Indeed, my mother was the definition of the word. She was a nymphomaniac. Yet, who better to have paid sex with a vast number of men than a nympho? With her as big of a slut as the biggest whores in Hollywood, Amber Rose, Kim Kardashian, Miley Cyrus, Ariana Grande, and/or Taylor Swift, except for Amber, Kim, and Miley, few suspect Ariana and Taylor as being whores, but they both are.
Her condition is a mental disorder known as hypersexuality disorder or compulsive sexual behavior disorder. Compulsions are unwanted actions, or rituals that a person engages in repeatedly without receiving pleasure from them or being able to control them. They act out their compulsions in risky behaviors such as promiscuity and in her case, prostitution. With her sometimes faking orgasms, she received more pleasure from the money than she received from sex.
With her on the pill, not wanting to get pregnant or receive a sexually transmitted disease, she never had sexual intercourse, unless the man wore a condom. When blowing a man, she believed that it's not a real blowjob unless the man cums in her mouth and she swallows his cum. She always allowed a man to cum in her mouth and, with her not a spitter, she always swallowed his cum. No doubt, she swallowed enough cum in her life to make a statue of a man from all of the cum that she swallowed.
Treatment for nymphomania may involve psychotherapy and medication. Medications for nymphomania may include antidepressants, antianxiety, or antipsychotic medications, similar to the medications used for other compulsive disorders. Because of the side effects, she refused to take any of those. Because compulsive sexual behavior is risky, people with nymphomania are at increased risk for developing complications such as sexually transmitted diseases and/or arrest for having sex in public places.
To be continued...
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Mom is a Whore and a Prostitute, #2
My mom, Veronica, has sex with me on my eighteenth birthday.
Author's Warning:
This chapter is not about wildlife. If you're looking for that kind of story, I suggest that you read National Geographic. This story is about X-rated incestuously sex between a nymphomaniac mother and her virginal son. I suggest that before reading this story that you have a bottle of baby oil and a box of tissues close by. Trust me, you're going to need them.
Lastly, unless you want your mother, stepmother, sister, stepsister, aunt, cousin, mother-in-law, sister-in-law, and/or grandmother to see your naked, erect prick and catch you playing with yourself and cumming all over your chest, stomach, and hand, I suggest you close and lock your bedroom door. Then, again, if you want one of or all of the above women to watch you masturbate yourself, I suggest you leave your bedroom door wide open.
"I dare you to leave your bedroom door wide open while jerking off. I double dare you to dick flash all of your female relatives (lol). No balls. Chicken (lol)."
# # #
"Oh, my," said his grandmother as she walked by her grandson's bedroom with his door wide open and peeked inside.
Staring at him in disbelief, she stood in the doorway while watching her grandson masturbate himself. She stared at his erect, naked cock while fingering her big, erect nipples through her housecoat.
"What are you doing," she asked, as if she didn't know?
He looked up at his 65-year-old grandmother with sexual horniness and forbidden sexual lust. Truth be told, he would love to have sex with his mother, sister, aunt, and cousin, mother-in-law, and/or his sister-in-law, as well as his grandma.
"I'm reading a mother and son incest story by SusanJillParker. I love her," he said. "I always jerk off while reading her stories."
Grandma removed her false teeth, placed them in a tissue, and put them in the pocket of her housecoat. She looked up at her grandson and gave him a toothless smile. She rubbed her pussy through her housecoat without removing her sexually aroused eyes from his big dick. She shocked him as much as she sexually excited him by asking him her incestous question.
"May I read the story with you after I stroke you and suck your cock," she asked?
Smiled.
"I'd love to give you a gum job," she said with a sexy laugh and a naughty smile. "You may even cum in my mouth and, with me not a spitter, I'll swallow your cum."
She laughed again.
"I haven't had a cock in my hand, in my mouth, in my pussy, and up my ass since your grandpa passed. I had threesome sex with two of his best friends after his funeral when they stayed to help me put the food away," she said without shame and/or embarrassment.
She laughed while staring at her grandson's cock and watching him masturbate himself. She walked in his room, closed his bedroom door behind her, locked it. Then, she slowly and sexily removed her housecoat to reveal her sagging, naked, double D cup breasts, grayish brown, bushy naked pussy, and her wrinkled naked ass.
She sat next to him on his bed. Then, she took his prick in her hand from his hand to stroke him. Smiling up at him, she leaned forward and took him in her mouth to gum him. Grandmother gummed gummed her grandson.
"You may fondle my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples while I gum your cock," she said, temporarily removing his prick to speak.
She gave him another toothless smile.
"Our little secret, I don't want my daughter, your mother, to know that I'm gumming you because she'll want to suck your cock too after reading SusanJillParker's mother and son story."
# # #
Mom is a Whore and a Prostitute continued, revised, and rewritten from #1:
With her never too tired, or having a headache, a backache, or a stomachache, never refusing him sex, she was always in the mood for sex. With her being faithful to him, my father died a happy man while married to my mother. My deceased dad died from a traumatic brain injury that led to a brain hemorrhage after having received one too many blows to the head. He owned a dojo and had multiple degree black belts in Judo, Karate, and Aikido.
In the way that Gisele Brady trained with her partner, Joaquim Valente in Jiu Jitsu, and later married him after divorcing Tom Brady, my dad trained with my mother while dating him, and before marrying. She had black belts in Judo, Karate, and Aikido, too. Protecting herself, she didn't want any man to take physical advantage of her by restraining her, having his sexual way with her, and/or raping her. To say that she could protect herself from harm, her skill in mixed martial arts was a huge understatement and deterrent from being harmed.
As I grew older, a word that I never heard and didn't know the meaning of, sexually naive, until I looked it up, I was surprised to know that my mother was not only a whore and a prostitute, she was more than that. She was a nympho. She couldn't help nor control herself from wanting and needing to have sex, the more sex the better. When she wasn't thinking of me, and/or her customers, she thought of sex.
Having sex was her cross of urges to bear. Indeed, my mother was the definition of the word. She was a nymphomaniac. Yet, who better to have paid sex with a vast number of men than a nympho? With her as big of a slut as the biggest whores in Hollywood, Amber Rose, Kim Kardashian, Miley Cyrus, Ariana Grande, and/or Taylor Swift, except for Amber, Kim, and Miley, few suspect Ariana and Taylor as being whores, but they both are.
Her condition is a mental disorder known as hypersexuality disorder or compulsive sexual behavior disorder. Compulsions are unwanted actions, or rituals that a person engages in repeatedly without receiving pleasure from them or being able to control them. They act out their compulsions in risky behaviors such as promiscuity and in her case, prostitution. With her sometimes faking orgasms, she received more pleasure from the money than she received from sex. Even though she had lots of sex, it was as much about the money as it was about the sex.
With her on the pill, not wanting to get pregnant or receive a sexually transmitted disease, she never had sexual intercourse, unless the man wore a condom. When blowing a man, as she confessed to me in our private talks about her work, she believed that it's not a real blowjob unless the man cums in her mouth and she swallows his cum. She always allowed a man to cum in her mouth and, with her not a spitter, she always swallowed his cum. No doubt, she swallowed enough cum in her life to make a statue of a man from all of the cum that she swallowed.
Treatment for nymphomania may involve psychotherapy and medication. Medications for nymphomania may include antidepressants, antianxiety, or antipsychotic medications, similar to the medications used for other compulsive disorders. Because of the side effects, some of which are deadly, she refused to take any of those. Because compulsive sexual behavior is risky, people with nymphomania are at increased risk for developing complications such as sexually transmitted diseases and/or arrest for having sex in public places.
# # #
My mom, Veronica, has had sex with lots of men for money.
Mom is a Whore and a Prostitute, #2
My name is Alexander. Everyone calls me Alex. My mom loves me. We're best friends. She tells me everything and I tell her everything. She makes me smile when she calls me Alexander the Great. She likes it when I call her Ronny instead of Veronica.
Something that I thought would never happen, and something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I couldn't believe that I had sex with my MILF of a mother. Even though I knew she was a whore and a prostitute, with her morally modest in front of me, I've never seen anything of her until I turned eighteen-years-old. She always wore long robes over her nightgowns down to her ankles and that buttoned to her neck.
Even with her an exhibitionistic nympho, even though I wanted to, I've never seen upskirt peeks of her panties or up nightgown peeks of her naked pussy. I've never seen down blouses views of her cleavage, and her bra clad breasts, or down nightgown views of her naked breasts and erect nipples. Again, with her carefully morally modest when around me, other than her bra strap, sexually frustrating, I've never seen anything of my mother.
Then, everything changed. On the night of my eighteenth birthday, a big day for me. It was the day that I became a man, in more than one way than just age. My mom called me into her closed door bedroom.
"Alex. Come here, please," she said. "I need your help."
Figuring she needed me to change a lightbulb, hang something, or help her strip and make her king-sized bed, I walked to her room. I knocked on her door, and waited for her to respond before opening her door. As I always did before entering her bedroom but something that never happens, I imagined in her bra and panties. I visualized her in a short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgown. I envisioned her standing in front of her full-length mirror, topless, or naked.
Just once, I'd love to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. If ever I did, she would give me something to jerk off over for the rest of my horny life. Without a doubt, not even having to think about it, if I could have sex with my mother I would.
# # #
"Come in," she said.
I loved her voice, so soft and so sweet. I've imagined her talking dirty to me and staring up at me smiling and slowly stroking my prick while she's topless. Then, not removing her blue eyes from me, I visualized shooting a load of cum all over her naked breasts and her hand. In the way that she's done for many men, I'd love to cum for my mother. Alas, nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, my mom giving me a hand job will never happen.
Then, taking me by surprise, as soon as I opened her bedroom door, I saw her sitting up in bed in the soft light. With the light creating a glow around her, a vision of loveliness, she was so drop dead beautiful. I imagined that I was her husband, she was my newly wedded wife, and this was our honeymoon. Something that I'll be stroking myself over later, she was in bed wearing a sexy, low-cut, and nearly transparent nightgown.
Her sheet was pulled up to her just below her naked breasts. With her wearing a nearly transparent nightie, I could see the size and the shape of her naked breasts as if she was topless. The first time that I saw anything of her, I saw more of her than I've ever seen of her before. Unable to look away, as what all men do when seeing anything of her, I stared. Unable to remove my eyes from her, I couldn't stop staring.
I imagined seeing her topless. I visualized seeing her naked. As if I was one of her billionaire clients, I envisioned her having willingly consensual, and forbidden sex with me. As soon as I leave her bedroom, I'll be jerking off over all that I'm seeing of her now later.
# # #
I entered my mother's bedroom dressed in my daily uniform, a T-shirt, pajama pants without underwear, and my Ugg slippers. As soon as I saw her sitting up in bed, I stared. Unable to remove my horny eyes from what I immediately saw of her, I continued staring at that I could see of her big breasts, and the impressions that her big erect nipples made through her sheer nightie
As soon as I saw more of my mother than I had ever seen before, I had an erection that tented my pajama bottoms. I covered my sexual excitement with my hand. Feeling like the perversely perverted son that I am, I was embarrassed that I had an erection in front of her. With her, my mother and me her son, I was ashamed that my erection physically displayed my perversely perverted forbidden lust for her.
She never invited me into her bedroom before, unless it was to fix or repair something. With her indisposed, I couldn't believe she invited me into her bedroom now. Feeling special, with her always going to their place, their mansions, their condo, or to an exclusively expensive hotel, she never invited any of her clients to her bedroom.
Then, something she never revealed before, she had decorated her bedroom with all things personal. Looking around at everything and seeing it for the first time, I stood in her private sanctum of sex, her bedroom of sexual seduction surrounded by all things sexual. Having never seen them before, she had a collection of vibrators and dildos displayed on a shelf next to and within easy reach of her bed.
Blowing my mind, hardening my cock, and pulsating my prick, she had dozens of enlarged topless naked photos of her on every wall of her bedroom. I stared at every one of her revealing photos with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth wide open. She had signed, framed photos of fully dressed and naked men on the wall behind her bed who she had sex with, and some of them were celebrities. Her preferred clientele were wealthy millionaires and billionaires.
# # #
Before we had sex on the night of my eighteenth birthday, something my mother never asked me before; she asked me now. Uncomfortable, a question that she never asked me before, I wondered why she'd ask me such a question now.
"Tell mommy, Alex," she said with a pause.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile before continuing.
"Are you a virgin," she asked?
She stared at my hand in front of my erection. Embarrassed by her question, I felt myself turning red. With her having had sex with so many men, I felt ashamed that I was yet to have sex with a woman. With me not having a dad to tell me about the birds and the bees, the only sexual experience that I've had is watching porn videos while masturbating. I've never even kissed a woman other than kissing my mother on her cheek.
"Yes," I said sheepishly.
She laughed before giving me another sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Well, we're going to fix that tonight," she said.
I looked up at her, shocked.
'What? We're going to fix that tonight. Fix what? Unsure of her meaning, did she mean that we're going to have sex,' I thought? 'Is she going to take my virginity? No way. Always horny, I misinterpreted my mother's meaning.'
# # #
Not having to explain her meaning nor her intentions, she whipped off her sheet to expose her nightgown clad body to me. With the hem of her nightgown nearly up to her naked pussy, I imagined more than I was seeing. As if she was my very own personal porn star, I stared at her beautiful body as if I had never seen a naked woman before when I had seen thousands of porn stars on my laptop.
Before I even saw her naked, she had the best body that I've ever seen. If she looked that good in her clothes, I could only imagine how good she'd look without her clothes. Then, wondering if she was bushy, shaved, or trimmed, she answered my unanswered question without speaking.
She teased me as much as she shocked me and sexually excited me. She parted her legs just enough to flash me a peek of her shaved, naked pussy. The first time that I saw my mother's cunt, I couldn't believe my eyes. Then, lifting her right leg and parting her legs a little wider, she flashed me her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. In the way that I've always wanted to dick flash my mother my naked, erect prick, she flashed me her naked cunt.
Not wasting time, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, my mother sat up in bed. While staring at me and smiling, she slowly, sexily, and seductively removed her nightgown. As if she was giving me a personal striptease show, while continuing to smile up at me, she removed her nightgown strap from her right shoulder before removing her nightgown strap from her left shoulder. Giving me more of a view of her cleavage, I stared at her long line of separation of her big breasts.
I imagined being an Olympic Norwegian skier skiing down a Bavarian Alpine mountain trail in Germany with my finger instead of with my skis while yodeling. Then, I watched her remove her right arm from her nightgown strap before removing her left arm from her left nightgown strap. As if the bodice of her nightgown was remotely controlled, while wishing that the front of her unstrapped nightgown would fall, I stared at the front of her nightgown.
Ever so slowly as if my wish was my command, I watched the bodice of her nightgown slowly fall to her waist. Something that I'll never forget for the rest of my life, I stared at my mother's naked breasts. Clearly, proud of her big breasts, she sat up and puffed out her chest. She smiled up at me as if she was a topless model on the Price Is Right showing me her personal showcase.
Not stopping with just flashing me her naked breasts, giving me quite the topless show of her big tits, I watched her fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. She pinched them, pulled them, turned them, and twisted them. She stared down at them before staring up at me and smiling widely.
Not done sexually teasing me, she cupped her left breasts in the palm of her hand and lifted it to her mouth to suck her nipple to full erection. Then, she did the same with her right breast, too. In the way that I watched her fondle her breasts, finger her nipples, and suck her nipples, I wanted to do the same.
# # #
Then again, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she lifted her ass from the bed, reached for the back of her nightgown that she was sitting on and slowly and sexily removed her nightgown. I couldn't believe my eyes. My mother was naked. She was totally naked.
My first time seeing her beautiful body without her clothes, I couldn't believe that she was naked. My mother was naked. Shocked as much as I was sexually excited, if it wasn't enough that she showed me her naked pussy and her naked breasts, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her beautiful naked, totally naked body.
Instead of feeling like her son, I felt like one of her clients. Again, I couldn't believe my mother was naked and was going to have sex with me. I couldn't believe she was going to take my virginity. My masturbation birthday wish is about to be my reality and come true.
'Happy Birthday to me,' I thought.
Hard to wrap my head around, impossible for me to process, I couldn't believe that she wanted to have sex with as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Again, something else that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, the night of my eighteenth was the first time that I ever saw my mother without her clothes. Overwhelmed by her beauty, if she wasn't drop dead gorgeous enough, she was even more beautiful when naked.
Stunned, when I've never even seen an up skirt peek of her panties or down blouse view of her cleavage and bra, I've never seen an up nightgown peek of her naked pussy or down nightgown view of her naked breasts. Unable to believe my eyes, I still couldn't believe that I was finally seeing my MILF of a mother naked.
Continuing to stare, unable to remove my eyes, with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open, I stared at her big shapely breasts, her dark pink areolas, and her lighter pink erect nipples. I stared at her shaved, naked pussy. With her legs parted open enough to see, and with her showing a lot of pink, I stared at her glistening pussy. She was already wet. My mom was as wet for me as I was hard for her.
As if I had never seen a naked woman before, actually, I haven't other than the women on the internet, I ogled my naked mother while lusting over her. Again, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, obviously, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Unashamed and unembarrassed to admit, again, without a doubt, I'll be masturbating over her for the rest of my horny life.
Then, as if wanting to give me a better look of her naked body, she turned on her side to click on the overhead bedroom light. When she did, she showed me her shapely naked ass. Having a brighter and a better look of her nakedness, I stared at her naked ass as well as the rest of her naked body.


Again, better than any porn star, blessed with superior genetics, she had the best ass that I have ever seen. If it wasn't enough I was seeing her without her nightgown, I couldn't wait to touch her, feel her, and fondle her everywhere a son should never touch and feel his naked mother while making out with her. I couldn't wait to feel, fondle, squeeze, and slap her naked ass as if her shapely buttocks were all mine, and where a mom should never allow her son to explore her naked body.
# # #
Then, shocking me, blowing my mind, as if seeing her naked wasn't enough, I never expected my mother to do what she did. My sexual fantasy is coming true, as I've written before, I still can't believe it now. She invited me to sleep with her in her bed. She wasn't just any woman. She was my mother and I was her son. Explicit in her sexually incestuous intentions, she wanted to take my virginity.
"Well, what are you waiting for," she asked? "Get undressed and get in bed with me. Now that I'm naked, I'm cold," she said with a laugh.
She wrapped her arms around herself and shivered.
"I need you to hold me, hug me, snuggle me, and spoon me," she said.
Then, if it wasn't enough that she was naked and wanted me to get in bed with her to hold her, hug her, snuggle her, and spoon her, she blew my mind with what she said next.
"Show me your cock, Alex. I want to see it. Now that you've seen my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass, now that you've seen your mother naked, I want to see you naked, too. Mommy wants to see your prick. I bet you have a big one," she said with a laugh.
# # #
On my eighteenth birthday, the one thing that I thought she'd never give me, she gave me the best birthday gift that I ever received. Better than the brand new Mustang GT that she bought me for my birthday, my mom gave me sex. As if I was one of her clients, I had sex with her. Something hard for me to believe, I had incestuous sex with my mother. Never expecting that she would, she willingly, eagerly, and consensually gave me sex.
Even though I've masturbated every morning, every evening, and a couple of times in between over imagining my mother topless and naked, and having sex with her, I never thought that I'd be having illicit sex with her. If it wasn't enough that I saw her naked, she allowed me to sleep with her in her bed. Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, a memory to last a lifetime, something that I'll never forget, I couldn't believe that I had sex with my mom on my birthday.
'Happy Birthday to me,' I thought again.
Not even having to blow out my candles while making my wish, with her giving me what I wanted for my birthday, she made my wish come true. My mother was my lover. My wife, my girlfriend, and my mother all wrapped into one person, there's no woman that I wanted more.
While she stared at me removing my pajama bottoms in the way that I stared at her removing her nightgown and stripping herself naked, I quickly stripped myself naked and climbed into her bed. A full eight inches in length, and thick around, she stared at my big, erect prick as if she had never seen a man with a big dick before. Judging by her erect nipples and her wet pussy, it excited me to expose my naked body to her as much as it sexually aroused her to expose her naked body to me.
Without doubt, I'm sure she saw many men with big cocks, perhaps even bigger pricks than my prick but the difference was that this was my dick, her son's penis. Giving me even more to masturbate over, I'll be playing with myself every day and forever over seeing her naked, her seeing me naked, and having sex with her. Hoping that I didn't prematurely ejaculate, I couldn't wait to cum for my mother.
# # #
Taking it slow, again, as if she was my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover, and indeed she was my lover instead of just my mother, we had sex. As if I was one of her wealthy clients, as soon as I climbed in bed with her we kissed. We made out. I kissed my mother and she kissed me. My first time kissing her or any woman on her lips, she allowed me to part her lips with my tongue, and French kiss her.
"Oh, mom," I said. "I love kissing you. I love making out with your beautiful body while touching and feeling you everywhere, mommy," I said.
While continuing to make out with her, she corrected me. She told me to call her Veronica or Ronny instead of mom, mother, or mommy. She laughed.
"Alex, honey, with us naked and in bed with one another, call me Veronica or Ronny instead of mom or mommy," she said with a little, sexy laugh.
Never washing my hands again, she allowed me to touch her, feel her, and fondle her naked body everywhere while continuing to make out with one another. I felt her D cup breasts while fingering and leaning forward to suck her erect nipples. Then, I reached behind her to feel, fondle, squeeze, and slap her firm and shapely ass.
"Oh, baby. I like that," she said, wiggling and shaking her naked ass and laughing. "Slap me harder."
As if I was spanking my imaginary daughter, leaving a hand mark and making her ass pink, I slapped her ass again and again but harder.
Not stopping there, something that I was so excited to do, I cupped her shaved pussy. I couldn't believe that I had my mother's cunt in the palm of my hand. Then, parting her swollen pussy lips with my fingers, I inserted my fingers into my mother's puss. I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her.
She was already wet. She was so wet. My first time masturbating a woman but knowing how to do it by watching porn, I masturbated my mother, I mean, Ronny.
While rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy, I continued touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. I pinched, pulled, twisted, and turned her erect nipples while leaning down to suck them again. With me as a breast man, I loved my mom's tits more than I loved her perfect ass, her shaved pussy, and/or her long and shapely, sexy legs.
# # #
Not done surprising me, with her taking the lead of her sexual seduction of me, she told me what to do next. It was then that I wondered with me no longer a virgin, how many men she stroked, sucked, and fucked. With both men and women having, on average, four to seven sexual partners, and with her out nearly every night and every weekend for years, I imagined her having had sex with hundreds of men.
I wondered if she had sex with women, too. No doubt, with men paying to have threesome sex with their lovers, girlfriends, and/or their wives, I'm sure that she's had plenty of sex with women, too. I'll be masturbating later over having threesome sex with one of her friends, or watching her having sex with one or two of my friends.
"Eat my pussy, Alex. Eat mommy's cunt," she said.
Clearly, sexually arousing her, she referred herself to her being my mother instead of referring to herself by her first name.
"Give me oral sex. Make me cum with your fingers and with your tongue. I need to cum, Alex," she said. "Mommy needs to cum."
# # #
She pushed herself back against the headboard of her bed, piled on another pillow behind her head, raised her head to watch me, and spread her long and shapely legs for me to have access to her shaved cunt. Not having to ask me twice, I slowly moved halfway down the bed while kissing her beautiful, naked body everywhere. Then, with my nose filled with her musky aroma, I made myself comfortable between her thighs.
I kissed her hairless pussy while cupping her naked cunt. Gently parting her swollen vaginal lips, I inserted my fingers. I rubbed her wet clit while finger fucking her again. She humped my fingers in the way that I couldn't wait to hump her mouth with my cock.
"I love you, Alex," she said. "Happy Birthday," she said with a sexy laugh while hugging me.
I parted her pussy lips with my fingers again while licking her. I couldn't believe that I was eating my mother's pussy. I continued licking and fingering her cunt. Even wetter than before, she was so wet now. With her squirming and moaning, I continue rubbing her clit while finger fucking her and licking her.
Something that I never thought would ever happen, I couldn't believe that I was having illicit sex with my mother. I couldn't believe that I was eating Veronica's pussy. Never thinking that I would ever see my mom naked, never mind touching, fingering, and licking my mom's cunt, my masturbation fantasy was now my reality. I gave her oral sex.
"I love you, Veronica," I said again.
With her vaginal secretions already glistening all over my face, I lifted my head to smile up at her.
"Don't stop. Eat me, Alex. Make me cum," she said. "I need to cum. Mommy needs to cum."
# # #
As if she was a man and I was a woman sucking his cock instead of eating her pussy, she put her heavy hands to the back of my head and, pressing down, she smashed my face into her wet pussy. Then, she took my head in both of her hands. As if my face was her sponge, she rubbed my face all over her soaking wet pussy.
As if she was giving me her version of a cum bath, I had the secretions of her vaginal wetness everywhere. Unable to breathe and getting lockjaw, I lifted my head to rest. As soon as I did, she pressed down on the back of my head again. Clearly, she wanted me to continue eating her. She didn't want me to stop. In the way that I couldn't wait to cum in her mouth, she needed to cum in my mouth, too.
"Don't stop, Alex. Please don't stop. Eat me. Eat your mother. Make me cum," she said again. "Make mommy cum. I need to cum."
I continued rubbing her clit, finger fucking her, and licking her while reaching up my other hand to feel and fondle her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. With her breathing through her mouth instead of her nose, she seemed to enjoy having me finger and play with her erect nipples.
"Rub mommy's clit harder. Lick mommy's pussy faster," she said with open arms. "Eat me, Alex. Eat your mother."
Again, she referred to herself as mommy and mother instead of as Veronica. Clearly, she seemed more sexually aroused when referring to herself as mommy and mother instead of Veronica or Ronny. Playing her game, I called her mom and mommy.
"I love licking your pussy, mom. I love eating you. I can't wait to make you cum, mommy," I said.
# # #
As soon as I continued fingering her and licking her, she squirmed. Unbelievably, even wetter now than she was before, she was so wet. She held my finger with her fingers to show me how to rub her clit and finger fuck her.
Again, while continuing to eat my mother, I reached up my other hand to feel and fondle her D cup breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Again, she seemed to like me fingering her nipples as much I enjoyed fingering her nipples, and as she enjoyed me fingering her clit, licking her pussy, and finger fucking her, too.
Then, while continuing to rub her clit harder and licking her pussy faster, I did something that I learned to do while watching someone do in a porn movie. I found and pressed on her G spot. As soon as I did, she humped my mouth with her hips.
"Oh, my God, Alex. Jesus Christ! That's it! That's it! Right there. Oh, my God. Don't stop. Don't stop. That's my magic button," she said with a little laugh.
She tensed her body while breathing through her mouth and humping my finger.
"Don't stop. Mommy likes that," she said. "Please continue pressing on that while licking me."
She wiggled her ass on the mattress. She humped my finger with her hips while still breathing through her mouth. With her seemingly as sexually aroused having sex with her son as much as I was sexually excited having sex with my mother, it didn't take her long to cum. Something to feel proud of, I couldn't believe my first time eating a pussy that I was able to give my mother an oral orgasm.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God, Alex. Alex," she said. "Don't stop licking me. Press my button. Press my button. Yes, that's it! Right there."
She tense her body again and humped my mouth.
"Don't stop fingering me. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Press on my G spot. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
# # #
She put a heavy hand to the back of my head and pressed. As if she was giving me her version of a cum bath, and as if my face was her sponge, she rubbed my face all over her drenched pussy. I had her vaginal secretions everywhere, in my hair, in my eyes, up my nose, in my mouth, and all over my chin. Literally, I was dripping with my mother's musky wetness and covered with her scent.
"Alex! Alex! I'm going to cum. Mommy's going cum. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God," she said.
Then, while humping my mouth harder, she closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her long legs while pressing down harder on the back of my head. She fell quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not stopping eating her, I continued fingering her while licking her. Now that I gave her one orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I was determined to give her another one, and I did.
"Oh, my God, Alex. Jesus Christ. Oh, my God. I'm going to cum again. Mommy's going to cum. Mommy's going to cum, again" she said.
She fell quiet again while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not remaining still long, she threw her leg over me and mounted me. She reached down and positioned the head of my cock against her pussy lips. With a gentle hump, I was inside of my mother's warm and wet pussy.
# # #
Making passionate love to me with her arms raised over her head, she sat on me while slowly and lovingly humping me cowgirl style. Then, she turned around the other way and made slow love to me reverse cowgirl style. Humping me harder and humping me faster, my MILF of a mother was fucking me.
As if my cock was her bedpost, she was really fucking me hard. I returned her fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. I fucked my mother. I fucked her fast and hard. I couldn't believe that I was fucking her. Finally, she turned around to face me, leaned forward, and buried her face in my neck.
I rolled her over. Really fucking her now, not wanting to cum just yet, I buried my cock deeper in he pussy. She wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs about my back. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. My mother fucked me in the way that I fucked her.
"Alex! Alex! Jesus Christ! I'm cumming again. Mommy is cumming again," she whispered. "Hump me harder. Hump me faster. I'm cumming. Oh, my God, honey, I love your prick."
She relaxed again while I held her while feeling, fondling, and squeezing her naked ass. Again, not stopping for long, she slowly humped me. Slowing it down and, lovingly taking our time, we kissed, French kissed while passionately making love.
Then, she rolled me over and mounted me again. Again, humping me faster and humping me harder, I returned her fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. My sexual fantasy coming true, after making love to my mother again, I fucked her again and she fucked me again, too. With her quite the wild, sexual animal in bed, she seemed to prefer fucking to making love.
# # #
Surprising me with her not asking me to wear a condom, as she required all of her clients to do, while hoping that I'd make her pregnant with our baby, I exploded a load of cum deep in my mother's pussy. Then, rolling me over, we continued fucking. I continued fucking her and she continued fucking me.
I ejaculated even more cum in my mother's cunt. I've never cummed as much when jerking off as I did when fucking my mother. She was a real professional at having sex.
After giving her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I gave her an orgasm while fucking her. Then, giving her multiple orgasms, losing count, I gave her another orgasm with my stiff prick while cumming again in her soaked pussy.
"Alex! Oh, Alex. My God. I'm cumming again. I'm cumming," she said, falling silent again. You've made mommy feel so good. For someone who was a virgin, you are quite the lover, lover," she said with a sexy laugh.
# # #
"Happy birthday, Alex," she said.
She gave me a naughty look and a sexy smile.
"May I give you another one of your birthday gifts, a real birthday surprise," she said with a laugh?
She moved halfway down the bed.
"Have you ever had a blowjob," she asked?
She looked up at me from between my legs while smiling. I shook my head no. Not even having to ask her, filled with sexual anticipation, I couldn't believe my mother was going to blow me. She was going to suck my cock.
After she told me what a real blowjob is. A man must cum in her mouth and she must swallow his cum. Unbelievably, she was going to allow me to cum in her mouth and swallow my cum. Then, asking me her question of asking me if I ever had a blowjob in the way that she had asked me if I was a virgin, I was ready for her to blow me. I waited with bated breath for her question.
"Would you like mommy to blow you? Would you like me to suck you while stroking your prick," she asked?
She laughed.
"You may even cum in my mouth and I'll swallow your cum," she said.
She laughed again.
"I don't consider giving a real blowjob unless the man comes in my mouth and I swallow his cum," she said.
She gave me her description of a real blowjob again in the way that she already had given me her description of a blowjob before.
# # #
In the way that I made my way halfway down the bed, and moved comfortably between her legs to eat her, my mother made her way halfway down the bed and moved comfortably between my legs to blow me. Then, she took my erect prick in her soft and warm hand. She slowly and lovingly stroked me while staring up at me and smiling. She gave me a hand job before giving me a blowjob.
Then, taking me in her beautiful mouth while staring up at me, my mom was blowing me. She sucked my cock while stroking my prick. Then, stroking me faster and stroking me harder, determined to make me cum in her mouth, she wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow my cum, her son's cum.
While teasing me by showing me my big dick in my mouth, she deep throated me. Then, as soon as she gently cupped my testicles, no longer able to stop, with her stroking me faster and harder while sucking me deeper, I ejaculated the biggest load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed. My MILF of a mother blew me. She not only blew me but she deep throated me. As if she was Linda Lovelace in Deep Throat, she practically swallowed my prick.
Still stunned, I couldn't believe that she sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth, and swallowed. Finally, if it wasn't enough that I saw my mother naked, made love to her, fucked her, ate her pussy, and she blew me, another thing that I'll remember for the rest of my life happened. As soon as she removed the pressure of her red, full lips from my erect prick, I exploded a second load of cum all over her beautiful face, in her naturally blonde hair, and across her firm and shapely D cup breasts.
I gave my mother a cum bath. I couldn't believe that I gave her a cum bath. She laughed while staring up at me dripping with my cum. She had cum dripping from her hair, her nose, her lips, her chin, and that coated her big, naked breasts.
"Alex! Oh, my God. You shocked me. I never expected that. You exploded a big load in my mouth and even a bigger load all over my face," she said laughing. "Where did all of that cum come from? Were you saving your cum up for me," she asked laughing again?
From that night forward, after we had incestuous sex, whenever she was home and not in the master bedroom of some wealthy man's mansion, traveling the world on a private plane, or aboard a huge yacht, we slept together. Pinching myself, I couldn't believe that I was sharing my mother's bed. As if I was her husband, her boyfriend, or her boytoy of a lover, I slept with my mother.


Whenever we slept together, I made slow and passionate love to her every morning. I fucked her fast and hard enough every night to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock. Then, in between, I fingered her, masturbated her, licked her, ate her pussy, and she sucked my cock. I love my mom. Now that I'm having regular sex with her, I love her even more. Not wanting to have sex with anyone else, completely sexually satisfied, she gave me plenty enough sex not to want to have sex with no other woman.
Fortunately, something that would temporarily put her out of business, unfortunately, even though I ejaculated loads of cum in her pussy nearly every morning and night, I didn't make her pregnant. Thankfully, she didn't have a baby. As it turned out for her, good for her business, something that I didn't know, she was sterile. After she gave birth to me, she had her tubes tied
"I love you, mommy."
The End
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Mother & Son are Boston Police, #1
"Put your hands behind your head and get on your knees...mom!"
Sheila Teller, a Boston Police sergeant is a forty-six-year-old policewoman. She's 5' 9" tall and weighs about 135 pounds, and is very good looking. What even makes her more appealing to many men, she has huge 34 F cup breasts that are equal to a 34 DDD bra cup breasts. Her big breasts are the first thing that anyone sees when she rounds a corner.
Her shapely ass from running, swimming, palates, Tai chi, and weight training adds to her firm and sexy figure. She looks more like a high priced stripper on her way to a bachelor's party than she does a policewoman. Wearing a specially fitted blue, police uniform, more women should look as good as she looks, especially when wearing her clothes.
Whenever she's patrolling the streets of Boston in her patrol car, both men and women stare at her, smile approvingly, wave, and/or nod to her. She returns their waves, nods, and smiles with her waves, nods, and smiles. In the way that Ronnie Coleman, who won eight Mr. Olympia titles, worked as a police officer in Arlington, Texas, before devoting his life to bodybuilding, he looked ridiculous in his too tight police uniform, and Sheila does, too.
Instead of driving around in her patrol car, walking city streets in full uniform with her sergeant stripes, and with her on full display, as if she's an actress playing her role, people turn and stare. With her sexy and shapely body filling out her uniform completely, if I had to be arrested, I'd want to be arrested by her.
"Freeze! Show me your hands! Get down on your knees. Put your hands behind your head and interlace your fingers," said Sergeant Sheila, making her arrest.
Unbeknownst to her, while imagining having BDSM sex with her, some men get an erection when she puts handcuffs on them before reading them their rights.
# # #
Because of her natural attributes, and her God given, voluptuous, physical endowments, what she always wanted to be, she has grown to not only accept but also love her call to duty as a police sergeant. Her specialty as a Boston police officer is vice, something that she loves to do, she is often the one chosen to work the prostitution sting detail in various Boston hotels. Because of her pretty face and killer body, with her the perfect candidate, she not only looks the part but also, she plays her part to perfection.
"I love working vice," she told her lieutenant and confessed to fellow officers at roll call. "Between the prostitutes and the perverted men looking to solicit them, surprisingly and believe me or not but, I've met some of the nicest people," she said with a laugh.
If I had to compare her to a hot movie star, with her prettier, taller, and having a better body than 5' 3" Scarlett Johansson, she's special. Again, with her taller, having a better body, and a prettier face than 5' 3" Dee Williams or 5' 7" Brandi Love, she could have been a porn star. She could have been a movie star, a celebrity, or a television personality instead of a police sergeant for the city of Boston. She could have been earning millions of dollars instead of her on average, two-hundred-thirty-thousand dollars with overtime, special details, and court time.
When her fellow officers learned that Sheila is playing the prostitute decoy doing the sting, her law enforcement compatriots eagerly volunteered to be the part of the team of arresting officers in the bust. Just part of doing their job, they shrugged and lied. Truth be told, they're all hoping to see her without her clothes. They're all hoping to see her topless and/or naked while being groped, felt, and fondled, and forced to have sex before they have the time to barge in the room and make the arrest.
Who wouldn't volunteer to be part of the prostitution detail with Sheila as the shining star? Giving them something to masturbate over later, this may be their only chance to see Sergeant Sheila without her clothes. As if watching a live porn movie, how hot would it be to watch her having pretend sex with a John while struggling against him and revealing even more of her beautiful, sexy, and topless or naked body?
Fortunately, or unfortunately for sergeant Sheila, many police departments don't have formal protocol concerning what can and can't be done by a female police officer during a prostitution sting. Bordering on entrapment, these decoy officers are allowed to strip nude and engage in sex acts with people they're trying to bust and arrest. Sheila is no exception.
With her not having a man in her life, and with her horny, and sexually frustrated, she'll eagerly engage in a sex act if the man that she's trying to arrest is good looking and has a big prick. Then, on the other hand, if the man is not very good looking, obese, and has a little prick, she'll do her best not to even allow him to touch her. When the man's back is to the camera blocking the view of her team, for a minute or two, she's free to do whatever she may sexually want to do.
# # #
With her Johns believing that she's a prostitute instead of a cop, they'd never believe that someone who looks like her would be police. Not shy about their sexual actions, as soon as they're alone in the hotel room with her, many of them quickly strip themselves naked. Something that they can't do on the street, they can do in a hotel room. Exposing their naked pricks, they stroke their cocks to erections.
Then, before telling her what they sexually want and how much they're willing to pay, while her surveillance team is recording all of the action, they push her back on the bed. They tear at her clothes and strip her topless and/or naked. Depending who is on top of her depends on how much she'll resist them, and how much she'd allow him to do to her nearly naked body.
Certainly, with him alone with her, if he had a choice, especially when she's not resisting, they'd strip her naked, do every sexual thing to her naked body, even violently rape her against her will, and pay her nothing. They're unaware that she's a cop, and that their every move is being recorded. Forcing themselves on her, at the very least, they molests her and sexually assaults her by touching and feeling her nearly naked body everywhere.
Desperately trying to stick their erect, naked pricks in her hand, in her pussy, and/or in her mouth? She has successfully fought off most men in their unsuccessful attempts to have forced sex with her. Yet, with her having continually volunteered to do the prostitution detail, she's lost count of how many erect naked cocks she's not only seen but also has been forced to touch, feel, fondle, and stroke while even taking some in her consensual, willing mouth.
Alone with him in the room, she's at the mercy of her detail to get the evidence that they need to make their arrest before barging in on time to save her from further sexual abuse. The offer for sex needs to be explicitly stated, and the money must exchange hands prior to the sex before they can legally storm in the room and arrest them. Sometimes when there's an issue with the video or with the sound, making her sexually vulnerable longer, her team charging in the room to make the arrest may be delayed longer than Sheila would like.
During their brief delay, exposed to him raping her, many men have not only stripped her topless but also have stripped her naked, too. Nearly every man has managed to wrap her reluctant fingers around his erect dick while forcing her to stroke them. After having worked this detail for more than twenty-years, who knows how many cocks she's seen touched, stroked, and taken in her mouth.
Something as unbelievable as it is shocking, still catching her by surprise, several men have prematurely ejaculated their cum all over her pretty face, in her blonde wig, and across her naked breasts before being saved. She's been given more cum baths that she can remember. With her talking and/or laughing, a few men have even managed to cum in her open mouth.
Mindful that her fellow officers are not only staring at her topless and/or naked body, but also recording it. She covers most of what she can with her hands, her forearms, and/or with the bedspread. Many police women refuse such a detail but with her a bit of exhibitionistic whore, with men who are her co-workers seeing her topless and/or naked, is just part of her doing her job, and is not a problem for her.
# # #
A steady stream of welcomed revenue for the city, and the police department, between the four digit fines for solicitation, court costs, late parking fees, and impoundment of their vehicles, arrests for soliciting a prostitute are a real moneymaker. With some vehicles left on the street ticketed, impounded, and unclaimed while perps are in jail, again, being arrested for soliciting a prostitute is a steady income stream for the city and the police. Sergeant Sheila is proud of the small part that she plays in helping to keep her city streets safe from perverts and prostitutes, especially those who interfere with Boston's main source of income, tourism.
Whenever there's a problem with suspecting men taking prostitutes to hotels for sex, especially some of the high end hotels in Boston, the front desk informs hotel security, and they call the police. With the available rooms arranged by security, Sheila receives her room key and the police are there waiting in the adjacent room to make the arrest. With prostitution the oldest profession, and an age-old problematic nuisance, Sheila is proud to do her part in eradicating the human infestation of roaches who ruin Boston's image and reputation.
After setting up video cameras with sound in the room next door, an overwhelming display of force, the police detail storm into the room to charge and arrest their decoy prostitute and the John for soliciting prostitution. Good at her job, the sting starts with Sergeant Sheila Teller hanging outside around the corner from the hotel dressed as a hooker while advertising her sexual assets. When potential customers stop her, engage her in conversation, and show their sexual interest in her, as if she's a jaguar in the jungle, she's ready to not only act but pounce.
Not their first rodeo, testing the water against entrapment, most men who solicit prostitutes know well enough not to immediately confess what they want and how much they're willing to pay upfront and outside. They'd rather get her alone in a hotel room or in their cars than to make their offer of solicitation outside on the sidewalk and in public. No matter, keeping herself safe, she never goes in a car alone with anyone. She responds favorably to their interest in her by offering to take them up to her room.
With many of the men who solicit her having money and not having a problem with not only paying for her room but gladly willing to pay her whatever she charges, she has a steady stream of customers. Some men who have never had sex with a prostitute, and who would never even dreamt of soliciting one, solicit her. Who wouldn't? Just one look at her promises them a sexual time that they'll forever remember and will never forget.
"I have a room at the Copley," she said. "If you're willing to pay for my room, we can do some business," she said.
Not wanting her case to be dismissed in court for entrapment, just as he never mentions what he sexually wants, and how much he's willing to pay for her sexual services in public, she never mentions the words solicitation and/or prostitution. With the hotel, just around the corner, on Huntington Avenue in the back bay of Boston, as if he's a big fish, and with her having a live one on the line, he follows her to her room.
As well as being paid for sex, a real bonus, the average prostitute earns even more money by having Johns reimburse her the cost of her hotel room several times during her day of sex. Yet, again, with many of her customers, businessmen, business owners, lawyers, stockbrokers, and/or nerdy computer geeks, they all can easily afford whatever amount of money she asks for the chance to have sex with her. Again, no matter how much she charge, who would say no to her?
# # #
Dressed for the occasion, she wears a very short skirt and bright, white, French bikini panties. With the hem of her short skirt barely covering the bottom of her panty clad pussy, she continually and deliberately flashes her pussy mound and/or her shapely ass with her every move. Calling attention to her enormous tits, she wears a mostly unbuttoned blouse that's nearly parted wide open without a bra.
Showing an abundance of her huge naked, bulbous breasts, and with her long line of sexy cleavage on display, she plays the part realistically, without suspicion, and without question. Wearing a blonde wig and lots of makeup, she's quite the tempting view to behold. If she wasn't sexy enough before, with every man wanting her, and no man saying no to her, she's quite the temptress now.
Again, with every man wanting to have sex with her, as long as they have the money to pay to play, whatever she charges, no man would refuse her for sex. If it's the only way that these perverted men can have sex with someone who looks like her, even when risking arrest, they're willing to pay. Again, after taking one look at her, who wouldn't want to have sex with a woman who looks like her? As if she's the brass ring or the prized garter belt at a wedding, there's no denying that every man wants her.
Their first time seeing her, with her advertising her beautiful body while standing on the corner, playing her part, she's not shy about what she's showing and all that they're seeing. When squatting down while talking on her cell phone, with her knees parted plenty enough to flash her bright, white panties, her pussy mound, her pussy slit, and her camel toe, men stare. When leaning forward while rummaging through her pocketbook, nearly falling out of her blouse, she deliberately flashes men her nearly naked breasts, the impressions of her erect nipples, and lots of cleavage.
As long as she's covered, there's no crime in an innocent woman flashing her panties and/or her nearly naked breasts while making her sexual flashes appear unintentional and/or accidental. Giving passing motorists a real, sexy show, at first sight, typically, men stare at her through their car windows while stuck in traffic. Then, driving around the block, they park somewhere close.
With there not a lot of parking in Boston, impossible to find a vacant parking meter, and/or needing a permit for resident parking, most park in one of the underground garages. Instead of taking the time to legally park their cars, and hike back to her, they don't. While hoping that she's still there, and not taken by someone else, they take the risk of being towed and having their illegally parked vehicles impounded. Rather, and against all odds, they illegally park their car somewhere close.
# # #
Not saying that Sheila's a whore, even though she is, but rumor has it around the precinct that she's a bit of a sexual tease and has a potty mouth. When she goes drinking to the local police bar, again, with her not having a man in her life, sexually frustrated and horny, she ends up making out with one of her inebriated fellow, married cops. With her not shy about sex, nothing more than kissing, touching one another, and feeling one another, keeping their brief sexual relationships secret, she's rumored to have given several of her fellow police officers hand jobs and blowjobs.
Not a big deal about stroking and sucking cocks, unembarrassed and unashamed, with her knowing her way around what a man needs and what a man wants, she's their perfect candidate to work prostitution stings. One of a kind, no man would ever think that she's a cop. With her badge, handcuffs, and gun hidden close by, and within reach, doing whatever she needs to do to bag the bad guy, she's always ready and consensually willing to rock and roll to arrest the perp.
While watching the video and listening to the sound, waiting until they get the evidence that they need to barge in and arrest the perp, a few men have gotten lucky with her before their arrest. With her nearly topless, most of them have stripped open her blouse to reveal her naked breasts while touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and fingering her erect nipples, and sucking them. With her fellow cops having seen her naked breasts many times before, being recorded on video means that many more police officers will see her X-rated videos, too.
Before discussing details and exchanging money, alone with her in the room, she's vulnerable. With her only wearing three articles of clothing, a short skirt, an unbuttoned blouse, and panties, and with her making every attempt to stop them from doing so, most of them have gotten lucky by quickly stripping her topless. She's allowed some of the men who sexually interest her to even strip her naked.
Her topless and naked videos go viral around the precinct, and are watched by nearly every cop, including her son, a rookie cop with the Boston Police Department. With her unembarrassed and unashamed, just doing her job, they've all seen her without her clothes. Married, single, young, or old, every police officer and/or detective who has seen her topless and naked on video would love to have sex with her. Who wouldn't?
Even though it's illegal for them to do, a few of the detectives have made copies of the videos. Copying the videos from the start when she was squatting down flashing her panties and leaning forward flashing her nearly naked breasts on the street corner, they showed the videos to their friends of her topless and naked in the hotel room. Some of them charge men that they know who'd love to see her videos, $25 apiece to buy the video of Sheila without her clothes.
# # #
A twenty-five-year veteran on the force, with her preferring to work vice than any other department, Sheila has worked vice, and specifically, the prostitution sting detail hundreds of times. She's the one responsible for arresting thousands of men for solicitation. With her having beautiful breasts that are as big as they are shapely, nearly every officer has seen her enormous, naked breasts, her dark pink areolas, and her light pink, erect nipples more than a few times.
Every officer who has seen her naked breasts would love to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering and sucking her big nipples before having sexual intercourse with her while fucking her fast and hard. Every officer who has seen her naked pussy and her naked ass, are amazed by her sexy and shapely body. With her a one of a kind sex siren, every officer, including some police women, would love to make out with her, make love to her, and fuck her.
All of them would love to have sixty-nine sex with her. While she sucked their cocks and/or ate their pussies, allowed them to cum in her mouth and swallow their cum, they'd love to finger and lick her pussy long enough to give her an orgasm with their fingers and their tongues. Perhaps with her open to it, some of them would love to date her and, perhaps, even marry her.
Without doubt and without exception, except for those police officers who are gay, every officer would love her to stroke their cock, suck their pricks, or eat their pussies. Who wouldn't love to cum in her beautiful mouth and watch her swallow their cum? Even those not looking for a sexual relationship, with her intelligent, having a great sense of humor, and a conversationalist, every police officer would love to be her partner, and drive around with her in her patrol car.
With many of the arresting officers no better than the men soliciting her for sex, many of them would love to have sex with her. Indeed, increasing their forbidden sexual lust for her, some of her Johns have gotten lucky with her before the room was invaded by her detective team. Whether their delayed invasion was deliberately or unintentionally done, after stripping her naked, some men have bent her forward at the waist and forced their erect cocks in her wet pussy without wearing a condom.


Before the room was invaded by half a dozen cops, some of the lucky men were able to put a heavy hand to the back of her head and stick their cocks in her mouth before she pulled away. With prostitution fines in the thousands of dollars, along with court costs, and that may include jail time, some men with money for a good lawyer have gotten off while suing for entrapment. Yet, to say that Sheila loved her work, whether wanted or unwanted, with her having sex on the job, is an understatement.
# # #
Sheila's son is Jackson. He's twenty-two-years-old and, after having completed basic training, he's a rookie cop in the Boston Police Department. With her pulling strings with her lieutenant, and with him going to the captain on her behalf, she's able to watch out for him, advise him, and show him the ropes.
In the way that Hieronymus Bosch, played by Titus Welliver, had his daughter, Maddie Bosch, played by Madison Lintz, assigned to the same precinct as her father, Jackson is assigned to the same precinct as his mother. With Sheila the star of the precinct, always talked about in the squad room and the locker room, Jackson has seen more than a few of his mother's prostitution detail videos. With her unembarrassed, unashamed, and immorally immodest, in the way that his fellow officers have seen his mother topless and even naked, he has, too.
With him having the same reaction to seeing her without her clothes, in the way that they'd love to have sex with her, he would, too. Only, she was his mother. Having illicit incestuous sex with her would be not only wrong but nasty. Whereas even though there are no specific laws against having consensual sex with co-workers, her fellow officers having sex with her may not only be against regulations but also, sexually inappropriate behavior.
With him sexually attracted to his mother, and with her quite the MILF, especially after having watched her topless and naked videos, as well as all of the other men, he'd love to have sex with his mother. After being forced to break up with his girlfriend, Darlene, and no longer having sex with her mother, he's horny and sexually frustrated. Then, after seeing her sexually salacious videos, he masturbates over seeing his topless and naked mother every morning and every evening.
In the way that the men who had solicited her, sexually assaulted her, and physically abused her, when alone with her in a hotel room, he imagined doing the same while being one of her perps. He'd love to strip himself naked in front of her and expose his erect, naked cock to her. He'd love to strip his mother topless. He'd love to strip her naked. He'd love to have forbidden sex with her. He'd love to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock.
# # #
Jackson is 6' 2" tall, and like his mother has brown hair and brown eyes. Unbeknownst to him, his mother is well aware that her son is sexually attracted to her. Attracted to her since he turned eighteen-years-old, feeling the vibrations downstairs with him shaking the windows and the China in the China cabinet, he jerks off every morning, every night, and a couple of times in between.
No doubt, especially after he's watched videos of her topless and naked, and with men's pricks in her mouth, he imagines her topless and/or naked while having sex with her. With her X-rated videos giving him even more to jerk off over, no doubt, wanting her even more, he'd love to have sexual relationship with her. Only, with him respecting her and never having made a sexual pass at her, she's waiting for him to do so. Unbeknownst to him, she'd jump all over him if he did.
Unbeknownst to her son, especially after so many men have seen her topless and naked while touching, feeling, fondling, and groping her, after divorcing his father and being lonely, she's sexually attracted to her son, too. In the way that he'd love to have sex with her, she'd love to have sex with him, too. She touches herself with the incestuous thoughts of him making love to her, fucking her, and ejaculating his cum in her pussy.
More than a bit perversely perverted and incestuously convoluted, before she can no longer have children, she sexually fantasizes of starting a family with her son, and having his baby. She'd love to have his baby. In the way that he impregnated his ex-girlfriend's mother, she'd love him to impregnate her, too.
Even with him sexually attracted to his MILF of a mother, even after seeing videos of her topless and naked, he could never solicit her for sex. She's his mother and he's her son. Having sex with her would be wrong.
Making love to and fucking his mother would be nasty. Even though he wanted to have an illicit, forbidden sexual relationship with her, he can't. Having sex with his ex-girlfriend's mother is one thing but, even though he wanted to, he can't have sex with his mother. He just can't.
Nonetheless, something that he strokes himself over all of the time, he'd love to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. He'd love to slowly and sexily undress her. In the way that she's naked in her videos, he'd love Once naked, he imagined touching and feeling her beautiful, naked body everywhere. He imagined fingering and licking her pussy before making love to her and fucking her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with his cock after having giving her an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue.
# # #
Something that Sheila didn't know but suspected after he had a sexual relationship with Darlene's mother, Charlotte, Jackson is sexually attracted to older women, especially older women in their forties with big breasts. Fortunately for him, something that his girlfriend doesn't know, he's had a brief affair with her MILF of a mother, his would have been his future mother-in-law. Unbeknownst to Darlene, she had no idea that he made a deal with her mother after she forced him to break up with her daughter.
Sadly, instead of marrying the woman that he loved, and becoming pregnant with his baby, Charlotte felt that they were getting too serious, too soon. She wanted her daughter to go to law school after graduating college. She not only wanted her to pass the bar and become a lawyer but also, instead of marrying a Boston police officer who could die on the job, she wanted her to marry a lawyer, too.
Something she's never done; Charlotte called her future son-in-law and invited him to her home. She wanted to talk to him alone when her daughter was at work. Not telling him what she wanted, Jackson suspected that she needed him to fix something that was broken or repair something that needed to be repaired. Perhaps, she needed help with her computer. He had no idea what she wanted.
"Thank you for taking the time to come to the house to talk to me," said Charlotte.
She escorted him to the living room and offered him a seat in the chair across from her. With most men not liking their mothers-in-law and/or not getting along with them, he loved Darlene's mother. He got along well with her. With her forty-something with huge double D cup breasts, not as big as his mother's F cup breasts, nevertheless, she was his sexually fantasy woman.
In the way that he's masturbated over his topless and naked mother numerous times while imagining having sex with her, he's jerked over imagining Charlotte topless and naked while envisioning having sex with her, too. With her soon to become his MILF of a mother-in-law, he couldn't wait to be part of their family. When not having sex with his future wife, who knows, maybe when she was drunk enough, he could have forbidden sex with his future mother-in-law, too.
Something that may never happen, he thought about not only having constant and continual wild sex with his wife but also, keeping their secret, he visualized having incestuous sex with his mother but also forbidden sex with his mother-in-law.
Jackson smiled at his future mother-in-law. Much like his MILF of a mother, Charlotte was so pretty. With her a widow, much like his divorced mother, not having a man in her life, and available, he wondered if he was making a mistake by dating her daughter instead of dating Darlene's mother. Only, with them in a three-year sexual relationship, with the mold already cast, and with him ready to propose to Darlene, having a forbidden sexual relationship with her mother was nothing more than a sexual fantasy that he's masturbated over.
"I wanted to talk to you before it was too late and you popped the question that I suspect you're going to ask Darlene," she said with a little smile.
She paused to cross her legs and, the first time seeing anything of Darlene's mother, she surprised him when she gave him a quick, unintentional flash of her bright white panties. Then, giving him a down blouse view of her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut, white bra, she folded her hands and leaned forward. Seemingly curious to see his reaction to what she was about to say, she looked into his eyes with seriousness. Then, not expecting her to say what she said, she stunned him with what she said.
"I want you to break up with my daughter," she said. "I don't want you to continue your relationship with Darlene."
# # #
Jackson looked at her as if she was joking. He looked at her confused. He looked at her as if she was crazy to want and expect him to break up with her daughter.
"What?"
He looked at her with shocked confusion.
"What? Paron? I don't understand," he said.
With her still leaning forward, not looking away, careful not to catch him looking, he stared at all that he could see of her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut white bra.
Why do you want me to break up with Darlene? I love her. I love your daughter. I love Darlene," he said.
He pleaded with her not to be forced to break up with her daughter. She showed no sign of changing her mind. She shook her head and made a face.
"I'm sorry but, I'm not breaking up with Darlene," he said.
He remained steadfast in his decision not to break up with his future fiancée.
"I want to marry her. I want her to have our children," he said.
# # #
Seemingly, not caring that he wanted to marry her daughter, no longer appealing to his better nature, she resorted to threats. Denying him any more views of her cleavage and bra, she sat back in her chair.
"If you don't voluntarily break up with her, I'll tell her that we had sex," she said lying.
Even though he'd love to have sex with her, they've never had sex.
"I'll tell her that you stripped me naked and forced me to have sex with you. I'll tell her that you raped me," she said.
He looked at her shocked that she'd threaten to tell Darlene such lies. With her showing him her true colors, intimidating and ready to ruin his reputation, glad that she wasn't his mother-in-law, he stared at her spellbound. With him having just started as a rookie police officer, a job that he always wanted because of his mother, she threatened to not only ruin his career but have him charged, arrested, and jailed for rape.
"Okay. Okay," he said. "With you having all of the cards to play, you win."
He put up his hands as if they were two mini stop signs while sitting back in his chair with his head spinning.
"I'll break up with her," he said.
He paused while staring at his girlfriend's mother. An older version of his girlfriend, they looked more like sisters than they looked like mother and daughter. While still leaning forward to flash him her cleavage and her low-cut bra, she crossed her legs the other way. This time, she crossed them slower while giving him another view, and a longer peek of her panties.
A real forty-five-year-old MILF, she was as sexy as she was shapely. His type of older woman, with her having bigger tits than her daughter's C cup breasts, and nearly as big as his mother's F cup, triple D cup breasts, Charlotte had huge, double D cup breasts. Then, with her shocking him by saying what she said by demanding that he break up with Darlene, he shocked her with what he said.
"Okay. I'll tell you what," he said with a pause.
He stared at her while stripping her naked in his mind, he undress her with his horny eyes.
"Let's make a deal," he said leaning forward in his chair.
To be continued...
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Mother & Son are Boston Police, #2
Sex with girlfriend's mother and with his mother, too.
Mother & Son are Boston Police continued, revised, and rewritten from #1:
Jackson is sexually attracted to older women, especially older women in their forties with big breasts. Fortunately for him, something that his girlfriend doesn't know, he's had a brief affair with her MILF of a mother, his future mother-in-law, Charlotte. Unbeknownst to Darlene, she had no idea that he made a deal with her mother after she forced him to break up with her.
Instead of marrying her and becoming pregnant with his baby, Charlotte felt that they were getting too serious, too soon. With good jobs scarce to find, even with a college degree, she wanted her daughter to go to law school after graduating college. Instead of marrying a lowly Boston police officer, who could be shot and killed on the job, she not only wanted her to become a lawyer but also, she wanted her to marry one, too.
"Thank you for taking the time to come to the house to talk to me," said Charlotte.
Surprised by what she was wearing, she was wearing a short skirt and a low-cut blouse with a plunging neckline. Then, something that she's never done before, with her always keeping her distance and maintaining her decorum, she gave him a full body hug. She squished her big breasts against his chest.
He returned her hug with his hug. Unbeknownst to his girlfriend's mother, he's sexually attracted to her. In the way that he's masturbated over his mother while imagining her topless and naked, and having sex with him, he's jerked off over Charlotte while imagining her topless and naked, and having sex with him, too.
While hugging her, he rested his hand on the top of her shapely hip. Daring himself to drop his hand lower, he'd love to cup her skirt and panty clad ass. As if she was his woman instead of his future mother-in-law, he'd love to feel, fondle, squeeze, and slap her shapely ass. Not removing his hand and with her not moving away while still hugging him, his right hand came in contact with the side of her left blouse and bra clad breast.
Daring himself to do so, he wished he had the nerve to touch and feel her enormous breasts, while making his touches and feels somehow appear accidental. Only, bad enough that he lusted over her and stroked himself over her, he didn't dare ruin his relationship with his girlfriend by groping her mother. As soon as he returned home, he'd be stroking himself over hugging Darlene's mother in such a familiar way.
# # #
With most men not liking their mothers-in-law and/or not getting along with them, with her a real MILF, he loved Charlotte. He got along well with her. She had a great personality, a good sense of humor, and was graciously kind. Only, with her modestly moral, a church going woman, he wished that she was the whore that his mother was.
With her forty-something with huge double D cup breasts, not as big as his mother's F cup breasts, nonetheless, she was his sexual fantasy woman. Actually, something that he'd love to do but nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, he'd love to have forbidden sex with her. With his girlfriend, Darlene, a talented cocksucker, he wondered if her mother sucked cock.
Again, in the way that he's masturbated over his mother, he's jerked over Charlotte many times, too. With her soon to become his mother-in-law, and him soon to become her son-in-law, he couldn't wait to be part of their family. With him living with her in her house with his wife after they were married, he hoped to see more of her beautiful body, even if only up skirt peeks and down blouse views. They planned on living together for two years to save enough money to put a down payment on a house.
Having already seen her in her bikini and with her becoming a little tipsy after having only two glasses of wine, he'd love to play Marco Polo with her after she drank her third glass of wine. When not having sex with his future wife, he'd love to have sex with his future mother-in-law. While making his touches and feels seem unintentional, while swimming behind her and holding her, he imagined lifting her bikini top and groping her naked breasts while blindfolded. Only, she's not an exhibitionistic whore in the way that his mother is an exhibitionistic whore.
'I'd love to see her in her bra and panties,' he thought. 'I'd love to see her topless. With her having quite the firm, sexy, and shapely body for an older woman, I'd love to see her naked.'
A good looking woman, and with her a widow, and not having a man in her life, he wondered if he was making a mistake by dating her daughter instead of dating Darlene's mother. Only, with them in a three-year sexual relationship, with the mold already cast, and with him ready to ask Darlene to marry him, having a sexual affair with her mother was nothing more than lustful desire. He couldn't even imagine what his girlfriend would say if she knew that he was sexually attracted to her mother.
# # #
"I wanted to talk to you before it was too late, and before you popped the question that I suspect you're going to ask Darlene," she said with a smile.
Jackson returned his future mother-in-law's smile with his smile. She was even prettier when she smiled. Wondering why she invited him over on his day off when her daughter was at work, she paused as if rethinking what she was going to say. Inviting him into the living room, she sat across from him, and close enough that if they both leaned forward, they could touch one another.
Then, unable to look away, when she crossed her shapely legs, she surprised him when she gave him an unintentional, quick, and flash of her bright, white panties under her short skirt. As if deep in thought, she folded her hands and leaned forward while staring down at the floor. When she did, she gave him an accidental down blouse view of her long, sexy line of cleavage and her low-cut white bra. Trying not to stare, with him horny and filled with excess testosterone, after seeing her panties, her cleavage, and her bra, he developed an erection.
With her knees parted just enough to give him a continual view of her panties, immediately, his cock grew bigger and harder. His big dick throbbed and pulsated in his jeans at all that he was seeing of Charlotte and all that she was showing. Seemingly curious to know his reaction to what she was about to say, she looked into his eyes with gravity. Then, not expecting her to say what she said, she stunned him with what she said.
"I want you to break up with my daughter," she said.
She stared up at him to watch his reaction to her bad news.
Not knowing what to say, he looked at her stunned with disbelief.
# # #
Jackson looked at her as if she was joking. He looked at her confused. He looked at her as if she was crazy to want and expect him to break up with her daughter.
"What? Pardon? Sorry, I don't understand," he said.
Not wanting her to catch him staring at her panties, while enjoying the sexy view of her, he paused to look at what she was showing of the tops of her meaty breasts, her cleavage, and her bra before looking away.
"I don't understand," he said. "Why do you want me to break up with Darlene? I love her. I love your daughter. I love Darlene," he said.
He pleaded with her not to be forced to break up with her daughter. Looking up at him with seriousness and without a smile, she showed no sign of changing her mind. She shook her head and made a face.
"I'm sorry but, I'm not breaking up with Darlene," he said.
He stood steadfast in his decision not to break up with his future fiancée.
"I want to marry her. I want her to have our children," he said.
# # #
Seemingly, not caring that he wanted to marry her daughter, no longer appealing to his better nature, she resorted to threats. Never expecting her to say what she said, with her full of surprises, she stunned him with what she said next. He couldn't believe what she said.
"If you don't voluntarily break up with her," she said.
Sowing him the bitch that she really is, she paused to give him a vindictive, little smile.
"If you don't voluntarily break up with her," she said.
She paused as if rethinking about what she was about to say but said it anyway.
"I'll tell her that we had sex. I'll tell her that you stripped me naked and forced me to have sex with you. I'll tell her that you raped me," she said.
'What? Oh, my God. This woman is crazy,' he thought.
He looked at her shocked that she'd threaten to tell Darlene such lies. With her showing him her true colors, intimidating him to ruin his reputation, glad that she wasn't his mother-in-law, he stared at her shock. With him having just started as a rookie police officer, a job that he always wanted because of his mother, she threatened to not only ruin his career but have him charged, arrested, and jailed for rape.
# # #
"Okay. Okay," he said. "With you having all of the cards to play, you win."
He put up his hands as if they were two mini stop signs while sitting back in his chair with his head spinning.
"I'll break up with her," he said. "I will."
In shock by what she asked him to do and threatened him if he didn't do what she asked, he paused while staring at his girlfriend's mother with confusion. An older version of his girlfriend, with Charlotte looking ten-years younger and Darlene looking five-years older, they looked more like sisters than they looked like mother and daughter. With her still leaning forward while flashing him her cleavage and her low-cut bra, she sat back to cross her legs the other way. This time, she crossed her legs slower while giving him another but longer view of her panties.
A real forty-five-year-old MILF, she was as sexy as she was shapely. His type of older woman, with her having bigger tits than her daughter's C cup breasts, but not as big as his mother's F cup breasts, Charlotte had huge, double D cup breasts. Then, with her shocking him by saying what she said by demanding that he break up with Darlene, and threatened to tell her that he raped her, if he didn't, he shocked her with what he said.
Not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity to hopefully have sex with her mother, he said what he was thinking.
"Okay. Let's make a deal," he said leaning forward in his chair.
# # #
Mother & Son are Boston Police, #2
Sex with girlfriend's mother and with his mother, too.
Again, whether she knew or not, he wondered if she was deliberately flashing him up skirt peeks of her panties when crossing her legs and giving him down blouse views of her cleavage and bra when leaning forward. As if on cue, with her definitely sexually teasing him, with her op leaning forward and open with her, she leaned forward to give him another view of her long line of cleavage and her low-cut white bra. Instead of looking away, not caring if she caught him staring, he stared at all Charlotte was showing him while undressing her and stripping her naked with his horny eyes.
'For her to put those thoughts in my mind while flashing me her panties, her cleavage, and her bra, maybe she wants to have sex with me as much as I want to have sex with her,' he thought. 'Maybe, with her putting that thought in my mind, she wants me to rape her. In the way that I'd love to have sex with my mother, I'd love to have sex with Darlene's mother, too.'
After reading a story by WickedWhoreWriter on Literotica that many older women are whores because they no longer paid attention to her, complimented her, asked out, and/or as if suddenly invisible, they're no longer noticed. He further read that, in the way that older men love younger women, many older women want and fantasize having sex with younger men. Ready to make her an offer, he was armed and primed with the knowledge that he needed for him to, hopefully, sexually seduce her. She looked at him with curiosity.
"A deal?" She laughed and made a face. "What kind of deal," she asked?
He smiled.
"What do you have in mind?"
# # #
She crossed her long and shapely legs again, this time, as if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Giving him a good, long look of her panty clad pussy, she crossed her legs even slower. This time, not looking away, he stared all that he was seeing at all that she was showing through her sheer, white panties. Then, uncrossing her legs again, and leaning forward again, her knees were parted open wider.
Not looking away, he stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of bushy, brown pubic hair that he could clearly see through her sheer white panties. Not hard for her to do with him, she immediately gave him another throbbing and pulsating erection. He wondered what she looked like without her clothes. He wondered what she was like in bed.
"For me to break up with Darlene and with me no longer having sex with her," he said leaning forward for a closer look of her panty clad cunt.
With her leaning forward with him, he paused while looking her up and down while undressing her with his eyes, again. He stared at her as if she stood before him in her bra and panties. He continued staring at her as if she was topless and naked.
Not looking away, again, he stared at all that she was showing and all that he was seeing. He stared at her with lust, horniness, and sexual frustration. If she forced him to break up with her daughter, he'd make a play for Darlene's mother. Sacrificing one for the other, he'd love to have a sexual relationship with Charlotte.
"You must take her place," he said.
# # #
She stared at him in aghast and in disbelief. Stunned with her big, brown eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth hanging open. In the way that he stared at her with sexual excitement, a look of sexual arousal betrayed her face. Seemingly, she wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with her.
"What? Pardon? I don't understand," she said, playing miss innocent. "What do you mean that I must take her place," she asked, as if she didn't know?
He laughed.
"If I break up with Darlene, I want you to sexually take the place of your daughter," he said again. "I'll break up with your daughter if you have sex with me," he said, pausing again to see her reaction to his proposal.
He continued.
"As much as I'm sexually attracted to Darlene, I'm sexually attracted to older women, especially older women with big breasts," he said, staring at her enormous blouse and bra clad breasts. "I want to have sex with you, Charlotte. I want you to give me sex," he said. "If I can't have your daughter, I want you."
In the way that she stared at him with utter disbelief when she told him that she'd tell her daughter that he raped her, she stared at him stunned with shocked sexual arousal that he wanted to have sex with her.
# # #
After leaning back in the comfort of his chair, he leaned forward in his seat across from her when she leaned forward again. This time, daring himself to do so, encouraged by his offer asking her for sex, he stuck an index forward, reached for the top of her low-cut blouse that had a plunging neckline, and pulled it open. Instead of slapping his hand away, looking down at what he could see, she stared down at his hand while he stared at the tops of her meaty breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut bra.
Not stopping there, encouraged by her not stopping him, Jackson continued to sexually molest and assault his hot girlfriend's mother. Again, when she didn't push him away, and sit back in her chair, he reached out his horny hand, cupped, and felt her double D cup breast through her blouse and bra. As soon as he touched her big breast through her clothes, he felt her nipple erect against the palm of his hand.
Again, with her not pulling away, and with them both still leaning forward, and not resisting his sexually inappropriate touches and feels, she continued staring down at his hand. Then, when she didn't stop him from fondling her huge breast through her blouse, he felt her other breast with his other hand. She looked at him and gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I see that you're a breast man," she said with a laugh. "Darlene told me that you loved her big tits, the bigger the better, and loved, busty older women."
He smiled and nodded at her. Then, she surprised him again by what she said.
"Your mother has big tits, even bigger than my breasts," she said. "Tell me. Have you had sex with your mother in the way that you're hoping to have sex with me," she asked?
He nodded his head no.
"I haven't had sex with her but with her working undercover as a prostitute in solicitation busts, and with the police recording everything, I've seen her topless and naked on video tape," he confessed.
# # #
He stared at Charlotte as if she was already naked, in the way that he stared at his mother, Sheila, on video when she was topless and/or naked. Then, as if he was someone else talking, he couldn't believe what he asked her to do. She wasn't just any woman that he brought home from the bar, she was his girlfriend's mother. Yet, with her no longer his future mother-in-law, he felt justified in telling her what he wanted her to do.
"Take off your clothes," he said.
Not responding to him, she looked at him stunned that he wanted her to remove her clothes. Then, another flash of sexual arousal betrayed her face.
"I want to see you in your bra and panties while I stroke my cock in front of you," he said. "I want to cum for you."
Another flash of sexual arousal betrayed how she felt about allowing him to see her in her bra and panties while watching him masturbate in front of her and cumming. Surprising him, without verbally responding, she stood in front of him. While staring down at him, shocking him as much as she sexually excited him, she started undressing herself.
Something that he never thought he'd see; while smiling down at him, she reached for the bottom of her blouse. She slowly lifted her blouse up, over her bra, and off. He couldn't believe that his girlfriend's mother was removing her clothes in front of him. He couldn't believe that she stood in front of him in her white, lacy low-cut bra, and her short skirt.
# # #
With her seemingly, horny, and sexually frustrated, she appeared to love the sexual attention that he paid her. Surprisingly, obediently obeying him, she looked at him as if she was hypnotized and memorized by him. Then, as if she was a stripper on stage dancing around a pole to music, she continued giving him a slow and sexy striptease.
'I'd love to fuck her tits with my cock while she leaned down and took me in her mouth,' he thought.
Once her top was removed, she posed for him. While continuing to pose for him, she turned one way before turning the other way. Something so outrageously forbidden to do, Charlotte showed her daughter's boyfriend, her big, white, double D cup brassiere, and her long line of cleavage.
Continuing to sexually tease him, she slid her hands across both bra cups. The impressions of her big nipples were clearly visible through her bra. She teased him, while cupping her breasts and fingering her nipples through her bra.
Before sitting down in her chair across from him, as if she was about to move to him to give him a lap dance, she leaned forward and shook her bra clad breasts in his face. Then, she unbuttoned, unzipped her short skirt. Continuing her sexy striptease, she slowly and sexily removed her skirt to expose her sheer white, French bikini panties.
'I can't believe that I'm seeing Darlene's mother in her revealing bra and panties,' he thought.
# # #
Continuing to tease him, she turned and bent at the waist, and wiggled her shapely ass in front of him. When she did, surprising her, he stood, took her in his arms, spun her around, and kissed her. He parted her red, full lips with his tongue and French kissed Darlene's mother.


Then, while kissing her, he reached around her to feel, fondle, squeeze and slap her panty clad ass. Not done exploring her lingerie clad body, he reached up and felt her big tits through her bra, first one and then the other. Still not done, he fingered her erect nipples through her bra.
She returned his kiss with her kiss. She French kissed her daughter's boyfriend. Something he wished his mother would do; Charlotte reached and felt his bulging prick through his jeans. When she did, he reached down and cupped her pussy through her panties while sliding a slow finger along her panty clad pussy slit.
When they parted, she returned to her seat while staring up at him. He stood in front of her, and while he stared down at her, as he told her what he was going to do, he unbuttoned, unzipped, kicked off his sneakers, and removed his jeans. She stared at the big bulge in his briefs in the way that he stared at her in her bra and panties.
Then, with her continuing to stare at the huge bulge in his underwear, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in his head, he tucked his fingers inside of his underwear band. As if a stripper at a CFNM strip club, he slowly and sexually pushed down, and removed his underwear. Something that only happened in his masturbation fantasies when he imagined having sex with her, happened now. He exposed his big, erect, naked prick to his soon to be ex-girlfriend's mother.
As if she had never seen a naked cock before, she stared at his big prick in the way that he stared at her in her panties and bra. Showing her interest to blow him, she slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips. She reached out her hand and touched the head of his prick with her manicured index fingertip. Not stopping there, when he stepped closer to her, she wrapped her fingers around his engorged cock and squeezed. Then, she slowly stroked him while smiling up at him.
While he stood in front of her to give her a closer look of his thick, eight inch dick, she slowly stroked him. He couldn't believe that his girlfriend's mother was giving him a slow hand job. While she sat in front of him in her bra and panties. Not removing her eyes from his naked, erect prick, she continued staring at his big dick with sexual arousal while stroking him a little faster and a little harder.
# # #
She stood and left the room to grab a towel from the linen closet. When she returned with the towel, she moved to the couch and covered her seat on the couch with the towel. While covering her seat with the towel, she bent at the waist in front of him to show him her shapely panty clad ass. Not stopping him from doing so, he felt, fondled, squeezed, and slapped her ass through her panties again.
Then, with a drumroll of sexual anticipation going through his head again, to see and feel more, with him never expecting to see Darlene's mother in her panties and bra, he stared at Charlotte in her sexy lingerie. He sat on the couch next to her. He continued stroking his cock in front of her while she watched him jerking off.
"Remove your bra. I want to see your naked breasts," he said. "Show me your tits, Charlotte."
Again, not denying him the view of her topless, as if she was a stripper teasing the men sitting in the front roll tossing dollars at her, she slowly and sexily removed her bra. Leaning forward with her enormous naked breasts leaning forward with her, as soon as she stood topless before him, he gave her his next request. He reached out and touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
"Remove your panties. I want to see your naked ass and your naked pussy," he said. "I want to see you naked."
She stood and as he agreed upon a deal not to date her daughter, Charlotte slowly, willingly, and consensually stripped herself naked. Once she was naked and standing in front of him, he stood and took her in his arms again. Continuing to make out with her as if she was his girlfriend instead of Darlene's mother, he touched, felt, and fondled her naked body everywhere while French kissing her.
# # #
Not knowing if she sucked cock or not, with some older women not giving blowjobs, and if they did, never allowing men to cum in their mouths, for him to break up with her daughter, he tested the waters by telling her what he wanted.
"Sit next to me, Charlotte. I want to make out with me while fondling your naked breasts and fingering your nipples while you stroke my cock before taking me in your mouth to suck me. I want you to blow me. I need to cum in your beautiful mouth," he said. "I want to watch you swallow my cum," he said.
She sat next to him on the couch. Then, when he slid a slow finger across her lips, she took his finger in her mouth and sucked it as if she was sucking his cock. Clearly, like daughter like mother, Charlotte sucked cock.
Again, obediently obeying him, they made out with one another. She took his stiff prick in her soft and warm hand and stroked him, again. Determined to make him cum, she stroked him faster and harder. Again, obeying him, leaned forward to take his erect prick in her mouth to suck him while stroking him. He couldn't believe that Darlen's mother was blowing him. She was sucking his cock while stroking his prick. Unable to hold back, allowing him to cum in her mouth, she swallowed his load.
As soon as she blew him, making out with her again, he touched, felt, and fondled her naked body everywhere. While sucking her tits, he rubbed her clit, finger fucked her, and masturbated her. Then, with her leaning back on the couch and spreading her legs, he moved halfway down the couch, and made himself comfortable between her shapely thighs.
He fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. Reaching up his other hand, he fondled her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples again. With her swooning and wiggling her ass on the couch, she seemed to love him fingering her nipples while he fingered her pussy while he continued licking her cunt. As much as he couldn't believe that Charlotte blew him, he couldn't believe that he was eating Darlene's mother.
"Jackson, oh my God, Jackson. Don't stop licking me. Don't stop finger fucking me. Rub my clit harder. Lick my pussy faster. Lick my pussy deeper. Eat me, Jackson, eat me. I'm cumming, Jackson. I'm cumming," she said.
# # #
After she blew him, ate her pussy, and she had her orgasm, with them both still naked, she grabbed him by his hand and took him into her bedroom. Once in her bedroom, she climbed on her bed naked and he climbed on her bed naked beside her. Not wasting any more time with foreplay, they had sexual intercourse. They made slow and passionate love before fucking one another.
Making out, French kissing him while he touched, felt, and fondled her naked body everywhere, he continued making slow and passionate love to her before fucking her fast and hard. She returned his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. As if she was Darlene instead of Charlotte, he fucked his girlfriend's mother fast and hard enough to give her a second sexual orgasm, this time with his prick.
"Jackson," she said. "Jackson. Oh, my God. Don't stop humping me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Jackson. Fuck me as if I'm your wife or your girlfriend.
She wrapped her arms tighter around his neck. Then, she wrapped her long legs around his back. With her not asking him to wear a condom, which he always wore when having sexual intercourse with her daughter, she said something that stunned him and blew his mind.
"Cum, Jackson. Cum. Cum in my pussy. Give me your baby," she said whispering in his ear.
As soon as she said the magic word and told him to cum, he did. He exploded a big load of cum in Charlotte's pussy. Continuing to fuck her fast and hard, beyond being sexually excited having sexual intercourse with his soon to be ex-girlfriend's mother, he ejaculated a second huge load of cum in her cunt.
# # #
He continued having sex with Charlotte, his dream woman, an older, busty woman, several more times, whenever Darlene wasn't around. Obediently obeying her mother, he broke up with his girlfriend. Even though he missed her and was depressed after breaking up with her, he was happy that he was having a secret, sexual relationship with her mother.
Then, when she learned that she was pregnant with his baby, she broke off their relationship and never saw him again. He learned through the grapevine that she had a baby girl and named her Deirdre. Wanting to hook up with Darlene again, but after Charlotte told her that her baby was his baby, she wanted nothing to do with him.
He was so horny after no longer having sex with not only his girlfriend but also with her mother, too. Now, with him focusing all of his attention on his MILF of a mother, he hoped somehow and someway to have sex with her. To his fortunate benefit, unbeknownst to him, Sheila was as sexually attracted to her son as he was sexually attracted to his mother.
No surprise there, in the way that he looked at her, as if she was topless and/or naked, she looked at him as if he was naked. She knew that Jackson would love to have incestuous sex with her. Then, after breaking up with Darlene, she heard from her gossiping friends that he had sex with her mother. She wondered if he was sexually attracted to older women with big tits as she was attracted to younger men with big dicks.
His focus changed from Charlotte to his MILF of a mother, another older, busty woman. Only, she wasn't just any woman, she was his mother. If it wasn't bad enough that he had sex with his ex-girlfriend's mother, and made her pregnant, it was even more perversely perverted to have sex his mother Sheila, too. Daring himself to at least try and have sex with her, he didn't want to regret missing this sexual opportunity to be his mother's lover.
Just the thought of having sex with his mom made him jerk off while imagining her topless, naked, and having sex with him. As much as he loved having sex with his girlfriend's mother, he'd love to have sex with his mother, too. Only, how would he sexually seduce her without her thinking that he's an incestuous pervert? It's one thing to have sex with his girlfriend's mother but it's quite another thing to have sex with his own blood related mother.
# # #
Something that, no doubt, had sexually aroused her, Sheila had a collection of hundreds of videos of her topless and naked while fighting off her attackers hidden in boxes marked personal and stored in the attic. Seemingly, for her to have saved all of these videos to watch again, she enjoyed being forced to do dirty and nasty things with all sorts of perverted men. Thinking the worst of his mother, while playing with himself, he wondered if she'd do dirty and nasty things with him, too.
While jerking off, he wondered how she'd react to his inappropriate sexual advances. He imagined stealthily walking up behind her while she was at the sink doing dishes in her short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgown. He visualized wrapping his arms around her while kissing her neck and whispering sweet nothings in her ear.
When she didn't move away, he envisioned pressing his erection that tented his pajama bottoms against her nightgown clad ass. While she rested her head against him and wiggled her shapely ass, he pictured himself gently humping his mother from behind.
Then, he visualized reaching up to cup her breasts through her nightgown, first one and then, the other. He imagined fondling her breasts and fingering her erect nipples. With her not stopping him by slapping his hands away, he imagined reaching behind her and slowly lifting the back of her nightgown to her waist to reveal her naked ass. With her still not stopping him by moving away from him, and pulling down the back of her nightie, he envisioned violating her by taking his mother from behind.
He pictured himself pushing the front of his pajama pants down to his ankles. Then, he'd stick his cock between her ass cheeks and against the back of her pussy. With her wet and ready, he pictured himself slowly humping her warm and wet pussy while penetrating her from behind. Instead of her pulling away from him and screaming at him to stop, he imagined her leaning forward and returning his slow humps with her slow humps to take him deeper inside her already wet pussy.
Then, he imagined her turning to face him, wrapping her arms around his neck, and kissing him, French kissing him. The first time kissing on her lips, he visualized her removing her nightgown and allowing him to touch and feel her naked body everywhere. He envisioned fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, leaning forward he pictured himself sucking her nipples while reaching his other hand down to rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy.
Shocking him as much as she sexually excited him, as if he was one of her solicitation perps, he watched her move to her knees. He watched her take his erect prick in her soft and warm hand to stroke him before taking him in his mouth to suck him. She teased him by staring up and smiling with his big dick in her mouth. She teased him by staring up at him and smiling. Then, she partially removed his prick from her mouth to show him his cock buried in her mouth, his mother's mouth.
Yet, alas, nothing more than a sexual fantasy, he'll never have sex with his mother in the way that he had sex with his ex-girlfriend's mother. If only just once, he'd love to have sex with her. As she's his personal prostitute, he'd love to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes before stripping her naked.
Not stopping with just stripping her naked, as he did with his girlfriend's mother, he'd love to do with his mother, too. He'd love to feel her naked body everywhere before eating her pussy. Then, making love to her, he'd love to fuck his mother. In the way that he gave Charlotte his baby, he'd love to give his mother their baby, too.
# # #
While wearing headphones, he watched several videos of his mom topless and/or naked fighting off perps forcing her to have sex with them that he found in her closet. Successfully fighting them off while waiting for her team to arrive to arrest them, watching her videos gave him the nerve to try and have sex with his mother. He hoped to sexually seduce her by tempting her and teasing her by dick flashing her while making his dick flashes appear accidental.
Daring himself to see how far he'd go when trying to seduce his mother, one day, before getting dressed, he walked around wearing just a towel. Before walking in the living room where she was sitting on the couch watching TV, and before covering his nakedness with a towel, he stroked himself to a big and hard erection that tented his towel. He approached her as if he had something important to tell her.
"Mom," he said.
Instead of looking up at him, sexually exciting him, she stared at the huge bulge behind his towel.
"Oh," he said. "I forgot what I was going to say."
He laughed while she continued staring at his covered erection. With her a mistress of playing jokes and tricking him, he wished his mother would reach out and pull off his towel but she didn't. With her in her nightie, and him just in a towel, he'd love to wrestle her in the way that they used to do when watching wrestling. Then when he stretched, sucked in his gut, and yawned in front of her, his towel fell to his feet.
"Oh, my God," he said as if he was embarrassed.
Only, he wasn't embarrassed that his mother saw and stared at his naked erect prick, he was sexually excited. She laughed.
"Don't be embarrassed, Jackson, your penis is not the first penis that I've ever seen," she said with a dirty laugh.
He quickly pulled up his towel to wrap it around himself.
# # #
Then, not wanting to regret missing this opportunity, he said what he was thinking.
"Your towel never falls, mom. Can you show me how to tie my towel so that it doesn't fall," he asked?
He stepped closer to her. With her hands mere inches away from his engorged prick, not expecting her to do what she did, she undid his towel, and opened it wide while staring at his erection. She laughed.
"Unlike your father, you have a very big cock. You should be proud," she said.
While still holding his towel open and staring at his cock, she touched his naked, erect prick with her manicured index finger before tying his towel.
"And it's very hard, too," she said, smiling up at him.
Then, she said something that blew his mind
"You must have made your ex-girlfriend and her mother very happy," she said with a laugh.
Something that he didn't know, she knew that he not only broke up with his girlfriend but also that he had sex with her mother, too.
# # #
After having exposed himself to her and with her not only staring at his engorged prick but also touching it with her fingertip, he was closer to making a sexual pass at his mother. Then, one day, when she wasn't home, he masturbated himself while watching some of her topless and naked videos of his mother that he retrieved from the boxes of videos stored in the attic. With him wearing his headphones, never hearing her return from running errands so soon, unexpectedly, she barged open his bedroom door and caught him by surprise.
His day off, he was naked on his bed with a huge erection and wearing headphones while playing with himself and watching his mother's videos. Something she had a habit of doing when bringing him his laundry, she barged into his bedroom without knocking. Not the first time that she's seen his naked, erect prick, usually, she puts his laundry basket on the floor, stealthily leaves, and closes the door behind her.
After he deliberately dropped his towel in front of her last week, today was different. Instead of looking away, leaving his bedroom, and closing the door behind her, she stayed in his room to put his clothes away while staring at his erect, naked prick and watching him stroke himself. Then, when she saw what he was watching, she laughed. As soon as he saw his mother in his room with him, he stopped stroking himself and covered his erection with his hand.
"I see you found my old videos," she said with a laugh.
Unembarrassed and unashamed that he was not only watching her videos but also masturbating over them, she stared at his computer screen.
"I was so young in this one, about 30-years-old," she said. "Scoot over. I love watching my old videos."
# # #
Jackson made room for his mother to sit next him on his bed. Embarrassed and ashamed that she caught him jerking off over her videos, his cock grew bigger and harder with her sitting next to him. He continued covering his throbbing and pulsating erect, naked prick with his hand. She surprised him with what she asked.
"May I," she asked while staring down at his hand?
Not understanding her meaning, he looked up at her.
"Pardon," he asked?
She pushed his hand away and took his big dick in her soft and warm motherly hand.
"Let me help you with that," she said.
She shrugged and gave him a sexy laugh and a naughty smile.
"After seeing many naked, erect pricks, holding them in my hand, and even taking them in my mouth, what does it matter if I masturbate you, my son, someone I love instead of a stranger," she said with a laugh? "You don't mind me stroking your cock, do you, Jackson," she asked with another dirty laugh? "In the way that you love my huge breasts, with you always staring at them through my clothes, mommy loves your big dick."
Unable to answer her, he shook his head no that he didn't mind her stroking him. She slowly stroked her son's big dick. Then, she said something else that shocked him as much as she sexually excited him.


# # #
"Feel and fondle my breasts, and finger my nipples through my clothes while I masturbate you. I love having my breasts felt and fondled and my nipples fingered through my blouse and bra while giving a hand job," she said.
Seemingly, taking her time stroking him, not wanting him to prematurely cum, she continued slowly stroking his cock and squeezing his prick while she fondled the head of his cock with her fingertips. She smiled at her son with his big dick in her hand. She surprised him again with more that she asked him.
"Now that you've seen me topless and naked on my videos, would you like to see mommy's tits in person?" She laughed. "I bet you would," she said.
Not done teasing him and sexually seducing him, she let out with another dirty laugh.
"Go ahead, do the honors. Unbutton and remove my blouse, then, unhook and remove my bra. I love it when a man undresses me, especially when he forcibly strips me topless and/or naked," she said laughing again. "I'd love having you fondle my naked breasts and fingering my erect nipples before you suck them," she said.
She smiled down at her son. Then, she said something more that blew his mind.
"After you suck mommy's nipples, I'll blow you," she said. "Would you like me to blow you, Jackson? Would you like to cum in mommy's mouth and watch me swallow your cum" she asked?
She laughed. Then, she confessed something that he never knew.
# # #
"Wanting to surprise you with a blowjob as my birthday gift to you on your eighteenth birthday, I've always wanted to suck your cock. Something that you may not know but your mother is not only a whore but also, I'm a very talented cocksucker," she said. "I love sucking cock," she said again. "I can't wait to suck your prick."
She laughed again.
"I lost count of how many men I've blown, both co-workers and sexual perverts who forced me to suck them, not that some of my co-workers aren't sexual perverts," she said with another laugh.
Jackson unbuttoned and removed her blouse. He felt her huge breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her bra before removing it. Obediently obeying his MILF of a mother, he stripped her topless. He touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. She seemed to love it when he pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her nipples while nibbling on them.
"Then, after I give you oral sex, we'll move the party to my bedroom where you can give mommy oral sex, make love to me, and fuck me," she said.
She stared down at him and smiled.
"Would you like to have sex with your mother? After I make you cum, I want you to give me an oral orgasm, too," she said with a dirty laugh. "I'd love you to give me multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock."
As he did in his sexual fantasy of having sex with her while she was washing dishes at the sink, he did now. The first time kissing his mother, she parted his lips with her tongue, and French kissed him. Mother and son made out as if they were girlfriend and boyfriend or husband and wife.
She continued masturbating him while making out with him. Then, true to her word, she leaned forward, took him in her mouth, and blew him. Not taking him long to cum, she allowed him to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed his cum.
Not done shocking him, with her full of sexual surprises, she shocked him again with what she said next.
"After you make love to and fuck your mother, in the way that you impregnated Darlene's mother and gave her a baby last year, I want you to impregnate me and give me our baby, too," she said.
Surprising him that she knew that he had a brief sexual affair with his ex-girlfriend's mother, he didn't know that she knew that he had impregnated Charlotte. Sheila gave her son what he wanted, sex. Returning the favor, he gave her what she wanted, a baby. Nine months later, she gave birth to a baby boy that they named Harrison, after another dead president.
The End
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SusanJillParker, My First Time Sex
Virgin to whore, SusanJillParker's first time having sex.
# # #
Seemingly, another lifetime, my sexlife started thirty-five-years ago. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, no longer modestly moral, I've been a whore since 1990 when I was eighteen-years-old, two months from my nineteenth birthday in July. I couldn't believe that Chad asked me to the senior prom.
Making my friends jealous, with me filled with sexual anticipation until the night of my prom, they told me what happens after the prom. They told me about Lovers Lane and all that happens there. Taking my friends with me, as if buying my wedding dress, I rushed out to buy my prom dress, my shoes, and my sexy matching bra and panties.
I found the perfect dress and matching shoes. I bought a blue, low-cut, short, prom dress that advertised my big breasts, my long, sexy line of cleavage, and that showed off my long and shapely legs. While assured that Chad would love how I looked wearing this dress, shocking to them, I knew that the nuns wouldn't approve of what I was wearing to the prom.
Something that I was so excited about, on Cloud Nine, I couldn't still couldn't believe that Chad asked me to the senior prom. Every high school female senior wished that he had asked them. With him being very popular and naughty with several of the sexy cheerleaders, he was the captain, and quarterback of our high school football team. He was a hunk and, embarrassed for him to know, hoping that he'd invite me to the prom, I had a huge schoolgirl crush on him.
Suddenly coming of age, an innocent virgin before my prom, a first time for everything, I had never been kissed, touched, felt, and fondled by a man. With me attending a Catholic girl's elementary school, junior high school, and high school, I had never seen, touched, felt, fondled, or stroked a man's penis until my senior prom. That night, finding a more private spot away from the other cars, after the prom, as my friends told me that we would, my first time there, we parked at Lovers' Lane.
'This is it,' I thought. 'He likes me. He's going to kiss me. With my friends telling me what to expect, with the virginal slut coming out of me to play, I hope he feels me through my clothes.'
# # #
While waiting for my first kiss and anticipating his sexual touches through my prom dress, I was as nervous as I was sexually aroused. Then, as it was meant to be, he made his move. He turned to me, put his arm around my shoulders, pulled me close, looked down at me with sexual passion while I looked up at him with adoring affection, and kissed me.
'Wow,' I thought. 'After kissing the man that I want to marry, never will I kiss another man.'
Having a little too much vodka to drink, my sexual inhibitions relaxed. He didn't just kiss me on my lips; he parted my lips with his tongue and stuck his tongue in my mouth. While we made out, kissing again and again, my nipples grew erect, and my pussy wet. While hoping that he would, I allowed him to take sexual liberties with my virginal body. He felt my double D cup breasts through clothes while continuing to French kiss me.
My first time that a man kissed me on the lips, he French kissed me. He continued feeling my breasts through my clothes. I liked him feeling my breasts through my dress and my bra as much as he seemingly enjoyed feeling my breasts through my clothes.
Making me hot, while continuing French kissing me, not expecting him to do what he did, he reached beneath my short dress. I expected him to have his way with my big tits but I never expected him to have his way with my panty clad pussy. Exploring what lay beneath, shocked by his forwardness, he took his time feeling my firm legs and my shapely thighs.
'Something that I'll be fingering myself over later, I can't believe that he had his horny hand up my dress,' I thought.
# # #
Feeling nirvana, he cupped my panty clad pussy in the palm of his hand. Surprising me, catching me off guard, not expecting him to do what he did, and taking my breath away, not knowing what to do, I froze. Should I slap his hand away, push down my dress, close my knees, and stop him from touching me through my panties, or allow him to continue? Making me wetter, he slid a slow and experienced finger along my pussy slit through my panties.
Instead of pushing his hand away and closing my legs, I returned the favor of him fingering my pussy through my panties by feeling his bulging penis through his pants. My first time feeling a cock flaccid or erect through a man's pants, while he rubbed my pussy slit through my panties, I continued feeling his cock through his pants. He removed his hand from beneath my dress and continued making out with me while feeling my breasts through my clothes.
As if he had three hands, stealthily, without me aware, he unbuckled, unbuttoned, unzipped himself, and removed his stiff prick from his briefs. He pushed my hand down to touch him. Startled when I touched what he wanted me to touch, he held my hand on his exposed, naked erection.
Curious to see, I stared down at his big and thick penis. My first time seeing, staring at, and touching a naked, erect prick, I felt his cock against the palm of my hand. Then, not pulling my hand away, I touched the head and the side of his big, hard, and throbbing, naked erection with my fingertips while continuing to make out with him.
# # #
'I can't believe that I saw and touched his naked cock,' I thought. 'What would Mother Superior think of me now? No doubt, she'd give me a spanking for me being so naughty,' I thought.
I thought of all the female students that Mother Superior gave spanking to them. Illegal for her to disrobe and strike a minor, not wanting to be deemed a pedophile, she only spanked those women over the age of eighteen-years-old. The rest of the minors, she whipped with her vinegar-soaked whip across their open palms.
No longer allowed to spank the naked asses of her students, no doubt, for her to do that to her eighteen-year-old senior students, she must have gotten off on that. Definitely lesbian, some of the women she spanked, enjoyed her spanking them. They got off with her putting them across her knees, lifting their short skirts, and pulling down their white panties in readiness to be spanked.
Those who enjoyed her spankings continually acted out and disrupted the class. Hoping she'd take them to the office after class and spank them, they were deliberately naughty. They never left her office crying. They left her office sexually aroused. Instead, they asked for a pass to go to the restroom to finger themselves.
Not wanting to be spanked, especially by a lesbian, Catholic nun, I never acted out in class. I was always respectably well behaved. The one time that she took me to the office to spank me for swearing was plenty enough for me.
With us alone in her office, she put me over her knee, pulled up my short skirt, and pushed down my panties. She'd tell me what I did wrong while mindlessly feeling and fondling my naked ass. Then, making my ass red and sore, she'd slap my naked ass with her fat hand.
I was more ashamed and embarrassed than I was aroused that she saw my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy. Had she been a priest spanking me, I may have enjoyed being spanked. Now, later in life, I enjoy a man putting me over his knees, pulling up my skirt, pushing down my panties, and spanking me.
"Harder. Slap me harder," I've said.
Some men just tap my naked ass with their hand instead of slapping it. Instead of slapping me harder, they fondle my and squeeze my while staring at it.
"Harder. Slap me harder," I've said to some men while wiggling my naked ass.
If I had enough to drink and numb to the pain, sometimes, I enjoy a man walloping my naked ass loud and hard.
# # #
Surprised that I would, instead of feeling embarrassed, I felt aroused. Surprising myself, after I touched his naked prick, I wanted him to feel more than just my panty clad pussy. I wanted him to feel my panty clad ass, too. I'd love Chad to spank me, too.
In the way that he exposed his naked prick to me, I wanted to expose my naked, bushy, blonde pussy to him. I wanted him to remove my panties and finger my pussy. In the way that I suddenly wanted to stroke his prick, I wanted him to rub my clit and finger fuck my pussy.
Suddenly turning into the whore that I was destined to be, something that no one has done, I wanted him to remove my dress and my bra. I wanted him to see, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples. Before masturbating him, again, I wanted him to remove my panties, rub my clit, and finger fuck my pussy. I wanted him to masturbate me and give me an orgasm with his fingers.
With him not stopping there, he was the first man who felt my breasts through my clothes while making out with me. The first man that I had kissed, made out with, and allowed him to touch me through my clothes, I couldn't believe that he put my hand on his naked erection. Surprising myself, not slapping his horny hands away when he touched and felt my breasts through my clothes, as I continued touching his penis, we continued feeling one another.
"I love your big breasts," Susan said.
He smiled at me before looking down to stare at my clothed breasts.
"If you don't mind me asking, what size bra cup are you," he asked?
# # #
I smiled at him with pride. I loved my big tits. I cupped my breasts in the palms of my hands and lifted them through my dress and my bra as if offering them to him. As soon as I lifted them, I flashed him even more of my long line of sexy cleavage.
"I take after my mom, Natalie. We both have double D cup breasts," I said.
He nodded his head.
"I met your mom when I picked you up, and she invited me inside of your house," he said.
He paused as if embarrassed that he had checked out my mom. Seemingly, rethinking what he was about to say, he said it anyway.
"She has big tits, too," he said smiling.
When my mom greeted my date, she was wearing a short, sheer, low-cut nightgown without having the moral modesty to wear a robe over it. Whenever she stood in the light, as she did when she opened the front door and greeted him, and with her nightie virtually transparent, no doubt, she flashed him while I was still upstairs getting ready. Being the exhibitionistic whore that she is, making me jealous, I wondered what she deliberately flashed him, her tits, her pussy, and/or her ass, while making her flash appear accidental.
No doubt, he had imagined seeing me topless as much as he, no doubt, imagined seeing my mom's big tits, as if he was seeing her topless, too. Again, knowing the whore that my mother is, I'm surprised that she didn't open the front door just wearing a towel and drop her towel in front of him. She's done that plenty of times before when opening her front door to men delivering takeout food, the mailmen, the UPS man, the FedEx man, and/or to salesmen trying to sell something.
# # #
Something new and exciting that I've never experienced before, I was hooked. All that it took was for him to make out with me while touching and feeling me through my clothes where no man had touched and felt me before. Instantly, not taking much, I was in love. Ready to do whatever he wanted me to do; yet, never thinking that my first time getting laid would be in the backseat of a car at Lovers' Lane, I wanted to have sexual intercourse with him right then and there.
Always wanting to save myself for my marriage, as Mother Superior told us to do in our sexual education class in high school, I suddenly no longer wanted to wait. I no longer wanted to be a virgin. Now that he showed his interest in me by asking me to the prom and making out with me, I not only wanted to be Chad's lover, I wanted to be his whore and, later, his wife.
All of my friends had already given hand jobs, blowjobs, and had sexual intercourse. Wanting to know what sex felt like, I wanted to stroke him. I wanted to blow him. I wanted him to finger my pussy and masturbate me. I wanted Chad to make love to me before fucking me. I wanted him to give me my first sexual orgasm, multiple orgasms, with his fingers, his tongue, and/or with his cock.
'He's so handsome with his blonde, curly hair, and his deep blue, bright eyes,' I thought.
Kissing me while touching me, feeling me, and fondling me everywhere, he made my toes curl, my pulse quicken, and my breath shorten.
'He's such a good kisser,' I thought.
I never thought that I could be this sexually aroused and this wet from him just French kissing me. He continued kissing me while feeling me through my clothes. The alcohol lowered my sexual inhibitions and loosened my morals.
Returning the favor, I took his naked erection in my hand and fondled the head of his cock with my fingertips before slowly stroking him. Hoping that he'd unzipped my dress, in the way that I wanted him to strip me naked, I wanted to strip him naked, too. In the way that I hoped that he was determined to see me without my clothes, now that I saw, touched, felt, and stroked his cock, I wanted to see him naked, too.
# # #
He liked feeling my breasts as much as I enjoyed him feeling my breasts. Then, as soon as the impressions of my nipples emerged through my clothes, I allowed him to finger my nipples. Not stopping him from fingering my nipples, he made me wet, hot, and horny.
With him not knowing that I was a virgin, he expected me to make out with him while allowing him to touch, feel, grope, and fondle me everywhere through my clothes. Clearly, with him having already exposed his naked erection, he expected me to touch, fondle, stroke, suck, and fuck his cock. As if I was his prisoner, trapped in his car, again, with him not knowing that this was my first time, he expected me to have sex with him.
Allowing him to have his wicked, sexual way with me, we had sex. In the way that he loved my big breasts, my first time seeing, touching, and feeling a naked erection, I was captivated by his big prick. I stared at his big dick. Before taking him in my hand and slowly stroking him, as if exploring it, I touched it with my fingertips while continuing to stare at it.
Not resisting him, shocking me as much as he aroused me, I didn't pull my hand away. As soon as I touched his prick, I stared down at it. Fascinated by it, unable to remove my eyes from his big dick, I continued staring at his engorged cock.
Curious to know what it felt like, I couldn't wait to touch it, feel it, and fondle it again. I was excited to tell my friends, and write all that happened in my diary. I touched and fondled the head of his prick with my fingertips. Becoming even more sexually aroused, I wrapped my long, manicured fingers around his big dick and held it in my hand.
Curious to know what that monster would feel like in my mouth and/or in my pussy, I squeezed it. He was so big. He was so hard.
"You have a big cock," Chad, I said. "It's so big. It's so hard."
He smiled.
"Thank you," he said. "Your breasts are big and firm, too. I love your huge breasts," he said again.
# # #
Giving me goosebumps, he continued making out with me. Then, finally, he did what I wanted him to do, he reached behind me, unhooked, and unzipped the back of my dress. As if there was another drumroll of sexual anticipation going through my head, I held my breath as he unzipped my dress all of the way. As much as he wanted to see my bra, I couldn't wait for him to see my bra. I couldn't wait for him to feel my breasts and finger my erect nipples through my sexy, blue brassiere.
Not stopping him, I wanted him to undress me while making out with me. Switching from the virgin that I am to the whore that I had suddenly become, and will forever be, I wanted him to strip me naked. I wanted him to see me without my clothes as much as he wanted to see me naked, and as much as I wanted to see him naked, too.
'This is it. This is really it,' I thought. 'Ready to submit my body, my mind, and my soul to him, if only Mother Superior could see me now with me about to have sex with Chad, I wondered what she'd say.'
Again, he sent goosebumps down my spine after he unzipped my dress and exposed the back of my bra to him. Sexually aroused, instead of feeling embarrassed, not slapping his horny hand away, and not stopping him from undressing me, he removed the straps of my dress from my shoulders and my arms from the straps of my dress. Then, he pushed the bodice of my dress down to my waist.
He stared at my bra clad breast, and my long, sexy line of cleavage, in the way that I stared at his naked prick. He was the first man who saw me in my bra. Driving me insane, continuing to make out with me, he felt my breasts through my bra while fingering the impressions of my already big, erect nipples. Making me even more sexually aroused, I continued feeling, fondling, and slowly stroking his naked erection.
# # #
Seemingly enamored with my bra, as if juggling two footballs, he played with my bra clad breasts. Feeling and fondling my big tits through my bra, he cupped my breasts in his big hands and lifted them. He squeezed my tits while continuing to finger the impressions of my erect nipples.
As if his index finger was a Norwegian skier going down a Bavarian Mountain slope in Germany while yodeling, he slowly traced my long line of cleavage with his finger. Teasing me while sexually arousing me, he continued fingering my erect nipples through my sheer, blue bra. Then, making my bra cups wet, something that I never expected him to do, he leaned forward and sucked my nipples through my bra cups.
'Ready for them to be fingered and sucked, my nipples have never been as big and as hard as they are now,' I thought.
Again, with him enamored by my bra clad breasts, I continued touching, feeling, and fondling his big and hard naked erection. As if my double clasp bra hooks were the combination to a safe that had valuables inside, which indeed my bra did, he struggled to unhook the back of my bra with one hand. As soon as he did, I wanted him to see, touch, and feel my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples as much as he wanted to see touch, and feel my naked breasts and finger my erect nipples.
He'd be the first man to see, touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering my nipples. I couldn't wait for him to pinch, pull, turn, and twist my nipples. I couldn't wait for him to suck my nipples.
I couldn't for him to fuck my cleavage with his cock while I leaned my head down, took him in my mouth, and sucked the head of his prick. I'd love him to cum all over my naked breasts before I blew him again, and allowed him to cum, this time in my mouth. By his stares and touches, with him clearly loving my big tits, no longer modestly moral and virginally shy, he encouraged me to become the whore that I am today.
Not stopping him, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going through my head, again, I allowed him to slowly remove my bra straps from my shoulders and my arms from my bra straps. As if removing a piece of my personal armor, my sexy secrets, my naked tits, as if opening an expensive Christmas gift, he slowly, gently, and carefully peeled my breasts from my bra cups. While we continued making out, I was topless in his dad's car.
# # #
All over my big tits, he felt and fondled my breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples. Never having had my breasts felt, fondled, and sucked, I loved it when he fingered and sucked them. In the way that he sucked my nipples, even though I had never given a blowjob before, with him making me so horny, I wanted to blow him.
As if he could read my mind as to what I wanted him to do, he pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted my nipples while sucking and nibbling on them. If I wasn't wet enough before I was even wetter now. Never have I been as wet as I was when allowing Chad to have his way with my topless body.


No longer wanting to save myself for marriage, I couldn't believe the whore that I had instantly become. I couldn't believe that I'm allowing Chad to see, touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples. I couldn't believe that I suddenly wanted to blow him.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't wait to write this in my diary. I can't wait to tell my friends all that happened after the prom. With them all believing that Chad was the best catch in high school, thinking that I'm making it all up, they'll never believe me that we had sex.'
Again, with him still enamored with my big tits, with him clearly a breast man, he continued touching them, feeling them, and fondling my naked breasts. While staring down at them, he continued pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples. Then, with him unable to get enough of them, he leaned down and sucked my nipples again, first one and then the other. As soon as he saw and felt my naked tits while fingering and my erect nipples, he made me even wetter.
'I'm so wet,' I thought. 'My panties are soaked. I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered and sucked.'
# # #
Then, if I wasn't wet enough, while making out with me, he lifted the hem of my dress and reached his horny hand inside of my panties. Something that I didn't expect him to do but glad that he did, he cupped my blonde, bushy pussy. Women back then, didn't shave or even trim their pubic hair. As if he owned me, he held my naked cunt in the palm of his big hand. With him having a gentle touch, he parted my swollen, vaginal lips with his finger.
Clearly, not a virgin like me, he knew his way around women. Not fumbling around and, literally dropping the ball, he knew what to do. Obviously, I wasn't his first woman in the way that he was my first man. As if fingering the laces of a football, in the way that I felt his finger inside of me rubbing my clit and finger fucking me, the whore in me suddenly came out to play. No doubt, in the way that he couldn't wait to score a touchdown, I couldn't wait to feel his big dick inside of me.
Something that I've only done when fingering myself, he continued rubbing my clit and finger fucking me. He masturbated me. He wanted to give me an orgasm with his fingers. He wanted me to cum.
When he found my G spot and pressed on that, that was all that it took. I was more sexually aroused than I ever was in my virginal life. Careful not to break my hymen, with me squirming all over the backseat, he rubbed my clit harder and finger fucked me a little deeper.
He continued rubbing my clit and finger fucking me while kissing me. Then, he stopped to remove my dress before removing my matching blue panties. The first man to see me without my clothes, and with me allowing him to do that, he slowly and sexily stripped me naked. Not cold without my clothes, as if I had a fever, I was hot.
# # #
After he saw me without my clothes, I wanted to see him without his clothes. Daring to return the favor, teasing him with my touches and feels, I continued feeling, fondling, slowly stroking, and squeezing his naked prick. Then, when he kicked off his shoes and lifted his ass from the seat, undressing him, I pushed his pants down to his ankles. Then removing his suit coat, I unbuttoned and removed his necktie, his shirt, and his T-shirt.
With my sexual intentions clear, I told him without words that I wanted to have sex with him as much as he wanted to have sex with me. He was as sexually excited as I was sexually aroused. In the way that he slowly and sexily undressed me, I slowly and sexily undressed him. In the way that he stared at my bra clad breasts before staring at my naked tits, I stared at his erect prick.
My first time touching a flaccid or an erect prick, I touched, felt, and fondled his big dick. I fondled the head of his naked cock. As soon as I touched it again, I held his prick in my hand, and squeezed it. Scaring me, it throbbed. Surprising me, not expecting it to do what it did, his cock pulsated. As if I held a miniature Frankenstein monster in my hand, his penis came alive.
'It's alive,' I thought, quoting Gene Wilder in Young Frankenstein's from 1974.
The original Frankenstein was written by Mary Shelley in 1818 and Young Frankenstein was co-written by Gene Wilder and Mel Brooks, and directed by Mel Brooks.
# # #
Throbbing and pulsating beneath my hand, his prick was so big. Unbendable and as stiff as steel, his cock felt so hard. Exploring what I had never explored before, as if I owned him, in the way that he cupped my pussy, I reached down, gently and carefully, not to rupture him, cupped naked testicles in my hand.
As if there was another drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, while he had his way with my naked tits and my naked pussy, I had my way with his naked penis. In the way that he cupped my pussy through my panties, I cupped his package and filled my horny hand with his naked, erect prick.
'This was it. This was really it,' I thought.
After holding his naked, erect prick in my hand, I stroked him a little faster. I stroked him a little harder. Again, after removing my dress and my bra, and stripping me naked, I stripped him naked. Chad gave me something more that I'll be writing about in my diary later. I couldn't wait to tell my friends tomorrow all that happened tonight.
Needing time to digest all that happened in such a short time, while wondering what they'd say, I couldn't wait to tell my friends that I made out with Chad while he removed my dress and my bra. I couldn't wait to tell them that I saw, felt, and stroked his naked prick. I couldn't wait to tell them that I finally had sex with Chad. Ready to blow him before having sexual intercourse with him, I couldn't wait to tell them that I'm no longer a virgin.
# # #
As if my three friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Donna were there with me in the backseat of the car, whispering in my ear, and telling me what to do, this was my first time doing anything sexual with a man. As if I had sex before and wasn't a virgin, as if I had given hand jobs before, I did what he wanted me to do without him telling me what to do. I slowly stroked him while staring up at him and smiling.
As if it belonged there, his stiff penis felt good in my hand. Continuing to make out with him, I held him in my hand while stroking him. I stroked him a little faster. I stroked him a little harder. Only, not stroking him too fast nor too hard, I didn't want him to cum just yet.
I wondered what he looked like when cumming. I wondered what he sounded like when he did. Again, not wanting him to cum, I stopped before he did. I didn't want him to cum on my prom dress. I folded my prom dress and put it on the other side of me while careful not to wrinkle it. I gave him my first, albeit, incomplete hand job.
Something that I never expected to do but, in the heat of the moment, the whore in me thought about doing. Something that I knew that he'd, no doubt, want me to do, I dared myself to take him in my mouth. Giving him my first blowjob, I dared myself to suck him.
Having never stroked a cock while sucking a prick, I wondered what he tasted like. I wondered what it felt like to take him in my mouth. If I did take him in my mouth, would I allow him to cum in my mouth? If I allowed him to cum in my mouth, would I spit out him out or swallow?
# # #
Daring myself to do so, I leaned forward with trepidation. With a drumroll of anticipation going through my head again, leaving my red lipstick mark, I kissed his cock and licked his prick. Then, something that I never thought that I'd do, other than making out with him and allowing him to feel me through my clothes; after stripping me naked, I consensually and willingly took him in my mouth.
I stroked him while sucking him. I stared up at him with his big dick in my mouth to see his reaction to me blowing him.
"Suck it, Susan. Suck my prick," he said.
After giving him my first hand job, I gave him my first blowjob. Again, stopping before he ejaculated, not wanting him to cum just yet, as I did with my hand job, I did with my mouth. I was afraid. Not wanting him to cum in my mouth, I didn't know if I'd spit him out or swallow.
On my way to no longer being a virgin, my first time having sex, filled with guilt and shame, I was on Cloud Nine with sexual bliss. Yet, after having sex with Chad was the beginning of me becoming a wicked whore. After allowing him to strip me naked, touch, feel, fondle my naked tits while fingering and sucking my nipples, I blew him.
Truth be told, I wanted him to see my naked body as much as he wanted to see me without my clothes. Indeed, I wanted to see his naked body as much as he wanted me to see his naked body, too. Something, no doubt, that he had already planned in advance, he put a bath towel across the backseat. Then, laying across the backseat, with my legs spread wide open, he mounted me.
Seemingly, having done this before with slutty cheerleaders, he positioned his erect prick by my swollen pussy lips. With a gentle hump, he parted them with his cock. With another gentle hump, his stiff dick slid inside of my wet and warm pussy. Even with room for my long legs, and just enough room for his 6' 3" height, I wrapped my arms around his neck, and my legs around his back. While continuing to kiss one another, we made love.
Humping me faster and humping me harder, he fucked me. I returned his fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. I fucked him. My first time having sexual intercourse, I allowed him to make love to me before fucking me. Giving evidence to my virginity, I wiped the blood from my pussy with a corner of the towel.
With him not wearing a rubber, pushing him away before he did, I didn't allow him to cum in my pussy. I didn't want to become pregnant the first time that I had sex. I didn't want to have his baby, just yet.
# # #
After making love and fucking him, I took my time with his huge member. Showing him the cocksucking whore that I had quickly become, I stroked his cock, and sucked his prick again. Then, not believing that I would, I allowed him to cum in my mouth and, surprising myself that I did, I swallowed his cum.
"Susan, don't stop. I'm cumming," he said.
As soon as he said that he was cumming, he did. He ejaculated a load of warm, oozy, and salty cum in my mouth that splashed against the back of my throat. Removing my decision to spit him out or swallow him, I swallowed him.
Returning the favor of oral sex, something that I didn't anticipate him doing, he turned to face him, moved to his knees in front of me, and fingered my pussy while licking me. He ate my cunt. After I stroked him, sucked him, and fucked him, he gave me my first sexual orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue.
"Chad! Chad! Oh, my God, Chad. Don't stop eating me. Please don't stop," I said
He continued rubbing my clit while licking my pussy.
"Rub my clit faster. Lick my pussy harder. I'm cumming, Chad. I'm cumming," I said.
I had no idea what it felt like to be given oral sex. I couldn't wait to tell my friends that Chad ate me. Enjoying the sensation of having an oral orgasm, I closed my eyes, arched my back, and stiffened my legs. I fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
For a virgin, surprising myself, I felt so wicked. After the prom, while making out with him, I stroked, sucked, made love to, and fucked his cock in the backseat of his dad's 1985 Chevy Caprice station wagon. Unable to help myself, I still rub my clit, finger fuck my pussy, fondle my naked breasts, and pinch, pull, turn, and twist my erect nipples whenever I think of him.
'Chad, I love you. Until the day that I die, I'll always love you forever,' I thought whenever I thought of him.
While hoping to help him move his soul from purgatory to heaven, I always said ten Hail Mary prayers whenever I thought of him.
"Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee;
Blessed art thou amongst women, and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus.
Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners,
Now and at the hour of our death.
Amen."
# # #
He would have become a huge, professional football star had he lived. Soon after our prom, and after graduating from high school, and given college scholarship to Alabama Crimson Tide, he died in a single car accident. Speeding while driving drunk, he was killed when his 1989 Pontiac Trans Am slammed into a tree.
Thinking that he was Burt Reynolds, as the Bandit in Smokey and the Bandit, with him doing all sorts of dangerous maneuvers with his Trans Am in the movies, Chad thought that he could do the same while driving his car. The least that he could have done to protect himself was to wear a seatbelt. His car doors weren't even locked.
Drunk and feeling no pain, not going into shock, he was thrown from his vehicle upon impact. Continuing to move forward, his car ran him over, and crushed him. He may have survived the accident had he been wearing a seatbelt, had locked his doors, and had a 1990 Trans Am that had air bags, instead of the 1989 Trans Am that didn't.
# # #
The perfect height for me, Chad was 6' 3" tall. With me 5' 9" tall, and making me 6' tall with my heels, I could wear my high heels when with him. Making me feel like I was his and he was mine, all that he had to do was to hold my hand while walking with me.
All that he had to do was to look at me with those baby blue eyes and smile at me with his pearly whites, and I was his. When he put his arm around me, hugged me, and held me close, he made me feel safe. Already talking about all that we wanted in life, he wanted to play football, and I wanted to get married and start a family.
With us having the same future plans, marriage, and children, with us on the same page as far as that, he made me feel that we were one. I'd be content being a stay-at-home mother while he pursued his professional football career. Then, while wishing that he would kiss me forever, he continued kissing while feeling my naked body. Swooning in his arms, ready to physically, emotionally, and spiritually submit myself to him, I thought I was going to faint.
'Never feeling like this about anyone before, I'm so happy,' I thought. 'He's making me so wet. My nipples are so erect and hard. I'm so horny. I loved it when he sucked my nipples.'
Before undressing me and stripping me naked, he made me so sexually aroused just from kissing me, French kissing, while exploring my body through my clothes. Something for me to dream about and finger myself over later, with the secret whore in me coming out to play, I wanted him to slowly and sexily undress me and see me in my bra and panties. Something so wicked of me, I wanted him to strip me naked. I wanted him to see me without my clothes.
Giving me more to dream about and finger myself later while thinking of him, I wanted him to touch, feel, and fondle my naked body everywhere. Returning the sexual favor, I wanted to undress him, too. I wanted to strip him naked. I wanted to touch, feel, and fondle his naked body everywhere, too.
# # #
My first boyfriend, never having kissed any frogs, I didn't want to date or kiss anyone else. He was the one, my one and only. When he asked me to go steady with him and gave me his high school ring, I dreamt of marrying him. Eager for him to propose, get down on one knee, put a diamond ring on my finger, and get me to the altar, I started perusing bridal magazines.
My favorite song changed from 'Hold On,' by Wilson Phillips, 'Nothing Compares to U,' by Sinead O'Connor, and 'Vision of Love' by Mariah Carey. Now, my favorite song is 'Here Comes the Bride.' by Richard Wagner written in 1850, also known as the Bridal Chorus, as part of his opera, Lohengrin. The formal wedding march is traditionally played during a bride's entrance at weddings. With this only our first date, I was already to be his bride.
Already planning my life with him, I dreamt of my wedding dress. I dreamt of our wedding and our wedding reception. I dreamt of ordering the invitations, the photographer, the flowers, the food, the master of ceremonies, and the band.
I dreamt of our honeymoon in Bermuda. I imagined having his children, a boy for him, and a girl for me. I even envisioned our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary party. I visualized us retiring and traveling the world.
As if he was already drafted, I pictured him as a professional football quarterback. I imagined us buying a big house with two new cars in the driveway, his dream car, another new Pontiac Trans Am for him and a minivan for me. I imagined cooking and cleaning for him. I imagined buying a dog, a golden retriever named, what else, Touchdown.
# # #
I pictured us sleeping together in our king-sized bed. I imagined him turning to me to hold me, hug me, and spoon me while feeling and fondling my breast and fingering my erect nipple through my nightgown. I imagined turning to him to hold him, hug him, and spoon him while cupping his testicles, and holding his erect naked cock in my hand while I slept. I envisioned us making love every morning, fucking every night, and giving one another oral sex in between.
'Cum, Chad. Cum in my mouth. I need to swallow you,' I imagined saying. 'Cum, Chad. Cum again. Cum all over my face. Give me a cum bath.'
I couldn't wait to blow him every morning. Before I showered, I couldn't wait for him to ejaculate a second time, and cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. In the way that I wanted him to give me multiple orgasms with his fingers, his tongue, and his cock, I couldn't wait for him to give me a multitude of cum baths. I couldn't wait for him to make love to me, fuck me, and cum in my pussy every night.
"Cum Chad. Cum. Cum in my pussy. Give me our baby," I imagined saying.
# # #
Because of all that happened thirty-five-years ago, when I think of it now, I think of Billy Joe's song, Only the Good Die Young that he wrote in 1978. Certainly, Chad had died young, too young. Controversial for its time, as if he had written the song expressly for me, the song was written from the perspective of a young man wanting to have sex with a Catholic girl. The song was inspired by Joel's high school love interest in an eighteen-year-old woman named Virginia Callahan instead of a Catholic woman named SusanJillParker.
Again, determined now to lose my virginity to him, no longer saving myself for marriage, and no longer wanting to be a virgin, all of my friends have already had sex. They've already, stroked, sucked, and fucked the cocks of several men. Always feeling awkward when they talked about having sex with this one and with that one, I was the last virgin in my group.
After his death, going through all that sexually happened between us, I go over it all again while fingering myself. Before stripping one another naked, while he continued feeling and fondling my tits, I leaned down and stared at his underwear clad bulging and pulsating penis. Again, showing him the whore that I had suddenly become, instead of the good Catholic girl that I was, daring myself to do so, I pushed down the front of his underwear and reached my horny hand inside.
I wrapped my long, manicured fingers around him, removed him from his briefs, and fondled the head of his prick with my fingertips while staring down at his big, naked dick. I slowly and lovingly stroked him while staring up at him and smiling. Giving him my first hand job, in the way that he masturbated me with his fingers, I slowly jerked him off with hand.
As if his cock belonged there, his big dick felt good in my soft and warm hand. In the way that my breast felt firm and soft at the same time, I loved how hard his prick was and how soft his penis felt at the same time.


Making myself comfortable, I leaned further down to his lap. Testing the water, afraid to take him in my mouth just yet, having never given anyone a blowjob before, after my friends told me how to suck a cock, I was ready to blow him now. Leaving my red lipstick marks all over his prick, I kissed the head and the sides of his cock.
Curious what he tasted like, before taking him in my mouth, as if taking the taste test but with my eyes wide open instead of being blindfolded, as if his cock was an all-day sucker lollipop, I licked his dick. While staring at his naked, erect prick, once again, in sexual anticipation, I heard a soft drumroll in my head. Surprising myself, always wanting to know that it felt and tasted like taking a man in my mouth, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I took him in my mouth and sucked him while stroking him.
# # #
Finally, after my indecisiveness of blowing him, I remembered blowing Chad. Just short of my nineteenth birthday, I couldn't believe I had his penis in my mouth and stroked him while sucking him. Something that I'll remember for the rest of my life, I gave him my first blowjob
So as not to wrinkle or stain my prom dress in the way that President Clinton stained Monica Lewinski's blue dress with cum, years later in 1998, I was glad that I allowed him to remove my dress. Feeling good about my naked body, having a better body than any of the small breasted cheerleaders, I was glad that I was naked. Never have I been in my bra and panties, topless, and/or naked in front of a man before. Chad was the first man to see me without my clothes.
A lot of firsts that night, so very long ago, he was the first man to kiss me on the lips, French kiss me, and make out with me while feeling me through my clothes. He was the first man to undress me and strip me naked. He was the first man to see, touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples. He was the first man to see, touch, feel, and fondle my naked body all over. He was the first man to rub my clit, finger fuck my pussy, and press on my G spot while masturbating me.
In the way that he had sex with me, I had sex with him. His cock was the first stiff prick that I ever saw, held in my hand, and stroked. Not finishing it completely by making him cum, I gave him my first, hand job. Surprising myself so long ago, I gave him my first, blowjob something that I'll remember for the rest of my life, he was my first to have sexual intercourse with me.
# # #
As soon as I took him in my mouth, he stopped groping me to stare down at me. As if I was having an out-of-body experience, I stared down at myself blowing him. Then, awakening me from my dream, he put a gentle hand behind my blonde, pretty head.
Pushing his cock deeper in my mouth, he gently humped my mouth while lightly pushing down on the back of my head. Then, with him quickly becoming more sexually excited, he humped my mouth a little faster and a little harder. As if my mouth was his glory hole, while careful not to hurt me, he fucked my face.
While staring up at him, teasing him, I did what my friends told me to do. I removed half of his naked, erect prick to show him his cock buried in my mouth. Giving him that hot, visual display made him even more sexually excited.
While touching my lips and the side of his dick with his fingertips, he humped me faster. He humped me harder. In the way that he held the back of my head with his big hand, he seemed determined to cum in my mouth.
Then, not taking him long to cum, not expecting him to cum so soon, he surprised me when he ejaculated a load of warm, oozy cum deep in my mouth, and against the back of my throat. I must have done a great job in blowing him. No longer having a decision to make about whether to swallow him or spit him out, I had already swallowed him. Again, my first blowjob, I couldn't believe that I not only allowed him to cum in my mouth but also, I swallowed his cum.
# # #
Actually, because of him, I love sucking his cock. I truly enjoy it. Something that I didn't know until I did it, again, I love sucking cock, especially his cock.
I remembered, I couldn't wait to tell my friends all that happened. I couldn't wait to tell my friends that I blew Chad, allowed him to cum in my mouth, and swallowed his cum. With it all happening so very long ago, I couldn't wait to write in my diary about all that happened.
A big deal for me, a Catholic school virginal woman, someone that the nuns wanted to make me in their image, I hoped that God would forgive me for being such a cocksucking whore. I broke the mold. As wrong as it was sexually exciting, I had premarital sex.
Not only that, I did what many women don't do. I sucked his cock. I blew him. I gave Chad oral sex. If allowing him to strip me naked wasn't enough, I couldn't believe I saw, stroked, sucked, and fucked his prick.
Again, proud of myself, never thinking that I would do it, my first blowjob was a huge deal for me. Shocking me as much as it sexually aroused me, again, I couldn't believe that I blew Chad. Moreover, I couldn't believe how much I love sucking his prick. I loved the taste of cum and him cumming in my mouth.
A woman now because of him, no longer a virgin, I'm glad that I had sexual intercourse before he died. I can no longer can I say that I haven't had sex. Remembering so vividly, he had seen me in my bra and panties. He had seen me topless. He had seen me naked. Now that I've gone that far, I couldn't wait to go further. I couldn't wait to have sexual intercourse with him.
Never thinking that he would die, unembarrassed and unashamed, showing him the whore that I was and still am, I couldn't believe that I stroked his cock while sucking his prick. Now to make my introduction to becoming a woman, his woman, I needed him to make love to me. I needed him to have sexual intercourse with me. I needed him to fuck me and glad that I did.
# # #
Surprising me again, after I blew him, he cupped my naked pussy again in his hand. Then, he parted my swollen vagina lips and rubbed my clit while finger fucking me again. After I blew him, something that I never expected him to do, the first man to give me oral sex, he leaned down, knelt on the backseat floor between my spread open knees, and licked my pussy.
I remember lovingly running my fingers through his hair. Then, in the way that he put a gentle hand behind my head when humping my mouth and fucking my face when I was blowing him, I took his head in both of my hands when he was eating me. Giving him my version of a cum bath, I rubbed his face all over my soaking wet pussy. When he looked up at me, his face glistened in the moonlight with my vaginal secretions.
Chad ate my pussy. He gave me oral sex. In the way that I couldn't wait to tell my friends that I blew him, I couldn't wait to tell them that he ate me. Especially after he died, as if he was in heaven, which I hoped he was, I used my diary to talk to him every night.
My first time cumming for someone other than with my own fingers, it didn't take me long to cum. I closed my eyes, arched my back, and stiffened my legs. I couldn't believe that Chad ate my pussy after I sucked his cock.
I remember humping his mouth and fucking his face. Pulling his mouth forward, I pressed down harder on the back of his head. With him still rubbing my clit, finger fucking me, and licking me, I remember falling quiet while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
Not allowing me to rest for long, he placed a towel on the backseat of the car. Then, he mounted me. This was it. This was really it. Losing my virginity to him, I had sexual intercourse with Chad.
Remembering it as if it was yesterday, he reached his hand down between my legs and parted my pussy lips with the head of his big dick. Sliding inside me, he inserted his hard prick in my wet cunt. Again, no longer a virgin, a disappointment to Mother Superior, inserting himself deeper inside of me, he broke my cherry. He made slow and passionate love to me while French kissing me.
I'll never forget him. Creating a rhythm, humping me faster, he humped me harder. No longer making love, we were fucking. He literally pounded my pussy with his prick. I returned his fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. He fucked me as fast and as hard as I fucked him.
Again, not taking him long to cum, after ejaculating a load of cum in my mouth, and with him not using a condom, he ejaculated a load of cum in my pussy. I didn't care that he wasn't wearing a rubber. I wanted him to make me pregnant. I wanted to have his baby. Already in love with him, for better or for worse, in sickness and in health, forever together, I wanted to marry him.
As soon as he ejaculated in my pussy, again, not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, with us long past our curfew, we quickly dressed. Then, he passionately kissed. He removed his high school class ring and put it on my finger.
"You're my steady girlfriend now, Susan," he said.
# # #
A month after he graduated from high school and bought his Pontiac Trans Am, his gift for graduating high school and earning a football scholarship to college, he died. As if it happened yesterday, instead of thirty-five-years ago, I clearly remember every detail of it today and how heartbroken and devastated that I felt losing him. With him dead, my life changed from better to worse.
Not long after Chad's funeral, as soon as I left home for college, every day was a sex fest. From dorm parties, to frat parties, to spring breaks, I've never had as much sex in college than I've had in my life. In the way that men kept little black books, all that I have are my memories faithfully written in my diary. After Chad died, no longer caring about my reputation, when I wasn't stroking and sucking men, not wanting them to impregnate me, requiring them to wear a rubber, I fucked them.
Unleashing the sexual beast in me, from the first time that I had sex with Chad, especially after he died in an accident, it never stopped. No longer in love, unable to fall in love with anyone else, I was a whore. Again, not caring about ruining my reputation, I became a wicked, cocksucking whore. I loved sucking cock. I loved having sex.
Even after I married my ex, not really in love with him, a marriage from hell that lasted only three-years, not even married a year, we participated in the swinging lifestyle. I had sex with more men and with women than he had sex with women. With him drunk and unable to get and maintain an erection, I had my fun while he watched. Between threesomes, foursomes, orgies, gangbangs, and circle jerks, I did everything while he remained in the corner drinking and watching.
Grieving deeply over Chad, had he lived, I would have married him and had his children. The only way that I could remove my sadness, my sorrow, my depression, and my pain, distancing myself from the memories of him, was by
having sex with men, lots of men, and women, too. I loved making out with men and with women while they felt me through my clothes.
Remembering Chad when having sex with others who I didn't love, they help to bring back my memories of him as if he was alive again, I loved them undressing me and stripping me naked in the way that he had. I loved undressing them and stripping them naked in the way that I did with him.
A talented cocksucking whore and a skilled pussy eater, I loved stroking and sucking them as much as I loved licking and fingering pussies. I loved them fingering and eating me. As much as I loved men making love to me, I loved women making love to me, too. Allowing me to forget Chad, literally piledriving my pussy, I loved men fucking me hard and fast.
I lost count how many men and woman who I've been with, hundreds. The bigger and the harder prick that a man had, the better. I not only was a whore but I was a nympho. Never wanting to stop having sex, the only time that I felt better was when I was having sex.
Never feeling sexually satisfied in the way that Chad made me feel sexually fulfilled, I couldn't get enough. Again, when I wasn't having sex with men, I had sex with myself and/or with women. When I wasn't stroking, sucking, and fucking cocks, I was fingering and licking pussies.
From that point forward, still missing him, everything was about sex. When I was rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy, an exhibitionist, I was exposing myself. I loved flashing my panties, my naked pussy, my bra, and my naked breasts to unsuspecting men and women. I loved seeing their reactions to all that they saw of me.
I'm finally free from all that's expected of me. Having given up on finding my true love, my true love died a lifetime ago. No longer having guilt, embarrassment, and/or shame, I'm a whore. Proud to be a whore, Susan Jill Parker is a cocksucking and pussy licking whore while longing for what would have been and should have been.
The End
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Strip Poker with my Friend's Son
Strip Poker with Nikkimammasol aka Nikki Sol-Brown's son.
We visited our friend, Nikki, in Los Angeles for a week while her husband was away traveling. Passing the time with us all a little tipsy, being the wicked whores that we all are, we agreed to play strip poker not only with her but also with her adult son, too. A good-looking man, I was eager to undress in front of him, we all were.
There's something sexy about seeing women in their sexy lingerie before seeing them topless and naked. In the way that the four of us wanted Nikki's son to see us without our clothes, we were already aroused to imagine seeing him without his clothes. Playing strip poker is always an exciting prelude to sex. Only, it's one thing to play strip poker, it's quite another thing to have sex with Nikki's son and for her to have sex with him, too.
My name is Susan Jill Parker, I'm fifty-three-years-old, and I'm a cocksucking whore. All of my friends are cocksucking whores, too. With all of our friends, strippers, gold diggers, call girls, and webcam models, we don't know any women who aren't whores.
# # #
A true fact of life, being that we're all human, whether we are male or female. In the way that men love having sex with beautiful, young women with sexy and shapely bodies, older women love having sex with tall, young, handsome, hard bodied men, too. Who wouldn't? Perhaps, having sex with someone younger makes us feel younger. Only that may work in reverse as well. Having sex with someone younger may make us feel older, too.
Something even more sexually exciting is watching a mother stripping naked in front of her son and a son stripping naked in front of his mother and her three, hot friends. Then, should it even progress to that, having sex with her son, and a son having sex with his mother is a line that shouldn't be crossed. We wondered if Nikki would stop playing once she was naked. Nikki having sex with her son made us all wish that we had a son who we could sexually seduce.
Yet, the next best thing is when Nikki and her son, MacKenzie, allowed the three of us to have sex with him, too. Surprised by the turn of sexual events, we couldn't have planned for a better vacation. Until we arrived and started drinking, we never expected that our innocent little game of strip poker would turn into an orgy.
Having sex with someone younger, or in my case, having sex with someone more than half my age, robbing the cradle, indeed, made me feel older. Going into the sexual relationship with trepidation but not wanting to regret missing an opportunity to have sex with MacKenzie, I followed my friends' leads. Something as sexually arousing as it was forbiddingly wrong, I was not only ready to play strip poker with my friend, Nikki Brown's twenty-five-year-old son, Mackenzie Sol, but also, I had sex with him, too.
Showing him the whores that we all are, we all had sex with him, including his mother. Showing us the horny and virile young man that he is, he had sex with all of us, including with his mother, especially with his MILF of a mother. We lost count of how many times he ejaculated cum in our mouths, and in our pussies.
Only a man as young and virile could maintain an erection and cum as much. Only someone literally filled with an excess amount of testosterone can cum as much he had in a three-hour period. Yet, understandably, he not only had sex with his mother but also, he had sex with her three, hot friends, too.
# # #
My first time having had sex with someone as young, I usually date men my age, a little younger, or a little older. With all of us game, a little bit drunk on copious bottles of wine, I was ready to play strip poker and strip myself naked with my three friends, fifty-two-year-old Brianna, fifty-year-old Flanna, and forty-seven-year-old Nikki. With birds of a feather flocking together, proud of our whoredom, unembarrassed and unashamed, immodestly immoral, we're all whores.
When it comes to sex, there's nothing that we haven't sexually done and/or are consensually willing to do. Yet, with us daring one another to do so, after rejecting the idea of playing Truth or Dare, playing strip poker with Nikki's son, MacKenzie, sounded like fun. We couldn't wait to erotically tease him while slowly and sexily removing our clothes after we lost a hand in poker.
With Nikki's topless and naked photos posted over every social media site, and with her quite the exhibitionist whore, Mackenzie has already seen his mother topless and naked an endless number of times. A horny twenty-five-year-old, to say that he was eager to play strip poker with mom, Brianna, Flanna, and I, too, would be a huge understatement. He was not only excited to play but also, something he, no doubt, thought may happen, especially with his mother, clearly, he was ready to have sex with her and with all of us.
Our first time meeting him in person, in the way that he undressed us all with his eyes, he wanted to see the four of us without our clothes as much as we wanted to see him without his clothes. As sexually aroused as we were all horny, we couldn't wait to play. What young man wouldn't want to see his mother and her three, hot friends, in their bras and panties, topless, and naked? What young man wouldn't want to have sex with any one of us, and all of us, especially with his mother?
# # #
Brianna is a tall and beautiful blonde with B cup breasts. She's even more beautiful in person than she is online. An ex-stripper, she works as a webcam model. No longer having to pay to undress on stage while dancing around a pole to music, and split her tips with the strip club owner, the bartender, and the bouncer. She earned more money as a webcam model than she ever earned as a stripper.
Flanna, another webcam model, is a beautiful redhead with blue eyes, freckles, and natural F cup breasts with pierced nipples. Her F cup breasts are equal to triple D cup breasts. Flanna wears the same size bra cup as porn star Dee Williams aka Donna, my childhood best friend, and Christina Hendricks of Mad Men and Good Girls fame. Along with many other nom deplumes, with her giving me her permission, I've posted stories under Flanna's real name, FlannaFionaFlaherty on Literotica.
Last but hardly not least, my friend Nikki is a webcam model, too. Nikki aka Nikki Sol-Brown, and aka Nikkimammasol is Mackenzie Sol's busty, young, sexy, and attractive mother. Her husband, his father, is George Williamson, a British singer and songwriter.
A good singer with a wonderful voice, Mackenzie's claim to fame came when he auditioned on the 2024 American Idol. Invited to Hollywood with a golden ticket, he finished in 12th place. With all of the fans and followers that both he and his mother have on their social media sites, especially with his singing talent, I thought he would have finished much higher than twelfth place. I thought that he may even win the singing contest to become the next American Idol.
# # #
Something that many of her fans don't know but something that Nikki confessed to me, much like Angelina Jolie, Olivia Munn, Christina Applegate, Julia Louis-Dreyfus, Rita Wilson, and Nikki, they've all had breast cancer. Again, much like Angelina Jolie, Olivia Munn, Christina Applegate, Julia Louis-Dreyfus, Rita Wilson, and Nikki, for safety's sake, they all chose to have double mastectomies. If it's not traumatic enough for women to have breast cancer, it's just as devastating to make the decision to have their breasts removed.
Making women feel whole again, thank God for reconstructive, breast surgeons and surgically enhanced, realistic looking and feeling, silicone breasts. Only Nikki did something that most women having breast replacement surgery don't do. Even though many women want bigger breasts, a size larger than their natural breasts, going bigger, much bigger, Nikki replaced her average size, B cup, natural breasts with enormous, double D cup silicone breasts. Proud of her huge tits, always showing them off by wearing nothing but low cut tops that showed her long line of sexy cleavage, she loves her enormous, new breasts.
I remember Abby Donovan played by Paula Malcolmson in Ray Donovan and who originally starred in Deadwood, as Trixie, Al Swearengin's whore, played by Ian McShane. He also starred in John Wick, as Winston, had a cameo role in Games of Thrones as Brother Ray, and played Blackbeard in The Pirates of the Caribbean.
In Ray Donovan, Abby was married to Ray, played by Liv Schreiber. She was diagnosed with stage one breast cancer. Instead of having her breasts removed, as her doctor recommended, thinking that stage one breast cancer was not a death sentence, she refused to have her breasts removed and, eventually, her character died of breast cancer. In her role in Ray Donovan, she gave insight to all of those women who think that they're safe from their cancer worsening with only having stage one breast cancer.
With Nikki only 5' 4" tall, and with Dolly Parton only 5' tall, with both of them very pretty, she looked like a taller, albeit brunette version of Dolly Parton when Dolly was in her prime. Only Dolly with her breasts even bigger than Nikki's huge breasts has E cup breasts instead of double D cup breasts. Especially with Nikki advertising her massive breasts, unable to look away, all who saw her stared at her big tits and her long, sexy line of cleavage before looking up at her pretty face.
# # #
A webcam model like Brianna, Nikki appears on every social media site while wearing low cut tops. topless and even naked. Typically, she posts photos of her with her son, Mackenzie Sol, and his friends while playfully teasing them. She plays jokes on them while wearing her low-cut tops or her revealing bikinis. In the majority of her photos, she wears a low cut top that reveals her long, sexy line of cleavage.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, she's quite the exhibitionist. She loves showing off her new tits. Her son, his friends, and all of those on social media sites have not only seen hundreds of photos of her dressed wearing low cut tops but also, they've seen topless and naked photos of her, too. They've seen X-rated videos of her getting dressed and undressed, and even masturbating herself in her office and in her bedroom, too.
When she first received her new breasts, she willingly showed them to everyone, including her son and his friends. She not only showed them her naked breast but also, she allowed them to touch them, feel them, and fondle them. Not stopping there, with her proud of her new breasts, she allowed to finger her nipples while sucking her nipples.
What son wouldn't love to have a MILF of a mother who looks like her? What son wouldn't love to see his MILF of a mother topless and naked? Unembarrassed and unashamed Nikki loves showing herself wearing her low cut tops, topless, and/or naked to all who sees her photos and videos of her without her clothes on social media sites.
My dear friend, Nikki, an exhibitionist whore, was never a stripper. Married with two children, an older son and a younger daughter, she enjoys posting salaciously sexy photos online in all manner of undress. Nikki aka Nikkimammasol and Nikki Sol-Brown, is the mother of Mackenzie Sol.
She moved from London to Las Vegas to be with her son during the time that he appeared on the American Idol show. They now live in Los Angeles. While posting videos online of him singing, Mackenzie hopes to continue his singing career.
They still post photos and videos of mother and son playing tricks, and practical jokes on each other. If MacKenzie doesn't have a singing career, he still has a social media career with his mother. With a combined net worth of over one-million-dollars, making money by having sexy mother and son fun, they have more than a million followers on social media sites. Without having to leave their homes and fight the LA traffic, they easily earn more money posting to their social media sites than many people working two jobs earn in a lifetime of forty-years of work.
# # #
Again, unembarrassed, and unashamed to admit, I'm a fifty-three-years-old woman, and I'm a whore. Not a closet whore, I don't hide what I do or who I am. I'm out in the open. I'm proud of being a whore. We all love being whores.
With just the promise of having sex with them later, we like men treating us special, paying for dinners and drinks, buying us gifts, and taking us on expense-free trips. For as long as we can before our good looks fade, are bodies become fat, and we're replaced by someone younger, who wouldn't want to lavish in their admiring generosity? Fortunately for us and for them, as much as they love pussy, we love cock.
Much like my friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki, we're all exhibitionistic whores. We love flashing ourselves. We love showing unsuspecting men all that they love seeing of our panties, our bras, our naked breasts, our naked pussies, and our naked asses. Thinking that they're lucky by being at the right place and at the right time to see all that they shouldn't see of us, making our flashes appear accidental and/or unintentional, our flashes are deliberately planned in advance.
I've been a whore since 1998 when, three months from my nineteenth birthday, I was eighteen-years-old. I gave my first hand job and blowjob to my senior prom date. I stroked and sucked his cock in the backseat of his Dad's Chevy Caprice station wagon. Not requiring him to wear a condom, we had sexual intercourse, and he ejaculated cum not only in my mouth but also in my pussy, too.
With him taking my virginity, we willingly and consensually made love, then we fucked. Before he broke my hymen and I bled, he even ate my pussy after I blew him. His name was Chad. He was the captain, and quarterback of our high school football team. He was a hunk and I loved him.
He would have become a huge, professional football star had he not died. Soon after graduating from high school, with him given a full football college scholarship to Alabama Crimson Tide, he died in a single car accident. Speeding while driving drunk, glad that I wasn't in the car with him, he was killed in a single car crash when his Pontiac Trans Am slammed into a tree.
Thinking that he was Burt Reynolds as the Bandit in Smokey and the Bandit, with him doing all sorts of dangerous maneuvers with his Trans Am in the movies, he thought that he could do the same while driving his car. He wasn't wearing a seatbelt, and his car doors weren't even locked. He was thrown from his vehicle and his car ran over him. With him drunk and feeling no pain, not going into shock, he may have survived the accident had he been wearing a seatbelt and had locked his doors.
# # #
An innocent virgin before my prom, I had never been kissed, touched, felt, and fondled by a man. I had never seen, touched, felt, fondled, or stroked a man's penis. That night, after the prom, we parked at Lovers' Lane. While we were making out, after having a little too much to drink, making my nipples hard and erect, he felt my double D cup breasts through my dress and bra. Then, when he reached beneath my dress, felt my thighs, and cupped my pussy through my panties, he made me so sexually aroused. He made me so wet.
That was it for me. Something new and exciting, I was hooked. I was in love. I wanted to have sexual intercourse with him right then and right there. No longer wanting to be an innocent virgin, all of my friends had already given hand jobs, blowjobs, and had sexual intercourse. Wanting to know what sex felt like, I wanted Chad to make love to me before fucking me.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'He's so handsome with his blonde hair and his blue eyes. Making my toes curl, he's such a good kisser.'
The perfect height for me, he was 6' 3" tall. With me 5' 9" tall, and making me 6' tall with my heels, I could wear my high heels when with him.
Making me feel like I was his and he was mine, all that he had to do was to hold my hand while walking with me. Then, when he put his arm around me and held me close, he made me feel that we were one. When kissing me and feeling me through my clothes, paying me special attention, I thought I was going to faint.
'He's making me so wet. I'm so horny,' I thought whenever he kissed me, French kissed while exploring my body through my clothes.
My first boyfriend, I didn't want to date anyone else. When he asked me to go steady with him and he gave me his high school ring, my high school sweetheart, I dreamt of marrying him. I dreamt of our wedding. I dreamt of having our children, a boy for him to toss around a football, and a girl for me to spoil. I imagined our honeymoon.
I envisioned him becoming a professional football quarterback. I visualized us buying a big house with two new cars in the driveway, his dream car, a new Pontiac Trans Am for him and a minivan for me. Only, he died. After he was gone, I never loved another man again. Instead, sadden and depressed while searching for comfort, I turned into the whore that I am now.
# # #
After ejaculating a load of cum in my mouth, not using a condom, he ejaculated a load of cum in my pussy, too. I didn't care. I wanted him to make me pregnant. I wanted to have his baby. Already in love with him, for better or for worse, in sickness and in health, forever together, I wanted to marry him.
As soon as he ejaculated in my pussy, not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, with us long past our curfew, we quickly dressed. Then, he passionately kissed. He removed his high school class ring and put it on my finger. The evidence of my virginity, a red circle in the middle of his white towel that resembled the Japanese flag. I used it to wipe the blood away before getting dressed, and tossed it out the car window to remove the evidence of my virginity.
"You're my steady girlfriend now, Susan," he said.
Two months later, gone forever, he was dead
# # #
After he died, filled with sadness and sorrow, I became a whore. As soon as I left home for college, every day was a sex fest. From dorm parties, to frat parties, to spring break, I've never had as much sex in college than I've had in my life. In the way that men kept little black books of their sexual conquests, all that I have are my memories, and my entries in my diary. When I wasn't stroking and sucking men, I was fucking them.
Unleashing the sexual beast in me, from the first time that I had sex with Chad, especially after he was killed in a car accident, I had sex with men who I had just met. I was a whore. Helping me to forget, I loved having sex. I loved making out with men while they felt me through my clothes. I loved them slowly and sexily, undressing me and stripping me naked.
I loved stroking, sucking, and fucking them as much as much as I loved them fingering, licking, and fucking me. While pretending that they were Chad, I loved men making sweet, passionate love to me. I loved men fucking me fast and hard enough to give me a sexual orgasm with their cocks before cumming in their condoms.
I loved sucking cock. I lost count how many hand jobs and blowjobs that I gave, hundreds, maybe, thousands maybe. Rather that he'd stick his cock in my mouth than his tongue, I'd rather give a blowjob to a man that I didn't want to see again, than to give him a goodbye French kiss. The bigger and the harder prick a man had the better. I not only was a whore but I was a nympho.
I just couldn't get enough. When I wasn't having sex with men, I was having sex with myself and/or with women. When I wasn't stroking and sucking cock, I fingered and licked pussy. When I was rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy, I was exposing myself. I love flashing my panties, my naked pussy, my bra, and my naked breasts to unsuspecting men.
# # #
I'm 5' 9" tall, weigh 130 pounds, have natural blonde hair, blue eyes and, taking after my mom, we both have big, double D cup breasts. Because of diet and exercise, I look ten-years-younger. Many men mistake me for a forty-year-old-something woman instead of a fifty-something-year-old woman.


Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I'm a whore and all of my friends are whores. As if we belong to a private whoredom club, we're all whores. We're proud of being whores. We're insatiable. We all love cock. We all love stroking cock, sucking cock, and fucking cock. We take it as a compliment when a man calls us a whore. When we're not having sex with men, we're having sex with women.
Proving that we gave him a good blowjob, we take it as a compliment when a man cums in our mouths. With none of us spitters, we love swallowing cum. Whether big, small, thick, narrow, circumcised, or uncircumcised, we never saw, touched, felt, fondled, stroked, sucked, and fucked a cock we didn't like.
As far as we're concerned, it's not a real blowjob unless a man cums in our mouth and we swallow him. Then, a bonus by showing us how much he enjoyed our blowjob, we love it when a man cums a second time and cums all over our faces, in our hair, and across our naked breasts. We love cum baths.
Then, one day, with us a little drunk and a lot horny, desperate for physical affection and sexual attention from my friend, Nikki's son, I suggested the forbidden. After everyone rejected the idea of playing Truth or Dare, too emotionally revealing, I suggested we play strip poker, as if that wasn't any less physically revealing. As much as we all wanted to see Mackenzie naked, we all wanted him to see us without our clothes, too.
Not surprisingly, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki were excited about playing strip poker, too. Being the exhibitionists that we all are, we wanted to reveal ourselves in our bras and panties, topless, and naked. Once we were all naked, let the fun begin, we wondered how far the game would go. Would our naked game turn into sex? Would Nikki have forbidden sex with her son?
# # #
Of course, Mackenzie was the first one ready to play. He already had the poker table and folding chairs setup in the living room. He was already sitting at the poker table shuffling cards.
As soon as I saw the poker table, bringing back memories, I had recollections of serving my drunken husband and his four, drunken poker buddies while topless. Even though he's been after me to serve his friends while topless, I always refused. Then, one night when I was as horny as I was sexually frustrated, daring myself to do so, after having a few shots of tequila in the kitchen, sexually aroused for them to see me topless, I was ready to shock them.
I removed my blouse, my bra, and my short skirt. Dressed in only my sheer, white French bikini panties, I couldn't believe I was about to show them my naked breasts. I wondered if they'd touch them, feel them, and fondle them while I leaned over them to serve them their drinks. I wondered if they'd finger my erect nipples and suck them, too. I wondered if they'd feel, fondle, squeeze, and/or slap my panty clad ass. I wondered if they'd try to pull down my panties.
As soon as I removed my clothes, especially my sexy, low cut brassiere, and looked at myself in the kitchen mirror, I was more than sexually aroused. I was horny. My pussy was already wet. My nipples were already hard and erect. I couldn't wait for them to see me topless.
Making my nipples even harder and bigger, I fingered them. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted them. Then, I lifted my breasts to my mouth and sucked them. No longer modest, which I've never been, I stayed true to my exhibitionism. After exposing my naked breasts to my ex-husband's poker friends, now, with some things never changing and some things remaining the same, I was ready to expose myself to Mackenzie.
Drunk enough, whore enough, sexually aroused, and horny enough to do so, I finally exposed my nearly naked self and my naked breasts to everyone sitting around the poker table. Again, daring myself to do so without chickening out, I was curious to see their reactions to seeing my double D cup tits. I was ready to show my naked breasts to my husband's poker friends.
Being the whore that I am, not stopping with just flashing them, showing them the whore that I am, I allowed them to touch, feel, and fondle me everywhere. I couldn't wait to feel their horny hands all over my nearly naked body. With my husband watching me, we'll have great pillow talk later that night and every night thereafter.
# # #
With his poker buddies not only horny but perversely perverted, they stopped talking and stopped what they were doing to stare. As if they had never seen a topless woman before, they never removed their eyes from my naked tits, my toned stomach, and my shapely panty clad ass. Their eyes bugged out of their heads, and their mouths hung open.
They couldn't believe what they were seeing. They couldn't believe that I served them drinks while nearly naked. In the way that they never stared at their wives with lust and desire, they stared at me. As if I was a model in a nude fashion show, as soon as I entered the dining room from the kitchen, they stopped playing poker to stare at my naked, double D cup breasts.
Proud of my big tits, my pride and joy, I love my enormous breasts. If I say so myself, I have naturally shaped breasts. My naked breasts look a lot like Katie Perry's naked breasts only bigger.
As big as they are shapely, the perfect breasts, my breasts are as soft as they are firm. I have dark pink areolas and light pink nipples. As big and hard as I imagined their cocks were in their jeans, ready to be fingered and sucked, my nipples are big and hard, and ready to be fingered and sucked, too.
While leaning over them to pour their beers in their glasses, not slapping their horny hands away or admonishing them for groping me, I allowed them to feel and fondle my naked breasts. Not stopping there, allowing them to do that, too, they fingered and sucked my erect nipples, too. Glad that I finally agreed to serve his friends topless, my husband appeared to be proud of me. Then, surprising myself, I raised my whoredom to the next level with what I said next.
# # #
"I'll give any man a blowjob for two hundred dollars," I said with a dirty laugh. "Who wants me to suck their prick? Who wants to cum in my mouth, and watch me swallow them," I asked?
'Actually,' I thought. 'Unbeknownst to them, with me a talented cocksucker who loves sucking cock, I'd blow them for free.'
Shocking all the men, I even stunned my husband. Yet, I knew that he'd love to watch me stroke and suck his friends. He's always hounded me to have sex with one of his friends. Especially with him a diabetic and with him drinking too much, no longer able to get an erection, he'd love to watch me give his friends blowjobs. He'd love to watch them cum in my mouth and watch me swallow their cum.
With inflation and the cost of living, two-hundred-dollars back then was a little more than worth four-hundred-dollars today. If I was to blow them today, I'd want five-hundred dollars to suck their cocks, allow them to cum in my mouth, and swallow their cum. While blowing them, I'd allow them to have their way with my naked or nearly naked body. Being the whore that I was then and still am now, I blew two of the men, Jack and Bill. I allowed them to cum in my mouth and I swallowed their cum.
Recreating the moment, after breaking the ice by serving his friends drinks while topless, later that year, Joe took me to a nude beach. Unfortunately, with not many women on the beach, other than fat, older women, and elderly men with limp dicks, many of the beachgoers were gay men. I was hoping to see men with hard cocks excited to see my naked body instead of seeing my husband's fat, naked body. I blew him behind a sand dune while several men watched and jerked off.
# # #
That was then and this was now. Ready to play strip poker with Nikki, Brianna, Flanna, Mackenzie, I was eager to slowly strip off my clothes to show Nikki's son my naked body. I couldn't wait for him to see me without my clothes. I couldn't wait to see him without his clothes, too. Once we were all naked, I hoped our strip poker game would continue with us daring one another to do sexual things to each other.
With my hand on his left thigh, I sat on one side of Mackenzie and Nikki sat on the other side of her son. With my hand on Mackenzie's right thigh, Nikki's hand rested on his left thigh mere inches from his bulging package. Brianna sat next to Nikki and Flanna sat next to me.
"First the rules," said Mackenzie. "Jewelry doesn't count as an item. Shoes are okay. To make it fair, we all should have the same number of clothes to remove. You women have blouses, skirts, bras, panties, and shoes. That's six items. I have a T-shirt, shirt, pants, underwear, and shoes. That's six items," he said.
While undressing us with his eyes, Mackenzie looked from me to look at his mother, Brianna, and Flanna. With Nikki's son obviously horny to see us all naked and for us to see him naked, with no one feeling embarrassed, modest, shy, or ashamed, we were all ready to slowly and seductively remove our clothes. We were all ready to strip ourselves naked. We all couldn't wait to see him naked and for him to see us naked, too.
Before Mackenzie dealt the first card, already bored and not wanting to play, Nikki abruptly stood from the table.
"Fuck this," she said. "This is a waste of time. I don't want to play strip poker," she said tossing her brown hair with a nod of her head.
Even though the rest of us wanted to play strip poker, she ruined it for us. Then, redeeming herself, she upped the ante. She said what she'd rather do than play strip poker.
# # #
"What are we teenagers," she asked looking around the table?
She made a face and laughed.
"We're grown horny and sexually frustrated women. We're whores. I don't want to play a fucking game while hoping to get laid. I want to have sex," she said looking from me to look at Brianna and Flanna before turning to her son.
As if he was fresh meat, she looked at him with lust and desire. Then, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. Then, what she said to him next blew my mind.
"Take off your clothes, Mac. In the way that you've seen me topless and naked, I want to see you naked. Show mommy your cock," she said with a dirty laugh.
Obediently obeying his mother, Mackenzie stood from the table.
"After showing you and all of your friends my new, naked breasts, and allowing you all to touch, feel, and fondle my tits while fingering and sucking my nipples, it's my turn. I want to stroke, suck, and fuck your prick," she said.
She raised her hand and moved it back and forward as if she was giving him a hand job. Then, she moved her hand to her mouth and moved it in front of her lips while pushing her cheek out with her tongue as if giving him a blowjob.
"Mommy wants to have sex with you," she said with a dirty laugh. "I wish that your friends were here with us, too. I'd have sex with them all. We'd have an orgy of sex with them."
She laughed out loud.
"Then, after you give me multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your penis, I want to blow you. I want to suck your cock. I want you to cum in mommy's mouth. I want to swallow you," she said, showing her son the whore that she is.
She laughed a dirty laugh.
"Then, when you're done taking special, sexual care of your mother, I want to watch you take special, sexual care of my three friends," she said, smiling at me, Brianna, and Flanna.
Nikki stared at her son again with lust and sexual desire.
"Strip! Get naked," she said. "Show us your cock. We all want to see your naked, erect prick."
# # #
He returned his mother's dirty laugh with his nervous laugh.
"It would help me get and maintain an erection if you all stripped naked with me, too," he said.
Not having to ask us twice to undress, we all stood and started slowly and sexily removing our clothes while watching Mackenzie removing his clothes. As if his clothes were on fire, he removed all of his clothes before any of us could remove our clothes. He already had a big and thick erection.
He turned to his mother to show her his erect, naked prick. Nikki stared down at his big dick while reaching out and taking him in her hand. While staring down at and fondling the head of his cock with her manicured fingertips, she wrapped her fingers around him, squeezed him, and lovingly stroked him while staring up at him and smiling. She laughed.
"You're much bigger and harder than your father," she said. "I love your big prick."
She continued smiling at her son before she leaned into him and kissed him on his lips. She parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him. Then, while stroking him a little faster and a little harder, she took his hand and placed it on her blouse and bra clad breasts.
"Undress me," she said. "Undress your mother. Strip mommy naked."
She looked around the room while watching her friends removing their clothes.
"Once we're all naked," said Nikki. "We'll move the party to my bedroom. We'll be more comfortable there."
As soon as we were all naked, we moved to Nikki's bedroom and her king-sized bed. We all made ourselves comfortable while sitting around the room in available chairs. As if we were at a swingers' dance, and adjourned to the sex rooms to watch everyone having sex, something so hot to watch, mother and son sex, we watched naked Mackenzie climb on the bed next to his naked mother.
They made out while he touched, felt, and fondled his mother's naked body everywhere. We stared while watching mother and son having incestuous sex. All over his mom's silicone enhanced, naked breasts with his hands and his mouth, in the way that he couldn't get enough of his mom's big breasts, she couldn't get enough of her son's prick.
# # #
The first time kissing his mother on her lips, parting her lips with his tongue, he French kissed her. They made out with one another as he continued fondling her naked breasts, fingered her nipples, and sucked her nipples, while reaching his other hand to part her pussy lips, and rub her swollen clit. She felt her son's big and hard cock while slowly stroking him and cupping his testicles.
Then, something that he had always wanted to do, give her an oral orgasm with his finger and his tongue, moving half-way down the bed, he made himself comfortable between his mother's shapely thighs. We all watched him fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. With her so sexually aroused having forbidden sex with her son, it didn't take her long to cum.
"Mac! Oh, my God, Mac," she said. "Eat your mother's cunt. Eat mommy. Make me cum. Rub my clit harder. Lick mommy faster. I'm cumming, Mac," I'm cumming she said.
She closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs to have a silent orgasm. She rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not resting long, she moved her leg over him and mounted him. Reaching her hand down between his legs, she inserted his penis in her pussy.
"Make love to mommy, Mac. Make me your woman," she said. "Give me a sexual orgasm with your big dick."
Willingly and consensually, Nikki mounted her son. With her on top of him riding him bareback cowgirl style, she slowly and lovingly humped him. His cock slid inside of his mother' warm and wet pussy. Kissing one another while gently and passionately humping one another, they made love.
# # #
Then, humping him faster and humping him harder, Nikki fucked her son. He rolled her over and pounded her pussy. He returned her fast and hard humps with his fast and hard humps. Mackenzie fucked his mother.
"Fuck mommy," she said whispering in his ear. "Fuck your mother."
She wrapped her arms tighter around his neck. She wrapped her legs about his back. She hung on tight while humping him faster and harder.
"I want to give your friends something to talk about and masturbate over before I have sex with them. Fuck mommy. Fuck your mother, Mac."
With him still on top of her, Mackenzie fucked his mother. He humped her faster. He humped her harder. Something that he dreamt, fantasized, and masturbated doing he fucked his mother's cunt and she fucked her son's prick.
"Mom! Mom! Oh, my God, Mom," he said.
He continued fucking his mother and she continued fucking her son.
Mommy! Oh, my God, mommy. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, mommy. I'm cumming. I can't hold back. I'm cumming," he said.
Nikki stopped fucking her son to, hopefully, stop him from cumming before she had her orgasm.
"Wait," she said. "Don't cum, yet. I'm almost there," she said. "I'm almost there. I want us to cum together."
They slowed their humping down.
"Okay, now," she said. "Fuck mommy. Pound my pussy with your prick."
With him so sexually aroused from him seeing us all naked and us seeing him without his clothes, like mother, like son, it didn't take him long to cum. Obediently obeying his mother again, he shot a big load of cum in his mother's pussy. Nikki rested on her back while enjoying the afterglow of sex while the three of us took our turn with Mackenzie.
"That was the best sex that I ever had," she said with a big smile before passionately French kissing her son.
# # #
True to her word, after she fucked her son, she blew him. She stroked his cock and sucked his prick while smiling up at him. She removed half of his cock from her mouth to show him his big dick buried in her mouth.
"Mom! Mom! Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking me. I'm cumming, mom. I'm cumming," he said.
Not taking him long to cum, as soon as he put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head and pulled her head forward, he pushed his cock deeper in his mother's mouth. He humped her mouth. He fucked her face. He ejaculated a load of cum in his mother's mouth and she swallowed his cum.
"Mommy! Oh, my God, mommy," he said before falling quiet. "You gave me the best blowjob that I've ever had."
He continued making out with his mother while fondling her naked breasts and pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her big nipples until she rested back to enjoy the afterglow of sex.
# # #
With him having a big prick, and with him already cumming twice, once in his mother's pussy and another time in his mother's mouth, after watching them having mother and son sex, I couldn't wait to suck his prick. While Nikki fell back and rested, I moved between his legs. I took his cock in my hand to stroke him before taking him in my mouth to suck him. Brianna sat on his face while I blew him. While he licked and fingered her pussy, I stroked and sucked his cock.
Moving in the sixty-nine positions, Flanna ate Nikki's pussy while Nikki ate Flanna's cunt. As soon as Mac ejaculated in my mouth, switching places with Brianna, I sat on his face for him to eat me while she moved between his legs to stroke him and suck him. Seemingly, his first time having threesome sex, after he had incestuous sex with his mother, we had threesome sex with him.
Then, as soon as he ejaculated in Brianna's mouth, his fourth time cumming, once in my mouth and once in Brianna's mouth, continuing to maintain his erection, with his still so hard, I moved on top of him and mounted him. I moved his cock to my cunt. Forget about making love to him, I fucked him.
As soon as he ejaculated his cum in my pussy, Brianna mounted him and fucked him, too. After cumming in his mother's mouth and in her cunt, and cumming in my mouth, in my pussy, and in Brianna's mouth, he ejaculated for the sixth time in Brianna's cunt. Then, it was Flanna's turn.
After she fucked him and he ejaculated in her pussy, she blew him, too. With her a talented cocksucker in the way that we all are, he ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth, too. A new personal record for him, his eighth time cumming, with him still hard, he looked like he was still ready to go.
The five of us had a wild night of sex. Ready to add to his personal record, after resting, he was ready to have ex with his mother and with the three of us again, too. With him cumming eight times over a three-hour period, he could have been a porn star.


We all stopped to rest while enjoying the afterglow of sex. From that day forward, whenever his father wasn't home, traveling on business, he slept with his mother in her bed. Again, whenever his father wasn't home and we were visiting, Nikki not only had sex with her son but also, she had sex with his three friends, and invited us over to have an orgy of sex with them, too.
The End
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Taking Photos & Painting Women, #01
Mom, sister, aunt & grandma pose topless & naked for me.
My name is Michael. I'm twenty-eight-years-old. Unable to afford my own apartment, even with a couple of roommates, never mind my own art studio, I still don't have a job, yet. This job market in an inflated economy is bad for the younger generation, especially if they're recent college graduates with no work experience.
Nearly six-years ago, I returned home after graduating college to live with my single, forty-eight-year-old mother, Elizabeth, and my twenty-two-year-old sister, Veronica. Understanding my plight and assuring me that I'll be making money soon, not rushing me nor pressuring me to find a menial job, I helped around the house. I mow the lawn in the summer and shovel the snow in the winter. I wash and wax all three cars, my mom's car, my sister's car, and my car, too.
Running all of the errands, I do grocery shopping, the cooking, the vacuuming, cleaning, the dusting, and the laundry while my mom and sister are at work. Sadly, shortly after my sister was born, my father died from suffering a fatal heart attack when I was too young to barely remember him. My mom speaks well of him. She loved him and was devastated when he abruptly died.
Not working just yet, not earning money from my college education, and from hobbies, to repay my student loans, difficult to get started, I'm an amateur photographer, and a portrait painter. I graduated from The Rhode Island School of Design four-years ago. I majored in portrait painting, and minored in photography.
Difficult artistic crafts to master, something that one is born knowing and wants to do, much like a writer, either you have the talent to write, and the discipline to sit alone for hours, or you don't. Fortunately, I've been deemed somewhat of a protégé by my professors. Unable to find clients who wanted me to photograph them and/or paint them, my mom encouraged me to advertise my artistic services along with my photo on the internet.
After I did, everything changed. I started getting emails and phone calls. I not only started making appointments, I started earning money.
Following my artistic education, with both of my hobbies coinciding, one hobby supported the other. I never thought that my two hobbies would overlap one another, become my full-time career and, eventually, grow into my self-employed business. Yet, how many people can say that they work at a job that they love to do? I love painting portraits of beautiful women, as much as I love taking photos of sexy and shapely women.
# # #
Whenever my subjects don't have the time to sit to pose for me as I paint their portraits, while trying to capture all of their facial expressions, I photograph them dozens of times in the way that they want me to paint them. That way, I can continue to paint them even when they're not there posing for me. While imagining that they're there sitting and posing for me, I surround my canvas with their photos while continuing to paint their portraits in their absence.
"You should post an ad for your photography and portrait painting services on the internet, along with your photo," said my mother.
She laughed.
"With your black hair, blue eyes, and muscles, you look like a younger version of Henry Cavill when he played Superman in 2013, after he emerged from makeup with his hair dyed black," she said.
# # #
Quickly turning professional, my hobbies changed from my avocation to my vocation. With many women telling me that I'm a handsome man, I credit my sudden success to obeying my mother when posting my photo along with my ad on the internet. Women suddenly responded to my ad as if I was a famous celebrity when I'm nobody and no one other than a lowly portrait painter and photographer.
Not having to work at a boring job, portrait painting and photography have become my new career instead of just my hobbies. Something else that secretly and sexually inspired me, beyond my imagination, as shocking as it was exciting, I never considered my hobbies as sexual. My mom, believe me or not, shocked me. She was the first woman who not only told me but also showed me that what I did in photographing and painting women was indeed, sexual in nature.
Nearly six years ago, when my mom was forty-two-years-old, long before any other woman had sex with me, my mom had sex with me first. Proving her point that what I did was, indeed, sexual, she shocked me by slowly and sexily removing her clothes, and stripping herself naked while I photographed her. Then, not done blowing my mind, she allowed me to paint her portrait while she posed naked.
Encouraging me by giving me sex, she gave me my start. My first client, only instead of paying me with money, she paid me with forbidden sex. She showed me the way to build my business by photographing women in all manner of undress and painting women's portraits while they were naked. While my eighteen-year-old sister was a senior in high school, I had incestuous sex with our mother.
'Yet, seriously, what woman would allow me to photograph them in all manner of undress and paint their portrait while they posed naked,' I thought?
After she showed me how to develop my business by having sex with women, she told her sister, Olivia, my thirty-nine-year-old aunt that she stripped herself naked, had me paint her nude portrait, and had sex with me. She told her fifty-nine-year-old mother, my grandmother, Mary, that she stripped herself naked, had me paint her naked portrait, and had sex with me, too. In the way that I had incestuous sex with my mother, I had incestuous sex with my aunt and with my grandmother, too.
# # #
Not stopping there, as if my mom was on sexual fire, unembarrassed and unashamed to confess that she had sex with me, women that I had known for years, she told her friends, our neighbors, and her co-workers. She told them not only about my photography and portrait painting business but also, she told them that she allowed me to photograph her without her clothes and posed for me to paint her portrait while naked.
Of course, my mom invited them all, one at a time, to my makeshift photo and art studio, her spare bedroom. While my mother was working and my sister was in school, her friends, our neighbors, and her co-workers, not only stripped themselves naked while I photographed them but also, they posed for me without their clothes while I painted them. Then, with them beyond being sexually aroused, I had sex with all of them.
My mom encouraged me to post my artistic services on the internet. She insisted that I post a photo of myself wearing my short sleeve shirt open that displayed my arms and chest muscles along with my washboard stomach while showing a big bulge in my jeans. By just posting my photo with my ad, I never expected nor realized that women would personally and sexually respond to me as much as they did to my photography, portrait painting services, and my photo.
Strangely enough, the women who hired me, something that I never considered, asked me to take their photos in all manner of undress, in their sexy bras and panties, topless, and even naked. My mother was right. She knew women better than I did.
When word got around, again, women who I've known for years, teachers from high school, more neighbors, family friends, and mothers and sisters of friends wanted me to photograph them in all manner of undress, too. Not stopping there, with some of them paying me with sex instead of with money, even many of my cousins, and their friends hired me to photograph them in their bras and panties, topless, and naked, too. When I wasn't photographing and painting naked women, I was having sex with them.
Then, something that I never considered and thought was a bit odd, as if they were my personal, nude models modeling just for me, many women asked me to paint their portraits while they were naked. Photographing them in all manner of undress is one thing but painting their portraits while they're naked is quite another thing. After I painted them, no matter who they were, married or not, they were sexually aroused to do more than just pose naked for me. They wanted me to do everything and anything that I wanted to do to their naked bodies.
'What? Seriously? Naked? Why,' I thought? 'What the hell is that about?'
Again, even my blood relatives and their friends asked me to photograph them, and paint their nude portraits, too. As if I was an famous artist from the Renaissance, with them feeling safe with me, my business quickly turned into an enterprise where women wanted me to enable them to personally and visually express themselves without their clothes. Blessed, as if I was the one chosen for them to express their sexuality, sexually teasing me, they did sexual things with me that they'd never consider doing with any other man, including their husbands, their lovers, and/or their boyfriends.
# # #
Wow,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. As if they're closet, exhibitionist whores, these women can't wait to remove their clothes in front of me while I photograph them.'
Glad that my camera covered my shocked face, and with my eyes bulging out of my head, I couldn't believe that so many women were unembarrassed and unashamed to expose themselves to me. As if I was their lawyer, their psychiatrist, or their priest, instead of their photographer and/or portrait painter, our little secret, showing them my discretion, mums the word. With nothing they say or did leaving the confines of my studio, I loved my job.
"That's it. Turn to the right. Now, turn to the left. Face me and bend at the waist. Now, turn the other way with your back to me and bend at the waist. Perfect. Hold that position," I said.
As if a movie director, as if they were my actresses hired to play a role in my movie, I told them when to move and how to move. As if they were my private, aspiring models and I was shooting their portfolio of sample photos to show to their potential agent, I instructed women how to pose to best highlight their lingerie clad, topless, and naked bodies. Following my lead, they allowed me to take complete control of their naked bodies during their photo and/or portrait painting session.
Shockingly as much as they sexually excited me, still hard for me to believe, my mother, my sister, my aunt, and even grandmother didn't want me to take their photos of them while they were fully dressed. They stunned me. They willingly and consensually wanted me to shoot them in all manner of undress.
They freely, willingly, and consensually undressed and exposed themselves to me while posing for me without their clothes. Beyond my wildest sexual fantasies, I never thought that I'd ever see my mother, my sister, my aunt, and/or my grandmother in their bras and panties, topless, and naked. Not stopping with just exposing themselves to me, if posing in front of me naked, I never thought that they'd sexually solicit me to have sex with them.
Even more than that, they all enlisted a small, sexual army of their friends, neighbors, and co-workers for me to photograph and paint them. Once they learned that I painted nude portraits, they all wanted me to paint them without their clothes. Suddenly, notwithstanding the sexually favorable ramifications of my new and growing enterprise, turned more into a secret, sexual cult than a business.
# # #
I photographed, painted, and had sex with all members of my mom's book club. I photographed, painted, and had sex with every woman invited to her lingerie party, including the host. Then, I photographed, painted, and had sex with every woman in her Bible study group, including Sister Mary Elizabeth, and Mother Superior Anne.
They wanted me to take their photos while they wore their sexy lingerie, were topless, and even naked. Blowing my mind, without exception, after taking their sexy photos, they wanted me to paint their portraits while they were naked, too. Hard to believe and difficult to understand, they weren't the only women who wanted me to photograph and paint them without their clothes, and paint them naked.
Something that I never imagined would happen, I was shocked that so many women wanted me to photograph them without their clothes, and paint their portraits of them naked. I haven't painted a nude woman since I painted nude, female models in my portrait classes. Now, nearly every woman who hired me for my photography and portrait painting services wanted me to photograph them without their clothes and paint their naked portraits.
More than that, as flattered as I was sexually willing, they all wanted to have sex with me. In the way that it wasn't a sexual turn on for me to photograph women without their clothes, seemingly, it was a sexual turn on for women to be shot in their underwear, topless, and naked. With me as a professional, as if I'm a medical doctor, I didn't sexually look at them in the way that they sexually looked at me. It was then that I wondered how many professional models had sex with their photographers.
To me they were my clients, my paying customers, and not my sexual objects. To them, I was a piece of meat with a handsome face, a muscular body, and a big and hard dick. I was someone that they could take sexual advantage of while posing under the guise or wanting their pictures taken and their portraits painted.
Many of them wanted to have sex with me more than I wanted to have sex with them. The last thing that I wanted was to ruin my professional reputation by women thinking that I was a perverted lecher, when I wasn't. I was just doing my job while they took sexual advantage of me by offering me sex.
# # #
Word quickly got around about my photography skills and my portrait painting talents. Many of my mom's friends, my sisters' friends, my aunt's friends, and even my grandmother's friends wanted me to photograph them in all manner of undress and/or paint them naked. Yet, not only did they want me to photograph them without their clothes but also, they wanted me to have sex with them, too. As if I'm a player, which I'm not, never have I seen as many naked women as I am seeing now. Never have so many women willingly and consensually initiated and offered me sex.
Yet, surprisingly, something that I never even considered, every woman had a different vision and version of herself. Instead of painting them exactly as my artist's eyes saw them, they wanted me to paint a creative caricature version of them. Not making any changes to their faces, they wanted me to paint them with their breasts a little bigger, their waists a bit narrower, and their hips, and their legs a little shapelier.
Women that I've known for years, were willing to pay me to photograph them in all manner of undress, and paint them while they were nude, too. A huge understatement, with me single and not having a girlfriend, not even having the time to date, always working, I was thrilled, literally, to be of service to them, sexual or otherwise. If photographing them in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked, and painting them while they weren't wearing anything but their smiles wasn't enough, in their sexual appreciation, many of the women wanted to have sex with me.
Making the first sexual moves, by touching me, feeling me, and/or groping me while taking me by my hand to touch them, many of the women sexually seduced me. Believe it or not, it is still hard for me to wrap my head around, even my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my grandmother made their sexual attraction known that they wanted to have sex with me, too. Fortunately for me, blessed with good looks, I'm 6' 2" tall with black hair, blue eyes, a muscular build and, proud of my God given gift, I have a big prick.
Something that I didn't know but should have known, women, even though I have a changing room, undressed themselves in front of me. When stripping themselves naked, they became horny, sexually frustrated, and vulnerable. When exposing themselves to me, especially for the first time, a telling sign, their nipples immediately become erect. Their pussies glisten their wetness.
With them acting coy and pretending to be shyly embarrassed, immediately sexually attracted to me, they engage me in sexually inappropriate conversation, and tease me. Not having to do anything to bed these women, they're already ready and willing to have sex with me. Unable to say no to any of them, when I'm not photographing them or painting them, a wonderful benefit to my artistic business, I'm having willing and consensual sex with them.
With my studio quickly becoming a place women can go for extramarital sex, women of all sizes and shapes wanted to avail themselves to not only my photography and portrait painting services but also to my sexual services, too. Who needs a girlfriend? I've never had as much sex with sexually frustrated and horny women as I was having now?
As if I was a massage therapist in Jamaica giving naked, female tourists naked massages, or was a male stripper at a CFNM strip club, naked women initiated the sex as if sex was part of my services. They grabbed and felt my erection through my pants. They unbuttoned, unzipped, and pushed down my pants and my underwear. While they were already naked, they wrapped their manicured fingers about my big dick and stroked me before moving to their knees to take me in their mouths to suck me.
# # #
Specializing in and in awe of the female form, I don't photograph and/or paint men. I'm not interested in men modeling for me as I am in women modeling for me. As if I was Auguste Renoir reincarnated, who was best known for his portraits of sensual, female nudes, and scenes of pretty women, I photograph and paint female friends, co-workers, neighbors, and strangers, too. I have a steady flow of customers who pay me to photograph them and/or paint them naked.
I have dozens of background scenes that Broadway Shows no longer wanted and put out in the trash. As if staging a house for sale by displaying it filled with things, my mom's attic and cellar are jam packed with things that I picked out of the trash that I use as background in my portraits. The unique background scenery and items that I display give the portraits unique and individual character.
It wasn't long before I had enough women who wanted my artistic services that I had to make them appointments. I had a longline of women waiting for me to not only photograph them but also to paint them, too. Doubling my prices, women were even willing to pay me more to jump ahead in line. Oddly enough, with women eager to get naked in front of me and, perhaps, while hoping to have sex with me, I had a booming business.
Women who I've known for years were consensually willing and ready to be photographed in all manner of undress. Whether in their bras and panties, topless, and naked, they shocked me by how quickly they removed their clothes in front of me. Those same women were eager for me to not only see them in their sexy lingerie but also topless and naked. If that wasn't enough, they blew not only my cock but also my mind, when they wanted to have sex with me, too.
Something that I never expected, they all wanted me to paint them while they posed naked, too. As if I was Francis de Goya reincarnated, women gossiped between themselves about my nude portrait painting and photography business. I kept my nude portrait services as secretly quiet as I could. As much as I didn't want jealous, angry husbands and boyfriends showing up at my door, I didn't want fellow photographers and fellow portrait artists taking my customers by stealing my erotic business ideas.
# # #
Not even having to advertise my business, from the lone ad and photo of me that I posted on the internet, word spread like a wildfire of my photography and portrait painting talents. Strangers contacted me out of the blue to photograph them and/or paint them. Oddly enough, with them unembarrassed and unashamed for me to photograph them without their clothes, a common request, most women wanted me to photograph them for their personal, dating profiles.


Other women, strangely enough, wanted me to photograph them in all manner of undress for their personal, private, photography scrapbooks. Many women wanted me to paint their nude portraits as their remembrances of what they once looked like when young, beautiful, and naked. Curiously, I often wondered what they'd do with their nude photographs and/or their naked portrait paintings.
Again, unembarrassed and unashamed, immodestly immoral, and having ulterior motives, they confessed why they wanted sexy photos of them. After I photographed them in all manner of undress for their scrapbooks, they deliberately left their photo albums out and in plain sight on their coffee tables in their living rooms. They hoped that their sons, brothers, nephews, uncles, cousins, grandsons, and/or family friends would peruse their photo album while they pretended to be busy in the kitchen, bedroom, or bathroom.
In the way that most men are voyeurs, I never realized how many women are exhibitionists. While making it appear that they weren't aware that they left their photo albums out, they acted mortified that whoever they wanted to see them without their clothes, saw them naked. They wanted me to enable them to show everyone they knew what they looked like without their clothes.
When I asked where they'd display their naked portraits, instead of telling me that they'd hide it in their bedrooms, down the cellar, or up in the attic, they told me that they proudly displayed it over the fireplace in their living room. Shocked, that they wanted everyone who visited them to see a large portrait of them naked, I couldn't believe it. Stunned, and with me always holding women high up on a pedestal of class and morality, again, I never realized how many women are immodestly, immoral, exhibitionistic whores.
# # #
Because of my professional photography and portrait painting business, I have several of my own photograph albums of my relatives in their sexy lingerie, topless, and naked while posing for me. After having taken dozens of photos of each of them in all manner of undress, I have separate albums of my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my grandmother. I have more photo albums of my cousins, my friends, my relative's friends, my co-workers, my neighbors, and strangers in their sexy lingerie, topless, and naked.
After developing a thriving business, I've earned enough money to rent my own rooftop, sunlit, private studio. Hidden in my locked file cabinets, and in their personal files, I have photos of several hundred women in all manner of undress, as well as photos of their nude portraits, too. Keeping my prices reasonably low, where other professional photographers charge as much as $500 an hour, I charge a two-hundred-dollar flat fee to photograph women from the front, from the left, from the right, and from behind.
Shooting them while they are fully dressed, I photograph them again while they're in their bras and panties, topless, and naked. Taking dozens of photos in each position, I take forty-eight photos in all. Gone are the days of contact sheets and loupes, everything has gone digital.
I display their digital photos on a large screen from which they choose. At $50 a photo, they choose the ones that they want me to enlarge and print. Most other photographers charge up to $300 to print each photo. I give them a choice of having their photos in a 4 x 6, a 5 x 7, or an 8 x 10 format. Most chose a 5 x 7 format.
Again, keeping my rates reasonable to motivate more customers to hire me, I charge five-hundred-dollars for a 24 x 36-inch large portrait, more if they want a larger size. Most other portrait artists charge up to five-thousand-dollars for a portrait. Eventually, after I become more known, I'll raise my prices to the market rates.
As if I'm the late Bob Ross, doing what I love to do, painting portraits instead of landscapes, inspired by the naked, female form, it barely takes me an hour or two to format, outline, and visualize their finished portrait before adding more detail. As if I'm Devon Rodriguez, painting portraits of passengers on the subway in a matter of minutes, with their photos as my model, I'm able to quickly capture their likeness. A God given talent, and with me always inspired, having painted portraits since I was twelve-year-old, painting portraits comes easy for me.
To be continued...
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Taking Photos & Painting Women, #02
Sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my grandmother
Taking Photos & Painting Women revised, rewritten, and continue from #01:
Because of my professional photography and portrait painting business, I have several of my own photo albums of my relatives in their sexy lingerie, topless, and naked while posing for me. After having taken dozens of photos of each of them in all manner of undress. I have separate albums of my mother, my sister, my aunt, and my grandmother. I have more photo albums of my cousins, my friends, my relative's friends, my co-workers, my neighbors, and strangers who posed for me in their sexy lingerie, topless, and naked.
After quickly developing a thriving business by just my one internet ad and one photo, I've earned enough money to rent my own rooftop, sunlit, private studio. Hidden in my locked file cabinets, and in their personal files, I have photos of several hundred women in all manner of undress, as well as photos of their nude portraits, too. Keeping my prices reasonably low, where other professional photographers charge as much as $500 an hour, I charge a two-hundred-dollar flat fee to photograph women from the front, from the left, from the right, and from behind.
First shooting them while they are fully dressed, I photograph them again while they're in their bras and panties, topless, and naked. Interestingly enough, they all want me to take photos of them without their clothes. Taking dozens of photos of them in each position, and in each attire, I take forty-eight photos in all. Gone are the days of contact sheets and loupes, everything today is digital.
I display their digital photos on a large screen from which they choose. At $50 a photo, they choose the ones that they want me to enlarge and print. Most other photographers charge up to $300 to print each photo. I give them a choice of having their photos in a 4 x 6, a 5 x 7, or an 8 x 10 format. Most chose a 5 x 7 format.
Again, keeping my rates reasonably low to motivate more customers to hire me, I charge five-hundred-dollars for a 24 x 36-inch large portrait, more if they want a larger size. It takes me less time to paint a portrait than the average portrait painter. Most other portrait artists charge up to five-thousand-dollars, and more, for a portrait. Eventually, after I become more known, I'll raise my prices to the market rates.
As if I'm the late Bob Ross, doing what I love to do, painting portraits instead of landscapes, inspired by the naked, female form, it barely takes me an hour or two to format, outline, and visualize their finished portrait before adding more detail. As if I'm Devon Rodriguez, painting portraits of passengers on the subway in a matter of minutes, when they're unable to pose for me, I use their photos as my model. I'm able to quickly capture their likeness.
A God given talent, and with me always inspired, having painted portraits since I was twelve-year-old, painting portraits comes easy for me. With her always complimenting me on my work, my mom recognized my artistic talent and my artist eye before I did. She encouraged me to go to the Rhode Island School of Design.
# # #
Taking Photos & Painting Women, #02
Strangely enough, something as true as it was unbelievable, it all started with my MILF of a mother, Elizabeth, more than six years ago, after I graduated from college and returned home to live. I was twenty-two-years-old. With her married at twenty-years-old, my forty-three-year-old mother was the one who put me on the path to my artistic career of photography and portrait painting.
With her as my first model, she only wanted me to photograph her but also to paint her, too. After I photographed her, the next day, she volunteered to pose for me while I painted her portrait. Showing her my talent first hand, as if she was Helen McCrory as Polly Gray in Peaky Blinders, I astonished her not only by my photos capturing her image but by my portrait bringing her to life.
"You're so talented, Michael," she said. "Your photos of me are perfect. I will cherish your portrait of me for the rest of my life."
I smiled that she was satisfied not only by my photos of her but also by my portrait of her.
"Where will you hang it, mother," I asked?
I expected her to hang my portrait out of sight in her bedroom, covered and stored in the attic or down the cellar. She looked at me and smiled.
"Where will I hang it?"
She looked from her portrait to look at me.
"I'll hang it in the living room over the fireplace, of course, where everyone can see it," she said.
Embarrassed for her, I looked at her shocked.
"In the living room," I asked, staring at her as if she had lost her mind?
She looked from her portrait to look at me.
"What," she asked with a curious look?
I stared at her with disbelief while looking at her portrait before looking back at her.
"You are naked, mother," I said.
She laughed.
"How better to advertise your portrait painting talent than by showing everyone my portrait," she asked?
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed, suddenly turning immorally immodest instead of remaining the modestly moral mother that she has always been, I not only secretly questioned her sanity but also her morality. If it wasn't enough she not only allowed me to photograph her in her sexy lingerie, topless, and naked. If it wasn't enough that she posed naked for me while I painted her portrait. Now, she prominently and proudly wanted to display her naked portrait on her living room wall over the fireplace.
'Is my MILF of a mother a closet exhibitionist whore,' I wondered? 'Why wouldn't she be embarrassed for everyone who visited to see her without her clothes,' I thought?
Curious now, I asked her my next question.
"And where will you keep the naked photographs that I took of you," I asked?
She laughed.
"Where I keep all of my photos, in my photo album on the coffee table in the living room," she said. "I want everyone to enjoy them."
I imagined everyone visiting my mother seeing her naked portrait proudly displayed on the living room wall over the fireplace. I envisioned everyone who visited her perusing her photo album while she was busy in her bedroom, her bathroom, or in the kitchen. If it wasn't enough that they'd be seeing her naked portrait, they'd be seeing her sexy photos of her fully dressed while I photographed her undressing. They'd see her in her sexy lingerie, her bra and panties, topless, and naked from every angle.
# # #
A single mother, my dad died of a heart attack a dozen years ago. One day, my mom returned home from work sad and tired while my sister was out with her friends. Before I had my own studio, I used the guest bedroom as my temporary studio.
She entered my makeshift photography studio while fully dressed and carrying a bottle of wine and two wine glasses.
"Would you like some wine," she asked?
I shook my head and held up my hand as if my hand was a stop sign.
With her not much of a drinker, she quickly downed two glasses of wine before getting the courage to ask me her question. Alone with my mother, and with her getting a little tipsy after only having two glasses of wine, she poured herself a third glass of wine. As if rethinking what she was about to say, she smiled at me while staring at my camera equipment.
# # #
"Michael," she said. "I'm tired of being alone and lonely. I need your help with my dating profile. I'm not getting any hits because I don't have any photos of me to post. No one knows what I look like," she said with a sad, little shrug.
Understanding her plight, I smiled at my mother while nodding my head. I'd do anything for her. I loved my mother.
Able to tell her anything, she was my best friend. I'd love to find a woman who looked as good as she still looked at her mature age. I loved everything about her, her pretty face, her beautiful brown hair, her big brown eyes, her voice, her laugh, and her sexy and shapely body.
"Of course, mother. I'll be happy to photograph you," I said.
With her fully dressed and posing for me as if she was a fashion model, I quickly shot off a dozen photos of her facing me for her to choose. I shot off a dozen more photos of her turning to the right and of her turning to the left. I shot off a dozen more photos of her with her back to me while she turned and looked one way before turning and looking the other way.
Looking ten-years younger, after birthing two-children, she's maintained her figure with diet and exercise. Not embarrassed and/or ashamed to admit, sometimes when I'm horny, I've jerked off over my mother while imagining her in her panties and bra, topless, and naked. The pervert that I am, not that I ever would, I've stroked myself while visualizing having incestuous sex with her.
# # #
Then, blowing my mind, not expecting her to ask me what she asked, she asked what shocked me as much as she sexually excited me. Clearly, the wine gave her the courage to ask me such a revealing question. She paused again while rethinking what she was about to ask. Then, while sipping her third glass of wine, nearly halfway done with the bottle, she blurted out what she was thinking.
"Now that you've taken photos of me fully dressed, would you take some sexy, cheesecake photos of me posing for you," she asked?
With her a little tipsy after drinking two glasses of wine, she guzzled down the remainder of her third glass of wine. Having never seen my mom drunk before, she seemed a little bit drunk now. Actually, something that I'd never forget, I did see her drunk once before.
Home from college for the summer in my sophomore year, unable to afford to go anywhere during my summer vacation from school, her friends took her out to a CFNM strip club for her fortieth birthday. My sister couldn't go because she was only nineteen and not of legal age at the time. Instead, taking advantage of my mother's absence, Veronica was out late with her friends.
Glad that her friends drove her home, my mom was three sheets to the wind. Her blouse was halfway unbuttoned and buttoned in the wrong holes as if one of the strippers had unbuttoned her blouse, and she was carrying her bra in her hand. I wondered if one of the strippers removed her blouse and her bra, too.
I imagined him seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. With her the birthday girl, I wondered if he stuck his cock in her hand and in her mouth, too. I wondered if she stroked his cock while sucking his prick.
# # #
She arrived home drunk. My first time kissing my mother on the lips, surprising me, she grabbed me, pulled me to her, and kissed me. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me while, not stopping me, she allowed me to feel her braless breasts through her blouse. I wondered if she had kissed the strippers and they were all over her in the way that she was all over me now.
Touching me, feeling me, and fondling my erect prick through my pajama bottoms, I helped her to bed. I turned on her overhead bedroom light, sat her on her bed, and put a bucket beside her bed should she become sick during the night. Then, with a drumroll of sexual anticipation going through my head, daring myself to do so, with her not stopping me, I unbuttoned her blouse and removed it.
Wishing I had my camera with me, I stared at her huge, double D cup naked breasts, her dark pink areolas, and her light pink, erect nipples. With her too drunk to know, daring myself to do so again, I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while she leaned back swooning by my touches and feels of her naked tits. Then, with her leaning back, I leaned forward over her and sucked her erect nipples. As if I was one of the strippers, my mother sat up and pulled down my pajama bottoms.
My stiff prick sprang out as if my cock was a Jack-in-the-box. Staring down at me, she took my erect penis in her hand and stroked me before she leaned forward and took me in her mouth to blow me. Something that I never expected her to do, surprised that she sucked cock, my MILF of a drunken mother was blowing me.
With her quite the talented cocksucker, obviously, my cock wasn't the first cock that she ever sucked. Nearly cumming in her mouth, not wanting to leave any evidence behind that I took sexual advantage of her, I controlled myself before I did. I couldn't cum in my inebriated mom's mouth. Instead, I stood her up, removed her skirt, and her panties, put on her nightgown, put her to bed, and covered her with a blanket. I turned off her bedroom light and closed her door.
"Good night, mom. I love you," I said.
With her already sleeping, she didn't respond.
I went to my bedroom and masturbated myself over seeing my mother naked, feeling her naked breasts, and sucking her erect nipples. I ejaculated over her taking me in her hand and stroking me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. I wanted to cum in her mouth but I didn't dare. I wanted to climb in bed with her and make love to her before fucking her, but I couldn't.
# # #
The next day she looked at me with embarrassment, shame, and curiosity.
"Michael," she said. "How did I get into my nightgown?"
She looked at me with sexual arousal.
"Did Veronica undress me or," she said with a pause, did you undress me," she asked?
I laughed.
"Veronica wasn't home yet," I said. "You came home drunk. Your blouse was half unbuttoned and buttoned in the wrong holes. You were carrying your bra in your hand. The strippers must have had fun with you," I said.
I laughed.
"I'm so embarrassed. You saw me naked," she said.
I smiled.
"Yes, I undressed you, mother, but I didn't turn on your bedroom light," I said lying.
I couldn't help but wonder if she knew that I had stripped her naked with her overhead bedroom light brightly lit. I wondered if she knew that I had seen, touched, felt, fondled, and fingered her nipples while sucking them? I wondered if she remembered pulling down my pajama bottoms, taking my erect prick in her hand and stroking me before she took me in her mouth and sucked me.
# # #
That was then and this was now.
Yet, unable to put it out of my mind, my mother kissed me. She French kissed me, allowed me to strip her naked, see, touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts and suck her erect nipples. I still masturbate over her stroking me and sucking me. Having no excuse for my incestuous behavior, she was drunk and I was horny.
'What? Seriously? My mom wanted me to take some sexy, cheesecake photos of her for her online dating profile,' I thought.
While undressing her with my eyes, I stared at her as if she was naked again.
'What the hell kind of dating profile is this,' I wondered?
Not knowing exactly what she meant by sexy, cheesecake photos and how far she was willing to go, giving her the benefit of doubt, I nodded my head and smiled. She excited more than my imagination by asking me to take sexy photos of her. With my mother modestly moral, a church going woman, and a born-again Christian, perhaps, she'd unbutton a couple buttons of her blouse and/or raise her short skirt a little higher to show some shapely thigh. I didn't know. I had no idea.
# # #
Flabbergasted, completely stunned, and not believing my horny eyes, I was surprised what she did next. She turned to face me and smiled up at me while slowly and sexily unbuttoning her blouse. Other than the one drunken time, having never seen nothing more than my mother's bra strap, I was seeing more of her now. After she unbuttoned her second button, I saw her long line of sexy cleavage and the top of her low-cut, white bra.
As if she was a stripper ready to dance around a pole to music, she teased me by doing a slow and sexy striptease. She unbuttoned another button of her blouse while looking down at herself as if wanting to see what I could see of her before she unbuttoned the next button. Not stopping while staring at her through my camera lens, I continued taking photos of my mom slowly and sexily undressing.
Once she unbuttoned her last button, and her blouse was completely unbuttoned, shocking me, she pushed it wide open to show me the front of her white bra. Then, shocked that she did, she removed her blouse. With her continuing to pose for me, I took more photos of her in sheer white and sexy brassiere.
With her, seemingly, proud of her double D cup breasts, after she removed her blouse, folded it, and placed it on the sofa, she threw back her shoulders, puffed out her chest, and smiled. She turned one way before turning the other way while I continued photographing her in her bra and in her short skirt. Then, continuing to tease me, she leaned in front of me, bent at the waist, and shook her bra clad breasts.
'I love her big bra clad breasts,' I thought. 'I wish I could see her naked tits again. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle them again while sucking her nipples.'
# # #
Shocking me as much as she sexily excited me, not thinking that she would, she unbuttoned, unzipped, and allowed her short skirt to fall to her feet. She reached down, picked up her skirt, folded it, and placed her skirt on the sofa along with her blouse. My mom posed for me in her bra and matching sheer, white, bikini panties.
Immediately, she gave me an erection that bulged out my jeans. I couldn't wait to jerk off over seeing her in her sexy lingerie later. Something that I thought but something that I'd never do, in the way that she posed for me in her bra and panties, I'd love to remove my clothes and pose for her while naked. As much as I wanted to see my mother naked, I wanted her to see me naked, too.
I wondered what she'd do if I dick flashed her. Would she look? Would she stare? Or would she look away in shame, embarrassment, and disdain. It's been a while since I sexually thought about my mother in the way that I was shamefully and sinfully thinking about her now.
I wondered if she'd take me in her soft and warm hand and stroke me again. I wondered if she'd take me in her mouth and suck me. If she did take me in her mouth, this time, I'd cum in her mouth. Then, I'd strip her naked and make love to her before fucking her.
With her having quite the shapely body, she looked so sexy. Most women looked better in their sexy lingerie than they did naked. My mom certainly looked sensational in her bra and panties as much as she did naked when I stripped off her clothes.
'I'll be stroking myself later tonight and tomorrow morning over seeing my MILF of a mother in her sexy lingerie,' I thought.
# # #
While trying to keep my hands from shaking, staring at her through my camera lens, taking more photos than necessary, I continued photographing my mom in her bra and panties. When she turned to face me, because of the bright lights and the white screen behind her, I could see the symmetrical impressions of her dark pink areolas and the impressions of her lighter pink, erect nipples through her sheer bra. As well as having huge tits, she had big nipples, too.
Surprising me again by sexually teasing me, she did something that I wished that I could do. If it wasn't enough that I could see her areolas and her nipples, she fingered her nipples through her bra. As if offering me her bra clad breasts, she lifted her breasts in both of her hands through her bra.
In the way that I could see my mother's areolas and nipples through her sheer bra, I could see her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her bushy brown, pubic hair through her sheer panties. For the first time in a long time, I wanted to have sex with her. Wishing that I could see her naked again, yet, something she'd never do, lucky to see her in her panties and bra, I wished she'd strip herself naked and allow me to photograph her without her clothes.


'I'd love to kiss her, French kiss her,' I thought. 'I'd love to make out with her while feeling her big tits through her bra. I'd love to continue to make out with her while feeling and squeezing her shapely ass through her panties. I'd love to cup her pussy through her panties while sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit.'
I imagined removing her bra, and fondling her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. I imagined removing her panties and cupping her naked pussy. I imagined stripping my mother naked and having forbidden, incestuous sex with her. I'd love to make love to her before fucking her fast and hard enough to give her a sexual orgasm with my cock.
# # #
'How's that for sexy, cheesecake photos, mom,' I thought?
While continuing to stare at her through my camera lens, I imagined photographing her while she was not only topless but also naked. Then, as if awakening me from my sexual fantasy, she woke me to ask me a question.
"Am I embarrassing you, Michael," she asked?
She gave me a sexy laugh and a naughty look. Then, she shocked me as much as she continued sexually exciting me by what she said next.
"Get used to seeing all that you're seeing of me now because," she said with a pause and a little laugh. "After you photograph me topless and naked tonight, tomorrow, I want you to paint my portrait while I'm naked," she said with a dirty laugh.
'What? My mom wants me to photograph her topless and naked tonight? She wants me to paint her nude portrait tomorrow,' I thought?
I stared at her stunned.
'I couldn't believe what she said. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Am I dreaming? What the hell is happening? This is my mother and not some whore that I picked up at the bar and brought home.'
As soon as she said that she wanted me to photograph her topless and naked tonight, and wanted me to paint her naked tomorrow, while envisioning her without her clothes, I developed a quite noticeable throbbing and pulsating erection that bulged out my jeans.
# # #
As if I was in a legal brothel in Nevada, or in the red-light district in Amsterdam, not believing my eyes, I watched my mother reach behind her and unhooked her three rows of hooks. While smiling and staring at me to see my reaction to seeing her soon-to-be naked breasts, she slowly and sexily slid her bra straps from her shoulders. Not believing that she would, ready to show me her naked breasts, she removed her arms from her bra straps.
While my cock continued throbbing and pulsating in my jeans, and my eyes bulged out of my head, she held her bra cups in place. Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going through my head, she removed one bra cup from her left, naked breast, before removing her right, bra cup from her right, naked breasts. My mom stood before me topless. Unable to remove my eyes, I stared at her huge, naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before.
Yet, these weren't just anyone's tits, these were my mother's tits. I stared at the shape and the size of her huge breasts. I stared at her dark pink areolas. I stared at her light pink, erect nipples.
"You have beautiful breasts, mom. They're as big as they are shapely. I love your big nipples," I said.
She smiled.
"Thank you," she said.
# # #
While fondling them and sliding slow hands across her nipples, she looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me. As if wanting to see what I was seeing she looked down at her naked breasts. Then, cupping them both in the palms of her hands, she lifted them again as if offering them to me again. Further sexually exciting me, she moved her breasts to her mouth and sucked her nipples, first one and then the other to make them even more erect.
"Don't be shy, Michael" she said. "You may touch and feel mommy's breasts. I love having my breast fondled and my nipples fingered and sucked," she said.
I stepped closer to her to touch, feel, squeeze, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. Then, not done shocking me while sexually exciting me, she stepped back and slowly and sexily slid her panties down to her ankles before kicking them in my face. I caught them in my left hand.
Then while careful not to drop my camera, I moved them to my nose and sniffed them. I couldn't believe that I sniffed my mother's panties while she watched. Not done, while staring at her, I licked the damp crotch of her panties as if I was licking her pussy.
While imagining that she would but not expecting her to strip herself naked, she was naked. I couldn't believe that I was seeing and photographing her without her clothes. Unembarrassed and unashamed, making no move to cover her nakedness with her hands or with her forearms, she turned one way before turning the other way while I photographed her from each side.
If I was Paparazzi, not stopping me, she wanted me to photograph her while naked. I continued staring at her huge, naked breasts while continuing to photograph her. I stared at her brown, bushy pussy. Then, when she turned her back to me, I stared at her naked ass while continuing to photograph her. I must have taken nearly a hundred photos of my naked mother.
Then, she turned her back to me again to photograph her naked ass before bending at the waist for me to photograph her ass and the back of her pussy, too. When she turned to face me, she lifted her pussy lips to show me a lot of glistening wet pink. She looked down at the huge bulge that tented my jeans. She smiled before shocking me with what she said next.
"Oh, my, Michael. Did I do that," she asked with a sexy laugh and a naughty look, as if she didn't know?
As if rethinking what she was going to say, shocking me with what she said, she said it anyway.
"Would you like mommy to take care of that for you," she asked?
# # #
She smiled at me while waiting for me to respond. As if I couldn't speak, I remained quiet.
"I can give you a hand job," she said. "Would you like to cum all over mommy's hand and all over my naked breasts?"
While smiling at me with sexual arousal, she moved her hand back and forth as if giving me a hand job. If it wasn't enough that my mother stripped herself naked, she offered to give me a hand job, too. She'd even allow me to cum all over her naked breasts.
"If you prefer, I could give you a blowjob," she said. "Would you like mommy to give you a blowjob, Michael? It's been a long time since I've had a hard cock in my hand, in my mouth, and/or in my pussy. I'd love to stroke your prick while sucking it."
She laughed. I guess, too drunk to remember, my mom didn't remember sucking my cock while stroking my prick on her fortieth birthday.
"Would you like mommy to blow you, Michael," she asked again?
She laughed. Clearly my mother wanted to blow me. She wanted to suck my prick.
"I'd even allow you to cum in my mouth," she said.
She moved her hand to her mouth and pushed out her cheek with her tongue as if blowing me.
"Would you like to cum in mommy's mouth and watch me swallow you," she asked again, this time for the third time?
She laughed.
"It's really not considered a blowjob unless you cum in my mouth and I swallow," she said, nodding her head.
I couldn't believe she offered to blow me and would allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth.
# # #
Unable to answer her, not waiting for me to respond, she stepped closer. The second time that I kissed my mother on her lips, she kissed me on my lips. Then, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me again. She allowed me to touch and feel her naked body everywhere while we continued making out.
I fondled her naked breasts, fingered her erect nipples, and sucked her nipples, again. I reached behind her to feel and squeeze her shapely naked ass. Then, I reached down, parted her pussy lips with my fingers, rubbed her clit, and finger fucked her. Something that I thought that I'd never do, I briefly masturbated my mother. She was so wet and I was so hard.
Seemingly eager to blow me, she moved to her knees, and unbuttoned, unzipped, and pushed down my jeans along with my underwear. She took my erect prick in her warm and soft hand and slowly stroked me while staring up at me. Then, she took me in her mouth.
If it wasn't enough that I saw, photographed, touched, felt, and fondled my mother naked, she stroked my cock while sucking my prick. I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother was blowing me. She continued stroking and sucking my cock while I continued touching and feeling her everywhere. With her body as soft as it was firm, she felt good in my arms.
Not wanting to prematurely cum but unable to hold back, I was ready to cum in my mother's mouth. Even though she said that she'd allow me to cum in her mouth and swallow me, I wondered if she would or if she'd pull away before I did. I put a gentle hand behind her brown, pretty head. Ready to cum in her mouth, I humped her mouth. Holding my mother's head in place with both hands, I fucked her face.
"Cum, Michael. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth," she said, while temporarily removing my cock from her mouth to speak. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said, looking up at me and smiling.
Obediently obeying her, as soon as she told to cum, I did. As soon as I ejaculated a load of cum in my mother's mouth, not expecting her home so early, without knocking, my sister barged open the spare bedroom door. She caught our naked mother on her knees blowing me.
When my mom turned her head to look at her daughter, my prick popped out of her mouth. Not done cumming, I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, brown hair, and across her big naked breasts. If it wasn't enough that she blew me, I gave her my mother a cum bath.
# # #
"Oh, mom," said my sister Veronica with a laugh. "I didn't think you'd go through with it. I didn't think that you'd allow Michael to photograph you naked," she said.
She laughed.
"If that wasn't enough," she said with a dirty laugh. "I didn't think that you'd repay him for photographing you by blowing him," she said with another laugh.
She laughed again. Clearly, she must have discussed with Veronica her posing naked, and repaying me for shooting her naked photos with a blowjob.
"He gave you quite the cum bath, mom," she said with a laugh. "You're literally dripping with Michael's cum," she said.
Veronica turned to me, and taking a longer and closer look at me, with her eyes bulging out of her head, my sister stared down at my erect, naked prick.
"Jesus, Michael. You have the biggest cock that I've ever seen," she said.
She laughed. Then, she shocked me by what she said next.
"Tomorrow, I want you to photograph me, too," she said with a sexy wink. "I'm ready to strip naked for you. Would you like to see me naked, Michael? As my payment to photograph me naked, I'll blow you, too," she said.
I smiled and nodded my head.
"After I finish with mom, I'll photograph you, too. I'm painting mom's portrait tomorrow," I said.
# # #
I couldn't believe that my sister caught our mother blowing me. I couldn't believe that she saw me give our mother a cum bath. Then, while staring at my engorged prick, she said that I had the biggest cock that she had ever seen. She said that she'd not only strip naked for me but also will blow me, too.
If it wasn't enough that I photographed my mother naked and she blew me, too, my sister wanted me to photograph her naked and wanted to blow me, too. I never thought that I'd ever see my mother and my sister willingly and consensually naked. I never thought that they both wanted to blow me.
In the way that my mother allowed me to see her without her clothes, touch and feel her naked body, she stroked and sucked my cock. I couldn't wait to see my sister naked, touch and feel her naked body while making out with her. Hoping that she would, I couldn't wait to watch her stroke and suck my prick.
In the way that I ejaculated in my mother's mouth, I couldn't wait to explode a load of cum in my sister's mouth, and watch her swallow me, too. After my mom called and told her sister, my aunt Olivia, and her mother, my grandmother Mary that I photographed her naked and she blew me, my mom came upstairs to my room to tell me what they said. Blowing my mind, continuing my sexual fantasy with having all of my sexual dreams coming true, a family sexual affair in the making, I was stunned.
"In exchange for sex, my sister wants you to take sexy photos of her for her dating profile, too," said my mom.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"My mom asked if you could take some sexy photos of her for her photo album in exchange for sex, too," she said.
I smiled and nodded my head.
"I'd love to photograph Aunt Oliva and Grandma Mary, too," I said.
# # #
The next day, I photographed my sister stripping herself naked in front of my camera. As soon as she removed her clothes, she made out with me while allowing me to touch and feel her naked body everywhere. Then, as she said that she would do, she moved to her knees, like mother, like daughter, she stroked me before taking me in her mouth to blow me. She not only allowed me to cum in her mouth but also, she swallowed me, too.
Then, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, after I photographed her naked and she blew me, too, she told her two best friends, Vivian and Jennifer, that we had sex. They wanted me to take their naked photos, too, individually, then both together in their sexy lingerie, topless, and naked. After I photographed them, with them both on their knees in front of me, Vivian and Jennifer took turns stroking my cock while sucking my prick.
Finally, I photographed all three of them together. Then, after I painted their individual portraits, I made love to all three of them one at a time. I fucked them, one at a time, too.
Later, that week, my thirty-nine-year-old aunt came over for me to photograph her. A younger carbon copy of my mother but with red hair and blue eyes instead of brown hair and brown eyes, she had smaller breasts than my mother's huge tits. In the way that my mother gave me a slow and sexy striptease, my AILF of an aunt gave me a slow and sexy striptease, too.
I photograph her in her sexy lingerie, topless, and naked. She showed me her D cup, naked breasts and her red, bushy pussy. With her not having the time to pose naked for me, from the naked photos that I took of her, I painted her nude portrait.
After I photographed my aunt, Olivia, I photographed my sixty-four-year-old grandmother, Mary. Like mother, like daughters, she stripped down to her white bra and her white, granny panties. After I took photos of her in her underwear, she removed her bra for me to photograph her massive, F cup, sagging breasts. I photographed her brown areolas, and her brown, erect nipples.
Finally, she removed her panties for me to photograph her big, flabby ass, and her gray and brown, bushy pussy. In the way that I photographed both of her daughters without their clothes, I photographed my grandmother naked, too. If it wasn't enough, I photographed my mother, my aunt, my sister, and my sister's friends while naked, and had sex with all of them, too. I took photos of my naked grandmother, and had sex with her, too.
With her from another generation, not thinking that my grandma would give me oral sex, she did. She sucked my cock while stroking my prick. I couldn't believe my grandmother blew me. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed me, too. I not only made passionate love to my mother's and my aunt's mother while making out with her but I fucked her, too. Careful not to break her hip, I pounded her pussy.
Lastly, I painted their naked portraits from the photos that I took of them. After I photographed and painted my aunt, I took photos of and painted my grandmother, too. As payment, they had sex with me one at a time, and continued having sex with me any time that I wanted.
# # #
From that moment forward, I slept in my mother's bed while my sister was away in college. I held her, hugged her, spooned her, and humped her. We made love every night and I fucked her every morning. We gave one another oral sex in between.
When I wasn't having sex with my mother, I had threesome sex with my mom and her sister. When I wasn't having threesome sex with them, I had threesome sex with my grandmother and her best friend, Joan. When my sister returned home from college, I had orgy sex with my sister, and with her two friends.
My aunt, grandmother, her friend, my sister and her friends not only made love to me and fucked me, they all blew me, too. Before they sucked my cock, I fingered and licked their pussies. As I did with my mother, my aunt, my grandmother, grandma's friend, my sister, and her two friends, I gave them all multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
Truly, never realizing how much sex that I had with women because of my occupation, the best thing that I ever did was graduate from college while majoring in portrait painting and minoring in photography. The best thing that I ever did was to start a photography and portrait painting business that catered to women. When I finally found my special woman to marry, even after I married, while knowing that I had sex with other women, my wife, Carol, allowed me to continue my sexual adventures that came with my business.
My wife allowed me to continue my sexual fantasies with her family. When I explained to my mother-in-law, Charlotte, and my sister-in-law, Cassie, what I did for a living, they blew my mind when they told me that they wanted me to photograph them in all manner of undress. They told me that they wanted me to paint their naked portraits, too. I even availed my professional services to my wife's aunts, her cousins, her friends, and even her sixty-year-old grandmother.
The End
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Today is my Mom's Fiftieth Birthday
Daring myself, I wished my mom a happy birthday while naked.
Ready for a long weekend of birthday celebrations, my mom, Susan, with her fiftieth birthday a big deal, stayed home from work today, Friday. She took her birthday off, and would be home over the long weekend to recover from partying and drinking too much while celebrating her 50th birthday. With her working hard, she deserved her special day off to relax at home before the erotic festivities starting tonight and continuing throughout the weekend.
Tonight, her three friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki, along with her sister, my aunt, Kathy, and their mother, my grandmother, Natalie, were taking her to a clothe female, naked male, CFNM, strip club to celebrate her fiftieth birthday. Without doubt, after having fun with strippers, they'll be home late, horny, and drunk. With her unable to drink because of her medication, my seventy-year-old grandmother was the dedicated driver.
With my mother, the birthday girl, no doubt, the strippers will pay her lots of attention. With my mom a cocksucking whore, I wondered how many strippers' cocks she'd stroke and suck. I wondered how many strippers she'd allow to feel her through her clothes while making out with her. I wondered how many men she'd allow to remove her blouse, her bra, and strip her topless while fondling her naked breasts and fingering and sucking her erect nipples.
With them all talented cocksucking whores, I wondered how many cocks the six of them would stroke and suck. I'd love to watch strippers putting their naked, erect pricks in their hands before stuffing them in their mouths. With men denied entry to a CFNM strip club, I wished that I was a fly on the wall.
I'd love to watch the strippers feel their breasts through their clothes while making out with them. I wished I could watch them unbutton, remove their blouses, and their bras while seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling their naked breasts, and fingering and sucking their nipples. nipples. Wishing I was there, I'd love to watch them all stroking and sucking strippers' cocks.
Something that I didn't know until I heard them talking one day, my grandmother, nearly fifty-years-ago, was a stripper, a prostitute, and an all-around whore. Her two best friends, Mary and Joan, both grandmothers now, were strippers, prostitutes, and all-around whores, too. She went by the stripper's name of Natty, Nasty Natty. With birds of a feather flocking together, even though my mother and her sister, my aunt, Kathy, weren't strippers, they both were in the swinging lifestyle with their ex-husbands.
After I heard them talking about their sexual pasts, on a mission to find evidence of my granny's and my mother's past lives, searching in the back of their closets, I searched the cellar, and then the attic. Proving what she said about being a stripper was true, I found a strippers' pole way in back in the attic, along with an old trunk. Inside the trunk were stripper costumes, and a photo album of my grandmother wearing her revealing stripper's costumes while dancing around a pole to music.
I also found a photo album of dozens of photos of my mom, her sister, and their mother during their younger days in their sexy bikinis, in their bras and panties, topless, and naked. With them not knowing that their photos were missing, I took the photo album downstairs and hid it in my room. A masturbation machine, while perusing their photos every day, I jerked off over my mother's, my aunt's, and my grandmother's topless and naked photos.
My mom and her mother, my grandmother Natalie, have natural, double D cup breasts. My forty-seven-year-old aunt Kathy has natural, D cup breasts. With them all looking ten-years younger, all three still have sexy and shapely bodies. Actually, if I was lucky enough to have sex with any one of them, my mom, my aunt, and/or my grandma, I wouldn't kick any of them out of bed for eating crackers.
"More crackers," I asked before fingering and licking their pussies?
# # #
One of my mom's best friends is Brianna. She's an ex-stripper, an ex-prostitute, and a whore, who is now a webcam model. She's a tall, beautiful, forty-eight-year-old, natural blonde with a shapely and sexy body with B cup breasts.
Even years later, she's better looking than she is on her website. When I see her in person, all that I do is to stare at her beautiful face and her unbelievable body. I've downloaded photos from her website to my computer. I masturbate over her photos as much as I jerk off over the topless and naked photos of my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother.
Another one of my mom's best friends is Nikki. Even though she never stripped and/or prostituted herself, she's a webcam model, too. Like Brianna, Nikki is beautiful, too. She's forty-seven-year-old, a 5' 4" brunette mother of two who I'd love to fuck. Tragically having her breasts removed, she had a double mastectomy because she had breast cancer.
When having silicone, breast implants, most women go a little bigger. Nikki went much bigger. From her having natural B cup breasts, skipping C cup breasts, and D cup breasts, she went all the way up to double D cup breasts. In the way that Dolly Parton is only 5' tall with E cup breasts, Nikki looks like a younger version of a brunette Dolly Parton. Her breasts look enormous on her petite frame.
I downloaded dozens of photos of her, topless, naked, and in her bikinis from her websites, too. She's on every social media site posing in her plunging neckline tops. Again, I played with myself as much as I stroked myself over my mother, my aunt, my grandmother, Brianna, and Nikki. These topless and naked women inspire me to continue self-abusing myself by stroking my cock and cumming every night, every morning, and in between.
# # #
When Nikki rounds a corner, the first things that men see are her humongous breasts. Instead of staring into her big and beautiful brown eyes or looking at her pretty face, her breasts are what men noticed and continued to stare at on her petite, one-hundred-twenty-pound frame. How could they not? It's rare to see such a small woman with such big breasts who is eager to show them by wearing what little she wears.
Not shy or morally modest about flashing her silicone breasts, she only wears very low-cut tops that show the tops of her jiggling breasts, and her long, sexy line of cleavage. She's posted photos of her in her revealing bikinis, topless, naked, and videos of her masturbating herself on her Nikkimammasol website. She's posted hundreds of photos of herself and lots of videos with her playing tricks on her son and their friends.
Her twenty-five-year-old son, Mackenzie Sol, and all of his friends have not only seen her topless and naked photos online and in person but also, they've touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her big nipples. With her an exhibitionist whore, while imagining what more she did, I wondered if she stroked and sucked their cocks, too. I wished she had posted photos and videos of her having incestuous sex with her son and forbidden sex with his friends.
Lastly but not least, another one of my mom's best friends is fifty-year-old, Flanna, an ex-stripper, and an ex-prostitute, too. Giving them their due, they're all exhibitionistic, cocksucking whores. Flanna Fiona Flaherty is a 5' 7", beautiful redhead with blue eyes, and freckles. With Flanna giving her permission, my mom has written stories under FlannaFionaFlaherty's name on Literotica.
She has the biggest breasts of them all. Flanna has enormous, natural, F cup breasts that are equal to triple D cup breasts. She has the same size breasts as Christina Hendricks of Mad Men and Good Girls fame. She has the same size tits as my mom's childhood friend, Donna, aka porn star, Dee Williams.
With her having a perfect ass, too, Flanna, a beautiful redhead has such a sexy and shapely body. I've downloaded dozens of photos of Flanna, too, as well as downloading photos and videos of Donna as Dee Williams, too. I've jerked off over their photos and videos of them in her bras and panties, topless, and/or naked.
Fifty-year-old Dee Williams has porn videos of her having sex with her thirty-year-old, real son, Seth. She has videos of her making love to him, and blowing him. She has more videos of her fucking him, and him eating his mother's cunt. With many of her videos nominated for AVN awards at the yearly AVN show held in Vegas, she writes, stars, and directs her own porn videos with Seth.
A masturbation machine, when I'm not stroking my prick over my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother topless and naked, I'm jerking off over Brianna, Nikki, Flanna, and Dee topless and naked, too. Giving me plenty of motivation to continue playing with myself, my personal record for cumming is six times in one day. It's my sexual fantasy to have wild sex with any one of them or all of them at the same time.
Alas, something that will never happen, especially my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother, never mind any of their sexy friends, I'd never have the chance to have sex with any of them. Again, when I'm not jerking off over my mother, my aunt, my grandmother, and my mom's friends Brianna and/or Nikki, I'm playing with myself over Flanna, and Dee Williams, too.
I only wished that they sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted them. A big step to take, how perverted would I be to put the sexual moves on my mother, my aunt, or my grandma. Out of my league, with them all experienced, cocksucking whores, I wouldn't know how to sexually seduce any and/or all of blood related relatives and/or any of my mother's friends.
# # #
When it comes to men, and women, too, they've all seen and done it all. I couldn't hazard a wild guess how many men, and women, the six women have been sexually intimate with during their younger days of wild parties of drugs, alcohol, sex, and rock and roll. Until I overheard my mom talking to them on her cellphone, while I listened to them at the air conditioning and heating vent in my room, I never would have known about their sexual pasts. No doubt, still whores now, they were all wild, wicked whores then.
With Brianna and Nikki still working as webcam models, Flanna has a real job as a receptionist and a secretary at a law firm. My mom got her the job. She works as a law clerk at the same law office downtown.
After having more than forty-years of promiscuous sex, with her having a bad hip, a bad back, and bad knees, my grandmother had retired from stripping, and prostituting herself years ago. While earning extra money, she continues to give hand jobs and blowjobs to some of her old customers. If ever confined to a nursing home, with her still a whore and her room number written on the men's room bathroom wall, she will never stop having sex.
# # #
My name is Ryan. I'm twenty-nine-years-old. I never knew my dad. He abandoned my mom after he impregnated her during her senior year, at their senior prom a month before graduating from high school when she was nineteen-years-old. She delivered me nine-months later, two months before she turned twenty-years-old. Instead of aborting me, she kept me, thank God.
Saddled with a newborn baby, needing help while working full-time, she lived at home with her mother, Natalie, and her younger sister, Kathy, who later became an ex-swinger, and who is now divorced from her husband. Blessed with the sexual behavior of promiscuous women, I'm surrounded by a family of cocksucking whores, along with their slutty friends. When they're all together, listening to their sexual conversations while in my room, with them unaware that I can hear them, with them no longer having any secrets, nothing goes unsaid.
All I knew about my dad was that he was tall, 6' 3" tall. With my mom, 5' 9" tall, and my grandmother 5' 10" tall, I was destined to be tall. Considered good-looking, I'm 6' 5" tall, have black hair, blue eyes, and a muscular build with a big dick.
After I graduated from college, with no jobs available, unable to afford to rent an apartment even with roommates, and having no other choice, I returned home to live with my mother. Still home living with her, with rents, and the cost of living sky-high, I've been living with her for seven-years. If I did find a woman to date, unless we go to her place, and she'd never come home with me. I have no place to take her for sex. Besides, unable to afford her, I don't have the money to wine and dine her.
With them thinking that I'm a mama's boy, or having sex with my mother, no woman will date me, especially, once they find out that I'm still living at home with my mom. Honestly, I'd love to have sex with my MILF of mother and/or with my AILF of my aunt. Sexually attracted to them, and with them all looking ten-years younger, I'd even have sex with my GILF of a grandmother.
With them all experienced whores, I've only had sex with half a dozen women. They'd have to make the first moves on me. With them having seen it all and done it all, I have no idea how to sexually seduce any of them without embarrassing myself and looking like a horny incestuous pervert or an inexperienced fool. If only they'd hit on me, I'd respond in kind.
Finally, able to find a part-time job making decent money, I work from home writing software code for a computer gaming company. After having spent all of my savings on college tuition and textbooks, and needing to pay back my student loans, living week-to-week, not having any money saved, I'm penniless. I could only afford to buy my mother a birthday card and, unable to afford roses, a big bouquet of fifty, cheap flowers.
Then, I thought, perhaps, there is something that she'd like more than me giving her a birthday gift. Something that I've never done before but have masturbated over thinking about doing it, I dared myself to serve her breakfast in bed while I'm naked. Wearing nothing but my smile, I wondered what her reaction would be to me entering her bedroom without my clothes, and her seeing my naked, erect prick.
# # #
Actually, living with my mom wasn't so bad. She gives me plenty to masturbate over while I imagine her naked and her having sex with me. As if she's deliberately teasing me, she wears her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgowns around me without wearing a robe. Her nighties are so sheer and low-cut that I can see her as if she's naked. When she's not in her nightgowns, she wears short skirts and low-cut button blouses.
As if she's Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, when she crosses and uncrosses her legs, she flashes me her sheer panties in upskirt peeks. When wearing her short nightgowns, she flashes me her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy in up nightgown peeks. When she's not flashing me her long, line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bras, she flashes me her naked breasts, her dark pink areolas, and her light pink, erect nipples in down nightgown views. Giving me plenty to jerk off over, I love seeing all that my mother shows me whether intentionally or accidentally.
I've seen her topless several times when she's drying her hair in the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her sexy and shapely body. With her leaving the bathroom door open to let out the steam, I stand in the bathroom doorway and talk to her loud enough over the hairdryer for her to hear me. With her holding a hairbrush in one hand and a hairdryer in her other hand, I watch while her towel slowly falls to her waist to reveal her enormous, naked breasts. I love seeing my mom's big tits.
With her slow to react, before pulling up her towel, I've seen her naked when her towel falls to her feet. By the time she puts her hairbrush and hairdryer down, squats down to retrieve her towel, and retie it around her naked body, I've seen her naked ass and her naked pussy, more than a few times. Unembarrassed and unashamed, she laughs.
"Oops," she says. "Don't look, Ryan. Mommy is naked again."
# # #
Not the first time that I've seen her topless and/or naked, with us having only one bathroom, I wait until she's in the shower before telling her that I have to pee. As long as I'm only peeing, she allows me to pee while she's in the shower.
"Mom, I have to pee," I said.
I knock and talk through the bathroom door loud enough for her to hear me over the running water. I wait until she answers me before barging in the bathroom while hoping to see what I shouldn't see of her. Giving me more to stroke myself over, I love seeing her without her clothes.
"Okay, but don't flush the toilet, Ryan," she said.
Before entering the bathroom, I stroke myself to a big and hard erection. With the shower curtain not closing all the way, I get a narrow side view of my naked mother, her big naked breasts, and her the side of her shapely, naked ass. Instead of peeing while facing the toilet, while hoping that she's looking, wanting to dick flash her, I face her.
I take my time sitting on the toilet for her to get a good look at my erect cock. Never looking away in embarrassment and shame, she not only looks but she stares. My mother likes my big dick as much as I love her big tits.
In the way that I can see the shapely silhouette of her naked body through the wet shower curtain, I'm sure that she can see the foggy outline of my big dick through the shower curtain. Returning the favor of her deliberately or unintentionally flashing me, I love dick flashing my mother as much as she enjoys flashing me all that I can see of her. A game that I play, as soon as I pee, I stand and take my time wiping myself while she's watching. Then, I flush the toilet.
As soon as I do, with the water scalding hot, she opens the shower curtain to poke out her blonde, pretty head. With her big breasts peeking out with her, she flashes me her naked breasts along with her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy while I flash her my naked cock. It is then that I know that, hopefully, one day soon, with her as horny and sexually frustrated as I am, we'll be having sex.
# # #
Last night, my mom fell asleep on the couch. Sometime during the night, she awakened and went to bed. Her laptop was open. Her pink bunny vibrator and her big, black dildo was prominently displayed on the coffee table. I picked them up and sniffed them before licking them. While imagining eating her pussy, I took her dildo in my mouth and sucked it.
Her fingering herself, fondling her naked breasts, and playing with herself was something that I wished that I could have seen. Obviously, she fell asleep after masturbating herself. I wished I had heard her. I would have offered her help with my fingers, my tongue, and/or with my cock.
When I checked her history on her laptop, she had been watching videos of male strippers at CFNM strip clubs. Her sister, her mother, and her friends are taking her out to a strip club for her fiftieth birthday tonight. According to what else she had read on her laptop, she read a story by WickedWhoreWriter on Literotica, entitled Women Over 50 are Wicked Whores.
With today being my mom's fiftieth birthday, I wondered if she considered herself to be a wicked whore. This morning, daring myself to do so, I started her birthday celebration early. I decided to test the forbidden water and serve her breakfast in bed while I'm naked. With her having fun with strippers tonight, and with me not allowed to attend, I gave her my surprise birthday gift to her now.
Every weekend, on the holidays, her days off, or on her vacation, if we're not going anywhere, I serve her breakfast in bed. Only, starting her birthday celebration early, before carrying a tray of coffee, eggs, juice, bacon, and buttered toast to her room, I stripped myself naked. Then, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Again, daring myself to do so, curious to see her reaction to seeing me naked and with an erection, I knocked on her bedroom door while pushing it open with my foot.


"Happy Birthday, mom," I said. "I made you breakfast in bed."
I held the tray table high enough, she could clearly see my naked, erect, throbbing and pulsating penis sticking straight out as if pointing to her. Sitting up in bed and not removing her eyes, she stared at my engorged prick with her mouth open and her eyes bulging out of her head. Leaning over her with my erect prick within her reach, I put the table tray down on her lap. Not moving away nor covering my nakedness with my hand, I remained by the side of her bed naked.
"Since you're going to a CFNM strip club, I thought that I'd start your celebration early. I wanted to pretend that I'm one of the strippers. Think of me as if I'm one of the strippers," I said. "I wanted you to see my naked, erect cock, mom."
# # #
Instead of looking away and admonishing me for my inappropriate, sexual behavior, she laughed. She stared. Then, she took a sip of her coffee while continuing to stare at my erection.
"Oh, my God, Ryan. You have such a big dick. Thank you for your birthday surprise," she said while not removing her eyes from my naked cock.
She laughed.
"Thank you for showing me your penis. This is a nice birthday surprise. Mommy loves your beautiful penis."
She smiled while eating her breakfast and continuing to stare at my naked prick. My erection grew bigger and harder with my mom's continued gaze. Then, something I never thought of doing, she stunned me as much as she sexually excited me with what she said next, and dared me to do.
"Tonight, when we arrive home drunk, horny, and vulnerable," she said.
She paused while looking up at me before staring down at my big dick.
"I dare you to open the front door naked. I double dare you to dick flash your naked, erect cock to not only me but also to my sister, my mother, and my three, best friends," she said.
She let out a loud and dirty laugh.
"Shocking them as much as you'd sexually arouse them, I'd love to see their reactions to seeing you naked," she said.
She laughed.
# # #
Filled with sexual anticipation of opening the front door naked, I couldn't wait until they arrived home drunk, horny, and vulnerable. Not wanting to regret missing this unpresented, sexual opportunity, she wanted me to dick flash everyone by greeting them at the front door naked and with an erection when they returned home from the strip club. Something that I'd love to do, especially with this my mother's idea, and her giving me her permission to dick flash myself to them, I couldn't wait to show them all my naked, erect prick.
I only wish that my grandmother's best friends, Mary and Joan were there, and my mom's childhood friend, Dee Williams was there, too. With Dee a porn star, having sex with her son, and after discovering that my grandma's best friends were ex-strippers and ex-prostitutes, I hoped they'd respond in kind and flash me, too. I'd love to dick flash the three of them. I'd love to see the looks on all of their faces to see me naked with an erection.
Giving me something even more to play with myself over, after strippers' dick flashed them, I wanted to dick flash them, too. I wanted them all to see my big, erect, naked prick. Curious what they'd say and what they'd do, I couldn't wait for their reactions to seeing me naked and with a big erection.
Getting ahead of myself, I'd love to make out with them while feeling them through their clothes. Then, I'd love to slowly undress them and strip them naked before having sex with them all. With them drunk and horny enough, I wondered if they'd take me in their hands to stroke me while kissing me. I wondered if they'd move to their knees, take me in their mouths, and suck me. I wondered if they'd turn, bend at the waist, and allow me to fuck them from behind.
I couldn't wait to not only dick flash my MILF of a mother again but also my AILF of an aunt, my GILF of a grandmother, and my mom's three, hot best friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki. Having never dick flashed them before, except for my mother, I wondered what their reactions would be to seeing my erect, naked prick. Yet, with her not having to dare me nor double dare me, ready and willing, this was my perfect time to do what she suggested that I'd do.
Knowing that they would, I wondered if they'd look? Knowing that they would, I wondered if they'd stare? Knowing that they wouldn't, with them all whores, I wondered if they'd look away in shame, disdain, and embarrassment?
With them all cocksucking whores, I wondered if they'd they take me in their hands and stroke me before taking me in their mouths to suck me, and take me in their pussies to fuck me? Would they strip themselves naked or would they allow me to undress them? Would they have sex with me as much as I'd love to have sex with them?
# # #
While fondling my naked prick in front of her, giving myself a bigger and harder erection, I stroked myself faster and harder. I stayed in her bedroom while watching her eat her breakfast. As soon as she finished, I removed the tray table, and climbed in bed with her. Something that I never did before, I did now.
Not pushing me away or asking me to leave, I leaned to her and kissed her on her lips. My first time kissing my mother on her lips, she surprised me when she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. Returning her French kiss with my French kiss, continuing to kiss her, I made out with my mother.
I felt her double D cup breasts through her nightgown, first one, and then the other. I fingered her erect nipples, before reaching my horny hand down her open nightgown top to cup her naked breasts in my horny hand, first one and then the other. Then, I removed her nightgown straps, lowered her bodice to her waist, and sucked her nipples while fingering them.
Finally, I threw the covers off of her. With the hem of her nightgown up to her waist, I stared at her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy before I cupped her pussy in the palm of my hand. Then, I slid a slow finger along her pussy slit. Parting her pussy lips with my finger, I stuck my fingers inside of her to rub her clit and finger fucked her pussy. She was already wet. I masturbated my mother.
When she removed her nightgown, I stared at my naked mother in the way that she stared at my naked erection. Returning the favor of my making out with her while feeling her naked body everywhere, she took my stiff prick in her hand. She fondled the head of my prick with her manicured fingertips. Then, she squeezed my cock while slowly stroking it. She stroked me a little faster and a little harder.
Finally, she leaned down and took me in her mouth. Something she had never done before but something that I've jerked off over her doing, she was blowing me now. My mother was sucking my cock. Indeed, now that my mother had turned fifty, she was not only a wicked whore but an incestuous cocksucking slut.
Unashamed, unembarrassed, horny and sexually frustrated, with me too poor to afford a girlfriend, I've always been attracted to my mother, Susan, her sister, my aunt, Kathy, and even to her mother, my grandmother, Natalie. Not to mention her three, hot friends Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki. With men not allowed inside, again, I wished that I was a fly on the wall at the strip club. I'd love to see what they'd do to strippers, and what the strippers did to them.
# # #
Waking up the dead, it was after 2 am when they noisily came home. Slamming car doors while talking loudly and laughing, they talked and laughed over how many strippers cocks they stroked and sucked. I wished I could have been there to see my mother, my aunt, my grandmother, and my mom's three best friends stroking and sucking strippers, while the strippers stripped them all topless and fondled their naked breasts.
Dropping it twice, they struggled with the key to open the front door. With them nearly falling inside, accepting my mom's double dare, I opened the front door wide while naked. Other than my mother, who I already dick flashed when I brought her breakfast in bed this morning while naked, I dick flashed them all. They stared at my naked, erect prick, as if they had never seen a naked, erect prick before. They stared down at my erection while laughing and pointing.
"Oh, Ryan, I see you're excited to see us," said my grandmother with a sexy laugh.
Not shy or morally modest, she was the first to take me in her elderly hand and wrap her arthritic fingers around my erect cock. She squeezed my cock and stroked my prick. With none of them shy and/or morally modest, they all took turns taking me in their hands to fondle and stroke my erect prick.
My aunt, Kathy, and my mom's three best friends, Brianna, Nikki, and Flanna, unembarrassed, and unashamed, enjoyed me dick flashing them. They never removed their eyes from my big dick. Immediately, they all took turns, reached out to take me in their hands, touched and felt my erection while stroking me.
"I have to pee," said my grandma pushing past me.
Shocking me, my aunt took the lead. Never thinking that she would, shocked that she did, she moved to her knees in front of me, and took me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. She briefly blew me before giving Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki a turn.
Not even giving me time to close and lock the front door, they all moved to their knees, and took me in their hands before taking me in their mouths. No doubt, this is what they did with the strippers. They all wanted to blow me as much as I wanted them to stroke and suck my cock.
Then, allowing me to close and lock the front door, my mother wrapped her long fingers around my big dick and pulled me inside with her. While kissing me, French kissing me, she cupped my testicles while stroking my big dick. Shocking everyone by showing them all that this wasn't the first time that we had sex, she moved to her knees and took me in her mouth to briefly suck me.
She stood, and before moving the party to the living room, she quickly covered the sofa, the chairs, and the couch with towels. She moved the coffee table away and covered the carpet with a couple more towels. Her plan was to have sex in the living room before moving the party to her bedroom.
# # #
As if she was in the VIP room of a strip club, my whore of a grandmother, Natalie, staying true to her stripper's name of Nasty Natty, emerged from the bathroom naked. My first time seeing my mother's mother without her clothes, I stared at her huge double, D cup, sagging breasts. For a seventy-year-old woman, looking ten-years younger, she still has one hell of a body on her five-foot ten-inch frame.
Unable to remove my eyes, I stared at her brown symmetrical areolas, and her big, brown, erect nipples. I stared at her brown and gray bushy pussy, and her chubby naked ass when she spun around to flash me her naked body. Then, with a stiff arm to my chest, she pushed me back on the couch and mounted me missionary style.
Already wet from seeing and stroking my naked erection, and sexually aroused when flashing me her naked body, she grabbed my erect penis, moved it to her pussy lips and parted them with my erect prick. With a gentle hump, I was inside of my grandmother's cunt. Sliding deeper inside of her warm and wet pussy, I humped her again and again. Something that I've imagined doing, and never thinking that I would, I couldn't believe that I was making love to my grandma.
Kissing her and parting her lips with my tongue, I made slow and passionate love to her. She returned my French kisses with her French kisses while making love to me. I continued making out with her while making slow and passionate love to her.
While I made love to her before fucking her faster and harder, with them all giving me a striptease, I watched my mother, my aunt, and my mother's friends slowly and sexily remove their clothes. While I continued making love to my grandma, I watched Brianna unbutton and remove her blouse. She unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt. Then, she slowly slid down her panties to show me her blonde, trimmed pussy. She stripped herself naked.
With them all taking turns to give me a striptease show, I watched Nikki strip herself naked, too. I watched Nikki unbutton and remove her blouse to expose her light blue, low-cut bra. Then, I watched her unbutton, unzip, and remove her short skirt to show me her matching light blue panties. While I continued slowly making love to my grandmother, she reached around her and unclasped her three-hook bra, and removed that, too. Finally, she slowly slid down her panties to reveal her shaved pussy.
Having never seen silicone breasts before, I stared at Nikki's huge double D cup fake breasts. They looked perfect. Up where they belonged, they were so shapely. I loved Nikki's fake breasts. I couldn't wait to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering and sucking her big nipples.
Finally, I watched Flanna slowly and sexily strip herself naked, too. I watched her unbutton and remove her blouse before unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt. I stared at her in her matching pink bra and panties. Then, ever so slowly, she reached around her back to unhook her three-clasp bra, remove her bra straps from her shoulders, and her arms from her bra straps before removing her bra cups, first one and then the other.
As if staring at the eighth and ninth wonders of the world, I stared at Flanna's huge, natural, naked breasts. I loved her dark pink areolas and her light pink erect nipples. Her breasts were so big and so shapely. Even though she had F cup breasts, equal to triple D cup breasts, they didn't sag at all. While humping my grandmother faster and harder, no longer making love to her but fucking her, I couldn't wait to have sex with my aunt and my mom's three friends.
# # #
With me able to have sex with my mother anytime, surrounded by six naked women, after I gave my grandma an orgasm, they all took turns with my naked body while my mother watched. After this unprecedented night of wild sex, from this day forward, I slept with my mother in her bed. We made love every morning, and I fucked her every night. We masturbated and gave one another oral sex in between. Then, whenever my aunt, my grandmother, and one or all of her three friends visited, we had orgy sex again.
Before cumming in my grandmother's pussy, when I fucked her mother and her mother fucked me, my aunt, Kathy, sat on my face. With her already wet, I fingered her pussy while licking her cunt and humping my granny. As soon as my grandmother had her orgasm, I ejaculated a load of oozy cum in her cunt.
"Ryan. Ryan. Don't stop. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Granny is cumming," she said. "Granny is cumming.
She stiffened her legs, arched her back, and fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex before climbing off of me. Brianna sat on me reverse cowgirl style and slowly made love to me. I licked my aunt's pussy faster, rubbed her clit harder, and finger fucked her deeper while finding her G spot and pressing on that. As soon as I did, she had her orgasm.
"Ryan! Oh, my God, Ryan. I'm cumming. Auntie is cumming. Lick my pussy faster. Rub my clit harder. Press on my G spot. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming, Ryan. I'm cumming."
Not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, she moved off of me. My face was covered with my aunt's vaginal secretions. I wiped my face with a hand towel that my mother handed me while Brianna continued riding me bareback as if she was a barrel racer at a rodeo.
Then, as soon as my aunt climbed off of my face, taking turns with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock, Nikki sat on my face. I continued fucking Brianna while eating Nikki as Flanna and my mother watched. Not even bothering to make love, in the way that I fucked my grandmother, I fucked Brianna.
"Jesus, Ryan. I love your big cock. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming, Ryan. I'm cumming," she said, falling silent while briefly enjoying the afterglow of sex.
As soon as Brianna had her orgasm, I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy. My second time cumming that night, once in my grandmother's cunt, once in Brianna's pussy, still hard, I was ready for more. My fourth time cumming that day, I exploded cum in my mom's pussy when she made love to me and fuck me, and I ejaculated another load of cum in her mouth this morning when she blew me.
# # #
In the way that I ate my aunt's pussy, I ate Nikki's pussy while my mother watched me having sex with her mother, her sister, and her friends. As soon as Nikki climbed off of me after having her orgasm, and Brianna climbed off of me after having her orgasm, Flanna climbed on me and moved to the sixty-nine position.
She stroked and sucked my prick while fingered and licked her pussy. Surprisingly, as if this wasn't the first time we had sex, we came together. With her a talented cocksucker, I had become an experienced pussy eater. I had sex with five women.
"Let's go to my bedroom," said my mom. "We'll be more comfortable there."
As soon as we entered my mom's bedroom, I pushed her back on the bed and mounted her. Her mother, her sister, and her three friends watched me having incestuous, sexual intercourse with my mother. Making love to her, I made out with her while slowly and passionately humping her. Then, humping her faster and harder, no longer making love, I fucked my mother, and my mother fucked me.
"Ryan! Oh, my God, Ryan. Don't stop. Fuck me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Ryan. Mommy is cumming," she said.
As soon as she had her orgasm, I ejaculated a load of cum in my mother's pussy.
# # #
From there, I took turns having sexual intercourse with Brianna, Nikki, and Flanna. Losing count of how many times I ejaculated, while wishing that I could impregnate them all, I ejaculated cum in all of their pussies. Then, after I rested and recouped my energy, with me young, dumb, and filled with cum, they all blew me. They didn't stop stroking and sucking my cock until I ejaculated cum in all of their mouths.
With my mother, aunt, and grandmother able to blow me and fuck me any time, I concentrated on my mom's three friends. With them all talented cocksuckers, it didn't take me long to cum in Brianna's Nikki's, and Flanna's mouths. A new record, never had I ejaculated as many times as I did that night. Surrounded by six beautiful, naked women, something that I'll never forget, I couldn't wait to have sex with all of them again.
Exhausted. With it being nearly four in the morning, as soon as everyone left, I fell asleep in my mother's bed.
"Happy Birthday, mom. I love you," I said. "Good night."
We slept until early in the afternoon. Then, before even brushing my teeth, and/or taking a shower, I turned to my mother, climbed on top of her, and made slow and passionate love to her naked body. While taking a shower together, with the water running over us as if we were beneath a waterfall, I fucked her against the shower all. After I fucked her and ejaculated another load of cum in her pussy, she moved to her knees and stroked me while sucking me.
I exploded the last bit of cum in my mother's mouth and she swallowed. That weekend and every weekend thereafter, when I wasn't having incestuous sex with my mother, I had incestuous sex with my aunt and/or with my grandmother. Finally, whenever she invited her three friends over again, we had orgy like sex again.
Not stopping there, much later, I not only had threesome sex with my grandmother's best friends, Mary and Joan, but also, I had sex with my mom's childhood friend, Donna, aka Dee Williams while my mother had sex with her friend's son, Seth. Starting a windfall of sex, serving my mom breakfast and having sex with her on her birthday was the best thing that I ever did.
The End
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Writing Personalized Stories, #01
I write creative stories for fans in nearly every category.
"Everyone has a unique story to tell. What's your story?"
I'm one of the few writers on Literotica who writes personalized stories in nearly every category upon request from fans. I love writing stories no matter what they are about, or who they are about. I love writing fans' stories and submitting their true or fictional, sexual experiences, and/or erotic fantasies to Literotica on their behalf. Email me with your interest for the details of what I need to write your story.
Having received hundreds of emails saying the same thing, my admiring fans tell me that I'm a great writer. They tell me that I'm the best writer on the site. They tell me that I'm creative. They ask me how I can write so many stories in so many categories.
Easy, I tell them. Through emails, my fans tell me the stories that they want me to write. They tell me the stories that they want to read. Readers know what they want to read. I give readers all that they want to read no matter which category.
Many fans, because of the sexual experiences they had or wished they had with women, tell me that they want me to write their stories. They give me their ideas, and a brief scenario of the story that they want me to write. They leave the creative embellishments, the scenes, the tension, the descriptions, and the dialogue of their stories to me.
By far, without comparison and without a doubt, believe it or not, my fans favorite stories to read are incest, taboo, and forbidden sex stories. They want me to write mostly about their mothers or their stepmothers. Whether true or imagined, they want me to write their story about the sexual experiences that they had or wished they had with family members. They tell me about sexual fantasies that they had regarding family members.
# # #
"I want you to write my story about mother and son sex, Susan," wrote a fan. "I want you to write a story about you as my mother or as my stepmother and having sex with me."
Other fans want me to write their stories about their real mothers or stepmothers. One fan wrote me just that. While carrying up his laundry, please write me a story about my forty-eight-year-old mother, Laura, opening my bedroom door without knocking and catching me masturbating.
I'd like a second story or a second chapter, about my twenty-five-year-old sister, Loren, and her two friends, Jennifer and Vivian, barging in my bedroom to borrow my CD's. They catch me jerking off, too. Then, perhaps a third story or a third chapter of my sixty-nine-year-old grandmother and her two friends, Mary and Joan, opening my door without knocking, and catching me playing with myself, too.
Below is the brief sample of the story that I wrote for him.
Unable to find a job, I'm Jeff, a twenty-two-year-old man still living at home with my mother and my older sister. My sexual fantasy is not only to have sex with my mother but also to have sex with my sexy sister, and her two friends, too. I sexually fantasize of having sex with my grandmother and her two friends, too.
With me a masturbation machine, jerking off three and four times a day. Embarrassed to discover, when I stroke myself faster and harder, I rattle the China in the China cabinet below my bedroom. That would explain why my mother, sister, and grandmother's perfect timing. When they hear me rattling the house, knowing that I'm jerking off, they barge in my bedroom hoping to catch me stroking myself. Only, with me covered with a sheet, I'm careful not for them to catch me," he wrote.
My forty-eight-year-old mom, Laura, barges in my bedroom without knocking to deliver my laundry. Even though she's yet to catch me, I imagined that she did. Horny one day, and knowing she'd open my door without knocking, as she always does, when I heard her coming upstairs, I readied myself. I wanted her to catch me masturbating. My big sister, Loren, had already left for work and I was home alone with my MILF of a mother.
Curious for her reaction to seeing me without my clothes, if this worked on my mother, I wanted to try it with my sister, her two friends, and my grandmother, and her two friends. Daring myself to do so, I quickly stripped myself naked, fell back on my bed, donned my headphones without turning on the sound, closed my eyes, and stroked myself to a big and hard erection.
I slitted open my eyes just enough to see her. As soon as she opened my door and saw me naked, instead of immediately leaving, she stood in the doorway and stared. She stared at my naked body.
She stared at my big, erect, naked prick. Clearly, my mom liked what I showed her and what she was seeing. I'll be masturbating over the shocked and sexually aroused look on her face for the rest of my horny life.
As if she wasn't there and I was alone, I continued stroking myself in front of her as if I didn't see or hear her open my door. I stroked myself a little faster and a little harder. Instead of looking away, she never removed her eyes from my swollen cock. Then, wanting her to know who I was jerking off over, teasing her, I added dialogue to my masturbation session.
"Oh, mom," I said while continuing to play with myself. "I love it when you wear your short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgowns without wearing a robe over it."
Staying in my room while ready to put my laundry away, she put her laundry basket down on the floor in front of my chest of drawers. Surprising me, turning to watch me, she felt her C cup breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown while still staring at me. Then, something that I never expected her to do, she lifted the hem of her nightgown to her waist and rubbed her clit.
In the way that I exposed my prick to her, she exposed her brown, bushy pussy to me. She fingered herself to me pulling my prick. I continued my dialog while watching her finger fuck herself while pulling her nipples.
"I can see through your sheer nightgowns as if you're naked. I can see the shape and the size of your big breasts and your erect nipples. I can see your patch of brown, bushy pubic hair. I can even see your ass crack when you turn around and bend at the waist," he softly said loud enough for her to hear.
While my mother stared at my naked, erect prick, I continued stroking myself while she continued masturbating herself. Never have I been as sexually excited when exposing myself to her. Hoping that she'd stay to watch me, I couldn't wait to cum for my mother.
"I wish I could see you in your low-cut bra and your French bikini panties," he wrote, adding more dialogue to him stroking himself. "I wish I could see you topless. I wish I could see you naked," he said. "I wish I could have incestuous sex with you."
I stroked myself faster. I stroked himself harder. Instead of leaving, while touching herself and quietly putting my laundry away, she stayed to watch me cum.
Then, he told her what he wanted to do to her.
"I'd love to make out with you while feeling you through your clothes. I'd love to slowly strip you naked and feel your naked body everywhere. Then, I'd love to finger and lick your pussy. I'd love to give you an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I'd love to mount you, mother, and make slow and passionate love to you before fucking you fast and hard enough to give you an orgasm with my cock," he said.
Finally, he told her what he wanted her to do to him.
"I'd love for you to blow me while you're topless, mother. I'd love to see, touch, feel, and fondle your naked breasts while fingering your erect nipples. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth and watch you swallow my cum. Then, I'd love to give you a cum bath and cum all over your pretty face, in your beautiful, brown hair, and all over your naked breasts," he said ready to cum.
Instead of looking away, she stared. Taking my hint, she shocked me by removing her straps from her nightgown, and allowed the top of her nightgown to fall to her waist," he wrote. "Then, when she sat on my bed topless beside me, I opened my eyes," he wrote.
"Mom," I said. "I stared at her naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before."
She put my hand on her naked breast.
"Feel my breasts while fingering my nipples. I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted," she said.
While I had my way with her tits, she took my erect cock in her hand. As if it belonged there, my prick felt so good in her soft and warm hand. She fondled the head of my prick with her manicured fingertips. Then, she closed her eyes while squeezing my dick.
She opened her eyes to stare down at my stiff penis. While smiling down at me, she slowly and lovingly stroked me before leaning down to take me in her mouth. While allowing me to see, touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples, my mother blew me. She stroked my cock while sucking my prick. She allowed me to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed my load.
# # #
Alas, unable to go through with it, while wishing they had tried to sexually seduce them, my fans tell me how they regret not trying to have sex with the women of their lustful desires. While they jerked off, they lived vicariously through the stories that I wrote and submitted online while imagining they had sex with the women of their dreams. If only they did have sex or regretted not having sex, how hot would that be to read their own story posted online?
Below is the partial story that I wrote for a fan.
I saw my mom, (stepmother, sister, stepsister, and/or grandmother) naked. They thought they were alone. They thought that I was still in bed sleeping. With their bedroom door wide open and the bright overhead on, I watched them undress and dress in front of their full-length mirror while spying on them and stroking myself in the darkened hallway. I'll be masturbating over seeing my naked mother (stepmother, sister, stepsister, and/or grandmother) for the rest of my horny life."
Whether with their mothers, stepmothers, sisters, stepsisters, aunts, cousins, mothers-in-law, sisters-in-law, and/or grandmas, I'd love writing their story about the sex they had, wished they had, or imagined having had with them. Whether the story is about their friends, their relatives' friends, their neighbors, and/or their co-workers, I love writing their story about them having had forbidden sex with one or with all of the women of their dreams. While regretting not having sex with any and/or all of the above women, I love writing those stories as if they had sex with them.
After I wrote one story about my fan's mother barging in his bedroom without knocking, watching him masturbating, and blowing him, he wanted me to write another story about her.
# # #
"Below is the story that I want you to write about my mother, forty-five-year-old mother, Olivia," he wrote. "She's 5' 6" tall, weighs a shapely 135 pounds, and has C cup breasts"
Below is the partial story that I wrote for him.
After my mom caught me masturbating and blew me. After sharing a hot tub, a sauna, and the pool naked while playing Marco Polo. After having incestuous sex with her, we worked as a voyeur and exhibitionist team.
I invited my four friends over to play Dungeons and Dragons. I told them that my mom wasn't feeling well, stayed home from work, and she was still sleeping. I told them that they needed to be quiet.
The plan was after she took a shower, she'd walk in the living room wearing a towel while drying her hair with her hair brush in one hand and another towel in her other hand. As soon as she walked in the living room, pretending that she didn't know that I had company, she'd allow her towel to fall to expose her naked body to my friends.
As soon as she entered the living room with her eyes closed and with both hands over her head, she rubbed her hair fast enough and hard enough to dry it.
"Oh, I didn't know you had company," she said, acting surprised.
With her ready to leave, I delayed her departure by engaging her in conversation.
"Are you feeling any better, mom," I asked?
She smiled.
"I am, especially after taking a shower," she said.
Part of our plan, there was a big bowl of fruit on the coffee table in the way of our game. Having practiced the move, as soon as she picked up the heavy bowl of fruit to take it to the kitchen, her towel would fall to her feet, and she'd be naked. Working like a charm, as soon as my mother picked up the bowl, her towel fell to her feet, and she was naked in front of my friends.
With her holding the fruit by her tummy, her enormous naked breasts, and her brown, trimmed pussy were on display. Giving them a long look of her naked ass, she turned and bent at the waist to put down the fruit to retrieve her towel. They never removed her eyes from her naked body.
"Oh, God. Oh, God," she said while covering her breasts with her hand and her forearm, and her pussy with her hand. "Please avert your eyes. Please don't look at my naked body. I'm so embarrassed," she said.
Slow to pick up her towel to cover her nakedness, she gave them a good long look of her breasts, her pussy, and her ass. Knowing they would, my perverted friends took photos and videos of my naked mother with their phones.
# # #
The same fan asked me to write, yet, another story about his mother returning the favor of her exhibitionism with his exhibitionism by flashing him naked at her lingerie party that she was hosting. Below is the brief story that I wrote for him.
My forty-five-year-old mother, Olivia, hosted a lingerie party with everyone there. In attendance were my mom's two friends, my aunt and her two friends, my grandmother and her two friends, my sister and her two friends, my cousin and her two friends, our three neighbors, and my mom's two co-workers.
The plan was while I was in the shower, my mom would call me in the living room to change a lightbulb. After taking a shower, coming out only wearing a towel, as soon as I climbed the ladder, she'd remove my towel to expose myself to everyone.
"Jason, I need you to change a lightbulb in the living room," she said.
Excited about exposing myself to twenty women, while wondering what their reactions would be, I couldn't wait for my mom to remove my towel.
"I'll be right out," I said.
I covered myself with a towel, grabbed the ladder, and walked to the living room. As soon as I entered the living room, I was shocked at the women in all manner of undress. Unembarrassed and unashamed, while modeling their new, sexy lingerie, most of the women were in their bras and panties. I stared at my mother to stare at my aunt, my grandmother, my sister, their friends, and our neighbors.
Before entering the living room, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. As soon as I climbed the ladder, removed the light fixture, and changed the lightbulb, while holding the light fixture in both hands in readiness to replace it, my mom pulled off my towel to show every woman in attendance my naked, erect prick. Every woman laughed, pointed, and stared at my nakedness. Some of the women took photos and videos of me with their phones while standing naked on the ladder.
# # #
"Another fan wrote to me about his mother, June, returning home from her fiftieth CFNM birthday party. With his grandmother, Helen, the designated driver his mother came home drunk and horny with her drunk and horny sister, my aunt, Connie," he wrote.
Below is the partial story that I wrote for him.
My name is Robert. Home alone while my mom was out celebrating her fiftieth birthday at a CFNM strip club with her sister and her mother, I wished I was a fly on the wall.
Hearing them coming home at two in the morning, slamming car doors, talking loudly, and laughing, I quickly stroked myself to an erection that tented my pajama bottoms. With me opening the door while in my pajama bottoms that I never wear with underwear, as if I was one of the strippers, my mom grabbed my cock through my pajamas.
"Someone has an erection," she said calling attention to my engorged cock. "Let's see what you're packing," she laughed.
my mother pushed my pajama bottoms down to my feet to expose my naked, erect prick to her, her sister, my aunt Connie, and to her mother, my grandmother, Helen.
Shocking the shit out of me, while my mother and her sister stripped themselves naked, my grandmother moved to her knees, took me in her elderly hand to stroke me before taking me in her elderly mouth to suck me. My grandmother stroked me while blowing me. Then, as if I was one of the strippers, my aunt and my mother attacked me."
I not only had sex with my grandmother but also, I had threesome sex with my drunken mother and my drunken aunt.
Quickly covering the sofa with a towel, she pushed me back on the couch. My mother sat on my face while my aunt blew me. Then changes places, my aunt sat on my face while my mother blew me. From there, I not only made love to my aunt and mother but I fucked them both.
# # #
Years ago, I wrote a story for a fan about him dick flashing his mother-in-law and his sister-in-law. With us living in the same two-family house, with them sexually attracted to him, his wife's mother, Charlotte, and her sister, Cassie, were always deliberately flashing him while making their flashing appear accidental. Below is the partial story that I wrote for him.
After my wife had passed, her mother, my mother-in-law, and her sister, my sister-in-law arrived for a surprise visit without calling me in advance. Not bothering getting dressed, I was in my T-shirt, pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear, and my Ugg slippers. Finally, alone with them, giving myself something to masturbate over, I wanted to dick flash them.
Horny to do it, I've always been sexually attracted to not only my mother-in-law but also to my sister-in-law. Daring myself to do so, curious for their reactions to seeing my naked, erect prick, always wanting to expose myself to them, this was my chance. I disappeared into the kitchen to make coffee and serve cookies.
As soon as I was out of sight, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. I left my big dick sticking out of my pajama pee hole. When the coffee finished brewing, I carried the coffee, coffee cups, creamer, sugar, and cookies on a tray that partially hid my erection.
As soon as I put the tray down on the dining room table, pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed, my cock pointed at them as if they were the ones chosen to have sex with me. With them not looking away, they stared at my throbbing and pulsating prick. Then, while leaning forward, with my stiff prick mere inches from their mouths, I poured them their coffees.
While I stood over them exposed, I had a clear view down their low-cut tops at their long line of sexy cleavage and their low-cut bras. In the way they continued staring at my erect, naked prick, I stared down their blouses at all that I could see of their tits. My sister-in-law has D cup breasts and her mother has double D cup breasts.
"Oh, my God," said my mother-in-law laughing.
She reached her hand out, and pushed my exposed prick away.
"Careful, Tommy. You nearly stuck your penis in my mouth," she said with a dirty laugh.
Still holding onto my penis, she squeezed it while slowly stroking it.
Instead of looking away, my sister-in-law laughed, too. She seemed sexually aroused. Clearly, she enjoyed seeing my cock as much as I enjoyed showing her my prick."
"My sister was a lucky woman," said Cassie. "You have a big prick, Tommy," she said.
She wrapped her manicured fingers around my big dick to slowly stroke me in the way that her mother did, while Charlotte watched.
# # #
Having written hundreds of stories for hundreds of fans, please allow me to write your story. Trust me, whether the sex really happened, or you imagined the sex happening, you won't regret me writing your story. For those of you who always wanted to have sex with any or with all of the above-mentioned women, I can make that happen.


"Huh? What? Seriously? You're crazy. How can you make my dream woman have sex with me just by writing my story of missed, sexual opportunities?"
I can. Not only can I write a realistic story as if you did have sex with your wonder women, but also, I can make them all want to have sex with you. I've helped many men to have incestuous or forbidden sex with any and/or all of the women of their lustful, sexual desires.
Be honest. Wouldn't you love to see your story in print? Your story is the kind of story that you'd love to read while stroking yourself? Wouldn't you love to show your story to the women of your sexual interest while pretending that you wrote the story with them in mind?
Even better, wouldn't you love to read your story with that special woman who you have written about and who starred in your story? Wouldn't you love to read a story that you wished had happened and/or that could have happened if only you had confessed how much you felt about her and how much you sexually wanted her? Something you may never know, perhaps, she had shared your feelings of lust and forbidden sexual desire. Perhaps, she wanted to have sex with you as much as you wanted to have a sexual relationship with her.
# # #
Below is another partial story that I wrote for a fan.
"I love you, mom," said Brett.
With her not having the moral modesty to wear a robe over her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown that left nothing to the imagination, Diane smiled at her son. He looked at her as if she was naked. He could clearly see the size and the shape of her C cup breasts through her nightgown. He could see her symmetrical areolas and her erect nipples. He could see the dark impression of her brown, bushy pussy, and her ass crack when she turned.
"I love you, too, Brett," she said.
With her big breasts pressed against his chest, she leaned into him and kissed her son on the cheek. Taking her by surprise, he wrapped his arm around his mother's slim waist, pulled her closer, and kissed her on her lips while sliding a slow hand down her nightgown clad ass. Something that he never did before but had always wanted to do, he felt and squeezed her shapely ass through her nightgown while kissing her. She pulled away from him to look at him aghast.
"Brett," she said. "What are you doing? What was that about? I'm your mother," she said.
He smiled.
"You don't understand, mom. I not only love you as a son loves his mother, I love you as a man loves a woman," he said.
Instead of looking at him with shame and embarrassment, Diane stared at her son with sexual arousal. She blushed while biting her lip. Her nipples had hardened and erected even more. Her pussy had moistened.
With him already hard for his mother, she was wet for her son. When he pulled her close and kissed her again, he had a throbbing and pulsating erection that tented his pajama bottoms that he wore without underwear. Feeling something impaling her in her tummy, she looked down at his erection.
This time when he wrapped his arm around her waist, pulled her close, and kissed her again. She didn't resist or pull away from him. Not only did she allow him to kiss her but also, she parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him. Unbelievably, his mother wanted him as much as he wanted her.
Then, while returning his mother's wet kiss with his French kiss, as soon as he reached up and touched, felt, and fondled her breasts through her nightgown, first one, and then the other. Returning the favor, she reached her hand down between them and felt his erection through his pajama bottoms. Again, seemingly, she wanted to feel his big prick, as much as he wanted to feel her big tits.
# # #
"Alas, if only he had made his move to have sex with his mom, stepmom, sister, stepsister, aunt, cousin, mother-in-law, sister-in-law, and/or grandmother, he wouldn't need me to write his story of his missed, incestuous opportunities."
Yet, the good news is that he can still seize his missed sexual opportunities and have sex with any woman that he desires just by allowing me to write his story. Able to satisfy his sexual lust, he no longer has to be horny for them while continually masturbating over them. He no longer has to frustratingly lust over his dream women. Just by allowing me to write his story, he can not only have his cake but, literary, he can eat her, make love to her, and fuck her, too.
For me to write your personalized story, I need the names, ages, and descriptions, hair and eye color, along with heights of your characters, and including their bra cup sizes. I need to have a brief scenario of the plot, and who you want to narrate your story. I'll also need to know if you want your story written in the first person or in the third person. Lastly, with a picture worth a thousand words, I'll write a better story if you send me photos of your characters fully dressed, in their sexy nighties, in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked.
How can I help you to have sex with any or all of the women mentioned above just by writing your story? After I send you a first draft of your story for your additions, deletions, and/or changes, and after I resend your completed story to you, print out your story. Then, leave the story somewhere the woman of your sexual desire will surely find it.
Trust me, when you're not there, with women torrid romance readers, she will read it. She will not only read it but also, she will be so sexually aroused that you wrote a story about her, that she will want to role play your story. As flatter as she'd be sexually aroused, she'll want to have sex with you as much as you want to have sex with her.
# # #
For me to write a compelling enough story for them to want to have forbidden sex with you, I need to know what you want to do to them, and what you want them to do to you. Do you want to make out with them, French kiss them while feeling their breasts through their clothes? Ahh, there's no feeling like French kissing women while feeling their breasts and fingering their erect nipples through their blouses and bras. Women love men feeling them through their clothes as much as men love feeling women through their clothes while making out with them.
How hot is it to feel, fondle, squeeze, and slap the asses through their short skirts and panties jeans of the women who you desire? While making out with them, wouldn't you love to reach beneath their short skirts to cup their moist pussies through their panties while sliding a slow finger along their pussy slits? Wouldn't you love them to touch, feel, and fondle your erect prick through your clothes?
Tell me and be honest, wouldn't you want to slowly and sexily undress them while continuing to make out with them? How hot is that? Wouldn't you want to slowly strip them naked, remove their blouses, their bras, and their panties? Wouldn't you want to touch, feel, and fondle their naked bodies while fingering and sucking their erect nipples? While continuing to make out with them, do you imagine rubbing their clits, finger fucking their wet pussies, masturbating them, and giving them a sexual orgasm with your fingers?
Take a breath, close your eyes, and imagine yourself doing all of the above. If only you could, and she was responsive to you making out with her, undressing her, and stripping her naked, would you? Indeed, seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body everywhere, would be a great story.
Do you want her to unbutton and unzip your jeans, and push them down to your feet. Do you want her to remove your cock from your underwear, wrap her manicured fingers around your stiff prick? Imagine her taking you in her mouth to blow you?
Do you dare make yourself comfortable between their shapely thighs to finger and lick their pussies before they stroke and suck your cock? Do you envision giving them a sexual orgasm, multiple sexual orgasms, with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock when masturbating yourself over the thoughts of giving them sexual pleasure? Do you visualize eating them and reaching up to feel and fondle their naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting their erect nipples?
# # #
"Brett! My God, Brett. Oh, my God. Oh, my God," said his mother.
She took his head in both of her hands. As if that was her version of giving her son a cum bath, she rubbed his face all over her wet pussy. He had his mother's vaginal secretions all over his face, in his mouth, and up his nose.
"Don't stop rubbing my clit and finger fucking my pussy. Rub me harder, Brett. Lick me faster. Eat me. Eat your mother. Eat mommy," she said. I'm cumming, Brett. Mommy is cumming," said Diane.
Whoever the woman of your lustful desire is, do you envision her blowing you? Wouldn't you love to watch her stroking your cock while sucking your prick? Do you visualize her staring up at you with your erect prick in her mouth while teasing you, stroking you, and sucking you? Do you imagine cumming in your mother's mouth, and her swallowing you?
"Cum, Brett. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth," she said. "I want to taste you. I want to swallow you."
Then, something that he never expected to happen, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips from his still stiff prick, surprising himself, he shocked her. He ejaculated a second load of cum all over his mother's pretty face, in her beautiful, brown hair, and across her C cup naked breasts. After eating her, and with him so excited from her blowing him, with her dripping with his oozy cum, he gave his mother a cum bath.
After stripping them naked and eating their pussies, giving them all sexual orgasms with his fingers and his tongue, he'd love for any of the above-mentioned women to blow you? He'd love to give his mother and/or any of the above-mentioned women cum baths? He'd love to see them all dripping with his cum from their hair, their noses, their lips, and their chins while pooling on their naked breasts?
As if he owned his mother's naked body, something that he'll never forget for the rest of his horny life, he couldn't believe that he gave his MILF of a mother a cum bath after she blew you?
To be continued...
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Paster Eliot and Wife Are Swingers
Paster Eliot has sex with Carla, one of his congregants.
Something that neither of them expected to happen, it just did. Instead of devoting their lives to the Lord, God, Almighty, their focuses changed from helping people and doing good for them to having sex with them. Something that they had never planned to do, availing themselves to, and embracing the swinging lifestyle, behind closed, bedroom doors, husband and wife were willing and ready to secretly have sex with fellow parishioners, and other couples.
No longer being all about their religion and the church, their free time was devoted to stroking, sucking, licking, making love, and fucking. Call it a midlife crisis but unable to refuse the temptation of the Devil, they turned away from the Lord to embrace Satan. Instead of praying when on their knees, he fingered, licked, ate pussies while his wife stroked and sucked cocks. Instead of laying prone and vulnerable in front of the altar, they lay sexually excited and sexually aroused while naked in bed and having sex with other couples.
It all started when Pastor Eliot's wife, Melanie, soon to become a whore, celebrated her fortieth birthday. Married to her husband for eighteen-years, she was tired of the same old thing, work, home, and church, work, home, and church. With them not having any fun, their lives with burdened by and too involved with the problems of other members of his congregation.
With her husband more devoted to his job and to the Lord, than she was, she wanted and needed to have some excitement in her life. With her best friend, Becky, married three times, she was a free spirited, fun loving, bit of a whore. A beautiful woman who was as sexy as she was shapely Becky had long, lush, beautiful redhead hair, with blue eyes, freckles, and enormous double D cup, milkmaid breasts. Giving her an experience to remember, she wanted to show Melanie a good time for her big, fortieth birthday.
Becky took Melanie to a CFNM, clothe female, nude male strip club. Her first time there, Melanie was shocked by all that she saw. With her the birthday girl, and with her sexy while wearing her 40-year-old birthday crown and her birthday sash that read, 'Girls Wanna have Fun' that Becky bought her, she immediately garnered individual attention of the strippers. Showing her more sexual attention that she ever had, three naked strippers with full erections surrounded her.
Other than her husband's, big dick, having never seen any man's erect naked prick, with her turning a bright red from embarrassment, she stared from one erect cock to another erect naked cock with sexual arousal. With her nipples already erect and hard, her pussy was moist.
"Thank you, Jesus," she said under her breath while anointing herself.
# # #
Wishing her a happy birthday, they kissed her on her lips. Taking her by surprised, they parted her lips with their tongues, and Frenched kissed her while feeling her C cup breasts through her blouse and her bra. With her not pulling back, nor slapping their horny hands away, enjoying their sexual attention, she returned their French kisses with her long, wet kisses.
While continuing to make out with her, they fingered her nipples through her unpadded bra. Unbuttoning her blouse, they exposed her long line of sexy cleavage and her pink, low-cut, sexy bra. Then, reaching around her, they unhooked her two-clasp bra, removed her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Quickly removing her bra to expose her naked breasts, with her the pastor's wife, she was topless.
All over her big tits, they touched, felt, they fondled her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. Never having three naked men showing her so much sexual attention, she swooned. Already wet, she was the wettest she had been in a long time.
With Becky laughing and Melanie not pushing the strippers away, and cooperating by lifting her butt, the strippers removed her short skirt and her panties. They stripped her naked while the other women stared, laughed, and cheered. The strippers took turns moving between her shapely thighs to finger her naked brown, trimmed pussy while licking her wet cunt. As skilled with their fingers as they were with their tongues, they gave her an orgasm.
"Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Sweet Jesus! I'm cumming. I'm cumming," and said and she did.
She bolted upright in her chair as if she had just had an electrical shock. Not allowing her to bask in the afterglow of sex, they surrounded her with their erect cocks. Melanie had an erect cock in each hand and a third one in her mouth. Her first circle jerk, the strippers took turns sticking their stiff pricks in her mouth while she stroked two cocks and sucked a third prick.
Becky put a heavy hand to Melanie's head. Nearly deep throating him, she pushed the stripper's cock deeper in her best friend's mouth.
"Blow him, Mel. Blow him. Suck his cock. Suck his cock," said Becky.
# # #
Determined for the stripper to cum in Melanie's mouth, holding her head in place, Becky pushed harder on the back of her head. Then, something that she didn't think that they were allowed to do, without her even knowing his name, he ejaculated a load of warm, oozy cum in her mouth, and she swallowed. With him only the second man that she had ever blown, with him always pulling away before ejaculating in his wife's mouth, she never even swallowed her husband's cum.
Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from his engorged prick, and pulled away, he ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful brown hair, and across her naked breast. Again, something that she had never experienced before, he gave the preacher's wife a cum bath. Taking his cum bath as a compliment, laughing and enjoying the moment, Melanie had cum dripping from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her lips, and her chin. His cum flowed down her naked body and pooled on her pussy.
Becky felt and fondled Melanie's naked breasts while sucking her nipples. Then, she licked cum from her best friend's breasts, her face, and her naked body. Finally, parting her lips with her tongue, she French kissed her best friend and snowballed the cum that she licked from her naked body into mouth, and Melanie swallowed.
One of the stripper's tossed her a towel while the stripper who ejaculated in her mouth and gave her a cum bath scurried away to go backstage. Always faithful to her husband, never has she cheated on him. Now, turning into a willing whore, she gave three strippers hand jobs and blowjobs, while one stripper ejaculated his cum in her mouth and she swallowed, before giving her a cum bath.
# # #
As soon as the strippers had their turn with Melanie, they turned to Becky. They unbuttoned and removed her blouse. They quickly removed her three-clasp bra and were all over her enormous, naked breasts. They felt them, and fondled them while pinching, pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her big nipples. They stuck their cocks in her hand and took turns sticking their pricks in her mouth. With Becky such a talented and animated cocksucker, she sucked the pricks of all three strippers.
"Stick your cocks in my mouth. I need to blow you," she said to each stripper. "I love sucking your big dicks," she said while stroking them fast and harder, and while cupping their testicles in the palm of her hand.
# # #
My name is Dr. Spencer Eliot. I'm 44 years old. I have a Ph.D. in Theology from the University of Chicago Divinity School. I'm the pastor of a growing Southern Baptist Church in a suburb of Houston, Texas. I'm also an adjunct professor at the Baptist seminary there.
A little about myself that's important to tell in my story, I'm 6' 3" tall, and weigh a slim and trim 210 pounds. By the looks, comments, and compliments that I receive from female friends, students, and co-workers, I'm considered handsome. Instead on concentrating on and being flattered by their comments and compliments, I prefer to consider myself as distinguished.
Watching my diet, and exercising, after my Sunday sermon, I go for a run to clear my mind. I don't smoke and I don't drink beer or hard alcohol, other than sometimes having a glass of red wine at dinner. Compared to many of my friends who have big beer bellies, and who eat too much red meat, I'm fit. I have silver-grey hair, and blue eyes.
Morally modest, a twenty-two-year-old virgin when I married her, I'm faithful to my wife, Melanie. Instead of entertaining the thought of having sex with other women, admittedly, I've received plenty of offers, and many opportunities to have illicit affairs with female members of my congregation. Yet, what kind of role model would I be, if I had sex with on of the single and/or married women of my flock.
With me living in a small Christian community in Houston, I have a lot to lose, should I be exposed in a sexual scandal. It's not worth it to stray by giving into sins of the flesh. I could lose my job, and with my bad reputation following me, I may never work again as a pastor.
Yet, while complaining to me and asking my advice why their husbands no longer have sex with them, I've had more than one woman, while in the privacy of my office, remove her clothes in front of me. With me only human, I can't say that I don't look, I stare. I enjoy occasionally seeing the female, naked form. With there lots of tall, beautiful, busty, blue-eyed blondes in Texas, several women have flashed me their naked breasts. A few times, other women have quickly stripped off their clothes and shown themselves to me while naked.
# # #
"My husband told me that my breasts are too small, pastor. He said that he prefers big breasted women,' said Christine, a member of my congregation. "Then, I found out that he had been having sex with not only my big breasted mother but also with my busty sister," she said.
She started to cry.
With her not wearing a bra, as if she had planned this topless demonstration, before I could stand to stop her, she quickly removed her top.
"Christine, no. Please don't," I said.
She stood and walked closer.
"Look at my breasts," she said. "Do these look small to you," she asked? "I have C cup natural breasts," she said. "I love my tits."
I love tits and I couldn't stop staring at her naked breasts. She took my hand in her hand and lifted it to her breasts.
"Touch them. Fell them. Finger my nipples," she said not letting go of my hand until I touched, felt, and fingered the nipples of her big tits.
'I'll be masturbating over this later,' I thought.
She had beautiful, firm, and shapely breasts. She had the same size breasts as my wife's breasts. With her having dark pink areolas and light pink nipples, her breasts looked much like Melanie's breasts. Again, with me only human, I not only enjoyed seeing her naked breasts but also, I enjoyed touching and feeling her firm, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
# # #
Another woman, Emma a tall, a strikingly beautiful, natural blonde, a bit chubby who gained weight after birthing three children, stood from her chair in my office and removed her long dress. As if she had planned this in advance, not wearing a bra or panties, she was naked. I couldn't believe she stripped herself naked in front of me. Even though she was a little bit overweight, she still had a curvaceous and voluptuous body. I'd do her if I wasn't her pastor and if I was married. She was so very pretty.
"My husband won't have sex with me. He said that I'm fat," she said in tears.
She stood in front of me while turning one way before turning the other way. Then, she turned, and bent at the waist to show me her naked ass and the back of her blonde, bushy pussy. She did have a big ass. Still, I was shocked as much as I was sexually excited to see Emma naked.
"Emma, please. Get dressed," I said. "This is very inappropriate."
# # #
Then, there was June, a tall, natural blonde, thirty-year-old woman who was a professional barrel racer and rodeo roper. With her nearly as tall as me, she was as strong as me.
"My boyfriend said that he broke up at me because I don't know how to give a blowjob," she said making a face while rolling her eyes. "I've sucked his cock plenty of times but now he'd rather have sex with Julie, that whore."
She pulled down her top to show me her enormous F cup breasts. Not looking away, I stared. I've never seen a woman with such big and shapely breasts. Her enormous breasts hardly sagged at all.
"I need to show you," she said.
'Show me what,' I thought. 'She's already shown me her tits. What else is she going to show me? Is she going to strip herself naked?'
I stood to walk to her to stop her. As soon as I stood next to her, with me wearing sweatpants in readiness to go running after church, she pulled my sweatpants and my briefs down, and leaned to me. Not allowing me to move away, with her hand pushing my naked ass forward, and with her having one hell of a grip, she wrapped her long fingers around my erect prick, and took me in her mouth.
Determined me make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me fast and she stroked me hard. The only woman who has sucked my cock was my wife, and I've never ejaculated cum in her mouth. Yet, again, with me only human, unable to stop, I exploded a load of cum in her beautiful mouth.
"Oh, my God, June. I can't believe you did that. Why would you do that," I asked?
She nodded her head in sadness.
"I needed to show you that I know how to suck cock," she said. "With you cumming so fast, I made my case," she said. "Thank you for allowing me to blow you."
I pulled up my underwear and pants, and escorted her from my office.
"This must be out little secret. Please, you mustn't tell anyone that you blew me," I said.
She gave me a sad little smile.
"I won't," she said. "I must say though, you have a much bigger prick than my boyfriend."
# # #
Warm and friendly to all who I meet and greet, my students consider me a good teacher, and my flock reacts to me as a compelling preacher. Where nearly seventy-five percent of men in the United States are circumcised, I'm uncircumcised. My penis is seven inches when fully erect and considered larger than average. My erect cock falls within the upper percentiles of adult men worldwide.
I deliver religious messages, provide spiritual and moral guidance, and lead the faith of a community through teaching, and ceremonies. I interpret sacred texts while making them relevant to daily life to my congregation. I prepare and deliver sermons to resonate with my audience.
Beyond preaching, I offer counseling and support to individuals and families facing personal, ethical, or spiritual challenges. I guide congregants through life events such as weddings, baptisms, and funerals. I ensure that these ceremonies are meaningful and aligned with religious traditions.
I'm deeply rooted in listening to and interpreting the word of God. Considered part of my community of faith but not above it, I must live in accordance with the messages that I deliver. Preaching demands loyalty to both the faith and the people served. Preachers are expected to prioritize their spiritual mission, while demonstrating dedication, integrity, and courage in guiding their community. Their work is not limited to the pulpit; it extends into daily life, fostering a supportive and morally grounded environment for all members of the congregation.
As an adjunct profession at a Baptist seminary, on a part-time, contract-based instructor, I teach specific courses while remaining affiliated with the institution on a temporary basis. Unlike full-time faculty, adjuncts are not on a tenure-track and their employment is tied to the needs of the department and student enrollment.
I review and/or create syllabi, lesson plans, and instructional materials aligned with the program's learning outcomes. I administer and grade exams. I review students' performances, and recommend changes to the program coordinator. I hold office hours, meet with students, and provide guidance.
# # #
My lovely wife, the love of my life, is Melanie. She's 5' 2" tall and weighs a shapely 130 lbs. She has with short brown hair, and green eyes. She's very attractive. She's as shapely as she is sexy.
I love her to death. I'd never cheat on her. Other than those women who catch me off-guard, flash me their naked breasts, or strip themselves naked, I never even look at another woman.
Something that I still jerk off over, I can't believe that June blew me. Yet, with women playing me and throwing themselves at me by stripping themselves, topless, naked, and even blowing me, no matter if it wasn't my fault, I'm guilty of having sex, albeit forced sex, with female members of my congregation.
Looking ten-years younger, my wife just turned 40-years-old. Her friend, Becky, wanted to take her out to a CFNM (clothe female, naked male) strip club but I refused to allow her to go. I don't think a pastor's wife should celebrate her birthday where men expose themselves. With her not a good role model for my wife, Becky was a whore.
Yet, I allowed her to go as long as she promised not to get drunk. She promised not to have the strippers make out with her while feeling her through her clothes, and undressing her. She promised not to take strippers erect penises in her hand or in her mouth. She'd never do anything like that. With her my best friend, allowing her to have fun on her special birthday, I knew my wife well enough to trust her.
# # #
I unexpectedly arrived home one day and was shocked for find my wife and her best friend laying out in the sun naked. I couldn't believe my eyes. Unable to look away at beautiful Becky, I stared at her huge naked breasts and her red, trimmed pussy. Then, when she leaned towards my wife to talk to her, I stared at her shapely, naked ass.
Turning away, I pulled the curtain shut. Never hearing entering my house, I leaned in the fridge to get some water. As soon as I turned, unashamed and unembarrassed, Becky stood behind me naked.
"Hi preacher," she said.
My eyes bulged out of my head and my draw dropped with staring at her beautiful breasts. I dropped my bottle of water. When I leaned down pick up my water, I was eye level with her naked pussy.
# # #
An executive assistant at the seminary, my wife served as the key liaison between the seminary's executive team. She facilitates communication and coordinates strategic initiatives. She maintains and updates electronic calendars, schedules, and meetings, as well as arranges travel.
A big job with lots of responsibility, she drafts, proofreads, and prepares correspondence, reports. She She's very efficient in her work. She prepares agendas, and minutes for board meetings, and facility gatherings.
She maintains student, ministry, and administrative databases, and prepares sacramental and admissions documents. She assists with planning and organizing events. She supports donor communications, budges, and committee work. She maintains strict confidentiality, exercises good judgment, and fostered positive working relationships. Occasionally, she travels and stays overnight.
A week after her birthday, she traveled with her boss, to Dalla, a 260-mile trip each way to meet with a donor. He owned a big business in the area. Wit him born and raised in Houston, he not only donates large donations to my Baptist seminary but also to my church. A successful trip, on the way home we encountered a horrific rainstorm.
As the storm worsened, too foggy, raining too hard, and too dangerous to drive, we stopped at a nearby motel. With cars crowding the parking lot, we were lucky to get the last room. Alas, the room was very small. It only had one queen-sized bed and no couch.


"You take the bed, Melanie. I'll sleep on the floor," said my boss, Dr. John Stephens.
She laughed.
"Nonsense," she said. "We're both adults. We can share the bed."
# # #
Then, remembering giving three strippers hand jobs and oral sex, with one of them cumming in her mouth, she looked at him with embarrassment, shame, and foreboding. As if she was suddenly as much of a whore as her friend, Becky, something she'd never do to jeopardize her job and embarrass me, she imagined giving him oral sex. With her always horny after having had sex with the strippers, with her no longer modestly moral, she imagined stroking his cock while sucking his prick and allowing him to cum in her mouth.
"Only, other than what I'm wearing, I don't have any clothes. With Dallas two-hundred-forty miles away, and only a four-hour drive, I never thought we'd be staying overnight," she said.
"I didn't take any clothes with me either," he said.
He stared at her while undressing her with his eyes.
"It's okay. The bed has extra pillows, we'll put pillows between us," he said.
Melanie nodded her head and smiled.
"I'm going to take a shower," she said.
Having already dried her hair, Melanie stepped from the bathroom shower wearing only a towel. Her boss sat on the bed in his boxer shorts. Difficult not for her to notice, he appeared as if he had an erection. She stood in front of him ready to turn off the light, remove the towel, and climb in bed naked.
She had always been sexually attracted to her boss. Yet, she thought that she'd never be unfaithful to her husband, until she drank too much, and her friend encouraged her. Nonetheless, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, at the very least and giving her something to finger herself over later, she imagined flashing him some skin. Had she not attended the CFNM strip club last week, she never would have slept naked. She would have at least worn her panties to bed.
# # #
Then, making her decision for her, a loud bolt of lightning lit up the room and boomed loudly overhead as if the storm was directly over them. Frightened to death, she screamed. As soon as she screamed with her arms overhead, she lost her towel and her modesty.
"Oh, my God. I lost my towel. Don't look at me. I'm naked," she said. "I'm so embarrassed."
His way of protecting her, he stood and wrapped her arms around her naked body. His erect penis pushed its way out of his boxer shorts. He impaled her tummy with his naked, erect cock. Then, with another bright flash lightning and loud bolt of thunder, they fell backwards in bed with her on top of him. He cupped her naked ass with both of his hands and held her tight.
Then, the power went out. Completely dark, they couldn't see their hands in front of their faces. Unable to see, she felt his hands on her naked breasts, and somehow, she felt the side of his naked, erect cock against her hand.
# # #
With the storm passing right over them, she climbed in bed naked. He stood and removed his boxer shorts. Not bothering with the pillows, he moved closer to her. Comforting her, she allowed him to put his arm around her to hold her, cuddle her, and spoon her.
Not moving, and with her not slapping his hand away, he stayed with his left-hand cupping her naked breast. With the head of his erect prick pressed against the back of her moist pussy, the head of his cock was perched up against her ass and in between her parted legs. With the storm still continuing and the raining like a monsoon, she shivered with fear.
Melanie's erect nipple pressed against the palm of his hand. As soon as her nipple erected, he gently felt and fondled her naked tit. Then, he lightly fingered her erect nipple. Not stopping him, he made her wet. She hadn't felt this horny since the strippers removed her blouse and her bra, and had their way with her naked breast before sticking their erect cocks in her hands and in her mouth.
With her the birthday girl and too drunk to care, she stroked and sucked three strippers' cocks. Something that they're not supposed to do but after one of the strippers ejaculated in her mouth, she swallowed. Then, Becky licked the cum from her body and, giving her a French kissed snowballed his cum in her mouth, and she swallowed that, too. With her husband never cumming in her mouth, suddenly she had become a cum slut.
Her boss ever so slowly and ever so slowly gently and lovingly humped her. Not stopping him, allowing him to do so, not taking long, he was inside of her. She returned his gently humps with her gentle humps. They made love from behind.
Then, she turned to kiss him. He parted her lips with his tongue. Having his way with her big tits, he was all over her naked breasts. He pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples while sucking them. He fingered her pussy, rubbed her clit, and finger fucked her while continuing to make out with her.
He continued masturbating her with his fingers before making his way halfway down the bed. He made himself comfortable between her shapely thighs while fingering and licking her pussy. Giving her a sexual orgasm with his fingers and his tongue, her boss ate pussy.
"Oh, my God. Rub my clit harder, John. Lick me faster. Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm cumming, John. I'm cumming," she said.
# # #
Instead of resting in the afterglow of sex, she mounted him. She reached down to insert his hard cock in her wet pussy. Then, making love to him, she slowly, lovingly, and passionately humped him while making out with him. Humping him faster and humping her harder, they were fucking. She fucked him and he fucked her. He rolled her over and piledriving her pussy, he continued humping her faster and harder.
"Oh, my God. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, again," she said.
Unable to stop, with him not wearing a condom, he ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy.
# # #
Again, instead of resting in the afterglow of sex, determined to blow him and have him cum in her mouth, she made her way halfway down the bed. She took his erect prick in her hand and stroked him before taking him in her mouth to suck him. Melanie blew her boss. She stroked his prick faster and hard while sucking him deeper before he ejaculated his cum in her mouth. She swallowed.
As soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from his cock, he exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. Her second cum bath, after she gave her boss a blowjob, he gave her a cum bath.
The next morning, they shared a shower. They not only had sex in the shower, they had sex again in bed before they dressed and checked out of the motel. Then, while driving home, she leaned forward, unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. She removed his erect cock from his boxer shorts and blew him again. With her quickly becoming a talented cocksucker, he ejaculated his load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum.
As soon as they returned to work the next day, he called her into his office.
"This has nothing to do with happened between us yesterday, but I've after receiving his large donation, I'm giving you a big and well-deserved raise. She locked his office door. As soon as he stood, they stripped one another naked. He bent her over his desk and fucked her from behind. After he ejaculated in her pussy again, with her unable to get pregnant, she moved to her knees and stroked and sucked his cock again.
# # #
A dedicated preacher's wife, albeit a bit of a flirt, she dresses a little too sexy than I would like. Yet, with her young and enjoying showing off her body, she wears low-cut blouses with short skirts. She hates wearing pantyhose and padded bras. She prefers wearing white panties and sheer bras that shows the impressions of her big nipples.
She enjoys the attention of her male students, as well as the professors at her work, and her immediate boss, Dr. John Stephens. She helps me write some of my lectures and is always there in the front row of the church every Sunday. Something that I didn't know but overheard students talking. Sometimes, not careful how she bends, stoops, or sits, she's exposed her white panties to several men
# # #
A week after she had sex with her boss, she was in her bedroom working from home with her laptop. Her mother called her on the phone.
"Oh, my God. Mom. I forgot. I'll be right there to drive you to your hair appointment," she said.
In a rush to drive her mother, she left her laptop on, opened, and unguarded without her password code needed. When Spencer saw his wife's laptop, curious about her emails, hesitant, at first, with his curiosity getting the better of him, he snooped. He read her emails to her best friend, Becky. Having been married three times, Becky is a bit of a whore. She's the one who took her to the CFNM strip club on her birthday.
"Thank you, Becky for taking me to the strip club," said Melanie. "I never would have gone had you not invited me. I had such a great time. If it wasn't enough that the strippers were all naked with erections, I couldn't believe when they removed our blouses and our bras. They were all over my tits."
"Then, when they stripped me naked and moved between my legs to give me oral sex, I had such an orgasm after three men ate my pussy," said Melanie. "Surrounding me, they stuck their cocks in my hand and in my mouth. I blew three strippers. One even ejaculated his load in my mouth and I swallowed," she wrote. "If me blowing him and him cumming in my mother, if that wasn't enough, I can't believe he gave me a cum bath."
"I couldn't believe that he did that," wrote Becky. "Strippers aren't supposed to cum in our mouths. You must have given him one hell of a blowjob for him to cum in your mouth and again all over your face, your hair, and your naked breasts. You were literally dripping with his cum."
"Oh, before I forget, I need to tell you what happened with my boss," wrote Melanie. "We had sex. We were caught in that rainstorm. Unable to drive any longer, we found a motel but they only had one, small room with one bed and no couch, just a desk chair. I shared a bed with my boss," she wrote.
"Tell me more," wrote Becky. "Tell me everything, and don't leave anything out."
# # #
"Not thinking that we'd be staying overnight, we only had the clothes that we were wearing. We were going to sleep with pillows between us. I took my shower and emerged from the bathroom wearing a towel."
"He was sitting on the bed in his boxer shorts. As soon as the brightest lightning I've ever seen lit up our room, and the loudest bold of thunder shook the windows, the storm was directly overhead. I screamed and dropped my towel," she wrote.
"Frozen in place and shivering, unable to move, not even hiding my nakedness with my forearms and/or my hand, I stood naked in front him. As soon as he saw me without my towel, his erection poked out of his boxer pee hole. In the way that he saw my naked breasts and my naked pussy, I saw his naked prick," she wrote. "With me always having a crush on my boss, I was as embarrassed as I was sexually aroused," she wrote.
"Then, when he took me in his arms and hugged me, he made my nipples erect and my pussy wet. His naked, erect poked my belly."
"Not a minute later, the power went out. While he found the bathroom in the dark, not even bothering with the pillows, I climbed in bed naked," wrote Melanie.
"With me uncontrollable shivering, he moved close to me to hold me, hug me, cuddle me, and spoon me. He had removed his boxer shorts before climbing in bed. With the head of his big dick right up against the back of my pussy, he put his arm around me while cupping my breasts in the palm of his hand and fingering my nipple with his finger," she wrote.
"Finally, with a gentle hump, he was inside of me. Not stopping him by pulling away, I returned his gentle humps with my gentle humps. I turned to him and kissed him. He parted my lips with his tongue and French kissed me. Then, he mounted me, and reinserted himself inside of me. We were making love," she wrote. Finally, humping me faster and harder, we were fucking my boss fucked me and I fucked him. With him not wearing a condom and with me unable to get pregnant, he ejaculated a load of cum deep inside of my pussy."
"After we rested while enjoying the afterglow of sex, he moved halfway down the bed and fingered and licked my pussy. No doubt, with him eating his own cum from my pussy, he ate me. It didn't take me long to have a massive orgasm," she wrote.
"Lord, oh, Lord. Thank you, sweet Jesus," I said.
"Returning the favor of him eating me, I blew him. I stroked his cock while sucking his prick. He ejaculated in my mouth and I swallowed him. The next morning, before leaving the room, we had sex again, before breakfast. Then, we showered together, he bent me over and fucked me from me from behind, and gave me an orgasm with his cock. Then, I moved to my knees and blew him again. Lastly, on the drive home, while he was driving, I sucked his cock and allowed him to cum in my mouth, again," wrote Melanie.
"After taking you to the strip club for your birthday, you've become quite the little, cocksucking whore," wrote Becky.
# # #
Thirty-three-year-old, Carla Jennings is the beautiful wife of seminary student Lee Jennings. Both are active members of my church. She's 5' 4" tall, with 34 D cup breasts. She has black hair, fair skin, and is a size 7. She's as trim and fit, and is she is shapely and sexy.
A member of the choir, she's an excellent vocalist, and writes poetry. Regularly visiting museums, libraries, and public gardens, she loves art, literature, and flowers. She intelligent, perceptive, and sensitive. Complete opposites, she's everything her husband is not, and everything that I am.
Lee Jennings, Carla's husband, studying for the ministry is 5' 11" tall, and muscular. He's a macho type of a he-man type, and a bit of a bully and a brute. He's more of a slam bam, thank you mam that he is a slow and passionate lover. He's a hunter and an amateur athlete. Always angry or frustrated with something, a bit too sarcastic, he smiles with his mouth but not with his eyes.
Dedicated to his work, most of the time he's as friendly as he is dedicated, and has a good sense of humor. He does have a hair-trigger temper. He's sometimes verbally abusive to his wife but not physically abusive. He'd never hit her. Everything he plays, whether softball, basketball, bowling, or hunting, he excels at. He has a wall of trophies at home.
In the way that Melanie had developed a crush on her boss, Dr. John Stephens, Carla Jenkins had developed a crush on me. Secretly, telling no one, with her husband having a jealous and possessive side, she kept her secret to herself. Yet, with fervent looks and little smiles, her secret leaked out little by little. Seemingly, everyone knew that she liked me more than was appropriate.
Finally, curious for his reaction, one day, she confessed her sexual attraction to me while on the phone. Calling me about an issue with the choir, she quickly changed the conversation.
"I think you're so handsome, Spencer," she said.
"Thank you, Carla," I said.
# # #
With her very attractive, I was flattered but, careful not to overstep boundaries, I was non-committal. Not wanting to have an affair with my student's wife, not wanting to jeopardize my ministry, I was guarded. Then, after my sermon on Sunday, and after all of the congregation had left, Carla was still there. When I returned to my office to change to go for a run, she opened my door without knocking.
She caught me in my briefs. I looked at her with embarrassment and shame while she stared at him with sexual arousal. Indeed, with my big bulge, not even erect, she saw that I have a big dick. While testing the waters by teasing me and flashing me, she took advantage of the sexual opportunity presented to her.
"Oh my, pastor. I'm sorry. I should have knocked," she said. "Please forgive me," she laughed.
I quickly pulled up my sweatpants.
"I loved your sermon, Pastor," she said.
"Thank you," I said.
She laughed.
"Now that I've seen more of what you look like when you're not standing behind the pulpit, you made my panties wet," she said.
With his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth falling open, she shocked him when she lifted her dress up to her waist.
"Oops," she said with a laugh. "I forgot. I'm not wearing panties. Still holding the hem of her dress, she continued showing him her black, trimmed, naked pussy. She parted her pussy lips with her fingers to show him some glistening pink."
"Carla! Please cover yourself," I said.
# # #
From that day forward, after she exposed herself to him, I masturbated myself over seeing her naked cunt. Exciting to know how she felt about me, I liked her a lot. Instead of stopping before it started, we talked a lot on the phone. One day, something that I never expected her to say, she told me that she loved me.
The next day, she visited me in my office. After reading Melanie's emails over all that she had done with strippers and with her boss, I embraced and kissed, Carla. Fortunately, no one else was in the church. She parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed me. While I felt her big breasts and her shapely ass through her clothes, she felt my erection through his pants. Then, when we heard someone, we stopped.
One afternoon when I knew that her husband wouldn't be home, I visited her at her house. We made out in her kitchen. She took my hand and led me to her bedroom but I refused to go. Kissing her while feeling her through her clothes is one thing but, even though his wife cheated on me, committed to God, my religion, to my ministry, and the sanctity of my marriage, I couldn't go all of the way.
We continued making out wherever and whenever we were alone. Then, one afternoon, I offered her a ride home. We stopped on a desolate country road. While making out, she removed her top and her bra to show me her big breasts. Then surprising me, she unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. She removed my erect cock from my underwear and took me in her hand.
She stroked him while staring down at my prick. She took him in her mouth to suck me. In the way that June blew me, Carla blew me, too. I remembered Melanie blowing three strippers with one cumming in her mouth, and giving her a cum bath. I remembered her blowing her boss three times and him cumming in her mouth, and her swallowing him. I allowed Carla to blow me.
Finally, when they were alone in my office, I bent her over my desk and fucked her. Not bothering wearing a condom, with her telling me that she's unable to get pregnant, I ejaculated in her pussy. The next time they were alone at her house, I fucked again, this time in her bed.
A few days later, I offered her a ride home. With her husband at work, we were alone. She invited him into her bedroom. We sat on her king-sized bed talking before we started kissing and making out.
"Take off your clothes," he said. "I want to see you naked.
Obediently obeying me, she sat up in bed, unzipped her dress, and pulled it off of her head. She at there in her bra and panties. Then, giving me a striptease, she slowly and sexily removed her bra straps from her shoulder and her arms from her bra straps. She reached around her to unhook her two-clasp bra and, turning to face him, she removed her bra from her shoulders while holding her bra cups with two hands. Then, she removed one bra cup before she removed the other.
I was all over her naked breasts. I touched them, felt them, and fondled them while fingering and sucking her nipples. The first time seeing her without all of her clothes, I stared at her tattoo.
"You have a white dove tattoo holding an olive branch on your right breast," he said. "I love it," he said. "You must have been topless for him to tattoo you," he said. "We're you embarrassed?"


She laughed.
"Tattoo artists have seen it all," she said with a dirty laugh.
I smiled while staring at her naked breasts.
"I have a tattoo also," I said. "Fortunately, I had a woman apply the tattoo. With her holding my cock in her gloved hand, I was hard the whole time," I said with a laugh. "Expecting it to hurt, it didn't."
With it always dark when we had sex in my office and/or in my car, she had never seen my tattoo. I stood, unbelted, unbuttoned, and unzipped my pants. I pushed my pants down to my ankles and pushed his boxer shorts down, too. I turned to face her with his naked, erect prick pointing straight at her as if she was the one chosen.
I held my naked, erect prick up and closer to her so that she could see it.
"I have the Baptist cross tattooed on my cock," I said. "When I get an erection, the cross grows bigger," I said with a laugh.
I smiled.
"Now, get ready for some bestiality, I'm going to fuck you until your legs fall off," I said while laughing.
From that day forward every day they were alone, whenever and wherever, we had sex. I ate her pussy. We made love. Then, we fucked. After I ejaculated another load of cum in her cunt, she blew me, and I exploded another load of cum in her mouth, and she swallowed.
# # #
After I proceeded to do just that, I fucked her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock. When I finally came, with her making me so sexually excited, I ejaculated as if my cock was a firehose.
Unable to get enough, we fucked every chance we had. With her husband seldom home, always out doing something. when not drinking with his friends, we fucked all over her house; at his house, in my office at the church, in my car, and everywhere we had privacy. We took care not to be caught.
Starting to suspect something, Lee questioned her. Possessively jealous, he accused her of having an affair. Only he didn't know with who. He suspected one of his friends was fucking his wife but he never suspected the pastor of their church. Fortunately for them both, he never discovered who was having sex with his wife.
I fell head over heels in love with Carla, even though she wanted me to divorce Melanie, I'd never leave my wife. Our love child, she wished she could have my baby, but she couldn't. She constantly told me how much that she is helplessly in love with me and will love me forever. She gave me books of poetry with pages of the poems that she loves paperclipped. She wrote love poems to me.
Alas, after Lee graduated, he is called to a large church in Louisiana. After a while, with her no longer calling me and/or writing me, Carla lost interest in me. No doubt, she's found someone else. I'm heartbroken for a while, but I recover. I have powerful memories of her that will never go away.
# # #
Now that my wife had sex with strippers and had a sexual affair with her boss, and after I no longer had sex with Carla, I questioned his continued role as pastor. Instead with us having enough money, I decided to remain home and write a book about religion. Only, there was one last thing that I wanted to address with his wife.
With us still young and vital, and with us not having much fun for so many years, I wanted to have fun now.
"Honey," I said to my wife. "Months ago, when you left your laptop open to drive your mother to the hairdresser, I snooped. I read your emails to Becky."
I paused to see the surprised reaction on her face.
"I know about the strippers. I know that you blew three strippers who gave you oral sex and an orgasm. I know that one of them ejaculated in your mouth and gave you a cum bath," I said. "I know you had an affair with your boss. You fucked and sucked him cock at least three times."
She looked at me with embarrassment, shame, and sadness.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I was horny and sexually frustrated.
"Well, I had an affair with Carla. We had sex dozens of times," I said.
I paused.
"I still love you and I know that you still love me. Something different that you may entertain, I wanted to try the swinging lifestyle. Instead of cheating on one another, if you're agreeable, I wanted to see what it would be like to have sex with other couples," I said.
Melanie smile. Clearly, something she never considered, she considered his suggestion now.
"Easing us into the lifestyle, I wanted to start by having threesome sex with Becky," I said.
Melanie broadened her smile.
"Yeah, I think that's a good idea. She'd like that, and I would, too," she said.
After having sex with Becky, we attended swinging dances together. At the end of the night, when they opened the adjourning rooms, to party, we had threesome and orgy sex with other couples. Eventually Becky moved in with us, and we continued our swinging ways with other couples.
I wrote and published several books. With me writing best sellers, I continued writing books on religion, while having sex with a multitude of couples.
The End
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Deliberate Voyeurism, Exhibitionism
Future identical twin sisters-in-law and mother-in-law sex.
After graduating college, I didn't want to move back home to live with my mother. Not having any money and unable to find a job, I moved in with my twenty-two-year-old girlfriend, my soon to become fiancé, Terry, her forty-nine-year-old mother, Diane, and Terry's identical twin sister, Kerry. Fortunately for me, with me being a big breast lover, much like my mother, Susan, my aunt, Kathy, and my grandmother, Natalie, all six women have big tits.
Having seen their bras in the laundry, Terry and her sister have D cup breasts and their mother, Diane, has enormous F cup, equal to triple D cup breasts. While holding their sexy, low-cut, and colorful bras in my horny hands, fondling them, I'm masturbated and ejaculated in their bra cups while imagining cumming on their tits. I only wished I dared to jerk off in their clean bra cups. I imagined the twins wearing their cum stained bras to work all day.
'Wow,' I thought when I saw her Diane's bra tag.
Her bra cup is so big that I could wear it as a beanie. I stroked myself and ejaculated a load of cum in her bra cup. I imagined her wearing her bra all day after I ejaculated a load of cum inside of her bra cup. Only, unless she went out to run errands, she didn't wear a bra when home.
My sexual fantasy coming true, something perversely perverted to think about, I'd love to see my future mother-in-law's naked breasts. Only, unless I spied on her undressing and/or dressing, or snooped on her taking a shower, I'd never see her topless. Diane has the same size breasts as one of my mom's best friends, Flanna. She has the same size breasts as porn star Dee Williams, and Christina Hendricks of Mad Men and Good Girls fame.
# # #
Frustratingly, as much as I'll never have sex with my mother, my aunt, and/or my grandmother, I'll never have sex with my future mother-in-law, my future sister-in-law, and/or my mom's best friend. With her home alone with me, Diane didn't have to work because of her comfortable divorce settlement. Then, something blew my mind, when sitting in the living room having coffee with her, she flashed me up housecoat peeks of her naked pussy and down housecoat views of her naked breasts.
Whether deliberately or unintentionally, she continued flashing me every day. Making me horny, she made me want to return the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism. Modestly moral, I've never dick flashed anyone until I deliberately flashed Diane.
Daring myself to do so, I finally got up the nerve to dick flash her. Something despicable for me to do, masturbating over the thought of showing her my cock, I never thought about flashing anyone, especially my girlfriend's mother, of all women, until she flashed me first, and continued flashing me. Whether accidentally or deliberately, I looked forward to her showing me all that I shouldn't see of her.
Before showing her my naked, erect cock, again, daring myself to do so, I was as nervous as I was sexually excited. I wondered what her reaction would be to seeing my big, naked dick. She wasn't just any woman, she was my girlfriend's mother, my future mother-in-law.
Even though my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother had flashed me and shown me what I should never see of them, I never dick flashed them. I wondered how Diane would react to seeing my naked, erect penis after she showed me peeks of her naked pussy and views of her naked tits. If her reaction was favorable to seeing what she should never see of me, the next time that I have a chance, I'll be dick flashing my mother, my aunt, and/or my grandmother, too.
I stroked myself over the imagine thoughts of exposing myself to her. Would she look? Would she stare? Would she look away in embarrassment, shame, and disdain that I dick flashed her? I had no idea.
Would she tell my girlfriend that I exposed myself to her. She talks to her sister and her next-door neighbor every day, would she tell one of them or both of them that she saw my naked, erect prick when I deliberately dick flashed her? Maybe her flashing me wasn't deliberate but accidental. Maybe after I deliberately dick flashed her, she'd ask me to leave her house.
# # #
Determined to show her my cock, I thought of how I could expose myself to her while making it appear that I didn't deliberately flash her but accidentally flashed her. After I took a shower, before leaving the bathroom, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection while imagining dick flashing Diane. I was finally ready to expose myself to her when coming out of the shower only wearing towel. With her sitting on the couch watching television, I walked over to her as if I had something important to tell her.
"Diane," I said, calling her attention to me, as soon as I walked in the room. "Um, oh, I forgot was I was going to say."
Telegraphing my intentions, as if I had a pole behind my towel, my big dick tented my bath towel. As soon as I walked in the room, instead of looking up at me, she stared at my bulging prick. She continued staring at my towel clad penis in the way that I continued staring at her naked pussy when she's sitting across from me with her knees parted.
Practicing and perfecting my move in the bathroom mirror, I raised my arms over my head, and yawned while sucking in my stomach. As if my towel was on remote control, with my towel falling to my feet, I stood in front of her naked, and with an erection. Feigning my shame and embarrassment, I quickly covered my erect cock with my hand. Only, with her eyes widening and her jaw dropping open, she had already seen my erect prick.
"Oh, my God," I said. "Please don't look at me. I'm naked. I'm so embarrassed," I said.
Slow to pick up my towel, she laughed. Surprising me, before I picked up my towel, she reached out and my cock in her hand, wrapped her fingers around it, and stroked me before leaning forward to take me in her mouth. Something that I never expected her to do, Diane was blowing me. She was stroking my prick while sucking my dick.
As soon as she took me in her hand, I had a flashback. I realized that this wasn't the first time she saw my prick, stroked my prick, and sucked my prick. Too drunk to remember, something that I had erased from my mind, too drunk to clearly remember, it all came back what happened last year.
I quickly picked up my towel and wrapped it around my naked body.
"You have nothing that I haven't seen before, Peter," she said.
She smiled up at me and giggled.
"I must say, my daughter is a lucky woman," she said with a big smile. "You have such a big and hard dick," she said without embarrassment or shame.
I stepped closer to her. I stood a foot away from her mouth. I imagined putting a heavy hand behind her brunette, pretty head, sticking my prick in her mouth again, and her blowing me.
"Could you show me how to tie my towel? Your towel never falls," I said.
She untied my towel. Instead of immediately retying it, she opened it wide and held it open while staring at my naked, erect prick. Then, brushing a slow hand by side of my stiff penis while tying my towel, she tied my towel.
Surprisingly and excitingly, she not only looked at my naked, erect prick but also, she wrapped her hand around it, stroked it, and sucked it. Seemingly, she loved seeing my cock as much as I loved showing her my cock. Now that I know she stared at my naked penis, with her continually flashing me, I can't wait to flash her again.
Hopefully, one day, as she did before, she'll do again, and will do more than just stare. I'd loved her to reaching out her hand and wrapping her manicured fingers around my dick. I can't believe she stroked me, and sucked me.
# # #
Finally getting a job, and making some money, I worked from home part-time. When I'm not writing code, I'm stroking myself while watching porn. A masturbating machine, always horny, and with me young, dumb, and full of cum, when I'm not having sex with Terry, my girlfriend, and with her gone to work all day, I'm playing with myself. As much as I've masturbated over imagining having incestuous sex with my mother, aunt, and grandma, I've jerked off over imagining having forbidden sex with Diane, Kerry, and Flanna.
Much like many older women, Diane preferred the heat to air conditioning. Total opposites, she's always cold and I'm always hot. Whether in the winter or in the summer, no matter, her house is always uncomfortably warm. The only time I cool down is when sleeping naked and/or when taking cold showers, which I took a lot of when living with three sexy and shapely, beautiful, women.
Oddly enough, she never wears nightgowns. Instead, naked beneath, she walks around the house in her short housecoats without wearing a bra or panties. Mysteriously, every housecoat she wears has a button missing by her crotch, and a button missing by her breasts. I wonder if she had removed those two buttons to flash me a peek of the side of her naked breast and a view of her naked pussy.
With only two buttons of her housecoat buttoned, her button below her neck and her button below her pussy are unbuttoned, too. When she sits, the bottom of her housecoat opens to flash me a peek of her naked cunt, especially when her knees are parted just enough. When she leans forward to take her coffee cup from the coffee table, the unbuttoned top of her housecoat leans forward and falls open with her to flash me her naked breasts.
When she's not flashing me her brown, bushy pussy, she flashes me her humongous, naked breasts. Something more to masturbate over, when I'm not masturbating over my having forbidden sex with girlfriend's mom, I'm stroking myself while imagining having sex with Terry's twin sister, Kerry. When I'm not jerking off over them, I'm playing with myself while watching porn.
Every morning, after my girlfriend and her sister have left for work, surrounded by whores, I continue stroking myself over having sex with any one of six women. I imagined having sex with Terry's mother, my future mother-in-law, her sister, my future sister-in-law, my mom's friend, Flanna, my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother, too. Suffice to write, constantly thinking about sex, with me young, dumb, and full of cum, I'm always playing with myself.
Diane gives me an instant erection when she shows me something of her body that I shouldn't see. I wonder if she wants to have sex with me as much as I want to have sex with her. I wonder if she fingers herself and cums over me in the way that I stroke myself and cum over her.
# # #
Daring myself to continue dick flashing her, I'm as nervous as I'm sexually excited to show her my erect, naked prick again. As soon as my girlfriend and her sister left for work, alone with their mother, I had coffee with her. Dressed in my T-shirt, my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear, and my UGG slippers, I sat across from her in the reclining chair, and she sat across from me on the couch.
While I sipped my coffee, whether deliberately or unintentionally, she parted her knees just enough to continually flash me peeks of her naked pussy again. I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing Diane's naked cunt again, later. Then, when she crossed and uncrossed her shapely legs, as if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, her housecoat climbs higher up her shapely thighs.
After a while, with her knees parted little more, she not only flashed me her brown, bushy pubic hair but also, she flashed me her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit, too. Then, when she leaned forward to retrieve her coffee cup from the coffee table, with the top button of her housecoat unbuttoned, she flashed me a down housecoat view of her naked breasts. I stared at her long line of sexy cleavage, her dark pink areolas, and her lighter pink, erect nipples.
With her giving me the same naked show of her pussy and her tits every day, I suspected that she had been sexually teasing me by deliberately flashing me. Wishing I had my phone with me, I'd love to take photos of her flashing me. With them not believing me that my girlfriend's mother deliberately flashes me, I'd love to show my friends photos of her naked breasts and her naked pussy.
As soon as she started her show of exhibitionism, she always gave me a big erection that tented my pajama bottoms. She stared at my throbbing and pulsating cock as much as I stared at her naked pussy and her naked breasts. Again, I wonder if I made her horny enough to masturbate over me in the way that I played with myself over her.
# # #
With her teasing me by flashing me every day, something so forbidden for us to do, I suspected that she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Not wanting our mutual flashing game to end, upping my game, I stood and went into the kitchen for more coffee. I carried the coffee pot, cream, sugar, and biscuits on a tray.
Again, daring myself to do so, in preparation to dick flash her, as nervous as I was sexually excited, while in the kitchen, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection before walking out to the living room. This was it. This was finally it. I was going to flash my naked, erect prick to Terry's mother.
Perversely perverted, I left my big dick sticking straight out of my pajama pee hole for her to see. Again, curious for her reaction, I wondered if she'd look. I wondered if she'd stare. I wondered if she'd look away in embarrassment, shame, and disdain. I wondered if she'd rebuke me by telling her daughter that I dick flashed her.
In the way that she had been flashing me, cunt for cock, I wanted to dick flash her. With my erect prick covered by the tray, as soon as I put the tray down on the coffee table, my big dick pointed straight out at her as if she was the chosen one. Pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed, she stared at my cock in the way that I stared up her housecoat at her naked pussy, and down her housecoat at her naked breasts.
'I can't believe that I'm deliberately flashing Terry's mom my big dick. I can't believe Diane is staring at my exposed penis,' I thought.
The more she stared, the harder I became. My cock throbbed and pulsated. I could see through her housecoat that her nipples were erect. I wondered if her pussy was wet, too. In the way that I'd love to cup her pussy in the palm of my hand while feeling and fondling her naked breasts. I'd love her to wrap her manicured fingers around my cock and stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me.
# # #
In the way that I'd love to have sex with my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother, with me having a thing for older woman, I'd love to have sex with my future mother-in-law, Diane, and my mom's friend, Flanna. I'd love to have sex with Diane's sister, Christine, and her next-door neighbor, Carol. With me horny for Terry's twin sister, my future sister-in-law, Kerry, I'd love to have sex with her, too.
With them all whores, I suspected that I'd have a better chance of having sex with my mom, my aunt, my grandmother, and Flanna than I did having sex with Diane, her sister, her neighbor, or with Kerry. I continued jerking off over imagining having sex with my future mother-in-law and sister-in-law nonetheless. Then, returning slow to me in forgotten bits and pieces, I remembered what happened a year ago, as if it happened yesterday.
My first month living there, Diane had a fiftieth birthday party for her best friend, Christine. Staying up late to party with them, I had too much to drink. Falling down drunk, never had I been as drunk as I was that night. I'm surprised that I didn't puke. With my girlfriend and her sister already in the rooms sleeping, after all the guests had left, I was alone with Diane and her friend.
"Off to bed with you," she said. "You should sleep in the guest room so you don't wake Theresa. She gets crabby when she doesn't get her eight hours of beauty sleep."
With her friend sitting in the kitchen drinking black coffee, I was in the spare bedroom with Diane. She carried in sheets and pillow cases to make the bed. While standing and leaning against the closed bedroom door, I watched her making the bed.
Too drunk to realize what I was doing; I stripped off my clothes in front of her. I even stroked my cock to an erection while staring at her housecoat breasts. Her first time seeing me naked, she stared. Instead of looking away and admonishing me, she stared at my naked cock and continued talking to me as if I was fully dressed.
When she was done making the bed, unsteady on my feet, and with her standing in front of me helping me so that I didn't fall, I reached out my horny hands and pulled her housecoat wide open. In the way that I was naked, she was naked, too. In the way that she stared at my naked prick, I stared at her huge naked breasts, and her brown, bushy, naked pussy. Then, falling backwards on the bed, and pulling her with me, she fell on top of me while laughing.
With her not stopping me by standing and slapping my hands away, I groped her breasts while reaching around her inside of her open housecoat to feel and squeeze her naked ass. Then, I kissed her. Instead of pulling away, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me while reaching down her soft, warm hand to wrap her fingers around my cock. Cupping my testicles, she groped me in the way I groped her. While she continued stroking my cock, I fingered and sucked her nipples.
As soon as my head hit the pillow, I was asleep. She left the room. I heard her talking to her friend but I couldn't hear what they said. No doubt, she was telling her what just happened.
# # #
"Well, that was hot," she said fanning her face with her hand.
Christine looked at her friend and smiled.
"Why? What happened," she asked?
"While I was making his bed, he removed his clothes. He stripped himself naked. He stood before me with an erection. He has a big dick," she said.
She laughed.
"Holding him steady before he fell, when he fell back on the bed, he pulled my housecoat wide open. Then, pulling me with him, I fell on top of him. He not only saw my naked body, he groped my naked breasts and reached around me to grope my naked ass," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Returning the favor, I took his stiff prick in my hand and squeezed it. His cock was as hard as it is big. Then, I cupped his testicles," she said to Christine.
She laughed.
"While I continued stroking his prick, his hands felt and fondled my naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples before sucking them," she said.
# # #
I slept about an hour. Not knowing where I was, I awakened because I had to pee like a race horse. Unaware where the light switch was, not turning on the light, I opened the bedroom door.
Holding onto the wall, I stumbled to find the bathroom in the dark. After I peed, seeing a light on in the kitchen, I saw Diane washing dishes. Her friend sat at the kitchen table drinking more black coffee.
I walked in the kitchen naked as if I was fully dressed. I talked to them for half an hour. Then, I stood behind Diane at the sink and felt her through her housecoat. With her not stopping me, I stuck my horny hand inside of her housecoat, and felt, fondled, and fingered her erect nipples. Then, I lifted the back of her housecoat and moved my erect cock against the back of her pussy, and tried to fuck her.
She brushed me away, turned, and pushed me back. Then, when I turned to her friend with an erection, Christine took me in her hand and stroked me. She smiled at her friend while staring up at me. She stroked me a little faster and a little harder.
"What the hell," she said? "It's my birthday. Happy Birthday to me," she said.
She took me in her mouth and continued stroking me while sucking me. Diane's best friend was giving me a blowjob. Theresa's mother pulled up a kitchen chair and sat beside friend. They took turns stroking and sucking my cock until I ejaculated a load of cum in both of their mouths. Of course, too drunk to remember, I didn't know what happened until nearly a year later.


The next morning, after her daughters had left for work, Diane came in the guest bedroom to bring me black coffee and buttered toast. Shockingly, she was naked. I couldn't believe she was naked. While sitting naked on my bed, even though she explained all that happened the night before, terribly hungover, I didn't remember.
We made out. She allowed me to fondle her naked breasts while sucking her nipples. Before taking a shower, I pushed her back on the bed, moved between her thighs, and fingered and licked her pussy. After she told me that she gave me oral sex last night, I gave her oral sex this morning.
"Oh, Peter. Peter. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Peter. I'm cumming," she said.
After she had her orgasm, not allowing her to enjoy the afterglow of sex, I mounted her. She reached her hand down to move my stiff prick by her pussy lips. With a gentle hump, I was inside of her. We made slow and passionate love while continuing to make out with one another.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. She returned my fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps. She fucked me in the way that I fucked her.
# # #
After giving one another oral sex, making love, and fucking, giving me something more to masturbate over, we showered together. Bending her forward, I fucked her from behind in the shower. After I ejaculated in her pussy, I ejaculated in her mouth when she moved to her knees and blew me.
Teasing one another, we continued our game of voyeurism and exhibitionism every morning. With her continuing to deliberately flash me, she encouraged me to dick flash her by her stare. Then, when she invited her sister, Doris, over for coffee, giving me her permission with a nod, a sexy smile, and a naughty look, I dick flashed her, too. Later that week, again, giving me her permission with a nod, a sexy smile, and a naughty look, when she invited her next-door neighbor, Carol, over for coffee, daring myself to do so, I dick flashed her, too.
No doubt, she must have told her sister and her neighbor that we were having sex. With my erect prick sticking out of my pajama pee hole while carrying the breakfast tray worked like a charm. First dick flashing Doris, and then Carol, as soon as I exposed my prick to them, they giggled like school girls. They not only looked but also, they stared while I pretended that I was unaware that I was exposed. Seemingly, they liked seeing my big dick, as much as I enjoyed showing them my naked, erect prick.
Again, daring myself to do so while wondering what her reaction would be, I even dick flashed Sister Mary Elizabeth when Diane invited her over for coffee that Sunday. Not fearing if I'd go to Hell for exposing myself to one of God's wives, I didn't care. Fortunately, in the way that she stared at my naked prick with sexual arousal, she seemed to want to see my erect, naked prick as much as I wanted to show her my engorged cock.
Clearly, Diane must have told her about our flashing game, too. One of my sexual fantasies coming true, I couldn't believe that I had exposed myself to a Catholic nun. Instead of rebuking me, standing, slapping me across my face, and leaving, not removing her eyes from my stiff dick, she stayed to stare at my naked, erect prick. With her not looking away, the good sister stared while anointing herself and mumbling under her breath, 'Thank you, Jesus.'
I never was an exhibitionist pervert until I moved in and was alone with my whore of a future mother-in-law. Fortunately for me, I quickly got a full-time job working from home writing computer software for a gaming company. With me not having to leave the house for work, my love of dick flashing myself to women started with Diane, my future sister-in-law, Kerry, continued with Diane's sister, Doris, her next-door neighbor, Carol, and her friend, Sister Mary Elizabeth.
# # #
Then, on Diane's fiftieth birthday, her daughters, her sister, and her next-door neighbor took her to a CFNM strip club to celebrate her birthday. Returning home with her blouse unbuttoned while holding her bra in her hand, Theresa, Kerry, Doris, Carol, and Christine, all walked in the house in the same disheveled way. No doubt, they had drunken fun with the strippers.
As if I was one of the strippers, continuing their celebration, six drunken women stripped themselves naked in front of me. Thank God they had the sense to take an Uber home. They attacked me.
They removed my T-shirt, and my pajama bottoms. Six women moved to their knees and surrounded me. When one wasn't stroking me, another was sucking me. I had my way with their naked breasts in the way they had with my naked prick.
My mom slept in her room with her sister. Their neighbor stumbled home. Christine fell asleep on the couch naked. Kerry slept in her room. I went to bed with Terry.
After seeing six naked women and having my way with their naked breasts, and them stripping me naked, and having their way with my naked prick, I couldn't wait to have sex with Theresa. Turning on the bright overhead light, with my girlfriend already in bed naked. I stared at her shapely and sexy body as if this was my first time seeing her without her clothes.
Not even kissing me, horny for me, she moved halfway down the bed. She took my cock in her hand and stroked me to an erection before taking me in her mouth to suck me. As if this was her first time blowing me, with her head moving back and forth, stroking me faster and harder, determined for me to cum in her mouth, she gave me an animated blowjob as if this was her first time blowing me.
I put a gentle, loving hand to the back of her pretty head. I humped her mouth and fucked her face while feeling and fondling her naked breasts and pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. As soon as I ejaculated in her mouth, she swallowed.
As soon as she released the pressure of her red, full lips from my prick, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her blonde hair, and across her naked breasts. She scooped up my cum with her fingertips, took it in her mouth, and swallowed it. She wiped the rest of my cum from her face, her hair, and her breasts with a hand towel that she kept by the bed. With six women stripping me naked, stroking and sucking me, horny for my girlfriend, I gave Theresa a cum bath.
Then, she climbed on top of me.
Not saying a word, she leaned forward and kissed me. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. We made slow, sweet, and passionate love. Then humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. Returning my fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps, I fucked my fiancé. I fucked Theresa and she fucked me.
While Terry slept in her sister's bed, not knowing that I had sex with her, Kerry slept with me. The next morning, still not able to tell them apart, we showered together. While holding onto her big, naked breasts, I bent her forward and fucked from behind in the shower. Then, she moved to her knees and blew me again.
As soon as we returned to my bedroom, I moved between Kerry's shapely thighs. I fingered and licked her pussy. I ate my future sister-in-law's cunt.
"Peter! Peter! Eat me. Lick my cunt. Make me cum. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Rub my G spot. Lick me faster. Don't stop licking me. I'm cumming, Peter. I'm cumming," said Kerry.
# # #
Perfect timing, my girlfriend walked in my bedroom naked. I stared at her naked body as if I was seeing Kerry naked.
"Kerry," I said. "Oh, my God. Why are you naked," I asked, covering my eyes with my hand?
Theresa laughed. With me still between her legs, Kerry laughed.
"I'm Kerry," she said with a dirty laugh.
"I'm Terry," said my soon-to-be fiancé.
I looked up at them shocked while they laughed out loud and stared down at me.
Terry climbed in bed with us and started making out with her sister. Instead of admonishing me for having sex with her sister, we had threesome sex. While Terry sat on my face, Kerry blew me. Then, while Kerry sat on my face, Terry blew me. I ejaculated cum in both of their mouths. Then, I fucked them and exploded cum in their pussies.
Thank God they were both on the pill. I can't imagine if I impregnated them both. How awkward would that be if I was father to both babies.
If it wasn't enough that I had sex with Kerry four times, once last night, once in the shower, again this morning, and having threesome sex with Terry and Kerry this morning.
# # #
That Monday, as soon as the twins went to work, after dick flashing Diane, her sister, her neighbor, and the nun, hoping to continue to have forbidden sex with her, I wanted to show my girlfriend's mom more. Again, daring myself to do so, already naked in bed, fortunately for me, taking after my dad, I was born with a big dick, nearly eight inches when fully erect. Hoping that she would, as if she owned the place, which she did, she had the habit of opening my bedroom door without knocking when carrying up our laundry.
Knowing that I'd be in bed naked, she's already seen my naked, erect penis several times. Instead of leaving and closing the door behind her, she remained in our bedroom while putting away our clothes. Only, this time was different.
While waiting for her to barge in my bedroom without knocking, a drumroll of sexual anticipation sounded off in my head. With her continually flashing me, after having dick flashed her several times, I was finally going to allow her to catch me masturbating and cumming. As much as I'd love to cum for my future mother-in-law, I loved cumming for my future sister-in-law, too.
Only having sex with her sister and threesome sex with the both of them was different than having sex with her mother. Except for the time that I forgot that I flashed her, and her and Christine blew me because I was drunk, I just hoped she didn't tell my girlfriend that I jerked off for her. It's one thing to have sex with her sister but it's something else to have sex with her mother.
As much as I'll never forget the first time that she flashed me her bushy brown, naked pussy and the side of her naked breast, I'll never forget all of the times that I deliberately flashed Diane, her sister, her neighbor, and the nun my naked, erect prick. While continuing to pretend that I'm unaware that I'm exposed, continuing to dick flash her and whomever was visiting when serving them coffee, a first time for everything, I never allowed her to catch me masturbating. Today was the day that I allowed her to catch me playing with myself and cumming.
# # #
I waited until I heard her climbing the stairs and walking down the hall. Already naked, I donned my headphones, closed my eyes, and stroked myself to a big and hard erection. She did as she always does. She opened my bedroom door without knocking.
As soon as she saw me stroking myself, I wondered if she'd put her laundry basket on the floor, immediately leave, and silently close the door behind her? I'd soon find out. As soon as she opened the bedroom door, I slitted open my eyes, just enough to see her reaction.
Wanting her to know that I was stroking myself over her, I added dialogue to my masturbation. Instead of leaving, she stood in the doorway staring while listening. She seemed sexually aroused watching me playing with myself as much as I wanted her to watch me masturbating.
"I love seeing you in your unbuttoned housecoat, Diane. I love seeing your bushy brown, naked pussy. I love seeing the side of your naked breasts," I said. "You have such a sexy body. I love your huge tits, Diane."
I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. I couldn't wait to cum for her.
"I wish I could see you topless. I wish I could see you naked. I wish I could have sex with you. After I eat your pussy, make love to you, and fuck you, I'd love for you to blow me," I said.
Again, I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder.
"I'd love to cum in your mouth, Diane, and watch you swallow my cum. Then, I'd love to give you a cum bath. I'd love to cum all of your pretty face, in your beautiful brown hair, and across your enormous, naked breasts," I said.
I continued my dialogue.
"I'd love to have threesome sex with you and your sister, Doris, with you and your neighbor, Carol, and with you and with Sister Mary Elizabeth, too. I've always wanted to have sex with a Catholic nun," I said.
# # #
She blew my mind with what she did next. Not expecting her to do so, she unbuttoned her housecoat and removed it. Then, she sat next to me naked on my bed. As soon as she sat next to me, I opened my eyes and removed my headphones. She took me in her soft and warm hand and slowly stroked me while I stared at her naked breasts.
"Diane," I said, acting shocked. "Oh, my God."
She laughed.
"Do you like my breasts," she asked while staring down at her enormous breasts?
I stared longer and harder at her naked tits.
"I love your breasts. They're so big. They're so shapely. They're so firm. They hardly sag at all," I said.
She smiled with sexual arousal while continuing to stroke me.
"Feel my breasts, Peter. Finger my nipples. I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples felt when I'm masturbating a man," she said.
Obediently obeying her, I felt and fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples. Then, as soon as I leaned forward and sucked her big nipples, she leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth. My girlfriend's mother, my future mother-in-law, was blowing me again.
She was sucking my cock. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper.
"Cum, Peter. Cum," she said. "Cum in my mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said.
As soon as she told me to cum, I did.
From that day forward, with it so hot in her house, with me not only sleeping naked, I had sex with Diane. When she wasn't stroking and sucking my cock, I was fingering and licking her pussy. When we weren't giving one another oral sex, I made love to her.
I fucked her. I made love to her every morning, and I fucked her every afternoon before her daughters returned home from work. My girlfriend's mother was my willing and consensual lover.
After having daily sex with Diane, with her daughter, Terry, no dummy, she suspected that I was having sex with her mother. Asking me to leave, only just having started working full-time working from home writing code, unable to afford my own apartment, even with a couple of roommates, I had no place to go. Not wanting to move back to live with my mother, I had no choice.
The End


        

  
    SusanJillParker, my 50-year-old Mom
  
  SusanJillParker, my 50-year-old Mom

        SusanJillParker is my fifty-year-old MILF whore of a mother.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/susanjillparker-my-50-year-old-mom

Title: SusanJillParker, my 50-year-old Mom

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: SusanJillParker is my fifty-year-old MILF whore of a mother.

Tags: sex with brother-in-law, sex with son-in-law, sex with grandmother, identical twins, sex with mother-in-law, sex with aunt, dick flashing a nun, sex with sister-in-law, dick flashing women, threesome sex




SusanJillParker, my 50-year-old Mom
SusanJillParker is my fifty-year-old MILF whore of a mother.
My story happened three-years-ago. My name is Peter, Peter Parker. My mom is Susan, Susan Parker, SusanJillParker of Literotica fame. Instead of naming me Richard, Dick for short, because I was born with a big penis, my grandma said that I should be named Peter, and my mother and my aunt agreed.
Majoring in computer science and minoring in all things AI, artificial intelligence, especially robotics, I'm a twenty-five-year-old college graduate. I graduated from Northeastern University in Boston where my mother graduated, and received her bachelor's degree in English and her dual minors in Creative Writing and English Literature. Matter of fact, she took every writing course, except for technical writing and business writing.
# # #
Once I graduated college, not wanting to live with my mom, not having any money, I moved in with my soon-to-be fiancé, my 22-year-old girlfriend, Terry, her 49-year-old mother, Diane, and her identical twin sister, Kerry. After getting a part-time job working from home writing computer code, after the girls left for work, I was home alone with their mother, my future mother-in-law. Not realizing how much noise they made with their constant talking and laughing, the house was so quiet after the girls left for work.
Difficult not to notice, actually, the first thing that I noticed, Diane has huge tits, having seen her bra tag in the laundry, F cup breasts. With me being an expert on bra cup sizes, she takes the same bra cup size as my mom's friend, Flanna, as porn star Dee Williams, and as Christina Hendricks of Mad Men and Good Girls fame. With Terry and Kerry both having D cup breasts, I love big breasted women. They have the same size and shape breasts as Katy Perry's breasts.
Surprisingly, with her always staring at me, smiling at me, and engaging me in conversation, Terry's mother not only liked me, but seemingly, she was sexually attracted to me. Whether deliberately, accidentally, or unintentionally, Diane gave me continual erections when she sexually teased me by flashing me.
'I don't believe this when seeing something of her that I shouldn't have seen,' I thought.
The first time I saw an up-housecoat peek of her bushy, brown pussy, I couldn't believe my eyes. Then when I saw a down-housecoat view of the tops of her bulbous breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, her areolas, and her erect nipples, I couldn't wait to masturbate. For a fifty-something-year-old woman, with her long, shapely legs, and her tight ass, she has one hell of a body.
# # #
Never wearing nightgowns, instead, she wore housecoats with nothing underneath, no bra and no panties. Oddly enough, and suggesting and suspecting that she was deliberately flashing me, every one of her housecoats had a button missing by her breasts, and a button missing by her pussy. When she was flashing me peeks of her pussy, she flashed me views of her tits.
While watching TV and having coffee, she sat across from me on the couch, and I sat in the reclining chair across from her. Sometimes, she rested on her side to show me the perfect up housecoat view of her shapely, naked ass. When she sat, she sat with her knees part just enough to give me a continual peek of her brown, bushy pussy.
Then, when she leaned forward to remove her coffee cup from the coffee table and take a sip of her coffee, with her housecoat top falling forward and wide open, she gave me a down housecoat view of her naked breasts. I loved all that Diane was showing me. Whatever she flashed me, her pussy, her ass, or her tits, I masturbated over seeing all that I shouldn't have seen of her later.
'I love this,' I thought. 'When she's not flashing me her pussy, she's flashing me her naked breasts, or her naked ass. Maybe I should be dating Terry's mother instead of Diane's daughter.'
Every morning, she gave me an erection that tented my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear. Pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed, I hoped my cock would pop out of my pajama pee hole. I wondered if she'd look, stare, or look away in embarrassment, shame, and disdain.
'Especially with Terry's mother giving me a naked show every morning, I really like living here,' I thought.
# # #
After seeing all that I shouldn't see of my girlfriend's mother, she made me so horny. She turned me into a masturbation machine. When I wasn't having sex with Terry, I masturbated over her imagining having sex with her mother, Diane, or with her identical, twin sister, Kerry.
Soon, one salacious thing led to another salacious thing, especially after I returned the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, and deliberately dick flashed her. Never having dick flashed anyone, with them all fifty-something-year-old women, daring myself to do so, I not only dick flashed Diane but also, I dick flashed her sister, Doris, her best friend, Christine, her next-door neighbor, Carol. Surprising me, instead of looking away in disgust and in disdain, instead of admonishing me for showing them my erect, naked cock, they not only looked, they all stared.
Emboldened now after dick flashing myself, again, daring myself to do so, I even dick flashed Diane's friend, Sister Mary Elizabeth, my erect, naked prick several times. She not only stared but also, she put on her glasses that hung from around her neck and, seemingly, not believing her eyes, she leaned in closer for a better look. When she did that, my cock throbbed and pulsated for her. A sexual fantasy that I never thought that I'd ever experience, I always wanted to dick flash a Catholic nun.
Again, with me always horny, young, dumb, and full of cum, and with Terry's mother sexually frustrated, it didn't take us love to have sex. Only, our little secret, we both were careful for Terry not to know that I was cheating on her with her mother. Something that I was excited to do and looked forward to doing every morning, as soon as Terry and Kerry left for work, I had sex with Diane.
As soon as they left, I made out with her while stripping her naked and making love to her. Before they arrived home, I fucked Diane. In between, I ate her pussy and she sucked my cock. When Terry discovered that I was having sex with her mother, and had dick flashed every woman who visited, she broke up with me and asked me to leave.
One drunken night, months before she discovered that I was having sex with her mother and before she asked me to leave, while I was in the bathroom getting ready for bed, Kerry was in my bed naked. Even though she pretended to be my girlfriend and had sex with me, seemingly, that was okay with Terry. Even later that night, I had threesome sex with her and her sister, that was okay, too. I guess having sex with Kerry and having threesome sex was one thing but having sex with her mother was something else entirely.
Then, when she found out that I had dick flashed her aunt, Doris, her mom's best friend, Christine, her next-door neighbor, Carol, and Sister Mary Elizabeth, that was too much for her to take. Something that she never found out, she still doesn't know that her mother and her best friend, Christine, took turns blowing me on Christine's fiftieth birthday, the first month that I lived there. That's a long story for another time, something that I've written about in my previous story about Diane in my story, Deliberate Voyeur & Exhibitionist.
# # #
Only working part-time, unable to find a full-time job, not able to afford to rent an apartment, even with roommates, not having anywhere else to go, I called my mother. In the way of Christie Brinkley but with bigger tits, my mom is a natural beauty. She's tall, beautiful, blue-eyed, and a natural blonde with double D cup breasts. She's a woman that all men stare at, lust over, and want.
I wish I could find a woman who looked like her. She's my version of a perfect woman. With me 6' 3" tall, she's my preferred height. Substitute versions of my mother, Terry and her identical twin sister are 6' 0" without heels, 6' 3" tall with heels, and are natural blondes with blue eyes and D cup breasts. Terry was the closest woman that I could find to my mother.
With my mom always laughing and very funny, I love her laugh. I love her quick wit and fun sense of humor. I love the sound of her voice, so soft and sweet. As if she's the girl from Ipanema, I love how she walks with everything moving in sections, her ass going one way and her tits going the other way.
Love songs should be written about her. Romance novels should be dedicated to her. Movies should be made about her. In the way that they have a movie called Lucy with Scarlett Johansson, they should make a love story, called Susan.
With many mothers her age, obese, shorter, not very attractive, and looking ten-years-older, I love her sexy and shapely body. Careful what she eats, my mom maintains her figure by dieting and exercising. She looks ten-years younger than her age. With her the whole package, I love her pretty face, and her lush, blonde hair, as much as I love her big breasts, her perfect ass, and her long, shapely legs.
# # #
With her full of surprises, I thought that I knew everything about her. Like her mother and her sister, I know that they are all proud cocksucking whores. Actually, I love that about them, I do.
Some women, especially from her generation, don't suck cock. Other women just dabble and don't allow men to cum in their mouths. My mom, my aunt, and my grandma not only allow men to cum in their mouths but they swallow. One of their favorite things to do is when men compliment them for giving them a blowjob well done by giving them cum baths.
I know that all three women are exhibitionists. While making their flashes appear unintentional every chance they get they love flashing their panties, their bras, their naked breasts, and/or their naked pussies. With men thinking that they're at the right place and at the right time, never thinking that they were being deliberately flashed, they love sexually teasing men
After digging around, knowing that they have them, and determined to find them, searching everywhere, I found topless and naked photos of my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother. I even found topless and naked photos of their eight friends, too. Giving me plenty to stroke myself over, I saw eleven topless and naked women. I stole one photo of each woman to hide them in my room to masturbate over them later.
Turning into a masturbation machine, again, in the way that I did with my girlfriend's mother, Diane, I masturbated over my mother as much as I jerked off over my aunt, stroked myself over my grandmother, and played with myself over their topless and naked friends. Something that I yearned to do, I wanted to have sex with all eleven women.
Yet, something that I didn't know about my mom until I happened upon one of the thousands of her stories. She writes erotic literature under her real name, SusanJillParker. She doesn't write porn or stroke stories, she writes real stories with a beginning, a middle, and an ending. She writes stories that have a plot, tension, description, imagery, and dialogue while referencing scenes from movies, television shows, and historical and current events.
She posts her stories on the internet, specifically to Literotica, only to Literotica, for everyone to enjoy for free. I had no idea that my mother was a published writer who wrote sexy stories. She writes a lot about herself, about her sister, and her ex-stripper, ex-prostitute, and all-around whore of her mother, Natalie, Nasty Natty. She writes about her three best friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki. Now the world, at least everyone who reads her arousing stories, knows that my mom, her sister, my aunt, and her mother, my grandmother, are cocksucking whore.
# # #
I'm proud that all those who read her stories, and know that her family and friends are all wicked whores and exhibitionists. They will freely, willingly, and consensually have sex with nearly anyone, anywhere, and at any time. Something happens to women when they turn fifty-years-old. Once they can no longer become pregnant, even the most morally modest, church going women suddenly turn into horny and sexually frustrated, cocksucking whores.
Unbelievably, undeniably, and understandably because of their age, even the most beautiful, sexy, and shapely women are ignored. Men no longer pay attention to them. As if they're not even there, they ignore them.
Inexplicably, they don't even notice them. No longer the center of attention, men no longer complement them on their hair, their makeup, their clothes, their senses of humor, and their body. They no longer hit on them while trying to sexually seduce them. Whether younger or older, men pay more attention to younger women.
Not telling her that I know that she writes erotic stories, while staring at her topless and naked photos that I found in the back of her closet, and more up in the attic, I secretly read her mother and son stories. Thinking she was writing about me, I read her aunt and nephew stories. I read her grandmother and grandson stories. Never referring to me by name, changing my name in her stories, I imagine that I'm the main character in all of her incestuous stories that she writes about herself, her sister, and her mother.
I can't count how many times that I've masturbated not only over her sexy photos but also while reading her incestuous stories. Her mother and son stories are my favorite stories to read, by far. Inserting myself in her stories, I imagine that she's writing about having sex with me. Even though I'm sexually attracted to her, never daring to try and seduce my mom, yet, now that I know she writes mother and son stories, I'd love to have sex with her.
# # #
I'd love to make out with my mom while feeling her through her clothes. I'd unbutton one slow button of her blouse at a time while looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before unbuttoning the next button. I'd love to slowly and sexily remove her clothes. I envision French kissing her while slowly removing her blouse, and unbuttoning, unzipping, and removing her short skirt.
I visualize taking my time removing her sexy, low-cut colorful bra. I'd love to remove her bra and strip her topless. I'd love to see, touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples.
I'd slowly remove her bra straps from her shoulders, first one and then the other. I imagine removing her arms from her bra straps before reaching around her to unhook her three-clasp bra, and removing that, too. As if there's a drumroll of anticipation going off in my head, I picture holding her bra cups in place before removing one and then the other to show me her naked tits.
Sexually excited to see my mother's naked cunt, I picture slowly sliding her panties down and off. She always wears panties. She loves wearing her sexy lingerie. I'd love masturbating myself while imagining seeing her in her sexy lingerie. I can't wait for her to watch me cum.
Once removing her panties, with her giving me her permission to do so, I stripped my mother naked. With her showing me a lot of glistening pink, I imagine staring at her blonde, trimmed, wet pussy. After undressing and exposing her naked body to my horny eyes, my mom is as wet as I am hard.
I envision reaching around her to feel, fondle, squeeze, and slap her naked ass. I visualize fingering her warm, wet pussy, rubbing her clit, and finger fucking her. I'd love to masturbate my mother.
Once she's naked, vulnerable, and wet, I'd love to fuck her in every room of the house, the cellar, the attic, the garage, the car, the back deck, and outside by the pool. Before fucking her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock, I'd want to make sweet, slow, and passionate love to her. While continuing to French kiss her, I'd love to tell her how beautiful she is, and how much I love her.
'I love you, mom. I love your beautiful face. I love your big, shapely breasts. I love your firm ass. I love your sexy body. I love eating your pussy and making you cum,' I imagine saying. "I love making love to you and fucking you.'
# # #
After stripping her naked, I visualized making myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I envisioned fingering and licking her wet pussy. I picture giving her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. I wonder what she looks like and sounds like when cumming. How hot would that be to make my mother cum from giving her oral sex?
'Peter! Peter,' I imagine her saying. 'Rub my clit harder. Lick me mommy faster. Eat your mother's cunt. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Please don't stop licking me. Give me an orgasm. Make mommy cum. Make mommy cum.'
Obediently obeying her, I rubbed her clit harder. I licked her pussy faster. I finger fuck her deeper. I find and press on her G spot while continuing to eat my mother's cunt.
'Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God. Yes. Right there. That's it. Press on my G spot. I'm cumming, Peter. Mommy is cumming,' I imagine her saying.
I envisioned her closing her beautiful blue eyes, arching her back, stiffening her long legs, and falling silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. No doubt, if I did have sex with her, she'd write a story about us making out, and feeling her through her clothes before being stripped naked. She'd write about me eating her pussy, making love to her, and fucking her fast and hard enough to make her cum from my cock after making her cum with my fingers and tongue.
# # #
Something that I've masturbated over doing many times, with her beyond sexually aroused, I pictured her not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex. Instead, I envisioned her mounting me, taking my stiff prick in her hand and positioning my erect cock by her pussy lips. With a gentle hump, I'm inside of her warm and wet cunt, a place where I always wanted to be but never thought I'd be. Something that I'll remember and jerk off over for the rest of my horny life, I'm about to make love to my mother.
Making sweet, slow, and passionate love to her before humping her faster and harder, I imagined fucking my mother. With her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, I visualized her fucking me. Determine to make me cum, she wants me to cum inside of her.
I imagined sitting on me as if she was an Indian squaw riding bareback. I envision her riding me cowgirl style as if she's a barrel racer at a rodeo. I visualize her riding me reverse cowgirl style with her arms over her head. I picture rolling her over, mounting her missionary style and piledriving her cunt.
As soon as I ejaculated my load of warm, oozy cum in her pussy, and gave her an orgasm with my cock, again, instead of her enjoying the afterglow of sex, she moved halfway down the bed. She took me in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me while staring up at me. My mother is blowing me.
Again, something that I've imagined her doing and have masturbated over her doing many times, my mom blew me. She stroked my cock while sucking my prick. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum. Indeed, my mom is not only a cocksucking whore, she's an incestuous, cocksucking whore.
# # #
As soon as she removed the pressure of her red, full lips from my engorged prick, I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful blonde hair, and across her huge, naked breasts. Dripping with cum from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her lips, and her chin while pooling on her naked breasts, I did to her what many of her fans wished they could do to her. I gave my mother, SusanJillParker, a cum bath.
Especially now, after I had sex with her, I wonder if she thinks of having sex with me when writing her stories. With her writing stories about her sister, my aunt, Kathy, having sex with her nephew, and her mother, my grandma, Natalie, having sex with her grandson, again, I wonder if she writes stories about me. Something forbiddingly illicit to do, I'd love to have sex with my MILF of a mother, Susan. I'd love to have sex with my AILF of an aunt, Kathy. I'd love to have sex with my GILF of a grandmother, Natalie, too.


I wonder if they want to have sex with me as much as I want to have incestuous sex with them. When I read her stories about her forty-seven-year-old sister having sex with her nephew, and her sixty-nine-year-old mother having sex her grandson, I want to have sex with them. Again, I can't help but wonder if she writes her stories of mother and son incest about me. Her fictional stories make me out of my mind with incestuous lust for all three women, my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother.
My aunt is a beautiful, natural blonde, too. Like my mom, she's 5' 9" with D cup breasts instead of double D cup breasts. My grandma is 5' 10" tall, and has double D cup breasts. I love tall, busty, blonde women. Even though my grandma was born a natural blonde, she dyed her beautiful hair shoe polish black years ago to get away from her pimp and her bookie.
Nothing more than masturbation fantasies, I never thought that I'd have sex with any one of them, never mind all three of them, until I did. When I'm not masturbating over my mother's stories, I'm masturbating over having had sex with my mom, my aunt, and grandma. Something that I thought would never happen, thrilled to discover, they wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with them.
I wonder if they know that my mother writes sexy stories about them. I wonder what they'd say if they did know. No doubt, they'd probably read her stories while fingering themselves. Perhaps, after reading her erotic stories about them, that may inspire them to have sex with me.
# # #
With my girlfriend, Theresa, no dummy, she suspected that I was having sex with her mother. How could she not? The whole house smelled of sex when she came home from work with her sister.
"Mom," I said. "Terry asked me to leave after she discovered that I was having sex with her mother," I said.
Surprising me, my mother laughed.
"Like mother, like son," she said.
I chuckled with her.
"May I come home? I have no place else to go," I said.
"Sure, I'd love the company," she said. "This is your home, Peter. You're welcome to live with me for as long as you want."
I paused while daring myself to sexually seduce her.
"Um, the only problem is that, because it was so hot in her house, I got in the habit of sleeping in the nude, and even walking around the house naked," I said.
She laughed. Hoping she'd give me her permission to walk around her without my clothes, I couldn't wait to dick flash my mother. I wondered if she'd have sex with me in the way that Diane and Kerry had sex with me. My long-time sexual fantasy, I'd love to have sex with my mother.
"Like mother, like son," she said again. "Because my mother, your grandmother, is living here with me, too, she likes it hot, too. It's like a sauna in here," she said with a laugh.
I was surprised that my grandmother was living with my mother.
"You may sleep however you want, Peter, only when walking around the house, I prefer you to, at least, wear your pajama bottoms and a T-shirt," she said. "We always have visitors. Even though my sister and my mom, along with some of our friends, may enjoy seeing you naked, some may be offended seeing you without your clothes, especially when you have an erection," she said.
# # #
"After daddy died, with her living on her Social Security, she could no longer afford to pay rent," she said.
After flashing my girlfriend's mother, Diane, her sister, Doris, her best friend, Christine, her neighbor, Carol, and her friend, Sister Mary Elizabeth, I'd love to not only dick flash my mother but also, my grandmother, too. After having read so many of her mother and son stories, as well as her grandmother and grandson stories, I became excited with the thought of dick flashing my grandma along with anyone else who visited. Perhaps by flashing them all my naked, erect prick, I'd give my mom the inspiration to write a story about me but also about her having sex with me, too.
I'd love to have threesome incestuous sex with my mother and her mother, my grandmother. With them all whores, I wouldn't be surprised if they wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have threesome sex with them. With them not having men in their lives, and with me now about to move in with my mother, having sex with one, the other, or both of them together may soon be my reality, I hoped.
When looking in the attic, I found my grandma's stripper costumes in a big trunk, along with her a photo album of her topless and naked photos. I found her stripper's pole standing against the side wall. She had photos of her sucking and fucking cock. Something that I never knew and was shocked to discover, my granny had been a stripper, a prostitute, and an all-around whore.
She had topless and naked photos of her two best friends, Joan and Mary, too. Now, both grandmothers, they all had been strippers and prostitutes, too. Nevertheless, I enjoyed seeing my granny's best friends without their clothes, as much as I enjoyed seeing my mother, my aunt, and my grandma without their clothes.
# # #
"My sister, your aunt, Kathy, is living with me, too. After she divorced her husband, she couldn't afford to pay rent either. I'm sharing my bedroom with her and my mother is in your bedroom," she said.
I became even more sexually excited with the incestuous thought of not only dick flashing my mother and my grandmother but also my aunt, too. Not stopping there, after seeing and jerking off over all of their topless and naked photos, I imagined dick flashing my mother's, aunt's, and grandmother's friends, too. A full house, I was surprised that not only my grandmother but also, my aunt was living with her, too. Filled with sexual anticipation, I couldn't wait for them all to see my naked, erect prick.
In addition to dick flashing my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother, I couldn't wait to dick flash my mom's friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki. I couldn't wait to dick flash my aunt's friends, Gale, Gloria, and Flora. I couldn't wait to dick flash my grandmother's friends, Mary and Joan.
With my mom having lingerie parties, my aunt part of a book club, and my grandma hosting her Bible study group, somehow and someway, I could wait to dick flash all of the women in attendance. Only, I needed to make my dick flashing appear accidental. Perhaps, after taking a shower, walking out to the living room only wearing a towel, I'd pretend that I didn't know that we had company. With my mother, aunt, or grandmother working as an exhibitionistic voyeur team, I hoped they'd agree to pull my towel from my naked body to show everyone in attendance my erect, naked prick.
With my mom okay with me sleeping naked, I'm sure that I'll be flashing dozens of women soon. I only wished that she'd allow me to walk around the house naked. In the way that I dick flashed Diane's sister, Doris, her best friend, Christine, her neighbor, Carol, and her friend, Sister Mary Elizabeth, I loved dick flash every woman who came to visit. I wondered whether whoever I dick flashed would look, stare, or look away in disgust and disdain.
# # #
After graduating from college three-years ago, only having a part-time job writing computer code, not having much money, and with nowhere else to go, I moved home to live with my fifty-year-old MILF of a mother, Susan. Only, something that I didn't know, after my forty-seven-year-old, AILF of an Aunt Kathy, divorced her husband, and unable to afford an apartment, she moved in with my mother, too. Thinking that I'd move back to my old room, I couldn't.
My sixty-nine-year-old grandmother, Natalie, is on Social Security, and was evicted from her apartment because of non-payment of rent after my grandfather, Walter, died, and moved in with her daughters. My mom shared her bedroom and her bed with her sister. My grandma slept in my room. Evicted from my bedroom, glad that the couch was extra-long, wide, and very comfy, I had to sleep in the living room on the couch.
"Only," said my mother. "With your room now taken by your grandmother, unless you want to sleep with her," she said. "Something that she wouldn't mind you doing, especially naked," she said with a loud, dirty laugh. "You're going to have to sleep in the living room on the couch. With us only having one bathroom and going back and forth to the bathroom during the night, I'm afraid you won't have much privacy," she said.
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, sexually excited, I've always been sexually attracted not only to my MILF of a mother but also to my AILF aunt and, my GILF of a grandmother, too. With the women in my family looking ten-years-younger with diet and exercise, they're all hot. With them all having big tits, my grandma is as sexy and shapely as her daughters.
Now that Theresa broke up with me, no longer having a girlfriend, unable to afford one, or to go out drinking to find one, not having had sex since she threw me out. I was horny. I still can't believe that I had sex with Terry's identical twin sister, Kerry, and had threesome sex with Terry and Kerry. I missed having sex with their mother, Diane. Something that Terry doesn't know, Diane and her best friend, Christine, gave me one hell of a blowjob.
# # #
I waited until I heard someone taking a shower before knocking on the bathroom door, and talking loud enough for them to hear me over the water. I waited for them to respond. Before opening the bathroom door, I quickly stroked myself to a big and hard erection.
"Yes, what is it," asked my mother, my aunt, or my grandmother?
Ready to dick flash them, I was as sexually excited as I was horny.
"I have to pee," I said.
I waited for their response.
"Okay," they said. "Only, don't flush the toilet after you pee," they said.
Working like a charm, instead of standing to pee, I turned to face them before sitting on the toilet. I could clearly see their naked silhouette through the clear shower. I took my time pushing down my pajama bottoms to give my mother, my aunt, or my grandmother a dick flash of my naked, erect cock. Then, after peeing, I flushed the toilet.
"Peter," they screamed!
They pushed open the shower curtain while leaning forward with their big breasts leaning forward with them. They admonished me for flushing the toilet. I saw my mother's, my aunt's, and my grandmother's enormous, naked breasts.
"I asked you not to flush the toilet," said my mom, my aunt, or my grandmother.
# # #
Instead of partially opening the shower curtain, shocking me, my grandmother turned off the water and pushed the shower curtain wide open. She stood in the bathtub naked while staring at my erection that tented my pajama bottom. My grandmother was first to have sex with me.
"Peter, honey. Please don't leave. I need your help. My arthritis is killing me because of the high humidity. Would you help dry me and dress me? I can barely lift my arms," she said, rubbing her shoulders.
I put my arm around my grandma's shapely body and, while lowering my hand to cup her naked ass, I helped her out of the tub. While feeling her naked body everywhere through the towel, I wrapped a bath towel around her naked body and dried her while rubbing her all over. I felt her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy through the bath towel. While squatting down to dry her long legs, my mouth was mere inches from her bushy brown and gray pussy.
Once I dried her, I removed the towel to take my time dressing her. With her posing for me and smiling at me while naked, I stared at her shapely body as if I had never seen a naked woman before. I couldn't remove my eyes from her huge, double D cup breasts, her symmetrical brown areolas, her big, brown erect nipples, and her bushy brown and gray pubic hair. Then, she turned and bent at the waist for me to dry her naked ass and the back of her pussy.
"Go ahead," she said, turning to face me.
Not knowing her meaning, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. She slid slow hands across her nipples while erecting her nipples even more. She lifted her naked breasts up in the palms of her hands, and up to her mouth. She sucked her nipples, first one, and then the other.
"You may touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering my nipples. I love having my naked breasts fondled and my nipples fingered. You may even suck granny's nipples, Peter. I love having my nipples sucked."
Obediently obeying her, I not only felt and fondled her naked breasts but also, I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples before leaning forward to suck her nipples. I reached around her to feel, fondle, squeeze, and slap her naked ass. Hugging her, I impaled her tummy with my erect cock.
Then, I cupped her bushy brown and gray pussy in the palm of my hand while sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit. With her already wet, daring myself to do so, I parted her pussy lips with my finger. I inserted my finger inside, rubbed her clit, and finger fucked her. I briefly masturbated my granny.
# # #
"Oh, my," she said. "Someone has an erection," she said with a dirty laugh.
She stared down at my big dick tenting my pajama bottoms. She reached her elderly hand down to take hold of my erect cock in her wrinkled hand through my pajama bottoms.
"Would you like granny to do something about that for you," she asked?
She gave me another sexy look and another naughty smile.
"I could masturbate you," she said, moving her hand back and forth in front of her. "It's been a long time since I've had a hard dick in my hand."
She smiled.
"Or, I could blow you, if you'd like to cum in granny's mouth," she said. "Not since the day of my beloved funeral, it's been even longer since I had an erect prick in my mouth, when I blew two of his best friends."
She moved her hand back and forth in front of her mouth while pushing out her cheek with her tongue, as if she was blowing me.
Unable to answer her, I nodded my head and smiled. She pushed my pajama bottoms down to my feet, took my prick in her elderly hand, and stroked me. She sat on the toilet, leaned forward, and took me in her mouth. My grandmother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock.
Not taking me long to cum, she allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed me. Then, while she held onto the sink, I bent her forward and fucked her from behind while cupping and holding onto her enormous, naked breasts. After shooting a load of cum in her mouth, I ejaculated a second load of cum in her pussy, too. After she blew me, I fucked her. Something that I continually masturbated over doing, I had sex with my grandmother.
From that day forward while my mom and my aunt were still sleeping, I snuck in my grandma's bedroom and had sex with her. I made out with her, made slowly, loving, and passionate love to her. Then humping her faster and humping her harder while being quiet not to awake my mom and my aunt, with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, I fucked my grandmother every morning. When everyone was out running errands, I ate her pussy and she blew me. I had sex with my grandmother every day, twice a day.
# # #
Once my mother and my aunt discovered that I was having sex with their mother, the flood doors opened. My mom invited me to sleep in her king-sized bed with her and her sister. Turning one way before turning the other way, I held, hugged, and spooned my mother and my aunt while holding onto their big breasts and fingering their erect nipples.
Then, making out with them before making love with them from behind, and before fucking them, I had sex with my mother. I had sex with my aunt. Allowing me to cum in their pussies, I had threesome sex with my mother and my aunt.
My mother sat on my face while I ate her pussy, and my aunt sucked my cock. Then, my aunt sat on my face while my mother blew me. I gave them both orgasms with my fingers and my tongue before I ejaculated cum in their mouths, and they swallowed.
Finally, we showered together. I fucked them both in the shower. Then allowed me to cum in their mouths while having sex with them in bed. They allowed me to cum in their pussies from behind when fucking them in the shower. Moving to their knees, blowing me again, they took turns sucking my cock.
When I wasn't having sex with one of them, I had sex with my grandmother. When I wasn't having incestuous sex with my blood relatives, I had sex with their friends. I had sex with my grandmother's friends, Joan and Mary. I had sex with my mother's friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki. I had sex with my aunt's friends, Gale, Gloria, and Flora. I not only dick flashed eleven women, I had sex with them all, too.
After I had sex with them all, moving on, with my mother, my aunt, and my granny all wicked whores, they returned my exhibitionism with the favor of their exhibitionism. Not regretting trying to have sex with them, and having sex with all of them, I took advantage of my sleeping arrangement. With us not having air conditioning, it was so hot and stuffy in the apartment. Something that I was thrilled to do, I slept in the nude without a blanket or a sheet.
With none of them having men in their lives, they were as horny and sexually frustrated as I was. With me an exhibitionist pervert, and my mother, aunt, and grandmother all whores, I wondered what they'd say and/or do when they saw my erect, naked cock. Again, with us only having one bathroom, when they got up in the middle of the night, they had to walk past me lying naked on the couch naked.
With them all prancing around the hot apartment in their short, sheer, low-cut, sexy nightgowns without wearing robes over them, I hoped to get up nightgown peeks of their naked pussies and/or down nightgown views of their naked breasts. Exciting me, with none of them morally modest, they all walked around the apartment in their revealing nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, and even naked. Joining them in their nudity, as if I was a nudist, I started walking around the apartment naked, too, most times with an erection.
Pretending that I was sleeping and with them thinking that I was sleeping, in the middle of the night or in the early morning, they scurried down the hall, past the living room from their bedroom and to the bathroom. Walking by me in all manner of undress, they didn't realize that even without the light, I could still see them with the nightlight. When I wasn't masturbating over seeing my mother, I masturbated over seeing my aunt, and my grandmother without their clothes. Suffice to say, I was always jerking off.
Surprising me as much as they sexually excited me, clearly with them as horny as they were sexually frustrated, they not only looked at my erection but also, they stared at my big dick. They even stopped to watch me stroking myself and cumming. Every night and every morning, I ejaculated into a wad of tissue while playing with myself over imagining having sex with one of them or all three of them. I wanted them to catch me playing with myself. I wanted them to see and, hopefully, watch me cum.
If that wasn't enough when they entertained company, I remained on the couch naked. I loved flashing my cock to unsuspecting women. Because they knew that they'd be seeing my naked show when they visited, my grandmother's friends, Mary and Joan, were there nearly every morning having coffee with my grandmother in the living room while I pretended to still be asleep. While wishing that one of them would touch me, stroke me, and/or suck me, they never removed their eyes from my big dick.
When my grandmother's friends weren't seeing me without my clothes, my mother's friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki saw me sleeping naked on the couch. Whenever my aunt invited her friends over, Gale, Gloria, and Flora, they saw me naked, too. Giving me more to masturbate over, even after having sex with them, I still continued to love dick flashing them.


# # #
Surrounded by whores, glad that they all had sex with me, I was no longer horny and sexually frustrated. I was sexually satisfied. A year later, after I reconnected with Theresa and married her, with us living in the same house with her mother and her sister, I loved dick flashing both my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law. I loved dick flashing my mother-in-law's sister, her friends, and my wife's, and my sister-in-law's friends, too.
My biggest flashes were when my mother-in-law had her Bible study group over. I pretended that I didn't know that we had company. With her working with me as a team, she wanted me to dick flash her friends. I walked in the living room with only a towel that I quickly lost. I dick flashed my mother's friends, our neighbors, her co-workers, and even Sister Mary Elizabeth, my naked, erect prick again.
I did the same thing with my wife when she hosted her lingerie party. Pretending that I was unaware that my wife had company, with her help, I did the dropped towel again. Instead of deliberately dropping my towel, she pulled the towel off of my naked body in front of her friends, our neighbors, her co-workers, her mother, and her sister.
With the invited guests at the lingerie party returning the favor with my nudity with their nudity, they all posed for me in their sexy lingerie, topless, and/or naked. They even pulled me in the bedroom with them while, allowing me to touch, feel, and fondle their naked breasts and asses while cupping their naked pussies while they stroked my prick, I watched them undress and dress. They even allowed me to take photos of them topless and naked. I showed their topless and naked photos to my friends.
I never thought that I'd have so much fun and receive so much sex by flashing my erect naked prick to women. After marrying my wife, Theresa, I continued having sex with her mother, my mother-in-law, Diane, and her sister, my sister-in-law, Kerry. I had sex with Diane's sister, Doris, her best friend, Christine, and her next-door neighbor, Carol.
While living with my mom, I had sex with her, my aunt, and my grandmother. Not stopping there, I had sex with all of my mom's friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki. I had sex with my aunt's friends, Gale, Gloria, and Flora, and both my grandma's friends, Joan and Mary. I had continual sex with seventeen women.
The End
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My Mom & Aunt, My Healthcare Givers.
Helpless when breaking my legs in a college football game.
My name is Brett. This is my story. Believe it or not, this was something that happened to me fifty-years ago. Embarrassed to tell it then, not wanting my friends, and the rest of my family to know that my mom and my aunt washed me, helped me to the bathroom, and dressed me. Now, with me an elderly man, and my mother and my aunt long gone, I can finally tell my story.
# # #
Confined to bed or to a wheelchair, my mother, Elizabeth, and her sister, Olivia, took care of me after I broke both of my legs during a college football game as quarterback in my senior year. Two massive 6' 7", 350-pound giant tackles hit me at the same time just right. Coming around from behind me, never seeing them coming, one hit me from my right side and one from my left side. Pile driving me to the ground, they landed on me breaking both my legs.
As if I was a pinball hitting two, pinball bumpers in a pinball machine game, they hit me hard. Showing me no mercy, hoping to get me to fumble, they hit me fast. Violating the Brady rule that wasn't in play until 2006, thirty-years later, they hit me too low. They hit me below the knees.
'There goes my career,' I thought as soon as I heard the crack and felt the immediate pain.
A severe injury that I may not come back from, if I do, I'll, at least, be out all of this season, and part of next season.
'There goes the draft. I'll be ineligible to play and be picked until next year,' I thought.
# # #
Just twenty-two-years-old, I needed help getting out of bed, and help me in and out of my wheelchair to go to the bathroom. Not wanting to get my casts wet, I needed help to cover my casts with plastic before taking a shower. So very dependent on them, what was worse, I felt so ashamed with my mother and my aunt seeing me without my clothes.
Yet, as embarrassed as I was sexually excited, every time they came into my bedroom to undress me and wash me, I immediately developed a huge erection. Careful not to hurt me, they stripped me naked, and washed me. Something that I never knew and quickly discovered when I was itchy and developed a rash, I'm allergic to latex. They couldn't wear gloves. They had to wash me with their bare hands.
'Oh, my God.' I thought. As soon as my mother or my aunt wrapped their soft and warm hands around my naked, erect prick. My cock throbbed and pulsated in their hands. Glad that I never did, I felt as if I was going to prematurely ejaculate a load of cum all over their hands without them even stroking me.'
Again, when they helped me to the bathroom to help me to pee, as soon as they took my flaccid cock in their soft and warm hands, I quickly got a bigger and harder erection. These weren't just any women. My masturbation fantasy coming true, these were my mother and my aunt holding my prick in their hands.
Something that I couldn't do for myself, I was unable to stop from becoming sexually excited. With me 6' 5" tall, after seeing them all naked, compared to many other men on my college football team, I have a big dick. My cock is a full eight-inches when fully erect.
Always singling me out because I'm the quarterback and have a big dick, I've lost count how many female reporters have seen me naked. They come rushing at me as soon as I leave the shower. Not even giving me the chance to finish drying myself with my towel, and have a chance to get dressed. They ogle my naked body in the way that I stare at them.
# # #
Something I never imagined they'd take sexual pleasure in doing, as if they enjoy holding my penis in their hands, when helping me to stand in front of the toilet to pee, they hold my penis while I'm peeing. Then, when I'm done peeing, they take their time wiping me and cleaning me. While staring down at my cock and fondling the head of my prick with their fingertips, they wipe the head of my cock with toilet paper.
Then, as if this was something that they needed to do, not correcting them, they squeeze and stroke my cock a little to make sure that I'm done peeing. Something that I thought that I'd never enjoy, I love peeing for them. With me peeing several times a day, I'd love for one or both of them to masturbate me after I pee.
With me uncircumcised, while leaning forward inspecting it, they pulled back my foreskin to wipe me there, too. Not having masturbated in a while, it felt good, really good, for them to hold me in my hands. Then, when they gave me several strokes to make sure that I was done peeing, they made me even more sexually excited.
I wished they'd stroke me faster and stroke me harder. I wished they'd give me a hand job. With them seemingly enamored with my big dick, I'd not only love to cum for my mother but also, I'd love to cum for my aunt, too. With me shooting a load of cum that travels two or three feet, I wondered what their reactions would be if the saw me suddenly cum. With them staring down at my cock while slowly stroking me, I may cum on their faces.
Especially when they were leaning forward while inspecting my prick, I imagined cumming all over my mom's pretty face. I imagined cumming all over my aunt's nightgown clad, enormous breasts. I couldn't even imagine their reactions if I ejaculated a big load of warm oozy cum all over them.
'How hot would that be for my mother to jerk me off,' I thought? 'I'd love to cum for my mother.'
'Oh, my, I imagine saying. 'I'm so sorry for cumming all over your pretty face.'
Then, when my aunt did the same and gave me several strokes to make sure that I was done peeing, I wanted her to masturbate me, too.
'How hot would that be for my aunt to masturbate me,' I thought? 'I'd love to cum for my aunt, too.'
'Oh, auntie,' I imagined saying. 'I'm sorry for cumming all over your naked breasts.'
# # #
Before having my legs broken, I was hoping to be chosen as a first round pick in the current football draft. Unfortunately, out for a year until they heal, that will have to wait until my casts are off, and I receive some leg exercises from my weight training coach to strengthen my legs. I will have graduated college by then. Yet, as an alum, they'll still allow me to use the gym.
My injury could have been worse. I could have broken my right arm and/or my right shoulder. Still able to practice, at least I can throw a football from my wheelchair at targets that my team-mates setup in my backyard. With them always over my house visiting me, I know that they know that my mom and my aunt are my home healthcare workers.
In the way that they ogle my MILF of a mother, and ogle my AILF of an aunt, they wished they had such beautiful, sexy, and shapely women to care for them whenever they had an injury. Fortunately, working as my personal home healthcare team, when my mother couldn't help me, my aunt did. My aunt Olivia lived with us after her divorce. With so many people working from home now after COVID, as did my mother, my aunt worked from home, too. Unable to afford rent, my mom gave her our spare bedroom.
A real blessing, no matter my embarrassment, always having someone there with me, I was glad that my mother and my aunt were there to help care for me. Even though I became accustomed to them seeing me naked, and soon came over my embarrassment. Yet, unable to help it, I still got an erection every time they saw me naked, and especially when they handled my naked prick with their bare hands.
My cock throbbed and pulsated in their hand. When it did, they stared down at my big prick while squeezing it. Then, as if sexually teasing me, they slowly stroked it while cleaning it. As if they wanted to give me a hand job, while cleaning me, they stroked me more than once. Every time I peed, they stroked me a little more. They stroked me a little faster. They stroked me a little harder. Something they'd never do; I'd love for my mom and/or my aunt to give me a hand job.
# # #
Thinking back, in all honesty, before breaking my legs, like any horny son who has a MILF for a mom, I was sexually attracted to her. Like any nephew who has an AILF for an aunt, I was sexually attracted to her, too. Especially now that they've both seen me naked, and have held my erections in their bare hands, before breaking my legs, I regularly jerked off while imagining them both naked and having sex with me.
With me a God fearing and church going Christian, saving myself for my one and only, and for marriage, even after being surrounded by sexy and shapely cheerleaders, and female sportscasters who ogled my naked body, I'm a virgin. All of my friends have had sex with women, and all of my teammates have had sex with cheerleaders, and female sportscasters, but I haven't. Young, dumb, and full of cum, before my injury, something that will never happen, I stroked my cock every day, multiple times a day, while jerking off over my mom and my aunt.
Alas, something that I really need to do, I haven't masturbated since my injury. I'm so horny. I'm so sexually frustrated.
Nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, as much as I'd never see them without their clothes, they'd never have sex with me. I wondered what their reactions would be if I asked them to masturbate me. With them gently and slowly stroking my cock, every time they clean my prick and/or help me to pee, I wondered if they'd agree to make me cum.
Then, when I became helplessly injured, my sexual fantasy became my reality. Either my mom or my aunt gave me sponge baths in bed. Not needing to be washed every day, they took turns washing me every other day. More difficult than I had imagined, they took turns giving me a shower once a week. Before breaking my legs, I took two or even three showers every day, depending if I was going out at night with friends for beer.
Thank God, instead of having a bathtub that I must struggle to climb in and out of, and with nothing to hold onto, we have a walk-in shower with a seat, and poles to hold. At only twenty-two-years-old, I knew what it would feel like if I were a seventy-two-year-old man with arthritis and/or bad knees. With my legs being a problem for the rest of my life, no doubt, when I'm elderly, I'll need the services of healthcare workers coming to my house every day to help wash and dress me.
I'll need people to cook and clean for me, vacuum, and dust, and do my laundry. I'll need people to run my errands, do my banking, and my grocery shopping. In the way that I was helpless now I'll be helpless again, then. It's a good thing that I have plenty of money to pay for everything that I need.
After having played professional football for fifteen-years, I've had several concussions. Later in life, in my sixties, because of the blows to the head that I've had, I developed water on the brain, hydrocephalus. They put a shunt in my head with a tube running down to my stomach to drain the fluid from my brain to pee out. Because my head is dented, embarrassed for anyone to see, I always cover my pronounced scar by wearing a baseball cap.
# # #
Something beyond embarrassing for me, and something that I couldn't help, every time, my mother or my aunt saw me naked, even when thinking of football, I had an immediate boner. Painfully difficult to reach down to wash my private area, instead of me struggling to wash myself, they insisted on doing that for me. Again, with me allergic to latex, medical gloves and balloons, getting itchy and developing a rash, with them unable to wear latex gloves, giving me an even bigger and harder erection.
Whenever they took my erect cock in their soft and warm, bare hands, my naked, erect cock throbbed and pulsated. Wishing they'd take the hint, I wanted them to stroke me. I imagined them masturbating me. I imagined them stroking me faster. I imagined them stroking me harder.
I imagined cumming for my mother. I envisioned cumming for my aunt. With them leaning over me, I visualize cumming on their faces, and/or all over their nightgowns.
'Oh, my God, mom. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," I imagined saying. I didn't mean to cum in your mouth,' I thought. 'Oh, my God, auntie, I didn't mean to cum all over your face. I'm sorry for giving you a cum bath.'
# # #
Closing her eyes and sighing through her mouth, as if she was sexually aroused seeing and holding my cock in her hand, my forty-five-year-old mother squeezed my cock while washing it. While leaning over me with her long, lush blonde hair cascading all over my naked body, seemingly, as if she was enjoying handling my package, she cupped my testicles while washing those, too. While staring down at me with her big, blue, beautiful eyes, she washed my shaft, and pulled back my foreskin, washed me there, too.
As if my big dick belonged in her hand, she took longer to wash my penis than any other part of my naked body. I struggled to turn one way before turning the other way for her to wash my naked ass. To be honest, I was more embarrassed for her to see me wearing a diaper than I was for her to see me naked. Much more comfortable for me, it was a blessing that I had a remote control, adjustable bed, one that could raise my feet, my head, or both at the same time using the zero-gravity button.
Then, as shocking as it was exciting, after my mother washed me, never expecting her to ask me what she asked me, she asked me something that stunned me as much as it sexually aroused her, and sexually excited me. As if she had read my mind, she asked me something that I fantasized about her doing. I couldn't believe that my mother asked me such a question.
"Would you like mommy to take care of that for you," she asked?
# # #
As if I had been selected in the NFL draft, I stared up at her with shocked surprise and sexual excitement. As if my cock told her what I wanted, saying yes for me, my erect prick throbbed and pulsated. While lovingly smiling at me, she stared down at my throbbing and pulsating erection. Then, while touching the side of my prick with her fingertip, she took me in her hand and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my long, thick prick.
My mom was ready to give me sexual pleasure. Seemingly, in the way that she smiled while staring down at my engorged prick, she wanted me to cum as much as I wanted her to make me cum. I couldn't believe that my mother was ready to masturbate me.
The first time she asked me such a question, with me sexually innocent, I didn't understand her meaning. Hoping that she was asking me what I thought she was asking me, she would never do what I imagined her doing. This was my mother and not some whore hoping to take sexual advantage of me.
'How dare I think such an incestuous thing about her,' I thought? 'What's wrong with me for thinking that about my mother?'
"Pardon," I asked? "Take care of what, mom?"
She gave me a warm, motherly smile. While still holding my cock in her hand, she fondled the head of my prick with her fingertips, and squeezed my cock. She was even prettier when she smiled. Unable to stop staring at her, with her washing me while wearing her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown, the front of her nightgown was wet from leaning over me to wash me.
'Oh, my God,' I thought.
I stared at the front of her wet, sheer nightgown. I could clearly see the shape and the size of her C cup, naked breasts. I could see her dark pink areolas and her light pink, erect nipples through her nightgown.
Then, every time she leaned over me, with her nightgown falling open with her, and with me at the perfect level, she gave me a great down nightgown view of her naked breasts. Something that gave me a bigger and a harder erection, my cock throbbed and pulsated while I stared at all that I could see of my mother's big and beautiful, naked breasts. I stared at her long, sexy line of cleavage. I stared at her dark pink areolas. I stared at her big, erect, light pink nipples.
# # #
"I know it's been a while since you've done it yourself," she said with a pause.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. She squeezed my cock. She ever so slowly stroked my prick. She cupped my testicles. Then, she blurted out what I was thinking and hoped what she meant by asking me if I wanted her to take care of that.
"I could masturbate you, if you'd like," she said.
She removed her hand from my prick to move her hand up and down as if she was already giving me a hand job. Then, not waiting for me to answer, she took my erect prick in her soft and warm hand, she wrapped her fingers around my penis and squeezed, again. While smiling down at me, she ever so slowly and lovingly stroked me. Unbelievably as it was sexually exciting, my mother was giving me my first, hand job.
"I wouldn't mind doing that for you to give you some relief, and sexual pleasure, Brett," she said.
I stared up at her with my eyes bulging and my jaw dropping. Never having a hand job before other than from my own hand, I'd love my mother to give me a hand job. Unable to answer her, I nodded my head. I can't count how many times I masturbated when imagining my mother giving me a hand job.
Giving me my first, hand job, my mother continued stroking me. Determined to make me cum, she stroked me a little faster. She stroked me a little harder.
"Cum, Brett. Cum. It's okay. Cum for mommy. I want you to cum," she said. "Cum for mommy. Cum, Brett, cum. It's okay. Cum all over mommy's hand."
Determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She smiled down at me with sexual arousal while she continued stroking me.
# # #
Wanting to cum for my mother, even with her stroking me faster and harder, I couldn't. Even though she said it was okay for me to cum and asked me to cum, I couldn't. I felt embarrassed. I felt ashamed.
"I'm sorry, mom. It's not working. I'm too embarrassed," I said.
She showed me that she understood my sexual dilemma by nodding her head.
"I understand," she said. "It's okay, Brett."
She smiled when she thought of a solution to help me to cum. She gave me another sex look and a naughty smile.
"I know what will help you cum," she said. "What if I showed you my naked breasts, would that help," she asked? "Would you like to see mommy's tits while I continue masturbating you?"
I nodded my head and smiled.
"Yes, I'd love to see your naked breasts," I said. "We could give that a try."
As if she was doing a slow and sexy strip tease for me, she stared down at me with a sexy look and a naughty smile. I watched her slowly and sexily remove her nightgown straps from her shoulders, and her arms from her nightgown straps. She allowed her bodice to fall to her waist.
I was as stunned as I was sexually excited. The first time I saw my mother's naked breasts, I couldn't believe my eyes. Never expecting to see her stroking me, I'll be masturbating over my mother masturbating me while showing me her naked tits for the rest of my horny life.
I stared at the shape and the size of her C cup breasts. They were so shapely. I stared at her darker pink, symmetrical areolas, and her lighter pink erect nipples. I stared at my mother's tits as if I had never seen a woman's naked tits before.
I mean, these weren't just anyone's naked breasts that I've seen on porn sites. These were my mother's naked breasts. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked tits while she was stroking my erect prick.
# # #
Again, desperately trying to cum for my mother, I couldn't.
"I'm sorry, mom. It's still not working," I said. "I don't know what's wrong."
She nodded her head again to show me that she understood.
"While I continue stroking you, touch my breasts, feel them, and fondle them while fingering my nipples before leaning forward to suck my nipples. Go ahead. You may fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking mommy's nipples. I love having my breasts fondled, and my nipples fingered and sucked," she said. "That should help you to cum."


She continued masturbating me while I had my horny way with my mother's naked breasts. Obediently obeying her, I fondled her breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. Then, I sucked them. I sucked one of her nipples before sucking her other nipple.
She continued stroking me faster. She continued stroking me harder. Even though it was really hard and I desperately wanted to cum for my mother, I couldn't.
"I'm so sorry, mom. It's still not working. I guess I'm too embarrassed to cum," I said.
# # #
My mother smiled. Then, she asked me something else that I never expected her to ask me.
"I know," she said.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"I could blow you," she said while smiling down at me. "What if mommy blew you, Brett," she asked? "Would you like mommy to do that? Would you like mommy to take you in her mouth while stroking you and suck you," she asked? "I could blow you, Brett," she said again. "I don't mind."
I looked at her stunned. Suddenly feeling embarrassed, I confessed my sexual naiveté.
"Just so you know, I'm a virgin. I've never had a hand job or a blowjob, mom," I said. "Not knowing what to expect, maybe that's the problem."
She nodded her head again while looking surprised that I'm a virgin.
# # #
"I understand," she said. "While I continue stroking you and sucking you, you may cum in my mouth," she said. "Would you like to cum in mommy's mouth, Brett?"
Not waiting for me to answer, she leaned over me with her long, naturally blonde hair resting on my naked body. She stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. She was blowing me. My mother was blowing me.
She was stroking my cock while sucking my prick. Never thinking that she would give me a blowjob, I watched my mom suck my cock. She was giving me oral sex.
As soon as I put a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. With her a talented cocksucker, it didn't take me long to explode a warm, oozy load of cum in her mouth. She swallowed.
Then, surprising me as much as it surprised her, as soon as she removed the pressure of her red, full lips from my still erect prick, I exploded a second load of cum. I gave my mother a cum bath. She had cum all over my mother's pretty face, in her beautiful, blonde hair, and across her big naked breasts.
She had cum dripping from her hair, her eyebrows, her nose, her lips, and her chin. My cum pooled on her breasts. Instead of being angry that I ejaculated all over her, she laughed.
She scooped up cum from her face and her breasts with her fingertips. She put her fingers in her mouth and swallowed my cum. She seemed to enjoy blowing me as much as I loved her sucking my cock.
# # #
The next day, my mom must have told her sister, my aunt, all that she did to make me cum. My forty-two-year-old, redheaded aunt came up to my room with the bodice of her nightgown already down to her waist. She flashed me her naked breasts as soon as she opened my bedroom door. In the way that I stared at my mother's breasts, I stared at my aunt's shapely huge, double D cup, naked milkmaid breasts.
'I love her enormous breasts,' I thought. 'I can't wait to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering and sucking her nipples.'
I loved my aunt's enormous breasts even better than my mom's breasts. She had beautiful, shapely breasts and freckled breasts. She had bigger areolas and bigger nipples than my mother.
Instead of wasting her time trying to get me to cum by giving me a hand job, she immediately took me in her hand and stroked me before leaning over me to take me in her mouth to suck me. While I felt and fondled her naked breasts and fingered and sucked her erect nipples, she blew me. Not taking me long to cum in my aunt Olivia's mouth, she swallowed me.
Then, as I did with my mother, I did with my aunt. As soon as she removed the pressure of her red, full lips from my prick while removing me from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over her freckled face, in her beautiful, lush red hair, and across her naked breasts. I gave my aunt a cum bath, too.
She had cum dripping from her red hair, her red eyebrows, her nose, her lips, and her chin. I couldn't believe that I gave my aunt, Olivia, a cum bath, too. She had a pool of cum all over her gigantic breasts.
# # #
From that day forward, whether my mother or my aunt washed me, after they were finished, they stroked me and sucked me. They allowed me to cum in their mouths, and they swallowed my cum. When they gave me a shower, they stripped themselves naked and showered with me. When I was well enough, I took turns bending each one over and fucking them from behind. I fucked my mother and I fucked my aunt.
Once my legs healed, after being drafted fifth in the first round to a professional NFL team, not wanting to give the name of the team. I played professional football for fifteen years, until my legs gave out. Never having a girlfriend, and never getting married, I continued having sex with my mom. I continued having sex with my aunt. I even had threesome sex with them both, too.
While my mother sat on my face, my aunt blew me. Then, switching positions, my aunt sat on my face, while my mother blew me. Once we all had sexual orgasms from giving one another oral sex, I made love to my mother before fucking her. I made love to my aunt before fucking her.
I impregnated them both. My mother had my son with black hair and blue eyes that she named Luke. My aunt had my daughter with red hair and blue eyes that she named Maureen. We had the perfect family.
# # #
Having a long football career, and earning hundreds of millions of dollars, I retired as a wealthy man. Never marrying, I continued living with my mother and my aunt in my mansion. I made love to both of them every morning, I fucked them every night, and we had oral sex in between.
As I imagined I would, once my mom and aunt were gone, confined to a wheelchair again, I was soon alone and in pain. I hired three home healthcare workers to take care of me around the clock. They washed and dressed me, cleaned the house, did the laundry, vacuumed and dusty, and ran all of the errands including banking, food shopping, and cooking.
Interestingly enough, unable to help myself, any port in a storm, I had sex with home healthcare workers. Things that they were forbidden to do, as long as I gave them extra cash in with their paychecks, keeping our illegal affairs secret, they did whatever I asked them to do. As my mother and my aunt did, one home healthcare worker would masturbate me and/or blow me. Another one of the home healthcare workers showered with me and allowed me to fuck her from behind.
Like my mother and my aunt, one home healthcare worker, Rachel, stroked me and blew me after she washed me. She allowed me to feel her breasts through her blouse and bra. She allowed me to lift her blouse and her bra to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples while she sucked my cock. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum.
Another home healthcare worker, Laura, stripped herself naked and held me while helping me to shower. While washing me, she allowed me to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples while she stroked me.
The third home healthcare worker, Pamela, slept in my bed with me. She stripped herself naked and slept naked with me. She allowed me to hold her, hug her, and spoon her while cupping her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. We made love every morning. I fucked her every evening. In between, we gave one another oral sex.
The End
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SusanJillParker a Cocksucking Whore
SJP transitions from innocent virgin to cocksucking whore.
My name is Susan Jill Parker and I'm a whore. There, I wrote it. It's in print. Now everyone knows what I am. I'm not only a whore but, I'm a cocksucking, cum swallowing, cum bath loving slut.
If you were here with me now, unless you are fat and ugly, chances are that I'd suck your cock. As long as you were good looking enough and had a big, hard dick. I would.
I'd definitely blow you. I'd not only blow you but also, I'd allow you to cum in my mouth and I swallow your cum while staring up at you and smiling. While blowing you, I'd allow you to feel and fondle my naked breasts, and finger and suck my erect nipples.
# # #
Unable to get enough, I don't know what it is but I love sucking cock. I'm addicted to big dicks. I've sucked so many pricks that I'm thinking about buying knee pads. Only, that would be weird removing knee pads from my pocketbook and putting them on before moving to my knees in readiness to blow someone.
If I were blowing you in public, I imagine a line of men with their pricks out and stroking themselves forming while waiting their turn with my hand and my mouth.
"Instead of waiting in line, gather around me in a circle. As soon as the first man cums in my mouth, I'll move to the next man. I love circle jerks," I imagine saying.
Obediently obeying me, I watched six men form a circle.
"Give me a minute. Just let me put my knee pads on before I blow you all. I've blown so many men that my knees are starting to hurt," I said.
Already forgetting his name, I looked up at my date and smiled.
"I couldn't believe it," said one man in the circle to another man. "She has her own knee pads and they're monogramed, too with SJP."
# # #
With us different from other women, other than my mother, Natalie, Nasty Natty, and my four dearest friends, Brianna, Nikki, Flanna, and my childhood friend, Donna, aka Dee Williams, are the same way. No ands, if, or buts, we all love sucking cock. Of course, many porn stars could be named as great cocksuckers, too, but are they really enjoying blowing their co-stars or are they just acting?
Giving me solace and saving my soul, I needed to identify the women, both past and present, who truly loved not only having sex but also those who loved sucking cock. With so many women never having sucked a cock, some are just dabblers. They may take you in their mouths but they'd never allow you to cum in their mouths. Forget about swallowing your load, they'd never allow you to ruin their hair and makeup by allowing you to give them a cum bath.
Other than Kim Kardashian, Jessica Simpson, Paris Hilton, and Pamela Anderson, Jennifer Lopez, Beyonce, Rhianna, Mariah Carey, all frequently invited guests at Pi Diddy's parties. Zsa Zsa Gabor, Elizabeth Taylor, Lana Turner, Debbie Reynolds, Rue McClanahan, may they all rest in peace, I don't know any other woman who loved sucking cock as much as they did. With Zsa, Liz, and Lana married eight times, you know that they sucked a lot of cock before, during, and after they divorced and remarried.
"Something that I heard through the grapevine, it's rumored that Liz Taylor not only blew Michael Jackson but also, she also blew his pet monkey, Bubbles, too."
'Wow,' I thought. 'Liz was quite the whore.'
Then, there are those women who married men who have had the most sexual relations with admiring women. Seriously? Why would women marry man whores? What were they thinking? If they're not cheating on them, they must have known that they'd be having sex morning, noon, and night every day with multitudes of other women.
'How was your day, honey?' I imagine Annette Bening, Warren Beatty's wife asking.
'I'm exhausted,' I imagine Warren replying. 'I broke my personal record. I ejaculated cum in the mouths of three women, and in the pussies of two others, one was your mother.'
# # #
Janice Dickinson, the first supermodel, admitted to having more than 1,000 sexual partners. Angelina Jolie, Madonna, and Drew Barrymore admitted to having had sex with a countless number of men without giving an official count in the way that men proudly do.
Jennifer Coolidge admits that she's slept with hundreds of men. Amy Schumer has had many sexual partners but doesn't say how many. Lindsay Lohan has slept with many famous men. Bonnie Blue admits to having sex with between 1,600 and 2,000 men. Lily Phillips admits to having had sex with nearly 2,000 men.
Right up there with Fidel Castro, who bedded 35,000 women, when did he have the time to run the country? Wilt Chamberlain admitted to having sex with 20,000 women. After scoring with one-hundred women, wasn't he tired after playing basketball and holding the record for scoring one-hundred points in a game?
Warren Beatty, Shirley MacLaine's brother, taking his movie, Shampoo, to heart, admitted having had sex with 12,775 women, as many women as a division of United States army soldiers. In my lifetime, I don't even think that I've even met as many people. When did he have time to do anything else other than to have sex? What was Annette Benning thinking when she married Warren?
"Oh, goodie. I finally met a man who will give me what I want. I'll no longer need my vibrator, my dildo, and my Playgirl collection of magazines," said Annette to her girlfriends.
Ric Flair admitted having had sex with 10,000 women. He must have mastered a lot of his wrestling moves in the bedroom. Leonardo DiCaprio admitted to having had sex with more than 9,000 women. He must have been a big hit at Pi Diddy's parties. No wonder why he's rumored to have left the country to hide in France and Italy.
Charlie Sheen admitted to sleeping with 5,000 women. He really must have been tired to sleep with so many women. Mick Jagger admits to having had sex with at least 4,000 men and women, including Farrah Faucet and Andy Warhol.
Hugh Heffner and Simon Cowell admitted to having sex with more than 2,000 women. Jack Nicholson admits to sleeping with at least 2,000 women.
When I think about some of the famous women in Playboy magazine, I wonder who blew Heff? Jenny McCarthy, Pamela Anderson, Kim Khardasian, Charlize Theron, Bo Derek, Madonna, Kim Basinger, Brooke Shields, Chelsea Handler, Dolly Parton, Naomi Campbell, Lindsay Lohan, Sharon Stone, and Marilyn Monroe, and more all appeared in Playboy. Just to mention a few, I wonder if Hugh had sex, oral sex, with all of the above.
When I think about Simon Cowell having sex with more than 2,000 women, I wonder which women he had sex with on America's Got Talent. Did he have sex with Sharon Osbourne, Heidi Klum, Sofia Vergara, Gabrielle Union, Mel B, Sofia Vergara, and/or Tyra Banks? What about the X-Factor, did Simon have sex with Paula Abul, Cheryl Cole, L. A. Reid, Nicole Scherzinger?
No doubt, women must have had multiple sets of kneepads to sexually satisfy someone like Hugh Heffner and Simon Cowell. Russell Brand claims to have had sex with more than a thousand women. What were Kate Moss, Courtney Love, and Katy Perry thinking when they married him? Again, no doubt, they all had multiple sets of knee pads, too.
Gene Simmons claimed to have sex with more than 4,600 women. His wife, Shannon Tweed must be one hell of a cocksucker to satisfy someone with his kind of sexual appetite. No doubt, instead of being faithful to such a hot wife, I'm sure that's his still playing the field, cheating on his wife, and having sex with women.
# # #
A mystery to me, what is it about blowing men that gives us such sexual pleasure? Conversely, what is it about blowing a man and allowing him to cum in her mouth, gives so many women such disdain and disgust? It's not just about sex. It's more than that. While hoping that he'll return the favor of giving her oral sex, too, it's about giving the man who you love sexual pleasure.
It's control. Yeah, that's it. It's not just the sex; it's women taking charge of men. We like being in control of him. As if we're the boss of him, once we're subserviently on our knees in front of him, once we have their erect cocks in our hands, in our mouths, and in our pussies, they're helpless to our lustful sexual desires. Seriously, what man would say no to sex, especially to a blowjob?
Only, I don't have to love a man to blow him. If he's good looking enough, generous to me with sex and money, and has a big dick, I'd blow him. Having been forced to fuck and suck all four of my half-brothers, after having done that dirty deed, I'd blow anyone.
"Instead of going out to eat, may I blow you? I'd love to suck your cock," I said to my date. "I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth and swallow you."
He shook his head and made a face.
"No, that's okay, Susan. You don't have to blow me. I'll jerk off as soon as I get home," he said.
Oddly enough, I wondered why he didn't want me to blow him. What man would turn down a blowjob, especially from someone who looks like me. I found out later that he was diabetic and couldn't get an erection, the poor bastard.
# # #
Again, I love controlling men with my hands, my mouth, and my pussy. I love swallowing cum. Not stopping there, I love receiving cum baths. I love rubbing his cum all over my face and all over my naked breasts. As proud as I am of being a whore. I'm proud of being a cocksucker.
Instead of calling me Susan, Susan Jill, or Sue, you may call me anything you'd like to call me because I've been called worse. Go ahead, take your best shot. You can't offend me, embarrass me, or anger me because I'll take whatever you call me as a compliment to my extensive, sexual lifestyle. Whatever you called me, having sexually done it all, you'd probably be right.
"Whore," someone said.
I lifted my short skirt to my waist, turned to him, and flashed him my sheer, white, French bikini panties. He stared at my panty clad pussy mound, my panty clad pussy slit, and my patch of blonde, trimmed pubic hair. I smiled.
"Thank you. Yes, I am a whore," I said. "I bet you'd love to finger, lick, and fuck my pussy, wouldn't you?"
I laughed.
"Cocksucker," someone else said!
I turned and smiled.
"Thank you. Yes, I am. I love sucking cock. I take it as a huge compliment when a man cums in my mouth and I swallow his cum," I said. "I bet you'd love me to blow you. Show me your cock. I'd love to see what you're packing."
I laughed.
When with a man on a first date that I don't like, I'd much rather blow him than give him a French kiss goodnight. To me, a blowjob is less personal than a French kiss. Accustomed to having so many cocks in my mouth, less germs, I'd rather have his dick in my mouth than his tongue.
I moved my hand to my mouth, moved it back and forth, and pushed my cheek with my tongue as if I was blowing him.
"Cum. Cum. Cum in my mouth," I said, removing my hand from in front of my mouth and my tongue from my cheek to speak. "I need to swallow you."
# # #
To my benefit, if I say so myself, and from all of the compliments that I've received over the years, I'm proud. Blessed with beauty and brains, I'm very attractive and am sexually appealing to not only men but also to women, too. Even at my age, looking ten-years younger, I still have a sexy and shapely body from diet and exercise.
I'm 5' 9" tall, 6' tall in heels, and weigh 130 pounds. I have natural blonde hair, and blue eyes. I have a flat, toned stomach, long shapely legs, and a tight ass. Taking after my mom, we both have double D cups, firm, and well-rounded breasts with big, dark pink areolas and big, lighter pink nipples that we both love having felt and fondled while our nipples are fingered and sucked.
"Touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts, and finger my erect nipples, while I stroke your cock. I love having my breasts felt and my nipples pinched, pulled, turned, twisted and sucked while giving you a hand job before blowing you," I said.
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, as I've written above, I'm a cocksucking, card carrying whore. With birds of a feather flocking together, with all of my friends' strippers, call girls, and/or webcam models, all of my friends are cocksucking whores, too. As if we all belonged to a private whoredom club, we enjoy being whores.
Seriously, why wouldn't we love being whores when men wine and dine us, take us to movies and shows, and buy us gifts, flowers, clothes, jewelry, and expensive perfumes? When dating men with money, a lot of money, they take aboard his private plane and/or aboard his luxurious yacht. We travel with them all expenses paid?
# # #
With us admittedly all borderline nymphomaniacs, ready for sex anytime and anywhere, giving men what they want, my close friends, Brianna, Flanna, Nikki, and Wendy are insatiable, too. Having frequent sex in common, we all love stroking, sucking, and fucking cocks. We all love eating pussies, too. When we're not stroking and sucking cocks, we're fingering and licking pussies. Threesomes are our favorites whether with two women or with two men.
With her the same age as me, fifty-three-years-old, my childhood best friend, Donna, aka Dee Williams is a famous porn star. Having lost contact with her years ago, decades after she had her son, Seth, we reconnected. I had no idea that she was a porn star. She told me that she had moved from Texas to Connecticut and bought a house after she won two-million-dollars on a scratch ticket.
She told me that Seth was now thirty-years-old and, shocking me, that they've been having sex for years. I had no idea that she had been having sex with her son. She invited me over for a threesome but I explained my situation about the flood, being homeless, and living with Hannah. I told her that I couldn't leave her on her own.
With her not caring who knew, I had no idea that she had made several videos of her having incestuous sex with her thirty-year-old son, Seth. She has videos of her blowing him, making love to him, and fucking him. She has videos of him eating his mother, making love to her, and fucking her, too. They go at one another like wild animals instead of mother and son.
Unable to get enough, we all love seeing cocks, stroking cock, sucking cock, and fucking cock. Mostly for their benefit, with men wanting to watch, we all enjoy threesome sex, orgy sex, circle jerks, and gang bang sex. We're all consensually willing to finger and lick the occasional pussy, too. We love eating pussy as much as we love sucking cock.
Curious to know how many men we had sex with over more than thirty-years, in the way that some men do, we wished we had kept a little black book, we wished we kept one, too. Actually, we'd have to have kept a big, red book the size of War and Peace. Having lost count years ago, we wished we had written all the names and descriptions of all of those men who we had stroked, sucked, and fucked. It would have been fun to pour through our big, red book while reflecting back in time of all the men who had sex with us.
# # #
For a blowjob well done, we take it as compliments when men become sexually excited enough to cum in our mouths, especially when they cum a lot. With none of us spitters, we all like the taste of cum, and swallowing cum. Truth be known, something that most women don't enjoy, we love it when men ejaculate a second load of sperm, and explode their seeds all over our faces, in our hair, and across our naked breasts.
With us literally dripping with their passionate, sexual desire, and with them showing their excited lust for us by cumming again, we love it when they visibly demonstrate their passionate desire for us. Our best nonverbal complement, we love receiving cum baths. From all of the sperm that the five of us have swallowed, we could have made statues of cum men called 'Cum Man.'
In the way that Sylvester Stallion has a bigger than life sized statue of Rocky in the front hall of his house, Cum Man, as if a knight in shining armor, is something that we would have loved to put in the corner of our living rooms. From all of the cum that we've all swallowed, we easily could have made 'Cum Man'.
With Cum Man standing in the corner, he would have made a sexy addition to the large, group photo of us all naked that we all have copies hanging on our living room walls for everyone who visits us to see. In the way that wealthy couples have portraits of themselves, we love to have portraits of us all naked. We love showing out naked portraits to all who visit.
Instead of hiding the portrait in our bedrooms, down in the cellar, or up in the attic, we'd proudly display our naked portraits over the fireplace in the living room. We'd want all of our friends, relatives, and neighbors to see us without our clothes. The only women who we know that are bigger whores than we are, are Sisters Mary Elizabeth, Sister Anne Marie, and Mother Superior Sharon.
Whether he is black, brown, white, red, big, small, thick, or narrow, circumcised, and/or uncircumcised, we never saw, felt, fondled, stroked, sucked, and fucked a cock that we didn't like, and didn't want to stroke, suck, and fuck. From all of the different shapes and sizes of pricks that we've had sex with, indeed, let it be known, as written by Thomas Jefferson in 1776 in the United States Declaration of Independence, that all men are created equal.
'From my sexual experiences and personal research, let it be known that not all men are created equal. Indeed not.'
# # #
Unembarrassed, and unashamed to admit, looking ten-years younger than my age, I'm a fifty-three-year-old woman who is always horny and sexually frustrated. With my big nipples always erect, and my pussy continually wet, I'm a whore who is always aroused with desire and ready for sex. My biggest passion is not eating, drinking, reading, or watching television, it's sex.
I could have been a nudist. I love walking around in my bra and panties, topless, and/or naked as much as I love having sex. Having opened my front door in all manner of undress, every man that I know has seen me in my short, sheer, and low-cut sexy nightgowns, in my bra and panties, topless, and/or even naked. Shocking and sexually exciting them, I love exposing myself to unsuspecting men from my friends and family to the delivery man, mailman, Amazon, UPS, and FedEx men.
A stupid organization and my biggest mistake, a complete waste of my time, I joined SAA, Sex Addicts Anonymous. I don't know what I was thinking after I attended my first and only meeting. Staying true to myself, not believing that there's anything wrong with being a whore, with SAA meetings not a help to me, and with them trying to brainwash me, I'm still a whore. When I love myself for being a slut, why would I want to change who I am and all that I do?
I love being a whore. I love being a slut. Now that I've come to terms with my sexual proclivities, I'm always ready for sexual action. I'm proud of continually leaving my mouth open, my legs spread, and bending at the waist with my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy exposed. Hoping not to catch flies, I want to catch cocks.
Starting our own union, setting us apart from all of the dyed blonde bimbos who believe that they're whores when they're not, all of us whores should unite and start a whore movement. Why not? Whether dyed or natural, truly, it's not blondes that have the most fun, even though I am a natural blonde, whatever their hair color, it's whores who have the most fun. Now that we're older and no longer able to get pregnant, let's have some real fun and have sex until we can no longer have sex.
# # #
When I'm elderly and must go into a nursing home, I imagined sneaking into the men's room and writing my message on their bathroom wall. I visualize writing my name and room number.
'For a good time, as long as you can still get and maintain an erection, go to Susan's room, 206.'


In the way that men hold up signs at car races that read, 'Show us your tits!' and women do show their naked breasts. Women should hold up signs wherever men gather in a huge crowd. 'Show us your pricks!'
In the way women readily lift their tops and their bras to expose their naked breasts to horny men at Mardi Gras for beads, I wonder how many men would unbutton and unzip themselves to show us their naked, erect pricks for beads at Mardi Gras.
# # #
My friend, Wendy Warren of WickedWhoreWriter fame on Literotica, wrote a story that many women over fifty-years-old are whores. She's right. With her a whore, and more than fifty-years-old, and having all of us as her closest friends, she should know.
It's true. Many women over fifty-years-old are, indeed, whores. She didn't write a fictional story about many women over the age of fifty being whores, she wrote about herself and many other women over fifty that she knew who are whores. Indeed, she wrote a true story instead of a fictional one.
Why are so many women over fifty-years-old whores? They're needy. Men no longer pay them any attention. They no longer compliment them on their clothes, their hair, and/or on their perfume. As if they're invisible, men ignore them while paying all of their attention to younger, prettier, and sexier women.
Bear with me. Let's do a test. Close your eyes and imagine how many times that you've masturbated after having seen anything of any or all of the below mentioned women. Whether seeing them in the sheer and sexy nightgowns, up skirt peeks of their panties, and down blouse views of their cleavage and bras, topless, and/or naked, think about them now as you would when stroking yourself over them.
Wendy wrote that whether it's your mom, stepmom, sister, stepsister, aunt, cousin, mother-in-law, sister-in-law, grandmother, neighbor, friend, co-worker, or Sister Mary Elizabeth, no matter who she is, she wrote that many women over fifty-years-old are whores. All that it takes for any woman that age, or all of the above-mentioned women to sexually seduce you is for them to flash you up skirt peeks of their panties, and/or down blouse views of their cleavages and bras. Or to give you up nightgown peeks of their naked pussies or of their naked breasts and erect nipples in down nightgown views.
Returning the favor, believe me or not but all that it takes to sexually seduce many of these older women is to get them alone and dick flash them. Seriously. I kid you not. They would love to see your naked, erect prick. Instead of being embarrassed or ashamed, they'd be sexually aroused. They'd reach out their hands and stroke you. They'd move to their knees and suck you.
# # #
The hidden secret that all women keep, especially women over the age of fifty is that they are emotionally weak in the knees and sexually vulnerable when seeing a naked, erect cock. When their husbands are diabetic, morbidly obese, and/or drunks, no longer able to get and maintain erections, these men are no longer interested in sex. Their wives are the ones who pay the price of having to remain faithful to them while no longer receiving orgasms.
Trust me. I know. It's true. Just as many younger men are suckers for older women, many older women would love to have sex with younger men. Women over fifty-years-old are suckers for erect, naked cocks no matter how young the men are, as long as they're over eighteen-years-old.
That's it. Believe me or not but all that younger men need to do to sexually seduce many of these older and horny, sexually frustrated women, is to show them their naked, erect pricks. So as for them to not think that you're perversely perverted by exposing yourself to them, is to make your dick flash appear accidental and unintentional.
Trust me. Believe me or not, they won't look away in shame, embarrassment, and disdain. Instead, they will not only look but they will stare.
"Oh, my God, sister" he said when his towel fell as soon as he opened the front door! "Please don't look at my naked penis, Sister Mary Elizabeth. I didn't know you were coming to collect my donation for the Catholic charities. I'm not dressed to receive company. I'm so sorry. God forgive me. I'm so embarrassed."
As if kneeling to pray, the fifty-year-old good sister anointed herself, moved to her knees, and looked to the ceiling.
"Embarrassed," she said with a laugh. "Don't be. You should be proud. You have a beautiful penis, my son. Thank you for showing it to me," she said.
She anointed herself and bowed her head as if to pray.
"Thank you, Jesus, for this blessing," she said.
Then, shocking him as much as she sexually excited him, she took his erect penis in her holy hand to stroke him before taking him in her religious mouth to suck him.
"Cum. Cum, my child. Cum in my mouth as if giving me the sacred host and giving me communion.
# # #
Whether dropping your towel in front of them, allowing your erect penis to push itself out of your pajama pee hole, or allowing them to catch you jerking off, women will not only look but also, they will stare. They want to see your naked, erect prick as much as you want to expose your naked, erect prick. Again, especially women over fifty-years-old, instead of looking away in embarrassment and in shame, not believing their horny eyes, testing your hardness, some may reach out their manicured fingertips to touch your cock.
Shocking you, some may take you in their hand to stroke you. Some may move to their knees to suck you. Some may remove all of their clothes and take you to bed to fuck you. All you need to do to score with women that age is to dick flash them. That's all that it takes.
So as not to get arrested, only dick flash women within the confines of your house instead of dick flashing strangers outside. If only to test the water, I dare you to expose yourself to older women of your affection while making your dick flash appear accidental or unintentional. I double dare you to expose your naked, erect prick to older women who you'd love to kiss them, make out with them, feel them through her clothes, undress them, strip them naked, and fuck them. Do it. Just do it.
No matter your connection or relationship to them, showing you the wicked whores that they are, many will want to have forbidden sex with you as much as you want to have forbidden sex with them. Take a moment and close your eyes. Now, think of someone who you'd love to dick flash. Imagine her reaction to her seeing your naked, erect prick.
Unbeknownst to you, until you deliberately dick flashed her while making your exposure appear unintentional, imagine her not only looking but staring. Envision her stepping closer and taking you in her hand to stroke you, before moving to her knees to take you in her mouth to suck you. After only dick flashing her, again, unbeknown to you, imagine her taking you to bed to fuck you. Seriously, all you need to do is to show them your big dick.
# # #
I'm an exhibitionist, as are many older women. Something you may not have known, think about it. How many older women have flashed you their bras and cleavages in down blouse views or their panties in up skirt peeks?
Wanting you to not only look but also stare at all that they were showing and all that you are seeing, they are as much whores as you are perverts. As do most women, especially many older women, we get off on sexually teasing men. We love showing unsuspecting men all that they love seeing our panties, our bras, our naked breasts, our naked pussies, and/or our naked asses.
With men thinking that they're lucky by being at the right place and at the right time to see all that they shouldn't see of us, if only they knew that all of our flashes are deliberately planned in advance. If only they knew that we had deliberately flashed them while making our flashes appear accidental or unintentional, what would they think? What would they say? What would they do?
Alas, no matter who the women are, they'll look. They'll stare. Then, regretting their missed opportunity, they wished they had said something or did something to try their luck at having sex with them.
# # #
While my son, Peter, stood in my open bathroom doorway while I let out the steam after taking my shower. I stood in front of the mirror with a towel wrapped around her naked body. Holding a hairbrush in my right hand, I held a hair dryer in my left hand. Too busy drying while brushing my hair, I didn't pay attention to my towel slowly falling to my waist before falling to my feet.
Once naked, I took her time in turning off the hair dryer, putting down my brush, reaching for my towel by bending at the waist to cover my nakedness. While flashing Peter my naked body, I made my nudity appear accidental and not deliberate. No doubt, ready to masturbate later over seeing his mother naked, he not only looked but also, he stared.
Unbeknownst to her son, I waited for him to respond by stepping closer to take her naked breasts in his horny hands to touch them, feel them, and fondled them while fingering and sucking my nipples. I expected him not only to stare but to touch and feel her naked body. With me taking the first step, and with him regretting not doing so, that was his chance to have sex with his fifty-three-year- old mother.
Think about it. With you believing that their naked flashes were accidental, how many times of the above listed women have you seen without their clothes? Thinking that you are at the right place and at the right time, with you believing that they are modestly moral and they would never flash you, their nakedness was preplanned and predetermined.
# # #
Returning the favor of my exhibitionism with his exhibitionism, after he took his shower, he came into the living room only wearing a towel. While I sat on the couch, he stood in front of me.
"Mom," he said. "Could you show me how to tie my towel? My towel always comes undone."
Making me cross eyed, I stared at his big bulge that tented his towel.
"Come closer, Peter," I said.
I reached out my horny hands and untied his towel. Instead of immediately tying it, I opened wide to stare at his naked, erect prick.
"Oh, my, Peter. You have a big prick. You're going to make some woman very happy," I said.
Again, instead of tying his towel, I reached my hand and wrapped my long, manicured fingers around his stiff prick. I squeezed his cock while slowly stroking him.
"You're so hard," I said.
He stared down at my hand, stroking him stunned.
"That feels so good, mom," he said.
With me the cocksucking whore that I am, I removed my nightgown straps from my shoulders. Then, I removed my arms from my nightgown straps. I allowed the bodice of my nightgown to fall to my waist.
I exposed my naked breasts to my son, again.
"Feel mommy's breasts. Fondle them while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples. I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered while stroking and sucking cock," I said.
I stroked him faster. I stroked him harder. Determined for him to cum, I leaned forward and took him in my mouth.
I blew my son. I sucked his cock. I allowed him to cum in my mouth and I swallowed his cum.
From that day forward, my twenty-five-year-old son, Peter, slept in my bed. He made love to me every morning. He fucked me every night. In between, I sucked his cock and he ate my pussy.
When I told my sister, my mother, and my friends that I was having incestuous sex with my son, they all had sex with him, too. The family who has sex together, stays together.
The End
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The Boss of the World's Richest Men
BRAD, boss of the world's richest men, all answer to him.
Something that is kept hidden from the general public that only ten men know, I'm the secret boss of ten of the world's richest men. My name is BRAD just BRAD. Four letters, three continents, one vowel, and one syllable. I legally changed my name to BRAD without a last name.
With a combined worth over three trillion dollars, Elon Musk, Larry Ellison, Sergey Brin, Jeff Bezos, Michael Dell, Mark Zuckerberg, Jensen Huang, Bernard Arnoult and family, Warren Buffet, Arancino Ortega, and Rob Walton, and family are the ten wealthiest men in the world.
# # #
Considered good looking with raven, black hair that contrasted with my bright, blue eyes, I'm a 22-year-old, 6' 4" virgin. I graduated college ten-years ago, at twelve-years-old. Not interested in sex, having a sexual relationship, getting married, nor having children, even today, ignoring all opportunities to get laid, I don't have time for such boring and mundane sexual things. Too young to attend dorm, frat parties, or go on Spring break, for two years until I graduated college with a perfect score, I remained alone in my dorm room reading and studying.
Instead, removed from the general population of other students who didn't even know that I existed, not attending public classes with other students, I was privately tutored by the brightest minds. I had private classes by top professors with five other students who were nearly as smart as me.
Located on a private floor that required a key for the elevator, I stayed in my room reading and studying while everyone else partied. Given my own private security team, when I wasn't in class, keeping to myself, I was alone in my room, or in the library. Fun to me was reading dozens of books every week.
Born and blessed with a huge brain, I could read and write when I was two-years-old. I could do advanced calculus at the age of five-years-old. I could play classical piano at seven-years-old, and wrote my own symphonies. Not even having to take lessons, having perfect pitch, I could sing and play all musical instruments. I graduated high school at nine-years-old. I graduated college at twelve-years-old.
Not needing advanced degrees, there was nothing that any of my professors could teach me. I was brighter than them all. Instead of wasting time watching television or playing boring video games, I read and I studied.
# # #
Having an eidetic, photographic mind with total recall, I read everything. I sped read four or five books a day, every day, and easily memorize all that I've read. Even though I never studied them, after just hearing them once, I could write, read, and fluently speak all languages and dialects.
As if I'm a traveler from another galaxy and/or dimension, an alien from out of space, I've sped read every book of literature. I've memorized every poem. I've read every technical book regarding physics, aeronautical engineering, and rocket science. I've written several scholarly books on each subject that are used in universities.
Not having to attend law school, I devoted a month to read and memorize every law book, scrolled through and memorized every case file. I not only earned my Juris Doctor degree, but also, I passed the bar on the same day. Without being drugged by some unknown formula, born with a super human brain, I was the male version of Lucy, in the movie by the same name, played by Scarlett Johansson.
I read and memorized all that I could find on physics, aeronautical engineering, and rocket science. I'm more knowledgeable than anyone possessing a PhD in all fields of study. They all consult with me to answer their questions and solve their problems.
Unbelievably but understandably, because I could, I was warned by medical researchers not to try and cure cancer, arthritis, and diabetes. A dangerous proposition, I was told not to bother improving pain medication. With them making too much of a profit on selling drugs, that big pharma erroneously called medicine, while making my death appear accidental, or deeming it a suicide, I was warned that big pharma would arrange to have me killed.
# # #
I have an unmeasurable brain that's estimated to be well over the intelligence quotient of 300. As an example of my unparalleled genius, Ken Jennings of Jeopardy has an IQ of 185, far below my IQ. Just to illustrate the power of my big brain, idiots compared to me, Stephen Hawking, Albert Einstein, and, surprisingly, Matt Damon all have meager IQs of 160.
YoungHoon Kim of South Korea has an IQ of 276, verified by the Giga Society and World Genius Directory. He serves as an intelligence specialist and advisor, and has perfect scores on high-range intelligence tests. Marnen Laibow-Koser, a musical composer and prodigy has an IQ of 268. Ainan Celeste Cawley, a child prodigy with talents across multiple fields, has an IQ of 263. Terrence Tao of Australia-American winner of the Fields medal in Mathematics has an IQ of 230. Marilyn vos Savant of Ask Marilyn has an IQ of 228. Christopher Hirata, astrophysicist who joined NASA at 16, has an IQ of 225.
Other notable people throughout history with extremely high IQs, William James Sidis with an estimated IQ of 250 to 300. He entered Harvard University at age eleven-years-old. Carl Friedrich Gauss, estimated to have an IQ up to 300, was a world-renowned mathematician. Nikola Tesla, inventor and engineer, had an IQ as high as 310.
Leonardo da Vinci had a modest IQ of 180 to 220 famous for renaissance polymath. He had and made groundbreaking scientific discoveries and inventions. Way beyond his time, he made findings of visionary inventions. He invented ornithopters, helical air screw, parachute, self-supporting bridge, giant crossbow, armored fighting vehicle, equestrian sculpture, diving suits, the robot, and a mechanical lion.
Even though he was, indeed, a genius, his superior intelligence didn't compare to mine. He was also celebrated for his masterpieces in painting, most notably, the Mona Lisa, and the Last Supper. The Mona Lisa is estimated to be worth one-billion-dollars. The Last Supper, which can never be sold, is worth 1 to 3-billion-dollars. I have no interest in painting.
# # #
Instead of wasting my time thinking about women, not taking advantage of women, I took advantage of earning the best education that I could get. When I wasn't studying, I was reading. Growing up in Boston, I attended the best university in the world, The Massachusetts Institute of Technology, in Cambridge, Massachusetts, four miles from Boston.
Instead of having to take my valuable time applying to colleges and universities, already aware of who I was, colleges and universities the world over solicited me. MIT gave me a full-scholarship that included food and special housing. Never having to pay out-of-pocket for a book, a sweatshirt, a hat, a T-shirt, a jacket, or a banner, supplying me with a cell phone and a laptop computer, it was all free. They even gave me a stipend of money to buy whatever else I wanted and needed.
Away from the fray, no doubt because I was so young, they gave me a private dorm room, a small apartment actually, with a bathroom and kitchenette. Something unheard of, one of their billionaire donors, an alum of MIT, gave my mother a monthly income for me to study there. They hoped to secure and enhance my education to benefit them in the near future and, indeed, I did.
More than a bit of a nerd, when I'm not reading, I'm studying. Good to my body, I don't drink nor smoke. An utter waste of my valuable time, I have no bad habits. Instead, having mastered martial arts, Karate, Taekwondo, Judo, and Aikido just by reading and studying about it, I have third degree black belts in all four while never going to a dojo.
When I'm not reading, I'm exercising, practicing martial arts, and powerlifting. As boring as I am clueless, too busy, even though my dad had a fondness for strippers, not gay, I have no interest in porn, in sex, nor in women. Mind over matter, the only thing that matters to me is how I can continue to improve and develop my mind. I needed a woman to be bright enough to hold my interest and maintain her side of her conversation with me. Otherwise, I'm not interested in her wasting my valuable time.
# # #
After graduating from MIT with a master's in engineering, I'm still living with my thirty-four-year-old mother, Elizabeth, in my old room. I needed to be sixteen-year-old to get a work permit, too young to work, I didn't have to find a job. After learning about my one-of-a-kind special talents, unbelievably, dozens of billionaires called me, emailed me, wrote to me, or visited me at my house.
They paid me extraordinary, exorbitant, and embarrassing amounts of money to merely answer their questions or solve their problems. Not having to think very long about their dilemmas, answering and solving their issues one-by-one, I spent my days answering questions, problem solving complex riddles, and quickly giving them results.
My real talent is inventing things or improving on things already invented. With the help of my billionaire friends, and with them paying all of the attorney fees for a percentage of the profits from my patents, I already hold dozens of patent rights to my inventions and/or improvements.
# # #
An address more convenient for them, they moved me, my mom, my thirty-one-year-old aunt, Veronica, and my fifty-eight-year-old grandmother, Vivianna, to Manhattan, New York. My billionaire benefactor, Elon Musk, bought me a two floor two-hundred-fifty-million-dollar, 24,000 square foot penthouse condo at 220 Central Park South, Billionaires' Row. Earning my fee, after analyzing the stock market for a day, I earned them a trillion dollars between my ten-billionaire patrons. Making sense of the complex stock and commodity markets, I earned myself one-hundred-billion-dollars within a couple hours of concerted thought.
Even though I earned my degree in computer science and my master's degree in engineering at fourteen-years-old, I graduated Summa Cum Laude from MIT with a perfect score. Truth be told, attending the university was useless. I already knew more than what my college professors thought they could teach me.
Whatever I didn't know, I knew where and how to find it. Better off reading it myself, instead of wasting my time with the interpretation of others, they were always wrong and I was always right. That's when I decided to rewrite all of their college manuals.
With her being a multi-millionaire because of me, my mom no longer needed to work after my billionaire employers added her to their payrolls. She divorced my father years ago. He had been cheating on her with two strippers named Tiffany, and her identical twin sister, Crystal. Once divorced from my mother, he married Tiffany, and they lived together with Crystal.
Connected to them at the hip, at the cock, or at the pussy, they're a threesome. They moved across the country to Vegas. Good luck, goodbye, and good riddance to them.
# # #
Literally surrounded by half a dozen computers, not allowed to go out alone, I never leave my condo without my security team. I have a driver, and two bodyguards who accompany me everywhere I go. They even go with me to the men's room.
Both are well paid, two-hundred-fifty-thousand a year, ex-Navy Seals. They are 6' 8" 300 pound behemoths that you'd never want to meet in a dark alley. Armed and dangerous, they're specialists in hand-to-hand combat, and in every sort of weapon.
I love cars. Only, even though I can afford to buy any car, I'm not allowed to drive. Instead of buying a Pagani, a Bugatti, a Ferrari, a Lamborghini, an Aston Martin, or a McLaren, with my benefactors fearing that I'd kill myself, I have my ex-Navy Seal driver.
Instead, I bought a bulletproof and bomb proof 6.6 twin-turbo V-12 Rolls Royce limousine making 623 horsepower and 664-pound feet of torque, in my favorite color, Forest Green with dark brown interior. My only toy, provided for me by my billionaire benefactor, the customized automobile cost him 1.6 million-dollars. I bought a duplicate Rolls but in China blue with red interior. I love my Rolls Royce's. They are so comfortable.
# # #
I've never interested in women until I met Veronica. She's Elon Musk's executive, personal assistant. At 6' tall and 6' 3" tall with high heels, she is quite the sight to behold. She has long, lush, raven, blue-black hair, and contrasting, deep, bright blue eyes, big breasts, a tight ass, and long, shapely legs. With us having the same hair and eye color, and with us being so tall, we look like brother and sister, fraternal twins.
She holds a bachelor's degree in English from Northeastern University and an MFA; masters of fine arts from Berkeley College in Boston. She also has a bachelor degree from the Rhode Island School of Design in interior design.
She enjoys writing fiction and has published a dozen, creative novels. With her able to engage me in conversation and keep me interested in continuing to talk to her, Veronica has a 220 IQ. Trying to fix me up with someone for them to help me lose my cherry, Musk set me up with her.
# # #
A very expensive Italian and French restaurant, she made reservations at the Bustronome restaurant on 58th street in New York. With three bottles of expensive French wine, more than most people earn in three months, our bill without tip totaled several thousand dollars. She invited me out to dinner.
Instead of us dining alone, she invited her three best friends to dine with us. They were all ex-Sports Illustrated models. All great looking women, one was better looking than the other. Christian Goff, married to Jared Goff, the Detroit Lions quarterback, Penny Lane, linked to actor Gerard Butler, and Gabby Thomas engaged but not yet married. Veronica wanted to see what type of women that sexually attracted me.
With me tall, 6' 4" tall, she invited her three friends that were 5' 9" tall to 6' tall. By meeting different types of women, all beautiful in their own way, with them all having sexy and shapely bodies, she wanted to know if breast size was important to me. Veronica has 34 double D cup breasts. Penny Lane has 34 G cup breasts, Christian Goff has D cup breasts, and Gabby Thomas is a black three gold medal Olympian, who won gold medals in the 200-meter, the 100-meter relay, and in the 400-meter relay. She has A cup breasts and is very beautiful.
Of course, with Veronica the most beautiful woman there, love at first sight, tongue tied, something that's never happened to me, I lost my ability to speak. Undressing her with my eyes, I stared at her as if she was naked, when she was fully clothed. I admitted to my closest associates that I never a woman more beautiful and intelligent than Veronica.
'Indeed, she was the perfect woman for me,' I thought.
# # #
With Elon arranging for my family, my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother, to take a month-long cruise, he arranged for me to be alone with Veronica. With me still a Twenty-two-year-old virgin and with her a sexually experienced, twenty-five-year-old woman, not even having to ply me with alcohol, I don't drink or take drugs, she sexually seduced me. For the month that we were together, making me the happiest man alive, taking my mind off other things, we had sex every day, twice a day.
She stayed with me at my Manhattan condo. She slept with me in my bed. I made love to her every morning, and we fucked every night. In between, I ate her pussy and she sucked my cock. I never knew how much I was missing by living a life without a woman and without sex until I had sex with Veronica, the love of my life.
My first time with her, and the first time kissing a woman, French kissing a woman, and making out with her, I kissed her. She parted my lips with her tongue. We made out while she allowed me to explore her beautiful body and feel her through her clothes. Then, slowly undressing her, I stripped her firm and shapely body naked.
Not wasting my time, not wanting her to get away, I proposed to her. I gave her a 6-karat, pink diamond ring. I loved her. I truly loved her. I can't wait to marry her and have children with her.
The End
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Navy SEAL Helps Homeless Woman, #01
Navy SEAL comes to the rescue of a helpless homeless woman.
Author's Note:
This is a Non-Consent/Reluctance story. There is no rape in this story.
All characters portrayed in this story are over 21-years-old. There are no minors under the age of 18-years-old in this story. There are no sexual references to anyone under the age of 21-years-old.
Author's Note Two:
Navy Seal and Homeless Woman is a rewrite of the story that I wrote two-years-ago in June of 2023. The original story was written under my BostonFictionWriter account as Bag Lady and the Retired Marine back on November 30th, 2012.
The story told the story after I divorced my husband, and moved from Boston, Ma. to Hershey, Pa. to live with my mother in a basement apartment across from the Susquehanna River.
Then, on 9/11/11, Susquehanna River experienced the 100-year flood. The banks overflowed 30' over flood stage. We lost everything.
My ex-stripper, ex-prostitute, whore of a mother, Natalie, Nasty Natty, took off with the FEMA man. I walked the streets homeless from September 2011 until February 2012. I slept in a shelter and ate at a mission until an elderly Mennonite woman offered me her spare bedroom.
I turned from a squatter to become her home healthcare provider. Fifteen-years later, I still live with her. Only because she's a Mennonite a step above Amish or Quaker, she doesn't allow me to have a cell phone or a camera.
# # #
Navy SEAL Saves Homeless Woman, #01
Susan laid curled in a ball with her knees up shivering in the corner of the doorway protected from the wind behind a dirty, trash filled dumpster. Even though it wasn't that cold yet, maybe from her not eating enough food, she was freezing. She was shivering. With her living outside without a blanket to keep her warm, especially at night, when she wasn't walking to keep herself warm, she was always cold.
While rubbing her shoulders, she wrapped her arms around herself and shivered while remembering that she was hungry. She hadn't had anything to eat since yesterday afternoon at the shelter. She heard a noise that had awakened her and now, with her on alert, she couldn't go back to sleep. Instead, she listened to the sounds of the city imagined and/or real.
No longer having a watch. She sold that for ten-dollars to buy food. She wondered what time it was.
The bars must have just closed. She heard people talking, laughing, and walking towards her. Someone was coming, but who? Trying to make herself invisible with cardboard positioned in front of her, hoping that no one would see her and bother her, she didn't want anyone to notice her hiding there.
She peeked through the space between the cardboard and the dumpster to see who was in her alley. Three, young men in their mid-twenties walked towards her talking and laughing. They looked harmless enough.
Most times, she remained silently motionless until people cutting through the alley walked by. Then, whenever hearing and/or spotting rats or roaches, she couldn't remain quiet and/or still. She hated rats as much as she hated roaches. The alley was infested with both.
She listened and waited to see if there'd be trouble. She was cold. She was hungry. She was shivering. Starting to get a caffeine withdrawal headache, she needed coffee.
She needed money for breakfast. She desperately needed a hot, black cup of coffee. She could get something to eat and a cup of coffee at the shelter but they wouldn't open for hours.
Always having second thoughts about approaching strangers, especially men, especially when there was more than one man together when she was so alone and so vulnerable in a deserted alley, yet, she was desperate for something to eat. She grabbed her empty coffee cup while hoping that they'd give her some spare change, enough to eat something. Trying not to startle them, she slowly stood and appeared from behind the dumpster.
# # #
Maybe, today was the start of a better day. Maybe, these three men were here to help her. Maybe, they were her answer to her prayers.
No longer morally modest, she'd give them a hand job for five-dollars. No longer embarrassed or ashamed, she'd show them her tits, allow them to fondle her naked breasts for ten-dollars, plenty enough to buy some food, and coffee and water to drink.
Giving her enough money for the day and to buy some deodorant, she'd blow them for fifteen-dollars. She'd stroke their cocks while sucking their pricks. She'd allow them to cum in her mouth. She'd even swallow their cum.
Trying to improve her dirty, homeless appearance, she flattened down her hair with both of her dirty hands. Hoping they'd take pity on her and give her a couple of dollars; she tried making herself look more presentable. Pinching her cheeks to add some color to her dirty face, she tried to make herself look less like a homeless bum.
"Spare change," she asked, holding up her empty cup and smiling just as they passed by her? "Help the homeless."
All she needed was another quarter to buy herself a cup of coffee at McDonald's in the morning. If she was fortunate enough to get another dollar, she could buy a burger, too, or an egg and sausage sandwich. Never thinking she'd be in this desperate position begging for spare change while sleeping in an alley, she couldn't go back to the shelter because of what happened to her the last time she was there. Her small suitcase of meager possessions was stolen while she was sleeping. They took her sweater and her jacket, too.
Better off and safer outdoors than she was inside of a shelter for the homeless, as long as the temperature wasn't so unbearably cold, she'd rather be sleeping here than to sleep there. Fearing the rats and the roaches more than she feared approaching men, nonetheless, sizing them up first, she was careful who she asked for money. The last thing that she wanted was to be sexually abused, raped, and/or murdered.
# # #
"I ain't got no spare change and if I did, I wouldn't give it to you, you lazy bum. Get a job," he said with anger.
Clearly thinking that she was a man instead of a woman, there weren't as many homeless women as there are homeless men. He laughed at her while making his two friends laugh with him too. Glad that they were leaving, she watched them walk away. She lowered her cup and after they passed her, as if a cat sleeping on a couch, she curled herself back in a tight ball and pulled some cardboard over her.
"Hey," said one man to his friend. "That's no dude. That's a broad. She has tits. She has big tits."
The second man looked at the first man.
"Seriously? She's a broad?"
The second man stopped and turned around to look back at her.
"She does have big tits. I can see them from here," he said.
The first man laughed.
"Yeah, when we walk back, look at her tits. She has tits, big ones. I saw them when she stuck out her hand for money," he said.
The three men turned around and walked back over to her. Towering over her and with the dumpster to the side of her and the brick wall behind her blocking her escape, they surrounded her as if they were prison guards looking down at a frightened inmate. No longer feeling hungry, she felt scared. Three men against her, they could easily overpower her, hold her arms, strip her naked, and rape her.
"If I give you my hard-earned money," said the first man laughing. "What are you going to give me?"
Staring at the big impressions that her big breasts made in her blouse, he gave her a not-so-subtle hint what he wanted and expected her to do by grabbing at his crotch.
"Do for you," asked Susan? "I can't do anything for you. I'm helpless. I'm homeless. I have nothing that I can give you."
She looked up at him as if she was in a daze and had been awakened from her dream. It was late, sometime after 1 in the morning. She was tired. She was thirsty. She was hungry. Now that she was awake, she remembered how hungry she was before falling asleep earlier last night.
"What I'd do for you is to thank you profusely for helping me to get something to eat," she said, holding up her cup again. "I'll say a prayer of thanks for you."
# # #
He laughed again.
"That's not the kind of gratitude that I'm looking to receive for helping a big, breasted woman in need," he said. "I don't need your prayers."
While undressing her with his eyes, he pointed to her big breasts.
"What say you give us a look and a feel of those big tits," said the second man. "Then maybe we'll think about giving you some money."
The second man slapped the first man a high five.
"Yeah, I'll give you a dollar for showing me your big tits and another dollar for giving me a feel of your big tits," said the third man.
The third man laughed.
"Maybe I'll even give you five dollars for sucking my cock and allowing me to cum in your mouth, that is, as long as you swallow and don't spit it out," said the second man.
He unzipped his pants, pulled out his flaccid prick, and stroked himself in front of her.
"No, I can't do that," said Susan, shaking her head.
She clutched her shirt around her breasts as if she was clutching herself to protect her purse from being stolen. Only she didn't have a purse, she lost that in the flood. She didn't have anything except for the clothes on her back, a bag of cans she collected, and a small, plastic bag with some personal things. She had a toothbrush, toothpaste, hair brush, a roll of toilet paper, a clean pair of socks, panties, a bra, and some sanitary pads that she stole from the ladies' restroom.
# # #
"Please, I beg you. I really could use a cup of coffee. All I need is another quarter," she said pleading with them to help her.
The first man laughed again.
"I done told you already. I'll give you a dollar if you flash me those big boobs," he said, insisting again that she show them her naked breasts. "I'll give you another dollar for giving me a feel of your big, naked tits."
The second man unzipped himself and pulled out his flaccid prick, too. He stroked himself while staring at the impressions of Susan's big breasts behind her shirt.
"We'll give you five dollars each to suck our cocks," said the second man while stroking himself to an erection.
"No, sorry. Never mind," she said, turning away from them. "I can't do that. I'm old enough to be your mother," said Susan with a sad and nervous, little laugh.
She hoped that, if they weren't going to help her, that they'd just go away and leave her alone.
"That's okay," said the third man. "I like older women as much as I like big, breasted women. My mom flashes me her tits and gives me a feel of her naked breasts from time to time, especially when I give her some weed," he said. "She's even blown me when I gave her some cocaine."
His friends laughed.
"Pervert," said one of his friends. "You felt up your mother?"
He laughed, too.
"You'd feel her up too, if you had a mother as hot as my mom," he said in defense of his incestuous actions.
# # #
Undressing her with their eyes, the three men stared at Susan as if she was already naked.
"What if you suck my cock for ten dollars," asked the third man unzipping himself?
In the way that the first man and the second man did, the third man reached his hand inside his pants, and pulled out his flaccid cock. He stroked himself to an erection. All three men stood facing Susan with their erect pricks in their hands while stroking themselves to bigger and harder erections.
"Go away before I scream. I mean it," said Susan. "I'm not kidding. I'll scream."
The first man laughed again.
"Go ahead and scream, lady. Everyone screams all the time in this neighborhood," he said laughing while screaming at the top of his lungs. "Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Se? No one gives a shit about you and your big tits but us."
Then, when the first man reached for her, she pushed him away. Following the actions of his friend, the second man grabbed for her and, while holding her arms, he pushed back against the brick wall. The third man reached to feel her breasts through her shirt but she freed one of her arms to slap his hand away before he could touch her blouse and bra, clad breasts.
"C'mon lady, give it up. Who are you saving it for," said the first man with another laugh? "If you flash us your naked tits and give us a feel of them, we'll give you enough money for food."
He stepped forward and Susan reluctantly allowed him to feel her big breasts through her clothes.
"There. You felt my tits. Now, give me some money," she said.
# # #
The first man laughed.
"Not so fast, lady. Show me your tits. I want to see your naked tits," he said looking over at his friends. "We all want to see your naked tits."
Reluctantly, she lifted her blouse to show them her naked breasts. As embarrassed as she felt ashamed, she had never done anything like this for so little money. Only, she was desperate for coffee, water, and food. Not allowing them to touch and feel her naked breasts, she quickly pulled down her blouse. The second man grabbed her arm again but somehow she freed her arm from him and forcefully pushed him away.
"Stop it," she said louder!"
She slapped his hand away again while taking a step back, but the brick wall was there. She looked around her for a weapon. She picked up a pipe that peeked out from beneath the dumpster and waved it at them.
"Get away from me! Don't touch me. I mean it! I showed you my tits, now give me money."
The first man laughed, yet, again.
"My hand felt some big ass titties through that shirt you're wearing. You're not even wearing a bra, you slut," he said laughing, yet, again. "I'd want to feel and fondle your big breasts before giving you any money."
He looked at his two friends.
"She's not wearing a bra? Lemme have a feel," said the second man.
# # #
The second man stepped closer for a feel of Susan's big tits. With her arms now free, she slapped his hand away hard. Now with him too close to her for her to really haul back to whack him a good one, he stepped even closer. When he did, she slapped him hard across the face while threatening him with the pipe.
Only he was more focused on feeling her big tits than he was on being slapped across his face. He reached out with both of his horny hands and grabbed two, full handfuls of her big boobs. Then, when he ripped open her shirt to expose her big, naked, D cup breasts, she dropped the pipe.
When she grabbed at her shirt to close it and to button it, the third man grabbed her from behind and grabbed both of her wrists. He pulled her arms behind her back while the first man pulled her blouse open again. He had a good, long look and an uninterrupted feel of her big boobs.
"Let go of me," she screamed.
She squirmed, turned, twisted, and pulled while the man touched, fondled, felt, and caressed her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
The second man had his wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts while the third man still held her arms behind her back.
"Wow! Look at the tits on her. They're amazing. They're so big and so firm," said the second man laughing. "She has the best tits that I've ever seen. She has bigger tits than my mother."
He leaned down to take her big nipples in his mouth. As if he had never sucked a tit before, he continued sucking Susan's big tits. Helpless to stop him from sucking on her erect nipples while fondling her breasts, the third man held her arms behind her back.
"Mama's got some big, milk jugs," said the second man after having his wicked, sexual way with her naked breasts.
The third man let go of her arms to take his turn feeling Susan's naked breasts.
"Give me a feel of those tits, baby," said the third man.
All three men stared at her naked breasts.
"She has bigger and shapelier breasts than the stripper in the club," said the first man.
# # #
Immorally exposed, she pulled away from the second man who had held her arms behind her back and no longer held her arms to grope her naked breasts. She turned, and launched herself at the second man who touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts. As if she was Iron Mike Tyson charging across the ring at Leon Spinks, with a perfect textbook combination, she hit him hard with a straight, right hand to the nose and a left uppercut to the chin. The combination of quick, hard punches lifted his head up and back against the brick wall, and knocked him down on his ass.
In one quick pull, the third man, still positioned behind her and against the brick wall, pulled down her sweatpants to her knees while laughing. He exposed her naked ass and her blonde, bushy pussy. With her pants down to her ankles, Susan was nearly stripped naked.
"Look! She's not wearing any underwear. Her ass and pussy are right there," he said laughing. "We should push her up against the brick wall, bend her forward, and fuck her."
When Susan bent at the waist to retrieve her pants, she exposed her naked ass and the back of her naked blonde, bushy pussy to the one who pulled down her pants. Not wanting to miss his sexual opportunity to grope her ass and her pussy, he grabbed two handfuls of her naked ass before sticking his hand between her legs to cup her untrimmed, bushy, blonde pussy. He rub her clit and finger fucked her pussy before Susan was able to squirm away.
# # #
"Oh, my God! How dare you! What's wrong with you? You filthy pigs! You fucking animals! Get the fuck away from me," she said screaming at them.
Fighting them off as best as she could, she kicked them, and she punched them while swinging wildly, and throwing anything at them that she could find to throw at them in the alley.
Then, when she reached down to try and pull up her pants again, the first man pushed her down on the dirty ground. Now with her legs spread as if a beetle on its back, all three men had a good look at her naked tits and her exposed, naked pussy. While she was still down on the ground and trying to get up, the second man straddled her. Ready to impale her mouth with his stiff prick, he held his cock in his hand while Susan struggled to stand.
"Suck my cock Mommy. Blow me! I need to cum in your homeless mouth while feeling those massive tits," said the first man.
He laughed while turning to look at his friends standing behind him with their naked, erect cocks pulled out of their pants and at the ready. All three men were ready to have sex with a homeless woman. All three men were ready to have her blow them. All three men were ready to gangbang Susan.
"I'm next," said the third man.
The second man laughed.
"I don't mind. I'll take sloppy thirds," said the second man with a shrug while laughing.
# # #
Then, when the second man pulled her up by her hair to stick his cock in her mouth, with a devastating punch to his balls, she bent him over in pain. She quickly pulled up her pants as she stood while quickly buttoning her blouse. Trying their best to overpower her, the other two were at her kicking her and punching her.
Stuck in the corner in the way of Mohammad Ali doing his rope-a-dope, she protected her face while blocking their punches with her forearms and kicking back with her legs. With them punching and kicking the dumpster or the wall instead of her, she used the protection of the dumpster and the backdrop of the brick wall behind her to her advantage. Even though she held her own, weak, and tired from not eating and with them much younger opponents, doomed to submit, there was just no way that she could defend herself against the three of them much longer.
Sadly, and tragically, it was only a matter of time before she'd be overwhelmed, overpowered, and dragged inside of a doorway to be raped, beaten, and maybe even murdered. Another senseless crime and a brutal murder, it was only a matter of time before she'd be just another homeless person found dead in an alley. With her no longer having any identification, she'd be nothing more than another unidentified victim, and a statistic on a police blotter.


"Get out of here! Leave me alone," she screamed. "Help! Help! Someone help me," she screamed louder! "Please! Call the police! Call 911! 911! Help! Help! Rape! Rape," she screamed at the top of her lungs. "Please, someone help me."
Exhausted from fighting them, she could no longer lift her arms to defend herself.
"Help! Help! Someone help me! Rape! Rape," she continued screaming as her last resort!
The three men mocked her while laughing at her.
"Help. Help. Rape. Rape. There ain't no one comin' to your rescue lady," said the first man.
He laughed, yet, again.
"There ain't no one gonna risk a bullet to help a bag lady," said the second man grabbing at his pocket as if he had a gun.
He wagged a finger at her precarious predicament.
"You're on your own baby. Ain't nobody comin' to your rescue," said the third man. "It's the three of us against you."
To be continued...
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Navy SEAL Helps Homeless Woman, #02
Navy SEAL comes to the rescue of a homeless woman.
# # #
No longer able to sleep through the night, Christopher was out walking again in the dead of night. He enjoyed walking at this hour because there weren't any people around to annoy him. One thing to know about Christopher, he hated noise, and he wasn't crazy about people. Except for his Navy SEAL, Army Ranger, Marine, Green Beret, and Delta Force buddies, he didn't care much for people.
Still suffering from Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, he just wanted the noise in his head to stop. Suffering from the worst case of Tinnitus, he wanted all noise to go away. He wanted everything and everyone to be quiet. With him not asking much, Christopher just wanted some peace and quiet. He just wanted to be left alone to aimlessly wander while walking and thinking.
As if the screams were meant for only him to hear, as if the distant screams of people were amplified and played through a speaker in his ears, the screams that he heard in the distance were deafening. Assaulting his senses, he just wanted them to stop. With him prepared to do whatever it took to stop the screaming, as if on a secret Navy SEAL mission, Christopher immediately came to action to stop the noise.
With the vision of a marching band and a parade, with him in his dress Navy blues, and with screams playing his Navy song, Anchors Aweigh, in the background, he was ready to do battle.
"Stand Navy out to sea, fight our battle cry!
We'll never change our course so vicious foes steer shy-y-y-y!
Roll out the TNT, anchors aweigh!
Sail onto victory, and sink their bones to Davy Jones, hooray!
Anchors Aweigh, my boys, Anchors Aweigh!
Farewell to Foreign Shores, we sail at break of day-ay-ay-ay;
Through our last night ashore, drink to the foam,
Until we meet once more, here's wishing you a happy voyage home!"
# # #
No matter how hard he tried with meditation, relaxation, and sleeping pills, not even trying to be quiet, there were four of them in an alley yelling, fighting, and making a lot of noise. From what he could discern from a distance, three of the screams were from three men and one woman. Whenever he approached anyone asking them to be quiet, with him 6'4" and 230 pounds, he usually didn't have to repeat himself to get his message across, especially whenever referring to himself in the third person.
Christopher hated noise, especially at this hour. With him hearing enough screaming in Iraq and Afghanistan, he hated hearing people screaming, especially when they were in pain after being shot. It was after hours and he was in the bad part of town where even the police didn't dare respond unless they had plenty of backup dogs, and were dressed in body armor, and protected themselves with shotguns, and riot gear.
Deemed 100% disabled, he's paid just under $4,000 a month, and is able to use the PX. Unable to sleep through the night, walking was his nightly routine since retiring from the Navy. As if he was deemed the security guard for the entire city, Christopher was out for his early morning walk again.
The night and the early morning hours were filled with all kinds of nocturnal wildlife. He couldn't count the number of skunks, bats, rats, opossums, owls, stray cats, dirty dogs, and unfaithful husbands and wives that he's seen when walking around this neighborhood during these odd hours. Accustomed to happening upon criminals committing crimes, he was able to stop them in tracks by just giving them a threatening look.
Never without his non-lethal weapons, his tools of his trade, brass knuckles, his cattle prod of a stun gun, his extra-large can of mace that he carried in his fanny pack wrapped around his waist. He also carried his Navy SEAL Mark 3 dive, fixed blade, survival knife, and his concealed license to carry, Sig Sauer P226 MK25 pistol. For most threats, he only needed his martial arts skilled hands and feet to subdue his adversary.
# # #
When people should be home sleeping, they, drunks, druggies, and/or prostitutes, they were out at all hours doing whatever. Once in a while, no doubt, homeless, he'd even see single mothers walking with their young, dirty children. Always stopping for them, he gave them a few dollars.
A world in motion there was always someone doing something, and at this hour, not much of it was legal. Yet, as if he was a professional Boy Scout, always prepared, if being a SEAL taught him anything, he was ready to confront anyone at any time for anything, especially for making noise. He just wanted everyone to be quiet.
Instead of walking with a purpose at his fast pace, he wished he could run. He loved running. Unfortunately, running attracted too much attention, especially when running at this hour through a residential neighborhood. With all the break-ins and home invasions, after surviving three wars and nine deployments, with his luck he'd be shot in the back while innocently running by someone's house.
With him as light footed as an American Indian, in the way of Jean Reno in The Professional, his enemy never heard or saw him coming. For someone as big as he was, he knew how to make himself invisible. Best he kept a low profile by lurking in the shadows in the way of a Ninja warrior hiding in plain sight before surprising its enemy. Always seeing someone before they saw him, if he didn't want someone to see him, they wouldn't. Using the element of surprise to his full advantage, the element of surprise kept him alive.
Usually, as long as he stayed off the main street, it was quiet at this hour of the early morning. This is the time that he enjoyed the most when being alone with his thoughts. He seldom had a problem or an altercation and if he did, an understatement, he could handle himself in any given situation. Yet, since he was unable to sleep, all that he wanted to do was walk while thinking and without anyone bothering him.
If he encountered a situation that he couldn't defend and defeat with his bare hands, he was armed and dangerous. Never without, and with him licensed to carry, instead of his Sig Sauer, he carried his trusty Glock 19 with an extra clip in his shoulder holster, and his Smith & Wesson in his ankle holster. In addition to his handguns, he carried a small but bright flashlight, an arsenal of nonlethal defense weapons.
Unfortunately, because of a main water leak, so as not to wade through flooded streets, he had to alter his direction. He turned and twisted his way without ever knowing the reasons why. As if his life was fated destiny to be at the right place at the right time, he had to take a detour. He walked down the main road for a couple of blocks before cutting back to the relative safety of a quiet, residential neighborhood.
# # #
Sometimes but not always referring to himself in the third person, understandably not always wrapped too tight after all he's been through, he experienced one if not all of the side effects of being in a war night and day. As if a resident in the One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest mental ward with Jack Nicholson as McMurphy and Louise Fletcher as Nurse Ratched, in the way that noise unnerved him and made him anxious, worth repeating, Christopher hated noise. Not having to be a loud noise but a steady and unrelenting noise went right through him as if he's being electrocuted.
No longer able to attend live concerts, he can't stand loud music. With him surveying the crowd in the way of a secret service agent, he hated crowds. In the way that they were in the middle east, everyone and anyone could be a hostile threat.
As if it's static noise, even people rudely, loudly, and obnoxiously talking on their cellphones at the bank in line ahead of him unnerved him. They assaulted his senses enough to make him leave the line. Noise made him nervous, restless, and jittery. Noise crumpled him in the way that men's fists couldn't.
Always ready to go on the attack, noise made him want to beat the crap out of the person creating the noise. Those talking obnoxiously too loudly on their cell phone made him want to grab their cell phone, throw it to the ground, and stomp on it with his regulation Navy tactical boots. Only, even though he thought of doing that, he would never do that. Psychological therapy for his PTSD has taught him to close his eyes, take a breath, and count to ten before killing anyone.
'Shut the fuck up,' he thought! 'Just shut the fuck up! Stop making noise,' he imagined shouting as he walked.
"Close your hole before I close it for you," he said, talking to himself while zeroing in on the noise and walking closer to it.
Those were the thoughts that ran through Christopher's mind in the way of a runaway freight train. Even though he'd never talk to someone like that, threaten them, and show them his hand, he'd just hit them to stop the noise. He had to stop the noise. No longer able to think, the noise cluttered his mind and made him anxious.
Running out of the house screaming with his hands over his ears, he'd never be good around a crying baby. That happened to him when he visited his sister after seeing combat action that he'd rather not remember. Never talking about all that he experienced, something that he'd never forget, the memories were attached to him as if they were red, raw, bleeding, and painful to the touch of his skin. Then, there were the nightmares with him waking up screaming in his sleep. With him awakening the whole house, he was better off being alone and walking alone.
Reliving memories in his nightly nightmares were bad enough. No matter how much psychological therapy he had, he'd have those horrible visions for the rest of his life. Back then, just before he retired, he was on leave for some much-needed R & R to get his head back on straight after being wounded again in a battle that killed all of his men but him. Questioning why he was the only one to make it home alive, wishing that he was dead too, surviving was not all that it's cracked up to be, especially when he was the last man standing.
# # #
Charging the enemy with an 85-pound,.50 caliber, machine gun in his hands, he did what he needed to do to save his men. No doubt, had there been a witness left to testify what he did to fight the enemy and to save his men, he'd be awarded the United States Congressional Medal of Honor. Only there were no witnesses left alive to tell of his heroism. All the witnesses to his actions were dead. Still, his commanding officer put in papers to give him another medal to pin on his chest, and that's when he retired.
No more medals. He didn't want any more medals. He didn't need any more medals to show everyone the killing machine that he was. He just wanted to be left alone. He just wanted the noise and the nightmares to stop. He just wanted some peace and quiet.
He didn't want a medal pinned on his chest to remind him that his men were all dead, that he was alive, and that he had killed so many people. More than he could even possibly wear, he already had more than enough medals, ribbons, and stripes on his uniform to decorate the uniforms of several men. He had no idea how many men he had single-handedly shot in that one battle but he killed a lot, enough to make everything go quiet.
He knew that it was quiet because he stood in the middle of his kill zone with two smoking FN Scar, special operations forces combat assault rifles, in each hand while listening. The only sound he heard was the eeriness of death. He wondered if the men he killed were in their version of Heaven with a thousand virgins. Because, with him surely alive and alone with his guilty conscience, endlessly bad memories playing over again in his mind with his nightly nightmares, and sleepless nights, left alive, and living here was his version of Hell.
When he returned home and visited his sister, she had a new born baby that never stopped crying. Too much noise with her two other kids running around her small apartment always yelling and fighting, he couldn't stay there. He gave her enough money to pay her rent and to buy food but he had to leave. He was forced to listen to too many suffering SEALS and Marines screaming in horrible pain after their limbs were blown off by an IED roadside bomb, an improvised explosive device, that maimed and killed so many of his good buddies.
# # #
Back then, the pencil pushers and bean counters gave soldiers vehicles without armored plating and supplied them with inferior guns that jammed. What were they thinking? No doubt, the defense contractors were thinking of all the money they'd make selling inferior armaments to the United States military.
Apparently, they didn't care that they were responsible for the deaths and injuries of so many Americans fighting another useless war for power, oil, and money. If it wasn't for Senators Ted Kennedy, John Kerry, and John McCain forcing Congress and the Pentagon to give his men what they needed to protect themselves and kill the enemy, more of his men would be wounded or dead. Yet, ever since he was diagnosed with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, the new term for battle fatigue, having had a few psychotic episodes, sometimes he acted as if he's a crazy man on mind altering drugs.
He sometimes liked to think of himself as Rambo on steroids with an ecstasy chaser. Even though he's had evidence of having PTSD for years, the military doctors didn't officially diagnose him as having that and didn't tell him that he was so afflicted until he was honorably discharged. How convenient for the military to use him in such a personally damaging way for their benefit?
With all of the fighting, combat, and leadership experience he's had, too valuable of an asset to be sidelined, all they cared about was putting him back out on the battlefield. Even though he could claim it and put in for a disability with the Veterans Administration for all the times he was wounded in combat, he left that money on the table for a veteran who really needed it. Not wanting anything more or less than what was coming to him, still young enough to enjoy his private life, he retired at fifty-years-old.
He gave thirty years of his life to his country. Between his pension and his disability, he takes home ten-thousand-dollars a month. Now he just wanted to be left alone in peace and in quiet along with his pass to the base to buy whatever he needed at discounted prices at the commissary.
No more bomb blasts. No more rat-a-tat-tat machine gun fire. No more frantic yells for "Medic!" No more waiting for the bomb that you never hear exploding beside you or the bullet that you never see coming for you. No more war, and no more noise, just quiet.
He needed everyone and everything to be quiet. Just quiet, nothing else but silence enough to hear birds singing and crickets chirping. Just peace and quiet is all that he wanted. Is that too much to ask to have after all that he's been through in helping to save his country from terrorism and their citizens from terrorists?
# # #
"Thank you for your service," said strangers to him.
'Go fuck yourself,' he wanted to say to them but not wanting to appear crazy, he didn't dare say that in response.
'May I have some peace and quiet? Please? I just want to be left alone,' he wanted to say but he didn't say that either.
Actually, a candidate to live in Montana, Wyoming, the backwoods of Maine, or even the hills of Vermont, places where there are more animals than there are people, he should be living in the country rather than in the city. A truck backfiring causes him to get down on the carpet or the street and grab his weapon. Yet, a city boy who had grown accustomed to the Taliban, he felt more comfortable in pollution, urban squalor, and over crowdedness than he did in the scenic majesty of mountains, lakes, and expansive scenery.
He hated the beach. The beach reminded him of nighttime parachute landings. Unless he was walking on the beach late at night, he felt exposed. Moreover, he hated the people that populated the beach. Too many people. Too much noise.
'Quiet! Please, be quiet. Shut the fuck up,' he wanted to say but didn't say that either!
Yet, the country was too quiet, unnervingly quiet, and, if left to his own devices, he imagined himself going off the deep end and setting booby traps for anyone who dared trespass on his property. Yeah, best he should be out and about with people than seeing and imagining things that aren't there when living alone with his bad self. An understatement, Christopher not only preferred the quiet, he needed the quiet to stay focused and centered.
Quiet kept him not only balanced but also sane. He preferred reading and meditating than listening to a television blaring endless commercials, annoying infomercials, and drug commercials that listed dozens of side effects. As if he was Master Po of Kung Fu, with his head shaved but his eyes wide open even when they're closed, he needed the deep solace that comes from personal reflection after experiencing such horrible trauma.
# # #
With a head for math and an appreciation for science, he's self-taught in chemistry. More than just knowing how to construct a bomb, he knew how to manufacture Ricin, a deadly poison to kill more than one person at a time. Only, angry enough to kill more than one, in the way of Ted Kaczynski, the Unabomber, he had a list of people, mostly billionaires and politicians that he'd like to see dead.
Ricin, a weapon of mass destruction in quantities large enough to kill, all someone needed to do was to inhale it. Yet, happy just to study chemistry, memorize chemical formulas, and know all the chemical compounds, he preferred the deep introspection of self-improvement tapes, along with the soft sounds of country western music. Jennifer Nettles of Sugarland, Dolly Parton, and Shania Twain were his favorite singers. More than once when alone at night, he's imagined himself with Jennifer Nettles or Shania Twain while stroking his erect prick.
"Christopher loves Jennifer Nettles," said his friends, teasing him and making fun of him. "He loves Shania Twain. He loves Dolly Parton. Christopher and Jennifer, Shania, and Dolly sitting in a tree, k-i-s-s-i-n-g."
# # #
Yet, Jennifer Nettles barely had B cup breasts. Even though he had a thing for blondes, he preferred women with big breasts. He loved tits, the bigger the better. Shania has shapely, C cup breasts but Dolly had enormous E cup ones. When he didn't know any better, he wondered if her breasts were natural or artificial. He read that she had gone through several breast augmentation surgeries. Yet, not mattering to him if they were natural or implanted, he loved big breasted women.
Unfortunately, he couldn't find peace. No matter how well he insulated his house, no matter how much medication he took, no matter how much he meditated, and no matter how many self-improvement tapes, and country western music he listened to, it was always the same. The noise that he heard hurt his head, infiltrated him, panicked him, and attacked him as if the noise was trying to personally piss him off.
In the way of a foul stench suddenly appearing in his nose, noise leaked in and infiltrated his home. It filled his ears as if it was blood oozing beneath the cracks of his door. Noise dripped from his ceiling. Noise crawled through the crevices of his windows. Noise was everywhere.
Then, if the noise wasn't enough, everywhere he looked, he saw red. Everywhere he looked, he saw blood. He saw the blood of his victims and the blood of his men. No matter how many times he washed his hand, his hands were stained forever with their blood.
Blood, blood, blood, even when he ate, breathed, and slept, especially when he slept, he tasted their blood. Too horrific for even him, Mr. Macho Man, to go through, the memory of dead bodies, and the stench of burning skin will never leave his mind and/or his nostrils. Feeling as if he's covered in blood, routinely, he takes two showers daily and still, he can't get rid of the sight and the smell of blood.


Just when he thinks he's getting a handle on his rage, something like this happens, noise, more noise. The noise that's unnoticed by others is deafening to him. Christopher hated noise and it was his duty as a Navy SEAL to make it quiet. Not as loud as it is in a closed confinement, the noise is better when he's out walking. Still, the noise that filled his brain jarred him.
His one last battle to fight and the biggest war for him to win, it's the noise that draws him right in for him to stop the noise and make it all quiet again. No longer being forced to live with it, Christopher confronted noise by handling it. It was his job to make it all quiet. It was his job to stop the noise.
"Christopher hated noise," he said, talking to himself in the third person. "Shh, be quiet. Don't make a sound. Don't awaken Christopher. If you make a sound...Christopher will kill you. After that, after you're dead, there'll be no more noise, and you'll be quiet forever."
# # #
Even though he didn't like the odds and felt bad for the poor bastard being so beaten, three of them were beating up on one, helpless, homeless man. Even though it wasn't a fair fight, the one being beaten obviously wasn't afraid to defend himself. Immediately, he could tell that the homeless man knew how to handle himself. He was getting in some good punches and kicks.
Keeping his distance while keeping a watchful eye, he slowly walked by the opening to the alleyway and stopped while staring down the alley. Minding his own business, he was about to continue going along his way without stopping to help the homeless man when he heard it. Then, with her not a homeless man, he heard the unmistakable sound of a woman's voice. Having stuck his big nose in someone else's business too many times before, he wasn't going to intercede on someone else's fight again, even an unfair fight, that is, until he heard a woman's voice.
"Stop! Don't! Leave me alone," she screamed! "Help! Please! Someone help me! Rape! Call 911! Rape!"
Yeah, as disturbing as it was unbelievable that three men would beat up on a poor, homeless man, it was even more unbelievable that the one being beaten was a poor, homeless woman. As if he was on a reconnaissance mission and heard a sound, a mere foot passed the alley entrance, he stopped walking and stood frozen to listen. How could three men beat a poor, defenseless, homeless woman? How dare they?
'That was a woman's voice I heard,' he thought. 'I'm sure of it. I heard a woman scream for help,' he said to himself and for no one to hear.
Immediately he remembered how the Taliban treated their women whenever they made too much noise. They'd just shoot them in the head. Problem solved. No more noise.
Only, we're not animals. We've civilized people and when a woman screams for help, with him being the right man, at the right place, and at the right time, she was lucky that Christopher was there to help her. He was ready to help her. He was ready to save her. He was ready to beat the crap out of those three men.
"Help! Someone please help me! Call 911," she screamed! "Help! Rape!"
"That's not right. That's not fair. That's messed the fuck up. That's just nasty. Those dirty, fucking bastards," he said turning back to silently, and stealthily walk down the alley. "How dare they make so much fucking noise!"
Three men against one is not a fair fight, only, what was worse, the one being beaten and sexually assaulted was a woman. It was Christopher's job to help her. It was his job to save her. It was his job to give her justice and instant retribution by teaching them a well-deserved lesson and beating the crap out of these three men.
Even though he didn't like the odds and felt bad for the poor bastard being so beaten, three of them were beating up on one, helpless, homeless man. Even though it wasn't a fair fight, the one being beaten obviously wasn't afraid to defend himself. Immediately, he could tell that the homeless man knew how to handle himself. He was getting in some good punches and kicks.
Keeping his distance while keeping a watchful eye, he slowly walked by the opening to the alleyway and stopped while staring down the alley. Minding his own business, he was about to continue going along his way without stopping to help the homeless man when he heard it. He heard the unmistakable sound of a woman's voice. Having stuck his big nose in someone else's business too many times before, he wasn't going to intercede on behalf of someone else's fight again, even an unfair fight, that is, until he heard a woman's voice.
"Stop! Don't! Leave me alone," she screamed! "Help! Please! Someone help me! Rape! Call 911! Rape! Rape! Someone, anyone, help me, please!"
As disturbing as it was unbelievable that three men would beat up on a poor, homeless man, it was even more unbelievable that the one being beaten was a poor, homeless woman. As if he was on a reconnaissance mission and heard a sound in the desert or in the jungle, with him only stepping a mere foot past the alley entrance, he stopped walking and stood frozen to listen. How could three men beat a poor, defenseless, homeless woman? How dare they!
He thought of his mother, his sister, his aunt, his grandmother, and/or his family friend being homeless one day and being physically abused and assaulted by men.
"That was a woman's voice I heard," he said out loud to himself. "I'm sure of it. I heard a woman scream for help," he said for no one to hear. "Christopher needs to help her," he said, talking in the third person again.
Immediately he remembered how the Taliban treated their women. Whenever they made too much noise and talked too much, they'd just shoot them in the head. Problem solved. No more noise. It's all quiet.
Only, we're not animals. We've civilized people and when a woman screams for help, with him being the right man, at the right place, and at the right time, she was lucky that Christopher was there to help her. He was ready to help her. He was ready to save her. He was ready to beat the crap out of those three men.
"Help! Someone please help me! Call 911," she screamed! "Help! Rape!"
"That's not right. That's not fair. That's messed the fuck up. That's just nasty. Those dirty, fucking bastards," he said turning back to silently, and stealthily walk down the alley. "How dare they make so much fucking noise!"
He stood silently still.
# # #
As if stepping in a phone booth to emerge as his own version of a Super Navy SEAL, he was ready to do battle. As if he was Charles Bronson in Death Wish, Sylvester Stallone in First Blood, Arnold Schwarzenegger in Collateral Damage, or Denzel Washington in The Equalizer, a one-man deadly fighting force, he couldn't live with himself if he didn't help her. He had to save her.
After all he's been through to help people and after all the murderous acts he's done to save people, what kind of man would he be if he walked away from someone needing his help now? It was his duty to make her fight his fight. He needed to make the odds of her not being raped better.
Even if she was a sad, street urchin of a homeless woman, comparing her to some of those poor, defenseless Taliban women, she still had rights. She doesn't deserve to be beaten by three men just because she's homeless. She doesn't deserve to be sexually assaulted and raped just because she's a woman living on the street and alone in an alley.
'Who do they think they are? How dare they,' he thought? 'Now it's my turn. Christopher needs to show them no mercy.'
As does everyone else in this nation that he helped to keep save and free, she had the right to live her life without the fear of being beaten, sexually assaulted, and raped. She was still a human being stuck in this recession of an economy with nowhere to live and nothing to eat. His sister was a single mom with three, small children on food stamps, welfare, Section 8 housing, and home heating oil assistance. Homeless and helpless, had it not been for state assistance, this woman could have been his sister living in that rat and roach infested alley.
She was a helpless and defenseless woman fighting three, fucked up men who, obviously, were trying to take sexual advantage of her and rape her. If all his hand-to-hand combat training was to come down to this one interaction with him playing the superhero Navy SEAL, he had to help her. He had to save her. There was no one else there to help her and it was up to him to come to her rescue. It was up to him to give these three men a lesson in manners by beating the crap out of them.
"You go, Christopher. Save her," he said, talking to himself in the third person, again. "Don't worry, Christopher is here to save you."
# # #
Except for the anger that goes along with it, putting his PTSD on the back burner, he was ready to intercede. No longer a ticking time bomb, he no longer charged wildly with machine guns firing in each hand to stop the noise by temporarily creating even more noise. He was now more able to control his rage somewhat, most times, but not all times, like now.
Even though he was angry, he was calm. Even though he was angry, he was in control of his emotions. Not allowing his anger to get the better of him, thanks to therapy, medication, and drugs, he was a different man. He didn't need to be the monstrous fighting machine that he was on the battlefield to fight the Taliban. He just needed to keep his wits about him to easily defeat these three poor excuses for men.
"They don't know that Christopher is coming for them," he said.
Yet, scratch the surface, his anger was still there pulsating, percolating, and brewing in the way of impatiently waiting for that first cup of coffee to be ready. It was as if there was an alien creature alive, living inside of him, and waiting to be unleashed upon these poor bastards. They didn't know any better not to make noise. They didn't know that Christopher hated noise. How could they know that a Navy SEAL was about to make their wrongs right by seeking his own version of violent and personal retribution?
"Christopher hates noise," he said while referring to himself in the third person again.
In the way that Denzel set the timer on his watch in the Equalizer before he decimated his opposition, Christopher cracked his knuckles in readiness to destroy them with his bare hands. As if a slow burning fuse instead of an explosive bomb, he felt his anger burning and seething, until it erupted in a flash and exploded in his head. Yet, not going off half-cocked, never going off half-cocked in the way that so many other men do, in the way of Steven Seagal, calm replaced his anger.
His hours of hand-to-hand combat training changed him from a ticking time bomb to a well-oiled machine of murder and mayhem. Only, along with his hand-to-hand combat training, the psychological therapy he's had, the medication that he was prescribed to take, along with the meditation he's been making the time to do, he was a different man. After nine combat deployments in three different wars, now that he was retired and home for good, in time, he'd be okay but not now and not tonight.
Now more in control of his emotions, more complete in his mind and body, he had the clarity of thought of a Zen master with all the fighting skills of a Ninja warrior and a Shaolin Monk combined. Maybe it was the medication that he took, but he was more relaxed and more in control. Perhaps, it was the meditation that he forced himself to do, yet, unless there was noise to anger him, he was better than he ever was in years. Definitely, the psychological therapy helped him.
'Christopher doesn't like noise,' he thought to himself in the third person again. 'Just don't make any noise. Then, I'll be okay, and you'll be okay, too. Only, with all of the screaming, they're making too much noise. They're making Christopher angry.'
As if he was playing a familiar video game, he saw everything in slow motion. As if he was a chess grandmaster, he knew all of the moves that he needed to make in advance. Unless they had a hand grenade and were willing to blow themselves up along with him, no matter if they had a gun, a knife, or a big stick, the three of them didn't stand a chance against him. With his hands and his feet moving with lightning speed, it would take him seconds to defeat them.
Forget about him being a super Navy SEAL, forget about him being the reincarnation of the equalizer, indeed, and instead, he was the enforcer. He was the end result that everyone got when they unnecessarily made noise that disturbed him. He was what they deserved to get when they dared to make him angry. Psychotherapy, medication, and meditation, trying to reverse a killing machine, he couldn't kill them. He just needed to hurt them.
Now, not only more able to control his anger but also, he was able to harness his rage to use against those who caused the noise that angered him. Staying close to the wall, as if he was part of the wall, and walking slowly with silent, measured steps, avoiding stepping on broken glass, as if he was a cat, he didn't make a sound when approaching them. Slowly walking closer to them, and with them nearly in reach of his long arms, as if he was their personal bomb, they never saw him exploding. As if he was a bullet meant for each one of them, they never heard him coming.
# # #
'Christopher really hates noise,' he thought again while thinking of himself in the third person again. 'And they're making too much noise. Christopher needs to make them quiet. Christopher needs to stop the noise.'
He took a big breath to further calm himself. Then, he re-centered himself to focus on what he needed to do. Never a barking dog, he didn't waste his energy with vulgar language, stupid talk, and idle threats.
He never made the first move. He waited until they tried to punch him or kick him. Never striking anyone until his hand, his foot, his knee, his elbow, or his head was forced, every blow he threw hit his target with devastating accuracy and damaging effects. He never wasted his energy with wild, roundhouse blows that missed their target. Never using deadly force, a knife or a gun unless he had to, as if he was super John Wick, he was a disciplined and accurate, fighting machine.
With his strikes causing off the charts blunt force trauma, pity the poor bastards on the bad side of him. With his kicks breaking bones, pity the poor bastards who made noise that upset him. With his martial arts punches causing internal damage without leaving a mark on the outside, pity these assholes who were going to pay for what they did to this poor, helpless, homeless woman. If only they hadn't made so much noise.
Breaking a bone and/or severing a tendon, every kick caused damage. Able to knockdown and/or knockout his opponent with one lightning quick strike, every punch caused a devastating head injury. He knew precisely how hard to hit someone to silence his opponent. He knew precisely where to hit someone to stop the noise.
Once all was quiet, the peace quelled his violent temper and his troubled mind. Cause versus effect for the expected resultant conclusion. It was more the noise that bothered him than it was the men causing it. He was insightfully in reach of his noisy targets.
Only, pity the poor bastard who managed to get his full angered attention. It was by silencing the three men that he could stop the noise. Originally, his aim would have been more to stop the noise than it was to beat the men, but with them beating and trying to rape a homeless woman, he was ready to show them no mercy. In this specific case, three men continued to make noise. With them the exception to the rule, by beating and trying to rape a homeless woman, again, he planned on getting even by leveling them.
# # #
If he was anything, because of his rage and because he was now more in control of his anger, the best of the best, he was an efficient killing machine paid and trained by the United States Navy SEALs. Now, a retired Navy SEAL, he was free to walk the city streets as an innocuous civilian. Go figure. How can a trained killer not do what he's been trained to do? Not that he needed a reason but as his justification, he needed to hurt, maim, and/or kill someone for making noise.
Just as he's retired, he'd never be an innocuous civilian. A trained assassin, a killer, and a fighting machine, he could never be turned into a mild, mannered neighbor. Perhaps, not a superhero and not a super SEAL, but he's more of a wolf in sheep's clothing. Nonetheless, he was no mild, mannered Clark Kent, not by any means.
A mindset that needed to be deprogrammed, it's impossible to go from one to the other without meditation, drugs, and psychological therapy. From a killing machine to a man out for a walk, without meditating, taking drugs, and having years of therapy, after all that he's seen and done, it would take a village to help make him somewhat normal. Able to live in society without him leaving dead bodies behind of all those who pissed him off by making noise, living his life normally was as impossible as most men who dared tried to walk in his shoes.
With them all pretenders to the throne, there was only one Christopher. The best of the best, better than all of the rest, he never should have returned. After leaving the SEALS, he could have become a paid assassin. With him not having a criminal record, no one would suspect him being a hired killing machine. Hiding in the shadows in the way of Leon: The Professional played by Jean Reno, before they saw him coming, they were already dead.
Much like serial killer Dexter, he needed to hurt and/or kill someone to stop the murderous thoughts in his brain. Every so often, when the noise in his head grew too unbearably loud, Christopher needed to stop the noise by beating some poor bastard to a bloody pulp who was responsible for making the noise. Going off less, he's more able to control his need to hurt and/or kill the one responsible for the noise. Only, and again, these three men were exceptions to his rule. They beat a helpless, homeless woman while trying to rape her.
'Oh, yeah, that will teach you to make noise,' he thought. 'Next time, maybe you'll think twice about opening your big, loud mouth,' he imagined saying to the victims of his violent temper.
Whether at a baseball game, a bar, or out for a walk as he was now, he's been able to justify his brutal, physical attacks. As if temporarily distracted by what was running through his mind, he refocused on his mission when he heard her voice again. He needed to help her. He needed to save her. He needed to revenge her from this cruel, unprovoked, physical, and sexual attack.
# # #
"Help me! Someone help me! Please," she screamed! "Rape! Rape! Call 911! Call 911," she continued screaming!
Yet, he didn't blame her for the noise. He blamed them for causing the noise. Instead of zeroing in on her making noise by screaming, he turned his attention to the three men. Already having had his fill of those making this raucous uproar, it was time to put an end to the noise. It was time to make everything and everyone go quiet, again. He needed peace and quiet. It was time to make everything go peacefully quiet.
With old habits hard to break and as if he was a one-man SWAT team, he took a peek around the corner and down the rest of the alley to make sure that no one else was keeping a lookout and/or coming and to clear it. Then, he poked his head around the brick wall again before yelling. With a one syllable word, he initiated contact with a yell.
"Hey!"
Normally, he wouldn't have warned them with a yell. He just would have hit them. Yet, proof that his therapy was working, he gave them the chance to stop what they were doing to this poor, helpless woman, and run away. Nonetheless, even after his yell, they acted as if they had never heard him yell at them. Accustomed to everyone yelling in this part of town, and especially at this hour, they unfortunately didn't see him nor hear him silently approaching them from behind.


# # #
He could have verbally assaulted them personally by calling them vulgar names. Yet, a waste of breath and a distraction, even though he was intent on attacking them physically, not that he was a religious man, Christopher rarely swore. Besides, there were more descriptive words that he could use than just four-letter swear words. Nonetheless, mere words were a waste of his violent emotions. Giving him more satisfaction, he'd rather hit or kick someone.
He could have ignored the noise, and continued walking past the alley. He could have remained quiet and found solace and inner peace by taking big breaths. He could have minded his own business and allowed them to continue beating her, rape her and, perhaps, even murder her. Only, he thought of his sister.
He could have entered the alley stealthily and unannounced and slit their throats before they even knew they were cut and bleeding out to die. Only, he couldn't do that. Not now. Not ever, especially after having had therapy.
Besides, they were too busy sexually molesting her, to notice him silently approaching. With her shirt torn wide open and nearly pulled off of her, her big, naked breasts were totally exposed. Her pants were pulled down around her ankles again to reveal her naked ass and her naked pussy. He saw what they all saw. Only, instead of him being sexually excited, he was emotionally disgusted.
"This is not right, Christopher," he said. "This is wrong."
'How dare they beat her like a dog? How dare they strip her naked? How dare they remove her dignity by sexually assaulting her and trying to rape her,' he thought? 'It's not enough that she's homeless. Must they humiliate her, too?'
# # #
They never heard or saw him coming until it was too late. Before they noticed him, he was behind them and within reach of them. Even from a distance in the dim light, expecting to see an elderly woman, she was young, late thirties or early forties. He could see that this poor homeless woman had one Hell of a body for a bag lady.
She had big, natural tits, maybe a double D cup. She had a round, firm ass, and long, shapely legs with a flat, toned stomach. Moreover, she was blonde. From what he could tell by the matching color of her pubic hair, his kind of woman, she was a natural blonde. If she was cleaned up, he imagined her being quite striking.
In the way of flies on food or maggots on a dead body, six hands were touching her, feeling her, fondling her, and caressing her everywhere while leaning to suck her erect nipples. They tried sticking their exposed, erect pricks in her mouth. Rather than paying any attention to him, obviously, they were intent on raping her.
When one wasn't feeling her big tits and fingering, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples, another was feeling, squeezing, and slapping her ass. They tried fingering her pussy while forcing her hands on their exposed, stiff pricks. Continually pushing her to her knees, they forced her to stroke them and tried forcing her to suck them.
Difficult for him to wrap his brain around three men beating and trying to rape a poor homeless woman, what if she was his mother, his sister, his grandmother, his aunt, his cousin, or a friend needing help? He hoped that someone would help them in the way that he was about to help her. With his decision already made by making his presence known with a yell, now, committed to saving her, he had to help her. As a man putting himself in harm's way, whether a Navy SEAL or not, it was the right thing to do.
# # #
"Stop! Don't! No! Let me Go! Help someone," she continued screaming! "Help! Help! Rape! Call 911! Call 911!"
With the therapy, medication, and meditation changing his tactical offense, he could have done what he used to do with a volley of hands and feet. He could have run at them with fists punching and feet flying. Now with his calm mind working as if he's the Terminator, an alien robot programmed to complete a mission, he was focused and ready to engage the enemy as if a sensei was ready to train his martial arts disciples.
Able to read the make, the year, and the model of every vehicle and memorize every license plate of every car parked in that alley with just a quick glance, these dudes had better run but they didn't. As he approached, he moved away from the brick wall and away from a lucky ricochet bullet should they fire a handgun. Still staying in the shadows, as if advancing upon another fighter in the ring, he stepped out sideways while keeping his body a narrow target instead of a wide one.
As if he was a professional quarterback on a championship football team, he changed his strategies of defense and tactics of offense with every step closer he took and every move they made. As if he was Anderson Silva, one of the greatest, mixed, martial arts fighters of all time, ready, apprised, and aware, he was a professional and they were amateurs. Completely clueless, they didn't even know that they didn't stand a chance against him.
"Go fuck yourself old man," said the smallest when finally noticing him standing behind him.
He turned to confront him with a 3" pocket knife. Already discounting him as a threat with a stare, he looked away from him to leer at, touch, feel, and fondle the woman's nearly naked body. Seemingly, he especially enjoyed touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts. As if he had never seen, touched, and felt such big breasts, he was all over the poor woman's naked tits.
'Old man? Christopher's not an old man,' he thought while referring to himself in the third person again. 'Now that I've had therapy to control my anger, I'm in my prime. I'm a better man than I was a few months ago.'
# # #
Not looking his age with all the diet and exercise he does and with strangers mistaking him for 30-years-old instead of 50-years-old, he couldn't believe this punk called him an old man. As if he threw water in his face, as if he slapped him with a glove to challenge him to a duel, and as if he had chosen the one phrase that would anger him, he angered him. He had no idea who this old man was.
Still able to knock off 250 pushups, a thousand crunches, a hundred pull-ups, run 10 miles every day, and punch his heavy bag for an hour, he easily bench pressed 350 pounds for reps, deadlifted 500 pounds, and squatted 450 pounds without breathing heavily. Still able to get and maintain erections as hard and as big as if he was in his 30's, he wasn't an old man by any stretch of the imagination. He was in the best shape of his life.
In the way that Arnold Schwarzenegger challenged Jack LaLanne to a pushup contest when he was in his thirties and Jack was in his sixties, Arnold stopped at 250 pushes and Jack continued to 1,200. Able to do 250 pushups without stopping is an amazing feat for any man but being able to do 1,200 pushups for a man in his sixties was mind boggling. Only, Jack LaLanne was one of a kind.
"Back the fuck off old man, before you get hurt," said the little man again when Christopher continued advancing.
Christopher laughed.
"Old man my ass," he said. "Christopher is not an old man," he said, referring to himself in the third person again.
Looking a bit like Bruce Willis in Unbreakable, Christopher Ryan was the real deal, living version of Christopher Dunn in the movie. Christopher wasn't any old man that they've ever seen before. He wasn't ready to yell his battle rattle, 'Hoorah!' just yet. He no longer needed that adrenaline rush to do what he needed to do, especially with these three, dimwitted fools.
What he had now, being calmly in control, was so much better. When he knew that he was going to end the noise to make everything quiet again, he had a clarity of mind that couldn't be distracted. He had a determination of purpose that couldn't be swayed. He couldn't be stopped from what he was about to do.
With his mind steadfast and his determination set, his decision was already made. Even if they begged him for mercy not to beat them, he'd beat them. Even if they apologized to the woman profusely for beating her, nearly stripping her naked, trying to rape her, and paid her for all the damage and indignity they caused her, he'd still beat the shit out of them. They needed to be punished for what they did and if anyone was the punisher, he was.
# # #
Able to summon up enough adrenaline only when needed, he didn't need any additional adrenaline at all with these three fools. If he had to, only needing his right or left thumb, in the way that Sean Connery did as Lt. Colonel Caldwell in the Presidio, he could fight them all with one arm tied behind his back. Already discounting them, they were of no consequence to him. Actually, with them having no plan, no strategy, and no education, what kind of life would they have? He felt sorry for them.
Besides, just because he's retired from the Navy doesn't make him old. If anything, it made him smart. It made him still want to live above ground. Between coming in contact with missionary soldiers, he was pushing his luck rubbing elbows with the CIA. Sometimes it was hard to know who was the enemy, he figured if he was someone else's bitch, served one more master, and one more hitch, it would be his last one and he'd be coming home in a body bag as did so many of his buddies.
"What's wrong with you for hitting a woman?" He stepped closer with each word. "What's wrong with you for stripping her naked? What's wrong with you for trying to rape her? Didn't your mother teach you anything?"
No longer charging headlong into battle, he was smarter now. Instead of peppering his targets with the potty mouth of a drill instructor, which he was for a while as a drill Commander, he didn't need to insult them with mere words. Instead, with a dozen kicks and punches, he only needed one clear shot to make his point and to make his world quiet again.
"Fuck off," said the tallest one. "Don't talk about my mother," he said, taking personal offense as a son who was clearly having incestuous sex with his mother.
Rubbing their naked cocks against her nearly naked body, they were all touching her and feeling her while she struggled. Obviously, it was their intent to have a good time with her before they beat her bloody or killed her. They were intent on sexually forcing themselves on her. With them all trying to stick their naked cocks in her mouth, and with her pushing them away and turning her head away, they all wanted her to blow them.
"Let go of me! Stop! Stop touching me! Let me go!"
# # #
"Get off of her now," he said putting his hand in his pocket to act as if I had a gun and, of course, he did.
Registered to carry, he had a beauty of handgun on him, a Glock 19, generation 5, nine-millimeter, just in case things got out of hand in this not so safe neighborhood. With criminals always on the lookout for victims, no one dared walk these streets after dark without a weapon. No one dared stop to help anyone for fear that they'd be a victim, but he did. Yet, even though his hands and feet were deadly weapons, he'd never leave his house without his guns and his knife.
Only, Christopher was nobody's bitch. He had his Glock 19 in his shoulder holster and his Smith & Weston in his ankle holster. Only, a sacred rule he didn't break, he never pulled a gun unless he's going to fire his weapon and if he discharged his gun, he wouldn't miss.
"What's it to you? Mind your own fucking business," said the smallest one again, a Hispanic man of about 24-years-old. "Beat it, old man," he said again.
No doubt, the small man would have attacked him but with Christopher 6'4" tall, and weighing 230 pounds, he dwarfed the man. Even if he wasn't a Navy SEAL, albeit retired, men would think twice about standing up to him. Then, again, with him having so many personal weapons in his arsenal, they were all doomed to pay for what they were doing to this poor, homeless woman.
The second man cold cocked her when she turned to look at him entering the alley and coming to her rescue. Then, as if dropping a hundred-twenty-pound sack of potatoes in a warehouse, he pushed the woman to the ground, no doubt, in readiness to mount her and fuck her. Yet before he focused his attention on the woman, he gave Christopher a deadeye look while the tallest one, a black man of about 25-years-old, kicked her in the ribs when she was helplessly down on the ground.
Assessing his enemy with the glance of a trained assassin. Either him or them. He's killed more men, women, and children terrorists than he could count or even remember. The dead bodies of three more wouldn't make a bit of difference to him. With them already giving him plenty of reasons to kill them, he wouldn't think twice about ending their miserable lives.
He pegged the tall, black man as the most dangerous one of the three. He figured him for having a gun. After he cold cocked the poor woman, he'd be going down first.
The smallest man, no doubt angry that he was so small and always looking to prove how tough he is in front of his friends, was the most predictably unpredictable. He'd take him down at the same time that he'd disable the first man. The third guy, the one who just kicked the woman when she was already nearly unconsciously down on the ground, would be last. Just going along for the ride, he was just a tag along of little consequence, and it wouldn't take much to disable him.
# # #
"Assholes" he said under his breath to blow off some steam before launching his physical attack.
In the way that a 5th degree, black belt in martial arts issues a warning first, he wished he could carry a special card that identified him as a dangerous man and a killing machine. Then, he wouldn't have to bother with creeps like this. Worn in the way of a police badge, a tattoo on his forehead, or a 7th degree black belt sewn into his clothes, he imagined them running away like the rats and roaches that they are whenever they saw him coming. Yet, even if he was a cop in uniform, too stupid to know any better, he didn't think these dopes would run.
As if a pride of lions with their kill, since the woman was nearly naked and on the ground, they'd never abandon her and their chance of having gangbang sex because of one, perceived as easy to handle, old man. Already committed after pissing him off by making noise and then calling him an old man, needing to show them that he wasn't an old man, they were going down now. Mindful of an ambush, he's always leery of closed environments, especially alleys where someone could be protecting their friends from above.
While he walked closer, he eyed the woman. She was just a defenseless, dirty, homeless woman, a pitiful woman dressed in rags, albeit with a smokin' hot body. Definitely, she was younger than she looked. He wondered what she looked like when washed, dressed, and wearing makeup.
'Damn she had big, natural tits,' he thought. 'Christopher likes women with big tits.'
Doing just fine defending herself, he felt bad for her because it wasn't until he opened his big mouth and she turned to him that they got the upper hand and demolished her. A tough broad and a real back-alley brawler, she used the wall to her benefit by pushing off it while punching, kicking, ducking, bobbing, and weaving to make them miss and hit the wall behind her instead of hitting her. Someone taught her how to box and if the fight had been one-on-one instead of a three-on-one, she would have cleaned the street with their unconscious body.
She held her own until the one with all those prison tattoos surprised her and cold cocked her from the side when she turned to look at him. She stopped punching and blocking to look at him entering the alley instead of looking at them. One punch to her soft, sweet spot and she dropped like his duffle bag when he finally made it home in one piece from the Middle East.
# # #
"Cocksuckers," he said under his breath. "Now why did you say that? Christopher doesn't swear. Christopher doesn't like dirty talk. That makes Christopher angry," he said, referring to himself in the third person again.
The black man looked at him as if he was crazy and, indeed, he would have been crazy to come to the rescue of a homeless woman defending herself against three man trying to rape her. Only, he wasn't just any ordinary man. He was a SEAL, a Navy SEAL who was trained to hurt, maim, and kill his opponents.
"Christopher?" The black man laughed while staring at him. "Who the fuck is Christopher?"
Christopher stared down at the three men as if they were a pack of hyenas.
"You better back the fuck off old man and mind your own fucking business before you get hurt," said the black the middle with all the prison tats. He was about 25-years-old. He was the one who cold cocked the homeless woman.
"It's okay with me if he wants to take her place," said the black man with a laugh. "I don't care who I beat to a bloody pulp. I just need to hit someone," he said, slamming his fist in his hand.
With them all in their mid-twenties, they were all so young but old enough to know better and not too young to die for being so stupid. What Christopher deemed as volunteers for dangerous duty, he wished he had these three in his squad. Only, none of these men would survive Navy SEAL training. They'd be ringing the bell on the first day wanting to get out.
Either he'd straighten out in a real hurry or they'd be dead. No doubt, if they were in combat and thinking they were going to die and these three would die, shaking in their boots, they'd be peeing themselves before taking bullets to the head. Between SEALS, Rangers, Green Beret, and Delta Force, he's met real men.
# # #
"You're a bunch of tough guys beating up a homeless woman. Let's see how you do against a real man and against a United States Navy SEAL retired," said Christopher looking down at his chest as if his nametag and/or medals were still there. "Something that I never give anyone, this is your one and only warning," he said, staring up at them and looking from one to the other. "Last chance," he said. "Best you leave now before I hurt the three of you really bad."
Instead of leaving, they laughed while Christopher persevered.
"When we're done with you, your mother, if she's still alive, old man, won't recognize you," said the little man with the big mouth.
As if he was Billy Jack in the movie of the same name, a half-bred, American, Cherokee Indian, ex-Green Beret, Vietnam veteran, and a master of Korean martial art, Hapkido, Christopher remained confident in his fighting skills. In the way Billy Jack did in the movie, declaring in advance where he'd hit them and/or kick them before he even hit them or kicked them, Christopher boasted his actions. Even after giving them fair warning, he wanted them to know exactly how helpless they were to defend themselves against him.
"First, I'm going to hit your right temple with my right knuckle to render you unconscious," he said to the smallest man. "Then, before kicking the gun from your friend's hand by hitting a pressure point on his forearm with my left, steel toe, I'll hit him with a karate chop to his throat. Trust me, he'll wish he was dead," he said with a laugh.
Again, he looked from one man to the other man.
"Lastly, I'm going to hit you with an open-handed slap to his solar plexus that will cause internal bleeding and horrible pain. And," he said pointing an index finger in the air as if an afterthought, "there's nothing that you can do to stop me."
All three men laughed.
# # #
"Say what? Are you warning us? Are you threatening us? Are you crazy? Who do you think you are? How are you going to hurt us really bad when I have a gun, my friend has a knife, and my other friend has a pipe," he asked while watching his friend pick up a pipe from the gutter.



The third man turned to him with a face full of anger to tell him that there's no man and no number of beatings that could set him straight to make him see the light. Only, he hasn't had a beating until he got one from Christopher. A real martial arts technician, punching him deep enough to damage a vital organ and to cause internal bleeding, Christopher could hurt him without so much as leaving a bruise or a mark on the outside of his skin.
The black man reached in his waistband and, as if he was a quick draw, pulled out a gun before walking over to the woman on the ground. Knowing he had a gun before even seeing it, Christopher already figured as much. Immediately, imagining kicking a pressure point in his forearm and the gun flying across the alley and breaking in pieces when it landed, he envisioned kicking the gun out of his hand.
"Leave her alone," Christopher said while surveying them and the alleyway as he dared to walk closer.
The black man with the tattoos turned to confront him with his handgun.
"Fuck off man," said the third man menacingly while making himself a bigger target by facing him and confronting him in a menacing posture while holding the pipe.
Instead of turning his body to the side in the way of a boxer or a cage fighter to conceal his vulnerable spots, he left himself wide open to an assault. Dumb move. Apparently, they didn't know any fighting techniques. It was obvious that they've never had any training in hand-to-hand combat and have never been in a fair fight, the three of them against a retired Navy SEAL was a laughable mismatch.
"Don't you know it's not right to hit a lady?"
He distracted them by engaging their mini brains in conversation while walking closer.
"Lady?" He laughed. "She ain't no lady," said the little one flashing his little pocket knife while the other two left her to walk up on either side of him. "She's a nothin' and a no one. She's nothin' but a whore. She's just another homeless bitch. Ain't no lady that would live and sleep in an alley with the roaches and rats," he said.
"Yeah, this was all her fault for stopping us," said the tall man. "She asked us for money and I told her that I'd give her five dollars if she sucked my cock," he said, grabbing himself in the way that Michael Jackson used to do.
Not even interpreting the words, not hearing what he was saying, all that Christopher knew was that he was yelling and Christopher didn't like all the noise that he was making. Without all the deafening noise and without the stench of death and burning vehicles, it was downtown Baghdad and it was downtown Kabul all over again. Suddenly as if under attack and he was, as if he needed to fight back and he did, it was as if it was all happening in slow motion. Knowing exactly what he was about to do, he was a second from leveling the playing field and stopping the noise.
No doubt, they figured that he was just some, fifty-year-old fool intent on committing suicide. If they only knew who he was and if they had only they had seen him fighting in battle, they would have fled the scene already but they stayed there as if daring him to fight them. Fight or flight, Navy SEALS, even ex-Navy SEALS, and especially retired SEALS don't run. Always ready for action, he's never turned down a mission.
Always able to stop the noise, as if he was Peter Graves as James Phelps in Mission Impossible, this was his accepted mission to save the woman now. Once a SEAL, always a SEAL. SEALS are born to be SEALS. They never retire. Fighting is in their blood. Fighting is who they are. Just as he was Tina Turner singing Simply the Best, he thought of her song, The best of the best, better than all the rest.
Once finished fighting and once retired, they just learn to blend until something like this happens. Then, they can't blend. They just react.
Trained to put his opponent down on the ground and to render him helpless, he was expert at overpowering, disabling, and killing. As if there was a trigger that set him in motion, his years of training so reflexive, and without thinking, a combative defense that never left him and returned to him in an instant, he was ready, willing, and able. He was still a SEAL.
Besides, there were only three of them. With only one knife and one gun between them, it wasn't a fair fight. Just wanting to stop the noise while saving the woman, he'd rather fight than flee. He wouldn't feel right until they were all down on the ground unconscious and bleeding and she was safe from them.
As if he was James Earl Jones as Sergeant Major Goody Nelson in Gardens of Stone, he gave an order.
"Make a hole and make it wide," he yelled while marching towards them and as if he was walking through a swarm of enlistees in the barracks with the commanding officer walking behind him.
"What? Huh? What the fuck does that mean, make a hole, and make it wide?" The little man looked at him and laughed. "You're crazy old man but not too crazy to die," he said, lunging at him with his pocket knife.
Too stupid to obey a simple order, wanting them to stay just where they were, he knew that they wouldn't move if he ordered them to move. Without a weapon in his open hands, as if he were Achilles in Homer's Iliad running towards Hector, the Prince of Troy, and his two bodyguards, he took three, giant running steps towards the three defenseless men for increased momentum.
To be continued...
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Navy SEAL Helps Homeless Woman, #03
Navy SEAL comes to the rescue of a helpless homeless woman.
Christopher saves a homeless woman from being raped, beaten, and possibly murdered.
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter #02:
"Say what? Are you warning us? Are you threatening us? Are you crazy? Who do you think you are, Bruce Lee? How are you going to hurt us really bad when I have a gun, my friend has a knife, and my other friend has a pipe," he asked while watching his friend pick up a pipe from the gutter.
The black man turned to him with a face full of anger to tell him that there's no man and no number of beatings that could set him straight to make him see the light. Only, he hasn't had a beating until he got one from Christopher. A real martial arts technician, punching him deep enough to damage vital organs and to cause internal bleeding, Christopher could hurt him without so much as leaving a bruise or a mark on the outside of his skin.
"Say what? Are you warning us? Are you threatening us? Are you crazy," he laughed? "Who do you think you are? How are you going to hurt us really bad when I have a gun, my friend has a knife, and my other friend has a pipe," he asked while watching his friend pick up a pipe from the gutter.
The third man turned to him with a face full of anger to tell him that there's no man and no number of beatings that could set him straight to make him see the light. Only, he hasn't had a beating until he got one from Christopher. A real martial arts technician, punching him deep enough to damage a vital organ and to cause internal bleeding, Christopher could hurt him without so much as leaving a bruise or a mark on the outside of his skin.
The black man reached in his waistband and, as if he was a quick draw, pulled out a gun before walking over to the woman on the ground. Knowing he had a gun before even seeing it, Christopher figured as much. Immediately, imagining kicking a pressure point in his forearm and the gun flying across the alley and breaking in pieces when it landed, no problem, he envisioned kicking the gun out of his hand.
"Leave her alone," Christopher said calmly and slowly for them to understand. He surveyed them and the alleyway as he boldly walked closer.
The black man with the tattoos turned to confront him with his handgun.
"Fuck off man," said the third man menacingly while making himself a bigger target by facing him and confronting him in a menacing posture while holding the pipe.
Instead of turning his body to the side in the way of a boxer or a cage fighter to conceal his vulnerable spots, he left himself wide open to an assault. Dumb move. Apparently, they didn't know any fighting techniques. It was obvious that they've never had any training in hand-to-hand combat and have never been in a fair fight, the three of them against a retired Navy SEAL was a laughable mismatch.
"Don't you know it's not right to hit a lady?"
He distracted them by engaging their mini brains in conversation while walking closer.
"Lady?" He laughed. "She ain't no lady," said the little one flashing his little pocket knife while the other two left her to walk up on either side of him. "She's a nothin' and a no one. She's nothin' but a whore. She's just another homeless bitch. Ain't no lady that would live and sleep in an alley with the roaches and rats," he said.
"Yeah, this was all her fault for stopping us," said the tall man. "She asked us for money and I told her that I'd give her five dollars if she sucked my cock," he said, grabbing himself in the way that Michael Jackson used to do.
Not even interpreting the words, not hearing what he was saying, all that Christopher knew was that he was yelling and Christopher didn't like all the noise that he was making. Without all the deafening noise and without the stench of death and burning vehicles, it was downtown Baghdad and it was in downtown Kabul all over again. Suddenly as if under attack and he was, as if he needed to fight back and he did, it was as if it was all happening in slow motion. Knowing exactly what he was about to do, he was a second from leveling the playing field and stopping the noise.
No doubt, they figured that he was just some, fifty-year-old fool intent on committing suicide. If they only knew who he was and if only they had seen him fighting in battle, they would have fled the scene already but they stayed there as if daring him to fight them. Fight or flight, Navy SEALS, even ex-Navy SEALS, and especially retired SEALS don't run. Always ready for action, he's never turned down a confrontation, a fight, or a mission.
Always able to stop the noise, as if he was Peter Graves as James Phelps in original Mission Impossible, this was his accepted mission to save the woman now. Once a SEAL, always a SEAL. SEALS are born to be SEALS. They never retire. Fighting is in their blood. Fighting is who they are. Just as he was Tina Turner singing Simply the Best, he thought of her song, indeed, he was best of the best, better than all the rest.
Once finished fighting, after they retire, they learn to blend until something like this happens. Then, they can't blend. Their call to duty, they just react.
Trained to put his opponent down on the ground and to render him helpless, he was expert at overpowering, disabling, and killing. As if there was a trigger that set him in motion, his years of training so reflexive, and without thinking, a combative defense that never left him and returned to him in an instant, he was ready, willing, and able. He was still a SEAL.
Besides, not much of a fight. There were only three of them. With only one knife and one handgun between them, it wasn't a fair fight. Just wanting to stop the noise while saving the woman, he'd rather fight than flee. He wouldn't feel right until they were all down on the ground unconscious, bleeding, and quiet, and she was safe from them.
As if he was James Earl Jones as Sergeant Major Goody Nelson in Gardens of Stone, he gave an order.
"Make a hole and make it wide," he yelled in his big, booming voice.
He marched towards his men as he walked through the swarm of enlistees in the barracks with the commanding officer walking behind him.
"What? Huh? What the fuck does that mean, make a hole and make it wide?" The little man looked at him and laughed. "You're crazy old man but not too crazy to die," he said, lunging at him with his pocket knife.
Too stupid to obey a simple order, wanting them to stay just where they were, he knew that they wouldn't move if he ordered them to move. Without a weapon in his open hands, as if he were Achilles in Homer's Iliad running towards Hector, the Prince of Troy, and his two bodyguards, he took three, giant running steps towards the three defenseless men for increased momentum.
# # #
Navy SEAL Helps a Homeless Woman, #03
Christopher befriended a homeless woman by saving her from continuing to be beaten, raped, and possibly murdered. He gave her money and took her to the diner to feed her. Protecting her, he now felt responsible for her.
# # #
With his hands and his feet moving too fast for the untrained eye to see and definitely too fast if you're the intended victim to defend against, Christopher leveled all three men in seconds. As if it was all a slight of hand and of foot, a card trick that needed to be seen in slow motion to see it, appreciate it, and enjoy it, the noise stopped immediately. Almost before it even started, the altercation was over. Having trained these very techniques thousands of times at home, in the gym, in the Dojo, and in combat, these three men didn't stand a chance against Christopher.
Even though Christopher already told them what he'd do to them and what to expect, they had no time to react. Before the smallest of the men could even react by reaching up his hand to slice him with his knife, Christopher struck as if grabbing a fly in mid flight. In the way that he hit the little man on the side of the head with such speed and with such force, his right knuckle hit a bull's-eye on his right temple and he was unconscious before he even hit the ground.
As if it was all a choreographed dance, the offensive moves were seamless. Fluid in motion and all at the same time, he was the reincarnation of Matt Damon as Jason Bourne, in Bourne Identity, fighting the Zurich police at fast speed. When his hand hit the first man, his big regulation, Navy issued, tactical boot had already kicked the second one. He kicked the gun out of the biggest man's hand by hitting a pressure point in his forearm with his steel toed shoe and while fracturing his arm in the process.
The gun went flying through the air and landed down the alley in pieces. The man watched his gun leaving his hand instead of looking at Christopher. Then, without a second delay, stepping into him, he gave him a quick open-handed chop to the throat. The man fell to the ground in pain with two hands to his neck and gasping for air.
With a quick step and a side turn to the left, he moved seemingly without even thinking. As if he was a piston, squatting down and using his whole body to explode up with high pressure power, he flicked out his hand and doubled over the third man with a Karate shot with the heel of his hand to his solar plexus. Without having the time to even lift the pipe he was holding, down on the ground, it was a hit that would have stopped his heart had Christopher hit him just a little higher and a little harder.
Over six seconds with one knuckle, one kick, one chop, and one open handed hit, it wasn't much of a fight. They would have had more of a chance had there been three more of them. He walked over to pick up the gun. Then, as if disassembling his weapon to clean it and reassemble it again, he removed the clip, emptied the chamber, and threw it all in a trash bin. Finally, he picked up the knife and broke it in two against the brick wall. He tossed that in the trash bin too.
Unless they were willing to jump in there and root around with the rats and roaches, he didn't think they'd retrieve their weapons to use on anyone else. Interestingly enough, it took him longer to disable the weapons than it did to disarm the three men.
The perfect scenario for him, he couldn't count how many men he's trained to face three, armed men in combat. These three, hapless men were nothing more than misfit, training dummies. Because they didn't know how to use them, their weapons were useless against him.
First rule, keep the gun close to your body and not at extended arm's length. Second rule, never point a gun unless you're going to fire it. Third rule, as the same with a gun, keep a knife close to your body, otherwise your attacker will just take it away from you and use it against you. Lastly, never telegraph your intentions with your eyes by looking where you're going to hit someone.
Again, don't flash a pipe until you're ready to use it because your attacker will take the pipe from you and use it against you, too. With them never having read a book, he guessed they didn't know any of that. Nothing but amateurs, stereotypically, they broke every rule.
# # #
"Are you okay," he asked, reaching down to help the woman?
She looked at him as if he was crazy.
"Okay?"
She held her stomach.
"No, I'm not okay. I was beaten, stripped naked, and nearly raped by three men," she said.
A foolish question to ask after she received such a beating but one that was out of his mouth before he could think of what else to ask her. Her shirt was ripped wide open and her pants were pulled down to her ankles. He looked down at Susan on the ground nearly naked.
Her big breasts were exposed beneath her torn, open shirt. With her naked below the waist, he saw her blonde, bushy pussy, her flat, toned stomach, and the side of her round ass. Christopher felt as much sensitivity for the woman as he did sexually frustrated lust. Normal for any man to lust over the naked sight of her, it had been a while since he had sex, and he was horny by the naked views of her hot body.
He put an arm beneath the woman to help her to her feet, while she bent at the waist to pull up her pants. Then, she quickly pulled her torn blouse closed. A sexual preference of his, Christopher preferred big breasted women, especially big breasted, blonde women.
She reminded him of his favorite country singer, other than Faith Hill, Jennifer Nettles but with much bigger tits. A homeless woman who looked as hot as she still did, he couldn't imagine what she looked like when washed, dressed in nice clothes, fixing her hair, and wearing makeup. Yet, even in her untidy appearance, unable to avert his eyes from her nearly naked body, he watched her naked breasts fall forward when she bent forward to pull up her pants.
# # #
He couldn't help himself from imagining those big tits hanging down in his face while he felt, fondled, and sucked fingered and sucked her nipples before she blew him. She had at least D cup breasts if not double D cup breasts. Recoiling from his leering stare, no doubt knowing that he's already seen most of her naked body, she clutched her shirt closed again in embarrassed shame and in false pride.
Being that she was homeless and sleeping in a dirty doorway in an alley with rats and roaches, what did it matter? Yet, she more feared the two-legged creatures than she did the four-legged creatures. Nonetheless, and no doubt, two articles of clothing that she always wore, she was embarrassed that she wasn't wearing a bra or panties.
With him helping her to stand, she grimaced in pain when she reached her hand up to try and do something with her hair while holding her blouse closed with her other hand. Yet, she was a mess. There was nothing that she could do with her appearance until she had a shower, put on some clean clothes, fixed her hair, and put on some makeup.
"Thanks," she said looking up at him with shock. She surveyed the three men motionless on the ground. "What happened to them? How did you do that so fast? I didn't even see you hit them."
He laughed.
"They were too noisy. I needed some quiet. With them making all of the noise, except for your screaming," he said with a laugh. Christopher needed to stop the noise," he said, referring to himself in the third person again.
He nodded his head.
"They were making too much noise," said Christopher holding his hands over his ears while shaking his head as if he was a disappointed and disapproving parent. "They were giving me a terrible headache with all the noise they were making. Christopher doesn't like noise," he said, referring to himself in the third person again.
The homeless woman gave him a curious look.
"Christopher? Who's Christopher? She looked around. I thought you were alone," she said looking around the alley before taking a step away from him.
She laughed.
"Are you, Christopher," she asked?
He smiled.
He bowed.
"I'm Christopher at your service," he said, taking her hand in his.
With a street-smart look, she summed him up before grabbing for the wall with an unsteady hand.
"I'm Christopher," he said with a laugh. He looked at her again as if he was a doctor in an emergency room. "Are you sure you're okay," he asked her again?
He put a strong arm around her to steady her? She rewarded his kindness by unintentionally leaning the side of her blouse clad breast against his hand. She continued pressing her big breast against his hand to steady herself. Other than those three potential rapists, and other than men groping cheap feels of her in the food line at the mission, it had been a long time since she felt the feel of a real man making her feel safe.
# # #
"Yeah, I'm fine," she said. "Thanks. I'm just a little dizzy. They hit me pretty hard and I haven't eaten in a while," she said.
He looked at her as if she was one of his recruits.
"Where did you learn to fight like that," he asked?
She laughed.
"I grew up with four, older half-brothers. All big men, even bigger than you, taught me how to take care of myself should I need to defend myself," she said with pride.
She smiled.
"My ex-husband was an undercover Boston cop with fifth-degree black belts in Judo, Aikido, and Karate," she said.
She pulled away from him while rubbing her jaw with one hand and closing her shirt again while clutching her ribs with her other hand.
"I think he may have broken my rib when he kicked me," she said.
She grimaced in pain while tenderly feeling herself through her shirt with her fingers. He reached out his hand to feel her rib through her shirt. He felt her rib while she rested the weight of her big breast on the top of his hand.
"It's not broken," he said. "It's just bruised."
She continued gently rubbing her side.
"If I wasn't feeling so weak from not eating, I would have kicked their asses," she said.
He looked at her as if he was a battlefield medic doctor. Yet, having helped dozens of wounded men on the battlefield, he knew something about injuries.
# # #
"Breathe in," he said. "May I?"
She allowed his hand access inside her shirt. He unbuttoned her shirt and reached inside her unbuttoned shirt to feel her rib with experienced fingers and a gentle hand. With her breasts so large and without her wearing a brassiere, her breast rested on his hand. He was unable to prevent himself from feeling the bottom and the side of her naked breast.
"Take a big breath in and then slowly breathe out. Does it hurt to breathe," he asked looking up at her instead of staring at her naked breasts?
After having been groped most of her life by horny men, she knew that men don't need to use their fingers and horny hands to feel a woman's breasts. Men have breast sensors all over their bodies. They can cop a cheap feel of a woman's breast with their forearm, elbow, knee, leg, shoulder, back, and even with the back of their hands.
Yet, as his reward for saving her from the three men, she allowed him to continue to unintentionally, or deliberately grope her naked breasts. Solely from the firmness of her breast on the back of his hand, as if he was Sherlock Holmes on a breast investigation, Christopher deduced correctly that she was younger than she looked. In the way that she was holding her own in fighting them, he wondered if she was an undercover cop but if she was, she wouldn't be homeless, and she'd have plenty of backup watching her back.
"No, it doesn't hurt to breathe but it hurts to move, especially when I lift my arm," she said.
He continued feeling her side. Then, he removed his hand from inside of her blouse.
"Lucky for you it's only bruised and not broken," he said.
He reached his hand inside her unbuttoned shirt again to feel her rib again as his pretense to feel her breast again, if even only with the breast sensors on the back of his hand. She had big tits, really big tits, and they were as heavy as they were firm. With it having been a while since he felt a woman's naked breasts, he enjoyed feeling her naked breast resting on his hand.
"Thank you," she said.
She pulled away from him again when, no doubt, realizing that he was copping cheap feels of her naked breasts on the pretense of checking her for injuries. In the way she was so shapely put together; in checking her for more internal injuries, he'd love to give her a complete physical exam from pussy to breast. She had a beautiful body and he wouldn't mind seeing her naked again. Only, she desperately needed a shower.
# # #
"You'll be fine in a couple of days," he said reluctantly, removing his hand from inside her shirt when she pulled away from him.
As if he was an emergency room doctor and, in the way that he's helped soldiers survive battlefield wounds, he was more than qualified to tend to her bruised ribs. After seeing her up close, a real diamond in the rough, he'd love to give her the full physical attention that she clearly needed and deserved. He'd love to give her a naked massage.


"Bastard," she said, kicking the unconscious man in the ribs, the one who kicked her in the ribs, before kicking him in the face.
"That's going to leave a bruise," he said laughing. "Okay that's enough," he said.
Whether deliberately or unintentionally, he cupped both of her big breasts in the palms of his horny hands when he wrapped his arms around her. He pulled her away from the man before giving him his own, swift Karate kick to the ribs. Definitely, in the way that he kicked him and knew how to hurt him, no doubt, he broke his ribs for the bruised ribs that he gave her.
When he wrapped his arms around her, he quickly removed his hands from cupping her breasts. With both arms wrapped around both of her breasts and her round ass firmly pressed against the front of him, he immediately had an erection. Not considering before, he imagined being with her.
He imagined kissing her, French kissing her. He imagined making out with her. He imagined feeling her through her clothes while slowly undressing her, and stripping her naked. He imagined passionately making love to her before fucking fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with his cock.
# # #
"Bastard," she said.
She was more focused on kicking the unconscious man than on him holding her while feeling her body with every sexual nerve ending that he possessed. Paying him no never mind of him groping her big breast, she spit her outrage on the man after extricating herself from his hold again.
"You're thinly bony," he said with a laugh. "You weigh nothing. When did you last eat?"
He looked at her while imagining her in cleaner clothes, a short skirt, and a low-cut blouse, her hair done, and her wearing makeup. If she looked this good now dirty, she'd be stunning with some pampering. He looked at her while wondering why she was out here alone with no one to protect her. With him believing that there was a reason for everything, he looked at her as if seeing her for the first time.
"Eat? I dunno. I'm not sure. I no longer have a watch. I hawked that to buy some much needed food," she said. "Now, without having a watch to keep track of the time, one day seems like another," she said with a shrug. "All that I know is that I was starving last night and I'm even hungrier this morning."
She looked at him confused while wiping her nose with her dirty sleeve.
"What day is it today? After a while, I get confused," she said with a sad, little shrug. "When you're out here with no money and no hope, it's hard to tell one day from the next. They all feel the same with morning dragging into night before starting all over again."
He nodded his head.
"Trust me. I know the feeling," he said. "C'mon. Let's get you something to eat. The diner is open down the block. I could use some grub and I hate eating alone. My treat."
# # #
She grabbed what little personal possessions she had.
"Okay," she said, picking up her bag of cans.
He took the bag of cans from her hand.
"Leave them," he said.
She looked at him as if he was crazy.
"Leave them? Are you nuts? Do you know how long it took me to collect those cans?" She grabbed for her cans but he pulled the bag away. "I can't leave my cans."
He chuckled.
"You can't take a bag of cans with you in the diner," he said. "Don't worry. I'll give you money."
Then, when she looked and gave him a questioning look, he eased her worry.
"No strings attached. I'm helping you in the way that I hope that someone would help my sister should she be in a similar situation," he said.
She smiled up at him.
"Thank you," she said.
# # #
She reached for the bag of cans again.
"But I can't leave my cans," she stomped her foot as if she was a spoiled child. "Someone will take them. It took me all day to collect those cans. There's enough money in that bag to buy me coffee and a muffin and to eat off of for a couple of days. There must be three hundred cans in that bag. That's about fifteen dollars and there's not another can to be found in this whole alley," she said.
Even though she was hard pressed to do the math in her head, she looked at her bag of cans with a knowledgeable eye. She stared at her plastic bag of cans as it was filled with money.
"Here," he said, handing her three twenties. "I just bought them from you for four times what you would have gotten to recycle them. Now they're my cans. Leave them. C'mon, let's go eat. I'm hungry and I sure could use a cup of coffee," he said.
She stuffed the sixty-dollars in her pocket.
"Okay. Thank you," she said.
She stuffed the bag of cans behind a trash bin and covered them with cardboard.
"I'm just making sure that no one steals your cans," she said looking up at him with a little, sexy grin.
She continued smiling up at him while wiping dirt off her face with her dirty sleeve.
# # #
"Will they allow me inside? I know the diner. I tried buying coffee there once before and they were rude to me," she looked at him with sadness. "I'm really grubby and I smell," she said, smelling her armpit.
He chuckled again.
"Don't worry. You're with me. You're my guest. Trust me, they'll allow you to eat there," he said with kindness.
She gave him a sad, little look.
"Even though I was so cold, so tired, and even though I just wanted to sit and rest before falling over, they said that I had to take the coffee outside to drink," she said as if she was about to burst into tears. She continued telling him her sad tale. "As good as any other customer, I was a paying customer too," she said with anger. "I gave them my last dollar for a lousy cup of coffee."
She paused as if thinking about if she should continue telling him the rest of her sad story. She looked away from him with an embarrassed look.
"What? Tell me. Trust me. You're with a friend."
She looked down at the ground.
"I really needed to use the bathroom and as soon as I walked back outside and the cold air hit me, I peed myself," she said, beginning to cry.
Christopher wanted to hug her but backed off to give her some space.
"I'm so sorry," he said. "I apologize for their treatment of you."
# # #
"I heard the waitress laugh to the other waitress that I smelled," she said looking at him with tears in her eyes. "Okay, yeah, sure, no doubt I smelled after I peed myself but I don't smell, especially in the cold," she said lifting her arm to smell her pit again. "I don't know how anything or anyone can smell me in the cold. Besides, I take a shower, not every day, but I shower in the shelter whenever I can. When I can't shower, I wash in the McDonald's ladies' room."
He touched her hand.
"Don't worry about not being served. You're my guest and you don't smell," he said, moving her long, blonde hair out of her face.
Not a typical bag lady, when he moved her lush, blonde hair out of the way, he imagined she was Rapunzel or Cinderella. He imagined moving her hair from her face just before kissing her. As if she was a movie star on a soundstage, after seeing her closer and under the soft glow of the street light, and after she cleaned herself up, he wouldn't mind going to bed with her every night and waking up to her every morning.
Suddenly, he had an image of her wearing a long, lavender nightgown that buttons halfway down the front. He imagined himself taking the time to slowly unbutton every button while looking to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before reaching his hand inside to feel her abundant breasts and finger her hard nipples while kissing her. Continuing his sudden enamored vision of her, especially after seeing her without any warm outerwear, he imagined dressing her for the cold while warming her within his strong arms.
He imagined spoiling her. He imagined buying her fleece gloves, a tam hat, in the way that Talia Shire wore in Rocky as Adrian, and a scarf wrapped around her neck. Wearing nothing more than an unzipped, 800 down vest to keep her warm and to protect her from his horny hands, he imagined himself kissing her while feeling her everywhere. Not stopping his imagination there, he imagined marrying her and buying her a cute, little, green Mini Cooper S as her wedding gift. A common occurrence, a protector falling for the victim, he wondered if she was falling for him, too.
"Thank you," she said, shivering. "You're too kind."
He removed his jacket.
"Here," he said. He removed his holster, removed his shirt, and buckled the holster under his shirt. "Wear this. It's Polartec," he said, placing his jacket over her shoulders while holding out the jacket to help her arm inside. "It will keep you warm."
He took her all in as if noticing her for the first time. With him 6'4" tall, he liked the fact that she was tall, maybe 5' 9" or 5'10" tall. With her nearly as tall as he was wearing heels, he liked that.
He liked that she was blonde and busty with big, blue eyes. He had a thing for blonde women with big tits and blue eyes. Only all the blondes he's ever been with were dyed blonde and judging from her pubic hair, she's a natural blonde just as her breasts are natural and not surgically enhanced.
Too busy paying attention to the three men, he hadn't taken the time to look at her, really look at her until the way that he was looking at her now. Never thinking that he'd make it home alive from his next deployment, all the women in his life were one-night stands of drinking, desperate groping, and sweating in a cheap motel room. Except for his sister, all of the women in his life didn't matter to him in the way that this woman suddenly mattered to him now.
He wanted to help her. He wanted to take care of her. Was this fate that they met or was he thinking more about her as a romantic connection than she was thinking about him as a romantic connection?
# # #
"Thanks," she said.
She put on his jacket and zippered it all the way up against the cold, and to hide her dirty blouse and her braless breasts while staring down at his concealed weapon.
"You have a gun," she asked. She looked at him hard. "Are you a cop?"
He shook his head no.
"Yes, I do have a gun but I'm not a cop. I'm a retired Navy SEAL and I have a permit to carry a concealed weapon. A part of me as if it's an extension of my hand, I don't go out without a weapon."
She looked at him with curiosity.
"Then, I don't understand," she said.
He smiled at her.
"What don't you understand," he asked while staring down at her?
"Why didn't you use the gun on them?"
He laughed.
"I didn't need to use my gun on them. I was in no imminent danger or threat of death to use deadly force. Besides, I never pull my gun unless I'm going to use it," he said.
He gave her a smile.
"Furthermore, with three men, there's always the chance that my gun could be taken from me and used against me. Besides my real weapons are my mind, my resolve, my hands, and my feet. None of those can be used against me. Sometimes, especially in close hand-to-hand combat, a gun just gets in my way." He looked at her and smiled again. "Besides," he said with a laugh. "There were only three of them."
She looked at him with shocked concern.
"Only three of them," she laughed. "They could have..."
# # #
He made a face.
"They could have what? Bled? Vomited? Peed all over themselves?"
He laughed.
"As it was, it wasn't a fair fight," he said with a smug laugh. "Seriously," he said as if it was no big deal. "It was clear to me that they didn't have any training. Having been down this road before in more dangerous situations, it takes more than three men, men who aren't trained in hand-to-hand combat, to get the better of me," he said with a nod. "Christopher can handle himself," he said in the third person again.
She looked at him as if I was nuts.
"But one had a gun, the other a knife, and the third had a pipe. How is that not a fair fight? Fair for them but not for you," she said with a look of disbelief.
He chuckled.
"It was obvious to me in the way they were standing and holding their weapons that they had no idea how to use them. As far as I was concerned, their weapons were my weapons to take from them and to use on them," he said with a grin.
She looked at him with confusion.
"Who are you?"
He puffed out his chest as if his commanding officer was pinning another medal on him.
"I'm a United States Navy Seal, Christopher Ryan, retired, at your service Ma'am," he said with a shit eating grin.
She gave him a wide smile.
"Lucky me to have had a Navy SEAL come to my rescue," she said, returning his smile.
# # #
As if they were old friends, seemingly comfortable with one another, they continued talking as they walked to the diner.
"I'm a movie buff," she said. "I used to watch the old black and white movies when I was a kid. A latch key kid, my mom worked during the day and I stayed home alone after school."
She didn't tell him that her mother was a stripper, a prostitute, and an all-around whore.
"I remember watching this one, old movie, Soldier in the Rain, one of my all-time favorite movies, right up there with Requiem for a Heavyweight with Anthony Quinn, on the Waterfront with Marlon Brando, and Old Man and the Sea with Spencer Tracy," she said rattling off her favorite, old, black and white movies.
He smiled at her while touching her hand.
"Anyway," Soldier in the Rain starred Jackie Gleason and Steve McQueen. Jackie Gleason played a tough, smart, Sergeant Major who did crossword puzzles in pen. Have you seen the movie?"
He stopped in front of the diner.
"No. I haven't seen any of those movies. Well, here we are," he said, opening the door of the diner for her to enter.
She paused, staring at the diner before looking up at him.
"Wait. I can't go in there. Can't we take the food to go," she said baulking by taking a step backward. "They'll recognize me. I'm hard to miss. There aren't many homeless women living on the street, especially one that's tall, blonde, blue-eyed with big tits," she said with a laugh. "TBBBT."
He gave her a questioning look.
"TBBBT? What's that?"
She laughed.
"That was my nickname in high school, TBBBT, tall, blonde, and blue-eyed, with big tits," she said with another laugh.
# # #
He grabbed her by the hand and walked in the diner ahead of her while pulling his reluctant, late night, supper guest along.
"Hi Pete," he said with a wave. "My sister and I are going to grab the booth in the back," he said pointing to the empty booth.
Pete waved his hand.
"Yeah, sure, Christopher," said Pete smiling at Christopher before he scowled when eyeing Susan and her disheveled appearance.
Pete didn't dare say a word after Christopher stopped a robbery attempt one early morning. Open 24 hours, his usual routine after his late night, early morning walk was to hit the diner for coffee with apple pie and ice cream. As he approached the restaurant, always alert, Christopher heard shouts from the street before opening the door to the small diner.
Pete was out on the floor. He's never out on the floor. He's always positioned behind the open, high counter window in the kitchen, while his waitress takes care of the customers out front.
With just a telling look from Pete, Christopher knew that there was more than just coffee brewing. There was trouble. Not waiting for the men to reveal their weapons and make their deadly move, Christopher made the first strike with a sidekick to the knee of the man who stood closest to him.
His gun hit the floor before he did. Christopher reached down and recovered the weapon before he did. Then, coming up fast and hard, he pistol whipped the second man in the nuts with his friend's gun while taking his weapon away from him too. Just as it was in the alley, the altercation was over in three seconds. Just as it was in the alley, it took him longer to disable the weapons than to defeat the perpetrators.
Pete called the police and had the two arrested. Ever since then, whatever he ordered was on the house. Only tonight, wanting to give this homeless woman a belated Thanksgiving Day feast, he intended to pay for her food.
# # #
They sat in the booth across from one another. Sally, the waitress, handed them menus while looking from Christopher to stare at Susan before looking back at Christopher with a questioning look on her face.
"Coffee?"
Christopher looked at Susan and she nodded.
"Two coffees," he said and the waitress left to retrieve her coffee pot.
Christopher didn't even have to open his menu. He knew the menu by heart.
"Order whatever you want. Whatever you don't finish, you can take with you to eat later," he said. "Don't worry about what it costs. It's all on me," he said.
Susan gave him a big smile.
"Okay," said Susan, already busy looking at the menu before she looked up to study Christopher. "Thank you but I don't have a home to take the leftover food with me. Besides, I can't decide what I want."
Christopher turned to Pete.
"We're both really hungry. Give us everything on the breakfast menu, Pete. I'm paying," said Christopher.
Pete busied himself in the kitchen.
"You got it, Christopher."
He looked at Susan.
"I haven't even asked you," he said. "What's your name?"
She smiled and reached out her hand to shake his hand.
"I'm Susan, Susan Jill Parker," she said, shaking his hand hard and fast enough to bounce her big, braless breasts.
# # #
"Nice to meet you Susan Jill Parker. I'm Christopher. Christopher Ryan," he said, offering her his big hand.
Seeing her up close, as if seeing her for the first time, he saw her bloodied nose, her split lip, and the discolored, puffy mouse under her eye. His hero, she took as much of a beating as he gave. Those bastards, for all that they did to her, if they were here now, he'd beat the shit out of them all over again. She was glad that she kicked one of the men when he was down. She was glad that she gave him a swift, hard kick, too. If he didn't have broken ribs, his ribs would certainly be bruised.
'How dare they hit a woman,' he thought with anger? 'How dare they sexually molest her by nearly stripping her naked? How dare they try to force her to blow them? How dare they try and rape her?'
The more he thought about it, the angrier he became. With the odds stacked against her, he was just glad that he was there to help her and to save her from being raped, continued to be beaten, and/or murdered. Bad enough that they beat her, there was no telling what those men would have done to her had he not been there to come to her rescue.
Definitely they would have forced her to blow them. They would have raped her. They may have even murdered her. Always just the tip of the iceberg, just another sad statistic, a homeless woman found dead in an alley, end of story, was no big deal. Sad but true, most times, no one even claimed the body to identify it.
Buried in an unmarked grave, he couldn't imagine dying alone without family and friends mourning his death in the way that so many of his good buddies died on the battlefield, and were buried in Arlington Cemetery. When he died, he wanted to die at home surrounded by all the people closest to him in his life. Only, having alienated everyone for the sake of serving in the Navy SEALS, other than his sister, his nephew, and his niece, he had no one to say good-bye, to watch him pass, and to wish him well on the other side.
With him seldom home, busy circumventing the globe, he no longer had any family and friends. His only family was his sister and her children, but he hasn't seen them in years. Embarrassed after running from her house because of her screaming baby, he hasn't even called her.
The last time he saw her was when he ran from her house covering his ears because of the noise her children screaming made. In exchange for his Navy SEALs good buddies, he lost all contact with everyone else years ago. Now that he doesn't drink and party in the way that he used to do, he lost contact with not only his SEALs buddies, but also with his Marine, Green Beret, Ranger, and Delta Force buddies, too.


If he was penniless and homeless, he'd be much like Susan, alone on the city streets. Only, suspecting there was more to tell, he figured her for having more of a story than that. With everyone having a unique story to tell, he wondered what her story was?
With someone as good looking, as sexy, and as shapely as she is, she definitely had more of a story to tell. Besides her good looks and hot body, there was real intelligence behind those eyes. Glad that he came to her rescue and saved her, he liked her.
What he didn't know but he perceived, there was something in her that attracted him to her. Putting her beauty and body aside, be it her poise, her intelligence, and/or her self-confidence, there was something about her that he liked. Having already seen her naked, he couldn't help from wondering what she'd be like in bed. With him not having had sex in a very long time, he imagined having a sexual relationship with her.
# # #
"Nice to meet you Christopher Ryan," she said.
She returned his handshake with her handshake, and with a smile before taking a big gulp of her hot, black coffee, and downing the cup.
For a homeless woman, she had soft hands. He figured her for a sexy secretary or a bookkeeper in her other life. She looked around as if she was looking for someone or something before leaning forward to whisper to him.
"Do you think they'll allow me to use the restroom?"
For someone so brave against three men, she was so timid in her request to use the restroom. He could only imagine the verbal abuse she must have been subjected to and taken when sneaking in a fast-food joint to use their restroom without having the money enough to buy anything. Putting up with three men beating her, groping her, and trying to rape her was the least amount of shit she's had to put up with when being homeless.
No doubt, every day while alone, cold, hungry, and sleeping on the streets was a struggle that he couldn't imagine. Even with him sometimes sleeping on the ground when in-country, at least he had food to eat and water to drink. Yet, this was a woman alone and unprotected living out in the open without a weapon, and with only cardboard to keep her warm.
He laughed.
"Sure. Of course, you can use the restroom. You're with me, a paying customer. C'mon, I'll show you where it is," he said standing and using that as his excuse to help her up when she grimaced from moving and stood with bruised ribs.
He pointed to the far end of the restaurant.
"It's right over there. You take your time and do whatever you need to do. I'll stay out here to give you privacy while making sure that no one else goes inside. Take your time," he said.
It was then for the first time in the bright light of the diner that he saw how disheveled her appearance was. Looking as if she had worn them for days and, no doubt, slept in them too, her clothes were dirty, wrinkled, and stained. She looked as if she could use a bath, actually, a long soak in a bathtub would do her wonders.
# # #
In a country so rich and in a country that routinely helped the people of other less fortunate countries, he felt sorry for her and angry for her unfortunate situation. Feeling the need to help her, we should take care of our own citizens before reaching out to help the citizens of the world. With them being unappreciated and disrespectful, so many don't want our help. Now, with us arresting and imprisoning immigrants before sending them back home, that isn't right. That's not what America stands for and what the Statue of Liberty proclaims.
Why do we even bother trying to help those who didn't want our help, he didn't know? Only, there was always something in it for us, usually oil or some other natural resources. Somehow and in some way, after we fed and clothe them, we raped them of whatever things they had of value that we could use.
He never understood why we give our money to Pakistan so that they can shelter the Taliban. It angered him that we gave our money to Egypt to watch them burn our flag in their streets. We should pull the plug on the gravy train to watch them come crawling and begging the United States of America for help.
He was angered that so many people were unemployed or underemployed. He was angered that so many people were working two and three jobs to make ends meet, and who didn't even have health insurance. Young college graduates couldn't get a job to save to buy a house.
With them busting the unions, he was angered that we sent all of our manufacturing jobs overseas to Mexico, Japan, Taiwan, India, Brazil, Indonesia, Sri Lanka, and now China. It's nonsense that we support China by employing their people with all of our jobs and then have to borrow money from them. When did that happen, and why is it still continuing?
In a country so rich and so productive, everyone who's able to work and who wants to work should have a job, a good paying job, a job that allows them to feed, clothe, and educate their children. With too many people living in poverty, they need to raise the minimum wage instead of passing the so-called, 'Big Beautiful Bill,' that further enriches billionaires. Everyone should have free health insurance and, for those who want to attend, our citizens should have a tuition free college education without having to take out financially crushing loans.
Too many people are homeless. No one should wander the street with no place to sleep, and have no food to eat and/or water to drink. No citizen of the United States, people he risked his life to protect, should go hungry and thirsty.
In the way that the CIA routinely replaced one dictator for another dictator, it's time we cleared those old, white men out of Washington and replaced them with those who are willing to serve the public and not themselves. Instead of a Republican Party or a Democratic Party, just as our forefathers envisioned, we should have one party, the American Party. Not a party for the rich or a party for the poor but a party for every citizen of the United States of America.
# # #
He watched her walk down the hall and disappear in the lady's room. Nearly as tall as he was if she was wearing high heels, he didn't realize how tall she was, maybe 5'9" or 5'10" tall, until she stood next to him. Wondering if she was wearing heels, she wasn't. She was wearing dirty, white tennis sneakers. That's when it hit him. With most women having dozens of pairs of shoes, what woman doesn't have a proper pair of shoes to wear?
Hard not to notice and to be sexually attracted to her, she had the face and the height of a runway model with the body of a porn star. With him her protector, he still felt the need to help her. With her sitting here with him now in the diner, he wanted to feed her. With him not having a woman in his life, he wanted to take care of her.
Truth be told, obviously, he was just as alone and lonely as she was. Yet, was sex getting in the way of his compassion and commonsense? Was he more interested in fucking her than in helping her? Toying with his emotions, seeing her nearly naked turned his head completely around. Indeed, she was a beautiful woman.
Living in a dirty, back alley, she was a homeless woman for God sakes. Was he that desperate for a woman that he's now searching the back alleys of the city for homeless women to date instead of hooking up with someone on an online dating site or in a bar? Maybe, with all the shit that he's had to deal with in his life, he felt as disconnected and desperate as she was. Maybe, he needed to hunker down with a real woman, a homeless woman, before climbing up to mingle with the rest of society.
He's been too wrapped up in himself and in the military while fighting wars around the world. He never had the time or the need for a woman in his life as he had the time for and wanted to make the time for someone now that he's retired from killing the enemy. Nonetheless, the sudden sexual attraction that he felt for her, he'd like to take her home with him.
That is, if she was agreeable to that but he didn't know how to ask her without coming across as a player. He didn't know how she'd react to his invitation for her to bunk with him. Maybe, she'd agree to shower in his bathroom. Maybe, she'd allow him to buy her some clothes, shoes, and a warm winter coat and jacket to wear, along with gloves, a hat, and winter boots.
Not very suave with the ladies, he didn't even know how to go about asking her without insulting her or offending her. Just because she was homeless doesn't mean she wasn't proud. Everyone has pride whether false or real.
Yet, if she was to accept his offer of shelter, at least a shower, once there, once alone with her in his house, then what? If she had accepted the invitation to bunk with her, with him horny and sexually frustrated after seeing her nearly naked, would he try and sexually seduce her. No better than the three men who sexually molested her, would he sexually take in appropriate advantage of her and molest her, too?
# # #
He's never been in a committed relationship. If nothing else, again, she could shower and he'd take her to buy new clothes tomorrow. Maybe, he could take her someplace to get her hair, her makeup, and nails done. His very own version of Julia Roberts as Pretty Woman, he was curious what she looked like beneath all that dirt, anger, and bad attitude.
Then what? Once he feeds her, shelters her, bathes her, clothes her, and gets her hair, her makeup, and her nails done, what happens then? Not being much of a deep thinker when it comes to women, playing it by ear, and unable to answer his own question, he didn't know. Never in a serious sexual relationship, the only women that he knew were Simone, Lucy, and Carmen, strippers and prostitutes.
Yet, careful where he threads, maybe she'd think that after saving her from those three men and buying her a hot meal that she'd be obligated to accept his invitation to bunk with him. Maybe, she'd think that he wanted her for sex and, maybe, he did want sex. Other than having fun with some local prostitutes, he hadn't had sex in a while, since before he left the service and visited Bangkok for some much-needed rest, recreation, and relaxation.
He wasn't as interested in having sex with her as much as he was in wanting to help her, or so he convinced himself to believe. Yeah, sure if sex was on the table and offered, he wouldn't refuse it but more than that, he was lonely. He was more looking for companionship and conversation than in fucking her and in her sucking him. It's sadly funny how the pain of isolation and loneliness can sometimes hurt more than the searing and piercing bite of a bullet.
Having survived three bullet wounds and after receiving 5 Purple Hearts for injuries received in combat, he was a coward when it came to love and commitment. He was tongue tied when it came to women. He feared starting a relationship that he wasn't capable of finishing. As if he had been shot in the heart, he was suddenly sad that he never married and had children. Yet, now that he was retired from the SEALs maybe this was the right time to settle down.
# # #
It was obvious to him now that he was no longer a SEAL, how empty his life was. A life that was the envy of his friends, especially when he showed up wearing his uniform with all of his stripes and medals, he was the one who was envious of them. Having gotten all that he wanted then, they all had what he wished he had now.
"I'm buying," said Christopher walking over to Pete standing at the order counter while waiting for Susan to emerge from the restroom. "Whatever she doesn't eat, wrap it up and she'll take it with her," he said to Pete before turning his attention to the waitress. "And the next time she comes in for coffee, let her drink it here out of the cold, allow her to use the restroom, and don't embarrass her by saying that she smells."
Sally, the waitress, gave him an embarrassed look.
"Okay," said Sally. "But that wasn't me who said that she smells, Christopher. That was Molly, the new girl. I'd never embarrass anyone in public."
Sally touched his arm.
"Especially now aware that she's your sister and being that it's been so cold outside, I would have allowed her to drink her coffee inside, Christopher," she said with a kind smile. "She's welcome here anytime, even just to use the lady's room. I'll make sure of it."
Christopher shook her hand.
"Thank you," he said to her.
She paused as if rethinking what she was about to say.
"Having been there myself, before I got this job, I know how it is on the street," said Sally. "I'll never forget how cold I was, the coldest I've ever been, while standing around with no place to go and counting down the minutes when waiting for the shelter to open. Then, standing in line with so many pitiful people, the thing that stuck with me was the indignity of it all and how I wasn't even able to support one person, myself."
Christopher nodded his head.
"Actually, she's not my sister. She's my friend," he said again, this time with a smile. "Thank you for your kindness," said Christopher, handing her twenty dollars.
# # #
As if she had taken a bath, Susan emerged from the bathroom twenty minutes later looking like someone else. Instead of dragging her tired ass behind her and instead of having the angry look of Tugboat Annie on her face, she strode from the bathroom as if she owned the place. Her hands and face were spotlessly clean and her hair was pulled back away from her face enough for Christopher to notice that she had big, blue eyes that he couldn't stop staring into them.
She had changed her blouse and her pants. She was wearing a bra. Yet, the biggest change in her was in her attitude. With her big, blue eyes beaming, she was smiling instead of frowning.
"Wow," he said. "If I didn't know we were the only two people here, I'd think that you were someone else," he said with a laugh. "I hardly recognized you. You clean up really well. Actually, you're very good looking and with the right clothes, your hair done, and some makeup, you'd be stunning," he said while Roy Orbison's Pretty Woman played in his head.
She gave him a big smile.
"Thank you," she said blushing.
The waitress poured her more coffee and she laughed with the waitress before taking a big gulp of coffee.
# # #
"Tell me about you," said Susan.
Christopher laughed.
"There's not much to tell," he said with another laugh. "I'm all man, a macho man, and if I have a character flaw, it's sometimes that I'm too much of a man," he said, taking her all in as if he was smelling and staring at a bouquet of roses. "Because of my no excuse combat training, I show too much of the hard side than I show the soft side."
She laughed.
"I can see that," she said. "At ease, SEAL," she said with a laugh. "I don't bite. What you see is what you get with me, too."
They stared at one another in the way that they had never looked at one another before. Suddenly, while watching the waitress carry over an entire table of food, they both fell quiet. Then, Christopher tripped all over his feelings. Something that he never does, as if he was the bachelor on the Bachelor dating show, he opened up to her.
"It's different with you. For some reason you let out my soft and sensitive side," he said, staring at her. "And I like seeing the other side of me coming out when being with you. It makes me feel more human than being a badass, Navy SEAL."
Susan laughed again.
"Yeah, well, don't be crying in my food, Midnight Cowboy. This is the first meal that I've eaten in a long time that doesn't have alley dirt and bugs in it," she said laughing.
He laughed, too.
"If I'm the Midnight Cowboy then you're my sidekick, Ratso Rizzo," he said laughing.
She laughed, too.
"Eww. Gross. Gee thanks," she said laughing again.
He fixed her a heaping plate of food.
"Actually, that was a good movie," he said. "I'm surprised you remembered it."
She poured syrup over her pancakes and waffles.
"I'm a huge movie buff," she said again. "I've seen every Hoffman movie, and Jon Voight was wonderful in that too. I loved HEAT with Al Pacino and Robert DeNiro. Jon Voight was in that movie, too. I loved him in Ray Donovan, too, as Ray's father. Just wondering," she said with a teasing laugh, "Did you like Brokeback Mountain, too?"
He laughed.
# # #
In the way she teased him, with their continued, light hearted repartee, he wouldn't mind leaning over the table and kissing her. Actually, with her no longer looking like a homeless woman, he'd like to kiss her. After saving her, no doubt, saving her life for him, yeah, he'd like to kiss her.
He'd like to part her lips with his tongue and French kiss her. He wished he could kiss her full lips. He wished he could make out with her while feeling her big tits and fingering her erect nipples. Only, she's the one who should kiss him, if only to show him her gratitude.
Suddenly, after seeing her naked in the alley, his mind was filled with the image of her without her clothes. Difficult to remove the sight of her big, naked breasts and her erect, pink nipples, he imagined her sitting across from him naked, as naked as she was in the alley. He imagined her wearing something sexy, a bra and panty from Victoria's Secret.
Their only conversation, this conversation was the first real conversation that he's had with a woman. He didn't count pillow talk conversations with women that he paid to suck and fuck him. Other than with his sister, not knowing what to say or how to act, he was always awkwardly uncomfortable with women. He reminded himself of Clint Eastwood in Heartbreak Highway, when he played Gunnery Sergeant, Tom Highway. He's really never sat with and talked to a woman while she was wearing clothes.
Again, he remembered her naked tits, so big, and so full. Never had he seen breasts as big and as shapely before. She had the most beautiful breasts he's ever seen and, suddenly feeling horny and feeling a deep sexual attraction for her, he'd love to feel them while making out with her. Only he feared that his sexual attraction for her would get in the way of helping her. Not being a psychiatrist, he hoped that his attraction to her was more than some convoluted need that stemmed from his childhood in wanting to help her and protect her.
"Speaking of wondering, if you don't mind me asking, how old are you," he asked?
His question was met with a blank stare before she flashed him a soft smile.
"It's not polite to ask a woman her age and/or her weight," she said with a laugh.
He nodded his head.
"I only asked because you looked so much older in the alley than you do now that you're all cleaned up and looking so good," he said with an uncomfortable smile.
She gave him a sexy, cheesecake smile.
"How old do I look?"
She sat back in the booth, and gave him a sexy pose while smiling. When she smiled at him like that, he imagined falling in love with her and being married to her. When she posed like that, he imagined a photographer taking a family photo of her and her baby after they were married.
"I dunno. I'm not good with guessing women's ages," he said with a shrug.
She gave him a smile.
"Actually, I turned 50 on July 26th."
He laughed.
"Something else we have in common, I'm 50-years-old, too, and I'm a Leo the lion, also. August 4th is my birthday."
Undressing her with his eyes, unable to remove his eyes from her, he looked at her as if she was sitting across from him topless, and even naked.
"Yet, you don't look 50. If I was to guess, I'd think you were 40," he said.
She smiled while touching his hand.
"Thank you," she said. "You just made my day."
While sampling everything, she continued gobbling down her food.
# # #
"Well, this is an unexpected treat with you coming to my rescue and then copping me to a free meal," she said changing the subject of age to voice her appreciation of his help and a free meal. "It's been a long time since I've eaten like this. I promise, when I get a job, I'll repay you for..."


He waved his big hand at her.
"Don't be silly. There's no need to repay me. Pay it forward is all that I ask you to do. Just as someone helped me when I lost my way thirty years ago, before I joined the Navy and found my true calling, give a helping hand to someone else one day. You helping someone else will be my repayment and my reward," he said.
She gave him a big smile while touching his big hand with her soft hand.
"Thank you," she said.
She looked down at all the food.
"So, what's your favorite food? What are you hungry to eat?"
Even though he's eaten there a hundred times before and even though he ordered the same thing every day, apple pie with ice cream and coffee, he looked at all of the food in front of him.
"Something that I didn't order. Apple pie and ice cream," he said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
# # #
"Well, to be honest, I miss having breakfast," she said. "Most days, all I can afford is a cup of coffee and sometimes a stale muffin. After walking by this diner in the morning and smelling the pancakes, waffles, and sausages cooking on the grille, I've been dreaming about pancakes, waffles, and sausages for weeks."
He waved his hand as if he was doing a magic trick.
"Well, think of me as your genie," he said with a laugh. "Your wish is my command," he said folding his arms across his body. "You now have your pancakes, your waffles, and you have your sausages. I'm going to fatten you up," he said with a laugh. "You're too skinny."
She laughed, too.
"Don't worry. Whatever I weight I gain goes to my tits," she said laughing while cupping her big breasts through her blouse and her bra in the palms of her hands. "I was a double D cup before losing fifteen pounds that I couldn't afford to lose. I've always been 130 pounds but weighed only 115, the last time I checked. I may even be less now that I haven't eaten all day or yesterday, I think, until now." She looked at him and smiled. "Thank you in advance for giving me my tits back."
He laughed, too.
"You're welcome, Honey but," he liked calling her Honey and by the obvious smile on her face, she liked him calling her Honey too. "You still have tits, big tits, from what I saw of you in the alley and from what I can see now with you wearing a bra."
# # #
Remembering back, she turned a bright red.
"Oh, God, I forgot that you saw me nearly naked. That was so embarrassing," she said putting her head down and covering her eyes with her hand as if trying to erase the memory. "You saw so much of me. You saw too much of me," she said with an embarrassed laugh. "You saw all of me. You saw what I'd never show a man until a fourth or fifth date," she said with a laugh.
He shrugged his big shoulders while patting her hand.
"The light was dim in the alley. I hardly saw anything of you," he said lying when he saw all of her, a sexy sight that burnt an indelible impression of her nakedness and horniness in his mind.
He looked out the window when someone caught his attention.
"Look," he said peering out the window and directing Susan to look where he pointed with his finger. "There are those three men," he said with a laugh. "And they're coming in here."
She looked horrified.
"Oh, no they're not. Please don't let them hurt me again," she said picking up the knife from the table and holding it at the ready to defend herself.
He took the knife from her hand.
"Don't worry. I'll take care of it," said Christopher getting out of the booth and walking to the door to meet them as if he was a bouncer.
# # #
"Let's go in here," said the little man to the other two.
As soon as he reached for the door, Christopher was there waiting for him.
"The diner is full. Go somewhere else," he said. "You're not welcome here anymore."
Immediately they retreated. By the looks on their faces, no doubt never expecting to see him again, especially so soon, they were afraid. With the smallest man helping the biggest man to walk and the third man limping behind him as if he was drunk or elderly, the three, beaten victims made their way down the street before a police car slowed, pulled over, and stopped them.
Calling for backup, two more police cars flew in from the opposite direction. Too injured to run, they threw their hands up in the air before getting down on the ground and the police took them in custody. Christopher figured that someone must have made the call. Who knows, they may have been on a crime spree and, maybe, they had attacked someone else before attacking Susan.
"Good. I feel better. I'm glad they're arrested," said Susan before confessing. "I asked Pete to call the police. I have a good mind to go and press charges."
Christopher reached out his long arm and patter her shoulder.
"Leave it alone Susan. Better that you should remain an anonymous victim than having these men know your name," he said with a look of wisdom.
She nodded her head.
"Yeah, you're right. No doubt, they'd track me down, even though it's not a difficult thing to find me being that I'm living on the streets," she said with sadness.
He looked at her with concern.
# # #
"If you don't mind me asking, why are you homeless?"
She nodded her head with a sad look on her face.
"I moved from Boston last June to live with my mom in Hershey, Pennsylvania, after divorcing my husband. We had a beautiful basement apartment across from the Susquehanna River. Then, on September 9, 2011, a one-hundred-year flood, one of the worst floods in the history of the Susquehanna River happened. With us living in a basement apartment across from the river, the water crested more than 30 feet above flood stage. The water was higher than the second floor of our apartment building."
Suddenly falling quiet, she looked so sad.
"I remember that flood. It rained and poured for days."
Susan nodded her head.
"The Red Cross gave us some clothes, food, and directed us to a shelter but not much else. FEMA only helped those who owned homes not those who rented apartments. My ex-stripper, ex-prostitute, and whore of a mother took off with the FEMA man. Instead of taking me with her, she left me to wander the streets while homeless," she said.
With floodwater contaminated with home heating oil and raw sewage, the fire and police wouldn't allow people back in their neighborhood for three weeks, until the water receded and the properties were inspected. By then, nothing salvageable. I lost everything including my car," she said.
Looking sad again, she fell quiet again.
"My car was thirteen-years-old anyway, but that car was better than walking and taking the bus. No doubt, if I still had the car, I'd be living it in. It was a 2000 Mustang GT with a five-speed manual transmission. I loved driving that car."
Seemingly unable to stop himself from touching her, he squeezed her shoulder.
"I remember that the water in Hershey was as high as the roofs of the fast-food restaurants and they had to demolish them and rebuild them. Wasn't there bison trapped under water that they had to shoot at the Hershey Zoo?"
Susan nodded her head.
"That was sad," she said. "It's funny how some people cared more about those bison being trapped underwater than they did about all those people like me who lost their homes and possessions. Three people were killed in the flood; one was a firefighter trying to save an elderly man trapped upside down in his car. Both were swept away with the floodwater," she said.
# # #
He patted her hand and, this time, instead of removing his hand, he held onto her hand with his hand.
"So, why aren't you in a shelter," asked Christopher?
She shrugged her indifference.
"I was in a shelter but shelters aren't safe," she said. "They stole my carry-on bag of possessions, mostly clothes and makeup. Believe it or not, that is, until tonight with those three men, I felt safer outside on the street than I felt in the shelter. There's a lot of crazy people in the shelter."
She looked up at him to give him a half smile.
"I still go there to shower, wash my clothes, and grab a hot meal at the mission or at the church," she said. "Even at the mission and the church, men are always grabbing at me and groping me."
She looked sad again.
"I was so tired and so hungry one day that I didn't realize that the man standing behind me had lifted the back of my skirt nearly to my waist. He must have thought he had a live one. Then, when he started feeling and squeezing my ass through my panties, I turned and bashed him in the face with my food tray," she said.
Christopher watched the waitress bring over more coffee.
"More coffee," she asked while looking from Christopher to Susan?"
Susan smiled up at her.
"Yes, please," said Susan.
Christopher squeezed her hand.
# # #
"So, I was thinking," said Christopher.
Susan looked at him with curiosity.
"Yes," Susan asked? "What are you thinking?"
He paused as if rethinking what he was about to ask.
"Don't take this the wrong way but..." he said with another pause.
She looked at him with curiosity again.
"But what," she asked looking at him?
As if for strength, he took a sip of his black coffee before taking a big breath and telling her what he was thinking.
"If you wanted to..."
Susan laughed.
"Yes," she said. "Spit it out. The suspense is killing me. If I wanted to what," she asked?
He chuckled.
"Um, you know, um, you could bunk with me, until you got a job and back on your feet. I have a spare bedroom," he said looking at her before staring down at his food.
He looked away from her and changed the subject while waiting for her to answer.
"The grub is good here. Although this is my first time eating anything other than apple pie and ice cream," he said with a laugh. "I'm impressed with the quality of the food."
She looked at him blankly.
"Are you inviting me to stay with you," she asked?
He gave her a big smile.
"Trust me," he said sitting back in his seat. "I'm surprised as much as you're surprised," he said with a laugh. "But, yes, I guess, I am inviting you to stay with me temporarily until you get back on your feet," he said.
# # #
She laughed.
"Do you have an Internet hookup?"
An odd question for her to asked, he looked at her blankly.
"Internet hookup? Sure, I have Internet hookup. Why?"
She gave him an embarrassed smile.
"I write stories and, since I've been homeless, I haven't been able to write anything in a while."
Now, he was the one who looked at her with curiosity.
"Stories? What kind of stories?"
She blushed a little.
"Erotic literature."
He gave her a questioning look.
"Erotic literature? You mean sexy stories? Dirty stories? Porn? You write porn?"
She laughed.
"Yeah, I mean, no. I don't write porn. I write erotica. There's a huge difference between the two. Porn is just about sex, sex, and more sex. Erotica are real stories with a beginning, a middle, and an end. Unlike porn, they have character development, description, tension, and dialogue," she said.
He gave her a big smile.
"Cool," he said. He stared at her in between bites of his food. "So, is that yes? Will you bunk with me," he asked?
She gave him a big smile. Even without makeup, she was more beautiful when she smiled. A naturally beautiful woman, he loved her long, lush blonde hair, and her big breasts. He couldn't wait to buy her some new clothes. He couldn't wait to see her wearing something sexy.
"Yes," she said. "I'd love to bunk with you, as long as you don't have bunk beds," she said with a laugh.
To continued...
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Navy SEAL Helps Homeless Woman, #04
Christopher Ryan asks Susan Jill Parker to move-in with him.
# # #
Navy SEAL Helps Homeless Woman Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Chapter 3:
He patted her hand and, this time, instead of removing his hand, he held onto her hand with his hand.
"Why aren't you in a shelter," asked Christopher?
She shrugged her indifference.
"I was in a shelter, especially when it was cold, raining, or snowing, and left them once the weather grew better. Shelters aren't safe," she said. "My first night there, they stole my carry-on bag of possessions, mostly clothes and makeup."
She gave him a look of sadness.
"Believe it or not, that is, until tonight with those three men, I felt safer outside on the street than I felt in the shelter. There's a lot of crazy people in the shelter."
She looked up at him to give him a half smile.
"Other than the cold, the rain, and the snow, I'd rather be outdoors," she said.
Christopher nodded his head in agreement.
"I prefer the outdoors, too," he said.
Susan returned his head nod with her head nod.
"I still go there to shower, wash my clothes, and grab a hot meal at the mission or at the church," she said. "Even at the mission and the church, men are always grabbing at me and groping me."
She looked sad again.
"I was so tired and so hungry one day that I didn't realize that the man standing behind me had lifted the back of my skirt nearly to my waist. He must have thought he had a live one. Then, when he started feeling and squeezing my ass through my panties, I turned and bashed him in the face with my food tray," she said.
Christopher watched the waitress bring over more coffee.
"More coffee," she asked while looking from Christopher to Susan?"
Susan smiled up at her.
"Yes, please," said Susan.
Christopher squeezed her hand.
# # #
"So, I was thinking," said Christopher.
Susan looked at him with curiosity.
"Yes," Susan asked with a smile? "What are you thinking?"
He paused as if rethinking what he was about to ask.
"Don't take this the wrong way but..." he said with another pause.
She looked at him with curiosity again.
"But what," she asked looking at him?
As if for strength, he inhaled deeply before taking a big sip of his black coffee, and before taking telling her what he was thinking.
"If you wanted to..."
Susan laughed.
"Yes," she said. "Spit it out. The suspense is killing me. If I wanted to what," she asked?
He chuckled.
"Um, you know, um, you could bunk with me, until you get a job and get back on your feet. I have a spare bedroom," he said looking at her before staring down at his food. "If you feel safer doing that, you can close and lock your bedroom door," he said. "I'd give you all the privacy that you need."
He looked away from her and changed the subject while waiting for her to answer.
"The grub is good here. Although this is my first time eating anything other than apple pie and ice cream," he said with a laugh. "I'm impressed with the quality of the food."
She looked at him blankly.
"Are you inviting me to stay with you, Christopher," she asked? "Is that it?"
She gave her a big smile and he gave her a nervous look.
"Trust me," he said, sitting back in his seat. "I'm surprised as much as you're surprised. I've never lived with anyone other than SEALs," he said with a laugh. "But, yes, I guess, I am inviting you to stay with me temporarily until you get back on your feet," he said.
He looked down at his food before looking up at her.
"Now that I saved your ass, I feel responsible for you," he said with a nervous chuckle.
She returned his chuckle with her laugh.
# # #
"Do you have an Internet hookup?"
An odd question for her to ask, he looked at her blankly.
"Internet hookup? Sure, yeah, I have an Internet hookup. Why?"
She gave him an embarrassed smile.
"I write stories and, since I've been homeless, I haven't been able to write anything in a while. I have lots of stories to write taking up space in my head," she said.
Now, he was the one who looked at her with curiosity.
"Stories?" He gave her a curious look. "What kind of stories?"
She blushed a little.
"Fiction and true stories about my life. I write about my ex-stripper, ex-prostitute whore of a mother, Natalie, Nasty Natty, my four half-brothers, our ex-stripper friends, and our webcam model whores. I write Erotic literature."
He gave her a questioning look.
"Erotic literature? You mean sexy stories? Dirty stories? Porn? You write porn," he asked with a laugh?
She laughed, too.
"Yeah, I mean, no. I don't write porn. I don' write stroke stories," she said.
She moved her hand up and down as if she was giving a hand job.
"I write erotica. There's a huge difference between the two. Porn is just about sex, sex, and more sex. Erotica are real stories with a beginning, a middle, and an end. Unlike porn, they have character development, description, tension, and dialogue," she said.
He gave her a big smile.
"Cool," he said.
# # #
He stared at her in between bites of his food.
"Because my mom had regular, drunken sex with all four of her sons, they thought they could have sex with me, too," she said.
She paused a long time before talking while staring at him with sadness.
"One day, because I sassed them, they stripped me naked. They forced me to have sex with them," she paused.
Embarrassed and ashamed, she summoned the strength to confess what happened to her.
"With them all taking their turns pulling my hair and forcing me to my knees, they forced me to blow them. They all ejaculated in my mouth and forced me to swallow. Then, they fucked me and ejaculated more cum in my pussy. I was lucky to get pregnant with their bastard, incestuous baby," she said.
He patted her hand.
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. It must feel therapeutic to write about all that happened to you," he said.
She smiled at his understanding.
"It is better than therapy to write about all that happened to me," she said.
Then, when he changed the subject, she looked at him and smiled.
"So, is that yes? Will you bunk with me," he asked?
She gave him a big smile. Even without makeup, if she wasn't beautiful even when disheveled, she was more beautiful when she smiled. A naturally beautiful woman, he loved her long, lush blonde hair, her big blue, expressive eyes, and her big breasts. He couldn't wait to spoil her. He couldn't wait to buy her some new clothes. He couldn't wait to see her wearing something sexy.
"Yes," she said.
She touched his hand with her hand and squeezed his hand.
"I'd love to bunk with you, as long as you don't have bunk beds," she said with a laugh.
# # #
Navy SEAL Helps Homeless Woman, #04
Christopher Ryan invited Susan Jill Parker to live with him.
An odd couple and an unlikely pair, a retired and decorated Navy SEAL walking with a tall, blonde, beautiful, homeless woman. Instead of looking happy, both looked as if they were walking a death march instead of embarking on something new, exciting, and wonderful. Chris had never lived with a woman. Susan hasn't lived with a man since she divorced her ex-husband.
They acted more like an old, married couple who barely tolerated one another rather than a man interested in a woman, and a woman indebted to her hero for saving her from being beaten, raped, and possibly murdered. Whether it was the tension from their awkwardness and the uncertainty they felt as a not yet stated, defined, and dating couple, they were a real pair of misfits suddenly thrown together. A man with bouts of PTSD and a homeless woman with PTSD, too, one wouldn't think that they'd be a good match but, clearly, by their jovial dialogue at the diner, they were a good match.
No doubt, with them already having a unique history of psychological problems, they clearly felt the anticipation and uneasiness from their obvious, sexual attraction. Yet, unfortunately, while walking to Christopher's apartment, their mood suddenly changed from lightheartedness to seriousness. Moving in with someone was a big step. Might they have sex? Sex was serious business, after all, especially when one hasn't had an intimate relationship for a long while.
The other had never made love to a real woman other than being with prostitutes who, even if they spoke English, they didn't speak his language. They spoke the language of the street; Susan beamed with hope. Where Susan was outgoing, albeit angry, and was confidently in control, and even though he was accustomed to leading, she was a leader, too. Nonetheless, even though they had much in common, as if reticent in their sudden decision to live together, they both grew uncomfortably quiet.
Christopher would have had a much easier time sensing the changes in a woman, especially between a man and a woman, if they were located in a desert and surrounded by the hot, blazing sun and the burning, blowing sand. Without giving an order and before even agreeing to live together and possibly accept this mission of love and romance, he was out of his element in walking in public with Susan while trying to make small talk. Navy SEALs, even retired Navy SEALs, unless they were jabbering with their good buddies don't have the time nor see the need to make small talk.
Since nothing was small to them, war was all encompassing, and too big of a deal to talk about nonsense. Even then, he never talked about what happened in battle. Even when asked and pressured to talk about all that they survived, they rarely talked about their dangerous missions unless forced to talk to a psychiatrist.
Certainly, Christopher would rather face an armed terrorist than a beautiful woman. He was more comfortable with a gun in his hand and a violent confrontation than with a relationship filled with conversation, sensitivity, and talking about his feelings. Nevertheless, out of their control, the stage was slowly setting for something sexual to happen between them.
As if there were incoming missiles, he wanted to hit the ground and pull her down beneath him to protect her and/or to fuck her. He felt the change in the air as if there was an incoming mortar round about to land and explode at his feet. The fact of the matter was that they were both strong individuals, and both Leos, and surprisingly, were much alike. After their brief firework display was over, their stage was set for sparks to fly and ignite, hopefully later, once she moved in with him.
# # #
Be it for a head-butting, hostile exchange that would surely result in a difference of opinion and or an argument, being that she was just as strong willed and stubborn as he was, he was ready for rejection. Besides, even though she was easy on the eyes and attractive enough to make him interested, and maintain his interest, fortunately for him, even though, normally, she wasn't his type, she was his type now. Usually attracted to short women with dark hair, dark eyes, and small breasts, he changed. Tall, blue-eyed, busty blondes captivated him. He could never say no to her.
Spirited, sexy, and smart, she was all that he now looked for in a woman. Spending what seemed like a lifetime overseas and in combat, especially in the middle east, he had grown accustomed to not having sex. Yet, having never been with a strong-willed and intelligent woman, he preferred a woman that he could control and dominate instead of taking the having a relationship with a woman who wanted to control and dominate him.
Whether rejection or acceptance, sex, and/or love, with nothing really new but for the one they were with, both had traveled down this path many times before with others. A first time for everything, this was the first time that Christopher invited a woman to his small, albeit efficient apartment. This was the first time he asked a woman to live with him or temporarily bunk with him, as he so romantically put it.
He always found all that he needed and everything that he wanted by picking up women of the night and going to her place or to a cheap motel to hump her and fuck her. Now having second thoughts with every slow step he took, with his mind racing much faster than his feet were walking, normally, his pace was normally, much quicker than this. Never being much of a conversationalist, especially after doing all of his talking in the diner, or with a weapon in his deadly hand, while walking and thinking of something to say, he had nothing else to contribute to their conversation.
Lost for words, he had no words to describe what he was feeling. With all of this new to him, he didn't know where to begin and how to share his new feelings. He just hoped that he hadn't made a mistake by asking a homeless woman to bunk with him. Yet, as long as she didn't make too much noise, he was good. If she was going to bunk with him, she needed to be quiet. As much as he didn't want a woman who talked too much about her feelings, he couldn't take a woman who talked a lot about nothing.
# # #
"You know," she said, picking up on his mood change. "If you'd rather I didn't bunk with you," she said with an uncomfortable laugh while looking up at him. "We could forget this whole thing and go our separate ways. You saved my ass, gave me sixty bucks, and fed me a big meal. You've done more than anyone has done for me. I appreciate all that you've done for me," she said. "You needn't do anything more. I'm perfectly happy returning to my alley instead of bunking with you."
Seemingly not knowing what to say, he looked at her without replying.
"I still have my bags of cans hidden behind the dumpster. I can go back to where I was living and to where I belong for the time being, and now that I have all of that leftover food that you're carrying for me, I'll have plenty to eat for several days," she said. "A life I've grown used to living alone, homeless, and living on the street is not as terribly bad as it seems on the surface, and possibly to you," she said, maintaining a stiff upper lip and a brave face.
When he didn't answer her, she looked up at him, again.
"You don't have to worry about me. I'll be fine," she said, raising her head and her chin high while inhaling a big breath and sticking out her enormous chest. "Really, I've come this far alone already. I really don't need or want any more of your help," she said, shaking her head. "Thank you for everything but..."
# # #
He looked down at her and laughed.
"Don't be silly. This is good. Yeah, this is a good thing. Trust me, you're helping me by bunking with me as much as I'm helping you by giving you a temporary place to stay," he said as if trying to convince himself of that.
He paused as if thinking what more to say.
"If I seem reticent at all, a creature of a stringent routine to get me through my day, it's because I'm used to being alone. To be honest, with my routine so strict, I'm not very good with change," he confessed. "Unless I'm beating the shit out of someone, with me being a loner, I'm not good at talking to people, especially to an attractive woman about my feelings."
She laughed.
"Trust me. I know. We all have our routines. Imagine me being flooded out of my apartment to roam the street, live in a shelter, and eat at a mission. Quite the change, I swear I'd have to make less of a change and would have had a better life had I gone to prison," she said. "Instead of cuddling up with a piece of cardboard in a doorway without food to eat, at least I'd have three meals a day, plenty of water, a place to pee, and a bunk with a pillow and a blanket to sleep in."
He smiled up at me again.
"I hear you," he said. "Speaking of prison, don't forget, much in the way of someone serving a 30-year prison sentence, not that the Navy was prison but, longer being in than being out, I was a Navy SEAL for 30 years of my life. That drill, that discipline, and taking orders is the only routine that I know. The Navy was my home and my good buddies were my family. I always had a buddy to watch my back and never a woman to share my life."
Susan nodded her head.
"I understand. Being retired from the military must be a big change for you," she said, rolling her eyes when not understanding how anyone could make a career out of the military.
# # #
Accustomed to taking orders, he didn't have to make his own decisions about what to do, when to do it, and where to go. He wasn't allowed to go wherever he wanted to go. Not allowed to do anything without being given an order to obey, he didn't have freedom. In the way of a prison yard but with everyone having guns, while always in harm's way, without him realizing it, he was as much a prisoner of the United States military as he was a proud Navy SEAL.
"Just as I've never talked as much as I'm talking now, I don't know anything else. I've been with plenty of women but I never had a wife or a long-term girlfriend. A lone wolf when it comes to love but a team player when it came to the Navy, other than my barracks buddies, I'm never been in a committed relationship," he said with a sad, little laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Committed relationship?" She stopped walking to stand her ground. "Hold on. Wait one second, Christopher," said Susan staring at him sideways. "Back up. Where was I when we went from you buying me breakfast, me temporarily bunking with you, to me being your woman, you being my man, and us being in a committed relationship?"
She looked up at him and frowned while making a face of incredibility.
"I don't need a man to take care of me," she said with defiance. "I can take care of myself," she said looking at him while raising her voice with hostility. "You have a lot of nerve to think that I..."
He looked at her with sadness.
"I'm sorry. Jumping way ahead myself, I'm not good with words. I didn't mean to imply that we're together. I'm just worried..."
She looked up at him with confusion.
"Worried? Worried about what? What are you worried about," she impatiently asked again?
# # #
"I'm worried about how to act with you in my apartment. I'm worried about what to tell people with you in my life? I'm worried about you seeing some of the weird things that I do," he said with a laugh. "Suddenly, I feel as if I'm a pimply faced teenager on a first date asking you to my prom," he said with another laugh.
She looked at him as if there was something wrong with him for him to worry about such petty things.
"You know, if it helps, let's go back to before I wasn't your perceived girlfriend," said Susan with an uncomfortable laugh. "I'm just a homeless woman you saved and a woman that you now feel responsible to help her live a better life," she said.
She looked up at him to see his reaction to what she said but he showed no reaction. When he didn't respond, she continued.
"As if I'm your personal spoils of war, now that you have me, seemingly, you think that you own me. You don't have a clue what to do with me, do you," she asked, staring up at him? "Perhaps, you should treat me as if I'm your prisoner of war," she said with a laugh. "Then, you'd know what to do with me."
He touched her shoulder.
"You're taking this all-wrong, Susan. You're making this more difficult for me than it needs to be," he said. "I didn't mean to suggest..."
She laughed.
"I'm making this more difficult than it needs to be?" She laughed again. "You're the one making a big deal out of nothing."
She waited for him to respond and when he didn't, she continued again.
"So, what do you do with me? Huh? Tell me because just along for the ride, at your whim and whimsy, I'd like to know," she said, making solid eye contact with him. "Do you give me a temporary place to stay or do you fuck me. Maybe you'd like to do both. Tell me, would you prefer having sex with me before I go to sleep or after I awaken?"


She laughed. Not answering her, he looked down at her and made a face.
"Are you an evening person or a morning person," she asked, staring up at him?
She continued staring up at him. Then, when he didn't answer her, she punctuated her indignation by walking away from him.
"Fuck you! Fuck you, Christopher. Fuck you," she said while walking away from him. "I'm done with this bullshit."
As soon as he saw her leaving, his decision was made. He didn't want her to leave. He didn't want her to go. He wanted her to stay. No longer indecisive, he knew now what he wanted and needed to do. He wanted her in his life.
"Wait. Hold up. C'mon Susan. Come back. Please stay. I didn't mean to..."
# # #
She turned to confront him with a face full of anger and confusion as much as she had sorrowful hurt.
"Just as you don't know what to make of this situation, I don't know either. Just as this is new ground for you, this is new ground for me, too," she said. "Now I'm not saying that having sex is on the table or off the table. We're both consenting adults. Who knows? Whatever happens, happens. Not forcing the issue, we can take things slow and see what naturally happens or we can just go our separate ways now. You tell me," she said, already giving him an ultimatum.
He looked at her in the way that John Wayne looked at Maureen O'Hara in the Quiet Man. She was pigheaded, just like him. Yet, unlike him, when he was mad and his face was all red, turned, and twisted with anger, she was so even more fucking beautiful when she was angry. With her face flushed red, she was even more beautiful when she emerged from the lady's room in the brightly lit diner. She was especially more beautiful when she smiled. He needed to make her smile again. As he did by feeding her, he wanted to make her happy.
"Actually, now that we've put everything out there, especially sex, I feel better with the pressure that I put on myself now," he said, letting out a sigh of relief. "Yes, I'd love to have sex with you."
They walked a few blocks without saying anything before he pointed for her to take a side street with him that led away from the city to the more suburban part of town.
"I like you, Susan. I really do," he said. "Having never met anyone like you, I think you're a Hell of a woman, a special lady, and easy on the eyes, but I'd rather face a firing squad than to be alone with a pretty woman who may be expecting more than I can give," he said with a laugh.
She nodded her head while smiling up at him.
"I like you too, Christopher. Truthfully, I'm not expecting anything. I'm definitely not expecting a fairytale romance, if that's what is pressuring you," she said with a laugh. "Those days are gone. I'm just hoping to have a place to wash my dirty body, rest my cold, tired head, sleep soundly, have a cup of coffee, and some grub in the morning. Then, whenever you grow tired of me, I'll be on my way as if none of this ever happened. Okay?"
With them now having an understanding, he looked at her in the way that he looked at her before.
"Okay," he said.
He dug his hands deep in his pockets as if his pants pockets contained all of his answers. Not knowing what else to say to convince her otherwise to stay longer than a night, he agreed with her. Not even knowing if he wanted her to stay more than a night, he decided to play it all by ear.
# # #
"For the first time in my life, I feel safe," she said. "You make me feel that there's nothing that you can't handle," she said, being submissive to him for the first time. "For the first time, I don't feel that I must have eyes in the back of my head. If rats and roaches weren't bad enough, those men beat me and tried to rape me. Had you not come along, they may have murdered me," she said.
More of a man of action than of words, he stopped and turned to her. Perhaps, because she suddenly showed him her softer side, he was more attracted to her. Then, out of the clear blue, surprising himself as much as he surprised her, as if he was pulling out his knife to slit her throat, he took her in his arms and kissed her. When he parted her lips with his tongue, she returned his passion with her own. Then, as if she was wearing a bomb vest, he abruptly pushed her away.
"Sorry. Sorry. I'm so sorry," he said. "I don't know what came over me. Please forgive me."
She laughed.
"There's no need to be sorry, unless you didn't mean to kiss me," she said with a nervous laugh. "Actually, to be honest, I liked you taking me in your strong arms and kissing me. It's been a long time since a man gave me that kind of a passionate kiss." She looked up at him and smiled. "You're a good kisser."
He smiled at her.
"Thank you," he said. "I did," he said looking down to avoid making eye contact with her. "I did mean to kiss you but I don't believe in any of that mumbo jumbo that there's a reason for everything and..."
She laughed.
"You mean, fate, kismet, destiny, and love at first sight," she asked while laughing again?"
He laughed.
"Yeah, I guess that's what I mean," he said, still not looking at her while digging in his heels and while being determined not to like her, want her, and need her.
# # #
"Now that you brought it up, what about love at first sight," she asked looking up at him to see his reaction to her question? "Do you, at least, believe in that?"
She continued looking at him, and when he didn't answer her, she continued.
"Other than the Navy, tell me, what else do you believe in besides the United States military and the Navy SEALs? You don't think that some kind of cosmic attraction or magical force whether physical, spiritual, and/or emotional played a part in what happened tonight and with you interceding on my behalf to save me or do you?"
She looked up at him and smiled. He looked down at her while trying to read her. He had a much better chance of reading a Taliban terrorist than reading a woman, especially a woman who was so very pretty, she already had him wrapped around her finger.
"And I suppose you do," he asked?
Feeling more comfortable thinking of her as such, he looked at her as if she was a prisoner of war that he was interrogating.
"To be honest, seeing you only from a distance, at first, in the way that you defended yourself, I thought you were a homeless man. Then, when walking closer, I thought you were nothing more than an old, bag lady," he said. "When I saw you in the light of the diner," he paused, not wanting to tell her that his heart skipped a beat. "I never expected you to be a tall, beautiful blonde."
Susan looked at him while understanding him more.
"Yeah, well, even if you don't, I believe in all of that mumbo jumbo, I think that fate had everything to do with what happened here tonight. Right place and at the right time, someone tapped you on the shoulder, and they weren't wearing a uniform other than wings and a halo," she said laughing.
He looked down at her as if unsure of her meaning.
"So, what are you saying?"
He looked at her as if she was a new recruit telling him that there was more to life than being a SEAL.
"Are you saying that there is more to all of this than me saving you, feeding you, and offering you a place to bunk?"
She laughed again.
"Duh? You asked me to bunk with you," she said laughing. "Wow! Right up there with asking me to be your woman, that's some serious shit for you. Next, you'll be making me a braid out of a terrorist's scalp and giving me that as a ring before pinning one of your medals on my chest," she said with another laugh.
He laughed, too.
# # #
"Wait. Hold on, now. I only asked you to spend the night...or two," he said looking at her. "I didn't ask you to be my woman. I didn't ask you to marry me. Where did all that come from about me giving you a ring to put on your finger."
Even in the frightful mess that she was, underneath her messy hair, her dirty fingernails, and her makeup free face, he could tell that she was beautiful. In the way that her blonde hair was wild, frizzy, and pulled back as if restrained when the rest of her spirit wasn't, she looked as if she just woke up from bed after a long night of sex.
She smelled of sex. She exuded sex. More than just sexy and shapely, she was the epitome of what every man wants in a woman. She was a real woman. She was a woman that any man would be happy to bed and to marry.
He looked at her again. Always more comfortable categorizing the women he knew, the closest women he could imagine her being like was Marilyn Monroe, Kim Basinger, and Christie Brinkley, only younger, shapelier, and more beautiful all wrapped up in one woman named, Susan Jill Parker.
# # #
"What about love at first sight," she asked looking up at him to see his reaction to her question? "Do you believe in that?"
She looked at him waiting for him to respond, and when he didn't answer her, she continued.
"Other than the Navy, tell me, what else do you believe in besides the United States military," she said with a laugh? "You don't think that some kind of cosmic attraction or magical force whether physical, spiritual, and/or emotional played a part in what happened tonight and with you interceding on my behalf to save me or do you?"
She looked up at him and smiled. He looked down at her while trying to read her. He had a much better chance of reading a Taliban terrorist than reading a woman, especially a woman who was so, very pretty.
"And I suppose you do," he asked?
Feeling more comfortable thinking of her as such, he looked at her as if she was a prisoner of war that he was interrogating.
"To be honest, seeing you only from a distance, I thought you were nothing more than an old, bag lady," he said. "Then, when I saw you in the diner," he paused, not wanting to tell her that his heart skipped a beat. "I never expected you to be a tall, beautiful blonde."
Susan looked at him while understanding him more.
"Yeah, well, even if you don't believe it, I believe in all of that mumbo jumbo. I think that fate had everything to do with what happened here tonight. Right place and at the right time, someone tapped you on the shoulder, and they weren't wearing a uniform other than wings and a halo," she said laughing.
He looked down at her as if unsure of her meaning.
"So, what are you saying?"
He looked at her as if she was a new recruit telling him that there was more to life than being a SEAL.
"Are you saying that there is more to all of this than me saving you, feeding you, and offering you a place to bunk?"
She laughed again.
"Duh? You asked me to bunk with you," she said laughing. "Wow! Right up there with asking me to be your woman, that's some serious shit for you. Next, you'll be making me a braid out of a terrorist's scalp and giving me that as a ring before pinning one of your medals on my chest," she said with another laugh.
He laughed, too.
# # #
They spent the rest of their walk in silence, Christopher with his hands dug deep in his pockets with his eyes glued to the ground and Susan looking everywhere but at him.
"This is me, right here. It's a basement apartment. It's a little dark but I like it like that. When not putting on an interior light, no one can see me from the street," he said. "It's my very own, personal bunker," he said with a laugh.
She knew that there were steps leaning down to his basement apartment, but she could hardly see them. No doubt, with him feeling right at home, it was as if he lived in a bunker.
"It is a little dark," she said, noticing the lack of lights needed to illuminate the steps when walking down to his apartment.
Steadying herself, she held onto the wall. Suddenly feeling fearful, she took a step back as if afraid. Scarred from what made her homeless, she had a reaction that she never expected.
"I got you. What's the matter," asked Christopher, putting his arm around her slender waist?
She waved a hand in front of her face as if she was about to cry.
"I was flooded out of my basement apartment," she said. "After leaving my physically abusive husband, I had just moved from Boston to Hershey, Pennsylvania, in June of 2011. I was living with my mom in a beautiful basement apartment, when only three months later, the Susquehanna River flooded.
Cresting more than thirty-feet over flood stage level, it was three weeks before the cops, the fire department, and the building inspectors allowed us back in the building to salvage anything. Nothing was salvageable. Floating in a soup of home heating oil and raw sewage, everything was ruined. There were dumpsters lining both sides of the street filled with everyone's ruined possessions," she said, looking as if she was about to cry again.
He put his long, strong arm around her shapely shoulder and gave her a hug.
"Wow, that sucks. I'm sorry, Susan," he said. "Even with the few possessions that I have, I can't imagine losing everything I own."
She looked up at him with tears in her eyes.
# # #
"With us living in a basement apartment, the water was up to the second story of the building," she said looking up at the second-floor windows of the house. "We had water from floor to ceiling."
She relived the flood again by merely talking about it. She had a look of sadness on her face as if it had just happened.
"Well, there's no water here," said Christopher. "You're safe here. I'm pretty far from the river and I'm on a hill. You're safe from water flooding us. If you want to worry about something, worry about being incinerated in a nuclear explosion," he said with a laugh. "Three Mile Island is right there," he said pointing to the four, huge, chimney stacks across the river.
Quite the site to behold, she looked over to where he was pointing.
"If the smoke stakes look so big from this distance, I can't imagine how big they'd look up close," she said.
He nodded his agreement.
"Fortunately, Three Mile Island is closed because of the natural gas boom," said Christopher. "Still, radiation is always a threat and is still a real danger. The experts say that the nuclear plant can withstand a plane crashing into it but that's what they said about the Twin Towers, too."
He laughed.
"I don't put much stock into what experts say about anything after seeing so many retired generals on CNN giving their biased opinions based on what they're told by the CIA to say," said Christopher.
Susan looked up at him.
"It's scary to see those nuclear smoke stacks looming so close. Aren't you afraid?"
He laughed.
"I don't even think about it," he said with a shrug. "When it's your time to go, there's nothing you can do to stop it." He led her down a flight of stairs, opened his front door, and turned on the light. "Well, this is it. Keep in mind that I'm a guy and I live alone," he said with a laugh.
# # #
Susan looked around the small room.
"It's so small and so neat. With your bunk there..." she said looking to the left and seeing a real Navy bunk. "And the couch over there..." she said looking to the right. "And nothing between them but a small TV perched on a small table in front of the couch," she said looking up at him. "This is hardly the bachelor pad that I expected you to have. Your apartment looks as if you just moved in or are about to move out," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
"What? You don't like my place? It suits me just fine. It's efficient and organized. I don't have a lot of stuff to trip over to find what I need."
Susan remained silent while looking around the room.
"It's just that..."
He made a face as if insulted.
"It's just that what," asked Christopher?
She laughed.
"It's devoid of a charm or personality. It's devoid of a woman's touch. It needs a woman's touch," she said looking up at him with a laugh. "You lack any color and/or style. You don't have any rugs or curtains. With no personal items displayed, books, knickknacks, or trinkets, it looks too much like a barracks room," she said. "All you need is a footlocker, your duffle bag, and a metal locker," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
"Actually," he said with an embarrassed pause. "My footlocker is by my bed, and my duffle bag inside," he said pointing. "And the metal locker is there in the corner," he said laughing at how ridiculous his apartment looked to a stranger but how familiar it looked to a Navy SEAL.
# # #
He looked around his room with a different eye as if noticing it for the first time. His place did look as if it was in transition. With one foot here and the other foot there, and his head stuck somewhere in the middle, it was then that he realized he still had his heart in the Navy.
She laughed.
"You recreated your barracks SEAL. Good for you," she said laughing again while saluting him.
After he looked around the room, he laughed, too.
"You know, now that you mention it, you're right. Except for the deletion of the metal walls, it does look like my old barracks," he said with another laugh. "Being that this is a basement apartment, I even have the little windows at ceiling height that I had in my barracks room when I was a drill instructor," he said.
She looked around the room again.
"Except for that Navy recruiting poster, you don't even have a picture on the wall," she said walking over to the poster to study it. "Where'd you get this? It looks old. If it's the real McCoy, it's probably worth a few dollars," she said.
He stuffed his hands in his pockets.
"It is old, circa 1975, depicting a woman in a sailor's suit from 1917, saying, "I wish I were a man. I'd join the navy," he said with a laugh. And it is worth more than a few dollars," he said.
He looked at Susan. Difficult to take his eyes off of her, he couldn't believe that she temporarily agreed to bunk with him. He couldn't believe that she was here with him in his apartment.
"Early in my career, I did some recruiting when I was recovering from my last wound. Not much of a people person when I'm not slamming my fist in their faces, I'm not much of a salesman either, even if it's when trying to convince someone to join the Navy. I figure, if they want to join, they'll join," he said with a shrug.
He walked over to look at the poster with her.
"Tired of lazy, mama boys, unless I have a gun in my hand," he said with a laugh. "I'm not good at persuading someone to do what they don't want to do and to join something they're not ready to join. The last straw was when I threatened to kill someone for burning the flag in front of my office after they spit on my uniform."
She laughed.
"Threatened?" She laughed again. "You not the type to threaten anyone with words. I don't see you wasting your breath to threaten anyone. You're more of a man of action," she said remembering what he did in the alley to those three men.
He agreed with her by nodding his head.
"Okay, so when I escorted them off the property, somehow they accidentally tripped and hit their head on the concrete sidewalk numerous times when I was helping them to stand," he said with a laugh. "What's the matter," he asked when she continued looking around the room again?
# # #
"There's not much privacy," she said looking around the one-bedroom studio apartment again. "Do you have a bathroom with a tub?"
He apologized with a sad, little smile.
"You can take the bedroom. It doesn't have a bed but I could buy one tomorrow. It has a door with a lock. I prefer sleeping in the living room on my cot," he said.
"I do have a bathroom but I don't have a bathtub. I have a shower. It's in the back," he said pointing ahead of him. "It's in the corner."
She looked to where he pointed.
"I see it," she said.
She looked around where she'd sleep before eying the couch. With him already offering her his bedroom, and offering to buy a bed, with him sleeping on the cot, no doubt, he'd offer her his couch until he bought a bed, if she'd rather sleep there.


"I could make something makeshift," he said. "I could stack some boxes or hang a curtain in front of the couch to give you more privacy, if that will put your mind more at ease," he said.
With him having already seen her nearly naked, she shrugged her indifference.
"Nah, that's okay. I'm used to not having any privacy in the shelter and on the street anyway, as you're well aware with those three men waking me up at one in the morning. With me sleeping in a dirty doorway with cardboard for warmth, this is so much better than what I'm used to having," she said with an uncomfortable laugh and a shrug.
She looked around the room again.
"This will suit me just fine. Do you have a spare sheet for the couch?"
He looked from his bunk to look at the couch.
"You can take my bunk," he said looking at his bunk with a guilty, sad look as if he was giving up his weapon or his dog for the sake of her comfort.
She shook her head.
"Nah, the couch, believe it or not, looks more comfortable than your cot," she said with a little laugh. "Besides, you're too tall to sleep on the couch," she said.
# # #
She looked over at his tightly, made bunk again.
"Did you steal that from your barracks," she asked laughing?
"Actually, it's my old cot with a new mattress. My buddies gave it to me as a present when I retired."
She laughed.
"You're kidding, right?
He laughed, too.
"Nope. I know. I was shocked as shit that they'd give me my old bunk. I couldn't believe it," he said with a laugh. "Thrilled, I was so happy."
She laughed, too.
"That's not what I meant," she said. "Never mind."
He looked at her as if not understanding her meaning.
"You mean why would I even want my old bunk back instead of sleeping in a bed?" He laughed. "Much like Jean Reno as Leon in The Professional who slept in a chair with a handgun close by, I've slept in the same bunk with a gun under my pillow for nearly 30-years," he said with a sad laugh.
She nodded her head.
"Yeah, I understand now," she said.
He looked at her without apology.
"I'd rather sleep on the floor or on the ground, which I've done many times, than not to sleep in my bunk. After sleeping on that thing for so long, when not deployed, I'm so used to my little cot that I can't sleep in a regular bed," he said.
She laughed.
"No wonder why you're not married," she said under her breath and too low for him to hear.
Hearing her, he laughed, too.
"Believe it or not, much like my rifle, that bunk is my friend. We've seen some things together. Yes, we have," he said with a sad smile on his face while shaking his head.
She looked at him sideways.
"I bet you even named you bunk," she said laughing.
He made a face before confessing that he had named his bunk.
"Don't be silly," he said before looking over at her and blurting. "Barb," he said with a laugh. "I named my bunk Barb, after Barbara, a girl that I took to my high school prom when we were 18-years-old."
Susan laughed again.
"Barb? You named your bunk Barb? I can't believe you named your bunk Barb," said Susan shaking her head.
She gave him a smile.
"Listen, I'd never get between you and your bunk," she said, waving her two hands as if they were flashing lights on a railroad crossing while stepping away from his bunk. "I'll take the couch," she said again before she started laughing again.
He looked at her with confusion.
"What's so funny," he asked?
He laughed, too.
"We are."
Not understanding her meaning, he threw his hands up in the air.
"What do you mean?"
She laughed again.
"Listen to us? We're going on about your bunk. Neither one of us are any good at holding a normal conversation," she said.
# # #
He nodded his agreement.
"You're right," he said. "We are kind of a pathetic pair of misfits. With you sleeping in shelters, eating in missions, and wandering the streets is not normal. Then, with me spending years away from my country to defend my country and preferring this lumpy, old bunk to a real bed when finally home and retired is convoluted," he said, smiling up at her. "Two of a kind, neither one of us is normal," he said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"It's like we were made for one another," she said, giving him an interesting look with a soft, genuine smile.
He laughed, too.
"You're not going to start with that fate and destiny crap again, are you? Because I don't believe in any of that stuff. What I believe in is the here and now and not in some Angel bringing us together," he said.
Having never talked to anyone as he talked to Susan now, he paused as if thinking what to say next.
"If you ask me, especially in the way I've been living and watching men die, with all that I've seen in war and in battle, and all that you had to do is to somehow survive. If I believed in anything, instead of believing in angels, I believe in the Devil. There's no merciful God that I know who'd allow any of this to happen to anyone, especially to innocent women and children dying in war zones," he said.
He paused again to seemingly collect his thoughts.
"Don't even say that. I'm not a religious woman but I know enough not to open my heart and my head to the Devil because he'll walk right in and take you over. Positive thoughts are what got me through then and positive thoughts is why I'm here with you now," she said.
They looked at one another as if they were going to kiss again. No doubt, when she gave him the eye, she wanted to be kissed. Obviously, she expected him to kiss her. Instead, he looked at his watch. It's zero three hundred hours, I need some shuteye. I'm beat," he said.
# # #
She looked around for a towel.
"I need to shower, if you don't mind. Where are the towels," she asked?
He pointed to a small closet in the corner.
"In the closet. Help yourself," he said. "There's several clean towels in the bathroom, too."
She laughed as soon as she saw the towels.
"What did you steal from the Navy?"
She came out holding a thin, white towel in her hand that read property of the United States Navy.
"Don't you have a bigger and a thicker towel?"
He laughed.
"The Navy throws them away anyway, so I take them. Besides, their towels are what I've been using for thirty years and all that I'm used to using. I don't like those plush, colored towels. Those towels are for women, faggots, sissies, and homos," he said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Boy don't ask and don't tell me what you had in mind when they passed that law," she said with a laugh. "Now that you're retired, that law is no longer in effect," she said. "They're all out of the closet now."
He nodded his agreement with a shrug.
"Sorry but spending all of my time with a bunch of warriors tends to rub off some, especially when I was the biggest warrior of them all," he said with a laugh. "There's some softer and bigger towels in the little closet outside of the bathroom."
Susan opened the door and started laughing again.
"Blue Navy beach towels?" She pulled one from out of the closet. "These colored towels are very plush Christopher," she said laughing. "They're nice, except for the Navy logo" she said with a laugh while rubbing the towel against her face. "Where'd you get these? The Army/Navy store," she asked, teasing him with another laugh?
He laughed, too.
"E-bay," he said. "They were having a closeout sale. I bought a dozen of them for fifty bucks. Amazon was selling the same towels for ten bucks each. I got a deal," he said with a laugh. "Christopher likes saving money," he said, talking in the third person again.
Susan walked in the bathroom and closed the door. She stripped out of her clothes and before turning on the water, she popped her head out of the bathroom again.
"Christopher the bathroom doesn't have an exhaust fan," she said laughing. "It's already steamy here."
He laughed.
"It's a basement apartment, Susan. Unless vented outside and the bathroom doesn't have an outside wall, there's no inexpensive way to vent that," he said. "Leave the bathroom door open, that's what I do. I won't peek," he said with a laugh.
# # #
She closed the bathroom door again, turned on the water, and showered. Other than taking sponge baths at McDonalds and the gas station, it had been a few days since she had a real shower at the homeless shelter. The hot water felt good on her tired and bruised body. Her ribs still hurt where that asshole kicked her, especially when she touched them. With nothing else to wear but the clothes she wore earlier, she emerged from the shower in just her towel.
"Do you mind if I wash my clothes tomorrow?"
He nodded his head.
"Sure, no problem."
She looked around the room again.
"I'm surprised you have a washer and dryer here. I figured that I'd have to go to the laundromat wearing just my towel," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
"I'm sure that's been done before, people dressed in just a towel, in their underwear, and even naked at a laundromat. I don't do well in Laundromats, especially late at night. Unable to help myself, I have a habit of not minding my own business, especially when I see a couple of thugs bothering a woman alone and vulnerable," he said.
She nodded her head while smiling up at him.
"Yeah, with you having saved my ass, I know what you mean," she said.
He stood, walked to the closet, and removed a shirt from a hanger in the closet.
"I can give you a shirt to wear until your clothes dry but with you being fairly tall, my shirt may not cover all of your ass," he said with a laugh."
She laughed, too.
"That's okay if you see my naked ass. You've seen me nearly naked already anyway," she said. "Besides, I don't mind sleeping in the nude. Matter of fact, I prefer sleeping naked, especially after taking a hot, steamy shower. I'm all heated up now," she said, waving her hand in front of her face before stopping to adjust her towel.
She watched him stare at what he thought she might be showing when her towel slipped down a little.
# # #
"I put a sheet, a pillow, and a blanket on the couch while you were in the shower," he said. "If it's okay with you, I don't leave any lights on. It's something that I took home with me from the war. Believe it or not, I can see, hear, and feel more in the dark than I can in the light," he said.
She laughed.
"With you seeing better in the dark, maybe, I should leave the light on so that you don't ogle my naked body," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
"That's not what I meant," he said.
She giggled.
"I know what you meant. Don't get so defensive all the time. I was just teasing," she said. "Besides, when you act so sensitive, people may think that you're a faggot, a sissy, or a homo," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
"You're a real comedian, Susan. Good night," he said.
She reached for the light but didn't turn it off just yet.
"Good night, Christopher," she said turning off the light before releasing the towel and settling in on the couch beneath the top sheet and blanket naked.
# # #
Not asleep more than an hour, voices awakened her.
"Christopher! Wake up," said someone, a female voice. "Come out and play with us. We're so horny."
Susan sat up in bed and turned on the light. She held the sheet and blanket up to her shoulder so as not to expose her naked breasts to Christopher.
"Christopher, someone is calling you," said Susan.
He laughed.
"That's just Simone, Lucy, and Carmen," he said. "Ignore them. They'll think I'm not home and will go away," he said.
She laughed.
"Friends of yours?"
He laughed, too.
"They're hookers," he said. "I've helped them out of a couple of jams."
While still holding the sheet and blanket in front of her, Susan sat up in bed as if she was wide awake.
"I see," she said.
He chuckled.
"No, you don't see," he said. "Don't judge me lest you be judged. A man has to do what a man has to do. Sometimes, any port in a storm serves a purpose, if you know what I mean."
She laughed.
"I know what you mean. I get it Christopher. You don't have to paint me a picture or give me an image that I'd rather not have. What serves a purpose more for men, doesn't necessarily work for women. We're a bit fussier who we bed," she said with a laugh.
He nodded his agreement.
"After having lived through a storm of shit, I couldn't see bringing a woman into my life," he said. "Simone, Lucy, and Carmen aren't your typical, drug addicted, crack head prostitutes, they're nice," he said. "Except for Lucy," he said with a laugh. "They have brains in their heads and good senses of humors. If you met them, you'd like them."
She nodded her head to show him that she understood before shrugging to let him know that she didn't care that his three friends were hookers.
"You don't have to explain yourself or defend yourself to me Christopher," she said. "I've done some things on the street that I'm not proud of doing when I needed a few dollars to eat."
He nodded his head to show her that he understood.
"Sorry," she said. "I guess I was upset that you'd be with hookers. I thought better of you than that."
He laughed.
"Better than me? Why would you think better of me? I'm no saint, Susan. I'm a trained killer, an assassin. Given a free pass by wearing a United States Navy SEAL uniform, I'm hardly an altar boy or Boy Scout," he said with some anger.
She patted his arm.
"I'm sorry to have upset you, Christopher. Thank you for giving me a place to sleep," she said.
# # #
They remained quiet for a few minutes before Christopher spoke again.
"What kind of things?"
He looked at her through the dark while wondering what she had to do and what she had done that she wasn't proud of doing to raise enough money to eat.
"Pardon?"
In much the way of his three friends, Simone, Lucy, and Carmen, it sexually excited him to think of her being sexually, albeit, consensually used for money.
"You said you've done some things on the street when you needed a few dollars to eat," he said.
She laughed.
"Oh, that," she said with a shrug. "I flashed some men. I allowed men to see, touch, and feel my naked breasts. I even gave a few men hand jobs while they fondled my naked breasts and sucked my erect nipples for money but nothing more than that. No fucking and no sucking," she said shaking her head. "Until those three guys beat me, wanted me to blow them, and wanted to gangbang me, I was fairly safe living in the alley."
He nodded his head.
"Lemme get this straight. So, you approached them on the basis that you'd flash them your naked breasts and allow them to touch you and feel you while you masturbated them for money? Is that it?"
She made a face.
"No, that isn't it. I didn't flash them or ask them for money for sex. I asked them for spare change is all. Typically, how it works is a man will ask me to flash him my tits and, depending on the man, I'll tell him that I will for five bucks but we didn't even reach that conversation before they attacked me. Knowing what would happen, I'd never flash my body to three men. "I'm not stupid. Besides, not asking me to flash them my tits, they wanted me to blow them," she said.
He nodded his head to let her know that he not only believed her but also that he understood.
"I'm just glad that I was there," he said. "I can only imagine what they may have done to you if I wasn't."
She shivered and wrapped her arms around her.
"Without doubt, they would have gang raped me, forced me to suck them, and maybe even murdered me," she said.
# # #
They were quiet again until Christopher spoke again.
"I was just thinking," said Christopher.
She laughed.
"I think I know what you're thinking," said Susan laughing again.
He laughed, too.
"You do?"
She gave him a sexy smile while nodding her head.
"Judging by the erection that is suddenly obvious in your skivvies, I have a good idea," she said with a laugh while able to see enough of him in the dark to see that he had an erection.
They fell quiet again before Christopher broke the silence again.
"Would you give me a hand job, Susan? After what you've been through, I wouldn't ask you to do that ordinarily, especially if you were a normal woman, but I'm horny after seeing you naked in the alley," he said. "Besides, this is my night to go out with Simone, Lucy, or Carmen but I'm much rather stay here with you," he said.
She laughed again.
"A normal woman?"
He laughed, too.
"You know what I mean Susan. Just as I'm no normal man, you're no normal woman," he said. "We're much alike in that regard."
# # #
They fell silent again before Susan spoke this time.
"Be honest. Tell me the truth," she said with a pause. "How much did you see of me?"
He chuckled.
"I saw enough to know that you have a hot body," he said.
Again, they fell silent.
"Tell me, what did you see?"
Undressing her with his eyes, he looked at her as if she was naked.
"I saw your naked breasts, your naked ass, and your naked pussy. I saw everything," he finally admitted. "I saw you naked."
She nodded her head as if she was thinking.
"So, if I masturbate you off, will you allow me to get some sleep?"
He laughed.
"Yeah," he said. "If you sexually take care of me, I'd sleep better after passing on Simone, Lucy, and Carmen."
# # #
She waved him over.
"Come over here and don't turn on the light. Giving you a hand job is the least that I can do for you after you saved me from those three, dirty bastards," she said.
He walked over to her while looking down at her lying on the couch.
"I don't want you to think that just because I asked you to bunk with me that," he said with a pause."
She laughed.
"I don't think that, Christopher. Just let me masturbate you so that I can get some sleep. Never getting much more than three or four hours sleep at a time, I'm tired," she said.
Christopher removed his skivvies and walked over to her in the dark with an erection. She reached up for him and wrapped her fingers around his cock to slowly stroke him.
"You have a big cock, Christopher," she said.
She slowly ran her fingers down the length of him before cupping his testicles. Then, she moved her fingers across the head of his erect prick.
# # #
"Don't be shy. You may feel my tits," she said.
She laughed.
"I like having my breasts felt and fondled while a man fingers and sucks my nipples," she said.
Immediately complying, he touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples.
He smiled down at her in the dark.
"Thank you," he said. "In the horny way that I feel with you touching me and especially after seeing you and remembering how you looked naked in the alley; it won't take me long to cum. Here's some tissues," he said.
She laughed.
"I won't need any tissues," she said.
She leaned forward and took him in her mouth. With one hand stroking him and her other hand cupping his balls, she sucked him while continuing to stroke him. She sucked him deeper while stroking him faster and harder. She sucked his cock as if she had never sucked a cock before.
"Cum, Christopher. Cum," she said removing his big dick from her mouth to speak. "Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you. Cum, Christopher. Cum," she said again.
She took him in her mouth again. She sucked his cock with enthusiasm. If Susan was anything, she was a talented cocksucker.
"May I touch your ass and your pussy," he asked her permission before touching her and feeling her everywhere?"
She tossed the sheet and blanket aside to expose her naked body to him in the dark.
"Sure," she said.
He touched, felt, fondled, and squeezed her firm ass. Then, he cupped her blonde, bushy pussy in his big hand. He ran a slow finger allow her pussy lips before parting them and reading his fingers inside to rub her clit and finger fuck her.


Christopher reached down to fondle her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. Even though he couldn't see her clearly in the dark, he wished he could see well enough to watch her blowing him. It would be hotter to watch her sucking him while imagining her looking up at him with her big, blue eyes. With a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, it didn't take him more than a few minutes to cum in her mouth. As soon as he did, as promised so that she could sleep, he returned to his bunk.
As if reveille awakened him, up at dawn after only getting a couple of hours of shuteye, Christopher already had coffee brewed and the food from the diner heated. Dressed only in his skivvies, he perched himself in the chair by the couch and watched Susan sleep. She awakened and walked out to the kitchen wearing his shirt that was long enough to cover her ass and her pussy.
His very own blonde angel, he stared at her while smiling at her. She was so beautiful. How could a woman who looked like this be homeless? Surely, some man would have scooped her up and taken her home, helped her, supported her, and loved her.
To be continued...
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Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, #04:
They fell silent again before Susan spoke this time.
"Be honest. Tell me the truth," she said with a pause. "When those men tried stripping me naked," she said with a pause. "How much did you see of me?"
He chuckled.
"I saw enough to know that you have a hot body," he said.
Again, they fell silent. Undressing her with his eyes, remembering how she looked without her clothes, he looked at her as if she was naked.
"C'mon, tell me. What did you see," she asked.
He looked down at his feet before looking up at her.
"With my eyes accustomed to seeing things in the dark, I saw your naked breasts, your naked ass, and your naked pussy. I saw everything," he finally admitted. "I saw you naked as if you were standing in the light of the day."
She nodded her head as if she was thinking.
"So, down that you saw me without my clothes, if I masturbate you, will you allow me to get some sleep?"
He laughed.
"Yeah," he said. "If you sexually take care of me, I'll sleep better after passing on Simone, Lucy, and Carmen."
# # #
She waved him over.
"Come over here and don't turn on the light. Giving you a hand job is the least that I can do for you after you saved me from those three, dirty bastards," she said.
He stood from his cot and looked down at her lying on the couch.
"I don't want you to think that just because I asked you to bunk with me that," he said with a pause. "I'm expecting sex."
She laughed.
"I don't think that, Christopher. Just let me make you cum so that I can get some sleep. Never getting much more than three or four hours of sleep at a time, I'm tired," she said. "Now that I'm here with you feeling warm and safe, able to sleep with both eyes closed instead of one eye open while watching for rats and roaches, I could sleep for days."
Christopher removed his skivvies and walked over to her in the dark with an erection. She sat up and reached for him. She wrapped her long fingers around his thick cock and slowly stroked him. As soon as she did, he sat down beside her.
"You have a big cock, Christopher," she said. "Giving me something more to hold onto, I love men with big dicks," she said
She slowly ran her fingers down the length of him before cupping his testicles. Then, she moved her fingers across the head of his erect prick.
# # #
"Don't be shy. I know you want to, you may feel my tits," she said.
She laughed.
"I like having my breasts felt and fondled while a man fingers and sucks my nipples," she said.
Immediately complying with her wishes, he touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. Wanting to kiss her, he smiled down at her in the dark.
"Thank you," he said. "In the horny way that I feel with you touching me and especially after seeing you and remembering how you looked without your clothes in the alley; it won't take me long to cum. Here's some tissues," he said, handing her a wad of tissues.
She laughed.
"I won't need any tissues," she said.
Surprising him as much as she sexually excited him, she leaned forward and took him in her mouth. With one hand stroking him and her other hand cupping his balls, she sucked him while continuing to stroke him. She sucked him deeper while stroking him faster and harder. She sucked his cock as if she had never sucked a cock before. Then, she removed him from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Christopher. Cum," she said. "Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you. Cum, Christopher. Cum," she said again.
She took him in her mouth again. She sucked his cock with enthusiasm. If Susan was anything, she was a talented cocksucker.
"May I touch your ass and your pussy," he asked her permission before touching her and feeling her everywhere?"
She tossed the sheet and blanket aside to expose her naked body to him in the dark.
"Yes," she said.
He touched, felt, fondled, and squeezed her firm ass. Then, he cupped her blonde, bushy pussy in his big hand. He ran a slow finger allow her pussy lips before parting them and sticking his long, thick fingers inside of her pussy to rub her clit and finger fuck her cunt.
Christopher reached down to fondle her big tits while fingering her erect nipples. Even though he couldn't see her clearly in the dark, he wished he could see well enough to watch her blowing him. It would be hotter to watch her sucking him while imagining her staring up at him with her big, blue eyes. With a gentle hand to the back of her blonde, pretty head, it didn't take him more than a few minutes to cum in her mouth. As soon as he did, as promised so that she could sleep, he returned to his cot.
As if reveille awakened him, up at dawn after only getting a couple of hours of shuteye, he already had coffee brewed and the food from the diner reheated. Dressed only in his skivvies, he perched himself in the chair by the couch and watched Susan sleep. She awakened and walked to him naked to grab his shirt that was plenty long enough to cover her naked ass and her naked pussy. She walked out to the kitchen.
His very own blonde angel, he stared at her while smiling at her. She was so beautiful. How could a woman who looked like her be homeless? Surely, some man would have scooped her up and taken her home, helped her, supported her, and loved her. He was glad that man was him.
# # #
Navy SEAL Helps Homeless Woman, #05
Chris accidentally blurted out to Susan that he loved her.
She was sleeping with her arms over her head, her eyes closed, and her head turned to the side. Her shoulders, the top of her breasts, and her long, line of sexy cleavage were exposed. She slept as if she was a model posing for a photographer to photograph her.
She had one of her long legs, and her foot poking out of the sheet. Christopher could see all the way up her thigh and if the sheet was pulled to the side just a little bit more, he'd see her naked pussy and the side of her naked ass. With her different from the women that he had been sexually attracted to in his past, never has he been with a woman so tall, so blonde, and so busty.
She wasn't exposed for more than a minute or two when she stirred. With her eyes still closed, he watched her touch her bare breasts chest with her hand. She lowered the sheet and the blanket enough to expose her naked breasts. Then, she slowly slid her palm across her nipple to erect it. As if scratching an itch, she reached down and slowly rubbed her pussy and parting her pussy lips with her finger to show a lot of glistening pink, she gently rubbed her clit.
He wondered if she was as horny as he was. He wondered if she was dreaming about him. He wondered if she was thinking about last night when she stroked his cock, sucked his cock, and allowed him to cum in her mouth, while he felt her naked breasts while fingered her erect nipples, and masturbated her pussy.
Then, as if he dropped a coin in her slot to make her come to life in the way that Tom Hanks did in the movie Big with the fortune telling machine, she popped open her eyes. When she opened her eyes, she focused on him before pulling the sheet up to cover herself. Seemingly forgetting that he had already seen her naked, she not only felt embarrassed but also, she felt violated that he was staring at her naked breasts.
There's not a man that she knows who doesn't love her natural blonde hair, her pretty face, and her big and shapely breasts. Never having to seduce a man, men were always trying to get her in bed. Wherever she went when alone, she never had to pay for a drink or for a meal. Men were always there to treat her and to spoil her for the chance to be with her later.
# # #
She turned on the light.
"Did you enjoy the show," she asked while laughing? "I can clearly tell by your erection that you're enamored with my big tits," she said with a laugh.
He laughed.
"I did," he said with another laugh. "I've never been a breast man until I found you. I've always been more of an ass man but you, my God, have both," he said with a laugh. You have some big titties and a beautiful ass girlfriend."
She laughed.
"Girlfriend?" She shook her head while making a face. "I'm not your girlfriend," she said defensively while looking at him with annoyance before looking at him with interest. "Am I?"
He laughed.
"I figure any woman who willingly sucks my cock and allows me to cum in her mouth while allowing me to play with her big tits is my girlfriend," he said with a laugh.
She looked at him with jealousy.
"So, are Simone, Lucy, and Carmen your girlfriends, too?"
He laughed while shaking his head and making a face.
"That's different. Allow me to qualify what I said. Any woman who willingly sucks my cock and allows me to cum in her mouth while allowing me to play with her big titties and who doesn't charge me money is my girlfriend," he said with a dirty laugh.
She laughed, too.
"Sorry but I'm not that easy in quantifying my relationship with a man. It takes me more than just a blowjob for me to establish a boyfriend/girlfriend type of..."
He rolled his eyes.
"Yeah, yeah, get off your high horse. Susan. I get it. You like me as much as I like you. You want me as much as I want you. With us a lot alike, you're starting to make me believe that we were meant for one another," he said with a loving smile.
# # #
With her arms still raised over her head, he stood and walked over to her. Then, as if he was a magician doing a magic trick with a tablecloth, he pulled the sheet all the way off of her.
"Christopher! Oh, my God," she said as if she was embarrassed when she wasn't.
She covered her nipples with her left hand and forearm, and her bushy blonde pussy with her right hand.
He stared at all that he could see of her naked body.
"I had to see you in the morning light for me to know that I wasn't dreaming or fantasizing. You're so beautiful Susan," he said sitting next to her on the couch while continuing to stare at all that he was seeing of her naked body.
She laughed.
"May I have my sheet back now? I'm cold," she said.
When he stood to return her sheet, she reached out and pulled down his skivvies.
"Tit for cock," she said.
With that, he launched the sheet across the room.
"Two can play that game," he said, reaching down to tickle her.
She laughed hysterically.
"Don't. I'm ticklish. Don't. Oh, God," she said laughing. "Stop!"
# # #
When she stood up while naked to get away from him, with a big hand around her slender waist, he pulled her to him, and kissed her again. He kissed her in the way that he kissed her in the early morning when they were outside and on the way to his apartment. Only this time, the kiss was longer and more passionate.
This time, he touched, felt, and caressed her everywhere. Squeezing her ass, he cupped her big tits before running a slow finger across her nipples. Then, he reached down to cup her naked pussy ing his big hand.
"After watching you sleep like a blonde angel, I need to make love to you," he said.
She swooned.
"Take me to your bunk, SEAL, and fuck me," she said. "As if you're a pirate and I'm your spoils, take me. I'm yours. I've been a bad girl and I'm in need a good fucking."
As if they were just married and, on their Honeymoon, Christopher scooped her up in his arms and carried her to his cot. He put her down gently on her side as if she had been wounded in combat and he had carried her out of harm's way and to safety. Only, unlike what he'd normally do with a wounded war buddy, he gave her a long, wet kiss. Then he ran around to the other side of the bunk to climb in his bed with his body turned to face her when lying down.
Barely enough room for him, unless he slept like a prisoner in a prison cell, there wasn't enough room for the two of them to lay on their backs side by side on his twin XL cot. There wasn't much room for the two of them to comfortably share his bunk. His bunk was small, as small as a cot found in a prison cell.
Spending too many years riding in a bone rattling and tooth jarring Humvees, living in a tent, or sleeping on the ground, to him his bunk was all the comfort that he needed. Then, when he met Susan something unexpected happened. Now that he invited her to share his bunk, he had her in his life, he needed to buy a bed.
"We're going to need a bigger boat," in the way that Robert Shaw, as Quint, said in Jaws.
'We're going to need a bigger bed,' he thought.
"We're going to need a bigger bed," she said as if reading his mind and laughing.
She scooted over as much as she could without falling off the bunk while trying to make more room for him.
"My ass is already hanging off the mattress. If I move anymore, I'll be on the floor," she said laughing.
He laughed, too.
"You're right. This won't work and I want our first time together to be a special memory and not special in the way of sardines packed in tin," he said with another laugh.
# # #
He looked over at the couch.
"I have an idea," he said.
He got out of bed, walked to the couch and removed six cushions from the couch. He piled them on the floor in two neat rows of three cushions each. Then he got a sheet from the linen closet and covered the pillows with that. As if he was making his bunk in readiness to bounce a quarter, he took the time to tuck in a fold here and a crease there.
"Don't mind me," she said resting her head on her elbow while watching him. "As if it's a worm on a fishing line and I'm the catch of the day, I'm just enjoying the show while watching your naked cock dance around as you walk, bend, stoop, and move," she said with a laugh. "You have such a big and beautiful prick."
"I'm glad that you like my cock. I'm glad that I can entertain you," he said looking down to where she was staring.
She slowly licked her lips as if she wanted to blow him again.
"You do have a nice cock, Christopher. You have a happy cock. I can't wait to see your cock so happy that it's exciting to be hard," she said with a dirty laugh.
He laughed, too.
"That makes two of us," he said, busy fixing the pillows into a makeshift bed as if he was building an improvised bridge over a small, impassable body of water. "Viola! How's this? This will do for now, I think," he said. "Later today, we'll go and buy a bed."
He looked at their new bed with pride while she continued staring at his erect, naked prick.
"Perfect," she said, getting off of his cot. No longer covering her nakedness with her hands, she walked over to him naked.
"As soon as the furniture store opens this morning, we're buying a new bed," she said laughing. "We're buying a king-sized bed, pillows, blankets, sheets, and plush towels," she said with a laugh.
Sashaying over to him as if she was a naked, artist's model walking towards an artist, he watched her approaching him.
# # #
"Wow," he said. "In the way that you walk with one foot in front of the other as if you're a cat on the prowl, even if you weren't naked, you're a vision to behold. All you need is a fan to blow your hair back as you purse your lips in the way of Alli Larter calling my name.
"Christopher. Christopher. Come to me. I want you," he said, mimicking her voice.
She laughed.
"I am a cat on the prowl," she said. "I'm your prowling pussy," she said, clawing at the air. "Meow! Meow! Meow!"
He laughed, too.
"Here pussy, pussy, pussy," he said. "I can't wait to lick you and to lap you while fingering you."
She gasped with sexual delight.
"Stop it. You're making me wet," she said laughing. "In the way that I blew you last night, I can't wait for you to eat me this morning."
She continued slowly walking to him.
"I'm coming to you Christopher," she said.
Overexaggerating her walk to him, she acted as if she was a stripper on stage or a model on a runway before flopping down on their newly made pillow bed. Dislodging one of the cushions, she had already upset his neatly made bed.
# # #
"Accustomed to a steady diet of K-rations and hookers, while surrounded by men, I never thought I'd have someone as beautiful, as sexy, and as shapely as you walking to me naked. A sight to behold, I'll remember this moment for the rest of my life," he said.
She looked at him with curiosity.
"K-rations? What's that?"
He smiled.
"Named after Ancel Keys who invented it in World War II, K-rations are the same as MRE's, meals ready to eat, only better now than they were back then. It's the grub we eat in the field. High in protein, it's not bad, albeit a bit bland and tasteless. Actually, some of it is pretty good. I have an entire panty filled with it," he said. "Would you like to try some?"
She made a face while waving her hands.
"No, that's okay. I'll pass," she said, looking at him sideways. "Why do you have an entire pantry full of MRE's?"
Unembarrassed and unashamed, he laughed.
"Along with my bunk, pillow, blanket, helmet, duffle bag with my name and rank," he said. "In addition to giving me my bunk as a retirement gift, my buddies gave me my foot locker, metal locker, and cases of K-rations as a retirement gift. Do they know me or what," he asked?
He laughed.
"I'm surprised they didn't follow me home to build me a makeshift latrine," he said with another laugh. "They thought they were being funny but, honestly, they couldn't have given me better gifts," he said wiping a tear from his eye. "I miss them." He looked at her with sad eyes. "Maybe..."
Realizing his pain, she hugged him.
"Maybe what?"
Not wanting to seem to be vulnerable, he shrugged away his feelings.
"Oh, nothing. Sorry," he said. "I'm just getting sad eyed reminiscing," he said.
She looked at him with frustration.
"C'mon, Christopher. Don't do that, start saying something and not finish it. You do that a lot. How can I know who you are if you don't open up to me? Every time you start showing your feelings, you stop," she said.
She stared up at him while he stood over her.
"Getting way ahead of myself, I was just about to say," he said suddenly looking nervous by his revealing confession. "I just thought that, um, that, um, you know, that we could have them over, after we got a bigger place."
# # #
Susan gave him a loving smile.
"Wait. Hold on. Back up," she said with a surprised look. "You skipped past the part where you ask me to be your girlfriend," she said. "After asking me to bunk with you, not asking me to live with you, you fast forward past the sexual part where we made love after having given you a blowjob. Now telling me that you're going to move to a bigger place to invite your buddies, are you asking me to live with you, Christopher?"
He laughed a nervous laugh.
"Well yeah. I guess I am," he said, scratching his crew cut as if he had fleas.
He ran a hand over his face as if he had just awakened from a sound sleep.
"I didn't think that I was but I guess I am asking you to live with me. Now that you're already here and in my life, I can't imagine my life without you," he said.
He fell to the pillows on his knees and took her in his arms to kiss her.
"So, what do you say? Do you want to take the next step with me and make this a more permanent arrangement?"
She laughed.
"Arrangement? That sounds too much like a business deal. Just say the words. Tell me that you'd love to make this a more permanent, sexual relationship," she said.
She looked at him clearly feeling awkwardly uncomfortable.
"It's funny," she said, continuing. "Now that I've learned something about you, just like in the movie, Jerry Maguire when the deaf mute is signing to his girlfriend that she completes him, you're the piece of my pie that was missing," she said with a laugh. "You complete me Christopher Ryan and now that you're in it, I can't imagine my life without you either," she said, returning his kiss with as much passion as he gave her.


He gave her a big smile.
"Whew! I'm glad that's over. Even more difficult than my nightly reconnaissance missions, that was the most difficult thing I've ever had to do. Look at me. I'm sweating bullets," he said, wiping perspiration from his brow.
# # #
Deep in thought, he looked at her as if he wanted to say something but couldn't find the words.
"What?"
She looked up at him with confused curiosity.
"When I invited you to bunk with me," he said looking at her. "When we were walking here, I slowed my pace while having second thoughts. Then, when you turned to leave, I've been wrestling with how and where you'd fit in my life. I mean, there wasn't a doubt that I wanted you. I guess I wanted you when you emerged from the bathroom in the diner looking like someone else," he said, falling quiet to collect himself.
Encouraging him to say more, she put hand on his chest.
"You must understand that the only life that I've known is the Navy SEALs. I never had a long-term, sexual relationship with a woman. Even though the military and war are men's dirty business, I've always thought of the Navy as my home and my mistress," he said.
He put her back on her heels with what he confessed.
"That's fucked up, Christopher, but I get it because I get you. I know where you're coming from and I appreciate you allowing me more of a glimpse inside of you by opening up your heart to me," she said, leaving her hand on his chest. "I'm glad you told me all of this. I'd rather know upfront where I fit in with your life."
He nodded his head.
"This isn't easy for me Susan," he said, taking her hand in his hand. "It's easier for me to beat the crap out of someone than to sit and have an open and honest conversation with a woman, especially with such a beautiful woman."
He paused while rethinking what he was about to say.
"When I'm with Simone, Lucy, and Carmen, I don't think we ever had a meaningful conversation. Our times together were all about laughing, having fun, and having sex. They're just in it for the money and not to fall in love.
# # #
He paused again, as if thinking what more to say.
"Then, our relationship grew more into a friendship, especially after I beat the snot out of their pimp for beating them. With them knowing that they could count on me to protect them, they became my special friends, if you know what I mean. After that it was more about watching out for them, protecting them, and being responsible for them than having sex with them."
She looked at him with kind understanding.
"Well, now that you have me as your special friend, you don't need any more special friends," she said with a jealous laugh. "If I find you with another special friend, even your martial art skills won't save your ass from the wrath of me," she said with a laugh while giving him a kiss.
He laughed, too.
"Stop it. You're scaring me," he said with another laugh.
She reached for his t-shirt and started to remove it.
"What are you doing?"
"I've been dying to see what you look like naked," she said, removing his tee shirt. She traced his scars and bullet wounds with her fingertips before kissing each one of them. "Are all of these from your battles," she asked.
As if every scar and every bullet she touched evoked a memory, he looked at her with sad eyes.
"Pretty much," he said. "These two are knife wounds. They're from a late night bar fight in Bangkok when I was young and dumb and thought I was invincible," he said laughing.
She laughed, too.
"Nothing has changed with you," she said. "With you going up against three men that had a gun, a knife, and a pipe, you still believe that you're invincible.
He gave her a smile.
"I was just about to say that, as I still think that I'm invincible now in going up against three men, one with a gun, one with a knife, and the other with a pipe, what was I thinking? No longer twenty-five-years-old, I need to slow down but I can't," he said. "Once a SEAL, always a SEAL. I'll never change. Only, even though I'm still pretty fast with my hands and with my feet, I'm not as fast as I used to be," he said.
"That reminds me of that Toby Keith song, Not As Good As I Once Was," he said.
He started to sing.
"I ain't as good as I once was I got a few years on me now But there was a time Back in my prime When I could really lay it down.
And if you need some love tonight Then I might have just enough. I ain't as good as I once was, But I'm as good once as I ever was." She laughed and applauded him.
# # #
She continued touching him and feeling him with her fingertips.
"They must have hurt," she said, still kissing his old wounds and making love to every part of his body with her full, red lips.
He looked down to see where she was touching and what she was feeling.
"Yeah, they hurt then but they're more of a nuisance now. In the way of an old wrestler, boxer, or professional football player, I'm going to have real problems when I'm older. Between the nerve damage, and the aches and pains that I'll obviously have along with my limited range of motion as I get older, I'm a candidate for Rheumatoid arthritis. As a way to work out my kinks, I've been thinking of taking up Tai Chi or Yoga to help with my convalescence in my old age, something less confrontational than martial arts," he said with a laugh.
She nodded her head in agreement with him.
"What about continuing your training in martial arts?"
She looked at him as if he were her sensei and she was his student.
"Even though martial arts are my life and a lifelong apprenticeship, Judo is part of my life and something that I can't unlearn. Being that I already know all that I need to know how to disable, maim, and kill someone, there's not much more I can be taught in that regard. Most martial artists never strike someone in anger or in fear. With it either them or me, I've already killed too many men with my bare hands and my quick feet to count."
She looked at him with awe.
"Aren't you afraid you'll forget what you know?"
He laughed.
"I can't" he said with a laugh. "It's instinctive and reflexive, especially when facing someone too drunk or too angry to think what he's going to do before he does it. I don't have to think. Much in the way of a cobra, I just strike and think later. Then, add in the fact that I have fast hands, have always had fast feet, taking them by surprise, I can disable someone standing over me while sitting down and without even having to get up."
Susan looked at him impressed by his martial arts and fighting skills.
"Wow, you're my hero," she said, giving him a kiss. "You're my superhero," she said, giving him another kiss. "Superhero Christopher, that's who you are, named after that comedian stunt man but you're the real deal," she said, hugging him and holding him.
She gave him a big smile.
"Thinking that this is all a dream and my imagination while still asleep in the alley, I'm afraid to let you go. I'm afraid you'll disappear on me. I'm afraid you're just a dream and a figment of my imagination," she said.
He laughed.
"I'm real Susan, and I'm here for as long as you want me," he said, returning her kisses with his kisses.
# # #
When they broke from kissing, she looked at him as if really seeing him for the first time. Without their clothes to hide their imperfections, as long as they were open and honest with one another, literally and figuratively, they were naked, even when fully dressed. Being that they've both already been through the worst of things, they hoped for a fresh start with one another.
"You know, just a mere few hours ago, I never thought I'd be in bed with anyone, never mind being in a pillow soft bed," she said with a laugh. "With a big, bad assed SEAL who has mad fighting skills, you're just like Matt Damon in Bourne Legacy. Only, with him just an actor, you're the real deal. You're, Sylvester Stallone, Clint Eastwood, and Bruce Lee all wrapped up into one Navy SEAL, Christopher Ryan."
He laughed with her compliments.
"And I never thought I'd be rescuing a homeless woman who suddenly turned into a tall, leggy, busty beautiful blonde with big, blue eyes. As if you're my very own Cinderella, if I believed in fairytales, this would be it for me, the Navy SEAL and the homeless woman."
She laughed with the comparison.
"I thought you SEALs were more into action than talking," she said, reaching down to grab a whole handful of his erect cock.
"What do you mean?"
She laughed.
"Shut up and kiss me, SEAL."
Christopher took her in his arms, leaned forward, and kissed her. She returned his sexual passion with her sexual passion. Feeling her big tits and reaching around her to squeeze her round, firm, and shapely ass, she slowly stroked him to a harder erection.
"You're so beautiful Susan," he said gazing into her big, blue eyes. "Always attracted to petite, short, small breasted, and dark-haired women, I never thought I'd fall for a tall, beautiful blonde with big tits," he said laughing while staring down at her.
"And why are you still talking," she said with a laugh. "Fuck me, Christopher. Stick that big, hard cock inside my warm, wet pussy. Fuck me fast enough and hard enough to make me cum. I want to cum. I want you to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock. Take me, Christopher. Make me your woman," she said.
Christopher climbed on top of her and a bit unsteady on the springy pillows, he mounted her while Susan, with her hand between her legs, directed his cock inside of her.
# # #
"Later today, I'm going to buy a bigger bed," he said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"No more talking," she said, kissing him as he slowly penetrated her before slowing and gently humping her while making love to her.
Susan returned his sexual lust with her sexual passion. They started a slow rhythmic movement; they were making love. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, they were fucking. Returning his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, he fucked Susan and she fucked him.
"Hmm, that feels good Christopher," said Susan, breathing hard.
He continued humping her. He continued fucking her. Determined to make her cum, he humped her faster. He humped her harder.
"You're so tight Susan," he said with him deeper inside of her.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and her long legs around his back.
"It's been quite some time since I've made love and even longer since someone fucked me," she said returning his humps with her humps.
He surprised her by what he said next. Her only explanation, clearly, was that he believed in love at first sight.
"I love you," he said whispering in her ear. "I love you, Susan. I love you, Susan Jill Parker."
# # #
She stopped humping him to unwrap her legs from around his back and her arms from around his neck. She looked at him with shocked disbelief.
"Wait. What? Back up. Get the fuck off of me," she said staring at him. "You love me? How can you possibly love me when we just met. It hasn't even been a full day," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
She pulled further away from him. Alone again and no longer a couple they were two different people separated by Susan's wide expanse of her resistance to feel love for anyone, including herself.
"I don't know. I just do," he said. "Later today, along with buying a bigger bed, sheets, pillows, and plush towels," he said with a laugh. "Willing to make this official, I want to buy you a diamond ring."
# # #
"You know, just a mere few hours ago, I never thought I'd be in bed with anyone, never mind being in a pillow soft bed," she said with a laugh. "With you a big, bad assed SEAL who has mad fighting skills, you're just like Matt Damon in Bourne Legacy. Only, you're the real deal. You're Sylvester Stallone, Clint Eastwood, and Bruce Lee all wrapped up into one Navy SEAL, Christopher Ryan."
He laughed with her compliments.
"And I never thought I'd be rescuing a homeless woman who suddenly turned into a tall, leggy, busty, beautiful blonde with big, blue eyes. As if you're my very own Cinderella or Snow White, if I believed in fairytales, this would be it for me. The Navy SEAL and the homeless woman, that would make a good title for a story," he said.
She laughed with the comparison.
"Trust me, I'm no Cinderella or Snow White," she said with a laugh. "I thought you SEALs were more into action than talking," she said, reaching down to grab a whole handful of his erect cock.
She laughed.
"What do you mean?"
She laughed, again.
"You never stop talking. Shut up and kiss me, SEAL."
Christopher took her in his arms, leaned forward, and kissed her. She returned his sexual passion with her sexual passion. Feeling her big tits and reaching around her to squeeze her round, firm, and shapely ass, she slowly stroked him to a bigger and harder erection.
"You're so beautiful Susan," he said gazing into her big, blue eyes. "Always attracted to petite, short, small breasted, and dark-haired women before, I never thought I'd fall for a tall, beautiful blonde with big tits," he said laughing while staring down at her.
She laughed again.
"And why are you still talking," she said with another laugh? "Fuck me, Christopher. Stick that big, hard cock inside my warm, wet pussy. Fuck me fast enough and hard enough to make me cum. I want to cum. I need to cum. I want you to give me a sexual orgasm with your cock. After you rescued me, pretend that I'm your spoils of war. Take me, Christopher. Make me your woman," she said.
Christopher climbed on top of her and a bit unsteady on the springy pillows, he mounted her while Susan, with her hand between her legs, directed his cock inside of her.
# # #
"Later today, I'm going to buy a bigger bed," he said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"No more talking," she said, kissing him as he slowly penetrated her before slowing and gently humping her while making love to her.
Susan returned his sexual lust with her sexual passion. They started a slow rhythmic movement; they were making love. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, they were fucking. Returning his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, he fucked Susan and she fucked him.
"Hmm, that feels good Christopher," said Susan, breathing hard.
He continued humping her. He continued fucking her. Determined to make her cum, he humped her faster. He humped her harder.
"You're so tight Susan," he said with him deeper inside of her.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and her long legs around his back.
"It's been quite some time since I've made love and even longer since someone fucked me," she said returning his humps with her humps. "Don't stop. Please, don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Christopher. I'm cumming," she said.
Then, ruining the mood, he shocked her by what he said next. Her only explanation, even though he said that he didn't, clearly, he believed in love at first sight.
"I love you," he said whispering in her ear. "I love you, Susan. I love you, Susan Jill Parker."
# # #
She stopped humping him to unwrap her legs from around his back and her arms from around his neck. She looked at him with shocked disbelief.
"Wait. What? Back up. Get the fuck off of me," she said staring at him. "You love me? How can you possibly love me when we just met. It hasn't even been a full day yet," she said with a laugh.
He laughed, too.
She pulled further away from him. Alone again and no longer a couple, they were two different people separated by Susan's wide expanse of her resistance to feel love for anyone, including herself.
"I don't know. I just do. I know what I know," he said with a shrug.
He remained silent while smiling at her and staring at her.
"Later today, along with buying a bigger bed, sheets, pillows, and plush towels," he said with a laugh. "Willing to make this official, I'm going to buy you a diamond ring, fall to one knee, and properly propose."
# # #
Christopher and Susan sitting in a tree k-i-s-s-i-n-g.
"I love you, Susan," said Christopher.
Christopher watched Susan sitting there as if he had pulled her plug or pulled out her batteries. Emotionless, she was suddenly comatose. When most women would love to hear that and have a man commit to her, he seemingly said the wrong thing and at the wrong time by telling her that he loved her. Happy one minute and sad the next, he wondered if she was a manic depressive.
'What just happened,' he wondered? 'He didn't know. He had no idea. With her so full of life before, all that it took to turn her off was for him to say those three words that meant so much to him and obviously so little to her,' he thought.
"I love you," he said again.
Having never said that to anyone before, with him expecting a different reaction, he said that again to her now.
She acted as if he had said I hate you, instead of I love you. She acted as if he wanted to break up with her, not that they were ever together. She acted as if she wasn't interested in taking whatever the fuck they had to the next level, which he, clearly, wanted to do.
With this all new to him, what did they have anyway? Obviously, from her emotionless reaction, they didn't have anything. Obviously, even though he thought they were, they weren't a couple. They were still strangers.
When it comes to women, he wondered if Simone, Lucy, and/or Carmen were available to give him some much-needed advice if not some comfort. He wondered what they'd say and how they'd react if he told one of them that he loved her. No doubt, being that they were prostitutes and with their Johns telling them that all the time, they'd probably laugh in his face.
'You don't love me, Christopher. You love fucking me and having me blow you,' he imagined Simone, Lucy, or Carmen saying.
A homeless woman and a Navy SEAL having only met several hours ago, he was as much of a stranger to her as she was an enigma to him. Apparently, according to her immediate negative reaction and foul response, in the way that she recoiled from him and rejected him, they didn't have anything in common to maintain a boyfriend/girlfriend, sexual relationship, never mind love. Obvious to him now, he was wrong to tell her that he loved her. Definitely, it was too soon to say such a thing.
# # #
What is love anyway? It's just a feeling. He had feelings for her but, with her not returning the sentiment, clearly, she didn't have feelings for him. When too many men never wanted to commit to a relationship, when too many men just wanted to play the field, he was ready to ride off in the sunset with her. Only, and unfortunately, there was a hitch and a fly in the ointment. Clearly, she didn't love him.
'Houston, we have a problem. May Day! May Day! May Day! She's negative towards love. It's a no go,' he imagined saying on his headset. Abort! Abort! Abort! Abort the mission and scrub the relationship. We're done,' he thought.
She sat there with the look of a woman who had been badly beaten before being brutalized emotionally, physically, and sexually. She acted as if she was a human turtle hiding in her self-protective shell. Not willing to show her emotions for fear, no doubt, that she'd be hurt again, she had the look of a woman who had disappeared inside of herself and withdrawn from life.
Obviously, an understatement, she wasn't ready for love or for any kind of a relationship for that matter. Not the best-looking man, yet, especially after having his face reconditioned with the stress of combat and with one too many blows to the head, maybe she was ready for love but not with him. Yet, well above average in the looks department, he was still plenty good looking enough. Maybe, she was hoping for someone better, and someone with less psychological issues. It was a little scary when he continued referring to himself in the third person.


Lots of people told him that he looks a lot like Travis Kelce. With him the same height and about the same weight, if he had grown a beard, he'd look even more like him. Only, with Travis, thirty-six-years-old, Christopher was fifty-years-old. Every year showed new wrinkles and new scars.
After his ears stopped ringing, and after the last cloud of black, putrid smoke cleared, there was always smoke after the fire and before the fire. Seemingly with her as shell shocked as he was, she had the look that he had after he survived another bloody battle. Always as if a crescendo to their mission, the air was filled with the stench of fuel, oil, and burning rubber.
He wondered how many deadly, cancerous carcinogens he inhaled. He wondered how many years being a SEAL fighting in three wars with nine deployments took off of his life. She had that same dazed and empty look that he had when looking around to survey the damage and to take inventory of the dead and the wounded. Only, her combat mission was living, and his combat mission was dying, kill or be killed.
# # #
"Don't move! Show me your hands! Show me your hands! Get down on the ground! Get down on the ground! Don't move," he said so very many times that it came out of his mouth automatically!
He was surprised that when he walked into a deli and they asked him what he'd have that he didn't respond in the way that he was trained to respond.
'Don't move! Show me your hands! Show me your hands! Get down on the ground! Get down on the ground! Don't move,' he imagined saying to a clerk at the delicatessen.
He couldn't count how many times he said those words in English, in Arabic, in Farsi, in Dari, in Pashto, and in Tajik. Those words echoed through his brain in several languages. Yet, too many only understood a bullet to the head. They hated Americans. They hated America. They hated infidels. They hated him. He never met so many people who were willing to die rather than to surrender to an American serviceman.
Yet, every year we support Pakistan with billions of dollars, money wasted over there that could be used to house the homeless, feed the hungry, college educate our children for free, and provide free medical care over here. For Pakistanis to hide terrorists while burning our flag, those two facts don't bode well when Congress approved more financial aid going to Pakistan. If he were President and Commander in Chief of the military, he'd launch a bevy of smart bombs earmarked for Pakistan, Afghanistan, and Iran.
'Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! He'd blow them all to Hell.'
In an instant, the war would be over. Our puppet president in Afghanistan, in bed with the CIA from day one, held no loyalty to the United States. Even after our money made him a very wealthy man.
If he had the chance to take out the president of Afghanistan he would have. But he was protected, not so much by the Afghan military but by United States private contractors, and mercenaries, men who were once just like him. They wanted him in power. A money making proposition, they wanted the war to continue. They wanted the money derived from lucrative, government contracts with them making more weapons and bullets.
Only, if he had assassinated their president, Secretary Clinton, the President, and the top generals and admirals from the pentagon would have been all over his ass. No doubt, they would have blamed him for destabilizing the area. They would have blamed him for making things much worse when there was no way things could get any better over there, which is why the Russians left years ago to end their war with Afghanistan. Yet, we're still there.
'Why,' he thought? 'Why are we still there,' he wondered? 'Money. It's all about the money. Follow the money. Money, money, money. War is not about freedom or democracy as it is about money.'
Instead of staying a SEAL for thirty-years, he could have worked for one of those private contractors. He could have been a mercenary. He could have worked for the CIA or any secret agency that did dirty deeds behind the scenes. He would have come home with a fortune in unclaimed and untaxed cash.
No argument, he was qualified. He had the skills to kill, something that is still in high demand in the middle east. They would have paid him buckets of money to work for them. Only, he saw how they worked and how they operated. Different from the SEALs, Rangers, Green Beret, and Delta Forces, he couldn't work with someone and for someone who wasn't watching his back, and who was more concerned with their own.
Only, with all of war and foreign policy out of his control, all he could do was to retire from the Navy and go on with his civilian, private life. He couldn't do his job anymore. The patience he once had was gone with suicide bombers. Now he fired first and asked questions later. Shoot to kill or be blown to bits was always his standing orders.
# # #
'I love you.'
The words echoed in his head in the way of a bad dream. The words that lifted his spirit to say before made him sad now. She didn't have to say that she didn't love him. He knew that she didn't love him. He saw the shocked look in her eyes when he told her that he loved her.
A nanosecond glimpse in her soul, a trained assassin, he was skilled at detecting a liar. He could walk in a room cold and know which one to shoot first. Never was he wrong. H was always right. Otherwise, he wouldn't be standing here as a retired SEAL. He would have been dead years ago.
With death always all around him, the stench of rotting corpses and the acrid smell of burning flesh is something he'll never forget. To this day, he can't enjoy a barbeque. He couldn't eat raw meat burnt beyond recognition. How many of his buddies did he have to identify? If it wasn't for their dog tags, they'd be buried in unmarked graves with so many other military men and women who didn't have enough left of them to identify.
Burning alive again in his nightmares, he still relived the horror, heard their screams, and saw the faces of all those buddies he couldn't save. Taking his gun and shooting them instead of watching them die a horrible death, acts of war never reported on the nightly news, he's done that more than once. If the military allowed the press to report everything that they witnessed and that happened instead of classifying their dirty laundry as top secret, there'd be a Congressional investigation. Rotten from the head down, they're some Major, Captain, and/or Sergeant offered up as sacrificial lambs.
How many generals returned home fatter and richer than when they arrived? There's a lot of retired generals who retired after going over to Iraq to pillage and Afghanistan to plunder. After a while, after seeing so many killed in combat, other than to fan the area with a blanket of machine gun fire, dead bodies no longer evoked a response in him. After a while, instead of killing the lowly enemy, men who were as brainwashed as he was, he wished he could kill the ones responsible for the deaths of so many of his buddies.
He suddenly felt like John Wick fighting the 'High Counsel.' Only, they'd court marshal and execute him if he started killing those powerful generals and dirty congressmen who knew the real story of why they were at war. Twisted enough by war and politics, it was time for him to retire and he did. No longer knowing who could trust to have his back, between the enemy, the mercenaries, the private contractors, and the CIA, he had a big target on his back.
# # #
His first time in combat, he was scared. Realizing fast that it was either him or them, fright turned to anger. Now unemotional, with bullets whizzing by his head, he used his calmness to his advantage when shooting off his 50-caliber machine gun. Still shooting until he was out of bullets or until everyone was quiet, he was a one-man assault team. Because of his deadly accuracy, he had a lot of nicknames, Doctor Death, the Grim Reaper, the Sweeper, and recently, LMS, last man standing.
After a while, as if they had never lived, the dead didn't look real. Except for the blood and the bullet holes, most appeared to be sleeping. Tit for tat and an eye for an eye, rat-a-tat-tat, rat-a-tat-tat, and rat-a-tat-tat, he grew tired of exchanging bullets. He envied the sniper, one bullet, one kill. Only snipers, once there with an eyeball on their location, had short lifespans.
He could clean and fire a jammed gun faster than most could load a chamber and pull a trigger. Yet, unless he re-upped or became a mercenary soldier and worked for a private security outfit, what good is that skill now that he's a civilian and a law-abiding citizen? Hard for him to cope, always looking for love and hoping for love but with love so elusive, he never found it, until now. He loved Susan. He really loved her but it was apparent that she didn't love him.
Being that he didn't know what he was looking for and being that love was just a feeling, how would he even know if he stumbled over love? When he thought that he did finally find love with Susan, he thought love would set him free. Only, as if plucking a rose with one less pedal, she loves me, she loves me not, she doesn't love him.
As if he had been shot, the look she gave him hurt more than any bullet he had taken. Surely, he'd take a bullet over her look of rejection. Her look and then her reaction to his words stopped him cold.
Defenseless against her mere words, always in control, she made him feel vulnerable unworthy of her affection. Having already survived being shot numerous times, in the way they make a vest that's impervious to bullets, he wished someone would make a bulletproof vest to protect his heart from love. He had no idea what he would do now. Allow her to stay a few days and then let her go on her way.
It took a lot of whiskey for him to live with himself after losing all of his men in his last battle before retiring. The last man standing, even his buddies back at base looked at him as if he was bulletproof, invincible, and unable to die when he just wished he were dead. They feared him as much as they regarded him and respected him.
Even though his last mission didn't work out as planned, no doubt, sabotaged by the bad Intel from the CIA, everyone still wanted him to lead their squad. Even if it was the other guy and not him taking the bullet, they all knew they'd have a better chance of going home alive with Navy SEAL Christopher Ryan watching their backs. With them all knowing that he had their backs, he felt good about having the dedicated and loyal support of his men.
Never considering himself lucky yet, always, he was the one spared. Always, he was the one of the ones not returning home in a body bag. Why him? Why them and not him? Why was he spared? Was he spared for Susan to rudely dismiss him, not want him, and to look at him as if he were crazy to ever think that he'd have a chance of her loving him.
She was a homeless woman and, with no one in her life in the way that he had no one in his life, even she rejected him. Now that he thought that he finally had someone in his life, he didn't understand why his life continued to be so difficult. No longer at war, yet always it was a battle. When he's finally open and willing to love someone, why is it so hard for someone to love him, too?
He's worked so hard. He deserved better. He deserved her love.
# # #
"I'm sorry Susan," said Christopher.
He watched her withdrawing inside of herself. Going from sorrow to anger, he withdrew his apology.
"Actually, I'm not sorry for falling in love with you," he said with anger. "I'm sorry for revealing my true feelings of love so soon. Clearly, you're not ready."
Not even looking at him, she continued looking down at the floor.
"We're made for one another. Don't you see that? We were meant to be together," he said.
He touched her hand when she didn't look at him. He took her by her shoulders and shook her when she didn't look at him. He wanted to slap her when she didn't speak, but he'd never do that. Unbelievably with him having killed many women and children, convolutedly, he'd never hit a woman, especially her.
"I'm sorry Christopher," was all that she said.
Better than saying nothing, at least she said something.
"Damn it! We're both fucked up. Yet, here we are. You're just as broken as I am. No woman would want me and no man can deal with you," he said.
He chuckled.
"We have too much baggage to ever be normal but why not be abnormal together? We could make it work. This is our chance for something special so why not take the chance?" He let go of her when she stared past him. "Say something. Say anything. Talk to me."
She looked up at him with sad eyes.
"What do you want me to say? I have nothing to say," she said finally looking at him. "I don't love you. Okay? Is that what you want to hear? I don't love you."
She looked at him with cold, distant eyes. She looked at him as if he was looking at a stranger. He did it now. Just as he had turned on her switch to have sex with him, he had turned off her switch by telling her that he loved her.
How could he be so stupid not to know her reaction. If he were in field and she was some middle eastern woman, he would have summed her up with a look and at a glance. Yet, back home and a stranger in his own country, already making a big mistake, he had said the wrong thing by telling her that he loved her so soon, too soon.
"I'm tired of living alone Susan. I'm tired of being alone. I'm tired of going places alone and doing things alone. I'm sick to death of having no one to talk to but myself. I want someone in my life. I want a woman to love and who will love me. I want you," he said pleading his case.
She put her fingers to her lips when he leaned to kiss her.
# # #
"Don't talk. Just don't talk. It's better if you don't talk and we just have sex," she said looking at him. "Pretend that I'm one of your special friends. Okay? Pretend that I'm a prostitute. Pretend that I'm your whore instead of the woman that you love."
He nodded his head.
"Okay," he said.
If he had any pride, he'd turn her down for sex but having sex with her without her having any love for him and any kind of affectionate emotion was still worth it. Unable to resist her, she was so beautiful. Surely, he could pretend she loved him while having sex with her.
"Only..."
She gave him the same impatient look that he gave his new recruits when they poured off the bus not knowing what to expect.
"What," she asked?
He gave her a sexy smile and a dirty look.
"What about pillow talk?"
She made a face.
"Pillow talk?"
She looked at him as if he was nuts. Yet, successful with his strategy, his aim was to get her talking to him again.
"I like talking dirty while making love, sorry, I mean, having sex and I figured that you do too," he said.
# # #
He apologized to Susan as if apologizing to his mother for his need to talk dirty after her catching him masturbating over her. Only, he wasn't the type of guy to have fantasize having incestuous sex with his mother. Besides, Susan looked nothing like his mother, thank God.
"Yeah, I do enjoy talking dirty while having sex," she said with a dirty laugh. "How did you know that I like pillow talk? Only, can we limit our conversation to sexual pillow talk?"
She laughed.
"Once you start complimenting me, Christopher, you go overboard. You go all sappy on me," she said with a laugh. "Not deserving of your compliments, your compliments make me feel uncomfortable. I'm not worthy of your adulation. That makes me feel bad instead of good," she said.
He nodded his head in agreement to all that she had said.
"I know and you're right, Susan. I'm sorry. Suddenly, something I never was, with you pushing all of my buttons, I'm needy. Obviously, I need you more than you need me," he said revealing his private thoughts.
He paused as if thinking what more he wanted to say.
"Pining the losses of my beloved Navy SEAL buddies, as if it's one of my buddies that just died, I'm like one of those guys living at home with their mother. Sucking at her tit for too long, the Navy was my whole life. I never thought I'd be like that but you make me like that. I hate saying this and if my buddies ever heard me say this, I'd never hear the end of it," he said with a sardonic, little laugh.
He looked at her with sad eyes while hoping she understood.
"Say what?"
He laughed.
"You bring out the woman in me," he said squeezing her hand while cringing from uttering the words.
She laughed.
"What? I bring out the woman in you," she asked while laughing?
She looked at him as if he told her that he didn't love her when he did love her. She gave him a look that told him that it was impossible for her to not only love him but also to love anyone. Even though he felt closer to any other woman, as if she had a brick wall surrounding her, she felt distant.
She laughed again.
"What are you suddenly gay," she asked while laughing? "Are you going gay on me Christopher?"
He laughed, too.
"Hardly," he said with a laugh. "It's just being with you, Susan, is different than being with the guys, an understatement," he said laughing while looking at her sitting across from her naked. "You make me feel things that I never felt before," he said.
He reached out to cup her big breast in his hand.
"Literally," she said with a laugh.
She looked down at his hand fondling her breast and watched his fingers fingering her erect nipple.
# # #
"You make me want to do things that I never wanted to do before. You made me realize how much of my life I lost fighting and training men to fight someone else's war, a war waged just for the sake of money. Money, money, money, the death, and dismemberment of some of the best men I've ever known, trained, and some of the best buddies I ever had are dead for the sake of money," he said.
Suddenly he looked as sad as he looked angry.
"Now that they're done with me, I'm done with them. Just as you're the shell of the woman you once were, I'm the shell of the man that I used to be," he said.
She looked at him confused.
"What do you mean?"
She asked the question but her look confessed that she already knew the answer.
"Don't play games. You know what I mean, Susan. We both suffer from Post Traumatic Stress but for different reasons," he said.
She waved her hands.
"I really don't want to talk about that with you," she said. "I'd rather not be analyzed by you."
# # #
Paying her no never mind, he continued.
"You were raped and brutalized by your relatives and by the men in your life and I was shot at and wounded in a war that I was ordered to fight not for freedom, not for terrorism, but for money," he said.
Ignoring her request that he not discuss that part of her life, he took a chance.
"War is big money. Their call to arms, a call that few of them have even answered themselves, old, fat, Caucasian men wave the United States flag and get rich while the rest of us die for money that our families will never have."
She agreed with him with a nod of her pretty head.
"I am kind of a basket case," she said ignoring his confession to make her own. "I'm sorry for having that kind of reaction when you told me you love me but it's automatic, instinctive, and protective. I would have had less of a reaction had you slapped me across the face. Suddenly feeling suffocated, I was stunned, shocked, and surprised by what you said."
He smiled at her.
"I get it. I do. I know what you mean. I have the same reaction when someone startles me or sneaks up on me. If I don't catch myself, I could really hurt someone, even kill them," he said.
With him having never talked as much, he fell silent while thinking.
"Even though I loved serving in the Navy, I'm their creation. I'm their monster. They made me who I am today, a man who lives alone, is suspicious of everyone, and barely likes himself never mind anyone else," he said.


She laughed.
"You just described me," she said with sadness.
He reached out to hold her hand.
"And then you come along and I'm saying something that I've never said to anyone before, that I love you," he said looking at her. "I recognized something in you that I see in me. I love you Susan Jill Parker," he said again while lifting her chin to look in her eyes. "I love you. I don't care if you don't want me to say it and/or if you don't love me but I can't help from feeling what I feel."
He paused again while she remained silent.
"What I feel for you is a deep love. I feel affection that transgresses just having sex. If I wanted just sex, I could pay to have sex with Simone, Lucy, and/or Carmen. Only, I don't love them. I don't want to have sex with them. I want to have sex with you," he said. "I love you."
# # #
She shook her head.
"Don't," she said putting her fingers to his lips. "Please stop saying that you love me when we both know that you don't and when we both know that you just want to be in love with someone, anyone, to feel something other than death and pain."
He looked at her with assurance.
"You're wrong about that. Yeah, sure, I'm a desperate man filled with anger and hate but I do love you. Having never felt this way before, I recognize my feelings now as love, real love."
Steadfast in her feelings, she looked at him with disbelief.
"Sorry Christopher but I can't love you. I don't know how. I don't have it in me to love you. I don't have it in me to love anyone," she said falling sadly silent again. "Just in the way that you are, I'm dead inside, too."
Not taking no for an answer, never taking no for answer, he looked at her determined for her to love him.
"Why? I don't understand? Why can't you love me?"
Refusing to even look at him, she put her head down.
"You don't understand? I don't understand how someone can love me when I don't love myself," she said talking to her chest.
She looked up at him while trying to make him understand.
"Sometimes, most times, all the time, I hate myself. I go around thinking that I wish I was dead. My interior monologue is filled with negative dialogue instead of with positive thoughts," she said looking at him sitting there with his mouth gaping open.
"And, there again, you just described me," he said nodding his head and clenching his fist as if he wanted to punch someone or hit something.
With them both consumed by frustration in trying to make sense of their feelings, having said all they needed to say, they fell silent with neither of them talking.
# # #
"Can't we just forget about love, stop all of this talking, and just have sex," she asked? She looked at him. "I'm still horny. I still want to cum. I need to have a sexual orgasm, Chris. Make me cum."
He looked at her long and hard before responding. As if she was his ship to achieve his one last chance of happiness in life, she slowly drifted away from the dock. He only had one running jump to hop aboard, otherwise, he'd be adrift at sea in the way he's always been aimlessly floating by not confronting his emotions when having sex with a prostitute.
"Sure. Yeah. Okay. I can do that," he said. "So long as we can still have pillow talk," something that I don't do with Simone, Lucy, or with Carmen. "Not much talking, we just have sex."
She laughed.
"Pillow talk? You want pillow talk Christopher, she asked laughing? "As I said before, I can give you pillow talk. I love talking dirty," she said grabbing his cock, stroking him, and watching his big dick grow hard in her hand. "Slam that big, hard prick in my warm, wet pussy SEAL but...," she said.
She paused to look at him with horniness and sexual lust.
"Before you do, lick me. Lick my cunt, Christopher. Make me wet with your tongue and your fingers. Eat me. Make me cum. Give me a sexual orgasm with your mouth," she said talking dirty to him.
She stopped talking to watch him move in between her shapely thighs. Then, she put her hands on both sides of her head to rub her vagina secretions all over his face.
"Feel my big tits and finger my erect nipples. Squeeze my tits while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples. Make me sexually want you, Christopher. I need to cum. I need to cum with your fingers and your tongue inside of me," she said.
She stared down at him giving her oral sex.
"Before I take your cock in my pussy and in my mouth, again, I need you to give me a sexual orgasm by eating me," she said. "After you eat me, I can't wait to fuck you and suck you again. I can't wait for you to cum in my pussy and in my mouth," she said giving him plenty of pillow talk.
She paused while waiting for him to digest all that she said.
"Then, when I'm blowing you, when I'm sucking your cock, I'll suck you and stroke you fast and hard enough for you to shoot another warm, oozy load of cum inside my mouth that splashes against the back of my throat. Then, I'll continue sucking you and won't stop until you're ready to cum again. This time, I want you to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I want you to give me a cum bath, Christopher," she said. "I want to be dripping with your cum."
He looked at her with disbelief.
"Holy shit! With the mouth you have on you, you could have been a SEAL," he said laughing.
She laughed, too.
"Stop talking, Christopher, and lick my pussy while using one finger to rub my clit and your other finger to fuck my cunt," she said grabbing him around the neck and pulling his head down to her crotch. "You're my bitch now, bitch," she said with a laugh.
Never one to disobey a direct order, just as commanded, Christopher fell in between Susan's thighs again and licked her pussy while rubbing her clit with one finger and finger fucking her with his other finger. He used his other hand to reach up and fondle and squeeze her big breasts while fingering her pulling, turning, and twisting her erect, hard nipples.
"I love your blonde pussy Susan," he said giving her his own version of pillow talk. After talking dirty to her, he came up for air before lowering his mouth to her pussy, again. "I love licking you," he said licking and licking her while fingering her. "I love eating your cunt."
She grabbed his head with both of her hands. Then, she rubbed his face all over her wet pussy again. He had her pussy secretions all over his face, in his nose, and in his mouth. Instead of pushing her away, he had her squirming all over the sofa cushions. He had her moaning. Then, when he felt her legs tighten, when she was obviously ready to cum, she stopped and pulled him up to her.
"I'm ready of you. Fuck me now, Christopher. Fuck me! I'm plenty wet enough. I'm really to be drilled, SEAL," she said.
Before mounting her, Christopher wiped his face with a towel that he placed by his makeshift bed. Then, he mounted her. As she told him to do, limiting his talking to pillow talk, he had his cock doing all the talking for him instead of his mouth.
Inserting himself inside of her warm and wet pussy, he slowly humped her. He made love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, he fucked her. Wrapping her long legs around his back along with her arms wrapped around his neck, she returned his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Fucking one another, it was clearly obvious that she loved him as much as he said that he loved her.
# # #
"You're so warm. You're so wet. You're so tight," he said wiggling his ass while moving his cock deeper inside of her with every hump and every thrust.
As if they were one, hump for hump and thrust for thrust, in total syncopation, they were together now for however long. She returned his passion with her own. She fucked him as hard as he fucked her. Never had she made love to anyone in the way that she made love to him. Never had she fucked anyone in the way that she fucked him.
"Fuck me Christopher," she said humping him. "Fuck me," she said holding him. "Slam that big, hard cock inside of me," she said wrapping her legs tighter around his strong back. "Hump me SEAL. Fuck me. Fuck me, Christopher, really fuck me. Make me cum, again. I need to cum," she said while giving him plenty of pillow talk.
Fucking him as hard as he was fucking her, she rolled him over. Now sitting on top of him while humping and fucking him, with her big tits bobbing, swaying, and dancing, Christopher reached up to harness her big boobs before she hurt herself with them.
"Your tits are so big," he said. "Your breasts are so firm," he said. "I love your huge knockers, Susan," he said pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
She laughed with glee.
"I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum, again, Christopher. You're going to make me cum," she said leaning down to him. "Make me cum."
With her hair hanging down all over his face as if his head was hidden by the blonde camouflage of tall grass that grew as tall as wheat and that had been burned blonde by the hot kiss by the sun, she kissed him. Humping him while kissing him, she continued to be humped while humping him. They were fucking more than they were making love. Taking command of the situation in the way that he always did, it was Christopher's turn to roll her over and fuck her, and he did.
Now fucking her faster and fucking her harder, he slammed his hard cock inside of her. He fucked Susan with all the strength and all the energy that he had. He wanted her to give her an orgasm. He wanted her to cum.
Determined to make her cum, he needed her to cum. Maybe, if he could make her cum, she'd want him. Maybe, if he could make her cum again, she'd never want to be without him. Maybe, if he could make her cum, she'd fall in love with him as much as he had fallen in love with her.
"I'm cumming, Christopher. Oh, God. Oh God, I'm cumming. Yeah, that's it, baby. Right there. Right there. Don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Christopher. Fuck me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me fuck me harder. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me," she said.
Totally spent, they collapsed in one another's arms. They stayed like that for what seemed like forever and what seemed like an hour when it was only a few minutes. He kissed her in the way that he had never passionately kissed her or anyone before. Surprisingly, she not only allowed him to kiss her, French kiss her but also, she returned his passion kiss with her passionate kiss.
"That was amazing Susan," he said kissing her again and again while fondling her naked breasts.
She put her fingers to her lips.
"Shh," she said. "Don't ruin the moment by talking."
Her eyes were closed and she looked as if she was sleeping. As if saying the words in her sleep while she was dreaming or sexually fantasizing, she surprised him by what she said next.
"I love you, Christopher."
To be continued...
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Tits, Ass, Pussy, Cock, Prick, Dick
Mother, aunt, and grandmother flash their naked breasts.
Author's Note:
I write under 22 different names. You cannot come close to imagining how many emails that I receive every day from the thousands of stories that I've written. As if they have no imagination, men write the same things to me.
"You are my favorite writer. You are the best writer on the site, Susan. My favorite stories are your mother and son stories," they write. "I love them by far. You always make me so hard. I masturbate while reading them. I read them again and jerk off over them again. Please send me topless and naked photos of you."
Only, sadly, as if they don't want anyone to know that they read mother and son incestuous stories, they not only don't vote for my stories but they never comment on my mother and son stories. What the fuck? Why is that?
For the hours that I spend writing stories that men want me to write and want to read, I wish they would give me the courtesy and the appreciation of their votes.
Please vote and comment on my stories.
# # #
Tits, Ass, Pussy, Cock, Prick, Dick
Son asks his MILF of mother to show him her naked breasts.
Think about it, women seldom use the above words unless they're talking in private with their friends, with their sisters, and/or with their mothers. They don't like dirty talk unless they're sexually aroused and having pillow talk with their boyfriends, their husbands, and/or with their lovers over the phone or in bed. Women are more appropriate with their words than men are always sexually suggestive and vulgar with all that they say.
Most men don't have a filter. They just say what they're thinking. No matter if talking to their mothers, stepmothers, sisters, stepsisters, aunts, female cousins, grandmothers, moms-in-law, sisters-in-law, female relatives' friends, co-workers, neighbors, and strangers, tits, ass, pussy, cock, prick, dick, and fuck is part of their normal conversation.
My name is Damian, I'm twenty-years-old, and I'm horny. Daring myself to do so, I wanted to ask my forty-two-year-old mother, Victoria, a sexually inappropriate question. Hoping not to embarrass or anger her, I wondered what her reaction would be if I asked her what I shouldn't ask her. Would she answer my question by showing me what I wanted to see? Or would she admonish me, scold me, punish me, ground me, and refuse my question by not showing me what I wanted to see.
Devoted to my mother, I'd do anything for her to make her life easier. I'm such a mama's boy. I love my mother. I wish I could find a woman who looks like her, talks like her, laughs like her, and walks like her. Surely, my mother's clone must be out there somewhere for me to date and marry.
I hoped that she'd make my day by affirmatively answering my question and show me what I asked her to see. Only, knowing my mother better, I doubted that she would. With her modestly moral lady, a church going woman, I knew that she wouldn't show me what I hoped to see.
With her not a woman that I'd ask home from the bar, not that I ever did or would. I wasn't old enough to drink at a bar, still a virgin, never mind asking a woman to come home with me for sex. My mom is not a whore nor an exhibitionist. She is my mother and I'm her son. Indeed, I should have shown her more respect than to ask her such a vulgar question.
Nonetheless, something that I masturbated over every night and every morning while holding her used bra that I took from her laundry basket, I'd love to see my mom's naked breasts. If she showed me her breasts, while hoping that she would, not stopping there, I wondered if she'd allow him to touch them, feel them, and fondle them, while fingering and sucking her nipples. As if I was her boyfriend, her husband, or her lover, I'd love to have my sexual way with her big, naked tits.
If she allowed me to see, touch, feel, and fondle them while fingering her nipples and sucking her nipples, I'd masturbate over her allowing him to have my way with her big breasts for the rest of my horny life. Something else that I'd love to do, I'd love to take photos of her topless. After jerking off over her topless photos, I'd not only love to show my friends my mother's tits but also, I'd love to post her photos online.
# # #
Something that I've been thinking about lately, I'd love to have my mom, Victoria, catch me masturbating. I'd love her to see my erect, naked cock. I wondered if she'd look. I wondered if she'd stare. I wondered if she's look away in disdain and/or in embarrassment and shame.
With her carrying up my laundry and barging open my bedroom door without knocking, that would be my perfect time to expose myself to her. With me lying on my bed naked with my eyes closed while wearing headphones, I'd squint my eyes open just enough to see her reaction to seeing my big dick.
I masturbate myself while imagining exposing myself to my aunt, Olivia, and my grandmother, Mary, too. Sometimes, they carry up my laundry. Like my mother, they barge in my bedroom without knocking.
As I'd love to do with my mom, I'd love to do with my aunt and my grandmother, too. Again, I wondered if they'd look, stare, or look away. While putting my clothes away, I wonder if they're remain in my room to watch me cum.
'Oh, God mom, auntie, grandma,' I imagined saying while stroking myself faster and harder. 'I wish I could strip you naked and have sex with you. I wish you would fuck me and blow me,' I imagined saying while cumming for them.
# # #
While my mother was in the kitchen washing our breakfast dishes, I quickly stroked myself to a big and hard erection. I imagined walking in the kitchen with my erection protruding from my pajama pee hole that I wear without underwear. Again, if she saw my naked prick, would she look, stare, or look away?
As soon as I thought about dick flashing my mother, I imagined dick flashing my aunt and my grandmother. With them having shown me plenty of up skirt peeks of their panties, they've shown me plenty of down blouse views of their cleavages and bras. Again, I wondered if they'd look, stare, or look away from the sight of my big dick.
Testing the water, ready to ask her my question, I walked from my reclining chair to the kitchen. I stared at my mom's shapely ass and her long legs all the way there. Once in the kitchen, I stood in the doorway and continued staring at my mother. I wondered if she knew that I could see as much of her as I was seeing of her through her nearly transparent nightgown.
I wondered if she sexually teased me by wearing such a sheer and sexy nightgown without wearing a robe over it. She never wore such sheer and sexy nightgowns without wearing a robe over them until I turned eight-teen-years-old. I wondered if she was deliberately flashing me.
I wondered if she was as much of a slut as I was an incestuous pervert. Now that I was older, an adult instead of a teenager, I wondered if she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. I'd love to make out with my mom while feeling her through her clothes.
I'd love to slowly undress her and strip her naked. I'd love to touch and feel her naked body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his mother. Once she was naked, I imagined having my way with her big, naked breasts. Feeling them and fondling them, I'd finger and suck her erect nipples.
Then, I imagined making myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I imagined fingering and licking her wet pussy. I imagined eating my mother and giving her a screaming orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
'Damian! Damian! Don't stop eating me. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming,' I imagined her saying.
I imagined her pulling my hair and taking my head in both of her hands. I imagined rubbing my face all over her pussy. As if giving me her version of a cum bath, I imagine having her vaginal secretions all over my face, in my hair, up my nose, and in my mouth.
'Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster, Damian. Finger fuck your mother. Make me cum. Make mommy cum,' I imagined her saying.
Then, as soon as she stiffened her legs, arched her back, and screamed her sexual pleasure, I mounted her. I made slow, sweet, and passionate love to my mother. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, I fucked my mother and she fucked me.
'Fuck me, Damian. Fuck mommy. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming. Cum in my pussy, Damian. Give mommy your baby,' I imagined her saying.
# # #
"Mom," I said when I entered the kitchen.
While continuing to stare at what I could see of her shapely, naked ass through her nearly transparent nightgown, I walked up behind her. She turned from what she was doing at the kitchen sink to look at me.
"Yes, honey, what is it," she asked with a warm and loving smile?
When she turned to face me, I stared at what I could clearly see of the size and the shape of her big breasts and her erect nipples through her nearly transparent nightgown. I stared at the bushy blonde patch of her untrimmed pubic hair. I stared at her beautiful body as if she was naked.
If she wasn't beautiful enough, she was even more beautiful when she smiled. Undressing her with my eyes, as always, I do, taking her all in, I stared at my MILF of a mother, Victoria, as if she was naked. Indeed, with what she was wearing, she may have well be in the kitchen without her clothes. She was wearing her short, sheer, nearly transparent, low-cut nightgown without wearing a robe over it.
'She has such a sexy and shapely body,' I thought. 'I'd love to see her naked. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body everywhere that a son should never touch, feel, and fondle his mother. I'd love to have sex with my mother. I'd love to impregnate her with our baby.'
Having an open kitchen, I was able to see her from my reclining chair in the living room. When she stood in front of the refrigerator door without turning on the kitchen light, the light from the refrigerator lit her up. I could see her sexy and curvaceous silhouette as if she was naked.
# # #
When she opened the drapes in the living room or in my bedroom in the early morning, with her arms positioned over her head, as if she was modeling naked, the sunshine lit up her every naked curve. Again, with her not wearing a robe over her sexy nightgowns, she stood there with her back turned to me peering out of the window, and he stared at her as if she was naked. Giving me plenty to masturbate over, when she walked in front of the television in the darkened living room at night, I could see her as if she was naked.
Again, daring myself to do so, with my father no longer in the picture, leaving her for a younger woman, she didn't have a man in her life. She hasn't dated anyone nor had sex, as far as I know, other than with her finger, her vibrator, and/or with her dildo in years. I wondered if she'd respond favorably to my question by doing what I asked her to see.
Ready to make a perversely perverted fool of myself, this was it. This was really it. Originally, I was going to wait when my mother was a little tipsy after having a couple glasses of wine with her sister, and/or her mother. Only, I couldn't wait for that. I wanted to see what I wanted to see of her now. I needed to jerk off over all that she was showing and all that I was seeing.
Horny enough to do so, and daring myself to do so, today was the day that I was going to ask my mother to show me her tits. While hoping that she would, I wondered if she would strip herself topless. I'd love to play wrestle with my mom while she wore her nightgown.
I imagined her nightgown climbing up to waist to expose her naked ass and naked pussy to me. While she leaned over me while trying to pin my shoulders to the floor, I envisioned the top of her nightgown falling open with her to show me a down nightgown view of her naked breasts and nipples. As much as I'd love to see my mother topless, I'd love to see her naked, too.
Wondering if she'd show me what I wanted to see, I was going to ask my mother to see her naked breasts. After jerking off while imagining asking her such a question, unsure of what she'd do or say, the only way to know is for me to ask her. Either she will or she won't. Either she'd say yes or she'd say no. Either she'd show me her naked breasts or she wouldn't. Having everything to gain, what did I have to lose?
# # #
I took a big breath of courage. I asked her my question as if someone else was speaking the words.
"May I see your tits, mom," I asked?
With her back to me again, she stood by the kitchen sink frozen while washing dishes. Clearly, I blew her mind with my question. With wet hands, with her eyes bulging out of her head, and her mouth hanging open in shocked surprise, my mom turned off the water, dried her hands, and turned from the sink to stare at me.
"What? Pardon," she asked? "Sorry, I didn't hear what you said with the water running, Damian," she said.
She laughed.
"I thought you asked to see my tits," she said.
She laughed again.
When she said that, a look of sexual arousal betrayed her face by her blushing red. I stared at my MILF of mother and the impressions that her big nipples made in the thin material of her nightgown. I could see that her nipples had already erected.
"I did ask if I could see your tits, mom," he said. "I'd love to see your naked breasts."
While waiting for my explanation, she paused to stare at me. Another sudden flash of sexual arousal betrayed her shocked surprise. In the way that I imagined seeing my mother's naked breasts, possibly, she imagined showing me her naked breasts. Perhaps, she wanted to show her son her naked breasts as much as I wanted to see her naked tits.
# # #
I smiled at her, walked to her, put my arm around her waist, leaned into her, and kissed her on her cheek. She swooned against my sudden affection. Then, I whispered what I wanted to see in her ear.
"Show me your tits, mom. I want to see your naked breasts," I said to her.
Not believing what I asked to see of her, she stepped back from me to look up at me.
"Damian," she said. "My God. I can't do that. I'm not going to show you my naked breasts," she said, shaking her head. "How dare you ask me such a sexually inappropriate question? What's wrong with you," she asked?
She covered where I was staring by folding her arms across her chest.
"I'm your mother, and you're my son. That's just wrong. That's nasty. I can't do that. I won't do that," she said indignantly while shaking her head.
# # #
With her standing with her back to me by the sink, when she turned to face me, I took a step closer to her and gave her a pelvis-to-pelvis hug. Practically humping her pussy, I hugged my mother. Then, taking inappropriate liberties with her shapely body, I slowly slid my hand down to the top of her nightgown clad ass.
When she didn't slap my hand away from the top of her ass, daring myself to do so, I moved my hand a little lower. Then, moving it lower still, I cupped her ass cheek, first one, and then the other, in my big hand. I couldn't believe that I was feeling her ass.
With her not stopping me from feeling her ass, sexually teasing me, she wiggled her ass in my hand while I felt, squeezed, and patted her ass. Then, daring myself to do so, I reached my horny hand further down and lifted the back of her nightgown nearly to her waist and exposed her naked ass. While touching her naked ass and a lot of skin, she turned to confront me.
"Damian," she said with indignance! "Don't do that. Oh, my God. I'm not wearing panties. You mustn't do that. You mustn't expose, touch, and feel my naked ass and my naked vagina to you. I'm so embarrassed. I'd be mortified for you to see what you should never see of your mother," she said.
She slapped my hand away.
"How dare you?"
Surprising her, and even surprising myself, again, daring myself to do so, I reached up my horny hand and felt her naked breast through her nightgown. I held her big tit in the palm of my hand. She stared down at my hand with shocked surprise.
Not stopping me by slapping my hand away, or stepping away from me, she allowed him to feel one of her breasts before allowing him to feel the other. Her nipples were already hard and erect. When she didn't stop him from feeling her breasts, I fingered one of her nipples before fingering her other nipple. She stared down at my hand with her eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth open. Her face blushed a bright red.
Immediately, her nipples erected bigger and harder. I could not only see the shape and the size of her big breasts through her nearly transparent nightgown but also, I could see the impressions of her big nipples. I loved my mother's big tits as much as I loved her nipples. Giving me even more to stroke himself over, I hoped she'd show me her tits.
I couldn't wait to see them. I couldn't wait to touch them. I couldn't wait to feel them. I couldn't wait to fondle them while fingering and sucking her nipples.
"Your breasts are so firm, mom, and your nipples are so big," I said. "As if they belong there, I love how your tits feel in my hands."
# # #
She smiled up at me.
"Thank you but you mustn't do that again. That was naughty of you to do that," she said. "It's wrong for you to touch mommy in that inappropriate, sexual way."
I reached around her to feel, cup, and squeeze her ass again through her nightgown. Seemingly, she liked me feeling, cupping, and squeezing her ass through her nightgown, she wiggled her ass in my hand again. Then, surprising me, she allowed me to lift the back of her nightgown to her waist. Not stopping me, she allowed me to feel her naked ass.
"You have a nice ass, mom. I love your ass. It feels so firm," I said.
She smiled at me, again.
"Thank you," she said. "I exercise a lot."
I leaned down to her and lightly kissed her on her lips. The first time that I kissed my mother on her lips, she appeared surprised.
"Show me your tits, mom, please," he said again. "I want to see them."
Openly groping her, I moved my hand from her ass to squeeze her breasts with both of his hands.
She wiggled away from me.
"Oh, my God, Damian. Stop. You mustn't touch mommy in that way," she said. "That's wrong. You're making me feel uncomfortable."
With her nipples already hard and erect, I wondered if she meant that I was making her pussy wet. She gave me a stern look. After feeling her ass and her nightgown clad breasts, I'd love to cup my mom's naked pussy in the palm of my hand.
"I'm not going to show you my naked breasts, Damian," she said. "Get that through your head. I can't. I'm your mother."
# # #
Changing the subject of her showing me her tits, I took her mind off the subject by asking her a question.
"What size bra cup are you, mom," I asked?
Having seen her previously worn bras in the laundry and having smelled, licked, sucked, and masturbated in her used bra cups, having seen her bra tag, he already knew what size bra cup she took but he wanted to hear her say it.
"I take a D cup. I'm a 34 D," she said while taking a big breath and proudly puffing out her chest.
With me young, dumb, and full of cum, I already had a huge erection from squeezing my mother's ass, feeling her breasts, and fingering her nipples through her nightgown. My throbbing and pulsating prick poked her flat tummy.
"Oh, my God, honey," she said.
She stared down at my cock tenting my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear.
"You have an erection," she said.
Unable to hide her sexual arousal by the sight of my big, bulging prick, she looked up at me.
"Did I do that to you?"
I looked down at my throbbing and pulsating cock.


"Yes, mother," I said. "If you're not going to show me your naked breasts, I can't wait to masturbate while imagining seeing your big tits," I said.
She rolled her eyes and sighed.
"Oh, Damian. You shouldn't masturbate over mommy," she said. "There are plenty of girls your age to jerk off over. You shouldn't be cumming over the thoughts of seeing mommy topless," she said.
Surprising me, in the way that I felt her ass and her breasts through her nightgown, she grabbed the head of my engorged prick with her long-manicured fingers. Then, as if measuring it with her hand, she continued feeling and fondling head and the length of my cock with her fingertips through my pajama bottoms.
"Oh, mom," I said.
I moved my hips back and forth while forcing her to give him a forced hand job. Not letting her go, I held her hand in my hand while she squeezed my erection.
# # #
She laughed.
"Your penis is so big. It's so hard," she said. "I bet you'd love mommy to give you a hand job," she said with a laugh.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile while moving her hand up and down in front of my face as if she was masturbating me.
"I bet you'd love mommy to take you in her mouth and blow you," she said.
She moved her hand back and forth in front of her face while pushing her cheek out with her tongue as if she was stroking my cock while sucking my prick. Then, with her still staring down at it while holding it, she shocked me with what she said next.
"Show me your cock, Damian. I want to see it. Show mommy your erection," she said
Ready to immediately obey her by showing his mother his big, erect, naked prick, I tucked my fingers in my pajama bottoms while ready to push them down to expose myself to my mother.
"Wait," I said. "If I show you my prick, will you show me your tits," I asked?
She laughed.
"Yes, I will," she said. "Of course, I will."
Not believing that she would, I made her promise that she would.
"After I show you my naked cock, do you promise to show me your naked breasts?"
She laughed.
"Yes, I promise. Mommy will show you her tits if you show me your cock," said.
As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I was ready to show my mother my big dick. In exchange, I couldn't wait to see her naked breasts.
# # #
With us living in a two-family house owned by her mother, her sister, Olivia, lived with their mother, Mary, downstairs, while my mother lived upstairs with me.
"Wait," she said. "I want to get my sister and my mother up here."
She laughed.
"I'm sure that they'll both want to see your penis as much as I want to see your erect cock," she said.
Vicky called downstairs to her thirty-nine-year-old sister, Olivia. She answered the phone. I couldn't believe that my mother not only wanted to see my erect, naked prick but also, she promised to show me her naked tits. If that wasn't enough, she wanted my aunt and my grandmother to see my naked prick, too.
"Hello?"
"It's Vicky," said her sister. "Put mom on the phone, too.
"Mom, Vicky wants to talk to us," she called for her sixty-five-year-old mother, Mary, to pick up the phone.
"Hello," answered Mary?
Vicky laughed.
"Damian asked to see my naked breasts. I told him that I'd show him my tits if he showed me his prick. Come upstairs and strip yourself topless. We'll all show him our tits for him to flash us his erection cock," said Vicky with a dirty laugh.
I couldn't believe it. I was not only going to dick flash my mother but also, I was going to dick flash my aunt and my grandmother, too. Then, returning my exhibitionism with their exhibitionism, all three women would show me their naked breasts.
# # #
"Oh, my," said Mary. "I haven't seen a naked, erect cock since I blew your father's best friend at his funeral when he stayed behind to help me put the food away," she said.
"Mom," said Vicky. "You blew Uncle Larry," she asked?
A familiar name that she called him even though he wasn't their blood related uncle, he has always been close to the family. Only, her daughters never know that their mother had sex with Uncle Larry.
Mary laughed.
"He kissed me. I parted his lips with my tongue and returned his kiss with my French kiss. Then, he felt my breasts through my blouse and bra while continuing to kiss me. We made out while he continued feeling me through my clothes. With your father unable to get and maintain an erection because of his diabetes, Larry made me so wet."
"Show me your tits," said Larry.
I laughed.
"I'll show you my tits, if you show me your cock," I said to Larry.
"Then, when he unbuttoned, unzipped and pushed his pants and underwear down to his ankles to show me his erection, surprising him, not expecting me to do so, I quickly removed my blouse and my bra. Then, I moved to my knees in front of him. I took him and my hand to stroke him before taking him in my mouth to suck him. While I blew him, he touched, felt, and fondled my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples," she said.
Vicky and Oliva laughed.
"You're such a whore, mom," said Vicky.
Mary laughed.
"Like mother, like daughters," she said.
# # #
"Come upstairs, mom," said Vicky. "Damian has something to show you," she said with a dirty laugh. "Only, before showing you, he wants you and Olivia to remove your blouses and your bras. He wants to see your naked breasts."
She laughed again.
"If you show him your big tits, and allow him to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering and sucking your nipples, he's agreed to show you his erect, naked cock and allow you to stroke him," said Olivia.
Obediently obeying her daughter, Mary and Olivia laughed at their sexual arousal. With them already dressed in their button-down blouses and their short skirts, they immediately walked upstairs to Vicky's apartment.
Vicky and Oliva laughed, too.
Vicky greeted her mother and her sister as soon as they opened the back door. She led them to the living room and offered them some white wine. I greeted my aunt and my grandma by kissing them on their lips. My big dick tented my pajama bottoms while I felt my aunt's breasts through her blouse and her bra. Then, I felt my grandmother's big breasts through her blouse and her bra.
"You first mom," I said. "Show me your tits. I can't wait to see your naked breasts."
As if giving him a striptease, Vicky removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders and her arms from her nightgown straps. Then, turning to face her son while walking closer to him, she allowed the bodice of her nightgown to slowly fall to her waist. She showed me her D cup, naked breasts.
She cupped her breasts in her hands. Then, she slid slow hands across her nipples to erect them more. Finally, she lifted her breasts to her mouth and sucked her nipples while I watched.
As soon as she did, I reached out my horny hands. All over her naked breasts, I touched, felt, and fondled my mom's naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. She felt my cock through my pajama bottoms.
"You're next, Auntie," I said. I walked over to my aunt, Olivia. "Show me your tits. I want to see them."
She stood from her seat on the couch in front of her nephew. In the way that her sister, my mother gave me a slow strip tease, my aunt slowly unbuttoned her blouse and removed it. She reached behind her and unhooked her bra.
She removed her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Then, she held her bra cups in place. She revealed one of her naked breasts before revealing the other. While standing topless, she showed me her D cup, naked breasts.
In the way that I did with my mother, I did with my aunt. I reached out my horny hands to touch, feel, and fondle my aunt's naked breasts while fingering her nipples, and leaning to suck her nipples. She felt,y erect prick through his pajama bottoms.
"Your turn, grandma. Show me your naked breasts. I want to see them. I want to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering and sucking your nipples," I said.
I took two steps to the side to stand in front of my grandmother. She stood from the couch. Like her daughters, she unbuttoned her blouse and removed it. Then, she reached around her and unhooked her three-clasp bra and removed that, too. She allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her sagging, double D, cup breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her big, erect nipples before sucking her nipples.
I touched, felt, and fondled my grandmother's naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples.
# # #
"You're turn," said my mother. "Show us your cock, Damian. We all want to see it."
Obediently obeying my mother, I removed his T-shirt to show my muscular chest and stomach. Then, I pushed down my pajama bottoms to show my erect, naked prick and his muscular legs to all three women. My mother took my cock in her soft and warm hand. She slowly stroked me while staring up at me smiling.
Then, I stood in front of my aunt with my erect, naked cock. As I did with my MILF of a mother, I did with my AILF of an aunt, too. She took me in her soft and warm hand and slowly stroked me.
Then, when I stood in front of my grandmother, she removed her teeth, put them in a napkin, and put them in her pocket. She took me in her elderly hand. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She stared up at me.
"Have you ever had a gum job, Damian," she asked?
Not waiting for me to answer her, determined to have me cum in her mouth, she leaned forward from her seat on the couch and took me in her mouth. She sucked me while stroking me. Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a big load of cum in my grandma's mouth and she swallowed.
Then, when she released my prick from the pressure of her wrinkled lips, I shot a load of cum all over her elderly face. She had cum in her gray hair, and across her naked breasts. I gave my GILF of a grandmother a cum bath. She scooped up my cum with her fingers and took my sperm in her mouth and swallowed it.
# # #
While my aunt and my grandmother watched, I turned to my mother and had my way with her naked breasts. I touched, felt, and fondled her tits while fingering and sucking her nipples. As I her mother did to me, my mom moved to her knees. She took my cock in her hand before taking me in her mouth. My mother was blowing me.
With me young, dumb, and full of cum, it didn't take me long to cum in her mouth. After she swallowed my cum, it was her sister's turn to blow me. Olivia moved to her knees; she stroked my prick before sucking my cock. I ejaculated a load of cum in my aunt's mouth, too, and she swallowed.
From that point forward, I slept my mother in her bed. We made love every morning and fucked every night. Sometimes my aunt came upstairs to have sex with me while her sister watched. Sometimes we had threesome sex.
In the way that I impregnated my mother with our baby, I impregnated my aunt with our baby. They had their babies on the same day. My mom had a boy and my aunt had a girl.
After the babies were born, when I wasn't having sex with my mother, I had sex with my aunt. When not having sex with them, I had sex with my grandmother. The family that has sex together stays together.
# # #
During my grandmother's Bible Study Group, I pretended that I was unaware that we had company. Daring myself to do so, I walked downstairs wearing only a towel and with a big and hard erection. With us working together as a flashing team, my mother pulled the towel from my naked body.
Instead of rejecting me, the assembled women cheered and clapped for me. As if I was a stripper on stage, I danced for them while allowing me to touch and stroke me. Every woman took my naked prick in their hand while allowing me to feel their breasts through their tops and bras.
My grandmother was there with her two friends, Joan and Irene. As soon as they saw my naked prick, after my grandmother told them that I flashed her my dick and she showed me her naked breasts before blowing me, her friends stripped themselves topless. In the way that my grandma allowed me to feel her breasts while blowing me, they blew me, too.
My mom was there with her three friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki. After my mom told them that we've been having incestuous sex, they allowed me to have forbidden sex with them. They all removed their tops and their bras. They allowed me to feel and fondle their naked breasts while they stroked and sucked my cock.
My aunt's friends, Gale, Gloria, Flora, and Carol were there, too. After my aunt told them that we've been having incestuous sex, they wanted to have forbidden sex with me. They all removed their tops and their bras. They allowed me to feel and fondle their naked breasts while they stroked and sucked my cock.
Joining in on the fun, as if they were at a CFNM strip club they stroked and sucked my cock while I felt and fondled their naked tits and fingered and sucked their nipples. Never have I had as much fun when attending my grandma's Bible Study group while naked. I can't wait for the next Bible group when more women will surely want to attend.
Yet, what surprised me the most was what Sister Mary Elizabeth did. Joining in on the fun, she removed her blouse and her bra. With her totally topless, all she was wearing was her big crucifix. As if she was about to pray, when I walked to her, she moved to her knees. She took me in her holy hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me.
Sister Mary Elizabeth not only stroked me and blew me while everyone watched, she allowed me to cum her religious mouth, and swallowed my cum. Then, when she removed my cock from her lips, I exploded a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. I gave the good sister a cum bath. I can't wait for my aunt to have her book club and my mother to have her lingerie party.
The End
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"Can't we forget about love, stop all of this talking, and just have sex," she asked? She looked at him. "I'm still horny. I still want to cum. I need to have a sexual orgasm, Chris. Make me cum."
He looked at her long and hard before responding. As if she was his last ship to achieve his one last chance of happiness in life, she slowly drifted away from the dock. Not wanting to get go of her, he could feel her leaving. He only had one running jump to hop aboard, otherwise, he'd be adrift away at sea in the way he's always been aimlessly floating by not confronting his emotions, not having anyone in his life, other than his three prostitute friends, Simone, Carmen, and Lucy.
"Sure. Yeah. Okay. I can do that," he said. "So long as we can still have pillow talk," something that I don't do with Simone, Carmen, or Lucy. "We don't talk much. We just have sex."
She laughed.
"Pillow talk? You want pillow talk Christopher, she asked laughing? "As I said before, I can give you pillow talk. I love talking dirty," she said, grabbing his cock, stroking him, and watching his big dick grow hard in her hand. "Slam that big, hard prick in my warm, wet pussy SEAL," she said. "Fuck me, Chris. Fuck me."
She paused to look at him with horniness and sexual lust.
"Pillow talk? You want pillow talk?"
She laughed.
"I'll give you pillow talk," she said.
# # #
She laughed again.
"Before you fuck me, lick me. Lick my cunt, Christopher. Make me wet with your tongue and your fingers," she said. "Eat me. Eat my pussy. Make me cum. Give me a sexual orgasm with your fingers and your mouth," she said, talking dirty to him.
She stopped talking to watch him move and get comfortable between her shapely thighs. Then, she put her hands on both sides of her head. As if giving him her version of a cum bath, and as if his face was her sponge, she rubbed her vaginal secretions all over his face.
"Feel and fondle my big tits and finger my erect nipples. Squeeze my tits, really squeeze them while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my nipples. Make me sexually want you, Christopher. I need to cum. I need to cum, Christopher. Make me cum, baby. Give me an orgasm with your fingers and your tongue," she said.
She stared down at him giving her oral sex.
"Before I take your cock in my pussy and in my mouth, again, I need you to give me a sexual orgasm by eating me," she said. "After you eat me, I can't wait to make sweet and passionate love to you before fucking you fast and hard, and before sucking you again. I can't wait for you to cum in my pussy and again in my mouth," she said, giving him plenty of pillow talk.
She paused while waiting for him to digest all that she said.
"Then, when I'm blowing you, when I'm sucking your cock, I'll suck you and stroke you fast and hard enough for you to shoot another warm, oozy load of cum inside my mouth that splashes against the back of my throat. I'll continue sucking you and won't stop until you're ready to cum again. This time, I want you to cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I want you to give me a cum bath, Christopher," she said. "I want to be dripping with your sperm."
# # #
She gave him a hard look. Then, she gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Slap my ass," she said.
Obediently obeying her as if she was his commanding officer and she just ordered him to slap her shapely, naked ass, he slapped her ass.
"Slap my ass hard," she said.
He slapped her ass again. This time, he slapped her ass harder."
"Harder," she said. "Make my ass red. Slap it, SEAL. Slap it," said Susan.
Before eating her, paining him to do so, not wanting to hurt her, Christopher continued slapping her ass hard.
# # #
He looked at her with disbelief.
"Holy shit! With the mouth you have on you, you could have been a SEAL drinking in a bar in Bangkok," he said laughing.
She returned his laugh with her laugh.
"Stop talking, Christopher, and lick my pussy while using one finger to rub my clit and your other finger to fuck my cunt," she said grabbing him around the neck and pulling his head down to her crotch. "Eat me, Christopher. You're my bitch now, bitch," she said with a laugh.
Never one to disobey a direct order, just as commanded, Christopher fell in between Susan's thighs again and licked her pussy while rubbing her clit with one finger and finger fucking her with his other finger. He found her G spot and pressed on that, too. He used his other hand to reach up and fondle and squeeze her big breasts while fingering her pulling, turning, and twisting her erect, hard nipples.
"I love your blonde pussy, Susan," he said, giving her his own version of pillow talk.
After talking dirty to her, he came up for air before lowering his mouth to her pussy, again.
"I love licking you," he said, licking her faster and licking her harder while fingering her. "I love eating your cunt."
She grabbed his head with both of her hands again. As if his face was her sponge, she rubbed his face all over her wet pussy again. He had her pussy secretions all over his face, in his nose, and in his mouth.
"Christopher! Christopher! Jesus Christ, Christopher. Rub my clit harder. Lick my pussy faster. Don't stop. Please, don't stop. I'm cumming," she said. "I'm cumming."
# # #
Instead of pushing her away, he had her squirming all over the sofa cushions. He had her moaning. Then, when he felt her arch her back and felt her long legs stiffen, when she was obviously ready to cum, not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, she stopped and pulled him up to her.
So different from having sex with Simone, Carmen, or Lucy, having sex with Susan was the best sex that he ever had with any woman. She kissed him the best and blew him the best. He wanted to have sex with her every day, multiple times a day, for the rest of his life.
"I'm ready for you. Make love to me, Christopher. Make slow and passionate love to me while making out with me. I'm plenty wet enough for you to slide yourself inside of me," she said.
Before mounting her, Christopher wiped his face with a towel that he placed by his makeshift bed. Then, he mounted her. As she told him to do, limiting his talking to pillow talk, he had his cock doing all the talking for him instead of his mouth.
Inserting himself inside of her warm and wet pussy, he slowly humped her. He made love to fervent love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, he fucked her. Wrapping her long legs around his back along with her long arms wrapped around his neck, she returned his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Fucking one another, it was clearly obvious that she loved him as much as he said that he loved her.
They made love. Only, fucking her faster and fucking her harder, their lovemaking quickly turned to fucking. She returned his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. She fucked him as fast and as hard as he fucked her.
"Drill me, SEAL. I'm really to be drilled," she said. "Drill me. Pound my pussy with your prick."
# # #
"You're so warm. You're so wet. You're so tight," he said, wiggling his ass while moving his cock deeper inside of her with every hump and every thrust.
As if they were one, hump for hump and thrust for thrust, in total syncopation, they were together now for however long. She returned his passion with her own. She fucked him as fast and as hard as he fucked her. Never had she made love to anyone in the way that she made love to him. Never had she fucked anyone in the way that she fucked him.
"Fuck me Christopher," she said humping him. "Fuck me," she said holding him. "Slam that big, hard Navy cock inside of me," she said, wrapping her legs tighter around his strong back. "Hump me SEAL. Fuck me. Fuck me, Christopher, really fuck me. Make me cum, again. I need to cum," she said while giving him plenty of pillow talk.
Fucking him as hard as he fucked her, she rolled him over. Now sitting on top of him cowgirl style while humping and fucking him, with her big tits bobbing, bouncing, swaying, and dancing, Christopher reached up to harness her big boobs before she hurt herself with them.
"Your tits are so big," he said. "Your breasts are so firm," he said. "I love your huge knockers, Susan," he said, pulling, turning, and twisting her nipples.
She laughed with glee.
"I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum, again, Christopher. You're going to make me cum," she said leaning down to him. "Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Make me cum."
# # #
With her hair hanging down all over his face as if his head was hidden by the blonde camouflage of tall grass that grew as tall as wheat and that had been burned blonde by the hot kiss by the sun, she kissed him. Humping him while kissing him, she continued to be humped while humping him. They were fucking more than they were making love. Taking command of the situation in the way that he always did, it was Christopher's turn to roll her over and fuck her, and he did.
Now fucking her faster and fucking her harder, pile driving her, he slammed his hard cock inside of her wet and warm pussy. He fucked Susan with all the strength and all the energy that he had. He wanted her to give her another orgasm, this time with his cock. He wanted her to cum.
Determined to make her cum, he needed her to cum. Maybe, if he could make her cum, she'd want him. Maybe, if he could make her cum again, she'd never want to be without him. Maybe, if he could make her cum, she'd fall in love with him as much as he had fallen in love with her.
"I'm cumming, Christopher. Oh, God. Oh God, I'm cumming. Yeah, that's it, baby. Right there. Right there. Don't stop. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Christopher. Fuck me. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me," she said.
She closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her long legs. This time, she fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. She reached for him and they hugged while he fondled her naked breasts and fingered her big nipples.
Totally spent, they collapsed in one another's arms. They stayed like that for what seemed like forever and what seemed like an hour when it was only a few minutes. He kissed her in the way that he had never passionately kissed her or anyone before. Surprisingly, she not only allowed him to kiss her, French kiss her but also, she returned his passion kiss with her passionate kiss.
"That was amazing Susan," he said, kissing her again and again while fondling her naked breasts.
She put her fingers to her lips.
"Shh," she said. "Don't ruin the moment by talking."
Her eyes were closed and she looked as if she was sleeping. As if saying the words in her sleep while she was dreaming or sexually fantasizing, she surprised him by what she said next.
"I love you, Christopher."
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, #06
Tyrone literally loses his head after stripping Susan naked.
While Christopher was in the shower, Susan left his apartment early in the morning. With her hands tucked deep in her pockets and her head down, she needed to think. In case she had to return to sleeping in the alley, she needed to see if her bag of cans were still there. She had at least fifteen-dollars in cans. That was enough to buy her breakfast and coffee for a couple of days.
Never wanting to say it, she surprised herself by telling Christopher that she loved him. She definitely had feelings for him. Perhaps, she did love him. Yet, too much too soon, she wasn't ready for love. She needed her life back first before falling in love with a man she had just met.
With her only wearing a sweater over her blouse and bra, a pair of jeans, and her dirty, white sneakers, she walked in the cold, crisp, morning air. Actually, the air felt good after being trapped in his dark and dingy apartment. She needed to be alone with her thoughts and walking helped her to think. She had walking in common with Christopher. He liked to walk when thinking, too.
Normally always aware of her surroundings and of all those who were around her, a true survivor, she was never a victim in the way that so many other women were when walking alone, especially at this hour. Only this time, her mind was too troubled with thoughts of Christopher and with the internal conflicts of love to think that she could be a victim again. She was too focused on a love now that may never be.
With her walking out on him while he was in the shower singing, abandoning him in his time of bliss, after he had straightforwardly confessed his love for her, she was as upset as she was confused. Typically, men don't commit to a woman, especially so early in their relationship. Yet, he wanted her. He wanted her enough to want to buy her a diamond ring.
Even though she said she loved him, how could she love him? She had just met him. She was as fucked up as he was. She needed to love herself first before she could love anyone.
'I can't believe he told me that he loved me,' she thought. 'How can he love me, when he just met me? I can't believe that I told him that I loved him, too. Do I really love him or did I just say that I did?'
With can deposits on her mind, determined to find her way back to her alley and to her hidden bag of collected cans, she talked to herself while walking further away from Christopher.
# # #
'He doesn't even know me. He's no different than all the other guys wanting me just for sex and willing to say anything for me to stay with them until they tire of me when they see the real me emerging in a mess of emotions. Too damaged beyond repair, and too damaged to take the time to even help save myself, I don't know what to do,' she thought.
Coming up on the next corner, she turned one way while looking the other way. Not knowing where she was going, she was determined to find the familiarity of her alley. She continued walking straight while talking to herself.
'All he sees is blonde hair, blue eyes, and big tits. All he sees is my pretty face, a nice ass, long legs, and shapely body. Too enamored by the outside package to dare delve within me to see the monsters that have taken residence in my being, he doesn't know the real me. If he did, he'd never want me. He'd never love me.'
She looked to see where she was. Not recognizing where she was, she continued walking. She continued talking to herself.
'He can't love me. He couldn't possibly love me. No one can love me because I don't even love myself. After having a steady sexual diet of those three prostitutes, those whores, he just loves the idea of being in love with someone who looks like me,' she thought while continuing on her walk.
# # #
It was still early in the morning but not too late for hookers to still be out hustling Johns who were looking for some early morning sexual action before they went home before going to work. Simone, was an attractive, tall, black, intelligent woman with a big, black ass, and big tits. Lucy, was a hot, slim, small, Asian woman with modest breasts as limited as her IQ. Carmen was as short, as she was shapely, with big breasts.
A woman who'd rather be home with her children than out sucking and fucking, she was an angry, Hispanic woman who'd never backdown from a fight. Three women who were much the same, indeed, were so different. Yet, slaves to their pimp master, they needed to make money before returning home to rest, sleep, and eat.
Like so many other women of the night, they walked the streets all night advertising what they had and what they'd do for money. As much as the late evening was, amazingly, the early morning was their busy time, too. Always a crapshoot, it was always the in between hours that were dead, those hours when men thought they'd get lucky at the bar or at the club but didn't.
Most times, a hooker was their last, albeit necessary resort to feel some sexual pleasure. It was either having sex with them or returning home to their fat, cold, bitchy wives and masturbating themselves in the bathroom. What little money they had left after drinking too much, they were quick to give to strippers for a hand job or a blowjob.
Simone, Lucy, and Carmen's pimp, Tyrone, pulled up in his brand new, shiny black Cadillac Escalade to collect what was due him from the night before just as Susan left Christopher's basement apartment. Stereotypical of a pimp from a '70's movie, resplendent with the fancy car and colorful clothes, he did a disservice to the streetwalkers who worked for him by appearing so clichéd and acting so immoral. With many of his stable of prostitutes being single mom's, at least the women of the night had sex for a good reason.
They needed the money for food, for rent, and to survive another day. With his fingers dipped into prostitution, drugs, and a strip club that he owned downtown, he didn't need what little money that these women made while doing everything and anything that their Johns wanted and expected them to do. Preying on those too weak to help themselves, hooking them on drugs to control them, he was a greedy bastard.
Yet, Simone, Carmon, and Lucy weren't hooked on drugs. They were some of the few hookers who said no to drugs. Mothers with kids to support after their men ran out on them, with them having little education and little choices to make more money than working at Wal-Mart, they had their bodies.
# # #
He looked from Simone to look at Carmen, and Lucy.
"Who that," he said out loud when he watched Susan leaving Christopher's basement apartment?
He watched her walk along the sidewalk while shaking her shapely ass. A high school English teacher would cringe at how Tyrone destroyed the English language. Then again, with Tyrone a high school dropout, a high school English teacher earned a fraction of what Tyrone made to speak a language that was universally understood by those around him.
"Who?"
Lucy, not the brightest crayon in the Crayola crayon box, she looked at him without looking ahead of her at Susan.
"That smokin' hot, blonde bitch, you dumb ass whore," said Tyrone, nodding his head in the direction of Susan again. "For a white woman, baby got back. Oh, baby, she sure got a nice, tight ass," he said while staring at Susan's backside. "I'd love to get me some of that. I'd love to slam that."
He made a sexually satisfied face as if he was already having sex with her.
"Definitely, I'd love to tap that white ass," he said, grabbing himself while looking at Lucy before staring back at Susan's shapely backside.
Lucy turned her head to see where Tyrone was looking.
"Oh her," said Lucy, turning her head to acknowledge Susan. "She came out of Chris's apartment. Maybe, she's his sister, his neighbor, or somethin'. I don't know. I have no idea," she said.
# # #
Tyrone laughed.
"If she's trying to wiggle her white ass in my neighborhood, you need to have a talk with her and set her straight by putting the fear of God in her before I do," said Tyrone with anger. "She may be workin' for herself. You dig? Unless she's working for me, I don't need competition from someone who looks like her."
Lucy looked at Tyrone with fear in her eyes.
"Nah, she's no problem, Ty," said Lucy waving a hand of total disinterest. "She's not a workin' girl."
Unable to correctly say her own name in English, saying it as Rucy instead of Lucy, she used R's to pronounce L's.
"I know she's not a workin' girl because I would have seen her around with a John," said Lucy again with a shrug of her shoulders.
She turned her attention back to Tyrone from watching Susan walking down the sidewalk. Tyrone looked from Susan to look at Lucy.


"Who she? Do you know," he asked while continuing to stare at her.
Lucy shook her head and shrugged her shoulders, again.
"I've never seen her before," she said. "With her coming out of Chris's apartment, maybe, that's his new squeeze. I don't know her name. We never met," she said, making a sour face of jealousy when looking back at Tyrone.
# # #
She shook her head side to side again as if she needed the extra head movement to convince Tyrone that she never met the woman and didn't know who she was. As if trying to dissuade his attention from Susan for him to give his attention to her, she reached in his SUV for his hand and put it on her breast but he pulled his hand away. Seemingly, after seeing Susan, other than to take her money, he wanted nothing to do with Lucy.
"Oh yeah," he said.
He gave Susan a low whistle.
"I wonder if she needs a job. I'd hire her to remove her clothes while dancing around a pole to music," he said to Lucy. "I wonder if she needs my protective services. I wonder if she likes sucking black cock," he said with a low laugh. "I wonder what flavor drugs she likes. I'd love to make her my white bitch."
He continued watching her walking down the street while he was ready to follow her in his Escalade.
"I could use a tall, busty, beautiful blonde to add to my stable of women," he said, giving Lucy a smirk. "I could use someone who'd add some class to the lowlifes who work for me now," he said, making a face at Lucy.
Lucy punched his shoulder.
"Fuck you Tyrone," said Carmen overhearing his comment and not taking his shit while pointing her index finger at him as if she was stabbing him in the heart with a knife. "Go and fuck yourself, motherfucker," she said giving him the finger.
He looked at Carmen with anger.
"Watch your mouth Carmen or you'll be eating your food through a straw," he said laughing at her short fuse.
# # #
Simone stuck her head in Tyrone's side, passenger window.
"We saw her through Christopher's window last night," said Simone. "They were both naked. Obviously, they just had sex or were about to have sex. If she's Chris's woman," said Simone nodding her head and stepping back from the Escalade. "I wouldn't fuck with her," said Simone shaking her head while making a face.
Tyrone let out a loud laugh.
"I ain't afraid of no retired sailor," he said.
He looked from Lucy to look at Simone before looking at Carmen again.
"What you doin' hangin' around him for? I told you not to hang 'round him no more," he said, banging his fist on his steering wheel. "After he disrespected me, he no longer does my whores," said Tyrone. 'You dig?'
Tyrone punctuated his point with his finger at her as if marking her with his urine so as to leave his scent to tell everyone that he owns her black ass.
"I don't want his bus'ness no more," he said again. "You hear me? You dig?"
Carmen laughed.
"You mean after he beat your black ass for you beating us," said Carmen. "Is that what you meant to say...bitch?"
Tyrone punched his steering wheel again as if he was punching Carmen.
"I'm warnin' you Carmen. Watch your mouth, girl. I can still give you a beatin'," said Tyrone giving her the evil eye. "You'll be sorry if you make me get out of my car to beat your Hispanic ass. I'll put your ass back on a bus to Tijuana."
Carmen laughed.
"I swear to God," said Carmen raising her voice with her right hand as if in court ready to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help her God. "If you lay a hand on me..." she said.
She stepped away from his Escalade and, in case she had to run, she reached down to remove her high heels. No doubt, fearing that they'd do his dirty work, she feared his two bodyguards more than she feared him. If she continued pushing his buttons, they'd chase her, grab her, and beat her.
"I mean it," she said. "If you touch me, I'll tell Christopher."
# # #
Tyrone laughed.
"It don't matter if you rat me to that over the hill, faggot, Navy sailor. I have protection now and we're all packin'. You dig," he said, opening his jacket to show her the butt end of his gun while pointing to the two huge, black men that filled his backseat.
Tyrone laughed again.
"Unless he's Superman, and bullets bounce off him, they're ain't no man who can stand up to three, men armed with handguns," said Tyrone with as much pent-up anger as she had.
Carmen laughed.
"Ha! You don't know Christopher," she said with another laugh. "It don't matter what heat you packin' and the thugs you have with you, Tyrone, you'd better not mess with Christopher, a real deal, Navy SEAL. He has special forces friends, Rangers, Green Beret, SEALs, and Delta Forces who watch his back and who will come to his defense and rescue if need be."
She laughed.
"Speaking of Superman, much like tugging on Superman's cape, spitting in the wind, or pulling the mask off the old Lone Ranger, you don't mess around with Christopher," said Carmen with another laugh."
# # #
Tyrone taunted her.
"You don't know nothin,' you dumb ass whore," said Tyrone.
Tyrone laughed again.
"I know that Christopher's a Navy, war hero or some shit like that. He's worse than any punk ass gangbanger, even if they're born in Detroit, St. Louis, or from the south side of Chicago," she said standing her ground while talking her jive and punctuating each line with her manicured index fingertip. "You dig, sucker?"
As if trying to remember their names, when she did, she added what she knew.
"He's the Lone Ranger. He's like that guy, Jason Bourne of Bourne Legacy or that other dude, John Wick. He's our version of The Equalizer. You better not mess with him," she warned. "He'll fuck you up."
Tyrone laughed again.
"Superman? Lone Ranger? Jason Bourne? John Wick? The Equalizer? Are you high on crack? What you talkin' 'bout, girl? You need to go suck someone's cock before I beat your ass for not earning me 'nough money," he said.
# # #
Simone laughed while giving him her two cents.
"He's no sailor. He's a Navy SEAL. Those motherfucking SEALs ain't afraid of nothin' or no one, and they certainly wouldn't fear the likes of you and your dumb, black ass posse," she said with a laugh. "They're the bad asses who killed Osama Bin Laden. Much like the Delta Forces dudes, they call the SEALs in when they have special missions that the Marines can't handle."
Simone looked from Tyrone to look at his two bodyguards perched in the backseat.
"If you beat him with your fist, he'll come back at you with a knife, and if you beat him with a knife, he'll come back at you with a gun, and if you beat him with a gun...well, you had better kill him," she said with a laugh. "'Cause he'll show up with his SEAL and Delta Force friends to kill your black ass."
Tyrone waved his hand.
"Yeah, yeah, blah, blah, whatever. Save your breath for suckin' cock, Simone. Maybe your black ass needs to go back to Detroit," he said laughing and making the two men behind him laugh. "If you miss Detroit so much, I can put you on a bus home with a couple of black eyes and a few broken bones. Besides, I'm done with him. Next time I see Christopher, I'll be peeing on his grave," said Tyrone.
Simone looked from Carmen to look at Lucy.
"It was slow last night," said Simone. "We thought Christopher would want to pay to play. The man never sleeps. He's a night owl. He's always up for some late night action. Only, he didn't answer his door. We didn't know he was entertaining her," said Simone nodding to Susan while watching her continue to slowly walk away in the far distance.
Tyrone pounded his steering wheel again.
"I done told you, his money ain't no good with my whores no more. You dig? Now go home and go to bed. There's a big party downtown at the convention center tonight. I need you looking rested and all virginal like," he said laughing. "Wear somethin' nice and sexy."
# # #
As if they were three peacocks in the way they were colorful dressed and adorned with extra makeup and big hair to attract men, Simone, Carmon, and Lucy walked away. Tyrone watched his three whores in his rear-view mirror walk in one direction as he slowly drove in the other direction with an eye glued to Susan's round, tight ass through his windshield. He slowed his Escalade to a crawl while watching Susan wiggling her ass down the street. Finally, close enough not to be noticed but close enough to strike in the way of a snake in the grass, he stopped his SUV when he neared her.
"Go fetch and stick her ass in the backseat," he said to his two associates who sat in the backseat.
As soon as they jumped out of the car and grabbed Susan, he drove up for them to pull her inside. Carmen turned to look when she heard Susan's screams. She watched them push her in the back of Tyrone's Cadillac and drive away.
# # #
"Hey! What the fuck! Let me go! Let go of me you, cocksuckers," said Susan struggling against two, big, black men easily twice her size. You don't know who you're dealing with," she said, pulling and kicking.
She continued struggling against them but to no avail. They pushed her in the Escalade.
"I'll kick your asses. Take your fucking hands off of me. I'll kill you. I swear to God, I'll kill you," she said, meaning it. "I have four, big brothers and if I don't kill you, they'll hunt you down, and will kill you."
Carmen pulled on Simone's arm.
"Look," said Carmen. "Tyrone just took that lady."
Simone looked to where Carmen was pointing but Tyrone had already driven away.
"What lady," asked Lucy?
In the way that Mel B is always so confused on America's Got Talent, always so oblivious to things that didn't concern her, Lucy was more concerned with her hair than with Susan being taken by Tyrone.
"Christopher's woman," said Carmen. "Tyrone kidnapped Christopher's woman."
Simone's mouth fell open and her eyes bugged out of her head.
"Oh, my God," said Simone, literally running away down the street. "We have to tell him. We must tell Christopher. He'll want to save her. There's gonna be trouble, big trouble."
# # #
His usual thing to do when happy, Christopher sang in the shower while thinking about the two orgasms he had just given Susan, one with his mouth and a second one with his cock. He hoped his sexual passion for her had changed her mind about her being his steady girlfriend and moving in with him. Not much of a singer and unable to carry a tune, after one too many near miss explosions damaged his hearing, he sounded more like Arnold singing Yakety Yak on the airplane in Twins. He caterwauled totally out of tune to the only song that he knew, Anchors Away.
He was excited about going with her to buy a real bed, buy her some clothes, have her hair, makeup, and nails done, and hopefully, buy her a big ass diamond engagement ring. He was excited to see her again, and to tell her that the shower was free. Once out of his shower, he called out to Susan from behind his closed bathroom door.
"I thought we'd buy a bed after breakfast," he said while drying himself with his towel. "We can have breakfast at the diner or somewhere else. Wherever you want to go to eat is fine with me. It's up to you, but I think the diner makes the best breakfast. I love their bacon, especially when Pete burns them to a crisp," he said.
He waited for her answer. When she didn't answer him, figuring that she didn't hear him, he continued with his plans for today.
"After that, I'm going to take you shopping. First, we need to buy a mattress and then I'm going to take you to the mall for some new clothes, the works, shoes, pants, tops, sweaters, jackets, coats, hats, scarves, and gloves. What's your favorite color? I bet it's blue. You look good in blue," he said.
When she still didn't answer him, he poked his head out of the bathroom door.
"Susan? You know, something that I never needed until now, with me walking everywhere I go, I should buy a car. What kind of car should I buy? Susan? Susan? Where are you? Susan?"
# # #
Christopher bolted out of the bathroom and slipped on his clothes as if there was a siren sounding a terrorist attack on his Navy SEAL barracks. He ran up his outside steps to the sidewalk and looked in one direction and then the other. There was no one outside at that early morning hour except for Simone, Lucy, and Carmen rounding the corner. In a mad dash, he ran down to them.
"Hey, Susan's gone," he said, immediately catching up to them. "You haven't met her yet, a tall blonde, but have you seen, Susan?"
Lucy looked at him with confusion.
"Susan? Who Susan," said Lucy in her heavy Asian accent?
Lucy continued looking at him as if she didn't know who he was talking about, even though she did.
"Susan, the woman I was with last night and the reason why I didn't answer you calling me," he said with a laugh.
Christopher looked from Lucy to look at Simone and Carmen.
"No, I didn't see her," said Lucy lying.
Clearly, she knew what Christopher would do if she told him that Tyrone took him and with him and his men armed and dangerous, no doubt, she feared for his life.
# # #
"It's best that we tell you," said Simone.
Christopher looked at Simone.
"Tell me what?"
Carmen hugged him. They were all such good friends, especially after Christopher beat the crap out of Tyrone for beating them.
"Tyrone took her, Christopher," said Carmen.
She shot Lucy a look before looking at Christopher with concern.
"What," he asked in shock, looking from Simone to look at Carmen?
Carmen nodded her head.
"Tyrone has her. He has two goons working for him now and they're all packing heat. She was out of your apartment walking when Tyrone spotted her. His two bodyguards grabbed her and pulled her inside of his SUV," said Simone. "Knowing you'd go after her, he'll kill you, Christopher, for what you did to him."
Usually not one to lose his temper, Christopher looked angry.
"Where does he live?" Not waiting for them to answer them, he demanded that they tell him where he lives. "Tell me where he lives."
# # #
Christopher stared at Carmen with the focused, scary stare that he looked at a prisoner of war while trying to get information and/or a confession just with his bugged out eyes instead of with his fists. Carmen looked from Lucy to Simone. No doubt, not wanting Tyrone and his men to hurt or kill their friend, they seemed reluctant to tell him where to find their pimp.
"We don't want no trouble Christopher," said Lucy.
Actually, they were already in big trouble for deciding not to attend the hotel party that Tyrone ordered them to attend. Done with him, they didn't want or need him as their pimp anymore. They can find their own dates.
"He'll beat the crap out of us again, Christopher, if you cause him any more trouble," said Simone. "I can't take another beating Christopher. He really hurt me the last time. Now that he has those two, big men working for him, I can't even imagine them pounding on me, too."
Christopher reached out and hugged Simone.
"It's okay. Don't worry about another beating by him and/or by his men. I'll take care of them," said Christopher with anger. "Tell me. Where does he live?"
Simone looked from Carmen to look at Lucy before looking up at Christopher.
"He lives a few blocks over. He has an apartment above his strip club," said Simone. "He conducts all of his business there. He picked that place because of the big bay windows. He can see the entire street both ways from his desk," she said. "He'll see you coming from a mile away," she said.
# # #
As if he was planning a mission, Christopher thought while planning his next move.
"Do any of you have a pen and paper?"
Lucy gave him a pen and a notepad. He handed it to Simone, the most intelligent of the three whores.
"Draw me a map of his place with entrances, exits, and access points, along with all of the windows. Also, write down what's above him, another floor, or the roof," he said.
Simone busied herself drawing Christopher a detailed map of Tyrone's apartment.
"Thanks for the intel," he said, tearing the paper from the pad and folding it.
He calmly walked back to his apartment to get some gear and to make a few phone calls.
"You be careful Christopher," said Carmen. "Tyrone is not only violent but he's a nut," she said. "I don't know about those other two gorillas."
Christopher pocketed the piece of paper.
'Don't worry about me," he said. "Best you three lay low for a while," he said.
Lucy looked from Simone to look at Carmen.
"Ray row? We can't ray low. We're working girls," said Lucy with an attitude.
She was sometimes difficult to understand when pronouncing her L's as R's.
"Besides, we have a party to attend tonight at the convention center for Tyrone," said Lucy.
As if he knew something in advance, Christopher laughed.
"Not anymore you don't," said Christopher with venom. "He doesn't know it yet, but you don't work for him anymore. As of now, Tyrone is out of business...for good."
# # #
Christopher stepped inside his apartment, grabbed his guns, and made a few calls on his cell phone.
"I have trouble. I need you," he said to the person on the other end.
Christopher put on his vest.
"I got your back Christopher," said the man on the other end. "What do you need?"
Christopher armed himself with two Glock 19's, one in his shoulder holster and a second one in his waistband. He put a Smith and Wesson in his ankle holster, too. He grabbed some extra clips, his knife, his handcuffs, and his taser.
"Call the team. I need to go Jihad on a dude and two other hostiles who took my woman. Meet me at my place at zero seven hundred hours," he said.
# # #
"Let go of me. Let me go, you fucking bastards," yelled Susan kicking at Tyrone and throwing punches at the two men.
Ready to take on all three in the way she did in the back alley, Tyrone knocked her to the carpet with a hard backhand before giving her a kick in her still, sore ribs.
"Undress her. Strip her naked," said Tyron with a nod of his head. "Let's see what she looks like without her clothes. Either she'll work for me downstairs as a stripper or she'll work for me on her back as my whore. Either way with that face and that body, she's a real moneymaker," he said with a laugh.
Continuing to kick them and punch them, with the both of them well over three-hundred pounds, Susan was no match for the two, oversized men. Seemingly enjoying stripping her naked, his two men removed her sweater, her blouse, and her shoes before unbuttoning, unzipping, and pulling down her pants. Now dressed in just her bra and panties, not even bothering to unhook her bra, they tugged her bra up, over her head, and off before stripping her of her panties. Naked within just a minute, they stood her up and tied her hands behind a stripper's pole that was conspicuously mounted in the living room.
"Well, well, well," said Tyrone, grabbing a handful of Susan's breast and pulling out her nipples to their fullest erections before reaching down between her legs to cup her pussy.
She spit in his face.
"Don't touch me, you pig," she said, struggling against her ties.
He wiped her spit from his face before backhanding her again and bouncing the back of her head off of the stripper's pole. She cringed and recoiled from his touch. She resisted his groping when, without lubricating her, he forced his finger deep inside of her.
He laughed.
"Unlike my other whores, you're nice and tight, honey. You're too good to work downstairs stripping for a bunch of drunken perverts. Branching out, you're going to be my star, my first call girl. I'll arrange for you to service only my very best customers," he said.
# # #
Susan spit at him again, but missed.
"Fuck you. I'll kill you before I ever work for you," she said. "And if I can't kill you, I'll kill myself before I ever work for you."


He laughed.
"We'll see," he said, running his finger over her bruised face where he slapped her. "I need to be more careful with you. I don't want to damage the merchandise. I'll get you some ice from downstairs," he said, heading downstairs for ice.
He turned to her before going downstairs.
"Tell me, do you suck cock? Sure, you do," he said with a laugh. "I bet you do. Anyone who looks like you sucks cock. I bet you're a very talented cocksucker," he said, walking over to her slowly and sliding a slow index finger across her lips. "We'll just see how good of a cocksucker you are when I return and after you suck my cock."
She tried to kick him but, with her still tied to the pole, he was out of reach.
"Fuck you," she said spitting but missing his face again when he ducked.
He laughed.
"We'll see if you're still ungrateful for my help, after I take care of your boyfriend,' said Tyrone, leaving to go downstairs for some ice.
# # #
Precisely at zero seven hundred hours, a navy blue, armored plated Hummer pulled up to Christopher's apartment. Dressed in military fatigues, Mike, Christopher's war buddy, exited the vehicle for Christopher to drive. Mike climbed in the front seat and sat next to Christopher while the other two men remained in back.
Christopher showed the three men the map of Tyrone's apartment. The three men memorized the details of the map. Working for mercenary contractors and home on leave, always at the ready to help their good buddy whenever he called and whenever they could, they synchronized their watches.
As if driving in a single vehicle convoy in readiness for a mission, Christopher slowly drove the Hummer to Tyrone's place. With the Hummer driving a slow blockade, the two men in back exited the vehicle while it still moved. They ran from the left side, out of view of Tyrone's big, bay windows that overlooked the street. One SEAL ran around back while to enter the back door and climbed the stairs to his apartment. The other SEAL ran around the side to climb the fire escape to the roof.
Christopher parked the vehicle out front and on the sidewalk. Out of the view of the big bay window that jutted out and blocked Tyrone's view from seeing directly below, Tyrone didn't see Christopher and Mike enter his building from the front. A routine Seal Six team used, stealth assault from the front, the back, and the roof, all three men were inside Tyrone's place at the same time, and before he and his two men could react.
Trained to do that, they had the drop on them. Since Tyrone owned the strip club downstairs and had women dance around the pole while stripping naked, he had them show him what they could do before hiring them. As soon as Christopher saw his beloved, Susan, already stripped naked and tied to Tyrone's stripper's pole, he became enraged.
He quickly untied her and covered her with a blanket from the couch.
# # #
Stealthily and silently entering the apartment together as if they were SWAT and this was a drug raid, ready for deadly action, all three men came in with Christopher fast and hard.
"Show me your hands! Show me your hands! Get down! Get down on the floor! Now," said Mike in his big, booming voice. "Slowly remove your guns and toss them." Tyrone and his two men immediately obeyed, tossing their weapons. Now, don't fucking move or you're dead," he said with him and his two men pointing their automatic rifles at their heads!
Sprawled out on the floor, right where Christopher wanted them to be, Tyrone and his two bodyguards were frozen in place on the floor and with their hands held over their heads.
"It's your choice," said Christopher. "I don't really care which. I'm here to make your wish come true," he said. "Do you want to live or do you want to die?"
One bodyguard looked at the other bodyguard before answering.
"We want to live," he said. "We don't want to die, not for him."
Christopher stood behind them.
"Get up and empty your pockets. Place everything on the coffee table, money, keys, and phones. After we're gone, they'll be here for you to collect when you return," he said.
Christopher allowed the two men to walk out the front door unharmed. He watched them from the big bay windows walk down the street and fall in the diner before he pulled out his cell phone.
"Pete. Christopher. Listen. Keep an eye on the two, big, black men who just walked in your diner. Give them whatever they want to eat and drink. It's on me. Call me if they leave."
Pete eyed the two men.
"Okay Christopher," said Pete.
# # #
"What are you going to do to me?"
Tyrone looked up at Christopher with a smirk.
"I'm not going to do anything to you," said Christopher. "Should you prematurely be found, I don't want to leave a mark on you as evidence for the coroner to tie me to your murder," he said with a smug, little laugh.
As if he had done this many times before, and he had, he was calm.
"Now just as I told your associates, stand up, empty your pockets, and put everything out in front of you, keys, and wallet. Now, remove your jewelry, watch, chain, and rings. Open your safe," he said.
Tyrone opened his safe and moved back to his position on the floor.
"What do you have Mike," asked Chris?
Mike pawed through the safe with his big hand.
"He's got a little of two million in cash, six gold bars, and a small bag of diamonds.
He laughed.
"Nothing like the huge haul we made when we raided Sadam Hussien mansion in Iraq," he said.
# # #
He looked through some papers.
"Here's his title for the building, the club, and the title for his car," he said.
Christopher tossed Tyrone the titles and a pen.
"Sign them," he said.
Tyrone looked up at Christopher.
"Who am I signing my building and club over to," he asked? "Susan?"
Chris kicked him in his ribs.
"Never mind who. Just sign them," he said.
Mike picked up everything that Tyrone put on the table as Christopher went through his wallet and removed his license, registration, and anything else that identified him.
# # #
"Do you have any identifying marks on you, Tyrone, for the coroner to identify you, birthmarks or tattoos?"
"Coroner? Identifying birthmarks? You a jive joker, you mo'fucker. Then, when Mike pulled out a machete, Tyrone panicked. "Wait. Hold on, now. Give me a chance to..."
Christopher laughed.
"Chance? You want me to give you another chance for you to kill me and for you to rape Susan?"
Christopher shook his head no while holstering his gun.
"You had your chance. I don't give anyone another chance to kill me and/or to hurt the woman that I love. I already gave you a warning by beating you instead of killing you," said Christopher.
Christopher shook his head.
"Especially after what you did to my woman, I'm done with your black ass," he said. "Did he hurt you Susan," he asked looking from Tyrone to look at Susan.
She threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.
"No," she said. "He slapped me but he hits like a girl," she said unwrapping her arms from around Christopher's neck to punch Tyrone in his face.
Mike stood over Tyrone.
"Answer the question," said Mike. "Do you have any identifying birthmarks or tattoos?"
Tyrone shook his head no.
"No. I don't have anything like that. I'm too dark," said Tyrone. "I don't have any birthmarkds. Tattoos don't show up on black skin in the way that they do on white and brown skin," said Tyrone.
# # #
Christopher touched the red mark on Susan's cheek and turned to look at Tyrone before looking back at her.
"Did he do this to you," asked Christopher?
She nodded her head.
"Yes," she said. "He did."
Discarding the blanket, she grabbed her clothes and turned to quickly dress.
"We just got here," she said not telling Christopher that Tyrone finger fucked her.
Christopher hugged her.
"I'm going to take you back to my place, unless you want me to take you somewhere else," he said looking at her with questioning eyes. "My men will take care of Tyrone for me. I don't want you to see what they'll do to him."
She hugged and kissed him again.
"After giving it a lot of thought, your place is where I want to be," she said finishing getting dressed.
# # #
Tyrone moved forward when Mike pushed him back.
"Hey! What about me?"
Tyrone watched Christopher leave with Susan.
"What about you?"
Christopher gave him a hard stare.
"Trust me, I'm leaving you in capable hands. Besides, there's no more you. You no longer exist. You're a dead man," said Christopher.
He laughed.
"By the way, Tyrone, I don't know if Simone, Carmen, and Lucy told you but they quit," he said with a laugh as one of the Navy SEALs stepped closer behind him to make his presence known to Tyrone.
Tyrone turned to look up at him.
"You are one, big, ugly, mo'fucker, white man," said Tyrone with a laugh. "Alright, alright, you got me Christopher. You got my attention. Let's just call this a mistake of poor judgment on my part. You dig?"
With them all holding automatic rifles, Tyrone looked from one man to the other man.
"I'm sorry. I apologize. I'm sorry for hitting you miss and having my men strip you naked. I'm sorry for sticking my finger inside of you, miss," he said.
Christopher stared at Tyrone with new found rage after he confessed that he stuck his finger inside of her.
"I'm sorry, I really am. Let's call this a truce and let bygones be bygones. What do you say? Let's shake on it," said Tyrone lifting his head and offering Christopher his hand. "When we all go downstairs, drinks are on the house."
# # #
Christopher turned to give Tyrone a hard look.
"You stuck your dirty finger inside of my woman?"
Tyrone made a face as if he was caught with his hand in a cookie jar.
"I'm sorry. I promise it won't happen again," said Tyrone.
Christopher laughed.
"You must be as stupid as I thought you were for dare messing with my woman. I don't take kindly to another man taking my woman and you went beyond the truce and let bygone be bygone's part when you stripped her naked, hit her, and stuck your finger inside of her," said Christopher.
Christopher looked at and nodded to the huge Navy SEAL standing behind Tyrone. Instead of fearing for his life as he should have, Tyrone showed his defiance.
"Yeah, well, you know what? I'd do it again. I'd fuck your girlfriend up her ass and stick my shit covered cock in her mouth. You dig mo'fucker? You arrived just in time before I had your woman blow me," he said.
Christopher turned to Mike.
"Here's his wallet, license, registration, and car keys," said Christopher picking the keys off the coffee table where Mike had put them. "There's a black Escalade parked out front. Put that on a ship to North Africa. He won't be needing a Cadillac where he's going," said Christopher with a laugh. "The five of you can split the proceeds and whatever else you found in his safe as my payment for today."
# # #
Mike stuck out his big hand for Christopher to shake.
"Thanks, Christopher," said Mike.
The other two SEALs shook Chris's hand.
"Thanks, Christopher," said the other two, Navy SEALs.
The two Delta Force men shook Chris's hand.
"Thanks, Chistopher," said the men in black.
Tyrone looked from one SEAL to the other SEAL and from one Delta Force man to the other Delta Force man.
"Fuck you all," said Tyrone. "You don't scare me."
Tyrone turned to look up behind him at a SEAL who was wider and taller than his doorway. As if to shake his hand but instead as if breaking a stack of board placed on cinder blocks, he leaned down and tapped Tyrone's temple with the knuckle of his index finger. As if the Delta Force man was Sean Connery as Lt. Col. Alan Caldwell in The Presidio using his thumb instead of his knuckle, Tyrone was out cold as if he was hit to the back of the head with a baseball bat.
Christopher's buddies wrapped the floor with plastic, laid out Tyrone on the plastic, and with swift strokes as if he was a Samurai, the SEAL removed Tyrone's head, legs, and hands with a machete. His head went in one plastic bag, his legs in two other plastic bags, his hands in another plastic bag, and the rest of him in a fifth construction, plastic bag. Just taking out the trash, they dumped the remains of him in five different dumpsters.
To be continued...
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Mother-in-law Home Health Caregiver
Son-in-law gives mom-in-law the healthcare that she needs.
My name is Michael. I'm thirty-years-old. I work as a used car salesman for an exotic car dealership. I sell used cars.
Because exotic car companies do not authorize and allow automotive dealers to sell their cars new unless they are an officially registered dealership of their brand, I'm only allowed to sell them used. Rolls Royce, Ferrari, and Lamborghini don't allow just anyone to sell their cars new, a car dealership must be blessed and anointed to sell their cars.
The best job that I could have, this is my dream job. I earn more in commission selling exotic cars than I would selling new cars, such as Toyota, Honda, or Ford at a new car dealership. Yet, because exotic cars are rarely sold on the market, instead of being hoarded, garaged, and preserved, I earn huge commissions, especially when selling the rarest of exotic cars, such as a Pagani supercar.
Selling cars such as Ferrari, Lamborghini, Bugatti, Porsche, Mercedes, Maybach, Rolls Royce, Bentley, McLaren, and Lotus is much more exciting than selling Fords, Chevys, Toyotas, or Hondas. I meet the nicest people. Not including bonuses for being the salesman of the month or the salesman of the year, I earn six-figures, earn gifts, and are given free vacation trips.
It's amazingly exciting when someone pulls out a credit card from their wallet, a Black Card, the American Express Centurion card, one that has an unlimited credit line. Given by invitation only, you'd have to be really wealthy to have a Black Card. Knowing that they'll make a sale, everyone is always impressed when customers flash that exclusive credit card.
# # #
I love cars. I love so many cars that it's hard to pick just one, a favorite. If I had to choose, I'd choose a Ferrari and/or a Bentley. No comparison, there's nothing like a red Ferrari, almost any model will do.
There's nothing like a shiny black, stealthy Bentley Continental GT with blood red, tuxedo leather interior. A Bentley continental GT is not only as good as a Rolls Royce but faster, much more powerful, less ostentatious, and a lot cheaper.
Having read every car magazine every month since I was a kid, Motor Trend, Car & Driver, Road & Track, Auto Week, Automobile, and while faithfully watching MotorWeek and Top Gear, I'm a devoted car buff who loves car buff stuff. A walking automotive encyclopedia, I know everything about cars, especially exotic cars. Even though they have their place and serve their roles, I'm not crazy about electric or battery powered cars. Gasoline is in my blood. I'd never buy any vehicle made by Elon Musk's company, Tesla.
I not only faithfully watch the Indy 500, Daytona 500, and the F1 race of Monaco every year, I've been to the Indy 500. With men holding up signs that read, Show Me Your tits. Amazingly, the women do. Wives sitting with their husbands, girlfriends sitting with their boyfriends, mothers sitting with their sons, sisters sitting with their brothers, aunts sitting with their nephews, and grandmothers sitting with their grandsons eagerly lift their tops and flash their tits.
Having a great view but only a small portion of the track, I sat in the gasoline alley pits. To tell the truth, with the track 2 1/2 miles around, I'd have a much better view of the race sitting at home and watching it on TV. Something that I didn't know, the track is in a brick building. It's twelve miles around the building. With so much traffic, buses and cars, creeping two-miles an hour, it takes more than an hour to go around the building.
# # #
My story starts with my fiancé, Michelle's mother, Diane, my soon-to-be mother-in-law. For whatever reason, most sons-in-law don't get along with their mothers-in-law, but I love my soon-to-be wife's mother, Diane. After her husband, my deceased father-in-law, Richard, died of COVID, my wife's mother lived with us before we were married.
After her husband died, no longer able to afford the mortgage, Diane sold her house and moved in with us. Not all bad, she's like having a live-in maid and a resident chef. A good life while Michelle's fifty-four-year-old mother doesn't work, she does all of the cooking, the cleaning, the laundry, runs the errands, and does the food shopping, while we work. It's a great arrangement, and one that works for all of us.
Like mother, like daughter. Michelle is a tall, beautiful, natural blonde with big tits, and a shapely ass. A real MILF, Diane is a tall, beautiful, brunette with big tits, and a shapely ass. Strangely enough, the first time that I met Michelle, and her best friend, Maureen, was on a nude beach. They were with their old boyfriends. If it wasn't enough that I saw Michelle naked for the first time and she saw me naked, too, but also, I saw Maureen without her clothes, as she saw me without my clothes, too.
With me 6' 4" tall, with black hair, and blue eyes, I'm considered a good-looking man. Proud that I do, I have a big dick. No doubt, after seeing my big, erect, naked prick, they both seemed sexually interested in me.
'Hmm,' I thought. 'Do I want a blonde or a redhead?'
Indeed, after they broke up with their boyfriends, I had my choice to date Michelle or her best friend, Maureen. After they broke up with their boyfriends, I had sex with the both of them, one at a time, and not a threesome. Having more in common with Michelle than Maureen, I dated her, and ended up proposing.
# # #
After having sold erotic cars for several years, I've built up quite a database of repeat clients. Because of my extensive automobile knowledge, my exotic car customers recommended their relatives, their friends, and their business associates to me when in the market for an exotic car. Now, able to work from home, I sell cars online.
With my wife working at a nine to five job, I was alone with her fifty-four-year-old, Diane. Hot and stuffy in our apartment, she wore her short, sheer, sexy, low-cut nightgowns in front of me without wearing a robe. Unless she had to go out, she wore her nightgown all day. I wore a T-shirt, pajama bottoms without underwear, and my Ugg slippers. She was dressed for flashing me her naked breasts, ass, and pussy, as much as I was dressed for flashing her my erect, naked cock. Only, in the way that she continually flashed me, I never flashed her.
Memorizing and masturbating over every time that I saw something of her that I shouldn't see, I recalled all of the times that she flashed me. Giving me more to jerk off over, I loved seeing Diane semi-naked body. She always gave me an erection.
When she wasn't deliberately or unintentionally flashing me upskirt peeks of her panties or up nightgown flashes of her naked pussy, she flashed me down blouse views of her cleavage and bra or down nightgown views of her naked breasts. With her turning me into a masturbation machine, I continually jerked off over my fiancé mother showing me all that I shouldn't see. Returning the exhibitionistic favor of her flashing me, I finally flashed her by cock when I allowed her to deliberately catch me playing with myself.
# # #
She sat across from me on the couch while I sat in the reclining chair. She had the habit of sitting with her knees parted just enough to give me a continual peek of her brown, bushy pussy. Then, when she leaned forward to reach for her coffee cup or her glass of wine, her nightgown top fell open wide with her. When she wasn't flashing me her naked pussy, she flashed me her naked breasts.
Then, as if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, when she crossed and uncrossed her long, shapely legs, whether deliberately or unintentionally, the hem of her nightgown climbed higher up her thighs. With the hem of her nightgown nearly up to her crotch, when she parted her knees a little wider, she not only flashed me her bushy, brown pussy but also, she flashed me her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit.
Making me horny and giving me a continual erection, my fiancé's mother turned me into a masturbation machine. When I wasn't having sex with my fiancé, I masturbated over imagining Diane naked and her having forbidden sex with me. Returning the favor of her exposing herself to me, I finally exposed myself to her. Pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed, I walked around in front of her with my erect naked cock protruding from my pajama pee home.
Surprising me and sexually exciting me, instead of looking away in embarrassment, shame, and disdain, and instead of telling me that I was exposed, she not only looked at my exposed prick, she stared at my big dick. My soon-to-be mother-in-law enjoyed seeing my cock as much as I enjoyed seeing her naked pussy and her huge breasts, and as much as I loved showing her my naked, erect prick. Giving me more to jerk myself off over, I loved showing her what she clearly wanted to see.
'I can't believe she's staring at my prick. While wondering what she'd do, I'm tempted to stand in front of her while stroking myself. I wonder if she'd watch me cum,' I thought.
# # #
My fiancé had no idea that her mother continually flashed me and I continually flashed her. Then when she invited her fifty-one-year-old sister, Carol, over for coffee, she sat with her knees parted enough to flash me her white panties. When leaning forward to reach for her coffee or her wine, she flashed me her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bra, too.
Giving me even more to masturbate over, daring myself to do so, I returned the favor of her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism. I deliberately dick flashed her my erect, naked prick, too. I'll be jerking off over Carol showing me her panties, her cleavage, and her bra later after dick flashing her, too. Like her sister, unembarrassed nor ashamed, not looking away, she stared at all that she could see of me in the way that I stared at all that I could see of her.
Then, when Diane invited her best friend, our next-door neighbor, fifty-three-year-old, Barbara over for coffee, when she flashed me her panties, bra, and cleavage, I dick flashed her, too. In the way that Carol did, Barbara flashed me her panties, her cleavage, and her low-cut bra. With neither one of them, modestly moral, in the way that Diane and Carol stared at my cock, Barbara stared at my erect prick, too.
As much as I'm a voyeur, they're all exhibitionists. They seemed to enjoy flashing me their sexy lingerie as much as I loved seeing their bras and panties. Something happens to women over fifty-years-old. In the way that young men are horny, mature, older women are horny, too.
# # #
With mother looking like an older version of daughter, they could have been sisters. Something that my twenty-eight-year-old fiancé, Michelle, doesn't know, from the day that I met her mother months before marrying her, I was sexually attracted to her MILF of a mother. A very attractive brunette, her mom kept her figure with diet and exercise. Indeed, she was as sexy as she was shapely.
With me being a breast man, Diane has enormous F cup breasts. Her breasts are even bigger than Michelle's best friend, Maureen's double D cup breasts. Michelle, has D cup breasts. Diane's sister, Carol, has double D cup breasts, and Barbara, our next-door neighbor has C cup breasts. I'm surrounded by big breasted women.
'I love busty women. Whenever I thought of topless women, I thought of Diane, Maureen, Michelle, Carol, and Barbara topless,' I thought.
My soon-to-be mother-in-law has the same sized bra cup size as porn star Dee Williams, and Christina Hendricks of Mad Men and Good Girls fame. I love all five women's big breasts. Something that I've masturbated over while imagining seeing, even though she's flashed me down nightgowns of her naked breasts, just once, I'd love to see Diane's naked breasts. I wondered if she'd ever deliberately show me her naked breasts.
Only, unless I spied on her dressing, undressing, or showering, I'll never be lucky enough to see her naked breasts. Daring myself to do so, I'd love to walk in on her when she's topless. For a fifty-year-old mature woman, with her having such a shapely figure, with her huge breasts overflowing her bra cups, I bet she looks great in a bikini.
# # #
Something else that my fiancé didn't know, my sexual attraction to her mother started long before we were married. Months after I met Diane, oddly enough, on the very day of my wedding, I not only saw her naked breasts but I saw my soon-to-be mother-in-law naked. She had just gotten out of the shower, dried herself, and removed her towel in readiness to get dressed.
I thought that Diane was with her daughter. Michelle was in the room next to us. She was having her makeup put on, getting a manicure, and having her hair done before being helped to get dressed into her wedding gown.
She was in her best friend, Maureen's room, her maid-of-honor's room for hours. Maureen is a beautiful redhead. She's 5' 9" tall with long, red, lush hair, big, blue eyes, and double D cup, milkmaid breasts.
Having no clue, I didn't know that her mother, Diane, was in my room showering and getting dressed. At that very moment, I walked in my hotel room while Diane was completely naked. As soon as I opened the hotel door, standing motionless with her arms by her side, her eyes bulged out of her head and with her mouth falling open. As if she was a deer in a car's headlights, she turned and faced me without her clothes. She stared at me in the way that I stared at her.
Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, as shocked as I was sexually excited, I saw my fiancé's mother, Diane, naked. Unable to look away, I stared at her enormous, F cup breasts. I stared at her dark pink areolas, and her big, light pink, erect nipples.
I stared at her bushy brown pussy. Then, when she covered her naked breasts with her forearm, and her pussy with her hand while turning away from me, I stared at her naked ass. For a mature woman, she had a shapely ass and a sexy body.
# # #
'Oh, my God. She has one hell of a body,' I thought. 'I can't believe that I'm seeing my soon-to-be mother-in-law naked. I can't wait to masturbate myself over this later. With her having gigantic tits, a flat stomach, and a nice ass, she's got one hell of a body for a mature woman.'
With me sexually attracted to Diane, especially after seeing her without her clothes, I wondered if I should marry mother instead of daughter. Something that will never happen, I'd love to have sex with her. I'd love to make love to her and fuck her while fondling her breasts, fingering her nipples and sucking her nipples. I'd love to eat her bushy pussy. I'd love her to stroke and suck my cock before cumming in her beautiful mouth, and watching her swallow.
Beyond being sexually excited, I had an immediate erection seeing Diane naked. Covering my eyes with my flayed fingered hand, I continued staring before looking away. Noticing that I enjoyed what I was seeing, I saw her stare down at the bulge in my pants. She seemed to like me seeing her naked as much as I enjoyed seeing her without her clothes.
"Sorry. Sorry, mom. I'm so sorry," I said, even though I wasn't sorry.
I was thrilled.
"Please forgive me," I said. "I didn't know you were in my room."
Already having an erection that puffed out the front of my pants, I was sexually excited. This wasn't just any woman that I was seeing without her clothes, this was my wife's mother. She was soon-to-be my mother-in-law.
I turned to leave.
# # #
Then, surprising me, she stopped me.
"Michael, wait. Please don't go," she said. "I need your help."
She removed her forearm from her naked breasts and her hand from her naked pussy. She dropped her arms by her sides, turned to face me, and gave me a good, long look of her naked body. She seemed to enjoy me seeing her without her clothes as much as I enjoyed seeing her naked.
"Now that you're here, and have seen all of me that you should never see," she said with a little laugh and a noncaring shrug. "I need you to help me to get dressed," she said.
She paused as if thinking what she was going to say.
"Our little secret. Shh...," she said, putting her manicured finger to her lips. "Please don't tell Michelle that you saw her mother without her clothes," she said. "I'd be so embarrassed."
She laughed.
# # #
"I'd be more embarrassed for my daughter to know that her soon-to-be husband saw me naked than I would with you having seen me without my clothes," she said. "No doubt, thinking of me as an exhibitionist whore, Michelle would think that I deliberately flashed you," she said with a dirty laugh.
She paused as if she was rethinking what she was about to say. Then, she blurted out what she was thinking anyway. She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Now that you've seen me without my clothes, what do you think of my body," she asked?
With her no longer embarrassed but immorally immodest, as if she was a naked model posing for me, she turned one way before turning the other way. Then, she turned completely around and bent at the waist to not only show me her naked ass but also the back of her naked pussy, too. Indeed, Diane was an exhibitionist whore.
"You have an incredible body, mom," I said.
Then, when she turned to face me, she lifted her pussy lips to show me a lot of glistening pink. In the way that I was already hard, Diane was already wet. Clearly, I had sexually aroused her from seeing her naked. Now, I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me. She frowned up at me and rubbed her shoulders as if she was in pain.
"With this high humidity, my arthritis is flaring up. I can barely lift my arms, it hurts so much," she said. "Would be a dear, Micheal, and help me get dressed?"
# # #
The last part of her that I wanted to cover were her big, beautiful breasts. Unable to remove my horny eyes from them, I'll be stroking myself over seeing her naked breasts later. I loved her enormous tits, her dark pink areolas, and her light pink, erect nipples.
I walked to her, and picked up her panties from my bed. I wanted to move them to my nose and sniff them but I didn't dare. I squatted down in front of her for her to lift her foot to put her leg in her panties.
My nose and mouth were mere inches from her naked cunt. I'd love to finger and lick her pussy while reaching up to fondle her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples. While pulling up her panties, I took liberties with her naked body.
I reached around her to cup her firm naked ass in the palm of my big hand. Then, as if to fit her panties, I not only cupped her naked pussy in the palm of my hand but also, I continued feeling, squeezing, and patting her naked ass. No doubt from jogging, swimming, and riding her bike, she had a firm ass for a mature woman. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked. I loved Diane's sexy and shapely body.
She laughed with me having my way with her naked ass. Then, when I stood, she said something that made my cock throb and pulsate in my panties.
"It's okay, Michael. You may touch my breasts, feel them, and fondle them while fingering my nipples. I don't mind. We're family now," she said with a dirty laugh. "It's just my tits," she said with a shrug. "With you staring at my tits, I know how much you like them."
She laughed.
# # #
Then, she confessed what her daughter didn't know she did.
"No man has touched me since my husband's funeral when I blew his two best friends, Larry and George. Never cheating on my husband when he was alive, he must have rolled over in his grave when they ejaculated in my mouth and I swallowed. Appreciating their help, they stayed to help me clean up. Always sexually attracted to me as much as I was sexually attracted to them, they wanted to see my naked breasts as much as I wanted to suck their cocks," she said unembarrassed and unashamed.


Not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I touched her breasts, felt her breasts, fondled her breasts, and pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her big, erect nipples.
"Go ahead. Suck my nipples. I don't mind," she said. "I love having my breasts felt and my nipples sucked."
She made me wonder if she had deliberately stripped herself naked while waiting for me to enter my room and see her without her clothes.
"That feels so good, Michael," she said.
# # #
Obediently, obeying her, never believing that I would ever see her naked breasts, never mind fondling them while sucking her nipples, I leaned forward and sucked the nipples of her tits. Never having put a bra on a woman, I put her arms through her bra straps, first one and then the other. Then, lifting each one of her breasts with my fingers, thinking that I had to do that, I gently stuffed her beautiful breasts in her bra cups. I moved her bra straps over her shoulders. She turned for me to hook her three-clasp bra.
Careful not to mess her hair, I helped her on with her dress. I zipped her dress and fluffed it down. She looked stunning.
"Thank you, Michael," she said.
She gave me a full body hug and kissed me on my lips. Practically impaling her tummy with my erect cock, difficult for her not to notice, she stared down at my erection that tented my tuxedo pants.
"Oh, my," she said, putting her fingers to her lips. "Did I do that," she asked with a dirty laugh?
Embarrassed that I was sexually excited over seeing my wife's mother naked, fondling her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples, I played Mickey the dunce.
"Do what," I innocently asked?
She took my pants clad prick in her motherly hand and squeezed it.
"Did I give you an erection," she asked?
I nodded my head.
"Please forgive me. I'm so embarrassed," I said.
# # #
"You can't walk around like that, Michael. You mustn't let Michelle, and her wedding party see you with an erection," she said. "They'll laugh. They'll make fun of you."
Then, she stunned me by what she asked me next.
"Would like me to do something about that for you," she asked? "I don't mind," she said with a shrug. "It's the least that I can do for you helping me to get dressed."
Not believing that she meant what she said, I looked at her confused.
"Pardon? I don't understand, mom. What do you mean, mom by doi something? Do what," I asked?
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile. She moved her hand back and forth in front of her waist as if she was giving me a hand job.
"I could give you a hand job and make you cum in a tissue."
She paused as if rethinking what she was about to say.
"Or, if you'd rather, I can give you a blowjob. I love sucking cock. I'd love to suck your cock. You may cum in my mouth," she said.
She smiled.
"Our little secret, would you like me to blow you? May I suck your cock, Michael?"
She put her hand to her mouth and moved it back and forth while pushing her cheek out with her tongue as if she was blowing me.
She laughed.
"With you helping me out in my time of need, I don't mind helping you out in your time of need," she said. "May I suck your cock, Michael?"
# # #
Stunned that my mother-in-law asked me if I wanted her to give me a hand job. I couldn't believe it when she asked if I wanted her to blow me. She said that I may cum in her mouth. Whether she gave me a hand job or a blowjob, I couldn't believe that I was about to have sex with my wife's mother.
"I'd rather have a blowjob, mom," I said as if someone else was talking. "I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth and watch you swallow."
She walked to the hotel door and double locked it. Then, she moved to her knees in front of me. She reached her hands up to unbuckle my belt, unzip my pants, and reach her hand inside of my briefs.
She removed my stiff prick from my underwear. She held me in her soft and warm hand. She slowly stroked me.
"You must be making my daughter happy with your big dick," she said. "After you marry my daughter," she said, putting her finger to her lips again.
She laughed.
"Our little secret, while she's at work, I'll suck your cock whenever you want me to blow you. I love sucking cock. You may fuck me, too," she said. "It's been years since I've had sex."
Then, while smiling up at me, she squeezed my cock while stroking my prick. My newly wedded bride's mother was giving me a hand job. Then, taking me in her mouth, she was giving me a blowjob. I couldn't believe that Diane was sucking my cock on the day that I was to marry her daughter. I couldn't believe that she wanted to continue our sexual relationship after I married her daughter.
I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked face. Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a warm, oozy load of cum into Diane's mouth. Not a spitter, she swallowed my cum. Then, she stood, kissed me on the lips, and parted my lips with her tongue. I returned her wet kiss with my French kiss. I was making out with my wife's mother.
# # #
With all of the above just a prelude to my real story, Home Caregiver for Mother-in-law, my story started when my wife was in a deadly accident with her mother. My wife died but her mother survived with two broken legs. Devastated, with the loss of my beloved, the love of my life, I continued living with her mother, Diane. Not as bad as I thought it would be, Diane reminded me a lot of an older version of Michelle.
Not interested in marrying any other woman, with us helping one another through the loss of Michelle, we were in mourning and in grief. What kept us going is caring for Diane. With her not wanting to go to a nursing home, I agreed to be her home healthcare worker.
I helped her to the bathroom every morning. So that she didn't have to get up during the night, she had a portable pee bottle attached to her bed with a cup to fit her pussy for her to pee in a hose. Her urine was deposited in a portable urinal. The next morning, I cleaned out her portable urinal.
When she awakened the next morning, taking my time, enjoying it immensely, I undressed her. I stripped my mother-in-law naked. I gave her a bed bath, and made her bed every day. I cared for her as if she was my wife or my girlfriend instead of my deceased wife's mother.
Once a week, after wrapping her casts in plastic, I gave her a shower. I stripped myself naked and climbed in the shower with her. With her holding onto one of the poles, I held her from behind so that she didn't fall.
While rubbing my erect, naked prick against her shapely ass, I felt and fondled her humongous naked breasts. As soon as she grew better and stronger, while showering with her, we had sex in the shower. I bent her forward and, while holding onto her humungous, naked breasts, I fucked her from behind. I continued having sex with my deceased wife' s mother.
Once her casts were removed, we slept in the same bed. We made love every morning and fucked every night. In between, we masturbated one another and gave each other oral sex.
When she told her sister, Carol, that we were having sex, I had sex with her sister while Diane watched. Then, when she told her best friend and next-door neighbor, Barbara, that we were having sex, I had sex with her while Diane watched. When I wasn't having sex with Diane, Carol, and/or Barbara, I had threesome sex with Diane and Carol, or Diane and Barbara. I had threesome sex with Carol and Barbara, too.
# # #
Something that was such a personal tragedy turned into a beautiful thing. When I wasn't having sex with Diane, I had sex with Carol or Barbara. I've never had as much sex as I was having now after my wife died. Something I never knew before, I know now. Many women over fifty-years-old are whores.
Because they are alone and lonely after outliving their husbands or after being divorced, they're as horny as I was when I was a virginal teenager. I love having sex with my mother-in-law. I love having threesome sex with Diane, her sister, and our next-door neighbor.
I love it when Diane sits on my face while Carol or Barbara blows me. Then, changing positions, I love it when Carol or Barbara sits on my face while I'm being blown by one or the other woman. I've never ejaculated as much cum in a woman's mouth and/or pussy as I am now.
Never will I marry again. I love having sex with Diane, Carol, and Barbara.
The End
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My Drunk Foster Mom Has Sex with Me
Foster mom asked to see and fondle my naked, erect cock.
Something that I never thought would ever happen, I couldn't believe what happened between my foster mother, Ruby, and me. If it wasn't enough that she shocked me and sexually excited me when she stripped herself naked in front of me, and posed for me when standing before me without her clothes, she had sex with me. One night, while I was out with my friends, she was home alone drinking white wine. With her not having a man in her life and with her lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated, she seduced me.
With me young, dumb, and full of cum, I always have an erection when home alone with my foster mother. She's a MILF. Especially after seeing her without her clothes, I'm always stroking myself over her while remembering her naked but having incestuous sex with me.
Out of the blue, when she saw that I had an erection that bulged out my jeans. She asked to see my erect, naked cock. I couldn't believe it.
She wanted to take me in her hand to stroke me. She wanted to take me in her mouth to suck me. I couldn't believe that my foster mother wanted to have sex with me.
I couldn't believe she wanted to stroke me while blowing me. She wanted me to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow my load.
'Wow!' I thought. 'I don't believe this.'
With everything changing and nothing remaining the same, having sex with my foster mother is something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life. I still can't believe that I had sex with my foster mother. Even though I wished that I would, I never believed that I'd have sex with her.
I only wished that I had my cell phone with me to take her naked photos when she undressed in front of me. I wished that I had my cell phone to photograph her sucking my cock. If I did have my phone, I wondered if she would have allowed me to photograph her naked and/or blowing me.
With my friends never believing me, if I had taken photos of her naked, I wondered if she'd allow me to show her sexy photos to my friends. Now that she had sex with me, I wondered if she'd have sex with my friends. I'd love to watch her having sex with a couple of my friends. She's always talking about them and telling me how handsome they are.
In the way that I had sex with my foster mother, I'd love to have sex with her sister, Sapphire, too. Only, she lives in California. Closer to home, I'd love to have sex with our next-door neighbor, her best friend, Carol. I jerk off over imagining having threesome sex with her sister and her best friend. I masturbate over having threesome sex with Ruby and Carol.
# # #
My name is Alexander. Except for my foster mother, everyone calls me Alex. She calls me Alexander. Never calling me anything else but her endearments of honey, dear, love, and sweety, she has always called me Alexander.
As it turns out, something that I didn't know, not Alex, but Alexander is her favorite name. Moreover, something else that I didn't know, she's the one who named me. Instead of reading baby boy on my birth certificate, abandoned at birth, it reads Alexander but with my foster mother's last name instead of my birth mother's last name.
I didn't know she was my foster mother until I was 12-years-old. I always thought that she was my real mother because she treated me as if I'm her real son. Even though I've lived with her all of my life, oddly enough, she never adopted me. Then, when I turned twelve-years-old, old enough to understand, she sat me down and explained that I was abandoned at birth by my birth mother.
Instead of leaving me in front of a firehouse or inside of a hospital restroom. My mom left me in the care of her next-door neighbor, Ruby, her only friend, and disappeared. Luckily, with Ruby a social worker, she knew the ins and outs of the foster care system. Instead of adopting me, she took me in as my foster care mother.
With us living in Springfield, western Massachusetts, the state gave her about twelve-hundred-dollars a month to care for me. Not enough to live on but enough to subsidize her income as a social worker. She earned around one-hundred-thousand-dollars a year as a social worker supervisor.
During COVID, not safe to go out, she did a lot of work from home on the internet. After COVID, when visiting her clients in person, she was always escorted by two big, no nonsense, Springfield police officers. Possibly getting assaulted, beaten, stripped naked, sexually abused, and raped, even murder, many of the areas and families where she visited in downtown Springfield and the surrounding areas weren't safe to go there alone without a police escort.
With her very pretty and having the body to match, the chance of her being a victim were quite possible. Even her police escort hit on her. Yet, I never thought of my mother as a sexual partner. I only thought of her as my mom. Then, when my friends told me that they lusted over her and masturbated over imagining seeing her without her clothes and her having sex with them, I looked at her in a different light.
# # #
Weirdly enough, as soon as I turned twenty-one-years-old, everything dramatically changed. She treated me differently. She smiled more at me, and even flirted with me. She dressed differently, sexier, fixed her hair, always wore makeup, and wore perfume.
With her not married, having never been married, not having any children other than me, she didn't have a man in her life. I don't remember her even dating. Always working, she seldom had her friends, or co-workers over, or went out to party.
Now that I'm an adult, she looked at me as if I was a fresh piece of beefcake meat. She viewed me differently. Still living with my mom, and working from home, surprisingly, she treated me more like her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover than she treated me as her foster son. In the way that I always stared at her big tits and her shapely ass through her clothes, she always stared at my erection tenting my pajama bottoms.
Then, I remembered a story that I read on Literotica by Wendy, WickedWhoreWriter. With her over fifty-years-old and a self-professed whore, she wrote a story that many women over fifty-years-old are whores. She wrote that older women are whores because they're seldom noticed, complemented, or asked out. They're as lonely as they are horny and sexually frustrated.
Moreover, in the way that men are more interested in young and beautiful women. Oddly enough, women were more interested in younger men who could get and maintain erections. Yet, in the way that older men attracted younger women with money, older women attracted younger men with sex. Older women were more eager to have sex than were younger women.
Indeed, it was easier to get lucky with older women, women your mother's age, and even your grandmother's age than wasting your time and money trying to sexually seduce younger women. Their last hurrah, older women wanted sex. As much as they wanted to be fingered, sucked, made love to, and fucked, they wanted to stroke and suck younger men while making out with them.
# # #
Starting on my twenty-first birthday when she gave me a birthday kiss on my lips, the first time kissing my foster mother on her lips, she kissed me on my lips good morning. Practically making out with me, doing everything except for parting my lips and French kissing me, she gave me twenty-one birthday kisses, and a kiss for good luck. She kissed me again, on my lips good night. Tempted to part her lips with my tongue, I wondered what it would be like to romantically kiss her.
When she kissed me every morning and every night, I put my arm around her and held her close. I gave her a full body, pelvic to pelvic body hug while holding her close and squeezing her. I rested my horny hand at the top of her hips.
Sometimes, daring myself to do so, especially after she's had a couple glasses of wine, I slowly slid my hand down lower. With her not stopping me and allowing me to do that, I touched, felt, and squeezed her firm and shapely ass through her sheer nightgown. I loved her shapely ass as much as I loved her big tits, and her pretty face.
Unbelievably and something that blew my mind, after she kissed me on the lip every morning and night, the next change was that she started dressing and undressing with her bedroom door wide open. With her an early riser, when she needed to leave for work, and with her thinking that I was still sleeping, I watched her undress and dress from the darkened hall. Before she stripped herself naked in front of me, I had already seen her topless and naked, and in her bra and panties.
Before that, I never saw any more of her than her bra strap, the side of her white bra cup with a side view of her opened blouse between the gap in her blouse buttons, or a peek of her white panties. It wasn't until I was twenty-one-years-old that I saw her in her short, sheer, nearly transparent, sexy, low-cut nighties without her wearing a robe over them. It wasn't until she started kissing me on my lips that I saw more of Ruby.
Before that, she always wore robes over her sheer and sexy nightgowns. As if deliberately, sexually teasing me, it was then that I started seeing down blouse views of her colorful, low-cut bras and her colorful, French bikini panties daily. While standing in the bathroom doorway talking to her, giving me something more to masturbate over, twice, I saw her topless when her towel slowly fell to her slim waist while brushing and drying her hair.
With us only having one bathroom, with her having to pee, once, before she started dressing and undressing with her bedroom door open, I saw a glimpse of her naked when she ran from her bedroom to the bathroom. With her unaware that I had just gotten out of the bathroom, I stood in the darkened hall staring at her, as she ran towards me naked. I saw her big, naked breasts bouncing up and down and swaying side-to-side. I couldn't believe that I finally saw my foster mother naked.
'Wow! Making my day, I'll be masturbating over her naked body for the rest of my life,' I thought.
# # #
She made me horny. Then, returning her sudden exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, many times, when she was in the shower, I told her that I had to pee.
'Wow,' I thought. 'I can't wait to masturbate over seeing her naked in the shower.'
"Mom," I said loud enough for her to hear me over the running shower water. "I have to pee."
I waited for her to respond before barging in the bathroom on her.
"Okay, but don't flush the toilet," she said.
Before opening the bathroom door, I quickly stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Then, instead of removing my erect cock from my pajama pee hole and standing in front of the toilet to pee, I sat on the toilet. I faced the shower, and slowly pulled down my pajama pants that I wear without underwear. I could clearly see her naked silhouette through the clear, wet shower curtain.
With her having big tits, a slim waist, and a shapely ass, 'She has on Hell of a body,' I thought.
# # #
Taking my time lowering my pajama bottoms, I saw her turn her head. She stared at what she could see of me through the shower curtain as much as I stared at all that I could see of her. As soon as I peed, I stood and took my time wiping myself. She stared at me again. Before pulling up my pajama bottoms, I flushed the toilet.
"Alexander," she screamed!
Immediately, she opened the shower curtain enough to give me more than a casual glimpse of her naked body. When she leaned forward to stick her head out, her naked breast fell forward with her. She stared at my erect naked prick as much as I stared at her big, naked breast.
'Tit for cock, I saw my mother's tit. She not only looked but also, she stared at my erect, naked cock,' I thought.
"I asked you not to flush the toilet," she said.
I stood frozen while continuing to flash her my naked, erect prick.
"Sorry, mom. Sorry. I forgot. I wasn't thinking. It's a habit to flush the toilet," I said in my phony defense.
I took one last, long look at her naked breast in the way that she took one last, long look at my naked prick.
# # #
The next day, as I do every day, happy to do something for her after she's done so much for me, every morning, I made her coffee, breakfast, and brought the newspaper up to her bedroom. As if we were a married couple, I lounged around in her king-sized bed with her talking to her while watching the morning news. We talked about our day, laughed, and commented on the things that we saw on the news.
Then, never expecting her to do what she did, unable to believe my virginal eyes, she shocked me as much as she sexually excited me. After drinking her coffee, eating her breakfast, and reading her newspaper, she climbed out of bed. With the back of her nightgown above her ass, I stared at her shapely, naked ass.
She fluffed down her nightgown and stood in front of her three panel, full-length mirror while brushing her long, brown, beautiful hair. With her shapely body reflected in all three panels of the mirror, I stared at her as if there were three of her. I loved seeing her in her sheer and sexy nightgown.
When she brushed her hair, I imagined her doing a hair commercial. She gave her hair 100 strokes on one side and 100 strokes on the other side. I loved my mother's hair as much as I loved her big, brown, expressive eyes. When kissing her, I loved touching and smelling her hair. I wondered if her pubic hair was shaved, trimmed, or bushy.
When she brushed her hair, I watched her braless breasts move up and down with each stroke. I wished I could see her naked breasts. I saw her naked breasts one time when she ran from her bedroom to the bathroom. Wth her undressing and dressing with her bedroom door open, and with me hiding in the darkened hall while watching her, I've seen her topless and naked nearly every day.
Sometimes, while I talked to her in the bathroom doorway, I saw her naked breasts two more times when her towel slowly fell to her waist while she had her arms over her head brushing and drying her hair. I love seeing her big, naked breasts as much as I loved seeing her naked ass. She has such an unbelievable body.
While I watched her continue to brush her hair, I stared at her pantiless ass, jiggle and wiggle with every movement of her arms. Indeed, she was my MILF of a foster care mother. I wondered what she looked like naked while standing in front of her full-length mirror and brushing her hair.
# # #
Whenever I have a girlfriend, I hope to find a woman who looks like her, talks like her, laughs like her, and walks like her. To say that I loved my MILF of a mother was an understatement. I'd love to make out with her while feeling through her clothes before slowly stripping her naked. Something that will never happen, I'd love to see her naked closeup. Again, something else that will never happen, I'd love to have incestuous sex with her.
I'd love to finger and lick her pussy to give her an orgasm with my tongue and fingers. Again, something else that I'll never know, I wondered what she looked and sounded like when she had an orgasm. Instead of kissing her every morning and every night, I'd love to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes.
I'd love to slowly undress her and strip her naked. I'd love to make love to her. Then, I'd love to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock after giving her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
While wondering what it would feel like, I'd love for her to stroke my prick. I'd love her to give me a hand job. I'd love to cum for my mother.
With not all women sucking cock, I wondered if she sucked cock. If she does, I'd love for her to blow me. I'd love to see her staring up at me smiling with my cock buried in her beautiful mouth.
With not all women allowing men to cum in their mouths, I wondered if she'd allow me to cum in her mouth. I'd love to cum in her beautiful mouth. With not all women swallowers, I wondered if she'd swallow my cum. I'd love to watch her swallow my load.
# # #
With her a fifty-year-old MILF of a woman, she was very pretty. Watching her figure with diet and exercise, she had one hell of a body for a mature woman. Indeed, she easily looked ten-years younger. She looked forty instead of fifty. With her nightie nearly transparently sheer, again, giving me plenty to jerk off over later, I stared at all that I could clearly see of my foster mother's shapely and sexy body through her sheer nightgown.
No surprise there, with me a virgin, and never having even kissed a woman on the lips other than my mother, she made me horny. With me young, dumb, and filled with cum, again, no surprise there as I always had a boner, she gave me an erection. Covering my throbbing and pulsating cock with my hand, I didn't want her to know that I was sexually excited seeing her in her revealing nightgown while brushing her hair. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I was always jerking off over my foster care mother, Ruby.
Then, shocking me, and blowing my mind, as if I had given her the thought, as if she could read my mind, I watched her reach down for her nightgown hem. My eyes bugged out of my head with my mouth falling open. Unable to remove my eyes from watching her, as if she was giving me a slow strip tease, I watched her slowly lift her nightgown to her ass.
I stared at her long, shapely legs. I stared at the back of her exposed thighs. Not stopping there, continuing to lift her nightgown higher, I stared at her naked ass.
My first time seeing a prolonged view of her naked ass, she had a beautiful ass. I stared at her ass crack. As soon as she exposed her ass to my horny eyes, I stared at the reflection of her naked, bushy brown pussy through her full-length mirror.
Then, I continued staring at the reflection of her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit through her full-length mirror. As my cock throbbed faster and pulsated harder, she exposed her naked ass and pussy to me. I'll be masturbating over my mother exposing her naked ass and pussy to me for the rest of my horny life.
Then, as if she was deliberately sexually teasing me, she continued to slowly lift her nightie higher. While I stared at her reflection in her mirror, she exposed her naked breasts to me. Finally, she lifted her nightgown over her head and off. She tossed her nightgown on her bed. Not stopping there, she turned to face me while naked.
# # #
Something that I never expected her to do and couldn't believe that she did, she stripped herself naked in front of me. I couldn't believe that she removed her nightgown while I watched her. Instead of covering her nakedness with her forearm and with her hand, as if I was dreaming, imagining this, or having a masturbation fantasy, I couldn't believe my eyes. She stood with her arms by her side facing the mirror.
My first time seeing a prolonged closeup view of her without her clothes, Ruby, my foster mother was naked. Wishing I had my phone with me to photograph her shapely, naked body, she stood there naked as if posing for me. She was lovelier than I thought.
As if I had never seen a naked woman before, I stared at her naked ass. I stared at her naked pussy. I stared at her D cup, naked breasts. I stared at her big, darker pink areolas, and her big, lighter pink erect nipples. She stood there facing me with her arms by her side while smiling.
# # #
Not done shocking me, I couldn't believe she stripped herself naked in front of me. Unashamed and unembarrassed, immodestly immoral, not covering her nakedness with her forearm and/or with her hand, she stood there with her arms by her sides. Then, I couldn't believe what she asked me.
"Be honest and tell me the truth," she said. "What do you think of mommy's body, Alexander," she asked?


She looked down at herself as if to see all that I could see of her.
"Do you like my body?"
As if she was an artist's nude model, with a hand on her shapely hip, she turned one way before turning the other way. Then, she turned around and bent at the waist to show me her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy. When she turned to face me again, while staring up at me as if to see my reaction, she reached both of her hands down, and lifted and opened her pussy lips to show me a lot of glistening pink.
"You have a beautiful body, mother," I said. "I love your big breasts."
# # #
My mother was wet. As sexually aroused as I was sexually excited, she was as wet as I was hard. While wishing her hands were my hands, I watched her cup her breasts in the palms of her hands. Then, while staring up at me and sexually teasing me, she slid slow hands across her nipples. As soon as she did, her nipples erected even more.
Then, while staring down at her big tits, she lifted her breasts and looked up to stare at me watching her. Again, while wishing her fingers were my fingers, I watched her pinch, pull, turn, and twisted her nipples to even bigger erections. Finally, she lifted her naked breasts to her mouth. While smiling up at me, she sucked one nipple before sucking the other nipple.
Not done shocking me and teasing me, she reached her finger down to her pussy. She moved her hand down to her cunt. She parted her pussy lips with her fingers and stuck them inside. I watched her rub her clit and finger fucked herself. I watched my foster mother masturbate herself. Then, she took her finger in her mouth and sucked it.
Giving me another sexy look and a naughty smile, she looked at me as if she was my prostitute, and I was her customer. She continued rubbing her clit and finger fucking herself with one hand while fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples with her other hand. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing her naked, I couldn't believe she was allowing me to watch her masturbate herself.
Again, I only wished that I had my cell phone with me. I wondered if she'd allow me to take candid photos of her while naked. I wondered if she'd allow me to show her topless and naked photos to my friends. I wondered if she'd allow me to post her photos online. Suddenly, with my foster mother turning into quite the whore, in the way that I wanted to have sex with her, I wondered if she'd have sex with me and with my friends, too.
# # #
With me a virgin, I didn't know what to do. Should I reach out and touch her, feel her, and fondle her? Should I take her in my arms and kiss her? Should I strip myself naked and mount her, make love to her, and fuck her? In the way that she showed me her naked body, should I show her my naked, erect cock?
As embarrassed as I was sexually excited, instead, I stood from her bed, walked out of her room, and closed her bedroom door behind me. I needed to masturbate myself over all that I had seen. I walked to my room and closed my bedroom door behind me. I removed my pajama bottoms and T-shirt, my Ugg slippers, and fell back on my bed naked.
I stroked myself after seeing my mom naked in the way that I wanted her to see me without my clothes. I stroked myself faster after watching her fingering and sucking her nipples in the way that I had wanted to suck her nipples. I stroked myself harder after watching her giving herself sexual pleasure with her fingers in the way that I wanted to give her sexual pleasure with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
I ejaculated a huge load of cum all over my chest, my stomach, and my hand. I imagined having sex with her. I visualized eating her pussy. I imagined making love to her and fucking her. I pictured myself cumming in her pussy and impregnating her. Only, she was no longer able to get pregnant.
I envisioned her stroking me and sucking me. I imagined cumming in her beautiful mouth and her swallowing my cum. I envisioned cumming again, this time all over her face, in her beautiful hair, and all over her big tits.
# # #
Before having stripped herself naked, I imagined making out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes. I imagined slowly stripping her naked and touching, feeling, and fondling her everywhere that a foster son should never see, touch, feel, and fondle his naked foster mother. I imagined making slow, passionate love to her while continuing to make out with her. I thought about her wanting to have sex with me as much as I want to have sex with her.
Then, I imagined humping her faster and humping her harder. I visualized fucking her. I envisioned cumming in her warm and wet pussy. Finally, I pictured myself rolling her over, and fucking her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock.
'Alexander! Oh, my God, Alexander,' I imagined her saying!
I visualized her wrapping her arms around my neck and her long legs around my back.
'Don't stop. Hump me faster, Alexander. Hump me harder,' I envisioned her saying.
I imagined her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps.
'Fuck me, Alexander! Fuck me.' I envisioned her saying! 'Fuck your mother. Fuck mommy. Fuck me," I pictured her verbalizing. 'Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck mommy!'
# # #
Too embarrassed to mention what happened, I didn't tell my friends that my foster mother stripped herself naked in front of me, and posed for me while naked. I didn't tell them that she sucked her nipples and fingered herself while I watched. With them all enamored with her, always talking about what a MILF she is, they'd never believe me. After going out with my friends for a couple of beers, I returned home to find that my mother had been drinking.
Getting tipsy on only two glasses of white wine, she had nearly finished the bottle. With her slurring her words, and laughing over everything and over nothing, she was a little drunk. Thankfully, she was a happy drunk and not a mean and nasty drunk.
I made some coffee and poured her a cup. Still too early to go to bed, we sat on the couch and watched television together. As if she was my wife or my girlfriend instead of my foster mother, she moved closer to me, lifted my arm, and put it around her shoulders. Especially after seeing her naked, I loved holding her. As if she belonged there, she felt so good in my arms.
I hugged her and she snuggled into me while resting her hand on my toned stomach. She felt my six-pack with her fingers. Then, something she's never done before, she slowly moved her hand lower. She rested her hand on the bulge that I had in my jeans. As if enamored by my throbbing cock that immediately grew bigger and harder, she mindlessly fondled the head of my cock through my pants with her fingertips.
She looked up at me and smiled. As if she wasn't pretty enough, when she smiled, she was more beautiful. Then, with her still full of surprises, she stunned me by what she asked next.
"Oh, my," she said. "You have an erection. Did I do that to you," she asked with a laugh?
She continued fingering my cock through my jeans. Then, she looked up at me and smiled. She shocked me with what she said next.
"May I see it," she asked?
She looked up at me and smiled again. Pretending that I didn't understand what she wanted to see, not believing that she asked me such a question, I played Mickey the Dunce.
"See what, mom," I asked?
She cupped my package through my jeans.
"May I see your penis, Alexander," she asked?
# # #
I looked at her shocked. Never have I been as sexually excited as I was now. As if a drumroll of sexual anticipation hardened my cock, my foster mother wanted to see my penis.
"With you having seen mommy naked, show me your cock, Alexander. I want to see it," she said.
Not waiting for my response, she unbuttoned my jeans.
"It's been a long time since I've seen a naked, erect prick," she said.
She laughed.
"It's been years since I've held one in my hand. It's been longer since I've taken one in my mouth," she said.
Showing me the whore that I never knew she was, she laughed again.
"It's been even longer since I felt a man buried in my pussy," she said while nodding her inebriated head.
She slowly pulled down my zipper while staring up at me and smiling.
"Show mommy your penis, Alexander," she said. "I want to see it. I want to take it in my hand and hold it. I want to stroke it."
She smiled up at me.
"Would you like mommy to give you a hand job? Would she like to cum for mommy," she said slurring her words.
She parted my jeans wide open to expose my bulging, white briefs. Then, she felt my big, hard, and throbbing bulge through my underwear. She pushed open the tops of my underwear and stuffed her hand inside. She touched the head of my big dick with her fingertips.
Then, she wrapped her long, thin fingers around my cock. She squeezed my prick, pushed down my briefs, and removed my cock. She wrapped her long, thin fingers around my prick and she slowly stroked my dick.
While continuing to slowly stroke me, she looked up at me. She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Would you like me to give you a hand job," she asked again? "Would you like to cum for your mother?"
# # #
Obediently obeying her, I lifted my hips from the couch and pulled down my jeans to my ankles. I kicked off my sneakers and removed my jeans. She pushed down my underwear, and I pushed them down further, and kicked them off.
My erect prick popped out of my underwear as if my cock was a Jack-in-the-box. She took me in her hand and squeezed my cock. Then, resting her head on my shoulder, she stared down at my erection as if she had never seen a naked, erect prick.
Ever so slowly, she continued stroking me. My inebriated mother was giving me a slow hand job. She smiled up at me before leaning over me. She took me in her mouth. My mother was blowing me. She was stroking my cock while sucking my prick. She temporarily removed my cock from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Alexander. Cum," she said. "Cum for mommy. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said.
Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she took my prick in her mouth again. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper.
"Cum, Alexander. Cum," she said, removing my cock from her mouth again to speak before reinserting it.
# # #
Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a big load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed.
She kissed me on the lips, and after she blew me, we made out. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I felt her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown.
She removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders and arms from her nightgown straps. She allowed the bodice of her nightgown to fall to her waist. As soon as she was topless, I was all over her naked breasts.
I stared at them. I touched them, felt them, and fondled them while fingering her erect nipples. Then, in the way that she leaned down to suck my cock, I leaned down to suck her nipples.
I reached my horny hand beneath her nightgown. I cupped her naked pussy in the palm of my hand while sliding a slow finger along her pussy slit. I parted her pussy lips with my finger and rubbed her swollen clit. Finger fucking her, I masturbated her.
Then, returning the favor of her giving me oral sexy by giving her oral sex, I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I continued fingering her pussy while licking her cunt. I ate my foster mother's cunt.
"Alexander! Alexander. Oh, my God, Alexander! I'm cumming. Mommy's cumming," she said.
She pulled my head forward and rubbed my face all over her wet pussy. I had her vaginal secretions all over my face, in my hair, and in my mouth. She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Then, instead of resting, she mounted me.
She sat on me cowgirl style. She reached down and parted her pussy with my cock. She lovingly humped me. Then, she turned around and mounted reverse cowgirl style. Instead of making love, we were fucking. I fucked my foster mother and she fucked.
Finally, I turned her over and mounted her. I fucked her fast. I fucked her hard. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. In the way that I fucked her, she fucked me.
# # #
The next day, I heard her talking to our next-door neighbor, her friend, Carol, on her cell phone. I hid upstairs outside of my bedroom while listening to her conversation.
"Well, I finally did it, Carol. I took your advice. I stripped myself naked and showed him my naked body. Then, when he came home from having a beer with his friends, I had sex with him. After I blew him, I fucked him," she said.
She laughed.
"You would? Seriously? You'd want to see his naked prick? I'm sure if you came over tomorrow night and showed him something, he may return the favor of your exhibitionism with his exhibitionism and dick flash you," she said.
The next night with Carol sitting on the couch with my mother, I served them coffee and cookies. While in the kitchen, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Then, I pulled my big dick from my pajama pee hole. Concealing my erect, naked cock beneath, I carried a tray of coffee, coffee cups, creamer, sugar, and cookies.
As soon as I put the tray down on the coffee table, my one-eyed Jack stared at my mother and my next-door neighbor. Carol stared at my naked prick as if she had never seen an erect cock. I dick flashed her whenever she visited.
# # #
I overheard my mother talking to her sister, Sapphire. After she told her that we were having sex and that I had regularly dick flashed out next-door neighbor, she wanted to come for a visit. Flying from California, she stayed for a week.
During that time, I not only dick flashed her several times but I pulled my toilet flushing peeing move on her, too. In the way that I flashed her my erect naked prick, she flashed me her big breast. Finally, with my mother, our neighbor, Carol, and my mother's sister, Sapphire, inebriated after drinking two bottles of wine, we all had sex.
My mom watched me having sex with her sister before watching me having sex with our neighbor. Then, I had threesome sex with Carol and Sapphire. While Carol sat on my face, Sapphire blew me. Then, switching, Sapphire sat on my face while Carol blew me. She stroked my cock while sucking my prick. We spent the week that my mom's sister was here having sex.
When I wasn't having sex with my mother, I had sex with her sister. When I wasn't having sex with them, I had sex with Carol. I loved having threesome sex with Sapphire and Carol as much as I loved having sex with my mother and her best friend.
The End
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# # #
Continued from Chapter 06: Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman
Tyrone moved forward pushing with one, big, flat immovable hand against his chest. Mike pushed him back.
"Hey! What about me," asked Tyrone?
He watched Christopher leaving with Susan. The last time he'd be seeing him alive, Chris turned to look at Tyrone.
"What about you?"
Chris laughed.
"Don't worry. I have plans for you," he said.
Christopher gave him a hard stare before giving him a big toothy grin.
"Trust me, I'm leaving you in capable hands. Besides, there's no more you. You no longer exist. You're a dead man," said Christopher.
He laughed.
"By the way, Tyrone, I don't know if Simone, Carmen, and Lucy told you but," he paused to let out a big laugh. "They quit," he said.
One of the Navy SEALs stepped closer behind him to make his presence known to Tyrone. A monster of a man, Tyrone turned to look up at him. He made his bodyguards look like small men.
"You are one, big, ugly, mo'fucker, white man," said Tyrone with a laugh.
He stared up at him towering over him.
"Alright, alright, you got me Christopher. You got my attention. Let's just call this a mistake of poor judgment on my part. You dig? I apologize."
Chris laughed.
"I don't accept your apology.
Chris slowly shook his head before looking at Susan.
"Do you accept his apology, Susan," he asked?
She turned to look at Tyrone as if she was going to spit on him.
"No," she said. "I don't accept his apology."
"I didn't know that she was your woman. You dig? My mistake," he said. "I'm sorry."
Tyrone put his hands together as if he was praying. With them all big men, none of them under 6' 5" tall, and all of them holding automatic rifles, Tyrone looked from one man to the other man.
"I'm sorry," said Tyrone again. "I apologize. I'm sorry for hitting you miss and having my men strip you naked," he said to Susan. "That was wrong. I'm sorry for sticking my finger inside of you, miss," he said.
Christopher stared at Tyrone long and hard with new found rage after he confessed that he stuck his finger inside of her pussy. If he had any chance of letting him go before, he signed his death warrant now.
"I'm sorry, I really am. Let's call this a truce and let bygones be bygones. What do you say? Let's shake on it," said Tyrone.
He lifted his head and offered Christopher his handcuffed hand.
"When we all go downstairs, drinks are on the house."
# # #
Christopher turned to give Tyrone a hard look.
"You stuck your dirty finger inside of my woman?"
Tyrone made a face as if he was caught with his hand in a cookie jar instead of him admitting that his finger was in Susan's pussy.
"I'm sorry. I promise it won't happen again," said Tyrone.
Christopher laughed.
"You promise that it won't happen again?"
He laughed again.
"You must be as stupid as I thought you were for daring to mess with my woman. I don't take kindly to another man kidnapping my woman. You went too far beyond the truce of letting bygones being bygone's part when you stripped her naked, hit her, and stuck your finger inside of her," said Christopher.
He slowly shook his head from side to side while making a stone cold, angry face.
"There's no forgiving that," he said.
Christopher looked up at the huge Navy SEAL standing behind Tyrone. Instead of fearing for his life as he should have, Tyrone showed his defiance.
"Yeah, well, you know what? I'd do it again. I'd fuck your girlfriend up her ass. Then, I'd stick my shit covered cock in her mouth and force her to blow me. You dig mo'fucker? You arrived just in time before I fucked your woman anally and had her suck me," he said.
Christopher nodded his head to Mike.
"Here's his wallet, his license, his registration, and car keys," said Christopher, picking the keys off the coffee table where Mike had put them. "Here," he said, handing Tyrone a pen and his registration. "Sign that over to him."
He gave Tyrone the title to the building that housed his strip club and his apartment to sign.
"Sign that and I'll fill in the names of the owners, the witness, and the notarization later," he said.
Mike put a big hand on Tyrone's shoulder and squeezed. Tyrone immediately signed the registration over to him and his building over to whoever.
"There's a black Escalade parked out front. Put that on a ship to North Africa. He won't be needing a Cadillac where he's going," said Christopher with a laugh. "The five of you can split the proceeds and whatever else you found in his safe as my payment in appreciation for today."
# # #
Mike stuck out his big hand for Christopher to shake.
"Thanks, Christopher," said Mike.
The other two SEALs shook Chris's hand.
"Thanks, Christopher," said the other two, Navy SEALs.
The two Delta Force men shook Chris's hand.
"Thanks, Christopher," said the men in black.
Not bad for a few hours of work, they all earned more than four-hundred-thousand-dollars each. Tyrone looked from one SEAL to the other SEAL and from one Delta Force man to the other Delta Force man.
"Fuck you all," said Tyrone. "You don't scare me. I ain't afraid of nothin' and nobody, you dig?"
Tyrone turned to look up behind him at a SEAL who was wider and taller than his doorway. He moved his hand forward as if to shake Tyrone's hand. Instead, as if breaking a stack of boards placed on cinder blocks, in the way that Bruce Lee did with little movement, he tapped Tyrone's temple with the knuckle of his index finger with his right hand.
As if the Delta Force man was Sean Connery as Lt. Col. Alan Caldwell in The Presidio, he used his knuckle instead of using his thumb. Tyrone was out cold. He slumped to the floor as if he was hit to the back of the head with a baseball bat.
In the way that serial killer, Dexter, covered everything with plastic, Christopher's buddies covered the floor, the furniture, and the walls with plastic. They lifted Tyrone, placed him on the plastic, and with five swift Samurai strokes, the SEAL removed Tyrone's head, legs, and hands with a razor-sharp machete. His head went in one plastic bag, his legs in two other plastic bags, his hands in another plastic bag, and the rest of him in a fifth construction, plastic bag. Just taking out the garbage, they dumped the remains of him in five different trash dumpsters.
# # #
Navy SEAL and Homeless Woman, #07:
Agreeing to move in with him, Christopher and Susan became a couple.
Christopher called Pete to tell the two men that they could pick up their belongings.
Christopher and Susan walked to his apartment.
"Are you okay?"
He asked her when they arrived in front of his apartment.
"Am I okay," she said, making a face? "I thought they were going to rape me. I thought they were going to kill me. Not allowing them to see my fear, never have I been as scared," she said.
Chris put his arm around her and hugged her.
"I'm sorry," he said.
Maybe, because he found her tied to a strippers' pole naked but he was already sexually aroused that eight men, Tyrone, his two bodyguards, and Christopher five friends, saw her naked.
"You're so calm. I can't believe you're so calm. You're really a piece of work Christopher," she said pushing at his shoulder. "Maybe because your entire life has been war, death, violence, and destruction, it doesn't affect you in the way that it affects others," said Susan.
She shook her head while staring up at him.
"Based on how you go through life numbly after killing someone, apparently you don't know how you're supposed to feel," she said.
She looked up at him and looked as if she was about to cry. She looked at him with anger.
"How do you think I am?"
He looked at her as if he didn't understand.
"What? Sorry. I don't understand."
# # #
He truly didn't understand what she had just said. He stopped listening to her when she started yelling at him. With both of them afflicted with Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome and each one handling their emotional condition differently, she was filled with rage, and he was calm as if having just completed a mission. He was trained not to feel emotions.
Yet, one just had to scratch the surface with her for her hair to stand up on the back of her neck. Indeed, perfect for one another, as both of them played that troubled game, as soon as she raised her voice to him, he tuned her out. He didn't want to hear it. He knew what he had to do and he did it. He saved her ass.
"I don't understand why you're so angry Susan," he said. "You're okay now. I saved you. We're together again."
In the way that Tyrone and his two men had stripped her naked, he wanted to strip her naked and fuck her. He wanted to dominate her and control her so that she'd just shut the Hell up. He wanted to show her that he was the boss man and she was the lowly woman.
"You don't understand why I'm so angry? How could you not understand why I'm so angry? I'm angry, Christopher. I hate how men look at me, stare at me, and sexually want me when they don't even know me."
She stared at him without talking.
"After being kidnapped, stripped naked, slapped around by three men, and finger fucked by that asshole, do you really think that I'd be okay?"
As if thinking about all that happened, she paused while he wondered if she was as sexually aroused being stripped naked as he was sexually excited seeing her tied to the stripper's pole without her clothes.
"Tyrone stuck his finger inside of me while touching me and feeling me everywhere. That dirty bastard was intent on raping me. As he does with all of the whores that he hires, he wanted to fuck me in my ass. He was determined for me to blow you," she said. "As soon as he returned upstairs, he wanted me to suck his cock. If it wasn't for you and your men, no doubt, all three men would have gangbanged me."
She looked at him with anger. Christopher put his head down as if he was supposed to feel more than what he felt. Certainly, he felt glad that Susan was safe and sound but she blamed him for putting her in danger, when she was the one who put herself in danger. She was the one who had walked out on him. She was the one who left his protection to go for a walk in the early morning. He didn't understand why she was so angry about that now.
"Don't worry about Tyrone. He's dead," he said.
# # #
The only thing he felt now was anger after giving his men the order to behead Tyrone. The only thing he felt was vengeance when he knew that Tyrone was dead. He was glad that the proceeds of his sold truck, the proceeds in his safe, would go as payment to his buddies for helping him. He was happy that the ownership of his building and strip club would go to someone who deserved it.
The only other thing that he felt was sexual excitement by the thought of Susan tied to the pole and standing there naked in front of three black men and his three Navy SEAL buddies, and his two Delta Force friends. Nine men, including himself, saw Susan naked. Instead of feeling shame and embarrassment for her, he felt sexual excitement.
Proud that she was his woman, at least he hoped she was, with them only human, his buddies must have been beside themselves with lust when seeing Susan's hot, naked body, and her giant, sized breasts. An unspoken code between them, knowing they'd never speak of it or say to anyone, he wondered what his buddies thought of Susan's hot body. Moreover, they'd never cheat on him with her.
Proud of her naked body, he knew that they all saw her without her clothes. He knew they were looking and staring. Having entered the room after his buddies entered the room, no doubt, they didn't see as much of Susan as Tyrone and his two men had.
He now had second thoughts about allowing the other two men to go free after stripping Susan naked and touching and feeling her everywhere they shouldn't have felt her. Who knows, maybe he turned their lives around? Maybe after putting the fear of God in them, they'd take that as a second chance to give up drugs, the prostitution, and the violence. With his men quickly able to easily disarm them, those two weren't cut out for that line of work.
# # #
"I'm sorry that Tyrone sexually assaulted you but, if it means anything to you at all, I can promise you that he'll never touch you again," he said.
Outraged that he had fingered his woman, he should have had his big man cut off his fingers while he was still conscious before cutting off his head. In the way that some of his men have been tortured and killed by the Taliban, a slow death would have more befitted Tyrone for what he's done to women, especially to his woman. In addition to how he harmed Susan, he deserved a slow death because of how he treated and disrespected his hooker friends, Carmen, Simone, and Lucy.
Tyrone was lucky he hadn't had the time to force Susan to blow him. Then, instead of showing him mercy by having his big man make just five, quick cut, loping off pieces of him at a time, he would have had his man torture him while he was fully conscious. He would have made him feel real pain before he died.
"You don't have a clue how I feel to ask me that question. You should know how I feel," she said.
No longer looking at him and sitting angrily quiet for a moment with her arms folded across her big breasts.
"I thought they were going to rape me and gangbang me before killing me," she said softly as if talking to herself with her eyes welling up with tears. "Having been gangbang by four of her half-brothers, I didn't want to go through that horror again."
She looked up at him looking down at her.
"I thought I'd never see you again," she said, pausing to look at him before finishing the last of what she said in a whisper. "I thought I'd never get to tell you how I feel about you."
Even though she had said that she loved him in her sleep, he was stunned by her admission that she had feelings for him. Acting as if she hated him and wanted to kill him, to hear her confess that she had feelings for him was something he's been waiting to hear. Finally, she confessed her feelings for him.
"You have feelings for me?"
He looked at her still feeling hurt, angry, and rejected that she walked out on him after telling her that he loved her.
"Tell me. How do you feel about me?"
He looked at her waiting for her to respond and continued talking when she didn't.
"Now that I've already told you how I feel about you, and you didn't tell me how you feel about me, tell me how you feel about me" he said, looking at her with love while waiting for her to answer him.
Then, when she didn't answer him, he told her what he expected her to say.
"Tell me how do you feel about me," he said again, insisting that she'd tell him.
# # #
He wanted to reach out and hold her but, too far of a divide to cross, he didn't want to pressure her until she was ready to admit that she loved him. Instead, he put his arm around her and while having an intimate moment with her. Maybe, if she told him that she loved him, he would have kissed her.
In the horny way that he felt right now, she would have taken offense when he reached down to cup her sweet ass with one hand while feeling her big breasts with his other. Instead, he just reached out to pat and squeeze her shoulder before rubbing her left ear with his right hand as if she was a dog. He left his arm around her and they walked inside of his apartment like that.
Not knowing what else to do, Christopher wasn't very good at intimate moments, especially when fully dressed. Apparently not much better than he was at showing her feelings, better at showing her anger, she seemed tensely uncomfortable with the conversation and with him putting her on the spot. As if he was a pesky mosquito, she voiced her obvious frustration for him to communicate with her by swatting his hand away from her ear.
"Stop that," she said, brushing his hand away. "I'm not your dog," she said with a laugh. "Gees, Christopher, for someone who knows how to handle himself in every situation, you're at a loss when it comes to women."
Kettle black he wanted to say. She should talk because in the way she was acting now, other than fighting them, hitting them, kicking them, and punching them, she was at a loss when it came to handling men, too. They were both much alike in that regard. Both would rather be physical than emotional. Of course, with him more than her. Again, him more than her, both would rather punch and kick than talk.
"Sorry," he said looking at her. "So how are you? You never told me how you are."
He persisted in wanting to know her feelings but changed the subject when she didn't volunteer to tell him how she felt about him or about herself.
"I don't have a clue how you are other than that you're angry at me and I don't know why," he said.
He threw up his hands in frustration.
# # #
He wondered if she loved him as much as he loved her. He wondered if this was the beginning of something good and everlasting, or something bad and devastating with her breaking his heart. Just as he thought that, he panicked that his life would change without her in it for good. Then, he thought, what if she didn't want him. What if this was the end and the last time seeing her.
"How do you think I am after eight, strange men saw me naked," she said, playing with the bottom of her blouse.
He shrugged as if it didn't matter that eight men saw her naked when it did.
"Oh, that, yeah, well, you'll never see Tyrone's associates again and the only time you'll see my friends again is at their fourth of July barbeque," he said with a dirty, little laugh.
He imagined her drunk and topless at one of his friend's pool parties, as are all of the other women in attendance, only she didn't drink. She didn't even smoke. And after her reaction now about being naked in front of eight, strange men, there's no way she'd be topless at one of his friend's drunken, pool parties.
"Great. I won't bother wearing any clothes so that they'll recognize me. They won't have to go to the trouble of undressing me with their eyes," she said with a laugh.
He could only imagine her walking in his friend's backyard topless and/or naked. He could only imagine the reaction of his friends and the outrage of their wives and girlfriends. He'd loved nothing better than to show off her hot body to the guys.
# # #
"My friends aren't like that Susan. Guys who'd give their life for you have more respect for you than to hit on your woman," he said.
Yet, all of his friends were horny dogs. Glad to be alive when they returned home and not knowing if they'd survive their next mission, once they were drunk, whether they were with wives, girlfriends, mothers, daughters, and/or sisters, all women were fair game and most women gave them whatever they wanted.
"These are my best buddies from combat and there are lines that we never cross, especially when it comes to wives and girlfriends," he said looking at her.
When he said your woman, he thought of her as being his woman. Waiting for her to say differently, he waited for her to react to him referring to her as his woman but she didn't. He hoped that she liked him calling her his woman as much as he liked the idea of her being his woman. Now that he's with her again, he'd like to have her as a permanent fixture in his life, that is, as long as she took anger management classes or therapy for her Post Traumatic Stress.
"If you're waiting for me to say thank you, thank you," she said, turning her head to make eye contact with him. "I'm alive and in one piece thanks to you and your friends," she said. "I don't know what they would have done to me had you not appeared. Thank you for saving me," she said again. "No doubt, with me fighting back, they probably would have killed me after they raped me."


# # #
Alive in one piece was more than he could say for Tyrone thought Christopher when thinking about his body in several construction bags and tossed in different dumpsters. No doubt, never to be found again, he'd soon be on a barge to be dumped out at sea or on his way to be part of a landfill.
"I'm glad you're okay. I don't know what I'd do if they..." he said not finishing the thought.
She surprised him by what she said next. Something that he never heard her say, she said now.
"I need a drink," she said.
She walked over to where he kept his bottles of bourbon, gin, and vodka and poured herself a drink. She drank that and poured herself another one.
"Do you want one," she asked looking over at him?
Not wanting a drink, he waved his hands no.
"I'm sorry about not coming to your rescue sooner before Tyrone stripped you naked and," he paused with the thought of Tyrone fingering Susan. "Had Simone not told me that Tyrone took you, I wouldn't know where you were. Once I knew that you were taken, it took me some time to get a team together. Knowing that he'd have protection, I didn't dare go there alone."
She looked at him dumbfounded.
"A team? Weighing your options as if you're a tactical planner for the Pentagon, everything is military strategy with you," she said.
He nodded his head.
"That's all that I know. Diving in the deep end of the pool without checking for water first is how you get yourself killed," he said. "I'm way beyond that. I plot and plan my every move first. If I don't think of something, my team will."
# # #
He looked at her looking at him.
"Weighing my options is what I've been trained to do, Susan. Most times able to remove my emotions from the equation, the men who aren't able to stay calm die," he said. "Doing the job that I'm trained to do, I'm alive because I don't get angry. I just get even."
She slammed her empty glass down on the counter.
"You don't know what it's like to be taken like that and to be so abused," she said, wrapping her arms around herself as if she as cold. "First those three men trying to rape me in the alley, and then Tyrone, never so scared, I felt so helpless Christopher."
Not knowing how else to comfort her, he confessed how he felt in a similar situation.
"Trust me Susan, I know what it's like to feel helpless. Having been held prisoner of war myself before, I know how you feel. You said that I don't know how you feel but for me to sense you were in danger, I must have had a clue to how you felt," he said.
"Rushing to your aid and rescuing you, I saved your ass again, didn't I?" He looked at her with hurt. "After you ran out on me without even leaving me a note and without even acknowledging me telling you that I love you, I could have let you go but I had a feeling you needed my help."
Christopher fell silent. After riding in a Hummer again, he had flashbacks of riding around in an armored vehicle in Iraq and Afghanistan. Ready to kill anyone who made a threatening move, even though he was honorably retired from the United States Navy, nothing in how he felt about being ready for danger changed in him. Never letting his guard down, he was aware of every person and every car on the street.
# # #
"Being with you is like living with a superhero," she said with seriousness. "Sometimes in the way I always seem to put myself in danger, you make me feel as dumb as Lois Lane. You're bigger than life Christopher, the big, bad, retired Navy SEAL who took on the world and lived to talk about it."
She laughed.
"Glad that you donned your superhero uniform again to save me, you need to stop this avenger kick that you're on because you're not 30-years-old anymore. Besides, even though you still have the body to wear tights, I can't see you wearing a cape," she said with another laugh.
He nodded his agreement.
"I know and you're right but I did it for you," he said looking at her with love. "Now that you're safe and Tyrone is no longer a problem, let's stay home today. Tomorrow, we'll shop for a bed. Tomorrow, I want to buy you clothes and everything else you need, makeup, perfume, and whatever else you want. Tomorrow, I'll give you money to have your hair, makeup, and manicure done," he said. "Tomorrow, we can discuss our future together, if there is to be one."
She looked around his apartment that looked more like a barracks.
"Home?" She looked at him. "You mean here, your place and not the shelter where I've been living. Is this my home now? Is your home my home?"
He nodded his head.
"Yes, my place, that is, until you can make other arrangement or until we can find a bigger place to make it your own," he said looking over at her. He walked over to her to take her hand in his hand as if he was about to propose. "Move in with me Susan. Live with me. I know you may not feel the same way that I already confessed how I feel about you, but let's give this a try and see what happens. Maybe you'll love me in time."
She nodded her head.
"Being that I'm homeless, unemployed, and poor, you give a girl without options an attractive offer with a place to live, food to eat, and spending endless hours shopping for furniture and a bed," she said looking at him. "You are going to buy a bed, right? You are going to put that ugly, too small, lumpy, Navy SEAL barracks cot in storage. Right?"
He looked at her and smiled already knowing her answer that she was going to live with him. Two peas in a pod, she was just as unable to reveal her real feelings as he was unable to show how he truly felt about her without first being in bed with her naked.
"Yes, even though the only beds I've slept in are flat, Navy barracks cots and beds infested with bedbugs at cheap motels, I will buy us a bed," he said smiling at her. "Okay?"
She smiled at him.
"Good. It's been a long while since I've slept in my own bed and I just don't want any bed. I want one of those memory foam beds that they advertise on TV. I want a king size bed," she said.
She laughed.
"It would be good to finally spread out in a big bed instead of having to sleep on my side as if I'm a prisoner in a prison cell," she said. "I want one of those remote-control beds that raises your head and/or your legs."
# # #
"Make a list and we'll go shopping tomorrow."
She looked at him with disappointment.
"Tomorrow? No, not tomorrow. I want and need to go shopping today. After all that's happened to me, I have a lot on my mind and shopping always makes me feel better, especially when I'm spending someone else's money," she said with a chuckle.
She laughed while looking at him with curiosity.
"You do have money to afford to buy a bed and furniture. Right?"
He laughed.
"I served overseas, Susan," he said with a proudly satisfied smile. "I was a career SEAL."
He puffed out his chest with pride.
"More than that, in the way of a real-life Rambo, I was the go-to guy that the colonel called in to create the team needed to clean up the mess that the generals made. The first one in and the last one out, money has never been an issue for me, especially after being one of the first ones in Iraq and in Saddam Hussain's palace," he said with a little grin.
She looked at him with sadness.
"It must have been so awful for you to have served over there. I can only imagine the bugs," she said with a shudder. "I can't imagine."
He laughed.
"More devastating than bullets," he said with a shudder. "Many of the bugs were much bigger than tarantulas. They always had a way of finding their way into my fatigues."
He closed his eyes while allowing the memory of huge camel spiders to fill his mind.
"Creepy crawlers and flyers, some of them were big enough to shoot, and we did," he said with a laugh. "I hate bugs, especially big bugs," he said.
# # #
"There were so many worthless dinars laying around that I could have paved the streets of New York with them," said Christopher.
He shook his head.
"We found nearly one billion dollars in American money in cash, stacked neatly and wrapped in plastic as if just received from the Federal Reserve for reparation payments of a just bombed country. It's funny that Saddam didn't trust his own economy enough to buy dinars instead of dollars," he said. "Moreover, he didn't believe in banks. He hid his money in his palace walls."
He nodded his head.
"I still don't know why he just didn't take his treasure troves of American money and leave his country. A dozen third world countries would have welcomed him and his money with open arms," he said. "I think he thought that his army would protect him from the invading infidels, the Americans," he said with a laugh.
He shook his head.
"As if I was touring the mint in Washington or one of the Federal Reserve banks in Boston, New York, or Philadelphia, I never saw as much money. Too much and too heavy to take with us, we all took as much cash as we could carry in our backpacks, especially the generals," he said. "They had duffel bags filled with money."
# # #
Susan laughed.
"Iraq? After all of those air raids, that place was nothing more than a bombed-out shithole," said Susan. "From the news photos they showed on TV, there was nothing left of it."
Christopher nodded in agreement.
"Along with members of Saddam's personal Republican Guard and his loyal and most trusted men, you have no idea how many United States officers and enlisted men enriched themselves after raiding Saddam Hussein's palaces. They grabbed money by the millions of dollars. With a million-dollars in one-hundred-dollar-bills weighing 27-pounds, we took as much as we could carry. Not wanting to be the one to rat, everyone turned a blind eye," he said.
He gave Susan a snide smirk.
"Pocket change for him, Saddam nearly a billion dollars lying around in cash, stashed, and hidden behind walls. Everywhere we looked, we found stashes and caches of money," he said.
"We reportedly recovered 1.7 billion dollars in cash, but there was much more than that. The rest was plundered by the American military and went missing. Many men went home rich. Easy to find the money, the trick is to get the money out of the country and home without being detected and having the money confiscated."
She looked at him confused.
"How in the Hell do you do that when you're surrounded by other men in uniform and answering to commanding officers?"
He laughed.
"You really don't want to know," he said with a smug laugh. "Yet, so long as you had the contacts that I had, the easiest way out was to remove your uniform, cross the border into Jordan, and make your way to North Africa, but you needed inside help and plenty of cash to grease hands along the way to do that," he said.
He remained silent while remembering.
"Instead, most guys just wanted to go home rich. I was the guy they came to for that, too. With all the people that I knew and contacts that I had, for a percentage, I was the man who could make that happen. What they did to launder that money after it was in the country was their problem and not mine."
# # #
Susan looked at him shocked.
"I don't think I want to know any more other than that we have enough money to buy what we need," she said.
She fell silent to study him.
"Do you have enough money to buy me a car?"
He laughed.
"A car? Of course, yes, I have enough money to buy you a car. What kind of car and what color?"
He laughed while looking at her big tits and long legs.
"You'd look good in a red, Mustang Cobra convertible."
She looked at him as if analyzing him.
"Somehow, I get the feeling that none of this bothers you. It's just another Special Ops mission to you. You must miss living on the edge to get down and dirty with some of the miscreants who live around here, and who control this neighborhood with guns, drugs, and fear."
He laughed.
"After all that I survived in Iraq, Afghanistan, and every other God forsaken country I've been, nothing flusters me. Especially after spending two years in North Africa, the shithole of the world, where a 9-year-old would fill you with holes from a Kalashnikov rather than look at you. What happens here is child's play in comparison."
# # #
After they finished their conversation, before leaving to go shopping, unable to control his lust for her, he grabbed her by her long blonde hair and spun her around. As if he was one of the three men in the alley who tried to rape her, or Tyrone who stripped her naked, with her acting submissively wicked, she acted as if she wanted him to strip her naked.
Not stopping him, she allowed him to rip open her blouse, pull her bra off over her head without even unhooking it. Then, she allowed him to pull down her jeans without unbuttoning and/or unzipping it. With her standing in front of her topless, he pushed down, and removed her panties. With just four pieces of clothes removed, someone fun to play strip poker with, she was naked.
He picked her up and carried her to his bunk. He spread her legs and licked and fingered her until she screamed out an orgasm and begged for him to stop. He wanted to fuck her but she was more intent on sucking him. She fell between his legs, unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped him. She stopped and laughed when she saw what he was wearing.
"Are those Navy issued boxers?"
He laughed.
"What? I was on a mission. This is what I wear beneath my fatigues," he said, sharing her laugh.
She laughed, too.
"At ease, SEAL," she said. "No, on second thought, it's best that you stay at attention," she said with a laugh before impaling her mouth with his cock.
"God, I love sucking cock," she said. "I love sucking your big, hard dick."
She stroked him and she sucked him until he ejaculated the love and sexual passion he had for her in her mouth. Leaving him wanting more, she abandoned him in readiness for her shopping excursion. After getting cleaned up, as if they were already a couple and they were, they went shopping for furniture, a mattress, clothes for Susan, and for her car. Tomorrow, she'd pamper herself by getting her hair, makeup, and nails done.
# # #
"I was thinking about the kind of car that I'd like to drive," she said looking at him.
Figuring that she'd choose something expensive, he was surprised when she didn't.
"And have you decided?"
She gave him a look of moral modesty.
"The Mustang is too attention getting and I already get enough of that with my blonde hair and big tits," she said with a laugh.
He nodded his head in agreement.
"As long as the car you choose has a powerful engine, good brakes, and a manual transmission, I've always gone for the understated myself, which is why I drive the shit box that I drive," he said with a laugh.
As if pondering her decision, she looked up at him for his approval.
"I was thinking about a Volkswagen, a GTI, a two door with leather. I always liked those cars."
He smiled while nodding his head.
"Okay. That's a fun little car to drive. Only, I was thinking of something better," he said.
She looked at him with curiosity.
"What's that?"
He laughed.
"Originally, it was an English car but the Mini Cooper was bought out by BMW," he said. "They've gone from one of the least expensive cars to the most expensive car for its size. A fully loaded Mini Cooper can exceed fifty-thousand-dollars."
He laughed again.
"By the outside dimensions, a lot of people think that they're small inside but I have a friend who is 6' 4" tall and he can easily sit in the backseat."
With the nearest Mini Cooper dealership quite a distance away, they ordered a John Cooper Works (JCW) Mini Cooper style car in Blazing Blue Metallic online. The base sticker price before options was $46,900. They order the John Cooper Works style for $750 with the roof in the same color. They ordered 19" black wheels along with a JCW black interior. They ordered black sports stripes along with piano black exterior trim. The retail price came to $50,250.
To be continued...
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Sharing a Bed with my mom, Lorraine
Mother and son have sex when sharing a bed in a motel.
My name is Jason. I'm a twenty-year-old soon to be a freshman in college. My forty-two-year-old mom, Lorraine, drove me to look at colleges. On the way home, we got caught in a monsoon rainstorm.
With it raining so hard, too hard to see, cars were parked along the highway under overpasses. We luckily found a motel at the next exit. With others having the same idea, we were lucky to get the last room.
Only, with the room a very small room meant for one person, the room only had one full-sized bed and no couch. The room was behind the front reception desk and was meant for their motel employees who needed to stay overnight. It had one small bed, one chair, a desk, a bureau, and a TV. A very basic room that wasn't not much bigger than a large, walk-in closet, that's it. A room not meant to be rented, the room was so small that they charged us half-price.
"Oh, my," said my mother with a laugh. "This is such a small room. There's only one bed, Jason, and no couch."
She laughed again. She looked to see my reaction to the room having only one bed. She held out her arms to show me how narrow the room was. Then, she pushed herself against me while walking by me.
"I don't mind, mom. I can sleep on the floor," I said with a shrug.
She made a face.
"Don't be ridiculous. We can sleep in the bed together," she said. "We're mother and son. It's not like we're sister and brother."
# # #
As soon as she said that we could sleep in the bed together, something that I always had when alone with my mother, instantly and immediately, I had an erection. With me young, dumb, and filled with cum, a good-looking guy, as I'm told by my friends, she, no doubt, figured that I've already had sex, when I haven't. Sad to confess, I'm a virgin.
I'm embarrassed and ashamed to admit that I've masturbated numerous times over imagining my mom without her clothes and her having sex with me. Jerking off every morning and every evening, and in between, she's turned me into a masturbation machine. I'd love to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. Only, with her modestly moral and a church going woman, I've never seen more than her bra strap.
Too busy studying to receive high marks on my college boards, not taking the time to have a girlfriend, all of my friends have had sex but me. All of my friends have made out with women while feeling them through their clothes. They've had hand jobs and blowjobs. They stripped women naked, made love to them, and fucked them, too.
Other than giving myself one, I haven't even had a hand job. I've never had a blowjob. I've never kissed a woman on the lips while feeling her through her clothes. I can't wait to have sex. Even though I constantly masturbate over my MILF of a mother, my masturbation fantasy coming true, I'd love to have sex with her.
Only, when I think about it with a clearer head, that's gross. It's nasty to want to have sex with my mother. It's shameful and embarrassing to even think about having sex with her. Only, giving her the wrong impression, as I do now, lasting all night, I would definitely have a throbbing and pulsating erection when sleeping with her.
Planning to put a couple of pillows between us, and turning the other way, I'll stay on my side of the bed. Even though I sleep on my right side, I'll change my position and sleep on my left side, and on the edge of the bed. I won't even touch her. Something that I always do, I hope that I don't fart in bed. How embarrassing would that be?
"In the way that you slept with mommy after daddy died ten-years-ago, you don't mind sharing a bed with me, now, do you?"
While I undressed her and stripped her naked with my horny eyes, she gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile. With her never looking at me in that way, I wondered what she was thinking behind that sexy look and her naughty smile. She looked at me in the way that she looked at the gas station owner when he gave her full service. He pumps her gas, cleans her windshield, and checks her oil. No doubt, he'd love to stick his dipstick in my mom's mouth and/or her pussy.
# # #
I couldn't help looking at my mother with lust and sexual excitement. After sharing a bed with her, as soon as I arrive home, I'll be masturbating over sleeping with her. The bed was as big as the bed that I have at home. My mom has a king-sized bed.
"Don't worry, mom. I'll try and keep on my side of the bed," I said.
She laughed. Then, she said something that made my cock throb and pulsate in my jeans again.
"Nonsense," she said. "I don't mind you holding me, hugging me, cuddling, and spooning me. The room is cold. We'll keep each other warm," she said. "It's been a long time since I felt the comfort of a man's arms around me."
She gave me another sexy smile and a naughty look. She sat on the bed and when she did, with one leg under her and her knees parted plenty enough, she flashed me her blue panty clad covered crotch. I stared at my mom's panty clad pussy as if I have never seen a woman's panties before.
Then, when she leaned forward to remove her high heel shoes, she gave me a down blouse view of her long, line of sexy cleavage. I stared at her matching blue, low-cut bra. I loved my mother's big, double D cup breasts. I only wished that I could see them without her blouse and her bra.
# # #
"Wouldn't you like to hold me, hug me, cuddle me, and spoon me, Jason," she asked?
If I dared to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her,' I thought. 'I'd have a huge throbbing and pulsating erection. I'd probably prematurely ejaculate all over her nightgown cover ass.'
'Oh, Jason,' I imagined her saying. 'You made quite the mess of mommy. You gave my ass a cum bath,' I imagined her laughing.
'I'd love to cum for my mother,' I thought.
I nodded while smiling at her. I knew that as soon as she climbed in bed, her nightgown hem would be up to her waist. My underwear clad cock would be poking my mom in her naked ass. As it always does, my erect penis would escape from my boxer shorts pee hole and be up against my mom's naked ass.
# # #
"I'm going to take a shower," said my mother.
Instead of disappearing into the bathroom to undress, she shocked me when continued sitting on the bed while I sat facing her in the only chair in the room. Not believing my eyes, something she's never done before, I watched her unbutton her blouse and remove it in front of me. The first time that I saw her in her bra, I was unable to remove my horny eyes from her bra clad breasts.
I stared at the tops of her jiggling breasts. I stared at her long line of sexy cleavage in her blue, low-cut, double D cup bra. With her not wearing a padded bra but a sheer bra, I stared at the emerging impressions of her erect nipples, as soon as she removed her blouse. I love my mom's tits.
Glad that she was, she was wearing an unpadded bra. Why lingerie manufacturers make padded bras for women with double D cup breasts, is dumb. I knew her bra cup size from me touching in feeling her used bras in the laundry basket.
I love women with big tits, especially older, busty women. Again, I love my mom's big tits. With big breasted women running in my family, my mom has big tits, her sister, Audrey, has big tits, and my grandmother, Mary, has big tits. As much as I'd love to see my mom's naked breasts, I'd love to see my aunt's and my grandmother's naked breasts, too.
While staring harder and staring longer, as if I had Superman's X-ray eyes, I could clearly see her areolas, and the impressions of her big, erect nipples. Her symmetrical areolas were dark pink and her nipples were light pink. I wonder if my mom breastfed me. In the way that I sucked her nipples then, I'd love to suck her nipples now.
Then, shocking me again, she stood to unbutton and unzip her short skirt. Instead of undressing in the bathroom, allowing her skirt to fall to her ankles, she continued undressing in front of me. My first time seeing my mother in her French bikini panties and her low-cut bra, I stared as much at her bra clad breasts as I stared at her panty clad ass.
I could see her pussy mound through her sheer panties. I stared at her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her big patch of brown, bushy, pubic hair. Women look so much better in their bras and panties than they do when naked. I loved my mom's matching lingerie.
Holding my breath, and with sexual anticipation making my erection bigger and harder, I wondered if she was going to remove her bra in front of me. I'd love to watch her remove her bra straps from her shoulder and her arms from her bra straps. I'd love to see her reach around herself to unhook her three bra hooks. Then, I love to watch her remove her bra while holding her bra cups with her hands before removing one bra cup before removing the other bra cup.
After removing her bra and sitting in front of me while topless, I wondered if she'd stand and remove her panties. I'd love to see my mother's naked cunt. I'd love to see her brown, bushy pussy, her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her naked pussy slit. I'd love to watch her bend at the waist to gather her clothes while showing me her naked ass and the back of her pussy.
Only, while daring herself to do so, she didn't remove her bra and panties in front of me. Instead, I watched her walk to the mirror to brush her hair. Then, she walked around the room in her sexy underwear while unpacking her carry-on case and putting away her clothes in drawers and hanging up her clothes on hangers to hang in the closet. I loved it when she bent at the waist. As much as my mother has great tits, she has a shapely ass.
She looked so sexy and so shapely in her bra and panties. They perfectly fit her as if they were custom made for her. For a mature woman, she had one hell of a body.
She had a better body than all of my friend's mothers. They were all short and fat. I loved my mom's body. With them only having A cup or B cup breasts, she had a better body than all of my friends' girlfriends.
My cock throbbed and pulsated in my jeans again. Not even in bed yet and I was already horny. I couldn't wait to sleep with her. I couldn't wait to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her.
# # #
Show over, she disappeared in the bathroom, and turned on the shower water. As soon as she closed the bathroom door, and removed her bra and panties, she opened it. Then, she stuck her head out, and I could see the tops of her naked shoulders. She was naked. I only wished that I was standing across from the bathroom door. She shocked me by what she said next.
"Jason, honey. This bathroom has no exhaust fan. I'm going to leave the bathroom door open to let out the steam," she said.
She laughed.
"No peeking," she said with another laugh.
She leaned out a little more and her naked breasts leaned out with her. I saw my mother's naked tits.
# # #
She continued talking to me while she showered.
"I hope you don't mind if I sleep in the nude. I didn't bring an extra change of lingerie. I don't want to sleep in my bra and panties," she said.
She paused. Then, she laughed.
'My mom is sleeping naked. She wants me to hold, hug, cuddle, and spoon her naked body. Oh, my God,' I thought.
"You may sleep naked, too, if you'd like," she said.
'I couldn't believe it, my mom gave me her permission for me to sleep naked with her, too.'
If it wasn't enough that I'd be sleeping in the same bed with my mother, I'd be sleeping naked in the same bed with my naked mother. I'd be holding, hugging, cuddling, and spooning her naked body with my naked body, too.
'Wow,' I thought!
# # #
After she deliberately flashed me her naked breasts, daring myself to do so, I stood in the doorway of the bathroom door while talking to her loud enough for her to hear me over the running water. I could clearly see her naked silhouette through the sheer shower curtain. The running water made me want to pee.
"Mom," I said loud enough for her to hear me over the running water. "I have to pee."
"Okay," she said. "Just don't flush the toilet."
I returned her strip tease with my strip tease when she removed her blouse and skirt in front of me to expose her bra and panties. Instead of standing in front of the toilet with my back to the shower, I stood facing her. I slowly unbuttoned, unzipped, and pushed down my jeans. Then, I slowly pushed down my boxer shorts.
My erect, naked prick popped out as if my underwear was a Jack-in-the-box. My big dick pointed to her as if she was the chosen one. She turned her head to watch me. She could see my naked prick as much as I could see her big tits, her shapely ass, the naked outline of her beautiful body.
When done peeing, while holding up my erect cock in my hand as if showing it to her, I took my time drying myself. Then, with my underwear still down around my ankles and my erection pointing straight at her, I flushed the toilet. Immediately, she pushed back the shower curtain to poke out her head along with her naked breasts.
The second time seeing my mom's big, naked tits, she was deliberately flashing me. I stared at her huge knockers in the way that she stared at my erect, naked cock. I couldn't wait to sleep with her while we were both naked.
"Jason! I asked you not to flush the toilet," she said while still holding open her shower curtain. "Oh, my God! Hot. Hot. The water is so hot."
"Sorry, mom. I forgot," I said.
I pulled up my underwear and left the bathroom.
# # #
She emerged from the shower wearing only a towel. Not washing her hair, she was already in bed when I came out of the shower wearing a towel. I turned off the light.
As soon as I turned off the light, with the room not having any windows, it was completely dark. I literally couldn't see my hand in front of my face. As soon as I turned off the light, within a few seconds, my eyes adjusted to the darkness.
Then, when she turned to face me with her sheet pushed down to her waist, I could see the outline of her naked breasts. She stared at the outline of my naked, erect cock that tented my towel. I removed my towel and climbed naked in bed beside her.
Something that I'll be masturbating over later for the rest of my horny life, I couldn't believe that I was in bed naked with my naked mother. With the bed only a full-size bed and not even a queen-sized bed, I was already up against her. Not wanting to poke her naked ass with my erection, I pushed my big dick down with my hand.
# # #
Not having to snuggle up against my mother, she wiggled her ass while snuggling up against me. Then, she shocked me as much as she excited me, she took my arm and wrapped it around her waist. She wiggled her shapely ass against me again. Then, she took me by my wrist and moved my hand to her naked breast.
"This is how I used to sleep with your father with him up against me while he held my tit," she said. "Don't be shy. Cup mommy's tit. I like having my breast held while I'm sleeping," she said.
I took her big tit in my big hand. I felt it, squeezed it, and fondled it.
"Your breast is so firm and so soft at the same time," I said.
I continued holding while fondling her naked breast.
# # #
If it wasn't enough that my erect prick was against her naked ass, I was cupping her naked breast in the palm of my hand. As soon as I cupped her breast, her nipple erected and pushed against my hand. Daring myself to do so, I wanted to finger her erect nipple but I didn't.
"You may finger mommy's nipple," she said. "I like having my breast felt and my nipples fingered. That makes me feel good."
Immediately obeying her, I fingered her erect nipple while cupping her naked breast. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipple. My erect cock nearly rested between her ass cheeks throbbed and pulsated against her. I so wanted to hump her from behind but I didn't.
"Oh, my," she said. "Someone has an erection," she said. "Is mommy sexually exciting you, Jason?"
Practically humping me, sexually teasing me, she continued wiggling her naked ass against me.
We slept in that position for about half-an-hour before we turned the other way. In the way that I held onto her naked breasts, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my erection. I couldn't believe it; my mother was holding my naked prick in her soft and warm hand.
Again, I'll be masturbating over her holding my big dick for the rest of my horny life. Tempted to move my hips back and forth, I wondered what it would feel like for my mother to give me a forced hand job but I didn't. Indeed, I'd love to cum for my mother.
"You have a big cock, Jason, much bigger than your father's penis," she said, squeezing it while whispering in my ear and ever so slowly stroking it.
My mother was giving me a slow hand job. Returning the compliment, I told my mother that she has big tits.
"I love your big tits, mom. I love big breasted women," I said.
She laughed.
"Thank you," she said. "I hope you don't mind but I like holding your penis in my hand. With you going away for college soon, I hope you don't mind if I take sexual advantage of you before you go. Giving you something to masturbate over when alone in your dorm room, would you like mommy to give you a hand job," she asked?
"Oh, mom," I said. "I'd love to cum for you."
# # #
While she slowly stroked my cock, I turned to face her. I kissed her on her lips. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me while I continued touching, feeling, and fondling her enormous breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
"You have big tits, mom," I said. "I love your breasts."
Thank you," she said, pressing her naked breasts against my chest.
# # #
Unable to stop it, my cock throbbed and pulsated in her hand. She fingered the head of my prick with her index finger. Then, when I moved to my back, she cupped my testicles.
"Instead of masturbating you, something that you can do for yourself, would you like mommy to blow you," she asked? "I've love to suck your penis, Jason," said my mother.
She laughed.
"It's been years since I've blown anyone. I used to love to suck your cock, Jason," he said. "I took it as a compliment for a blowjob well done when a man ejaculated in my mouth and exploded a second load of his sexual excitement all over my face. I loved receiving cum baths," she said.
"Oh, mom," I said. "Yes, I would love for you to blow me."
She stroked me a little faster and a little harder.
"You may cum in my mouth. Would you like to cum in mommy's mouth," she asked? "I'd love to swallow you. "You may even give me a cum bath."
Again, she stroked me a little faster and a little harder.
"Would you like mommy to masturbate you or blow you, Jason," she asked? "I could make you cum either way, with my hand or with my mouth," she said. "Would you like that, Jason? Tell me what you would like."
Unable to answer her, I nodded my head in the dark. Then, I told her what I wanted.
"I'd rather have you blow me, mom, but not in the dark. I want to see you stroking my prick and watch you sucking my dick," I said. "I want to see you with my cum dripping from your pretty face and your beautiful hair while pooling on your naked breasts."
# # #
She turned on the light.
"I'll get some tissues," I said.
She laughed.
"I won't need any tissues," she said.
She threw the covers off of us and moved halfway down the bed in the dark. My mother took me in her hand to stroke me before she took me in her mouth to blow me. She stroked my cock while sucking my prick. My mother not only gave me the first hand job that I ever had, she gave me my first blowjob, too.
She stared up at me to show me my cock in her mouth. I put a gentle hand behind her brunette pretty head. I humped her mouth and I fucked her face while I felt and fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.


She removed my cock from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Jason. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth," she said. "I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said. "Cum, Jason. Cum."
She laughed.
# # #
It's been years since I gave your uncle Glen a blowjob at your father's funeral when he helped me to clean up and put away the food," she said.
I couldn't believe my mother blew her brother-in-law, my uncle Glen. I put a gentle hand behind my mom's brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face.
"I also blew his two best friends, Mike and Jimmy, when they visited me on the one-year anniversary of your dad's death," she said.
I never knew that my mom was a cocksucking whore. I wondered who else she's blown. She gave me another sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I love sucking cock. I love sucking your cock, Jason," she said. "You're so big and so hard. You have a beautiful prick."
"And I love your tits, mom," I said.
She rested quietly in my arms.
'I had sex with my mother,' I thought. My mom blew me. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum.'
"From this point forward, every time you come home from college, I'll have sex with you," she said. "Would you like that, honey? Would you like to sleep in mommy's bed?"
"Yes," I said.
"Don't stop Fondling my breasts and fingering my nipples. I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered when I'm giving a blowjob," she said.
# # #
It didn't take me long to cum in my mother's mouth. As soon as I did, she mounted me and moved my erection to part her pussy lips. Then, she kissed me, parted my lips with her tongue, and French kissed me. I was making out with my mother and she was making out with me.
She humped me slowly and lovingly. I made love to my mother while she made love to me. Then, humping me faster and humping me harder, no longer making love, she fucked me and I fucked her.
"Cum, Jason. Cum. Cum in mommy's pussy. Give me your baby," she said.
If it wasn't enough that she wanted me to cum in her pussy, she wanted me to give her a baby.
"I'm a virgin, mom," I said as if that made any difference now.
She laughed.
# # #
"You need more experience than I can give you. When we get home. I'll have my sister come over to the house. Would you like to have sex with your aunt, Audrey," she asked. "I know that she'd love to have sex with you."
She laughed.
'I couldn't wait to have sex with my thirty-nine-year-old aunt, Audrey. Maybe I could give her a baby, too," I thought.
"If you'd like, you could have sex with my mother, your grandmother, Mary, too," she said. "With her not having had sex in a long time, I know she'd love to have sex with you, too."
If it wasn't enough that I had sex with my mother and will be having sex with my aunt, Audrey, too. I couldn't wait to have sex with my sixty-four-year-old grandmother, Mary, too.
The End
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I'm a Stripper, Mom My Madam, #01
Mom hosts CFNM strip parties with her son as the stripper.
My name is Richard but everyone calls me Dick. I'm twenty-five-years-old. Once women get to intimately know me, in the way that they call the sheriff in Resident Alien, Big Black, they call me, Big Dick. Indeed, I have a long and thick cock.
Proud of my cock, seriously, my penis is eight and one-half inches when fully erect. Most women have never seen a prick the size of my massive member. They're accustomed to seeing puny, five-inch penises or, with them not having a man in their lives, not seeing any penises at all.
Fortunately for me, I have a secret fan base of older women, women twice my age. Again, lucky me, many women in my neighborhood are divorced or widows. They're always checking me out and staring at me.
Not having a clue, I wonder what they're thinking. I wonder if they want to have sex with me as much as I'd love to have sex with them. Looking more than ten-years-younger, some of these women are drop dead gorgeous. I have a thing for older women, especially older women, women my mother's age, with big breasts. As much as I'd love to have sex with any of them, I'd love to have sex with my MILF of a mother.
A small army of women without having men in their lives, my mom knows a lot of women who are lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated. Suffice to say, my mom Susan is one of those women, too. Alone without a man, other than me, she's a widow. My dad died from COVID back in 2019.
# # #
One morning while masturbating herself with her pink rabbit vibrator and her big black dildo, while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples, out of the blue, after cumming, she recognized an opportunity. With her in the same boat as many of her friends, she realized the need for lonely fifty-something-year-old women to have some sexy fun with younger men. Clearly, there was a market for that kind of sexual fun for women. Only, how would she do that and make it marketable to earn some money while doing it?
In the way that older men constantly and continually chase after younger women, men, especially older men, are more sexually attracted to women in their twenties than they are sexually attracted to women in their fifties. Forget about the older men who can no longer get and maintain erections, never mind them, my mom and her friends' needed men with big, hard cocks that never go down. They needed young men who could cum multiple times.
They wanted younger men who were into and wanted to have sex with older women. They needed younger men who always wanted to have incestuous sex with their mothers or with their aunts but would willingly and sexually excitingly settle for them.
'I love you, mommy,' they imagined these younger men saying when in the heat of sex.
They needed young men who could give them multiple orgasms with their fingers, their tongues, and their cocks. They needed young men who didn't take or need Viagra to get hard and long-lasting erections.
Only, something that I didn't know, my mom's entrepreneurial idea included me and my three best friends, Brett, Aiden, and Hunter, as her employees. Yet, with all of the women MILFs, with the positives outweighing the negatives by far, embracing her idea, not even asking to pay us, we'd do her sexual bidding for free. Then, again, with spare, tax-free income coming in handy, especially with her hosting parties every week, we were ready and able to work for my mother for a token payment.
# # #
Most women she knows are over fifty-years-old, with some women in their sixties, and her mother and her mother's best friends over seventy-years-old. A few women are in their late forties. My mom, Susan, Susan Jill Parker, is fifty-three- years-old. She's an erotic writer on Literotica, and is an admitted cocksucking whore. I only wish my mother would suck my cock. I can't count how many times that I've jerked off while imagining her without her clothes and having sex with me.
Her sister, Olivia, my aunt, is forty-eight-years old. My grandmother, Natalie, Nasty Natty, is seventy-one-years-old. Indeed, with them all having good genes, and with all of them horny and sexually frustrated, they all look at least ten-years younger.
Indeed, they all don't look their age. If I didn't know how old they are, I'd never guess their age. Alas, something that will never happen, my friends and I would love to have sex with any one of them and/or all of them, but they'd never have sex with us.
My mom and her three best friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki are MILFs, too. Except for Nikki who is in her late forties, Brianna and Flanna are all in their fifties. They are the types of women that strippers love to do what they do to men, especially younger men.
With all of us having frequently masturbated over imagining having sex with them, they are women that my friends and I would love to make out with them while touching and feeling them through their clothes. We'd love to slowly undress them, and strip them naked. We'd love to touch, feel, and fondle their naked bodies everywhere. We'd love to fondle their big, naked breasts while fingering and sucking their nipples. We'd love them to stroke and suck our cocks.
# # #
One of my mom's best friends is Brianna. She's a tall, shapely and sexy, hot blonde with B cup breasts. If I didn't know how old she was, more than twice my age, I'd be shocked.
After working as a stripper, she works and earns six-figures as a webcam model. Her topless and naked photos are posted on every social media site. With me and my friends already members, she has an interactive webpage where she charges fans a small, monthly fee to join to talk and to watch her while she's naked and/or masturbating herself.
Another one of her best friends is Flanna, Flanna Fiona Flaherty. Flanna gave my mom permission to write stories under her name on Literotica. My mom also writes erotica under her real name, SusanJillParker, as well as under twenty other women's names. The best writer on the site, she's quite prolific.
Flanna is 5' 3" tall with enormous F cup breasts that are equal to triple D cup breasts, the same size breasts as porn star Dee Williams, and Christina Hendricks of Mad Men and Good Girls fame. Flanna has beautiful and shapely breasts with pierced nipples. Her tongue and her pussy are pierced, too. She has several tattoos. I envy the tattoo artist who pierced and tattooed her beautiful body.
She has long, lush, beautiful red hair, and has freckles. I love busty redheads with freckles. No longer working for someone else, she works for herself. After working as a stripper, she works and earns a six-figure income as a webcam model. Her topless and naked photos are posted on every social media site.
Like Brianna, Flanna has an interactive webpage where she charges fans a small monthly fee to join. With me and my friends already members, we love watching her stripping herself naked and masturbating herself. She's so pretty with her long, red hair. She's stunning when modeling in front of her camera in her bra and panties. She has the biggest breasts that I've ever seen.
Then, another of my mom's best friends, Nikki known as Nikkimammasol and/or as Nikki Brown. As does Brianna and Flanna, Nikki works as a webcam model and earns a six-figure income, too. She has topless and naked photos posted on every social media site. Like Brianna and Flanna, she has an interactive webpage where she charges fans a small monthly fee to join to talk to her and watch her strip herself naked and masturbate herself.
'Oh, my God. She's so beautiful. She is so sexy. I can't wait to have sex with her and with her beautiful, naked body,' I thought.
I'd love to have threesome sex with any of them or all of them. How hot would that be to have threesome sex with my mother and with Brianna, Flanna, or Nikki. I'd die and go to heaven or hell.
'Only, and alas,' I thought. 'I'll never have sex with my mother, my aunt, my grandmother, and/or with any of my mom's three friends.'
# # #
Nikki posts videos of her and her son, MacKenzie Sol playing jokes on one another on YouTube. McKenzie was on American Idol in 2024. Out of more than one-hundred-thousand people applying to be on American Idol, he was one of the ones chosen, and he finished in 12th place.
Now, in 2026, he's competing on America's Got Talent. A nice looking, twenty-five-year-old, young man, he has a great voice and is a good singer. His mother, always at his side, the camera showed her in the audience cheering him. With her posing her topless and naked photos for the whole world to see, she proudly is an immorally immodest, exhibitionistic whore.
After divorcing her husband, she is now known as Nikki Sol-Brown. God bless her, not having an easy time of it, she's a survivor of breast cancer. She had a double mastectomy of her B cup breasts.
As soon as she recovered, she replaced her modest B cup breasts with humongous ones. silicone enhanced, double D cup breasts. With her only 5' 3" tall, she looks like a taller, brunette version of Dolly Parton who is only 5' tall, and has surgically enhanced, E cup breasts.
Nikki has literally hundreds of topless and naked photos, and videos posted on all social media sites on the internet showing off her big tits. Proud of her breasts, her son and all of his friends have seen her topless and naked. She always wears a very low-cup top with a scooped neckline that shows off her cleavage, or sexy bikinis, or topless and/or naked photos. As much as I can't wait to have sex with my mother, my friends and I can't wait to have sex with Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki, too.
# # #
My mom also invited her childhood friend, Donna, better known by her porn name, aka Dee Williams. A childhood friend, they grew up together in Dallas. They moved to Boston and lived next door as next-door neighbors, they grew up there. Something so adorable to see, they used to walk to grade school together while holding hands.
She lost contact with her for years until recently when Dee invited her to her house to have threesome sex with her son. Dee won two-million-dollars on a scratch ticket. She moved to Connecticut to buy a house with her son, Seth.
Dee is fifty-three-years-old, too. Something else that my mom didn't know about her, Dee has been having sex with her thirty-year-old son, Seth, for years. They've even made porn videos of them having mother and son, incestuous sex.
Her photos and videos are all over the internet, too. With me and my friends already members, she has an interactive webpage where she charges fans a small, monthly fee to join to talk and watch her while she's having forbidden and illicit sex with her son. They make love. They fuck. He eats her pussy, she sucks his cock, and he gives his mother cum baths.
My mother hopes she attends her house party. I hope she attends my mom's party, too. In the way that I can't wait to see Flanna's F cup breasts, I can't wait to see Dee's F cup breasts. Again, my friends and I would love to have sex with her, too.
# # #
Last but hardly not least, is my mom's new found friend, Brandi Love.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Brandi fucking Love, real name Tracy Lynn Livermore, has been a porn star since 2003. Are you kidding me? My mom knows Brandi Love. I don't believe it.'
Like her, Brandi is fifty-three-years-old. Surprised that she's a fan, she emailed my mom to tell her that she's read many of her stories of erotica. Brandi invited her to the 2025 AVN show in Vegas last year, the Oscars for porn stars, and my mom attended as her guest.
The first time that she met Brandi Love was in Vegas. Since then, they've been exchanging emails and talking on the phone. She has endless amounts of photos and videos of her topless and naked. Brandi is such a beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman. Of course, Brandi has an interactive website, too, where fans can join for a modest monthly fee to watch her in live action.
My mom invited her to her first house party, too. With my friends and I very excited to meet her, I hope she attends. I'd love to meet her. I'd love to have sex with her.
# # #
My aunt is an AILF and her two best friends, Gail and Carol are MILFs, too. Carol is a beautiful blonde with a wicked hot body with big tits. Part of my job as a stripper is to sexually service women. As I've already had sex with my mother, I can't wait to have sex with her three best friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki, as well as Dee Williams, Brandi Love. I can't wait to have sex with my aunt and her two best friends, Gail, and Carol, too.
My grandmother and her two best friends, Joan and Mary are all GILFs. My grandma, Natalie, better known as Nasty Natty is an ex-stripper, and an ex-prostitute. She's an all-around whore who has had regular, drunken sex with all four of her sons.
Like mother like daughter, they are both talented cocksuckers. My mom shares her love of cocksucking with Dee Williams and Brandi Love. They love sucking cock. They all have sucked too many cocks to count.
Rumored to be swingers, the odd thing about Brandi Love, she's been married for thirty-two-years to Chris Potoski. Yet, what husband would allow his wife to have sex with hundreds of men? I'm surprised they're still married. Perhaps, they have an open marriage where he has sex with other women.
# # #
Grandmothers now, my grandmother's best friends are Joan and Mary. They are ex-strippers and ex-prostitutes, too. They all have big tits. Not caring that they're elderly and in their early seventies, looking ten-years younger, my three, best friends and I can't wait to have sex with all three of them, too.
I wonder what their grandsons would say if they knew that their grandmothers were ex-strippers, ex-prostitutes, and all-around whores when they were younger?
'Grandma," I imagined Joan's grandson saying. 'I have a hundred-dollars in one-dollar-bills, do a slow and sexy strip tease for me while I throw dollar-bill tips at you. I'd love to see you naked again.'
I imagined him laughing.
'Then, after you strip naked, grandma, I have a hundred-dollars to give you for you to blow me,' I imagined her grandson saying.
He showed her the money.
'I love you sucking my cock, grandma. I love cumming in your mouth while fondling your big, naked tits and pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting your big nipples. I love putting a gentle hand to the back of your gray-haired head, and humping your mouth while fucking your face. I love watching you swallow my cum, grandma,' I imagined her grandson saying to his grandma.
# # #
My apologies for the long introduction. Hopefully, the prelude was worth it. My story started as surprisingly as it was shockingly, unexpectedly, and sexually excitingly with my mother. I love my mother. She's my best friend.
We talk about everything and laugh over nothing. We're always together. There's nothing that I wouldn't do for her, even strip naked while dancing for her, for her friends, and for her paid guests while naked.
Every morning, something I've done after my dad died, I serve her breakfast and deliver her newspaper for her to read. This time, as shocked as I was sexually excited, when I pushed open her bedroom door with my foot, I was stunned to see her standing beside her bed naked, totally naked, with her arms by her sides. Unembarrassed and unashamed, immodestly immoral, she didn't cover her nakedness with her forearms or with her hands. She just stood there smiling up at me.
My first time seeing her without her clothes, I stared at her huge, double D cup breasts. I stared at her symmetrical, dark pink areolas, and her erect, light pink, erect nipples. I stared at her blonde, trimmed pussy, her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. Indeed, for a fifty-three-year-old woman, she has a sensational body.
"Mom! Oh, mom. Oh, my God. I'm so sorry. I didn't know you were dressing," I said. "Please forgive me," I said.
# # #
I held the breakfast tray with one hand while covering my eyes with my splayed fingered hand.
She smiled.
"There's no need for an apology, Dick," she said. "Come in. I need to ask you a favor," she said.
I put her tray of food, coffee, and the newspaper down on her nightstand.
"Anything, mom. Anything," I said. "What do you need? Who do you want me to kill," I said with a laugh?"
Unable to remove my eyes from her shapely, naked body, I continued staring at her as if I had never seen a naked woman before. She returned my laugh with her laugh.
Still unable to remove my eyes from her beautiful body, I continued staring at her as if she was my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover instead of my mother. She looked down at herself as if to see what I was seeing of her. She stared up at me while smiling as much as I stared down at her with my eyes bugging out of my head and my mouth gaping open.
"No, nothing like that," she said.
She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile. She paused as if rethinking what she was about to say. Then, she blurted it out anyway.
"I need you to have sex with me," she said.
Feeling dizzy and lightheaded, I felt faint. As if I had imagined her saying what she said, I stared at her in disbelief.
"What? Pardon? I don't think I heard you correctly. I thought you said that you need me to have sex with you," I said.
She laughed.
"I did say that," she said, giving me another sexy look and a naughty smile.
# # #
Blowing my mind, I was as shocked as I was sexually excited. My mother needed me to have sex with her. Something that I've masturbated over every day, imagining seeing her without her clothes, and visualizing having sex with her, she invited me to do that now.
I couldn't believe it. This wasn't just any woman; she was my mother. Never thinking that she'd ever ask me to have sex with her, she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
"I want you to make out with me while touching me, feeling me, and fondling me everywhere that a son should never touch, feel, and fondle his naked mother. Then, I want you to make slow, loving, and passionate love to me before fucking me fast and hard enough to give me an orgasm with your big dick," she said. "I want you to cum in my pussy, Dick."
She paused to give me another sexy smile and another naughty look.
"Finally, I want you to eat me. I want you to finger and lick your mother's cunt. I don't want you to stop giving me oral sex until you give me another orgasm, this time with your fingers and your tongue," she said.
"After you do that, I'll stroke you and suck you. I'll give you the blowjob of your life. I'll blow you, Dick," she said.
She smiled.
"I'll allow you to cum in my mouth and I'll swallow your cum, too."
She paused.
"Finally, after you've given me multiple orgasms, tomorrow, after I shower, I want you to call your friends, Brett, Aiden, and Hunter over," she said.
Looking up at me and smiling, she paused while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. Not looking at me with embarrassment or shame, instead, she looked at me with sexual arousal. She bit her lip.
"I want them to gang-bang me while you watch," she said. "I not only want them to give me multiple orgasms but also, I want them to cum in my mouth and in my pussy, too," she said. "I want to be their whore."
# # #
She nodded her head.
"Only, I don't want them to kiss me," she said, making a face while shaking her head. "I don't want them to make love to me."
She paused to give me a smile.
"I want them to eat my pussy and fuck me fast and hard enough to give me orgasm. After they make me cum, I'll blow them. I suck their cocks, allow them to cum in my mouth, and will swallow their cum," she said.
She smiled.
"Not all one way, after I have sex with your friends, I want you to have sex with my sister and my mother. I want you to make out with them and make love to them. Then, I want you to eat both of their pussies and give them orgasms with your fingers and your tongue," she said.


She nodded her head.
"Finally, I want you to fuck them. I want you to fuck them fast and hard enough to give them orgasms with your cock. I want you to cum in both of their cunts," she said.
She gave me another sexy look and a naughty smile.
# # #
"Not done, I want to watch them both blow you. I want to watch my sister and my mother stroke your prick while sucking your dick. I want to watch you humping their mouths and fucking their faces. I want to watch you cum in their mouths, and then swallow your cum," she said.
She let out a dirty laugh.
"Then, while removing you from their lips, I want to watch you ejaculate a second load of cum all over their faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts. I want to watch you giving them both cum baths," she said with a dirty laugh. "I want to see my sister and my mother dripping with your cum."
I stared at her stunned. My big erection tenting out my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear. Something I never knew or suspected about my morally modest and church going mother, was a whore.
"Mom," I said and that was all that I could say.
# # #
"Push down your pajama bottoms," she said.
She stared at my bulge.
"Show me your cock. I want to see it. I want to touch it, hold it and feel it in my hand while stroking it before taking it in my mouth," she said.
Obediently obeying my mother, I pushed down my pajama pants. I exposed my erect, naked, prick to her. She not only looked but she stared.
"Oh, my," she said. "It's bigger than I imagined it was. Your cock is much bigger than your father's penis. You have the biggest penis that I've ever seen, Richard. I love your big dick."
She quickly drank her coffee and ate a piece of toast, a forkful of eggs, and a slice of bacon.
Sexual anticipation quickened my pulse and hardened my cock. I climbed in bed with her, my first time kissing her on her lips, I kissed her on her lips. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. We continued making out while she allowed me to touch and feel her naked body everywhere.
She was as firm as she was soft to the touch. I loved making out with my mother. She was a great kisser. My prick has never been as big and as hard. While I fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples, she stroked my cock.
"Make love to me," she said, leaning forward to whisper in my ear. "Give your mother multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your prick. Cum in mommy's pussy," she said.
# # #
I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her. I masturbated my mother. Then, I licked her. I ate my mother's cunt.
"Dick. Oh, Dickie. Mommy is cumming. Don't stop fingering. Don't stop licking me. I'm cumming, Dick. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs before falling silent in the afterglow of sex. Not resting long, she mounted me. She reached her hand down between my legs and positioned the head of my erect prick to part her pussy lips. She was wet, so very wet.
Then, I made slow, loving, and passionate love to my mother. After making love to her, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked her. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. She fucked me in the way that I fucked her.
"Dick! Dick! Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. I'm cumming, Dickie. I'm cumming. Don't stop fucking me. I'm cumming," she said. "I'm cumming."
After giving her a sexual orgasm with my cock, I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy. Too bad she was too old to bear a child; I would have loved to have impregnated my mother. How hot would that have been for her to be pregnant with our child.
Again, she closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs while falling silent again to enjoy the afterglow of sex. This time I moved up to her to hold her and kiss her. Again, not resting long, she moved halfway down the bed to take me in her soft and warm hand before taking me in her wet mouth. My mother was blowing me. I couldn't believe she was sucking my cock.
# # #
The next night, after I had sex with my mother, I invited my three friends over to the house.
"My mother has a business proposition to ask you," I said. "But first, part of the business deal, she wants to have gang-bang sex with you while I watch," I said. "Only, she doesn't want you to kiss her or make love to her. She wants you to eat her pussy and fuck her cunt. After you gang-bang her while giving her multiple orgasms, she'll suck your cocks, allow you to cum in her mouth, and will swallow your cum," I said.
With all three of them wanting to have sex with my mother, they couldn't wait to have sex with her. As soon as they arrived, I escorted them upstairs to my mom's bedroom. She was already laying on her back spread eagle and naked. They all stripped off their clothes and climbed on the bed with her while I sat in the chair in the corner and watched them having gang-bang sex with my mother.
They touched and felt her naked body everywhere. Taking turns while making themselves comfortable between her shapely thighs, they gave her multiple orgasms while licking and finger fucking her pussy. Then, they took turns mounting her. Each one fucked her fast and hard enough to give her orgasms. Finally, after having sex with her for nearly two hours, she blew them.
She stroked their cocks while sucking their pricks. She allowed them to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed their cum. When they were done, they went downstairs for coffee and cake, and to discuss her business proposition.
"I want you to work for me as strippers," she said. "I have an audience of more than fifty older women. The women are in their late forties to early seventies. They all would love to watch you dance while stripping yourselves naked, undressing them, and having sex with them. Unlike the rules in a strip club, you may not only cum in their mouths but in their pussies, too," said my mother.
She laughed.
"Dick has told me that you'd all do this for free but I'm willing to pay you $200 each for two-hours work, that's a hundred-dollars an hour," she said for having sex.
She laughed.
"As a bonus, your excuse to have incestuous and/or forbidden sex with them, you're free to invite your mothers, your aunts, your grandmothers, your family friends, co-workers, and/or your neighbors to my parties. With me having the great room, I can accommodate one-hundred people," she said.
# # #
After I had incestuous sex with my mother, and she had gang-bang sex with my three friends, the next night, two nights later, she invited her sister and her mother over to the house. I had incestuous sex with them, too, while my mother watched. With them both ready and more than willing, giving me slow strip tease shows, first my aunt stripped herself naked, then, my grandmother did, too.
While taking turns to make out with them both, I touched, felt, and fondled their naked bodies everywhere. My forty-eight-year-old aunt looked thirty-something. My seventy-one-year-old grandmother looked sixty-something. They both looked much younger than they are.
First my aunt mounted me reverse cowgirl while my grandma sat on my face. I fucked my aunt while I ate my grandmother. Then, switching positions, my grandmother mounted me reverse cowgirl while my aunt sat on my face. I fucked my grandmother while I ate my aunt's pussy.
Finally, they moved halfway down the bed and moved on both sides of me. They took turns stroking my cock while sucking my prick. I ejaculated a load of cum in my aunt's mouth and in my grandmother's mouth, too. Then, as my mother wanted to see, when they removed me from the pressure of their lips, I exploded a second load of cum all over their faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts.
I gave my aunt and my grandmother cum baths. They laughed while removing my gobs of cum with their fingers. They stuck their fingers in their mouths and swallowed more of my cum.
I couldn't believe that after I ate their pussies and ate their cunts, they blew me. They sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed my cum. As much as I had a sexual good time with them, they had a sexual good time with me.
To be continued...
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I'm a Stripper, Mom's My Madam, #02
Mom hosts CFNM strip parties with her son as the stripper.
Author's Note:
Tomorrow, July 26th, Sunday is my birthday.
"Happy Birthday to me."
Alas, I'm confined to a power wheelchair because of arthritis in my shoulders and in my knees. I'm just glad that I don't have arthritis in my hands and in my fingers. Sadly, other than for doctor's appointments, I'm unable to go out. Dependent upon my home health caregiver, I'm no longer able to drive. Having been writing stories on Literotica for nearly twenty-years, I've been home writing my stories for five-years. I'm glad that I can still do that.
No matter everything else, I'm doing what I love to do. I'm writing erotica. I write custom and personalized stories for fans by request. How many people can say that they're doing what they love to do?
Thank you for reading, voting on, and making comments on my stories. Thank you for emailing me. You all have made me a happy woman.
# # #
Yet, don't fret, not all bad, with me sitting in a wheelchair while topless and/or naked, and you standing in front of me at the perfect height while stroking your naked cocks to a big and hard erection. How hot is that? I can still stroke and suck your naked, erect cocks, and cup your testicles. Again, at the perfect height, you may touch, feel, and fondle my naked, double D cup, naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples while I stroke and suck your cocks.
"Would you like that? I bet you would. I know that I would love that. I know you would love to have your wicked way with my naked breasts while I have my wicked way with your naked pricks."
I'd love for you to put a gentle hand behind my blonde, pretty face while humping my mouth and fucking my face. Then, after you cum in my mouth and I swallow your cum, you may suck my nipples. Finally, before you leave, I expect you to cum a second time all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I want you to be dripping in your cum. I want you to give me a cum bath. Indeed, I'd love for you all of bukkake me."
# # #
Revise, Rewritten, and continued from I'm a Stripper, Mom My Madam, #01:
The next night, after I had sex with my mother, I invited my three friends over to the house. Unbelievably, my sexual fantasy came true, I still can't believe that I had sex with my mother. If that wasn't enough, she wanted to be gang-banged by my three friends. Something that I never thought would ever happen, always thinking of her as a morally modest, church going woman, my mom, Susan Jill Parker is not only an erotic writer but she's a cocksucking gang-banging whore.
"I had sex with my mother," I told my friends, Brett, Aiden, and Hunter. "When I opened her bedroom door to serve her breakfast in bed, she was standing by her bed naked with her arms by her sides and a big smile on her face," I said.
They all stared at me in shock with their mouths falling open as if they were imagining my mother without her clothes.
"No way," said Brett. "Your mother would never have incestuous sex."
Aiden laughed.
"I don't believe you," he said. "You're lying."
Waiting for me to finish my story about having sex with my mom, Hunter just stared at me with sexual anticipation.
"I need you to have sex with me," said my mother.
# # #
"I made out with my mother. I touched, felt, and fondled her naked body everywhere that a son should never touch, feel, and fondle his mother's naked body. I fondled her big, naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. I felt and squeezed her shapely naked ass. I fingered and licked her blonde, trimmed pussy," I said. "I gave her multiple orgasms with my fingers and with my tongue."
I smiled at my friends.
"Then, I made slow, sweet, and passionate love to my mother while continuing to make out with her. I humped her faster. I humped her harder. I fucked her. I fucked my mother. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. My mother fucked me," I said.
I looked from Brett to Aiden and to Hunter. No doubt, they couldn't wait to go home and masturbate themselves. Clearly, they wanted to have sex with my mother, too.
"Finally, she blew me. She sucked my cock. She took me in her hand to stroke me before she took me in her mouth to suck me," I said.
I smiled at my friends.
"As if my cock belonged in her mouth, my mother gave me the best blowjob of my life. She not only allowed me to cum in her mouth but also, she swallowed my cum. Then, when she released the pressure of her lips to remove me from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful blonde hair, and across her double D cup naked breasts," I said.
I laughed.
"I covered my mom with my dripping cum. She laughed while scooping up gobs of cum with her fingers and taking her fingers in her mouth to swallow more cum," I said. "I gave her something that she loves to receive. I gave my mother a cum bath."
# # #
I looked at my friends with seriousness instead of looking at them with sexual excitement that I finally had illicit sex with my mother.
"My mother has a business proposition to ask you," I said.
I paused while looking at my friends.
"After you agree to work for her, part of the business deal," I said.
I paused again while staring and smiling at my three friends.
"She wants you to gang-bang her. She wants to have gang-bang sex with you three tonight while I watch," I said.
They looked at me stunned.
"Only, she doesn't want you to kiss her or make love to her. She wants you to eat her pussy and fuck her cunt. After you gang-bang her and give her multiple orgasms, she'll suck your cocks. She'll allow you to cum in her mouth, and will swallow your cum," I said. "Moreover, she expects you all to give her cum baths. As if giving her your version of a bukkake, she wants to be covered with your cum."
# # #
They looked at me stunned. With all three of them wanting to have sex with my mother, they couldn't wait to have sex with her. As soon as they arrived, I escorted them upstairs to my mom's bedroom. She was already laying on her back naked and spread eagle. They all stared at her naked body while stripping off their clothes. They climbed in the bed with her while I sat in the chair in the corner and watched them having gang-bang sex with my mother.
They touched and felt her naked body everywhere. Taking turns while making themselves comfortable between her shapely thighs and eating her, they gave her multiple orgasms with their fingers and their tongues. Then, they took turns mounting her. Each one fucked her fast and hard enough to give her orgasms. Finally, after having sex with her for nearly two hours, she blew them.
With them putting a gentle hand behind her blonde, pretty head, she stroked their cocks while sucking their pricks as they humped her mouth and fucked her face. She allowed them to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed their cum. As soon as she released the pressure of her lips for them to remove their erect pricks from her mouth, they ejaculated a second load of cum all over her face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. Dripping with cum, she scooped up cum with her fingertips and took her fingers to swallow more cum.
When they were done, they went downstairs for coffee and cake, and to discuss her business proposition.
"I want you to work for me as strippers," she said. "I have an audience of more than fifty, older women. The women are in their late forties to early seventies. They all would love to watch you dance while stripping yourselves naked, undressing them, and having sex with them. Unlike the rules in a strip club, you may not only cum in their mouths but in their pussies, too," said my mother. "They would love for you all to give them cum baths. Bukkake them," she said.
She laughed.
"Dick told me that you'd all do this for free but I'm willing to pay you $200 each for two-hours work, that's a hundred-dollars an hour for you to have sex with women who want to have sex with you," she said.
She laughed, again.
"As a bonus, your excuse to have incestuous and/or forbidden sex with them, daring you all to do so, you're free to invite your mothers, your aunts, your grandmothers, your family friends, your co-workers, and/or your neighbors to my parties. With me having the great room, I can accommodate one-hundred people," she said.
They looked at her stunned.
# # #
After I had incestuous sex with my mother, and she had gang-bang sex with my three friends, the next night, two nights later, she invited her sister and her mother over to the house. I greeted them without wearing any clothes. I had incestuous sex with them, too, while my mother watched. With them both ready and more than willing, giving me slow strip tease shows, first my aunt stripped herself naked, then, my grandmother did, too.
While taking turns to make out with them both, I touched, felt, and fondled their naked bodies everywhere. My forty-eight-year-old aunt looked thirty-something. My seventy-one-year-old grandmother looked sixty-something. They both looked much younger than they are.
I stared at my aunt's big, D cup breasts and her brown, trimmed pussy. She turned in bent at the waist to flaunt her shapely ass and the back of her pussy. Where most women her age are overweight and out of shape, my aunt had a great body for a mature woman.
She pushed my naked body back on the bed and mounted me reverse cowgirl while my grandma sat on my face. I fucked my aunt while I ate my grandmother's bushy, brown and gray pussy. Then, switching positions, my grandmother mounted me reverse cowgirl while my aunt sat on my face. I fucked my grandmother while I ate my aunt's cunt.
Finally, they moved halfway down the bed and moved on both sides of me. They took turns stroking my cock while sucking my prick. I ejaculated a load of cum in my aunt's mouth and in my grandmother's mouth, too. Then, as my mother wanted to see, when they removed me from the pressure of their lips, I exploded a second load of cum all over their faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts.
With me young dumb, and filled with cum, bukkaking them, cumming over them again and again, I gave my aunt and my grandmother cum baths. They laughed while removing my gobs of cum with their fingers. They stuck their fingers in their mouths and swallowed more of my cum.
I couldn't believe that after I ate their pussies and ate their cunts, they blew me. They sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed my cum. Then, they allowed me to give them cum baths. As much as I had a sexual good time with them, they had a sexual good time with me.
# # #
I'm a Stripper, Mom My Madam, #02
At one-hundred-dollars a head, my mom invited her bored and sexually frustrated friends to a wild CFNM evening of fun and sex. Brett, Aiden, and Hunter invited their mothers, aunts, grandmothers, friends, co-workers, and neighbors to the party, too. My friends had invited twenty-seven women each. They all couldn't wait to have incestuous sex with all of the women who they invited.
All drinks were free and there was a buffet of food to keep those driving home drunk. The buffet included appetizers, vegetable sticks and dips, cheese and crackers, chicken wings, meatballs, mini quiches, devil food eggs, and shrimp cocktails as well as other things. With plenty of carbs and protein, the main courses were carved meats, grilled chicken, and spaghetti.
Desserts were cakes, pies, and cookies. Including beer, wine, and mixed drinks were water, juices, teas, and/or coffee. There was plenty enough to eat and drink to keep one sober. No one was allowed to drive home drunk.
My three friends, Brett, Aiden, Hunter, and me were the entertainment. The invited guests were my mom's mother, my grandmother, Natalie, my mom's sister, Olivia, my aunt, Isabella, and my mom's three friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki. My aunt's two friends, Gail and Carol, were invited guests, too, as well as my grandmother's two friends, Joan and Mary were there, too. With the total number of guests at thirty-seven, that was ten more women invited.
My co-workers and my friends were there, too. Their three girlfriends, along with the mothers, their future mothers-in-law and their future sisters-in-law were also in attendance. Fifteen more invited women moved the attendance up to fifty-two horny women.
In addition to the women in attendance above were my mother's neighbors, Theresa, her sister Kerry, Linda, Diane, Donna, Gwen, Gloria, and Flora, and my mom's co-workers, Gina, Chrisine, and Rachel. Eleven more women moved the total to sixty-three invited guests.
Family friends Barbara, Helen, Emily, Margret, and Wilma were there, too. Finally Catholic nuns, my Sunday school teacher and family friend, Sister Mary Susan, her friend Sister Genevieve, and their boss, Mother Superior Ruth. The nuns weren't wearing their habits. They wore their street clothes, button blouses, skirts below their knees, and their ever-present crucifixes. They sat together, talking, watching and staring. Eight more women move the total to seventy-one women in attendance.
Late arrivals were Dee Williams and Brandi love. Including my mom and I, my three friends, and our two late arriving porn stars, there were seventy-eight people in our great room enjoying the CFNM show.
We have a big house with a great room that we called the great room. We had over seventy invited guests. Glad that they agreed to work for my mom, my three best friends, Brett, Aiden, and Hunter couldn't wait to attend the CFNM party. They all have big cocks. None of them have erect pricks under seven inches. We all have been blessed.
It must be the water. Yeah, there's something in the water. Something that they'd do for nothing, my mom gave them two-hundred-dollars each to strip naked and have sex with lots of horny women. They told me that they'd do it for free. My mom earned more than seven-thousand-dollars less expenses from her first successful CFNM sex party.
# # #
The party didn't start until an hour after all guests arrived, including Dee Williams and Brandi love. As soon as the women were all a little tipsy, the men came out wearing barely nothing. They danced in front of the mature women while the horny women were allowed to touch them, feel them, grope them.
Brette, Aiden, Hunter, and I made out with women while touching and feeling them through their clothes. The women allowed us to unbutton their blouses, remove them, unhook their bras and remove those, too. We touched, felt, and fondled their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their erect nipples.
The women were quick to strip us naked and stroke our cocks. Many women took us in their mouths and blew us. Some of the women allowed us to cum in their mouths and they swallowed our cum.
Brette, Aiden, and Hunter danced naked in front of their mothers, their sisters, their aunts, their grandmothers, their future mothers-in-law, and their future sisters-in-law, too. Every woman not only allowed them to make out with them while feeling them through their clothes but also, they all allowed them to remove their blouses and bras. They touched, felt, and fondled their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their erect nipples.
Everyone of their women took them in their hands to stroke them. Some of them took them in their mouths to blow them. Several of them even allowed them to cum in their mouths and swallow their cum. Indeed, where blood related or in-laws, the family that has incestuous or forbidden sex together, stays together.
Surprisingly, getting in on the fun, the Catholic nuns allowed all four men to make out with them while feeling their bra clad breasts through their blouses. Then, moving their crucifixes behind their backs so that their husbands didn't see, they allowed us to remove their blouses and their bras. We had our wicked way with their naked breasts and erect nipples while they had their way with our erect cocks.
The nuns not only all stroked us but also, they all blew us. They allowed us to cum in their mouths and they swallowed our cum. Never have I felt as holy when cumming in the mouth of a Catholic nun.
True to their porn stardom, Dee Williams and Brandi love, not only stroked all of our cocks while allowing us to have our way with their naked breasts but also, they both blew us. They allow us to not only cum in their mouths but also, they swallowed our cum. Not stopping there, they wanted us to give them cum baths and we did.
Since my friends already had sex with my mother, they ignore having sex with her to have sex with everyone else who they wanted to have sex. After having sex with their family and future in-laws, they concentrated on their friends, the co-workers, and their neighbors. Every woman who wanted some, got some. No one was denied.
I've never ejaculated as much cum. Breaking my record of cumming six times in one day, I ejaculated an unbelievable eight or nine times. I lost count. My three friends were the same.
"We're going to need more men," I said to my mother after the party was over.
She smiled while nodding her head.
"Yes, at least three or four more," she said
# # #
As soon as the party ended, I chatted with my friends while having a beer.
"Now that you had gang-bang sex with my mother, she told me that she's looking forward to having gang-bang sex again. My aunt and my grandmother showed interest of having sex with you at our next party," I said.
I smiled at my friends.
"Now that I had sex with my blood relatives and my future in-laws, I plan on having sex with your mother's three friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki. They're all hot," said Brett.
Aiden smiled wildly.
"I can't believe I had my way with my mother's and my future mother-in-law's naked breasts. They not only stroked my cock but they both sucked my cock. They both allowed me to cum in their mouths and the swallowed my cum. Not only that, they told me that when we get home, they not only wanted me to eat their pussies but also they wanted to make love to me and me, too."
He laughed.
"I wondered how my girlfriend will feel about me continuing to have sex with her mother," he said.
# # #
"The same happened to me," said Hunter. "My mother and my future mother-in-law, not only allowed met to strip them topless but they allowed me to feel and fondle their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their nipples. Then, they both blew me. They allowed me to cum in their mouths but also, they swallowed my cum."
He laughed.
"They told me that they wanted me to eat them, make love to them, and fuck them, too. I'm in the same boat. I wonder how my girlfriend will feel about me continuing to have sex with her mother. Not just that, I know that her sister wants to have sex with me, too," he said.
I laughed.
"No matter how your girlfriends feel about it, you can still have secret sex with my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother," I said.
We all bumped fists and laughed.
The End
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"Daddy, May I Sleep with You?" #01
Stepdaughter asks to sleep with stepdad at mom's funeral.
My name is Jack. After my wife suddenly died, on the day of her funeral, I'm having sex with her daughter, Veronica, my stepdaughter.
As if I imagined what she had said, I couldn't believe what I heard, and what my stepdaughter asked. My twenty-two-year-old stepdaughter asked to sleep with me in my bed.
'Am I dreaming,' I thought. 'The night of my wife's, her mother's funeral, and Veronica asked to sleep with me. Now that her mother is no longer around does that mean that she wants to have sex with me?'
# # #
With my bedroom door ajar, I saw her peek inside my bedroom to see if I was awake. Veronica pushed open my bedroom door a bit more with her bare foot without knocking. She saw what she wanted to see of me. She saw something that she shouldn't have seen. She saw what she never expected to see, and something that I never expected her to see. She saw me lying on my bed on my back naked and with a big erection while I stroked myself over her.
"Veronica," I whispered too loud. "I want to have sex with you," I said.
'My stepdaughter caught me masturbating,' I thought. 'She heard me say that I wanted to have sex with her.
Too hot to sleep, not covering my nakedness, even though I knew my stepdaughter was there peeking, I wasn't even covered with a sheet. I saw my wife's sister, Isabella, at the funeral earlier. Unable to stop thinking about her, especially after she pressed her hot body against me and kissed me on the lips to offer me her condolences, that was the first time that my sister-in-law kissed me on my lips.
I was tempted to part her lips with my tongue, reach my hand behind her to feel her shapely ass through her short, black dress, and French kiss her. I was horny enough to feel her big breasts through her dress and her bra while making out with her. Horny now, after my wife died, I couldn't stop thinking about her sister.
I wondered what she looked like in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. I wondered if she'd have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. I wondered if she sucked cock.
A tall and beautiful woman with bigger breasts and a better body than her sister, my deceased wife, I wondered if I should call her. After Veronica stared at my nakedness, she quietly stepped back from my door and silently and stealthily closed it. I wondered what she was thinking. As I thought about her aunt, Isabella, I thought about my stepdaughter, Veronica. I wondered if she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
I wondered what she wanted. I wondered if she was sexually aroused or embarrassed after seeing my naked, erect prick, seeing me stroking myself, and hearing me say that I wanted to have sex with her. Answering my question, she waited a minute, then she quietly knocked again.
"Daddy?"
She paused.
"Daddy," she asked again? "May I Sleep with You?"
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My stepdaughter asked if she could sleep with me.'
# # #
She looked to me for comfort after her mother died while I looked to her for sex after I no longer had her mother in my bed. Finally, after a bit of a drought, it was raining. The thunder and lightning must have scared her awake. She was much like a dog in that regard. Scared to death of them, she hated thunder and lightning storms.
Wishing I had a camera with me, one time, she jumped out of the shower naked when she heard a loud clap of thunder and a brilliant flash of lightning. Not wanting to go upstairs to use the other bathroom, fortunately, I was standing there waiting to use the bathroom. I had to pee.
As soon as she opened the bathroom door, launching herself at me, she pressed her wet, naked body against me. She tightly hugged me pelvis to pelvis while shivering. Daring myself to do so, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I reached my hands around her and down to cup her shapely naked ass in both of my horny hands. Surprising me by not slapping my hands or backing away, she allowed me to feel and squeeze her beautiful, firm and naked ass.
My first time seeing anything of her other than her bra strap, I couldn't believe that I saw my stepdaughter without her clothes. I couldn't believe she pressed herself against me. She gave me an immediate erection. With her nearly my height, I wonder if she felt my throbbing and pulsating cock impaling her tummy. In the way that I've always wanted to fuck my wife's sister, I now wanted to have sex with my wife's daughter, too.
Having never asked me to sleep with me before, she asked to sleep with me now. In bed in a thunder and lightning storm, she didn't want to sleep alone. She was afraid of the storm. Especially after her mother died, she wanted me to hold her and comfort her. Only, I was naked with a big and hard erection. If I invited her into my room now while naked and with an erection, she'd think me perverted.
She needed me to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, spoon her, and comfort her. With me always hot and her always cold, she needed the warmth of my body, even if I was naked. I wondered if she cared that I wasn't wearing any clothes. After she saw me naked with an erection when peeking through my door, I wondered if she'd still climb in bed with me.
Only after my wife died, something that my stepdaughter didn't know, never inviting her to sleep with me, I felt as guilty as I felt sexually excited to sleep naked with Ronnie. When my wife was alive, I jerked over seeing Veronica without her clothes. I stroked myself while imagining having forbidden sex with her. I visualized touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body everywhere that a stepfather should never touch, feel, and fondle his naked stepdaughter.
# # #
I remember the day as if it was yesterday. Too young to die, at only forty-three-years-old, it was the worst day of my life. Losing control of her car, she crashed into a tree. A dreary and depressing day, that day, it rained all day. Then, days later, the night of my wife Victoria's funeral, surprising me and sexually exciting me, shocking but true, my stepdaughter asked if she could sleep with me in my bed.
Inconsolable and crying, she felt terribly sad and depressed. If that wasn't enough the storm, she feared the storm. She couldn't sleep. She needed me to comfort and console her. Only, with me not thinking of her comfort, finally alone with her, I thought of sex.
Looking so much like her mother, with her long, lush, natural, blonde hair and big, blue, expressive eyes, she was beautiful. She looked like Kenedi Anderson, the 17-year-old Platinum winning singer on 2022 American Idol, before she voluntarily decided to leave the contest to serve an eighteen-month mission for the Church of Jesus Christ for the Latter-Day Saints in Hawaii. Veronica looked like Victoria looked when she was her age.
Love at first sight, the first time I saw her mother, I was ready to ask her to marry me. Only, not wanting to be deemed insane, I waited a month before I bought her an engagement ring, got down on one knee, and proposed. Surprisingly, she accepted albeit with doubts.
I watched her biting her lip. She looked uncomfortable instead of looking happy. Instead of looking at me with love, she looked at me with shame and embarrassment. Giving me mixed messages, clearly, she seemed uncomfortable with me asking her to marry me.
Figuring she'd say no, ready to be heartbroken, I was ready to be rejected. Having second thoughts, it was my fault, and too late now to rescind my proposal, I should have waited to ask her to marry me. Then, instead of just saying no to marrying me, she explained.
"Before I say yes to marrying you, with you only thirty-years-old, I need you to know that I'm eight-years older than you,' she said. "When I'm sixty-two and eligible for Social Security, you'll only be fifty-four-years-old and in the prime of your career," she said with a laugh.
'I don't believe it. She's eight-years older than me.' I thought?
"You're only thirty-years-old, and I'm thirty-eight-years-old," she said, reminding me of my age and our age difference again.
I had no idea that she was older than me. With her looking much younger, I thought that we were the same age. She blew my mind.
'What? Seriously? She's thirty-eight-years-old,' I thought? 'Wow! She does not look her age.'
I was shocked. I thought we were the same age. Hard for me to believe that she was eight-years older than me, I thought she was thirty-years-old."
"I have a twelve-year-old daughter, Veronica, who lives with me," she said.
Yet, I didn't care that she was older than me. I loved her. I didn't care that she had a daughter living with her. We all have baggage. I still wanted to be with her forever.
Yet, now that I know she has a twelve-year-old daughter, I wondered if her daughter looked like her and with her showing me pictures of her daughter, I was surprised that she did. The spitting image of her, they could have been identical, twin sisters when she was her age. Again, her daughter looked like Kenedi Anderson, one of the three, platinum ticket winners from 2022 American Idol. Much like her mother, Victoria, Veronica was stunningly beautiful.
The identical image of her, she looked exactly like her mother. They could have done one of those mother and daughter commercials. No one would believe that they were mother and daughter. With Victoria looking so much younger than her age, and definitely not looking like she's 38-years-old, they looked more like sisters than they looked like mother and daughter.
"Yes, of course, Veronica can live with us," I said beaming with excitement that Victoria agreed to marry me. "That's not a problem."
As long as Victoria agreed to marry me, her whole family, her mother, her sister, and her daughter could all live with us, too. I didn't care as long as Victoria was in my life forever. I loved her. I truly loved my future wife.
Tragically, ten-years later, Victoria was dead, killed in a single car crash when her car slammed head-on into a tree. Now, I was alone with her daughter, Veronica. Inconsolable and devastated, I had to be strong for her daughter, my stepdaughter.
She not only lost her mother; but also, she lost her best friend. With her biological father not caring two cents about her mother and/or his daughter, I needed to be the rock that she needed to weather her personal storm.
# # #
I remember it as if it was yesterday instead of five-years ago, it all started on the day of her mother's funeral. She was more than a big tipsy, she was falling down drunk. After everyone left, I had to help her to bed. I sat her on her bed and removed a nightgown from her drawer. Not making a move to undress herself, she just sat there crying in a drunken stupor. I quickly grabbed a small barrel to put beside her should she need to puke.
Something that I thought, wanted, and needed to do, with trembling fingers, I unzipped the back of her black dress. I helped her to stand to remove her dress from her firm and shapely body. I tossed her dress on the chair. As if I had never seen a woman in her bra and panties, I stared at Ronnie in her black, D cup bra, and her black, French bikini panties. She was a sight to behold.
I stared at the tops of her breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. Then, when I leaned over her to unhook the back of her bra, she touched and felt my semi-erect bulge through my pants. As if she was preoccupied with my cock, she continued touching me, feeling me, fondling me, and squeezing my growing erection. Within seconds I had a big and hard throbbing and pulsating erection while she continued fondling my cock through my clothes.
I removed her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation, I removed her bra from her breasts and tossed that on the chair. I stared at her naked breasts as if I had never seen a woman's naked breasts. Daring myself to touch them, feel them, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples, with her too drunk to notice, I stared at her dark pink areolas and her pink, erect nipples.
Then, I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. I squatted down in front of her to suck her nipples. As soon as I stood in front of her, she unbuttoned and unzipped my pants.
She pushed my trousers and underwear down and stared at my erect, naked prick as if she had never seen a man's penis. Then, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my big dick. While smiling up at me, she slowly stroked me. My stepdaughter was giving me a hand job.
Then, holding onto her so that she didn't fall, I helped her to stand. I stared at my topless stepdaughter dressed only in her black panties. She had quite the sexy body.
"You must remove my panties, daddy," she said. "I never sleep in my panties," she said, moving her head side-to-side.
I tucked my fingers in the waistband of her panties and slowly slid them down while I leaned forward. My nose and my mouth were only inches away from her naked cunt. As soon as she stepped out of her panties, I pressed her naked body against me. I held her while reaching down to cup her naked ass again. Then, I put her nightgown over her head.
"I can't go to bed. I'm not tired. I'm wide awake," she said with a hiccup. "I need to stay up. Let's watch some TV," she said.
I left her a minute to change out of my clothes that I had worn all day. I wore my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear. Then, I returned to her bedroom to help her to the living room.
# # #
After everyone left, and we had put all of the food away, and after I stripped her naked to put on her nightgown, we watched a movie while sitting together on the couch. Again, she was more than tipsy, she was drunk. The first time alone with my stepdaughter, I put my arm around her shoulders and hugged her. As if she belonged there, she felt so good in my arms.
She put her hand on my stomach only inches away from my bulging erection. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, after seeing her naked body, and after she took me in her hand to stroke me, I had an erection. I'm always sexually excited when around my stepdaughter, and with me holding her made me even more excited.
It was late. With her having had too much to drink, she looked as if she was ready to fall asleep. After a long day, I didn't want to disturb her. Instead, with her soundly sleeping, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I took liberties with her nightgown clad body.
I moved my hand from her shoulder to move it down to touch and feel the side of her nightgown clad naked breast. I touched, felt, and fondled her big tit while reaching around her to finger her erect nipple. Then, I dropped my hand all the way down to feel her shapely ass through her nightgown. So firm and shapely, I loved her ass as much as I loved her big breasts. With her not stopping me nor slapping my horny hand away, I loved feeling her beautiful body.
Moving my hand up and down, I continued feeling the side of her big, D cup breasts, and her naked, nightgown clad ass. Having seen them twice already when she ran out of the bathroom naked during a thunder and lightning storm, and again this evening when I undressed her, I loved her tits. The second time seeing her naked was when she ran out of the shower, and when I undressed her tonight, while slowly rubbing her back, I hugged her to console her.
Innocently enough, on the night of her mother's funeral, setting the stage for what would happen between stepdaughter and stepfather later, because she was wearing a flimsy nightgown, she was cold. I cuddled beneath a blanket with my stepdaughter. Then, when I put my arm around her shoulders again, she leaned into me and moved her hand from my stomach to rest her hand on my upper thigh.
With her hand so very close to my pajama clad cock, and with the image of her naked body still fresh in my mind, it didn't take me long to develop an erection. Hoping that she'd place her hand on top of my erection, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my naked cock. I wanted her to take me in her hand again and stroke me.
Big enough to move the blanket up and down, I knew that my engorged prick would soon make its way out of my pajama pee hole. When it did, I hoped she'd reach beneath the blanket and take my big dick in her hand and stroke it. Something that may never happen, suddenly feeling like quite the cad, I was as sexually excited as I was embarrassed that my pajama clad cock emerged from my pajama pee hole beneath the blanket.
I continued throbbing and pulsating my prick while waiting for the anticipated touch of my stepdaughter's hand. Then, when she fell asleep, she slumped to the side and her nightgown top fell wide open. I clearly could see a good portion of the size and the shape of her naked breasts and her erect nipples. With her head in my lap, whether deliberate or unintentional, her hand was now resting on my erection. I watched her hand move up and in rhythm with my throbbing prick.
I removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders and her arms from her nightgown straps. I pushed the bodice of her nightgown down to her waist. Thinking that she was sleeping, I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
My naked, erect prick continued to throb and pulsate to the mere touch of her hand. I hoped that she was sleeping soundly enough that she didn't feel my cock pushing her hand up and down. After proclaiming my love to her mother and marrying Victoria, I'd be embarrassed if Veronica knew that I sexually wanted her, too.
'What degenerate wants to have sex with mother and daughter,' I thought. 'If that wasn't enough that I married the love of my life, I now wanted to have sex with her 22-year-old daughter, too.'
I just hoped that Veronica would fondle the head of my engorged prick with her manicured fingertips before wrapping her fingers around my prick and holding it in her hand while sleeping. I'd love to feel her holding my stiff cock in her hand. I'd like for her to stroke me again.
# # #
'If it wasn't enough that I stripped her naked, how dare I take sexual advantage of her while she was sleeping,' I thought. 'Yet, if that wasn't outrageous enough, I touched and felt her in all the places where a stepfather never should touch and feel his stepdaughter while she was sleeping. If it wasn't enough that I saw her naked again, I couldn't believe she took my erect prick in her hand and stroked me,' I thought.
With her drunk and vulnerable, no excuse for me to take inappropriate, sexual advantage of my stepdaughter while she was drunk and sleeping but it had been a while since I had sex and I was horny. With Veronica's mouth so very close to my pajama clad exposed erection, unable to stop myself, I did something very, sexually wicked. With me not wearing underwear beneath my pajama bottoms in the way that my stepdaughter wasn't wearing panties beneath her nightgown, I didn't return my exposed prick inside of my pajama pants. Instead, I left it out to play.
I was nervous. I was sexually excited. Not wanting to frighten her, I hoped she didn't awaken and see my erect, naked prick staring at her in her face. Yet, I was curious about Veronica's reaction to seeing my naked cock when she wasn't as drunk. I never wanted to expose myself to my stepdaughter in the way that I wanted to expose myself to her now.
Curious what my stepdaughter would do if she did see my naked cock, I wondered what she'd do. I wondered if she'd take me in her hand to stroke me again. I wondered if she'd take me in her mouth to suck me. I wondered if she'd fall back on the couch, lift her nightgown to her waist, and take me in her pussy to fuck me. I wondered if she'd scream and, if her mother was still alive, would tell her mother that I exposed myself to her.


Daring myself to do so, I took my erect cock in hand and slowly slid my prick along her sleeping lips. I watched a droplet of precum slide between her lips. I watched her lick my precum away with her sleeping tongue.
Only, unbeknownst to me, my stepdaughter wasn't sleeping. Pretending to be asleep, she was wide awake and was staring at my throbbing prick. She surprised me when she reached out her soft and warm hand and wrapped her long fingers around my exposed, thick, naked prick. Then, I couldn't believe it when she started stroking me before she opened her mouth to take me in her mouth to suck me.
Veronica was blowing me. My deceased wife's daughter was giving me a blowjob. Better than the blowjob that I received from her mother, Victoria, the prom queen at her senior prom, Veronica was, indeed, a much better and experienced cocksucker than was her mother. Unable to control myself and hold back, she was going to make me cum. I was going to cum in Veronica's beautiful mouth.
Yet, still as stunned as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my stepdaughter was blowing me. As if she wanted to blow me as much as I wanted her to blow me, Veronica continued stroking and sucking my cock. Her giving me a blowjob was not only consensual but also was willing. Clearly, she wanted to suck my cock as much as I wanted her to suck my cock. She wanted me to cum in her mouth as much as I wanted to cum in her mouth.
# # #
Sure enough, all part of her plan to sexually seduce me, it didn't take Veronica long to take me in her soft hand and wrap her manicured fingers around my erect prick. As if she was dreaming of stroking the cock of one of her many boyfriends, she slowly stroked my prick. My stepdaughter gave me a feigned sleeping, hand job. Thinking that she was stroking me in her sleep, all the better, she was wide awake and deliberately having sex with me.
Not stopping there, as soon as the head of my stiff prick touched her red, full lips, she parted her lips and licked the head of my cock. Then, she kissed it. Finally, she took the head of my cock in her warm, wet mouth while she was still pretending to be asleep. Assuredly, she knew that I'd never cheat on her mother, whether dead or alive, especially not with her daughter. Giving me the benefit of doubt, she knew that I'd never have sex with her if she was awake.
As shocked as I was stunned, I couldn't believe my stepdaughter willingly and consensually took me in her mouth. She sucked my cock. I couldn't believe my wife's daughter was blowing me. No longer able to control myself, I put a gentle hand to the back of her sleeping, blonde head. Determined to cum in her beautiful mouth, gently I humped her mouth and fucked her face.
Then, too late to pull away, I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her feigned sleeping mouth. As soon as I unloaded all that I had in Veronica's mouth, she swallowed. Then, she pretended to awaken. As soon as she removed my stiff prick from her mouth, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her beautiful face and in her long, blonde hair, and across her naked breasts. Something I thought I'd never do; I gave my stepdaughter a cum bath.
# # #
"Daddy," she said, looking down at herself before looking up at me.
She was so drunk. Never have I seen her inebriated. I'm just glad that she didn't puke.
She laughed while wiping cum away with her fingertips. She inserted her fingers in her mouth and sucked and swallowed more cum from her fingers.
"Daddy. Oh, my God. Did you just cum in my mouth and all over my face?"
She looked up at me with a face full of horror.
"Did I just blow you in my sleep," she asked, slurring her words?"
She looked down at herself again before looking up at me.
"Did you just give me a cum bath," she asked while wiping cum from her face with a hand towel.
Expecting her to be angry, had her mother still been alive, I would have expected her to tell her mother that I sexually abused her daughter. Victoria would have thrown me out of the house and divorced me. I looked at Veronica with embarrassment and shame, as much as I looked at her with sexual excitement.
"I'm sorry, Veronica, but after I undressed you to put on your nightgown, you started fondling my naked prick in your sleep," I said. "You unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. You pulled my pants and underwear down. You took me in your hand and stroked me," I said while putting the blame on her.
I continued to stare down her naked breasts.
"Then, when you took me in your mouth, you sucked me in your sleep. With me horny for so very long, I couldn't stop myself from putting my gentle hand to the back of your pretty head. I humped your beautiful mouth and I fucked your pretty face before cumming in your mouth," I said.
Surprising me that she wasn't angry, she nodded her head as if she understood.
"Well, if that's the case, daddy. May I sleep with you in your bed tonight," she asked, slurring her words again?
I would have said yes to anything she asked. Not thinking that she'd sleep in my bed on the night of her mother's funeral, I nodded my head. Then, I wondered if she'd dare sleep in my bed, if she'd have sex with me again later tonight. I'd love to have sex with Veronica not that she wasn't feigning that she was sleeping and was wide awake. I'd love to eat her, make love to her, and fuck her.
"I'd love for you to sleep with me in my bed, Veronica," I said.
Then, I said what I was daring myself to say.
"Now that you're wide awake, I'd love to have sex with you again," I said.
# # #
Returning the sexual favor, something that I had always wanted to do, unable to resist, I felt and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, when she started stroking me again, I moved my hand beneath her nightgown. I cupped her naked, blonde, trimmed, pussy in the palm of my hand. Then, I rubbed her clit while finger fucked her pussy. I masturbated my stepdaughter.
I couldn't believe that I was masturbating her. I couldn't believe that she was willingly and consensually allowing me to masturbate her. Something that I thought that I'd never do, I was giving Veronica a sexual orgasm with my fingers.
To be continued...
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"Daddy, May I Sleep with You?" #01
Stepdaughter asks to sleep with stepdad at mom's funeral.
My name is Jack. After my wife suddenly died, on the day of her funeral, I'm having sex with her daughter, Veronica, my stepdaughter.
As if I imagined what she had said, I couldn't believe what I heard, and what my stepdaughter asked. My twenty-two-year-old stepdaughter asked to sleep with me in my bed.
'Am I dreaming,' I thought. 'The night of my wife's, her mother's funeral, and Veronica asked to sleep with me. Now that her mother is no longer around does that mean that she wants to have sex with me?'
# # #
With my bedroom door ajar, I saw her peek inside my bedroom to see if I was awake. Veronica pushed open my bedroom door a bit more with her bare foot without knocking. She saw what she wanted to see of me. She saw something that she shouldn't have seen. She saw what she never expected to see, and something that I never expected her to see. She saw me lying on my bed on my back naked and with a big erection while I stroked myself over her.
"Veronica," I whispered too loud. "I want to have sex with you," I said.
'My stepdaughter caught me masturbating,' I thought. 'She heard me say that I wanted to have sex with her.
Too hot to sleep, not covering my nakedness, even though I knew my stepdaughter was there peeking, I wasn't even covered with a sheet. I saw my wife's sister, Isabella, at the funeral earlier. Unable to stop thinking about her, especially after she pressed her hot body against me and kissed me on the lips to offer me her condolences, that was the first time that my sister-in-law kissed me on my lips.
I was tempted to part her lips with my tongue, reach my hand behind her to feel her shapely ass through her short, black dress, and French kiss her. I was horny enough to feel her big breasts through her dress and her bra while making out with her. Horny now, after my wife died, I couldn't stop thinking about her sister.
I wondered what she looked like in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. I wondered if she'd have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. I wondered if she sucked cock.
A tall and beautiful woman with bigger breasts and a better body than her sister, my deceased wife, I wondered if I should call her. After Veronica stared at my nakedness, she quietly stepped back from my door and silently and stealthily closed it. I wondered what she was thinking. As I thought about her aunt, Isabella, I thought about my stepdaughter, Veronica. I wondered if she wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
I wondered what she wanted. I wondered if she was sexually aroused or embarrassed after seeing my naked, erect prick, seeing me stroking myself, and hearing me say that I wanted to have sex with her. Answering my question, she waited a minute, then she quietly knocked again.
"Daddy?"
She paused.
"Daddy," she asked again? "May I Sleep with You?"
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'My stepdaughter asked if she could sleep with me.'
# # #
She looked to me for comfort after her mother died while I looked to her for sex after I no longer had her mother in my bed. Finally, after a bit of a drought, it was raining. The thunder and lightning must have scared her awake. She was much like a dog in that regard. Scared to death of them, she hated thunder and lightning storms.
Wishing I had a camera with me, one time, she jumped out of the shower naked when she heard a loud clap of thunder and a brilliant flash of lightning. Not wanting to go upstairs to use the other bathroom, fortunately, I was standing there waiting to use the bathroom. I had to pee.
As soon as she opened the bathroom door, launching herself at me, she pressed her wet, naked body against me. She tightly hugged me pelvis to pelvis while shivering. Daring myself to do so, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I reached my hands around her and down to cup her shapely naked ass in both of my horny hands. Surprising me by not slapping my hands or backing away, she allowed me to feel and squeeze her beautiful, firm and naked ass.
My first time seeing anything of her other than her bra strap, I couldn't believe that I saw my stepdaughter without her clothes. I couldn't believe she pressed herself against me. She gave me an immediate erection. With her nearly my height, I wonder if she felt my throbbing and pulsating cock impaling her tummy. In the way that I've always wanted to fuck my wife's sister, I now wanted to have sex with my wife's daughter, too.
Having never asked me to sleep with me before, she asked to sleep with me now. In bed in a thunder and lightning storm, she didn't want to sleep alone. She was afraid of the storm. Especially after her mother died, she wanted me to hold her and comfort her. Only, I was naked with a big and hard erection. If I invited her into my room now while naked and with an erection, she'd think me perverted.
She needed me to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, spoon her, and comfort her. With me always hot and her always cold, she needed the warmth of my body, even if I was naked. I wondered if she cared that I wasn't wearing any clothes. After she saw me naked with an erection when peeking through my door, I wondered if she'd still climb in bed with me.
Only after my wife died, something that my stepdaughter didn't know, never inviting her to sleep with me, I felt as guilty as I felt sexually excited to sleep naked with Ronnie. When my wife was alive, I jerked over seeing Veronica without her clothes. I stroked myself while imagining having forbidden sex with her. I visualized touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body everywhere that a stepfather should never touch, feel, and fondle his naked stepdaughter.
# # #
I remember the day as if it was yesterday. Too young to die, at only forty-three-years-old, it was the worst day of my life. Losing control of her car, she crashed into a tree. A dreary and depressing day, that day, it rained all day. Then, days later, the night of my wife Victoria's funeral, surprising me and sexually exciting me, shocking but true, my stepdaughter asked if she could sleep with me in my bed.
Inconsolable and crying, she felt terribly sad and depressed. If that wasn't enough the storm, she feared the storm. She couldn't sleep. She needed me to comfort and console her. Only, with me not thinking of her comfort, finally alone with her, I thought of sex.
Looking so much like her mother, with her long, lush, natural, blonde hair and big, blue, expressive eyes, she was beautiful. She looked like Kenedi Anderson, the 17-year-old Platinum winning singer on 2022 American Idol, before she voluntarily decided to leave the contest to serve an eighteen-month mission for the Church of Jesus Christ for the Latter-Day Saints in Hawaii. Veronica looked like Victoria looked when she was her age.
Love at first sight, the first time I saw her mother, I was ready to ask her to marry me. Only, not wanting to be deemed insane, I waited a month before I bought her an engagement ring, got down on one knee, and proposed. Surprisingly, she accepted albeit with doubts.
I watched her biting her lip. She looked uncomfortable instead of looking happy. Instead of looking at me with love, she looked at me with shame and embarrassment. Giving me mixed messages, clearly, she seemed uncomfortable with me asking her to marry me.
Figuring she'd say no, ready to be heartbroken, I was ready to be rejected. Having second thoughts, it was my fault, and too late now to rescind my proposal, I should have waited to ask her to marry me. Then, instead of just saying no to marrying me, she explained.
"Before I say yes to marrying you, with you only thirty-years-old, I need you to know that I'm eight-years older than you,' she said. "When I'm sixty-two and eligible for Social Security, you'll only be fifty-four-years-old and in the prime of your career," she said with a laugh.
'I don't believe it. She's eight-years older than me.' I thought?
"You're only thirty-years-old, and I'm thirty-eight-years-old," she said, reminding me of my age and our age difference again.
I had no idea that she was older than me. With her looking much younger, I thought that we were the same age. She blew my mind.
'What? Seriously? She's thirty-eight-years-old,' I thought? 'Wow! She does not look her age.'
I was shocked. I thought we were the same age. Hard for me to believe that she was eight-years older than me, I thought she was thirty-years-old."
"I have a twelve-year-old daughter, Veronica, who lives with me," she said.
Yet, I didn't care that she was older than me. I loved her. I didn't care that she had a daughter living with her. We all have baggage. I still wanted to be with her forever.
Yet, now that I know she has a twelve-year-old daughter, I wondered if her daughter looked like her and with her showing me pictures of her daughter, I was surprised that she did. The spitting image of her, they could have been identical, twin sisters when she was her age. Again, her daughter looked like Kenedi Anderson, one of the three, platinum ticket winners from 2022 American Idol. Much like her mother, Victoria, Veronica was stunningly beautiful.
The identical image of her, she looked exactly like her mother. They could have done one of those mother and daughter commercials. No one would believe that they were mother and daughter. With Victoria looking so much younger than her age, and definitely not looking like she's 38-years-old, they looked more like sisters than they looked like mother and daughter.
"Yes, of course, Veronica can live with us," I said beaming with excitement that Victoria agreed to marry me. "That's not a problem."
As long as Victoria agreed to marry me, her whole family, her mother, her sister, and her daughter could all live with us, too. I didn't care as long as Victoria was in my life forever. I loved her. I truly loved my future wife.
Tragically, ten-years later, Victoria was dead, killed in a single car crash when her car slammed head-on into a tree. Now, I was alone with her daughter, Veronica. Inconsolable and devastated, I had to be strong for her daughter, my stepdaughter.
She not only lost her mother; but also, she lost her best friend. With her biological father not caring two cents about her mother and/or his daughter, I needed to be the rock that she needed to weather her personal storm.
# # #
I remember it as if it was yesterday instead of five-years ago, it all started on the day of her mother's funeral. She was more than a big tipsy, she was falling down drunk. After everyone left, I had to help her to bed. I sat her on her bed and removed a nightgown from her drawer. Not making a move to undress herself, she just sat there crying in a drunken stupor. I quickly grabbed a small barrel to put beside her should she need to puke.
Something that I thought, wanted, and needed to do, with trembling fingers, I unzipped the back of her black dress. I helped her to stand to remove her dress from her firm and shapely body. I tossed her dress on the chair. As if I had never seen a woman in her bra and panties, I stared at Ronnie in her black, D cup bra, and her black, French bikini panties. She was a sight to behold.
I stared at the tops of her breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. Then, when I leaned over her to unhook the back of her bra, she touched and felt my semi-erect bulge through my pants. As if she was preoccupied with my cock, she continued touching me, feeling me, fondling me, and squeezing my growing erection. Within seconds I had a big and hard throbbing and pulsating erection while she continued fondling my cock through my clothes.
I removed her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation, I removed her bra from her breasts and tossed that on the chair. I stared at her naked breasts as if I had never seen a woman's naked breasts. Daring myself to touch them, feel them, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples, with her too drunk to notice, I stared at her dark pink areolas and her pink, erect nipples.
Then, I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. I squatted down in front of her to suck her nipples. As soon as I stood in front of her, she unbuttoned and unzipped my pants.
She pushed my trousers and underwear down and stared at my erect, naked prick as if she had never seen a man's penis. Then, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my big dick. While smiling up at me, she slowly stroked me. My stepdaughter was giving me a hand job.
Then, holding onto her so that she didn't fall, I helped her to stand. I stared at my topless stepdaughter dressed only in her black panties. She had quite the sexy body.
"You must remove my panties, daddy," she said. "I never sleep in my panties," she said, moving her head side-to-side.
I tucked my fingers in the waistband of her panties and slowly slid them down while I leaned forward. My nose and my mouth were only inches away from her naked cunt. As soon as she stepped out of her panties, I pressed her naked body against me. I held her while reaching down to cup her naked ass again. Then, I put her nightgown over her head.
"I can't go to bed. I'm not tired. I'm wide awake," she said with a hiccup. "I need to stay up. Let's watch some TV," she said.
I left her a minute to change out of my clothes that I had worn all day. I wore my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear. Then, I returned to her bedroom to help her to the living room.
# # #
After everyone left, and we had put all of the food away, and after I stripped her naked to put on her nightgown, we watched a movie while sitting together on the couch. Again, she was more than tipsy, she was drunk. The first time alone with my stepdaughter, I put my arm around her shoulders and hugged her. As if she belonged there, she felt so good in my arms.
She put her hand on my stomach only inches away from my bulging erection. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, after seeing her naked body, and after she took me in her hand to stroke me, I had an erection. I'm always sexually excited when around my stepdaughter, and with me holding her made me even more excited.
It was late. With her having had too much to drink, she looked as if she was ready to fall asleep. After a long day, I didn't want to disturb her. Instead, with her soundly sleeping, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I took liberties with her nightgown clad body.
I moved my hand from her shoulder to move it down to touch and feel the side of her nightgown clad naked breast. I touched, felt, and fondled her big tit while reaching around her to finger her erect nipple. Then, I dropped my hand all the way down to feel her shapely ass through her nightgown. So firm and shapely, I loved her ass as much as I loved her big breasts. With her not stopping me nor slapping my horny hand away, I loved feeling her beautiful body.
Moving my hand up and down, I continued feeling the side of her big, D cup breasts, and her naked, nightgown clad ass. Having seen them twice already when she ran out of the bathroom naked during a thunder and lightning storm, and again this evening when I undressed her, I loved her tits. The second time seeing her naked was when she ran out of the shower, and when I undressed her tonight, while slowly rubbing her back, I hugged her to console her.
Innocently enough, on the night of her mother's funeral, setting the stage for what would happen between stepdaughter and stepfather later, because she was wearing a flimsy nightgown, she was cold. I cuddled beneath a blanket with my stepdaughter. Then, when I put my arm around her shoulders again, she leaned into me and moved her hand from my stomach to rest her hand on my upper thigh.
With her hand so very close to my pajama clad cock, and with the image of her naked body still fresh in my mind, it didn't take me long to develop an erection. Hoping that she'd place her hand on top of my erection, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my naked cock. I wanted her to take me in her hand again and stroke me.
Big enough to move the blanket up and down, I knew that my engorged prick would soon make its way out of my pajama pee hole. When it did, I hoped she'd reach beneath the blanket and take my big dick in her hand and stroke it. Something that may never happen, suddenly feeling like quite the cad, I was as sexually excited as I was embarrassed that my pajama clad cock emerged from my pajama pee hole beneath the blanket.
I continued throbbing and pulsating my prick while waiting for the anticipated touch of my stepdaughter's hand. Then, when she fell asleep, she slumped to the side and her nightgown top fell wide open. I clearly could see a good portion of the size and the shape of her naked breasts and her erect nipples. With her head in my lap, whether deliberate or unintentional, her hand was now resting on my erection. I watched her hand move up and in rhythm with my throbbing prick.
I removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders and her arms from her nightgown straps. I pushed the bodice of her nightgown down to her waist. Thinking that she was sleeping, I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
My naked, erect prick continued to throb and pulsate to the mere touch of her hand. I hoped that she was sleeping soundly enough that she didn't feel my cock pushing her hand up and down. After proclaiming my love to her mother and marrying Victoria, I'd be embarrassed if Veronica knew that I sexually wanted her, too.
'What degenerate wants to have sex with mother and daughter,' I thought. 'If that wasn't enough that I married the love of my life, I now wanted to have sex with her 22-year-old daughter, too.'
I just hoped that Veronica would fondle the head of my engorged prick with her manicured fingertips before wrapping her fingers around my prick and holding it in her hand while sleeping. I'd love to feel her holding my stiff cock in her hand. I'd like for her to stroke me again.
# # #
'If it wasn't enough that I stripped her naked, how dare I take sexual advantage of her while she was sleeping,' I thought. 'Yet, if that wasn't outrageous enough, I touched and felt her in all the places where a stepfather never should touch and feel his stepdaughter while she was sleeping. If it wasn't enough that I saw her naked again, I couldn't believe she took my erect prick in her hand and stroked me,' I thought.
With her drunk and vulnerable, no excuse for me to take inappropriate, sexual advantage of my stepdaughter while she was drunk and sleeping but it had been a while since I had sex and I was horny. With Veronica's mouth so very close to my pajama clad exposed erection, unable to stop myself, I did something very, sexually wicked. With me not wearing underwear beneath my pajama bottoms in the way that my stepdaughter wasn't wearing panties beneath her nightgown, I didn't return my exposed prick inside of my pajama pants. Instead, I left it out to play.
I was nervous. I was sexually excited. Not wanting to frighten her, I hoped she didn't awaken and see my erect, naked prick staring at her in her face. Yet, I was curious about Veronica's reaction to seeing my naked cock when she wasn't as drunk. I never wanted to expose myself to my stepdaughter in the way that I wanted to expose myself to her now.
Curious what my stepdaughter would do if she did see my naked cock, I wondered what she'd do. I wondered if she'd take me in her hand to stroke me again. I wondered if she'd take me in her mouth to suck me. I wondered if she'd fall back on the couch, lift her nightgown to her waist, and take me in her pussy to fuck me. I wondered if she'd scream and, if her mother was still alive, would tell her mother that I exposed myself to her.


Daring myself to do so, I took my erect cock in hand and slowly slid my prick along her sleeping lips. I watched a droplet of precum slide between her lips. I watched her lick my precum away with her sleeping tongue.
Only, unbeknownst to me, my stepdaughter wasn't sleeping. Pretending to be asleep, she was wide awake and was staring at my throbbing prick. She surprised me when she reached out her soft and warm hand and wrapped her long fingers around my exposed, thick, naked prick. Then, I couldn't believe it when she started stroking me before she opened her mouth to take me in her mouth to suck me.
Veronica was blowing me. My deceased wife's daughter was giving me a blowjob. Better than the blowjob that I received from her mother, Victoria, the prom queen at her senior prom, Veronica was, indeed, a much better and experienced cocksucker than was her mother. Unable to control myself and hold back, she was going to make me cum. I was going to cum in Veronica's beautiful mouth.
Yet, still as stunned as I was sexually excited, I couldn't believe my stepdaughter was blowing me. As if she wanted to blow me as much as I wanted her to blow me, Veronica continued stroking and sucking my cock. Her giving me a blowjob was not only consensual but also was willing. Clearly, she wanted to suck my cock as much as I wanted her to suck my cock. She wanted me to cum in her mouth as much as I wanted to cum in her mouth.
# # #
Sure enough, all part of her plan to sexually seduce me, it didn't take Veronica long to take me in her soft hand and wrap her manicured fingers around my erect prick. As if she was dreaming of stroking the cock of one of her many boyfriends, she slowly stroked my prick. My stepdaughter gave me a feigned sleeping, hand job. Thinking that she was stroking me in her sleep, all the better, she was wide awake and deliberately having sex with me.
Not stopping there, as soon as the head of my stiff prick touched her red, full lips, she parted her lips and licked the head of my cock. Then, she kissed it. Finally, she took the head of my cock in her warm, wet mouth while she was still pretending to be asleep. Assuredly, she knew that I'd never cheat on her mother, whether dead or alive, especially not with her daughter. Giving me the benefit of doubt, she knew that I'd never have sex with her if she was awake.
As shocked as I was stunned, I couldn't believe my stepdaughter willingly and consensually took me in her mouth. She sucked my cock. I couldn't believe my wife's daughter was blowing me. No longer able to control myself, I put a gentle hand to the back of her sleeping, blonde head. Determined to cum in her beautiful mouth, gently I humped her mouth and fucked her face.
Then, too late to pull away, I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her feigned sleeping mouth. As soon as I unloaded all that I had in Veronica's mouth, she swallowed. Then, she pretended to awaken. As soon as she removed my stiff prick from her mouth, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her beautiful face and in her long, blonde hair, and across her naked breasts. Something I thought I'd never do; I gave my stepdaughter a cum bath.
# # #
"Daddy," she said, looking down at herself before looking up at me.
She was so drunk. Never have I seen her inebriated. I'm just glad that she didn't puke.
She laughed while wiping cum away with her fingertips. She inserted her fingers in her mouth and sucked and swallowed more cum from her fingers.
"Daddy. Oh, my God. Did you just cum in my mouth and all over my face?"
She looked up at me with a face full of horror.
"Did I just blow you in my sleep," she asked, slurring her words?"
She looked down at herself again before looking up at me.
"Did you just give me a cum bath," she asked while wiping cum from her face with a hand towel.
Expecting her to be angry, had her mother still been alive, I would have expected her to tell her mother that I sexually abused her daughter. Victoria would have thrown me out of the house and divorced me. I looked at Veronica with embarrassment and shame, as much as I looked at her with sexual excitement.
"I'm sorry, Veronica, but after I undressed you to put on your nightgown, you started fondling my naked prick in your sleep," I said. "You unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. You pulled my pants and underwear down. You took me in your hand and stroked me," I said while putting the blame on her.
I continued to stare down her naked breasts.
"Then, when you took me in your mouth, you sucked me in your sleep. With me horny for so very long, I couldn't stop myself from putting my gentle hand to the back of your pretty head. I humped your beautiful mouth and I fucked your pretty face before cumming in your mouth," I said.
Surprising me that she wasn't angry, she nodded her head as if she understood.
"Well, if that's the case, daddy. May I sleep with you in your bed tonight," she asked, slurring her words again?
I would have said yes to anything she asked. Not thinking that she'd sleep in my bed on the night of her mother's funeral, I nodded my head. Then, I wondered if she'd dare sleep in my bed, if she'd have sex with me again later tonight. I'd love to have sex with Veronica not that she wasn't feigning that she was sleeping and was wide awake. I'd love to eat her, make love to her, and fuck her.
"I'd love for you to sleep with me in my bed, Veronica," I said.
Then, I said what I was daring myself to say.
"Now that you're wide awake, I'd love to have sex with you again," I said.
# # #
Returning the sexual favor, something that I had always wanted to do, unable to resist, I felt and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, when she started stroking me again, I moved my hand beneath her nightgown. I cupped her naked, blonde, trimmed, pussy in the palm of my hand. Then, I rubbed her clit while finger fucked her pussy. I masturbated my stepdaughter.
I couldn't believe that I was masturbating her. I couldn't believe that she was willingly and consensually allowing me to masturbate her. Something that I thought that I'd never do, I was giving Veronica a sexual orgasm with my fingers.
To be continued...
 
"Daddy, May I Sleep with You?" #02
Stepdaughter asks to sleep with stepdad after mom's funeral.
Revised, Rewritten, and Continued from "Daddy, May I sleep with you?" #01:
Sure enough, all part of her plan to sexually seduce me, it didn't take Veronica long to take me in her soft hand and wrap her manicured fingers around my erect prick and stroke me. As if she was dreaming of stroking the cock of one of her many boyfriends, she slowly stroked my prick.
My stepdaughter gave me a hand job in her feigned sleep. I wondered if she'd give me a blowjob in her feigned sleep, too. Thinking that she was stroking me in her sleep, all the better, shocking me, she was wide awake and deliberately having sex with me.
I stealthily move my erect cock to her red, full lips. As soon as the head of my stiff prick touched her lips, she parted her lips and licked the head of my cock. Then, she kissed it.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Veronica kissed my prick.'
Finally, with a gentle hand on the back of her blonde, pretty head, she took the head of my cock in her warm, wet mouth while she still pretended to be asleep. Assuredly, she knew that I'd never cheat on her mother, whether dead or alive, especially not with her daughter. Giving me the benefit of doubt, she knew that I'd never have sex with her if she was awake. Yet, if she was pretending to be sleeping, she must have thought that I'd have sex with her.
As shocked as I was stunned, I couldn't believe my stepdaughter willingly and consensually took me in her mouth. She sucked my cock. I couldn't believe my wife's daughter was blowing me. No longer able to control myself, I put a gentle hand to the back of her sleeping, blonde head again. Determined to cum in her beautiful mouth, gently I humped her beautiful mouth and fucked her pretty face.
Then, with her giving me one hell of a blowjob, unable to stop myself from cumming, too late to pull away, I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her feigned sleeping mouth. As soon as I unloaded all that I had in her mouth, she swallowed. Then, with a big, loud yawn, and a stretch, she pretended to awaken.
As soon as she removed my stiff prick from her mouth, something she wasn't expecting, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her beautiful face and in her long, blonde hair, and across her naked breasts. Something I thought I'd never do; never having given her mother one, I gave my stepdaughter a cum bath. With her eyes wide open and her hands in the air, with her face dripping wet, I covered her with cum.
# # #
"Daddy," she said.
Looking down at herself before looking up at me, she smiled. She wasn't angry that I ejaculated all over her.
She was so drunk before but starting to sober up now, she seemed wide awake. Never have I seen her inebriated. I'm just glad that she didn't puke.
Seeming to enjoy the cum bath, she laughed while wiping cum away with her fingertips. She inserted her fingers in her mouth and sucked and swallowed more cum from her fingers. She smiled while staring up at me.
"Daddy. Oh, my God, daddy. Did you just cum in my mouth and all over my face?"
She laughed.
"You gave me quite the cum bath," she said laughing. "My first cum bath, you had so much cum."
# # #
She looked up at me with surprise and curiosity.
"Did I blow you in my sleep," she asked, slurring her words?"
She looked down at herself again before looking up at me.
"I can't believe you gave me a cum bath," she said.
She wiped the rest of the cum from her face with a hand towel.
She laughed again.
Expecting her to be angry, had her mother still been alive, I would have expected her to tell her mother that I sexually abused her daughter by allowing her to blow me and giving her a cum bath. Had she known, Victoria would have thrown me out of the house and divorced me. I looked at Veronica with embarrassment and shame, as much as I looked at her with sexual excitement.
'She blew me,' I thought. 'My stepdaughter sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed me before I ejaculated a second load all over her face.
# # #
"I'm sorry, Veronica, but after I undressed you, and stripped you naked to put on your nightie, you started fondling my naked prick in your drunkenness," I said. "You unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. You pulled my pants and underwear down. You took me in your hand and stroked me," I said while putting the blame on her.
I continued to stare down her naked breasts.
"Then, when you took me in your mouth, you sucked me in your drunkenness. With me horny for so very long, I couldn't stop myself from putting a gentle hand to the back of your pretty head. I humped your beautiful mouth and I fucked your pretty face before cumming in your mouth," I said.
Surprising me that she wasn't angry, she nodded her head as if she understood.
"Well, if that's the case, daddy," she said.
She paused to stare up at me while giving me a sexy smile and a naughty look. She looked at me as if rethinking what she was about to say but she said it anyway.
"May I sleep with you in your bed tonight," she asked, slurring her words again?
I would have said yes to anything she asked. Not thinking that she'd sleep with me in my bed on the night of her mother's funeral, I nodded my head. Then, I wondered if she'd dare sleep in my bed. If she did sleep with me, I wondered if she'd have sex with me again later tonight.
I'd love to have sex with her again now that she wasn't feigning that she was sleeping and was wide awake. I'd love to finger and lick her pussy. I love to make love to her, and fuck her. I'd love to give her multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock.
"I'd love for you to sleep with me in my bed, Veronica," I said.
Then, I said what I was daring myself to say.
"Now that you're wide awake, I'd love to have sex with you again," I said.
She smiled.
"Oh, daddy," she said.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and hugged me.
# # #
Returning the sexual favor, something that I loved doing, unable to resist, I felt and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, when she started stroking me again, I moved my hand beneath her nightgown. I cupped her naked, blonde, trimmed, pussy in the palm of my hand.
I slid a slow and deliberate finger along her pussy slit. I parted her swollen pussy lips with my stiff finger. Inserting my fingers inside of her, I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her cunt. I masturbated my stepdaughter.
"Daddy. Oh, my God, daddy. That feels so good. Don't stop, daddy. Please don't stop," she said.
I couldn't believe that I was masturbating her. I couldn't believe that she didn't want me to stop rubbing her clit and finger fucking her pussy. I couldn't believe that she was willingly and consensually allowing me to masturbate her. Something that I thought that I'd never do, I was giving Veronica a sexual orgasm with my fingers.
"Daddy! Daddy! I'm cumming, daddy. I'm cumming," she said. "I'm cumming, daddy. I'm cumming."
She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, arched her back, and fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
"Daddy, May I Sleep with You?" #02
After my wife was killed in a one car crash when she crashed head-on into a tree on a rainy night, with her having nowhere else to go, she left her daughter, Veronica, behind to live with me. I loved my stepdaughter. I really did. Yet, I loved her in the way that a stepfather should never love his stepdaughter.
I loved her in the way that a man loves a woman. We got along. We were pals. We were friends. Playing games and watching movies, I couldn't be any closer to her than if she was my biological daughter.
Only, I wanted her to be more than just a daughter. I wanted her to be my girlfriend. I wanted her to be my lover. I wanted her to be my wife. I wanted to impregnate her with my children.
I never thought I'd be sexually attracted to her. I never thought I'd ever be having incestuous sex with her. I never thought she'd want to have sex with me, a man 12-years older than her.
With her father remarried and with him living on the other side of the country, he made it clear that he wanted nothing to do with his past. He wanted nothing to do with his daughter. He had always been a cold, selfish bastard and I tried to be the father that my stepdaughter deserved to have. Only, I never thought I'd be in a forbidden, sexual relationship with her.
A week after her mother was dead and buried, Veronica started acting out with inappropriate sexual behavior. Something that always surprised me, shocked me even, and with me the focus of her sexual attention, she started to sexually flash me. When sitting across from me in her short skirt, she'd deliberately part her knees wide enough to flash me her white panties.
I not only stared and masturbated over later when seeing her white panties. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of blonde, trimmed pubic hair that was visible through her sheer panties. Every time she crossed and uncrossed her shapely legs, she continually flashed me her panties again and again. Then, when sitting across from me when wearing her short, sexy nightgown, as if she was Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, she'd flash me her naked pussy.
With her always wearing a robe over her short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgowns, before her mother died, she never wore a robe over her nightgown now. She wanted me to see what I shouldn't see of her. When she wasn't flashing me her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy, she flashed me her naked, D cup breasts. I can't count how many upskirt peeks I saw of her white panties, naked pussy, and down views of her naked breasts that I've seen.
I can't count how many up-nightgown peeks I saw of her naked pussy. I can't count how many down blouse peeks I saw of her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut bra. I can't count how many down nightgown views I saw of her naked breasts and erect nipples.
'She's so very beautiful. She's so sexy,' I thought. 'She's so shapely.'
Making me horny, daring myself to touch her where a stepfather should never touch his stepdaughter, I touched her. I felt her.
Yet, instead of making a full-blown forbidden pass at her, I masturbated over her later in my bedroom. I masturbated over imagining her stroking me, sucking me, allowing me to cum in her mouth, and giving her a cum bath. Now with her stroking me, sucking me, and hopefully fucking me soon, I no longer masturbated over Veronica.
# # #
Deciding that we can't live without one another, we decided to marry. I couldn't believe that I was marrying my wife's daughter. I couldn't believe that Veronica agreed to marry me. If it wasn't enough that I was married to her beautiful mother, soon I'd be married to her beautiful daughter.
With Victoria not wanting to have any more children, something that I didn't do with her mother, I couldn't wait to have a baby with Veronica. Within five years, we had a girl that we named Lily, and a boy that we named Wyatt. We lived happily ever after.
# # #
Yet, going back five-years to when the forbidden sex between us started, that night, after we had a houseful of people giving us their condolences and bringing us food, we were finally alone. As if I was dreaming or having a masturbation fantasy, a vision of loveliness, my 23-year-old stepdaughter, Veronica, walked in my room in her short, low-cut, sheer, and sexy nightgown. With her illuminated by the bright overhead light, other than when she was naked, I've never seen as much of her nearly naked body as I was seeing now.
I was as shocked as I was sexually excited. That was the first time seeing her in her nightgown without her wearing a robe over it. I could not only see the shape and the size of her D cup breasts, but also, I could see the patch of her blonde, trimmed, pubic hair. Then, when she turned the other way, I could see her shapely ass and her ass crack.
She wanted to sleep with me. I couldn't believe she wanted to sleep with me. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, not believing that she ever would sleep with me, I wanted to sleep with her, too.
Before coming upstairs asking to sleep with me, she made me horny by getting my attention. When she stood in front of the TV, the light from the TV lit her up as she walked through a TSA X-ray machine at the airport. I could see her as if she was naked. With us having an open floor plan, I was able to see the kitchen from my reclining chair. When she stood in the darkened kitchen without turning on the light, as soon as she opened the refrigerator door, the light lit her up as if she was naked.
When she opened the drapes in the living room and in my bedroom, the light shined through the windows, and illuminated her as if she wasn't wearing anything at all. Unable to stop myself from staring, I stared at the size and the shape of her D cup breasts. I stared at all that I could see of her blonde, trimmed pussy, her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit through her sheer and nearly transparent nightgown. I imagined stripping her naked and having sex with her beautiful, young body.
# # #
"Daddy," asked Veronica?
Not the first time calling me daddy, she liked calling me daddy. She looked at me with big, sad, blue eyes while holding her stuffed rabbit, Trixie. She looked so young when holding her stuffed rabbit.
"May I sleep with you?"
As if I was hearing things or imagining her asking me if she could sleep with me, I was as sexually excited as I was stunned.
'What? Seriously? May I sleep with you? My beautiful, young, stepdaughter, asked if she could sleep with me in my bed. I couldn't believe it. I had an instant throbbing erection with the imagined thoughts of not only sleeping with my stepdaughter but also having forbidden sex with her, too.'


My horny mind was filled with sexually forbidden thoughts. I imagined making out with her. I imagined kissing her, French kissing her. I imagined touching her and feeling her everywhere through her nightgown while continuing to make out with her.
I imagined removing her nightgown and stripping her naked again. I imagined touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a stepfather should touch and feel his stepdaughter. I imagined her touching and feeling my naked body everywhere that a stepdaughter should never touch and feel her stepfather.
Something that I had always wanted to do from the first day that I met her but controlling myself from having such wicked, sexual thoughts for my wife's daughter, I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to finger her pussy while licking her cunt. I wanted to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers and my tongue. I wanted to fuck her fast enough and hard enough to give her sexual orgasms with my stiff cock. I wanted to hear her scream my name.
'Daddy! Daddy, I'm cumming, daddy,' I imagined her screaming when giving her another sexual orgasm.
No, wait. That's not right. I don't want her calling me daddy when she's having an orgasm. I wanted her to call me by name.
"Jack! Jack! I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Jack."
'Jack! Jack, I'm cumming, Jack, I imagined her screaming after making her cum for the third time.'
# # #
"I can't sleep, daddy. If the thunder and lightning storm isn't enough, I can't stop thinking of Mommy," she said. "I keep thinking of her six feet under and sleeping in that cold grave alone."
I wanted to jump out of bed to hold her but I was naked with a big erection. Something that I hoped wouldn't matter, I said what I needed her to know. I wanted her next move to be her decision.
"Too hot to sleep with clothes on, I'm naked, honey," I said.
She laughed.
"I don't care about that, daddy," she said with a shrug. "What does that matter?"
'Huh? What? She doesn't care that I'm naked,' I thought. 'She still wanted to sleep with me? I hoped she'd want to have sex with me again.'
I pushed open the sheet to expose my naked, right thigh. Instead of looking away she stared. Then, she climbed in bed with me. She moved her nightgown clad body against me and hugged me. When she hugged me, as I did before, I did again.
I cupped her beautiful and firm ass in the palm of my big hand. Not slapping my hand away, she even wiggled her ass in my hand. Ready to stay on my side of the bed and/or to put pillows between us, instead, she wiggled herself closer to me and against me.
# # #
"Hold me, daddy," she whispered. "Hug me. Cuddle me. Spoon me. Comfort me, daddy. I'm cold," she said.
Hoping that she didn't notice my throbbing and bulging cock, I was as embarrassed as I was sexually excited. After all, she wasn't just any woman that I asked home from the bar, she was my stepdaughter, my deceased wife's daughter. Feeling like such a degenerate cad, I couldn't believe that I had an erection at a time like this when she needed me the most.
"Of course, you may sleep with me, sweetheart," I said.
As soon as she climbed in bed with me, whether intentional or deliberate, she flashed me a close-up view of her naked, blonde pussy. Such a memorable occasion and something that I'd never forget seeing for the rest of my horny life, the first time seeing her naked pussy up close, I couldn't believe that I saw Veronica's naked, blonde cunt. As she never does, she wasn't wearing panties.
Victoria always wore panties to bed but her daughter wasn't wearing panties. In the way that my wife's nightgown climbed up to her waist to expose her white, French bikini panties while she was sleeping, I imagined Veronica's nightgown climbing up to her waist to expose her shapely naked ass and her blonde, naked pussy from behind as she slept. I wished I had a flashlight to peek beneath the covers. I'd love to see her naked ass again.
# # #
I had a big bed, a king-sized bed with plenty of room for the both of us. Yet, she loved sleeping up against me. Beyond reproach, with a raging thunder and lightning storm happening outside, and with this the night of her mother's funeral, it was perfectly permissible and understandable for her to want to sleep with me. I had no problem sleeping with her.
I figured that I'd stay on my side and she'd stay on her side. Only, with her moving closer to me until she was against me, she wanted me to hold her. Clearly, she needed me to comfort her. She rested her hand on my stomach. The bottom of her hand was mere inches away from my throbbing and pulsating erection.
"Hold me, Daddy," she said.
She wiggled her naked ass against me. The bottom of her hand touched the head of my naked cock.
"I don't care if you're naked, daddy. I'm cold," she said, calling me daddy again.
When she called me daddy, I felt like the pervert that I am for being sexually attracted to my wife's, adult daughter. When she called me daddy, she made me feel guilty for sexually wanting her. Yet, when she called me daddy, I wanted her even more. I wanted to do dirty and nasty thing to her beautiful, naked body that a stepfather should never want to do to his stepdaughter.
# # #
After everyone finally left and dropped off food, the first time alone with my stepdaughter was at my wife's funeral earlier today. With her in bed with me now, accommodating her, I moved closer to her. Now with us in the middle of the bed, I put my arm around her and pulled her closer to me. With her big breasts pressed against my muscular chest, I reached my hand down to rest it at the top of her shapely ass. I loved her ass as much as I loved her big breasts.
Having not held my wife in a week, since the day that she died, it felt so good to hold her daughter. Not only did she look like my wife but also, she felt like my wife, only firmer. When I put my nose to her beautiful, long, blonde hair, with her wearing Victoria's perfume, she smelled like my wife, too. Embarrassing myself for being so lecherous, averting my eyes, I could clearly see her big, naked, D cup breasts, the same size as her mother's breasts, down her open nightgown top.
Unable to control myself from thinking of what it would feel like to be sexually intimate with her, I wondered what it would feel like to kiss her. I wondered what it would feel like to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss. I wondered what it would feel like to make out with her while touching and feeling her nightgown clad body everywhere that a stepfather should never touch and feel his stepdaughter.
I wondered what it would feel like to finger and lick her pussy. I wondered what it would feel like to make slow, sweet, and passionate love to her warm and wet pussy. I wondered what it would feel like to fuck her cunt fast enough and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock. I'd love to pound her pussy.
# # #
"Daddy," she asked?
She looked up at me with her big, beautiful, expressive blue eyes?
"May I touch you," she asked?
'Huh? What? May I touch you,' I thought? 'Touch me where?'
I was suddenly filled with sexual anticipation when my stepdaughter, hopefully, asked to touch my cock.
"Touch me? Of course, you may touch me," I said. "You're already touching. You have one hand on my chest and have your other hand on my stomach," I said nervously.
My imagination ran wild. I imagined Veronica touching my cock. I imagined her fondling the head of my prick with her fingertips. I visualized her taking my engorged dick in her soft and warm hand. I pictured her stroking my erect dick and giving me a hand job. I envisioned her sucking me before allowing me to eat her, make love to her, and fuck her.
# # #
Only what she meant by touching me was something else entirely and something that I wasn't expecting even if I imagined that it was. Shocking me, as if I had given her permission to do this, she moved her hand and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my erect cock. I couldn't believe my wife's beautiful daughter was holding my big dick in her soft hand.
"I hope you don't mind. I hope you don't think I'm a whore but, I find holding you in my hand very comforting, daddy." she said.
She fell silent while fondling my erect prick. Then, she removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders and her arms from her nightgown straps. She lowered the bodice of her nightgown down to her waist.
"You may touch and feel me, daddy. I like having my naked breasts fondled and my nipples fingered when I'm holding and stroking an erect prick in my hand," she said.
I wondered how many men saw and fondled her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. I wondered how many men ate her beautiful pussy. I wondered how many stiff pricks she held in her soft hand. I wondered how many men she made love to and fucked.
# # #
As soon as she started fondling the head of my prick with her fingertips, I immediately had a bigger and a harder erection. Then, something that I never expected her to do, ever so slowly and ever so gently, she started stroking my cock. Never thinking that my beautiful stepdaughter would ever stroke my stiff prick before, Veronica was giving me another slow hand job again now.
"Daddy," she asked?
She looked up at me with pleading eyes?
"Touch me," she said.
She continued masturbating me.
"I need to feel your hands on my body," she said.
'Touch her,' I thought. Touch her where? I am touching her. I'm holding her while she's stroking me.'
I didn't have to wonder very long where to touch my stepdaughter because she took my hand by my wrist and moved it to her naked breast. In the way that I couldn't believe that she was slowly stroking my prick, I couldn't believe that she wanted me to touch and feel her naked breasts. She held my hand there while I continued touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts in the palm of my horny hands.
"Finger my nipples, daddy. I like my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered while I'm stroking a cock. That makes me wet," she said. "Make me wet, daddy."
With our sexual relationship starting out slow, and with her having to be drunk, going much faster, she was sober now.
As if I had never felt a naked breast before, I felt my stepdaughter's breasts, first one and then the other. At first, not wanting my touches to be sexual but loving, I avoided touching her nipples. Yet, she not only wanted me to finger her nipples, she asked me to finger her nipples. She said fondling her breasts and while I fingered her nipples made her wet.
I was curious if she'd allow me to finger her nipples. Then, testing the sexual waters, I slid a slow hand across her erect nipples. When she didn't stop me, I pinched her nipples, pulled her nipples, turned her nipples, and twisted her nipples while she continued stroking my throbbing prick. Then, I leaned forward and took her nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other. I sucked her nipples while she sucked my cock.
# # #
Then, shocking me again, she moved my hand from feeling her naked breasts and moved my hand between her legs. As soon as she did, I cupped her naked pussy in the palm of my big hand. Not stopping there, I deliberately slid a slow finger along her pussy slit.
I parted her pussy lips with my fingers and rubbed her clit. Then, I fingerfucked her. I finger fucked my stepdaughter. She was already so wet, so very wet, and I masturbated her again.
Just as I never thought that I'd ever be feeling my stepdaughter's naked tits, I never thought I'd never be cupping her naked pussy and masturbating her. Afraid to move my hand and/or my fingers, she pressed on my hand and pushed my finger deeper inside of her. As if I owned her cunt, my finger was deep inside her while she gasped.
Surprising her, I found her G spot. I pressed on that and fingered that, too. She loved it.
Then, as if I had never masturbated a woman before, showing me what to do, as if I already didn't know, she directed my fingers with her fingers. She rubbed her clit with my index finger. Determined to masturbate her and make her cum again, I rubbed her clit faster. I rubbed her clit harder. Then, she pushed down harder on my hand. My middle finger penetrated her pussy deeper.
"Oh, daddy. You're going to make me cum again. Don't stop, daddy. Please don' stop," she said breathing hard. "Masturbate me, daddy."
I was masturbating my stepdaughter again while she continued slowly masturbating me. With all of this happening so fast, hard enough for me to wrap my head around my stepdaughter masturbating me, I couldn't believe that I was masturbating Veronica, my deceased wife's daughter. She was so pretty, beautiful actually. She had the best body that I ever touched, felt, and fondled.
"You have the biggest penis that I ever felt, fondled, and stroked, daddy. I love your big cock," she said.
She said that as if she had read what I thought about her beautiful body.
# # #
I should have known better the first time my stepdaughter, Veronica, asked to sleep with me that she didn't want to sleep. With this her first opportunity to be alone with me without her mother in my bed with me, she wanted to have sex with me. Having difficulty wrapping my head around her asking to sleep with me, until she made the first moves to sexually seduce me, I never suspected that she wanted me to give her sex.
Now, a nightly occurrence, my 22-year-old stepdaughter sleeps in my bed. Every night, I held her, hugged her, cuddled her, and spooned her. Every night, she stroked my cock and I fingered her pussy. Now that we started this, we can't stop it.
We make love every night. We fuck every morning. In between, I masturbate and eat her, and she strokes and sucks me.
She talks about me having sex with her friends and/or with her friends' mothers. I talk about her having sex with my friends and/or with my friends' fathers. We talk about trying the swinging lifestyle. We discuss what it would be like to have sex with other couples, husbands and wives that we've just met.
# # #
Not wanting to reject her and hurt her feelings, I wanted her to continue sleeping with me. I wanted to eat her pussy. I wanted to give her an orgasm with my fingers and tongue. I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to fuck her. With my wife not wanting to have any more children, I wanted to impregnate her daughter with our baby. I couldn't wait to cum in her pussy.
I didn't want to stop having incestuous sex with Veronica. I love having forbidden sex with her. I wanted our forbidden sexual relationship to continue forever. I'd even marry her to legalize our relationship as husband and wife, if she'd have me.
In the way that I loved my wife, an older version of her daughter, I love my stepdaughter, a younger version of my wife, too. I loved sleeping with her. I loved having sex with her.
With my beloved wife dead and buried, I'd be so lonely to sleep in this big bed alone. The best thing that could have happened to me was Veronica asking if she could sleep with me. She not only took the place of my wife, but she brought me happiness that I never felt with her mother.
'Daddy,' I thought while replaying her not so innocent questions in my mind. 'May I sleep with you? May I touch you?'
Actually, changing my mind, I loved it when she called me daddy, instead of Jack.
# # #
I suddenly felt like the lecherous pervert that I am having sex with my stepdaughter. It would be okay if all she wanted to do was to sleep with me. With me having a king-sized, my bed is plenty wide enough to comfortably accommodate the both of us. Yet, she didn't want to sleep. She wanted sex. She wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
I'd have no problem with her sleeping with me in my bed while cuddling and spooning her but, clearly, she wanted more. She wanted to touch, feel, hold, stroke, suck, and fuck my cock. She wanted me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
Forget about sleeping, she wanted me to finger her pussy. She wanted me to masturbate her as much as I wanted her to masturbate me. She wanted me to eat her pussy, make love to her, and fuck her. Clearly, she wanted sex.
Taking the place of my deceased wife, as if she was Victoria, she expected me to give her sex. She expected me to give her multiple, sexual orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. Perhaps, with her jealous of her mother and her wanting me, it wouldn't surprise me if she wanted me to marry her.
Remembering back to how it all started, thank God for the storm. She wanted to sleep with me in my bed. Forget about sleeping, she claimed that she's unable to sleep unless she wrapped her long fingers around my erect cock and stroked me as she slept.
Interestingly enough, like mother like daughter, that's how her mother slept with me. As if she feared that I'd get up in the middle of the night and leave her, as if she owned me, she held my erect prick in her hand as she soundly slept.
# # #
Even when I didn't have an erection, as soon as my wife touched my cock, I had an immediate erection. Now, as soon as Veronica wrapped her fingers around my erect prick, I got and maintained the biggest erections that I've ever had. She holds my engorged prick as if my cock belongs in her soft and warm hand.
Unfortunately, with Veronica's fingers wrapped around my prick and her slowly stroking me while fondling my cock, and cupping my testicles, she made me want to cum. Once she held my dick in her soft, warm hand and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my cock, it quickly hardened and never grew soft. There was something magical about her holding me in her hand.
A game that she seemingly enjoyed playing and played it very well, she's sexually teasing me in her attempt to sexually seduce me. With me being an easy victim, she needn't try very hard. Like her mother, love at first sight, I was hers from the start. After masturbating her pussy without making her cum, I was ready to give Veronica an orgasm with my fingers. I couldn't wait to hear and see her cum.
I was ready to eat her pussy. I was ready to make love to her. I was ready to fuck her.
Now, with her taking the sexual teasing to the next level, she claimed that she can't sleep unless she's holding my erect cock in her hand. She can't sleep unless I touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. She can't sleep unless I rub her clit and finger fuck her pussy.
'Seriously? Are you kidding me? She can't sleep unless I hold and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples? Well, she's my kind of woman,' I thought. 'As long as that's okay with her, that's fine with me.'
# # #
Again, like mother like daughter, something that her mother did, too. Victoria couldn't sleep unless I held her naked breast in the palm of my hand while fingering her erect nipples. To be honest, with us on the same, sexual page, after sleeping like that for so very long, I can't sleep unless a woman is holding my cock in her hand and I'm holding her naked breast and fingering her nipples in my hand as I sleep.
Yet, something as forbidden as it was wrong, I never thought my stepdaughter would be taking her mother's place and taking sexual advantage of me. Something that I jerked off over many times while imagining her naked and having sex with me, I never expected my stepdaughter wanting me to have sex with her.
I never thought that my stepdaughter would sexually seduce me. Not even in my wildest, sexual fantasy, I never thought I'd be having sex with my stepdaughter. Even after having sex with her, it's hard to wrap my head around us having sex, I can't believe that I'm about to have sex with Veronica.
What started out innocently, sleeping together in the same bed, quickly turned into forbidden sex. With me as horny as she is clearly needy, thinking that I could control myself, I couldn't say no to her. To be honest, the first time that I met my stepdaughter when she was 18-years-old and I was 30-years-old, I wanted to sleep with her. Had I not been already married to her mother; I would have put the sexual moves on her.


Now that I'm 35-years-old and my stepdaughter is 23-years-old, with my beloved wife, dead and buried, I'm free to have a sexual relationship with her daughter. With me being a widower, I'm free to marry her. Going from having sex with an older woman to having sex with a younger woman is nothing that I could have imagined. Indeed, sex with my stepdaughter is better than having sex with her mother.
Veronica is more energetic and imaginative than her mother. Her mother was a wonderful lover and all that I thought that I wanted but Veronica, indeed, is a much better lover. I love kissing her. I love making out with her while touching, feeling, and fondling her naked body everywhere that a stepfather should never touch, feel, and fondle his naked stepdaughter.
Now married, we had a girl named Lily, and a boy named Wyatt. We couldn't be any happier than we are now. I love Veronica and she loves me. I'm so glad that I allowed my stepdaughter to sleep with me.
THE END
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Camping with Mom & Her Best Friend
I went camping with my mother and with her best friend.
My name is Leonardo but everyone calls me Leo, especially since my birthday is July 26th and I'm a Leo the Lion. My mom named me Leonardo after one of the Ninja Turtles, created on December 14, 1987, nearly twenty-years before I was born. Twenty-years-old, I was born in 2006.
I love camping. It all started when I was a Boy Scout. I loved scouting. Having attended it every year and still attending it, I love the National Scout Jamboree. No surprise there, I was an Eagle Scout. I can attribute some of the best times of my life when going camping, putting up tents, lighting fires, tying knots, going fishing, bathing in the lake, and getting all of my merit badges.
Only, sadly and frustratingly, I never had anyone wanting to go camping with me. My girlfriend, Samantha, hates camping. A big, black spider ended her wanting to go camping with me and, even though I killed the spider, she still has nightmares. I loved sleeping naked in my oversized sleeping bag with her. Whenever we went camping, we had sex.
Surprisingly, her fifty-year-old, MILF of a mother, Diane, my future mother-in-law loves camping, too. Quite the adventurous woman, she loves being outdoors. She's unafraid of bugs.
Surprising me and unbelievably, she volunteered to go camping with me. Being outdoors with Samantha's mother would allow me some alone time with her. Sitting around a campfire talking about her daughter and with her telling somethings that I need to know but don't know, would allow me to know my girlfriend and her mother on a deeper level. Only, I had no idea how deep that I would go with her mom.
# # #
With her helping me, once we finished setting up, unloading the car, pitching the tent, making the campfire without lighting it, we walked to the lake with our towels while holding hands. Being with her mother made me feel that I was with an older version of Samantha. She looked like what I imagined that my girlfriend would look like when she was fifty-years-old.
With Samantha looking older and her mother looking younger, they looked enough alike that they could have been sisters instead of mother and daughter. Figuring that we were going to sunbathe, with her waiting for me outside of the tent, I quickly changed into my bathing suit in the tent. Our little secret blew my mind when, as soon as we got to the lake, she turned to face me while smiling. I returned her smile with my smile.
While I stared at her in disbelief, she unbuttoned her blouse, one slow button at a time. She looked down to see what each unbuttoned button revealed before looking up at me while unbuttoning the next button. Shocking me, once her blouse was unbuttoned, she removed it. She stood in front of me in her blouse and jeans while slowly turning from side to side.
Unable to stop staring, I stared at her low-cut, sexy, white, lacy, D cup bra. I stared at the tops of her jiggling big breasts. I stared at her long line of sexy cleavage. I stared at what I could see of her areolas and her erect nipples through her sheer and non-padded brassiere.
Then, she unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans. She showed me her toned stomach, and the front of her white panties. She sexily and slowly pushed her jeans down to her feet, and stepped out of them to show me her white, French bikini, sheer panties.
Unable to look away, I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her patch of bushy brown, pubic hair, and her pussy slit that I could clearly see through her sheer white panties. Something that I'll be jerking off over for the rest of my horny life, I stared at Diane in her bra and panties. For an older woman, she had an older woman. Indeed, women look better in their panties and bra instead of being topless and/or naked. Sexy lingerie hides their imperfections.
As if she was a lingerie model, she raised her arms over her head. She twirled around to show me her front and her underwear clad back. Then, she turned and bent at the waist to show me her shapely, panty clad ass.
'Oh, my,' I thought. 'She is my girlfriend's mother. I'm seeing Diane, my future mother-in-law in her panties and bra.'
"So, what do you think of your girlfriend's old mother," she asked?
I smiled while staring at her.
"You're a beautiful woman. You have an incredible body," I said. "If I wasn't dating and engaged to your daughter, I'd be dating and engaged to you," I said with a laugh.
She laughed, too.
"You ain't seen nothing yet," she said.
# # #
I held my breath in sexual anticipation. She reached around her to unhook her two-hook bra. Giving me a private strip tease, I watched her slowly and sexily remove her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps.
While she stared up at me smiling, I stared down at her. She held her bra cups in place with her hands before removing one bra cup to reveal her naked breast. Then, she removed her other bra cup to show me her other naked breasts. She stood before me topless in just her sexy panties. I couldn't believe that my future mother-in-law showed me her naked breasts.
Not done undressing, she slowly rolled down her panties to show me her naked, bushy, brown pussy and turned to show me her naked ass. Diane stripped herself naked in front of me. I couldn't believe my eyes. I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my life. Then, she stepped into the lake naked to wash herself.
As if I had never seen a naked woman before, I stared at her. I stared at the shape and the size of her big tits. I stared at her areolas. I stared at her erect nipples. I stared at her bushy, brown pussy. I stared at her naked ass. I stared at my girlfriend's naked mother. She turned to look at me while undressing me with her eyes.
"Remove your bathing suit and join me," she said.
She encouraged me to wash myself naked, too, and I did. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, as soon as I removed my bathing suit, I immediately had an erection that wouldn't go down. She stared at my erect cock as much as I stared at her naked body.
"My daughter is a lucky woman," she said. "You have a big, thick, and beautiful penis," she said. "I can't wait to sample that," she said with a dirty laugh.
"Wash my back, please," she said.
'I my future mother-in-law is like this now; I can't wait until after I'm married to Samantha and we're living together. I can't wait for the holidays,' I thought.
Obediently obeying her, I washed her back. Then, she turned to face me.
"Now, wash my front, please," she said with a giggle.
# # #
Her turn to wash me, she concentrated on washing my erection. She wrapped her long fingers around my erect cock. She stroked me. She cupped my testicles in the palm of her hand.
Then, she moved to her knees to take me in her mouth. She stroked me while sucking me. Not wanting to cum, just yet, I needed to return to the tent.
I couldn't wait to eat her pussy. I couldn't wait to make out with her while making love to her. I couldn't wait to fuck her and cum inside of her. I couldn't wait for her to finish blowing me and cum in her mouth while watching her swallow me.
After we dried ourselves, we quickly walked back to the tent. As if I found gold nuggets in the lake, my hands were all over her D cup, naked breasts. She had the cleanest breasts by the time that I was done with her tits. I leaned forward and sucked her nipples clean. She pulled my hand down to her pussy and I washed that, too. I rubbed her clit, finger fucking her, and masturbating her. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers.
"Leo. Leo. Don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. I'm cumming, Leo. I'm cumming, she said.
As soon as she said she was cumming, she did. She closed her eyes, arched her back, stiffened her long, shapely legs, and fell silent in the afterglow of sex.
# # #
While facing me, she put her arms around my neck, pulled me to her, and kissed me on the lips. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I was making out with my future mother-in-law while feeling her naked body everywhere that a future son-in-law should never feel her.
She wrapped her manicured fingers around my big dick again. She stroked my cock while making out with me. Something that I hoped my future fiancé never finds out about, I had sex with her mother.
I gently pushed her back on my sleeping bag. I made myself comfortable between Diane's shapely thighs. I fingered her pussy while licking her pussy. I ate my future mother-in-law's cunt.
"Leo. Leo. Oh, my God, Leo. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking me. Don't stop licking me. You're going to make me cum. You're going to make me cum," she said.
She took my head in both of her hands. She rubbed my face all over her wet pussy. As if she gave me her version of a cum bath, I have her vaginal secretions everywhere. She humped my mouth.
"Leo! Leo! I'm cumming," she said.
She closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her legs while falling silent to enjoy the afterglow of sex. I ate Diane's cunt. I couldn't believe that I not only saw her naked but we made out. Now, I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
# # #
Not stopping there, I made myself comfortable between her legs. I fingered and licked her pussy. I ate her cunt, and gave her a second orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I gave Samantha's mother oral sex.
After I masturbated her and ate her cunt, I mounted her missionary style. I fucked her fast and hard enough to give her a third orgasm, this time with my cock. Glad that she was too old to impregnate her, I ejaculated a huge load of cum in pussy.
Finally, she took me in her hand and stroked me, again. This time, determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder before taking me in her beautiful mouth to blow me. She stroked my cock while sucking my prick.
Something that my girlfriend has yet to do, she allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth and she swallowed my cum. She swallowed my cum and licked my prick clean. While she rested, she told me that she wanted to continue our sexual relationship after we returned home.
"One day, when Samantha is at work, I'll invite my sister, Carol, over, and we'll have threesome sex. Would you like that? She's very pretty, has C cup breasts, and a nice ass. She'd love to have sex with you," she said smiling while nodding her head. "She loves fucking as much as she loves sucking."
# # #
My best friend, Anthony, is afraid of bugs and bears. Where I go camping there are not only plenty of bugs, but also, there are lots of black bears and moose, too. Such a pussy, he hates camping. While complaining to my MILF of a mother, Anne Marie, that I have no one to go camping with, not telling her about Sam's mother, she surprised me with what she said.
She got an excited look on her face. She flashed me a big smile. Then, she said what she was thinking with unbridled excitement.
"If you don't mind going with your old mother, I'll go camping with you," she said. "I love camping. My dad used to take us camping all the time."
I love going camping so much that if I had someone to go camping with, I'd go camping every weekend the whole summer. After having gone camping with Samantha's mother, I was eager to go camping with my mother. I wondered if my mom would strip herself naked and wash in the lake while asking me to wash her back and her front, too.
I wondered what she'd say if she knew that I not only went camping with my future mother-in-law but she not only stripped herself naked in front of me but also, we had wild sex. Then, she got a sad look on her face while wringing her hands.
"With me not having a man in my life to protect me, I never get a chance to go camping anymore," she said. "I love sleeping under the stars, and bathing naked in the lake," she said.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, she let out a little laugh.
'What? My mother loves bathing naked in the lake,' I thought.
"No peeking," she said. "It's wrong to see mommy naked."
'No peeking? I will definitely be peeking,' I thought.
# # #
She laughed. After seeing Diane without her clothes, I stared at my mother, Anne Marie, while undressing her with my eyes. Then, she covered her breasts by folding her arms across her chest.
"Why are you staring at mommy's tits, Leo," she asked? "Are you horny?"
She laughed again. I couldn't believe what my mother asked me next?
"Let's get this out of the way. Would you like to see mommy's tits, Leo," she asked?
She gave me a big smile. I stared at her with sexual anticipation. I couldn't believe that my mom asked me if I wanted to see her tits.
"I'll show you my tits. Okay," she said.
I stared at her with my eyes bulging out of my head when she pulled the front of her nightgown down. She reached her hand in her nightgown to pull out her tits. My mom showed me her naked breasts. Giving me a good, long look of her breasts, she stared down at her big boobs before staring up at me and smiling.
I stared at the shape and the size of her big tits while staring at her areolas and nipples. She had enormous breasts bigger than my girlfriend's and her mother's big breasts. Something that I never expected to see, I loved seeing my mom's tits.
"Well, what do you think of mommy's tits," she asked?
I stared at my mother in the way that I stared at my future mother-in-law, Diane.
"Mom," I said while pretending that I was embarrassed. "Oh, my God."
I covered my eyes with my splayed finger hand. She laughed. Then, she shrugged.
"What's the big deal? It's just my tits, Leo," she said.
# # #
She laughed again. Then, she shocked me again with what she said next.
"Show me your cock," she said. "I want to see it."
I stared at her with disbelief.
"Go ahead. Don't be shy. I'll allow you to feel my breasts if you allow me to feel your penis," she said.
I stood and walked closer to my mother sitting on the couch. I pushed my pajama pants down that I wear without underwear in front of her. As soon as I exposed myself to my mom, I had an erection. She stared at my erect cock in the way that I stared at her naked breasts.
Then, she reached out and took me in her soft and warm hand. She fondled the head of my prick with her manicured fingertips. Then, she wrapped her fingers around my dick and squeezed it before slowly stroking me. My mom was masturbating me.
"It's so big. It's so hard. I love your penis, Leo," she said.
She looked down at her topless self before looking up at me.
"Go ahead, feel my tits. I love having my nipples fingered while having my breasts fondled. You may suck mommy's nipples. I love that, too.
I felt her tits and fondled her breasts while leaning forward to suck her nipples. As soon as I stood, she leaned forward and took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. My mother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock.
She laughed.
"I willingly showed you my tits, asked to see your penis, stroked you, and sucked you for you to agree to take me camping," she said.
# # #
I couldn't help imagining my mother undressing and stripping herself naked while at the lake ready to wash herself. I envisioned us bathing in the lake naked together. As I did with Diane, I visualized doing the same with my mother. I imagined washing her back before washing her front.
Again, she surprised me with what she said next.
"Maybe we can go camping together. I'll go camping with you," she said. "I'd love to sit around a campfire with you and tell scary stories. That would be fun."
I returned my mom's big smile with my big smile.
'After showing me her tits, allowing me to feel and fondle them while fingering her nipples, she stroked and sucked my cock. Now, my mother wanted to go camping with me. I couldn't believe she wanted to go camping,' I thought. 'I hope she has sex with me, too.'
"Really? You'd go camping with me," I asked?
She shrugged.
"Sure, why not," she said?
I turned to her and gave her a big hug. It was hard to hug my mother. Her huge double D cup breasts always got in the way that made it hard to hug her. My horny hands were always brushing against and coming in contact with the sides of her big tits through her blouse and bra.
# # #
"I know," she said excitedly. "I'll ask my best friend, Gabriella. She loves camping, too. We'll make it a foursome. We'll take her son, your best friend, Anthony, with us, too" she said.
I shook my head and made a face.
"I already asked him. Anthony hates camping. He hates bugs, and he's afraid of bears," I said.
I laughed.
"I'll ask his mother anyway. Maybe she'd like to go without him while he stays home playing his video games," said my mom with a laugh.
Unable to help myself, I imagined my friend's MILF of a mom showing me her naked breasts while asking to see my naked cock. As much as I loved to have sex with my mother, I'd love to have sex with her friend, too. I imagined having threesome sex with the both of them.
# # #
Being the Eagle Scout that I am, I'm always prepared. I had my checklist of all that I needed to go camping. Tent, tent poles, spikes, sleeping bag, blankets, pillows, three folding chairs, first aid kit, pots, pans, coffee pot and coffee cups, extra matches, lanterns, spotlights, flashlights, fishing rod and net, bug spray, and bear spray.
I also packed plenty of food, drinks, mostly water, and energy drinks. I packed marshmallows, marshmallow roasting sticks, portable, handheld fans, cell phone rechargers, my laptop computer, and a compass. I also brought a tire inflator, a shovel, hammer, and an axe, just in case.
My mom and her friend packed everything that they needed, flannel nightgowns, hair products, hairdryer, curling iron, make up, and plenty of wine, lots of wine, too much wine. Fortunately, they remembered to pack extra blankets and their pillows. The only thing that they didn't pack was what they forgot to pack, and what they needed the most, was their sleeping bags. Unless you're a cowboy sleeping under the stars on the open range with your cattle, you're going to need a sleeping bag.
After driving 220 miles north, and taking nearly four hours, it wasn't until we arrived at the camping grounds, a few miles outside of Dixville Notch in New Hampshire that they realized that they forgot to pack their sleeping bags. Again, fortunately for me, I have a sleeping bag that I bought for my girlfriend and I, should she want to go camping again. My sleeping bag is an XXL sleeping bag that comfortably fits two but with them so petite, my sleeping bag will easily fit the three of us.
With me 6' 4" tall and 200 pounds, and both of them only 5' 2" tall, and not much more than 100 pounds, we'd have to cuddle. I'd love to cuddle with my mother and her best friend. They're both MILFs. I imagined hugging them, holding them, and spooning them while touching and feeling them in all of the sexually inappropriate places. Only, no doubt, as soon as we cuddled, I'd have an erection.
I wondered why so many petite women have such big breasts. They both had enormous tits. I love tits. They both had 34, double D cup breasts. I have a thing for older women, especially those with big breasts.
I loved Dixville Notch because it was at the very tip of New Hampshire. Maine was ten-miles to the right, Vermont was ten-miles to the left, and the Canadian border was ten-miles straight ahead. I planned on driving to Vermont for a maple syrup breakfast, and driving to Maine for a fresh fish dinner. I didn't think we'd have time to drive to Canada to take in the sights.
# # #
While I did all of the manual labor, unable to help myself being the horny man that I am, I peeked on them washing themselves while naked in the river. My first time seeing my mother and her best friend without their clothes, I couldn't help but stare. I couldn't wait to masturbate myself as soon as I had a private moment. I loved seeing their humongous, naked breasts.


The first night we were there, after I unloaded the car, pitched the tent, lit the fire, and we ate dinner, they drank wine while I drank water. I was tired, and they were more than tipsy. They were drunk. Happy drunks all they did was talk, laugh, and drink more wine.
While wishing I was in the tent with them watching them undress, I gave them some privacy to change into their nightgowns. Then, while in my sleeping bag, not an easy thing to do, much easier if I was with my girlfriend or her mother were with me, instead of my mother and her friend, I strip myself naked. I wondered what they would say if they knew that I wasn't wearing any clothes. Only having one change of clothes, and wearing them tomorrow, I didn't want to wear my clothes to bed.
Hoping that I didn't embarrass them or myself, but with them already catching me peeking at their naked bodies when they were bathing in the river, I didn't figure either one of them were prudes. Instead of admonishing me for peeking, they laughed. Especially after my mother showed me her naked breasts and asked to see my naked prick, they wanted me to see them without their clothes as much as I wanted to see them naked.
"Pervert," said Gabriella with a laugh.
She crossed her arms around her naked breasts and turned the other way to flash me her naked ass instead of flashing me her naked pussy. Happy to show me her naked breasts again, my mother raised her arms over her head and twirled around in the water while posing naked. Hopefully, it wouldn't be a surprise to them, but whenever I go camping, I always sleep in the nude. I get too hot wearing clothes in my heavy sleeping bag.
# # #
With them drinking more wine, long past being tipsy, they were drunk. With them not even noticing that I was naked, I climbed in the sleeping bag first. I just hoped that they didn't puke. They were still sitting around the campfire when I was already in my sleeping bag. I lay there waiting for them to finish their wine. Ready to sleep, it was late and I was tired.
Finally, they noisily came into the tent laughing and talking.
"Shh," said my mom. "He's sleeping."
My mom crawled in beside me and Gabriella climbed in the sleeping bag on the other side of me. I was in the middle of my sleeping bag with my mom on my right side, and my best friend's mother on my left side.
As soon as they crawled in the sleeping bag, I felt their flannel nightgowns climb to their waists. Their half-naked body was against my naked body. They were as naked below the waist as I was. The first one to notice that I was naked was Gabriella. Her hand accidentally brushed by my naked, erect prick. Even in the dark, I heard her inhale and I could see how she looked at me with shocked surprise.
"Leo. Oh, my," she said.
She laughed.
"Are you naked," she asked?
As soon as she asked me that, my mother reached down, took my erect cock in her hand, and squeezed.
"Leo," she said! "You have an erection. Why do you have an erection?"
# # #
As soon as my mother said that, my friend's mother took me in her hand, wrapped my fingers around my cock, and held me.
"This was how I used to sleep with my husband. I couldn't fall asleep unless I was holding him in my hand. Only, he never got and maintained an erection like you. You must be proud. You're going to make some young woman very happy," she said with a dirty laugh. "You have a very big and hard prick, Leo," she said.
My mother laughed.
"Give me a turn," said my mom. "I never slept like that with my husband. Between his excessive drinking and with him having diabetes, he never had and/or could maintain an erection.
My mom took my cock in her soft and warm hand. With her holding my big dick while she fondled the head of my cock with her manicured fingers, I'll be masturbating over this night for the rest of my horny life. I don't think that either woman would have sexually assaulted me had they not been drinking. Nonetheless, it felt so good for my mom and her friend to hold my naked penis in their hands. I couldn't wait to feel their naked breasts in my horny hands.
# # #
My best friend's MILF of a mother turned away from me and I turned with her. With her nightgown raised to her waist, when my cock wasn't in her hand, my big dick rested between her naked, ass cheeks. Nearly impaling me, she wiggled her naked ass while moving closer to me. I suspected that she wanted me to fuck her from behind.
Then, surprising me, she took my big hand by my wrist and stuck it inside of her unbuttoned nightgown. I cupped her big, naked breast in the palm of my big hand. As soon as I did, her nipple erected. I fingered her nipple while she reached around me to slowly stroke my cock. Anthony's mother was giving me a slow, hand job.
Then, when my mother turned away from me, I turned with her. As I did with Gabriella, I did with my mother. With her nightgown raised to her waist, I rested my erect prick between my mom's naked ass cheeks. Nearly impaling me, just like her friend did, she wiggled her naked ass while moving closer to me. I suspected my mother wanted me to fuck her from behind, too.
Then, surprising me, as did her friend, my mother did, too. She took my big hand by my wrist and stuck it inside of her unbuttoned nightgown, too. I cupped her big, naked breast in the palm of my big hand. As soon as I did, her nipple erected. I fingered my mom's nipple while she reached behind her to wrap her fingers around my stiff prick. She held my cock in her hand, and slowly stroked me.
Both my mother and her friend were taking turns giving me slow hand jobs while allowing me to fondle their naked breasts and finger their nipples. Gabriella turned to face me. Surprising me, she kissed me on the lips, parted my lips with her tongue, and French kissed me. As if we were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, or lovers, we were making out with one another while I reached behind her and cupped, felt, and squeezed her naked ass with both my hands.
She pushed my hand down to her nakedly exposed, bushy, brown pussy. I cupped her cunt in my hand. Then, with her directing my fingers with her fingers, I slid a slow finger along her pussy slit. I parted her pussy lips and slipped my fingers inside of her.
She was wet. I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her. I found her G spot and pressed on that. I masturbated my mother's friend.
# # #
Then, when my mother turned to me, she did the same thing. She kissed me on the lips, parted my lips with her tongue, and French kissed me. As if we were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, or lovers instead of mother and son, we were making out with each other while I reached behind her and cupped, felt, and squeezed her naked ass with both my hands.
Like her friend, she pushed my hand down to her nakedly exposed, bushy, brown pussy. I cupped my stepmom's cunt in my hand. Then, with her directing my fingers with her fingers, I slid a slow finger along her pussy slit. I parted her pussy lips and slipped my fingers inside of her.
She was wet. I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her. I found and pressed on her G spot, too. I masturbated my mother.
I was having threesome sex with my mother and her friend. Then, Gabriella disappeared. She moved halfway down my sleeping bag; she took my erect cock in her hand and stroked me. Determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder.
Then, she took me in her mouth. My mom's best friend was blowing me. Gabriella, my best friend's mother, was stroking my cock while sucking my prick. She wanted me to cum in her mouth.
# # #
Following her friend's lead, my mother disappeared. She moved halfway down my sleeping bag; she took my erect cock in her hand and stroked me. Determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder.
Then, she took me in her mouth. My mom was blowing me, too. She was stroking my cock and sucking my prick. She temporarily removed my cock from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Leo. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want to taste you; I want to swallow you."
Then, she took me in her mouth. My mom was blowing me. She was sucking my cock. She temporarily removed my cock from her mouth to speak.
They completely unbuttoned their nightgowns, and removed their big tits. With Gabriella still halfway down my sleeping bag on one side of me and my mom on the other side of me, they took turns stroking me and sucking me. Determined to make me cum, my friend's mom stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Giving me the best blowjobs that I ever had in my life, it didn't take me long to ejaculate my load in both of their mouths.
"Cum, Leo. Cum," she said. "Cum in my mouth. I want to swallow your cum, too," said Anthony's mother.
I exploded a big load of cum in both of their mouths. Then, as soon as they removed my prick from their mouths, I ejaculated a second load of cum in their hair, all over their faces, and all over their naked breasts. I gave them both cum baths. Instead of them being angry, they laughed. They loved me cumming all over them.
With all of us too hot, we climbed out of the sleeping bag and rested on top of it. My mom and Gabriella removed their nightgowns. They were naked.
My mom climbed on top of me reverse cowgirl style. She moved my still erect prick to part her pussy lips and fucked me instead of making love to me. Gabriella sat on my face while I ate her pussy. I gave them both orgasms nearly at the same time. I gave my mom an orgasm with my cock, and I gave Gabriella an orgasm with my fingers and tongue.
Then, they switched positions. Gabriella mounted me reverse cowgirl style and fucked me while my mother sat on my face and I ate her pussy. I continued having threesome sex with my mother and her best friend. I gave my friend's mother an orgasm with my cock, and I gave my stepmom an orgasm with my fingers and tongue.
# # #
As soon as we got home from our weekend camping trip, that night, Gabriella invited us over to her house. Before she did, she barged in her son's bedroom without knocking. She was naked.
"Mom," said Anthony. "What are you doing? Why are you naked," he asked?
He stared at his naked mother as if he had never seen a naked woman before. She gave her son a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"You missed out on a good time. Leo had sex with his mother in front of me. He masturbated her. He made out with her. He ate her pussy, made love to her, and fucked her," she said. "Then, she blew him. She allowed him to cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum. Finally, she allowed him to give her a cum bath," she said.
She laughed.
"He had sex with me, too. He masturbated me. He made out with me while touching and feeling my naked body everywhere. He ate my pussy and made love to me before fucking me. I blew him. I stroked and sucked his cock. I allowed him to cum in my mouth and give me a cum bath, too," she said to her son.
# # #
"Stand up," she said. "Undress. Strip yourself naked. Show me your cock. I want to see it," she said.
Obediently obeying his mother, he stripped himself naked to show her his erect, naked prick. She stared at his cock before taking him in her hand to stroke him.
"Come to my room and have sex with your mother," she said. "Eat me. Make love to me. Then, after you fuck me, I'll blow you. I'll suck your cock and will allow you to cum in mommy's mouth," she said.
She smiled at her son. He followed her to her room, climbed on her bed, and had incestuous sex with his mother. Obediently obeying his mother, Anthony had sex with her. They made out with one another while feeling and fondling their naked bodies. Then, he ate his mother's cunt and gave her an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue.
"Anthony. Anthony. Rub my clit harder. Lit my pussy faster. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
As soon as she had her orgasm, instead of resting in the afterglow of sex, she mounted her son. She made love to him before fucking him. He fucked his mother and exploded a load of cum in her pussy.
"Anthony hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Anthony. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
He fucked his mother as fast and as hard as he could. She returned his fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. He fucked his mother and she fucked her son.
# # #
That night, Anthony sat next to Leo's mother, Anne Marie, while Leo sat next to Gabriella. They made out while feeling one another through their clothes. Stripping each other naked, Anthony undressed Anne Marie, and Leo undressed Gabriella. They had sex on the carpet.
Anthony ate Anne Marie's pussy and Leo ate Gabriella's cunt again. Then, the sons made love to each other's mother before fucking them. Anne Marie blew Anthony, and Gabriella blew Leo, again. Every weekend, they continued to have mother and son swinging sex.
The End
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Stepmom & Stepson Share Motel Room
Stepmother sleeps with and has sex with 25-year-old stepson.
My name is Alexander but everyone calls me Alex. The people who really know me call me Ace or Blackie. A devoted card counting Blackjack player, I have a thing for the ace of spades, my favorite card in the deck. I even have a gold ring with the Ace of Spades displayed on the face of it. No longer a child any more, I'm a twenty-five-year-old man still living with his mother, stepmom actually.
I love playing Blackjack, and I'm quite good at it. My secret, as soon as I win about five or six-hundred-dollars, I get up and leave. Knowing that they're watching me, I've had the 'Eye in the Sky' called on me more than a few times when knowing the next card was a ten, I stayed with a twelve or a thirteen. I never play with my own money. I only play with my designated Blackjack pot, and I'm thousands ahead of the casinos.
I've played Blackjack at 17 casinos in Vegas and all three casinos at Mohegan Sun in Foxwoods, Connecticut. The best casino that I ever played Blackjack at was Binion's on Front Street in downtown Vegas. The dealer played with one deck that she held in her hand face down against her busty breasts. The perfect casino for a card counter, it was like taking candy from a baby. Within fifteen minutes, I won two-thousand-dollars. I left before they asked me to leave.
Yet, this story isn't about Blackjack, casinos, Vegas, or Foxwoods, Connecticut, or gambling. This story is about my beloved stepmother and I. With them married for fifteen, long, and happy years, my father broke her heart.
# # #
My story started when my dad, the cad that he is, divorced my beautiful, thirty-eight-year-old stepmother, Esmerelda. When she was twenty-three-years-old, and he was twenty-eight-years-old, they met in a strip club fifteen-years-ago where she worked as a stripper. Fortunately for her, she only stripped for two years.
Getting her immediate attention, impressing her with his wealth, he made it rain by showering her with one-hundred-dollar-bills when she was on stage dancing around a pole to music while removing her clothes. She gave him lap dances for wads of cash. Then, still impressing her, sweeping her off her feet, they dated and had sex in his huge, master bedroom of his luxurious mansion.
Taken by her, he wined and dined her until he got down on one knee and proposed to her with a five-karat, diamond ring. I've seen topless and naked photos of her that my dad had hidden in his drawer. She was drop dead gorgeous then and still is now. With her long, lush, blue-black hair, her big, brown expressive eyes, and her big D cup breasts, she is one-of-a-kind.
In the way that Rob Gronkowski has Camille Kostek on his arm. In the way that Tom Brady had Tara Reid, Bridget Moynahan, Gisele Bundchen, and Kim Kardashian, and Irina Valeryevna, aka Irina Shayk, on his arm. In the way that Bill Belichick had Linda Holliday, and now, his twenty-four-year-old girlfriend, Jordan Hudson on his arm, every man wants a sexy, shapely, and beautiful woman on his arm. My dad had my stepmom, Esmeralda, on his arm.
Years later, with him as nothing but a pig, he dumped her for a younger stripper, a twenty-six-year-old stripper named Tiffany who had dyed blonde hair and huge, surgically enhanced breasts. After his first wife died in a car accident, my birth mother, having taken care of me since I was a child, Esmerelda was the only mother that I've known. I was given the choice to live with my dad or with my stepmom.
Just in the way, I knew my dad didn't want me, his new bride wanted nothing to do with me. Never mind talking to me, she didn't even look at me the first time I met her. Where my mom has class, his new wife is a dirty, money-grubbing whore. Besides, with him out of the way, hoping to have sex with my stepmother, my masturbation fantasy, I decided to live with her.
# # #
I love my stepmother as if she was my real mother. I have always been sexually attracted to her, who wouldn't? She's beautiful. She's sexy. She's shapely. She's kind. She is warm and friendly. Moreover, watching her figure with diet and plenty of exercise, she still has a phenomenal body.
With me six-foot-four-inches tall, my perfect height, she's five-foot-ten-inches tall and six-foot-one-inch tall with her high heels. She has long, muscular legs, and a firm, and shapely ass. With her long, black hair, she reminds me of Angie Harmon in Rizzoli and Isles but my stepmom is even better looking, and with much bigger breasts.
With her immorally immodest, she's hard to embarrass, especially now when my dad is no longer here to interfere with my voyeurism of her. Deliberately teasing me, daring myself to photograph with my phone, but not wanting her to think me a pervert, I didn't dare. She dresses and undresses with her bedroom door wide open.
Taking advantage of the sexual opportunity, not wanting to regret missing her personal strip tease shows, I stand in her bedroom doorway talking to her while watching her dress in the morning and undress at night. Giving me more to masturbate over, I loved seeing her in her short, sheer, and sexy low-cut nightgowns. I loved seeing her in her bra and panties. I loved seeing her topless as much as I loved seeing her naked.
To be honest, in my personal opinion, hiding whatever bodily imperfections that they may have, women look better wearing a sexy nightgown or in their bra and panties than they do when topless and/or naked. Only, with her having such a shapely and sexy body, she looks good fully dressed or without her clothes. She's perfect.
'Better than all of my friends' mothers, she has an incredible body,' I thought whenever I saw whatever I shouldn't see of her.
# # #
When I returned to my room after watching her dress and undress, while standing in her bedroom doorway talking to her, I jerked off over all that I saw of her. After they divorced, once a stripper, always a stripper, nearly every morning and again every night, she stripped herself topless and/or naked in front of me. I masturbate over her every morning and again, every night. Sometimes when horny, I masturbate again in between while imagining her having forbidden sex with me.
I loved my stepmother. I truly loved her. Only, I didn't love her in the way that a stepson loves his stepmother, I loved her in the way that a man loves a woman. I wish I was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover. I wished that I could have forbidden, incestuous sex with her.
Again, not wanting to miss her strip tease shows, I woke up earlier than her to make her breakfast of two slices of bacon, two scrambled eggs, two pieces of toast with marmalade, and black coffee. I love serving my mom and making breakfast for her. I delivered her breakfast with her morning newspaper as soon as she woke up. She allowed me to stay with her in her bed while she ate her breakfast and we talked and laughed while watching the morning news.
I remained resting in her bed while she climbed out of bed, removed her nightgown, stood in front of her three panel, full-length, mirror naked. She brushed her beautiful black hair one-hundred strokes on each side while moving one way and turning the other way to check her beautiful body. I was tempted to pull out my cock and stroke myself to a big and hard erection, but I didn't. I would have loved to cum for my stepmother, I would have loved for her to watch me cum.
Bar none, she was my best friend. I truly loved her. I hoped to find a woman who looked like her, walked like her, talked like her, and laughed like her. I needed to find her doppelganger clone.
Always with her, I'm glad that I work from home. I write software code for a gaming company. I love my job as much as I love my stepmother. I live with her as if she's my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover instead of my mother. Every day is the wonderful same. We're both so happy living together.
# # #
Yet, this morning was different. She was excited. I've never seen her as excited as she was. After receiving her cashier's check in the mail for her divorce settlement, she wanted me to go with her to look for a house.
Inheriting his dad's multi-million-dollar fortune, my dad was loaded. He was worth hundreds of millions of dollars. As he did with Tiffany, his third wife, he married my stepmom after she signed a prenuptial agreement. When they divorced, she'd receive one-million-dollars, no question. Only, if she caught him cheating, which she did, she'd receive two-million-dollars.
For him to leave Esmeralda to be with Tiffany, he didn't care about the money, just a drop in his big bucket for him. Moreover, she got to keep all of her jewelry worth at least two-hundred-thousand-dollars, along with her massive shoe and pocketbook collection, and her beautiful fur coats worth thousands of dollars more.
She had a long, black mink with a hood, a fox coat, a sheared beaver coat, and even a Russian sable coat. I loved her sable. It was so soft. With us the same size, my dad left me his raccoon coat that he seldom wore, along with his huge watch, ring, and bracelet collection worth tens of thousands more.
No longer stripping when she married my dad, before marrying him, she earned less than fifty-thousand-dollars a year as a stripper after having to pay the owner of the club to strip, and after splitting her tips with the owner, the bartender, and the bouncer. Raised in poverty, two-million-dollars was a fortune to her. The first thing she did with the money was to buy herself a new car, a Toyota Camry hybrid. She bought me a new car, too, a Mustang GT in orange fury metallic tri-coat.
That morning, along with her real estate agent, we were going to look at houses together. I couldn't wait. She wanted to live somewhere that people didn't know her, and that she had worked as a stripper. She wanted to start her life anew. Matter of fact, she introduced me to the car salesmen and to her realtor as her husband instead of her stepson. Now that I was pretending to be married to her, I couldn't wait to have our honeymoon.
With all of the bedrooms having ensuite bathrooms, she wanted a house with four bedrooms and five bathrooms. She wanted enough room to have her sister, Adriana, and her mother, Felicity, to stay over anytime they wanted to visit. We found the perfect house in upstate New York for nine-hundred-thousand-dollars. Unable to afford such a house, it was magnificent.
After paying cash for our cars, and even after taking out a twenty-year mortgage for five-hundred-thousand-dollars, we still had plenty of money left over to invest for our retirements. Not nearly as wealthy as was my father, nevertheless, we were rich. With her continually and constantly walking around me without her clothes, I felt more like her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover than I felt like her stepson.
She found her dream home, a two-story brick, thirty-eight-hundred, square-foot home with five bedrooms, six bathrooms, and a three-car garage on two-acres of land with an eight-foot fence surrounding the property. The high fence was perfect for privacy and for us to have a dog. The house even had an in-the-ground pool.
My mom was always out back sunning herself naked going in the hot tub topless, or swimming in the pool naked. The house had a big front yard and a big backyard, too. It even had a screened in back porch, and an outside kitchen with a big screen TV covered beneath the back porch roof. Only ten-years-old, with all nearly new and high-end appliances, the house was perfect.
# # #
Too tired to drive home, we went to a hotel to have dinner. Tired from driving and looking at houses, we decided to stay overnight. Not having separate beds, the room was a big room with a king-sized bed, a dresser, a big screen TV, a sofa, and a table with a chair. As soon as we entered the room, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, my mom turned to face me, and stripped herself naked.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'I wondered if she finally wanted to have sex with me. I'd love to have sex with her.'
Unable to look away, as if this was seeing her naked, I watched her remove her clothes as if she was doing a strip tease just for me. She turned to face me while looking at me and smiling. As she unbuttoned her blouse, she gave me a sexy look, and a naughty stare.
I stared at her blue, low-cut, sheer, and unpadded bra. I stared at the tops of her jiggling breasts and her long line of sexy cleavage. I stared at what I could clearly see of her dark pink, symmetrical areolas, and her big, light pink erect nipples. I loved my mom's tits.
I watched her unbutton and unzip her skirt while allowing it to fall to her feet. My shapely stepmother stood before me in her sexy bra and panties. As if I was a champagne buying customer in the VIP room with her, I watched her reach around her back to unhook her two-clasp bra. I held my breath while filled with sexual expectation of seeing her naked breasts up close.
While she stared up at me smiling, I watched her remove her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Continuing to tease me, she held her bra cups in place before removing one and then the other. I stared at her big, naked, D cup breasts. Further teasing me, she lifted her breasts in her hands and sucked one of her nipples before sucking her other nipple while smiling at me.
"I love your tits, mom," I said.
She smiled while cupping her breasts in her hands. She lifted her breasts to her mouth and sucked her nipples, first one and then the other.
"I bet you'd love to cup my naked breasts and suck my nipples," she said.
She laughed while I stared at her big, naked breasts.
# # #
With more sexual anticipation creating a drumroll in my head, I watched her slowly slide down her matching blue, French cut, bikini panties down to her feet. I stared at her black-trimmed pussy, her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. I loved seeing my stepmothers, naked pussy and ass as much as I love seeing her naked breasts.
Deliberately teasing me, while staring down at her cunt before staring up at me, she parted her pussy lips with her hands to show me lots of glistening pink. She was as wet as I was hard. Then, she turned and bent at the waist to show me her shapely, naked ass and the back of her black pussy. Continuing to tease me, she shook her shapely ass as if twerking.
With her strip tease show over, she disappeared in the bathroom to take her shower. While waiting for her to finish her shower, I stripped myself naked, too. I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. When she emerged from the bathroom wearing a towel, she stared down at my erect, naked prick in the way that I stared at her nude body.
"Someone is sexually excited," she said with a dirty laugh. "You have a much bigger penis than your dad," she said. "I love your cock, Alex."
When she walked by me, she fingered the head of my erection with her manicured fingertips. She looked up at me and smiled. She gave me another sexy look and another naughty smile.
"Would you like mommy to take care of that for you later when we're in bed tonight," she asked?
She laughed.
"I could give you a hand job," she said.
She moved her hand back and forth as if she was stroking my cock.
"I could give you a blowjob," she said.
She moved her hand back and forth in front of her mouth while pushing her cheek out with her tongue.
"Or I could fuck you. Would you like mommy to fuck you. Would you like to fuck your mother, Alex," she asked.
She moved her shapely hips back and forth as if we were already fucking.
My first time about to have sex with her, I lost my ability to speak.
"Yes," I said and that was all that I could say.
# # #
With her already in bed when I emerged from the shower wearing my towel, I turned off the light, removed my towel, and climbed into bed with her. Instead of moving to her, she scooted back to me. Her nightgown had climbed to her waist.
My erect naked prick rested in between her ass crack. I placed my horny hand on the side of her naked hip. As if she wanted me to fuck her from behind, she wiggled her naked, shapely ass against me. My first time having sex with my stepmom, I'll be masturbating over this night for the rest of my horny life.
"Hold me," she whispered. "Hug me. Cuddle me while spooning me. I'm cold, Alex," she said, wiggling against me, again. "Keep mommy warm."
Obediently obeying her, I held her. I hugged her. I cuddled her, and I spooned her. She took my arm by my wrist and wrapped it around her toned waist. Then, she moved my hand to cup her naked breast.
"This is how I used to sleep with your father," she said. "I love having my breast held while I'm sleeping. When a man holds my breast, I feel so loved and comforted.
Her nipple immediately erected and hardened against the palm of my hand. I love her big tits as much as I love her big nipples.
"You may finger my nipple," she said. "I like having my nipples fingered."
I touched, pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples to her sexual arousal. Indeed, her nipples were one of her erogenous zones. I wondered if she was as wet as I was hard.
# # #
Then, doing something that I had always wanted to do, surprising her, I moved halfway down the bed. I made myself comfortable between her shapely things. I parted her pussy lips with my fingers. I fingered her wet pussy.
I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her. I found her G spot and pressed on that. I made her moan.
"Alex. Oh, my God, Alex, honey. Don't stop masturbating me. You're going to make mommy cum," she said. "You're making me so wet."
I continued rubbing her clit and pressing down on her G spot. Then, I licked her. As soon as I licked her pussy, she humped my mouth. Then, as if she was giving me her version of a cum bath, she took my head in both of her hands and rubbed my face all over her wet pussy.
I had her vaginal secretions everywhere, in my hair, in my eyes, up my nose, and in my mouth. I continued finger fucking her deeper. I continued licking my stepmother faster. I ate my mother's cunt.
"Alex! Alex! Don't stop. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She closed her eyes, arched her back, and stiffened her long legs while falling silent in the afterglow of sex.
# # #
Not resting long, she mounted me. She reached down between my legs to part her swollen pussy lips and insert my still erect cock in her warm and wet pussy. With a gentle hump, I was inside of her cunt. Then, with a harder hump, I was inside of her deeper.
The first time kissing her on her lips, she kissed me on my lips. Then, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I was making out with her while making love to my stepmother, and she was making out with and making love to me.
Taking out sweet time, we made slow and passionate love to one another. Then humping her faster and humping her harder, she returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. No longer making love, we were fucking. Something that I never expected to happen but always having jerked myself off over imagining happening, I fucked my stepmother and she fucked me.
From that blessed day forward, we continued having mother and son sex. While making out with one another, we made slow and passionate love every morning. Then, as if we were wild animals, stripping one anther naked, we fucked fast and hard every night. I fucked her as fast and as hard as she fucked me. In between, I masturbated and ate her pussy and she masturbated and blew me.
I loved my mother and she loved me. Forever happy with her, I never wanted another woman other than my stepmom. If I wanted anything more than our passionate love for one another, something that was even more forbidden than having incestuous sex, I wanted to give her our baby. I wanted and couldn't wait to make my stepmom pregnant.


# # #
Indeed, with me hoping to be the father of our baby, I felt more like her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover than I did her stepson. She felt more like my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover than she did my stepmother. Something my father didn't do; I wanted to do. She wanted me to impregnate her as much as I wanted to make her pregnant.
As soon as we moved into our new house, something that we didn't do in our old home, my mom walked around in her sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns without wearing a robe. She walked around topless. She walked around naked. Joining her with my nudity, I walked around naked, too.
Whenever my friends visited, with her immodestly immoral, and unembarrassed and unashamed, she wore her sexy nightgowns, or was in the hot tub topless, or in the pool naked. She allowed my friends to touch her and feel her. She kissed them hello and kissed them again goodbye. I loved the fact that my stepmom was a MILF of a whore.
Whenever her friends visited, I was in my pajama bottoms without underwear, in the hot tub in my swimming trunks, or in the pool naked. While leaning forward to serve them coffee or wine, I allowed my erect prick to pop out of my pajama pee hole to dick flash them. In the way that my friends touched, felt, and kissed her, her friends allowed me to touch, feel, and kiss them, too.
They not only looked at my naked, erect cock, they stared at my big dick. Some of her friends took me in their warm and soft hands to stroke me. Some of her friends who were real whores, leaned forward, and took me in their mouths to suck me.
I loved our new, naked lifestyle. With her having lots of stripper friends, I've never dick flashed as many women. With me having lots of friends, she loved shocking my friends by flashing them her topless and/or naked body.
# # #
We talked about joining the swinging lifestyle. We discussed having sex with other couples. Only, before we did that, we both wanted to have a baby. She wanted me to make her pregnant, as much as I wanted to impregnate her. Not caring if the baby was a boy or a girl, we were both eager to start our family.
In the meantime, we lived like nudists. We lived the lifestyle of swingers. We felt like swinging nudists.
Whenever someone came to the door, making sure that it wasn't a child, we opened the door and greeted them while naked. The most sexually excited woman that I greeted was a nun, Sister Mary Elizabeth, from our parish. She was going door-to-door for collections for the Catholic charities. As soon as I opened the front door, she anointed herself, looked up to heaven, and mumbled.
"Thank you, Jesus," she said.
Then, as soon as I closed the door behind her, she moved to her knees as if she was about to pray. Instead, she took me in her holy hand and stroked me. Then, she took me in her religious mouth and sucked me. I'll be masturbating over a Catholic nun giving me a blowjob for the rest of my life. She not only allowed me to cum in her mouth but also, she swallowed my cum.
Grateful for her personal blessing, I wrote her a check for a thousand-dollars.
"Thank you, my son. Perhaps, we can make this a monthly donation," she said slowly licking her lips with her tongue.
# # #
The most sexually arousing naked flashing moment that she had was when her ex-husband's father and brother uninvitedly stopped by to see the house. Unaware that they came for a visit, she peeked out the peephole before opening the door. She greeted them with nothing but a big smile. She remained naked while serving them coffee and drinks.
When her sister, Adriana, my thirty-five-year-old step-aunt came to visit, shocking her, I opened the front door to welcome her while naked and with a big erection. She stared down at my naked prick with her eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth hanging open. Flashing her my naked ass, I turned and bent at the waist to help her with her suitcase.
Seeing her parking her car in the driveway, before she rang our doorbell, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. I wanted to see her reaction to seeing my erect, naked prick. She continued staring down at my cock as if she had never seen an erect prick. Ready to dick flash their mother, too, grandma was taking her careful time getting out of the car.
"Oh, my," said Adriana. "That's a welcome surprise," she said with a big smile while laughing.
With her as much of an AILF of a whore as was her sister, she touched the head of my cock with her manicured fingertips. Then, she wrapped her hand around my engorged prick. While smiling up at me and making solid eye contact, she gave my dick a few, gentle strokes.
"You're so big. You're so hard, Alex. I'm going to have a great time visiting," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
She never removed her eyes from my erection. Her mother, Felicity, my grandmother, entered the front door a few minutes after her daughter. I helped her with her suitcase while naked, too. Her sister, my stepmom, emerged behind me while naked, too.
"Should I get naked, too," asked her sister?
My mom laughed.
"Sure, if you'd like," she said. "The more the merrier."
Entering the door behind her, my mom's mother, my sixty-year-old grandmother looked from her naked daughter to stare at my naked erection.
"Thank God," she said while laughing. "You're both naked."
She fanned herself with her hand.
"I'm so hot. I can't wait to get out of these clothes. You don't mind if I get naked with you, too," she asked? "I'd love to jump in the pool without wearing a bathing suit to cool off."
My stepmom laughed.
"You're both welcome to join our private, little nudist party," she said.
# # #
Showing me the exhibitionist whores that they are, my step-aunt emerged from her bedroom without her clothes. Her mother did the same. My mom put towels on the couch. I put a towel on the leather reclining chair. I sat across from them in the living room with three naked women.
After we had something to eat and drink, we all went out to the backyard. We jumped in the pool naked. My favorite game to play, especially with three, naked, busty, older women, we played Marco Polo. When I wasn't touching, feeling, fondling, and groping them, they were touching, feeling, fondling and groping me.
That night, I had sex with my stepmom's sister, Andriana. The next night, I had sex with their mother, my grandmother, Felicity. With my stepmom, her sister, and her mother all bi-sexual, I had threesome sex with my stepmom and my step aunt. Then, I had threesome sex with my step aunt and my grandmother. Never have I had as much sex.
They took turns sitting on my face while one of them blew me. Then, while the two other watched, I made love and fucked all three of them. They made love and fucked me, too.
The best thing to happen to me and my stepmom was to leave her and divorce her for Tiffany.
The End
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Sister, her Best Friend, and Cousin
I share an apartment with my sister, her friend & our cousin
Two's company, when making out with my girlfriend, and feeling her through her clothes before slowly undressing her, stripping her naked, and making love to her. Three's a crowd, especially when they interfere with me getting laid. Four is annoying when I can't wait for them to leave so that I can be alone with my lover.
On the other hand, two is a horny, loving, and sexual couple. Three is a threesome with two women and one man or two men with one woman. Four are two swinging couples, a mini orgy, if you will. My sexy sister, her hot best friend, and my luscious cousin, is my masturbation fantasy come true.
# # #
My name is Maximilian. Everyone calls me Max. I'm twenty-one-years-old.
If I say so myself, I'm a good-looking man, much better than average. I'm six-foot, four inches tall, and have a lean and muscular body. I have black hair with contrasting blue eyes. Everyone loves my blue, Paul Newman or Frank Sinatra eyes. Women comment on the contrasting image of my blue eyes with my black hair, and white, Irish skin.
My embarrassing claim to fame, woe is me, poor me, I'm still a virgin. What's worse, as if I had a sign on my forehead, something that I didn't have to tell them, my sister, her best friend, and our cousin, already know that I'm an innocent virgin. They correctly suspected that I haven't yet had sex.
With them making fun of me, I was at their sexual mercy. Making my face turn a bright red, unable to come up with a comment to retort, they deliberately say things to embarrass me. They played with my virginity as if I had a disease.
They continually, sexually teased me. They give me constant erections. Then, while pointing at my bulging penis, they laughed at me for getting sexually excited.
Who wouldn't be sexually excited? I'm surrounded by three sexy, shapely, and beautiful women. Only, they are all unattainable. I'll never have sex with any one of them. Even though I' very good-looking, none of them want to have sex with a virgin.
They prefer having sex with an experienced man. They want a lover who knows what to do to give them multiple orgasms. They want a man to give them oral sex and give them an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue. They want a man who knows how to make love to them. They want to be fucked fast and hard enough to have another orgasm, this time with his cock.
They don't want someone like me who's never kissed a woman on her lips. I've never even seen a woman topless or naked. I wouldn't know what to do, if I did. How do I touch her? Where do I touch her? I've never even French kissed a woman.
I've never had a hand job. I've never had a blowjob. I've never had a woman make me cum, unless I was imagining her naked and having sex with me while I stroke myself with my own hand.
# # #
With rents so expensive in Boston, I share a four-bedroom, one bath apartment with my twenty-four-year-old, big sister, Aileen, her twenty-four-year-old best friend, Heather, and our twenty-four-year-old cousin, Jennifer. One bathroom with three women is quite the challenge for me. They are always in the bathroom.
I wanted to have one of my friends as one of my roommates, but they outvoted me. They told me that they felt more comfortable living with me than they would with any other man. I never thought that I'd be living with three women. Actually, living with three women is better than living with three men.
Yet, a blessing in disguise, I wait until one of them is in the shower. Then, I knock loud enough on the bathroom door for them to hear me over the running water.
"I have to pee," I say.
While stroking myself to a big and hard erection, I wait for them to respond before opening the bathroom door.
"Okay, but don't flush the toilet," they say.
Instead of standing to pee while facing the toilet, I slowly push my pajama bottoms down while facing the shower to sit on the toilet to pee. With them being the whores that they are, they all turn to look at my erect, naked prick. When done, I take my time wiping myself while giving them a good, long look of my naked cock.
Then, before pulling up my pajama bottoms, I flush the toilet. They push open the shower curtain, stick their pretty heads out along with their naked breasts to yell at me.
"Max! I asked you not to flush the toilet," they say.
I stared at their big, naked breasts as much as they stared at my erect, naked prick.
# # #
It's not all bad living with three women. I feel as if I have three maids. They do all of the cleaning, the laundry, and the cooking. They run all of the errands and do all of the grocery shopping.
They give me time to work from home while playing video games in between. Writing software code for a video game company is what I do. They never know if I'm working or playing.
My big sister, Aileen, is beautiful. As her best friend, Heather, and our cousin, Jennifer, my big sister is five foot nine inches tall. She has lush, beautiful, red, curly hair, and freckles. I love redheads, especially those with freckles and big tits. Red hair doesn't look as good on a man as it looks beautiful on a woman. Again, as my sister, her best friend, and our cousin all have, she has big, D cup breasts.
Heather has beautiful, long, straight, natural blonde hair with big, blue eyes. She has long muscular legs, and a round, tight ass. Looking like a model or a Hollywood star, she's stunning. Our cousin, Jennifer, is beautiful, too. She has long straight, blue-black hair with big, brown expressive eyes. I continually masturbate every morning, every evening, and sometimes in between while imagining Aileen, Heather, and/or Jennifer topless or naked, and having forbidden sex with me.
Alas, something that will never happen, none of them will have sex with me. Nothing more than my masturbation fantasy, if I can't have incestuous sex with my sister and/or with my cousin, I'd love to have sex with my sister's best friend, Heather.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'll be masturbating over all of them for the rest of my horny life.'
Poor me. Woe is me. I'm so sexually frustrated. I'm so horny. Every time I'm around them I have a big and hard erection that tents my pajama bottoms that I don't wear with underwear. I always cover my erection with my hand but they just laugh.
# # #
Making my sexual dilemma worse, with the three of them immodestly immoral in front of me, they walk around me in their short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns without wearing robes over them. They continually give me erections. When they're not showing me what I shouldn't see of them through their nearly transparent nightgowns, constantly teasing me, they walk around me in their sexy, low-cut bras, and sheer, white bikini panties.
I stare at the tops of their jiggling breasts. I stare at their long, sexy line of cleavage. I stare at what I can see through their panties of their trimmed red, blonde, and black pubic hair. Seeing even more than that, I stare at their pussy mounds, their camel toes, and their pussy slits as if they're naked.
Knowing full well that I'm masturbating over them, I shake the whole house when stroking myself. Just once, I wish they'd barge in my bedroom without knocking and catch me jerking off. Something that will never happen, I imagine them staying in my room while watching me self-abuse myself. I envision them staring at my erect, naked cock. I visualize them watching me shoot cum all over my chest, my stomach, and my hand.
Again, something that will never happen, I'd love for them to take turns giving me hand jobs. I'd love to watch them lean forward while stroking me before taking me in their beautiful mouths to blow me. With them continuing to stroke me and suck me, I'd love to cum in their mouths. I'd love to watch them swallow my cum.
I'd love to make them my cocksucking whores. Then, I'd love to ejaculate a second load of cum all over their pretty faces, in their beautiful hair, and all over their big, naked breasts. I love to give each one of them cum baths. I'd love them to be my cum whores.
'Oh, my God,' I thought.
"'Oh, my God. Oh, my God," I said. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming," I said while shooting a big load of cum all over my naked body.
I continued thinking of them naked. I continued imagining them without their clothes. I envisioned them having sex with me.
# # #
The first time that I saw them in their colorful, low-cut bras, and in their matching bikini panties, that showed off their shapely bodies, they gave me a boner. Having seen their bras in the laundry hamper, they all have 34 D cup breasts. They all take a size 5 panty. Since they're not home and I'm alone, I've jerked off while holding and sniffing their used panties in my hands. I've exploded cum in their bra cups. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, I'm always jerking off while imagining one of them, two of them, or all three of them, naked and having sex with me.
Then, one day, during a rainstorm, the power went out. Scary, it was so dark in the apartment. Literally, I could not see my hand in front of my face. Searching around for a flashlight in the dark, I found three of them, all with dead batteries. Even if we had candles, and if I could find matches, I would never try and light them in the dark.
It was Saturday morning and all four of us were home. The first one up to make coffee, they were still in bed. All I could think of was no coffee, no microwave, and no computer. That's my life, drinking coffee, microwaving breakfast, and working from home on my computer. I couldn't even find my cell phone to call the electric company. With lights out on the entire block, I'm sure that everyone was calling them.
# # #
Not wanting to fall or bump into things, as if I was a blind man without my cane, I stood up against the wall. I searched around with my hands to try and identify what was around me. In the distance, I heard whispering and giggling. The women were already up.
"Aileen?"
I waited for her to respond.
"Heather?"
I waited for her to respond.
"Jennifer?"
I waited for her to respond. Nothing. No one answered me.
"The power is out," I said as if they didn't know, and I was talking to myself. "Where are you?"
It was so dark. I listened only to hear more whispering and more giggling. They were planning something. They were up to something. No doubt, it would be their joke at my expense. They were always playing tricks on me and laughing at me. They constantly teased me about being a virgin, and me always having an erection.
"I found three flashlights but the batteries are dead," I said. "Do we have fresh batteries and, if we do, do you know where they are?"
No one answered me.
"Do you have your cell phones?"
Still, no one answered me.
"I can't find my cell phone in the dark," I said.
Talking to myself, still, no one answered me. All that I heard was whispering and giggling. I wondered what they were up to at my expense with their mischievous senses of humor.
# # #
Then, I heard someone moving towards me. When I reached out my hand, I touched someone on her head. With them all the same heights, 5' 9" tall, and me 6' 4" tall, I had no idea who I touched.
I laughed.
"Who are you," I asked?
Again, they didn't respond. Instead, they giggled. I couldn't tell who was who by their giggle. They all sounded alike.
"Aileen? Heather? Jennifer?"
Still, no answer.
Then, when I dropped my hand lower, with whoever it was still standing beside me, I brushed someone's naked shoulder. While reaching my hand down lower, giving me an instant erection, I felt someone's naked breast.
'Holy shit. I felt someone's naked breast,' I thought.
Instead of her moving away or slapping my hand away, she stayed where she was. Seemingly, perhaps, this was what they were giggling about. They wanted me to feel their naked breasts. Maybe, they were going to take turns. Instead of pulling my hand away, I felt another naked breast.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'Whoever this is, not moving away from my touch, she's topless. More than that, not admonishing me, she's allowing me to feel her naked tits.'
I wondered if it was my sister, Aileen, her best friend, Heather, or my cousin, Jennifer. I didn't know. I couldn't tell. Her breasts felt as soft as they felt firm. Whoever she was, I loved her big tits. Not letting go of her big tit, as I did with her right breast, I did with her left breast.
I cupped her naked tit. Then, I fingered her erect nipple. I pinched it, pulled it, turned it, and twisted it. Then, I felt both of her naked breasts with my horny hands. Whoever this was, she was topless, and was allowing me to have my way with her naked breasts.
# # #
Not letting go of her naked breasts, I loved feeling her tits. With the three of them all taking the same size, D cup, bra size, I couldn't tell whose tits that I was feeling. Then, I slid my hand down her body and was shocked to feel her naked ass. I touched, felt, squeezed, and cupped her naked ass cheeks. Whoever this was, she was naked.
I moved my hand to the front of her and touched her trimmed, pubic hair. Then, I felt her naked pussy. With her not stopping me, I cupped her cunt in my horny hand.
My first time feeling a woman's naked breasts, this was my first time feeling a woman's naked ass. I couldn't believe that I was touching, feeling, and fondling a naked woman. I not only cupped her naked breasts, I cupped her naked ass, and I cupped her naked pussy in the palm of my big, horny hand.
I leaned down and sucked her nipples, first one and then the other. I reached my hand down lower and parted her swollen pussy lips with my fingers. Again, with her not stopping me, I inserted my fingers inside of her naked cunt.
I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her. She was wet. She was so very wet.
I inserted another finger inside of her. When I did, she gasped. I inserted my finger deeper. I continued finger fucking her. Whoever this was, I masturbated her.
Then, I leaned forward and took her nipples in my mouth again. I loved feeling her naked breast as much as I loved fingering and sucking her nipples while masturbating her naked pussy. I sucked her nipple, first one, and then the other while continuing to finger her wet pussy.
I put a gentle hand behind her head, leaned forward, and kissed her. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I returned her French kiss with my wet kiss. We were making out while she continued to allow me to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body.
I moved my arm around her to feel her naked ass. Her ass felt so firm and so shapely. I couldn't believe that whoever she was, allowed me to have my way with her naked body while making out with me.
# # #
Then, as if I was at a swingers' party, an orgy, I felt hands all around me touching me, feeling me, and groping me. They removed my T-shirt. They pulled down my pajama pants. They stripped me naked. I only wished the power returned and the lights came on again.
They took turns kissing me. They squeezed my ass. They took turns taking my naked, erect cock in their hands and slowly stroked me.
Then, shocking me as much as they sexually excited me, I felt someone take me in her mouth. Whoever this was, was kneeling in front of me and blowing me. She was stroking my cock while sucking my prick.
They took turns stroking me while blowing me. They were all stroking me and sucking me. My sister, her best friend, and my cousin were having sex with my virginal body. Determined to make me cum, they stroked my cock faster. They stroked my cock harder. They sucked my prick deeper.
I put a gentle hand to the back of their heads. I humped their mouths. I fucked their faces.
Not taking me long to cum, they took turns taking me in their mouths. I ejaculated cum in all three of their mouths. With them knowing where they were better than I did, they stood and pushed me back on the couch.
While one sat on my face, another mounted me reverse cowgirl style. They switch places while I ate all three of their pussies and all three of them fucked me. No longer a virgin, I had sex with my sister, her best friend, and my cousin.
# # #
As soon as the power returned, all four of us were naked. I stared at Aileen's naked body. I stared at Heather's naked body. I stared at Jennifer's naked body while they stared at my naked body.
From that day forward, as if we were nudists, we not only walked around one another without our clothes but we also continued having sex. Again, no longer a virgin, when I wasn't making love to or fucking one of them, I was masturbating them, or eating their pussy, and they were masturbating me, or sucking my cock.
The next morning, Sunday morning, surprising us, my mom, Joan, and my aunt, Diane, opened our unlocked front door and walked in our apartment without knocking. I'm always telling them to lock the door behind them but they never do. We were all sitting around the coffee table, and on the floor on pillows naked.
We were playing cards. We were playing whist. Immediately, shocked as I was embarrassed as much as I was sexually excited, I stood and covered my always erect penis with my hand.
"Mom," I said. "What are you doing here," I asked?
She smiled while staring at my hand covering my nakedness. She never removed her eyes from my hand. My aunt stared at my hand, too.
"After the power outage that we had yesterday, I just wanted to check on my children," she said.
My mother looked from me to look at my naked sister, her naked friend, and her naked niece. Her sister looked from me to look at her naked niece, my naked sister's friend, and her naked daughter. They looked at us with sexual arousal in the way that we looked at them with embarrassment and shame.
"Why are you all naked? Are you playing strip poker," asked my mom?
She let out a dirty laugh.
"If you are, I'd love to play," she said.
She laughed.
"I wouldn't mind getting naked," said my aunt.
# # #
"Move your hand away," said my mother. "Show me your cock, Max. I want to see it," she said. "Show mommy your naked prick."
Obediently obeying my mother, as soon as I removed my hand from my erect penis, my aunt took me in her hand. She fondled the head of my cock, while staring up at me smiling. She squeezed my prick, and cupped my testicles. Then, she slowly stroked me while my mother watched. I couldn't believe that my aunt was giving me a hand job.
"Your cock is so big and so hard, Max," she said. "I love your big dick."
Instead of continuing to admonish us, they shocked me as much as they sexually excited me. My mom took me by my hand. She took me into my bedroom with my aunt following behind. They closed the bedroom door behind them.
My aunt pushed me back on the bed. Then, as if they were strippers in the VIP room of a strip club, they slowly undressed. I watched my fifty-two-year-old mother and my fifty-year-old aunt slowly unbutton and sexily remove their blouses. Then, at the same time, they both unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed their short skirts.
Having never seen as much as their bra straps, I stared at my mother and my aunt standing before me in their low-cut bras and white, sheer panties while they continued staring at my naked body. I stared at their pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and their bushy brown pubic hair that I could clearly see through their sheer panties.
# # #
Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I watched them reach around themselves to unhook their bras. Sexually teasing me, they slowly removed their bra straps from their shoulders. Then, they sexily removed their arms from their bra straps. They removed their bras while holding their bra cups in place before showing me their big double D cup breasts.


I stared at my mother's naked breasts. I stared at her brown areolas, and her darker brown, erect nipples. Then, I stared at my aunt's naked breasts. I stared at her brown areolas, and her darker brown, erect nipples. Finally, stripping themselves naked, I watched them push down their panties and climbed on my bed.
They touched and felt my naked body everywhere. They allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle their naked bodies, too. I fingered and sucked their nipples. I fingered and licked both of their pussies. I ate their cunts and gave them orgasms with my fingers and with my tongue.
They stroked and sucked my cock. They both blew me. They allowed me to cum in their mouths and they swallowed my cum. No longer a virgin, I can't believe that I had sex with my sister, her best friend, my cousin, my mother, and my aunt.
I still can't believe that my mom and my aunt had sex with me. They took turns sitting on my face and sitting on my cock. I ate and fucked my mother's and my aunt's pussy. They took turns stroking my prick and sucking my prick. Again, with me young, dumb, and full of cum, I ejaculated cum in both of their pussies and in both of their mouths. They swallowed my cum.
# # #
No longer a virgin, I've already had sex with six women. I had incestuous sex with my big sister, Aileen. I had sex with her best friend, Heather. I had incestuous sex with my cousin, Jennifer. I had illicit sex with my mother, Joan, and with my aunt, Diane.
They all allowed me to photograph them topless and naked. They gave me their permission to show their topless and naked photos to my friends. After having sex with me numerous times, they agreed to have sex with my friends. My friends had sex with all six women while I watched. Returning the favor, they allowed me to have sex with their mothers, sisters, and aunts, too.
In return, my mom and my aunt agreed to allow me to have sex with their best friends and their next-door neighbors. With them all women in their fifties, they were hungry for big, hard, erect cocks. As if we were all swingers, they had sex with my friends, too. Immediately going from a virgin to a player, I'm glad that I moved in with my sister, her friend, and my cousin.
Counting my mom's and aunt's friends and neighbors, and my friends' mothers, sisters, and aunts, I've already had sex with at least eighteen women, with half of them women in their fifties and the rest of them women in their twenties. If I had to choose between them, I'd choose the older women.
They're better lovers. They're hornier. They're more grateful for the sex. Better cocksuckers, they love sucking cock.
The End
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I Love Writing Incestuous Stories
What's your story? Everyone has a unique story to tell.
Everyone has a story about an incestuous affair with their mother, stepmother, sister, stepsister, aunt, cousin, grandmother, mother-in-law, and/or sister-in-law. Everyone has a forbidden story about having had sex with their friend, their wife's friend, their neighbor, and/or their co-worker. What's your story? Tell me, did they sexually seduce you by flashing you their topless or naked body, or did you kiss them while feeling them through their clothes and dick flashing them?
Do you regret not having sex with any of the above women. If you're still interested in having sex with them, I can make that happen. How? When I write your story, print it out, and leave it somewhere they were surely find it. Trust me, in the way that women love reading romance novels, they will not only read your story but reading your story will make them so sexually aroused that they'll want to roll play your story.
If your dream woman is no longer living, I can write you a story that will make even you believe that you had sex with them. You'll be jerking off over my story for the rest of your horny life. I've written stories for hundreds of fans. I've never received negative feedback. They all loved what I wrote.
# # #
Tell me, if you're a young man living at home or were a young man living at home, did your mom, sister, or grandmom barge in your bedroom without knocking to deliver your laundry. Knowing that they were on their way, did you deliberately allow one, any, or all of the above women catch you playing with yourself? What did they do when they opened your door and saw your naked, erect prick?
Did they look away and immediately close your bedroom door behind them? Or did they not only look but they stared? Did they remain in your room on the pretense of putting away your laundry while watching you cum?
When sitting across from you on the couch with their knees parted just enough to flash you, did any of the above women flash you up skirt peeks of their panties or up nightgown views of their naked pussies? Did they continue flashing you every time they slowly and sexily cross and uncross their legs? Did they flash you down blouse peeks of their long lines of sexy cleavages and their low-cut bras or down nightgown views of their naked breasts, their areolas, and their erect nipples when leaning forward?
Knowing full well that you were there peeking, did they leave their bedroom doors wide open while you watched them dress and undress and stroked yourself to a big and hard erection from the darkened hall? Did they leave the bathroom door open enough to let out the steam while you watched them shower or bathe? Constantly giving you noticeable erections, did they continually tease you by deliberately flashing you?
While holding a hairdryer in one hand and a hair brush in the other, did they deliberately drop their towel in front of you to show you their naked breasts or their entire naked body? Did you see any of the above women topless and/or naked? Did you see their naked breasts or did you see their naked ass, their naked pussy, and their naked tits? Did you jerk off over all that you saw any or all of them?
Did you photograph any of the above topless and/or naked women with your cell phones? Did they allow you to photograph them in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked while posing for you? Did they allow you to show their lingerie clad, topless, and/or naked photos to your friends? Did you post any of their sexually revealing photos online for everyone to see? How many times have you masturbated over any and all of the above women?
# # #
Why do I love writing incestuous stories? Because my fans imagine that some of my stories are their stories. Because my fans enjoy reading them while stroking themselves and cumming. Moreover, with me I'm a survivor of incest, I understand the phenomena of incest. Better than paying to see a psychiatrist, writing incest stories is my personal therapy. I feel better writing them and having written them.
My ex-stripper, ex-prostitute, and all-around whore of a mother, my mom, Natalie, aka Nasty Natty, had frequent, drunken sex with all four of her sons. Every day and every night, she allowed them to see her in her sexy nightgowns, in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. She allowed them to kiss her, French kiss her, and make out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes.
She had mother and son sex with all four of her sons. She allowed them to slowly undress her and sexily strip her naked. She allowed her sons to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body everywhere that a son should never touch, feel, and fondle their mother. She allowed them to finger and lick her blonde, trimmed pussy. They all fingered, licked, and masturbated her. They all ate her cunt, their mother's cunt.
She allowed them to make love to her while French kissing her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, she allowed them to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with their cocks. They ejaculated cum in her pussy. Returning their fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, in the way that they fucked her many times, she fucked all four of her sons many times, too.
Not nearly done, she stroked their pricks. The sucked their cocks. She allowed them to cum in her mouth and she swallowed their cum. She allowed them to give her bukkake like cum baths. They loved cumming all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, natural blonde hair, and across her double D cup, naked breasts.
"I love you, mommy," they all said to her.
She'd smile.
"Mommy loves you, too."
I have four half-brothers, my eldest half-brother's name is Freddie, with him cumming in my mom's pussy many times, I suspect that he is my dad. How's that for fucked up? Then, there's her identical twins, Vito and Guido, and finally, her fourth son, Big Louie. All four of my half-brothers have long arrest records and are criminals, leg breakers, collectors, and thieves. They worked for the mob in Boston back in the seventies when I was just a child.
We lived on Charter Street in the North End of Boston, across from Copps Hill cemetery in the Italian part of the city. The Old North Church was only a block away from my house. I could see the Bunker Hill Monument from slide park a dozen doors from my house. My kitchen window overlooked the Boston Harbor and the U. S. S. Constitution, Old Ironsides. Paul Revere's house wasn't far from my house.
My mom was half Chekhovian and half Italian. Everyone knew my mom because they all feared her sons. My grandfather sold his four-story house not long after I was born for $45,000 a huge sum back then. Now, turned into condos, each floor sells for three-million-dollars. He sold his barber shop back then for fifteen-thousand-dollars. Between the sale of the house and his barber shop, he had nearly half-a-million-dollars in today's money.
With Coast Guard base on Commercial Street running perpendicular from Hanover Street, and the Charlestown Naval Base across from the Boston Harbor, they warned sailors never to walk through the North End, and taking their women. The safest neighborhood in Boston, the Mafia social club was a couple of streets from our house around the corner of Salem Street on Prince Street.
My half-brothers all worked for Raymond Patriarca. They took their marching orders from the Angiulo brothers. They worked with 'Whitey' Bulger, of the Winter Hill Gang, on the side, too. All dangerous men, everyone, the Mafia, their bosses and underbosses, and Withey Bulger, all feared my half-brothers, including me. They were crazy.
My eldest half-brother, Freddie, is 6' 3" tall and weighs 230 pounds. Even though he's the smallest, he's the meanest and the most violent. Then, there's the twins, Vito and Guido. They're 6' 6" tall and weigh 260 pounds. Keep in mind that my half-brothers looked like giants compare to these short, Sicilian men who stood around 5' 7" tall on average.
Finally, is big Louie. Having to turn sideways and duck his head when entering a door, he's the same size as the 'Mountain,' Gregor Clegan, real name Hafpor Julius Bjorsson, in the Games of Thrones, and a Strongman winner in real life. He's the fictional brother of 'The Hound,' Sandor Clegane, real name, Rory McCann in the Game of Thrones.' Big Louie stands 6'9" tall and weighs more than four-hundred-pounds.
In the late 70's Jim Croce must have been inspired by my brother, Big Louie when he wrote his song back in the seventies; You Don't Mess Around with Jim.
"You don't tug on Superman's cape,
You don't spit into the wind,
You don't pull the mask of that old lone ranger,
And you don' mess around with Jim (or Big Louie)."
# # #
The whore that she is and always will be, my mom had five children by four men. An accident at birth, I was the unexpected baby. With him fucking her and cumming in her pussy the most, I still suspect that my half-brother, Freddie, is my dad. Again, how's that for fucked up?
My mom didn't abort any of us because she quickly learned that she made more in tips when stripping while pregnant. They loved seeing her pregnant belly and her huge swollen breasts that grew from a double D cup to G cups. For those who could in the VIP room, they loved pinching, pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking on her big nipples.
Like me, she was a beautiful woman. She had long, natural blonde hair, stood 5' 10" tall, very tall for a woman back then. She had double D cup breasts, long, sexy legs, and a firm, tight ass. Hiding that she was a stripper, she told everyone that she was a model. The only modeling she did was dancing around a pole while slowly and sexily removing her clothes to music.
Leaving her beloved city because she owed them money, when she left Boston to hide from her bookie and her pimp to live in Detroit, she dyed her hair shoe polish black and left that way. Actually, all that she needed to do was to tell her sons that her pimp and her bookie were bothering her, and they would have taken care of it. They would have broken their legs and put them in a hospital but she didn't tell them, fearing that they'd kill them and be arrested for murder.
My sexual abuse started when I was eighteen-years-old, on my way out to meet a friend, my brothers asked where I was going dressed like a whore. I was wearing a very short skirt and a low-cut top with a plunging neckline. Whenever I turned, bent at the waist, or even lifting my arms overhead, I exposed my white, bikini panties. When I leaned forward, I exposed the shape and the size of my big breasts, my long line of sexy cleavage, and my low-cut bra.
Instead of answering them, I sassed them, and gave them the Italian salute. My biggest mistake. No one disrespected my half-brothers, not even me, especially not me.
# # #
My half-brother, Freddie, who I suspected was my father, after he fucked my mother and ejaculated in her pussy many times, grabbed me. He slapped me across my face. Then, the four of them tore off my clothes and stripped me naked. While my mother watched, they forced me to have sex with them. Not even taking the time to get me wet, they held my arms, and took turns fucking me.
Then, grabbing me by my head and sticking their erect pricks in my mouth, they forced me to blow all four of them. Humping my mouth and fucking my face, they not only ejaculated cum in my pussy, they exploded cum in my mouth, and forced me to swallow. I was lucky that they didn't make me pregnant. Never have I been as sexually abused, they gave me my first gang bang.
From that day forward, much like my whore of a mother, they thought that they'd be having regular sex with me but I left my house that night when they were out and moved in with my girlfriend. With them not knowing where I was and where my girlfriend lived, unless I needed help and/or a favor, I never saw them again. What kind of half-brothers do that to their half-sister?
"Perverted assholes!"
# # #
After staying back two years for non-attendance, dropping out of school at eighteen-years-old, I earned my GED, and attended night school at Northeastern University when I was twenty-one-years-old. Going to school fulltime and through the summers while working as a bookkeeper, I earned my Bachelor's degree in English with two minors, English Literature and Creative Writing, and graduated magna cum laude. I've been writing stories for thirty-years. I published five e-books on Amazon years ago that are no longer in print.
My claim to fame, I've been writing and posting stories on Literotica since 2007 when I started writing as BostonFictionWriter. I was forced to delete 600 of my stories because fans were stealing them to sell them on Amazon as their e-books. Plagiarizing bastards!
Over the years, I've written more than 6,000 stories and 60 novel length works. Almost too many to remember, I've written stories under 22 different names. Starting with BostonFictionWriter, I've written under AndTheEnd, CarBuffStuff, DebbiedearDebbie, DirtyStoryWhisperer, FlannaFionaFlaherty, ILookLikeJailBait, LadyofErotica, MotherandSonTrueConfessions, MrsTimothyHoward, PositiveThinker, ReaderSingerWriter, SeductivelySexyWriter, SuperHeroRalph, Sgt548, SusanJillParker, TallBlondeBustyBlueEyedBimbo, TEH1964, TXGoblinKing, TopGunn63, WickedWhoreWriter, and WmForrester. I've won twice the contest money than any other writer.
My story, under my WmForrester name, I Love You, Mommy, has 2.25 million hits, and 574 votes. It's on the all-time most famous list of stories. I loved writing that story. If you love reading mother and son incest stories, I suggest you read it. The story is about a son coming home drunk and, unaware that his mother was visiting to surprise him for his birthday, thinking that his wife was asleep on the couch, he had sex with his mother. If you read it, please vote for it.
Another claim to fame to my talent for writing erotic stories, where most writers don't know what a Green E is, I've earned eight of them. A Green E is an award given by the owner of the site, Laurel. She awards Green E's to who she believes has written the best story that day. I removed six of my Green E's to publish the stories as e-books on Amazon. I don't know if she's still awarding Green E's, I haven't seen one in a while.
# # #
I'm one of the few writers who regularly writes in nearly every category. I don't write porn. I write erotica. I write real stories, stories that engage the reader.
Porn is nothing but sex, sex, and more sex. Porn is nothing more than stroke stories. I don't write stroke stories.
Instead, I write stories with a beginning, a middle, and an ending. I write stories that have a plot. All of my stories have tension, imagery, and descriptions. All of my stories have dialogue.
In addition to writing erotica, I write custom, personal stories for fans. Only, frustratingly, when fans ask me to write their story, they don't send me the information that I need to write their story. First of all, and most importantly, I need a brief scenario of the plot. I'll write the rest of the from there while making it longer and sexually embellishing it with action, description, tension, imagery, and dialogue.
For me to write their story, I need the characters names and descriptions. I need their hair and eye colors, their heights, and the women's breast sizes, and/or the men's penis sizes. I need to know if they want me to write their story in first person or in the third person. I need to know which of their characters will narrate the story. I need to know if they want me to submit the story to Literotica to post or if they'd rather keep the story private and for themselves.
Only, frustratingly, instead of sending me what I need to write their story, they send me photos of the women who they want me to write their story about. They share their photos with me instead of giving me the information that I need to write their story. I appreciate the photo, photos of the subjects that I'm writing about, definitely, will help me write a better story, but I need more than just a photo of who I'm writing about.
They don't send me her name of her description, age, height, breast size, or his penis size. They don't send me a brief scenario of the story. They don't tell me if they want the story written in the first person or in third person. They don't tell me who they want to narrate their story. All the send me is the photo.
Glad that I'm bi-sexual, I love having sex with women as much as I love having sex with men. I love seeing photos of women in their sexy nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked. I fondle my breasts, finger my nipples, and rub my clit as much as the men stroke their cocks while staring at sexually revealing photos of hot women.
# # #
I literally have more than three-thousand photos of women in their sheer and sexy nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, and/or naked. I have photos of mothers, stepmothers, sisters, stepsisters, aunts, cousins, and grandmothers in all manner of undress with many of them sucking and fucking cocks. I have photos of family friends, neighbors, and co-workers.
I'm overwhelmed with photos. If you'd like to me to email you the photos, all that you need to do is to email me and kindly ask. Believe me or not but I have so many sexually explicit photos that it takes me more than three-hours to email you the photos.
In return, all that I ask is for you to vote and comment on my stories. Again, believe me or not, less than one-half of one percent of those who read my stories vote for my stories. That's pathetic. That's deplorable. That's not right.
We writers write stories for free for your reading enjoyment. The very least that you can do is to vote and/or comment on our stories. Unfortunately, most of the comments that we receive are negative comments that mock our stories and/or point out the smallest of our mistakes. Many of those who make negative comments about our stories, can't even write a grammatical correct sentence, and they dare negatively comment on our stories.
Regarding the photos that I'll send and that you'll receive, I just don't send you anonymous photos, I explain who the photos are of. I have topless and naked photos of me, of my ex-stripper, ex-prostitute, and all-around whore my mother, Natalie, Nasty Natty, in her prime.
I have topless and naked photos of my mom's ex-stripper, best friends, Joan and Mary. I have topless and naked photos of my ex-stripper and current webcam model friends, Brianna, Flanna, and Nikki Sol-Brown. I have hundreds of photos of porn stars, Dee Williams, aka Donna, Brandi Love, Brianna Beach, Amy Addams, and Jan Burton topless, naked, fucking and sucking cock.
Actually, Brandi Love actually emailed me. She told me that she's a fan. She reads my stories. I met her in person when she invited me to the 2025 AVN awards, the Oscars of porn stars. The awards were held in the Virgin Hotel in Vegas. Quite the oxymoronic holding the AVN awards for porn stars at the Virgin Hotel. I dare say that there's not a virgin in all of those who attended, including me, especially me, a cocksucking whore.
She wasn't the first celebrity who emailed me and admitted that she not only read my stories but also was a fan of my stories. Cher emailed me years ago when I wrote a story about her, Susan Surrandon, and Madonna under my BostonFictionWriter name. She sent me a scarf, a boa, that she once wore on stage. I still have it.
Another man was a man who worked with George Bush. They shared an office in downtown, Dallas. He sent me a cashiers check for one-thousand-dollars.
"You should have won that contest," he wrote referring to a Survivor Contest that I finished in second place."


Referencing the Survivor Contest, as far as Survivor contest go, I don't know if Literotica stills has them, but the contests were so grueling that most writers entered the contest only one time. The winner of the contest is the writer who writes the most stories in the most categories. I entered the contest nine consecutive years.
First place paid $500. Second place paid $250. Third place paid $200. I won first place three times. I won second place three times. I won third place three times.
No one could beat me. I heard through the grapevine that writers banded together and posted stories under one name in the hopes of beating me, but they still couldn't. Back then when I was participating in the survivor contest, I was submitting more than three-hundred stories a year for nine-years.
# # #
Back again to the photos, the men who sent me photos and nothing else for me to write their stories, never contacted me again. I have more than a thousand photos of just moms in their nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, naked, and sucking cock, and being fucked. I have hundreds more photos of stepmothers in the same revealing attire and performing the same sexual acts with their stepsons. I have hundreds of photos of sisters, stepsisters, aunts, cousins, and grandmothers topless and naked.
I have photos of family friends, co-workers, and neighbors that are topless and naked, too. I have enough photos for you to masturbate over for the rest of your horny lives. All that you need to do is to email me and ask to see the photos, and I will email them to you. Whether you email me to request the photos or not, please vote. Please comment on my stories.
God Bless.
SusanJillParker
The End
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Exhibitionist's Fun Flashing Game
Man loves flashing erect, naked cock to unsuspecting women.
My name is Hunter. I'm a twenty-four-year-old college graduate majoring in Computer Science and minoring in all things Artificial Intelligence. Admittedly, I'm a bit of a nerd as much as I'm a genius when it comes to computer hardware and software. Ever since COVID, I work writing software code for a video gaming company from home, thank God. I love my job.
Fortunately, for me, I don' look like a nerd until I start talking about all things relating to computers, especially artificial intelligence. Then, with me quite the expert, I can't shut up about it. Not a typical looking nerd, if I say so myself, I'm quite good-looking.
I'm 6' 4" tall with blue-black, raven hair, and contrasting, big, blue eyes. My blessing in disguise that I've yet to use on any woman, I have a big dick. My erect prick is much bigger than average at nearly eight-inches long.
The greatest thing since sliced bread, one day, sooner than people think, artificial intelligence will take over the world. Soon, within fifty-years, no one will have to work for a living. We'll all be given a stipend from the government to stay at home while AI does our jobs.
My educated guess, I give it one-hundred-years to two-hundred-years, and most humans will be gone from the planet. Seriously. Robots will take us over planet Earth. There'll be no need for the human race. Even though I'm working on all things' AI, secretly, I'm working against them taking over.
I'm trying to find a secret backdoor to disable robots by giving them a wireless, stealth signal without them being aware, and stopping me from shutting them down, should they become too powerful. Even if I'm no longer alive and living on Earth, I'd hate to see a planet without humans. I'd especially hate to see a planet without sexy and shapely women.
I love women. Actually, a bit of a pervert, I don't know why but I have a thing for older women. I love older women. I especially love older women who have big tits. My favorite body parts of women's bodies, I love women's breasts, especially big ones. Some guys love legs and/or asses, but I love breasts.
# # #
Something that I never knew that I was, and something that I've innocently become since I turned eighteen-years-old, strangely enough, I'm an exhibitionist. Who knew? Typically, women are exhibitionists and men are voyeurs. Yet, if only to see their surprised reactions, while making it appear accidently and not deliberate, I love exposing myself to unsuspecting women as much as I love it when women expose themselves to me.
It all started when my girlfriend, Darlene, had an eighteenth birthday for me at her house. Along with her fifty-year-old, MILF of a mother, Charlotte, her mother's fifty-year-old MILF of a best friend, Anne, my future sister-in-law, Cassie, my sister and her friends Vivian and Jennifer, and my girlfriend's friends, Theresa and Cynthia, were all there to celebrate my birthday with me.
Not much of a drinker, I was too drunk to drive home. Three beers make me tipsy, and the fourth beer makes me drunk. I know enough not to drive when I've been drinking. I know enough to stay away from hard liquor. I'd be drunk after two shots.
Even though I'm tall, I haven't filled out yet. I'm wiry thin. I don't hold my liquor very well. Yet, I'm a happy, albeit, and a horny drunk. Unable to help myself from touching, feeling, and groping women, I get touchy and feely.
With them all inebriated, again, while making it appear unintentional, when hugging her, I groped and felt the sides of my future mother-in-law's big breast. While making it appear accidental, when dancing with her, resting the top of my horny hand on her hip, I slid my hand down and felt Anne's ass. I felt my future sister-in-law's ass, too. With them all drunk, I felt my sister's, Jennifer, and Vivian's breasts.
My first time staying over Darlene's house, I stayed overnight in the guest bedroom. My girlfriend was drunk, too. Her mother separated us so that we wouldn't have sex. My girlfriend was already in her bed asleep. With them both looking ten-years younger, my future mother-in-law, Charlotte, and her best friend, Anne, were tipsy, too. Everyone else had already gone home hours ago.
As soon as I climbed into bed, I stripped off my clothes. I stripped myself naked. I prefer sleeping naked. I love sleeping without my clothes. When camping, I sleep naked in my too hot sleeping bag, too. Something that Darlene doesn't know, as we haven't had sex yet, other than kissing and petting, I always sleep without my clothes when I'm home.
I saw her C cup naked breasts, once. I love her big breasts. With her a little drunk at the time, she allowed me to touch them, feel them, and fondle them while making out with her and fingering and sucking her erect nipples.
With her not a virgin, having sex with her prom date, I want to lose my virginity to her. I can't wait to become more sexually intimate with my girlfriend. I can't wait to slowly undress her. I can't wait to strip her naked.
Wondering if she's shaved, trimmed, or bushy, I can't wait to finger and lick her blonde pussy. I can't wait to give her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. While wondering what she looks and sounds like, I can't wait to see and hear her cum.
I can't wait for her to see, touch, hold, and wrap her long, manicured fingers around, and stroke my naked, erect prick. I can't wait to mount her and make slow and passionate love to her. I can't wait to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her another orgasm, this time with my cock.
Only, with the nerd part of me raising its ugly head again, I'm a virgin. That's right. Not proud of that fact, I'm a twenty-four-year-old virgin. Other than with my own hand, I've yet to have sex. All of my friends, especially the athletic ones, and even most of the nerdy ones have already had sex. They've all gotten laid and/or blown.
# # #
Not knowing where I was when I woke up to pee. After I relieved myself, hearing her mother and her mother's best friend in the kitchen talking and laughing, I walked in the kitchen to talk to them while naked. Honestly, too drunk to realize, I talked to my girlfriend's mother and her best friend naked and with an erection for half an hour.
I already had my morning wood. Wondering why they stared at me in the way that they did, Charlotte and Anne stared at my erect, naked prick as if they had never seen an erect, naked prick before. If it wasn't bad enough that I exposed my naked self to my future mother-in-law, I exposed my erect, naked prick to her best friend, too. While nodding to one another and smiling, they both laughed while staring at my nakedness.
They both had husbands who were heavy drinkers and had diabetics. Neither of their husbands could get and maintain erections. To say that both women were not only horny but also, as sexually frustrated as they were aroused, neither one has had sex in a while. They both stared at my naked body as if I was fresh meat. Seemingly, if I was to hazard a guess, they both wanted to have sex with me as much as I would love to have sex with either one of them or both of them together.
Then, something that I never expected them to do and was surprised when they did, they both stood, walked to me, and kissed me happy birthday on the lips. They each gave me nineteen kisses, eighteen for my birthday, and one for good luck. They just didn't kiss me on my lips; they parted my lips with their tongues and French kissed me. They made out with me.
While allowing me to feel their big breasts and their shapely asses through their clothes, they continued making out with me. They reached down and fondled and slowly stroked my erect prick while allowing me to continue to feel them through their clothes. They both had big breasts. Again, I love busty women, especially older, big breasted women. Something that started with my MILF of a mother and continued with my AILF of an aunt, and GILF of a grandmother, I have a thing for busty, older women.
After her friend, Anne, left, my future mother-in-law, Charlotte, helped me back to bed. While walking with her, and with her not wearing panties beneath her housecoat, with me getting touchy and feely, and her not stopping me, I lifted the back of her housecoat to feel her naked ass. Instead of swatting my hand away, she allowed me to feel, fondle, squeeze, and even slap her firm, naked ass. Then, when I sat on the bed facing her, as if ready to tuck me in bed, she leaned over me.
Not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, in one quick move, I pulled at the snaps of her housecoat and pulled it wide open. She was naked underneath. I saw Charlotte's naked breasts and her naked pussy. Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I saw my girlfriend's mother, my future mother-in-law naked.
Again, with her not stopping me, I reached my horny hands up and fondled her double D cup, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, I sat up, leaned forward, and, putting a gentle hand behind her head, I fingered and sucked her big, erect nipples. I reached around her to feel and squeeze her naked ass again. Finally, I cupped her brown, bushy pussy in the palm of my hand while sliding a slow finger along her pussy lips.
I parted her swollen pussy lips with my finger. As soon as I did, she gasped. She was already wet. I stuck my fingers inside of her. I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. I masturbated Darlene's mother, my future mother-in-law.
"Oh, Hunter. Don't stop. Please don't stop. That feels so good. You're going to make me cum," she said. "Make me cum, Hunter. Make me cum."
# # #
Not stopping there, I took her by her hand and pulled her down on top of me. I kissed her on the lips. Returning my kiss with her kiss, unbelievably, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. Seemingly, with her a bit drunk, too, she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her.
Then, she reached her hand down to wrap her fingers around my erect cock and stroked me. Her soft and warm hand felt so good on my cock. Something that I didn't expect her to do; she moved halfway down the bed. While stroking me she took me in her mouth and blew me. Darlene's mom was stroking my prick while sucking my dick.
Determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. She removed my cock from her mouth to speak. With my girlfriend not yet allowing me to cum in her mouth, Charlotte shocked me by saying what she said and what she wanted.
"Cum, Hunter. Cum. Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said.
I couldn't believe that my girlfriend's mother not only blew me but also, she wanted me to cum in her mouth. She not only stroked my cock but also, she sucked my cock. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum. As soon as she finished, she reached over me to stand. I pulled her down on top of me again.
# # #
As if we were husband and wife, boyfriend and girlfriend, or lovers, we continued making out with one another. She spread her legs and reached down between my legs to take hold of my cock and positioned my hard prick by her swollen pussy lips. With a gentle hump, I was inside of Charlotte's wet cunt. I was fucking my girlfriend's mother and she was fucking me.
While making out with one another, we made love. I couldn't believe that I was making love to my girlfriend's mother. Then humping each other faster and harder, we fucked. I fucked my future mother-in-law and she fucked her future son-in-law. I'll be jerking off over this day for the rest of my horny life.
"May God bless his soul and may he rest in peace. My husband Nick was always too drunk to get and maintain an erection," she said.
She smiled at me.
"It's been years since I've seen an erect cock and stroked one in my hand. It's been years since I've given a hand job or a blowjob," she said whispering her sexual lust for me in my ear. "It's been longer since I've been fucked, really fucked fast and hard. I just hope we don't awaken Darlene," she said.
She kissed me on the lips again.
"Thank you for allowing me to blow you. Thank you for making love to me, Hunter. Thank you for fucking your girlfriend's mother, your future mother-in-law," she said.
She laughed.
# # #
"Our little secret, don't tell my daughter that you have sex with her mother," she whispered in my ear.
She climbed off of me to stand and to go to bed.
Then, she shocked me with what she said next. She paused while smiling at me and blowing me a kiss. She gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"Maybe, we can have sex again," she said.
Then, she blew my mind with what she said next.
"Maybe you could have sex with my best friend, Anne, too. After seeing you naked, I know that she'd love to have sex with you, too," she said. "Maybe, we could have a threesome. Would you like that, Hunter," she asked? "Would you like to have sex with two, older, busty women," she said with a dirty laugh.
I returned her dirty laugh with my dirty laugh.
"I've never had a threesome," I said? "I'd love to have threesome sex with you and Anne," I said.
Then showing me the whores that they both are, she wasn't done shocking me.
"After you marry my daughter, and with you living on the second floor, after she goes to work, maybe you and your friends would love to have sex with the both of us, too, while you watch and/or participate."
She leaned down and gave me another kiss on the lips. Then, she gave my still erect cock a kiss on the head of my prick.
"Good night," she said, closing the door behind her.
# # #
After having dick flashed my future mother-in-law and her friend, and after I had sex with Charlotte, my dick flashing continued with my mother, my sister, my sister's two friends, my aunt, and my grandmother.
Something that I'm ashamed and embarrassed to admit but horny enough to do so, while still living at home with my mother, I've lost count how many times that I have deliberately dick flashed my mom, Emma. She barges in my bedroom wearing her short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgowns to deliver my laundry. I love seeing her in her nearly transparent nightgowns. Especially with my bright overhead light in my bedroom, I can clearly see her as if she's naked.
From my angle lying in bed, when she walks closer to my bed while putting my laundry away, especially when she leans forward at the waist, I've seen her shapely naked ass up her nightie. When she raises her arms over her head to put away my laundry on my top shelves, with her nightgown rising with her, I've seen her brown, bushy pussy up her nightgown, too. Not knowing if she was deliberately flashing me or accidentally flashing me, I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit.
Then, when she leaned forward while facing me, I saw her naked breasts. I've seen her darker pink areolas and her lighter pink, erect nipples. I love my mother's big, D cup breasts. I only wish that I could touch them and feel them while fingering and sucking her big nipples.
Again, I've lost count how many times that I've masturbated over my MILF of a mom. I stroke myself after I've exposed myself to her. I've jerked off over her after she's exposed herself to me. I've played with myself and cummed all over my chest, stomach, and hand while imagining her naked and her having sex with me.
I love seeing her reaction to seeing my big, naked dick. Instead of looking away in shame, embarrassment, and disdain, never admonishing me for exposing myself to her, she not only looks but also, she stares. I believe that my mom enjoys seeing me naked as much as I enjoy exposing myself to her.
I wonder if she masturbates over me exposing myself to her in the way that I jerk off over her exposing herself to me. I have no idea how many times she has seen me naked when barging in my bedroom without knocking and bringing up my laundry. Sometimes, when standing by her closed bedroom door, aware that she's playing with her pussy, I hear her vibrator buzzing.
Daring myself to do so, I wish I had the nerve to barge in her bedroom door without knocking. I'd love to see her naked. I'd love to see her with her legs spread wide open. I'd love to watch her playing with herself. I'd love to ask her if she needed me to give her my finger, my tongue, or my cock to help make her cum.
Giving me a bigger and harder throbbing and pulsating erection, she not only looks but she also stares. My mom never looks away in embarrassment, shame, or distain when seeing me without my clothes.
# # #
I lost count how many times that I've dick flashed my sister, Kathy, and her two best friends, Jennifer and Vivian. They've all seen my naked, erect cock several times. Instead of looking away, they not only look but also, they all stare as if they're never seen a naked penis before.
Knowing that they'd be barging in my bedroom without knocking to borrow my CD collection, I quickly stripped myself naked and stroked myself to a big and hard erection. I fall back in bed with my eyes closed, and while wearing my headphones. As soon as my sister opened my bedroom door and saw me without my clothes, she yelled down to our mother.
"Mom! Hunter is naked again. He's masturbating again. He exposed himself to my friends and I, again," she yelled.
My mom yelled back at my sister.
"Did you knock," asked my mother? "I told you to give him some privacy. I told you to knock first, and wait for him to respond, before opening his bedroom door," said my mom defending me.
When I wasn't dick flashing my mother, my sister, and her friends, sometimes my mother asked her forty-seven-year-old sister, Flora, my aunt, to carry my laundry up to my room. Sometimes, she'd ask her sixty-eight-year-old mother, my grandmother, Helen, to carry my laundry up to my room. In the way that I deliberately dick flashed my mother, my sister, and my sister's friends, I deliberately dick flashed my aunt and my grandmother.
They all knew full well that I'd be exposing my naked, erect cock to them as soon as they barged open my bedroom door without knocking. Seemingly, they all wanted to see my big dick as much as I wanted to show them my naked prick. With my eyes closed but squinted open enough to see, while wearing my headphones, I pretended that I didn't know anyone was in my room.
Instead of leaving and closing the door behind them, on the pretense of putting away my laundry, they all stayed to watch me, cum. Wanting them to know that I was masturbating over them, I added dialogue to my playing with myself. I was curious for their reaction to know that I was jerking off over them.
"Oh, mom. I wish I could see you in your bra and panties. I wish I could see you topless. I wish I could see you naked," I said.
Changing my dialogue to who was in my room, I continued as if talking to myself.
"Oh, auntie. You're so pretty. I wish I could see you without your clothes. I'd love to have sex with you," I said.
I had more personal dialogue for my grandmother.
"I wish I could see you topless, grandma," I said. "I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle your huge, naked breasts while fingering and sucking your nipples."
# # #
After I married, Darlene, as soon as my wife went to work, I had sex with her mother, and sometimes, I had threesome sex with her and best friend, Anne. When we weren't having sex, Charlotte, and/or Anne flashed me. They flashed me their panties in up skirts, and they flashed me their bras in down blouse views.
I invited two of my friends, Jake and Bob, to have sex with them, too, while I watched. Sometimes I had threesome sex or an orgy with the five of us. Never have I had as much sex with my mother-in-law and her friend, as I was having now.


From that day forward, I didn't need to be drunk to flash women my naked prick. I dick flashed every woman that I knew. I exposed myself to my mom, Emma, her friends, Audrey and Trudy, my sister, Kathy, and her friends, Jennifer and Vivian, my girlfriend's friends, Theresa and Cynthia, my aunt, and her friends, Gail and Carol, my grandmother and her friends, Joan and Mary. They've all seen me naked. They all not only looked but also, they stared at my naked, erect cock.
Not long after we married, we traveled to California to see Charlotte's other sister, Betty and her niece, Janet, Darlene's aunt and cousin. With none of them having men in their lives, I was alone with four, lonely, horny, and sexually frustrated women. With her only having two bedrooms, Charlotte slept with her sister, Betty, Darlene slept with her cousin, Janet, and I slept on the couch naked and covered by only a sheet.
It was so hot. During the night, I had kicked off the sheet, and stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Horny and sexually frustrated, I couldn't wait to expose myself to one or all of the women. Whoever dared walk in the living room would be treated to a big surprise. My morning wood would give the women quite a show. I wondered if they'd look. I wondered if they'd stare.
Charlotte's big sister, fifty-two-year-old, Betty, looking ten-years-younger, came in the living room twice to stare at my erection. The second time she came into the living room to stare at my erect prick, I grabbed her by her wrist and pulled her down to sit on my bed. I sat up and kissed her on her lips. She parted my lips with her tongue and returned my kiss with her French kiss.
With none of them wearing robes over their sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns, I felt Betty's humongous G cup breasts through her nightgown. As soon as I did, her nipples erected. Surprising me, she wrapped her fingers around my big dick, and took me in her soft and warm hand to slowly stroke me.
Then, as soon as her mother left, twenty-four-year-old Janet came into the living room to stand over me while staring down at my cock. From my angle, I could clearly see up her short nightgown. With her not wearing panties, I stared at her brown, trimmed pussy. With her not stopping me, I reached up my horny hand and touched her naked cunt with my fingertips, and she closed her eyes and quivered.
Charlotte came into the living room next to stare at my naked prick. I love showing her my erection as much as she loved staring at my naked cock. I sat up and lifted the hem of her nightgown. I cupped her brown, bushy, pussy in the palm of my hand. I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her while she sat on the bed beside me to stroke my erect prick.
Finally, their upstairs neighbor, Ellen, knocked and opened their front door. As soon as she opened the front door, she saw me on the couch pretending to be sleeping while naked with a huge erection. She entered. Then, after someone told her that I was exposed, Darlene came into the living room to cover me with my sheet.
# # #
Daring myself to do so, after I flashed five women, waiting twenty-minutes, I walked out to the kitchen naked and with my morning wood erection while yawning. They all laughed, stared, and cheered as if I was a stripper at a CFNM strip club. I couldn't believe that I dared myself to walk out in the kitchen while naked in front of my wife. Darlene wasn't happy. Her face turned a bright red.
"Coffee," I said. "I need coffee."
With none of them shy, embarrassed, or ashamed, Betty took my prick in her hand and slowly stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me while staring up at me and smiling. My mother-in-law took me in her mouth and briefly sucked me. Janet cupped my testicles while I stuck my horny hand down her open nightgown top. She briefly blew me, too. The neighbor looked at them all aghast.
I felt their upstairs neighbor, Ellen's B cup tits and fingered her erect nipples while she stroked me and briefly took me in her mouth to suck me. Darlene wasn't happy with me dick flashing everyone and having sex with her mother, her aunt, her cousin, and the upstairs neighbor. She didn't talk to me for the rest of the day.
# # #
Married to my wife for 30-years, I had a seven-year affair with my sister-in-law, Cassie, who lived with Darlene's brother, Joey, on the third floor. She would come out to the back hall to talk to me. With her working from home, she was always in her short nightgown without wearing panties. I stared up at her bushy, brown pussy and masturbated over seeing her naked cunt later. The first time that I had sex with her, I made love to her and fucked her for more than two-hours. We gave one other oral sex on our birthdays.
Invited upstairs to meet her mother, while I had a cup of coffee with Cassie, and her mother, Janice, I was in my bathrobe that never closes all of the way with nothing underneath. Her mother, Janice, unexpectedly visited. When Cassie left me alone with her mother to go to the bathroom, I parted my knees and exposed my semi-erect prick to her.
Daring myself to do so, yet another woman to dick flash, I couldn't wait to see her reaction to her seeing my naked prick. As soon as I thought of flashing her, I had a throbbing and pulsating erection. I allowed my bathrobe to open all of the way. Giving me quite the reaction, she not only looked at my erect naked prick but she stared at my hard dick. She actually leaned forward in her chair for a closer look of my erect cock.
Daring myself to do so, while curious what she'd do, I stood in front of her. Not shy or morally modest, she took my prick in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. Too soon to cum in her mouth, Cassie interrupted her mother giving me a blowjob by flushing the toilet and leaving the bathroom.
With her tired of me exposing myself to women and her no longer having sex with me, Darlene left me for another man, her co-worker. I hooked up with Barbara. Her thirty-year-old daughter, Erin lived with her. Of course, I exposed myself to Erin, too. With her the whore that she was, she showed me her naked breasts and gave me a hand job while I felt and fondled her tits and sucked her nipples.
When Barbara's mother, Polly, came to visit, I stayed up late playing cards with her while we had a couple of drinks. Barbara and Erin were already in their beds sleeping. As I did with every woman that I was with, I wore my bathroom that didn't close all of the way. I continually flashed Polly, my semi-erect prick. Instead of looking away she stared.
The next morning with Barbara and her daughter out doing errands, I was alone with her mother. After I took a shower, with Polly having coffee in the kitchen, I walked up to her in my towel. As soon as I did, I accidentally dropped my towel deliberately. My erect prick was in front of her mouth mere inches away. Showing me the whore that she was, like mother like daughter, and like granddaughter, she took me in her hand.
"Oh, my, Hunter, you have a big prick," she said.
She smiled up at me while staring at me.
Then, she took me in her hand.
"It's been years since I've given a hand job," she said, stroking me.
She laughed.
"It's been even longer since I've given a blowjob," she said.
She smiled.
"May I blow you, Hunter," she asked? "I'd love to suck your cock. You may cum in my mouth. I swallow," she said.
While she slowly stroked and sucked my prick, I stuck my hand inside of her nightgown. I felt her big C cup breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Determined to make me cum, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. I ejaculated a big load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed.
The End
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Threesome with Stepmom & Mom-in-law
I had sex with my bi-sexual stepmother and mother-in-law.
My name is Damian. My stepmother's name is Carol. My mother-in-law's name is Diane. I love them both as much as I love my wife. I had no idea that they were bi-sexual. I had no idea that they've been having sex with one another for years.
As perversely perverted as I am, I don't love them in the way that a stepson loves his stepmother and a son-in-law loves his mother-in-law. Especially after I discovered they were having a lesbian relationship, while hoping that they'd include me in their lovemaking, I love them both in the way that a man loves a woman.
I'm sexually attracted to both of them. I've always been sexually attracted to my stepmom. Now, I'm sexually attracted to my wife's mother, too.
It's my masturbation, sexual fantasy, not only to see them topless and/or naked but also to have sex with one of them but both of them at the same time. Only, something that will never happen, even after finding out that they were lovers, especially after finding out that they were lovers, I'd love to have threesome sex with my stepmother and my mother-in-law. How hot would that be to have sex with them both at the same time.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, something that I still can't believe happened, my first time having forbidden sex that I hope my wife, Christine, never discovers, I had sex with my stepmother. Even more forbidden than that, I had sex with her mother, my mother-in-law. Unbelievably and still reeling after what happened, having my first threesome, I had threesome sex with them both.
# # #
I'm thirty-five-years-old. I'm six-foot-four inches tall with blue-black hair and bright, blue eyes. Everyone calls me Diamond Damian because I own a long established and successful jewelry store on Newbury Street in Boston. I love diamonds.
My jewelry store is a few doors down from The Newbury Boston, formerly The Ritz Carlton, in the heart of the Back Bay, and a block away from the Public Gardens. Never knowing who or when a celebrity visiting Boston will arrive to shop in my store, I reserve a couple of suites at The Newbury Boston with dinner reservations made in advance, just in case. With lots of foot traffic, thousands of tourists frequent the shops on Newbury Street every day. It's a beautiful, albeit very busy spot in Boston.
A flourishing business, I inherited the business from my dad when he died. I only deal in jewels, the rarest of jewels, gemstones, and high-end watches. Bringing me up as his apprentice, I love diamonds. I sell and repair Rolexes watches that seldom need repairing.
With times changing since my dad started the business back in the fifties, not surprisingly, much of my business is online. Driven in their chauffeured Bentley's, Rolls Royce's, and Maybach's, multi-millionaires and billionaires are my typical customers. With everything sparkling bright, their wives, girlfriends, and mistresses love shopping at my store.
With a buzzer needed to get in and out, armed and dangerous, I have two security guards on the front door, and another security guard in back. The Boston police headquarters on 1284 Berkeley Street until 1997, a block away, will shut down Newbury Street should a robbery occur is no longer there. It was a relief that the police were so close.
I have an ongoing arrangement in place for my customers to double park in front of my store. I give the Boston Police fund generous donations and take care of the families of fallen officers. In exchange, they give my business preferential treatment should I have a problem. There are always police officers who walk the beat keeping their eyes on my business.
The Boston Police Headquarters moved to Roxbury, and to a huge and more modern facility. Nevertheless, the address, 1284 Berkeley Street, now apartments, was made famous from the television series, Rizzoli and Isles. On TV for seven seasons, sexy Angie Harmon as Rizzoli, was a Boston police detective and beautiful Sasha Alexander as Isles, played the Chief Medical Examiner.
# # #
Thank God no longer having to rely on local walk-in business, I have clients from all over the world. I have very wealthy clients from Monaco, Qatar, Dubai, the Singapore, United Emirates, Luxemburg, Switzerland, Ireland, Norway, Iceland, Macau, the Netherlands, and Austria who want only the very best jewels. With money no object, they are willing to pay any price to get what they want, and what they want is what I have.
These customers don't just buy one piece of jewelry, they buy jewelry for their wives, their mothers, their girlfriends, and their mistresses. They buy enough watches, jewels, and jewelry to replenish their jewelry boxes and their safes. As if they're buying the Queen's Crown Jewels, they usually buy not only just a ring but also, they'll buy the matching bracelet, and the matching pendant, too.
A typical customer will not only spend hundreds of thousands of thousands in a single visit but millions of dollars on online purchases. Buying the best watches and high-end jewelry is not for the weak of heart. It's not for someone who doesn't appreciate rare jewels, gemstones, jewelry, and watches but also for someone who doesn't have deep, very deep, pockets.
Of course, Valentine's Day and Christmas are my busiest weeks. Before and after Hollywood award shows are my busiest seasons. From the Oscars, the Emmys, the Grammys, even the AVN's, the porn stars version of the Oscars in Vegas, celebrities, especially those who have been nominated to win, want to flash their priceless jewels.
Many of them are longtime customers starting with my father and continuing with me. To say that I'm rich would be a gross understatement. Proud of my success, I'm very wealthy.
What's hidden in my underground vault approaches a billion dollars in rare jewels, jewelry, gemstones, and watches. If I was to liquidate my entire inventory, I'd be a billionaire. My business is not a crappy, little mall jewelry store. I compete with the likes of Tiffany, Cartier, Shreve, Crump & Low, and Van Cleef & Arpels. We swap inventory on a commission basis when one of us doesn't have what the customer wants and another store has what is needed to make the sale. We only deal in the best of the best.
Not wanting to be too flashy, I wear a two-karat diamond ring on each hand, a three-karat diamond pendant, and a thick and wide eighteen-karat gold bracelet. I love diamonds and gold as much as I love Rolex and Breitling watches. My wife, Christine, wears a five-karat diamond ring, a four-karat diamond pendant, and a twenty-karat diamond tennis bracelet.
# # #
Going there to relax and decompress, I own a cabin in New Hampshire not far from Mount Washington. It is so beautiful scenic, especially on the drive there from Boston, I love that area of New Hampshire. One of the best and most foliage drives in the United States; I love driving the Kancamagus Highway in the White Mountain National Forest. It's a 34.5 road between Lincoln to Conway. I drive it during the summer in my Argon blue, 2026 Mustang Dark Horse SC. Wow that car is fast and can really handle the curves.
I love that car, especially when driving that mountain road. Driving down the Kancamagus Highway is just as exciting as it is going up. The only time I need to break is to negotiate the hairpin curve and/or when stuck behind a camper until they turn into a view site or have room enough for them to allow me to safely pass.
Interestingly enough, even though I love fast cars, very fast cars, I'd never buy an exotic car, such as a Ferrari or a Lamborghini when an American car will do. I don't like Corvettes or Camaros. Corvettes are too low to the ground.
Both cars give little warning when the maximum limits of adhesion are reached. Whereas, sitting on a seat instead of sitting in a bathtub, the Mustang gives me lots of road feel, especially when ordering the Recaro seats instead of the standard seats. I love my Mustang Dark Horse as much as I love the comfort and safety of my Recaro seats.
Here's a tidbit of information that most folks don't know. When hit hard enough from behind, the driver and passenger seats will break in half and launch passengers out the back window. Recaro seats will not break. Instead, well worth the extra money, especially with their better safety belts, Recaro seats will absorb the energy of larger impacts to keep you safe and in the car where you belong.
Whenever I make the trek to the White Mountains, my wife loves shopping at the big outlet center in North Conway. Even though I'm rich, I love bargains. Who doesn't love bargains? My favorite stores are the Ralph Lauren Polo outlet, and the Timberland outlet stores.
# # #
From where I'm located in New Hampshire, ten miles to the right is Maine, ten miles to the left is Vermont, and ten miles straight is Montreal. I'm at the very tip of New Hampshire, and in constant view of the White Mountains. As far as I'm concerned, I'm the closest that I can get to heaven on Earth. I've been going there with my family and friends every year for years. Instead of flying somewhere for the holidays, we drive to New Hampshire. We love it there.
Something that most folks don't know, when we go to the White Mountains, we always go to the top and to the weather observatory. I love to drive up the White Mountain Road that closes in October. There's no guardrails on the road and it is scary when there's a car coming towards you in the opposite direction. They have a gift shop there.
Again, with me loving a bargain, for some reason, the gifts there are half the price of what they are in North Conway. A tee-shirt that cost $20 in North Conway, only cost $10 at the White Mountain gift shop. We always stock up on gifts for everyone there.
Only, something else that I didn't know and was stunned to discover, not Texas or some other southern state, which I surely thought it would be but, New Hampshire has the most guns. Did you know that? Believe me or not, some folks even have a tank in their driveway.
Especially for those sitting out alone while ice fishing, it's common to see residents of upstate New Hampshire locked and loaded, not with handguns that can't take down a bear or a moose but with powerful rifles, a 30-06 Springfield with quality bullets is enough to handle the largest of animals. Armed and dangerous, indeed, there are lots of black bears and big moose the higher someone goes in New Hampshire. If you see a sign that reads, no trespassing, best you obey it.
Compared to Boston where most of my family lives, on average Boston receives about fifty-inches of snow a year. The snowiest area in the United States is the Mount Washington area. They receive, on average, two-hundred-forty-inches to two-hundred-eighty inches of snow each year. That's a lot of snow. Yet, they are really good at clearing the snow from the highways but not so much from the backroads.
I don't mind the snow. Actually, winter is my favorite season. Making sure that I'm dressed for the weather with my raccoon oversized coat, thermal boats, heated gloves, and a beaver hat with earmuffs, I love the cold. Actually, my beaver hat is so warm that on most winter days above freezing days, I could walk around naked while just wearing my hat and not feel cold.
# # #
I love fur. I bought my wife, Christine, a twenty-thousand, dyed black, long mink coat with a hood and a matching muff. I also bought her a fox coat just for fun. If she could wear her furs all year round without having to put them in storage, she would. She loves her fur coats.
Always bringing extra food and booze, cases of white and red wine and bottles of single malt scotch, we've had to hibernate more than once and wait for the snow to clear enough to dig out and drive home. My sports utility vehicle was filled to the brim with extra food and lots of booze. Sometimes the weather changes on a dime and a snowstorm quickly turns into a blizzard.
Never getting stuck, I drive with four snow tires instead of two snow tires on my one-hundred-forty-thousand-dollar Range Rover. Pity the fool who doesn't remove their all-season tires for snow tires. So comfortable and safe to drive, I'd never dare make the trip in the winter without my beloved long wheelbase, seven passenger Range Rover.
Even though my favorite automobile is my three-hundred-forty-thousand-dollar, Gold, Bentley Continental GT, along with my eighty-thousand-dollar Ford Mustang Dark Horse, those vehicles are useless in the snow compared to my Range Rover. My wife prefers her new one-hundred-twenty-thousand-dollar black, Mercedes S 500 but she doesn't drive it in the winter. She's deathly afraid of driving on ice.
She got the idea to buy her car from watching Hisham Tawfiq as Dembe Zuma chauffeuring James Spader as Raymond Reddington in Blacklist. With her a real fan, she loves that show as much as she loves her car. She's watched the entire series, all 218 episodes, more than once.
Yes, I'm materialistic. Yes, I love flashing my wealth, but I'm not stupid. If I'm carrying a briefcase filled with a million-dollars' worth of jewels to a hotel to sell to a customer, I enlist my bodyguard, a 6' 5" tall, 260 pound, an ex-Navy Seal to accompany me. Sometimes, he's my driver, too. If I need him for an extended period of protection time, I allow him to stay in my guesthouse.
# # #
Now that you know a little about me, my story started with my stepmother, Carol, and my mother-in-law, Diane. Oh, my God. They are both such beautiful, sexy, and shapely women. I love them both.
Yet, a good fortune for me, I never thought that I'd be alone with either one of them, never mind both of them overnight in my cabin. I never thought that I'd be writing an erotic, fictional story about either woman. Here I am writing about them both having threesome sex with me.
Yes, indeed, both women are MILFs. Yes, something that will never happen, indeed, mothers that I'd love to fuck, while never thinking that it would ever happen, I'd love to have sex with the both of them.
This was my beloved stepmother that I was incestuously lusting over. She lives with me. As if she's my mother, she raised me after my father died of a heart attack.
This was my mother-in-law, my wife's mother, who I wanted to have forbidden sexy. What's wrong with me? If it's not bad enough that I want to bed my stepmother but also, I want to bed my mother-in-law, too.
# # #
Carol's a tall, natural, blue-eyed blonde and Diane is a tall, natural redhead. They are quite busty. Both have big, D cup breasts. Looking ten-years younger, they look forty-five-years-old instead of looking fifty-five-years old.
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I have a thing for older women, especially older women with big breasts. Some men love long legs, some men love shapely asses, I love breasts. Unable to get enough of them, I love tits, especially big tits. An interesting tidbit about women's breasts, maybe because they're concealed behind blouses and bras and not exposed to the sun, but no matter the age of women, their naked breasts always look much younger.
Maintaining their shapely figures with diet and exercise, they both have toned tummies. They have shapely backsides. Both my stepmother and my mother-in-law look good, really good.
I've imagined making out with them while feeling them through their clothes. I've envisioned slowly undressing them and stripping their naked bodies to touch, feel, and fondle them everywhere. I've visualized fingering and licking their naked pussies. I've pictured myself making slow and passionate love to them before humping them faster and harder while fucking them.
Alas, nothing more than a dream, a sexual fantasy, I'll never make out with them. I'll never see them without their clothes. I'll never have forbidden sex with either one of them, never mind both of them at the same time.
They'll never see my cock. Neither will ever stroke my cock. They'll never blow me. They'll never allow me to cum in either of their beautiful mouths and swallow my cock.
# # #
Of course, with me owning a jewelry store, I've showered them both with diamonds for their birthdays and Christmases over the years with bracelets and pendants. While hoping they'd return the favor by having sex with me, I'm generous to a fault. I love buying gifts, especially for them, more than receiving gifts from them, especially from them.
In their appreciation for my generosity, I loved it when they pressed their bodies against me with their big breasts squished against my muscular chest. I love it when they wrap their arms around my neck and give me a pelvic-to-pelvic hug. Then, shocking me as much as they sexually excite me, and give me an erection, they kiss me on the lips to thank me for their gifts of diamonds.
Tempted to part their lips with my tongue, I'd love to French kiss them. I'd love to make out with them while touching and feeling them everywhere through their clothes. Only, I'd never dare to do so. A stepson and a son-in-law should never French kiss and make out with them while touching and feeling them through their clothes.
Nonetheless, with them not stopping me, I always slowly slide my hand down to lower touch and feel their shapely asses while kissing them. Depending how much they've had to drink, I've even cupped their ass cheeks, squeezed their asses, and playfully slapped their backsides. I love feeling their asses as much as I love feeling their tits.
Seemingly enjoying my touches and feels, with them not slapping my horny hand away, again, depending upon how much they had to drink, I always touch the sides of their blouse and bra clad breasts when kissing them. Daring myself to do so, I've even moved my hand to the front of them to feel their big breasts through their blouses and bras. As soon as their big nipples emerge, I've fingered their erect nipples, too.
With them not moving away from me, seemingly, they enjoy me touching and feeling them as much as I enjoy touching and feeling them. While making their touches appear accidental, my stepmom and mother-in-law have even brushed their hand down by my bulging cock through my pants a few times. Whether deliberate or unintentionally, as soon as they touch me my cock grows bigger and harder while throbbing and pulsating to their touch. I wished they'd leave their hand there.
Alas, something that they'd never do, I wished they'd unbutton and unzip my pants. I wished they'd reach their hand inside my underwear and wrap their long, manicured fingers around my erect cock. I'd love for them to show me how much they want to have sex with me as much as I want to have sex with them.
Yet, little did I know that I'd soon be having threesome sex with my stepmother and my mother-in-law. The best thing that happened to me was being snowbound and trapped in my cabin with two, sexy, older women that I love nearly as much as my wife. Even though I've sometimes stroked myself over imagining my stepmom and/or my wife's mother naked and having sex with me, I never thought having sex with either one of them would ever happen and be my reality.
# # #
As soon as we arrived at the cabin, it was a blizzard. Getting twelve inches of snow an hour was common, and the snow was quickly piling up. Too dangerous, there'd be no way my wife, my brother, my sister, and their children, my grandmother, and our friends would dare make the drive in this blizzard. With the cabin having three fireplaces, glad that I had plenty of firewood, at least we'd be cozy warm. Unfortunately, the three of us would be celebrating Christmas without them.
My cabin was big, really big. It was more like a mini mansion than it was a cabin. It had six bedrooms and seven bathrooms, an upstairs loft with several bunk beds for the kids, and a great room downstairs. My six-thousand-square-foot cabin was plenty big enough to entertain everyone.


Had I bought something this big in Massachusetts, it would have cost me more than two-million-dollar. This was a converted hunting lodge that was in good shape. I bought it for seven-hundred-thousand before spending another two-hundred-thousand to update it.
I have a huge all white, bright kitchen with an enormous twelve-foot countertop with six stools on each side. There are lots of cabinets to store things. I have an eight-burner stove with double ovens, two dishwashers, a wine cooler, two enormous double-door refrigerators, a very large pantry with lots of stored provisions with more frozen provisions in the freezer downstairs.
The house has an open layout plan. I can see from the kitchen to the living room. Located on five acres of land and fenced in with eight-foot fences all-around, and surrounded by mature trees with a pond not far from the property, it was very private. Not having to worry about the dogs, I can open the back door and let them run wild.
# # #
Before we sat in the great room drinking wine while enjoying the warmth of the fireplace, I stripped out of my clothes and put on my bathrobe. Just being alone with the both of them made me horny. I quickly stroked myself to a big and hard erection before leaving my bedroom.
Something that I've never done before, I hoped to dick flash them my naked, erect cock. I planned on making my dick flash appear accidental by having it pop out of my bathrobe while sitting across from them sipping my scotch. I was curious about their reaction to seeing my naked, erect prick.
I wondered if they'd notice my errant cock. If they did notice my prick, I wondered if they'd look. I wondered if they'd stare. I wondered if I'd make their pussies wet and their nipples erect and hard as was my cock already.
As if they were schoolgirls instead of middle-aged women, they sat together on the couch talking, laughing, and drinking wine. I sat across from them in my reclining chair. Getting comfortable, something that I was excited to see, the hems of their short skirts were already raised to the middle of their thighs. They both have great legs. With them both 5' 9" tall, I loved their long, shapely legs.
After my stepmom finished her second glass of wine, becoming a little tipsy, she was no longer careful how she sat. Glad for the peek of her panties, she gave me a great up skirt view of her white panties. She sat with her knees parted just enough for me to see a continual glimpse of her panty clad crotch. Then, with her totally oblivious, every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs, the hem of her short skirt climbed higher to show even more of her panties.
I stared at my stepmom's pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at what I could see of her blonde, trimmed pubic hair through her sheer panties.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I don't believe this.'
The first time seeing an up-skirt peek of her panties, I'd love to finger her pussy while licking her cunt to give her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I'd love to make love to my beloved stepmother. I'd love to fuck her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock. I will definitely be jerking off over this later.
Following my stepmom's lead, unbelievably, shockingly, and excitingly, my mother-in-law did the same thing while sitting in the same way as my stepmother. After she finished her second glass of wine, becoming a little tipsy, she was no longer careful how she sat either. She sat with her knees parted just enough for me to see a continual glimpse of her white panties. Every time she crossed and uncrossed her legs, the hem of her short skirt climbed higher to show me more of her panty clad pussy.
In the way that I stared at my stepmother, I stared at my mother-in-law. I stared at her pussy mound. I stared at her camel toe. I stared at what I could see of her red, trimmed pubic hair through her sheer panties. Then, when they leaned forward to get their wine glasses from the coffee table, they gave me a perfect down blouse view of the tops of their jiggling breasts, their long, sexy lines of cleavages, and their low-cut bras.
# # #
They excused themselves to change into their short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns without having the moral modesty to wear robes over them. No doubt, as much as I was, they were hot from the heat of the big fireplace in my great room. While drinking their third glass of wine, sitting the same way as they did before, instead of showing me their panties, they showed me their naked pussies.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'This is the first time seeing my stepmom's naked pussy, never mind my mother-in-law's naked pussy, too. I'll be masturbating over this later tonight, tomorrow morning, and for the rest of my horny life, too,' I thought.
I stared at my stepmother's blonde, trimmed cunt. Then, I stared at my mother-in-law's red, trimmed cunt. I loved seeing their naked pussies as much as I hoped they'd love seeing my naked cock. I wondered if they were as wet as I was hard.
When my cock popped out of my bathrobe, pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed, they not only looked, they both stared. I sat with my leg up and the bottom of my bathrobe parted wide open. They continued staring at all that I was showing them while I stared at all that they were showing me. They seemed to like seeing my naked cock as much as I liked seeing their naked pussies.
When they leaned forward for their wine glasses, whether deliberately or unintentionally, they gave me a great down nightgown view of their naked breasts. I love seeing their long lines of sexy cleavages, the shape and the size of their naked breasts, their areolas, and their erect nipples. Returning the favor of their nudity with my nudity, I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my erection for them to see.
As if we were actors in a porn film, never have I exposed as much of myself to my stepmom and my wife's mother. Never have they exposed as much of themselves to me. I wondered if they got drunk enough to have sex with me. Only, if they rejected me, I'd be so embarrassed.
I'd feel like the pervert that I am to not only have exposed myself to them but also to expect to have sex from not only my stepmother but also from my mother-in-law, too. Only, God help me, what I really wanted and hoped to have was something that I've never had before. I'd love to have threesome sex with both of them. How hot would that be to have sex with the both of them at the same time?
'Wow,' I thought!
They both made me horny by continually flashing me their naked pussies and their naked breasts. Hoping that they'd have sex with me, I couldn't wait to have sex with my stepmom or with my mother-in-law. I wondered if either one of them would have sex with me. Then, I thought again of how wonderful it would be to have threesome sex with the both of them.
# # #
With the cabin having plenty of bedrooms and bathrooms, when they each could have had their own bedrooms on the other side of the house, oddly enough, my stepmom shared a bedroom with my mother-in-law. Every room had king-size beds and ensuite bathrooms. We were all tired from preparing food, packing the SUV, and the long drive.
After the women had a couple glasses of wine, by their third glass, they were more than tipsy, they were drunk. I'd figured that they'd be sleepy, but they weren't. They were drunk enough to party.
Never having seen more than my stepmom's and mother-in-law's bra straps, I still couldn't believe that they had flashed me as much as I flashed them. They not only did they flash their panties but also, they flashed their bras. Then, when they changed into their nightgowns, they not only flashed me their naked pussies but also, they flashed their naked breasts. I couldn't wait to play with myself later tonight.
Not expecting to hear anything, expecting them to be soundly asleep, as soon as I walked by their bedroom, I heard a lot of talking, giggling, and laughing. Then, surprising me as much as it shocked and sexually excited me, I heard a familiar sound. I heard the buzzing sound of a vibrator, two of them. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Masturbating one another, they were having sex, lesbian sex.
My wife has a pink rabbit vibrator that sounded just like the sound that I heard. Only, their vibrators were turned on high instead of buzzing low. Unbelievably, stunned that it could be true, even though they were best of friends, I never thought of them as being lesbian lovers. Clearly, they were bi-sexual. I hoped that they'd make my sexual dreams and fantasies come true by inviting me in their bedroom to watch.
Remembering now, every time they greeted one another, they kissed each other on the lips longer than I thought was necessary. I was surprised that they didn't part one another's lips and French kiss each other. They made me want to kiss them in the way that they kissed one another.
Nevertheless, I never imagined they'd be bi-sexual. I never thought they'd be having lesbian sex. Yet, from their laughter and what I overheard them saying, indeed, at the very least, they were masturbating one another and, clearly, having sex with each other.
"Oh, Carol you're so wet," said Diane, my wife's mother to my stepmother.
They giggled. They laughed.
"Oh, baby," said my stepmom. "Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Finger fuck me deeper. Press on my G spot. I'm cumming, Diane. I'm cumming," said my stepmom.
I couldn't believe that my wife's mother was eating my stepmom.
# # #
Daring myself to do so, hoping that they were drunk enough to invite me in to watch them having lesbian sex, I knocked on their bedroom door on the false pretense of bidding them goodnight. Just wearing my bathrobe with nothing underneath, I had already dick flashed both my stepmom and mother-in-law earlier. While they flashed me their naked pussies and their naked breasts, I sat with my bathrobe parted enough to give them a continual view of my erect, naked prick.
Instead of looking away in embarrassment and shame, they stared at my big dick while giggling like little girls. They stared at my exposed prick in the way that I stared at their exposed pussies and tits. I loved seeing them nearly naked as much as they loved seeing me nearly naked.
I still can't believe that I had the nerve enough to flash them my naked cock. I'll be jerking off over them not just looking but staring for the rest of my life. I'll be stroking myself over seeing their naked pussy and naked breasts every morning and every night.
They stared enough at my exposed prick, as much as I stared at what I could see of their naked pussies beneath their nightgowns and their naked breasts in down nightgown views. Not knowing if they were deliberately or unintentionally exposing themselves to me, their knees were parted just enough to see what I've never seen before. Yet, even more sexually exciting than seeing them nearly naked, I can't believe that they're having sex, lesbian sex.
While waiting for them to answer my knock, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection again. Not having to wait long for them to respond, they answered my knock together. As if they had something planned, they were laughing, giggling, and whispering.
"Come in," they both said at the same time.
# # #
As soon as I opened the bedroom door, seeing something that I've never seen before, I was as shocked as I was sexually excited. Immediately, I had an erection that parted my bathroom. With the head of my big dick peeking out of my bathrobe, they were sitting up in bed topless with my polar bear blanket down to their waist.
They stared at the head of my erect prick as much as I stared at the shape and the size of their beautiful, naked breasts. Again, something that I never expected to see, I continued staring at their naked breasts as if I've never seen naked breasts before. I couldn't remove my eyes from their huge tits. I loved their tits.
Doing it at the same exact time, they both pulled open the covers. Whether deliberately or accidentally, they both flashed me their trimmed naked pussies. I stared at their naked cunts as much as I stared at their naked tits. Then, instead of inviting me to watch, they shocked me by what they said next.
"Come in bed with us, Damian," said my stepmom.
She laughed. She shocked me by her invitation to get in bed with them.
"Keep us warm," said my mother-in-law. "We're cold."
She laughed, too.
"Hold us. Hug us. Cuddle us. Spoon us," said my stepmom.
She stunned me by inviting me to climb in bed with them, too. Something that I'd never say, I didn't dare tell them to put on some clothes. Something that I never expected to see, I loved seeing them both topless and naked. It was beyond my wildest sexual fantasy that they invited me in their bed to hold them, hug them, cuddle them, and spoon them.
"Take off your bathrobe," said my stepmother. "If you show us your cock, we'll show you our pussies."
They both laughed while pushing down the covers to show me their naked bodies.
"Get naked with us, Damian," said my mother-in-law. "Only, don't tell my daughter."
She moved her finger to her lips.
"Shh, our little secret, this is just between us," she said.
# # #
I removed my bathrobe and climbed in bed with them. My prick was as big and as hard as it ever was. Why not? I was not only in bed with my naked stepmother but also, I was in bed with my wife's naked mother. Who wouldn't be sexually excited to be naked and in bed with two such beautiful and sexy women?
With them both as drunk as they were horny, they were all over me. Not wasting time, never expecting her to do what she did, my stepmom and my mother-in-law shocked me. She sat on my face while my wife's mother took me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. Then, as soon as I gave my stepmom an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, and ejaculated a load of cum in my mother-in-law's mouth, they switched positions.
Now, my mother-in-law sat on my face while my stepmother stroked me and sucked me. I fingered and licked Diane's cunt as much as I fingered and licked Carol's cunt. As soon as I gave my wife's mom an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, and as soon as I ejaculated a load of cum in my stepmom's mouth, they took turns mounting me. Not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, my stepmom mounted me first.
Sitting on me cowgirl style, she reached down to part her swollen pussy lips with my cock. With a gentle hump, I was inside of her warm and wet pussy. Humping her slowly and making passionate love to her while making out with her, I continually French kissed her. She returned my French kisses with her long, wet kisses.
Then, humping her faster and harder, no longer making love, we were fucking. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. I fucked my mother-in-law, and she fucked me. After she had an orgasm from my cock, I ejaculated a load of cum in her cunt. Then, I turned to my stepmother.
It was her turn to make love and fuck me. I mounted her and made out with her while making slow and passionate love to her. Then, I humped her a little faster and a little harder. No longer making love, we were fucking.
She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. She fucked me as fast and as hard as I fucked her. Never believing that I'd ever have sex with my stepmother, never mind my mother-in-law, too, as soon as she had an orgasm from my cock, I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy, too.
From that day forward, as if we were horny teenagers, with us snowbound because of the storm, we made love every morning. We fucked every night. In between, I watched them have lesbian sex. I masturbated and ate my stepmother's and my mother-in-law's cunts. I made lover to them and fucked them both. I gave them both multiple orgasms.
Returning the favor, they masturbated me. They stroked and sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed me. They continually blew me. Never have I had as much sex with my wife as I had with her mother and with my stepmother.
The best thing that I ever purchased, I'm so glad that I bought this cabin.
The End
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Stepmom has Sex with Virgin Stepson.
My stepmom helped me become a man. She took my virginity.
Something that I thought would only happen in my wet dreams and my masturbation fantasies, my stepmother had sex with me. It all started after I spied on her when she was taking a shower. Starting with that, after finally seeing her naked, my stepmom sexually seduced me. Daring myself to do so, I took a video of her naked ass with my phone.
I didn't dare take a video of the front of her for fear that she'd see my cell phone and see me videoing her. On Cloud 9, I can't believe that I did what I did. I'll be masturbating over seeing her naked in the shower for the rest of my horny life.
My name is Michael, I'm twenty-two-years-old, and I just graduated from college majoring in Computer Science and minoring in everything AI, artificial intelligence. Instead of staying on campus, with my home so close to the college, I commuted. Not interested in staying in a dorm room, I'm not interested in frat, dorm room, and campus parties. Unless I receive it from my stepmother, disinterested in any other woman, I'm not interested in sex.
Not a typical college, not wanting to make friends and getting drunk, I'm more interested in studying than in partying. When I'm not in my room reading, I'm in the library studying. With so few good jobs available, especially for someone who just graduated from college and who has no experience, getting a good education is my chance to get a good job. I needed to graduate summa cum laude, and I did.
# # #
After my dad died from COVID five years ago, with him a double-fisted drinker and a big eater, not having anyplace else to go, I still live with my thirty-five-year-old stepmom, Gabriella. Not having to worry about money, she received a two-million-dollar life insurance settlement when my dad died. She bought herself a new car, a Toyota Camry hybrid in Reservoir Blue. She bought me a new car, too, a Mustang GT in Orange Fury Metallic with Recaro seats. I loved my car but not nearly as much as I loved my stepmother.
We have a close stepmother and stepson relationship. I love her as if she's my birth mother. She loves me as if I'm her birth son. I kiss her on the lips every morning and I kiss her on the lips every night. Not admonishing me, or slapping my hand away, she allows me to slowly slide my hand down to feel her ass through her clothes while kissing her. She allows me to feel the sides of her big breasts through her sheer nightgown when hugging her.
Working from home, I was lucky to find a job writing software code for a computer gaming company. In between working, watching porn, and playing video games, I play card and board games with my stepmom. She sits on the couch in her short nightgown and I sit in front of her on a pillow on the floor and on the other side of the coffee table.
Even when her knees are tightly closed, she gives me a triangular peek above her thighs of her naked pussy. Then, when she parts her knees even just a little, she's unaware that I can see her brown, trimmed pussy in up nightgown peeks. When she leans forward to play a card or to play a piece, she gives me a view of her naked breasts in down nightgown views.
I love playing board and card games with my stepmom. As much as she's unaware that she's continually flashing me her naked pussy and tits, she's unaware that I'm sitting across from her with a big, hard throbbing and pulsating erection. After we're done, I can't wait to jerk off over all that I've seen of her.
My sexual fantasy, I'd love to stand in front of her, pull out my cock from my pajama bottoms, lean forward, put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head, and stick my big dick in her mouth. I'd love her to blow me. I wondered if she'd blow me. I wonder if she'd stroke me while sucking me. I wonder if she'd allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth and swallow my cum.
Only, not wanting to ruin the close relationship that we have, I wouldn't dare. With this her house, she may ask me to leave. Young, dumb, and filled with cum, she's turned me into a masturbation machine. When I'm not studying, watching porn, or playing video games, I'm jerking off. My record is five times in one day. I only masturbate over my stepmom and my step aunt, her twin sister.
Totally sexually attracted to them, I not only love her in the way that a stepson loves his stepmother and a step nephew loves his step aunt, I love them in the way that a man loves women. I am a twenty-two-year-old virgin. Too interested in going to the library to receive the best education that I could, instead of wasting my time dating, I don't have a girlfriend.
The only woman that I want is my stepmother and/or her twin sister. I jerk off every morning and every evening, and sometimes in between while imagining my mom and my aunt naked and having sex with me. Alas, something that will happen only in my wet dreams and sexual fantasies, I'll never have sex with either of them.
With them morally modest and church going women, they'll never have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with one or with both of them. How hot would that be to have sex, threesome sex, with my mother and her sister? I'm as horny as I'm sexually frustrated from lusting over my stepmom and my step aunt.
# # #
A mother who I'd love to fuck, my stepmom is a MILF. Her twin sister, Angelina, is my step aunt and a woman who I'd love to fuck, too. Her sister is an AILF, an aunt that I'd love to fuck, too. They're both very beautiful, intelligent, and sexy. Identical twins, most times, I can't tell one from the other.
They're both five-foot-nine-inches tall. They're both beautiful with brown, shoulder length hair. They have big, brown expressive eyes, a sexy smile, D cup breasts, and a shapely ass. They look even more beautiful when they smile, warming me with their smiles, especially when they're smiling at me.
Recently, something they've never done before and do every time my aunt is visiting and they're together, with them best friends and having fun talking, laughing, joking, and teasing one another, they're not careful how they sit. Their uniforms of choice, they both wear short skirts and low-cut, button-down blouses. While they sit on the couch together drinking wine, I sit in my reclining chair across from them sipping a beer. Not much of a drinker, one or two beers is all that I have.
After finishing their second glass of wine, and with them both a little tipsy, they no longer sit like ladies. With them not wearing pantyhose but panties, both their knees are parted just enough to give me a continual, partial view of their white, bikini panties. Then, when they lean forward for their wine on the coffee table, their blouses lean forward and open with them.
After giving me a nice up-skirt peek of their panties, they give me a beautiful view of the tops of their jiggling breasts, their long lines of sexy cleavages, and their low-cut bras. I love their breasts as much as I love their panties. With neither one having had children, looking ten-years younger, twenty-something instead of thirty-something, they still have their shapely figures.
# # #
I'd love to have sex with my stepmom. I dream of having sex with her. I jerk off over imagining her naked and having sex with me.
I'd love to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to slowly undress her while French kissing her. I'd love to strip her naked. I'd love to feel touch, feel, and fondle everywhere that a stepson shouldn't touch, feel, and fondle his stepmom's naked body.
Other than those women on porn sites, I've never seen a woman's naked pussy. I'd never fingered and/or licked a pussy, never mind made love to and/or fucked a woman's cunt. I've never had a hand job or a blowjob.
Something that I jerk off over doing, I'd love to make myself comfortable between her shapely legs. I'd love to finger her pussy while licking her cunt. While wondering what she looked like and sounded like, I'd love to see and hear her cum. After I give her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue, I'd love to make slow and passionate love to her. I'd love to give her another orgasm, this time with my cock.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, with her returning my fast and hard humps, I'd love to fuck my stepmother. I'd love for her to fuck me. I'd love to cum in her warm and wet pussy. I'd love to give her our baby.
If my mom won't have incestuous sex with me, I imagined having forbidden sex with my step aunt. I imagine doing all of the same with her that I masturbate myself over doing with my stepmother. Again, just as I'll never have sex with my stepmother, I'll never have sex with my step aunt.
As much as I wish that having sex with either one of them or with both of them would happen, that will never happen. I'll never see my stepmom or my step aunt without their clothes. I'll never touch, feel, and fondle their naked bodies. I'll never eat them, make love to them, and/or fuck them. I'll never give them our babies.
They'll never see me naked. They'll never stroke, suck, and/or fuck my cock. They'll never have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with them. It's so frustrating to see them both nearly every day without being able to touch them.
They'll never give me a hand job or a blowjob. I'll never cum in their beautiful mouths. I'll never watch them swallow my cum. I'll never give either one of them or both of them a cum bath.
# # #
With me young, dumb, and full of cum, I masturbate in the morning and again in the evening. Sometimes, I jerk off over the both of them in between. I imagined seeing them naked and them having sex with me. Not even knowing how to ask them without them thinking me perverted, I'd love for one or the other to take my virginity.
Finally, while daring myself to do so, I made my move. While my stepmom, Gabriella, was taking a shower, having never seen a live naked woman before who wasn't on my computer screen, giving me something to masturbate over, I wanted to see her naked. Again, daring myself to do so, now that we have a new walk-in shower with glass doors instead of shower curtains, I wanted to spy on her showering.
I stealthily and quietly opened the bathroom door a crack, just enough to see her naked body through the glass doors of the shower. Only, disappointed that I couldn't see what I hoped to see, the glass doors were fogged over. I didn't think of that. All that I could see was her naked silhouette. What I was seeing was not much more than what I saw through the steamed over, clear shower curtains before having the bathroom remodeled.
Hoping to see more detail than I've ever seen before, I'd love to see the shape and the size of her naked breasts. I'd love to see her symmetrical areolas, and her erect nipples, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. Yet, my view was totally obstructed by the fog. Still not able to see enough to tell, I hoped to see if she was shaved, bushy, or trimmed.
I couldn't see her breasts, her naked ass, or her naked pussy. Happy that we were getting a walk-in shower with glass doors, I was so excited. I wanted to see something of her that would give me more to masturbate when jerking off over her. Instead, all that I saw was steamed and wet glass.
With us only having the one bathroom, a recently remodeled one that we removed the bathtub to have a walk-in shower, I quietly closed the bathroom door. Then, I knocked on the bathroom door loud enough for her to hear me over the running water. Only a few feet from her naked body, I couldn't wait to be in the bathroom with her with fogged up glass or not.
"Mom," I said, again, loud enough to hear me over the running water. "I have to pee."
I pulled down the front of my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear. Then, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection while waiting for her to answer. If I couldn't see her naked now, I hoped to clear the fog by opening the bathroom door and leaving it wide open. As much as I wanted her naked, I wanted her to see my naked prick.
"Okay, Michael, come in, but don't flush the toilet after you pee," she said.
# # #
In a desperate move, while hoping that she didn't feel a draft or see the bathroom door wide open, I hoped that she didn't realize what I was doing, and ask me to close the bathroom door. I hoped to remove enough steam from the bathroom and from the glass shower doors to see more of her than just a steamy silhouette. With her turned away from me and leaning forward at her waist to wash her feet and her legs, and with the glass quickly clearing, I stared at what I could see of her naked ass.
She had a beautiful ass, so shapely. Wanting the steam to clear out quicker, I fanned the steam by quickly opening and closing the bathroom door. Then, I entered the bathroom, and left the bathroom door wide open. Finally, with the steam nearly all gone, the first time seeing her without her clothes, I saw my stepmom naked, completely naked.
Instead of standing in front of the toilet to pee, I stood facing the shower and her. Daring her to do so, I hope she'd turn her head to look. In the way that I was staring at her naked body, I wanted her to see and stare at my naked, erect cock. Something that I hoped would happen, when seeing me naked, after seeing her naked, I wanted her to sexually want me as much as I sexually wanted her.
As if I was doing a slow strip tease, I slowly pushed down my pajama bottoms that I wear with underwear. As soon as I did, while hoping that she would, she turned her head to look. With the steam already cleared, I couldn't believe she looked. She not only looked but also, she stared at my engorged penis. Something that I'll be masturbating over later, I couldn't believe that my stepmom stared at my big dick.
She could see my naked, erect cock as much as I could see her naked breasts, her areolas, her erect nipples, her brown, trimmed pussy. With the steam totally gone, unaware that I could see her naked, she didn't cover her nakedness with her forearm or with her hand. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. When she turned to face the other way, while washing herself, I stared at her shapely, naked ass.
She continued showering, and not making a move to cover her nakedness, she finally turned to face me while allowing the shower to rain on her back. I continued staring at my naked stepmother. My first time seeing my MILF of a stepmom without her clothes, I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my horny life.
With her giving me a breathtaking view, she's so beautiful. She's so sexy. She's so shapely. I couldn't believe that I was finally seeing her naked. I couldn't believe that she stared at my naked cock as much as I stared at her naked breasts and pussy.
# # #
As soon as I finished peeing, I took my time wiping myself. I held my prick up in my hand for her to get a better view. Now, she could clearly see me as much as I could clearly see her. My stepmother continued staring at my erect, naked prick in the way that I continued staring at her wet, naked body.
I stood from the toilet while staring at my naked stepmother. Finally realizing that if she could clearly see my naked penis, then I could clearly see her naked body. Realizing that she was naked before me, she covered her naked breasts with her forearm and her naked pussy with her hand. Then, shocking her, I flushed the toilet.
As soon as I did, she looked as if she was Janet Leigh as Marion Crane showering at the Bates Motel in Albert Hitchcock's Psycho before Anthony Perkins as Norman Bates murders her. Giving me a horrified look, she pressed her naked body against the shower doors to give me an even better view of her naked body, especially her big naked tits and erect nipples.
I stared at her naked tits, her symmetrical areolas, her big, erect nipples, and her naked, brown, trimmed pussy. I stared at my naked stepmother as much as she stared at me. She opened the shower door to lean out. As soon as she did, as if saying hello, her naked D-cup breasts leaned out with her.
No longer looking at her pretty face, I stared at her naked tits in the way that she continued staring at my naked prick. I stared at her dark pink areolas and her lighter pink, erect nipples. Seemingly, she liked seeing my naked, erect cock as much as I loved seeing her big, naked breasts.
"Sorry, mom. Sorry. I'm so sorry for flushing the toilet. I forgot," I said.
I pulled up my pajama bottoms ready to hurry out of the bathroom to disappear in my room. I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing my naked stepmother. Before I could leave the bathroom, surprising me, she stepped out of the shower naked.
Only two feet away from my naked stepmother, I wanted to take her in my arms and hold her. I wanted to reach out and feel her naked breasts, fondle and squeeze her naked ass, and cup her naked pussy. She quickly grabbed her towel and dried herself in front of me before wrapping the towel around her.
# # #
Before leaving the bathroom, with her busy looking down at herself while drying herself, without her seeing me, I quickly took her used bra and panties on the pretense of putting them in the laundry hamper for her. I went into my room and stripped myself naked. While holding her red bra and her matching red panties, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection.
My first time seeing my stepmom without her clothes, I couldn't wait to cum over all that I saw of my naked stepmother. I couldn't wait to cum in her bra cups and while sniffing her panties, I couldn't wait to cum all over her panties. Only, before I did, surprising me, my stepmom barged open my bedroom door without knocking. Tightly wrapped around her beautiful, naked body, she was only wearing her towel.
When seeing me naked, instead of immediately leaving and closing my bedroom door, she stared. She continued staring at my naked, erect cock as if she had never seen a naked cock before. Then, shocking me, thinking that she'd leave, she sat on my bed next to me. Her hand was only inches away from my engorged, throbbing and pulsating prick.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'This was it. This was really it. My stepmom is in my room sitting beside my naked body while in her towel.'
I couldn't believe she was in my room sitting on my bed while I was naked.
'Is she going to touch my cock?' I wondered and hoped. 'Is she going to stroke my prick? Is she going to give me a hand job? Is she going to give me a blowjob?'
I didn't know. I had no idea.
'While hoping that she would, is she going to make love to me before fucking me?' I thought. 'Is she going to take my virginity? Is she going to give me sex, incestuous sex? I had no idea,' I continued thinking while wondering if she'd do any or all of the above.
# # #
"Michael," she said.
She folded her hands in her lap. She continued staring down at my naked, erect prick in the way that I continued staring at the big bulges that her breasts made behind her towel.
"It's okay that you came into the bathroom because you had to pee, but you should have closed the bathroom door behind you. By leaving it open, you removed the fog from the glass doors."
She looked at me with embarrassment and shame. She bit her lip as if looking as she was about to cry.
"You could clearly see me. You saw me naked. You embarrassed me, Michael," she said. "You humiliated me. You saw all of me that you never should have seen. You saw mommy naked," she said.
She continued staring down at my erect, naked cock. I bowed my head in embarrassment and shame. The last thing that I wanted to do, I didn't want to ruin the close relationship that I had with my stepmother. Yet, I'd be willing to ruin our close friendship if I have sex with her and become her lover.


"I'm sorry, mom. I've never seen a naked woman before," as my excuse. "You're the first woman that I've seen without her clothes."
I couldn't stop staring at her pretty face and all that I imagined was behind her towel.
"I'm sorry, mom," I said again. "You're so beautiful, and you have an amazing body."
She patted my thigh while continuing to stare at my naked erection.
"It's okay," she said. "I forgive you."
Then, she looked beside me.
"Is that my underwear?" she asked.
She let out a little laugh.
"Yes," I said with shame.
I never felt as embarrassed as I was now that she knew that I masturbated while holding her bra and sniffing her panties.
# # #
The next day, I was in the bathroom, and horny. I called my stepmom. I wanted her to see my naked penis again. I stroked myself to a big and hard erection.
"Mom, would you come here please? I have a problem," I said.
She entered the bathroom. She stared down at my erection, tenting my pajama bottoms.
"What is it, Michael?" she asked.
I felt as embarrassed as I felt excited.
"Sometimes, when I wake up in the morning," I said.
I paused.
"My penis leaks," I said.
She made a face.
"Leaks? What do you mean your penis leaks?" she asked.
I looked down at myself before looking up at her.
"From what I found on the internet, I think it's called a wet dream," I looked up at her with consternation.
# # #
She smiled at me.
"How do I stop that from happening?" I asked.
She nodded her head as if she knew.
"Show mommy your penis," she said. "Let me see it, Michael."
I covered my erection with my hand.
"Mom, no. I can't do that," I said. "I'd be embarrassed."
She smiled and put her motherly hand on my stomach.
"Don't be embarrassed. I can't help you if you don't show me what the problem is," she said. "Besides, you've already seen me without my clothes and I've already seen you naked, too."
She let out a little unembarrassed and unashamed laugh.
# # #
She reached out her hand, pulled down my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear, and moved to her knees. If she didn't embarrass and shock me enough, she took my erect prick in her hand. She wrapped her long, manicured fingers around it. She stared at it while turning it one way before turning it the other way. As if it belonged there, her soft and warm hand felt so good wrapped around my dick.
Never have I had as big and as hard of an erection as I had now. I just hoped that I didn't prematurely cum and ejaculate all over my mother's face and give her a cum bath. Something that no one has ever done before, she cupped my testicles. Then, she squeezed my cock before slowly stroking it. My mom was giving me a slow hand job.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. Now I wanted to cum all over her pretty face. I wanted to give her a cum bath.'
"There's nothing wrong with your penis, Michael," she said.
With her still on her knees in front of me, she looked up at me and smiled.
"Whenever you have a wet dream, you should masturbate," she said.
She smiled up at me again. Then, she shocked me with what she said next.
# # #
"Would you like mommy to take care of that for you, Michael? Would you like mommy to make you cum," she asked.
I couldn't believe she asked if she wanted her to masturbate me. She moved her hand back and forth as if she was jerking me off already.
"I can masturbate you," she said.
Then, she moved her hand back and forth in front of her mouth while pushing out her cheek with her tongue.
"Oh, if you'd rather, I can blow you," she said. "Have you ever had a blowjob, Michael?" she asked.
I shook my head no.
"Would you like mommy to suck your penis? Would you like to cum in mommy's mouth and watch me swallow your cum," she asked. "I can blow you. I don't mind."
She laughed.
"With your father gone, it's been years since I've had a hard prick in my hand and an erect prick in my mouth," she said.
Not waiting for me to answer her, she started stroking my cock. She stroked me a little faster. Determined to make me cum, she stroked me a little harder. Then, she asked me a question that I felt ashamed to answer.
# # #
"Are you a virgin, Michael?" she asked.
I nodded my head.
"Come with mommy," she said.
She stood and led me to her bedroom. As soon as she entered her bedroom, she reached down for the hem of her nightgown. Then, she removed her nightgown in front of me. I stared at my stepmother's naked body.
"Oh, Mom," I said. "You're so beautiful."
I stared at her naked breasts and her naked pussy.
"You have an amazing body, mom," I said.
She smiled.
"Thank you," she said.
She turned one way before turning the other way. Then, she bent at the waist to show me her shapely, naked ass, and the back of her pussy.
# # #
She paused as if rethinking what she was going to say but said it anyway.
"Would you like mommy to take your virginity?" she asked. "I can do that for you."
I nodded my head.
"Yes," I said.
She gave me an understanding smile of compassion. She continued staring at my engorged prick. Matter of fact, in the way that I never removed my eyes from her naked body, she never removed her eyes from my big dick.
"You're much bigger than your father," she said.
She shocked me as much as she sexually excited me when she took my cock in her soft and warm hand, wrapped her long, manicured fingers around it again, and squeezed it before letting go of it.
"You're much harder, too," she said. "With your father's drinking and his diabetes, he could no longer get and maintain an erection."
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Then, as if rethinking what she was about to say, she said it anyway, again.
"Would you like mommy to make love to you and fuck you? Would you like to cum in mommy's pussy," she asked.
# # #
Again, not waiting for me to respond, she took my cock in her hand again. This time, she stroked me a little faster and a little harder. If it wasn't enough that my stepmother was giving me my first hand job, she asked me something that blew my mind.
"Would you like to see my naked breasts while I masturbate you?" she asked.
I nodded my head in shocked sexual excitement.
"Yes," I said.
She opened the top of her towel enough to expose her naked breasts to my horny eyes. Seeing them up close, I stared at her big, naked tits. Again, unable to get enough of seeing them, I stared at the shape and the size of her big, naked breasts. I stared at her darker pink areolas and her lighter pink, erect nipples.
"You have amazing breasts, mom," I said. "I love your big tits, mom."
She smiled after my compliment.
"Thank you," she said.
She looked down at her breasts before looking up at me.
"Go ahead. You may touch them. You may feel them. You may fondle them. I love having my breasts touched, felt, and fondled," she said.
She continued slowly and lovingly stroking my prick while staring down at my big dick. She stroked me a little faster. She stroked me a little harder while staring down at my cock.
I reached out my horny hand to touch, feel, and fondle her naked breasts. My first time feeling a woman's tits, I couldn't get enough of them. They felt as firm as they felt soft. Seemingly, she enjoyed me touching feeling, and fondling her naked breasts as much as I enjoyed touching, feeling and fondling her big tits.
"You may finger and suck my nipples. I like having my nipples fingered and sucked when I stroke a cock," she said.
# # #
She continued stroking me while I had my way with her tits and nipples. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Seemingly, she was determined to make me cum. I couldn't wait to cum for my stepmother.
"Cum, Michael, cum," she said. "Cum for your mother. Cum for mommy," she said.
Then, she stunned me when she leaned over me and took me in her mouth. My stepmother not only gave me a hand job but now she was giving me a blowjob. She continued stroking my cock while sucking my prick. As if it belonged in her mouth, my prick felt so good in her warm and wet mouth. Then, she removed my cock from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Michael, cum," she said. "Cum in mommy's mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you. Cum, Michael, cum. Cum for your mother. Cum for mommy," she said.
I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face.
Obediently obeying my stepmother, as soon as she told me to cum, I did. I exploded a big load of cum in her mouth. With the expression on her face going from sexual arousal to shock, she seemed surprised by the amount of cum that I exploded in her mouth.
Nevertheless, not spitting it out, she swallowed my cum. Then, as soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my big dick, I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful brown hair, and all over her naked breasts. She laughed.
"You gave mommy quite the cum bath, Michael," she said. "There was so much cum," she said.
She collected gobs of cum with her fingertips and put her fingers in her mouth to swallow.
# # #
I sat next to her on her bed while we were both naked. She pulled me back with her.
"Touch me," she said. "Feel my ass. Finger my pussy. You've made me all wet," she said. "Fondle my naked body everywhere with your big, manly hands."
She parted her pussy lips with her fingers to show me lots of glistening pink. Then, she took my hand in her hand. She positioned my fingers to rub her clit and finger fuck her. She showed me how to masturbate her.
If it wasn't enough that my beautiful stepmother, Gabriella, stroked me, she sucked me. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed me. Now, she's showing me how to masturbate her warm and wet pussy. As soon as she had her orgasm from me masturbating her, she spread her legs wide open.
"Eat me, Michael. Eat your mother's cunt. Lick my pussy. Eat your stepmother," she said. "Give me an orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue."
Obediently obeying her again, I ate my mother's pussy. I fingered her cunt while licking her cunt. As soon as she had an orgasm from my fingers and my tongue, I climbed up to her. Not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, she mounted me.
While making out with and French kissing one another, we made slow and passionate love. Then, humping each other faster and harder, no longer making love, we were fucking. I fucked my stepmother and she fucked me. Hoping to make her pregnant with our baby, with her not stopping me, asking me to wear a condom, and/or pushing me away, I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy.
# # #
From that day forward, as if we were nudists, we walked around the apartment without our clothes. She must have told her sister that we had sex because my aunt looked at me differently. As if she wanted to have sex with me, too, she continually gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. In the way that I lusted over wanting to have sex with my stepmother, I still lusted over wishing that I could have sex with my step-aunt, too.
Then, at the end of my senior year, graduating with highest honors, Saturday night, my mom bought me a case of beer to celebrate my scholarly achievements. Of course, I drank too much. With them splitting two bottles of wine, my mom and aunt were drunk, too. Unable to drive home, my aunt stayed overnight.
With us only having two bedrooms, instead of her having to sleep with her sister, giving her the privacy that she needed, I gave her my bedroom. My mom made up the couch for me with a pillow and a sheet. With it always hot in the apartment, sometime during the night, forgetting that we had company, I stripped myself naked. We all slept late.
During the night, I had kicked off the sheet and was lying naked with my morning wood on display. When I opened my eyes, my grandmother, my mom's and aunt's mother, Victoria, was sitting across from me with her two friends, Joan and Mary, having coffee and donuts.
"You're alive," said my grandmother.
She stared at my big dick as if she had never seen an erect cock. I couldn't believe that not only was my grandmother seeing me naked but her two friends were staring at my erection, too.
"Would you like coffee?"
Not yet awake, I was naked in front of three mature women. I rubbed my eyes, stretched, and yawned. No longer embarrassed or ashamed but sexually excited, I cupped my naked prick in my hand and scratched my testicles.
"I need to pee first," I said. "Oh, God," I said. "I can't believe that I'm naked in front of you," I said with a laugh.
# # #
Not immediately noticing her two friends, I stared at my grandmother before I stared at them. Not removing their eyes from my naked penis, clearly, they liked what they were seeing. Shocking me, all three women sat with their knees parted wide open. Returning the favor of my exhibitionism with their exhibitionism, they flashed me to see their white, granny panties.
Teasing me, I watched as the three women unbuttoned their blouses and lifted up their big, white brassieres to show me their naked breasts. They felt and fondled their naked tits while fingering their erect nipples. Then, doing it all at the same time, they cupped their naked breasts in the palms of their hands, lifted them to their mouths and sucked their nipples.
"I'm so embarrassed," I said.
I wasn't embarrassed. Especially after seeing their panties and watching them give me a topless show, if I was anything, I was sexually excited. Now, believe it or not, as much as I wanted to have forbidden sex with my aunt, I wanted to have sex with my grandmother and her two friends.
"I can't believe that I'm not only naked but I have an erection, too. Please forgive me," I said. "I hope I'm not embarrassing you."
They all laughed. My grandmother waved her hand.
"Don't be embarrassed. Your prick is not the only naked prick that we've seen," she said with a big smile.
Her friends smiled at me, too, while continuing to stare at my naked prick.
"Actually, it's been years since we've seen a naked penis and even longer since we've seen an erect one," she said. "You should be proud instead of embarrassed. You have a big, beautiful cock."
She laughed again.
"All the men that we know can no longer get and maintain an erection," she said.
With my hand in front of my erect prick, I stood and quickly ran to the bathroom to pee.
# # #
Something that I didn't know, thirty-years-ago, my fifty-eight-year-old grandmother and her two best friends were strippers. They were whores and prostitutes. Something else that I didn't know: my aunt and my grandmother are moving in with us. With them living together before, they could no longer afford their apartment after the landlord raised the rent.
My aunt would sleep with my mom in her king-sized bed, and my grandmother took my bedroom. I slept on the couch. Having rented a small rider truck, they moved in that Monday. I helped them unload the truck.
They exited the truck and they climbed up on the tailgate. They both gave me an up-skirt view of their panties when they spread their legs to climb up on the tailgate. Instead of climbing up and down, they remained on the tailgate to pass me the boxes.
"I'll carry everything in the house," I said. "You just stay up there and hand me boxes until we're done."
From my lower position on the ground, while looking up at the tailgate. With my step-aunt wearing a short skirt and even with my grandmother wearing an above-the-knee dress, I had a great up-skirt and up-dress peek at their panties. Especially when they squatted down with their knees parted wide open, I wondered if they were deliberately flashing me or unintentionally flashing me.
The next morning, figuring that my nudist days were over with my step-aunt and grandmother as our new houseguests, my mom came out of her bedroom to put on the coffee and make breakfast. She was naked. With me lying on the couch naked with my morning wood on display, I ran to the bathroom to pee before one of the three women hogged the bathroom. Expecting my stepmom to tell me to put on some clothes, I tested the water by walking out to the kitchen without wearing any clothes.
Surprisingly, my stepmom didn't tell me to get dressed. With my mother telling her sister and her mother that we walked around the house without our clothes, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, my aunt walked into the kitchen, naked. I stared at my naked step-aunt in the way that I stared at my naked stepmother.
Shortly after my grandmother entered the kitchen naked. When Victoria's two best friends, Joan and Mary, arrived at the house for coffee, they removed their clothes and stripped themselves naked. Something that I never expected to happen, I had breakfast with five, naked women. It wasn't long before I had sex with them all.
I not only had sex with my step-aunt while my stepmother watched, but I had threesome sex with both of them. Not only did I have sex with my grandmother, but I also had threesome sex with her two best friends, while my grandmother watched. Going from a virgin to a play, never have I had as much sex as I was having now.
The End.
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Today is Tuesday, July, 14th, 2026
Today is my twenty-first birthday, and is also Nude day.
"Happy Birthday to me," I said after waking up.
I stretched my arms and yawned. I was naked with my erect, morning wood tenting my sheet. With it hotter upstairs than downstairs, always too hot in the house, I've gotten in the habit of sleeping naked. I'm more comfortable sleeping without my clothes. Actually, truth be told, I hate wearing clothes. If I could be a nudist living off the grid in a hidden cabin, I would.
With this my birthday, something that I jerk off to while wishing it would happen, I'd love for my mother to barge open my bedroom door without knocking. How hot would that be for her to see my naked, erect prick? I imagined lying on my bed naked without a sheet, with my eyes closed, and my headphones on while my mom delivered my laundry. Hearing her climbing the stairs and walking down the hall, I'd stroke myself to a bigger and a harder erection.
As soon as she pushes open my bedroom door without even a polite knock, I continue stroking myself faster and harder. Hoping that she'd remain in my room to put my clothes away, I wonder if she'd stay to put my clothes away. I'd love to cum for my mother. With my eyes slitted open just enough to see, I start a dialogue for her to know that I'm masturbating over her.
'Oh, mom, I love you but not in the way that a son loves his mother. I love you in the way that a man loves a woman. I'd love to make out with you while touching and feeling you through your clothes,' imagine saying.
I continue stroking myself faster and harder.
'I'd love to slowly strip you naked. I'd love to touch and feel your naked body everywhere that a son should never touch and feel his naked mother,' I imagine saying.
Again, stroking myself faster and harder, I hoped she'd stay to watch me cum all over my chest, my stomach, and my hand. With her not having a man in her life, I wondered if she'd stay. If she did stay, I wondered if she'd look? I wondered if she'd stare? Or would she look away in embarrassment, shame, and in disdain and immediately leave my room while silently closing the door behind her?
'I'm cumming, mom. I'm cumming,' I imagine saying.
Giving her fair warning that I'm cumming, I imagine her sitting on my bed next to me. I envision her removing her nightgown and sitting on my bed next to me. I visualize her taking me in her soft and warm hand to stroke me.
As soon as she removed her nightgown, she sat on my bed, and touched my prick, I bolted open my wide eyes.
'Mom,' I imagine saying.
I stare at her naked body.
'You're naked,' I imagine saying.
She laughs.
'Allow mommy to help you cum,' I pictured her saying.
She looked down at her nakedness before looking up at me.
'You may touch me,' I envisioned her saying. 'I love having my breasts felt and my nipples fingered when I'm stroking a man,' I visualized her saying.
Before I can touch and feel my imaginary mother's breasts and nipples, I cum. My sexual fantasy is over.
# # #
Then, while still stroking myself, I think of my sister.
As she always does, I'd love for my sister to barge open my bedroom door without knocking with her two friends, Vivian and Jennifer right behind her to borrow my CDs, and catch me masturbating. How hot would that be for those three, hot women to see me stroking my erect, naked prick? Instead of looking away, I'm sure that they'd not only look but also, they'd stare.
Yet, women are much different than men. I'm sure that I'd embarrass them. My mother and/or my sister wouldn't appreciate seeing me without my clothes. My excuse could be that it was not only my birthday but also, Nude Day. Indeed, I could lie and tell them, now that I'm twenty-one-years-old, that I'm celebrating Nude Day naked.
Alas, I'd never embarrass my mom and my sister by deliberately exposing myself and allowing them to catch me masturbating. Even though it's something that I'd love to do, something that I dared myself to do, I'd never go downstairs naked for breakfast. Moreover, they invited my fiancé, her mother, my future mother-in-law, Diane, and her sister, my future sister-in-law Christine over to celebrate my birthday.
My fiancé would call off our engagement if I deliberately exposed myself to her mother and her sister. To be honest, I'd love to dick flash not only my mother and my sister but also, my future mother-in-law and sister-in-law, too. Again, I wondered if they'd look. I wondered if they'd stare. I wondered if they'd throw me out of the house.
# # #
Nude Day encourages the reflection on body positivity, self-acceptance, and the philosophy of naturism. Nude Day promotes activities in designated naturist spaces, wellness retreats, or private settings where nudity is not obscene but legally permitted. I'm sure that there are lots of people who celebrate Nude Day while naked.
Now, with Nude Day on my mind, as well as my twenty-first birthday, what better place to have a Nude Day birthday party than in the privacy of my house with my friends and family? Only and alas, something like that will never happen, my mother would never throw me a Nude Day themed birthday party. My mother, sister, fiancé, her mother, and her sister would never get naked in front of me. Thinking me a pervert, they'd all be embarrassed and ashamed if they saw me without my clothes.
Something that I've never celebrated before, I've celebrated my birthday, of course, but I've never celebrated Nude Day. To be honest, I never thought much about Nude Day. Something that I now regret not doing, I've never been naked in front of anyone, other than my fiancé, who I haven't had sexual intercourse with her, yet. How embarrassing would that be? I'd never be naked in front of my mother, my sister, and my fiancé's mother and sister.
Honestly, especially if I deliberately stripped myself naked, feeling like an exhibitionist pervert, I'd be so embarrassed if any of them saw me without my clothes. Yet, it still sexually excited me to think about being caught naked by my mother, my sister, my future mother-in-law, and/or my future sister-in-law. I wondered if the four women who mean so much to me would look, stare, or look away from seeing my erect, naked prick.
Now that I'm a year older, twenty-one-years-old, and considered to be a grown man, I'm seriously thinking about Nude Day in the way that I never thought about it before. With that day falling on my birthday, who wouldn't think of seeing people without their clothes? I've watched porn where entire families celebrate Nude Day by going camping naked and/or swimming naked.
I've stroked myself while watching naked mothers with their naked sons, naked fathers with their naked daughters, and naked brothers with their naked sisters. I've stroked myself while seeing naked aunts with their naked nephews, naked uncles with their naked nieces, grandmas with their naked grandsons, and naked grandfathers with their naked granddaughters. They use Nude Day as their excuse to get naked in front of one another.
Even though it was so hot to watch blood related relatives celebrating Nude Day while naked, that's something that my family would never do. My mom and my sister are not incestuous whores. They're both modestly moral and church going women. Never have I seen an up-skirt peek of their panties, a down blouse view of their cleavages and bras, I've never seen an up nightgown of their naked pussies or a down nightgown view of their naked breasts.
# # #
Having seen nothing more than their bra straps, I can't imagine seeing my mother and/or my sister without their clothes. If we were to have a Nude Day party, I can't imagine anyone who came to visit us on that day having to follow the rule of getting naked, too. Something that I've stroked myself over, I can't imagine seeing my aunt, my cousin, my grandmother, my in-laws, their friends and our neighbors naked.
Only, just as I'd never strip naked in front of them, my mom and sister would never strip naked in front of me. Yet, how hot would that be if I did, and the rest of my family and friends did, too? Now that I think about it, honestly, something that I'll never see, I'd love to see my mother without her clothes.
My mom is a real MILF. Looking ten-years younger, she doesn't look her age. To be honest, not having to think twice about it, I'd have sex with her if I could. How hot would that be to sleep in her bed and have illicit sex with her?
I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to continue making out with her, French kissing her while slowly undressing her. I'd love to strip her naked. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her shapely, naked body everywhere.
I'd love to finger and lick her naked pussy. I'd love to see what she looks like and hear what she sounds like when I give her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. I'd love to mount my mother and make slow and passionate love to her before humping her faster and humping her harder. I'd love to fuck my mother. With her returning my fast and hard humps, I'd love her to fuck me.
Then, after I cum in her warm and wet pussy, while hoping to make her pregnant with our baby, I'd love for her to blow me. I'd love to watch my mother stroke and suck my cock. I'd love to put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head, and hump her mouth while fucking her face. I'd love to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow my cum.
As soon as she removed the pressure of her lips from my cock, I'd love to ejaculate a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, brown hair, and across her big, naked breasts. Indeed, I'd love to give my mother a cum bath. How hot would that be to cum all over her? I'd love to see her dripping with my cum. I'd love to watch her scoop up cum with her fingertips, put her fingers in her mouth, and swallow my cum.
# # #
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I've jerked off over my fifty-year-old mom, Veronica, while imagining her wearing a sexy and sheer, low-cut nightgown without wearing a robe over it. While stroking myself faster and harder, I've envisioned seeing her in her low-cut bra and bikini panties. While cumming all over my chest, my stomach, and my hand, I've visualized seeing her topless and even naked, and her having sex with me. Only, nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, again, that's something that will never happen.
Now that I'm thinking about my birthday falling on Nude Day, I'd love to see my twenty-five-year-old, redheaded, big sister, Emma without her clothes, too. She has one hell of a sexy body. With her big tits, shapely ass, and toned slim waistline, her body is as lovely as her face is beautiful.
Only, and again, just as I'll never see my mother without her clothes, I'll never see my sister without her clothes either. Again, in the way that I'll never have sex with my mother, not even kissing her on her lips, I'll never have sex with my sister and will never kiss her on her lips either. Nonetheless, in the way that I masturbate while imagining having sex with my mother, I jerk off over imagining having sex with my sister, too.
Fortunately for me, and lucky me, when thinking about Nude Day now, never thinking about it before, I'm surrounded by horny, sexually frustrated, and good-looking, sexy, and shapely women. With me being six-foot-four-inches tall, with black hair, blue eyes, and a muscular body, I'm a good-looking man. Women, even my mother and sister, look at me as I'm a piece of beefcake meat. I wonder if they'd love to have forbidden sex with me as much as I'd love to have incestuous sex with them.
When I think about it, with none of the women getting remarried nor even having boyfriends, if my mom was to throw me a birthday party, I envision me being the only man there. How hot would that be to be the only man at my birthday party? How hot would that be to be surrounded by hot women? Now that I think about it, the women in attendance at my birthday party are either divorced from their mates or the men in their lives are deceased. The last man standing, I'm the only man left.
# # #
My name is Kingsley, Kingsley Kilroy, but everyone calls me King, just King. Today is my birthday, and I'm twenty-one-years-old. Happy Birthday to me. Finally, I made it. I'm a man today.
Even though I'm a virgin, saving myself for marriage, truth be told, I'm a man today. Having never gone out drinking with my friends, my first drink will be a glass of French champagne in celebration of my birthday. Not wanting to ruin my birthday party, I just hope that I don't get drunk. No one likes a drunk. With so many women in attendance at my birthday party, I'd rather be in control of my body and my senses.
Something that I didn't know, and was surprised to find out, my mother has, indeed, planned a birthday party for me. As I figured as much, with all of the guests' women, I'll be the only man at my party. Unlike men, women are different. Men will just sit in the corner drinking beer and not talking to anyone but their friends. With women all talking and laughing, the invited women will all help make me feel special talking to me, and flirting with me.
I'm sure that the women will pay me lots of attention. With me being hard to ignore, it's my birthday. Also, I'm a handsome man, if I do say so myself. Lastly, with women attracted to men in the way that men are attracted to women, I'll be the only man there with nearly two dozen horny women.
# # #
My fifty-year-old mom, Veronica, of course, invited my big sister, twenty-five-year-old, Emma. I love my mother and my sister. She invited her sister, my aunt, forty-seven-year-old, Olivia, and her daughter, my cousin, twenty-two-year-old, Emily. Of course, my mom invited her and Olivia's sixty-nine-year-old mother, my grandmother, Victoria.
Something so perversely forbidden for me to do, wishing I could dick flash my mom, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother, I only wish that my mom had arranged for a Nude Day birthday party for me. How hot would that be? I wonder what their reaction would be to seeing me naked. Would they look? Would they stare? Would they reach out and touch me, take me in their hands, and stroke me?
If this, indeed, was a Nude Day birthday party, I wondered if they'd all get naked with me. How hot to see my mom, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother without their clothes. Daring them, double daring them to all do so, I wondered if they'd remove their clothes if I removed my clothes.
In addition to family, my mom Veronica, invited her two best friends, Carol and Gloria, and my aunt Olivia, invited her two best friends, Theresa and Kerry. My sister, Emma, invited her two best friends, Vivian and Jennifer, and my cousin, Emily, invited her two best friends, Gail and Flora. My grandmother, Vicky, invited her two best friends, Joan and Mary, too.
A full house of women, I wondered if I got drunk enough and stripped off my clothes, what would they do? Would they run from the house screaming, or would they all get naked with me, too? Alas, nothing but a sexual fantasy and a masturbation dream, I wouldn't dare remove my clothes, no matter how drunk I was. I'm sure that none of the women at my birthday party would strip themselves naked either.
My mom also invited my fiancé, Donna, her two friends, Andrea, and Elaine, her mother, my future mother-in-law, Diane, her two friends, Gail, and Priscilla, and her sister, my future sister-in-law, Christine, and her two friends, Irene and Darlene.
My mom also invited our two, next-door neighbors, Maureen and Wendy. Twenty-six women in all would be at my twenty-first birthday party. Only, something that I didn't know, and was as shocked as I was excited to find out, my birthday party was not just a birthday party, it was also a Nude Day party.
All invited guests at my party were required to be naked, including me, especially me. Something that I couldn't believe, I'll be surrounded by twenty-six, naked women. I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
The first clue that we were having a Nude Day birthday party was when I walked downstairs from my bedroom to the kitchen for coffee and breakfast. Stunned, unable to believe my horny eyes, while hoping that I didn't prematurely cum, I had an instant erection that tented my pajama bottoms. Standing at the stove with her back turned to me, except for her high heeled shoes, my MILF of a mother was naked while making pancakes.
My sexy sister was sitting at the kitchen counter with her back turned to me drinking her coffee. Unable to believe my horny eyes, I stared at my sister. Except for her high heel shoes, she was naked, too. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mother and my sister without their clothes.
Unable to remove my eyes from her, I stared at my mother's naked, shapely ass. Then, she turned to face me. She showed me her D cup, naked breasts, her symmetrical, dark pink areolas, and her lighter pink, erect nipples. She showed me her brown trimmed pussy, her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit. Unable to believe my eyes, I stared at my naked mother's cunt as much as I stared at her naked ass and her naked breasts.
"Happy Birthday, King. Happy Nude Day," she said.
She gave me a big, sexy smile and a naughty look. Then, as if about to scold me, she put her hand on her hip to admonish me.
"Take that off," she said. "Don't be shy. Get naked with us. Show mommy your cock. I want to see your big dick," she said.
She laughed.
"Today is not only your birthday but also, today is Nude Day. Today we're celebrating your twenty-first birthday with a Nude Day birthday party."
She threw her arms in the air and twirled around as if she was a naked ballerina.
"What do you think about that? Can you handle partying with twenty-six drunken, horny and naked women," she asked?
# # #
My sister stood, and stepped to me. She threw her arms around my neck, pressed her naked body up against me, stood on her toes, and she not only kissed me on the lips but also, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. Her big, naked breasts that pressed against my muscular chest in the way that the head of my erect penis impaled her naked tummy.
"Happy birthday, King," said my sister.
Not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, my first time touching my sister in a sexually inappropriate way, while waiting for her to stop me, I slid my horny hand down to touch, feel, and squeeze her naked ass. Instead of slapping my hand away, she laughed while wiggling her naked ass in my hand. Seemingly, she loved me feeling her naked ass as much as I loved groping my sister's firm ass.
Then, shocking me, she took my erect prick in her soft and warm hand and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around it. She squeezed my cock while fondling the head of my prick with her fingertips before slowly stroking my big dick. Never have I been as big and as hard as I was now. My prick felt as if it belonged in my sister's hand.
Returning the favor of her groping me, I continued groping her. Something that I had always wanted to do, I cupped my sister's red, trimmed cunt in the palm of my hand. I slid a slow and deliberate finger along her pussy slit to part her pussy lips. I stuck my finger inside of her to rub her clit and finger fucked her pussy. She was already wet and her nipples were already hard and erect.
Then, I reached both my horny hands up and felt her naked breasts. I fingered her erect nipples. Finally, I leaned forward and sucked my sister's nipples. She put a gentle hand to the back of my head while holding my head in place. Seemingly she enjoyed me sucking her tits as much as she enjoyed me masturbating her pussy, and as much as I loved having my way with her naked cunt and her naked tits.


My mom did the same thing that my sister did. After she put the pancakes that she made on a plate and put them on the kitchen counter. She walked to me, threw her arms around my neck, and stood on her high heeled toes to give me a pelvis-to-pelvis hug. My erect cock was pressed against her pussy, and her big breasts were squished against my muscular chest.
In the way that I did with my sister, I did with my mother. While kissing her, French kissing her, I reached my hand down to touch, feel, fondle, and squeeze her naked ass. I cupped her pussy in my horny hand while parting her pussy lips to rub her clit and finger fuck her. Then, I reached up to feel her naked breasts, first one, and then the other while fingering and sucking her erect nipples.
# # #
My combination birthday and Nude day party started at noon. The first guests to arrive was my grandmother, Vicky, and her two best friends, Joan and Mary. Shocking me, unable to remove my horny eyes from their elderly bodies, they were naked. I stared at their big, sagging breasts, and their wide flabby ass. I stared at their bushy, gray pussies. I couldn't believe that they were all naked.
Then, my aunt, Olivia, and her two best friends, six-foot-tall, identical, blonde twins, Theresa and Kerry, arrived. They all were naked, too. Again, I couldn't believe that they were all naked. Not long after, my cousin, Becky, and her two best friends, Gail and Flora, arrived naked, too. The three of them were naked, too.
'Oh, my God,' I thought to myself. 'I'm in my house celebrating my birthday and Nude Day with eleven, naked women.'
With our property surrounded by an eight-foot-high fence, everyone who entered naked, entered by the back door. As the women entered my house, they stared at one another while I stared from one naked woman to another naked woman. Never did I expect to see all of the women that I know without their clothes.
Never have I seen as many naked women. They all seemed eager to show me their naked bodies as much as I wanted to see them all naked. I'll be masturbating over all that I'm seeing now later, and for the rest of my horny life.
My fiancé, Donna, arrived with her two best friends, Andrea and Elaine, her mother, Diane, my future mother-in-law, and her two best friends, Gwen and Priscilla, and her sister, Christine, my future sister-in-law, arrived with her two best friends, Irene and Darlene. I stared at my naked fiancé to stare at her two, naked friends, her naked mother, and her two naked friends, and her naked sister, and her two friends. With me having constant and continual erection, twenty, naked women stared at my big dick, as much as I stared at their naked breasts, naked pussies, and naked asses.
As if everyone was fully dressed, we all sat around on towels talking and laughing. Then, when my mom carried out the birthday cake, we all stood. Of course, I took dozens of photos and several videos of naked women. Every woman gave me twenty-one kisses and one for good luck.
My mother, Veronica, and my sister, Emma, took turns giving me twenty-one kisses on the lips. Only, they parted my lips with their tongues and gave me twenty-one French kisses with a long, extra kiss for good luck. While kissing me, they allowed me to feel their naked asses, and fondle their naked breasts, while they stroked my erect prick.
Then, giving me my birthday present early, they moved to their knees. They took me in their hands before taking me in their mouths. They took turns blowing me in front of everyone. She removed my cock from her mouth to speak before reinserting me in her mouth.
"Cum, King, cum," said my mother. "Cum in mommy's mouth. I need to swallow you."
My sister took my cock from her hand and inserted me in her mouth. She stroked me while sucking me. She removed my prick from her mouth to speak before reinserting me back in her mouth.
"Cum, King, cum," she said. "Cum in your sister's mouth. I need to swallow you, too."
My mother stroked and sucked my cock. My sister stroked and sucked my cock. Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated a load of cum in both of their mouths and they both swallowed while laughing.
Then, it was my aunt, Olivia, and her two friends, Theresa and Kerry's turn. They each pressed their naked, high heeled body against me, and gave me twenty-one, long with kisses with a last kiss for good luck. I felt and squeezed their naked asses while fondling their naked breasts and fingering their erect nipples. They felt and squeezed my naked ass while fondling and stroking my erect penis.
Not to be left out, my grandmother, Vicky, and her two friends, Joan and Mary gave me their twenty-two wet kisses. My grandma allowed me to have my sexual way with her enormous double D cup breasts and her naked ass while she fondled and stroked my big dick. I did the same with her two friends, too, as they did the same to me.
Then, it was my fiancé, Donna, and her two friends, Andrea and Elaine's turn. With them all only wearing their high heel shoes, they all pressed their naked bodies against me. My fiancé and her two friends each gave me twenty-one French kisses while I felt and squeezed their naked asses, and fondled their naked breasts while fingering their erect nipples.
Next my future mother-in-law, Diane, and her two friends, Gwen and Priscilla gave me twenty-one wet kisses with a kiss for good luck. As I did with all of the other women, I felt and squeezed their naked asses. I fondled their naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting their erect nipples.
Finally, it was future sister-in-law, Christine, and her two friends, Irene and Darlene's turn. They allowed me to touch and feel their naked asses, and touch, feel, and fondle their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their nipples. While giving me my twenty-one kisses with an extra kiss for good luck, they kissed me, actually, made out with me. They all felt my naked ass, wrapped their fingers around my erect cock, and slowly stroked me.
As my mother and my sister did, my fiancé, her mother, and her sister all moved to their knees in front of me. They took me in their hands before taking me in their mouths. I couldn't believe that, along with my future wife, her mother, my future mother-in-law, and her sister, my future sister-in-law were all blowing me. The three of them took turns stroking my cock and sucking my cock.
"Cum, King, cum. Cum in our mouths. We all want to swallow you," said Donna, my soon to be wife.
To say that I had the best birthday party of my life would be a huge understatement. I can't wait for next year when even more naked women join our Nude Day, birthday party celebration.
The highlight of my party, I continued having sex with my mother and my sister. I impregnated them both. They had their babies on the same day. My mom had a baby boy, named Kingsley, Jr., after me. My sister had a baby girl, naked Queensly.
We moved to a secluded cabin in the woods and lived out our lives as swinging nudists.
The End
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My Wife No Longer has Sex with Me
Marriage goes from really hot to warm to ice cold to frozen.
My name is Rudolph but everyone calls me Rudy. Believe me or not, my wife is Valentina but everyone calls her Val. Our names together are reminiscent of that famous Actor, Rudolph Valentino.
Val was born on Valentine's Day. She is a tall, beautiful, sexy, and shapely woman. I love her. I can't get enough of her beautiful body.
Married at twenty-two-years-old, we married, when else, on Valentine's Day. We've been happily married for twenty-eight-years. We have a boy, Christopher, and a girl, Emma. Grown now, they left the house after graduating college, and are married while hoping to start and raise a family.
What started out romantically was very good and we had a close relationship. We had hot sex all of the time. Having had sex nearly in every room of the house.
We had sex on the back deck, in the backyard, in the cellar, in the garage, and in the car. We had sex everywhere but on the roof. We loved making slow and passionate love in the morning. We fucked every night, and gave one another oral sex in between. We had sex nearly every day, sometimes two and three times a day. I never had as much sex as I had back then.
We live on the second floor of a three-family house. Her father, Nick, and her mother, Charlotte, live on the first floor, her brother Joe, and his wife, Cassie, live on the third floor. It's nice living with family in one house. Not having to travel for the holidays, half of our family is already living together.
Then, as we grew older, for some unknown reason, her need for sex diminished. We joined the swinging lifestyle to hopefully reignite our lust for one another by eventually having sex with other couples. Hoping that having sex with others would make her want to have sex with me, it didn't. With her willingly and consensually having sex with others, her need to have sex with me disappeared. She was content fucking and sucking other men than she wanted to fuck and suck me.
I still wanted to have sex with her but she didn't want me as much as I wanted her. As hurt as I was horny, I didn't understand why she no longer wanted to have sex with me. Her no longer wanting to have sex with me made no sense.
# # #
Valentina is a looker. She has big D cup breasts, and long, shapely legs. She has long, black, straight hair, and big brown expressive eyes. She looked like a better-looking version of Cher in her younger days but with bigger breasts.
She's very pretty and still is. When she was younger, especially when she was younger, if someone had discovered her, she's tall, beautiful, and sexy enough to have been a model or an actress. Every man who saw her noticed her. Every man turned his head to look and stare at her.
With most men voyeurs, a real cockteaser, she's a bit of an exhibitionist. She enjoys wearing short skirts and low-cut tops. When she's not flashing her sheer white, bikini panties to some lucky, unsuspecting man, she's flashing the tops of her jiggling breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut, colorful bras.
Quick to pick up something that was dropped, she loves bending at the waist to show a bit of her panty clad ass. Indeed, she has a nice ass. When wearing a nightgown without wearing panties, she never wears panties beneath her nightgowns, she's not shy about flashing her naked pussy and/or her naked ass to anyone looking, and to anyone who wants to see.
# # #
We have a group of neighbors that we hang out with every weekend. With all of us having in the ground pools, we take turns going to one another's backyards for barbecues. We end up in their houses drinking. Our friends, Paula and Billy, Alan and Maureen, Patricia and Donny, and Cheryl and Mike are all close, and all as horny as we are.
If ever we thought about participating in the swinging lifestyle, we'd love to swing with our group of four couples. It's better to swing with those that you know than having sex with strangers. Only, the men are all heavy drinkers and big eaters. After having too many beers, they start with the shots. The wives' have told my wife that between them drinking too much and a couple of them having diabetes, they can no longer get and/or maintain erections.
I'm not much of a drinker and I don't have diabetes. My cock is still nearly as hard and as big as it was thirty-years-ago. Once I get an erection, I'm good for a couple of hours.
With my prick able to rub against their clits, women love how my stiff prick curves up instead of sticking straight out. The only one without a beer belly, I don't like beer. I prefer single malt scotch straight up with a bit of water on the side. Seldom getting drunk, able to hold my liquor, I sip on two small scotches all evening.
My wife prefers white wine. She's not much of a drinker either. Never guzzling them, she sips two or three glasses of wine all night. With her one-hundred-thirty-pound body weight, two drinks will make her tipsy, and three drinks will make her drunk. Showing everyone that she's a whore, she'll do anything, especially anything sexual when drunk.
She'll flash our friends her naked breasts, her naked ass, and even her naked pussy. She'll feel and fondle their cocks through their pants. If they dare expose themselves to her when she's had too much to drink, she'll take them in her hand and stroke them.
Depending on who he is, and where she is, she'll even take men in her mouth and stroke them while sucking them. A real cock tease, she stops stroking and sucking them before they cum. She never allows any man to cum all over her hand or in her mouth. She loves bringing men right up to the brink.
Nevertheless, it's easy to take sexual advantage of her when she's drunk. A sign that she's three sheets to the wind is when she sits like a drunken sailor with her head back, her mouth open, and her knees spread wide apart. Thinking it was funny, I watched my drunk friend, Billy, stand behind my wife laughing.
With everyone daring him to do so, he removed his erect prick from his bathing suit. He leaned forward over my wife, and stuck his erect prick in her opened mouth. While Val blew him in her drunken sleep, he lifted her bikini top to feel and fondle her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.
She briefly sucked him in her drunken sleep before turning her head away. We all laughed. We couldn't believe that she gave him a brief, albeit drunken, blowjob. After she blew Billy and he had his way with her naked breasts, all of my other friends wanted her to blow them while they had their way with her naked tit and erect nipples.
# # #
I did the same to his wife, Paula. Very pretty, Paula stands five-foot-seven-inches tall. She weighs about one-hundred-forty pounds, has C cup breasts, and a shapely ass.
One time, after we all had too much to drink, and she was swimming around in the pool in her bikini, I jumped in the pool with her. With her not stopping me, I felt her breasts and her ass through her bikini. Then, again, with her not stopping me, in the way that her husband removed my wife's bikini top in front of everyone, I removed her bikini top.
I touched, felt, and fondled her naked, C cup breasts while fingering her erect nipples. She even allowed me to suck her nipples. Then, I removed my prick from my bathing suit and she latched on to my naked prick with her soft and warm hand and stroked me. I couldn't believe that I was about to have forbidden sex with my best friend's hot wife.
Finally, we moved to the darker side of the pool. We were hidden beneath the trees. I sat on the edge of the pool with my cock out of my bathing trunks.
She swam up to me, moved between my legs, and took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. She blew me. I couldn't believe that Paula, my best friend's wife sucked my cock while stroking my prick. Something that my wife wouldn't do with anyone but me, she allowed me to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed my cum.
# # #
My wife, Valentina, not only gets off on showing all of the men her panties but, she flashes them her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of black, trimmed pubic hair through her sheer panties, too. She loves men looking as much as she loves showing. She loves showing her colorful and sexy lingerie. Even though she's an exhibitionist, she always wears panties and a bra.
The men not only look, they stare. Then, when she's in the kitchen making drinks, they grope her. They feel her breasts and her ass through their clothes while kissing her, French kissing her. She returns their French kiss with her wet kiss while feeling their erections through their jeans or through their bathing suits.
During our pillow talking sessions, she told me that they lifted her bikini top and felt and fondled her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples. She told me that they stuck their hands inside of her bikini bottoms to feel her naked ass and cup her naked pussy. Returning the favor, with us telling one another everything we did with who, she told us all that she stuck her hand down their bathing, cupped their testicles, and held their erect pricks while stroking their pricks.
Slowly but surely, with us becoming swingers, my wife is becoming a consensual, cheating whore. Sadly, something that I still don't understand, she no longer wants to have sex with me. Once, when she was really drunk, I caught her in the kitchen on her knees sucking Alan's cock. I interrupted them before they could finish. With her a very talented cocksucker, and with him having a heavy hand behind her black haired, pretty head while humping her mouth, he would have ejaculated cum in her mouth and she would have swallowed.
Yet, after Paula blew me and my wife sucked Billy and Allen pricks, as far as I was concerned, I wouldn't care if she blew all of our friends, allowed them to cum in her mouth, and swallowed them. So long as Maureen, Patricia, and Cheryl blew me, too, I'd be happy enjoying the swinging lifestyle with our friends. Not yet totally immersed in the swinging lifestyle, we were not only having sex with strangers but also, we were having forbidden sex with our neighbors, and they were willingly and consensually having sex with us.
# # #
We weren't all innocent. Once we were all drunk, our favorite thing to do was to strip ourselves naked, and jump in the pool. We had eight, drunken, naked people in our pool while laughing and waking the neighbors. Our favorite game to play was Marco Polo.
When we played at our house, my mother-in-law, Charlotte, and my sister-in-law, Cassie, showing us all the voyeuristic whores that they both are, sat on the back porch while watching us all strip naked. My mother-in-law stared at my erect prick as much as my sister-in-law stared at my big dick. With them not stripping themselves naked, they were content to just watch.
After we touched, felt, and fondled everyone's naked body, we'd disappear in the far and dark end of the pool to have swinging sex with one another. When I walked up to them without my clothes, my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law allowed me to hug them while feeling them through their clothes. Returning the favor, showing me that they wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with them.
They groped my naked cock and felt my naked ass while they allowed me to reach inside the tops of their bathing suits to feel their naked tits. I groped their bathing suit clad asses and pussies, too. Then, with them sitting down and I stood in front of them naked, while the rest of my friends disappeared inside to dress.
I was left alone with my mother-in-law, Charlotte, and my sister-in-law, Cassie. While they both stared at my naked, erect cock, they both took turns taking me in their hands to stroke me before taking me in their mouths to suck me. Inevitably, I'd soon be having forbidden sex with my wife's mother and her brother's wife.
# # #
With my wife still not having sex with me but having sex with everyone else, I made out with Paula, Patty, Cheryl, and Maureen while touching and feeling their naked bodies everywhere. They stroked my cock and even briefly sucked my prick. Not sure if their husbands knew but their wives all blew me over the summer, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed my cum.
Their husbands all did the same thing with my wife. She stroked them. She blew them. She sucked their cocks and finally allowed them all to cum in her mouth. She swallowed their cum, too.
Not denying it or hiding it, Valentina confessed to me during pillow talk that she did the same. She blew Billy, Donny, Alan, and Mike. She allowed them all to cum in her beautiful mouth, and she swallowed them, too. Indeed, my wife is a whore for everyone but for me.
Then, returning the favor, while my four, drunken friends slept my wife, I fucked their wives whenever their husbands were around and I was alone with their wives. All on different weekends, I fucked Paula. I fucked Patty. I fucked Maureen, and I fucked Cheryl.
With all of them no longer able to get pregnant, with their arms around my neck and their legs around my back, not stopping me from doing so, they allowed me to cum in their pussies. Sadly, no longer having sex with my wife, the only sex that I had was from my drunk neighbors' wives. With their husbands no longer able to get and maintain erections, the only sex they had was with me.
# # #
My wife had a whole litany of excuses why she didn't want to have sex with me. I have a migraine. I'm too tired. I have my period. My back hurts. I'm not in the mood. Not tonight.
Fortunately for me, with my wife no longer having sex with me, ready to have sex with other women, I was ripe for the taking. In the way that my wife didn't want to have sex with me, there were plenty of women who did. Shocking me as much as they excited me, my mother-in-law, Charlotte, and her two friends, Diane and Carol wanted to have sex with me. They sexually seduced me by flashing me and teasing me. Unbelievably, my sister-in-law, Cassie, wanted to have sex with me, too.
It all started innocently enough. With me working from home, after my wife left for work, I'd go downstairs to have coffee with my fifty-two-year-old mother-in-law. After her husband died, she was lonely. Something that I didn't know, she was horny. She was more than consensually willing to have sex with me, her horny and sexually frustrated son-in-law. I couldn't believe that I was considering having sex with Val's mother.
Instead of wearing a nightgown with a robe over it, she wore a housecoat. Suspiciously enough, all of her housecoats had snaps missing by her breasts and by her pussy. When she wasn't flashing me the side of her big, double D, cup breast, she flashed me her brown, bushy, pubic hair. If I wasn't already horny enough, seeing the side of my Charlotte's big breast, and her bushy brown pussy was plenty enough to give me an erection.
I came downstairs wearing my T-shirt and pajama bottoms without wearing underwear beneath. As soon as Charlotte flashed me something that I shouldn't see, my cock erected. When I stood over her to serve her more coffee, my prick emerged from my pajama pee hole. She not only looked at my exposed cock, she stared at my erect prick. Then, she did something that I never expected her to do. She reached up her soft and warm hand, wrapped her manicured fingers around my cock, and slowly stroked me while smiling up at me.
Clearly, she likes flashing me as much as I liked flashing her. I couldn't believe that she took me in her hand and stroked me. While wondering if she sucked cock because many women from her generation didn't, I couldn't wait for her to take me in her mouth and blow me. I'd love to cum in my mother-in-law's mouth while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples.
# # #
She was easy to sexually seduce. All that it took to have sex with my wife's mother was to kiss her on the lips. As soon as I did, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. Instantly, I was making out with Valentina's mother, Charlotte, while feeling her big breasts and her shapely ass through her housecoat.
Not slapping my horny hands away, she allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle her breasts and finger her erect nipples through her housecoat. She allowed me to reach around her, pull up the back of her housecoat, and feel her naked ass. She enjoyed me feeling her nearly naked body while making out with her. Then, while we sat together on the couch, she allowed me to unsnap her housecoat, one slow snap at a time.
I saw, felt, touched, and fondled Charlotte's naked breasts. I saw my mother-in-law naked. I stared at her naked body. I fingered and sucked her erect nipples.
Not stopping with just her tits, I cupped her naked pussy, too. I slid a slow finger along my mother-in-law's pussy slit. I parted her swollen pussy lips with my fingers. I rubbed her clit and finger fucked her pussy. I masturbated my wife's mother.
"Rudy. Rudy. Don't stop. I'm going to cum. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper, Rudy," she said.
Returning the sexual favor, she stroked my cock. She sucked my prick. Charlotte blew me. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed me.
Then, forget about making love, we fucked. We fucked like animals. Before I fucked her, I made myself comfortable between her thighs. I licked her pussy while fingering her pussy. I ate my mother-in-law's cunt. I gave my wife's mother an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
"Oh, my God, Rudy. You're making me so wet. Eat me, Rudy. Eat your mother-in-law's cunt. Make me cum," she said.
She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back while cumming. She fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not resting long, Charlotte mounted me. She moved my erect penis to part her pussy lips and fucked me. I fucked my wife's mother.
"Rudolph. Rudolph. I'm cumming. Don't stop. Mommy is cumming," she said.
Again, instead of resting in the afterglow of sex, I rolled her over. I fucked her. Returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, she fucked me. She allowed me to cum in her pussy.
# # #
I did the same with her friends, Diane and Carol. Charlotte must have told them that we had sex. As soon as I leaned over them to pour them coffee, and my erect cock emerged from my pajama pee hole, they not only looked, they stared. Then, they excited me when they took me in their soft and warm hands to slowly stroke me.
They were ripe to have sex with me as my mother-in-law was ripe for me to have sex with her. In the way that I had sex with Charlotte, I had sex with Diane and Carol. I was having more sex with my friends' wives, and my mother-in-law, and her friends than I was having with my wife.
With my wife no longer having sex with me, after having sex with her mother and her two friends, I had sex with my sister-in-law. She'd come out to the back hall to talk to me. The first time she did it, she was wearing a short nightgown. She wasn't wearing panties.
While I stared at her and talked to her, whether deliberately or accidentally, she flashed me her brown, bushy pussy. She moved her foot on top of a box to show me even more of her naked cunt. With her legs spread wide open, I stared up at her brown, bushy pussy, her pussy mount, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her mound of pubic hair. I couldn't believe that I was seeing Cassie's cunt.
Returning the favor, daring myself to do so, I pulled my erect cock out of my pajama pee hole and I dick flashed my sister-in-law. With the both of us as much exhibitionist as we were voyeurs, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection right in front of her while she watched. Instead of admonishing me by looking away, she stared. She continued watching me stroking myself. She wanted to see me cum.


"I dare you to come upstairs with that erection and fuck me," she said with a dirty laugh.
As soon as I walked upstairs, she removed her nightgown. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed on my lips. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I couldn't believe that I was making with my sexy sister-in-law.
"Fuck me," she said whispering what she wanted in my ear.
I filled my horny hands with her shapely naked ass. I squeezed her ass while pulling her naked body against my naked cock. The first-time that I had sex with my sister-in-law, we had hot sex for two hours.
I fingered and licked her pussy. I made out with her while making love to her. I fucked her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock after I gave her one with my fingers and my tongue.
"Rudy. Rudy. Oh, my God, Rudy. Don't stop fucking me. You're going to make me cum. I'm cumming, Rudy. I'm cumming," she said.
She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Cassie fucked me as much as I fucked her. Not caring if I impregnated her with our baby, she allowed me to cum in her pussy every time we fucked.
She stroked me. She sucked my cock. Cassie blew me. As if she was my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover, she allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth, and she swallowed my cum.
# # #
The next weekend, with me on a roll having sex with everyone except for my wife, I invited my sister-in-law to the beach. Surprising me, she asked her fifty-five-year-old mother to come along. They wore identical bathing suits. Cassie wore a pink one. Her mother, Elaine, wore a blue one. The good thing about the bathing suits was that they were both very low-cut. Every time they leaned forward, they flashed me the entire shape and size of naked tits. They showed me their areolas and their nipples.
It didn't take me long to have a big erection. They stared at my bulging bathing suit as much as I stared at their naked breasts. When they walked down to the water, I removed my erect cock from the netting of my bathing suit. In the way they continued flashing me their naked tits, I flashed them the head of my erect cock. I deliberately throbbed and pulsated my penis to get their undivided attention.
Instead of sitting next to me, where they were sitting before, they sat by my feet. When they looked up at me, they had a continual view of my erection. Too hot at the beach, we gathered our things and left.
Surprising me, as soon as we got to the car, Cassie shocked me with what she said. With no one around us, she looked one way before looking the other way.
"Let's remove our bathing suits out here, towel off the sand, and dress in the car," she said.
Her mother smiled. I couldn't believe that I was not only going to see my sister-in-law naked but also, I was going to see her mother naked, too.
"That's a good idea, Cassie," said Elaine.
# # #
Elaine was first to strip herself naked. I stared at the shape and the size of her C cup breasts. I stared at her dark pink areolas and her lighter pink, erect nipples. With her turning to face me, I stared at her naked, brown, bushy pussy.
"You have a sexy body, Elaine," I said. "I love your big tits."
She looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me and smiling.
"Thank you," she said.
She cupped her big tits in her hands while sliding slow hands across her erect nipples. Then, when she turned the other way and bent at the waist to retrieve her bathing suit, I stared at her shapely, naked ass, and the back of her pussy. I was tempted to grab her from behind, pull my cock from my bathing suit, and fuck her while holding onto her big breasts. After having had sex with her daughter, I'd love to have sex with her mother, too.
Then, following her mother's lead, Cassie stripped herself naked. In the way that I stared at her mother, I stared at her daughter. Both women had shapely and sexy bodies.
"C'mon," said Elaine. "Don't be shy. Show us your cock, Rudy. I want to see it," she said.
Obviously, our little secret, her mom didn't know that I already had sex with her daughter. Once naked, after toweling off the sand, we climbed in the car. I sat in front with Cassie and her mother sat in back.
Shocking me, Cassie took my naked prick in her hand and stroked me while her mother leaned over the seat to watch. Then, she leaned to the side and over me. She took me in her mouth and sucked me while continuing to stroke me. My sister-in-law blew me while her mother watched. After I ejaculated my first load of cum in Cassie's mouth and she swallowed, I was ready to cum again.
"If you come in back, now that my daughter blew you, I'll fuck you, and will allow you to cum in my cunt," she said. "Then, I'll blow you. I'll allow you to cum in my mouth and I'll swallow your cum, too. I'm sure that you can cum three time, can't you," Elaine said with a dirty laugh.
Surprising me, all of these fifty-something women, my mother-in-law, her two friends, and Cassie's mother all were cocksucking whores.
# # #
Before getting dressed, I climbed in back while Cassie watched. She started the car and turned on the air conditioning. I made out with her mother while touching and feeling her naked body, everywhere. Then, I fucked her.
"Rudolph. Oh, my God. It's been so long since I had sex. Fuck me faster. Fuck me harder. Give me an orgasm. Cum in my pussy," said Cassie's mom.
Obediently obeying her, I fucked her faster. I fucked her harder. I ejaculated cum in her cunt. After I fucked her, as promised, she blew me. Elaine sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth, and swallowed me.
From that day forward, when I wasn't having sex with Cassie, she invited her mother to have sex with me. While Cassie's husband, my brother-in-law, was working, I had threesome sex with Cassie and her mother.
Cassie sat on my face and her mother blew me while I ate her daughter's pussy. Then, her mother sat on my face while Cassie blew me. Finally, while they watched, I took turns fucking her mother before fucking her daughter. Lucky that I didn't impregnate Cassie, I came in their mouths and in their pussies every time I fucked them.
# # #
Surprised that she said yes, the following weekend, I invited Charlotte to a nude beach. A bit of a disappointment for me, there were more men, gay men, at the beach than there were couples and/or women. With my mother-in-law having enormous breasts and a shapely ass, those men who weren't gay stared at her.
Some of the men followed us. When we ducked behind a sand dune to have sex, they were there masturbating themselves while watching me eating her pussy, fucking her, and her blowing me. Surrounded by half-a-dozen horny men, one man stood close enough that he ejaculated on Charlotte's face, in her hair, on her naked breasts, with some of his cum even landing in her mouth.
As soon as he did that, the rest of the men followed suit. As if it was a bukkake fest, they all gave Charlotte cum baths. Literally, she was dripping with cum. She scooped cum up with her fingertips, took her fingers in her mouth, and swallowed their cum. With my wife no longer having sex with me, I had turned her mother, her two friends, my sister-in-law, and her mother into whores. They all had sex with me whenever I wanted and needed to have sex.
The End
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Sister Lives with Our Cousin and Me
Because of the cost-of-living, families moved in together.
There's no such thing as affordability. Because of the 'Big Beautiful Bill,' and the war in Iran, everything, no matter what, is more expensive. A gallon of gasoline is more than a dollar more than it was.
Food prices rise higher every day. The prices of the basic necessities such as toilet paper and paper towels, continue to climb higher. Parents with small children are no longer able to afford diapers, formula, cereal, and even milk. Landlords have raised their monthly rents to an all-time high. When will it stop?
My name is Michael. I live with my big sister, Heather, and my cousin, Emma. I love them both dearly. We are best of friends. I not only love them but also, I'm sexually attracted to them. Instead of a brother loving his sister in the way that a brother should, and a cousin loving his cousin in the way that a cousin should, I love them both as a man loves women.
Yet, I'd never have sex with my sister or with my cousin. Having sex with either one of them is wrong. Having incestuous sex with my sister or with my cousin would be as nasty as it is perversely perverted. I'd never try to sexually seduce either one of them.
With them no longer able to afford the high rents, my twenty-five-year-old big sister moved in with our twenty-five-year-old cousin. Currently, with them not having men in their lives, they figured that they could save some money by splitting the rent and their monthly living expenses. Instead of getting a third roommate with me needing a place to live, they stunned me when they asked me if I wanted to move in with them, too.
Getting along well with my sister as much as I get along with my cousin, we enjoy one another's company. Whenever we're together, we laugh a lot. I jumped at the chance to live with them. With my horniness raising its ugly head again, something so incestuously wrong and illicitly forbidden, if I could have sex with one, the other, or threesome sex with the both of them, I would.
Even though I know that it's wrong to have sex with either one of them, they're both too hard to resist. By controlling myself to not have sex with them, I may regret missing such a sexual opportunity. With us living together, at the very least, it would be easy for me to dick flash them.
If I did expose myself to them, I wonder if they'd look. I wonder if they'd stare. I wonder if they'd look away with embarrassment, in shame, and in disdain, and ask me to leave.
Indeed, they both are quite beautiful. Both women are five-foot-nine-inches tall, a perfect height for me, even when they wear their high heels. My sister, Heather, has beautiful, long, natural blonde hair, and my cousin, Emma, has long, lush red hair and freckles. I love her freckles.
Whenever they go out together, flirting with them, they always attract men's attention. Inviting them to join them, eating and drinking with them for free, men buy them drinks, and offer to buy them dinner. They both love the attention. Yet, with neither one ready to get married, still playing the field, neither one of them wanted children.
Two very special women, they're both as sexy as they are shapely. They have long, muscular legs. They both have the perfect sized breasts, D cup breasts. Because of diet and exercise, they both have firm and shapely asses. I love their fabulous bodies as much as I love their beautiful faces.
If I wasn't related to them, I'd date them. Only, even if we weren't related, with me only twenty-two-years-old, too young and too immature for them, they'd never date me. Even though I'm a tall and good-looking man with black hair, blue eyes, and a muscular build, they'd prefer a man their own age or a few years older. I'd never have a chance to get with either one of them, never mind the both of them.
# # #
The one bathroom that we have is a remodeled bathroom with glass doors instead of a shower curtain. There's no bathtub. With them both preferring taking baths to showers, they wished they had a bathtub.
I prefer showers. I've never taken a bath. Too busy to linger in a bath, I just want to get washed and dressed, and leave the bathroom.
Peeking is something hard for me to resist. They leave the bathroom door open enough, a crack, plenty enough for me to see them, to let out the steam. Whenever I'm alone with one of them and one of them in the shower, giving me more to stroke myself over, I peek in the bathroom while hoping to see them naked.
Unfortunately, the shower doors are too fogged up to see anything except for their naked silhouettes. Then, changing my spying plan, I knock on the bathroom door loud enough for them to hear me over the running water. Hoping to be invited inside the bathroom, I may have thought of the foolproof plan to see them without their clothes.
"I have to pee," I said to my sister, Heather, and another time to my cousin, Emma.
Before receiving their permission to enter the bathroom, I quickly stroke myself to a big and hard erection. With them saying the same thing, immediately, they answered me. I can't wait to be inside of the bathroom with them while they're naked behind the glass doors taking their showers.
"Okay, come in, but don't flush the toilet after you pee, Michael," they say.
# # #
Instead of closing the bathroom door behind me, with their backs turned to me, while hoping that they don't notice the bathroom door open, or feel the draft, I leave the door wide open. I've even fanned the bathroom door back and forth to remove the steam quicker. Then, instead of peeing standing up with my back turned to the shower doors, I pee sitting down facing the shower doors while watching the steam dissipate.
While hoping that they'd turn their head to see my erect, naked prick, I take my time pulling down my pajama bottoms and take longer standing naked. In just a few minutes, with the fog gone, I can see them naked. Not immediately occurring to them that if they can see me naked, I can see them naked, too.
As if they want me to see them without their clothes as much as I want to see them naked, they're slow to cover their nakedness. When they finally realize that the shower doors are no longer fogged up and I can see their naked bodies, they moved their forearm to cover their naked breasts and cover their naked pussies with their hand. Then, the deviously horny man that I am, I flush the toilet.
They open the shower door and look at me with horror. With me standing in front of the toilet with my pajama bottoms down around my ankles, they stare at my naked, erect prick. With their naked breasts falling forward with them, I return the favor of them staring at my nakedness by staring at their nakedness.
I stare at their naked tits, and what I can see of their blonde trimmed or red trimmed pussies. With their breasts the same size and shape, their breasts are exactly the same. I can't wait to masturbate over all that I'm seeing now, later.
Their naked breasts are as big as they are shapely. They have darker pink areolas, and lighter pink, erect nipples. Emma has freckles all over her naked breasts. Glad for the glass, shower doors replacing the shower curtains, I love seeing their naked bodies.
"Oh, my God, Michael. I asked you not to flush," they say.
I stare at them while feigning my embarrassment and my shame.
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I forgot," I say as my lame excuse. "Please forgive me."
I continue staring at their naked breasts and their naked pussies in the way that they continue staring at my naked, big dick. I love seeing them naked. Glad that they invited me to live with them, I can't believe that I've already seen them both without their clothes.
# # #
We have a two-bedroom, one bath apartment. Perfect for them but when there's a man living with them, I'm always having to cross my legs while waiting to use the bathroom to pee. Taking their sweet time to get ready, women love the bathroom as much as they love brushing their hair, buying shoes, and buying pocketbooks. All that I want to do is to pee.
Not really caring where I sleep, the women each have the privacy of having their own bedroom. Only, a real problem, with us only having one bathroom with two women, I must jump in there as soon as I can to pee and/or poop before they do. With me taking only a few minutes to do my bathroom business, whatever they're doing in the bathroom, they're in there for an hour or longer. Unless I have really bad diarrhea, I've never been in the bathroom more than a few minutes.
Plenty comfortable enough for me, instead of sleeping on the couch which isn't as wide, as long, and as comfortable enough for my six-four-inch frame, I'd rather sleep on the living room floor on my air mattress. I have a really good, queen-sized air mattress and not a cheap one. I also have a king-size cooling pillow, covered with a cooling pillow case, one that really works.
Not bothering with a blanket, too hot, if only they knew, I sleep naked. I wonder what they'd say if they knew that I sleep without my clothes. I'd wondered if they'd peek at me during the night to see me sleeping without my clothes. I wonder if they'd love to see my naked body as much as I love seeing them in all manner of undress. I wonder if they've already seen what I'd love to show them.
I sleep with just a sheet covering my naked body. During the night, with me kicking off the sheet because I'm hot, the sheet is always on the floor. Lying on my back naked, with my morning wood standing at attention as if it's a mast without a sail, I awaken because I have to pee.
# # #
Only, something that shouldn't be a problem, with them running all of the errands and doing all of the grocery shopping, I seldom go out. I'm always home. When I'm not working from home writing software code for a video game company, I'm playing video games, and/or watching porn. Going to bed early, I'm an early riser. Sometimes, with them coming home late, after midnight, I'm already in bed naked and asleep.
When they come home, they make enough noise talking, laughing, and stomping around in their high heels to wake the dead. With them awakening me, I hear them talking, giggling, laughing, and whispering like teenagers. After quickly stroking myself to a big and hard erection, and deliberately kicking off the sheet as soon as I hear them unlocking the front door, I pretended that I'm sleeping.
"Shh," I hear Heather or Emma say. "He's sleeping."
Ready to dick flash them, I want them to see me naked. Curious if they'd look, stare, or look away in embarrassment, shame, and disdain, I wanted them to see my big, erect prick. I opened my eyes just a slit, just enough to see their reaction to seeing me without my sheet covering my naked body.
Too drunk to care that I'm sleeping, with them turning on every light in the house, they have to walk by me to use the bathroom. I'm sure they've seen my naked, erect prick more than once. With them coming home horny and sexually frustrated, I'm sure they've touched themselves and have masturbated over seeing me naked. How hot would it be to not only have sex with one or the other but also to have threesome sex with them both?
Early the next morning, by the time they awaken, I'm already washed, dressed, made coffee, and have eaten breakfast. Able to entertain myself, not yet having a girlfriend, not even wanting one, I take care of my sexual needs with my right hand. Too expensive of a proposition, I'm not ready to have a sexual partner, yet. Only able to care for myself, with me only working part-time from home, I can't afford to have a woman in my life yet.
With them out nearly every evening partying and drinking, they're late sleepers. With me sleeping in the nude. If I could be a nudist, I would. I only wish that I could walk around the apartment naked and in front of them while they walk around the apartment naked and in front of me.
My body runs hot and with us not having air conditioning, it's difficult for me to sleep when I'm hot. Besides, I like being naked. Tempting them and sexually teasing them, I want them to see my big dick. I want to masturbate over them having seen me naked. I want them to sexually want me as much as I sexually lust over them.
# # #
The first month was perfect. We each did our own thing. Yet, when masturbating, I imagined them topless and/or naked and having sex with one or the other having sex with me, and/or having threesome sex with both. Only, nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, having sex with either of them or both of them will never happen.
After taking their showers, still hogging the bathroom, they stand in front of the bathroom mirror with a brush in one hand and a hairdryer in the other. I stand while leaning against the doorway talking loudly enough for them to hear me over the hairdryer. I love watching them brush their beautiful blonde and/or red hair while drying their long and lush hair.
With them not bothering to fix it, I watch the top of their towel ever so slowly slide down lower to reveal the tops of their jiggling breasts. Sliding down a little lower, they show me their long lines of sexy cleavage. Then, whether deliberately or unintentionally, I watch their towel slide all of the way down to their toned and slim waistlines to reveal their naked breasts.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'There they are. Giving me to jerk off over, I love seeing their big, naked tits.'
I stare at their naked breasts with my instant erection tenting my pajama bottoms. Again, giving me more to stroke myself over, slow to put down their hairdryer or brush, I stared at big, shapely, naked breasts. A couple of times, before they could grab their towels, their towel fell all the way down to their feet before they squatted down to pick up their towel and wrap it around them to cover their nakedness.
I love seeing their symmetrical areolas, and their big, erect nipples, as much as I love seeing their naked pussies, and their naked asses. Whether they dropped their towels deliberately or unintentionally, no matter, if they didn't want me to see them topless and/or naked, they would have closed the bathroom door. I'll be jerking off over seeing them both topless and/or naked for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
I returned their favor of exhibitionism with my exhibitionism. Before walking out to the living room in just my towel, I stroke myself to a big and hard erection that tented my towel. I wanted to flash them my naked, erect prick, as much as they seemingly wanted to see my big dick. They wanted to flash me their topless and/or their naked bodies as much as I wanted to see their topless and/or naked bodies.
I walked out to the living room where one of them was sitting on the couch watching television. I stood in front of my sister, Heather, or my cousin, Emma. I raised my hands over my head, took a big breath, and yawned. I deliberately allowed my towel to fall to my feet.
"Oh, my God. Don't look. I'm so embarrassed," I say while feigning my embarrassment.
Whoever I flashed before, I flashed my other roommate, I did the same flashing scenario with my sister as I did with my cousin. I quickly picked up my towel and held it around me without tying it.
"Can you show me how to tie my towel," I ask while stepping closer to them? "Your towel never falls," I said lying.
I remember their towels falling from their waists or to their ankles. I've already seen them both topless and/or naked. With them doing the same thing, they lean forward, reach out their hands, and open my towel wide before tying it. They took a good, long look at my erection on the pretense of showing me how to tie my towel.
# # #
My sister must have told our mother that I slept naked. My cousin must have told her mother, my aunt, that I slept naked. They must have told their mother, my grandmother, that their towels fell in front of me, and my towel fell in front of them.
They must have told their mothers that we both saw one another naked. My mom or my aunt must have told their mother, my grandmother, that I sleep without wearing anything, and that they have seen me without my clothes.
When my mom, Caroline, my aunt, Helen, and/or my grandma, Edna, visits, especially when my sister and/or my cousin aren't home, I do the same thing. I dick flashed them. With them having their own keys, pretending that I didn't know they were there, I walk out to the living room wearing just my towel. I not only have dick flashed my mother, but also, I've dick flashed my aunt, and my grandmother, too.
Interestingly enough with them not embarrassed or ashamed, they not only looked, they stared. Showing me the incestuous whores that they are, they've all taken liberties with my erect prick. They've all touched my prick. They've taken me in their soft and warm hands.
"Oh, Michael. You're going to make some woman proud one day. You have a beautiful penis," said my mom.
While staring at my naked, erect cock, my mom reached out her fingertip to feel the hardness of my erect cock. Then, unbelievably, she took my erect prick in her soft and warm, motherly hand, wrapped her long, manicured fingers around, and slowly stroked me. I couldn't believe that my mother was giving me a slow hand job.
My aunt did the same. She took my big dick in her hand and fondled the head of it while staring up at me. Then, she kissed the head of my prick and licked it too.
"I love your big, penis, Michael," said my aunt. "It's been a long time since I've seen and felt such a big erection."
# # #
My grandmother never removed her eyes from my erect cock.
"Oh, Michael, you're making granny very happy," she said.
She laughed.
"You're making granny wet. It's been years since I've seen and touched an erect penis," she said.
She looked up at me.
"May I?"
I nodded my head.
She touched the side of my stiff prick with her finger.
"It's been years since I've held a man's prick in my hand," she said.
She took my cock in her elderly hand and held it while smiling up at me.
"The last man I gave a blowjob to was to your deceased grandfather's best friend on the day of his funeral. He stayed behind to help me put the food away and I blew him. I sucked his cock, allowed him to cum in my mouth, and swallowed him," she said. "Then, he stripped me naked and fucked me."
# # #
If dick flashing my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother wasn't enough and they had their way with my naked penis, my mom, aunt, and grandmother invited their friends over with them, too. With their homes not far from where we lived, knowing that I'd be naked, my mom came over with her two friends, Diane and Carol. Coming over early, before I was even up, my mom had her own key.
She made coffee. Smelling the coffee, when I opened my eyes, my mother was sitting on the couch with her two friends. No longer covered with a sheet, all three, horny, elderly women stared at my big, morning wood of an erection. With them not shy or embarrassed, they leaned forward and touched the side of my stiff prick with their fingertips.
Immorally immodest, they wrapped their fingers around my cock and stroked me with their soft and warm hands. They sat on their couch with their knees spread wide apart to show me their panties, their pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and their bushy pubic hair through their sheer panties. Then, when they leaned forward to touch me, their low-cut tops leaned forward with them. They flash me their cleavages and bras as much as they flash me their panties.
My aunt did the same thing. With her having her own key, too, while the girls are still in bed sleeping, she came over early in the morning with her two friends, Theresa and Kerry. While sitting on the couch with their knees spread wide open, they showed me their panty clad pussies. Again, while pretending that I'm sleeping, I slit open my eyes enough to stare at all that they're showing of their panty clad cunts as much as they stared at my erect, naked prick.


My grandmother did the same as my mother and my aunt did. Entering our apartment while Heather and Emma were still sleeping, she arrived with her two friends, Mary and Joan. They made coffee, they came into the living room while I was lying on my back naked with a big erection.
As soon as I opened my eyes, not covering my nakedness with my hand, they returned the favor of my exhibitionism with their exhibitionism. They unbuttoned their blouses, removed them, and removed their bras, too. Allowing me to touch, feel, and fondle their naked breasts, they allowed me to have my way with their big tits and their erect nipples while they had their way with my naked, erect cock. They stroked me. They fondled my big dick while I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted their nipples to their delight.
Shocking me as much as they sexually excited me, they took turns sucking me. Unbelievably, again, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, all three women blew me. Showing me that the cocksucking whores that they are, they allowed me to cum in their elderly mouths, and they swallowed my cum.
# # #
I've already had sex with my mother, and her two friends, Diane and Carol, my aunt, and her two friends, Theresa and Kerry, and my grandmother, and her two friends, Joan and Mary. Now, I can't wait to have sex with my sister, Heather, and my cousin, Emma. Then, one night, something that I never expected to happen, it happened.
My sister and my cousin came home drunk, really drunk. The Ober taxi man had to help them to the door. As soon as they unlocked and opened the door, they fell inside laughing.
I helped them to stand while touching and feeling them everywhere through their clothes. I felt their blouse and bra clad breasts. I felt their shapely asses through their short skirts. I continued feeling them while helping them to stand and walk into our apartment. I closed and locked the door behind them, and helped them both to the living room. They sat on the couch side by side in front of me while laughing.
Then, my sister said something that blew my mind.
"You're going to have to undress us and put us to bed, Michael," said my sister.
With me standing in front of her and looking down at her, my sister reached out her hand and slowly slid her hand over my bulging pajama bottom. The first time they touched me in a sexually inappropriate way, my cousin did the same. They both touched and felt my erect cock through my flannel, pajama pants.
"I bet you'd love to undress us and put us to bed," said my cousin.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look, then she laughed.
"No touchy feely after you strip us naked before putting on our nightgowns," said my sister.
# # #
I quickly went to their bedrooms to grab two nightgowns, the shortest, sheerest, lowest cut, and sexiest ones that I could find, and those nightgowns that I'd love to see them wearing. More than eager to do so, I slowly undressed my sister first while she sat on the couch. Taking my time undressing her, I unbuttoned her blouse one slow button at a time while looking to see what that unbutton button revealed before unbuttoning the next button.
Once I had unbuttoned all of her buttons, I slowly removed her blouse as if I was unwrapping an expensive Christmas gift. With her hand resting on my shoulder to balance herself from falling, she stood for me to unbutton and unzip her short skirt, and I removed that, too. I stared at my sexy sister in her low-cut pink bra and matching pink, bikini panties.
Then, not wanting to rush undressing her, I did the same with my cousin. I unbuttoned her blouse one slow button at a time. Then, I removed her blouse. As my sister did, my cousin did, too. She stood while resting her hand on my shoulder to balance herself from falling while I unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed her short skirt. She sat next to my sister. Looking from one to the other, I stared at my sister to stare at my cousin in their sexy lingerie.
"Now our bras and our panties, too," said my sister with a laugh.
With them unembarrassed and unashamed, immorally immodest, my cousin laughed, too.
"Your treat. Strip us naked, Michael," said my cousin. "We're too drunk tonight to remember any of this tomorrow."
# # #
I leaned forward to reach behind my sister to unhook her bra. As soon as I did, she pulled my pajama pants down to expose my erect, naked prick. She took me in her warm and soft hand. She wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my cock, and fondled my prick while kissing and licking it.
Then, she took me in her mouth. My sister was stroking my cock while sucking my prick. She was giving me a blowjob.
I unhooked her bra. Then, I removed it. She sat topless while holding my big dick in her soft and warm hand staring up at me and smiling while I stared down at her naked breasts.
Then, she stood for me to remove her panties. While hanging onto me, I slowly slid down her panties. Daring myself to do so, I not only felt and squeezed her naked ass but also, I cupped her naked pussy, too.
Then, my cousin did the same thing while I leaned over her to unhook and remove her bra. She took my prick in her hand. She stroked me. Then, shocking me, she took me in her mouth. My cousin was sucking my cock while I undressed her.
She stood for me to remove her panties. While hanging onto me, I slowly slid down her panties. Daring myself to do so, I not only felt and squeezed her naked ass but also, I cupped her naked pussy, too.
With them both too drunk to have sex, I put on their nightgowns and I put them to bed in my sister's room. She has the biggest room with a king-sized bed.
# # #
The next morning, curious for their reactions to asking me to undress them last night, I heard them talking, laughing, and giggling. I opened my sister's bedroom door without knocking. They were sitting in her bed in the nightgowns that I put on them last night. Acting as if nothing happened, they both stared at me as if they didn't remember.
I stood in front of the bed. I removed my T-shirt. Then, I removed my pajama bottoms. I was naked. I climbed in bed with them and positioned myself between them. I leaned into my sister.
"Sit on my face," I said. "I want to eat you."
She looked at me with her eyes bulging out of her head and her mouth hanging open. I leaned into my cousin.
"While I give my sister oral sex, I want you to blow me. Then, after my sister has her orgasm and I cum in your mouth, I want you to switch positions with her. I want you to sit on my face while my sister blows me," I said.
# # #
Obediently obeying me, my sister removed her nightgown. Then, she sat on my face. I fingered and licked my sister's cunt while my cousin removed her nightgown and made herself comfortable between my legs. She stroked and sucked my cock. While I ate my sister, my cousin blew me.
"Michael. My God, Michael. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Don't stop. Please don't stop," said my sister.
Not taking her long to cum, she closed her eyes, stiffened her long legs, and arched her back before falling silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. As soon as my sister had her orgasm, I had mine, too.
"Emma. Emma. Stroke me faster. Stroke me harder. I'm cumming, Emma. I'm cumming," I said.
I put a heavy hand to the back of my cousin's red, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. I exploded a big load of cum in her beautiful mouth and she swallowed.
With my sister not taking the time to enjoy the afterglow of sex, they switched positions. My cousin sat on my face and my sister moved halfway down the bed to take me in her hand before taking me in her mouth again. While I ate my cousin's cunt, my sister blew me.
As I did with my sister, I did with my cousin. As soon as I gave Emma an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I exploded a load of cum in my sister's mouth, and Heather swallowed.
# # #
While my cousin enjoyed the afterglow of sex, I mounted my sister. While making out with her, I made love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, it didn't take me long to ejaculate a load of cum in her warm and wet pussy.
Taking my sister's place, I mounted my cousin. I made out with her while making slow and passionate love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fucked my cousin in the way that I fucked my sister. After ejaculating cum in my cousin's mouth, my sister's mouth, and my sister's pussy, I ejaculated a load of cum in my cousin's cunt.
Not caring if I did, I impregnated not only my sister but also my cousin, too. Once they had their babies, we continued living together as a family. My sister had a son that we named James, and my cousin had a daughter that we named Christine.
We all chipped in together and bought a big five-bedroom, six-bathroom house where no one knew us. We lived there with my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother. When I wasn't having sex with my sister, Heather, I had sex with my cousin, Emma. When I wasn't having sex with either one of them or having threesome sex with the both of them, I had sex with my mother, Caroline, my aunt, Helen, or my grandmother, Edna.
Suffice to say, I was always having sex. Making love with someone every morning, I fucked someone else every night. When I wasn't eating someone's pussy, someone was stroking and sucking my cock. With me the only man, and living with five women, never have I had as much sex as I was having now.
We lived happily ever after.
The End
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My Son Wants to have Sex with Me
Twenty-four-year-old son wants his fifty-year-old mother.
My name is Evangelina. Most men have a difficult time wrapping their tongue around my four-syllable name. No one calls me Evangelina. Everyone calls me Eva. I'm fifty-years-old.
After divorcing my husband years ago, I live with my son. Unable to afford a place on his own, he still lives with his mother, which explains why he doesn't have a girlfriend. With him working from home writing software code for an online gaming company, when he's not working, he plays video games, and/or watches porn.
Having seen his laptop screen open several times, something that makes me uncomfortable, he enjoys watching mother and son porn. That stunned me. He made me wonder about his sexual intentions. Does he want to have sex with me in that way that all of those porn stars have sex with their portrayed mothers?
Then, while he was in the shower, I searched his online history. He had lots of photos of topless and naked women who, shockingly, look a lot like me. It's not a stretch that my son would love to have sex with his mother. Embarrassing me, making me feel naked, he's always staring at me and undressing me with his eyes.
I'm sure that, with us living together, I had flashed him up-skirt peeks of my panties, down blouse views of my cleavage and my low-cut bras. Now that I think of it, I'm not always careful how I'm sitting, I'm sure that I flashed him up nightgown peeks of my naked pussy and down nightgown views of my naked breasts, too. Just thinking about showing him all that he shouldn't see of his mother, makes me feel embarrassed and ashamed. No doubt, he masturbates over all that he's seen of me.
# # #
Now that I think of it, he jerks off a lot. I wonder if he plays with himself over imagining me without my clothes and having sex with me. When he's not working, playing video games, or watching porn, he's masturbating.
Hearing the China in the China cabinet shake and the windows rattle, at the same time every day, like clockwork, he strokes himself every morning, every evening, and sometimes in between during the day. Whether he deliberately wanted me to see his big dick, and/or to catch him or stroking himself, and/or see him cum, I've seen what I shouldn't have seen of him several times. I like watching him playing with himself.
With me as horny as I'm sexually frustrated, and barging in his bedroom without knocking, I've caught him jerking off more than once. Instead of immediately leaving and closing the door behind me, I stayed to watch. I wanted to see him cum.
He has a much bigger penis than his father. With all of his drinking and diabetes, his dad could no longer get and maintain an erection. It's been years since I've had sex.
Unashamed to admit, with me already sexually frustrated, whenever I see my son's naked, erect cock, he makes me horny. That night, after seeing him cumming, I pleasure myself with my pink rabbit vibrator, and/or my big, black dildo. I cum while imagining him seeing me without my clothes.
I have an orgasm while thinking about stroking him, fucking him, and sucking him. I'd love for him to cum in my pussy as well as in my mouth. Only, me having sex with my son will never happen.
With my arms too full to knock on his bedroom door, I kick it open with my foot. Not knowing what I'll see, I've seen him lying on his bed naked with his eyes closed with headphones, and jerking off. Instead of immediately leaving his room and closing his bedroom door behind me, I stay to put away his laundry.
I can't wait for him to cum. With him giving me something to finger myself over later, I imagine him cumming in my pussy and/or in my mouth. If only he knew that his mother is as much of a whore as he's a pervert, I wonder what he'd do.
I've seen him cum several times. I've watched him shoot a big load of cum high in the air. He ejaculates all over his chest, his stomach, and his hand. I wish I could lick up his cum. Before he cums, sexually arouses me, making me wet and my nipples erect, he says the same thing under his breath.
"I love you, mommy. I wish I could see you topless and/or naked. I wish I could touch and feel your naked body everywhere," he says.
Then, while stroking himself faster and harder, he says even more.
"I wish I could have sex with you, mom," he said. "I'd love to fuck you. I'd love for you to blow me. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth and watch you swallow."
My cue to leave his room, knowing that he's about to cum, I silently close his bedroom door behind me.
# # #
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I can't believe it. Max wants to see me naked. He wants to have sex with me. He wants to cum in my pussy and in my mouth.'
I fondled my breasts and fingered my nipples through my nightgown while imagining having forbidden sex with him.
'Max wants to see me, his mother naked. He wants to touch, feel, and fondle my naked body everywhere. Something that I suspected, but was shocked to know, my son wants to have sex with me. My son wants to have sex with his mother. Oh, my God, I couldn't believe what I was hearing.'
With me not having a man in my life, as sexually frustrated as I am horny, and with him not having a woman in his life, I wondered if I dared to have sex with my son. It would be easy for me to seduce him. Making my towel drop appear accidental, I imagined flashing him my naked body. Showing him all that he wanted to see of me, all that I'd need to do is to deliberately drop my towel in front of him while coming out of the bathroom.
'Oh, my God, Max. Please don't look at mommy. I'm naked. I'm so embarrassed. Please don't look at my naked breasts, my naked pussy, and my naked ass,' I imagined saying.
# # #
On the pretense of thinking that he's still sleeping, all that I have to do is to leave my bedroom door open with my bedroom light on while undressing and dressing. I know that he'd be in the darkened hall watching his mother showing him all that he wanted to see of her topless and/or naked body. Ready to cross the line of incest, I wondered what it would be like to have an illicit, sexual relationship with my son.
Daring myself to show him all that he's lusted over seeing of me, I dared myself to have sex with him. I imagined him kissing me on my lips, parting my lips and French kissing me. I envisioned him continuing to make out with me while touching and feeling me through my clothes.
Falling back in bed with my vibrator in one hand and my dildo in the other, I visualized him slowly undressing me. I pictured him stripping his mother naked. I imagined him making himself comfortable between my legs and fingering my pussy while licking my cunt. I envisioned him giving me an orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue.
Then, I visualized him mounting me and making slow and passionate love to his mother while continuing to make out with me. Humping me faster and humping me harder, I pictured my son fucking me. Returning his fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps, I imagined fucking my son. I envisioned him giving me another orgasm, this time with his cock.
Finally, I pictured stroking his big dick before taking him in my mouth to suck him. I imagined blowing my son. I envisioned him cumming in my mouth and me swallowing his cum. Then, I visualized him shooting a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I pictured Max giving me a cum bath.
# # #
My friends, Brianna and Flanna, took me to a CFNM, clothed female and nude male strip club to celebrate my fiftieth birthday. Whenever we're together, unable to help ourselves, especially when we're drinking, we turn into whores. With Brianna a beautiful blonde, Flanna is a sexy redhead. I'm not so bad myself with my long, black hair and shapely body.
Glad that they invited me to go to the strip club with them, not only did I get drunk, really drunk, with the whore in me coming out to play, I had fun with strippers. I lost count of how many naked cocks that I saw, stroked, and sucked. I can't believe that I did as much with naked strippers as they did with me.
With me as the birthday girl, the strippers paid me a lot of attention. They kissed me. They not only kissed me on my lips but, they parted my lips with their tongues and French kissed me. While making out with me, they felt my breasts through my blouse and my bra. As soon as they did, my nipples erected. They fingered my nipples through my clothes, too.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'They're making me so wet.'
Then, surprising me, not expecting them to do so, they unbuttoned and removed my blouse. Surprising myself that I allowed them to do that, they removed my bra, too. Again, showing them the whore that I am, I was topless in front of three men that I didn't know and had just met. Six horny hands touched, felt, fondled, and groped my naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples.
Not stopping kissing me, three men continued molesting me and sexually assaulting me. Divorced from my husband for years, it had been a long time since a man had seen my naked breasts. I was as horny as he was sexually frustrated. With them fondling my naked breasts and fingering and sucking my erect nipples, they made me wet with their sexual attention.
'I was ready to be fucked. I wanted to be fucked fast and hard enough to cum. How hot would that be, to be gang banged by three men,' I thought? 'Ready and willing, I wished they'd bring me up on stage, hold up a flag behind me while three strippers fucked me.'
# # #
Something that shocked me as much as it sexually excited me, as much as I wanted them to fuck me, I wanted to blow them. I love sucking cock and I miss not having a prick to suck. Making me crazy with sexual desire, they continued pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples.
Again, surprising myself that I allowed them to do what they did, they put my hand on their naked pricks. They wrapped my fingers around their cocks and, moving their hips back and forth, they forced me to stroke them. They forced me to give them hand jobs while they continued groping my naked breasts and fingering my nipples.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'They're making me so wet.'
Then, they put gentle hands behind my black, haired head, and stuck their cocks in my mouth. mouth. Instead of keeping my mouth closed and turning my head away, I opened my mouth. I blew three men. With their erect pricks still in my hand, and now in my mouth, they continued moving their hips back and forth while pushing my head forward.
They humped my mouth. They fucked my face. They forced me to blow them. Only, wanting them to cum in my mouth, they didn't cum in my mouth. Something, I guess they aren't allowed to do, I wished the three of them had given me a cum bath. I would love to have a bukkake fest.
Nevertheless, proud of myself that I still had it at fifty-years-old, with me old enough to be their mothers, I blew three strippers. Brianna and Flanna also blew three strippers. We stroked their cocks while sucking their pricks.
Actually, now that I think about it, thank God they didn't cum in my mouth. Still, not having had a prick in my hand and/or in my mouth for years, it felt good to stroke them and suck them. Still, I wouldn't want strange men, men that I had just met, and didn't even know their names to cum in my mouth.
Nonetheless, I'll be masturbating later over all that I'm doing now. Where there's something so hot about controlling a man with my hand and/or with my mouth, I missed sucking cock and I so enjoyed blowing them. I loved having my way with a man's erect prick while they had their way with my naked breasts.
We all laughed at one another. They thought that it was funny that the strippers stripped us all topless. Something so decadent to do, we thought it was funny that we stroked and sucked men that we had just met and didn't know their names. Yet we did the same to the strippers that they did to us, too. We had our sexual way with them as much as they had their sexual way with us.
They stripped Brianna topless. They stripped Flanna topless. They forced both women to stroke them and suck them. We were all drunk, so very drunk. With them just as drunk as I was, they stroked and sucked as many strippers as I did. Thank God that men aren't allowed in the strip club because we'd willingly and consensually do anything that anyone wanted us to sexually do.
# # #
Thinking back now of all that happened, it was a big mistake losing control and coming home drunk. Embarrassed now that I think of it, I regret allowing my son to see me in that condition. At least grateful for that much, we didn't try to drive home drunk. Thank God, we took an Ober home.
My friends dropped me off at my door before leaving for their homes. Unable to walk more than a couple of steps, I leaned against the front door jamb while searching for my key. Unable to keep my balance, holding onto the doorknob for dear life, I could barely stand. As soon as my son unlocked and opened the front door, I collapsed in Maximillion arms. Everyone calls him Max. No one calls him Maximillion but I call him Maximillion when I'm angry with him.
As if he had suddenly morphed into a spider with eight arms and eight hands, he was all over me. While having his way with my fully clothed body, as if he was one of the strippers, he touched and felt me everywhere through my clothes where a son should never touch and feel his mother. Then, he put a finger to my chin, turned my head to him, and kissed me on my lips. He tried to part my lips with his tongue to French kiss me but I turned my head away.
While walking me into the living room, he felt my breasts through my blouse and bra. As soon as he felt my breasts, my nipples erected again. He felt my nipples through my clothes, too. He felt and squeezed my ass through my short skirt and panties. He even lifted the back of my skirt to feel my ass through my panties. He helped me to the couch and put a small bucket by me in case I needed to puke, but I didn't.
With him dressed in a T-shirt and pajama bottoms without underwear, his erect cock that tented his pajama pants was difficult not to notice. He seemed to have a bigger prick than any of the strippers. He definitely had a bigger penis than his dad. He sat on the couch beside me. When he put his big arm around me, ready to fall asleep, I leaned into him.
Not knowing where else to put my hand, I put my hand on his thigh. Not pulling my hand away and not stopping him from doing so, he moved my hand higher. He put my hand on his erection.
In the way that I felt the strippers' pricks, I felt my son's cock. I didn't move my hand. I was stunned that he had such a big dick.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, I continued holding his pajama clad prick in my hand. Then, he removed his cock from his pajama pee hole. I wrapped my hand around his naked penis.
He closed my fingers around his big dick and held his hand on top of mine. As soon as he did, I felt his cock throbbing and pulsating. Still too drunk to know what I was doing and/or what he was doing, I mindlessly fingered the head of his cock with my fingertips.
His prick felt so big. His cock felt so hard. My son's penis felt as if it belonged in my horny hand. I loved holding his naked cock as much as he seemed to enjoy me holding his big dick.
# # #
"I had a wonderful time. I had a great birthday," I said. "It was fun to finally get out of the house and do something with my friends," I said.
I laughed.
"With me as the birthday girl, paying me a lot of attention, the strippers kept kissing me. They parted my lips with their tongues and French kissed me while feeling my breasts through my blouse and my bra," I said. "I was so embarrassed," I said lying.
I wasn't embarrassed. If I was anything, I was sexually aroused. My nipples were erect and hard and my pussy was wet.
Withholding many things back, I told him what I could tell him about the party. I told him that they kissed me and felt me through my clothes. I didn't tell him that they removed my blouse and my bra to have their way with my naked breasts. I didn't tell him that they fingered and sucked my nipples. I didn't tell him that I stroked and sucked three strippers' cocks.
When I slouched further down against him, suddenly feeling so tired, and ready for bed, my head was in his lap. I had fallen asleep until I felt the head of his naked, erect prick touch my lips. With a hand behind my head, he was trying to stick his cock in my mouth.
Actually, while closing my nostrils, he successfully opened my mouth, and stuck the head of his prick in my mouth. As if I was blowing strippers, I briefly sucked his big dick. Then, opening my mouth wider, I took him deeper inside. I was blowing my son. I was sucking his prick.
I couldn't believe that I was blowing him. I couldn't believe that he wanted me to blow him. My son wanted me, his mother, to suck his prick. Clearly, he wanted to cum in my mouth. Not wanting him to cum in my mouth, I pushed his cock out of my mouth with my tongue, turned my head away, and sat bolt upright.
"C'mon, let's get you to bed," he said.
He helped me to stand, and wrapped his strong arm around my waist while groping my ass through my short skirt.
# # #
That was all that I remember. Only, remembering bits and pieces, everything after that was a fog or a blur. I kind of remember him undressing me. He stripped me naked. He must have seen me naked. He must have seen me without my clothes. No doubt, he must have touched, felt, fondled, and groped my naked body.
He had to undress me. He stripped me naked to put on my nightgown. I don't think that I was able to undress myself. I don't know. I can't remember. I was so drunk. I was too drunk to remember anything.
Clearly, something that he has always wanted to do, touch, see, feel, fondle, and grope, he must have unbuttoned and removed my blouse. He must have removed my bra. He must have stood me up to unbutton, unzip, and remove my short skirt. Then, he must have removed my panties.
Indeed, hard to believe now that I'm no longer drunk but sober, my son had stripped me, his mother, naked. He had removed all of my clothes. He had his perversely perverted way with my naked body. He took advantage of his drunk, naked mother.
Hard to imagine that he did, he must have had his way with my naked breasts, my naked ass, and my naked pussy in the way that he had his way with my mouth. I don't remember blowing him but I must have. I awoke tasting cum in my mouth. I had dried cum on my chin and across my naked breasts. I had cum in my hair. With the strippers not cumming in my mouth and/or on me, clearly, I not only blew my son but also, he had given me a cum bath.
I had cum on my nightgown and cum on my pillowcase. He must have had a huge load of cum because his cum was seemingly everywhere. No doubt, while I was passed out, taking sexual advantage of me, he had his way with my mouth, as well as my naked body.
# # #
If it wasn't enough that my son stripped me naked, I can't believe that I blew him. I sucked his cock. He not only ejaculated in my mouth but also, he gave me a cum bath.
How dare he force me to blow him? He had sex with me while I was drunk and sleeping. It angered me that I couldn't even feel safe with my son without him stripping me naked and having sex with my naked body.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'm so embarrassed. My son humiliated me. I'm mortified. I'm beside myself with shame.'
Then, while hoping that he didn't, I wondered if he had made love to his mother while making out with me, kissing me, and French kissing me. I wondered if he had stuck his cock in my pussy. I didn't know. I couldn't remember.



I wondered if he had fucked me in my sleep. I wondered if he ejaculated cum in my pussy in the way that he ejaculated cum in my mouth. Again, unable to remember, I wondered if he had his way with my pussy in the way that he had with my mouth.
I can't believe my son had sex with me. I can't believe he had sex with his mother. I can't believe that I had sex with my son when I was drunk and asleep.
# # #
I'm numb. I'm dumbfounded. I'm flustered. I'm embarrassed. I'm mortified. He humiliated me. I only wished that I could remember.
How could he do such a thing? How dare he sexually abuse me by taking sexual advantage of me? If it wasn't enough that he stripped me naked and touched, felt, fondled, and groped me everywhere, how dare he use me when I was the most vulnerable?
I had to know what more he did? After he undressed me, did he touch, feel, and fondle my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my erect nipples? Did he finger my pussy, rub my clit, and finger fuck me? Did he masturbate his mother?
Did he give me an orgasm with his fingers? Did I cum? Did he see and hear me cum?
Did he eat me? Did he lick my pussy while fingering my cunt? I needed to know if my son had given me oral sex while I was passed out drunk.
While imagining that he gave me oral sex, when he was fingering me and licking me, did I cum? Did he give me an orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue? Again, I wondered while unable to remember, did he hear and watch me cum?
I needed to know if he had ejaculated a big load of his cum in my mouth. I needed to know if he exploded a second load of cum all over my face, in my hair, and across my naked breasts. I needed to know if my son had given me a cum bath.
Did he mount me? I needed to know if he made drunken love to me. I needed to know if he had fucked me, too. Did he cum in my pussy in the way that he ejaculated in my mouth, and shot a second load of cum all over me?
Did he give me an orgasm with his cock in the way that he gave me orgasms with his fingers, this tongue, and his mouth? Did he have forbidden, incestuous, and reluctant sex with his mother? Did my son rape me when I was drunk and sleeping?
# # #
The next morning, I awakened with a headache. I was hung over. I was sore everywhere. I sat at the kitchen counter holding my head.
Max was already up. He was whistling. He was happy. He had already made coffee and made me toast.
He walked over to me and put his hands on my shoulders. He hugged me and leaned down to kiss me on the cheek. Then, he started massaging my shoulders and my back.
Whatever he was doing felt so good to my tired body. Every muscle in my tense back ached. I didn't want him to stop massaging me.
Not immediately noticing what he was doing behind me, as if he had a third hand massaging my back, he continued rubbing his erect pajama clad prick against the back of me. Max humped my back. He continued humping his still half-drunk mother. I swear, if I dared turn around, he'd probably try to stick his big dick in my mouth.
From where he stood behind me, I leaned forward while holding my throbbing head. My nightgown top leaned forward with me. My nightgown top fell wide open.
He had a great down nightgown view of my naked breasts, my areolas, and my nipples. Instead of feeling embarrassed, I felt aroused. Instead of not wanting him to see my naked tits, I wanted him to see my naked tits.
I didn't have to turn to look, something that he had never seen before, until last night, he was staring at my naked tits. Clearly, he loved my naked breasts as much as the strippers did. No doubt, with him already having his way with my naked breasts, I was waiting for him to stick his horny hand down my nightgown top to touch, feel, and fondle my tits.
No doubt, he'd love to finger and suck my erect nipples, again. Not in the mood for sex, I sat upright to deny him any more of a view of my exposed chest. I turned to face him while sitting on the swivel stool. Still too drunk to notice, my knees were parted open enough and the hem of my nightgown was raised high enough up my thighs for him to see my naked, black, bushy pussy.
In the way that he stared at my tits, he now stared at my pussy. He continued staring at his mother's naked cunt. I quickly crossed my legs to deny him any more of a view of my pussy.
# # #
I looked at him and smiled.
"After I've finished my coffee and have had something to eat, do you think you could give your old mother a massage," I asked?
He looked down at me to beam me a big smile. I returned his smile with my smile. What the hell? He had already seen and sexually abused my naked body. What more could he possibly do while massaging me, especially now that I was wide awake and not as drunk as I was last night?
As soon as I finished my coffee and ate my toast, I took him by his hand to my bedroom. Give me a big bath towel, and a minute to get ready before you come in," I said.
As soon as he brought in the bath towel and left it on my bed, I removed my nightgown, climbed on my bed, and covered myself with the bath towel.
"Okay," I said. "I'm ready."
He entered my bedroom. I turned to look. No doubt, filled with sexual anticipation, he still had a big erection tenting his pajama pants.
With me lying on the bed in the opposite way, he stood in front of the end of my bed with him facing me. Impossible not to notice, I stared up at his big dick that throbbed behind his pajama bottoms. As soon as he touched my back, I relaxed.
# # #
I was so tight and tense. His hands felt so good on me. He continued massaging my back, my shoulders, and my arms. While leaning forward, he humped the top of my head with his big erection.
Something forbidden for me to do, with me still horny and sexually frustrated from last night, I was tempted to free his prick from his pajama pants. I wondered what his reaction would be if I took his big dick in my hand and stroked him before taking him in my mouth to suck him. Only, I didn't dare. It's one thing to be a whore with the strippers, especially when I'm drunk, I'm not the whore that that my son thinks that his mother is.
He moved the towel lower, all the way down to the top of my buttocks. I was waiting for him to touch, feel, fondle, and massage my naked ass. I wanted him to have his way with my buttocks. He continued massaging my back.
Then, something that I didn't expect him to do; after massaging my back, he removed my towel. He moved his hands higher to massage my naked ass. From where he was standing with my legs parted a little, I knew that he could see the back of my glistening, wet pussy.
His big and strong hands felt so good on my firm and shapely behind. He massaged my naked ass while squeezing my buttocks. Then, he moved to the top of my bed to massage my feet before massaging my legs.
Having never had a foot massage before, he made me wet. I loved him massaging my feet. He massaged my long legs. I thought of John Travolta as Vincent Vega arguing with Samuel Jackson as Jules Winnfield in Pulp Fiction about whether foot massages were sexual, and laughed. Indeed, as far as I was concerned with Max making my pussy wet, foot massages were sexual.
Moving his hands higher up and in between my legs, he continually brushed by my pussy with the back of his hands. It felt so good for him to touch me where a son should never touch his mother. I wanted him to continue touching my glistening, wet, pink pussy.
Then, as if he had read my mind, I felt his fingers probe me where he should never probe his mother with his fingers. Making me even wetter, he slid slow fingers along my pussy slit. Then, he parted my swollen pussy lips with his finger.
He inserted his fingers inside of me. I was so wet. He rubbed my clit. Finally, he finger-fucked me.
With me not stopping him, he rubbed my clit harder. He finger-fucked me deeper. He found my G spot, and pressed on that, too. My son masturbated his mother.
"Max," I said breathlessly. "Max. What are you doing? Oh, my God. Oh, my God. You're going to make mommy cum," I said.
While he rubbed my clit, finger fucked my pussy, and continued pressing on my G spot, I humped his finger.
"Don't stop, Max. Please don't stop. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," I said.
I closed my eyes, stiffened my legs, and arched my back. After I had an orgasm from his fingers, I relaxed while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
Then, when he returned to the front of my bed to massage my back again, I showed him the whore that I am. I reached up and touched his erection with my fingertips. I fondled the head of his engorged prick with my manicured fingers. Now that he had given me multiple orgasms with his fingers, this tongue, his mouth, and his cock, I was determined to give him as much sexual pleasure as he had given me.
I removed his prick from his pajama pee hole. I wrapped my long fingers around his big dick and squeezed it. Then, I slowly stroked him while staring up at him and smiling. I gave him a sexy smile and a naughty look. In the way that my son had masturbated me, I masturbated him.
I lifted my head and pulled him closer by his cock and took him in my mouth. After he masturbated me, I blew him. I sucked his cock.
Stroking him faster and stroking him harder while sucking him deeper, determined to make him cum in my mouth, I allowed him to cum in my mouth. I swallowed his cum. I made him my bitch.
# # #
That night, after I had willing and consensual, incestuous sex with my son, I invited my friends, Brianna and Flanna over to have sex with him, too, while I watched. I wanted to see him make out with them. I wanted to watch him touch and feel them through their clothes while French kissing them.
I wanted to watch Max undress Brianna and Flanna. I wanted to watch him strip them naked. As if I was watching him having sex with me last night when I came home drunk, I wanted to watch him having sex with them.
After watching him strip them both naked, I wanted to watch him touch and feel their naked bodies everywhere. Then, needing him to give them oral orgasms, I wanted to watch Max finger and lick their pussies. I wanted to watch him finger and lick their cunts while imagining that he had fingered and licked my pussy last night.
I wanted to watch my son mount my friends, and make love to them before fucking them. I want to watch him give them multiple orgasms before cumming in both of their pussies. Finally, I wanted to watch Brianna and Flanna blow Max. I wanted to see him cumming in their mouths and them swallowing his cum. Then, already telling him what I wanted him to do with them, I wanted him to give them both cum baths. I wanted to see them both dripping with his cum.
Now that we all had sex with my son, we continued having sex with him every weekend. We had threesome sex and orgy like sex. When one of us wasn't fucking him, we were blowing him. When he wasn't eating us, we were making love to him. Never has any of us had as much sex as we are having now.
The only thing that I wished was that he could make one or all of us pregnant. Alas, no longer could any of us get pregnant. Nonetheless, no longer were any of us horny or sexually frustrated. No longer did anyone of us masturbate ourselves, as we had Max to do that for us. Never were we happier than we are now.
The End
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Home Healthcare Worker, Wendy, Sex
I have forbidden sex with my home healthcare worker, Wendy.
Something that elderly men may not know but home healthcare workers are forbidden to have sex with their clients. Of course, those who can afford it will offer their home healthcare worker some extra cash for her to give him a hand job or a blowjob, and/or to allow them to see and touch their naked breasts. Most will refuse receiving the extra money and will report them to the agency. No doubt, depending on the man, some may consider having forbidden sex with their clients for the extra money.
Along with stroking them and sucking them, most caregivers won't allow the men that they wash and dress to touch and/or feel their breasts through their clothes. They won't allow them to remove their clothes and see them in their bra and panties, topless, and/or naked. Yet, luckily for Robert, indeed, there are exceptions to every rule.
"Before doing home healthcare work, I worked as a stripper ten years ago, another lifetime ago," said Wendy.
She laughed while striking a pose. I would have loved to see her stripping.
Wendy is paid $15 an hour to care for me, that' $60 a day for a four-hour shirt, and $300 a week. I started paying her extra. I gave her $25 a day. The more that she did for me, the more that I paid her.
From $25 a day, I paid her $50 extra a day for her to allow me to feel her breasts through her clothes. I paid her $75 a day extra a day for her to remove her blouse and wash me in her bra. Finally, I gave her an extra $100 a day in cash for her to wash me while topless. She takes home $800 a week to take care of my personal needs, $500 from me and $300 from the agency.
# # #
My name is Robert and I'm seventy-years old. The only good thing about growing old is that other than my arthritis in my shoulders and in my knees, I no longer have to work. I live on my pension and on my Social Security. Other than my arthritis, I'm in good health. I can still get and maintain erections.
Thank God. Lucky me. I don't know what I'd do if I couldn't get and maintain an erection. How awful would that be if I could no longer have sex with a woman. The only thing that I look forward to doing in my later years, that soon may be my fate, is having sex with multiple, elderly women who are up for the task in a nursing home.
Having never smoked, I haven't had a drink in more than thirty-years. No sweets and/or junk food, I watch my diet and I exercise. I'm 6' tall, shrunk down to 5' 10" tall, and, maintaining my weight, I weigh the same 200 pounds that I weighed in my thirties.
Fortunately for me, I don't like beer. I prefer single malt scotch, neat with water on the side. All of my friends have huge beer bellies. I'm the only man that I know who doesn't have a big waistline. Proud of that, I still take size 34" pants.
Another one of the best things about growing old is that I have a female, home healthcare worker. She's like having a live-in maid. I love her. She does all of the cooking, the cleaning, the laundry, the vacuuming, the dusting, and gives me bed baths. She doesn't work the weekends.
Moreover, where most home healthcare aides aren't very attractive, she's really good looking. On a scale of ten, Wendy is a ten. Where most home healthcare workers are black or Hispanic, she's white. With most home healthcare workers obesely overweight, she's not. She's very busty. She has a shapely and sexy body with a tight ass.
I wish that I was twenty-years younger. If I was, I'd date her. I'd fall in love with her and marry her.
I can only imagine what it would be like to have sex with her shapely body. I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to slowly undress her and strip her naked.
While making slow and passionate love to her, humping her faster and humping her hard, I wish I could fuck her. Only, why would a forty-something-year-old woman have sex with a seventy-year-old man? Maybe if I was a wealthy man, a billionaire, she would. Alas, I'm not.
I'm just an average Joe on my retirement pension, and Social Security. I can well afford to pay Wendy the extra money for her to give me the extra care that I need, wink, wink. With her not shy or modestly moral, she gives me what I need.
# # #
The small things are what helps me get through my day. Thank God for my chair lift. I also have a bed where the head and legs are raised. I sleep in what's called the zero-gravity position where my head and feet are raised.
I have edema. No more swelling of the ankles when I sleep in this position with my ankles raised above my chest. To keep the swelling down when I'm not in bed sleeping, a real blessing, I wear compression socks during the day.
I have a raised toilet seat and a toilet surround on both toilets, the one upstairs and the one downstairs, too. I'd never get on or off the toilet, if I didn't have a raised toilet seat and a toilet surround to press down, hold, and maintain my balance when standing. As long as I lean forward while standing, I won't fall. It's when I lean back, even just a little, that I fall backwards and go down
I love my walk-in shower. Even though I had the bathtub removed and now have a walk-in shower with a seat, and lots of big silver poles, and have good upper body strength, taking a shower, even with the help of my caregiver, wears me out. I'm exhausted after I shower. Too much standing and holding onto the polls before having to raise my arthritic shoulders to use the shower wand.
A real lifesaver, one of the best things that I did, I installed grab handles everywhere in my house. If it wasn't for the grab handles, I couldn't use the toilet. If it wasn't for grab handles, I would have fallen several times. Every doorway has grab handles. Even the outside doorway has grab handles for when I take my rollator out of the house to walk to the car to go to the doctor.
# # #
Instead of washing myself, I prefer Wendy washing me. Who wouldn't? I prefer her giving me a bed bath to me taking a shower and washing myself. That's what I pay her extra to do.
Even though she's required to wear gloves, she doesn't wear gloves to wash me. Lying to her, I told her that I'm allergic to latex when I'm not. Also, because I'm not circumcised, she must take my cock in her soft and warm hand and push my foreskin back to wash me beneath there. Lying to her again, I told her that I have arthritis in my fingers, when I don't, and it's hard for me to do that myself, when it's not.
I love it when she touches my naked prick with her gloveless hand. While imagining her giving me a bed bath with a happy ending, her hand feels so good on my big and hard cock. I only wished that she'd masturbate me. I'd love to cum for Wendy.
I especially enjoy it when she shaves my pubic hair with my trimmer. She holds my naked, erect prick in her gloveless hand while leaning forward and staring down at my pubic hair covered cock and testicles. I'm so glad that I lied to her and told her that I'm allergic to latex.
She gives me an erection while holding my naked cock in her gloveless hand for a prolonged amount of time. I deliberately throb and pulsate my cock while she's holding my prick. I only wished she'd take the hint and stroke me.
Actually, with me paying her extra cash to do so, she does stroke me a little bit. With her such a sexy tease, she always gives me a special treat after she washes my penis and my testicles, and/or shaves my pubic hair. Playfully, while laughing, she fondles the head of my engorged prick before she wraps her gloveless fingers around my cock and squeezes it. Then, teasing me, she slowly strokes me while smiling down at me.
Giving me something to masturbate over later, after she fondles the head of my cock with her manicured fingertips, while smiling down at me, something that she's forbidden to do, she slowly strokes my growing erection a dozen times. While giving me a sexy look and a naughty smile, she laughs while giving me a bigger and harder erection. I only wish she'd stroke me longer, faster, and harder. Again, I'd love to cum for Wendy.
She's even more beautiful when she smiles. Making me feel important, I love her paying me her undivided attention when she's washing and dressing me. Wrapping her arms around me while squishing her big breasts against my still muscular chest, she helps me from the bed to my power wheelchair.
When she helps me to stand, she allows me to touch and feel her big breasts through her blouse and her bra. I love feeling her big tits through her clothes. Her breasts are as soft as they are firm. As soon as I touch her breasts, her nipples erect, and she allows me to finger them, too.
# # #
It has taken me more than three long, frustrating years to find a woman who would care for a man. Most home healthcare workers don't want to care for men. I didn't want a man caring for me. I want a woman caring for me. Fortunately, I finally found one, a good one. Her name is Wendy, Wendy Warren.
Even though she's not allowed to have sex with me, one day, at the very least, I'd love her to give me a hand job. It's been more than ten-years since a woman has stroked my cock fast enough, hard enough, and long enough for me to cum. I'd love to cum for Wendy.
I masturbate myself while she washes my feet and my legs. Even though I stroke my cock fast hard enough, and long enough to cum, I don't. I don't want to ruin things between us by cumming on her. Nonetheless, seemingly expecting me to cum for her, she smiles at me while watching me stroke myself.
Again, something else that she's not allowed to do, while she's washing me, she allows me to touch and feel her big breasts through her blouse and her bra while she's briefly stroking me. As soon as I touch her big breasts through her clothes, her nipples immediately erect. I love her big nipples as much as I love her big tits. She has big nipples as well as having big tits. I love fingering her erect nipples as much as I love feeling her big breasts through her clothes.
I only wish that I could remove her blouse and her bra. I'd love to see her topless. I'd love to see her naked breasts and her erect nipples. I'd love to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her tits while fingering and sucking her nipples. Alas, that will never happen. With that forbidden for her to do, no matter how much extra that I pay her, she'd never remove her blouse and her bra.
# # #
Wendy gives me a bed bath twice a week. She bathes me every Tuesday morning and every Friday morning. With me not going out every day, I don't get dirty enough for her to bath me daily.
Confined to a wheelchair, other than going to the doctor, I don't go out anymore. I'm satisfied staying at home writing my erotic stories and watching television. Thank God for my home healthcare worker. I don't know what I'd do without her. I love her to death.
Fortunately for me, being the stripper that she once was, she's immorally immodest. With her unembarrassed and unashamed, the second time she gave me a shower, not wanting to get her blouse wet, shocking me, she removed her blouse to show me her colorful, low-cut, lacy bra. Something that she's not supposed to do, I couldn't believe she removed her blouse to wash me in her bra. My sexual fantasy coming true, I couldn't believe that I was seeing Wendy in her sheer and lacy brassiere.
Unable to stop staring, I stared at the tops of her jiggling D cup breasts. I stared at her long line of sexy cleavage. I stared at what I could see of her areolas and her nipples through her sheer bra. Now that I've seen more of than what I've seen before of her breasts, I love Wendy's big tits.
Then, as we grew to know one another better, and when I paid her more, not wanting to get that wet either, she removed her bra to show me her naked breasts while showering me. Stunned with my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open, I couldn't believe my eyes. I instantly had an erection.
In the way that I stared at her bra clad breasts, I stared at her naked breasts. I stared at her symmetrical, dark pink nipples, and I stared at her light pink big nipples. I stared at the shape and the size of her shapely naked breasts. She has beautiful breasts that don't sag at all.
In the way that she allowed me to feel her breasts through her clothes, and through her bra, she allowed me to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. I love feeling her naked tits. I'll be masturbating for the rest of my horny life with the memory of having my way with her big, naked tits.
# # #
Finally, with me not steady on my feet, giving me my personal strip tease show, she stripped herself naked before showering with me. She not only removed her blouse and her bra but also, she removed her jeans and her panties, too. Again, I'll be masturbating over seeing Wendy naked for the rest of my horny life.
While I held onto the pole with both hands, she climbed into the shower with me. She held me from behind while washing me. With her unembarrassed and unashamed, immodestly immoral, I love her showering with me while we're both naked.
If that wasn't all, before she showered with me, she took my erect cock in her soft and warm hand. She used my pubic hair shaver to shave my bushy pubic hair. She stared down at my naked, erect cock in the way that I stared at her big breasts and erect nipples.
Not wanting to ruin her getting naked while giving me a shower, I didn't dare touch her, even though I wanted to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and grope her. Not wanting to fall, I wanted to reach out my hand to feel her naked breasts.
I wanted to feel and squeeze her naked ass. I wanted to cup her naked cunt in the palm of my hand. I wanted to part her pussy lips with my finger and rub her clit while finger fucking her. I wanted to masturbate her. I wanted to see and hear her cum.
Something that the agency needs not know, she shouldn't be removing her blouse, her bra, and/or stripping herself naked and climbing in the shower naked to wash me. Our little secret, I wonder if she's as wet as I am hard. As soon as she's naked, I have a throbbing and pulsating erection. As if masturbating me, she washes my cock by wrapping her long, manicured fingers around my prick and stroking me back and forth.
Her sexy and shapely, naked body feels so good pressed up against me when she's washing me while holding me. As if she's giving me a hand job, I love it when she strokes my cock while washing my prick. It feels so good when she cups my testicles in her gloveless hand and washes them, too.
Giving me something to dream about and to masturbate over, now, I look forward to my showers much more than to my sponge baths. As soon as she leaves, I masturbate over having seen her without her clothes and her washing my cock while stroking my prick. Only, the problem with showers, even though I have a seat in the shower to sit on, the showers exhaust me. Instead of her giving me showers once a week, she gives me showers once a month.
# # #
I've had sex with Wendy. She's masturbated me. She's blown me. She's allowed me to cum in her mouth, and she swallows my cum.
Fortunately, I also have a backup home health care woman, unbelievably, Wendy's mom, Dorothy. She's also a home healthcare worker. She's sixty-three-years-old. She doesn't look her age.
She looks ten-years younger. She looks fifty-something instead of sixty-something. Love at first sight, I love her mother as much as I love her daughter.
Wendy told me that she'd be unable to come next week. She had to stay with and care for her sister who had broken her leg. She told me not to worry.
"My mom is a home healthcare worker, too," she said. "Unable to afford taking time from work, she's agreed to care for you instead of caring for her daughter. I told her the special attention that I give you when showering with you," she laughed and gave me a wink. "My mom agreed to do the same," she said.
She gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look. I was ready to pay her mother what I paid her daughter. I planned on giving her an extra $100 every day.
# # #
That Monday, Wendy's mother, Dorothy, appeared at my door. While I left my wheelchair at the bottom of the stairs, I invited her upstairs to my bedroom. While she climbed the stairs ahead of me, I took the chair lift behind her. Instead of wearing a healthcare uniform, like Wendy, she wore a short skirt and a button blouse.
While going up the stairs behind her, I leaned forward to stare up at what I could see of her panty clad ass. For a sixty-something-woman, she has a nice ass. With it being shower day, I was looking forward to Wendy's mother giving me a shower. Seriously doubting that she would, I wondered if she'd strip herself naked in the way that her daughter does when showering with me while holding me.
Wendy must have told her mother that she showers naked with me. With her mother substituting for her, she not only removed her blouse, she removed her bra, her jeans, and her panties, too. Having just met her, I couldn't believe that I was seeing Dorothy naked. In the way that Wendy held me from behind while washing me, her naked mother held me from behind, too.
Surprising me, her mother did more than shower with me. After she showered with me, she allowed me to finger and lick her pussy. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I couldn't believe that I ate Dorothy's cunt.
Then, after she had an orgasm, we made out and French kissed one another while I mounted her missionary style and made slow and passionate love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, no longer making love we were fucking. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. Giving her a second orgasm, this time with my cock, I fucked her and she fucked me.
# # #
Finally, she moved halfway down the bed. She took my erect prick in her gloveless hand and stroked my cock. Then, she lowered her head, took me in her mouth, and sucked my dick.
She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum. Having not yet had sex with Wendy in the way that I had sex with her mother, I loved showering with mother more than I did with daughter, especially when having sex with her after. Finally, with her giving one hell of a blowjob, when she released the pressure of her lips as she removed my cock from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, gray hair, and all over her double D cup breasts.
Instead of being angry that I gave her a cum bath, she laughed. She scooped up cum with her fingertips and stuck her fingers in her mouth to swallow. As much as I loved her daughter, I loved Wendy's mother even more.
Again, I haven't had intercourse with Wendy, yet, even though I want to do that. I haven't fingered and licked her pussy, yet, even though I want to do that, too. Maybe, now that I've made love to her mother and fucked her, her daughter will have sex with me, too. I can't wait to have sex with Wendy.
I'd love to have threesome sex. While Wendy sat on my face, I'd finger and lick her pussy as her mother stroked and sucked me. Then, after I gave Wendy an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, and after cumming in Dorothy's mouth, changing positions, while Dorothy sat on my face, I'd finger and lick her pussy as Wendy blew me.
Then taking turns fucking them, I imagined Wendy watching me fuck her mother. Then, changing positions again, I imagined Dorothy watching me fuck her daughter. I'd love to cum in both of their cunts. In the way that Arnold Schwarzenigger made his maid pregnant, I'd loved to impregnate my home healthcare worker, Wendy.
# # #
Wendy is very pretty. She's five-foot-nine-inches tall, has beautiful, black, short hair and big brown eyes. She's forty-years-old but looks thirty-years-old. She still has quite the sexy and shapely body. With her maintaining her figure with diet and exercise, she has big, D cup breasts, and a firm and shapely ass.


Her mother is pretty, too. She has gray hair instead of black hair. She's five-foot-seven inches tall. She has big breasts, bigger than Wendy's D cup breasts. Dorothy has double D cup breasts. I love tits. I love women with big breasts. She has a firm and shapely ass, too.
Wendy confessed to me, another lifetime ago, twenty-years-ago, before she was married and divorced, and before becoming a home healthcare worker, that she worked as a stripper. My kind of healthcare woman, I'd love to see her dancing around a pole to music while slowly and sexily removing her clothes. She still has the body to do that. For a sixty-three-year-old woman, her mother has quite the body, too. She could have been a stripper, too.
Further, she confessed that she only cares for men. She told me that women complain too much whereas men are happy, and contently satisfied to have found a female healthcare giver. I love her seeing me naked as much as she seems to enjoy seeing my naked, erect prick. She's always staring at my naked cock in the way that I'm always staring at her naked body.
# # #
I have a big and hard throbbing and pulsating prick from all of the sexual naked attention that I was getting from both women. As much as I'd love to have sex with Wendy, I'd love having sex with her mother. Now that I had sex with her mother, I can't wait to have sex with Dorothy's daughter.
How hot would it be to have threesome sex with the both of them? If it wasn't enough seeing her daughter without her clothes, I saw Wendy's mother, Dorothy, naked, too. If that wasn't enough, we had sex. After having had sex with Wendy,I couldn't wait to have threesome sex with the both of them.
While I Wendy sat on my face, I fingered and licked her pussy while her mother blew me. Then, after giving Wendy an orgasm with my fingers and tongue, and after I ejaculated a load of cum in her mother's mouth. They changed places.
While her mother sat on my face, I fingered and licked her cunt. Wendy stroked and sucked my cock. After giving Dorothy an orgasm, I ejaculated cum in Wendy's mouth.
Again, after I gave Dorothy an orgasm with my fingers and tongue, and after cumming in Wendy's beautiful mouth, they could take turns mounting me. I'd love to make slow and passionate love to her mother as much as I'd love to make slow and passionate love to daughter. Then, humping them faster and humping them harder, while they returned my fast and hard humps with their fast and hard humps, I'd love to fuck them.
I'd love to fuck them both. I'd love for both of them to fuck me. After I fucked them both, I'd love them to get down on their knees in front of me while taking turns stroking my cock while sucking my prick.
As much as I'd love to cum in Wendy's cunt, while hoping to impregnate her with our baby, I'd love to cum in her mother's cunt, too. Wendy can still get pregnant, but her mother can't. She's too old.
# # #
Not having a heart condition, I take Viagra an hour before she arrives. As soon as she touches my prick with her fingertips to wash my cock, I get and maintain a big and hard erection for two hours. Seemingly impressed by my big dick, while smiling down at me, she loves wrapping her long manicured fingers around my big prick and slowly stroking me while washing me.
"For an elderly man, Robert," she said. "You have such a big and hard prick. You're going to make women in the nursing home very happy one day," she said with a laugh.
I love her giving me a slow hand job. I only wished that she'd stroke me faster and harder. As if I was in a VIP room with a stripper instead of in my adjustable, remote-controlled bed receiving a sponge bath, I'd love to cum for her.
I wondered what she'd say if I did cum. She'd probably laugh. I masturbate over her after she leaves while imagining her blowing me. I envision cumming in her beautiful mouth and her swallowing my cum.
I visualize her climbing in bed with me, stripping herself naked and allowing me to finger her pussy before licking her cunt. I picture myself making love to her before fucking her and cumming in her warm and wet pussy.
The best thing about growing old, I have two, home healthcare workers who give sex.
The End
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Mom, Sis, Aunt & Cous Think I'm Gay
The best prank that I ever pulled, I pretended that I'm gay.
I fooled everyone. I told my fifty-two-year-old mother, Elizabeth, that I'm gay. She thinks that I'm gay. She really believes that I'm a cocksucker instead of a pussy licker.
Hoping to catch my mother topless or naked, at the very least in her bra and panties or in her revealing, and nearly transparent, sexy nightgown, I caught her naked. I couldn't believe my eyes. I stared at all that I was seeing. I stared at her naked, D cup breasts. I stared at her bushy brown pussy.
When I barged into her bedroom without knocking, I saw her without her clothes. Unaware that I was standing in her open bedroom doorway staring at her naked body, perfect timing on my part, she had just lifted her nightgown up and over her head. My first time seeing anything of my mother, other than her bra strap, I wished I had my cell phone with me. I would have loved to have taken a photo of her naked.
As if she was a deer caught in headlights, as soon as she turned and saw me gawking, she looked at me with shock, shame, and embarrassment. She stood before me naked with her forearm covering her naked, D cup breasts, and her hand covering her brown, bushy pussy. Too late, I saw my mother naked. The first time that I saw my mother without her clothes, I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked.
'I'll be masturbating over seeing my mother without her clothes for the rest of my horny life,' I thought.
# # #
"Oh, my God, Charles. I'm getting dressed," she said.
She looked at me mortified and in humiliation.
Even though my birth name is Charles, my mother was the only one who called me Charles. Everyone else called me Charlie or Chuck.
I laughed.
"Relax. Not to worry, mom," I said with a laugh. "It's okay. I'm gay," lying.
I waved my hand in the way of a disinterested gay man.
# # #
I looked away after already having recorded the hot image of seeing my mother without her clothes. I couldn't wait to masturbate later, over seeing her naked now. Looking ten-years-younger, especially without her clothes, for a fifty-two-year-old woman, she has one hell of a body. I loved seeing her D cup breasts and her bushy, brown pussy. Then, when she turned from me, I stared at her shapely, naked ass.
Shocking me, seemingly believing that I was gay, she removed her forearm from her naked breasts and her hand from her naked pussy. She stood before me naked, totally naked. She even turned and bent at the waist to show me her naked ass and the back of her pussy while getting clothes from her dresser drawer.
"I didn't know that you're gay," she said.
Ready to talk, waiting for me to explain, she put her hand on her naked hip and turned her naked body to face me. I smiled at my naked mother.
"Women don't do anything for me, mom," I said.
She nodded her head with understanding.
"Now that I know that you're not sexually interested in naked women, what do you think of your naked mother," she asked?
Posing for me as if she was a naked model, she turned one way before turning the other way. She lifted her big breasts in the palm of her hands, lifted them to her mouth and sucked her nipples to erect them. Then, while I continued staring, she lifted her pussy lips to show me a lot of glistening pink. My mom was wet from me seeing her naked.
"I think you have a beautiful body, especially for a woman your age," I said. "I love your breasts, so big and so shapely, they don't sag at all. Only, you should trim that forest, mom. I could do that for you. I could trim your pubic hair," I said.
She smiled.
"Thank you," she said. "Maybe later."
# # #
She looked down at herself before looking at herself in her full-length mirror.
I stared at her with feigned disinterest while recording every mole and freckle on her naked body with my horny eyes. Something that I didn't know, and was surprised to see, she had a red, rose tattooed just above her pubic hair. Never wanting to have sex with my mother before, I wanted to have sex with her now. Who wouldn't? She was drop dead gorgeous, especially without her clothes.
"Now that you're seeing me without my clothes and told me that you're gay, would you do me a favor," she asked?
I smiled and nodded my head.
"What do you want me to do? I'll do anything for you, mom," I said.
She walked across her bedroom naked to get her cell phone. She handed me her phone.
"Would you be a dear and photograph me without my clothes for my dating profile," she said. "I don't have anyone else to ask. I want available men to see what I look like without my clothes."
# # #
Ready to take her naked, cheesecake photos, she put her hand behind her brunette head. She pushed out her hip and gave me a sexy look and naughty smile. As soon as she posed, an embarrassed look of horror took control of her face.
Then, a look of shock froze her face. She moved her forearm to cover her naked tits again, and her hand to cover her naked pussy. Then, she looked at me with disbelief that I'm gay.
"I don't believe you. You're not gay," she said.
She stared at me staring at her.
"If you're gay, prove it," she said.
I laughed.
"How am I to prove that I'm gay mother," I asked? "Do you expect me to blow someone in front of you," I asked?
She looked down at my crotch to see if I had a bulging erection from seeing her without her clothes.
"Show me your cock," she said, staring up at me. "I want to see it," she said.
She frowned while looking at me.
"If you have an erection from seeing me naked, then you're not gay. If you don't have an erection from seeing your mother without her clothes, then you're gay."
# # #
Not wanting to ruin this naked moment with my mother, replaying the entire World Series quickly through my mind, I thought about baseball and cold showers. Then, I unbuttoned, unzipped, and pushed down my jeans. I turned one way before turning the other way to show my mother that I didn't have a bulge in my underwear. Then, happy to dick flash my mother, giving me even more to masturbate over later, I pushed my underwear all the way down to my ankles to show her my flaccid prick.
"Go ahead mom," I said, stepping closer to her. "Take me in your hand and stroke me. Move to your knees and take me in your mouth to suck me. Push me back on the bed, mount me, and try to fuck me. I won't get an erection," I said lying.
If she dared take me in her hand to stroke me, moved to her knees to blow me, or push me back on her bed to fuck me, I'd cum all over her naked body. As much as I'd love my MILF of a mother to give me a hand job, I'd love her to give me a blowjob, too. I'd love to put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head, cum in her mouth, and watch her swallow my cum. I'd love her to make love to her before fucking her, too. I'd love to cum in my mother's cunt.
Only, not wanting to ruin my prank, I hoped to play the same scam on my twenty-four-year-old sister, Victoria, my thirty-nine-year-old aunt, Olivia, and my twenty-two-year-old cousin, Isabella. In the way that I was seeing my mother naked now, I was hoping to see my sister, my aunt, and my cousin naked later. I hoped to have sex with one of them or all of them while they hoped that they could change me from being a gay man to a heterosexual one.
# # #
Now that I proved to her that I was gay, she removed her hand from her forearm from her naked breasts and her hand from her naked pussy. She allowed me to photograph her. I took photos of her naked body, I took photos of her big naked breasts, and her bushy brown pussy. Then, when she turned, I took photos of her shapely, naked ass. After I took a dozen, naked photos of my mother, I emailed them to my email address.
While posing for my pictures, she laughed while staring at my naked cock.
"Your flaccid prick is bigger than your father's erect cock. It's too bad you're gay. You have a beautiful penis, Charles," she said.
She continued staring at my flaccid prick. She looked up at me and smiled. Then, she slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips while continuing to stare at my soft dick.
"I wish you had an erection. I'd love to see it," she said. "Can you make yourself hard when stroking it while thinking about having sex with a man instead of having sex with your mother," she asked?
Then, she shocked me with what she said next.
"I really could use a big dick right now. Seemingly embarrassed after saying that, and after seeing me naked and you showing me your penis, you made mommy wet and horny," she said.
I quickly stroked myself to a big and hard erection while staring at my naked mother. She bit her lip and fanned her face with her hand. She fondled her right breast and fingered her right nipple. She paused as if she was rethinking what she was about to say but said it anyway.
"I know that it won't matter to you, and/or do anything for you but, would you mind if I had my way with your penis," she asked?
She stepped closer to me. She took me in her hand, wrapped her manicured fingers around my cock and squeezed it. Then, she slowly stroked me.
"It' so big. It's so hard. I love your big cock, Charles," she said.
She continued fanning herself with her hand.
"I'm so horny, Charles. I'm so sexually frustrated. I haven't had a cock in my hand, in my mouth, and/or in my pussy in years. If you don't mind and allow me to do so, I can't wait to have sex with you," said my mother.
I smiled.
"Sure, go-ahead mom. What would you like to do? What would you like me to do," I asked?
I laughed.
# # #
She let out an embarrassed, little smile.
"If you don't mind, would you kiss me, part my lips and French kiss me while touching, feeling, fondling, and groping my naked body everywhere. I'd love for you to have your way with my naked breasts while fingering and sucking my nipples," she said?
She looked at me with pathetic and apologetic eyes while I stared at her stunned. This wasn't just any woman. This was my mother and she was naked. She wanted me to photograph her naked, and I did. Now, she wanted to have sex with me, and I will.
I walked to my mother and pressed my naked body against her naked body. She reached her hand down and took my flaccid prick in her soft and warm hand. How I didn't get an erection from my mother slowly stroking me is beyond me. Yet, I was still plenty hard from stroking myself in front of her.
"I love having my nipples fingered and sucked while my breasts are fondled," she said standing up on her toes to whisper that in my ear.
Obediently obeying my mother, I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Then, I leaned forward and took them in my mouth, first one, and then the other. I sucked my mother's nipples.
She looked at me with curiosity. Reticent to ask me her question, she paused. Then, she asked me a question that surprised me.
"Have you ever had sex with a woman," she asked?
Lying to her, I shook my head no.
"If you've never had sex with a woman, how do you know that you're gay," she asked?
I shrugged.
"I don't know. I just know," I said. "I look at men differently than I look at women," I said.
# # #
She paused again.
"Would you like mommy to see if you're really gay," she asked?
She paused.
"Maybe, you're bi-sexual. Or, after having sex with your mother, perhaps, you're not gay at all but straight," she said.
She gave me a loving smile.
"Maybe, you'll enjoy having sex with your mother as much as I'll enjoy having sex with my son."
She paused again.
"If you haven't had sex with a woman, I suppose that you've never licked a pussy," she said.
Again, lying, I shook my head, no. Blushing while turning a bright pink, she gave me an embarrassed look.
"Would you mind fingering my pussy while licking me," she asked? "Would you eat your mother, Charles. Eat me. Eat your mother," she said. "Make me cum with your fingers and your tongue."
She fell back on her bed with her knees raised and her legs spread wide open. She lifted and parted her pussy lips again to show me a lot of glistening pink. My mom was wet, very wet. Ready for me to eat her cunt, she wanted me to finger and lick her pussy. I had no idea that my mother was a whore, an incestuous whore.
# # #
I climbed up on her bed. I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I sniffed her cunt before fingering her cunt. Turned on by seeing her naked and, now, eating her, with my prick growing bigger and harder, I hid my erect cock between my legs. I continued licking her pussy. Obediently obeying her, I ate my mother.
I rubbed her clit faster. I finger fucked her cunt deeper. I found her G spot and pressed on that. Then, I licked her faster. While moving closer to her hole, I lifted her legs and draped them over and down my shoulders.
"Charles. Charles," she said. "Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God, Charles," she said.
She wiggled her ass all over her bed.
"Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Press on my G spot. I'm cumming, Charles. I'm cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
# # #
She took my head in both of her hands. As if giving me her version of a cum bath, as if my face was a sponge, she moved my face all over her wet pussy. She humped my mouth. She fucked my face with her cunt. She soaked my face with her vaginal secretions.
Then, she closed her eyes. She stiffened her legs, and arched her back. I gave my mother an oral orgasm. She fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
Not resting for long, she mounted me. She took my erect prick in her hand and moved it to her pussy. Someplace I've never been, yet, someplace I felt like I belonged, with a gentle hump, I was inside of my mother's cunt. If you've never made love to your mother, I recommend it. As if she was my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover, she gave me the best sex that I ever had.
I made slow and passionate love to her while making out with her. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I humped her faster. I humped her harder. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps.
No longer making love, we were fucking. I fucked my mother and she fucked me. Wishing she could still get pregnant to have our baby, I exploded a huge load of cum in her pussy.
# # #
Then, surprising me, she moved halfway down the bed. She took me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. My mother stroked my cock while sucking my prick.
Determined to make me cum in her beautiful mouth, she blew me. With her quite the talented cocksucker, she stroked me faster and harder while sucking me deeper. She gave me the best blowjob that I've ever had. Again, if you've never been blown by your mother, I highly recommend it.
I couldn't believe that she blew me. My mother stroked my prick while sucking my cock. She allowed me to cum in her mouth, and she swallowed my cum. Then, she stunned me by what she said.
"Perhaps," she said. "If we have sex once a week, I can change your sexual orientation. Perhaps, having regular sex with your mother will change you from gay to straight. What do you think?"
My chance to have sex with my MILF of a mother every week, I jumped at it.
"Worth a try, I would love that mom," I said. "Thank you for helping me."
# # #
That next morning, I overheard her talking on the phone to her sister, my aunt, Olivia.
"Charles is gay," she said. "Because he's gay, I used him. I deceived him. I lied to him. I had my sexual way with his naked body and his big dick."
She laughed.
"After he fingered and licked my pussy, we made love. Then, we fucked. Finally, I blew him. I stroked and sucked his cock. I allowed him to cum in my mouth and I swallowed his cum," she said.
She laughed again.
"Trying to turn him from gay to straight, I told him that, perhaps, after having sex with him every week, once a week, I could turn him into a heterosexual."
With my mother talking to her sister on speakerphone, I heard the other half of the conversation, too.
"Perhaps, by having sex with him once a week, I could help turn him straight," said my aunt, Olivia. "What do you think," she asked her sister, Elizabeth? "I'd love to have sex with Charlie."
My mother laughed.
"It's worth a try," said my mom.
# # #
"While Victoria is at work, come over the house. After you've had a couple glasses of wine for courage, strip yourself naked in front Charles. Allow him to see you without your clothes," she said. "Allow him to touch and feel you everywhere, while making out with him," she said to her sister, my aunt.
She laughed.
"I'll strip myself naked, too. We'll have threesome sex. While I sit on his face and he fingers and licks my pussy, you blow him. As soon as he gives me an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue, and as soon as he cums in your mouth, we'll switch places. You sit on his face while he eats you, and I'll blow him," she said.
She smiled at her sister.
"Then, as soon as he gives you an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue, and cums in my mouth, we'll mount him. We'll make love him, then, we'll fuck him one at a time," said my mom to her sister. "We'll turn him from a gay man to a straight man who loves having incestuos sex with his mother and his aunt.
# # #
My mom told my sister that I was gay. She didn't tell her that I saw her naked. She didn't tell her that I photographed her without her clothes. With her attempt to change my sexual orientation, she didn't tell her that we had sex. She didn't tell her that I had threesome sex with my mother and her aunt Olivia.
Of course, with my big sister having no secrets from our cousin, Isabella, she told her that I'm gay. With her unaware of the good parts, seeing our mother naked, photographing her naked, and having sex with her before having threesome sex with her mother, my aunt, Olivia. My sister and my cousin took it in their heads that they could turn me straight by having threesome sex with me.
While my mother and her sister were out for the day running errands, I was alone with my sister and my cousin. As soon as I walked in the living room, my sister stood from the couch, and walked to me.
"Mom told me that you told her that you're gay. I told Isabella what mom told me. We think that we can help change you from being gay to becoming heterosexual," she said
She smiled at me.
"Have you ever kissed a woman," asked my sister?
Lying, I shook my head no. As soon as I did, she stepped closer to me and kissed me on my lips. As soon as I returned her kiss, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me.
"Have you ever touched a woman through her clothes while making out with her," she asked?
Again, lying to her, I shook my head no.
She French kissed me again but this time, put my hand on her blouse and bra clad breast. She put my other hand on her short skirt and panty clad ass. As I felt her breast and her ass through her clothes, she kissed me with more passion.
She stepped back from me. Giving me a strip tease show, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse and removed it while our cousin watched my sister undressing in front of me. I stared at the tops of her jiggling breasts. I stared at her long line of sexy cleavage. I stared at all that I could see of her areolas and her erect nipples, though her sheer, pink brassiere.
Then, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt and allowed that to fall to her ankles. Something that I had never seen before, I stared at my sexy sister in her bra and panties. I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of brown, trimmed pubic hair through her sheer panties.
"Have you ever had sex with a woman," she asked?
Lying again, I shook my head no.
"Would you like to have sex with me," she asked?


I nodded my head yes, and as soon as I did, she reached around her back and unhooked and removed her bra. Then, she slid down her panties and stepped out of them. I stared at my naked, big sister. My big sister was naked. I stared at her naked breasts as much as I stared at her naked brown, trimmed pussy.
She took me by my hand to our mother's room, the biggest room in the house. Our cousin followed us to watch us having sex. Victoria climbed on our mother's king-sized bed. She raised her knees and spread her legs wide open.
"Eat me," she said. "Finger me while licking me. Eat your sister's cunt," she said.
Obediently obeying my sister, I moved between her thighs. I parted her swollen pussy lips with my fingers. I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her. Then, I licked her. I was eating my sister. I was giving her oral sex.
She was already wet. I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her. I licked her pussy.
Not taking her long to cum, I rubbed her lit harder. I finger fucked her deeper. When I found her G spot, I pressed on that. I licked her faster.
She closed her eyes, stiffened her long legs, and arched her back while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not resting long, she mounted me. She reached and parted her pussy lips with my stiff penis. While making out, we made love.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, and with her returning my fast and hard humps, we were fucking. I fucked my sister and she fucked her brother. With her not asking me to put on protection, I ejaculate a load of cum in her pussy.
As soon as she had her third orgasm, she moved halfway down the bed. She took me in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to blow me. My big sister stroked my cock while sucking my prick.
She blew me. She sucked my cock while stroking my prick. She allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth. She swallowed my cum.
# # #
Then, when I opened my eyes to look up from my sister, my cousin stood beside the bed naked. She climbed in bed with us. My sister sat in a chair next to the bed to watch me having sex with my cousin.
My twenty-two-year-old cousin, Isabella, kissed me. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me while I felt her naked ass and her naked C cup breasts while fingering her erect nipples. Then, when she took my prick in her hand and stroked me, I cupped her pussy.
With her already wet, I parted her swollen pussy lips with my fingers and inserted them inside of her. I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her while continuing to make out with. I masturbated her.
"Chuck. Chuck. Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking me. I'm cumming, Chuck. I'm cumming," said my cousin.
She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, arched her back and fell silent while in the afterglow of sex.
Then, as I did my mother, my aunt, and my cousin, I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. I ate my cousin. After giving her an orgasm from masturbating her, I gave her a second orgasm from eating her.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God, Chuck. Don't stop licking me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Chuck," she said.
Again, she fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not taking the time to rest, I mounted her, I parted her swollen pussy lips with my cock. With a gentle hump, I was inside of her. Humping her again, my prick slid deeper in her warm and wet pussy.
As I did with my mother, my aunt, and my sister, I did with my cousin. While making out with her, I made slow and passionate love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, no longer making love, we were fucking. With her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, she fucked me in the way that I fucked her.
"Chuck! Chuck! Oh, my God, Chuck! I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Don't stop fucking me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. I'm cumming, Chuck. I'm cumming," she said.
As soon as I ejaculated a load of cum in my cousin's cunt, she fell silent again while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Finally in the way that my mother, my aunt, and my sister blew me, my cousin did, too. She stroked me faster and sucked me deeper.
She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed my cum.
# # #
"Well, you did it," I said to my sister and to my cousin. "I no longer think about men in the way that I now think about women. You changed me from being gay. After having sex with you both, I feel heterosexual," I said.
I smiled widely at my sister and my cousin.
"Thank you," I said. "Now that I had heterosexual sex, I don't want to stop. I want to have threesome sex with you both."
As soon as I said that, my cousin sat on my face while my sister moved down the bed. She took me in her hand again and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. While I fingered and licked my cousin, my sister blew me.
Then, as soon as I gave my cousin an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue and as soon as I exploded another load of cum in my sister's mouth, they changed positions. I ate my sister's cunt while my cousin blew me. After giving my sister another orgasm and after cumming in my cousin's mouth again, I took turns fucking them.
From this day forward when I wasn't having secret sex with my mother and my aunt, I had secret sex with my sister and my cousin. I not only impregnated my sister but also, I impregnated my sister, too. Once they had their babies, we lived together as a happy family.
The End
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Exhibitionist Neighbor Strips Naked
Next-door neighbor undresses in front of bedroom window.
Something that I know, most men are voyeurs. Something that I didn't know, many women are exhibitionists, yes, including your mothers, stepmothers, sisters, stepsisters, aunts, cousins, and grandmothers. I'm sorry to inform you but they are all whores.
With them all wearing short skirts, and low-cut blouses with sexy lingerie beneath, they all love showing men what they shouldn't see of them. I get that part about men being voyeurs but what surprised me is that so many women are exhibitionists. Who knew?
Why is that so, I wondered? Something that most women have in common, they've been inappropriately, sexually abused by their fathers, stepfathers, brothers, stepbrothers, their uncles, cousins, grandfathers, family friends, their friends, strangers, neighbors, teachers at school, bosses, and co-workers, too. Every woman has a story to tell about men trying to not only see their lingerie but also trying to cop cheap feels while saying things that are inappropriate.
The attention is what women love to receive, and later, what women crave. Trust me, it's true. Women love men noticing them, and staring at them with interest and lustful desire. Yet, sadly, as women grow older, men don't notice them nor compliment them. They ignore them. Men are more interested in younger women, those who love to suck as much as they love suck, just as women are interested in younger men, men who can get and maintain erections.
All women needed to do to get a man's attention was to wear a short skirt and sit with her knees parted enough to show her panties. A low-cut blouse that falls open wide when she leaned forward to show her cleavage and her bra worked just as well. Just a game that they've not only learned to play but to master. When women aren't showing their panties, they're showing their bras.
'No. Say that's not true. Sadly, and excitingly, it is true. Women are exhibitionists. They love flashing men their underwear.'
And what do we men do? We look. We stare. We desire them and lust over them. We stroke ourselves over all that we see. Men give women what they want. We give them the sexual attention that they crave, need, and deserve.
# # #
Considered good-looking with my black hair, blue eyes, and contrasting white completion, my name is Daniel, and I'm thirty-five-years-old. I live next-door to a beautiful, thirty-something-year-old redhead just moved into the neighborhood. Fun to see, with the back of the open moving van facing my living room window, I watched her help unload the truck.
Quite the sight to see, she had help from three admiring men who volunteered to help her move. Spreading her shapely legs wide open, I watched her grab the bar on the back of the truck to help her climb up on the tailgate. She flashed the back of her white panties when bending at the waist to grab the handle, and to lift the rear door of the moving van.
The three men stood on the ground and stared up at all that she showed them of her underwear. Then, while facing the open tailgate where the men patiently waited for her to organize and stage the boxes there, she squatted down to lift the boxes with her back and her legs instead of with her arms and her shoulders. Again, with her knees spread wide open, and her blouse leaning forward and open with her, she continued flashing her sheer white panties, her low-cut bra, and her sexy cleavage.
While instructing them in which rooms the boxes go, he moved the boxes to the tailgate for them to unload and carry into her apartment. Whether deliberately or unintentionally flashing them, she continued showing the three men all that they hoped to see. Giving us all quite a show of her exhibitionism, I watched her from my living room window helping to unload the truck.
I wondered if she was unintentionally flashing or deliberately flashing them. No matter which, she gave the movers and me watching up skirt peeks of her panties, and down blouse views of her cleavage and her bra. With all three men, four including me, not only looking but staring, we all enjoyed her show of exhibitionism. She had quite the sexy and shapely body.
# # #
Then later, after she moved into her apartment, recognizing me from standing out front with my dog, whenever she saw us out walking, she approached us. She's very friendly. My kind of woman, she loves dogs. She especially loves my dog. Every time she's out walking and sees me walking my dog, she greets us as if we're old friends, when we had just met.
Almost not recognizing her when she's not flashing her panties and bra, I saw her walking towards me from a distance. Playing it cool, as if I was Leonard and she was Penny on the Big Bang Theory, I couldn't wait to talk to her. I couldn't wait to introduce myself and ask her name. Even from a distance, she was so lovely.
She was so sexy. She was so shapely. As if she was my perfect woman made just for me, she may be the one. Love at first sight, she may be the love of my life.
Excited to see us, she waved to us from a distance, and quickened pace. With her holding her head up high and her shoulders pushed back, with her big chest out, I loved how she walked with confidence. Keeping a syncopated rhythm to her walking, I enjoyed how her enormous breasts bounced up and down and moved side to side. Leering at one before leering at the other, my eyes felt as if I was watching a ping pong game or a tennis match.
"Hi," she said while giving me a big smile when she finally walked close enough to me. "We're neighbors. I just moved into the neighborhood," she said. "I saw you out front with your dog."
I returned her smile with my smile. Catching me off-guard, if she wasn't beautiful before, she was even more beautiful now, when she smiled. I couldn't stop staring at her pretty face.
# # #
"Hi," I said, holding out my hand. "I'm Daniel but everyone calls me Danny. What's your name?"
I needed her name to masturbate over her later. She shook my hand. Her hand felt so warm and soft. As if I was holding a child's hand, her hand felt tiny in my big hand.
"Fiona," she said.
'Fiona,' I thought. 'Definitely Irish. I imagined us naked in bed while having sex. I liked how her name rolled off my tongue while saying, I love you, Fiona,' I imagined saying.
"Irish," I asked?
She nodded her head. She still had her Irish accent. Making her sound sexy, I loved her accent.
"Yes," she said. "I'm fresh from the Emerald Isle," she said with a grin. "I've been here for four years while finishing my education."
Already in love with her, I loved her. I loved her red hair, her big breasts, and her Irish accent.
# # #
"I'm Irish, too, third generation," I said, reclaiming my Irish heritage.
Again, with her continuing to smile up at me, if she wasn't beautiful enough before, she's even more beautiful when she smiles. With her barely five-foot tall, I towered over her in my six-four-inch frame. She was so petite. I don't know what it is but I have a thing for short, petite women. She reminded me of Melissa Rauch, Howard's wife, Bernadette, from Big Bang Theory.
In real life, Melissa Rauch is only four-foot-eleven inches tall, with big breasts. With Melissa having a bra cup size of D, Fiona was easily a double D, if not bigger. What she lacked in height, she made up for in mammary glands. I loved her big tits as much as I loved her big smile, her red hair, and her Irish accent, her bright blue eyes, and her freckles. Imagining us living on a farm in Ireland, she was my Irish milkmaid woman.
'I'm in love,' I thought. 'I love you, Fiona.'
I don't know what it is but there's something that I love about petite women, especially short women with big breasts, the smaller the woman and the bigger her breasts the better. I wanted to take her in my arms, hold her, hug her, squeeze her, and protect her. As if she's a little doll, I imagined scooping her up in my arms, tossing her on my bed.
I envisioned making out with her while feeling her through her clothes before slowly stripping her naked. I visualized having sex with her beautiful, naked body. While wondering if her pussy was shaved, bushy, or trimmed, I imagined fingering her cunt while licking her cunt. I imagined giving her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
Allowing my mind to wander, I envisioned touching, feeling, and fondling her enormous naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples. I visualized making myself comfortable between her shapely thighs and fingering and licking her pussy. I imagined giving her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
'Danny. Oh, Danny,' I imagined her saying my name in her Irish accent.
She took my head in both of her small hands and, as if she was giving me her version of a cum bath, she wiped my face all over her wet pussy. I had her vaginal secretions everywhere.
'Rub my clit harder. Lick my pussy faster. Don't stop. I'm cumming, Danny. I'm cumming,' I imagined her saying in her sweet and sexy, Irish brogue.
I pictured her closing her eyes, stiffening her short legs, arching her back while holding my head in her small hands, humping my mouth, and having her orgasm. Not allowing her to enjoy the afterglow of sex for long, I mounted her. I envisioned making slow, sweet, and passionate love to her while making out with her.
As soon as I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, I pictured making slow and passionate love to her while making out with her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, and with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, no longer making love, we were fucking. I fucked her fast and hard enough to give her another orgasm, this time with my cock.
# # #
While she talked about my dog, she interrupted me from my sexual fantasy of having slow and passionate sex with her naked, big breasted body before fucking her fast and hard enough to have a second orgasm.
"I just love your dog," she said, staring down at him before looking up at me. "What's his name?"
I smiled while looking down at all that I could see of her. She was so very pretty. She was so sexy. She was so shapely.
"Polo," I said.
She smiled.
"What kind of dog is he," she asked?
I smiled again. Every time I smiled at her, undressing her with my eyes, I removed another article of clothing. I wondered what she looked like in her bra and panties. I wondered what she looked like (gulp) topless. I wondered what she looked like (double gulp) naked.
"He's a Rat terrier," I said.
A rare beauty, I stared at what I could see of her shapely and sexy body. Having always dated short women, I guesstimated that she was five-foot tall and five-foot-three-inches tall with her high heels. I couldn't wait to see how little she looked in her bare stocking feet.
# # #
"I wish I could have a dog," she said with sadness. "I work too many hours to have a dog," she continued leaning forward while petting my dog. "It wouldn't be fair to leave a dog alone for so many hours."
I nodded my head in agreement.
"What do you do," I asked?
She smiled.
"I'm a research scientist. I have a Doctor of Science, ScD from MIT," she said. "It's common for me to work twelve to sixteen-hour days."
I was impressed that she was a scientist with a doctorate degree from MIT.
"What do you do," she asked?
I smiled.
"I'm a writer, a novelist. I write fiction," I said.
"Have you written anything that I may have read," she asked?
I shrugged.
"If you like fiction, probably, you have," I said.
# # #
Then, surprising me, racing my pulse and stiffening my cock, in the way that she did on the tailgate of the moving van, she squatted down with the hem of her short skirt raised to the middle of her shapely thighs. She parted her knees wide open enough to give me a clear peek of her panties. Her blouse that had a plunging neckline fell forward and open with her to give me a nice down blouse view of the tops of her breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and her low-cut bra.
A very pretty woman, she had an incredible body. Not wanting to regret missing the opportunity of returning my voyeurism with her exhibitionism, I squatted down with her for a closer look of her panties. With her not brushing down her short skirt or closing her legs, my eyes were like laser beams staring at her sexy lingerie while she continued paying my dog attention.
She continued giving me a long look of her sheer, white panty clad pussy. I loved seeing her panties and her bra as much as I loved seeing her pretty face, her lush, red hair, and staring in her big, blue eyes. I couldn't believe that she was seemingly unaware that she was flashing me her panty clad pussy.
Then, as if she knew what I was up to, she looked up at me and smiled. Apparently, not caring that I was seeing as much as I was seeing of her sexy lingerie, she gave me a sexy look and a naughty smile while parting her knees even wider. She gave me a throbbing and a pulsating erection.
'Oh, my God. Either this woman doesn't realize that she's flashing me her sexy lingerie or she's deliberately flashing me what I shouldn't see of her amazing underwear clad body,' I thought. 'I love you, Fiona.'
Taken with her, I imagined buying her a ring. I imagined getting down on one knee and proposing to her. I Imagined marrying her.
# # #
Then, something that I didn't expect him to do, my dog jumped up on her. He licked her face in the way that I wanted to lick more than her face. I wanted to lick her naked breasts, her naked ass, and her naked pussy. I wanted to lick her naked body all over.
With her barely a hundred pounds, and her precariously positioned on her high heeled toes, and my dog an agile and strong, twenty-pounds, he knocked her backwards. With her legs up in the air and spread wide open, she looked like a beetle on its back. I stared at all that I could see of her panty clad pussy.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I'll be masturbating over this later.'
With my eyes bulging out of my head and my mouth hanging open, I couldn't stop staring at all that she was showing and all that I was seeing. Again, I felt my cock throbbing, pulsating, and erecting. Never did I expect to see so much of his beautiful woman.
While she lay on her back laughing with her legs still wide open, I stared at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and what I could see of her trimmed, red pubic hair through her nearly transparent panties. Having just met her, I couldn't believe that I was seeing so much of this immorally immodest, beautiful woman's sexy lingerie. Again, I'll be jerking off later over all that I'm seeing of her now.
"Polo down," I said! "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," I said.
# # #
Again, with her barely five-foot tall, I offered her my hand to help her to stand. Again, her hand felt so tiny in my big hand. With me being a lover of women's breasts, the bigger the better, it was difficult not to notice her huge tits, and harder to look away from them. Giving her my educated guess, she had huge double D cup breasts. I loved her huge tits as much as I loved her red hair, her blue eyes, her pretty face, and her freckles. I love freckles.
When I pulled her up, pulling her a little too hard, she leapt up and leaned against me. Wishing she'd move her hand down to grope my erection, she put her delicate hand flat on my toned tummy. Daring myself to do so, and taking the opportunity to do so, I moved my hand lower to cup her ass cheek in the palm of my big hand through her skirt and panties. She had a nice ass, so shapely and so firm. I wanted to squeeze it, pat it, and slap it, but I didn't.
My other arm was around her waist with my fingers in contact with the side of her blouse and bra clad breast. I wanted to move my hand all of the way around her and in front of her with my hand touching, feeling, and fondling her big breast, but I didn't do that either. Then, when her nipple erected, I wanted to finger and feel that, too.
'Why do so many short women have such big tits,' I thought while wondering?
With her so petite and her having such big tits, she reminded me of a redheaded version of Dolly Parton, may she rest in peace. Only, Dolly had humongous E cup breasts that were much bigger than double D cup breasts. Except while Dolly had breast augmentation surgery in 1970 and again in 1980, her breasts weren't natural. Fiona's breasts are, indeed, natural.
Having watched her moving in, unbelievably, she was my new, next-door, exhibitionist of a neighbor.
'Lucky me,' I thought. 'Welcome to the neighborhood.'
# # #
"You know, if you wanted to get a dog, I could help you find one," I said. "With them hearing everything, they're great protection," I said.
She nodded her head in agreement.
"With you living alone, working so many hours, and with you living right next door to me, when I walk Polo, I could walk your dog, give him water, and feed him, too. I wouldn't mind. It's not an inconvenience at all. I work from home," I said with a smile.
She gave me a big smile. I hoped she would take me up on my offer. I'd love to go through her lingerie drawer while she is at work. I'd love to check her closet of any photo albums and her desktop computer to see if she had any sexy topless and naked photos of herself.
"Really? You'd do that for me," she said? "I'd pay you, of course."
I waved my hand.
"No need," I said. "You'd just have to give me a key to your apartment."
She nodded her head.
"I'll have an extra key made," she said.
# # #
"Do you know what kind of dog that you'd want," I asked?
She smiled.
"I'd want a Rat terrier," she said. "I'd want my own Polo."
I gave her a big smile.
"That's great. We can buy one from Polo's breeder. She's in Brattleboro, Vermont. She not only breeds Rat terriers, she also breeds horses, too. She has a beautiful piece of land. She attends horse shows in Northampton, Ma.," I said.
She returned my smile with her smile.
"How much do they cost," she asked?
"When I bought Polo, he was seven-hundred-dollars. Now, a Rat terrier goes for twelve-hundred-dollars to two-thousand to four-thousand-dollars, and as much as four-thousand-dollars for a dog with a champion pedigree," I said.
She nodded her head and smiled.
# # #
Later that night, blowing my mind, not expecting all that I was about to see, with my office window across from her bedroom window, I waited for her to get home from work. With her having just moved it, she hadn't had time to buy shades or blinds for her windows. While hoping that she'd undress while not realizing that her window was uncovered, I turned my office chair to face the window in preparation to watch the free show.
I poured myself a drink, lit up a cigar, and turned off the lights. Hoping that she would, I sat there in the dark while waiting for her to give me a strip tease show. Just my luck, she'd probably strip out of her clothes and change into her nightgown in the bathroom.
Not having to wait long, she turned on her bedroom light. With her bedroom windows uncovered, she excited me when she stood in front of her bedroom window facing my office window. No doubt, looking to see if anyone else was there who could see her, she looked down to survey the alleyway.
Clearly, she knew that I was there watching. Evidence that I was watching, I'm sure that she saw the flicker of my lit cigar. With her, my kind of woman, an exhibitionist whore, I fondled my penis through my pants while hoping that she'd undress in front of her bedroom window.
Then, not disappointing me, as if she was a stripper on stage, taking her time undressing, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. She looked down at herself before looking over at me to see what each unbuttoned button of her blouse revealed before unbuttoning the next button. Glad that I knew her name, I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, pulled out my prick and slowly stroked myself while watching her show of exhibitionism.


"I love you, Fiona. Show me your tits, baby. I want to see them. I can't wait to see them," I said, talking to myself for no one to hear while stroking myself.
Once her blouse was unbuttoned, I watched her remove it. I stared at her in her white bra as if I have never seen her in her bra before when I've watched her undressing in front of her bedroom window every night since she moved in. Then, she unbuttoned, unzipped, and allowed her short skirt to fall to her feet while staring over at me. I stared at her in her bra and panties.
I wonder what happened to his beautiful woman that turned her into an exhibitionist. Maybe she was sexually abused by her father, stepfather, brother, stepbrother, uncle, cousin, grandfather, or a family friend. Something that I'm happy to watch, she gets off by exposing her lingerie clad and naked body to me.
# # #
Holding my breath in sexual anticipation, I watched her reach behind herself to unhook her three-hook brassiere. Then, I watched her remove her bra straps from her shapely shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. While holding her bra cups in place with her hands, I watched her remove one bra cup before the other bra cup.
'Wow,' I thought. 'I love her tits.'
There they were, her shapely double, D cup breasts. Her breasts are so big. They're so shapely. She has beautiful tits that don't sag at all.
I stared at her dark pink, symmetrical areolas. While wishing that I could finger them and suck them, I stared at her light pink erect nipples. While giving her a cum bath, I'd love to cum all over her naked breasts.
I stared at her topless while only wearing her white, bikini panties. Forget about all the women I dated, I wanted her. Head over heels in love with her, I wanted no one else but her. I wanted to marry her and impregnate her with our babies.
# # #
Teasing me, I watched her cup her big breasts in the palms of her hand. She lifted her breasts to her mouth, first one, and then the other. Obviously, knowing that I was there watching, and possibly masturbating myself, erecting her nipples even bigger and harder, she sucked her nipples while staring over at me.
I watched her slowly roll down her panties. She was naked. She stared at me from across from the alley without her clothes. As if she was being fucked from behind, she leaned forward, put her hands on the window, and squished her naked breasts against the glass to flatten them and make her tits look even bigger.
Daring myself to do so, wanting to return her exhibitionism with my exhibitionism, I turned on my office light. I walked to the window. I quickly removed my shirt and my t-shirt. Then, I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. I pushed my pants down to my feet. Then, I pushed my briefs down to my feet, too.
I took my erect prick in my hand to show her my naked, erect cock. She laughed. She moved her hand up and down. She wanted to stroke me. She wanted to watch me masturbate myself.
She moved her hand to her mouth and moved her hand back and forth while pushing her cheek out with her tongue. She wanted to blow me. She wanted to stroke me while sucking me.
She wanted me to cum. She wanted to watch me cum. She wanted me to cum in her mouth.
I stroked my prick for her sexual delight. I stroked my cock faster. I stroked it harder.
After being sexually excited from watching herself naked, it didn't take me long to cum. I ejaculated all over my office window. She smiled, laughed, and applauded me.
I turned off my office light and went to bed.
# # #
When I was out walking the next day, she was walking towards me. I stopped to greet her. Not knowing what I was going to say, I said what I was thinking.
"Hi Fiona. You made my night last night. You're such a beautiful woman with such a shapely and sexy body. Thank you for undressing for me. I love seeing your big, naked, beautiful breasts. You made my day. I wish I could touch and feel them," I said. "I'd love to finger your erect nipples while sucking them."
Surprising me, she stepped closer to me. She looked one way before looking the other way. With no one coming, she grabbed my hand by my wrist. Shocking me, she put my hand on her big breast through her blouse and her bra. Then, reached her hand down and groped my bulging prick through my pants.
"You made me so aroused that I masturbated myself with my pink rabbit and fucked myself with my big, black dildo while imagining sucking your cock and you cumming in my mouth," she said, staring up at me. "I'd love to swallow your cum."
She smiled.
"I'd love for you to make love to me and fuck me," she said. "I'd love you to cum in my pussy, and give me your baby," she said shocking me that she wanted me as much as I wanted her.
# # #
Daring myself to ask her what I was thinking, she could always say no, or she could say yes.
"I'm going to the beach today," I said. "Would you like to come," I asked?
She nodded her head and smiled.
"I love the beach. Sure. I'd love to go to the beach with you," she said. "I can finally wear my new bikini."
Undressing her with my eyes, I stared at her big tits.
"Only," I said.
I paused.
"No need to wear your new bikini, it's a nude beach," I said.
She laughed.
"Oh, my," she said.
I looked at her after she gave me her reaction to going to a nude beach with me.
"I could have been a nudist," I said. "I love walking around naked."
She laughed. Then, she gave me a sexy smile and a naughty look.
"Sure," she said with a shrug. "I love to go to a nude beach," she said.
I gave her a big smile.
"It's a long drive, one-hundred miles, about two-hours," I said. "I'll take my Lincoln Town Car, it's more comfortable than my Mustang GT," I said.
# # #
Once we arrived there, we undressed in the car. I watched her removing her clothes, her blouse, her bra, her short skirt, and her panties.
"You may touch and feel my breasts," she said. "I love having my nipples fingered and sucked while I'm stroking a cock," she said.
She took me in her soft, warm, and tiny hand to stroke my big dick. We exited with our beach blanket, our towels, and bottled water. We walked naked along the beach while looking for the perfect spot.
The beach had mostly men, gay men. We ducked behind a sand dune, and laid out our towels there. My first time kissing her, we made out while feeling each other's naked bodies.
I fingered and ate her pussy, and she blew me. Then, we made love. We fucked. Finally, she stroked me while blowing me. Fiona sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth, and swallowed my cum.
When we looked up, half a dozen men surrounded us while masturbating. Stepping closer, they ejaculated all over Fiona. They exploded their loads on her tits, on her face, and in her hair. Not staying long, we decided to drive to Vermont and buy her a dog.
I called the breeder to set up an appointment for tomorrow. In the meantime, we went to the mall to buy her new puppy, a cage, a bed pad, food and water bowls, a collar, and a leash. The next day, while driving at the breeder, we talked about moving in with one another.
# # #
Together forever, we married shortly thereafter. We've been married for thirty-years. We bought a house, and have two children, a son and a daughter. The best thing that I ever did was to marry an exhibitionist woman.
When we're not having sex, she's flashing herself at the mall and wherever she goes. Careful of who she flashes, when she flashes, and where she flashes, she tells me about all of the men that she's allowed to see her sexy underwear, her naked breasts, and/or her naked body. Returning the favor, we work as a team to help me flash women.
During our pillow talk while we're having sex, she tells me everyone she flashes and I tell her everyone who I flashed. She tells me more about who else she'd love to flash and I tell her about who else that I'd love to flash. When someone comes to our front door, looking out of the peephole first to make sure that it isn't children, she opens the front door while naked to men and I open the front door while naked to women.
She's flashed the mailman, the UPS man, the FedEx man, the Amazon delivery man, the pizza and Chinese food delivery men. I've flashed real estate women, Amazon delivery women, women wanting me to sign their petitions, Jehovah Witness women, and women looking to sell something. Never flashing outside of the house, we only flash our naked bodies to people coming to our front door.
She's opened the front door while naked to our male relatives, friends, co-workers, and neighbors. I've opened the front door while naked to our female relatives, friends, co-workers, and neighbors. Not shy, morally modes, ashamed, and/or embarrassed, everyone we know have seen us without our clothes.
# # #
While pretending that I didn't know that we had company, I flashed her mother, sister, aunt, cousin, grandmother, and all of our female friends. With them all unaware that we were exhibitionists, while making it appear accidental, if only to see their reactions to seeing my naked, erect cock, I've dick flashed my mother, sister, aunt, cousin, grandmother, and our friends, too.
When my wife had her monthly book club with all of our female relatives, friends, neighbors, and co-workers invited, I waited until the women finished their second glass of white wine and were working on their third glasses of wine. I could tell when they were all inebriated by how loud the talking and the laughter grew. Forsaking my towel, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection before walking in the living room naked.
With about twenty, horny women in attendance, they all clapped, cheered, and whistled. Every woman, my mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother groped me. They stroked my prick and took me in their mouths.
As if I was a male stripper at a CFNM strip club, they not only allowed me to make out with them but also, they allowed me to feel their breasts through their blouses and bras. They even allowed me to remove their blouses and lift up their bras. I touched, felt, fondled, and groped their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their nipples.
Not stopping there, my wife's mother, sister, aunt, cousin, and grandmother groped me, too. They stroked me while taking me in their mouths to suck me.
Again, as if I was a male stripper at a CFNM strip club, they not only allowed me to make out with them but also, they allowed me to feel their breasts through their blouses and bras. They even allowed me to remove their blouses and lift up their bras. I touched, felt, fondled, and groped their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their nipples.
# # #
Then, when my grandmother held her Bible study group at my house, I did the same thing. While waiting for them all to be drunk enough, I entered the living room naked. These holy rollers were no different than the woman at my mom's book club. They all touched me, stroked me, and sucked me.
They all allowed me to make out with them. They all allowed me to feel their breasts through their blouses and bras. They didn't stop me when I removed their blouses and lifted their bras. I felt and fondled their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their nipples.
Even Sister Mary Elizabeth and Mother Superior Mary allowed me to have my way with their naked breasts. Returning the favor, they both stroked my prick while sucking my prick. They even allowed me to cum in their holy mouths and they swallowed my cum.
"Praise the Lord!"
Finally, when my wife had her lingerie party, I flashed every woman my erect, naked prick while they flashed me what they looked like in sheer and sexy nightgowns, bras and panties, topless, and naked. Over the years, with us having an open marriage, Fiona has had sex with many of my friends, relatives, her relatives, and co-workers. She's allowed me to have sex with many of her friends, relatives, my relative, and co-workers, too.
The End
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Fuck my Mother and my Sister, too
Man tells his friend to fuck his mother & his sister, too.
My name is John but everyone calls me Jack. My best friend, Paul, has always been sexually attracted to my mother and my sister. Who wouldn't be?
My mom, Elizabeth, is a MILF and my sister, Veronica, is drop dead gorgeous. They both have sexy and shapely bodies. More than that, something that he doesn't know, they're both whores. They would have sex with anyone, anywhere, including him, especially him. Something else that he doesn't know, I want to have sex with them, too.
With him always going on and on about them, I'm tired of hearing him incessantly talking about how beautiful they are. How shapely they are. How sexy they are. I'm sick of hearing him tell me how much he wants to have sex with my mother, my sister, and/or threesome sex with them both.
What's wrong with him confessing that to me? How dare he? This is my mother and my sister.
He incessantly talks about the sizes of their big breasts. He talks about the curve of their asses. He talks about their pretty faces, and their beautiful hair. He talks about how much he wants to make love to them, and fuck them.
He goes on about how much he wants them to stroke his cock before sucking his prick. He tells me over and again; how much he wants them to blow him. He wants to cum in their mouths and watch them swallow his cum.
Every time he sees them, something that excites me instead of angers me, he tells me how much that he'd love to make out with them while feeling them through their clothes. He tells me how much that he'd love to slowly undress them, and strip them naked. He confesses how much that he'd love to finger and lick their pussies.
He admits that he'd love to give them both orgasms with his fingers and his tongue. He admits that he'd love to hear and watch them cum. Then, once they had their orgasms, he'd mount them, and make love to them before fucking them fast and hard enough to give them a second orgasm, this time with his cock. He'd love to cum in my sister's pussy and impregnate her with their baby.
# # #
Normally what he says about my mother and my sister would offend me that he inappropriately talks about my mother and my sister in such a disrespectful, sexual way. Only, while wishing that I could have sex with one or the other, I want him to have sex with them as much as he wants to have sex with them. Something he doesn't know, using him as my incestuous go between, after he's had sex with one of them or both of them, I want him to tell me all about it. I want him to tell me what they said and what they did, and how it felt.
Something else that he doesn't know, they want to have sex with him, as much as he wants to have sex with them. Normally, I'd be uncomfortable hearing him talking about how much he sexually wants them but I'm not. Afterall, these aren't just any women. They are my mother and my sister
How dare he lust over them my MILF of a mother, and my sexy sister? Yet, how can I blame him when I lust over them, too? I understand why he wants to have sex with them because I want to have sex with them, too. I want to do all that he says that he wants to do to their beautiful, naked bodies.
I'd love to make out with my mother and/or with my sister while feeling them through their clothes. I'd love to French kiss them while slowly undressing them. I want to slowly strip them both naked and touch, feel, and fondle their naked bodies where a son shouldn't touch and feel his mother, and a brother shouldn't touch and feel his sister.
Only, I can't have sex with them. I can't cross that line. Having sex with them is forbidden, illicit, and illegal. It's incest, and is something that will scar me and them for the rest of our lives.
Having sex with my mother and/or my sister is wrong on so many levels. Having sex with either one of them, especially with us living in the same house is nasty. If I did sexually seduce either one of them or both of them, I'd need to spend thousands of dollars talking to a psychiatrist for years as to why I had sex with my mother and/or my sister.
Truthfully, and again, I'd love to make out with my mother while feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to slowly unbutton her blouse and remove it. I'd love to feel her breasts and finger her erect nipples through her sheer brassiere. Then, I'd love to remove her bra, too. I'd love to see, touch, feel, fondle, and grope my mother's naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples.
'Oh, mom,' I thought while stroking myself. 'I want to have sex with you. I want to make you my woman.'
Then, I thought of making love, fucking my sister, and cumming in her pussy. I imagined impregnating my sister. I envisioned giving her our baby.
Something that I long to do, I'd French kiss my mother on her lips. I'd love to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her. Again, something that I wish she'd allow me to do, I'd make out with my mother while touching, feeling, and fondling her everywhere through her clothes.
I'd continue making out with her while unbuttoning her blouse, removing it, and removing her bra. I'd love to pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. I'd love to take her nipples in my mouth, first one and then the other. While she puts a gentle hand to the back of my head as if breastfeeding me, I'd love to suck her nipples, my mother's teats.
I'd love to unbutton and unzip her short skirt. I'd love to watch her skirt slowly slide down to her feet and collect around her ankles. I'd love to remove her skirt to reveal her sheer and revealing bikini panties. After staring at her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of brown, bushy pubic hair, I'd love to remove her panties, too.
I'd love to strip my mother naked. I'd love to touch, feel, and fondle her naked body all over. Not stopping with stripping her naked, I'd love to photograph her naked body in all positions to show my friends my naked mother and to prove to them that I had sex with her. I'd love to take selfies of her stroking me, sucking me, and fucking me. I'd love to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked body everywhere that a son should never touch, feel, fondle, and grope his naked mother while continuing to make out with her.
# # #
As if I owned it, I'd love to cup my mom's naked cunt in the palm of my hand. I'd love to slide a slow finger along her pussy slit. I imagine parting her swollen pussy lips with my finger and inserting them inside of her.
I'd rub her clit. I'd finger fuck her. I'd find her G spot and press on that. I'd masturbate my mother with her vibrator and her dildo. I'd love to give her an orgasm and see and hear her cum. I'd love to see and hear her cum.
Having met Paul's mother, he told me that he wasn't sexually attracted to her. Who would be sexually attracted to her? She's short, fat, has a big ass, and is flat chested.
He told me that he constantly masturbates over imagining my mother and my sister naked, and having sex with them. He told me that he has always been attracted to older women, especially older women with big breasts. My mom certainly has big breasts, and my big sister does, too.
With him a handsome man with black hair and blue eyes, he stands six-four-inches tall and weighs a slim and muscular two-hundred pounds. I know that he has a big dick because I've seen it. In the way that he has always been sexually attracted to my mother and to my sister, something that I didn't know and recently discovered, they have always been attracted to him.
When they didn't know that I was listening, and with them well aware that he's sexually attracted to them, I've heard them talking about wanting to have sex with him. The whores that they both are, my sister wanted to fuck him and my mother wanted to make love to him. They both wanted him to strip them naked and allow him to have his way with their naked bodies.
Daring myself to do so, I teased him. I told him all that he wanted to hear. I told him what I already do with my mother and my sister that he wants to do with my mother and my sister. Then, I told him the truth. I told him that both my mother and my sister wanted to have sex with him.
# # #
"With me an early riser, I make them coffee and breakfast before they're up," I said to Paul. "As soon as they smell the bacon, my mother and my sister awaken and emerge from their bedrooms. Because it's so hot in our apartment, they don't wear robes over their short, sexy, low-cut, and sheer nightgowns. Immorally immodest, unashamed, and unembarrassed, I can clearly see their shapely bodies through their nightgowns as if they're already naked."
I gave him a smile.
"Before they even pour themselves a cup of coffee and sit at the kitchen counter to drink it, they kiss me good morning while giving me a pelvic-to-pelvic hug," I said to Paul. "As if they're my girlfriends, my wives, or my lovers, they kiss and hug me longer than what's appropriate for a mother to kiss and hug her son and a sister to kiss and hug her brother," I said. "They always give me an erection."
I smiled at him again.
"I bet if you stayed overnight in my house, the next morning they'd do the same to you," I said.
No doubt while wishing it was him that they were kissing on the lips and hugging, he stared at me with horniness. He stared at me with his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth hanging open. Teasing him while goading him, he wanted to have sex with my mother and my sister as much as I did.
# # #
"First my mom kisses me on the lips while hugging me. Curious to see her reaction to me romantically making out with her, tempted to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her, I return her kiss with my kiss and her hug with my hug. Only, while pulling her tight to hug her longer, she allows me to slip my horny hand low enough to cup and squeeze her shapely ass through her nightgown," I said. "When I do, she reaches her hand down between us to fondle the head of my erect prick with her manicured fingertips."
I stared down at the bulge that he was developing in his jeans after telling him all that my mother and sister do every morning when they wake up.
"With her not stopping me, I've even lifted the back of her nightgown to her waist to feel and squeeze her naked ass while she laughs. With her dieting and exercising, her ass is still very firm. Not slapping my horny hand away, she even wiggles her ass in my hand," I said to Paul. "My whore likes me touching and feeling her where I shouldn't touch and feel her."
He looked at me stunned.
"Oh, my God, Jack. I wish your mother was my mother," he said. "With me not sexually attracted to my mother, I'd never grope my mother in the way that you're lucky to grope your mother. Yes, I agree, your mom does have an incredible ass, especially for a woman her age."
I smiled.
"Then, when my sexy sister arrives in the kitchen wearing her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightie without having the moral modesty to wear a robe over it, she kisses me good morning on the lips, too. Instead of feeling her shapely ass, I feel the sides of her big breasts while she gives me a pelvic-to-pelvic hug," I said. "I love touching and feeling my sister's big tits."
Again, he stared at me with his eyes bugging out of his head and his mouth falling open.
"Nearly touching her erect nipples, and with her not stopping me, and allowing me to do so, I feel both of the sides of her C cup naked breasts through her nightgown. With her body pressed against my body, while she rubs herself against me, she always gives me an erection," I said. "Like mother, like daughter, my sister reaches her hand down between us to fondle my erect prick with her manicured fingertips.
He stared at me stunned.
# # #
Then, what I asked him to do next, sealed the deal.
"Do me a favor, Paul," I said.
He smiled at me.
"What? You know that I'll do anything for you," he said.
He smiled at me, no doubt, while thinking of my mother and my sister naked and having sex with them.
"What do you want me to do," asked? "Who do you want me to murder?"
I returned his smile with my smile. I put my hand to his shoulder. Then, I shocked him by what I said.
"I give you, my blessings," I said.
I gave him a dramatic pause.
"I want you to have sex with my mother and my sister," I said. "I want you to fuck them both. I want you to cum in their pussies. I want them to blow you. I want you to cum in their mouths, and watch them swallow your cum."
He looked at me stunned.
"Listen to me. I know for a fact that they want to have sex with you. I've heard them talking about you," I said.
He looked at me with sexual excitement.
"They not only want you to strip them naked but also, they want you to finger and lick their pussies. They want you to make love to them before fucking them, too," I said. "Then, after stroking your cock, they want to suck your prick. They both want to blow you."
With his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth falling open, he stared at me as if I was joking and wasn't serious about wanting him to have sex with my mother and my sister.
"After you give them multiple orgasms with your fingers, your tongue, and your cock, they'll stroke you. They'll suck you. They'll allow you to cum in their mouths and will swallow your cum," I said again.
Again, not sparing any details while toying with his sexual desires, I told him all that he wanted to hear. He stared at me stunned. He was dumbfounded.
"My mother and sisters are whores. If you made the first move, they both could be whores for you," I said. "Trust me. They will not only fuck you but also, they will suck you, too."
# # #
"I don't know, Jack. Even though I'd love to have sex with your mother and/or your sister, I don't know how to go about seducing them," he said. "Even though you said that they wanted to have sex with me, I can't imagine them wanting to have sex with me," he said.
He shook his head.
"I can't imagine having sex with either one of them or both of them, together. They're so beautiful. They'd never want to have sex with me. They're both out of my league," he said.
I made a face.
"Tomorrow, after my sister leaves for work, I'll leave the house for a few hours. I'll tell my mom that I won't be back until noon. As soon as I leave, I want you to go to my house. My mother will be alone and will still be in her nightgown," I said.
Paul stared at me with sexual anticipation.
"She'll invite you inside and will offer you a cup of coffee and a Danish," I said.
He smiled at me. I returned his smile with my smile.
"With my mom is an exhibitionistic tease. She'll sit across from you on the couch after she offers you the chair across from her. Something that she always does with me, and with anyone else who visits, she'll part her knees enough for you to see her brown, bushy pussy," I said.
I laughed.
"She loves flashing her naked cunt. Then, when leaning forward to remove her coffee cup from the coffee table, she'll flash you a great down nightgown view of her naked breasts," I said. "She loves flashing her tits as much as she loves flashing her pussy."
He stared at me stunned, no doubt, while imagining my mother flashing him her naked pussy and her naked breasts.
# # #
"My mom is an exhibitionist whore. She could have been a nudist. I'd love to take her to a nude beach. If I asked her, she'd probably go. Only, I wouldn't want to see someone that I know there. Yet, if they're at the nude beach, too, they probably wouldn't want me to see them there either," I said with a laugh.
I smiled at him.
"All that you have to do to sexually seduce my mother is to stand from your chair and sit beside her on the couch. Then, take her in your arms and kiss her on her lips. Part her lips with your tongue and French kiss my mother," I said.
Paul smiled at me.
"That's it. That's all that you need to do to have sex with my mother is to kiss her, French kiss her," I said.
# # #
Just as I told him to do, he went to my house. My mother invited him inside, offered him coffee, and a Danish. As soon as she opened the front door and closed the door behind him, he took her in his arms and he kissed her.
He parted her lips with his tongue and French kissed her. She returned his French kiss with her long, wet kiss. She took him into her bedroom and removed her nightgown. My best friend had sex with my mother.
He made out with her. Parting her swollen pussy lips with his fingers, he rubbed her clit, finer fucked her, and pressed on her G spot. He masturbated her and gave her an orgasm with his fingers.
Then, making himself comfortable between her legs, he ate her pussy. He gave my mother another orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue. From there he mounted her and made love to her before fucking her fast and hard enough to give her a third orgasm, this time with his cock.
After he ejaculated in my mom's pussy, she blew him. She stroked his cock while sucking his prick. She allowed him to cum in her mouth and she swallowed his cum.
Knowing that he'd have sex with my mother, I told him what I wanted him to do. Now, it was his job to tell me all of the sexual details about him having sex with my mother. Leaving nothing out, I wanted him to tell me everything, what she sounded and looked like when having her orgasms.
"After you have sex with my mother, and after you tell me everything, I want you to take topless and naked photos of her. Trust me, she won't deny you from taking a few, sexy cheesecake photos of her," I said.
I paused.
"I want you to take photos of my mother in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. I want you to take videos of her blowing you. I want you to take videos of her stroking your cock while sucking your cock and you cumming in her mouth," I said.
I laughed.
"I want you to take more photos of eating her, making love to her, and fucking her, too," I said.
# # #
Unable to speak, he looked at me stunned.
"Now that you had sex with my mother, I want you to have sex with my whore of a sister, Veronica. I want you to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I want you to slowly undress her. I want you to strip her naked and touch, feel, and fondle her naked body everywhere," I said.
He looked at me with as much shock as he stared at me with sexual excitement.
"I want you to make yourself comfortable between her long and shapely legs. I want you to finger her pussy while licking her cunt. I want you to eat my sister. I want you to give her an orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue," I said.
He looked at me as if I was joking.
"Then, after you give her oral sex, I want you to mount her. I want you to make love to her. After you give her another orgasm, this time with your cock, I want you to fuck her. I want you to fuck my sister fast and hard enough to give her a third orgasm," I said.
He stared at me with his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth hanging open.
"After you have sex with her, I want you to take photos of her. I want you to take photos of her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. I want you to take videos of her blowing you. I want you to take videos of her stroking your cock while sucking your cock, and you cumming in her mouth," I said.
Still unable to speak, he continued staring at me.
"My sister will be alone Saturday morning. My mom goes out with her friends for breakfast. She'll be gone for hours," I said.
Paul nodded his head.
"As you did with my mother, I want you to do with my sister. Like mother, like daughter, all that it takes for you to sexually seduce my sister is to kiss her. As soon as she opens the front door, and closes the door behind you, take her in your arms and kiss her. Part her lips with your tongue and French kiss her. Trust me, she'll take you into her bedroom and will fuck you," I said.


# # #
I want you to make out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I want you to slowly undress her. I want you to strip her naked and touch, feel, and fondle her naked body everywhere," I said.
He looked at me with as much shock as he stared at me with sexual excitement.
"I want you to make yourself comfortable between her long and shapely legs. I want you to finger her pussy while licking her cunt. I want you to eat my sister. I want you to give her an orgasm with your fingers and with your tongue," I said.
He looked at me stunned as if I was joking.
"Then, after you give her oral sex, I want you to mount her. I want you to make love to her before fucking her. After you give her another orgasm, this time with your cock, I want you to fuck her. I want you to fuck my sister fast and hard enough to give her a third orgasm," I said.
Still unable to speak, he stared at me with his eyes bulging out of his head and his mouth hanging open.
"After you have sex with her, I want you to take photos of her. I want you to take photos of her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. I want you to take videos of her blowing you. I want you to take videos of her stroking your cock while sucking your cock," I said.
# # #
"I have my sister's bedroom and my mother's bedroom wired with hidden cameras. I want to watch you having sex with both of them," I said. "I want to watch you make out with them while feeling them through their clothes. I want to watch you slowly undress them and strip them both naked," I said.
I laughed a demonic laugh.
"I want to watch you finger and lick their pussies. After you give them both orgasms with your fingers and with your tongue, I want to watch you mount them, and make love to them before fucking them, and giving them another orgasm, this time with your cock. Finally, I want to watch the both of them blow you," I said.
I laughed.
"I want to watch you cum in my mother's and in my sister's mouths. I want to watch them swallow your cum. Then, I'd love to watch you ejaculate a second load of cum all over their pretty faces, in their hair, and across their naked breasts. I want to watch you giving them both a cum baths," I said. "I want you to photograph them both dripping with your cum."
# # #
"After you've had sex with them both, this weekend, Labor Day, we'll take them to a nude beach. After seeing my mother and my sister naked, and them seeing me naked, too, they'll allow me to have sex with them behind a sand dune while horny men watch and jerk off. It wouldn't surprise me if my mother sister had gang bang sex with them, too," I said.
I stared at my friend with satisfaction that he did my bidding.
"I can't wait to see them naked and for them both to see me naked, too," I said.
I smiled at Paul.
"I can't wait to have sex with my mother. I can't wait to have sex with my sister," I said.
I nodded my head.
"I can't wait to eat their pussies, and make love to them before fucking them. After cumming in both of their pussies, I can't wait for my sister and my mother to stroke my cock while sucking my cock. I hope I impregnate my sister with our baby," I said.
I smiled up at my friend.
"I can't wait for them to blow me. I can't wait to cum in their mouths and watch them swallow my cum. Then, as soon as they relieve the pressure of their lips without removing my prick from their mouths, I can't wait to ejaculate a second load of cum all over their faces, in their beautiful hair, and across their naked breasts. I can't wait to give them both cum baths, and see them and photograph them dripping with cum," I said.
The End
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Sister, Friend & Cousin are Virgins
My virgin, shapely stepsister is nineteen years old today.
"Happy Birthday, Christine," I said as soon as she entered the kitchen.
Already up making coffee, something that never happens with her mother, with my stepmother hovering over us, we were both in the kitchen alone. We were never alone. I wanted to take advantage of this moment of solitude.
My stepsister, Christine, was in her short, sheer, low-cut, and sexy nightgown without wearing a robe over it, and I was in my T-shirt and pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear. I could see through her nearly transparent nightgown as if she was naked. Thank God, her mother was in her bedroom getting dressed. This was my chance to wish my stepsister a happy birthday in private, and on a more personal level.
Surprising even myself, daring myself to do so, I walked up to her and put my arm around her toned waist, and hugged her. As if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife, or lovers, she put her arms around my neck. We looked into one another's eyes while knowing what was about to happen. I liked my stepsister as much as she liked me.
Something that I had always wanted to do, my first time kissing her on her lips, I kissed her Happy Birthday. Then, not stopping there, while waiting for her to stop me, with her laughing with glee, I gave her nineteen birthday kisses on her lips, and with one extra-long kiss for good luck. Again, daring myself to do so, something that I've never done before but always wanted to do, I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her.
I couldn't believe that I not only kissed my stepsister on her lips nineteen times but also, I gave her a French kiss for good luck. Even more unbelievable, with her such a good kisser, I couldn't believe she returned my kiss with her kiss. My stepsister kissed me as romantically as I kissed her.
When she didn't pull away and/or turn her head but returned my French kiss with her wet, long kiss, I gave her a pelvic-to-pelvic hug. She felt so good in my arms. Continuing to make out with her, while waiting for her to stop me, I slid a slow hand down behind her to cup and squeeze her firm and shapely ass through her nightgown. Again, daring myself to do so, while continuing to kiss her, I felt her C cup breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown with my other horny hand.
I loved feeling her firm ass as much as I loved feeling her big tits, and fingering her erect nipples. Kissing her while inappropriately feeling Christine through her nightgown made me hot and horny. So soft and so firm at the same time, she had one hell of a body. She gave me a noticeable erection. I pushed her ass forward and humped her, as if I was ready to fuck her virginal pussy.
Hoping she'd take the hint, I rubbed my erect cock against her toned tummy. Not stepping back nor pushing me away, something that I wouldn't do if my stepmom was in the kitchen with us, she laughed when I gave her nineteen birthday kisses while counting them down out loud. Then, again, not turning her head away and/or pulling away from me, she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss. My first time making a pass at her, I made out with my stepsister, more unbelievably, she made out with me, too.
Then, showing me that she sexually wanted me as much as I sexually wanted her, she did something that I never expected her to do. She reached her hand down between us and into my pajama bottoms. She took my erect, naked cock in her hand inside of my pajama bottoms. Her soft and warm hand felt good on my big and hard dick.
I couldn't believe my stepsister had my prick in her hand with her long fingers wrapped around it. Not letting go of my cock, as if it belonged there, while still continuing to kiss me, she fondled the head of my engorged prick with her manicured fingertips. Then, taking a big breath, she squeezed my cock and cupped my testicles with her eyes closed. She wanted my hard cock as much as I wanted her wet pussy.
She stepped back and turned away from me when her mother, Elizabeth, my stepmother walked in the kitchen. Had her mother not appeared, I swear, she would have pushed down my pajama bottoms and stared at my engorged prick while stroking me. Something that I would have loved for her to do, my sexy stepsister would have given me a hand job on her birthday. I would have loved o cum for Christine.
In the way that she returned my French kiss with her long, wet kiss, she may have even moved to her knees and blown me. I would have loved Christine to have given me a blowjob on her birthday. Only, with her a virgin, her hand job and/or blowjob would have been her first time having her way with an erect prick.
Still, I would have loved to cum in my stepsister's beautiful mouth. I imagined her on her knees in front of me stroking me while sucking me. I imagined putting a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I imagined humping her mouth and fucking her face. I imagined cumming in her virginal mouth and watching her swallow.
"I love you, sis," I said, whispering in her ear. "Happy nineteenth Birthday."
# # #
My name is Ryan. I'm twenty-two-years-old. I still live with my stepmother after my dad died of COVID several years ago.
Having just graduated from college, majoring Computer Science, and minoring in all things, AI, artificial intelligence, I took the summer off. While considering my options, feeling a bit like Benjamin Braddock, Dustin Hoffman's character in the Graduate, I searched for a full-time job. In the meantime, I work from home part-time writing computer code for a software company.
When not working, I play video games and/or watch porn. I especially watch porn of actresses who look like my stepsister, Christine, or my stepmother, Elizabeth. I'm sexually attracted to both of them. I'd love to have sex with either one or both of them together. How hot would it be to have threesome sex with my stepmother and my stepsister? Yet, even though I'm a good-looking man with a big prick, they'd never have sex with me. Nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, I'd never have mother and daughter sex.
While my stepmother, Liz, is out running errands and shopping with her sister, Maureen, my step aunt, and their best friend, Samantha, we took advantage of the alone time. Christine invited her best friend, Jennifer, Maureen's daughter, our cousin, and Elaine, Samantha's daughter, over to celebrate her birthday. Their plan was for all of them to drink champagne and get drunk on her birthday. Only, pleasantly surprised, I didn't know that I'd be included in their drunken birthday plans.
Something that I didn't know, after her friends arrived, and my stepmom, aunt, and friend left to run errands and do some shopping, all three virgins planned on sexually seducing me. The three women wanted me to take sexual advantage of them. They wanted me to fuck them and take their virginity. They planned on having sex with me. They planned on playing spin the needle that they took from a board game that they had.
"Ryan," called my sister from her bedroom. "Come in my bedroom and play a game with us."
As soon as I opened my sister's bedroom door, I couldn't believe all that I was seeing. The three virgins were sitting on my sister's bed. All dressed the same, crop tops and short skirts, with them all nineteen-years-old, and ready to start college in September, and with them all so very pretty, they all looked so young. They looked so sexy. With them all looking so sophisticated, if I didn't know that they were virgins, I never would have guessed that they were.
With them wearing only six articles of clothing when counting their shoes, I'm surprised they didn't ask me to play strip poker with them. I would have loved to play strip poker with them. After having French kissed my stepsister while she groped my erection and I fondled her ass and her breasts while fingering her erect nipples through her nightgown, left alone with three, horny women, I was in trouble. I wondered what kind of game they wanted to play.
My first time in Christine's bedroom, I sat on my stepsister's bed with them. Sitting there with their short skirts raised nearly to their crotches, as if they were sexually teasing me, and they were, they sat with their legs spread wide open. In the way that they were all sitting, not sitting like ladies, they weren't shy about flashing me up skirt peeks of their panties.
I loved seeing their panties. I not only stared at their exposed panties, I stared at their pussy mounds, their camel toes, their pussy slits, and all that I could clearly see of their trimmed pubic hair through their sheer panties. All very pretty women, with great bodies, they've been best friends since grammar school. Judging by how they were sitting and exposing themselves to me, they wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with them.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'I don't know where to look.'
"The rules of the game are simple," said Christine. "We take turns spinning the needle. Whoever the needle lands on must be kissed," she said. "It's like spinning the bottle but with a spinning needle instead of a spinning bottle."
She laughed.
"Because it's my birthday, I'll go first," she said.
# # #
She spun the wheel, and the needle pointed to her best friend, Jennifer. Seemingly, as if they had played this game before, Christine turned to her best friend. She not only kissed her on the lips but also, she parted her lips with her tongue and French kissed her. While kissing one another, they reached their hands up each other's crop tops and felt one another's breasts through their bras. I already had an erection while watching them making out with one another.
While kissing her best friend and cousin, all three of them continued giving me great upskirt peeks of their panties. Christine wore sheer, pink panties, Jennifer wore light blue, sheer panties, and Elaine wore sheer, yellow panties. I loved seeing their panties. I stared at their panty-clad pussies while they kissed.
Every time they moved, especially when they raised their arms over their heads, they flashed me up crop top views of the bottoms of their bras. Christine wore a matching pink bra, Jennifer wore a matching light, blue bra, and Elaine wore a matching yellow bra. With them all flashing me their bras and panties, I already had a throbbing and pulsating erection. Truthfully with them continuing to flash me their sex lingerie, they were acting more like whores than like virgins.
Then, Jennifer spun the wheel and the needle pointed to her friend, Elaine. Again, as if they had played this game before, Jennifer gave Elaine a long, wet kiss while they felt one another's breasts through their bras up their crop tops. It was so hot to see and watch. There's nothing like watching two, hot women making out with one another.
Elaine's turn to spin the wheel, the needle landed on me. Immediately, she turned to me and kissed me on my lips. She parted my lips with her tongue, placed her hand on my erect cock, and placed my hand on her crop top covered breasts. I immediately moved my horny hand under her crop top and felt her bra clad breast while she felt and fondled my erect cock through my jeans.
# # #
While already working on their second glass of white champagne, the game quickly changed from innocent kissing and petting to strip poker. The women quickly lost the first couple of hands and removed their shoes. I lost the next couple of hands and removed my shoes. Then, Christine lost the next hand and removed her crop top. Still flashing me her panties, my sexy stepsister sat in front of me in her bra and short skirt.
Jennifer and Elaine quickly followed suit and removed their crop tops. Proving not to be very good poker players, all three women sat before me in their short skirts and in their sexy and sheer, low-cut bras. All three women continued sitting with their legs wide open while exposing their panties to me.
I stared at the tops of their jiggling breasts. I stared at their long line of sexy cleavages, I stared at all that I could see of their areolas, and their erect nipples through their sheer bras. With Christine having C cup breasts, Jennifer having D cup breasts, and Elaine having double D cup breasts, I loved their big tits.
Whether they were deliberately losing or unintentionally losing the game, the women lost the next three hands and had to remove their short skirts. Something that I'll be masturbating over later, they sat before me in their sexy and colourful panties and bras. I lost the next two hands and removed my shirt and jeans. While they were in their sexy lingerie, I sat across from them in my briefs that bulged with my erection.
Again, they lost the next three hands and had to remove their bras. I couldn't believe that they were ready to remove their bras in front of me. Unembarrassed, unashamed, and not shy about their topless nudity, I lost the next hand. I stared at their big, naked breasts as if I'd never seen tits before.
"You lose," said my stepsister. "Take them off."
Jennifer and Elaine joined in with my stepsister's chants. "Take them off. Take them off," they chanted.
They all stared at me while waiting for me to strip naked.
"Show us your cock, Ryan. We all want to see your erect, naked prick. C'mon, we showed you our tits, now we all want to see you naked," said Christine.
I climbed off the bed and stood in front of them while they stared at me removing my briefs. I removed my underwear and stood before them with a big and hard erection. They not only looked, they stared. Then, they took turns touching, feeling, squeezing, and stroking my cock.
While staring up at me and smiling, my stepsister leaned forward, reached out her arm, took me in her hand, squeezed my cock, and stroked my prick. Then, Jennifer took me in her hand. While smiling up at me, she squeezed my cock before stroking my prick. Finally, Elaine took me in her hand. While smiling up at me, too, she squeezed my big dick before stroking my prick, too. They all took turns giving me brief hand jobs.
Then, surprising me, my stepsister leaned forward to take me in her hand again. She stroked me before taking me in her mouth. Christine was blowing me. Something that I was surprised for her to do but was happy that she did, my stepsister was sucking my cock. I couldn't wait to cum in her beautiful and virginal mouth.
Then, giving Jennifer a turn, she took me in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. Finally, Elaine took me in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. Stopping before allowing me to cum in their mouths, I couldn't believe it, all three women took turns blowing me. I'll be masturbating over these three women blowing me for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
Finally, no longer playing the game, they all stood and removed their panties. Shocking me, I looked from one naked pussy to the other naked pussy. In the way that they all took me in their mouths to suck me while stroking me, I wanted to finger and lick all of their pussies.
"Make love to us, Ryan," said my stepsister. "Then, fuck us. Break our hymens and give us orgasms with your cock," said Christie. "Take our virginity before we leave for college. Fuck us, Ryan. Fuck us. We all don't want to be virgins anymore. We want to be women, sexually experienced women"
I pushed my naked stepsister back on her bed, and mounted her. She reached down and parted her swollen pussy lips with the head of my cock. With a gentle hump, my prick slid inside her warm and wet, virginal pussy. While kissing her, I made slow and sweet love to her while Jennifer and Elaine watched.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, no longer making love, we were fucking. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. I fucked my stepsister and she fucked me. With me not wearing protection, hoping to make her pregnant, it didn't take me long to cum in her pussy.
Jennifer was next, as I did with my stepsister, I did with her. I mounted her and made slow and sweet love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, and with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, no longer making love, I fucked her and she fucked me. I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy, too.
Last but not least was Elaine. In the way that I made slow and passionate love to Christine and Jennifer, I made slow and passionate love to Elaine, too. Then, humping her faster and harder, and with her returning my fast and hard humps, we were fucking. I fucked Elaine and she fucked me. As I did with my sister and her best friend, I exploded a load of cum in her pussy, too.
Blood from their virginal pussies stained the sheet. The women destroyed the evidence. The women quickly climbed out of bed and removed and changed the sheet.
Then, they took turns stroking and sucking my cock. Stroking me faster and stroking me harder while sucking me deeper, they wanted me to cum in their mouths. They all wanted to swallow my cum. If it wasn't enough that I fucked them all, I couldn't believe that three, nineteen-year-old women took turns stroking my cock and sucking my prick. I'll be masturbating over this wonderful day for the rest of horny life.
# # #
Before they finished blowing me, and allowed me to cum in their beautiful mouths, never hearing her coming home, my stepmom, Elizabeth, her sister, Maureen, and their friend, Samantha, opened Christine's bedroom door without knocking.
While the women waited their turns to blow me, we were all sitting on Christine's bed naked. Instead of staring at their naked daughters, they all stared at me. Her mom caught her daughter with my cock buried in her virginal mouth. Quickly, with a push of her tongue, my stepsister released me from her mouth. All three women stared at my naked, erect cock, as if they had never seen a naked, erect cock.
"Get out," screamed my stepmother at me. "How dare you take advantage of these women? What's wrong with you? Go to your room," she said. "I'll deal with you later."
With me having no place to go, and unable to afford my own place to live, asking me to leave, I figured that my stepmother would throw me out of her house.
As embarrassed as I was ashamed, I ran out of Christine's room while covering my erect cock with my hand. I couldn't believe that my stepmother, my aunt, and their best friend saw me naked. Instead of looking away, all three women not only looked at my prick, they stared at my big dick. Feeling like the pervert that I am, never have I been as embarrassed.
"Put some clothes on," she said to her daughter.
She peered out of Christine's bedroom window that overlooked the driveway.
"Your grandparents just got here. They're sitting in the driveway waiting to take you to your birthday party," she said.
# # #
As soon as Christine, her friend, and her cousin dressed and left the house to go to my stepsister's birthday party at her grandparents' house, my stepmother, my aunt, and their friend filed into my bedroom. Still naked, I was stroking myself over seeing Christine, Jennifer, and Elaine naked, and having sex with me. I stroked myself to a big and hard erection over my stepmother, my aunt, and their friend seeing me naked.
Then, shocking me, my stepmom, my aunt, and their friend closed my bedroom door behind them. Not believing my eyes, as if they were strippers on stage, they slowly and seductively removed their clothes. I watched my stepmother, Elizabeth, her sister, Maureen, and their friend, Samantha, unbutton their blouses all at the same time.
They removed their blouses to show me their sheer, sexy, and low-cut bras. Not stopping there, they unbuttoned, unzipped, and removed their short skirts. The three, mature women stood before me in their panties and bras. As if they were lingerie models, they turned one way before turning the other way while seductively posing in their underwear. Then, they all bent at the waists to show me their panty-clad, shapely asses.


'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. Instead of throwing me out of the house, they want to have sex with me.'
Then, in unison, they all reached behind them to unhook and remove their bras. Taking their time, they removed their bra straps from their shoulders, and their arms from their bra straps. Finally, holding their bra cups in place, they removed one bra cup before removing the other bra cup.
They were topless. I stared at six naked breasts. I loved their tits. My stepmother, Elizabeth and her sister, Maureen, have D cup breasts. Their friend, Samantha, has double D cup breasts.
Not done undressing they all slowly and seductively pushed down their panties. They strip themselves naked. I stared at my stepmother's brown, trimmed pussy. I stared at my aunt's bushy, red pussy. I stared at their friend's, blonde, trimmed pussy.
In one wonderful day, I saw twelve naked breasts, and six naked cunts, I saw six naked women, while six, sexy women stared at my erect, naked prick. Three women stroke me and sucked me before I made love to and fucked three women. Moreover, three women fucked me.
Now, I was about to have sex with three more naked women. I couldn't believe my luck. They all wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with them.
# # #
Then, showing me their indignation for having had sex with their daughters, taking turns, they had sex with me. My stepmom sat on my face while my aunt stroked and sucked my cock. I fingered and licked her pussy. As soon as I gave my stepmom an orgasm and ejaculated a load of cum in my aunt's mouth, they switched positions.
My aunt sat on my face, while my stepmother blew me. I fingered and licked my aunt's pussy. As soon as I ejaculated a load of cum in my stepmother's mouth, and gave my aunt an oral orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I made love to Samantha before fucking her fast and hard to give her a screaming orgasm with my cock, and cummed in her pussy. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, I mounted my stepmother. I made sweet, slow, and passionate love to her while kissing her, French kissing her. Hoping to impregnate her, I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy.
Then, I mounted my aunt. I made sweet, slow, and passionate love to her before fucking her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock. Again, hoping to impregnate her, I cummed in her pussy, too.
Nine months to the day, my stepmother, my aunt, and their friend gave birth to our babies. My aunt and her friend told their husbands that the babies were their babies. No one knew our secret.
Glad that I didn't impregnate my stepsister, her cousin, and her friend, that would have ruined them finishing college. Yet, until they went off to college, this time wearing protection, I continued having sex with my stepsister, Chistine, and her two friends, Jennifer, and Elaine. I fingered and licked their pussies. I gave them oral sex.
I made love to them and they made love to me. I fucked them and they fucked me. Then, they sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in their beautiful mouths, and swallowed me.
When I wasn't having sex with their daughters, I had sex with their mothers. Suffice to say that I was always having sex. Even after their daughters went off to college, and our three babies were born, I continued having sex with their mothers.
When I wasn't fucking them, I was eating them. When I wasn't giving them orgasms with my fingers and my tongue, they stroke me while sucking me. They loved blowing me as much as I loved them blowing me.
I loved cumming in their beautiful mouths. I loved watching them swallow my cum. I loved continuing to have threesome sex with them. Then, when their daughters arrived home for spring and holiday breaks, I had threesome sex with them, too.
The End
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Mom is a Drunk & Incestuous Whore
Mom started drinking when dad left her for a younger woman.
My name is Jason. I'm twenty-two-years-old. Having just graduated college with a degree majoring in Computer Science and minoring in Artificial Intelligence, I work from home writing software code for an online gaming company.
I love my mom, Barbara. She's a forty-two-year-old MILF of a mother. She has quite the sexy and shapely body. I love her big breasts.
She's not only sad because my dad left her for a prettier and younger woman but no longer feeling young and desirable, she's sad because she just turned forty-years old. I wish there was a way that I could cheer her up. I pay attention to her. I compliment her but that doesn't seem enough to release her from her sad sorrow and her depression.
Something that my mother doesn't know, I have a thing for older women. I love older women. I especially love older women with big breasts. Indeed, something that gets my motor running, I love older women with big tits. My mom certainly has big breasts, double D cup breasts. Surprisingly, all of the older women that I know all have big tits. I wonder if breasts grow bigger as women get older.
My aunt Janice, a real beauty, an AILF has D cup breasts. My grandmother, Diane, has F cup breasts. With her looking ten-years-younger, I'd do her if I could. I'm surrounded by older women with big tits.
I wish I could have sex not only with my mother and my aunt but also with my grandmother, too. Only, they'd never have sex with me. With them modestly moral, they're church going women. I haven't seen anything more than the bra straps of my aunt and my grandmother.
A perfect height for my six-four-inch frame, my mom is five-foot-nine-inches tall and six-foot with her high heels. I don't understand why she's so depressed. She's a real beauty. All that she needs is to find another man to love.
Unembarrassed to confess, I have always been sexually attracted to my mother. I'm unashamed to admit that I've stroked myself while imagining seeing her naked and having sex with her shapely, naked body. Then, out of the blue, hard to believe my good luck, I never thought that my dreams of having incestuous sex with my mother would finally come true one day.
# # #
Shocked the first time that I saw her, something that she never did before, she's doing now. She walks around the house in her bathrobe with nothing underneath, and without even wearing a belt to tie her robe closed. As if she's deliberately flashing me, and sexually teasing me, her bathrobe is always wide open. I've never seen as much of my mother's naked body as I'm seeing now.
When leaning forward, with her big tits leaning forward with her, she not only flashes me her big naked breasts but also, she flashes me her slim waistline, and her bushy brown pussy, too. Returning the favor while wondering what her reaction would be, something that I've never done before but that I do now, I deliberately walk around her with my erect prick sticking out of my pajama pee hole.
Instead of admonishing me to cover myself, instead of looking away, she not only looks, she stares at my errant, naked prick. In the way that she stares at my exposed prick immediately gives me an erection. I only wished that she'd touch it, stroke it, and/or suck it.
She's turned me into a masturbation machine. I stroke myself over all that I'm seeing of my mother every morning. I jerk off over seeing her naked breasts and her naked pussy every evening while in bed. I masturbate over my mother staring at my exposed, big dick. Sometimes, while imagining having sex with my naked mother, I play with myself a couple more times during the day.
Giving me even more to stroke myself over, every day, multiple times a day, I'm always seeing her naked breasts and/or her naked pussy. Not having a clue, I have no idea if her flashes are deliberate or accidental. It doesn't matter if she's intentionally flashing me or unintentionally flashing me, I can't stop staring and masturbating myself over all that I'm seeing of my sexy and shapely naked mother.
Yet, wanting to do more than just seeing her without her clothes, I want to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and grope her naked body. Only, not wanting her to stop flashing me, I don't dare touch her, feel her, fondle her, or grope her. She's not just any woman. She is my mother, my sadly depressed mom.
My forbidden sexual fantasy is coming true, I love seeing her enormous, double D cup naked breasts, her dark pink areolas, and her light pink erect nipples, as much as I love seeing her bushy, brown pussy. Yet, and again, I want to do more than just see her naked. I masturbate while imagining touching, feeling, and fondling her naked breasts and fingering and sucking her erect nipples. I'd love to have my way with my mother's naked body. I want to reach around her to feel her naked ass while kissing her, French kissing her, and making out with her.
I want to cup her naked pussy in the palm of my hand while sliding slow fingers along her pussy slit. I want to part her swollen pussy lips with my fingers and insert them in her cunt. I want to rub her clit and finger fuck her cunt. I not only want to masturbate my mother but also, I want to eat her, too. I want to eat my mother's cunt.
# # #
It all started when my father left her for a younger and a more attractive woman. Never drinking before, she started drinking. Drinking until she became drunk, she was drunk all the time. I hated seeing her like this. She was a mess. Something that she's never done before, she's been drinking every night now. I'm just glad that she doesn't drive when drunk.
As soon as she's drunk, she falls asleep on the couch with her bathrobe parted wide open, and her long legs spread. The first time she did that, and the first time that she showed me her drunken, naked body, I couldn't believe my eyes. She not only showed me her naked breasts but also, she showed me her naked, glistening wet pussy, too. I've never seen as much of my mom's shapely body as I'm seeing now.
With her sound asleep, I've taken photos of her naked body. I've photographed her naked breasts up close. I've photographed her naked pussy up close, too. I've shown her naked photos to my friends, and they all want to have sex with her, too.
Sometimes when she's fallen asleep on me with her head in my lap and her bathrobe wide open, I'm unashamed to admit that I've touched, felt, fondled, and groped her naked breasts. I can't help myself; I love her tits. With her unaware that I had my way with her naked breasts and her erect nipples. I pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. With her legs spread wide open while she sleeping, totally passed out drunk, something that I've never dreamed of doing before, I've even cupped her cunt in the palm of my hand.
Daring myself to do so, with her pussy in my hand as if I owned her, I parted her swollen pussy lips with my fingers. Perhaps from me fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples, I made my mother wet. She was so wet that I easily inserted my fingers inside of her.
With her moaning and moving in her sleep, I rubbed her clit. I've finger fucked her pussy. I found her G spot and pressed on that. I've masturbated my mother. I've given her an orgasm with my fingers.
Daring myself to do so, while hoping not to awaken her, I've even moved between her long and shapely legs to lick her pussy. With her drunk and sleeping, I've eaten my mother's cunt more than once. After masturbating her pussy and giving her an orgasm with my fingers, continuing to finger her while licking her, I've given her another orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue.
"Jack. Jack," she said.
While I'm eating my mother's cunt, she calls me by my father's name in her drunken sleep.
"Don't stop. Please don't stop. Finger my pussy. Eat my cunt. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Jack," she said.
# # #
Then, daring myself to do so, when she's sound asleep on my lap, I've removed my erect cock from my pajama pee hole. I wrap her long, manicured fingers around my big dick. I move her hand up and down with my hand. I move her hand up and down faster and harder. Yet, not wanting to cum just yet, I'd rather cum in her mouth.
I forced my drunk mother to give me a hand job. Then, slowly and lightly, I move the head of my prick across her red, full lips. When she doesn't open her mouth to take me inside, I pinch her nose closed. Immediately, she opens her mouth to breathe.
As soon as she does, I insert the tip of my prick inside of her sleeping mouth. She takes my engorged prick deeper inside her mouth. As if she's dreaming of blowing my father, she squeezes my prick and strokes my prick while sucking my cock. My mother has blown me several times in her drunken sleep.
"Jack. I love your big prick. Cum, Jack, cum. Cum in my mouth. I want to swallow you," she said to me as if talking to her husband.
Not taking me long to cum, I've exploded a load of cum in her mouth and, removing the evidence that she blew me in her sleep, she swallows. I fondle her huge naked breasts and finger her erect nipples while she's sleeping and blowing me. I love my mother blowing me as much as I love seeing her naked and touching and feeling her naked body everywhere. I only wish that I could fuck her. I'd love to fuck my drunken mother.
Tonight, when she falls asleep, I'm going to do it. I'm going to make love to her before fucking her. Only, not wanting to awaken her, I don't dare kiss her, French kiss her. I can't wait to fuck my mother.
I can't wait to fill her cunt with my big dick. I can't wait to cum in her pussy. I can't wait to impregnate her with our child. Again, not wanting to awaken her, I can't fuck her as fast and as hard as I'd love to do to give her another orgasm, this time with my cock.
# # #
With two glasses of wine making her a little tipsy, a cheap drunk, three glasses of wine made her drunk. She goes through nearly a bottle of wine every evening. As soon as she has her fourth glass of wine, she falls asleep on my lap.
While I lovingly stroked her beautiful, brown hair, after she blew me that first night, every night she blows me while imagining she's blowing her husband. My mother strokes my cock and sucks my prick. Our little secret, with me continuing to pretend that I'm my dad, she allows me to cum in her mouth, and she swallows my cum.
With her three sheets to the wind, and with her unaware what I'm doing, as soon as she falls asleep while drunk, I feel, fondle, and grope her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. In my readiness to fuck my mother, getting her wet and ready to fuck her, I masturbate her pussy, too. I give her an orgasm with my fingers.
I rub her clit. I finger fuck her. I press on her G spot. I fondle her breasts and finger her nipples. I rub her clit harder. I finger fuck her deeper. I masturbate my mother until she has her orgasm.
"Oh, Jack, honey, that feels so good," she said.
She continues calling me by my father's name.
"Don't stop rubbing my clit. Rub it harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Continue pressing on my G spot. I'm cumming, Jack. I'm cumming," she said.
She closes her eyes, stiffens her long legs, and arches her back. Then, she falls silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
Not allowing her to rest for very long, I remove my cock from my pajama pee hole and wrap her long, manicured fingers around my prick. I cover her hand with my hand. I move her hand up and down for her to stroke me. I love my mother masturbating me when she has no idea that she's stroking my cock in her drunken sleep.
Then, with her still sleeping, I continue feeling her naked breasts and finger her erect nipples inside of her wide-open robe. I lift the back of her bathrobe to her waist and feel her naked ass. Then, humping her from behind, I stick my big dick inside of her. With me young, dumb, and full of cum, after she blows me, every night, I fuck my mother. Hoping to impregnate her with our baby, I cum in her cunt.
Only, with her making me horny, after having had sex with her when she's drunk, something new to do, I decided to try and have sex with her when she's sober. In the way that she walks around me with her bathrobe wide-open, and with her always exposing her naked breasts and her naked pussy to me, I stripped myself naked. Daring myself to do so, I walked around my mother without my clothes.
Wanting to get a reaction from her, while she sat on the couch, I stood in front of her and stroked my cock to a big and hard erection in front of her.
"Jason," she said, staring up at me. "Oh, my God."
She made a face.
"What the hell are you doing," she asked? "Don't you dare cum on me," she said. "It's wrong for a son to give his mother a cum bath."
# # #
I sat beside my mother naked and with a big erection. I took her hand and put it on my cock. Surprising me, not expecting her to do what she did, I expected her to pull her hand away. Instead, she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my erect prick.
"While you're drunk and sleeping on the couch next to me," I said. "With your bathrobe wide open, I touch, feel, and fondle your naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting your erect nipples."
While still holding my prick in her soft and warm hand, with her staring down at my hand, I touched, felt, and fondled her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples. She stared up at me stunned.
"You do? You touch mommy," she asked?
She closed her robe. She looked surprised that I had sex with her naked body while she's sleeping.
"I do," I said. "I not only have my way with your naked breasts but also, I have my way with your naked pussy, too," I said, pushing open the bottom of her robe to take her cunt in the palm of my hand and cupping it.
I smiled at her.
"I've masturbated you, mother. I've eaten you. I've fucked you, too," I said. "I've done everything to you that your lover, instead of your son, would do to you."
I smiled at her while sliding a slow hand along the side of her beautiful cheek. She stared at me as if I was lying. Not believing that I did all that I told her that I do, she made a face at me.
"I've given you multiple orgasms. While thinking that I'm dad, and calling me by his name, you've stroked my cock and sucked my prick. You've allowed me to cum in your beautiful mouth and you've swallowed me," I said while sliding a slow finger along her red, full lips.
She looked at me aghast while seemingly believing all that I said.
"I'm sorry, Jason. I'm so sorry. Please forgive me. I was drunk. I can't believe you did all of that to me. I can't believe that I did all of that to you. I need to stop drinking," she said.
I laughed and pushed her robe open. I smiled at my mother while fondling her naked breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her wide opened bathrobe. I continued smiling at my mother while cupping her naked pussy in the palm of my hand.
"While you're soundly sleeping, with you thinking that I'm dad, and calling me by his name, I stick my cock in your mouth. Every night you blow me, mother. Every night, you stroke and suck my prick. I cum in your beautiful mouth," I said, sliding a slow finger across her red, full lips again. "And you swallow my cum."
While remaining silent, she looked at me aghast.
"Oh, my God, Jason. How dare you do that to me? How dare you sexually take advantage of me when I'm drunk? I can't believe that you forced me to blow you," she said.
# # #
Tonight, after I confessed everything, with her drunker than normal, having a difficult time putting her to bed, I called her sister, Janice, my thirty-nine-year-old aunt. She lives next door with their sixty-five-year-old mother, Diane. Not expecting them both to arrive, my aunt came over with her mother, my grandmother.
Surprised to see what little they wore, they were dressed in their sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns. With us in the middle of a ninety-plus degree heatwave, it was too hot for them to wear robes. Giving me an immediate erection, I stared at all that I could see of my aunt's and my grandmother's nearly naked bodies.
As if they weren't wearing anything, with their nightgowns so very transparent, seeing them as if they were naked, especially in the bright light of the living room, I stared at my aunt's D cup breasts, her dark pink areolas, and her lighter pink erect nipples. I stared at her blonde, trimmed pussy. I stared at her shapely, naked ass. Undressing her with my eyes, I stared at my aunt as if she was naked.
Then, I stared at my grandmother's sagging F cup breasts. I stared at her big, brown areolas and her lighter brown erect nipples. I stared at all that I could see of her gray, bushy pussy. I stared at her big, naked ass. Undressing her with my eyes, I stared at my grandmother as if she was naked.
With her dead weight, the three of us helped my mother to bed. As soon as I held up my mother with my aunt and grandma on either side of us as we walked, my mother pushed my pajama bottoms down to my ankles while laughing. As if my erect cock was a Jack-in-the-box, it sprang out for my aunt and my grandmother to see. My mom wrapped her fingers around my cock and slowly stroked me.
"You remind me so much of your father, Jason," she said.
She rested her head on my shoulder while lovingly staring up at me. She looked up at me to give me her drunken smile. Then, she said something that shocked my aunt and my grandmother.
"I want to blow you, again, Jason," she said. "I need to suck your cock. I need you to cum in my mouth. I want to swallow you," she said.
# # #
"What," said my aunt.
She stopped dead in her tracks to turn to look at me. She stared at me stunned.
"Your mother blew you," asked my aunt? "She sucked your cock? You ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed you?"
I looked up at aunt Janice with embarrassment and shame. I shrugged.
"I'm only human. She walks around the house practically naked," I said in my defense. "Her bathrobe is always wide-open. Then, when she falls asleep on my lap, with her making me so horny, I have my way with her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her warm and wet mouth."
I saw the looks on my aunt's and my grandmother's faces. Instead of being angry with me, they were sexually aroused that my mother admitted that she had blown me and that I confessed that I've been having my incestuous sex with her naked body. I looked from my aunt to my grandmother.
"As soon as she finishes her third glass of wine, she's always hugging me, kissing me, and groping me," I said in my defense.
I nodded my head as if it bothered me that my mother tried having sex with me.
"Then, when I sit on the couch with her, before she falls asleep in my lap, she puts my hand on her naked breasts. She wants me to feel and fondle her tits while fingering her nipples. Then, she takes my cock in her hand and strokes me," I said lying.
I looked from my aunt to look at my grandmother. They both looked at me with their eyes bulging out of their heads and their mouths hanging open.
"She takes me in her hand and strokes me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. Every night, calling me by my father's name, she thinks that I'm her husband. She blows me. She strokes my prick while sucking my cock. She allows me to cum in her mouth and swallows."
I didn't tell them that, after she falls asleep, I put my cock in her hand and move her hand up and down to give me a forced hand job. I didn't tell them that I pinched her nose closed for her to open her mouth and take me inside of her mouth to suck me.
# # #
As soon as we walked my mother in her bedroom, before sitting her on her bed, we removed her bathrobe. My mom was naked. Suddenly, and seemingly, seeing her sister sitting there naked, and hearing that I had sex with my mother, my aunt and my grandmother wanted to have sex with me, too.


Something that I never expected them to do, blowing my mind, I watched them both reach down to the hem of their nightgowns. They lifted their nightgown up, over their heads, and off. My mother, my aunt, and my grandmother were all naked. Not bothering to pull up my pajama bottoms, I stepped out of them. My aunt and grandmother looked at me with shocked surprise. Then, they both stared down at my naked, erect prick.
"You do remind me a lot of your father," said my aunt. "We've had sex. He fucked me and I blew him several times."
My grandmother laughed.
"I had sex with your father, too. He loved older women with big breasts. He fucked me and I blew him. He was insatiable, and I was, too," she said with a dirty laugh.
My aunt wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my erection. She slowly stroked me. Something that I'll never forget and will always masturbate over, my AILF of an aunt was giving me a slow hand job.
"Only, you have a bigger and harder prick," she said. "I love your cock, Jason," said my aunt. "It's so big and it's so hard."
She put my hand on her D cup breast and kissed me. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. My grandmother sat beside her daughter and in front of me on her king-sized bed.
Surprising me, grandma took me in her hand to stroke me before taking me in her mouth to blow me. I couldn't believe that my grandmother was sucking my cock while my aunt was making out with me. Stroking my prick faster and harder while sucking me deeper, she gave me one hell of a blowjob. Determined for me to cum in her mouth, she continued stroking me faster, stroking me harder, and sucking me deeper.
Again, not taking me long to cum, I put a gentle hand behind my grandmother's gray-haired head. I humped her mouth and I fucked her face while fondling her humongous, naked breasts and fingering her big, erect nipples. I ejaculated a warm, oozy load of cum in my grandmother' mouth, and she swallowed.
# # #
"Recently, I started sleeping with her in my mother's bed," I said to her sister and her mother.
They looked at me shocked.
"After I put on her nightgown, I climbed in her king-sized bed with her. I hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her. I cup her big breast through her nightgown. She holds my exposed cock when my erection emerges from out of my pajama pee hole," I said.
My aunt took my erect prick in her hand.
"While I finger her nipple, she strokes my cock in her sleep. I love my mother giving me a hand job, albeit a drunken hand job. Returning the favor of her masturbating me, I masturbate her," I said.
My grandmother put my hand on her naked breast.
"I part her swollen pussy lips with my fingers. I insert my fingers inside of her. I rub her clit. I finger fuck her. I press on her G spot. I make her so wet. In the way that my mother masturbates me, I masturbate her," I said.
# # #
"I've photographed her," I said. "I take photos of her in her sexy nightgowns, in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. I showed her photos to my friends for them to believe that I'm having sex with my mom. I showed them photos of me sucking her tits and eating her pussy. Not knowing that she's drunk when I'm having sex with her, I showed them photos of her blowing me and fucking me. All my friends want to have sex with her, too," I said.
Making them even more sexually aroused, I smiled at my aunt and my grandmother.
"Fucking her from behind, I can't wait to fuck her again. I'd love fucking my drunken mother. She's still young enough to get pregnant. I can't imagine impregnating my mom and giving her our baby," I said.
'This is it,' I thought. 'Tonight is the night that I fuck my mother again. I may even have sexual intercourse with my aunt and with my grandmother. I can't wait to cum in their cunts. I want to impregnate my mom and my aunt with our baby.'
"When I'm in bed with her, I move closer to her. I part the back of her pussy with the head of my cock. With a gentle hump, I'm inside her warm and wet pussy. Humping her again, with her already so wet, I'm deeper inside of her," I said to my aunt and my grandmother.
I smiled down at them while they looked up at me stunned.
"With every hump, my cock slides in deeper. I hump her faster. I hump her harder. I fuck my drunken mother," I said.
I smiled at my aunt and my grandmother again.
"Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated a big load of cum in her pussy. Hoping to impregnate her, with her drunk every night, I'll be fucking her every night until I do.
# # #
"Take photos of us naked," said my aunt.
She laughed.
"Yes, take photos of me, too," said my grandmother.
"Show our photos to your friends. We want to have sex with them, too," said my aunt.
I smiled at my aunt.
"I'd love to fuck you, too auntie. I'd love to impregnate you with our baby," I said.
In the way that I fucked my drunken mother, I fucked my horny aunt. I fucked my sexually frustrated grandmother, too. In the way that I finally made my mother pregnant, I made my aunt pregnant, too.
After I fucked my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother, before making them pregnant, my friends fucked them, too. My mom had a son and my aunt had a daughter. Whether I made them pregnant or my friends did, I don't know. I suspect that they're my offspring because both babies look just like me.
The End
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Stepson Shares Bed with Stepmother
Something that excited me, I shared a bed with stepmom.
After my father died of COVID, I lived with my forty-two-year-old stepmother, Veronica. Like everyone else, I called her, Ronnie. I loved her. She could have abandoned me and sent me to live in foster care but she didn't. Instead, she raised me.
She was so good to me. A beautiful woman inside and out, she was the only mom that I knew. She was so kind and understanding after I lost my dad. Treating me as if I was her own son. She was so sweet and good to me.
A real bonus, easy on the eyes, no exaggeration, my stepmom is a MILF. She has a sexy and shapely body. With five-foot-nine-inches tall, and six-foot tall when wearing her high heels, the perfect height for my six-foot-four-inch frame, she was the perfect height for me. With her looking younger and me looking older, especially when I grew my beard, we looked like a married couple.
My name is Brett. I'm twenty-two-years-old. Having just graduated college with a degree in Computer Science with a minor in all things AI, artificial intelligence, fortunately, I work from home. I write software code for a computer gaming company.
Young, dumb, and full of cum, when I'm not working writing software code, playing video games, and/or watching porn, I'm always masturbating. Whenever I play with myself, I think of my stepmother naked and having sex with me. Yet, I've never seen her without her clothes. Other than seeing her in her short, sheer, and sexy low-cut nightgowns without her having the moral modesty to wear a robe over them, I've never even seen her in her bra and panties.
# # #
My story started when my stepmother received a telephone call early in the morning. She had just gotten out of the shower. She was wearing only her towel tightly tied around her naked body to go out to the living room to answer the phone.
Just waking up, I was still in bed resting but not sleeping. My stepmom alarmed me with her crying. I haven't heard her cry like this since my father; her husband, died of COVID several years ago. She scared me.
I rushed out to the living room to see what was wrong. With her wearing only a towel, I was wearing my T-shirt and my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear, and my Ugg slippers. As soon as I saw her sobbing, she stood and hugged me.
As soon as she wrapped her long arms around my neck, something that gave me an instant erection, her towel fell to her feet. With her too upset to retrieve her towel, she continued hugging me while naked. I looked down to see all that I could see of her naked body. Indeed, she was naked. The first time that I saw anything of my stepmother's body, she continued hugging me tight while sobbing.
While holding her and comforting her, I took a step back to stare down at her naked, D cup breasts. I stared down at her brown, trimmed pussy. With her face buried in my neck, something that I will never forget for the rest of my life, I continued staring at my naked stepmother.
While I continued hugging her trembling and sobbing body, I slid a slow hand down behind her. I cupped her naked and firm ass to hold her steady. I had a big and hard erection that throbbed and pulsated its way out of my pajama pee hole. With her not slapping it away with her hand or admonishing me for exposing myself to her, the head of my naked, erect cock rested against my stepmom's toned tummy.
"Mom, what happened? What's wrong? Tell me. What is it," I asked?
She looked up at me as if in horrible pain.
"It's my mother," she said.
She paused to sob louder.
"She's dead. My mother is dead. She died of a heart attack," she said.
Holding me tight, she continued sobbing on my shoulder while naked.
# # #
I couldn't believe that my beloved grandmother died of a sudden heart attack. I loved her as much as I loved my stepmother. Whenever she stayed overnight because she did not like to be alone with bathing, after I poured her a bath, she had me sit with her while she took her bubble bath. Helping her to sit in the bathtub without falling, I've seen my GILF of a grandmother naked several times.
Once, something that I never told my stepmother and she never told her daughter, she even allowed me to strip myself naked and take a bath with her. While I fondled her naked breasts and fingered her big, erect nipples, she fondled and stroked my erect, naked prick. She loved my cock as much as I loved her tits.
With her having painful arthritis, especially when it rained, her shoulders and knees hurt. With my stepmom out running errands, going grocery shopping, stopping at the bank and the Post Office, and even visiting a friend, she was gone for several hours. With her not able to reach around herself, she liked me washing her back.
I not only washed her back; I also washed the sides and the front of her naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples. I sat beside her while watching the bubbles slowly dissipate to show me her naked breasts. My grandma had huge breasts, double D cup sagging breasts. With me being a breast man, I loved her big tits.
"Be a dear and dry me," she said. "I can barely move my arms," she said, rubbing her sore shoulders.
The first time that she asked me to dry her, she surprised me when she stood up in the bathtub while naked. I took my time getting her a bath towel while staring at my naked grandmother. For a sixty-eight-year-old woman, she looked good for her age. With her only five-foot tall and weighing one hundred pounds, she was tiny but her tits were huge. She reminded me of a brunette Dolly Parton.
I wrapped a bath towel around her naked body while taking my time drying her naked breasts, her naked pussy, and her naked ass. With her not stopping me, not slapping my hand away, nor admonishing me, she allowed me to not only feel and squeeze her naked ass, but also to finger her big, erect nipples, and cup her naked pussy in my hand.
I slid a slow finger along my grandma's pussy slit. I parted her swollen pussy lips with my finger and inserted my fingers inside of her cut. I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her. I masturbated my grandmother to her sexual delight.
# # #
Too young for her to die, she was only sixty-eight-years-old. She lived alone in a tiny house, barely 400 square feet, 386 feet to be exact, that she paid sixty-thousand-dollars to buy, including the land, an acre of land that she bought in North Conway, New Hampshire.
Shocked by her sudden death, we drove to New Hampshire to claim her body and plan her funeral. With my stepmother too upset to drive, I drove us to claim the body and make the funeral arrangements. Never thinking of our sleeping arrangements when we got there, we were shocked by how small her tiny house was.
As if she was living in a studio apartment in New York, with her living alone, her mom, Mary, had a one-bedroom tiny house. She had a loft bedroom where she had to climb a ladder to get into bed. Tiny it was indeed. The house was plenty big for one person, and for her mother, but too small for two tall people.
With the loft having a low ceiling, I had to be careful to not hit my head when climbing up the ladder to the loft to get into bed. The bed was only a full-size mattress on a foundation atop of a bedframe with a headboard. The bed was plenty big for her five-foot-tall, one-hundred-pound mother but too small for the two of us. My big feet hung over the end of the bed. She had one bathroom with a shower, thank God.
A huge understatement, especially after having seen her naked, I was nervous about sleeping in my grandma 's bed with my stepmom. More than being awkwardly nervous, I was sexually excited. Not wanting her to know that I'm sexually attracted to her, I'd be so embarrassed if my stepmom saw me with an erection. Actually, too late to be embarrassed now, I already had an erection in front of her when her towel fell and she hugged me while sobbing and holding me while naked.
# # #
"Sleeping with your mommy won't be bad," said my stepmom with a little laugh while comforting me. "You used to sleep with me every night when you were a child," she said with a laugh. "It's only for one night, Brett," she said, giving me a reassuring hug. "We'll meet with the realtor tomorrow to sign the papers to put this on the market," she said. "Then, after I retrieve my mom's ashes from the funeral home, we'll drive home. Okay?"
Something my stepmom didn't know, unable to keep my horniness and my sexual attraction to my stepmom in check, I had a constant erection with the thoughts of sleeping in the same bed with her. With me sexually attracted to her mother, too, I would have had sex with her mother, had her mom given me the chance. My stepmom sleeping in the same bed with me didn't seem to bother her in the way that it sexually excited me. Yet, honestly, truth be known, I couldn't wait to sleep with her.
I was sexually excited about sharing a bed with her. I watched her climb up the ladder to the loft to see what that was like. With the ladder on wheels and not very steady, she asked me to hold the ladder. Not liking climbing the ladder at all, she was unsteady on the ladder.
"Hold the ladder for me, Brett," she said. "With it moving all over the place, it's not very steady. I don't want to fall."
Shocked to see all that I shouldn't see of my stepmother, I didn't know what she was thinking when she asked me to hold the ladder when climbing up the ladder while wearing her short skirt. With me standing at the bottom of the ladder while holding the ladder steady, I stared up at her climbing the ladder to the loft in her short skirt. Her flashing me her white bikini panties was plenty enough for me to prematurely cum in my pants.
While I continually held the ladder steady, up and down the ladder she went, while looking for sheets, an extra pillow, and another pillow case. I sat on the loft floor while watching her changing the bed clothes. My first time seeing anything of my stepmom, other than when she dropped her towel and held me while naked, she changed the bed on her knees while continually flashing her panty clad crotch and ass.
Having already stroked myself numerous times, I couldn't wait to masturbate over seeing a constant up skirt view of her sexy lingerie. Continuing to flash me her panty-clad pussy and ass, she gave me a bikini panty show every time she climbed up that small ladder. With the ladder on wheels, I held it steady for her. I only wished that she wasn't wearing panties.
'Especially after seeing her naked when she dropped her towel, how hot would that be to see my stepmother's naked ass and her naked pussy again,' I thought?
# # #
The tiny house had everything, plenty of places to sit and relax, a table to eat, all of the expected appliances, a dishwasher, and a washer and dryer, too. With her buying the tiny house only two years ago, everything was new and in good working order. Actually, set back on a private lot, with a driveway out to the main road, it was nice, quiet, and very relaxing.
All that her mother had up there was a nightlight, some bottled water, her pills, a box of tissues, a flashlight, and a radio on a small nightstand. Still, there was plenty of illumination to see and watch my stepmom undress in readiness for bed. Having never seen her undressing before, something that I'll be jerking off over later, I watched her undressing now.
Until that fateful day when I saw her naked, never having seen so much as her bra strap, I was seeing a lot more of her now. I'll be masturbating over her removing her clothes in front of me for the rest of my horny life. Watching her undressing was such an erotic treat.
While I rested in bed beside her, wishing that I was me doing it, I watched her unbutton and remove her blouse. I stared at the back and all that I could see of her bra and the sides of her white, bra cups. I watched her unbutton, unzip, lift her ass, and remove her short skirt. Quite the sight to behold, I stared at the back of my stepmother in her white bra and white, bikini panties.
"No peeking," she said with a sexy laugh.
I held my breath in sexual anticipation with all that I hoped to see. As if there was a drumroll going off in my head, I watched her reach around behind her to unhook her double hook bra that held her D cup breasts in place. I loved my stepmom's tits. Not as big as her mom's sagging breasts, but they were big and remained high up where they should be. I wished I could see them.
While watching her undress, I watched her remove her bra straps from her shapely shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. She held her bra cups in place to get her nightgown that was on the other side of her on the bed. I saw the side of her naked breast and her pink, erect nipple when she removed her bra cups and turned in my direction to retrieve her nightgown before turning away from me.
Giving me more to stroke myself over, I couldn't believe that I saw the side of her naked breast and her pink, erect nipple. Daring myself to do so, while wishing that I had the courage, I wanted to cup her naked breast in the palm of my horny hand. I wanted to finger her erect nipple. I wanted to suck her nipple. I wondered what she'd do if I had.
Then, giving me a bigger and a harder, throbbing and pulsating erection, I watched her lift her shapely ass to remove her panties. Something that I knew and remembered, my mom doesn't sleep with panties under her nightgown. She sleeps commando.
I've seen her nearly naked ass when she opens the refrigerator door without turning on the kitchen light. After already having seen her naked body, I saw her nearly naked body and the silhouette of her shapely figure when she walks or stands in front of the television in the darkened living room. I've seen her as if she's totally naked when she opens the drapes in the living room and/or my bedroom with the sunlight pouring through her sheer nightgowns.
Something else that I knew and couldn't wait to see, as soon as she climbed in bed and pulled the covers over her beautiful, naked body, her nightgown moved all the way up to her waist to expose her naked ass. I wished that I had my cell phone or my flashlight to see her naked ass and her naked pussy. Then, something else I thought. I'd have to climb that ladder down in the dark to pee, and she needed to climb down the ladder, too.
# # #
I patiently waited for when my stepmom needed to pee. I climbed down the ladder ahead of her and peed first. Then, holding the ladder steady for her, I stared up at her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy, as she slowly and carefully climbed down the ladder to use the bathroom.
'I don't believe this. I'm not only seeing my stepmother's naked ass but also, I'm seeing her naked pussy, too,' I thought. 'This is something else that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life.'
I waited for her to pee before allowing her to climb back up the ladder in front of me. The nightlights downstairs gave me plenty of illumination to see all that I hoped and wanted to see of my nearly naked stepmother. After she peed, I'd be there ready to hold the ladder steady for her while staring up her nightie at her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy, too, as she climbed the ladder back up to the loft.
As if I was dreaming or having a sexual fantasy, I stared up at my mom's, shapely naked ass. I stared at her brown, trimmed pussy. I couldn't believe that I was seeing my mom's naked cunt.
'Again,' I thought. 'I'll be masturbating over seeing my mom's naked ass and her naked pussy for the rest of my horny life.'
# # #
Once in bed, barely enough room for my big body, I tried sleeping on the edge to stay away from her as far as I could. Then, she said something that blew my mind and made my erection even bigger and harder. Ready to immediately obey her, I couldn't believe she said what she said.
"I'm cold, Brett," she said. "Hold me. Hug me. Cuddle me. Spoon me. Keep me warm," she said shivering.
Daring myself to do so, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I pushed my pajama bottoms down low enough to expose my naked, erect cock. While holding her, hugging her, cuddling her, spooning her, and keeping her warm, I rested my erect, naked prick between her firm ass cheeks. Instead of slapping me away with her hand or moving away from me, she surprised me. As if she wanted me to fuck her from behind, she wiggled her shapely ass against me.
'I don't believe this, nearly fucking her from behind, the head of my prick was up against her naked pussy,' I thought.
I could feel her wetness on the head of my engorged prick.
"That feels good, Brett," she said.
'What? My erect, naked prick feels good against her naked ass, and her wet, naked pussy,' I thought? 'Oh, my God.'
# # #
Not done shocking me, she stunned me when took my hand by my wrist and placed it on her naked breast through her nightgown. As soon as she did, her nipple erected in the palm of my hand and my cock throbbed against the back of her naked pussy and her naked ass. Again, daring myself to do so, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, hoping that she didn't slap my hand away or admonish me for doing so, I ever so lightly without groping her, fingered her erect nipple.
Then, while her steady and even breathing sounded like she was sleeping, again, daring myself to do so, I stuck my horny hand down her open nightgown top. While waiting for her to move or pull my hand out of her nightgown top, I waited to feel her naked breasts, first one and then, the other. While wishing that I could suck them, I fingered her erect nipples, first one and then the other. I gently pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. I had my way with my stepmother's D cup, naked breasts and erect nipples.
With her giving me the courage to do so, something that I yearned to do ever since she dropped her towel, I reached my horny hand down between her legs and cupped her naked pussy in the palm of my hand. With her not moving, and breathing as if she was sleeping, I slowly slid a slow finger along her pussy slit. I parted her swollen pussy lips with my fingers, and inserted them inside of my stepmom's cunt.
With her already very wet, I gently rubbed her clit while pushing on her button on her clitoral hood. I finger fucked my stepmother. I found her G spot and pressed on that.
With her awake and sexually aroused, she gasped while I masturbated her. Returning the favor, she reached behind me to take my erect prick in her soft and warm hand. Practically fucking my stepmother, she ever so slowly stroked my prick while I humped her ass and the back of her pussy.
Then, she turned to me. Surprising me, having never kissed my stepmother on the lips before, she kissed me on the lips now. Then, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I returned her French kiss with my wet kiss. Shockingly and unbelievably, I was making out with my stepmother.
While continuing to make out with her, I felt her breasts through her nightgown. Again, I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples. Then, I reached behind her to feel and squeeze her naked ass. I loved her firm and shapely ass as much as I loved her big tits and erect nipples.
# # #
Blowing my mind, she shocked me with what she asked me next.
"Have you ever had a blowjob, Brett," she asked?
She looked up at me with a sexy look and a naughty smile. Unable to speak, I shook my head no. Then, as if someone else was talking to me and asking me a sexually inappropriate question in the dark, my stepmom asked me a question that I was literally stunned to hear.
"Would you like mommy to give you a blowjob, Brett?"
She paused while waiting for me to answer. Unable to speak, I stare at her. I couldn't believe that my beloved stepmother wanted to blow me.


"May I suck you," she asked?
She laughed.
"You may cum in mommy's mouth. I swallow," she said.
I kissed her on her lips.
"Oh, God, mom. Yes," I said. "Please. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth and watch you swallow."
# # #
Something that I'll remember for the rest of my horny life, I watched her move halfway down the bed. She took my erect prick in her hand and stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. I couldn't believe that my stepmom was stroking my prick while sucking my big dick. She continued stroking me while sucking me.
She didn't stop blowing me until I ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed. Not done surprising me, she moved up to me. Then, she mounted me. She reached down between my legs to part her pussy lips with the head of my cock.
"Make love to me, Brett. Fuck your mother," she said.
Then, she whispered in my ear.
"Cum in my pussy," she said with a pause. "Give me your baby," she said.
# # #
As soon as we returned home, I slept with my mother in her bed. Every night, we made slow and passionate love while kissing, French kissing. Every night we fucked.
We had sex nearly every day, twice a day, sometimes more. When we weren't making love or fucking, I gave her an orgasm while masturbating her. I gave her another orgasm while fingering her pussy and licking her cunt. Returning the favor, when we weren't making love or fucking, she masturbated me. She blew me. She stroked my cock while sucking my prick. She allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth and swallowed.
When fucking her, I fucked my stepmother fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm. She returned my fast and hard humps for me to cum in her pussy. I made my mom pregnant with our baby.
Nine months later, we had a baby boy that we named, Michael. We moved to where no one knew us. We lived like husband and wife, until I got up the nerve to ask her to marry me. Thirty-years later, we're still together. We're happily married.
We bought a house and have a dog. None of our neighbors know that she's not only my wife but also, she's my stepmother and I'm her stepson. I love her. Sadly, the best thing that happened was something that brought us together, the sudden death of her mother.
The End


        

  
    Stepmom & I are Big Wrestling Fans
  
  Stepmom & I are Big Wrestling Fans

        She wrestles me in her nightgown without wearing panties.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/stepmom-and-i-are-big-wrestling-fans

Title: Stepmom & I are Big Wrestling Fans

Author: SusanJillParker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: She wrestles me in her nightgown without wearing panties.

Tags: sex with mother, sex with next-door neighbor, wrestling my mother, mother and son sex, wrestling my son, son and mother sex, wrestling my next-door neighbor, sex with mom, mud wrestling, sex with son




Stepmom & I are Big Wrestling Fans
 
Stepmom wrestles me in her nightie without wearing panties.
 
After we’ve had a little too much to drink, I see more than I should see of my MILF of a stepmother.  She wrestles me in her short, sheer, nearly transparent, and low-cut nightgown.  Something that she never did before, her wrestling me in her nightgown was something that I longed for her to do.  I can’t believe she not only wrestles me in her revealing nightgown but also, while we’re wrestling, the hem of her nightgown climbs higher while the top of her nightgown falls lower.
 
While she leans forward, her nightgown top opens wide.  She gives me a wonderful down nightgown view of the tops of her jiggling breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, her areolas, and her erect nipples.  She not only flashes me peeks of her naked pussy, but also, she flashes me down nightgown views of her naked breasts.  I love seeing her blonde, trimmed pussy as much as I love seeing her the tops of her jiggling breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, her dark pink areolas, and her light pink, erect nipples.
 
I wrestle her in my T-shirt and pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear.  Something that recently changed, and glad that it had, she never wrestled me in her sexy, sheer nightgown before, especially not without wearing panties.  When wrestling me before, she always wore sweatpants over her panties, and a sweatshirt over her bra.  I seldom saw anything of her naked body other than her panty waistband and/or an up-sweatshirt view of her bra cup.  As I’m seeing now, never have I ever seen her topless and/or naked.
 
After my dad left her for a younger whore of a woman, a stripper that he met at a strip club, ever since she turned forty-years-old, my mom suddenly felt sadly depressed and undesirable.  While listening at her closed bedroom door, I’ve heard her playing with herself with her pink, bunny vibrator and her big, black dildo.  With her not having had sex in quite a while, with me only having sex with my right hand, I know that she’s as horny and sexually frustrated as I am.
 
While hoping that she is, I wonder if she’s as sexually attracted to me as I’m sexually attracted to her.  Again, hoping she does, I wonder if she masturbates over me as much as I stroke myself over her.  I imagine her naked and having sex with me.  Now that my dad is out of the picture, and gone for good, I’d love to sleep in her bed and have incestuous sex with her every morning and every evening.
 
#  #  #   
 
Always out drinking and throwing tips at strippers’ feet, my dad loves going to strip clubs with his friends.  Sometimes, gone for days, he’s seldom home.  No doubt, cheating on his wife, my beloved mother, he’s been having sex with strippers, whores, and prostitutes.  With her no longer having sex with him, who could blame her?  She doesn’t want him to give her a sexually transmitted disease. 
 
Thank God for my mom.  She’s a constant in my life.  Now that my dad is no longer around, she wraps her long arms around my neck, leans into me, and gives me pelvic-to-pelvic hugs.  Again, something that she never did before, she kisses me on my lips every day.
 
She’s always there for me.  I love my stepmother.  Only, I don’t love her in the way that a stepson loves his stepmother.  I love her in the way that a man loves a woman.
 
Something that started after my dad left, she kisses me good morning on the lips every morning.  She kisses me again good night on the lips every evening.  Some nights, after I had more than a few beers, I’m tempted to part her lips with my tongue and French kiss her.  I’d love to French kiss her.
 
I wonder what her reaction would be if I did.  I’d love to make out with my mother while feeling her through her nightgown.  Again, I wonder what she’d do if I did.  Would she return my French kisses with her deep, wet kisses?  Would she touch, feel, and fondle my erect cock through my pajama bottoms?  Or would she slap my horny hand away and reprimand me for touching her where a stepson should never touch his stepmother?
 
When kissing her goodnight, taking liberties with her nightgown clad body, while kissing her, I push her up against the kitchen counter.  I slowly slide my horny hand down behind her.  With her not admonishing me and/nor slapping my horny hand away, I cup her firm, pantiless ass cheeks in the palm of my hand.  I squeeze and feel her nearly naked ass while she giggles and laughs.
 
Then, as if she’s a Catholic school girl who had been naughty, something that I love doing, I playfully slapped her ass, too.  Something that I never knew about my mother, she loves having her ass slapped.  She giggles when I slap her on her buttocks. 
 
“Harder,” she said.  “Slap me harder.  Mommy likes that,” said with another sexy laugh and a naughty look.  “You make me wet when you slap my ass,” she said standing on her toes to whisper that in my ear.
 
‘My mom loves having her ass slapped.  She wants me to slap her ass harder.  I make her wet when I spank her ass,’ I thought.
 
#  #  #
 
My sexual fantasy is to put my mom over my knee, lift up the back of her nightgown, and slap her naked ass until it’s red.  Tempted to do that after she confessed that she likes her ass slapped harder, and that I make her pussy wet when slapping her ass, if I dared to do that, I think she’d blow me on the spot.  I was tempted to take her over my knee.  I’d love to spank my mom’s naked ass hard, really hard.     
 
She has a firm ass from all of the exercising she does, running, swimming, yoga, playing tennis, and from all of the manual work she does around the house and in her garden.  Sometimes, with me being the perverted stepson that I am, especially when she’s wearing her sundress or her nightgown, I help her pull weeds in her garden.  When she squats down in front of me in her sundress or nightgown, I squat down in front of her, too.
 
Whether deliberately or unintentionally, with her knees spread wide-open, and her sundress raised nearly to her crotch, she flashes me her white, bikini panties.  Again, when she squats down in front of me while wearing her short nightgown, again, with her knees spread wide-open, and her nightgown raised nearly to her crotch, she flashes me her blonde, trimmed, naked pussy.  I love seeing her naked pussy as much as I love seeing her panty clad crotch.
 
When she leans over me whether wearing her sundress or her low-cut nightgown, with the tops of her nightgown or sundress falling forward and wide-open with her, she flashes me her naked breasts.  Whether she’s wearing her sundress or her nightie, deliberately or accidentally, she’s always flashing me all that I love seeing but shouldn’t be seeing of my stepmom.  Giving me more to stroke myself over, I love seeing my mom’s panties, her naked pussy, and/or her naked breasts.
 
One time, when we both had a little too much to drink, while she bent at the waist to pick up something she dropped on the carpet, I came up behind her.  I held her by her hips and pressed my erection against her ass cheeks through her nightgown.  I literally humped my stepmother. 
 
Then, I grabbed her nearly naked, nightgown clad breasts in both of the palms of my horny hands.  Humping her again and again, instead of admonishing me or pushing me away, she wiggled her ass against me while laughing.  Seemingly, she enjoyed me humping and groping her as much as I loved humping and groping my stepmother.
 
As soon as her big nipples emerged through her nightgown, I not only fondled her breasts but also, I fingered her erect nipples.  Again, she didn’t stop me or rebuke me.  As soon as I did that, with the both of us rolling around the living room carpet, our first time wrestling while she wore her nightgown, we started wrestling.  
 
Something that she liked to do and was good at doing, my mom immediately had my head in a leglock.  My face was close enough to her naked pussy that I could have fingered and licked her.  I wished that I had.  I wondered what her reaction would have been if I did.
 
#  #  #
 
When my dad wasn’t throwing tip money at strippers’ feet, he bought lottery tickets.  After he won twelve million-dollars in the Texas state lottery, taking the one-time cash payout, he cleared a little more than five-million-dollars after federal and state taxes.  Before he left her to go out to strip clubs, making it rain, while she rested on the couch, he’d throw stacks of cash in one-hundred-dollar-bills at my stepmom to keep her quiet.
 
He gave thousands of dollars to his two best friends.  Again, he threw tip money at strippers.  Buying bottles of champagne in the VIP lounge, he paid them for lap dances, and more, too.
 
Before he blew through all of the money, my mom went through his pockets when he came home drunk.  She paid off the mortgage on the house.  After he paid cash when buying himself and his two best friends new pickup trucks, she bought herself a new car and paid cash with his money.  Again, using his money before he spent it, she bought me a new Ford Mustang GT, and paid cash for that, too.  She also outfitted my garage with thousands of dollars of automotive mechanics’ tools.
 
Knowing full well that he’d leave her for a younger and a more attractive stripper, she stole as much money from him as she could without him noticing.  She hid it away, and banked it in an account under her maiden name, and with me as the beneficiary should anything happen to her.  Without him knowing, with him always too drunk to realize how much money he was missing and how much money she had stolen, he didn’t have a clue what happened to his money.
 
With her house paid off, and us having two new paid in cash cars, we were set for life.  She managed to steal a little over two-million-dollars.  That’s plenty enough money for us to live on for the rest of our lives after he’d undoubtedly leave her.
 
#  #  #
 
Glad that I wasn’t born in Dildo, Canada, Fucking, Austria, Middelfart, Denmark, Intercourse Island, Australia, Anus, France, Hell, Michigan, Crapo, Maryland, or Nimrod, Arkansas, no doubt because I was born in Dallas, my name is Dallas.  I’m twenty-two-years-old.  I’m six-foot-four-inches tall and weigh a slim but muscular two-hundred-pounds.  I’m fortunate to have a big dick, nearly eight-inches long, thick, and hard when fully erect.
 
My mom’s name is Lilly, short for Lillian.  She’s a real beauty.  She’s forty-two-years-old.  She’s five-foot-nine-inches tall, six-foot with her high heels, and has natural blonde hair, big blue eyes, and D cup breasts.  An ex-beauty queen, before she was married, she finished in third place in the Miss Texas beauty contest twenty-three-years ago.
 
Keeping one another company, both of us are big wrestling fans, we love watching wrestling.  She loves it when the male wrestlers pull off the tops of women wrestlers, especially when exposing their naked breasts.  Something that’s big in Texas, with us typical Texans, we also love watching Roller Derby matches, and rodeos, too.  She loves watching the girls fight and push one another over the rails.  We both love barrel racing women.
 
Something that sexually excites me and my stepmom, I suspect that she may be bi-sexual.  She loves watching wrestling between women, especially mud wrestling women when they wrestle in their sexy bikinis, as much as I do.  She especially loves it when the female wrestlers strip one another naked.  Even with the women covered with a layer of mud, we can still see, discern, and make-out their naked tits, their naked pussies, and their naked asses.
 
With me young, dumb, and full of cum, I always have an erection while watching women mud wrestling and stripping one another naked.  She always teases me about getting sexually excited enough for my cock to suddenly protrude from my pajama pee hole.  Something that embarrasses and sexually excites me when she does, another thing that she never did before, she takes my erect, naked cock in her hand, and squeezes the head of my prick with her fingertips while teasing me.
 
#  #  #
 
“Someone has an erection,” she said. 
 
She stares down at my erection.  I love it when my stepmom stares at my erect, naked cock.  Then, seemingly, with her as horny as I am, she wraps her long, manicured fingers around my big dick and slowly strokes me.  Sometimes, as if she owns my genitals, she’s even cupped my testicles in the palm of her hand while closing her eyes and breathing through her mouth.  As shocked as I’m sexually excited, I stare down at her soft and warm, motherly hand.
 
“Mom,” I said while feigning my outrage!  “Oh, my God.  How dare you?”  I stared at her big breasts through her nearly transparent nightgown.  “How would you like it if I stuck my hand down your nightgown top and groped your naked breasts and fingered your erect nipples?”
 
She laughed.  Daring me to do so, while leaning forward, she opened the top of her nightgown with her fingers to give me a clear down nightgown view of her naked breasts.
 
“Go ahead.  Do it.  I dare you to do so,” she said with a laugh?  “No balls.  Chicken.”
 
Taking her up on her dare, I stuck my horny hand down her nightgown top.  I felt her big, naked breasts while fingering her erect nipples.  While fondling her big tits, I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples.  I wished that I could have sucked her nipples.
 
“Jesus, Dallas.  Oh, my God, stop.  Don’t.  Stop” she said, closing her top while laughing!  “How dare you grope my naked breasts?  I didn’t think you’d do it,” she said.
 
She feigned her outrage while staring at me with sexual arousal.
 
“I’m your stepmother.  I’m not some whore of a stripper that your father worships.”          
 
#  #  #
 
I finished a year of college but college wasn’t me.  I love cars.  I earn my living fixing my friends, neighbors, and strangers’ cars.  I have a lift and a tire changer in my garage.
 
With my home business in all cash transactions, I don’t report my income to the IRS.  Then, when I finally got a part-time job at a new car dealership, a good way to launder my cash, I still fixed cars on the side.  A homebody and a momma’s boy, I’m always home.  I spend all of my free time with my mother.
 
I love her but not in the way that a son loves his mother.  I love her in the way that a man loves A woman.  With her not having to ask me twice, I’d have sex with her, if I could, only if it didn't ruin our close relationship and deep friendship that we have.
 
Honestly, I’d love to make out with my stepmom while feeling her through her clothes.  I’d love to slowly undress her.  I’d love to strip her naked and touch, feel, fondle and grope her naked body everywhere a stepson should never touch, feel, fondle, and grope his voluptuous stepmother.            
 
My mom’s best friend is Becky.  She’s our next-door neighbor.  With her divorced from her husband because he wanted children and she didn’t, she lives alone.  She lives at our house almost every day, every morning and every evening, while drinking coffee or wine and gossiping with my mother.
 
Another ex-beauty queen, she’s a tall, Texas blue-eyed, natural blonde woman.  She has big tits, double D cup breasts.  With me being a breast man, I love women with big tits.  
 
I’m sexually attracted to older women, especially older women with big breasts.  Like my stepmom, Becky is forty-two-years-old, too.  Fortunately for me, my mom and my next-door neighbor both have big breasts, and they’re both big wrestling, roller derby, and rodeo fans.
 
With it always hot in Texas, unembarrassed and unashamed, she comes over the house wearing her short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgown without wearing a robe or panties.  With her as much of an exhibitionistic whore as my stepmom is an exhibitionistic whore, I’ve wrestled Becky in her nightgown as much as I wrestled my mom in her nightgown.  Whether wrestling my mom or Becky, unable to stop it from happening, because they’re always flashing me, their naked pussies, their naked breasts, and/or their naked asses, I always have an erection.
 
#  #  #
 
The next time that I wrestled my mom, after we had way too much to drink, when she got my head in another leglock, with my mouth against her naked pussy, daring myself to do so, I flicked out my tongue and licked her pussy.  I licked my mother’s cunt.  Not only couldn’t I believe that I licked my mom’s pussy, I couldn’t believe that she didn’t unlock her head lock, push my head away, or reprimand me for licking her where a son should never lick his mother.
 
Then, I reached up my horny hand and parted her swollen pussy lips with my fingers.  I inserted my fingers inside of my stepmom’s cunt.  She was wet, very wet.
 
I rubbed her clit while licking her clit.  I finger fucked her.  I found her G spot and pressed on that.  I masturbated and ate my stepmom’s pussy.
 
Pushing my tongue inside of her, I continued licking her clit.  I licked her again and again before she finally pushed me away.  I was eating my stepmom.  With her eyes closed while she moaned in sexual pleasure, she seemed to enjoy me giving her oral sex.
 
“Dallas.  Oh, my God, Dallas.  I can’t believe you did that,” she said, unlocking my head and pushing my face away from her naked cunt.  “You licked mommy’s pussy.  I can’t believe you licked my cunt.  How dare you do that?  You licked your stepmother’s pussy.”
 
Only not meaning what she said, she liked me licking her pussy.  She said what she said with feigned outrage mixed with sexual arousal.  Indeed, my stepmom loved me eating her pussy.
 
With my big erect dick already out of my pajama pee hole, when I returned the favor and got her in a leglock with the head of my cock up against her lips, she opened her mouth and took me inside.  After I licked my stepmother, Lilly’s naked pussy half a dozen times, my MILF of a mother was blowing me.  Feeling as if my cock belonged there, deep in her beautiful mouth, she sucked my cock while stroking my prick like a pro.
 
The next day, with her unaware that I was eavesdropping, I overheard her talking to Becky on the phone.
 
“When I got him in a headlock, he licked my pussy.  He did.  I couldn’t believe it, Becky.  His tongue felt so good licking my cunt,” she said.
 
She laughed.
 
“He licked it again and again before I pushed him away.  Oh, my God, Becky.  I wanted him to eat me.  I wanted him to give me an orgasm with his fingers and with his tongue,” she said.  “With it a long time since I’ve had sex, his tongue felt so good.  I wanted and needed to cum.”
 
She laughed again. 
 
“Then, when he returned the favor and got me in a headlock, with his big dick already out of his pajama pee hole, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I took him in my mouth.  I blew him.  I sucked his cock.  I didn’t want to stop blowing him.  I wanted him to cum in my mouth.  I wanted to swallow him,” she said.
 
#  #  #
            
Later that week, after we had a big rainstorm.  We had so much rain that we had a big mud hole in our backyard.  Grasping the opportunity, and ready to give me a show, my mother and Becky went out to the backyard in their sexy and revealing bikinis.
 
Shocking me, they wrestled in their sexy bikinis.  While hoping that they’d strip one another naked, I grabbed a lawn chair to watch them mud wrestle.  They touched and felt one another’s naked bodies everywhere that a heterosexual woman would never touch and feel another woman but where gay or bi-sexual woman would.  They kissed one another while touching and feeling their bikini clad bodies everywhere.  Parting their lips with their tongues, they French kissed one another.
 
My mom pulled off Becky’s bikini top.  She touched, felt, fondled, and groped her naked breasts.   Becky pulled down my mom’s bikini bottoms.  She touched, felt, fondled, groped, squeezed and spanked her naked ass.  Then, she fingered my stepmom’s pussy.  She masturbated her.  


Within a few minutes they were both naked and covered in mud.  With me wearing my bathing suit, they reached out for me and pulled me into the mud hole with them.  With them working together, four muddy hands stripped me naked. 
 
In the way that I was all over their naked breasts, touching them, feeling them, fondling them, and groping them, they were all over my erect cock while stroking me.  Once we had enough of wrestling, we filed into the aptly named mud room.  My first group shower, we showered together.
 
All over Becky’s and my stepmom’s naked breasts, I touched, felt, fondled their big tits while pinching, pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking their erect nipples.  I washed every speck of mud off of their naked bodies and they washed my naked body, too.  Soaping them up really good, they soaped me up really good, too.  We touched, felt, fondles, and groped each other everywhere while washing each other clean.
 
With my stepmom bending at the waist, my first time fucking my stepmother, and with her so very wet, I fucked her from behind.  Fucking her fast and fucking her hard while holding her D cup breasts, I gave her an orgasm with my cock.  Then, I ejaculate a load of cum in her pussy.  
 
With her bending at the waist, ready and willing for me to fuck her, I fucked Becky from behind, too.  I ejaculated a load of cum in her pussy, too.  After I fucked the both of them, they made out with one another.  They masturbated each other.  They ate each other’s pussies.  My stepmom and her next-door neighbor, her best friend, had lesbian sex while I watched and masturbated myself.  
 
#  #  #
 
From there, with them both on their knees, they took turns stroking my cock and sucking my prick.  I ejaculated cum in both of their mouths and they swallowed.  Then, as soon as Becky released the pressure of her lips from my prick, I exploded a second load of cum all over their pretty faces, in their beautiful, blonde hair, and across their big, naked breasts.  I gave them both cum baths.  Instead of being angry, they laughed.
 
From that day forward, whenever we wrestle, we wrestle while naked.  Every time we wrestle, we have threesome sex.  When I wasn’t making love to and fucking my mother, I was making love to and fucking Becky.  In between I masturbated and ate their pussies.  They masturbated and blew me, allowed me to cum in their beautiful mouths, and swallowed my cum.
 
Not stopping there, I watched my stepmom making out with, making love to, masturbating, and eating Becky.  I watched Becky masturbating, eating and making love to my stepmom.  They even fucked one another with a strap-on dildo.  I loved watching them having lesbian sex.
 
They allowed me to take photographs of them in their sexy nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, and naked.  Even more sexually exciting than that, they not only allowed me to show their sexy photos to my friends but also, they allowed me to post their photos to the internet.  They loved exposing their naked bodies to whoever wanted to see them without their clothes.
 
With us making love and fucking multiple times a day, I’m intent on not only making my stepmom pregnant with our child but also, once my mom is pregnant, I’m intent on making Becky with child, too.  Once they both have their babies, we’ll combine our households and live together like a modern-day family.
 
My life couldn’t be any better than it is now.  Not only am I living my sexual fantasy by having illicit incestuous sex with my stepmother but also, I’m having forbidden sex with our next-door neighbor, my stepmom’s best friend, Becky.  
 
I love having threesome sex with them as much as I love watching them having lesbian sex with one another.  The next time we get a big rainstorm that develops a mud hole in our backyard, I plan on selling tickets to my friends.  I’d love for all of us to take a shower together while having sex in the mud room bathroom.
 
The End
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I Love my Busty Mother-in-law, June
Forget about my wife, I'm in love with her beautiful mother.
My name is Michael. I not only love my mother-in-law but also, especially now that my wife no longer has sex with me, I want to have sex with her. I have a thing for older women, especially older women with big breasts.
Where younger women, and women my age play games, older women get right down to it. They want to have sex with me as much as I want to have sex with them. I've had sex with several older women, and I like how loving, giving, and passionate they are.
With it all starting at home, I had sex with my fifty-two-year-old mother, my fifty-year-old aunt, and my seventy-two-year-old grandmother. I not only plan on having sex with my fifty-something-year-old mother-in-law but also, I plan on having sex with her fifty-something-year old best friends, Diane and Flanna, and our fifty-something-year-old next-door neighbor, Theresa, too. I'm surrounded by fifty-something-year-old busty women who love having sex with younger men.
In the way that older men forsake women their age and older women for younger women. Older women forsake men their and older men for younger men. Everyone hopes to feel younger by having sex with younger sexual partners, whoever will have them.
# # #
Something that I never considered doing before, I want to make out with my wife's mother, June, while feeling her through her clothes. I want to continue making out with her, French kissing her, while slowly undressing her. I want to strip her naked.
While kissing her, French kissing her, I want to see, touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked body everywhere that a son-in-law should never see, touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked body. With her fifty-something-years old, she easily looks ten-years younger. Since the first time that I met her, I've been sexually attracted to her. I want her. I must have her.
Believe it or not, never having sexually inappropriate feelings for my wife's mother before, it all started when I unexpectedly saw my mother-in-law, June, naked. I did. I saw her undressing. I watched her stripping herself naked before my very own eyes.
I saw her without her clothes. I couldn't believe that I saw my wife's mother naked. Something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, I saw my mother-in-law with not a stitch of clothing on her sexy and shapely, naked body.
Never expecting to see her without her clothes, my first time seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked, I couldn't believe my horny eyes. Stunned to see and watch her undressing, and then to see her naked, I still can't believe that I watched her undressing and stripping herself naked. Oblivious to my spying presence, she had no idea that I was there watching her removing her clothes. Something that I would definitely pay to see, my wife's mother inadvertently gave me a slow and sexy strip tease show.
She stood in her bedroom with her bedroom door wide-open, her overhead light brightly lit, and with her unaware that I was standing there watching her undress from the kitchen. Something that I never expected to see, I watched her removing her clothes. Stunned, never expecting to see her undressing before, I couldn't stop staring at all that she was showing and at all that I was seeing now.
I wondered if she had planned this erotic event for my voyeuristic pleasure. I wondered if she knew that I was there watching her undress. I wondered if she was deliberately flashing me.
I wondered if she wanted me to see her and watch removing her clothes while stripping herself naked. Maybe she had no idea that I was there watching her. Maybe she'd be as embarrassed as I'm excited to watch her undress.
As she mindlessly stared up at her ceiling while, seemingly, deep in thought, I watched her slowly and sexily unbutton her light, blue blouse. I watch her reveal more of her bra clad body with every button she unbuttoned. As if she was standing in a dressing room behind a curtain, I watched her remove her blouse. Something that I never saw before and never expected to see now, I stared at her in her big, white, sheer bra.
Again, something else that I've never seen before, I stared at the tops of her jiggling breasts. I stared at her long line of sexy cleavage. I continued staring at all that I could see of her darker pink areolas, and her lighter pink, erect nipples through her sheer and sexy, low-cut bra. Stunned, the perfect timing on my part, with me at the right place and at the right time, having never seen her in her sexy lingerie, I couldn't believe that I was seeing my wife's mother in her sexy brassiere.
# # #
Then, with her still not noticing me standing in the kitchen and staring a mere dozen feet away from her, I watched her unbutton and unzip her dark blue, short skirt. As if she thought she was alone and, no doubt, she did, she mindlessly allowed her short skirt to fall to her feet. As soon as she lifted her feet to step out of her skirt, as if she was my personal lingerie model, I stared at her in her lacy bra and her French bikini panties.
'Wow,' I thought. 'Who knew my wife's mother would have such a sexy and shapely body?'
What made seeing my wife's mother undressing more sexually exciting, she wasn't just any woman. She was my mother-in-law. She was my wife's mother. While holding my breath in sexual anticipation, stunned with forbidden, lustful desire, I watched her reach around her back to unhook her three-clasp bra.
'Fuck me,' I thought. 'No way! I don't believe this. After being married to her cold daughter for five, sexually frustrating years, a woman who dresses and undresses herself in the bathroom, I'm finally going to see my mother-in-law's big, naked breasts.'
As if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I watched her remove her bra straps from her shapely shoulders and her long arms from her bra straps. Making me a little suspicious that she may be deliberately flashing me, she held her bra cups in place with her hands while turning to face her bedroom door and me. Looking down instead of looking straight ahead, otherwise, she may have seen me.
I watched in awe as if watching the eighth and ninth wonders of the world fall in place, stunned and unable to move, I watched her enormous, double D cup breasts fall from her bra. I stared at her naked breasts as if I had never seen naked breasts before. Stunned, I couldn't move. I couldn't breathe. Shocked, I couldn't stop staring.
Never expecting to see her naked breasts, this was a once in a lifetime experience. Mesmerized by them, and hypnotized with them, I stared at the size and the shape of her naked breasts. Indeed, with her big tits not sagging at all, she had beautiful breasts, especially for a mature woman.
Stunned to see something of her that I shouldn't see, I stared at her dark pink areolas. I stared at her lighter pink, erect nipples. A gross understatement, I loved my mother-in-law's big tits. Something so forbidden for me to do, I wish I could touch them, feel them, fondle them, and grope them while fingering and sucking her erect nipples.
Then, with her still facing me, as if there was another drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head again, not believing my eyes, I watched her insert her thumbs in the waistband of her panties. She slowly pushed them down to her feet to expose her bushy, brown pussy. Never expecting to see June naked, I stared at her big breasts and her naked cunt. Then, when she turned the other way, and bent at the waist to remove her panties from her ankles, I stared at her naked ass, and the back of her naked pussy.
Recording and saving this lifelong image of her in my horny mind, I'll be jerking off after seeing my wife's mother without her clothes for as long as I shall live. I will never forget seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked. From this day forward, whenever she's sitting in the living room across from me, I'll forever be undressing her with my horny eyes after seeing her in her bra and panties, topless, and naked even when she's fully dressed.
# # #
With us living in the same three-story house, something we always did, I opened her backdoor without knocking. Something that I didn't know, she was in her bedroom removing her clothes in readiness to vacuum. Something else that I never knew, my wife's mother preferred doing her housework while naked. Again, something else that I didn't know, with me as much of a voyeur as I'm an exhibitionist, I loved watching her making her bed, vacuuming, dusting, and cleaning while she's not wearing any clothes.
'Who wouldn't,' I thought? 'This is such a special day for me.'
She had her music blasting. She never heard me enter her apartment. Living alone after her husband died, my father-in-law, from COVID, as stunned as I was sexually excited, I never expected to see June without her clothes.
As soon as I closed the backdoor behind me, not yet seeing my mother-in-law undressing in her bedroom, I poured myself a cup of black coffee. Then, as soon as I sat in her kitchen chair that faced her bedroom, I had a clear, bird's eye view of her undressing. While sipping my coffee and enjoying the strip tease show of June's shapely and sexy naked body, I sat by the kitchen window.
Admiring her shapely figure, she looked good, really good, for a woman her age. I can't wait to stroke myself and cum after seeing her naked. Literally shocked to see so much of her, I'll never look at her the same way again. Now that I've seen her without her clothes, now that I've seen her naked, I'll forever look at her with lustful desire and horniness.
I live on the second floor with my wife, her daughter, Darlene. My brother-in-law, Joe, lives on the third floor with his wife, Cassie. My mother-in-law lives alone on the first floor. When talking to Cassie in the back hall, shocking me, she comes out in her short nightgown without wearing panties. When I look up at her, I can clearly see her brown, bushy pussy up her short nightgown. To say that my sister-in-law is a whore who wants to have sex with me, too, is an understatement.
Yet, they were all already at work, and with me working from home, I was alone with my mother-in-law. Glad that we were alone, not in a million-years, I never expected to see her removing her clothes and standing before me naked. I couldn't wait to masturbate over her undressing herself and stripping herself naked later.
# # #
As soon as I sat by the kitchen window, distracted by her coming out the backdoor, our next-door neighbor, Theresa, a widow after her husband suffered a fatal heart attack, walked out of her back deck. Spellbound by her, and sexually attracted to her, too, I watched her hanging her wet laundry on her clothesline. Doing the same thing every morning, she walked out on her back porch wearing her sheer, transparent, white nightie with nothing underneath, and without her wearing a robe over it.
With her arms raised over her head to hang her laundry, with her barely five-foot tall, she stood on her toes to reach the clothesline.
Her wet clothes soaked the entire front of her nightgown. I could clearly see the shape and the size of her enormous F cup breasts. She has the biggest tits that I've ever seen.
I could clearly see the shape and the size of her dark pink areolas, her lighter pink erect nipples, and her black, bushy pussy, too. Daring myself to do so, with June busy vacuuming while naked, I stood, knocked on the kitchen window, and waved to her while holding my erect cock in my hand and pressing it against the kitchen window. With her already having seen us all naked playing Marco Polo in our backyard pool, she stared at my erect, naked prick, smiled, and laughed.
Daring me to stroke myself, she moved her hand side-to-side as if she was giving me a hand job. Then, she moved her hand in front of her mouth and pushed her cheek out with her tongue as if giving me a blowjob. Finally, something that I wished that I could do, she cupped her huge, naked breasts in her hands and lifted her tits through her nightgown while laughing and fingering her erect nipples.
Then, not done shocking me and sexually teasing me, something that I've never seen of her before, she lifted the front hem of her nightgown to her waist to flash me her naked, black, bushy pussy. If it wasn't enough that I was seeing my mother-in-law naked but also, I was seeing my next-door naked from the waist down, too. Reminding me of Dolly Parton but with black hair instead of a blonde wig, for such a petite fifty-some-thing-year-old woman, she had a hell of a body.
'Oh, my God,' I thought. 'I love seeing my neighbor's cunt as much as she seemingly enjoyed flashing me her pussy and seeing my naked, erect prick. I love seeing my nearly naked neighbor as much as I love seeing my naked mother-in-law. This is something else that I'll be jerking off over for the rest of my horny life.'
I made a mental note to invite Theresa over to play Marco Polo with us the next time we played the game while naked in the pool. I'd love to see, touch, feel, and fondle my naked neighbor as much as I know that she'd love to see, touch, feel, and fondle me, too. I'd love to have my way with her big tits in the way that I know that she would love her to stroke, suck, and fuck my prick.
In the way that I fucked my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother in my backyard pool while playing Marco Polo naked before I was married, I remembered. I'd love to fuck my mother-in-law, my sister-in-law, and our next-door neighbor in our backyard pool while playing Marco Polo naked, too. Not stopping with fucking them, they all blew me, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed me, too.
# # #
I watched June dancing to the music naked while singing along with the song. I stared at her enormous, double D cup, naked breasts bouncing up and down, and swaying side to side to the music. With her still not noticing me sitting in the kitchen, I stared at her naked ass when she walked by me in the hall while vacuuming. Indeed, she still had a shapely and sexy figure for a fifty-something-year-old woman.
No secret there, again, as I confessed before, I love older women, especially older women with big tits. All of the women in my family are busty. I'm not only sexually attracted to my mother-in-law but also, I'm sexually attracted to her best friend, Diane, too. Like my sexy next-door neighbor, Theresa, and Diane have F cup breasts, too. With double D cup big breasts, F cup breasts are equal to triple D cup breasts.
They have the same size breasts as Christina Hendricks of Mad Men, and Good Girls fame. She has the same size breasts as porn star Dee William, aka Donna, my childhood best friend. She has the same size breasts as June's other friend, Flanna, who has F cup breasts, too.
Not stopping there, I'm sexually attracted to my fifty-two-year-old mother, Caroline, my fifty-year-old aunt, Josephine, and even my seventy-year-two-old grandmother, Elizabeth. They all have big tits. Over the years, before I was married at twenty-two-years-old, I dick flashed them all. I allowed them to all see me naked. They not only looked at my erect, naked cock, they all stared at my big dick.
I've learned that most women over the age of fifty are whores. Indeed, with men no longer paying women their age and older attention, all that a man needed to do to bed an older woman is to pay them some attention and compliment them. Women that age are needy for flattery. With them horny and sexually frustrated, they'll fuck and suck any man who takes notice of them.
# # #
Returning the favor of my exhibitionism with their exhibitionism, I've seen my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother topless. One hot summer's day, a few months before I married my wife, I dared my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother to play Marco Polo with me naked. Not shy about exposing myself in front of them, I removed my bathing suit and stood naked in front of them while standing on the back deck.
Not stopping there, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection in front of them while they not only looked but stared. They all watched me stroking myself. With them all more than tipsy on drinking their white wine, giving me an even bigger and harder, immediate erection, I couldn't believe it when my mother stood and removed her bathing suit in front of me, too.
She showed me her enormous, double D cup, naked breasts, her bushy brown pussy, and her naked ass. Not stopping there, she allowed me to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked body while fingering and sucking her erect nipples, too while she stroked my cock. Proving my theory that women over fifty-years-old are whores, my mother is a whore.
Then, blowing my mind, if it wasn't enough seeing my mother, Caroline, naked and having my way with her naked body, my aunt followed suit. I watched my aunt, Josephine, remove her bathing suit, too. In the way that I stared at my naked mother, I stared at her naked sister, my aunt. I stared at aunt Josephine's D cup breasts, her brown, trimmed pussy, and her shapely ass. My aunt is a whore, too.
As my mother allowed me to do, my naked aunt allowed me to do so, too. She allowed me to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. She allowed me to cup her naked pussy and squeeze her naked ass while she stroked my cock.
Then, not to be left out, with her looking ten-years younger, my seventy-two-year-old grandmother, Elizabeth, removed her bathing suit, too. I stared at my grandma's humongous F cup, sagging breast, her gray, bushy pussy, and her big wrinkled ass. She not only showed me her humongous F cup breasts, her bushy gray pussy, and her big, naked ass, but also, she allowed me to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her naked body while fingering and sucking her erect nipples, too.
# # #
I loved having my way with my grandma's naked body as much as I loved having my way with my mom's and my aunt's naked bodies. Then, blowing my mind, my grandmother leaned forward on her lawn chair. She took me in her elderly hand before taking me in her elderly mouth. She stroked me while she sucked me. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed. I couldn't believe that my grandmother blew me.
She'll be a big hit in the nursing home. Men will write her room number on the bathroom walls
'For a good time, go to Elizabeth's room, 203.'
As soon as we jumped in the water, I touched, felt, fondled and groped their naked bodies while they touched, felt, fondled, and groped my naked prick while stroking my cock. I had sex with my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother in the pool while they had sex with me. I not only fucked all three of them and ejaculated in their pussies, but also, after my grandmother blew me, my mom and my aunt stroked my cock while sucking my prick. They all blew me, allowed me to cum in their mouths and swallowed, too.
After I married my wife, Darlene, my next-door neighbor, Theresa, watched me stripping myself naked and jumping in the pool. I wished I could have sex with her, too. She has humongous breasts.
I've already made a mental note to invite her to the next Marco Polo, drunken naked, pool party. I can't wait to play Marco Polo with her. I can't wait to touch, feel, and fondle her huge naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples, as she strokes my cock.
# # #
After having a background of incestuous sex, I'm ready to have sex with my wife's mother. Daring myself to do so, I removed my T-shirt. I removed my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear. In the way that June was naked, I sat in the kitchen naked while watching June, dancing, singing, and vacuuming. Then, when she turned to face me with her head down, still not noticing me, I stared at her bushy brown pussy.


I stroked myself to a big and hard erection while watching my mother-in-law dancing and singing naked. With me home alone with her, she must have known that I'd be downstairs for coffee. With her backdoor unlocked, she must have known that I'd walk-in her kitchen without knocking.
She must have known that I'd see her undressing and stripping herself naked. She must have known that I'd see her doing her housework without her clothes. I wondered if she had deliberately flashed me.
Again, daring myself to do so, I walked up behind her. I put my arm around her waist and danced with her. Not acting surprised that I was there, she didn't jump when I touched her. Now, certain that she had deliberately stripped herself naked and exposed her naked body to me, my mother-in-law is a whore, too.
She leaned back and kissed me on the lips. Then, she turned to face me to give me a pelvic-to-pelvic naked hug. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me while I felt and fondled her naked breasts, fingered her erect nipples, and reached around her to feel and squeeze her ass.
I turned off the vacuum. I took her hand and led her into her bedroom. I gently pushed her back on her bed. She told me what she wanted me to do without words. She fell backwards with her legs parted wide-open. Showing me a lot of pink, her pussy was glistening wet.
I made myself comfortable between her legs. I fingered and licked her pussy. Something that I never expected to do, I couldn't believe that I was eating my mother-in-law's cunt.
"Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. I'm cumming, Michel. I'm cumming," she said.
As soon as I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue, not allowing her to enjoy the afterglow of sex, I mounted her like a wild stallion.
# # #
I made slow and passionate love to her while kissing her, French kissing her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, she returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. No longer making love, we were fucking. I fucked my mother-in-law, and she fucked her son-in-law. I ejaculated a big load of cum in her pussy. With my cold, bitch of a wife not wanting children, wishing that I could make June pregnant, but she was too old to do so.
From that day forward, whenever I was alone with my wife's mother, we had sex. We made out while touching and feeling one another. When I wasn't making love to and fucking her, I fingered and licked her pussy. When she wasn't making love to and fucking me, she stroked and sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth, and swallowed.
Then, whenever Cassie, my sister-in-law was home from work, I had sex with her, too. Whenever June invited her two best friends, Diane and Flanna, over, I stripped myself naked in front of them while stroking my prick to a big and hard erection. Instead of looking away, they stared. Then, I made out with them while touching and feeling them through their clothes while they stroked and fondled my erect cock.
I stripped them both naked and as soon as I did, I fingered and licked her pussies. I gave both orgasms with my fingers and mouth. I gave them another orgasm with my cock, too.
"Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. Don't stop licking me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Michael," said Diane.
"Michael. Oh, my God, Michael. Don't stop licking me. I'm cumming. I'm cumming, Michael," said Flanna.
Not allowing them to enjoy the afterglow of sex, I mounted them and made love to them while making out and French kissing them. Then, humping them faster and humping them harder, and with them returning my fast and hard humps, I fucked them and they fucked me. I exploded a big load of cum in both of their warm and wet pussies. I've never had as much sex as I am having now.
The End
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Sisters and Brother Sleep Together
Triplets sleep in the same bed and have incestuous sex.
I love my identical twin sisters, Rose and Ruby. Growing up together, we did everything together. We played together, watched TV and movies together. We played video games together. We finished one another's sentences. We shared our birthday parties.
We live in New York. Unable to afford to buy a house, or rent an apartment on one income, the house prices and rents are outrageous, and well beyond affordability. Everything is more expensive, because of gas prices, we take the subway everywhere. I had two roommates but no longer able to afford the high rent, even after splitting it three ways, they moved out for a place less expensive.
Presently, I'm looking for two roommates or someplace else to live, if not, I'll be living in a homeless shelter and eating my meals at a mission. I've asked my friends and everyone I know, but they all had good reasons why they were unable to live with me. I've even advertised for roommates but no one has answered my ad.
'God help me,' I thought.
# # #
My name is Ryan and I'm thirty-five-years-old. With us triplets, I'm close with my identical twin sisters, Rose and Ruby. I love them both. I'd do anything for them, and they'd do anything for me. Always talking and laughing together, when we're not on the phone, we're emailing one another.
Living on only one income, my sisters are recently divorced. They didn't want children, thank God. That would have been a mess of things if they were suddenly single moms with small children. Child care is nearly as expensive as rent. They're looking for a place to live, too.
Then, my sister Ruby came up with an idea that made a lot of sense. She said what none of us had considered. She looked from me to look at her sister. Then, she laughed.
"Why don't we move in together," asked Ruby looking at me?
I thought about her suggestion and it sounded like a good idea.
"Even though it could be something that may ruin your sex life, with you unable to invite a woman home with your twin sisters there, we dare you to live with us," she said looking at me while smiling. "Actually, we double dare you to move in with us," said Ruby with a laugh and pinching my arm while speaking for her sister.
Immediately, our sister Rose chimed in and agreed.
"Now that I think about it, that's not a bad idea. Actually, that's a good idea. Living together, splitting the rent and living expenses three ways, may be the answer to our prayers," she said.
Rose looked from me to look at her twin.
"Why not? We all get along great together," she said. C'mon. It will be fun."
I laughed, and shrugged.
"You don't have to dare or double dare me to move in with you. I'm game if you are," I said.
I laughed.
"Besides, I'm not dating anyone anyway," I said. "I seldom go out. When I'm not working from home, I'm watching television, movies, reading, play video games, and,"
"Watching porn while masturbating," said my sisters both at the same time.
Embarrassed that they knew that I watched porn while playing with myself, I looked from Ruby to look at Rose while smiling.
"Yes," I said. "Let's do it. Let's live together."
With our living arrangements solved, happy that it was over, we gave one another high fives.
# # #
"Sadly, and frustratingly, after looking at apartments in the paper, the only thing that we can afford is a studio," I said.
I shook my head with disappointment and frustration.
"Wait. I found one that' plenty big enough, twelve-hundred-square-feet but it only has one bathroom. That may prove to be a problem for me when living with two women who live in the bathroom," I said with a laugh.
My sister, Rose, made a face and waved her hand.
"Don't be silly. That's not a problem," she said. "As long as you knock first, and you only have to do number one and not number two, and promise not to flush the toilet when we're in the shower, you can pee whenever you need."
I nodded my head in agreement. We made an appointment with the realty agent to see the property. It was a nice apartment with big windows, high ceilings, wood floors, new appliances, and good views. On the second floor of a five-floor apartment, we wouldn't need to take the elevator unless we had things to lug up the stairs.
The only problem was the one bathroom didn't have a tub; it only had a shower. My sisters love taking long, leisurely baths with candles while drinking wine. The shower didn't even have a shower curtain; it had glass doors. Unless I stood to pee with my back turned to the shower, even with the glass doors fogging up, when sitting on the toilet facing the shower, I'd probably see them both naked.
Nonetheless, something that we all could afford, we took the place.
# # #
We hired a small moving truck to move our stuff. We didn't have much to move. Not the best moving attire, my sister showed up wearing their short skirts, low-cut blouses, and their high heels.
"Instead of taking the whole day off, not knowing how long it will take to move, we have to go to work after we move," said Rose.
Ruby nodded her head.
"Something that may make it faster to unload the truck, so that you don't have to climb up and down, we'll stay in the back of the truck. We'll stage the boxes on the tailgate for you to carry them inside," she said.
Making sense to me, I shrugged.
"Okay," I said.
Not an easy climb for women wearing high heels, I helped my sisters climb up to the tailgate. I stood on the ground behind the truck and behind them while watching and helping Rose climb up to the tailgate. Something that I wasn't expecting, she gave me quite the up-skirt peek of her white panty clad, shapely ass. Following her sister, Ruby gave me the same up-skirt peek of her panties when she climbed the tailgate.
'With them already giving me plenty to masturbate over, I'm going to like living with my sisters,' I thought. 'I can't wait to pee when they're in the shower.'
Without them realizing what I was doing and why I was doing it, the first thing that I did was to buy and install a more powerful exhaust fan with a brighter light in the bathroom. I'll soon be seeing both my sisters naked while they shower and I innocently pee. Without them realizing that they were giving me a naked show, giving me even more to stroke myself over, I couldn't wait to see them both topless and/or naked.
Actually, it didn't take them long to realized that if they could see my naked cock when I sat and stood up from the toilet, I could see them naked in the shower. Timing it right, nearly every time one of them was in the shower, I suddenly had to pee. I quickly stroked myself to a big and hard erection before knocking on the door loud enough to hear me over the running water and the exhaust fan.
"I have to pee," I said.
I waited for their response before opening the bathroom door.
"Okay, but don't flush the toilet."
I took my time pushing down my pajama bottoms while exposing my big, naked erect dick to my sisters. When done, I took my time wiping myself. They not only looked, they both stared. Then, I flushed the toilet.
Whether they deliberately flashed me or unintentionally flashed me, they opened the door and leaned out enough to see their big, naked breasts and the rest of their naked bodies.
"Ryan! I asked you not to flush the toilet," said my sister.
I laughed while staring at everything she was showing and all that I was seeing.
"Sorry. I forgot," I said as my excuse.
# # #
Not done flashing me their sexy underwear, once inside the moving, rental truck, every time they squatted down to lift a box, with their knees parted open, they flashed me their panties again. Then, with them leaning forward, they gave me the perfect down blouse view of the tops of their jiggling breasts. I not only stared at their pussy mounds, their camel toe, their pussy slit, and what I could see of their red, trimmed pubic hair, but also, I stared at their long line of cleavages and their low-cut bras.
With us broke after paying the first and last month rent, instead of wasting money on buying another bed, mattress, frame, and headboard, something a bit daring for us to do, we decided to sleep together in my big bed. I have a king-size bed, seventy-six by eighty-inches that fits my six-foot-four-inch and two-hundred-pound frame. Plenty big enough for me, and for two people, but it may be a bit of a squeeze with three people.
Yet, with my sisters five-foot-nine-inches tall and weighing one-hundred, thirty-five pounds, and with them not taking up much room widthwise, as long as they don't mind cuddling and spooning, it shouldn't be a problem. Actually, truth be known, with me being a big cuddler and spooner, I love holding and hugging whomever I'm sleeping with. Always feeling cold during the night, I love feeling the warmth of women's bodies.
With their beautiful, long, red, lush hair, and shapely bodies, they are both so pretty. They both have freckles, too. I love freckles. Freckles don't look as good on a man as they do on a woman.
I'd love to hold, hug, spoon, and cuddle with my sisters while they sleep. I wondered if they'd hold, hug, and spoon me while I slept. I wondered if they'd love to cuddle me as much as I'd love to cuddle them.
Not taking me long to find out, I slept in the middle, and in between my two sisters. When I moved to the right, I held, hugged, cuddled, and spooned my sister, Ruby. When I moved to the left, I held, hugged, cuddled, and spooned my sister, Rose. No matter which way I turned, I had someone there to hold, hug, cuddle, and spoon. To say that they both gave me erections would be an understatement. I've never been as big and as hard as I am now.
Something that I hadn't considered, and something that they should have known, with neither one of them wearing panties to bed, as soon as they climbed in bed and pulled the covers over them, something sexually exciting happened. Their nightgowns climbed up to and over their waists to expose their naked asses and the back of their naked pussies while they slept. When I held them, my erect, naked prick protruded from my pajama pee hole and rested between their naked, ass cheeks.
My cock throbbed and pulsated against their naked asses, and against the backs of their moist, naked pussies. With them not brushing my cock away with their hands, instead, they wiggled their asses while laughing. They seemed to enjoy feeling my cock pressed up against them as much as I loved dry humping them.
'I don't believe this,' I thought. 'I'm virtually dry humping both my sisters while they're wiggling their asses and laughing.
When I wasn't impaling Ruby's naked ass and the back of her moist pussy with my naked, erect cock, I impaled Rose's naked ass and the back of her moist pussy with my big dick. Deciding to get the awkwardness out of the way, and improve our shower schedules, something so illicitly forbidden for me to suggest and for us to do, I brought up the subject. After we peed, brushed our teeth, showered, and had coffee and breakfast, we discussed having sex, incestuous sex.
# # #
"Just a thought, don't get me wrong and/or get mad before you listen to all that I have to say because what I suggest makes sense," I said.
Hoping that they'd agree with my suggestion, I looked from Ruby to look at Rose. Looking identically alike, sometimes unable to tell them apart with them having the same voices and the same laughs, they were so pretty. With me horny all of the time, and not having a girlfriend, and neither of them having boyfriends, while wondering if they were horny, too, they had such shapely and sexy bodies. As if enticing me and teasing me, they came out to the kitchen wearing their short, sheer and sexy, low-cut nightgowns without having the moral modesty to wear panties under them and/or a robe over them.
I stared at all that I could see of the shape and the size of their D cup breasts. I wondered if they knew how much of their shapely, nearly naked bodies that I could clearly see through their nearly transparent nightgowns. I could see their symmetrical areolas. Then, when their nipples erected, I could see those too.
When they stood under the bright light of the kitchen, I could see the patch of their red, trimmed, pubic hair. When they leaned in the refrigerator without turning on the kitchen light, I could see their asses and ass cracks as if they were naked. When they walked by the television in the darked living room, I could see their naked silhouettes. When they opened the drapes, with the sunshine shining through their nightgowns, I could see them as if they're naked.
When not having to go to work or run errands, they spent the day in their sexy nightgowns. When they sat with their knees parted, they continually gave me up nightgown views of their naked pussies. When they leaned forward from the couch to sip their coffee or their wine from the coffee table, they gave me a great down nightgown views of their naked breasts. When I sat on the toilet and peed while facing the glass doors, especially after I installed my new, powerful fan and brighter bathroom light, I clearly saw their naked bodies.
With us living together, having already seen them in their sexy nightgowns, in their bras and panties, topless, and even naked, what was the big deal about seeing them without their clothes, now? I just hope that they'd agree to take our brother and sister relationship to the next level. I hoped they'd agree to have incestuous sex with one another. I hoped that they wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with them.
# # #
I paused for a long time while thinking and rethinking what I was going to say. I took Ruby's hand in mine, lifted it to my mouth, and kissed it. I took Rose's hand in mine, lifted it to my mouth, and kissed it, too. I looked up at them both. Looking from Ruby to look at Rose, I gave them loving smiles. What they didn't know and that lay hidden beneath the dining room table, I had a big, hard, throbbing, and pulsating erection.
"I love you both," I said. "You're my blood. You're my sisters. We're triplets. We can't be any closer," I said while nodding my head.
Then, while rethinking what I was about to say, I said it anyway. I looked from Ruby to look at Rose. I gave them my best loving smile. Then, as if asking them what they wanted for dinner, I asked them my sexually inappropriate question.
"What if we had sex," I asked?
As if someone else had said the words, I couldn't believe that I had just solicited my sisters to have incestuous sex with me, their perversely perverted brother. As if someone had dumped a bucket of ice-cold water over their heads in an ice bucket challenge, they looked at me stunned with their blue eyes bulging out of their heads and their mouths hanging open. Then, a brief flash of sexual arousal betrayed their shocked and disapproving looks, and took hold of their pretty faces.
"Sex?"
They looked from one another to look at me. With us all thirty-five-years-old, we were the perfect age to try something new and exciting. With none of us in a committed relationship, no one would know and would ever find out that we had sex with one another.
"What do you mean sex," asked Ruby?
Rose remained silent while staring at me. As if undressing me with her eyes, she looked differently at me. I moved my hands away from their hands and clasped my hands together. Ruby suddenly remained silent, too, while staring at her sister. Then, when looking back at me, as if undressing me with her eyes, she looked differently at me, too.
"Sex between us could be a one-time thing or an ongoing thing," I said, looking from one to the other. "That's up to you, if you want to continue our sexual relationship or not."
Again, while trying to read them, I looked from Rose to look at Ruby.
"Think about it," I said.
I paused to look at both of them.
"If we had sex, that would remove the comfortableness and embarrassment of seeing one another naked. That would take care of our shower schedules. For convenience and time-consuming sake, we could even shower together," I said.
I imagined them showering with me. I imagined them bent at the waist while I fucked them from behind while fondling their naked breasts and fingering their erect nipples. I imagined them on their knees blowing me, cumming in their mouths, and watching them swallow.
# # #
Giving me their answers without words, a good sign, I watched their nipples make their erect impressions through their sheer nightgowns. I wondered if their pussy lips were swollen, and their pussies were as wet as my prick was big, hard, throbbing, and pulsating. Clearly, they wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with them.
Not waiting for their answers, daring myself to do so, I leaned forward and, with her not stopping me nor pulling away from me, I kissed Ruby on her lips. My first time kissing Ruby on her lips, I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. While making out with her, my first time touching and feeling her big breasts through her nightgown, I felt her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown.
Then, I did the same with Rose. I leaned forward and, with her not stopping me nor pulling away from me, I kissed Rose on her lips. My first time kissing Rose on her lips, I parted her lips with my tongue and French kissed her. While making out with her, my first time touching and feeling her big breasts through her nightgown, I felt her big breasts and fingered her erect nipples through her nightgown.
With them not rejecting my sexual seductions, they returned my French kisses with their long, wet kisses while reaching down to feel my erect cock through my pajama bottoms. From making out in the kitchen, with it all happening so fast, we moved to the bed. Seemingly, they wanted me as much as I wanted them.
Something that gave me an even bigger and harder erection, something hard for me to believe, I watched my sisters remove their nightgowns. Having already seen them naked in the shower before, they were naked again now. I reached out both my horny hands to touch, feel, fondle, and grope their big, naked breasts.
After removing her nightgown and stripping herself naked, I continued making out with Ruby. I touched, felt, fondled, and groped her naked body everywhere that a brother shouldn't touch, feel fondle, and grope his sister. While continuing to make out with her, I felt her breasts, squeezed her ass, and cupped her pussy. As soon as I removed my T-shirt and pajama bottoms, she took my prick in her hand and squeezed it before slowly stroking it.
I made myself comfortable between her shapely legs and fingered and licked her pussy. I couldn't believe that I was fingering and licking my sister's pussy. I ate her cunt. Still not believing that I was having sex with my sisters, I gave Ruby an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue.
"Ryan. Jesus, Ryan. Oh, my God. Ryan! Don't stop. Please don't stop rubbing my clit and licking my pussy. I'm going to cum. Eat me, Ryan. Eat me. Eat your sister's cunt. With it being so long since I had sex, I'm going to cum, Ryan," she said. I'm cumming. Oh, my God, I'm cumming. I can't believe that I'm cumming for my brother."
She took my head in both of her hands. As if giving me her version of a cum bath, she rubbed my face all over her wet pussy. I had her vaginal secretions everywhere, in my hair, on my eyebrows, up my nose, in my mouth, and on my chin. She humped my mouth and fucked my face.
Then, giving into the oral pleasure, she closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back while she fell silent enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not allowing her to rest for long, ready to make love to her and fuck her, I mounted my sister in the missionary style. Continuing to kiss her, French kissing her, she reached down and parted her swollen pussy lips with my big and hard cock. I slowly and passionately made love to my sister, Ruby, while French kissing her.


While still making out and French kissing one another, she returned my slow and passionate humps with her slow and passionate humps. She made love to me in the way that I made love to her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, no longer making love, we were fucking. I fucked my sister, Ruby, and she fucked me.
After eating her pussy, determined to make her cum again, I gave her a second orgasm with my cock. I ejaculated a load of cum in my sister's pussy. I hoped she was on birth control and that I hadn't made her pregnant.
# # #
Next was Rose. I made myself comfortable between her shapely legs and fingered and licked her pussy. I fingered and licked my sister's pussy. I couldn't believe that I was having sex with my sister, Rose.
I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue. As Ruby did to me, Rose did to me, too. As if giving me her version of a cum bath, she took my head in both of her hands and rubbed my face all over her wet pussy. Her vaginal secretions were everywhere, in my hair, on my eyebrows, up my nose, in my mouth, and on my chin. She humped my mouth and fucked my face.
"Ryan. Jesus, Ryan. Oh, my God. Don't stop. Please don't stop rubbing my clit and licking my pussy. Ryan! I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum. With it being so long since I had sex, I'm going to cum, Ryan," she said copying her sister. "Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm going to cum. I'm cumming, Ryan. I'm cumming," she said breathlessly.
She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back while she fell silent enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not allowing her to rest for long, in the way that I did with Ruby, I did with Rose. I mounted my sister missionary style.
Continuing to kiss her, French kissing her, she reached down and parted her swollen pussy lips with my big and hard cock. I slowly and passionately made love to my sister, Rose, while French kissing her. While making out with one another, returning my passion with her passion, she slowly and passionately made love to me. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, no longer making love, we were fucking. I fucked my sister, Rose, and she fucked me.
After eating her pussy, I gave her a second orgasm with my cock. I ejaculated a load of cum in my sister's pussy. Again, I hoped she was on birth control and that I hadn't made her pregnant.
# # #
We had sex, we had forbidden, illicit, and incestuous sex. Something so perversely perverted to do, I had threesome sex with my twin sisters. After I ate them, made love to them, fucked them, and ejaculated cum in their pussies, they took their sweet time stroking me and sucking me. My sisters not only blew me but, while stroking me faster and harder, they allowed me to cum in their mouths, and they swallowed me, too.
From that point forward, every day was a wonderful day. Going from one to the other, whoever was in the mood, we made love every morning and fucked every night. Sometimes, we had threesome sex while I watched them eat one another's pussies. In between, I made out with them, masturbated, and ate them. They made out with me, masturbated me, and/or blew me.
The best decision that we made was to have incestuous sex with one another. Everything was going well, until my mother, Ramona, and her sister, my aunt, Roberta, made a surprise visit to see our apartment. With my mom having her own key, she opened the front door without knocking. With the covers kicked off of our naked bodies, she caught the three of us in bed naked.
"Ryan! What the hell is going on here? What are you doing? Oh, my God! I don't believe this. Tell me that you're not. How dare you have sex with your sisters," she asked? "That's incest! What's wrong with you? Oh, my God. I don't believe this."
I crawled over Ruby to get out of bed. I was naked. Not covering my nakedness with my hand, I exposed my erect, naked prick to my mother and to her sister, my aunt. The pervert in me, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I wanted them both to see me naked.
The first time my mother and aunt saw me without my clothes, I stood before them with the biggest and hardest erection that I ever had. Instead of looking at her naked daughters, my naked sisters, instead of looking at her naked nieces, my mom and my aunt stared at my big dick as if they had never seen an erect cock. A flash of sexual arousal betrayed their faces of shock and outrage.
Clearly liking what they were seeing, instead of looking away with shame and embarrassment, my mom and my aunt stared at my naked cock not with shame and embarrassment but with sexual arousal. Again, as if she had never seen a hard prick before, they continued staring at my throbbing and pulsating prick. With me unembarrassed and unashamed either, it sexually excited me for my mom and my aunt to continue staring at my big dick.
"Oh, my," said my mom, putting her hand to her mouth. "You have a much bigger cock than your father," she said, touching the side of my cock with her fingertip. "And much harder, too."
She stared up at me and smiled at me in the way that she had never smiled at me before.
"You have a beautiful penis, Ryan," she said while still staring at my naked body.
She paused while continuing to stare.
May I," she asked while still staring at my cock?
I nodded my head. She took me in her soft and warm hand, wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my prick and slowly stroked me. I couldn't believe that my MILF of a mother was giving me a slow, motherly hand job.
# # #
Then, shocking me, visually showing me what she wanted without words, she let go of my prick. She lifted her top up and over her head. The first time that I saw my mother in her bra, I stared at her sheer brassiere. I could see her dark pink areolas and her light pink, erect nipples.
Then, with a drumroll of sexual anticipation going off in my head, I watched her in disbelief when she reached around her back to unhook her bra. She removed her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Teasing me, she held her bra cups in place.
Then, removing one bra cup before removing her other bra cup, she exposed her huge, double D cup naked breasts to my horny eyes. Having never seen her naked breasts before, I was seeing them now. Hardly sagging at all, I watched her big tits being released from her bra. My mother was topless.
She looked down at her naked breasts as if to see what I could see. She stared up at me while I stared down at her big, naked tits. Teasing me, I watched her cup her breasts in the palms of her hands. She lifted on breast to her mouth and sucked her nipple before lifting her other breast to her mouth to suck her other nipple.
I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked breasts. She looked down at her naked breasts before looking up at me while smiling widely. She gave me a nod and allowed me to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her tits while fingering and sucking her nipples.
When I stepped closer to my mother to have my way with her naked breasts, she wrapped her long fingers around my big dick again and squeezed. She ever so slowly stroked me before taking me in her mouth to suck me. My mother was stroking my cock while sucking my prick. I couldn't believe that she was blowing me.
My aunt, Rebecca, quickly removed her top and her bra, too. She moved to her knees in front of me while topless. While I had my way with her naked breasts, too, she took my prick in her hand while stroking me. Then, taking turns with her sister, she took me in her mouth to suck me. They both took turns blowing me. Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated a load of cum in my mother's mouth and in my aunt's mouth. They swallowed.
Then, something that I couldn't stop, as soon as they released the pressure of their lips from my prick, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over their pretty faces, in their beautiful brown hair, and across their naked breasts. With them dripping with cum from their hair, their eyebrows, their noses, their mouths, and their chins, I gave them both cum baths. Even after having sex with my sisters, never have I been as sexually excited to have sex with my mother and my aunt.
# # #
From that day forward, when I wasn't having sex with one of my sisters or both of them together, I had incestuous sex with my mom, my aunt, or both of them together in threesome sex. When I wasn't making love to any four of them, I was fucking them. When I wasn't fingering and licking their pussies, they were stroking and sucking my cock.
My mother ate both of her daughters' pussies while I watched. Both of her daughters ate their mother's cunt, too, while I watched. My aunt ate both of her nieces' pussies while I watched. They both ate their aunt's pussy while I watched.
Something so unexpected and surprising, they never wanted to have children until I was fucking them and ejaculating huge loads of cum in their warm and wet pussies. Something that I didn't know and had never asked, with neither one of them was on birth control. Not taking me long to impregnate them both, nine months to the day, Ruby had a baby boy that she named Randal, and Rose had a baby girl, that she named Rachel.
We all combined our incomes and bought a six bedroom and seven-bathroom house in upstate New York. We lived together as a happy family. Having sex with four women, one or two at a time, the happiest and most sexually satisfied that I've ever been, never was I having as much sex as I was having now.
The End
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Mom & Son Attend Brother's Wedding
My mother and I attended my big brother's wedding.
My name is Gary. My mother's name is Caroline but everyone calls her Cary, Gary and Cary. Still living at home, I'm twenty-five-years-old, and my mother is fifty-two-years-old.
Definitely looking ten-years younger, she doesn't look her age. If I say so myself, my mom is quite the MILF. Unashamed and unembarrassed to confess, yet, something so illicitly naughty and forbidden, I'd love to have sex with her.
With us so very close, she's my best friend. She's so kind. She's so sweet. She loves me as much as I love her.
Only, frustratingly, having never even seen her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, she'd never have sex with me. Modestly moral, she's a God-fearing, and a church going woman. What she'd deem as forbidden, nasty, illicit, and incestuous, my mom was not a whore. With us having barriers of moral behavior that we cannot transgress, I'm her son and she is my mother.
Not eating sweets, fast food, sodas, and/or junk food, she works hard with diet and exercise to keep her shapely figure. She's five-foot-nine-inches tall, six-feet with her high heels. She's the perfect height for me. She weighs one-hundred-thirty-five pounds.
With her 36 x 24 x 36, better than any other mother her age, she has the perfectly shapely body. She has long muscular legs, big tits. and a shapely ass. When looking at her from behind, she looks like she's in her thirties.
I'm six-four-inches tall. I'm a slim but muscular two-hundred-pounds. I'm horny. I'm always horny, especially for my mother. I'm sexually attracted to older women, especially older women with big breasts. My mom is such a woman of my physical attraction. Even though sex between us is something that will never happen, again, I literally would do anything to see her naked and have sex with her.
# # #
My big brother, Chris, Christopher, is twenty-eight-years-old. He's getting married to, of all people, my ex-girlfriend, twenty-five-year-old Olivia. Making me promise her that I wouldn't say anything, she lied to my brother about her extensive sexlife. With her far from it, she told him that she's a virgin. Making me laugh, while remembering all that she's sexually done with me and with others, she's no virgin. If she's anything like her sister and her mother, she's a whore.
She didn't tell him that she stroked, sucked, and fucked me silly. She didn't tell him how much she loves sucking cock, swallowing cum, and receiving cum baths. I ate her pussy as much as she blew me.
I made slow and passionate love to her. I endlessly fingered and licked her pussy to give her orgasms with my fingers and with my tongue. I fucked her fast and hard enough to give her multiple orgasms with my cock. With her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, she fucked me as fast and as hard as I fucked her.
Moreover, she's an exhibitionist whore. She loves exposing herself. By making her flashes appear accidental and unintentional when wearing short skirts and low-cut blouses, she makes men believe that they're at the right place and the right time. She seductively exposes herself and teases unsuspecting men by flashing them her bra, her panties, her naked pussy, and her naked breasts.
Yet, not wanting to ruin things for my brother or for her, keeping her sexual background and exhibitionist escapades to myself, I didn't tell him that we had sex lots of times. With us living together, we made love every morning and fucked her every night. With her willing to do anything, at any time, she was my sexy whore.
# # #
I can keep a secret. Over the years, I've kept a lot of secrets. Something my ex-girlfriend doesn't know, I not only had sex with her whore of a sister, Victoria, but also, I had sex with her whore of a mother, Elizabeth, too. Of course, not wanting to ruin their reputation by confessing that they had sex with their future brother-in-law, and with their future son-in-law, they both will deny that we had sex. My first time seeing them again, a bit awkward, of course, they both will be at the wedding.
After I broke up with my Olivia, her sister, Victoria, and her mother Elizabeth, seduced me. Something that shocked me, with her home alone, her sister opened the front door naked when I came over to reclaim some of the things that I left at her house. Unable to look away from her shapely naked figure, I stared at her big D cup breasts and her blonde, trimmed pussy.
I couldn't believe that I was seeing my ex-girlfriend's sister naked. I couldn't believe that Victoria flashed me her naked body. Not wanting anyone to see, she quickly pulled me inside and closed the door behind.
"Now that you're not with my sister, fuck me, Gary," she said. "I've always wanted you. After you cum in my pussy, I need you to cum in my mouth, too."
She pulled me into her bedroom and we had sex. Stripping me naked, she practically ripped off my clothes. She pushed me back on her bed and mounted me cowgirl style. She fucked me better than her sister ever did. Then, she stroked and sucked my cock, allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed.
# # #
Then, when I visited her mother to pick up the rest of my things, not answering the front door, I went around back to the back door. As soon as I rounded the corner, Olivia's mother, Elizabeth, was on her back deck on a chaise lounge sunning herself. Not believing my eyes, she was naked. Not making a move to cover her nakedness with her forearm or with her hand, she looked up at me and smiled while shading her eyes with her hand.
"Hi, Gary," she said. "How are you?"
I stared at her huge, double D cup, naked breasts. She looked down at her big tits as if to see what she was showing and what I was seeing before looking up at me. Then, teasing me, she cupped them both in her hands. She looked up at me while smiling.
"What do you think of my breasts? Do you like my tits? Undressing me with your eyes, I've noticed you staring at them," she said.
She laughed.
"I'll let you fondle them, finger my nipples, and suck my nipples, if you let me suck your cock," she said with a dirty laugh. "You may cum in my mouth, too. I swallow," she said.
I was all over her big breasts. I touched them, felt them, fondled them, groped them, and fingered and sucked her nipples. I loved her huge breasts.
Then, I stood in front of her. I unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled down my jeans. True to her word, she sat up and took my erect prick in her hand before taking me in her mouth. She stroked me while sucking me. Not taking me long to cum in her mouth, she swallowed.
"Thank you, Gary. Now, fuck me," she said. "Cum in my cunt."
She rested back on her chaise lounge with her legs spread wide open. I mounted Olivia's mother and fucked her. I ejaculated a load of cum in her bushy, brown pussy.
# # #
With my mother shaking and crying while I comforted and hugged her, we made it through the wedding ceremony. Then, once at the reception, with her parents paying to have an open bar, her mother and sister were just as drunk as my mother and I were. Shocking me and exciting me, in the way that my mother was all over me, the bride's mother and sister were all over me, too. They kissed me, hugged me, and allowed me to feel them through their clothes.
I was my brother's best man and my mom was the mother of the groom. Having never danced with her before, we danced all night now. With my mom not much of a drinker, with two glasses of wine making her tipsy, and three glasses of wine making her a bit drunk, with her nervously overwhelmed, she had four glasses of champagne.
My mother is a single mother. She's been divorced for years. With her no longer having a man in her life, I have no idea when she had sex last. My dad lives in California with his second wife and his children; he didn't bother coming nor even responding to the invitation to his son's wedding.
# # #
Unbelievably and something that I never expected her to do; while rubbing my erect cock against her tummy, she allowed me to feel her through her clothes while we danced. My first feeling up my mother, not wanting anyone to see what I was doing, we danced cheek-to-cheek and pelvis-to-pelvis with my mother. I waltzed with her as if she was my wife, my girlfriend, or my lover instead of my mother. While dancing, I turned and directed her where no one could see us.
I rested my horny hand at the top of her shapely hips. Then, turning her away from the crowd, when no one was looking, I lowered my hand down to feel, squeeze, spank, and cup her shapely ass through her dress. With her not stopping me, not slapping my horny hand away nor scolding me for feeling her ass through her dress, she laughed while wiggling her ass. Surprised that she did, she seemed to love the physical attention. She wanted me to feel her ass more.
Daring myself to do so, while holding her so close that no one could see, I reached my other hand up to feel her big breasts through her dress and bra. If it wasn't enough that I felt my mom's ass, I couldn't believe that she allowed me to feel her fully clothed breasts, too. Then, when her nipples erected, I fingered those, too, through her dress and bra.
My only plausible explanation, seemingly, was that she was too drunk to know what I was doing, and all that she continued to allow me to do. When we were alone and out on the balcony, shocking me, she kissed me on the lips. My first time kissing my mother on her lips, she parted my lips with her tongue, and Frenched kissed me. I couldn't believe we were making out like horny teenagers. Unbelievably, with her continuing to return my French kisses with her long, wet kisses, my mom wanted to make out with me as much as I wanted to make out with her.
'I'm kissing while groping my mother.' I thought. 'I can't believe I'm making out with my mother and she's allowing me to touch and feel her through her clothes. I'll be masturbating over this day for the rest of my horny life.'
# # #
While continuing to make out with her, again, daring myself to do so, I reached my horny hand down inside the top of her low-cut dress and inside of her bra. With her not stopping me, not pushing me away, or rebuking me, I felt her naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples. Her breasts felt so big, so soft, and so firm at the same time. Her nipples were as erect as they were hard. I couldn't wait to see them and suck them.
Then, with her still making out with me, I turned her away from the crowd. I lifted the back of her short dress to her waist and felt her panty clad ass. Again, seemingly enjoying me having my way with her ass, she wiggled her ass in the palm of my big hand while I felt it, squeezed it, groped it, and spanked it.
"Harder," she said. "I've been a very bad mother. Spank me harder. Slap my ass harder," she said.
Giving her a good spanking, I slapped her ass harder and harder. I slapped her ass as hard as I could. Instead of asking me to stop and/or backing away, she seemed to enjoy having her ass slapped hard.
Then, I stuffed my hand in the back of her panties. I felt and squeezed her naked ass. With us both more than a little drunk, never have I touched and felt as much of mom's voluptuous body as I was doing now. Then, daring myself to do so, as if I owned her pussy, I moved my hand to the front of her. With my hand still inside of her panties, cupped my mother's naked cunt in the palm of my hand.
Not stopping there, with her standing still while breathing through her mouth, I slid a slow finger along her pussy slit. I parted her swollen pussy lips with my finger, and inserted my fingers inside of my mother's cunt. Willingly and consensually ready for me, allowing me to masturbate her, she was so wet.
While still making out with her, I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her cunt. I found and pressed on her G spot. I masturbated my mother. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers right there outside on the balcony at her son's, my brother's wedding. I turned my mother into my lover.
# # #
Again, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my life, I couldn't believe that I was not only making out with my mother but also that I had masturbated her, too. She didn't even stop me from feeling her naked breasts, and fingering her erect nipples inside of her dress. She seemed to enjoy my sexual touches as much as I did. Then, with me fingering her pussy, masturbating her, and her cumming, she definitely enjoyed that, too.
Glad that we took an Uber home, we were both drunk. I couldn't believe all that she allowed me to do. She continued returning my kisses and kissing me on my lips. She continued parting my lips with her tongue and French kissing me. Allowing me to feel her through her clothes, as if we were teenagers, we made out and petted one another in the back of the Uber all of the way home.
Before we climbed out of the Uber, not expecting her to do what she did, she reached her hand over to me and felt and fondled my erection through my pants. Obviously, and so excitingly, my mother wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her. Hoping she wasn't too drunk for me to strip her naked and to fuck me, I couldn't wait to get her home and in the house.
I couldn't wait to get her alone. I couldn't wait to strip her naked and have sex with her naked body. I couldn't wait to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her big tits while fingering and sucking her nipples. I couldn't wait to eat her pussy, mount her, and make love to her before fucking her. I couldn't wait for my mother to blow me, allow me to cum in her beautiful mouth, and swallow me.
As soon as we got home, as if I was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover instead of her son, she was all over me. Pushing me up against the closed front door, we continued making out with one another. Kissing me, hugging me, and touching and feeling me where a mother should never touch and feel her son, I touched and felt my mother where a son should never touch and feel his mother. My first time alone with her without my brother there, was this how it was going to be?
# # #
"It's been years since I've seen a penis," she said standing on her toes to whisper in my ear. "It's been longer since I stroked a hard cock in my hand, sucked a big dick in my mouth, and fucked a prick in my cunt," she said.
Never expecting her to be so vulgar, she stunned me. What happened to my modestly moral, church going, and God-fearing mother? She's been replaced by a whore, a drunken, incestuous whore.
Clearly, something that made me so very sexually excited, my mother wanted my prick as much as I wanted her pussy. I wondered if she'd stroke me, suck me, and fuck me after I ate her pussy, made love to her, and fucked her while giving he multiple orgasms with my fingers, my tongue, and my cock. I hoped that she wasn't too drunk to do so. More than having sex with any other woman, forget my ex-girlfriend, Olivia, her sister, Victoria, and her mother, Elizabeth, I want my mother, Cary. I want to have sex with my mom.
"Help me out of my clothes," she said, turning around for me to unzip her dress. "This dress is so confining."
Obediently obeying her, wanting to take her all in, I slowly unzipped the back of her dress with trembling fingers of sexual anticipation. I stared at the back of her three-hook brassiere. I removed her sleeves from her shapely shoulders and her long arms from her sleeves.
She turned to face me while allowing the bodice of her dress to fall to her waist. She looked down at her big, white, lacy, and sheer brassiere before looking up at me and smiling. Having never seen her in her bra before, I stared at her bra as if I had never seen a woman in her bra. While kissing her, French kissing me, and her returning my French kisses with her deep, wet kisses, she wrapped her long arms around my neck while I felt her breasts through her bra.
As soon as her nipples erected, I fingered them, and leaned down to suck them through her bra, too. Then, I pushed down the rest of her dress to her ankles. I tucked my fingers in the waistband of her half-slip, and pushed that down, too. Something that I've masturbated over when imagining seeing, I stared at my mother in her low-cut bra and her French bikini panties.
After she stepped out of her slip and bra, I walked her over to the couch. Continuing to make out with her while standing in front of the couch, I cupped her pussy through her panties. I pulled her down to the couch to sit beside me. We continued making out with each other while I felt her breasts through her bra, and her ass and her pussy through her panties.
Never did I dream that I'd be making out with my mother while touching and feeling her everywhere through her sexy lingerie. Never did I dream that I'd masturbate my mother's cunt. Never did I dream that I'd be making out with her while she was sitting beside me in her bra and panties.
# # #
Taking her literally when she asked me to help her out of her clothes and not just her dress, not wanting to remiss missing this sexual opportunity, I dared myself to reach around behind her. With trepidation and trembling fingers of sexual anticipation, as if time stopped, I unhooked her three-hook bra. Expecting her to stop me by slapping my hands, moving away, and pushing me away, I couldn't wait to see her naked breasts. I couldn't wait to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her big tits while fingering and sucking her nipples.
Blowing my mind, expecting her to, she didn't stop me. Expecting her to, she didn't move away. Expecting her to, she didn't push me away. Again, expecting her to, she didn't reprimand me. Blowing my mind, she wanted me to remove her bra and have my forbidden way with her naked breasts, my mother's tits, as much as I wanted to remove her bra and have my way with her naked breasts.
Indeed, as if I was her lover instead of her son, she allowed me to remove her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Another drumroll of sexual anticipation played through my head. While smiling up at me, she took a big breath, moved her arms by her sides, and allowed me to remove her bra.
I stared at my mom's naked breasts. They were so big. Not sagging at all, they were so shapely. They were so beautiful. I stared at her dark pink, symmetrical areolas. I stared at her light pink, erect nipples. As if afraid to touch them, I continued staring at my mom's naked tits.
Instead covering her naked breasts with her forearm and/or with her hands, she puffed out her chest. She wanted me to see her naked tits as much as I wanted to see her big, naked breasts. She wanted me to have my way with her naked breasts as much as I wanted to have my way with her big, naked tits.
This was it. This was finally it. All of my masturbation fantasies were finally coming through. I was I seeing her naked breasts but also, I'm going to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and grope them while pinching, pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples.
I read her bra tag. She has double D cup breasts. With trembling hands, I touched them. I felt them. I fondled them while smiling at her and staring into her brown eyes. I groped them while fingering and sucking her nipples.
"You have beautiful breasts, mom. I love your big tits. They feel so firm and soft at the same time," I said. "I love how big and hard your nipples are. I love fingering them while sucking them."
As if she was breastfeeding me, she put a gentle hand to the back of my head and pulled my head forward. Seemingly, she loved me fingering and sucking her erect nipples as much as I did. While I had my way with her naked breasts, she fondled the head of my cock through my pants.
# # #
She stared down at the big bulge in my pants. Then, she said what I never expected to say. With her attending church every Sunday and one of her best friends is Sister Mary Elizabeth, I never thought of my mother as a whore, an incestuous whore, as I do now.


"Take off your pants," she said.
She stared down at my bulge. Then, she leaned to me to whisper what she wanted in my ear.
"Show mommy your penis," she said with a laugh. "I want to see your cock. It's been years since I've seen, stroked, sucked, and fucked an erect penis," she said again.
She continued staring down at my bulging erection that was visible through my slacks while touching it, feeling it, fondling it, and squeezing it.
Again, obediently obeying her, I stood in front of her. I unbuttoned, unzipped, and pushed down my pants. I kicked off my shoes to step out of my trousers. Then, again, as if there was another drumroll going off in my head, while standing in front of my mother, I pushed down my briefs. My erect cock sprang out as if it was a Jack in the Box.
In the way that I stared at her naked breasts, she stared at my big dick. She reached out her hand and touched it with her manicured fingertip. She looked up at me and smiled.
"You're so hard," she said.
She took me in her hand, wrapped her long, manicured fingers around it, and squeezed it. Then, she ever so slowly stroked me while staring up at me smiling. As if she owned my package, she stopped to gently cup my testicles in her soft and warm hand.
"I love your big and hard penis, Gary," she said. "Much bigger and harder than your father's prick, you have a beautiful cock.
# # #
Then, shocking me, while staring up at me and smiling, she leaned forward and kissed my cock before licking my prick. Finally, while still staring up at me to show me my prick in her mouth, she took me in her warm and wet mouth. Never seriously expecting my mom to give me oral sex, my mother was blowing me. She was sucking my cock while stroking my prick.
"Mommy needs to blow her son," she said, temporarily removing my dick from her mouth to speak. "I need you to cum in mommy's mouth, Gary. I need to swallow you," she said, reinserting my big dick in her mouth.
I haven't been this sexually excited since I had sex with my girlfriend, Olivia's sister and mother. They both allowed me to finger their pussies while licking their cunts. They both allowed me to make love to them, fuck them, and cum in their vaginas. They both blew me, allowed me to cum in their mouths, and swallowed me. Only, having incestuous sex with my mother was much more sexually exciting than having forbidden sex with my ex-girlfriend's sister, Victoria, and her mother, Elizabeth.
While showing me my prick buried in her mouth again, she stared up at me and smiled with my cock in her mouth to show me that she was sucking my penis. Continuing to stroke me, she temporarily removed my dick from her mouth again to speak before reinserting it in her mouth again. Seemingly, my mother enjoyed sucking me as much as I enjoyed her blowing me.
"Cum, Gary. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you," she said. "Cum Gary. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth."
# # #
I put a gentle hand behind my mom's brunette, pretty head. I reached down to fondle her naked breasts and pinch, pull, turn, and twist her erect nipples. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a load of cum in my mother's mouth and she swallowed.
'My mother blew me. I can't believe she blew me. I can't believe she stroked my prick while sucking my cock, and allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth,' I thought.
Not stopping there, she took me by my hand to take me to her bedroom. While I removed the rest of my clothes, she removed the rest of her clothes. We were naked. We climbed on her king-sized bed while continuing to make out. We touched and felt one another everywhere.
Returning the favor of oral sex, I immediately made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. After she blew me, I wanted to eat my mother. I fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. I ate my mother's pussy. I gave her oral sex. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
"Gary, Gary," she said softly. "Oh, my sweet son, Gary. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back. She fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not allowing her to rest, I mounted her. She reached down and parted her swollen pussy lips with the head of my cock.
As if she was my woman instead of my mother, we kissed, French kissed, while I slowly, lovingly, and passionately made love to her. She returned my loving and passionate humps with her loving and passionate humps. While continuing to make out, she made love to me while I made love to her. No longer just my mother, she was my lover.
"Gary! Gary! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Mommy is cumming. Don't stop humping me. Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Pound my pussy. Fuck your mother's cunt. I'm cumming, Gary. I'm cumming," she said.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, and with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, no longer making love, we were fucking. I fucked my mother and she fucked me. I ejaculated a big load of cum in my mother's cunt.
# # #
The next morning, she emerged from her bed wearing a housecoat with nothing underneath. She looked uncomfortable. She appeared embarrassed. With her still a little drunk, not making eye contact with me, she stared down at the floor.
"I'm so embarrassed, Gary," she said.
She slowly shook her head from side-to-side.
"Please forgive me for taking advantage of you. I was drunk."
She looked as if she was going to be sick.
"I'm so humiliated. I can't believe you saw me without my clothes. I'm so embarrassed that you saw me naked. If that wasn't enough, you gave me oral sex and I sucked your penis. Oh, my God. Oh, my God, I allowed you to cum in my mouth and I swallowed," she said.
She looked so ashamed.
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God," she said while holding her head and uncontrollably sobbing.
She looked up at me with resolve.
"Trust me. That will never happen again. I'll never have another drink for as long as I live," she said, raising her voice.
Then, she turned angry while blaming me as if it was all my fault.
# # #
"How dare you do that to me? How dare you have sex with your mother? What's wrong with you? You're a pervert. That's what you are," she said. "You're sick. You're demented."
She slapped me across my face. Angering me, I slapped her across her face. I ripped open her housecoat and removed it. I stripped my mother naked. I pushed her back on the couch. I removed my T-shirt and pajama bottoms.
Then, I mounted her. I licked my hand, reached down, parted her pussy lips, and stuck my cock inside of her. I humped her fast. I humped her hard. I fucked my mother. I gave the fucking that she deserved.
I removed my cock from her pussy, grabbed a handful of her hair, pulled her from the couch, forced her to her knees, and forced her to take me in her mouth. Instead of pulling away, she stroked my cock. She sucked my prick. My mother blew me again. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed.
From that day forward, I slept with my mother in her bed. We made love every morning. We fucked every night. In between, we gave one another oral sex.
# # #
Not keeping our secret, she told her fifty-year-old sister, Laura, that we were having sex. She told her seventy-two-year-old mother, Mary, that she fucked me and blew me. She told our next-door neighbors, Vanessa and Vivian, and her friends, Sandra and Diane, that we were having incestuous sex.
Expecting everything to blow up, it didn't. Instead with so many older women whores, they all wanted to have sex with me, too. Her sister, my aunt, wanted to have sex with me. Incredibly, her elderly mother, my dear, sweet grandmother, wanted to have sex with me, too. Our next-door neighbors, Vanessa and Vivian, and my mom's two friends, Sandra and Diane, even Sister Mary Elizabeth, wanted to have sex with me, too.
I not only continued having sex with my mother, I had sex with her sister Laura. I had sex with her mother, Mary. I had sex with our next-door neighbors, Vanessa and Vivian, and with her two, best friends, Sandra and Diane.
Never was I having as much sex as I was having now. Giving me her permission, when I wasn't having incestuous sex with my mother, I had sex with her sister, my aunt, Laura, and her mother, my grandmother, Mary. I had sex with her next-door neighbors, Vanessa and Vivian, and I had sex with her friends, Sandra and Diane. I even had sex with Sister Mary Elizabeth.
As if kneeling to pray, Sister Mary Elizabeth knelt in front of me to suck my cock after I unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her bra. She moved her crucifix behind her back so that God wouldn't see. She sucked my cock while stroking my prick as I fondled her C cup naked breasts and fingered her erect nipples.
Again, happy to attend my big brother's wedding, I've never had as much sex with women twice my age and older than I'm having now.
The End
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My Stepmother Watches Me Masturbate.
Totally unaware, my stepmom has been watching me jerk off.
Something that is normally the other way around, this is so twisted. Unbeknownst to me, my stepmom has been watching me stroking my prick and cumming. She records the videos on her laptop. Something that a stepson would do to his stepmother: hide a video camera in her room to watch her dressing, undressing, and/or fingering herself with her vibrator and/or fucking herself with her dildo; she's doing that to me.
My name is Andrew. Everyone calls me Andy. My friends call me 'Handy Andy' because I masturbate so much.
I'm twenty-two years old. With rents so high, unable to afford my own apartment, even with roommates, I still live at home with my stepmother, Tiffany. Actually, what stepson wouldn't want to live with a stepmother who looked as good, as shapely, and as sexy as my stepmother? Unashamed to confess, sadly, something that will never happen, I'd love to have sex with her.
I love my stepmother. I really do but, I love her not as a stepson loves his stepmother; I love my stepmom in the way that a man loves a woman. She's a real MILF. Something so forbidden, with me young, dumb, and full of cum, horny all the time, and playing with myself multiple times a day, I jerk off while imagining her naked and having sex with me.
# # #
I'm six-foot-four-inches tall and have a slim but muscular two-hundred-pound body. I have black hair and blue eyes. With her the perfect height for me, she's five-foot-nine-inches tall and six-foot tall when wearing her high-heeled shoes. She has D-cup breasts, a shapely and firm ass, and weighs one hundred thirty-five pounds. Watching what she eats, and exercising, she has the perfect 36 x 24 x 36 figure. She has natural blonde hair, a beautiful complexion, and big, bright, blue, beautiful eyes. She's so pretty.
Even though I'd love to have forbidden sex with her, with me not very sexually experienced, practically a virgin, having only had sex once, at my senior prom in the back of my car, I have no place to take a woman for sex. With her an older, sexually experienced woman, I have no idea how to sexually seduce her or any woman for that matter. Instead, I masturbate while imagining her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked while envisioning her having incestuous sex with me.
A masturbation machine, with her accidentally or deliberately giving me something to see, an up-skirt peek of her bright white, sheer panties or a down blouse view of her long line of sexy cleavage and her low-cut, sheer, lacy bra, I masturbate three and four times a day. Sometimes, giving me even more to stroke over, she gives me up-nightgown views of her naked, blonde, trimmed pussy or down nightgown views of her naked breasts, and erect nipples. Giving me even more jerk off to, I love seeing all that I shouldn't see of my stepmother.
Unaware of what was happening in my own house, clueless, I overheard my forty-five-year-old stepmother, Tiffany, talking to her forty-two-year-old sister, Crystal, downstairs in the living room. Shockingly, their conversation changed everything in a sexually exciting way. With their voices carrying, they were unaware that I could hear them, and see them while spying on them.
I always wondered why my grandmother would give them strippers names, Tiffany and Crystal. Then, while looking around in the attic, I found a trunk full of stripper costumes, a stripper pole on its side in the back and a photo album of my grandma, Mary, wearing those costumes. No doubt, hoping her daughters would follow in her footsteps, she gave them stripper names. She also had photos of her topless and naked. I took the album downstairs and hid it in my bedroom closet to masturbate over later.
As if I was a Navy SEAL or a Ninja, so that they wouldn't see me and know that I was there snooping, I left my bedroom and crawled out into the hall. Continuing my stealthy spying, I crawled all the way out to the landing that looked down where they were sitting and talking. From there, I could see my stepmother and her sister, my aunt, in the living room downstairs.
With them both wearing low-cut tops and leaning forward to drink their wine, I had great down blouse views of the tops of their meaty, their D cup breasts, their long lines of sexy cleavages, and their low-cut bras. With breasts my favorite part of a woman's anatomy, especially older women, I loved my mom's breasts as much as I loved my aunt's and my grandmother's breasts, too. I've masturbated over imagining seeing, touching, feeling, and fondling their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their erect nipples.
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I have a thing for older women. Women who are in their forties, fifties, and sixties do it for me. Suffice to say that I love tits, too, big tits; the bigger the better. My perfect woman: I especially love older MILFs with big tits.
# # #
Not believing what I was hearing, it took me a long minute to realize and figure out what they were talking about. Stunned, when I understood their conversation, I couldn't believe what I was hearing. She was spying on me playing with myself with a hidden camera in my bedroom.
This would have been something that I would have done to my stepmom had I thought of it. While hoping to catch undressing, dressing, and fingering herself with her vibrator or fucking herself with her dildo, I would have loved to hide a camera in her bedroom. She told my aunt that she had been watching and recording me jerking off, and cumming.
'What, no way,' I thought. 'Who knew? My stepmom is just as perversely perverted as I am.'
Something that I didn't know and was shocked to hear, she has a hidden camera in my bedroom. Is that a thing, a stepmother spying on her stepson and watching him play with himself? I've heard of men doing that to women when installing a hidden camera in their bedroom or in their bathroom but I never heard of a woman spying on a man. Women don't have that kind of sex drive that men do for them to do something like that.
"The camera is in a stuffed dog that I gave to him for his birthday. The dog sits on his bureau across from his bed," she said to her sister.
She laughed.
"He has no idea that I've been watching him stroking himself and cumming," she said.
She laughed again.
"I've even seen his laptop screen when he puts his laptop down on the bureau to use the bathroom. He masturbates over women who look like us, forty-something-year-old blondes with big tits," she said.
Crystal laughed.
"So, not only does he want to have sex with you, Tiffany, but also, he wants to have sex with me, too," said Crystal.
Tiffany returned her sister's laugh with her laugh.
"Apparently, he does," said Tiffany.
# # #
"The camera is a high-definition color camera and has a clear view of him stroking his erect, naked prick. Oh, my God, Crystal, he has a big and beautiful prick, the biggest cock that I've ever seen. It must be eight inches and thick," she said.
"Wow," said Crystal. "I can't wait to see it. I can't wait to see your video of him jerking off and cumming."
My stepmom smiled while nodding her head.
"Every day, multiple times a day, I watch him stroking his cock and cumming while I finger my clit with my pink bunny vibrator and fuck my cunt with my big black dildo," she said. "He makes me so horny when watching him stroking himself and cumming. I love watching him playing with himself."
Something that a stepson would do with his stepmom, I couldn't believe that my stepmom has been watching me playing with myself on hidden camera. She's seen my naked prick. She stares at my erection. She watches me cum.
"I've been so horny, lately," she confessed again to her sister. "I've been so sexually frustrated, Crystal. I need a cock. I desperately need to stroke, suck, and fuck a cock," she said. "I'd love to stroke, suck, and fuck Andy's stiff prick."
She laughed.
"Yes, indeed, I'd love to have sex with Andrew. If only he'd have sex with me, I'd have sex with him. Only, I don't know how to sexually seduce him without looking like the whore that I am," said my stepmom.
She laughed. Then, she blew my mind with what she confessed to her sister.
"I've been watching Andrew play with his prick every day," said my stepmom. "He masturbates a lot. Every time he does, he rattles the windows and the China in the China cabinet. When I know that he's in his room stroking his prick, I go in my room, close my door, and turn on my laptop," she said with a dirty laugh. "I imagine him cumming in my mouth and/or in my pussy. I love watching him cum. He has so much cum."
My stepmom laughed with her sister.
"He shoots a load of cum high in the air that lands all over his chest, all over his stomach, and all over his hand. I only wish that I was in his room with him when he cums to catch it in my mouth and swallow it," she said.
She laughed.
"Before cumming in my mouth, I'd love for him to cum in my pussy and give me his baby," she said.
# # #
She let out another dirty laugh.
'What? Seriously? My stepmom is a whore. She's an incestuous whore. She's been spying on me,' I thought. "I can't believe that she gets off watching me jerking off and cumming.'
She blew my mind with all that she confessed to her sister.
'She watches me dress and undress,' I thought. 'She watches me playing with myself and cumming,' I thought.
I couldn't believe all that I was hearing.
'She wants to have sex with me,' I thought. 'She wants to stroke me, suck me, and fuck me. She wants me to cum in her mouth and swallow. She wants me to cum in her pussy and impregnate her with our baby.'
"Oh, my God, Tiffany. If it's not bad enough that you watch him play with himself and cum but also, you not only want to blow him, you want him to cum in your mouth and swallow his cum. You want him to cum in your pussy and impregnate you, too," said Crystal. "What's wrong with you, Tiff?" asked Crystal.
Crystal laughed while her sister shrugged while making a face.
# # #
"With him always self-abusing himself, I can't stop watching him. I finger myself, fondle my naked breasts and pinch, pull, turn, and twist my nipples to him stroking himself. He has a much bigger dick than his father," she said.
She smiled at her sister.
"I love his big cock. I want to fuck it. I want to suck it. I'd love him to eat my pussy and give me an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue. Then, I'd love him to make love to me before fucking me fast and hard enough to give me an orgasm with his cock."
She laughed again.
"Oh, Crystal, I wish I could blow him. I'd love to suck his cock. I'm sexually frustrated enough to do so," she said.
She paused to fondle her big breasts through her blouse and her bra while fingering her erect nipples.
"I'd love for him to cum in my mouth. I'd love to swallow him. I love watching him cum, Crystal. I can't stop watching him. I'm addicted to his big dick," said my stepmom. "I only wish that I was in his room fucking him. I'd love him to cum in my pussy and give me his baby," she said again.
# # #
As soon as I heard my stepmom tell my aunt about watching me playing with myself, something that I've never done before, daring myself to do so, I decided to use that information to flash my stepmother. A big step for me to do, I've never dick flashed anyone but now, with her spying on me, I was intent to deliberately dick flash my stepmom. If she wanted to see my naked, erect prick for her to put a hidden camera in my room, then I was going to show her my cock in person.
I wanted her to see my big dick as much as she wanted to see my erect prick. The next day, I walked around her in my T-shirt and pajama bottoms without wearing underwear beneath them. Daring her to touch my naked cock, while in the kitchen, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection.
Then, leaving my big dick sticking out of my pajama pee hole, I pretended that I was unaware that I was exposed. Every time I leaned over her to serve her coffee or pour her wine, my erect cock was sticking out of my pajama pee hole. Watching her reaction, with my big dick out there in clear view, she not only looked, she leaned forward for a better view and stared.
While wishing she'd reach out and wrap her long, manicured fingers around my erect prick, my erect cock was mere inches from her beautiful mouth. My big dick was within her line of sight. As she confessed to her sister that she'd love to blow me. I'd love her to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. I'd love to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow.
Hard for her not to notice my exposed prick, not looking away in shame and embarrassment, she continued staring at my erect cock. Hoping that she'd take me in her soft and warm hand, I wanted her to stroke me. I wanted her to take me in her mouth and suck me. I wanted her to take me to her bed and fuck me.
# # #
My stepmom seemed to enjoy seeing my naked prick as much as I loved showing her my big dick. Now that I know that she told her sister that she watches and records me masturbating and cumming, when her sister came over to visit, which was nearly every day, I exposed myself to her, too. Suddenly, the pervert that I am, and daring myself to do so, was pretending that I was unaware that I was exposed, I wanted to show my erect, naked prick to every woman who visited my stepmother.
Seemingly, with her seeing my erect prick with them, sexually arousing her as much as it sexually aroused them, my stepmom was okay with me exposing myself to every woman who visited her. Seemingly, with her proud of my big dick, she wanted every woman to see my naked, erect prick. She even helped me expose myself by coming up behind me to pull my pajama bottoms down to my feet or removing my bath towel in front of her friends and our neighbors.
Especially when she had her book club, her Bible study group, or her lingerie party, as if I was a stripper at a CFNM club, she exposed me to dozens of unsuspecting women while they clapped and cheered. She exposed me to her mother, her grandmother, her aunt, and her cousin. With her turning me into a perversely perverted exhibitionist, never has as many women seen my naked, erect prick.
My favorite dick flash was when she exposed me to her childhood friend, Sister Mary Elizabeth. As if she had never seen a naked erect prick was priceless. I heard her mumble under her breath.
"Thank you, Jesus," she said, anointing herself.
Her best and most creative flash was when she asked me to change the lightbulb in the living room in front of the lingerie-clad guests at her lingerie party.
"Andrew. Would you bring the ladder and change the lightbulb in the living room? It just burnt out," said my stepmom
Suspecting what I suspected she'd do, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. With my big prick tenting my pajama bottoms, and every woman staring, I climbed the ladder to remove the light fixture and remove the lightbulb. While holding the light fixture in one hand and the lightbulb in my other hand, my stepmother pulled down my pajama bottoms to my ankles.
Getting the best reaction that I received, with women trying on lingerie in front of me, I was surrounded by women in their bras and panties, topless, and even naked. Indeed, she turned me into a perversely perverted exhibitionist. Women not only stared at my prick, they touched my cock, stroked my dick, and even took me in their mouth while I climbed down from the ladder.
# # #
Not stopping with exposing myself to my stepmother and her sister, my aunt, I exposed myself to her mother, Mary. In the way that I dick flash my stepmom and her sister, I dick flashed my grandma, too. With none of the women looking away in embarrassment and shame, they all stared.
Instead of looking away, without saying anything, or admonishing me for exposing myself to her, my sixty-eight-year-old grandma, Mary, leaned forward in her chair for a closer and a better look of my naked prick. With them all making me horny by staring at my dick, my grandma made me want to lean forward, put a gentle hand behind her gray-haired head, and stick my cock in her elderly mouth. If I did, I wondered what her reaction would be.
If I did, I wondered if she'd push me away? Would she scream? Or would she stroke my cock while sucking my prick? Would my elderly grandmother blow me, allow me to cum in her wrinkled mouth, and swallow me? I had no idea but it was something that I loved stroking my cock over and cumming, especially now that I knew my stepmother was watching and recording my masturbation sessions.
# # #
Like my stepmother, like my sister, my aunt, Crystal, stared at my exposed prick, too. With me surrounded by horny and sexually frustrated older women, whenever our next-door neighbors, Rebecca and Emily visited again, daring me to do so, I exposed myself to them, too. Surprising me, every woman who I dick flashed my erection to, not only looked but also, they stared. Not one woman looked away in shame and/or embarrassment and scolded me to cover myself. They all wanted to see my naked, erect prick as much as I wanted to show them my big dick.
Moreover, when I was upstairs in my room eavesdropping, they talked about me exposing myself to them. Whether it was my aunt, my grandmother or our next-door neighbors, they all talked about seeing my naked, erect prick to my stepmother. They all told her how turned on they were. They all told her how much they wanted to take me in their hands to stroke me before taking me in their mouths to suck me, and before taking me in their pussies to fuck me.
Admittedly, I have a big cock, a bit more than eight inches when fully erect. All five women liked seeing my naked prick as much as I love showing them my erect cock. Then, when my mother's childhood friend, Sister Mary Elizabeth, visited my stepmother again, daring myself to do so while hoping that I didn't go to Hell, I even exposed myself to her. With her not looking away but staring, she anointed herself and mumbled under her breath.
"Thank you, Jesus."
Surprisingly, Sister Mary Elizabeth loved seeing my naked, erect prick as much as I loved showing her my big dick. Instead of her kneeling on her knees to pray, I wished she'd kneel in front of me. I'd love her to take me in her holy hand before taking me in her holy mouth to blow me. I'd love to cum in the mouth of a Catholic nun and watch her swallow me in the way that she swallowed the host.
'God bless you, sister. Thank you for stroking and sucking my prick, allowing me to cum in your holy mouth, and swallowing me,' I imagined saying to her while feeling her big D cup breasts and fingering her erect nipples through her blouse and her bra.
# # #
The more that I exposed myself, the more that I masturbated, and the more that I wanted to flash myself. The more that I played with myself, the more that my stepmom watched and recorded me cumming on camera. While she continued watching me masturbate myself with her hidden camera, I needed to think of a way that my stepmother would know that I masturbated over her.
I needed to take the next step and tempt her to stroke me while sucking me. Wanting her to know that I masturbated over her, I added dialogue to my jerking off sessions. I hoped to tempt and tease her enough to have sex with me. When hearing her coming upstairs while carrying my laundry, I stripped myself naked and fell back on my bed. I quickly stroked myself to a big and hard erection.
When carrying up my laundry as her excuse to barge in my bedroom without knocking, I heard her climbing the stairs. I heard her walking down the hall. This was it. This was really it. I was going to expose myself to my stepmom.
"Oh, Mom. I want you to blow me. I want you to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. I'd love to cum in your beautiful mouth and watch you swallow me," I said loud enough for her to hear through my closed, bedroom door.


I knew she was there while silently listening. I could see her feet beneath my bedroom door. I wondered what her reaction to all that I was saying and all that she was hearing.
"Before you blow me, mom, I want to make out with you while touching and feeling you through your clothes. Then, before you stroke and suck my cock, I want to slowly strip you naked. I want to touch and feel your naked body everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother," I said.
I laughed a diabolical laugh.
"Then, I want to make myself comfortable between your shapely thighs. I want to eat your pussy, mom. I want to finger and lick your cunt. I want to give you an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue," I said.
While giving her hidden camera a good show, I positioned myself right in front of her hidden camera. I continued stroking myself faster and harder. When she disappeared into her bedroom to watch this on her laptop, I was tempted to barge into her room without knocking on her door to ask her if she needed a finger, a tongue, or a cock.
"I'd love for Auntie Crystal to blow me, too. I'd even allow Grandma Mary to suck my cock, too. With her staring at my naked prick, I'd love for Sister Mary Elizabeth to blow me, also. I'd love to cum in her holy mouth," I said loud enough for my mother to hear. "I'd love for our next-door neighbors Rebecca and Emily to blow me, too."
# # #
Unable to control herself, she barged open my bedroom door without knocking. Instead of immediately leaving as soon as she saw me naked while stroking myself, she stayed in my room on the pretense of putting away my laundry. I squinted my eyes open enough to see her turning to stare at me jerking off. While wearing headphones with my eyes closed, I pretended that I didn't know that she was watching me jerking off.
Clearly, in the way that she stared at me, never removing her eyes from my erect, naked prick, she wanted to watch me cum. While stroking myself faster and harder, I was determined to cum for my stepmother. I continued my masturbation dialogue for her benefit.
"Oh, mom. I'd love to cum for you. I wish you would take me in your hand and stroke me. I wish you'd take me in your mouth and suck me. I wish you'd take me in your cunt and fuck. I'd love to impregnate you with our baby," I said.
I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. With all that I said was what she wanted to do to my naked body, that was all that she needed to hear.
"I wish you'd remove your nightgown and sit on my bed next to me. I'd love for you to see me stroking myself while I touched, felt, and fondled your big, naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting your erect nipples and sucking them," I said. "I'd love you to take me in your soft and warm hand to stroke me before taking me in your warm and wet mouth to suck me," I said.
I laughed.
"I'd love not only to have sex with you, mom, but also, I'd love to have sex with Aunt Crystal, Grandma Mary, our next-door neighbors, Rebecca and Emily and also, Sister Mary Elizabeth. I'd love them all to stroke me while sucking me. In the way that I'd love to cum in your mouth, I'd love to cum in their mouths, too," I said.
# # #
I squinted my eyes open again enough to see her reaction to my illicit dialogue. She shocked me when she bent at the waist, reached down for her hem, and lifted her nightgown up, over her head, and off. My MILF of a mother was naked. Something that I couldn't believe she did, she sat on my bed beside me while naked.
As soon as she did, she took my stiff prick in her soft and warm hand. As soon as she did, I opened my eyes and removed my headphones to watch her stroke me. Then, not done shocking me, she took me in her mouth to suck me while stroking me.
My stepmother was blowing me. She was stroking my cock while sucking my prick. I couldn't believe that she was naked and blowing me. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. Determined to make me cum in her mouth, she sucked me deeper. She temporarily removed my prick from her mouth to speak.
"Cum, Andrew. Cum. Cum in mommy's mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you. Cum, Andrew. Cum," she said. "Cum for mommy. Cum for mommy," she said again.
She reinserted my cock in her mouth. Determined to make me cum in her beautiful mouth, she stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper.
While she stroked and sucked me, I had my horny way with her naked breasts. I touched them, felt them, fondled them, and groped them while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. I pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her big nipples to her erotic delight.
I finally ejaculated a huge load of cum in my stepmom's mouth. She swallowed my cum. After my stepmom blew me, over the next several days, my aunt, my grandmother, and our next-door neighbors, Rebecca and Emily, blew me, too. Even Sister Mary Elizabeth moved to her knees but not to pray. She knelt in front of me to suck my cock.
They all allowed me to make out with them while feeling them through their clothes. They allowed me to strip them naked. They allowed me to finger and lick their pussies. They allowed me to make love to them, and fuck them, too. I ejaculated cum not only in their mouths but also in their pussies, too.
The best thing was making my stepmother pregnant with our baby. While living as a family, we have never been happier than we are now.
The End.
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Four Sons Hypnotize Their Mothers
Wanting to see if we could, we hypnotize our moms for sex.
We are four twenty-one-year-old normal guys, who are perversely perverted. Going without saying after reading the title of this story, we are all sexually and incestuously attracted to our MILF of our mothers. Now, even though we may be able to hypnotize them, unfortunately those under hypnosis may not do what we want them to do, especially when it's something that they ordinarily wouldn't do when not under hypnosis.
Not attending college, not wanting to begin our adult lives with an anchor of debt around our necks, we are all in the trades. We're tradesmen. Glad that we are, using our hands instead of our brains, we earn as much money if not more money than we would have had we graduated from college. Moreover, with many recent college graduates unemployed, with our skills and experience in the trades in high demand, we can always find steady work.
# # #
I'm Gary, I'm six-foot-four-inches tall. I weigh a slim but muscular two-hundred-pounds. Considered good looking, I have jet black, blue-black hair and bright blue, big eyes. I've always been mechanically handy with my hands. I've always been able to repair nearly anything that's broken. I'm a plumber.
Standing next to me is my best friend, Joey. He's six-foot tall. He has dark brown, curly hair, and dark brown eyes. He's a carpenter. He can, literary build anything that's made out of wood. He's worked with every kind of wood there is. Able to match veneers, he's an artist and a talented craftsman.
Joey is standing next to my other friend, Billy. He's six-foot-two-inches tall and weighs one-hundred-eighty pounds. He has long, blonde, lush, beautiful hair. He's an electrician. He's able to bring light to the darkness, and electrical power to everything.
Last but not least is Arthur, the tall, skinny goofy one. He has bright orange hair and freckles, and blue eyes. He looks like the deceased comedian, Carrot Top, an old Howdy Doody doll, or Alfred E Neuman from Mad Magazine, especially with his missing, two front teeth.
We grew up in Boston, Massachusetts. We were all born there, educated there, work there, and still work there. A walkable city, unable to imagine living anywhere else, we all love Boston.
# # #
Our friend Arthur, the nerdy one, and the most perversely perverted one, is unemployed. As we all do, he lives with his divorced, single mother. He developed an interest in hypnosis after watching a video from Japan where they hypnotized a group of women to crawl around the floor while wearing very short miniskirts as men beat drums. The drums were their hypnotic suggestions to crawl around the floor.
The women under complete hypnotic control of the drumbeaters crawled and rolled around the floor, eventually, with their skirts hiked all the way up to their waists, and with their legs spread wide-open. Arthur loved that video. Crawling through, over, and around obstacles put in their path, they give viewers unobstructed views of their panties.
They also showed close ups views of their pussy mounds, their camel toes, pussy slits, and patches of their bushy black pubic hair through their sheer panties, too. The video was hot enough for us to watch it several times while jerking off to it. Arthur endlessly masturbated over that video.
With him playing with himself more than all of us put together, arthur watched the video dozens of times while stroking himself to an erection and cumming. Since Arthur doesn't have a girlfriend, has never had a girlfriend, and has never been laid, this Japanese video of hypnotized women and hypnotism in general are the topics that he is fixated about. He decided that he wanted to hypnotize women, specifically, our mothers.
Going from one perversion to another, last month, it was the water park where the women lose their tops sliding down the slide. He bought a video camera and waited at the bottom of a water park slide with the hope that a woman would lose her top, and he'd be there with video camera in hand to video tape her naked breasts. He videoed and masturbated over dozens of topless women.
The month before it was upskirt sneaky and illegal photos where he'd literally stick his camera up women's skirts at the mall, or especially when he was standing behind them going up an escalator. He got some great shots, but even we, as horny young guys, don't get off on just body parts. We aren't forensic scientists or morticians; we want to see faces with their underwear, too.
On windy days, he'd be out there photographing flared skirts blowing up to women's backs while photographing their panties. A good place to do that was by the John Hancock tower that caused a windy tunnel effect on Clarendon Street. He'd stand outside of the fun house to watch the skirts of women being blown to their chests while they were leaving. He endlessly walked the beach photographing topless and scantily dress women in their itty-bitty bikinis.
Bordering on the creepy side, Arthur is the most perverted of the four of us. Still, we do not think of us as being perverted. We think of ourselves as being normal, horny guys with a healthy interest in sex, and who are sexually attracted to our MILFs of our mothers than any other women. Our only fault is that we have too much testosterone in our loins. Indeed, and without a doubt, we are young, dumb, and full of cum.
# # #
His latest interest, Arthur bought a bunch of books and videos on hypnosis. He's been going around hypnotizing people with some success. I have to give him credit; he is as smart as he is perverted. He is determined to hypnotize women for them to undress, remove their clothes, and strip themselves naked upon his hypnotic command.
Words that no one would use, he used innocuous code words to give to his hypnotized subjects to put them under hypnotic control. His code word were words that imagined that no one would say, 'Golf Umbrella'. Every time his hypnotized subjects heard those two words in unison, they would stand and start to undress. They would not only strip themselves naked but also, they would be ready for sex.
With the consent of his 23-year-old sister, Fiona, his first victim, Arthur hypnotized her. As soon as he said the words, 'Golf Umbrella,' she turned into Mary Louise Weller playing Mandy Pepperidge in Animal house, when John Belushi was standing on a ladder in front of her bedroom window watching her undress. She stood bolt upright as if we weren't there. She started to undress herself. She stripped herself naked in front the four of us.
While mindlessly staring up at the ceiling, we watched her remove her sweater. Then, she unbuttoned her blouse and removed that, too. We stared at the tops of her jiggling breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, and at her in her sheer, sexy, and lacy low-cut bra.
She unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt and removed it. She stood in front of us in her bra and panties. As if she was a lingerie model posing for us, the turned one way before turning the other way. We stared at her white, French bikini panties.
Then, holding our breaths, and as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going through our heads, she reached around herself an unhooked her bra. She removed her bra straps from her shoulders and her arms from her bra straps. Prolonging her topless suspense, she held her bra cups in place with her hands before removing one and then the other.
# # #
There they were, her naked C cup breasts. She exposed her dark pink areolas. She exposed her light pink erect nipples. We all stared at her naked breasts as if we had never seen tits before. We'll all be jerking off over Fiona stripping herself naked later. My cock grew big and hard in my jeans while I watching her standing in front of us topless, and just wearing her panties.
Finally, she rolled her panties down to her ankles and kicked them off. Arthur picked up his sister's panties and sniffed them and rubbed them all over his face while we all stared at her trimmed, blonde pussy. He got great shots of her C cup tits, her pink nipples, her trimmed pussy, and her naked ass. Yeah, that's right, her ass, she turned around, spread her ass cheeks, and bent at the waist to show us her shapely naked ass and the back of her blonde pussy for that shot.
After his sister, Fiona, stripped herself naked, with her still standing motionless, we all took turns touching, feeling, fondling, and groping her naked body while fingering her tits and sucking her nipples. Kissing her on her lips and sticking our tongues in her mouth, we all had our way with Fiona's naked body while feeling and squeezing her shapely ass and sucking on her erect nipples.
When he awakened from her deep sleep, he did not tell her what happened or what she did.
"I told you that hypnotism wouldn't work on me, Arthur," said Fiona. "I am one of those people who cannot be hypnotized," his sister said to him after he had hypnotized her.
He watched the videotape of his hot, older sister doing a slow and sexy striptease dozens of times while playing with himself and cumming. Looking like a younger version of her mother, Fiona is really pretty and has a hot body. She stands 5' 7", weighs about 125 pounds, and has long, red hair, and freckles. I love freckles but freckles look much better on a woman than they do on a man.
It was outrageous. I thought I was going to cum in my jeans. I could not wait to jerk off over this video later. Suddenly, Arthur was my hero.
# # #
When he said the word, "Get dressed" she dressed herself. Only, when she was dressing herself, she appeared less animated and more in a trance. Then, when she was sitting back down in the chair, he slowly brought her out of her hypnotized state and clapped his hands to wake her up.
It was incredible. All of us got to see, touch, feel, fondle, and grope Fiona, Arthur's hot sister's naked body, while fingering and sucking her nipples. We joked with him that he should have given her a hypnotic suggestion for her to go in his room late at night and give him a blowjob.
"You guys are sick! I'm not going to hypnotize my sister to blow me. That's incest. That's nasty. That's just wrong," he said.
Yeah, sure, Arthur, it wasn't so sick when you had your sister give us a personal strip tease. I'm surprised he did not hypnotize her to give him a lap dance. Yet, he who protest too much, and by his angry reaction, he protested too much. We figured, no doubt, that he already gave her a hypnotic suggestion for him to sneak in her room at night and blow him.
# # #
Finally, after hypnotizing Fiona to strip herself naked, now that he knew how to hypnotize someone, he wanted to hypnotize our mothers, Rita, my mom. She has jet, blue black hair, and big, bright, beautiful, blue eyes. Grace is Bill's mom, she has long, lush, blonde, beautiful hair. Maria, Joey's mom, has short, brown curly hair. Finally, Arthur's mom, Maureen. Just like her daughter, Fiona, Maureen has long, lush red hair. All of our mothers have big breasts, C or D cup breasts. Arthur's mother has double D cup breasts.
We all have hot, MILFs of mothers in their mid to late 40's. They all exercise daily, watch what they eat. They do not smoke. They drink socially, as two glasses of wine makes them tipsy and three glasses of wine makes them drunk.
Every Saturday, the four of them get together to do yoga. We joked with Arthur telling him to give our hot mothers hypnotic suggestions in the way that he gave his sister. Something that we all would masturbate over for the rest of our lives, we not only wanted to see our mothers without their clothes but also, we were hoping to have sex with them, too.
Not thinking that he'd agree to hypnotizing our moms, he did it. He hypnotized them. In addition to my friends and I seeing my hot mom naked, I saw their hot moms naked, too. How hot was that to see our mothers without their clothes?
True to form, Arthur readily agreed to hypnotize our mothers to strip naked. Only, the one caveat, after they stripped themselves naked, we wanted the four of them to have sex with the four of us. We not only wanted to touch, feel, fondle, and grope their naked our mother's bodies everywhere while fingering and sucking their nipples, we wanted to have sex with each of our friends' mothers, too.
We wanted to finger and eat their pussies. We wanted to see and watch them cum. We wanted to give them all orgasms with our fingers and our tongues. We wanted to make out with them while making love to them before fucking them and cumming in their pussies. We wanted all four of our mothers to blow us. We wanted to watch them stroking our pricks while sucking our dicks. We wanted to cum in all of their mouths, and swallow the four of us.
# # #
Arthur reminded us that even though they may strip themselves naked, they may not willingly and consensually have sex with us. What they wouldn't do when not hypnotized, they may not do when hypnotized. They'd have to be sexually attracted to us to have sex with us.
Yet, hypnotizing four older, and sexually experienced women was, at best, risky. Still, it was exciting to consider the proposition and the outcome of seeing them all without their clothes while having sex with them. So, the next day, telling them that we were interested in doing yoga, we asked our mothers if we could join them to watch them do yoga.
With them not wearing much, they were dressed in their colorful yoga tops, and yoga pants. They weren't wearing bras but they were wearing panties. Something interesting, while wondering if they knew that we could, we could clearly see their erect nipples through their yoga tops. While wondering if they were sexually aroused with us seeing them in their sexy yoga outfits, all of their nipples were erected.
I wondered if they were as sexually attracted to us as we were to them. Ready to show us their yoga poses and moves, they all stood in a line in front of us. Immediately Arthur started with his sequence of hypnotism. As soon as he said the words, 'Golf Umbrella,' they were under his hypnotic control.
Staring at them with sexual anticipation quickening our heart beats and raising our pulses, we wondered what would happen. We wondered if they'd undress and strip themselves naked in front of us while we watched. As Fiona had allowed us to do, we wondered if they'd allow us to touch, feel, fondle, and grope their naked bodies while fingering and sucking their nipples. We wondered if they'd do even more and have incestuous sex with us.
# # #
Finally, Saturday arrived and the four of us met at my house where it was my mom's turn to host the weekly yoga session. She has a space down the cellar that is carpeted and mirrored, and that she uses as her exercise room. All the women wear tight fitting, two-piece outfits that show off their sexy and shapely bodies. Indeed, they are all MILFs that we all hope to get to fuck. If it wasn't enough that we hoped to see our mothers naked and have sex with them, we hoped to see each other's mothers without their clothes, and have sex with them, too.
For four older women, they all have great figures. I wouldn't kick any of them out of bed for eating crackers. We are all sexually attracted to our moms. We all wanted to have incestuous sex with all four of them.
With them all divorced, not having boyfriends, and/or men in their lives, at the very least we all would love to see them naked. At the most, we all would love to have incestuous sex with them. With us not knowing when the last time was that they had sex, we wondered if they were as horny and as sexually frustrated as we were.
We told them that we were interested in learning yoga. They invited us to joined them. We bought yoga outfits, colorful, loose-fitting tops and pants. They stood in a line in front of us while posing and doing their yoga moves.
My mother Rita stood in front of me. Grace stood in front of her son, Billy. Maria stood in front of her son, Joey. Finally, Maureen stood in front of her son, Arthur.
# # #
Something we hoped would work but we really didn't believe that our mothers would strip naked in front of us. We all had our cameras poised on video at the ready to capture the moment if they did. Not trusting Arthur, not really believing that he hypnotized his sister, we suspected that he put his sister up to striping naked in his video by giving her something or promising her something.
Arthur is one of those guys that all the mothers love and the rest of us despise. He is like Eddie Haskell on Leave it to Beaver. He is very polite and complimentary, and all the mothers love him, including his own mother.
"Why can't you be more like Arthur? He is always so well mannered, polite, and respectful," they all said. "He's a real pleasure to be around," they said hugging him as if he was their son.
If they only knew that he was the jerk off king, they would think otherwise of him. If they knew that he was planning on hypnotizing all of them, having them strip naked, and having sex with all four of them, what would they all think of him then? If only they knew that he was looking forward to not only seeing all four mothers without their clothes but also having sex with them. As much as he wanted to cum in their pussies, he wanted to cum in their mouths, too.
After going through his mind control progressions to hypnotize them, he gave them their final, hypnotic commands.
"Golf Umbrella," he said.
As soon as they were under is hypnotic control, he said his next hypnotic suggestions.
"Undress," he said. "Strip yourselves naked."
# # #
As soon as he told them to undress and strip themselves naked, unbelievably, they did. While looking straight ahead without looking at any of us, all four women stopped stretching, posing, and doing yoga to stand upright, and to obey his hypnotic commands. Acting as if they were alone in the room, they started undressing in unison.
We watched them remove their tops. With them not wearing bras beneath their yoga tops, they were all topless. I stared from my mom, Rita's D cup breasts to stare at Billy's mother, Grace's C cup breasts. I stared at Joey's mom, Maria's D cup breasts. Finally, I stared at Arthur's mom, Maureen's double D cup, milkmaid breasts. Tits, tits, tits, and tits, our favorite parts of women's anatomies, we were surrounded by naked breasts, symmetrical areolas, and erect nipples.
In readiness to hopefully have sex with our mothers and our friends' mothers, too, we all stripped ourselves naked while stroking our cock to big and hard erections while staring at our mothers' tits. We watched them all remove their yoga pants. All four women stood before us topless and only in their panties. Then, in unison, they all slowly slid their panties down to their ankles, stepped out of them, and removed them. They were all naked.
I stared at my mom, Rita, black, trimmed pussy and her shapely, naked ass in the mirror behind her. I stared at Grace, Billy's mom, blonde, trimmed pussy, and her shapely, naked ass in the mirror behind her. I stared at Joey's mom, Maria's bushy, brown pussy and her shapely, naked ass in the mirror behind her. I stared at Arthur's mom, Maureen's bushy, red pussy, and her shapely naked ass in the mirrors. We all stared at our naked mothers while stroking ourselves to bigger and harder erections.
Arthur gave his next hypnotic command.
"Allow your sons and your sons' friends to touch, feel, fondle, and grope your naked bodies everywhere while fingering and sucking your nipples," he said.
Immediately our moms smiled at us while encouraging us to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and grope them while fingering and sucking their nipples. Arthur gave another command.
"Touch, feel, fondled, grope, and stroke your son's and your sons' friends erect cocks," he said.


Our mothers did as he commanded. Arthur laughed while giving his next command.
# # #
"Now take turns moving to your knees in front of you sons and your sons' friends. Take their erect pricks in your mouths. Blow them. Suck them while stroking them. Don't stop until they cum in your mouths and you swallow.
After our moms blew us and all of our friends, Arthur was ready to give them his next hypnotic command. As soon as we ejaculated in our mothers' mouths and they swallowed, he gave them his next hypnotic command.
"Lay on the floor and spread your legs wide-open. Allow your sons and your sons' friends to finger and lick your pussies. Allow them to give you multiple orgasms with their fingers and their tongues," he said.
After we had oral sex with our mothers and our friends' mothers, and had them all cum multiple times, Arthur gave his next command.
"Now, allow your sons and your sons' friends to make love to you. Then, humping them faster and humping them harder, fuck them in the way that they're fucking you. Allow your sons and your sons' friends to cum in your pussies,"
Arthur laughed before giving his next command.
After the four of our mothers not only blew us but all also, they allowed us to cum in their mouths and swallowed us. Then, they allowed us to all to make love to them and fuck them, too. We all ejaculated loads of cum in all of our mothers' pussies and in the pussies of our friends' mothers, too.
# # #
After we all made love to, fucked, and ejaculated in all four mothers' pussies, Arthur gave his next hypnotic command. I command the four of you women to have lesbian sex with one another while your sons watch. Make out with one another and give your friends oral sex. Finge and lick their pussies. Give them orgasms. Make them cum.
Making out with one another, touching, feeling, fondling, and groping one another's naked bodies while fingering and sucking each other's nipples, they had lesbian sex. They took turns fingering and licking one another's pussies. They gave each woman orgasms with their fingers and their tongues.
Shockingly and surprisingly, within several weeks, with all four of our mothers missing their menstrual cycles, we made all four of our mothers pregnant. Only, Houston, we have a problem.
My mom, Rita's son was born with beautiful blonde hair, the same color a Billy's hair. Grace, Billy's mom daughter was born with jet-black, blue-black hair, the same as my hair color as my hair, and bright, blue, beautiful eyes. Maria's daughter, was born with bright orange, straight hair the same color as Arthur's hair, instead of having brown curly hair. Maureen's son was born with curly brown hair instead of having red hair.
Except for the hair colors of their babies, our moms would never suspect that we all fucked one another's mother and ejaculated our cum in their pussies.
# # #
Our scheme of hypnotism worked until a few weeks later during golf season, and before they started showing their baby bumps. My dad was visiting with his three best friends and their four divorced ex-wives. We all sat in the living room watching football with my three friends. Then, out of the clear blue, my dad said the magic words.
"Honey," he said to my mom. "I'm going golfing tomorrow," said my dad. "The weather forecast said that we may have a patch of brief showers. Do you know where my golf umbrella is," asked my dad of his ex-wife, Rita?
'Oh, oh,' I thought. 'I don't believe this. I can't believe what is about to happen.'
While knowing full well what was about to happen, during half-time, my friends and I watched my mom and her three friends stand bolt upright while facing their ex-husbands. As if giving the four men a slow strip tease show in front of me and my three friends, my mom, Rita, and her three friends, Grace, Maria, and Maureen, slowly and sexily removed their clothes. They stripped themselves naked.
They unbuttoned and removed their blouses. They unbuttoned and unzipped their short skirts, and removed those, too. As if they were lingerie models, they stood in front of us in their bras and panties while posing and turning one way before turning the other way.
Then, with sexual anticipation pulsing through every man's mind, they reached around themselves, unhooked, and removed the bras. The four women stood topless in front of my father, his three friends, and in front of me and my three friends. Finally, they pushed down their panties and stepped out of them. Our four divorced mothers were naked for everyone to see their naked asses, pussies, and tits.
To the sexual excitement of my father and his three friends, they all stared at the four naked women. Not caring that I was there with my three friends watching, my dad and his three friends stripped themselves naked and had their sexual way with the four naked women. As if they were suddenly all swingers, my angry and vindictive father and his three friends, after losing their houses to their ex-wives, had an eight-person orgy.
Every man not only fucked his ex-wife, the fucked the ex-wives of their friends, too. They ate their pussies. The women stroked them while sucking them. They took turns blowing the four men. They allowed them to cum in their mouths, and swallowed.
This hypnosis is powerful stuff. I never thought it would work so well. Unfortunately, it worked too well. After my father and his three friends had sex with their ex-wives and one another's ex-wife, my dad turned to me with a big smile
"Go ahead and take your turn. Have sex with your mother and your mothers' friends. After putting up with her, you deserve to have some fun," he said. "With them voluntarily, willingly, and consensually stripping themselves naked in front of all eight of us men, I'm sure that they won't mind blowing you, allowing you all to cum in their mouths and swallowing," said my dad.
# # #
From that day forward, whenever we gathered with our mothers, one of us utter the words, 'Golf Umbrella.' Immediately, as if they were in a hypnotic trance and, indeed, they were, they stood and stripped themselves naked. In the way that my dad and his three friends vindictively had sex with their ex-wives, and one another's ex-wife, my friends and I had sex with our mothers and with their mothers, too.
We touched, felt, fondled, and groped them while fingering and sucking their erect nipples everywhere that sons should never touch, feel, fondle, and grope while fingering and sucking their mothers' nipples. We ate their pussies and gave them multiple orgasms with our fingers and our tongues. We made love to them and fucked them. We ejaculated more cum in their pussies.
Then, with them taking turns kneeling in front of us, our mothers stroked us and their three friends blew us. They stroked our cocks faster and harder. They didn't stop until we ejaculated cum in their mouths and swallowed.
After the babies were born, with my dad and his friends figuring that the babies were their babies, they remarried their wives and remained together. Married for the rest of their lives, they all lived as happy families again. I just love happy endings, don't you?
The End
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Son's Incestuous Scheme for Mother
Son devises a scheme to get his mom to play with his cock.
Today is my birthday. I just turned 18-years-old. Happy birthday to me. No longer a child. I'm a man.
Something happened to me that usually happens to guys at 13-years-old. I suddenly got horny, really horny. I had my first wet dream. Other guys mature sexually years before I did. It was like I had a delayed reaction or something. I mean, I just grew pubic hair and started shaving last year.
A total virgin, I don't yet have a girlfriend. Moreover, as a mama's boy, I live alone with my single mom. We live out in the country on a non working farm with not another house in sight for two miles. The closest town is 10 miles down the road. It's a long ride to the supermarket, the hospital, the dentist, the pharmacy, the bank, the post office, and/or the doctor.
My mom, Elizabeth, does not have a man in her life, not even a husband, an ex-husband, or a boyfriend. She had me out of wedlock. I'm a bastard.
She is a good looking forty-year-old woman. Sometimes, once a month, I hear her masturbating with her pink bunny vibrator and fucking herself with her big, black dildo. She doesn't know that I can hear her. I stroke my cock while she masturbates her pussy.
Her bedroom is next to my bedroom. To listen to what she's doing, I have to put my ear to the wall. I do that while jerking off and imagining her playing with her pussy.
Sometimes, when I am brave enough and horny enough, while hoping she doesn't hear me, I tip-toe to her door and watch her masturbate through the keyhole. She has a thing for her tits, especially her nipples. Whenever she fingers herself, she never stops pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples
.
Now, here is the thing. My Mom thinks that I am a nice, innocent boy. In actuality, I am a horny, testosterone filled, perverted, young man. If she only knew how many times that I jerk off a day over seeing her naked and having sex with me, she'd surely send me away for therapy.
Because my mother trusts me not to lie to her and/or deceive her, I devised a foolproof plan, a scheme for her to see, touch, feel, fondle, and stroke my erect cock. An understatement, I'm sexually attracted to my mom. I realize that she is a blood relative, and having sex with a blood relative is incest, so what? I'm freaking horny. With there no one else who I can have sex with for miles, I want to have sex with my mother
Here's my plan. All last week, while trying to make her horny enough to want me, while making sure that she saw me, I deliberately exposed myself to my mother. After showering, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Instead of wearing my bathrobe, I wrapped a loose towel around me. Then, when I walked in the kitchen to get some coffee, I yawned and stretched with my arms over my head. As soon as I did, my towel fell to my feet.
"Oh, mom. Don't look. My towel fell," I said.
She laughed. She didn't look; she stared. Taking my time to grab my towel and wrap it around me again, I gave her a good, long look at my naked, erect prick.
Then, later, I sat on the couch with my legs up and my knees spread wide while just wearing a bathrobe with nothing underneath. I remained like that while watching television with her sitting directly across from me. While hoping that she would, my plan was to make her feel as horny as I was. I wanted her to sexually want me as much as I wanted her.
Surprising me, not only looking at my naked prick, stared at my erect cock. Expecting her to scold me, and cover myself with my robe, she didn't. Instead, not removing her gaze, she continued staring at all that I was showing. She seemed to like what she was seeing as much as enjoyed showing her all that I shouldn't.
# # #
Then, I decided that I'm going to pretend that I have a problem with my penis and take my mom in my confidence to see if she can help me. What do you think? Do you think that it will work? I hope it does.
Maybe it would work when she was drinking alcohol over the weekend. Two glasses of wine make her tipsy and three glasses of wine makes her drunk. Yeah, maybe, she would be more sexually willing to help me if she was a little tipsy.
My mom works from home so she is always around. We're always together. When we're not watching TV and binging on movies, we play board games and card games. She lives in her nightgown when she doesn't need to get dressed to run errands.
She sits on the couch on one side of the coffee table. I sit on the other side of the coffee table on the floor on a pillow. She gives me an up-nightgown flashes of her bushy, brown pussy when she sits across from me with her knees parted just enough to give me a continual view of her naked cunt.
Then, giving me even more to jerk off over, when she leans forward to play a piece or a card, her nightgown falls wide-open with her. She gives me a down-nightgown view of the tops of her jiggling breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, her dark pink areolas, and her light pink, erect nipples. I love my mother's D cup breasts.
This morning, because it's my birthday and I don't want to go to school, I'm going to pretend to be sick. This is my senior year in high school and since it is the end of the year, and all of my work needed to graduate is done, I am nearly out of school. Hearing her getting out of the shower, I knew any minute that my mom would be knocking at my bedroom door to see why I did not get up for school.
I quickly stroked myself to a big and hard erection. I stripped off my pajamas that I wear without underwear, and jumped back in bed. I threw a sheet over myself to cover my nakedness. Instead of embarrassing me, it sexually excited me that my throbbing and pulsating prick tenting the sheet.
'Five, four, three, two, one...knock, knock.' My mom knocked on my bedroom door.
# # #
"Jimmy. Happy Birthday. Wake up. Honey, are you up? You're gonna be late for school."
Still able to see her slippers beneath my bedroom door, she stood by my bedroom door listening to hear me.
"I'm not feeling well, mom."
While still standing outside in the hall, she opened my bedroom door and peeked in. She was wearing my favorite, pale blue short, low-cut, and sexy nightgown, a very transparent nightie. Whenever she stood in direct sunlight, such as when opening the drapes in the living room and/or in my bedroom, the sun lit her up as if she was naked.
When she stood in front of the TV in the darkened living room, I could see the silhouette of her naked body. When she opened the refrigerator door without turning on the kitchen light, I had a clear view of her ass crack and her naked breasts that fell forward with her when she leaned. I've jerked off countless times while thinking of her wearing that nightgown and removing that nightgown before we had sex.
I love that nightgown. I bought her that nightgown for Christmas last year making sure that it was totally see through by holding it up to the light in the store and putting my hand behind the thin material. I lied when I told the clerk that it was for my girlfriend. How sick would she think of me if I told her that it was for my mother?
She stepped into my room and as soon as she turned her pretty head, she stared down at my big, erect prick that throbbed, pulsated, and tented the sheet. Surprising me, a look of sexual arousal betrayed her face of motherly concern for my health and welfare. I watched as she slid an involuntary, slow tongue across her red, full lips. As soon as she did, as if they were on remote control, unable not to notice, her nipples erected.
It's sexually exciting for a horny, young man to live alone with his MILF of a mother. I've already seen plenty of up nightgown peeks of her naked, bushy brown pussy. I've seen lots of down nightgown views of her naked breasts.
I can't count the number of times that I've seen her panties when she sits with her legs parted open just enough to see her bright, white, sheer panties. She comes out of her bedroom in just her low-cut bra and French bikini panties to do her hair, her makeup, or to iron her clothes? I love my mom's body. I love her big, D cup breasts and her shapely ass. My best friend and my sexual fantasy woman, she's as shapely as she is sexy.
# # #
"What's the matter, Honey?"
I pretended to be really upset. I'm such a good actor when I want to be. I can cry with actual tears on demand, which I did now.
"Honey. Tell mommy what's wrong," she said.
Sitting beside me on the bed and, mere inches from my erect prick, she stroked my naked thigh through the thin sheet.
I had already opened my blinds so that the sunshine would light her up like a flood lamp. With her leaning forward and her nightgown leaning forward and falling wide-open with her, clearly, I already had a great down-nightgown view of her big knockers. When she wears this nightgown, and with it her favorite nightgown to wear, it is almost like she was not wearing anything at all.
She has wonderful D cup tits, so big and so shapely. When she leaned forward like she was now to feel my forehead for a fever, she gave me a great down-nightgown view of her big breasts and erect nipples. If she had been standing, while leaning over me like that, with her nightgown falling completely open, I could have seen all the way down her nightgown to her bushy pussy. She never wears panties beneath her nightgowns.
"What is it? Tell mommy, Jimmy."
# # #
"It's embarrassing, Mom," I said
She rubbed my thigh.
"C'mon, Sweetie, with you not having a dad, we made a pact a long time ago that we can tell one another anything," she said.
I played my part by looking sadly depressed.
"Mom, it's a guy thing and it's really embarrassing," I said.
She gave me a soft smile.
"Okay, what if I told you something about me that is embarrassing," she said.
I wiped the tears from my eyes and looked up at her ready for something juicy. My Mom rolled her eyes, obviously embarrassed by what she was about to say.
"Sometimes, I get lonely and when I do," she said with a pause. "I touch myself."
Knowing full well what she meant by touching herself, I looked at her with curiosity and confusion.
"Touch yourself," I asked? "What do you mean, mom," I asked? "Where do you touch yourself?"
She put her head down with embarrassment and shame.
"I finger myself. I give myself sexual pleasure," she said.
I couldn't believe my mother shared that with me.
"Lonely? Do you mean sexually lonely," I asked. "Do you mean horny, mom?
She looked at me while blushing.
"Yes," she said.
# # #
Putting it on thick, I started to cry again.
"It's my penis, mom."
As if tempted to remove the sheet from my naked body, she stared down at my throbbing and pulsating erection that still tented the sheet as if my cock was the middle pole in a circus tent.
"What about your penis?"
She looked down and placed her hand on my stomach, just above the base of my prick. I wished she had put her hand just a little bit lower. I would love my mother to touch my cock.
"There's something wrong with it?"
She looked at me with concern mixed with sexual arousal before staring down at my erection again.
"What do you mean there's something wrong with it," she asked?
She got a concerned look and I thought she was going to rip the sheet off of me.
"Do you want to see the doctor?"
I shook my head no.
"Mom, oh, my God, I can't go to a doctor and show her my penis."
I still had my pediatrician, Dr. Irene Kelly, as my doctor. Then, she asked me the question that I hoped she'd ask.
"Do you want mommy to look at it?"
I made a face while feigning my embarrassment.
"Mom! Oh, my God, I can't show you my penis. How embarrassing is that?"
She laughed
"I've seen your penis lots of time, Jimmy," she said with an unembarrassed laugh.
I made another face.
"Yeah, sure when I was a little kid," I said.
She smiled.
"No, I've seen your penis when you accidentally dropped your towel in front of me in the kitchen last week. I've seen your naked penis lots of times when you sit across from me like a drunken sailor or a construction worker on lunch break when wearing your bathrobe with nothing underneath with your knees parted wide-open," she said.
I feigned my shock.
"You have? Oh, mom, I'm sorry. I'm so embarrassed," I said lying.
She nodded her head and smiled.
"Jimmy, it's okay. I'm your mother. You can tell and show me anything. We have no secrets between us. Okay?"
She laughed.
"I'll tell you what," she said.
She shocked me with what she said next.
"What if I showed you something of me," she asked?
She smiled. She paused while falling silent and as if rethinking what she was about to say.
"What if I showed you my naked breasts," she asked?
Another flash of sexual arousal reddened her face to betray her motherly concern.
"Would you like to see mommy's tits," she asked? "Only, you mustn't tell my sister and/or my mother that I showed you my naked breasts," she said with a laugh. "I'd be embarrassed for them to know that I showed you my tits."
# # #
Without waiting for my response, she removed her nightgown straps from her shoulders, first one and then the other. Then, while smiling, she removed her arms from her nightgown straps, first one and then the other. While staring up at me to see my reaction to seeing her naked breasts, she allowed the bodice of her nightgown to fall to her waist. Not covering her nakedness with her hands or with her forearms, she still sat beside me while topless. As soon as she exposed her naked breasts to me, as if on cue, her big nipples erected.
She looked down at her exposed breasts before looking up at me. She raised her arms over her head as if her favorite football team had just won the Superbowl. She gave me a big, wide smile.
"Well, there they are," she asked?
She looked down at her breasts again before looking up at me.
"What do you think of mommy's breasts," she asked?
Not looking away, I stared at the shape and the size of her big, naked breasts. I stared at her areolas. I stared at her erect nipples.
"I love them, mom. They're beautiful. They're so big and your nipples are so erect," I said.
She looked down at her breasts again.
"Just between us. You mustn't tell anyone, not your friends, not my sister, and not my mother that I exposed my breasts to you," she said.
While cupping her breasts in her hands, she paused while smiling at me.
"You may touch them, feel them, fondle them, and grope them while fingering and sucking my nipples," she said. "I like having my nipples fingered and sucked when someone is feeling my tits."
Not having to tell me twice, I was all over my mom's big, naked breasts. I touched them. I felt them. I fondled them. I groped them. I fingered and sucked her nipples. As soon as I took her nipples in my mouth, she put a gentle hand behind my head as if she was breastfeeding me. My mother remained topless for the duration of her visit. Occasionally while continuing to talk to her, I'd reach out my hand to feel my mom's naked breasts.
# # #
"Okay, mom. Just between us, our secret, if I show you my penis, you must promise not to tell anyone. You can't tell my friends, auntie Linda, and grandma, Mary. I'd be so embarrassed."
She squeezed my hand.
"I promise not to tell anyone. It will be our secret," she said.
I lifted up the sheet and my mom pushed my hands away. She pulled the sheet down to my ankles, and off of me. I was naked in front of my mother, my best friend, and the subject of my sexual attraction. Not looking away in shame and embarrassment, not removing her eyes, she stared at my naked erect cock as if she had never seen a naked, erect cock.
# # #
"All the guys in school masturbate themselves but I can't," I said.
I started crying, again.
"Either I don't know how to do it, am doing it wrong, or there is something wrong with it, but I don't cum. I want to cum but I can't. I just can't," I said.
She stared down at my cock. Her face blushed a bright red.
"Well, clearly, with you able to get an erection, quite a big erection. That's good. I must say, getting an erection is not your problem," she said.
I wiped my eyes.
"Yes, I can get an erection but nothing else happens when I stroke it," I said.
Another look of sexual arousal flashed across her face.
"Do you want mommy to try to see if I can," she said.
She paused while staring at my big dick.
"Help you," she asked?
Again, I looked at her with confused curiosity.
"Help me, how," I asked?
She moved her hand up and down as if she was giving me a hand job.
"I can take you in my hand and stroke you," she said. "I've given plenty of men hand jobs," she said. "I know how to do it. Actually, I'm pretty good at it," she said with pride.
I shook my head no.
"Mom, I'd feel like such a pervert for you to take me in your hand," I said.
Seemingly, my mother looked like she wanted to give me a hand job. She looked disappointed that I wouldn't allow her to give me one.
"Well, it's either you allow me to help you or we go to the doctor," she said in frustration.
# # #
I started with the waterworks, again.
"Mom, I am so embarrassed," I said.
She gave me her best motherly smile.
"There's nothing to be embarrassed about. I even showed you my naked breasts. I even allowed you to feel them while fingering and suck my nipples," she said.
She smiled at me again.
"This is different, Jimmy. I can help you. I know that I can. I can show you how to masturbate. There's nothing wrong with that. I'm your mother, and I love you," she said.
Then, surprising me, and making my prick pulsate, she kissed me on the lips. The first time my mother kissed me on my lips, longer than just a peck, it was longer than it needed to be. It was more like a romantic kiss than a mother and son kiss. It was like the kiss that Jimmy gave his mother on Shameless.
"Do you masturbate, Mom?"
She smiled.
"Yes," she said. "I told you that I touch myself to relieve my pent-up sexual tension."
I looked up at my mother with pleading eyes.
"Do you think that you can relieve my sexual tension, Mom?"
# # #
She nodded her head.
"I can try, Jimmy," she said.
She looked around my room.
"Do you have any tissues?"
I shook my head no.
"No," I said.
She stood from my bed.
"I'll get some," she said.
She got up off the bed and returned from the bathroom with a wad of toilet paper. This time, when she sat beside me, she got more comfortable, lifting up her nightgown to mid-thigh.
"Scoot over so Mommy can get comfortable sitting beside you," she said.
She stood, again.
"I'm right-handed. Let me get on the other side of you," she said.
She climbed over me and when she did, I could see all that way down her nightgown to her pussy.
"Damn, Mom," I said with a nervous, little laugh.
"When you climbed over me, your nightgown fell wide open, I saw everything of you, your tits and your pussy."
She laughed.
"Well, Jimmy, you shouldn't be looking at your mother like that," she said with a laugh. "Especially as your mother is about to give you a hand job."
We both laughed. Then, she surprised me by what she said and did next.
"Since you've already seen me naked, there's no need for me to wear this," she said.
She stood, reached down for the hem of her nightgown and lifted it up and over her head. Then, she sat next to me while naked.
# # #
She took me in her soft and warm hand. She skillfully fondled the head of my cock with her manicured fingertips. Then, she ever so slowly stroked me.
"You're so big, Jimmy," she said. "You're so hard. You feel as if you belong in mommy's hand. Now, let's see if I can make you cum. Cum for mommy, cum," she said.


She started stroking me. Not wanting to prematurely cum, I thought of baseball.
"Cum, Jimmy. Cum. Cum for your mother," she said.
She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. In the way that she stared down at my big dick before staring up at me, she seemed to enjoy masturbating me.
"It's not working mom," I said.
While looking disappointed, she squeezed my prick.
"Relax," she said. "Just relax, sweetie."
She continued stroking me. She looked at me with frustration. She really wanted me to cum for her as much as I couldn't wait to cum for her.
"Usually, it doesn't take this long for a man to cum," she said. "My arm is getting tired."
She looked at me in sexual frustration. Then, she said something that blew my mind. She said something that I hoped she'd say.
# # #
"Have you ever had a blowjob, Jimmy," she asked?
I shook my head no.
"I could take you in my mouth and suck you while stroking you. You may cum in mommy's mouth. I swallow," she said.
She laughed.
"Would you like your mother to give you a birthday blowjob?"
She laughed again.
"After not being able to make you cum with my hand, I definitely will make cum with my mouth. I like sucking cock. Having had no complaints, I'm really good at making me cum in my mouth," she said.
Again, without waiting for my permission for her to blow me, she leaned over me and took me in her mouth. My mom was blowing me. She was stroking my cock while sucking my prick.
I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face. Not taking me long to cum, I exploded a huge volume of cum in her mouth and she swallowed. She seemed satisfied that her blowjob worked and that she got me to cum.
"Yeah, Jimmy. We did it. There's nothing wrong with your penis. You ejaculated cum in mommy's mouth and I swallowed.
# # #
She stood and took me by my hand and, someplace that I had never been, led me into her bedroom.
"With you not having a father to show you, it's up to me to teach you about the birds and the bees," she said.
She fell back on her bed and spread her legs open wide.
"Finger mommy's pussy while licking me," she said. "Eat me, Jimmy. Mommy likes that."
Obediently obeying her, I made myself comfortable between her legs. I parted her swollen pussy lips with my fingers. I inserted my fingers inside of her. She showed me what to do by directing my fingers with her fingers.
I rubbed her clit. I finger fucked her. I pressed on her G spot. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue.
With her giving me my first hand job and blowjob, I ate my mother. Then, mounting me, she reached down and inserted my erect prick inside of her warm and wet pussy. She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me while making love to me. Then, humping me faster and humping me harder, and with me returning her fast and hard humps with my fast and hard humps, we were no longer making love. We were fucking. I fucked my mother and she fucked me.
With her taking my virginity, she gave me the best birthday gifts that I ever had. I had sex with my mother and she had sex with me. From that day forward, I slept with my mother in her bed.
We made love every morning. We fucked every night. In between, I ate her cunt, and she sucked my cock.
It was no surprise when I impregnated her with our baby. Breaking my promise to her, I told my friends that I've been having sex with my mother and impregnated her. Breaking her promise to me, she told her sister and her mother that we had been having sex, and that her baby was my baby.
It blew my mind that the next time my aunt Linda and my grandmother Mary visited us that they wanted to have sex with me. While we sat in the living room talking, with my mom upstairs in her bedroom, my aunt and my grandmother stood and undressed themselves in front of me. They stripped themselves naked.
My grandmother watched me have sex with her daughter, my aunt. Then, my aunt watched me have sex with her mother, my grandmother. Giving me her silent approval, my mom watched us having threesome sex with her sister and her mother.
Returning the favor, I invited my two friends, Tommy and John over to have threesome sex with my mother while I watched. In the way that she made love to me, she made love to them. In the way that she fucked me, she fucked them. In the way that she masturbated and blew me, she masturbated and blew them, too.
Between continuing to have incestuous sex with my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother, no longer a virgin, never have I had more sex than I was having now.
The End
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Valentina Opens the Front Door
Valentina Opens the Front Door is reawakened by her son on Valentine's Day.
Today is Valentina's birthday. Looking ten-years-younger, her son called her a MILF. Looking embarrassed that her son wanted to fuck her, she's fifty-years-old today.
"Happy birthday," she said for no one to hear.
Born on Valentine's Day, her parents named her Valentina. Only, there's no more love in her heart, just sadness, sorrow, and depression. She hasn't left her house in more than a year. Having everything that she needed delivered, she has Agoraphobia.
Ignoring it the first time, the doorbell rang for the second time. She ignored that, too. Then, there was a knock, then, a pounding, and a kick in frustration because Valentina would not open her front door.
Valentina stood weak but resilient in her resolve not to open her front door. She refused to open her door. Her hand grasped the doorknob with white knuckled determination not to turn it, open it, and answer it. As if holding back the evil spirits that stood behind it, this door was her only protection from what was out there, and on the other side of her door. She wasn't expecting anyone or anything.
Who could it be, she wondered? Her panic loomed larger than her sanity. Anxiety controlled her every move, and she was frozen in place with apprehension, indecisiveness, and fear.
# # #
Suddenly, as if the door had become a live monster, the door loomed larger. Her front door claimed her. The door controlled her. The door dominated her. This inanimate door took on a life of its own breathing, seething, pulsating, and nearly bursting open to claim her and the inside of her house as part of the evil that was beyond this closed and locked front door.
She leaned forward and looked out through the peephole, peeking out too late, there was no one there. She couldn't see anyone. Whoever it was, was gone. Summoning up the courage to call out, she asked the door.
"Who is it?" she said through the door in a weak and quivering voice. "What do you want," she asked the door but the door didn't answer her?
Her door tortured her with silence. No one answered. Whoever it was, was gone. All was quiet now. No more ringing of her doorbell. No more knocking. No more banging, and no more kicking. Whoever it was, they're gone.
"Who is it," she asked again, in case they were still there hiding, lurking, and waiting for her to open the door?
# # #
With no response, and with her not knowing who was there but she wondered who'd ring her doorbell, knock on her door, pound in her door, and kick her door in frustration when she refused to open her door. The silence added to her growing consternation. Not knowing who was out there added to her fear. Satisfied that she did the right thing, she was glad that she hadn't opened the door.
This is the door she safely hid behind. So long as she kept this door closed and locked from what was out there, she was safe. This is the door that sheltered her and saved her from reality, and from the heaviness of the outside world. This door protected her from the evil that lurked out there behind it. As long as she didn't open it, whoever it was couldn't get her. She was safe.
This is the same door that she crumbled against and wept when they gave her the worst news that anyone could give her, not once, but twice. Blaming this damn door, maybe, this time, the door had come for her. This was her door of death and, maybe, by not opening it, again, she would live.
Yet, hiding behind this locked door was no way to live. With her having died already, hiding behind this door was not living. As if she had already died twice, indeed, she was now among the walking dead.
She never left her house anymore. With the proceeds realized from her husband's insurance policy, and from what she received from his 30-year military pension, there was no reason to go out there anymore. She has money, lots of money, and with more coming every month. She could order whatever she needed online. She'd never have to open her door again, other than to take her packages inside once they were gone and when it was safe to do so.
She never needed to open her door until they left. She had everything she needed delivered to her front door, paying for it by credit card in advance, and peering out the peephole and while talking through and to the door. As long as she didn't open this damn front door, she was safe.
"Leave it on the stoop, please," she said talking through the door, and go away, she wanted to add, but didn't.
# # #
Never was there anything good behind this door. There was nothing but bad news. Never anything good, it was all bad.
This very door was once the door to the outside world and to the life that flourished on the other side of it, and that teased her memories with what was once looked forward to being out there. She remembered the good times until this door ruined her life by turning into a killer. Now this was the doomsday door, the Armageddon of bad news. This door was the door of her self-imposed prison.
It was the door that those who wanted to gain access to Valentina stood behind and left finally when she stood on the inside looking out through her peephole to see who it was. Not unlocking and opening her front door, she forbade herself to do that. Her family and friends came in droves wanting to talk to her, console her, and comfort her. One by one, those who came, and who weren't allowed in, never returned.
She feared more bad news. There was no reason for her to open this damn door. She recalled when she opened the door and, showing their respect for her husband, his friend, a West Point Colonel of equal rank, and a captain resplendent in their dress uniforms stood at attention. They stood on her doorstep serious in their mission but with sympathy in their heart for another fallen soldier, their fellow comrade in arms.
He was a hero, they told her, but she didn't want to hear it. She stopped listening to their words after they said that her husband, Frank, was dead. How can this happen twice? First her husband, a full Colonel, and now her son, a private, first class, these losses were too much for her to bear.
She already had one folded flag; she didn't need another. One purple heart was plenty enough. Give them to someone else who cares. She doesn't care anymore. With her dead already, she died when her husband and son died.
She no longer cares. What does it matter? They're dead. They're both dead. She has no one left to love now. They took them away from her. They murdered them in the name of justice and democracy. She's alone and safe at home behind her locked, front door where they can't get her.
"Fuck democracy, fuck the flag, and fuck them, whoever the fuck they are! Fuck them all! They're all mass murders wrapped in a flag of stars and stripes while playing their patriotic songs and advancing their killer games."
With her refusing to go to their funerals, the last thing that she wanted to hear was the seven-gun salute. She didn't want to hear them playing taps. She didn't want to see those killers and co-conspirators, those mass murderers, standing at full attention while saluting and showing off their ribbons and medals.
'Friendly fire. Friendly fire my ass,' she thought. 'What the fuck is friendly fire? What's friendly about shooting your commanding officer in this head? Instead of getting another medal to pin on their chest, if they weren't in the military, they'd be in prison serving a life sentence without parole for murdering her husband.'
# # #
No one came to her door anymore after paying their respects first for her husband and six-months later, for her son. She hadn't come to terms with having her husband taken from her and now they took her son, too. The best parts of her were blown to bits in the desert of a land of terrorists and suicide bombers.
It was all beyond comprehension why strangers would kill her family. She died, too, with them, only she hadn't fallen down yet. She was still standing, breathing, and grieving behind this damn closed and locked door.
Now, months later, no one called her after telling her how sorry they were for her loss. They were done consoling a grieving widow for the loss of her husband and a grieving mother for the loss of her son. They had done their duty as relatives and friends.
What more could they say that hasn't already been said? There was nothing more they could do. There was nothing they offered that she wanted. She didn't want to see or talk to anyone. She just wanted to be left alone in her misery.
Besides, she wouldn't allow them entry by her locked front door. She didn't want their food. She didn't want their sympathy. She didn't want them in her house.
She wanted her husband and her son. Again, she wanted to be left alone with her suffering, sorrow and personal pain. Though they were done and Valentina was now free to live with the inconsolable pain every day, they continued on with their lives, while she remained home behind her closed, locked door while mourning her loss, and losing more of her mind.
# # #
'Tick, tick, tick...tick, tick, tick.'
Constantly ticking, endlessly ticking, never stopping nor missing a tick, the clock on the mantle kept time of life. She knew how long she had lived; she didn't know how much longer she had to live with this pain, suffering, sorrow, and misery. More than once, she thought of suicide. Only, she couldn't do it.
She was glad that before her husband left for war that she gave him a night of passion to make him want to take the extra care he needed to return home to her. Only, it wasn't the terrorists who had plans for her husband and who nearly blew him to pieces at a security checkpoint, it was his own sergeant who just wanted to stop fighting and go home. Had he gone that way, there wouldn't have been much left of him to bury in his flag draped coffin. Saving him from that death, a friendly fire bullet put a hole in his head.
Her son, so much like his father, thought that he could avenge his dad's death by killing all of them. The vehicle that he was riding in was one without armor plating. Her outrage in losing her son to budgetary cutbacks and lack of concern from those same politicians who, with their words of rhetoric and waving flags, had sent her men to fight their needless war in inferior equipment.
She was silenced by the political pressure of more useless words and ineffective action to end the war and bring them home. Congressmen quietly swept their misdeeds under Washington's thick rug while pocketing money from the sweet military contracts that they approved. The public quickly forgot about all of it when headlines replaced that with another Britney Spears' scandal.
'You must be kidding me. Seriously? What the fuck,' she thought? How dare they?'
# # #
Everything was so perfect. They had a good life. They were so happy. Her husband had a good job and did his duty to his country as a full colonel, a reservist after serving in the Gulf War, and called to duty for other conflicts. With him fifty-five-years-old, too old to fight, he never figured he'd be called to active duty again.
Then 911 happened when the twin towers fell in a deadly dust that devoured every American and deterred and devoured every other thought with revenge. As if it was World War III, thousands of able-bodied men enlisted in every branch of the military. All reservists were called to return to active duty. When she kissed him and waved her good-bye, as he boarded that plane, pride in her husband doing the right thing for their country replaced the thought that she'd never see him alive again.
When her husband died, when they told her the news of his death, after everyone had abandoned her leaving her alone to her misery, she only had her son left to console her. They had one another. They were the only ones who really knew what it was like to lose someone they loved so much.
Unnecessarily berating herself, she felt guilty for going to his room that night. How dare she? In hindsight, she felt deeply disturbed for doing what she did to her son and with him. Only, she wasn't thinking straight. Her mind wasn't right. She should have been on medication. Had she talked to a psychiatrist, never would she have done what she otherwise did.
All this time, while her son was away at war, she felt guilty for showing her son more love than a mother should. In hindsight, now that he is gone too, she was glad that she had given him what he wanted and what she needed, a night of incestuous, forbidden, and illicit, sexual pleasure. She did what no mother should do with her son, and no son should do with his mother. They had sex.
Every night, she heard her son crying at the loss of his dad. She tried being the brave one as best as she could. She tried being his strong parent. Only, she was human, too, and she succumbed to her weaknesses. She needed someone to hold her, but there was no one there, just her and her son. And now that he was leaving her to fight another senseless war, too.
She relived what she did every day since her son left for war with guilt and remorse. Now, she relives it with sexual satisfaction and moments of incestuous happiness. She did what not many mothers would do. She slept with her son. Only, she no longer thinks of it in those terms. Now, instead of remembering her actions as forbidden and illicit, incestuous sex, she remembers them as comforting her son, while he comforted her, too.
# # #
It was late and she couldn't sleep. She heard her son having another nightmare. Normally, she'd go to his room, sit next to him, and rub his back, and whisper the things she needed to tell him when he was a baby twenty years ago. Only, this night, she needed someone to hold her, comfort her, and whisper the things that she needed to hear.
Something that she'd never do if she was in her right mind, she removed her nightgown. She stripped herself naked in the light of the full moon. Then, determined to do what she shouldn't do, she went to her son's room naked. It wasn't a sexual thing, she thought, until they started getting into it more sexually and when they both had multiple orgasms. As soon as she did, the guilt overwhelmed her then as much as the grief did now.
Now, she felt dirty, vile, and wicked. How could she do that to and with her son? What's wrong with her for taking sexual advantage of him? She was his mother and he was her son. She felt that she had used her son instead of comforting him. She felt weak and just as evil as what awaited her outside that locked, fucking front door.
Before that, her reasonable but twisted logic prevailed telling her that it was just what a mother needed from her son after the loss of her husband and what a mother needed to give to her son after the loss of his father. Truly, she had feelings of innocent love and not incestuous lust. In her grief, she had convinced herself that she was doing the right thing. For a while, she believed that until guilt consumed her grief. Yet, now, she is glad she did what she did while hoping that the last thoughts of her husband and son were of her.
Once in his room, not turning on the light, she pulled the covers back enough for her to get beneath them while in bed with her son. As soon as she did, she felt overwhelmed with horniness and sexual frustration. She had never been in bed with her son before. More than that, she was naked. As soon as she did, she had gone beyond the point of no return of a relationship of mother and son.
She just wanted to hold him, she said to herself in her efforts to convince herself to go through with this lunacy. She just wanted to hug him, comfort him, and spoon him. She just wanted to feel the warmth of his naked body against her naked body. She never thought of it as a sexual thing, until she stripped off her nightgown before entering his room and her selfish desire replaced her reason.
Besides, it was too late because now she was there in bed with her naked son. It sounded like a good plan when she was alone in bed with him. It was more for comfort than it was for pleasure, she convinced herself to believe.
As soon as she climbed in bed with him, he had an erection that tented the thin, white sheet. When she turned away from him, he turned to her. He parted her naked ass cheeks with the head of his big dick and rested it there while cupping her naked breasts and fingering her nipple. To her sexual delight, something that his father used to do, he pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her big, erect nipple.
Then, as if he wanted to fuck her from behind, he humped her while she wiggled her ass. Then, she turned to face him. She pressed her naked breasts against him. Then, he took her tits in his hands before taking them in his mouth. He fondled her breasts while fingering her nipples and sucking them.
Then, he reached his hand down for her honeypot. Seemingly, he wanted to give his mother as much sexual pleasure as she was giving him. Their comforting one another, quickly escalated.
Sexual gratification overwhelmed the both of them with their passion, lust, and sexual desire for one another. Nonetheless, it was something that they both truly needed at that time and it was okay at that moment. For that moment in time, she was not his mother and he was not her son but two grieving, needy people who needed some solace from their sadness and suffering.
She was so cold and her son's body felt so warm. She spooned him and as soon as she did, he reminded her that he was naked, too. He felt so firm and so strong. She needed his strength during her time of need.
He felt how her husband used to feel before beer and fast foods fattened his body, and lack of exercise eroded his muscles. She felt comfort in hearing him breathing and in feeling the beat of his heart. With her breasts pressed tightly against his broad back, the feeling of him in her arms was electric and for a moment, the sensation of him made her forget her grief. Only, she wanted more. She not only wanted to fuck him but also, she wanted to suck her son, too. She wanted to give him something to remember.
With thoughts of her Honeymoon night, she pretended that her son was her husband. The feelings of holding him replaced her feelings of sorrow. He gave her peace for the first time since those soldiers appeared at her door. She felt that she was doing the same for him, too, as he was finally sleeping peacefully without those frightening nightmares.
They lay there for some time before he noticed her sexually. As soon as he awakened, he reached for his mother. His big hand touched her knee, slid up her thigh, and continued higher feeling cupping her naked pussy. The gentle touch of him felt good and released the womanly feelings in her. She was wet with desire and her nipples were erect with sexual excitement.
Being there with her son was something that she needed. When he turned towards her to face her, she didn't turn away. She hugged him. She parted his lips with her tongue and French kissed him. He returned his mother's French kiss with his French kiss. While he continued feeling her naked body, and she felt his, they made out like horny teenagers.
# # #
"I love you, baby," she said.
He hugged his mother while reaching down and around her to cup her shapely, naked ass in his big hand.
"I love you, too, mother," he said whispering in her ear before kissing her full on her red lips.
It was a kiss she had never experienced before. It blanked her mind from the pain. The kiss awakened feelings that had died with her husband when she made love to him that very last time before he left her to return to war for his country.
She closed her eyes and allowed his tongue to part her lips again. They kissed again and again. Even though his kisses and his touches released sexual feelings, it was not a sexual kiss as much as it was a kiss between a grieving mother and a devastated son.


For her, the incest part of it was out of the equation now, and was not even a consideration, but it would rear its ugly head with ramifications later. For now, it was a kiss that transgressed the relationship of mother and son. It was a kiss not of desire but of need. Of course, the desire was there, too, but they both needed this. They both needed to experience the pleasure of life to deal with the damnation of death.
She wanted him to touch her, feel her, fondle her, and grope her. She wanted him to fondle her naked breasts while fingering and sucking her erect nipples. She wanted him to press his manliness against her, as had her husband done so many times before.
She needed to feel his desire for her to reawaken her reasons to live. When he did finally touch her, the feeling of his hand controlled her passion. Returning the favor, she reached her hand down and touched him before wrapping her fingers around him and squeezing his big dick. She left her hand there in contact with his penis while ever so slowly stroking him to keep him hard.
She was content just to touch his erect cock without feeling all of all of him. Immediately, his erection grew bigger and harder as his lustful desire for her grew. She cupped his testicles and wrapped her long, manicured fingers around tighter his cock while feeling the full length of him with her hand before her fingers took control of his passion. Giving him pleasure, she slowly stroked him as only a mother could stroke her baby boy.
When she felt his hand on her breast, she needed him to suckle her nipple, as he had done so long ago. She reached her hand around the back of his neck and pulled his head towards her cradling him as she would breastfeeding her baby. She kissed his forehead and ran her fingers through his soft hair, as he took her nipple in his mouth and sucked it.
She hummed the lullaby she used to hum when he was a baby, only she could no longer remember the words, just the melody. His other hand felt her other breast and his fingers fingered her other nipple. He switched his actions to her other breast, sucking that one and caressing the other while she imagined her husband.
# # #
As their passion grew, so did their desire for one another and her reason to live again. Only, for the first time, she feared the worst. A glimpse of the future held her thoughts in place and terrorized her reawakening with forebodings for her son.
Having completed basic training, this was his last night home and she had a mother's premonition that her son would not return home alive from the war. What could she do? There was nothing that she could say to keep him from his duty to avenge the death of his father. Her mind could not make the connection that it was okay for her President to murder her husband and her son but it was wrong for a mother to love her son.
As she had done with her husband, she wanted to give her son something to remember should he suffer the similar fate of his dad. Something that she never thought that she'd ever do with her son, she slid her body halfway down the length of the bed, and took him in his mouth. Assuring herself that blowing her son was not a sexual thing, as it was more of a loving thing to the basic need of a mother to experience her son and a son to experience his mother.
The feeling of him in her mouth gave her a peace that she has not had in some time. She hoped that by doing this for him that she was giving him a similar peace. With the thoughts of blowing her husband, she stroked and sucked her son.
Determined to make him cum in her mouth. She stroked him faster. She stroked him harder. Deep throating him, she sucked him deeper. She allowed him to cum in her mouth and she swallowed him.
"Mom! Mom! Mommy! Don't stop stroking me. Don't stop sucking me. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum."
He put a heavy hand behind the pretty head of his mother. He humped her mouth. He fucked her face. He exploded a big load of warm and oozy cum in his mother's mouth and she swallowed all that he had to give.
Not expecting him to do what he did, he returned the favor of her giving him oral sex by giving her oral sex. Her son ate his mother's cunt. He gave her an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue.
"Anthony! Anthony! Oh, my God, Anthony! Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop finger fucking me. Press harder on my G spot. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She closed her eyes, stretched her long legs, arched her back, and fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
He reached down for her, and she moved her body up to him. They kissed and he rolled her over easing his body on top of her. She reached her hand down to position him inside her. She rolled him over.
She mounted her son. She wanted to control the action. She didn't want her mother's love confused with and ruined by her son's lust. As if they were husband and wife instead of mother and son, this was about a mother's love for her son, and a son's love for his mother.
Again, this wasn't about sex. She convinced herself of that. This was more about love. Thinking that this was the only way she could do this now, without doubt, she'd think otherwise about it later.
That night, more than six months ago, that was the last she saw of her son. He left with his friend for the airport the next morning. She couldn't bear to go with him. As much as she wanted to be with him during those last few minutes at the airport, she still couldn't go beyond that evil front door to leave her damn house.
Now, still standing motionless by the front door, every memory of her last time with her son went through her mind. Involuntarily, her wrist twisted her hand and the vaulted door opened a crack with a creak. The box that leaned against the door fell inside.
She picked it up, closed and locked the door, and carried it to the living room. When she opened the box, there was a card inside. She opened it.
# # #
Hi Mom,
No longer able to read the card through her tears, she stopped reading. She dropped the card and fell to the floor sobbing. After she composed herself, she picked up her dead son's card and read it with shaking hands and a heavy heart.
Hi Mom,
I sent this early hoping that it would get to you for Valentine's Day. I will never forget the sacrifice you made for me for doing what you did that night. You saved me with your love and gave me the strength to continue. Because of your sacrifice, not having any more nightmares, I feel better now. And even though this is Hell on Earth where I am stationed, I'm at peace now because of you.
When I saw this dress, I thought of you. We have a guy here who can get anything on the black market. I hope it's your size. You need to go out and go on with your life as have I.
I want you to dance for me on Valentine's Day with a man who will appreciate you for the woman you are.
Love,
Anthony
# # #
She fell into herself again, weeping soulfully. She could see him writing this card. She could feel his excitement when he saw this dress. He was such a good son. She moved the tissue away with her hand to reveal a beautiful red, silk dress. She looked at the tag, size 6, her size.
She fixed her hair, applied make up, and put on the dress. With her natural blonde hair, big tits, and high heels, she looked like Marilyn Monroe or Jayne Mansfield reincarnated. She looked like a million bucks.
For her son, she opened the front door and ventured outside for the first time in more than a year. In his memory, she went to the Valentine's dance they were having at the VFW hall in town. Those who saw her there were shocked to see her. They didn't understand the motive of why she was there after the deaths of her husband and her son. They didn't understand why a grieving widow and a broken mother would appear at a dance wearing a red dress.
The dress was short and tight fitting. Instead of wearing a little black dress, she wore a little, red dress. It was cut plenty low enough to show the tops of her huge, jiggling, double D cup breasts, and her long line of sexy cleavage.
The dress was plenty short enough that when her dance partner spun her, with her dress up around her waist, she flashed everyone her bright white, French bikini panties. With her not wearing a bra, whenever she leaned forward, with her dress leaning forward with her and falling open wide, she flashed her naked breasts, and her erect nipples. Honestly, she looked more like a whore than she did a grieving wife and mother.
# # #
'Fuck them,' she thought. 'It doesn't matter what any of them think.'
Again, it didn't matter to her what any of them thought. She was out of her house. She was dancing. She was having fun.
Her son bought her this dress and wanted her to wear it tonight while she danced with a man who appreciated her. As if she was an old maid, a wallflower, she sat alone most of the night while waiting for someone to ask her to dance. Those who knew her stayed away from her and ignored comforting her with their twisted thoughts. After seeing her again after not seeing her for so long, they didn't know what to say to her, a widow who lost her husband and a mother who lost her son.
Then there was a man, a tall, handsome, black man who reminded her of Idris Elba, Russell 'Stringer' Bell from The Wire. He made his way across the hall, and introduced himself to her.
"Hi," he said. "I'm Marquis but my friends call me 'Brown Sugar,' he said with a laugh. 'You may call me that, too," he said. "I'm as sweet as I am smooth."
She laughed.
"Hi, Brown Sugar. I'm Valentina. Today is my birthday. I'm fifty-two-years-young," she said.
He laughed.
"I nearly didn't walk over here because you looked too young for me. You don't look a day over forty," he said with a laugh.
He gave her a sad, little smile.
"I heard about what happened to your husband and your son. I think that I know a little of what you are going through. My wife and I came here every year for the Valentine's Day dance every year. I lost her to cancer last year," he said. "After, we'd go home and have sex."
He played with the button of his sport coat as he talked to her only occasionally making eye contact.
"She made me promise that I would come here tonight for her, and dance with someone who appreciated me," he said. "May I have this dance?"
They danced and even though thinking that nothing more came of it, other than two wounded people having a dance, a drink, and some delightful conversation, she was no longer a prisoner to her house. Now, with the resolve to continue living her life, she was able to open her front door and go outside. No longer a prisoner of Agoraphobia, she visited the graves of her husband and her son. She went outside every day.
Surprising even herself, she stunned the man with what she said.
"After we dance, have a drink, and talk while getting to know one another, come home with me and have sex with me."
She shocked him with what she said next.
"While making out with me, undress me. Strip me naked and touch and feel my naked body everywhere, while I touch and feel your naked body everywhere, too," she said.
She laughed.
"Then, while thinking of eating your wife, I want you to eat me. I want you to give me oral sex. I need you to give me an orgasm with your fingers and your tongue," she said.
She gave him her sexiest smile.
"Then, while thinking of making love to your wife, I want you to make love to me. While thinking of fucking your wife, I want you to fuck me. I need you to cum in my pussy," she said.
She smiled while touching his hand.
"If you can do that for me, I'll give you a blowjob that you will never forget. While you imagine your wife stroking you and sucking your cock, I'll imagine blowing my husband, and my son before they went off to war and didn't return."
As Valentina promised him, they had sex. They had the best sex that they ever had. They continued living their lives together as boyfriend and girlfriend. Not long after they met, they married. They lived the rest of their lives not behind a locked, front door, but also in the fresh hair while enjoying life again.
The End
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Baby Ruth Not Baseball or Candy
Baby Ruth is not a baseball player or a nutty candy bar.
I picked up Ruth, my mother-in-law Doris's younger sister, at the airport. She told me that she would be waiting for me in the airport lounge, as I told her that I would not be able to pick her up until after I got out of work. She only had to wait about an hour for me.
I figured a good part of that waiting time would be time spent retrieving her baggage. Yet, as it turned out, the baggage captain not only personally retrieved Ruth's bags for her before the baggage carousel was even loaded but, also, refused a tip. She was in the lounge earlier and longer than expected.
"My tip won't be necessary," he said, waving her off with her hand. "My tip, Miss, was being able to help a beautiful woman," he said flirting with her. "You made my day," he said, ogling her big tits.
Ruth smiled.
"Let me give you a hug then for being so nice and so helpful," she said.
She took a step closer to him. She gave him a pelvic-to-pelvic hug was pressing big breasts against his chest.
Ruth later relayed this story to me about the baggage captain in the car on the long ride home from the airport.
"People are so friendly here," she said.
'Yeah, only to someone who looks like you,' I thought.
Receiving celebrity treatment, given service, Ruth was off the plane and away before the other passengers even stood from their seats. Had it not been for the personal attention she received from the stewardesses and the baggage captain, she would have been delayed. If she was half the hottie and half the slut that Doris told me she was, she should have no problem finding men to buy her drinks, ply her with alcohol, and keep her occupied until I arrived.
As soon as I saw her, the first time seeing her in person, she was more beautiful than any woman that I had ever seen. As if she was a runway model, she stood six-feet in her bare feet and six-foot-three-inches tall in her high heels. Difficult for me not to notice, she had big tits that enhanced her shapely and sexy body. If I was to hazard a guess, she had double D cup breasts.
Holding the passenger side car door open for her, as soon as she sat sideways in the car, with her knees parted plenty enough, she flashed me her bright, white, sheer panties. At least she was wearing panties. I admired her long, shapely legs as much as I admired her huge breasts.
# # #
All day, I thought of nothing else but Ruth. Such an odd name to label someone so hot, it was an old name much like that of Edna, Martha, Mary, or Rose. Then, I thought of the candy bar Baby Ruth. I laughed that this family is as chocked full of nuts as the candy bar is, including me, especially me.
Never would I tell my friends, relatives, or neighbors that I was having sex with my whore of a mother-in-law, Doris, and, now, hopefully and potentially with her baby sister, Ruth, Baby Ruth, as everyone calls her. Boston is still immersed in a Puritanical society. Most of my equals, even if they had deep, dark, forbidden thoughts about screwing their mothers-in-law, would never act upon their wanton desires for fear of ruining their reputations, and their social standing within the community. Moreover, what would their wives say and do if they knew that their husbands were having sex with their mothers?
Yet, before I met her in person, the photo of Ruth in that bikini burned such a permanent and lustful impression in my mind that I saw her bikini clad body everywhere I looked. I could not get her cleavage and her big tits out of my mind. Big tits ran in that family, except, of course, not in the case of my wife who only had A cup breasts. Instead of having tits, all she had were nipples.
'My wife must have taken after her father,' I thought.
I laughed to myself.
'I'm definitely a breast man, the bigger the better. Suddenly I questioned the attraction that I had for Cynthia, my wife. Why I married a woman with such small breasts, I'll never know. Sure, tits do not make the woman; they are only tits after all and, yes, there are always breast implants. I laughed while thinking of Cynthia suddenly walking around with enormous breasts, big boobs, double D cup tits.
"Freddie, help me," I imagined her calling me for help! "I fell over again and can't get up."
"What is it, Cynthia, did the weight of your big boobs topple you over, again?"
# # #
With her barely five-foot tall, and not more than one-hundred-pounds, big breasts on her would look ridiculous. She'd look like a brunette Dolly Parton.
Thinking absurd things and ridiculous thoughts relating to big breasts, my mind wandered as I drove from the airport and I wondered how I could be so attracted to my wife's aunt when this was the first time meeting her. I wondered if forty-three-year-old Ruth was as big of a whore as was her fifty-year-old big sister. For that matter, how dare I be banging my wife's mother, while lusting over her younger sister? Here I am fucking my one of wife's relatives and thinking about having sex with another one, especially when I'm not even having sex with my wife.
'WTF is wrong with me,' I thought?
Whenever I thought of having sex with Doris, and thought of the ramifications if my wife was to find out that I was having sex with her mother, I was sick to my stomach. Yet, as soon as I thought of the repercussions of my dastardly deeds and forbidden, sexual actions, my penis took control of my brain. With her such a great kisser, I loved making out with her while feeling her through her clothes while undressing her, and stripping her naked.
I had visions of Doris's hot body, and her big tits with her eraser sized nipples in my mouth, and my cock buried deep in her tight, warm, and wet pussy. I thought of her wonderful blow jobs, her allowing me to cum in her mouth, and her swallowing. Doris' big breasts and beautiful mouth made me forget my wife.
"Cynthia? Sorry, who are you, again?"
"I'm your wife, you dirty bastard," I imagined her saying.
"Oh, yeah. Sorry. I thought you looked familiar."
# # #
It was hard for me to wrap my mind around the fact that my wife's mother was better in bed than my wife. Cynthia is 20 years younger than her mother and does not have the sexy and shapely body that her mother does. Then, when you add Ruth into the equation, I've just died and went to Heaven. I wondered if Doris has another sister?
I'd love to make it a family affair. Never mind, banging another sister of Doris' besides Ruth would kill me. I would surely have a sexual overload at that point. Yet what a way to die.
I can see the mortician now getting my body ready for burial while talking to the funeral director.
"Look at this guy. He's dead, died of a heart attack from sexual overload and, still, he has an erection. And look at his face. How can I possibly remove that permanent smile from his kisser," asked the mortician?
Envious of me, he smiled down at me.
"What a lucky bastard he must have been to not only have been banging his mother-in-law, his wife's mom, but also her sister, his wife's aunt. I'll tell you, I've embalmed thousands of stiffs, but this guy gives new meaning to a stiff. This is how I want to die when I die, with an erection and permanent smile on my face."
# # #
When I arrived to pick her up at the terminal, even though she was in a crowd of passengers sitting in the lounge, as if a beacon illuminated her, I spotted Ruth clear across the bar with her flaming red hair. She wore a silk, yellow mini dress and was surrounded by five men. Even though we had never met, I recognized her from the photo that Doris had of her in her bikini on her bureau.
In that photo, with her big, bulging breasts, her tits overflowed bikini her top. Definitely, she had double D cup breasts. She had the Grand Canyon of proud cleavage showcasing her beautiful background of jiggling scenery. Her big nipples made their impressions through her bikini top.
Isn't it breathtaking when you see a nice pair of tits and they are not hidden away beneath a turtleneck, a sweater, and/or a coat but are out in the open and prominently displayed for all of us perverted guys to admire? Whenever I was in Doris' bedroom, I stared at that photo of Ruth in her bikini and, now, here she is along with her tits, the woman of my dreams, in person. Did I write that she has really big tits?
She looked even better as I walked closer. If it wasn't enough that she had big tits, she was so damn pretty, beautiful actually, and so tall. She had the body of a Playboy Playmate with long, shapely legs that made me glad that I was a man. Had I not known Ruth was 43-years-old, I would have thought she was 35-years-old. She looked so much younger than her age.
Then, now that I've seen her in person, and closer up, it occurred to me who it was she looked like. She looked like Jill St. John back in the day when Jill St. John made me drop my jaw and stroke my cock. For those who do not know who Jill St. John is Google the name of Jill St. John. She has lots of topless and naked photos on Google's Images. I spent a lot of time jerking off to photos of her in a bikini and, now, here is a carbon copy of her ready to sit next to me on the long drive home.
Doris was a pretty woman but compared to Ruth, Doris was a dog. Ruth was so well put together that she looked like a woman who could have played in a James Bond movie. She had the hair, the makeup, the clothes, the height, and the body. She had the kind of body that made me cringe with delight whenever I was with her. Never have I seen a woman with better looking and with a better body than she had. She made me feel special whenever I was in her company.
# # #
The center of their attention, she was surrounded by five men, all in their 40's and 50's, men who, no doubt, had wives, kids, and mortgages were all vying for her interest. They were all laughing and having a good time with all of them hoping to land her in bed. She noticed me, ignored them, and waved me over as I approached.
"Well, my ride is here, boys. Thank you for the drinks and for the pleasure of your company."
With them all swooning over her, she gave them all a pelvic-to-pelvic hug and a kiss on the lips. As if she was a celebrity or a movie star, all eyes stared at her as if she was on the red carpet. She stepped forward from her crowd of admirers. With her six-foot in bare feet, she was six-foot-three-inches tall in her high heels.
"Where you going, Ruth? Don't leave. Stay for another drink. Happy hour is just beginning," said a bald, little, fat man.
Pushing him aside with my six-four-foot-inch frame, I smiled and stuck out my hand.
"Hi, Ruth, I'm so pleased--"
# # #
My arms were outstretched at my side. Afraid to touch her for fear that this was all a dream and as soon as I touched my dream woman, she would evaporate in vapor and disappear. I gently put my arms around her. The feel of her soft but firm body electrified my passion for her and intensified the feeling that a sleeping cock feels when awakened to arousal.
She brushed by my outstretched hand, cemented her pelvis to mine, and greeted me with a warm, wet kiss on the lips. Her kiss not only raised my temperature, hardened my cock, and blanked my mind, it made me fall in love with her.
In the way that she gave the five admiring me, she gave me. As if I was her husband, her boyfriend, or her lover, she gave a pelvic-to-pelvic hug, and a long kiss that lasted longer than it should have when greeting someone that she had just met. Then, blowing my mind, weakening my knees, and putting me in a dream state, she parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. All five men stared at me with jealousy and at her with lust.
The feel of her soft lips, the touch of her tongue against mine, the sensation of her big breasts pressed against my chest, and the subtle scent of her floral perfume engaged my senses and maximized her kiss. It was a kiss to remember. It was a kiss that if she was none other than the daughter of Zeus, Helen of Troy, I could now, finally, understand how one woman could have launched a thousand ships by just the beauty of her face and the shape of her sexy body.
"You must be Freddie," she said with a smile.
"My sister has told me everything about you."
'Everything,' I thought? 'I wondered if she told her that we've been having sex while my wife was at work. I wondered if she told her that we make out while feeling her through her clothes. I wondered if she told her that I strip her naked, finger and lick her pussy, make love to her, and fuck her before she blows me, allows me to cum in her mouth, and swallows.'
"Damn," said one of the guys she had been flirting with, "Will you look at that?"
He turned to smile at the other men.
"I sure wish I were him," he said.
# # #
I couldn't believe that she kissed me. It was a soulful kiss and a kiss to remember, one that years from now, when I'm sitting alone with this woman, I'll remember why we're still together because of this first kiss. This kiss made me want to confess all of my sins, mistakes, flaws, and weaknesses. This one kiss would make any man get down on his knee and promise that if he could have her, he'd make her the happiest woman, and she'd make him a better man.
Alas, I was already married to her niece. When we parted, I looked into her beautiful, bright, blue eyes. She was so beautiful that she drained the emotion from me, my knees still were weak. Instantly, I was in love with this woman. Who would not fall in love with such a stunning creature?
She blanked my mind with her presence and for the life of me, I could not remember my name and where I parked my car until I hit my key fob and spotted it in the distance, and in the opposite direction. And why was this woman still single? How come no one scooped her up? Guys suck. They are such pricks not to have latched on to a woman like Ruth long ago.
We had a thirty-minute drive from the airport to my house and Ruth planted herself so close to me that I already felt like I was inside of her. She touched and rubbed the top of my leg as she talked. She slowly slid her hand up and down my thigh, occasionally squeezing my thigh. It felt good to touch me, no matter where she touched.
With each upward and downward movement of her hand, my cock responded in kind with an involuntary pulsation. She was teasing me, making me hot, and making me want her. There was really no need to do that. I already wanted her.
I already am willing and ready to divorce my wife and run away with her, my dream girl, albeit 15 years my senior, but who cares when an older woman looks as good as she does. There is not another woman that I know half her age who looks better than Ruth.
# # #
Then, she said something that would have given me a heart attack had I been a much older man.
"I'm bored," she said.
She looked up at me and smiled. She placed her left hand on my bulging prick and squeezed. Then, she said what I'll remember and will never forget for the rest of my horny life.
"May I blow you," she asked?
She smiled.
"I love sucking cock. It's been a while since I've had a big dick in my hand and in my mouth," she said. "My sister told me that you have a big cock and a hard prick."
Shocked, I was stunned. Ruth, my mother-in-law's younger sister, my wife's aunt, asked if she could blow me. This drop-dead gorgeous woman wanted to stroke my cock while sucking my prick. She wants to blow me. She wants me to cum in her beautiful mouth and swallow my load.
Unable to speak, I couldn't answer her. Not waiting for my reply, she was as eager to blow me as I was excited for her to suck me. She unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. She stuck her soft and warm hand inside of my briefs, wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my big dick, and pulled it out. She stared at it while fondling the head of my prick.
# # #
She unbuttoned the top of her dress, reached her hand inside, and lifted her bra up and over her naked breasts.
"Feel and fondle my breasts while I blow you. I love having my breasts fondled and my nipples fingered while I'm sucking cock," she said.
While respecting my elders, immediately obeying her, I touched, felt, fondled, and groped her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Then, she leaned forward and took me in her mouth. Ruth was blowing me. She was stroking my cock while sucking my prick.
She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder. She sucked me deeper. As if she was Linda Lovelace in Deep Throat, she deep throated me.
"Cum, Freddie, cum," she said. "Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to swallow you. Cum, Freddie, cum," she said.
While steering with my left hand, I put a gentle hand behind her beautiful, red-haired head. I ejaculated a huge load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed.
Then, temporarily blocking my vision, she kissed me on the lips. She parted my lips with her tongue, and French kissed me. Surprising me, she regurgitated and snowballed some of my cum in my mouth. Never had I tasted my own cum.
# # #
"I cannot wait until we get to the house," she said. "It's been years since I've seen my sister.
I smiled while thinking of her blowing me as I had my way with her naked breasts and erect nipples.
"Yeah, me too," I said. "I'm ready to relax after a hard day at work."
I turned to her and smiled while watching her pulling her bra down over her beautiful breasts and buttoning her dress.
"Thank you for blowing me," I said. "Even better than the blowjobs that your sister gives me; your blowjob was the best blowjob that I ever had."
She laughed.
"Anytime you want another one, just asked. One of my favorite sexual things to do, I love sucking cock, especially your cock. It's so big and so hard," she said.
When she moved closer, I put my arm around her shoulders as if she was my wife, my girlfriend, and/or my lover. I couldn't wait to return the favor and eat her red pussy. I couldn't wait to make love to her while making out with her. I couldn't wait to fuck her and cum in her pussy. How hot would that be to impregnate her, give her our baby, divorce my wife, and marry her.
Where do you women learn stuff like this? Is there a secret course that women take on how to give blowjobs, 101. I'm sure that the correct answer is practice, practice, and more practice, but we dopey guys tend to put beautiful women high up on pedestals believing that they are innocent and pure and that our cock is the first cock ever to cross their lips. Let me tell you, Ruth must have played the skin flute for years because she was well practiced. Indeed, she was a professional cocksucker.
# # #
Of course, whenever we guys find a hot woman who knows her way around a penis, the first things that goes through our minds are, I wonder how many guys she has been with and how do I measure up. Then, of course, we want her to tell us the dirty details of all of her sexual encounters while she is blowing us.
"So, tell me about the time you blew your teacher. Or tell me about the time when you were the most promiscuous? Did you ever have sex with any family members, your dad, your stepfather, your brother, your stepbrother, your uncle, or your grandfather?
'Wow, no kidding,' I imagined saying. Really, I cannot believe you blew your entire college football team when you were a cheerleader. Didn't your knees hurt after a while? Oh, you had knee pads." (Now, there's a story that needs to be written. Instead of Debbie does Dallas, Ruth does the Red Dogs.)
Ten minutes from the house, she wiped her mouth with a tissue, turned the rearview mirror to reflect her image, and reapplied her lipstick.
"Thank you for the blowjob," I said. "You gave me the best blowjob that I ever had in life."


She laughed,
"Oh, Honey, that was more for me than it was for you. Trust me that was just an appetizer before the main course."
She crossed her legs flashing me a bit of bright white, sheer panties again.
"You have gorgeous legs."
She looked down at her legs before looking up at me.
"Thank you, Sweetie," she said with a laugh. "If you dare," she said with a laugh. "I'll show you what I have between them later tonight, for dessert."
We arrived at the house and I grabbed Ruth's bags. Doris was already out on the front porch waiting to greet her baby sister.
"Ruth," said Doris, giving her sister a big bear hug.
# # #
Meanwhile, all that I could think of besides the blowjob, of course, was the similarity that the Baby Ruth candy bar had with this family, nuts. With one cupping and squeezing one another's asses and reaching up to feel their tits with their other hand, they hugged one another and in an unexpected display of affection. Ruth and Doris kissed. They parted one another's lips and French kissed. More like a lesbian than a kiss that a lesbian gives her lesbian lover, it was a much longer kiss that a sister would give her sister.
Again, it was not your typical sisterly kiss; it was a long, wet kiss just like the one that Ruth gave me at the airport, but longer and more passionate. Damn, if this is the prelude of what is to happen later, then I am glad that I have a ticket to a front row seat because this is hot, really hot and, already, I have another erection. I'd love to have threesome sex with Doris and her sister.
They broke their kiss and Doris looked over at me and back at Ruth. With her having blown me plenty enough times, perhaps, she had tasted me on her sister's tongue. I wondered if Diane knew that Ruth had blown me, allowed me to cum in her beautiful mouth, and swallowed.
"I see you met Freddie."
She laughed.
"Oh, yeah," said Ruth with a smile and blotting her lips with a tissue. "I hope you don't mind, sis, but based on your recommendation, I've already blown him"
Doris laughed. She told my mother-in-law that she blew me. I looked at Ruth to look at Doris' stunned surprise.
# # #
"Come in, come in. Have something to drink and something to eat. I made some cold cut sandwiches."
Cynthia came down to greet her aunt and I was glad that Ruth did not plant a long, wet one on my wife because then, she may have suspected that Ruth had given me a blow job on the ride from the airport to the house. I was glad Ruth didn't tell my wife that she blew me in the way that she blurted that out to her mother. Isn't it funny the things that go through your mind at a time like this?
"Hi, Aunt Ruth. How was your flight?"
Ruth hugged her niece.
"Oh, it was long and now I have to get used to the three-hour time zone change from San Diego to Boston," she said with a laugh.
Cynthia stayed to visit, had a sandwich, and since it was nearing 7 pm, she took her leave of us to get herself ready for work as a second shift nurse at the local hospital. Immediately after Cynthia left, Ruth changed into something not only more comfortable, but also something more revealing. She put on a short, sheer, and sexy, low-cut nightgown that showed everything of her beautiful body.
And removing her bra, her huge tits were literally spilling out of her nightgown top. The boner that I had watching Doris and Ruth kiss, actually making out, grew some more when I saw Ruth's tits filling the top of her nightgown. My cock throbbed when I saw the shape of her firm ass complimenting the back of her nightie.
This is the body that designers imagine when they fashion clothes like these. They must cringe before puking and binging on alcohol when they see some fat, ugly Wal-Mart woman trying to fit in this outfit. She looks as appetizing as a sausage would spilling out of its broken casing.
# # #
I took leave of them for an hour to shower and change and when I returned, the party had moved to Doris' bedroom. Doris excused herself for a few minutes while Ruth and I made small talk on Doris' king-sized bed. Ruth fondled my cock through my pajama bottoms while nibbling my ear and kissing me. Then, we started really making out, the kind of making out that chaps your lips but who cares.
Never have I kissed anyone as much and who made me feel this excitedly hot with just their kissing her. Okay, her hand never left my cock, but her kisses were so intense that I could have easily cum from her just kissing me. Being a breast man, I couldn't wait to feel those big knockers again that were practically falling out of her top.
To me, there is nothing like feeling a woman's breasts through her clothes. That is such a great sensation feeling the weight and the firmness of her tit through her blouse and her bra. That makes me so hard.
We kissed and kissed while Ruth fondled my cock and I fondled her tits. Then, I had to see them again. I had to feel them in my hands. I had to suck her nipples. I had to remove her nightgown straps and lower the bodice of her nightgown to her waist.
They were absolutely gorgeous breasts. They were natural. They weren't fake or surgically enhanced, or so I thought. They were perfect.
Only, they weren't natural. They were implants. They were surgically enhanced breasts. With me being a breast expert, they fooled me. The plastic surgeon who did it was an artist because they looked so real.
These were perfect, the shape, the size, the symmetry of her areolas, and the erect harness of her nipples were glorious. I could not wait to get those nipples in my mouth, but first, I just wanted to fondle, caress, and stare at her naked breasts before sucking them. Man, I loved tits. Little did I know they were fake.
Doris entered the room wearing a pale blue, nearly transparent nightgown. She stood pausing in the light of the doorway before joining us in bed. Clearly, standing there as if she was naked, I had a good view of her erect nipples and her dark brown, bushy patch of pubic hair. I love seeing Doris' big breasts as much as I loved seeing Ruth's tits.
With my wife already gone to work, Doris lay next to her sister. They shocked me when they started making out with one another. It was exciting to watch Ruth and Doris explore one another's bodies. Right away, Ruth had Doris's nightgown up around her waist and was finger fucking her pussy while Doris sucked Ruth's big tits. Then, Ruth stopped suddenly.
"Wait," she said to Doris, "I almost forgot. I have a gift for you," she said.
She pulled this 12" black dildo from her purse. How she got that through airport security is, indeed, yet another story that I must write.
Ruth returned to the bed beside Doris with her black dildo and started fucking Doris with it. Doris was writhing in pleasure. She had her eyes closed; her head back, and was on the verge of screaming with multiple orgasms. Ruth was very proficient in the use of this sexual toy.
Then, after Doris could not take any more of Ruth fucking her with the dildo, they stopped and turned to me.
"We aren't ignoring Freddie," said Doris. "Ruth grabbed my head in her hands and pushed my mouth down to her tits.
She laughed.
"I know what this guy wants. Tits! This is what you want, too," she said with a big laugh.
# # #
Doris lowered herself down to my crotch, pulled down and removed my pajama bottoms. As soon as she did, my wife's mother stroked and sucked my cock.
Actually, Doris and Ruth are tied with their talents of sucking cock. Never giving me better blowjobs as she was giving me now, Doris was giving me one hell of a blowjob. What did they trade notes while I was upstairs showering?
"Oh, my God, Doris, unless you want me to cum prematurely, you had better stop," I said.
She laughed.
"Oh, don't cum, yet, Freddie, let Ruth try something with her magic dildo."
I turned and Ruth positioned herself behind me and had me kneel with my ass in the air. Doris stopped blowing me to watch her sister fuck me up the ass with this giant dildo
.
"Uhm, Ruth, I don't know about this. The only thing I've ever had up my ass is toilet paper. Okay, there was that time when that weird nurse thought it was funny to stick her finger up my ass and make me cum, but that was all."
She laughed.
"Close your eyes and relax, I want to give you pleasure," said Ruth.
Gently, at first, she slowly stuck the dildo up my ass and it hurt a little but as she inserted it deeper, it felt good in an odd way. Then, she was really banging me with it. I did not realize what it was she was doing until she really started getting into the action by breathing harder and making noises like she was about to cum.
I figured, perhaps, that maybe, Doris had positioned herself behind her sister and was eating her pussy but when I opened my eyes Doris was beside me watching Ruth fuck me up the ass with this thing. I tried to turn my head to see what the Hell was going on back there, but Doris grabbed my face, turned my head to her, and started making out with me.
# # #
"Do you like what Ruthie is doing to you, Freddie, Honey," she asked?
"It feels kind of weird. Does this thing have batteries in it because I can feel it pulsating and moving deeper inside of me," I asked?
She laughed again.
"Yes, natural batteries are included," she said.
They both started laughing and that was when I angled myself away from Doris and turned. What I saw made me sick and made me mad.
'Natural batteries? What the hell is that,' I thought.
"Hey, what the fuck!"
I pulled forward as Ruth pulled back. There she was standing behind me with this rigid 9" cock. Ruth was a man. She was fucking me in my ass. No fucking way! Aerosmith's song rang through my mind, The Dude Looks Like a Lady.
She fucked me with her dick. I'm gay, now,' I thought. I've had a prick, a big fat one at that, up my ass.'
"What the fuck! What the fuck! What the fuck," I repeated that over and again! "What are you doing?"
I was shocked as all hell.
"Are you kidding me? You're not a woman? You're a guy? No fucking way! I don't believe this," I said, removing his or her prick from my ass.
She laughed.
"Well, I haven't had the operation yet, to make me a complete woman, yet, but I will, soon," she said.
I made a face.
"Where do you put that thing?"
Ruth laughed.
"I tuck it up, Sweetie."
I pushed it away with my hand.
"Jesus Christ, get that thing away from me."
They both laughed,
"Freddie, listen--" said Doris trying to calm me.
Trying to make me understand, she gave me a serious look.
"I'm not gay. I'm a man who should have been born a woman," she said.
I made another face.
"Well, I don't appreciate having a dick up my ass. What the fuck," I said?
I could not believe that someone who looked as good as Ruth was not a woman. Even now, that I knew she was a man, I still could not believe that she was not a woman. Yet, there was the erect proof staring me in the face.
"Put that thing away before I give you the operation, myself, now," I said.
She put a strong hand around my neck, and stuck her prick in my mouth. I blew her. I willingly, consensually, and eagerly blew her, him, whatever. She ejaculated in my mouth and I swallowed. Done with me, she tucked it down in her panties and up between her legs.
Even though we lived in the same two-family house, months passed before I saw Doris, again. Cynthia and I split and now I live with a kind and very cute man, named Chad, and our three teacup Poodles. Ruth had shown me the other side. She had turned me into a gay man.
I told him the sad but true story about Ruth, even though he said that he was glad that I was gay, he said that if he ever sees her that he will scratch her eyes out.
The End
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Grandson has Sex with GILF Grandma
I love fucking my grandma. She looks ten-years younger.
Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, I've always been sexually attracted to my grandmother. Actually, not the case, I thought that my grandma, Elizabeth, named after the beloved Queen of England, was my birth mother. She was not. She finally confessed that my mom delivered me when she was eighteen-years-old, and unmarried out of wedlock.
Much like Jon Snow in the games of Thrones, I'm someone's bastard baby. I don't know who my father is. I don't have a clue who he is. I've never met him. I'll never meet him. Clearly, conceived in the backseat of a car, he may not know that I exist.
Instead of aborting me or giving me up for adoption, thank God, my grandmother took me in as her own. Hooked on drugs, my mom disappeared in the night, never to be seen again. Shocked, I still can't believe that my grandmother is not my mother.
"Your mother, Amelia, my daughter, is dead," said my grandmother with sadness.
She put her hand on top of mine and squeezed it while looking up at me with love, compassion, and understanding.
"She died long ago. She was hooked on drugs. I identified her body at the morgue," she said.
I felt sad, of course, but never having met the woman, I didn't know her. Still, she was my mom. Glad that she hadn't aborted me, I was shocked to find out that who I thought was my sixty-two-year-old mother was my grandmother. Still looking good for her elderly age, truth be told, she looked fifty-something instead of sixty-something.
# # #
My name is Montgomery. Everyone calls me Monty. My grandma named me after a famous movie star, Montgomery Clift. The only one who calls me Montgomery is my grandmother, especially when I did something wrong and she's angry with me.
I'm twenty-four-years-old. Earning my bachelor's degree in Computer Science with a minor in Artificial Intelligence, I graduated from college two years ago. Luckily, where there are not many jobs available to applicants without having experience, I got a job working from home writing software code for an online gaming company.
Close to my grandmother, when I'm not working, staying up late, and sleeping late, I play video games. I don't have a girlfriend but I want one someday. We have a good relationship.
When I'm not working, or watching porn, we watch television, binge on movies, and play card games, and board games. With me still a virgin, having never had sex with a woman before, my grandma sits on the couch across from me while I sit on the floor on a big pillow across from her with the coffee table between us.
A bit immodestly immoral, with her not always careful how she sits, whether deliberately or unintentionally, she doesn't realize that she's flashing me. With her living in her short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgown, unless she goes out to run errands, giving me lots to stroke myself over, she continually gives me an up-nightgown view of her bushy gray and brown pussy. With her knees parted plenty enough to show me everything, I not only stare at her naked cunt but also, I stare at her pussy mound, her camel toe, and her pussy slit.
Then, when she leans forward to play a piece or her card, or to sip her coffee or wine, she gives me a great down nightgown view of her naked breasts. A breast man, I love women's breasts, my favorite body part, the bigger the better. I stare at the tops of her jiggling breasts, her long line of sexy cleavage, her areolas, and her big, erect nipples.
In the way that I stare at her naked pussy, I stare at her naked tits. She gives me plenty to see to jerk off over later. I stare at her symmetrical, dark pink areolas. I stare at her light pink, erect nipples. I love seeing my grandma's naked pussy as much as I love seeing her big, naked breasts. Whenever I play with myself, I imagine her naked and having sex with me.
# # #
Something else that I discovered quite by accident, after my grandma told me that she wasn't my mother, was when I found out that she was once a stripper, a prostitute, and an all around whore. Shocked, I couldn't believe that she danced around a pole to music while removing her clothes for tips. I wished I was alive back then to see her stripping while dancing.
Even with her immodestly immoral behavior by showing me her naked pussy and her naked breasts when playing games, I can't imagine my grandma in her bra and panties, never mind seeing her topless and/or naked. I'd love to watch her undress and dress. While looking around in the attic, proving that she once was a stripper, I found a trunk of her old costumes, and a stripper's pole lying against the back wall.
Then, shocking me as much as it sexually excited me, beneath her costumes, I found an old photo album of topless and naked photos of her dancing on stage. I even found several of her diaries. That blew my mind. I took the photo album and the diaries downstairs and hid it in my room to masturbate over her photos later. Ever since I found the album. I jerk off over her sexually explicit photos.
I looked forward to reading her diaries, too. Every man she recorded her diaries with and what she did. Literally, over the years and five of her diaries, with her quite the whore, she's had sex with thousands of men.
Hoping to see her in her bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, I've been spying on her when she dresses, undresses, and/or bathes. Sometimes, when she thinks that I'm in bed still sleeping, she undresses and dresses with her bedroom door wide open, and her overhead bedroom light on while I stroke myself while watching her topless and naked from the dark hall. Now that I've seen her topless and naked, I continually undress my grandma with my horny eyes while imagining having sex with her.
Indeed, she had quite the body back then. Again, looking ten-years younger than her chronological age, she still looks good now. Because of diet and exercise, she still has a sexy and shapely body. With her five-foot-nine-inches tall, she has long legs, big breasts, a slim waistline, and shapely ass. She looks much the same only, her breasts have grown from D cup to a double D cup. I love her big tits.
# # #
My favorite part of a woman's body, with some men preferring legs or asses, I love breasts. With me sexually attracted to older women, I especially love older women who have big breasts, D cup and bigger. I love tits, the bigger the better. I love my grandma's huge breasts.
My granny's friend, Flanna, has big tits, too. Even bigger than my grandma's double D cup breasts, Flanna has F cup breasts that are equal to triple D cup breasts. Something else that I didn't know, she was a stripper, too. She works as a webcam model now. Searching for her online, I've seen some of her old webcam shows. I've seen her topless and naked.
She has the same size bra cup, as Christina Hendricks from Mad Men and Good Girls fame. She has the same size breasts as Sophia Vergara of America's Got Talent and Modern Family fame. She has the same size breasts as porn star Dee Williams.
With her an ex-stripper explains why my granny is so immorally immodest. After she told me that she's not my mother, but my grandma, and confessed that she was once a stripper, I've seen her in her bras and panties, topless, and naked lots of times. Deliberately exposing myself to her by allowing my erect, naked cock to push out of my pajama pee hole, she's seen me naked plenty of times, too.
Instead of looking away in shame and embarrassment, she not only looks, she stares. I've done the same thing with her two friends, Brianna and Flanna. With my big dick exposed from my pajama pee hole when I pour them more coffee or more wine, they never look away. They not only look at all that I'm showing. They seemed to enjoy seeing my erect, naked prick as much I love showing them my big dick.
Whenever I see something of her that I shouldn't see of her, I not only look, I stare. I've deliberately flashed her my naked, erect prick. Whenever she sees my naked cock, she not only looks, she stares. When I asked her about her working as a stripper forty-years-ago, she smiled.
# # #
She comes upstairs to carry up my laundry. When she does with her hands full of my clothes, she doesn't knock. She barges in my bedroom by kicking the door open with her foot.
Daring myself to do so while wondering what her reaction would be, when I hear her walking up the stairs from the cellar, I strip myself naked and fall back on my bed. I put my headphones on as I'm listening to music.
Instead of immediately leaving when seeing me naked and stroking myself, she stays on the pretense of putting my clothes away. I pretend that I don't know she's in my room watching me stroking myself. She watches me cum. I love her watching me cum.
Then, just before cumming, I say what she loves to hear.
"Oh, grandma. I'd love to have sex with you. I'd love to make out with you while feeling you through your clothes. I'd love to slowly undress you and strip you naked," I said.
I stroked myself faster. Determined to cum for her, I stroked myself harder.
"I'd love to finger your pussy while licking you. I'd love to give you an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue. I'd love to see and hear you cum," I said.
I continued stroking myself faster and harder.
"I love to make out with you while making love to you before fucking you fast and hard enough to give you another orgasm, this time with my cock. I want to cum in your pussy, grandma," I said. "I wish I could impregnate you with our baby."
I slit opened my eyes just enough to see her watching me cum. As soon as I said that, she stealthily left my bedroom and quietly closed my bedroom door. Later, I hear her rubbing her clit with her pink, bunny vibrator and fucking her pussy with her big, black dildo. I was tempted to open her bedroom to ask her if she needed my finger, my tongue, and/or my cock, but I didn't.
# # #
Something that we never did until I sat with her on the couch, and something that progressed to us doing more. With her unembarrassed and unashamed, with us cuddling together on the couch at night, something that we both enjoy doing, she allows me to masturbate in front of her. She likes seeing and watching me cum. She fondles her breasts and fingers her nipples while she watches me stroke myself.
Sometimes she raises her nightgown to her waist, and fingers her naked pussy while I watch and as I cum. Unbelievably, with my grandmother giving me my first, hand job, she's masturbated me lots of times. Being the whore that she is and always will be, giving me my first blowjob, she's stroked my cock while sucking my prick, too. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and swallowed. Sometimes, while watching a hot nude scene, we've masturbated together.
She told me that her two best friends, Brianna and Flanna, were once strippers, too. They both still work as webcam models now. With them always over the house for coffee or wine, now, in the way that I've seen my grandmother without her clothes, and in the way that she's seen me naked, I wanted to see Brianna and Flanna without their clothes. I wanted them to see me naked, too. In the way that I've had sex with my grandmother, I'd love to have sex with them.
# # #
After we had sex with one another on the couch while watching a movie, she shocked me and excited me the first time she did it. When she takes the time to take a leisurely bubble bath, she calls me in the bathroom to keep her company. Seemingly unable to entertain herself, she hates being alone. I pull up a stool to talk to her while she's in the bath. She likes me washing her back, as much as I love washing her back.
With her leaning forward while I wash her back, her big tits move forward with her. I wash her big, naked breasts as much as I wash her back. I love fingering her erect nipples while washing her tits. To her sexual delight, I pinch them, pull them, turn them, and twist them.
She treats me to a great side view of her naked breast. I deliberately dropped the soap. Reaching my hand in the bathwater, I search for the soap.
I always find the soap resting in between her legs. I cup, touch, and grope her naked pussy while retrieving the soap. Instead of admonishing me or slapping my hand away, she laughs when I cup, touch, and grope her naked cunt.
"Oh, my God, Monty. That's not the soap. That's my pussy," she said with a laugh.
I laugh, too.
"Sorry, granny."
# # #
While watching the bubbles dissipate, I stare at all that I can see of her naked breasts. I love my grandmother's humongous breasts. Sometimes, when her arthritis bothers her, blowing my mind, she stands in the tub naked in front of me, and asks me to dry her naked body. Those are the days that she asks me to give her a massage, too.
"Monty, do granny a favor and dry me, please. My shoulders hurt so much that I can barely lift my arms," she said.
Obediently obeying her, with my erection tenting my pajama bottoms that I wear without underwear, I stand to help her step out of the tub. I grab a big bath towel and dry her naked body. With her giving me a big and hard erection, I touch and feel her naked body everywhere through the towel.
I spend extra time on her shapely ass, her bushy gray and brown pussy, and her gigantic breasts. I want them to be completely dry when I help her with her panties and bra. As much as I love drying my naked grandmother, always copping cheap feels of her ass, her tits, and her pussy, I love dressing her in her bra and panties.
"I love your big tits, grandma," I said.
I removed the towel from her tits to expose them to my horny eyes. She laughed while looking down at her naked breasts before looking up at me with sexual arousal.
"Don't be shy, Monty. You may touch them, feel them, and fondle them while fingering and sucking my nipples," she said, opening her towel. "I love having my nipples fingered and sucked while my breasts are fondled."
Knowing full well what this will lead up to, I love drying my naked grandmother. Obediently obeying her, I felt, fondled, and groped her tits. I fingered her nipples. I sucked her nipples.
"Do me a favor, Monty, I hurt so much today that I need you to give me a massage," she said.
# # #
We have our own massage table that I set up in the living room, a heavy duty one that can easily support the weight of two people. After her bath, and after I've dried her naked body, she climbs on the massage table in her towel. I start massaging her shoulders, her back, and her arms while unwrapping and lowering the towel as I continue massaging her beautiful, nearly naked body.
With the towel resting just above her buttocks, I massage her feet before massaging her long legs. She loves me massaging her feet. In the way that she moves and breathes with her mouth open, I believe that the foot massages that I give her are sexual.
I remembered the discussion in Pulp Fiction between John Travolta as Vincent Vega and Samuel L. Jackson as Jules Winfield. Vincent Vega said a foot massage was sexual. Samuel L. Jackson insisted that foot massages weren't sexual. He said that he gives his mother foot massages all of the time. He seemed embarrassed that by massaging his mother's feet that he was masturbating her.
When I look up between her parted legs, the back of her pussy seeing a lot of pink, her pussy is already glistening wet. Whether by massaging her or by giving her a foot massage, I'm happy that I've sexually aroused my grandmother. I remove her towel and massage her naked ass. Whenever I'm massaging her, as soon as I sexually arouse her, she gives me a treat.
After massaging her feet and her ass, I massage her legs. Slowly moving my hands higher, teasing her, I deliberately brush by her pussy with the back of my hands. She jumps every time my hand comes in contact with her cunt.
With her not stopping me, after she's masturbated me several times, she gives me her silent permission by not stopping me from fingering her pussy. Returning the favor of her jerking me off, I masturbate her. I probed her pussy with my long and thick fingers.
Giving her a massage with a happy ending, I part her swollen pussy lips and stick my fingers inside of her. With her already wet, I rub her clit, finger fuck her, and press on her G spot. I love masturbating my grandmother after her massage, and she loves me masturbating her, too.
Then, giving me my well deserved reward, exposing her naked breasts and erect nipples to me, she turns over.
"Do my front," she said with a dirty laugh.
# # #
She gives me a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I love it when you massage my breasts," she said. "I love it when you spend extra time with my nipples."
I love it when she allows me to massage her naked breasts. She laughs while lifting her head to give me a sexy smile and a naughty look. Something that I'll be jerking off over later, I fondle her big tits while pinching, pulling, turning, twisting, and sucking her erect nipples.
Then, when she lifts her legs and opens her legs wide. While I'm fingering her pussy, I leaned forward and licked her cunt. I eat my grandmother's pussy. With her returning the favor by blowing me, I ate my grandma's cunt lots of times. I love eating her as much as she enjoys me eating her, and as much as she enjoys blowing me. Then, I remove my T-shirt and my pajama bottoms to show her my big, erect cock.
"Monty. Oh, Monty. Rub my clit harder. Lick my cunt faster. I'm cumming, Monty. Granny is cumming," she said.
As soon as she tells me that she's cumming, she does. She closes her eyes, stiffens her long legs, arches her back, and falls silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex. Not allowing her to enjoy the afterglow of sex for long, I continue my sexual seduction of my sexy grandmother.
I climb on the table and mount her missionary style. She cups my ass cheeks in her elderly hands. She reaches her hand down to position my cock by her pussy. With a gentle hump I part her swollen with the head of my prick. With another gentle hump, I'm inside her cunt. I make slow, sweet, and passionate love to her while kissing her, French kissing her.
Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, I fuck her. She returns my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps. I fuck my grandmother and she fucks me as fast and as hard as I fuck her.
"Monty. Oh, Monty," she said. "Fuck me, Monty. Fuck me."
She wrapped her long arms tighter around my neck. She wrapped her long legs tighter around my back.
"Hump me faster. Hump me harder. Fuck me, Monty. Fuck me. Fuck granny. Oh, my God. Granny is cumming. Granny is cumming," she said.
I hump her faster. I hump her harder. We cum together.
# # #
After I fuck her, she always blows me. She loves sucking my cock as much as I love eating her pussy. She strokes my cock while sucking my prick. She allows me to cum in her elderly mouth and swallows. I love it when she allows me to shoot a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her hair, and across her naked breasts. I love giving my grandma a cum bath.
She allowed me to photograph her in all manner of dress and undress. I have photos of her fully dressed in her clothes. I have photos of her in her bra and panties. I have photos of her topless and naked. I have photos of her in her short, sheer, sexy, and low-cut nightgowns. I have photos of her sucking my cock, cumming in her mouth, and giving her a cum bath.
I've shown my three friends, John, Jim, and Bob her photos. Not surprisingly, they all want to have sex with my grandma. They want to gang bang her while I watch. No doubt, this wouldn't be her first gang bang.
According to her diaries, it's nothing that she hasn't done numerous times. I'd love to watch her having an orgy with my friends. I'd love to watch her do a circle jerk with them. With a stiff prick in each hand, I'd love to watch her sucking one while stroking the other. Then, as soon as one cums, she moves onto the next man. Before making love and fucking one at a time, I'd love to watch her blow one while the other eats her pussy.


After she had sex with my three friends, I'd love to have sex with her two friends, Brianna and Flanna. While my grandma watched, I'd love for Brianna to sit on my face while Flanna blew me. Then, I'd love for Flanna to sit on my face while Brianna blew me. After giving them both orgasms with my fingers and my tongue, I'd love to cum in both of their mouths and watch them swallow my cum.
I'd love to make sweet, slow, and passionate love to Brianna while making out with her and French kissing her before fucking her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock. I'd love to make sweet, slow, and passionate love to Flanna while making out with her and French kissing her before fucking her fast and hard enough to give her an orgasm with my cock. I'd love to make both of them my sexy bitches who are ready and willing to do whatever I want them to do.
# # #
Then, when I invited my friends over to the house, with them already having seen naked photos of her, it happened while I watched. After my three friends gang banged her, she gave them a circle jerk. After she fucked them, she blew all three of them. She allowed them to cum in her mouth and she swallowed them.
The next day, after she had sex with my three friends, I had threesome sex with her two friends, while my grandmother watched. While Brianna sat on my face, Flanna blew me. Then, changing places, while Flanna sat on my face, Brianna blew me.
I made love to them. I fucked them hard and fast. I gave them both orgasms with my cock.
Then, one morning, my grandmother came into my bedroom. She was naked. She crawled in bed with me.
"I'm horny, Monty. I need you to make love to me. Then, after you make love to me, I need you to fuck me. After I cum, I'll blow you," she said.
She laughed,
"After I blow you. I need you to cum in my mouth. I need to swallow you. Then, after you cum in my mouth, I need you to cum again. This time I want you to cum all over my face. Give me a cum bath, Monty. I love receiving cum baths," she said.
From that day forward, I slept with my grandma in her bed. We made love every morning. We fucked every night. In between, I ate her pussy and she sucked my cock.
With me no longer a virgin, when I wasn't having incestuous sex with my grandmother, I had forbidden sex with her two friends, Brianna and Flanna. Never had I had as much sex as I'm having now.
The End
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I Bought an 8-Person Sexual Hot Tub
The best thing we did as a family was to buy a hot tub.
My name is Brett. I'm twenty-four-years-old and still live at home with my stepmother, Diane. As he did with his first wife, he did with my stepmom. He left her for a younger woman. Lucky for me, she remained with me to raise me with her daughter, my stepsister, Carol.
We never had a hot tub but I always wanted one. I hoped that everyone else wanted one too. How hot would that be to see everyone enjoying the hot tub in their revealing bikinis.
My other reason to want a hot tub is because I'm sore from running, shooting baskets, and playing touch football. Even at only twenty-four-years-old, I'm not as young as I used to be. We talked about buying one for quite a while, only there was never any extra money to buy one.
Everyone agreed. They all thought it was a good idea. Then, when I won a thousand-dollars on a lottery, scratch ticket, deemed extra money, and not having to take money from the budget or charge it on a credit card, I decided to take the plunge, so to speak, and buy one.
Delivered the next day, I bought the hot tub from Amazon. I bought a Bestway SaluSpa Hawaii, energy-efficient, six-to-eight-person, inflatable round 93" x 28" hot tub with 190 bubble jets for a thousand-dollars with tax. As soon as it arrived, with all of us pitching in, excited about it, we all helped to set it up.
Not taking long to set up the hot tub, it's inflatable. It took longer to fill it up with water than it took to install it on our back covered porch. It even came with a top to keep out the bugs when we're not using it.
# # #
Literally surrounded by beautiful women, with many of the women divorced, I'm the only man. With her looking ten-years younger, my fifty-two-year-old, MILF of a stepmother, Diane, has double D cup breasts. Having never seen her naked breasts before, not even seeing her in her bra, making the price of the hot tub well worth it, after seeing her in her bikini, I hoped to see her topless. I hoped to see her big, naked tits now.
As horny as I was sexually excited, I wondered how many women would dare to use the hot tub while topless and/or naked. Alas, and frustratingly, probably no one. If anyone did, with all of us big drinkers, I wondered who would allow me to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her topless or naked body.
I wondered who would touch, feel, and stroke my naked, erect prick. Again, probably no one. Overtaken by lust, what the hell is wrong with me to want to have forbidden sex with relatives? They weren't strangers, these were my relatives, my friends, my girlfriend, her best friend, her mother, and her sister.
Never thinking that anyone who I know would want me to see them topless and/or naked, I wondered who would dare adhere to the rules of my homemade sign. At first thinking of it as a joke, I posted a big sign in front of the hot tub. I couldn't wait to see who would dare strip off their clothes and climb in the hot tub naked.
'WARNING: NO EXCEPTIONS, YOU MUST BE NAKED TO USE THE HOT TUB.'
# # #
Only, something that I didn't know, was something that shocked me as much as it sexually excited me. Women, especially those women over fifty-years-old, are exhibitionist whores as much as men are voyeuristic whoremongers. Hoping that I don't get burned, I was playing with fire, especially when adding the effects of copious amounts of alcohol.
Something else that I didn't know, my sign gave women a reason, an excuse actually, to strip themselves topless and/or naked. Especially when there were younger men involved, they were eagerly ready to tease and seduce younger men. Seemingly, older women wanted younger men to see them without their clothes as much as I wanted to see them without their clothes.
'Oh, boy,' I thought. 'I can't wait to climb in the hot tub naked. I can't wait to see who dares to join me. I can't wait to see who not only looks but also stares at my naked prick. Before climbing in the hot tub, I'll stroke myself to a big and hard erection,' I thought.
Interestingly enough, my stepmom was the first woman to use the hot tub. Curious about her reaction to seeing me naked, taking upon myself to show her the rules of the hot tub, daring myself to do so, I couldn't wait to remove my bathing suit in front of her. Something that I've never done before, stripped myself naked in front of her, I was about to do now.
I'll be masturbating over dick flashing her later and for the rest of my horny life. I couldn't wait to see her reaction to seeing my big dick. I wondered if she'd look. I wondered if she'd stare. I wondered if she'd look away in embarrassment and shame. I wondered if she scolded me for disrespecting her by showing her my erect, naked penis. I hoped that she wouldn't harangue me for exposing myself to her.
Filled with sexual anticipation, daring myself to expose myself to her, I couldn't wait to flash my erect, naked cock to my stepmother. Ever since I was a baby in diapers, she never saw me naked until I turned to face her while staring up at her and smiling deviously. She never saw me naked until I bought this hot tub. Daring myself to do so, ready to expose myself to my stepmother, a drumroll of exhibitionism played through my horny and perversely perverted mind.
# # #
'This was it. This was really it,' I thought. 'I was going to show my beloved stepmother my naked prick. I was going to strip myself naked in front of her and dick flash her. I couldn't believe that I was about to expose myself to her.'
Giving me her best motherly smile, she smiled at me. She wasn't expecting me to dick flash her. Briefly while everyone was changing into their swimwear, perfect timing that she was there with me, I was alone with my stepmom. Tempting her to remove her bikini in front of me while hoping that she would, I step closer to her and turned to face her. I stuck my thumbs into the waistband of my bathing suit in front of her and pushed my swim trunks to my ankles.
While she stared down at my big, naked prick, her eyes bulged out of her head and her mouth fell open. Clearly, not expecting that I would strip myself naked and dick flash her, she watched me push down my bathing suit to my ankles. I stepped out of my swimming trunks, and tossed it on the bench. Again, not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, daring to do so, unembarrassed and unashamed, I stroked myself to a bigger and harder erection in front of her while she stared and watched.
Shocking me as much as she excited me, she continued staring at my naked, erect cock. Not looking away in shame and/or in embarrassment, not admonishing me for exposing myself to her, and stroking myself in front of her, she laughed. Not removing her eyes from my naked, erect, penis, she not only looked but also, she continued staring.
As soon as I gave myself an immediate erection, instead of looking away in shame, she watched me playing with myself. A brief look of sexual arousal betrayed her face of shocked surprise. Obviously, she enjoyed seeing my big dick as much as I loved showing her my stiff prick.
Then, showing me the incestuous whore that she is, and always will be, she slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips while staring at my big dick. Did my mother want to blow me? Did she want to stroke my prick while sucking my dick? Did she want me to cum in her mouth? Did she want to swallow me?
If only I knew that it was this easy to sexually seduce my stepmother, I would have exposed myself to her years ago. I hoped buying this hot tub would lead me to having sex with her. I'd love to make out with her while touching and feeling her through her clothes. I'd love to slowly undress her before stripping her naked and touching and feeling her naked body everywhere that a stepson should never touch and feel the naked body of his stepmom. I'd love to have sex with her.
# # #
The first one to get in the hot tub, I grabbed a beer before I sat down on the bench of the hot tub. The hot water felt good on my aching body. Unembarrassed and unashamed, surprising me, not looking away, she didn't admonish me for stripping myself naked and stroking myself in front of her. Seemingly, giving me her approval, she stared at my big dick while smiling at me.
"You have a beautiful penis, Brett," she said with a big smile. "You have a much bigger cock than your father. Your prick looks big and hard."
No longer having to wonder what she'd do, seemingly ready to return the favor of my nakedness with her nakedness, she stared at my sign and laughed. As if she was thinking about it and considering undressing in front of me while I stared and watched her undressing, she smiled up at me while continuing to stare at the sign. With her the litmus test of whether my sign would work on others or not, I wondered if she'd abide by the rules and strip herself naked.
After all, a woman that I've never seen without her clothes, she wasn't just any woman, she was my beloved stepmother, my special woman. I wasn't just any man. I was her son, her stepson.
But with her having already seen me without my clothes, and watched me stroke myself to an erection in front of her, I wondered if she'd show me her naked body. Something that I would love to see, and without a doubt, I'd jerk off over seeing her naked body every day for the rest of my horny life. I silently prayed to God that she'd undress and strip herself naked in front of me.
'Show me your tits, mom. Remove your bikini top and show me your naked breasts,' I thought while hoping to put a sub-conscience thought in her mind.'
She stared at my handmade sign again.
'WARNING: NO EXCEPTIONS, YOU MUST BE NAKED TO USE THE HOT TUB.'
She laughed. Then, she shrugged. She stared at me with a look of sexual arousal.
"What the hell," she said? "Since you've already stripped yourself naked, shown me your penis, and stroked yourself in front of me while I watched, Brett, I'm willing to go with the flow. I'm willing to show you my naked ass, my naked pussy, and my naked breasts," she said with a dirty laugh. "Are you ready," she asked?
# # #
Again, as if she wanted to blow me, she slid a slow tongue across her red, full lips. As I did with her, she did with me. She turned to face me with a big toothy smile. She reached behind her and untied her bikini top. With her not having a shred of moral modesty, she lifted her top up and over her head and tossed it on the bench.
My mother was topless. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her naked breasts. She exposed her big tits to me.
She stared down at her naked breasts before staring up at me. She cupped her tits in her hands and slid slow hands over her erect nipples to erect them even more. If that wasn't enough, she cupped her breasts in the palms of her hands and lifted them to her mouth, first one, and then the other while staring at me. As if she wanted me and was expecting me to do the same, she pinched, pulled, turned, twisted, and sucked her nipples in front of me.
Not believing my eyes, my first time seeing my mom's naked breasts, something that I never expected her to do and was shocked when she did, I couldn't believe that she removed her bikini top. My stepmother was topless. I stared at her naked breasts as if I have never seen naked breasts before.
Having never seen breasts as big, and not sagging at all, they stayed up where they should be. Her naked breasts were as big as they were shapely. I love my stepmother's tits.
I loved her dark pink, symmetrical areolas, and her lighter pink, erect nipples. Hoping that she'd allow me to do so, I couldn't wait to touch them, feel them, fondle them, and grope them while fingering and sucking her erect nipples in the hot tub. Then, not done exposing her naked body to me, she tucked her thumbs in her bikini bottom and pushed them down.
Stepping out of her bikini bottoms, she tossed that on the bench beside her bikini top and my bathing suit. She was naked. She showed me her trimmed blonde, naked pussy. I stared at my mother's cunt as much as I stared at her naked breasts. I loved her naked body.
Then, showing me the exhibitionist whore that she is and always will be, she turned and bent at the waist to show me her naked ass and the back of her naked pussy. She parted her swollen pussy lips with her fingers to show me lots of glistening pink. Blowing my mind, my first time seeing my stepmom without her clothes, something that I'll be masturbating over for the rest of my horny life, my stepmother was naked, completely naked.
She poured herself a glass of white wine, and climbed in the hot tub and sat beside me. As soon as she did, shocking me, she reached down and took my cock in her hand and squeezed it. While smiling up at me, she fondled the head of my stiff prick with her fingertips before she wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my prick and slowly stroked me. My stepmom was giving me a hand job. She grabbed my arm by my wrist and placed my hand on her naked breast.
"I like stroking your cock while having my breast fondled and my nipples sucked. Fondle my breasts, Brett, and suck mommy's nipples," she said.
Obediently obeying her, I touched, felt, fondled, and groped my mother's naked breasts while fingering and sucking her nipples.
'I'm so glad that I bought this hot tub, that was all that I could think of,' I thought.
# # #
Next in line waiting their turn, hoping that they'd strip themselves naked before climbing in the hot tub were my stepmother's two best friends, Brianna and Flanna. Brianna is a beautiful natural blonde with blue eyes, B cup breasts and a shapely ass, I couldn't wait to see her without her bikini. Flanna is a gorgeous redhead with blue eyes, a great ass, and F cup breasts, I couldn't wait to see her naked, too. Both of them are ex-strippers but now work as webcam models.
They read my homemade sign, laughed, and shrugged. As if giving me a strip tease show, I watched them both slowly and sexily strip off their bikinis. I couldn't believe that I was seeing her best two friends, Brianna and Flanna, naked when they stripped off their bikinis before climbing in the hot tub.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, with them ex-strippers before becoming webcam models, with them quite the exhibitionists, nudity was no big deal for them. As if they were nude artist's models, they turned one way before turning the other way. Then, turning completely around, they bent at the waists to show me her naked asses and the back of their naked pussies. They both posed naked before climbing in the hot tub.
Next, and unbelievably, after reading my sign, surprised that she would, my twenty-seven-year-old, big stepsister removed her bikini in front of me while staring at me and smiling at me. I stared at her naked C cup breasts, her blonde, trimmed pussy, and her shapely naked ass. As shocked as I was to see my stepmother and her two best friends without their clothes, I saw my stepsister, Carol, naked, too, when she stripped off her bikini and climbed in the hot tub with me, too.
Not stopping there, I saw my stepmother's sister, my aunt, Theresa, and her daughter, Kerry, my cousin naked, too. When abiding by the rules of the hot tub, they removed their bikinis in front of me, too. I stared at my aunt's naked, D cup breasts. I stared at my cousin's C cup naked breasts. Something even more unbelievable, I saw my grandma, Mary without her clothes, when she walked from the house naked to climb in the hot tub.
As if I had died and gone to heaven, surrounded by naked, busty women, I was the only man in the hot tub. I couldn't believe that they all stripped themselves naked. Even more than that, I had no idea that it was not only permissible but expected to feel one another's naked bodies while in a hot tub. In the way that my mother, her two friends, my sister, my aunt, and my cousin fondled and stroked my cock beneath the water, I felt their naked breasts, fingered their erect nipples, and cupped their naked pussies.
# # #
After seeing all of these beautiful busty women naked, they turned me into a masturbation machine. Over the weekend, something even more unbelievable, I couldn't wait to have the next group of busty women in my hot tub. I wondered if they'd abide by the rules of the hot tub, and strip themselves naked. I thought of my fiancé, Linda, with her D cup breasts. I thought of her best friend, redheaded Maureen, with her Irish milkmaid, double D cup breasts.
Giving me an immediate erection, I thought, my future mother-in-law, Charlotte naked, with her D cup breasts, and my future sister-in-law, Cassie, C cup breasts, too. I thought of them all naked, too. While wondering if she'd dare to strip herself naked in front of my two best friends, Jim and Bill, I thought of my fiancé, Heather.
If they all stripped themselves naked in front of me, while ogling the naked women, I thought of their reactions of seeing me naked in front of them. Hoping that they'd all strip themselves naked, and have sex with me, I couldn't wait to see all of them without their clothes.
I wondered what my fiancé's reaction would be to my two, best friends seeing her without her clothes. Nothing more than a masturbation fantasy, I'd love to watch my friends have threesome sex with my fiancé. At the very least, I wondered if she'd stroke and suck their cocks while I watched. I'd love to see them cum in her beautiful mouth and watch her swallow them.
If any of them or all of them dared to strip naked, I wondered what my future mother-law, future sister-in-law, and Heather's best friend's reaction would be to seeing them all without their clothes. I wondered what their reactions would be to my two best friends seeing them naked, too. I wondered what their reactions would be to seeing me and my two friends without our clothes. Indeed, without question, the best thing that I ever did was to buy this hot tub.
# # #
Getting the party started, enticing them to strip off their clothes and join me in the hot tub, I stroked myself to a big and hard erection. Then, daring myself to do so, after dick flashing my stepmother, her two best friends, my big stepsister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmother, I was ready to dick flash more busty women. As soon as I heard Charlotte, my future mother-in-law, and Cassie, my future sister-in-law coming out of the kitchen to the backyard, I stood in the hot tub to expose my naked, erect cock to them. With their eyes bugging out of their heads and the mouths hanging open, they both not only looked, they stared.
"Oh, my," said Charlotte, my fiancé's, Heather's mother, and my future mother-in-law.
She put her hand to her mouth while continuing to stare at my cock as if she had never seen a hard prick.
"I've never seen a penis as big and as hard as your penis, Brett. Forgive me for staring. I'm so embarrassed," she said. "You're going to make my daughter very happy."
My future sister-in-law, Jennifer, stared at my erect, naked prick, too.
"Cool," said and was all that she said while not removing her eyes from my big dick.
# # #
Daring them to undress, I wave them over.
"You can put your clothes on the bench," I said. "Come on in. The water is the perfect temperature."
Then, surprising me, I watched Jennifer remove her bikini top before she removed her bikini bottom. Smiling at me while looking to see my reaction to seeing her without her bikini, my fiancé's sister was naked. I stared at her C cup breasts, her pink erect nipples, and her blonde, trimmed naked pussy.
Charlotte laughed while looking at her naked daughter with surprise.
"Oh, my," she said and put her hand to her mouth again. "I don't know if I want to strip naked in front of my future son-in-law," she said. "Who wants to see an old woman without her clothes," she said as if talking to herself.


'I do,' I thought without saying what I was thinking.
She stared at my erect, naked prick and smiled. Then, she looked over at her naked daughter, my future sister-in-law, and the soon-to-be maid of honor at our wedding.
"Oh, what they hell," she said with a laugh? "You're not the first man who's seen me without my clothes."
# # #
While staring at me to see my reaction to seeing her without her clothes, my fifty-year-old future mother-in-law unbuttoned her blouse. She opened it to show me her white, lacy, sheer bra, the tops of her jiggling breasts, and her long line of sexy cleavage. Then, she removed her blouse and tossed it on the bench with the other clothes.
Next, while looking up at me, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt and stepped out of it. She turned to show me her panty clad, shapely ass, and squatted down to pick up her skirt. She tossed that on the bench with her blouse.
Then, as if there was a drumroll of sexual anticipation going through her head, she reached behind her to unhook her two-hook bra. While she stared up at me smiling, I stared at her removing her bra straps from her shapely shoulders, and her long arms from her bra straps. She held her bra cups with her hands while laughing.
"Are you ready, Brett, to see the naked breasts of your fiancé's mother," she said with a big, sexy smile?
While staring at me to see my reaction to seeing her naked tits, she removed one bra cup before removing the other. I stare at her big and shapely naked breasts. I stared at her dark pink areolas and her light pink, erect nipples. She sat next to me in the hot tub with her wet, warm, and soft hand on my naked thigh. Jennifer sat on the other side of me with her wet, warm, and soft hand on my other thigh.
Then, my fiancé's best redheaded friend, Maureen appeared.
# # #
As soon as she saw me standing in the hot tub with my big, naked, erect prick exposed, then when she read the sign, she stripped herself naked as if her clothes were on fire. I stare at her huge, double D cup breasts. I stared at her darker pink areolas and her lighter pink erect nipples.
I stared at her bushy red pussy. She smiled at me while cupping her big tits in the palms of her hand. She pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her big nipples while making them even bigger.
With everyone talking, laughing, and drinking it wasn't long until we were all relaxed and drunk in the hot tub. Charlotte and Jennifer took turns holding, fondling, and stroking my prick. They allowed me to touch, feel, and fondle their naked breasts while fingering and sucking their nipples.
Not believing my eyes, I watched Heather making out with my two, best friends. Then, when they both stood in front of her, she stroked them. My fiancé was giving my friends hand jobs. If that wasn't enough, she leaned forward and took turns taking them in her mouth.
While stroking them faster and harder, she sucked their cocks. They both ejaculated in her mouth. With her plenty drunk enough, she swallowed.
While watching their daughter and sister blow my two friends, I stood up in front of Charlotte and Jennifer. Taking the not so subtle him, they took turns stroking me. Not stopping there, they took turns blowing me. I exploded cum in both of their mouths and they swallowed.
From there, I stood between my stepmother and stepsister. As soon as I did, they took turns taking me in their hands to stroke me. Again, not stopping there, they took turns taking me in their mouths. They blew me. They sucked my cock while stroking my prick. They allowed me to cum in their mouths and swallowed my cum
Getting in the action, my grandmother and my wife's best friend were all over me. I not only fucked my stepmother's mother from behind, but also, I fucked Maureen, my fiancé's best friend from behind, too. After I exploded a load of cum in Maureen's cunt, she blew me, and I ejaculated another load of cum in her mouth, too.
Never did I have as much sex as I did that night. Never did I cum as many times as I did. I must have cummed six or seven times. I don't know, I lost count. Not only did my fiancé blow my friends but she fucked them, too.
I called off the wedding after I discovered that I impregnated Maureen and one of my friends impregnated my fiancé. Instead, I married Maureen and we're still together. That hot tub stopped me from making a big mistake in marrying my whore of a fiancé. Instead, I married her best friend.
The End
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Who is the Writer, SusanJillParker?
A personal look at the writer behind the stories.
I'm no one special. There's nothing to see here. I'm just a woman who loves to write.
Okay, okay, I'm a tall, beautiful, natural blonde woman with big, bright, blue eyes and huge tits who loves seeing, touching, feeling, fondling, stroking, and sucking cock. I love giving blowjobs. I do. Who doesn't. I mean, any woman who writes and reads here is a cocksucker.
I love men cumming in my mouth and swallowing. I love men cumming all over my pretty face, in my beautiful hair, and across my big, naked breasts. Showing me that I gave a blowjob well done, I love cum baths. I will blow nearly anyone, anywhere, and anytime.
If I could regurgitate all the cum that I ever swallowed, I could make a statue made out of cum 'Cum Man.' In the way that Syvester Stallone has a bigger than life-size statue of 'Rocky' in his front hall, I'm keep Cum Man, my super hero, in my front hall guarding my front door.
# # #
Don't be shy. Tell me. I really want to know. Wouldn't you love me to blow you while you fondled my naked breasts and fingered my nipples while sucking them, and reading this story? I bet if I allowed you to cum in my mouth and I swallowed; you'd give me a 5 vote.
"Honey? What are you doing up there?"
"I'm just reading stories?"
"Who's that under your desk?"
"Oh, that's just the author, SusanJillParker."
Tell me. I am curious. When was the last time a woman blew you? Did she allow you to cum in her mouth? Did she swallow? Did she allow you to give her a cum bath?
Who was the last woman who sucked your cock? Your girlfriend? Your wife? Your mother? You stepmother? Your sister? Your stepsister? Your aunt? Your cousin? Your grandmother? Your mother-in-law? Your sister-in-law? Your friend? Your neighbor? Your co-worker? Or a stranger?
# # #
I've been busy writing since I joined Literotica, nearly twenty-years ago on January 1, 2007 and long before that, of course. I've been writing for as long as I can remember. A budding writer, starting out writing poetry, I started writing when I was 13-years-old.
I graduated magna cum laude with a 3.65 grade point average, I received my bachelor's degree in English from Northeastern University in Boston in 1989. I nearly went to Emerson College for my MFA, masters of Fine arts degree. Having passed the test, interviewed, and accepted, I decided not to go. Unless I was going to teach Creative Writing, I didn't see the need to spend more money and time in school, when all I wanted to do was write and not teach.
Northeastern University only required its English majors to take just 5 writing courses. I took 32 writing and creative workshop classes, all that they had, everything from expository writing, creative writing, magazine writing, news writing, and screenwriting, while reading everything I could find on writing. The only writing courses I didn't take were technical writing and business writing; they weren't creative enough for me. In every writing class my classmates moaned and complained, when the teacher gave them a four-page paper to write. Typically, I'd hand in a 16-page paper with all of my writing assignments.
My best compliment was when I made my creative writing professor cry. When I handed in my final exam, he read my paper first, while waiting for the other students to finish their papers. I wrote a story, based on the story, the Odour of Chrysanthemums by D H Lawrence. Only I told the story from the miner's perspective and not from his wife's perspective, as D H Lawrence had. My story told the tale of the miner committing suicide and making it look like it was a mining accident, so that his wife would collect his life insurance, and live a better life elsewhere. A time just after the industrial revolution, when people lived a hard life, (some things never change) it was a dark, tear jerker.
Anyway, the next period I was sitting in the back of the room of a Charles Dickens class, when the same professor strode in the room. "I just read the best story in my 30 years of teaching," he proclaimed, holding my final exam paper over his head.
Then, he saw me sitting there. Not wanting to call attention to me and embarrass me, he did not read my paper out loud, which he would have done.
"But it was from another class and another student, a business student," he said.
He quickly changed the subject to Charles Dickens, but I was thrilled. Of course, I received an A in that class. He later confessed to me that he submitted my paper to the Dean of English for a writing award that Northeastern University gave to promising student writers.
# # #
One of my professors was the late, great Dr. Robert Parker, no relation. He was the first person to earn a Ph. D in detective fiction. I don't know why he became a teacher, when he so hated to teach. I seldom saw him. I saw his student teachers more than I did of him.
Anyway, he wrote Spencer for Hire that became a TV series with Robert Urich and wrote Blue Bloods that became a TV series with Tom Selleck. My screenplay professor wrote every Moonlighting screenplay but four with Bruce Willis and Cybil Shepherd. That was a great class. Even though I would never screen write a script, screenwriting only writes dialogue. The director writes the rest of the story, description, imagery, and tension.
As our final exam, we had to meet him at a restaurant and pitch him our idea for a movie project as if we were screenwriters and he was the director. I got an A in that class. I pitched my project that I wrote in '95 about the Boston Strangler never being caught and still being alive and murdering again, 30 years later.
In my screenwriting class, I had to read the book first, before watching the movie. We'd compare and discuss what the writer did to write the book versus the movie. We'd discuss what the writer did to make the characters come alive in the readers' minds, and what the director did to make the movie come alive on the big screen. The only movie I saw that was exactly the same as the book, word for word, was Edith Wharton's, The Age of Innocence.
Because F. Scott Fitzgerald was such a rich writer with his imagery and well-crafted words, his story The Great Gatsby didn't come alive on screen in the way that it did in his book. Even though I love movies, typically books are always better. Rarely is a movie made before the book is written but, strangely enough, Piano, by Jane Campion, was written after the movie was released.
# # #
With all of my stories posted to Literotica, and nowhere else, I've written nearly 6,000 stories, 100 poems, and sixty novel length works under twenty-two different names. In 2007 and 2008, I wrote under BostonFictionWriter, where I finished in second place, both years, in Literotica's yearlong Survivor contest. In 2008, I was nominated as the most influential writer and poet. No other writer has ever been nominated in both categories.
Even though I didn't win, it was exciting to be nominated. My story, Love So Young, written under my BostonFictionWriter name, a love story about a 25-year-old woman falling in love with a 50-year-old man, is said, by my fans, to be one of the best stories on the site. In 2009, I wrote under CarBuffStuff, PositiveThinker, and WmForrester. My story, I Love You, Mommy, written under my WmForrester name, was the most read story in all of 2010. It sits as the 94th most read story on Literotica's all-time, most read list with more than two million-two-hundred-twenty-five-thousand hits, not bad considering there are more than 50,000 writers and more than three-million stories on the site.
I would have had two other stories in the all-time top ten most read stories, written under my BostonFictionWriter name, had I not pulled them to be published as E-books in 2007 on Amazon. After only being on the site for two months, my mother-in-law's story had 850,000 hits and my sister-in-law's story had 650,000 hits. I can only imagine how many hits they would have had nearly twenty-years years later, millions, no doubt.
In 2010, I wrote under the name of AndTheEnd and again finished in second place in Literotica's yearlong Survivor contest, the writer with the most stories in the most categories wins. Where most writers only enter that contest one-year because it's so grueling, I entered the contest nine-consecutive years. I won first place for $500, three-times. I won second place for $250, three times. I won third place for $200, three times.
I'm one of the few writers on the site, who writes in nearly every category. With writing a lifelong apprenticeship, writing in different categories helps me grow as a writer by stretching my imagination. Even though I've never had anal sex, am not into bondage, don't have a fetish, other than being an exhibitionist, am not gay, lesbian, actually, I am bi-sexual, or a cross dresser, I can imagine those who are, while writing about them. In 2011, I wrote under the SuperHeroRalph name and won the 2011 Survivor contest. Without doubt, bar none, I am the most prolific author on Literotica.
# # #
There may be one or two other writers who have written more stories than I have, but no other writer has written more words than I've written. Only, unlike so many other authors who throw words on a page, don't even name their characters, never mind develop their characters, all of my stories are real stories. Instead of writing real stories, they write stroke stories. Their stories are only about sex, sex, and more sex.
All of my stories have a beginning, a middle, and an end. All of my characters, specifically my main characters are described and developed for the reader to see them in their mind. Too many writers don't bother with dialogue, but just launch into the sex scenes without developing their characters.
Because of that, the reader doesn't bond with the characters and they don't feel the tension nor realize their struggle. Too many writers just tell their story with huge paragraphs of narrative without showing their story by use of tension, imagery, and dialogue. The reader must see what the writer is seeing to enjoy the story.
For 2012, I decided to write under my real name, Susan Jill Parker. Many of my readers, especially, when I wrote under my names, BostonFictionWriter, CarBuffStuff, AndTheEnd, SuperHeroRalph, PositiveThinker, LadyofErotica, ILookLikeJailBait, MotherandSonTrueConfessions, TallBlondeBustyBlueEyeBimbo, FlannaFionaFlaherty, and WickedWhoreWriter, thought that I was a man. I'm not a man (lol). I'm all woman.
Yet, being the baby in the family and having grown up with four, big, protective half-brothers, all criminals with long arrest records, they gang raped me when I was 18-years-old for sassing them. They opened me up to something that I'm grateful they did. They opened my eyes to incest, incestuous sex.
They stripped me naked, fucked me, and forced me to blow them while my whore of an ex-stripper, ex-hooker, drunken mother watched. I was lucky that they didn't impregnate me. Not wanting to be raped again, I left home and moved in with my girlfriend shortly after that. Seemingly, they thought that because they all had regular sex with my mother that they could have regular sex with me, too.
# # #
My half-brothers are, Freddie, 6' 3" tall, and 230 pounds, the twins, Vito and Guido are 6' 6" tall and 260 pounds, then there's big Louie. He' 6' 9" tall and 400 pounds. They've all competed in the strongman competitions. My whore of a mom had five children by four different men. Instead of aborting us, thank God, she discovered that she earned more tips dancing while pregnant.
No doubt, just as they've inspired many stories, growing up with four older, forever horny brothers has influenced my writing by allowing me to write from the male's perspective. Except when I started stroking and sucking cock, I've always been more of a Tomboy type of a girl. Preferring to throw a football, hit a baseball, shoot a basketball, and play pool than to play with dolls, I've always been athletic. Whether skiing, waterskiing, ice skating, or shooting, it was always my dream to compete in the Olympics. Alas, now too old, it's as much fun to write about doing all of that, then doing all of that.
Tired of answering the same questions, for the record, I'm 5'9" tall, weigh 128 pounds, and take a size 4/6. Naturally blonde with blue eyes, I'm a 36 double D cup with a toned 24" waist, 36" hips, and shapely legs. Without doubt, if ever I stopped running, solely based on other members of my family, especially my cousins, I'd be heavier.
I have more than three-thousand photos of me, my ex-stripper, and ex-prostitute mom, our ex-stripper friends, our current webcam models friends, and photos that men have sent me to write their personalized stories. All you have to do to receive the photos is to send me an email. Leo the lion, I'm fifty-four-years-old born on July 26th for those of you, who want to send me a birthday card.
Much of what I write is from my real-life experiences. A writer can only write what he or she knows. Even though Literotica no longer allows true stories, many of my stories are true. My story, Exposing Oneself, a Sexual Disorder, written under my SusanJillParker name, that happened from the garage door and through the mall, but for the sex at the end, is all true. My story Valentine's Exhibitionism/Voyeurism is true, too.
My Ex, an undercover, Boston Police Sergeant, had 5th degree black belts in Jude, Karate, and Aikido. The story, The Equalizer, with the producers interviewing him, was based on his life. He was an army ranger and served three tours of duty in Iraq and Afghanistan. Just like in the Equalizer, he helped more people than he hurt.
My Earth Day contest story, Collecting Bottles, Cans, and Friends, is mostly true, too, but for the graphic sex throughout. I may be an erotic writer but I'm not a whore, even though I did spend four, happy, and sexually active years as a swinger in the swinging lifestyle, first with my ex and then with my girlfriend. I still don't consider myself a whore.
# # #
Anyway, as in the story, Collecting Bottles, Cans, and Friends, I was homeless for four long, miserable months, after the Susquehanna River flooded its banks in September 2011, before cresting 30' over flood stage. When I wasn't living in a cardboard box, I lived on the streets. When it was too cold and snowing, I lived in a shelter and ate in a mission from September 2011 to January 2012 in Harrisburg. I washed in McDonald's restrooms, and stole toilet paper and paper towels from there. I did what I needed to do to survive.
Needing money to buy food and necessities, I flashed my naked breasts and allowed men to feel my tits for five-dollars. I gave hand jobs for ten-dollars. My favorite thing to do, as long as they were clean, I sucked cock for twenty-dollars, allowed them to cum in my mouth, and watched me swallow.
My story Navy Seal Helps Homeless Woman is based on my true story when I was homeless. Being on unemployed for so long, having exhausted my unprecedented one-hundred-two weeks of unemployment. and all my savings, I moved to Pennsylvania from Boston in June of 2011 to live with my mom. I no longer could afford my rent.
We lost everything in the flood. The flood water was contaminated with garbage and home heating oil. Showing him the whore that she is, she took off with the FEMA man and left me behind to fend for myself. I wasn't allowed back in the building to salvage anything for months later until the building was inspected and considered safe.
Still, I should have a problem, as three people died in the flood, one man was a fireman trying to rescue an elderly man trapped upside down in his car. Both were swept away. Now, I live in one small room in the house of a kind and generous, Mennonite, elderly woman, who has opened her heart and house to me. My position changed from a squatter to be her home healthcare worker.
Only, because she's Mennonite, I'm not allowed to have a phone or a camera. I'm surprised she allowed me to have a computer that I found in the trash, an old desktop that doesn't have a camera. My brothers helped me with money, but they moved back to Detroit with my mom.
# # #
For those of you who have never been homeless, I don't know if you can, but imagine spending the holidays homeless. It's so bittersweet, when the best time of the year, Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year's Eve, is still the worst time of your year. Having to be strong, all I did was cry. Instead of listening to Christmas carols and hearing people laughing, I listened to the people yelling and fighting, along with random gunfire.
With Thanksgiving from New Year's, my mom's busy season, when she wasn't on a private plane, shacked up in a mansion, or aboard a yacht, she was at someone's private party. With my mom not home and my brothers out committing crimes, I never had a Thanksgiving meal, a Christmas with a tree and gifts, or celebrated New Year's. Then, when they finally came home, they'd throw hundred-dollar-bills at me and tell me to buy something nice for myself. Instead of wasting the money on needless things, I saved the money to move out and live my life on my own.
Being homeless and living on the streets with rats and roaches, usually in an alleyway between dumpsters to protect me from the wind was horrible. A shelter is a place that no one should experience and there were lots of single mothers with children living there. After suffering so much, I can only imagine what those children will take with them from the experience of being homeless, living in a shelter, and eating at a mission, as adults.
Lucky that I could defend myself, glad my brothers had taken the time to show me some moves, I had homeless men and others hitting on me, while trying to cop cheap feels of my ass and tits. They tried forcing me to do things that I'd never do with them. I watched other women, good women, desperate mothers with hungry and sick children to feed and buy much needed medication, fall to their knees to take them in their mouths for just a few dollars. Something that they otherwise would never do, and something that I did, too, they sucked their cocks for a few dollars.
How sad? So sad. What has this country come to that we have so many people, too many people that are hungry, homeless, unemployed, and underemployed?
Before they give our money overseas, our politicians need to help our citizens first. Only, they won't. There's no money in it for them to give us good paying jobs with benefits. There's only money put in their campaign chests on the pretense of spreading Democracy by starting wars for them to steal the minerals and the natural resources of other countries.
# # #
Already having lived not such an easy life, it's cathartic to relieve my mind of my woes and worries by putting my thoughts to paper. With all that I've suffered, writing is my therapy. Having written more than thirty million words that have amassed tens of millions of hits, my passion is writing stories, developing characters, writing dialogue, and creating imagery and tension that makes the reader see and feel what I see and feel.
It's fun and I'm having a good time. Actually, if it wasn't for my writing, excited each morning to get up and write, I would have lost my mind. How many people can honestly say that they love doing what they're doing? I can.
Now that you know something about me, I'd love to hear from you. Mostly, I'm writing this non-erotic story to ask for your vote and for your feedback. Too many readers don't vote. I don't know why that is? Maybe they figure if they vote, somehow, their wives or girlfriends will discover they're reading dirty stories, I mean, of course, erotic literature, on a porn site, I mean, of course, on a creative writing site.


"Honey! What are you doing up there for hours," asked his wife?
"I'm reading poetry," he said when he was reading SusanJillParker stories.
# # #
For every 1,000 readers who open a story to read, only 5 readers will vote. That's a pathetic, shameful statistic, but a true one. Still, that number pales in comparison to the next number. For every 10,000 readers who open a story to read, only 1 reader will leave a feedback comment and/or add me or any writer and/or my story or any story to their favorite lists. Now, how would you feel, if you put so much time and effort in writing a free story and readers can't even take the time to vote and/or make a comment. That's not right. That's so wrong.
I'm dependent upon you, dear reader, for your voting support. Whether you read my story or someone else's story, please vote, comment, and/or add me, and/or that writer and story to your favorites list. We writers write because we love to write and must write but, also, we write for your sexual pleasure, I mean, of course, your reading enjoyment.
We writers write for free. Just as Literotica does not charge you to read the stories nor does Literotica pay us to write them. All that I ask in return for writing you my story is for you to vote and/or make a comment. It's a common courtesy when reading one of our stories to vote and/or comment.
Your vote and your feedback are the only payment that we writers hope to receive. Your comment tells us not only if you enjoyed the story or didn't enjoy the story but also why you enjoyed the story or didn't enjoy the story. Think of your feedback, if you will, as applause. Would you go to a live performance and not applaud? Of course not.
It is no different with writers who write stories for free for you to read on Literotica for free. No matter which, when you read a story either applaud or boo. We really don't care which, so long as you explain why you applauded or booed. One of the worst comments to leave is, "I liked the story. I thought it was good." Or "I didn't like the story. I thought it was bad."
Truly, I'd love for everyone to like the stories that I write but it's so much better for a writer to know why you liked the story or didn't like the story. How are we writers going to write better stories for you, dear reader, if you don't tell us what you want and what you enjoy reading?
Help us to help you. Vote, comment, and add us and our stories to your favorites list. For the hours that it takes us to write stories, we're not asking much. Those interactions on your part inspire us to write more and better stories.
# # #
What is worse is when the story leaves the main board and languishes in the archives. The story still receives many hits but rarely receives a vote and never a comment. Do you think that because a story is archived that the writer does not need, want, appreciate or look forward to your feedback or vote of confidence? That story still appears on our page and we know when someone has voted and/or commented on it.
Surely, you took the time to read it. Surely, you must have been curious about the story to open it. Surely, you either enjoyed it or didn't enjoy it. Surely, after reading the story, you must have an opinion to share or a question to ask. Why not take a second to cast your vote or to write your comment?
By casting a mere vote, you can still remain anonymous if you want. You don't have to register on the site and log in with your screen name, that is, unless you want to leave a comment. Because of the huge number of bashers on the site, sorry, but I don't accept anonymous comments. You must register and log in with your screen name to comment on my stories, but you can still vote for them without having to register and log in with your screen name.
Personally, when I'm writing, I never read. Other than required papers, term papers, and final exams, I didn't write a damn thing in college. Then, as soon as I graduated, I was a writing fool. I couldn't stop the flood of stories.
Just as I can't write, when I read, it ruins my writing when I read someone else's work. My creative juices dry up and I stop writing once I start reading. Conversely, when I'm reading, I never write. I can't write, when I'm reading the work of others.
Further, when I do read a story that I enjoyed, I vote and make a comment. On the other hand, if I read a story that I did not enjoy, usually, I'll vote but I won't comment, unless my comment is constructive and not destructive or mean. I never bash a fellow writer.
I know the pain, the time, and the effort he or she had to endure to create, develop, write, rewrite, and edit the story. How rude is that to bash the writer? I dare say that if I was standing before you, you wouldn't bash me to my face, I'd kick you in your balls, if you did. So why bash the stories of writers, who are here to entertain you? We're here for your reading pleasure.
Yet, over and again, I've read comments from bashers who think that it's funny to bash the stories of those writers who write here. Curiously though, most of these bashers can't even write a single grammatically correct sentence. Their illiteracy backfires more powerfully than their bash. Yet, they have the audacity to bash a 10,000-word story because of a typo. They only show everyone what fools they are.
# # #
So, if you take the time to read the story, please take the time to vote and/or to comment on the story after you have read it. After a while, we writers throw up our hands in frustration.
"What's the use? No one liked my story. No one voted for it or commented on it. I give up. My writing must suck."
Now, what if all the writers suddenly felt that way and stopped writing their stories because you did not take the time to vote and/or to comment? That's right; there'd be no more stories. As a show of good faith, I want everyone and I mean everyone who reads this story to not only vote for this story but also to comment on this story while adding me to their favorite authors, and this story to their favorite story list.
For once, just once, I want to see the hit total equal the vote and comment total. For once, just once, I'd like to know that there really are real people reading my stories. God bless you all. I thank you in advance for your vote and/or comment.
THE END
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Halloween Trick or Treat Incest Sex
Son tires of Halloween games with mom, sister & aunt.
"My name is Lucifer but everyone calls me Lucy. Where Halloween is my family's favorite holiday, I hate Halloween," said Lucifer!
There on my dining room table sat the invitation to the Halloween costume party beckoning me and calling out to me.
"I haven't opened it. I refuse to open it. I can't bring myself to open it. I know what it is," I said out loud for no one to hear.
Every year for the past seven years, I received one. Every year it's the same damn thing. They want me to come. They want me to come alone. Before I arrive, they want me to be ready. They want me to take Viagra.
With them all busty, sexy, and shapely redheads, they want me to have sex with them, my mother, Maleficent, my aunt, Glinda, my sister, Esmeralda, my cousin, Gwendolyn, and my grandmama, Broom Hilda. They all want me to participate in their dark magic orgy. I won't do it. I refuse to do it.
I have already seen them all naked. I know what they look like without their clothes. Every young man's dream to see his relatives naked and have group sex with them, is my nightmare. I can't do it anymore. I refuse to partake in their orgy of shame, incest, lust, and desire.
# # #
Suddenly, as if the invitation had come alive, it leapt off the table, and landed in my lap. I tossed it to the floor. I stomped on it. I jumped up and down on it.
"Hey, what are you doing? That hurts," said a surreal voice coming from the invitation.
I stared down at it while making a face.
"Sorry," I said to the invitation.
'What am I nuts' I thought? 'Why am I talking to an inanimate object? I'm talking to a spell. God, I hate this. This is so creepy. This is so spooky. This makes my skin crawl,' I thought. 'I wondered if they could see me through their crystal ball.'
I unbuttoned, unzipped and pulled out my prick. I grabbed baby oil and some tissues.
"Can you see me, mom? Can you see me auntie? I'm jerking off over you, grandmama," I said out loud while wondering if they could hear me and see me cumming.
They need to leave me alone and let me live my life. I've already rejected their salacious lifestyle. I want nothing to do with it. It's evil. I don't want to have incestuous sex with them anymore.
I was plain when I told them that I wanted to live a normal life, a life without spells, potions, and witchcraft. I'm tired of them controlling my mind with their witchcraft, potions, and spells. For once, I want to think for myself as a normal person without my mind being controlled by witchcraft.
"But no," I said out loud for no one to hear.
I slammed my hand down hard on the granite countertop.
"As if I'm Don Corleon from Godfather 3, every time I think I'm out, they pull me back in. Ow, that hurt," I said, rubbing my hand.
# # #
Only, this year, I'm tricking them. This year, I'll bring my book of spells and potions, along with my magic wand with me to the Halloween party. I'll ask my sister to come with me. She can see for herself the mess that I'm in. She can bear witness to my tortuous abuse, emotional pressure, and sexual exploitation that I must suffer, and have endured every Halloween, since I can remember.
Rejecting their advances, I don't want to be one of them. I refuse to be the head warlock, and the high priest of witchcraft. If only I knew what this would lead to, I never would have started having sex with them. As if I was having my own circle jerk, they assemble in a circle. As soon as they remove their black robes, they all lean forward at the waist. They love taking it from behind while I hold and fondle their big, naked breasts and pinch, pull, turn, and twist their erect nipples.
As soon as I turned eighteen-years-old, they all allowed me to see them naked. As soon as I turned twenty-one-years-old, I had incestuous sex with them. Every Halloween, I fucked my mother. I fucked my sister. I fucked my aunt. I fucked my cousin. I fucked my grandmama. The reason for me to take Viagra when I don't need it, I ejaculated a load of cum in all of their pussies.
Then, with them all on their knees, they all blew me. Five women allowed me to cum in their mouths, and they swallowed. I waved my wand, and mumbled my spell that allowed me to cum ten times. Believe me or not but Grandmama gives me the best blowjob. Perhaps because she has been blowing men for hundreds of years.
I took a deep breath and picked up the invitation. My hands were shaking, my pulse quickened, and my heart pounded. I poured myself a stiff drink, a double, and gulped it down before opening the invitation.
"Trick or Treat," I said reading the invitation out loud?
I stopped to take a big breath of courage. The invitation was from my mother.
"You are invited to our annual Halloween party," I read. "You are our very special guest. You must wear a costume. Do you remember the year when you did not wear a costume and we supplied one for you. Ha! Ha! So, bring your sense of humor and get ready to have some fun."
Love, Mom, High Priestess
# # #
"Fuck! Double Fuck! Triple Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck, I said!"
Yeah, I thought I was being smart the year that I refused to wear a costume and went to their party to tell them that I wasn't coming to their sick Halloween party anymore. The joke was on me. They turned me into a toad, a talking toad.
"Ha! Ha! Yeah, very fucking funny. I had warts in my mouth and up my ass for a year after they changed me back."
I can't believe this is happening to me, again. I was so clear about it last year. I calmly told them all what I thought of them. I told them all that I did not want to be part of their sick and demented group. I told them that I didn't want to have incestuous sex with them anymore. With them able to break a mirror with their laughs, they laughed at me in the high-pitched cackling laugh that makes my skin crawl.
I can't believe they won't let me live my own life and not participate in their incestuous games. I can't do this anymore. I just want to get on with my life. I want a girlfriend. I want to get married. I want a wife. I want children. I want to live a normal life without them controlling me. I want them to leave me alone, and not force me to do the thing that I don't want to do.
How many young men would say that they didn't want to have sex with their mother, their sister, their aunt, their cousin, and their grandmama anymore? Yet, I did. That's sick. That's demented. That's incestuous.
As the days passed and the Halloween party drew nearer, my dread changed to excitement. I figured my mother had cast a spell on me, for sure. More mind control shit. I'm sick of them controlling my thoughts, and making me do the thing that I don't want to do, and refuse to do. Otherwise, how could I be so vehemently against the incestuous orgy one minute and excited about having incestuous sex with all of them the next minute?
It made no sense. Now, I couldn't wait to have sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmama. I figured they put some magic potion in the invitation that released itself in the air and up my nostrils, as soon as I opened it.
# # #
I mean, it is a fun time to a degree, if you are the type who enjoys seeing your mother, your sister, your aunt, your cousin, your grandmama, and several of their best friends naked. Besides, I have nothing else to do on Halloween. I have no other invitations. I have no other plans.
Sadly, and frustratingly, I have no friends. Since grammar school everyone has thought me weird and rightly so growing up in a household without the influence of a man. I grew up in a household surrounded by women, hot, and sexually salacious women. They're all incestuous whores.
As if I was Daryl Van Horne in the Witches of Eastwick, I'm surrounded by women in Salem, Massachusetts, the world's capital of witches and witchcraft, right up there with Transylvania, and Frankenstein. As if I'm Pugsley Addams from the Addams family, I grew up with my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmama. Allow me to tell you about my mother.
My mom is the High priestess, the head honcho, the big cheese, and the chief, whatever they call the big wheel, the head witch of all witches in the United States and of the world, maybe, who knows? I, certainly, don't care but I am always surprised when the other witches visit her and treat her like Don Corleone of the Godfather. Along with kissing her ring, they kiss her ass. They are willing to do anything for her.
They are all in awe of her and of her magic powers when I just think of her as my mom. Then, again, come to think of it, it is fun to rub elbows with all those celebrities. As if we're a sub-division of Scientology, oh, sorry, you didn't know that many celebrities are witches, did you? Wouldn't you be surprised to know who the celebrities that are believers in the occult are?
Ronald and Nancy Reagan were witches. Witches love having an audience and how better to practice their art than to become the president of the United States or to become a movie star? Some of the most famous celebrities who attend my mother's Halloween parties are witches, such as Brad Pitt, Angelina Jolie, and Jennifer Aniston. Let's see, Bette Davis was a witch long before she took Elizabeth Montgomery's spirit in Bewitched. I have no idea who she is now, but some believe that she is Nicole Kidman.
She's there every Halloween with, of course, John Travolta and his deceased wife Kelly Preston before she passed were witches. I bet you didn't know that Oprah Winfrey, Donald Trump, Melania, Rachel Ray, and Martha Stewart, along with Judge Judy are all witchcraft practitioners. Did you really think that they could have such success through luck? C'mon, get real. Hocus fucking pocus, and fucking Abracadabra.
# # #
Do you remember when Stanley Kubrick (another practitioner of the black arts) made that movie Eyes Wide Shut with Tom Cruise and Nicole Kidman? The movie was a tribute to witchcraft and Tom Cruise, with him not one of them, he never stopped poking fun of the movie. Much like Darrin on BeWitched, Tom Cruise did not know that his wife was one of them. She quickly replaced him with one of them, yeah; Keith Urban is one of them, too.
Stephen King and J. K. Rowling are, you guessed it, believers in the dark science and in the lost art of the occult. Harry Potter my ass, she could not be any clearer? Where do you think Stephen King gets his talent for the macabre? Where do you think J. K. Rowling gets her information about the dark art of witchcraft, spells, and magic wands? C'mon, you guys reading this are all writers and know that you can only write what you know. What King and Rowling know are witches, warlocks, witchcraft, potions, and spells
Do you remember reading this when you were a kid?
The Witches Caldron
Eye of newt, and toe of frog, wool of bat, and tongue of dog, adder's fork, and blind-worm's sting, lizard's leg, and owlet's wing. For a charm of powerful trouble like a hell-broth boil and babble. Double, double, toil and trouble, fire burn, and caldron bubble.
Okay, maybe you didn't recite that as a kid like I did, as my bedtime prayer. Yet, do you know who wrote that? You don't? Billie, himself, William Shakespeare, yep. He wrote that. What do you think of that? Well, I'll tell you. He was one of them, too.
# # #
Except for plantings, harvests, and solar happening, Halloween is the only holiday that my mother and her sister celebrate and they always made Halloween special by having forbidden sex with me. Halloween is their Christmas. Halloween is a month-long celebration that culminates on October 31st.
After everything was said and done, it was a fun and memorable time, especially when I was a kid growing up. Only, when I was a kid, I thought everything was make believe, magic, or a trick. I had no idea that all of those illusions were not illusions, but real or, in their case, witchcraft. Shit! Fuck! I'm sick remembering some of the spells my mother and her sister put on people who they did not like.
As I got older, I knew immediately after the party, like all the other years, I'd be right back in therapy. Only, what's the use? My psychiatrist never believed me.
He doubted that I had sex with my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmama on Halloween. He thought that I was delusional and wanted to write me prescriptions of Lithium to help me deal with life. Yeah, okay, Doc, I'm delusional that my mother turned me into a toad.
# # #
I need a costume. I was running out of things to wear. Let's see, I dressed as a clown last year and I'll never do that again. There was nothing funny about suddenly being transported and finding yourself at the middle ring of the circus with thousands of people waiting for you to make them laugh.
I went as a cowboy the year before and I'll never do that again either. They really liked the cowboy costume and that was fun until they put me in a rodeo and on a bucking bronco. I need to play it down.
Maybe, I'll go as Superman. Nah, they'll have me flying over Manhattan or they'll be all over my bulge in my tight costume with their wrinkled hands and long fingernails.
What to wear? What to wear? What to wear?
Oh, I know. I'll go as an Arab. That way I can still wear clothes beneath my thawb, and when they pull it off, I can bolt from the house before they seal the doors, lock the windows, and handcuff me, again.
# # #
Oh, I almost forgot, this time I'll have my kid sister with me. She's my insurance policy. This time, they'll be no monkey business. They won't try anything with her around, I'm sure of that, I hope. Fuck! Will they? God, I hope not.
Why do I still call her my kid sister? She hates it when I do. She's 21-years-old now. She's a woman, and I'll be 25-years-old in July.
God, I've been going to these screwball Halloween parties all of my adult life. Seeing everyone naked and giving lots of images to masturbate over later, the parties were fun to go to when I was younger but, as soon as I turned 18-years-old, they turned sexual. I never did a sexual act with my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmama until I turned twenty-one-years-old but there was lots of nudity before then. Teasing me and taunting me, they were always walking around me topless or naked.
If anyone saw the bodies of my mother, my sister, my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmama, as if they had cast spells over themselves to change what they really look like naked, they all have sexy and shapely bodies. I still get immediate erections when I think of their long, lush red hair, their big blue eyes, their long legs, their huge breasts, their naked, bushy red pussies, and their shapely asses.
When not casting beauty spells over themselves, witches are not usually beautiful women, but the women in my family all are. They all look a lot like the red woman, Melisandre of Ashai in the Games of Thrones before she removed her magic necklace. I mean, some witches are but the real witches, the ones in charge, the practitioners of the black art, like priests and priestesses, unless they put themselves under a magic spell, are not very attractive. The others, the ones who just follow the dark art of witchcraft are usually sexy, shapely, and beautiful people.
# # #
It's not all bad, though. I get to rub more than elbows with Angelina Jolie and Nicole Kidman if you know what I mean. Kelly Preston, the deceased wife of John Travolta's wife, who played Arnold's girlfriend, Marnie, in Twins was gorgeous. She was so hot. I've had sex with them all during our Halloween celebrations.
Oprah is scary bad. You don't want to get on her bad side. I'll tell you right now. Yeah, she looks good in black but when she dawns that black cloak, look out. She gets scary mean. She has powerful magic. Her real personality comes out, and she's the devil in disguise.
Taylor Swift is a witch. Did you know that? Now that she's married to Travis Kelce, I wonder if she told him that she's a practitioner of the occult. Why do you think that she's a billionaire, talent, hard work, and/or luck? Witchcraft, potions, and spells is how she got to where she is now.
I called my sister and asked her to come with me.
"Hey, Sis, what are you doing?"
"Hi, Lucy. I'm just sitting here thinking about what to wear to Ma's Halloween party."
I was sick to hear my sister tell me that she received an invitation. Of course, she did. Now, it made sense, of course, even though I've been seeing her naked since she turned eighteen-years-old, and having sex with her on her twenty-first birthday, and now is a fully grown woman. She now can enjoy my mom's X-rated Halloween parties, which are more like orgies. In essence, the orgies are more like a naked witch's coven of rituals and spells.
Now, it all made sense, Drusilla died last year and her sister Lucinda is retired and refused to take Drusilla's place and become part of our little conclave. They needed another witch to make their required 13, which is why they invited my sister. They are initiating her into their fold.
# # #
"Halloween party?" My stomach sank. "What do you mean?"
She laughed.
"I received an invitation to her Halloween party."
There was a pause and I could feel the strained silence.
"Didn't you get one?"
I nodded my head.
"Yeah, got one. I always get one. It would be much of a party without me having sex with everyone. I've been invited to one of her Halloween parties every year for the past 7 years, since I turned 18-years-old.
My sister, Esmeralda,smiled.
"Are you going to go?"
I nodded my head again.
"Yes," I said.
I immediately questioned why I blurted that out so fast but realizing that it was part of the mind controlling spell my mother put on me.
"Fuck!"
# # #
I couldn't believe they invited her again, too. Knowing what goes on there, why did they invite her, again? I can't believe she is going to be there, too. Without doubt, as I'll be having sex with my aunt, my cousin, and my grandmama, I'll be having incestuous sex with my sister, too.
Well, I'll tell you right now, if they try any funny stuff this year, I'm putting my foot down. I'm leaving before they cast a spell and lock the doors and the windows like they did last year. No means no.
I'm not going to be a pawn in their sordid, sexual games any more, at least, not in front of my baby sister. God, I'd be so embarrassed for her to see me naked, kind of, not really, not at all. I'd be embarrassed to see her naked, kind of, not really, and not at all. That's the mind controlling spell talking and not me.
"Stop it," I said.
I concentrated while trying to break the spell.
"I'm thinking about going as a witch," she said.
Her costume choice sent chills down my spine.
"A witch? Now, why on God's green earth would you go as a witch? Why not go as Dorothy from the Wizard of OZ, you love that movie."
She laughed.
"Nah, I don't know why but I'm really drawn to a witch's costume. Besides, it looks good on me," she said.
# # #
There was silence.
"I'm almost embarrassed to tell you this, but wearing it makes me feel naughty. It makes me not want to wear anything underneath it, no bra and no panties, like I did at my high school graduation. I wore just a cap and gown, and bent at the waist while pulling up my gown and flashing my naked ass to everyone when receiving my diploma.
"Oh, gross, Sis."
Oh, God. I know why and it's happening to her, too. Fuck! She's one of them, too. They cast a spell on her. This is too much. I need to fly away to Vegas or somewhere even further away. I need air. Suddenly, I can't breathe.
"Hey, if you are nice to me, at the Halloween party, while wearing my witches costume, I'll flash you my naked body," she said.


'You'll be doing much more than just flashing me. After I eat your pussy, make love to you, and fuck you, you'll be stroking me, sucking me, and fucking me, too.
"Really? That's great, Esmeralda! I can't wait to see your naked body," I said.
# # #
I can't believe I said that to my baby sister but it wasn't me talking. It is the mind controlling spell that someone put me under to make me say that sexually inappropriate stuff to my sister. None of it made any sense to me.
I remember thinking that my great, great, great Uncle Hansel and my great, great, great Aunt Gretel had something to do with this and with me being with this family of witches. I never felt like I was part of them. I always thought that I was adopted or kidnapped by Hansel and Gretel. I always thought what Aesop wrote was only fiction and what he wrote about them was just a fable, and not a true story.
Now, I wondered if it was all real. All of this is so much like a bad dream, a nightmare. Yet, I had a plan, a plan that would end their hold on me and hopefully break the spell that was now cast over my baby sister, too.
I dressed as an Arab. Forgoing wearing a fake bomb vest, I dressed as a terrorist from Iran. My sister dressed, as what else, a witch. She turned to me while smiling.
She opened her cloak to her neck and flashed me her fabulous, naked body. I saw her big, naked breasts, and her red, bushy pussy. She gave me an immediate erection seeing her naked body.
It is always cold in my mother's cottage. They have no electricity but somehow have television, phones, and the Internet. Okay, witchcraft is not all bad, especially when you can screw utilities companies out of paying them for their expensive services.
# # #
As soon as I entered her cottage deep in the forest, I filled up a big bucket of cold water and pushed it in the corner. When my mother and her sister stood beside the caldron making one of their spells, potions, or whatever the hell they do. While staring in that goop filled with eyes that stare back at you through a green smoky haze, I quickly grabbed the bucket of water and threw it over them. As if they were the winning coaches at a championship football game, the water splashed down the length of them drenching them completely.
"Help! Help! We're melting," they screamed. "Help! Help! We're melting."
At first, I felt bad that I had just killed them. I could not believe that just mere water made them melt like that in a pool of water but sure enough, there they were with their clothes in a big pile, just like what happened to the wicked witch of the West in the Wizard of Oz.
"I'm free! I'm finally free of them," I said, jumping up and down.
I hugged my baby sister.
"I did it! I did it! We are free! We are free!"
She laughed.
"You're going to have to do better than that. You've watched one too many Wizards of Oz movies," she said with a laugh.
# # #
I could not believe it. My mom and my aunt stood beside me naked. There behind me stood my sister, my cousin, and my grandmama. They were naked, too. Taunting me, they were teasing me. Now, I was scared shitless that they would retaliate and turn me into a toad, again, or worse. Yet, I still had one more surprise.
Suddenly, as planned, the doorbell rang and in came, escorted by the police armed with a search warrant, the Housing and Building Inspector, Animal Control, and an agent from the Internal Revenue Service.
"So, did you take out a building permit when you built this cottage out in the forest," asked the building inspector?"
The Housing and Building Inspector looked at my mother and her sister standing naked and shivering.
"Did you know that this is Conservation land that is protected by the federal and state government," he asked?
My mother looked at him with shock while he stared at her naked breasts, and her bushy red pussy, as well as staring at my naked aunt.
"Uhm, well, no, but," said my mother.
The man from animal control was next. He stared at the two naked women as if he had never seen naked women before. My naked sister, cousin, and grandmama stood behind my naked mother and sister.
"Do you have a permit for all of these bats? And is that a dragon out back? And why do you have so many black cats, asked the man from animal control?
My mom laughed.
"Dragon? Don't be silly. That's Blackie. Uhm, a big, ugly, black dog. Bats? Those aren't my bats," my mother said pointing to her sister. "They belong to her," she said, pointing to her sister.
The man from the IRS laughed.
"You just need to look at the cats' collars for the reason why she needs a dozen black cats," said the agent from the man from the Internal Revenue Service.
He laughed again.
"These are the names that appear every year on her tax form as dependents," he said laughing again.
My mom exhaled a big sigh.
"I can explain," said my mother.
# # #
Well, they put my mother and her sister out of business and in jail and I am in the Witness Protection Program in Arizona but with her still able to cast spells and curses, I still look over my shoulder while waiting for hell to rain down upon me.
"Over and done with, trick or treat is over for me. Did I tell you that I hate Halloween? Is it any wonder? I do. I really do."
The End
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Sex with Naked College Cheerleaders
Man caught spying & jerking off over naked cheerleaders.
It was a long walk to where I parked my car and I had to pee. Sure, I could have ducked around a pole in this underground garage, whipped it out, and peed against the wall. There was plenty of evidence that others had done the same but, with my luck, a woman would step out of nowhere, see me peeing, and call the cops.
After all, there were reports of a serial rapist still at large. Lost in this immense garage, instead of taking the elevator down, I took the stairs. I figured there had to be a men's room down here somewhere, perhaps, by the exit where the elevators are. There, I spotted the familiar restroom sign.
Only...fuck! Locked! The sign on the door read out of order. God damn it! Now what?
I stood by the door looking for another restroom. None. There was not a soul around. I stayed late at work and missed the rush hour traffic home. The place was deserted within only a few minutes, with a few cars parked off in the distance.
It's surprising, predictably, as soon as they're done with work, how they all rush out of the city at the same time every day. If only they waited a few minutes, took a breath, went for a walk, sat on a park bench, or stayed for a drink or for a cup of coffee, the traffic would be much lighter. They'd breeze home.
Tempted to do my business there, I looked over at the women's restroom. Do I dare? It had to be empty, I hoped. There's no one around. I walked over to it, looked around the garage, again. No one. I pushed open the door and stuck my head inside.
"Hello? Anyone in here? Hello? Hello?"
No one answered. Quickly, I darted inside, ran to the last stall at the end, and closed and bolted the door. I peed like a racehorse. I peed like I have never peed before. If there was a contest for peeing, I would have taken first place. I only wished I had timed this pee.
It had to be a record. I wondered if the Guinness Record Book had such a record on file. I'll have to check it out on my laptop for the next time that I have to go.
'God, women are such pigs,' I thought. 'Look at this place. There was toilet paper and paper towels strewn everywhere. There was long women's hair in every sink.
Many of them don't even sit on the toilet. They pee squatting over the toilet. There was evidence of that all over the toilet and all over the floor. Gross.
# # #
'Then, I heard the restroom door open and close. Fuck,' I thought! 'Someone just opened the ladies' room door. Someone is in here. Then, I heard voices, two, three, and more.
What the fuck? Not wanting them to see my feet, should they be looking, quickly, I zipped up, sat on the toilet seat, with my feet up against the door. For good measure, I hung my topcoat over the hook to block anyone from peeking in at me.
"Stacy, said that we have a good chance of winning the competition," said someone.
Whoever she was talking to, she was laughing.
"Stacy! What does she know? She's a slut."
Someone else laughed.
"She's probably blown every player on the football team, especially the black men. She loves big, black cock," said someone else.
Someone else laughed.
"Yeah, well, that may be true about her giving blowjobs, but she knows what she's talking about when it comes to cheerleading. She was the best cheerleader on our squad before she blew out her knee," said the first woman. "That's it for her leading a cheer," said someone else."
# # #
I moved my topcoat to peek out between the crack of my bathroom door. There were a dozen women between eighteen-years-old and twenty-three-years-old, college coeds, cheerleaders for the local, college football team. Surprisingly and excitingly, all of them were in various stages of undress. Before the game started, they were changing into their uniforms for some kind of competition held, no doubt, at the football field over the garage.
Damn, if I had planned this, I never could have imagined a better scenario. I remembered when I was in college, nearly ten years earlier, geez, has it been ten years already? I tried peeking in at the cheerleaders who showered every day, promptly at 6 pm and got caught by their coach, Ms. Butch Bitch. For her not to report me to my coach, I had to run laps for the next two weeks.
Now, there were a dozen, young women walking around in their bikini panties and low-cut bras. As if they were lingerie models or at a lingerie party, I stared from one young woman in her sexy underwear to stare at another. Holy fuck, flashing me their naked tits, there are a couple of them who are topless. Jesus, there's one who is naked. She's shaving her bushy brown pussy in the sink before my horny eyes.
'Nice ass,' I thought.
I watch her shave and trim her pussy from a brown forest to a neat runway.
I unzipped my pants, reached inside, and pulled out my cock. I started stroking myself to the two topless women and to the naked woman, too, while staring at all of the other women in their sexy bras and panties. There was so much to see. I didn't know where to look.
With them walking around and back and forth while stopping to stare in the mirror to do their hair and makeup, my eyes were like ping pong balls in a ping pong game. There were so many of them, and they were all so young. They were all at least ten-years younger than me but it sure felt good staring at them while I pulled my...
"Hey mister, who are you? What are you doing in the women's bathroom? What the hell are you doing in there, pervert? Are you jerking off over us," she said to a third woman with a laugh.
# # #
I looked up to where the voice was coming from with cock in hand at the prettiest blonde cheerleader that I have ever seen standing on the toilet and looking down at me over the stall next to me. She not only saw my naked, erect prick but also, she stared at my big dick in the way that I stared at all of the women. She saw me stroking myself. She knew that I was masturbating over them.
'Oh, God,' I thought. 'What am I going to do, now? I fucked. I'm totally fucked.'
I quickly put my cock back in my underwear and zipped my pants.
"Hey, mister," she said again. "Are you jerking off over my naked friend? Julie, there's a guy in here jerking off over you shaving your pussy," she said.
She laughed.
"He's masturbating over your naked breasts, Simone," said the blonde.
"What? Seriously? I can't believe he's jerking off over my naked tits," said Simone.
She covered her naked breasts with her hands.
"Oh, my God," she said with a loud laugh. "Let me see," she said, replacing Christie on the toilet.
Still topless, Simone stood on the toilet and stared down at me.
"Really? Seriously. Lemme see, Simone," said Julie.
She replaced Simone standing on the toilet for her to stand on the toilet while staring down at me. She peered over the top of the toilet stall next to mine.
"Give me another look," said Christie.
She replaced Julie on the toilet to stare down at me again.
# # #
Still naked, and not covering her nakedness with her hands or with her forearm, clearly, she was immodestly immoral. Julie was unembarrassed and unashamed that some stranger was seeing her naked and masturbating over her while she was still prancing around without her clothes.
"I can't believe he's playing with himself while staring at my naked ass, my naked tits, and my naked pussy," said Julie.
She laughed.
Giving me better look of her naked body, she walked all the way down to the last stall to where I was sitting, again. As if she was a nude model on a runway instead of in a lady's room, she turned to face my bathroom stall and struck a pose as if she was Madonna. Again, still naked, and still without her clothes, Julie ran over to the stall next to mine. Replacing Christie, she stood on the toilet again to stare down at me.
"Well, at least, he's cute, Christie," said Julie to the hot blonde. "He kind of looks like our English teacher, Mr. Wright," said Julie.
Christie laughed.
"Yeah, he does look a little like Mr. Wright," said Christie.
# # #
More cheerleaders moved into the toilet stall next to mine. They all wanted to take their turn standing on the toilet to see me.
"Let me see," said another cheerleader.
Another cheerleader stood on the toilet to pee down at me.
"Let me see," said, yet, another cheerleader.
Soon, all the cheerleaders took turns standing on the toilet while peering down at me over the stall.
"Hey, mister. You better get out of here right now or I'm calling the cops," said someone.
I stood to leave.
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I had to pee and the men's room was out of order. There was no one in here. I called out before I opened the door, and no one answered me. Please let me stay here until you leave. I promise not to look," I said.
Julie laughed.
"You promise not to look," said Julie while laughing? "You were jerking off over me watching me shaving my pussy while I was naked. You were stroking yourself while staring at Simone's naked breasts, and masturbating over the rest of us in our bras and panties."
# # #
"If you do not come out and come out now, I will call the cops on my cell phone," said Simone.
Sheepishly, with my briefcase and overcoat in hand, I unlocked the door and exited the safety of my restroom stall. Not looking at any of them, I stared down at the floor.
Two of the girls, along with Simone, were still topless and covering their naked breasts with their hands. Showing me the exhibitionist whore that she is, Julie continued standing before me naked. Smiling at me while continuing to pose for me. She made no attempt to cover her nakedness with her hands or her forearm. With none of them getting dressed, all of the others remained in their bras and panties. Then, Julie whispered something to her friend, Christie, who was holding her cell phone to record me.
"Yeah, I like that idea. We should do that. Let's do that," she said Julie to Christie.
As if they had a secret or were about to play out a joke, they laughed and giggled to one another. Still naked, seemingly enjoying flashing her naked body to me, Julie turned to me.
"Since you have seen me naked, Simone topless, some of the others, topless, too, and the rest of us in our bras and panties," she said.
She paused while laughing.
"We want to see you naked. C'mon, take off your clothes," said Julie seemingly, the biggest whore of the bunch. "Strip yourself naked. We want to see your naked cock. Show us your prick, mister," she Julie.
# # #
I was stunned that they wanted me to undress. They wanted me to strip myself naked. They wanted to see me without my clothes. They wanted to see my prick.
"Listen, please, I can't do that," I said.
Not knowing if they were high school or college cheerleaders, I stared at one to the other.
"How old are you," I asked?
They laughed.
"We're all old enough. We're in college. Now strip. Take off your clothes. Get naked," said Julie.
# # #
"What's your name," asked Christie?
Not looking up at her, still looking down at the floor, as if I was already naked, I suddenly felt as embarrassed as I felt ashamed.
"John," I said.
Julie laughed.
"Are you married, John," asked Christie?
I shook my head.
"No," I said. "I live with my mother," I said.
Simone laughed.
# # #
"Say what? With you a grown man, you still live with mommy," she asked?
I nodded my head.
"She's a single mother. She's divorced from my dad. With rents and the cost of living so high, we share the expenses," I said.
Julie laughed. Then, she asked me questions that humiliated me.
"Have you ever had sex with your mother, John? Did you fuck her," asked Julie?
She moved her hips back and forth as if she was fucking. She laughed. Showing me the dirty woman that she is, she asked me her next, sexually inappropriate question.
"Did she blow you," she asked?
She moved her hand back and forth in front of her mouth while pushing her cheek out with her tongue to make it appear that she was blowing me.
"Did she stroke your prick while sucking your cock? Did she allow you to cum in her mouth and swallow," she asked? "Did you make your mother your incestuous lover, your whore?"
Hoping if I was truthful, they'd allow me to leave without having to strip myself naked, putting aside my shame and my embarrassment, I answered her question honestly.
# # #
"Just once," I said. "A couple of months ago, she came home drunk from celebrating her fifty-fifth birthday at a CFNM strip club. Paying her more attention because she was the birthday woman, the strippers stripped her topless. They fondled her naked breasts, and fingered and sucked her nipples. With her plenty drunk enough, she stroked and sucked their cocks," I said.
Julie, Christie, and Simonee all laughed out loud.
"Eww! You had sex with your mother? Gross. You really are a pervert," said Julie.
I nodded my head in agreement while still hoping that they'd allow me to leave without undressing.
"No, it wasn't my fault. She came home drunk and horny. Kissing me, French kissing me, while touching and feeling me everywhere that a mother should never touch and feel her son, she came onto me," I said in my defense.
Making fun of me for having sex with my mother, the women continued laughing at me.
"Then, when I was putting her to bed, I stripped her naked to put on her nightgown. She stripped me naked, too. That night, I slept with her in my mother's bed. I fingered and licked her pussy. I gave her an orgasm with my fingers and my tongue," I said. "We had illicit sex."
Julie and Christie laughed.
"Pervert," said someone.
Feeling terribly ashamed, I nodded my head in agreement.
We made out while I made love to my mother. Then humping her faster and humping her harder, and with her returning my fast and hard humps with her fast and hard humps, no longer making love, we were fucking. I fucked my mother and she fucked me.
They all laughed at me.
# # #
"Undress John. We all want to see your prick," said Julie.
Obediently obeying them, reluctantly, as if I was a stripper on stage at a CFNM strip club while celebrating someone's birthday, I began to slowly and embarrassingly begin to undress. I removed my suit coat and put it on top of my briefcase and overcoat. Then I removed my necktie, unbuttoned my shirt, and removed that, too.
I kicked off my shoes, unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. I allowed them to fall to my ankles, stepped out of them, and folded them to place them on top of my suit coat that was on my briefcase. I removed my T-shirt.
"Nice, he has muscles and a six pack," said Simone. "You have a hot body, John," she said.
Standing next to Christie, and holding one another in sexual anticipation, Julie laughed.
# # #
"Show us your cock, John," said Christie. "We all want to see your naked prick," she said, staring at my bulging briefs.
Julie laughed at my shame.
"Do it. Just do it. Show us your penis," said Julie.
Surrounded by horny, voyeuristic women, I stuck my thumbs in the waistband of my briefs and slowly lowered them. I showed them my naked, flaccid prick.
"Stroke yourself," said Simone. "We all want to see how big it gets."
As soon as she asked me to stroke myself, she removed her hands away from her naked breasts. She took her big D cup breasts in the palms of her hand. She lifted her tits to her mouth and sucked her big nipples to make them even bigger. I stroked myself to a big and hard erection.
"Stroke it faster. Stroke it harder. We want to watch you cum," said Julie.
Julie, still naked, stepped forward. While staring down at my engorged prick, she took me in her soft and warm hand. She stroked my cock while her friends watched. While stroking me, she allowed me to fondle her naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples.
Then, surprising me, she moved to her knees and took me in her mouth. Julie was stroking my cock while sucking my prick. This naked and very pretty cheerleader was giving me a blowjob.
# # #
After I ejaculated a load of cum in Julie's mouth and she swallowed, one by one, the cheerleaders knelt before me ready to blow me. Something that I never expected them to do, shocking me as much as they excited me, they took turns stroking me while sucking me. Unable to hold back any longer, I let loose with a huge eruption of cum.
Oozy white stuff shot all over the women kneeling in front of me. Gobs of cum coated their hair, landed on their pretty faces, and across their bras or naked breast. I gave a half a dozen cheerleaders cum baths.
I collapsed back against the restroom stall and fell backwards against the toilet. When I was able to regain my balance and compose myself, they were gone and gone with my clothes. They even took my shoes. I was naked and with an erection and still dripping cum.
What the Hell was I to do now? My car was a thousand feet away in an open garage. Thank God they didn't take my topcoat and my briefcase but took everything else. I still had my car keys in my topcoat pocket. Thank God for at least that much. They left me reeling.
'That was such a fine blowjob,' I thought. 'Where did these girls so young learn to suck cock like that? Never have I cum as much.'
I ejaculate in Julie's mouth, all over her face, hair, and naked breast. I gave her a real cum bath. I exploded more cum all over Simone's naked breasts, and all over Christie's pretty face.
# # #
I put on my topcoat, made a beeline for my car and just as I got into my car, closed my door, and inserted the key in the ignition, a policewoman rapped on my car window with her flashlight. It was already dark in the garage. I was so frightened that I never even looked up at her. Just figuring that she was a cop, I didn't even know she was a policewoman until I heard her speak.
"Step out of the car, please," she said.
Obediently obeying her, I opened my car door. As soon as I did, when I spread my legs to step from my car, my overcoat fell wide open. I exposed my still erect, naked prick to the policewoman. Not looking away, she stared down at my naked prick.
"I can explain," I said, stepping out of the car with my hands in the air and my topcoat wide open.
She continued staring down at my erect cock. I move my hands down to close my topcoat.
"We had a report of a naked man in the women's restroom. Was that you?"
I nodded my head.
"Yes, but," I said. "There was no one around, and the men's room was out of order. I had to pee really bad."
She made a face of disbelief.
"Do you have an ID?"
Thank God my wallet was in my briefcase. While exposing myself to her again, I squatted down to get my wallet from my briefcase. Not removing her eyes from my naked prick, she continued staring at my big dick. I pulled out my license from my wallet, and handed it to her.
"Then, as I was in the restroom stall peeing, a dozen cheerleader entered the bathroom and immediately started changing into their cheerleading outfits," I said.
# # #
"Where are your clothes," she asked?
I looked at her with embarrassment and shame.
"The women, the cheerleaders, took off with my clothes," I said. "All they left with were my briefcase and my overcoat."
She held up my pants.
"Are these your pants," she asked?
I looked at her not understanding how she had my pants.
"Yes, but how..."
She laughed.
"The women called the police and explained your situation telling me that they wanted to play a trick on you, since you saw them all in their underwear, topless, and/or naked," she said.
I shook my head.
"I never intended to see me without their clothes," I said in my defense. "I just needed to pee, and there was no one around. I didn't intend on stripping naked but they wouldn't allow me to leave unless I did."


She nodded her head.
# # #
"I know, but you did spy on them and expose yourself to them. Your guilty of peeping and indecent exposure
She took out her handcuffs.
"Stand up, turn around, and put your hands behind your back. She handcuffed me. Spread your legs so that I can check you for weapons," she said.
As soon as she touched me where I didn't expect her to touch me, I jumped.
"Geez, officer, your hands are so cold," I said.
She gently cupped my testicles. Then, she wrapped her fingers around my still erect prick. She squeezed my cock before stroking my prick.
"I could arrest you for carrying a concealed weapon," said.
I looked at her stunned.
"I don't have a concealed weapon," I said.
She laughed.
"Your cock is as hard as a Billy club, a blackjack," she said.
I bowed my head.
"Sorry," I said. "I'm embarrassed that you saw my naked penis, cupped my testicles, and wrapped your fingers around my cock to squeeze me and stroke me," I said.
# # #
She removed the handcuffs. Then, she stunned me with what she said next.
"Turn around. Let me see it. Show me your prick," she said.
She held the light to my cock then up to her face.
"Ms. Butch Bitch!"
She laughed.
"Actually, I'm Jennifer's mother, my name is Officer Connolly, Kathleen Connolly. I became a police officer shortly after I left my position as the girls cheerleading coach. I still chaperone the girls when they take their bus trips."
She lowered the flashlight and looked down at my cock, again.
"You have a big dick," she said. "I like that."
# # #
"My daughter told me that you have a big dick. I had to see it for myself. You do have a big prick," she said.
She laughed.
"Who's your daughter," I asked.
She smiled.
"Julie," she said with pride.
I laughed.
"I saw Julie naked. She was shaving her pussy in the sink. Then, not covering her nakedness with her hands or with her forearms, she strutted around me naked," I said.
Kathleen laughed.
"That's my Julie. She's always been a bit of a whore," said Julie's mother.
I nodded my head in agreement that Julie, indeed, was quite the whore.
"She blew me," I said. "She moved to her knees and stroked my cock while sucking my prick. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed," I said.
Kathy smiled.
"Like her mother, a talented cocksucker, she loves sucking cock," she said.
I laughed.
"Following her lead, many of the other cheerleaders took turns taking me in their hands to stroke me before taking me in their mouths to blow me. Not only did I cum in their mouths but I gave several of them cum baths, too," I said.
Kathleen laughed again.
"It's nice to see you again, John," she said.
I laughed.
"It was so nice to see you, again, Kathy," I said.
She smiled.
Before you get dressed, do a couple of laps around the garage for me naked. I'll stay here and watch you do the laps before allowing you to get dressed and go," she said.
I made a face. I looked at her with reluctance.
"Either you run or I take you down to the station. You can explain to my sergeant why you were in the women's restroom naked and playing with yourself," she said.
I removed my top coat and put on my shoes. I ran the laps.
# # #
That weekend, Kathy called me, and we started dating. We married three months later. I live with her and her stepdaughter, Julie. She and her mother walk around me while naked, and I walk around them naked, too. Whenever Julie invites her cheerleader friends over for a dip in her pool, and Kathleen invites her sister, Colleen over, too, we all swim naked in the pool.
The End
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Spank My Ass While Four Men Watch
Pull up my short skirt, pull down my panties, and spank me.
Something that happened thirty-years-ago, twenty-four-year-old Susan wanted her twenty-four-year-old boyfriend, Lance, to bend her over his knees, pull up her short skirt, pull down her panties, and spank her in front of four men. She wanted four men to see her white, French bikini panties. Then, after Lance removed her panties, she wanted the four men to see her naked, shapely ass, and the back of her blonde, trimmed pussy. She wanted him to spank her naked ass red raw. She wanted them to see his hand print on her naked ass.
"What," asked Lance?
He peered over his newspaper.
"I can feel you burning a hole through my newspaper, Susan," said Lance. "What's up?"
He moved his newspaper lower to look over his newspaper at his blonde bombshell of a girlfriend.
"Why are you looking at me like that?"
He looked at his girlfriend with curiosity.
"No reason, Lance. I was just thinking," she said with a shrug.
She gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
He laughed.
"Thinking? Bullshit. I know that look," he said.
He folded up his newspaper and put it down beside him.
# # #
"You're up to no good," he said. "What's going through your pretty head?"
She gave him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"If I tell you," she said, biting her lip. "You'll get mad."
He laughed.
"I'll get mad if you don't tell me," he said.
He stared at her long, shapely legs with a triangular patch of white panty showing above her knees and in between the tops of her thighs.
With her shapely thighs and panties exposed, he loved it when she sat with her knees parted open just enough to show him her panties. He wished she'd sit like that in front of his friends. Something that he'd never tell her; his sexual fantasy is watching his four friends gangbang her while she blew them. Alas, a one-man woman, she'd never allow them to gangbang her or blow them. She would never have sex with any of his friends, never mind all four of them at the same time.
Never mind his friends, with her hoping to marry him some day, she'd never have sex with anyone but with him. She was his woman and he was her man. If nothing more than his sexual fantasy, he'd loved to watch one of his friends take her from behind while she blew the other, and before switching off until all of his four friends had their cock in her pussy and in her mouth. How hot would that be?
Having masturbated over the image numerous times, he could picture her sucking them after fucking them. After cumming in her pussy, he could picture them cumming in her mouth. He imagined them cumming all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, long, blonde, lush hair, and across her naked her double D cup breasts. As if giving her a Japanese bukkake, he'd love to watch her receive a cum bath from all four of his friends. He'd love to see her dripping with their cum.
"Really, it's nothing. I was just thinking. Go back to reading your newspaper. I promise not to stare at you," she said with a little laugh.
# # #
He looked at her with inquisitiveness.
"C'mon tell me. I'm curious now. What is it," he asked? "What were you thinking?"
She looked at him and smiled.
"Well," she said, pausing to take her finger to her lip as if she was about to suck it. "I have this sexual fantasy. I've had it for a long time, and I can't stop thinking about it. You may get mad and think of me as an exhibitionist whore if I tell you what it is," said Susan. "You may not want to do it."
He leaned forward with his elbows on his knees.
"Okay, I'm interested enough to want to know what it is," he said. "So far so good. I like that you have a sexual fantasy. Why would I get mad over you having a sexual fantasy?"
She fidgeted with her fingers.
"Because," she gave him a sexy smile along with a look of wickedness.
As if she was a little girl, she lifted the hem of her skirt to play with and examine the material. When she did, she exposed more of her panties to him. He could not only see her panties now, he could see her pussy mound, her camel toe, her pussy slit, and her patch of trimmed pubic hair through her sheer, white bikini panties. By exposing her panties and all that lay beneath to him, she was making him horny.
He wondered if she was teasing him on purpose. She always makes him horny whenever she teases him. She's just so damn beautiful that he wished he could have sex with her every day, multiple times a day. She has the best body that he's ever seen, touched, and felt.
"Because what," he asked?
# # #
With her privately reserved in her thoughts, sometimes it was like pulling teeth to get anything out of her. He seldom knew what was on her dirty mind. Only, if she had a sexual fantasy, he knew that it must be a good one. He wanted to know what her sexual fantasy was.
"Because it's embarrassing," she said with embarrassed shame.
Clearly teasing him by not telling him, she giggled. He loved her giggle.
"Why is it embarrassing," he asked?
She fidgeted with her long, manicured, thin fingers.
"Because my sexual fantasy involves four other men," she said.
As if his brain had just exploded, he looked at her as shocked as he looked at her with sexual excitement.
'Four other men? My four friends,' he thought? 'Does she want to have gangbang sex with my four friends. Does she want to suck them and fuck them? Is her sexual fantasy to have a gangbang? No,' he thought. 'Her fantasy must be something else.'
"Wait," he said. "Your sexual fantasy is with four other men," he asked?
Now he was the one looking at her, staring at her actually. Did they have the same sexual fantasy? Was his sexual fantasy about to come true? Finally, was she willing to agree to have a gangbang with his friends while he watched and masturbated?
"Yes," she said, flipping back her long, lush, blonde hair with a toss of her head and a gentle wave of her hand.
# # #
He imagined her flipping back her blonde hair while one of his friends was fucking her from behind, and just before taking another one of his friend's cock in her mouth to stroke it while sucking it. God, she was so beautiful. She was so sexy.
He'd do anything for her, even allow her to have gangbang sex with his friends. He not only would love to watch her having sex with his friends but also, he'd love to video her having sex with them. With them on the same page for lots of things that they do and think of doing, he hoped that they had the same sexual fantasies.
He imagined her naked in their bedroom with his four, horny friends and, perhaps, with her stripped naked, tied to the bed, and blindfolded. He imagined her sucking and fucking one after another before they all piled on top of her touching her, licking her, and fucking her. He imagined videotaping the whole thing to play over and again while masturbating to the naked sight of her as she serviced his four friends. How hot would that be?
"A gangbang? Is that it? You want to pull a train with my four friends? Oh, boy, hot damn. Holy shit. I've always wanted to watch you having group sex while I watched and videoed you," he said.
She laughed and made a face while looking at him as if he was crazy.
"Slow down cowboy. I bet you'd wish I'd agree to being gangbanged by your four friends," she said with a laugh. "Just because you believe that a gangbang is every woman's sexual fantasy Lance, I can assure you that it is not mine. I'd never allow any of your friends in my bra and panties, never mind seeing me topless and/or naked," she said.
He looked at her with disappointment mixed with confusion.
"What then," he asked? "What is your sexual fantasy?"
# # #
He looked at her while wondering what a woman who looks like her would sexually fantasize about when pleasuring herself while rubbing her clit and fingering her nipples. Do beautiful women have sexual fantasies about hot men, too, he wondered? Or is it just horny men who sexually fantasize over beautiful women?
He wondered about rich and famous women? Do hot, female celebrities have sexual fantasies too? Why would anyone who was rich and/or famous have a sexual fantasy when they could have anyone at any time?
"I'm not sure if I want to tell you now," she said. "With you believing that the only sexual fantasy worth having is me being gangbanged by your friends is ludicrous. I'd rather not tell you what my sexual fantasy is now. In comparison to your sexual fantasy, you'd think my sexual fantasy wasn't much of one," she said.
He never should have told her about his friends gangbanging her. He was wrong to think that his sexual fantasy was her sexual fantasy. What was he thinking? He felt perversely perverted now.
"C'mon Susan. Tell me. Please? Whatever it is, I promise that I won't laugh," he said.
With the gangbang out of the question, the image of his four naked friends with his super-hot girlfriend faded from his mind. Even though he still wondered what she was thinking, she was right, he didn't care about her sexual fantasy when she wasn't thinking about being gangbanged by his four friends. Still, not a man unwilling to listen to his woman's sexual fantasy, he was curious to know what it was just the same.
"If I tell you, you promise that you won't laugh at me," she said, putting her feet on the floor and denying him an up-skirt peek between her legs.
He smiled.
"I promise that I won't laugh. Now tell me," he said.
He stared at her. He stared into her bright blue, beautiful eyes. She stared at him as if wondering if she should tell him or not. Then, she just blurted it out as if she was telling him what she wanted for breakfast.
# # #
"I went to a Catholic high school. When I was an eighteen-year-old senior, the nuns were very strict, especially Mother Superior Mary. She would call us to her office after school if our skirts were too short. She'd call us whores for showing the boys in class peeks of our panties," she said.
She laughed.
"When she spanked me, which was nearly every day because I had the best body in school. Also, because I always wore a skirt short enough that always flashed my panties, especially when I bent at the waist to pick up my dropped pencil. Mother Superior Mary seemed to enjoy spanking me, as much as I enjoyed her spanking me," she said.
She laughed.
"When she spanked any other girl, she only lifted their skirts. Spanked through their panties. She didn't pull down their panties. When she spanked any other girl, she spanked them with a switch. She always spanked me with her hand. In between spanks, she rested her hand on my naked ass. Several times, she even touched my wet, glistening pussy with her fingertips," she said.
Her face turned pink with sexual arousal. She fanned her face with her hand.
"When she spanked me, as soon as she pulled down my panties to expose my naked ass and the back of my pussy, Father O'Malley, Father O'brien, Father Thomas, and Father Riley always barged in her office to get something. Then, while talking to her, they stayed to watch her spank me," she said.
She laughed.
"They stared at my red, naked ass. They stared at the back of my exposed, blonde bushy, and glistening wet pussy. We didn't trim our cunts back then," she said. "We all had quite the big, hairy bushes."
Then, she looked at me and smiled.
"I want to be spanked," she said.
A flash of sexual arousal betrayed her look of embarrassment and shame.
"Pardon. Sorry. I thought you said that you want to be spanked," he said.
She gave him a big, toothy smile.
"I did. I want to be spanked," she said again. "My sexual fantasy is to be spanked in front of four men while they watch you spank me."
# # #
As if he was an American Indian about to put war paint on his face to go to war, Lance removed the elastic from his long, black hair. Proud of his hair, he had long, beautiful, blue-black hair. After learning what her sexual fantasy was, he looked at her with new insight and a renewed sexual appreciation of her.
From the first day that he met her, when she asked to drive his car and drove it faster than he ever could, this woman was always so full of surprises. Always enjoying flashing her sexy body, she took him with her on flashing adventures that he never thought he'd enjoy. He always thought he'd be jealous if another man looked lustfully at his girlfriend. Instead, he was sexually excited that she was willing to try something new, even if it was her flashing her naked ass and the back of her blonde, trimmed pussy to his friends when being spanked instead of being gangbanged.
"Lemme get this straight so that I understand and there's no misunderstanding. You want to be spanked, and you want to be spanked in front of my four friends. Is that it? Do I have that right?"
She looked at him with a sudden flash of sexual arousal.
"Yes, yes, and yes. God, yes," she said with a sexy laugh.
She looked up at him and smiled.
"Do you mean that you want to be spanked through your clothes, your pants or your short skirt?"
She shook her head while staring down at the floor with embarrassment.
"No," she said. "Spanking me through my clothes is like you kissing your sister. Although knowing you, you'd probably enjoy making out with your sister while feeling her through her clothes before slowly undressing her and stripping her naked," she said with a laugh.
He smiled.
"Ha, ha, very funny. So, back to your sexual fantasy, you want me to lift up your skirt and spank you through your panties? Is that it?"
She returned his smile with her smile.
"You're getting warmer," she said with a dirty laugh while putting her finger to her lips again.
He stared at her with his eyes bulging out of his head, and his mouth opened wide.
"Fuck me. No way," he said. "You want me to lift up your short skirt, pull down your panties to expose your naked ass and the back of your trimmed, blonde pussy to my four friends while spanking you?"
She gave him a big toothy grin.
"Yes," she said. "Oh, my God, yes," she said.
# # #
He beamed her a huge smile
"Fuck me. I hit the jackpot. I just died and went to Heaven," he said with a laugh before looking at her with a question. "Only, I don't understand. What does your sexual fantasy of being spanked have to do with my four, horny friends," he asked?
She laughed and shook her head.
"It doesn't. I want you to spank me in front of four men but not necessarily your friends," she said. "I want the four men to see me in my panties before they see my naked ass and the back of my naked pussy."
She looked at him as if she had just done something wrong and needed to be spanked, instead of about to do something good, so good that it was bad, very bad.
"Just so I understand and there's no misunderstanding later, when I do this to you and you hit me over the head with a frying pan," he said with a laugh.
"Yes?"
He paused to look at her and to read her reaction to all that he was saying.
"You want me to put you over my knees,"
She smiled.
"Yes," she said, getting more sexually excited.
She smiled wider.
"You want me to lift up your short skirt, and expose your panties to four men," he said.
She nodded her head.
"You want me to pull down your panties to expose your naked ass and the back of your pussy to four, horny men," he said.
She felt her breast through her blouse and her bra.
"Yes," she said. "Yes! Yes! Oh God, yes," she said.
# # #
She tossed back her head as if she had just had an orgasm.
"But," she said.
She looked at him while smiling.
"But what?"
She put her hand between her legs and slowly rubbed her clit through her panty. She paused while rethinking what she was going to say. Then, she said it.
"Only, not your friends. I want to pick my own four men," she said. "I want to choose which men."
Lance made a face while looking at her dumbfounded.
"Which friends? I only have four friends, Susan," said Lance.
She laughed.
# # #
"That's true but Michael leers at me. Bill never stops staring at me and undresses me with his yes. Glenn stares at my tits all the time. And Ron drools while staring between my legs as if he's waiting to see my naked pussy magically appear," she said with a laugh.
"Before I invite them over, I'll talk to them. I'll tell Michael not to leer at you. I'll tell Bill to stop staring at you and undressing you with his eyes. I'll tell Glenn not to stare at your tits. I'll tell Ron not to drool while staring at your fully clothed pussy. Okay?"
She smiled.
"Okay but those aren't any of the men that I want them to watch you spank me," she said.
Lance looked at her with confusion.
"If not those men, then who," he asked?
She paused while giving him a sexy look and a naughty smile.
"I want you to spank me in front of them," she said.
She paused again to look at his reaction to what she was about to say.
"Who," he asked again? "Who are the four men? Tell me, Susan," he said.
# # #
She smiled. Unable to hide her sexual arousal, she turned a bright red while fingering her nipple through her blouse and bra.
"Your older brother. Your father. Your uncle. And your grandfather," she said.
Unembarrassed and unashamed, she laughed.
"I'd love to see their reactions to them seeing my panties, my naked ass, and the back of glistening wet naked pussy while you spank me," she said.
He stared at her stunned.
"Wait. What? You want me to expose you to my brother, my father, my uncle, and my grandfather? Why? I don't get it."
She laughed.
"I see how they stare at me. They all undress me with their eyes. They all want to have sex with me," she said. "They all want to fuck me and cum in my cunt. They all want me to blow them, cum in my mouth, and watch me swallow."
She smiled.
"If you do that for me, I'll do something for you," she said.
She gave him a wink.
# # #
"Pray tell. If I spanked your naked ass in front of my brother, my father, my uncle, and my grandfather, what would you do for me," he asked?
She laughed. Ready to give him all that he wanted, she paused.
"If you do this for me, Lance," she said.
She paused again, this time even longer.
"I'll let them gangbang me. While they take turns fucking me from behind and cumming in my pussy, I'll take turns blowing them, allowing them to cum in my mouth, and watching me swallow them," she said.
He smiled at Susan, his cocksucking whore of a girlfriend. Not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, Lance looked at her with shrewdness, and with an ulterior motive in mind.
"I'd want something in addition to that, too," he said.
Susan returned his smile with her smile.
"What else could you possibly want," she asked?
After my brother, my father, my uncle, and my grandfather watched me spank you, and gangbanged you, too while you allow them to take turns fucking them and sucking them," he said.
As if thinking and imagining all that he wanted, he paused.
"After you have gangbang sex with my brother, my father, my uncle, and my grandfather, too," he said.
He paused again while smiling.
"I'd want to have threesome sex with your sister, Kathy, and your mother, Natalie," he said.
She laughed.
"That can be arranged," she said. "They'd love to have sex with you, as much as you want to have sex with them.
# # #
That weekend, Lance invited his twenty-six-year-old brother, Joe, his fifty-year-old father, Steve, his forty-eight-year-old uncle, Frank, and his seventy-two-year-old grandfather, John, to watch him spank Susan. They all sat in the living room under the guise of watching Sunday's football game. They left Lance's red reclining chair, the seat of honor, for him to sit.
As soon as they arrived, the four men greeted Susan by kissing her on the lips and giving her a pelvic-to-pelvic hug. They pressed her big breasts against their chests. No doubt, wishing they could touch, feel, and squeeze her shapely ass through her short skirt, they rested their horny hands at the top of her hip while hugging her. They all stared at her while undressing her with their horny eyes. Susan disappeared in the kitchen and returned to deliver the men beers.


"Honey, we need some snacks," said Lance.
Susan turned and looked at Lance with anger.
"Jesus, Lance, get them yourself. I've been busy all morning while you've been playing video games," she said. "I'm tired. I need to sit down. I've been looking forward to talking to your family before the start of the game," she said.
He grabbed her by her arm.
"Get them myself," he said? "You've been a bad girl all morning. Do you know what you need," he asked?
He looked to his brother before looking at his father, his uncle, and his grandfather.
"You need a good spanking," he said while laughing.
# #
He pulled her over his knee. Then, with all four men staring at Susan's fully clothed ass, he lifted her short skirt. He showed his brother, his father, his uncle, and his grandfather, Susan sheer, French bikini panties.
Then, not stopping there, while smiling up at the four men, he pulled down, and removed her panties. He felt, fondled, and squeezed her naked ass in front of his brother, his father, his uncle, and his grandfather. He gave them all a good, long look of her naked ass and the back of her glistening wet, pussy, while he spanked her.
He spanked her faster. He spanked her harder. He continued spanking her until her ass was red and raw. He left his hand print on her naked ass.
"I'm not done with you, Susan," he said.
He laughed.
"Your punishment is for my family to gangbang you," he said.
He looked to his brother, his father, his uncle, and his grandfather.
"Joe, dad, Uncle Frank, grandpa, I want you all to have your turn with my cocksucking whore of a girlfriend. Trust me, she won't mind. In the privacy of our bedroom during pillow talk, she's always said how much she wanted to fuck you and suck you all."
With them all not wanting to regret missing this once in a lifetime sexual experience, they all took turns fucking her pussy. While one man fucked her cunt and came in her pussy from behind, she stroked and sucked another who humped her mouth and fucked face in front of her. In the way she allowed the first man to cum in her pussy, she allowed the second man to cum in her mouth.
# # #
After Lanced watched and videoed Susan being gangbanged, it was his turn to have threesome sex with Susan's mother and sister. She invited the both of them over to her house the following weekend. Once up in their bedroom they all stripped themselves naked except for Susan. She watched the sexual action from her seat in the corner of the room.
She watched her mother, Natalie, Natty, Nasty Natty, sit on her boyfriend's face. While he fingered and licked his mother-in-law's naked cunt while fondling her big, double D cup, naked breasts, and fingered her erect nipples, her sister, Kathy stroked and sucked her boyfriend's cock. As soon as Natty had her oral orgasm, and Lance ejaculated a load in Kathy's mouth and she swallowed, they switched.
Kathy sat on Lance's face. He fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. He fondled her naked D cup breasts, while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting her erect nipples while Natalie stroked and sucked her son-in-law's big dick.
From that day forward, instead of coming together to watch the football game, the eight of them all came together to orgy like sex. The men all had sex with Susan, her mother, Natalie, and her sister, Kathy, while the women had consensual and willing gangbang sex with the men. True to their motto, the family that has sex together, stays together.
The End
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Forbidden Sex with Girlfriend's Mom
Boyfriend makes a deal with girlfriend's hot MILF of a mother
My eighteen-year-old girlfriend's forty-two-year-old mother, Amada, is a real MILF. From the first day that I met her, I've always been sexually attracted to her. Then, out of the blue, she requested that I break up with her daughter, Molly. With us just starting to have sex, to me a good thing but to her a bad thing, she feared that we were getting too serious too fast.
Unexpectedly, Molly's mother, Mrs. Martin called me on my cell phone. She said that she needed to talk to me while her daughter was in class. She invited me to her house. I feared that I had done something wrong.
Nervous as all hell, as if being called to the principal's office, as soon as I rang her doorbell, she opened her front door and greeted me. Seemingly, expecting me to come, she was waiting for me.
"Thanks for coming by Brett. Come in and have a seat," she said.
I sat next to her on her couch.
"What would you like to drink, she asked? "I have coffee, tea, soda, or water," she said.
I waved my hand.
"I'm good," I said.
She smiled at me while touching my knee. Her hand felt good on my knee. I only wished she'd move her hand higher.
"I wanted to talk to you about Molly," she said. "With her just starting college, after she graduates, she wants to go to law school. Her dream has always been to become a lawyer," said her mother. "I don't want to deny her of her dream."
She paused while staring up at me. Then, she got right to the point,
"I'd like you to put your relationship on hold, Brett. I want you to wait until after she graduates from law school and passes the bar," she said.
She paused again. This time she had a serious look on her face.
"Promise me that you won't see her again until after she graduates from law school," she said.
I made a face, looked at her as if she was nuts, and shook my head no.
"I can't promise you that, Mrs. Martin. It will be years before she graduates from law school," I said. "She may not want to continue our relationship. She may have fallen in love with someone else."
No doubt, that was what her mother was wanting me to say and hoping to hear.
# # #
I smiled down at her mother.
"Molly is my one and only. I love her. I want to marry her," I said.
I stretch out my six-foot-four-inch frame. I pushed back my black hair. I made eye contact with her brown eyes with my blue eyes.
"I want her to have our children one day."
Her mother looked at me with resoluteness while nodding her head.
"That's what I feared, Brett. The last thing that Molly needs before she passes the bar is to become pregnant," she said. "I don't want that, and I'm sure that she doesn't want that either.
I nodded my head in agreement and smiled.
"As soon as we marry, we want to have children, a boy for me and a girl for her. After I come into my trust fund at twenty-one-years-old, we want to buy a house, and we want to start a family," I said. "Law school can wait. She can attend law school after we marry. There's no age limit on becoming a lawyer," I said.
Her mother made a face.
"No," she said. "She must follow her head and not her heart. She must make her dreams come true, attend law school, and pass the bar before she marries anyone."
I looked at her with sadness.
"But I love her," I said again. "I really love her, I do."
# # #
Her mother smiled at me, picked up her pocketbook, and took out her checkbook.
"What if I paid you to break up with her? What if I gave you money to end your relationship with my daughter," she asked?
She opened her checkbook and with pen in hand. Her mother was ready to pay me off not to see and have sex with Molly anymore.
"I have money," she said. "Tell me. How much will it take for you to leave her alone? Five-thousand? Ten thousand? What's your price," she asked? "Just name it."
I lowered my head in sadness. I stared down at the carpet before looking up at her and smiling.
"Now that I'm having regular sex with Molly, I can't go without having sex," I said. "I love kissing her. I love making out with her while feeling her through her clothes. I love making love to her. I love having sex with your daughter, Mrs. Martin," I said.
Amanda smiled and touched and rubbed my shoulder in the way that I wished she'd touch and rub my cock.
"I understand. Sex is good, especially when you're young and you think that you're in love," said.
She paused. She gave me a big smile.
"I have a lot of friends with pretty daughters. Their dreams are to marry and have babies. I'll help you find another woman," she said. "Much like bobbing for apples in a barrel full of them, there's plenty of other fish in the sea."
She had her pen poised to her check.
"Tell me. How much should I write out the check?"
# # #
I waved my hand at her.
"I don't want your money. I don't need your money. I have plenty of money of my own. And I don't need you to find me another woman," I said.
I paused while smiling at her and making eye contact with her big, beautiful brown eyes.
"I've already found another woman," I said.
Amanda beamed me a big smile. She touched my leg again. This time she touched my thigh and rubbed it.
"That's great. Who's the other woman? Is she one of her friends," she asked? "With her being a cheerleader, Molly has lots of friends."
I returned her big smile with my big smile.
"The other woman," I said with a pause. "Is you, Mrs. Martin," I said. "If I can't Molly, then, I want you."
Daring myself to do so to me sexually touching her, I reached out my hand and felt her D cup breast through her blouse and her bra. Her breast felt so big. Her breast felt as soft as it felt firm.
She looked down at my hand on her breast and slapped my hand away.
"Oh, my God. Stop that. Don't do that," she said. "How dare you touch me in such a sexually inappropriate way?"
# # #
I smiled.
"I'll make a deal with you, Mrs. Martin. Instead of you paying me off to stop seeing your daughter, I want to have sex with you. If I agree to break up with your daughter," I said. "If I agree to no longer have sex with," I said. "I want to have sex with you."
I paused and felt her breast again. This time, surprising me, she didn't slap my hand away.
"If I can have sex with you, Mrs. Martin," I said. "I'd much rather have sex with you than with your daughter."
She stared down at my hand and up at me with shocked surprise while I continued feeling her breasts through her clothes, first one and then the other.
"I've never cheated on my husband, Brett," she said. "I'd never cheat on him. I can't do that. Even though you are very attractive, I just can't," she said.
She slowly shook her pretty head.
"That would be wrong. It would be nasty to cheat on my husband with my daughter's boyfriend. I can't do that," she said.
I laughed.
"Nonsense," I said. "We can do other things that wouldn't be considered flat out cheating or sex," I said.
With her not stopping me, I continued feeling her breasts through her clothes. As soon as her nipples made their erect impressions through her blouse and her unpadded bra, I fingered those, too. Clearly, she was as sexually aroused as I was horny.
As soon as I fingered her nipples, she stared down at my hand. She made a face of disbelief and swatted my hand away from feeling her breasts through her clothes.
"Stop that, Brett. Oh, my God. I'm old enough to be your mother," she said.
I laughed.
"I love older women, especially older women with big breasts," I said.
This time, with her not stopping me, and not slapping my hand away, I continued feeling her breasts again.
"Other things? What do you mean by saying other things," she asked?
Seemingly, she was preoccupied thinking what other things could be that wasn't considered cheating and/or wasn't considered having sex.
# # #
Again, daring myself to do so, and not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I stood, and she stared up at me while watching me unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. I pushed my jeans and my briefs down to my ankles. Something that I never expected to do, I exposed my naked, erect cock to my girlfriend's mother. I wrapped my hand around my big dick and quickly stroked myself to a bigger and harder erection.
With her eyes bugging out of her head and her mouth hanging open, she stared at my big dick. Continuing to stare, not looking away in embarrassment and/or shame, she never removed her eyes from my erection. I continued stroking myself to a bigger and harder erection.
She shocked me by what she said next.
"Oh, my," she said. "You have the longest, the thickest, and the hardest penis that I've ever seen. You are much bigger than my husband's puny prick," she said with a little laugh.
I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. She stood and ran to quickly grab a towel from her linen closet. As soon as she handed it to me, I ejaculated a load of cum in the towel while she watched.
# # #
I pulled up my underwear and my jeans. I zipped and buttoned my jeans. I sat beside her.
"My deal is this. For me to break up with Molly, not to have sex with her, and not to see her again, you must agree to do sexy things with me until she starts college in September," I said.
I looked at her while waiting for her reply.
"That's only ten weeks away. I'll visit you weekly. You must do the things that I ask you to do," I said.
I laughed nervously. With her not agreeing to my proposal, she remained silent. Then, she showed her interest by asking me her question.
"What do you mean by me doing sexy things," she asked?
I smiled.
"I'd like to continue exposing my naked, erect prick to you. I'd like to continue masturbating in front of you. I'd like for you to watch me cum," I said.
Not answering me, she still didn't agree to my proposal.
"You've given me much to consider. Let me think about it," she said.
She stood and motioned me to leave.
"You must go now. Please leave before Molly comes home," she said.
# # #
While Molly was still in her classes, making my second visit, I returned to Mrs. Martin's house the following week. With her still not having agreed to my proposal, she invited me inside of her home again.
As if she was there waiting for me, as soon as I rang her doorbell, she was there.
"Hi, Mrs. Martin. I'm here for our weekly session," I said.
She opened her front door and allowed me entry.
"After you exposed yourself and jerked off in front of me, you need not call me Mrs. Martin. Please call me Amada," she said.
She laughed a nervous little laugh.
"Okay, Amada," I said.
She ushered me to the couch. She sat across from me in her chair.
"This time," I said. "I want you to remove your blouse and your skirt. I want to see you in your bra and panties."
A flash of sexual arousal betrayed her look of embarrassment.
"I want you to allow me to touch and feel you through your lingerie while making out with you and masturbating," I said.
I smiled up at her.
"Please remove your blouse and your skirt. I want to see what you look like in your bra and panties," I said.
Instead of not doing what I asked, her pretty face turned a bright red with sexual arousal.
# # #
Obediently obeying me without protest, as if she was my very own Stepford wife, she slowly and sexily unbuttoned her blouse while smiling at me. With each unbuttoned button, before unbuttoning the next button, she looked down to see what I could see before looking up at me. I stared at the tops of her meaty, jiggling D cup breasts. I stared at her sexy line of cleavage. I stared at the top of her lacy and sheer low-cut, light blue bra.
I unbuttoned, unzipped, and allowed my jeans to fall to my ankles. She stared at the big bulge in my briefs. Then, I pushed down my briefs to expose my big dick to her again.
Once her blouse was unbuttoned, she removed her blouse to show me her bra clad breasts. Then, she unbuttoned and unzipped her short skirt and allowed that to fall to her feet. She showed me her matching, light blue, French bikini panties. I stared at her bra clad breasts, as much as I stared at her ass and pussy clad panties. She looked sensational in her sexy lingerie.
Comparing Amanda to how Molly looks in her sexy lingerie, I would never toss her mother out of bed for eating crackers. Indeed, for a mature woman, she had one hell of a body. Where most mothers are short and fat, guessing her height and weight, Amanda had quite the body on her five-foot-nine-inch, one-hundred-thirty-pound frame.
She already had a towel there ready for me to masturbate into. She took a step closer. She allowed me to feel her big breasts and finger her erect nipples through her sheer, unpadded bra
She allowed me to feel, squeeze, and spank her ass through her panties. She allowed me to cup her pussy through her panties. While I stroked myself faster and harder, I slid a slow finger along her pussy slit through her panties before cumming again in a towel.
As soon as I ejaculated in the towel, I left.
# # #
I returned the next week, my third visit.
Hi, Amanda. This week, I want you to remove your bra. While you watch me masturbate myself again, I want you to allow me to see, touch, feel, fondle, and grope your naked breasts while fingering and sucking your erect nipples. Instead of cumming in a towel, I want you to kneel before me and allow me to cum all over your naked breasts," I said.
She removed her blouse and her bra. Molly's mother was topless. While turning one way before turning the other way, she proudly showed me her naked breasts. I loved her big tits.
Obediently obeying me again, she watched me stroking myself. I stroked myself faster. I stroked myself harder. When it was time for me to cum, she knelt before me while staring up at me. Then, she allowed me to cum all over her naked breasts.
There was so much cum. I coated her naked tits with my cum. My cum dripped from her breasts. Removing any evidence that we had sex, she used the towel to wipe away my cum.
# # #
I arrived the following week, my fourth visit, while Molly was in class.
"Today, I want to see and video naked, Amada," I said. "I not only want to see, feel, fondle, and grope your naked breasts but also, I want to see, touch, feel, squeeze, and slap your naked ass."
Breathing through her mouth, ready to strip herself naked, she looked at me with a sexy smile and a naughty look. She looked at me as if she was as eager for me to see her without her clothes, as I was excited to see her naked.
"After you watch me masturbate and cum, I want to masturbate you. I want to rub your clit. I want to finger fuck your cunt. I want to find your G spot and press on that, too. I want to give you an orgasm with my fingers," I said. I want to see and hear you cum."
I was surprised that she didn't object to me videoing her naked. She seemed consensually willing for me to finger her pussy, too.
While I masturbated myself, I masturbated her.
"Brett, oh, Brett. That feels so good. Rub my clit harder. Finger fuck me deeper. Press on my G spot. Yes, that's it. I'm cumming, Brett. I'm cumming."
With us sitting side by side on the couch on top of towels, with her so very horny and sexually unsatisfied, not taking her long to cum, I watched her close her eyes, stiffen her legs, and arch her back while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
Not allowing her to rest for long, I stood in front of her and ejaculated a load of cum all over her naked body. I exploded cum, all over her naked breasts, her stomach, and her legs. Except for cumming all over her face and in her beautiful, brown hair, I gave her a cum bath. I ejaculated cum everywhere all over her naked body. She wiped cum from her with a towel, and I left.
# # #
The next week, the fifth week, halfway to the end, I hoped she'd agree to take the next step with me.
"Now that I masturbated you last week, I want you to masturbate me this week," I said. "Instead of sitting on the couch beside me, move to your knees between my legs. I want you to strip topless so that I may fondle your naked breasts while fingering your erect nipples as you stroke me," I said.
Again, obediently opening me, doing whatever I asked her to do, she removed her top. She reached behind her, removed her bra straps from her shoulders, her arms from her bra straps, and removed her bra. Then, she knelt between my legs while topless.
She smiled up at me. She cupped her big breasts in both of her hands. She lifted her breasts to her mouth and sucked her nipples.
Then, she took my stiff prick in her soft and warm hand. She wrapped her long, manicured fingers around my cock and stroked me. She stroked me faster. She stroked me harder.
I stared down at her while she stared up at me. Molly's mother masturbated me. I shot a load of cum all over her naked breasts, and leaving no evidence of our sexual affair behind, she wiped me from her tits with a towel.
As soon as I ejaculated, I left.
# # #
I returned for the sixth week for oue silently agreed upon sexual session.
"Strip naked," I said.
By the look of shock on her face, I surprised her.
"I want to finger and lick your pussy. I want to eat your cunt. I want to give you an orgasm with my fingers and with my tongue," I said.
Obediently obeying me again, she stripped herself naked. She covered the couch with towels. She spread her long legs wide. I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I fingered her pussy while licking her cunt. I ate the pussy of Molly's mother.
I rubbed her clit harder. I licked her cunt faster. I finger fucked her deeper. I pressed on her G spot.
"Brett! Brett! Oh, my God, Brett! Don't stop rubbing my clit. Don't stop licking my pussy. I'm cumming, Brett. I'm cumming."
She fell silent for a second.
"Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Finger fuck me deeper. Press on my G spot. That's it. Right there. Eat me, Brett. Eat my cunt," she said.
Again, not taking her long to cum, she closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, and arched her back. As if my face was a sponge, giving me her version of a cum bath, she took my head in both of her hands and rubbed my face all over her cunt. I had her vaginal secretions everywhere, in my hair, on my eyebrows, in my eyes, up my nose, in my mouth, and dripping from my chin. Then, she had a screaming orgasm.
As soon as she had her orgasm, while she enjoyed the afterglow of sex, I left.
# # #
The next week, the seventh seven, I was ready to go even further with her.
"Since I ate your pussy last week, I want you to blow me this week. I want you to stroke me while sucking my prick. I want to cum in your mouth. I want to watch you swallow," I said.
Expecting her to refuse to blow me, I was surprised when she did. As soon as I unbuttoned, unzipped, and pushed down my jeans and underwear, she was all my naked, erect cock. Wrapping her long, manicured finger around my thick dick, sShe took me in her soft and warm hand.
She stroked me. She leaned forward to take me in her mouth. She sucked me. Molly's mother blew me while I fondled her naked breasts and pinched, pulled, turned, and twisted her erect nipples.
"I love your big prick, Brett," she temporarily removed my prick from her mouth to speak. "Your cock is so much bigger than my husband's penis. Your cock is the biggest prick that I ever held in my hand and stuffed in my mouth," she said with a dirty laugh.
As soon as she took me in her mouth again, I put a gentle hand behind her brunette, pretty head. Something that I never expected to do to Molly's mother, I humped her mouth. I fucked her face.
I exploded a load of cum in her mouth and she swallowed. Then, as soon as she released the pressure of her lips to remove me from her mouth, I exploded a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her brown hair, and across her naked breasts. I gave Amanda a cum bath.


She wiped herself with a towel. She laughed. She loved receiving a cum bath as much as I enjoyed giving her one.
"Oh, my God, Brett. I love blowing you. I love your big and hard prick. Never have I swallowed as much cum. You gave me the best cum bath that I ever had," she said.
I quickly left before Molly returned home from class.
# # #
When I arrived the following week, the eighth week, I asked her to strip naked again. With her husband away on business and her daughter in class, I told her that I wanted to make love to her. We moved to her bedroom.
She stripped herself naked, and as soon as she did and I did, I mounted her. She reached down between my legs to take my erect cock in her soft and warm hand. She parted her swollen pussy lips with my erect prick.
Not wearing a condom, I slowly, lovingly, and passionately humped her while making out with her. Then, humping her faster and humping her harder, no longer making love, we were fucking. She returned my fast and hard humps with her fast and humps. I fucked her and she fucked me.
Hoping to impregnate her with my baby, I ejaculated a load of cum in her warm and wet pussy. As soon as I ejaculated cum in her cunt, I left before Molly came home. The last thing that we wanted was for her to catch us naked and having sex.
# # #
The tenth week finally arrived too soon. This was our last sexual session together. We were having too much fun masturbating one another, having oral sex, making love, and fucking.
Never hearing her opening the front door, Molly came home early. Her class was canceled when her professor called in ill. Thinking that we were alone, we weren't very quiet. Molly caught me with my naked ass in their air fucking her mother.
"Brett! Oh, my God! Mom! What are you doing? Is this why you wanted Brett to breakup with me so that you could fuck him," she asked?
# # #
With Amanda pregnant, she divorced her husband. I married mother instead of daughter. We lived together as a family. Not wanting to make Molly pregnant, she still masturbated me and blew me while I masturbated and ate her while my wife, her mother, watched.
The End
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I Paid My Stepmom for Forbidden Sex
Son wins the lottery & pays his MILF of a stepmom for sex.
Named after my grandfather, the strongman in the circus in his day, my name is Samson. He was rumored to have a big dick as I do, too. I'm twenty-four-years-old. I'm six-foot-four-inches tall and weigh a muscular two-hundred and forty-pounds. A powerlifter, I love lifting heavy things. No matter, I get to travel with the men in the contest, stay at hotels, and eat for free.
Having worked out with weights since I was a teenager, I'm strong enough to enter the World's Strongest Man competitions that are held all around the world. Only, small compared to the giants who enter the competition, I'm not big enough nor strong enough to win. Yet, I still have lots of muscles. Mainly because of my handsome face with black hair and blue eyes, I receive admiring looks from women
I not only take after my grandfather in name, in strength, and in cock size, but oddly enough, I take after him for the sexual attraction that he had for his mother. He fell in love with his forty-four-year mother, Flora, my great grandmother, and had illicit sex with her. Too young to remember my mother when she died, I've fallen in love with my forty-four-year-old stepmother, Olivia.
Born out of their incestuous relationship, they had a daughter, my mother, Monica, but she died when I was young. My dad married Olivia. Even after my dad died of a heart attack, she stayed with me, and raised me for the rest of my life. The only mother I've known, I love my stepmother as if she's my real mother.
# # #
Filled with embarrassment and shame afterwards, when she's a little tipsy and a bit drunk drinking wine, she tells me all about some of her old lovers. Surprisingly, she had quite a few of them. It's difficult to believe that my beloved stepmother may have been a whore.
As do many older men love having sex with younger women, because they're sexy, shapely, and beautiful, many older women love having with younger men, too, because they're handsome and can get and maintain a big and hard erection. Not looking for love, just sex, she prefers sexual partners who don't want to have commitments. Not having to wonder if my stepmom sucks cock, no doubt, she does.
Interestingly enough, unembarrassed and unashamed to write, in the way that my grandfather had sex with his mother, I want to have sex with my stepmother. Ever since I turned eighteen-years-old, I have always been sexually attracted to my forty-four-year-old stepmother, Olivia. Alas, something that will never happen, I'll never have forbidden sex with her. I stroke myself while imagining her naked and having incestuous sex with me.
Only, and again, even though I would love to have sex with her, my stepmother would never have sex with me. With my mother modestly moral, a church going and God-fearing woman, she's as careful with her comportment as if she was a Catholic nun. Sadly, and sexually frustratingly, I've never seen as much as her bra strap.
She's never given me a upskirt peeks of her panties or up nightgown peeks of her naked pussy. She's never given me down blouse views of her long line of sexy cleavage or of her low-cut bras. She's never given me a down nightgown view of her naked breasts.
Always looking to see, I've never seen an upskirt peek of her panties. I've never seen an up-nightgown peeks of her naked pussy. I've never seen a down blouse view of her cleavage and/or bra. I've never seen down nightgown views of her naked breasts. She always sits like a lady.
# # #
Then, something that I'll never forget and still masturbate over, there was that time when she drove me to see colleges. We were caught in a monsoon-like rainstorm and had to find shelter until the storm ended. The rain came down so hard that people parked beneath overpasses. With it very foggy, it rained too hard to see. Our navigation system reported lots of detours because of accidents.
We got a room at a motel, the last room that only had one queen-sized bed. With the room not even having a couch, unless I slept on the floor, I had to sleep with my stepmother. When she left the room to take her shower, she left the bathroom door ajar to let out the steam.
Not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity to see her without her clothes, being the pervert that I am, I peeked inside the bathroom as she undressed. Finally seeing her without her clothes, I spied on my naked stepmother. I not only saw her in her bra and panties, I saw her topless. I couldn't believe that I finally saw her naked.
Being stealthily quiet, as if I was a Ninja, I saw her shapely naked ass, her brown trimmed, naked pussy, and her big, D cup, naked breasts. As soon as we arrived home, I couldn't wait to stroke myself over all that I saw of her. I'll be jerking off over seeing her without her clothes for the rest of my horny life.
# # #
That night, as soon as I took my shower and emerged from the bathroom, wearing just my towel, the power went out. Totally pitch black, it was so dark in the room that I couldn't see to find my underwear. Daring myself to do so, I removed my towel and went to bed naked. Something that I thought would never happen in my wildest masturbation fantasy, I couldn't believe that I was in bed with my stepmom while naked.
As soon as I climbed in bed with her, with her smelling like lemons, I had the biggest and hardest erection that I ever had in my life. Afraid to come in contact with her and touch her, I remained on the edge of the bed, as far as I could from her. If I was any further away from her, I'd fall off the bed. Something that I'm prone to do, I just hope that I didn't have a wet dream and prematurely cum all over her naked ass.
Again, as soon as I climbed in bed and climbed beneath the covers, I inadvertently touched the side of my mom's naked hip. Apparently as soon as she climbed in bed and wiggled beneath the covers, her nightgown was all of the way up to her waist. My stepmom's naked ass and her naked pussy were mere inches away from the head of my throbbing and pulsating prick.
Again, something that will never happen, I only wished she would have sex with me. Again, with her a church going and God-fearing woman, she'd never have sex with me in the way that I'd love to have sex with her. She doesn't look at me in the same way that I stare at her when undressing her with my horny eyes.
Then, shocking me as much as she sexually excited me, she said something that I never expected her to say.
"With the power off, and the heat no longer on, hold me, I'm cold," she said. "Hug me, Samson. Cuddle your mother. Spoon me. I need your body heat to warm me," she said.
As soon as she said that, she moved closer to me and I moved closer to her. I put my arm around her to hold her, hug her, cuddle her, and spoon her. And, as soon as I did, she took my hand by my wrist and moved it to her nightgown clad breast. I couldn't believe she did that.
I held my stepmother's breast in the palm of my hand. Daring myself not to move my hand for fear of touching her erect nipple, I cupped her big D cup breast. Having never felt her breast before, it felt as big as it felt soft and firm.
Then, when she pushed her naked ass against me, my erect cock rested between her ass cheeks, and the back of her naked pussy. Instead of moving away as soon as the head of my erect prick touched her, she wiggled her ass tighter against me. With her dry humping me, I was practically fucking her from behind.
"I like that, Samson," she said.
She wiggled her ass closer to me again. With the head of my cock right up against her naked pussy, I could feel that my stepmother was as wet as I was hard.
"Don't move. That feels good," she said.
She wiggled her ass again.
# # #
Finally, with the storm over, we awoke early. It was still very dark in the room. The room had no windows. We rented the last room, an interior room behind the front desk that was used for the staff when they needed to sleep at the motel overnight.
I climbed out of bed naked with a huge erection, my morning wood. We quickly found our clothes in the dark. With my stepmom's arms poised overhead, she removed her nightgown just as the power was restored.
As if we were two deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car, we were naked in front of one another. With her not covering her nakedness with her hands or with her forearm, she stood before me in shock and in sexual arousal. I didn't cover my erect, naked prick with my hand either. I wanted her to see my cock.
As soon as I arrive home, I'll be jerking over not only after seeing her naked but also, after dick flashing her. She stared at my erect, naked prick in the way that I stared at her naked breasts and her brown, bushy pussy. She seemed to like my big dick as much as I loved her shapely and sexy, naked body.
"Oh, my, Samson," she said.
She laughed.
"You have the biggest penis that I've ever seen," she said with another laugh. "Is that what was poking me all night," she asked? "Were you naked? Did you come to bed without your clothes?"
"I nodded my head. As soon as I stepped out of the shower, we lost power. I couldn't see to find my underwear," I said.
Again, instead of covering her nakedness, with her arms by her sides, pushing out her shapely hip, she struck a pose as if she was a naked model on a fashion runway.
"What do you think of your old stepmother's body," she asked? "I saw you spying on me last night when I was undressing to shower. I know that you've already seen me naked," she said.
She shrugged as if it was no big deal that I saw her without her clothes. Unable to remove my eyes from her, memorizing every curve, mold, and freckle, I continued staring at my naked stepmother in the way that she continued staring at me.
"You have a beautiful body, mom," I said. "I love your big and shapely breasts."
Saying nothing more about seeing one another naked, even while on the long drive home, we quickly got dressed, had a continental breakfast of coffee and a bagel, and left.
# # #
With the price of rent, gas, and groceries so expensive, unable to afford my own apartment, even with roommates, I still live with my stepmother. Who wouldn't want to live with someone who looks like her? Literally, she's a real MILF. She's a mother that I'd love to fuck.
We share the monthly expenses. After seeing one another naked, curious for her reaction to seeing me without my clothes, while hoping she'd share my nudity, daring myself to do so, I walked around her naked. As if I'm a nudist, I loved walking around my stepmom totally naked, especially when I had an erection.
I stroked myself to an erection before coming out of my bedroom. With her not looking away in embarrassment and/or in shame, she not only looked, she stared. She stared at my naked, erect prick. She seemed to enjoy seeing my big dick as much as I love showing her my long and thick cock. Only, surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, she did something that she never did before. Instead of walking around me without her clothes, she wore her revealing nighties without wearing a robe over them.
With her not admonishing me for being naked in front of her, she never told me to put on some clothes. Indeed, she liked seeing me without my clothes as much as I like dick flashing her. Something so shockingly surprising and sexually exciting, after hearing her tell her sister over the cell phone that she saw my big, erect prick, she even allowed me to remain naked in front of her sister, Ellen, my aunt. Not stopping there, keeping our nudity all in the family, she allowed me to remain naked in front of her mother, Mary, my grandmother.
The best part about remaining naked with an erection is when her friends, and/or her next-door neighbor came over to visit. With them older women, they all loved seeing my naked, erect prick. With not one of them looking away in embarrassment and shame, they all stared. With none of them having men in their lives, they liked seeing my big dick as much as I loved showing them my erect cock, and as much as my stepmother loved seeing my engorged prick.
In the way that I always have an erection when naked in front of my stepmother, I always have an erection when in front of my aunt and my grandmother, our next-door neighbor, and my mother's friends. Knowing that I'd be there without my clothes, they all enjoyed seeing me naked. They visited us more often.
Like my mother, my aunt, and my grandmother, instead of looking away or asking me to get dressed, they not only looked, they continued to stare at my naked cock. Clearly, they liked seeing my naked, erect cock as much as I loved showing them my stiff prick. Deliberately dick flashing them made my prick bigger and harder.
# # #
Taking the next step, I placed a towel on the couch before sitting next to my nightgown attired stepmother, Olivia. She allowed me to put my arm around her shoulder and cuddle with her while I'm still naked. While waiting for and hoping that she'd touch my naked prick and take my erect dick in her hand, she left her soft and warm hand on my thigh.
When I did the same with my aunt, Ellen, she mindlessly fondled the head of my prick with her manicured fingertips while staring up at me and smiling. While we're watching TV, she allowed me to kiss her. While my mother and her mother watches, my aunt allows me to feel her C cup breasts and finger her erect nipples through her blouse and her bra while she continues fondling my erection.
My grandmother takes it a step further. Shocking me and sexually exciting me the first time she did it, she removed her blouse and her bra. She sat beside me while topless. She allowed me to touch, feel, fondle, and grope her huge double D cup breasts while fingering and sucking her big, erect nipples while my mother and aunt watched.
Instead of leaving her elderly hand on my naked thigh, instead of fondling the head of my prick with her manicured fingertips, she slowly and lovingly stroked me. My grandma stroked me while I had my way with her naked breasts. My sixty-five-year-old grandmother masturbated me but stopped before I ejaculated a load of cum all over her elderly hand.
Clearly, with none of them seeing a cock as big and as hard, they are all enamored with my erect prick. With us doing what we shouldn't be doing, it's only a matter of time before we take the next step. Then, it happened. When I won two-million-dollars on a scratch ticket, the time to have sex with my mother, my aunt, and my grandma happened sooner than later. I couldn't believe my luck, not only financially but sexually, too.
# # #
My stepmom watched her sister fondle my cock while I felt her breasts and fingered her nipples through her clothes. She watched her mother strip herself topless. She watched her stroke my cock while I felt her naked tits, and fingered and sucked her nipples. After she watched me doing what I wanted to do with them, I asked my stepmother what I wanted to do with her.
"Mom," I said.
I pulled a wad of hundred-dollar-bills from my pocket. Her eyes bulged out of her head. Not telling her how much I won; I told her that I won some money. While she watched me, I counted off five-hundred-dollars.
"I won some money on a lottery scratch ticket that I wanted to share with you," I said.
"I'll give you five-hundred-dollars if you allow me to sleep with you in your bed tonight," I said.
She looked at me shocked that I wanted to sleep with her again. She stared down at the money. Then, she looked at me as if I was crazy.
"Wait," she said, looking at me with curiosity. "You'll give me five-hundred-dollars to sleep with me in my bed," she asked?
I smiled while showing her the money. She stared at the cash. I could clearly see that she was tempted.
"You'll be naked," she asked?
I nodded my head.
"Yes," I said.
She paused while staring up at me.
"And I don't have to be naked. I can wear my nightgown," she asked?
I nodded my head again. She shrugged and held out her hand for the cash.
"Okay," she said.
# # #
That night, I was already in my mother's bed naked and with a big erection. As soon as she walked in her bedroom, no longer shy or modestly moral, with the bright overhead light still on, she removed her nightgown in front of me. I stared at her naked body with my horny eyes.
As soon as she climbed in bed and pulled the covers over her, she snuggled up against me. With her having a queen-size bed, just like in the motel room, as soon as she climbed in bed, I held her. I hugged her. I cuddled her, and I spooned her.
With her not moving away, or swatting my erection away, my naked cock rested between her ass cheeks and the back of her bushy pussy again. Daring myself to do so, I rested my horny hand on her D cup breast through her nightie. I loved cupping her big breast. As soon as I did, daring not to finger it, I felt her nipple erect against the palm of my horny hand.
Not moving away from me, and not slapping my hand away from her nightgown clad breast, she allowed me to sleep like that. My erect cock rested between her shapely ass cheeks and against the back of her naked pussy much of the night. As she did before, she did again. She wiggled her ass tighter against me.
"Oh, that feels so good, Samson, when you hold me like that," she said. "You make me feel so loved."
Then, when I turned the other way, she cemented herself against me. She pressed her big, naked breasts against my broad back. While surprising me as much as she sexually excited me, something that I didn't expect her to do, she reached around me, wrapped her long, thin, manicured fingers around my naked prick and squeezed.
She held my still erect prick in her soft and warm hand. She cupped my testicles in her hand. Then, she fondled the head of my prick with her manicured fingertips. Then, she ever so slowly and lovingly stroked me.
# # #
The next night, when my aunt Ellen visited, I overheard my stepmother tell her sister that I paid her five-hundred-dollars to sleep with her in her bed. While I felt my aunt's breasts through her clothes, and she fondled the head of my cock with her fingertips, daring myself to do so, I was curious for her reaction to what I was about to say to her. I leaned to her and whispered in her ear.
"I'm come into some money that I won on a lottery scratch ticket," I said.
I didn't tell her how much I won.
"I'll give you a thousand-dollars, auntie, if you blow me while you're topless, allow me to cum in your mouth, and swallow me," I said.
She looked at me as if I was nuts.
"Lemme get this straight," said my aunt sitting up straight to look at me.
She laughed.
"Something that I'd do for free, if you asked me to blow you," she said with a dirty laugh. "You want me to strip myself topless, stroke you while sucking you, allow you to cum in my mouth, and swallow you," she said.
My aunt laughed again.
"Okay," she said with a shrug.
She unbuttoned and removed her blouse. Then, reaching around her to unhook her bra, she removed her bra, too. I stared at my forty-one-year-old topless aunt. She had perfect C cup breasts.
She put out her hand while I counted out ten-one-hundred-dollar-bills. As soon as I gave her the money, my mother watched her sister stroking me and leaning forward to take me in her mouth. My aunt was blowing me. She was stroking my prick while sucking my cock.
I put a gentle hand to the back of her brunette, pretty head. I humped her mouth. I fucked her face while my mother watched.
She stroked my prick while sucking my cock. Not taking me long to cum, I ejaculated a load of cum in her mouth. She swallowed all that I had to give her.
# # #
The next night, I offered the same deal to my grandmother. She smiled up at me while feeling my big bulge through my jeans with her elderly hand.


"I'd love to blow you, Samson," said my grandma, Mary.
I counted out ten-one-hundred-dollar-bills and handed them to her.
She jumped at the chance to receive a thousand-dollars to blow me. Not even taking the time to strip herself topless, she unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans.
As soon as I stood, she pulled my jeans and underwear down. She leaned forward to take me in her hand before taking me in her mouth. My grandma gave me a better blowjob than her daughter, my aunt. I exploded a huge load of cum in my grandma's mouth and she swallowed.
# # #
After my stepmother watched her sister and her mother blow me for a thousand-dollars each, she invited me to sleep with her in her bed again. Instead of giving her five-hundred-dollars, as if she was my personal prostitute instead of my stepmother, I gave her one-thousand-dollars. Not even asking me how much money I won to shell out three-thousand-five-hundred dollars to her, her sister, and her mother, as soon as we climbed in bed, she kissed me on the lips.
She parted my lips with her tongue and French kissed me. I couldn't believe that I was making out with my stepmother. I touched, felt, and fondled her naked body everywhere/
"How much would you give me if I allowed you to finger my pussy, lick my cunt, and give me an orgasm with your fingers and your tongue," she asked?
I gave her a big smile.
"I'd love to eat you mom. I'll give you fifteen-hundred-dollars," I said.
I climbed out of bed and went to my room. I grabbed two handfuls of one-hundred-dollar bills. I returned to my mother's bedroom. I counted out fifteen-one-hundred-dollar-bills and handed it to her to eat her pussy.
She sat up in bed while topless. I stared at her big breasts while fondling them. I fingered and sucked her erect nipples.
I made myself comfortable between her shapely thighs. I fingered her pussy. I licked my stepmother's cunt.
She was wet. She was so very wet. I had her vaginal secretions all over my face.
I continued fingering her clit while finger fucking her. I rubbed her clit harder. I fingered her pussy deeper. I found her G spot and pressed on that.
"Oh, Samson, don't stop. Rub my clit harder. Lick me faster. Press on my G spot. Right there. That's it," she said.
She humped my mouth. Giving me her version of a cum bath, she took my head in both of her hands. She rubbed my face all over her wet pussy. I was covered with her vaginal secretions.
"I'm cumming, Samson. Don't stop fingering me. Don't stop licking me. Mommy is cumming. Mommy is cumming," she said.
She closed her eyes, stiffened her legs, arched her back, and fell silent while enjoying the afterglow of sex.
# # #
Then, not resting for long, she surprised me as much as she sexually excited me. My stepmother wanted to have sex with me as much as I wanted to have sex with her.
"How much would you pay me to make slow and passionate love to me and allow you to cum in my pussy," she asked?
I smiled.
"I'll give you twenty-five-hundred-dollars," said.
I quickly counted out the money and handed it to her.
I mounted my mother. She reached down, took my erect cock in hand, and positioned it by her swollen pussy lips. With a gentle hump, I was inside of my stepmother's cunt. She returned my loving and passionate humps with her loving and passionate humps.
Then, she whispered something in my ear that I always wanted to hear her say.
# # #
"How much will you pay me to fuck you fast and hard enough to cum in your mother's cunt," she asked?
I smiled with sexual excitement.
"I'll pay you five-thousand-dollars," said.
She laughed while I counted out the money and handed it to her.
She mounted me cowgirl style. She rode me as if I was a bucking bronco. I rolled her over. I fucked her fast and hard. We both came together.
She gave me the best fuck that I ever had. I loved fucking my stepmother.
Then, she shocked and excited me by what she said next. Something that I thought she'd never do, giving me a bonus, my stepmother blew me. She stroked my cock while sucking my prick. She allowed me to cum in her mouth and she swallowed me.
Then, as soon as she removed me from the pressure of her red, full lips, I ejaculated a second load of cum all over her pretty face, in her beautiful, brown hair, and across her naked breasts. I gave my stepmom a cum bath. She was literally dripping with cum. Instead of getting angry, she laughed.
I watched her take up gobs of cum with her fingertips. She took her fingers in her mouth and swallowed even more of me. She liked receiving a cum bath as much as I enjoyed giving her one.
# # #
Then, she asked me something that blew my mind.
"How much will you pay me to impregnate me with our baby," she asked?
I laughed.
"I'll pay you twenty-five-thousand-dollars, and I'll buy the diapers, baby clothes, a crib, a bassinet, a stroller, a carriage, and a brand-new minivan.
She laughed with glee.
"How much will you pay me to marry me, and to live with me as husband and wife instead of stepson and stepmother," she asked?
I laughed.
"I'll buy you a six bedroom, seven bath house in a nice neighborhood. I'll allow your sister and your mother to live with us, as long as I can have sex with them as much as I want," I said.
I counted out and handed her seven-hundred-thousand-dollars in cash. I had plenty enough money left to buy my aunt, my grandmother, and myself new cars. After paying taxes, paying my aunt, my grandmother, and my stepmom for sex, I still had five-hundred-thousand-dollars left.
I finally told her how much I won. I won two-million-dollars on a scratch ticket. After taxes, I still had one-million-two-hundred-fifty-thousand-dollars. After buying the house and cars for everyone, I still have five-hundred-thousand-dollars left," I said.
# # #
From that day forward, whoever was in the mood to make love to me, fuck me, or blow me, I had sex with my stepmom, my aunt, and/or my grandmother every day. I made love to one of them every morning. I fucked one of them every night. In between, I ate one of their pussies, and one of them stroked and sucked my cock.
Never have I had as much sex as I am having now.
The End
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Stepmother Sexually Teases Stepson
Bored, lonely, and horny, I deliberately flashed my stepson.
After breaking up with my boyfriend, missing having steady sex, I'm as bored as I'm lonely and horny. Sexually frustrated, something that I never did before, I deliberately teased my stepson, Jack. Showing him the exhibitionistic whore that I am, I constantly and continually flashed him.
If only to see his reaction to seeing something of me that he shouldn't see of me, and has never seen of me, was priceless. Never looking away in embarrassment and/or in shame, he not only looked, he stared. Even now when fully clothed, he undresses me with his eyes. He ogles me as if I was topless or naked.
Expecting him to move out after he graduated college and get an apartment with a roommate or two, he didn't. I expected him to find a girlfriend and move in with her. He didn't do that either.
Still living with me, my stepson, Jackson, was the only man around who was still there for me. Unembarrassed and unashamed to admit, after my boyfriend broke up with me, I think about him my stepson when I'm pleasuring myself with my fingers and/or with my toys.
Again, being the whore that I am, instead of waiting for him to try to sexually seduce me, I seduced him. Instead of him spying on me, while hoping to see me in my bra and panties, topless, and/or naked, something that he never expected me to do, I turned the tables on him. Instead of waiting for him to dick I flash me, I flashed him.
Clearly, with him thinking better of me, my stepson didn't know that I'm an exhibitionistic whore. Not having any idea, he thought that I was modestly moral when I'm the opposite. I'm immodestly immoral. With him continuing to undress me with his horny eyes, making my pussy wet and my nipples erect, I deliberately showed him all that he, no doubt, wanted to see of my partially naked body.
While he imagined me topless and/or naked and having sex with him, I turned him into a masturbation machine by giving him plenty to see of me. When he's in his room stroking himself, he shakes the house, rattles the windows, and the China in the China cabinet. I liked imagining that he was stroking himself over the thoughts of me having forbidden sex with me.
Without a doubt, when playing with himself, he imagines me topless. He envisions me naked. He visualizes me having sex with him. He pictures me stroking him, sucking him, and fucking him.
# # #
My name is Veronica, but everyone calls me, Vicky, Ronnie, or just V. I'm a forty-two-year-old single stepmother. I live with my twenty-four-year-old stepson, Jackson. Everyone calls him Jack, including me. As if I was his natural birth mother, I raised him since the age of ten. Rather than subject him to foster care, with the death of his father traumatic enough, I stayed to live with him after his father died of a sudden heart attack.
With food, gas, health insurance, and everything more expensive, after he graduated from college, because of COVID, he worked from home. With him unable to afford his own place, even with roommates, it made sense for us to continue to live together and split the monthly expenses. Seriously, what horny, young man wouldn't want to continue to live with a woman who looks like me, especially with me deliberately flashing him?
Glad that I married his dad, and we didn't just continue living together, he left me the house, his bank accounts, his safety deposit box, his truck, and his car. I have plenty of money so that I don't have to work, thank God. I enjoy lounging around the house, cooking, cleaning, and doing laundry rather than having to get dressed to work at a menial and low-paying job.
Actually, a blessing in disguise, never holding down a nine-to-five job, a high school dropout, the only work that I ever did, something that Jack doesn't know, was working as a stripper. I was not only a stripper but also, I was a prostitute, and an all-around whore. I met his dad when stripping.
I gave him a blowjob in his truck after the club closed. He had a small and soft penis from his drinking, and him having diabetes. Yet with me an experienced cocksucker, I stroked his prick and sucked his cock just the same. Obviously impressing him with my sexual skills, I allowed him to cum in my mouth and I swallowed.
Back then, when I just started out being a whore, I wished that I had the presence of mind to wear a back brace and knee pads when I was younger. Now, with me having bad knees and a bad back, a lasting side effect of being a prostitute, I didn't want to go back to that life after my husband died. Thank God, he left me with plenty enough money that I no longer had to work.
Too old to work as a stripper and/or a whore, probably working for Wal-Mart or McDonald's for minimum wage, I don't know what I'd do had I not inherited my husband's money. Fortunately for me, my saving grace, I've always liked cocks, stroking them, sucking them, and fucking them. I never looked at my stepson as a sexual partner as I do now.
Being the whore that I still am and always will be, I wonder what his prick looks like? I wonder how big it is. I'd blow him if he wanted me to stroke his cock while sucking his prick. I'd even allow him to cum in my mouth and I'd swallow him. I would definitely fuck him, too.
# # #
Enticing him to have incestuous sex with me, I bought him a new car as his college graduation gift. I had him pick out what he wanted up to fifty-thousand-dollars. We ordered a brand new 2026 Mustang GT in orange fury, metallic tri-coat with Recaro seats and 19" black wheels instead of chrome wheels that cost just under forty-nine-thousand-dollars. Surprised that it cost as much, the paint color cost an additional one-thousand-dollars.
After I ordered the car, he surprised me as much as he sexually aroused me. As soon as we left the dealership and were walking towards my car, he grabbed me by my arm and turned me towards him. He stared into my eyes, pushed back my blonde hair with his hand, and kissed me on the lips longer than a stepson should kiss his stepmother.
That was the first time that he gave me a full pelvic-to-pelvic body hug and, pulling me to him, wrapped his big, strong arm around my waist after I custom ordered him the car. Eight weeks later, we received the car. Upon seeing his brand-new Mustang GT, he had never been as excited as he was then.
As if I was his wife, his girlfriend, or his lover, he pulled me to him again and gave me another pelvic-to-pelvic body hug. Looking deep in my blue eyes, again, he kissed me full on the lips again, longer than a stepson should kiss his stepmother. Tempted to part his lips with my tongue and French kiss him, even though I so wanted to do that, I didn't. I wanted to make out with him.
Then, I couldn't believe what he did next. Surprising me while still kissing me and hugging me, he lowered his hand down and cupped my ass cheeks through my short skirt and panties in his big hand. He felt and squeezed my ass through my clothes.
Not wanting to regret missing this sexual opportunity, I wiggled my ass to show and encourage him that I liked being touched in that sexually inappropriate way. I couldn't believe it when he reached his horny hand beneath my short skirt. He felt and squeezed my ass through my panties. Then, as if he owned my ass, he slapped my bikini panty ass.
As soon as he did that, took sexual liberties with me, I parted his lips with my tongue and French kissed him. He pushed me up against my car. We were making out while his hand was still up my short skirt feeling and squeezing my panty clad ass while I felt and fondled his erect cock through his jeans.
# # #
Later that night, after supper, we cuddled on the couch while he told me all about his car. That was the first time that I was dressed in my shortest, sheerest, nearly transparent, lowest cut, and sexiest nightgown without wearing a robe over it. Daring myself to do so, making my nipples erect and hard, and my pussy wet, in one fell swoop, I showed him everything of my nearly naked body that he shouldn't see of me.
He was dressed in his T-shirt, and pajama bottoms that he wears without underwear, and his Ugg slippers. As soon as I walked from the kitchen to the living room, with the bright overhead light of the kitchen lighting me up behind me, he took me all in. In one long stare, he literally saw all of me. Giving him an instant erection that tented his pajama bottoms, he continued to stare at me as if I was naked and, basically, I was.
Giving him another slow and seductive show, I walked back from the living room to the kitchen to turn off the kitchen light. Then, as I did before, I walked to him as if I was his paid and bought prostitute. As soon as I sat beside him with my left side cemented against his right side, while resting the palm of my hot hand on his upper thigh with my fingertips only inches from his throbbing and pulsating prick, as if he had a pole in his pajama pants, he had a huge erection that tented his pajama bottoms.
He drank his beer while I sipped my wine. Not knowing if I'd ever go that far to have incestuous sex with him, if nothing else, I loved sexually teasing him. I loved giving him an erection. Giving me something to finger myself over later, I got off on deliberately flashing him.
I loved seeing his reaction when he sees something of me that he shouldn't see. Giving me what I need, sexual attention, never looking away in shame and/or in embarrassment, he not only looked but also, he stared. Again, undressing me with his eyes, in the way that he stared at with lust, he makes me feel beautiful.
He makes me feel sexy. In the way that he strips me topless and/or naked with his eyes, he makes me feel shapely. He makes me feel wanted. He makes me feel sexually desired.
Not even my boyfriend, nor my husband, especially not my husband, looked at me in that way. Never has a man paid me as much sexual attention as my stepson does. As if I was a virgin, and we were babysitting someone's children while making out and petting, he made me feel young again. Truly, as if able to read his mind, able to read his signals, he not only loves me but also, he wants to have sex me.
My stepson wants to have illicit sex with me, his stepmother. When in my room with my door closed, while thinking of him seeing me topless and/or naked I rub my clit with my pink, bunny vibrator. When thinking of his erect, naked prick, I fucked my pussy with my big, black dildo. I imagine him naked and having sex with me.
Only, with him having to make the first move, if only he tried to have sex with me, I'd have sex with him. Yet, what kind of nasty whore would a stepmother be to have sex with her stepson? I would. If he made the first move, I'd make all of the rest of the moves.
# # #
Again, with me the horny cocksucking whore that I am, I wondered what his erect prick looked like. The opposite of his drunk, diabetic father, I wondered if he has a big dick. I wondered what it would feel like to hold his cock in my hand and stroke him. I'd love to masturbate him. I'd love to see and hear him cum. How hot would that be for my stepson to cum for his stepmother?
I wondered what he tasted like. I wondered if he's ever had a blowjob. I'd blow him if I could.
I wish I could stroke his cock while sucking his prick. While gently cupping his testicles in my soft and warm hand, I'd love him to cum in my mouth. I'd love to swallow his cum.
I imagined staring up at him to show him his prick in my mouth. Not only would I love him to cum in my mouth but also, I'd allow him to cum all over my face, in my blonde hair, and across my double D cup naked breasts. I'd love him to see me dripping with his cum. I'd love him to give me a cum bath.
I'd want him to make out with me, French kiss me while feeling my body everywhere through my clothes. I'd want him to slowly undress me. I love to see his reaction to seeing me in my bra and panties. I'd want him to see the tops of my jiggling breasts and my long, sexy line of cleavage, and the big impressions of my erect nipples through my sheer and unpadded bra.
Of course, I'd want him to slowly and sexily strip me naked. I'd love to see his reaction to seeing my naked body. I'd love to show him my big naked breasts and my erect nipples. I'd want him to see my blonde, trimmed pussy. Again, I'd love him to see me naked while touching and feeling my naked body everywhere. I wonder, after seeing my naked ass, if he would feel my ass, squeeze my ass, and spank my ass.
# # #
Something that I'd love him to do; I'd love him to spank me. I love being spanked. As if I've been a bad stepmother, I'd want him to take me over his knee. I'd want him to pull up my skirt to expose my white panty clad ass. Then, I'd want him to pull down my panties.
I'd want him to see my shapely, naked ass and the back of my blonde, trimmed, glistening wet pussy. I'd want him to spank me faster. I'd want him to spank me harder. I'd want him to spank my ass red raw. As if he owned my ass, it would make me proud to see his hand print on my naked ass.
I wonder if he's ever licked a pussy. I'd love for him to give me an orgasm with his fingers and his tongue. I'd love him to eat me, to eat his stepmother's cunt. I'd love to cum for him. I'd love for him to see and hear me have an orgasm.
I wonder what it would feel like for him to finger my pussy while licking my cunt. Before we made love, before he fucked me, and before I blew him, I'd want him to give me oral sex. I'd want him to give me an orgasm with his tongue and his fingers before giving me another one with his cock.
Then, pounding my cunt, and pile driving my pussy, I wonder what it would feel like to have him deep inside of me. I'd love him to make love to me while making out with me. I love him to fuck me fast and hard enough to give me another orgasm, this time with is cock. Of course, with my long arms wrapped around his neck, and my long legs wrapped around his back, I'd want him to cum in my pussy. I'd want him to give us our baby.
# # #
Starting my sexual seduction, something that I never did before, I'm as horny as I'm sexually frustrated enough to do now. With them all practically see-through, totally transparent, I walk around him in my shortest, sheerest, sexiest, and lowest-cut nightgowns without having the moral modesty to wear robes over them. No longer having to undress me with his eyes, he stares at me as if I'm already naked and, practically, I am.
While I'm well aware that he can see me as if I'm naked, I deliberately stand longer in front of the television in the dark living room. With him there watching and staring, I open the drapes in the living room, and his bedroom with the bright sunlight lighting me up as if I'm naked. With us having an open floor plan, he can see me in the kitchen from his reclining chair in the living room when I open the refrigerator door without turning on the kitchen light.
I sat on the couch in the living room across from him with my knees parted just enough to give him a constant peek up my short skirt at my bright white panties. Every time that I slowly crossed and slowly uncrossed my legs, I showed him more of my panties. When wearing my nightgown, again, with my knees parted just enough, I give him a constant and continual peek of my naked pussy.
As if he's never seen a naked cunt before and, assuredly, he's never seen mine, he stares at my pussy mound, my camel toe, my pussy slit, and my trimmed, blonde pubic hair. I give him a good, long look of my naked pussy. Again, when wearing my nightgown, I give him a good, long view of my naked breasts. too.
When I lean forward to sip my coffee or drink my wine, my nightgown top falls forward and wide-open with me. I give him the perfect and deliberate down nightgown view of my naked breasts. Giving him an immediate erection, he stares at my cleavage, my areolas, and big, erect nipples.
While imagining that he's still sleeping when he assuredly he is not, I undress and dress with my bedroom door wide-open and my bright overhead light on. Pretending that I'm unaware that he's in the hall watching me while stroking himself, all that I'm missing is a stripper's pole, I give him a real naked, strip tease show. Giving him even more to jerk off over, I show him what I look like in my panties and bra, topless, and naked.
Daring myself to do so, I've even masturbated myself with my bedroom door wide open with my bedroom light on, too. Pretending that I thought he was still sleeping, I allowed him to watch me rub my clit with my vibrator and fuck my pussy with my dildo. I allow him to see and hear me have an orgasm.
# # #
Tonight, the day that his new Mustang was delivered, we continued cuddling on the couch while watching television. While talking all about his new car, he put his arm around me and held me close. While pretending that I was unaware that my naked pussy was nearly exposed, the hem of my nightgown was nearly up to my crotch.
With me leaning forward enough while he continued holding me, the top of my nightgown was open plenty enough for him to see my naked breasts. While hoping that he would, he stuck his horny hand down my opened nightgown top. He touched, felt, fondled, and groped my naked breasts while fingering my erect nipples.
With only two glasses of wine making my one-hundred-thirty-five body tipsy, I pretended to fall asleep on his lap. While he believed that I'm sleeping, he touched and felt me in all the places that a stepson should never touch and feel his stepmother. He slowly raised the side of my nightgown to feel and squeeze my naked ass.
With my legs parted open, he slowly reached his hand down and cupped my naked pussy in the palm of his big, horny hand. He slid a slow finger down along my swollen pussy lips and parted them with his finger. Feeling so good, and as if it was meant to be, he inserted his fingers inside of me.
While still pretending that I'm sleeping, he gently rubbed my clit. He finger-fucked my pussy. He pressed on my G spot. Taking care not to awaken me, my stepson masturbated me. Quietly cumming, I loved him giving me an orgasm with his fingers.
# # #
When he still believes that I'm sound asleep, he removed his erect, naked prick from his pajama pee hole. While hoping that he would, he slowly slid the head of his big dick across my lips. Then, holding my nose closed with his thumb and index finger, as soon as I opened my mouth to breathe, he stuck his erect cock in my mouth.
Again, careful not to awaken me, he gently humped my mouth. He carefully fucked my face. While pretending that I'm sucking my deceased husband's cock, I suck my stepson's prick. I stroked him. I blew him. I didn't stop sucking him until he ejaculated cum in my mouth and I swallowed.
As soon as he cums, while seemingly liking to feel my naked breasts, he stuck his hand down my nightgown top again. He touched, felt, fondled, and groped my naked breasts while pinching, pulling, turning, and twisting my erect nipples. I love having my breasts fondled while he fingers my erect nipples.
If it wasn't enough that he masturbated me, I couldn't believe that I blew him. He stuck his cock in my mouth while thinking that I was sleeping. I stroked him while sucking him. Seemingly, no longer caring if he awakened me, he put a gentle hand behind my blonde, pretty head, and ejaculated a load of cum in my mouth and I swallowed.
# # #
The next day, when he arrived home from running errands, with me drinking too much wine, I pretended that I was drunk. He helped me to bed. He undressed me to put o